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1721,

RICHY AND SANDY *:

ON THE DEATH OF MR. ADDISON.

RICHY.

Wuar gars thee look fae dowf, dear Sandy fay?
Cheer up, dull fellow, take thy reed and play

“ My apron deary,” or fome wanton tune :

Be merry, lad, and keep thy heart aboon.

SANDY,

Na, na, it winna do ; leave me to mane .
This aught days twice o’er tell’d I°Il whiftle nane.

RICHY.

* Sir Richard Steele and Mr, Alexander Pope.
B 2
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RICHY./

Wow, man, that ’s unco’ fad l=Is ’t that
ye'r jo
Has ta’en the ftrunt ? Or has fome bogle-bo,
Glowrin frae *mang auld waws, gi’en ye a fleg?
Or has fome dauted wedder broke his leg ?

SANDY.

Naithing like that, fic troubles eith were borne :
What ’s bogles, wedders, or what Maufy’s fcorn ?
Our lofs is meikle mair, and paft remead :

Adie, that play’d and fang fae fweet, is dead.

RICHY.

Dead! fay’ft thou ?—Oh, had up my heart,.
O Pan!!
Ye gods, what laids ye lay on fecklefs man !
Alake therefore! I canna wyt ye'r wae;
I ’ll bear ye company for year and day.
A better lad ne’er lean’d out o’er a kent,
Or hounded coly o’er the mofly bent :
Blyth at the bught how aft ha’ we three been,
Heartfome on hills, and gay upon the green.

S§ANDY.
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SANDY.

That’s true indeed; but now thae days are gane,
And, with him, a’ that ’s pleafant on the plain.
A fummer day I never thought it lang,

To hear him make a roundel or a fang.

How fweet he fung where vines and myrtles grow,
Of wimbling waters which in Latium flow *,
Titry the Mantuan herd, wha lang finfyne,

Beft fung on aeten reed the lover’s pine,

Had he been to the fore now in our days,

Wi’ Adie he had frankly dealt his bays.

As lang ’s the warld fhall Amaryllis ken,

His Rofamond 1 fhall echo thro” the glen :
While on burn banks the yellow gowan grows,
Or wand’ring lambs rin bleating after ewes,

His fame thall laft : laft fhall his fang of weirs {,
While Britith bairns brag of their bauld forbeairs.
We’ll meikle mifs his blyth and witty jeft,

At {paining time, or at our Lambmafs feaft.

O, Richy! but ’tis hard that death ay reaves
Away the beft fowk, and the ill anes leaves.
Hing down'ye’r heads, ye hills, greet out ye {prings,
Upon ye’r edge na mair the thepherd fings.

RICHY,

* His poetic epiftle from Italy to the Earl of Halifax.
1+ An opera wrote by him.,
1 His Campaign, an heroic poem.

B3
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RICHY.

Then he had ay a good advice to gie,
And kend my thoughts amaift as well as me :
Had I been thowlefs, vext, or oughtlins four,
He wad have made me blyth in haff an hour :
Had Rofie ta’en the dorts, or had the tod
Worry’d my lambs, or were my feet ill thod,
Kindly he ’d laugh when fae he faw me dwine,
And tauk of happinefs like a divine.
Of ilka thing he had an unco’ fkill ;
He kend be moon-light how tides ebb and fill ;
He kend (what kend he no ?) €’en to a hair
He’d tell or night gin neift day wad be fair.
Blind John *, ye mind, wha fang in kittle phrafe,
How the ill {p’rit did the firft mifchief raife ;
Mony a time, beneath the auld birk-tree,
‘What ’s bonny in that fang he loot me fee.
The lafles aft flung down their rakes and pails,
And held their tongues, O ftrange! to hear his

tales.

SANDY.

Sound be his fleep, and faft his wak’ning be ;
He ’s in a better cafe than thee or me
He

* The famous Milton, the author of the excellent poem on
Paradife Loft, was blind.
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1728,

ROBERT, RICHY, AND SANDY:

A PASTORAL ON THE DEATH OF MATTHEW PRIOR.

Roszrr, the good, by a’ the fwains rever’d,

Wife are his words, like filler is his beard ;

Near faxty fhining fimmers he has feen,

Tenting his hirfle on the moorland green :

Unfhaken yet with mony a winter’s wind,

Stout are his limbs, and youthfu’ is his mind.

But now he droops, ane wad be wae to fee

Him fae caft down ; ye wadna trow ’tis he.

By break of day he feeks the dowy glen,

That he may fcowth to a’ his mourning len :

Nane but the clinty craigs and fcrogy briers

Were witnefes of 2’ his granes and tears.

Howder’d wi’ hills a cryftal burnie ran,

Where twa young fhepherds fand the good auld
man :

Kind Richy Spec, a friend to a’ diftreft,

And Sandy, wha of fhepherds fings the beft ;

With friendly looks they fpeer’d, wherefore he
mourn’d?

He rais’d his head, and, fighing, thus return’d :

ROBERT.
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ROBERT.

O Matt! poor Matt l—my lads, e’en take a fkair
Of 2’ my grief :—fweet-finging Matt ’s nac mair.
Ah heavens! did €’er this lyart head of mine
Think to have feen the cauldrife mools on thine.

RICHY.

My heart mifga’e me when I came this way,
His dog its lane fat yowling on a brae;
Icry’d, « Ik ! ifk ! poor Ringwood, fairy man:*
He wagg’d his tail, cour’d near, and lick’d my

han’:

I clap’d his head, which eas’d a wee his pain;
But foon ’s I gade away, he yowl’d again.
Poor kindly beaft {—Ah, firs, how fic fhould be
Mair tender-hearted mony a time than we!

SANDY.

Laft ouk I dream’d my tup that bears the bell,
And paths the fnaw, out o’er a high craig fell,
Arnd brak his leg.—I ftarted frae my bed,
Awak’d, and leugh.—Ah! now my dream its

red.
How dreigh ’s our cares! our joys how foon away, -
Like fun-blinks on a cloudy winter’s day!
Flow
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Flow faft, ye tears, ye have free leave for me;
Dear {weet-tongu’d Matt! thoufands fhall greet for
thee.

ROBERT.

Thanks to my friends, for ilka briny tear,
Ye fhed for him ; he to us a’ was dear.
Sandy, I m eas’d to fee thee look fae wan ;
Richy, thy fighs befpeak the kindly man.

RICHY.

But twice the fummer’s fun has thaw’d the
fhaw,
Since frae our heights Addie * was tane awa’ :
Faft Matt has follow’d.—Of fic twa bereft,
To fmooth our fauls, alake ! wha have we left ?
Waes me! o’er thort a tack of fic is given,
But wha may contradiét the will of Heaven?
Yet mony a year he liv’d to hear the dale
Sing o’er his fangs, and tell his merry tale.
Laft year I had a {tately tall afh-tree,
Braid were its branches, a fweet thade to me;
1 thought it might have flourifh’d on the brae,
Tho’ paft its prime, yet twenty years or fae:
But

* Secretary Addifon.
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But ae rough night. the blatt’ring winds blew >
fnell,

Torn frae its roots adown it fouchan fell 5

Twin’d of its nourihment it lifelefs lay,

Mixing its wither’d leaves amang the clay.

Sae flourifh’d Matt : but where s the tongue can
tell

How fair he grew? how much lamented fell ?

- SANDY.

How fnackly cou’d he gi’e a fool reproof,
E’en wi’ a canty tale he *d tell aff loof?
How did he warning to the dofen’d fing,
By auld Purganty, and the Dutchman’s ring ?
And Lucky’s filler ladle thaws how aft
Our greateft withes are but vain and daft:
The wad-be wits, he bad them a’ but pap
Their crazy heads into Tam Tinman’s fhap ;
There they wad fee a fquirrel wi’ his bells
Ay wreftling up, yet rifing like themfells.
Thoufands of things he wittily could fay,
With fancy ftrang, and faul as clear as day ;
Smart were his tales: but where s the tongue can

tell

How blyth he was? how much lamented fell?

RICHY,
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RICHY.

And as he blythfome was, fae was he wife,
Our laird himfell wa’d aft take his advice.
E’en cheek for chew he ’d feat him *mang them a’,
And tauk his mind ’bout kittle points of law.
When clan Red-yards *, ye ken, wi’ wicked feud,
Had fkail’d of ours, but mair of his ain blood ;
When I, and mony mae that were right croufe,
Wad fain about his lugs have burnt his houfe :
Yet lady Anne, a woman meek and kind,
A fae to weirs, and of a peacefu’ mind,
Since mony in the fray had got their dead,
To make the peace our friend was fent wi’ fpeed.
The very faes had for him juft regard,
Tho’ fair he jib’d their formaft finging bard .
Careful was Matt: but where ’s the tongue can tell
How wife he was? how much lamented fell ?

‘SANDY.

Wha cou’d like him, in a fhort fang, define
The bonny lafs and her young lover’s pine ?
I’n

* Lewis XIV. king of France.

+ Boileau, whofe ode on the taking Namur by the French
in 1692, he burlefqued, on its being retaken by the Englith
in 1695,
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I’ll ne’er forget that ane he made on May,

‘Wha brang the poor blate Symie to his clay ;

To gratify the paughty wench’s pride,

The filly fhepherd « bow’d, obey’d, and dy’d.”

Sic conftant laffes, as the Nit-brown Maid,

Shall never want juft praifes duly paid;

Sic claim’d his fang, and ftill it was his care,

‘With pleafing words to guide and reefe the fair.

How fweet his voice when beauty was in view !

Smooth ranhis lines, ay grac’d wi’ fomething

new ; i

Nae word ftood wrang : but where s the tongue
" can tell

How faft he fung ? how much lamented fell ?

RICHY.

And when he had a mind to be mair grave,
A minifter nae better cou’d behave ;
Far out of fight of fic he aften flew,
.~When he of haly wonders took a view :
Well cou’d he praife the Power that made us a’,
And bids us in return but tent his law 3
‘Wha guides us when we re waking or afleep,
With thoufand times mair care than we our
1 flseep.
While he of pleafure, power, and wifdom fang,
My heart lap high, my lugs wi’ pleafure rang:

' ~ Thefe
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Thefe to repeat braid fpoken I wad fpill,

Altho’ I fthould employ my utmoft {kill.

He tow’rd aboon : but ah ! what tongue can tell
How high he flew ? how much lamented fell ?

ROBERT.

My bennifon, dear lads, light on ye baith,
Wha ha’e fae true a feeling of our fkaith :
O Sandy ! draw his likenefs in fmooth verfe,
As well ye can; then fhepherds fhall rehearfe
His merit, while the fun metes out the day,
‘While ews fhall bleet, and little lambkins mae.

I °ve been a fauter, now three days are paft,
‘While I for grief have hardly broke my faft :
Come to my fhiel, there let ’s forget our care,

I dinna want a routh of country fair,

Sic as it is, ye’r welcome to a fkair :

Befides, my lads, I have a browit of tip,

As good as ever wafh’d a fhepherd’s lip 5

‘We ’ll take a fcour o’t to put aff our pain,

For 2’ our tears and fighs are but in vain :
Come, help me up ; yon footy cloud fhores rain.

\
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1721,

KEITHA:

AN ELEGY ON THE DEATH OF MARY, THE COUNTESS OF WIGTON.

RINGAN.

Ogr ilka thing a gen’ral fadnefs hings :

The burds wi® melancholy droop their wings ;

My fheep and kye neglet to moup their food,

And feem to think as in 2 dumpith mood.

Hark ! how the winds fouch mournfu’ thro’ the
broom,

The very lift puts on a heavy glogm.

My neighbour Colin too, he bears a part,

His face fpeaks out the fairnefs of his heart ;

Tell, tell me, Colin, for my boding thought,

A bang of fears into my breaft has brought.

COLIN.

‘Where haft thou been, thou fimpleton, wha fpeers
The caufe of 2’ our forrow and our tears ?
‘Wha unconcern’d can hear the common fkaith
"The warld receives by lovely Keitha’s death ?
sk The
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The bonnieft fample of what ’s good and kind,
Fair was her make, and heav’nly was her mind :

" But now this fweeteft flower of 2> our plain
Leaves us to figh; tho’ a’ our fighs are vain,
For never mair fhe ’ll grace the heartfome green ;
Ay heartfome, when the deign’d there to be feen.
Speak, flow’ry meadows, where fhe us’d to wauk;
Speak, flocks and burds, wha ’ve heard her fing

or tauk ;

Did ever you fae meikle beauty bear 2
Or ye fo mony heav’nly accents hear ?
Ye painted haughs, ye minitrels of the air,
Lament, for lovely Keitha is nae mair.

RINGAN.

Ye weltlin winds, that gently us’d to play
On her white breaft, and fteal fome fweets away,
‘Whilft her delicious breath perfum’d your breeze,
‘Which gratefu’ Flora took to feed her bees ;
Bear on your wings round earth her fpotlefs fame,
Worthy that noble race from whence fhe came *.
Refounding braes, where’er fhe us’d to lean,
And view the cryftal burn glide o’er the green,

Return

3

* She was daughter to the late Earl Marfhal, the third of
- that honourable rank of nobility.
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Return your echoes to our mournfu’ fang,
And let the ftreams in murmurs bear ’t alang.
Ye unkend pow’rs wha water haunt or air,
Lament, for lovely Keitha is nae mair.

COLIN.

Ah! wha cou’d tell the beauties of her face ?
Her mouth, that never op’d but wi’ a grace ?
Her een, which did with heav’nly fparkles low?
Her modeft check, flufh’d with a rofie glow ?
Her fair brent brow, fmooth as th’ unrunkled

deep,

When a’ the winds are in their caves afleep ?
Her prefence, like a fimmer’s morning ray,
Lighten’d our hearts, and gart ilk place look

gay- 3
Now twin’d of life, thefe charms look cauld and
blae,

And what before gave joy now makes us wae.
Her goodnefs thin’d in ilka pious deed,—

A fubjet, Ringan, for a lofty reed ;

A thepherd’s fang maun fic high thoughts decline,
Left ruftic notes fhould darken what ’s divine.
Youth, beauty, graces, a’ that ’s good and fair,
Lament! for lovely Keitha is nae mair!

VOLs II. C. RINGAN,
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RINGAN.

How tenderly fhe fmooth’d our mafter’s mind,
When round his manly waift her arms fhe twin’d,
And look’d a thoufand faft things to his heart,
‘While native fweetnefs fought nae help frae art.
To him her merit {till appear’d mair bright,

As yielding the own’d his fuperior right.

Baith faft and found he flept within her arms,

Gay were his dreams, the influence of her
charms.

Soon as the morning dawn’d he ’d draw the
{creen,

And watch the op’ning of her fairer een,

Whence fweeteft rays gutht out in fic a thrang,

Beyond expreflion in my rural fang.

COLIN.

O Clementina ! fprouting fair remains
Of her wha was the glory of the plains ;
Dear innocence, with infant darknefs blift,
Which hides the happinefs that thou haft mift,
May a’ thy mither’s fweets thy portion be,
And 2’ thy mither’s graces fhine in thee.

RINGAN.
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RINGAN.

She loot us ne’er gae hungry to the hill,
And 2’ fhe ga’e, the geed it wi’ good will ;
Fow mony, mony a ane will mind that day,
On which frae us fhe ’s tane fae foon away ;
Baith hynds and herds whafe cheeks belpake nae
fcant,
And throu’ the howms could whiftle, fing, and rant,
Will mifs her fair till happily they find
Anither in her place fae good and kind.
The laffes wha did at her graces mint,
Ha’e by her death their bonnieft pattern tint.
O ! ilka ane who ¢id her bounty fkair,
Lament! for gen’rous Keitha is nae mair !

COLIN.

O Ringan, Ringan! things gang fae unev’n,
I canna well take up the will of Heav’n.
Our croffes teughly laft us mony a year,
But unco foon our bleflings difappear.

i
RINGAN.,
1’1 tell thee, Colin, my laft Sunday’s note,

I tented well mef; Thomas ilka jot.
c2 The
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ROSALIND.

They Il bear, and do invite the blytheft frains;
The beauteous Charteriffa of thefe plains,
Still to them dear, wha late made us fae wae,
When we heard tell fhe was far aff to gae,
And leave our heartfome fields, her native land,
Now ’s ta’en in time, and fix’d by Hymen’s band.

ARMYAS.

To whom ?—fpeak faft :—I hope ye dinna jeer.

ROSALIND.

No, no, my dear ; ’tis trie as we ftand here.
The thane of Fife, who lately wi’ his flane,
And vizy leel, made the blyth bowl his ain ;
He, the delight of baith the fma’ and great,
Wha ’s bright beginning fpae his fonfy fate,
Has gain’d her heart; and now their mutual flame
Retains the fair, and a’ her wealth, at hame.

ARMYAS.

Now, Rofalind, may never forrow twine
Sae near your heart as joys arife in mine.
Come kifs me, laffie, and you ’s hear me fing
A bridal fang that thro’ the woods fhall ring.

ROSALIND.
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ROSALIND.

Ye ’re ay fae daft ; come, take it and ha’e done;
Let 2’ the lines be faft, and [weet the tune.

ARMYAS fings.

Come, thepherds, a’ your whiftles join,
And fhaw your blytheft faces;

The nymph that we were like to tine,
At hame her pleafure places.

Lift up your notes both loud and gay,
Yet fweet as Philomela’s,

And yearly folemnize the day
When this good luck befel us,

Hail to the thane defcended frae
Macduff renown’d in ftory,
‘Wha Albion frae tyrannic fway
Reftor’d to ancient glory :

His early bloffoms loud proclaim
That frae this ftem he rifes,
Whafe merits give him right to fame,
And to the higheft prizes.

His lovely countefs fing, ye fwains,
Nae fubject can be {weeter ;
The beft of blood flows in her veins,
‘Which makes ilk grace completer :
&4 Bright
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A MASQUE*
PERFORMED AT CELEBRATING THE NUPTIALS OF

JAMES DUKE OF HAMILTON AND LADY ANN COCHRAN.

CALLIOPE
(Playing upon a violoncello) fings,
Jov to the bridegroom, prince of Clyde,
Lang may his blifs and greatnefs bloflom ;
Joy to his virtuous charming bride,
Who gains this day his Grace’s bofom.

Appear,

* An unknown ingenious friend did me the honour of the
following Introduétion to the London edition of this Mafque ;

and being a poet, my vanity will be pardoned for inferting it
here.

¢« The prefent poem being a revival of a good old form of
¢ poetry, in high repute with us, it may not be amifs to fay
¢ fomething of a diverfion once fo agreeable, and fo long
¢¢ interrupted or difufed. The original of mafques feems to
"¢ be an imitation of the interludes of the ancients, prefented
¢ on occafion of fome ceremony performed in a great and noble
¢ family. The aétors in this kind of half-dramatic poetry
¢ have formerly been even kings, princes, and the firft per-

¢ fonages
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~

~

Appear, great Genius of his line,
And bear a part in the rejoicing ;
Behold your ward, by pow’rs divine,
Join’d with a mate of their ain choofing.

Forfake

fonages of the kingdom ; and in private families, the nobleft
and neareft branches. The machinery was of the greateft
magnificence; very fhewy, coftly, and not uncommonly
contrived by the ableft architeéts, as well as the beft poets.
Thus we fee in Ben Jonfon the name of Inigo Jones, and
the fame in Carew ; whether as the modeller only, or as poet
in conjun@ion with them, feems to be doubtful, there being
nothing of our Englith Vitruvins left (that 1 know of )
which places him in the clafs of writers. Thefe fhows we
trace backwards as far as Henry VIIL, from thence to
queen Elizabeth and her fucceffor king James, who was both
a great encourager and admirer of them. The laft mafque,
and the beft ever written, was that of Milton, prefented at
Ludlow Cafile, in the praife of which no words can be too
many: and I remember to have heard the late excellent
Mr. Addifon agree with me in that opinion. Coronations,
princely nuptials, public feafts, the entertainment of foreign
quality, were the ufual occafions of this performance, and
the beft poet of the age was courted to be the author.
Mr. Ramfay has made a noble and fuccefsful attempt to
revive this kind of poefy, on a late celebrated account.
And though he is often to be admired in all his writings,
yet, I think, never more than in his prefent compofition.
A particular friend gave it a fecond edition in England ;
which, I fancy, the public will agree that it deferved.””
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Forfake a while the Cyprian fcene,

Fair queen of fmiles and faft embraces,
And hither come, with a’ your train

Of beauties, loves, and fports, and graces.

Come, Hymen, blefs their nuptial vow,
And them with mutual joys infpire:
Defcend, Minerva, for ’tis you
With virtue beats the haly fire.

(At the clofe of this fang enters the Gentus of the family,
clad in a fcarlet robe, with a duke’s coronet on his head, a
fhield on his left arm, with the proper bearing of Hamilton.)

GENIUS.

Fair miftrefs of harmonious founds, we hear
Thy invitation, gratefu’ to the ear
Of 2’ the gods, who from th’ Olympian height
Bow down their heads, and in thy notes delight :
Jove keeps this day in his imperial dome,
And I to lead th’ invited guefts am come.

(Enter Venus attended by three Graces, with Minerva,
and Hywmen ; all in their proper drefles. )

CALLIOPE.

Welcome, ye bright divinities, that guard
The brave and fair, and faithfu’ love reward ;
: All
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All hail ! immortal progeny of Jove,
‘Who plaint, preferve, and profper facred love.

GENIUS.

Be {till aufpicious to th’ united pair,
And let their pureft pleafures be your care:
Your ftores of genial bleflings here employ,
To crown th’ illuftrious youth and fair ane’s joy.

VENUS.

I ’1l breathe eternal {weets in ev’ry air;
He fhall look always great, fhe ever fair ;
Kind rays fhall mix the {parkles of his eye,
Round her the loves in fmiling crowds fhall fly,
And bare frae ilka glance, on downy wings,
Into his ravifh’d heart the fafteft things:
And foon as Hymen has perform’d his rites,
I°1l fhower on them my hale Idalian {weets :

They fhall poflefs,
In each carefs,
Delights fhall tire
The mufe’s fire,

In higheft numbers to exprefs.

HYMEN.

[°ll bufk their bow’r, and lay them gently down,
Syne ilka langing with with raptnres crown ;
The
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The gloomy nights fhall ne’er unwelcome prove,
That leads them to the filent fcenes of love,
The fun at morn fhall dart his kindeft rays,
To cheer and animate each dear embrace :
Fond of the fair, he falds her in his arms ;
She blufhes fecret, confcious of her charms.
Rejoice, brave youth,
In fic a fouth
Of joys the gods for thee provide ;
The rofy dawn,
The flow’ry lawn,
That {pring has drefs’d in a’ its pride,
Claim no regard,
‘When they ’re compar’d
With blooming beauties of thy bride.

MINERVA.

Faireft of a’ the goddefles, and thou
That links the lovers to be ever true,
The gods and mortals own your mighty power,
But ’tis not you can make their fweets fecure ;
That be my tafk, to make a friendfhip rife,
Shall raife their loves aboon the vulgar fize,
Thofe near related to the brutal kind,
Ken nathing of the wedlock of the mind ;
*Tis I can make a life a honey-moon,
And mould a love fhall laft like that aboon.

A’ thefe
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A’thefe fma’ fprings, whence cauld referve and fpleett
Take their firft rife, and, favour’d, flow mair keen,
I fhall difcover in a proper view,
To keep their joys unmix’d, and ever new,
Nor jealoufy, nor envious mouth,
Shall dare to blaft their love ;
But wifdom, ‘conﬂ:ancy, and truth,
Shall ev’ry blifs improve.

GENIUS.

Thrice happy chief, fo much the care
Of 2’ the family of Jove,
A thoufand bleflings wait the fair,
Who is found worthy of his love.
Lang may the fair attractions of her mind
Make her ftill lovelier, him for ever kind.

MINERVA.

The anceftors of mightieft chiefs and kings,
Nae higher can derive than human fprings ;
Yet frae the common foil each wond’rous root,
Aloft to heav’n their fpreading branches fhoot :
Bauld in my aid, thefe triumph’d over fate,
Fam’d for unbounded thought, or ftern debate ;
Born high upon an undertaking mind,

Superior rife, and left the crowd behind.

GENIUS,
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GENI1US,

Frae thefe defcending, laurell’d with renown,
My charge thro’ ages draws his lineage down.
The paths of fic forbeairs lang may he trace,
And fhe be mother to as fam’d a race.

When blue difeafes fill the drumly air,
And red-het bowts thro’ flaughts of lightning rair,
Or mad’ning fadtions fhake the fanguine fword,
With watchfu’ eye I Il tent my darling lord
And his lov’d mate; tho’ furies thould break loofe,
Awake or fleeping, fhall enjoy repofe.

I. GRACE.

While gods keep halyday, and mortals {mile,
Let nature with delights adorn the ifle :
Be hnfh, bauld North, Favonius only blaw,
And ceafe, bleak clouds, to thed, or wet, or fnaw ;
Shine bright thou radiant ruler of the year,
And gar the fpring with earlier pride appear.

II. GRACE.

Thy mouth, great queen of goddeffes, make gay,
Which gains new honours frae this marriage-day.
On Glotta’s banks, ye healthfu’ hynds, refort,
And with the landart laffes blythly fport.

I1I. GRACE.
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III. GRACE.

‘Wear your beft faces and your Sunday’s weeds,
And roufe the dance with your maift tunefu’ reeds;
Let tunefu’ voices join the rural found,

And wake refponfive echo all around.

I. GRACE.

Sing your great mafter, Scotia’s eldeft fon,
And the lov’d angel that his heart has won :
Come, fifters, let ’s frae art’s hale ftores colle&t
Whatever can her native beauties deck,

That in the day fhe may eclipfe the light,
And ding the conftellations of the night.

VENUS.

Ceafe, bufy maids, your artfu’ bufkings raife
But {mall addition to her genuine rays ;
Tho’ ilka plain and ilka fea combine
To make her 'with their richeft produét fhine ;
Her lip, her bofom, and her fparkling een,
Excel the ruby, pearl, and diamond fheen :
Thefe lefler ornaments, illuftrious bride,
As bars to fafter blefings, fling afide :
Steal frae them fweetly to your nuptial bed,

As frae its body flides the fainted fhade,
Trae
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Frae loath’d reftraint to liberty above,
Where all is harmony, and all is love ;
Hafte to thefe bleflings, kifs the night away,
And make it ten times pleafanter than day.

HYMEN.,

The whifper and carefs thall fhorten hours,
While, kindly as the beams on dewy.flowers,
Thy fun, like him who the frefh bev’rage fips,
Shall feaft upon the {weetnefs of thy lips :

My haly hand maun chaftly now unloofe

That zone which a’ thy virgin charms inclofe ;

That zone fhou’d be lefs gratefu’ to the fair,

Than eafy bands of fafter wedlock are ;

That lang unbuckled grows a hatefu’ thing ;

The langer thefe are bound, the mair of honour
bring.

MINERVA.

Yes, happy pair, whate’er the gods infpire,
Purfue, and gratify each juft defire
Enjoy your paflions, with full tranfports mixt,
But ftill obferve the bounds by virtue fixt.

VOL. II. D Enter
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Enter BaccHus.

What brings Minerva here this rantin night ?
She ’s good for naething but to preach or fight :
Is this a time for either P—Swith away,

Or learn like us to be a thought mair gay.

MINERVA.

Peace, Theban roarer, while the milder pow’rs
Give entertainment, there ’s nae need of yours ;
The pure reflection of our calmer joys
Has mair of heaven than a’ thy flathy noife.

.

BACCHUS.

Ye canna want it, faith ! you that appear
Anes at a bridal but in twenty year :
A ferley ’tis your dortifhip to fee,
But where was e’er a wedding without me?
Blue ¢’en, remember, I ’m baith hap and faul
"To Venus there ; but me, fhe °d ftarve o’ caul.

VENUS.
We awn the truth.—Minerva, ceafe to check

Our jolly brother with your difrefpect ;

He ’s never abfent at the treats of Jove,

And fhou’d be prefent at this feaft of love.

GENIUS.
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GENIUS.

Maift welcome, Pow’r that cheers the vital
ftreams,
When Pallas guards thee frae the wild extremes ;
Thy rofy vifage at thefe folemn rites,
My generous charge with open fmiling greets.

BACCHUS.

I ’m nae great dab at {peeches that maun
clink,
But there ’s my paw, I fhall fou tightly drink
A hearty health to thir fame lovely twa,
That are fac meikle dauted by you 2’ :
Then with my juice a reaming bicker crown ;
1’1l gi’e a toaft, and fee it fairly round.

Enter GANYMEDE
[With a flaggon in one hand, and a glafs in the other].
To you, blyth beings, the benign direétar
Of gods and men, to keep your fauls in tift,

Has fent you here a prefent of his neftar,
As good as e’er was brow’n aboon the lift. -

D2 BACCHUS.
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[The health about, mufic and dancing begin.—The dancing
over, before her Grace retires with the ladies to be undrefled,
Cavrviork fings the]

EPITHALAMIUM.

Bright is the low of lawfu’ love,
‘Which fhining fauls impart,
It to perfeftion mounts above,
And glows about the heart :
It is the flame gives lafting worth,
To greatnefs, beauty, wealth, and birth.
On you, illuftrious youthfu’ pair,
‘Who are high heaven’s delight and care,
The blifsfu’ beam darts warm and fair,
And fhall improve the reft
Of 2’ thefe gifts baith great and rare
Of which ye are pofleft.
Bacchus, bear off your dinfome gang,
Hark! frae yon howms the rural thrang
Invite you now away ;
While ilka hynd,
And maiden kind,
Dance in a ring,
While fhepherds fing
In honour of the day :
Gae drink and dance
*Till morn advance,

D3 . And
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A PASTORAL EPITHALAMIUM

UPON THE HAPPY MARRIAGE OF GEORGE LORD RAMSAY AND

LADY JEAN MAULE,

H v to the brave apparent chief,
Boaft of the Ramfays’ clanifh name,
‘Whafe anceftors ftood the relief
Of Scotland, ages known to fame.

Hail to the lovely fhe, whofe charms,
Complete in graces, meet his Jove ;

Adorn’d with all that greatnefs warms,
And makes him grateful bow to Jove.

Both from the line of patriots rife,
Chiefs of Dalhoufie and Panmure,

Whofe loyal fames fhall ftains defpife,
‘While ocean flows, and orbs endure.

The Ramfays ! Caledonia’s prop ;

The Maules ! ftruck ftill her foes with dread ;
Now join’d, we from the union hope

A race of heroes fhall fucceed.

D 4 Let
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Let meaner fouls tranfgrefs the rules,
That ’s fix’d by honour, love, and truth;
‘While little views proclaim them fools,
Unworthy beauty, fenfe, and youth :

Whilft you, bleft pair, belov’d by all
The powers above, and blelt below ;

Shall have delights attend your call,
And lafting pleafures on you flow.

‘What fate has fix’d, and love has done,
The guardians of mankind approve :

‘Well may they finith what ’s begun,
And from your joys all cares remove.

We wifh’d—when ftraight a heavenly voice
Infpir’d—we heard the blue-ey’d maid
Cry, ¢ Who dare quarrel with the choice?

¢ The choice is mine, be mine their aid.”

Be thine their aid, O wifeft power !
And foon again we hope to fee

Their plains return, fplendid their tower,
And bloflom broad the Edgewell tree *.

Whilft

* See note, vol. i, p. 329.
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Whilft he with manly merits ftor’d,
Shall rife the glory of his clan ;

She for celeftial fweets ador’d, *
Shall ever charm the gracefu® man.

Soon may their royal bird * extend

His fable plumes, and lordthips claim,
Which to his valiant fires pertain’d,

Ere earls in Albion were a name.

Ye parents of the happy pair,

With gen'rous fmiles confenting, own
That they deferve your kindeft care :

Thus, with the gods, their pleafure crown.

Hafte, ev’ry Grace, each Love, and Smile,
From fragrant Cyprus fpread the wing ;
To deck their couch, exhauft your ifle
Of all the beauties of the fpring.

On them attend with homage due,
In him are Mars and Pheebus feen ;
And in the noble nymph you ’ll view
The fage Minerva and your Queen.

* The fpread cagle fable, or a ficld argent, in the arms of

the earl of Dalhoufie.
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BETTY.

Na, Kate, for that we needna mourn,
He is not giv’n to change ;

But fauls of fic a fhining turn,
For honour like to range :

Our laird, and 2’ the gentry round,
‘Wha mauna be faid nay,

Sic pleafure in his art have found,
They winna let him ftay.

Blyth I have ftood frae morn to een,
To fee how true and weel

He cou’d delyt us on the green
‘With a piece cawk and keel ;

On a flid ftane, or {moother {late,
He can the pitture draw

Of you or me, or fheep or gait,
The likeft €’er ye faw.

Lafs, think na fhame to eafe your mind,
I fee ye ’re like to greet :

Let gae thefe tears, ’tis juftly kind,
Tor thepherd fae complete.

KATE.

Far, far, o’er far frae Spey and Clyde,
Stands that great town of Lud,
To whilk our beft lads rin and ride,
That s like to put us wood ;
For
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For findle times they e’er come back,
‘Wha anes are heftit there :

Sure, Befs, their hills are nae fae black,
Nor yet their howms fae bare.

BETTY.

Our rigs are rich, and green our heights,
And well our cares reward ;

But yield, nae doubt, far lefs delights,
In abfence of our laird :

But we maun cawmly now fubmit,
And our ill luck lament,

And leave ’t to his ain fenfe and wit,
To find his heart’s content.

A thoufand gates he had to win
The love of auld and young,

Did 2’ he did with little din, ‘
And in nae deed was dung.

KATE.
William and Mary never fail’d
"To welcome with a fmile,
And hearten us, when aught we ail’d,
‘Without defigning guile.
Lang may fhe happily poffefs,
‘Wha ’s in his breaft infeft,
And may their bonny bairns increafe,
And 2’ with rowth be left.
O, William !















DEDICATION

‘TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE

SUSANNA COUNTESS OF EGLINTOUN.

MADAM, :

TH & love of approbation, and a defire to pleafe the beft, have
ever encouraged the poets to finifh their defigns with cheer-
fulnefs. But, confcious of their own inability to oppofe a
florm of fpleen and haughty ill-nature, it is generally an
ingenious cuftom among them to chufe fome honourable
thade. g

Wherefore I beg leave to put my Paftoral under your Lady-
fhip’s protection. If my Patronefs fays the fhepherds fpeak
as they ought, and that there are feveral natural flowers that ~
beautify the rural wild, I fhall have good reafon to think my-
felf fafe from the awkward cenfure of fome pretending judges
that condemn before examination.

I am fure of vaft numbers that will crowd into your Lady-
fhip’s opinion, and think it their honour to agree in their fen-
timents ‘with the Countefs of Eglintoun, whofe penetration,
{uperior wit, and found judgment, fhine with an uncommon

VOL. 11, ] £ luftre,
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lu{tr‘e, while accompanied with the diviner charms of goodnefs
and equality of mind.

If it were not for offending only your Ladyfhip, here,
Madam, I might give the fulleft liberty to my mufe to delineate
the fineft of women, by drawing your Ladyfhip’s chara&er,
and be in no hazard of being deemed a flatterer, fince flattery
lies not in paying what is due to merit, but in praifes mif-
placed.

Were I to begin with your Ladythip’s honourable birth and
alliance, the field is ample, and prefents us with numberlefs
great and good patriots, that have dignified the names of Ken-
nedy and Montgomery : be that the care of the herald and
hiftorian : it is perfonal merit, and the heavenly fweetnefs of
the fair, that infpire the tuneful lays. Here every Lefbia muft
be excepted, whofe tongues give libérty to the flaves, which
their cyes had made captives; fuch may be flattered; but
your Ladyfhip juftly claims our admiration and profoundeft -
refpeét 5 for whilft you are poffeffed of every outward charm in
the moft perfet degree, the never-fading beauties of wifdom
and piety, which adorn your Ladyfhip’s mind, command
devotion.

<« All this is very true,” cries one of better fenfe than good-
nature, ¢ but what occafion have you to tell us the fun fhines,
¢ when we have the ufe of our eyes, and feel his influence ?”’—
Very true ; but I have the liberty to ufe the poet’s privilege,
which is, ¢ to fpeak what every body thinks.”” Iudeed there
might be fome firength in the refle@ion, if the Idalian regifters
were of as fhort duration as life; but the bard who fondly
hopes for immortality, has a certain praife-worthy pleafure in
communicating to pofterity the fame of diflinguithed charaéters.
~1 write this laft fentence with a hand, that trembles between
hope
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TO THE 'COUNTESS OF EGLINTOUN,

WITH THB FOLLOWING PASTORAL*,

Accert, O Eglintoun, the rural lays,

That, bound to thee, thy poet humbly pays:
The mufe that oft has rais’d her tuneful ftrains,
A frequent gueft on Scotia’s blifsful plains ;
That oft has fung, her lift’ning youth to move,
The charms of beauty, and the force of love;
Once more refumes the ftill fuccefsful lay,
Delighted thro’ the verdant meads to ftray.

O! come, invok’d, and pleas’d, with her repair
To breathe the balmy fweets of purer air ;

I the cool evening negligently laid,

Or near the ftream, or in the rural fhade,
Propitious hear, and as thou hear’ft, approve
The Gentle Shepherd’s tender tale of love.

Inftruéted from thefe fcenes, what glowing fires
Inflame the breaft that real love infpires !
The fair fhal] read of ardours, fighs, and tears,
All that a lover hopes, and all he fears :

Hence

* This addrefs was written by William Hamilton of -Ban.

gour, an elegant and original poet, and a moft accomplithed
and amiable man. 4



PASTORAL, 53

Hence too, what paffions in his bofom rife !
What dawning gladnefs fparkles in his eyes !
‘When firft the fair-one, piteous of his fate,

Cur’d of her fcorn, and vanquifh’d of her hate,
With willing mind is bounteous to relent,

And, blufhing beauteous, {miles the kind confent.
Love’s paflion here in each extreme is fhewn,

In Charlotte’s fmile, or in Maria’s frown.

With words like thefe, that fail’d not to engage,
Love courted beauty in a golden age ;
Pure and untaught, fuch nature firft infpir'd,
Ere yet the fair affetted phrafe defir’d.
His fecret thoughts were undifguis’d with art,
His words ne’er knew to differ from his heart :
He fpeaks his love fo artlefs and fincere,
As thy Eliza might be pleas’d to hear.

Heaven only to the rural ftate beftows
Conqueft o’er life, and freedom from its woes ;
Secure alike from envy and from care,

Nor rais’d by hope, nor yet deprefs’d by fear :
Nor want’s lean hand its happinefs conftrains,
Nor riches torture with ill-gotten gains.
No fecret guilt its ftedfaft peace deftroys,
No wild ambition interrupts its joys :
Bleft till to fpend the hours that heav’n has lent,
In humble goodnefs, and in calm content :
E3 Serenely
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Serenely gentle, as the thoughts that roli,
Sinlefs and pure, in fair Humeia’s foul.

But now the rural {tate thefe joys has loft ;
Even fwains no more that innocence can boalt :
Love fpeaks no more what beauty may believe,
Prone to betray, and practis’d to deceive.

Now happinefs forfakes her bleft retreat,

The peaceful dwellings where fhe fix’d her feat ;

The pleafing fields the wont of old to grace,

Companion to an upright fober race.

When on the funny hill, or verdant plain,

Free and familiar with the fons of men,

To crown the pleafures of the blamelefs feaft,

She uninvited came a welcome gueft ;

Ere yet an age, grown rich in impious arts,

Brib’d from their innocence incautious hearts.

Then grudging hate, and finful pride fucceed,

Cruel revenge, and falfe unrighteous deed ;

Then dow’rlefs beauty loft the power to move,

The ruft of lucre ftain’d the gold of love ;

Bounteous no more and hofpitably good,

The genial hearth firft blufh’d with ftrangers’
blood :

The friend no more upon the friend relies,

And femblant falfehood puts on truth’s difguife :

The peaceful houfehold fill’d with dire alarms ;

The ravifh’d virgin mourns her flighted charms;

The
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The voice of impious mirth is heard around,

In guilt they feaft, in guilt the bowl is crown’d
Unpunifh’d violence lords it o’er the plains,
And happinefs forfakes the guilty fwains.

O Happinefs ! from human race retir’d,
Where art thou to be found, by all defir’d ?
Nun, fober and devout! why art thou fled,

To hide in fhades thy meek contented head ?

Virgin of afpe@ mild! ah why, unkind,

Fly’ft thou, difpleas’d, the commerce of mankind ?

O! teach our feps to find the fecret cell,

Where, with thy fire Content, thou lov’ft to dwell,

Or fay, doft thou, a duteous handmaid, wait

Familiar at the chambers of the great?

Doft thou purfue the voice of them that call

To noify revel and to midnight ball ?

Or the full banquet, when we feaft our foul,

Doft thou infpire the mirth, or mix the bowl?

Or, with th’ induftrious planter doft thou talk,

Converfing freely in an evening walk ?

Say, does the mifer e’er thy face behold,

Watchful and ftudious of the treafur’d gold ?

Seeks .knowledge not in vain thy much lov'd
pow’r,

Still mufing filent at the morning hour ?

May we thy prefence hope in war’s alarms,

In Stairs’s wifdom, or in Erfkine’s charms ?

E 4 In
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In vain our flatt’ring hopes our fteps beguile,

The flying good eludes the fearcher’s toil :

In vain we feek the city or the cell,
Alone with Virtue knows the power to dwell :
Nor need mankind defpair thofe joys to know,
The gift themfelves may on themfelves beftow :
Soon, foon we might the precious blefling boaft,
But many paffions muft the blefling coft ;
Infernal malice, inly pining hate,

And envy grieving at another’s ftate ;

Revenge no more muft in our hearts remain,
Or burning luft, or avarice of gain.

‘When thefe are in the human bofom nurft,

Can peace refide in dwellings fo accurft ?
Unlike, O Eglintoun! thy happy breaft,

Calm and ferene enjoys the heavenly gueft ;
From the tumultuous rule of paffions freed,
Pure in thy thought, and fpotlefs in thy deed :
In virtues rich, in goodnefs unconfin’d,

Thou fhin’ft a fair example to thy kind :

Sincere and equal to thy neighbour’s name,
How f{wift to praife ! how guiltlefs to defame!
Bold in thy prefence bafhfulnefs appears,

And backward merit lofes all its fears:
Supremely bleft by heav’n, heav’n’s richeft grace
Confeft is thine, an early blooming race,

Whofe pleafing fmiles fhall guardian wifdom arm,
Divine inftruction ! taught of thee to charmj

S ‘What
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My Peggy fings fae faftly,
And in her fangs are tald,
‘With innocence the wale of fenfe,
At wauking of the fauld.

This funny morning, Roger, cheers my blood,
And puts all nature in a jovial mood.
How hartfom is ’t to fee the rifing plants,
To hear the birds chirm o’er their pleafing rants!
How halefome is ’t to fnuff the cawler air,
And all the fweets it bears, when void of care!
What ails thee, Roger, then? what gars thee

grane ?

Tell me the caufe of thy ill-feafon’d pain.

ROGER.

I’m born, O Patie! to a thrawart fate ;
I’m born to ftrive with hardthips fad and great :
Tempefts may ceafe to jaw the rowan flood,
Corbies and tods to grien for lambkins’ blood
But I, oppreft with never-ending grief,
Maun ay defpair of lighting on relief.

PATIE.

The bees fhall loath the flow’r, and quit the
hive, .

The faughs on boggie ground fhall ceafe to thrive,

. VOL. 1L F Ere
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Ere fcornfu’ queans, or lofs of warldly gear,
Shall fpill my reft, or ever force a tear.

ROGER.

Sae might T fay ; ‘but it ’s no eafy done
By ane whafe faul ’s fae fadly out of tune.
Ye have fae faft a voice, and {lid a tongue,
You are the darling baith of auld and young.
If I but ettle at a fang, or fpeak,
They dit their lugs, fyne up their leglens cleek,
And jeer me hameward frae the loan or bught,
‘While I’m confus’d with mony a-vexing thought :
Yet I am tall and as well built as thee,
Nor mair unlikely to a lafs’s ee;
For ilka theep ye have I ’ll number ten,
And fhould, as ane may think, come farther ben.

. PATIE.

But ablins ! nibour, ye have not a heart,
And downa eithly wi’ your cunzie part;
If that be true, what fignifies your gear?
A mind that ’s fcrimpit never wants fome care.

ROGELR.

My byar tumbled, nine braw nowt were {fmoor’d,
Three elf-fhot were, yet I thefe ills endur’d :
In
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In winter laft my cares were very fma’,
Tho’ fcores of wethers perifh’d in the fnaw.

PATIE.

Were your bien rooms as thinly ftock’d as
mine, i
Lefs ye wad lofs, and lefs ye wad repine.
He that has juft enough can foundly fleep ;
The o’ercome only fathes fowk to keep,

ROGER.

May plenty flow upon thee for a crofs,
That thou may’ft thole the pangs of mony a lofs :
O may’ft thou doat on fome fair paughty wench,
That ne’er will lout thy lowan drowth to quench:
*Till bris’d beneath the burden, thou cry dool!
And awn that ane may fret that is nae fool.

PATIE.

Sax good fat lambs, I fauld them ilka clute
At the Weft Port, and bought a winfome flute,
Of plum-tree made, with iv’ry virles round ;

A dainty whiftle, with a pleafant found :
I"’ll be mair canty wi’ ’t, and ne’er cry dool !
Than you with all your cafh, ye dowie fool.

F2 ROGER.
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ROGER.

Na, Patie, na! I’'m nae fic churlith beaft;
Some other thing lies heavier at'my breaft :
I dream’d a dreary dream this hinder night,
That gars my fleth 2’ creep yet with the fright.

PATIE.

Now, to a friend, how filly ’s this pretence,
To ane wha you and a’ your fecrets kens :
Daft are your dreams, as daftly wad ye hide
Your well-feen love, and dorty Jenny’s pride.
Take courage, Roger, me your forrows tell,
And fafely think nane kens them but yourfell.

ROGER.

Indeed now, Patie, ye have guefs’d o’er true ;
And there is naithing I ’ll keep up frae you.
Me dorty Jenny looks upon afquint,

To fpeak but till her I dare hardly mint :

In ilka place fhe jeers me ear and late,

And gars me look bombaz’d and unko blate.
But yefterday I met her yont a know,

She fled as frae a fhelly-coated kow.

She Bauldy looes, Bauldy that drives the car,
But gecks at me, and fays I {mell of tar.

PATIE.



PASTORAL. 69

PATIE.

But Bauldy looes not her; right well I wat,
He fighs for Neps: fae that may ftand for that.

ROGER.

I with I cou’d na looe her ;—but in vain,
I ftill maun doat, and thole her proud difdain.
My Bawty is a cur I dearly like,
*Till he yowl’d fair the ftrak the poor dumb tyke :
If I had fil’d a nook within her breaft,
She wad have fhewn mair kindnefs to my beaft.
‘When I begin to tune my ftock and horn,
With a’ her face fhe thaws a caulrife fcorn.
Laft night I play’d ; ye never heard fic fpite ;
¢ O’er Bogie > was the fpring, and her delyte :
Yet tauntingly fhe at her coufin {peer’d,
Gif fhe could tell what tune I play’d, and fneer’d.
Flocks, wander where ye like, I dinna care,
I’ll break my reed, and never whiftle mair.

FATIE,

E’en do fae, Roger, wha can help mifluck ?
Saebins fhe be fic a thrawin gabbit chuck,
. Yonder ’s a craig, fince ye have tint all hope,
Gae till ’t your ways, and take the lover’s lowp.

F3 ROGER.
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ROGER. !

1 needna mak fic fpeed my blood to fpill,
1’1l warrant death come foon enough a-will.

PATIE.

Daft gowk ! leave aff that filly whingin way ;
Seem carelefs, there ’s my hand ye Il win the day.
Hear how I ferv’d my lafs I love as well
As ye do Jenny, and with heart as leel.

Laft morning I was gay and early out,

Upon a dyke I lean’d, glowring about,

I faw my Meg come linkan o’er the lee;

I faw my Meg, but Peggy faw na me;

For yet the fun was wading thro’ the mift,

And fhe was clofe upon me ¢’er fhe wift;

Her coats were kiltit, and did {weetly thaw

Her f{traight bare legs that whiter were than fnaw.

Her cockernony fnooded up fou fleek,

Her haffet locks hang waving on her cheek ;

Her cheeks fae ruddy, and her een fae clear;

And O! her mouth ’s like ony hinny pear.

Neat, neat the was, in buftine waiftcoat clean,

As fhe came fkiffing o’er the dewy green:

Blythfome I cry’d, ¢ My bonny Meg, come here,

¢¢ 1 ferly wherefore, ye ’re fo foon afteer ?

“ But I can guefs, ye re gawn to gather dew.”

She fcour’d away, and faid, ¢ What ’s that to you?”
¢ Then,
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« Then, fare ye well, Meg-dorts, and e’en ’s ye
¢ like,”

I carelefs cry’d, and-lap in o’er the dyke.

1 trow, when that fhe faw, within a crack,

She came with a right thievelefs errand back :

Mifcaw’d me firft; then bad me hound my dog,

To wear up three waff ewes ftray’d on the bog.

I leugh ; and fae did fhe ; then with great hafte

I clafp’d my arms about her neck and waift ;

About her yielding waift, and took a fouth

Of fweeteft kiffes frae her glowing mouth.

While hard and faft I held her in my grips,

My very faul came lowping to my lips.

Sair, fair the flet wi’ me ’tween ilka fmack,

But weel I kend the meant nae as fthe {pak.

Dear Roger, when your jo puts on her gloom,

Do ye fae too, and never fath your thumb.

Seem to forfake her, foon fhe ’Il change her
mood ;

Gae woo anither, and the ’ll gang clean wood.

SANG 1IIL

Tune—¢ Fye, gar rub her o’er with ftrae.”?

Dear Roger, if your Jenny geck,
And anfwer kindnefs with a flight,
Seem unconcern’d at her neglect,
For women in a man delight :
F4 But
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But them defpife who ’re foon defeat,
And, with a fimple face, give way

To a repulfe ;—then be not blate,
Pufh bauldly on, and win the day.

‘When maidens, innocently young,
Say often what they never mean,
Ne’er mind their pretty lying tongue,

But tent the language of their een :
If thefe agree, and fhe perfift

To anfwer all your love with hate,
Seek elfewhere to be better bleft,

And let her figh when ’tis too late.

ROGER.

Kind Patie, now fair fa your honeft heart,
Ye ’re fae cadgy, and have fic an art
'To hearten ane; for now, as clean’s a leek,
Ye ’ve cherifh’d me fince ye began to fpeak.
Sae, for your pains, I’ll mak ye a propine
(My mother, reft her faul! fhe made it fine) 3
A tartan plaid, fpun of good hawflock woo,
Scarlet and green the fets, the borders blue:
With fpraings like gowd and filler crofs’d with
black ;
I never had it yet upon my back.
Weel are ye wordy o’t, wha have fae kind
Red up my revel’d doubts, and clear’d my mind.

PATIE.
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PATIE.

Weel, had ye there; and fince ye’ ve frankly
made :
To me a prefent of your braw new plaid,
My flute ’s be yours, and fhe too that ’s fae nice,
Shall come a-will, gif ye ’ll take my advice.

ROGER.,

As ye advife, I'’ll promife to obferve ’t ;
But ye maun keep the flute, ye beft deferv ’t:
Now tak it out and gie ’s a bonny fpring,
For I ’m in tift to hear you play and fing.

PATIE.

But firft we ’ll take a turn up to the height,

And fee gif all our flocks be feeding right ;
Be that time bannocks and a fheeve of cheefe

- Will make a breakfaft that a laird might pleafe ;-
Might pleafe the daintieft gabs, were they fae wife
To feafon meat with health, inftead of fpice.
When we have tane the grace drink at this well,
1’1l whiftle fyne, and fing ¢’ ye like myfell.

[Exeunt.
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SCENE IL

PROLOGUE.

A flowrle howm between twa verdant braes,
‘Where laffes ufe to wath and fpread their claiths,
A troting burnie wimpling throw the ground,
Its channel peebles fhining fmooth and round :
Here view twa barefoot.beauties clean and clear ;
Firft pleafe your eye, then gratify your ear;
‘While Jenny what fhe withes difcommends,

And Meg with better fenfe true 13Ve defends.

Pecey and Jenwnv.

Jenny.

Come, Meg, let ’s fa to wark upon this green,
This fhining day will bleach our linen clean ;
The water ’s clear, the lift unclouded blew,

Will make them like a lily wet with dew.

PEGGY,

Gae farer up the burn to Habbie’s How,
Where a’ that ’s fweet in fpring and fimmer
grow:

Between twa birks out o'er a little lin,

The water fa’s, and makes a fingand din:

A pool breaft-deep, beneath as clear as glafs,

Kiffes with eafy whirles the bord’ring grafs. )
We
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We ’ll end our wathing while the morning ’s cool,
And when the day grows het we Il to the pool,
There wath ourfells ; *tis healthfu’ now in May,
And fweetly cauler on fae warm a day.

JENNY.

Daft lafie, when we ’re naked, what ’ll ye fay,
Giff our twa herds come brattling down the brae,
And fee us fae ?—that jeering fellow, Pate,

Wad taunting fay, ¢ Haith, laffes, ye ’re no blate.”

PEGGY.

We ’re far frae ony road, and out of fight ;
The lads they ’re feeding far beyont the hight ;
But tell me now, dear Jenny, we ’re our lane,
‘What gars ye plague your wooer with difdain ?
The neighbours a’ tent this as well as I';

That Roger loo’s ye, yet ye care na by.
What ails ye at him ? Troth, between us twa,
- He’s wordy you the beft day €’er ye faw.

JENNY.

I dinna like him, Peggy, there ’s an end ;
A herd mair fheepith yet I never kend.
He kames his hair, indeed, and gaes right {nug,
With ribbon-knots at his blue bonnet lug ;
Whilk
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Whilk penfylic he wears a thought a-jee,

And fpreads his garters dic’d beneath his knee.
He falds his owrelay down his breaft with care,
And few gangs trigger to the kirk or fair ;
For 2’ that, he can neither fing nor fay,

Except, ¢ How d’ ye ?”’—or, ¢ There ’s a bonny

“ day.”

PEGGY.

Ye dath the lad with conftant flighting pride,
Hatred for love is unco fair to bide :
But ye ’ll repent ye, if his love grow cauld,
Wha likes a dorty maiden when fhe ’s auld ?
Like dawted wean that tarries at its meat,
That for fome fecklefs whim will orp and greet :
The lave laugh at it till the dinner s paft,
And fyne the fool thing is oblig’d to faft,
Or fcart anither’s leavings at the laft.
Fy, Jenny, think, and dinna fit your time.

SANG IIL
Tune—< Polwart on the green.”
The dorty will repent,
If lover’s heart grow cauld,

And nane her {miles will tent,
Soon as her face looks auld.

The
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The dawted bairn thus takes the pet,
Nor eats tho” hunger crave,

Whimpers and tarrows at its meat,
And ’s laught at by the lave.

They jeft it till the dinner’s paft,
Thus by itfelf abus’d,

The fool thing is oblig’d to faft,
Or eat what they ’ve refus’d.

JENNY.

I never thought a fingle life a crime.

PEGGY.

Nor I: but love in whifpers lets us ken,
That men were made for us, and we for men.

JENNY.

If Roger is my jo, he kens himfell,
For fic a tale I never heard him tell.
He glowrs and fighs, and I can guefs the caufe :
But wha ’s oblig’d to fpell his hums and haws?
Whene’er he likes to tell his mind mair plain,
P’fe tell him frankly ne’er to do ’t again.
They ’re fools that flav’ry like, and may be free;
The chiels may 2’ knit up themfelves for me.

PEGGY,
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PEGGY.

Be doing your ways : for me, I have a mind
To be as yielding as my Patie ’s kind.

JENNY.

Heh ! lafs, how can ye loo that rattle-fkull ?
A very deel, that ay maun have his will.
We foon will hear what a poor feightan life
You twa will lead, fae foon ’s ye ’re man and wife.

PEGGY.

I°1l rin the rifk ; nor have I ony fear,
But rather think ilk langfome day a year,
>Till I with pleafure mount my bridal-bed,
Where on my Patie’s breaft 1’1l lay my head.
There he may kifs as lang as kifling ’s good,
And what we do there ’s nane dare call it rude.
He ’s get his will; why no ? ’tis good my part
To give him that, and he Il give me his heart.

JENNY.

He may indeed for ten or fifteen days
Mak meikle o’ ye, with an unco fraife,
And daut ye baith afore fowk and your lane :

But foon as your newfanglenefs is gane,
: He
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He ’ll look upon you as his tether-ftake,

And think he ’s tint his freedom for your fake.
Inftead then of lang days of fweet delyte,

Ae day be dumb, and 2’ the neift he °ll flyte:
And may be, in his barlichoods, ne’er ftick

To lend his loving wife a loundering lick.

SANG 1IV.
Tune—¢ O dear mother, what fhall I do?”

O dear Peggy, love *s beguiling,
We ought not to truft his fmiling ;
Better far to do as I do,

Left a harder luck betide you.
Lafles, when their fancy ’s carried,
Think of nought but to be marry’d ;
Running to a life deftroys
Heartfome, free, and youthfu’ joys.

PEGGY.

Sic coarfe-fpun thoughts as that want pith to
move :
My fett’d mind ; I ’m o’er fare gane in love.
~ Patie to me is dearer than my breath,
But want of him I dread nae other fkaith.
There ’s nane of a’ the herds that tread the green
Has fic a {mile, or fic twa glancing een.
And then he fpeaks with fic a taking art, :
His words they thirle like mufic thro’ my heart.
How
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How blythly can he fport, and gently rave,

And jeft at little fears that fright the lave.

Ilk day that he ’s alane upon the hill,

He reads feil books that teach him meikle fkill ;
He is—but what need I fay that or this,

I°d fpend a month to tell you what he is !

In @’ he fays or does there ’s fic a gate,

The reft feem coofs, compar’d with my dear Pate;
His better fenfe will lang his love fecure :
Ill-nature hefts in fauls are weak and poor.

SANG V.
Tune ~ % How can I be fad on my wedding-day "

How fhall I be fad when a hufband I hae,

That has better fenfe than ony of thae ;

Sour, weak, filly fellows, that {tudy, like fools,
To fink their ain joy, and make their wives fnools.
The man who is prudent ne’er lightlies his wife,
Or with dull reproaches encourages ftrife,

He praifes her virtue, and ne’er will abufe

Her for a fmall failing, but find an excufe.

JENNY.

Hey, ¢ bonny lafs of Brankfome!” or ’t be
lang,
Your witty Pate will put you in a fang.
O ’tis a pleafant thing to be a bride !
Syne whindging gets about your ingle-fide,
Yelping
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Yelping for this or that with fatheous din :

To make them brats then ye man toil and fpin.

Ae wean fa’s fick, an fcads itfelf wi* brue,

Ane breaks his thin, anither tines his thoe :

The ¢ Deel gaes o’er John Wabfter:>” hame grows
hell,

When Pate mifcaws ye war than tongue can tell.

PEGGY.

Yes, it ’s a heartfome thing to be a wife,

When round the ingle-edge young {prouts are
rife.

Gif I ’m fae happy, I fhall have delight
To hear their little plaints, and keep them right.
Wow, Jenny! can there greater pleafure be,
Than fee fic wee tots toolying at your knee ;
‘When 2’ they ettle at, their greateft with,
Is to be made of, and obtain a kifs ?
Can there be toil in tenting day and night
The like of them, when love makes care delight ?

JENNY,

But poortith, Peggy, is the warft of 2’,
Gif o’er your heads ill chance fhould begg’ry
draw :
There little love or canty cheer can come
Frae duddy doublets, and a pantry toom.
VOL, II. G Your



82 RAMSAY’S POEMS.

Your nowt may die ; the fpeat may bear away

Frae aff the howms your dainty rucks of hay;

The thick-blawn wreaths of fnaw, or blafhy thows,

May {moor your wethers, and may rot your ews;

A dyvour buys your butter, woo, and cheefe,

But or the day of payment breaks and flees ;

With glooman brow the laird feeks in‘his rent,

*Tis no to gie, your merchant’s to the bent

His honour maunna want, he poinds your gear ;

Syne driven frac houfe and hald, where will ye
{teer !—

Dear Meg, be wife, and lead a fingle life;

Troth, it ’s nae mows to be a married wife.

PEGGY.

May fic ill luck befa’ that filly fhe,
‘Wha has fic fears, for that was never me.
Let fowk bode wesl, and ftrive to do their beft ;
Nae mair ’s requir’d—let heaven make out the reft.
I ’ve heard my honeﬁ uncle aften fay,
That lads thould 2’ for wives that ’s vertuous pray;
For the maift thrifty man could never get
A well-ftor’d room, unlefs his wife wad let :
Wherefore nocht thall be wanting on my part
T'o gather wealth to raife my fhepherd’s heart.
‘Whate’er he wins I *ll guide with canny care,
And win the vogue at market, tron, or fair,
Yor healfome, clean, cheap, and fufficient ware.

A flock
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A flock of lambs, cheefe, butter, and fome woo,

Shall firft be fald to pay the laird his due ;

Syne a’ behind ’s our ain. ~— Thus without fear,

With love and rowth we throw the warld will
fteer;

And when my Pate in bairns and geer grows rife,

He Il blefs the day he gat me for his wife.

JENNY. 3

But what if fome young giglit on the green,
With dimpled cheeks, and twa bewitching een,
Shou’d gar your Patie think his half-worn Meg,
And her kend kiffes, hardly worth a feg ?

PEGGY.

Nae mair of that :—dear Jenny, to be free,
There ’s fome men conftanter in love than' we:
Nor is the ferly great, when nature kind
Has bleft them with folidity of mind ;

They °Il realon caumly, and with kindnefs fmile,
When our thort paflions wad our peace beguile:
Sae, whenfoe’er they flight their maiks at hame,
>Tis ten to ane their wives are maift to blame.
Then I ’ll employ with pleafure 2’ my art
To keep him cheerfu’, and fecure his heart.
At ev’n, when he comes weary frae the hill,
I"Il have 2’ things made ready to his will :

G2 In
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In winter, when he toils thro’ wind and ram,
A bleezing ingle, and a clean hearth-ftane ;
And foon as he flings by his plaid and ftaff,
The feething pot ’s be ready to take aff 5
Clean hag.abag I ’ll fpread upon his board,
And ferve him with the beft we can afford :
Good-humour and white bigonets fhall be
Guards to my face, to keep his love for me.

JENNY.

A difh of married love right foon grows cauld,
And dozins down to nane, as fowk grow auld.

PEGGY.

But we ’ll grow auld together, and ne’er find
The lofs of youth, when love grows on the
~ mind.
Bairns and their bairns make fure a firmer tye,
Than aught in love the like of us can fpy.
See yon twa elms that grow up fide by fide,
Suppofe them fome years fyne bridegroom and
bride ;
Nearer and nearer ilka year they ’ve preft,
Till wide their fpreading branches are increas’d,
And in their mixture now are fully bleft :
This fhields the other frae the eaftlin blaft ;
That in return defends it frae the weft.
Sic
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Sic as ftand fingle, (a fate fae lik’d by you,)
Beneath ilk ftorm frae every airt man bow.

JENNY.

I ’ve done.~—I yield, dear laffie, I man yield,
Your better fenfe has fairly won the field,
With the afliltance of a little fae
Lies dern’d within my breaft this mony a day.

SANG VI

Tune—¢ Nanfy ’s to the green-wood gane.”’

I yield, dear laflie, you have won,
And there is nae denying,
That fure as light flows frae the fun,
Frae love proceeds complying;
For a’ that we can do or fay
’Gainft love, nae thinker heeds us; -
They ken our bofoms lodge the fae,
That by the heartftrings leads us.

PEGGY.

Alake, poor pris’ner !—Jenny, that ’s no fair,
That ye ’Il no let the wie thing take the air :
Hatfte, let him out ; we’ll tent as well ’s we can,
Gif he be Bauldy’s, or poor Roger’s man.

€3 JENNY.
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ACT 1IL

.

SCENE I

PROLOGUE.

A fnug thack houfe ; before the: door a green

Hens on the midding, ducks in dubs are feen

On this fide ftands a barn, on that a byre:

A peet ftack joins, and forms a rural fquare.

‘The houfe is Glaud’s.—There you may fee him lean,
And to his divet {eat invite his frien.

GLauDp and SyMoN.

GLAUD,

Goop morrow, nibour Symon :—come, fit down,

And gie *s your cracks.—What ’s 2’ the news in
town ?

They tell me ye was in the ither day,

And fauld your Crummock, and her bafland quey.

Il warrant ye *ve coft a pund of cut and dry:

Lug out your box, and gie ’s a pipe to try,

§YMON.

With a’ my heart:—and tent me now, auld boy,
I ’ve gather’d news will kittle your mind with joy.
G 4 I cou’dna
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I cou’dna reft till I came o’er the burn,
To tell ye things have taken fic a turn
‘Will gar our vile oppreflors ftend like flaes,
And fkulk in hidlings on the hether braes.

GLAUD.

Fy blaw!—Ah! Symie, rattling chiels ne’er
ftand ‘
To cleck, and fpread the groffeft lies aff-hand ;
‘Whilk foon flies round like wild-fire far and near :
But loofe your poke, be’t true or faufe let ’s hear,

SYMON,

Seeing ’s believing, Glaud ; and I have feen
Hab, that abroad has with our mafter been ;
Our brave good mafter, wha right wifely fled,
And left a fair eftate to fave his head,
Becaule, ye ken fou well, he bravely chofe
To fhine or fet in glory with Montrofe.
Now Cromwell ’s gane to Nick, and ane ca’d

Monk )

Has play’d the Rumple a right flee begunk ;
Reftor’d king Charles, and ilka thing ’s in tune;
And Habby fays, we ’1l fee Sir William foon.

GLAUD,
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GLAUD.

‘That makes me blyth indeed !—but dinna flaw,
Tell o’er your news again, and fwear till ’t a’.
And faw ye Hab ? and what did Halbert fay ?
They have been €’en a dreary time away.
Now God be thanked that our laird ’s come
hame ;
And his eftate, fay, can he eithly claim?

SYMON.

They that hag-rid us till our guts did grane,
Like greedy bears, dare nae mair do ’t again,
And good Sir William fall enjoy his ain,

SANG VII.
Tune~—¢ Cauld Kail in Aberdeen.”

Cauld be the rebels caft,
Oppreflors bafe and bloody,

I hope we "Il fee them at the laft
Strung 2’ up in a woody,

Bleft be he of worth and fenfe,
And ever high in ftation,

That bravely ftands in the defence
Of confcience, king, and nation.

o GLAUD,
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GLAUD.

And may he lang, for never did he ftent’
Us in our thriving with a racket rent ;
Nor grumbl’d if ane grew rich, or fhor’d to raife
Our mailens when we put on Sunday’s claiths.

-

" SYMON.

Nor wad he lang, with fenfelefs faucy air,
Allow our lyart noddles to be bare :
¢ Put on your bonnet, Symon ; tak a feat :—
« How ’s all at hame >—how ’s Elfpa?—how does
¢ Kate?— '
« How fells black cattle?—what gi’es woo this
« year P’

And fic like kindly queftions wad he fpeer.

SANG VIIIL
Tune—¢ Mucking of Geordy’s byre.””

The laird who in riches and honour
‘Wad thrive, thould be kindly and free,
Nor rack the poor tenants who labour
To rife aboon poverty ;
Elfe, like the pack-horfe that ’s unfother’d
And burthen’d, will tumble down faint :
Thus virtue by hardfhips are fmother’d,
And rackers aft tine their rent.

GLAUD.
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GLAUD.

Then wad he gar his butler bring bedeen
The nappy bottle ben, and glafles clean,
‘Whilk in our breaft rais’d fic a blythfome flame,
As gart me mony a time gae dancing hame.
My heart ’s ¢’en rais’d !—Dear nibour, will ye ftay,
And tak your dinner here with me the day?
'We ’li fend for Elfpith too ; and upo’ fight
1’1l whiftle Pate and Roger frae the height.
1°1l yoke my fled, and fend to the neift town,
And bring a draught of ale baith ftout and brown;
And gar our cottars a’, man, wife, and wean,
Drink *till they tine the gate to ftand their lane.

SYMON.

1 wadna bauk my friend his blyth defign,
Gif that it hadna firft of a’ been mine:
For here-yeftreen I brew’d a:bow of maut,
Yeftreen I flew twa wethers prime and fat ;
- A furlet of good cakes my Elfpa beuk,
And 2 large ham hangs reefting in the nook :
I faw myfell, or I came o’er the loan,
Our meikle pot, that fcads the whey, put on,
A mutton bouk to boil, and ane we Il roaft ;
And on the haggies Elfpa fpares nae coft ;
Small are they fhorn, and fhe can mix fou nice
The gufty ingans with a curn of fpice ;

- Fat
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Fat are the puddings ; heads and feet well fung :
And we ’ve invited nibours auld and young,

To pafs this afternoon with glee and game,

And drink our mafter’s health and welcome hame:
Ye mauna then refufe to join the reft,

Since ye ’re my neareft friend that I like beft :
Bring wi’ ye all your family; and then,
‘Whene’er you pleafe, I°1l rant wi’ you again.

GLAUD.

Spoke like ye’rfell, auld birky ; never fear
But at your banquet I fhall firft appear :
Faith, we fhall bend the bicker, and look bauld,
Till we forget that we are fail’d or auld ;—
Auld, faid I'—troth, I'm younger be a fcore,
With this good news, than what I was before ;
1’1l dance or een.— Hey, Madge! come forth,

d’ ye hear ?

Enter MADGE.

MADGE.

The man ’s gane gyte !—Dear Symon, welcome
here.—
What wad ye, Glaud, with a’ this hafte and din ?
Ye never let a body fit to fpin.

GLAUD.



PASTORAL, 93

GLAUD.

Spin ! Snuff l-=Gae break your wheel, and burn
your tow,
And fet the meikleft peet-ftack in a low ;
Syne dance about the bane-fire till ye die,
Since now again we ’ll foon Sir William fee.

MADGE.,

Blyth news indeed !—And wha was ’t tald you
o’t?

GLAUD.

What ’s that to you?—Gae get my Sunday’s
coat ;
Wale out the whiteft of my bobit bands,
My whyt fkin hofe, and mittans for my hands ;
Then frae their wathing cry the bairns in hafte,
And mak ye’rfells as trig, head, feet, and walﬁ:
. As ye were 2’ to get young lads or een ;
" For we ’re gawn o’er to dine with Sym bedeen.

SYMON.

Do, honeft Madge: and, Glaud, I’ll o’er the
gate,
And fee that 2’ be done as I wad hae ’t.

[Exeunt,
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SCENE IIL

PROLOGUE.

The open field~—A cottage in a glen;

An auld wife fpinning at the funny end.

At a fmall diftance, by a blafted tree,

With falded arms and half-rais’'d look, ye fec

Bavvrpy his lane.

‘What ’s this ?—I canna bear ’t!—’tis war than
hell, -
To be fae burnt with love, yet darna tell !
O Peggy! fweeter than the dawning day,
Sweeter than gowany glens or new-mawn hay ;
Blyther than lambs that frifk out o’er the knows;
Straighter than aught that in the foreft grows :
Her een the cleareft blob of dew out-fhines ;
The lily in her breaft its beauty tines ;
Her legs, her arms, her cheeks, her mouth, her
een, : :
Will be my deid, that will be fhortly feen !
For Pate loo’s her, (waes me!) and fhe loo’s Pate;
And I with Neps, by fome unlucky fate,
Made a daft vow.—Q ! but ane be a beatt,
That makes rafh aiths till he ’s afore the prieft.
I darna fpeak my mind, elfe 2’ the three,
But doubt, wad prove ilk ane my enemy.
*Tis
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*Tis fair to thole.—1I ’Il try fome witchcraft art,
To break with ane, and win the other’s heart.
Here Maufy lives, a witch that for fma’ price
Can caft her cantraips, and gi’e me advice :
She can o’ercaft the night, and cloud thc‘moon,
And mak the deils obedient to her crune:
At midnight hours, o’er the kirk-yard the raves,
And howks unchriften’d weans out of their graves;
Boils up their livers in a warlock’s pow :
Rins witherfhins about the hemlock low ;
And feven times does her prayers backwards pray,
Till Plotcock comes with lumps of Lapland clay,
Mixt with the venom of black taids and fnakes :
Of this unfonfy pictures aft the makes
Of any ane fhe hates, and gars expire
With flow and racking pains afore a fire,
Stuck fou of pins; the devilith pictures melt ;
The pain by fowk they reprefent is felt.
And yonder ’s Maufe :—ay, ay, the kens fou weil,
When ane ltke me comes rinning to the deil.

She and her cat fit beeking in her yard :
- To fpeak my errand, faith, amaift I >m fear’d
But I maun do ’t, tho’ I thould never thrive :
They gallop faft that deils and lafles drive.

[Exit.
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MAUSE.

F’en twining out a thread with little din, -
And beeking my cauld limbs afore the fun. -
What brings my bairn this gate fae air at morn ?
Is there nae muck to lead, to threfh nae corn?

BAULDY.

Enough of baith: but fomething that requifes
Your helping hand employs now all my cares.

MAUSE.

My helping ‘hand ! alake, what can I do,
That underneath baith eild and poortith bow ?

BAULDY.

Ay, but you ’re wife, and wifer far than we, -
* Or maift part of the parifh tells a lie.

MAUSE.

Of what kind wifdom think ye I ’m pofleft,
That lifts my charaéter aboon the reft ?

VOL. II. H BAULDY.
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BAULDY.

The word that gangs, how ye ’re fae wife and
fell,
Ye ’Il may be tak it ill gif I fou’d tell.

MAUSE.

What fowk fay of me, Bauldy, let me hear;
Keep naithing up, ye naithing have to fear.

BAULDY.

Well, fince ye bid me, I fhall tell ye 2’
"That ilk ane talks about you, but a flaw.
When laft the wind made Glaud a rooflefs barn;
When laft the burn bore down my mither’s yarn ;
‘When Brawny, elf-fhot, never mair came hame;
‘When Tibby kirn’d, and there nae butter came ;
When Befly Freetock’s chuffy-cheeked wean
To a fairy turn’d, and cou’dna ftand its lane ;
‘When Wattie wander’d ae night thro” the fhaw,
And tint himfell amaift amang the fnaw ;
When Mungo’s mare ftood ftill and fwat wi’

fright, i
When he brought eaft the howdy under night ;
‘When Bawfy fhot to dead upon the green ;
And Sara tint a fnood was nae mair feen ;
’ You,
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You, Lucky, gat the wyte of a’ fell out ;

And ilka ane here dreads ye round about,

And fae they may that mean to do ye fkaith :
For me to wrang ye, I'’ll be very laith ;

But when I neift make groats, I *Il ftrive to pleafe
You with a firlot of them mixt with peafe.

MAUSE.

I thank ye, lad:—néw tell me your demand,
And, if I can, I’ll lend my helping hand.

BAULDY.

Then, I like Peggy ; Neps is fond of me ;
Peggy likes Pate; and Patie ’s bauld and {lee,
And loo’s fweet Meg ; but Neps I downa fee.
Cou’d ye turn Patie’s love to Neps, and then
Peggy’s to me, I°d be the happieft man.

~

r

MAUSE.

Il try my art to gar the bowls row right ;
Sae gang your ways and come again at night ;
*Gainft that time I ’Il fome fimple things prepare,
Worth all your peafe and groats, tak Ye na care.

H2 BAULDY.
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Mavusz her lane.

This fool imagines, as do mony fic,

That I ’m a witch in compaé with Auld Nlck

Becaufe by education I was taught

To fpeak and a& aboon their common thought.

Their grofs miftake fhall quickly now appear ;

Soon fhall they ken what brought, what keeps me
here.

Now fince the royal Charles, and right ’s reftor’d,

A fhepherdefs is daughter to a lord.

The bonny foundling that ’s brought up by Glaud,

Wha has an uncle’s care on her beftow’d,

Her infant life 1 fav’d, when a falfe friend

Bow’d to th’ ufurper, and her death defign’d,

To eftablith him and his in all thefe plains

That by right heritage to her pertains.

She ’s now in her fweet bloom, has blood and
charms '

Of too much value for a fhepherd’s arms:

None know ’t but me:—and if the morn were,
come,

111 tell them tales will gar them all fing dumb.
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PEGGY.

The fcented meadows, birds, and healthy breeze,
For aught I ken, may mair than Peggy pleafe.

PATIE.

Ye wrang me fair, to doubt my being kind ;
In fpeaking fae, ye ca’ me dull and blind,
Gif T cou’d fancy aught ’s fae fweet or fair
As my fweet Meg, or worthy of my care.
Thy breath is fweeter than the fweeteft brier,
Thy cheek and breaft the fineft flow’rs appear :
Thy words excel the maift delightfu’ notes
That warble through the merle or mavis’. throats ;
‘With thee I tent nae flowers that bufk the field,
Or ripeft berries that our mountains yield ;
The fweeteft fruits that hing upon the tree,
Are far inferior to a kifs of thee.

PEGGY.

But Patrick for fome wicked end may fleech,
And lambs fhould tremble when the foxes preach.
I darna ftay ; ye joker, let me gang,

Or fwear ye’Il never *tempt to do me wrang.

o PATIE,
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PATIE.

Sooner a mother fhall her fondnefs drap,
And wrang the bairn fits fmiling on her lap;
The fun fhall change, the moon to change fhall
ceafe ;
The gaits to clim, the fheep to yield the fleece;
Ere aught by me be cither faid or doon,
Shall do thee wrang.—I fwear by all aboon.

PEGGY.

Then keep your aith.—But mony lads will
{wear,
And be manfworn to twa in half a year.
Now I believe ye like me wonder weel ;
But if anither lafs your heart fhould fteal,
Your Meg, forfaken, bootlefs might relate
How fhe was dauted anes by faithlefs Pate.

PATIE.

I°m fure I canna change; ye needna fear,
Tho’ we ’re but young, I *veloo’d ye mony a year :
I mind it well, when thou could’ft hardly gang,
Or lifp out words, I choos’d thee frae the thrang
Of 2’ the bairns, and led thee by the hand,
Aft to the tanfy know or rathy ftrand ;

‘ Thou
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Thou fmiling by my fide :—1I took delight

To pou the rathes green, with roots fae white,
Of which, as well as my young fancy cou’d,
For thee I plet the flow’ry belt and fnood.

"PEGGY.

When firft thou gade with fhepherds to the hill,
And I to milk the ews firft try’d my fkill,
To bear a leglen was nae toil to me,
When at the bught at ev’n I met with thee.

SANG X.

Tune—¢« Winter was cauld, and my claithing was thin.”

PEGGY.

When firft my dear laddie gade to the green hill,
And T at ewe-milking firlt fey’d my young {kill,
To bear the milk bowie no pain was to me,
When I at the bughting forgather’d with thee.

PATIE.

When corn-riggs wav’d yellow, and blue hether-
bells

Bloom’d bonny on moorland and fweet rifing fells,

Nae birns, brier, or breckens, gave trouble to me,

If I found the berries right ripen’d for thee.

PEGGY,
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PEGG‘Y.
When thou ran, or wre&led or putted the ﬁanc,
And came off the vi¢tor, my heart was ay fain ;
Thy ilka fport manly gave pleafure to me;
For nane can putt, wreftle, or run {wift as thee.

PATIE.

Our Jenny ﬁngs faftly the ¢ Cowden broom.
< knows ;’

And Rofie lilts fwiftly the ¢ Mllklng the ews ;"

There ’s few ¢ Jenny Nettles” like Nanfy can fing;

At ¢ Throw the wood, laddie,” Befs gars our lugs
ring :

But when my dear Peggy fings, with better fkill,

The ¢ Boatm:{n,” ¢ Tweed-fide,” or the ¢ Lals
¢ of the mill,”

*Tis mony times {weeter and pleafing to me;

Tor tho’ they fing nicely, they cannot like thee.

PEGGY.

How eafy can laffes trow what they defire !
And praifes fae kindly increafes love’s fire ;
Give me ftill this pleafure, my ftudy fhall be
To make myfelf better and {weeter for thee.

PATIE,
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PATIE.

When corns grew yellow, and the hetherbells
. Bloom’d bonny on the moor and rifing fells,
Nae birns, or briers, or whins, €’er troubled me,
Gif I could find blae-berries ripe for thee.

PEGGY.

When thou didft wreftle, run, or putt the ftane,
And wan the day, my heart was flightering fain :
At all thefe fports thou ftill gave joy to me,

For nane can wreftle, run, or putt with thee.

PATIE.

Jenny fings faft the ¢ Broom of Cowden-

“ knows ;” ’

-And Rofie lilts the * Milking of the ews;”

There ’s nane like Nanfy ¢ Jenny Nettles
fings ;”

At turns in ¢ Maggy Lawder” Marion dings :

But when my Peggy fings, with fweeter fkill,

The ¢ Boatman,” or the ¢ Lafs of Patie’s mill,”

It is a thoufand times mair fweet to me

Tho’ they fing well, they canna fing like thee.

PEGGY,
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PEGGY.

How eith can lafles trow what we defire !
And, rees’d by them we love, blaws up the fire:
But wha loves beft let time and carriage try ;
Be conftant, and my love fhall time defy :

Be ftill as now, and a’ my care fhall be,
How to contrive what pleafant is for thee.

PATIE.

Wert thou a giglit gawky like the lave,
That little better than our nowt behave ;
At naught they ’ll ferly, fenfelefs tales believe,
Be blyth for filly hechts, for trifles grieve ;
Sic ne’er cou’d win my heart, that kenna how
Either to keep a prize, or yet prove true:
But thou in better fenfe without a flaw,
As in thy beauty, far excels them a’,
Continue kind, and a’ my care fhall be
How to contrive what pleafing is for thee,

PEGCY.
Agreed :—but hearken, yon ’s auld aunty’s cry,

I ken they ’Il wonder what can make us ftay.

PATIE.
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PATIE.

And let them ferly.—Now a kindly kifs,
Or fivefcore good anes wad not be amifs ;
And fyne we ’ll fing the fang with tunefu’ g]ee,
That I made up laft owk on you and me.

PEGGY,

Sing firft, fyne claim your hyre.

PATIE,

Well, 1 agree.

SANG XI_

To its awn tune.

By the delicious warmnefs of thy mouth,

And rowing eye that fmiling tells the truth,

1 guefs, my laflie, that, as well as I,

Ye ’re made for love, and why thould ye deny ?

PEGGY.
But ken ye lad, gif we confefs o’er foon,
Ye think us cheap, and fyne the wooing ’s done:
The maiden that o’er quickly tines her pow’r,
Like unripe fruit will tafte but hard and four.

PATIE,
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PATIE.

But gin they hing o’er lang upon the tree,
Their {weetnefs they may tyne, and fay may ye 3
Red-cheeked ye completely ripe appear,

And T have thol’d and woo’d a lang half year.

PEGGY
(Falling into Patie’s arms. )

Then dinna pow me, gently thus I fa’

Into my Patie’s arms for good and a’:

But ftint your withes to this kind embrace,
And mint nae farther till we ’ve got the grace.

FATIE
(With his left hand about her waift.)

O charming armfu’ !—Hence ye cares away,
1’1l kifs my treafure a’ the live lang day ;
All night I°ll dream my kifles o’er again,
Till that day come that ye ‘il be a’ my ain.

BOTH.

Sun, gallop down the weftlin fkies,
Gang foon to bed, and quickly rife ;
O lath your fteeds, poft time away,
And hafte about our bridal-day ;
And if you ’re weary’d, honeft light,
Sleep, gin ye like, a week that night.
[Curtain falls while they kifs.
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ACT IIL
SCENE- L
PROLOGUVE, =

Now turn your eyes beyond yon fpreading lyme,

And tent 2 man whafe beard feems bleach’d with time 5
Anc elwand fills his hand, his habit mean,

Nae doubt ye ’ll think he has a pedlar been iwm

But whifht, it is the knight in mafquerade,

That comes hid in this cloud te fee his lad.

Obferve how pleas’d the loyal fuff’rer moves

Thro’ his auld av’nues, anes delightfu’ groves.

SirR Wirriam folus.

Thue gentleman thus hid in low difguife,

Il for a fpace, unknown, delight mine eyes

With a full view of ev’ry fertile plain,

‘Which once I loft, which now are mine again.

Yet, *midft my joy, fome profpe@s pain renew,

Whilft I my once fair feat in ruins view,

Yonder, ah me! it defolately ftands,

Without a roof, the gates fall'n from their
bands 5 ¥

The cafements all broke down, no chimney left,

The naked walls of tapeftry all bereft.

My
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My ftables and pavilions, broken walls,

That. with each rainy blaft decaying falls

My gardens once adorn’d the moft complete,

With all that nature, all that art makes fweet ;

‘Where round the figur’d green and pebble walks,

The dewy flow’rs hung nodding on their ftalks ;

But overgrown with nettles, docks, and brier,

No hyacinths or eglantines appear.

Here fail’d and broke ’s the rifing ample fhade,

Where peach and net’rine trees their branches

{pread,

Bafking in rays, and early did produce

Fruit fair to view, delightful to the ufe.

All round in gaps the walls in ruin lye,

And from what ftands the wither’d branches fly.

Thefe foon fhall be repair’d :—and now my joy

Forbids all grief, when I ’m to fee my boy,

My only prop, and object of my care,

Since heav’n too foon call’d home his mother fair:

Him, ere the rays of reafon clear’d his thought,

I fecretly to faithful Symon brought,

And charg’d him ftri¢tly to conceal his birth,

Till we fhould fee what changing times brought

forth.

Hid from himfelf, he ftarts up by the dawn,

And ranges carelefs o’er the height and lawn,

After his fleecy charge ferenely gay,

With other fhepherds whiftling o’er the day.
Thrice
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Thrice happy life! that ’s from ambition free,
Remov’d from crowns, and courts, how cheerfully,
A calm, contented mortal fpends his time,

In health, his foul unftain’d with crime!

SANG XIL
Tune—¢ Happy Clown.”

Hid from himfelf, now by the dawn

He ftarts as freth as rofes blawn,

And ranges o’er the heights and lawn,
After his bleating flocks.

Healthful, and innocently gay,

He chaunts and whiftles out the day;

 Untaught to {mile and then betray, -

Like courtly weathercocks.

Life happy, from ambition free,

Envy, and vile hypocrify,

When truth and love with joy agree,
Unfully’d with a crime:

Unmov’d with what difturbs the great,

In propping of their pride and ftate,

He lives, and, unafraid of fate,
Contented fpends his time.

Now tow’rds good Symon’s houfe I’ll bend my way,
And fee what makes yon gamboling to-day ;

All on the green in a fair wanton ring,

My youthful tenants gaily dance and fing.

[Exit.
VOL. 1. 1
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-SCENE TI.

PROLOGUE.

"T'is Symon’s houfe, pleafe te ftep in,
And vify 't round and round ;
There ’s nought fuperfluous to give pain,
Or coftly to be found: [
Yet, all is clean ; a clear peat ingle
Glances amidft the floor:
The green horn-fpoons, beech luggies mingle,
On fkelfs forgain(t the door.
While the young brood fport on the green,
The auld anes think it beft
With the brown cow to clear their een,
Snuff, crack, and take their reft.

SvymoN, Graup, and Evrsra.
A Y

GLAUD.

We anes were young ourfells.—I like to fee
The bairns bob round with other merrylie.
Troth, Symon, Patie ’s grown a ftrapan lad,
And better looks than his I never bade;
Amang our lads he bears the gree awa’,

And tells his tale the clev’reft of them a’.

ELSPA.

Poor man! he’s a great comfort to us baith ;
God make him good, and hide him ay frae fkaith;
He
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He is a bairn, I ’Il fay ’t, well worth our care,
That gae us ne’er vexation late or air.

GLAUD.

I trow, good.wife, if I be not miftane,
He feems to be with 'Peggy’s beauty tane,
And troth my niece is a right dainty wean,
As ye well ken ; a bdnnyer needna be,
Nor better, be ’t fhe were nae kin to me.

SYMON.

Ha, Glaud, I doubt that ne’er will be a match,
- My Patie ’s wild, and will be ill to catch;
And or he were, for realons I ’ll not tell,
I°d rather be mixt with the mools myfell.

" GLAUD.

‘What reafons can ye have ?—there ’s nane, I’m
fure,
Unlefs ye may caft up that fhe ’s but poor
But gif the laflie marry to my mind,
I’ll be to her as my ain Jenny kind :
Fourfcore of breeding ewes of my ain birn,
Five kye that at ae milking fills a kirn,
I°ll gie to Peggy that day fhe ’s a bride;
By and attour, if my good luck abide,
12 Ten
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GLAUD.

That clattern Madge, my titty, tells fic flaws,
Whene’er our Meg her cankart humour gaws.

Enter JEnny.

O father, there ’s an auld man on the green,
The felleft fortune-teller e’er was feen ;
He tents our loofs, and fyne whops out a book,
Turns owre the leaves, and gies our brows a look ;
Syne tells the oddeft tales that e’er ye heard.
His head is grey, and lang and grey his beard,

SYMON.

Gae bring him in, we ’Il hear what he can fay,
Nane fhall gang hungry by my houfe to-day.

[Exit Jexnv.

But for his telling fortunes, troth, I fear
He kens nae mair of that than my grey mare.,

GLAUD.

Spae-men! the truth of 2’ their faws I doubt,
For greater liars never ran thereout.

13 Re-enter
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SIR WILLIAM,

That ’s kind unfought.—Well, gin ye have a
bairn
That ye like well, and wad his fortune learn,
I fhall employ the fartheft of my fkill
To fpae it faithfully, be ’t good or ill.

SYMON

(Pointing to PaTic).

Only that lad.—Alack ! Thave nae mae,
Either to make me joyful now or wae.

SIR WILLIAM.

Young man, let’s fee your hand.—~What gars
ye fneer ?

PATIE.

Becaufe your fkill ’s but little worth, I fear,
SIR WILLIAM.
Ye cut before the point :—but, billy, bide,

Il wager there ’s a moufe-mark on your fide.

14 ELSPA.
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Is all my great eftate, and like to be ;
Sae, cunning carle, ne’er break your jokes on me.

SYMON.

Whitht, Patie, let the man look ow’r your
hand ;

Aftymes as broken a fhip has come to land.

[Sir Wirriam looks a little at PaTie’s hand, then
counterfeits falling into a trance, —~While they endea-
vour to lay him right :]

ELSFA,

Preferve ’s l—the man ’s a warlock, or pofleft

With fome nae good, or fecond-fight at leaft,
‘Where is he now ?

GLAUD,

He ’s fecing a’ that ’s done
In ilka place beneath or yont the moon.

ELSPA.,

Thefe fecond-fighted fowks (his peace be here !)
See things far aff, and things to come, as clear,
As I can fee my thumb.—Wow ! can he tell
(Speer at him foon as he comes to himfell)
. ‘How
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How foon we ’ll fee Sir William ?—Whifht, he

heaves,

And fpeaks out broken words like ane that raves.

SYMON.

He ’ll foon grow better.—Elipa, hafte ye, gae
And fill him up a tafs of ufquebee.

SIR WILLIAM.
(Starts up and fpeaks).

A knight that for a lien fought
Againt a herd of bears,
Was to lang toil and trouble brought,
In which fome thoufands fhares:
But now again the lion rares,
And joy fpreads o’er the plain ;
The lion has defeat the bears,
The knight returns again.

The knight in a few days fhall bring
A tfhepherd frae the fauld,

And fhall prefent him to the king,
A fubjett true and bauld ;

He Mr. Patrick fhall be call’d :—
All you that hear me now

May well believe what I have tald,
For it thall happen true.

SYMON.
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SYMON.

Friend, may your fpacing happen foon and well:
But, faith, I’m redd you ’ve bargain’d with the
deel, .
To tell fome tales that fowks wad fecret keep;
Or do you get them tald you in your fleep?

SIR WILLIAM,

Howe’er I get them never fath your beard ;
Nor come I to redd fortunes for reward :
But I °ll lay ten to ane with ony here,
That all I prophefy fhall foon appear.

SYMON.

You prophefying fowks are odd kind men !—
They ’re here that ken, and here that difna ken
The wimpled meaning of your unko tale,

Whilk foon will mak a noife o’er moor and dale.

GLAUD.

*Tis nae fma’ fport to hear how Sym believes,
And taks ’t for gofpel what the fpae-man gives
Of flawing fortunes, whilk he evens to Pate:
But what we with we trow at ony rate.

SIR
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SIR WILLIAM.

Delay a while your hofpitable care;
1 °d rather enjoy this evening calm and fair,
Around yon fuin’d tower to fetch a walk,
With you, kind friend, to have fome private talk.

SYMON.,

Soon as you pleafe I ’Il anfwer your defire :—
And, Glaud, you ’ll tak your pipe befide the fire:

We ’ll but gae round the place, and foon be
back,

Syne fup together, and tak our pint and crack.

GLAUD.

1’1l out a fpace, and fee the young anes play;
My heart ’s {Lill light, albeit my locks be grey.

[Exeunt,






PASTORAL. ’ 127

Ah! cou’d I loo ye lefs, I ’d happy be ;
But happier far, cou’d ye but fancy me.

JENNY.
»

And wha kens, honeft lad, but that I may?
Ye canna fay that ’er I faid ye nay.

ROGER.

Alake ! my frighted heart begins to fail,
Whene’er I mint to tell ye out my tale,
For fear fome tighter lad, mair rich than I,
Has win your love, and near your heart may lie.

JENNY.

I loo my father, coufin Meg I love ;
But to this day nae man my heart cou’d move:
Except my kin, ilk lad ’s alyke to me,
And frae ye a’ I beft had keep me free.

ROGER.

How lang, dear Jenny >—fayna that again ;
‘What pleafure can ye tak in giving pain ?
I’mn glad however that ye yet ftand free ;
Wha kens but ye may rue, and pity me?

JENNY.
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JENNY.'

Ye have my pity elfe, to fee you fet
On that whilk makes our fweetnefs foon forget :
Wow ! but we ’re bonny, good, and every thing !
How fweet we breathe whene’er we kifs or fing!
But we ’re nae fooner fools to give confent,
Than we our daffin and tint power repent :
‘When prifon’d in four waws, a wife right tame,
Altho’ the firft, the greateft drudge at hame.

ROGER.

That only happens, when for fake of gear
Ane wales a wife, as he wad buy a mare:
Or when dull parents bairns together bind
Of different tempers, that can ne’er prove kind :
But love, true downright love, engages me
(Tho’ thou fhould fcorn) {till to delight in thee.

JENNY.

‘What fugar’d words frae wooers lips can fa’ !
But girning marriage comes and ends them 2’
I ’ve feen with fhining fair the morning rife,
And foon the fleety clouds mirk a’ the fkies ;
I °ve feen the filver fpring a while rin clear,
And foon in mofly puddles difappear ;
The
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The bridegroom may rejoice, the bride may fmile,

But foon contentions a’ their joys beguile.
Joys begu

ROGER.

I ’ve feen the morning rife with faireft light,
The day unclouded fink in calmeft night :

I ’ve feen the fpring rin wimpling throw the plain,

Increafe and join the ocean without ftain ;

The bridegroom may be blyth, the bride may

{mile,
Rejoice throw life, and all your fears beguile.

SANG XIIL
Tune—¢ Leith Wynd.”

JENNY.

Were I afflur’d you ’ll conftant prove,
You fhould nae mair complain ;

The eafy maid, befet with love,
Few words will quickly gain :

For I muft own now, fince you ’re free,
This too fond heart of mine

Has lang, a black-fole true to thee,
Wifh’d to be pair’d with thine.

VOL. II. X ROGER.,
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ROGER.

I’°m happy now ; ah!let my head
Upon thy breaft recline :

The pleafure ftrikes me near-hand dead ;—
Is Jenny then fae kind ?—

O let me briz thee to my heart,
And round my arms entwine :

Delytfu’ thought ! we ’ll never part :
Come, prefs thy mouth to mine.

JENNY.

Were I but fure ye lang wou’d love maintain,
The feweft words my eafy heart cou’d gain ;
For I man own, fince now at laft you ’re free,
Altho’ I jok’d, I lov’d your company ;

And ever had a warmnefs in my breaft,
That made ye dearer to me than the reft.

ROGER.

I°m happy now! o’er happy!—had my head!—
This gufh of pleafure ’s like to be my deid.—
Come to my arms!—or ftrike me! —I’m all

fird
With wond’ring love !—let ’s kifs till we be tir’d :
Kifs,
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Kifs, kifs ;—we Il kifs the fun and ftarns away,
And ferly at the quick return of day.

O Jenny ! let my arms about thee twine,

And briz thy bonny breafts and lips to mine.

[They embrace.

JENNY.

With equal joy my fafter heart does yield,
To own thy well-try’d love has won the field.
Now by thefe warmeft kiffes thou haft tane,
Swear thus to love me when by vows made ane.

"ROGER.,

1 fwear by fifty thoufand yet to come,
Or may the firft ane {trike me deaf and dumb,
There thall not be a kindlier dawted wife,
If you agree with me to lead your life.

JENNY.

Well, T agree :—neift to my parent gae,
Get his confent, he ’Il hardly fay ye nae;
Ye have what will commend ye to him well,
Auld fowks like them that want na milk and meal.

K2 : SANG
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Good twenty pair of blankets for our bed,
With meikle care my thrifty mither made :

Ilk thing that makes a hartfome houfe and tight,
Was ftill her care, my father’s great delight._
They left me all, which now gi’es joy to me,
Becaufe I can give a’, my dear, to thee :

And had I fifty times as meikle mair,

Nane but my Jenny fhou’d the famen fkair :

My love and all is yours ; now had them faft,
And guide them as ye like to gar them laft.

JENNY.

Il do my beft :—but fee wha gangs this way,
Patie and Meg : —befides, I mana ftay :
Let ’s fteal frae ither now, and meet the morn;
If we be feen, we ’ll dree a deal of {corn.

ROGER.

To where the faugh-tree {hades the menin pool,
1°ll frae the hill come down when day grows cool:
Keep tryft, and meet me there: there let us meet,
To kifs and tell our loves; there ’s nought fae fweet.

[Excunt.

X3
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Return’d to cheer his withing tenants’ fight ;
To blefs his fon, my charge, the world’s delight ?

SIR WILLIAM.

Rife, faithful Symon, in my arms enjoy
A place thy due, kind guardian of my boy.
I came to view thy care in this difguile,
And am confirm’d thy condutt has been wife ;
Since ftill the fecret thou ’ft fecurely feal’d,
And ne’er to him his real birth reveal’d.

SYMON.

The due obedience to your ftri¢t command
Woas the firft lock ; neift my ain judgment fand
Out reafons plenty ; fince, without eftate,

A youth, tho’ fprung frae kmgs, looks baugh and
blate.

SIR WILLIAM.,

And aften vain and idly fpend their time,
Till grown unfit for action, paft their prime,
Hang on their friends ; which gi’es their fauls a
caft,
That turns them downright beggars at the laft.

K 4 SYMON.
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SYMON.

Now well I wat, Sir, you have fpoken true ;
For there ’s laird Kytie’s fon, that ’s loo’d by few;
His father fteght his fortune in his wame,

And left his heir nought but a gentle name.
He gangs about fornan frae place to place,
As ferimpt of manners as of fenfe and grace ;
Opprefling a’, as punifhment o’ their fin,
That are within his tenth degree of kin :
Rins in ilk trader’s debt wha ’s fae unjuft
To his ain family as to gi’e him truft.

SIR WILLIAM.

Such ufelefs branches of a commonwealth
Should be lopt off, to give a ftate mair health :—
Unworthy bare refletion.—Symon, run
O’er all your obfervations on my fon :

A parent’s fondnefs eafily finds excule ;
But do not with indulgence truth abufe.

SYMON.

To fpeak his praife, the langeft fimmer day
Wad be owre fhort, could I them right difplay.
In word and deed he can fae well behave,
That out of fight he rins before the lave ;
And
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And when there ’s e’er a quarrel ot conteft,
Patrick ’s made judge, to tell whafe caufe is beft ;
And his decree ftands good—he’ll gar it ftand ;
Wha dares to grumble finds his corre&ing hand ;
With a firm look, and a commanding way,

He gars the proudeft of our herds obey.

SIR WILLIAM.

Your tale much pleafes: —my good friend,
proceed :—
What learning has he #—can he write and read ?

SYMON.

Baith wonder well ; for, troth, I didna fpare
To gi’e him at the fchool enough of lear ;
And he delights in books ; he reads and fpeaks,
With fowks that ken them, Latin words and
Greeks.

SIR WILLIAM,

Where gets he books to read, and of what
kind ?—

Tho’ fome give light, fome blindly lead the blind.

SYMON,
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SYMON.

‘Whene’er he drives our theep to Edinburgh Port,
He buys fome books of hiftory, fangs, or fport :
Nor does he want of them a rowth at will,

And carries ay a poutchfu’ to the hill.

About ane Shakefpar and a famous Ben

He aften {peaks, and ca’s them beft of men.

How fweetly Hawthornden and Stirling fing,

And ane caw’d Cowley, loyal to his king,

He kens fou well, and gars their verfes ring.

I fometimes thought that he made o’er great fraze

About fine poems, hiftories, and plays :

When I reprov’d him anes, a book he brings ;—

¢ With this,” quoth he, ¢ on braes I crack with
¢« kings.”

SIR WILLIAM.

He anfwer’d well ; and much ye glad my ear,
‘When fuch accounts I of my fhepherd hear :
Reading fuch books can raife 2 peafant’s mind
Above a lord’s that is not thus inclin’d.

SYMON.

‘What ken we better, that fae findle look,
Except on rainy Sundays, on a book ?
‘When
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When we a leaf or twa haf read, haf fpell,
Till 2’ the reft fleep round as weel ’s ourfell.

‘' SIR WILLIAM.

Well jefted, Symon.—But one queftion more
I’ll only afk ye now, and then give o’er.
The youth ’s arriv’d the age when little loves
Flighter around young hearts like cooing doves :
Has nae young laflie with inviting mien
And rofy cheek, the wonder of the green,
Engag’d his look, and caught his youthfu’ heart ?

SYMON.

I fear’d the warft, but ken’d the fmalleft part ;
Till late I faw him twa three times mair fweet
With Glaud’s fair niece thanI thought right or meet,
I had my fears, but now have nought to fear,
Since like yourfelf your fon will foon appear ;

A gentleman, enrich’d with all théfe charms,
May blefs the faireft belt-born lady’s arms.

SIR WILLIAM.

This night muft end his unambitious fire,
‘When higher views fhall greater thoughts infpire.
Go, Symon, bring him quickly here to me;

None but yourfelf fhall our firft meeting fee.
Yonder
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Yonder ’s my horfe and fervant nigh at hand ;
They come juft at the time I gave command :
Straight in my own apparel I ’ll go drefs ;
Now ye the fecret may to all confefs.

SYMON.

‘With how much joy I on this errand flee,
There ’s nane can know that is not downright me.

[Exit.

Sir Wirriam folus.

‘Whene’er th’ event of hope’s fuccefs appears,
One happy hour cancels the toil of years :
A thoufand toils are loft in Lethe’s ftream,
And cares evanith like a morning dream ;
‘When wifh’d-for pleafures rife like morning light,
The pain that ’s paft enhances the delight.
Thefe joys I feel, that words can ill exprefs,
1 ne’er had known, without my late diftrefs.
But from his ruftic bufinefs and love
I muft in halte my Patrick foon remove
To courts and camps that may his foul improve.
Like the rough diamond, as it leaves the mine,
Only in little breakings fhews its light,
Till artful polithing has made it thine ;
Thus education makes the genius bright.

SANG
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MAUSE.

Then fure the laffes, and ilk gaping coof,
‘Wad rin about him, and had out their loof.

MADGE.

As faft as fleas fkip to the tate of woo,
Whilk flee tod Lowrie hads without his mow,
‘When he to drown them, and his hips to cool,
In fummer days flides backward in a pool.

In fhort, he did for Pate braw things foretell,
Without the help of conjuring or fpell.

At laft, when well diverted, he withdrew,
Pou’d off his beard to Symon.—Symon’ knew
His welcome mafter :—round his knees he gat,
Hang at his coat, and fyne for blythnefs grat.
Patrick was fent for :—happy lad is he ! —
Symon tald Elfpa—Elifpa tald it me.

Ye ’ll hear out a’ the fecret ftory foon :

And troth ’tis e’en right odd, when a’ is done,
To think how Symon ne’er afore wad tell,
Na, no fae meikle as to Pate himfell.

Our Meg, poor thing, alake ! has loft her jo.

MAUSE,

It may be fa, wha kens, and may be no:
To lift a love that ’s rooted is great pain :
E’en
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Enter BAuLpY
(Singing. )
Jocky faid to Jenny, Jenny wilt thou do ’t?
Ne’er a fit, quoth Jenny, for my tocher-good ;

For my tocher-good I winna marry thee :
E’ens ye like, quoth Jocky, ye may let it be.

MADGE.

Weel liltet, Bauldy, that ’s a dainty fang.

BAULDY.
I’ll gie ye ’t a’—tis better than ’tis lang.
(Sings again.)
I hae gowd and gear, I hae land eneugh,
T have feven good owfen ganging in a pleugh ;

Ganging in a pleugh, and linkan o’er the lee;
And gin ye winna tak me, I can let ye be.

I hae a good ha’ houfe, a barn, and a byer,

A peat-ftack *fore the door; we ’ll mak a rantin
fire; 1

I’Il mak a rantin fire, and merry fall we be:

And gin ye winna tak me, I can let ye be.

VoL. 1L 25 Jenny
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Il be as kind as ever Pate could prove,
Lefs wilfu’, and ay conftant in my love.

MADGE.

As Neps can witnefs, and the bufhy thorn,
Where mony a time to her your heart was fworn.
Fy, Bauldy, blufh, and vows of love regard ;
What other lafs will trow a manfyorn herd ?
The curfe of heaven hings ay aboon their heads,
That ’s ever guilty of fic finfu’ deeds.

I°ll ne’er advife my niece fae grey a gate ;
Nor will fhe be advis’d, fou well I wate.

BAULDY.

Sae grey a gate! manfworn! and a’ the reft !—
Ye lied, auld roudes ; and in faith had beft
Eat in your words, elfe I fhall gar you ftand,
With a het face, afore the haly band.

’

MADGE.

Ye ’ll gar me ftand ! ye fhevelling-gabbit brock;
Speak that again, and trembling dread my rock,
And ten fharp nails, that when my hands are in,
Can flyp the fkin o’ y’er cheeks out o’er your chin.

L2 BAULDY.
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BAULDY.

I take ye witnefs, Maufe, ye heard-her fay
That I >’m man{worn :—I winna let it gae.

MADGE.

Ye ’re witnefs too, he ca’d me bonny names,
And fhould be ferv’d as his good-breeding claims :
Ye filthy dog!

[Flees to his hair like a fury.—A ftout battle.—Maufe
endeavours to redd them.]

MAUSE.

Let gang your grips: — fye, Madge ! — howt,
Bauldy, leen :—
1 widna with this tulzie had been feen,
*Tis fae daft like—

[Bauldy gets out of Madge’s clutches with a bleeding
nofe.]

MADGE.

; °Tis dafter like to thole
An ether-cap like him, to blaw the coal.
It fets him well, with vile unfcrapit tongue,
To caft up whether I be auld or young ;

They
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They ’re aulder yet than I have married been,
And, or they died, their bairns bairns have feen.

MAUSE.

That’s true : and, Bauldy, ye was far to blame,
To ca’ Madge ought but her ain chriften’d name.

BAULDY.

My lugs, my nofe, and noddle finds the fame.

MADGE.

Auld roudes !—filthy fellow, I fhall auld ye.

MAUSE.

Howt, no:—ye’ll e’en be friends with honeft
Bauldy. '
Come, come, -thake hands; this man nae farder
gae; :
Ye man forgi’e >m :—I fee the lad looks wae.

BAULDY.

In troth now, Maufe, I have at Madge nae fpite ;
For fhe abufing firft, was a’ the wyte
L3 Of
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MAUSE.

Ye towin’d him tightly ; I commend ye for ’t ;
His bleeding Mmout gae me nae little fport ;
TFor this forenoon he had that fcant of grace,
_ And breeding baith, to tell me to my face,
He hop’d I was a witch, and wadna ftand
To lend him in this cafe my helping hand.

MADGE.

A witch! how had ye patience this to bear,
And leave him een to fee, or lugs to hear? -

’
MAUSE.

Auld wither’d hands and feeble joints like mine,
Obliges fowk refentment. to decline,
Till aft ’tis feen, when vigour fails, that we
With cunning can the lack of pith fupply :
Thus I pat aff revenge tll it was dark,
Syne bade him come, and we fhould gang to wark:
I ’m fure he ’ll keep his tryft; and I came here
To feek your help that we the fool may fear.

MADGE,

And fpecial fport we ’Il hae, as I proteft
Ye ’ll be the witch, and I fhall play the ghaift.
L4 A linen
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My Jenny now, who brak my heart this morn,

Is perfe&t yielding, fweet, and nae mair fcorn :

I fpak my mind—fhe heard—I fpak again—

She fmil’d—1I kifs’d—I woo’d, nor woo’d in vain.

PATIE,

1’m glad to hear ’t.—But O! my change this

day ,

Heaves up my joy ;~—and yet I ’'m fometimes wae.

I ’ve found a father, gently kind as brave,

And an eftate that lifts me boon the lave :

With looks all kindnefs, words that love confeft,

He all the father to my foul expreft,

‘While clofe he held me to his manly breaft :

¢ Such were the eyes,” he faid,  thus fmil’d the
¢ mouth

¢ Of thy lov’d mother, blefling o’ my youth,

% Wha fet too foon.”—And while he praife bes

- ftow’d,

Adown his gracefu’ cheeks a torrent flow’d.

My new-born joys, and this his tender tale,

Did, mingled thus, o’er 2’ my thoughts prevail ;

That, fpeechlefs, lang my late-ken’d fire I view’d,

‘While guthing tears my panting breaft bedew’d :

Unufual tranfports made my head turn round,

‘Whilft I myfelf with rifing raptures found

The happy fon of ane fae much renown’d.
; But
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But he has heard—too faithful Symon’s fear

Has brought my love for Peggy to his ear;
‘Which he forbids :—ah ! this confounds my peace,
While thus to beat my heart muft fooner ceafe,

ROGER.

How to advife ye, troth I ’m at a ftand ;
But were ’t my cafe, ye ’d clear it up aff hand.

PATIE.

Duty and haflen reafon plead his caufe ;
But love rebels againft all bounding laws ;
Tixt in my foul the fhepherdefs excels,
And part of my new happinefs repels.

SANG XVIL

Tune—¢ Kirk wad let me be.”

Duty and part of reafon
Plead ftrong on the parent’s fide ;
Which love fuperior calls treafon ;—
The ftrongeft muft be obey’d.

For now, tho’ ’'m one of the gentry,
My conftancy falfehood repels ;
For change in my heart is no entry,
Still there my dear Peggy excels.

ROGER.
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ROGER. -

Enjoy them baith :=Sir William will be won':
Your Peggy ’s bonny :—you ’re his ‘only fon.

PATIE.

She ’s mine by vows, and ftronger ties of love;
And frae thefe bands nae fate my mind fhall move.
I’ll wed nane elfe, thro’ life I will be true:.

But ftill obedience is a parent’s due.

ROGER.

Is not your mafter and yourfell to ftay
Amang us here ; or are ye gawn away
To London court, or ither far aff parts,
To leave your ain poor us with broken hearts ?

PATIE.

To Edinburgh ftraight to-morrow we advance,
To London neift, and afterwards to France,
Where I muft ftay fome years, and learn to dance,
And twa three other monkey tricks: that done,

1 come hame ftrutting in my red-heel’d fhoon.

Then ’tis defign’d, when I can well behave,

That I maun be fome petted thing’s dull flave,
For
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For fome few bags of cafh, that I wat weel,

1 nae mair need nor carts do a third wheel.

But Peggy, dearer to me than my breath,
Sooner than hear fic news, fhall hear my death.

ROGER.

« They wha have juft enough can foundly
« {leep,
¢ The owrecome only fathes fowk to keep :”’—
Good mafter Patrick, take your ain tale hame.

PATIE.

‘What was my morning thought, at night ’s the
fame ;

The poor and rich but differ in the name:
Content ’s the greateft blifs we can procure
Frae ’boon the lift ; without it kings are poor.

ROGER.

But an eftate like yours yields braw content,
When we but pick it fcantly on the bent :
Fine claiths, faft beds, fweet houfes, fparklmg
wine,
Rich fare, and witty friends, whene’er ye dine,
Submiffive
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Submiffive fervants, honour, wealth, and eafe ;
‘Wha ’s no content with thefe are ill to pleafe.

PATIE.

Sae Roger thinks, and thinks not far amifs;

But mony a cloud hings hovering o’er their
blifs :

The paflions rule the roaft ; and if they ’re four,
Like the lean kye, they ’Il foon the fat devour.
The fpleen, tint honour, and affronted pride,
Stang like the fharpeft goads in gentry’s fide :
The gouts, and gravels, and the ill difeafe,
Are frequenteft with fowk owrelaid with eafe ;
‘While o’er the moor the thepherd, with lefs care,
Enjoys his fober with, and halefome air.

ROGER.

Lord, man, I wonder, ay, and it delights
My heart, whene’er I hearken to your flights 3
How gat ye a’ that fenfe I fain wad lear,

That I may eafier difappointments bear ?

PATIE.
Frae books, the wale of books, I gat fome fkill ;
Thefe beft can teach what ’s real good and ill. -
Ne’er
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Ne’er grudge ilk year to ware fome ftanes of cheefe,
To gain thefe filent friends that ever pleafe.

ROGER.

1’0l do ’t, and ye fhall tell me which to buy;
Faith I’fe hae books, tho’ I thou’d fell my kye.
But now let ’s hear how you ’re defign’d to move
Between Sir William’s will, and Peggy’s love ?

PATIE.

Then here it lies ;—his will man be obey’d ;
My vows I ’1l keep, and fhe fhall be my bride ;
But I fome time this laft defign man hide.
Keep you the fecret clofe, and leave me here ;
I fent for Peggy,—yonder comes my dear.

ROGER.

And proud of being your fecretary, I
To wyle it frae me a’ the deels defy.
[Exit.

Patie folus.

With what a ﬁrugglé muft I now impart

My father’s will to her that hads my heart!
I ken
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I ken fhe loves, and her faft foul will fink, -
While it ftands trembling on the hated brink
Of difappointment.—Heav’n fupport my fair,
And let her comfort claim your tender care!—
Her eyes are red !|—

Enter Pecov.

- —My Peggy, why in tears?
Smile as ye wont, allow nae room for fears 3
Tho’ I'm nae mair a fhepherd, yet I ’m thine.

PEGGY.

I dare not think fae high.—I now repine
At the unhappy chance that made not me
A gentle match, or ftill a herd kept thee.
Wha can withouten pain fee frae the coaft
The fhip that bears his all like to be loft ;
Like to be carried by fome rever’s hand
Far frac his wifhes to fome diftant land 2-

PATIE.

Ne’er quarrel fate, whilft it with me remains
To raife thee up, or ftill attend thefe plains.
My father has forbid our loves, I own ;
But love ’s fuperior to a parent’s frown.
1 falfe.
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1 falfehood hate ; come, kifs thy cares away;

I ken to lové as well as to obey.

Sir William ’s generous :—leave the tafk to me
To make ftrict duty and true love agree.

PEGGY.

Speak on, fpeak ever thus, and ftill my grief;
But fhort I dare to hope the fond relief :
New thoughts a gentler face will foon infpire,
That with nice airs fwims round in filk attire :=——
Then I, poor me! with fighs may ban my fate,
When the young laird ’s nae mair my heartfome

Pate.

Nae mair again to hear fweet tales expreft
By the blyth thepherd that excell’d the reft ;
Nae mair be envied by the tattling gang,
‘When Patie kifs’d me, when I danc’d or fang;
Nae mair, alake ! we ’ll on the meadows play,
And rin haff breathlefs round the rucks of hay,
As aft-times I have fled from thee right fain,
And fawn on purpofe that I might be tane;
Nae mair around the foggy know 1’1l creep,
To watch and ftare upon thee while afleep.—
But hear my vow—"t will help to give me eafe :—
May fudden death, or deadly fair difeafe,
And warft of ills attend my wretched life,
If e’er to ane but you I be a wife.

SANG
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SANG XVIIL
Tune—¢ Wae ’s my heart that we fhould funder.”

Speak on, fpeak thus, and ftill my grief,
" Hold up a heart that ’s finking under

Thefe fears, that foon will want relief,

When Pate muft from his Peggy funder.
A gentler face and filk attire,

A lady rich in beauty’s bloflom,
Alake, poor me ! will now confpire

To fteal thee from thy Peggy’s bofom.

No more the fhepherd who excell’d
The reft, whofe wit made them to wonder,
Shall now his Peggy’s praifes tell :—
Ah! I can die, but never funder.
Ye meadows where we often ftray’d,
Ye bauks where we were wont to wander,
Sweet-fcented rucks round which we play’d,
You’ll lofe your fweets when we ’re afunder.

Again, ah ! fhall I never creep
Around the know with filent duty,
Kindly to watch thee while afleep,
And wonder at thy manly beauty ?
Hear, heav’n, while folemnly I vow,
Tho’ thou fhoul’ft prove a wand’ring lover,
Thro’ life to thee I fhall prove true,

Nor be a wife to any other. 3
’

VOL. 1I. M PATIE.
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PATIE.

Sure heaven approves; and be affur’d of me,
I °Il ne’er gang back of what I’ve fworn to thee :
And time, (tho” time man interpofe a while,
And I man leave my Peggy and this ifle,)
Yet time, nor diftance, nor the faireft face,
(If there ’s a fairer,) ’er fhall fill thy place.
1°d hate my rifing fortune, fhould it move
The fair foundation of our faithfu’ love.
If at my foot were crowns and fceptres laid,
To bribe my foul frae thee, delightful maid,
For thee I °d foon leave thefe inferior things
To fic as have the patience to be kings.—
Wherefore that tear?—Dbelieve, and calm thy mind

PEGGY.

I greet for joy to hear my love fae kind.

When hopes were funk, and nought but mirk
defpair,
Made me think life was little worth my care,
My heart was like to burft; but now I fee
Thy gen’rous thoughts will fave thy heart for me :
‘With patience then Il wait each wheeling year,
Dream thro’ that night, till my day-ftar appear ;
And all the while I ’ll ftudy gentler charms
To make me fitter for my trav’ler’s arms :
ri
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I°1l gain on uncle Glaud, he’s far frae fool,
And will not grudge to put me throw ilk fchool,
Where I may manners learn.

SANG XVIIL
Tune—¢ Tweed-fide.”

When hope was quite funk in defpair,
My heart it was going to break ;

My life appear’d worthlefs my care,
But now I will fave ’t for thy fake.

Where’er my love travels by day,
Wherever he lodges by night,

‘With ‘me his dear image ‘fhall ftay,
And my foul keep him ever in fight.

With patience I ’Il wait the long year,
And ftudy the gentleft charms;
Hope time away till thou appear,
So lock thee for ay in thofe arms.
Whilft thou waft a fhepherd, I priz’d
No higher degree in this life ;
But now I ’Il endeavour to rife
To a height is becoming thy wife.

" For beauty that ’s only fkin deep,
Mutft fade like the gowans of May,
But inwardly rooted, will keep
For ever, without a decay.
M 2 Nor
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Nor age, nor the changes of life,
Can quench the fair fire of love,
If virtue ’s ingrain’d in the wife,
And the hufband have fenfe to approve.

FATIL.

That ’s wifely faid
And what he wares that way fhall be well paid.
Tho’ without a’ the little helps of art,
Thy native fweets might gain a prince’s heart,
Yet now, left in our {tation we offend,
‘We muft learn mod s to innocence unken’d ;
Affet aft-times to like the thing we hate,
And drap ferenity, to keep up ftate;
Laugh when we ’re fad, fpeak when we ’ve nought
to fay,
And for the fathion, when we ’re blyth, feem
wae ;
Pay compliments to them we aft have fcorn’d,
Then fcandalize them when their backs are turn’d.

PEGGY.

If this is gentry, I had rather be
‘What I am ftill ;—but I ’ll be ought with thee.

PATIE.
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PATIE.

No, no, my Peggy, I but only jeft
With gentry’s apes ; for ftill, amang the beft,
Good manners give integrity a bleeze,
‘When native virtues join the arts to pleafe.

PEGGY.

Since with nae hazard, and fae fmall expence,
My lad frae books can gather ficcan fenfe,
Then why, ah! why thould the tempeftuous fea
Endanger thy dear life, and frighten me ?
Sir William ’s cruel, that wad force his fon,
For watna whats, fae great a rifque to run.

PATIE.

There is nae doubt but travelling does improve;
Yet I wou’d thun it for thy fake, my love :
But foon as 1 *ve thook aff my landwart caft
In foreign cities, hame to thee I ’ll hafte.

PEGGY.

SANG XIX.
Tune—s Bufh aboon Traquair.”
At fetting day and rifing morn,
‘With foul that ftill fhall love thee,
1’1l afk of heaven thy fafe return,
With all that can improve thee.
: M3 - : i
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1 1l vifit aft the birken bufh,
Where firft thou kindly told me
Sweet tales of love, and hid my blufh,
Whilft round thou didft enfold me.

" To all our haunts I will repair,
By greenwood fhaw or fountain ;

Or where the fummer day I°d fhare
With thee upon yon mountain :
There will I tell the trees and flow’rs,

From thoughts unfeign’d and tender ;
By vows you ’re mine, by love is yours,
A heart which cannot wander.

With every fetting day and rifing morn,

1 °ll kneel to heaven and afk thy fafe return,
Under that tree, and on the fuckler brae,

Where aft we wont, when bairns, to run and play:
And to the hizel thaw, where firft ye vow’d

Ye wad be mine, and I as eithly trow’d,

I’ll aften gang, and tell the trees and flow’rs,
With joy, that they ’ll bear witnefs I am yours.

PATIE.

My dear, allow me from thy temples fair
A fhining ringlet of thy flowing hair,
Which, as a fample of each lovely charm,
1’1l aften kifs, and wear about my arm.

PEGGY., .
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I°ll ne’er dare venture forth at night my lane.—
Alake ! Il never be myfell again ;
I’ll ne’er o’erput it.—Symon ! O, Symon! O!

[Symon giv‘es him a drink.

SYMON.

What ails thee, gowk, to make fo loud ado ?—
You ’ve wak’d Sir William, he has left his bed.—
He comes, I fear ill pleas’d ; I hear his tread.

Enter Sir WiLLiam.

SIR  WILLIAM.

How goes the night ? does ddy-light yet appear ?
Symon, you ’re very timeoufly afteer.

SYMON.

I’m forry, Sir, that we *ve difturb’d your reft;
But fome ftrange thing has Bauldy’s {p’rit oppreft,
He ’s feen fome witch, or wreftled with a ghaift,

BAULDY...

O!ay; dear Sir, in troth,’tis very true;
And I am come to make my plaint to you.

BIR
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SIR WILLIAM S
(Smiling.)
I lang to hear ’t.

BAULDY.

Ah! Sir, the witch caw’d Maufe,
That wins aboon the mill amang the haws,
Firft promis’d that fhe ’d help me with her art,
To gain a bonny thrawart lafie’s heart :
As the had tryfted, I met wi’er this night ;
But may nae friend of mine get fic a fright!
Tor the curft hag, inftead of doing me good,
(The very thought o’t ’s like to freeze my blood !)
Rais’d up a ghaift, or deel, I kenna whilk,
Like a dead corfe in fheet as white as milk ;
Black hands it had, and face as wan as death.
Upon me faft the witch and it fell baith,
Lows’d down my breeks, while I, like a great

fool,
Was labour’d as I wont to be at fchool.
My heart out of its hool was like to loup,
1 pithlefs grew with fear, and had nae hope;
Till, with an elritch laugh, they vanifh’d quite.
Syne I, haf dead with anger, fear, and fpite,
Crap up, and fled ftraight frae them, Sir, to you,
Hoping your help to gi’e the deel his due.
I’m
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I’m fure my heart will ne’er gi’e o’er to dunt,
Till in a fat tar-barrel Maufe be burnt.

SIR WILLIAM.

Well, Bauldy, whate’er ’s juft fhall granted be ;
Let Maufe be brought this morning down to me.’

BAULDY.

Thanks to your honour, foon fhall I obey ;
But firft I ’ll Roger raife, and twa three mae,
To catch her faft, or fhe get leave to fqueel,
And caft her cantraips that bring up the deel.

[Exit Bavrpy,

S{R WILLIAM.

Troth, Symon, Bauldy ’s more afraid than hurt,
The witch and ghaift have made themfelves good
fport.
‘What filly notions crowd the clouded mind,
That is throw want of education blind !

‘BYMON.

But does your honour think there ’s mae fic
thing
As witches raifing deels up throw a ring,
Syne
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Syne playing tricks, a thoufand I cou’d tell,
Cou’d never be contriv’d on this fide hell ?

SIR WILLIAM.

Such as the devil’s dancing in a moor,
Amongft a few old women craz’d and poor, -
‘Who were rejoic’d to fee him frifk and lowp
O’er braes and bogs, with candles in his dowp ;
Appearing fometimes like a black horn’d cow,
Aft-times like Bawty, Badrans, or a Sow ;

Then with his train throw airy paths to glide,
While they on cats, or clowns, or broomftaffs ride ;
Or in an egg-thell fkim out o’er the main,

To drink their leader’s health in France or Spain :
Then aft by night bumbaze hare-hearted fools,

By tumbling down their cupboards,chairs,and ftools.
Whate’er ’s in {pells, or if there witches be,

Such whimfies feem the moft abfurd to me.

SYMON.

*Tis true enough, we ne’er heard that a witch
Had ecither meikle fenfe, or yet was rich :
But Maufe, tho® poor, is a fagacious wife,
And lives a quiet and very honeft life;
That gars me think this hoblefhew that ’s paft
Will end in naithing but a joke at laft.

SIR
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SIR WILLIAM.

I’m fure it will :—but fee increafing light
Commands the imps of darknefs down to night,
Bid raife my fervants, and my horfe prepare,
Whilft I walk out to take the morning air.

SANG XX.
Tune—¢ Bonny grey-ey’d morn.”

The bonny grey-ey’d morn begins to peep,
And darknefs flies before the rifing ray,
The hearty hynd ftarts from his lazy fleep,
To follow healthfu’ labours of the day ;
Without a guilty fting to wrinkle his brow,
The lark and the linnet ’tend his levee,
And he joins the concert, driving the plow,
From toil of grimace and pageantry free.

While flufter’d with wine, or madden’d with lofs
Of half an eftate, the prey of a main,

The drunkard and gamefter tumble and tofs,
Withing for calmnefs and flumber in vain.

Be my portion health and quietnefs of mind,
Plac’d at a due diftance from parties and ftate ;

Where neither ambition, nor avarice blind,
Reach him who has happinefs link’d to his fate,

[Exeunt,
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GLAUD.

Ay, ay, nae doubt o’t, and ke ’ll do ’t again ;
But be advis’d, his company refrain.
Before, he as a thepherd fought a wife,
With her to live a chafte and frugal life ;
But now grown gentle, foon he will forfake
Sic godly thoughts, and brag of being a rake.

PEGGY,

A rake! what ’s that P—-Sure, if it means ought
ill,

He Il never be ’t, elfe T have tint my fkill,

GLAUD.

Daft laflie, you ken nought of the affair ;
Ane young, and good, and gentle ’s unco rare.
A rake ’s a gracelefs {park, that thinks nae fhame
To do what like of us thinks fin to name;
Sic are fae void of thame, they Il never ftap
To brag how aften they have had the clap;
They 1l tempt young things like you with youdith

flufh’d,

Syne mak ye a’ their jeft when you ’re debauch’d.
Be wary then, I fay, and never gi’e
Encouragement, or bourd with fic as he.

PEGGY.
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+
PEGGY.

The Lord forbid ! na, he kens better things.—
But here comes aunt ; her face fome ferly brings.

Enter MaDGE.

MADGE.

Hatte, hafte ye, we ’re a’ fent for owre the gate,
To hear, and help to redd fome odd debate *
*Tween Maufe and Bauldy, ’bout fome witchcraft,

fpell,
At Symon’s houfe; the kmght fits judge himfell.

GLAUD.

Lend me my ftaff.—Madge, lock the outer door.
And bring the lafles wi’ ye ; 1’1l ftep before.

LExit GLavp.

MADGE.

Poor Meg!—Look, Jenny, was the like e’er
feen ?
How bleer’d and red with greeting look her een!:
This day her brankan wooer taks his horfe,
To {trut a gentle fpark at Edinburgh crofs :
VOL, IL N To
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To change his kent cut frae the branchy plane,

For a nice fword, and glancing headed cane ;

To leave his ram-horn {poons, and kitted whey,

For gentler tea that fmells like new-won hay ;

To leave the green-fward dance, when we gae
milk,

To ruftle amang the beauties clad in filk.

But Meg, poor Meg! man with the fhepherds
ftay,

And tak what God will fend, in hodden grey.

PEGGY,

Dear aunt, what needs ye fath us wi’ your
fcorn?
That ’s no my faut that I ’m nae gentler born.
Gif I the daughter of fome laird had been,
I ne’er had notic’d Patie on the green :
Now fince he rifes, why fhould I repine ?
If he ’s made for another, he ’ll ne’er be mine =
And then, the like has been, if the decree
Defigns him mine, I yet his wife may be.

MADGE.

A bonny ftory, troth |—But we delay ;
Prin up your aprons baith, and come away.

[ Exeunt.
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SCENE IIL

PROLOGUE.

8ir William fills the twa-arm’d chair,

While Symon, Roger, Glaud, and Mauf¢,
Attend, and with loud laughter hear

Daft Bauldy bluntly plead his caufe :m
For now it ’s tell’d him that the tawz

Was handled by revengefu’ Madge,
Becaufe he brak good breeding’s laws,

And with his nonfenfe rais’d their rage.

SIR WILLIAM.

And was that all 2-=Well, Archbald, you was
ferv’d
No otherwife than what ye well deferv’d.
Was it fo fmall a matter to defame
And thus abufe an honeft woman’s name?
Befides your going about to have betray’d,
By perjury, an innocent young maid.

_ BAULDY.
Sir, I confefs my faut thro’ a’ the fteps,

And ne’er again fhall be untrue to Neps.

N2 MAUSE.,



180 RAMSAY’S POEMS.

MAVUSE.

Thus far, Sir, he oblig’d me on the fcore,
I ken’d not that they thought me fic before.

BAULDY.

An ’t like your Honour, I believ’d it well ;
But troth I was €’en doilt to feek the deel.
Yet, with your Honour’s leave, tho’ fhe ’s nae

witch,

She ’s baith a flee and a revengfu’ —,
And that my fome place finds :—but I had beft
Haud in my tongue, for yonder comes the ghaift,
And the young bonny witch whafe rofie cheek
Sent me without my wit the deel to feck.

Enter Mabpce, Pscey, and Jenny.

SIR WILLIAM
(Looking at Pecey.)

Whofe daughter ’s fhe that wears th’ Aurora
gown,
‘With face fo fair, and locks a lovely brown ?—
How fparkling are her eyes |—What ’s this I find!
The girl brings all my fifter to my mind :
Such
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Such were the features once adorn’d a face,
‘Which death too foon depriv’d of fweeteft grace.
Is this your daughter, Glaud ?

GLAUD.

Sir, the ’s my niece ;=
And yet fhe ’s not :—but I thould had my peace.

SIR WILLIAM.

This is a contradittion ; what d’ ye mean ?—
She is, and fhe is not !—pray, Glaud, explain.

GLAUD. ' .

Becaufe I doubt if I thould make appear
‘What I have kept-a fecret thirteen year.

MAUSE.

You may reveal what I can fully clear.

SIR WILLIAM.

Speak foon ; I’m all impatience.

N3 PATIE.



183 RAMSAY’S PORMS.

PATIE.
So am I
For much I hope ; and hardly yet know why.

GLAUD.

Then fince my mafter orders, I obey :—
This bonny foundling, ae clear morn of May,
Clofe by the lee-fidé of my door I found,
All fwveet and clean, and carefully hapt round
In infant weeds of rich and gentle make,—
What could they be (thought I) did thee forfake ?
‘Wha, warfe than brutes, cou’d leave expos’d to air
Sae much of innocence, fae fweetly fair,
Sae helplefs young ;—for fhe appear’d to me
Only about twa towmands auld to be.
I took her in my arms—the bairnie fmil’d
‘With fic a look wad made a favage mild.
I hid the ftory, and fhe pafs’d fincefyne
As a poor orphan, and a niece of mine :—
Nor do I rue my care about the wean,
For fhe ’s well worth the care that I have tane,
Ye fee fhe ’s bonny ; I can fwear fhe ’s good,
And am right fure fhe ’s come of gentle blood : —
Of whom I kenna :—naithing ken I mair,
Than what I to your Honour now declare.

SIR
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SIR WILLIAM.

This tale feems ftrange !
. PATIE.

The tale delights my ear.

SIR WILLIAM.

Command your joys, young man, till truth
appear.

MAUSE.

- That be my tafk.~—~Now, Sir, bid all be huth;
Peggy may [mile, thou haft no caufe to blufh.
Lang have 1 with’d to fee this happy day, |
That I might fafely to the truth give way 3

That I may now Sir William Worthy name
The beft and neareft parent the can claim.

He faw ’t at firft, and with quick eyes did trace
His fiter’s beauties in her doughter’s face.

SIR WILLIAM.

Old woman, do not rave; prove what you fay;
*Tis dangerous in affairs like this to play.

N 4 PATIE.

¢
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PATIE.

‘What reafon, Sir, can an old woman have
Ta tell a lie, when fhe ’s fae near her grave ?—
But how or why it thould be truth, I grant,

1 everything that looks like reafon want.

S

OMNES.

-The ftory ’s odd !—we wifh we heard it out.

SIR WILLIAM.

Make hafte, good woman, and refolve each
doubt.

MAUSE
(Leading Prcgy to Sir WiLriam.)

Sir, view me well ;—has fifteen years fo plew’d
A wrinkled face that you have often view’d,
‘That here I as an unknown ftranger ftand,
‘Who nurs’d her mother that now holds my hand ?
Yet ftronger proofs I ’ll give if you demand.

SIR WILLIAM.

Ha, honeft nurfe!—where were my eyes before?
I know thy faithfulnefs, and need no more :
E Yet
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Yet from the lab’rinth to lead out my mind,
Say, to expofe her who was fo unkind ?—

[Str WiLLiam embraces PEGGy, and makes her fit by him.}

Yes, furely thou ’rt my niece ;—truth muft pre-
vail :— '
But npo more words till Maufe relate her tale.

PATIE.

Good nurfe, difpatch thy flory ‘wing’d with
bliffes,

That I may give my cufin fifty kiffes.

MAUSE.

Then it was I that fav’d her infant life,
Her death being threaten’d by an uncle’s wife.
The ftory ’s lang :—but I the fecret knew,
How they purfu’d with avaricious view
Her rich eftate, of which they ’re now pofféﬁ.
All this to me a confident confeft.
I heard with horror, and with trembling dread,
They °d fmoor the fakelefs orphan in her bed.
That very night, when all were funk in reft,
At midnight hour the floor I faftly preit,
And ftaw the fleeping innocent away,
With whom I travell’d fome few miles ere day.

All
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All day I hid me ;—when the day was done,

I kept my journey, lighted by the moon ;

Till ealtward fifty miles I reach’d thefe plains,
‘Where needful plenty glads your cheerful fwains,
For fear of being found out, and to fecure ’
My charge, I laid her at this thepherd’s door ;
And took a neighbouring cottage here, that I,
‘Whate’er thould happen to her, might be by.
Here honeft Glaud himfel, and Symon may
Remember well, how I that very day

Frae Roger’s father took my little crove.

GLAUD
(With tears of joy running down his beard.)

I well remember ’t.—Lord reward your love!—
Lang have I wifh’d for this ; for aft I thought
Sic knowledge fome time fhou’d about be brought.

PATIE.

*Tis now a crime to doubt : my joys are full,
With due obedience to my parent’s will.—
Sir, with paternal love furvey her charms,
And blame me not for rufhing to her arms :
She’s mine by vows, and wou’d, tho’ {till unknown,
Have been my wife, when I my vows durft own.

SIR
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SIR WILLIAM.

My niece, my daughter, welcome to my care;
Sweet image of thy mother, good and fair ;
Equal with Patrick :—now my greateft aim
Shall be to aid your joys, and well-match’d flame,
My boy, receive her from your father’s hand,
With as good will as either would demand.

[Parie and Pecay embrace, and kneel to Sir Wirriam.]

PATIE.

With as much joy this blefling I receive,
As ane wad life that ’s finking in a wave.

SIR WILLIAM
(Raifes them. )

I give you both my blefling :—may your love
Produce a happy race, and ftill improve. -

PEGGY.

My wifhes are complete ; my joys arife,
While I °m haf dizzy with the bleft furprife !—
And am I then a match for my ain lad,

That for me fo much generous kindnefs had ?—
> : Lang
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Lang may Sir William blefs thefe happy plains,
Happy while heaven grant he on them remains.

v

PATIE.

Be lang our guardian, ftill our mafter be,
We ’ll only crave what you fhall pleafe to gi’e :—
Th’ eftate be yours, my Peggy ’s ane to me.

GLAUD. -

I hope your Honour now will take amends
Of them that fought her life for wicked ends.

SIR WILLIAM.

The bafe unnatural villain foon fhall know,
That eyes above watch the affairs below :
1’1l ftrip him foon of all to her pertains,
And make him reimburfe his ill-got gains.

PEGGY.

To me the views of wealth and an eftate
Seem light, when put in balance with my Pate ;
For his fake only I’ll ay thankful bow
For fuch a kindnefs, beft of men, to you.

SYMON.
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SYMON.

What double blythnefs wakens up this day '—
I hope now, Sir, you ’Ill no foon hafte away :
Shall I unfaddle your horfe, and gar prepare
A dinner for ye of hale country fare?
See how much joy unwrinkles every brow,
Our looks hing on the twa, and doat on you;
Even Bauldy the bewitch’d has quite forgot
Fell Madge’s tawz, and pawky Maufe’s plot.

I
SIR WILLIAM. .
Kindly old man! remain with you this day!
I never from thefe fields again will {tray :
Mafons and wrights fhall foon my houfe repair,
And bufy gardeners thall new planting rear 3
My, fathet’s hearty table you foon fhall fee .
Reftor’d, and my beft friends rejoice with me.

SYMON.

That ’s the beft news I heard this twenty
year 3
New day breaks up, rough times begin to clear.

GLAUD.,
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GLAUD. . 7]

God fave the king, and fave Sir William Iang,
To enjoy their ain, and raife the thepherd’s fang!

ROGER.

Wha winna dance, wha will refufe to fing ?
‘What fhepherd’s whiftle winna lilt the fpring ?

BAULDY.

I’°m friends with Maufe ; with very Madge I’m
gree’d;
Altho’ they {kelpit me when woodly fleid :
I’m now fu’ blyth, and frankly can forgive,
To join and fing, Lang may Sir William live !

MADGE.

Lang may he livef—and, Archbald, learn to fteek
Your gab a wee, and think before ye fpeak ;
And never ca’ her auld that wants a man,
Elfe ye may yet fome witch’s fingers ban.
This day I"’ll with the youngeft of you rant,
And brag for ay that I was ca’d the aunt
Of our young lady, my dear bonny bairn !

PLEGGY.
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PEGGY.

No other name I ’Il ever for you learn :—
And, my good nurfe, how fhall I gratefu’ be
For a’ thy matchlefs kindnefs done for me ?

MAUSE.

The flowing pleafure of this héppy day
Does fully all I can require repay.

SIR WILLIAM.

To faithful Symon, and, kind Glaud, to you,
And to your heirs, I give in endlefs feu
The mailens ye poflefs, as juitly due,
For atting like kind fathers to the pair,
Who have enough befides, and thefe can fpare.
Maufe, in my houfe in calmnefs clofe your

days,

With nought to do but fing your Maker’s praife.

OMNES.

The Lord of heaven return your Honour’s
fove,
Confirm your joys, and a’ your bleflings roove.

PATIE
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PATIE
(Prefenting RoGEr to Sir WiLLiam.)

Sir, here ’s my trufty friend, that always fhar’d
My bofom fecrets, ere I was a laird :
Glaud’s daughter, Janet, (Jenny, think nae thame,)
Rais’d and maintains in him a lover’s flame.
Lang was he dumb, at laft he fpak and won,
And hopes to be our honeft uncle’s fon :
Be pleas’d to fpeak to Glaud for his confent,
That nane may wear a face of difcontent,

SIR_ WILLIAM.

My fon’s demand is fair :~—Glaud, let me crave
That trufty Roger may your daughter have
With frank confent ; and while he does remain
Upon thefe fields, I make him chamberlain.

GLAUD.

You crowd your bounties, Sir!—what can we fay,
But that we ’re dyvours that can ne’er repay ?—
‘Whate’er your Honour wills I fhall obey.

Roger, my daughter with my blefling take,
And flill our mafter’s right your bufinefs make ;
Pleafe him, be faithful, and this auld grey head
Shall nod with quietnefs down among the dead.

ROGER.
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ROGER.
I ne’er was good at fpeaking'a’ my days,
Or ever loo’d to make o’er great a fraife ;
But for my matfter, father, and my wife,
I will employ the cares of all my life.

SIR WILLIAM.

My friends, I ’m fatisfy’d you ’ll all behave,
Fach in his ftation, as I ’d with or crave,
Be ever virtuous, foon or late ye ’ll find
‘Reward and fatisfaction to your mind.
The maze of life fometimes looks dark and wild,
And oft when hopes are higheft we’re beguil’d ;
Aft when we ftand on brinks of dark defpair,
Some happy turn with joy difpels our care.—
Now all ’s at rights, who fings beft let me hear.

PEGGY.

When you demand, I readieft fhould obey :
I"’ll fing you ane, the neweft that I hae.

SANG XXI.
Tune —¢ Corn.riggs are bonny.”
My Patie is a lover gay,
His mind is never muddy,
His breath is fweeter than new hay,
His face is fair and ruddy ;
VOL. 1L o - ) His
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His fhape is handfome, middle fize,
He ’s comely in his wauking,

The fhining of his een furprife,
*Tis heaven to hear him tauking.

Laft night I met him on a bawk,
Where yellow corn was growing,

There mony a kindly word he fpak,
That fet my heart a glowing :

He kifs’d, and vow’d he wad be mine,
And loo’d me beft of ony ;

That gars me like to fing finfyne,
O corn-riggs are bonny !

Let laffes of a filly mind
Refufe what maift they ’re wanting,
Since we for yielding were defign’d,
We chaftely thould be granting :
Then I°ll comply and marry Pate,
And fyne my cockernony
He ’s free to touzle air or late,
‘Where corn-riggs are bonny.
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Behold, and liften, while the Fair
Breaks in fweet founds the willing air,
And with her own breath fans the fire
‘Which her bright eyes do firft infpire:
‘What reafon can that love controul,
Which more than one way courts the foul?
E W.

.

°3
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TO

Tlkd lovely Britith lafs,

Frae ladies Charlotte, Anne, and Jean,
Down to ilk bonny finging Befs

Wha dances barefoot on the green.

DEAR LASSES,

Your moft humble flave,
‘Wha ne’er to ferve you fhall decline,
Kneeling wad your acceptance crave,
When he prefents this {fma’ propine :

Then take it kindly to your care,
Revive it with your tunefu’ notes ;

Its beauties will look fweet and fair,
Arifing faftly thro’ your throats.

The wanton wee thing will rejoice,
When tented by a fparkling eye,

The fpinnet tinkling with her voice,
It lying on her lovely knee.

‘While kettles dringe on ingles dour,
Or clathes ftay the lazy lafs,

Their fangs may ward ye frae the four,
And gayly vacant minutes pafs.

E’en
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Above, the gods beinly bouze,
When round they meet in a ring ;
They caft away care, and caroufe
Their nectar, while they fing :
Then drink and cheerfully fing,
Thefe make the blood circle fine 3 -
Strike up the mufic,
The fafeft phyfic,
Compounded with fparkling wine.

HORACE TO VIRGIL.

O Cyprian goddefs! twinkle clear,
And Helen’s brithers ay appear ;
Ye ftars wha fhed a lucky light,
Aulfpicious ay keep in a fight ;
King Zol, grant a tydie tirl,
But boatt the blafts that rudely whirl ;
Dear fhip, be canny with your care,
At Athens land my Virgil fair,
Syne foon and fafe, baith lith and fpaul,
Bring hame the tae haff o’ my faul.

Daring and unco’ ftout he was,
With heart hool’d in three floughs of brafs,
Wha ventur’d firft on the rough fea,
‘With hempen branks, and horfe of tree;
‘Wha
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Wha in the weak machine durft ride
Thro’ tempefts and a rairing tide 3
Not clinty craigs, nor hurricane

That drives the Adriatic main,

And gars the.ocean gowl and quake,
Cou’d e’er a foul fae fturdy fhake.
The man wha cou’d fic rubs win o’er,
‘Without 2 wink at death might glowr,
‘Wha unconcern’d can take his fleep
Amang the monfters of the deep.

‘Jove vainly twin’d the fea and eard,
Since mariners are not afraid
With laws of nature to difpenfe,
And impioufly treat Providence.
Audacious men at nought will ftand,
‘When vicious paffions have command :
Prometheus ventur’d up, and ftaw
A lowan coal frae heav’n’s high ha’;
Unfonfy thift, which fevers brought
In bikes, which fowks like fybows hought ;
Then death, erft flaw, began to ling,
And faft as haps to dart his fting :
Neift Dedalus muft contradi¢t
Nature forfooth, and feathers ftick
Upon his back, fyne upward ftreek,
And in at Jove’s high winnocks keek ;
‘While Hercules, wi ’s timber-mell,
Plays rap upo’ the yates of hell,

What
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What is ’t man winna ettle at ?
E’en wi’ the gods he ’ll bell the cat:
Tho’ Jove be very laith to kill,
They winna let his bowt lye ftill.

1721.

AN ODE TO MR. Fe——.

Now gowans fprout, and lavrocks fing,
And welcome weft winds warm the fpring,
Oer hill and dale they faftly blaw,

And drive the winter’s cauld awa.

The fhips, lang gyzen’d at the peer,

Now fpread their fails, and fmoothly fteer ;

The nags and nowt hate wiffen’d ftrae,

And frifking to the fields they gae;

Nor hinds wi’ elfon and hemp lingle,

Sit foleing fhoon out o’er the ingle.

Now bonny haughs their verdure boaft,

That late were clad wi’ fnaw and froft ;

‘With her gay train the Paphian queen

By moon-light dances on the green ;

She leads, while nymphs and graces fing,

And trip around the fairy ring:
- Meantime
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Meantime poor Vulcan, hard at thrift,
Gets mony a fair and heavy lift,

‘Whilft rinnen down, his haff-blind lads
Blaw up the fire, and thump the gads.

Now leave your fitfted on the dew,
And bufk yerfell in habit new ;
Be gratefu’ to the guiding pow’rs,
And blythly fpend your eafy hours.
O kanny F ! tutor time,
And live as lang ’s y’re in your prime ;
That ill-bred death has nae regard
To king or cottar, or a laird ;
As foon a caftle he ’ll attack,
As waus of divots roof’d wi’ thack ;
Immediately we ’ll a’ take flight,
Unto the mirk realms of night,
As ftories gang, with ghaifts to roam,
In gloumy Pluto’s goufty dome ;
Bid fair good-day to pleafure fyne
Of bonny laffes and red wine.

Then deem ilk little care a crime,
Dares wafte an hour of precious time ;
And fince our life’s fac unco fhort,
Enjoy it 2’, ye ’ve nae mair for ’t.
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1721+

AN ODE TO THE PH—.

Loox up to Pentland’s tow’ring top,
Buried beneath great wreaths of fnaw,
O’er ilka cleugh, ilk fcar, and flap,
As high as ony Roman wa’.

Driving their baws frae whins or tee,
There ’s no nae gowfer to be feen,

Nor douffer fowk wyfing a-jee y
The byaft bouls on Tamfon’s green.

Then fling on coals, and ripe the ribs,
And beek the houfe baith but and ben,

That mutchkin ftoup it hads but dribs,
Then let ’s get in the tappit hen.

Good claret beft keeps out the cauld,
And drives away the winter foon ;-

It makes a man baith gafh and bauld,
And heaves his faul beyond the moon.

Leave
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Leave to the gods your ilka care,
If that they think us worth their while, '
They can a’ rowth of bleflings fpare,
Which will our fatheous fears beguile.

For what they have a mind to do,

That will they do, fhould we gang wood ;
If they command the ftorms to blaw,

Then upo’ fight the hailftains thud.

But foon as e’er they cry, ¢ Be quiet,”
The blatt’ring winds dare nae mair move,
But cour into their caves, and wait
The high command of fupreme Jove.

Let neift day come as it thinks fit,
The prefent minute ’s only ours ;
On pleafure let ’s employ our wit,
And laugh at fortune’s fecklefs powers.

Be fure ye dinna quat the grip
Of ilka joy when ye are young,
Before auld age your vitals nip,
And lay ye twafald o’er a rung.

Sweet youth ’s a blyth and heartfome time ;
Then, lads and lafles, while it ’s May,
Gae pou the gowan in its prime,
Before it wither and decay.

Watch
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Watch the faft minutes of delyte,

When Jenny fpeaks beneath her breath,
And kiffes, laying a’ the wyte

On you, if the keap ony fkaith.

<¢ Haith, ye ’re ill-bred,” fhe ’Il fmiling fay,
« Ye Il worry me, you greedy rook ;”’

Syne frae your arms fhe ’ll rin away, °
And hide herfell in fome dark nook.

Her laugh will lead you to the place
Where lies the happinefs you want,

And plainly tells you to your face,
Nineteen nay fays are haff a grant,

Now to her heaving bofom cling,
And fweetly toolie for a kifs,
Frae her fair finger whop a ring,

As taiken of a future blifs.

Thefe bennifons, I’m very fure,

Are of the gods’ indulgent grant ;
Then, furly carles, whifht, forbear

To plague us with your ‘whining cant.
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1728.

A BALLAD ON BONNY KATE.

CEASE, poets, your cunning devifing
Of rhymes that low beauties o’er-rate ;

They all, like the ftars at the rifing
Of Pheebus, muft yield to fair Kate.

We fing, and we think it our duty
To admire the kind bleflings of fate,

That has favour’d the earth with fuch beauty,
As fhines fo divinely in Kate.

In her fmiles, in her features, and glances,
The graces fhine forth in full ftate,

While the god of love dang’roufly dances
On the neck and white bofom of Kate.

How ftraight, how well-turn’d, and genteel, are
Her limbs ! and how graceful her gait !

Their hearts made of ftone or of fteel are,-
That are not adorers of Kate.

But ah ! what a Tad palpitation
Feels the heart, and how fimple and blate
Muft he look, almoft dead with vexation,
Whofe love is fixt hopelefs on Kate ?

Had
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Had I all the charms of AAd'onis,
And galeons freighted with plate,

As Solomon wife, I °d think none s,
So worthy of all as dear Kate.

Ah! had fhe for me the fame paflion,
I°d tune the lyre early and late ;

The fage’s fong on his Circaffian
Should yield to my fonpets on Kate.

His pleafure each moment fhall bloffom
Unfading, gets her for his mate ;

He ’l1l grafp ev’ry blifs in his bofom,
That ’s linked by Hymen to Kate.

Pale envy may raife up falfe ftories,

And hell may prompt malice and hate ;
But nothing fhall fully their glories,

‘Who are thielded with virtue like Kate.

¢ This name,” fay ye, ¢ many a lafs has,
¢ And ¢ apply it may raife a debate ;”
But fure he as dull as an afs is,
That cannot join Cochran to Kate.

VOL. II. P
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TO DR. J. C

WHO GOT THE FOREGOING TO GIVE THE YOUNG LADY.

Here, happy Dottor, take this fonnet ;
Bear to the fair the faithful ftrains :

Bow, make a leg, and d’ off your bonnet ;
And get a kifs for Allan’s pains.

For fuch a ravithing reward,

The Cloud-Compeller’s felf would try
To imitate a Britifh bard,

And bear his ballads from the fky.

AN ODE ON DRINKING.

HENCE every thing that can
Difturb the quiet of man! .
Be blyth, my foul,
In a full bowl '
Drown thy care,
And repair
The vital ftream :
Since life ’s a dream,
3 o vLet
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Let wine abound,

And healths go round,

We 1l fleep more found ;
And let the dull unthinking mob purfue
Fach endlefs with, and ftill their care renew.

THE LAST TIME I CAME O’ER THE MOOR.

Tue laft time I came o’er the moor,
I left my love behind me:

Ye pow’rs! what pain do I endure,
When foft ideas mind me!

Soon as the ruddy morn difplay’d
The beaming day enfuihg,

I met betimes my lovely maid,
In fit retreats for wooing.

Beneath the cooling fhade we lay,
Gazing and chaftly fporting ;
We kifs’d and promis’d time away,
Till night fpread her black curtain.
I pity’d all beneath the fkies,
E’en kings, when the was nigh me ;
In raptures I beheld her eyes,
Which cou’d but ill deny me.

r2 Shou’d



.

212 RAMSAY’S POEMS.

Shou’d I be call’d where cannons roar,
Where mortal fteel may wound me;
Or caft upom fome foreign fhore,
‘Where dangers may furround me;
Yet hopes again to fee my love,
To feaft on glowing kiffes,
Shall make my cares at diftance move,
In profpeét of fuch bliffes.

In all my foul there ’s not one place
To let a rival enter ;
Since fhe excels in ev’ry grace,
In her my love fhall center.
Sooner the feas fhall ceafe to flow,
Their waves the Alps fhall cover,
On Greenland ice fhall rofes grow,
Before I ceale to love her.

The next time I go o’er the moor,
She fhall a lover find me;

And that my faith is firm and pure,
Tho’ T left her behind me:

Then Hymen’s facred bonds fhall chain
My heart to her fair bofom,

There, while my being does remain,
My love more frefh fhall bloffom.
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THE LASS OF PATIE'S MILL.

TaE lafs of Patie’s mill,
So bonny, blyth, and gay,
In fpite of all my fkill,
She ftole my heart away.
When tedding of the hay,
Bare-headed on the green,
Love *midft her locks did play,
And wanton’d in her een.

Her arms white, round, and finooth,
Breafts rifing in their dawn,
To age it would give youth
To prefs em with his hand :
Thro’ all my fpirits ran
An extafy of blifs,
When I fuch fweetnefs fand
Wrapt in a balmy kifs.

Without the help of art,
Like flowers which grace the wild,
She did her fweets impart,
Whene’er the fpoke or {mil’d,
P3 ey
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Her looks they were fo mild,
Free from affefted pride,
She me to love beguil’d ;
I wifh’d her for my bride.

O had 1 all the wealth
Hopeton’s high' mountains * fill,
Infur’d lang life and health,
And plealure at my will ;
1°d promife and fulfil,
That none but bonny fhe,
The lafs of Patie’s mill,
Shou’d fhare the fame wi’ me.

YE WATCHFUL 'GUARDIANS OF THE FAIR,

Ye watchful guardians of the fair,
Who fkiff on wings of ambient air,
Of my dear Delia take a care,

And reprefent her lover,
With all the gaiety of youth,
With honour, juftice, love, and truth; '
Till I return her paffions footh,

For me in whifpers move her.

Be

* Thirty-three’ miles fouth-weft ‘of Edinburgh, where the
Earl of Hopeton’s mines of gold and lcad are.
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Be careful no bafe fordid flave,

With foul funk in a golden grave,

Who knows no virtue but to fave,
‘With glaring gold bewitch her ;

Tell her for me fhe was defign’d,

For me who know how to be kind,

Ahd have more plenty in my mind
Than one who ’s ten times richer.

Let all the world turn upfide down,

And fools run an eternal round,

In queft of what can ne’er be found,
To pleafe their vain ambition,

Let little minds great charms efpy

In fhadows which at diftance lie,

Whofe hop’d-for pleafure, when come nigh,
Proves nothing in fruition :

But caft into a mould divine,

Fair Delia does with luftre fhine,

Her virtuous foul ’s an ample mine,
Which yields a conftant treafure.

Let poets in fublimeft lays

Employ their fkill her fame to raife ;

Let fons of mufic pafs whole days,
With well-tun’d reeds, to pleafe her.
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THE YELLOW HAIR'D LADDIE.

In April, when primrofes paint the {weet plain,
And fummer approaching rejoiceth the fwain,
The yellow-hair’d laddie would oftentimes go
To wilds and deep glens where the hawthorn trees
grow ;

There, under the fhade of an old facred thorn,
‘With freedom he fang his loves ev’ning and morn ;
He fang with fo foft and enchanting a found,
That fylvans and fairies unfeen danc’d around.

The fhepherd thus fung :—Tho” young Maya be
fair,
Her beauty is dafh’d with a fcornful proud air ;
But Sufie was handfome, and fweetly cou’d fing,
Her breath, like the breezes, perfumn’d in the {pring.

That Madia in all the gay bloom of her youth,
Like the moon was inconftant,and never fpoke truth;
But Sufie was faithful, good-humour’d and free,
And fair as the goddefs who fprung from the fea.

That mamma’s fine daughter, with all her great
dow’r,
Was aukwardly airy, and frequently four :—
Then fighing, he wifh’d, wou’d parents agree,
The witty {weet Sufie his miftrefs might be.
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NANNY-O,

WaiLe fome for pleafure pawn their health,
’Twixt Lais * and the bagnio, !
1’1l fave myfelf, and without {tealth
Kifs and carefs my Nanny-O.
She bids more fair to engage a Jove,
Than Leda did or Danae-O +:
Were I to paint the queen of love,
None elfe fhould fit but Nanny-O. '

How joyfully my fpirits rife,
When dancing fhe moves finely-O ;
I guefs what heav’n is by her eyes,
Which fparkle fo divinely-O.
Attend my vow, ye gods, while I
Breathe in the bleft Britannio,
None’s happinefs I fhall envy,
As long ’s ye grant me Nanny-O,

CHQRUS.
My bonny bonny Nanny-O,
My loving charming Nanny-O,
I care not tho’ the world do know
How dearly I love Nanny-O.

* A famous Corinthian courtezan.

+ Two beauties to whom Jove made love; to one in the
figure of a fwan, %o the other in a golden thower.
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BONNY JEAN.

Lovr’s goddefs, in a myrtle grove,

Said, ¢ Cupid, bend thy bow with fpeed,
¢ Nor let the thaft at random rove,

¢ For Jenny’s haughty heart muft bleed.”
The fmiling boy, with divine art,

From Paphos fhot an arrow keen,
‘Which flew unerring to the heart,

And kill’d the pride of bonny Jean.

No more the nymph, with haughty air,
Refufes Willie’s kind addrefs ;
Her yielding bluthes fhew no care,
But too much fondnefs to fupprefs.
No more the youth is fullen now,
But looks the gayeft on the green,
‘Whilft every day he fpies fome new
Surprifing charms in bonny Jean.

A thoufand tranfports crowd his breaft,
He moves as light as fleeting wind,
His former forrows feem a jeft,
Now when his Jeanie is turn’d kind.
Riches he looks on with difdain,
The glorious fields of war look mean,
The cheerful hound and horn give pain,
If abfent from his bonny Jean.

The
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The day he fpends in am’rous gaze,
Which, €’en in fummer, fhorten’d feems; -
When funk in down, with glad amaze,
He wonders at her in his dreams.
All charms difclos’d, fhe looks more bright
Than Troy’s fair prize, the Spartan queen:
With breaking day he lifts his fight,
And pants to be with bonny Jean.

AULD LANG SYNE,

SrouLp auld acquaintance be forgot,
Tho’ they return with fears ?
Thefe are the nobleft hero’s lot,
Obtain’d in glorious wars.
‘Welcome, my Varo, to my brealt,
Thy arms about me twine,
And make me once again as bleft
As I was lang {yne.

Methinks around us on each bough
A thoufand Cupids play,

Whilft thro’ the groves I walk with you,
Each objett makes me gay.

Since your return, the fun and moon
With brighter beams do fhine,

Streams murmur foft notes while they run,
As they did lang fyne.

Defpife
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Defpife the court and din of ftate ;
Let that to their fhare fall,
Who can efteem fuch flav’ry great,
While bounded like a ball :
But funk in love, upon my arms
Let your brave head recline ;
We ’ll pleafe ourfelves with mutual charms,
As we did lang fyne.

O’er moor and dale with your gay friend
You may purfue the chace;

And after a blyth bottle, end
All cares in my embrace :

And in a vacant rainy day,
You fhall be wholly mine ;

We Il make the hours run fmooth away,
And laugh at lang fyne.

The hero, pleas’d with the fweet air,
And figns of gen’rous love,

‘Which had been utter’d by the fair,
Bow’d to the pow’rs above.

Next day, with glad confent and hatte,
Th’ approach’d the facred thrine,
Where the good prieft the couple bleft,

And put them out of pine.
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THE PENITENT.

TUNE—' THE LASS OF LIVINGSTON.”

Paix’p with her flighting Jamie’s love,
Bell dropt a tear, Bell dropt a tear,
The gods defcended from above,
Well pleas’d to hear, well pleas’d to hear.
They heard the praifes of the youthy
-From her own tongue, from her own'tongue,
‘Who now converted was to truth ;
*And thus the fung, and thus fhe fung :

Bleft days, when our ingenuous fex,

More frank and kind, more frank and kind,
Did not their lov’d adorers vex,

But fpoke their mind, but fpoke their mind,
Repenting now, fhe promis’d fair,

Wou’d he return; wou’d he return,
She ne’er again wou’d giﬁ'e him care,

Or caufe to mourn, or caufe to mourn,

Why lov’d I the deferving fwain,
Yet ftill thought fhame, yet ftill thought
{hame,
When he my yielding heart did gain,
To own my flame, to own my flame ?
' Why
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‘Whiy took I pleafure to torment,

And feem’d too coy, and feem’d too coy ?
‘Which makes me now, alas [ lament

My flighted joy, my flighted joy.

Ye fair, while beauty ’s in its {pring,
Own your defire, own your defire,
‘While love’s young power with his foft wing
Fans up the fire, fans up the fire.
O do not with a filly pride,
Or low defign, or low defign,
Refufe to be a happy bride,
But anfwer plain, but anfwer plain.

Thus the fair mourner wail’d her crime,

With flowing eyes, with flowing eyes ;
Glad Jamie heard her all the time,

With fweet furprife, with fweet furprife :
Some god had led him to the grove,

His mind unchang’d, his mind unchang’d—
Flew to her arms, and cry’d, My love,

I am reveng’d, I am reveng’d.
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LOVE'S CURE.

TUNE~® PEGGY, I MUST LOVE THEE.”

As from a rock paft all relief, 3
The fhipwreckt Colin fpying

His native home, o’ercome with grief,
Half funk in waves, and dying ;

With the next morning fun he fpics

A fhip, which gives unhop’d furprife,

New life fprings up, he lifts his eyes
With joy, and waits her motion :

So when, by her whom I long lov’d,
I fcorn’d was and deferted,

Low with defpair my {pirits mov’d,
To be for ever parted :

Thus droopt I, till diviner grace

I found in Peggy’s mind and face;

Ingratitude appear’d then bafe,
But virtue more engaging.

Then now fince happily I ’ve hit,
I°Il have no more delaying;
Let beauty yield to manly wit,
‘We lofe ourfelves in ftaying :
I’n
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Now Befly’s hair ’s like a lint tap,
She {miles like 2 May morning,
When Pheebus ftarts frae Thetis’ lap,

The hills with rays adorning :
‘White is her neck, faft is her hand,
Her waift and feet ’s fou genty,

With ilka grace the can command,
Her lips, O wow ! they ’re dainty.

And Mary’s locks are like the craw,
Her eyes like diamonds glances 3
She ’s ay fae clean red up and braw,
She kills whene’er fhe dances :
Blyth as a kid, with wit at will,
She blooming, tight, and tall is ;
And guides her airs fae gracefu’ ftill,
O Jove! fhe’s like thy Pallas.

Dear Befly Bell and Mary Gray,
Ye unco fair opprefs us,
Our fancies jee between you twae,
Ye are fic bonny laffes :
Wae ’s me! for baith I canna get,
To ane by law we ’re ftinted ;
Then I°ll draw cuts, and take my fate,
And be with ane contented.

VOL. II. Q
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THE YOUI:IG LAIRD AND EDINBURGH KATY.

Now wat ye wha,I met yeftreen,
Coming down the ftreet, my jo ?

My miftrefs, in her tartan fcreen,
Fou’ bonny, braw, and fweet, my jo.

My dear, (quoth I,) thanks to the night,
That never wifh’d a lover ill;

Since ye ’re out of your mother’s fight,
Let ’s tak a wauk up to the hill,

O Katy! wiltu gang wi’ me,
And leave the dinfome town a while ?
The bloffom ’s fprouting frae the tree,
And 2’ the fummer ’s gawn to fmile ;
The mavis, nightingale, and lark,
The bleeting lambs, and whiftling hynd
In ilka dale, green, fhaw, and park,
‘Will nourith health, and glad ye’r mind.

Soon as the clear goodman of day
Does bend his morning draught of dew,
We ’ll gae to fome burn-fide and play,
And gather flow’rs to bufk ye’r brow.
We'll
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We ’lIl pou the daizies on the green,
The lucken gowans frae the bog ;

Between hands now and then we ’ll lean,
And fport upo’ the velvet fog.

There *s up into a i)leafant glen,
A wee piece frae my father’s tower,
A canny, faft, and flow’ry den,
Which circling birks has form’d a bower:
Whene’er the fun grows high and warm,
We’ll to the cawler fhade remove ;
There will 1 lock thee in mine arms,
And love and kifs, and kifs and love.
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MARY SCOTT.

Happy ’s the love which meets return,
When in foft flames fouls equal burn
But words are wanting to difcover

The torments of a hopelefs lover.

Ye regifters of heav’h,‘relate,

If looking o’er the rolls of fate,

Did you there fee, mark’d for my marrow,
Mary Scott, the flower of Yarrow?

Ahno! her form ’s too heay’nly fair,
Her love the gods above mulft fhare,
While mortals with defpair explore her,
And at a diftance due adore her.,

O, lovely maid ! my doubts beguile,
Revive and blefs me with a fmile;
Alas! if not, you ’ll foon debar a
Sighing fwain the banks of Yarrow.

Be huth, ye fears! I ’ll not defpair,

My Mary ’s tender as fhe ’s fair ;

Then Il go tell her all my anguifh,

She is too good to let me languifh.

‘With fuccefs crown’d, -I°ll not envy :
The folks who dwell above the fky 3
When Mary Scott ’s become my marrow,
We ’ll make a paradife on Yarrow.

- 3
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O’ER BOGIE.

I wiLL awa wi’ my love,
I will awa wi’ her,
Tho’ 2’ my kin had fworn and faid,
1’1l o’er Bogie wi’ her.
If T can get but her confent,
I dinna care a ftrae,
Tho ilka ane be difcontent,
Awa wi’ her I’ll gae.
I will awa, &c.

Tor now the-’s miltrefs of my heart,
And worthy of my hand,

And well I wat we fhanna part,
For filler or for land.

Let rakes delyte to fwear and drink,
And beaus admire fine lace,

But my chief pleafure is to blink
On Betty’s bonny face.

I will awa, &c.

There a’ the beauties do combine,
Of colour, traits, and air,
The faul that fparkles in her een
Makes her a jewel rare;
- Her



LYRIC. 331

Her ﬂowing wit gives fhining life
. To a’ her other charms ;
How bleft I°ll be when fhe ’s my wife,
And lockt up in my arms.
I will awa, &c.

There blythly will I rant and fing,
While o’er her fweets I range,
I°ll cry, Your humble fervant, king,
Shamefa’ them that wad change.
A Kkifs of Betty and a fmile,
Ab’eet ye wad lay down
The right ye hae to Britain’s ifle,
And offer me your crown.
I will awa, &c.

O’ER THE MOOR TO MAGGIE

Axp 11l o’er the moor to Maggy,
Her wit and fweetnefls call me,
Then to my fair I Il fhew my mind,
" Whatever may befal me:

If the love mirth I°ll learn to fing ;
Or likes the nine to follow,

1’1l lay my lugs in Pindus’ fpring,
And invocate Apollo.

L4 If
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If the admire a martial mind,
1°1l fheath my limbs in armour ;
If to the fofter dance inclin’d,
With gayeft airs I ’ll charm her ;
If fhe love grandeur, day and night
1’1l plot my nation’s glory,
Tind favour in my prince’s fight,
And fhine in future ftory.

Beauty-can wonders work with eafe,
‘Where wit is‘ correfponding,

And braveft men know beft to pleafe,
With complaifance abounding.

My bonny Maggy’s love can turn
Me to what fhape the pleafes,

If in her breaft that flame fhall burn,
Which in my bofom bleezes,
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I'LL, NEVER LEAVE THEE.

JONNY.

Tuo’ for feven years and mair honour fhould

reave me

To fields where cannons rair, thou need na grieve
thee ; '

For deep in my fpirit thy fweets are indented,

And love fhall preferve ay what love has imprinted.

Leave thee, leave thee ! I ’ll never leave thee,

Gang the warld as it will, deareft, believe me.

NELLY.

O Jonny, I >m jealous whene’er ye difcover
My fentiments yielding, ye ’ll turn a loofe rover ;
And nought i’ the warld wad vex my heart fairer,
If you prove inconftant, and fancy ane fairer,
Grieve me, grieve me! Oh it wad grieve me,

A’ the lang night and day, if you deceive me.

JONNY.

\

My Nelly, let never fic fancies opprels thee,
For while my blood ’s warm I Il kindly carefs
LYo
Your
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Your blooming faft beauties firft beeted love’s fire, -

Your virtue and wit make it flame ay the
higher. .

Leave thee, leave thee! I ’ll never leave thee,

Gang the warld as it will, deareft, believe me.

NELLY.

Then, Jonny, I frankly this minute allow ye

To think me your miftrefs, for love gars me trow
yeés

And gin ye prove fa’fe, to ye’rfell be it faid then,

Ye ’lIl win but fma’ honour to wrang a kind
maiden.

Reave me, reave me, heav’ns! it wad reave me

Of my reft night and day, if ye deceive me.

JONNY.

Bid icicles hammer red gauds on the ftuddy,
And fair fimmer mornings nae mair appear ruddy;
Bid Britons think ae gate ; and when they obey ye,
But never till that time, believe I ’ll betray ye:
Leave thee, leave thee ! I’ll never leave thee,

The ftars fhall gang witherfhins e’er I deceive thee.
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POLWART ON THE GREEN,

Ar Polwart on the green
If you ’Il meet me the morn,
Where laffes do conveen .

To dance about the thorn,
A kindly welcome ye fhall meet
Frae her wha likes to view
A lover and a lad complete—

The lad and lover you.

Let dorty dames fay na,
As lang as €’er they pleafe,
Seem caulder than the fna?,
While inwardly they bleeze ;
But I will frankly fhaw my mind,
And yield my heart to thee ;
Be ever to the captive kind,
That langs na to be free.

At Polwart on the green,
Among the new-mawn hay,
With fangs and dancing keen,
We ’ll pafs the heartfome day :
At night, if beds be o’er thrang laid,
And thou be twin’d of thine,
Thou fhalt be welcome, my dear lad,
To take a part of mine.
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JOHN HAY’S BONNY LASSIE.

By fmooth winding Tay a fwain was reclining,
Aft cry’d he, O hey ! man I ftill live pining
Myfell thus away, and darna difcover
To my bonny Hay, that I am her lover.

Nae mair it will hide, the flame waxes ftranger,
If fhe ’s not my bride, my days are nae langer ; '
Then 1’1l take a heart, and try at a venture,

May be, ere we part, my vows may content her.

She ’s frefh as the fpring, and {weet as Aurora,
When birds mount ‘and fing, bidding day a good
MOTTow 3
The fward of the mead enamell’d with daifies,
Looks wither’d and dead when twin’d of her graces.

But if fhe appear where verdures invite her,
"The fountains run clear, and flowers fmell the
{weeter :
*Tis heaven to be by when her wit is a flowing,
Her fmiles and bright eyes fet my fpirits a glowing.

The mair that I gaze the deeper I ’m wounded,
Struck dumb with amaze, my mind is confounded;
I’m all in a fire, dear maid, to carefs ye,

For a’ my defire is Hay’s bonny laffie.
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GENTY TIBBY AND SONSY NELLY.

Tissy has a ftore of charms,
Her genty fhape our fancy warms,
How ftarkly can her fma’ white arms
Fetter the lad wha looks but at her!
Frae ancle to her flender waift,
Thefe fweets conceal’d invite to dawt her,
Her rofie cheek and rifing breaft
Gar ane’s mouth guth bowt fou’ o’ water.

Nelly’s gawfy, faft and gay,
Freth as the lucken flowers in May,
Ik ane that fees her cries, Ah hey!
She ’s bonny, O I wonder at her!
The dimples of her chin and cheek,
And limbs fae plump invite to dawt her,
Her lips fae fweet, and fkin fae fleek,
Gar mony mouths befide mine water.

Now ftrike my finger in a bore,
My wyzen with the maiden fhore *,
Gin I can tell whilk I am for, »

When

* Divide my windpipe with the maiden.—The maiden was
an engine for beheading, formerly ufed in Scotland ; it was of
a conftrution fimilar to that of the guillotine.
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‘The wind ’s drifting hail and fna’
O’er frozen hags like a footba’ ;
Nae ftarns keek thro’ the azure flit,
*Tis cauld and mirk as ony pit ;
The man i’ the moon
Is caroufing aboon,
D’ ye fee, &’ ye fee, d” ye fee him yet ?
The man, &c.

Take your glafs to clear your een,
*Tis the elixir hales the fpleen,
Baith wit and mirth it will infpire,
And gently puff the lover’s fire,
Up in the air,
It drives away care.

Ha’e wi’ ye, ha’e wi’ ye, and ha’e wi’

lads, yet,
Up in, &c.

Steek the doors, keep out the froft,
Come, Willy, gi’e ’s about ye’r toaft ;
Tilt it; lads, and lilt it out,
And let us ha’e a blythfome bowt; -
Up wi’t there, there,
Dinna cheat, but drink fair ;
* Huzza! huzza! and huzza! lads, yet,
Up wi’t, &ec. '

239
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TO MRS. E. C.

“ NOW PHOEBUS ADVANCES ON H'IGH."

Now Phcebus advances on high,
No footfteps of winter are feen ;
The birds carol fweet in the fky,
And lambkins dance reels on the green.

Thro’ groves, and by rivulets clear,
We wander for pleafure and health ;
‘Where buddings and blofloms appear,
Giving profpets of joy and of wealth.

View every gay fcene all around,
That are, and that promife to be
Yet in them all nothing is found
So perfed, Eliza, as thee.

Thine eyes the clear fountains excel ;
Thy locks they out-rival the grove ;

When zephyrs thefe pleafingly fwell,
Each wave makes a captive to love.

The rofes and lilies combin’d,
And flowers of moft delicate hue,
By thy cheek and thy breafts are out-thin’d,

Their tinctures are nothing fo true.
. ‘What
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What can we compare with thy voice,
And what with thy humour fo fweet ?

No mufic ean blefs with fuch joys;
Sure angels are juft fo complete.

Fair bloflom of every delight,
‘Whofe beauties ten thoufands ontfhine,
Thy fweets thall be laftingly bright,
Being mixt with fo many divine,

Ye powers ! who have given fuch charms
To Eliza, your image below,

O fave her from all human harms,
And make her hours happily flow.

TO CALISTA.

“ SHE SUNG; THE YOUTH ATTENTION GavEe.”

SuE fung; the youth attention gave,
And charms on charms efpies,

Then, all in raptures, falls a flave
Both to her voice and eyes !

So fpoke and {mil’d the eaftern maid,
Like thine, feraphic were her charms,

That in Circaffia’s vineyards ftray’d,
And bleft the wifeft monarch’s arms.

VOL. II. 3 R A thoufand
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GIVE ME A LASS WITH A LUMP OF LAND.

Gr’e me a lafs with a lump of land,
"And we for life fhall gang the gither ;
Tho’ daft or wife I °ll never demand,
Or black or fair it maks na whether.
I’m aff with wit, and beauty will fade,
And blood alane is no worth a fhilling ;
But fhe that ’s rich her market ’s made,
For ilka charm about her is killing.

Gi’e me a lafs with a lump of land,

And in my bofom I ’Il hug my treafure ;
Gin I had anes her gear in my hand,

Shou’d love turn dowf, it will find pleafure.
Laugh on wha likes, but there ’s my hand,

I hate with poortith, tho’ bonny, to meddle;
Unlefs they bring cath, or a lump of land,

They’fe never get me to dance to their fiddle.

There ’s meikle good love in bands and bags,
And filler and gowd ’s a fweet complexion ;
But beauty, and wit, and virtue in rags,
Have tint the art of gaining affeftion.
Love tips his arrows with woods and parks,
And caftles, and riggs, and moors, and
meadows 3
And naithing can catch our modern fparks,
But well-tocher’d Iaffes, or jointur’d widows,
R 2
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LOCHABER NO MORE.

FarEwEeLL to Lochaber, and farewell my Jean,
Where heartfome with thee I’ve mony day been;
For Lochaber no more, Lochaber no more,

‘We Il may be return to Lochaber no more.
Thefe tears that I fhed they are a’ for my dear,
And no for the dangers attending on wear,
Tho’ bore on rough feas to a far bloody fhore,
May be to return to Lochaber no iore.

Tho’ hurricanes arife, and rife ev’ry wind,
They ’ll ne’er make a tempett like that in my mind;
Tho’ loudeft of thunder on louder waves roar,
That ’s naithing like leaving my love on the fhore.
To leave thee behind me my heart is fair pain’d;
By eafe that ’s inglorious no fame can be gain’d ;
And beauty and love ’s the reward of the brave,
And I muft deferve it before I can crave.

Then glory, my jeany, man plead my excufe;
Since honour commands me, how can I refufe ;
Without it I ne’er can have merit for thee,

And without thy favour I ’d better not be.

I gae then, my lafs, to win honour and fame,
And if I fhould luck to come glorioufly hame,
L’ll bring a heart to thee with love running o’er,
And then P’ll leave thee and Lochaber no more.
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VIRTUE AND WIT:

THE PRESERVATIVE OF LOVE AND BEAUTY.

Conress thy love, fair blufhing maid ;
For fince thine eyes confenting,

Thy fafter thoughts are a’ betray’d,
And nafays no worth tenting.

‘Why aims thou to oppofe thy mind,
With words thy wifh denying ?

Since nature made thee to be kind,
Reafon allows complying.

Nature and reafon’s joint confent
Make love a facred bleffing ;

Then happily that time is fpent,
That ’s war’d on kind careffing.

Come then, my Katie, to my arms,
I’°1l be na mair a rover,

But find out heav’n in a’ thy charms,
And prove a faithful lover.

SHE.

What you defign by nature’s law,
Is fleeting inclination ;

That willy-wifp bewilds us a’
By its infatuation :

B3
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SHE.

Then tell me the reafon thou doft not obey
The pleading of love, but thus hurries away :
Alake! thou deceiver, o’er plainly I fee,

A lover fae roving will never mind me.

HE.

The reafon unhappy is owing to fate,
That gave me a being without an eftate ;
Which lays a neceflity now upon me,

To purchafe a fortune for pleafure to thee.

SHE,

Small fortune may ferve where love has the fway, -
Then, Johny, be counfell’d nae langer to ftray ;
For while thou proves conftant in kindnefs to me,
Contented I °Il ay find a treafure in thee.

HE.

Ceafe, my dear chafmer, elfe foon 1’1l betray
A weaknefs unmanly, and quickly give way
To fondnefs, which may prove a tuin to thee,
A pain to us baith, and difhonour to me.

_ Bear witnefs ye ftreams, and witnefs ye flow’rs,
Bear witnefs ye watchful invifible pow’rs,

If ever my heart be unfaithful to thee,

May nothing propitious e’er fmile upon me.

R4
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Unty’d to a man,

Do whate’er we can,
We never can thrive or dow ;

Then I will do well,

Do better wha will,
And let them lead apes below.

Our time Is precious,

And gods are gracious,
That beauties upon us beftow ;

*Tis not to be thought

We got them for nought,
Or to be fet up for a fhow,

Tis carry’d by votes,
Come kilt up your coats,
And let us to Edinburgh go;
Where the that ’s bonny
May catch a Johny,
And never lead apes below,
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THE WIDOW.

Tue widow can bake, and the widow can brew,
The widow can fhape, and the widow can few,
And mony braw things the widow can do,
Then have at the widow, my laddie :
With courage attack her baith early and late ;
To kifs her and clap her ye manna be blate :
Speak well, and do better ; for that’s the beft gate
To win a young widow, my laddie.

The widow fthe ’s youthfu’, and never a hair
The war of the wearing, and has a-good fkair
Of every thing lovely ; fhe ’s witty and fair,
And has a rich jointure, my laddie.
What cou’d ye wifh better, your pleafure to crown,
Than a widow the bonnieft toaft in the town,
With nathing but draw in your ftool and fit down,
And fport with the widow, my laddie.

Then till her, and kill her with courtefy dead,

Tho’ ftark love and kindnefs be all ye can plead ;

Be heartfome and airy, and hope to {ucceed
With a bonny gay widow, my laddie.

Strike iron while ’tis het, if ye ’d have it to wald ;

For fortune ay favours the adtive and bauld,

But ruins the wooer that ’s thowlefs and cauld,
Unfit for the widow, my laddie.
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THE STEP.DAUGHTER’S RELIEF.

1 was anes a well-tocher’d lafs,
My mither left dollars to me ;
But now I ’m brought to a poor pafs,
My ftep-dame has gart them flee.
My father he ’s aften frae hame, -
And fhe plays the deel with his gear ;
She neither has lawtith nor {hame,
And keeps the hale houfe in a fteer.

She ’s barmy-fac’d, thriftlefs, and bauld,
And gars me aft fret and repine,
‘While hungry, haff naked, and cauld,
I fee her deftroy what ’s mine.
But foon I might hope a revenge,
And foon of my forrows be free,
My poortith to plenty wad change,
If fhe were hung up on a tree.

Quoth Ringan, wha lang time had loo’d
This bonny lafs tenderly,
1’11 take thee, fweet May, in thy fnood,
Gif thou wilt gae hame with me.
*Tis
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’Tis only yourfell that T want ;
* Your kindnefs is better to me
Than a’ that your ftep-mother, fcant
Of grace, now has taken frae thee.

T’m but a young farmer, ’tis true,
And ye are the fprout of a laird ;
But I have milk-cattle enow,
And rowth of good rucks in my yard :
Ye fhall have naithing to fath ye;
Sax fervants fhall jouk to thee :
Then kilt up thy coats, my laffie,
And gae thy Wayé hame with me.

The maiden her reafon employ’d,
Not thinking the offer amifs,
Confented ;—while Ringan o’erjoy’d,
Receiv’d her with mony a kifs.
And now fhe fits blythly fingan,
And joking her drunken ftep-dame,
Delighted with her dear Ringan,
That makes her goodwife at hame.
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BONNY CHIRSTY.

How fweetly fmells the fimmer green !
Sweet tafte the peach and cherry ;

Painting and order pleafe our een,
And claret makes us merry :

But fineft colours,fruits and flowers,
And wine, tho’ I be thirfty,

Lofe @’ their charms and weaker powers,
Compar’d with thofe of Chirfty.

When wand’ring o’er the flow’ry park,
No nat’ral beauty wanting,

How lightfome is ’t to hear the lark,
And birds in concert chanting !

But if my Chirfty tunes her voice,
I’m wrapt in admiration,

My thoughts with extafies rejoice,
And drap the hale creation.

Whene'er the fmiles a kindly glance,
I take the happy omien,

And aften mint to make advance,
Hoping the Il prove a woman ;

But
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THE SOGER LADDIE.

My foger laddie is over the fea,
And he will bring gold and money to me 3

255

And when he comes hame, he °’ll ‘make me a

lady :
My blefling gang with my foger laddie.

My doughty laddie is handfome and brave,
And can as a foger and lover behave ;
True to his country, to love he is fteady,

There ’s few to compare with my foger laddie.

Shield him, ye angels, frae death in alarms,
Return him with laurels to my langing arms ;
Syne frae all my care ye ’ll pleafantly free me,
When back to my withes my foger ye gi’e me.

O! foon may his honours bloom ‘fair on
brow,
As quickly they muft if he get his due;
For in noble a&tions his courage is ready,
Which makes me delight in my foger laddie.

his
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THE BONNY SCOT:

TUNE—Y THE BOATMAN.”

YE gales that gently wave the fea,
And pleafe the canny boatman,
Bear me frae herice, or bring to me
My brave, my bonny Scotman.

In haly bands

We join’d our hands,
Yet may not this difcover,

‘While parents rate

A large eftate,
Before a faithful lover.

But I lure chufe in Highland glens

* To herd the kid and goat—man,

Ere I cou’d for fic little ends
Refufe my bonny Scotman.
‘Wae worth the man
Wha firft began
The bafe ungenerous fafhion,
Frae greedy views,
Love’s art to ufe,
‘While ftrangers to its paffion.

Frae
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Frae foreign fields, my lovely youth,
Hafte to thy longing laffie,
‘Wha pants to prefs thy bawmy mouth,
And in her bofom hawfe thee.
Love gi’es the word,
Then hafte on board ;
Fair winds, and tenty boatman,
Waft o’er, waft o’er,
Frae yonder fhore,
My blyth, my bonny Scot—man.

LOVE INVITING REASON.

‘WHEN innocent paftime our pleafure did crown,
Upon a green meadow, or under a tree,
Ere Annie became a fine lady in town,
How lovely, and loving, and bonny was fhe !
Rouze up thy reafon my beautifu’ Annie, *
Let ne’er a new whim ding thy fancy a-jee;
O ! as thou art bonny, be faithfu” and canny,
And favour thy Jamie, wha doats upon thee.

Does the death of a lintwhite give Annie the fpleen?
Can tyning of trifles be unealy to thee ?
Can lap-dogs and monkies draw tears frae thefe een,
That look with indifference on poor dying me ?
VOL. II. s Rouze



258 RAMSAY’S POEMS.

Rouze up thy reafon, my beautiful Annie,
And dinna prefer a paroquet to me;

O! as thou art bonny, be prudent and canny,
And think on thy Jamie, wha doats upon thee.

Ah! fhow’d a new gown, or a Flanders-lace
head;
Or yet a wee coatie, tho’ never fae fine,
Gar thee grow forgetfu’, and let his heart bleed,
That anes had fome hope of purchafing thine?
Rouze up thy reafon, my beautifu’ Annie,
And dinna prefer your fleegeries to me;
O! as thou art bonny, be folid and canny,
And tent a true lover that doats upon thee.

Shall a Paris edition of new-fangle Sanny,
Tho’ gilt o’er wi’ laces and fringes he be,
By adoring himfelf, be admir’d by fair Annie,

And aim ac thefe bennifons promis’d to me ?
Rouze up thy reafon, my beautifu’ Annie,
And never prefer a light dancer to me;
O! as thou art bonny, be conftant and canny,
Love only thy Jamie, wha doats upon thee.

O! think my dear charmer, on ilka fweet hour,
That flade away faftly between thee and me,
Ere fquirrels, or beaus, or fopp’ry had power
To rival my love, and impofe upon thee.
Rouze
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Rouze up thy reafon, my beautifu’ Annie,
And let thy defires be a’ center’d in me 3

O! as thou art bonny, be faithfu’ and canny,
And love him wha ’s langing to centre in thee.

THE BOB OF DUNBLANE.

Lassiz, lend me your braw hemp heckle,
And I’ll lend you my thripling kame ;
For fainnefs, deary, I ’ll gar yé keckle,
If ye Il go dance thé Bob of Dunblane.
Hafte ye, gang to thee ground of ye’r trunkies,
Bufk ye braw, and dinna think fhame ;
Confider in time, if leading of monkies
Be better than dancing the Bob of Dunblane.

Be frank, my laffie, left 1 grow fickle,
And take my word and offer again ;
Syne ye may chance to repent it meikle
Ye did na accept of the Bob of Dunblané,
The dinner, the piper, and prieft, fhall be ready,
And I°m grown dowie with lying my lane;
Away then, leave baith minny and daddy,
And try with me the Bob of Dunblane.

s$2
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THROW THE WOOD LADDIE.

O SanDpy, why leaves thou thy Nelly to mourn ?
Thy prefence couv’d eafe me,
‘When naithing can pleafe me;

Now dowie I figh on the bank of the burn,

Or throw the wood, laddie, until thou return.

Tho’ woods now are bonny, and mornings are clear,
While lavrocks are finging,
And primrofes {pringing,
Yet nane of them pleafes my eye or my ear,
‘When throw the wood, laddie, ye dinna appear.

That I am forfaken fome fpare no to tell ;

I’m fafh’d wi’ their fcorning,

Baith ev’ning and morning ;
Their jeering gaes aft to my heart wi’ a knell,
‘When throw the wood, laddie,. I wander myfell.

Then ftay, my dear Sandy, nae langer away,
But quick as an arrow,
Hafte here to thy marrow,
Wha ’s living in languor till that happy day,
When throw the wood, laddie, we ’ll dance, fing,
and play, :
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AN THOU WERE MY AIN THING.

An thou were my ain thing,

I would love thee, I would love thee ;.
An thou were my ain thing,

How dearly would I love thee.

Like bees that fuck the morning dew
Frae flowers of fweeteft fcent and hue,
Sae wad I dwell upo’ thy mou,
And gar the gods envy me.
An thou were, &c.

Sae lang ’s I had the ufe of light,
I°d on thy beauties feaft my fight,
Syne in faft whifpers through the night
1°d tell how much I loo’d thee.
An thou were, &c.

How fair and ruddy is my Jean!
She moves a goddefs o’er the green :
Were I a king thou fhou’d be queen,
Nane but myfelf aboon thee.
An thou were, &c.

s3 I’d
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THERE'S MY THUMB P'LL NE’ER BEGUILE THEE.

My fweeteft May, let love incline thee
T? accept a heart which he defigns thee;
And as your conftant flave regard-it,
Syne for its faithfulnefs reward it : %
>Tis proof a fhot to birth or money,
But yields to what is {weet or bonny :
Receive it then with a kifs and {mily,
There ’s my thumb it will ne’er beguile thee.

How tempting fweet thefe lips of thine are!
Thy bofom white, and legs fae fine are,
That when in pools I fee thee clean ’em,
They carry away my heart between ’em.
I wifh, and I wifh, while it gaes duntin,
O gin I had thee on 4 mountain
Tho kith and kin and 2’ thou’d revile theg,
There’s my thumb 1’1l ne’er beguile thee.

Alane thro’ flow’ry hows I dander,
Tenting my flocks, left they fhould wander ;
Gin thou ’ll gae alang I’ll dawt thee gaylie,
And gi’e my thumb I °ll ne’er beguile thee.
O my dear laffie, it is but daffin
To had thy wooer up ay niff paffin
That na, na, na, I hate it moft vﬂe]y 3
O fay yes, and I ’ll ne’er beguile thee.

s 4
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THE HIGHLAND LADDIE.

Tre Lawland lads think they are fine,
But O they ’re vain and idly gaudy ;
How much unlike that gracefu’ mien
And manly looks of my Highland laddie!
O my bonny, bonny Highland laddie!
My handfome, charming Highland laddie!
May heaven ftill guard, and love reward,
Our Lawland lafs and her Highland laddie !

If T were free at will to chufe
To be the wealthieft Lawland lady,
1°d take young Donald without trews,
With bonnet blew and belted plaidy.
O my bonny, &c.

The braweft beau in borrows tow;vn,
In a’ his airs with art made ready,
Compar’d to him he ’s but a clown;
He ’s finer far in ’s tartan plaidy.
O my bonny, &c.

O’er
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O’er benty hill with him I ’ll run,
And leave my Lawland kin and daddy ;
Frae winter’s cauld and fummer’s fun,
He ’ll {creen me with his Highland plaidy.
O my bonny, &c.

A painted room and filken bed
May pleafe a Lawland laird and lady,
But I can kifs and be as glad :
Behind a buth, in ’s Highland plaidy.
£ my bonny, &c.

Few compliments between us pafs,
I ca’ him my dear Highland laddie;
And he ca’s me his Lawland lafs,
Syne rows me in his Highland plaidy.
O my bonny, &c.

Nae greater joy Il e’er pretend,
Than that his love prove true and fteady,
Like mine to him, which ne’er fhall end,
‘While heaven preferves my Highland laddie.
O my bonny, &c.
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After mature refolving,

Clofe to his breaft he held her,
In fafieft dames diffolving,

He tenderly thus tell’d her:

My bonny coalier’s daughter,

Let naithing difcompofe ye,
*Tis not your fcanty tocher

Shall ever make me lofe ye ;
For I have gear in plenty,

And love fays, ’tis my duty
To ware what heaven has lent me

Upon your wit and beauty.

THE MILL, MILL-O.

BeNEATH a green fhade I fand a fair maid

Was fleeping found and fill-O,

A’ lowing wi’ love, my fancy did rove

Around her with good will-O

Her bofom I prefs’d, but, funk in her reft,

She ftir'd na my joy to {pill-O

While kindly fhe flept, clofe to her I crept,

And kifs’d, and kifs’d her my fill-O.

Oblig’d
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Oblig’d by command in Flanders to land,
T’ employ my courage and 1kill-O,
Frae ’er quietly I ftaw, hois’d fails and awa,
. For wind blew fair on the hill-O.
Twa yearsbrought mehame, whereloud-frafing fame
Tald me with a voice right {hrill-O,
My lafs, like a fool, had mounted the ftool *,
Nor kend wha ’d done her the iil-O.

Mair fond of her charms, with my fon in her arms,
1 ferlying fpeer’d how fhe feil-O:

Wi’ the tear in her eye, quoth fhe, Let me die,
Sweet Sir, gin I can tell-O,

Love gae the command, I took her by the hand,
And bad her a’ fears expel-O,

And nae mair look wan, for I was the man
‘Wha had done her the deed myfell-O.

My bonny fweet lafs, on the gowany grafs,
Beneath the Shilling-hill-O t;

If I did offence, I’fe make ye amends,
Before I leave Peggy’s mill-O,

O! the mill, mill-O, and the kill, kill-O,
And the cogging of the wheel-O,

The fack and the fieve, a’ thae ye man leave,
And round with a foger reel-O.

* Of repentance.
+ Where they winnow the chaff from the corn.
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COLIN AND GRISY PARTING.

WiTH broken words and downcaft eyes,
Poor Colin fpoke his paffion tender,

And parting with his Grify, cries, .
Ah! woe ’s my heart that we thould funder.

To others T am cold as fnow,

But kindle with thine eyes like tinder ;
From thee with pain I ’m forc’d to go,

It breaks my heart that we fhould funder.

Chain’d to thy charms, I cannot range,
No beauty new my love fhall hinder,
Nor time nor place fhall ever change
My vows, tho’ we ’re oblig’d to funder.

The image of thy graceful air,

And beauties which invite our wonder,
Thy lively wit, and prudence rare,

Shall ftill be prefent, tho’ we funder.

Dear nymph, believe thy fwain in this,

You ’ll ne’er engage a heart that ’s kinder ;
Then feal a promife with a kifs,

Always to love me, tho’ we funder.

Ye gods! take care of my dear lafs,
That as I leave her I may find her,
‘When that bleft time fhall come to pafs,

We Il meet again, and never funder.
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TO L. I. IN MOURNING.

TUNE=—* WHERE HELEN LIES.”-

An! why thofe tears in Nelly’s eyes?

To hear thy tender fighs and cries,

The gods ftand lift’ning from the fkies,
Pleas’d with thy piety.

To mourn the dead, dear nympli, forbear,

And of one dying take a care,

‘Who views thee as an angel fair,
Or fome divinity.

O! be lefs graceful, or more kind,
And cool this fever of my mind,
Caus’d by the boy fevere and blind,
~Wounded I figh for thee;
While hardly dare I hope to rife
To fuch a height by Hymen’s ties,
To lay me down where Helen lies,
And with thy charms be free.

Then mutft I hide my love and die,

When fuch a fov’reign cure is by ?

No, the can love, and I "Il go try,
Whate’er my fate may be.

‘Which foon I I read in her bright eyes ;

With thofe dear agents I°ll advife,

They tell the truth, when tongues tell lies
The leaft believ’d by me.
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A SCOTS CANTATA.

MUSIC BY L. BOCCHI.

RECITATIVE.

Brate Jonny faintly tald fair Jean his mind ;
Jeany took pleafure to deny him lang ;

He thought her fcorn came frae a heart unkind,
Which gart him in defpair tune up this fang.

AlR.

O bonny laffie, fince ’tis fae,
That I °m defpis’d by thee, -

I hate to live ; but O! I’m wae
And unko fweer to die.

Dear Jeany, think what dowy hours
I thole by your difdain ;

Ah! fhou’d a breaft fae faft as yours
Contain a heart of ftane ?

RECITATIVE,

Thefe tender notes did a’ her pity move ;
With melting heart the liften’d to the boy =
O’ercome, fhe fmil’d, and promis’d him her love;
He in return thus fang his rifing joy.

AlR.
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Sweet is the to me :
Some angel ye wad ca’ her,
And never with ane brawer,
If ye bare-headed faw her,

Kiltet to the knee.

Peggy a dainty lafs is,
Come let ’s join our glaffes,
And refrefh our haufes
‘With a health to thee.
Let coofs their cath be clinking.
Be ftatefmen tint in thinking,
While we with love and drinking
Give our cares the lie.

A SOUTH-SEA SANG.

TUNE— FOR OUR LANG BIDING HERE.”

WHeN we came to London town,
We dream’d of gowd in gowpings here,
And rantinly ran up and down,
In rifing ftocks to buy a fkair:
We daftly thought to row in rowth,
But for our daffin paid right dear ;
The lave will fare the war in trouth,
For our lang biding here.

VOL. II, T . But
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But when we fand our purfes toom,
* And dainty ftocks began to fa’,

We hang our lugs, and wi’ a gloom,
Girn’d at ftock-jobbing ane and a’.

If we gang near the South-Sea houfe,
The whillywhas will grip ye’r gear,

Syne a’ the lave will fare the war,
For our lang biding here.

HAP ME WITH THY PETTICOAT.

O Berr! thy looks have kill’d my heart,
I pafs the day in pain,

When night returns I feel the fmart,
And with for thee in vain.

I’m ftarving cold, while thou art warm;
Have pity and incline,

And grant me for a hap that charm-
ing petticoat of thine.

My ravifh’d fancy in amaze
Still wanders o’er thy charms;
Delufive dreams ten thoufand ways
Prefent thee to my arms:
But
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But waking, think what I endure,
While cruel you decline

Thofe pleafures which can only cure
This panting breaft of mine.

I faint, I fail, and wildly rove,
Becaufe you ftill deny

The juft reward that ’s due to love,
And let true paffion die.

O! turn and let compatlion feize
That lovely breaft of thine ;

Thy petticoat could give me eafe,
If thou and it were mine.

Sure heaven has fitted for delight
- That beauteous form of thine,
And thou ’rt too good its laws to flight,
By hind’ring the defign.
May all the powers of love agree
At length to make thee mine ;
Or loofe my chains, and fet me free
From ev’ry charm of thine.
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FY GAR RUB HER O’ER WI' STRAE.

GIN ye meet a bonny laffie,

Gfi’e her a kifs, and let her gae;
But if ye meet a dirty hufly,

Fy gar rub her o’er wi’ ftrae.

Be fure ye dinna quat the grip
Of ilka joy, when ye are young,
Before auld age your vitals nip,
And lay ye twafald o’er a rung.

Sweet youth ’s a blyth and heartfome time ;
Then, lads and lafles, while ’tis May,
Gae pu’ the gowan in its prime,
Before it wither and decay.

Watch the faft minutes of delyte,
When Jenny fpeaks beneath her breath,
And kiffes, laying 2’ the wyte '
On you, if the kepp ony fkaith,

¢ Haith, ye ’re ill-bred,” fhe ’ll fmiling fay,
« Ye ’ll worry me, ye greedy rook.”
Syne frae your arms fhe ’ll rin away,
And hide herfelf in fome dark nook.

Her
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Her laugh will lead you to the place,
Where lies the happinefs ye want,

And plainly tell you to.your face, .
Nineteen na-fays are half a grant.

Now to her heaving bofom cling,
And fweetly toolie for a kifs ;
Frae her fair finger whoop a ring,

As taiken of a future blifs.

Thefe bennifons, I ’m very fure,

Are of the gods’ indulgent grant:
Then, furly carles, whifht, forbear

To plague us with your whining cant.

THE CORDIAL:

HE.
WHERE wad bonny Anne ly ?
Alane ye nae mair man ly :
Wad ye a goodman try ?
Is that the thing ye ’re laking ?

SHE.

Can a lafs fae young as I
Venture on the bridal tye,
Syne down with a goodman ly ? i
I’m fleed he ’d keep me wauking. .

T HE.
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ALLAN WATER.

WHAT numbers fhall the mufe repeat,
What verfe be found to praife my Annie?
On her ten thoufand graces wait,
Each {wain admires, and owns fhe ’s bonny.
Since firft fhe trod the happy plain,
She fet each youthful heart on fire 3
Each nymph does to her fwain complain,
That Annie kindles new defire.

This lovely darling, deareft care,

This new delight, this charming Annie,
Like fummer’s dawn fhe ’s freth and fair,
When Flora’s fragrant breezes fan ye.

All day the am’rous youths conveen,
Joyous they fport and play before her ;
All night, when fhe no more is feen,
In blifsful dreams they ftill adore her.

Among the crowd Amyntor came, v
He look’d, he lov’d, he bow’d to Annie;
His rifing fighs exprefs his flame,
His words were few, his withes many,
T 4 With
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With fmiles the lovely maid reply’d,

Kind thepherd, why fhould I deceive ye?
Alas! your love muft be deny’d,

This deftin’d breaft can ne’er relieve ye.

Young Damon came with Cupid’s art,

His wiles, his fmiles, his charms beguiling,
He ftole away my virgin heart ;

Ceale, poor Amyntor, ceafe bewailing.
Some brighter beauty you may find,

On yonder plain the nymphs are many ;
Then chule fome heart that ’s unconfin’d,

And leave to Damon his own Annie.

O MARY! THY GRACES AND GLANCES.

O Mary! thy graces and glances,
Thy fmiles fo enchantingly gay,
And thoughts fo divinely harmonious,
Clear wit and good humour difplay.
But fay not thou it imitate angels
Ought fatrer, tho’ fcarcely (ah me!)
Can be found, equalizing thy merit,
A match amongft mortals for thee.

Thy
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Thy many fair beauties thed fires
May warm up ten thoufand to love,
Who, defpairing, may fly to fome other,
‘While I may defpair, but ne’er rove.
‘What a mixture of fighing and joys
This diftant adoring of thee
Gives to a fond heart too afpiring,
Who loves in fad filence like me ?

Thus looks the poor beggar on treafure ;
And fhipwreck’d on landfcapes on fhore ;
Be ftill more divine, and have pity ;
I die foon as hope is no more.
For, Mary, my foul is thy captive,
Nor loves nor expedls to be free;
Thy beauties are fetters delightful,
Thy flavery ’s a pleafure to me.
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THIS 18 NO MY AIN HOUSE.

Tuis is no mine ain houfe,
I ken by the rigging o’t ;
Since with my love I ’ve changed vows,
I dinna like the bigging o’t :
¥or now that I ’m young Robie’s bride,
And miftrefs of his fire-fide,
Mine ain houfe I ’II like to guide,
And pleafe me with the trigging o’t.

Then farewell to my father’s houfe,

I gang where love invites me ;
The ftricteft duty this allows,

‘When love with honour meets me.
When Hymen moulds us into ane,
My Robie ’s nearer than my kin,
And to refufe him were a fin,

Sae lang ’s he kindly treats me.

When I’m in mine ain houfe,
True love fhall be at hand ay,
To make me ftill a prudent fpoufe,
And let my man command ay ;

Avoiding ilka caufe of ftrife,

The common peft of married life,

That makes ane wearied of his wife,
And breaks the kindly band ay.
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MY DADDY FORBAD, MY MINNY FORBAD.

‘Wxen I think on my lad,
I figh and am fad,
For now he is far fraec me :
My daddy was harth,
My minny was warfe,
That gart him gae yont the fea :
‘Without an eftate,
That made him look blate,
And yet a brave lad is he:
Gin fafe he come hame,
In fpite of my dame,
He ’ll ever be welcome to me.

Love {peets nae advice
Of parents o’erwife,

That have but ae bairn like me,
That looks upon cath
As naithing but trafh,

That fhackles what fhou’d be free.
And tho’ my dear lad
Not ae penny had,

Since qualities better has he,
Abeit I ’m an heirefs,
I think it but fair is

To love him, fince he loves me.

Then
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!

STEER HER UP AND HAD HER GAWN,

O sTEER her up and had her gawn,
Her mither ’s at the mill, jo;

But gin fhe winna tak a man,
E’en let her tak her will, jo.

Pray thee, lad, leave filly thinking,
Catft thy cares of love away ;

Let ’s our forrows drown in drinking,
*Tis daffin langer to delay.

See that thining glafs of claret,
How invitingly it looks !

Take it aff, and let ’s have mair o’t,
Pox on fighting, trade, and books.

Let ’s have pleafure while we ’re able,
Bring us in the meikle bowl,

Place ’t on the middle of the table,
And let wind and weather gowl,

Call the drawer, let him fill it
Fou as ever it can hold
O tak tent ye dinna fpill it,
*Tis mair precious far than gold,
By you ’ve drunk a dozen bumpers,
Bacchus will begin to prove,
Spite of Venus and her mumpers,
Drinking better is than love.
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Then may not I as well as he,
To cheat your Argos blinker,
And win your love, like mighty Jove,
Thus hide me in a tinkler ?
Fa adrie, didle, didle, &ec.

Sir, ye appear a cunning man, -
But this fine plot you ’ll fail in,
For there is neither pot nor pan
Of mine you ’ll drive a nail in.
Then bind your budget on your back,
And nails up in your apron,
For I ’ve a tinkler under tack,
That ’s us’d to clout my caldron.
Fa adrie, didle, didle, &c.

THE MALTMAN,

THE maltman comes on Monday,
He craves wonder fair,
Cries, Dame, come gi’e me my filler,
Or malt ye fall ne’er get mair.
I took him into the pantry,
And gave him fome good cock-broo,
Syne paid him upon a gantree,
As hoftler wives fhould do.

287

When
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When maltmen come for filler,
And gaugers with wands o’er foon,
Wives, tak them a’ down to the cellar,
And clear them as I have done.
This bewith, when cunzie is fcanty,
‘Will keep them frae making din,
The knack I learn’d frae an auld aunty,
The fnackeft of 2’ my kin.

The maltman is right cunning,
But I can be as {flee,

And he may crack of his winning,
When he clears {cores with me :
For come when he likes, I’m ready;

But if frae hame I be,
Let him wait on our kind lady,
She ’Il anfwer a bill for me.
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BONNY BESSY.

Bessy’s beauties fhine fae bright,
Were her many virtues fewer,
She wad ever give delight, :
And in tranfport make me view her.
Bonny Befly, thee alane
Love I, naithing elfe about thee ; -
With thy comelinefs I °m tane,
And langer cannot. live without thee,

Befly’s bofom ’s faft and warm,
Milk-white fingers ftill employ’d 5
He who takes her to his arm,
Of her fweets can ne’er be cloy’d.
My dear Befly, when the rofes
Leave thy cheek, as thou grows aulder,
Virtue, which thy mind difclofes,
‘Will keep love frae growing caulder.

Befly’s tocher is but fcanty,
Yet her face and foul difcovers
Thefe inchanting fweets in plenty
Mutft entice a thoufand lovers.
It ’s not money, but a woman
Of a temper kind and eafy,
That gives happinefs uncommon ;
Petted things can nought but teez ye.

VOL, II, U
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THE QUADRUPLE ALLIANCE.

Swir, Sandy, Young, and Gay,
Are {till my heart’s delight,
1 fing their fangs by day,
And read their tales at night.
If frae their books I be,
*Tis dullnefs then with me;
But when thefe ftars appear,
Jokes, fmiles, and wit fhine clear.

Swift, with uncommon flile,
And wit that flows with eafe,
Inftrus us with a fmile,
And never fails to pleafe.
Bright Sandy greatly fings
Of heroes, gods, and kings :
He well deferves the bays,
And ev’ry Briton’s praife.

While thus our Homer fhines;
Young, with Horacian flame,
Correéts thefe falfe defigns
We puth in love of fame.

Blyth
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Blyth Gay, in pawky ftrains,
Makes villains, clowns, and fwains
Reprove, with biting leer,

Thofe in a higher fphere.

Swift, Sandy, Young, and Gay,

Long may you give delight ;

Let all the dunces bray,

You ’re far above their fpite :
Such, from a malice four,
‘Write nonfenfe, lame and poor,
‘Which never can fucceed,

For who the trath will read ?

THE COMPLAINT.

¢ WHEN ABSENT FROM THE NYMPH I LOVE.”

WaeN abfent from the nymph I love,
I°d fain fhake off the chains I wear ;
But whilft I ftrive thefe to remove,
More fetters I m oblig’d to bear:
My captiv’d fancy, day and night,
Fairer and fairer reprefents \
Belinda, form’d for dear delight, -
But cruel caufe of my complaints.

U2 All
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All day I wander thro’ the groves,
And, fighing, hear from every tree

The happy birds chirping their loves,
Happy compar’d with lonely me.

When gentle fleep with balmy wings
To reft fans ev’ry weary’d wight,

A thoufand fears my fancy brings,
That keep me watching all the night.

Sleep flies, while like the goddefs fair,
And all the graces in her train,

With melting {miles and killing air,
Appears the caufe of all my pain.

A while my mind delighted flies
O’er all her fweets with thrilling joy,

Whilft want of worth makes doubts arife,
That all my trembling hopes deftroy.

Thus while my thoughts are fix’d on her,
I’m all o’er tranfport and defire,
My pulfe beats high, my cheeks appear
All rofes, and mine eyes all fire.
When to myfelf I turn my view,
My veins grow chill, my cheeks look wan :
Thus whilft my fears my pains renew,
I fearcely look or move a man.
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THE CARLE HE CAME O’ER THE CROFT.

THE carle he came o’er the croft,
And his beard new fhaven,
He look’d at me as he ’d been daft,
The carle trows that I wad hae him.
Howt awa! I winna hae him,
Na forfooth I winna hae him,
For a’ his beard ’s new fhaven,
Ne’er a bit will I hae him.

A filler broach he gae me nieft,
To falten on my curtchea nooked 3
I wor’d a wee upon my breaft,
But foon, alake !"the tongue o’t crooked ;
And fae may his : I winna hae him,
Na forfooth I winna hae him ;
Ane twice a bairn ’s a lafs’s jeft 3
Sae ony fool for me may hae him.

The carle has nae fault but ane,

For he has Jand and dollars plenty ;
But waes me for him ! fkin and bane

Is no for a plump lafs of twenty.
Howt awa! I winna hae him,

Na forfooth I winna hae him ;
What fignifies his dirty riggs

And cath, without a man with them?

v 3 But
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But fhou’d my canker’d daddy gar
"Me take him ’gainft my inclination,
1 warn the fumbler to beware,
That antlers dinna claim their ftation.
Howt awa ! T winna hae him,
Na forfooth I winna hae him ;
I’m flee’d to crack the haly band, .
‘Sae Lawty fays I fhou’d na hae him.

O MITHER DEAR! I’GIN TO FEAR.

CHORUS.

Up ftairs, down ftairs,
Timber ftairs fear me ;

I’m laith to ly a’ night my lane,
And Johny’s bed fae near me.

O mither dear! I ’gin to fear,
Tho’ I ’m baith good and bonny,

I winna keep ; for in my fleep
I ftart and dream of Johny.

‘When Johny then comes down the glen
To woo me, dinna hinder ;

But with content gi’e your confent,
For we twa ne’er can finder.

Better
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Better to marry than mifcarry,
For fhame and fkaith ’s the clink o’t;
To thole the dool, to mount the ftool,
I downa bide to think o’t :
Sae while ’tis time, I ’Il thun the crime,
That gars poor Epps gae whinging,
‘With hainches fow, and een fae blew,
To a’ the bedrals bindging.

Had Eppy’s apron bidden down,
The kirk had ne'er a kend it ;

But when the word ’s gane thro’ the town,
Alake! how can fhe mend it ?

Now Tam man face the minifter,
And fle man mount the pillar ;

And that ’s the way that they man gae,
For poor folk has na filler.

Now ha’d ye'r tongue, my daughter young,
Replied the kindly mither;
Get Johny’s hand in haly band,
Syne wap ye’r wealth together.
I’m o’ the mind, if he be kind,
Ye ’Il do your part difcreetly,
And prove a wife will gar his life
And barrel run right fweetly.

U 4
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A SONG.

TUNE—! BUSK YE, MY BONNY BRIDE®

Busk ye, bufk ye, my bonny bride;

Bufk ye, bufk ye, my bonny marrow ;
Bufk ye, bufk ye, my bonny bride,

Buik, and go to the braes of Yarrow;
There will we fport and gather dew,

Dancing while lavrocks fing the morning ;
There learn frae turtles to prove true:

O Bell! ne’er vex me with thy fcorning.

To weftlin breezes, Flora yields,
And when the beams are kindly warming,
Blythnefs appears o’er all the fields,
And nature looks mair freth and charming.
Learn frae the burns that trace the mead,
Tho’ on their banks the rofes bloflom.
Yet haftily they flow to Tweed,
And pour their fweetnefs in his bofom.

Hafte ye, hafte ye, my bonny Bell,

Hafte to my arms, and there I°ll guard thee ;
With free confent my fears repel,

1l with my love and care reward thee.
Thus fang I faftly to my fair,

‘Wha rais’d my hopes with kind relenting,
O queen of fmiles! I afk nae mair,

Since now my bonny Bell ’s confenting.



LYRIC. 297

THE HIGHLAND LASSIE.

THe Lawland maids gang trig and fine,
But aft they ’re four and unco faucy ;
Sae proud they never can be kind,
Like my good-humour’d Highland laffie.
O my bonny, bonny Highland laffie,
My hearty {miling Highland laffie,
May never care make thee lefs fair,
But bloom of youth ftill blefs my laffie.

Than ony lafs in borrows-town,
‘Wha mak their cheeks with patches motie,
I’d tak my Katie but a gown,
Barefooted, in her little coatie.
O my bonny, &c.

Beneath the brier or brecken bufh,
Whene’er I kifs and court my dautie,
Happy and blyth as ane wad wifh,
My flighteren heart gangs pittie-pattie.
O my bonny, &c.

O’er higheft heathery hills Il ften,
With cockit gun and ratches tenty,
To drive the deer out of their den,
To feaft my lafs on dithes dainty.
O my bonny, &c.

There ’s
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¢ O widow! wilt thou let me in,
< I’m pawky, wife, and thrifty,
¢ And come of a right gentle kin ;
¢ I’m little mair than fifty.”
Datt carle, dit your mouth,
‘What fignifies how pawky,
Or gentle born ye be ; but youth,
In love you ’re but a gawky.

¢ Then, widow, let thefe guineas fpeak,
¢ That powerfully plead clinkan ;
¢ And if they fail my mouth I°ll fteek,
¢ And nae mair love will think on.”
Thefe court indeed, I man confefs,
I think they make you young, Sir,
And ten times better can exprefs
Affection, than your tongue, Sir.
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TO MRS. A. C.

“ WHEN BEAUTY BLAZES.”

WHEN beauty blazes heavenly bright,
The mufe can no more ceafe to fing,
Than can the lark, with rifing light,
Her notes negle&t with drooping wing.
The morning fhines, harmonious birds mount hy;
The dawning beauty fmiles, and poets fly.

Young Annie’s budding graces claim
The infpir’d thought, and fofteft lays,
And kindle in the breaft a flame,
‘Which muft be vented in her praife.
Tell us, ye gentle fhepherds, have you feen
E’er one fo like an angel tread the green ?

Ye youth, be watchful of your hearts,
‘When fhe appears, take the alarm ;
Love on her beauty points his darts,
And wings an arrow from each charm.
Around her eyes and fmiles the graces fport,
And to her fnowy neck and breaft refort.

But
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But vain muft every caution prove;
When fuch enchanting fweetnefs thines,
The wounded fwain muft yield to love,
And wonder, tho’ he hopelefs pines.
Such flames the foppith butterfly thould fhun ;
The eagle ’s only fit to view the fun.

She ’s as the opening lilly fair,
Her lovely features are complete ;
‘Whilft heaven indulgent makes her fhare,
With angels, all that ’s wife and fweet.
Thefe virtues which divinely deck her mind,
Exalt each beauty of th’ inferior kind.

‘Whether fhe love the rural fcenes,
Or fparkle in the airy town,
O happy he her favour gains ;
Unhappy, if fhe on him frown.
The mufe unwilling quits the lovely theme, |
Adieu fhe fings, and thrice repeats her name.
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1 HAVE A GREEN PURSE, AND A WEE PICKLE GOWD.

I HAVE a green purfe, and a wee pickle gowd,
A bonny piece land and planting on ’t,
It fattens my flocks, and my bairns it has ftow’d ;
But the beft thing of a’s yet wanting on ’t ;
To grace it, and trace it,
And gi’e me delight ;
To blefs me, and kifs me,
And comfort my fight
With beauty by day, and kindnefs by night,
And nae mair my lane gang faunt’ring on ’t.

My Chrifty fhe’s charming, and good as the’s fair,
Her een and her mouth are enchanting fweet ;
She {miles me on fire, her frowns gi’e defpair ;
I love while my heart gaes panting wi’t.
Thou faireft, and deareft,
Delight of my mind,
Whofe gracious embraces
By heaven were defign’d
For happieft tranfports, and bliffes refin’d,
Nae langer delay thy granting fweet.

For
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For thee, bonny Chrifty, my fhepherds and hynds
Shall carefully make the year’s dainties thine :
Thus freed frae laigh care, while love fills; our

minds,
Our days fhall with pleafure and plenty ﬂnne
Then hear me, and cheer me
With fmiling confent,
Believe me, and give me
No caufe to lament ;
Since I ne’er can be happy till thou fay, Content,
I’m pleas’d with my Jamie, and he fhall be mine.

ON THE MARRIAGE OF LORD G. AND LADY X. C.

TUNE=—" THE HIGHLAND LADDIE.”

BRIGANTIUS.

Now all thy virgin {weets are mine,

And all the thining charms that grace thee;
My fair Melinda, come recline

Upon my breaft, while I embrace thee,
And tell, without diffembling art,

My happy raptures on thy bofom :
Thus will I plant within thy heart

A love that fhall for ever bloflom.

CHORUS.
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LET MEANER BEAUTIES USE THEIR ART,

LEsT meaner beauties ufe their art,

And range both Indies for their drefs ;
Our fair can captivate the heart,

In native weeds, nor look the lefs.
More bright unborrow’d beauties fhine,

The artlefs fweetnels of each face
Sparkles with luftres more divine,

When freed of every foreign grace.

The tawny nymph, on {corching plains,
May ufe the aid of gems and paint,
Deck with brocade and Tyrian ftains
Veatures of ruder form and taint :
‘What Caledonian ladies wear,
Or from the lint or woolen twine,
Adorn’d by all their fweets, appear
Whate’er we can imagine fine.

Apparel neat becomes the fair,
The dirty drefs may lovers cool,
But clean, our maids need have no care,
If clad in linen, filk, or wool.
T? adore Myrtilla who can ceafe ?
Her ative charms our praife demand,
Clad in a mantua, from the fleece
Spun by her own delightful hand.

Who
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Who can behold Califta’s eyes,

Her breaft, her cheek, and fnowy arms,
And mind what artifts can devife

To rival more fuperior charms ?
Compar’d with thofe, the diamond ’s dull,

Lawns, fatins, and the velvets fade,
The foul with her attractions full

Can never be by thefe betray’d.

Saphira, all o’er native fweets,

Not the falfe glare of drefs regards,
Her wit her character completes,

Her {mile her lover’s fighs rewards,
When fuch firft beauties lead the way,

The inferior rank will follow foon ;
Then arts no longer fhall decay,

But trade encouraged be in tune.

Millions of fleeces fhall be wove,
And flax that on the vallies blooms,
Shall make the naked nations love
And blefs the labours of our looms.
We have enough, nor want from them
But trifles hardly worth our care ;
Yet for thefe trifles let them claim
What food and cloth we have to fpare.

How happy ’s Scotland in her fair !
Her amiable daughters fhall,
By atting thus with virtuous care,
Again the golden age recal :
Enjoying
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‘When he of armies fang in lofty ftrains,

It feem’d as if he in the boftile plains

Had prefent been ; his pen hath to the life
Trac’d every action in the fanguine ftrife.

In council now fedate the chief appears,

Then loudly thunders in Bavarian ears ;

And f{till purfuing the deftructive theme,

He puthes them into the rapid ftream :

Thus beaten out of Blenheim’s neighb’ring fields,
The Gallic gen’ral to the victor yields,

‘Who, as Britannia’s Virgil hath obferv’d, ’
From threaten’d fate all Europe then preferv’d.

Nor doft thou, Ramfay, fightlefs Milton wrong,
By ought contain’d in thy melodious fong ;
For none but Addie could his thoughts fublime
So well unriddle, or his myftic rhyme.
And when he deign’d to let his fancy rove
Where fun-burnt fhepherds to the nymphs make
love,
No one €’er told in fofter notes the tales
Of rural pleafures in the fpangled vales.

So much, O Allan! I thy lines revere,
Such veneration to his mem’ry bear,
That I no longer. could my thanks refrain
For what thou ’ft fung of the lamented {wain.
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THE ANSWER TO THE FOREGOING.

TrirsTinG for fame, at the Pierian fpring,

The poet takes a waught, then ’feys to fing
Nature, and with the tentieft view to hit . -

Her bonny fide with bauldeft turns of wit.
Streams {lide in verfe, in verfe the mountains rife
‘When earth turns toom, he rummages the fkies,
Mounts up beyond them, paints the fields of reft,
Doups down to vifit ilka lawland ghaift.

O heartfome labour! wordy time and pains!
That frae the beft efteem and friendthip gains :
Be that my luck, and let the greedy bike,
Stock-job the warld among them as they like.

In blyth braid Scots allow me, Sir, to thaw
My gratitude, but * fleetching or a flaw.
May rowth o’ pleafures light upon you lang,
Till to the bleft Elyfian bow’rs ye gang,
Wha “ve clapt my head fae brawly for my fang.
‘When honour’d Burchet and his maikes are pleas’d
‘With my corn-pipe, up to the ftars I ’m heez’d;

Whence

* <« But” is frequently ufed for ¢ without ;” i. e. without
flattering.

VoL, II. Y
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Whence far I glowr to the fag-end of time,

And view the warld delighted wi’ my rhyme :
That when the pride of fpruth new words are laid,
I, like the claffic authors, fhall be read.

Stand yond, proud czar, I wadna niffer fame
With thee, for a’ thy furs and paughty name.

If fic great ferlies, Sir, my mufe can do,
As fpin a three-plait praife where it is due,
T'rae me there ’s nane deferves it mair than you.
Frae me !—frae ilka ane; for fure a breaft
Sae gen’rous is, of a’ that ’s good pofleft !
Till I can ferve ye mair, I°ll wifh ye weel,
And aft in fparkling claret drink your heal ;
Minding the mem’ry of the great and good
Sweet Addifon, the wale of human blood,
Wha fell (as Horace anes faid to his billy)
¢ Nulli flebilior quam tibi Virgili.”
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1719,

SEVEN FAMILIAR EPISTLES,

WHICH PASSED BETWEEN LIEUT., HAMILTON * AND THE AUTHOR.

EPISTLE 1L

GiLBERTRIELD, June 26th, 1719
O ram’p and celebrated Allan!
Renown’d Ramfay! canty callan !
There ’s nowther Highland.man nor Lawlan,
In poetrie,
But may as foon ding down Tamtallan 1‘,
As match wi’ thee.

For ten times ten, and that ’s a hunder, -
I ha’e been made to gaze and wonder,
‘When frae Parnaflfus thou didft thunder,
Wi’ wit and fkill
Wherefore 1’1l foberly knock under,
And quat my. quill,
Of

* For fome account of this gentleman, fee the Life of
Ramfay prefixed:

4 An old caftle upon the firth of Forth in Eaft Lothian.
Y 2
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Of poetry the hail quintefcence

Thou haft fuck’d up, left nae excrefcence

To petty poets, or fic meflens,
Tho’ round thy ftool

They may pick crumbs, and lear fome leflons
At Ramfay’s {chool.

Tho’ Ben * and Dryden of renown

Were yet alive in London town,

Like kings contending for a crown,
*Twad be a pingle,

Whilk o’ you three wad gar words found
And beft to gingle.

Transform’d may I be to a rat,
Wer’t in my pow’r, but I °d create
Thee upo’ fight the laureat +
Of this our age,
Since thou may’ft fairly claim to that
As thy juft wage.

Let

* The celebrated Ben Jonfon.

by Scots Ramfay prefs’d hard, and fturdily vaunted,
He *d fight for the laurel before he would want it ¢
But rifit Apollo, and cry’d, Peace there, old ftile,
Your wit is obfcure to one half of the ifle.
G B. Sess. or PoETs.
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Let modern poets bear the blame, A
Gin they refpe& not Ramfay’s name,
Wha foon can gar them greet for thame,
To their great lofs,
And fend them a’ right fneaking hame
Be Weeping-crofs..

‘Wha bourds wi’ thee had need be wary,
And lear wi’ {kill thy thruft to parry,
When thou confults thy dictionary
" Of ancient words,
‘Which come from thy poetic quarry
As fharp as {words,

Now tho’ I fthould baith reel and rottle,
And be as light as Ariftotle,
At Ed’nburgh we fall ha’e a bottle
~ Of reaming claret,
Gin that my half-pay * filler fhottle
Can fafely fpare it,

At

» * He had held his commiffion honourably in Lord Hynd.
ford’s regiment.
And may the ftars who fhine aboon,
‘With honour notice real merit,
Be to my friend aulpicious foon,

And cherith ay fae fine a {pirit,
Yed
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POSTSCRIPT.

By this my poftfeript I incline
To let you ken my hail defign
Of fic a long imperfet line
Lies in this fentence,
To cultivate my dull engine
By your acquaintance.

Your anfwer therefore 1 expe ;

And to your friend you may dire&

At Gilbertfield *; do not negle&,
‘When ye have leifure,

Which I ’ll embrace with great refpe,
And perfe& pleafure,

* Nigh Glafgow.

Y 4
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ANSWER L -

Epinnuren, July xoth, 1719,

Sonsk fa’ me, witty, Wanton Willy,

Gin blyth I was na as a filly ;

Not a fou pint, nor fhort-hought gilly,
Or wine that ’s better,

Cou’d pleafe fae meikle, my dear Billy,
As thy kind letter,

Before a lord and eik a knight,

In gofly Don’s be candle-light,

There firft I faw ’t, and ca’d it right,
And the maift feck

Wha ’s feen ’t finfyne, they ca’d as tight
As that on Heck.

Ha, heh! thought I, I canna fay

But I may cock my nofe the day,

‘When Hamilton the bauld and gay
Lends me a heezy,

In verfe that flides fae fmooth away,
Well tell’d and eafy.

Sae
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Sae roos’d by ane of well-kend mettle,
Nae fma’ did my ambition pettle,
My canker’d critics it will nettle,
And e’en fae be ’t :
This month I ’m fure I winna fettle,
Sae proud I’m wi't.

When I begoud firft to cun verle,
And cou’d your Ardry whins * rehearfe,
‘Where Bonny Heck ran faft and fierce,
It warm’d my breaft ;
Then emulation did me pierce,
Whilk fince ne’er ceaft.

May I be licket wi’ a bittle,
Gin of your numbers I think little,
Ye ’re never rugget, than, nor kittle,
But blyth and gabby,
And hit the {pirit to a tittle
Of ftandart Habby .

Ye’ll

~

* The laft ;vords of ¢ Bonny Heck,” of which he was the
author, It is printed in a Choice Colle&tion of Comic and
Serious Stots Poems, by Watfon, Edinburgh, 1706. .

+ The elegy on HabEy Simpfon, piper of Kilbarchan ; a
finithed piece of its kind, which was prmtcd in the fame
Choice Colle&tion.
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Ye °I quat your quill l—that were ill, Willy,
Ye’s fing fome mair yet nill ye will ye,
O’er meikle haining wad but fpill ye, .
And gar ye four ;
Then up and war them a’ yet, Willy,
*Tis in your pow’r.

To knit up dollars in a clout,
“And then'to card them round about,
Syne to tell up, they downa lout
To lift the gear;
The malifon lights on that rout,
Is plain and clear.

The chiels of London, Cam, and Ox,
Ha’e rais’d up great poetic ftocks
Of Rapes, of Buckets, Sarks, and Locks,
While we neglett
To fhaw their betters ; this provokes
Me to reflect

On the lear’d days of Gawn Dunkell * ;
Our country then a tale cou’d tell,
Europe

* Gawn Douglafs, the brother of the earl of Angus, the
bithop of Dunkell, who, befides feveral original poems, hath
left a moft exa& tranflation of Virgil’s Bneis into the Scotifh
language of his age : he died in 1522,



EPISTOLARY, 33

Europe had nane mair fnack and fnell
At verfe or profe :

Our kings * were poets too themfell,
Bauld and jocofe.

To Ed’nburgh, Sir, whene'er ye come,
" 1’1l wait upon ye, there ’s my thumb,
Were ’t frae the gill-bells to the drum t,
And tak’ a bout,
And faith T hope we Il not fit dumb,
Nor yet caft out.

* James the Firkt, and Fifth.

1 From half an hour before twelve at noon, when the mufic.
bells begin to play, (frequently called the gill-bells, from-
people’s taking a whetting dram at that time,) to the drum at
ten o’clock at night, when the drum goes round to warn fober
folks to call for a bill.
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EPISTLE 'IL

GiLBerTFIELD, July 24th, 1719,

DEAR RAMSAY,

Wen I receiv’d thy kind epiftle,
It made me dance, and fing, and whiftle;
O fic a fike and fic a fiftle
I had about it !
That e’er was knight of the Scots thiftle *
Sae fain, I doubted.

The bonny lines therein thou fent me,

How to the nines they did content me;

Tho’, Sir, fae high to compliment me
Ye might deferr’d,

Tor had ye but haff well a kent me,
Some lefs wad fer’d,

With

* The ancient and moft noble order of knighthood, inftituted
by king Achaius, and renewed by James VII. The ordinary
enfign, worn by the knights of the order, is a green ribband,
to which is appended a thiftle of gold crowned with an im-
perial crown, within a circle of gold, with this motto, ¢« Nemo
¢ me impune laceflet.”
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With joyfu’ heart beyond expreffion,
They ’re fafely now in my pofleffion :
O gin I were a winter feflion
Near by thy lodging,
I°d clofe attend thy new profeflion,
Without €’er budging.

In even down earneft, there ’s but few
To vie with Ramfay dare avow,
In verfe, for to gi’e thee thy due,
And without fleetching,
Thou ’s better at that trade, I trow,
Than fome’s at preaching *.

For my part, till I ’m better lear’t,
To troke with thee I °d beft forbear ’t,
For an’ the fouk of Ed’nburgh hear ’t,
They ’ll ca’ me daft;
I’m unco’ iri, and dirt feart
I mak’ wrang waft.

Thy verfes nice as ever nicket,
Made me as canty as a cricket 3

Iergh

* This compliment is entirely free of the fullome hy-
perbole.
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-Tergh to reply, left T ftick it ;
Syne like a coof
1 look, or ane whofe pouch is-pickit
As bare ’s my loof.

Heh winfom ! how thy faft fweet ftyle,

And bonny auld words gar me fmile ;

Thou ’s travell’d fure mony a mile
Wi’ charge and coft,

To learn them thus keep rank and file,
And ken their poft.

For I man tell thee, honeft Allie,
(I ufe the freedom fo to call thee,)
I think them a’ fae braw and walie,
And in fic order,
1 wad nae care to be thy vallie,
Or thy recorder.

Has thou with Roficrucians * wandert,
Or thro’ fome doncie defart dandert ?
That

* A people deeply learned in the occult fciences, who con-
verfed with aerial beings : gentlemanlike kind of necro-
mancers, or fo.
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That with thy magic, town and landart,
For ought I fee,

Man 2’ come truckle to thy ftandart
Of poetrie.

Do not miftake me, deareft heart,

As if T charg’d thee with black art ;

*Tis thy good genius, ftill alert,
That does infpire

'Thee with ilk thing that ’s quick and fmart
To thy defire.

E’en mony a bonny nacky tale
Bra to fit o’er a pint of ale :
For fifty guineas I ’Il find bail
Againft a bodle,
That I wad quat ilk day a meal
For fic a nodle.

And on condition I were as gabby

As either thee or honeft Habby,

That Ilin’d a’ thy claes wi’ tabby,
Or velvet pluth,

And then thou ’d be fae far frae fhabby,
Thou °d look right fprufh.

What
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What tho’ young em[;ty airy. fparks

May have their critical remarks

On thir my blyth diverting warks ;
*Tis fma prefumption,

To fay they ’re but unlearned clarks,
And want the gumption.

Let coxcomb critics get a tether

To tye up a’ their lang loofe leather ;

If they and I chance to forgether,
The tane may rue it ;

For an they winna had their blether,
They’s get a flewet.

To learn them for to peep and pry
In fecret drolls *twixt thee and I,
Pray dip thy pen in wrath, and cry,
And ca’ them fkellums ;
1’m fure thou needs fet little by
To bide their bellums.

Wi* writing I ’m fae bleirt and doited,
That when I raife, in troth I foited ;
I thought I fhou’d turn capernoited,
' For wi’ a gird,
Upon'my bum I fairly cloited
On the cald eard;

Which
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Which did oblige a little dumple
Upon my doup, clofe by my rumple :
But had ye feen how I did trumple,
Ye ’d {plit your fide,
‘Wi’ mony a lang and weary wimple,
Like trough of Clyde. -

VoL. II. z
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¢ It fets ye well indeed to gadge * !

¢ Ere I't” Apollo did ye cadge,

¢ And got ye on his Honour’s badge,
¢« Ungratefu’ beaft!

¢ A Glafgow capon and a fadge }
¢ Ye thought a feaft.

o

¢ Swith to Caftalius’ fountain brink,
Dad down a grouf {, and tak’ a drink,
¢ Syne whifk out paper, pen, and ink,

¢ And do my bidding :
¢ Be thankfou, elfe I'fe gar ye ftink

¢ Yet on a midding.”

I3
o

o

My miftrefs dear, your fervant humble,
Said I, I fhou’d be laith to drumble
: Your

* Tronically fhe fays, It becomes me mighty well to talk
haughtily, and affront my benefaérefs, by alleging fo meanly,
that it ‘Were poffible to praife her out of her folidity.

1 A herring, and a coarfe kir;d of leavened bread ufed by
the common people.

1 Fall flat on your belly.
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Your paffions, or e’er gar y‘é“gr'umble;
*Tis ne’ér be me
Shall fcandalize, or fay ye bummil
Ye’r poetrie.

Frae what I ’ve tell’d, my friend may learn
How fadly I ha’e been forfairn,
I°d better been ayont fide Cairn-
amount *, 1 trow;
1 ’ve kifs’d the tazt, like a good bairn.
Now, Sir, to you :

Heal be your heart, gay couthy carle,

Lang may ye help to toom a barrel ;

Be thy crown ay unclowr’d in quarrel,
When thou inclines

To knoit thrawn-gabbit fumphs that fnarl
At our frank lines.

Ik good chi¢l fays, ye ’re well worth gowd,

And blythnefs on ye ’s well beftow’d,

’Mang witty Scots ye’r name ’s be row’d,
Ne'er

* A noted hill in Kincardinefhire.

1 Kiffed the rod ; owned iny fault like a good child.
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Ne'er fame tq ting ;
The crooked clinkers 'fhall be cow’d *,
But ye fhall fhine.

Set out the burnt fide of your thin t,

For pride in poets is nae {in ;

Glory ’s the prize for which they rin,
And fame 's their jo ;

And wha blaws beft the horn fhall win :
And wharefore no?

Quifquis vocabit nos vain-glorious,
Shaws fcanter {kill than malos mores,
Multi ét magni men before us
Did ftamp and fwagger ;
Probatum eft exemplum, Horace
Was a bauld bragger.

Then let the doofarts, fafh’d wi’ fpleen,
Caft up the wrang fide of their een,
Pegh,

* The fcribbling rhymers, with their lame verfification,
fhall be cow’d, i.e. fhorn off.

T As if one would fay, ¢ Walk ftately with your toes out.”
An expreffion ufed when we would bid a perfon (merrily ) look
britk,

ZE3
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EPISTLE I

GiLBERTFIELD, Auguft 24th, 1719.

Accrer my third and laft effay
Of rural rhyme, I humbly pray,
Bright Ramfay, and altho’ it may
Seem doilt and donfie,
Yet thrice of all things, I heard fay,
Was ay right fonfie.

Wharefore I fearce cou’d fleep or flumber,
Till I made up that happy number :
The pleafure counterpois’d the cumber
In every part,
And fnoovt away * like three-hand ombre,
Sixpence a cart.

Of thy laft poem, bearing date
Augutft the fourth, I grant receipt;
It was fae braw, gart me look blate,
- *Maift tyne my fenfes,
And look juft like poor country Kate,
In Lucky. Spence’s 1.
I fhaw’d

* Whirl’d fmoothly round. ¢ Snooving *” always exprefles
the action of a top or fpindle, &c.
+ Vide Elegy on Lucky Spence, vol. 1. p. 301.
z4
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I fhaw’d it to our parifh prieft,
‘Wha was as blyth as gi’m a feaft ;
He fays, thou may had up thy creeft,
And craw fu’ croufe,
The poets a’ to thee ’s but jeft,
Not worth a foufe.

Thy blyth and cheerfu’ merry mufe,
Of compliments is fae profufe,
For my good havins dis me roofe
Sae vety finely,
It were ill breeding to refufe
.. To thank her kindly.

What tho’ fometimes, in angry mood,
When fhe puts on her barlichood,
Her diale¢t feem rough and rude,
Let ’s ne’er be fleet,
But tak our bit, when it is good,
And buffet wi't.

For gin we éttle anes to taunt her;

And dinna cawmly thole her banter,

She ’ll tak’ the flings *, verfe may grow {canter;
Syne wi’ great thame

We “il rue the day that we do want her;
Then wha ’s to blame ?

But

* Turn fullen, reftive, and kick.



EPISTOLARY. 3458

But let us ftill her kindnefs culzie,

And wi’ her never breed a'tulzie,

For we Il bring aff but little fpulzie
In fic a barter;

And fhe ’ll be fair to gar us fulzie,
And cry for quarter: 7

Sae little worth ’s 'my rhyming ware,
My pack I {carce dare apen mair,
Till T tak’ better wi’ the lair,

My pen ’s fae blunted ;
And a’ for fear I file the fair *,

And be affronted.

The dull draff-drink + makes me fae dowff,
A’ I can do ’s but bark and yowff;
Yet fet me in a claret howft,
Wi fouk that ’s chancy,
My mufe may lend me then a gowff
To clear my fancy.

Then Bacchus-like 1°d bawl and blufter,
And 2’ the mufes *bout me mufter ;-
. Sae

* This phrafe is ufed when one attempts to do what is
handfome, and is affronted by not doing it right :—not a rea-
fonable fear in him,

1 Heavy malt-liquor.
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Sae merrily 1’d fqueeze the clufter,
And drink the grape,

*Twad gi’e my verfe a brighter luftre,
And better fhape.

The pow’rs aboon be ftill aufpicious

To thy atchievements maift delicious ;

Thy poems fweet, and nae way vicious,
But blyth and canny,

To fee I °m anxious and ambitious,
Thy Mifcellany.

A’ bleflings ¥, Ramfay, on thee row ;
Lang may thou live, and thrive, and dow,
Until thou claw an auld man’s pow ;
And thro’ thy creed,
Be keeped frae the wirricow,
After thou ’s dead.

* All this verfe is a fucciné clufter of kind wifhes, elegantly
exprefled, with a friendly fpirit ; to which I take the liberty

to add, Amen. "
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ANSWER ML

EpinsurcH; Sept. 2, x719.
MY TRUSTY TROJAN,

Ty laft oration ‘orthodox, .

Thy innocent auld farren jokes,

And fonly faw of three, provokes
Me anes again,

Tod lowrie like *, to loofe my pocks,
And pump my brain.

By a’ your letters I ha’e read,

I cithly fcan the man well-bred,

And foger that, where honour led,
Has ventur’d bauld

‘Wha now to youngfters leaves the yed,
To ’tend his fauld 1.

That bang’fter billy, Caefar July,
Wha at Pharfalia wan the tooly,
Had

* Like Reynard the fox, to betake myfelf to fome more of
my wiles.

T Leaves the martial conténtion, and retires to a country life.
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Had better fped had he mair hooly
Scamper’d thro’ life,

And ’midft his glories theath’d his gooly,
And kifs’d his wife.

Had he, like you, as well he cou’d *,
Upon burn banks the mufes woo’d,
Retir’d betimes frae *mang the crowd,
‘Wha ’d been aboon him,
The fenate’s durks, and faction loud,
Had ne’er undone him.

Yet fometimes leave the riggs and bog,
Your howms, and braes, and fhady fcrog,
And helm-a-lee the claret cog,
 To clear your wit:
Be blyth, and let the warld €’en fhog
As it thinks fit.

Ne’er fath about your neift year’s ftate,

Nor with fuperior pow’rs debate,

Nor cantrapes caft to ken your fate ;
There ’s ills anew

To cram our days, which foon grow late ;
Let ’s live juft now.

‘When

* It is well known he could write as well as fight.
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‘When northern blafts the ocean fnurl,
And gars the heights and hows look gurl,
Then left about the bumper whirl,
" And toom the horn *; -
Grip faft the hours which hafty hutl,
The morn ’s the morn.

Thus to Leuconoe fang fweet Flaccus 1,

‘Wha nane e’er thought a gillygacus ;

And why fhould we let whimfies bawk us,
‘When joy ’s in feafon,

And thole fae aft the fpleen to whauk us
Out of our reafon ?

Tho’ I were laird of tenfcore acres,

Nodding to jouks of hallenfhakers 1,

Yet crufh’d wi’ humdrums, which the weaker’s
Contentment

* It is frequent in the country to drink beer out of horn
cups made in fhape of a water-glafs.

+ Vide book i. ode 11. of Horace.

1 Ahallen is a fence (built of ftone, turf, or a moveable flake
of heather) at the fides of the door, in country places, to,defend
them from the wind. The trembling attendant about a for.

getful great man’s gate or levee, is alfo exprefled in the term
“ hallenfhaker.”
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Contentment ruins,
1°d rather rooft wi’ caufey-rakers,
And fup cauld fowens.

I think, my friend, an fowk can get

A doll of roaft beef piping het,

And wi’ red wine their wyfon wet,
And cleathing clean,

And be nae fick, or drown’d in debt,
They ’re no to mean.

I read this verfe to my ain kimmer,
Wha kens I like a leg of gimmer,
Or fic and fic good belly timmer :
Quoth fhe, and leugh,
¢ Sicker of thae, winter and fimmer,
“ Ye ’re well enough.”

My hearty gofs, there is nae help,

But hand to nive we twa man fkelp

Up Rhine and Thames, and o’er the Alp-
pines and Pyrenians.

The cheerfou carles do fae yelp
To ha’e ’s their minions.

Thy raffan rural rhyme fae rare,
Sic wordy, wanton, hand-wail’d ware,
Sae
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Sae gath and gay, gars fowk gae gare *
To ha’e them by them ;
Tho’ gaffin they wi’ fides fae fair,
Cry, ¢ Wae gae by him t!”

Fair fa’ that foger did invent

To eafe the poet’s toil wi’ print :

Now, William, we man to the bent,
And poufs our fortune,

And crack wi’ lads wha ’re well content
Wi’ this our fporting.

Gin ony four-mou’d girning bucky

Ca’ me conceity keckling chucky,

That we, like nags whafe necks are yucky,
Ha’e us’d our teeth ;

1’11 anfwer fine, Gae kifs ye’r Lucky §,
She dwells i Leith.

I ne’er

* Make people very earneft.

+ It is ufual for many, after a full laugh, to complain of fore
fides, and to beftow a kindly curfe on the author of the jeft:
but the folks of more tender confciences have turned expletives
to friendly withes, fuch as this, or ¢ fonfe fa’ ye,” and the like.

5 I§ a cant phrafe, from what rife I know not ; but it is
made ufe of when one thinks it is not worth while to give a di+
re€t anfwer, or think themfelves foolifhly accufed.
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AN EPISTLE TO LIEUTENANT HAMILTON,

ON RECEIVING THE COMPLIMENT OF A BARREL OF LOCHFINE

HERRINGS FROM HIM,

Your herrings, Sir, came hale and feer *,
In healfome brine a’ foumin,
Fu’ fat they are, and gufty gear,
As €’er I laid my thumb on ;
Bra fappy fith
As ane cou’d with
To clap on fadge or {con;
They relifh fine
Good claret wine,
That gars our cares ftand yon.

Right mony gabs wi’ them fhall gang
About Auld Reekie’s ingle, .
‘When kedgy carles think nae lang,
When ftoups and trunchers gingle :
Then my friend leal,
We tofs ye'r heal,
And

* Whole, without the leaft fault or want.
VOL. II. A A
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And weather-glafs politic,
‘Which heaves and fets
As public gets

A heezy, or a wee kick.

Fy, fy !—but yet I hope ’tis daft
To fear that trick come hither ;
Na, we ’re aboon that dirty craft
Of biting ane anither.
The fubjeét rich
Will gi*a hitch
T’ increafe the public gear,
‘When on our feas,
Like bify bees,
Ten thoufand fithers fteer.

Could we catch th® united fhoals
That crowd the weftern ocean,
The Indies would prove hungry holes,
Compar’d to this our Gothen:
Then let ’s to wark
With net and bark,
.+ Them fith and faithfu’ cure up;
Gin fae we join,
We’ll cleek in coin
Frae a’ the ports of Europe.

AAZ

355
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1721,
TO THE MUSIC CLUB.

ErE on old Shinar’s plain the fortrefs rofe,
Rear’d by thofe giants who durft heav’n oppofe,
An univerfal language mankind us’d,

Till daring crimes brought accents more confus’d 5
Difcord and jar for punifhment were hurl’d

On hearts and tongues of the rebellious world. -

The primar fpeech with notes harmonious clear,
(Tranfporting thought!) gave pleafure to the ear:
Then mufic in its full perfe@ion fhin’d,

‘When man to man melodious fpoke his mind.

As when a richly-fraughted fleet is loft
In rolling deeps, far from the ebbing coaft,
Down many fathoms of the liquid mafs,
The artift dives in ark of oak or brafs ;
Snatches fome ingots of Peruvian ore,
And with his prize rejoicing makes the fhore :
Oft this attempt is made, and much they find ;
They fwell in wealth, tho’ much is left behind.

AA3 Amphion’s
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Amphion’s fons, with mings elate and bright,
Thus plunge th’ unbounded ocean of delight,
And daily gain new ftores of pleafing founds,

To glad the earth, fixing to fpleen its bounds ;

While vocal tubes and confort ftrings engage

To fpeak the diale&t of the golden age.

Then you, whofe fymphony of fouls proclaim

Your kin to heav’n, add to your country’s fame,

And fhew that mufic may have as good fate

In Albion’s glens, as Umbria’s green retreat ;

And with Correlli’s foft Italian fong

Mix ¢ Cowdenknows,” and ¢ Winter nights are
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