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Glossary

Preface
Robert Burns was born near Ayr, Scotland, 25th of January, 1759. He was the son of
William Burnes, or Burness, at the time of the poet's birth a nurseryman on the banks of the
Doon in Ayrshire. His father, though always extremely poor, attempted to give his children a
fair education, and Robert, who was the eldest, went to school for three years in a
neighboring village, and later, for shorter periods, to three other schools in the vicinity. But it
was to his father and to his own reading that he owed the more important part of his
education; and by the time that he had reached manhood he had a good knowledge of
English, a reading knowledge of French, and a fairly wide acquaintance with the
masterpieces of English literature from the time of Shakespeare to his own day. In 1766
William Burness rented on borrowed money the farm of Mount Oliphant, and in taking his
share in the effort to make this undertaking succeed, the future poet seems to have
seriously overstrained his physique. In 1771 the family move to Lochlea, and Burns went to
the neighboring town of Irvine to learn flax-dressing. The only result of this experiment,
however, was the formation of an acquaintance with a dissipated sailor, whom he afterward
blamed as the prompter of his first licentious adventures. His father died in 1784, and with
his brother Gilbert the poet rented the farm of Mossgiel; but this venture was as
unsuccessful as the others. He had meantime formed an irregular intimacy with Jean
Armour, for which he was censured by the Kirk-session. As a result of his farming



misfortunes, and the attempts of his father-in-law to overthrow his irregular marriage with
Jean, he resolved to emigrate; and in order to raise money for the passage he published
(Kilmarnock, 1786) a volume of the poems which he had been composing from time to time
for some years. This volume was unexpectedly successful, so that, instead of sailing for the
West Indies, he went up to Edinburgh, and during that winter he was the chief literary
celebrity of the season. An enlarged edition of his poems was published there in 1787, and
the money derived from this enabled him to aid his brother in Mossgiel, and to take and
stock for himself the farm of Ellisland in Dumfriesshire. His fame as poet had reconciled the
Armours to the connection, and having now regularly married Jean, he brought her to
Ellisland, and once more tried farming for three years. Continued ill-success, however, led
him, in 1791, to abandon Ellisland, and he moved to Dumfries, where he had obtained a
position in the Excise. But he was now thoroughly discouraged; his work was mere
drudgery; his tendency to take his relaxation in debauchery increased the weakness of a
constitution early undermined; and he died at Dumfries in his thirty-eighth year.

It is not necessary here to attempt to disentangle or explain away the numerous amours in
which he was engaged through the greater part of his life. It is evident that Burns was a
man of extremely passionate nature and fond of conviviality; and the misfortunes of his lot
combined with his natural tendencies to drive him to frequent excesses of self-indulgence.
He was often remorseful, and he strove painfully, if intermittently, after better things. But the
story of his life must be admitted to be in its externals a painful and somewhat sordid
chronicle. That it contained, however, many moments of joy and exaltation is proved by the
poems here printed.

Burns' poetry falls into two main groups: English and Scottish. His English poems are, for
the most part, inferior specimens of conventional eighteenth-century verse. But in Scottish
poetry he achieved triumphs of a quite extraordinary kind. Since the time of the Reformation
and the union of the crowns of England and Scotland, the Scots dialect had largely fallen
into disuse as a medium for dignified writing. Shortly before Burns' time, however, Allan
Ramsay and Robert Fergusson had been the leading figures in a revival of the vernacular,
and Burns received from them a national tradition which he succeeded in carrying to its
highest pitch, becoming thereby, to an almost unique degree, the poet of his people.

He first showed complete mastery of verse in the field of satire. In "The Twa Herds," "Holy
Willie's Prayer," "Address to the Unco Guid," "The Holy Fair," and others, he manifested
sympathy with the protest of the so-called "New Light" party, which had sprung up in
opposition to the extreme Calvinism and intolerance of the dominant "Auld Lichts." The fact
that Burns had personally suffered from the discipline of the Kirk probably added fire to his
attacks, but the satires show more than personal animus. The force of the invective, the
keenness of the wit, and the fervor of the imagination which they displayed, rendered them
an important force in the theological liberation of Scotland.

The Kilmarnock volume contained, besides satire, a number of poems like "The Twa Dogs"
and "The Cotter's Saturday Night," which are vividly descriptive of the Scots peasant life
with which he was most familiar; and a group like "Puir Mailie" and "To a Mouse," which, in
the tenderness of their treatment of animals, revealed one of the most attractive sides of
Burns' personality. Many of his poems were never printed during his lifetime, the most
remarkable of these being "The Jolly Beggars," a piece in which, by the intensity of his
imaginative sympathy and the brilliance of his technique, he renders a picture of the lowest
dregs of society in such a way as to raise it into the realm of great poetry.

But the real national importance of Burns is due chiefly to his songs. The Puritan austerity
of the centuries following the Reformation had discouraged secular music, like other forms
of art, in Scotland; and as a result Scottish song had become hopelessly degraded in point



both of decency and literary quality. From youth Burns had been interested in collecting the
fragments he had heard sung or found printed, and he came to regard the rescuing of this
almost lost national inheritance in the light of a vocation. About his song-making, two points
are especially noteworthy: first, that the greater number of his lyrics sprang from actual
emotional experiences; second, that almost all were composed to old melodies. While in
Edinburgh he undertook to supply material for Johnson's "Musical Museum," and as few of
the traditional songs could appear in a respectable collection, Burns found it necessary to
make them over. Sometimes he kept a stanza or two; sometimes only a line or chorus;
sometimes merely the name of the air; the rest was his own. His method, as he has told us
himself, was to become familiar with the traditional melody, to catch a suggestion from
some fragment of the old song, to fix upon an idea or situation for the new poem; then,
humming or whistling the tune as he went about his work, he wrought out the new verses,
going into the house to write them down when the inspiration began to flag. In this process
is to be found the explanation of much of the peculiar quality of the songs of Burns.
Scarcely any known author has succeeded so brilliantly in combining his work with folk
material, or in carrying on with such continuity of spirit the tradition of popular song. For
George Thomson's collection of Scottish airs he performed a function similar to that which
he had had in the "Museum"; and his poetical activity during the last eight or nine years of
his life was chiefly devoted to these two publications. In spite of the fact that he was
constantly in severe financial straits, he refused to accept any recompense for this work,
preferring to regard it as a patriotic service. And it was, indeed, a patriotic service of no
small magnitude. By birth and temperament he was singularly fitted for the task, and this
fitness is proved by the unique extent to which his productions were accepted by his
countrymen, and have passed into the life and feeling of his race.

1771 - 1779

Song—Handsome Nell^1
    Tune—" I  am a man unmar r i ed. "

     [ Foot not e 1:  The f i r st  of  my per f or mances. —R.  B. ]

     Once I  l ov ' d a boni e l ass,
     Ay,  and I  l ove her  st i l l ;
     And whi l st  t hat  v i r t ue war ms my br east ,
     I ' l l  l ove my handsome Nel l .



     As boni e l asses I  hae seen,
     And mony f ul l  as br aw;
     But ,  f or  a modest  gr acef u'  mei n,
     The l i ke I  never  saw.

     A boni e l ass,  I  wi l l  conf ess,
     I s  pl easant  t o t he e' e;
     But ,  wi t hout  some bet t er  qual i t i es,
     She' s no a l ass f or  me.

     But  Nel l y ' s  l ooks ar e bl yt he and sweet ,
     And what  i s  best  of  a' ,
     Her  r eput at i on i s  compl et e,
     And f ai r  wi t hout  a f l aw.

     She dr esses aye sae c l ean and neat ,
     Bot h decent  and gent eel ;
     And t hen t her e' s somet hi ng i n her  gai t
     Gar s ony dr ess l ook weel .

     A gaudy dr ess and gent l e ai r
     May s l i ght l y  t ouch t he hear t ;
     But  i t ' s  i nnocence and modest y
     That  pol i shes t he dar t .

     ' Ti s t hi s i n Nel l y  pl eases me,
     ' Ti s t hi s enchant s my soul ;
     For  absol ut el y i n my br east
     She r ei gns wi t hout  cont r ol .

Song—O Tibbie, I Hae Seen The Day
     Tune—" I nver caul d' s Reel ,  or  St r at hspey. "

     Choi r . —O Ti bbi e,  I  hae seen t he day,
     Ye wadna been sae shy;
     For  l ai k o'  gear  ye l i ght l y  me,
     But ,  t r owt h,  I  car e na by.

     Yest r een I  met  you on t he moor ,
     Ye spak na,  but  gaed by l i ke st our ;
     Ye geck at  me because I ' m poor ,
     But  f i ent  a hai r  car e I .
     O Ti bbi e,  I  hae seen t he day,  &c.

     When comi ng hame on Sunday l ast ,
     Upon t he r oad as I  cam past ,
     Ye snuf f t  and ga' e your  head a cast —

But  t r owt h I  car e' t  na by.
     O Ti bbi e,  I  hae seen t he day,  &c.

     I  doubt  na,  l ass,  but  ye may t hi nk,
     Because ye hae t he name o'  c l i nk,
     That  ye can pl ease me at  a wi nk,
     Whene' er  ye l i ke t o t r y.
     O Ti bbi e,  I  hae seen t he day,  &c.



     But  sor r ow t ak '  hi m t hat ' s  sae mean,
     Al t ho'  hi s pouch o'  coi n wer e c l ean,
     Wha f ol l ows ony saucy quean,
     That  l ooks sae pr oud and hi gh.
     O Ti bbi e,  I  hae seen t he day,  &c.

     Al t ho'  a l ad wer e e' er  sae smar t ,
     I f  t hat  he want  t he yel l ow di r t ,
     Ye' l l  cast  your  head ani t her  ai r t ,
     And answer  hi m f u'  dr y.
     O Ti bbi e,  I  hae seen t he day,  &c.

     But ,  i f  he hae t he name o'  gear ,
     Ye' l l  f ast en t o hi m l i ke a br i er ,
     Tho'  har dl y he,  f or  sense or  l ear ,
     Be bet t er  t han t he kye.
     O Ti bbi e,  I  hae seen t he day,  &c.

     But ,  Ti bbi e,  l ass,  t ak '  my advi ce:
     Your  daddi e' s gear  maks you sae ni ce;
     The dei l  a ane wad spei r  your  pr i ce,
     Wer e ye as poor  as I .
     O Ti bbi e,  I  hae seen t he day,  &c.

     Ther e l i ves a l ass besi de yon par k,
     I ' d r at her  hae her  i n her  sar k,
     Than you wi '  a'  your  t housand mar k;
     That  gar s you l ook sae hi gh.
     O Ti bbi e,  I  hae seen t he day,  &c.

p­¬¥f=a°£~«D¢=f=i~·
     I  dr eam' d I  l ay wher e f l ower s wer e spr i ngi ng
     Gai l y  i n t he sunny beam;
     Li st ' ni ng t o t he wi l d bi r ds s i ngi ng,
     By a f al l i ng cr yst al  st r eam:
     St r ai ght  t he sky gr ew bl ack and dar i ng;
     Thr o'  t he woods t he whi r l wi nds r ave;
     Tr ess wi t h aged ar ms wer e war r i ng,
     O' er  t he swel l i ng dr uml i e wave.

     Such was my l i f e' s  decei t f ul  mor ni ng,
     Such t he pl easur es I  enj oyed:
     But  l ang or  noon,  l oud t empest s st or mi ng
     A'  my f l ower y bl i ss dest r oy ' d.
     Tho'  f i ck l e f or t une has decei v ' d me—

She pr omi s ' d f ai r ,  and per f or m' d but  i l l ,
     Of  mony a j oy and hope ber eav' d me—

I  bear  a hear t  shal l  suppor t  me st i l l .
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     Tune—" Go f r om my wi ndow,  Love,  do. "

     The sun he i s sunk i n t he west ,
     Al l  cr eat ur es r et i r ed t o r est ,
     Whi l e her e I  s i t ,  al l  sor e beset ,
     Wi t h sor r ow,  gr i ef ,  and woe:
     And i t ' s  O,  f i ck l e For t une,  O!

     The pr osper ous man i s asl eep,
     Nor  hear s how t he whi r l wi nds sweep;
     But  Mi ser y and I  must  wat ch
     The sur l y t empest  bl ow:
     And i t ' s  O,  f i ck l e For t une,  O!

     Ther e l i es t he dear  par t ner  of  my br east ;
     Her  car es f or  a moment  at  r est :
     Must  I  see t hee,  my yout hf ul  pr i de,
     Thus br ought  so ver y l ow!
     And i t ' s  O,  f i ck l e For t une,  O!

     Ther e l i e my sweet  babi es i n her  ar ms;
     No anxi ous f ear  t hei r  l i t t l e hear t s al ar ms;
     But  f or  t hei r  sake my hear t  does ache,
     Wi t h many a bi t t er  t hr oe:
     And i t ' s  O,  f i ck l e For t une,  O!

     I  once was by For t une car est :
     I  once coul d r el i eve t he di st r est :
     Now l i f e' s  poor  suppor t ,  har dl y ear n' d
     My f at e wi l l  scar ce best ow:
     And i t ' s  O,  f i ck l e For t une,  O!

     No comf or t ,  no comf or t  I  have!
     How wel come t o me wer e t he gr ave!
     But  t hen my wi f e and chi l dr en dear —

O,  wi t her  woul d t hey go!
     And i t ' s  O,  f i ck l e For t une,  O!

     O whi t her ,  O whi t her  shal l  I  t ur n!
     Al l  f r i endl ess,  f or saken,  f or l or n!
     For ,  i n t hi s wor l d,  Rest  or  Peace
     I  never  mor e shal l  know!
     And i t ' s  O,  f i ck l e For t une,  O!

q°~¥§¡=c°~¥«£¬²
     Al l  devi l  as I  am—a damned wr et ch,
     A har dened,  st ubbor n,  unr epent i ng v i l l ai n,
     St i l l  my hear t  mel t s at  human wr et chedness;
     And wi t h s i ncer e but  unavai l i ng s i ghs
     I  v i ew t he hel pl ess chi l dr en of  di st r ess:
     Wi t h t ear s i ndi gnant  I  behol d t he oppr essor
     Rej oi c i ng i n t he honest  man' s dest r uct i on,
     Whose unsubmi t t i ng hear t  was al l  hi s cr i me. —



Ev' n you,  ye hapl ess cr ew!  I  pi t y  you;
     Ye,  whom t he seemi ng good t hi nk s i n t o pi t y;
     Ye poor ,  despi sed,  abandoned vagabonds,
     Whom Vi ce,  as usual ,  has t ur n' d o' er  t o r ui n.
     Oh!  but  f or  f r i ends and i nt er posi ng Heaven,
     I  had been dr i ven f or t h l i ke you f or l or n,
     The most  det est ed,  wor t hl ess wr et ch among you!
     O i nj ur ed God!  Thy goodness has endow' d me
     Wi t h t al ent s passi ng most  of  my compeer s,
     Whi ch I  i n j ust  pr opor t i on have abused—

As f ar  sur passi ng ot her  common vi l l ai ns
     As Thou i n nat ur al  par t s has gi ven me mor e.

q~° ­ª²­¬=i~±±£±I=q¦£
     I f  ye gae up t o yon hi l l - t ap,
     Ye' l l  t her e see boni e Peggy;
     She kens her  f at her  i s  a l ai r d,
     And she f or soot h' s a l eddy.

     Ther e Sophy t i ght ,  a l assi e br i ght ,
     Besi des a handsome f or t une:
     Wha canna wi n her  i n a ni ght ,
     Has l i t t l e ar t  i n cour t i n' .

     Gae down by Fai l e,  and t ast e t he al e,
     And t ak a l ook o'  Mysi e;
     She' s dour  and di n,  a dei l  wi t hi n,
     But  ai bl i ns she may pl ease ye.

     I f  she be shy,  her  s i st er  t r y,
     Ye' l l  maybe f ancy Jenny;
     I f  ye' l l  di spense wi '  want  o'  sense—

She kens her sel  she' s boni e.

     As ye gae up by yon hi l l s i de,
     Spei r  i n f or  boni e Bessy;
     She' l l  gi e ye a beck,  and bi d ye l i ght ,
     And handsomel y addr ess ye.

     Ther e' s f ew sae boni e,  nane sae gui d,
     I n a'  Ki ng Geor ge'  domi ni on;
     I f  ye shoul d doubt  t he t r ut h o'  t hi s —

I t ' s  Bessy' s ai n opi ni on!

     Ah,  Woe I s Me,  My Mot her  Dear

     Par aphr ase of  Jer emi ah,  15t h Chap. ,  10t h ver se.

     Ah,  woe i s me,  my mot her  dear !
     A man of  st r i f e ye' ve bor n me:
     For  sai r  cont ent i on I  maun bear ;
     They hat e,  r evi l e,  and scor n me.

     I  ne' er  coul d l end on bi l l  or  band,
     That  f i ve per  cent .  mi ght  bl est  me;
     And bor r owi ng,  on t he t i t her  hand,



     The dei l  a ane wad t r ust  me.

     Yet  I ,  a coi n- deni ed wi ght ,
     By For t une qui t e di scar ded;
     Ye see how I  am,  day and ni ght ,
     By l ad and l ass bl ackguar ded!

j­¬²¥­«£°§£D±=m£¥¥·
     Tune—" Gal l a Wat er . "

     Al t ho'  my bed wer e i n yon mui r ,
     Amang t he heat her ,  i n my pl ai di e;
     Yet  happy,  happy woul d I  be,
     Had I  my dear  Mont gomer i e' s Peggy.

     When o' er  t he hi l l  beat  sur l y st or ms,
     And wi nt er  ni ght s wer e dar k and r ai ny;
     I ' d seek some del l ,  and i n my ar ms
     I ' d shel t er  dear  Mont gomer i e' s Peggy.

     Wer e I  a bar on pr oud and hi gh,
     And hor se and ser vant s wai t i ng r eady;
     Then a'  ' t wad gi e o'  j oy t o me, —

The shar i n' t  wi t h Mont gomer i e' s Peggy.

mª­³¥¦«~¬D±=i§¤£I=q¦£
     As I  was a- wand' r i ng ae mor ni ng i n spr i ng,
     I  hear d a young pl oughman sae sweet l y t o s i ng;
     And as he was s i ngi n' ,  t hi r  wor ds he di d say, —

Ther e' s nae l i f e l i ke t he pl oughman' s i n t he mont h o'  sweet  May.

     The l av ' r ock i n t he mor ni ng she' l l  r i se f r ae her  nest ,
     And mount  i '  t he ai r  wi '  t he dew on her  br east ,
     And wi '  t he mer r y pl oughman she' l l  whi st l e and s i ng,
     And at  ni ght  she' l l  r et ur n t o her  nest  back agai n.

NTUM
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     I n Tar bol t on,  ye ken,  t her e ar e pr oper  young men,
     And pr oper  young l asses and a' ,  man;
     But  ken ye t he Ronal ds t hat  l i ve i n t he Bennal s,
     They car r y t he gr ee f r ae t hem a' ,  man.

     Thei r  f at her ' s  l ai r d,  and weel  he can spar e' t ,
     Br ai d money t o t ocher  t hem a' ,  man;
     To pr oper  young men,  he' l l  c l i nk i n t he hand
     Gowd gui neas a hunder  or  t wa,  man.

     Ther e' s ane t hey ca'  Jean,  I ' l l  war r ant  ye' ve seen
     As boni e a l ass or  as br aw,  man;
     But  f or  sense and gui d t ast e she' l l  v i e wi '  t he best ,
     And a conduct  t hat  beaut i f i es a' ,  man.

     The char ms o'  t he mi n' ,  t he l anger  t hey shi ne,
     The mai r  admi r at i on t hey dr aw,  man;
     Whi l e peaches and cher r i es,  and r oses and l i l i es,
     They f ade and t hey wi t her  awa,  man,

     I f  ye be f or  Mi ss Jean,  t ak t hi s f r ae a f r i en' ,
     A hi nt  o'  a r i val  or  t wa,  man;
     The Lai r d o'  Bl ackbyr e wad gang t hr ough t he f i r e,
     I f  t hat  wad ent i ce her  awa,  man.

     The Lai r d o'  Br aehead has been on hi s speed,
     For  mai r  t han a t owmond or  t wa,  man;
     The Lai r d o'  t he For d wi l l  s t r aught  on a boar d,
     I f  he canna get  her  at  a' ,  man.

     Then Anna comes i n,  t he pr i de o'  her  k i n,
     The boast  of  our  bachel or s a' ,  man:
     Sae sonsy and sweet ,  sae f ul l y  compl et e,
     She st eal s our  af f ect i ons awa,  man.

     I f  I  shoul d det ai l  t he pi ck and t he wal e
     O'  l asses t hat  l i ve her e awa,  man,
     The f au' t  wad be mi ne i f  t hey di dna shi ne
     The sweet est  and best  o'  t hem a' ,  man.

     I  l o' e her  mysel ,  but  dar ena weel  t el l ,
     My pover t y keeps me i n awe,  man;
     For  maki ng o'  r hymes,  and wor ki ng at  t i mes,
     Does l i t t l e or  naet hi ng at  a' ,  man.

     Yet  I  wadna choose t o l et  her  r ef use,
     Nor  hae' t  i n her  power  t o say na,  man:
     For  t hough I  be poor ,  unnot i ced,  obscur e,
     My st omach' s as pr oud as t hem a' ,  man.

     Though I  canna r i de i n weel - boot ed pr i de,
     And f l ee o' er  t he hi l l s  l i ke a cr aw,  man,
     I  can haud up my head wi '  t he best  o'  t he br eed,
     Though f l ut t er i ng ever  so br aw,  man.

     My coat  and my vest ,  t hey ar e Scot ch o'  t he best ,
     O' pai r s o'  gui d br eeks I  hae t wa,  man;
     And st ocki ngs and pumps t o put  on my st umps,



     And ne' er  a wr ang st eek i n t hem a' ,  man.

     My sar ks t hey ar e f ew,  but  f i ve o'  t hem new,
     Twal '  hundr ed,  as whi t e as t he snaw,  man,
     A t en- shi l l i ngs hat ,  a Hol l and cr avat ;
     Ther e ar e no mony poet s sae br aw,  man.

     I  never  had f r i en' s weel  st ocki t  i n means,
     To l eave me a hundr ed or  t wa,  man;
     Nae weel - t ocher ' d aunt s,  t o wai t  on t hei r  dr ant s,
     And wi sh t hem i n hel l  f or  i t  a' ,  man.

     I  never  was canni e f or  hoar di ng o'  money,
     Or  c l aught i n' t  t oget her  at  a' ,  man;
     I ' ve l i t t l e t o spend,  and naet hi ng t o l end,
     But  deevi l  a shi l l i ng I  awe,  man.

Song—Here's To Thy Health
     Tune—" Laggan Bur n. "

     Her e' s t o t hy heal t h,  my boni e l ass,
     Gude ni cht  and j oy be wi '  t hee;
     I ' l l  come nae mai r  t o t hy bower - door ,
     To t el l  t hee t hat  I  l o' e t hee.
     O di nna t hi nk,  my pr et t y pi nk,
     But  I  can l i ve wi t hout  t hee:
     I  vow and swear  I  di nna car e,
     How l ang ye l ook about  ye.

     Thou' r t  aye sae f r ee i nf or mi ng me,
     Thou hast  nae mi nd t o mar r y;
     I ' l l  be as f r ee i nf or mi ng t hee,
     Nae t i me hae I  t o t ar r y:
     I  ken t hy f r i en' s t r y i l ka means
     Fr ae wedl ock t o del ay t hee;
     Dependi ng on some hi gher  chance,
     But  f or t une may bet r ay t hee.

     I  ken t hey scor n my l ow est at e,
     But  t hat  does never  gr i eve me;
     For  I ' m as f r ee as any he;
     Sma'  s i l l er  wi l l  r el i eve me.
     I ' l l  count  my heal t h my gr eat est  weal t h,
     Sae l ang as I ' l l  enj oy i t ;
     I ' l l  f ear  nae scant ,  I ' l l  bode nae want ,
     As l ang' s I  get  empl oyment .

     But  f ar  of f  f owl s hae f eat her s f ai r ,
     And,  aye unt i l  ye t r y t hem,
     Tho'  t hey seem f ai r ,  s t i l l  have a car e;
     They may pr ove waur  t han I  am.
     But  at  t wal '  at  ni ght ,  when t he moon shi nes br i ght ,
     My dear ,  I ' l l  come and see t hee;
     For  t he man t hat  l oves hi s mi st r ess weel ,
     Nae t r avel  makes hi m wear y.



Lass Of Cessnock Banks, The^1
     [ Foot not e 1:  The l ass i s  i dent i f i ed as El l i son Begbi e,  a ser vant
      wench,  daught er  of  a  " Far mer  Lang" . ]

     A Song of  Si mi l es

     Tune—" I f  he be a But cher  neat  and t r i m. "

     On Cessnock banks a l assi e dwel l s;
     Coul d I  descr i be her  shape and mei n;
     Our  l asses a'  she f ar  excel s,
     An'  she has t wa spar kl i ng r ogui sh een.

     She' s sweet er  t han t he mor ni ng dawn,
     When r i s i ng Phoebus f i r st  i s  seen,
     And dew- dr ops t wi nkl e o' er  t he l awn;
     An'  she has t wa spar kl i ng r ogui sh een.

     She' s st at el y l i ke yon yout hf ul  ash,
     That  gr ows t he cowsl i p br aes bet ween,
     And dr i nks t he st r eam wi t h v i gour  f r esh;
     An'  she has t wa spar kl i ng r ogui sh een.

     She' s spot l ess l i ke t he f l ow' r i ng t hor n,
     Wi t h f l ow' r s so whi t e and l eaves so gr een,
     When pur est  i n t he dewy mor n;
     An'  she has t wa spar kl i ng r ogui sh een.

     Her  l ooks ar e l i ke t he ver nal  May,
     When ev' ni ng Phoebus shi nes ser ene,
     Whi l e bi r ds r ej oi ce on ever y spr ay;
     An'  she has t wa spar kl i ng r ogui sh een.

     Her  hai r  i s  l i ke t he cur l i ng mi st ,
     That  c l i mbs t he mount ai n- s i des at  e' en,
     When f l ow' r - r evi v i ng r ai ns ar e past ;
     An'  she has t wa spar kl i ng r ogui sh een.

     Her  f or ehead' s l i ke t he show' r y bow,
     When gl eami ng sunbeams i nt er vene
     And gi l d t he di st ant  mount ai n' s br ow;
     An'  she has t wa spar kl i ng r ogui sh een.

     Her  cheeks ar e l i ke yon cr i mson gem,
     The pr i de of  al l  t he f l ower y scene,
     Just  openi ng on i t s  t hor ny st em;
     An'  she has t wa spar kl i ng r ogui sh een.

     Her  bosom' s l i ke t he ni ght l y snow,
     When pal e t he mor ni ng r i ses keen,
     Whi l e hi d t he mur m' r i ng st r eaml et s f l ow;
     An'  she has t wa spar kl i ng r ogui sh een.

     Her  l i ps ar e l i ke yon cher r i es r i pe,
     That  sunny wal l s f r om Bor eas scr een;
     They t empt  t he t ast e and char m t he s i ght ;



     An'  she has t wa spar kl i ng r ogui sh een.

     Her  t eet h ar e l i ke a f l ock of  sheep,
     Wi t h f l eeces newl y washen c l ean,
     That  s l owl y mount  t he r i s i ng st eep;
     An'  she has t wa spar kl i ng r ogui sh een.

     Her  br eat h i s  l i ke t he f r agr ant  br eeze,
     That  gent l y st i r s t he bl ossom' d bean,
     When Phoebus s i nks behi nd t he seas;
     An'  she has t wa spar kl i ng r ogui sh een.

     Her  voi ce i s  l i ke t he ev ' ni ng t hr ush,
     That  s i ngs on Cessnock banks unseen,
     Whi l e hi s mat e s i t s  nest l i ng i n t he bush;
     An'  she has t wa spar kl i ng r ogui sh een.

     But  i t ' s  not  her  ai r ,  her  f or m,  her  f ace,
     Tho'  mat chi ng beaut y ' s f abl ed queen;
     ' Ti s t he mi nd t hat  shi nes i n ev ' r y gr ace,
     An'  chi ef l y  i n her  r ogui sh een.

Song—Bonie Peggy Alison
     Tune—" The Br aes o'  Bal quhi dder . "

     Chor . —And I ' l l  k i ss t hee yet ,  yet ,
     And I ' l l  k i ss t hee o' er  agai n:
     And I ' l l  k i ss t hee yet ,  yet ,
     My boni e Peggy Al i son.

     I l k  car e and f ear ,  when t hou ar t  near
     I  ever mai r  def y t hem,  O!
     Young k i ngs upon t hei r  hansel  t hr one
     Ar e no sae bl est  as I  am,  O!
     And I ' l l  k i ss t hee yet ,  yet ,  &c.

     When i n my ar ms,  wi '  a'  t hy char ms,
     I  c l asp my count l ess t r easur e,  O!
     I  seek nae mai r  o'  Heaven t o shar e
     Than s i c a moment ' s pl easur e,  O!
     And I ' l l  k i ss t hee yet ,  yet ,  &c.

     And by t hy een sae boni e bl ue,
     I  swear  I ' m t hi ne f or  ever ,  O!
     And on t hy l i ps I  seal  my vow,
     And br eak i t  shal l  I  never ,  O!
     And I ' l l  k i ss t hee yet ,  yet ,  &c.

Song—Mary Morison



     Tune—" Bi de ye yet . "

     O Mar y,  at  t hy wi ndow be,
     I t  i s  t he wi sh' d,  t he t r yst ed hour !
     Those smi l es and gl ances l et  me see,
     That  make t he mi ser ' s  t r easur e poor :
     How bl yt hel y was I  bi de t he st our ,
     A wear y s l ave f r ae sun t o sun,
     Coul d I  t he r i ch r ewar d secur e,
     The l ovel y Mar y Mor i son.

     Yest r een,  when t o t he t r embl i ng st r i ng
     The dance gaed t hr o'  t he l i ght ed ha' ,
     To t hee my f ancy t ook i t s  wi ng,
     I  sat ,  but  nei t her  hear d nor  saw:
     Tho'  t hi s was f ai r ,  and t hat  was br aw,
     And yon t he t oast  of  a'  t he t own,
     I  s i gh' d,  and sai d among t hem a' ,
     " Ye ar e na Mar y Mor i son. "

     Oh,  Mar y,  canst  t hou wr eck hi s peace,
     Wha f or  t hy sake wad gl adl y di e?
     Or  canst  t hou br eak t hat  hear t  of  hi s,
     Whase onl y f aut  i s  l ovi ng t hee?
     I f  l ove f or  l ove t hou wi l t  na gi e,
     At  l east  be pi t y t o me shown;
     A t hought  ungent l e canna be
     The t hought  o'  Mar y Mor i son.

1781

Winter: A Dirge
     The wi nt r y west  ext ends hi s bl ast ,
     And hai l  and r ai n does bl aw;
     Or  t he st or my nor t h sends dr i v i ng f or t h
     The bl i ndi ng s l eet  and snaw:
     Whi l e,  t umbl i ng br own,  t he bur n comes down,
     And r oar s f r ae bank t o br ae;
     And bi r d and beast  i n cover t  r est ,
     And pass t he hear t l ess day.

     " The sweepi ng bl ast ,  t he sky o' er cast , "
     The j oyl ess wi nt er  day
     Let  ot her s f ear ,  t o me mor e dear
     Than al l  t he pr i de of  May:
     The t empest ' s  howl ,  i t  soot hes my soul ,
     My gr i ef s i t  seems t o j oi n;
     The l eaf l ess t r ees my f ancy pl ease,
     Thei r  f at e r esembl es mi ne!



     Thou Power  Supr eme,  whose mi ght y scheme
     These woes of  mi ne f ul f i l ,
     Her e f i r m I  r est ;  t hey must  be best ,
     Because t hey ar e Thy wi l l !
     Then al l  I  want —O do Thou gr ant
     Thi s one r equest  of  mi ne! —

Si nce t o enj oy Thou dost  deny,
     Assi st  me t o r esi gn.

Prayer, Under The Pressure Of Violent Anguish
     O Thou Gr eat  Bei ng!  what  Thou ar t ,
     Sur passes me t o know;
     Yet  sur e I  am,  t hat  known t o Thee
     Ar e al l  Thy wor ks bel ow.

     Thy cr eat ur e her e bef or e Thee st ands,
     Al l  wr et ched and di st r est ;
     Yet  sur e t hose i l l s  t hat  wr i ng my soul
     Obey Thy hi gh behest .

     Sur e,  Thou,  Al mi ght y,  canst  not  act
     Fr om cr uel t y or  wr at h!
     O,  f r ee my wear y eyes f r om t ear s,
     Or  c l ose t hem f ast  i n deat h!

     But ,  i f  I  must  af f l i c t ed be,
     To sui t  some wi se desi gn,
     Then man my soul  wi t h f i r m r esol ves,
     To bear  and not  r epi ne!

Paraphrase Of The First Psalm
     The man,  i n l i f e wher ever  pl ac ' d,
     Hat h happi ness i n st or e,
     Who wal ks not  i n t he wi cked' s way,
     Nor  l ear ns t hei r  gui l t y  l or e!

     Nor  f r om t he seat  of  scor nf ul  pr i de
     Cast s f or t h hi s eyes abr oad,
     But  wi t h humi l i t y  and awe
     St i l l  wal ks bef or e hi s God.

     That  man shal l  f l our i sh l i ke t he t r ees,
     Whi ch by t he st r eaml et s gr ow;
     The f r ui t f ul  t op i s  spr ead on hi gh,
     And f i r m t he r oot  bel ow.

     But  he whose bl ossom buds i n gui l t



     Shal l  t o t he gr ound be cast ,
     And,  l i ke t he r oot l ess st ubbl e,  t ost
     Bef or e t he sweepi ng bl ast .

     For  why? t hat  God t he good ador e,
     Hat h gi v ' n t hem peace and r est ,
     But  hat h decr eed t hat  wi cked men
     Shal l  ne' er  be t r ul y bl est .

First Six Verses Of The Ninetieth Psalm Versified, The
     O Thou,  t he f i r s t ,  t he gr eat est  f r i end
     Of  al l  t he human r ace!
     Whose st r ong r i ght  hand has ever  been
     Thei r  st ay and dwel l i ng pl ace!

     Bef or e t he mount ai ns heav' d t hei r  heads
     Beneat h Thy f or mi ng hand,
     Bef or e t hi s ponder ous gl obe i t sel f
     Ar ose at  Thy command;

     That  Pow' r  whi ch r ai s ' d and st i l l  uphol ds
     Thi s uni ver sal  f r ame,
     Fr om count l ess,  unbegi nni ng t i me
     Was ever  st i l l  t he same.

     Those mi ght y per i ods of  year s
     Whi ch seem t o us so vast ,
     Appear  no mor e bef or e Thy s i ght
     Than yest er day t hat ' s  past .

     Thou gi v ' st  t he wor d:  Thy cr eat ur e,  man,
     I s  t o exi st ence br ought ;
     Agai n Thou say' st ,  " Ye sons of  men,
     Ret ur n ye i nt o nought ! "

     Thou l ayest  t hem,  wi t h al l  t hei r  car es,
     I n ever l ast i ng s l eep;
     As wi t h a f l ood Thou t ak ' st  t hem of f
     Wi t h over whel mi ng sweep.

     They f l our i sh l i ke t he mor ni ng f l ow' r ,
     I n beaut y ' s pr i de ar r ay ' d;
     But  l ong er e ni ght  cut  down i t  l i es
     Al l  wi t her ' d and decay' d.

Prayer, In The Prospect Of Death
     O Thou unknown,  Al mi ght y Cause
     Of  al l  my hope and f ear !



     I n whose dr ead pr esence,  er e an hour ,
     Per haps I  must  appear !

     I f  I  have wander ' d i n t hose pat hs
     Of  l i f e I  ought  t o shun,
     As somet hi ng,  l oudl y,  i n my br east ,
     Remonst r at es I  have done;

     Thou know' st  t hat  Thou hast  f or med me
     Wi t h passi ons wi l d and st r ong;
     And l i s t ' ni ng t o t hei r  wi t chi ng voi ce
     Has of t en l ed me wr ong.

     Wher e human weakness has come shor t ,
     Or  f r ai l t y  st ept  asi de,
     Do Thou,  Al l - Good—f or  such Thou ar t —

I n shades of  dar kness hi de.

     Wher e wi t h i nt ent i on I  have er r ' d,
     No ot her  pl ea I  have,
     But ,  Thou ar t  good;  and Goodness st i l l
     Del i ght et h t o f or gi ve.

Stanzas, On The Same Occasion
     Why am I  l ot h t o l eave t hi s ear t hl y scene?
     Have I  so f ound i t  f ul l  of  pl easi ng char ms?
     Some dr ops of  j oy wi t h dr aught s of  i l l  bet ween—

Some gl eams of  sunshi ne ' mi d r enewi ng st or ms,
     I s  i t  depar t i ng pangs my soul  al ar ms?
     Or  deat h' s unl ovel y,  dr ear y,  dar k abode?
     For  gui l t ,  f or  gui l t ,  my t er r or s ar e i n ar ms:
     I  t r embl e t o appr oach an angr y God,
     And j ust l y  smar t  beneat h Hi s s i n- avengi ng r od.

     Fai n woul d I  say,  " For gi ve my f oul  of f ence, "
     Fai n pr omi se never  mor e t o di sobey;
     But ,  shoul d my Aut hor  heal t h agai n di spense,
     Agai n I  mi ght  deser t  f ai r  v i r t ue' s way;
     Agai n i n f ol l y ' s  par t  mi ght  go ast r ay;
     Agai n exal t  t he br ut e and s i nk t he man;
     Then how shoul d I  f or  heavenl y mer cy pr ay
     Who act  so count er  heavenl y mer cy ' s pl an?
     Who si n so of t  have mour n' d,  yet  t o t empt at i on r an?

     O Thou,  gr eat  Gover nor  of  al l  bel ow!
     I f  I  may dar e a l i f t ed eye t o Thee,
     Thy nod can make t he t empest  cease t o bl ow,
     Or  st i l l  t he t umul t  of  t he r agi ng sea:
     Wi t h t hat  cont r ol l i ng pow' r  assi st  ev ' n me,
     Those headl ong f ur i ous passi ons t o conf i ne,
     For  al l  unf i t  I  f eel  my pow' r s t o be,
     To r ul e t hei r  t or r ent  i n t h'  al l owed l i ne;
     O,  ai d me wi t h Thy hel p,  Omni pot ence Di v i ne!
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Fickle Fortune: A Fragment
     Though f i ck l e For t une has decei ved me,
     She por mi s ' d f ai r  and per f or m' d but  i l l ;
     Of  mi st r ess,  f r i ends,  and weal t h ber eav' d me,
     Yet  I  bear  a hear t  shal l  suppor t  me st i l l .

     I ' l l  act  wi t h pr udence as f ar  ' s  I ' m abl e,
     But  i f  success I  must  never  f i nd,
     Then come mi sf or t une,  I  bi d t hee wel come,
     I ' l l  meet  t hee wi t h an undaunt ed mi nd.

Raging Fortune—Fragment Of Song
     O r agi ng For t une' s wi t her i ng bl ast
     Has l ai d my l eaf  f ul l  l ow,  O!
     O r agi ng For t une' s wi t her i ng bl ast
     Has l ai d my l eaf  f ul l  l ow,  O!

     My st em was f ai r ,  my bud was gr een,
     My bl ossom sweet  di d bl ow,  O!
     The dew f el l  f r esh,  t he sun r ose mi l d,
     And made my br anches gr ow,  O!

     But  l uckl ess For t une' s nor t her n st or ms
     Lai d a'  my bl ossoms l ow,  O!
     But  l uckl ess For t une' s nor t her n st or ms
     Lai d a'  my bl ossoms l ow,  O!

Impromptu—"I'll Go And Be A Sodger"
     O why t he deuce shoul d I  r epi ne,
     And be an i l l  f or eboder ?
     I ' m t went y- t hr ee,  and f i ve f eet  ni ne,
     I ' l l  go and be a sodger !



     I  gat  some gear  wi '  mi ckl e car e,
     I  hel d i t  weel  t hegi t her ;
     But  now i t ' s  gane,  and somet hi ng mai r —

I ' l l  go and be a sodger !

Song—"No Churchman Am I"
     Tune—" Pr epar e,  my dear  Br et hr en,  t o t he t aver n l et ' s  f l y . "

     No chur chman am I  f or  t o r ai l  and t o wr i t e,
     No st at esman nor  sol di er  t o pl ot  or  t o f i ght ,
     No s l y man of  busi ness cont r i v i ng a snar e,
     For  a bi g- bel l y ' d bot t l e' s  t he whol e of  my car e.

     The peer  I  don' t  envy,  I  gi ve hi m hi s bow;
     I  scor n not  t he peasant ,  t hough ever  so l ow;
     But  a c l ub of  good f el l ows,  l i ke t hose t hat  ar e her e,
     And a bot t l e l i ke t hi s,  ar e my gl or y and car e.

     Her e passes t he squi r e on hi s br ot her —hi s hor se;
     Ther e cent um per  cent um,  t he c i t  wi t h hi s pur se;
     But  see you t he Cr own how i t  waves i n t he ai r ?
     Ther e a bi g- bel l y ' d bot t l e st i l l  eases my car e.

     The wi f e of  my bosom,  al as!  she di d di e;
     f or  sweet  consol at i on t o chur ch I  di d f l y ;
     I  f ound t hat  ol d Sol omon pr oved i t  f ai r ,
     That  a bi g- bel l y ' d bot t l e' s  a cur e f or  al l  car e.

     I  once was per suaded a vent ur e t o make;
     A l et t er  i nf or m' d me t hat  al l  was t o wr eck;
     But  t he pur sy ol d l andl or d j ust  waddl ' d upst ai r s,
     Wi t h a gl or i ous bot t l e t hat  ended my car es.

     " Li f e' s car es t hey ar e comf or t s" —a maxi m l ai d down
     By t he Bar d,  what  d' ye cal l  hi m,  t hat  wor e t he bl ack gown;
     And f ai t h I  agr ee wi t h t h'  ol d pr i g t o a hai r ,
     For  a bi g- bel l y ' d bot t l e' s  a heav' n of  a car e.

A Stanza Added In A Mason Lodge
     Then f i l l  up a bumper  and make i t  o' er f l ow,
     And honour s masoni c pr epar e f or  t o t hr ow;
     May ev ' r y t r ue Br ot her  of  t he Compass and Squar e
     Have a bi g- bel l y ' d bot t l e when har ass' d wi t h car e.



My Father Was A Farmer
     Tune—" The weaver  and hi s shut t l e,  O. "

     My f at her  was a f ar mer  upon t he Car r i ck bor der ,  O,
     And car ef ul l y  he br ed me i n decency and or der ,  O;
     He bade me act  a manl y par t ,  t hough I  had ne' er  a f ar t hi ng,  O;
     For  wi t hout  an honest  manl y hear t ,  no man was wor t h r egar di ng,  O.

     Then out  i nt o t he wor l d my cour se I  di d det er mi ne,  O;
     Tho'  t o be r i ch was not  my wi sh,  yet  t o be gr eat  was char mi ng,  O;
     My t al ent s t hey wer e not  t he wor st ,  nor  yet  my educat i on,  O:
     Resol v ' d was I  at  l east  t o t r y t o mend my si t uat i on,  O.

     I n many a way,  and vai n essay,  I  cour t ed For t une' s f avour ,  O;
     Some cause unseen st i l l  s t ept  bet ween,  t o f r ust r at e each endeavour ,  O;
     Somet i mes by f oes I  was o' er power ' d,  somet i mes by f r i ends f or saken,  O;
     And when my hope was at  t he t op,  I  s t i l l  was wor st  mi st aken,  O.

     Then sor e har ass' d and t i r ' d at  l ast ,  wi t h For t une' s vai n del usi on,  O,
     I  dr opt  my schemes,  l i ke i dl e dr eams,  and came t o t hi s concl usi on,  O;
     The past  was bad,  and t he f ut ur e hi d,  i t s  good or  i l l  unt r i ed,  O;
     But  t he pr esent  hour  was i n my pow' r ,  and so I  woul d enj oy i t ,  O.

     No hel p,  nor  hope,  nor  v i ew had I ,  nor  per son t o bef r i end me,  O;
     So I  must  t oi l ,  and sweat ,  and moi l ,  and l abour  t o sust ai n me,  O;
     To pl ough and sow,  t o r eap and mow,  my f at her  br ed me ear l y,  O;
     For  one,  he sai d,  t o l abour  br ed,  was a mat ch f or  For t une f ai r l y ,  O.

     Thus al l  obscur e,  unknown,  and poor ,  t hr o'  l i f e I ' m doom' d t o wander ,  O,
     Ti l l  down my wear y bones I  l ay i n ever l ast i ng s l umber ,  O:
     No v i ew nor  car e,  but  shun what e' er  mi ght  br eed me pai n or  sor r ow,  O;

I  l i ve t o- day as wel l ' s  I  may,  r egar dl ess of  t o- mor r ow,  O.

     But  cheer f ul  st i l l ,  I  am as wel l  as a monar ch i n hi s pal ace,  O,
     Tho'  For t une' s f r own st i l l  hunt s me down,  wi t h al l  her  wont ed mal i ce,  O:
     I  make i ndeed my dai l y  br ead,  but  ne' er  can make i t  f ar t her ,  O:
     But  as dai l y  br ead i s al l  I  need,  I  do not  much r egar d her ,  O.

     When somet i mes by my l abour ,  I  ear n a l i t t l e money,  O,
     Some unf or eseen mi sf or t une comes gen' r al l y  upon me,  O;
     Mi schance,  mi st ake,  or  by negl ect ,  or  my goodnat ur ' d f ol l y ,  O:
     But  come what  wi l l ,  I ' ve swor n i t  s t i l l ,  I ' l l  ne' er  be mel anchol y,  O.

     Al l  you who f ol l ow weal t h and power  wi t h unr emi t t i ng ar dour ,  O,
     The mor e i n t hi s you l ook f or  bl i ss,  you l eave your  v i ew t he f ar t her ,  O:
     Had you t he weal t h Pot osi  boast s,  or  nat i ons t o ador e you,  O,
     A cheer f ul  honest - hear t ed c l own I  wi l l  pr ef er  bef or e you,  O.

John Barleycorn: A Ballad
     Ther e was t hr ee k i ngs i nt o t he east ,



     Thr ee k i ngs bot h gr eat  and hi gh,
     And t hey hae swor n a sol emn oat h
     John Bar l eycor n shoul d di e.

     They t ook a pl ough and pl ough' d hi m down,
     Put  c l ods upon hi s head,
     And t hey hae swor n a sol emn oat h
     John Bar l eycor n was dead.

     But  t he cheer f ul  Spr i ng came ki ndl y on,
     And show' r s began t o f al l ;
     John Bar l eycor n got  up agai n,
     And sor e sur pr i s ' d t hem al l .

     The sul t r y suns of  Summer  came,
     And he gr ew t hi ck and st r ong;
     Hi s head weel  ar m' d wi '  poi nt ed spear s,
     That  no one shoul d hi m wr ong.

     The sober  Aut umn ent er ' d mi l d,
     When he gr ew wan and pal e;
     Hi s bendi ng j oi nt s and dr oopi ng head
     Show' d he began t o f ai l .

     Hi s col our  s i cken' d mor e and mor e,
     He f aded i nt o age;
     And t hen hi s enemi es began
     To show t hei r  deadl y r age.

     They' ve t aen a weapon,  l ong and shar p,
     And cut  hi m by t he knee;
     Then t i ed hi m f ast  upon a car t ,
     Li ke a r ogue f or  f or ger i e.

     They l ai d hi m down upon hi s back,
     And cudgel l ' d hi m f ul l  sor e;
     They hung hi m up bef or e t he st or m,
     And t ur ned hi m o' er  and o' er .

     They f i l l ed up a dar ksome pi t
     Wi t h wat er  t o t he br i m;
     They heaved i n John Bar l eycor n,
     Ther e l et  hi m si nk or  swi m.

     They l ai d hi m out  upon t he f l oor ,
     To wor k hi m f ar t her  woe;
     And st i l l ,  as s i gns of  l i f e appear ' d,
     They t oss ' d hi m t o and f r o.

     They wast ed,  o' er  a scor chi ng f l ame,
     The mar r ow of  hi s bones;
     But  a mi l l er  us ' d hi m wor st  of  al l ,
     For  he cr ush' d hi m bet ween t wo st ones.

     And t hey hae t aen hi s ver y hear t ' s  bl ood,
     And dr ank i t  r ound and r ound;
     And st i l l  t he mor e and mor e t hey dr ank,
     Thei r  j oy di d mor e abound.

     John Bar l eycor n was a her o bol d,
     Of  nobl e ent er pr i se;
     For  i f  you do but  t ast e hi s bl ood,
     ' Twi l l  make your  cour age r i se.



     ' Twi l l  make a man f or get  hi s woe;
     ' Twi l l  hei ght en al l  hi s j oy;
     ' Twi l l  make t he wi dow' s hear t  t o s i ng,
     Tho'  t he t ear  wer e i n her  eye.

     Then l et  us t oast  John Bar l eycor n,
     Each man a gl ass i n hand;
     And may hi s gr eat  post er i t y
     Ne' er  f ai l  i n ol d Scot l and!
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Death And Dying Words Of Poor Mailie, The Author's
Only Pet Yowe., The
An Unco Mournfu' Tale

     As Mai l i e,  an'  her  l ambs t hegi t her ,
     Was ae day ni bbl i ng on t he t et her ,
     Upon her  c l oot  she coost  a hi t ch,
     An'  owr e she war sl ' d i n t he di t ch:
     Ther e,  gr oani ng,  dyi ng,  she di d l i e,
     When Hughoc he cam doyt i n by.

     Wi '  gl owr i n een,  and l i f t ed han' s
     Poor  Hughoc l i ke a st at ue st an' s;
     He saw her  days wer e near - hand ended,
     But ,  wae' s my hear t !  he coul d na mend i t !
     He gaped wi de,  but  naet hi ng spak,
     At  l angt h poor  Mai l i e s i l ence br ak.

     " O t hou,  whase l ament abl e f ace
     Appear s t o mour n my woef u'  case!
     My dyi ng wor ds at t ent i ve hear ,
     An'  bear  t hem t o my Mast er  dear .

     " Tel l  hi m,  i f  e' er  agai n he keep
     As muckl e gear  as buy a sheep—

O,  bi d hi m never  t i e t hem mai r ,
     Wi '  wi cked st r i ngs o'  hemp or  hai r !
     But  ca'  t hem out  t o par k or  hi l l ,
     An'  l et  t hem wander  at  t hei r  wi l l :
     So may hi s f l ock i ncr ease,  an'  gr ow
     To scor es o'  l ambs,  an'  packs o'  woo' !

     " Tel l  hi m,  he was a Mast er  k i n' ,
     An'  aye was gui d t o me an'  mi ne;
     An'  now my dyi ng char ge I  gi e hi m,
     My hel pl ess l ambs,  I  t r ust  t hem wi '  hi m.



     " O,  bi d hi m save t hei r  har ml ess l i ves,
     Fr ae dogs,  an'  t ods,  an'  but cher ' s kni ves!
     But  gi e t hem gui d cow- mi l k t hei r  f i l l ,
     Ti l l  t hey be f i t  t o f end t hemsel ' ;
     An'  t ent  t hem dul y,  e' en an'  mor n,
     Wi '  t aet s o'  hay an'  r i pps o'  cor n.

     " An'  may t hey never  l ear n t he gaet s,
     Of  i t her  v i l e,  wanr est f u'  pet s—

To sl i nk t hr o'  s l aps,  an'  r eave an'  st eal
     At  st acks o'  pease,  or  st ocks o'  kai l !
     So may t hey,  l i ke t hei r  gr eat  f or bear s,
     For  mony a year  come t hr o t he shear s:
     So wi ves wi l l  gi e t hem bi t s o'  br ead,
     An'  bai r ns gr eet  f or  t hem when t hey' r e dead.

     " My poor  t oop- l amb,  my son an'  hei r ,
     O,  bi d hi m br eed hi m up wi '  car e!
     An'  i f  he l i ve t o be a beast ,
     To pi t  some havi ns i n hi s br east !

     " An'  war n hi m—what  I  wi nna name—
To st ay cont ent  wi '  yowes at  hame;

     An'  no t o r i n an'  wear  hi s c l oot s,
     Li ke i t her  mensel ess,  gr acel ess br ut es.

     " An'  nei st ,  my yowi e,  s i l l y  t hi ng,
     Gude keep t hee f r ae a t et her  st r i ng!
     O,  may t hou ne' er  f or gat her  up,
     Wi '  ony bl ast i t ,  moor l and t oop;
     But  aye keep mi nd t o moop an'  mel l ,
     Wi '  sheep o'  cr edi t  l i ke t hysel ' !

     " And now,  my bai r ns,  wi '  my l ast  br eat h,
     I  l ea' e my bl essi n wi '  you bai t h:
     An'  when you t hi nk upo'  your  mi t her ,
     Mi nd t o be k i nd t o ane ani t her .

     " Now,  honest  Hughoc,  di nna f ai l ,
     To t el l  my mast er  a'  my t al e;
     An'  bi d hi m bur n t hi s cur sed t et her ,
     An'  f or  t hy pai ns t hou' se get  my bl at her . "

     Thi s sai d,  poor  Mai l i e t ur n' d her  head,
     And c l os ' d her  een amang t he dead!

Poor Mailie's Elegy
     Lament  i n r hyme,  l ament  i n pr ose,
     Wi '  saut  t ear s t r i ck l i ng down your  nose;
     Our  bar di e' s f at e i s  at  a c l ose,
     Past  a'  r emead!
     The l ast ,  sad cape- st ane o'  hi s woes;
     Poor  Mai l i e' s  dead!

     I t ' s  no t he l oss o'  war l ' s  gear ,



     That  coul d sae bi t t er  dr aw t he t ear ,
     Or  mak our  bar di e,  dowi e,  wear
     The mour ni ng weed:
     He' s l ost  a f r i end an'  neebor  dear
     I n Mai l i e dead.

     Thr o'  a'  t he t own she t r ot t ed by hi m;
     A l ang hal f - mi l e she coul d descr y hi m;
     Wi '  k i ndl y bl eat ,  when she di d spy hi m,
     She r an wi '  speed:
     A f r i end mai r  f ai t hf u'  ne' er  cam ni gh hi m,
     Than Mai l i e dead.

     I  wat  she was a sheep o'  sense,
     An'  coul d behave her sel '  wi '  mense:
     I ' l l  say ' t ,  she never  br ak a f ence,
     Thr o'  t hi evi sh gr eed.
     Our  bar di e,  l anel y,  keeps t he spence
     Si n'  Mai l i e' s  dead.

     Or ,  i f  he wander s up t he howe,
     Her  l i v i ng i mage i n her  yowe
     Comes bl eat i ng t i l l  hi m,  owr e t he knowe,
     For  bi t s o'  br ead;
     An'  down t he br i ny pear l s r owe
     For  Mai l i e dead.

     She was nae get  o'  moor l and t i ps,
     Wi '  t aut ed ket ,  an'  hai r y hi ps;
     For  her  f or bear s wer e br ought  i n shi ps,
     Fr ae ' yont  t he Tweed.
     A boni er  f l eesh ne' er  cr oss' d t he c l i ps
     Than Mai l i e' s  dead.

     Wae wor t h t he man wha f i r st  di d shape
     That  v i l e,  wanchanci e t hi ng—a r ai p!
     I t  maks gui d f el l ows gi r n an'  gape,
     Wi '  choki n dr ead;
     An'  Robi n' s bonnet  wave wi '  cr ape
     For  Mai l i e dead.

     O,  a'  ye bar ds on boni e Doon!
     An'  wha on Ayr  your  chant er s t une!
     Come,  j oi n t he mel anchol i ous cr oon
     O'  Robi n' s r eed!
     Hi s hear t  wi l l  never  get  aboon—

Hi s Mai l i e' s  dead!

Song—The Rigs O' Barley
     Tune—" Cor n Ri gs ar e boni e. "

     I t  was upon a Lammas ni ght ,
     When cor n r i gs ar e boni e,
     Beneat h t he moon' s uncl ouded l i ght ,
     I  hel d awa t o Anni e;
     The t i me f l ew by,  wi '  t ent l ess heed,



     Ti l l ,  ' t ween t he l at e and ear l y,
     Wi '  sma'  per suasi on she agr eed
     To see me t hr o'  t he bar l ey.

     Cor n r i gs,  an'  bar l ey r i gs,
     An'  cor n r i gs ar e boni e:
     I ' l l  ne' er  f or get  t hat  happy ni ght ,
     Amang t he r i gs wi '  Anni e.

     The sky was bl ue,  t he wi nd was st i l l ,
     The moon was shi ni ng c l ear l y;
     I  set  her  down,  wi '  r i ght  good wi l l ,
     Amang t he r i gs o'  bar l ey:
     I  ken' t  her  hear t  was a'  my ai n;
     I  l ov ' d her  most  s i ncer el y;

     I  k i ss ' d her  owr e and owr e agai n,
     Amang t he r i gs o'  bar l ey.
     Cor n r i gs,  an'  bar l ey r i gs,  &c.

     I  l ock ' d her  i n my f ond embr ace;
     Her  hear t  was beat i ng r ar el y:
     My bl essi ngs on t hat  happy pl ace,
     Amang t he r i gs o'  bar l ey!
     But  by t he moon and st ar s so br i ght ,
     That  shone t hat  hour  so c l ear l y!
     She aye shal l  bl ess t hat  happy ni ght
     Amang t he r i gs o'  bar l ey.
     Cor n r i gs,  an'  bar l ey r i gs,  &c.

     I  hae been bl yt he wi '  comr ades dear ;
     I  hae been mer r y dr i nki ng;
     I  hae been j oyf u'  gat h' r i n gear ;
     I  hae been happy t hi nki ng:
     But  a'  t he pl easur es e' er  I  saw,
     Tho'  t hr ee t i mes doubl ' d f ai r l y ,
     That  happy ni ght  was wor t h t hem a' ,
     Amang t he r i gs o'  bar l ey.
     Cor n r i gs,  an'  bar l ey r i gs,  &c.

Song Composed In August
     Tune—" I  had a hor se,  I  had nae mai r . "

     Now west l i n wi nds and s l aught ' r i ng guns
     Br i ng Aut umn' s pl easant  weat her ;
     The moor cock spr i ngs on whi r r i ng wi ngs
     Amang t he bl oomi ng heat her :
     Now wavi ng gr ai n,  wi de o' er  t he pl ai n,
     Del i ght s t he wear y f ar mer ;
     And t he moon shi nes br i ght ,  when I  r ove at  ni ght ,
     To muse upon my char mer .

     The par t r i dge l oves t he f r ui t f ul  f el l s ,
     The pl over  l oves t he mount ai ns;
     The woodcock haunt s t he l onel y del l s ,
     The soar i ng her n t he f ount ai ns:



     Thr o'  l of t y gr oves t he cushat  r oves,
     The pat h of  man t o shun i t ;
     The hazel  bush o' er hangs t he t hr ush,
     The spr eadi ng t hor n t he l i nnet .

     Thus ev ' r y k i nd t hei r  pl easur e f i nd,
     The savage and t he t ender ;
     Some soci al  j oi n,  and l eagues combi ne,
     Some sol i t ar y wander :
     Avaunt ,  away!  t he cr uel  sway,
     Tyr anni c man' s domi ni on;
     The spor t sman' s j oy,  t he mur d' r i ng cr y,
     The f l ut t ' r i ng,  gor y pi ni on!

     But ,  Peggy dear ,  t he ev ' ni ng' s c l ear ,
     Thi ck f l i es t he ski mmi ng swal l ow,
     The sky i s  bl ue,  t he f i el ds i n v i ew,
     Al l  f adi ng- gr een and yel l ow:
     Come l et  us st r ay our  gl adsome way,
     And v i ew t he char ms of  Nat ur e;
     The r ust l i ng cor n,  t he f r ui t ed t hor n,
     And ev' r y happy cr eat ur e.

     We' l l  gent l y wal k,  and sweet l y t al k,
     Ti l l  t he s i l ent  moon shi ne c l ear l y;
     I ' l l  gr asp t hy wai st ,  and,  f ondl y pr est ,
     Swear  how I  l ove t hee dear l y:
     Not  ver nal  show' r s t o buddi ng f l ow' r s,
     Not  Aut umn t o t he f ar mer ,
     So dear  can be as t hou t o me,
     My f ai r ,  my l ovel y char mer !

Song
     Tune—" My Nani e,  O. "

     Behi nd yon hi l l s  wher e Lugar  f l ows,
     ' Mang moor s an'  mosses many,  O,
     The wi nt r y sun t he day has c l os ' d,
     And I ' l l  awa t o Nani e,  O.

     The west l i n wi nd bl aws l oud an'  shi l l ;
     The ni ght ' s  bai t h mi r k and r ai ny,  O;
     But  I ' l l  get  my pl ai d an'  out  I ' l l  s t eal ,
     An'  owr e t he hi l l  t o Nani e,  O.

     My Nani e' s char mi ng,  sweet ,  an'  young;
     Nae ar t f u'  wi l es t o wi n ye,  O:
     May i l l  bef a'  t he f l at t er i ng t ongue
     That  wad begui l e my Nani e,  O.

     Her  f ace i s f ai r ,  her  hear t  i s  t r ue;
     As spot l ess as she' s boni e,  O:
     The op' ni ng gowan,  wat  wi '  dew,
     Nae pur er  i s  t han Nani e,  O.

     A count r y l ad i s  my degr ee,



     An'  f ew t her e be t hat  ken me,  O;
     But  what  car e I  how f ew t hey be,
     I ' m wel come aye t o Nani e,  O.

     My r i ches a' s my penny- f ee,
     An'  I  maun gui de i t  canni e,  O;
     But  war l ' s  gear  ne' er  t r oubl es me,
     My t hought s ar e a'  my Nani e,  O.

     Our  aul d gui dman del i ght s t o v i ew
     Hi s sheep an'  kye t hr i ve boni e,  O;
     But  I ' m as bl yt he t hat  hands hi s pl eugh,
     An'  has nae car e but  Nani e,  O.

     Come weel ,  come woe,  I  car e na by;
     I ' l l  t ak what  Heav' n wi l l  sen'  me,  O:
     Nae i t her  car e i n l i f e have I ,
     But  l i ve,  an'  l ove my Nani e,  O.

Song—Green Grow The Rashes
     A Fr agment

     Chor . —Gr een gr ow t he r ashes,  O;
     Gr een gr ow t he r ashes,  O;
     The sweet est  hour s t hat  e' er  I  spend,
     Ar e spent  amang t he l asses,  O.

     Ther e' s nought  but  car e on ev ' r y han' ,
     I n ev ' r y hour  t hat  passes,  O:
     What  s i gni f i es t he l i f e o'  man,
     An'  ' t wer e na f or  t he l asses,  O.
     Gr een gr ow,  &c.

     The war ' l y  r ace may r i ches chase,
     An'  r i ches st i l l  may f l y  t hem,  O;
     An'  t ho'  at  l ast  t hey cat ch t hem f ast ,
     Thei r  hear t s can ne' er  enj oy t hem,  O.
     Gr een gr ow,  &c.

     But  gi e me a canni e hour  at  e' en,
     My ar ms about  my dear i e,  O;
     An'  war ' l y  car es,  an'  war ' l y  men,
     May a'  gae t apsal t eer i e,  O!
     Gr een gr ow,  &c.

     For  you sae douce,  ye sneer  at  t hi s;
     Ye' r e nought  but  sensel ess asses,  O:
     The wi sest  man t he war l '  e' er  saw,
     He dear l y l ov ' d t he l asses,  O.
     Gr een gr ow,  &c.

     Aul d Nat ur e swear s,  t he l ovel y dear s
     Her  nobl est  wor k she c l asses,  O:
     Her  pr ent i ce han'  she t r y ' d on man,
     An'  t hen she made t he l asses,  O.
     Gr een gr ow,  &c.



Song—Wha Is That At My Bower-Door
     Tune—" Lass,  an I  come near  t hee. "

     " Wha i s t hat  at  my bower - door ?"
     " O wha i s i t  but  Fi ndl ay! "
     " Then gae your  gat e,  ye' se nae be her e: "
     " I ndeed maun I , "  quo'  Fi ndl ay;
     " What  mak'  ye,  sae l i ke a t hi ef ?"
     " O come and see, "  quo'  Fi ndl ay;
     " Bef or e t he mor n ye' l l  wor k mi schi ef : "
     " I ndeed wi l l  I , "  quo'  Fi ndl ay.

     " Gi f  I  r i se and l et  you i n" —
" Let  me i n, "  quo'  Fi ndl ay;

     " Ye' l l  keep me wauki n wi '  your  di n; "
     " I ndeed wi l l  I , "  quo'  Fi ndl ay;
     " I n my bower  i f  ye shoul d st ay" —

" Let  me st ay, "  quo'  Fi ndl ay;
     " I  f ear  ye' l l  bi de t i l l  br eak o'  day; "
     " I ndeed wi l l  I , "  quo'  Fi ndl ay.

     " Her e t hi s ni ght  i f  ye r emai n" —
" I ' l l  r emai n, "  quo'  Fi ndl ay;

     " I  dr ead ye' l l  l ear n t he gat e agai n; "
     " I ndeed wi l l  I , "  quo'  Fi ndl ay.
     " What  may pass wi t hi n t hi s bower " —

" Let  i t  pass, "  quo'  Fi ndl ay;
     " Ye maun conceal  t i l l  your  l ast  hour : "
     " I ndeed wi l l  I , "  quo'  Fi ndl ay.

1784

Remorse: A Fragment
     Of  al l  t he numer ous i l l s  t hat  hur t  our  peace,
     That  pr ess t he soul ,  or  wr i ng t he mi nd wi t h angui sh
     Beyond compar i son t he wor st  ar e t hose
     By our  own f ol l y ,  or  our  gui l t  br ought  on:
     I n ev ' r y ot her  c i r cumst ance,  t he mi nd
     Has t hi s t o say,  " I t  was no deed of  mi ne: "
     But ,  when t o al l  t he evi l  of  mi sf or t une
     Thi s st i ng i s  added,  " Bl ame t hy f ool i sh sel f ! "



     Or  wor ser  f ar ,  t he pangs of  keen r emor se,
     The t or t ur i ng,  gnawi ng consci ousness of  gui l t —

Of  gui l t ,  per haps,  when we' ve i nvol ved ot her s,
     The young,  t he i nnocent ,  who f ondl y l ov ' d us;
     Nay mor e,  t hat  ver y l ove t hei r  cause of  r ui n!
     O bur ni ng hel l !  i n al l  t hy st or e of  t or ment s
     Ther e' s not  a keener  l ash!
     Li ves t her e a man so f i r m,  who,  whi l e hi s hear t
     Feel s al l  t he bi t t er  hor r or s of  hi s cr i me,
     Can r eason down i t s  agoni z i ng t hr obs;
     And,  af t er  pr oper  pur pose of  amendment ,
     Can f i r ml y f or ce hi s j ar r i ng t hought s t o peace?
     O happy,  happy,  envi abl e man!
     O gl or i ous magnani mi t y of  soul !

Epitaph On Wm. Hood, Senr., In Tarbolton
     Her e Sout er  Hood i n deat h does s l eep;
     To hel l  i f  he' s gane t hi t her ,
     Sat an,  gi e hi m t hy gear  t o keep;
     He' l l  haud i t  weel  t hegi t her .

Epitaph On James Grieve, Laird Of Boghead, Tarbolton
     Her e l i es Boghead amang t he dead
     I n hopes t o get  sal vat i on;
     But  i f  such as he i n Heav' n may be,
     Then wel come,  hai l !  damnat i on.

Epitaph On My Own Friend And My Father's Friend, Wm.
Muir In Tarbolton Mill
     An honest  man her e l i es at  r est
     As e' er  God wi t h hi s i mage bl est ;
     The f r i end of  man,  t he f r i end of  t r ut h,
     The f r i end of  age,  and gui de of  yout h:
     Few hear t s l i ke hi s,  wi t h v i r t ue war m' d,
     Few heads wi t h knowl edge so i nf or med:
     I f  t her e' s anot her  wor l d,  he l i ves i n bl i ss;
     I f  t her e i s  none,  he made t he best  of  t hi s.



Epitaph On My Ever Honoured Father
     O ye whose cheek t he t ear  of  pi t y  st ai ns,
     Dr aw near  wi t h pi ous r ev ' r ence,  and at t end!
     Her e l i e t he l ovi ng husband' s dear  r emai ns,
     The t ender  f at her ,  and t he gen' r ous f r i end;
     The pi t y i ng hear t  t hat  f el t  f or  human woe,
     The daunt l ess hear t  t hat  f ear ' d no human pr i de;
     The f r i end of  man—t o v i ce al one a f oe;
     For  " ev ' n hi s f ai l i ngs l ean' d t o v i r t ue' s s i de. " ^1

     [ Foot not e 1:  Gol dsmi t h. —R. B. ]

Ballad On The American War
     Tune—" Ki l l i ecr anki e. "

     When Gui l f or d good our  pi l ot  st ood
     An'  di d our  hel l i m t hr aw,  man,
     Ae ni ght ,  at  t ea,  began a pl ea,
     Wi t hi n Amer i ca,  man:
     Then up t hey gat  t he maski n- pat ,
     And i n t he sea di d j aw,  man;
     An'  di d nae l ess,  i n f ul l  congr ess,
     Than qui t e r ef use our  l aw,  man.

     Then t hr o'  t he l akes Mont gomer y t akes,
     I  wat  he was na s l aw,  man;
     Down Lowr i e' s Bur n he t ook a t ur n,
     And Car l et on di d ca' ,  man:
     But  yet ,  what r eck,  he,  at  Quebec,
     Mont gomer y- l i ke di d f a' ,  man,
     Wi '  swor d i n hand,  bef or e hi s band,
     Amang hi s en' mi es a' ,  man.

     Poor  Tammy Gage wi t hi n a cage
     Was kept  at  Bost on—ha' ,  man;
     Ti l l  Wi l l i e Howe t ook o' er  t he knowe
     For  Phi l adel phi a,  man;
     Wi '  swor d an'  gun he t hought  a s i n
     Gui d Chr i st i an bl ui d t o dr aw,  man;
     But  at  New Yor k,  wi '  kni f e an'  f or k,
     Si r - Loi n he hacked sma' ,  man.

     Bur goyne gaed up,  l i ke spur  an'  whi p,
     Ti l l  Fr aser  br ave di d f a' ,  man;
     Then l ost  hi s way,  ae mi st y day,
     I n Sar at oga shaw,  man.
     Cor nwal l i s  f ought  as l ang' s he dought ,
     An'  di d t he Buckski ns c l aw,  man;



     But  Cl i nt on' s gl ai ve f r ae r ust  t o save,
     He hung i t  t o t he wa' ,  man.

     Then Mont ague,  an'  Gui l f or d t oo,
     Began t o f ear ,  a f a' ,  man;
     And Sackvi l l e dour ,  wha st ood t he st our ,
     The Ger man chi ef  t o t hr aw,  man:
     For  Paddy Bur ke,  l i ke ony Tur k,
     Nae mer cy had at  a' ,  man;
     An'  Char l i e Fox t hr ew by t he box,
     An'  l ows' d hi s t i nk l er  j aw,  man.

     Then Rocki ngham t ook up t he game,
     Ti l l  deat h di d on hi m ca' ,  man;
     When Shel bur ne meek hel d up hi s cheek,
     Conf or m t o gospel  l aw,  man:
     Sai nt  St ephen' s boys,  wi '  j ar r i ng noi se,
     They di d hi s measur es t hr aw,  man;
     For  Nor t h an'  Fox uni t ed st ocks,
     An'  bor e hi m t o t he wa' ,  man.

     Then c l ubs an'  hear t s wer e Char l i e' s  car t es,
     He swept  t he st akes awa' ,  man,
     Ti l l  t he di amond' s ace,  of  I ndi an r ace,
     Led hi m a sai r  f aux pas,  man:
     The Saxon l ads,  wi '  l oud pl acads,
     On Chat ham' s boy di d ca' ,  man;
     An'  Scot l and dr ew her  pi pe an'  bl ew,
     " Up,  Wi l l i e,  waur  t hem a' ,  man! "

     Behi nd t he t hr one t hen Gr anvi l l e' s  gone,
     A secr et  wor d or  t wa,  man;
     Whi l e s l ee Dundas ar ous' d t he c l ass
     Be- nor t h t he Roman wa' ,  man:
     An'  Chat ham' s wr ai t h,  i n heav' nl y gr ai t h,
     ( I nspi r ed bar di es saw,  man) ,
     Wi '  k i ndl i ng eyes,  cr y ' d,  " Wi l l i e,  r i se!
     Woul d I  hae f ear ' d t hem a' ,  man?"

     But ,  wor d an'  bl ow,  Nor t h,  Fox,  and Co.
     Gowf f ' d Wi l l i e l i ke a ba' ,  man;
     Ti l l  Sut hr on r ai se,  an'  coost  t hei r  c l ai se
     Behi nd hi m i n a r aw,  man:
     An'  Cal edon t hr ew by t he dr one,
     An'  di d her  whi t t l e dr aw,  man;
     An'  swoor  f u'  r ude,  t hr o'  di r t  an'  bl ui d,
     To mak i t  gui d i n l aw,  man.

Reply To An Announcement By J. Rankine On His
Writing To The Poet,
That A Girl In That Part Of The Country Was With A Child To Him.

     I  am a keeper  of  t he l aw
     I n some sma'  poi nt s,  al t ho'  not  a' ;
     Some peopl e t el l  me gi n I  f a' ,



     Ae way or  i t her ,
     The br eaki ng of  ae poi nt ,  t ho'  sma' ,
     Br eaks a'  t hegi t her .

     I  hae been i n f or ' t  ance or  t wi ce,
     And wi nna say o' er  f ar  f or  t hr i ce;
     Yet  never  met  wi '  t hat  sur pr i se
     That  br oke my r est ;
     But  now a r umour ' s l i ke t o r i se—

A whaup' s i '  t he nest !

Epistle To John Rankine
     Encl osi ng Some Poems

     O Rough,  r ude,  r eady- wi t t ed Ranki ne,
     The wal e o'  cocks f or  f un an'  dr i nki n!
     Ther e' s mony godl y f ol ks ar e t hi nki n,
     Your  dr eams and t r i cks
     Wi l l  send you,  Kor ah- l i ke,  a- s i nki n
     St r aught  t o aul d Ni ck ' s.

     Ye hae saw mony cr acks an'  cant s,
     And i n your  wi cked,  dr ucken r ant s,
     Ye mak a devi l  o'  t he saunt s,
     An'  f i l l  t hem f ou;
     And t hen t hei r  f ai l i ngs,  f l aws,  an'  want s,
     Ar e a'  seen t hr o' .

     Hypocr i sy,  i n mer cy spar e i t !
     That  hol y r obe,  O di nna t ear  i t !
     Spar e' t  f or  t hei r  sakes,  wha af t en wear  i t —

The l ads i n bl ack;
     But  your  cur st  wi t ,  when i t  comes near  i t ,
     Ri ves' t  af f  t hei r  back.

     Thi nk,  wi cked Si nner ,  wha ye' r e skai t hi ng:
     I t ' s  j ust  t he Bl ue- gown badge an'  c l ai t hi ng
     O'  saunt s;  t ak t hat ,  ye l ea' e t hem naet hi ng
     To ken t hem by
     Fr ae ony unr egener at e heat hen,
     Li ke you or  I .

     I ' ve sent  you her e some r hymi ng war e,
     A'  t hat  I  bar gai n' d f or ,  an'  mai r ;
     Sae,  when ye hae an hour  t o spar e,
     I  wi l l  expect ,
     Yon sang ye' l l  sen' t ,  wi '  canni e car e,
     And no negl ect .

     Tho'  f ai t h,  sma'  hear t  hae I  t o s i ng!
     My muse dow scar cel y spr ead her  wi ng;
     I ' ve pl ay ' d mysel  a boni e spr i ng,
     An'  danc' d my f i l l !
     I ' d bet t er  gaen an'  sai r ' t  t he k i ng,
     At  Bunkj er ' s  Hi l l .



     ' Twas ae ni ght  l at el y,  i n my f un,
     I  gaed a r ovi n'  wi '  t he gun,
     An'  br ought  a pai t r i ck t o t he gr un' —

A boni e hen;
     And,  as t he t wi l i ght  was begun,
     Thought  nane wad ken.

     The poor ,  wee t hi ng was l i t t l e hur t ;
     I  s t r ai k i t  i t  a wee f or  spor t ,
     Ne' er  t hi nki n t hey wad f ash me f or ' t ;
     But ,  Dei l - ma- car e!
     Somebody t el l s  t he poacher - cour t
     The hal e af f ai r .

     Some aul d,  us ' d hands had t aen a not e,
     That  s i c a hen had got  a shot ;
     I  was suspect ed f or  t he pl ot ;
     I  scor n' d t o l i e;
     So gat  t he whi ssl e o'  my gr oat ,
     An'  pay' t  t he f ee.

     But  by my gun,  o'  guns t he wal e,
     An'  by my pout her  an'  my hai l ,
     An'  by my hen,  an'  by her  t ai l ,
     I  vow an'  swear !
     The game shal l  pay,  o' er  mui r  an'  dal e,
     For  t hi s,  ni est  year .

     As soon' s t he c l ocki n- t i me i s by,
     An'  t he wee pout s begun t o cr y,
     Lor d,  I ' se hae spor t i ng by an'  by
     For  my gowd gui nea,
     Tho'  I  shoul d her d t he buckski n kye
     For ' t  i n Vi r gi ni a.

     Tr owt h,  t hey had muckl e f or  t o bl ame!
     ' Twas nei t her  br oken wi ng nor  l i mb,
     But  t wa- t hr ee dr aps about  t he wame,
     Scar ce t hr o'  t he f eat her s;
     An'  bai t h a yel l ow Geor ge t o c l ai m,
     An'  t hol e t hei r  bl et her s!

     I t  pi t s  me aye as mad' s a har e;
     So I  can r hyme nor  wr i t e nae mai r ;
     But  pennywor t hs agai n i s  f ai r ,
     When t i me' s expedi ent :
     Meanwhi l e I  am,  r espect ed Si r ,
     Your  most  obedi ent .

A Poet's Welcome To His Love-Begotten Daughter^1
     [ Foot not e 1:  Bur ns never  publ i shed t hi s poem. ]

     The Fi r st  I nst ance That  Ent i t l ed Hi m To
     The Vener abl e Appel l at i on Of  Fat her

     Thou' s wel come,  wean;  mi shant er  f a'  me,



     I f  t hought s o'  t hee,  or  yet  t hy mami e,
     Shal l  ever  daunt on me or  awe me,
     My boni e l ady,
     Or  i f  I  bl ush when t hou shal t  ca'  me
     Tyt a or  daddi e.

     Tho'  now t hey ca'  me f or ni cat or ,
     An'  t ease my name i n k i nt r y c l at t er ,
     The mai r  t hey t al k,  I ' m kent  t he bet t er ,
     E' en l et  t hem cl ash;
     An aul d wi f e' s t ongue' s a f eckl ess mat t er
     To gi e ane f ash.

     Wel come!  my boni e,  sweet ,  wee docht er ,
     Tho'  ye come her e a wee unsought  f or ,
     And t ho'  your  comi n'  I  hae f ought  f or ,
     Bai t h k i r k and quei r ;
     Yet ,  by my f ai t h,  ye' r e no unwr ought  f or ,
     That  I  shal l  swear !

     Wee i mage o'  my boni e Bet t y,
     As f at her l y I  k i ss and daut  t hee,
     As dear ,  and near  my hear t  I  set  t hee
     Wi '  as gude wi l l
     As a'  t he pr i est s had seen me get  t hee
     That ' s  out  o'  hel l .

     Sweet  f r ui t  o'  mony a mer r y di nt ,
     My f unny t oi l  i s  now a'  t i nt ,
     Si n'  t hou came t o t he war l '  askl ent ,
     Whi ch f ool s may scof f  at ;
     I n my l ast  pl ack t hy par t ' s  be i n' t
     The bet t er  ha' f  o' t .

     Tho'  I  shoul d be t he waur  best ead,
     Thou' s be as br aw and bi enl y c l ad,
     And t hy young year s as ni cel y br ed
     Wi '  educat i on,
     As ony br at  o'  wedl ock' s bed,
     I n a'  t hy st at i on.

     Lor d gr ant  t hat  t hou may aye i nher i t
     Thy mi t her ' s  per son,  gr ace,  an'  mer i t ,
     An'  t hy poor ,  wor t hl ess daddy' s spi r i t ,
     Wi t hout  hi s f ai l i ns,
     ' Twi l l  pl ease me mai r  t o see t hee hei r  i t ,
     Than st ocki t  mai l ens.

     For  i f  t hou be what  I  wad hae t hee,
     And t ak t he counsel  I  shal l  gi e t hee,
     I ' l l  never  r ue my t r oubl e wi '  t hee,
     The cost  nor  shame o' t ,
     But  be a l ovi ng f at her  t o t hee,
     And br ag t he name o' t .

Song—O Leave Novels^1



     [ Foot not e 1:  Bur ns never  publ i shed t hi s poem. ]

     O l eave novel s,  ye Mauchl i ne bel l es,
     Ye' r e saf er  at  your  spi nni ng- wheel ;
     Such wi t chi ng books ar e bai t ed hooks
     For  r aki sh r ooks,  l i ke Rob Mossgi el ;
     Your  f i ne Tom Jones and Gr andi sons,
     They make your  yout hf ul  f anci es r eel ;
     They heat  your  br ai ns,  and f i r e your  vei ns,
     And t hen you' r e pr ey f or  Rob Mossgi el .

     Bewar e a t ongue t hat ' s  smoot hl y hung,
     A hear t  t hat  war ml y seems t o f eel ;
     That  f eel i ng hear t  but  act s a par t —

' Ti s r aki sh ar t  i n Rob Mossgi el .
     The f r ank addr ess,  t he sof t  car ess,
     Ar e wor se t han poi soned dar t s of  st eel ;
     The f r ank addr ess,  and pol i t esse,
     Ar e al l  f i nesse i n Rob Mossgi el .

Fragment—The Mauchline Lady
     Tune—" I  had a hor se,  I  had nae mai r . "

     When f i r st  I  came t o St ewar t  Kyl e,
     My mi nd i t  was na st eady;
     Wher e' er  I  gaed,  wher e' er  I  r ade,
     A mi st r ess st i l l  I  had aye.

     But  when I  came r oun'  by Mauchl i ne t oun,
     Not  dr eadi n anybody,
     My hear t  was caught ,  bef or e I  t hought ,
     And by a Mauchl i ne l ady.

Fragment—My Girl She's Airy
     Tune—" Bl ack Jock. "

     My gi r l  she' s ai r y,  she' s buxom and gay;
     Her  br eat h i s  as sweet  as t he bl ossoms i n May;
     A t ouch of  her  l i ps i t  r avi shes qui t e:
     She' s al ways good nat ur ' d,  good humour ' d,  and f r ee;
     She dances,  she gl ances,  she smi l es upon me;
     I  never  am happy when out  of  her  s i ght .



The Belles Of Mauchline
     I n Mauchl i ne t her e dwel l s s i x pr oper  young bel l es,
     The pr i de of  t he pl ace and i t s  nei ghbour hood a' ;
     Thei r  car r i age and dr ess,  a st r anger  woul d guess,
     I n Lon' on or  Par i s,  t hey' d got t en i t  a' .

     Mi ss Mi l l er  i s  f i ne,  Mi ss Mar kl and' s di v i ne,
     Mi ss Smi t h she has wi t ,  and Mi ss Bet t y i s  br aw:
     Ther e' s beaut y and f or t une t o get  wi '  Mi ss Mor t on,
     But  Ar mour ' s t he j ewel  f or  me o'  t hem a' .

Epitaph On A Noisy Polemic
     Bel ow t hi r  st anes l i e Jami e' s banes;
     O Deat h,  i t ' s  my opi ni on,
     Thou ne' er  t ook such a bl et h' r i n bi t ch
     I nt o t hy dar k domi ni on!

Epitaph On A Henpecked Country Squire
     As f at her  Adam f i r st  was f ool ' d,
     ( A case t hat ' s  st i l l  t oo common, )
     Her e l i es man a woman r ul ed,
     The devi l  r ul ed t he woman.

Epigram On The Said Occasion
     O Deat h,  had' st  t hou but  spar ' d hi s l i f e,
     Whom we t hi s day l ament ,
     We f r eel y wad exchanged t he wi f e,
     And a'  been weel  cont ent .

     Ev ' n as he i s,  caul d i n hi s gr af f ,
     The swap we yet  wi l l  do' t ;
     Tak t hou t he car l i n' s  car case af f ,
     Thou' se get  t he saul  o' boot .



Another
     One Queen Ar t emi si a,  as ol d st or i es t el l ,
     When depr i ved of  her  husband she l oved so wel l ,
     I n r espect  f or  t he l ove and af f ect i on he show' d her ,
     She r educ' d hi m t o dust  and she dr ank up t he powder .
     But  Queen Net her pl ace,  of  a di f f ' r ent  compl exi on,
     When cal l ed on t o or der  t he f un' r al  di r ect i on,
     Woul d have eat  her  dead l or d,  on a s l ender  pr et ence,
     Not  t o show her  r espect ,  but —t o save t he expense!

On Tam The Chapman
     As Tam t he chapman on a day,
     Wi ' Deat h f or gat her ' d by t he way,
     Weel  pl eas' d,  he gr eet s a wi ght  so f amous,
     And Deat h was nae l ess pl eas' d wi '  Thomas,
     Wha cheer f ul l y  l ays down hi s pack,
     And t her e bl aws up a hear t y cr ack:
     Hi s soci al ,  f r i endl y,  honest  hear t
     Sae t i ck l ed Deat h,  t hey coul d na par t ;
     Sae,  af t er  v i ewi ng kni ves and gar t er s,
     Deat h t aks hi m hame t o gi e hi m quar t er s.

Epitaph On John Rankine
     Ae day,  as Deat h,  t hat  gr uesome car l ,
     Was dr i v i ng t o t he t i t her  war l '
     A mi xt i e—maxt i e mot l ey squad,
     And mony a gui l t - bespot t ed l ad—

Bl ack gowns of  each denomi nat i on,
     And t hi eves of  ever y r ank and st at i on,
     Fr om hi m t hat  wear s t he st ar  and gar t er ,
     To hi m t hat  wi nt l es i n a hal t er :
     Ashamed hi msel f  t o see t he wr et ches,
     He mut t er s,  gl owr i n at  t he bi t ches,

     " By God I ' l l  not  be seen behi nt  t hem,
     Nor  ' mang t he sp' r i t ual  cor e pr esent  t hem,
     Wi t hout ,  at  l east ,  ae honest  man,
     To gr ace t hi s damn' d i nf er nal  c l an! "
     By Adamhi l l  a gl ance he t hr ew,
     " Lor d God! "  quot h he,  " I  have i t  now;
     Ther e' s j ust  t he man I  want ,  i '  f ai t h! "



     And qui ckl y st oppi t  Ranki ne' s br eat h.

Lines On The Author's Death
     Wr i t t en Wi t h The Supposed Vi ew Of
     Bei ng Handed To Ranki ne Af t er  The Poet ' s  I nt er ment

     He who of  Ranki ne sang,  l i es st i f f  and dead,
     And a gr een gr assy hi l l ock hi des hi s head;
     Al as!  al as!  a devi l i sh change i ndeed.

Man Was Made To Mourn: A Dirge
     When chi l l  November ' s sur l y bl ast
     Made f i el ds and f or est s bar e,
     One ev' ni ng,  as I  wander ' d f or t h
     Al ong t he banks of  Ayr ,
     I  spi ed a man,  whose aged st ep
     Seem' d wear y,  wor n wi t h car e;
     Hi s f ace f ur r ow' d o' er  wi t h year s,
     And hoar y was hi s hai r .

     " Young st r anger ,  whi t her  wand' r est  t hou?"
     Began t he r ev ' r end sage;
     " Does t hi r st  of  weal t h t hy st ep const r ai n,
     Or  yout hf ul  pl easur e' s r age?
     Or  hapl y,  pr est  wi t h car es and woes,
     Too soon t hou hast  began
     To wander  f or t h,  wi t h me t o mour n
     The mi ser i es of  man.

     " The sun t hat  over hangs yon moor s,
     Out - spr eadi ng f ar  and wi de,
     Wher e hundr eds l abour  t o suppor t
     A haught y l or dl i ng' s pr i de; —

I ' ve seen yon wear y wi nt er - sun
     Twi ce f or t y t i mes r et ur n;
     And ev' r y t i me has added pr oof s,
     That  man was made t o mour n.

     " O man!  whi l e i n t hy ear l y year s,
     How pr odi gal  of  t i me!
     Mi s- spendi ng al l  t hy pr eci ous hour s—

Thy gl or i ous,  yout hf ul  pr i me!
     Al t er nat e f ol l i es t ake t he sway;
     Li cent i ous passi ons bur n;
     Whi ch t enf ol d f or ce gi ves Nat ur e' s l aw.
     That  man was made t o mour n.

     " Look not  al one on yout hf ul  pr i me,



     Or  manhood' s act i ve mi ght ;
     Man t hen i s usef ul  t o hi s k i nd,
     Suppor t ed i n hi s r i ght :
     But  see hi m on t he edge of  l i f e,
     Wi t h car es and sor r ows wor n;
     Then Age and Want —oh!  i l l - mat ch' d pai r —

Shew man was made t o mour n.

     " A f ew seem f avour i t es of  f at e,
     I n pl easur e' s l ap car est ;
     Yet ,  t hi nk not  al l  t he r i ch and gr eat
     Ar e l i kewi se t r ul y bl est :
     But  oh!  what  cr owds i n ev ' r y l and,
     Al l  wr et ched and f or l or n,
     Thr o'  wear y l i f e t hi s l esson l ear n,
     That  man was made t o mour n.

     " Many and shar p t he num' r ous i l l s
     I nwoven wi t h our  f r ame!
     Mor e poi nt ed st i l l  we make our sel ves,
     Regr et ,  r emor se,  and shame!
     And man,  whose heav' n- er ect ed f ace
     The smi l es of  l ove ador n, —

Man' s i nhumani t y t o man
     Makes count l ess t housands mour n!

     " See yonder  poor ,  o' er l abour ' d wi ght ,
     So abj ect ,  mean,  and v i l e,
     Who begs a br ot her  of  t he ear t h
     To gi ve hi m l eave t o t oi l ;
     And see hi s l or dl y f el l ow- wor m
     The poor  pet i t i on spur n,
     Unmi ndf ul ,  t ho'  a weepi ng wi f e
     And hel pl ess of f spr i ng mour n.

     " I f  I ' m desi gn' d yon l or dl i ng' s s l ave,
     By Nat ur e' s l aw desi gn' d,
     Why was an i ndependent  wi sh
     E' er  pl ant ed i n my mi nd?
     I f  not ,  why am I  subj ect  t o
     Hi s cr uel t y,  or  scor n?
     Or  why has man t he wi l l  and pow' r
     To make hi s f el l ow mour n?

     " Yet ,  l et  not  t hi s t oo much,  my son,
     Di st ur b t hy yout hf ul  br east :
     Thi s par t i al  v i ew of  human- ki nd
     I s  sur el y not  t he l ast !
     The poor ,  oppr essed,  honest  man
     Had never ,  sur e,  been bor n,
     Had t her e not  been some r ecompense
     To comf or t  t hose t hat  mour n!

     " O Deat h!  t he poor  man' s dear est  f r i end,
     The k i ndest  and t he best !
     Wel come t he hour  my aged l i mbs
     Ar e l ai d wi t h t hee at  r est !
     The gr eat ,  t he weal t hy f ear  t hy bl ow
     Fr om pomp and pl easur e t or n;
     But ,  oh!  a bl est  r el i ef  f or  t hose
     That  wear y- l aden mour n! "



The Twa Herds; Or, The Holy Tulyie
     An Unco Mour nf u'  Tal e

     " Bl ockheads wi t h r eason wi cked wi t s abhor ,
     But  f ool  wi t h f ool  i s  bar bar ous c i v i l  war , " —Pope.

     O a'  ye pi ous godl y f l ocks,
     Weel  f ed on past ur es or t hodox,
     Wha now wi l l  keep you f r ae t he f ox,
     Or  wor r y i ng t ykes?
     Or  wha wi l l  t ent  t he wai f s an'  cr ocks,
     About  t he dykes?

     The t wa best  her ds i n a'  t he wast ,
     The e' er  ga' e gospel  hor n a bl ast
     These f i ve an'  t went y s i mmer s past —

Oh,  dool  t o t el l !
     Hae had a bi t t er  bl ack out - cast
     At ween t hemsel ' .

     O,  Moddi e, ^1 man,  an'  wor dy Russel l , ^2
     How coul d you r ai se so v i l e a bust l e;
     Ye' l l  see how New- Li ght  her ds wi l l  whi st l e,
     An'  t hi nk i t  f i ne!
     The Lor d' s cause ne' er  gat  s i c a t wi st l e,
     Si n'  I  hae mi n' .

     O,  s i r s!  whae' er  wad hae expecki t
     Your  dut y ye wad sae negl ecki t ,
     Ye wha wer e ne' er  by l ai r ds r especki t
     To wear  t he pl ai d;
     But  by t he br ut es t hemsel ves el ecki t ,
     To be t hei r  gui de.

     What  f l ock wi '  Moodi e' s f l ock coul d r ank?—
Sae hal e and hear t y ever y shank!

     Nae poi son' d soor  Ar mi ni an st ank
     He l et  t hem t ast e;
     Fr ae Cal v i n' s wel l ,  aye c l ear ,  dr ank, —

O,  s i c a f east !

     [ Foot not e 1:  Rev.  Mr .  Moodi e of  Ri ccar t on. ]

     [ Foot not e 2:  Rev.  John Russel l  of  Ki l mar nock. ]

     The t hummar t ,  wi l l cat ,  br ock,  an'  t od,
     Weel  kend hi s voi ce t hr o'  a'  t he wood,
     He smel l ' d t hei r  i l ka hol e an'  r oad,
     Bai t h out  an i n;
     An'  weel  he l i k ' d t o shed t hei r  bl ui d,
     An'  sel l  t hei r  sk i n.

     What  her d l i ke Russel l  t el l ' d hi s t al e;
     Hi s voi ce was hear d t hr o'  mui r  and dal e,
     He kenn' d t he Lor d' s sheep,  i l ka t ai l ,
     Owr e a'  t he hei ght ;
     An'  saw gi n t hey wer e s i ck or  hal e,
     At  t he f i r s t  s i ght .



     He f i ne a mangy sheep coul d scr ub,
     Or  nobl y f l i ng t he gospel  c l ub,
     And New- Li ght  her ds coul d ni cel y dr ub
     Or  pay t hei r  sk i n;
     Coul d shake t hem o' er  t he bur ni ng dub,
     Or  heave t hem i n.

     Si c t wa—O!  do I  l i ve t o see' t ?—
Si c f amous t wa shoul d di sagr ee' t ,

     And names,  l i ke " v i l l ai n, "  " hypocr i t e, "
     I l k  i t her  gi ' en,
     Whi l e New- Li ght  her ds,  wi '  l aughi n spi t e,
     Say nei t her ' s  l i ei n!

     A'  ye wha t ent  t he gospel  f aul d,
     Ther e' s Duncan^3 deep,  an'  Peebl es^4 shaul ,
     But  chi ef l y  t hou,  apost l e Aul d, ^5
     We t r ust  i n t hee,
     That  t hou wi l t  wor k t hem,  het  an'  caul d,
     Ti l l  t hey agr ee.

     Consi der ,  s i r s,  how we' r e beset ;
     Ther e' s scar ce a new her d t hat  we get ,
     But  comes f r ae ' mang t hat  cur sed set ,
     I  wi nna name;
     I  hope f r ae heav' n t o see t hem yet
     I n f i er y f l ame.

     [ Foot not e 3:  Dr .  Rober t  Duncan of  Dundonal d. ]

     [ Foot not e 4:  Rev.  Wm.  Peebl es of  Newt on- on- Ayr . ]

     [ Foot not e 5:  Rev.  Wm.  Aul d of  Mauchl i ne. ]

     Dal r ympl e^6 has been l ang our  f ae,
     M' Gi l l ^7 has wr ought  us mei k l e wae,
     An'  t hat  cur s ' d r ascal  ca' d M' Quhae, ^8
     And bai t h t he Shaws, ^9
     That  af t  hae made us bl ack an'  bl ae,
     Wi '  vengef u'  paws.

     Aul d Wodr oŵ 10 l ang has hat ch' d mi schi ef ;
     We t hought  aye deat h wad br i ng r el i ef ;
     But  he has got t en,  t o our  gr i ef ,
     Ane t o succeed hi m, ^11
     A chi el d wha' l l  soundl y buf f  our  beef ;
     I  mei k l e dr ead hi m.

     And mony a ane t hat  I  coul d t el l ,
     Wha f ai n wad openl y r ebel ,
     For by t ur n- coat s amang our sel ' ,
     Ther e' s Smi t h^12 f or  ane;
     I  doubt  he' s but  a gr ey ni ck qui l l ,
     An'  t hat  ye' l l  f i n' .

     O!  a'  ye f l ocks o' er  a,  t he hi l l s ,
     By mosses,  meadows,  moor s,  and f el l s ,
     Come,  j oi n your  counsel  and your  ski l l s
     To cowe t he l ai r ds,
     An'  get  t he br ut es t he power  t hemsel ' s
     To choose t hei r  her ds.

     Then Or t hodoxy yet  may pr ance,



     An'  Lear ni ng i n a woody dance,
     An'  t hat  f el l  cur  ca' d Common Sense,
     That  bi t es sae sai r ,
     Be bani shed o' er  t he sea t o Fr ance:
     Let  hi m bar k t her e.

     Then Shaw' s an'  D' r ympl e' s el oquence,
     M' Gi l l ' s  c l ose ner vous excel l ence

     [ Foot not e 6:  Rev.  Dr .  Dal r ympl e of  Ayr . ]

     [ Foot not e 7:  Rev.  Wm.  M' Gi l l ,  col l eague of  Dr .  Dal r ympl e. ]

     [ Foot not e 8:  Mi ni st er  of  St .  Qui vox. ]

     [ Foot not e 9:  Dr .  Andr ew Shaw of  Cr ai gi e,  and Dr .  Davi d Shaw of
      Coyl t on. ]

     [ Foot not e 10:  Dr .  Pet er  Wodr ow of  Tar bol t on. ]

     [ Foot not e 11:  Rev.  John M' Mat h,  a young assi st ant  and successor
      t o Wodr ow. ]

     [ Foot not e 12:  Rev.  Geor ge Smi t h of  Gal st on. ]

     M' Quhae' s pat het i c manl y sense,
     An'  gui d M' Mat h,
     Wi '  Smi t h,  wha t hr o'  t he hear t  can gl ance,
     May a'  pack af f .

1785

Epistle To Davie, A Brother Poet
     Januar y

     Whi l e wi nds f r ae af f  Ben- Lomond bl aw,
     An'  bar  t he door s wi '  dr i v i ng snaw,
     An'  hi ng us owr e t he i ngl e,
     I  set  me down t o pass t he t i me,
     An'  spi n a ver se or  t wa o'  r hyme,
     I n hamel y,  west l i n j i ngl e.
     Whi l e f r ost y wi nds bl aw i n t he dr i f t ,
     Ben t o t he chi ml a l ug,
     I  gr udge a wee t he gr eat - f ol k ' s  gi f t ,
     That  l i ve sae bi en an'  snug:
     I  t ent  l ess,  and want  l ess
     Thei r  r oomy f i r e- s i de;
     But  hanker ,  and canker ,
     To see t hei r  cur sed pr i de.



     I t ' s  har dl y i n a body' s pow' r
     To keep,  at  t i mes,  f r ae bei ng sour ,
     To see how t hi ngs ar e shar ' d;
     How best  o'  chi el s ar e whi l es i n want ,
     Whi l e coof s on count l ess t housands r ant ,
     And ken na how t o wai r ' t ;
     But ,  Davi e,  l ad,  ne' er  f ash your  head,
     Tho'  we hae l i t t l e gear ;
     We' r e f i t  t o wi n our  dai l y  br ead,
     As l ang' s we' r e hal e and f i er :
     " Mai r  spi er  na,  nor  f ear  na, " ^1
     Aul d age ne' er  mi nd a f eg;
     The l ast  o' t ,  t he war st  o' t
     I s  onl y but  t o beg.

     To l i e i n k i l ns and bar ns at  e' en,
     When banes ar e cr az ' d,  and bl ui d i s  t hi n,
     I s  doubt l ess,  gr eat  di st r ess!

     [ Foot not e 1:  Ramsay. —R.  B. ]

     Yet  t hen cont ent  coul d make us bl est ;
     Ev ' n t hen,  somet i mes,  we' d snat ch a t ast e
     Of  t r uest  happi ness.
     The honest  hear t  t hat ' s  f r ee f r ae a'
     I nt ended f r aud or  gui l e,
     However  For t une k i ck t he ba' ,
     Has aye some cause t o smi l e;
     An'  mi nd st i l l ,  you' l l  f i nd st i l l ,
     A comf or t  t hi s nae sma' ;
     Nae mai r  t hen we' l l  car e t hen,
     Nae f ar t her  can we f a' .

     What  t ho' ,  l i ke commoner s of  ai r ,
     We wander  out ,  we know not  wher e,
     But  ei t her  house or  hal ' ,
     Yet  nat ur e' s char ms,  t he hi l l s  and woods,
     The sweepi ng val es,  and f oami ng f l oods,
     Ar e f r ee al i ke t o al l .
     I n days when dai s i es deck t he gr ound,
     And bl ackbi r ds whi st l e c l ear ,
     Wi t h honest  j oy our  hear t s wi l l  bound,
     To see t he comi ng year :
     On br aes when we pl ease,  t hen,
     We' l l  s i t  an'  sowt h a t une;
     Syne r hyme t i l l ' t  we' l l  t i me t i l l ' t ,
     An'  s i ng' t  when we hae done.

     I t ' s  no i n t i t l es nor  i n r ank;
     I t ' s  no i n weal t h l i ke Lon' on bank,
     To pur chase peace and r est :
     I t ' s  no i n maki n'  muckl e,  mai r ;
     I t ' s  no i n books,  i t ' s  no i n l ear ,
     To make us t r ul y bl est :
     I f  happi ness hae not  her  seat
     An'  cent r e i n t he br east ,
     We may be wi se,  or  r i ch,  or  gr eat ,
     But  never  can be bl est ;
     Nae t r easur es,  nor  pl easur es
     Coul d make us happy l ang;
     The hear t  aye' s t he par t  aye
     That  makes us r i ght  or  wr ang.



     Thi nk ye,  t hat  s i c as you and I ,
     Wha dr udge an'  dr i ve t hr o'  wet  and dr y,
     Wi '  never - ceasi ng t oi l ;
     Thi nk ye,  ar e we l ess bl est  t han t hey,
     Wha scar cel y t ent  us i n t hei r  way,
     As har dl y wor t h t hei r  whi l e?
     Al as!  how af t  i n haught y mood,
     God' s cr eat ur es t hey oppr ess!
     Or  el se,  negl ect i ng a'  t hat ' s  gui d,
     They r i ot  i n excess!
     Bai t h car el ess and f ear l ess
     Of  ei t her  heaven or  hel l ;
     Est eemi ng and deemi ng
     I t ' s  a'  an i dl e t al e!

     Then l et  us cheer f u'  acqui esce,
     Nor  make our  scant y pl easur es l ess,
     By pi ni ng at  our  st at e:
     And,  even shoul d mi sf or t unes come,
     I ,  her e wha s i t ,  hae met  wi '  some—

An' s t hankf u'  f or  t hem yet .
     They gi e t he wi t  of  age t o yout h;
     They l et  us ken our sel ' ;
     They make us see t he naked t r ut h,
     The r eal  gui d and i l l :
     Tho'  l osses an'  cr osses
     Be l essons r i ght  sever e,
     Ther e' s wi t  t her e,  ye' l l  get  t her e,
     Ye' l l  f i nd nae ot her  wher e.

     But  t ent  me,  Davi e,  ace o'  hear t s!
     ( To say aught  l ess wad wr ang t he car t es,
     And f l at t ' r y  I  det est )
     Thi s l i f e has j oys f or  you and I ;
     An'  j oys t hat  r i ches ne' er  coul d buy,
     An'  j oys t he ver y best .
     Ther e' s a'  t he pl easur es o'  t he hear t ,
     The l over  an'  t he f r i en' ;
     Ye hae your  Meg,  your  dear est  par t ,
     And I  my dar l i ng Jean!
     I t  war ms me,  i t  char ms me,
     To ment i on but  her  name:
     I t  heat s me,  i t  beet s me,
     An'  set s me a'  on f l ame!

     O al l  ye Pow' r s who r ul e above!
     O Thou whose ver y sel f  ar t  l ove!
     Thou know' st  my wor ds s i ncer e!
     The l i f e- bl ood st r eami ng t hr o'  my hear t ,
     Or  my mor e dear  i mmor t al  par t ,
     I s  not  mor e f ondl y dear !
     When hear t - cor r odi ng car e and gr i ef
     Depr i ve my soul  of  r est ,
     Her  dear  i dea br i ngs r el i ef ,
     And sol ace t o my br east .
     Thou Bei ng,  Al l - seei ng,
     O hear  my f er vent  pr ay ' r ;
     St i l l  t ake her ,  and make her
     Thy most  pecul i ar  car e!

     Al l  hai l !  ye t ender  f eel i ngs dear !
     The smi l e of  l ove,  t he f r i endl y t ear ,
     The sympat het i c gl ow!
     Long s i nce,  t hi s wor l d' s t hor ny ways



     Had number ' d out  my wear y days,
     Had i t  not  been f or  you!
     Fat e st i l l  has bl est  me wi t h a f r i end,
     I n ev ' r y car e and i l l ;
     And of t  a mor e endear i ng band—

A t i e mor e t ender  st i l l .
     I t  l i ght ens,  i t  br i ght ens
     The t enebr i f i c  scene,
     To meet  wi t h,  and gr eet  wi t h
     My Davi e,  or  my Jean!

     O,  how t hat  name i nspi r es my st y l e!
     The wor ds come skel pi n,  r ank an'  f i l e,
     Amai st  bef or e I  ken!
     The r eady measur e r i ns as f i ne,
     As Phoebus an'  t he f amous Ni ne
     Wer e gl owr i n owr e my pen.
     My spavi et  Pegasus wi l l  l i mp,
     Ti l l  ance he' s f ai r l y  het ;
     And t hen he' l l  hi l ch,  and st i l t ,  an'  j i mp,
     And r i n an unco f i t :
     But  l east  t hen t he beast  t hen
     Shoul d r ue t hi s hast y r i de,
     I ' l l  l i ght  now,  and di ght  now
     Hi s sweat y,  wi zen' d hi de.

Holy Willie's Prayer
     " And send t he godl y i n a pet  t o pr ay. " —Pope.

Argument.

Holy Willie was a rather oldish bachelor elder, in the parish of Mauchline, and much and
justly famed for that polemical chattering, which ends in tippling orthodoxy, and for that
spiritualized bawdry which refines to liquorish devotion. In a sessional process with a
gentleman in Mauchline—a Mr. Gavin Hamilton—Holy Willie and his priest, Father Auld,
after full hearing in the presbytery of Ayr, came off but second best; owing partly to the
oratorical powers of Mr. Robert Aiken, Mr. Hamilton's counsel; but chiefly to Mr. Hamilton's
being one of the most irreproachable and truly respectable characters in the county. On
losing the process, the muse overheard him [Holy Willie] at his devotions, as follows:—

O Thou,  who i n t he heavens does dwel l ,
     Who,  as i t  pl eases best  Thysel ' ,
     Sends ane t o heaven an'  t en t o hel l ,
     A'  f or  Thy gl or y,
     And no f or  ony gude or  i l l
     They' ve done af or e Thee!

     I  bl ess and pr ai se Thy mat chl ess mi ght ,
     When t housands Thou hast  l ef t  i n ni ght ,
     That  I  am her e af or e Thy s i ght ,
     For  gi f t s  an'  gr ace
     A bur ni ng and a shi ni ng l i ght
     To a'  t hi s pl ace.



     What  was I ,  or  my gener at i on,
     That  I  shoul d get  s i c exal t at i on,
     I  wha deser ve most  j ust  damnat i on
     For  br oken l aws,
     Fi ve t housand year s er e my cr eat i on,
     Thr o'  Adam' s cause?

     When f r ae my mi t her ' s  womb I  f el l ,
     Thou mi ght  hae pl unged me i n hel l ,
     To gnash my gums,  t o weep and wai l ,
     I n bur ni n l akes,
     Wher e damned devi l s  r oar  and yel l ,
     Chai n' d t o t hei r  st akes.

     Yet  I  am her e a chosen sampl e,
     To show t hy gr ace i s gr eat  and ampl e;
     I ' m her e a pi l l ar  o'  Thy t empl e,
     St r ong as a r ock,
     A gui de,  a buckl er ,  and exampl e,
     To a'  Thy f l ock.

     O Lor d,  Thou kens what  zeal  I  bear ,
     When dr i nker s dr i nk,  an'  swear er s swear ,
     An'  s i ngi n t her e,  an'  danci n her e,
     Wi '  gr eat  and sma' ;
     For  I  am keepi t  by Thy f ear
     Fr ee f r ae t hem a' .

     But  yet ,  O Lor d!  conf ess I  must ,
     At  t i mes I ' m f ash' d wi '  f l eshl y l ust :
     An'  somet i mes,  t oo,  i n war dl y t r ust ,
     Vi l e sel f  get s i n:
     But  Thou r emember s we ar e dust ,
     Def i l ' d wi '  s i n.

     O Lor d!  yest r een,  Thou kens,  wi '  Meg—
Thy par don I  s i ncer el y beg,

     O!  may' t  ne' er  be a l i v i n pl ague
     To my di shonour ,
     An'  I ' l l  ne' er  l i f t  a l awl ess l eg
     Agai n upon her .

     Besi des,  I  f ar t her  maun al l ow,
     Wi '  Leezi e' s l ass,  t hr ee t i mes I  t r ow—

But  Lor d,  t hat  Fr i day I  was f ou,
     When I  cam near  her ;
     Or  el se,  Thou kens,  Thy ser vant  t r ue
     Wad never  st eer  her .

     Maybe Thou l et s t hi s f l eshl y t hor n
     Buf f et  Thy ser vant  e' en and mor n,
     Lest  he owr e pr oud and hi gh shou' d t ur n,
     That  he' s sae gi f t ed:
     I f  sae,  Thy han'  maun e' en be bor ne,
     Unt i l  Thou l i f t  i t .

     Lor d,  bl ess Thy chosen i n t hi s pl ace,
     For  her e Thou hast  a chosen r ace:
     But  God conf ound t hei r  st ubbor n f ace,
     An'  bl ast  t hei r  name,
     Wha br i ng Thy el der s t o di sgr ace
     An'  publ i c  shame.

     Lor d,  mi nd Gaw' n Hami l t on' s deser t s;



     He dr i nks,  an'  swear s,  an'  pl ays at  car t es,
     Yet  has sae mony t aki n ar t s,
     Wi '  gr eat  and sma' ,
     Fr ae God' s ai n pr i est  t he peopl e' s hear t s
     He st eal s awa.

     An'  when we chast en' d hi m t her ef or ,
     Thou kens how he br ed s i c a spl or e,
     An'  set  t he war l d i n a r oar
     O'  l aughi ng at  us; —

Cur se Thou hi s basket  and hi s st or e,
     Kai l  an'  pot at oes.

     Lor d,  hear  my ear nest  cr y and pr ay' r ,
     Agai nst  t hat  Pr esbyt ' r y o'  Ayr ;
     Thy st r ong r i ght  hand,  Lor d,  make i t  bar e
     Upo'  t hei r  heads;
     Lor d v i s i t  t hem,  an'  di nna spar e,
     For  t hei r  mi sdeeds.

     O Lor d,  my God!  t hat  gl i b- t ongu' d Ai ken,
     My ver a hear t  and f l esh ar e quaki n,
     To t hi nk how we st ood sweat i n' ,  shaki n,
     An'  p- ' d wi '  dr ead,
     Whi l e he,  wi '  hi ngi n l i p an'  snaki n,
     Hel d up hi s head.

     Lor d,  i n Thy day o'  vengeance t r y hi m,
     Lor d,  v i s i t  t hem wha di d empl oy hi m,
     And pass not  i n Thy mer cy by ' em,
     Nor  hear  t hei r  pr ay ' r ,
     But  f or  Thy peopl e' s sake,  dest r oy ' em,
     An'  di nna spar e.

     But ,  Lor d,  r emember  me an'  mi ne
     Wi '  mer ci es t emp' r al  an'  di v i ne,
     That  I  f or  gr ace an'  gear  may shi ne,
     Excel l ' d by nane,
     And a'  t he gl or y shal l  be t hi ne,
     Amen,  Amen!

Epitaph On Holy Willie
     Her e Hol y Wi l l i e' s  sai r  wor n c l ay
     Taks up i t s  l ast  abode;
     Hi s saul  has t a' en some ot her  way,
     I  f ear ,  t he l ef t - hand r oad.

     St op!  t her e he i s,  as sur e' s a gun,
     Poor ,  s i l l y  body,  see hi m;
     Nae wonder  he' s as bl ack ' s t he gr un,
     Obser ve wha' s st andi ng wi '  hi m.

     Your  br unst ane devi l shi p,  I  see,
     Has got  hi m t her e bef or e ye;
     But  haud your  ni ne- t ai l  cat  a wee,
     Ti l l  ance you' ve hear d my st or y.



     Your  pi t y I  wi l l  not  i mpl or e,
     For  pi t y ye have nane;
     Just i ce,  al as!  has gi ' en hi m o' er ,
     And mer cy' s day i s  gane.

     But  hear  me,  Si r ,  dei l  as ye ar e,
     Look somet hi ng t o your  cr edi t ;
     A coof  l i ke hi m wad st ai n your  name,
     I f  i t  wer e kent  ye di d i t .

Death and Doctor Hornbook
     A Tr ue St or y

     Some books ar e l i es f r ae end t o end,
     And some gr eat  l i es wer e never  penn' d:
     Ev ' n mi ni st er s t hey hae been kenn' d,
     I n hol y r apt ur e,
     A r ousi ng whi d at  t i mes t o vend,
     And nai l ' t  wi '  Scr i pt ur e.

     But  t hi s t hat  I  am gaun t o t el l ,
     Whi ch l at el y on a ni ght  bef el l ,
     I s  j ust  as t r ue' s t he Dei l ' s  i n hel l
     Or  Dubl i n c i t y :
     That  e' er  he near er  comes our sel '
     ' S a muckl e pi t y.

     The c l achan y i l l  had made me cant y,
     I  was na f ou,  but  j ust  had pl ent y;
     I  s t acher ' d whi l es,  but  yet  t oo t ent  aye
     To f r ee t he di t ches;
     An'  hi l l ocks,  st anes,  an'  bushes,  kenn' d eye
     Fr ae ghai st s an'  wi t ches.

     The r i s i ng moon began t o gl owr e
     The di st ant  Cumnock hi l l s  out - owr e:
     To count  her  hor ns,  wi '  a my pow' r ,
     I  set  mysel ' ;
     But  whet her  she had t hr ee or  f our ,
     I  cou' d na t el l .

     I  was come r ound about  t he hi l l ,
     An'  t odl i n down on Wi l l i e' s  mi l l ,
     Set t i ng my st af f  wi '  a'  my ski l l ,
     To keep me si cker ;
     Tho'  l eewar d whi l es,  agai nst  my wi l l ,

I  t ook a bi cker .

     I  t her e wi '  Somet hi ng di d f or gat her ,
     That  pat  me i n an eer i e swi t her ;
     An'  awf u'  scyt he,  out - owr e ae shout her ,
     Cl ear - dangl i ng,  hang;
     A t hr ee- t ae' d l ei st er  on t he i t her
     Lay,  l ar ge an'  l ang.



     I t s  st at ur e seem' d l ang Scot ch el l s  t wa,
     The queer est  shape t hat  e' er  I  saw,
     For  f i ent  a wame i t  had ava;
     And t hen i t s  shanks,
     They wer e as t hi n,  as shar p an'  sma'
     As cheeks o'  br anks.

     " Gui d- een, "  quo'  I ;  " Fr i end!  hae ye been mawi n,
     When i t her  f ol k ar e busy sawi n! " ^1
     I  seem' d t o make a k i nd o'  s t an'
     But  naet hi ng spak;
     At  l engt h,  says I ,  " Fr i end!  whar e ye gaun?
     Wi l l  ye go back?"

     I t  spak r i ght  howe, —" My name i s Deat h,
     But  be na f l ey ' d. " —Quot h I ,  " Gui d f ai t h,
     Ye' r e maybe come t o st ap my br eat h;
     But  t ent  me,  bi l l i e;
     I  r ed ye weel ,  t ak car e o'  skai t h
     See,  t her e' s a gul l y ! "

     " Gudeman, "  quo'  he,  " put  up your  whi t t l e,
     I ' m no desi gned t o t r y i t s  met t l e;
     But  i f  I  di d,  I  wad be k i t t l e
     To be mi sl ear ' d;
     I  wad na mi nd i t ,  no t hat  spi t t l e
     Out - owr e my bear d. "

     " Weel ,  weel ! "  says I ,  " a bar gai n be' t ;
     Come,  gi e' s your  hand,  an'  sae we' r e gr ee' t ;
     We' l l  ease our  shanks an t ak a seat —

Come,  gi e' s your  news;
     Thi s whi l e ye hae been mony a gat e,
     At  mony a house. " ^2

     [ Foot not e 1:  Thi s r econt r e happened i n seed- t i me,  1785. —R. B. ]

     [ Foot not e 2:  An epi demi cal  f ever  was t hen r agi ng i n t hat
      count r y. —R. B. ]

     " Ay,  ay! "  quo'  he,  an'  shook hi s head,
     " I t ' s  e' en a l ang,  l ang t i me i ndeed
     Si n'  I  began t o ni ck t he t hr ead,
     An'  choke t he br eat h:
     Fol k maun do somet hi ng f or  t hei r  br ead,
     An'  sae maun Deat h.

     " Sax t housand year s ar e near - hand f l ed
     Si n'  I  was t o t he but chi ng br ed,
     An'  mony a scheme i n vai n' s been l ai d,
     To st ap or  scar  me;
     Ti l l  ane Hor nbook' s^3 t a' en up t he t r ade,
     And f ai t h!  he' l l  waur  me.

     " Ye ken Hor nbook i '  t he c l achan,
     Dei l  mak hi s k i ng' s - hood i n spl euchan!
     He' s gr own sae weel  acquai nt  wi '  Buchan^4
     And i t her  chaps,
     The weans haud out  t hei r  f i nger s l aughi n,
     An'  pouk my hi ps.

     " See,  her e' s a scyt he,  an'  t her e' s dar t ,
     They hae pi er c ' d mony a gal l ant  hear t ;
     But  Doct or  Hor nbook,  wi '  hi s ar t



     An'  cur sed ski l l ,
     Has made t hem bai t h no wor t h a f - t ,
     Damn' d haet  t hey' l l  k i l l !

     " ' Twas but  yest r een,  nae f ar t her  gane,
     I  t hr ew a nobl e t hr ow at  ane;
     Wi '  l ess,  I ' m sur e,  I ' ve hundr eds s l ai n;
     But  dei l - ma- car e,
     I t  j ust  pl ay ' d di r l  on t he bane,
     But  di d nae mai r .

     " Hor nbook was by,  wi '  r eady ar t ,
     An'  had sae f or t i f y ' d t he par t ,

     [ Foot not e 3:  Thi s gent l eman,  Dr .  Hor nbook,  i s  pr of essi onal l y
     a br ot her  of  t he sover ei gn Or der  of  t he Fer ul a;  but ,  by
     i nt ui t i on and i nspi r at i on,  i s  at  once an apot hecar y,
     sur geon,  and physi c i an. —R. B. ]

     [ Foot not e 4:  Bur chan' s Domest i c Medi c i ne. —R. B. ]

     That  when I  l ooked t o my dar t ,
     I t  was sae bl unt ,
     Fi ent  haet  o' t  wad hae pi er c ' d t he hear t
     Of  a kai l - r unt .

     " I  dr ew my scyt he i n s i c a f ur y,
     I  near - hand cowpi t  wi '  my hur r y,
     But  yet  t he baul d Apot hecar y
     Wi t hst ood t he shock;
     I  mi ght  as weel  hae t r i ed a quar r y
     O'  har d whi n r ock.

     " Ev' n t hem he canna get  at t ended,
     Al t ho'  t hei r  f ace he ne' er  had kend i t ,
     Just —i n a kai l - bl ade,  an'  sent  i t ,
     As soon' s he smel l s ' t ,
     Bai t h t hei r  di sease,  and what  wi l l  mend i t ,
     At  once he t el l s  ' t .

     " And t hen,  a'  doct or ' s  saws an'  whi t t l es,
     Of  a'  di mensi ons,  shapes,  an'  met t l es,
     A'  k i nd o'  boxes,  mugs,  an'  bot t l es,
     He' s sur e t o hae;
     Thei r  Lat i n names as f ast  he r at t l es
     as A B C.

     " Cal ces o'  f ossi l s ,  ear t hs,  and t r ees;
     Tr ue sal - mar i num o'  t he seas;
     The f ar i na of  beans an'  pease,
     He has' t  i n pl ent y;
     Aqua- f ont i s,  what  you pl ease,
     He can cont ent  ye.

     " For bye some new,  uncommon weapons,
     Ur i nus spi r i t us of  capons;
     Or  mi t e- hor n shavi ngs,  f i l i ngs,  scr api ngs,
     Di st i l l ' d per  se;
     Sal - al kal i  o'  mi dge- t ai l  c l i ppi ngs,
     And mony mae. "

     " Waes me f or  Johni e Ged' s^5 Hol e now, "
     Quot h I ,  " i f  t hat  t hae news be t r ue!
     Hi s br aw cal f - war d whar e gowans gr ew,



     Sae whi t e and boni e,
     Nae doubt  t hey' l l  r i ve i t  wi '  t he pl ew;
     They' l l  r ui n Johni e! "

     The cr eat ur e gr ai n' d an el dr i t ch l augh,
     And says " Ye needna yoke t he pl eugh,
     Ki r kyar ds wi l l  soon be t i l l ' d eneugh,
     Tak ye nae f ear :
     They' l l  be t r ench' d wi '  mony a sheugh,
     I n t wa- t hr ee year .

     " Whar e I  k i l l ' d ane,  a f ai r  s t r ae- deat h,
     By l oss o'  bl ood or  want  of  br eat h
     Thi s ni ght  I ' m f r ee t o t ak my ai t h,
     That  Hor nbook' s ski l l
     Has c l ad a scor e i '  t hei r  l ast  c l ai t h,
     By dr ap an'  pi l l .

     " An honest  wabst er  t o hi s t r ade,
     Whase wi f e' s t wa ni eves wer e scar ce weel - br ed
     Gat  t i ppence- wor t h t o mend her  head,
     When i t  was sai r ;
     The wi f e s l ade canni e t o her  bed,
     But  ne' er  spak mai r .

     " A count r y l ai r d had t a' en t he bat t s,
     Or  some cur mur r i ng i n hi s gut s,
     Hi s onl y son f or  Hor nbook set s,
     An'  pays hi m wel l :
     The l ad,  f or  t wa gui d gi mmer - pet s,
     Was l ai r d hi msel ' .

     " A boni e l ass—ye kend her  name—
Some i l l - br ewn dr i nk had hov' d her  wame;

     She t r ust s her sel ' ,  t o hi de t he shame,
     I n Hor nbook' s car e;
     Hor n sent  her  af f  t o her  l ang hame,
     To hi de i t  t her e.

     [ Foot not e 5:  The gr ave- di gger . —R. B. ]

     " That ' s  j ust  a swat ch o'  Hor nbook' s way;
     Thus goes he on f r om day t o day,
     Thus does he poi son,  k i l l ,  an'  s l ay,
     An' s weel  pai d f or ' t ;
     Yet  st ops me o'  my l awf u'  pr ey,
     Wi '  hi s damn' d di r t :

     " But ,  har k!  I ' l l  t el l  you of  a pl ot ,
     Tho'  di nna ye be speaki n o' t ;
     I ' l l  nai l  t he sel f - concei t ed sot ,
     As dead' s a her r i n;
     Nei st  t i me we meet ,  I ' l l  wad a gr oat ,
     He get s hi s f ai r i n! "

     But  j ust  as he began t o t el l ,
     The aul d k i r k - hammer  st r ak t he bel l
     Some wee shor t  hour  ayont  t he t wal ' ,
     Whi ch r ai s ' d us bai t h:
     I  t ook t he way t hat  pl eas' d mysel ' ,
     And sae di d Deat h.



Epistle To J. Lapraik, An Old Scottish Bard
     Apr i l  1,  1785

     Whi l e br i er s an'  woodbi nes buddi ng gr een,
     An'  pai t r i cks scr ai chi n l oud at  e' en,
     An'  mor ni ng poussi e whi ddi n seen,
     I nspi r e my muse,
     Thi s f r eedom,  i n an unknown f r i en' ,
     I  pr ay excuse.

     On Fast en—e' en we had a r ocki n,
     To ca'  t he cr ack and weave our  st ocki n;
     And t her e was muckl e f un and j oki n,
     Ye need na doubt ;
     At  l engt h we had a hear t y yoki n
     At  sang about .

     Ther e was ae sang,  amang t he r est ,
     Aboon t hem a'  i t  pl eas' d me best ,
     That  some ki nd husband had addr est
     To some sweet  wi f e;
     I t  t hi r l ' d t he hear t - st r i ngs t hr o'  t he br east ,
     A'  t o t he l i f e.

     I ' ve scar ce hear d ought  descr i b' d sae weel ,
     What  gen' r ous,  manl y bosoms f eel ;
     Thought  I  " Can t hi s be Pope,  or  St eel e,
     Or  Beat t i e' s  war k?"
     They t aul d me ' t was an odd k i nd chi el
     About  Mui r k i r k.

     I t  pat  me f i dgi n- f ai n t o hear ' t ,
     An'  sae about  hi m t her e I  spei r ' t ;
     Then a'  t hat  kent  hi m r ound decl ar ' d
     He had i ngi ne;
     That  nane excel l ' d i t ,  f ew cam near ' t ,
     I t  was sae f i ne:

     That ,  set  hi m t o a pi nt  of  al e,
     An'  ei t her  douce or  mer r y t al e,
     Or  r hymes an'  sangs he' d made hi msel ,
     Or  wi t t y  cat ches—

' Tween I nver ness an'  Tevi ot dal e,
     He had f ew mat ches.

     Then up I  gat ,  an'  swoor  an ai t h,
     Tho'  I  shoul d pawn my pl eugh an'  gr ai t h,
     Or  di e a cadger  powni e' s deat h,
     At  some dyke- back,
     A pi nt  an'  gi l l  I ' d gi e t hem bai t h,
     To hear  your  cr ack.

     But ,  f i r s t  an'  f or emost ,  I  shoul d t el l ,
     Amai st  as soon as I  coul d spel l ,
     I  t o t he cr ambo- j i ngl e f el l ;
     Tho'  r ude an'  r ough—

Yet  cr ooni ng t o a body' s sel '
     Does weel  eneugh.



     I  am nae poet ,  i n a sense;
     But  j ust  a r hymer  l i ke by chance,
     An'  hae t o l ear ni ng nae pr et ence;
     Yet ,  what  t he mat t er ?
     Whene' er  my muse does on me gl ance,
     I  j i ngl e at  her .

     Your  cr i t i c - f ol k may cock t hei r  nose,
     And say,  " How can you e' er  pr opose,
     You wha ken har dl y ver se f r ae pr ose,
     To mak a sang?"
     But ,  by your  l eaves,  my l ear ned f oes,
     Ye' r e maybe wr ang.

     What ' s a'  your  j ar gon o'  your  school s—
Your  Lat i n names f or  hor ns an'  st ool s?

     I f  honest  Nat ur e made you f ool s,
     What  sai r s your  gr ammar s?
     Ye' d bet t er  t aen up spades and shool s,
     Or  knappi n- hammer s.

     A set  o'  dul l ,  concei t ed hashes
     Conf use t hei r  br ai ns i n col l ege c l asses!
     They gang i n st i r ks,  and come out  asses,
     Pl ai n t r ut h t o speak;
     An'  syne t hey t hi nk t o c l i mb Par nassus
     By di nt  o'  Gr eek!

     Gi e me ae spar k o'  nat ur e' s f i r e,
     That ' s  a'  t he l ear ni ng I  desi r e;
     Then t ho'  I  dr udge t hr o'  dub an'  mi r e
     At  pl eugh or  car t ,
     My muse,  t ho'  hamel y i n at t i r e,
     May t ouch t he hear t .

     O f or  a spunk o'  Al l an' s gl ee,
     Or  Fer gusson' s t he baul d an'  s l ee,
     Or  br i ght  Lapr ai k ' s,  my f r i end t o be,
     I f  I  can hi t  i t !
     That  woul d be l ear  eneugh f or  me,
     I f  I  coul d get  i t .

     Now,  s i r ,  i f  ye hae f r i ends enow,
     Tho'  r eal  f r i ends,  I  b' l i eve,  ar e f ew;
     Yet ,  i f  your  cat al ogue be f u' ,
     I ' se no i nsi st :
     But ,  gi f  ye want  ae f r i end t hat ' s  t r ue,
     I ' m on your  l i s t .

     I  wi nna bl aw about  mysel ,
     As i l l  I  l i ke my f aut s t o t el l ;
     But  f r i ends,  an'  f ol k t hat  wi sh me wel l ,
     They somet i mes r oose me;
     Tho'  I  maun own,  as mony st i l l
     As f ar  abuse me.

     Ther e' s ae wee f aut  t hey whi l es l ay t o me,
     I  l i ke t he l asses—Gude f or gi e me!
     For  mony a pl ack t hey wheedl e f r ae me
     At  dance or  f ai r ;
     Maybe some i t her  t hi ng t hey gi e me,
     They weel  can spar e.

     But  Mauchl i ne Race,  or  Mauchl i ne Fai r ,



     I  shoul d be pr oud t o meet  you t her e;
     We' se gi e ae ni ght ' s  di schar ge t o car e,
     I f  we f or gat her ;
     An'  hae a swap o'  r hymi n- war e
     Wi '  ane ani t her .

     The f our - gi l l  chap,  we' se gar  hi m cl at t er ,
     An'  k i r sen hi m wi '  r eeki n wat er ;
     Syne we' l l  s i t  down an'  t ak our  whi t t er ,
     To cheer  our  hear t ;
     An'  f ai t h,  we' se be acquai nt ed bet t er
     Bef or e we par t .

     Awa ye sel f i sh,  war ' l y  r ace,
     Wha t hi nk t hat  havi ns,  sense,  an'  gr ace,
     Ev ' n l ove an'  f r i endshi p shoul d gi ve pl ace
     To cat ch—t he—pl ack!
     I  di nna l i ke t o see your  f ace,
     Nor  hear  your  cr ack.

     But  ye whom soci al  pl easur e char ms
     Whose hear t s t he t i de of  k i ndness war ms,
     Who hol d your  bei ng on t he t er ms,
     " Each ai d t he ot her s, "
     Come t o my bowl ,  come t o my ar ms,
     My f r i ends,  my br ot her s!

     But ,  t o concl ude my l ang epi st l e,
     As my aul d pen' s wor n t o t he gr i st l e,
     Twa l i nes f r ae you wad gar  me f i ss l e,
     Who am,  most  f er vent ,
     Whi l e I  can ei t her  s i ng or  whi st l e,
     Your  f r i end and ser vant .

Second Epistle To J. Lapraik
     Apr i l  21,  1785

     Whi l e new- ca' d kye r owt e at  t he st ake
     An'  powni es r eek i n pl eugh or  br ai k,
     Thi s hour  on e' eni n' s edge I  t ake,
     To own I ' m debt or
     To honest - hear t ed,  aul d Lapr ai k,
     For  hi s k i nd l et t er .

     For j esket  sai r ,  wi t h wear y l egs,
     Rat t l i n t he cor n out - owr e t he r i gs,
     Or  deal i ng t hr o'  amang t he nai gs
     Thei r  t en- hour s '  bi t e,
     My awkar t  Muse sai r  pl eads and begs
     I  woul d na wr i t e.

     The t apet l ess,  r amf eezl ' d hi zzi e,
     She' s saf t  at  best  an'  somet hi ng l azy:
     Quo'  she,  " Ye ken we' ve been sae busy
     Thi s mont h an'  mai r ,
     That  t r owt h,  my head i s gr own r i ght  di zzi e,



     An'  somet hi ng sai r . "

     Her  dowf f  excuses pat  me mad;
     " Consci ence, "  says I ,  " ye t howl ess j ade!
     I ' l l  wr i t e,  an'  t hat  a hear t y bl aud,
     Thi s ver a ni ght ;
     So di nna ye af f r ont  your  t r ade,
     But  r hyme i t  r i ght .

     " Shal l  baul d Lapr ai k,  t he k i ng o'  hear t s,
     Tho'  manki nd wer e a pack o'  car t es,
     Roose you sae weel  f or  your  deser t s,
     I n t er ms sae f r i endl y;
     Yet  ye' l l  negl ect  t o shaw your  par t s
     An'  t hank hi m ki ndl y?"

     Sae I  gat  paper  i n a bl i nk,
     An'  down gaed st umpi e i n t he i nk:
     Quot h I ,  " Bef or e I  s l eep a wi nk,
     I  vow I ' l l  c l ose i t ;
     An'  i f  ye wi nna mak i t  c l i nk,
     By Jove,  I ' l l  pr ose i t ! "

     Sae I ' ve begun t o scr awl ,  but  whet her
     I n r hyme,  or  pr ose,  or  bai t h t hegi t her ;
     Or  some hot ch- pot ch t hat ' s  r i ght l y  nei t her ,
     Let  t i me mak pr oof ;
     But  I  shal l  scr i bbl e down some bl et her
     Just  c l ean af f - l oof .

     My wor t hy f r i end,  ne' er  gr udge an'  car p,
     Tho'  f or t une use you har d an'  shar p;
     Come,  k i t t l e up your  moor l and har p
     Wi '  gl eesome t ouch!
     Ne' er  mi nd how For t une waf t  and war p;
     She' s but  a bi t ch.

     She ' s  gi en me mony a j i r t  an'  f l eg,
     Si n'  I  coul d st r i ddl e owr e a r i g;
     But ,  by t he Lor d,  t ho'  I  shoul d beg
     Wi '  l yar t  pow,
     I ' l l  l augh an'  s i ng,  an'  shake my l eg,
     As l ang' s I  dow!

     Now comes t he sax- an' - t went i et h s i mmer
     I ' ve seen t he bud upon t he t i mmer ,
     St i l l  per secut ed by t he l i mmer
     Fr ae year  t o year ;
     But  yet ,  despi t e t he k i t t l e k i mmer ,
     I ,  Rob,  am her e.

     Do ye envy t he c i t y  gent ,
     Behi nt  a k i st  t o l i e an'  sk l ent ;
     Or  pur sue- pr oud,  bi g wi '  cent .  per  cent .
     An'  muckl e wame,
     I n some bi t  br ugh t o r epr esent
     A bai l i e' s  name?

     Or  i s ' t  t he paught y,  f eudal  t hane,
     Wi '  r uf f l ' d sar k an'  gl anci ng cane,
     Wha t hi nks hi msel  nae sheep- shank bane,
     But  l or dl y st al ks;
     Whi l e caps and bonnet s af f  ar e t aen,
     As by he wal ks?



     " O Thou wha gi es us each gui d gi f t !
     Gi e me o'  wi t  an'  sense a l i f t ,
     Then t ur n me,  i f  t hou pl ease,  adr i f t ,
     Thr o'  Scot l and wi de;
     Wi '  c i t s  nor  l ai r ds I  wadna shi f t ,
     I n a'  t hei r  pr i de! "

     Wer e t hi s t he char t er  of  our  st at e,
     " On pai n o'  hel l  be r i ch an'  gr eat , "
     Damnat i on t hen woul d be our  f at e,
     Beyond r emead;
     But ,  t hanks t o heaven,  t hat ' s  no t he gat e
     We l ear n our  cr eed.

     For  t hus t he r oyal  mandat e r an,
     When f i r st  t he human r ace began;
     " The soci al ,  f r i endl y,  honest  man,
     What e' er  he be—

' Ti s he f ul f i l s  gr eat  Nat ur e' s pl an,
     And none but  he. "

     O mandat e gl or i ous and di v i ne!
     The r agged f ol l ower s o'  t he Ni ne,
     Poor ,  t hought l ess devi l s !  yet  may shi ne
     I n gl or i ous l i ght ,
     Whi l e sor di d sons o'  Mammon' s l i ne
     Ar e dar k as ni ght !

     Tho'  her e t hey scr ape,  an'  squeeze,  an'  gr owl ,
     Thei r  wor t hl ess ni evef u'  of  a soul
     May i n some f ut ur e car case howl ,
     The f or est ' s  f r i ght ;
     Or  i n some day- det est i ng owl
     May shun t he l i ght .

     Then may Lapr ai k and Bur ns ar i se,
     To r each t hei r  nat i ve,  k i ndr ed ski es,
     And s i ng t hei r  pl easur es,  hopes an'  j oys,
     I n some mi l d spher e;
     St i l l  c l oser  kni t  i n f r i endshi p' s t i es,
     Each passi ng year !

Epistle To William Simson
     School mast er ,  Ochi l t r ee. —May,  1785

     I  gat  your  l et t er ,  wi nsome Wi l l i e;
     Wi '  gr at ef u'  hear t  I  t hank you br awl i e;
     Tho'  I  maun say' t ,  I  wad be s i l l y ,
     And unco vai n,
     Shoul d I  bel i eve,  my coaxi n bi l l i e
     Your  f l at t er i n st r ai n.

     But  I ' se bel i eve ye k i ndl y meant  i t :
     I  sud be l ai t h t o t hi nk ye hi nt ed
     I r oni c sat i r e,  s i del i ns skl ent ed



     On my poor  Musi e;
     Tho'  i n s i c phr ai s i n t er ms ye' ve penn' d i t ,
     I  scar ce excuse ye.

     My senses wad be i n a cr eel ,
     Shoul d I  but  dar e a hope t o speel
     Wi '  Al l an,  or  wi '  Gi l ber t f i el d,
     The br aes o'  f ame;
     Or  Fer gusson,  t he wr i t er - chi el ,
     A deat hl ess name.

     ( O Fer gusson!  t hy gl or i ous par t s
     I l l  sui t ed l aw' s dr y,  must y ar t s!
     My cur se upon your  whunst ane hear t s,
     Ye E' nbr ugh gent r y!
     The t i t he o'  what  ye wast e at  car t es
     Wad st ow' d hi s pant r y! )

     Yet  when a t al e comes i '  my head,
     Or  l assi es gi e my hear t  a scr eed—

As whi l es t hey' r e l i ke t o be my dead,
     ( O sad di sease! )
     I  k i t t l e up my r ust i c  r eed;
     I t  gi es me ease.

     Aul d Coi l a now may f i dge f u'  f ai n,
     She' s got t en poet s o'  her  ai n;
     Chi el s wha t hei r  chant er s wi nna hai n,
     But  t une t hei r  l ays,
     Ti l l  echoes a'  r esound agai n
     Her  weel - sung pr ai se.

     Nae poet  t hought  her  wor t h hi s whi l e,
     To set  her  name i n measur ' d st y l e;
     She l ay l i ke some unkenn' d- of - i s l e
     Besi de New Hol l and,
     Or  whar e wi l d- meet i ng oceans boi l
     Besout h Magel l an.

     Ramsay an'  f amous Fer gusson
     Gi ed For t h an'  Tay a l i f t  aboon;
     Yar r ow an'  Tweed,  t o moni e a t une,
     Owr e Scot l and r i ngs;
     Whi l e I r wi n,  Lugar ,  Ayr ,  an'  Doon
     Naebody s i ngs.

     Th'  I l l i ssus,  Ti ber ,  Thames,  an'  Sei ne,
     Gl i de sweet  i n moni e a t unef u'  l i ne:
     But  Wi l l i e,  set  your  f i t  t o mi ne,
     An'  cock your  cr est ;
     We' l l  gar  our  st r eams an'  bur ni es shi ne
     Up wi '  t he best !

     We' l l  s i ng aul d Coi l a' s pl ai ns an'  f el l s ,
     Her  moor s r ed- br own wi '  heat her  bel l s ,
     Her  banks an'  br aes,  her  dens and del l s ,
     Whar e gl or i ous Wal l ace
     Af t  bur e t he gr ee,  as st or y t el l s ,
     Fr ae Sut hr on bi l l i es.

     At  Wal l ace'  name,  what  Scot t i sh bl ood
     But  boi l s  up i n a spr i ng- t i de f l ood!
     Of t  have our  f ear l ess f at her s st r ode
     By Wal l ace'  s i de,



     St i l l  pr essi ng onwar d,  r ed- wat - shod,
     Or  gl or i ous di ed!

     O,  sweet  ar e Coi l a' s haughs an'  woods,
     When l i nt whi t es chant  amang t he buds,
     And j i nk i n har es,  i n amor ous whi ds,
     Thei r  l oves enj oy;
     Whi l e t hr o'  t he br aes t he cushat  cr oods
     Wi t h wai l f u'  cr y!

     Ev ' n wi nt er  bl eak has char ms t o me,
     When wi nds r ave t hr o'  t he naked t r ee;
     Or  f r ost s on hi l l s  of  Ochi l t r ee
     Ar e hoar y gr ay;
     Or  bl i ndi ng dr i f t s  wi l d- f ur i ous f l ee,
     Dar k ' ni ng t he day!

     O Nat ur e!  a'  t hy shews an'  f or ms
     To f eel i ng,  pensi ve hear t s hae char ms!
     Whet her  t he summer  k i ndl y war ms,
     Wi '  l i f e an l i ght ;
     Or  wi nt er  howl s,  i n gust y st or ms,
     The l ang,  dar k ni ght !

     The muse,  nae poet  ever  f and her ,
     Ti l l  by hi msel  he l ear n' d t o wander ,
     Adown some t r ot t i n bur n' s meander ,
     An'  no t hi nk l ang:
     O sweet  t o st r ay,  an'  pensi ve ponder
     A hear t - f el t  sang!

     The war ' l y  r ace may dr udge an'  dr i ve,
     Hog- shout her ,  j undi e,  st r et ch,  an'  st r i ve;
     Let  me f ai r  Nat ur e' s f ace descr i ve,
     And I ,  wi '  pl easur e,
     Shal l  l et  t he busy,  gr umbl i ng hi ve
     Bum owr e t hei r  t r easur e.

     Far eweel ,  " my r hyme- composi ng"  br i t her !
     We' ve been owr e l ang unkenn' d t o i t her :
     Now l et  us l ay our  heads t hegi t her ,
     I n l ove f r at er nal :
     May envy wal l op i n a t et her ,
     Bl ack f i end,  i nf er nal !

     Whi l e Hi ghl andmen hat e t ool s an'  t axes;
     Whi l e moor l an' s her ds l i ke gui d,  f at  br axi es;
     Whi l e t er r a f i r ma,  on her  axi s,
     Di ur nal  t ur ns;
     Count  on a f r i end,  i n f ai t h an'  pr act i ce,
     I n Rober t  Bur ns.

Postcript
     My memor y' s no wor t h a pr een;
     I  had amai st  f or got t en c l ean,
     Ye bade me wr i t e you what  t hey mean



     By t hi s " new- l i ght , "
     ' Bout  whi ch our  her ds sae af t  hae been
     Mai st  l i ke t o f i ght .

     I n days when manki nd wer e but  cal l ans
     At  gr ammar ,  l ogi c,  an'  s i c t al ent s,
     They t ook nae pai ns t hei r  speech t o bal ance,
     Or  r ul es t o gi e;
     But  spak t hei r  t hought s i n pl ai n,  br ai d l al l ans,
     Li ke you or  me.

     I n t hae aul d t i mes,  t hey t hought  t he moon,
     Just  l i ke a sar k,  or  pai r  o'  shoon,
     Wor e by degr ees,  t i l l  her  l ast  r oon
     Gaed past  t hei r  v i ewi n;
     An'  shor t l y  af t er  she was done
     They gat  a new ane.

     Thi s passed f or  cer t ai n,  undi sput ed;
     I t  ne' er  cam i '  t hei r  heads t o doubt  i t ,
     Ti l l  chi el s gat  up an'  wad conf ut e i t ,
     An'  ca' d i t  wr ang;
     An'  muckl e di n t her e was about  i t ,
     Bai t h l oud an'  l ang.

     Some her ds,  weel  l ear n' d upo'  t he beuk,
     Wad t hr eap aul d f ol k t he t hi ng mi st euk;
     For  ' t was t he aul d moon t ur n' d a neuk
     An'  out  of '  s i ght ,
     An'  backl i ns- comi n t o t he l euk
     She gr ew mai r  br i ght .

     Thi s was deny' d,  i t  was af f i r m' d;
     The her ds and hi ssel s wer e al ar m' d
     The r ev ' r end gr ay- bear ds r av ' d an'  st or m' d,
     That  bear dl ess l addi es
     Shoul d t hi nk t hey bet t er  wer  i nf or m' d,
     Than t hei r  aul d daddi es.

     Fr ae l ess t o mai r ,  i t  gaed t o st i cks;
     Fr ae wor ds an'  ai t hs t o c l our s an'  ni cks;
     An moni e a f al l ow gat  hi s l i cks,
     Wi '  hear t y cr unt ;
     An'  some,  t o l ear n t hem f or  t hei r  t r i cks,
     Wer e hang' d an'  br unt .

     Thi s game was pl ay ' d i n mony l ands,
     An'  aul d- l i ght  caddi es bur e s i c hands,
     That  f ai t h,  t he youngst er s t ook t he sands
     Wi '  ni mbl e shanks;
     Ti l l  l ai r ds f or bad,  by st r i c t  commands,
     Si c bl ui dy pr anks.

     But  new- l i ght  her ds gat  s i c a cowe,
     Fol k t hought  t hem r ui n' d st i ck - an- st owe;
     Ti l l  now,  amai st  on ev ' r y knowe
     Ye' l l  f i nd ane pl ac ' d;
     An'  some t hei r  new- l i ght  f ai r  avow,
     Just  qui t e bar ef ac ' d.

     Nae doubt  t he aul d- l i ght  f l ocks ar e bl eat i n;
     Thei r  zeal ous her ds ar e vex' d an'  sweat i n;
     Mysel ' ,  I ' ve even seen t hem gr eet i n
     Wi '  gi r ni n spi t e,



     To hear  t he moon sae sadl y l i ed on
     By wor d an'  wr i t e.

     But  shor t l y  t hey wi l l  cowe t he l ouns!
     Some aul d- l i ght  her ds i n neebor  t ouns
     Ar e mi nd' t ,  i n t hi ngs t hey ca'  bal l oons,
     To t ak a f l i ght ;
     An'  st ay ae mont h amang t he moons
     An'  see t hem r i ght .

     Gui d obser vat i on t hey wi l l  gi e t hem;
     An'  when t he aul d moon' s gaun t o l ea' e t hem,
     The hi ndmai st  shai r d,  t hey' l l  f et ch i t  wi '  t hem
     Just  i '  t hei r  pouch;
     An'  when t he new- l i ght  bi l l i es see t hem,
     I  t hi nk t hey' l l  cr ouch!

     Sae,  ye obser ve t hat  a'  t hi s c l at t er
     I s  naet hi ng but  a " moonshi ne mat t er " ;
     But  t ho'  dul l  pr ose- f ol k Lat i n spl at t er
     I n l ogi c t ul y i e,
     I  hope we bar di es ken some bet t er
     Than mi nd s i c br ul y i e.

One Night As I Did Wander
     Tune—" John Ander son,  my j o. "

     One ni ght  as I  di d wander ,
     When cor n begi ns t o shoot ,
     I  sat  me down t o ponder
     Upon an aul d t r ee r oot ;
     Aul d Ayr  r an by bef or e me,
     And bi cker ' d t o t he seas;
     A cushat  cr ooded o' er  me,
     That  echoed t hr ough t he br aes
     .  .  .  .  .  .  .

Tho' Cruel Fate Should Bid Us Part
     Tune—" The Nor t her n Lass. "

     Tho'  cr uel  f at e shoul d bi d us par t ,
     Far  as t he pol e and l i ne,
     Her  dear  i dea r ound my hear t ,
     Shoul d t ender l y ent wi ne.
     Tho'  mount ai ns,  r i se,  and deser t s howl ,
     And oceans r oar  bet ween;
     Yet ,  dear er  t han my deat hl ess soul ,



     I  s t i l l  woul d l ove my Jean.
     .  .  .  .  .  .  .

Song—Rantin', Rovin' Robin^1
     [ Foot not e 1:  Not  publ i shed by Bur ns. ]

     Tune—" Dai nt i e Davi e. "

     Ther e was a l ad was bor n i n Kyl e,
     But  what na day o'  what na st y l e,
     I  doubt  i t ' s  har dl y wor t h t he whi l e
     To be sae ni ce wi '  Robi n.

     Chor . —Robi n was a r ovi n'  boy,
     Rant i n' ,  r ovi n' ,  r ant i n' ,  r ovi n' ,
     Robi n was a r ovi n'  boy,
     Rant i n' ,  r ovi n' ,  Robi n!

     Our  monar ch' s hi ndmost  year  but  ane
     Was f i ve- and- t went y days begun^2,
     ' Twas t hen a bl ast  o'  Janwar '  wi n'
     Bl ew hansel  i n on Robi n.
     Robi n was,  &c.

     [ Foot not e 2:  Januar y 25,  1759,  t he dat e of  my
      bar dshi p' s v i t al  exi st ence. —R. B. ]

     The gossi p keeki t  i n hi s l oof ,
     Quo'  scho,  " Wha l i ves wi l l  see t he pr oof ,
     Thi s wal y boy wi l l  be nae coof :
     I  t hi nk we' l l  ca'  hi m Robi n. "
     Robi n was,  &c.

     " He' l l  hae mi sf or t unes gr eat  an'  sma' ,
     But  aye a hear t  aboon t hem a' ,
     He' l l  be a cr edi t  t i l l  us a' —

We' l l  a'  be pr oud o'  Robi n. "
     Robi n was,  &c.

     " But  sur e as t hr ee t i mes t hr ee mak ni ne,
     I  see by i l ka scor e and l i ne,
     Thi s chap wi l l  dear l y l i ke our  k i n' ,
     So l eeze me on t hee!  Robi n. "
     Robi n was,  &c.

     " Gui d f ai t h, "  quo' ,  scho,  " I  doubt  you gar
     The boni e l asses l i e aspar ;
     But  t went y f aut s ye may hae waur
     So bl essi ns on t hee!  Robi n. "
     Robi n was,  &c.



Elegy On The Death Of Robert Ruisseaux^1
     Now Robi n l i es i n hi s l ast  l ai r ,
     He' l l  gabbl e r hyme,  nor  s i ng nae mai r ;
     Caul d pover t y,  wi '  hungr y st ar e,
     Nae mai r  shal l  f ear  hi m;
     Nor  anxi ous f ear ,  nor  canker t  car e,
     E' er  mai r  come near  hi m.

     To t el l  t he t r ut h,  t hey sel dom f ash' d hi m,
     Except  t he moment  t hat  t hey cr ush' d hi m;
     For  sune as chance or  f at e had hush' d ' em
     Tho'  e' er  sae shor t .
     Then wi '  a r hyme or  sang he l ash' d ' em,
     And t hought  i t  spor t .

     [ Foot not e 1:  Rui sseaux i s Fr ench f or  r i vul et s
      or  " bur ns, "  a t r ansl at i on of  hi s name. ]

     Tho' he was br ed t o k i nt r a- war k,
     And count ed was bai t h wi ght  and st ar k,
     Yet  t hat  was never  Robi n' s mar k
     To mak a man;
     But  t el l  hi m,  he was l ear n' d and c l ar k,
     Ye r oos' d hi m t hen!

Epistle To John Goldie, In Kilmarnock
     Aut hor  Of  The Gospel  Recover ed. —August ,  1785

     O Gowdi e,  t er r or  o'  t he whi gs,
     Dr ead o'  bl ackcoat s and r ev ' r end wi gs!
     Sour  Bi got r y,  on her  l ast  l egs,
     Gi r ns an'  l ooks back,
     Wi shi ng t he t en Egypt i an pl agues
     May sei ze you qui ck.

     Poor  gapi n' ,  gl owr i n'  Super st i t i on!
     Wae' s me,  she' s i n a sad condi t i on:
     Fye:  br i ng Bl ack Jock, ^1 her  st at e physi c i an,
     To see her  wat er ;
     Al as,  t her e' s gr ound f or  gr eat  suspi c i on
     She' l l  ne' er  get  bet t er .

     Ent husi asm' s past  r edempt i on,
     Gane i n a gal l opi n'  consumpt i on:
     Not  a'  her  quacks,  wi '  a'  t hei r  gumpt i on,
     Can ever  mend her ;
     Her  f eebl e pul se gi es st r ong pr esumpt i on,
     She' l l  soon sur r ender .

     Aul d Or t hodoxy l ang di d gr appl e,
     For  ever y hol e t o get  a st appl e;
     But  now she f et ches at  t he t hr appl e,
     An'  f i ght s f or  br eat h;
     Hast e,  gi e her  name up i n t he chapel , ^2



     Near  unt o deat h.

     I t ' s  you an'  Tayl or ^3 ar e t he chi ef
     To bl ame f or  a'  t hi s bl ack mi schi ef ;

     [ Foot not e 1:  The Rev.  J.  Russel l ,  Ki l mar nock. —R.  B. ]

     [ Foot not e 2:  Mr .  Russel l ' s  Ki r k. —R.  B. ]

     [ Foot not e 3:  Dr .  Tayl or  of  Nor wi ch. —R.  B. ]

     But ,  coul d t he Lor d' s ai n f ol k get  l eave,
     A t oom t ar  bar r el
     An'  t wa r ed peat s wad br i ng r el i ef ,
     And end t he quar r el .

     For  me,  my ski l l ' s  but  ver y sma' ,
     An'  sk i l l  i n pr ose I ' ve nane ava' ;
     But  qui et l i ns- wi se,  bet ween us t wa,
     Weel  may you speed!
     And t ho'  t hey sud your  sai r  mi sca' ,
     Ne' er  f ash your  head.

     E' en swi nge t he dogs,  and t hr esh t hem si cker !
     The mai r  t hey squeel  aye chap t he t hi cker ;
     And st i l l  ' mang hands a hear t y bi cker
     O'  somet hi ng st out ;
     I t  gar s an owt hor ' s pul se beat  qui cker ,
     And hel ps hi s wi t .

     Ther e' s naet hi ng l i ke t he honest  nappy;
     Whar e' l l  ye e' er  see men sae happy,
     Or  women sonsi e,  saf t  an'  sappy,
     ' Tween mor n and mor n,
     As t hem wha l i ke t o t ast e t he dr appi e,
     I n gl ass or  hor n?

     I ' ve seen me dazed upon a t i me,
     I  scar ce coul d wi nk or  see a st yme;
     Just  ae hal f - mut chki n does me pr i me, —

Ought  l ess i s  l i t t l e—
Then back I  r at t l e on t he r hyme,

     As gl eg' s a whi t t l e.

The Holy Fair^1
     A r obe of  seemi ng t r ut h and t r ust
     Hi d cr af t y Obser vat i on;
     And secr et  hung,  wi t h poi son' d cr ust ,
     The di r k of  Def amat i on:

     [ Foot not e 1:  " Hol y Fai r "  i s  a common phr ase i n t he west  of  Scot l and
      f or  a sacr ament al  occasi on. —R.  B. ]

     A mask t hat  l i ke t he gor get  show' d,
     Dye- var yi ng on t he pi geon;
     And f or  a mant l e l ar ge and br oad,



     He wr apt  hi m i n Rel i gi on.
     Hypocr i sy A- La- Mode

     Upon a s i mmer  Sunday mor n
     When Nat ur e' s f ace i s f ai r ,
     I  wal ked f or t h t o v i ew t he cor n,
     An'  snuf f  t he cal l er  ai r .
     The r i s i ng sun owr e Gal st on mui r s
     Wi '  gl or i ous l i ght  was gl i nt i n;
     The har es wer e hi r pl i n down t he f ur r s,
     The l av ' r ocks t hey wer e chant i n
     Fu'  sweet  t hat  day.

     As l i ght somel y I  gl owr ' d abr oad,
     To see a scene sae gay,
     Thr ee hi zzi es,  ear l y at  t he r oad,
     Cam skel pi n up t he way.
     Twa had mant eel es o'  dol ef u'  bl ack,
     But  ane wi '  l yar t  l i ni ng;
     The t hi r d,  t hat  gaed a wee a- back,
     Was i n t he f ashi on shi ni ng
     Fu'  gay t hat  day.

     The t wa appear ' d l i ke s i st er s t wi n,
     I n f eat ur e,  f or m,  an'  c l aes;
     Thei r  v i sage wi t her ' d,  l ang an'  t hi n,
     An'  sour  as onl y s l aes:
     The t hi r d cam up,  hap- st ap- an' - l owp,
     As l i ght  as ony l ambi e,
     An'  wi ' a cur chi e l ow di d st oop,
     As soon as e' er  she saw me,
     Fu'  k i nd t hat  day.

     Wi '  bonnet  af f ,  quot h I ,  " Sweet  l ass,
     I  t hi nk ye seem t o ken me;
     I ' m sur e I ' ve seen t hat  boni e f ace
     But  yet  I  canna name ye. "
     Quo'  she,  an'  l aughi n as she spak,
     An'  t aks me by t he han' s,
     " Ye,  f or  my sake,  hae gi en t he f eck
     Of  a'  t he t en comman' s
     A scr eed some day. "

     " My name i s Fun—your  cr oni e dear ,
     The near est  f r i end ye hae;
     An'  t hi s i s  Super st i t ut i on her e,
     An'  t hat ' s  Hypocr i sy.
     I ' m gaun t o Mauchl i ne Hol y Fai r ,
     To spend an hour  i n daf f i n:
     Gi n ye' l l  go t her e,  yon r unkl ' d pai r ,
     We wi l l  get  f amous l aughi n
     At  t hem t hi s day. "

     Quot h I ,  " Wi '  a'  my hear t ,  I ' l l  do' t ;
     I ' l l  get  my Sunday' s sar k on,
     An'  meet  you on t he hol y spot ;
     Fai t h,  we' se hae f i ne r emar ki n! "
     Then I  gaed hame at  cr owdi e- t i me,
     An'  soon I  made me r eady;
     For  r oads wer e c l ad,  f r ae s i de t o s i de,
     Wi '  mony a wear y body
     I n dr oves t hat  day.

     Her e f ar mer s gash,  i n r i di n gr ai t h,



     Gaed hoddi n by t hei r  cot t er s;
     Ther e swanki es young,  i n br aw br ai d- c l ai t h,
     Ar e spr i ngi ng owr e t he gut t er s.
     The l asses,  skel pi n bar ef i t ,  t hr ang,
     I n s i l ks an'  scar l et s gl i t t er ;
     Wi '  sweet - mi l k cheese,  i n mony a whang,
     An'  f ar l s ,  bak' d wi '  but t er ,
     Fu'  cr ump t hat  day.

     When by t he pl at e we set  our  nose,
     Weel  heaped up wi '  ha' pence,
     A gr eedy gl owr  bl ack- bonnet  t hr ows,
     An'  we maun dr aw our  t i ppence.
     Then i n we go t o see t he show:
     On ev' r y s i de t hey' r e gat h' r i n;
     Some car r y i ng dai l s ,  some chai r s an'  st ool s,
     An'  some ar e busy bl et h' r i n
     Ri ght  l oud t hat  day.

     Her e st ands a shed t o f end t he show' r s,
     An'  scr een our  count r a gent r y;
     Ther e Racer  Jess, ^2 an'  t wa- t hr ee whor es,
     Ar e bl i nki n at  t he ent r y.
     Her e s i t s  a r aw o'  t i t t l i n j ads,
     Wi '  heavi ng br east  an'  bar e neck;
     An'  t her e a bat ch o'  wabst er  l ads,
     Bl ackguar di ng f r ae Ki l mar nock,
     For  f un t hi s day.

     Her e,  some ar e t hi nki n on t hei r  s i ns,
     An'  some upo'  t hei r  c l aes;
     Ane cur ses f eet  t hat  f y l ' d hi s shi ns,
     Ani t her  s i ghs an'  pr ays:
     On t hi s hand s i t s a chosen swat ch,
     Wi '  scr ewed- up,  gr ace- pr oud f aces;
     On t hat  a set  o'  chaps,  at  wat ch,
     Thr ang wi nki n on t he l asses
     To chai r s t hat  day.

     O happy i s t hat  man,  an'  bl est !
     Nae wonder  t hat  i t  pr i de hi m!
     Whase ai n dear  l ass,  t hat  he l i kes best ,
     Comes cl i nki n down besi de hi m!
     Wi '  ar ms r epos' d on t he chai r  back,
     He sweet l y does compose hi m;
     Whi ch,  by degr ees,  s l i ps r ound her  neck,
     An' s l oof  upon her  bosom,
     Unkend t hat  day.

     Now a'  t he congr egat i on o' er
     I s  s i l ent  expect at i on;
     For  Moodi e^3 speel s t he hol y door ,
     Wi '  t i di ngs o'  damnat i on:

     [ Foot not e 2:  Racer  Jess ( d.  1813)  was a hal f - wi t t ed daught er  of
      Possi e Nansi e.  She was a gr eat  pedest r i an. ]

     [ Foot not e 3:  Rev.  Al exander  Moodi e of  Ri ccar t on. ]

     Shoul d Hor ni e,  as i n anci ent  days,
     ' Mang sons o'  God pr esent  hi m,
     The ver a s i ght  o'  Moodi e' s f ace,
     To ' s  ai n het  hame had sent  hi m
     Wi '  f r i ght  t hat  day.



     Hear  how he c l ear s t he poi nt  o'  f ai t h
     Wi '  r at t l i n and wi '  t humpi n!
     Now meekl y cal m,  now wi l d i n wr at h,
     He' s st ampi n,  an'  he' s j umpi n!
     Hi s l engt hen' d chi n,  hi s t ur ned- up snout ,
     Hi s el dr i t ch squeel  an'  gest ur es,
     O how t hey f i r e t he hear t  devout ,
     Li ke cant har i di an pl ai st er s
     On s i c a day!

     But  har k!  t he t ent  has chang' d i t s  voi ce,
     Ther e' s peace an'  r est  nae l anger ;
     For  a'  t he r eal  j udges r i se,
     They canna s i t  f or  anger ,
     Smi t h^4 opens out  hi s caul d har angues,
     On pr act i ce and on mor al s;
     An'  af f  t he godl y pour  i n t hr angs,
     To gi e t he j ar s an'  bar r el s
     A l i f t  t hat  day.

     What  s i gni f i es hi s bar r en shi ne,
     Of  mor al  power s an'  r eason?
     Hi s Engl i sh st y l e,  an'  gest ur e f i ne
     Ar e a'  c l ean out  o'  season.
     Li ke Socr at es or  Ant oni ne,
     Or  some aul d pagan heat hen,
     The mor al  man he does def i ne,
     But  ne' er  a wor d o'  f ai t h i n
     That ' s  r i ght  t hat  day.

     I n gui d t i me comes an ant i dot e
     Agai nst  s i c poi son' d nost r um;
     For  Peebl es, ^5 f r ae t he wat er - f i t ,
     Ascends t he hol y r ost r um:

     [ Foot not e 4:  Rev.  Geor ge Smi t h of  Gal st on. ]

     [ Foot not e 5:  Rev.  Wm.  Peebl es of  Newt on- upon- Ayr . ]

     See,  up he' s got ,  t he wor d o'  God,
     An'  meek an'  mi m has v i ew' d i t ,
     Whi l e Common- sense has t aen t he r oad,
     An'  af f ,  an'  up t he Cowgat e^6
     Fast ,  f ast  t hat  day.

     Wee Mi l l er ^7 nei st  t he guar d r el i eves,
     An'  Or t hodoxy r ai bl es,
     Tho'  i n hi s hear t  he weel  bel i eves,
     An'  t hi nks i t  aul d wi ves'  f abl es:
     But  f ai t h!  t he bi r k i e want s a manse,
     So,  canni l i e he hums t hem;
     Al t ho'  hi s car nal  wi t  an'  sense
     Li ke haf f l i ns- wi se o' er comes hi m
     At  t i mes t hat  day.

     Now,  but t  an'  ben,  t he change- house f i l l s ,
     Wi '  y i l l - caup comment at or s;
     Her e ' s  cr y i n out  f or  bakes and gi l l s ,
     An'  t her e t he pi nt - st owp cl at t er s;
     Whi l e t hi ck an'  t hr ang,  an'  l oud an'  l ang,
     Wi '  l ogi c an'  wi '  scr i pt ur e,
     They r ai se a di n,  t hat  i n t he end
     I s  l i ke t o br eed a r upt ur e



     O'  wr at h t hat  day.

     Leeze me on dr i nk!  i t  gi es us mai r
     Than ei t her  school  or  col l ege;
     I t  k i ndl es wi t ,  i t  waukens l ear ,
     I t  pangs us f ou o'  knowl edge:
     Be' t  whi sky- gi l l  or  penny wheep,
     Or  ony st r onger  pot i on,
     I t  never  f ai l s ,  or  dr i nki n deep,
     To k i t t l e up our  not i on,
     By ni ght  or  day.

     The l ads an'  l asses,  bl yt hel y bent
     To mi nd bai t h saul  an'  body,
     Si t  r ound t he t abl e,  weel  cont ent ,
     An'  st eer  about  t he t oddy:

     [ Foot not e 6:  A st r eet  so cal l ed whi ch f aces t he t ent  i n
      Mauchl i ne. —R.  B. ]

     [ Foot not e 7:  Rev.  Al ex.  Mi l l er ,  af t er war d of  Ki l maur s. ]

     On t hi s ane' s dr ess,  an'  t hat  ane' s l euk,
     They' r e maki n obser vat i ons;
     Whi l e some ar e cozi e i '  t he neuk,
     An'  f or mi ng assi gnat i ons
     To meet  some day.

     But  now t he Lor d' s ai n t r umpet  t out s,
     Ti l l  a'  t he hi l l s  ar e r ai r i n,
     And echoes back r et ur n t he shout s;
     Bl ack Russel l  i s  na spar i n:
     Hi s pi er c i n wor ds,  l i ke Hi ghl an'  swor ds,
     Di v i de t he j oi nt s an'  mar r ow;
     Hi s t al k o'  Hel l ,  whar e devi l s  dwel l ,
     Our  ver a " saul s does har r ow"
     Wi '  f r i ght  t hat  day!

     A vast ,  unbot t om' d,  boundl ess pi t ,
     Fi l l ' d f ou o'  l owi n br unst ane,
     Whase r agi ng f l ame,  an'  scor chi ng heat ,
     Wad mel t  t he har dest  whun- st ane!
     The hal f - asl eep st ar t  up wi '  f ear ,
     An'  t hi nk t hey hear  i t  r oar i n;
     When pr esent l y i t  does appear ,
     ' Twas but  some nei bor  snor i n
     Asl eep t hat  day.

     ' Twad be owr e l ang a t al e t o t el l ,
     How mony st or i es past ;
     An'  how t hey cr ouded t o t he y i l l ,
     When t hey wer e a'  di smi st ;
     How dr i nk gaed r ound,  i n cogs an'  caups,
     Amang t he f ur ms an'  benches;
     An'  cheese an'  br ead,  f r ae women' s l aps,
     Was deal t  about  i n l unches
     An'  dawds t hat  day.

     I n comes a gawsi e,  gash gui dwi f e,
     An'  s i t s  down by t he f i r e,
     Syne dr aws her  kebbuck an'  her  kni f e;
     The l asses t hey ar e shyer :
     The aul d gui dmen,  about  t he gr ace
     Fr ae s i de t o s i de t hey bot her ;



     Ti l l  some ane by hi s bonnet  l ays,
     An'  gi es t hem' t  l i ke a t et her ,
     Fu'  l ang t hat  day.

     Waesucks!  f or  hi m t hat  get s nae l ass,
     Or  l asses t hat  hae naet hi ng!
     Sma'  need has he t o say a gr ace,
     Or  mel v i e hi s br aw cl ai t hi ng!
     O wi ves,  be mi ndf u'  ance your sel '
     How boni e l ads ye want ed;
     An'  di nna f or  a kebbuck- heel
     Let  l asses be af f r ont ed
     On s i c a day!

     Now Cl i nkumbel l ,  wi '  r at t l i n t ow,
     Begi ns t o j ow an'  cr oon;
     Some swagger  hame t he best  t hey dow,
     Some wai t  t he af t er noon.
     At  s l aps t he bi l l i es hal t  a bl i nk,
     Ti l l  l asses st r i p t hei r  shoon:
     Wi '  f ai t h an'  hope,  an'  l ove an'  dr i nk,
     They' r e a'  i n f amous t une
     For  cr ack t hat  day.

     How mony hear t s t hi s day conver t s
     O'  s i nner s and o'  l asses!
     Thei r  hear t s o'  s t ane,  gi n ni ght ,  ar e gane
     As saf t  as ony f l esh i s:
     Ther e' s some ar e f ou o'  l ove di v i ne;
     Ther e' s some ar e f ou o'  br andy;
     An'  mony j obs t hat  day begi n,
     May end i n houghmagandi e
     Some i t her  day.

Third Epistle To J. Lapraik
     Gui d speed and f ur der  t o you,  Johni e,
     Gui d heal t h,  hal e han' s,  an'  weat her  boni e;
     Now,  when ye' r e ni cki n down f u'  canni e
     The st af f  o'  br ead,
     May ye ne' er  want  a st oup o'  br an' y
     To c l ear  your  head.

     May Bor eas never  t hr esh your  r i gs,
     Nor  k i ck your  r i ck l es af f  t hei r  l egs,
     Sendi n t he st uf f  o' er  mui r s an'  haggs
     Li ke dr i v i n wr ack;
     But  may t he t apmost  gr ai n t hat  wags
     Come t o t he sack.

     I ' m bi zzi e,  t oo,  an'  skel pi n at  i t ,
     But  bi t t er ,  daudi n shower s hae wat  i t ;
     Sae my aul d st umpi e pen I  gat  i t
     Wi '  muckl e war k,
     An'  t ook my j oct el eg an what t  i t ,
     Li ke ony c l ar k.



     I t ' s  now t wa mont h t hat  I ' m your  debt or ,
     For  your  br aw,  namel ess,  dat el ess l et t er ,
     Abusi n me f or  har sh i l l - nat ur e
     On hol y men,
     Whi l e dei l  a hai r  your sel '  ye' r e bet t er ,
     But  mai r  pr of ane.

     But  l et  t he k i r k - f ol k r i ng t hei r  bel l s ,
     Let ' s  s i ng about  our  nobl e sel ' s :
     We' l l  cr y nae j ads f r ae heat hen hi l l s
     To hel p,  or  r oose us;
     But  br owst er  wi ves an'  whi sky st i l l s ,
     They ar e t he muses.

     Your  f r i endshi p,  Si r ,  I  wi nna quat  i t ,
     An'  i f  ye mak'  obj ect i ons at  i t ,
     Then hand i n nei ve some day we' l l  knot  i t ,
     An'  wi t ness t ake,
     An'  when wi '  usquabae we' ve wat  i t
     I t  wi nna br eak.

     But  i f  t he beast  an'  br anks be spar ' d
     Ti l l  kye be gaun wi t hout  t he her d,
     And a'  t he v i t t el  i n t he yar d,
     An'  t heeki t  r i ght ,
     I  mean your  i ngl e- s i de t o guar d
     Ae wi nt er  ni ght .

     Then muse- i nspi r i n'  aqua- vi t ae
     Shal l  make us bai t h sae bl yt he and wi t t y,
     Ti l l  ye f or get  ye' r e aul d an'  gat t y,
     An'  be as cant y
     As ye wer e ni ne year s l ess t han t hr et t y—

Sweet  ane an'  t went y!

     But  st ooks ar e cowpi t  wi '  t he bl ast ,
     And now t he s i nn keeks i n t he west ,
     Then I  maun r i n amang t he r est ,
     An'  quat  my chant er ;
     Sae I  subscr i be mysel f '  i n hast e,
     Your s,  Rab t he Rant er .

Epistle To The Rev. John M'math
     Sept .  13,  1785.

     I ncl osi ng A Copy Of  " Hol y Wi l l i e' s  Pr ayer , "
     Whi ch He Had Request ed,  Sept .  17,  1785

     Whi l e at  t he st ook t he shear er s cow' r
     To shun t he bi t t er  bl audi n'  show' r ,
     Or  i n gul r avage r i nni n scowr
     To pass t he t i me,
     To you I  dedi cat e t he hour
     I n i dl e r hyme.

     My musi e,  t i r ' d wi '  mony a sonnet



     On gown,  an'  ban' ,  an'  douse bl ack bonnet ,
     I s  gr own r i ght  eer i e now she' s done i t ,
     Lest  t hey shoul d bl ame her ,
     An'  r ouse t hei r  hol y t hunder  on i t
     An anat hem her .

     I  own ' t was r ash,  an'  r at her  har dy,
     That  I ,  a s i mpl e,  count r y bar di e,
     Shoul d meddl e wi '  a pack sae st ur dy,
     Wha,  i f  t hey ken me,
     Can easy,  wi '  a s i ngl e wor di e,
     Lowse hel l  upon me.

     But  I  gae mad at  t hei r  gr i maces,
     Thei r  s i ghi n,  cant i n,  gr ace- pr oud f aces,
     Thei r  t hr ee- mi l e pr ayer s,  an'  hal f - mi l e gr aces,
     Thei r  r axi n consci ence,
     Whase gr eed,  r evenge,  an'  pr i de di sgr aces
     Waur  nor  t hei r  nonsense.

     Ther e' s Gaw' n,  mi sca' d waur  t han a beast ,
     Wha has mai r  honour  i n hi s br east
     Than mony scor es as gui d' s t he pr i est
     Wha sae abus' d hi m:
     And may a bar d no cr ack hi s j est
     What  way t hey' ve us ' d hi m?

     See hi m,  t he poor  man' s f r i end i n need,
     The gent l eman i n wor d an'  deed—

An'  shal l  hi s f ame an'  honour  bl eed
     By wor t hl ess,  skel l ums,
     An'  not  a muse er ect  her  head
     To cowe t he bl el l ums?

     O Pope,  had I  t hy sat i r e' s dar t s
     To gi e t he r ascal s t hei r  deser t s,
     I ' d r i p t hei r  r ot t en,  hol l ow hear t s,
     An'  t el l  al oud
     Thei r  j uggl i n hocus- pocus ar t s
     To cheat  t he cr owd.

     God knows,  I ' m no t he t hi ng I  shoul d be,
     Nor  am I  even t he t hi ng I  coul d be,
     But  t went y t i mes I  r at her  woul d be
     An at hei st  c l ean,
     Than under  gospel  col our s hi d be
     Just  f or  a scr een.

     An honest  man may l i ke a gl ass,
     An honest  man may l i ke a l ass,
     But  mean r evenge,  an'  mal i ce f ause
     He' l l  s t i l l  di sdai n,
     An'  t hen cr y zeal  f or  gospel  l aws,
     Li ke some we ken.

     They t ake r el i gi on i n t hei r  mout h;
     They t al k o'  mer cy,  gr ace,  an'  t r ut h,
     For  what ?—t o gi e t hei r  mal i ce skout h
     On some pui r  wi ght ,
     An'  hunt  hi m down,  owr e r i ght  and r ut h,
     To r ui n st r ai ght .

     Al l  hai l ,  Rel i gi on!  mai d di v i ne!
     Par don a muse sae mean as mi ne,



     Who i n her  r ough i mper f ect  l i ne
     Thus daur s t o name t hee;
     To st i gmat i se f al se f r i ends of  t hi ne
     Can ne' er  def ame t hee.

     Tho'  bl ot ch' t  and f oul  wi '  mony a st ai n,
     An'  f ar  unwor t hy of  t hy t r ai n,
     Wi t h t r embl i ng voi ce I  t une my st r ai n,
     To j oi n wi t h t hose
     Who bol dl y dar e t hy cause mai nt ai n
     I n spi t e of  f oes:

     I n spi t e o'  cr owds,  i n spi t e o'  mobs,
     I n spi t e o'  under mi ni ng j obs,
     I n spi t e o'  dar k bandi t t i  s t abs
     At  wor t h an'  mer i t ,
     By scoundr el s,  even wi '  hol y r obes,
     But  hel l i sh spi r i t .

     O Ayr !  my dear ,  my nat i ve gr ound,
     Wi t hi n t hy pr esbyt er i al  bound
     A candi d l i ber al  band i s f ound
     Of  publ i c  t eacher s,
     As men,  as Chr i st i ans t oo,  r enown' d,
     An'  manl y pr eacher s.

     Si r ,  i n t hat  c i r c l e you ar e nam' d;
     Si r ,  i n t hat  c i r c l e you ar e f am' d;
     An'  some,  by whom your  doct r i ne' s bl am' d
     ( Whi ch gi es you honour )
     Even,  s i r ,  by t hem your  hear t ' s  est eem' d,
     An'  wi nni ng manner .

     Par don t hi s f r eedom I  have t a' en,
     An'  i f  i mper t i nent  I ' ve been,
     I mput e i t  not ,  good Si r ,  i n ane
     Whase hear t  ne' er  wr ang' d ye,
     But  t o hi s ut most  woul d bef r i end
     Ought  t hat  bel ang' d ye.

Second Epistle to Davie
     A Br ot her  Poet

     Aul d Nei bour ,
     I ' m t hr ee t i mes doubl y o' er  your  debt or ,
     For  your  aul d- f ar r ant ,  f r i en' l y  l et t er ;
     Tho'  I  maun say' t  I  doubt  ye f l at t er ,
     Ye speak sae f ai r ;
     For  my pui r ,  s i l l y ,  r hymi n c l at t er
     Some l ess maun sai r .

     Hal e be your  hear t ,  hal e be your  f i ddl e,
     Lang may your  el buck j i nk di ddl e,
     To cheer  you t hr o'  t he wear y wi ddl e
     O'  war ' l y  car es;
     Ti l l  bar i ns '  bar i ns k i ndl y cuddl e



     Your  aul d gr ey hai r s.

     But  Davi e,  l ad,  I ' m r ed ye' r e gl ai k i t ;
     I ' m t aul d t he muse ye hae negl ecki t ;
     An,  gi f  i t ' s  sae,  ye sud by l i ck i t
     Unt i l  ye f yke;
     Si c haun' s as you sud ne' er  be f ai k i t ,
     Be hai n' t  wha l i ke.

     For  me,  I ' m on Par nassus'  br i nk,
     Ri v i n t he wor ds t o gar  t hem cl i nk;
     Whi l es dazed wi '  l ove,  whi l es dazed wi '  dr i nk,
     Wi '  j ads or  masons;
     An'  whi l es,  but  aye owr e l at e,  I  t hi nk
     Br aw sober  l essons.

     Of  a'  t he t hought l ess sons o'  man,
     Commen'  t o me t he bar di e c l an;
     Except  i t  be some i dl e pl an
     O'  r hymi n c l i nk,
     The devi l  haet , —t hat  I  sud ban—

They ever  t hi nk.

     Nae t hought ,  nae v i ew,  nae scheme o'  l i v i n,
     Nae car es t o gi e us j oy or  gr i evi n,
     But  j ust  t he pouchi e put  t he nei ve i n,
     An'  whi l e ought ' s  t her e,
     Then,  hi l t i e,  sk i l t i e,  we gae scr i evi n' ,
     An'  f ash nae mai r .

     Leeze me on r hyme!  i t ' s  aye a t r easur e,
     My chi ef ,  amai st  my onl y pl easur e;
     At  hame,  a- f i el ' ,  at  war k,  or  l ei sur e,
     The Muse,  poor  hi zzi e!
     Tho'  r ough an'  r apl och be her  measur e,
     She' s sel dom l azy.

     Haud t o t he Muse,  my dai nt i e Davi e:
     The war l '  may pl ay you mony a shavi e;
     But  f or  t he Muse,  she' l l  never  l eave ye,
     Tho'  e' er  sae pui r ,
     Na,  even t ho'  l i mpi n wi '  t he spavi e
     Fr ae door  t ae door .

Song—Young Peggy Blooms
     Tune—" Loch Er och- si de. "

     Young Peggy bl ooms our  boni est  l ass,
     Her  bl ush i s l i ke t he mor ni ng,
     The r osy dawn,  t he spr i ngi ng gr ass,
     Wi t h ear l y gems ador ni ng.
     Her  eyes out shi ne t he r adi ant  beams
     That  gi l d t he passi ng shower ,
     And gl i t t er  o' er  t he cr yst al  st r eams,
     And cheer  each f r esh' ni ng f l ower .



     Her  l i ps,  mor e t han t he cher r i es br i ght ,
     A r i cher  dye has gr aced t hem;
     They char m t h'  admi r i ng gazer ' s s i ght ,
     And sweet l y t empt  t o t ast e t hem;
     Her  smi l e i s  as t he eveni ng mi l d,
     When f eat her ' d pai r s ar e cour t i ng,
     And l i t t l e l ambki ns want on wi l d,
     I n pl ayf ul  bands di spor t i ng.

     Wer e For t une l ovel y Peggy' s f oe,
     Such sweet ness woul d r el ent  her ;
     As bl oomi ng spr i ng unbends t he br ow
     Of  sur l y,  savage Wi nt er .
     Det r act i on' s eye no ai m can gai n,
     Her  wi nni ng pow' r s t o l essen;
     And f r et f ul  Envy gr i ns i n vai n
     The poi son' d t oot h t o f ast en.

     Ye Pow' r s of  Honour ,  Love,  and Tr ut h,
     Fr om ev' r y i l l  def end her !
     I nspi r e t he hi ghl y - f avour ' d yout h
     The dest i ni es i nt end her :
     St i l l  f an t he sweet  connubi al  f l ame
     Responsi ve i n each bosom;
     And bl ess t he dear  par ent al  name
     Wi t h many a f i l i al  bl ossom.

Song—Farewell To Ballochmyle
     Tune—" Mi ss For be' s f ar ewel l  t o Banf f . "

     The Cat r i ne woods wer e yel l ow seen,
     The f l ower s decay' d on Cat r i ne l ee,
     Nae l av ' r ock sang on hi l l ock gr een,
     But  nat ur e s i cken' d on t he e' e.
     Thr o'  f aded gr oves Mar i a sang,
     Her sel '  i n beaut y ' s bl oom t he whi l e;
     And aye t he wi l d- wood ehoes r ang,
     Far eweel  t he br aes o'  Bal l ochmyl e!

     Low i n your  wi nt r y beds,  ye f l ower s,
     Agai n ye' l l  f l our i sh f r esh and f ai r ;
     Ye bi r di es dumb,  i n wi t h' r i ng bower s,
     Agai n ye' l l  char m t he vocal  ai r .
     But  her e,  al as!  f or  me nae mai r
     Shal l  bi r di e char m,  or  f l ower et  smi l e;
     Far eweel  t he boni e banks of  Ayr ,
     Far eweel ,  f ar eweel !  sweet  Bal l ochmyl e!

Fragment—Her Flowing Locks



     Her  f l owi ng l ocks,  t he r aven' s wi ng,
     Adown her  neck and bosom hi ng;
     How sweet  unt o t hat  br east  t o c l i ng,
     And r ound t hat  neck ent wi ne her !

     Her  l i ps ar e r oses wat  wi '  dew,
     O'  what  a f east  her  boni e mou' !
     Her  cheeks a mai r  cel est i al  hue,
     A cr i mson st i l l  di v i ner !

Halloween^1
     [ Foot not e 1:  I s  t hought  t o be a ni ght  when wi t ches,  devi l s ,
     and ot her  mi schi ef - maki ng bei ngs ar e abr oad on t hei r  banef ul
     mi dni ght  er r ands;  par t i cul ar l y t hose aer i al  peopl e,  t he
     f ai r i es,  ar e sai d on t hat  ni ght  t o hol d a gr and
     anni ver sar y, . —R. B. ]

The following poem will, by many readers, be well enough understood; but for the sake of
those who are unacquainted with the manners and traditions of the country where the
scene is cast, notes are added to give some account of the principal charms and spells of
that night, so big with prophecy to the peasantry in the west of Scotland. The passion of
prying into futurity makes a striking part of the history of human nature in its rude state, in
all ages and nations; and it may be some entertainment to a philosophic mind, if any such
honour the author with a perusal, to see the remains of it among the more unenlightened in
our own.—R.B.

     Yes!  l et  t he r i ch der i de,  t he pr oud di sdai n,
     The s i mpl e pl easur e of  t he l owl y t r ai n;
     To me mor e dear ,  congeni al  t o my hear t ,
     One nat i ve char m,  t han al l  t he gl oss of  ar t . —Gol dsmi t h.

     Upon t hat  ni ght ,  when f ai r i es l i ght
     On Cassi l i s  Downans^2 dance,
     Or  owr e t he l ays,  i n spl endi d bl aze,
     On spr i ght l y  cour ser s pr ance;
     Or  f or  Col ean t he r out  i s  t a' en,
     Beneat h t he moon' s pal e beams;
     Ther e,  up t he Cove, ^3 t o st r ay an'  r ove,
     Amang t he r ocks and st r eams
     To spor t  t hat  ni ght ;

     [ Foot not e 2:  Cer t ai n l i t t l e,  r omant i c,  r ocky,  gr een hi l l s ,
     i n t he nei ghbour hood of  t he anci ent  seat  of  t he Ear l s of
     Cassi l i s . —R. B. ]

     [ Foot not e 3:  A not ed caver n near  Col ean house,  cal l ed t he
     Cove of  Col ean;  whi ch,  as wel l  as Cassi l i s  Downans,  i s
     f amed,  i n count r y st or y,  f or  bei ng a f avor i t e haunt  of
     f ai r i es. —R. B. ]

     Amang t he boni e wi ndi ng banks,
     Wher e Doon r i ns,  wi mpl i n,  c l ear ;
     Wher e Br uce^4 ance r ul ' d t he mar t i al  r anks,
     An'  shook hi s Car r i ck spear ;



     Some mer r y,  f r i endl y,  count r a- f ol ks
     Toget her  di d convene,
     To bur n t hei r  ni t s ,  an'  pou t hei r  st ocks,
     An'  haud t hei r  Hal l oween
     Fu'  bl yt he t hat  ni ght .

     [ Foot not e 4:  The f amous f ami l y of  t hat  name,  t he ancest or s
     of  Rober t ,  t he gr eat  del i ver er  of  hi s count r y,  wer e Ear l s of
     Car r i ck. —R. B. ]

     The l asses f eat ,  an'  c l eanl y neat ,
     Mai r  br aw t han when t hey' r e f i ne;
     Thei r  f aces bl yt he,  f u'  sweet l y kyt he,
     Hear t s l eal ,  an'  war m,  an'  k i n' :
     The l ads sae t r i g,  wi '  wooer - babs
     Weel - knot t ed on t hei r  gar t en;
     Some unco bl at e,  an'  some wi '  gabs
     Gar  l asses'  hear t s gang st ar t i n
     Whi l es f ast  at  ni ght .

     Then,  f i r s t  an'  f or emost ,  t hr o'  t he kai l ,
     Thei r  st ocks^5 maun a'  be sought  ance;

     [ Foot not e 5:  The f i r st  cer emony of  Hal l oween i s pul l i ng each
     a " st ock, "  or  pl ant  of  kai l .  They must  go out ,  hand i n hand,

wi t h eyes shut ,  and pul l  t he f i r s t  t hey meet  wi t h:  i t s  bei ng
     bi g or  l i t t l e,  st r ai ght  or  cr ooked,  i s  pr ophet i c of  t he s i ze
     and shape of  t he gr and obj ect  of  al l  t hei r  spel l s —t he
     husband or  wi f e.  I f  any " y i r d, "  or  ear t h,  st i ck t o t he r oot ,
     t hat  i s  " t ocher , "  or  f or t une;  and t he t ast e of  t he
     " cust ock, "  t hat  i s ,  t he hear t  of  t he st em,  i s  i ndi cat i ve of
     t he nat ur al  t emper  and di sposi t i on.  Last l y ,  t he st ems,  or ,
     t o gi ve t hem t hei r  or di nar y appel l at i on,  t he " r unt s, "  ar e
     pl aced somewher e above t he head of  t he door ;  and t he
     Chr i st i an names of  t he peopl e whom chance br i ngs i nt o t he
     house ar e,  accor di ng t o t he pr i or i t y  of  pl aci ng t he " r unt s, "
     t he names i n quest i on. —R.  B. ]

     They st eek t hei r  een,  and gr ape an'  wal e
     For  muckl e anes,  an'  st r aught  anes.
     Poor  hav' r el  Wi l l  f el l  af f  t he dr i f t ,
     An'  wander ed t hr o'  t he bow- kai l ,
     An'  pou' t  f or  want  o'  bet t er  shi f t
     A r unt  was l i ke a sow- t ai l
     Sae bow' t  t hat  ni ght .

     Then,  st r aught  or  cr ooked,  y i r d or  nane,
     They r oar  an'  cr y a'  t hr ou' t her ;
     The ver a wee- t hi ngs,  t oddl i n,  r i n,
     Wi '  s t ocks out  owr e t hei r  shout her :
     An'  gi f  t he cust ock' s sweet  or  sour ,
     Wi '  j oct el egs t hey t ast e t hem;
     Syne cozi el y,  aboon t he door ,
     Wi '  canni e car e,  t hey' ve pl ac ' d t hem
     To l i e t hat  ni ght .

     The l assi es st aw f r ae ' mang t hem a' ,
     To pou t hei r  st al ks o'  cor n; ^6
     But  Rab s l i ps out ,  an'  j i nks about ,
     Behi nt  t he muckl e t hor n:
     He gr i ppi t  Nel l y  har d and f ast :
     Loud ski r l ' d a'  t he l asses;
     But  her  t ap- pi ckl e mai st  was l ost ,
     Whan ki ut l i n i n t he f ause- house^7



     Wi '  hi m t hat  ni ght .

     [ Foot not e 6:  They go t o t he bar nyar d,  and pul l  each,  at
     t hr ee di f f er ent  t i mes,  a st al k of  oat s.  I f  t he t hi r d st al k
     want s t he " t op- pi ckl e, "  t hat  i s ,  t he gr ai n at  t he t op of  t he
     s t al k,  t he par t y i n quest i on wi l l  come t o t he mar r i age- bed
     anyt hi ng but  a mai d. —R. B. ]

     [ Foot not e 7:  When t he cor n i s  i n a doubt f ul  st at e,  by bei ng
     t oo gr een or  wet ,  t he st ack - bui l der ,  by means of  ol d t i mber ,
     et c. ,  makes a l ar ge apar t ment  i n hi s st ack,  wi t h an openi ng
     i n t he s i de whi ch i s  f ai r est  exposed t o t he wi nd:  t hi s he
     cal l s  a " f ause- house. " —R. B. ]

     The aul d gui d- wi f e' s weel - hoor di t  ni t s^8
     Ar e r ound an'  r ound di v i dend,
     An'  mony l ads an'  l asses'  f at es
     Ar e t her e t hat  ni ght  deci ded:
     Some ki ndl e cout hi e s i de by s i de,
     And bur n t hegi t her  t r i ml y;
     Some st ar t  awa wi '  saucy pr i de,
     An'  j ump out  owr e t he chi ml i e
     Fu'  hi gh t hat  ni ght .

     [ Foot not e 8:  Bur ni ng t he nut s i s  a f avor i t e char m.  They name
     t he l ad and l ass t o each par t i cul ar  nut ,  as t hey l ay t hem i n
     t he f i r e;  and accor di ng as t hey bur n qui et l y  t oget her ,  or
     s t ar t  f r om besi de one anot her ,  t he cour se and i ssue of  t he
     cour t shi p wi l l  be. —R. B. ]

     Jean s l i ps i n t wa,  wi '  t ent i e e' e;
     Wha ' t was,  she wadna t el l ;
     But  t hi s i s  Jock,  an'  t hi s i s  me,
     She says i n t o her sel ' :
     He bl eez' d owr e her ,  an'  she owr e hi m,
     As t hey wad never  mai r  par t :
     Ti l l  f uf f !  he st ar t ed up t he l um,
     An'  Jean had e' en a sai r  hear t
     To see' t  t hat  ni ght .

     Poor  Wi l l i e,  wi '  hi s bow- kai l  r unt ,
     Was br unt  wi '  pr i msi e Mal l i e;
     An'  Mar y,  nae doubt ,  t ook t he dr unt ,
     To be compar ' d t o Wi l l i e:
     Mal l ' s  ni t  l ap out ,  wi '  pr i def u'  f l i ng,
     An'  her  ai n f i t ,  i t  br unt  i t ;
     Whi l e Wi l l i e l ap,  and swor e by j i ng,
     ' Twas j ust  t he way he want ed
     To be t hat  ni ght .

     Nel l  had t he f ause- house i n her  mi n' ,
     She pi t s her sel  an'  Rob i n;
     I n l ovi ng bl eeze t hey sweet l y j oi n,
     Ti l l  whi t e i n ase t hey' r e sobbi n:
     Nel l ' s  hear t  was danci n at  t he v i ew;
     She whi sper ' d Rob t o l euk f or ' t :
     Rob,  st ownl i ns,  pr i e' d her  boni e mou' ,
     Fu'  cozi e i n t he neuk f or ' t ,
     Unseen t hat  ni ght .

     But  Mer r an sat  behi nt  t hei r  backs,
     Her  t hought s on Andr ew Bel l :
     She l ea' es t hem gashi n at  t hei r  cr acks,
     An'  s l i ps out —by her sel ' ;



     She t hr o'  t he yar d t he near est  t aks,
     An'  f or  t he k i l n she goes t hen,
     An'  dar k l i ns gr api t  f or  t he bauks,
     And i n t he bl ue- cl ue^9 t hr ows t hen,
     Ri ght  f ear ' t  t hat  ni ght .

     [ Foot not e 9:  Whoever  woul d,  wi t h success,  t r y t hi s spel l ,
     must  st r i c t l y  obser ve t hese di r ect i ons:  St eal  out ,  al l
     al one,  t o t he k i l n,  and dar kl i ng,  t hr ow i nt o t he " pot "  a
     c l ue of  bl ue yar n;  wi nd i t  i n a new cl ue of f  t he ol d one;
     and,  t owar d t he l at t er  end,  somet hi ng wi l l  hol d t he t hr ead:
     demand,  " Wha hauds?"  i . e. ,  who hol ds? and answer  wi l l  be
     r et ur ned f r om t he k i l n- pot ,  by nami ng t he Chr i st i an and
     sur name of  your  f ut ur e spouse. —R. B. ]

     An'  ay she wi n' t ,  an'  ay she swat —
I  wat  she made nae j auki n;

     Ti l l  somet hi ng hel d wi t hi n t he pat ,
     Good Lor d!  but  she was quauki n!
     But  whet her  ' t was t he dei l  hi msel ,
     Or  whet her  ' t was a bauk- en' ,
     Or  whet her  i t  was Andr ew Bel l ,
     She di d na wai t  on t al k i n
     To spi er  t hat  ni ght .

     Wee Jenny t o her  gr auni e says,
     " Wi l l  ye go wi '  me,  gr auni e?
     I ' l l  eat  t he appl e at  t he gl ass, ^10
     I  gat  f r ae uncl e Johni e: "
     She f uf f ' t  her  pi pe wi '  s i c a l unt ,
     I n wr at h she was sae vap' r i n,
     She not i c ' t  na an ai z l e br unt
     Her  br aw,  new,  wor set  apr on
     Out  t hr o'  t hat  ni ght .

     [ Foot not e 10:  Take a candl e and go al one t o a l ooki ng- gl ass;
     eat  an appl e bef or e i t ,  and some t r adi t i ons say you shoul d
     comb your  hai r  al l  t he t i me;  t he f ace of  your  conj ungal
     compani on,  t o be,  wi l l  be seen i n t he gl ass,  as i f  peepi ng
     over  your  shoul der . —R. B. ]

     " Ye l i t t l e skel pi e- l i mmer ' s f ace!
     I  daur  you t r y s i c spor t i n,
     As seek t he f oul  t hi ef  ony pl ace,
     For  hi m t o spae your  f or t une:
     Nae doubt  but  ye may get  a s i ght !
     Gr eat  cause ye hae t o f ear  i t ;
     For  mony a ane has got t en a f r i ght ,
     An'  l i v ' d an'  di ed del eer i t ,
     On s i c a ni ght .

     " Ae hai r st  af or e t he Sher r a- moor ,
     I  mi nd' t  as weel ' s  yest r een—

I  was a gi l pey t hen,  I ' m sur e
     I  was na past  f y f t een:
     The s i mmer  had been caul d an'  wat ,
     An'  st uf f  was unco gr een;
     An'  eye a r ant i n k i r n we gat ,
     An'  j ust  on Hal l oween
     I t  f el l  t hat  ni ght .

     " Our  st i bbl e- r i g was Rab M' Gr aen,
     A c l ever ,  st ur dy f al l ow;
     Hi s s i n gat  Eppi e Si m wi '  wean,



     That  l i ved i n Achmacal l a:
     He gat  hemp- seed, ^11 I  mi nd i t  weel ,
     An' he made unco l i ght  o' t ;
     But  mony a day was by hi msel ' ,
     He was sae sai r l y  f r i ght ed
     That  ver a ni ght . "

     [ Foot not e 11:  St eal  out ,  unper cei ved,  and sow a handf ul  of
     hemp- seed,  har r owi ng i t  wi t h anyt hi ng you can conveni ent l y
     dr aw af t er  you.  Repeat  now and t hen:  " Hemp- seed,  I  saw t hee,
     hemp- seed,  I  saw t hee;  and hi m ( or  her )  t hat  i s  t o be my
     t r ue l ove,  come af t er  me and pou t hee. "  Look over  your  l ef t
     shoul der ,  and you wi l l  see t he appear ance of  t he per son
     i nvoked,  i n t he at t i t ude of  pul l i ng hemp.  Some t r adi t i ons
     say,  " Come af t er  me and shaw t hee, "  t hat  i s ,  show t hysel f ;
     i n whi ch case,  i t  s i mpl y appear s.  Ot her s omi t  t he har r owi ng,
     and say:  " Come af t er  me and har r ow t hee. " —R. B. ]

     Then up gat  f echt i n Jami e Fl eck,
     An'  he swoor  by hi s consci ence,
     That  he coul d saw hemp- seed a peck;
     For  i t  was a'  but  nonsense:
     The aul d gui dman r aught  down t he pock,
     An'  out  a handf u'  gi ed hi m;
     Syne bad hi m sl i p f r ae'  mang t he f ol k,
     Somet i me when nae ane see' d hi m,
     An'  t r y ' t  t hat  ni ght .

     He mar ches t hr o'  amang t he st acks,
     Tho'  he was somet hi ng st ur t i n;
     The gr ai p he f or  a har r ow t aks,
     An'  haur l s at  hi s cur pi n:
     And ev' r y now an'  t hen,  he says,
     " Hemp- seed I  saw t hee,
     An'  her  t hat  i s  t o be my l ass
     Come af t er  me,  an'  dr aw t hee
     As f ast  t hi s ni ght . "

     He wi st l ' d up Lor d Lennox'  Mar ch
     To keep hi s cour age cher r y;
     Al t ho'  hi s hai r  began t o ar ch,
     He was sae f l ey ' d an'  eer i e:
     Ti l l  pr esent l y he hear s a squeak,
     An'  t hen a gr ane an'  gr unt l e;
     He by hi s shout her  gae a keek,
     An'  t umbl ed wi '  a wi nt l e
     Out - owr e t hat  ni ght .

     He r oar ' d a hor r i d mur der - shout ,
     I n dr eadf u'  desper at i on!
     An'  young an'  aul d come r i nni n out ,
     An'  hear  t he sad nar r at i on:
     He swoor  ' t was hi l chi n Jean M' Cr aw,
     Or  cr ouchi e Mer r an Humphi e—

Ti l l  s t op!  she t r ot t ed t hr o'  t hem a' ;
     And wha was i t  but  gr umphi e
     Ast eer  t hat  ni ght !

     Meg f ai n wad t o t he bar n gaen,
     To wi nn t hr ee wecht s o'  naet hi ng; ^12
     But  f or  t o meet  t he dei l  her  l ane,
     She pat  but  l i t t l e f ai t h i n:

     [ Foot not e 12:  Thi s char m must  l i kewi se be per f or med



     unper cei ved and al one.  You go t o t he bar n,  and open bot h
     door s,  t aki ng t hem of f  t he hi nges,  i f  possi bl e;  f or  t her e i s
     danger  t hat  t he bei ng about  t o appear  may shut  t he door s,
     and do you some mi schi ef .  Then t ake t hat  i nst r ument  used i n
     wi nnowi ng t he cor n,  whi ch i n our  count r y di al ect  we cal l  a
     " wecht , "  and go t hr ough al l  t he at t i t udes of  l et t i ng down
     cor n agai nst  t he wi nd.  Repeat  i t  t hr ee t i mes,  and t he t hi r d
     t i me an appar i t i on wi l l  pass t hr ough t he bar n,  i n at  t he
     wi ndy door  and out  at  t he ot her ,  havi ng bot h t he f i gur e i n
     quest i on,  and t he appear ance or  r et i nue,  mar ki ng t he
     empl oyment  or  st at i on i n l i f e. —R. B. ]

     She gi es t he her d a pi ckl e ni t s,
     An'  t wa r ed cheeki t  appl es,
     To wat ch,  whi l e f or  t he bar n she set s,
     I n hopes t o see Tam Ki ppl es
     That  ver a ni ght .

     She t ur ns t he key wi '  canni e t hr aw,
     An' owr e t he t hr eshol d vent ur es;
     But  f i r s t  on Sawni e gi es a ca' ,
     Syne baudl y i n she ent er s:
     A r at t on r at t l ' d up t he wa' ,
     An'  she cr y ' d Lor d pr eser ve her !
     An'  r an t hr o'  mi dden- hol e an'  a' ,
     An'  pr ay ' d wi '  zeal  and f er vour ,
     Fu'  f ast  t hat  ni ght .

     They hoy' t  out  Wi l l ,  wi '  sai r  advi ce;
     They hecht  hi m some f i ne br aw ane;
     I t  chanc' d t he st ack he f addom' t  t hr i ce^13
     Was t i mmer - pr opt  f or  t hr awi n:
     He t aks a swi r l i e aul d moss- oak
     For  some bl ack,  gr ousome car l i n;
     An'  l oot  a wi nze,  an'  dr ew a st r oke,
     Ti l l  sk i n i n bl ypes cam haur l i n
     Af f ' s  ni eves t hat  ni ght .

     [ Foot not e 13:  Take an oppor t uni t y of  goi ng unnot i ced t o a
     " bear - st ack, "  and f at hom i t  t hr ee t i mes r ound.  The l ast
     f at hom of  t he l ast  t i me you wi l l  cat ch i n your  ar ms t he
     appear ance of  your  f ut ur e conj ugal  yoke- f el l ow. —R. B. ]

     A want on wi dow Leezi e was,
     As cant i e as a k i t t l en;
     But  och!  t hat  ni ght ,  amang t he shaws,
     She gat  a f ear f u'  set t l i n!
     She t hr o'  t he whi ns,  an'  by t he cai r n,
     An'  owr e t he hi l l  gaed scr i evi n;
     Whar e t hr ee l ai r ds '  l an' s met  at  a bur n, ^14
     To di p her  l ef t  sar k - s l eeve i n,
     Was bent  t hat  ni ght .

     [ Foot not e 14:  You go out ,  one or  mor e ( f or  t hi s i s  a soci al
     spel l ) ,  t o a sout h r unni ng spr i ng,  or  r i vul et ,  wher e " t hr ee
     l ai r ds '  l ands meet , "  and di p your  l ef t  shi r t  s l eeve.  Go t o
     bed i n s i ght  of  a f i r e,  and hang your  wet  s l eeve bef or e i t
     t o dr y.  Li e awake,  and,  some t i me near  mi dni ght ,  an
     appar i t i on,  havi ng t he exact  f i gur e of  t he gr and obj ect  i n
     quest i on,  wi l l  come and t ur n t he s l eeve,  as i f  t o dr y t he
     ot her  s i de of  i t . —R. B. ]

     Whi l es owr e a l i nn t he bur ni e pl ays,
     As t hr o'  t he gl en i t  wi mpl ' t ;



     Whi l es r ound a r ocky scar  i t  s t r ays,
     Whi l es i n a wi el  i t  di mpl ' t ;
     Whi l es gl i t t er ' d t o t he ni ght l y r ays,
     Wi '  bi cker i n' ,  danci n'  dazzl e;
     Whi l es cooki t  undeneat h t he br aes,
     Bel ow t he spr eadi ng hazel
     Unseen t hat  ni ght .

     Amang t he br achens,  on t he br ae,
     Bet ween her  an'  t he moon,
     The dei l ,  or  el se an out l er  quey,
     Gat  up an'  ga' e a cr oon:
     Poor  Leezi e' s hear t  mai st  l ap t he hool ;
     Near  l av ' r ock- hei ght  she j umpi t ,
     But  mi st  a f i t ,  an'  i n t he pool
     Out - owr e t he l ugs she pl umpi t ,
     Wi '  a pl unge t hat  ni ght .

     I n or der ,  on t he c l ean hear t h- st ane,
     The l uggi es^15 t hr ee ar e r anged;
     An'  ev ' r y t i me gr eat  car e i s  t a' en
     To see t hem dul y changed:
     Aul d uncl e John,  wha wedl ock' s j oys
     Si n'  Mar ' s - year  di d desi r e,
     Because he gat  t he t oom di sh t hr i ce,
     He heav' d t hem on t he f i r e
     I n wr at h t hat  ni ght .

     [ Foot not e 15:  Take t hr ee di shes,  put  c l ean wat er  i n one,
     f oul  wat er  i n anot her ,  and l eave t he t hi r d empt y;  bl i ndf ol d
     a per son and l ead hi m t o t he hear t h wher e t he di shes ar e
     r anged;  he ( or  she)  di ps t he l ef t  hand;  i f  by chance i n t he
     c l ean wat er ,  t he f ut ur e ( husband or )  wi f e wi l l  come t o t he
     bar  of  mat r i mony a mai d;  i f  i n t he f oul ,  a wi dow;  i f  i n t he
     empt y di sh,  i t  f or et el l s ,  wi t h equal  cer t ai nt y,  no mar r i age
     at  al l .  I t  i s  r epeat ed t hr ee t i mes,  and ever y t i me t he
     ar r angement  of  t he di shes i s al t er ed. —R. B. ]

     Wi '  mer r y sangs,  an'  f r i endl y cr acks,
     I  wat  t hey di d na wear y;
     And unco t al es,  an'  f unni e j okes—

Thei r  spor t s wer e cheap an'  cheer y:
     Ti l l  but t er ' d sowens, ^16 wi '  f r agr ant  l unt ,

     [ Foot not e 16:  Sowens,  wi t h but t er  i nst ead of  mi l k t o t hem,
     i s  al ways t he Hal l oween Supper . —R. B. ]

     Set  a'  t hei r  gabs a- st eer i n;
     Syne,  wi '  a soci al  gl ass o'  s t r unt ,
     They par t ed af f  car eer i n
     Fu'  bl yt he t hat  ni ght .

To A Mouse, On Turning Her Up In Her Nest With The
Plough, November, 1785
     Wee,  s l eeki t ,  cow' r i n,  t i m' r ous beast i e,



     O,  what  a pani c ' s i n t hy br east i e!
     Thou need na st ar t  awa sae hast y,
     Wi '  bi cker i ng br at t l e!
     I  wad be l ai t h t o r i n an'  chase t hee,
     Wi '  mur d' r i ng pat t l e!

     I ' m t r ul y sor r y man' s domi ni on,
     Has br oken nat ur e' s soci al  uni on,
     An'  j ust i f i es t hat  i l l  opi ni on,
     Whi ch makes t hee st ar t l e
     At  me,  t hy poor ,  ear t h- bor n compani on,
     An'  f el l ow- mor t al !

     I  doubt  na,  whi l es,  but  t hou may t hi eve;
     What  t hen? poor  beast i e,  t hou maun l i ve!
     A dai men i cker  i n a t hr ave
     ' S a sma'  r equest ;
     I ' l l  get  a bl essi n wi '  t he l ave,
     An'  never  mi ss ' t !

     Thy wee bi t  housi e,  t oo,  i n r ui n!
     I t ' s  s i l l y  wa' s t he wi n' s ar e st r ewi n!
     An'  naet hi ng,  now,  t o bi g a new ane,
     O'  f oggage gr een!
     An'  bl eak December ' s wi nds ensui n,
     Bai t h snel l  an'  keen!

     Thou saw t he f i el ds l ai d bar e an'  wast e,
     An'  wear y wi nt er  comi n f ast ,
     An'  cozi e her e,  beneat h t he bl ast ,
     Thou t hought  t o dwel l —

Ti l l  cr ash!  t he cr uel  coul t er  past
     Out  t hr o'  t hy cel l .

     That  wee bi t  heap o'  l eaves an'  st i bbl e,
     Has cost  t hee mony a wear y ni bbl e!
     Now t hou' s t ur n' d out ,  f or  a'  t hy t r oubl e,
     But  house or  hal d,
     To t hol e t he wi nt er ' s  s l eet y dr i bbl e,
     An'  cr anr euch caul d!

     But ,  Mousi e,  t hou ar t  no t hy l ane,
     I n pr ovi ng f or esi ght  may be vai n;
     The best - l ai d schemes o'  mi ce an ' men
     Gang af t  agl ey,
     An' l ea' e us nought  but  gr i ef  an'  pai n,
     For  pr omi s ' d j oy!

     St i l l  t hou ar t  bl est ,  compar ' d wi '  me
     The pr esent  onl y t ouchet h t hee:
     But ,  Och!  I  backwar d cast  my e' e.
     On pr ospect s dr ear !
     An'  f or war d,  t ho'  I  canna see,
     I  guess an'  f ear !

Epitaph On John Dove, Innkeeper



     Her e l i es Johni e Pi geon;
     What  was hi s r el i gi on?
     Whae' er  desi r es t o ken,
     To some ot her  war l '
     Maun f ol l ow t he car l ,
     For  her e Johni e Pi geon had nane!

     St r ong al e was abl ut i on,
     Smal l  beer  per secut i on,
     A dr am was mement o mor i ;
     But  a f ul l - f l owi ng bowl
     Was t he savi ng hi s soul ,
     And por t  was cel est i al  gl or y.

Epitaph For James Smith
     Lament  hi m,  Mauchl i ne husbands a' ,
     He af t en di d assi st  ye;
     For  had ye st ai d hal e weeks awa,
     Your  wi ves t hey ne' er  had mi ss ' d ye.

     Ye Mauchl i ne bai r ns,  as on ye pr ess
     To school  i n bands t hegi t her ,
     O t r ead ye l i ght l y  on hi s gr ass, —

Per haps he was your  f at her !

Adam Armour's Prayer
     Gude pi t y me,  because I ' m l i t t l e!
     For  t hough I  am an el f  o'  met t l e,
     An'  can,  l i ke ony wabst er ' s  shut t l e,
     J i nk t her e or  her e,
     Yet ,  scar ce as l ang' s a gude kai l - whi t t l e,
     I ' m unco queer .

     An'  now Thou kens our  waef u'  case;
     For  Geor di e' s j ur r  we' r e i n di sgr ace,
     Because we st ang' d her  t hr ough t he pl ace,
     An'  hur t  her  spl euchan;
     For  whi l k  we daur na show our  f ace
     Wi t hi n t he c l achan.

     An'  now we' r e der n' d i n dens and hol l ows,
     And hunt ed,  as was Wi l l i am Wal l ace,
     Wi '  const abl es- t hae bl ackguar d f al l ows,
     An'  sodger s bai t h;
     But  Gude pr eser ve us f r ae t he gal l ows,
     That  shamef u'  deat h!

     Aul d gr i m bl ack- bear ded Geor di e' s sel ' —



O shake hi m owr e t he mout h o'  hel l !
     Ther e l et  hi m hi ng,  an'  r oar ,  an'  yel l
     Wi '  hi deous di n,
     And i f  he of f er s t o r ebel ,
     Then heave hi m i n.

     When Deat h comes i n wi '  gl i mmer i n bl i nk,
     An'  t i ps aul d dr ucken Nanse t he wi nk,
     May Saut an gi e her  doup a c l i nk
     Wi t hi n hi s yet t ,
     An'  f i l l  her  up wi '  br i mst one dr i nk,
     Red- r eeki n het .

     Though Jock an'  hav' r el  Jean ar e mer r y—
Some devi l  sei ze t hem i n a hur r y,

     An'  waf t  t hem i n t h'  i nf er nal  wher r y
     St r aught  t hr ough t he l ake,
     An'  gi e t hei r  hi des a nobl e cur r y
     Wi '  oi l  of  ai k!

     As f or  t he j ur r - pui r  wor t hl ess body!
     She' s got  mi schi ef  enough al r eady;
     Wi '  s t anged hi ps,  and but t ocks bl ui dy
     She' s suf f er ' d sai r ;
     But ,  may she wi nt l e i n a woody,
     I f  she wh- e mai r !

The Jolly Beggars: A Cantata^1
     [ Foot not e 1:  Not  publ i shed by Bur ns. ]

     Reci t at i vo

     When l yar t  l eaves best r ow t he y i r d,
     Or  waver i ng l i ke t he baucki e- bi r d,
     Bedi m caul d Bor eas'  bl ast ;
     When hai l s t anes dr i ve wi '  bi t t er  skyt e,
     And i nf ant  f r ost s begi n t o bi t e,
     I n hoar y cr anr euch dr est ;
     Ae ni ght  at  e' en a mer r y cor e
     O'  r andi e,  gangr el  bodi es,
     I n Poosi e- Nansi e' s hel d t he spl or e,
     To dr i nk t hei r  or r a duddi es;
     Wi '  quaf f i ng an'  l aughi ng,
     They r ant ed an'  t hey sang,
     Wi '  j umpi ng an'  t humpi ng,
     The ver a gi r dl e r ang,

     Fi r st ,  nei st  t he f i r e,  i n aul d r ed r ags,
     Ane sat ,  weel  br ac ' d wi '  meal y bags,

     And knapsack a'  i n or der ;
     Hi s doxy l ay wi t hi n hi s ar m;
     Wi '  usquebae an'  bl anket s war m
     She bl i nki t  on her  sodger ;
     An'  aye he gi es t he t ozi e dr ab
     The t i t her  skel pi n'  k i ss,



     Whi l e she hel d up her  gr eedy gab,
     Just  l i ke an aumous di sh;
     I l k  smack st i l l ,  di d cr ack st i l l ,
     Just  l i ke a cadger ' s whi p;
     Then st agger i ng an'  swagger i ng
     He r oar ' d t hi s di t t y  up—

Ai r

     Tune—" Sol di er ' s  Joy. "

     I  am a son of  Mar s who have been i n many war s,
     And show my cut s and scar s wher ever  I  come;
     Thi s her e was f or  a wench,  and t hat  ot her  i n a t r ench,
     When wel comi ng t he Fr ench at  t he sound of  t he dr um.
     Lal  de daudl e,  &c.

     My ' pr ent i ceshi p I  past  wher e my l eader  br eat h' d hi s l ast ,
     When t he bl oody di e was cast  on t he hei ght s of  Abr am:
     and I  ser ved out  my t r ade when t he gal l ant  game was pl ay ' d,
     And t he Mor r o l ow was l ai d at  t he sound of  t he dr um.

     I  l ast l y  was wi t h Cur t i s  among t he f l oat i ng bat t ' r i es,
     And t her e I  l ef t  f or  wi t ness an ar m and a l i mb;
     Yet  l et  my count r y need me,  wi t h El l i ot  t o head me,
     I ' d c l at t er  on my st umps at  t he sound of  a dr um.

     And now t ho'  I  must  beg,  wi t h a wooden ar m and l eg,
     And many a t at t er ' d r ag hangi ng over  my bum,
     I ' m as happy wi t h my wal l et ,  my bot t l e,  and my cal l et ,
     As when I  used i n scar l et  t o f ol l ow a dr um.

     What  t ho'  wi t h hoar y l ocks,  I  must  st and t he wi nt er  shocks,
     Beneat h t he woods and r ocks of t ent i mes f or  a home,
     When t he t ' ot her  bag I  sel l ,  and t he t ' ot her  bot t l e t el l ,
     I  coul d meet  a t r oop of  hel l ,  at  t he sound of  a dr um.

     Reci t at i vo

     He ended;  and t he kebar s sheuk,
     Aboon t he chor us r oar ;
     Whi l e f r i ght ed r at t ons backwar d l euk,
     An'  seek t he benmost  bor e:
     A f ai r y f i ddl er  f r ae t he neuk,
     He ski r l ' d out ,  encor e!
     But  up ar ose t he mar t i al  chuck,
     An'  l ai d t he l oud upr oar .

     Ai r

     Tune—" Sodger  Laddi e. "

     I  once was a mai d,  t ho'  I  cannot  t el l  when,
     And st i l l  my del i ght  i s  i n pr oper  young men;
     Some one of  a t r oop of  dr agoons was my daddi e,
     No wonder  I ' m f ond of  a sodger  l addi e,
     Si ng,  l al  de l al ,  &c.

     The f i r st  of  my l oves was a swagger i ng bl ade,
     To r at t l e t he t hunder i ng dr um was hi s t r ade;
     Hi s l eg was so t i ght ,  and hi s cheek was so r uddy,
     Tr anspor t ed I  was wi t h my sodger  l addi e.



     But  t he godl y ol d chapl ai n l ef t  hi m i n t he l ur ch;
     The swor d I  f or sook f or  t he sake of  t he chur ch:
     He vent ur ' d t he soul ,  and I  r i sked t he body,
     ' Twas t hen I  pr oved f al se t o my sodger  l addi e.

     Ful l  soon I  gr ew si ck of  my sanct i f i ed sot ,
     The r egi ment  at  l ar ge f or  a husband I  got ;
     Fr om t he gi l ded spont oon t o t he f i f e I  was r eady,
     I  asked no mor e but  a sodger  l addi e.

     But  t he peace i t  r educ' d me t o beg i n despai r ,
     Ti l l  I  met  ol d boy i n a Cunni ngham f ai r ,
     Hi s r ags r egi ment al ,  t hey f l ut t er ' d so gaudy,
     My hear t  i t  r ej oi c ' d at  a sodger  l addi e.

     And now I  have l i v ' d—I  know not  how l ong,
     And st i l l  I  can j oi n i n a cup and a song;
     But  whi l s t  wi t h bot h hands I  can hol d t he gl ass st eady,
     Her e' s t o t hee,  my her o,  my sodger  l addi e.

     Reci t at i vo

     Poor  Mer r y- Andr ew,  i n t he neuk,
     Sat  guzzl i ng wi '  a t i nk l er - hi zzi e;
     They mi nd' t  na wha t he chor us t euk,
     Bet ween t hemsel ves t hey wer e sae busy:
     At  l engt h,  wi '  dr i nk an'  cour t i ng di zzy,
     He st oi t er ' d up an'  made a f ace;
     Then t ur n' d an'  l ai d a smack on Gr i zzi e,
     Syne t un' d hi s pi pes wi '  gr ave gr i mace.

     Ai r

     Tune—" Aul d Si r  Symon. "

     Si r  Wi sdom' s a f ool  when he' s f ou;
     Si r  Knave i s a f ool  i n a sessi on;
     He' s t her e but  a ' pr ent i ce I  t r ow,
     But  I  am a f ool  by pr of essi on.

     My gr anni e she bought  me a beuk,
     An'  I  hel d awa t o t he school ;
     I  f ear  I  my t al ent  mi st euk,
     But  what  wi l l  ye hae of  a f ool ?

     For  dr i nk I  woul d vent ur e my neck;
     A hi zzi e' s t he hal f  of  my cr af t ;
     But  what  coul d ye ot her  expect
     Of  ane t hat ' s  avowedl y daf t ?

     I  ance was t i ed up l i ke a st i r k,
     For  c i v i l l y  swear i ng and quaf f i n;
     I  ance was abus' d i '  t he k i r k,
     For  t owsi ng a l ass i '  my daf f i n.

     Poor  Andr ew t hat  t umbl es f or  spor t ,
     Let  naebody name wi '  a j eer ;
     Ther e' s even,  I ' m t aul d,  i '  t he Cour t
     A t umbl er  ca' d t he Pr emi er .

     Obser v ' d ye yon r ever end l ad
     Mak f aces t o t i ck l e t he mob;
     He r ai l s  at  our  mount ebank squad, —

I t ' s  r i val shi p j ust  i '  t he j ob.



     And now my concl usi on I ' l l  t el l ,
     For  f ai t h I ' m conf oundedl y dr y;
     The chi el  t hat ' s  a f ool  f or  hi msel ' ,
     Gui d Lor d!  he' s f ar  daf t er  t han I .

     Reci t at i vo

     Then ni est  out spak a r aucl e car l i n,
     Wha kent  f u'  weel  t o c l eek t he st er l i n;
     For  mony a pur si e she had hooked,
     An'  had i n mony a wel l  been douked;
     Her  l ove had been a Hi ghl and l addi e,
     But  wear y f a'  t he waef u'  woodi e!
     Wi '  s i ghs an'  sobs she t hus began
     To wai l  her  br aw John Hi ghl andman.

     Ai r

     Tune—" O,  an ye wer e dead,  Gui dman. "

     A Hi ghl and l ad my l ove was bor n,
     The Lal l and l aws he hel d i n scor n;
     But  he st i l l  was f ai t hf u'  t o hi s c l an,
     My gal l ant ,  br aw John Hi ghl andman.

     Chor us

     Si ng hey my br aw John Hi ghl andman!
     Si ng ho my br aw John Hi ghl andman!
     Ther e' s not  a l ad i n a'  t he l an'
     Was mat ch f or  my John Hi ghl andman.

     Wi t h hi s phi l i beg an'  t ar t an pl ai d,
     An'  gui d c l aymor e down by hi s s i de,
     The l adi es '  hear t s he di d t r epan,
     My gal l ant ,  br aw John Hi ghl andman.
     Si ng hey,  &c.

     We r anged a'  f r om Tweed t o Spey,
     An'  l i v ' d l i ke l or ds an'  l adi es gay;
     For  a Lal l and f ace he f ear ed none, —

My gal l ant ,  br aw John Hi ghl andman.
     Si ng hey,  &c.

     They bani sh' d hi m beyond t he sea.
     But  er e t he bud was on t he t r ee,
     Adown my cheeks t he pear l s r an,
     Embr aci ng my John Hi ghl andman.
     Si ng hey,  &c.

     But ,  och!  t hey cat ch' d hi m at  t he l ast ,
     And bound hi m i n a dungeon f ast :
     My cur se upon t hem ever y one,
     They' ve hang' d my br aw John Hi ghl andman!
     Si ng hey,  &c.

     And now a wi dow,  I  must  mour n
     The pl easur es t hat  wi l l  ne' er  r et ur n:
     The comf or t  but  a hear t y can,
     When I  t hi nk on John Hi ghl andman.
     Si ng hey,  &c.



     Reci t at i vo

     A pi gmy scr aper  wi '  hi s f i ddl e,
     Wha us' d at  t r yst es an'  f ai r s t o dr i ddl e.
     Her  st r appi n l i mb and gausy mi ddl e
     ( He r each' d nae hi gher )
     Had hol ' d hi s hear t i e l i ke a r i ddl e,
     An'  bl awn' t  on f i r e.

     Wi '  hand on hai nch,  and upwar d e' e,
     He cr oon' d hi s gamut ,  one,  t wo,  t hr ee,
     Then i n an ar i oso key,
     The wee Apol l
     Set  of f  wi '  al l egr et t o gl ee
     Hi s gi ga sol o.

     Ai r

     Tune—" Whi st l e owr e t he l ave o' t . "

     Let  me r yke up t o di ght  t hat  t ear ,
     An'  go wi '  me an'  be my dear ;
     An'  t hen your  ever y car e an'  f ear
     May whi st l e owr e t he l ave o' t .

     Chor us

     I  am a f i ddl er  t o my t r ade,
     An'  a'  t he t unes t hat  e' er  I  pl ayed,
     The sweet est  st i l l  t o wi f e or  mai d,
     Was whi st l e owr e t he l ave o' t .

     At  k i r ns an'  weddi ns we' se be t her e,
     An'  O sae ni cel y ' s we wi l l  f ar e!
     We' l l  bowse about  t i l l  Daddi e Car e
     Si ng whi st l e owr e t he l ave o' t .
     I  am,  &c.

     Sae mer r i l y ' s  t he banes we' l l  pyke,
     An'  sun our sel ' s  about  t he dyke;
     An'  at  our  l ei sur e,  when ye l i ke,
     We' l l  whi st l e owr e t he l ave o' t .
     I  am,  &c.

     But  bl ess me wi '  your  heav' n o'  char ms,
     An'  whi l e I  k i t t l e hai r  on t hai r ms,
     Hunger ,  caul d,  an'  a'  s i c har ms,
     May whi st l e owr e t he l ave o' t .
     I  am,  &c.

     Reci t at i vo

     Her  char ms had st r uck a st ur dy cai r d,
     As weel  as poor  gut - scr aper ;
     He t aks t he f i ddl er  by t he bear d,
     An'  dr aws a r oost y r api er —

He swoor ,  by a'  was swear i ng wor t h,
     To speet  hi m l i ke a pl i ver ,
     Unl ess he woul d f r om t hat  t i me f or t h
     Rel i nqui sh her  f or  ever .

     Wi '  ghast l y e' e poor  t weedl e- dee
     Upon hi s hunker s bended,



     An'  pr ay ' d f or  gr ace wi '  r uef u'  f ace,
     An'  so t he quar r el  ended.
     But  t ho'  hi s l i t t l e hear t  di d gr i eve
     When r ound t he t i nkl er  pr est  her ,
     He f ei gn' d t o sni r t l e i n hi s s l eeve,
     When t hus t he cai r d addr ess' d her :

     Ai r

     Tune—" Cl out  t he Caul dr on. "

     My boni e l ass,  I  wor k i n br ass,
     A t i nk l er  i s  my st at i on:
     I ' ve t r avel l ' d r ound al l  Chr i st i an gr ound
     I n t hi s my occupat i on;
     I ' ve t aen t he gol d,  an'  been enr ol l ed
     I n many a nobl e squadr on;
     But  vai n t hey sear ch' d when of f  I  mar ch' d
     To go an'  c l out  t he caul dr on.
     I ' ve t aen t he gol d,  &c.

     Despi se t hat  shr i mp,  t hat  wi t her ' d i mp,
     Wi t h a'  hi s noi se an'  cap' r i n;
     An'  t ake a shar e wi t h t hose t hat  bear
     The budget  and t he apr on!
     And by t hat  st owp!  my f ai t h an'  houp,
     And by t hat  dear  Ki l bai gi e, ^1
     I f  e' er  ye want ,  or  meet  wi '  scant ,
     May I  ne' er  weet  my cr ai gi e.
     And by t hat  st owp,  &c.

     [ Foot not e 1:  A pecul i ar  sor t  of  whi sky so cal l ed,
      a gr eat  f avor i t e wi t h Poosi e Nansi e' s c l ubs. —R. B. ]

     Reci t at i vo

     The cai r d pr evai l ' d—t h'  unbl ushi ng f ai r
     I n hi s embr aces sunk;
     Par t l y  wi '  l ove o' er come sae sai r ,
     An'  par t l y  she was dr unk:
     Si r  Vi ol i no,  wi t h an ai r
     That  show' d a man o'  spunk,
     Wi sh' d uni son bet ween t he pai r ,
     An'  made t he bot t l e c l unk
     To t hei r  heal t h t hat  ni ght .

     But  hur chi n Cupi d shot  a shaf t ,
     That  pl ay ' d a dame a shavi e—

The f i ddl er  r ak ' d her ,  f or e and af t ,
     Behi nt  t he chi cken cavi e.
     Her  l or d,  a wi ght  of  Homer ' s cr af t , ^2
     Tho'  l i mpi n wi '  t he spavi e,
     He hi r pl ' d up,  an'  l ap l i ke daf t ,
     An'  shor ' d t hem Dai nt y Davi e.
     O'  boot  t hat  ni ght .

     He was a car e- def y i ng bl ade
     As ever  Bacchus l i s t ed!
     Tho'  For t une sai r  upon hi m l ai d,
     Hi s hear t ,  she ever  mi ss ' d i t .
     He had no wi sh but —t o be gl ad,
     Nor  want  but —when he t hi r st ed;
     He hat ed nought  but —t o be sad,
     An'  t hus t he muse suggest ed



     Hi s sang t hat  ni ght .

     Ai r

     Tune—" For  a'  t hat ,  an'  a'  t hat . "

     I  am a Bar d of  no r egar d,
     Wi '  gent l e f ol ks an'  a'  t hat ;
     But  Homer - l i ke,  t he gl owr i n byke,
     Fr ae t own t o t own I  dr aw t hat .

     Chor us

     For  a'  t hat ,  an'  a'  t hat ,
     An'  t wi ce as muckl e' s a'  t hat ;
     I ' ve l ost  but  ane,  I ' ve t wa behi n' ,
     I ' ve wi f e eneugh f or  a'  t hat .

     [ Foot not e 2:  Homer  i s  al l owed t o be t he
      ol dest  bal l ad- s i nger  on r ecor d. —R. B. ]

     I  never  dr ank t he Muses'  st ank,
     Cast al i a' s  bur n,  an'  a'  t hat ;
     But  t her e i t  s t r eams an'  r i chl y r eams,
     My Hel i con I  ca'  t hat .
     For  a'  t hat ,  &c.

     Gr eat  l ove I dbear  t o a'  t he f ai r ,
     Thei r  humbl e s l ave an'  a'  t hat ;
     But  l or dl y wi l l ,  I  hol d i t  s t i l l
     A mor t al  s i n t o t hr aw t hat .
     For  a'  t hat ,  &c.

     I n r apt ur es sweet ,  t hi s hour  we meet ,
     Wi '  mut ual  l ove an'  a'  t hat ;
     But  f or  how l ang t he f l i e may st ang,
     Let  i nc l i nat i on l aw t hat .
     For  a'  t hat ,  &c.

     Thei r  t r i cks an'  cr af t  hae put  me daf t ,
     They' ve t aen me i n,  an'  a'  t hat ;
     But  c l ear  your  decks,  and her e' s—" The Sex! "
     I  l i ke t he j ads f or  a'  t hat .

     Chor us

     For  a'  t hat ,  an'  a'  t hat ,
     An'  t wi ce as muckl e' s a'  t hat ;
     My dear est  bl ui d,  t o do t hem gui d,
     They' r e wel come t i l l ' t  f or  a'  t hat .

     Reci t at i vo

     So sang t he bar d—and Nansi e' s wa' s
     Shook wi t h a t hunder  of  appl ause,
     Re- echo' d f r om each mout h!
     They t oom' d t hei r  pocks,  t hey pawn' d t hei r  duds,
     They scar cel y l ef t  t o co' er  t hei r  f uds,
     To quench t hei r  l owi n dr out h:
     Then owr e agai n,  t he j ovi al  t hr ang
     The poet  di d r equest
     To l owse hi s pack an'  wal e a sang,
     A bal l ad o'  t he best ;



     He r i s i ng,  r ej oi c i ng,
     Bet ween hi s t wa Debor ahs,
     Looks r ound hi m,  an'  f ound t hem
     I mpat i ent  f or  t he chor us.

     Ai r

     Tune—" Jol l y  Mor t al s,  f i l l  your  Gl asses. "

     See t he smoki ng bowl  bef or e us,
     Mar k our  j ovi al  r agged r i ng!
     Round and r ound t ake up t he chor us,
     And i n r apt ur es l et  us s i ng—

Chor us

     A f i g f or  t hose by l aw pr ot ect ed!
     Li ber t y ' s a gl or i ous f east !
     Cour t s f or  cowar ds wer e er ect ed,
     Chur ches bui l t  t o pl ease t he pr i est .

     What  i s  t i t l e,  what  i s  t r easur e,
     What  i s  r eput at i on' s car e?
     I f  we l ead a l i f e of  pl easur e,
     ' Ti s no mat t er  how or  wher e!
     A f i g f or ,  &c.

     Wi t h t he r eady t r i ck and f abl e,
     Round we wander  al l  t he day;
     And at  ni ght  i n bar n or  st abl e,
     Hug our  doxi es on t he hay.
     A f i g f or ,  &c.

     Does t he t r ai n- at t ended car r i age
     Thr o'  t he count r y l i ght er  r ove?
     Does t he sober  bed of  mar r i age
     Wi t ness br i ght er  scenes of  l ove?
     A f i g f or ,  &c.

     Li f e i s  al  a var i or um,
     We r egar d not  how i t  goes;
     Let  t hem cant  about  decor um,
     Who have char act er  t o l ose.
     A f i g f or ,  &c.

     Her e' s t o budget s,  bags and wal l et s!
     Her e' s t o al l  t he wander i ng t r ai n.
     Her e' s our  r agged br at s and cal l et s,
     One and al l  cr y out ,  Amen!

     Chor us

     A f i g f or  t hose by l aw pr ot ect ed!
     Li ber t y ' s a gl or i ous f east !
     Cour t s f or  cowar ds wer e er ect ed,
     Chur ches bui l t  t o pl ease t he pr i est .



Song—For A' That^1
     Tune—" For  a'  t hat . "

     Tho'  women' s mi nds,  l i ke wi nt er  wi nds,
     May shi f t ,  and t ur n,  an'  a'  t hat ,
     The nobl est  br east  ador es t hem mai st —

A consequence I  dr aw t hat .

     Chor us

     For  a'  t hat ,  an'  a'  t hat ,
     And t wi ce as mei k l e' s a'  t hat ;
     The boni e l ass t hat  I  l oe best
     She' l l  be my ai n f or  a'  t hat .

     Gr eat  l ove I  bear  t o a'  t he f ai r ,
     Thei r  humbl e s l ave,  an'  a'  t hat ;
     But  l or dl y wi l l ,  I  hol d i t  s t i l l
     A mor t al  s i n t o t hr aw t hat .
     For  a'  t hat ,  &c.

     But  t her e i s  ane aboon t he l ave,
     Has wi t ,  and sense,  an'  a'  t hat ;
     A boni e l ass,  I  l i ke her  best ,
     And wha a cr i me dar e ca'  t hat ?
     For  a'  t hat ,  &c.

     I n r apt ur e sweet  t hi s hour  we meet ,
     Wi '  mut ual  l ove an'  a'  t hat ,

     [ Foot not e 1:  A l at er  ver s i on of  " I  am a bar d
      of  no r egar d"  i n " The Jol l y  Beggar s. " ]

     But  f or  how l ang t he f l i e may st ang,
     Let  i nc l i nat i on l aw t hat .
     For  a'  t hat ,  &c.

     Thei r  t r i cks an'  cr af t  hae put  me daf t .
     They' ve t aen me i n,  an'  a'  t hat ;
     But  c l ear  your  decks,  and her e' s—" The Sex! "
     I  l i ke t he j ads f or  a'  t hat .
     For  a'  t hat ,  &c.

Song—Merry Hae I Been Teethin A Heckle
     Tune—" The bob O'  Dumbl ane. "

     O Mer r y hae I  been t eet hi n'  a heckl e,
     An'  mer r y hae I  been shapi n'  a spoon;
     O mer r y hae I  been c l out i n'  a ket t l e,
     An'  k i ss i n'  my Kat i e when a'  was done.
     O a'  t he l ang day I  ca'  at  my hammer ,
     An'  a'  t he l ang day I  whi st l e and s i ng;
     O a'  t he l ang ni ght  I  cuddl e my k i mmer ,



     An'  a'  t he l ang ni ght  as happy' s a k i ng.

     Bi t t er  i n i dol  I  l i ck i t  my wi nni ns
     O'  mar r y i ng Bess,  t o gi e her  a s l ave:
     Bl est  be t he hour  she cool ' d i n her  l i nnens,
     And bl yt he be t he bi r d t hat  s i ngs on her  gr ave!
     Come t o my ar ms,  my Kat i e,  my Kat i e;
     O come t o my ar ms and k i ss me agai n!
     Dr ucken or  sober ,  her e' s t o t hee,  Kat i e!
     An'  bl est  be t he day I  di d i t  agai n.

The Cotter's Saturday Night
     I nscr i bed t o R.  Ai ken,  Esq. ,  of  Ayr .

     Let  not  Ambi t i on mock t hei r  usef ul  t oi l ,
     Thei r  homel y j oys,  and dest i ny obscur e;
     Nor  Gr andeur  hear ,  wi t h a di sdai nf ul  smi l e,
     The shor t  and s i mpl e annal s of  t he Poor .
     Gr ay.

     My l ov ' d,  my honour ' d,  much r espect ed f r i end!
     No mer cenar y bar d hi s homage pays;
     Wi t h honest  pr i de,  I  scor n each sel f i sh end,
     My dear est  meed,  a f r i end' s est eem and pr ai se:
     To you I  s i ng,  i n s i mpl e Scot t i sh l ays,
     The l owl y t r ai n i n l i f e' s  sequest er ' d scene,
     The nat i ve f eel i ngs st r ong,  t he gui l el ess ways,
     What  Ai ken i n a cot t age woul d have been;
     Ah!  t ho'  hi s wor t h unknown,  f ar  happi er  t her e I  ween!

     November  chi l l  bl aws l oud wi '  angr y sugh;
     The shor t ' ni ng wi nt er - day i s near  a c l ose;
     The mi r y beast s r et r eat i ng f r ae t he pl eugh;
     The bl ack ' ni ng t r ai ns o'  cr aws t o t hei r  r epose:
     The t oi l - wor n Cot t er  f r ae hi s l abour  goes, —

Thi s ni ght  hi s weekl y moi l  i s  at  an end,
     Col l ect s hi s spades,  hi s mat t ocks,  and hi s hoes,
     Hopi ng t he mor n i n ease and r est  t o spend,
     And wear y,  o' er  t he moor ,  hi s cour se does hamewar d bend.

     At  l engt h hi s l onel y cot  appear s i n v i ew,
     Beneat h t he shel t er  of  an aged t r ee;
     Th'  expect ant  wee- t hi ngs,  t oddl i n,  st acher  t hr ough
     To meet  t hei r  dead,  wi '  f l i cht er i n noi se and gl ee.
     Hi s wee bi t  i ngl e,  bl i nki n boni l i e,
     Hi s c l ean hear t h- st ane,  hi s t hr i f t y  wi f i e' s  smi l e,
     The l i spi ng i nf ant ,  pr at t l i ng on hi s knee,
     Does a'  hi s wear y k i augh and car e begui l e,
     And makes hi m qui t e f or get  hi s l abour  and hi s t oi l .

     Bel yve,  t he el der  bai r ns come dr appi ng i n,
     At  ser v i ce out ,  amang t he f ar mer s r oun' ;
     Some ca'  t he pl eugh,  some her d,  some t ent i e r i n
     A canni e er r and t o a nei bor  t own:
     Thei r  el dest  hope,  t hei r  Jenny,  woman- gr own,
     I n yout hf u'  bl oom- l ove spar kl i ng i n her  e' e—



Comes hame,  per haps t o shew a br aw new gown,
     Or  deposi t e her  sai r - won penny- f ee,
     To hel p her  par ent s dear ,  i f  t hey i n har dshi p be.

     Wi t h j oy unf ei gn' d,  br ot her s and s i st er s meet ,
     And each f or  ot her ' s  weel f ar e k i ndl y spei r s:
     The soci al  hour s,  swi f t - wi ng' d,  unnot i c ' d f l eet :
     Each t el l s  t he uncos t hat  he sees or  hear s.
     The par ent s,  par t i al ,  eye t hei r  hopef ul  year s;
     Ant i c i pat i on f or war d poi nt s t he v i ew;
     The mot her ,  wi '  her  needl e and her  shear s,
     Gar s aul d c l aes l ook amai st  as weel ' s  t he new;
     The f at her  mi xes a'  wi '  admoni t i on due.

     Thei r  mast er ' s  and t hei r  mi st r ess '  command,
     The younker s a'  ar e war ned t o obey;
     And mi nd t hei r  l abour s wi '  an eydent  hand,
     And ne' er ,  t ho'  out  o'  s i ght ,  t o j auk or  pl ay;
     " And O!  be sur e t o f ear  t he Lor d al way,
     And mi nd your  dut y,  dul y,  mor n and ni ght ;
     Lest  i n t empt at i on' s pat h ye gang ast r ay,
     I mpl or e Hi s counsel  and assi st i ng mi ght :
     They never  sought  i n vai n t hat  sought  t he Lor d ar i ght . "

     But  har k!  a r ap comes gent l y t o t he door ;
     Jenny,  wha kens t he meani ng o'  t he same,
     Tel l s  how a nei bor  l ad came o' er  t he moor ,
     To do some er r ands,  and convoy her  hame.
     The wi l y mot her  sees t he consci ous f l ame
     Spar kl e i n Jenny' s e' e,  and f l ush her  cheek;
     Wi t h hear t - st r uck anxi ous car e,  enqui r es hi s name,
     Whi l e Jenny haf f l i ns i s  af r ai d t o speak;
     Weel - pl eased t he mot her  hear s,  i t ' s  nae wi l d,  wor t hl ess r ake.

     Wi '  k i ndl y wel come,  Jenny br i ngs hi m ben;
     A st r appi n yout h,  he t akes t he mot her ' s eye;
     Bl yt he Jenny sees t he v i s i t ' s  no i l l  t a' en;
     The f at her  cr acks of  hor ses,  pl eughs,  and kye.
     The youngst er ' s  ar t l ess hear t  o' er f l ows wi '  j oy,
     But  bl at e an'  l ai t hf u' ,  scar ce can weel  behave;
     The mot her ,  wi '  a woman' s wi l es,  can spy
     What  makes t he yout h sae bashf u'  and sae gr ave,
     Weel - pl eas' d t o t hi nk her  bai r n' s r espect ed l i ke t he l ave.

     O happy l ove!  wher e l ove l i ke t hi s i s  f ound:
     O hear t - f el t  r apt ur es!  bl i ss beyond compar e!
     I ' ve paced much t hi s wear y,  mor t al  r ound,
     And sage exper i ence bi ds me t hi s decl ar e, —

" I f  Heaven a dr aught  of  heavenl y pl easur e spar e—
One cor di al  i n t hi s mel anchol y val e,

     ' Ti s when a yout hf ul ,  l ov i ng,  modest  pai r
     I n ot her ' sar ms,  br eat he out  t he t ender  t al e,
     Beneat h t he mi l k - whi t e t hor n t hat  scent s t he eveni ng gal e. "

     I s  t her e,  i n human f or m,  t hat  bear s a hear t ,
     A wr et ch!  a v i l l ai n!  l ost  t o l ove and t r ut h!
     That  can,  wi t h st udi ed,  s l y,  ensnar i ng ar t ,
     Bet r ay sweet  Jenny' s unsuspect i ng yout h?
     Cur se on hi s per j ur ' d ar t s!  di ssembl i ng smoot h!
     Ar e honour ,  v i r t ue,  consci ence,  al l  exi l ' d?
     I s  t her e no pi t y,  no r el ent i ng r ut h,
     Poi nt s t o t he par ent s f ondl i ng o' er  t hei r  chi l d?
     Then pai nt s t he r ui n' d mai d,  and t hei r  di st r act i on wi l d?



     But  now t he supper  cr owns t hei r  s i mpl e boar d,
     The hal esome par r i t ch,  chi ef  of  Scot i a' s f ood;
     The sowp t hei r  onl y hawki e does af f or d,
     That ,  ' yont  t he hal l an snugl y chows her  cood:
     The dame br i ngs f or t h,  i n compl i ment al  mood,
     To gr ace t he l ad,  her  weel - hai n' d kebbuck,  f el l ;
     And af t  he' s pr est ,  and af t  he ca' s i t  gui d:
     The f r ugal  wi f i e,  gar r ul ous,  wi l l  t el l
     How t ' was a t owmond aul d,  s i n'  l i nt  was i '  t he bel l .

     The cheer f u'  supper  done,  wi '  ser i ous f ace,
     They,  r ound t he i ngl e,  f or m a c i r c l e wi de;
     The s i r e t ur ns o' er ,  wi t h pat r i ar chal  gr ace,
     The bi g ha' bi bl e,  ance hi s f at her ' s  pr i de:
     Hi s bonnet  r ev ' r ent l y  i s  l ai d asi de,
     Hi s l yar t  haf f et s wear i ng t hi n and bar e;
     Those st r ai ns t hat  once di d sweet  i n Zi on gl i de,
     He wal es a por t i on wi t h j udi c i ous car e;
     And " Let  us wor shi p God! "  he says wi t h sol emn ai r .

     They chant  t hei r  ar t l ess not es i n s i mpl e gui se,
     They t une t hei r  hear t s,  by f ar  t he nobl est  ai m;
     Per haps Dundee' s wi l d- war bl i ng measur es r i se;
     Or  pl ai nt i ve Mar t yr s,  wor t hy of  t he name;
     Or  nobl e El gi n beet s t he heaven- war d f l ame;
     The sweet est  f ar  of  Scot i a' s hol y l ays:
     Compar ' d wi t h t hese,  I t al i an t r i l l s  ar e t ame;
     The t i ck l ' d ear s no hear t - f el t  r apt ur es r ai se;
     Nae uni son hae t hey wi t h our  Cr eat or ' s  pr ai se.

     The pr i est - l i ke f at her  r eads t he sacr ed page,
     How Abr am was t he f r i end of  God on hi gh;
     Or  Moses bade et er nal  war f ar e wage
     Wi t h Amal ek' s ungr aci ous pr ogeny;
     Or  how t he r oyal  bar d di d gr oani ng l i e
     Beneat h t he st r oke of  Heaven' s avengi ng i r e;
     Or  Job' s pat het i c pl ai nt ,  and wai l i ng cr y;
     Or  r apt  I sai ah' s wi l d,  ser aphi c f i r e;
     Or  ot her  hol y seer s t hat  t une t he sacr ed l yr e.

     Per haps t he Chr i st i an vol ume i s t he t heme,
     How gui l t l ess bl ood f or  gui l t y  man was shed;
     How He,  who bor e i n Heaven t he second name,
     Had not  on ear t h wher eon t o l ay Hi s head:
     How Hi s f i r s t  f ol l ower s and ser vant s sped;
     The pr ecept s sage t hey wr ot e t o many a l and:
     How he,  who l one i n Pat mos bani shed,
     Saw i n t he sun a mi ght y angel  st and,
     And hear d gr eat  Bab' l on' s doom pr onounc' d by Heaven' s command.

     Then,  kneel i ng down t o Heaven' s Et er nal  Ki ng,
     The sai nt ,  t he f at her ,  and t he husband pr ays:
     Hope " spr i ngs exul t i ng on t r i umphant  wi ng, " ^1
     That  t hus t hey al l  shal l  meet  i n f ut ur e days,
     Ther e,  ever  bask i n uncr eat ed r ays,
     No mor e t o s i gh,  or  shed t he bi t t er  t ear ,
     Toget her  hymni ng t hei r  Cr eat or ' s  pr ai se,
     I n such soci et y,  yet  st i l l  mor e dear ;
     Whi l e c i r c l i ng Ti me moves r ound i n an et er nal  spher e

     Compar ' d wi t h t hi s,  how poor  Rel i gi on' s pr i de,
     I n al l  t he pomp of  met hod,  and of  ar t ;
     When men di spl ay t o congr egat i ons wi de



     [ Foot not e 1:  Pope' s " Wi ndsor  For est . " —R. B. ]

     Devot i on' s ev ' r y gr ace,  except  t he hear t !
     The Power ,  i ncens' d,  t he pageant  wi l l  deser t ,
     The pompous st r ai n,  t he sacer dot al  st ol e;
     But  hapl y,  i n some cot t age f ar  apar t ,
     May hear ,  wel l - pl eas' d,  t he l anguage of  t he soul ;
     And i n Hi s Book of  Li f e t he i nmat es poor  enr ol l .

     Then homewar d al l  t ake of f  t hei r  sev' r al  way;
     The youngl i ng cot t ager s r et i r e t o r est :
     The par ent - pai r  t hei r  secr et  homage pay,
     And pr of f er  up t o Heaven t he war m r equest ,
     That  he who st i l l s  t he r aven' s c l am' r ous nest ,
     And decks t he l i l y  f ai r  i n f l ow' r y pr i de,
     Woul d,  i n t he way Hi s wi sdom sees t he best ,
     For  t hem and f or  t hei r  l i t t l e ones pr ovi de;
     But  chi ef l y ,  i n t hei r  hear t s wi t h gr ace di v i ne pr esi de.

     Fr om scenes l i ke t hese,  ol d Scot i a' s gr andeur  spr i ngs,
     That  makes her  l ov ' d at  home,  r ever ' d abr oad:
     Pr i nces and l or ds ar e but  t he br eat h of  k i ngs,
     " An honest  man' s t he nobl est  wor k of  God; "
     And cer t es,  i n f ai r  v i r t ue' s heavenl y r oad,
     The cot t age l eaves t he pal ace f ar  behi nd;
     What  i s  a l or dl i ng' s pomp? a cumbr ous l oad,
     Di sgui s i ng of t  t he wr et ch of  human ki nd,
     St udi ed i n ar t s of  hel l ,  i n wi ckedness r ef i n' d!

     O Scot i a!  my dear ,  my nat i ve soi l !
     For  whom my war mest  wi sh t o Heaven i s sent ,
     Long may t hy har dy sons of  r ust i c  t oi l
     Be bl est  wi t h heal t h,  and peace,  and sweet  cont ent !
     And O!  may Heaven t hei r  s i mpl e l i ves pr event
     Fr om l uxur y ' s cont agi on,  weak and v i l e!
     Then howe' er  cr owns and cor onet s be r ent ,
     A v i r t uous popul ace may r i se t he whi l e,
     And st and a wal l  of  f i r e ar ound t hei r  much- l ov ' d i s l e.

     O Thou!  who pour ' d t he pat r i ot i c  t i de,
     That  st r eam' d t hr o'  Wal l ace' s undaunt ed hear t ,
     Who dar ' d t o nobl y st em t yr anni c pr i de,
     Or  nobl y di e,  t he second gl or i ous par t :
     ( The pat r i ot ' s  God pecul i ar l y  t hou ar t ,
     Hi s f r i end,  i nspi r er ,  guar di an,  and r ewar d! )
     O never ,  never  Scot i a' s r eal m deser t ;
     But  st i l l  t he pat r i ot ,  and t he pat r i ot - bar d
     I n br i ght  successi on r ai se,  her  or nament  and guar d!

Address To The Deil
     O Pr i nce!  O chi ef  of  many t hr oned Pow' r s
     That  l ed t h'  embat t l ' d Ser aphi m t o war —

Mi l t on.

     O Thou!  what ever  t i t l e sui t  t hee—
Aul d Hor ni e,  Sat an,  Ni ck,  or  Cl oot i e,



     Wha i n yon caver n gr i m an'  soot i e,
     Cl os ' d under  hat ches,
     Spai r ges about  t he br unst ane coot i e,
     To scaud poor  wr et ches!

     Hear  me,  aul d Hangi e,  f or  a wee,
     An'  l et  poor  damned bodi es be;
     I ' m sur e sma'  pl easur e i t  can gi e,
     Ev ' n t o a dei l ,
     To skel p an'  scaud poor  dogs l i ke me,
     An'  hear  us squeel !

     Gr eat  i s  t hy pow' r  an'  gr eat  t hy f ame;
     Far  ken' d an'  not ed i s t hy name;
     An'  t ho'  yon l owi n'  heuch' s t hy hame,
     Thou t r avel s f ar ;
     An'  f ai t h!  t hou' s nei t her  l ag nor  l ame,
     Nor  bl at e,  nor  scaur .

     Whi l es,  r angi ng l i ke a r oar i n l i on,
     For  pr ey,  a'  hol es and cor ner s t r y i n;
     Whi l es,  on t he st r ong- wi nd' d t empest  f l y i n,
     Ti r l i n t he k i r ks;
     Whi l es,  i n t he human bosom pr yi n,
     Unseen t hou l ur ks.

     I ' ve hear d my r ev ' r end gr auni e say,
     I n l anel y gl ens ye l i ke t o st r ay;
     Or  wher e aul d r ui n' d cast l es gr ey
     Nod t o t he moon,
     Ye f r i ght  t he ni ght l y wand' r er ' s  way,
     Wi '  el dr i t ch cr oon.

     When t wi l i ght  di d my gr auni e summon,
     To say her  pr ay ' r s,  douse,  honest  woman!
     Af t ' yont  t he dyke she' s hear d you bummi n,
     Wi '  eer i e dr one;
     Or ,  r ust l i n,  t hr o'  t he boor t r ees comi n,
     Wi '  heavy gr oan.

     Ae dr ear y,  wi ndy,  wi nt er  ni ght ,
     The st ar s shot  down wi '  sk l ent i n l i ght ,
     Wi '  you,  mysel '  I  gat  a f r i ght ,
     Ayont  t he l ough;
     Ye,  l i ke a r ash- buss,  st ood i n s i ght ,
     Wi '  wavi n'  sough.

     The cudgel  i n my ni eve di d shake,
     Each br i st ' l d hai r  st ood l i ke a st ake,
     When wi '  an el dr i t ch,  st oor  " quai ck,  quai ck, "
     Amang t he spr i ngs,
     Awa ye squat t er ' d l i ke a dr ake,
     On whi st l i n'  wi ngs.

     Let  war l ocks gr i m,  an'  wi t her ' d hags,
     Tel l  how wi '  you,  on r agweed nags,
     They ski m t he mui r s an'  di zzy cr ags,
     Wi '  wi cked speed;
     And i n k i r k - yar ds r enew t hei r  l eagues,
     Owr e howki t  dead.

     Thence count r a wi ves,  wi '  t oi l  and pai n,
     May pl unge an'  pl unge t he k i r n i n vai n;
     For  oh!  t he yel l ow t r easur e' s t a' en



     By wi t chi n'  sk i l l ;
     An'  dawt i t ,  t wal - pi nt  hawki e' s gane
     As yel l ' s  t he bi l l .

     Thence myst i c knot s mak gr eat  abuse
     On young gui dmen,  f ond,  keen an'  cr ouse,
     When t he best  war k - l ume i '  t he house,
     By cant r i p wi t ,
     I s  i nst ant  made no wor t h a l ouse,
     Just  at  t he bi t .

     When t howes di ssol ve t he snawy hoor d,
     An'  f l oat  t he j i ngl i n'  i cy boor d,
     Then wat er - kel pi es haunt  t he f oor d,
     By your  di r ect i on,
     And ' ni ght ed t r av ' l l er s ar e al l ur ' d
     To t hei r  dest r uct i on.

     And af t  your  moss- t r aver si n Spunki es
     Decoy t he wi ght  t hat  l at e an'  dr unk i s:
     The bl eezi n,  cur st ,  mi schi evous monki es
     Del ude hi s eyes,
     Ti l l  i n some mi r y s l ough he sunk i s,
     Ne' er  mai r  t o r i se.

     When masons'  myst i c wor d an'  gr i p
     I n st or ms an'  t empest s r ai se you up,
     Some cock or  cat  your  r age maun st op,
     Or ,  st r ange t o t el l !
     The youngest  br i t her  ye wad whi p
     Af f  s t r aught  t o hel l .

     Lang syne i n Eden' s boni e yar d,
     When yout hf u'  l over s f i r s t  wer e pai r ' d,
     An'  al l  t he soul  of  l ove t hey shar ' d,
     The r apt ur ' d hour ,
     Sweet  on t he f r agr ant  f l ow' r y swai r d,
     I n shady bower ; ^1

     Then you,  ye aul d,  sni ck - dr awi ng dog!
     Ye cam t o Par adi se i ncog,

     [ Foot not e 1:  The ver se or i gi nal l y  r an:  " Lang syne,  i n Eden' s
     happy scene When st r appi n Adam' s days wer e gr een,  And Eve
     was l i ke my boni e Jean,  My dear est  par t ,  A danci n,  sweet ,
     young handsome quean,  O'  gui l el ess hear t . " ]

     An'  pl ay ' d on man a cur sed br ogue,
     ( Bl ack be your  f a' ! )
     An'  gi ed t he i nf ant  war l d a shog,
     ' Mai st  r ui ' d a' .

     D' ye mi nd t hat  day when i n a bi zz
     Wi '  r eeki t  duds,  an'  r eest i t  gi zz,
     Ye di d pr esent  your  smout i e phi z
     ' Mang bet t er  f ol k,
     An'  sk l ent ed on t he man of  Uzz
     Your  spi t ef u'  j oke?

     An'  how ye gat  hi m i '  your  t hr al l ,
     An'  br ak hi m out  o'  house an hal ' ,
     Whi l e scabs and bot ches di d hi m gal l ,
     Wi '  bi t t er  c l aw;
     An'  l ows' d hi s i l l - t ongu' d wi cked scaul ' ,



     Was war st  ava?

     But  a'  your  doi ngs t o r ehear se,
     Your  wi l y  snar es an'  f echt i n f i er ce,
     Si n'  t hat  day Mi chael ^2 di d you pi er ce,
     Down t o t hi s t i me,
     Wad di ng a Lal l an t ounge,  or  Er se,
     I n pr ose or  r hyme.

     An'  now,  aul d Cl oot s,  I  ken ye' r e t hi nki n,
     A cer t ai n bar di e' s r ant i n,  dr i nki n,
     Some l uckl ess hour  wi l l  send hi m l i nk i n
     To your  bl ack pi t ;
     But  f ai t h!  he' l l  t ur n a cor ner  j i nk i n,
     An'  cheat  you yet .

     But  f ar e- you- weel ,  aul d Ni cki e- ben!
     O wad ye t ak a t hought  an'  men' !
     Ye ai bl i ns mi ght —I  di nna ken—

St i l  hae a st ake:
     I ' m wae t o t hi nk up'  yon den,
     Ev ' n f or  your  sake!

     [ Foot not e 2:  Vi de Mi l t on,  Book v i . —R.  B. ]

Scotch Drink
     Gi e hi m st r ong dr i nk unt i l  he wi nk,
     That ' s  s i nki ng i n despai r ;
     An'  l i quor  gui d t o f i r e hi s bl ui d,
     That ' s  pr est  wi '  gr i ef  and car e:
     Ther e l et  hi m bouse,  an'  deep car ouse,
     Wi '  bumper s f l owi ng o' er ,
     Ti l l  he f or get s hi s l oves or  debt s,
     An'  mi nds hi s gr i ef s no mor e.

     ( Sol omon' s Pr over bs,  xxxi .  6,  7. )

     Let  ot her  poet s r ai se a f r acas
     ' Bout  v i nes,  an'  wi nes,  an'  dr ucken Bacchus,
     An'  cr abbi t  names an' st or i es wr ack us,
     An'  gr at e our  l ug:
     I  s i ng t he j ui ce Scot ch bear  can mak us,
     I n gl ass or  j ug.

     O t hou,  my muse!  gui d aul d Scot ch dr i nk!
     Whet her  t hr o'  wi mpl i n wor ms t hou j i nk,
     Or ,  r i chl y br own,  r eam owr e t he br i nk,
     I n gl or i ous f aem,
     I nspi r e me,  t i l l  I  l i sp an'  wi nk,
     To s i ng t hy name!

     Let  husky wheat  t he haughs ador n,
     An'  ai t s  set  up t hei r  awni e hor n,
     An'  pease and beans,  at  e' en or  mor n,
     Per f ume t he pl ai n:
     Leeze me on t hee,  John Bar l eycor n,



     Thou k i ng o'  gr ai n!

     On t hee af t  Scot l and chows her  cood,
     I n soupl e scones,  t he wal e o' f ood!
     Or  t umbl i n i n t he boi l i ng f l ood
     Wi '  kai l  an'  beef ;
     But  when t hou pour s t hy st r ong hear t ' s  bl ood,
     Ther e t hou shi nes chi ef .

     Food f i l l s  t he wame,  an'  keeps us l eevi n;
     Tho'  l i f e' s  a gi f t  no wor t h r ecei v i n,
     When heavy- dr agg' d wi '  pi ne an'  gr i evi n;
     But ,  oi l ' d by t hee,

The wheel s o'  l i f e gae down- hi l l ,  scr i evi n,
     Wi '  r at t l i n gl ee.

     Thou c l ear s t he head o' doi t ed Lear ;
     Thou cheer s ahe hear t  o'  dr oopi ng Car e;
     Thou st r i ngs t he ner ves o'  Labour  sai r ,
     At ' s  wear y t oi l ;
     Though even br i ght ens dar k Despai r
     Wi '  gl oomy smi l e.

     Af t ,  c l ad i n massy s i l l er  weed,
     Wi '  gent l es t hou er ect s t hy head;
     Yet ,  humbl y k i nd i n t i me o'  need,
     The poor  man' s wi ne;
     Hi s weep dr ap par r i t ch,  or  hi s br ead,
     Thou k i t chens f i ne.

     Thou ar t  t he l i f e o'  publ i c  haunt s;
     But  t hee,  what  wer e our  f ai r s and r ant s?
     Ev ' n godl y meet i ngs o'  t he saunt s,
     By t hee i nspi r ed,
     When gapi ng t hey besi ege t he t ent s,
     Ar e doubl y f i r ' d.

     That  mer r y ni ght  we get  t he cor n i n,
     O sweet l y,  t hen,  t hou r eams t he hor n i n!
     Or  r eeki n on a New- year  mor ni n
     I n cog or  bi cker ,
     An'  j ust  a wee dr ap sp' r i t ual  bur n i n,
     An'  gust y sucker !

     When Vul can gi es hi s bel l ows br eat h,
     An'  pl oughmen gat her  wi '  t hei r  gr ai t h,
     O r ar e!  t o see t hee f i zz an f r eat h
     I '  t h'  l uggi t  caup!
     Then Bur newi n comes on l i ke deat h
     At  ever y chap.

     Nae mer cy t hen,  f or  ai r n or  st eel ;
     The br awni e,  bani e,  pl oughman chi el ,
     Br i ngs har d owr ehi p,  wi '  s t ur dy wheel ,
     The st r ong f or ehammer ,
     Ti l l  bl ock an'  st uddi e r i ng an r eel ,
     Wi '  di nsome cl amour .

     When ski r l i ng weani es see t he l i ght ,
     Though maks t he gossi ps c l at t er  br i ght ,
     How f umbl i n'  cui f f s  t hei r  dear i es s l i ght ;
     Wae wor t h t he name!
     Nae howdi e get s a soci al  ni ght ,
     Or  pl ack f r ae t hem.



     When nei bor s anger  at  a pl ea,
     An'  j ust  as wud as wud can be,
     How easy can t he bar l ey br i e
     Cement  t he quar r el !
     I t ' s  aye t he cheapest  l awyer ' s f ee,
     To t ast e t he bar r el .

     Al ake!  t hat  e' er  my muse has r eason,
     To wyt e her  count r ymen wi '  t r eason!
     But  mony dai l y  weet  t hei r  weason
     Wi '  l i quor s ni ce,
     An'  har dl y,  i n a wi nt er  season,
     E' er  Spi er  her  pr i ce.

     Wae wor t h t hat  br andy,  bur ni n t r ash!
     Fel l  sour ce o'  mony a pai n an'  br ash!
     Twi ns mony a poor ,  doyl t ,  dr ucken hash,
     O'  hal f  hi s days;
     An'  sends,  besi de,  aul d Scot l and' s cash
     To her  war st  f aes.

     Ye Scot s,  wha wi sh aul d Scot l and wel l !
     Ye chi ef ,  t o you my t al e I  t el l ,
     Poor ,  pl ackl ess devi l s  l i ke mysel ' !
     I t  set s you i l l ,
     Wi '  bi t t er ,  dear t hf u'  wi nes t o mel l ,
     Or  f or ei gn gi l l .

     May gr avel s r ound hi s bl at her  wr ench,
     An'  gout s t or ment  hi m,  i nch by i nch,
     What  t wi st s hi s gr unt l e wi '  a gl unch
     O'  sour  di sdai n,
     Out  owr e a gl ass o'  whi sky - punch
     Wi '  honest  men!

     O Whi sky!  soul  o'  pl ays and pr anks!
     Accept  a bar di e' s gr at f u'  t hanks!
     When want i ng t hee,  what  t unel ess cr anks
     Ar e my poor  ver ses!
     Thou comes—t hey r at t l e i n t hei r  r anks,
     At  i t her ' s  a- s!

     Thee,  Fer i nt osh!  O sadl y l ost !
     Scot l and l ament  f r ae coast  t o coast !
     Now col i c  gr i ps,  an'  bar k i n hoast
     May k i l l  us a' ;
     For  l oyal  For bes'  char t er ' d boast
     I s  t a' en awa?

     Thae cur st  hor se- l eeches o'  t he'  Exci se,
     Wha mak t he whi sky st el l s  t hei r  pr i ze!
     Haud up t hy han' ,  Dei l !  ance,  t wi ce,  t hr i ce!
     Ther e,  sei ze t he bl i nker s!
     An'  bake t hem up i n br unst ane pi es
     For  poor  damn' d dr i nker s.

     For t une!  i f  t hou' l l  but  gi e me st i l l
     Hal e br eeks,  a scone,  an'  whi sky gi l l ,
     An'  r owt h o'  r hyme t o r ave at  wi l l ,
     Tak a'  t he r est ,
     An'  deal ' t  about  as t hy bl i nd ski l l
     Di r ect s t hee best .
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The Auld Farmer's New-Year-Morning Salutation To His
Auld Mare, Maggie
     On gi v i ng her  t he accust omed r i pp of  cor n t o hansel  i n t he New Year .

     A Gui d New- year  I  wi sh t hee,  Maggi e!
     Hae,  t her e' s a r i pp t o t hy aul d baggi e:
     Tho'  t hou' s howe- backi t  now,  an'  knaggi e,
     I ' ve seen t he day
     Thou coul d hae gaen l i ke ony st aggi e,
     Out - owr e t he l ay.

     Tho'  now t hou' s dowi e,  st i f f ,  an'  cr azy,
     An'  t hy aul d hi de as whi t e' s a dai s i e,
     I ' ve seen t hee dappl ' t ,  s l eek an'  gl ai z i e,
     A boni e gr ay:
     He shoul d been t i ght  t hat  daur ' t  t o r ai ze t hee,
     Ance i n a day.

     Thou ance was i '  t he f or emost  r ank,
     A f i l l y  bui r dl y,  st eeve,  an'  swank;
     An'  set  weel  down a shapel y shank,
     As e' er  t r ead y i r d;
     An'  coul d hae f l own out - owr e a st ank,
     Li ke ony bi r d.

     I t ' s  now some ni ne- an' - t went y year ,
     Si n'  t hou was my gui d- f at her ' s  mear ;
     He gi ed me t hee,  o'  t ocher  c l ear ,
     An'  f i f t y  mar k;
     Tho'  i t  was sma' ,  ' t was weel - won gear ,
     An'  t hou was st ar k.

     When f i r st  I  gaed t o woo my Jenny,
     Ye t hen was t r ot t i ng wi '  your  mi nni e:
     Tho'  ye was t r i ck i e,  s l ee,  an'  f unni e,
     Ye ne' er  was donsi e;
     But  hamel y,  t awi e,  qui et ,  an'  canni e,
     An'  unco sonsi e.

     That  day,  ye pr anc' d wi '  muckl e pr i de,
     When ye bur e hame my boni e br i de:
     An'  sweet  an'  gr acef u'  she di d r i de,
     Wi '  mai den ai r !
     Kyl e- St ewar t  I  coul d br agged wi de
     For  s i c a pai r .

     Tho'  now ye dow but  hoyt e and hobbl e,



     An'  wi nt l e l i ke a saumont  cobl e,
     That  day,  ye was a j i nker  nobl e,
     For  heel s an'  wi n' !
     An'  r an t hem t i l l  t hey a'  di d waubl e,
     Far ,  f ar ,  behi n' !

     When t hou an'  I  wer e young an'  skei gh,
     An'  st abl e- meal s at  f ai r s wer e dr ei gh,
     How t hou wad pr ance,  and snor e,  an'  skr ei gh
     An'  t ak t he r oad!
     Town' s- bodi es r an,  an'  st ood abei gh,
     An'  ca' t  t hee mad.

     When t hou was cor n' t ,  an'  I  was mel l ow,
     We t ook t he r oad aye l i ke a swal l ow:
     At  br ooses t hou had ne' er  a f el l ow,
     For  pi t h an'  speed;
     But  ev ' r y t ai l  t hou pay' t  t hem hol l owm
     Whar e' er  t hou gaed.

     The sma' ,  dr oop- r umpl ' t ,  hunt er  cat t l e
     Mi ght  ai bl i ns waur ' t  t hee f or  a br at t l e;
     But  sax Scot ch mi l e,  t hou t r y ' t  t hei r  met t l e,
     An'  gar ' t  t hem whai z l e:
     Nae whi p nor  spur ,  but  j ust  a wat t l e
     O'  saugh or  hazel .

     Thou was a nobl e f i t t i e- l an' ,
     As e' er  i n t ug or  t ow was dr awn!
     Af t  t hee an'  I ,  i n aught  hour s '  gaun,
     I n gui d Mar ch- weat her ,
     Hae t ur n' d sax r ood besi de our  han' ,
     For  days t hegi t her .

     Thou never  br ai ng' t ,  an'  f et ch' t ,  an'  f l i sk i t ;
     But  t hy aul d t ai l  t hou wad hae whi ski t ,
     An'  spr ead abr eed t hy weel - f i l l ' d br i sket ,
     Wi '  pi t h an'  power ;
     Ti l l  spr i t t i e knowes wad r ai r ' t  an'  r i sk i t
     An'  s l ypet  owr e.

     When f r ost s l ay l ang,  an'  snaws wer e deep,
     An'  t hr eat en' d l abour  back t o keep,
     I  gi ed t hy cog a wee bi t  heap
     Aboon t he t i mmer :
     I  ken' d my Maggi e wad na s l eep,
     For  t hat ,  or  s i mmer .

     I n car t  or  car  t hou never  r eest i t ;
     The st eyest  br ae t hou wad hae f ac ' t  i t ;
     Thou never  l ap,  an'  st en' t ,  and br east i t ,
     Then st ood t o bl aw;
     But  j ust  t hy st ep a wee t hi ng hast i t ,
     Thou snoov' t  awa.

     My pl eugh i s now t hy bai r n- t i me a' ,
     Four  gal l ant  br ut es as e' er  di d dr aw;
     For bye sax mae I ' ve sel l ' t  awa,
     That  t hou hast  nur st :
     They dr ew me t hr et t een pund an'  t wa,
     The ver a war st .

     Mony a sai r  daur k we t wa hae wr ought ,
     An'  wi '  t he wear y war l '  f ought !



     An'  mony an anxi ous day,  I  t hought
     We wad be beat !
     Yet  her e t o cr azy age we' r e br ought ,
     Wi '  somet hi ng yet .

     An'  t hi nk na' ,  my aul d t r ust y ser van' ,
     That  now per haps t hou' s l ess deser vi n,
     An'  t hy aul d days may end i n st ar v i n;
     For  my l ast  f ow,
     A heapi t  s t i mpar t ,  I ' l l  r eser ve ane
     Lai d by f or  you.

     We' ve wor n t o cr azy year s t hegi t her ;
     We' l l  t oyt e about  wi '  ane ani t her ;
     Wi '  t ent i e car e I ' l l  f l i t  t hy t et her
     To some hai n' d r i g,
     Whar e ye may nobl y r ax your  l eat her ,
     Wi '  sma'  f at i gue.

The Twa Dogs^1
     A Tal e

     ' Twas i n t hat  pl ace o'  Scot l and' s i s l e,
     That  bear s t he name o'  aul d Ki ng Coi l ,
     Upon a boni e day i n June,
     When wear i n'  t hr o'  t he af t er noon,
     Twa dogs,  t hat  wer e na t hr ang at  hame,
     For gat her ' d ance upon a t i me.

     The f i r st  I ' l l  name,  t hey ca' d hi m Caesar ,
     Was keepi t  f or  Hi s Honor ' s pl easur e:
     Hi s hai r ,  hi s s i ze,  hi s mout h,  hi s l ugs,
     Shew' d he was nane o'  Scot l and' s dogs;
     But  whal pi t  some pl ace f ar  abr oad,
     Whar e sai l or s gang t o f i sh f or  cod.

     Hi s l ocked,  l et t er ' d,  br aw br ass col l ar
     Shew' d hi m t he gent l eman an'  schol ar ;
     But  t hough he was o'  hi gh degr ee,
     The f i ent  a pr i de,  nae pr i de had he;
     But  wad hae spent  an hour  car essi n,
     Ev ' n wi '  al  t i nk l er - gi psy ' s messi n:
     At  k i r k or  mar ket ,  mi l l  or  smi ddi e,
     Nae t awt ed t yke,  t ho'  e' er  sae duddi e,
     But  he wad st an' t ,  as gl ad t o see hi m,
     An'  st r oan' t  on st anes an'  hi l l ocks wi '  hi m.

     The t i t her  was a pl oughman' s col l i e—
A r hymi ng,  r ant i ng,  r avi ng bi l l i e,

     Wha f or  hi s f r i end an'  comr ade had hi m,
     And i n f r eak had Luat h ca' d hi m,
     Af t er  some dog i n Hi ghl and Sang, ^2
     Was made l ang syne, —Lor d knows how l ang.

     He was a gash an'  f ai t hf u'  t yke,
     As ever  l ap a sheugh or  dyke.



     Hi s honest ,  sonsi e,  baws' nt  f ace
     Aye gat  hi m f r i ends i n i l ka pl ace;
     Hi s br east  was whi t e,  hi s t ouzi e back
     Weel  c l ad wi '  coat  o'  gl ossy bl ack;
     Hi s gawsi e t ai l ,  wi '  upwar d cur l ,
     Hung owr e hi s hur di e' s wi '  a swi r l .

     [ Foot not e 1:  Luat h was Bur ns'  own dog. ]

     [ Foot not e 2:  Luat h,  Cuchul l i n' s  dog i n Ossi an' s " Fi ngal . " —R.  B. ]

     Nae doubt  but  t hey wer e f ai n o'  i t her ,
     And unco pack an'  t hi ck t hegi t her ;
     Wi '  soci al  nose whi l es snuf f ' d an'  snowki t ;
     Whi l es mi ce an'  moudi ewor t s t hey howki t ;
     Whi l es scour ' d awa'  i n l ang excur si on,
     An'  wor r y ' d i t her  i n di ver s i on;
     Unt i l  wi '  daf f i n'  wear y gr own
     Upon a knowe t hey set  t hem down.
     An'  t her e began a l ang di gr essi on.
     About  t he " l or ds o'  t he cr eat i on. "

     Caesar

     I ' ve af t en wonder ' d,  honest  Luat h,
     What  sor t  o'  l i f e poor  dogs l i ke you have;
     An'  when t he gent r y ' s l i f e I  saw,
     What  way poor  bodi es l i v ' d ava.

     Our  l ai r d get s i n hi s r acked r ent s,
     Hi s coal s,  hi s kane,  an'  a'  hi s st ent s:
     He r i ses when he l i kes hi msel ' ;
     Hi s f l unki es answer  at  t he bel l ;
     He ca' s hi s coach;  he ca' s hi s hor se;
     He dr aws a boni e s i l ken pur se,
     As l ang' s my t ai l ,  wher e,  t hr o'  t he st eeks,
     The yel l ow l et t er ' d Geor di e keeks.

     Fr ae mor n t o e' en,  i t ' s  nought  but  t oi l i ng
     At  baki ng,  r oast i ng,  f r y i ng,  boi l i ng;
     An'  t ho'  t he gent r y f i r s t  ar e st echi n,
     Yet  ev ' n t he ha'  f ol k f i l l  t hei r  pechan
     Wi '  sauce,  r agout s,  an'  s i c l i ke t r asht r i e,
     That ' s  l i t t l e shor t  o'  downr i ght  wast r i e.
     Our  whi pper - i n,  wee,  bl ast ed wonner ,
     Poor ,  wor t hl ess el f ,  i t  eat s a di nner ,
     Bet t er  t han ony t enant - man
     Hi s Honour  has i n a'  t he l an' :
     An'  what  poor  cot - f ol k pi t  t hei r  pai nch i n,
     I  own i t ' s  past  my compr ehensi on.

     Luat h

     Tr owt h,  Caesar ,  whi l es t hey' r e f ash' t  eneugh:
     A cot t ar  howki n i n a sheugh,
     Wi '  di r t y  st anes bi ggi n a dyke,
     Bar i ng a quar r y,  an'  s i c l i ke;
     Hi msel ' ,  a wi f e,  he t hus sust ai ns,
     A smyt r i e o'  wee duddi e weans,
     An'  nought  but  hi s han' - daur k,  t o keep
     Them r i ght  an'  t i ght  i n t hack an'  r ape.

     An'  when t hey meet  wi '  sai r  di sast er s,
     Li ke l oss o'  heal t h or  want  o'  mast er s,



     Ye mai st  wad t hi nk,  a wee t ouch l anger ,
     An'  t hey maun st ar ve o'  caul d an'  hunger :
     But  how i t  comes,  I  never  kent  yet ,
     They' r e mai st l y  wonder f u'  cont ent ed;
     An'  bui r dl y chi el s,  an'  c l ever  hi zzi es,
     Ar e br ed i n s i c a way as t hi s i s .

     Caesar

     But  t hen t o see how ye' r e negl ecki t ,
     How huf f ' d,  an'  cuf f ' d,  an'  di sr especki t !
     Lor d man,  our  gent r y car e as l i t t l e
     For  del ver s,  di t cher s,  an'  s i c cat t l e;
     They gang as saucy by poor  f ol k,
     As I  wad by a st i nki n br ock.

     I ' ve not i c ' d,  on our  l ai r d' s cour t - day, —
An'  mony a t i me my hear t ' s  been wae, —
Poor  t enant  bodi es,  scant  o' cash,

     How t hey maun t hol e a f act or ' s  snash;
     He' l l  s t amp an'  t hr eat en,  cur se an'  swear
     He' l l  appr ehend t hem,  poi nd t hei r  gear ;
     Whi l e t hey maun st an' ,  wi '  aspect  humbl e,
     An'  hear  i t  a' ,  an'  f ear  an'  t r embl e!

     I  see how f ol k l i ve t hat  hae r i ches;
     But  sur el y poor - f ol k maun be wr et ches!

     Luat h

     They' r e no sae wr et ched' s ane wad t hi nk.
     Tho'  const ant l y on poor t i t h' s  br i nk,
     They' r e sae accust om' d wi '  t he s i ght ,
     The v i ew o' t  gi ves t hem l i t t l e f r i ght .

     Then chance and f or t une ar e sae gui ded,
     They' r e aye i n l ess or  mai r  pr ovi ded:
     An'  t ho'  f at i gued wi '  c l ose empl oyment ,
     A bl i nk o'  r est ' s  a sweet  enj oyment .

     The dear est  comf or t  o'  t hei r  l i ves,
     Thei r  gr ushi e weans an'  f ai t hf u'  wi ves;
     The pr at t l i ng t hi ngs ar e j ust  t hei r  pr i de,
     That  sweet ens a'  t hei r  f i r e- s i de.

     An'  whi l es t wal penni e wor t h o'  nappy
     Can mak t he bodi es unco happy:
     They l ay asi de t hei r  pr i vat e car es,
     To mi nd t he Ki r k and St at e af f ai r s;
     They' l l  t al k o'  pat r onage an'  pr i est s,
     Wi '  k i ndl i ng f ur y i '  t hei r  br east s,
     Or  t el l  what  new t axat i on' s comi n,
     An'  f er l i e at  t he f ol k i n Lon' on.

     As bl eak- f ac ' d Hal l owmass r et ur ns,
     They get  t he j ovi al ,  r ant i n k i r ns,
     When r ur al  l i f e,  of  ev ' r y st at i on,
     Uni t e i n common r ecr eat i on;
     Love bl i nks,  Wi t  s l aps,  an'  soci al  Mi r t h
     For get s t her e' s Car e upo'  t he ear t h.

     That  mer r y day t he year  begi ns,
     They bar  t he door  on f r ost y wi n' s;
     The nappy r eeks wi '  mant l i ng r eam,



     An'  sheds a hear t - i nspi r i ng st eam;
     The l unt i n pi pe,  an'  sneeshi n mi l l ,
     Ar e handed r ound wi '  r i ght  gui d wi l l ;
     The cant i e aul d f ol ks cr acki n cr ouse,
     The young anes r ant i n t hr o'  t he house—

My hear t  has been sae f ai n t o see t hem,
     That  I  f or  j oy hae bar ki t  wi '  t hem.

     St i l l  i t ' s  owr e t r ue t hat  ye hae sai d,
     Si c game i s now owr e af t en pl ay ' d;
     Ther e' s mony a cr edi t abl e st ock
     O'  decent ,  honest ,  f awsont  f ol k,
     Ar e r i ven out  bai t h r oot  an'  br anch,
     Some r ascal ' s  pr i def u'  gr eed t o quench,
     Wha t hi nks t o kni t  hi msel  t he f ast er
     I n f avour  wi '  some gent l e mast er ,
     Wha,  ai bl i ns,  t hr ang a par l i ament i n,
     For  Br i t ai n' s gui d hi s saul  i ndent i n—

Caesar

     Hai t h,  l ad,  ye l i t t l e ken about  i t :
     For  Br i t ai n' s gui d!  gui d f ai t h!  I  doubt  i t .
     Say r at her ,  gaun as Pr emi er s l ead hi m:
     An'  sayi ng ay or  no' s t hey bi d hi m:
     At  oper as an'  pl ays par adi ng,
     Mor t gagi ng,  gambl i ng,  masquer adi ng:
     Or  maybe,  i n a f r ol i c  daf t ,
     To Hague or  Cal ai s t akes a waf t ,
     To mak a t our  an'  t ak a whi r l ,
     To l ear n bon t on,  an'  see t he wor l ' .

     Ther e,  at  Vi enna,  or  Ver sai l l es,
     He r i ves hi s f at her ' s  aul d ent ai l s ;
     Or  by Madr i d he t akes t he r out ,
     To t hr um gui t ar s an'  f echt  wi '  nowt ;
     Or  down I t al i an v i st a st ar t l es,

     Whor e- hunt i ng amang gr oves o'  myr t l es:
     Then bowses dr uml i e Ger man- wat er ,
     To mak hi msel  l ook f ai r  an'  f at t er ,
     An'  c l ear  t he consequent i al  sor r ows,
     Love- gi f t s  of  Car ni val  s i gnor as.

     For  Br i t ai n' s gui d!  f or  her  dest r uct i on!
     Wi '  di ss i pat i on,  f eud,  an'  f act i on.

     Luat h

     Hech,  man!  dear  s i r s!  i s  t hat  t he gat e
     They wast e sae mony a br aw est at e!
     Ar e we sae f ought en an'  har ass' d
     For  gear  t o gang t hat  gat e at  l ast ?

     O woul d t hey st ay aback f r ae cour t s,
     An'  pl ease t hemsel s wi '  count r y spor t s,
     I t  wad f or  ev ' r y ane be bet t er ,
     The l ai r d,  t he t enant ,  an'  t he cot t er !
     For  t hae f r ank,  r ant i n,  r ambl i n bi l l i es,
     Fei nt  haet  o'  t hem' s i l l - hear t ed f el l ows;
     Except  f or  br eaki n o'  t hei r  t i mmer ,
     Or  speaki n l i ght l y  o'  t hei r  l i mmer ,
     Or  shoot i n of  a har e or  moor - cock,
     The ne' er - a- bi t  t hey' r e i l l  t o poor  f ol k,



     But  wi l l  ye t el l  me,  Mast er  Caesar ,
     Sur e gr eat  f ol k ' s  l i f e' s  a l i f e o'  pl easur e?
     Nae caul d nor  hunger  e' er  can st eer  t hem,
     The ver y t hought  o' t  need na f ear  t hem.

     Caesar

     Lor d,  man,  wer e ye but  whi l es whar e I  am,
     The gent l es,  ye wad ne' er  envy t hem!

     I t ' s  t r ue,  t hey need na st ar ve or  sweat ,
     Thr o'  wi nt er ' s  caul d,  or  s i mmer ' s heat :
     They' ve nae sai r  war k t o cr aze t hei r  banes,
     An'  f i l l  aul d age wi '  gr i ps an'  gr anes:
     But  human bodi es ar e s i c f ool s,
     For  a'  t hei r  col l eges an'  school s,
     That  when nae r eal  i l l s  per pl ex t hem,
     They mak enow t hemsel ' s  t o vex t hem;
     An'  aye t he l ess t hey hae t o st ur t  t hem,
     I n l i ke pr opor t i on,  l ess wi l l  hur t  t hem.

     A count r y f el l ow at  t he pl eugh,
     Hi s acr e' s t i l l ' d,  he' s r i ght  eneugh;
     A count r y gi r l  at  her  wheel ,
     Her  di zzen' s dune,  she' s unco weel ;
     But  gent l emen,  an'  l adi es war st ,
     Wi '  ev ' n- down want  o'  war k ar e cur st .
     They l oi t er ,  l oungi ng,  l ank an'  l azy;
     Tho'  dei l - haet  ai l s  t hem,  yet  uneasy;
     Thei r  days i nsi pi d,  dul l ,  an'  t ast el ess;
     Thei r  ni ght s unqui et ,  l ang,  an'  r est l ess.

     An' ev ' n t hei r  spor t s,  t hei r  bal l s  an'  r aces,
     Thei r  gal l opi ng t hr ough publ i c  pl aces,
     Ther e' s s i c par ade,  s i c pomp,  an'  ar t ,
     The j oy can scar cel y r each t he hear t .

     The men cast  out  i n par t y - mat ches,
     Then sowt her  a'  i n deep debauches.
     Ae ni ght  t hey' r e mad wi '  dr i nk an'  whor i ng,
     Ni est  day t hei r  l i f e i s  past  endur i ng.

     The l adi es ar m- i n- ar m i n c l ust er s,
     As gr eat  an'  gr aci ous a'  as s i st er s;
     But  hear  t hei r  absent  t hought s o'  i t her ,
     They' r e a'  r un- dei l s  an'  j ads t hegi t her .
     Whi l es,  owr e t he wee bi t  cup an'  pl at i e,
     They s i p t he scandal - pot i on pr et t y;
     Or  l ee- l ang ni ght s,  wi '  cr abbi t  l euks
     Por e owr e t he devi l ' s  pi ct ur ' d beuks;
     St ake on a chance a f ar mer ' s st ackyar d,
     An'  cheat  l i ke ony unhanged bl ackguar d.

     Ther e' s some except i ons,  man an'  woman;
     But  t hi s i s  gent r y ' s l i f e i n common.

     By t hi s,  t he sun was out  of  s i ght ,
     An'  dar ker  gl oami n br ought  t he ni ght ;
     The bum- cl ock humm' d wi '  l azy dr one;
     The kye st ood r owt i n i '  t he l oan;
     When up t hey gat  an'  shook t hei r  l ugs,
     Rej oi c ' d t hey wer ena men but  dogs;
     An'  each t ook af f  hi s sever al  way,



     Resol v ' d t o meet  some i t her  day.

The Author's Earnest Cry And Prayer
     To t he Ri ght  Honour abl e and Honour abl e Scot ch
     Repr esent at i ves i n t he House of  Commons. ^1

     Dear est  of  di st i l l at i on!  l ast  and best —

—How ar t  t hou l ost ! —

Par ody on Mi l t on.

     Ye I r i sh l or ds,  ye kni ght s an'  squi r es,
     Wha r epr esent  our  br ughs an'  shi r es,
     An'  doucel y manage our  af f ai r s
     I n par l i ament ,
     To you a s i mpl e poet ' s  pr ay ' r s
     Ar e humbl y sent .

     Al as!  my r oupi t  Muse i s hear se!
     Your  Honour s '  hear t s wi '  gr i ef  ' t wad pi er ce,
     To see her  s i t t i n on her  ar se
     Low i '  t he dust ,
     And scr i echi nhout  pr osai c ver se,
     An l i ke t o br ust !

     [ Foot not e 1:  Thi s was wr i t t en bef or e t he Act  anent  t he
     Scot ch di st i l l er i es,  of  sessi on 1786,  f or  whi ch Scot l and and
     t he aut hor  r et ur n t hei r  most  gr at ef ul  t hanks. —R. B. ]

     Tel l  t hem wha hae t he chi ef  di r ect i on,
     Scot l and an'  me' s i n gr eat  af f l i c t i on,
     E' er  s i n'  t hey l ai d t hat  cur st  r est r i c t i on
     On aqua- vi t ae;
     An'  r ouse t hem up t o st r ong convi ct i on,
     An'  move t hei r  pi t y .

     St and f or t h an'  t el l  yon Pr emi er  yout h
     The honest ,  open,  naked t r ut h:
     Tel l  hi m o'  mi ne an'  Scot l and' s dr out h,
     Hi s ser vant s humbl e:
     The muckl e deevi l  bl aw you sout h
     I f  ye di ssembl e!

     Does ony gr eat  man gl unch an'  gl oom?
     Speak out ,  an'  never  f ash your  t humb!
     Let  post s an'  pensi ons s i nk or  soom
     Wi '  t hem wha gr ant  t hem;
     I f  honest l y t hey canna come,
     Far  bet t er  want  t hem.

     I n gat h' r i n vot es you wer e na s l ack;
     Now st and as t i ght l y  by your  t ack:
     Ne' er  c l aw your  l ug,  an'  f i dge your  back,
     An'  hum an'  haw;
     But  r ai se your  ar m,  an'  t el l  your  cr ack



     Bef or e t hem a' .

     Pai nt  Scot l and gr eet i n owr e her  t hr i ss l e;
     Her  mut chki n st owp as t oom' s a whi ssl e;
     An'  damn' d exci semen i n a bussl e,
     Sei z i n a st el l ,
     Tr i umphant  cr ushi n' t  l i ke a mussel ,
     Or  l i mpet  shel l !

     Then,  on t he t i t her  hand pr esent  her —
A bl ackguar d smuggl er  r i ght  behi nt  her ,

     An'  cheek- f or - chow,  a chuf f i e v i nt ner
     Col l eagui ng j oi n,
     Pi cki ng her  pouch as bar e as wi nt er
     Of  a'  k i nd coi n.

     I s  t her e,  t hat  bear s t he name o'  Scot ,
     But  f eel s hi s hear t ' s  bl ui d r i s i ng hot ,
     To see hi s poor  aul d mi t her ' s  pot
     Thus dung i n st aves,
     An'  pl under ' d o'  her  hi ndmost  gr oat
     By gal l ows knaves?

     Al as!  I ' m but  a namel ess wi ght ,
     Tr ode i '  t he mi r e out  o'  s i ght ?
     But  coul d I  l i ke Mont gomer i es f i ght ,
     Or  gab l i ke Boswel l , ^2
     Ther e' s some sar k- necks I  wad dr aw t i ght ,
     An'  t i e some hose wel l .

     God bl ess your  Honour s!  can ye see' t —
The ki nd,  aul d cant i e car l i n gr eet ,

     An'  no get  war ml y t o your  f eet ,
     An'  gar  t hem hear  i t ,
     An'  t el l  t hem wi ' a pat r i ot - heat
     Ye wi nna bear  i t ?

     Some o'  you ni cel y ken t he l aws,
     To r ound t he per i od an'  pause,
     An'  wi t h r het or i c c l ause on c l ause
     To mak har angues;
     Then echo t hr o'  Sai nt  St ephen' s wa' s
     Aul d Scot l and' s wr angs.

     Dempst er , ^3 a t r ue bl ue Scot  I ' se war r an' ;
     Thee,  ai t h- det est i ng,  chast e Ki l ker r an; ^4
     An'  t hat  gl i b- gabbi t  Hi ghl and bar on,
     The Lai r d o'  Gr aham; ^5
     An'  ane,  a chap t hat ' s  damn' d aul f ar r an' ,
     Dundas hi s name: ^6

     Er ski ne,  a spunki e Nor l and bi l l i e; ^7
     Tr ue Campbel l s,  Fr eder i ck and I l ay; ^8

     [ Foot not e 2:  James Boswel l  of  Auchi nl eck,  t he bi ogr apher  of  Johnson. ]

     [ Foot not e 3:  Geor ge Dempst er  of  Dunni chen. ]

     [ Foot not e 4:  Si r  Adam Fer guson of  Ki l ker r an,  Bar t . ]

     [ Foot not e 5:  The Mar qui s of  Gr aham,  el dest  son of  t he Duke of
      Mont r ose. ]

     [ Foot not e 6:  Ri ght  Hon.  Henr y Dundas,  M.  P. ]



     [ Foot not e 7:  Pr obabl y Thomas,  af t er war d Lor d Er ski ne. ]

     [ Foot not e 8:  Lor d Fr eder i ck Campbel l ,  second br ot her  of  t he Duke
     of  Ar gyl l ,  and I l ay Campbel l ,  Lor d Advocat e f or  Scot l and,
     af t er war d Pr esi dent  of  t he Cour t  of  Sessi on. ]

     An'  Li v i st one,  t he baul d Si r  Wi l l i e; ^9
     An'  mony i t her s,
     Whom aul d Demost henes or  Tul l y
     Mi ght  own f or  br i t her s.

     See sodger  Hugh, ^10 my wat chman st ent ed,
     I f  poet s e' er  ar e r epr esent ed;
     I  ken i f  t hat  your  swor d wer e want ed,
     Ye' d l end a hand;
     But  when t her e' s ought  t o say anent  i t ,
     Ye' r e at  a st and.

     Ar ouse,  my boys!  exer t  your  met t l e,
     To get  aul d Scot l and back her  ket t l e;
     Or  f ai t h!  I ' l l  wad my new pl eugh- pet t l e,
     Ye' l l  see' t  or  l ang,
     She' l l  t each you,  wi '  a r eeki n whi t t l e,
     Ani t her  sang.

     Thi s whi l e she' s been i n cr ankous mood,
     Her  l ost  Mi l i t i a f i r ' d her  bl ui d;
     ( Dei l  na t hey never  mai r  do gui d,
     Pl ay ' d her  t hat  pl i sk i e! )
     An'  now she' s l i ke t o r i n r ed- wud
     About  her  whi sky.

     An'  Lor d!  i f  ance t hey pi t  her  t i l l ' t ,
     Her  t ar t an pet t i coat  she' l l  k i l t ,
     An' dur k an'  pi st ol  at  her  bel t ,
     She' l l  t ak t he st r eet s,
     An'  r i n her  whi t t l e t o t he hi l t ,
     I '  t he f i r s t  she meet s!

     For  God sake,  s i r s!  t hen speak her  f ai r ,
     An'  st r ai k her  canni e wi '  t he hai r ,
     An'  t o t he muckl e house r epai r ,
     Wi '  i nst ant  speed,
     An'  st r i ve,  wi '  a'  your  wi t  an'  l ear ,
     To get  r emead.

     [ Foot not e 9:  Si r  Wm.  August us Cunni ngham,  Bar onet ,  of  Li v i ngst one. ]

     [ Foot not e 10:  Col .  Hugh Mont gomer y,  af t er war d Ear l  of  Egl i nt on. ]

     Yon i l l - t ongu' d t i nk l er ,  Char l i e Fox,
     May t aunt  you wi '  hi s j eer s and mocks;
     But  gi e hi m' t  het ,  my hear t y cocks!
     E' en cowe t he cadi e!
     An'  send hi m t o hi s di c i ng box
     An'  spor t i n'  l ady.

     Tel l  you gui d bl ui d o'  aul d Boconnock' s,  ^11
     I ' l l  be hi s debt  t wa mashl um bonnocks,
     An'  dr i nk hi s heal t h i n aul d Nance Ti nnock' s ^12
     Ni ne t i mes a- week,
     I f  he some scheme,  l i ke t ea an'  wi nnocks,
     Was k i ndl y seek.



     Coul d he some commut at i on br oach,
     I ' l l  pl edge my ai t h i n gui d br ai d Scot ch,
     He needna f ear  t hei r  f oul  r epr oach
     Nor  er udi t i on,
     Yon mi xt i e- maxt i e,  queer  hot ch- pot ch,
     The Coal i t i on.

     Aul d Scot l and has a r aucl e t ongue;
     She' s j ust  a devi l  wi '  a r ung;
     An'  i f  she pr omi se aul d or  young
     To t ak t hei r  par t ,
     Tho'  by t he neck she shoul d be st r ung,
     She' l l  no deser t .

     And now,  ye chosen Fi ve- and- For t y,
     May st i l l  you mi t her ' s  hear t  suppor t  ye;
     Then,  t ho' a mi ni st er  gr ow dor t y,
     An'  k i ck your  pl ace,
     Ye' l l  snap your  gi nger s,  poor  an'  hear t y,
     Bef or e hi s f ace.

     God bl ess your  Honour s,  a'  your  days,
     Wi '  sowps o'  kai l  and br at s o'  c l ai se,

     [ Foot not e 11:  Pi t t ,  whose gr andf at her  was of  Boconnock i n Cor nwal l . ]

     [ Foot not e 12:  A wor t hy ol d host ess of  t he aut hor ' s i n Mauchl i ne,
     wher e he somet i mes st udi es pol i t i cs over  a gl ass of  gude aul d
     Scot ch Dr i nk. —R. B. ]

     I n spi t e o'  a'  t he t hi evi sh kaes,
     That  haunt  St .  Jami e' s!
     Your  humbl e poet  s i ngs an'  pr ays,
     Whi l e Rab hi s name i s.

     Post scr i pt

     Let  hal f - st ar v ' d s l aves i n war mer  ski es
     See f ut ur e wi nes,  r i ch- c l ust ' r i ng,  r i se;
     Thei r  l ot  aul d Scot l and ne' r e envi es,
     But ,  bl yt he and f r i sky,
     She eyes her  f r eebor n,  mar t i al  boys
     Tak af f  t hei r  whi sky.

     What  t ho'  t hei r  Phoebus k i nder  war ms,
     Whi l e f r agr ance bl ooms and beaut y char ms,
     When wr et ches r ange,  i n f ami sh' d swar ms,
     The scent ed gr oves;
     Or ,  hounded f or t h,  di shonour  ar ms
     I n hungr y dr oves!

     Thei r  gun' s a bur den on t hei r  shout her ;
     They downa bi de t he st i nk o'  powt her ;
     Thei r  baul dest  t hought ' s  a hank' r i ng swi t her
     To st an'  or  r i n,
     Ti l l  skel p—a shot —t hey' r e af f ,  a' t hr ow' t her ,
     To save t hei r  sk i n.

     But  br i ng a Scot chman f r ae hi s hi l l ,
     Cl ap i n hi s cheek a Hi ghl and gi l l ,
     Say,  such i s r oyal  Geor ge' s wi l l ,
     An'  t her e' s t he f oe!
     He has nae t hought  but  how t o k i l l



     Twa at  a bl ow.

     Nae caul d,  f ai nt - hear t ed doubt i ngs t ease hi m;
     Deat h comes,  wi '  f ear l ess eye he sees hi m;
     Wi ' bl ui dy hand a wel come gi es hi m;
     An'  when he f a' s,
     Hi s l at est  dr aught  o'  br eat hi n l ea' es hi m
     I n f ai nt  huzzas.

     Sages t hei r  sol emn een may st eek,
     An'  r ai se a phi l osophi c r eek,
     An'  physi cal l y  causes seek,
     I n c l i me an'  season;
     But  t el l  me whi sky ' s name i n Gr eek
     I ' l l  t el l  t he r eason.

     Scot l and,  my aul d,  r espect ed mi t her !
     Tho'  whi l es ye moi st i f y  your  l eat her ,
     Ti l l ,  whar e ye s i t  on cr aps o'  heat her ,
     Ye t i ne your  dam;
     Fr eedom an'  whi sky gang t hegi t her !
     Take af f  your  dr am!

The Ordination
     For  sense t hey l i t t l e owe t o f r ugal  Heav' n—

To pl ease t he mob,  t hey hi de t he l i t t l e gi v ' n.

     Ki l mar nock wabst er s,  f i dge an'  c l aw,
     An'  pour  your  cr eeshi e nat i ons;
     An'  ye wha l eat her  r ax an'  dr aw,
     Of  a'  denomi nat i ons;
     Swi t h t o t he Li gh Ki r k,  ane an'  a'
     An'  t her e t ak up your  st at i ons;
     Then af f  t o Begbi e' s i n a r aw,
     An'  pour  di v i ne l i bat i ons
     For  j oy t hi s day.

     Cur st  Common- sense,  t hat  i mp o'  hel l ,
     Cam i n wi '  Maggi e Lauder ; ^1
     But  Ol i phant ^2 af t  made her  yel l ,
     An'  Russel l ^3 sai r  mi sca' d her :
     Thi s day Macki nl ay^4 t aks t he f l ai l ,
     An'  he' s t he boy wi l l  bl aud her !
     He' l l  c l ap a shangan on her  t ai l ,
     An'  set  t he bai r ns t o daud her
     Wi '  di r t  t hi s day.

     [ Foot not e 1:  Al l udi ng t o a scof f i ng bal l ad whi ch was made on t he
     admi ssi on of  t he l at e r ever end and wor t hy Mr .  Li hdsay t o t he
     " Lai gh Ki r k. " —R. B. ]

     [ Foot not e 2:  Rev.  James Ol i phant ,  mi ni st er  of  Chapel  of  Ease,
     Ki l mar nock. ]

     [ Foot not e 3:  Rev.  John Russel l  of  Ki l mar nock. ]



     [ Foot not e 4:  Rev.  James Macki nl ay. ]

     Mak hast e an'  t ur n Ki ng Davi d owr e,
     And l i l t  wi '  hol y c l angor ;
     O'  doubl e ver se come gi e us f our ,
     An'  sk i r l  up t he Bangor :
     Thi s day t he k i r k k i cks up a st our e;
     Nae mai r  t he knaves shal l  wr ang her ,
     For  Her esy i s  i n her  pow' r ,
     And gl or i ousl y she' l l  whang her
     Wi '  pi t h t hi s day.

     Come,  l et  a pr oper  t ext  be r ead,
     An'  t ouch i t  af f  wi '  v i gour ,
     How gr acel ess Ham̂ 5 l eugh at  hi s dad,
     Whi ch made Canaan a ni gger ;
     Or  Phi neas^6 dr ove t he mur der i ng bl ade,
     Wi '  whor e- abhor r i ng r i gour ;
     Or  Zi ppor ah, ^7 t he scaul di n j ad,
     Was l i ke a bl ui dy t i ger
     I '  t h'  i nn t hat  day.

     Ther e,  t r y hi s met t l e on t he cr eed,
     An'  bi nd hi m down wi '  caut i on,
     That  st i pend i s a car nal  weed
     He t aks by f or  t he f ashi on;
     And gi e hi m o' er  t he f l ock,  t o f eed,
     And puni sh each t r ansgr essi on;
     Especi al ,  r ams t hat  cr oss t he br eed,
     Gi e t hem suf f i c i ent  t hr eshi n;
     Spar e t hem nae day.

     Now,  aul d Ki l mar nock,  cock t hy t ai l ,
     An'  t oss t hy hor ns f u'  cant y;
     Nae mai r  t hou' l t  r owt  out - owr e t he dal e,
     Because t hy past ur e' s scant y;
     For  l apf u' s l ar ge o'  gospel  kai l
     Shal l  f i l l  t hy cr i b i n pl ent y,
     An'  r unt s o'  gr ace t he pi ck an'  wal e,
     No gi ' en by way o'  dai nt y,
     But  i l ka day.

     [ Foot not e 5:  Genesi s i x .  22. —R.  B. ]

     [ Foot not e :  Number s xxv.  8. —R.  B. ]

     [ Foot not e 7:  Exodus i v.  52. —R.  B]

     Nae mai r  by Babel ' s  st r eams we' l l  weep,
     To t hi nk upon our  Zi on;
     And hi ng our  f i ddl es up t o s l eep,
     Li ke baby- cl out s a- dr y i n!
     Come,  scr ew t he pegs wi '  t unef u'  cheep,
     And o' er  t he t hai r ms be t r y i n;
     Oh,  r ar e t o see our  el bucks wheep,
     And a'  l i ke l amb- t ai l s  f l y i n
     Fu'  f ast  t hi s day.

     Lang,  Pat r onage,  wi t h r od o'  ai r n,
     Has shor ' d t he Ki r k ' s undoi n;
     As l at el y Fenwi ck,  sai r  f or f ai r n,
     Has pr oven t o i t s  r ui n: ^8
     Our  pat r on,  honest  man!  Gl encai r n,
     He saw mi schi ef  was br ewi n;



     An'  l i ke a godl y,  el ect  bai r n,
     He' s wal ed us out  a t r ue ane,
     And sound,  t hi s day.

     Now Rober t son^9 har angue nae mai r ,
     But  st eek your  gab f or  ever ;
     Or  t r y t he wi cked t own of  Ayr ,
     For  t her e t hey' l l  t hi nk you c l ever ;
     Or ,  nae r ef l ect i on on your  l ear ,
     Ye may commence a shaver ;
     Or  t o t he Net her t on^10 r epai r ,
     An'  t ur n a car pet  weaver
     Af f - hand t hi s day.

     Mu' t r i e^11 and you wer e j ust  a mat ch,
     We never  had s i c t wa dr ones;
     Aul d Hor ni e di d t he Lai gh Ki r k wat ch,
     Just  l i ke a wi nki n baudr ons,
     And aye he cat ch' d t he t i t her  wr et ch,
     To f r y t hem i n hi s caudr ons;
     But  now hi s Honour  maun det ach,
     Wi '  a'  hi s br i mst one squadr ons,
     Fast ,  f ast  t hi s day.

     [ Foot not e 8:  Rev.  Wm.  Boyd,  past or  of  Fenwi ck. ]

     [ Foot not e 9:  Rev.  John Rober t son. ]

     [ Foot not e 10:  A di st r i c t  of  Ki l mar nock. ]

     [ Foot not e 11:  The Rev.  John Mul t r i e,  a " Moder at e, "  whom Macki nl ay
     succeeded. ]

     See,  see aul d Or t hodoxy' s f aes
     She' s swi ngei n t hr o'  t he c i t y !
     Har k,  how t he ni ne- t ai l ' d cat  she pl ays!
     I  vow i t ' s  unco pr et t y:
     Ther e,  Lear ni ng,  wi t h hi s Gr eeki sh f ace,
     Gr unt s out  some Lat i n di t t y ;
     And Common- sense i s gaun,  she says,
     To mak t o Jami e Beat t i e
     Her  pl ai nt  t hi s day.

     But  t her e' s Mor al i t y  hi msel ' ,
     Embr aci ng al l  opi ni ons;
     Hear ,  how he gi es t he t i t her  yel l ,
     Bet ween hi s t wa compani ons!
     See,  how she peel s t he ski n an'  f el l ,
     As ane wer e peel i n oni ons!
     Now t her e,  t hey' r e packed af f  t o hel l ,
     An'  bani sh' d our  domi ni ons,
     Hencef or t h t hi s day.

     O happy day!  r ej oi ce,  r ej oi ce!
     Come bouse about  t he por t er !
     Mor al i t y ' s  demur e decoys
     Shal l  her e nae mai r  f i nd quar t er :
     Macki nl ay,  Russel l ,  ar e t he boys
     That  her esy can t or t ur e;
     They' l l  gi e her  on a r ape a hoyse,
     And cowe her  measur e shor t er
     By t h'  head some day.

     Come,  br i ng t he t i t her  mut chki n i n,



     And her e' s—f or  a concl usi on—
To ev' r y New Li ght ^12 mot her ' s son,

     Fr om t hi s t i me f or t h,  Conf usi on!
     I f  mai r  t hey deave us wi '  t hei r  di n,
     Or  Pat r onage i nt r usi on,
     We' l l  l i ght  a spunk,  and ev ' r y ski n,
     We' l l  r i n t hem af f  i n f usi on
     Li ke oi l ,  some day.

     [ Foot not e 12:  " New Li ght "  i s  a cant  phr ase i n t he west  of
     Scot l and f or  t hose r el i gi ous opi ni ons whi ch Dr .  Tayl or  of
     Nor wi ch has so st r enuousl y def ended. —R.  B. ]

Epistle To James Smith
     Fr i endshi p,  myst er i ous cement  of  t he soul !
     Sweet ' ner  of  Li f e,  and sol der  of  Soci et y!
     I  owe t hee much—Bl ai r .

     Dear  Smi t h,  t he s l ee' st ,  pawki e t hi ef ,
     That  e' er  at t empt ed st eal t h or  r i ef !
     Ye sur el y hae some war l ock- br i ef
     Owr e human hear t s;
     For  ne' er  a bosom yet  was pr i ef
     Agai nst  your  ar t s.

     For  me,  I  swear  by sun an'  moon,
     An'  ev ' r y st ar  t hat  bl i nks aboon,
     Ye' ve cost  me t went y pai r  o'  shoon,
     Just  gaun t o see you;
     An'  ev ' r y i t her  pai r  t hat ' s  done,
     Mai r  t aen I ' m wi '  you.

     That  aul d,  capr i c i ous car l i n,  Nat ur e,
     To mak amends f or  scr i mpi t  s t at ur e,
     She' s t ur n' d you of f ,  a human cr eat ur e
     On her  f i r s t  pl an,
     And i n her  f r eaks,  on ev ' r y f eat ur e
     She' s wr ot e t he Man.

     Just  now I ' ve t a' en t he f i t  o'  r hyme,
     My bar mi e noddl e' s wor ki ng pr i me.
     My f ancy yer ki t  up subl i me,
     Wi '  hast y summon;
     Hae ye a l ei sur e- moment ' s t i me
     To hear  what ' s  comi n?

     Some r hyme a nei bor ' s  name t o l ash;
     Some r hyme ( vai n t hought ! )  f or  needf u'  cash;
     Some r hyme t o cour t  t he count r a c l ash,
     An'  r ai se a di n;
     For  me,  an ai m I  never  f ash;
     I  r hyme f or  f un.

     The st ar  t hat  r ul es my l uckl ess l ot ,
     Has f at ed me t he r usset  coat ,
     An'  damn' d my f or t une t o t he gr oat ;



     But ,  i n r equi t ,
     Has bl est  me wi t h a r andom- shot
     O' count r a wi t .

     Thi s whi l e my not i on' s t aen a skl ent ,
     To t r y my f at e i n gui d,  bl ack pr ent ;
     But  st i l l  t he mai r  I ' m t hat  way bent ,
     Somet hi ng cr i es " Hookl i e! "
     I  r ed you,  honest  man,  t ak t ent ?
     Ye' l l  shaw your  f ol l y ;

     " Ther e' s i t her  poet s,  much your  bet t er s,
     Far  seen i n Gr eek,  deep men o'  l et t er s,
     Hae t hought  t hey had ensur ' d t hei r  debt or s,
     A'  f ut ur e ages;
     Now mot hs def or m,  i n shapel ess t at t er s,
     Thei r  unknown pages. "

     Then f ar ewel l  hopes of  l aur el - boughs,
     To gar l and my poet i c br ows!
     Hencef or t h I ' l l  r ove wher e busy pl oughs
     Ar e whi st l i n'  t hr ang,
     An'  t each t he l anel y hei ght s an'  howes
     My r ust i c  sang.

     I ' l l  wander  on,  wi '  t ent l ess heed
     How never - hal t i ng moment s speed,
     Ti l l  f at e shal l  snap t he br i t t l e t hr ead;
     Then,  al l  unknown,
     I ' l l  l ay me wi t h t h'  i ngl or i ous dead
     For got  and gone!

     But  why o'  deat h bei ng a t al e?
     Just  now we' r e l i v i ng sound and hal e;
     Then t op and mai nt op cr owd t he sai l ,
     Heave Car e o' er - s i de!
     And l ar ge,  bef or e Enj oyment ' s gal e,
     Let ' s  t ak t he t i de.

     Thi s l i f e,  sae f ar ' s  I  under st and,
     I s  a'  enchant ed f ai r y - l and,
     Wher e Pl easur e i s  t he magi c - wand,
     That ,  wi el ded r i ght ,
     Maks hour s l i ke mi nut es,  hand i n hand,
     Dance by f u'  l i ght .

     The magi c- wand t hen l et  us wi el d;
     For  ance t hat  f i ve- an' - f or t y ' s  speel ' d,
     See,  cr azy,  wear y,  j oy l ess ei l d,
     Wi '  wr i nkl ' d f ace,
     Comes host i n,  hi r pl i n owr e t he f i el d,
     We'  cr eepi n pace.

     When ance l i f e' s  day dr aws near  t he gl oami n,
     Then f ar eweel  vacant ,  car el ess r oami n;
     An'  f ar eweel  cheer f u'  t ankar ds f oami n,
     An'  soci al  noi se:
     An'  f ar eweel  dear ,  del udi ng woman,
     The Joy of  j oys!

     O Li f e!  how pl easant ,  i n t hy mor ni ng,
     Young Fancy' s r ays t he hi l l s  ador ni ng!
     Col d- pausi ng Caut i on' s l esson scor ni ng,
     We f r i sk away,



     Li ke school - boys,  at  t h'  expect ed war ni ng,
     To j oy an'  pl ay.

     We wander  t her e,  we wander  her e,
     We eye t he r ose upon t he br i er ,
     Unmi ndf ul  t hat  t he t hor n i s  near ,
     Among t he l eaves;
     And t ho'  t he puny wound appear ,
     Shor t  whi l e i t  gr i eves.

     Some,  l ucky,  f i nd a f l ow' r y spot ,
     For  whi ch t hey never  t oi l ' d nor  swat ;
     They dr i nk t he sweet  and eat  t he f at ,
     But  car e or  pai n;
     And hapl y eye t he bar r en hut
     Wi t h hi gh di sdai n.

     Wi t h st eady ai m,  some For t une chase;
     Keen hope does ev ' r y s i new br ace;
     Thr o'  f ai r ,  t hr o'  f oul ,  t hey ur ge t he r ace,
     An'  sei ze t he pr ey:
     Then canni e,  i n some cozi e pl ace,
     They c l ose t he day.

     And ot her s,  l i ke your  humbl e ser van' ,
     Poor  wi ght s!  nae r ul es nor  r oads obser vi n,
     To r i ght  or  l ef t  et er nal  swer vi n,
     They z i g- zag on;
     Ti l l ,  cur st  wi t h age,  obscur e an'  st ar v i n,
     They af t en gr oan.

     Al as!  what  bi t t er  t oi l  an'  st r ai ni ng—
But  t r uce wi t h peevi sh,  poor  compl ai ni ng!

     I s  f or t une' s f i ck l e Luna wani ng?
     E' n l et  her  gang!
     Beneat h what  l i ght  she has r emai ni ng,
     Let ' s  s i ng our  sang.

     My pen I  her e f l i ng t o t he door ,
     And kneel ,  ye Pow' r s!  and war m i mpl or e,
     " Tho'  I  shoul d wander  Ter r a o' er ,
     I n al l  her  c l i mes,
     Gr ant  me but  t hi s,  I  ask no mor e,
     Aye r owt h o'  r hymes.

     " Gi e dr eepi n r oast s t o count r a l ai r ds,
     Ti l l  i c i c l es hi ng f r ae t hei r  bear ds;
     Gi e f i ne br aw cl aes t o f i ne l i f e- guar ds,
     And mai ds of  honour ;
     An'  y i l l  an'  whi sky gi e t o cai r ds,
     Unt i l  t hey sconner .

     " A t i t l e,  Dempst er ^1 mer i t s i t ;
     A gar t er  gi e t o Wi l l i e Pi t t ;
     Gi e weal t h t o some be- l edger ' d c i t ,
     I n cent .  per  cent . ;
     But  gi ve me r eal ,  s t er l i ng wi t ,
     And I ' m cont ent .

     [ Foot not e 1:  Geor ge Dempst er  of  Dunni chen,  M. P. ]

     " Whi l e ye ar e pl eas' d t o keep me hal e,
     I ' l l  s i t  down o' er  my scant y meal ,
     Be' t  wat er - br ose or  musl i n- kai l ,



     Wi '  cheer f u'  f ace,
     As l ang' s t he Muses di nna f ai l
     To say t he gr ace. "

     An anxi ous e' e I  never  t hr ows
     Behi nt  my l ug,  or  by my nose;
     I  j ouk beneat h Mi sf or t une' s bl ows
     As weel ' s  I  may;
     Swor n f oe t o sor r ow,  car e,  and pr ose,
     I  r hyme away.

     O ye douce f ol k t hat  l i ve by r ul e,
     Gr ave,  t i del ess- bl ooded,  cal m an' cool ,
     Compar ' d wi '  you—O f ool !  f ool !  f ool !
     How much unl i ke!
     Your  hear t s ar e j ust  a st andi ng pool ,
     Your  l i ves,  a dyke!

     Nae hai r - br ai n' d,  sent i ment al  t r aces
     I n your  unl et t er ' d,  namel ess f aces!
     I n ar i oso t r i l l s  and gr aces
     Ye never  st r ay;
     But  gr avi ssi mo,  sol emn basses
     Ye hum away.

     Ye ar e sae gr ave,  nae doubt  ye' r e wi se;
     Nae f er l y t ho'  ye do despi se
     The hai r um- scai r um,  r am- st am boys,
     The r at t l i ng squad:
     I  see ye upwar d cast  your  eyes—

Ye ken t he r oad!

     Whi l st  I —but  I  shal l  haud me t her e,
     Wi '  you I ' l l  scar ce gang ony wher e—

Then,  Jami e,  I  shal l  say nae mai r ,
     But  quat  my sang,
     Cont ent  wi '  you t o mak a pai r .
     Whar e' er  I  gang.

The Vision
     Duan Fi r st ^1

     The sun had c l os ' d t he wi nt er  day,
     The cur l ess quat  t hei r  r oar i n pl ay,
     And hunger ' d mauki n t aen her  way,
     To kai l - yar ds gr een,
     Whi l e f ai t hl ess snaws i l k  st ep bet r ay
     Whar e she has been.

     The t hr esher ' s wear y f l i ngi n- t r ee,
     The l ee- l ang day had t i r ed me;
     And when t he day had c l os ' d hi s e' e,
     Far  i '  t he west ,
     Ben i '  t he spence,  r i ght  pensi vel i e,
     I  gaed t o r est .



     Ther e,  l anel y by t he i ngl e- cheek,
     I  sat  and ey ' d t he spewi ng r eek,
     That  f i l l ' d,  wi '  hoast - pr ovoki ng smeek,
     The aul d c l ay bi ggi n;
     An'  hear d t he r est l ess r at t ons squeak
     About  t he r i ggi n.

     Al l  i n t hi s mot t i e,  mi st y c l i me,
     I  backwar d mus' d on wast ed t i me,
     How I  had spent  my yout hf u'  pr i me,
     An'  done nae t hi ng,
     But  st r i ngi ng bl et her s up i n r hyme,
     For  f ool s t o s i ng.

     Had I  t o gui d advi ce but  har ki t ,
     I  mi ght ,  by t hi s,  hae l ed a mar ket ,
     Or  st r ut t ed i n a bank and c l ar k i t
     My cash- account ;
     Whi l e her e,  hal f - mad,  hal f - f ed,  hal f - sar k i t .
     I s  a'  t h'  amount .

     [ Foot not e 1:  Duan,  a t er m of  Ossi an' s f or  t he di f f er ent
     di v i s i ons of  a di gr essi ve poem.  See hi s Cat h- Loda,  vol .  2 of
     M' Pher son' s t r ansl at i on. —R.  B. ]

     I  s t ar t ed,  mut t ' r i ng,  " bl ockhead!  coof ! "
     And heav' d on hi gh my wauki t  l oof ,
     To swear  by a'  yon st ar r y r oof ,
     Or  some r ash ai t h,
     That  I  hencef or t h wad be r hyme- pr oof
     Ti l l  my l ast  br eat h—

When cl i ck!  t he st r i ng t he sni ck di d dr aw;
     An'  j ee!  t he door  gaed t o t he wa' ;
     An'  by my i ngl e- l owe I  saw,
     Now bl eezi n br i ght ,
     A t i ght ,  out l andi sh hi zzi e,  br aw,
     Come f ul l  i n s i ght .

     Ye need na doubt ,  I  hel d my whi sht ;
     The i nf ant  ai t h,  hal f - f or m' d,  was cr usht
     I  gl owr ' d as eer i e' s I ' d been dusht
     I n some wi l d gl en;
     When sweet ,  l i ke honest  Wor t h,  she bl usht ,
     An'  st epped ben.

     Gr een,  s l ender ,  l eaf - c l ad hol l y- boughs
     Wer e t wi st ed,  gr acef u' ,  r ound her  br ows;
     I  t ook her  f or  some Scot t i sh Muse,
     By t hat  same t oken;
     And come t o st op t hose r eckl ess vows,
     Woul d soon been br oken.

     A " hai r - br ai n' d,  sent i ment al  t r ace"
     Was st r ongl y mar ked i n her  f ace;
     A wi l dl y - wi t t y ,  r ust i c  gr ace
     Shone f ul l  upon her ;
     Her  eye,  ev ' n t ur n' d on empt y space,
     Beam' d keen wi t h honour .

     Down f l ow' d her  r obe,  a t ar t an sheen,
     Ti l l  hal f  a l eg was scr i mpl y seen;
     An'  such a l eg!  my boni e Jean
     Coul d onl y peer  i t ;



     Sae st r aught ,  sae t aper ,  t i ght  an'  c l ean—
Nane el se came near  i t .

     Her  mant l e l ar ge,  of  gr eeni sh hue,
     My gazi ng wonder  chi ef l y  dr ew:
     Deep l i ght s and shades,  bol d- mi ngl i ng,  t hr ew
     A l ust r e gr and;
     And seem' d,  t o my ast oni sh' d v i ew,
     A wel l - known l and.

     Her e,  r i ver s i n t he sea wer e l ost ;
     Ther e,  mount ai ns t o t he ski es wer e t oss ' t :
     Her e,  t umbl i ng bi l l ows mar k ' d t he coast ,
     Wi t h sur gi ng f oam;
     Ther e,  di st ant  shone Ar t ' s  l of t y boast ,
     The l or dl y dome.

     Her e,  Doon pour ' d down hi s f ar - f et ch' d f l oods;
     Ther e,  wel l - f ed I r wi ne st at el y t huds:
     Aul d her mi t  Ayr  st aw t hr o'  hi s woods,
     On t o t he shor e;
     And many a l esser  t or r ent  scuds,
     Wi t h seemi ng r oar .

     Low,  i n a sandy val l ey spr ead,
     An anci ent  bor ough r ear ' d her  head;
     St i l l ,  as i n Scot t i sh st or y r ead,
     She boast s a r ace
     To ev ' r y nobl er  v i r t ue br ed,
     And pol i sh' d gr ace. ^2

     By st at el y t ow' r ,  or  pal ace f ai r ,
     Or  r ui ns pendent  i n t he ai r ,
     Bol d st ems of  her oes,  her e and t her e,
     I  coul d di scer n;
     Some seem' d t o muse,  some seem' d t o dar e,
     Wi t h f eat ur e st er n.

     My hear t  di d gl owi ng t r anspor t  f eel ,
     To see a r ace her oi c^3 wheel ,

     [ Foot not e 2:  The seven st anzas f ol l owi ng t hi s wer e f i r s t
     pr i nt ed i n t he Edi nbur gh edi t i on,  1787.  Ot her  st anzas,  never
     publ i shed by Bur ns hi msel f ,  ar e gi ven on p.  180. ]

     [ Foot not e 3:  The Wal l aces. —R.  B. ]

     And br andi sh r ound t he deep- dyed st eel ,
     I n st ur dy bl ows;
     Whi l e,  back- r ecoi l i ng,  seem' d t o r eel
     Thei r  Sut hr on f oes.

     Hi s Count r y ' s Savi our , ^4 mar k hi m wel l !
     Bol d Ri char dt on' s her oi c swel l ; ^5
     The chi ef ,  on Sar k who gl or i ous f el l , ^6
     I n hi gh command;
     And he whom r ut hl ess f at es expel
     Hi s nat i ve l and.

     Ther e,  wher e a scept r ' d Pi ct i sh shade
     St al k ' d r ound hi s ashes l owl y l ai d, ^7
     I  mar k ' d a mar t i al  r ace,  pour t r ay ' d
     I n col our s st r ong:
     Bol d,  sol di er - f eat ur ' d,  undi smay' d,



     They st r ode al ong.

     Thr o'  many a wi l d,  r omant i c gr ove, ^8
     Near  many a her mi t - f anci ed cove
     ( Fi t  haunt s f or  f r i endshi p or  f or  l ove,
     I n musi ng mood) ,
     An aged Judge,  I  saw hi m r ove,
     Di spensi ng good.

     Wi t h deep- st r uck,  r ever ent i al  awe,
     The l ear ned Si r e and Son I  saw: ^9
     To Nat ur e' s God,  and Nat ur e' s l aw,
     They gave t hei r  l or e;
     Thi s,  al l  i t s  sour ce and end t o dr aw,
     That ,  t o ador e.

     [ Foot not e 4:  Wi l l i am Wal l ace. —R. B. ]

     [ Foot not e 5:  Adam Wal l ace of  Ri char dt on,  cousi n t o t he
     i mmor t al  pr eser ver  of  Scot t i sh i ndependence. —R. B. ]

     [ Foot not e 6:  Wal l ace,  l ai r d of  Cr ai gi e,  who was second i n
     command under  Dougl as,  Ear l  of  Or mond,  at  t he f amous bat t l e
     on t he banks of  Sar k,  f ought  anno 1448.  That  gl or i ous
     v i ct or y was pr i nci pal l y  owi ng t o t he j udi c i ous conduct  and
     i nt r epi d val our  of  t he gal l ant  l ai r d of  Cr ai gi e,  who di ed of
     hi s wounds af t er  t he act i on. —R. B. ]

     [ Foot not e 7:  Coi l us,  Ki ng of  t he Pi ct s,  f r om whom t he
     di st r i c t  of  Kyl e i s  sai d t o t ake i t s  name,  l i es bur i ed,  as
     t r adi t i on says,  near  t he f ami l y seat  of  t he Mont gomer i es of
     Coi l s f i el d,  wher e hi s bur i al —pl ace i s st i l l  shown. —R. B. ]

     [ Foot not e 8:  Bar ski mmi ng,  t he seat  of  t he Lor d Just i ce—
Cl er k. —R. B. ]

     [ Foot not e 9:  Cat r i ne,  t he seat  of  t he l at e Doct or  and
     pr esent  Pr of essor  St ewar t . —R. B. ]

     Br ydon' s br ave war d^10 I  wel l  coul d spy,
     Beneat h ol d Scot i a' s smi l i ng eye:
     Who cal l ' d on Fame,  l ow st andi ng by,
     To hand hi m on,
     Wher e many a pat r i ot - name on hi gh,
     And her o shone.

     Duan Second

     Wi t h musi ng- deep,  ast oni sh' d st ar e,
     I  v i ew' d t he heavenl y - seemi ng Fai r ;
     A whi sper i ng t hr ob di d wi t ness bear
     Of  k i ndr ed sweet ,
     When wi t h an el der  s i st er ' s  ai r
     She di d me gr eet .

     " Al l  hai l !  my own i nspi r ed bar d!
     I n me t hy nat i ve Muse r egar d;
     Nor  l onger  mour n t hy f at e i s  har d,
     Thus poor l y l ow;
     I  come t o gi ve t hee such r ewar d,
     As we best ow!

     " Know,  t he gr eat  geni us of  t hi s l and
     Has many a l i ght  aer i al  band,



     Who,  al l  beneat h hi s hi gh command,
     Har moni ousl y,
     As ar t s or  ar ms t hey under st and,
     Thei r  l abour s pl y.

     " They Scot i a' s r ace among t hem shar e:
     Some f i r e t he sol di er  on t o dar e;
     Some r ouse t he pat r i ot  up t o bar e
     Cor r upt i on' s hear t :
     Some t each t he bar d—a dar l i ng car e—

The t unef ul  ar t .

     " ' Mong swel l i ng f l oods of  r eeki ng gor e,
     They,  ar dent ,  k i ndl i ng spi r i t s  pour ;

     [ Foot not e 10:  Col onel  Ful l ar t on. —R. B.  Thi s gent l eman had
     t r avel l ed under  t he car e of  Pat r i ck Br ydone,  aut hor  of  a
     wel l - known " Tour  Thr ough Si c i l y  and Mal t a. " ]

     Or ,  ' mi d t he venal  senat e' s r oar ,
     They,  s i ght l ess,  st and,
     To mend t he honest  pat r i ot - l or e,
     And gr ace t he hand.

     " And when t he bar d,  or  hoar y sage,
     Char m or  i nst r uct  t he f ut ur e age,
     They bi nd t he wi l d poet r i c  r age
     I n ener gy,
     Or  poi nt  t he i nconcl usi ve page
     Ful l  on t he eye.

     " Hence,  Ful l ar t on,  t he br ave and young;
     Hence,  Dempst er ' s  zeal - i nspi r ed t ongue;
     Hence,  sweet ,  har moni ous Beat t i e sung
     Hi s ' Mi nst r el  l ays ' ;
     Or  t or e,  wi t h nobl e ar dour  st ung,
     The scept i c ' s  bays.

     " To l ower  or der s ar e assi gn' d
     The humbl er  r anks of  human- ki nd,
     The r ust i c  bar d,  t he l ab' r i ng hi nd,
     The ar t i san;
     Al l  choose,  as var i ous t hey' r e i ncl i n' d,
     The var i ous man.

     " When yel l ow waves t he heavy gr ai n,
     The t hr eat ' ni ng st or m some st r ongl y r ei n;
     Some t each t o mel i or at e t he pl ai n
     Wi t h t i l l age- ski l l ;
     And some i nst r uct  t he shepher d- t r ai n,
     Bl yt he o' er  t he hi l l .

     " Some hi nt  t he l over ' s  har ml ess wi l e;
     Some gr ace t he mai den' s ar t l ess smi l e;
     Some soot he t he l ab' r er ' s  wear y t oi l
     For  humbl e gai ns,
     And make hi s cot t age- scenes begui l e
     Hi s car es and pai ns.

     " Some,  bounded t o a di st r i c t - space
     Expl or e at  l ar ge man' s i nf ant  r ace,
     To mar k t he embr yot i c t r ace
     Of  r ust i c  bar d;
     And car ef ul  not e each openi ng gr ace,



     A gui de and guar d.

     " Of  t hese am I —Coi l a my name:
     And t hi s di st r i c t  as mi ne I  c l ai m,
     Wher e once t he Campbel l s,  chi ef s of  f ame,
     Hel d r ul i ng power :
     I  mar k ' d t hy embr yo- t unef ul  f l ame,
     Thy nat al  hour .

     " Wi t h f ut ur e hope I  of t  woul d gaze
     Fond,  on t hy l i t t l e ear l y ways,
     Thy r udel y,  car ol l ' d,  chi mi ng phr ase,
     I n uncout h r hymes;
     Fi r ' d at  t he s i mpl e,  ar t l ess l ays
     Of  ot her  t i mes.

     " I  saw t hee seek t he soundi ng shor e,
     Del i ght ed wi t h t he dashi ng r oar ;
     Or  when t he Nor t h hi s f l eecy st or e
     Dr ove t hr o'  t he sky,
     I  saw gr i m Nat ur e' s v i sage hoar
     St r uck t hy young eye.

     " Or  when t he deep gr een- mant l ed ear t h
     War m cher i sh' d ev ' r y f l ower et ' s  bi r t h,
     And j oy and musi c pour i ng f or t h
     I n ev ' r y gr ove;
     I  saw t hee eye t he gener al  mi r t h
     Wi t h boundl ess l ove.

     " When r i pen' d f i el ds and azur e ski es
     Cal l ' d f or t h t he r eaper s '  r ust l i ng noi se,
     I  saw t hee l eave t hei r  ev ' ni ng j oys,
     And l onel y st al k,
     To vent  t hy bosom' s swel l i ng r i se,
     I n pensi ve wal k.

     " When yout hf ul  l ove,  war m- bl ushi ng,  st r ong,
     Keen- shi ver i ng,  shot  t hy ner ves al ong,
     Those accent s gr at ef ul  t o t hy t ongue,
     Th'  ador ed Name,
     I  t aught  t hee how t o pour  i n song,
     To soot he t hy f l ame.

     " I  saw t hy pul se' s maddeni ng pl ay,
     Wi l d send t hee Pl easur e' s devi ous way,
     Mi s l ed by Fancy' s met eor - r ay,
     By passi on dr i ven;
     But  yet  t he l i ght  t hat  l ed ast r ay
     Was l i ght  f r om Heaven.

     " I  t aught  t hy manner s - pai nt i ng st r ai ns,
     The l oves,  t he ways of  s i mpl e swai ns,
     Ti l l  now,  o' er  al l  my wi de domai ns
     Thy f ame ext ends;
     And some,  t he pr i de of  Coi l a' s pl ai ns,
     Become t hy f r i ends.

     " Thou canst  not  l ear n,  nor  I  can show,
     To pai nt  wi t h Thomson' s l andscape gl ow;
     Or  wake t he bosom- mel t i ng t hr oe,
     Wi t h Shenst one' s ar t ;
     Or  pour ,  wi t h Gr ay,  t he movi ng f l ow
     War m on t he hear t .



     " Yet ,  al l  beneat h t h'  unr i val l ' d r ose,
     T e l owl y dai sy sweet l y bl ows;
     Tho'  l ar ge t he f or est ' s  monar ch t hr ows
     Hi s ar my shade,
     Yet  gr een t he j ui cy hawt hor n gr ows,
     Adown t he gl ade.

     " Then never  mur mur  nor  r epi ne;
     St r i ve i n t hy humbl e spher e t o shi ne;
     And t r ust  me,  not  Pot osi ' s  mi ne,
     Nor  k i ng' s r egar d,
     Can gi ve a bl i ss o' er mat chi ng t hi ne,
     A r ust i c  bar d.

     " To gi ve my counsel s al l  i n one,
     Thy t unef ul  f l ame st i l l  car ef ul  f an:
     Pr eser ve t he di gni t y of  Man,
     Wi t h soul  er ect ;
     And t r ust  t he Uni ver sal  Pl an
     Wi l l  al l  pr ot ect .

     " And wear  t hou t hi s" —she sol emn sai d,
     And bound t he hol l y  r ound my head:
     The pol i sh' d l eaves and ber r i es r ed
     Di d r ust l i ng pl ay;
     And,  l i ke a passi ng t hought ,  she f l ed
     I n l i ght  away.

     [ To Mr s.  St ewar t  of  St ai r ,  Bur ns pr esent ed a manuscr i pt  copy of
     t he Vi s i on.  That  copy embr aces about  t went y st anzas at  t he end of
     Duan Fi r st ,  whi ch he cancel l ed when he came t o pr i nt  t he pr i ce i n
     hi s Ki l mar nock vol ume.  Seven of  t hese he r est or ed i n pr i nt i ng hi s
     second edi t i on,  as not ed on p.  174.  The f ol l owi ng ar e t he ver ses
     whi ch he l ef t  unpubl i shed. ]

Suppressed Stanza's Of "The Vision"
     Af t er  18t h st anza of  t he t ext  ( at  " Hi s nat i ve l and" ) : —

Wi t h secr et  t hr oes I  mar ked t hat  ear t h,
     That  cot t age,  wi t ness of  my bi r t h;
     And near  I  saw,  bol d i ssui ng f or t h
     I n yout hf ul  pr i de,
     A Li ndsay r ace of  nobl e wor t h,
     Famed f ar  and wi de.

     Wher e,  hi d behi nd a spr eadi ng wood,
     An anci ent  Pi ct - bui l t  mansi on st ood,
     I  spi ed,  among an angel  br ood,
     A f emal e pai r ;
     Sweet  shone t hei r  hi gh mat er nal  bl ood,
     And f at her ' s  ai r . ^1

     An anci ent  t ower ^2 t o memor y br ought
     How Det t i ngen' s bol d her o f ought ;
     St i l l ,  f ar  f r om si nki ng i nt o nought ,



     I t  owns a l or d
     Who f ar  i n west er n c l i mat es f ought ,
     Wi t h t r ust y swor d.

     [ Foot not e 1:  Sundr um. —R. B. ]

     [ Foot not e 2:  St ai r . —R. B. ]

     Among t he r est  I  wel l  coul d spy
     One gal l ant ,  gr acef ul ,  mar t i al  boy,
     The sol di er  spar kl ed i n hi s eye,
     A di amond wat er .
     I  bl est  t hat  nobl e badge wi t h j oy,
     That  owned me f r at er . ^3

     Af t er  20t h st anza of  t he t ext  ( at  " Di spensi ng good" ) : —

Near  by ar ose a mansi on f i ne^4
     The seat  of  many a muse di v i ne;
     Not  r ust i c  muses such as mi ne,
     Wi t h hol l y  cr own' d,
     But  t h'  anci ent ,  t unef ul ,  l aur el l ' d Ni ne,
     Fr om cl assi c gr ound.

     I  mour n' d t he car d t hat  For t une deal t ,
     To see wher e boni e Whi t ef oor ds dwel t ; ^5
     But  ot her  pr ospect s made me mel t ,
     That  v i l l age near ; ^6
     Ther e Nat ur e,  Fr i endshi p,  Love,  I  f el t ,
     Fond- mi ngl i ng,  dear !

     Hai l !  Nat ur e' s pang,  mor e st r ong t han deat h!
     War m Fr i endshi p' s gl ow,  l i ke k i ndl i ng wr at h!
     Love,  dear er  t han t he par t i ng br eat h
     Of  dyi ng f r i end!
     Not  ev ' n wi t h l i f e' s  wi l d devi ous pat h,
     Your  f or ce shal l  end!

     The Power  t hat  gave t he sof t  al ar ms
     I n bl oomi ng Whi t ef oor d' s r osy char ms,
     St i l l  t hr eat s t he t i ny,  f eat her ' d ar ms,
     The bar bed dar t ,
     Whi l e l ovel y Wi l hel mi na war ms
     The col dest  hear t . ^7

     Af t er  21st  st anza of  t he t ext  ( at  " That ,  t o ador e" ) : —

Wher e Lugar  l eaves hi s moor l and pl ai d, ^8
     Wher e l at el y Want  was i dl y l ai d,

     [ Foot not e 3:  Capt ai n James Mont gomer i e,  Mast er  of  St .  James'
     Lodge,  Tar bol t on,  t o whi ch t he aut hor  has t he honour  t o
     bel ong. —R. B. ]

     [ Foot not e 4:  Auchi nl eck. —R. B. ]

     [ Foot not e 5:  Bal l ochmyl e. ]

     [ Foot not e 6:  Mauchl i ne. ]

     [ Foot not e 7:  Mi ss Wi l hel mi na Al exander . ]

     [ Foot not e 8:  Cumnock. —R. B. ]



     I  mar ked busy,  bust l i ng Tr ade,
     I n f er v i d f l ame,
     Beneat h a Pat r oness'  ai d,
     of  nobl e name.

     Wi l d,  count l ess hi l l s  I  coul d sur vey,
     And count l ess f l ocks as wi l d as t hey;
     But  ot her  scenes di d char ms di spl ay,
     That  bet t er  pl ease,
     Wher e pol i sh' d manner s dwel l  wi t h Gr ay,
     I n r ur al  ease. ^9

     Wher e Cessnock pour s wi t h gur gl i ng sound; ^10
     And I r wi ne,  mar ki ng out  t he bound,
     Enamour ' d of  t he scenes ar ound,
     Sl ow r uns hi s r ace,
     A name I  doubl y honour ' d f ound, ^11
     Wi t h kni ght l y gr ace.

     Br ydon' s br ave war d, ^12 I  saw hi m st and,
     Fame humbl y of f er i ng her  hand,
     And near ,  hi s k i nsman' s r ust i c  band, ^13
     Wi t h one accor d,
     Lament i ng t hei r  l at e bl essed l and
     Must  change i t s  l or d.

     The owner  of  a pl easant  spot ,
     Near  and sandy wi l ds,  I  l ast  di d not e; ^14
     A hear t  t oo war m,  a pul se t oo hot
     At  t i mes,  o' er r an:
     But  l ar ge i n ev ' r y f eat ur e wr ot e,
     Appear ' d t he Man.

     The Rant i n'  Dog,  The Daddi e O' t

     Tune—" Whar e' l l  our  gui dman l i e. "

     O wha my babi e- c l out s wi l l  buy?
     O wha wi l l  t ent  me when I  cr y?
     Wha wi l l  k i ss me wher e I  l i e?
     The r ant i n'  dog,  t he daddi e o' t .

     [ Foot not e 9:  Mr .  Far quhar  Gr ay. —R. B. ]

     [ Foot not e 10:  Auchi nski et h. —R. B. ]

     [ Foot not e 11:  Capr i ngt on. —R. B. ]

     [ Foot not e 12:  Col onel  Ful l er t on. —R. B. ]

     [ Foot not e 13:  Dr .  Ful l er t on. —R. B. ]

     [ Foot not e 14:  Or angef i el d. —R. B. ]

     O wha wi l l  own he di d t he f aut ?
     O wha wi l l  buy t he gr oani n maut ?
     O wha wi l l  t el l  me how t o ca' t ?
     The r ant i n'  dog,  t he daddi e o' t .

     When I  mount  t he cr eepi e- chai r ,
     Wha wi l l  s i t  besi de me t her e?
     Gi e me Rob,  I ' l l  seek nae mai r ,
     The r ant i n'  dog,  t he daddi e o' t .



     Wha wi l l  cr ack t o me my l ane?
     Wha wi l l  mak me f i dgi n'  f ai n?
     Wha wi l l  k i ss me o' er  agai n?
     The r ant i n'  dog,  t he daddi e o' t .

     Her e' s Hi s Heal t h I n Wat er

     Tune—" The Job of  Jour ney- wor k. "

     Al t ho'  my back be at  t he wa' ,
     And t ho'  he be t he f aut or ;
     Al t ho'  my back be at  t he wa' ,
     Yet ,  her e' s hi s heal t h i n wat er .
     O wae gae by hi s want on s i des,
     Sae br awl i e' s he coul d f l at t er ;
     Ti l l  f or  hi s sake I ' m s l i ght ed sai r ,
     And dr ee t he k i nt r a c l at t er :
     But  t ho'  my back be at  t he wa' ,
     And t ho'  he be t he f aut or ;
     But  t ho'  my back be at  t he wa' ,
     Yet  her e' s hi s heal t h i n wat er !

Address To The Unco Guid, Or The Rigidly Righteous
     My Son,  t hese maxi ms make a r ul e,
     An'  l ump t hem aye t hegi t her ;
     The Ri gi d Ri ght eous i s a f ool ,
     The Ri gi d Wi se ani t her :
     The c l eanest  cor n t hat  er e was di ght
     May hae some pyl es o'  caf f  i n;
     So ne' er  a f el l ow- cr eat ur e s l i ght
     For  r andom f i t s  o'  daf f i n.

     ( Sol omon. —Eccl es.  ch.  v i i .  ver se 16. )

     O ye wha ar e sae gui d your sel ' ,
     Sae pi ous and sae hol y,
     Ye' ve nought  t o do but  mar k and t el l
     Your  nei bour s '  f aut s and f ol l y !
     Whase l i f e i s  l i ke a weel - gaun mi l l ,
     Suppl i ed wi '  s t or e o'  wat er ;
     The heaped happer ' s ebbi ng st i l l ,
     An'  st i l l  t he c l ap pl ays c l at t er .

     Hear  me,  ye vener abl e cor e,
     As counsel  f or  poor  mor t al s
     That  f r equent  pass douce Wi sdom' s door
     For  gl ai k i t  Fol l y ' s  por t al s:
     I ,  f or  t hei r  t hought l ess,  car el ess sakes,
     Woul d her e pr opone def ences—

Thei r  donsi e t r i cks,  t hei r  bl ack mi st akes,
     Thei r  f ai l i ngs and mi schances.

     Ye see your  st at e wi '  t hei r s compar ed,
     And shudder  at  t he ni f f er ;
     But  cast  a moment ' s f ai r  r egar d,
     What  maks t he mi ght y di f f er ;



     Di scount  what  scant  occasi on gave,
     That  pur i t y  ye pr i de i n;
     And ( what ' s  af t  mai r  t han a'  t he l ave) ,
     Your  bet t er  ar t  o'  hi di n.

     Thi nk,  when your  cast i gat ed pul se
     Gi es now and t hen a wal l op!
     What  r agi ngs must  hi s vei ns convul se,
     That  st i l l  et er nal  gal l op!
     Wi '  wi nd and t i de f ai r  i '  your  t ai l ,
     Ri ght  on ye scud your  sea- way;
     But  i n t he t eet h o'  bai t h t o sai l ,
     I t  maks a unco l ee- way.

     See Soci al  Li f e and Gl ee s i t  down,
     Al l  j oyous and unt hi nki ng,
     Ti l l ,  qui t e t r ansmugr i f i ed,  t hey' r e gr own
     Debaucher y and Dr i nki ng:
     O woul d t hey st ay t o cal cul at e
     Th'  et er nal  consequences;
     Or  your  mor e dr eaded hel l  t o st at e,
     Damnat i on of  expenses!

     Ye hi gh,  exal t ed,  v i r t uous dames,
     Ti ed up i n godl y l aces,
     Bef or e ye gi e poor  Fr ai l t y  names,
     Suppose a change o'  cases;
     A dear - l ov ' d l ad,  conveni ence snug,
     A t r each' r ous i ncl i nat i on—

But  l et  me whi sper  i '  your  l ug,
     Ye' r e ai bl i ns nae t empt at i on.

     Then gent l y scan your  br ot her  man,
     St i l l  gent l er  s i st er  woman;
     Tho'  t hey may gang a kenni n wr ang,
     To st ep asi de i s human:
     One poi nt  must  st i l l  be gr eat l y dar k, —

The movi ng Why t hey do i t ;
     And j ust  as l amel y can ye mar k,
     How f ar  per haps t hey r ue i t .

     Who made t he hear t ,  ' t i s  He al one
     Deci dedl y can t r y us;
     He knows each chor d,  i t s  var i ous t one,
     Each spr i ng,  i t s  var i ous bi as:
     Then at  t he bal ance l et ' s  be mut e,
     We never  can adj ust  i t ;
     What ' s done we par t l y  may comput e,
     But  know not  what ' s  r esi st ed.

The Inventory^1
     I n answer  t o a mandat e by t he Sur veyor  of  t he Taxes

     Si r ,  as your  mandat e di d r equest ,
     I  send you her e a f ai t hf u'  l i s t ,
     O'  gudes an'  gear ,  an'  a'  my gr ai t h,



     To whi ch I ' m c l ear  t o gi ' e my ai t h.

     I mpr i mi s,  t hen,  f or  car r i age cat t l e,
     I  hae f our  br ut es o'  gal l ant  met t l e,
     As ever  dr ew af or e a pet t l e.
     My hand- af or e ' s  a gui d aul d has- been,
     An'  wi ght  an'  wi l f u'  a'  hi s days been:
     My hand- ahi n ' s  a weel  gaun f i l l i e,
     That  af t  has bor ne me hame f r ae Ki l l i e. ^2
     An'  your  aul d bor ough mony a t i me
     I n days when r i di ng was nae cr i me.
     But  ance,  when i n my wooi ng pr i de
     I ,  l i ke a bl ockhead,  boost  t o r i de,
     The wi l f u'  cr eat ur e sae I  pat  t o,
     ( Lor d par don a'  my s i ns,  an'  t hat  t oo! )
     I  pl ay ' d my f i l l i e s i c a shavi e,
     She' s a'  bedevi l ' d wi '  t he spavi e.
     My f ur r - ahi n ' s  a wor dy beast ,
     As e' er  i n t ug or  t ow was t r aced.
     The f our t h' s a Hi ghl and Donal d hast l e,
     A damn' d r ed- wud Ki l bur ni e bl ast i e!
     For eby a cowt ,  o'  cowt s t he wal e,
     As ever  r an af or e a t ai l :
     Gi n he be spar ' d t o be a beast ,
     He' l l  dr aw me f i f t een pund at  l east .
     Wheel - car r i ages I  ha' e but  f ew,
     Thr ee car t s,  an'  t wa ar e f eckl y new;
     An aul d wheel bar r ow,  mai r  f or  t oken,
     Ae l eg an'  bai t h t he t r ams ar e br oken;
     I  made a poker  o'  t he spi n' l e,
     An'  my aul d mi t her  br unt  t he t r i n' l e.

     [ Foot not e 1:  The " I nvent or y"  was addr essed t o
      Mr .  Ai t ken of  Ayr ,  sur veyor  of  t axes f or  t he di st r i c t . ]

     [ Foot not e 2:  Ki l mar nock. —R.  B. ]

     For  men,  I ' ve t hr ee mi schi evous boys,
     Run- dei l s  f or  r ant i ng an'  f or  noi se;
     A gaudsman ane,  a t hr asher  t '  ot her :
     Wee Davock hauds t he nowt  i n f ot her .
     I  r ul e t hem as I  ought ,  di scr eet l y,
     An'  af t en l abour  t hem compl et el y;
     An'  aye on Sundays dul y,  ni ght l y ,
     I  on t he Quest i ons t ar ge t hem t i ght l y ;
     Ti l l ,  f ai t h!  wee Davock' s gr own sae gl eg,
     Tho'  scar cel y l anger  t han your  l eg,
     He' l l  scr eed you af f  Ef f ect ual  Cal l i ng,
     As f ast  as ony i n t he dwal l i ng.

     I ' ve nane i n f emal e ser vant  st at i on,
     ( Lor d keep me aye f r ae a'  t empt at i on! )
     I  hae nae wi f e—and t hay my bl i ss i s ,
     An'  ye have l ai d nae t ax on mi sses;
     An'  t hen,  i f  k i r k f ol ks di nna c l ut ch me,
     I  ken t he deevi l s  dar ena t ouch me.
     Wi '  weans I ' m mai r  t han weel  cont ent ed,
     Heav' n sent  me ane mae t han I  want ed!
     My sonsi e,  smi r k i ng,  dear - bought  Bess,
     She st ar es t he daddy i n her  f ace,
     Enough of  ought  ye l i ke but  gr ace;
     But  her ,  my boni e,  sweet  wee l ady,
     I ' ve pai d enough f or  her  al r eady;
     An'  gi n ye t ax her  or  her  mi t her ,



     By t he Lor d,  ye' se get  t hem a'  t hegi t her !

     And now,  r emember ,  Mr .  Ai ken,
     Nae k i nd of  l i cence out  I ' m t aki n:
     Fr ae t hi s t i me f or t h,  I  do decl ar e
     I ' se ne' er  r i de hor se nor  hi zzi e mai r ;
     Thr o'  di r t  and dub f or  l i f e I ' l l  pai dl e,
     Er e I  sae dear  pay f or  a saddl e;
     My t r avel  a'  on f oot  I ' l l  shank i t ,
     I ' ve st ur dy bear er s,  Gude t he t hanki t !
     The k i r k and you may t ak you t hat ,
     I t  put s but  l i t t l e i n your  pat ;
     Sae di nna put  me i n your  beuk,
     Nor  f or  my t en whi t e shi l l i ngs l euk.

     Thi s l i s t ,  wi '  my ai n hand I  wr ot e i t ,
     The day and dat e as under  not ed;
     Then know al l  ye whom i t  concer ns,
     Subscr i psi  hui c,

     Rober t  Bur ns.
     Mossgi el ,  Febr uar y 22,  1786.

To John Kennedy, Dumfries House
     Now,  Kennedy,  i f  f oot  or  hor se
     E' er  br i ng you i n by Mauchl i n cor se,
     ( Lor d,  man,  t her e' s l asses t her e wad f or ce
     A her mi t ' s  f ancy;
     An'  down t he gat e i n f ai t h t hey' r e wor se,
     An'  mai r  unchancy) .

     But  as I ' m sayi n,  pl ease st ep t o Dow' s,
     An'  t ast e s i c gear  as Johni e br ews,
     Ti l l  some bi t  cal l an br i ng me news
     That  ye ar e t her e;
     An'  i f  we di nna hae a bouze,
     I ' se ne' er  dr i nk mai r .

     I t ' s  no I  l i ke t o s i t  an'  swal l ow,
     Then l i ke a swi ne t o puke an'  wal l ow;
     But  gi e me j ust  a t r ue good f al l ow,
     Wi '  r i ght  i ngi ne,
     And spunki e ance t o mak us mel l ow,
     An'  t hen we' l l  shi ne.

     Now i f  ye' r e ane o'  war l ' s  f ol k,
     Wha r at e t he wear er  by t he c l oak,
     An'  sk l ent  on pover t y t hei r  j oke,
     Wi '  bi t t er  sneer ,
     Wi '  you nae f r i endshi p I  wi l l  t r oke,
     Nor  cheap nor  dear .

     But  i f ,  as I ' m i nf or med weel ,
     Ye hat e as i l l ' s  t he ver y dei l
     The f l i nt y hear t  t hat  canna f eel —

Come,  s i r ,  her e' s t o you!



     Hae,  t her e' s my haun' ,  I  wi ss you weel ,
     An'  gude be wi '  you.

     Robt .  Bur ness.
     Mossgi el ,  3r d Mar ch,  1786.

To Mr. M'Adam, Of Craigen-Gillan
     I n answer  t o an obl i gi ng Let t er  he sent
     i n t he commencement  of  my poet i c car eer .

     Si r ,  o' er  a gi l l  I  gat  your  car d,
     I  t r ow i t  made me pr oud;
     " See wha t aks not i ce o'  t he bar d! "
     I  l ap and cr i ed f u'  l oud.

     Now dei l - ma- car e about  t hei r  j aw,
     The sensel ess,  gawky mi l l i on;
     I ' l l  cock my nose abune t hem a' ,
     I ' m r oos' d by Cr ai gen- Gi l l an!

     ' Twas nobl e,  s i r ;  ' t was l i ke your sel f ' ,
     To gr ant  your  hi gh pr ot ect i on:
     A gr eat  man' s smi l e ye ken f u'  wel l
     I s  aye a bl est  i nf ect i on.

     Tho' ,  by hi s banes wha i n a t ub
     Mat ch' d Macedoni an Sandy!
     On my ai n l egs t hr o'  di r t  and dub,
     I  i ndependent  st and aye, —

And when t hose l egs t o gude,  war m kai l ,
     Wi '  wel come canna bear  me,
     A l ee dyke- si de,  a sybow- t ai l ,
     An'  bar l ey- scone shal l  cheer  me.

     Heaven spar e you l ang t o k i ss t he br eat h
     O'  mony f l ow' r y s i mmer s!
     An'  bl ess your  boni e l asses bai t h,
     I ' m t aul d t hey' r e l oosome ki mmer s!

     An'  God bl ess young Dunaski n' s l ai r d,
     The bl ossom of  our  gent r y!
     An'  may he wear  and aul d man' s bear d,
     A cr edi t  t o hi s count r y.

To A Louse, On Seeing One On A Lady's Bonnet, At
Church



     Ha!  whaur  ye gaun,  ye cr owl i n f er l i e?
     Your  i mpudence pr ot ect s you sai r l y ;
     I  canna say but  ye st r unt  r ar el y,
     Owr e gauze and l ace;
     Tho' ,  f ai t h!  I  f ear  ye di ne but  spar el y
     On s i c a pl ace.

     Ye ugl y,  cr eepi n,  bl ast i t  wonner ,
     Det est ed,  shunn' d by saunt  an'  s i nner ,
     How daur  ye set  your  f i t  upon her —

Sae f i ne a l ady?
     Gae somewher e el se and seek your  di nner
     On some poor  body.

     Swi t h!  i n some beggar ' s haf f et  squat t l e;
     Ther e ye may cr eep,  and spr awl ,  and spr at t l e,
     Wi '  i t her  k i ndr ed,  j umpi ng cat t l e,
     I n shoal s and nat i ons;
     Whaur  hor n nor  bane ne' er  daur  unset t l e
     Your  t hi ck pl ant at i ons.

     Now haud you t her e,  ye' r e out  o'  s i ght ,
     Bel ow t he f at t ' r el s,  snug and t i ght ;
     Na,  f ai t h ye yet !  ye' l l  no be r i ght ,
     Ti l l  ye' ve got  on i t —

The ver r a t apmost ,  t ow' r i n hei ght
     O'  Mi ss '  bonnet .

     My soot h!  r i ght  baul d ye set  your  nose out ,
     As pl ump an'  gr ey as ony gr oset :
     O f or  some r ank,  mer cur i al  r ozet ,
     Or  f el l ,  r ed smeddum,
     I ' d gi e you s i c a hear t y dose o' t ,
     Wad dr ess your  dr oddum.

     I  wad na been sur pr i s ' d t o spy
     You on an aul d wi f e' s f l ai nen t oy;
     Or  ai bl i ns some bi t  dubbi e boy,
     On' s wyl i ecoat ;
     But  Mi ss '  f i ne Lunar di !  f ye!
     How daur  ye do' t ?

     O Jeany,  di nna t oss your  head,
     An'  set  your  beaut i es a'  abr ead!
     Ye l i t t l e ken what  cur sed speed
     The bl ast i e' s maki n:
     Thae wi nks an'  f i nger - ends,  I  dr ead,
     Ar e not i ce t aki n.

     O wad some Power  t he gi f t i e gi e us
     To see our sel s as i t her s see us!
     I t  wad f r ae mony a bl under  f r ee us,
     An'  f ool i sh not i on:
     What  ai r s i n dr ess an'  gai t  wad l ea' e us,
     An'  ev ' n devot i on!

Inscribed On A Work Of Hannah More's



     Pr esent ed t o t he Aut hor  by a Lady.

     Thou f l at t ' r i ng mar k of  f r i endshi p k i nd,
     St i l l  may t hy pages cal l  t o mi nd
     The dear ,  t he beaut eous donor ;
     Tho'  sweet l y f emal e ev ' r y par t ,
     Yet  such a head,  and mor e t he hear t
     Does bot h t he sexes honour :
     She show' d her  t ast e r ef i n' d and j ust ,
     When she sel ect ed t hee;
     Yet  devi at i ng,  own I  must ,
     For  sae appr ovi ng me:
     But  k i nd st i l l  I ' l l  mi nd st i l l
     The gi ver  i n t he gi f t ;
     I ' l l  bl ess her ,  an'  wi ss her
     A Fr i end aboon t he l i f t .

Song, Composed In Spring
     Tune—" Jockey' s Gr ey Br eeks. "

     Agai n r ej oi c i ng Nat ur e sees
     Her  r obe assume i t s  ver nal  hues:
     Her  l eaf y l ocks wave i n t he br eeze,
     Al l  f r eshl y st eep' d i n mor ni ng dews.

     Chor us. —And maun I  st i l l  on Meni e doat ,
     And bear  t he scor n t hat ' s  i n her  e' e?
     For  i t ' s  j et ,  j et  bl ack,  an'  i t ' s  l i ke a hawk,
     An'  i t  wi nna l et  a body be.

     I n vai n t o me t he cowsl i ps bl aw,
     I n vai n t o me t he v i ' l et s spr i ng;
     I n vai n t o me i n gl en or  shaw,
     The mavi s and t he l i nt whi t e s i ng.
     And maun I  st i l l ,  &c.

     The mer r y pl oughboy cheer s hi s t eam,
     Wi '  j oy t he t ent i e seedsman st al ks;
     But  l i f e t o me' s a wear y dr eam,
     A dr eam of  ane t hat  never  wauks.
     And maun I  st i l l ,  &c.

     The want on coot  t he wat er  ski ms,
     Amang t he r eeds t he duckl i ngs cr y,
     The st at el y swan maj est i c  swi ms,
     And ev' r y t hi ng i s  bl est  but  I .
     And maun I  st i l l ,  &c.

     The sheep- her d st eeks hi s f aul di ng s l ap,
     And o' er  t he moor l ands whi st l es shi l l :
     Wi '  wi l d,  unequal ,  wand' r i ng st ep,
     I  meet  hi m on t he dewy hi l l .
     And maun I  st i l l ,  &c.

     And when t he l ar k,  ' t ween l i ght  and dar k,
     Bl yt he waukens by t he dai sy ' s s i de,



     And mount s and s i ngs on f l i t t er i ng wi ngs,
     A woe- wor n ghai st  I  hamewar d gl i de.
     And maun I  st i l l ,  &c.

     Come wi nt er ,  wi t h t hi ne angr y howl ,
     And r agi ng,  bend t he naked t r ee;
     Thy gl oom wi l l  soot he my cheer l ess soul ,
     When nat ur e al l  i s  sad l i ke me!
     And maun I  st i l l ,  &c.

To A Mountain Daisy,
     On t ur ni ng down wi t h t he Pl ough,  i n Apr i l ,  1786.

     Wee,  modest  cr i mson- t i pped f l ow' r ,
     Thou' s met  me i n an evi l  hour ;
     For  I  maun cr ush amang t he st our e
     Thy s l ender  st em:
     To spar e t hee now i s past  my pow' r ,
     Thou boni e gem.

     Al as!  i t ' s  no t hy nei bor  sweet ,
     The boni e l ar k,  compani on meet ,
     Bendi ng t hee ' mang t he dewy weet ,
     Wi '  spr eckl ' d br east !
     When upwar d- spr i ngi ng,  bl yt he,  t o gr eet
     The pur pl i ng east .

     Caul d bl ew t he bi t t er - bi t i ng nor t h
     Upon t hy ear l y,  humbl e bi r t h;
     Yet  cheer f ul l y  t hou gl i nt ed f or t h
     Ami d t he st or m,
     Scar ce r ear ' d above t he par ent - ear t h
     Thy t ender  f or m.

     The f l aunt i ng f l ow' r s our  gar dens y i el d,
     Hi gh shel t ' r i ng woods and wa' s maun shi el d;
     But  t hou,  beneat h t he r andom bi el d
     O'  c l od or  st ane,
     Ador ns t he hi st i e st i bbl e f i el d,
     Unseen,  al ane.

     Ther e,  i n t hy scant y mant l e c l ad,
     Thy snawi e bosom sun- war d spr ead,
     Thou l i f t s  t hy unassumi ng head
     I n humbl e gui se;
     But  now t he shar e upt ear s t hy bed,
     And l ow t hou l i es!

     Such i s t he f at e of  ar t l ess mai d,
     Sweet  f l ow' r et  of  t he r ur al  shade!
     By l ove' s s i mpl i c i t y  bet r ay ' d,
     And gui l el ess t r ust ;
     Ti l l  she,  l i ke t hee,  al l  soi l ' d,  i s  l ai d
     Low i '  t he dust .

     Such i s t he f at e of  s i mpl e bar d,



     On l i f e' s  r ough ocean l uckl ess st ar r ' d!
     Unski l f ul  he t o not e t he car d
     Of  pr udent  l or e,
     Ti l l  bi l l ows r age,  and gal es bl ow har d,
     And whel m hi m o' er !

     Such f at e t o suf f er i ng wor t h i s  gi v ' n,
     Who l ong wi t h want s and woes has st r i v ' n,
     By human pr i de or  cunni ng dr i v ' n
     To mi s ' r y ' s  br i nk;
     Ti l l  wr ench' d of  ev ' r y st ay but  Heav' n,
     He,  r ui n' d,  s i nk!

     Ev ' n t hou who mour n' st  t he Dai sy ' s f at e,
     That  f at e i s  t hi ne—no di st ant  dat e;
     St er n Rui n' s pl ough- shar e dr i ves el at e,
     Ful l  on t hy bl oom,
     Ti l l  cr ush' d beneat h t he f ur r ow' s wei ght ,
     Shal l  be t hy doom!

To Ruin
     Al l  hai l !  i nexor abl e l or d!
     At  whose dest r uct i on- br eat hi ng wor d,
     The mi ght i est  empi r es f al l !
     Thy cr uel ,  woe- del i ght ed t r ai n,
     The mi ni st er s of  gr i ef  and pai n,
     A sul l en wel come,  al l !

     Wi t h st er n- r esol v ' d,  despai r i ng eye,
     I  see each ai med dar t ;
     For  one has cut  my dear est  t i e,
     And qui ver s i n my hear t .
     Then l ow' r i ng,  and pour i ng,
     The st or m no mor e I  dr ead;
     Tho'  t hi ck ' ni ng,  and bl ack ' ni ng,
     Round my devot ed head.

     And t hou gr i m Pow' r  by l i f e abhor r ' d,
     Whi l e l i f e a pl easur e can af f or d,
     Oh!  hear  a wr et ch' s pr ay ' r !
     Nor  mor e I  shr i nk appal l ' d,  af r ai d;
     I  cour t ,  I  beg t hy f r i endl y ai d,
     To c l ose t hi s scene of  car e!
     When shal l  my soul ,  i n s i l ent  peace,
     Resi gn l i f e' s  j oyl ess day—

My wear y hear t  i s  t hr obbi ng cease,
     Col d moul d' r i ng i n t he c l ay?
     No f ear  mor e,  no t ear  mor e,
     To st ai n my l i f el ess f ace,
     Encl asped,  and gr asped,
     Wi t hi n t hy col d embr ace!



The Lament
     Occasi oned by t he unf or t unat e i ssue of  a Fr i end' s Amour .

     Al as!  how of t  does goodness woul d i t sel f ,
     And sweet  af f ect i on pr ove t he spr i ng of  woe!

     Home.

     O t hou pal e or b t hat  s i l ent  shi nes
     Whi l e car e- unt r oubl ed mor t al s s l eep!
     Thou seest  a wr et ch who i nl y pi nes.
     And wander s her e t o wai l  and weep!
     Wi t h woe I  ni ght l y  v i gi l s  keep,
     Beneat h t hy wan,  unwar mi ng beam;
     And mour n,  i n l ament at i on deep,
     How l i f e and l ove ar e al l  a dr eam!

     I  j oy l ess v i ew t hy r ays ador n
     The f ai nt l y - mar ked,  di st ant  hi l l ;
     I  j oy l ess v i ew t hy t r embl i ng hor n,
     Ref l ect ed i n t he gur gl i ng r i l l :
     My f ondl y- f l ut t er i ng hear t ,  be st i l l !
     Thou busy pow' r ,  r emembr ance,  cease!
     Ah!  must  t he agoni z i ng t hr i l l
     For  ever  bar  r et ur ni ng peace!

     No i dl y- f ei gn' d,  poet i c pai ns,
     My sad,  l ove- l or n l ament i ngs c l ai m:
     No shepher d' s pi pe- Ar cadi an st r ai ns;
     No f abl ed t or t ur es,  quai nt  and t ame.
     The pl i ght ed f ai t h,  t he mut ual  f l ame,
     The of t - at t est ed pow' r s above,
     The pr omi s ' d f at her ' s  t ender  name;
     These wer e t he pl edges of  my l ove!

     Enci r c l ed i n her  c l aspi ng ar ms,
     How have t he r apt ur ' d moment s f l own!
     How have I  wi sh' d f or  f or t une' s char ms,
     For  her  dear  sake,  and her ' s al one!
     And,  must  I  t hi nk i t !  i s  she gone,
     My secr et  hear t ' s  exul t i ng boast ?
     And does she heedl ess hear  my gr oan?
     And i s she ever ,  ever  l ost ?

     Oh!  can she bear  so base a hear t ,
     So l ost  t o honour ,  l ost  t o t r ut h,
     As f r om t he f ondest  l over  par t ,
     The pl i ght ed husband of  her  yout h?
     Al as!  l i f e' s  pat h may be unsmoot h!
     Her  way may l i e t hr o'  r ough di st r ess!
     Then,  who her  pangs and pai ns wi l l  soot he
     Her  sor r ows shar e,  and make t hem l ess?

     Ye wi nged hour s t hat  o' er  us pass' d,
     Enr apt ur ' d mor e,  t he mor e enj oy ' d,
     Your  dear  r emembr ance i n my br east
     My f ondl y- t r easur ' d t hought s empl oy' d:
     That  br east ,  how dr ear y now,  and voi d,
     For  her  t oo scant y once of  r oom!
     Ev ' n ev ' r y r ay of  hope dest r oy ' d,



     And not  a wi sh t o gi l d t he gl oom!

     The mor n,  t hat  war ns t h'  appr oachi ng day,
     Awakes me up t o t oi l  and woe;
     I  see t he hour s i n l ong ar r ay,
     That  I  must  suf f er ,  l i nger i ng,  s l ow:
     Ful l  many a pang,  and many a t hr oe,
     Keen r ecol l ect i on' s di r ef ul  t r ai n,
     Must  wr i ng my soul ,  wer e Phoebus,  l ow,
     Shal l  k i ss t he di st ant  west er n mai n.

     And when my ni ght l y couch I  t r y,
     Sor e har ass' d out  wi t h car e and gr i ef ,
     My t oi l - beat  ner ves,  and t ear - wor n eye,
     Keep wat chi ngs wi t h t he ni ght l y t hi ef :
     Or  i f  I  s l umber ,  f ancy,  chi ef ,
     Rei gns,  haggar d—wi l d,  i n sor e af f r i ght :
     Ev ' n day,  al l - bi t t er ,  br i ngs r el i ef
     Fr om such a hor r or - br eat hi ng ni ght .

     O t hou br i ght  queen,  who o' er  t h'  expanse
     Now hi ghest  r ei gn' st ,  wi t h boundl ess sway
     Of t  has t hy s i l ent - mar ki ng gl ance
     Obser v ' d us,  f ondl y - wand' r i ng,  st r ay!
     The t i me,  unheeded,  sped away,
     Whi l e l ove' s l uxur i ous pul se beat  hi gh,
     Beneat h t hy s i l ver - gl eami ng r ay,
     To mar k t he mut ual - k i ndl i ng eye.

     Oh!  scenes i n st r ong r emembr ance set !
     Scenes,  never ,  never  t o r et ur n!
     Scenes,  i f  i n st upor  I  f or get ,
     Agai n I  f eel ,  agai n I  bur n!
     Fr om ev' r y j oy and pl easur e t or n,
     Li f e' s wear y val e I ' l l  wander  t hr o' ;
     And hopel ess,  comf or t l ess,  I ' l l  mour n
     A f ai t hl ess woman' s br oken vow!

Despondency: An Ode
     Oppr ess' d wi t h gr i ef ,  oppr ess' d wi t h car e,
     A bur den mor e t han I  can bear ,
     I  set  me down and s i gh;
     O l i f e!  t hou ar t  a gal l i ng l oad,
     Al ong a r ough,  a wear y r oad,
     To wr et ches such as I !
     Di m backwar d as I  cast  my v i ew,
     What  s i ck ' ni ng scenes appear !
     What  sor r ows yet  may pi er ce me t hr ough,
     Too j ust l y  I  may f ear !
     St i l l  car i ng,  despai r i ng,
     Must  be my bi t t er  doom;
     My woes her e shal l  c l ose ne' er
     But  wi t h t he c l osi ng t omb!

     Happy!  ye sons of  busy l i f e,
     Who,  equal  t o t he bust l i ng st r i f e,



     No ot her  v i ew r egar d!
     Ev ' n when t he wi shed end' s deni ed,
     Yet  whi l e t he busy means ar e pl i ed,
     They br i ng t hei r  own r ewar d:
     Whi l st  I ,  a hope- abandon' d wi ght ,
     Unf i t t ed wi t h an ai m,
     Meet  ev ' r y sad r et ur ni ng ni ght ,
     And j oyl ess mor n t he same!
     You,  bust l i ng,  and j ust l i ng,
     For get  each gr i ef  and pai n;
     I ,  l i s t l ess,  yet  r est l ess,
     Fi nd ev ' r y pr ospect  vai n.

     How bl est  t he sol i t ar y ' s l ot ,
     Who,  al l - f or get t i ng,  al l  f or got ,
     Wi t hi n hi s humbl e cel l ,
     The caver n,  wi l d wi t h t angl i ng r oot s,
     Si t s o' er  hi s newl y gat her ' d f r ui t s ,
     Besi de hi s cr yst al  wel l !
     Or  hapl y,  t o hi s ev ' ni ng t hought ,
     By unf r equent ed st r eam,
     The ways of  men ar e di st ant  br ought ,
     A f ai nt ,  col l ect ed dr eam;
     Whi l e pr ai s i ng,  and r ai s i ng
     Hi s t hought s t o heav' n on hi gh,
     As wand' r i ng,  meand' r i ng,
     He v i ews t he sol emn sky.

     Than I ,  no l onel y her mi t  pl ac ' d
     Wher e never  human f oot st ep t r ac ' d,
     Less f i t  t o pl ay t he par t ,
     The l ucky moment  t o i mpr ove,
     And j ust  t o st op,  and j ust  t o move,
     Wi t h sel f - r espect i ng ar t :
     But  ah!  t hose pl easur es,  l oves,  and j oys,
     Whi ch I  t oo keenl y t ast e,
     The sol i t ar y can despi se,
     Can want ,  and yet  be bl est !
     He needs not ,  he heeds not ,
     Or  human l ove or  hat e;
     Whi l st  I  her e must  cr y her e
     At  per f i dy i ngr at e!

     O,  envi abl e,  ear l y days,
     When danci ng t hought l ess pl easur e' s maze,
     To car e,  t o gui l t  unknown!
     How i l l  exchang' d f or  r i per  t i mes,
     To f eel  t he f ol l i es,  or  t he cr i mes,
     Of  ot her s,  or  my own!
     Ye t i ny el ves t hat  gui l t l ess spor t ,
     Li ke l i nnet s i n t he bush,
     Ye l i t t l e know t he i l l s  ye cour t ,
     When manhood i s your  wi sh!
     The l osses,  t he cr osses,
     That  act i ve man engage;
     The f ear s al l ,  t he t ear s al l ,
     Of  di m decl i ni ng age!



To Gavin Hamilton, Esq., Mauchline,
     Recommendi ng a Boy.

     Mossgavi l l e,  May 3,  1786.

     I  hol d i t ,  s i r ,  my bounden dut y
     To war n you how t hat  Mast er  Toot i e,
     Al i as,  Lai r d M' Gaun,
     Was her e t o hi r e yon l ad away
     ' Bout  whom ye spak t he t i t her  day,
     An'  wad hae don' t  af f  han' ;

     But  l est  he l ear n t he cal l an t r i cks—
An'  f ai t h I  muckl e doubt  hi m—
Li ke scr api n out  aul d Cr ummi e' s ni cks,

     An'  t el l i n l i es about  t hem;
     As l i eve t hen,  I ' d have t hen
     Your  c l er kshi p he shoul d sai r ,
     I f  sae be ye may be
     Not  f i t t ed ot her wher e.

     Al t ho'  I  say ' t ,  he' s gl eg enough,
     An'  ' bout  a house t hat ' s  r ude an'  r ough,
     The boy mi ght  l ear n t o swear ;
     But  t hen,  wi '  you,  he' l l  be sae t aught ,
     An'  get  s i c f ai r  exampl e st r aught ,
     I  hae na ony f ear .
     Ye' l l  cat echi se hi m,  ever y qui r k,
     An'  shor e hi m weel  wi '  hel l ;
     An'  gar  hi m f ol l ow t o t he k i r k—

Aye when ye gang your sel .
     I f  ye t hen maun be t hen
     Fr ae hame t hi s comi n'  Fr i day,
     Then pl ease,  s i r ,  t o l ea' e,  s i r ,
     The or der s wi '  your  l ady.

     My wor d of  honour  I  hae gi ' en,
     I n Pai s l ey John' s,  t hat  ni ght  at  e' en,
     To meet  t he war l d' s wor m;
     To t r y t o get  t he t wa t o gr ee,
     An'  name t he ai r l es an'  t he f ee,
     I n l egal  mode an'  f or m:
     I  ken he weel  a sni ck can dr aw,
     When si mpl e bodi es l et  hi m:
     An'  i f  a Devi l  be at  a' ,
     I n f ai t h he' s sur e t o get  hi m.
     To phr ase you and pr ai se you,
     Ye ken your  Laur eat  scor ns:
     The pr ay' r  st i l l  you shar e st i l l
     Of  gr at ef ul  Mi nst r el  Bur ns.

Versified Reply To An Invitation
     Si r ,



     Your s t hi s moment  I  unseal ,
     And f ai t h I ' m gay and hear t y!
     To t el l  t he t r ut h and shame t he dei l ,
     I  am as f ou as Bar t i e:
     But  Foor sday,  s i r ,  my pr omi se l eal ,
     Expect  me o'  your  par t i e,
     I f  on a beast i e I  can speel ,
     Or  hur l  i n a car t i e.

     Your s,

     Rober t  Bur ns.
     Mauchl i n,  Monday ni ght ,  10 o' c l ock.

Song—Will Ye Go To The Indies, My Mary?
     Tune—" Wi l l  ye go t o t he Ewe- Bught s,  Mar i on. "

     Wi l l  ye go t o t he I ndi es,  my Mar y,
     And l eave aul d Scot i a' s shor e?
     Wi l l  ye go t o t he I ndi es,  my Mar y,
     Acr oss t h'  At l ant i c  r oar ?

     O sweet  gr ows t he l i me and t he or ange,
     And t he appl e on t he pi ne;
     But  a'  t he char ms o'  t he I ndi es
     Can never  equal  t hi ne.

     I  hae swor n by t he Heavens t o my Mar y,
     I  hae swor n by t he Heavens t o be t r ue;
     And sae may t he Heavens f or get  me,
     When I  f or get  my vow!

     O pl i ght  me your  f ai t h,  my Mar y,
     And pl i ght  me your  l i l y - whi t e hand;
     O pl i ght  me your  f ai t h,  my Mar y,
     Bef or e I  l eave Scot i a' s st r and.

     We hae pl i ght ed our  t r ot h,  my Mar y,
     I n mut ual  af f ect i on t o j oi n;
     And cur st  be t he cause t hat  shal l  par t  us!
     The hour  and t he moment  o'  t i me!

Song—My Highland Lassie, O
     Tune—" The deuks dang o' er  my daddy. "

     Nae gent l e dames,  t ho'  e' er  sae f ai r ,
     Shal l  ever  be my muse' s car e:



     Thei r  t i t l es a'  ar c empt y show;
     Gi e me my Hi ghl and l assi e,  O.

     Chor us. —Wi t hi n t he gl en sae bushy,  O,
     Aboon t he pl ai n sae r ashy,  O,
     I  set  me down wi '  r i ght  gui d wi l l ,
     To s i ng my Hi ghl and l assi e,  O.

     O wer e yon hi l l s  and val l i es mi ne,
     Yon pal ace and yon gar dens f i ne!
     The wor l d t hen t he l ove shoul d know
     I  bear  my Hi ghl and Lassi e,  O.

     But  f i ck l e f or t une f r owns on me,
     And I  maun cr oss t he r agi ng sea!
     But  whi l e my cr i mson cur r ent s f l ow,
     I ' l l  l ove my Hi ghl and l assi e,  O.

     Al t ho'  t hr o'  f or ei gn c l i mes I  r ange,
     I  know her  hear t  wi l l  never  change,
     For  her  bosom bur ns wi t h honour ' s gl ow,
     My f ai t hf ul  Hi ghl and l assi e,  O.

     For  her  I ' l l  dar e t he bi l l ow' s r oar ,
     For  her  I ' l l  t r ace a di st ant  shor e,
     That  I ndi an weal t h may l ust r e t hr ow
     Ar ound my Hi ghl and l assi e,  O.

     She has my hear t ,  she has my hand,
     By secr et  t r ot h and honour ' s band!
     Ti l l  t he mor t al  st r oke shal l  l ay me l ow,
     I ' m t hi ne,  my Hi ghl and l assi e,  O.

     Far ewel l  t he gl en sae bushy,  O!
     Far ewel l  t he pl ai n sae r ashy,  O!
     To ot her  l ands I  now must  go,
     To s i ng my Hi ghl and l assi e,  O.

Epistle To A Young Friend
     May __,  1786.

     I  Lang hae t hought ,  my yout hf u'  f r i end,
     A somet hi ng t o have sent  you,
     Tho'  i t  shoul d ser ve nae i t her  end
     Than j ust  a k i nd mement o:
     But  how t he subj ect - t heme may gang,
     Let  t i me and chance det er mi ne;
     Per haps i t  may t ur n out  a sang:
     Per haps t ur n out  a ser mon.

     Ye' l l  t r y  t he wor l d soon,  my l ad;
     And,  Andr ew dear ,  bel i eve me,
     Ye' l l  f i nd manki nd an unco squad,
     And muckl e t hey may gr i eve ye:
     For  car e and t r oubl e set  your  t hought ,
     Ev ' n when your  end' s at t ai ned;



     And a'  your  v i ews may come t o nought ,
     Wher e ev ' r y ner ve i s st r ai ned.

     I ' l l  no say,  men ar e v i l l ai ns a' ;
     The r eal ,  har den' d wi cked,
     Wha hae nae check but  human l aw,
     Ar e t o a f ew r est r i cked;
     But ,  Och!  manki nd ar e unco weak,
     An'  l i t t l e t o be t r ust ed;
     I f  sel f  t he waver i ng bal ance shake,
     I t ' s  r ar el y r i ght  adj ust ed!

     Yet  t hey wha f a'  i n f or t une' s st r i f e,
     Thei r  f at e we shoul dna censur e;
     For  st i l l ,  t h'  i mpor t ant  end of  l i f e
     They equal l y  may answer ;
     A man may hae an honest  hear t ,
     Tho'  poor t i t h hour l y st ar e hi m;
     A man may t ak a nei bor ' s  par t ,
     Yet  hae nae cash t o spar e hi m.

     Aye f r ee,  af f - han' ,  your  st or y t el l ,
     When wi '  a bosom cr ony;
     But  st i l l  keep somet hi ng t o your sel ' ,
     Ye scar cel y t el l  t o ony:
     Conceal  your sel '  as weel ' s  ye can
     Fr ae cr i t i cal  di ssect i on;
     But  keek t hr o'  ev ' r y ot her  man,
     Wi '  shar pen' d,  s l y i nspect i on.

     The sacr ed l owe o'  weel - pl ac ' d l ove,
     Luxur i ant l y  i ndul ge i t ;
     But  never  t empt  t h'  i l l i c i t  r ove,
     Tho'  naet hi ng shoul d di vul ge i t :
     I  wai ve t he quant um o'  t he s i n,
     The hazar d of  conceal i ng;
     But ,  Och!  i t  har dens a'  wi t hi n,
     And pet r i f i es t he f eel i ng!

     To cat ch dame For t une' s gol den smi l e,
     Assi duous wai t  upon her ;
     And gat her  gear  by ev ' r y wi l e
     That ' s  j ust i f i ed by honour ;
     Not  f or  t o hi de i t  i n a hedge,
     Nor  f or  a t r ai n at t endant ;
     But  f or  t he gl or i ous pr i v i l ege
     Of  bei ng i ndependent .

     The f ear  o'  hel l ' s  a hangman' s whi p,
     To haud t he wr et ch i n or der ;
     But  wher e ye f eel  your  honour  gr i p,
     Let  t hat  aye be your  bor der ;
     I t s  s l i ght est  t ouches,  i nst ant  pause—

Debar  a'  s i de- pr et ences;
     And r esol ut el y keep i t s  l aws,
     Uncar i ng consequences.

     The gr eat  Cr eat or  t o r ever e,
     Must  sur e become t he cr eat ur e;
     But  st i l l  t he pr eachi ng cant  f or bear ,
     And ev' n t he r i gi d f eat ur e:
     Yet  ne' er  wi t h wi t s pr of ane t o r ange,
     Be compl ai sance ext ended;
     An at hei st - l augh' s a poor  exchange



     For  Dei t y of f ended!

     When r ant i ng r ound i n pl easur e' s r i ng,
     Rel i gi on may be bl i nded;
     Or  i f  she gi e a r andom st i ng,
     I t  may be l i t t l e mi nded;
     But  when on l i f e we' r e t empest  dr i v ' n—

A consci ence but  a canker —
A cor r espondence f i x ' d wi '  Heav' n,

     I s  sur e a nobl e anchor !

     Adi eu,  dear ,  ami abl e yout h!
     Your  hear t  can ne' er  be want i ng!
     May pr udence,  f or t i t ude,  and t r ut h,
     Er ect  your  br ow undaunt i ng!
     I n pl oughman phr ase,  " God send you speed, "
     St i l l  dai l y  t o gr ow wi ser ;
     And may ye bet t er  r eck t he r ede,
     Then ever  di d t h'  advi ser !

Address Of Beelzebub
To the Right Honourable the Earl of Breadalbane, President of the Right Honourable and
Honourable the Highland Society, which met on the 23rd of May last at the Shakespeare,
Covent Garden, to concert ways and means to frustrate the designs of five hundred
Highlanders, who, as the Society were informed by Mr. M'Kenzie of Applecross, were so
audacious as to attempt an escape from their lawful lords and masters whose property they
were, by emigrating from the lands of Mr. Macdonald of Glengary to the wilds of Canada, in
search of that fantastic thing—Liberty.

     Long l i f e,  my Lor d,  an'  heal t h be your s,
     Unskai t hed by hunger ' d Hi ghl and boor s;
     Lor d gr ant  me nae duddi e,  desper at e beggar ,
     Wi '  di r k,  c l aymor e,  and r ust y t r i gger ,
     May t wi n aul d Scot l and o'  a l i f e
     She l i kes—as but cher s l i ke a kni f e.

     Fai t h you and Appl ecr oss wer e r i ght
     To keep t he Hi ghl and hounds i n s i ght :
     I  doubt  na!  t hey wad bi d nae bet t er ,
     Than l et  t hem ance out  owr e t he wat er ,
     Then up among t hae l akes and seas,
     They' l l  mak what  r ul es and l aws t hey pl ease:
     Some dar i ng Hancocke,  or  a Fr ankl i n,
     May set  t hei r  Hi ghl and bl ui d a- r ankl i n;
     Some Washi ngt on agai n may head t hem,
     Or  some Mont gomer y,  f ear l ess,  l ead t hem,
     Ti l l  God knows what  may be ef f ect ed
     When by such heads and hear t s di r ect ed,
     Poor  dunghi l l  sons of  di r t  and mi r e
     May t o Pat r i c i an r i ght s aspi r e!
     Nae sage Nor t h now,  nor  sager  Sackvi l l e,
     To wat ch and pr emi er  o' er  t he pack v i l e, —

An'  whar e wi l l  ye get  Howes and Cl i nt ons
     To br i ng t hem t o a r i ght  r epent ance—

To cowe t he r ebel  gener at i on,



     An'  save t he honour  o'  t he nat i on?
     They,  an'  be d- d!  what  r i ght  hae t hey
     To meat ,  or  s l eep,  or  l i ght  o'  day?
     Far  l ess—t o r i ches,  pow' r ,  or  f r eedom,
     But  what  your  l or dshi p l i kes t o gi e t hem?

     But  hear ,  my l or d!  Gl engar r y,  hear !
     Your  hand' s owr e l i ght  t o t hem,  I  f ear ;
     Your  f act or s,  gr i eves,  t r ust ees,  and bai l i es,
     I  canna say but  t hey do gayl i es;
     They l ay asi de a'  t ender  mer ci es,
     An'  t i r l  t he hal l i ons t o t he bi r ses;
     Yet  whi l e t hey' r e onl y poi nd' t  and her r i et ,
     They' l l  keep t hei r  st ubbor n Hi ghl and spi r i t :
     But  smash t hem!  cr ash t hem a'  t o spai l s ,
     An'  r ot  t he dyvor s i '  t he j ai l s !
     The young dogs,  swi nge t hem t o t he l abour ;
     Let  war k an'  hunger  mak t hem sober !
     The hi zzi es,  i f  t hey' r e aught l i ns f awsont ,
     Let  t hem i n Dr ur y - l ane be l esson' d!
     An'  i f  t he wi ves an'  di r t y  br at s
     Come t hi ggi n at  your  door s an'  yet t s,
     Fl af f i n wi '  duds,  an'  gr ey wi '  beas' ,
     Fr i ght i n away your  ducks an'  geese;
     Get  out  a hor sewhi p or  a j owl er ,
     The l angest  t hong,  t he f i er cest  gr owl er ,
     An'  gar  t he t at t er ' d gypsi es pack
     Wi '  a'  t hei r  bast ar ds on t hei r  back!
     Go on,  my Lor d!  I  l ang t o meet  you,
     An'  i n my house at  hame t o gr eet  you;
     Wi '  common l or ds ye shanna mi ngl e,
     The benmost  neuk besi de t he i ngl e,
     At  my r i ght  han'  assi gned your  seat ,
     ' Tween Her od' s hi p an'  Pol ycr at e:
     Or  i f  you on your  st at i on t ar r ow,
     Bet ween Al magr o and Pi zar r o,
     A seat ,  I ' m sur e ye' r e wel l  deser vi n' t ;
     An'  t i l l  ye come—your  humbl e ser vant ,

     Beel zebub.
     June 1st ,  Anno Mundi ,  5790.

A Dream
     Thought s,  wor ds,  and deeds,  t he St at ut e bl ames wi t h r eason;
     But  sur el y Dr eams wer e ne' er  i ndi ct ed Tr eason.

On reading, in the public papers, the Laureate's Ode, with the other parade of June 4th,
1786, the Author was no sooner dropt asleep, than he imagined himself transported to the
Birth-day Levee: and, in his dreaming fancy, made the following Address:

     Gui d- Mor ni n'  t o our  Maj est y!
     May Heaven augment  your  bl i sses
     On ev' r y new bi r t h- day ye see,
     A humbl e poet  wi shes.
     My bar dshi p her e,  at  your  Levee



     On s i c a day as t hi s i s ,
     I s  sur e an uncout h s i ght  t o see,
     Amang t hae bi r t h- day dr esses
     Sae f i ne t hi s day.

     I  see ye' r e compl i ment ed t hr ang,
     By mony a l or d an'  l ady;
     " God save t he Ki ng"  ' s  a cuckoo sang
     That ' s  unco easy sai d aye:
     The poet s,  t oo,  a venal  gang,
     Wi '  r hymes weel - t ur n' d an'  r eady,
     Wad gar  you t r ow ye ne' er  do wr ang,
     But  aye uner r i ng st eady,
     On s i c a day.

     For  me!  bef or e a monar ch' s f ace
     Ev ' n t her e I  wi nna f l at t er ;
     For  nei t her  pensi on,  post ,  nor  pl ace,
     Am I  your  humbl e debt or :
     So,  nae r ef l ect i on on your  Gr ace,
     Your  Ki ngshi p t o bespat t er ;
     Ther e' s mony waur  been o'  t he r ace,
     And ai bl i ns ane been bet t er
     Than you t hi s day.

     ' Ti s ver y t r ue,  my sover ei gn Ki ng,
     My ski l l  may weel  be doubt ed;
     But  f act s ar e chi el s t hat  wi nna di ng,
     An'  downa be di sput ed:
     Your  r oyal  nest ,  beneat h your  wi ng,
     I s  e' en r i ght  r ef t  and c l out ed,
     And now t he t hi r d par t  o'  t he st r i ng,
     An'  l ess,  wi l l  gang aboot  i t
     Than di d ae day. ^1

     Far  be' t  f r ae me t hat  I  aspi r e
     To bl ame your  l egi s l at i on,
     Or  say,  ye wi sdom want ,  or  f i r e,
     To r ul e t hi s mi ght y nat i on:
     But  f ai t h!  I  muckl e doubt ,  my s i r e,
     Ye' ve t r ust ed mi ni st r at i on
     To chaps wha i n bar n or  byr e
     Wad bet t er  f i l l ' d t hei r  st at i on
     Than cour t s yon day.

     And now ye' ve gi en aul d Br i t ai n peace,
     Her  br oken shi ns t o pl ai st er ,
     Your  sai r  t axat i on does her  f l eece,
     Ti l l  she has scar ce a t est er :
     For  me,  t hank God,  my l i f e' s  a l ease,
     Nae bar gai n wear i n'  f ast er ,
     Or ,  f ai t h!  I  f ear ,  t hat ,  wi '  t he geese,
     I  shor t l y  boost  t o past ur e
     I '  t he cr af t  some day.

     [ Foot not e 1:  The Amer i can col oni es had r ecent l y been l ost . ]

     I ' m no mi st r ust i ng Wi l l i e Pi t t ,
     When t axes he enl ar ges,
     ( An'  Wi l l ' s  a t r ue gui d f al l ow' s get ,
     A name not  envy spai r ges) ,
     That  he i nt ends t o pay your  debt ,
     An'  l essen a'  your  char ges;
     But ,  God- sake!  l et  nae savi ng f i t



     Abr i dge your  boni e bar ges
     An' boat s t hi s day.

     Adi eu,  my Li ege;  may f r eedom geck
     Beneat h your  hi gh pr ot ect i on;
     An'  may ye r ax Cor r upt i on' s neck,
     And gi e her  f or  di ssect i on!
     But  s i nce I ' m her e,  I ' l l  no negl ect ,
     I n l oyal ,  t r ue af f ect i on,
     To pay your  Queen,  wi '  due r espect ,
     May f eal t y an'  subj ect i on
     Thi s gr eat  bi r t h- day.

     Hai l ,  Maj est y most  Excel l ent !
     Whi l e nobl es st r i ve t o pl ease ye,
     Wi l l  ye accept  a compl i ment ,
     A s i mpl e poet  gi es ye?
     Thae boni e bai r nt i me,  Heav' n has l ent ,
     St i l l  hi gher  may t hey heeze ye
     I n bl i ss,  t i l l  f at e some day i s sent
     For  ever  t o r el ease ye
     Fr ae car e t hat  day.

     For  you,  young Pot ent at e o' Wal es,
     I  t el l  your  hi ghness f ai r l y ,
     Down Pl easur e' s st r eam,  wi '  swel l i ng sai l s ,
     I ' m t aul d ye' r e dr i v i ng r ar el y;
     But  some day ye may gnaw your  nai l s ,
     An'  cur se your  f ol l y  sai r l y ,
     That  e' er  ye br ak Di ana' s pal es,
     Or  r at t l ' d di ce wi '  Char l i e
     By ni ght  or  day.

     Yet  af t  a r agged cowt ' s been known,
     To mak a nobl e ai ver ;
     So,  ye may doucel y f i l l  t he t hr one,
     For  a' t hei r  c l i sh- ma- cl aver :
     Ther e,  hi m̂ 2 at  Agi ncour t  wha shone,
     Few bet t er  wer e or  br aver :
     And yet ,  wi '  f unny,  queer  Si r  John, ^3
     He was an unco shaver
     For  mony a day.

     For  you,  r i ght  r ev ' r end Osnabur g,
     Nane set s t he l awn- sl eeve sweet er ,
     Al t ho'  a r i bbon at  your  l ug
     Wad been a dr ess compl et er :
     As ye di sown yon paught y dog,
     That  bear s t he keys of  Pet er ,
     Then swi t h!  an'  get  a wi f e t o hug,
     Or  t r owt h,  ye' l l  s t ai n t he mi t r e
     Some l uckl ess day!

     Young,  r oyal  Tar r y - br eeks,  I  l ear n,
     Ye' ve l at el y come at hwar t  her —

A gl or i ous gal l ey, ^4 st em and st er n,
     Weel  r i gg' d f or  Venus'  bar t er ;
     But  f i r s t  hang out ,  t hat  she' l l  di scer n,
     Your  hymeneal  char t er ;
     Then heave aboar d your  gr appl e ai r n,
     An'  l ar ge upon her  quar t er ,
     Come f ul l  t hat  day.

     Ye,  l ast l y ,  boni e bl ossoms a' ,



     Ye r oyal  l asses dai nt y,
     Heav' n mak you gui d as wel l  as br aw,
     An'  gi e you l ads a- pl ent y!
     But  sneer  na Br i t i sh boys awa!
     For  k i ngs ar e unco scant  aye,
     An'  Ger man gent l es ar e but  sma' ,
     They' r e bet t er  j ust  t han want  aye
     On ony day.

     [ Foot not e 2:  Ki ng Henr y V. —R. B. ]

     [ Foot not e 3:  Si r  John Fal st af f ,  v i d.  Shakespear e. —R.  B. ]

     [ Foot not e 4:  Al l udi ng t o t he newspaper  account  of  a cer t ai n
     Royal  sai l or ' s  amour . —R.  B.  Thi s was Pr i nce Wi l l i am Henr y,
     t hi r d son of  Geor ge I I I ,  af t er war d Ki ng Wi l l i am I V. ]

     Gad bl ess you a' !  consi der  now,
     Ye' r e unco muckl e daut i t ;
     But  er e t he cour se o'  l i f e be t hr ough,
     I t  may be bi t t er  saut i t :
     An'  I  hae seen t hei r  coggi e f ou,
     That  yet  hae t ar r ow' t  at  i t .
     But  or  t he day was done,  I  t r ow,
     The l aggen t hey hae c l aut i t
     Fu'  c l ean t hat  day.

A Dedication
     To Gavi n Hami l t on,  Esq.

     Expect  na,  s i r ,  i n t hi s nar r at i on,
     A f l eechi n,  f l et h' r i n Dedi cat i on,
     To r oose you up,  an'  ca'  you gui d,
     An'  spr ung o'  gr eat  an'  nobl e bl ui d,
     Because ye' r e sur nam' d l i ke Hi s Gr ace—

Per haps r el at ed t o t he r ace:
     Then,  when I ' m t i r ' d—and sae ar e ye,
     Wi '  mony a f ul some,  s i nf u'  l i e,
     Set  up a f ace how I  st op shor t ,
     For  f ear  your  modest y be hur t .

     Thi s may do—maun do,  s i r ,  wi '  t hem wha
     Maun pl ease t he gr eat  f ol k f or  a wamef ou;
     For  me!  sae l ai gh I  need na bow,
     For ,  Lor d be t hanki t ,  I  can pl ough;
     And when I  downa yoke a nai g,
     Then,  Lor d be t hanki t ,  I  can beg;
     Sae I  shal l  say—an'  t hat ' s  nae f l at t ' r i n—

I t ' s  j ust  s i c Poet  an'  s i c Pat r on.

     The Poet ,  some gui d angel  hel p hi m,
     Or  el se,  I  f ear ,  some i l l  ane skel p hi m!
     He may do weel  f or  a'  he' s done yet ,
     But  onl y—he' s no j ust  begun yet .

     The Pat r on ( s i r ,  ye maun f or gi e me;



     I  wi nna l i e,  come what  wi l l  o'  me) ,
     On ev' r y hand i t  wi l l  al l ow' d be,
     He' s j ust —nae bet t er  t han he shoul d be.

     I  r eadi l y  and f r eel y gr ant ,
     He downa see a poor  man want ;
     What ' s no hi s ai n,  he wi nna t ak i t ;
     What  ance he says,  he wi nna br eak i t ;
     Ought  he can l end he' l l  no r ef us ' t ,
     Ti l l  af t  hi s gui dness i s abus' d;
     And r ascal s whi l es t hat  do hi m wr ang,
     Ev ' n t hat ,  he does na mi nd i t  l ang;
     As mast er ,  l andl or d,  husband,  f at her ,
     He does na f ai l  hi s par t  i n ei t her .

     But  t hen,  nae t hanks t o hi m f or  a' t hat ;
     Nae godl y sympt om ye can ca'  t hat ;
     I t ' s  naet hi ng but  a mi l der  f eat ur e
     Of  our  poor ,  s i nf u'  cor r upt  nat ur e:
     Ye' l l  get  t he best  o'  mor al  wor ks,
     ' Mang bl ack Gent oos,  and pagan Tur ks,
     Or  hunt er s wi l d on Ponot axi ,
     Wha never  hear d of  or t hodoxy.
     That  he' s t he poor  man' s f r i end i n need,
     The gent l eman i n wor d and deed,
     I t ' s  no t hr o'  t er r or  of  damnat i on;
     I t ' s  j ust  a car nal  i nc l i nat i on.

     Mor al i t y ,  t hou deadl y bane,
     Thy t ens o'  t housands t hou hast  s l ai n!
     Vai n i s  hi s hope,  whase st ay an'  t r ust  i s
     I n mor al  mer cy,  t r ut h,  and j ust i ce!

     No—st r et ch a poi nt  t o cat ch a pl ack:
     Abuse a br ot her  t o hi s back;
     St eal  t hr ough t he wi nnock f r ae a whor e,
     But  poi nt  t he r ake t hat  t aks t he door ;
     Be t o t he poor  l i ke ony whunst ane,
     And haud t hei r  noses t o t he gr unst ane;
     Pl y ev ' r y ar t  o'  l egal  t hi evi ng;
     No mat t er —st i ck t o sound bel i evi ng.

     Lear n t hr ee- mi l e pr ay ' r s,  an'  hal f - mi l e gr aces,
     Wi '  weel - spr ead l ooves,  an'  l ang,  wr y f aces;
     Gr unt  up a sol emn,  l engt hen' d gr oan,
     And damn a'  par t i es but  your  own;
     I ' l l  war r ant  t hey ye' r e nae decei ver ,
     A st eady,  st ur dy,  st aunch bel i ever .

     O ye wha l eave t he spr i ngs o'  Cal v i n,
     For  guml i e dubs of  your  ai n del v i n!
     Ye sons of  Her esy and Er r or ,
     Ye' l l  some day squeel  i n quaki ng t er r or ,
     When Vengeance dr aws t he swor d i n wr at h.
     And i n t he f i r e t hr ows t he sheat h;
     When Rui n,  wi t h hi s sweepi ng besom,
     Just  f r et s t i l l  Heav' n commi ssi on gi es hi m;
     Whi l e o' er  t he har p pal e Mi ser y moans,
     And st r i kes t he ever - deep' ni ng t ones,
     St i l l  l ouder  shr i eks,  and heavi er  gr oans!

     Your  par don,  s i r ,  f or  t hi s di gr essi on:
     I  mai st  f or gat  my Dedi cat i on;
     But  when di v i ni t y  comes ' cr oss me,



     My r eader s st i l l  ar e sur e t o l ose me.

     So,  s i r ,  you see ' t was nae daf t  vapour ;
     But  I  mat ur el y t hought  i t  pr oper ,
     When a'  my wor ks I  di d r evi ew,
     To dedi cat e t hem,  s i r ,  t o you:
     Because ( ye need na t ak i t  i l l ) ,
     I  t hought  t hem somet hi ng l i ke your sel ' .

     Then pat r oni ze t hem wi '  your  f avor ,
     And your  pet i t i oner  shal l  ever —

I  had amai st  sai d,  ever  pr ay,
     But  t hat ' s  a wor d I  need na say;
     For  pr ayi n,  I  hae l i t t l e ski l l  o' t ,
     I ' m bai t h dead- sweer ,  an'  wr et ched i l l  o' t ;
     But  I ' se r epeat  each poor  man' s pr ay ' r ,
     That  kens or  hear s about  you,  s i r —

" May ne' er  Mi sf or t une' s gowl i ng bar k,
     Howl  t hr o'  t he dwel l i ng o'  t he c l er k!
     May ne' er  hi s genr ous,  honest  hear t ,
     For  t hat  same gen' r ous spi r i t  smar t !
     May Kennedy' s f ar - honour ' d name
     Lang beet  hi s hymeneal  f l ame,
     Ti l l  Hami l t ons,  at  l east  a di zzen,
     Ar e f r ae t hei r  nupt i al  l abour s r i sen:
     Fi ve boni e l asses r ound t hei r  t abl e,
     And sev' n br aw f el l ows,  st out  an'  abl e,
     To ser ve t hei r  k i ng an'  count r y weel ,
     By wor d,  or  pen,  or  poi nt ed st eel !
     May heal t h and peace,  wi t h mut ual  r ays,
     Shi ne on t he ev ' ni ng o'  hi s days;
     Ti l l  hi s wee,  cur l i e John' s i er - oe,
     When ebbi ng l i f e nae mai r  shal l  f l ow,
     The l ast ,  sad,  mour nf ul  r i t es best ow! "

     I  wi l l  not  wi nd a l ang concl usi on,
     Wi t h compl i ment ar y ef f usi on;
     But ,  whi l s t  your  wi shes and endeavour s
     Ar e bl est  wi t h For t une' s smi l es and f avour s,
     I  am,  dear  s i r ,  wi t h zeal  most  f er vent ,
     Your  much i ndebt ed,  humbl e ser vant .

     But  i f  ( whi ch Pow' r s above pr event )
     That  i r on- hear t ed car l ,  Want ,
     At t ended,  i n hi s gr i m advances,
     By sad mi st akes,  and bl ack mi schances,
     Whi l e hopes,  and j oys,  and pl easur es f l y  hi m,
     Make you as poor  a dog as I  am,
     Your  humbl e ser vant  t hen no mor e;
     For  who woul d humbl y ser ve t he poor ?
     But ,  by a poor  man' s hopes i n Heav' n!
     Whi l e r ecol l ect i on' s pow' r  i s  gi v ' n—

I f ,  i n t he val e of  humbl e l i f e,
     The v i ct i m sad of  f or t une' s st r i f e,
     I ,  t hr o'  t he t ender - gushi ng t ear ,
     Shoul d r ecogni se my mast er  dear ;
     I f  f r i endl ess,  l ow,  we meet  t oget her ,
     Then,  s i r ,  your  hand—my Fr i end and Br ot her !



Versified Note To Dr. Mackenzie, Mauchline
     Fr i day f i r s t ' s  t he day appoi nt ed
     By t he Ri ght  Wor shi pf ul  anoi nt ed,

     To hol d our  gr and pr ocessi on;
     To get  a bl ad o'  Johni e' s mor al s,
     And t ast e a swat ch o'  Manson' s bar r el s

     I '  t he way of  our  pr of essi on.
     The Mast er  and t he Br ot her hood
     Woul d a'  be gl ad t o see you;

For  me I  woul d be mai r  t han pr oud

     To shar e t he mer ci es wi '  you.
     I f  Deat h,  t hen,  wi '  skai t h,  t hen,
     Some mor t al  hear t  i s  hecht i n,
     I nf or m hi m,  and st or m hi m,
     That  Sat ur day you' l l  f echt  hi m.

     Rober t  Bur ns.
     Mossgi el ,  An.  M.  5790.

The Farewell To the Brethren of St. James' Lodge,
Tarbolton.
     Tune—" Gui dni ght ,  and j oy be wi '  you a' . "

     Adi eu!  a hear t - war m f ond adi eu;
     Dear  br ot her s of  t he myst i c t i e!
     Ye f avour ed,  enl i ght en' d f ew,
     Compani ons of  my soci al  j oy;
     Tho'  I  t o f or ei gn l ands must  hi e,
     Pur sui ng For t une' s s l i dd' r y ba' ;
     Wi t h mel t i ng hear t ,  and br i mf ul  eye,
     I ' l l  mi nd you st i l l ,  t ho'  f ar  awa.

     Of t  have I  met  your  soci al  band,
     And spent  t he cheer f ul ,  f est i ve ni ght ;
     Of t ,  honour ' d wi t h supr eme command,
     Pr esi ded o' er  t he sons of  l i ght :
     And by t hat  hi er ogl yphi c br i ght ,
     Whi ch none but  Cr af t smen ever  saw
     St r ong Mem' r y on my hear t  shal l  wr i t e
     Those happy scenes,  when f ar  awa.

     May Fr eedom,  Har mony,  and Love,
     Uni t e you i n t he gr and Desi gn,
     Beneat h t h'  Omni sci ent  Eye above,
     The gl or i ous Ar chi t ect  Di v i ne,
     That  you may keep t h'  uner r i ng l i ne,
     St i l l  r i s i ng by t he pl ummet ' s l aw,
     Ti l l  Or der  br i ght  compl et el y shi ne,



     Shal l  be my pr ay' r  when f ar  awa.

     And you,  f ar ewel l !  whose mer i t s c l ai m
     Just l y  t hat  hi ghest  badge t o wear :
     Heav' n bl ess your  honour ' d nobl e name,
     To Masonr y and Scot i a dear !
     A l ast  r equest  per mi t  me her e, —

When year l y ye assembl e a' ,
     One r ound,  I  ask i t  wi t h a t ear ,
     To hi m,  t he Bar d t hat ' s  f ar  awa.

On A Scotch Bard, Gone To The West Indies
     A'  ye wha l i ve by sowps o'  dr i nk,
     A'  ye wha l i ve by cr ambo- cl i nk,
     A'  ye wha l i ve and never  t hi nk,
     Come,  mour n wi '  me!
     Our  bi l l i e ' s  gi en us a'  a j i nk,
     An'  owr e t he sea!

     Lament  hi m a'  ye r ant i n cor e,
     Wha dear l y l i ke a r andom spl or e;
     Nae mai r  he' l l  j oi n t he mer r y r oar ;
     I n soci al  key;
     For  now he' s t aen ani t her  shor e.
     An'  owr e t he sea!

     The boni e l asses weel  may wi ss hi m,
     And i n t hei r  dear  pet i t i ons pl ace hi m:
     The wi dows,  wi ves,  an'  a'  may bl ess hi m
     Wi '  t ear f u'  e' e;
     For  weel  I  wat  t hey' l l  sai r l y  mi ss hi m
     That ' s  owr e t he sea!

     O For t une,  t hey hae r oom t o gr umbl e!
     Hadst  t hou t aen af f  some dr owsy bumml e,
     Wha can do nought  but  f yke an'  f umbl e,
     ' Twad been nae pl ea;
     But  he was gl eg as ony wumbl e,
     That ' s  owr e t he sea!

     Aul d,  cant i e Kyl e may weeper s wear ,
     An'  st ai n t hem wi '  t he saut ,  saut  t ear ;
     ' Twi l l  mak her  poor  aul d hear t ,  I  f ear ,
     I n f l i nder s f l ee:
     He was her  Laur eat  mony a year ,
     That ' s  owr e t he sea!

     He saw Mi sf or t une' s caul d nor - west
     Lang must er i ng up a bi t t er  bl ast ;
     A j i l l et  br ak hi s hear t  at  l ast ,
     I l l  may she be!
     So,  t ook a ber t h af or e t he mast ,
     An'  owr e t he sea.

     To t r embl e under  For t une' s cummock,
     On a scar ce a bel l y f u'  o'  dr ummock,



     Wi '  hi s pr oud,  i ndependent  st omach,
     Coul d i l l  agr ee;
     So,  r ow' t  hi s hur di es i n a hammock,
     An'  owr e t he sea.

     He ne' er  was gi en t o gr eat  mi sgui di n,
     Yet  coi n hi s pouches wad na bi de i n;
     Wi '  hi m i t  ne' er  was under  hi di ng;
     He deal t  i t  f r ee:
     The Muse was a'  t hat  he t ook pr i de i n,
     That ' s  owr e t he sea.

     Jamai ca bodi es,  use hi m weel ,
     An'  hap hi m i n cozi e bi el :
     Ye' l l  f i nd hi m aye a dai nt y chi el ,
     An'  f ou o'  gl ee:
     He wad na wr ang' d t he ver a dei l ,
     That ' s  owr e t he sea.

     Far ewel l ,  my r hyme- composi ng bi l l i e!
     Your  nat i ve soi l  was r i ght  i l l - wi l l i e;
     But  may ye f l our i sh l i ke a l i l y ,
     Now boni l i e!
     I ' l l  t oast  you i n my hi ndmost  gi l l i e,
     Tho'  owr e t he sea!

Song—Farewell To Eliza
     Tune—" Gi l der oy. "

     Fr om t hee,  El i za,  I  must  go,
     And f r om my nat i ve shor e;
     The cr uel  f at es bet ween us t hr ow
     A boundl ess ocean' s r oar :
     But  boundl ess oceans,  r oar i ng wi de,
     Bet ween my l ove and me,
     They never ,  never  can di v i de
     My hear t  and soul  f r om t hee.

     Far ewel l ,  f ar ewel l ,  El i za dear ,
     The mai d t hat  I  ador e!
     A bodi ng voi ce i s  i n mi ne ear ,
     We par t  t o meet  no mor e!
     But  t he l at est  t hr ob t hat  l eaves my hear t ,
     Whi l e Deat h st ands v i ct or  by, —

That  t hr ob,  El i za,  i s  t hy par t ,
     And t hi ne t hat  l at est  s i gh!

A Bard's Epitaph



     I s  t her e a whi m- i nspi r ed f ool ,
     Owr e f ast  f or  t hought ,  owr e hot  f or  r ul e,
     Owr e bl at e t o seek,  owr e pr oud t o snool ,
     Let  hi m dr aw near ;
     And owr e t hi s gr assy heap s i ng dool ,
     And dr ap a t ear .

     I s  t her e a bar d of  r ust i c  song,
     Who,  not el ess,  st eal s t he cr owds among,
     That  weekl y t hi s ar ea t hr ong,
     O,  pass not  by!
     But ,  wi t h a f r at er - f eel i ng st r ong,
     Her e,  heave a s i gh.

     I s  t her e a man,  whose j udgment  c l ear
     Can ot her s t each t he cour se t o st eer ,
     Yet  r uns,  hi msel f ,  l i f e' s  mad car eer ,
     Wi l d as t he wave,
     Her e pause—and,  t hr o'  t he st ar t i ng t ear ,
     Sur vey t hi s gr ave.

     The poor  i nhabi t ant  bel ow
     Was qui ck t o l ear n t he wi se t o know,
     And keenl y f el t  t he f r i endl y gl ow,
     And sof t er  f l ame;
     But  t hought l ess f ol l i es l ai d hi m l ow,
     And st ai n' d hi s name!

     Reader ,  at t end!  whet her  t hy soul
     Soar s f ancy' s f l i ght s beyond t he pol e,
     Or  dar kl i ng gr ubs t hi s ear t hl y hol e,
     I n l ow pur sui t :
     Know,  pr udent ,  caut i ous,  sel f - cont r ol
     I s  wi sdom' s r oot .

     Epi t aph For  Rober t  Ai ken,  Esq.

     Know t hou,  O st r anger  t o t he f ame
     Of  t hi s much l ov ' d,  much honour ed name!
     ( For  none t hat  knew hi m need be t ol d)
     A war mer  hear t  deat h ne' er  made col d.

     Epi t aph For  Gavi n Hami l t on,  Esq.

     The poor  man weeps—her e Gavi n s l eeps,
     Whom cant i ng wr et ches bl am' d;
     But  wi t h such as he,  wher e' er  he be,
     May I  be sav' d or  damn' d!

Epitaph On "Wee Johnie"
     Hi c Jacet  wee Johni e.

     Whoe' er  t hou ar t ,  O r eader ,  know
     That  Deat h has mur der ' d Johni e;
     An'  her e hi s body l i es f u'  l ow;
     For  saul  he ne' er  had ony.



The Lass O' Ballochmyle
     Tune—" Et t r i ck Banks. "

     ' Twas even—t he dewy f i el ds wer e gr een,
     On ever y bl ade t he pear l s hang;
     The zephyr  want on' d r ound t he bean,
     And bor e i t s  f r agr ant  sweet s al ang:
     I n ev ' r y gl en t he mavi s sang,
     Al l  nat ur e l i s t ' ni ng seem' d t he whi l e,
     Except  wher e gr eenwood echoes r ang,
     Amang t he br aes o'  Bal l ochmyl e.

     Wi t h car el ess st ep I  onwar d st r ay ' d,
     My hear t  r ej oi c ' d i n nat ur e' s j oy,
     When,  musi ng i n a l onel y gl ade,
     A mai den f ai r  I  chanc' d t o spy:
     Her  l ook was l i ke t he mor ni ng' s eye,
     Her  ai r  l i ke nat ur e' s ver nal  smi l e:
     Per f ect i on whi sper ' d,  passi ng by,
     " Behol d t he l ass o'  Bal l ochmyl e! "

     Fai r  i s  t he mor n i n f l ower y May,
     And sweet  i s  ni ght  i n aut umn mi l d;
     When r ovi ng t hr o'  t he gar den gay,
     Or  wand' r i ng i n t he l onel y wi l d:
     But  woman,  nat ur e' s dar l i ng chi l d!
     Ther e al l  her  char ms she does compi l e;
     Even t her e her  ot her  wor ks ar e f oi l ' d
     By t he boni e l ass o'  Bal l ochmyl e.

     O,  had she been a count r y mai d,
     And I  t he happy count r y swai n,
     Tho'  shel t er ' d i n t he l owest  shed
     That  ever  r ose on Scot l and' s pl ai n!
     Thr o'  wear y wi nt er ' s  wi nd and r ai n,
     Wi t h j oy,  wi t h r apt ur e,  I  woul d t oi l ;
     And ni ght l y t o my bosom st r ai n
     The boni e l ass o'  Bal l ochmyl e.

     Then pr i de mi ght  c l i mb t he s l i pp' r y st eep,
     Wher e f r ame and honour s l of t y shi ne;
     And t hi r st  of  gol d mi ght  t empt  t he deep,
     Or  downwar d seek t he I ndi an mi ne:
     Gi ve me t he cot  bel ow t he pi ne,
     To t end t he f l ocks or  t i l l  t he soi l ;
     And ev' r y day have j oys di v i ne
     Wi t h t he boni e l ass o'  Bal l ochmyl e.

Lines To An Old Sweetheart



     Once f ondl y l ov ' d,  and st i l l  r emember ' d dear ,
     Sweet  ear l y obj ect  of  my yout hf ul  vows,
     Accept  t hi s mar k of  f r i endshi p,  war m,  s i ncer e,
     Fr i endshi p!  ' t i s  al l  col d dut y now al l ows.
     And when you r ead t he s i mpl e ar t l ess r hymes,
     One f r i endl y s i gh f or  hi m—he asks no mor e,
     Who,  di st ant ,  bur ns i n f l ami ng t or r i d c l i mes,
     Or  hapl y l i es beneat h t h'  At l ant i c  r oar .

Motto Prefixed To The Author's First Publication
     The s i mpl e Bar d,  unbr oke by r ul es of  ar t ,
     He pour s t he wi l d ef f usi ons of  t he hear t ;
     And i f  i nspi r ' d ' t i s  Nat ur e' s pow' r s i nspi r e;
     Her ' s al l  t he mel t i ng t hr i l l ,  and her ' s t he k i ndl i ng f i r e.

Lines To Mr. John Kennedy
     Far ewel l ,  dear  f r i end!  may gui d l uck hi t  you,
     And ' mang her  f avour i t es admi t  you:
     I f  e' er  Det r act i on shor e t o smi t  you,
     May nane bel i eve hi m,
     And ony dei l  t hat  t hi nks t o get  you,
     Good Lor d,  decei ve hi m!

Lines Written On A Banknote
     Wae wor t h t hy power ,  t hou cur sed l eaf !
     Fel l  sour ce o'  a'  my woe and gr i ef !
     For  l ack o'  t hee I ' ve l ost  my l ass!
     For  l ack o'  t hee I  scr i mp my gl ass!
     I  see t he chi l dr en of  af f l i c t i on
     Unai ded,  t hr ough t hy cur st  r est r i c t i on:
     I ' ve seen t he oppr essor ' s cr uel  smi l e
     Ami d hi s hapl ess v i ct i m' s spoi l ;
     And f or  t hy pot ence vai nl y wi shed,
     To cr ush t he v i l l ai n i n t he dust :
     For  l ack o'  t hee,  I  l eave t hi s much- l ov ' d shor e,
     Never ,  per haps,  t o gr eet  ol d Scot l and mor e.

     R. B.



Stanzas On Naething
     Ext empor e Epi st l e t o Gavi n Hami l t on,  Esq.

     To you,  s i r ,  t hi s summons I ' ve sent ,
     Pr ay,  whi p t i l l  t he powni e i s  f r eat hi ng;
     But  i f  you demand what  I  want ,
     I  honest l y answer  you—naet hi ng.

     Ne' er  scor n a poor  Poet  l i ke me,
     For  i dl y j ust  l i v i ng and br eat hi ng,
     Whi l e peopl e of  ever y degr ee
     Ar e busy empl oyed about —naet hi ng.

     Poor  Cent um- per - cent um may f ast ,
     And gr umbl e hi s hur di es t hei r  c l ai t hi ng,
     He' l l  f i nd,  when t he bal ance i s cast ,
     He' s gane t o t he devi l  f or - naet hi ng.

     The cour t i er  cr i nges and bows,
     Ambi t i on has l i kewi se i t s  pl ayt hi ng;
     A cor onet  beams on hi s br ows;
     And what  i s  a cor onet - naet hi ng.

     Some quar r el  t he Pr esbyt er  gown,
     Some quar r el  Epi scopal  gr ai t hi ng;
     But  ever y good f el l ow wi l l  own
     Thei r  quar r el  i s  a'  about —naet hi ng.

     The l over  may spar kl e and gl ow,
     Appr oachi ng hi s boni e bi t  gay t hi ng:
     But  mar r i age wi l l  soon l et  hi m know
     He' s got t en—a buski t  up naet hi ng.

     The Poet  may j i ngl e and r hyme,
     I n hopes of  a l aur eat e wr eat hi ng,
     And when he has wast ed hi s t i me,
     He' s k i ndl y r ewar ded wi ' —naet hi ng.

     The t hunder i ng bul l y  may r age,
     And swagger  and swear  l i ke a heat hen;
     But  col l ar  hi m f ast ,  I ' l l  engage,
     You' l l  f i nd t hat  hi s cour age i s—naet hi ng.

     Last  ni ght  wi '  a f emi ni ne whi g—
A Poet  she coul dna put  f ai t h i n;

     But  soon we gr ew l ovi ngl y bi g,
     I  t aught  her ,  her  t er r or s wer e naet hi ng.

     Her  whi gshi p was wonder f ul  pl eased,
     But  char mi ngl y t i ck l ed wi '  ae t hi ng,
     Her  f i nger s I  l ov i ngl y squeezed,
     And k i ssed her ,  and pr omi sed her —naet hi ng.

     The pr i est  anat hemas may t hr eat —
Pr edi cament ,  s i r ,  t hat  we' r e bai t h i n;

     But  when honour ' s r evei l l e i s  beat ,



     The hol y ar t i l l er y ' s naet hi ng.

     And now I  must  mount  on t he wave—
My voyage per haps t her e i s  deat h i n;

     But  what  i s  a wat er y gr ave?
     The dr owni ng a Poet  i s  naet hi ng.

     And now,  as gr i m deat h' s i n my t hought ,
     To you,  s i r ,  I  make t hi s bequeat hi ng;
     My ser vi ce as l ong as ye' ve ought ,
     And my f r i endshi p,  by God,  when ye' ve naet hi ng.

The Farewell
     The val i ant ,  i n hi msel f ,  what  can he suf f er ?
     Or  what  does he r egar d hi s s i ngl e woes?
     But  when,  al as!  he mul t i pl i es hi msel f ,
     To dear er  ser ves,  t o t he l ov ' d t ender  f ai r ,
     To t hose whose bl i ss,  whose bei ngs hang upon hi m,
     To hel pl ess chi l dr en, —t hen,  Oh t hen,  he f eel s
     The poi nt  of  mi ser y f est er i ng i n hi s hear t ,
     And weakl y weeps hi s f or t unes l i ke a cowar d:
     Such,  such am I ! —undone!

Thomson's Edward and Eleanora.
     Far ewel l ,  ol d Scot i a' s bl eak domai ns,
     Far  dear er  t han t he t or r i d pl ai ns,
     Wher e r i ch ananas bl ow!
     Far ewel l ,  a mot her ' s bl essi ng dear !
     A bor t her ' s  s i gh!  a s i st er ' s  t ear !
     My Jean' s hear t - r endi ng t hr oe!
     Far ewel l ,  my Bess!  t ho'  t hou' r t  ber ef t
     Of  my pat er nal  car e.
     A f ai t hf ul  br ot her  I  have l ef t ,
     My par t  i n hi m t hou' l t  shar e!
     Adi eu,  t oo,  t o you t oo,
     My Smi t h,  my bosom f r i en' ;
     When ki ndl y you mi nd me,
     O t hen bef r i end my Jean!

     What  bur st i ng angui sh t ear s my hear t ;
     Fr om t hee,  my Jeany,  must  I  par t !
     Thou,  weepi ng,  answ' r est —" No! "
     Al as!  mi sf or t une st ar es my f ace,
     And poi nt s t o r ui n and di sgr ace,
     I  f or  t hy sake must  go!
     Thee,  Hami l t on,  and Ai ken dear ,
     A gr at ef ul ,  war m adi eu:
     I ,  wi t h a much- i ndebt ed t ear ,



     Shal l  s t i l l  r emember  you!
     Al l  hai l  t hen,  t he gal e t hen,
     Waf t s me f r om t hee,  dear  shor e!
     I t  r ust l es,  and whi st l es
     I ' l l  never  see t hee mor e!

The Calf
To the Rev. James Steven, on his text, Malachi, ch. iv. vers. 2. "And ye shall go forth, and
grow up, as Calves of the stall."

     Ri ght ,  s i r !  your  t ext  I ' l l  pr ove i t  t r ue,
     Tho'  her et i cs may l augh;
     For  i nst ance,  t her e' s your sel f  j ust  now,
     God knows,  an unco cal f .

     And shoul d some pat r on be so k i nd,
     As bl ess you wi '  a k i r k,
     I  doubt  na,  s i r  but  t hen we' l l  f i nd,
     Ye' r e st i l l  as gr eat  a st i r k.

     But ,  i f  t he l over ' s  r apt ur ' d hour ,
     Shal l  ever  be your  l ot ,
     For bi d i t ,  ev ' r y heavenl y Power ,
     You e' er  shoul d be a st ot !

     Tho'  when some ki nd connubi al  dear
     Your  but —and—ben ador ns,
     The l i ke has been t hat  you may wear
     A nobl e head of  hor ns.

     And,  i n your  l ug,  most  r ever end James,
     To hear  you r oar  and r owt ,
     Few men o'  sense wi l l  doubt  your  c l ai ms
     To r ank amang t he nowt .

     And when ye' r e number ' d wi '  t he dead,
     Bel ow a gr assy hi l l ock,
     Wi t h j ust i ce t hey may mar k your  head—

" Her e l i es a f amous bul l ock! "

Nature's Law—A Poem
          Humbl y i nscr i bed t o Gavi n Hami l t on,  Esq.

          Gr eat  Nat ur e spoke:  obser vant  man obey' d—Pope.

     Let  ot her  her oes boast  t hei r  scar s,
     The mar ks of  st ur t  and st r i f e:



     And ot her  poet s s i ng of  war s,
     The pl agues of  human l i f e:

     Shame f a'  t he f un,  wi '  swor d and gun
     To s l ap manki nd l i ke l umber !
     I  s i ng hi s name,  and nobl er  f ame,
     Wha mul t i pl i es our  number .

     Gr eat  Nat ur e spoke,  wi t h ai r  beni gn,
     " Go on,  ye human r ace;
     Thi s l ower  wor l d I  you r esi gn;
     Be f r ui t f ul  and i ncr ease.
     The l i qui d f i r e of  st r ong desi r e
     I ' ve pour ' d i t  i n each bosom;
     Her e,  on t hi s had,  does Manki nd st and,
     And t her e i s  Beaut y ' s bl ossom. "

     The Her o of  t hese ar t l ess st r ai ns,
     A l owl y bar d was he,
     Who sung hi s r hymes i n Coi l a' s pl ai ns,
     Wi t h mei k l e mi r t h an' gl ee;
     Ki nd Nat ur e' s car e had gi ven hi s shar e
     Lar ge,  of  t he f l ami ng cur r ent ;
     And,  al l  devout ,  he never  sought
     To st em t he sacr ed t or r ent .

     He f el t  t he power f ul ,  hi gh behest
     Thr i l l ,  v i t al ,  t hr o'  and t hr o' ;
     And sought  a cor r espondent  br east ,
     To gi ve obedi ence due:
     Pr opi t i ous Power s scr een' d t he young f l ow' r s,
     Fr om mi l dews of  abor t i on;
     And l ow!  t he bar d—a gr eat  r ewar d—

Has got  a doubl e por t i on!

     Aul d cant i e Coi l  may count  t he day,
     As annual  i t  r et ur ns,
     The t hi r d of  Li br a' s equal  sway,
     That  gave anot her  Bur ns,
     Wi t h f ut ur e r hymes,  an'  ot her  t i mes,
     To emul at e hi s s i r e:
     To s i ng aul d Coi l  i n nobl er  st y l e
     Wi t h mor e poet i c f i r e.

     Ye Power s of  peace,  and peacef ul  song,
     Look down wi t h gr aci ous eyes;
     And bl ess aul d Coi l a,  l ar ge and l ong,
     Wi t h mul t i pl y i ng j oys;
     Lang may she st and t o pr op t he l and,
     The f l ow' r  of  anci ent  nat i ons;
     And Bur nses spr i ng,  her  f ame t o s i ng,
     To endl ess gener at i ons!

Song—Willie Chalmers
Mr. Chalmers, a gentleman in Ayrshire, a particular friend of mine, asked me to write a
poetic epistle to a young lady, his Dulcinea. I had seen her, but was scarcely acquainted



with her, and wrote as follows:—

Wi '  br aw new br anks i n mi ckl e pr i de,
     And eke a br aw new br echan,
     My Pegasus I ' m got  ast r i de,
     And up Par nassus pechi n;
     Whi l es owr e a bush wi '  donwwar d cr ush,
     The doi t ed beast i e st ammer s;
     Then up he get s,  and of f  he set s,
     For  sake o'  Wi l l i e Chal mer s.

     I  doubt  na,  l ass,  t hat  weel  ken' d name
     May cost  a pai r  o'  bl ushes;
     I  am nae st r anger  t o your  f ame,
     Nor  hi s war m ur ged wi shes.
     Your  boni e f ace sae mi l d and sweet ,
     Hi s honest  hear t  enamour s,
     And f ai t h ye' l l  no be l ost  a whi t ,
     Tho'  wai r ' d on Wi l l i e Chal mer s.

     Aul d Tr ut h her sel '  mi ght  swear  yer ' e f ai r ,
     And Honour  saf el y back her ;
     And Modest y assume your  ai r ,
     And ne' er  a ane mi st ak her :
     And s i c t wa l ove- i nspi r i ng een
     Mi ght  f i r e even hol y pal mer s;
     Nae wonder  t hen t hey' ve f at al  been
     To honest  Wi l l i e Chal mer s.

     I  doubt  na f or t une may you shor e
     Some mi m- mou' d pout her ' d pr i est i e,
     Fu'  l i f t ed up wi '  Hebr ew l or e,
     And band upon hi s br east i e:
     But  oh!  what  s i gni f i es t o you
     Hi s l exi cons and gr ammar s;
     The f eel i ng hear t ' s  t he r oyal  bl ue,
     And t hat ' s  wi '  Wi l l i e Chal mer s.

     Some gapi n' ,  gl owr i n'  count r a l ai r d
     May war sl e f or  your  f avour ;
     May c l aw hi s l ug,  and st r ai k hi s bear d,
     And hoast  up some pal aver :
     My boni e mai d,  bef or e ye wed
     Si c c l umsy- wi t t ed hammer s,
     Seek Heaven f or  hel p,  and bar ef i t  skel p
     Awa wi '  Wi l l i e Chal mer s.

     For gi ve t he Bar d!  my f ond r egar d
     For  ane t hat  shar es my bosom,
     I nspi r es my Muse t o gi e ' m hi s dues
     For  dei l  a hai r  I  r oose hi m.
     May power s aboon uni t e you soon,
     And f r uct i f y  your  amour s, —

And ever y year  come i n mai r  dear
     To you and Wi l l i e Chal mer s.

Reply To A Trimming Epistle Received From A Tailor



     What  ai l s  ye now,  ye l ousi e bi t ch
     To t hr esh my back at  s i c a pi t ch?
     Losh,  man!  hae mer cy wi '  your  nat ch,
     Your  bodki n' s baul d;
     I  di dna suf f er  hal f  sae much
     Fr ae Daddi e Aul d.

     What  t ho'  at  t i mes,  when I  gr ow cr ouse,
     I  gi e t hei r  wames a r andom pouse,
     I s  t hat  enough f or  you t o souse
     Your  ser vant  sae?
     Gae mi nd your  seam,  ye pr i ck - t he- l ouse,
     An'  j ag- t he- f l ea!

     Ki ng Davi d,  o'  poet i c br i ef ,
     Wr ocht  ' mang t he l asses s i c mi schi ef
     As f i l l ed hi s af t er - l i f e wi '  gr i ef ,
     An'  bl ui dy r ant s,
     An'  yet  he' s r ank' d amang t he chi ef
     O'  l ang- syne saunt s.

     And maybe,  Tam,  f or  a'  my cant s,
     My wi cked r hymes,  an'  dr ucken r ant s,
     I ' l l  gi e aul d c l oven' s Cl oot i e' s haunt s
     An unco s l i p yet ,
     An'  snugl y s i t  amang t he saunt s,
     At  Davi e' s hi p yet !

     But ,  f egs!  t he sessi on says I  maun
     Gae f a'  upo'  ani t her  pl an
     Than gar r i n l asses coup t he cr an,
     Cl ean heel s ower  body,
     An'  sai r l y  t hol e t hei r  mot her ' s ban
     Af or e t he howdy.

     Thi s l eads me on t o t el l  f or  spor t ,
     How I  di d wi '  t he Sessi on sor t ;
     Aul d Cl i nkum,  at  t he i nner  por t ,
     Cr i ed t hr ee t i mes,  " Robi n!
     Come hi t her  l ad,  and answer  f or ' t ,
     Ye' r e bl am' d f or  j obbi n! "

     Wi '  pi nch I  put  a Sunday' s f ace on,
     An'  snoov' d awa bef or e t he Sessi on:
     I  made an open,  f ai r  conf essi on—

I  scor n' t  t o l ee,
     An'  syne Mess John,  beyond expr essi on,
     Fel l  f oul  o'  me.

     A f or ni cat or - l oun he cal l ' d me,
     An'  sai d my f aut  f r ae bl i ss expel l ' d me;
     I  own' d t he t al e was t r ue he t el l ' d me,
     " But ,  what  t he mat t er ?
     ( Quo'  I )  I  f ear  unl ess ye gel d me,
     I ' l l  ne' er  be bet t er ! "

     " Gel d you!  ( quo'  he)  an'  what  f or  no?
     I f  t hat  your  r i ght  hand,  l eg or  t oe
     Shoul d ever  pr ove your  sp' r i t ual  f oe,
     You shoul d r emember
     To cut  i t  af f —an'  what  f or  no
     Your  dear est  member ?"

     " Na,  na,  ( quo'  I , )  I ' m no f or  t hat ,



     Gel di ng' s nae bet t er  t han ' t i s  ca' t ;
     I ' d r at her  suf f er  f or  my f aut
     A hear t y f l ewi t ,
     As sai r  owr e hi p as ye can dr aw' t ,
     Tho'  I  shoul d r ue i t .

     " Or ,  gi n ye l i ke t o end t he bot her ,
     To pl ease us a' —I ' ve j ust  ae i t her —

When next  wi '  yon l ass I  f or gat her ,
     What e' er  bet i de i t ,
     I ' l l  f r ankl y gi e her  ' t  a'  t hegi t her ,
     An'  l et  her  gui de i t . "

     But ,  s i r ,  t hi s pl eas' d t hem war st  of  a' ,
     An'  t her ef or e,  Tam,  when t hat  I  saw,
     I  sai d " Gude ni ght , "  an'  cam'  awa' ,
     An'  l ef t  t he Sessi on;
     I  saw t hey wer e r esol ved a'
     On my oppr essi on.

The Brigs Of Ayr
     A Poem

          I nscr i bed t o John Bal l ant i ne,  Esq. ,  Ayr .

     The s i mpl e Bar d,  r ough at  t he r ust i c  pl ough,
     Lear ni ng hi s t unef ul  t r ade f r om ev' r y bough;
     The chant i ng l i nnet ,  or  t he mel l ow t hr ush,
     Hai l i ng t he set t i ng sun,  sweet ,  i n t he gr een t hor n bush;
     The soar i ng l ar k,  t he per chi ng r ed- br east  shr i l l ,
     Or  deep- t on' d pl over s gr ey,  wi l d- whi st l i ng o' er  t he hi l l ;
     Shal l  he—nur st  i n t he peasant ' s  l owl y shed,
     To har dy i ndependence br avel y br ed,
     By ear l y pover t y t o har dshi p st eel ' d.
     And t r ai n' d t o ar ms i n st er n Mi sf or t une' s f i el d—

Shal l  he be gui l t y  of  t hei r  hi r el i ng cr i mes,
     The ser vi l e,  mer cenar y Swi ss of  r hymes?
     Or  l abour  har d t he panegyr i c c l ose,
     Wi t h al l  t he venal  soul  of  dedi cat i ng pr ose?
     No!  t hough hi s ar t l ess st r ai ns he r udel y s i ngs,
     And t hr ows hi s hand uncout hl y o' er  t he st r i ngs,
     He gl ows wi t h al l  t he spi r i t  of  t he Bar d,
     Fame,  honest  f ame,  hi s gr eat ,  hi s dear  r ewar d.
     St i l l ,  i f  some pat r on' s gen' r ous car e he t r ace,
     Ski l l ' d i n t he secr et ,  t o best ow wi t h gr ace;
     When Bal l ant i ne bef r i ends hi s humbl e name,
     And hands t he r ust i c  st r anger  up t o f ame,
     Wi t h hear t f el t  t hr oes hi s gr at ef ul  bosom swel l s,
     The godl i ke bl i ss,  t o gi ve,  al one excel s.

     ' Twas when t he st acks get  on t hei r  wi nt er  hap,
     And t hack and r ape secur e t he t oi l - won cr ap;
     Pot at oe- bi ngs ar e snugged up f r ae skai t h
     O'  comi ng Wi nt er ' s  bi t i ng,  f r ost y br eat h;
     The bees,  r ej oi c i ng o' er  t hei r  summer  t oi l s ,
     Unnumber ' d buds an'  f l ow' r s '  del i c i ous spoi l s ,



     Seal ' d up wi t h f r ugal  car e i n massi ve waxen pi l es,
     Ar e doom' d by Man,  t hat  t yr ant  o' er  t he weak,
     The deat h o'  devi l s ,  smoor ' d wi '  br i mst one r eek:
     The t hunder i ng guns ar e hear d on ev ' r y s i de,
     The wounded coveys,  r eel i ng,  scat t er  wi de;
     The f eat her ' d f i el d- mat es,  bound by Nat ur e' s t i e,
     Si r es,  mot her s,  chi l dr en,  i n one car nage l i e:
     ( What  war m,  poet i c hear t  but  i nl y bl eeds,
     And execr at es man' s savage,  r ut hl ess deeds! )
     Nae mai r  t he f l ow' r  i n f i el d or  meadow spr i ngs,
     Nae mai r  t he gr ove wi t h ai r y concer t  r i ngs,
     Except  per haps t he Robi n' s whi st l i ng gl ee,
     Pr oud o'  t he hei ght  o'  some bi t  hal f - l ang t r ee:
     The hoar y mor ns pr ecede t he sunny days,
     Mi l d,  cal m,  ser ene,  wi de spr eads t he noont i de bl aze,
     Whi l e t hi ck t he gosamour  waves want on i n t he r ays.

     ' Twas i n t hat  season,  when a s i mpl e Bar d,
     Unknown and poor —si mpl i c i t y ' s  r ewar d! —

Ae ni ght ,  wi t hi n t he anci ent  br ugh of  Ayr ,
     By whi m i nspi r ' d,  or  hapl y pr est  wi '  car e,
     He l ef t  hi s bed,  and t ook hi s waywar d r out e,
     And down by Si mpson' s^1 wheel ' d t he l ef t  about :
     ( Whet her  i mpel l ' d by al l - di r ect i ng Fat e,
     To wi t ness what  I  af t er  shal l  nar r at e;
     Or  whet her ,  r apt  i n medi t at i on hi gh,
     He wander ' d out ,  he knew not  wher e or  why: )
     The dr owsy Dungeon- cl ock^2 had number ' d t wo,
     and Wal l ace Tower ^2 had swor n t he f act  was t r ue:
     The t i de- swol n f i r t h,  wi t h sul l en- soundi ng r oar ,
     Thr ough t he st i l l  ni ght  dash' d hoar se al ong t he shor e.
     Al l  el se was hush' d as Nat ur e' s c l osed e' e;
     The s i l ent  moon shone hi gh o' er  t ower  and t r ee;
     The chi l l y  f r ost ,  beneat h t he s i l ver  beam,
     Cr ept ,  gent l y - cr ust i ng,  o' er  t he gl i t t er i ng st r eam—

When,  l o!  on ei t her  hand t he l i s t ' ni ng Bar d,
     The c l angi ng sugh of  whi st l i ng wi ngs i s hear d;
     Two dusky f or ms dar t  t hr ough t he mi dni ght  ai r ;
     Swi f t  as t he gos^3 dr i ves on t he wheel i ng har e;
     Ane on t h'  Aul d Br i g hi s ai r y shape upr ear s,
     The ot her  f l ut t er s o' er  t he r i s i ng pi er s:
     Our  war l ock Rhymer  i nst ant l y dexcr i ed
     The Spr i t es t hat  owr e t he Br i gs of  Ayr  pr esi de.
     ( That  Bar ds ar e second- si ght ed i s nae j oke,
     And ken t he l i ngo of  t he sp' r i t ual  f ol k;
     Fays,  Spunki es,  Kel pi es,  a' ,  t hey can expl ai n t hem,
     And even t he ver y dei l s  t hey br awl y ken t hem) .
     Aul d Br i g appear ' d of  anci ent  Pi ct i sh r ace,
     The ver y wr i nkl es Got hi c i n hi s f ace;
     He seem' d as he wi '  Ti me had war st l ' d l ang,
     Yet ,  t eughl y dour e,  he bade an unco bang.

     [ Foot not e 1:  A not ed t aver n at  t he Aul d Br i g end. —R.  B. ]

     [ Foot not e 2:  The t wo st eepl es. —R.  B. ]

     [ Foot not e 3:  The Gos- hawk,  or  Fal con. —R.  B. ]

     New Br i g was buski t  i n a br aw new coat ,
     That  he,  at  Lon' on,  f r ae ane Adams got ;
     I n ' s  hand f i ve t aper  st aves as smoot h ' s  a bead,
     Wi '  v i r l s  and whi r l ygi gums at  t he head.
     The Got h was st al k i ng r ound wi t h anxi ous sear ch,
     Spyi ng t he t i me- wor n f l aws i n ever y ar ch;



     I t  chanc' d hi s new- come nei bor  t ook hi s e' e,
     And e' en a vexed and angr y hear t  had he!
     Wi '  t hi evel ess sneer  t o see hi s modi sh mi en,
     He,  down t he wat er ,  gi es hi m t hi s gui d- e' en: —

Aul d Br i g

     " I  doubt  na,  f r i en' ,  ye' l l  t hi nk ye' r e nae sheepshank,
     Ance ye wer e st r eeki t  owr e f r ae bank t o bank!
     But  gi n ye be a br i g as aul d as me—

Tho'  f ai t h,  t hat  dat e,  I  doubt ,  ye' l l  never  see—
Ther e' l l  be,  i f  t hat  day come,  I ' l l  wad a boddl e,

     Some f ewer  whi gmal eer i es i n your  noddl e. "

     New Br i g

     " Aul d Vandal !  ye but  show your  l i t t l e mense,
     Just  much about  i t  wi '  your  scant y sense:
     Wi l l  your  poor ,  nar r ow f oot - pat h of  a st r eet ,
     Wher e t wa wheel - bar r ows t r embl e when t hey meet ,
     Your  r ui n' d,  f or ml ess bul k o'  s t ane and l i me,
     Compar e wi '  boni e br i gs o'  moder n t i me?
     Ther e' s men of  t ast e wou' d t ak t he Ducat  st r eam, ^4
     Tho'  t hey shoul d cast  t he ver y sar k and swi m,
     E' er  t hey woul d gr at e t hei r  f eel i ngs wi '  t he v i ew
     O'  s i c an ugl y,  Got hi c hul k as you. "

     Aul d Br i g

     " Concei t ed gowk!  puf f ' d up wi '  wi ndy pr i de!
     Thi s mony a year  I ' ve st ood t he f l ood an'  t i de;
     And t ho'  wi '  cr azy ei l d I ' m sai r  f or f ai r n,
     I ' l l  be a br i g when ye' r e a shapel ess cai r n!
     As yet  ye l i t t l e ken about  t he mat t er ,
     But  t wa—t hr ee wi nt er s wi l l  i nf or m ye bet t er .
     When heavy,  dar k,  cont i nued,  a' - day r ai ns,

     [ Foot not e 4:  A not ed f or d,  j ust  above t he Aul d Br i g. —R.  B. ]

     Wi '  deepeni ng del uges o' er f l ow t he pl ai ns;
     When f r om t he hi l l s  wher e spr i ngs t he br awl i ng Coi l ,
     Or  st at el y Lugar ' s mossy f ount ai ns boi l ;
     Or  wher e t he Gr eenock wi nds hi s moor l and cour se.
     Or  haunt ed Gar pal  dr aws hi s f eebl e sour ce,
     Ar oused by bl ust er i ng wi nds an'  spot t i ng t howes,
     I n mony a t or r ent  down t he snaw- br oo r owes;
     Whi l e cr ashi ng i ce,  bor ne on t he r ol l i ng spat e,
     Sweeps dams,  an'  mi l l s ,  an'  br i gs,  a'  t o t he gat e;
     And f r om Gl enbuck, ^5 down t o t he Rat t on- key, ^6
     Aul d Ayr  i s  j ust  one l engt hen' d,  t umbl i ng sea—

Then down ye' l l  hur l ,  ( dei l  nor  ye never  r i se! )
     And dash t he guml i e j aups up t o t he pour i ng ski es!
     A l esson sadl y t eachi ng,  t o your  cost ,
     That  Ar chi t ect ur e' s nobl e ar t  i s  l ost ! "

     New Br i g

     " Fi ne ar chi t ect ur e,  t r owt h,  I  needs must  say' t  o' t ,
     The Lor d be t hanki t  t hat  we' ve t i nt  t he gat e o' t !
     Gaunt ,  ghast l y,  ghai st - al l ur i ng edi f i ces,
     Hangi ng wi t h t hr eat ' ni ng j ut ,  l i ke pr eci pi ces;
     O' er - ar chi ng,  moul dy,  gl oom- i nspi r i ng coves,
     Suppor t i ng r oof s,  f ant ast i c ,  st ony gr oves;



     Wi ndows and door s i n namel ess scul pt ur es dr est
     Wi t h or der ,  symmet r y,  or  t ast e unbl est ;
     For ms l i ke some bedl am St at uar y ' s dr eam,
     The cr az ' d cr eat i ons of  mi sgui ded whi m;
     For ms mi ght  be wor shi pp' d on t he bended knee,
     And st i l l  t he second dr ead command be f r ee;
     Thei r  l i keness i s not  f ound on ear t h,  i n ai r ,  or  sea!
     Mansi ons t hat  woul d di sgr ace t he bui l di ng t ast e
     Of  any mason r ept i l e,  bi r d or  beast :
     Fi t  onl y f or  a doi t ed monki sh r ace,
     Or  f r ost y mai ds f or swor n t he dear  embr ace,
     Or  cui f s of  l at er  t i mes,  wha hel d t he not i on,
     That  sul l en gl oom was st er l i ng,  t r ue devot i on:
     Fanci es t hat  our  gui d Br ugh deni es pr ot ect i on,
     And soon may t hey expi r e,  unbl est  wi '  r esur r ect i on! "

     [ Foot not e 5:  The sour ce of  t he Ri ver  Ayr . —R.  B. ]

     [ Foot not e 6:  A smal l  l andi ng pl ace above t he l ar ge quay. —R.  B. ]

     Aul d Br i g

     " O ye,  my dear - r emember ' d,  anci ent  yeal i ngs,
     Wer e ye but  her e t o shar e my wounded f eel i ngs!
     Ye wor t hy Pr oveses,  an'  mony a Bai l i e,
     Wha i n t he pat hs o'  r i ght eousness di d t oi l  aye;
     Ye dai nt y Deacons,  and ye douce Convener s,
     To whom our  moder ns ar e but  causey- cl eaner s
     Ye godl y Counci l s ,  wha hae bl est  t hi s t own;
     ye godl y Br et hr en o'  t he sacr ed gown,
     Wha meekl y gi e your  hur di es t o t he smi t er s;
     And ( what  woul d now be st r ange) ,  ye godl y Wr i t er s;
     A'  ye douce f ol k I ' ve bor ne aboon t he br oo,
     Wer e ye but  her e,  what  woul d ye say or  do?
     How woul d your  spi r i t s  gr oan i n deep vexat i on,
     To see each mel anchol y al t er at i on;
     And,  agoni s i ng,  cur se t he t i me and pl ace
     When ye begat  t he base degen' r at e r ace!
     Nae l anger  r ev ' r end men,  t hei r  count r y ' s gl or y,
     I n pl ai n br ai d Scot s hol d f or t h a pl ai n br ai d st or y;
     Nae l anger  t hr i f t y  c i t i zens,  an'  douce,
     Meet  owr e a pi nt ,  or  i n t he Counci l - house;
     But  st aumr el ,  cor ky- headed,  gr acel ess Gent r y,
     The her r yment  and r ui n of  t he count r y;
     Men,  t hr ee- par t s made by t ai l or s and by bar ber s,
     Wha wast e your  weel - hai n' d gear  on damn' d new br i gs and har bour s! "

     New Br i g

     " Now haud you t her e!  f or  f ai t h ye' ve sai d enough,
     And muckl e mai r  t han ye can mak t o t hr ough.
     As f or  your  Pr i est hood,  I  shal l  say but  l i t t l e,
     Cor bi es and Cl er gy ar e a shot  r i ght  k i t t l e:
     But ,  under  f avour  o'  your  l anger  bear d,
     Abuse o'  Magi st r at es mi ght  weel  be spar ' d;
     To l i ken t hem t o your  aul d- war l d squad,
     I  must  needs say,  compar i sons ar e odd.
     I n Ayr ,  wag- wi t s nae mai r  can hae a handl e
     To mout h ' a Ci t i zen, '  a t er m o'  scandal ;
     Nae mai r  t he Counci l  waddl es down t he st r eet ,
     I n al l  t he pomp of  i gnor ant  concei t ;
     Men wha gr ew wi se pr i ggi n owr e hops and r ai s i ns,
     Or  gat her ' d l i b' r al  v i ews i n Bonds and Sei s i ns:
     I f  hapl y Knowl edge,  on a r andom t r amp,



     Had shor ' d t hem wi t h a gl i mmer  of  hi s l amp,
     And woul d t o Common- sense f or  once bet r ay ' d t hem,
     Pl ai n,  dul l  St upi di t y st ept  k i ndl y i n t o ai d t hem. "

     What  f ar t her  c l i sh- ma- cl aver  ai ght  been sai d,
     What  bl oody war s,  i f  Spr i t es had bl ood t o shed,
     No man can t el l ;  but ,  al l  bef or e t hei r  s i ght ,
     A f ai r y t r ai n appear ' d i n or der  br i ght ;
     Adown t he gl i t t er i ng st r eam t hey f eat l y  danc' d;
     Br i ght  t o t he moon t hei r  var i ous dr esses gl anc' d:
     They f oot ed o' er  t he wat ' r y gl ass so neat ,
     The i nf ant  i ce scar ce bent  beneat h t hei r  f eet :
     Whi l e ar t s of  Mi nst r el sy among t hem r ung,
     And soul - ennobl i ng Bar ds her oi c di t t i es sung.

     O had M' Lauchl an, ^7 t hai r m- i nspi r i ng sage,
     Been t her e t o hear  t hi s heavenl y band engage,
     When t hr o'  hi s dear  st r at hspeys t hey bor e wi t h Hi ghl and r age;
     Or  when t hey st r uck ol d Scot i a' s mel t i ng ai r s,
     The l over ' s r apt ur ed j oys or  bl eedi ng car es;
     How woul d hi s Hi ghl and l ug been nobl er  f i r ' d,
     And ev' n hi s mat chl ess hand wi t h f i ner  t ouch i nspi r ' d!
     No guess coul d t el l  what  i nst r ument  appear ' d,
     But  al l  t he soul  of  Musi c ' s sel f  was hear d;
     Har moni ous concer t  r ung i n ever y par t ,
     Whi l e s i mpl e mel ody pour ' d movi ng on t he hear t .
     The Geni us of  t he St r eam i n f r ont  appear s,
     A vener abl e Chi ef  advanc' d i n year s;
     Hi s hoar y head wi t h wat er - l i l i es cr own' d,
     Hi s manl y l eg wi t h gar t er - t angl e bound.
     Next  came t he l ovel i est  pai r  i n al l  t he r i ng,
     Sweet  f emal e Beaut y hand i n hand wi t h Spr i ng;
     Then,  cr own' d wi t h f l ow' r y hay,  came Rur al  Joy,
     And Summer ,  wi t h hi s f er v i d- beami ng eye;

     [ Foot not e 7:  A wel l - known per f or mer  of  Scot t i sh musi c on t he
      v i ol i n. —R.  B. ]

     Al l - cheer i ng Pl ent y,  wi t h her  f l owi ng hor n,
     Led yel l ow Aut umn wr eat h' d wi t h noddi ng cor n;
     Then Wi nt er ' s  t i me- bl each' d l ocks di d hoar y show,
     By Hospi t al i t y  wi t h c l oudl ess br ow:
     Next  f ol l owed Cour age wi t h hi s mar t i al  s t r i de,
     Fr om wher e t he Feal  wi l d- woody cover t s hi de; ^8
     Benevol ence,  wi t h mi l d,  beni gnant  ai r ,
     A f emal e f or m,  came f r om t he t ow' r s of  St ai r ; ^9
     Lear ni ng and Wor t h i n equal  measur es t r ode,
     Fr om si mpl e Cat r i ne,  t hei r  l ong- l ov ' d abode: ^10
     Last ,  whi t e- r ob' d Peace,  cr own' d wi t h a hazel  wr eat h,
     To r ust i c  Agr i cul t ur e di d bequeat h
     The br oken,  i r on i nst r ument s of  deat h:
     At  s i ght  of  whom our  Spr i t es f or gat  t hei r  k i ndl i ng wr at h.

Fragment Of Song
     The ni ght  was st i l l ,  and o' er  t he hi l l
     The moon shone on t he cast l e wa' ;



     The mavi s sang,  whi l e dew- dr ops hang
     Ar ound her  on t he cast l e wa' ;
     Sae mer r i l y  t hey danced t he r i ng
     Fr ae eeni n'  t i l l  t he cock di d cr aw;
     And aye t he o' er wor d o'  t he spr i ng
     Was " I r v i ne' s bai r ns ar e boni e a' . "

Epigram On Rough Roads
     I ' m now ar r i ved—t hanks t o t he gods! —

Thr o'  pat hways r ough and muddy,
     A cer t ai n s i gn t hat  maki n r oads
     I s  no t hi s peopl e' s st udy:
     Al t ho'  I m not  wi '  Scr i pt ur e cr am' d,
     I ' m sur e t he Bi bl e says
     That  heedl ess s i nner s shal l  be damn' d,
     Unl ess t hey mend t hei r  ways.

     [ Foot not e 8:  A compl i ment  t o t he Mont gomer i es of  Coi l s f i el d,
      on t he Feal  or  Fai l e,  a t r i but ar y of  t he Ayr . ]

     [ Foot not e 9:  Mr s.  St ewar t  of  St ai r ,  an ear l y pat r oness of  t he poet . ]

     [ Foot not e 10:  The house of  Pr of essor  Dugal d St ewar t . ]

Prayer—O Thou Dread Power
Lying at a reverend friend's house one night, the author left the following verses in the room
where he slept:—

O Thou dr ead Power ,  who r ei gn' st  above,
     I  know t hou wi l t  me hear ,
     When f or  t hi s scene of  peace and l ove,
     I  make t hi s pr ayer  s i ncer e.

     The hoar y Si r e—t he mor t al  st r oke,
     Long,  l ong be pl eas' d t o spar e;
     To bl ess t hi s l i t t l e f i l i al  f l ock,
     And show what  good men ar e.

     She,  who her  l ovel y of f spr i ng eyes
     Wi t h t ender  hopes and f ear s,
     O bl ess her  wi t h a mot her ' s j oys,
     But  spar e a mot her ' s t ear s!

     Thei r  hope,  t hei r  st ay,  t hei r  dar l i ng yout h.
     I n manhood' s dawni ng bl ush,
     Bl ess hi m,  Thou God of  l ove and t r ut h,
     Up t o a par ent ' s  wi sh.



     The beaut eous,  ser aph s i st er - band—
Wi t h ear nest  t ear s I  pr ay—
Thou know' st  t he snar es on ev ' r y hand,

     Gui de Thou t hei r  st eps al way.

     When,  soon or  l at e,  t hey r each t hat  coast ,
     O' er  Li f e' s r ough ocean dr i ven,
     May t hey r ej oi ce,  no wand' r er  l ost ,
     A f ami l y i n Heaven!

Farewell Song To The Banks Of Ayr
      Tune—" Rosl i n Cast l e. "

"I composed this song as I conveyed my chest so far on my road to Greenock, where I was
to embark in a few days for Jamaica. I meant it as my farewell dirge to my native land."—R.
B.

     The gl oomy ni ght  i s  gat h' r i ng f ast ,
     Loud r oar s t he wi l d,  i nconst ant  bl ast ,
     Yon mur ky c l oud i s f oul  wi t h r ai n,
     I  see i t  dr i v i ng o' er  t he pl ai n;
     The hunt er  now has l ef t  t he moor .
     The scat t ' r ed coveys meet  secur e;
     Whi l e her e I  wander ,  pr est  wi t h car e,
     Al ong t he l onel y banks of  Ayr .

     The Aut umn mour ns her  r i p' ni ng cor n
     By ear l y Wi nt er ' s  r avage t or n;
     Acr oss her  pl aci d,  azur e sky,
     She sees t he scowl i ng t empest  f l y :
     Chi l l  r uns my bl ood t o hear  i t  r ave;
     I  t hi nk upon t he st or my wave,
     Wher e many a danger  I  must  dar e,
     Far  f r om t he boni e banks of  Ayr .

     ' Ti s not  t he sur gi ng bi l l ow' s r oar ,
     ' Ti s not  t hat  f at al ,  deadl y shor e;
     Tho'  deat h i n ev ' r y shape appear ,
     The wr et ched have no mor e t o f ear :
     But  r ound my hear t  t he t i es ar e bound,
     That  hear t  t r anspi er c ' d wi t h many a wound;
     These bl eed af r esh,  t hose t i es I  t ear ,
     To l eave t he boni e banks of  Ayr .

     Far ewel l ,  ol d Coi l a' s hi l l s  and dal es,
     Her  heal t hy moor s and wi ndi ng val es;
     The scenes wher e wr et ched Fancy r oves,
     Pur sui ng past ,  unhappy l oves!
     Far ewel l ,  my f r i ends!  f ar ewel l ,  my f oes!
     My peace wi t h t hese,  my l ove wi t h t hose:
     The bur st i ng t ear s my hear t  decl ar e—

Far ewel l ,  t he boni e banks of  Ayr !



Address To The Toothache
     My cur se upon your  venom' d st ang,
     That  shoot s my t or t ur ' d gums al ang,
     An'  t hr o'  my l ug gi es mony a t wang,
     Wi '  gnawi ng vengeance,
     Tear i ng my ner ves wi '  bi t t er  pang,
     Li ke r acki ng engi nes!

     When f ever s bur n,  or  ar gues f r eezes,
     Rheumat i cs gnaw,  or  col i cs squeezes,
     Our  nei bor ' s  sympat hy can ease us,
     Wi '  pi t y i ng moan;
     But  t hee—t hou hel l  o'  a'  di seases—

Aye mocks our  gr oan.

     Adown my bear d t he s l aver s t r i ck l e
     I  t hr ow t he wee st ool s o' er  t he mi ckl e,
     Whi l e r ound t he f i r e t he gi gl et s keckl e,
     To see me l oup,
     Whi l e,  r avi ng mad,  I  wi sh a heckl e
     Wer e i n t hei r  doup!

     I n a'  t he numer ous human dool s,
     I l l  hai r st s,  daf t  bar gai ns,  cut t y st ool s,
     Or  wor t hy f r i en' s r ak ' d i '  t he mool s, —

Sad si ght  t o see!
     The t r i cks o'  knaves,  or  f ash o' f ool s,
     Thou bear ' st  t he gr ee!

     Wher e' er  t hat  pl ace be pr i est s ca'  hel l ,
     Wher e a'  t he t ones o'  mi ser y yel l ,
     An'  r anked pl agues t hei r  number s t el l ,
     I n dr eadf u'  r aw,
     Thou,  Toot hache,  sur el y bear ' st  t he bel l ,
     Amang t hem a' !

     O t hou gr i m,  mi schi ef - maki ng chi el ,
     That  gar s t he not es o'  di scor d squeel ,
     Ti l l  daf t  manki nd af t  dance a r eel
     I n gor e,  a shoe- t hi ck,
     Gi e a'  t he f aes o'  Scot l and' s weal
     A t ownmond' s t oot hache!

Lines On Meeting With Lord Daer^1
     Thi s wot  ye al l  whom i t  concer ns,
     I ,  Rhymer  Robi n,  al i as Bur ns,
     Oct ober  t went y- t hi r d,

     [ Foot not e 1:  At  t he house of  Pr of essor  Dugal d St ewar t . ]



     A ne' er - t o- be- f or got t en day,
     Sae f ar  I  spr ackl ' d up t he br ae,
     I  di nner ' d wi '  a Lor d.

     I ' ve been at  dr ucken wr i t er s '  f east s,
     Nay,  been bi t ch- f ou ' mang godl y pr i est s—

Wi '  r ev ' r ence be i t  spoken! —
I ' ve even j oi n' d t he honour ' d j or um,

     When mi ght y Squi r eshi ps of  t he quor um,
     Thei r  hydr a dr out h di d s l oken.

     But  wi '  a Lor d! —st and out  my shi n,
     A Lor d—a Peer —an Ear l ' s  son!
     Up hi gher  yet ,  my bonnet
     An'  s i c a Lor d! —l ang Scot h el l s  t wa,
     Our  Peer age he o' er l ooks t hem a' ,
     As I  l ook o' er  my sonnet .

     But  O f or  Hogar t h' s magi c pow' r !
     To show Si r  Bar di e' s wi l l yar t  gl ow' r ,
     An'  how he st ar ' d and st ammer ' d,
     When,  goavi n,  as i f  l ed wi '  br anks,
     An'  st umpi n on hi s pl oughman shanks,
     He i n t he par l our  hammer ' d.

     I  s i dyi ng shel t er ' d i n a nook,
     An'  at  hi s Lor dshi p st eal ' t  a l ook,
     Li ke some por t ent ous omen;
     Except  good sense and soci al  gl ee,
     An'  ( what  sur pr i s ' d me)  modest y,
     I  mar ked nought  uncommon.

     I  wat ch' d t he sympt oms o'  t he Gr eat ,
     The gent l e pr i de,  t he l or dl y st at e,
     The ar r ogant  assumi ng;
     The f i ent  a pr i de,  nae pr i de had he,
     Nor  sauce,  nor  st at e,  t hat  I  coul d see,
     Mai r  t han an honest  pl oughman.

     Then f r om hi s Lor dshi p I  shal l  l ear n,
     Hencef or t h t o meet  wi t h unconcer n
     One r ank as weel ' s  anot her ;
     Nae honest ,  wor t hy man need car e
     To meet  wi t h nobl e yout hf ul  Daer ,
     For  he but  meet s a br ot her .

Masonic Song
     Tune—" Shawn- boy, "  or  " Over  t he wat er  t o Char l i e. "

     Ye sons of  ol d Ki l l i e,  assembl ed by Wi l l i e,
     To f ol l ow t he nobl e vocat i on;
     Your  t hr i f t y  ol d mot her  has scar ce such anot her
     To s i t  i n t hat  honour ed st at i on.
     I ' ve l i t t l e t o say,  but  onl y t o pr ay,
     As pr ayi ng' s t he t on of  your  f ashi on;



     A pr ayer  f r om t hee Muse you wel l  may excuse
     ' Ti s sel dom her  f avour i t e passi on.

     Ye power s who pr esi de o' er  t he wi nd,  and t he t i de,
     Who mar ked each el ement ' s bor der ;
     Who f or med t hi s f r ame wi t h benef i cent  ai m,
     Whose sover ei gn st at ut e i s  or der : —

Wi t hi n t hi s dear  mansi on,  may waywar d Cont ent i on
     Or  wi t her ed Envy ne' er  ent er ;
     May secr ecy r ound be t he myst i cal  bound,
     And br ot her l y Love be t he cent r e!

Tam Samson's Elegy
          An honest  man' s t he nobl est  wor k of  God—Pope.

When this worthy old sportman went out, last muirfowl season, he supposed it was to be, in
Ossian's phrase, "the last of his fields," and expressed an ardent wish to die and be buried
in the muirs. On this hint the author composed his elegy and epitaph.—R.B., 1787.

     Has aul d Ki l mar nock seen t he dei l ?
     Or  gr eat  Macki nl ay^1 t hr awn hi s heel ?
     Or  Rober t son^2 agai n gr own weel ,
     To pr each an'  r ead?
     " Na'  waur  t han a' ! "  cr i es i l ka chi el ,
     " Tam Samson' s dead! "

     [ Foot not e 1:  A cer t ai n pr eacher ,  a gr eat  f avour i t e wi t h t he
     mi l l i on.  Vi de " The Or di nat i on. "  st anza i i . —R.  B. ]

     [ Foot not e 2:  Anot her  pr eacher ,  an equal  f avour i t e wi t h t he f ew,
     who was at  t hat  t i me ai l i ng.  For  hi m see al so " The Or di nat i on, "
     s t anza i x. —R. B. ]

     Ki l mar nock l ang may gr unt  an'  gr ane,
     An'  s i gh,  an'  sab,  an'  gr eet  her  l ane,
     An'  c l eed her  bai r ns,  man,  wi f e,  an'  wean,
     I n mour ni ng weed;
     To Deat h she' s dear l y pay' d t he kane—

Tam Samson' s dead!

     The Br et hr en,  o'  t he myst i c l evel
     May hi ng t hei r  head i n woef u'  bevel ,
     Whi l e by t hei r  nose t he t ear s wi l l  r evel ,
     Li ke ony bead;
     Deat h' s gi en t he Lodge an unco devel ;
     Tam Samson' s dead!

     When Wi nt er  muf f l es up hi s c l oak,
     And bi nds t he mi r e l i ke a r ock;
     When t o t he l oughs t he cur l er s f l ock,
     Wi '  gl eesome speed,
     Wha wi l l  t hey st at i on at  t he cock?
     Tam Samson' s dead!
     When Wi nt er  muf f l es up hi s c l oak,
     He was t he k i ng o'  a'  t he cor e,



     To guar d,  or  dr aw,  or  wi ck a bor e,
     Or  up t he r i nk l i ke Jehu r oar ,
     I n t i me o'  need;
     But  now he l ags on Deat h' s hog- scor e—

Tam Samson' s dead!

     Now saf e t he st at el y sawmont  sai l ,
     And t r out s bedr opp' d wi '  cr i mson hai l ,
     And eel s,  weel - ken' d f or  soupl e t ai l ,
     And geds f or  gr eed,
     Si nce,  dar k i n Deat h' s f i sh- cr eel ,  we wai l
     Tam Samson' s dead!

     Rej oi ce,  ye bi r r i ng pai t r i cks a' ;
     Ye coot i e mui r cocks,  cr ousel y cr aw;
     Ye mauki ns,  cock your  f ud f u'  br aw
     Wi t hout en dr ead;
     Your  mor t al  f ae i s  now awa;
     Tam Samson' s dead!

     That  woef u'  mor n be ever  mour n' d,
     Saw hi m i n shoot i ng gr ai t h ador n' d,
     Whi l e poi nt er s r ound i mpat i ent  bur n' d,
     Fr ae coupl es f r ee' d;
     But  och!  he gaed and ne' er  r et ur n' d!
     Tam Samson' s dead!

     I n vai n aul d age hi s body bat t er s,
     I n vai n t he gout  hi s ancl es f et t er s,
     I n vai n t he bur ns cam down l i ke wat er s,
     An acr e br ai d!
     Now ev' r y aul d wi f e,  gr eet i n,  c l at t er s
     " Tam Samson' s dead! "

     Owr e mony a wear y hag he l i mpi t ,
     An'  aye t he t i t her  shot  he t humpi t ,
     Ti l l  cowar d Deat h behi nd hi m j umpi t ,
     Wi '  deadl y f ei d;
     Now he pr ocl ai ms wi '  t out  o'  t r umpet ,
     " Tam Samson' s dead! "

     When at  hi s hear t  he f el t  t he dagger ,
     He r eel ' d hi s wont ed bot t l e- swagger ,
     But  yet  he dr ew t he mor t al  t r i gger ,
     Wi '  weel - ai med heed;
     " Lor d,  f i ve! "  he cr y ' d,  an'  owr e di d st agger —

Tam Samson' s dead!

     I l k  hoar y hunt er  mour n' d a br i t her ;
     I l k  spor t sman yout h bemoan' d a f at her ;
     Yon aul d gr ay st ane,  amang t he heat her ,
     Mar ks out  hi s head;
     Whar e Bur ns has wr ot e,  i n r hymi ng bl et her ,
     " Tam Samson' s dead! "

     Ther e,  l ow he l i es,  i n l ast i ng r est ;
     Per haps upon hi s moul d' r i ng br east
     Some spi t ef u'  mui r f owl  bi gs her  nest
     To hat ch an'  br eed:
     Al as!  nae mai r  he' l l  t hem mol est !
     Tam Samson' s dead!

     When August  wi nds t he heat her  wave,
     And spor t smen wander  by yon gr ave,



     Thr ee vol l eys l et  hi s memor y cr ave,
     O'  pout her  an'  l ead,
     Ti l l  Echo answer  f r ae her  cave,
     " Tam Samson' s dead! "

     Heav' n r est  hi s saul  whar e' er  he be!
     I s  t h'  wi sh o'  mony mae t han me:
     He had t wa f aut s,  or  maybe t hr ee,
     Yet  what  r emead?
     Ae soci al ,  honest  man want  we:
     Tam Samson' s dead!

The Epitaph
     Tam Samson' s weel - wor n c l ay her e l i es
     Ye cant i ng zeal ot s,  spar e hi m!
     I f  honest  wor t h i n Heaven r i se,
     Ye' l l  mend or  ye wi n near  hi m.

Per Contra
     Go,  Fame,  an'  cant er  l i ke a f i l l y
     Thr o'  a'  t he st r eet s an'  neuks o'  Ki l l i e; ^3
     Tel l  ev ' r y soci al  honest  bi l l i e
     To cease hi s gr i evi n' ;
     For ,  yet  unskai t hed by Deat h' s gl eg gul l i e.
     Tam Samson' s l eevi n' !

Epistle To Major Logan
     Hai l ,  t hai r m- i nspi r i n' ,  r at t l i n'  Wi l l i e!
     Tho'  f or t une' s r oad be r ough an'  hi l l y
     To ever y f i ddl i ng,  r hymi ng bi l l i e,
     We never  heed,
     But  t ake i t  l i ke t he unback' d f i l l y ,
     Pr oud o'  her  speed.

     [ Foot not e 3:  Ki l mar nock. —R.  B. ]

     When,  i dl y goavi n' ,  whi l es we saunt er ,
     Yi r r !  f ancy bar ks,  awa we cant er ,
     Up hi l l ,  down br ae,  t i l l  some mi schant er ,
     Some bl ack bog- hol e,



     Ar r est s us;  t hen t he scat he an'  bant er
     We' r e f or ced t o t hol e.

     Hal e be your  hear t !  hal e be your  f i ddl e!
     Lang may your  el buck j i nk and di ddl e,
     To cheer  you t hr ough t he wear y wi ddl e
     O'  t hi s wi l d war l ' .
     Unt i l  you on a cr ummock dr i ddl e,
     A gr ey hai r ' d car l .

     Come weal t h,  come poor t i t h,  l at e or  soon,
     Heaven send your  hear t - st r i ngs aye i n t une,
     And scr ew your  t emper - pi ns aboon
     A f i f t h or  mai r
     The mel anchol i ous,  l azy cr oon
     O'  cankr i e car e.

     May st i l l  your  l i f e f r om day t o day,
     Nae " l ent e l ar go"  i n t he pl ay,
     But  " al l egr et t o f or t e"  gay,
     Har moni ous f l ow,
     A sweepi ng,  k i ndl i ng,  baul d st r at hspey—

Encor e!  Br avo!

     A bl essi ng on t he cheer y gang
     Wha dear l y l i ke a j i g or  sang,
     An'  never  t hi nk o'  r i ght  an'  wr ang
     By squar e an'  r ul e,
     But ,  as t he c l egs o'  f eel i ng st ang,
     Ar e wi se or  f ool .

     My hand- wal ed cur se keep har d i n chase
     The har py,  hoodock,  pur se- pr oud r ace,
     Wha count  on poor t i t h as di sgr ace;
     Thei r  t unel ess hear t s,
     May f i r esi de di scor ds j ar  a base
     To a'  t hei r  par t s.

     But  come,  your  hand,  my car el ess br i t her ,
     I '  t h'  i t her  war l ' ,  i f  t her e' s ani t her ,
     An'  t hat  t her e i s ,  I ' ve l i t t l e swi t her
     About  t he mat t er ;
     We,  cheek f or  chow,  shal l  j og t hegi t her ,
     I ' se ne' er  bi d bet t er .

     We' ve f aul t s and f ai l i ngs—gr ant ed c l ear l y,
     We' r e f r ai l  backsl i di ng mor t al s mer el y,
     Eve' s boni e squad,  pr i est s wyt e t hem sheer l y
     For  our  gr and f a' ;
     But  st i l l ,  but  st i l l ,  I  l i ke t hem dear l y —

God bl ess t hem a' !

     Ochone f or  poor  Cast al i an dr i nker s,
     When t hey f a'  f oul  o'  ear t hl y j i nker s!
     The wi t chi ng,  cur s ' d,  del i c i ous bl i nker s
     Hae put  me hyt e,
     And gar t  me weet  my waukr i f e wi nker s,
     Wi '  gi r ni n' spi t e.

     By by yon moon! —and t hat ' s  hi gh swear i n—
An'  ever y st ar  wi t hi n my hear i n!

     An'  by her  een wha was a dear  ane!
     I ' l l  ne' er  f or get ;
     I  hope t o gi e t he j ads a c l ear i n



     I n f ai r  pl ay yet .

     My l oss I  mour n,  but  not  r epent  i t ;
     I ' l l  seek my pur si e whar e I  t i nt  i t ;
     Ance t o t he I ndi es I  wer e wont ed,
     Some cant r ai p hour
     By some sweet  el f  I ' l l  yet  be di nt ed;
     Then v i ve l ' amour !

     Fai t es mes bai ssemai ns r espect ueuses,
     To sent i ment al  s i st er  Susi e,
     And honest  Lucky;  no t o r oose you,
     Ye may be pr oud,
     That  s i c a coupl e Fat e al l ows ye,
     To gr ace your  bl ood.

     Nae mai r  at  pr esent  can I  measur e,
     An'  t r owt h my r hymi n war e' s nae t r easur e;
     But  when i n Ayr ,  some hal f - hour ' s l ei sur e,
     Be' t  l i ght ,  be' t  dar k,
     Si r  Bar d wi l l  do hi msel f  t he pl easur e
     To cal l  at  Par k.

     Rober t  Bur ns.
     Mossgi el ,  30t h Oct ober ,  1786.

Fragment On Sensibility
     Rust i c i t y ' s  ungai nl y f or m
     May c l oud t he hi ghest  mi nd;
     But  when t he hear t  i s  nobl y war m,
     The good excuse wi l l  f i nd.

     Pr opr i et y ' s col d,  caut i ous r ul es
     War m f er vour  may o' er l ook:
     But  spar e poor  sensi bi l i t y
     Th'  ungent l e,  har sh r ebuke.

A Winter Night
     Poor  naked wr et ches,  wher esoe' er  you ar e,
     That  bi de t he pel t i ng of  t hi s pi t i l ess st or m!
     How shal l  your  housel ess heads,  and unf ed s i des,
     Your  l oop' d and wi ndow' d r aggedness,  def end you
     Fr om seasons such as t hese?—Shakespear e.

     When bi t i ng Bor eas,  f el l  and dour ,
     Shar p shi ver s t hr o'  t he l eaf l ess bow' r ;
     When Phoebus gi es a shor t - l i v ' d gl ow' r ,
     Far  sout h t he l i f t ,



     Di m- dar k ' ni ng t hr o'  t he f l aky show' r ,
     Or  whi r l i ng dr i f t :

     Ae ni ght  t he st or m t he st eepl es r ocked,
     Poor  Labour  sweet  i n s l eep was l ocked,
     Whi l e bur ns,  wi '  snawy wr eat hs up- choked,
     Wi l d- eddyi ng swi r l ;
     Or ,  t hr o'  t he mi ni ng out l et  bocked,
     Down headl ong hur l :

     Li st ' ni ng t he door s an'  wi nnocks r at t l e,
     I  t hought  me on t he our i e cat t l e,
     Or  s i l l y  sheep,  wha bi de t hi s br at t l e
     O'  wi nt er  war ,
     And t hr o'  t he dr i f t ,  deep- l ai r i ng,  spr at t l e
     Beneat h a scar .

     I l k  happi ng bi r d, —wee,  hel pl ess t hi ng!
     That ,  i n t he mer r y mont hs o'  spr i ng,
     Del i ght ed me t o hear  t hee s i ng,
     What  comes o'  t hee?
     Whar e wi l t  t hou cow' r  t hy chi t t er i ng wi ng,
     An'  c l ose t hy e' e?

     Ev ' n you,  on mur der i ng er r ands t oi l ' d,
     Lone f r om your  savage homes exi l ' d,
     The bl ood- st ai n' d r oost ,  and sheep- cot e spoi l ' d
     My hear t  f or get s,
     Whi l e pi t y l ess t he t empest  wi l d
     Sor e on you beat s!

     Now Phoebe i n her  mi dni ght  r ei gn,
     Dar k- muf f ' d,  v i ew' d t he dr ear y pl ai n;
     St i l l  cr owdi ng t hought s,  a pensi ve t r ai n,
     Rose i n my soul ,
     When on my ear  t hi s pl ant i ve st r ai n,
     Sl ow,  sol emn,  st ol e: —

" Bl ow,  bl ow,  ye wi nds,  wi t h heavi er  gust !
     And f r eeze,  t hou bi t t er - bi t i ng f r ost !
     Descend,  ye chi l l y ,  smot her i ng snows!
     Not  al l  your  r age,  as now uni t ed,  shows
     Mor e har d unki ndness unr el ent i ng,
     Vengef ul  mal i ce unr epent i ng.
     Than heaven- i l l umi n' d Man on br ot her  Man best ows!

     " See st er n Oppr essi on' s i r on gr i p,
     Or  mad Ambi t i on' s gor y hand,
     Sendi ng,  l i ke bl ood- hounds f r om t he s l i p,
     Woe,  Want ,  and Mur der  o' er  a l and!
     Ev ' n i n t he peacef ul  r ur al  val e,
     Tr ut h,  weepi ng,  t el l s  t he mour nf ul  t al e,
     How pamper ' d Luxur y,  Fl at t ' r y  by her  s i de,
     The par asi t e empoi soni ng her  ear ,
     Wi t h al l  t he ser v i l e wr et ches i n t he r ear ,
     Looks o' er  pr oud Pr oper t y,  ext ended wi de;
     And eyes t he s i mpl e,  r ust i c  hi nd,
     Whose t oi l  uphol ds t he gl i t t ' r i ng show—

A cr eat ur e of  anot her  k i nd,
     Some coar ser  subst ance,  unr ef i n' d—

Pl ac' d f or  her  l or dl y use t hus f ar ,  t hus v i l e,  bel ow!

     " Wher e,  wher e i s  Love' s f ond,  t ender  t hr oe,
     Wi t h l or dl y Honour ' s l of t y br ow,



     The pow' r s you pr oudl y own?
     I s  t her e,  beneat h Love' s nobl e name,
     Can har bour ,  dar k,  t he sel f i sh ai m,
     To bl ess hi msel f  al one?
     Mar k mai den- i nnocence a pr ey
     To l ove- pr et endi ng snar es:
     Thi s boast ed Honour  t ur ns away,
     Shunni ng sof t  Pi t y ' s  r i s i ng sway,
     Regar dl ess of  t he t ear s and unavai l i ng pr ay ' r s!
     Per haps t hi s hour ,  i n Mi ser y ' s squal i d nest ,
     She st r ai ns your  i nf ant  t o her  j oyl ess br east ,
     And wi t h a mot her ' s f ear s shr i nks at  t he r ocki ng bl ast !

     " Oh ye!  who,  sunk i n beds of  down,
     Feel  not  a want  but  what  your sel ves cr eat e,
     Thi nk,  f or  a moment ,  on hi s wr et ched f at e,
     Whom f r i ends and f or t une qui t e di sown!
     I l l - sat i s f y ' d keen nat ur e' s c l amor ous cal l ,
     St r et ch' d on hi s st r aw,  he l ays hi msel f  t o s l eep;
     Whi l e t hr ough t he r agged r oof  and chi nky wal l ,
     Chi l l ,  o' er  hi s s l umber s,  pi l es t he dr i f t y  heap!
     Thi nk on t he dungeon' s gr i m conf i ne,
     Wher e Gui l t  and poor  Mi sf or t une pi ne!
     Gui l t ,  er r i ng man,  r el ent i ng v i ew,
     But  shal l  t hy l egal  r age pur sue
     The wr et ch,  al r eady cr ushed l ow
     By cr uel  For t une' s undeser ved bl ow?
     Af f l i c t i on' s sons ar e br ot her s i n di st r ess;
     A br ot her  t o r el i eve,  how exqui s i t e t he bl i ss! "

     I  hear d nae mai r ,  f or  Chant i c l eer
     Shook of f  t he pout her y snaw,
     And hai l ' d t he mor ni ng wi t h a cheer ,
     A cot t age- r ousi ng cr aw.
     But  deep t hi s t r ut h i mpr ess' d my mi nd—

Thr o'  al l  Hi s wor ks abr oad,
     The hear t  benevol ent  and k i nd
     The most  r esembl es God.

Song—Yon Wild Mossy Mountains
     Yon wi l d mossy mount ai ns sae l of t y and wi de,
     That  nur se i n t hei r  bosom t he yout h o'  t he Cl yde,
     Wher e t he gr ouse l ead t hei r  coveys t hr o'  t he heat her  t o f eed,
     And t he shepher d t ends hi s f l ock as he pi pes on hi s r eed.

     Not  Gowr i e' s r i ch val l ey,  nor  For t h' s sunny shor es,
     To me hae t he char ms o' yon wi l d,  mossy moor s;
     For  t her e,  by a l anel y,  sequest er ed st r eam,
     Besi des a sweet  l assi e,  my t hought  and my dr eam.

     Amang t hae wi l d mount ai ns shal l  s t i l l  be my pat h,
     I l k  st r eam f oami ng down i t s  ai n gr een,  nar r ow st r at h;
     For  t her e,  wi '  my l assi e,  t he day l ang I  r ove,
     Whi l e o' er  us unheeded f l i e t he swi f t  hour s o' l ove.

     She i s not  t he f ai r est ,  al t ho'  she i s f ai r ;



     O'  ni ce educat i on but  sma'  i s  her  shar e;
     Her  par ent age humbl e as humbl e can be;
     But  I  l o' e t he dear  l assi e because she l o' es me.

     To Beaut y what  man but  maun yi el d hi m a pr i ze,
     I n her  ar mour  of  gl ances,  and bl ushes,  and s i ghs?
     And when wi t  and r ef i nement  hae pol i sh' d her  dar t s,
     They dazzl e our  een,  as t hey f l i e t o our  hear t s.

     But  k i ndness,  sweet  k i ndness,  i n t he f ond- spar kl i ng e' e,
     Has l ust r e out shi ni ng t he di amond t o me;
     And t he hear t  beat i ng l ove as I ' m c l asp' d i n her  ar ms,
     O,  t hese ar e my l assi e' s al l - conquer i ng char ms!

Address To Edinburgh
     Edi na!  Scot i a' s dar l i ng seat !
     Al l  hai l  t hy pal aces and t ow' r s,
     Wher e once,  beneat h a Monar ch' s f eet ,
     Sat  Legi s l at i on' s sov' r ei gn pow' r s:
     Fr om mar ki ng wi l dl y scat t ' r ed f l ow' r s,
     As on t he banks of  Ayr  I  s t r ay ' d,
     And s i ngi ng,  l one,  t he l i nger i ng hour s,
     I  shel t er  i n t hey honour ' d shade.

     Her e Weal t h st i l l  swel l s  t he gol den t i de,
     As busy Tr ade hi s l abour s pl i es;
     Ther e Ar chi t ect ur e' s nobl e pr i de
     Bi ds el egance and spl endour  r i se:
     Her e Just i ce,  f r om her  nat i ve ski es,
     Hi gh wi el ds her  bal ance and her  r od;
     Ther e Lear ni ng,  wi t h hi s eagl e eyes,
     Seeks Sci ence i n her  coy abode.

     Thy sons,  Edi na,  soci al ,  k i nd,
     Wi t h open ar ms t he st r anger  hai l ;
     Thei r  v i ews enl ar g' d,  t hei r  l i ber al  mi nd,
     Above t he nar r ow,  r ur al  val e:
     At t ent i ve st i l l  t o Sor r ow' s wai l ,
     Or  modest  Mer i t ' s  s i l ent  c l ai m;
     And never  may t hei r  sour ces f ai l !
     And never  Envy bl ot  t hei r  name!

     Thy daught er s br i ght  t hy wal ks ador n,
     Gay as t he gi l ded summer  sky,
     Sweet  as t he dewy,  mi l k - whi t e t hor n,
     Dear  as t he r apt ur ' d t hr i l l  of  j oy!
     Fai r  Bur net  st r i kes t h'  ador i ng eye,
     Heaven' s beaut i es on my f ancy shi ne;
     I  see t he Si r e of  Love on hi gh,
     And own Hi s wor k i ndeed di v i ne!

     Ther e,  wat chi ng hi gh t he l east  al ar ms,
     Thy r ough,  r ude f or t r ess gl eams af ar ;
     Li ke some bol d vet er an,  gr ey i n ar ms,
     And mar k ' d wi t h many a seamy scar :
     The pond' r ous wal l  and massy bar ,



     Gr i m—r i s i ng o' er  t he r ugged r ock,
     Have of t  wi t hst ood assai l i ng war ,
     And of t  r epel l ' d t h'  i nvader ' s shock.

     Wi t h awe- st r uck t hought ,  and pi t y i ng t ear s,
     I  v i ew t hat  nobl e,  st at el y Dome,
     Wher e Scot i a' s k i ngs of  ot her  year s,
     Fam' d her oes!  had t hei r  r oyal  home:
     Al as,  how chang' d t he t i mes t o come!
     Thei r  r oyal  name l ow i n t he dust !
     Thei r  hapl ess r ace wi l d- wand' r i ng r oam!
     Tho'  r i gi d Law cr i es out  ' t was j ust !

     Wi l d beat s my hear t  t o t r ace your  st eps,
     Whose ancest or s,  i n days of  yor e,
     Thr o'  host i l e r anks and r ui n' d gaps
     Ol d Scot i a' s bl oody l i on bor e:
     Ev ' n I  who s i ng i n r ust i c  l or e,
     Hapl y my s i r es have l ef t  t hei r  shed,
     And f ac ' d gr i m Danger ' s l oudest  r oar ,
     Bol d- f ol l owi ng wher e your  f at her s l ed!

     Edi na!  Scot i a' s dar l i ng seat !
     Al l  hai l  t hy pal aces and t ow' r s;
     Wher e once,  beneat h a Monar ch' s f eet ,
     Sat  Legi s l at i on' s sover ei gn pow' r s:
     Fr om mar ki ng wi l dl y - scat t ' r ed f l ow' r s,
     As on t he banks of  Ayr  I  s t r ay ' d,
     And s i ngi ng,  l one,  t he l i ng' r i ng hour s,
     I  shel t er  i n t hy honour ' d shade.

Address To A Haggis
     Fai r  f a'  your  honest ,  sonsi e f ace,
     Gr eat  chi ef t ai n o'  t he puddi ng- r ace!
     Aboon t hem a'  yet  t ak your  pl ace,
     Pai nch,  t r i pe,  or  t hai r m:
     Weel  ar e ye wor dy o' a gr ace
     As l ang' s my ar m.

     The gr oani ng t r encher  t her e ye f i l l ,
     Your  hur di es l i ke a di st ant  hi l l ,
     Your  pi n was hel p t o mend a mi l l
     I n t i me o' need,
     Whi l e t hr o'  your  por es t he dews di st i l
     Li ke amber  bead.

     Hi s kni f e see r ust i c  Labour  di ght ,
     An'  cut  you up wi '  r eady s l ei ght ,
     Tr enchi ng your  gushi ng ent r ai l s  br i ght ,
     Li ke ony di t ch;
     And t hen,  O what  a gl or i ous s i ght ,
     War m- r eeki n' ,  r i ch!

     Then,  hor n f or  hor n,  t hey st r et ch an'  st r i ve:
     Dei l  t ak t he hi ndmost !  on t hey dr i ve,
     Ti l l  a'  t hei r  weel - swal l ' d kyt es bel yve



     Ar e bent  l i ke dr ums;
     Then aul d Gui dman,  mai st  l i ke t o r i ve,
     Bet hanki t !  hums.

     I s  t her e t hat  owr e hi s Fr ench r agout
     Or  ol i o t hat  wad st aw a sow,
     Or  f r i cassee wad make her  spew
     Wi '  per f ect  sconner ,
     Looks down wi '  sneer i ng,  scor nf u'  v i ew
     On s i c a di nner ?

     Poor  devi l !  see hi m owr e hi s t r ash,
     As f eckl es as wi t her ' d r ash,
     Hi s spi ndl e shank,  a gui d whi p- l ash;
     Hi s ni eve a ni t ;
     Thr o'  bl ody f l ood or  f i el d t o dash,
     O how unf i t !

     But  mar k t he Rust i c,  haggi s - f ed,
     The t r embl i ng ear t h r esounds hi s t r ead.
     Cl ap i n hi s wal i e ni eve a bl ade,
     He' l l  mak i t  whi ssl e;
     An'  l egs an'  ar ms,  an'  hands wi l l  sned,
     Li ke t aps o'  t r i ss l e.

     Ye Pow' r s,  wha mak manki nd your  car e,
     And di sh t hem out  t hei r  bi l l  o'  f ar e,
     Aul d Scot l and want s nae ski nki ng war e
     That  j aups i n l uggi es;
     But ,  i f  ye wi sh her  gr at ef u'  pr ayer
     Gi e her  a haggi s!

1787

To Miss Logan, With Beattie's Poems, For A New-Year's
Gift, Jan. 1, 1787.
     Agai n t he s i l ent  wheel s of  t i me
     Thei r  annual  r ound have dr i ven,
     And you,  t ho'  scar ce i n mai den pr i me,
     Ar e so much near er  Heaven.

     No gi f t s  have I  f r om I ndi an coast s
     The i nf ant  year  t o hai l ;
     I  send you mor e t han I ndi a boast s,
     I n Edwi n' s s i mpl e t al e.

     Our  sex wi t h gui l e,  and f ai t hl ess l ove,
     I s  char g' d,  per haps t oo t r ue;
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Sylvander To Clarinda^1
Extempore Reply to Verses addressed to the Author by a Lady, under the signature of
"Clarinda" and entitled, On Burns saying he 'had nothing else to do.'
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= = = = = t~±= ±² £°¬ª ·= ±² § ª ª = ² ­= e­¬­³°= ² °³£W
= = = = = q­= ®°­´£= `ª ~°§ ¬¢~D ±= ¤ ­¬¢£±² = ¤ °§ £¬¢I
= = = = = t~±= µ¦~² = ~= ª ­´£°= ±³°£= «§ ¥¦² = ¢­K

= = = = = x c­­² ¬­² £= NW = ^= ¥°~±±Jµ§ ¢­µI = j°±K = jD i£¦­±£K z

= = = = = q¦£= j³±£= ¦§ ±= °£~¢·= ¯³§ ª ª = £«®ª ­·£¢I
= = = = = k­= ¬£~°£°=  ª § ±±= ¦£= ¡­³ª ¢= ®³°±³£X
= = = = = q¦~² =  ª § ±±= `ª ~°§ ¬¢~= ¡­ª ¢= ¢£¬·D ¢

?p£¬¢= µ­°¢=  ·= `¦~°ª £±= ¦­µ= ·­³= ¢­> ?

= = = = = q¦£= ¡¦§ ª ª =  £¦£±² = ¢§ ±~°«D ¢= ¦§ ±= «³±£I
= = = = = q§ ª ª = ®~±±§ ­¬= ~ª ª = § «®~² § £¬² = ¥°£µW
= = = = = e£= µ°­² £I = ~¬¢= ¦§ ¬² £¢= ¤ ­°= £¶¡³±£I
= = = = = D qµ~±I = D ¡~³±£= ?¦£D ¢= ¬­² ¦§ ¬¥= £ª ±£= ² ­= ¢­K ?

= = = = = _³² =  ·= ² ¦­±£= ¦­®£±= f = ¦~´£= ~ ­´£>
= = = = = ^¬¢=  ·= ² ¦­±£= ¤ ~³ª ² ±= f = ¢£~°ª ·= °³£>
= = = = = q¦£= ¢££¢I = ² ¦£=  ­ª ¢£±² = «~°©= ­¤ = ª ­´£I
= = = = = c­°= ² ¦££= ² ¦~² = ¢££¢= f = ¢~°£= ³­= ¢­>

= = = = = l= ¡­³ª ¢= ² ¦£= c~² £±=  ³² = ¬~«£= ² ¦£= ®°§ ¡£
= = = = = t­³ª ¢=  ª £±±= «£= µ§ ² ¦= ·­³°= ¡¦~°«±= ~¬¢= ·­³>
= = = = = t§ ² ¦= ¤ °~¬² § ¡= ¨ ­·= f D ¢= ®~·= § ² = ² ¦°§ ¡£I
= = = = = f ¤ = ¦³«~¬= ~°² = ~¬¢= ®­µ£°= ¡­³ª ¢= ¢­>

= = = = = q¦£¬= ² ~©£I = `ª ~°§ ¬¢~I = ¤ °§ £¬¢±¦§ ®D ±= ¦~¬¢I
= = = = = Ec°§ £¬¢±¦§ ®I = ~² = ª £~±² I = f = «~·= ~´­µX F



= = = = = ^¬¢= ª ~·= ¬­= «­°£= ·­³°= ¡¦§ ª ª = ¡­««~¬¢I
f D ª ª = µ°§ ² £= µ¦~² £´£°= f D ´£= ² ­= ¢­K

1788

Love In The Guise Of Friendship
= = = = = v­³°= ¤ °§ £¬¢±¦§ ®= «³¡¦= ¡~¬= «~©£= «£=  ª £±² I
= = = = = l= µ¦·= ² ¦~² =  ª § ±±= ¢£±² °­·>
= = = = = t¦·= ³°¥£= ² ¦£= ­¬ª ·I = ­¬£= °£¯³£±²
= = = = = v­³= ©¬­µ= f = µ§ ª ª = ¢£¬·>

= = = = = v­³°= ² ¦­³¥¦² I = § ¤ = i­´£= «³±² = ¦~° ­³°= ² ¦£°£I
= = = = = `­¬¡£~ª = § ² = § ¬= ² ¦~² = ² ¦­³¥¦² X
= = = = = k­°= ¡~³±£= «£= ¤ °­«= «·=  ­±­«= ² £~°
= = = = = q¦£= ´£°·= ¤ °§ £¬¢= f = ±­³¥¦² K

Go On, Sweet Bird, And Sooth My Care
= = = = = c­°= ² ¦££= § ±= ª ~³¥¦§ ¬¥= k~² ³°£= ¥~·I
= = = = = c­°= ² ¦££= ±¦£= ®­³°±= ² ¦£= ´£°¬~ª = ¢~·X
= = = = = c­°= «£= § ¬= ´~§ ¬= § ±= k~² ³°£= ¢°£±² I
= = = = = t¦§ ª £= g­·D ±= ~= ±² °~¬¥£°= ² ­= «·=  °£~±² K

Clarinda, Mistress Of My Soul
= = = = = `ª ~°§ ¬¢~I = «§ ±² °£±= ­¤ = «·= ±­³ª I
= = = = = q¦£= «£~±³°D ¢= ² § «£= § ±= °³¬>
= = = = = q¦£= µ°£² ¡¦=  £¬£~² ¦= ² ¦£= ¢°£~°·= ®­ª £
= = = = = p­= «~°©±= ¦§ ±= ª ~² £±² = ±³¬K

= = = = = q­= µ¦~² = ¢~°©= ¡~´£= ­¤ = ¤ °­¸£¬= ¬§ ¥¦²
= = = = = p¦~ª ª = ®­­°= p·ª ´~¬¢£°= ¦§ £X
= = = = = a£®°§ ´D ¢= ­¤ = ² ¦££I = ¦§ ±= ª § ¤ £= ~¬¢= ª § ¥¦² I
= = = = = q¦£= ±³¬= ­¤ = ~ª ª = ¦§ ±= ¨ ­·\



= = = = = t£= ®~°² ³² =  ·= ² ¦£±£= ®°£¡§ ­³±= ¢°­®±I
= = = = = q¦~² = ¤ § ª ª = ² ¦·= ª ­´£ª ·= £·£±I
= = = = = k­= ­² ¦£°= ª § ¥¦² = ±¦~ª ª = ¥³§ ¢£= «·= ±² £®±I
= = = = = q§ ª ª = ² ¦·=  °§ ¥¦² =  £~«±= ~°§ ±£>

= = = = = p¦£I = ² ¦£= ¤ ~§ °= ±³¬= ­¤ = ~ª ª = ¦£°= ±£¶I
= = = = = e~±=  ª £±² = «·= ¥ª ­°§ ­³±= ¢~·X
= = = = = ^¬¢= ±¦~ª ª = ~= ¥ª § ««£°§ ¬¥= ®ª ~¬£² = ¤ § ¶
= = = = = j·= µ­°±¦§ ®= ² ­= § ² ±= °~·\

I'm O'er Young To Marry Yet
= = = = = `¦­°³±Kf D «= ­D £°= ·­³¬¥I = f D «= ­D £°= ·­³¬¥I
= = = = = f D «= ­D £°= ·­³¬¥= ² ­= «~°°·= ·£² X
= = = = = f D «= ­D £°= ·­³¬¥I = D ² µ~¢=  £= ~= ±§ ¬
= = = = = q­= ² ~©= «£= ¤ °~£= «·= «~««·= ·£² K

= = = = = f = ~«= «·= «~««¬·D ±= ~£=  ~§ °¬I
= = = = = t§ D = ³¬¡­= ¤ ­ª ©= f = µ£~°·I = ±§ °X
= = = = = ^¬¢= ª ·§ ¬¥= § ¬= ~= «~¬D ±=  £¢I
= = = = = f D «= ¤ ª £·D ¢= § ² = «~©= «£= ££°§ £I = ±§ °K
= = = = = f D «= ­D £°= ·­³¬¥I = C¡K

= = = = = j·= «~««§ £= ¡­¤ ² = «£= ~= ¬£µ= ¥­µ¬I
= = = = = q¦£= ©§ °©= «~³¬= ¦~£= ² ¦£= ¥°~¡§ ¬¥= ­D ² X
= = = = = t£°£= f = ² ­= ª § £= µ§ D = ·­³I = ©§ ¬¢= p§ °I
= = = = = f D «= ¤ £~°£¢= ·£D ¢= ±®­§ ª = ² ¦£= ª ~¡§ ¬¥= ­D ² K
= = = = = f D «= ­D £°= ·­³¬¥I = C¡K

= = = = = e~ª ª ­µ«~±±= § ±= ¡­«£= ~¬¢= ¥~¬£I
= = = = = q¦£= ¬§ ¥¦² ±= ~°£= ª ~¬¥= § ¬= µ§ ¬² £°I = ±§ °I
= = = = = ^¬¢= ·­³= ~¬D = f = § ¬= ~£=  £¢I
= = = = = f ¬= ² °­µ² ¦I = f = ¢~°£= ¬~= ´£¬² ³°£I = ±§ °K
= = = = = f D «= ­D £°= ·­³¬¥I = C¡K

= = = = = c³D = ª ­³¢= ~¬D = ±¦§ ª ª = ² ¦£= ¤ °­±² ·= µ§ ¬¢
= = = = = _ª ~µ±= ² ¦°­D = ² ¦£= ª £~¤ ª £±±= ² § ««£°I = ±§ °X
= = = = = _³² = § ¤ = ·£= ¡­«£= ² ¦§ ±= ¥~² £= ~¥~§ ¬X
= = = = = f D ª ª = ~³ª ¢£°=  £= ¥§ ¬= ±§ ««£°I = ±§ °K
= = = = = f D «= ­D £°= ·­³¬¥I = C¡K

To The Weavers Gin Ye Go
= = = = = j·= ¦£~°² = µ~±= ~¬¡£= ~±=  ª § ² ¦£= ~¬¢= ¤ °££
= = = = = ^±= ±§ ««£°= ¢~·±= µ£°£= ª ~¬¥X
= = = = = _³² = ~=  ­¬§ £I = µ£±² ª § ¬= µ£~´£°= ª ~¢
= = = = = e~±= ¥~°² = «£= ¡¦~¬¥£= «·= ±~¬¥K

= = = = = `¦­°³±Kq­= ² ¦£= µ£~´£°D ±= ¥§ ¬= ·£= ¥­I = ¤ ~§ °= «~§ ¢±I
= = = = = q­= ² ¦£= µ£~´£°D ±= ¥§ ¬= ·£= ¥­X



= = = = = f = °£¢£= ·­³= °§ ¥¦² I = ¥~¬¥= ¬£D £°= ~² = ¬§ ¥¦² I
= = = = = q­= ² ¦£= µ£~´£°D ±= ¥§ ¬= ·£= ¥­K

= = = = = j·= «§ ² ¦£°= ±£¬² = «£= ² ­= ² ¦£= ² ­µ¬I
= = = = = q­= µ~°®= ~= ®ª ~§ ¢£¬= µ~ X
= = = = = _³² = ² ¦£= µ£~°·I = µ£~°·= µ~°®§ ¬= ­D ²
= = = = = e~±= ¥~°² = «£= ±§ ¥¦= ~¬¢= ±~ K
= = = = = q­= ² ¦£= µ£~´£°D ±I = C¡K

= = = = = ^=  ­¬§ £I = µ£±² ª § ¬= µ£~´£°= ª ~¢
= = = = = p~² = µ­°©§ ¬¥= ~² = ¦§ ±= ª ­­«X
= = = = = e£= ² ­­©= «·= ¦£~°² = ~±= µ§ D = ~= ¬£² I
= = = = = f ¬= £´£°·= ©¬­² = ~¬¢= ² ¦°³«K
= = = = = q­= ² ¦£= µ£~´£°D ±I = C¡K

= = = = = f = ±~² =  £±§ ¢£= «·= µ~°®§ ¬Jµ¦££ª I
= = = = = ^¬¢= ~·£= f = ¡~D ¢= § ² = °­³¬D X
= = = = = _³² = £´£°·= ±¦­² = ~¬¢= £´£·= ©¬­¡©I
= = = = = j·= ¦£~°² = § ² = ¥~£= ~= ±² ­³¬K
= = = = = q­= ² ¦£= µ£~´£°D ±I = C¡K

= = = = = q¦£= «­­¬= µ~±= ±§ ¬©§ ¬¥= § ¬= ² ¦£= µ£±² I
= = = = = t§ D = ´§ ±~¥£= ®~ª £= ~¬¢= µ~¬I
= = = = = ^±= «·=  ­¬§ £I = µ£±² ª § ¬= µ£~´£°= ª ~¢
= = = = = `­¬´­·D ¢= «£= ² ¦°­D = ² ¦£= ¥ª £¬K
= = = = = q­= ² ¦£= µ£~´£°D ±I = C¡K

= = = = = _³² = µ¦~² = µ~±= ±~§ ¢I = ­°= µ¦~² = µ~±= ¢­¬£I
= = = = = p¦~«£= ¤ ~D = «£= ¥§ ¬= f = ² £ª ª X
= = = = = _³² = l¦> = f = ¤ £~°= ² ¦£= ©§ ¬² °~= ±­­¬
= = = = = t§ ª ª = ©£¬= ~±= µ££ª D ±= «·±£ª ¤ >
= = = = = q­= ² ¦£= µ£~´£°D ±I = C¡K

M'Pherson's Farewell
= = = = = q³¬£?jD m¦£°±­¬D ±= o~¬² K ?

= = = = = c~°£µ£ª ª I = ·£= ¢³¬¥£­¬±= ¢~°©= ~¬¢= ±² °­¬¥I
= = = = = q¦£= µ°£² ¡¦D ±= ¢£±² § ¬§ £>
= = = = = jD m¦£°±­¬D ±= ² § «£= µ§ ª ª = ¬­² =  £= ª ­¬¥
= = = = = l¬= ·­¬¢£°= ¥~ª ª ­µ±J² °££K

= = = = = `¦­°³±Kp~£= °~¬² § ¬¥ª ·I = ±~£= µ~¬² ­¬ª ·I
= = = = = p~£= ¢~³¬² § ¬¥ª ·= ¥~£¢= ¦£X
= = = = = e£= ®ª ~·D ¢= ~= ±®°§ ¬¥I = ~¬¢= ¢~¬¡D ¢= § ² = °­³¬¢I
= = = = = _£ª ­µ= ² ¦£= ¥~ª ª ­µ±J² °££K

= = = = = lI = µ¦~² = § ±= ¢£~² ¦=  ³² = ®~°² § ¬¥=  °£~² ¦\
= = = = = l¬= «~¬·= ~=  ª ­­¢·= ®ª ~§ ¬
= = = = = f D ´£= ¢~°£¢= ¦§ ±= ¤ ~¡£I = ~¬¢= § ¬= ² ¦§ ±= ®ª ~¡£
= = = = = f = ±¡­°¬= ¦§ «= ·£² = ~¥~§ ¬>
= = = = = p~£= °~¬² § ¬¥ª ·I = C¡K

= = = = = r¬² § £= ² ¦£±£=  ~¬¢±= ¤ °­«= ­¤ ¤ = «·= ¦~¬¢±I
= = = = = ^¬¢=  °§ ¬¥= «£= ² ­= «·= ±µ­°¢X
= = = = = ^¬¢= ² ¦£°£D ±= ¬­= ~= «~¬= § ¬= ~ª ª = p¡­² ª ~¬¢
= = = = = _³² = f D ª ª =  °~´£= ¦§ «= ~² = ~= µ­°¢K



= = = = = p~£= °~¬² § ¬¥ª ·I = C¡K

= = = = = f D ´£= ª § ´D ¢= ~= ª § ¤ £= ­¤ = ±² ³°² = ~¬¢= ±² °§ ¤ £X
= = = = = f = ¢§ £=  ·= ² °£~¡¦£°§ £W
= = = = = f ² =  ³°¬±= «·= ¦£~°² = f = «³±² = ¢£®~°² I
= = = = = ^¬¢= ¬­² = ~´£¬¥£¢=  £K
= = = = = p~£= °~¬² § ¬¥ª ·I = C¡K

= = = = = k­µ= ¤ ~°£µ£ª ª = ª § ¥¦² I = ² ¦­³= ±³¬±¦§ ¬£=  °§ ¥¦² I
= = = = = ^¬¢= ~ª ª =  £¬£~² ¦= ² ¦£= ±©·>
= = = = = j~·= ¡­µ~°¢= ±¦~«£= ¢§ ±² ~§ ¬= ¦§ ±= ¬~«£I
= = = = = q¦£= µ°£² ¡¦= ² ¦~² = ¢~°£±= ¬­² = ¢§ £>
= = = = = p~£= °~¬² § ¬¥ª ·I = C¡K

Stay My Charmer
= = = = = q³¬£?̂ ¬= ¥§ ª ª £= ¢³ ¦= ¡§ ~°J¢¦³ ¦K ?

= = = = = p² ~·= «·= ¡¦~°«£°I = ¡~¬= ·­³= ª £~´£= «£\
= = = = = `°³£ª I = ¡°³£ª = ² ­= ¢£¡£§ ´£= «£X
= = = = = t£ª ª = ·­³= ©¬­µ= ¦­µ= «³¡¦= ·­³= ¥°§ £´£= «£X
= = = = = `°³£ª = ¡¦~°«£°I = ¡~¬= ·­³= ¥­>
= = = = = `°³£ª = ¡¦~°«£°I = ¡~¬= ·­³= ¥­>

= = = = = _·= «·= ª ­´£= ±­= § ª ªJ°£¯³§ ² £¢I
= = = = = _·= ² ¦£= ¤ ~§ ² ¦= ·­³= ¤ ­¬¢ª ·= ®ª § ¥¦² £¢I
= = = = = _·= ² ¦£= ®~¬¥±= ­¤ = ª ­´£°±= ±ª § ¥¦² £¢I
= = = = = a­= ¬­² I = ¢­= ¬­² = ª § ~´£= «£= ±­>
= = = = = a­= ¬­² I = ¢­= ¬­² = ª £~´£= «£= ±­>

Song—My Hoggie
= = = = = t¦~² = µ§ ª ª = f = ¢­= ¥§ ¬= «·= e­¥¥§ £= ¢§ £\
= = = = = j·= ¨ ­·I = «·= ®°§ ¢£I = «·= e­¥¥§ £>
= = = = = j·= ­¬ª ·=  £~±² I = f = ¦~¢= ¬~£= «~£I
= = = = = ^¬¢= ´­µ=  ³² = f = µ~±= ´­¥§ £>
= = = = = q¦£= ª ££Jª ~¬¥= ¬§ ¥¦² = µ£= µ~² ¡¦D ¢= ² ¦£= ¤ ~³ª ¢I
= = = = = j£= ~¬¢= «·= ¤ ~§ ² ¦¤ ³D = ¢­¥¥§ £X
= = = = = t£= ¦£~°¢= ¬­¡¦² =  ³² = ² ¦£= °­~°§ ¬¥= ª § ¬¬I
= = = = = ^«~¬¥= ² ¦£=  °~£±= ±~£= ±¡°­¥¥§ £K

= = = = = _³² = ² ¦£= ¦­³ª £² = ¡°·D ¢= ¤ °~³= ² ¦£= ¡~±² ª £= µ~D I
= = = = = q¦£=  ª § ² ² £°= ¤ °~£= ² ¦£=  ­¥¥§ £X
= = = = = q¦£= ² ­¢= °£®ª ·D ¢= ³®­¬= ² ¦£= ¦§ ª ª I
= = = = = f = ² °£« ª £¢= ¤ ­°= «·= e­¥¥§ £K
= = = = = t¦£¬= ¢~·= ¢§ ¢= ¢~µI = ~¬¢= ¡­¡©±= ¢§ ¢= ¡°~µI
= = = = = q¦£= «­°¬§ ¬¥= § ² = µ~±= ¤ ­¥¥§ £X
= = = = = ^¬= ³¬¡­= ² ·©£I = ª ~®= ­D £°= ² ¦£= ¢·©£I
= = = = = ^¬¢= «~§ ±² = ¦~±= ©§ ª ª D ¢= «·= e­¥¥§ £>



Raving Winds Around Her Blowing
     Tune—" M' Gr i gor  of  Ror o' s Lament . "

I composed these verses on Miss Isabella M'Leod of Raza, alluding to her feelings on the
death of her sister, and the still more melancholy death of her sister's husband, the late Earl
of Loudoun, who shot himself out of sheer heart-break at some mortifications he suffered,
owing to the deranged state of his finances.—R.B., 1971.

     Ravi ng wi nds ar ound her  bl owi ng,
     Yel l ow l eaves t he woodl ands st r owi ng,
     By a r i ver  hoar sel y r oar i ng,
     I sabel l a st r ay ' d depl or i ng—

" Far ewel l ,  hour s t hat  l at e di d measur e
     Sunshi ne days of  j oy and pl easur e;
     Hai l ,  t hou gl oomy ni ght  of  sor r ow,
     Cheer l ess ni ght  t hat  knows no mor r ow!

     " O' er  t he past  t oo f ondl y wander i ng,
     On t he hopel ess f ut ur e ponder i ng;
     Chi l l y  gr i ef  my l i f e- bl ood f r eezes,
     Fel l  despai r  my f ancy sei zes.

     " Li f e,  t hou soul  of  ever y bl essi ng,
     Load t o mi ser y most  di st r essi ng,
     Gl adl y how woul d I  r esi gn t hee,
     And t o dar k obl i v i on j oi n t hee! "

Up In The Morning Early
     Caul d bl aws t he wi nd f r ae east  t o west ,
     The dr i f t  i s  dr i v i ng sai r l y ;
     Sae l oud and shi l l ' s  I  hear  t he bl ast —

I ' m sur e i t ' s  wi nt er  f ai r l y .

     Chor us. —Up i n t he mor ni ng' s no f or  me,
     Up i n t he mor ni ng ear l y;
     When a'  t he hi l l s  ar e cover ed wi '  snaw,
     I ' m sur e i t ' s  wi nt er  f ai r l y .

     The bi r ds s i t  chi t t er i ng i n t he t hor n,
     A'  day t hey f ar e but  spar el y;
     And l ang' s t he ni ght  f r ae e' en t o mor n—

I ' m sur e i t ' s  wi nt er  f ai r l y .
     Up i n t he mor ni ng' s,  &c.

     How Long And Dr ear y I s The Ni ght



     How l ong and dr ear y i s  t he ni ght ,
     When I  am f r ae my dear i e!
     I  s l eepl ess l i e f r ae e' en t o mor n,
     Tho'  I  wer e ne' er  so wear y:
     I  s l eepl ess l i e f r ae e' en t o mor n,
     Tho'  I  wer e ne' er  sae wear y!

     When I  t hi nk on t he happy days
     I  spent  wi '  you my dear i e:
     And now what  l ands bet ween us l i e,
     How can I  be but  eer i e!
     And now what  l ands bet ween us l i e,
     How can I  be but  eer i e!

     How sl ow ye move,  ye heavy hour s,
     As ye wer e wae and wear y!
     I t  wasna sae ye gl i nt ed by,
     When I  was wi '  my dear i e!
     I t  wasna sae ye gl i nt ed by,
     When I  was wi '  my dear i e!

Hey, The Dusty Miller
     Hey,  t he dust y Mi l l er ,
     And hi s dust y coat ,
     He wi l l  wi n a shi l l i ng,
     Or  he spend a gr oat :
     Dust y was t he coat ,
     Dust y was t he col our ,
     Dust y was t he k i ss
     That  I  gat  f r ae t he Mi l l er .

     Hey,  t he dust y Mi l l er ,
     And hi s dust y sack;
     Leeze me on t he cal l i ng
     Fi l l s  t he dust y peck:
     Fi l l s  t he dust y peck,
     Br i ngs t he dust y s i l l er ;
     I  wad gi e my coat i e
     For  t he dust y Mi l l er .

Duncan Davison
     Ther e was a l ass,  t hey ca' d her  Meg,
     And she hel d o' er  t he moor s t o spi n;
     Ther e was a l ad t hat  f ol l ow' d her ,
     They ca' d hi m Duncan Davi son.
     The moor  was dr ei gh,  and Meg was skei gh,
     Her  f avour  Duncan coul d na wi n;
     For  wi '  t he r ock she wad hi m knock,



     And aye she shook t he t emper - pi n.

     As o' er  t he moor  t hey l i ght l y  f oor ,
     A bur n was c l ear ,  a gl en was gr een,
     Upon t he banks t hey eas' d t hei r  shanks,
     And aye she set  t he wheel  bet ween:
     But  Duncan swoor  a hal y ai t h,
     That  Meg shoul d be a br i de t he mor n;
     Then Meg t ook up her  spi nni ng- gr ai t h,
     And f l ang t hem a'  out  o' er  t he bur n.

     We wi l l  bi g a wee,  wee house,
     And we wi l l  l i ve l i ke k i ng and queen;
     Sae bl yt he and mer r y ' s we wi l l  be,
     When ye set  by t he wheel  at  e' en.
     A man may dr i nk,  and no be dr unk;
     A man may f i ght ,  and no be s l ai n;
     A man may k i ss a boni e l ass,
     And aye be wel come back agai n!

The Lad They Ca'Jumpin John
     Her  daddi e f or bad,  her  mi nni e f or bad
     For bi dden she wadna be:
     She wadna t r ow' t  t he br owst  she br ew' d,
     Wad t ast e sae bi t t er l i e.

     Chor us. —The l ang l ad t hey ca' Jumpi n John
     Begui l ' d t he boni e l assi e,
     The l ang l ad t hey ca' Jumpi n John
     Begui l ' d t he boni e l assi e.

     A cow and a cauf ,  a yowe and a hauf ,
     And t hr et t y gude shi l l i n' s  and t hr ee;
     A ver a gude t ocher ,  a cot t er - man' s docht er ,
     The l ass wi '  t he boni e bl ack e' e.
     The l ang l ad,  &c.

Talk Of Him That's Far Awa
     Musi ng on t he r oar i ng ocean,
     Whi ch di v i des my l ove and me;
     Wear yi ng heav' n i n war m devot i on,
     For  hi s weal  wher e' er  he be.

     Hope and Fear ' s al t er nat e bi l l ow
     Yi el di ng l at e t o Nat ur e' s l aw,
     Whi sper i ng spi r i t s  r ound my pi l l ow,
     Tal k of  hi m t hat ' s  f ar  awa.



     Ye whom sor r ow never  wounded,
     Ye who never  shed a t ear ,
     Car e—unt r oubl ed,  j oy—sur r ounded,
     Gaudy day t o you i s dear .

     Gent l e ni ght ,  do t hou bef r i end me,
     Downy s l eep,  t he cur t ai n dr aw;
     Spi r i t s  k i nd,  agai n at t end me,
     Tal k of  hi m t hat ' s  f ar  awa!

To Daunton Me
     The bl ude- r ed r ose at  Yul e may bl aw,
     The s i mmer  l i l i es bl oom i n snaw,
     The f r ost  may f r eeze t he deepest  sea;
     But  an aul d man shal l  never  daunt on me.
     Ref r ai n. —To daunt on me,  t o daunt on me,
     And aul d man shal l  never  daunt on me.

     To daunt on me,  and me sae young,
     Wi '  hi s f ause hear t  and f l at t ' r i ng t ongue,
     That  i s  t he t hi ng you shal l  never  see,
     For  an aul d man shal l  never  daunt on me.
     To daunt on me,  &c.

     For  a'  hi s meal  and a'  hi s maut ,
     For  a'  hi s f r esh beef  and hi s saut ,
     For  a'  hi s gol d and whi t e moni e,
     And aul d men shal l  never  daunt on me.
     To daunt on me,  &c.

     Hi s gear  may buy hi m kye and yowes,
     Hi s gear  may buy hi m gl ens and knowes;
     But  me he shal l  not  buy nor  f ee,
     For  an aul d man shal l  never  daunt on me.
     To daunt on me,  &c.

     He hi r pl es t wa f aul d as he dow,
     Wi '  hi s t eet hl ess gab and hi s aul d bel d pow,
     And t he r ai n r ai ns down f r ae hi s r ed bl ear ' d e' e;
     That  aul d man shal l  never  daunt on me.
     To daunt on me,  &c.

The Winter It Is Past
     The wi nt er  i t  i s  past ,  and t he summer  comes at  l ast
     And t he smal l  bi r ds,  t hey s i ng on ev ' r y t r ee;
     Now ev' r y t hi ng i s  gl ad,  whi l e I  am ver y sad,
     Si nce my t r ue l ove i s par t ed f r om me.



     The r ose upon t he br eer ,  by t he wat er s r unni ng c l ear ,
     May have char ms f or  t he l i nnet  or  t he bee;
     Thei r  l i t t l e l oves ar e bl est ,  and t hei r  l i t t l e hear t s at  r est ,
     But  my t r ue l ove i s par t ed f r om me.

The Bonie Lad That's Far Awa
     O how can I  be bl yt he and gl ad,
     Or  how can I  gang br i sk and br aw,
     When t he boni e l ad t hat  I  l o' e best
     I s  o' er  t he hi l l s  and f ar  awa!

     I t ' s  no t he f r ost y wi nt er  wi nd,
     I t ' s  no t he dr i v i ng dr i f t  and snaw;
     But  aye t he t ear  comes i n my e' e,
     To t hi nk on hi m t hat ' s  f ar  awa.

     My f at her  pat  me f r ae hi s door ,
     My f r i ends t hey hae di sown' d me a' ;
     But  I  hae ane wi l l  t ak my par t ,
     The boni e l ad t hat ' s  f ar  awa.

     A pai r  o'  gl ooves he bought  t o me,
     And s i l ken snoods he gae me t wa;
     And I  wi l l  wear  t hem f or  hi s sake,
     The boni e l ad t hat ' s  f ar  awa.

     O wear y Wi nt er  soon wi l l  pass,
     And Spr i ng wi l l  c l eed t he bi r ken shaw;
     And my young babi e wi l l  be bor n,
     And he' l l  be hame t hat ' s  f ar  awa.

Verses To Clarinda
     Sent  wi t h a Pai r  of  Wi ne- Gl asses.

     Fai r  Empr ess of  t he Poet ' s  soul ,
     And Queen of  Poet esses;
     Cl ar i nda,  t ake t hi s l i t t l e boon,
     Thi s humbl e pai r  of  gl asses:

     And f i l l  t hem up wi t h gener ous j ui ce,
     As gener ous as your  mi nd;
     And pl edge t hem t o t he gener ous t oast ,
     " The whol e of  human ki nd! "

     " To t hose who l ove us! "  second f i l l ;
     But  not  t o t hose whom we l ove;
     Lest  we l ove t hose who l ove not  us—

A t hi r d—" To t hee and me,  Love! "



The Chevalier's Lament
     Ai r —" Capt ai n O' Kean. "

     The smal l  bi r ds r ej oi ce i n t he gr een l eaves r et ur ni ng,
     The mur mur i ng st r eaml et  wi nds c l ear  t hr o'  t he val e;
     The pr i mr oses bl ow i n t he dews of  t he mor ni ng,
     And wi l d scat t er ' d cowsl i ps bedeck t he gr een dal e:
     But  what  can gi ve pl easur e,  or  what  can seem f ai r ,
     When t he l i nger i ng moment s ar e number ed by car e?
     No bi r ds sweet l y s i ngi ng,  nor  f l ow' r s gai l y  spr i ngi ng,
     Can soot he t he sad bosom of  j oyl ess despai r .

     The deed t hat  I  dar ed,  coul d i t  mer i t  t hei r  mal i ce?
     A k i ng and a f at her  t o pl ace on hi s t hr one!
     Hi s r i ght  ar e t hese hi l l s ,  and hi s r i ght  ar e t hese val l eys,
     Wher e t he wi l d beast s f i nd shel t er ,  t ho'  I  can f i nd none!
     But  ' t i s  not  my suf f ' r i ngs,  t hus wr et ched,  f or l or n,
     My br ave gal l ant  f r i ends,  ' t i s  your  r ui n I  mour n;
     Your  f ai t h pr oved so l oyal  i n hot  bl oody t r i al , —

Al as!  I  can make i t  no bet t er  r et ur n!

Epistle To Hugh Parker
     I n t hi s st r ange l and,  t hi s uncout h c l i me,
     A l and unknown t o pr ose or  r hyme;
     Wher e wor ds ne' er  cr oss' t  t he Muse' s heckl es,
     Nor  l i mpi t  i n poet i c shackl es:
     A l and t hat  Pr ose di d never  v i ew i t ,
     Except  when dr unk he st acher ' t  t hr o'  i t ;
     Her e,  ambush' d by t he chi ml a cheek,
     Hi d i n an at mospher e of  r eek,
     I  hear  a wheel  t hr um i '  t he neuk,
     I  hear  i t —f or  i n vai n I  l euk.
     The r ed peat  gl eams,  a f i er y ker nel ,
     Enhusked by a f og i nf er nal :
     Her e,  f or  my wont ed r hymi ng r apt ur es,
     I  s i t  and count  my s i ns by chapt er s;
     For  l i f e and spunk l i ke i t her  Chr i st i ans,
     I ' m dwi ndl ed down t o mer e exi st ence,
     Wi '  nae conver se but  Gal l owa'  bodi es,
     Wi '  nae kenn' d f ace but  Jenny Geddes,
     Jenny,  my Pegasean pr i de!
     Dowi e she saunt er s down Ni t hsi de,
     And aye a west l i n l euk she t hr ows,
     Whi l e t ear s hap o' er  her  aul d br own nose!
     Was i t  f or  t hi s,  wi '  canni e car e,
     Thou bur e t he Bar d t hr ough many a shi r e?
     At  howes,  or  hi l l ocks never  st umbl ed,
     And l at e or  ear l y never  gr umbl ed?—



O had I  power  l i ke i ncl i nat i on,
     I ' d heeze t hee up a const el l at i on,
     To cant er  wi t h t he Sagi t ar r e,
     Or  l oup t he ecl i pt i c  l i ke a bar ;
     Or  t ur n t he pol e l i ke any ar r ow;
     Or ,  when aul d Phoebus bi ds good- mor r ow,
     Down t he zodi ac ur ge t he r ace,
     And cast  di r t  on hi s godshi p' s f ace;
     For  I  coul d l ay my br ead and kai l
     He' d ne' er  cast  saut  upo'  t hy t ai l . —

Wi '  a'  t hi s car e and a'  t hi s gr i ef ,
     And sma' ,  sma'  pr ospect  of  r el i ef ,
     And nought  but  peat  r eek i '  my head,
     How can I  wr i t e what  ye can r ead?—

Tar bol t on,  t went y- f our t h o'  June,
     Ye' l l  f i nd me i n a bet t er  t une;
     But  t i l l  we meet  and weet  our  whi st l e,
     Tak t hi s excuse f or  nae epi st l e.

     Rober t  Bur ns.

Of A' The Airts The Wind Can Blaw^1
     Tune—" Mi ss Admi r al  Gor don' s St r at hspey. "

     Of  a'  t he ai r t s t he wi nd can bl aw,
     I  dear l y l i ke t he west ,
     For  t her e t he boni e l assi e l i ves,
     The l assi e I  l o' e best :

     [ Foot not e 1:  Wr i t t en dur i ng a separ at i on f r om Mr s.  Bur ns i n t hei r
     honeymoon.  Bur ns was pr epar i ng a home at  El l i s l and;  Mr s.  Bur ns
     was at  Mossgi el . —Lang. ]

     Ther e' s wi l d- woods gr ow,  and r i ver s r ow,
     And mony a hi l l  bet ween:
     But  day and ni ght  my f ancys'  f l i ght
     I s  ever  wi '  my Jean.

     I  see her  i n t he dewy f l ower s,
     I  see her  sweet  and f ai r :
     I  hear  her  i n t he t unef u'  bi r ds,
     I  hear  her  char m t he ai r :
     Ther e' s not  a boni e f l ower  t hat  spr i ngs,
     By f ount ai n,  shaw,  or  gr een;
     Ther e' s not  a boni e bi r d t hat  s i ngs,
     But  mi nds me o'  my Jean.

Song—I Hae a Wife O' My Ain



     I  Hae a wi f e of  my ai n,
     I ' l l  par t ake wi '  naebody;
     I ' l l  t ake Cuckol d f r ae nane,
     I ' l l  gi e Cuckol d t o naebody.

     I  hae a penny t o spend,
     Ther e—t hanks t o naebody!
     I  hae naet hi ng t o l end,
     I ' l l  bor r ow f r ae naebody.

     I  am naebody' s l or d,
     I ' l l  be s l ave t o naebody;
     I  hae a gude br ai d swor d,
     I ' l l  t ak dunt s f r ae naebody.

     I ' l l  be mer r y and f r ee,
     I ' l l  be sad f or  naebody;
     Naebody car es f or  me,
     I  car e f or  naebody.

Lines Written In Friars'-Carse Hermitage
     Gl enr i ddel  Her mi t age,  June 28t h,  1788.

     Thou whom chance may hi t her  l ead,
     Be t hou c l ad i n r usset  weed,
     Be t hou deckt  i n s i l ken st ol e,
     Gr ave t hese maxi ms on t hy soul .

     Li f e i s  but  a day at  most ,
     Spr ung f r om ni ght ,  i n dar kness l ost :
     Hope not  sunshi ne ever y hour ,
     Fear  not  c l ouds wi l l  al ways l our .

     Happi ness i s but  a name,
     Make cont ent  and ease t hy ai m,
     Ambi t i on i s  a met eor - gl eam;
     Fame,  an i dl e r est l ess dr eam;

     Peace,  t he t end' r est  f l ow' r  of  spr i ng;
     Pl easur es,  i nsect s on t he wi ng;
     Those t hat  s i p t he dew al one—

Make t he but t er f l i es t hy own;
     Those t hat  woul d t he bl oom devour —

Cr ush t he l ocust s,  save t he f l ower .

     For  t he f ut ur e be pr epar ' d,
     Guar d wher ever  t hou can' st  guar d;
     But  t hy ut most  dul y done,
     Wel come what  t hou can' st  not  shun.
     Fol l i es past ,  gi ve t hou t o ai r ,
     Make t hei r  consequence t hy car e:
     Keep t he name of  Man i n mi nd,
     And di shonour  not  t hy k i nd.
     Rever ence wi t h l owl y hear t
     Hi m,  whose wondr ous wor k t hou ar t ;
     Keep Hi s Goodness st i l l  i n v i ew,



     Thy t r ust ,  and t hy exampl e,  t oo.

     St r anger ,  go!  Heaven be t hy gui de!
     Quod t he Beadsman of  Ni dsi de.

To Alex. Cunningham, ESQ., Writer
     El l i s l and,  Ni t hsdal e,  Jul y 27t h,  1788.

     My godl i ke f r i end—nay,  do not  st ar e,
     You t hi nk t he phr ase i s odd- l i ke;
     But  God i s l ove,  t he sai nt s decl ar e,
     Then sur el y t hou ar t  god- l i ke.

     And i s t hy ar dour  st i l l  t he same?
     And k i ndl ed st i l l  at  Anna?
     Ot her s may boast  a par t i al  f l ame,
     But  t hou ar t  a vol cano!

     Ev ' n Wedl ock asks not  l ove beyond
     Deat h' s t i e- di ssol v i ng por t al ;
     But  t hou,  omni pot ent l y f ond,
     May' st  pr omi se l ove i mmor t al !

     Thy wounds such heal i ng power s def y,
     Such sympt oms di r e at t end t hem,
     That  l ast  gr eat  ant i hect i c  t r y—

Mar r i age per haps may mend t hem.

     Sweet  Anna has an ai r —a gr ace,
     Di v i ne,  magnet i c,  t ouchi ng:
     She t al ks,  she char ms—but  who can t r ace
     The pr ocess of  bewi t chi ng?

Song.—Anna, Thy Charms
     Anna,  t hy char ms my bosom f i r e,
     And wast e my soul  wi t h car e;
     But  ah!  how boot l ess t o admi r e,
     When f at ed t o despai r !

     Yet  i n t hy pr esence,  l ovel y Fai r ,
     To hope may be f or gi ven;
     For  sur e ' t wer e i mpi ous t o despai r
     So much i n s i ght  of  heaven.



The Fete Champetre
     Tune—" Ki l l i ecr anki e. "

     O Wha wi l l  t o Sai nt  St ephen' s House,
     To do our  er r ands t her e,  man?
     O wha wi l l  t o Sai nt  St ephen' s House
     O'  t h'  mer r y l ads of  Ayr ,  man?

     Or  wi l l  we send a man o'  l aw?
     Or  wi l l  we send a sodger ?
     Or  hi m wha l ed o' er  Scot l and a'
     The mei k l e Ur sa- Maj or ?^1

     Come,  wi l l  ye cour t  a nobl e l or d,
     Or  buy a scor e o' l ai r ds,  man?
     For  wor t h and honour  pawn t hei r  wor d,
     Thei r  vot e shal l  be Gl encai r d' s, ^2 man.
     Ane gi es t hem coi n,  ane gi es t hem wi ne,
     Ani t her  gi es t hem cl at t er :
     Annbank, ^3 wha guessed t he l adi es '  t ast e,
     He gi es a Fet e Champet r e.

     When Love and Beaut y hear d t he news,
     The gay gr een woods amang,  man;
     Wher e,  gat her i ng f l ower s,  and buski ng bower s,
     They hear d t he bl ackbi r d' s sang,  man:
     A vow,  t hey seal ed i t  wi t h a k i ss,
     Si r  Pol i t i cs t o f et t er ;
     As t hei r ' s  al one,  t he pat ent  bl i ss,
     To hol d a Fet e Champet r e.

     Then mount ed Mi r t h,  on gl eesome wi ng
     O' er  hi l l  and dal e she f l ew,  man;
     I l k  wi mpl i ng bur n,  i l k  cr yst al  spr i ng,
     I l k  gl en and shaw she knew,  man:
     She summon' d ever y soci al  spr i t e,
     That  spor t s by wood or  wat er ,
     On t h'  boni e banks of  Ayr  t o meet ,
     And keep t hi s Fet e Champet r e.

     Caul d Bor eas,  wi '  hi s boi st er ous cr ew,
     Wer e bound t o st akes l i ke kye,  man,
     And Cynt hi a' s car ,  o'  s i l ver  f u' ,
     Cl amb up t he st ar r y sky,  man:
     Ref l ect ed beams dwel l  i n t he st r eams,
     Or  down t he cur r ent  shat t er ;
     The west er n br eeze st eal s t hr o' t he t r ees,
     To v i ew t hi s Fet e Champet r e.

     [ Foot not e 1:  James Boswel l ,  t he bi ogr apher  of  Dr .  Johnson. ]

     [ Foot not e 2:  Si r  John Whi t ef oor d,  t hen r esi di ng at  Cl oncai r d
      or  " Gl encai r d. " ]

     [ Foot not e 3:  Wi l l i am Cunni nghame,  Esq. ,  of  Annbank and Ent er k i n. ]

     How many a r obe sae gai l y  f l oat s!
     What  spar kl i ng j ewel s gl ance,  man!
     To Har mony' s enchant i ng not es,
     As moves t he mazy dance,  man.



     The echoi ng wood,  t he wi ndi ng f l ood,
     Li ke Par adi se di d gl i t t er ,
     When angel s met ,  at  Adam' s yet t ,
     To hol d t hei r  Fet e Champet r e.

     When Pol i t i cs came t her e,  t o mi x
     And make hi s et her - st ane,  man!
     He c i r c l ed r ound t he magi c gr ound,
     But  ent r ance f ound he nane,  man:
     He bl ush' d f or  shame,  he quat  hi s name,
     For swor e i t ,  ever y l et t er ,
     Wi '  humbl e pr ayer  t o j oi n and shar e
     Thi s f est i ve Fet e Champet r e.

Epistle To Robert Graham, Esq., Of Fintry
     Request i ng a Favour

     When Nat ur e her  gr eat  mast er - pi ece desi gn' d,
     And f r am' d her  l ast ,  best  wor k,  t he human mi nd,
     Her  eye i nt ent  on al l  t he mazy pl an,
     She f or m' d of  var i ous par t s t he var i ous Man.

     Then f i r st  she cal l s  t he usef ul  many f or t h;
     Pl ai n pl oddi ng I ndust r y,  and sober  Wor t h:
     Thence peasant s,  f ar mer s,  nat i ve sons of  ear t h,
     And mer chandi se'  whol e genus t ake t hei r  bi r t h:
     Each pr udent  c i t  a war m exi st ence f i nds,
     And al l  mechani cs '  many- apr on' d k i nds.
     Some ot her  r ar er  sor t s ar e want ed yet ,
     The l ead and buoy ar e needf ul  t o t he net :
     The caput  mor t uum of  gr nss desi r es
     Makes a mat er i al  f or  mer e kni ght s and squi r es;
     The mar t i al  phosphor us i s  t aught  t o f l ow,
     She kneads t he l umpi sh phi l osophi c dough,
     Then mar ks t h'  unyi el di ng mass wi t h gr ave desi gns,
     Law,  physi c,  pol i t i cs,  and deep di v i nes;
     Last ,  she subl i mes t h'  Aur or a of  t he pol es,
     The f l ashi ng el ement s of  f emal e soul s.

     The or der ' d syst em f ai r  bef or e her  st ood,
     Nat ur e,  wel l  pl eas' d,  pr onounc' d i t  ver y good;
     But  er e she gave cr eat i ng l abour  o' er ,
     Hal f - j est ,  she t r i ed one cur i ous l abour  mor e.
     Some spumy,  f i er y,  i gni s f at uus mat t er ,
     Such as t he s l i ght est  br eat h of  ai r  mi ght  scat t er ;
     Wi t h ar ch- al acr i t y  and consci ous gl ee,
     ( Nat ur e may have her  whi m as wel l  as we,
     Her  Hogar t h- ar t  per haps she meant  t o show i t ) ,
     She f or ms t he t hi ng and chr i st ens i t —a Poet :
     Cr eat ur e,  t ho'  of t  t he pr ey of  car e and sor r ow,
     When bl est  t o- day,  unmi ndf ul  of  t o- mor r ow;
     A bei ng f or m' d t '  amuse hi s gr aver  f r i ends,
     Admi r ' d and pr ai s ' d—and t her e t he homage ends;
     A mor t al  qui t e unf i t  f or  For t une' s st r i f e,
     Yet  of t  t he spor t  of  al l  t he i l l s  of  l i f e;
     Pr one t o enj oy each pl easur e r i ches gi ve,



     Yet  hapl y want i ng wher ewi t hal  t o l i ve;
     Longi ng t o wi pe each t ear ,  t o heal  each gr oan,
     Yet  f r equent  al l  unheeded i n hi s own.

     But  honest  Nat ur e i s  not  qui t e a Tur k,
     She l augh' d at  f i r s t ,  t hen f el t  f or  her  poor  wor k:
     Pi t y i ng t he pr opl ess c l i mber  of  manki nd,
     She cast  about  a st andar d t r ee t o f i nd;
     And,  t o suppor t  hi s hel pl ess woodbi ne st at e,
     At t ach' d hi m t o t he gener ous,  t r ul y gr eat :
     A t i t l e,  and t he onl y one I  c l ai m,
     To l ay st r ong hol d f or  hel p on bount eous Gr aham.

     Pi t y t he t unef ul  Muses'  hapl ess t r ai n,
     Weak,  t i mi d l andsmen on l i f e' s  st or my mai n!
     Thei r  hear t s no sel f i sh st er n absor bent  st uf f ,
     That  never  gi ves—t ho'  humbl y t akes enough;
     The l i t t l e f at e al l ows,  t hey shar e as soon,
     Unl i ke sage pr over b' d Wi sdom' s har d- wr ung boon:
     The wor l d wer e bl est  di d bl i ss on t hem depend,
     Ah,  t hat  " t he f r i endl y e' er  shoul d want  a f r i end! "
     Let  Pr udence number  o' er  each st ur dy son,
     Who l i f e and wi sdom at  one r ace begun,
     Who f eel  by r eason and who gi ve by r ul e,
     ( I nst i nct ' s  a br ut e,  and sent i ment  a f ool ! )
     Who make poor  " wi l l  do"  wai t  upon " I  shoul d" —

We own t hey' r e pr udent ,  but  who f eel s t hey' r e good?
     Ye wi se ones hence!  ye hur t  t he soci al  eye!
     God' s i mage r udel y et ch' d on base al l oy!
     But  come ye who t he godl i ke pl easur e know,
     Heaven' s at t r i but e di st i ngui shed—t o best ow!
     Whose ar ms of  l ove woul d gr asp t he human r ace:
     Come t hou who gi v ' st  wi t h al l  a cour t i er ' s  gr ace;
     Fr i end of  my l i f e,  t r ue pat r on of  my r hymes!
     Pr op of  my dear est  hopes f or  f ut ur e t i mes.
     Why shr i nks my soul  hal f  bl ushi ng,  hal f  af r ai d,
     Backwar d,  abash' d t o ask t hy f r i endl y ai d?
     I  know my need,  I  know t hy gi v i ng hand,
     I  cr ave t hy f r i endshi p at  t hy k i nd command;
     But  t her e ar e such who cour t  t he t unef ul  Ni ne—

Heavens!  shoul d t he br anded char act er  be mi ne!
     Whose ver se i n manhood' s pr i de subl i mel y f l ows,
     Yet  v i l est  r ept i l es i n t hei r  beggi ng pr ose.
     Mar k,  how t hei r  l of t y i ndependent  spi r i t
     Soar s on t he spur ni ng wi ng of  i nj ur ed mer i t !
     Seek not  t he pr oof s i n pr i vat e l i f e t o f i nd
     Pi t y t he best  of  wor ds shoul d be but  wi nd!
     So,  t o heaven' s gat es t he l ar k ' s shr i l l  song ascends,
     But  gr ovel l i ng on t he ear t h t he car ol  ends.
     I n al l  t he c l am' r ous cr y of  st ar v i ng want ,
     They dun Benevol ence wi t h shamel ess f r ont ;
     Obl i ge t hem,  pat r oni se t hei r  t i nsel  l ays—

They per secut e you al l  your  f ut ur e days!
     Er e my poor  soul  such deep damnat i on st ai n,
     My hor ny f i s t  assume t he pl ough agai n,
     The pi e- bal d j acket  l et  me pat ch once mor e,
     On ei ght eenpence a week I ' ve l i v ' d bef or e.
     Tho' ,  t hanks t o Heaven,  I  dar e even t hat  l ast  shi f t ,
     I  t r ust ,  meant i me,  my boon i s i n t hy gi f t :
     That ,  pl ac ' d by t hee upon t he wi sh' d- f or  hei ght ,
     Wher e,  man and nat ur e f ai r er  i n her  s i ght ,
     My Muse may i mp her  wi ng f or  some subl i mer  f l i ght .



Song.—The Day Returns
     Tune—" Sevent h of  November . "

     The day r et ur ns,  my bosom bur ns,
     The bl i ssf ul  day we t wa di d meet :
     Tho'  wi nt er  wi l d i n t empest  t oi l ' d,
     Ne' er  summer - sun was hal f  sae sweet .
     Than a'  t he pr i de t hat  l oads t he t i de,
     And cr osses o' er  t he sul t r y l i ne;
     Than k i ngl y r obes,  t han cr owns and gl obes,
     Heav' n gave me mor e—i t  made t hee mi ne!

     Whi l e day and ni ght  can br i ng del i ght ,
     Or  Nat ur e aught  of  pl easur e gi ve;
     Whi l e j oys above my mi nd can move,
     For  t hee,  and t hee al one,  I  l i ve.
     When t hat  gr i m f oe of  l i f e bel ow
     Comes i n bet ween t o make us par t ,
     The i r on hand t hat  br eaks our  band,
     I t  br eaks my bl i ss—i t  br eaks my hear t !

Song.—O, Were I On Parnassus Hill
     Tune—" My l ove i s l ost  t o me. "

     O,  wer e I  on Par nassus hi l l ,
     Or  had o'  Hel i con my f i l l ,
     That  I  mi ght  cat ch poet i c ski l l ,
     To s i ng how dear  I  l ove t hee!
     But  Ni t h maun be my Muse' s wel l ,
     My Muse maun be t hy boni e sel ' ,
     On Cor si ncon I ' l l  gl owr  and spel l ,
     And wr i t e how dear  I  l ove t hee.

     Then come,  sweet  Muse,  i nspi r e my l ay!
     For  a'  t he l ee- l ang s i mmer ' s day
     I  coul dna s i ng,  I  coul dna say,
     How much,  how dear ,  I  l ove t hee,
     I  see t hee danci ng o' er  t he gr een,
     Thy wai st  sae j i mp,  t hy l i mbs sae c l ean,
     Thy t empt i ng l i ps,  t hy r ogui sh een—

By Heaven and Ear t h I  l ove t hee!

     By ni ght ,  by day,  a- f i el d,  at  hame,
     The t hought s o'  t hee my br east  i nf l ame:
     And aye I  muse and s i ng t hy name—

I  onl y l i ve t o l ove t hee.
     Tho'  I  wer e doom' d t o wander  on,
     Beyond t he sea,  beyond t he sun,
     Ti l l  my l ast  wear y sand was r un;



     Ti l l  t hen—and t hen I  l ove t hee!

A Mother's Lament
     For  t he Deat h of  Her  Son.

     Fat e gave t he wor d,  t he ar r ow sped,
     And pi er c ' d my dar l i ng' s hear t ;
     And wi t h hi m al l  t he j oys ar e f l ed
     Li f e can t o me i mpar t .

     By cr uel  hands t he sapl i ng dr ops,
     I n dust  di shonour ' d l ai d;
     So f el l  t he pr i de of  al l  my hopes,
     My age' s f ut ur e shade.

     The mot her - l i nnet  i n t he br ake
     Bewai l s her  r avi sh' d young;
     So I ,  f or  my l ost  dar l i ng' s sake,
     Lament  t he l i ve- day l ong.

     Deat h,  of t  I ' ve f ear ed t hy f at al  bl ow.
     Now,  f ond,  I  bar e my br east ;
     O,  do t hou k i ndl y l ay me l ow
     Wi t h hi m I  l ove,  at  r est !

The Fall Of The Leaf
     The l azy mi st  hangs f r om t he br ow of  t he hi l l ,
     Conceal i ng t he cour se of  t he dar k - wi ndi ng r i l l ;
     How l angui d t he scenes,  l at e so spr i ght l y ,  appear !
     As Aut umn t o Wi nt er  r esi gns t he pal e year .

     The f or est s ar e l eaf l ess,  t he meadows ar e br own,
     And al l  t he gay f opper y of  summer  i s  f l own:
     Apar t  l et  me wander ,  apar t  l et  me muse,
     How qui ck Ti me i s f l y i ng,  how keen Fat e pur sues!

     How l ong I  have l i v ' d—but  how much l i v ' d i n vai n,
     How l i t t l e of  l i f e' s  scant y span may r emai n,
     What  aspect s ol d Ti me i n hi s pr ogr ess has wor n,
     What  t i es cr uel  Fat e,  i n my bosom has t or n.

     How f ool i sh,  or  wor se,  t i l l  our  summi t  i s  gai n' d!
     And downwar d,  how weaken' d,  how dar ken' d,  how pai n' d!
     Li f e i s  not  wor t h havi ng wi t h al l  i t  can gi ve—

For  somet hi ng beyond i t  poor  man sur e must  l i ve.



I Reign In Jeanie's Bosom
     Loui s,  what  r eck I  by t hee,
     Or  Geor di e on hi s ocean?
     Dyvor ,  beggar  l ouns t o me,
     I  r ei gn i n Jeani e' s bosom!

     Let  her  cr own my l ove her  l aw,
     And i n her  br east  ent hr one me,
     Ki ngs and nat i ons—swi t h awa' !
     Rei f  r andi es,  I  di sown ye!

     I t  I s  Na,  Jean,  Thy Boni e Face

     I t  i s  na,  Jean,  t hy boni e f ace,
     Nor  shape t hat  I  admi r e;
     Al t ho'  t hy beaut y and t hy gr ace
     Mi ght  weel  awauk desi r e.

     Somet hi ng,  i n i l ka par t  o'  t hee,
     To pr ai se,  t o l ove,  I  f i nd,
     But  dear  as i s  t hy f or m t o me,
     St i l l  dear er  i s  t hy mi nd.

     Nae mai r  ungener ous wi sh I  hae,
     Nor  st r onger  i n my br east ,
     Than,  i f  I  canna make t hee sae,
     At  l east  t o see t hee bl est .

     Cont ent  am I ,  i f  heaven shal l  gi ve
     But  happi ness,  t o t hee;
     And as wi '  t hee I ' d wi sh t o l i ve,
     For  t hee I ' d bear  t o di e.

Auld Lang Syne
     Shoul d aul d acquai nt ance be f or got ,
     And never  br ought  t o mi nd?
     Shoul d aul d acquai nt ance be f or got ,
     And aul d l ang syne!

     Chor us. —For  aul d l ang syne,  my dear ,
     For  aul d l ang syne.
     We' l l  t ak a cup o'  k i ndness yet ,
     For  aul d l ang syne.

     And sur el y ye' l l  be your  pi nt  st owp!
     And sur el y I ' l l  be mi ne!
     And we' l l  t ak a cup o' k i ndness yet ,
     For  aul d l ang syne.
     For  aul d,  &c.



     We t wa hae r un about  t he br aes,
     And pou' d t he gowans f i ne;
     But  we' ve wander ' d mony a wear y f i t ,
     Si n'  aul d l ang syne.
     For  aul d,  &c.

     We t wa hae pai dl ' d i n t he bur n,
     Fr ae mor ni ng sun t i l l  di ne;
     But  seas bet ween us br ai d hae r oar ' d
     Si n'  aul d l ang syne.
     For  aul d,  &c.

     And t her e' s a hand,  my t r ust y f er e!
     And gi e' s a hand o'  t hi ne!
     And we' l l  t ak a r i ght  gude- wi l l i e waught ,
     For  aul d l ang syne.
     For  aul d,  &c.

My Bonie Mary
     Go,  f et ch t o me a pi nt  o'  wi ne,
     And f i l l  i t  i n a s i l ver  t assi e;
     That  I  may dr i nk bef or e I  go,
     A ser v i ce t o my boni e l assi e.
     The boat  r ocks at  t he pi er  o'  Lei t h;
     Fu'  l oud t he wi nd bl aws f r ae t he Fer r y;
     The shi p r i des by t he Ber wi ck - l aw,
     And I  maun l eave my boni e Mar y.

     The t r umpet s sound,  t he banner s f l y ,
     The gl i t t er i ng spear s ar e r anked r eady:
     The shout s o'  war  ar e hear d af ar ,
     The bat t l e c l oses deep and bl oody;
     I t ' s  not  t he r oar  o'  sea or  shor e,
     Wad mak me l anger  wi sh t o t ar r y!
     Nor  shout s o'  war  t hat ' s  hear d af ar —

I t ' s  l eavi ng t hee,  my boni e Mar y!

The Parting Kiss
     Humi d seal  of  sof t  af f ect i ons,
     Tender est  pl edge of  f ut ur e bl i ss,
     Dear est  t i e of  young connect i ons,
     Love' s f i r s t  snowdr op,  v i r gi n k i ss!

     Speaki ng s i l ence,  dumb conf essi on,
     Passi on' s bi r t h,  and i nf ant ' s  pl ay,
     Dove- l i ke f ondness,  chast e concessi on,
     Gl owi ng dawn of  f ut ur e day!



     Sor r owi ng j oy,  Adi eu' s l ast  act i on,
     ( Li nger i ng l i ps must  now di s j oi n) ,
     What  wor ds can ever  speak af f ect i on
     So t hr i l l i ng and s i ncer e as t hi ne!

Written In Friar's-Carse Hermitage
     On Ni t hsi de

     Thou whom chance may hi t her  l ead,
     Be t hou c l ad i n r usset  weed,
     Be t hou deckt  i n s i l ken st ol e,
     Gr ave t hese counsel s on t hy soul .

     Li f e i s  but  a day at  most ,
     Spr ung f r om ni ght , —i n dar kness l ost ;
     Hope not  sunshi ne ev ' r y hour ,
     Fear  not  c l ouds wi l l  al ways l our .

     As Yout h and Love wi t h spr i ght l y  dance,
     Beneat h t hy mor ni ng st ar  advance,
     Pl easur e wi t h her  s i r en ai r
     May del ude t he t hought l ess pai r ;
     Let  Pr udence bl ess Enj oyment ' s cup,
     Then r apt ur ' d s i p,  and s i p i t  up.

     As t hy day gr ows war m and hi gh,
     Li f e' s mer i di an f l ami ng ni gh,
     Dost  t hou spur n t he humbl e val e?
     Li f e' s pr oud summi t s woul dst  t hou scal e?
     Check t hy c l i mbi ng st ep,  el at e,
     Evi l s  l ur k i n f el on wai t :
     Danger s,  eagl e- pi ni oned,  bol d,
     Soar  ar ound each c l i f f y  hol d!
     Whi l e cheer f ul  Peace,  wi t h l i nnet  song,
     Chant s t he l owl y del l s  among.

     As t he shades of  ev ' ni ng c l ose,
     Beck' ni ng t hee t o l ong r epose;
     As l i f e i t sel f  becomes di sease,
     Seek t he chi mney- nook of  ease;
     Ther e r umi nat e wi t h sober  t hought ,
     On al l  t hou' st  seen,  and hear d,  and wr ought ,
     And t each t he spor t i ve younker s r ound,
     Saws of  exper i ence,  sage and sound:
     Say,  man' s t r ue,  genui ne est i mat e,
     The gr and cr i t er i on of  hi s f at e,
     I s  not , —Ar t h t hou hi gh or  l ow?
     Di d t hy f or t une ebb or  f l ow?
     Di d many t al ent s gi l d t hy span?
     Or  f r ugal  Nat ur e gr udge t hee one?
     Tel l  t hem,  and pr ess i t  on t hei r  mi nd,
     As t hou t hysel f  must  shor t l y  f i nd,
     The smi l e or  f r own of  awf ul  Heav' n,
     To v i r t ue or  t o Vi ce i s  gi v ' n,
     Say,  t o be j ust ,  and k i nd,  and wi se—



Ther e sol i d sel f - enj oyment  l i es;
     That  f ool i sh,  sel f i sh,  f ai t hl ess ways
     Lead t o be wr et ched,  v i l e,  and base.

     Thus r esi gn' d and qui et ,  cr eep
     To t he bed of  l ast i ng s l eep, —

Sl eep,  whence t hou shal t  ne' er  awake,
Ni ght ,  wher e dawn shal l  never  br eak,

     Ti l l  f ut ur e l i f e,  f ut ur e no mor e,
     To l i ght  and j oy t he good r est or e,
     To l i ght  and j oy unknown bef or e.
     St r anger ,  go!  Heav' n be t hy gui de!
     Quod t he Beadsman of  Ni t hsi de.

The Poet's Progress
     A Poem I n Embr yo

     Thou,  Nat ur e,  par t i al  Nat ur e,  I  ar r ai gn;
     Of  t hy capr i ce mat er nal  I  compl ai n.

     The peopl ed f ol d t hy k i ndl y car e have f ound,
     The hor ned bul l ,  t r emendous,  spur ns t he gr ound;
     The l or dl y l i on has enough and mor e,
     The f or est  t r embl es at  hi s ver y r oar ;
     Thou gi v ' st  t he ass hi s hi de,  t he snai l  hi s shel l ,
     The puny wasp,  v i ct or i ous,  guar ds hi s cel l .
     Thy mi ni ons,  k i ngs def end,  cont r oul  devour ,
     I n al l  t h'  omni pot ence of  r ul e and power :
     Foxes and st at esmen subt l e wi l es ensur e;
     The c i t  and pol ecat  st i nk,  and ar e secur e:
     Toads wi t h t hei r  poi son,  doct or s wi t h t hei r  dr ug,
     The pr i est  and hedgehog,  i n t hei r  r obes,  ar e snug:
     E' en s i l l y  women have def ensi ve ar t s,
     Thei r  eyes,  t hei r  t ongues—and namel ess ot her  par t s.

     But  O t hou cr uel  st epmot her  and har d,
     To t hy poor  f encel ess,  naked chi l d,  t he Bar d!
     A t hi ng unt eachabl e i n wor l dl y ski l l ,
     And hal f  an i di ot  t oo,  mor e hel pl ess st i l l :
     No heel s t o bear  hi m f r om t he op' ni ng dun,
     No c l aws t o di g,  hi s hat ed s i ght  t o shun:
     No hor ns,  but  t hose by l uckl ess Hymen wor n,
     And t hose,  al as!  not  Amal t hea' s hor n:
     No ner ves ol f act ' r y,  t r ue t o Mammon' s f oot ,
     Or  gr unt i ng,  gr ub sagaci ous,  evi l ' s  r oot :
     The s i l l y  sheep t hat  wander s wi l d ast r ay,
     I s  not  mor e f r i endl ess,  i s  not  mor e a pr ey;
     Vampyr e—booksel l er s dr ai n hi m t o t he hear t ,
     And v i per —cr i t i cs cur el ess venom dar t .

     Cr i t i cs!  appl l ' d I  vent ur e on t he name,
     Those cut - t hr oat  bandi t s i n t he pat hs of  f ame,
     Bl oody di ssect or s,  wor se t han t en Monr oes,
     He hacks t o t each,  t hey mangl e t o expose:
     By bl ockhead' s dar i ng i nt o madness st ung,
     Hi s hear t  by want on,  causel ess mal i ce wr ung,



     Hi s wel l - won ways—t han l i f e i t sel f  mor e dear —
By mi scr eant s t or n who ne' er  one spr i g must  wear ;

     Foi l ' d,  bl eedi ng,  t or t ur ' d i n t h'  unequal  st r i f e,
     The hapl ess Poet  f l ounces on t hr ough l i f e,
     Ti l l ,  f l ed each hope t hat  once hi s bosom f i r ed,
     And f l ed each Muse t hat  gl or i ous once i nspi r ' d,
     Low- sunk i n squal i d,  unpr ot ect ed age,
     Dead even r esent ment  f or  hi s i nj ur ' d page,
     He heeds no mor e t he r ut hl ess cr i t i cs '  r age.

     So by some hedge t he gener ous st eed deceas' d,
     For  hal f - st ar v ' d,  snar l i ng cur s a dai nt y f east ;
     By t oi l  and f ami ne wor n t o ski n and bone,
     Li es,  sensel ess of  each t uggi ng bi t ch' s son.

     A l i t t l e upr i ght ,  per t ,  t ar t ,  t r i ppi ng wi ght ,
     And st i l l  hi s pr eci ous sel f  hi s dear  del i ght ;
     Who l oves hi s own smar t  shadow i n t he st r eet s,
     Bet t er  t han e' er  t he f ai r est  she he meet s;
     Much speci ous l or e,  but  l i t t l e under st ood,
     ( Veneer i ng of t  out shi nes t he sol i d wood) ,
     Hi s sol i d sense,  by i nches you must  t el l ,
     But  met e hi s cunni ng by t he Scot t i sh el l !
     A man of  f ashi on t oo,  he made hi s t our ,
     Lear n' d " v i ve l a bagat el l e et  v i ve l ' amour ; "
     So t r avel l ' d monkeys t hei r  gr i mace i mpr ove,
     Pol i sh t hei r  gr i n—nay,  s i gh f or  l adi es '  l ove!
     Hi s meddl i ng vani t y,  a busy f i end,
     St i l l  maki ng wor k hi s sel f i sh cr af t  must  mend.

     *  *  *  Cr ochal l an came,
     The ol d cock' d hat ,  t he br own sur t out —t he same;
     Hi s gr i s l y bear d j ust  br i s t l i ng i n i t s  mi ght —

' Twas f our  l ong ni ght s and days f r om shavi ng- ni ght ;
     Hi s uncomb' d,  hoar y l ocks,  wi l d- st ar i ng,  t hat ch' d
     A head,  f or  t hought  pr of ound and c l ear ,  unmat ch' d;
     Yet ,  t ho'  hi s caust i c wi t  was bi t i ng- r ude,
     Hi s hear t  was war m,  benevol ent  and good.

     O Dul ness,  por t i on of  t he t r ul y bl est !
     Cal m,  shel t er ' d haven of  et er nal  r est !
     Thy sons ne' er  madden i n t he f i er ce ext r emes
     Of  For t une' s pol ar  f r ost ,  or  t or r i d beams;
     I f  mant l i ng hi gh she f i l l s  t he gol den cup,
     Wi t h sober ,  sel f i sh ease t hey s i p i t  up;
     Consci ous t he bount eous meed t hey wel l  deser ve,
     They onl y wonder  " some f ol ks"  do not  st ar ve!
     The gr ave,  sage her n t hus easy pi cks hi s f r og,
     And t hi nks t he mal l ar d a sad wor t hl ess dog.
     When di sappoi nt ment  snaps t he t hr ead of  Hope,
     When,  t hr o'  di sast r ous ni ght ,  t hey dar kl i ng gr ope,
     Wi t h deaf  endur ance s l uggi shl y t hey bear ,
     And j ust  concl ude t hat  " f ool s ar e For t une' s car e: "
     So,  heavy,  passi ve t o t he t empest ' s  shocks,
     St r ong on t he s i gn- post  st ands t he st upi d ox.

     Not  so t he i dl e Muses'  mad- cap t r ai n,
     Not  such t he wor ki ngs of  t hei r  moon- st r uck br ai n;
     I n equani mi t y t hey never  dwel l ,
     By t ur ns i n soar i ng heaven,  or  vaul t ed hel l !



Elegy On The Year 1788
     For  l or ds or  k i ngs I  di nna mour n,
     E' en l et  t hem di e—f or  t hat  t hey' r e bor n:
     But  oh!  pr odi gi ous t o r ef l ec ' !
     A Towmont ,  s i r s,  i s  gane t o wr eck!
     O Ei ght y- ei ght ,  i n t hy sma'  space,
     What  di r e event s hae t aken pl ace!
     Of  what  enj oyment s t hou hast  r ef t  us!
     I n what  a pi ckl e t hou has l ef t  us!

     The Spani sh empi r e' s t i nt  a head,
     And my aul d t eet hl ess,  Bawt i e' s dead:
     The t ul y i e' s t eugh ' t ween Pi t t  and Fox,
     And ' t ween our  Maggi e' s t wa wee cocks;
     The t ane i s game,  a bl ui dy devi l ,
     But  t o t he hen- bi r ds unco c i v i l ;
     The t i t her ' s  somet hi ng dour  o'  t r eadi n,
     But  bet t er  st uf f  ne' er  c l aw' d a mi ddi n.

     Ye mi ni st er s,  come mount  t he poupi t ,
     An'  cr y t i l l  ye be hear se an'  r oupi t ,
     For  Ei ght y- ei ght ,  he wi shed you weel ,
     An'  gi ed ye a'  bai t h gear  an'  meal ;
     E' en monc a pl ack,  and mony a peck,
     Ye ken your sel s,  f or  l i t t l e f eck!

     Ye boni e l asses,  di ght  your  e' en,
     For  some o'  you hae t i nt  a f r i en' ;
     I n Ei ght y- ei ght ,  ye ken,  was t aen,
     What  ye' l l  ne' er  hae t o gi e agai n.

     Obser ve t he ver y nowt  an'  sheep,
     How dowf f  an'  davi el y t hey cr eep;
     Nay,  even t he y i r t h i t sel '  does cr y,
     For  E' nbur gh wel l s ar e gr ut t en dr y.

     O Ei ght y- ni ne,  t hou' s but  a bai r n,
     An'  no owr e aul d,  I  hope,  t o l ear n!
     Thou bear dl ess boy,  I  pr ay t ak car e,
     Thou now hast  got  t hy Daddy' s chai r ;
     Nae handcuf f ' d,  mi z l ' d,  hap- shackl ' d Regent ,
     But ,  l i ke hi msel ,  a f ul l  f r ee agent ,
     Be sur e ye f ol l ow out  t he pl an
     Nae waur  t han he di d,  honest  man!
     As muckl e bet t er  as you can.

     Januar y,  1,  1789.

The Henpecked Husband
     Cur s ' d be t he man,  t he poor est  wr et ch i n l i f e,



     The cr ouchi ng vassal  t o a t yr ant  wi f e!
     Who has no wi l l  but  by her  hi gh per mi ssi on,
     Who has not  s i xpence but  i n her  possessi on;
     Who must  t o he,  hi s dear  f r i end' s secr et s t el l ,
     Who dr eads a cur t ai n l ect ur e wor se t han hel l .
     Wer e such t he wi f e had f al l en t o my par t ,
     I ' d br eak her  spi r i t  or  I ' d br eak her  hear t ;
     I ' d char m her  wi t h t he magi c of  a swi t ch,
     I ' d k i ss her  mai ds,  and k i ck t he per ver se bi t ch.

Versicles On Sign-Posts
     Hi s f ace wi t h smi l e et er nal  dr est ,
     Just  l i ke t he Landl or d' s t o hi s Guest ' s ,
     Hi gh as t hey hang wi t h cr eaki ng di n,
     To i ndex out  t he Count r y I nn.
     He l ooked j ust  as your  s i gn- post  Li ons do,
     Wi t h aspect  f i er ce,  and qui t e as har ml ess t oo.

     A head,  pur e,  s i nl ess qui t e of  br ai n and soul ,
     The ver y i mage of  a bar ber ' s Pol l ;
     I t  shews a human f ace,  and wear s a wi g,
     And l ooks,  when wel l  pr eser v ' d,  amazi ng bi g.

1789

Robin Shure In Hairst
     Chor us. —Robi n shur e i n hai r st ,
     I  shur e wi '  hi m.
     Fi ent  a heuk had I ,
     Yet  I  s t ack by hi m.

     I  gaed up t o Dunse,
     To war p a wab o'  pl ai den,
     At  hi s daddi e' s yet t ,
     Wha met  me but  Robi n:
     Robi n shur e,  &c.

     Was na Robi n baul d,
     Tho'  I  was a cot t er ,
     Pl ay ' d me si c a t r i ck,
     An'  me t he El ' er ' s  docht er !



     Robi n shur e,  &c.

     Robi n pr omi s ' d me
     A'  my wi nt er  v i t t l e;
     Fi ent  haet  he had but  t hr ee
     Guse- f eat her s and a whi t t l e!
     Robi n shur e,  &c.

Ode, Sacred To The Memory Of Mrs. Oswald Of
Auchencruive
     Dwel l er  i n yon dungeon dar k,
     Hangman of  cr eat i on!  mar k,
     Who i n wi dow- weeds appear s,
     Laden wi t h unhonour ' d year s,
     Noosi ng wi t h car e a bur st i ng pur se,
     Bai t ed wi t h many a deadl y cur se?

     St r ophe

     Vi ew t he wi t her ' d Bel dam' s f ace;
     Can t hy keen i nspect i on t r ace
     Aught  of  Humani t y ' s  sweet ,  mel t i ng gr ace?
     Not e t hat  eye,  ' t i s  r heum o' er f l ows;
     Pi t y ' s  f l ood t her e never  r ose,
     See t hese hands ne' er  st r et ched t o save,
     Hands t hat  t ook,  but  never  gave:
     Keeper  of  Mammon' s i r on chest ,
     Lo,  t her e she goes,  unpi t i ed and unbl est ,
     She goes,  but  not  t o r eal ms of  ever l ast i ng r est !

     Ant i st r ophe

     Pl under er  of  Ar mi es!  l i f t  t hi ne eyes,
     ( A whi l e f or bear ,  ye t or t ur i ng f i ends; )
     Seest  t hou whose st ep,  unwi l l i ng,  hi t her  bends?
     No f al l en angel ,  hur l ' d f r om upper  ski es;
     ' Ti s t hy t r ust y quondam Mat e,
     Doom' d t o shar e t hy f i er y f at e;
     She,  t ar dy,  hel l - war d pl i es.

     Epode

     And ar e t hey of  no mor e avai l ,
     Ten t housand gl i t t er i ng pounds a- year ?
     I n ot her  wor l ds can Mammon f ai l ,
     Omni pot ent  as he i s her e!

     O,  bi t t er  mocker y of  t he pompous bi er ,
     Whi l e down t he wr et ched Vi t al  Par t  i s  dr i ven!
     The cave- l odged Beggar , wi t h a consci ence c l ear ,
     Expi r es i n r ags,  unknown,  and goes t o Heaven.



Pegasus At Wanlockhead
     Wi t h Pegasus upon a day,
     Apol l o,  wear y f l y i ng,
     Thr ough f r ost y hi l l s  t he j our ney l ay,
     On f oot  t he way was pl y i ng.

     Poor  s l i pshod gi ddy Pegasus
     Was but  a sor r y wal ker ;
     To Vul can t hen Apol l o goes,
     To get  a f r ost y caul ker .

     Obl i gi ng Vul can f el l  t o wor k,
     Thr ew by hi s coat  and bonnet ,
     And di d Sol ' s  busi ness i n a cr ack;
     Sol  pai d hi m wi t h a sonnet .

     Ye Vul can' s sons of  Wanl ockhead,
     Pi t y my sad di sast er ;
     My Pegasus i s poor l y shod,
     I ' l l  pay you l i ke my mast er .

Sappho Redivivus—A Fragment
     By al l  I  l ov ' d,  negl ect ed and f or got ,
     No f r i endl y f ace e' er  l i ght s my squal i d cot ;
     Shunn' d,  hat ed,  wr ong' d,  unpi t i ed,  unr edr est ,
     The mock' d quot at i on of  t he scor ner ' s j est !
     Ev ' n t he poor  suppor t  of  my wr et ched l i f e,
     Snat ched by t he v i ol ence of  l egal  st r i f e.
     Of t  gr at ef ul  f or  my ver y dai l y  br ead
     To t hose my f ami l y ' s  once l ar ge bount y f ed;
     A wel come i nmat e at  t hei r  homel y f ar e,
     My gr i ef s,  my woes,  my s i ghs,  my t ear s t hey shar e:
     ( Thei r  vul gar  soul s unl i ke t he soul s r ef i n' d,
     The f ashi oned mar bl e of  t he pol i shed mi nd) .

     I n vai n woul d Pr udence,  wi t h decor ous sneer ,
     Poi nt  out  a censur i ng wor l d,  and bi d me f ear ;
     Above t he wor l d,  on wi ngs of  Love,  I  r i se—

I  know i t s wor st ,  and can t hat  wor st  despi se;
     Let  Pr udence'  di r est  bodement s on me f al l ,
     M[ ont gomer ] y,  r i ch r ewar d,  o' er pays t hem al l !

     Mi l d zephyr s waf t  t hee t o l i f e' s  f ar t hest  shor e,
     Nor  t hi nk of  me and my di st r ess mor e, —

Fal sehood accur st !  No!  st i l l  I  beg a pl ace,
     St i l l  near  t hy hear t  some l i t t l e,  l i t t l e t r ace:
     For  t hat  dear  t r ace t he wor l d I  woul d r esi gn:
     O l et  me l i ve,  and di e,  and t hi nk i t  mi ne!

     " I  bur n,  I  bur n,  as when t hr o'  r i pen' d cor n



     By dr i v i ng wi nds t he cr ackl i ng f l ames ar e bor ne; "
     Now r avi ng- wi l d,  I  cur se t hat  f at al  ni ght ,
     Then bl ess t he hour  t hat  char m' d my gui l t y  s i ght :
     I n vai n t he l aws t hei r  f eebl e f or ce oppose,
     Chai n' d at  Love' s f eet ,  t hey gr oan,  hi s vanqui sh' d f oes.
     I n vai n Rel i gi on meet s my shr i nki ng eye,
     I  dar e not  combat ,  but  I  t ur n and f l y :
     Consci ence i n vai n upbr ai ds t h'  unhal l ow' d f i r e,
     Love gr asps her  scor pi ons—st i f l ed t hey expi r e!
     Reason dr ops headl ong f r om hi s sacr ed t hr one,

     Your  dear  i dea r ei gns,  and r ei gns al one;
     Each t hought  i nt oxi cat ed homage yi el ds,
     And r i ot s want on i n f or bi dden f i el ds.
     By al l  on hi gh ador i ng mor t al s know!
     By al l  t he consci ous v i l l ai n f ear s bel ow!
     By your  dear  sel f ! —t he l ast  gr eat  oat h I  swear ,
     Not  l i f e,  nor  soul ,  wer e ever  hal f  so dear !

Song—She's Fair And Fause
     She' s f ai r  and f ause t hat  causes my smar t ,
     I  l o' ed her  mei k l e and l ang;
     She' s br oken her  vow,  she' s br oken my hear t ,
     And I  may e' en gae hang.
     A coof  cam i n wi '  r out h o'  gear ,
     And I  hae t i nt  my dear est  dear ;
     But  Woman i s but  war l d' s gear ,
     Sae l et  t he boni e l ass gang.

     Whae' er  ye be t hat  woman l ove,
     To t hi s be never  bl i nd;
     Nae f er l i e ' t i s  t ho'  f i ck l e she pr ove,
     A woman has' t  by k i nd.
     O Woman l ovel y,  Woman f ai r !
     An angel  f or m' s f aun t o t hy shar e,
     ' Twad been o' er  mei k l e t o gi ' en t hee mai r —

I  mean an angel  mi nd.

Impromptu Lines To Captain Riddell
     On Ret ur ni ng a Newspaper .

     Your  News and Revi ew,  s i r .
     I ' ve r ead t hr ough and t hr ough,  s i r ,
     Wi t h l i t t l e admi r i ng or  bl ami ng;
     The Paper s ar e bar r en
     Of  home- news or  f or ei gn,
     No mur der s or  r apes wor t h t he nami ng.



     Our  f r i ends,  t he Revi ewer s,
     Those chi pper s and hewer s,
     Ar e j udges of  mor t ar  and st one,  s i r ;
     But  of  meet  or  unmeet ,
     I n a f abr i c compl et e,
     I ' l l  bol dl y pr onounce t hey ar e none,  s i r ;

     My goose- qui l l  t oo r ude i s
     To t el l  al l  your  goodness
     Best ow' d on your  ser vant ,  t he Poet ;
     Woul d t o God I  had one
     Li ke a beam of  t he sun,
     And t hen al l  t he wor l d,  s i r ,  shoul d know i t !

Lines To John M'Murdo, Esq. Of Drumlanrig
     Sent  wi t h some of  t he Aut hor ' s Poems.

     O coul d I  gi ve t hee I ndi a' s weal t h,
     As I  t hi s t r i f l e send;
     Because t hy j oy i n bot h woul d be
     To shar e t hem wi t h a f r i end.

     But  gol den sands di d never  gr ace
     The Hel i coni an st r eam;
     Then t ake what  gol d coul d never  buy—

An honest  bar d' s est eem.

Rhyming Reply To A Note From Captain Riddell
     Dear ,  Si r ,  at  ony t i me or  t i de,
     I ' d r at her  s i t  wi '  you t han r i de,
     Though ' t wer e wi '  r oyal  Geor di e:
     And t r owt h,  your  k i ndness,  soon and l at e,
     Af t  gar s me t o mysel '  l ook bl at e—

The Lor d i n Heav' n r ewar d ye!

     R.  Bur ns.
     El l i s l and.

Caledonia—A Ballad
     Tune—" Cal edoni an Hunt s '  Del i ght "  of  Mr .  Gow.



     Ther e was once a day,  but  ol d Ti me wasyt hen young,
     That  br ave Cal edoni a,  t he chi ef  of  her  l i ne,
     Fr om some of  your  nor t her n dei t i es spr ung,
     ( Who knows not  t hat  br ave Cal edoni a' s di v i ne?)
     Fr om Tweed t o t he Or cades was her  domai n,
     To hunt ,  or  t o past ur e,  or  do what  she woul d:
     Her  heav' nl y r el at i ons t her e f i xed her  r ei gn,
     And pl edg' d her  t hei r  godheads t o war r ant  i t  good.

     A l ambki n i n peace,  but  a l i on i n war ,
     The pr i de of  her  k i ndr ed,  t he her oi ne gr ew:
     Her  gr andsi r e,  ol d Odi n,  t r i umphant l y swor e, —

" Whoe' er  shal l  pr ovoke t hee,  t h'  encount er  shal l  r ue! "
     Wi t h t i l l age or  past ur e at  t i mes she woul d spor t ,
     To f eed her  f ai r  f l ocks by her  gr een r ust l i ng cor n;
     But  chi ef l y  t he woods wer e her  f av ' r i t e r esor t ,
     Her  dar l i ng amusement ,  t he hounds and t he hor n.

     Long qui et  she r ei gned;  t i l l  t hi t her war d st eer s
     A f l i ght  of  bol d eagl es f r om Adr i a' s st r and:
     Repeat ed,  successi ve,  f or  many l ong year s,
     They dar ken' d t he ai r ,  and t hey pl under ' d t he l and:
     Thei r  pounces wer e mur der ,  and t er r or  t hei r  cr y,
     They' d conquer ' d and r ui n' d a wor l d besi de;
     She t ook t o her  hi l l s ,  and her  ar r ows l et  f l y ,
     The dar i ng i nvader s t hey f l ed or  t hey di ed.

     The Camel eon- Savage di st ur b' d her  r epose,
     Wi t h t umul t ,  di squi et ,  r ebel l i on,  and st r i f e;
     Pr ovok' d beyond bear i ng,  at  l ast  she ar ose,
     And r obb' d hi m at  once of  hi s hopes and hi s l i f e:
     The Angl i an l i on,  t he t er r or  of  Fr ance,
     Of t  pr owl i ng,  ensangui n' d t he Tweed' s s i l ver  f l ood;
     But ,  t aught  by t he br i ght  Cal edoni an l ance,
     He l ear ned t o f ear  i n hi s own nat i ve wood.

     The f el l  Har py- r aven t ook wi ng f r om t he nor t h,
     The scour ge of  t he seas,  and t he dr ead of  t he shor e;
     The wi l d Scandi navi an boar  i ssued f or t h
     To want on i n car nage and wal l ow i n gor e:
     O' er  count r i es and k i ngdoms t hei r  f ur y pr evai l ' d,
     No ar t s coul d appease t hem,  no ar ms coul d r epel ;
     But  br ave Cal edoni a i n vai n t hey assai l ' d,
     As Lar gs wel l  can wi t ness,  and Loncar t i e t el l .

     Thus bol d,  i ndependent ,  unconquer ' d,  and f r ee,
     Her  br i ght  cour se of  gl or y f or  ever  shal l  r un:
     For  br ave Cal edoni a i mmor t al  must  be;
     I ' l l  pr ove i t  f r om Eucl i d as c l ear  as t he sun:
     Rect angl e—t r i angl e,  t he f i gur e we' l l  chuse:
     The upr i ght  i s  Chance,  and ol d Ti me i s t he base;
     But  br ave Cal edoni a' s t he hypot henuse;
     Then,  er go,  she' l l  mat ch t hem,  and mat ch t hem al ways.

To Miss Cruickshank
     A ver y Young Lady



Written on the Blank Leaf of a Book, presented to her by the Author.

     Beaut eous Rosebud,  young and gay,
     Bl oomi ng i n t hy ear l y May,
     Never  may' st  t hou,  l ovel y f l ower ,
     Chi l l y  shr i nk i n s l eet y shower !
     Never  Bor eas'  hoar y pat h,
     Never  Eur us'  poi s ' nous br eat h,
     Never  bal ef ul  st el l ar  l i ght s,
     Tai nt  t hee wi t h unt i mel y bl i ght s!
     Never ,  never  r ept i l e t hi ef
     Ri ot  on t hy v i r gi n l eaf !
     Nor  even Sol  t oo f i er cel y v i ew
     Thy bosom bl ushi ng st i l l  wi t h dew!

     May' st  t hou l ong,  sweet  cr i mson gem,
     Ri chl y deck t hy nat i ve st em;
     Ti l l  some ev' ni ng,  sober ,  cal m,
     Dr oppi ng dews,  and br eat hi ng bal m,
     Whi l e al l  ar ound t he woodl and r i ngs,
     And ev' r y bi r d t hy r equi em si ngs;
     Thou,  ami d t he di r gef ul  sound,
     Shed t hy dyi ng honour s r ound,
     And r esi gn t o par ent  Ear t h
     The l ovel i est  f or m she e' er  gave bi r t h.

Beware O' Bonie Ann
     Ye gal l ant s br i ght ,  I  r ede you r i ght ,
     Bewar e o'  boni e Ann;
     Her  comel y f ace sae f u'  o'  gr ace,
     Your  hear t  she wi l l  t r epan:
     Her  een sae br i ght ,  l i ke st ar s by ni ght ,
     Her  ski n sae l i ke t he swan;
     Sae j i mpl y l ac ' d her  gent y wai st ,
     That  sweet l y ye mi ght  span.

     Yout h,  Gr ace,  and Love at t endant  move,
     And pl easur e l eads t he van:
     I n a'  t hei r  char ms,  and conquer i ng ar ms,
     They wai t  on boni e Ann.
     The capt i ve bands may chai n t he hands,
     But  l ove ensl aves t he man:
     Ye gal l ant s br aw,  I  r ede you a' ,
     Bewar e o'  boni e Ann!

Ode On The Departed Regency Bill
     ( Mar ch,  1789)



     Daught er  of  Chaos'  dot i ng year s,
     Nur se of  t en t housand hopes and f ear s,
     Whet her  t hy ai r y,  i nsubst ant i al  shade
     ( The r i ght s of  sepul t ur e now dul y pai d)
     Spr ead abr oad i t s  hi deous f or m
     On t he r oar i ng c i v i l  s t or m,
     Deaf eni ng di n and war r i ng r age
     Fact i ons wi l d wi t h f act i ons wage;
     Or  under - gr ound,  deep- sunk,  pr of ound,
     Among t he demons of  t he ear t h,
     Wi t h gr oans t hat  make t he mount ai ns shake,
     Thou mour n t hy i l l - s t ar r ' d,  bl i ght ed bi r t h;
     Or  i n t he uncr eat ed Voi d,
     Wher e seeds of  f ut ur e bei ng f i ght ,
     Wi t h l essen' d st ep t hou wander  wi de,
     To gr eet  t hy Mot her —Anci ent  Ni ght .
     And as each j ar r i ng,  monst er - mass i s past ,
     Fond r ecol l ect  what  once t hou wast :
     I n manner  due,  beneat h t hi s sacr ed oak,
     Hear ,  Spi r i t ,  hear !  t hy pr esence I  i nvoke!
     By a Monar ch' s heaven- st r uck f at e,
     By a di suni t ed St at e,
     By a gener ous Pr i nce' s wr ongs.
     By a Senat e' s st r i f e of  t ongues,
     By a Pr emi er ' s  sul l en pr i de,
     Lour i ng on t he changi ng t i de;
     By dr ead Thur l ow' s power s t o awe
     Rhet or i c,  bl asphemy and l aw;
     By t he t ur bul ent  ocean—

A Nat i on' s commot i on,
     By t he har l ot - car esses
     Of  bor ough addr esses,
     By days f ew and evi l ,
     ( Thy por t i on,  poor  devi l ! )
     By Power ,  Weal t h,  and Show,
     ( The Gods by men ador ed, )
     By namel ess Pover t y,
     ( Thei r  hel l  abhor r ed, )
     By al l  t hey hope,  by al l  t hey f ear ,
     Hear !  and appear !

     St ar e not  on me,  t hou ghast l y Power !
     Nor ,  gr i m wi t h chai ned def i ance,  l our :
     No Babel - st r uct ur e woul d I  bui l d
     Wher e,  or der  exi l ' d f r om hi s nat i ve sway,
     Conf usi on may t he r egent - scept r e wi el d,
     Whi l e al l  woul d r ul e and none obey:
     Go,  t o t he wor l d of  man r el at e
     The st or y of  t hy sad,  event f ul  f at e;
     And cal l  pr esumpt uous Hope t o hear
     And bi d hi m check hi s bl i nd car eer ;
     And t el l  t he sor e- pr est  sons of  Car e,
     Never ,  never  t o despai r !
     Pai nt  Char l es '  speed on wi ngs of  f i r e,
     The obj ect  of  hi s f ond desi r e,
     Beyond hi s bol dest  hopes,  at  hand:
     Pai nt  al l  t he t r i umph of  t he Por t l and Band;
     Har k how t hey l i f t  t he j oy - el at ed voi ce!
     And who ar e t hese t hat  equal l y  r ej oi ce?
     Jews,  Gent i l es,  what  a mot l ey cr ew!
     The i r on t ear s t hei r  f l i nt y cheeks bedew;
     See how unf ur l ed t he par chment  ensi gns f l y ,
     And Pr i nci pal  and I nt er est  al l  t he cr y!



     And how t hei r  num' r ous cr edi t or s r ej oi ce;
     But  j ust  as hopes t o war m enj oyment  r i se,
     Cr y Conval escence!  and t he v i s i on f l i es.
     Then next  pour t r ay a dar k ' ni ng t wi l i ght  gl oom,
     Ecl i psi ng sad a gay,  r ej oi c i ng mor n,
     Whi l e pr oud Ambi t i on t o t h'  unt i mel y t omb
     By gnashi ng,  gr i m,  despai r i ng f i ends i s bor ne:
     Pai nt  r ui n,  i n t he shape of  hi gh D[ undas]
     Gapi ng wi t h gi ddy t er r or  o' er  t he br ow;
     I n vai n he st r uggl es,  t he f at es behi nd hi m pr ess,
     And c l am' r ous hel l  yawns f or  her  pr ey bel ow:
     How f al l en That ,  whose pr i de l at e scal ed t he ski es!
     And Thi s,  l i ke Luci f er ,  no mor e t o r i se!
     Agai n pr onounce t he power f ul  wor d;
     See Day,  t r i umphant  f r om t he ni ght ,  r est or ed.

     Then know t hi s t r ut h,  ye Sons of  Men!
     ( Thus ends t hy mor al  t al e, )
     Your  dar kest  t er r or s may be vai n,
     Your  br i ght est  hopes may f ai l .

Epistle To James Tennant Of Glenconner
     Aul d comr ade dear ,  and br i t her  s i nner ,
     How' s a'  t he f ol k about  Gl enconner ?
     How do you t hi s bl ae east l i n wi nd,
     That ' s  l i ke t o bl aw a body bl i nd?
     For  me,  my f acul t i es ar e f r ozen,
     My dear est  member  near l y dozen' d.
     I ' ve sent  you her e,  by Johni e Si mson,
     Twa sage phi l osopher s t o gl i mpse on;
     Smi t h,  wi '  hi s sympat het i c f eel i ng,
     An'  Rei d,  t o common sense appeal i ng.
     Phi l osopher s have f ought  and wr angl ed,
     An'  mei k l e Gr eek an'  Lat i n mangl ed,
     Ti l l  wi '  t hei r  l ogi c - j ar gon t i r ' d,
     And i n t he dept h of  sc i ence mi r ' d,
     To common sense t hey now appeal ,
     What  wi ves and wabst er s see and f eel .
     But ,  har k ye,  f r i end!  I  char ge you st r i c t l y ,
     Per use t hem,  an'  r et ur n t hem qui ckl y:
     For  now I ' m gr own sae cur sed douce
     I  pr ay and ponder  but t  t he house;
     My shi ns,  my l ane,  I  t her e s i t  r oast i n' ,
     Per usi ng Bunyan,  Br own,  an'  Bost on,
     Ti l l  by an'  by,  i f  I  haud on,
     I ' l l  gr unt  a r eal  gospel - gr oan:
     Al r eady I  begi n t o t r y i t ,
     To cast  my e' en up l i ke a pyet ,
     When by t he gun she t umbl es o' er
     Fl ut t ' r i ng an'  gaspi ng i n her  gor e:
     Sae shor t l y  you shal l  see me br i ght ,
     A bur ni ng an'  a shi ni ng l i ght .

     My hear t - war m l ove t o gui d aul d Gl en,
     The ace an'  wal e of  honest  men:
     When bendi ng down wi '  aul d gr ey hai r s



     Beneat h t he l oad of  year s and car es,
     May He who made hi m st i l l  suppor t  hi m,
     An'  v i ews beyond t he gr ave comf or t  hi m;
     Hi s wor t hy f am' l y f ar  and near ,
     God bl ess t hem a'  wi '  gr ace and gear !

     My aul d school f el l ow,  Pr eacher  Wi l l i e,
     The manl y t ar ,  my mason- bi l l i e,
     And Auchenbay,  I  wi sh hi m j oy,
     I f  he' s a par ent ,  l ass or  boy,
     May he be dad,  and Meg t he mi t her ,
     Just  f i ve- and- f or t y year s t hegi t her !
     And no f or get t i ng wabst er  Char l i e,
     I ' m t aul d he of f er s ver y f ai r l y .
     An'  Lor d,  r emember  s i ngi ng Sannock,
     Wi '  hal e br eeks,  saxpence,  an'  a bannock!
     And next ,  my aul d acquai nt ance,  Nancy,
     Si nce she i s f i t t ed t o her  f ancy,
     An'  her  k i nd st ar s hae ai r t ed t i l l  her
     gA gui d chi el  wi '  a pi ckl e s i l l er .
     My k i ndest ,  best  r espect s,  I  sen'  i t ,
     To cousi n Kat e,  an'  s i st er  Janet :
     Tel l  t hem,  f r ae me,  wi '  chi el s be caut i ous,
     For ,  f ai t h,  t hey' l l  ai bl i ns f i n'  t hem f ashi ous;
     To gr ant  a hear t  i s  f ai r l y  c i v i l ,
     But  t o gr ant  a mai denhead' s t he devi l .
     An'  l ast l y ,  Jami e,  f or  your sel ,
     May guar di an angel s t ak a spel l ,
     An'  st eer  you seven mi l es sout h o'  hel l :
     But  f i r s t ,  bef or e you see heaven' s gl or y,
     May ye get  mony a mer r y st or y,
     Mony a l augh,  and mony a dr i nk,
     And aye eneugh o'  needf u'  c l i nk.

     Now f ar e ye weel ,  an'  j oy be wi '  you:
     For  my sake,  t hi s I  beg i t  o'  you,
     Assi st  poor  Si mson a'  ye can,
     Ye' l l  f i n;  hi m j ust  an honest  man;
     Sae I  concl ude,  and quat  my chant er ,
     Your ' s,  sai nt  or  s i nner ,
     Rob t he Rant er .

A New Psalm For The Chapel Of Kilmarnock
On the Thanksgiving-Day for His Majesty's Recovery.

     O s i ng a new song t o t he Lor d,
     Make,  al l  and ever y one,
     A j oyf ul  noi se,  even f or  t he Ki ng
     Hi s r est or at i on.

     The sons of  Bel i al  i n t he l and
     Di d set  t hei r  heads t oget her ;
     Come,  l et  us sweep t hem of f ,  sai d t hey,
     Li ke an o' er f l owi ng r i ver .



     They set  t hei r  heads t oget her ,  I  say,
     They set  t hei r  heads t oget her ;
     On r i ght ,  on l ef t ,  on ever y hand,
     We saw none t o del i ver .

     Thou madest  st r ong t wo chosen ones
     To quel l  t he Wi cked' s pr i de;
     That  Young Man,  gr eat  i n I ssachar ,
     The bur den- bear i ng t r i be.

     And hi m,  among t he Pr i nces chi ef
     I n our  Jer usal em,
     The j udge t hat ' s  mi ght y i n t hy l aw,
     The man t hat  f ear s t hy name.

     Yet  t hey,  even t hey,  wi t h al l  t hei r  st r engt h,
     Began t o f ai nt  and f ai l :
     Even as t wo howl i ng,  r avenous wol ves
     To dogs do t ur n t hei r  t ai l .

     Th'  ungodl y o' er  t he j ust  pr evai l ' d,
     For  so t hou hadst  appoi nt ed;
     That  t hou mi ght ' s t  gr eat er  gl or y gi ve
     Unt o t hi ne own anoi nt ed.

     And now t hou hast  r est or ed our  St at e,
     Pi t y our  Ki r k al so;
     For  she by t r i bul at i ons
     I s  now br ought  ver y l ow.

     Consume t hat  hi gh- pl ace,  Pat r onage,
     Fr om of f  t hy hol y hi l l ;
     And i n t hy f ur y bur n t he book—

Even of  t hat  man M' Gi l l . ^1

     Now hear  our  pr ayer ,  accept  our  song,
     And f i ght  t hy chosen' s bat t l e:
     We seek but  l i t t l e,  Lor d,  f r om t hee,
     Thou kens we get  as l i t t l e.

     [ Foot not e 1:  Dr .  Wi l l i am M' Gi l l  of  Ayr ,  whose " Pr act i cal
     Essay on t he Deat h of  Jesus Chr i st "  l ed t o a char ge of
     her esy agai nst  hi m.  Bur ns t ook up hi s cause i n " The Ki r k of
     Scot l and' s Al ar m"  ( p.  351) . —Lang. ]

Sketch In Verse
     I nscr i bed t o t he Ri ght  Hon.  C.  J.  Fox.

     How wi sdom and Fol l y  meet ,  mi x,  and uni t e,
     How Vi r t ue and Vi ce bl end t hei r  bl ack and t hei r  whi t e,
     How Geni us,  t h'  i l l ust r i ous f at her  of  f i c t i on,
     Conf ounds r ul e and l aw,  r econci l es cont r adi ct i on,
     I  s i ng:  I f  t hese mor t al s,  t he cr i t i cs,  shoul d bust l e,
     I  car e not ,  not  I —l et  t he Cr i t i cs go whi st l e!

     But  now f or  a Pat r on whose name and whose gl or y,



     At  once may i l l ust r at e and honour  my st or y.

     Thou f i r st  of  our  or at or s,  f i r s t  of  our  wi t s;
     Yet  whose par t s and acqui r ement s seem j ust  l ucky hi t s;
     Wi t h knowl edge so vast ,  and wi t h j udgment  so st r ong,
     No man wi t h t he hal f  of  ' em e' er  coul d go wr ong;
     Wi t h passi ons so pot ent ,  and f anci es so br i ght ,
     No man wi t h t he hal f  of  ' em e' er  coul d go r i ght ;
     A sor r y,  poor ,  mi sbegot  son of  t he Muses,
     For  usi ng t hy name,  of f er s f i f t y  excuses.
     Good Lor d,  what  i s  Man!  f or  as s i mpl e he l ooks,
     Do but  t r y t o devel op hi s hooks and hi s cr ooks;
     Wi t h hi s dept hs and hi s shal l ows,  hi s good and hi s evi l ,
     Al l  i n al l  he' s a pr obl em must  puzzl e t he devi l .

     On hi s one r ul i ng passi on Si r  Pope hugel y l abour s,
     That ,  l i ke t h'  ol d Hebr ew wal k i ng- swi t ch,  eat s up i t s  nei ghbour s:
     Manki nd ar e hi s show- box—a f r i end,  woul d you know hi m?
     Pul l  t he st r i ng,  Rul i ng Passi on t he pi ct ur e wi l l  show hi m,
     What  pi t y,  i n r ear i ng so beaut eous a syst em,
     One t r i f l i ng par t i cul ar ,  Tr ut h,  shoul d have mi ss ' d hi m;
     For ,  spi t e of  hi s f i ne t heor et i c  posi t i ons,
     Manki nd i s a sci ence def i es def i ni t i ons.

     Some sor t  al l  our  qual i t i es each t o i t s  t r i be,
     And t hi nk human nat ur e t hey t r ul y descr i be;
     Have you f ound t hi s,  or  t ' ot her ? Ther e' s mor e i n t he wi nd;
     As by one dr unken f el l ow hi s comr ades you' l l  f i nd.
     But  such i s t he f l aw,  or  t he dept h of  t he pl an,
     I n t he make of  t hat  wonder f ul  cr eat ur e cal l ed Man,
     No t wo v i r t ues,  what ever  r el at i on t hey c l ai m.
     Nor  even t wo di f f er ent  shades of  t he same,
     Though l i ke as was ever  t wi n br ot her  t o br ot her ,
     Possessi ng t he one shal l  i mpl y you' ve t he ot her .

     But  t r uce wi t h abst r act i on,  and t r uce wi t h a Muse
     Whose r hymes you' l l  per haps,  Si r ,  ne' er  dei gn t o per use:
     Wi l l  you l eave your  j ust i ngs,  your  j ar s,  and your  quar r el s,
     Cont endi ng wi t h Bi l l y  f or  pr oud- noddi ng l aur el s?
     My much- honour ' d Pat r on,  bel i eve your  poor  poet ,
     Your  cour age,  much mor e t han your  pr udence,  you show i t :
     I n vai n wi t h Squi r e Bi l l y  f or  l aur el s you st r uggl e:
     He' l l  have t hem by f ai r  t r ade,  i f  not ,  he wi l l  smuggl e:
     Not  cabi net s even of  k i ngs woul d conceal  ' em,
     He' d up t he back st ai r s,  and by God,  he woul d st eal  ' em,
     Then f eat s l i ke Squi r e Bi l l y ' s  you ne' er  can achi eve ' em;
     I t  i s  not ,  out - do hi m—t he t ask i s ,  out - t hi eve hi m!

The Wounded Hare
     I nhuman man!  cur se on t hy bar b' r ous ar t ,
     And bl ast ed be t hy mur der - ai mi ng eye;
     May never  pi t y soot he t hee wi t h a s i gh,
     Nor  ever  pl easur e gl ad t hy cr uel  hear t !

     Go l i ve,  poor  wand' r er  of  t he wood and f i el d!
     The bi t t er  l i t t l e t hat  of  l i f e r emai ns:



     No mor e t he t hi ckeni ng br akes and ver dant  pl ai ns
     To t hee a home,  or  f ood,  or  past i me yi el d.

     Seek,  mangl ed wr et ch,  some pl ace of  wont ed r est ,
     No mor e of  r est ,  but  now t hy dyi ng bed!
     The shel t er i ng r ushes whi st l i ng o' er  t hy head,
     The col d ear t h wi t h t hy bl oody bosom pr est .

     Per haps a mot her ' s angui sh adds i t s  woe;
     The pl ayf ul  pai r  cr owd f ondl y by t hy s i de;
     Ah!  hel pl ess nur sl i ngs,  who wi l l  now pr ovi de
     That  l i f e a mot her  onl y can best ow!

     Of t  as by wi ndi ng Ni t h I ,  musi ng,  wai t
     The sober  eve,  or  hai l  t he cheer f ul  dawn,
     I ' l l  mi ss t hee spor t i ng o' er  t he dewy l awn,
     And cur se t he r uf f i an' s ai m,  and mour n t hy hapl ess f at e.

Delia, An Ode
"To the Editor of The Star.—Mr. Printer—If the productions of a simple ploughman can
merit a place in the same paper with Sylvester Otway, and the other favourites of the
Muses who illuminate the Star with the lustre of genius, your insertion of the enclosed trifle
will be succeeded by future communications from—Yours, &c., R. Burns.

          El l i s l and,  near  Dumf r i es,  18t h May,  1789. "

     Fai r  t he f ace of  or i ent  day,
     Fai r  t he t i nt s of  op' ni ng r ose;
     But  f ai r er  st i l l  my Del i a dawns,
     Mor e l ovel y f ar  her  beaut y shows.

     Sweet  t he l ar k ' s wi l d war bl ed l ay,
     Sweet  t he t i nkl i ng r i l l  t o hear ;
     But ,  Del i a,  mor e del i ght f ul  s t i l l ,
     St eal  t hi ne accent s on mi ne ear .

     The f l ower - enamour ' d busy bee
     The r osy banquet  l oves t o s i p;
     Sweet  t he st r eaml et ' s  l i mpi d l apse
     To t he sun- br own' d Ar ab' s l i p.

     But ,  Del i a,  on t hy bal my l i ps
     Let  me,  no vagr ant  i nsect ,  r ove;
     O l et  me st eal  one l i qui d k i ss,
     For  Oh!  my soul  i s  par ch' d wi t h l ove.

The Gard'ner Wi' His Paidle



     Tune—" The Gar dener ' s Mar ch. "

     When r osy May comes i n wi '  f l ower s,
     To deck her  gay,  gr een- spr eadi ng bower s,
     Then busy,  busy ar e hi s hour s,
     The Gar d' ner  wi '  hi s pai dl e.

     The cr yst al  wat er s gent l y f a' ,
     The mer r y bar ds ar e l over s a' ,
     The scent ed br eezes r ound hi m bl aw—

The Gar d' ner  wi '  hi s pai dl e.

     When pur pl e mor ni ng st ar t s t he har e
     To st eal  upon her  ear l y f ar e;
     Then t hr o'  t he dews he maun r epai r —

The Gar d' ner  wi '  hi s pai dl e.

     When day,  expi r i ng i n t he west ,
     The cur t ai n dr aws o'  Nat ur e' s r est ,
     He f l i es t o her  ar ms he l o' es t he best ,
     The Gar d' ner  wi '  hi s pai dl e.

On A Bank Of Flowers
     On a bank of  f l ower s,  i n a summer  day,
     For  summer  l i ght l y  dr est ,
     The yout hf ul ,  bl oomi ng Nel l y l ay,
     Wi t h l ove and s l eep oppr est ;
     When Wi l l i e,  wand' r i ng t hr o'  t he wood,
     Who f or  her  f avour  of t  had sued;
     He gaz' d,  he wi sh' d
     He f ear ' d,  he bl ush' d,
     And t r embl ed wher e he st ood.

     Her  c l osed eyes,  l i ke weapons sheat h' d,
     Wer e seal ' d i n sof t  r epose;
     Her  l i p,  st i l l  as she f r agr ant  br eat h' d,
     I t  r i cher  dyed t he r ose;
     The spr i ngi ng l i l i es,  sweet l y pr est ,
     Wi l d- want on k i ssed her  r i val  br east ;
     He gaz' d,  he wi sh' d,
     He mear ' d,  he bl ush' d,
     Hi s bosom i l l  at  r est .

     Her  r obes,  l i ght - wavi ng i n t he br eeze,
     Her  t ender  l i mbs embr ace;
     Her  l ovel y f or m,  her  nat i ve ease,
     Al l  har mony and gr ace;
     Tumul t uous t i des hi s pul ses r ol l ,
     A f al t er i ng,  ar dent  k i ss he st ol e;
     He gaz' d,  he wi sh' d,
     He f ear ' d,  he bl ush' d,
     And s i gh' d hi s ver y soul .

     As f l i es t he par t r i dge f r om t he br ake,
     On f ear - i nspi r ed wi ngs,
     So Nel l y ,  st ar t i ng,  hal f - awake,



     Away af f r i ght ed spr i ngs;
     But  Wi l l i e f ol l ow' d—as he shoul d,
     He over t ook her  i n t he wood;
     He vow' d,  he pr ay ' d,
     He f ound t he mai d
     For gi v i ng al l ,  and good.

Young Jockie Was The Blythest Lad
     Young Jocki e was t he bl yt hest  l ad,
     I n a'  our  t own or  her e awa;
     Fu'  bl yt he he whi st l ed at  t he gaud,
     Fu'  l i ght l y  danc' d he i n t he ha' .

     He r oos' d my een sae boni e bl ue,
     He r oos' d my wai st  sae gent y sma' ;
     An'  aye my hear t  cam t o my mou' ,
     When ne' er  a body hear d or  saw.

     My Jocki e t oi l s  upon t he pl ai n,
     Thr o'  wi nd and weet ,  t hr o'  f r ost  and snaw:
     And o' er  t he l ea I  l euk f u'  f ai n,
     When Jocki e' s owsen hamewar d ca' .

     An'  aye t he ni ght  comes r ound agai n,
     When i n hi s ar ms he t aks me a' ;
     An'  aye he vows he' l l  be my ai n,
     As l ang' s he has a br eat h t o dr aw.

The Banks Of Nith
     The Thames f l ows pr oudl y t o t he sea,
     Wher e r oyal  c i t i es st at el y st and;
     But  sweet er  f l ows t he Ni t h t o me,
     Wher e Comyns ance had hi gh command.
     When shal l  I  see t hat  honour ' d l and,
     That  wi ndi ng st r eam I  l ove so dear !
     Must  waywar d For t une' s adver se hand
     For  ever ,  ever  keep me her e!

     How l ovel y,  Ni t h,  t hy f r ui t f ul  val es,
     Wher e boundi ng hawt hor ns gai l y  bl oom;
     And sweet l y spr ead t hy s l opi ng dal es,
     Wher e l ambki ns want on t hr ough t he br oom.
     Tho'  wander i ng now must  be my doom,
     Far  f r om t hy boni e banks and br aes,
     May t her e my l at est  hour s consume,
     Amang t he f r i ends of  ear l y days!



Jamie, Come Try Me
     Chor us. —Jami e,  come t r y me,
     Jami e,  come t r y me,
     I f  t hou woul d wi n my l ove,
     Jami e,  come t r y me.

     I f  t hou shoul d ask my l ove,
     Coul d I  deny t hee?
     I f  t hou woul d wi n my l ove,
     Jami e,  come t r y me!
     Jami e,  come t r y me,  &c.

     I f  t hou shoul d k i ss me,  l ove,
     Wha coul d espy t hee?
     I f  t hou wad be my l ove,
     Jami e,  come t r y me!
     Jami e,  come t r y me,  &c.

I Love My Love In Secret
     My Sandy gi ed t o me a r i ng,
     Was a'  beset  wi '  di amonds f i ne;
     But  I  gi ed hi m a f ar  bet t er  t hi ng,
     I  gi ed my hear t  i n pl edge o'  hi s r i ng.

     Chor us. —My Sandy O,  my Sandy O,
     My boni e,  boni e Sandy O;
     Tho'  t he l ove t hat  I  owe
     To t hee I  dar e na show,
     Yet  I  l ove my l ove i n secr et ,  my Sandy O.

     My Sandy br ak a pi ece o'  gowd,
     Whi l e down hi s cheeks t he saut  t ear s r ow' d;
     He t ook a hauf ,  and gi ed i t  t o me,
     And I ' l l  keep i t  t i l l  t he hour  I  di e.
     My Sand O,  &c.

Sweet Tibbie Dunbar
     O wi l t  t hou go wi '  me,  sweet  Ti bbi e Dunbar ?
     O wi l t  t hou go wi '  me,  sweet  Ti bbi e Dunbar ?
     Wi l t  t hou r i de on a hor se,  or  be dr awn i n a car ,



     Or  wal k by my s i de,  O sweet  Ti bbi e Dunbar ?

     I  car e na t hy daddi e,  hi s l ands and hi s money,
     I  car e na t hy k i n,  sae hi gh and sae l or dl y;
     But  sae t hat  t hou' l t  hae me f or  bet t er  f or  waur ,
     And come i n t hy coat i e,  sweet  Ti bbi e Dunbar .

The Captain's Lady
     Chor us. —O mount  and go,  mount  and make you r eady,
     O mount  and go,  and be t he Capt ai n' s l ady.

     When t he dr ums do beat ,  and t he cannons r at t l e,
     Thou shal t  s i t  i n st at e,  and see t hy l ove i n bat t l e:
     When t he dr ums do beat ,  and t he cannons r at t l e,
     Thou shal t  s i t  i n st at e,  and see t hy l ove i n bat t l e.
     O mount  and go,  &c.

     When t he vanqui sh' d f oe sues f or  peace and qui et ,
     To t he shades we' l l  go,  and i n l ove enj oy i t :
     When t he vanqui sh' d f oe sues f or  peace and qui et ,
     To t he shades we' l l  go,  and i n l ove enj oy i t .
     O mount  and go,  &c.

John Anderson, My Jo
     John Ander son,  my j o,  John,
     When we wer e f i r s t  acquent ;
     Your  l ocks wer e l i ke t he r aven,
     Your  boni e br ow was br ent ;
     But  now your  br ow i s bel d,  John,
     Your  l ocks ar e l i ke t he snaw;
     But  bl essi ngs on your  f r ost y pow,
     John Ander son,  my j o.

     John Ander son,  my j o,  John,
     We cl amb t he hi l l  t hegi t her ;
     And mony a cant i e day,  John,
     We' ve had wi '  ane ani t her :
     Now we maun t ot t er  down,  John,
     And hand i n hand we' l l  go,
     And s l eep t hegi t her  at  t he f oot ,
     John Ander son,  my j o.



My Love, She's But A Lassie Yet
     My l ove,  she' s but  a l assi e yet ,
     My l ove,  she' s but  a l assi e yet ;
     We' l l  l et  her  st and a year  or  t wa,
     She' l l  no be hal f  sae saucy yet ;
     I  r ue t he day I  sought  her ,  O!
     I  r ue t he day I  sought  her ,  O!
     Wha get s her  needs na say she' s woo' d,
     But  he may say he' s bought  her ,  O.

     Come,  dr aw a dr ap o'  t he best  o' t  yet ,
     Come,  dr aw a dr ap o'  t he best  o' t  yet ,
     Gae seek f or  pl easur e whar e you wi l l ,
     But  her e I  never  mi ss ' d i t  yet ,
     We' r e a'  dr y wi '  dr i nki n o' t ,
     We' r e a'  dr y wi '  dr i nki n o' t ;
     The mi ni st er  k i ss ' d t he f i ddl er ' s  wi f e;
     He coul d na pr each f or  t hi nki n o' t .

Song—Tam Glen
     My hear t  i s  a- br eaki ng,  dear  Ti t t i e,
     Some counsel  unt o me come l en' ,
     To anger  t hem a'  i s  a pi t y,
     But  what  wi l l  I  do wi '  Tam Gl en?

     I ' m t hi nki ng,  wi '  s i c  a br aw f el l ow,
     I n poor t i t h I  mi ght  mak a f en;
     What  car e I  i n r i ches t o wal l ow,
     I f  I  maunna mar r y Tam Gl en!

     Ther e' s Lowr i e t he Lai r d o'  Dumel l er —
" Gude day t o you,  br ut e! "  he comes ben:

     He br ags and he bl aws o'  hi s s i l l er ,
     But  when wi l l  he dance l i ke Tam Gl en!

     My mi nni e does const ant l y deave me,
     And bi ds me bewar e o'  young men;
     They f l at t er ,  she says,  t o decei ve me,
     But  wha can t hi nk sae o'  Tam Gl en!

     My daddi e says,  gi n I ' l l  f or sake hi m,
     He' d gi e me gude hunder  mar ks t en;
     But ,  i f  i t ' s  or dai n' d I  maun t ake hi m,
     O wha wi l l  I  get  but  Tam Gl en!

     Yest r een at  t he Val ent i ne' s deal i ng,
     My hear t  t o my mou'  gi ed a st en' ;
     For  t hr i ce I  dr ew ane wi t hout  f ai l i ng,
     And t hr i ce i t  was wr i t t en " Tam Gl en" !

     The l ast  Hal l oween I  was wauki n
     My dr ouki t  sar k- s l eeve,  as ye ken,
     Hi s l i keness came up t he house st auki n,
     And t he ver y gr ey br eeks o'  Tam Gl en!



     Come,  counsel ,  dear  Ti t t i e,  don' t  t ar r y;
     I ' l l  gi e ye my boni e bl ack hen,
     Gi f  ye wi l l  advi se me t o mar r y
     The l ad I  l o' e dear l y,  Tam Gl en.

Carle, An The King Come
     Chor us. —Car l e,  an t he Ki ng come,
     Car l e,  an t he Ki ng come,
     Thou shal t  dance and I  wi l l  s i ng,
     Car l e,  an t he Ki ng come.

     An somebody wer e come agai n,
     Then somebody maun cr oss t he mai n,
     And ever y man shal l  hae hi s ai n,
     Car l e,  an t he Ki ng come.
     Car l e,  an t he Ki ng come,  &c.

     I  t r ow we swapped f or  t he wor se,
     We gae t he boot  and bet t er  hor se;
     And t hat  we' l l  t el l  t hem at  t he cr oss,
     Car l e,  an t he Ki ng come.
     Car l e,  an t he Ki ng come,  &c.

     Coggi e,  an t he Ki ng come,
     Coggi e,  an t he Ki ng come,
     I ' se be f ou,  and t hou' se be t oom
     Coggi e,  an t he Ki ng come.
     Coggi e,  an t he Ki ng come,  &c.

The Laddie's Dear Sel'
     Ther e' s a yout h i n t hi s c i t y ,  i t  wer e a gr eat  pi t y
     That  he f r om our  l assi es shoul d wander  awa' ;
     For  he' s boni e and br aw,  weel - f avor ' d wi t ha' ,
     An'  hi s hai r  has a nat ur al  buckl e an'  a' .

     Hi s coat  i s  t he hue o'  hi s bonnet  sae bl ue,
     Hi s f ecket  i s  whi t e as t he new- dr i ven snaw;
     Hi s hose t hey ar e bl ae,  and hi s shoon l i ke t he s l ae,
     And hi s c l ear  s i l l er  buckl es,  t hey dazzl e us a' .

     For  beaut y and f or t une t he l addi e' s been cour t i n;
     Weel - f eat ur ' d,  weel - t ocher ' d,  weel - mount ed an'  br aw;
     But  chi ef l y  t he s i l l er  t hat  gar s hi m gang t i l l  her ,
     The penny' s t he j ewel  t hat  beaut i f i es a' .

     Ther e' s Meg wi '  t he mai l en t hat  f ai n wad a haen hi m,
     And Susi e,  wha' s daddi e was l ai r d o'  t he Ha' ;



     Ther e' s l ang- t ocher ' d Nancy mai st  f et t er s hi s f ancy,
—But  t he l addi e' s dear  sel ' ,  he l oes dear est  of  a' .

Whistle O'er The Lave O't
     Fi r st  when Maggi e was my car e,
     Heav' n,  I  t hought ,  was i n her  ai r ,
     Now we' r e mar r i ed—spei r  nae mai r ,
     But  whi st l e o' er  t he l ave o' t !

     Meg was meek,  and Meg was mi l d,
     Sweet  and har ml ess as a chi l d—

Wi ser  men t han me' s begui l ' d;
     Whi st l e o' er  t he l ave o' t !

     How we l i ve,  my Meg and me,
     How we l ove,  and how we gr ee,
     I  car e na by how f ew may see—

Whi st l e o' er  t he l ave o' t !

     Wha I  wi sh wer e maggot ' s  meat ,
     Di sh' d up i n her  wi ndi ng- sheet ,
     I  coul d wr i t e—but  Meg maun see' t —

Whi st l e o' er  t he l ave o' t !

My Eppie Adair
     Chor us. —An'  O my Eppi e,  my j ewel ,  my Eppi e,
     Wha wad na be happy wi '  Eppi e Adai r ?

     By l ove,  and by beaut y,  by l aw,  and by dut y,
     I  swear  t o be t r ue t o my Eppi e Adai r !
     By l ove,  and by beaut y,  by l aw,  and by dut y,
     I  swear  t o be t r ue t o my Eppi e Adai r !
     And O my Eppi e,  &c.

     A'  pl easur e exi l e me,  di shonour  def i l e me,
     I f  e' er  I  begui l e ye,  my Eppi e Adai r !
     A'  pl easur e exi l e me,  di shonour  def i l e me,
     I f  e' er  I  begui l e t hee,  my Eppi e Adai r !
     And O my Eppi e,  &c.

On The Late Captain Grose's Peregrinations Thro'



Scotland
     Col l ect i ng The Ant i qui t i es Of  That  Ki ngdom

     Hear ,  Land o'  Cakes,  and br i t her  Scot s,
     Fr ae Mai denki r k t o Johni e Gr oat ' s ; —

I f  t her e' s a hol e i n a'  your  coat s,
     I  r ede you t ent  i t :
     A chi el d' s amang you t aki n not es,
     And,  f ai t h,  he' l l  pr ent  i t :

     I f  i n your  bounds ye chance t o l i ght
     Upon a f i ne,  f at  f odgel  wi ght ,
     O'  st at ur e shor t ,  but  geni us br i ght ,
     That ' s  he,  mar k weel ;
     And wow!  he has an unco s l ei ght
     O'  cauk and keel .

     By some aul d,  houl et - haunt ed bi ggi n,
     Or  k i r k deser t ed by i t s  r i ggi n,
     I t ' s  t en t o ane ye' l l  f i nd hi m snug i n
     Some el dr i t ch par t ,
     Wi '  dei l s ,  t hey say,  Lor d save' s!  col l eagui n
     At  some bl ack ar t .

     I l k  ghai st  t hat  haunt s aul d ha'  or  chaumer ,
     Ye gi psy- gang t hat  deal  i n gl amour ,
     And you,  deep- r ead i n hel l ' s  bl ack gr ammar ,
     War l ocks and wi t ches,
     Ye' l l  quake at  hi s conj ur i ng hammer ,
     Ye mi dni ght  bi t ches.

     I t ' s  t aul d he was a sodger  br ed,
     And ane wad r at her  f a' n t han f l ed;
     But  now he' s quat  t he spur t l e- bl ade,
     And dog- ski n wal l et ,
     And t aen t he—Ant i quar i an t r ade,
     I  t hi nk t hey cal l  i t .

     He has a f out h o'  aul d ni ck - nacket s:
     Rust y ai r n caps and j i ngl i n j acket s,
     Wad haud t he Lot hi ans t hr ee i n t acket s,
     A t owmont  gude;
     And par r i t ch- pat s and aul d saut - backet s,
     Bef or e t he Fl ood.

     Of  Eve' s f i r s t  f i r e he has a c i nder ;
     Aul d Tubal cai n' s f i r e- shool  and f ender ;
     That  whi ch di st i ngui shed t he gender
     O'  Bal aam' s ass:
     A br oomst i ck o'  t he wi t ch of  Endor ,
     Weel  shod wi '  br ass.

     For bye,  he' l l  shape you af f  f u'  gl eg
     The cut  of  Adam' s phi l i beg;
     The kni f e t hat  ni cki t  Abel ' s  cr ai g
     He' l l  pr ove you f ul l y ,
     I t  was a f aul di ng j oct el eg,
     Or  l ang- kai l  gul l i e.

     But  wad ye see hi m i n hi s gl ee,
     For  mei k l e gl ee and f un has he,
     Then set  hi m down,  and t wa or  t hr ee



     Gude f el l ows wi '  hi m:
     And por t ,  O por t !  shi ne t hou a wee,
     And Then ye' l l  see hi m!

     Now,  by t he Pow' r s o'  ver se and pr ose!
     Thou ar t  a dai nt y chi el d,  O Gr ose! —

Whae' er  o'  t hee shal l  i l l  suppose,
     They sai r  mi sca'  t hee;
     I ' d t ake t he r ascal  by t he nose,
     Wad say,  " Shame f a'  t hee! "

Epigram On Francis Grose The Antiquary
     The Devi l  got  not i ce t hat  Gr ose was a- dyi ng
     So whi p!  at  t he summons,  ol d Sat an came f l y i ng;
     But  when he appr oached wher e poor  Fr anci s l ay moani ng,
     And saw each bed- post  wi t h i t s  bur t hen a- gr oani ng,
     Ast oni sh' d,  conf ounded,  cr i es Sat an—" By God,
     I ' l l  want  hi m,  er e I  t ake such a damnabl e l oad! "

The Kirk Of Scotland's Alarm
     A Bal l ad.

     Tune—" Come r ouse,  Br ot her  Spor t sman! "

     Or t hodox!  or t hodox,  who bel i eve i n John Knox,
     Let  me sound an al ar m t o your  consci ence:
     A her et i c  bl ast  has been bl own i n t he West ,
     " That  what  i s  no sense must  be nonsense, "
     Or t hodox!  That  what  i s  no sense must  be nonsense.

     Doct or  Mac!  Doct or  Mac,  you shoul d st r eek on a r ack,
     To st r i ke evi l - doer s wi '  t er r or :
     To j oi n Fai t h and Sense,  upon any pr et ence,
     Was her et i c ,  damnabl e er r or ,
     Doct or  Mac! ^1 ' Twas her et i c ,  damnabl e er r or .

     Town of  Ayr !  t own of  Ayr ,  i t  was mad,  I  decl ar e,
     To meddl e wi '  mi schi ef  a- br ewi ng, ^2
     Pr ovost  John^3 i s st i l l  deaf  t o t he Chur ch' s r el i ef ,
     And Or at or  Bob^4 i s i t s  r ui n,
     Town of  Ayr !  Yes,  Or at or  Bob i s i t s  r ui n.

     D' r ympl e mi l d!  D' r ympl e mi l d,  t ho'  your  hear t ' s  l i ke a chi l d,
     And your  l i f e l i ke t he new- dr i ven snaw,
     Yet  t hat  wi nna save you,  aul d Sat an must  have you,
     For  pr eachi ng t hat  t hr ee' s ane an'  t wa,
     D' r ympl e mi l d! ^5 For  pr eachi ng t hat  t hr ee' s ane an'  t wa.



     Rumbl e John!  r umbl e John,  mount  t he st eps wi t h a gr oan,
     Cr y t he book i s wi t h her esy cr amm' d;
     Then out  wi '  your  l adl e,  deal  br i mst one l i ke ai dl e,
     And r oar  ev ' r y not e of  t he damn' d.
     Rumbl e John! ^6 And r oar  ev ' r y not e of  t he damn' d.

     [ Foot not e 1:  Dr .  M' Gi l l ,  Ayr . —R. B, ]

     [ Foot not e 2:  See t he adver t i sement . —R. B. ]

     [ Foot not e 3:  John Bal l ant i ne, —R. B. ]

     [ Foot not e 4:  Rober t  Ai ken. —R. B. ]

     [ Foot not e 5:  Dr .  Dal r ympl e,  Ayr . —R. B. ]

     [ Foot not e 6:  John Russel l ,  Ki l mar nock. —R. B. ]

     Si mper  James!  s i mper  James,  l eave your  f ai r  Ki l l i e dames,
     Ther e' s a hol i er  chase i n your  v i ew:
     I ' l l  l ay on your  head,  t hat  t he pack you' l l  soon l ead,
     For  puppi es l i ke you t her e' s but  f ew,
     Si mper  James! ^7 For  puppi es l i ke you t her e' s but  f ew.

     Si nget  Sawni e!  s i nget  Sawni e,  ar e ye hui r di n t he penny,
     Unconsci ous what  evi l s  awai t ?
     Wi t h a j ump,  yel l ,  and howl ,  al ar m ev' r y soul ,
     For  t he f oul  t hi ef  i s  j ust  at  your  gat e.
     Si nget  Sawni e! ^8 For  t he f oul  t hi ef  i s  j ust  at  your  gat e.

     Poet  Wi l l i e!  poet  Wi l l i e,  gi e t he Doct or  a vol l ey,
     Wi '  your  " Li ber t y ' s Chai n"  and your  wi t ;
     O' er  Pegasus'  s i de ye ne' er  l ai d a st r i de,
     Ye but  smel t ,  man,  t he pl ace wher e he sh—t .
     Poet  Wi l l i e! ^9 Ye but  smel t  man,  t he pl ace wher e he sh—t .

     Bar r  St eeni e!  Bar r  St eeni e,  what  mean ye,  what  mean ye?
     I f  ye meddl e nae mai r  wi '  t he mat t er ,
     Ye may hae some pr et ence t o havi ns and sense,
     Wi '  peopl e t hat  ken ye nae bet t er ,
     Bar r  St eeni e! ^10 Wi ' peopl e t hat  ken ye nae bet t er .

     Jami e Goose!  Jami e Goose,  ye made but  t oom r oose,
     I n hunt i ng t he wi cked Li eut enant ;
     But  t he Doct or ' s  your  mar k,  f or  t he Lor d' s hol y ar k,
     He has cooper ' d an'  ca' d a wr ang pi n i n' t ,
     Jami e Goose! ^11 He has cooper ' d an'  ca' d a wr ang pi n i n' t .

     Davi e Bl ust er !  Davi e Bl ust er ,  f or  a sai nt  ye do must er ,
     The cor ps i s  no ni ce o'  r ecr ui t s;

     [ Foot not e 7:  James Macki nl ay,  Ki l mar nock. —R. B. ]

     [ Foot not e 8:  Al exander  Moodi e of  Ri ccar t on. —R. B. ]

     [ Foot not e 9:  Wi l l i am Peebl es,  i n Newt on- upon- Ayr ,  a poet ast er ,
     who,  among many ot her  t hi ngs,  publ i shed an ode on t he " Cent enar y
     of  t he Revol ut i on, "  i n whi ch was t he l i ne:  " And bound i n
     Li ber t y ' s ender i ng chai n. " —R. B. ]

     [ Foot not e 10:  St ephen Young of  Bar r . —R. B. ]

     [ Foot not e 11:  James Young,  i n New Cumnock,  who had l at el y been
     f oi l ed i n an eccl esi ast i cal  pr osecut i on agai nst  a Li eut enant



     Mi t chel —R. B. ]

     Yet  t o wor t h l et ' s  be j ust ,  r oyal  bl ood ye mi ght  boast ,
     I f  t he Ass wer e t he k i ng o'  t he br ut es,
     Davi e Bl ust er ! ^12 I f  t he Ass wer e t he k i ng o'  t he br ut es.

     I r v i ne Si de!  I r v i ne Si de,  wi '  your  t ur key - cock pr i de
     Of  manhood but  sma'  i s  your  shar e:
     Ye' ve t he f i gur e,  ' t i s  t r ue,  ev ' n your  f oes wi l l  al l ow,
     And your  f r i ends t hey dar e gr ant  you nae mai r ,
     I r v i ne Si de! ^13 And your  f r i ends t hey dar e gr ant  you nae mai r .

     Mui r l and Jock!  mui r l and Jock,  when t he Lor d makes a r ock,
     To cr ush common- sense f or  her  s i ns;
     I f  i l l - manner s wer e wi t ,  t her e' s no mor t al  so f i t
     To conf ound t he poor  Doct or  at  ance,
     Mui r l and Jock! ^14 To conf ound t he poor  Doct or  at  ance.

Andr o Gowk!  Andr o Gowk,  ye may s l ander  t he Book,
     An'  t he Book nought  t he waur ,  l et  me t el l  ye;
     Tho'  ye' r e r i ch,  an'  l ook bi g,  yet ,  l ay by hat  an'  wi g,
     An'  ye' l l  hae a cal f ' s—had o'  sma'  val ue,
     Andr o Gowk! ^15 Ye' l l  hae a cal f ' s  head o'  sma val ue.

     Daddy Aul d!  daddy Aul d,  t her e' a a t od i n t he f aul d,
     A t od mei k l e waur  t han t he c l er k;
     Tho'  ye do l i t t l e skai t h,  ye' l l  be i n at  t he deat h,
     For  gi f  ye canna bi t e,  ye may bar k,
     Daddy Aul d! ^16 Gi f  ye canna bi t e,  ye may bar k.

     Hol y Wi l l !  hol y Wi l l ,  t her e was wi t  i n your  skul l ,
     When ye pi l f er ' d t he al ms o'  t he poor ;
     The t i mmer  i s  scant  when ye' r e t aen f or  a saunt ,
     Wha shoul d swi ng i n a r ape f or  an hour ,
     Hol y Wi l l ! ^17 Ye shoul d swi ng i n a r ape f or  an hour .

     Cal v i n' s sons!  Cal v i n' s sons,  sei ze your  spi r i t ual  guns,
     Ammuni t i on you never  can need;

     [ Foot not e 12:  Davi d Gr ant ,  Ochi l t r ee. —R. B. ]

     [ Foot not e 13:  Geor ge Smi t h,  Gal st on. —R. B. ]

     [ Foot not e 14:  John Shepher d Mui r k i r k. —R. B. ]

     [ Foot not e 15:  Dr .  Andr ew Mi t chel ,  Monkt on. —R. B. ]

     [ Foot not e 16:  Wi l l i am Aul d,  Mauchl i ne;  f or  t he c l er k,  see
      " Hol y Wi l l i e" s pr ayer . —R. B. ]

     [ Foot not e 17:  Vi de t he " Pr ayer "  of  t hi s sai nt . —R. B. ]

     Your  hear t s ar e t he st uf f  wi l l  be powder  enough,
     And your  skul l s  ar e a st or ehouse o'  l ead,
     Cal v i n' s sons!  Your  skul l s  ar e a st or ehouse o'  l ead.

     Poet  Bur ns!  poet  Bur ns,  wi '  your  pr i est - skel pi n t ur ns,
     Why deser t  ye your  aul d nat i ve shi r e?
     Your  muse i s a gi psy,  yet  wer e she e' en t i psy,
     She coul d ca' us nae waur  t han we ar e,
     Poet  Bur ns!  She coul d ca' us nae waur  t han we ar e.



Presentation Stanzas To Correspondents
     Fact or  John!  Fact or  John,  whom t he Lor d made al one,
     And ne' er  made ani t her ,  t hy peer ,
     Thy poor  ser vant ,  t he Bar d,  i n r espect f ul  r egar d,
     He pr esent s t hee t hi s t oken s i ncer e,
     Fact or  John!  He pr esent s t hee t hi s t oken s i ncer e.

     Af t on' s Lai r d!  Af t on' s Lai r d,  when your  pen can be spar ed,
     A copy of  t hi s I  bequeat h,
     On t he same si cker  scor e as I  ment i on' d bef or e,
     To t hat  t r ust y aul d wor t hy,  Cl ackl ei t h,
     Af t on' s Lai r d!  To t hat  t r ust y aul d wor t hy,  Cl ackl ei t h.

Sonnet On Receiving A Favour
     10 Aug. ,  1979.

     Addr essed t o Rober t  Gr aham,  Esq.  of  Fi nt r y.

     I  cal l  no Goddess t o i nspi r e my st r ai ns,
     A f abl ed Muse may sui t  a bar d t hat  f ei gns:
     Fr i end of  my l i f e!  my ar dent  spi r i t  bur ns,
     And al l  t he t r i but e of  my hear t  r et ur ns,
     For  boons accor ded,  goodness ever  new,
     The gi f t s  st i l l  dear er ,  as t he gi ver  you.
     Thou or b of  day!  t hou ot her  pal er  l i ght !
     And al l  ye many spar kl i ng st ar s of  ni ght !
     I f  aught  t hat  gi ver  f r om my mi nd ef f ace,
     I f  I  t hat  gi ver ' s  bount y e' er  di sgr ace,
     Then r ol l  t o me al ong your  wand' r i g spher es,
     Onl y t o number  out  a v i l l ai n' s year s!
     I  l ay my hand upon my swel l i ng br east ,
     And gr at ef ul  woul d,  but  cannot  speak t he r est .

Extemporaneous Effusion
     On bei ng appoi nt ed t o an Exci se di v i s i on.

     Sear chi ng aul d wi ves'  bar r el s,
     Ochon t he day!
     That  c l ar t y bar m shoul d st ai n my l aur el s:
     But —what ' l l  ye say?
     These movi n'  t hi ngs ca' d wi ves an'  weans,
     Wad move t he ver y hear t s o'  s t anes!



Song—Willie Brew'd A Peck O' Maut^1
     O Wi l l i e br ew' d a peck o'  maut ,
     And Rob and Al l en cam t o see;
     Thr ee bl yt her  hear t s,  t hat  l ee- l ang ni ght ,
     Ye wadna f ound i n Chr i st endi e.

     Chor us. —We ar e na f ou,  we' r e nae t hat  f ou,
     But  j ust  a dr appi e i n our  ee;
     The cock may cr aw,  t he day may daw
     And aye we' l l  t ast e t he bar l ey br ee.

     Her e ar e we met ,  t hr ee mer r y boys,
     Thr ee mer r y boys I  t r ow ar e we;
     And mony a ni ght  we' ve mer r y been,
     And mony mae we hope t o be!
     We ar e na f ou,  &c.

     I t  i s  t he moon,  I  ken her  hor n,
     That ' s  bl i nki n'  i n t he l i f t  sae hi e;
     She shi nes sae br i ght  t o wyl e us hame,
     But ,  by my soot h,  she' l l  wai t  a wee!
     We ar e na f ou,  &c.

     Wha f i r st  shal l  r i se t o gang awa,
     A cuckol d,  cowar d l oun i s he!
     Wha f i r st  besi de hi s chai r  shal l  f a' ,
     He i s t he Ki ng amang us t hr ee.
     We ar e na f ou,  &c.

     [ Foot not e 1:  Wi l l i e i s  Ni col ,  Al l an i s  Mast er t on t he wr i t i ng—
mast er .  The scene i s bet ween Mof f at  and t he head of  t he Loch of

     t he Lowes.  Dat e,  August —Sept ember ,  1789. —Lang. ]

Ca' The Yowes To The Knowes
     Chor us. —Ca'  t he yowes t o t he knowes,
     Ca'  t hem wher e t he heat her  gr ows,
     Ca'  t hem wher e t he bur ni e r owes,
     My boni e dear i e

     As I  gaed down t he wat er - s i de,
     Ther e I  met  my shepher d l ad:
     He r ow' d me sweet l y i n hi s pl ai d,
     And he ca' d me hi s dear i e.
     Ca'  t he yowes,  &c.

     Wi l l  ye gang down t he wat er - s i de,
     And see t he waves sae sweet l y gl i de
     Beneat h t he hazel s spr eadi ng wi de,



     The moon i t  shi nes f u'  c l ear l y.
     Ca'  t he yowes,  &c.

     Ye sal l  get  gowns and r i bbons meet ,
     Cauf - l eat her  shoon upon your  f eet ,
     And i n my ar ms ye' se l i e and s l eep,
     An'  ye sal l  be my dear i e.
     Ca'  t he yowes,  &c.

     I f  ye' l l  but  st and t o what  ye' ve sai d,
     I ' se gang wi '  t hee,  my shepher d l ad,
     And ye may r ow me i n your  pl ai d,
     And I  sal l  be your  dear i e.
     Ca'  t he yowes,  &c.

     Whi l e wat er s wi mpl e t o t he sea,
     Whi l e day bl i nks i n t he l i f t  sae hi e,
     Ti l l  c l ay- caul d deat h sal l  bl i n'  my e' e,
     Ye sal l  be my dear i e.
     Ca'  t he yowes,  &c.

I Gaed A Waefu' Gate Yestreen
     I  gaed a waef u'  gat e yest r een,
     A gat e,  I  f ear ,  I ' l l  dear l y r ue;
     I  gat  my deat h f r ae t wa sweet  een,
     Twa l ovel y een o' boni e bl ue.

     ' Twas not  her  gol den r i ngl et s br i ght ,
     Her  l i ps l i ke r oses wat  wi '  dew,
     Her  heavi ng bosom,  l i l y - whi t e—

I t  was her  een sae boni e bl ue.

     She t al k ' d,  she smi l ' d,  my hear t  she wyl ' d;
     She char m' d my soul  I  wi st  na how;
     And aye t he st ound,  t he deadl y wound,
     Cam f r ae her  een so boni e bl ue.
     But  " spar e t o speak,  and spar e t o speed; "
     She' l l  ai bl i ns l i s t en t o my vow:
     Shoul d she r ef use,  I ' l l  l ay my dead
     To her  t wa een sae boni e bl ue.

Highland Harry Back Again
     My Har r y was a gal l ant  gay,
     Fu'  st at el y st r ade he on t he pl ai n;
     But  now he' s bani sh' d f ar  away,
     I ' l l  never  see hi m back agai n.

     Chor us. —O f or  hi m back agai n!



     O f or  hi m back agai n!
     I  wad gi e a'  Knockhaspi e' s l and
     For  Hi ghl and Har r y back agai n.

     When a'  t he l ave gae t o t hei r  bed,
     I  wander  dowi e up t he gl en;
     I  set  me down and gr eet  my f i l l ,
     And aye I  wi sh hi m back agai n.
     O f or  hi m,  &c.

     O wer e some vi l l ai ns hangi t  hi gh,
     And i l ka body had t hei r  ai n!
     Then I  mi ght  see t he j oyf u'  s i ght ,
     My Hi ghl and Har r y back agai n.
     O f or  hi m,  &c.

The Battle Of Sherramuir
     Tune—" The Camer oni an Rant . "

     " O cam ye her e t he f i ght  t o shun,
     Or  her d t he sheep wi '  me,  man?
     Or  wer e ye at  t he Sher r a- moor ,
     Or  di d t he bat t l e see,  man?"
     I  saw t he bat t l e,  sai r  and t eugh,
     And r eeki n- r ed r an mony a sheugh;
     My hear t ,  f or  f ear ,  gaed sough f or  sough,
     To hear  t he t huds,  and see t he c l uds
     O'  c l ans f r ae woods,  i n t ar t an duds,
     Wha gl aum' d at  k i ngdoms t hr ee,  man.
     La,  l a,  l a,  l a,  &c.

     The r ed- coat  l ads,  wi '  bl ack cockauds,
     To meet  t hem wer e na s l aw,  man;
     They r ush' d and push' d,  and bl ude out gush' d
     And mony a bouk di d f a' ,  man:
     The gr eat  Ar gyl e l ed on hi s f i l es,
     I  wat  t hey gl anced t went y mi l es;
     They hough' d t he c l ans l i ke ni ne- pi n kyl es,
     They hack' d and hash' d,  whi l e br ai d- swor ds,  c l ash' d,
     And t hr o'  t hey dash' d,  and hew' d and smash' d,
     Ti l l  f ey men di ed awa,  man.
     La,  l a,  l a,  l a,  &c.

     But  had ye seen t he phi l i begs,
     And skyr i n t ar t an t r ews,  man;
     When i n t he t eet h t hey dar ' d our  Whi gs,
     And covenant  Tr ue- bl ues,  man:
     I n l i nes ext ended l ang and l ar ge,
     When bai gi net s o' er power ' d t he t ar ge,
     And t housands hast en' d t o t he char ge;
     Wi '  Hi ghl and wr at h t hey f r ae t he sheat h
     Dr ew bl ades o'  deat h,  t i l l ,  out  o'  br eat h,
     They f l ed l i ke f r i ght ed dows,  man!
     La,  l a,  l a,  l a,  &c.

     " O how dei l ,  Tam,  can t hat  be t r ue?



     The chase gaed f r ae t he nor t h,  man;
     I  saw mysel ,  t hey di d pur sue,
     The hor semen back t o For t h,  man;
     And at  Dunbl ane,  i n my ai n s i ght ,
     They t ook t he br i g wi '  a'  t hei r  mi ght ,
     And st r aught  t o St i r l i ng wi ng' d t hei r  f l i ght ;
     But ,  cur sed l ot !  t he gat es wer e shut ;
     And mony a hunt i t  poor  r ed- coat ,
     For  f ear  amai st  di d swar f ,  man! "
     La,  l a,  l a,  l a,  &c.

     My s i st er  Kat e cam up t he gat e
     Wi '  cr owdi e unt o me,  man;
     She swoor  she saw some r ebel s r un
     To Per t h unt o Dundee,  man;
     Thei r  l ef t - hand gener al  had nae ski l l ;
     The Angus l ads had nae gude wi l l
     That  day t hei r  nei bor s '  bl ude t o spi l l ;
     For  f ear ,  f or  f oes,  t hat  t hey shoul d l ose
     Thei r  cogs o'  br ose;  t hey scar ' d at  bl ows,
     And hamewar d f ast  di d f l ee,  man.
     La,  l a,  l a,  l a,  &c.

     They' ve l ost  some gal l ant  gent l emen,
     Amang t he Hi ghl and c l ans,  man!
     I  f ear  my Lor d Panmur e i s s l ai n,
     Or  f al l en i n Whi ggi sh hands,  man,
     Now wad ye s i ng t hi s doubl e f i ght ,
     Some f el l  f or  wr ang,  and some f or  r i ght ;
     But  mony bade t he wor l d gude- ni ght ;
     Then ye may t el l ,  how pel l  and mel l ,
     By r ed c l aymor es,  and musket s knel l ,
     Wi '  dyi ng yel l ,  t he Tor i es f el l ,
     And Whi gs t o hel l  di d f l ee,  man.
     La,  l a,  l a,  l a,  &c.

The Braes O' Killiecrankie
     Wher e hae ye been sae br aw,  l ad?
     Whar e hae ye been sae br anki e,  O?
     Whar e hae ye been sae br aw,  l ad?
     Cam ye by Ki l l i ecr anki e,  O?

     Chor us. —An ye had been whar e I  hae been,
     Ye wad na been sae cant i e,  O;
     An ye had seen what  I  hae seen,
     I '  t he Br aes o'  Ki l l i ecr anki e,  O.

     I  f aught  at  l and,  I  f aught  at  sea,
     At  hame I  f aught  my Aunt i e,  O;
     But  I  met  t he devi l  an'  Dundee,
     On t he Br aes o'  Ki l l i ecr anki e,  O.
     An ye had been,  &c.

     The baul d Pi t cur  f el l  i n a f ur r ,
     An'  Cl aver s gat  a c l anki e,  O;
     Or  I  had f ed an At hol e gl ed,



     On t he Br aes o'  Ki l l i ecr anki e,  O.
     An ye had been,  &c.

Awa' Whigs, Awa'
     Chor us. —Awa'  Whi gs,  awa' !
     Awa'  Whi gs,  awa' !
     Ye' r e but  a pack o'  t r ai t or  l ouns,
     Ye' l l  do nae gude at  a' .

     Our  t hr i ss l es f l our i sh' d f r esh and f ai r ,
     And boni e bl oom' d our  r oses;
     But  Whi gs cam'  l i ke a f r ost  i n June,
     An'  wi t her ' d a'  our  posi es.
     Awa'  Whi gs,  &c.

     Our  anci ent  cr own' s f a' en i n t he dust —
Dei l  bl i n'  t hem wi '  t he st our e o' t !

     An'  wr i t e t hei r  names i n hi s bl ack beuk,
     Wha gae t he Whi gs t he power  o' t .
     Awa'  Whi gs,  &c.

     Our  sad decay i n chur ch and st at e
     Sur passes my descr i v i ng:
     The Whi gs cam'  o' er  us f or  a cur se,
     An'  we hae done wi '  t hr i v i ng.
     Awa'  Whi gs,  &c.

     Gr i m vengeance l ang has t aen a nap,
     But  we may see hi m wauken:
     Gude hel p t he day when r oyal  heads
     Ar e hunt ed l i ke a mauki n!
     Awa'  Whi gs,  &c.

A Waukrife Minnie
     Whar e ar e you gaun,  my boni e l ass,
     Whar e ar e you gaun,  my hi nni e?
     She answer ed me r i ght  sauci l i e,
     " An er r and f or  my mi nni e. "

     O whar e l i ve ye,  my boni e l ass,
     O whar e l i ve ye,  my hi nni e?
     " By yon bur nsi de,  gi n ye maun ken,
     I n a wee house wi '  my mi nni e. "

     But  I  f oor  up t he gl en at  e' en.
     To see my boni e l assi e;
     And l ang bef or e t he gr ey mor n cam,
     She was na hauf  sae sauci e.



     O wear y f a'  t he waukr i f e cock,
     And t he f oumar t  l ay hi s cr awi n!
     He wauken' d t he aul d wi f e f r ae her  s l eep,
     A wee bl i nk or  t he dawi n.

     An angr y wi f e I  wat  she r ai se,
     And o' er  t he bed she br ocht  her ;
     And wi '  a mei k l e hazel  r ung
     She made her  a weel - pay' d docht er .

     O f ar e t hee weel ,  my boni e l ass,
     O f ar e t hee wel l ,  my hi nni e!
     Thou ar t  a gay an'  a bonni e l ass,
     But  t hou has a waukr i f e mi nni e.

The Captive Ribband
     Tune—" Robai dh dona gor ach. "

     Dear  Myr a,  t he capt i ve r i bband' s mi ne,
     ' Twas al l  my f ai t hf ul  l ove coul d gai n;
     And woul d you ask me t o r esi gn
     The sol e r ewar d t hat  cr owns my pai n?

     Go,  bi d t he her o who has r un
     Thr o'  f i el ds of  deat h t o gat her  f ame,
     Go,  bi d hi m l ay hi s l aur el s down,
     And al l  hi s wel l - ear n' d pr ai se di scl ai m.

     The r i bband shal l  i t s  f r eedom l ose—
Lose al l  t he bl i ss i t  had wi t h you,

     And shar e t he f at e I  woul d i mpose
     On t hee,  wer t  t hou my capt i ve t oo.

     I t  shal l  upon my bosom l i ve,
     Or  c l asp me i n a c l ose embr ace;
     And at  i t s  f or t une i f  you gr i eve,
     Ret r i eve i t s  doom,  and t ake i t s  pl ace.

My Heart's In The Highlands
     Tune—" Fai l t e na Mi osg. "

     Far ewel l  t o t he Hi ghl ands,  f ar ewel l  t o t he Nor t h,
     The bi r t h- pl ace of  Val our ,  t he count r y of  Wor t h;
     Wher ever  I  wander ,  wher ever  I  r ove,
     The hi l l s  of  t he Hi ghl ands f or  ever  I  l ove.



     Chor us. —My hear t ' s  i n t he Hi ghl ands,  my hear t  i s  not  her e,
     My hear t ' s  i n t he Hi ghl ands,  a- chasi ng t he deer ;
     Chasi ng t he wi l d- deer ,  and f ol l owi ng t he r oe,
     My hear t ' s  i n t he Hi ghl ands,  wher ever  I  go.

     Far ewel l  t o t he mount ai ns,  hi gh- cover ' d wi t h snow,
     Far ewel l  t o t he st r at hs and gr een val l i es bel ow;
     Far ewel l  t o t he f or est s and wi l d- hangi ng woods,
     Far ewel l  t o t he t or r ent s and l oud- pour i ng f l oods.
     My hear t ' s  i n t he Hi ghl ands,  &c.

The Whistle—A Ballad
     I  s i ng of  a Whi st l e,  a Whi st l e of  wor t h,
     I  s i ng of  a Whi st l e,  t he pr i de of  t he Nor t h.
     Was br ought  t o t he cour t  of  our  good Scot t i sh Ki ng,
     And l ong wi t h t hi s Whi st l e al l  Scot l and shal l  r i ng.

     Ol d Loda,  st i l l  r uei ng t he ar m of  Fi ngal ,
     The god of  t he bot t l e sends down f r om hi s hal l —

" The Whi st l e' s your  chal l enge,  t o Scot l and get  o' er ,
     And dr i nk t hem t o hel l ,  Si r !  or  ne' er  see me mor e! "

     Ol d poet s have sung,  and ol d chr oni c l es t el l ,
     What  champi ons vent ur ' d,  what  champi ons f el l :
     The son of  gr eat  Loda was conquer or  st i l l ,
     And bl ew on t he Whi st l e t hei r  r equi em shr i l l .

     Ti l l  Rober t ,  t he l or d of  t he Cai r n and t he Scaur ,
     Unmat ch' d at  t he bot t l e,  unconquer ' d i n war ,
     He dr ank hi s poor  god- shi p as deep as t he sea;
     No t i de of  t he Bal t i c  e' er  dr unker  t han he.

     Thus Rober t ,  v i ct or i ous,  t he t r ophy has gai n' d;
     Whi ch now i n hi s house has f or  ages r emai n' d;
     Ti l l  t hr ee nobl e chi ef t ai ns,  and al l  of  hi s bl ood,
     The j ovi al  cont est  agai n have r enew' d.

     Thr ee j oyous good f el l ows,  wi t h hear t s c l ear  of  f l aw
     Cr ai gdar r och,  so f amous f or  wi t h,  wor t h,  and l aw;
     And t r ust y Gl enr i ddel ,  so ski l l ' d i n ol d coi ns;
     And gal l ant  Si r  Rober t ,  deep- r ead i n ol d wi nes.

     Cr ai gdar r och began,  wi t h a t ongue smoot h as oi l ,
     Desi r i ng Downr i ght l y  t o y i el d up t he spoi l ;
     Or  el se he woul d must er  t he heads of  t he c l an,
     And once mor e,  i n c l ar et ,  t r y whi ch was t he man.

     " By t he gods of  t he anci ent s! "  Downr i ght l y  r epl i es,
     " Bef or e I  sur r ender  so gl or i ous a pr i ze,
     I ' l l  conj ur e t he ghost  of  t he gr eat  Ror i e Mor e,
     And bumper  hi s hor n wi t h hi m t went y t i mes o' er . "

     Si r  Rober t ,  a sol di er ,  no speech woul d pr et end,
     But  he ne' er  t ur n' d hi s back on hi s f oe,  or  hi s f r i end;
     Sai d,  " Toss down t he Whi st l e,  t he pr i ze of  t he f i el d, "
     And,  knee- deep i n c l ar et ,  he' d di e er e he' d y i el d.



     To t he boar d of  Gl enr i ddel  our  her oes r epai r ,
     So not ed f or  dr owni ng of  sor r ow and car e;
     But ,  f or  wi ne and f or  wel come,  not  mor e known t o f ame,
     Than t he sense,  wi t ,  and t ast e,  of  a sweet  l ovel y dame.

     A bar d was sel ect ed t o wi t ness t he f r ay,
     And t el l  f ut ur e ages t he f eat s of  t he day;
     A Bar d who det est ed al l  sadness and spl een,
     And wi sh' d t hat  Par nassus a v i neyar d had been.

     The di nner  bei ng over ,  t he c l ar et  t hey pl y,
     And ev' r y new cor k i s  a new spr i ng of  j oy;
     I n t he bands of  ol d f r i endshi p and k i ndr ed so set ,
     And t he bands gr ew t he t i ght er  t he mor e t hey wer e wet .

     Gay Pl easur e r an r i ot  as bumper s r an o' er :
     Br i ght  Phoebus ne' er  wi t ness' d so j oyous a cor e,
     And vow' d t hat  t o l eave t hem he was qui t e f or l or n,
     Ti l l  Cynt hi a hi nt ed he' d see t hem next  mor n.

     Si x bot t l es a- pi ece had wel l  wor e out  t he ni ght ,
     When gal l ant  Si r  Rober t ,  t o f i ni sh t he f i ght ,
     Tur n' d o' er  i n one bumper  a bot t l e of  r ed,
     And swor e ' t was t he way t hat  t hei r  ancest or  di d.

     Then wor t hy Gl enr i ddel ,  so caut i ous and sage,
     No l onger  t he war f ar e ungodl y woul d wage;
     A hi gh Rul i ng El der  t o wal l ow i n wi ne;
     He l ef t  t he f oul  busi ness t o f ol ks l ess di v i ne.

     The gal l ant  Si r  Rober t  f ought  har d t o t he end;
     But  who can wi t h Fat e and quar t  bumper s cont end!
     Though Fat e sai d,  a her o shoul d per i sh i n l i ght ;
     So upr ose br i ght  Phoebus—and down f el l  t he kni ght .

     Next  upr ose our  Bar d,  l i ke a pr ophet  i n dr i nk: —
" Cr ai gdar r och,  t hou' l t  soar  when cr eat i on shal l  s i nk!

     But  i f  t hou woul d f l our i sh i mmor t al  i n r hyme,
     Come—one bot t l e mor e—and have at  t he subl i me!

     " Thy l i ne,  t hat  have st r uggl ed f or  f r eedom wi t h Br uce,
     Shal l  her oes and pat r i ot s ever  pr oduce:
     So t hi ne be t he l aur el ,  and mi ne be t he bay;
     The f i el d t hou hast  won,  by yon br i ght  god of  day! "

To Mary In Heaven
     Thou l i ng' r i ng st ar ,  wi t h l esseni ng r ay,
     That  l ov ' st  t o gr eet  t he ear l y mor n,
     Agai n t hou usher ' st  i n t he day
     My Mar y f r om my soul  was t or n.
     O Mar y!  dear  depar t ed shade!
     Wher e i s t hy pl ace of  bl i ssf ul  r est ?
     See' st  t hou t hy l over  l owl y l ai d?
     Hear ' st  t hou t he gr oans t hat  r end hi s br east ?



     That  sacr ed hour  can I  f or get ,
     Can I  f or get  t he hal l ow' d gr ove,
     Wher e,  by t he wi ndi ng Ayr ,  we met ,
     To l i ve one day of  par t i ng l ove!
     Et er ni t y wi l l  not  ef f ace
     Those r ecor ds dear  of  t r anspor t s past ,
     Thy i mage at  our  l ast  embr ace,
     Ah!  l i t t l e t hought  we ' t was our  l ast !

     Ayr ,  gur gl i ng,  k i ss ' d hi s pebbl ed shor e,
     O' er hung wi t h wi l d- woods,  t hi ckeni ng gr een;
     The f r agr ant  bi r ch and hawt hor n hoar ,
     ' Twi n' d amor ous r ound t he r apt ur ' d scene:
     The f l ower s spr ang want on t o be pr est ,
     The bi r ds sang l ove on ever y spr ay;
     Ti l l  t oo,  t oo soon,  t he gl owi ng west ,
     Pr ocl ai m' d t he speed of  wi nged day.

     St i l l  o' er  t hese scenes my mem' r y wakes,
     And f ondl y br oods wi t h mi ser - car e;
     Ti me but  t h'  i mpr essi on st r onger  makes,
     As st r eams t hei r  channel s deeper  wear ,
     My Mar y!  dear  depar t ed shade!
     Wher e i s t hy bl i ssf ul  pl ace of  r est ?
     See' st  t hou t hy l over  l owl y l ai d?
     Hear ' st  t hou t he gr oans t hat  r end hi s br east ?

Epistle To Dr. Blacklock
     El l i s l and,  21st  Oct . ,  1789.

     Wow,  but  your  l et t er  made me vaunt i e!
     And ar e ye hal e,  and weel  and cant i e?
     I  ken' d i t  s t i l l ,  your  wee bi t  j aunt i e
     Wad br i ng ye t o:
     Lor d send you aye as weel ' s  I  want  ye!
     And t hen ye' l l  do.

     The i l l - t hi ef  bl aw t he Her on sout h!
     And never  dr i nk be near  hi s dr out h!
     He t aul d mysel f  by wor d o'  mout h,
     He' d t ak my l et t er ;
     I  l i ppen' d t o t he chi el  i n t r out h,
     And bade nae bet t er .

     But  ai bl i ns,  honest  Mast er  Her on
     Had,  at  t he t i me,  some dai nt y f ai r  one
     To war e t hi s t heol ogi c car e on,
     And hol y st udy;
     And t i r ed o'  saul s t o wast e hi s l ear  on,
     E' en t r i ed t he body.

     But  what  d' ye t hi nk,  my t r ust y f er e,
     I ' m t ur ned a gauger —Peace be her e!
     Par nassi an queans,  I  f ear ,  I  f ear ,
     Ye' l l  now di sdai n me!
     And t hen my f i f t y  pounds a year



     Wi l l  l i t t l e gai n me.

     Ye gl ai k i t ,  gl eesome,  dai nt y dami es,
     Wha,  by Cast al i a' s  wi mpl i n st r eami es,
     Lowp,  s i ng,  and l ave your  pr et t y l i mbi es,
     Ye ken,  ye ken,
     That  st r ang necessi t y supr eme i s
     ' Mang sons o'  men.

     I  hae a wi f e and t wa wee l addi es;
     They maun hae br ose and br at s o'  duddi es;
     Ye ken your sel s my hear t  r i ght  pr oud i s—

I  need na vaunt
     But  I ' l l  sned besoms,  t hr aw saugh woodi es,
     Bef or e t hey want .

     Lor d hel p me t hr o'  t hi s war l d o'  car e!
     I ' m wear y s i ck o' t  l at e and ai r !
     Not  but  I  hae a r i cher  shar e
     Than mony i t her s;
     But  why shoul d ae man bet t er  f ar e,
     And a'  men br i t her s?

     Come,  Fi r m Resol ve,  t ake t hou t he van,
     Thou st al k o'  car l - hemp i n man!
     And l et  us mi nd,  f ai nt  hear t  ne' er  wan
     A l ady f ai r :
     Wha does t he ut most  t hat  he can,
     Wi l l  whi l es do mai r .

     But  t o concl ude my si l l y  r hyme
     ( I ' m scant  o'  ver se and scant  o'  t i me) ,
     To make a happy f i r esi de c l i me
     To weans and wi f e,
     That ' s  t he t r ue pat hos and subl i me
     Of  human l i f e.

     My compl i ment s t o s i st er  Becki e,
     And eke t he same t o honest  Lucky;
     I  wat  she i s a dai nt i e chucki e,
     As e' er  t r ead c l ay;
     And gr at ef ul l y ,  my gude aul d cocki e,
     I ' m your s f or  aye.
     Rober t  Bur ns.

The Five Carlins
     An El ect i on Bal l ad.

     Tune—" Chevy Chase. "

     Ther e was f i ve Car l i ns i n t he Sout h,
     They f el l  upon a scheme,
     To send a l ad t o London t own,
     To br i ng t hem t i di ngs hame.

     Nor  onl y br i ng t hem t i di ngs hame,



     But  do t hei r  er r ands t her e,
     And ai bl i ns gowd and honor  bai t h
     Mi ght  be t hat  l addi e' s shar e.

     Ther e was Maggy by t he banks o'  Ni t h,
     A dame wi '  pr i de eneugh;
     And Mar j or y o'  t he mony Lochs,
     A Car l i n aul d and t eugh.

     And bl i nki n Bess of  Annandal e,
     That  dwel t  near  Sol way- si de;
     And whi sky Jean,  t hat  t ook her  gi l l ,
     I n Gal l oway sae wi de.

     And aul d bl ack Joan f r ae Cr i cht on Peel , ^1
     O'  gi psy k i t h an'  k i n;
     Fi ve wi ght er  Car l i ns wer e na f ound
     The Sout h count r i e wi t hi n.

     To send a l ad t o London t own,
     They met  upon a day;
     And mony a kni ght ,  and mony a l ai r d,
     Thi s er r and f ai n wad gae.

     O mony a kni ght ,  and mony a l ai r d,
     Thi s er r and f ai n wad gae;
     But  nae ane coul d t hei r  f ancy pl ease,
     O ne' er  a ane but  t wae.

     The f i r st  ane was a bel t ed Kni ght ,
     Br ed of  a Bor der  band; ^2
     And he wad gae t o London t own,
     Mi ght  nae man hi m wi t hst and.

     And he wad do t hei r  er r ands weel ,
     And mei k l e he wad say;
     And i l ka ane about  t he cour t
     Wad bi d t o hi m gude- day.

     [ Foot not e 1:  Sanquhar . ]

     [ Foot not e 2:  Si r  James Johnst on of  West er hal l . ]

     The nei st  cam i n a Soger  yout h, ^3
     Who spak wi '  modest  gr ace,
     And he wad gae t o London t own,
     I f  sae t hei r  pl easur e was.

     He wad na hecht  t hem cour t l y  gi f t s ,
     Nor  mei k l e speech pr et end;
     But  he wad hecht  an honest  hear t ,
     Wad ne' er  deser t  hi s f r i end.

     Now,  wham t o chuse,  and wham r ef use,
     At  st r i f e t hi r  Car l i ns f el l ;
     For  some had Gent l ef ol ks t o pl ease,
     And some wad pl ease t hemsel ' .

     Then out  spak mi m- mou' d Meg o'  Ni t h,
     And she spak up wi '  pr i de,
     And she wad send t he Soger  yout h,
     What ever  mi ght  bet i de.

     For  t he aul d Gudeman o'  London cour t ^4



     She di dna car e a pi n;
     But  she wad send t he Soger  yout h,
     To gr eet  hi s el dest  son. ^5

     Then up spr ang Bess o'  Annandal e,
     And a deadl y ai t h she' s t a' en,
     That  she wad vot e t he Bor der  Kni ght ,
     Though she shoul d vot e her  l ane.

     " For  f ar - of f  f owl s hae f eat her s f ai r ,
     And f ool s o'  change ar e f ai n;
     But  I  hae t r i ed t he Bor der  Kni ght ,
     And I ' l l  t r y  hi m yet  agai n. "

     Says bl ack Joan f r ae Cr i cht on Peel ,
     A Car l i n st oor  and gr i m.
     " The aul d Gudeman or  young Gudeman,
     For  me may s i nk or  swi m;

     [ Foot not e 3:  Capt ai n Pat r i ck Mi l l ar  of  Dal swi nt on. ]

     [ Foot not e 4:  The Ki ng. ]

     [ Foot not e 5:  The Pr i nce of  Wal es. ]

     For  f ool s wi l l  pr at e o'  r i ght  or  wr ang,
     Whi l e knaves l augh t hem t o scor n;
     But  t he Soger ' s f r i ends hae bl awn t he best ,
     So he shal l  bear  t he hor n. "

     Then whi sky Jean spak owr e her  dr i nk,
     " Ye weel  ken,  k i mmer s a' ,
     The aul d gudeman o'  London cour t ,
     Hi s back' s been at  t he wa' ;

     " And mony a f r i end t hat  k i ss ' d hi s caup
     I s  now a f r emi t  wi ght ;
     But  i t ' s  ne' er  be sai d o'  whi sky Jean—

We' l l  send t he Bor der  Kni ght . "

     Then s l ow r ai se Mar j or y o'  t he Lochs,
     And wr i nkl ed was her  br ow,
     Her  anci ent  weed was r usset  gr ay,
     Her  aul d Scot s bl ui d was t r ue;

     " Ther e' s some gr eat  f ol k set  l i ght  by me,
     I  set  as l i ght  by t hem;
     But  I  wi l l  send t o London t own
     Wham I  l i ke best  at  hame. "

     Sae how t hi s mi ght y pl ea may end,
     Nae mor t al  wi ght  can t el l ;
     God gr ant  t he Ki ng and i l ka man
     May l ook weel  t o hi msel .

Election Ballad For Westerha'



     Tune—" Up and waur  t hem a' ,  Wi l l i e. "

     The Laddi es by t he banks o'  Ni t h
     Wad t r ust  hi s Gr ace^1 wi  a' ,  Jami e;
     But  he' l l  sai r  t hem,  as he sai r ' d t he Ki ng—

Tur n t ai l  and r i n awa' ,  Jami e.

     [ Foot not e 1:  The f our t h Duke of  Queensber r y,  who suppor t ed t he
     pr oposal  t hat ,  dur i ng Geor ge I I I ' s  i l l ness,  t he Pr i nce of  Wal es
     shoul d assume t he Gover nment  wi t h f ul l  pr er ogat i ve. ]

     Chor us. —Up and waur  t hem a' ,  Jami e,
     Up and waur  t hem a' ;
     The Johnst ones hae t he gui di n o' t ,
     Ye t ur ncoat  Whi gs,  awa' !

     The day he st ude hi s count r y ' s f r i end,
     Or  gi ed her  f aes a c l aw,  Jami e,
     Or  f r ae pui r  man a bl essi n wan,
     That  day t he Duke ne' er  saw,  Jami e.
     Up and waur  t hem,  &c.

     But  wha i s he,  hi s count r y ' s boast ?
     Li ke hi m t her e i s  na t wa,  Jami e;
     Ther e' s no a cal l ent  t ent s t he kye,
     But  kens o'  West er ha' ,  Jami e.
     Up and waur  t hem,  &c.

     To end t he war k,  her e' s Whi st l ebi r k,
     Lang may hi s whi st l e bl aw,  Jami e;
     And Maxwel l  t r ue,  o'  s t er l i ng bl ue;
     And we' l l  be Johnst ones a' ,  Jami e.
     Up and waur  t hem,  &c.

Prologue Spoken At The Theatre Of Dumfries
     On New Year ' s Day Eveni ng,  1790.

     No song nor  dance I  br i ng f r om yon gr eat  c i t y ,
     That  queens i t  o' er  our  t ast e—t he mor e' s t he pi t y:
     Tho'  by t he bye,  abr oad why wi l l  you r oam?
     Good sense and t ast e ar e nat i ves her e at  home:
     But  not  f or  panegyr i c I  appear ,
     I  come t o wi sh you al l  a good New Year !
     Ol d Fat her  Ti me deput es me her e bef or e ye,
     Not  f or  t o pr each,  but  t el l  hi s s i mpl e st or y:
     The sage,  gr ave Anci ent  cough' d,  and bade me say,
     " You' r e one year  ol der  t hi s i mpor t ant  day, "
     I f  wi ser  t oo—he hi nt ed some suggest i on,
     But  ' t woul d be r ude,  you know,  t o ask t he quest i on;
     And wi t h a woul d- be r ogui sh l eer  and wi nk,
     Sai d—" Sut her l and,  i n one wor d,  bi d t hem Thi nk! "

     Ye spr i ght l y  yout hs,  qui t e f l ush wi t h hope and spi r i t ,
     Who t hi nk t o st or m t he wor l d by di nt  of  mer i t ,
     To you t he dot ar d has a deal  t o say,
     I n hi s s l y,  dr y,  sent ent i ous,  pr over b way!



     He bi ds you mi nd,  ami d your  t hought l ess r at t l e,
     That  t he f i r s t  bl ow i s ever  hal f  t he bat t l e;
     That  t ho'  some by t he ski r t  may t r y t o snat ch hi m,
     Yet  by t he f or ecl ock i s  t he hol d t o cat ch hi m;
     That  whet her  doi ng,  suf f er i ng,  or  f or bear i ng,
     You may do mi r acl es by per sever i ng.

     Last ,  t ho'  not  l east  i n l ove,  ye yout hf ul  f ai r ,
     Angel i c  f or ms,  hi gh Heaven' s pecul i ar  car e!
     To you ol d Bal d- pat e smoot hes hi s wr i nkl ed br ow,
     And humbl y begs you' l l  mi nd t he i mpor t ant —Now!
     To cr own your  happi ness he asks your  l eave,
     And of f er s,  bl i ss t o gi ve and t o r ecei ve.

     For  our  s i ncer e,  t ho'  hapl y weak endeavour s,
     Wi t h gr at ef ul  pr i de we own your  many f avour s;
     And howsoe' er  our  t ongues may i l l  r eveal  i t ,
     Bel i eve our  gl owi ng bosoms t r ul y f eel  i t .

1790

Sketch—New Year's Day, 1790
     To Mr s.  Dunl op.

     Thi s day,  Ti me wi nds t h'  exhaust ed chai n;
     To r un t he t wel vemont h' s l engt h agai n:
     I  see,  t he ol d bal d- pat ed f el l ow,
     Wi t h ar dent  eyes,  compl exi on sal l ow,
     Adj ust  t he uni mpai r ' d machi ne,
     To wheel  t he equal ,  dul l  r out i ne.

     The absent  l over ,  mi nor  hei r ,
     I n vai n assai l  hi m wi t h t hei r  pr ayer ;
     Deaf  as my f r i end,  he sees t hem pr ess,
     Nor  makes t he hour  one moment  l ess,
     Wi l l  you ( t he Maj or ' s  wi t h t he hounds,
     The happy t enant s shar e hi s r ounds;
     Coi l a' s f ai r  Rachel ' s  car e t o- day,
     And bl oomi ng Kei t h' s engaged wi t h Gr ay)
     Fr om housewi f e car es a mi nut e bor r ow,
     ( That  gr andchi l d' s cap wi l l  do t o- mor r ow, )
     And j oi n wi t h me a- mor al i z i ng;
     Thi s day' s pr opi t i ous t o be wi se i n.

     Fi r st ,  what  di d yest er ni ght  del i ver ?
     " Anot her  year  has gone f or  ever . "
     And what  i s  t hi s day' s st r ong suggest i on?
     " The passi ng moment ' s al l  we r est  on! "
     Rest  on—f or  what ? what  do we her e?



     Or  why r egar d t he passi ng year ?
     Wi l l  Ti me,  amus' d wi t h pr over b' d l or e,
     Add t o our  dat e one mi nut e mor e?
     A f ew days may—a f ew year s must —

Repose us i n t he s i l ent  dust .
     Then,  i s  i t  wi se t o damp our  bl i ss?
     Yes—al l  such r easoni ngs ar e ami ss!
     The voi ce of  Nat ur e l oudl y cr i es,
     And many a message f r om t he ski es,
     That  somet hi ng i n us never  di es:
     That  on hi s f r ai l ,  uncer t ai n st at e,
     Hang mat t er s of  et er nal  wei ght :
     That  f ut ur e l i f e i n wor l ds unknown
     Must  t ake i t s  hue f r om t hi s al one;
     Whet her  as heavenl y gl or y br i ght ,
     Or  dar k as Mi ser y ' s woef ul  ni ght .

     Si nce t hen,  my honour ' d f i r s t  of  f r i ends,
     On t hi s poor  bei ng al l  depends,
     Let  us t h'  i mpor t ant  now empl oy,
     And l i ve as t hose who never  di e.
     Tho'  you,  wi t h days and honour s cr own' d,
     Wi t ness t hat  f i l i al  c i r c l e r ound,
     ( A s i ght  l i f e' s  sor r ows t o r epul se,
     A s i ght  pal e Envy t o convul se) ,
     Ot her s now cl ai m your  chi ef  r egar d;
     Your sel f ,  you wai t  your  br i ght  r ewar d.

Scots' Prologue For Mr. Sutherland
     On hi s Benef i t - Ni ght ,  at  t he Theat r e,  Dumf r i es.

     What  needs t hi s di n about  t he t own o'  Lon' on,
     How t hi s new pl ay an'  t hat  new sang i s comi n?
     Why i s out l andi sh st uf f  sae mei k l e cour t ed?
     Does nonsense mend,  l i ke br andy,  when i mpor t ed?
     I s  t her e nae poet ,  bur ni ng keen f or  f ame,
     Wi l l  t r y  t o gi e us sangs and pl ays at  hame?
     For  Comedy abr oad he need t o t oi l ,
     A f ool  and knave ar e pl ant s of  ever y soi l ;
     Nor  need he hunt  as f ar  as Rome or  Gr eece,
     To gat her  mat t er  f or  a ser i ous pi ece;
     Ther e' s t hemes enow i n Cal edoni an st or y,
     Woul d shew t he Tr agi c Muse i n a'  her  gl or y. —

I s t her e no dar i ng Bar d wi l l  r i se and t el l
     How gl or i ous Wal l ace st ood,  how hapl ess f el l ?
     Wher e ar e t he Muses f l ed t hat  coul d pr oduce
     A dr ama wor t hy o'  t he name o'  Br uce?
     How her e,  even her e,  he f i r s t  unsheat h' d t he swor d
     ' Gai nst  mi ght y Engl and and her  gui l t y  Lor d;
     And af t er  mony a bl oody,  deat hl ess doi ng,
     Wr ench' d hi s dear  count r y f r om t he j aws of  Rui n!
     O f or  a Shakespear e,  or  an Ot way scene,
     To dr aw t he l ovel y,  hapl ess Scot t i sh Queen!
     Vai n al l  t h'  omni pot ence of  f emal e char ms
     ' Gai nst  headl ong,  r ut hl ess,  mad Rebel l i on' s ar ms:



     She f el l ,  but  f el l  wi t h spi r i t  t r ul y Roman,
     To gl ut  t hat  di r est  f oe—a vengef ul  woman;
     A woman,  ( t ho'  t he phr ase may seem unci v i l , )
     As abl e and as wi cked as t he Devi l !
     One Dougl as l i ves i n Home' s i mmor t al  page,
     But  Dougl asses wer e her oes ever y age:
     And t ho'  your  f at her s,  pr odi gal  of  l i f e,
     A Dougl as f ol l owed t o t he mar t i al  s t r i f e,
     Per haps,  i f  bowl s r ow r i ght ,  and Ri ght  succeeds,
     Ye yet  may f ol l ow wher e a Dougl as l eads!

     As ye hae gener ous done,  i f  a'  t he l and
     Woul d t ake t he Muses'  ser vant s by t he hand;
     Not  onl y hear ,  but  pat r oni ze,  bef r i end t hem,
     And wher e he j ust l y  can commend,  commend t hem;
     And ai bl i ns when t hey wi nna st and t he t est ,
     Wi nk har d,  and say The f ol ks hae done t hei r  best !
     Woul d a'  t he l and do t hi s,  t hen I ' l l  be cai t i on,
     Ye' l l  soon hae Poet s o'  t he Scot t i sh nat i on
     Wi l l  gar  Fame bl aw unt i l  her  t r umpet  cr ack,
     And war sl e Ti me,  an'  l ay hi m on hi s back!

     For  us and f or  our  St age,  shoul d ony spi er ,
     " Whase aught  t hae chi el s maks a'  t hi s bust l e her e?"
     My best  l eg f or emost ,  I ' l l  set  up my br ow—

We have t he honour  t o bel ong t o you!
     We' r e your  ai n bai r ns,  e' en gui de us as ye l i ke,
     But  l i ke good mi t her s shor e bef or e ye st r i ke;
     And gr at ef u'  s t i l l ,  I  t r ust  ye' l l  ever  f i nd us,
     For  gen' r ous pat r onage,  and mei k l e k i ndness
     We' ve got  f r ae a'  pr of essi ons,  set s and r anks:
     God hel p us!  we' r e but  poor —ye' se get  but  t hanks.

Lines To A Gentleman,
     Who had sent  t he Poet  a Newspaper ,  and of f er ed
     t o cont i nue i t  f r ee of  Expense.

     Ki nd Si r ,  I ' ve r ead your  paper  t hr ough,
     And f ai t h,  t o me,  ' t was r eal l y  new!
     How guessed ye,  Si r ,  what  mai st  I  want ed?
     Thi s mony a day I ' ve gr ai n' d and gaunt ed,
     To ken what  Fr ench mi schi ef  was br ewi n;
     Or  what  t he dr uml i e Dut ch wer e doi n;
     That  v i l e doup- skel per ,  Emper or  Joseph,
     I f  Venus yet  had got  hi s nose of f ;
     Or  how t he col l i eshangi e wor ks
     At ween t he Russi ans and t he Tur ks,
     Or  i f  t he Swede,  bef or e he hal t ,
     Woul d pl ay ani t her  Char l es t he t wal t ;
     I f  Denmar k,  any body spak o' t ;
     Or  Pol and,  wha had now t he t ack o' t :
     How cut - t hr oat  Pr ussi an bl ades wer e hi ngi n;
     How l i bbet  I t al y was s i ngi n;

     I f  Spani ar d,  Por t uguese,  or  Swi ss,
     Wer e sayi n'  or  t aki n'  aught  ami ss;



     Or  how our  mer r y l ads at  hame,
     I n Br i t ai n' s cour t  kept  up t he game;
     How r oyal  Geor ge,  t he Lor d l euk o' er  hi m!
     Was managi ng St .  St ephen' s quor um;
     I f  s l eeki t  Chat ham Wi l l  was l i v i n,
     Or  gl ai k i t  Char l i e got  hi s ni eve i n;
     How daddi e Bur ke t he pl ea was cooki n,
     I f  War r en Hast i ng' s neck was yeuki n;
     How cesses,  st ent s,  and f ees wer e r ax ' d.
     Or  i f  bar e ar ses yet  wer e t ax ' d;
     The news o'  pr i nces,  dukes,  and ear l s,
     Pi mps,  shar per s,  bawds,  and oper a- gi r l s ;
     I f  t hat  daf t  bucki e,  Geor di e Wal es,
     Was t hr eshi ng st i l l  at  hi zz i es '  t ai l s ;
     Or  i f  he was gr own ought l i ns douser ,
     And no a per f ect  k i nt r a cooser :
     A'  t hi s and mai r  I  never  hear d of ;
     And,  but  f or  you,  I  mi ght  despai r ' d of .
     So,  gr at ef u' ,  back your  news I  send you,
     And pr ay a'  gude t hi ngs may at t end you.

     El l i s l and,  Monday Mor ni ng,  1790.

Elegy On Willie Nicol's Mare
     Peg Ni chol son was a good bay mar e,
     As ever  t r od on ai r n;
     But  now she' s f l oat i ng down t he Ni t h,
     And past  t he mout h o'  Cai r n.

     Peg Ni chol son was a good bay mar e,
     An'  r ode t hr o'  t hi ck and t hi n;
     But  now she' s f l oat i ng down t he Ni t h,
     And want i ng even t he ski n.

     Peg Ni chol son was a good bay mar e,
     And ance she bor e a pr i est ;
     But  now she' s f l oat i ng down t he Ni t h,
     For  Sol way f i sh a f east .

     Peg Ni chol son was a good bay mar e,
     An'  t he pr i est  he r ode her  sai r ;
     And much oppr ess' d and br ui s ' d she was,
     As pr i est - r i d cat t l e ar e, —&c.  &c.

The Gowden Locks Of Anna
     Yest r een I  had a pi nt  o'  wi ne,
     A pl ace wher e body saw na;
     Yest r een l ay on t hi s br east  o'  mi ne



     The gowden l ocks of  Anna.

     The hungr y Jew i n wi l der ness,
     Rej oi c i ng o' er  hi s manna,
     Was naet hi ng t o my hi nny bl i ss
     Upon t he l i ps of  Anna.

     Ye monar chs,  t ake t he East  and West
     Fr ae I ndus t o Savannah;
     Gi e me,  wi t hi n my st r ai ni ng gr asp,
     The mel t i ng f or m of  Anna:

     Ther e I ' l l  despi se I mper i al  char ms,
     An Empr ess or  Sul t ana,
     Whi l e dyi ng r apt ur es i n her  ar ms
     I  gi ve and t ake wi '  Anna!

     Awa,  t hou f l aunt i ng God of  Day!
     Awa,  t hou pal e Di ana!
     I l k  St ar ,  gae hi de t hy t wi nkl i ng r ay,
     When I ' m t o meet  my Anna!

     Come,  i n t hy r aven pl umage,  Ni ght ,
     ( Sun,  Moon,  and St ar s,  wi t hdr awn a' ; )
     And br i ng an angel - pen t o wr i t e
     My t r anspor t s wi t h my Anna!

Postscript
     The Ki r k an'  St at e may j oi n an'  t el l ,
     To do s i c t hi ngs I  maunna:
     The Ki r k an'  St at e may gae t o hel l ,
     And I ' l l  gae t o my Anna.

     She i s t he sunshi ne o'  my e' e,
     To l i ve but  her  I  canna;
     Had I  on ear t h but  wi shes t hr ee,
     The f i r st  shoul d be my Anna.

Song—I Murder Hate
     I  mur der  hat e by f l ood or  f i el d,
     Tho'  gl or y ' s name may scr een us;
     I n war s at  home I ' l l  spend my bl ood—

Li f e- gi v i ng war s of  Venus.
     The dei t i es t hat  I  ador e
     Ar e soci al  Peace and Pl ent y;
     I ' m bet t er  pl eas' d t o make one mor e,
     Than be t he deat h of  t went y.



     I  woul d not  di e l i ke Socr at es,
     For  al l  t he f uss of  Pl at o;
     Nor  woul d I  wi t h Leoni das,
     Nor  yet  woul d I  wi t h Cat o:
     The zeal ot s of  t he Chur ch and St at e
     Shal l  ne' er  my mor t al  f oes be;
     But  l et  me have bol d Zi mr i ' s  f at e,
     Wi t hi n t he ar ms of  Cozbi !

Gudewife, Count The Lawin
     Gane i s t he day,  and mi r k ' s t he ni ght ,
     But  we' l l  ne' er  st r ay f or  f aut  o'  l i ght ;
     Gude al e and br at dy ' s st ar s and moon,
     And bl ue- r ed wi ne' s t he r i s i n'  sun.

     Chor us. —Then gudewi f e,  count  t he l awi n,
     The l awi n,  t he l awi n,
     Then gudewi f e,  count  t he l awi n,
     And br i ng a coggi e mai r .

     Ther e' s weal t h and ease f or  gent l emen,
     And s i mpl e f ol k maun f echt  and f en' ;
     But  her e we' r e a'  i n ae accor d,
     For  i l ka man t hat ' s  dr unk' s a l or d.
     Then gudewi f e,  &c.

     My coggi e i s  a hal y pool
     That  heal s t he wounds o'  car e and dool ;
     And Pl easur e i s  a want on t r out ,
     An ye dr i nk i t  a' ,  ye' l l  f i nd hi m out .
     Then gudewi f e,  &c.

Election Ballad
    At  t he c l ose of  t he cont est  f or  r epr esent i ng t he Dumf r i es Bur ghs,  1790.

     Addr essed t o R.  Gr aham,  Esq.  of  Fi nt r y.

     Fi nt r y,  my st ay i n wor dl y st r i f e,
     Fr i end o'  my muse,  f r i end o'  my l i f e,
     Ar e ye as i dl e' s I  am?
     Come t hen,  wi '  uncout h k i nt r a f l eg,
     O' er  Pegasus I ' l l  f l i ng my l eg,
     And ye shal l  see me t r y hi m.

     But  wher e shal l  I  go r i n a r i de,
     That  I  may spl at t er  nane besi de?
     I  wad na be unci v i l :
     I n manhood' s var i ous pat hs and ways



     Ther e' s aye some doyt i n'  body st r ays,
     And I  r i de l i ke t he devi l .

     Thus I  br eak af f  wi '  a'  my bi r r ,
     And down yon dar k,  deep al l ey spur ,
     Wher e Theol ogi cs daunder :
     Al as!  cur st  wi '  et er nal  f ogs,
     And damn' d i n ever l ast i ng bogs,
     As sur e' s t he cr eed I ' l l  bl under !

     I ' l l  s t ai n a band,  or  j aup a gown,
     Or  r i n my r eckl ess,  gui l t y  cr own
     Agai nst  t he hal y door :
     Sai r  do I  r ue my l uckl ess f at e,
     When,  as t he Muse an'  Dei l  wad hae' t ,
     I  r ade t hat  r oad bef or e.

     Suppose I  t ake a spur t ,  and mi x
     Amang t he wi l ds o'  Pol i t i cs—

El ect or s and el ect ed,
     Wher e dogs at  Cour t  ( sad sons of  bi t ches! )
     Sept enni al l y  a madness t ouches,
     Ti l l  al l  t he l and' s i nf ect ed.

     Al l  hai l !  Dr uml anr i g' s haught y Gr ace,
     Di scar ded r emnant  of  a r ace
     Once godl i ke—gr eat  i n st or y;
     Thy f or bear s '  v i r t ues al l  cont r ast ed,
     The ver y name of  Dougl as bl ast ed,
     Thi ne t hat  i nver t ed gl or y!

     Hat e,  envy,  of t  t he Dougl as bor e,
     But  t hou hast  super added mor e,
     And sunk t hem i n cont empt ;
     Fol l i es and cr i mes have st ai n' d t he name,
     But ,  Queensber r y,  t hi ne t he v i r gi n c l ai m,
     Fr om aught  t hat ' s  good exempt !

     I ' l l  s i ng t he zeal  Dr uml anr i g bear s,
     Who l ef t  t he al l - i mpor t ant  car es
     Of  pr i nces,  and t hei r  dar l i ngs:
     And,  bent  on wi nni ng bor ough t ouns,
     Came shaki ng hands wi '  wabst er - l oons,
     And k i ssi ng bar ef i t  car l i ns.

     Combust i on t hr o'  our  bor oughs r ode,
     Whi st l i ng hi s r oar i ng pack abr oad
     Of  mad unmuzzl ed l i ons;
     As Queensber r y bl ue and buf f  unf ur l ' d,
     And West er ha'  and Hopet oun hur l ed
     To ever y Whi g def i ance.

     But  caut i ous Queensber r y l ef t  t he war ,
     Th'  unmanner ' d dust  mi ght  soi l  hi s st ar ,
     Besi des,  he hat ed bl eedi ng:
     But  l ef t  behi nd hi m her oes br i ght ,
     Her oes i n Caesar ean f i ght ,
     Or  Ci cer oni an pl eadi ng.

     O f or  a t hr oat  l i ke huge Mons- Meg,
     To must er  o' er  each ar dent  Whi g
     Beneat h Dr uml anr i g' s banner s;
     Her oes and her oi nes commi x,
     Al l  i n t he f i el d of  pol i t i cs,



     To wi n i mmor t al  honour s.

     M' Mur do and hi s l ovel y spouse,
     ( Th'  enamour ' d l aur el s k i ss her  br ows! )
     Led on t he Loves and Gr aces:
     She won each gapi ng bur gess'  hear t ,
     Whi l e he,  sub r osa,  pl ayed hi s par t
     Amang t hei r  wi ves and l asses.

     Cr ai gdar r och l ed a l i ght - ar m' d cor e,
     Tr opes,  met aphor s,  and f i gur es pour ,
     Li ke Hecl a st r eami ng t hunder :
     Gl enr i ddel ,  sk i l l ' d i n r ust y coi ns,
     Bl ew up each Tor y ' s dar k desi gns,
     And bar ed t he t r eason under .

     I n ei t her  wi ng t wo champi ons f ought ;
     Redoubt ed St ai g,  who set  at  nought
     The wi l dest  savage Tor y;
     And Wel sh who ne' er  yet  f l i nch' d hi s gr ound,
     Hi gh- wav' d hi s magnum- bonum r ound
     Wi t h Cycl opei an f ur y.

     Mi l l er  br ought  up t h'  ar t i l l er y r anks,
     The many- pounder s of  t he Banks,
     Resi st l ess desol at i on!
     Whi l e Maxwel t on,  t hat  bar on bol d,
     ' Mi d Lawson' s por t  ent r ench' d hi s hol d,
     And t hr eat en' d wor se damnat i on.

     To t hese what  Tor y host s oppos' d
     Wi t h t hese what  Tor y war r i or s c l os ' d
     Sur passes my descr i v i ng;
     Squadr ons,  ext ended l ong and l ar ge,
     Wi t h f ur i ous speed r ush t o t he char ge,
     Li ke f ur i ous devi l s  dr i v i ng.

     What  ver se can s i ng,  what  pr ose nar r at e,
     The but cher  deeds of  bl oody Fat e,
     Ami d t hi s mi ght y t ul y i e!
     Gr i m Hor r or  gi r n' d,  pal e Ter r or  r oar ' d,
     As Mur der  at  hi s t hr appl e shor ' d,
     And Hel l  mi x ' d i n t he br ul y i e.

     As Hi ghl and cr ai gs by t hunder  c l ef t ,
     When l i ght ni ngs f i r e t he st or my l i f t ,
     Hur l  down wi t h cr ashi ng r at t l e;
     As f l ames among a hundr ed woods,
     As headl ong f oam f r om a hundr ed f l oods,
     Such i s t he r age of  Bat t l e.

     The st ubbor n Tor i es dar e t o di e;
     As soon t he r oot ed oaks woul d f l y
     Bef or e t h'  appr oachi ng f el l er s:
     The Whi gs come on l i ke Ocean' s r oar ,
     When al l  hi s wi nt r y bi l l ows pour
     Agai nst  t he Buchan Bul l er s.

     Lo,  f r om t he shades of  Deat h' s deep ni ght ,
     Depar t ed Whi gs enj oy t he f i ght ,
     And t hi nk on f or mer  dar i ng:
     The muf f l ed mur t her er  of  Char l es
     The Magna Char t er  f l ag unf ur l s,
     Al l  deadl y gul es i t s  bear i ng.



     Nor  want i ng ghost s of  Tor y f ame;
     Bol d Scr i mgeour  f ol l ows gal l ant  Gr aham;
     Aul d Covenant er s shi ver —

For gi ve!  f or gi ve!  much- wr ong' d Mont r ose!
     Now Deat h and Hel l  engul ph t hy f oes,
     Thou l i v ' s t  on hi gh f or  ever .

     St i l l  o' er  t he f i el d t he combat  bur ns,
     The Tor i es,  Whi gs,  gi ve way by t ur ns;
     But  Fat e t he wor d has spoken:
     For  woman' s wi t  and st r engt h o' man,
     Al as!  can do but  what  t hey can;
     The Tor y r anks ar e br oken.

     O t hat  my een wer e f l owi ng bur ns!
     My voi ce,  a l i oness t hat  mour ns
     Her  dar l i ng cubs'  undoi ng!
     That  I  mi ght  gr eet ,  t hat  I  mi ght  cr y,
     Whi l e Tor i es f al l ,  whi l e Tor i es f l y ,
     And f ur i ous Whi gs pur sui ng!

     What  Whi g but  mel t s f or  good Si r  James,
     Dear  t o hi s count r y,  by t he names,
     Fr i end,  Pat r on,  Benef act or !
     Not  Pul t eney' s weal t h can Pul t eney save;
     And Hopet oun f al l s ,  t he gener ous,  br ave;
     And St ewar t ,  bol d as Hect or .

     Thou,  Pi t t ,  shal t  r ue t hi s over t hr ow,
     And Thur l ow gr owl  a cur se of  woe,
     And Mel v i l l e mel t  i n wai l i ng:
     Now Fox and Sher i dan r ej oi ce,
     And Bur ke shal l  s i ng,  " O Pr i nce,  ar i se!
     Thy power  i s  al l - pr evai l i ng! "

     For  your  poor  f r i end,  t he Bar d,  af ar
     He onl y hear s and sees t he war ,
     A cool  spect at or  pur el y!
     So,  when t he st or m t he f or est  r ends,
     The r obi n i n t he hedge descends,
     And sober  chi r ps secur el y.

     Now,  f or  my f r i ends'  and br et hr en' s sakes,
     And f or  my dear - l ov ' d Land o'  Cakes,
     I  pr ay wi t h hol y f i r e:
     Lor d,  send a r ough- shod t r oop o'  Hel l
     O' er  a'  wad Scot l and buy or  sel l ,
     To gr i nd t hem i n t he mi r e!

Elegy On Captain Matthew Henderson
A Gentleman who held the Patent for his Honours immediately from Almighty God.

     Shoul d t he poor  be f l at t er ed?—Shakespear e.



     O Deat h!  t hou t yr ant  f el l  and bl oody!
     The mei k l e devi l  wi '  a woodi e
     Haur l  t hee hame t o hi s bl ack smi ddi e,
     O' er  hur cheon hi des,
     And l i ke st ock- f i sh come o' er  hi s st uddi e
     Wi '  t hy aul d s i des!

     He' s gane,  he' s gane!  he' s f r ae us t or n,
     The ae best  f el l ow e' er  was bor n!
     Thee,  Mat t hew,  Nat ur e' s sel '  shal l  mour n,
     By wood and wi l d,
     Wher e hapl y,  Pi t y st r ays f or l or n,
     Fr ae man exi l ' d.

     Ye hi l l s ,  near  nei ghbour s o'  t he st ar ns,
     That  pr oudl y cock your  cr est i ng cai r ns!
     Ye c l i f f s ,  t he haunt s of  sai l i ng ear ns,
     Wher e Echo s l umber s!
     Come j oi n,  ye Nat ur e' s st ur di est  bai r ns,
     My wai l i ng number s!

     Mour n,  i l ka gr ove t he cushat  kens!
     Ye haz' l y  shaws and br i er y dens!
     Ye bur ni es,  wi mpl i n'  down your  gl ens,
     Wi '  t oddl i n di n,
     Or  f oami ng,  st r ang,  wi '  hast y st ens,
     Fr ae l i n t o l i n.

     Mour n,  l i t t l e har ebel l s  o' er  t he l ea;
     Ye st at el y f oxgl oves,  f ai r  t o see;
     Ye woodbi nes hangi ng boni l i e,
     I n scent ed bow' r s;
     Ye r oses on your  t hor ny t r ee,
     The f i r st  o'  f l ow' r s.

     At  dawn,  when ev' r y gr assy bl ade
     Dr oops wi t h a di amond at  hi s head,
     At  ev ' n,  when beans t hei r  f r agr ance shed,
     I '  t h'  r ust l i ng gal e,
     Ye mauki ns,  whi ddi n t hr o'  t he gl ade,
     Come j oi n my wai l .

     Mour n,  ye wee songst er s o'  t he wood;
     Ye gr ouse t hat  cr ap t he heat her  bud;
     Ye cur l ews,  cal l i ng t hr o'  a c l ud;
     Ye whi st l i ng pl over ;
     And mour n,  we whi r r i ng pai t r i ck br ood;
     He' s gane f or  ever !

     Mour n,  soot y coot s,  and speckl ed t eal s;
     Ye f i sher  her ons,  wat chi ng eel s;
     Ye duck and dr ake,  wi '  ai r y wheel s
     Ci r c l i ng t he l ake;
     Ye bi t t er ns,  t i l l  t he quagmi r e r eel s,
     Rai r  f or  hi s sake.

     Mour n,  c l am' r i ng cr ai ks at  c l ose o'  day,
     ' Mang f i el ds o'  f l ow' r i ng c l over  gay;
     And when ye wi ng your  annual  way
     Fr ae our  c l aud shor e,
     Tel l  t hae f ar  war l ds wha l i es i n c l ay,
     Wham we depl or e.

     Ye houl et s,  f r ae your  i vy bow' r



     I n some aul d t r ee,  or  el dr i t ch t ow' r ,
     What  t i me t he moon,  wi '  s i l ent  gl ow' r ,
     Set s up her  hor n,
     Wai l  t hr o'  t he dr ear y mi dni ght  hour ,
     Ti l l  waukr i f e mor n!

     O r i ver s,  f or est s,  hi l l s ,  and pl ai ns!
     Of t  have ye hear d my cant y st r ai ns;
     But  now,  what  el se f or  me r emai ns
     But  t al es of  woe;
     And f r ae my een t he dr appi ng r ai ns
     Maun ever  f l ow.

     Mour n,  Spr i ng,  t hou dar l i ng of  t he year !
     I l k  cowsl i p cup shal l  kep a t ear :
     Thou,  Si mmer ,  whi l e each cor ny spear
     Shoot s up i t s  head,
     Thy gay,  gr een,  f l ow' r y t r esses shear ,
     For  hi m t hat ' s  dead!

     Thou,  Aut umn,  wi '  t hy yel l ow hai r ,
     I n gr i ef  t hy sal l ow mant l e t ear !
     Thou,  Wi nt er ,  hur l i ng t hr o'  t he ai r
     The r oar i ng bl ast ,
     Wi de o' er  t he naked wor l d decl ar e
     The wor t h we' ve l ost !

     Mour n hi m,  t hou Sun,  gr eat  sour ce of  l i ght !
     Mour n,  Empr ess of  t he s i l ent  ni ght !
     And you,  ye t wi nkl i ng st ar ni es br i ght ,
     My Mat t hew mour n!
     For  t hr ough your  or bs he' s t a' en hi s f l i ght ,
     Ne' er  t o r et ur n.

     O Hender son!  t he man!  t he br ot her !
     And ar t  t hou gone,  and gone f or  ever !
     And hast  t hou cr ost  t hat  unknown r i ver ,
     Li f e' s dr ear y bound!
     Li ke t hee,  wher e shal l  I  f i nd anot her ,
     The wor l d ar ound!

     Go t o your  scul pt ur ' d t ombs,  ye Gr eat ,
     I n a'  t he t i nsel  t r ash o'  s t at e!
     But  by t hy honest  t ur f  I ' l l  wai t ,
     Thou man of  wor t h!
     And weep t he ae best  f el l ow' s f at e
     E' er  l ay i n ear t h.

The Epitaph
     St op,  passenger !  my st or y ' s br i ef ,
     And t r ut h I  shal l  r el at e,  man;
     I  t el l  nae common t al e o'  gr i ef ,
     For  Mat t hew was a gr eat  man.

     I f  t hou uncommon mer i t  hast ,
     Yet  spur n' d at  For t une' s door ,  man;



     A l ook of  pi t y  hi t her  cast ,
     For  Mat t hew was a poor  man.

     I f  t hou a nobl e sodger  ar t ,
     That  passest  by t hi s gr ave,  man;
     Ther e moul der s her e a gal l ant  hear t ,
     For  Mat t hew was a br ave man.

     I f  t hou on men,  t hei r  wor ks and ways,
     Canst  t hr ow uncommon l i ght ,  man;
     Her e l i es wha weel  had won t hy pr ai se,
     For  Mat t hew was a br i ght  man.

     I f  t hou,  at  Fr i endshi p' s sacr ed ca' ,
     Wad l i f e i t sel f  r esi gn,  man:
     Thy sympat het i c t ear  maun f a' ,
     For  Mat t hew was a k i nd man.

     I f  t hou ar t  st aunch,  wi t hout  a st ai n,
     Li ke t he unchangi ng bl ue,  man;
     Thi s was a k i nsman o'  t hy ai n,
     For  Mat t hew was a t r ue man.

     I f  t hou hast  wi t ,  and f un,  and f i r e,
     And ne' er  gui d wi ne di d f ear ,  man;
     Thi s was t hy bi l l i e,  dam,  and s i r e,
     For  Mat t hew was a queer  man.

     I f  ony whi ggi sh,  whi ngi n'  sot ,
     To bl ame poor  Mat t hew dar e,  man;
     May dool  and sor r ow be hi s l ot ,
     For  Mat t hew was a r ar e man.

     But  now,  hi s r adi ant  cour se i s r un,
     For  Mat t hew' s was a br i ght  one!
     Hi s soul  was l i ke t he gl or i ous sun,
     A mat chl ess,  Heavenl y l i ght ,  man.

Verses On Captain Grose
     Wr i t t en on an Envel ope,  encl osi ng a Let t er  t o Hi m.

     Ken ye aught  o'  Capt ai n Gr ose?—I go,  and ago,
     I f  he' s amang hi s f r i ends or  f oes?—I r am,  cor am,  dago.

     I s  he t o Abr a' m' s bosom gane?—I go,  and ago,
     Or  haudi n Sar ah by t he wame?—I r am,  cor am dago.

     I s  he sout h or  i s  he nor t h?—I go,  and ago,
Or  dr owned i n t he r i ver  For t h?—I r am,  cor am dago.

     I s  he s l ai n by Hi el an'  bodi es?—I go,  and ago,
     And eat en l i ke a wet her  haggi s?—I r am,  cor am,  dago.

     Wher e' er  he be,  t he Lor d be near  hi m! —I go,  and ago,
     As f or  t he dei l ,  he daur  na st eer  hi m. —I r am,  cor am,  dago.



     But  pl ease t r ansmi t  t h'  encl osed l et t er , —I go,  and ago,
     Whi ch wi l l  obl i ge your  humbl e debt or . —I r am,  cor am,  dago.

     So may ye hae aul d st anes i n st or e, —I go,  and ago,
     The ver y st anes t hat  Adam bor e. —I r am,  cor am,  dago,

     So may ye get  i n gl ad possessi on, —I go,  and ago,
     The coi ns o'  Sat an' s cor onat i on! —I r am cor am dago.

Tam O' Shanter
     A Tal e.

     " Of  Br ownyi s and of  Bogi l l i s  f ul l  i s  t hi s Buke. "

     Gawi n Dougl as.

     When chapman bi l l i es l eave t he st r eet ,
     And dr out hy nei bor s,  nei bor s,  meet ;
     As mar ket  days ar e wear i ng l at e,
     And f ol k begi n t o t ak t he gat e,
     Whi l e we s i t  bousi ng at  t he nappy,
     An'  get t i ng f ou and unco happy,
     We t hi nk na on t he l ang Scot s mi l es,
     The mosses,  wat er s,  s l aps and st i l es,
     That  l i e bet ween us and our  hame,
     Wher e s i t s  our  sul ky,  sul l en dame,
     Gat her i ng her  br ows l i ke gat her i ng st or m,
     Nur si ng her  wr at h t o keep i t  war m.

     Thi s t r ut h f and honest  Tam o'  Shant er ,
     As he f r ae Ayr  ae ni ght  di d cant er :
     ( Aul d Ayr ,  wham ne' er  a t own sur passes,
     For  honest  men and boni e l asses) .

     O Tam!  had' st  t hou but  been sae wi se,
     As t aen t hy ai n wi f e Kat e' s advi ce!
     She t aul d t hee weel  t hou was a skel l um,
     A bl et her i ng,  bl ust er i ng,  dr unken bl el l um;
     That  f r ae November  t i l l  Oct ober ,
     Ae mar ket - day t hou was na sober ;
     That  i l ka mel der  wi '  t he Mi l l er ,
     Thou sat  as l ang as t hou had s i l l er ;
     That  ev ' r y nai g was ca' d a shoe on
     The Smi t h and t hee gat  r oar i n'  f ou on;
     That  at  t he Lor d' s house,  ev ' n on Sunday,
     Thou dr ank wi '  Ki r kt on Jean t i l l  Monday,
     She pr ophesi ed t hat  l at e or  soon,
     Thou wad be f ound,  deep dr own' d i n Doon,
     Or  cat ch' d wi '  war l ocks i n t he mi r k,
     By Al l oway' s aul d,  haunt ed k i r k.

     Ah,  gent l e dames!  i t  gar s me gr eet ,
     To t hi nk how mony counsel s sweet ,
     How mony l engt hen' d,  sage advi ces,
     The husband f r ae t he wi f e despi ses!



     But  t o our  t al e:  Ae mar ket  ni ght ,
     Tam had got  pl ant ed unco r i ght ,
     Fast  by an i ngl e,  bl eezi ng f i nel y,
     Wi  r eami ng saat s,  t hat  dr ank di v i nel y;
     And at  hi s el bow,  Sout er  Johni e,
     Hi s anci ent ,  t r ust y,  dr ougt hy cr ony:
     Tam l o' ed hi m l i ke a ver y br i t her ;
     They had been f ou f or  weeks t hegi t her .
     The ni ght  dr ave on wi '  sangs an'  c l at t er ;
     And aye t he al e was gr owi ng bet t er :
     The Landl ady and Tam gr ew gr aci ous,
     Wi '  f avour s secr et ,  sweet ,  and pr eci ous:
     The Sout er  t aul d hi s queer est  st or i es;
     The Landl or d' s l augh was r eady chor us:
     The st or m wi t hout  mi ght  r ai r  and r ust l e,
     Tam di d na mi nd t he st or m a whi st l e.

     Car e,  mad t o see a man sae happy,
     E' en dr own' d hi msel  amang t he nappy.
     As bees f l ee hame wi '  l ades o'  t r easur e,
     The mi nut es wi ng' d t hei r  way wi '  pl easur e:
     Ki ngs may be bl est ,  but  Tam was gl or i ous,
     O' er  a'  t he i l l s  o'  l i f e v i ct or i ous!

     But  pl easur es ar e l i ke poppi es spr ead,
     You sei ze t he f l ow' r ,  i t s  bl oom i s shed;
     Or  l i ke t he snow f al l s  i n t he r i ver ,
     A moment  whi t e—t hen mel t s f or  ever ;
     Or  l i ke t he Bor eal i s  r ace,
     That  f l i t  er e you can poi nt  t hei r  pl ace;
     Or  l i ke t he Rai nbow' s l ovel y f or m
     Evani shi ng ami d t he st or m. —

Nae man can t et her  Ti me nor  Ti de,
     The hour  appr oaches Tam maun r i de;
     That  hour ,  o'  ni ght ' s  bl ack ar ch t he key - st ane,
     That  dr ear y hour  he mount s hi s beast  i n;
     And s i c a ni ght  he t aks t he r oad i n,
     As ne' er  poor  s i nner  was abr oad i n.

     The wi nd bl ew as ' t wad bl awn i t s  l ast ;
     The r at t l i ng shower s r ose on t he bl ast ;
     The speedy gl eams t he dar kness swal l ow' d;
     Loud,  deep,  and l ang,  t he t hunder  bel l ow' d:
     That  ni ght ,  a chi l d mi ght  under st and,
     The dei l  had busi ness on hi s hand.

     Weel - mount ed on hi s gr ey mar e,  Meg,
     A bet t er  never  l i f t ed l eg,
     Tam skel pi t  on t hr o'  dub and mi r e,
     Despi s i ng wi nd,  and r ai n,  and f i r e;
     Whi l es hol di ng f ast  hi s gude bl ue bonnet ,
     Whi l es cr ooni ng o' er  some aul d Scot s sonnet ,
     Whi l es gl ow' r i n r ound wi '  pr udent  car es,
     Lest  bogl es cat ch hi m unawar es;
     Ki r k- Al l oway was dr awi ng ni gh,
     Wher e ghai st s and houl et s ni ght l y  cr y.

     By t hi s t i me he was cr oss t he f or d,
     Wher e i n t he snaw t he chapman smoor ' d;
     And past  t he bi r ks and mei k l e st ane,
     Wher e dr unken Char l i e br ak ' s neck - bane;
     And t hr o'  t he whi ns,  and by t he cai r n,
     Wher e hunt er s f and t he mur der ' d bai r n;
     And near  t he t hor n,  aboon t he wel l ,



     Wher e Mungo' s mi t her  hang' d her sel ' .
     Bef or e hi m Doon pour s al l  hi s f l oods,
     The doubl i ng st or m r oar s t hr o'  t he woods,
     The l i ght ni ngs f l ash f r om pol e t o pol e,
     Near  and mor e near  t he t hunder s r ol l ,
     When,  gl i mmer i ng t hr o'  t he gr oani ng t r ees,
     Ki r k- Al l oway seem' d i n a bl eeze,
     Thr o'  i l ka bor e t he beams wer e gl anci ng,
     And l oud r esounded mi r t h and danci ng.

     I nspi r i ng bol d John Bar l eycor n!
     What  danger s t hou canst  make us scor n!
     Wi '  t i ppenny,  we f ear  nae evi l ;
     Wi '  usquabae,  we' l l  f ace t he devi l !
     The swat s sae r eam' d i n Tammi e' s noddl e,
     Fai r  pl ay,  he car ' d na dei l s  a boddl e,
     But  Maggi e st ood,  r i ght  sai r  ast oni sh' d,
     Ti l l ,  by t he heel  and hand admoni sh' d,
     She vent ur ' d f or war d on t he l i ght ;
     And,  wow!  Tam saw an unco s i ght !

     War l ocks and wi t ches i n a dance:
     Nae cot i l l on,  br ent  new f r ae Fr ance,
     But  hor npi pes,  j i gs,  st r at hspeys,  and r eel s,
     Put  l i f e and met t l e i n t hei r  heel s.
     A wi nnock- bunker  i n t he east ,
     Ther e sat  aul d Ni ck,  i n shape o'  beast ;
     A t owzi e t yke,  bl ack,  gr i m,  and l ar ge,
     To gi e t hem musi c was hi s char ge:
     He scr ew' d t he pi pes and gar t  t hem ski r l ,
     Ti l l  r oof  and r af t er s a'  di d di r l . —

Cof f i ns st ood r ound,  l i ke open pr esses,
     That  shaw' d t he Dead i n t hei r  l ast  dr esses;
     And ( by some devi l i sh cant r ai p s l ei ght )
     Each i n i t s  caul d hand hel d a l i ght .
     By whi ch her oi c Tam was abl e
     To not e upon t he hal y t abl e,
     A mur der er ' s  banes,  i n gi bbet - ai r ns;
     Twa span- l ang,  wee,  unchr i st ened bai r ns;
     A t hi ef ,  new- cut t ed f r ae a r ape,
     Wi '  hi s l ast  gasp hi s gabudi d gape;
     Fi ve t omahawks,  wi '  bl ude r ed- r ust ed:
     Fi ve sci mi t ar s,  wi '  mur der  cr ust ed;
     A gar t er  whi ch a babe had st r angl ed:
     A kni f e,  a f at her ' s  t hr oat  had mangl ed.
     Whom hi s ai n son of  l i f e ber ef t ,
     The gr ey- hai r s yet  st ack t o t he hef t ;
     Wi '  mai r  of  hor r i bl e and awf u' ,
     Whi ch even t o name wad be unl awf u' .

     As Tammi e gl owr ' d,  amaz' d,  and cur i ous,
     The mi r t h and f un gr ew f ast  and f ur i ous;
     The Pi per  l oud and l ouder  bl ew,
     The dancer s qui ck and qui cker  f l ew,
     The r eel ' d,  t hey set ,  t hey cr oss' d,  t hey c l eeki t ,
     Ti l l  i l ka car l i n swat  and r eeki t ,
     And coost  her  duddi es t o t he war k,
     And l i nk i t  at  i t  i n her  sar k!

     Now Tam,  O Tam!  had t hey been queans,
     A'  pl ump and st r appi ng i n t hei r  t eens!
     Thei r  sar ks,  i nst ead o'  cr eeshi e f l ai nen,
     Been snaw- whi t e sevent een hunder  l i nen! —

Thi r  br eeks o'  mi ne,  my onl y pai r ,



     That  ance wer e pl ush o'  gui d bl ue hai r ,
     I  wad hae gi en t hem of f  my hur di es,
     For  ae bl i nk o'  t he boni e bur di es!
     But  wi t her ' d bel dams,  aul d and dr ol l ,
     Ri gwoodi e hags wad spean a f oal ,
     Loupi ng an'  f l i ngi ng on a cr ummock.
     I  wonder  di d na t ur n t hy st omach.

     But  Tam kent  what  was what  f u'  br awl i e:
     Ther e was ae wi nsome wench and waul i e
     That  ni ght  enl i s t ed i n t he cor e,
     Lang af t er  ken' d on Car r i ck shor e;
     ( For  mony a beast  t o dead she shot ,
     And per i sh' d mony a boni e boat ,
     And shook bai t h mei k l e cor n and bear ,
     And kept  t he count r y - s i de i n f ear ) ;
     Her  cut t y sar k,  o'  Pai s l ey har n,
     That  whi l e a l assi e she had wor n,
     I n l ongi t ude t ho'  sor el y scant y,
     I t  was her  best ,  and she was vaunt i e.
     Ah!  l i t t l e ken' d t hy r ever end gr anni e,
     That  sar k she cof t  f or  her  wee Nanni e,
     Wi  t wa pund Scot s ( ' t was a'  her  r i ches) ,
     Wad ever  gr ac ' d a dance of  wi t ches!

     But  her e my Muse her  wi ng maun cour ,
     Si c f l i ght s ar e f ar  beyond her  power ;
     To s i ng how Nanni e l ap and f l ang,
     ( A soupl e j ade she was and st r ang) ,
     And how Tam st ood,  l i ke ane bewi t hc ' d,
     And t hought  hi s ver y een enr i ch' d:
     Even Sat an gl owr ' d,  and f i dg' d f u'  f ai n,
     And hot ch' d and bl ew wi '  mi ght  and mai n:
     Ti l l  f i r s t  ae caper ,  syne ani t her ,
     Tam t i nt  hi s r eason a t hegi t her ,
     And r oar s out ,  " Weel  done,  Cut t y - sar k! "
     And i n an i nst ant  al l  was dar k:
     And scar cel y had he Maggi e r al l i ed.
     When out  t he hel l i sh l egi on sal l i ed.

     As bees bi zz out  wi '  angr y f yke,
     When pl under i ng her ds assai l  t hei r  byke;
     As open pussi e' s mor t al  f oes,
     When,  pop!  she st ar t s bef or e t hei r  nose;
     As eager  r uns t he mar ket - cr owd,
     When " Cat ch t he t hi ef ! "  r esounds al oud;
     So Maggi e r uns,  t he wi t ches f ol l ow,
     Wi '  mony an el dr i t ch skr ei ch and hol l ow.

     Ah,  Tam!  Ah,  Tam!  t hou' l l  get  t hy f ai r i n!
     I n hel l ,  t hey' l l  r oast  t hee l i ke a her r i n!
     I n vai n t hy Kat e awai t s t hy comi n!
     Kat e soon wi l l  be a woef u'  woman!
     Now,  do t hy speedy- ut most ,  Meg,
     And wi n t he key- st one o'  t he br i g; ^1
     Ther e,  at  t hem t hou t hy t ai l  may t oss,
     A r unni ng st r eam t hey dar e na cr oss.
     But  er e t he keyst ane she coul d make,
     The f i ent  a t ai l  she had t o shake!
     For  Nanni e,  f ar  bef or e t he r est ,
     Har d upon nobl e Maggi e pr est ,
     And f l ew at  Tam wi '  f ur i ous et t l e;
     But  l i t t l e wi st  she Maggi e' s met t l e!
     Ae spr i ng br ought  of f  her  mast er  hal e,



     But  l ef t  behi nd her  ai n gr ey t ai l :
     The car l i n c l aught  her  by t he r ump,
     And l ef t  poor  Maggi e scar ce a st ump.

     Now,  wha t hi s t al e o'  t r ut h shal l  r ead,
     I l k  man and mot her ' s son,  t ake heed:
     Whene' er  t o Dr i nk you ar e i ncl i n' d,
     Or  Cut t y - sar ks r i n i n your  mi nd,
     Thi nk ye may buy t he j oys o' er  dear ;
     Remember  Tam o'  Shant er ' s  mar e.

On The Birth Of A Posthumous Child
     Bor n i n pecul i ar  c i r cumst ances of  f ami l y di st r ess.

     Sweet  f l ow' r et ,  pl edge o'  mei k l e l ove,
     And war d o'  mony a pr ayer ,
     What  hear t  o'  s t ane wad t hou na move,
     Sae hel pl ess,  sweet ,  and f ai r ?

     November  hi r pl es o' er  t he l ea,
     Chi l ,  on t hy l ovel y f or m:
     And gane,  al as!  t he shel t ' r i ng t r ee,
     Shoul d shi el d t hee f r ae t he st or m.

     [ Foot not e 1:  I t  i s  a wel l - known f act  t hat  wi t ches,  or  any evi l
     spi r i t s ,  have no power  t o f ol l ow a poor  wi ght  any f ur t her  t han
     t he mi ddl e of  t he next  r unni ng st r eam.  I t  may be pr oper  l i kewi se
     t o ment i on t o t he beni ght ed t r avel l er ,  t hat  when he f al l s  i n wi t h
     bogl es,  what ever  danger  may be i n hi s goi ng f or war d,  t her e i s
     much mor e hazar d i n t ur ni ng back. —R. B. ]

     May He who gi ves t he r ai n t o pour ,
     And wi ngs t he bl ast  t o bl aw,
     Pr ot ect  t hee f r ae t he dr i v i ng show' r ,
     The bi t t er  f r ost  and snaw.

     May He,  t he f r i end o'  Woe and Want ,
     Who heal s l i f e' s  var i ous st ounds,
     Pr ot ect  and guar d t he mot her  pl ant ,
     And heal  her  cr uel  wounds.

     But  l at e she f l our i sh' d,  r oot ed f ast ,
     Fai r  i n t he summer  mor n,
     Now f eebl y bends she i n t he bl ast ,
     Unshel t er ' d and f or l or n.

     Bl est  be t hy bl oom,  t hou l ovel y gem,
     Unscat h' d by r uf f i an hand!
     And f r om t hee many a par ent  st em
     Ar i se t o deck our  l and!



Elegy On The Late Miss Burnet Of Monboddo
     Li f e ne' er  exul t ed i n so r i ch a pr i ze,
     As Bur net ,  l ovel y f r om her  nat i ve ski es;
     Nor  envi ous deat h so t r i umph' d i n a bl ow,
     As t hat  whi ch l ai d t h'  accompl i sh' d Bur net  l ow.

     Thy f or m and mi nd,  sweet  mai d,  can I  f or get ?
     I n r i chest  or e t he br i ght est  j ewel  set !
     I n t hee,  hi gh Heaven above was t r uest  shown,
     As by Hi s nobl est  wor k t he Godhead best  i s  known.

     I n vai n ye f l aunt  i n summer ' s pr i de,  ye gr oves;
     Thou cr yst al  st r eaml et  wi t h t hy f l ower y shor e,
     Ye woodl and choi r  t hat  chaunt  your  i dl e l oves,
     Ye cease t o char m;  El i za i s  no mor e.

     Ye heal t hy wast es,  i mmi x ' d wi t h r eedy f ens;
     Ye mossy st r eams,  wi t h sedge and r ushes st or ' d:
     Ye r ugged c l i f f s ,  o' er hangi ng dr ear y gl ens,
     To you I  f l y—ye wi t h my soul  accor d.

     Pr i nces,  whose cumb' r ous pr i de was al l  t hei r  wor t h,
     Shal l  venal  l ays t hei r  pompous exi t  hai l ,
     And t hou,  sweet  Excel l ence!  f or sake our  ear t h,
     And not  a Muse wi t h honest  gr i ef  bewai l ?

     We saw t hee shi ne i n yout h and beaut y ' s pr i de,
     And Vi r t ue' s l i ght ,  t hat  beams beyond t he spher es;
     But ,  l i ke t he sun ecl i ps ' d at  mor ni ng t i de,
     Thou l ef t  us dar kl i ng i n a wor l d of  t ear s.

     The par ent ' s  hear t  t hat  nest l ed f ond i n t hee,
     That  hear t  how sunk,  a pr ey t o gr i ef  and car e;
     So deckt  t he woodbi ne sweet  yon aged t r ee;
     So,  f r om i t  r avi sh' d,  l eaves i t  bl eak and bar e.

1791

Lament Of Mary, Queen Of Scots, On The Approach Of
Spring
     Now Nat ur e hangs her  mant l e gr een
     On ever y bl oomi ng t r ee,
     And spr eads her  sheet s o'  dai s i es whi t e
     Out  o' er  t he gr assy l ea;
     Now Phoebus cheer s t he cr yst al  st r eams,
     And gl ads t he azur e ski es;



     But  nought  can gl ad t he wear y wi ght
     That  f ast  i n dur ance l i es.

     Now l aver ocks wake t he mer r y mor n
     Al of t  on dewy wi ng;
     The mer l e,  i n hi s noont i de bow' r ,
     Makes woodl and echoes r i ng;
     The mavi s wi l d wi '  mony a not e,
     Si ngs dr owsy day t o r est :
     I n l ove and f r eedom t hey r ej oi ce,
     Wi '  car e nor  t hr al l  oppr est .

     Now bl ooms t he l i l y  by t he bank,
     The pr i mr ose down t he br ae;
     The hawt hor n' s buddi ng i n t he gl en,
     And mi l k - whi t e i s  t he s l ae:
     The meanest  hi nd i n f ai r  Scot l and
     May r ove t hei r  sweet s amang;
     But  I ,  t he Queen of  a'  Scot l and,
     Maun l i e i n pr i son st r ang.

     I  was t he Queen o'  boni e Fr ance,
     Wher e happy I  hae been;
     Fu'  l i ght l y  r ai se I  i n t he mor n,
     As bl yt he l ay down at  e' en:
     And I ' m t he sov' r ei gn of  Scot l and,
     And mony a t r ai t or  t her e;
     Yet  her e I  l i e i n f or ei gn bands,
     And never - endi ng car e.

     But  as f or  t hee,  t hou f al se woman,
     My s i st er  and my f ae,
     Gr i m Vengeance yet  shal l  whet  a swor d
     That  t hr o'  t hy soul  shal l  gae;
     The weepi ng bl ood i n woman' s br east
     Was never  known t o t hee;
     Nor  t h'  bal m t hat  dr aps on wounds of  woe
     Fr ae woman' s pi t y i ng e' e.

     My son!  my son!  may k i nder  st ar s
     Upon t hy f or t une shi ne;
     And may t hose pl easur es gi l d t hy r ei gn,
     That  ne' er  wad bl i nk on mi ne!
     God keep t hee f r ae t hy mot her ' s f aes,
     Or  t ur n t hei r  hear t s t o t hee:
     And wher e t hou meet ' st  t hy mot her ' s f r i end,
     Remember  hi m f or  me!

     O!  soon,  t o me,  may Summer  suns
     Nae mai r  l i ght  up t he mor n!
     Nae mai r  t o me t he Aut umn wi nds
     Wave o' er  t he yel l ow cor n?
     And,  i n t he nar r ow house of  deat h,
     Let  Wi nt er  r ound me r ave;
     And t he next  f l ow' r s t hat  deck t he Spr i ng,
     Bl oom on my peacef ul  gr ave!



There'll Never Be Peace Till Jamie Comes Hame
     By yon Cast l e wa' ,  at  t he c l ose of  t he day,
     I  hear d a man si ng,  t ho'  hi s head i t  was gr ey:
     And as he was s i ngi ng,  t he t ear s doon came, —

Ther e' l l  never  be peace t i l l  Jami e comes hame.

     The Chur ch i s i n r ui ns,  t he St at e i s  i n j ar s,
     Del usi ons,  oppr essi ons,  and mur der ous war s,
     We dar e na weel  say' t ,  but  we ken wha' s t o bl ame, —

Ther e' l l  never  be peace t i l l  Jami e comes hame.

     My seven br aw sons f or  Jami e dr ew swor d,
     But  now I  gr eet  r ound t hei r  gr een beds i n t he yer d;
     I t  br ak t he sweet  hear t  o'  my f ai t hf ul  and dame, —

Ther e' l l  never  be peace t i l l  Jami e comes hame.

     Now l i f e i s  a bur den t hat  bows me down,
     Si n'  I  t i nt  my bai r ns,  and he t i nt  hi s cr own;
     But  t i l l  my l ast  moment s my wor ds ar e t he same, —

Ther e' l l  never  be peace t i l l  Jami e comes hame.

Song—Out Over The Forth
     Out  over  t he For t h,  I  l ook t o t he Nor t h;
     But  what  i s  t he nor t h and i t s  Hi ghl ands t o me?
     The sout h nor  t he east  gi e ease t o my br east ,
     The f ar  f or ei gn l and,  or  t he wi de r ol l i ng sea.

     But  I  l ook t o t he west  when I  gae t o r est ,
     That  happy my dr eams and my sl umber s may be;
     For  f ar  i n t he west  l i ves he I  l oe best ,
     The man t hat  i s  dear  t o my babi e and me.

The Banks O' Doon—First Version
     Sweet  ar e t he banks—t he banks o'  Doon,
     The spr eadi ng f l ower s ar e f ai r ,
     And ever yt hi ng i s  bl yt he and gl ad,
     But  I  am f u'  o'  car e.
     Thou' l l  br eak my hear t ,  t hou boni e bi r d,
     That  s i ngs upon t he bough;
     Thou mi nds me o'  t he happy days
     When my f ause Luve was t r ue:
     Thou' l l  br eak my hear t ,  t hou boni e bi r d,
     That  s i ngs besi de t hy mat e;
     For  sae I  sat ,  and sae I  sang,
     And wi st  na o'  my f at e.



     Af t  hae I  r ov ' d by boni e Doon,
     To see t he woodbi ne t wi ne;
     And i l ka bi r ds sang o'  i t s  Luve,
     And sae di d I  o'  mi ne:
     Wi '  l i ght some hear t  I  pu' d a r ose,
     Upon i t s  t hor ny t r ee;
     But  my f ause Luver  st aw my r ose
     And l ef t  t he t hor n wi '  me:
     Wi '  l i ght some hear t  I  pu' d a r ose,
     Upon a mor n i n June;
     And sae I  f l our i shed on t he mor n,
     And sae was pu' d or  noon!

The Banks O' Doon—Second Version
     Ye f l ower y banks o'  boni e Doon,
     How can ye bl ume sae f ai r ?
     How can ye chant ,  ye l i t t l e bi r ds,
     And I  sae f u'  o car e!
     Thou' l l  br eak my hear t ,  t hou boni e bi r d,
     That  s i ngs upon t he bough!
     Thou mi nds me o'  t he happy days
     When my f ause Luve was t r ue.
     Thou' l l  br eak my hear t ,  t hou boni e bi r d,
     That  s i ngs besi de t hy mat e;
     For  sae I  sat ,  and sae I  sang,
     And wi st  na o'  my f at e.

     Af t  hae I  r ov ' d by boni e Doon,
     To see t he woodbi ne t wi ne;
     And i l ka bi r d sang o'  i t s  Luve,
     And sae di d I  o'  mi ne.
     Wi '  l i ght some hear t  I  pu' d a r ose,
     Upon i t s  t hor ny t r ee;
     But  my f ause Luver  st aw my r ose,
     And l ef t  t he t hor n wi '  me.
     Wi '  l i ght some hear t  I  pu' d a r ose,
     Upon a mor n i n June;
     And sae I  f l our i shed on t he mor n,
     And sae was pu' d or  noon.

The Banks O' Doon—Third Version
     Ye banks and br aes o'  boni e Doon,
     How can ye bl oom sae f r esh and f ai r ?
     How can ye chant ,  ye l i t t l e bi r ds,
     And I  sae wear y f u'  o'  car e!
     Thou' l l  br eak my hear t ,  t hou war bl i ng bi r d,
     That  want ons t hr o'  t he f l ower i ng t hor n:
     Thou mi nds me o'  depar t ed j oys,



     Depar t ed never  t o r et ur n.

     Af t  hae I  r ov ' d by Boni e Doon,
     To see t he r ose and woodbi ne t wi ne:
     And i l ka bi r d sang o'  i t s  Luve,
     And f ondl y sae di d I  o'  mi ne;
     Wi '  l i ght some hear t  I  pu' d a r ose,
     Fu'  sweet  upon i t s  t hor ny t r ee!
     And may f ause Luver  st aw my r ose,
     But  ah!  he l ef t  t he t hor n wi '  me.

Lament For James, Earl Of Glencairn
     The wi nd bl ew hol l ow f r ae t he hi l l s ,
     By f i t s  t he sun' s depar t i ng beam
     Look' d on t he f adi ng yel l ow woods,
     That  wav' d o' er  Lugar ' s wi ndi ng st r eam:
     Beneat h a cr ai gy st eep,  a Bar d,
     Laden wi t h year s and mei k l e pai n,
     I n l oud l ament  bewai l ' d hi s l or d,
     Whom Deat h had al l  unt i mel y t a' en.

     He l ean' d hi m t o an anci ent  ai k,
     Whose t r unk was moul d' r i ng down wi t h year s;
     Hi s l ocks wer e bl eached whi t e wi t h t i me,
     Hi s hoar y cheek was wet  wi '  t ear s!
     And as he t ouch' d hi s t r embl i ng har p,
     And as he t un' d hi s dol ef ul  sang,
     The wi nds,  l ament i ng t hr o'  t hei r  caves,
     To Echo bor e t he not es al ang.

     " Ye scat t er ' d bi r ds t hat  f ai nt l y  s i ng,
     The r el i ques o'  t he ver nal  quei r !
     Ye woods t hat  shed on a'  t he wi nds
     The honour s of  t he aged year !
     A f ew shor t  mont hs,  and gl ad and gay,
     Agai n ye' l l  char m t he ear  and e' e;
     But  nocht  i n al l - r evol v i ng t i me
     Can gl adness br i ng agai n t o me.

     " I  am a bendi ng aged t r ee,
     That  l ong has st ood t he wi nd and r ai n;
     But  now has come a cr uel  bl ast ,
     And my l ast  hal d of  ear t h i s  gane;
     Nae l eaf  o'  mi ne shal l  gr eet  t he spr i ng,
     Nae s i mmer  sun exal t  my bl oom;
     But  I  maun l i e bef or e t he st or m,
     And i t her s pl ant  t hem i n my r oom.

     " I ' ve seen sae mony changef u'  year s,
     On ear t h I  am a st r anger  gr own:
     I  wander  i n t he ways of  men,
     Al i ke unknowi ng,  and unknown:
     Unhear d,  unpi t i ed,  unr el i ev ' d,
     I  bear  al ane my l ade o'  car e,
     For  s i l ent ,  l ow,  on beds of  dust ,
     Li e a'



     hat  woul d my sor r ows shar e.

     " And l ast ,  ( t he sum of  a'  my gr i ef s! )
     My nobl e mast er  l i es i n c l ay;
     The f l ow' r  amang our  bar ons bol d,
     Hi s count r y ' s pr i de,  hi s count r y ' s st ay:
     I n wear y bei ng now I  pi ne,
     For  a'  t he l i f e of  l i f e i s  dead,
     And hope has l ef t  may aged ken,
     On f or war d wi ng f or  ever  f l ed.

     " Awake t hy l ast  sad voi ce,  my har p!
     The voi ce of  woe and wi l d despai r !
     Awake,  r esound t hy l at est  l ay,
     Then s l eep i n s i l ence ever mai r !
     And t hou,  my l ast ,  best ,  onl y,  f r i end,
     That  f i l l est  an unt i mel y t omb,
     Accept  t hi s t r i but e f r om t he Bar d
     Thou br ought  f r om For t une' s mi r kest  gl oom.

     " I n Pover t y ' s l ow bar r en val e,
     Thi ck mi st s obscur e i nvol v ' d me r ound;
     Though of t  I  t ur n' d t he wi st f ul  eye,
     Nae r ay of  f ame was t o be f ound:
     Thou f ound' st  me,  l i ke t he mor ni ng sun
     That  mel t s t he f ogs i n l i mpi d ai r ,
     The f r i endl ess bar d and r ust i c  song
     Became al i ke t hy f ost er i ng car e.

     " O!  why has wor t h so shor t  a dat e,
     Whi l e v i l l ai ns r i pen gr ey wi t h t i me?
     Must  t hou,  t he nobl e,  gen' r ous,  gr eat ,
     Fal l  i n bol d manhood' s har dy pr i m
     Why di d I  l i ve t o see t hat  day—

A day t o me so f ul l  of  woe?
     O!  had I  met  t he mor t al  shaf t
     That  l ai d my benef act or  l ow!

     " The br i degr oom may f or get  t he br i de
     Was made hi s wedded wi f e yest r een;
     The monar ch may f or get  t he cr own
     That  on hi s head an hour  has been;
     The mot her  may f or get  t he chi l d
     That  smi l es sae sweet l y on her  knee;
     But  I ' l l  r emember  t hee,  Gl encai r n,
     And a'  t hat  t hou hast  done f or  me! "

Lines Sent To Sir John Whiteford, Bart
     Wi t h The Lament  On The Deat h Of  t he Ear l  Of  Gl encai r n

     Thou,  who t hy honour  as t hy God r ever ' st ,
     Who,  save t hy mi nd' s r epr oach,  nought  ear t hl y f ear ' s t ,
     To t hee t hi s vot i ve of f er i ng I  i mpar t ,
     The t ear f ul  t r i but e of  a br oken hear t .
     The Fr i end t hou val ued' st ,  I ,  t he Pat r on l ov ' d;
     Hi s wor t h,  hi s honour ,  al l  t he wor l d appr oved:



     We' l l  mour n t i l l  we t oo go as he has gone,
     And t r ead t he shadowy pat h t o t hat  dar k wor l d unknown.

Craigieburn Wood
     Sweet  c l oses t he ev ' ni ng on Cr ai gi ebur n Wood,
     And bl yt hel y awaukens t he mor r ow;
     But  t he pr i de o'  t he spr i ng i n t he Cr ai gi ebur n Wood
     Can y i el d t o me not hi ng but  sor r ow.

     Chor us. —Beyond t hee,  dear i e,  beyond t hee,  dear i e,
     And O t o be l y i ng beyond t hee!
     O sweet l y,  soundl y,  weel  may he s l eep
     That ' s  l ai d i n t he bed beyond t hee!

     I  see t he spr eadi ng l eaves and f l ower s,
     I  hear  t he wi l d bi r ds s i ngi ng;
     But  pl easur e t hey hae nane f or  me,
     Whi l e car e my hear t  i s  wr i ngi ng.
     Beyond t hee,  &c.

     I  can na t el l ,  I  maun na t el l ,
     I  daur  na f or  your  anger ;
     But  secr et  l ove wi l l  br eak my hear t ,
     I f  I  conceal  i t  l anger .
     Beyond t hee,  &c.

     I  see t hee gr acef u' ,  s t r ai ght  and t al l ,
     I  see t hee sweet  and boni e;
     But  oh,  what  wi l l  my t or ment  be,
     I f  t hou r ef use t hy Johni e!
     Beyond t hee,  &c.

     To see t hee i n anot her ' s ar ms,
     I n l ove t o l i e and l angui sh,
     ' Twad be my dead,  t hat  wi l l  be seen,
     My hear t  wad bur st  wi '  angui sh.
     Beyond t hee,  &c.

     But  Jeani e,  say t hou wi l t  be mi ne,
     Say t hou l o' es nane bef or e me;
     And a'  may days o'  l i f e t o come
     I ' l  gr at ef ul l y  ador e t hee,
     Beyond t hee,  &c.

     The Boni e Wee Thi ng

     Chor us. —Boni e wee t hi ng,  canni e wee t hi ng,
     Lovel y wee t hi ng,  wer t  t hou mi ne,
     I  wad wear  t hee i n my bosom,
     Lest  my j ewel  i t  shoul d t i ne.

     Wi shf ul l y  I  l ook and l angui sh
     I n t hat  boni e f ace o'  t hi ne,
     And my hear t  i t  s t ounds wi '  angui sh,
     Lest  my wee t hi ng be na mi ne.
     Boni e wee t hi ng,  &c.



     Wi t ,  and Gr ace,  and Love,  and Beaut y,
     I n ae const el l at i on shi ne;
     To ador e t hee i s my dut y,
     Goddess o'  t hi s soul  o'  mi ne!
     Boni e wee t hi ng,  &c.

Epigram On Miss Davies
On being asked why she had been formed so little, and Mrs. A—so big.

     Ask why God made t he gem so smal l ?
     And why so huge t he gr ani t e?—

Because God meant  manki nd shoul d set
     That  hi gher  val ue on i t .

The Charms Of Lovely Davies
     Tune—" Mi ss Mui r . "

     O how shal l  I ,  unski l f u' ,  t r y
     The poet ' s  occupat i on?
     The t unef u'  power s,  i n happy hour s,
     That  whi sper  i nspi r at i on;
     Even t hey maun dar e an ef f or t  mai r
     Than aught  t hey ever  gave us,
     Er e t hey r ehear se,  i n equal  ver se,
     The char ms o'  l ovel y Davi es.

     Each eye i t  cheer s when she appear s,
     Li ke Phoebus i n t he mor ni ng,
     When past  t he shower ,  and ever y f l ower
     The gar den i s ador ni ng:
     As t he wr et ch l ooks o' er  Si ber i a' s shor e,
     When wi nt er - bound t he wave i s;
     Sae dr oops our  hear t ,  when we maun par t
     Fr ae char mi ng,  l ovel y Davi es.

     Her  smi l e' s a gi f t  f r ae ' boon t he l i f t ,
     That  maks us mai r  t han pr i nces;
     A scept r ed hand,  a k i ng' s command,
     I s  i n her  dar t i ng gl ances;
     The man i n ar ms ' gai nst  f emal e char ms
     Even he her  wi l l i ng s l ave i s,
     He hugs hi s chai n,  and owns t he r ei gn
     Of  conquer i ng,  l ovel y Davi es.

     My Muse,  t o dr eam of  such a t heme,
     Her  f eebl e power s sur r ender :



     The eagl e' s gaze al one sur veys
     The sun' s mer i di an spl endour .
     I  wad i n vai n essay t he st r ai n,
     The deed t oo dar i ng br ave i s;
     I ' l l  dr ap t he l yr e,  and mut e admi r e
     The char ms o'  l ovel y Davi es.

What Can A Young Lassie Do Wi' An Auld Man
     What  can a young l assi e,  what  shal l  a young l assi e,
     What  can a young l assi e do wi '  an aul d man?
     Bad l uck on t he penny t hat  t empt ed my mi nni e
     To sel l  her  pui r  Jenny f or  s i l l er  an'  l an' .
     Bad l uck on t he penny t hat  t empt ed my mi nni e
     To sel l  her  pui r  Jenny f or  s i l l er  an'  l an' !

     He' s al ways compl eeni n'  f r ae mor ni n'  t o e' eni n' ,
     He hoast s and he hi r pl es t he wear y day l ang;
     He' s doyl t  and he' s dozi n,  hi s bl ude i t  i s  f r ozen, —

O,  dr ear y ' s t he ni ght  wi '  a cr azy aul d man!
     He' s doyl t  and he' s dozi n,  hi s bl ude i t  i s  f r ozen,
     O,  dr ear y ' s t he ni ght  wi '  a cr azy aul d man.

     He hums and he hanker s,  he f r et s and he canker s,
     I  never  can pl ease hi m do a'  t hat  I  can;
     He' s peevi sh an'  j eal ous o'  a'  t he young f el l ows, —

O,  dool  on t he day I  met  wi '  an aul d man!
     He' s peevi sh an'  j eal ous o'  a'  t he young f el l ows,
     O,  dool  on t he day I  met  wi '  an aul d man.

     My aul d aunt i e Kat i e upon me t aks pi t y,
     I ' l l  do my endeavour  t o f ol l ow her  pl an;
     I ' l l  cr oss hi m an'  wr ack hi m,  unt i l  I  hear t br eak hi m
     And t hen hi s aul d br ass wi l l  buy me a new pan,
     I ' l l  cr oss hi m an'  wr ack hi m,  unt i l  I  hear t br eak hi m,
     And t hen hi s aul d br ass wi l l  buy me a new pan.

The Posie
     O l uve wi l l  vent ur e i n wher e i t  daur  na weel  be seen,
     O l uve wi l l  vent ur e i n wher e wi sdom ance has been;
     But  I  wi l l  doun yon r i ver  r ove,  amang t he wood sae gr een,
     And a'  t o pu'  a Posi e t o my ai n dear  May.

     The pr i mr ose I  wi l l  pu' ,  t he f i r s t l i ng o'  t he year ,
     And I  wi l l  pu'  t he pi nk,  t he embl em o'  my dear ;
     For  she' s t he pi nk o'  womanki nd,  and bl ooms wi t hout  a peer ,
     And a'  t o be a Posi e t o my ai n dear  May.

     I ' l l  pu'  t he buddi ng r ose,  when Phoebus peeps i n v i ew,



     For  i t ' s  l i ke a baumy ki ss o'  her  sweet ,  boni e mou;
     The hyaci nt h' s f or  const ancy wi '  i t s  unchangi ng bl ue,
     And a'  t o be a Posi e t o my ai n dear  May.

     The l i l y  i t  i s  pur e,  and t he l i l y  i t  i s  f ai r ,
     And i n her  l ovel y bosom I ' l l  pl ace t he l i l y  t her e;
     The dai sy ' s f or  s i mpl i c i t y  and unaf f ect ed ai r ,
     And a'  t o be a Posi e t o my ai n dear  May.

     The hawt hor n I  wi l l  pu' ,  wi '  i t s  l ocks o'  s i l l er  gr ay,
     Wher e,  l i ke an aged man,  i t  s t ands at  br eak o'  day;
     But  t he songst er ' s  nest  wi t hi n t he bush I  wi nna t ak away
     And a'  t o be a Posi e t o my ai n dear  May.

     The woodbi ne I  wi l l  pu' ,  when t he e' eni ng st ar  i s  near ,
     And t he di amond dr aps o'  dew shal l  be her  een sae c l ear ;
     The v i ol et ' s  f or  modest y,  whi ch weel  she f a' s t o wear ,
     And a'  t o be a Posi e t o my ai n dear  May.

     I ' l l  t i e t he Posi e r ound wi '  t he s i l ken band o'  l uve,
     And I ' l l  pl ace i t  i n her  br east ,  and I ' l l  swear  by a'  above,
     That  t o my l at est  dr aught  o'  l i f e t he band shal l  ne' er  r emove,
     And t hi s wi l l  be a Posi e t o my ai n dear  May.

On Glenriddell's Fox Breaking His Chain
     A Fr agment ,  1791.

     Thou,  Li ber t y,  t hou ar t  my t heme;
     Not  such as i dl e poet s dr eam,
     Who t r i ck t hee up a heat hen goddess
     That  a f ant ast i c  cap and r od has;
     Such st al e concei t s ar e poor  and s i l l y ;
     I  pai nt  t hee out ,  a Hi ghl and f i l l y ,
     A st ur dy,  st ubbor n,  handsome dappl e,
     As s l eek' s a mouse,  as r ound' s an appl e,
     That  when t hou pl easest  canst  do wonder s;
     But  when t hy l uckl ess r i der  bl under s,
     Or  i f  t hy f ancy shoul d demur  t her e,
     Wi l t  br eak t hy neck er e t hou go f ur t her .

     These t hi ngs pr emi sed,  I  s i ng a Fox,
     Was caught  among hi s nat i ve r ocks,
     And t o a di r t y kennel  chai ned,
     How he hi s l i ber t y r egai ned.

     Gl enr i ddel l !  Whi g wi t hout  a st ai n,
     A Whi g i n pr i nci pl e and gr ai n,
     Coul d' st  t hou ensl ave a f r ee- bor n cr eat ur e,
     A nat i ve deni zen of  Nat ur e?
     How coul d' st  t hou,  wi t h a hear t  so good,
     ( A bet t er  ne' er  was s l ui ced wi t h bl ood! )
     Nai l  a poor  devi l  t o a t r ee,
     That  ne' er  di d har m t o t hi ne or  t hee?

     The st aunchest  Whi g Gl enr i ddel l  was,
     Qui t e f r ant i c  i n hi s count r y ' s cause;



     And of t  was Reynar d' s pr i son passi ng,
     And wi t h hi s br ot her - Whi gs canvassi ng
     The Ri ght s of  Men,  t he Power s of  Women,
     Wi t h al l  t he di gni t y of  Fr eemen.

     Si r  Reynar d dai l y  hear d debat es
     Of  Pr i nces' ,  Ki ngs' ,  and Nat i ons'  f at es,
     Wi t h many r uef ul ,  bl oody st or i es
     Of  Tyr ant s,  Jacobi t es,  and Tor i es:
     Fr om l i ber t y how angel s f el l ,
     That  now ar e gal l ey - s l aves i n hel l ;
     How Ni mr od f i r st  t he t r ade began
     Of  bi ndi ng Sl aver y ' s chai ns on Man;
     How f el l  Semi r ami s—God damn her !
     Di d f i r s t ,  wi t h sacr i l egi ous hammer ,
     ( Al l  i l l s  t i l l  t hen wer e t r i v i al  mat t er s)
     For  Man det hr on' d f or ge hen- peck f et t er s;

     How Xer xes,  t hat  abandoned Tor y,
     Thought  cut t i ng t hr oat s was r eapi ng gl or y,
     Unt i l  t he st ubbor n Whi gs of  Spar t a
     Taught  hi m gr eat  Nat ur e' s Magna Char t a;
     How mi ght y Rome her  f i at  hur l ' d
     Resi st l ess o' er  a bowi ng wor l d,
     And,  k i nder  t han t hey di d desi r e,
     Pol i sh' d manki nd wi t h swor d and f i r e;
     Wi t h much,  t oo t edi ous t o r el at e,
     Of  anci ent  and of  moder n dat e,
     But  endi ng st i l l ,  how Bi l l y  Pi t t
     ( Unl ucky boy! )  wi t h wi cked wi t ,
     Has gagg' d ol d Br i t ai n,  dr ai n' d her  cof f er ,
     As but cher s bi nd and bl eed a hei f er ,

     Thus wi l y Reynar d by degr ees,
     I n kennel  l i s t eni ng at  hi s ease,
     Suck' d i n a mi ght y st ock of  knowl edge,
     As much as some f ol ks at  a Col l ege;
     Knew Br i t ai n' s r i ght s and const i t ut i on,
     Her  aggr andi sement ,  di mi nut i on,
     How f or t une wr ought  us good f r om evi l ;
     Let  no man,  t hen,  despi se t he Devi l ,
     As who shoul d say,  ' I  never  can need hi m, '
     Si nce we t o scoundr el s owe our  f r eedom.

Poem On Pastoral Poetry
     Hai l ,  Poesi e!  t hou Nymph r eser v ' d!
     I n chase o'  t hee,  what  cr owds hae swer v ' d
     Fr ae common sense,  or  sunk ener v ' d
     ' Mang heaps o'  c l aver s:
     And och!  o' er  af t  t hy j oes hae st ar v ' d,
     ' Mi d a'  t hy f avour s!

     Say,  Lassi e,  why,  t hy t r ai n amang,
     Whi l e l oud t he t r ump' s her oi c c l ang,
     And sock or  buski n skel p al ang
     To deat h or  mar r i age;



     Scar ce ane has t r i ed t he shepher d—sang
     But  wi '  mi scar r i age?

     I n Homer ' s cr af t  Jock Mi l t on t hr i ves;
     Eschyl us '  pen Wi l l  Shakespear e dr i ves;
     Wee Pope,  t he knur l i n' ,  t i l l  hi m r i ves
     Hor at i an f ame;
     I n t hy sweet  sang,  Bar baul d,  sur v i ves
     Even Sappho' s f l ame.

     But  t hee,  Theocr i t us,  wha mat ches?
     They' r e no her d' s bal l at s,  Mar o' s cat ches;
     Squi r e Pope but  busks hi s ski nkl i n'  pat ches
     O'  heat hen t at t er s:
     I  pass by hunder s,  namel ess wr et ches,
     That  ape t hei r  bet t er s.

     I n t hi s br aw age o'  wi t  and l ear ,
     Wi l l  nane t he Shepher d' s whi st l e mai r
     Bl aw sweet l y i n i t s  nat i ve ai r ,
     And r ur al  gr ace;
     And,  wi '  t he f ar - f am' d Gr eci an,  shar e
     A r i val  pl ace?

     Yes!  t her e i s  ane—a Scot t i sh cal l an!
     Ther e' s ane;  come f or r i t ,  honest  Al l an!
     Thou need na j ouk behi nt  t he hal l an,
     A chi el  sae c l ever ;
     The t eet h o'  t i me may gnaw Tant al l an,
     But  t hou' s f or  ever .

     Thou pai nt s aul d Nat ur e t o t he ni nes,
     I n t hy sweet  Cal edoni an l i nes;
     Nae gowden st r eam t hr o'  myr t l e t wi nes,
     Wher e Phi l omel ,
     Whi l e ni ght l y  br eezes sweep t he v i nes,
     Her  gr i ef s wi l l  t el l !

     I n gowany gl ens t hy bur ni e st r ays,
     Wher e boni e l asses bl each t hei r  c l aes,
     Or  t r ot s by hazel l y  shaws and br aes,
     Wi '  hawt hor ns gr ay,
     Wher e bl ackbi r ds j oi n t he shepher d' s l ays,
     At  c l ose o'  day.

     Thy r ur al  l oves ar e Nat ur e' s sel ' ;
     Nae bombast  spat es o'  nonsense swel l ;
     Nae snap concei t s,  but  t hat  sweet  spel l
     O'  wi t chi n l ove,
     That  char m t hat  can t he st r ongest  quel l ,
     The st er nest  move.

Verses On The Destruction Of The Woods Near
Drumlanrig
     As on t he banks o'  wander i ng Ni t h,



     Ae smi l i ng s i mmer  mor n I  s t r ay ' d,
     And t r aced i t s  boni e howes and haughs,
     Wher e l i nt i es sang and l ammi es pl ay ' d,
     I  sat  me down upon a cr ai g,
     And dr ank my f i l l  o'  f ancy' s dr eam,
     When f r om t he eddyi ng deep bel ow,
     Up r ose t he geni us of  t he st r eam.

     Dar k,  l i ke t he f r owni ng r ock,  hi s br ow,
     And t r oubl ed,  l i ke hi s wi nt r y wave,
     And deep,  as sughs t he bodi ng wi nd
     Amang hi s caves,  t he s i gh he gave—

" And come ye her e,  my son, "  he cr i ed,
     " To wander  i n my bi r ken shade?
     To muse some f avour i t e Scot t i sh t heme,
     Or  s i ng some f avour i t e Scot t i sh mai d?

     " Ther e was a t i me,  i t ' s  nae l ang syne,
     Ye mi ght  hae seen me i n my pr i de,
     When a'  my banks sae br avel y saw
     Thei r  woody pi ct ur es i n my t i de;
     When hangi ng beech and spr eadi ng el m
     Shaded my st r eam sae c l ear  and cool :
     And st at el y oaks t hei r  t wi st ed ar ms
     Thr ew br oad and dar k acr oss t he pool ;

     " When,  gl i nt i ng t hr o'  t he t r ees,  appear ' d
     The wee whi t e cot  aboon t he mi l l ,
     And peacef u'  r ose i t s  i ngl e r eek,
     That ,  s l owl y cur l i ng,  c l amb t he hi l l .
     But  now t he cot  i s  bar e and caul d,
     I t s  l eaf y bi el d f or  ever  gane,
     And scar ce a st i nt ed bi r k i s  l ef t
     To shi ver  i n t he bl ast  i t s  l ane. "

     " Al as! "  quot h I ,  " what  r uef u'  chance
     Has t wi n' d ye o'  your  st at el y t r ees?
     Has l ai d your  r ocky bosom bar e—

Has st r i pped t he c l eedi ng o'  your  br aes?
     Was i t  t he bi t t er  east er n bl ast ,
     That  scat t er s bl i ght  i n ear l y spr i ng?
     Or  was' t  t he wi l ' f i r e scor ch' d t hei r  boughs,
     Or  canker - wor m wi '  secr et  st i ng?"

     " Nae east l i n bl ast , "  t he spr i t e r epl i ed;
     " I t  bl aws na her e sae f i er ce and f el l ,
     And on my dr y and hal esome banks
     Nae canker - wor ms get  l eave t o dwel l :
     Man!  cr uel  man! "  t he geni us s i ghed—

As t hr ough t he c l i f f s  he sank hi m down—
" The wor m t hat  gnaw' d my boni e t r ees,

     That  r ept i l e wear s a ducal  cr own. " ^1

The Gallant Weaver
     Wher e Car t  r i ns r owi n'  t o t he sea,
     By mony a f l ower  and spr eadi ng t r ee,



     Ther e l i ves a l ad,  t he l ad f or  me,
     He i s a gal l ant  Weaver .
     O,  I  had wooer s aught  or  ni ne,
     They gi ed me r i ngs and r i bbons f i ne;
     And I  was f ear ' d my hear t  wad t i ne,
     And I  gi ed i t  t o t he Weaver .

     My daddi e s i gn' d my t ocher - band,
     To gi e t he l ad t hat  has t he l and,
     But  t o my hear t  I ' l l  add my hand,
     And gi ve i t  t o t he Weaver .
     Whi l e bi r ds r ej oi ce i n l eaf y bower s,
     Whi l e bees del i ght  i n openi ng f l ower s,
     Whi l e cor n gr ows gr een i n summer  shower s,
     I  l ove my gal l ant  Weaver .

     [ Foot not e 1:  The Duke of  Queensber r y. ]

Epigram At Brownhill Inn^1
     At  Br ownhi l l  we al ways get  dai nt y good cheer ,
     And pl ent y of  bacon each day i n t he year ;
     We' ve a'  t hi ng t hat ' s  ni ce,  and most l y i n season,
     But  why al ways Bacon—come,  t el l  me a r eason?

     You' r e Wel come,  Wi l l i e St ewar t

     Chor us. —You' r e wel come,  Wi l l i e St ewar t ,
     You' r e wel come,  Wi l l i e St ewar t ,
     Ther e' s ne' er  a f l ower  t hat  bl ooms i n May,
     That ' s  hal f  sae wel come' s t hou ar t !

     Come,  bumper s hi gh,  expr ess your  j oy,
     The bowl  we maun r enew i t ,
     The t appet  hen,  gae br i ng her  ben,
     To wel come Wi l l i e St ewar t ,
     You' r e wel come,  Wi l l i e St ewar t ,  &c.

     May f oes be st r ang,  and f r i ends be s l ack
     I l k  act i on,  may he r ue i t ,
     May woman on hi m t ur n her  back
     That  wr angs t hee,  Wi l l i e St ewar t ,
     You' r e wel come,  Wi l l i e St ewar t ,  &c.

Lovely Polly Stewart
     Chor us. —O l ovel y Pol l y  St ewar t ,
     O char mi ng Pol l y  St ewar t ,
     Ther e' s ne' er  a f l ower  t hat  bl ooms i n May,
     That ' s  hal f  so f ai r  as t hou ar t !



     The f l ower  i t  bl aws,  i t  f ades,  i t  f a' s ,
     And ar t  can ne' er  r enew i t ;
     But  wor t h and t r ut h,  et er nal  yout h
     Wi l l  gi e t o Pol l y  St ewar t ,
     O l ovel y Pol l y  St ewar t ,  &c.

     [ Foot not e 1:  Bacon was t he name of  a pr esumabl y i nt r usi ve host .
     The l i nes ar e sai d t o have " af f or ded much amusement . " —Lang]

     May he whase ar ms shal l  f aul d t hy char ms
     Possess a l eal  and t r ue hear t !
     To hi m be gi ven t o ken t he heaven
     He gr asps i n Pol l y  St ewar t !
     O l ovel y Pol l y  St ewar t ,  &c.

Fragment,—Damon And Sylvia
     Tune—" The Ti t her  Mor n. "

     Yon wander i ng r i l l  t hat  mar ks t he hi l l ,
     And gl ances o' er  t he br ae,  Si r ,
     Sl i des by a bower ,  wher e mony a f l ower
     Sheds f r agr ance on t he day,  Si r ;
     Ther e Damon l ay,  wi t h Syl v i a gay,
     To l ove t hey t hought  no cr i me,  Si r ,
     The wi l d bi r ds sang,  t he echoes r ang,
     Whi l e Damon' s hear t  beat  t i me,  Si r .

Johnie Lad, Cock Up Your Beaver
     When f i r st  my br ave Johni e l ad came t o t hi s t own,
     He had a bl ue bonnet  t hat  want ed t he cr own;
     But  now he has got t en a hat  and a f eat her ,
     Hey,  br ave Johni e l ad,  cock up your  beaver !

     Cock up your  beaver ,  and cock i t  f u'  spr ush,
     We' l l  over  t he bor der ,  and gi e t hem a br ush;
     Ther e' s somebody t her e we' l l  t each bet t er  behavi our ,
     Hey,  br ave Johni e l ad,  cock up your  beaver !

My Eppie Macnab



     O saw ye my dear i e,  my Eppi e Macnab?
     O saw ye my dear i e,  my Eppi e Macnab?
     She' s down i n t he yar d,  she' s k i ss i n t he l ai r d,
     She wi nna come hame t o her  ai n Jock Rab.

     O come t hy ways t o me,  my Eppi e Macnab;
     O come t hy ways t o me,  my Eppi e Macnab;
     What e' er  t hou hast  dune,  be i t  l at e,  be i t  sune,
     Thou' s wel come agai n t o t hy ai n Jock Rab.

     What  says she,  my dear i e,  my Eppi e Macnab?
     What  says she,  my dear i e,  my Eppi e Macnab?
     She l et ' s  t hee t o wi t  t hat  she has t hee f or got ,
     And f or  ever  di sowns t hee,  her  ai n Jock Rab.

     O had I  ne' er  seen t hee,  my Eppi e Macnab!
     O had I  ne' er  seen t hee,  my Eppi e Macnab!
     As l i ght  as t he ai r ,  and as f ause as t hou' s f ai r ,
     Thou' s br oken t he hear t  o'  t hy ai n Jock Rab.

Altho' He Has Left Me
     Al t ho'  he has l ef t  me f or  gr eed o'  t he s i l l er ,
     I  di nna envy hi m t he gai ns he can wi n;
     I  r at her  wad bear  a'  t he l ade o'  my sor r ow,
     Than ever  hae act ed sae f ai t hl ess t o hi m.

My Tocher's The Jewel
     O Mei k l e t hi nks my l uve o'  my beaut y,
     And mei k l e t hi nks my l uve o'  my k i n;
     But  l i t t l e t hi nks my l uve I  ken br awl i e
     My t ocher ' s t he j ewel  has char ms f or  hi m.
     I t ' s  a'  f or  t he appl e he' l l  nour i sh t he t r ee,
     I t ' s  a'  f or  t he hi nny he' l l  cher i sh t he bee,
     My l addi e' s sae mei k l e i n l uve wi '  t he s i l l er ,
     He canna hae l uve t o spar e f or  me.

     Your  pr of f er  o'  l uve' s an ai r l e- penny,
     My t ocher ' s t he bar gai n ye wad buy;
     But  an ye be cr af t y,  I  am cunni n' ,
     Sae ye wi  ani t her  your  f or t une may t r y.
     Ye' r e l i ke t o t he t i mmer  o'  yon r ot t en wood,
     Ye' r e l i ke t o t he bar k o'  yon r ot t en t r ee,
     Ye' l l  s l i p f r ae me l i ke a knot l ess t hr ead,
     And ye' l l  cr ack your  cr edi t  wi '  mae nor  me.



O For Ane An' Twenty, Tam
     Chor us. —An'  O f or  ane an'  t went y,  Tam!
     And hey,  sweet  ane an'  t went y,  Tam!
     I ' l l  l ear n my k i n a r at t l i n'  sang,
     An'  I  saw ane an'  t went y,  Tam.

     They snool  me sai r ,  and haud me down,
     An'  gar  me l ook l i ke bl unt i e,  Tam;
     But  t hr ee shor t  year s wi l l  soon wheel  r oun' ,
     An'  t hen comes ane an'  t went y,  Tam.
     An'  O f or ,  &c.

     A gl i eb o'  l an' ,  a c l aut  o'  gear ,
     Was l ef t  me by my aunt i e,  Tam;
     At  k i t h or  k i n I  need na spi er ,
     An I  saw ane an'  t went y,  Tam.
     An'  O f or ,  &c.

     They' l l  hae me wed a weal t hy coof ,
     Tho'  I  mysel '  hae pl ent y,  Tam;
     But ,  hear ' st  t hou l addi e!  t her e' s my l oof ,
     I ' m t hi ne at  ane an'  t went y,  Tam!
     An'  O f or ,  &c.

Thou Fair Eliza
     Tur n agai n,  t hou f ai r  El i za!
     Ae k i nd bl i nk bef or e we par t ;
     Rue on t hy despai r i ng l over ,
     Can' st  t hou br eak hi s f ai t hf u'  hear t ?
     Tur n agai n,  t hou f ai r  El i za!
     I f  t o l ove t hy hear t  deni es,
     Oh,  i n pi t y hi de t he sent ence
     Under  f r i endshi p' s k i nd di sgui se!

     Thee,  sweet  mai d,  hae I  of f ended?
     My of f ence i s l ovi ng t hee;
     Can' st  t hou wr eck hi s peace f or  ever ,
     Wha f or  t hi ne woul d gl adl y di e?
     Whi l e t he l i f e beat s i n my bosom,
     Thou shal t  mi x i n i l ka t hr oe:
     Tur n agai n,  t hou l ovel y mai den,
     Ae sweet  smi l e on me best ow.

     Not  t he bee upon t he bl ossom,
     I n t he pr i de o'  s i nny noon;
     Not  t he l i t t l e spor t i ng f ai r y,
     Al l  beneat h t he s i mmer  moon;
     Not  t he Mi nst r el  i n t he moment
     Fancy l i ght ens i n hi s e' e,
     Kens t he pl easur e,  f eel s t he r apt ur e,



     That  t hy pr esence gi es t o me.

My Bonie Bell
     The smi l i ng Spr i ng comes i n r ej oi c i ng,
     And sur l y Wi nt er  gr i ml y f l i es;
     Now cr yst al  c l ear  ar e t he f al l i ng wat er s,
     And boni e bl ue ar e t he sunny ski es.
     Fr esh o' er  t he mount ai ns br eaks f or t h t he mor ni ng,
     The ev ' ni ng gi l ds t he ocean' s swel l ;
     Al l  cr eat ur es j oy i n t he sun' s r et ur ni ng,
     And I  r ej oi ce i n my boni e Bel l .

     The f l ower y Spr i ng l eads sunny Summer ,
     The yel l ow Aut umn pr esses near ;
     Then i n hi s t ur n comes gl oomy Wi nt er ,
     Ti l l  smi l i ng Spr i ng agai n appear :
     Thus seasons danci ng,  l i f e advanci ng,
     Ol d Ti me and Nat ur e t hei r  changes t el l ;
     But  never  r angi ng,  st i l l  unchangi ng,
     I  ador e my boni e Bel l .

Sweet Afton
     Fl ow gent l y,  sweet  Af t on!  amang t hy gr een br aes,
     Fl ow gent l y,  I ' l l  s i ng t hee a song i n t hy pr ai se;
     My Mar y ' s asl eep by t hy mur mur i ng st r eam,
     Fl ow gent l y,  sweet  Af t on,  di st ur b not  her  dr eam.

     Thou st ockdove whose echo r esounds t hr o'  t he gl en,
     Ye wi l d whi st l i ng bl ackbi r ds i n yon t hor ny den,
     Thou gr een- cr est ed l apwi ng t hy scr eami ng f or bear ,
     I  char ge you,  di st ur b not  my s l umber i ng Fai r .

     How l of t y,  sweet  Af t on,  t hy nei ghbour i ng hi l l s ,
     Far  mar k ' d wi t h t he cour ses of  c l ear ,  wi ndi ng r i l l s ;
     Ther e dai l y  I  wander  as noon r i ses hi gh,
     My f l ocks and my Mar y ' s sweet  cot  i n my eye.

     How pl easant  t hy banks and gr een val l eys bel ow,
     Wher e,  wi l d i n t he woodl ands,  t he pr i mr oses bl ow;
     Ther e of t ,  as mi l d Ev' ni ng weeps over  t he l ea,
     The sweet - scent ed bi r k shades my Mar y and me.

     Thy cr yst al  st r eam,  Af t on,  how l ovel y i t  gl i des,
     And wi nds by t he cot  wher e my Mar y r esi des;
     How want on t hy wat er s her  snowy f eet  l ave,
     As,  gat her i ng sweet  f l ower et s,  she st ems t hy c l ear  wave.

     Fl ow gent l y,  sweet  Af t on,  amang t hy gr een br aes,



     Fl ow gent l y,  sweet  r i ver ,  t he t heme of  my l ays;
     My Mar y ' s asl eep by t hy mur mur i ng st r eam,
     Fl ow gent l y,  sweet  Af t on,  di st ur b not  her  dr eam.

Address To The Shade Of Thomson
    On Cr owni ng Hi s Bust  at  Ednam,  Roxbur ghshi r e,  wi t h a Wr eat h of  Bays.

     Whi l e v i r gi n Spr i ng by Eden' s f l ood,
     Unf ol ds her  t ender  mant l e gr een,
     Or  pr anks t he sod i n f r ol i c  mood,
     Or  t unes Eol i an st r ai ns bet ween.

     Whi l e Summer ,  wi t h a mat r on gr ace,
     Ret r eat s t o Dr ybur gh' s cool i ng shade,
     Yet  of t ,  del i ght ed,  st ops t o t r ace
     The pr ogr ess of  t he spi ky bl ade.

     Whi l e Aut umn,  benef act or  k i nd,
     By Tweed er ect s hi s aged head,
     And sees,  wi t h sel f - appr ovi ng mi nd,
     Each cr eat ur e on hi s bount y f ed.

     Whi l e mani ac Wi nt er  r ages o' er
     The hi l l s  whence c l assi c Yar r ow f l ows,
     Rousi ng t he t ur bi d t or r ent ' s  r oar ,
     Or  sweepi ng,  wi l d,  a wast e of  snows.

     So l ong,  sweet  Poet  of  t he year !
     Shal l  bl oom t hat  wr eat h t hou wel l  hast  won;
     Whi l e Scot i a,  wi t h exul t i ng t ear ,
     Pr ocl ai ms t hat  Thomson was her  son.

Nithsdale's Welcome Hame
     The nobl e Maxwel l s and t hei r  power s
     Ar e comi ng o' er  t he bor der ,
     And t hey' l l  gae bi g Ter r eagl es '  t ower s
     And set  t hem a'  i n or der .
     And t hey decl ar e Ter r eagl es f ai r ,
     For  t hei r  abode t hey choose i t ;
     Ther e' s no a hear t  i n a'  t he l and
     But ' s  l i ght er  at  t he news o' t .

     Tho'  st ar s i n ski es may di sappear ,
     And angr y t empest s gat her ;
     The happy hour  may soon be near
     That  br i ngs us pl easant  weat her :
     The wear y ni ght  o'  car e and gr i ef
     May hae a j oyf u'  mor r ow;



     so dawni ng day has br ought  r el i ef ,
     Far eweel  our  ni ght  o'  sor r ow.

Frae The Friends And Land I Love
     Tune—" Car r on Si de. "

     Fr ae t he f r i ends and l and I  l ove,
     Dr i v ' n by For t une' s f el l y  spi t e;
     Fr ae my best  bel ov ' d I  r ove,
     Never  mai r  t o t ast e del i ght :
     Never  mai r  maun hope t o f i nd
     Ease f r ae t oi l ,  r el i ef  f r ae car e;
     When Remembr ance wr acks t he mi nd,
     Pl easur es but  unvei l  despai r .

     Br i ght est  c l i mes shal l  mi r k appear ,
     Deser t  i l ka bl oomi ng shor e,
     Ti l l  t he Fat es,  nae mai r  sever e,
     Fr i endshi p,  l ove,  and peace r est or e,
     Ti l l  Revenge,  wi '  l aur el ' d head,
     Br i ng our  bani shed hame agai n;
     And i l k  l oyal ,  boni e l ad
     Cr oss t he seas,  and wi n hi s ai n.

Such A Parcel Of Rogues In A Nation
     Far eweel  t o a'  our  Scot t i sh f ame,
     Far eweel  our  anci ent  gl or y;
     Far eweel  ev ' n t o t he Scot t i sh name,
     Sae f am' d i n mar t i al  s t or y.
     Now Sar k r i ns over  Sol way sands,
     An'  Tweed r i ns t o t he ocean,
     To mar k wher e Engl and' s pr ovi nce st ands—

Such a par cel  of  r ogues i n a nat i on!

     What  f or ce or  gui l e coul d not  subdue,
     Thr o'  many war l i ke ages,
     I s  wr ought  now by a cowar d f ew,
     For  hi r el i ng t r ai t or ' s  wages.
     The Engl i sh st el l  we coul d di sdai n,
     Secur e i n val our ' s  st at i on;
     But  Engl i sh gol d has been our  bane—

Such a par cel  of  r ogues i n a nat i on!

     O woul d,  or  I  had seen t he day
     That  Tr eason t hus coul d sel l  us,
     My aul d gr ey head had l i en i n c l ay,
     Wi '  Br uce and l oyal  Wal l ace!
     But  pi t h and power ,  t i l l  my l ast  hour ,



     I ' l l  mak t hi s decl ar at i on;
     We' r e bought  and sol d f or  Engl i sh gol d—

Such a par cel  of  r ogues i n a nat i on!

Ye Jacobites By Name
     Ye Jacobi t es by name,  gi ve an ear ,  gi ve an ear ,
     Ye Jacobi t es by name,  gi ve an ear ,
     Ye Jacobi t es by name,
     Your  f aut es I  wi l l  pr ocl ai m,
     Your  doct r i nes I  maun bl ame,  you shal l  hear .

     What  i s  Ri ght ,  and What  i s  Wr ang,  by t he l aw,  by t he l aw?
     What  i s  Ri ght  and what  i s  Wr ang by t he l aw?
     What  i s  Ri ght ,  and what  i s  Wr ang?
     A shor t  swor d,  and a l ang,
     A weak ar m and a st r ang,  f or  t o dr aw.

     What  makes her oi c st r i f e,  f amed af ar ,  f amed af ar ?
     What  makes her oi c st r i f e f amed af ar ?
     What  makes her oi c st r i f e?
     To whet  t h'  assassi n' s kni f e,
     Or  hunt  a Par ent ' s  l i f e,  wi '  bl ui dy war ?

     Then l et  your  schemes al one,  i n t he st at e,  i n t he st at e,
     Then l et  your  schemes al one i n t he st at e.
     Then l et  your  schemes al one,
     Ador e t he r i s i ng sun,
     And l eave a man undone,  t o hi s f at e.

I Hae Been At Crookieden
     I  Hae been at  Cr ooki eden,
     My boni e l addi e,  Hi ghl and l addi e,
     Vi ewi ng Wi l l i e and hi s men,
     My boni e l addi e,  Hi ghl and l addi e.
     Ther e our  f oes t hat  bur nt  and s l ew,
     My boni e l addi e,  Hi ghl and l addi e,
     Ther e,  at  l ast ,  t hey gat  t hei r  due,
     My boni e l addi e,  Hi ghl and l addi e.

     Sat an s i t s i n hi s bl ack neuk,
     My boni e l addi e,  Hi ghl and l addi e,
     Br eaki ng st i cks t o r oast  t he Duke,
     My boni e l addi e,  Hi ghl and l addi e,
     The bl oody monst er  gae a yel l ,
     My boni e l addi e,  Hi ghl and l addi e.
     And l oud t he l augh gi ed r ound a'  hel l

My boni e l addi e,  Hi ghl and l addi e.



O Kenmure's On And Awa, Willie
     O Kenmur e' s on and awa,  Wi l l i e,
     O Kenmur e' s on and awa:
     An'  Kenmur e' s l or d' s t he br avest  l or d
     That  ever  Gal l oway saw.

     Success t o Kenmur e' s band,  Wi l l i e!
     Success t o Kenmur e' s band!
     Ther e' s no a hear t  t hat  f ear s a Whi g,
     That  r i des by kenmur e' s hand.

     Her e' s Kenmur e' s heal t h i n wi ne,  Wi l l i e!
     Her e' s Kenmur e' s heal t h i n wi ne!
     Ther e' s ne' er  a cowar d o'  Kenmur e' s bl ude,
     Nor  yet  o'  Gor don' s l i ne.

     O Kenmur e' s l ads ar e men,  Wi l l i e,
     O Kenmur e' s l ads ar e men;
     Thei r  hear t s and swor ds ar e met al  t r ue,
     And t hat  t hei r  f oes shal l  ken.

     They' l l  l i ve or  di e wi '  f ame,  Wi l l i e;
     They' l l  l i ve or  di e wi '  f ame;
     But  sune,  wi '  soundi ng v i ct or i e,
     May Kenmur e' s l or d come hame!

     Her e' s hi m t hat ' s  f ar  awa,  Wi l l i e!
     Her e' s hi m t hat ' s  f ar  awa!
     And her e' s t he f l ower  t hat  I  l oe best ,
     The r ose t hat ' s  l i ke t he snaw.

Epistle To John Maxwell, ESQ., Of Terraughty
     On Hi s Bi r t hday.

     Heal t h t o t he Maxwel l ' s  vet er an Chi ef !
     Heal t h,  aye unsour ' d by car e or  gr i ef :
     I nspi r ' d,  I  t ur n' d Fat e' s s i byl  l eaf ,
     Thi s nat al  mor n,
     I  see t hy l i f e i s  st uf f  o'  pr i ef ,
     Scar ce qui t e hal f - wor n.

     Thi s day t hou met es t hr eescor e el even,
     And I  can t el l  t hat  bount eous Heaven
     ( The second- si ght ,  ye ken,  i s  gi ven
     To i l ka Poet )
     On t hee a t ack o'  seven t i mes seven
     Wi l l  yet  best ow i t .



     I f  envi ous bucki es v i ew wi '  sor r ow
     Thy l engt hen' d days on t hi s bl est  mor r ow,
     May Desol at i on' s l ang- t eet h' d har r ow,
     Ni ne mi l es an hour ,
     Rake t hem,  l i ke Sodom and Gomor r ah,
     I n br unst ane st our .

     But  f or  t hy f r i ends,  and t hey ar e mony,
     Bai t h honest  men,  and l assi es boni e,
     May cout hi e For t une,  k i nd and canni e,
     I n soci al  gl ee,
     Wi '  mor ni ngs bl yt he,  and e' eni ngs f unny,
     Bl ess t hem and t hee!

     Far eweel ,  aul d bi r k i e!  Lor d be near  ye,
     And t hen t he dei l ,  he daur na st eer  ye:
     Your  f r i ends aye l ove,  your  f aes aye f ear  ye;
     For  me,  shame f a'  me,
     I f  nei st  my hear t  I  di nna wear  ye,
     Whi l e Bur ns t hey ca'  me.

Second Epistle To Robert Graham, ESQ., Of Fintry
     5t h Oct ober  1791.

     Lat e cr i ppl ' d of  an ar m,  and now a l eg,
     About  t o beg a pass f or  l eave t o beg;
     Dul l ,  l i s t l ess,  t eas' d,  dej ect ed,  and depr est
     ( Nat ur e i s  adver se t o a cr i ppl e' s r est ) ;
     Wi l l  gener ous Gr aham l i s t  t o hi s Poet ' s  wai l ?
     ( I t  soot hes poor  Mi ser y,  hear keni ng t o her  t al e)
     And hear  hi m cur se t he l i ght  he f i r s t  sur vey' d,
     And doubl y cur se t he l uckl ess r hymi ng t r ade?

     Thou,  Nat ur e!  par t i al  Nat ur e,  I  ar r ai gn;
     Of  t hy capr i ce mat er nal  I  compl ai n;
     The l i on and t he bul l  t hy car e have f ound,
     One shakes t he f or est s,  and one spur ns t he gr ound;
     Thou gi v ' st  t he ass hi s hi de,  t he snai l  hi s shel l ;
     Th'  envenom' d wasp,  v i ct or i ous,  guar ds hi s cel l ;
     Thy mi ni ons k i ngs def end,  cont r ol ,  devour ,
     I n al l  t h'  omni pot ence of  r ul e and power ;
     Foxes and st at esmen subt i l e wi l es ensur e;
     The c i t  and pol ecat  st i nk,  and ar e secur e;
     Toads wi t h t hei r  poi son,  doct or s wi t h t hei r  dr ug,
     The pr i est  and hedgehog i n t hei r  r obes,  ar e snug;
     Ev ' n s i l l y  woman has her  war l i ke ar t s,
     Her  t ongue and eyes—her  dr eaded spear  and dar t s.

     But  Oh!  t hou bi t t er  st ep- mot her  and har d,
     To t hy poor ,  f encel ess,  naked chi l d—t he Bar d!
     A t hi ng unt eachabl e i n wor l d' s ski l l ,
     And hal f  an i di ot  t oo,  mor e hel pl ess st i l l :
     No heel s t o bear  hi m f r om t he op' ni ng dun;
     No c l aws t o di g,  hi s hat ed s i ght  t o shun;
     No hor ns,  but  t hose by l uckl ess Hymen wor n,
     And t hose,  al as!  not ,  Amal t hea' s hor n:



     No ner ves ol f act ' r y,  Mammon' s t r ust y cur ,
     Cl ad i n r i ch Dul ness'  comf or t abl e f ur ;
     I n naked f eel i ng,  and i n achi ng pr i de,
     He bear s t h'  unbr oken bl ast  f r om ev' r y s i de:
     Vampyr e booksel l er s dr ai n hi m t o t he hear t ,
     And scor pi on cr i t i cs cur el ess venom dar t .

     Cr i t i cs—appal l ' d,  I  vent ur e on t he name;
     Those cut - t hr oat  bandi t s i n t he pat hs of  f ame:
     Bl oody di ssect or s,  wor se t han t en Monr oes;
     He hacks t o t each,  t hey mangl e t o expose:

     Hi s hear t  by causel ess want on mal i ce wr ung,
     By bl ockheads'  dar i ng i nt o madness st ung;
     Hi s wel l - won bays,  t han l i f e i t sel f  mor e dear ,
     By mi scr eant s t or n,  who ne' er  one spr i g must  wear ;
     Foi l ' d,  bl eedi ng,  t or t ur ' d i n t h'  unequal  st r i f e,
     The hapl ess Poet  f l ounder s on t hr o'  l i f e:
     Ti l l ,  f l ed each hope t hat  once hi s bosom f i r ' d,
     And f l ed each muse t hat  gl or i ous once i nspi r ' d,
     Low sunk i n squal i d,  unpr ot ect ed age,
     Dead even r esent ment  f or  hi s i nj ur ' d page,
     He heeds or  f eel s no mor e t he r ut hl ess cr i t i c ' s  r age!

     So,  by some hedge,  t he gen' r ous st eed deceas' d,
     For  hal f - st ar v ' d snar l i ng cur s a dai nt y f east ;
     By t oi l  and f ami ne wor e t o ski n and bone,
     Li es,  sensel ess of  each t uggi ng bi t ch' s son.

     O Dul ness!  por t i on of  t he t r ul y bl est !
     Cal m shel t er ' d haven of  et er nal  r est !
     Thy sons ne' er  madden i n t he f i er ce ext r emes
     Of  For t une' s pol ar  f r ost ,  or  t or r i d beams.
     I f  mant l i ng hi gh she f i l l s  t he gol den cup,
     Wi t h sober  sel f i sh ease t hey s i p i t  up;
     Consci ous t he bount eous meed t hey wel l  deser ve,
     They onl y wonder  " some f ol ks"  do not  st ar ve.
     The gr ave sage her n t hus easy pi cks hi s f r og,
     And t hi nks t he mal l ar d a sad wor t hl ess dog.
     When di sappoi nt ment s snaps t he c l ue of  hope,
     And t hr o'  di sast r ous ni ght  t hey dar kl i ng gr ope,
     Wi t h deaf  endur ance s l uggi shl y t hey bear ,
     And j ust  concl ude t hat  " f ool s ar e f or t une' s car e. "
     So,  heavy,  passi ve t o t he t empest ' s  shocks,
     St r ong on t he s i gn- post  st ands t he st upi d ox.

     Not  so t he i dl e Muses'  mad- cap t r ai n,
     Not  such t he wor ki ngs of  t hei r  moon- st r uck br ai n;
     I n equani mi t y t hey never  dwel l ,
     By t ur ns i n soar i ng heav' n,  or  vaul t ed hel l .

     I  dr ead t hee,  Fat e,  r el ent l ess and sever e,
     Wi t h al l  a poet ' s ,  husband' s,  f at her ' s  f ear !
     Al r eady one st r ong hol d of  hope i s l ost —

Gl encai r n,  t he t r ul y nobl e,  l i es i n dust
     ( Fl ed,  l i ke t he sun ecl i ps ' d as noon appear s,
     And l ef t  us dar kl i ng i n a wor l d of  t ear s) ;
     O!  hear  my ar dent ,  gr at ef ul ,  sel f i sh pr ay ' r !
     Fi nt r y,  my ot her  st ay,  l ong bl ess and spar e!
     Thr o'  a l ong l i f e hi s hopes and wi shes cr own,
     And br i ght  i n c l oudl ess ski es hi s sun go down!
     May bl i ss domest i c smoot h hi s pr i vat e pat h;
     Gi ve ener gy t o l i f e;  and soot he hi s l at est  br eat h,
     Wi t h many a f i l i al  t ear  c i r c l i ng t he bed of  deat h!



The Song Of Death
     Tune—" Or an an aoi g. "

     Scene—A Fi el d of  Bat t l e.  Ti me of  t he day—eveni ng.  The wounded
     and dyi ng of  t he v i ct or i ous ar my ar e supposed t o j oi n i n t he
     f ol l owi ng song.

     Far ewel l ,  t hou f ai r  day,  t hou gr een ear t h,  and ye ski es,
     Now gay wi t h t he br oad set t i ng sun;
     Far ewel l ,  l oves and f r i endshi ps,  ye dear  t ender  t i es,
     Our  r ace of  exi st ence i s r un!
     Thou gr i m Ki ng of  Ter r or s;  t hou Li f e' s gl oomy f oe!
     Go,  f r i ght en t he cowar d and s l ave;
     Go,  t each t hem t o t r embl e,  f el l  t yr ant !  but  know
     No t er r or s hast  t hou t o t he br ave!

     Thou st r i k ' s t  t he dul l  peasant —he si nks i n t he dar k,
     Nor  saves e' en t he wr eck of  a name;
     Thou st r i k ' s t  t he young her o—a gl or i ous mar k;
     He f al l s  i n t he bl aze of  hi s f ame!
     I n t he f i el d of  pr oud honour —our  swor ds i n our  hands,
     Our  Ki ng and our  count r y t o save;
     Whi l e v i ct or y shi nes on Li f e' s l ast  ebbi ng sands, —

O!  who woul d not  di e wi t h t he br ave!

Poem On Sensibility
     Sensi bi l i t y ,  how char mi ng,
     Dear est  Nancy,  t hou canst  t el l ;
     But  di st r ess,  wi t h hor r or s ar mi ng,
     Thou al as!  hast  known t oo wel l !

     Fai r est  f l ower ,  behol d t he l i l y
     Bl oomi ng i n t he sunny r ay:
     Let  t he bl ast  sweep o' er  t he val l ey,
     See i t  pr ost r at e i n t he c l ay.

     Hear  t he wood l ar k char m t he f or est ,
     Tel l i ng o' er  hi s l i t t l e j oys;
     But  al as!  a pr ey t he sur est
     To each pi r at e of  t he ski es.

     Dear l y bought  t he hi dden t r easur e
     Fi ner  f eel i ngs can best ow:
     Chor ds t hat  v i br at e sweet est  pl easur e
     Thr i l l  t he deepest  not es of  woe.



The Toadeater
     Of  Lor dl y acquai nt ance you boast ,
     And t he Dukes t hat  you di ned wi '  yest r een,
     Yet  an i nsect ' s  an i nsect  at  most ,
     Tho'  i t  cr awl  on t he cur l  of  a Queen!

Divine Service In The Kirk Of Lamington
     As caul d a wi nd as ever  bl ew,
     A caul d k i r k,  an i n' t  but  f ew:
     As caul d a mi ni st er ' s  e' er  spak;
     Ye' se a'  be het  e' er  I  come back.

The Keekin'-Glass
     How daur  ye ca'  me howl et - f ace,
     Ye bl ear - e' ed,  wi t her ed spect r e?
     Ye onl y spi ed t he keeki n' - gl ass,
     An'  t her e ye saw your  pi ct ur e.

A Grace Before Dinner, Extempore
     O t hou who ki ndl y dost  pr ovi de
     For  ever y cr eat ur e' s want !
     We bl ess Thee,  God of  Nat ur e wi de,
     For  al l  Thy goodness l ent :
     And i f  i t  pl ease Thee,  Heavenl y Gui de,
     May never  wor se be sent ;
     But ,  whet her  gr ant ed,  or  deni ed,
     Lor d,  bl ess us wi t h cont ent .  Amen!



A Grace After Dinner, Extempore
     O t hou,  i n whom we l i ve and move—

Who made t he sea and shor e;
     Thy goodness const ant l y we pr ove,
     And gr at ef ul  woul d ador e;
     And,  i f  i t  pl ease Thee,  Power  above!
     St i l l  gr ant  us,  wi t h such st or e,
     The f r i end we t r ust ,  t he f ai r  we l ove—

And we desi r e no mor e.  Amen!

O May, Thy Morn
     O may,  t hy mor n was ne' er  so sweet
     As t he mi r k ni ght  o'  December !
     For  spar kl i ng was t he r osy wi ne,
     And pr i vat e was t he chamber :
     And dear  was she I  dar e na name,
     But  I  wi l l  aye r emember :
     And dear  was she I  dar e na name,
     But  I  wi l l  aye r emember .

     And her e' s t o t hem t hat ,  l i ke our sel ,
     Can push about  t he j or um!
     And her e' s t o t hem t hat  wi sh us weel ,
     May a'  t hat ' s  gui d wat ch o' er  ' em!
     And her e' s t o t hem,  we dar e na t el l ,
     The dear est  o'  t he quor um!
     And her e' s t o t hem,  we dar e na t el l ,
     The dear est  o'  t he quor um.

Ae Fond Kiss, And Then We Sever
     Tune—" Ror y Dal l ' s  Por t . "

     Ae f ond k i ss,  and t hen we sever ;
     Ae f ar eweel ,  al as,  f or  ever !
     Deep i n hear t - wr ung t ear s I ' l l  pl edge t hee,
     War r i ng s i ghs and gr oans I ' l l  wage t hee.
     Who shal l  say t hat  For t une gr i eves hi m,
     Whi l e t he st ar  of  hope she l eaves hi m?
     Me,  nae cheer f ul  t wi nkl e l i ght s me;
     Dar k despai r  ar ound beni ght s me.

     I ' l l  ne' er  bl ame my par t i al  f ancy,
     Naet hi ng coul d r esi st  my Nancy:
     But  t o see her  was t o l ove her ;
     Love but  her ,  and l ove f or  ever .
     Had we never  l ov ' d sae k i ndl y,



     Had we never  l ov ' d sae bl i ndl y,
     Never  met —or  never  par t ed,
     We had ne' er  been br oken- hear t ed.

     Far e- t hee- weel ,  t hou f i r st  and f ai r est !
     Far e- t hee- weel ,  t hou best  and dear est !
     Thi ne be i l ka j oy and t r easur e,
     Peace,  Enj oyment ,  Love and Pl easur e!
     Ae f ond k i ss,  and t hen we sever !
     Ae f ar eweel i  al as,  f or  ever !
     Deep i n hear t - wr ung t ear s I ' l l  pl edge t hee,
     War r i ng s i ghs and gr oans I ' l l  wage t hee.

Behold The Hour, The Boat, Arrive
     Behol d t he hour ,  t he boat ,  ar r i ve!
     My dear est  Nancy,  O f ar eweel !
     Sever ed f r ae t hee,  can I  sur v i ve,
     Fr ae t hee whom I  hae l ov ' d sae weel ?

     Endl ess and deep shal l  be my gr i ef ;
     LNae r ay of  comf or t  shal l  I  see,
     But  t hi s most  pr eci ous,  dear  bel i ef ,
     That  t hou wi l t  s t i l l  r emember  me!

     Al ang t he sol i t ar y shor e
     Wher e f l i t t i ng sea- f owl  r ound me cr y,
     Acr oss t he r ol l i ng,  dashi ng r oar ,
     I ' l l  west war d t ur n my wi shf ul  eye.

     " Happy t hou I ndi an gr ove, "  I ' l l  say,
     " Wher e now my Nancy' s pat h shal l  be!
     Whi l e t hr o'  your  sweet s she hol ds her  way,
     O t el l  me,  does she muse on me?"

Thou Gloomy December
     Ance mai r  I  hai l  t hee,  t hou gl oomy December !
     Ance mai r  I  hai l  t hee wi '  sor r ow and car e;
     Sad was t he par t i ng t hou makes me r emember —

Par t i ng wi '  Nancy,  oh,  ne' er  t o meet  mai r !

     Fond l over s '  par t i ng i s  sweet ,  pai nf ul  pl easur e,
     Hope beami ng mi l d on t he sof t  par t i ng hour ;
     But  t he di r e f eel i ng,  O f ar ewel l  f or  ever !
     I s  angui sh unmi ngl ed,  and agony pur e!

     Wi l d as t he wi nt er  now t ear i ng t he f or est ,
     Ti l l  t he l ast  l eaf  o'  t he summer  i s  f l own;
     Such i s t he t empest  has shaken my bosom,



     Ti l l  my l ast  hope and l ast  comf or t  i s  gone.

     St i l l  as I  hai l  t hee,  t hou gl oomy December ,
     St i l l  shal l  I  hai l  t hee wi '  sor r ow and car e;
     For  sad was t he par t i ng t hou makes me r emember ,
     Par t i ng wi '  Nancy,  oh,  ne' er  t o meet  mai r .

My Native Land Sae Far Awa
     O sad and heavy,  shoul d I  par t ,
     But  f or  her  sake,  sae f ar  awa;
     Unknowi ng what  my way may t hwar t ,
     My nat i ve l and sae f ar  awa.

     Thou t hat  of  a'  t hi ngs Maker  ar t ,
     That  f or med t hi s Fai r  sae f ar  awa,
     Gi e body st r engt h,  t hen I ' l l  ne' er  st ar t
     At  t hi s my way sae f ar  awa.

     How t r ue i s l ove t o pur e deser t !
     Li ke mi ne f or  her  sae f ar  awa;
     And nocht  can heal  my bosom' s smar t ,
     Whi l e,  oh,  she i s sae f ar  awa!

     Nane ot her  l ove,  nane ot her  dar t ,
     I  f eel  but  her ' s  sae f ar  awa;
     But  f ai r er  never  t ouch' d a hear t
     Than her ' s,  t he Fai r ,  sae f ar  awa.
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I do Confess Thou Art Sae Fair
     Al t er at i on of  an Ol d Poem.

     I  Do conf ess t hou ar t  sae f ai r ,
     I  was been o' er  t he l ugs i n l uve,
     Had I  na f ound t he s l i ght est  pr ayer
     That  l i ps coul d speak t hy hear t  coul d muve.

     I  do conf ess t hee sweet ,  but  f i nd
     Thou ar t  so t hr i f t l ess o'  t hy sweet s,



     Thy f avour s ar e t he s i l l y  wi nd
     That  k i sses i l ka t hi ng i t  meet s.

     See yonder  r osebud,  r i ch i n dew,
     Amang i t s  nat i ve br i er s sae coy;
     How sune i t  t i nes i t s  scent  and hue,
     When pu' d and wor n a common t oy.

     Si c f at e er e l ang shal l  t hee bet i de,
     Tho'  t hou may gai l y  bl oom awhi l e;
     And sune t hou shal t  be t hr own asi de,
     Li ke ony common weed and v i l e.

Lines On Fergusson, The Poet
     I l l - f at ed geni us!  Heaven- t aught  Fer gusson!
     What  hear t  t hat  f eel s and wi l l  not  y i el d a t ear ,
     To t hi nk Li f e' s sun di d set  e' er  wel l  begun
     To shed i t s  i nf l uence on t hy br i ght  car eer .

     O why shoul d t r uest  Wor t h and Geni us pi ne
     Beneat h t he i r on gr asp of  Want  and Woe,
     Whi l e t i t l ed knaves and i di ot —Gr eat ness shi ne
     I n al l  t he spl endour  For t une can best ow?

The Weary Pund O' Tow
     Chor us. —The wear y pund,  t he wear y pund,
     The wear y pund o'  t ow;
     I  t hi nk my wi f e wi l l  end her  l i f e,
     Bef or e she spi n her  t ow.

     I  bought  my wi f e a st ane o'  l i nt ,
     As gude as e' er  di d gr ow,
     And a'  t hat  she has made o'  t hat
     I s  ae pui r  pund o'  t ow.
     The wear y pund,  &c.

     Ther e sat  a bot t l e i n a bol e,
     Beyont  t he i ngl e l ow;
     And aye she t ook t he t i t her  souk,
     To dr ouk t he st our i e t ow.
     The wear y pund,  &c.

     Quot h I ,  For  shame,  ye di r t y dame,
     Gae spi n your  t ap o'  t ow!
     She t ook t he r ock,  and wi '  a knock,
     She br ak i t  o' er  my pow.
     The wear y pund,  &c.



     At  l ast  her  f eet —I  sang t o see' t !
     Gaed f or emost  o' er  t he knowe,
     And or  I  wad ani t her  j ad,
     I ' l l  wal l op i n a t ow.
     The wear y pund,  &c.

When She Cam' Ben She Bobbed
     O when she cam'  ben she bobbed f u'  l aw,
     O when she cam'  ben she bobbed f u'  l aw,
     And when she cam'  ben,  she k i ss ' d Cockpen,
     And syne deni ed she di d i t  at  a' .

     And was na Cockpen r i ght  saucy wi t ha' ?
     And was na Cockpen r i ght  saucy wi t ha' ?
     I n l eavi ng t he daught er  of  a l or d,
     And k i ssi n'  a col l i er  l assi e an'  a' !

     O never  l ook down,  my l assi e,  at  a' ,
     O never  l ook down,  my l assi e,  at  a' ,
     Thy l i ps ar e as sweet ,  and t hy f i gur e compl et e,
     As t he f i nest  dame i n cast l e or  ha' .

     Tho'  t hou has nae s i l k ,  and hol l and sae sma' ,
     Tho'  t hou has nae s i l k ,  and hol l and sae sma' ,
     Thy coat  and t hy sar k ar e t hy ai n handi war k,
     And l ady Jean was never  sae br aw.

Scroggam, My Dearie
     Ther e was a wi f e wonn' d i n Cockpen,  Scr oggam;
     She br ew' d gude al e f or  gent l emen;
     Si ng aul d Cowl  l ay ye down by me,
     Scr oggam,  my dear i e,  r uf f um.

     The gudewi f e' s docht er  f el l  i n a f ever ,  Scr oggam;
     The pr i est  o'  t he par i sh he f el l  i n ani t her ;
     Si ng aul d Cowl  l ay ye down by me,
     Scr oggam,  my dear i e,  r uf f um.

     They l ai d t he t wa i '  t he bed t hegi t her ,  Scr oggam;
     That  t he heat  o'  t he t ane mi ght  cool  t he t i t her ;
     Si ng aul d Cowl ,  l ay ye down by me,
     Scr oggam,  my dear i e,  r uf f um.



My Collier Laddie
     " Whar e l i ve ye,  my boni e l ass?
     And t el l  me what  t hey ca'  ye; "
     " My name, "  she says,  " i s  mi st r ess Jean,
     And I  f ol l ow t he Col l i er  l addi e. "
     " My name,  she says,  &c.

     " See you not  yon hi l l s  and dal es
     The sun shi nes on sae br awl i e;
     They a'  ar e mi ne,  and t hey shal l  be t hi ne,
     Gi n ye' l l  l eave your  Col l i er  l addi e.
     " They a'  ar e mi ne,  &c.

     " Ye shal l  gang i n gay at t i r e,
     Weel  buski t  up sae gaudy;
     And ane t o wai t  on ever y hand,
     Gi n ye' l l  l eave your  Col l i er  l addi e. "
     " And ane t o wai t ,  &c.

     " Tho'  ye had a'  t he sun shi nes on,
     And t he ear t h conceal s sae l owl y,
     I  wad t ur n my back on you and i t  a' ,
     And embr ace my Col l i er  l addi e.
     " I  wad t ur n my back,  &c.

     " I  can wi n my f i ve penni es i n a day,
     An'  spen' t  at  ni ght  f u'  br awl i e:
     And make my bed i n t he col l i er ' s  neuk,
     And l i e down wi '  my Col l i er  l addi e.
     " And make my bed,  &c.

     " Love f or  l ove i s t he bar gai n f or  me,
     Tho'  t he wee cot - house shoul d haud me;
     and t he war l d bef or e me t o wi n my br ead,
     And f ai r  f a'  my Col l i er  l addi e! "
     " And t he war l d bef or e me,  &c.

Sic A Wife As Willie Had
     Wi l l i e Wast l e dwal t  on Tweed,
     The spot  t hey ca' d i t  Li nkumdoddi e;
     Wi l l i e was a wabst er  gude,
     Coul d st own a c l ue wi '  ony body:
     He had a wi f e was dour  and di n,
     O Ti nkl er  Mai dgi e was her  mi t her ;
     Si c a wi f e as Wi l l i e had,
     I  wad na gi e a but t on f or  her !

     She has an e' e,  she has but  ane,
     The cat  has t wa t he ver y col our ;
     Fi ve r ust y t eet h,  f or bye a st ump,
     A c l apper  t ongue wad deave a mi l l er :
     A whi ski n bear d about  her  mou' ,
     Her  nose and chi n t hey t hr eat en i t her ;
     Si c a wi f e as Wi l l i e had,



     I  wadna gi e a but t on f or  her !

     She' s bow- hough' d,  she' s hei n- shi n' d,
     Ae l i mpi n l eg a hand- br eed shor t er ;
     She' s t wi st ed r i ght ,  she' s t wi st ed l ef t ,
     To bal ance f ai r  i n i l ka quar t er :
     She has a l ump upon her  br east ,
     The t wi n o'  t hat  upon her  shout her ;
     Si c a wi f e as Wi l l i e had,
     I  wadna gi e a but t on f or  her !

     Aul d baudr ons by t he i ngl e s i t s ,
     An'  wi '  her  l oof  her  f ace a- washi n;
     But  Wi l l i e' s  wi f e i s  nae sae t r i g,
     She di ght s her  gr unzi e wi '  a hushi on;
     Her  wal i e ni eves l i ke mi dden- cr eel s,
     Her  f ace wad f y l e t he Logan Wat er ;
     Si c a wi f e as Wi l l i e had,
     I  wadna gi e a but t on f or  her !

Lady Mary Ann
     O l ady Mar y Ann l ooks o' er  t he Cast l e wa' ,
     She saw t hr ee boni e boys pl ayi ng at  t he ba' ,
     The youngest  he was t he f l ower  amang t hem a' ,
     My boni e l addi e' s young,  but  he' s gr owi n'  yet .

     O f at her ,  O f at her ,  an ye t hi nk i t  f i t ,
     We' l l  send hi m a year  t o t he col l ege yet ,
     We' l l  sew a gr een r i bbon r ound about  hi s hat ,
     And t hat  wi l l  l et  t hem ken he' s t o mar r y yet .

     Lady Mar y Ann was a f l ower  i n t he dew,
     Sweet  was i t s  smel l  and boni e was i t s  hue,
     And t he l onger  i t  bl ossom' d t he sweet er  i t  gr ew,
     For  t he l i l y  i n t he bud wi l l  be boni er  yet .

     Young Char l i e Cochr an was t he spr out  of  an ai k,
     Boni e and bl oomi n'  and st r aught  was i t s  make,
     The sun t ook del i ght  t o shi ne f or  i t s  sake,
     And i t  wi l l  be t he br ag o'  t he f or est  yet .

     The s i mmer  i s  gane when t he l eaves t hey wer e gr een,
     And t he days ar e awa'  t hat  we hae seen,
     But  f ar  bet t er  days I  t r ust  wi l l  come agai n;
     For  my boni e l addi e' s young,  but  he' s gr owi n'  yet .

Kellyburn Braes
     Ther e l i ved a car l  i n Kel l ybur n Br aes,



     Hey,  and t he r ue gr ows boni e wi '  t hyme;
     And he had a wi f e was t he pl ague of  hi s days,
     And t he t hyme i t  i s  wi t her ' d,  and r ue i s i n pr i me.

     Ae day as t he car l  gaed up t he l ang gl en,
     Hey,  and t he r ue gr ows boni e wi '  t hyme;
     He met  wi t h t he Devi l ,  says,  " How do you f en?"
     And t he t hyme i t  i s  wi t her ' d,  and r ue i s i n pr i me.

     I ' ve got  a bad wi f e,  s i r ,  t hat ' s  a'  my compl ai nt ,
     Hey,  and t he r ue gr ows boni e wi '  t hyme;
     " For ,  savi n your  pr esence,  t o her  ye' r e a sai nt , "
     And t he t hyme i t  i s  wi t her ' d,  and r ue i s i n pr i me.

     I t ' s  nei t her  your  st ot  nor  your  st ai g I  shal l  cr ave,
     Hey,  and t he r ue gr ows boni e wi '  t hyme;
     " But  gi e me your  wi f e,  man,  f or  her  I  must  have, "
     And t he t hyme i t  i s  wi t her ' d,  and r ue i s i n pr i me.

     " O wel come most  k i ndl y! "  t he bl yt he car l  sai d,
     Hey,  and t he r ue gr ows boni e wi '  t hyme;
     " But  i f  ye can mat ch her  ye' r e waur  t han ye' r e ca' d, "
     And t he t hyme i t  i s  wi t her ' d,  and r ue i s i n pr i me.

     The Devi l  has got  t he aul d wi f e on hi s back,
     Hey,  and t he r ue gr ows boni e wi '  t hyme;
     And,  l i ke a poor  pedl ar ,  he' s car r i ed hi s pack,
     And t he t hyme i t  i s  wi t her ' d,  and r ue i s i n pr i me.

     He' s car r i ed her  hame t o hi s ai n hal l an door ,
     Hey,  and t he r ue gr ows boni e wi '  t hyme;
     Syne bade her  gae i n,  f or  a bi t ch,  and a whor e,
     And t he t hyme i t  i s  wi t her ' d,  and r ue i s i n pr i me.

     Then st r ai ght  he makes f i f t y ,  t he pi ck o'  hi s band,
     Hey,  and t he r ue gr ows boni e wi '  t hyme:
     Tur n out  on her  guar d i n t he c l ap o'  a hand,
     And t he t hyme i t  i s  wi t her ' d,  and r ue i s i n pr i me.

     The car l i n gaed t hr o'  t hem l i ke ony wud bear ,
     Hey,  and t he r ue gr ows boni e wi '  t hyme;
     Whae' er  she gat  hands on cam near  her  nae mai r ,
     And t he t hyme i t  i s  wi t her ' d,  and r ue i s i n pr i me.

     A r eeki t  wee deevi l  l ooks over  t he wa' ,
     Hey,  and t he r ue gr ows boni e wi '  t hyme;
     " O hel p,  mai st er ,  hel p,  or  she' l l  r ui n us a' ! "
     And t he t hyme i t  i s  wi t her ' d,  and r ue i s i n pr i me.

     The Devi l  he swor e by t he edge o'  hi s kni f e,
     Hey,  and t he r ue gr ows boni e wi '  t hyme;
     He pi t i ed t he man t hat  was t i ed t o a wi f e,
     And t he t hyme i t  i s  wi t her ' d,  and r ue i s i n pr i me.

     The Devi l  he swor e by t he k i r k and t he bel l ,
     Hey,  and t he r ue gr ows boni e wi '  t hyme;
     He was not  i n wedl ock,  t hank Heav' n,  but  i n hel l ,
     And t he t hyme i t  i s  wi t her ' d,  and r ue i s i n pr i me.

     Then Sat an has t r avel l ' d agai n wi '  hi s pack,
     Hey,  and t he r ue gr ows boni e wi '  t hyme;
     And t o her  aul d husband he' s car r i ed her  back,
     And t he t hyme i t  i s  wi t her ' d,  and r ue i s i n pr i me.



     I  hae been a Devi l  t he f eck o'  my l i f e,
     Hey,  and t he r ue gr ows boni e wi '  t hyme;
     " But  ne' er  was i n hel l  t i l l  I  met  wi '  a wi f e, "
     And t he t hyme i t  i s  wi t her ' d,  and r ue i s i n pr i me.

The Slave's Lament
     I t  was i n sweet  Senegal  t hat  my f oes di d me ent hr al ,
     For  t he l ands of  Vi r gi ni a, —gi ni a,  O:
     Tor n f r om t hat  l ovel y shor e,  and must  never  see i t  mor e;
     And al as!  I  am wear y,  wear y O:
     Tor n f r om t hat  l ovel y shor e,  and must  never  see i t  mor e;
     And al as!  I  am wear y,  wear y O.

     Al l  on t hat  char mi ng coast  i s  no bi t t er  snow and f r ost ,
     Li ke t he l ands of  Vi r gi ni a, —gi ni a,  O:
     Ther e st r eams f or  ever  f l ow,  and t her e f l ower s f or  ever  bl ow,
     And al as!  I  am wear y,  wear y O:
     Ther e st r eams f or  ever  f l ow,  and t her e f l ower s f or  ever  bl ow,
     And al as!  I  am wear y,  wear y O:

     The bur den I  must  bear ,  whi l e t he cr uel  scour ge I  f ear ,
     I n t he l ands of  Vi r gi ni a, —gi ni a,  O;
     And I  t hi nk on f r i ends most  dear ,  wi t h t he bi t t er ,  bi t t er  t ear ,
     And al as!  I  am wear y,  wear y O:
     And I  t hi nk on f r i ends most  dear ,  wi t h t he bi t t er ,  bi t t er  t ear ,
     And al as!  I  am wear y,  wear y O:

O Can Ye Labour Lea?
     Chor us—O can ye l abour  l ea,  young man,
     O can ye l abour  l ea?
     I t  f ee nor  bount i t h shal l  us t wi ne
     Gi n ye can l abour  l ea.

     I  f ee' d a man at  Mi chael mas,
     Wi '  ai r l e penni es t hr ee;
     But  a'  t he f aut  I  had t o hi m,
     He coul d na l abour  l ea,
     O can ye l abour  l ea,  &c.

     O c l appi n' s gude i n Febar war ,
     An'  k i ss i n' s sweet  i n May;
     But  my del i ght ' s  t he pl oughman l ad,
     That  weel  can l abour  l ea,
     O can ye l abour  l ea,  &c.

     O k i ssi n i s  t he key o'  l uve,
     And c l appi n'  i s  t he l ock;
     An'  maki n'  o' s t he best  t hi ng yet ,



     That  e' er  a young t hi ng gat .
     O can ye l abour  l ea,  &c.

The Deuks Dang O'er My Daddie
     The bai r ns gat  out  wi '  an unco shout ,
     The deuks dang o' er  my daddi e,  O!
     The f i en- ma- car e,  quo'  t he f ei r r i e aul d wi f e,
     He was but  a pai dl i n'  body,  O!
     He pai dl es out ,  and he pai dl es i n,
     r n'  he pai dl es l at e and ear l y,  O!
     Thi s seven l ang year s I  hae l i en by hi s s i de,
     An'  he i s  but  a f usi onl ess car l i e,  O.

     O haud your  t ongue,  my f ei r r i e aul d wi f e,
     O haud your  t ongue,  now Nansi e,  O:
     I ' ve seen t he day,  and sae hae ye,
     Ye wad na ben sae donsi e,  O.
     I ' ve seen t he day ye but t er ' d my br ose,
     And cuddl ' d me l at e and ear l y,  O;
     But  downa- do' s come o' er  me now,
     And oh,  I  f i nd i t  sai r l y ,  O!

The Deil's Awa Wi' The Exciseman
     The dei l  cam f i ddl i n'  t hr o'  t he t own,
     And danc' d awa wi '  t h'  Exci seman,
     And i l ka wi f e cr i es,  " Aul d Mahoun,
     I  wi sh you l uck o'  t he pr i ze,  man. "

     Chor us—The dei l ' s  awa,  t he dei l ' s  awa,
     The dei l ' s  awa wi '  t he Exci seman,
     He' s danc' d awa,  he' s danc' d awa,
     He' s danc' d awa wi '  t he Exci seman.

     We' l l  mak our  maut ,  and we' l l  br ew our  dr i nk,
     We' l l  l augh,  s i ng,  and r ej oi ce,  man,
     And mony br aw t hanks t o t he mei k l e bl ack dei l ,
     That  danc' d awa wi '  t h'  Exci seman.
     The dei l ' s  awa,  &c.

     Ther e' s t hr eesome r eel s,  t her e' s f our some r eel s,
     Ther e' s hor npi pes and st r at hspeys,  man,
     But  t he ae best  dance er e came t o t he l and
     Was—t he dei l ' s  awa wi '  t he Exci seman.
     The dei l ' s  awa,  &c.



The Country Lass
     I n s i mmer ,  when t he hay was mawn,
     And cor n wav' d gr een i n i l ka f i el d,
     Whi l e c l aver  bl ooms whi t e o' er  t he l ea
     And r oses bl aw i n i l ka bei l d!
     Bl yt he Bessi e i n t he mi l k i ng shi el ,
     Says—" I ' l l  be wed,  come o' t  what  wi l l " :
     Out  spake a dame i n wr i nkl ed ei l d;
     " O'  gude advi sement  comes nae i l l .

     " I t ' s  ye hae wooer s mony ane,
     And l assi e,  ye' r e but  young ye ken;
     Then wai t  a wee,  and canni e wal e
     A r out hi e but t ,  a r out hi e ben;
     Ther e' s Johni e o'  t he Buski e- gl en,
     Fu'  i s  hi s bar n,  f u'  i s  hi s byr e;
     Take t hi s f r ae me,  my boni e hen,
     I t ' s  pl ent y beet s t he l uver ' s  f i r e. "

     " For  Johni e o'  t he Buski e- gl en,
     I  di nna car e a s i ngl e f l i e;
     He l o' es sae weel  hi s cr aps and kye,
     He has nae l ove t o spar e f or  me;
     But  bl yt he' s t he bl i nk o'  Robi e' s e' e,
     And weel  I  wat  he l o' es me dear :
     Ae bl i nk o'  hi m I  wad na gi e
     For  Buski e- gl en and a'  hi s gear . "

     " O t hought l ess l assi e,  l i f e' s  a f aught ;
     The canni est  gat e,  t he st r i f e i s  sai r ;
     But  aye f u' —han' t  i s  f echt i n'  best ,
     A hungr y car e' s an unco car e:
     But  some wi l l  spend and some wi l l  spar e,
     An'  wi l f u'  f ol k maun hae t hei r  wi l l ;
     Syne as ye br ew,  my mai den f ai r ,
     Keep mi nd t hat  ye maun dr i nk t he y i l l . "

     " O gear  wi l l  buy me r i gs o'  l and,
     And gear  wi l l  buy me sheep and kye;
     But  t he t ender  hear t  o'  l eesome l ove,
     The gowd and s i l l er  canna buy;
     We may be poor —Robi e and I —

Li ght  i s  t he bur den l ove l ays on;
     Cont ent  and l ove br i ngs peace and j oy—

What  mai r  hae Queens upon a t hr one?"

Bessy And Her Spinnin' Wheel
     O Leeze me on my spi nni n'  wheel ,
     And l eeze me on my r ock and r eel ;
     Fr ae t ap t o t ae t hat  c l eeds me bi en,



     And haps me bi el  and war m at  e' en;
     I ' l l  set  me down and s i ng and spi n,
     Whi l e l ai gh descends t he s i mmer  sun,
     Bl est  wi '  cont ent ,  and mi l k and meal ,
     O l eeze me on my spi nni n'  wheel .

     On i l ka hand t he bur ni es t r ot ,
     And meet  bel ow my t heeki t  cot ;
     The scent ed bi r k and hawt hor n whi t e,
     Acr oss t he pool  t hei r  ar ms uni t e,
     Al i ke t o scr een t he bi r di e' s nest ,
     And l i t t l e f i shes'  cal l er  r est ;
     The sun bl i nks k i ndl y i n t he bei l ' ,
     Wher e bl yt he I  t ur n my spi nni n'  wheel .

     On l of t y ai ks t he cushat s wai l ,
     And Echo cons t he dool f u'  t al e;
     The l i nt whi t es i n t he hazel  br aes,
     Del i ght ed,  r i val  i t her ' s  l ays;
     The cr ai k amang t he c l aver  hay,
     The pai r t r i ck whi r r i ng o' er  t he l ey,
     The swal l ow j i nk i n'  r ound my shi el ,
     Amuse me at  my spi nni n'  wheel .

     Wi '  sma'  t o sel l ,  and l ess t o buy,
     Aboon di st r ess,  bel ow envy,
     O wha wad l eave t hi s humbl e st at e,
     For  a'  t he pr i de of  a'  t he gr eat ?
     Ami d t hei r  f l ai r i ng,  i dl e t oys,
     Ami d t hei r  cumbr ous,  di nsome j oys,
     Can t hey t he peace and pl easur e f eel
     Of  Bessy at  her  spi nni n'  wheel ?

Love For Love
     I t her s seek t hey ken na what ,
     Feat ur es,  car r i age,  and a'  t hat ;
     Gi e me l ove i n her  I  cour t ,
     Love t o l ove maks a'  t he spor t .

     Let  l ove spar kl e i n her  e' e;
     Let  her  l o' e nae man but  me;
     That ' s  t he t ocher - gude I  pr i ze,
     Ther e t he l uver ' s  t r easur e l i es.

Saw Ye Bonie Lesley
     O saw ye boni e Lesl ey,
     As she gaed o' er  t he Bor der ?
     She' s gane,  l i ke Al exander ,



     To spr ead her  conquest s f ar t her .

     To see her  i s  t o l ove her ,
     And l ove but  her  f or  ever ;
     For  Nat ur e made her  what  she i s,
     And never  made ani t her !

     Thou ar t  a queen,  f ai r  Lesl ey,
     Thy subj ect s,  we bef or e t hee;
     Thou ar t  di v i ne,  f ai r  Lesl ey,
     The hear t s o'  men ador e t hee.

     The dei l  he coul d na scai t h t hee,
     Or  aught  t hat  wad bel ang t hee;
     He' d l ook i nt o t hy boni e f ace,
     And say—" I  canna wr ang t hee! "

     The Power s aboon wi l l  t ent  t hee,
     Mi sf or t une sha' na st eer  t hee;
     Thou' r t  l i ke t hemsel ves sae l ovel y,
     That  i l l  t hey' l l  ne' er  l et  near  t hee.

     Ret ur n agai n,  f ai r  Lesl ey,
     Ret ur n t o Cal edoni e!
     That  we may br ag we hae a l ass
     Ther e' s nane agai n sae boni e.

Fragment Of Song
     No col d appr oach,  no al t er ed mi en,
     Just  what  woul d make suspi c i on st ar t ;
     No pause t he di r e ext r emes bet ween,
     He made me bl est —and br oke my hear t .

I'll Meet Thee On The Lea Rig
     When o' er  t he hi l l  t he east er n st ar
     Tel l s  bught i n t i me i s near ,  my j o,
     And owsen f r ae t he f ur r ow' d f i el d
     Ret ur n sae dowf  and wear y O;
     Down by t he bur n,  wher e bi r ken buds
     Wi '  dew ar e hangi n c l ear ,  my j o,
     I ' l l  meet  t hee on t he l ea- r i g,
     My ai n k i nd Dear i e O.

     At  mi dni ght  hour ,  i n mi r kest  gl en,
     I ' d r ove,  and ne' er  be eer i e,  O,
     I f  t hr o'  t hat  gl en I  gaed t o t hee,
     My ai n k i nd Dear i e O;
     Al t ho'  t he ni ght  wer e ne' er  sae wi l d,



     And I  wer e ne' er  sae wear y O,
     I ' l l  meet  t hee on t he l ea- r i g,
     My ai n k i nd Dear i e O.

     The hunt er  l o' es t he mor ni ng sun;
     To r ouse t he mount ai n deer ,  my j o;
     At  noon t he f i sher  seeks t he gl en
     Adown t he bur n t o st eer ,  my j o:
     Gi e me t he hour  o'  gl oami n'  gr ey,
     I t  maks my hear t  sae cheer y O,
     To meet  t hee on t he l ea- r i g,
     My ai n k i nd Dear i e O.

My Wife's A Winsome Wee Thing
     Ai r —" My Wi f e' s a Want on Wee Thi ng. "

     Chor us. —She i s a wi nsome wee t hi ng,
     She i s a handsome wee t hi ng,
     She i s a l o' esome wee t hi ng,
     Thi s dear  wee wi f e o'  mi ne.

     I  never  saw a f ai r er ,
     I  never  l o' ed a dear er ,
     And nei st  my hear t  I ' l l  wear  her ,
     For  f ear  my j ewel  t i ne,
     She i s a wi nsome,  &c.

     The war l d' s wr ack we shar e o' t ;
     The war st l e and t he car e o' t ;
     Wi '  her  I ' l l  bl yt hel y bear  i t ,
     And t hi nk my l ot  di v i ne.
     She i s a wi nsome,  &c.

Highland Mary
     Tune—" Kat her i ne Ogi e. "

     Ye banks,  and br aes,  and st r eams ar ound
     The cast l e o'  Mont gomer y!
     Gr een be your  woods,  and f ai r  your  f l ower s,
     Your  wat er s never  dr uml i e:
     Ther e Si mmer  f i r s t  unf aul d her  r obes,
     And t her e t he l angest  t ar r y;
     For  t her e I  t ook t he l ast  Far ewel l
     O'  my sweet  Hi ghl and Mar y.

     How sweet l y bl oom' d t he gay,  gr een bi r k,
     How r i ch t he hawt hor n' s bl ossom,



     As under neat h t hei r  f r agr ant  shade,
     I  c l asp' d her  t o my bosom!
     The gol den Hour s on angel  wi ngs,
     Fl ew o' er  me and my Dear i e;
     For  dear  t o me,  as l i ght  and l i f e,
     Was my sweet  Hi ghl and Mar y.

     Wi '  mony a vow,  and l ock ' d embr ace,
     Our  par t i ng was f u'  t ender ;
     And,  pl edgi ng af t  t o meet  agai n,
     We t or e our sel s asunder ;
     But  oh!  f el l  Deat h' s unt i mel y f r ost ,
     That  ni pt  my Fl ower  sae ear l y!
     Now gr een' s t he sod,  and caul d' s t he c l ay
     That  wr aps my Hi ghl and Mar y!

     O pal e,  pal e now,  t hose r osy l i ps,
     I  af t  hae k i ss ' d sae f ondl y!
     And c l os ' d f or  aye,  t he spar kl i ng gl ance
     That  dwal t  on me sae k i ndl y!
     And moul der i ng now i n s i l ent  dust ,
     That  hear t  t hat  l o' ed me dear l y!
     But  st i l l  wi t hi n my bosom' s cor e
     Shal l  l i ve my Hi ghl and Mar y.

Auld Rob Morris
     Ther e' s Aul d Rob Mor r i s t hat  wons i n yon gl en,
     He' s t he Ki ng o'  gude f el l ows,  and wal e o'  aul d men;
     He has gowd i n hi s cof f er s,  he has owsen and k i ne,
     And ae boni e l ass,  hi s daut i e and mi ne.

     She' s f r esh as t he mor ni ng,  t he f ai r est  i n May;
     She' s sweet  as t he ev ' ni ng amang t he new hay;
     As bl yt he and as ar t l ess as t he l ambs on t he l ea,
     And dear  t o my hear t  as t he l i ght  t o my e' e.

     But  oh!  she' s an Hei r ess,  aul d Robi n' s a l ai r d,
     And my daddi e has nought  but  a cot - house and yar d;
     A wooer  l i ke me maunna hope t o come speed,
     The wounds I  must  hi de t hat  wi l l  soon be my dead.

     The day comes t o me,  but  del i ght  br i ngs me nane;
     The ni ght  comes t o me,  but  my r est  i t  i s  gane;
     I  wander  my l ane l i ke a ni ght - t r oubl ed ghai st ,
     And I  s i gh as my hear t  i t  wad bur st  i n my br east .

     O had she but  been of  a l ower  degr ee,
     I  t hen mi ght  hae hop' d she wad smi l ' d upon me!
     O how past  descr i v i ng had t hen been my bl i ss,
     As now my di st r act i on nae wor ds can expr ess.



The Rights Of Woman
     An Occasi onal  Addr ess.

     Spoken by Mi ss Font enel l e on her  benef i t  ni ght ,  November  26,  1792.

     Whi l e Eur ope' s eye i s f i x ' d on mi ght y t hi ngs,
     The f at e of  Empi r es and t he f al l  of  Ki ngs;
     Whi l e quacks of  St at e must  each pr oduce hi s pl an,
     And even chi l dr en l i sp t he Ri ght s of  Man;
     Ami d t hi s mi ght y f uss j ust  l et  me ment i on,
     The Ri ght s of  Woman mer i t  some at t ent i on.

     Fi r st ,  i n t he Sexes'  i nt er mi x ' d connect i on,
     One sacr ed Ri ght  of  Woman i s,  pr ot ect i on. —

The t ender  f l ower  t hat  l i f t s  i t s  head,  el at e,
     Hel pl ess,  must  f al l  bef or e t he bl ast s of  Fat e,
     Sunk on t he ear t h,  def ac ' d i t s  l ovel y f or m,
     Unl ess your  shel t er  war d t h'  i mpendi ng st or m.

     Our  second Ri ght —but  needl ess her e i s  caut i on,
     To keep t hat  r i ght  i nv i ol at e' s t he f ashi on;
     Each man of  sense has i t  so f ul l  bef or e hi m,
     He' d di e bef or e he' d wr ong i t —' t i s  decor um. —

Ther e was,  i ndeed,  i n f ar  l ess pol i sh' d days,
     A t i me,  when r ough r ude man had naught y ways,
     Woul d swagger ,  swear ,  get  dr unk,  k i ck up a r i ot ,
     Nay even t hus i nvade a Lady' s qui et .

     Now,  t hank our  st ar s!  t hose Got hi c t i mes ar e f l ed;
     Now,  wel l - br ed men—and you ar e al l  wel l - br ed—

Most  j ust l y  t hi nk ( and we ar e much t he gai ner s)
     Such conduct  nei t her  spi r i t ,  wi t ,  nor  manner s.

     For  Ri ght  t he t hi r d,  our  l ast ,  our  best ,  our  dear est ,
     That  r i ght  t o f l ut t er i ng f emal e hear t s t he near est ;
     Whi ch even t he Ri ght s of  Ki ngs,  i n l ow pr ost r at i on,
     Most  humbl y own—' t i s  dear ,  dear  admi r at i on!
     I n t hat  bl est  spher e al one we l i ve and move;
     Ther e t ast e t hat  l i f e of  l i f e—i mmor t al  l ove.
     Smi l es,  gl ances,  s i ghs,  t ear s,  f i t s ,  f l i r t at i ons,  ai r s;
     ' Gai nst  such an host  what  f l i nt y savage dar es,
     When awf ul  Beaut y j oi ns wi t h al l  her  char ms—

Who i s so r ash as r i se i n r ebel  ar ms?

     But  t r uce wi t h k i ngs,  and t r uce wi t h const i t ut i ons,
     Wi t h bl oody ar mament s and r evol ut i ons;
     Let  Maj est y your  f i r s t  at t ent i on summon,
     Ah!  ca i r a!  The Maj est y Of  Woman!

Epigram On Seeing Miss Fontenelle In A Favourite
Character
     Sweet  nai vet e of  f eat ur e,
     Si mpl e,  wi l d,  enchant i ng el f ,



     Not  t o t hee,  but  t hanks t o Nat ur e,
     Thou ar t  act i ng but  t hysel f .

     Wer t  t hou awkwar d,  st i f f ,  af f ect ed,
     Spur ni ng Nat ur e,  t or t ur i ng ar t ;
     Loves and Gr aces al l  r ej ect ed,
     Then i ndeed t hou' d' st  act  a par t .

Extempore On Some Commemorations Of Thomson
     Dost  t hou not  r i se,  i ndi gnant  shade,
     And smi l e wi '  spur ni ng scor n,
     When t hey wha wad hae st ar ved t hy l i f e,
     Thy sensel ess t ur f  ador n?

     Hel pl ess,  al ane,  t hou c l amb t he br ae,
     Wi '  mei k l e honest  t oi l ,
     And c l aught  t h'  unf adi ng gar l and t her e—

Thy sai r - wor n,  r i ght f ul  spoi l .

     And wear  i t  t hou!  and cal l  al oud
     Thi s axi om undoubt ed—

Woul d t hou hae Nobl es '  pat r onage?
     Fi r st  l ear n t o l i ve wi t hout  i t !

     To whom hae much,  mor e shal l  be gi ven,
     I s  ever y Gr eat  man' s f ai t h;
     But  he,  t he hel pl ess,  needf ul  wr et ch,
     Shal l  l ose t he mi t e he hat h.

Duncan Gray
     Duncan Gr ay cam'  her e t o woo,
     Ha,  ha,  t he wooi ng o' t ,
     On bl yt he Yul e- ni ght  when we wer e f ou,
     Ha,  ha,  t he wooi ng o' t ,
     Maggi e coost  her  head f u'  hei gh,
     Look' d askl ent  and unco skei gh,
     Gar t  poor  Duncan st and abei gh;
     Ha,  ha,  t he wooi ng o' t .

     Duncan f l eech' d and Duncan pr ay' d;
     Ha,  ha,  t he wooi ng o' t ,
     Meg was deaf  as Ai l sa Cr ai g,
     Ha,  ha,  t he wooi ng o' t :
     Duncan s i gh' d bai t h out  and i n,
     Gr at  hi s e' en bai t h bl ear ' t  an'  bl i n' ,
     Spak o'  l owpi n o' er  a l i nn;
     Ha,  ha,  t he wooi ng o' t .



     Ti me and Chance ar e but  a t i de,
     Ha,  ha,  t he wooi ng o' t ,
     Sl i ght ed l ove i s sai r  t o bi de,
     Ha,  ha,  t he wooi ng o' t :
     Shal l  I  l i ke a f ool ,  quot h he,
     For  a haught y hi zzi e di e?
     She may gae t o—Fr ance f or  me!
     Ha,  ha,  t he wooi ng o' t .

     How i t  comes l et  doct or s t el l ,
     Ha,  ha,  t he wooi ng o' t ;
     Meg gr ew si ck,  as he gr ew hal e,
     Ha,  ha,  t he wooi ng o' t .

     Somet hi ng i n her  bosom wr i ngs,
     For  r el i ef  a s i gh she br i ngs:
     And oh!  her  een t hey spak s i c t hi ngs!
     Ha,  ha,  t he wooi ng o' t .

     Duncan was a l ad o'  gr ace,
     Ha,  ha,  t he wooi ng o' t :
     Maggi e' s was a pi t eous case,
     Ha,  ha,  t he wooi ng o' t :
     Duncan coul d na be her  deat h,
     Swel l i ng Pi t y smoor ' d hi s wr at h;
     Now t hey' r e cr ouse and cant y bai t h,
     Ha,  ha,  t he wooi ng o' t .

Here's A Health To Them That's Awa
     Her e' s a heal t h t o t hem t hat ' s  awa,
     Her e' s a heal t h t o t hem t hat ' s  awa;
     And wha wi nna wi sh gude l uck t o our  cause,
     May never  gude l uck be t hei r  f a' !
     I t ' s  gude t o be mer r y and wi se,
     I t ' s  gude t o be honest  and t r ue;
     I t ' s  gude t o suppor t  Cal edoni a' s cause,
     And bi de by t he buf f  and t he bl ue.

     Her e' s a heal t h t o t hem t hat ' s  awa,
     Her e' s a heal t h t o t hem t hat ' s  awa,
     Her e' s a heal t h t o Char l i e^1 t he chi ef  o'  t he c l an,
     Al t ho'  t hat  hi s band be but  sma' !
     May Li ber t y meet  wi '  success!
     May Pr udence pr ot ect  her  f r ae evi l !
     May t yr ant s and t yr anny t i ne i '  t he mi st ,
     And wander  t hei r  way t o t he devi l !

     Her e' s a heal t h t o t hem t hat ' s  awa,
     Her e' s a heal t h t o t hem t hat ' s  awa;
     Her e' s a heal t h t o Tammi e, ^2 t he Nor l an'  l addi e,
     That  l i ves at  t he l ug o'  t he l aw!
     Her e' s f r eedom t o t hem t hat  wad r ead,
     Her e' s f r eedom t o t hem t hat  wad wr i t e,

     [ Foot not e 1:  Char l es James Fox. ]



     [ Foot not e 2:  Hon.  Thos.  Er ski ne,  af t er war ds Lor d Er ski ne. ]

     Ther e' s nane ever  f ear ' d t hat  t he t r ut h shoul d be hear d,
     But  t hey whom t he t r ut h woul d i ndi t e.

     Her e' s a Heal t h t o t hem t hat ' s  awa,
     An'  her e' s t o t hem t hat ' s  awa!
     Her e' s t o Mai t l and and Wycombe,  l et  wha doesna l i ke ' em
     Be bui l t  i n a hol e i n t he wa' ;
     Her e' s t i mmer  t hat ' s  r ed at  t he hear t
     Her e' s f r ui t  t hat  i s  sound at  t he cor e;
     And may he be t hat  wad t ur n t he buf f  and bl ue coat
     Be t ur n' d t o t he back o'  t he door .

     Her e' s a heal t h t o t hem t hat ' s  awa,
     Her e' s a heal t h t o t hem t hat ' s  awa;
     Her e' s chi ef t ai n M' Leod,  a chi ef t ai n wor t h gowd,
     Tho'  br ed amang mount ai ns o'  snaw;
     Her e' s f r i ends on bai t h s i des o'  t he f i r t h,
     And f r i ends on bai t h s i des o'  t he Tweed;
     And wha wad bet r ay ol d Al bi on' s r i ght ,
     May t hey never  eat  of  her  br ead!

A Tippling Ballad
On the Duke of Brunswick's Breaking up his Camp, and the defeat of the Austrians, by
Dumourier, November 1792.

     When Pr i nces and Pr el at es,
     And hot - headed zeal ot s,
     A' Eur ope had set  i n a l ow,  a l ow,
     The poor  man l i es down,
     Nor  envi es a cr own,
     And comf or t s hi msel f  as he dow,  as he dow,
     And comf or t s hi msel f  as he dow.

     The bl ack- headed eagl e,
     As keen as a beagl e,
     He hunt ed o' er  hei ght  and o' er  howe,
     I n t he br aes o'  Gemappe,
     He f el l  i n a t r ap,
     E' en l et  hi m come out  as he dow,  dow,  dow,
     E' en l et  hi m come out  as he dow.

     But  t r uce wi t h commot i ons,
     And new- f angl ed not i ons,
     A bumper ,  I  t r ust  you' l l  al l ow;
     Her e' s Geor ge our  good k i ng,
     And Char l ot t e hi s queen,
     And l ang may t hey r i ng as t hey dow,  dow,  dow,
     And l ang may t hey r i ng as t hey dow.



1793

Poortith Cauld And Restless Love
     Tune—" Caul d Kai l  i n Aber deen. "

     O poor t i t h caul d,  and r est l ess l ove,
     Ye wr ack my peace bet ween ye;
     Yet  poor t i t h a'  I  coul d f or gi ve,
     An ' t wer e na f or  my Jeani e.

     Chor us—O why shoul d Fat e s i c pl easur e have,
     Li f e' s dear est  bands unt wi ni ng?
     Or  why sae sweet  a f l ower  as l ove
     Depend on For t une' s shi ni ng?

     The war l d' s weal t h,  when I  t hi nk on,
     I t ' s  pr i de and a'  t he l ave o' t ;
     O f i e on s i l l y  cowar d man,
     That  he shoul d be t he s l ave o' t !
     O why,  &c.

     Her  e' en,  sae boni e bl ue,  bet r ay
     How she r epays my passi on;
     But  pr udence i s her  o' er wor d aye,
     She t al ks o'  r ank and f ashi on.
     O why,  &c.

     O wha can pr udence t hi nk upon,
     And s i c a l assi e by hi m?
     O wha can pr udence t hi nk upon,
     And sae i n l ove as I  am?
     O why,  &c.

     How bl est  t he s i mpl e cot t er ' s  f at e!
     He woos hi s ar t l ess dear i e;
     The s i l l y  bogl es,  weal t h and st at e,
     Can never  make hi m eer i e,
     O why,  &c.

On Politics
     I n Pol i t i cs i f  t hou woul d' st  mi x,
     And mean t hy f or t unes be;
     Bear  t hi s i n mi nd, —be deaf  and bl i nd,
     Let  gr eat  f ol k hear  and see.



Braw Lads O' Galla Water
     Br aw,  br aw l ads on Yar r ow- br aes,
     They r ove amang t he bl oomi ng heat her ;
     But  Yar r ow br aes,  nor  Et t r i ck shaws
     Can mat ch t he l ads o'  Gal l a Wat er .

     But  t her e i s  ane,  a secr et  ane,
     Aboon t hem a'  I  l oe hi m bet t er ;
     And I ' l l  be hi s,  and he' l l  be mi ne,
     The boni e l ad o'  Gal l a Wat er .

     Al t ho'  hi s daddi e was nae l ai r d,
     And t ho'  I  hae nae mei k l e t ocher ,
     Yet  r i ch i n k i ndest ,  t r uest  l ove,
     We' l l  t ent  our  f l ocks by Gal l a Wat er .

     I t  ne' er  was weal t h,  i t  ne' er  was weal t h,
     That  cof t  cont ent ment ,  peace,  or  pl easur e;
     The bands and bl i ss o'  mut ual  l ove,
     O t hat ' s  t he chi ef est  war l d' s t r easur e.

Sonnet Written On The Author's Birthday,
     On hear i ng a Thr ush s i ng i n hi s Mor ni ng Wal k.

     Si ng on,  sweet  t hr ush,  upon t he l eaf l ess bough,
     Si ng on,  sweet  bi r d,  I  l i s t en t o t hy st r ai n,
     See aged Wi nt er ,  ' mi d hi s sur l y r ei gn,
     At  t hy bl yt he car ol ,  c l ear s hi s f ur r owed br ow.

     So i n l one Pover t y ' s domi ni on dr ear ,
     Si t s meek Cont ent  wi t h l i ght ,  unanxi ous hear t ;
     Wel comes t he r api d moment s,  bi ds t hem par t ,
     Nor  asks i f  t hey br i ng ought  t o hope or  f ear .

     I  t hank t hee,  Aut hor  of  t hi s openi ng day!
     Thou whose br i ght  sun now gi l ds yon or i ent  sk i es!
     Ri ches deni ed,  t hy boon was pur er  j oys—

What  weal t h coul d never  gi ve nor  t ake away!

     Yet  come,  t hou chi l d of  pover t y and car e,
     The mi t e hi gh heav' n best ow' d,  t hat  mi t e wi t h t hee I ' l l  shar e.



Wandering Willie—First Version
     Her e awa,  t her e awa,  wander i ng Wi l l i e,
     Now t i r ed wi t h wander i ng,  haud awa hame;
     Come t o my bosom,  my ae onl y dear i e,
     And t el l  me t hou br i ng' st  me my Wi l l i e t he same.
     Loud bl ew t he caul d wi nt er  wi nds at  our  par t i ng;
     I t  was na t he bl ast  br ought  t he t ear  i n my e' e:
     Now wel come t he Si mmer ,  and wel come my Wi l l i e,
     The Si mmer  t o Nat ur e,  my Wi l l i e t o me.

     Ye hur r i canes r est  i n t he cave o' your  s l umber s,
     O how your  wi l d hor r or s a l over  al ar ms!
     Awaken ye br eezes,  r ow gent l y ye bi l l ows,
     And waf t  my dear  l addi e ance mai r  t o my ar ms.
     But  i f  he' s f or got t en hi s f ai t hf ul l est  Nanni e,
     O st i l l  f l ow bet ween us,  t hou wi de r oar i ng mai n;
     May I  never  see i t ,  may I  never  t r ow i t ,
     But ,  dyi ng,  bel i eve t hat  my Wi l l i e' s  my ai n!

Wandering Willie—Revised Version
     Her e awa,  t her e awa,  wander i ng Wi l l i e,
     Her e awa,  t her e awa,  haud awa hame;
     Come t o my bosom,  my ai n onl y dear i e,
     Tel l  me t hou br i ng' st  me my Wi l l i e t he same.
     Wi nt er  wi nds bl ew l oud and caul d at  our  par t i ng,
     Fear s f or  my Wi l l i e br ought  t ear s i n my e' e,
     Wel come now t he Si mmer ,  and wel come,  my Wi l l i e,
     The Si mmer  t o Nat ur e,  my Wi l l i e t o me!

     Rest ,  ye wi l d st or ms,  i n t he cave of  your  s l umber s,
     How your  dr ead howl i ng a l over  al ar ms!
     Wauken,  ye br eezes,  r ow gent l y,  ye bi l l ows,
     And waf t  my dear  l addi e ance mai r  t o my ar ms.
     But  oh,  i f  he' s f ai t hl ess,  and mi nds na hi s Nanni e,
     Fl ow st i l l  bet ween us,  t hou wi de r oar i ng mai n!
     May I  never  see i t ,  may I  never  t r ow i t ,
     But ,  dyi ng,  bel i eve t hat  my Wi l l i e' s  my ai n!

Lord Gregory
     O mi r k,  mi r k i s  t hi s mi dni ght  hour ,
     And l oud t he t empest ' s  r oar ;
     A waef u'  wander er  seeks t hy t ower ,
     Lor d Gr egor y,  ope t hy door .
     An exi l e f r ae her  f at her ' s  ha' ,
     And a'  f or  l ov i ng t hee;
     At  l east  some pi t y on me shaw,



     I f  l ove i t  may na be.

     Lor d Gr egor y,  mi nd' st  t hou not  t he gr ove
     By boni e I r wi ne s i de,
     Wher e f i r s t  I  own' d t hat  v i r gi n l ove
     I  l ang,  l ang had deni ed.
     How af t en di dst  t hou pl edge and vow
     Thou wad f or  aye be mi ne!
     And my f ond hear t ,  i t sel '  sae t r ue,
     I t  ne' er  mi st r ust ed t hi ne.

     Har d i s  t hy hear t ,  Lor d Gr egor y,
     And f l i nt y i s  t hy br east :
     Thou bol t  of  Heaven t hat  f l ashest  by,
     O,  wi l t  t hou br i ng me r est !
     Ye must er i ng t hunder s f r om above,
     Your  wi l l i ng v i ct i m see;
     But  spar e and par don my f ause Love,
     Hi s wr angs t o Heaven and me.

Open The Door To Me, Oh
     Oh,  open t he door ,  some pi t y t o shew,
     Oh,  open t he door  t o me,  oh,
     Tho'  t hou hast  been f al se,  I ' l l  ever  pr ove t r ue,
     Oh,  open t he door  t o me,  oh.

     Caul d i s  t he bl ast  upon my pal e cheek,
     But  caul der  t hy l ove f or  me,  oh:
     The f r ost  t hat  f r eezes t he l i f e at  my hear t ,
     I s  nought  t o my pai ns f r ae t hee,  oh.

     The wan Moon i s set t i ng beyond t he whi t e wave,
     And Ti me i s set t i ng wi t h me,  oh:
     Fal se f r i ends,  f al se l ove,  f ar ewel l !  f or  mai r
     I ' l l  ne' er  t r oubl e t hem,  nor  t hee,  oh.

     She has open' d t he door ,  she has open' d i t  wi de,
     She sees t he pal e cor se on t he pl ai n,  oh:
     " My t r ue l ove! "  she cr i ed,  and sank down by hi s s i de,
     Never  t o r i se agai n,  oh.

Lovely Young Jessie
     Tr ue hear t ed was he,  t he sad swai n o'  t he Yar r ow,
     And f ai r  ar e t he mai ds on t he banks of  t he Ayr ;
     But  by t he sweet  s i de o'  t he Ni t h' s wi ndi ng r i ver ,
     Ar e l over s as f ai t hf ul ,  and mai dens as f ai r :
     To equal  young Jessi e seek Scot l and al l  over ;
     To equal  young Jessi e you seek i t  i n vai n,



     Gr ace,  beaut y,  and el egance,  f et t er  her  l over ,
     And mai denl y modest y f i xes t he chai n.

     O,  f r esh i s t he r ose i n t he gay,  dewy mor ni ng,
     And sweet  i s  t he l i l y ,  at  eveni ng c l ose;
     But  i n t he f ai r  pr esence o'  l ovel y young Jessi e,
     Unseen i s t he l i l y ,  unheeded t he r ose.
     Love s i t s i n her  smi l e,  a wi zar d ensnar i ng;
     Ent hr on' d i n her  een he del i ver s hi s l aw:
     And st i l l  t o her  char ms she al one i s a st r anger ;
     Her  modest  demeanour ' s t he j ewel  of  a' .

Meg O' The Mill
     O ken ye what  Meg o'  t he Mi l l  has got t en,
     An'  ken ye what  Meg o'  t he Mi l l  has got t en?
     She got t en a coof  wi '  a c l aut  o'  s i l l er ,
     And br oken t he hear t  o'  t he bar l ey Mi l l er .

     The Mi l l er  was st r appi n,  t he Mi l l er  was r uddy;
     A hear t  l i ke a l or d,  and a hue l i ke a l ady;
     The l ai r d was a wi ddi f u' ,  bl eer i t  knur l ;
     She' s l ef t  t he gude f el l ow,  and t aen t he chur l .

The Mi l l er  he hecht  her  a hear t  l eal  and l ovi ng,
     The l ai r  di d addr ess her  wi '  mat t er  mai r  movi ng,
     A f i ne paci ng- hor se wi '  a c l ear  chai ned br i dl e,
     A whi p by her  s i de,  and a boni e s i de- saddl e.

     O wae on t he s i l l er ,  i t  i s  sae pr evai l i n' ,
     And wae on t he l ove t hat  i s  f i xed on a mai l en!
     A t ocher ' s nae wor d i n a t r ue l over ' s  par l e,
     But  gi e me my l ove,  and a f i g f or  t he war l ' !

Meg O' The Mill—Another Version
     O ken ye what  Meg o'  t he Mi l l  has got t en,
     An'  ken ye what  Meg o'  t he Mi l l  has got t en?
     A br aw new nai g wi '  t he t ai l  o'  a r ot t an,
     And t hat ' s  what  Meg o'  t he Mi l l  has got t en.

     O ken ye what  Meg o'  t he Mi l l  l o' es dear l y,
     An'  ken ye what  Meg o'  t he Mi l l  l o' es dear l y?
     A dr am o'  gude st r unt  i n t he mor ni ng ear l y,
     And t hat ' s  what  Meg o'  t he Mi l l  l o' es dear l y.

     O ken ye how Meg o'  t he Mi l l  was mar r i ed,
     An'  ken ye how Meg o'  t he Mi l l  was mar r i ed?
     The pr i est  he was oxt er ' d,  t he c l ar k he was car r i ed,
     And t hat ' s  how Meg o'  t he Mi l l  was mar r i ed.



     O ken ye how Meg o'  t he Mi l l  was bedded,
     An'  ken ye how Meg o'  t he Mi l l  was bedded?
     The gr oom gat  sae f ou' ,  he f el l  awal d besi de i t ,
     And t hat ' s  how Meg o'  t he Mi l l  was bedded.

The Soldier's Return
     Ai r —" The Mi l l ,  mi l l ,  O. "

     When wi l d war ' s deadl y bl ast  was bl awn,
     And gent l e peace r et ur ni ng,
     Wi '  mony a sweet  babe f at her l ess,
     And mony a wi dow mour ni ng;
     I  l ef t  t he l i nes and t ent ed f i el d,
     Wher e l ang I ' d been a l odger ,
     My humbl e knapsack a'  my weal t h,
     A poor  and honest  sodger .

     A l eal ,  l i ght  hear t  was i n my br east ,
     My hand unst ai n' d wi '  pl under ;
     And f or  f ai r  Scot i a hame agai n,
     I  cheer y on di d wander :
     I  t hought  upon t he banks o'  Coi l ,
     I  t hought  upon my Nancy,
     I  t hought  upon t he wi t chi ng smi l e
     That  caught  my yout hf ul  f ancy.

     At  l engt h I  r each' d t he boni e gl en,
     Wher e ear l y l i f e I  spor t ed;
     I  pass' d t he mi l l  and t r yst i ng t hor n,
     Wher e Nancy af t  I  cour t ed:
     Wha spi ed I  but  my ai n dear  mai d,
     Down by her  mot her ' s dwel l i ng!
     And t ur n' d me r ound t o hi de t he f l ood
     That  i n my een was swel l i ng.

     Wi '  al t er ' d voi ce,  quot h I ,  " Sweet  l ass,
     Sweet  as yon hawt hor n' s bl ossom,
     O!  happy,  happy may he be,
     That ' s  dear est  t o t hy bosom:
     My pur se i s l i ght ,  I ' ve f ar  t o gang,
     And f ai n woul d be t hy l odger ;
     I ' ve ser v ' d my k i ng and count r y l ang—

Take pi t y on a sodger . "

     Sae wi st f ul l y  she gaz' d on me,
     And l ovel i er  was t han ever ;
     Quo'  she,  " A sodger  ance I  l o' ed,
     For get  hi m shal l  I  never :
     Our  humbl e cot ,  and hamel y f ar e,
     Ye f r eel y shal l  par t ake i t ;
     That  gal l ant  badge—t he dear  cockade,
     Ye' r e wel come f or  t he sake o' t . "

     She gaz' d—she r edden' d l i ke a r ose—
Syne pal e l i ke onl y l i l y ;



     She sank wi t hi n my ar ms,  and cr i ed,
     " Ar t  t hou my ai n dear  Wi l l i e?"
     " By hi m who made yon sun and sky!
     By whom t r ue l ove' s r egar ded,
     I  am t he man;  and t hus may st i l l
     Tr ue l over s be r ewar ded.

     " The war s ar e o' er ,  and I ' m come hame,
     And f i nd t hee st i l l  t r ue- hear t ed;
     Tho'  poor  i n gear ,  we' r e r i ch i n l ove,
     And mai r  we' se ne' er  be par t ed. "
     Quo'  she,  " My gr andsi r e l ef t  me gowd,
     A mai l en pl eni sh' d f ai r l y ;
     And come,  my f ai t hf u'  sodger  l ad,
     Thou' r t  wel come t o i t  dear l y! "

     For  gol d t he mer chant  pl oughs t he mai n,
     The f ar mer  pl oughs t he manor ;
     But  gl or y i s  t he sodger ' s pr i ze,
     The sodger pppp' s weal t h i s  honor :
     The br ave poor  sodger  ne' er  despi se,
     Nor  count  hi m as a st r anger ;
     Remember  he' s hi s count r y ' s st ay,
     I n day and hour  of  danger .

Versicles, A.D. 1793

The True Loyal Natives
     Ye t r ue " Loyal  Nat i ves"  at t end t o my song
     I n upr oar  and r i ot  r ej oi ce t he ni ght  l ong;
     Fr om Envy and Hat r ed your  cor ps i s  exempt ,
     But  wher e i s  your  shi el d f r om t he dar t s of  Cont empt !

On Commissary Goldie's Brains
     Lor d,  t o account  who dar es t hee cal l ,
     Or  e' er  di sput e t hy pl easur e?
     El se why,  wi t hi n so t hi ck a wal l ,
     Encl ose so poor  a t r easur e?



Lines Inscribed In A Lady's Pocket Almanac
     Gr ant  me,  i ndul gent  Heaven,  t hat  I  may l i ve,
     To see t he mi scr eant s f eel  t he pai ns t hey gi ve;
     Deal  Fr eedom' s sacr ed t r easur es f r ee as ai r ,
     Ti l l  Sl ave and Despot  be but  t hi ngs t hat  wer e.

Thanksgiving For A National Victory
     Ye hypocr i t es!  ar e t hese your  pr anks?
     To mur der  men and gi ve God t hanks!
     Desi st ,  f or  shame! —pr oceed no f ur t her ;
     God won' t  accept  your  t hanks f or  Mur t her !

Lines On The Commemoration Of Rodney's Victory
     I nst ead of  a Song,  boy' s,  I ' l l  gi ve you a Toast ;
     Her e' s t o t he memor y of  t hose on t he t wel f t h t hat  we l ost ! —

That  we l ost ,  di d I  say?—nay,  by Heav' n,  t hat  we f ound;
     For  t hei r  f ame i t  wi l l  l ast  whi l e t he wor l d goes r ound.

     The next  i n successi on I ' l l  gi ve you' s t he Ki ng!
     Whoe' er  woul d bet r ay hi m,  on hi gh may he swi ng!
     And her e' s t he gr and f abr i c,  our  f r ee Const i t ut i on,
     As bui l t  on t he base of  our  gr eat  Revol ut i on!

     And l onger  wi t h Pol i t i cs not  t o be cr amm' d,
     Be Anar chy cur s ' d,  and Tyr anny damn' d!
     And who woul d t o Li ber t y e' er  pr ove di s l oyal ,
     May hi s son be a hangman—and he hi s f i r s t  t r i al !

The Raptures Of Folly
     Thou gr eybear d,  ol d Wi sdom!  may boast  of  t hy t r easur es;
     Gi ve me wi t h young Fol l y  t o l i ve;
     I  gr ant  t hee t hy cal m- bl ooded,  t i me- set t l ed pl easur es,
     But  Fol l y  has r apt ur es t o gi ve.



Kirk and State Excisemen
     Ye men of  wi t  and weal t h,  why al l  t hi s sneer i ng
     ' Gai nst  poor  Exci semen? Gi ve t he cause a hear i ng:
     What  ar e your  Landl or d' s r ent - r ol l s? Taxi ng l edger s!
     What  Pr emi er s? What  ev ' n Monar chs? Mi ght y Gauger s!
     Nay,  what  ar e Pr i est s? ( t hose seemi ng godl y wi se- men, )
     What  ar e t hey,  pr ay,  but  Spi r i t ual  Exci semen!

Extempore Reply To An Invitation
     The Ki ng' s most  humbl e ser vant ,  I
     Can scar cel y spar e a mi nut e;
     But  I ' l l  be wi '  you by an'  by;
     Or  el se t he Dei l ' s  be i n i t .

Grace After Meat
     Lor d,  we t hank,  and t hee ador e,
     For  t empor al  gi f t s  we l i t t l e mer i t ;
     At  pr esent  we wi l l  ask no mor e—

Let  Wi l l i am Hi s l op gi ve t he spi r i t .

Grace Before And After Meat
     O Lor d,  when hunger  pi nches sor e,
     Do t hou st and us i n st ead,
     And send us,  f r om t hy bount eous st or e,
     A t up or  wet her  head!  Amen.

     O Lor d,  s i nce we have f east ed t hus,
     Whi ch we so l i t t l e mer i t ,
     Let  Meg now t ake away t he f l esh,
     And Jock br i ng i n t he spi r i t !  Amen.



Impromptu On General Dumourier's Desertion From The
French Republican Army
     You' r e wel come t o Despot s,  Dumour i er ;
     You' r e wel come t o Despot s,  Dumour i er :
     How does Dampi er e do?
     Ay,  and Bour nonvi l l e t oo?
     Why di d t hey not  come al ong wi t h you,  Dumour i er ?

     I  wi l l  f i ght  Fr ance wi t h you,  Dumour i er ;
     I  wi l l  f i ght  Fr ance wi t h you,  Dumour i er ;
     I  wi l l  f i ght  Fr ance wi t h you,
     I  wi l l  t ake my chance wi t h you;
     By my soul ,  I ' l l  dance wi t h you,  Dumour i er .

     Then l et  us f i ght  about ,  Dumour i er ;
     Then l et  us f i ght  about ,  Dumour i er ;
     Then l et  us f i ght  about ,
     Ti l l  Fr eedom' s spar k be out ,
     Then we' l l  be damn' d,  no doubt ,  Dumour i er .

The Last Time I Came O'er The Moor
     The l ast  t i me I  came o' er  t he moor ,
     And l ef t  Mar i a' s dwel l i ng,
     What  t hr oes,  what  t or t ur es passi ng cur e,
     Wer e i n my bosom swel l i ng:
     Condemn' d t o see my r i val ' s  r ei gn,
     Whi l e I  i n secr et  l angui sh;
     To f eel  a f i r e i n ever y vei n,
     Yet  dar e not  speak my angui sh.

     Love' s ver i est  wr et ch,  despai r i ng,  I
     Fai n,  f ai n,  my cr i me woul d cover ;
     Th'  unweet i ng gr oan,  t he bur st i ng s i gh,
     Bet r ay t he gui l t y  l over .
     I  know my doom must  be despai r ,
     Thou wi l t  nor  canst  r el i eve me;
     But  oh,  Mar i a,  hear  my pr ayer ,
     For  Pi t y ' s  sake f or gi ve me!

     The musi c of  t hy t ongue I  hear d,
     Nor  wi st  whi l e i t  ensl av ' d me;
     I  saw t hi ne eyes,  yet  not hi ng f ear ' d,
     Ti l l  f ear  no mor e had sav' d me:
     The unwar y sai l or  t hus,  aghast ,
     The wheel i ng t or r ent  v i ewi ng,
     ' Mi d c i r c l i ng hor r or s y i el ds at  l ast
     To over whel mi ng r ui n.



Logan Braes
     Tune—" Logan Wat er . "

     O Logan,  sweet l y di dst  t hou gl i de,
     That  day I  was my Wi l l i e' s  br i de,
     And year s s i n syne hae o' er  us r un,
     Li ke Logan t o t he s i mmer  sun:
     But  now t hy f l ower y banks appear
     Li ke dr uml i e Wi nt er ,  dar k and dr ear ,
     Whi l e my dear  l ad maun f ace hi s f aes,
     Far ,  f ar  f r ae me and Logan br aes.

     Agai n t he mer r y mont h of  May
     Has made our  hi l l s  and val l eys gay;
     The bi r ds r ej oi ce i n l eaf y bower s,
     The bees hum r ound t he br eat hi ng f l ower s;
     Bl yt he Mor ni ng l i f t s  hi s r osy eye,
     And Eveni ng' s t ear s ar e t ear s o'  j oy:
     My soul ,  del i ght l ess a'  sur veys,
     Whi l e Wi l l i e' s  f ar  f r ae Logan br aes.

     Wi t hi n yon mi l k - whi t e hawt hor n bush,
     Amang her  nest l i ngs s i t s  t he t hr ush:
     Her  f ai t hf u'  mat e wi l l  shar e her  t oi l ,
     Or  wi '  hi s song her  car es begui l e;
     But  I  wi '  my sweet  nur sl i ngs her e,
     Nae mat e t o hel p,  nae mat e t o cheer ,
     Pass wi dow' d ni ght s and j oyl ess days,
     Whi l e Wi l l i e' s  f ar  f r ae Logan br aes.

     O wae be t o you,  Men o'  St at e,
     That  br et hr en r ouse t o deadl y hat e!
     As ye make mony a f ond hear t  mour n,
     Sae may i t  on your  heads r et ur n!
     How can your  f l i nt y hear t s enj oy
     The wi dow' s t ear ,  t he or phan' s cr y?
     But  soon may peace br i ng happy days,
     And Wi l l i e hame t o Logan br aes!

Blythe Hae I been On Yon Hill
     Tune—" The Quaker ' s Wi f e. "

     Bl yt he hae I  been on yon hi l l ,
     As t he l ambs bef or e me;
     Car el ess i l ka t hought  and f r ee,
     As t he br eeze f l ew o' er  me;
     Now nae l anger  spor t  and pl ay,
     Mi r t h or  sang can pl ease me;



     Lesl ey i s  sae f ai r  and coy,
     Car e and angui sh sei ze me.

     Heavy,  heavy i s t he t ask,
     Hopel ess l ove decl ar i ng;
     Tr embl i ng,  I  dow nocht  but  gl ow' r ,
     Si ghi ng,  dumb despai r i ng!
     I f  she wi nna ease t he t hr aws
     I n my bosom swel l i ng,
     Under neat h t he gr ass- gr een sod,
     Soon maun be my dwel l i ng.

O Were My Love Yon Lilac Fair
     Ai r —" Hughi e Gr aham. "

     O wer e my l ove yon Li l ac f ai r ,
     Wi '  pur pl e bl ossoms t o t he Spr i ng,
     And I ,  a bi r d t o shel t er  t her e,
     When wear i ed on my l i t t l e wi ng!
     How I  wad mour n when i t  was t or n
     By Aut umn wi l d,  and Wi nt er  r ude!
     But  I  wad s i ng on want on wi ng,
     When yout hf u'  May i t s  bl oom r enew' d.

     O gi n my l ove wer e yon r ed r ose,
     That  gr ows upon t he cast l e wa' ;
     And I  mysel f  a dr ap o'  dew,
     I nt o her  boni e br east  t o f a' !
     O t her e,  beyond expr essi on bl est ,
     I ' d f east  on beaut y a'  t he ni ght ;
     Seal ' d on her  s i l k - saf t  f aul ds t o r est ,
     Ti l l  f l ey ' d awa by Phoebus'  l i ght !

Bonie Jean—A Ballad
     To i t s  ai n t une.

     Ther e was a l ass,  and she was f ai r ,
     At  k i r k or  mar ket  t o be seen;
     When a'  our  f ai r est  mai ds wer e met ,
     The f ai r est  mai d was boni e Jean.

     And aye she wr ought  her  mammi e' s war k,
     And aye she sang sae mer r i l i e;
     The bl yt hest  bi r d upon t he bush
     Had ne' er  a l i ght er  hear t  t han she.

     But  hawks wi l l  r ob t he t ender  j oys



     That  bl ess t he l i t t l e l i nt whi t e' s nest ;
     And f r ost  wi l l  bl i ght  t he f ai r est  f l ower s,
     And l ove wi l l  br eak t he soundest  r est .

     Young Robi e was t he br awest  l ad,
     The f l ower  and pr i de of  a'  t he gl en;
     And he had owsen,  sheep,  and kye,
     And want on nai gi es ni ne or  t en.

     He gaed wi '  Jeani e t o t he t r yst e,
     He danc' d wi '  Jeani e on t he down;
     And,  l ang er e wi t l ess Jeani e wi st ,
     Her  hear t  was t i nt ,  her  peace was st own!

     As i n t he bosom of  t he st r eam,
     The moon- beam dwel l s at  dewy e' en;
     So t r embl i ng,  pur e,  was t ender  l ove
     Wi t hi n t he br east  of  boni e Jean.

     And now she wor ks her  mammi e' s war k,
     And aye she s i ghs wi '  car e and pai n;
     Yet  wi st  na what  her  ai l  mi ght  be,
     Or  what  wad make her  weel  agai n.

     But  di d na Jeani e' s hear t  l oup l i ght ,
     And di dna j oy bl i nk i n her  e' e,
     As Robi e t aul d a t al e o'  l ove
     Ae e' eni ng on t he l i l y  l ea?

     The sun was s i nki ng i n t he west ,
     The bi r ds sang sweet  i n i l ka gr ove;
     Hi s cheek t o her s he f ondl y l ai d,
     And whi sper ' d t hus hi s t al e o'  l ove:

     " O Jeani e f ai r ,  I  l o' e t hee dear ;
     O canst  t hou t hi nk t o f ancy me,
     Or  wi l t  t hou l eave t hy mammi e' s cot ,
     And l ear n t o t ent  t he f ar ms wi '  me?

     " At  bar n or  byr e t hou shal t  na dr udge,
     Or  naet hi ng el se t o t r oubl e t hee;
     But  st r ay amang t he heat her - bel l s ,
     And t ent  t he wavi ng cor n wi '  me. "

     Now what  coul d ar t l ess Jeani e do?
     She had nae wi l l  t o say hi m na:
     At  l engt h she bl ush' d a sweet  consent ,
     And l ove was aye bet ween t hem t wa.

Lines On John M'Murdo, ESQ.
     Bl est  be M' Mur do t o hi s l at est  day!
     No envi ous c l oud o' er cast  hi s eveni ng r ay;
     No wr i nkl e,  f ur r ow' d by t he hand of  car e,
     Nor  ever  sor r ow add one s i l ver  hai r !
     O may no son t he f at her ' s  honour  st ai n,
     Nor  ever  daught er  gi ve t he mot her  pai n!



Epitaph On A Lap-Dog
     Named Echo

     I n wood and wi l d,  ye war bl i ng t hr ong,
     Your  heavy l oss depl or e;
     Now,  hal f  ext i nct  your  power s of  song,
     Sweet  Echo i s no mor e.

     Ye j ar r i ng,  scr eechi ng t hi ngs ar ound,
     Scr eam your  di scor dant  j oys;
     Now,  hal f  your  di n of  t unel ess sound
     Wi t h Echo s i l ent  l i es.

Epigrams Against The Earl Of Galloway
     What  dost  t hou i n t hat  mansi on f ai r ?
     Fl i t ,  Gal l oway,  and f i nd
     Some nar r ow,  di r t y,  dungeon cave,
     The pi ct ur e of  t hy mi nd.

     No St ewar t  ar t  t hou,  Gal l oway,
     The St ewar t s ' l l  wer e br ave;
     Besi des,  t he St ewar t s wer e but  f ool s,
     Not  one of  t hem a knave.

     Br i ght  r an t hy l i ne,  O Gal l oway,
     Thr o'  many a f ar - f am' d s i r e!
     So r an t he f ar - f amed Roman way,
     And ended i n a mi r e.

     Spar e me t hy vengeance,  Gal l oway!
     I n qui et  l et  me l i ve:
     I  ask no k i ndness at  t hy hand,
     For  t hou hast  none t o gi ve.

Epigram On The Laird Of Laggan
     When Mor i ne,  deceas' d,  t o t he Devi l  went  down,
     ' Twas not hi ng woul d ser ve hi m but  Sat an' s own cr own;
     " Thy f ool ' s  head, "  quot h Sat an,  " t hat  cr own shal l  wear  never ,
     I  gr ant  t hou' r t  as wi cked,  but  not  qui t e so c l ever . "



Song—Phillis The Fair
     Tune—" Robi n Adai r . "

     Whi l e l ar ks,  wi t h l i t t l e wi ng,
     Fann' d t he pur e ai r ,
     Tast i ng t he br eat hi ng Spr i ng,
     For t h I  di d f ar e:
     Gay t he sun' s gol den eye
     Peep' d o' er  t he mount ai ns hi gh;
     Such t hy mor n!  di d I  cr y,
     Phi l l i s  t he f ai r .

     I n each bi r d' s car el ess song,
     Gl ad I  di d shar e;
     Whi l e yon wi l d- f l ower s among,
     Chance l ed me t her e!
     Sweet  t o t he op' ni ng day,
     Rosebuds bent  t he dewy spr ay;
     Such t hy bl oom!  di d I  say,
     Phi l l i s  t he f ai r .

     Down i n a shady wal k,
     Doves cooi ng wer e;
     I  mar k ' d t he cr uel  hawk
     Caught  i n a snar e:
     So k i nd may f or t une be,
     Such make hi s dest i ny,
     He who woul d i nj ur e t hee,
     Phi l l i s  t he f ai r .

Song—Had I A Cave
     Tune—" Robi n Adai r . "

     Had I  a cave on some wi l d di st ant  shor e,
     Wher e t he wi nds howl  t o t he wave' s dashi ng r oar :
     Ther e woul d I  weep my woes,
     Ther e seek my l ost  r epose,
     Ti l l  gr i ef  my eyes shoul d c l ose,
     Ne' er  t o wake mor e!

     Fal sest  of  womanki nd,  can' st  t hou decl ar e
     Al l  t hy f ond,  pl i ght ed vows f l eet i ng as ai r !
     To t hy new l over  hi e,
     Laugh o' er  t hy per j ur y;
     Then i n t hy bosom t r y
     What  peace i s t her e!



Song—By Allan Stream
     By Al l an st r eam I  chanc' d t o r ove,
     Whi l e Phoebus sank beyond Benl edi ;
     The wi nds ar e whi sper i ng t hr o'  t he gr ove,
     The yel l ow cor n was wavi ng r eady:
     I  l i s t en' d t o a l over ' s  sang,
     An'  t hought  on yout hf u'  pl easur es mony;
     And aye t he wi l d- wood echoes r ang—

" O,  dear l y do I  l ove t hee,  Anni e!

     " O,  happy be t he woodbi ne bower ,
     Nae ni ght l y bogl e make i t  eer i e;
     Nor  ever  sor r ow st ai n t he hour ,
     The pl ace and t i me I  met  my Dear i e!
     Her  head upon my t hr obbi ng br east ,
     She,  s i nki ng,  sai d,  ' I ' m t hi ne f or  ever ! '
     Whi l e mony a k i ss t he seal  i mpr est —

The sacr ed vow we ne' er  shoul d sever . "

     The haunt  o'  Spr i ng' s t he pr i mr ose- br ae,
     The Summer  j oys t he f l ocks t o f ol l ow;
     How cheer y t hr o'  her  shor t ' ni ng day,
     I s  Aut umn i n her  weeds o'  yel l ow;
     But  can t hey mel t  t he gl owi ng hear t ,
     Or  chai n t he soul  i n speechl ess pl easur e?
     Or  t hr o'  each ner ve t he r apt ur e dar t ,
     Li ke meet i ng her ,  our  bosom' s t r easur e?

Whistle, And I'll Come To You, My Lad
     Chor us. —O Whi st l e,  an'  I ' l l  come t o ye,  my l ad,
     O whi st l e,  an'  I ' l l  come t o ye,  my l ad,
     Tho'  f at her  an'  mot her  an'  a'  shoul d gae mad,
     O whi st l e,  an'  I ' l l  come t o ye,  my l ad.

     But  war i l y  t ent  when ye come t o cour t  me,
     And come nae unl ess t he back- yet t  be a- j ee;
     Syne up t he back- st i l e,  and l et  naebody see,
     And come as ye wer e na comi n'  t o me,
     And come as ye wer e na comi n'  t o me.
     O whi st l e an'  I ' l l  come,  &c.

     At  k i r k,  or  at  mar ket ,  whene' er  ye meet  me,
     Gang by me as t ho'  t hat  ye car ' d na a f l i e;
     But  st eal  me a bl i nk o'  your  boni e bl ack e' e,
     Yet  l ook as ye wer e na l ooki n'  t o me,
     Yet  l ook as ye wer e na l ooki n'  t o me.
     O whi st l e an'  I ' l l  come,  &c.



     Aye vow and pr ot est  t hat  ye car e na f or  me,
     And whi l es ye may l i ght l y  my beaut y a- wee;
     But  cour t  na ani t her ,  t ho'  j ok i n'  ye be,
     For  f ear  t hat  she wi l e your  f ancy f r ae me,
     For  f ear  t hat  she wi l e your  f ancy f r ae me.
     O whi st l e an'  I ' l l  come,  &c.

Phillis The Queen O' The Fair
     Tune—" The Mucki n o'  Geor di e' s Byr e. "

     Adown wi ndi ng Ni t h I  di d wander ,
     To mar k t he sweet  f l ower s as t hey spr i ng;
     Adown wi ndi ng Ni t h I  di d wander ,
     Of  Phi l l i s  t o muse and t o s i ng.

     Chor us. —Awa'  wi '  your  bel l es and your  beaut i es,
     They never  wi '  her  can compar e,
     Whaever  has met  wi '  my Phi l l i s ,
     Has met  wi '  t he queen o'  t he f ai r .

     The dai sy amus' d my f ond f ancy,
     So ar t l ess,  so s i mpl e,  so wi l d;
     Thou embl em,  sai d I ,  o'  my Phi l l i s—

For  she i s Si mpl i c i t y ' s  chi l d.
     Awa'  wi '  your  bel l es,  &c.

     The r ose- bud' s t he bl ush o'  my char mer ,
     Her  sweet  bal my l i p when ' t i s  pr est :
     How f ai r  and how pur e i s  t he l i l y !
     But  f ai r er  and pur er  her  br east .
     Awa'  wi '  your  bel l es,  &c.

     Yon knot  of  gay f l ower s i n t he ar bour ,
     They ne' er  wi '  my Phi l l i s  can v i e:
     Her  br eat h i s  t he br eat h of  t he woodbi ne,
     I t s  dew- dr op o'  di amond her  eye.
     Awa'  wi '  your  bel l es,  &c.

     Her  voi ce i s  t he song o'  t he mor ni ng,
     That  wakes t hr o'  t he gr een- spr eadi ng gr ove
     When Phoebus peeps over  t he mount ai ns,
     On musi c,  and pl easur e,  and l ove.
     Awa'  wi '  your  bel l es,  &c.

     But  beaut y,  how f r ai l  and how f l eet i ng!
     The bl oom of  a f i ne summer ' s day;
     Whi l e wor t h i n t he mi nd o'  my Phi l l i s ,
     Wi l l  f l our i sh wi t hout  a decay.
     Awa'  wi '  your  bel l es,  &c.



Come, Let Me Take Thee To My Breast
     Come,  l et  me t ake t hee t o my br east ,
     And pl edge we ne' er  shal l  sunder ;
     And I  shal l  spur n as v i l est  dust
     The wor l d' s weal t h and gr andeur :
     And do I  hear  my Jeani e own
     That  equal  t r anspor t s move her ?
     I  ask f or  dear est  l i f e al one,
     That  I  may l i ve t o l ove her .

     Thus,  i n my ar ms,  wi '  a'  her  char ms,
     I  c l asp my count l ess t r easur e;
     I ' l l  seek nae mai n o'  Heav' n t o shar e,
     Tha s i c a moment ' s pl easur e:
     And by t hy e' en sae boni e bl ue,
     I  swear  I ' m t hi ne f or  ever !
     And on t hy l i ps I  seal  my vow,
     And br eak i t  shal l  I  never .

Dainty Davie
     Now r osy May comes i n wi '  f l ower s,
     To deck her  gay,  gr een- spr eadi ng bower s;
     And now comes i n t he happy hour s,
     To wander  wi '  my Davi e.

     Chor us. —Meet  me on t he war l ock knowe,
     Dai nt y Davi e,  Dai nt y Davi e;
     Ther e I ' l l  spend t he day wi '  you,
     My ai n dear  Dai nt y Davi e.

     The cr yst al  wat er s r ound us f a' ,
     The mer r y bi r ds ar e l over s a' ,
     The scent ed br eezes r ound us bl aw,
     A wander i ng wi '  my Davi e.
     Meet  me on,  &c.

     As pur pl e mor ni ng st ar t s t he har e,
     To st eal  upon her  ear l y f ar e,
     Then t hr o'  t he dews I  wi l l  r epai r ,
     To meet  my f ai t hf u'  Davi e.
     Meet  me on,  &c.

     When day,  expi r i ng i n t he west ,
     The cur t ai n dr aws o'  Nat ur e' s r est ,
     I  f l ee t o hi s ar ms I  l oe'  t he best ,
     And t hat ' s  my ai n dear  Davi e.
     Meet  me on,  &c.



Robert Bruce's March To Bannockburn
     Scot s,  wha hae wi '  Wal l ace bl ed,
     Scot s,  wham Br uce has af t en l ed,
     Wel come t o your  gor y bed,
     Or  t o Vi ct or i e!

     Now' s t he day,  and now' s t he hour ;
     See t he f r ont  o'  bat t l e l our ;
     See appr oach pr oud Edwar d' s power —

Chai ns and Sl aver i e!

     Wha wi l l  be a t r ai t or  knave?
     Wha can f i l l  a cowar d' s gr ave?
     Wha sae base as be a Sl ave?
     Let  hi m t ur n and f l ee!

     Wha,  f or  Scot l and' s Ki ng and Law,
     Fr eedom' s swor d wi l l  s t r ongl y dr aw,
     Fr ee- man st and,  or  Fr ee- man f a' ,
     Let  hi m on wi '  me!

     By Oppr essi on' s woes and pai ns!
     By your  Sons i n ser v i l e chai ns!
     We wi l l  dr ai n our  dear est  vei ns,
     But  t hey shal l  be f r ee!

     Lay t he pr oud Usur per s l ow!
     Tyr ant s f al l  i n ever y f oe!
     Li ber t y ' s i n ever y bl ow! —

Let  us Do or  Di e!

Behold The Hour, The Boat Arrive
     Behol d t he hour ,  t he boat  ar r i ve;
     Thou goest ,  t he dar l i ng of  my hear t ;
     Sever ' d f r om t hee,  can I  sur v i ve,
     But  Fat e has wi l l ' d and we must  par t .
     I ' l l  of t en gr eet  t he sur gi ng swel l ,
     Yon di st ant  I s l e wi l l  of t en hai l :
     " E' en her e I  t ook t he l ast  f ar ewel l ;
     Ther e,  l at est  mar k ' d her  vani sh' d sai l . "
     Al ong t he sol i t ar y shor e,
     Whi l e f l i t t i ng sea- f owl  r ound me cr y,
     Acr oss t he r ol l i ng,  dashi ng r oar ,
     I ' l l  west war d t ur n my wi st f ul  eye:
     " Happy t hou I ndi an gr ove, "  I ' l l  say,
     " Wher e now my Nancy' s pat h may be!
     Whi l e t hr o'  t hy sweet s she l oves t o st r ay,
     O t el l  me,  does she muse on me! "



Down The Burn, Davie
     As down t he bur n t hey t ook t hei r  way,
     And t hr o'  t he f l ower y dal e;
     Hi s cheek t o her s he af t  di d l ay,
     And l ove was aye t he t al e:

     Wi t h " Mar y,  when shal l  we r et ur n,
     Si c pl easur e t o r enew?"
     Quot h Mar y—" Love,  I  l i ke t he bur n,
     And aye shal l  f ol l ow you. "

Thou Hast Left Me Ever, Jamie
     Tune—" Fee hi m,  f at her ,  f ee hi m. "

     Thou hast  l ef t  me ever ,  Jami e,
     Thou hast  l ef t  me ever ;
     Thou has l ef t  me ever ,  Jami e,
     Thou hast  l ef t  me ever :
     Af t en hast  t hou vow' d t hat  Deat h
     Onl y shoul d us sever ;
     Now t hou' st  l ef t  t hy l ass f or  aye—

I  maun see t hee never ,  Jami e,
     I ' l l  see t hee never .

     Thou hast  me f or saken,  Jami e,
     Thou hast  me f or saken;
     Thou hast  me f or saken,  Jami e,
     Thou hast  me f or saken;
     Thou canst  l ove anot her  j o,
     Whi l e my hear t  i s  br eaki ng;
     Soon my wear y een I ' l l  c l ose,
     Never  mai r  t o waken,  Jami e,
     Never  mai r  t o waken!

Where Are The Joys I have Met?
     Tune—" Saw ye my f at her . "

     Wher e ar e t he j oys I  have met  i n t he mor ni ng,
     That  danc' d t o t he l ar k ' s ear l y song?
     Wher e i s t he peace t hat  awai t ed my wand' r i ng,
     At  eveni ng t he wi l d- woods among?

     No mor e a wi ndi ng t he cour se of  yon r i ver ,
     And mar ki ng sweet  f l ower et s so f ai r ,
     No mor e I  t r ace t he l i ght  f oot st eps of  Pl easur e,



     But  Sor r ow and sad- si ghi ng Car e.

     I s  i t  t hat  Summer ' s f or saken our  val l eys,
     And gr i m,  sur l y Wi nt er  i s  near ?
     No,  no,  t he bees hummi ng r ound t he gay r oses
     Pr ocl ai m i t  t he pr i de of  t he year .

     Fai n woul d I  hi de what  I  f ear  t o di scover ,
     Yet  l ong,  l ong,  t oo wel l  have I  known;
     Al l  t hat  has caused t hi s wr eck i n my bosom,
     I s  Jenny,  f ai r  Jenny al one.

     Ti me cannot  ai d me,  my gr i ef s ar e i mmor t al ,
     Nor  Hope dar e a comf or t  best ow:
     Come t hen,  enamour ' d and f ond of  my angui sh,
     Enj oyment  I ' l l  seek i n my woe.

Deluded Swain, The Pleasure
     Tune—" The Col l i er ' s  Docht er . "

     Del uded swai n,  t he pl easur e
     The f i ck l e Fai r  can gi ve t hee,
     I s  but  a f ai r y t r easur e,
     Thy hopes wi l l  soon decei ve t hee:
     The bi l l ows on t he ocean,
     The br eezes i dl y r oami ng,
     The c l oud' s uncer t ai n mot i on,
     They ar e but  t ypes of  Woman.

     O ar t  t hou not  asham' d
     To doat  upon a f eat ur e?
     I f  Man t hou woul dst  be nam' d,
     Despi se t he s i l l y  cr eat ur e.
     Go,  f i nd an honest  f el l ow,
     Good c l ar et  set  bef or e t hee,
     Hol d on t i l l  t hou ar t  mel l ow,
     And t hen t o bed i n gl or y!

Thine Am I, My Faithful Fair
     Tune—" The Quaker ' s Wi f e. "

     Thi ne am I ,  my f ai t hf ul  Fai r ,
     Thi ne,  my l ovel y Nancy;
     Ev ' r y pul se al ong my vei ns,
     Ev ' r y r ovi ng f ancy.
     To t hy bosom l ay my hear t ,
     Ther e t o t hr ob and l angui sh;



     Tho'  despai r  had wr ung i t s  cor e,
     That  woul d heal  i t s  angui sh.

     Take away t hose r osy l i ps,
     Ri ch wi t h bal my t r easur e;
     Tur n away t hi ne eyes of  l ove,
     Lest  I  di e wi t h pl easur e!
     What  i s  l i f e when want i ng Love?
     Ni ght  wi t hout  a mor ni ng:
     Love' s t he c l oudl ess summer  sun,
     Nat ur e gay ador ni ng.

On Mrs. Riddell's Birthday
     4t h November  1793.

     Ol d Wi nt er ,  wi t h hi s f r ost y bear d,
     Thus once t o Jove hi s pr ayer  pr ef er r ed:
     " What  have I  done of  al l  t he year ,
     To bear  t hi s hat ed doom sever e?

     My cheer l ess suns no pl easur e know;
     Ni ght ' s  hor r i d car  dr ags,  dr ear y s l ow;
     My di smal  mont hs no j oys ar e cr owni ng,
     But  spl eeny Engl i sh hangi ng,  dr owni ng.

     " Now Jove,  f or  once be mi ght y c i v i l .
     To count er bal ance al l  t hi s evi l ;
     Gi ve me,  and I ' ve no mor e t o say,
     Gi ve me Mar i a' s nat al  day!
     That  br i l l i ant  gi f t  shal l  so enr i ch me,
     Spr i ng,  Summer ,  Aut umn,  cannot  mat ch me. "
     " ' Ti s done! "  says Jove;  so ends my st or y,
     And Wi nt er  once r ej oi ced i n gl or y.

My Spouse Nancy
     Tune—" My Jo Janet . "

     " Husband,  husband,  cease your  st r i f e,
     Nor  l onger  i dl y r ave,  Si r ;
     Tho'  I  am your  wedded wi f e
     Yet  I  am not  your  s l ave,  Si r . "

     " One of  t wo must  st i l l  obey,
     Nancy,  Nancy;
     I s  i t  Man or  Woman,  say,
     My spouse Nancy?'



     " I f  ' t i s  st i l l  t he l or dl y wor d,
     Ser vi ce and obedi ence;
     I ' l l  deser t  my sov' r ei gn l or d,
     And so,  good bye,  al l egi ance! "

     " Sad shal l  I  be,  so ber ef t ,
     Nancy,  Nancy;
     Yet  I ' l l  t r y  t o make a shi f t ,
     My spouse Nancy. "

     " My poor  hear t ,  t hen br eak i t  must ,
     My l ast  hour  I  am near  i t :
     When you l ay me i n t he dust ,
     Thi nk how you wi l l  bear  i t . "

     " I  wi l l  hope and t r ust  i n Heaven,
     Nancy,  Nancy;
     St r engt h t o bear  i t  wi l l  be gi ven,
     My spouse Nancy. "

     " Wel l ,  Si r ,  f r om t he s i l ent  dead,
     St i l l  I ' l l  t r y  t o daunt  you;
     Ever  r ound your  mi dni ght  bed
     Hor r i d spr i t es shal l  haunt  you! "

     " I ' l l  wed anot her  l i ke my dear
     Nancy,  Nancy;
     Then al l  hel l  wi l l  f l y  f or  f ear ,
     My spouse Nancy. "

Address
Spoken by Miss Fontenelle on her Benefit Night, December 4th, 1793, at the Theatre,
Dumfries.

     St i l l  anxi ous t o secur e your  par t i al  f avour ,
     And not  l ess anxi ous,  sur e,  t hi s ni ght ,  t han ever ,
     A Pr ol ogue,  Epi l ogue,  or  some such mat t er ,
     ' Twoul d vamp my bi l l ,  sai d I ,  i f  not hi ng bet t er ;
     So sought  a poet ,  r oost ed near  t he ski es,
     Tol d hi m I  came t o f east  my cur i ous eyes;
     Sai d,  not hi ng l i ke hi s wor ks was ever  pr i nt ed;
     And l ast ,  my pr ol ogue- busi ness s l i l y  hi nt ed.
     " Ma' am,  l et  me t el l  you, "  quot h my man of  r hymes,
     " I  know your  bent —t hese ar e no l aughi ng t i mes:
     Can you—but ,  Mi ss,  I  own I  have my f ear s—

Di ssol ve i n pause,  and sent i ment al  t ear s;
     Wi t h l aden s i ghs,  and sol emn- r ounded sent ence,
     Rouse f r om hi s s l uggi sh s l umber s,  f el l  Repent ance;
     Pai nt  Vengeance as he t akes hi s hor r i d st and,
     Wavi ng on hi gh t he desol at i ng br and,
     Cal l i ng t he st or ms t o bear  hi m o' er  a gui l t y  l and?"

     I  coul d no mor e—askance t he cr eat ur e eyei ng,
     " D' ye t hi nk, "  sai d I ,  " t hi s f ace was made f or  cr y i ng?
     I ' l l  l augh,  t hat ' s  poz - nay mor e,  t he wor l d shal l  know i t ;



     And so,  your  ser vant !  gl oomy Mast er  Poet ! "

     Fi r m as my cr eed,  Si r s,  ' t i s  my f i x ' d bel i ef ,
     That  Mi ser y ' s anot her  wor d f or  Gr i ef :
     I  al so t hi nk—so may I  be a br i de!
     That  so much l aught er ,  so much l i f e enj oy ' d.

     Thou man of  cr azy car e and ceasel ess s i gh,
     St i l l  under  bl eak Mi sf or t une' s bl ast i ng eye;
     Doom' d t o t hat  sor est  t ask of  man al i ve—

To make t hr ee gui neas do t he wor k of  f i ve:
     Laugh i n Mi sf or t une' s f ace—t he bel dam wi t ch!
     Say,  you' l l  be mer r y,  t ho'  you can' t  be r i ch.

     Thou ot her  man of  car e,  t he wr et ch i n l ove,
     Who l ong wi t h j i l t i sh ai r s and ar t s hast  st r ove;
     Who,  as t he boughs al l  t empt i ngl y pr oj ect ,
     Measur ' st  i n desper at e t hought —a r ope—t hy neck—

Or ,  wher e t he beet l i ng c l i f f  o' er hangs t he deep,
     Peer est  t o medi t at e t he heal i ng l eap:
     Woul d' st  t hou be cur ' d,  t hou s i l l y ,  mopi ng el f ?
     Laugh at  her  f ol l i es—l augh e' en at  t hysel f :
     Lear n t o despi se t hose f r owns now so t er r i f i c ,
     And l ove a k i nder —t hat ' s  your  gr and speci f i c .

     To sum up al l ,  be mer r y,  I  advi se;
     And as we' r e mer r y,  may we st i l l  be wi se.

Complimentary Epigram On Maria Riddell
     " Pr ai se Woman st i l l , "  hi s l or dshi p r oar s,
     " Deser v ' d or  not ,  no mat t er ?"
     But  t hee,  whom al l  my soul  ador es,
     Ev ' n Fl at t er y cannot  f l at t er :

     Mar i a,  al l  my t hought  and dr eam,
     I nspi r es my vocal  shel l ;
     The mor e I  pr ai se my l ovel y t heme,
     The mor e t he t r ut h I  t el l .
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     The f r i end whom,  wi l d f r om Wi sdom' s way,
     The f umes of  wi ne i nf ur i at e send,
     ( Not  moony madness mor e ast r ay)
     Who but  depl or es t hat  hapl ess f r i end?

     Mi ne was t h'  i nsensat e f r enzi ed par t ,
     Ah!  why shoul d I  such scenes out l i ve?
     Scenes so abhor r ent  t o my hear t ! —

' Ti s t hi ne t o pi t y and f or gi ve.

Wilt Thou Be My Dearie?
     Tune—" The Sut or ' s  Docht er . "

     Wi l t  t hou be my Dear i e?
     When Sor r ow wr i ng t hy gent l e hear t ,
     O wi l t  t hou l et  me cheer  t hee!
     By t he t r easur e of  my soul ,
     That ' s  t he l ove I  bear  t hee:
     I  swear  and vow t hat  onl y t hou
     Shal l  ever  be my Dear i e!
     Onl y t hou,  I  swear  and vow,
     Shal l  ever  be my Dear i e!

     Lassi e,  say t hou l o' es me;
     Or ,  i f  t hou wi l t  na be my ai n,
     O say na t hou' l t  r ef use me!
     I f  i t  wi nna,  canna be,
     Thou f or  t hi ne may choose me,
     Let  me,  l assi e,  qui ckl y di e,
     St i l l  t r ust i ng t hat  t hou l o' es me!
     Lassi e,  l et  me qui ckl y di e,
     St i l l  t r ust i ng t hat  t hou l o' es me!

A Fiddler In The North
     Tune—" The Ki ng o'  Fr ance he r ade a r ace. "

     Amang t he t r ees,  wher e hummi ng bees,
     At  buds and f l ower s wer e hi ngi ng,  O,
     Aul d Cal edon dr ew out  her  dr one,
     And t o her  pi pe was s i ngi ng,  O:
     ' Twas Pi br och,  Sang,  St r at hspeys,  and Reel s,
     She di r l ' d t hem af f  f u'  c l ear l y,  O:
     When t her e cam'  a yel l  o'  f or ei gn squeel s,
     That  dang her  t apsal t eer i e,  O.

     Thei r  capon cr aws an'  queer  " ha,  ha' s, "
     They made our  l ugs gr ow eer i e,  O;



     The hungr y bi ke di d scr ape and f yke,
     Ti l l  we wer e wae and wear y,  O:
     But  a r oyal  ghai st ,  wha ance was cas' d,
     A pr i soner ,  aught een year  awa' ,
     He f i r ' d a Fi ddl er  i n t he Nor t h,
     That  dang t hem t apsal t eer i e,  O.

The Minstrel At Lincluden
     Tune—" Cumnock Psal ms. "

     As I  s t ood by yon r oof l ess t ower ,
     Wher e t he wa' f l ow' r  scent s t he der y ai r ,
     Wher e t he howl et  mour ns i n her  i vy bower ,
     And t el l s  t he mi dni ght  moon her  car e.

     Chor us—A l assi e al l  al one,  was maki ng her  moan,
     Lament i ng our  l ads beyond t he sea:
     I n t he bl ui dy war s t hey f a' ,  and our  honour ' s gane an'  a' ,
     And br oken- hear t ed we maun di e.

     The wi nds wer e l ai d,  t he ai r  was t i l l ,
     The st ar s t hey shot  al ong t he sky;
     The t od was howl i ng on t he hi l l ,
     And t he di st ant - echoi ng gl ens r epl y.
     A l assi e al l  al one,  &c.

     The bur n,  adown i t s  hazel l y  pat h,
     Was r ushi ng by t he r ui n' d wa' ,
     Hast i ng t o j oi n t he sweepi ng Ni t h,
     Whase r oar i ngs seem' d t o r i se and f a' .
     A l assi e al l  al one,  &c.

     The caul d bl ae Nor t h was st r eami ng f or t h
     Her  l i ght s,  wi '  hi ss i ng,  eer i e di n,
     At hor t  t he l i f t  t hey st ar t  and shi f t ,
     Li ke For t une' s f avour s,  t i nt  as wi n.
     A l assi e al l  al one,  &c.

     Now,  l ooki ng over  f i r t h and f aul d,
     Her  hor n t he pal e- f aced Cynt hi a r ear ' d,
     When l o!  i n f or m of  Mi nst r el  aul d,
     A st er n and st al war t  ghai st  appear ' d.
     A l assi e al l  al one,  &c.

     And f r ae hi s har p s i c st r ai ns di d f l ow,
     Mi ght  r ous' d t he s l umber i ng Dead t o hear ;
     But  oh,  i t  was a t al e of  woe,
     As ever  met  a Br i t on' s ear !
     A l assi e al l  al one,  &c.

     He sang wi '  j oy hi s f or mer  day,
     He,  weepi ng,  wai l ' d hi s l at t er  t i mes;
     But  what  he sai d—i t  was nae pl ay,
     I  wi nna vent ur e' t  i n my r hymes.
     A l assi e al l  al one,  &c.



A Vision
     As I  s t ood by yon r oof l ess t ower ,
     Wher e t he wa' f l ower  scent s t he dewy ai r ,
     Wher e t he howl et  mour ns i n her  i vy bower ,
     And t el l s  t he mi dni ght  moon her  car e.

     The wi nds wer e l ai d,  t he ai r  was st i l l ,
     The st ar s t hey shot  al ang t he sky;
     The f ox was howl i ng on t he hi l l ,
     And t he di st ant  echoi ng gl ens r epl y.

     The st r eam,  adown i t s  hazel l y  pat h,
     Was r ushi ng by t he r ui n' d wa' s,
     Hast i ng t o j oi n t he sweepi ng Ni t h,
     Whase di st ant  r oar i ng swel l s and f a' s.

     The caul d bl ae Nor t h was st r eami ng f or t h
     Her  l i ght s,  wi '  hi ss i ng,  eer i e di n;
     At hwar t  t he l i f t  t hey st ar t  and shi f t ,
     Li ke For t une' s f avor s,  t i nt  as wi n.

     By heedl ess chance I  t ur n' d mi ne eyes,
     And,  by t he moonbeam,  shook t o see
     A st er n and st al war t  ghai st  ar i se,
     At t i r ' d as Mi nst r el s wont  t o be.

     Had I  a st at ue been o'  st ane,
     Hi s dar i ng l ook had daunt ed me;
     And on hi s bonnet  gr av ' d was pl ai n,
     The sacr ed posy—" Li ber t i e! "

     And f r ae hi s har p s i c st r ai ns di d f l ow,
     Mi ght  r ous' d t he s l umb' r i ng Dead t o hear ;
     But  oh,  i t  was a t al e of  woe,
     As ever  met  a Br i t on' s ear !

     He sang wi '  j oy hi s f or mer  day,
     He,  weepi ng,  wai l ed hi s l at t er  t i mes;
     But  what  he sai d—i t  was nae pl ay,
     I  wi nna vent ur e' t  i n my r hymes.

A Red, Red Rose
     [ Hear  Red,  Red Rose]

     O my Luve' s l i ke a r ed,  r ed r ose,
     That ' s  newl y spr ung i n June:
     O my Luve' s l i ke t he mel odi e,
     That ' s  sweet l y pl ay ' d i n t une.



     As f ai r  ar t  t hou,  my boni e l ass,
     So deep i n l uve am I ;
     And I  wi l l  l uve t hee st i l l ,  my dear ,
     Ti l l  a'  t he seas gang dr y.

     Ti l l  a'  t he seas gang dr y,  my dear ,
     And t he r ocks mel t  wi '  t he sun;
     And I  wi l l  l uve t hee st i l l ,  my dear ,
     Whi l e t he sands o'  l i f e shal l  r un.

     And f ar e- t hee- weel ,  my onl y Luve!
     And f ar e- t hee- weel ,  a whi l e!
     And I  wi l l  come agai n,  my Luve,
     Tho'  ' t wer e t en t housand mi l e!

Young Jamie, Pride Of A' The Plain
     Tune—" The Car l i n of  t he Gl en. "

     Young Jami e,  pr i de of  a'  t he pl ai n,
     Sae gal l ant  and sae gay a swai n,
     Thr o'  a'  our  l asses he di d r ove,
     And r ei gn' d r esi st l ess Ki ng of  Love.

     But  now,  wi '  s i ghs and st ar t i ng t ear s,
     He st r ays amang t he woods and br ei r s;
     Or  i n t he gl ens and r ocky caves,
     Hi s sad compl ai ni ng dowi e r aves: —

" I  wha sae l at e di d r ange and r ove,
     And chang' d wi t h ever y moon my l ove,
     I  l i t t l e t hought  t he t i me was near ,
     Repent ance I  shoul d buy sae dear .

     " The s l i ght ed mai ds my t or ment s see,
     And l augh at  a'  t he pangs I  dr ee;
     Whi l e she,  my cr uel ,  scor nf ul  Fai r ,
     For bi ds me e' er  t o see her  mai r . "

The Flowery Banks Of Cree
     Her e i s  t he gl en,  and her e t he bower
     Al l  under neat h t he bi r chen shade;
     The v i l l age- bel l  has t ol d t he hour ,
     O what  can st ay my l ovel y mai d?

     ' Ti s not  Mar i a' s whi sper i ng cal l ;
     ' Ti s but  t he bal my br eat hi ng gal e,
     Mi xt  wi t h some war bl er ' s  dyi ng f al l ,



     The dewy st ar  of  eve t o hai l .

     I t  i s  Mar i a' s voi ce I  hear ;
     So cal l s  t he woodl ar k i n t he gr ove,
     Hi s l i t t l e,  f ai t hf ul  mat e t o cheer ;
     At  once ' t i s  musi c and ' t i s  l ove.

     And ar t  t hou come!  and ar t  t hou t r ue!
     O wel come dear  t o l ove and me!
     And l et  us al l  our  vows r enew,
     Al ong t he f l ower y banks of  Cr ee.

Monody
     On a l ady f amed f or  her  Capr i ce.

     How col d i s  t hat  bosom whi ch f ol l y  once f i r ed,
     How pal e i s  t hat  cheek wher e t he r ouge l at el y gl i s t en' d;
     How si l ent  t hat  t ongue whi ch t he echoes of t  t i r ed,
     How dul l  i s  t hat  ear  whi ch t o f l at t ' r y  so l i s t en' d!

     I f  sor r ow and angui sh t hei r  exi t  awai t ,
     Fr om f r i endshi p and dear est  af f ect i on r emov' d;
     How doubl y sever er ,  Mar i a,  t hy f at e,
     Thou di edst  unwept ,  as t hou l i vedst  unl ov ' d.

     Loves,  Gr aces,  and Vi r t ues,  I  cal l  not  on you;
     So shy,  gr ave,  and di st ant ,  ye shed not  a t ear :
     But  come,  al l  ye of f spr i ng of  Fol l y  so t r ue,
     And f l ower s l et  us cul l  f or  Mar i a' s col d bi er .

     We' l l  sear ch t hr ough t he gar den f or  each s i l l y  f l ower ,
     We' l l  r oam t hr o'  t he f or est  f or  each i dl e weed;
     But  chi ef l y  t he net t l e,  so t ypi cal ,  shower ,
     For  none e' er  appr oach' d her  but  r ued t he r ash deed.

     We' l l  scul pt ur e t he mar bl e,  we' l l  measur e t he l ay;
     Her e Vani t y st r ums on her  i di ot  l yr e;
     Ther e keen I ndi gnat i on shal l  dar t  on hi s pr ey,
     Whi ch spur ni ng Cont empt  shal l  r edeem f r om hi s i r e.

The Epitaph
     Her e l i es,  now a pr ey t o i nsul t i ng negl ect ,
     What  once was a but t er f l y ,  gay i n l i f e' s  beam:
     Want  onl y of  wi sdom deni ed her  r espect ,
     Want  onl y of  goodness deni ed her  est eem.



Pinned To Mrs. Walter Riddell's Carriage
     I f  you r at t l e al ong l i ke your  Mi st r ess '  t ongue,
     Your  speed wi l l  out r i val  t he dar t ;
     But  a f l y  f or  your  l oad,  you' l l  br eak down on t he r oad,
     I f  your  st uf f  be as r ot t en' s her  hear t .

Epitaph For Mr. Walter Riddell
     Si c a r ept i l e was Wat ,  s i c a mi scr eant  s l ave,
     That  t he wor ms ev' n damn' d hi m when l ai d i n hi s gr ave;
     " I n hi s f l esh t her e' s a f ami ne, "  a st ar ved r ept i l e cr i es,
     " And hi s hear t  i s  r ank poi son! "  anot her  r epl i es.

Epistle From Esopus To Maria
     Fr om t hose dr ear  sol i t udes and f r owsy cel l s ,
     Wher e I nf amy wi t h sad Repent ance dwel l s;
     Wher e t ur nkeys make t he j eal ous por t al  f ast ,
     And deal  f r om i r on hands t he spar e r epast ;
     Wher e t r uant  ' pr ent i ces,  yet  young i n s i n,
     Bl ush at  t he cur i ous st r anger  peepi ng i n;
     Wher e st r umpet s,  r el i cs of  t he dr unken r oar ,
     Resol ve t o dr i nk,  nay,  hal f ,  t o whor e,  no mor e;
     Wher e t i ny t hi eves not  dest i n' d yet  t o swi ng,
     Beat  hemp f or  ot her s,  r i per  f or  t he st r i ng:
     Fr om t hese di r e scenes my wr et ched l i nes I  dat e,
     To t el l  Mar i a her  Esopus'  f at e.

     " Al as!  I  f eel  I  am no act or  her e! "
     ' Ti s r eal  hangmen r eal  scour ges bear !
     Pr epar e Mar i a,  f or  a hor r i d t al e
     Wi l l  t ur n t hy ver y r ouge t o deadl y pal e;
     Wi l l  make t hy hai r ,  t ho'  er st  f r om gi psy pol l ' d,
     By bar ber  woven,  and by bar ber  sol d,
     Though t wi st ed smoot h wi t h Har r y ' s ni cest  car e,
     Li ke hoar y br i st l es t o er ect  and st ar e.
     The her o of  t he mi mi c scene,  no mor e
     I  s t ar t  i n Haml et ,  i n Ot hel l o r oar ;
     Or ,  haught y Chi ef t ai n,  ' mi d t he di n of  ar ms
     I n Hi ghl and Bonnet ,  woo Mal v i na' s char ms;
     Whi l e sans- cul ot t es st oop up t he mount ai n hi gh,
     And st eal  f r om me Mar i a' s pr y i ng eye.
     Bl est  Hi ghl and bonnet !  once my pr oudest  dr ess,



     Now pr ouder  st i l l ,  Mar i a' s t empl es pr ess;
     I  see her  wave t hy t ower i ng pl umes af ar ,
     And cal l  each coxcomb t o t he wor dy war :
     I  see her  f ace t he f i r s t  of  I r el and' s sons,
     And even out - I r i sh hi s Hi ber ni an br onze;
     The cr af t y Col onel  l eaves t he t ar t an' d l i nes,
     For  ot her  war s,  wher e he a her o shi nes:
     The hopef ul  yout h,  i n Scot t i sh senat e br ed,
     Who owns a Bushby' s hear t  wi t hout  t he head,
     Comes ' mi d a st r i ng of  coxcombs,  t o di spl ay
     That  veni ,  v i di ,  v i c i ,  i s  hi s way:
     The shr i nki ng Bar d adown t he al l ey skul ks,
     And dr eads a meet i ng wor se t han Wool wi ch hul ks:
     Though t her e,  hi s her esi es i n Chur ch and St at e
     Mi ght  wel l  awar d hi m Mui r  and Pal mer ' s f at e:
     St i l l  she undaunt ed r eel s and r at t l es on,
     And dar es t he publ i c  l i ke a noont i de sun.
     What  scandal  cal l ed Mar i a' s j aunt y st agger
     The r i cket  r eel i ng of  a cr ooked swagger ?
     Whose spl een ( e' en wor se t han Bur ns'  venom,  when
     He di ps i n gal l  unmi x ' d hi s eager  pen,
     And pour s hi s vengeance i n t he bur ni ng l i ne, ) —

Who chr i st en' d t hus Mar i a' s l yr e- di v i ne
     The i di ot  st r um of  Vani t y bemus' d,
     And even t he abuse of  Poesy abus' d?—

Who cal l ed her  ver se a Par i sh Wor khouse,  made
     For  mot l ey f oundl i ng Fanci es,  st ol en or  st r ayed?

     A Wor khouse!  ah,  t hat  sound awakes my woes,
     And pi l l ows on t he t hor n my r ack' d r epose!
     I n dur ance v i l e her e must  I  wake and weep,
     And al l  my f r owsy couch i n sor r ow st eep;
     That  st r aw wher e many a r ogue has l ai n of  yor e,
     And ver mi n' d gi psi es l i t t er ' d her et of or e.

     Why,  Lonsdal e,  t hus t hy wr at h on vagr ant s pour ?
     Must  ear t h no r ascal  save t hysel f  endur e?
     Must  t hou al one i n gui l t  i mmor t al  swel l ,
     And make a vast  monopol y of  hel l ?
     Thou know' st  t he Vi r t ues cannot  hat e t hee wor se;
     The Vi ces al so,  must  t hey c l ub t hei r  cur se?
     Or  must  no t i ny s i n t o ot her s f al l ,
     Because t hy gui l t ' s  supr eme enough f or  al l ?

     Mar i a,  send me t oo t hy gr i ef s and car es;
     I n al l  of  t hee sur e t hy Esopus shar es.
     As t hou at  al l  manki nd t he f l ag unf ur l s,
     Who on my f ai r  one Sat i r e' s vengeance hur l s—

Who cal l s  t hee,  per t ,  af f ect ed,  vai n coquet t e,
     A wi t  i n f ol l y ,  and a f ool  i n wi t !
     Who says t hat  f ool  al one i s not  t hy due,
     And quot es t hy t r eacher i es t o pr ove i t  t r ue!

     Our  f or ce uni t ed on t hy f oes we' l l  t ur n,
     And dar e t he war  wi t h al l  of  woman bor n:
     For  who can wr i t e and speak as t hou and I ?
     My per i ods t hat  deci pher i ng def y,
     And t hy st i l l  mat chl ess t ongue t hat  conquer s al l  r epl y!



Epitaph On A Noted Coxcomb
     Capt .  Wm.  Roddi r k,  of  Cor bi st on.

     Li ght  l ay t he ear t h on Bi l l y ' s  br east ,
     Hi s chi cken hear t  so t ender ;
     But  bui l d a cast l e on hi s head,
     Hi s scul l  wi l l  pr op i t  under .

On Capt. Lascelles
     When Lascel l es t hought  f i t  f r om t hi s wor l d t o depar t ,
     Some f r i ends war ml y t hought  of  embal mi ng hi s hear t ;
     A byst ander  whi sper s—" Pr ay don' t  make so much o' t ,
     The subj ect  i s  poi son,  no r ept i l e wi l l  t ouch i t . "

On Wm. Graham, Esq., Of Mossknowe
     " St op t hi ef ! "  dame Nat ur e cal l ' d t o Deat h,
     As Wi l l y  dr ew hi s l at est  br eat h;
     How shal l  I  make a f ool  agai n?
     My choi cest  model  t hou hast  t a' en.

On John Bushby, Esq., Tinwald Downs
     Her e l i es John Bushby—honest  man,
     Cheat  hi m,  Devi l —i f  you can!

Sonnet On The Death Of Robert Riddell
     Of  Gl enr i ddel l  and Fr i ar s '  Car se.

     No mor e,  ye war bl er s of  t he wood!  no mor e;
     Nor  pour  your  descant  gr at i ng on my soul ;



     Thou young- eyed Spr i ng!  gay i n t hy ver dant  st ol e,
     Mor e wel come wer e t o me gr i m Wi nt er ' s  wi l dest  r oar .

     How can ye char m,  ye f l ower s,  wi t h al l  your  dyes?
     Ye bl ow upon t he sod t hat  wr aps my f r i end!
     How can I  t o t he t unef ul  st r ai n at t end?
     That  st r ai n f l ows r ound t he unt i mel y t omb wher e Ri ddel l  l i es.

     Yes,  pour ,  ye war bl er s!  pour  t he not es of  woe,
     And soot he t he Vi r t ues weepi ng o' er  hi s bi er :
     The man of  wor t h—and hat h not  l ef t  hi s peer !
     I s  i n hi s " nar r ow house, "  f or  ever  dar kl y l ow.

     Thee,  Spr i ng!  agai n wi t h j oy shal l  ot her s gr eet ;
     Me,  memor y of  my l oss wi l l  onl y meet .

The Lovely Lass O' Inverness
     The l ovel y l ass o'  I nver ness,
     Nae j oy nor  pl easur e can she see;
     For ,  e' en t o mor n she cr i es,  al as!
     And aye t he saut  t ear  bl i n' s  her  e' e.

     " Dr umossi e moor ,  Dr umossi e day—
A waef u'  day i t  was t o me!

     For  t her e I  l ost  my f at her  dear ,
     My f at her  dear ,  and br et hr en t hr ee.

     " Thei r  wi ndi ng- sheet  t he bl ui dy c l ay,
     Thei r  gr aves ar e gr owi n'  gr een t o see;
     And by t hem l i es t he dear est  l ad
     That  ever  bl est  a woman' s e' e!

     " Now wae t o t hee,  t hou cr uel  l or d,
     A bl ui dy man I  t r ow t hou be;
     For  mony a hear t  t hou has made sai r ,
     That  ne' er  di d wr ang t o t hi ne or  t hee! "

Charlie, He's My Darling
     ' Twas on a Monday mor ni ng,
     Ri ght  ear l y i n t he year ,
     That  Char l i e came t o our  t own,
     The young Cheval i er .

     Chor us—An'  Char l i e,  he' s my dar l i ng,
     My dar l i ng,  my dar l i ng,
     Char l i e,  he' s my dar l i ng,
     The young Cheval i er .



     As he was wal k i ng up t he st r eet ,
     The c i t y f or  t o v i ew,
     O t her e he spi ed a boni e l ass
     The wi ndow l ooki ng t hr ough,
     An'  Char l i e,  &c.

     Sae l i ght ' s  he j umped up t he st ai r ,
     And t i r l ' d at  t he pi n;
     And wha sae r eady as her sel '
     To l et  t he l addi e i n.
     An'  Char l i e,  &c.

     He set  hi s Jenny on hi s knee,
     Al l  i n hi s Hi ghl and dr ess;
     For  br awl y weel  he ken' d t he way
     To pl ease a boni e l ass.
     An'  Char l i e,  &c.

     I t ' s  up yon heat her y mount ai n,
     An'  down yon scr oggi e gl en,
     We daur  na gang a mi l k i ng,
     For  Char l i e and hi s men,
     An'  Char l i e,  &c.

Bannocks O' Bear Meal
     Chor us—Bannocks o'  bear  meal ,
     Bannocks o'  bar l ey,
     Her e' s t o t he Hi ghl andman' s
     Bannocks o'  bar l ey!

     Wha,  i n a br ul y i e,  wi l l
     Fi r st  cr y a par l ey?
     Never  t he l ads wi '  t he
     Bannocks o'  bar l ey,
     Bannocks o'  bear  meal ,  &c.

     Wha,  i n hi s wae days,
     Wer e l oyal  t o Char l i e?
     Wha but  t he l ads wi '  t he
     Bannocks o'  bar l ey!
     Bannocks o'  bear  meal ,  &c.

The Highland Balou
     Hee bal ou,  my sweet  wee Donal d,
     Pi ct ur e o'  t he gr eat  Cl anr onal d;
     Br awl i e kens our  want on Chi ef
     Wha gat  my young Hi ghl and t hi ef .



     Leeze me on t hy boni e cr ai gi e,
     An'  t hou l i ve,  t hou' l l  s t eal  a nai gi e,
     Tr avel  t he count r y t hr o'  and t hr o' ,
     And br i ng hame a Car l i s l e cow.

     Thr o'  t he Lawl ands,  o' er  t he Bor der ,
     Weel ,  my babi e,  may t hou f ur der !
     Her r y t he l ouns o'  t he l ai gh Count r i e,
     Syne t o t he Hi ghl ands hame t o me.

The Highland Widow's Lament
     Oh I  am come t o t he l ow Count r i e,
     Ochon,  Ochon,  Ochr i e!
     Wi t hout  a penny i n my pur se,
     To buy a meal  t o me.

     I t  was na sae i n t he Hi ghl and hi l l s ,
     Ochon,  Ochon,  Ochr i e!
     Nae woman i n t he Count r y wi de,
     Sae happy was as me.

     For  t hen I  had a scor e o' kye,
     Ochon,  Ochon,  Ochr i e!
     Feedi ng on you hi l l  sae hi gh,
     And gi v i ng mi l k t o me.

     And t her e I  had t hr ee scor e o' yowes,
     Ochon,  Ochon,  Ochr i e!
     Ski ppi ng on yon boni e knowes,
     And cast i ng woo'  t o me.

     I  was t he happi est  of  a'  t he Cl an,
     Sai r ,  sai r ,  may I  r epi ne;
     For  Donal d was t he br awest  man,
     And Donal d he was mi ne.

     Ti l l  Char l i e St ewar t  cam at  l ast ,
     Sae f ar  t o set  us f r ee;
     My Donal d' s ar m was want ed t hen,
     For  Scot l and and f or  me.

     Thei r  waef u'  f at e what  need I  t el l ,
     Ri ght  t o t he wr ang di d y i el d;
     My Donal d and hi s Count r y f el l ,
     Upon Cul l oden f i el d.

     Oh I  am come t o t he l ow Count r i e,
     Ochon,  Ochon,  Ochr i e!
     Nae woman i n t he war l d wi de,
     Sae wr et ched now as me.



It Was A' For Our Rightfu' King
     I t  was a'  f or  our  r i ght f u'  Ki ng
     We l ef t  f ai r  Scot l and' s st r and;
     I t  was a'  f or  our  r i ght f u'  Ki ng
     We e' er  saw I r i sh l and,  my dear ,
     We e' er  saw I r i sh l and.

     Now a'  i s  done t hat  men can do,
     And a'  i s  done i n vai n;
     My Love and Nat i ve Land f ar eweel ,
     For  I  maun cr oss t he mai n,  my dear ,
     For  I  maun cr oss t he mai n.

     He t ur n' d hi m r i ght  and r ound about ,
     Upon t he I r i sh shor e;
     And gae hi s br i dl e r ei ns a shake,
     Wi t h adi eu f or  ever mor e,  my dear ,
     And adi ue f or  ever mor e.

     The soger  f r ae t he war s r et ur ns,
     The sai l or  f r ae t he mai n;
     But  I  hae par t ed f r ae my Love,
     Never  t o meet  agai n,  my dear ,
     Never  t o meet  agai n.

     When day i s gane,  and ni ght  i s  come,
     And a'  f ol k bound t o s l eep;
     I  t hi nk on hi m t hat ' s  f ar  awa,
     The l ee- l ang ni ght ,  and weep,  my dear ,
     The l ee- l ang ni ght ,  and weep.

Ode For General Washington's Birthday
     No Spar t an t ube,  no At t i c  shel l ,
     No l yr e Aeol i an I  awake;
     ' Ti s l i ber t y ' s  bol d not e I  swel l ,
     Thy har p,  Col umbi a,  l et  me t ake!
     See gat her i ng t housands,  whi l e I  s i ng,
     A br oken chai n exul t i ng br i ng,
     And dash i t  i n a t yr ant ' s  f ace,
     And dar e hi m t o hi s ver y bear d,
     And t el l  hi m he no mor e i s f ear ed—

No mor e t he despot  of  Col umbi a' s r ace!
     A t yr ant ' s  pr oudest  i nsul t s br av ' d,
     They shout —a Peopl e f r eed!  They hai l  an Empi r e saved.
     Wher e i s man' s god- l i ke f or m?
     Wher e i s t hat  br ow er ect  and bol d—

That  eye t hat  can unmov' d behol d
     The wi l dest  r age,  t he l oudest  st or m
     That  e' er  cr eat ed f ur y dar ed t o r ai se?
     Avaunt !  t hou cai t i f f ,  ser v i l e,  base,
     That  t r embl est  at  a despot ' s  nod,
     Yet ,  cr ouchi ng under  t he i r on r od,
     Canst  l aud t he hand t hat  st r uck t h'  i nsul t i ng bl ow!
     Ar t  t hou of  man' s I mper i al  l i ne?



     Dost  boast  t hat  count enance di v i ne?
     Each skul k i ng f eat ur e answer s,  No!
     But  come,  ye sons of  Li ber t y,
     Col umbi a' s of f spr i ng,  br ave as f r ee,
     I n danger ' s hour  st i l l  f l ami ng i n t he van,
     Ye know,  and dar e mai nt ai n,  t he Royal t y of  Man!

     Al f r ed!  on t hy st ar r y t hr one,
     Sur r ounded by t he t unef ul  choi r ,
     The bar ds t hat  er st  have st r uck t he pat r i ot  l yr e,
     And r ous' d t he f r eebor n Br i t on' s soul  of  f i r e,
     No mor e t hy Engl and own!
     Dar e i nj ur ed nat i ons f or m t he gr eat  desi gn,
     To make det est ed t yr ant s bl eed?
     Thy Engl and execr at es t he gl or i ous deed!
     Beneat h her  host i l e banner s wavi ng,
     Ever y pang of  honour  br avi ng,
     Engl and i n t hunder  cal l s ,  " The t yr ant ' s  cause i s mi ne! "
     That  hour  accur st  how di d t he f i ends r ej oi ce
     And hel l ,  t hr o'  al l  her  conf i nes,  r ai se t he exul t i ng voi ce,
     That  hour  whi ch saw t he gener ous Engl i sh name
     Li nkt  wi t h such damned deeds of  ever l ast i ng shame!

     Thee,  Cal edoni a!  t hy wi l d heat hs among,
     Fam' d f or  t he mar t i al  deed,  t he heaven- t aught  song,
     To t hee I  t ur n wi t h swi mmi ng eyes;
     Wher e i s t hat  soul  of  Fr eedom f l ed?
     I mmi ngl ed wi t h t he mi ght y dead,
     Beneat h t hat  hal l ow' d t ur f  wher e Wal l ace l i es
     Hear  i t  not ,  Wal l ace!  i n t hy bed of  deat h.
     Ye babbl i ng wi nds!  i n s i l ence sweep,
     Di st ur b not  ye t he her o' s s l eep,
     Nor  gi ve t he cowar d secr et  br eat h!
     I s  t hi s t he anci ent  Cal edoni an f or m,
     Fi r m as t he r ock,  r esi st l ess as t he st or m?
     Show me t hat  eye whi ch shot  i mmor t al  hat e,
     Bl ast i ng t he despot ' s  pr oudest  bear i ng;
     Show me t hat  ar m whi ch,  ner v ' d wi t h t hunder i ng f at e,
     Cr ush' d Usur pat i on' s bol dest  dar i ng! —

Dar k- quench' d as yonder  s i nki ng st ar ,
     No mor e t hat  gl ance l i ght ens af ar ;
     That  pal s i ed ar m no mor e whi r l s  on t he wast e of  war .

Inscription To Miss Graham Of Fintry
     Her e,  wher e t he Scot t i sh Muse i mmor t al  l i ves,
     I n sacr ed st r ai ns and t unef ul  number s j oi ned,
     Accept  t he gi f t ;  t hough humbl e he who gi ves,
     Ri ch i s  t he t r i but e of  t he gr at ef ul  mi nd.

     So may no r uf f i an- f eel i ng i n my br east ,
     Di scor dant ,  j ar  t hy bosom- chor ds among;
     But  Peace at t une t hy gent l e soul  t o r est ,
     Or  Love,  ecst at i c ,  wake hi s ser aph song,

     Or  Pi t y ' s  not es,  i n l uxur y of  t ear s,
     As modest  Want  t he t al e of  woe r eveal s;



     Whi l e consci ous Vi r t ue al l  t he st r ai ns endear s,
     And heaven- bor n Pi et y her  sanct i on seal s.

On The Seas And Far Away
     Tune—" O' er  t he hi l l s  and f ar  away. "

     How can my poor  hear t  be gl ad,
     When absent  f r om my sai l or  l ad;
     How can I  t he t hought  f or ego—

He' s on t he seas t o meet  t he f oe?
     Let  me wander ,  l et  me r ove,
     St i l l  my hear t  i s  wi t h my l ove;
     Ni ght l y dr eams,  and t hought s by day,
     Ar e wi t h hi m t hat ' s  f ar  away.

     Chor us. —On t he seas and f ar  away,
     On st or my seas and f ar  away;
     Ni ght l y dr eams and t hought s by day,
     Ar e aye wi t h hi m t hat ' s  f ar  away.

     When i n summer  noon I  f ai nt ,
     As wear y f l ocks ar ound me pant ,
     Hapl y i n t hi s scor chi ng sun,
     My sai l or ' s  t hund' r i ng at  hi s gun;
     Bul l et s,  spar e my onl y j oy!
     Bul l et s,  spar e my dar l i ng boy!
     Fat e,  do wi t h me what  you may,
     Spar e but  hi m t hat ' s  f ar  away,
     On t he seas and f ar  away,
     On st or my seas and f ar  away;
     Fat e,  do wi t h me what  you may,
     Spar e but  hi m t hat ' s  f ar  away.

     At  t he st ar l ess,  mi dni ght  hour
     When Wi nt er  r ul es wi t h boundl ess power ,
     As t he st or ms t he f or est s t ear ,
     And t hunder s r end t he howl i ng ai r ,
     Li st eni ng t o t he doubl i ng r oar ,
     Sur gi ng on t he r ocky shor e,
     Al l  I  can—I  weep and pr ay
     For  hi s weal  t hat ' s  f ar  away,
     On t he seas and f ar  away,
     On st or my seas and f ar  away;
     Al l  I  can—I  weep and pr ay,
     For  hi s weal  t hat ' s  f ar  away.

     Peace,  t hy ol i ve wand ext end,
     And bi d wi l d War  hi s r avage end,
     Man wi t h br ot her  Man t o meet ,
     And as a br ot her  k i ndl y gr eet ;
     Then may heav' n wi t h pr osper ous gal es,
     Fi l l  my sai l or ' s  wel come sai l s ;
     To my ar ms t hei r  char ge convey,
     My dear  l ad t hat ' s  f ar  away.
     On t he seas and f ar  away,
     On st or my seas and f ar  away;



     To my ar ms t hei r  char ge convey,
     My dear  l ad t hat ' s  f ar  away.

Ca' The Yowes To The Knowes—Second Version
     Chor us. —Ca' t he yowes t o t he knowes,
     Ca'  t hem wher e t he heat her  gr ows,
     Ca'  t hem wher e t he bur ni e r owes,
     My boni e Dear i e.

     Har k t he mavi s '  e' eni ng sang,
     Soundi ng Cl ouden' s woods amang;
     Then a- f aul di ng l et  us gang,
     My boni e Dear i e.
     Ca'  t he yowes,  &c.

     We' l l  gae down by Cl ouden s i de,
     Thr o'  t he hazel s,  spr eadi ng wi de,
     O' er  t he waves t hat  sweet l y gl i de,
     To t he moon sae c l ear l y.
     Ca'  t he yowes,  &c.

     Yonder  Cl ouden' s s i l ent  t ower s, ^1
     Wher e,  at  moonshi ne' s mi dni ght  hour s,
     O' er  t he dewy- bendi ng f l ower s,
     Fai r i es dance sae cheer y.
     Ca'  t he yowes,  &c.

     Ghai st  nor  bogl e shal t  t hou f ear ,
     Thou' r t  t o Love and Heav' n sae dear ,
     Nocht  of  i l l  may come t hee near ;
     My boni e Dear i e.
     Ca'  t he yowes,  &c.

     Fai r  and l ovel y as t hou ar t ,
     Thou hast  st own my ver y hear t ;
     I  can di e—but  canna par t ,
     My boni e Dear i e.
     Ca'  t he yowes,  &c.

     [ Foot not e 1:  An ol d r ui n i n a sweet  s i t uat i on at  t he
     conf l uence of  t he Cl ouden and t he Ni t h. —R.  B. ]

She Says She Loes Me Best Of A'
     Tune—" Oonagh' s Wat er f al l . "

     Sae f l axen wer e her  r i ngl et s,
     Her  eyebr ows of  a dar ker  hue,
     Bewi t chi ngl y o' er - ar chi ng



     Twa l aughi ng e' en o'  l ovel y bl ue;
     Her  smi l i ng,  sae wyl i ng.
     Wad make a wr et ch f or get  hi s woe;
     What  pl easur e,  what  t r easur e,
     Unt o t hese r osy l i ps t o gr ow!
     Such was my Chl or i s '  boni e f ace,
     When f i r st  t hat  boni e f ace I  saw;
     And aye my Chl or i s '  dear est  char m—

She says,  she l o' es me best  of  a' .

     Li ke har mony her  mot i on,
     Her  pr et t y ankl e i s  a spy,
     Bet r ayi ng f ai r  pr opor t i on,
     Wad make a sai nt  f or get  t he sky:
     Sae war mi ng,  sae char mi ng,
     Her  f aul t l ess f or m and gr acef u'  ai r ;
     I l k  f eat ur e—aul d Nat ur e
     Decl ar ' d t hat  she coul d do nae mai r :
     Her s ar e t he wi l l i ng chai ns o'  l ove,
     By conquer i ng Beaut y ' s sover ei gn l aw;
     And st i l l  my Chl or i s '  dear est  char m—

She says,  she l o' es me best  of  a' .

     Let  ot her s l ove t he c i t y ,
     And gaudy show,  at  sunny noon;
     Gi e me t he l onel y val l ey,
     The dewy eve and r i s i ng moon,
     Fai r  beami ng,  and st r eami ng,
     Her  s i l ver  l i ght  t he boughs amang;
     Whi l e f al l i ng;  r ecal l i ng,
     The amor ous t hr ush concl udes hi s sang;
     Ther e,  dear est  Chl or i s,  wi l t  t hou r ove,
     By wi mpl i ng bur n and l eaf y shaw,
     And hear  my vows o'  t r ut h and l ove,
     And say,  t hou l o' es me best  of  a' .

To Dr. Maxwell
     On Mi ss Jessy St ai g' s r ecover y.

     Maxwel l ,  i f  mer i t  her e you cr ave,
     That  mer i t  I  deny;
     You save f ai r  Jessi e f r om t he gr ave! —

An Angel  coul d not  di e!

To The Beautiful Miss Eliza J—N
     On her  Pr i nci pl es of  Li ber t y and Equal i t y .



     How,  Li ber t y!  gi r l ,  can i t  be by t hee nam' d?
     Equal i t y  t oo!  hussey,  ar t  not  asham' d?
     Fr ee and Equal  i ndeed,  whi l e manki nd t hou enchai nest ,
     And over  t hei r  hear t s a pr oud Despot  so r ei gnest .

On Chloris
     Request i ng me t o gi ve her  a Spr i ng of  Bl ossomed Thor n.

     Fr om t he whi t e- bl ossom' d s l oe my dear  Chl or i s r equest ed
     A spr i g,  her  f ai r  br east  t o ador n:
     No,  by Heavens!  I  excl ai m' d,  l et  me per i sh,  i f  ever
     I  pl ant  i n t hat  bosom a t hor n!

On Seeing Mrs. Kemble In Yarico
     Kembl e,  t hou cur ' s t  my unbel i ef
     For  Moses and hi s r od;
     At  Yar i co' s sweet  nor  of  gr i ef
     The r ock wi t h t ear s had f l ow' d.

Epigram On A Country Laird,
     not  qui t e so wi se as Sol omon.

     Bl ess Jesus Chr i st ,  O Car donessp,
     Wi t h gr at ef ul ,  l i f t ed eyes,
     Who t aught  t hat  not  t he soul  al one,
     But  body t oo shal l  r i se;
     For  had He sai d " t he soul  al one
     Fr om deat h I  wi l l  del i ver , "
     Al as,  al as!  O Car doness,
     Then hadst  t hou l ai n f or  ever .

On Being Shewn A Beautiful Country Seat



     Bel ongi ng t o t he same Lai r d.

     We gr ant  t hey' r e t hi ne,  t hose beaut i es al l ,
     So l ovel y i n our  eye;
     Keep t hem,  t hou eunuch,  Car doness,
     For  ot her s t o enj oy!

On Hearing It Asserted Falsehood
     i s  expr essed i n t he Rev.  Dr .  Babi ngt on' s ver y l ooks.

     That  t her e i s  a f al sehood i n hi s l ooks,
     I  must  and wi l l  deny:
     They t el l  t hei r  Mast er  i s  a knave,
     And sur e t hey do not  l i e.

On A Suicide
     Ear t h' d up,  her e l i es an i mp o'  hel l ,
     Pl ant ed by Sat an' s di bbl e;
     Poor  s i l l y  wr et ch,  he' s damned hi msel ' ,
     To save t he Lor d t he t r oubl e.

On A Swearing Coxcomb
     Her e cur si ng,  swear i ng Bur t on l i es,
     A buck,  a beau,  or  " Dem my eyes! "
     Who i n hi s l i f e di d l i t t l e good,
     And hi s l ast  wor ds wer e " Dem my bl ood! "

On An Innkeeper Nicknamed "The Marquis"
     Her e l i es a mock Mar qui s,  whose t i t l es wer e shamm' d,
     I f  ever  he r i se,  i t  wi l l  be t o be damn' d.



On Andrew Turner
     I n se' ent een hunder ' n f or t y - ni ne,
     The dei l  gat  st uf f  t o mak a swi ne,
     An'  coost  i t  i n a cor ner ;
     But  wi l i l y  he chang' d hi s pl an,
     An'  shap' d i t  somet hi ng l i ke a man,
     An'  ca' d i t  Andr ew Tur ner .

Pretty Peg
     As I  gaed up by yon gat e- end,
     When day was waxi n'  wear y,
     Wha di d I  meet  come down t he st r eet ,
     But  pr et t y Peg,  my dear i e!

     Her  ai r  sae sweet ,  an'  shape compl et e,
     Wi '  nae pr opor t i on want i ng,
     The Queen of  Love di d never  move
     Wi '  mot i on mai r  enchant i ng.

     Wi '  l i nked hands we t ook t he sands,
     Adown yon wi ndi ng r i ver ;
     Oh,  t hat  sweet  hour  and shady bower ,
     For get  i t  shal l  I  never !

Esteem For Chloris
     As,  Chl or i s,  s i nce i t  may not  be,
     That  t hou of  l ove wi l t  hear ;
     I f  f r om t he l over  t hou maun f l ee,
     Yet  l et  t he f r i end be dear .

     Al t ho'  I  l ove my Chl or i s mai r
     Than ever  t ongue coul d t el l ;
     My passi on I  wi l l  ne' er  decl ar e—

I ' l l  say,  I  wi sh t hee wel l .

     Tho'  a'  my dai l y  car e t hou ar t ,
     And a'  my ni ght l y dr eam,
     I ' l l  hi de t he st r uggl e i n my hear t ,
     And say i t  i s  est eem.



Saw Ye My Dear, My Philly
     Tune—" When she cam'  ben she bobbi t . "

     O saw ye my Dear ,  my Phi l l y?
     O saw ye my Dear ,  my Phi l l y ,
     She' s down i '  t he gr ove,  she' s wi '  a new Love,
     She wi nna come hame t o her  Wi l l y .

     What  says she my dear ,  my Phi l l y?
     What  says she my dear ,  my Phi l l y?
     She l et s t hee t o wi t  she has t hee f or got ,
     And f or ever  di sowns t hee,  her  Wi l l y .

     O had I  ne' er  seen t hee,  my Phi l l y !
     O had I  ne' er  seen t hee,  my Phi l l y !
     As l i ght  as t he ai r ,  and f ause as t hou' s f ai r ,
     Thou' s br oken t he hear t  o'  t hy Wi l l y .

How Lang And Dreary Is The Night
     How l ang and dr ear y i s  t he ni ght
     When I  am f r ae my Dear i e;
     I  r est l ess l i e f r ae e' en t o mor n
     Though I  wer e ne' er  sae wear y.

     Chor us. —For  oh,  her  l anel y ni ght s ar e l ang!
     And oh,  her  dr eams ar e eer i e;
     And oh,  her  wi ndow' d hear t  i s  sai r ,
     That ' s  absent  f r ae her  Dear i e!

     When I  t hi nk on t he l i ght some days
     I  spent  wi '  t hee,  my Dear i e;
     And now what  seas bet ween us r oar ,
     How can I  be but  eer i e?
     For  oh,  &c.

     How sl ow ye move,  ye heavy hour s;
     The j oyl ess day how dr ear y:
     I t  was na sae ye gl i nt ed by,
     When I  was wi '  my Dear i e!
     For  oh,  &c.



Inconstancy In Love
     Tune—" Duncan Gr ay. "

     Let  not  Woman e' er  compl ai n
     Of  i nconst ancy i n l ove;
     Let  not  Woman e' er  compl ai n
     Fi ckl e Man i s apt  t o r ove:
     Look abr oad t hr o'  Nat ur e' s r ange,
     Nat ur e' s mi ght y Law i s change,
     Ladi es,  woul d i t  not  seem st r ange
     Man shoul d t hen a monst er  pr ove!

     Mar k t he wi nds,  and mar k t he ski es,
     Ocean' s ebb,  and ocean' s f l ow,
     Sun and moon but  set  t o r i se,
     Round and r ound t he seasons go.
     Why t hen ask of  s i l l y  Man
     To oppose gr eat  Nat ur e' s pl an?
     We' l l  be const ant  whi l e we can—

You can be no mor e,  you know.

The Lover's Morning Salute To His Mistress
     Tune—" Dei l  t ak t he war s. "

     Sl eep' st  t hou,  or  wak' st  t hou,  f ai r est  cr eat ur e?
     Rosy mor n now l i f t s  hi s eye,
     Number i ng i l ka bud whi ch Nat ur e
     Wat er s wi '  t he t ear s o'  j oy.
     Now,  t o t he st r eami ng f ount ai n,
     Or  up t he heat hy mount ai n,
     The har t ,  hi nd,  and r oe,  f r eel y,  wi l dl y - want on st r ay;
     I n t wi ni ng hazel  bower s,
     I t s  l ay t he l i nnet  pour s,
     The l aver ock t o t he sky
     Ascends,  wi '  sangs o'  j oy,
     Whi l e t he sun and t hou ar i se t o bl ess t he day.

     Phoebus gi l di ng t he br ow of  mor ni ng,
     Bani shes i l k  dar ksome shade,
     Nat ur e,  gl addeni ng and ador ni ng;
     Such t o me my l ovel y mai d.
     When f r ae my Chl or i s par t ed,
     Sad,  cheer l ess,  br oken- hear t ed,
     The ni ght ' s  gl oomy shades,  c l oudy,  dar k,  o' er cast  my sky:
     But  when she char ms my si ght ,
     I n pr i de of  Beaut y ' s l i ght —

When t hr o'  my ver y hear t
     Her  bur ni ng gl or i es dar t ;
     ' Ti s t hen—' t i s  t hen I  wake t o l i f e and j oy!



The Winter Of Life
     But  l at el y seen i n gl adsome gr een,
     The woods r ej oi c ' d t he day,
     Thr o'  gent l e shower s,  t he l aughi ng f l ower s
     I n doubl e pr i de wer e gay:
     But  now our  j oys ar e f l ed
     On wi nt er  bl ast s awa;
     Yet  mai den May,  i n r i ch ar r ay,
     Agai n shal l  br i ng t hem a' .

     But  my whi t e pow,  nae k i ndl y t howe
     Shal l  mel t  t he snaws of  Age;
     My t r unk of  ei l d,  but  buss or  bei l d,
     Si nks i n Ti me' s wi nt r y r age.
     Oh,  Age has wear y days,
     And ni ght s o'  s l eepl ess pai n:
     Thou gol den t i me,  o'  Yout hf u'  pr i me,
     Why comes t hou not  agai n!

Behold, My Love, How Green The Groves
     Tune—" My l odgi ng i s on t he col d gr ound. "

     Behol d,  my l ove,  how gr een t he gr oves,
     The pr i mr ose banks how f ai r ;
     The bal my gal es awake t he f l ower s,
     And wave t hy f l owi ng hai r .

     The l av ' r ock shuns t he pal ace gay,
     And o' er  t he cot t age s i ngs:
     For  Nat ur e smi l es as sweet ,  I  ween,
     To Shepher ds as t o Ki ngs.

     Let  mi nst r el s sweep t he ski l f u'  s t r i ng,
     I n l or dl y l i ght ed ha' :
     The Shepher d st ops hi s s i mpl e r eed,
     Bl yt he i n t he bi r ken shaw.

     The Pr i ncel y r evel  may sur vey
     Our  r ust i c  dance wi '  scor n;
     But  ar e t hei r  hear t s as l i ght  as our s,
     Beneat h t he mi l k - whi t e t hor n!

     The shepher d,  i n t he f l ower y gl en;
     I n shepher d' s phr ase,  wi l l  woo:
     The cour t i er  t el l s  a f i ner  t al e,
     But  i s  hi s hear t  as t r ue!

     These wi l d- wood f l ower s I ' ve pu' d,  t o deck
     That  spot l ess br east  o'  t hi ne:
     The cour t i er s '  gems may wi t ness l ove,
     But ,  ' t i s  na l ove l i ke mi ne.



The Charming Month Of May
     Tune—" Dai nt i e Davi e. "

     I t  was t he char mi ng mont h of  May,
     When al l  t he f l ow' r s wer e f r esh and gay.
     One mor ni ng,  by t he br eak of  day,
     The yout hf ul ,  char mi ng Chl oe—

Fr om peacef ul  s l umber  she ar ose,
     Gi r t  on her  mant l e and her  hose,
     And o' er  t he f l ow' r y mead she goes—

The yout hf ul ,  char mi ng Chl oe.

     Chor us. —Lovel y was she by t he dawn,
     Yout hf ul  Chl oe,  char mi ng Chl oe,
     Tr i ppi ng o' er  t he pear l y l awn,
     The yout hf ul ,  char mi ng Chl oe.

     The f eat her ' d peopl e you mi ght  see
     Per ch' d al l  ar ound on ever y t r ee,
     I n not es of  sweet est  mel ody
     They hai l  t he char mi ng Chl oe;
     Ti l l ,  pai nt i ng gay t he east er n ski es,
     The gl or i ous sun began t o r i se,
     Out r i val ' d by t he r adi ant  eyes
     Of  yout hf ul ,  char mi ng Chl oe.
     Lovel y was she,  &c.

Lassie Wi' The Lint-White Locks
     Tune—" Rot hi emur chi e' s Rant . "

     Chor us. —Lassi e wi ' t he l i nt - whi t e l ocks,
     Boni e l assi e,  ar t l ess l assi e,
     Wi l t  t hou wi '  me t ent  t he f l ocks,
     Wi l t  t hou be my Dear i e,  O?

     Now Nat ur e c l eeds t he f l ower y l ea,
     And a'  i s  young and sweet  l i ke t hee,
     O wi l t  t hou shar e i t s  j oys wi '  me,
     And say t hou' l t  be my Dear i e,  O.
     Lassi e wi '  t he,  &c.

     The pr i mr ose bank,  t he wi mpl i ng bur n,
     The cuckoo on t he mi l k - whi t e t hor n,
     The want on l ambs at  ear l y mor n,
     Shal l  wel come t hee,  my Dear i e,  O.
     Lassi e wi '  t he,  &c.

     And when t he wel come si mmer  shower



     Has cheer ' d i l k  dr oopi ng l i t t l e f l ower ,
     We' l l  t o t he br eat hi ng woodbi ne bower ,
     At  sul t r y noon,  my Dear i e,  O.
     Lassi e wi '  t he,  &c.

     When Cynt hi a l i ght s,  wi '  s i l ver  r ay,
     The wear y shear er ' s  hamewar d way,
     Thr o'  yel l ow wavi ng f i el ds we' l l  s t r ay,
     And t al k o'  l ove,  my Dear i e,  O.
     Lassi e wi '  t he,  &c.

     And when t he howl i ng wi nt r y bl ast
     Di st ur bs my Lassi e' s mi dni ght  r est ,
     Encl asped t o my f ai t hf u'  br east ,
     I ' l l  comf or t  t hee,  my Dear i e,  O.
     Lassi e wi '  t he,  &c.

Dialogue song—Philly And Willy
     Tune—" The Sow' s t ai l  t o Geor di e. "

          He.  O Phi l l y ,  happy be t hat  day,
     When r ovi ng t hr o'  t he gat her ' d hay,
     My yout hf u'  hear t  was st own away,
     And by t hy char ms,  my Phi l l y .

          She.  O Wi l l y ,  aye I  bl ess t he gr ove
     Wher e f i r s t  I  own' d my mai den l ove,
     Whi l st  t hou di d pl edge t he Power s above,
     To be my ai n dear  Wi l l y .

          Bot h.  For  a'  t he j oys t hat  gowd can gi e,
     I  di nna car e a s i ngl e f l i e;
     The l ad I  l ove' s t he l ad f or  me,
     The l ass I  l ove' s t he l ass f or  me,
     And t hat ' s  my ai n dear  Wi l l y .
     And t hat ' s  my ai n dear  Phi l l y .

          He.  As songst er s of  t he ear l y year ,
     Ar e i l ka day mai r  sweet  t o hear ,
     So i l ka day t o me mai r  dear
     And char mi ng i s my Phi l l y .

          She.  As on t he br i er  t he buddi ng r ose,
     St i l l  r i cher  br eat hes and f ai r er  bl ows,
     So i n my t ender  bosom gr ows
     The l ove I  bear  my Wi l l y .

          Bot h.  For  a'  t he j oys,  &c.

          He.  The mi l der  sun and bl uer  sky
     That  cr own my har vest  car es wi '  j oy,
     Wer e ne' er  sae wel come t o my eye
     As i s  a s i ght  o'  Phi l l y .

          She.  The l i t t l e swal l ow' s want on wi ng,
     Tho'  waf t i ng o' er  t he f l ower y Spr i ng,



     Di d ne' er  t o me si c t i di ngs br i ng,
     As meet i ng o'  my Wi l l y .
     Bot h.  For  a'  t he j oys,  &c.

          He.  The bee t hat  t hr o'  t he sunny hour
     Si ps nect ar  i n t he op' ni ng f l ower ,
     Compar ' d wi '  my del i ght  i s  poor ,
     Upon t he l i ps o'  Phi l l y .

          She.  The woodbi ne i n t he dewy weet ,
     When ev' ni ng shades i n s i l ence meet ,
     I s  nocht  sae f r agr ant  or  sae sweet
     As i s  a k i ss o'  Wi l l y .

          Bot h.  For  a'  t he j oys,  &c.

          He.  Let  f or t une' s wheel  at  r andom r i n,
     And f ool s may t i ne and knaves may wi n;
     My t hought s ar e a'  bound up i n ane,
     And t hat ' s  my ai n dear  Phi l l y .

          She.  What ' s a'  t he j oys t hat  gowd can gi e?
     I  di nna car e a s i ngl e f l i e;
     The l ad I  l ove' s t he l ad f or  me,
     And t hat ' s  my ai n dear  Wi l l y .

          Bot h.  For  a'  t he j oys,  &c.

Contented Wi' Little And Cantie Wi' Mair
     Tune—" Lumps o'  Puddi n' . "

     Cont ent ed wi '  l i t t l e,  and cant i e wi '  mai r ,
     Whene' er  I  f or gat her  wi '  Sor r ow and Car e,
     I  gi e t hem a skel p as t hey' r e cr eepi ng al ang,
     Wi '  a cog o'  gude swat s and an aul d Scot t i sh sang.
     Chor us—Cont ent ed wi '  l i t t l e,  &c.

     I  whi l es c l aw t he el bow o'  t r oubl esome t hought ;
     But  Man i s a soger ,  and Li f e i s  a f aught ;
     My mi r t h and gude humour  ar e coi n i n my pouch,
     And my Fr eedom' s my Lai r dshi p nae monar ch dar e t ouch.
     Cont ent ed wi '  l i t t l e,  &c.

     A t ownmond o'  t r oubl e,  shoul d t hat  be may f a' ,
     A ni ght  o'  gude f el l owshi p sowt her s i t  a' :
     When at  t he bl yt he end o'  our  j our ney at  l ast ,
     Wha t he dei l  ever  t hi nks o'  t he r oad he has past ?
     Cont ent ed wi '  l i t t l e,  &c.

     Bl i nd Chance,  l et  her  snapper  and st oyt e on her  way;
     Be' t  t o me,  be' t  f r ae me,  e' en l et  t he j ade gae:
     Come Ease,  or  come Tr avai l ,  come Pl easur e or  Pai n,
     My war st  wor d i s :  " Wel come,  and wel come agai n! "
     Cont ent ed wi '  l i t t l e,  &c.



Farewell Thou Stream
     Ai r —" Nansi e' s t o t he gr eenwood gane. "

     Far ewel l ,  t hou st r eam t hat  wi ndi ng f l ows
     Ar ound El i za' s dwel l i ng;
     O mem' r y!  spar e t he cr uel  t hoes
     Wi t hi n my bosom swel l i ng.
     Condemn' d t o dr ag a hopel ess chai n
     And yet  i n secr et  l angui sh;
     To f eel  a f i r e i n ever y vei n,
     Nor  dar e di scl ose my angui sh.

     Love' s ver i est  wr et ch,  unseen,  unknown,
     I  f ai n my gr i ef s woul d cover ;
     The bur st i ng s i gh,  t h'  unweet i ng gr oan,
     Bet r ay t he hapl ess l over .
     I  know t hou doom' st  me t o despai r ,
     Nor  wi l t ,  nor  canst  r el i eve me;
     But ,  O El i za,  hear  one pr ayer —

For  pi t y ' s  sake f or gi ve me!

     The musi c of  t hy voi ce I  hear d,
     Nor  wi st  whi l e i t  ensl av ' d me;
     I  saw t hi ne eyes,  yet  not hi ng f ear ' d,
     Ti l l  f ear s no mor e had sav' d me:
     Th'  unwar y sai l or  t hus,  aghast
     The wheel i ng t or r ent  v i ewi ng,
     ' Mi d c i r c l i ng hor r or s s i nks at  l ast ,
     I n over whel mi ng r ui n.

Canst Thou Leave Me Thus, My Katie
     Tune—" Roy' s Wi f e. "

     Chor us—Canst  t hou l eave me t hus,  my Kat i e?
     Canst  t hou l eave me t hus,  my Kat i e?
     Wel l  t hou know' st  my achi ng hear t ,
     And canst  t hou l eave me t hus,  f or  pi t y?

     I s  t hi s t hy pl i ght ed,  f ond r egar d,
     Thus cr uel l y  t o par t ,  my Kat i e?
     I s  t hi s t hy f ai t hf ul  swai n' s r ewar d—

An achi ng,  br oken hear t ,  my Kat i e!
     Canst  t hou l eave me,  &c.

     Far ewel l !  and ne' er  such sor r ows t ear
     That  f i nk l e hear t  of  t hi ne,  my Kat i e!
     Thou maysn f i nd t hose wi l l  l ove t hee dear ,
     But  not  a l ove l i ke mi ne,  my Kat i e,



     Canst  t hou l eave me,  &c.

My Nanie's Awa
     Tune—" Ther e' l l  never  be peace t i l l  Jami e comes hame. "

     Now i n her  gr een mant l e bl yt he Nat ur e ar r ays,
     And l i s t ens t he l ambki ns t hat  bl eat  o' er  her  br aes;
     Whi l e bi r ds war bl e wel comes i n i l ka gr een shaw,
     But  t o me i t ' s  del i ght l ess—my Nani e' s awa.

     The snawdr ap and pr i mr ose our  woodl ands ador n,
     And v i ol et es bat he i n t he weet  o'  t he mor n;
     They pai n my sad bosom,  sae sweet l y t hey bl aw,
     They mi nd me o'  Nani e—and Nani e' s awa.

     Thou l av ' r ock t hat  spr i ngs f r ae t he dews of  t he l awn,
     The shepher d t o war n o'  t he gr ey - br eaki ng dawn,
     And t hou mel l ow mavi s t hat  hai l s  t he ni ght - f a' ,
     Gi ve over  f or  pi t y—my Nani e' s awa.

     Come Aut umn,  sae pensi ve,  i n yel l ow and gr ey,
     And soot he me wi '  t i di ngs o'  Nat ur e' s decay:
     The dar k,  dr ear y Wi nt er ,  and wi l d- dr i v i ng snaw
     Al ane can del i ght  me—now Nani e' s awa.

The Tear-Drop
     Wae i s my hear t ,  and t he t ear ' s  i n my e' e;
     Lang,  l ang has Joy been a st r anger  t o me:
     For saken and f r i endl ess,  my bur den I  bear ,
     And t he sweet  voi ce o'  Pi t y ne' er  sounds i n my ear .

     Love t hou hast  pl easur es,  and deep hae I  l uv ' d;
     Love,  t hou hast  sor r ows,  and sai r  hae I  pr uv ' d;
     But  t hi s br ui sed hear t  t hat  now bl eeds i n my br east ,
     I  can f eel ,  by i t s  t hr obbi ngs,  wi l l  soon be at  r est .

     Oh,  i f  I  wer e—wher e happy I  hae been—
Down by yon st r eam,  and yon boni e cast l e- gr een;

     For  t her e he i s wand' r i ng and musi ng on me,
     Wha wad soon dr y t he t ear - dr op t hat  c l i ngs t o my e' e.



For The Sake O' Somebody
     My hear t  i s  sai r —I  dar e na t el l ,
     My hear t  i s  sai r  f or  Somebody;
     I  coul d wake a wi nt er  ni ght
     For  t he sake o'  Somebody.
     O- hon!  f or  Somebody!
     O- hey!  f or  Somebody!
     I  coul d r ange t he wor l d ar ound,
     For  t he sake o'  Somebody.

     Ye Power s t hat  smi l e on v i r t uous l ove,
     O,  sweet l y smi l e on Somebody!
     Fr ae i l ka danger  keep hi m f r ee,
     And send me saf e my Somebody!
     O- hon!  f or  Somebody!
     O- hey!  f or  Somebody!
     I  wad do—what  wad I  not ?
     For  t he sake o'  Somebody.

1795

A Man's A Man For A' That
     Tune—" For  a'  t hat . "

     I s  t her e f or  honest  Pover t y
     That  hi ngs hi s head,  an'  a'  t hat ;
     The cowar d s l ave—we pass hi m by,
     We dar e be poor  f or  a'  t hat !
     For  a'  t hat ,  an'  a'  t hat .
     Our  t oi l s  obscur e an'  a'  t hat ,
     The r ank i s but  t he gui nea' s st amp,
     The Man' s t he gowd f or  a'  t hat .

     What  t hough on hamel y f ar e we di ne,
     Wear  hoddi n gr ey,  an'  a t hat ;
     Gi e f ool s t hei r  s i l ks,  and knaves t hei r  wi ne;
     A Man' s a Man f or  a'  t hat :
     For  a'  t hat ,  and a'  t hat ,
     Thei r  t i nsel  show,  an'  a'  t hat ;
     The honest  man,  t ho'  e' er  sae poor ,
     I s  k i ng o'  men f or  a'  t hat .

     Ye see yon bi r k i e,  ca' d a l or d,
     Wha st r ut s,  an'  st ar es,  an'  a'  t hat ;
     Tho'  hundr eds wor shi p at  hi s wor d,
     He' s but  a coof  f or  a'  t hat :
     For  a'  t hat ,  an'  a'  t hat ,



     Hi s r i bband,  st ar ,  an'  a'  t hat :
     The man o'  i ndependent  mi nd
     He l ooks an'  l aughs at  a'  t hat .

     A pr i nce can mak a bel t ed kni ght ,
     A mar qui s,  duke,  an'  a'  t hat ;
     But  an honest  man' s abon hi s mi ght ,
     Gude f ai t h,  he maunna f a'  t hat !
     For  a'  t hat ,  an'  a'  t hat ,
     Thei r  di gni t i es an'  a'  t hat ;
     The pi t h o'  sense,  an'  pr i de o'  wor t h,
     Ar e hi gher  r ank t han a'  t hat .

     Then l et  us pr ay t hat  come i t  may,
     ( As come i t  wi l l  f or  a'  t hat , )
     That  Sense and Wor t h,  o' er  a'  t he ear t h,
     Shal l  bear  t he gr ee,  an'  a'  t hat .
     For  a'  t hat ,  an'  a'  t hat ,
     I t ' s  comi ng yet  f or  a'  t hat ,
     That  Man t o Man,  t he wor l d o' er ,
     Shal l  br ot her s be f or  a'  t hat .

Craigieburn Wood
     Sweet  f a' s t he eve on Cr ai gi ebur n,
     And bl yt he awakes t he mor r ow;
     But  a'  t he pr i de o'  Spr i ng' s r et ur n
     Can y i el d me nocht  but  sor r ow.

     I  see t he f l ower s and spr eadi ng t r ees,
     I  hear  t he wi l d bi r ds s i ngi ng;
     But  what  a wear y wi ght  can pl ease,
     And Car e hi s bosom wr i ngi ng!

     Fai n,  f ai n woul d I  my gr i ef s i mpar t ,
     Yet  dar e na f or  your  anger ;
     But  secr et  l ove wi l l  br eak my hear t ,
     I f  I  conceal  i t  l anger .

     I f  t hou r ef use t o pi t y me,
     I f  t hou shal t  l ove anot her ,
     When yon gr een l eaves f ade f r ae t he t r ee,
     Ar ound my gr ave t hey' l l  wi t her .

Versicles of 1795



The Solemn League And Covenant
     The Sol emn League and Covenant
     Now br i ngs a smi l e,  now br i ngs a t ear ;
     But  sacr ed Fr eedom,  t oo,  was t hei r s:
     I f  t hou' r t  a s l ave,  i ndul ge t hy sneer .

     Compl i ment s Of  John Syme Of  Ryedal e

Lines sent with a Present of a Dozen of Porter.
     O had t he mal t  t hy st r engt h of  mi nd,
     Or  hops t he f l avour  of  t hy wi t ,
     ' Twer e dr i nk f or  f i r s t  of  human ki nd,
     A gi f t  t hat  e' en f or  Syme wer e f i t .

     Jer usal em Taver n,  Dumf r i es.

Inscription On A Goblet
     Ther e' s Deat h i n t he cup,  so bewar e!
     Nay,  mor e—t her e i s  danger  i n t ouchi ng;
     But  who can avoi d t he f el l  snar e,
     The man and hi s wi ne' s so bewi t chi ng!

Apology For Declining An Invitation To Dine
     No mor e of  your  guest s,  be t hey t i t l ed or  not ,
     And cooker y t he f i r s t  i n t he nat i on;
     Who i s pr oof  t o t hy per sonal  conver se and wi t ,
     I s  pr oof  t o al l  ot her  t empt at i on.



Epitaph For Mr. Gabriel Richardson
     Her e Br ewer  Gabr i el ' s  f i r e' s ext i nct ,
     And empt y al l  hi s bar r el s:
     He' s bl est —i f ,  as he br ew' d,  he dr i nk,
     I n upr i ght ,  honest  mor al s.

Epigram On Mr. James Gracie
     Gr aci e,  t hou ar t  a man of  wor t h,
     O be t hou Dean f or  ever !
     May he be damned t o hel l  hencef or t h,
     Who f aut s t hy wei ght  or  measur e!

Bonie Peg-a-Ramsay
     Caul d i s  t he e' eni n bl ast ,
     O'  Bor eas o' er  t he pool ,
     An'  dawi n'  i t  i s  dr ear y,
     When bi r ks ar e bar e at  Yul e.

     Caul d bl aws t he e' eni n bl ast ,
     When bi t t er  bi t es t he f r ost ,
     And,  i n t he mi r k and dr ear y dr i f t ,
     The hi l l s  and gl ens ar e l ost :

     Ne' er  sae mur ky bl ew t he ni ght
     That  dr i f t ed o' er  t he hi l l ,
     But  boni e Peg- a- Ramsay
     Gat  gr i st  t o her  mi l l .

Inscription At Friars' Carse Hermitage
     To t he Memor y of  Rober t  Ri ddel l .

     To Ri ddel l ,  much l ament ed man,
     Thi s i v i ed cot  was dear ;
     Wandr ' er ,  dost  val ue mat chl ess wor t h?
     Thi s i v i ed cot  r ever e.



There Was A Bonie Lass
     Ther e was a boni e l ass,  and a boni e,  boni e l ass,
     And she l o' ed her  boni e l addi e dear ;
     Ti l l  War ' s l oud al ar ms t or e her  l addi e f r ae her  ar ms,
     Wi '  mony a s i gh and t ear .
     Over  sea,  over  shor e,  wher e t he cannons l oudl y r oar ,
     He st i l l  was a st r anger  t o f ear ;
     And nocht  coul d hi m quai l ,  or  hi s bosom assai l ,
     But  t he boni e l ass he l o' ed sae dear .

Wee Willie Gray
     Tune—" Wee Tot um Fogg. "

     Wee Wi l l i e Gr ay,  and hi s l eat her  wal l et ,
     Peel  a wi l l ow wand t o be hi m boot s and j acket ;
     The r ose upon t he br ei r  wi l l  be hi m t r ews an'  doubl et ,
     The r ose upon t he br ei r  wi l l  be hi m t r ews an'  doubl et ,
     Wee Wi l l i e Gr ay,  and hi s l eat her  wal l et ,
     Twi ce a l i l y - f l ower  wi l l  be hi m sar k and cr avat ;
     Feat her s of  a f l ee wad f eat her  up hi s bonnet ,
     Feat her s of  a f l ee wad f eat her  up hi s bonnet .

O Aye My Wife She Dang Me
     Chor us—O aye my wi f e she dang me,
     An'  af t  my wi f e she bang' d me,
     I f  ye gi e a woman a'  her  wi l l ,
     Gude f ai t h!  she' l l  soon o' er - gang ye.

     On peace an'  r est  my mi nd was bent ,
     And,  f ool  I  was!  I  mar r i ed;
     But  never  honest  man' s i nt ent
     Sane cur sedl y mi scar r i ed.
     O aye my wi f e,  &c.

     Some sai r i e comf or t  at  t he l ast ,
     When a'  t hi r  days ar e done,  man,
     My pai ns o'  hel l  on ear t h i s  past ,
     I ' m sur e o'  bl i ss aboon,  man,
     O aye my wi f e,  &c.



Gude Ale Keeps The Heart Aboon
     Chor us—O gude al e comes and gude al e goes;
     Gude al e gar s me sel l  my hose,
     Sel l  my hose,  and pawn my shoon—

Gude al e keeps my hear t  aboon!

     I  had sax owsen i n a pl eugh,
     And t hey dr ew a'  weel  eneugh:
     I  sel l ' d t hem a'  j ust  ane by ane—

Gude al e keeps t he hear t  aboon!
     O gude al e comes,  &c.

     Gude al e hauds me bar e and busy,
     Gar s me moop wi '  t he ser vant  hi zzi e,
     St and i '  t he st ool  when I  hae done—

Gude al e keeps t he hear t  aboon!
     O gude al e comes,  &c.

O Steer Her Up An' Haud Her Gaun
     O st eer  her  up,  an'  haud her  gaun,
     Her  mi t her ' s  at  t he mi l l ,  j o;
     An'  gi n she wi nna t ak a man,
     E' en l et  her  t ak her  wi l l ,  j o.
     Fi r st  shor e her  wi '  a gent l e k i ss,
     And ca'  ani t her  gi l l ,  j o;
     An'  gi n she t ak t he t hi ng ami ss,
     E' en l et  her  f l y t e her  f i l l ,  j o.

     O st eer  her  up,  an'  be na bl at e,
     An'  gi n she t ak i t  i l l ,  j o,
     Then l eave t he l assi e t i l l  her  f at e,
     And t i me nae l anger  spi l l ,  j o:
     Ne' er  br eak your  hear t  f or  ae r ebut e,
     But  t hi nk upon i t  s t i l l ,  j o:
     That  gi n t he l assi e wi nna do' t ,
     Ye' l l  f i nd ani t her  wi l l ,  j o.

The Lass O' Ecclefechan
     Tune—" Jack o'  Lat i n. "



     Gat  ye me,  O gat  ye me,
     O gat  ye me wi '  naet hi ng?
     Rock an r eel ,  and spi nni ng wheel ,
     A mi ckl e quar t er  basi n:
     Bye at t our  my Gut cher  has
     A hei ch house and a l ai ch ane,
     A'  f or bye my boni e sel ,
     The t oss o'  Eccl ef echan.

     O haud your  t ongue now,  Lucky Lang,
     O haud your  t ongue and j auner
     I  hel d t he gat e t i l l  you I  met ,
     Syne I  began t o wander :
     I  t i nt  my whi st l e and my sang,
     I  t i nt  my peace and pl easur e;
     But  your  gr een gr af f ,  now Lucky Lang,
     Wad ai r t  me t o my t r easur e.

O Let Me In Thes Ae Night
     O Lassi e,  ar e ye s l eepi n yet ,
     Or  ar e ye wauki n,  I  wad wi t ?
     For  Love has bound me hand an'  f i t ,
     And I  woul d f ai n be i n,  j o.

     Chor us—O l et  me i n t hi s ae ni ght ,
     Thi s ae,  ae,  ae ni ght ;
     O l et  me i n t hi s ae ni ght ,
     I ' l l  no come back agai n,  j o!

     O hear ' st  t hou not  t he wi nd an'  weet ?
     Nae st ar  bl i nks t hr o'  t he dr i v i ng s l eet ;
     Tak pi t y on my wear y f eet ,
     And shi el d me f r ae t he r ai n,  j o.
     O l et  me i n,  &c.

     The bi t t er  bl ast  t hat  r ound me bl aws,
     Unheeded howl s,  unheeded f a' s;
     The caul dness o'  t hy hear t ' s  t he cause
     Of  a'  my car e and pi ne,  j o.
     O l et  me i n,  &c.

Her Answer
     O t el l  na me o'  wi nd an'  r ai n,
     Upbr ai d na me wi '  caul d di sdai n,
     Gae back t he gat e ye cam agai n,
     I  wi nna l et  ye i n,  j o.

     Chor us—I  t el l  you now t hi s ae ni ght ,



     Thi s ae,  ae,  ae ni ght ;
     And ance f or  a'  t hi s ae ni ght ,
     I  wi nna l et  ye i n,  j o.

     The snel l est  bl ast ,  at  mi r kest  hour s,
     That  r ound t he pat hl ess wand' r er  pour s
     I s  nocht  t o what  poor  she endur es,
     That ' s  t r ust ed f ai t hl ess man,  j o.
     I  t el l  you now,  &c.

     The sweet est  f l ower  t hat  deck' d t he mead,
     Now t r odden l i ke t he v i l est  weed—

Let  s i mpl e mai d t he l esson r ead
     The wei r d may be her  ai n,  j o.
     I  t el l  you now,  &c.

     The bi r d t hat  char m' d hi s summer  day,
     I s  now t he cr uel  Fowl er ' s  pr ey;
     Let  wi t l ess,  t r ust i ng,  Woman say
     How af t  her  f at e' s t he same,  j o!
     I  t el l  you now,  &c.

I'll Aye Ca' In By Yon Town
     Ai r —" I ' l l  gang nae mai r  t o yon t oun. "

     Chor us—I ' l l  aye ca'  i n by yon t own,
     And by yon gar den- gr een agai n;
     I ' l l  aye ca'  i n by yon t own,
     And see my boni e Jean agai n.

     Ther e' s nane sal l  ken,  t her e' s nane can guess
     What  br i ngs me back t he gat e agai n,
     But  she,  my f ai r est  f ai t hf u'  l ass,
     And st ownl i ns we sal l  meet  agai n.
     I ' l l  aye ca'  i n,  &c.

     She' l l  wander  by t he ai ken t r ee,
     When t r yst i n t i me dr aws near  agai n;
     And when her  l ovel y f or m I  see,
     O hai t h!  she' s doubl y dear  agai n.
     I ' l l  aye ca'  i n,  &c.

O Wat Ye Wha's In Yon Town
     Tune—" I ' l l  gang nae mai r  t o yon t oun. "

     Chor us—O wat  ye wha' s i n yon t own,
     Ye see t he e' eni n sun upon,



     The dear est  mai d' s i n yon t own,
     That  e' eni ng sun i s shi ni ng on.

     Now hapl y down yon gay gr een shaw,
     She wander s by yon spr eadi ng t r ee;
     How bl est  ye f l ower s t hat  r ound her  bl aw,
     Ye cat ch t he gl ances o'  her  e' e!
     O wat  ye wha' s,  &c.

     How bl est  ye bi r ds t hat  r ound her  s i ng,
     And wel come i n t he bl oomi ng year ;
     And doubl y wel come be t he Spr i ng,
     The season t o my Jeani e dear .
     O wat  ye wha' s,  &c.

     The sun bl i nks bl yt he on yon t own,
     Among t he br oomy br aes sae gr een;
     But  my del i ght  i n yon t own,
     And dear est  pl easur e,  i s  my Jean.
     O wat  ye wha' s,  &c.

     Wi t hout  my Fai r ,  not  a'  t he char ms
     O'  Par adi se coul d y i el d me j oy;
     But  gi ve me Jeani e i n my ar ms
     And wel come Lapl and' s dr ear y sky!
     O wat  ye wha' s,  &c.

     My cave wad be a l over ' s  bower ,
     Tho'  r agi ng Wi nt er  r ent  t he ai r ;
     And she a l ovel y l i t t l e f l ower ,
     That  I  wad t ent  and shel t er  t her e.
     O wat  ye wha' s,  &c.

     O sweet  i s  she i n yon t own,
     The s i nki n,  sun' s gane down upon;
     A f ai r er  t han' s i n yon t own,
     Hi s set t i ng beam ne' er  shone upon.
     O wat  ye wha' s,  &c.

     I f  angr y Fat e i s  swor n my f oe,
     And suf f ' r i ng I  am doom' d t o bear ;
     I  car el ess qui t  aught  el se bel ow,
     But  spar e,  O spar e me Jeani e dear .
     O wat  ye wha' s,  &c.

     For  whi l e l i f e' s  dear est  bl ood i s war m,
     Ae t hought  f r ae her  shal l  ne' er  depar t ,
     And she,  as f ai r est  i s  her  f or m,
     She has t he t r uest ,  k i ndest  hear t .
     O wat  ye wha' s,  &c.

Ballads on Mr. Heron's Election, 1795
     Bal l ad Fi r st

     Whom wi l l  you send t o London t own,
     To Par l i ament  and a'  t hat ?



     Or  wha i n a'  t he count r y r ound
     The best  deser ves t o f a'  t hat ?
     For  a'  t hat ,  and a'  t hat ,
     Thr o'  Gal l oway and a'  t hat ,
     Wher e i s t he Lai r d or  bel t ed Kni ght
     The best  deser ves t o f a'  t hat ?

     Wha sees Ker r ought r ee' s open yet t ,
     ( And wha i s ' t  never  saw t hat ?)
     Wha ever  wi '  Ker r ought r ee met ,
     And has a doubt  of  a'  t hat ?
     For  a'  t hat ,  and a'  t hat ,
     Her e' s Her on yet  f or  a'  t hat !
     The i ndependent  pat r i ot ,
     The honest  man,  and a'  t hat .

     Tho'  wi t  and wor t h,  i n ei t her  sex,
     Sai nt  Mar y ' s I s l e can shaw t hat ,
     Wi '  Dukes and Lor ds l et  Sel k i r k mi x,
     And weel  does Sel k i r k f a'  t hat .
     For  a'  t hat ,  and a'  t hat ,
     Her e' s Her on yet  f or  a'  t hat !
     The i ndependent  commoner
     Shal l  be t he man f or  a'  t hat .

     But  why shoul d we t o Nobl es j ouk,
     And i s ' t  agai nst  t he l aw,  t hat ?
     For  why,  a Lor d may be a gowk,
     Wi '  r i bband,  st ar  and a'  t hat ,
     For  a'  t hat ,  and a'  t hat ,
     Her e' s Her on yet  f or  a'  t hat !
     A Lor d may be a l ousy l oun,
     Wi '  r i bband,  st ar  and a'  t hat .

     A bear dl ess boy comes o' er  t he hi l l s ,
     Wi '  uncl e' s pur se and a'  t hat ;
     But  we' l l  hae ane f r ae mang our sel s,
     A man we ken,  and a'  t hat .
     For  a'  t hat ,  and a'  t hat ,
     Her e' s Her on yet  f or  a'  t hat !
     For  we' r e not  t o be bought  and sol d,
     Li ke nai gs,  and nowt ,  and a'  t hat .

     Then l et  us dr i nk—The St ewar t r y,
     Ker r ought r ee' s l ai r d,  and a'  t hat ,
     Our  r epr esent at i ve t o be,
     For  weel  he' s wor t hy a'  t hat .
     For  a'  t hat ,  and a'  t hat ,
     Her e' s Her on yet  f or  a'  t hat !
     A House of  Commons such as he,
     They wad be bl est  t hat  saw t hat .

     Bal l ad Second—El ect i on Day

     Tune—" Fy,  l et  us a'  t o t he Br i dal . "

     Fy,  l et  us a'  t o Ki r kcudbr i ght ,
     For  t her e wi l l  be bi cker i n'  t her e;
     For  Mur r ay ' s l i ght  hor se ar e t o must er ,
     And O how t he her oes wi l l  swear !
     And t her e wi l l  be Mur r ay,  Commander ,
     And Gor don,  t he bat t l e t o wi n;
     Li ke br ot her s t hey' l l  s t and by each ot her ,
     Sae kni t  i n al l i ance and k i n.



     And t her e wi l l  be bl ack- nebbi t  Johni e,
     The t ongue o'  t he t r ump t o t hem a' ;
     An he get  na Hel l  f or  hi s haddi n' ,
     The Dei l  get s na j ust i ce ava.

     And t her e wi l l  be Kempl et on' s bi r k i e,
     A boy no sae bl ack at  t he bane;
     But  as t o hi s f i ne Nabob f or t une,
     We' l l  e' en l et  t he subj ect  al ane.

     And t her e wi l l  be Wi gt on' s new Sher i f f ;
     Dame Just i ce f u'  br awl y has sped,
     She' s got t en t he hear t  of  a Bushby,
     But ,  Lor d!  what ' s  become o'  t he head?
     And t her e wi l l  be Car doness,  Esqui r e,
     Sae mi ght y i n Car doness'  eyes;
     A wi ght  t hat  wi l l  weat her  damnat i on,
     The Devi l  t he pr ey wi l l  despi se.

     And t her e wi l l  be Dougl asses dought y,
     New chr i st eni ng t owns f ar  and near ;
     Abj ur i ng t hei r  democr at  doi ngs,
     By k i ss i n'  t he- o'  a Peer :
     And t her e wi l l  be f ol k f r ae Sai nt  Mar y ' s
     A house o'  gr eat  mer i t  and not e;
     The dei l  ane but  honour s t hem hi ghl y—

The dei l  ane wi l l  gi e t hem hi s vot e!

     And t her e wi l l  be Kenmur e sae gen' r ous,
     Whose honour  i s  pr oof  t o t he st or m,
     To save t hem f r om st ar k r epr obat i on,
     He l ent  t hem hi s name i n t he Fi r m.
     And t her e wi l l  be l ads o'  t he gospel ,
     Mui r head wha' s as gude as he' s t r ue;
     And t her e wi l l  be Bui t t l e' s  Apost l e,
     Wha' s mai r  o'  t he bl ack t han t he bl ue.

     And t her e wi l l  be Logan M' Dowal l ,
     Scul dudd' r y an'  he wi l l  be t her e,
     And al so t he Wi l d Scot  o'  Gal l oway,
     Soger i ng,  gunpowder  Bl ai r .
     But  we wi nna ment i on Redcast l e,
     The body,  e' en l et  hi m escape!
     He' d vent ur e t he gal l ows f or  s i l l er ,
     An ' t wer e na t he cost  o'  t he r ape.

     But  wher e i s  t he Dogger bank her o,
     That  made " Hogan Mogan"  t o skul k?
     Poor  Kei t h' s gane t o hel l  t o be f uel ,
     The aul d r ot t en wr eck of  a Hul k.
     And wher e i s  our  Ki ng' s Lor d Li eut enant ,
     Sae f am' d f or  hi s gr at ef u'  r et ur n?
     The bi r k i e i s  get t i n'  hi s Quest i ons
     To say i n Sai nt  St ephen' s t he mor n.

     But  mar k ye!  t her e' s t r ust y Ker r ought r ee,
     Whose honor  was ever  hi s l aw;
     I f  t he Vi r t ues wer e pack' d i n a par cel ,
     Hi s wor t h mi ght  be sampl e f or  a' ;
     And st r ang an'  r espect f u' s hi s backi ng,
     The mai st  o'  t he l ai r ds wi '  hi m st and;
     Nae gi psy- l i ke nomi nal  bar ons,
     Wha' s pr oper t y ' s paper —not  l and.



     And t her e,  f r ae t he Ni ddi sdal e bor der s,
     The Maxwel l s wi l l  gat her  i n dr oves,
     Teugh Jocki e,  st aunch Geor di e,  an'  Wel l wood,
     That  gr i ens f or  t he f i shes and l oaves;
     And t her e wi l l  be Her on,  t he Maj or ,
     Wha' l l  ne' er  be f or got  i n t he Gr eys;
     Our  f l at t ' r y  we' l l  keep f or  some ot her ,
     Hi m,  onl y i t ' s  j ust i ce t o pr ai se.

     And t her e wi l l  be mai den Ki l ker r an,
     And al so Bar ski mmi ng' s gude Kni ght ,
     And t her e wi l l  be r oar i n Bi r t whi st l e,
     Yet  l ucki l y  r oar s i '  t he r i ght .
     And t her e' l l  be St amp Of f i ce Johni e,
     ( Tak t ent  how ye pur chase a dr am! )
     And t her e wi l l  be gay Cassencar r y,
     And t her e' l l  be gl eg Col onel  Tam.

     And t her e' l l  be weal t hy young Ri char d,
     Dame For t une shoul d hi ng by t he neck,
     For  pr odi gal ,  t hr i f t l ess best owi ng—

Hi s mer i t  had won hi m r espect .

     And t her e wi l l  be r i ch br ot her  nabobs,
     ( Tho'  Nabobs,  yet  men not  t he wor st , )
     And t her e wi l l  be Col l i est on' s whi sker s,
     And Qui nt i n—a l ad o'  t he f i r s t .

     Then hey!  t he chast e I nt er est  o'  Br ought on
     And hey!  f or  t he bl essi n' s ' t wi l l  br i ng;
     I t  may send Bal maghi e t o t he Commons,
     I n Sodom ' t woul d make hi m a k i ng;
     And hey!  f or  t he sanct i f i ed Mur r ay,
     Our  l and wha wi '  chapel s has st or ' d;
     He f ounder ' d hi s hor se among har l ot s,
     But  gi ed t he aul d nai g t o t he Lor d.

     Bal l ad Thi r d

     John Bushby' s Lament at i on.

     Tune—" Babes i n t he Wood. "

     ' Twas i n t he sevent een hunder  year
     O'  gr ace,  and ni net y - f i ve,
     That  year  I  was t he wae' est  man
     Of  ony man al i ve.

     I n Mar ch t he t hr ee- an' - t went i et h mor n,
     The sun r ai se c l ear  an'  br i ght ;
     But  oh!  I  was a waef u'  man,
     Er e t o- f a'  o'  t he ni ght .

     Yer l  Gal l oway l ang di d r ul e t hi s l and,
     Wi '  equal  r i ght  and f ame,
     And t her et o was hi s k i nsmen j oi n' d,
     The Mur r ay ' s nobl e name.

     Yer l  Gal l oway' s man o'  men was I ,
     And chi ef  o'  Br ought on' s host ;
     So t wa bl i nd beggar s,  on a st r i ng,
     The f ai t hf u'  t yke wi l l  t r ust .



     But  now Yer l  Gal l oway' s scept r e' s br oke,
     And Br ought on' s wi '  t he s l ai n,
     And I  my anci ent  cr af t  may t r y,
     Si n'  honest y i s  gane.

     ' Twas by t he banks o'  boni e Dee,
     Besi de Ki r kcudbr i ght ' s  t ower s,
     The St ewar t  and t he Mur r ay t her e,
     Di d must er  a'  t hei r  power s.

     Then Mur r ay on t he aul d gr ey yaud,
     Wi '  wi nged spur s di d r i de,
     That  aul d gr ey yaud a'  Ni dsdal e r ade,
     He st aw upon Ni dsi de.

     And t her e had na been t he Yer l  hi msel ,
     O t her e had been nae pl ay;
     But  Gar l i es was t o London gane,
     And sae t he kye mi ght  st r ay.

     And t her e was Bal maghi e,  I  ween,
     I n f r ont  r ank he wad shi ne;
     But  Bal maghi e had bet t er  been
     Dr i nki n'  Madei r a wi ne.

     And f r ae Gl enkens cam t o our  ai d
     A chi ef  o'  dought y deed;
     I n case t hat  wor t h shoul d want ed be,
     O'  Kenmur e we had need.

     And by our  banner s mar ch' d Mui r head,
     And Bui t t l e was na s l ack;
     Whase hal y pr i est hood nane coul d st ai n,
     For  wha coul d dye t he bl ack?

     And t her e was gr ave squi r e Car doness,
     Look' d on t i l l  a'  was done;
     Sae i n t he t ower  o'  Car doness
     A howl et  s i t s  at  noon.

     And t her e l ed I  t he Bushby c l an,
     My gamesome bi l l i e,  Wi l l ,
     And my son Mai t l and,  wi se as br ave,
     My f oot st eps f ol l ow' d st i l l .

     The Dougl as and t he Her on' s name,
     We set  nought  t o t hei r  scor e;
     The Dougl as and t he Her on' s name,
     Had f el t  our  wei ght  bef or e.

     But  Dougl asses o'  wei ght  had we,
     The pai r  o'  l ust y l ai r ds,
     For  bui l di ng cot - houses sae f am' d,
     And chr i st eni n'  kai l - yar ds.

     And t her e Redcast l e dr ew hi s swor d,
     That  ne' er  was st ai n' d wi '  gor e,
     Save on a wand' r er  l ame and bl i nd,
     To dr i ve hi m f r ae hi s door .

     And l ast  cam cr eepi n'  Col l i est on,
     Was mai r  i n f ear  t han wr at h;
     Ae knave was const ant  i n hi s mi nd—

To keep t hat  knave f r ae scai t h.



Inscription For An Altar Of Independence
     At  Ker r ought r ee,  t he Seat  of  Mr .  Her on.

     Thou of  an i ndependent  mi nd,
     Wi t h soul  r esol v ' d,  wi t h soul  r esi gn' d;
     Pr epar ' d Power ' s pr oudest  f r own t o br ave,
     Who wi l t  not  be,  nor  have a s l ave;
     Vi r t ue al one who dost  r ever e,
     Thy own r epr oach al one dost  f ear —

Appr oach t hi s shr i ne,  and wor shi p her e.

The Cardin O't, The Spinnin O't
     I  cof t  a st ane o'  hasl ock woo' ,
     To mak a wab t o Johni e o' t ;
     For  Johni e i s  my onl y j o,
     I  l oe hi m best  of  oni e yet .

     Chor us—The car di n'  o' t ,  t he spi nni n'  o' t ,
     The war pi n'  o' t ,  t he wi nni n'  o' t ;
     When i l ka el l  cost  me a gr oat ,
     The t ai l or  st aw t he l yni n'  o' t .

     For  t ho'  hi s l ocks be l yar t  gr ey,
     And t ho'  hi s br ow be bel d aboon,
     Yet  I  hae seen hi m on a day,
     The pr i de of  a'  t he par i shen.
     The car di n o' t ,  &c.

The Cooper O' Cuddy
     Tune—" Bab at  t he bowst er . "

     Chor us—We' l l  hi de t he Cooper  behi nt  t he door ,
     Behi nt  t he door ,  behi nt  t he door ,
     We' l l  hi de t he Cooper  behi nt  t he door ,
     And cover  hi m under  a mawn,  O.

     The Cooper  o'  Cuddy came her e awa,
     He ca' d t he gi r r s out  o' er  us a' ;
     An'  our  gudewi f e has got t en a ca' ,



     That ' s  anger ' d t he s i l l y  gudeman O.
     We' l l  hi de t he Cooper ,  &c.

     He sought  t hem out ,  he sought  t hem i n,
     Wi '  dei l  hae her !  an' ,  dei l  hae hi m!
     But  t he body he was sae doi t ed and bl i n' ,
     He wi st  na wher e he was gaun O.
     We' l l  hi de t he Cooper ,  &c.

     They cooper ' d at  e' en,  t hey cooper ' d at  mor n,
     Ti l l  our  gudeman has got t en t he scor n;
     On i l ka br ow she' s pl ant ed a hor n,
     And swear s t hat  t her e t hey sal l  s t an'  O.
     We' l l  hi de t he Cooper ,  &c.

The Lass That Made The Bed To Me
     When Januar '  wi nd was bl awi ng caul d,
     As t o t he nor t h I  t ook my way,
     The mi r ksome ni ght  di d me enf aul d,
     I  knew na wher e t o l odge t i l l  day:

     By my gude l uck a mai d I  met ,
     Just  i n t he mi ddl e o'  my car e,
     And k i ndl y she di d me i nvi t e
     To wal k i nt o a chamber  f ai r .

     I  bow' d f u'  l ow unt o t hi s mai d,
     And t hank' d her  f or  her  cour t esi e;
     I  bow' d f u'  l ow unt o t hi s mai d,
     An'  bade her  make a bed t o me;

     She made t he bed bai t h l ar ge and wi de,
     Wi '  t wa whi t e hands she spr ead i t  doun;
     She put  t he cup t o her  r osy l i ps,
     And dr ank—" Young man,  now sl eep ye soun' . "

     Chor us—The boni e l ass made t he bed t o me,
     The br aw l ass made t he bed t o me,
     I ' l l  ne' er  f or get  t i l l  t he day I  di e,
     The l ass t hat  made t he bed t o me.

     She snat ch' d t he candl e i n her  hand,
     And f r ae my chamber  went  wi '  speed;
     But  I  cal l ' d her  qui ckl y back agai n,
     To l ay some mai r  bel ow my head:

     A cod she l ai d bel ow my head,
     And ser ved me wi t h due r espect ,
     And,  t o sal ut e her  wi '  a k i ss,
     I  put  my ar ms about  her  neck.
     The boni e l ass,  &c.

     " Haud af f  your  hands,  young man! "  she sai d,
     " And di nna sae unci v i l  be;
     Gi f  ye hae ony l uve f or  me,
     O wr ang na my vi r gi ni t i e. "



     Her  hai r  was l i ke t he l i nks o'  gowd,
     Her  t eet h wer e l i ke t he i vor i e,
     Her  cheeks l i ke l i l i es di pt  i n wi ne,
     The l ass t hat  made t he bed t o me:
     The boni e l ass,  &c.

     Her  bosom was t he dr i ven snaw,
     Twa dr i f t ed heaps sae f ai r  t o see;
     Her  l i mbs t he pol i sh' d mar bl e st ane,
     The l ass t hat  made t he bed t o me.
     I  k i ss ' d her  o' er  and o' er  agai n,
     And aye she wi st  na what  t o say:
     I  l ai d her  ' t ween me and t he wa' ;
     The l assi e t hocht  na l ang t i l l  day.
     The boni e l ass,  &c.

     Upon t he mor r ow when we r ai se,
     I  t hank' d her  f or  her  cour t esi e;
     But  aye she bl ush' d and aye she s i gh' d,
     And sai d,  " Al as,  ye' ve r ui n' d me. "
     I  c l aps' d her  wai st ,  and k i ss ' d her  syne,
     Whi l e t he t ear  st ood t wi nkl i ng i n her  e' e;
     I  sai d,  my l assi e,  di nna cr y.
     For  ye aye shal l  make t he bed t o me.
     The boni e l ass,  &c.

     She t ook her  mi t her ' s  hol l and sheet s,
     An'  made t hem a'  i n sar ks t o me;
     Bl yt he and mer r y may she be,
     The l ass t hat  made t he bed t o me.

     Chor us—The boni e l ass made t he bed t o me,
     The br aw l ass made t he bed t o me.
     I ' l l  ne' er  f or get  t i l l  t he day I  di e,
     The l ass t hat  made t he bed t o me.

Had I The Wyte? She Bade Me
     Had I  t he wyt e,  had I  t he wyt e,
     Had I  t he wyt e? she bade me;
     She wat ch' d me by t he hi e- gat e s i de,
     And up t he l oan she shaw' d me.

     And when I  wadna vent ur e i n,
     A cowar d l oon she ca' d me:
     Had Ki r k an'  St at e been i n t he gat e,

I ' d l i ght ed when she bade me.

     Sae cr af t i l i e she t ook me ben,
     And bade me mak nae c l at t er ;
     " For  our  r amgunshoch,  gl um gudeman
     I s  o' er  ayont  t he wat er . "

     Whae' er  shal l  say I  want ed gr ace,
     When I  di d k i ss and dawt e her ,
     Let  hi m be pl ant ed i n my pl ace,
     Syne say,  I  was t he f aut or .



     Coul d I  f or  shame,  coul d I  f or  shame,
     Coul d I  f or  shame r ef us ' d her ;
     And wadna manhood been t o bl ame,
     Had I  unki ndl y used her !

     He c l aw' d her  wi '  t he r i ppl i n- kame,
     And bl ae and bl ui dy br ui s ' d her ;
     When si c a husband was f r ae hame,
     What  wi f e but  wad excus' d her !

     I  di ght ed aye her  e' en sae bl ue,
     An'  bann' d t he cr uel  r andy,
     And weel  I  wat ,  her  wi l l i n'  mou
     Was sweet  as sugar - candi e.

     At  gl oami n- shot ,  i t  was I  wot ,
     I  l i ght ed on t he Monday;
     But  I  cam t hr o'  t he Tyseday' s dew,
     To want on Wi l l i e' s  br andy.

Does Haughty Gaul Invasion Threat?
     Tune—" Push about  t he Jor um. "

     Does haught y Gaul  i nvasi on t hr eat ?
     Then l et  t he l ouns bewar e,  Si r ;
     Ther e' s wooden wal l s upon our  seas,
     And vol unt eer s on shor e,  Si r :
     The Ni t h shal l  r un t o Cor si ncon,
     And Cr i f f el  s i nk i n Sol way,
     Er e we per mi t  a For ei gn Foe
     On Br i t i sh gr ound t o r al l y !
     We' l l  ne' er  per mi t  a For ei gn Foe
     On Br i t i sh gr ound t o r al l y !

     O l et  us not ,  l i ke snar l i ng cur s,
     I n wr angl i ng be di v i ded,
     Ti l l ,  s l ap!  come i n an unco l oun,
     And wi '  a r ung deci de i t !
     Be Br i t ai n st i l l  t o Br i t ai n t r ue,
     Amang our sel ves uni t ed;
     For  never  but  by Br i t i sh hands
     Maun Br i t i sh wr angs be r i ght ed!
     No!  never  but  by Br i t i sh hands
     Shal l  Br i t i sh wr angs be r i ght ed!

     The Ket t l e o'  t he Ki r k and St at e,
     Per haps a c l out  may f ai l  i n' t ;
     But  dei l  a f or ei gn t i nkl er  l oun
     Shal l  ever  ca' a nai l  i n' t .
     Our  f at her ' s  bl ude t he Ket t l e bought ,
     And wha wad dar e t o spoi l  i t ;
     By Heav' ns!  t he sacr i l egi ous dog
     Shal l  f uel  be t o boi l  i t !
     By Heav' ns!  t he sacr i l egi ous dog
     Shal l  f uel  be t o boi l  i t !



     The wr et ch t hat  woul d a t yr ant  own,
     And t he wr et ch,  hi s t r ue- bor n br ot her ,
     Who woul d set  t he Mob aboon t he Thr one,
     May t hey be damn' d t oget her !
     Who wi l l  not  s i ng " God save t he Ki ng, "
     Shal l  hang as hi gh' s t he st eepl e;
     But  whi l e we s i ng " God save t he Ki ng, "
     We' l l  ne' er  f or get  The Peopl e!
     But  whi l e we s i ng " God save t he Ki ng, "
     We' l l  ne' er  f or get  The Peopl e!

Address To The Woodlark
     Tune—" Loch Er r och Si de. "

     O st ay,  sweet  war bl i ng woodl ar k,  st ay,
     Nor  qui t  f or  me t he t r embl i ng spr ay,
     A hapl ess l over  cour t s t hy l ay,
     Thy soot hi ng,  f ond compl ai ni ng.
     Agai n,  agai n t hat  t ender  par t ,
     That  I  may cat ch t hy mel t i ng ar t ;
     For  sur el y t hat  wad t ouch her  hear t
     Wha ki l l s  me wi '  di sdai ni ng.
     Say,  was t hy l i t t l e mat e unki nd,
     And hear d t hee as t he car el ess wi nd?
     Oh,  nocht  but  l ove and sor r ow j oi n' d,
     Si c not es o'  woe coul d wauken!
     Thou t el l s  o'  never - endi ng car e;
     O' speechl ess gr i ef ,  and dar k despai r :
     For  pi t y ' s  sake,  sweet  bi r d,  nae mai r !
     Or  my poor  hear t  i s  br oken.

Song.—On Chloris Being Ill
     Tune—" Aye wauken O. "

     Chor us—Long,  l ong t he ni ght ,
     Heavy comes t he mor r ow
     Whi l e my soul ' s  del i ght
     I s  on her  bed of  sor r ow.

     Can I  cease t o car e?
     Can I  cease t o l angui sh,
     Whi l e my dar l i ng Fai r
     I s  on t he couch of  angui sh?
     Long,  l ong,  &c.

     Ev ' r y hope i s f l ed,



     Ev ' r y f ear  i s  t er r or ,
     Sl umber  ev ' n I  dr ead,
     Ev ' r y dr eam i s hor r or .
     Long,  l ong,  &c.

     Hear  me,  Power s Di v i ne!
     Oh,  i n pi t y,  hear  me!
     Take aught  el se of  mi ne,
     But  my Chl or i s spar e me!
     Long,  l ong,  &c.

How Cruel Are The Parents
     Al t er ed f r om an ol d Engl i sh song.
     Tune—" John Ander son,  my j o. "

     How cr uel  ar e t he par ent s
     Who r i ches onl y pr i ze,
     And t o t he weal t hy booby
     Poor  Woman sacr i f i ce!
     Meanwhi l e,  t he hapl ess Daught er
     Has but  a choi ce of  st r i f e;
     To shun a t yr ant  Fat her ' s hat e—

Become a wr et ched Wi f e.

     The r aveni ng hawk pur sui ng,
     The t r embl i ng dove t hus f l i es,
     To shun i mpel l i ng r ui n,
     Awhi l e her  pi ni ons t r i es;
     Ti l l ,  of  escape despai r i ng,
     No shel t er  or  r et r eat ,
     She t r ust s t he r ut hl ess Fal coner ,
     And dr ops beneat h hi s f eet .

Mark Yonder Pomp Of Costly Fashion
     Ai r —" Dei l  t ak t he war s. "

     Mar k yonder  pomp of  cost l y  f ashi on
     Round t he weal t hy,  t i t l ed br i de:
     But  when compar ' d wi t h r eal  passi on,
     Poor  i s  al l  t hat  pr i ncel y pr i de.
     Mar k yonder ,  &c.  ( f our  l i nes r epeat ed) .

     What  ar e t he showy t r easur es,
     What  ar e t he noi sy pl easur es?
     The gay,  gaudy gl ar e of  vani t y and ar t :
     The pol i sh' d j ewel s '  bl aze
     May dr aw t he wond' r i ng gaze;



     And cour t l y  gr andeur  br i ght
     The f ancy may del i ght ,
     But  never ,  never  can come near  t he hear t .

     But  di d you see my dear est  Chl or i s,
     I n s i mpl i c i t y ' s  ar r ay;
     Lovel y as yonder  sweet  openi ng f l ower  i s ,
     Shr i nki ng f r om t he gaze of  day,
     But  di d you see,  &c.

     O t hen,  t he hear t  al ar mi ng,
     And al l  r esi st l ess char mi ng,
     I n Love' s del i ght f ul  f et t er s she chai ns t he wi l l i ng soul !
     Ambi t i on woul d di sown
     The wor l d' s i mper i al  cr own,
     Ev ' n Avar i ce woul d deny,
     Hi s wor shi pp' d dei t y,
     And f eel  t hr o'  ever y vei n Love' s r apt ur es r ol l .

'Twas Na Her Bonie Blue E'e
     Tune—" Laddi e,  l i e near  me. "

     ' Twas na her  boni e bl ue e' e was my r ui n,
     Fai r  t ho'  she be,  t hat  was ne' er  my undoi n' ;
     ' Twas t he dear  smi l e when nae body di d mi nd us,
     ' Twas t he bewi t chi ng,  sweet ,  st own gl ance o'  k i ndness:
     ' Twas t he bewi t chi ng,  sweet ,  st own gl ance o'  k i ndness.

     Sai r  do I  f ear  t hat  t o hope i s deni ed me,
     Sai r  do I  f ear  t hat  despai r  maun abi de me,
     But  t ho'  f el l  f or t une shoul d f at e us t o sever ,
     Queen shal l  she be i n my bosom f or  ever :
     Queen shal l  she be i n my bosom f or  ever .

     Chl or i s,  I ' m t hi ne wi '  a passi on s i ncer est ,
     And t hou hast  pl i ght ed me l ove o'  t he dear est !
     And t hou' r t  t he angel  t hat  never  can al t er ,
     Sooner  t he sun i n hi s mot i on woul d f al t er :
     Sooner  t he sun i n hi s mot i on woul d f al t er .

Their Groves O'Sweet Myrtle
     Tune—" Humour s of  Gl en. "

     Thei r  gr oves o'  sweet  myr t l e l et  For ei gn Lands r eckon,
     Wher e br i ght - beami ng summer s exal t  t he per f ume;
     Far  dear er  t o me yon l one gl en o'  gr een br eckan,
     Wi '  t he bur n st eal i ng under  t he l ang,  yel l ow br oom.



     Far  dear er  t o me ar e yon humbl e br oom bower s
     Wher e t he bl ue- bel l  and gowan l ur k,  l owl y,  unseen;
     For  t her e,  l i ght l y  t r i ppi ng,  among t he wi l d f l ower s,
     A- l i s t ' ni ng t he l i nnet ,  af t  wander s my Jean.

     Tho'  r i ch i s  t he br eeze i n t hei r  gay,  sunny val l eys,
     And caul d Cal edoni a' s bl ast  on t he wave;
     Thei r  sweet - scent ed woodl ands t hat  ski r t  t he pr oud pal ace,
     What  ar e t hey?—t he haunt  of  t he Tyr ant  and Sl ave.
     The Sl ave' s spi cy f or est s,  and gol d- bubbl i ng f ount ai ns,
     The br ave Cal edoni an v i ews wi '  di sdai n;
     He wander s as f r ee as t he wi nds of  hi s mount ai ns,
     Save Love' s wi l l i ng f et t er s—t he chai ns of  hi s Jean.

Forlorn, My Love, No Comfort Near
     Ai r —" Let  me i n t hi s ae ni ght . "

     For l or n,  my Love,  no comf or t  near ,
     Far ,  f ar  f r om t hee,  I  wander  her e;
     Far ,  f ar  f r om t hee,  t he f at e sever e,
     At  whi ch I  most  r epi ne,  Love.

     Chor us—O wer t  t hou,  Love,  but  near  me!
     But  near ,  near ,  near  me,
     How ki ndl y t hou woul dst  cheer  me,
     And mi ngl e s i ghs wi t h mi ne,  Love.

     Ar ound me scowl s a wi nt r y sky,
     Bl ast i ng each bud of  hope and j oy;
     And shel t er ,  shade,  nor  home have I ;
     Save i n t hese ar ms of  t hi ne,  Love.
     O wer t  t hou,  &c.

     Col d,  al t er ' d f r i endshi p' s cr uel  par t ,
     To poi son For t une' s r ut hl ess dar t —

Let  me not  br eak t hy f ai t hf ul  hear t ,
     And say t hat  f at e i s  mi ne,  Love.
     O wer t  t hou,  &c.

     But ,  dr ear y t ho'  t he moment s f l eet ,
     O l et  me t hi nk we yet  shal l  meet ;
     That  onl y r ay of  sol ace sweet ,
     Can on t hy Chl or i s shi ne,  Love!
     O wer t  t hou,  &c.

Fragment,—Why, Why Tell The Lover
     Tune—" Cal edoni an Hunt ' s  del i ght . "



     Why,  why t el l  t hy l over
     Bl i ss he never  must  enj oy" ?
     Why,  why undecei ve hi m,
     And gi ve al l  hi s hopes t he l i e?
     O why,  whi l e f ancy,  r apt ur ' d s l umber s,
     Chl or i s,  Chl or i s al l  t he t heme,
     Why,  why woul d' st  t hou,  cr uel —

Wake t hy l over  f r om hi s dr eam?

The Braw Wooer
     Tune—" The Lot hi an Lassi e. "

     Last  May,  a br aw wooer  cam doun t he l ang gl en,
     And sai r  wi '  hi s l ove he di d deave me;
     I  sai d,  t her e was naet hi ng I  hat ed l i ke men—

The deuce gae wi ' m,  t o bel i eve me,  bel i eve me;
     The deuce gae wi ' m t o bel i eve me.

     He spak o'  t he dar t s i n my boni e bl ack e' en,
     And vow' d f or  my l ove he was di ei n,
     I  sai d,  he mi ght  di e when he l i ked f or  Jean—

The Lor d f or gi e me f or  l i ei n,  f or  l i ei n;
     The Lor d f or gi e me f or  l i ei n!

     A weel - st ocked mai l en,  hi msel '  f or  t he l ai r d,
     And mar r i age af f - hand,  wer e hi s pr of f er s;
     I  never  l oot  on t hat  I  kenn' d i t ,  or  car ' d;
     But  t hought  I  mi ght  hae waur  of f er s,  waur  of f er s;
     But  t hought  I  mi ght  hae waur  of f er s.

     But  what  wad ye t hi nk?—i n a f or t ni ght  or  l ess—
The dei l  t ak hi s t ast e t o gae near  her !

     He up t he Gat e- s l ack t o my bl ack cousi n,  Bess—
Guess ye how,  t he j ad!  I  coul d bear  her ,  coul d bear  her ;

     Guess ye how,  t he j ad!  I  coul d bear  her .

     But  a'  t he ni est  week,  as I  pet t ed wi '  car e,
     I  gaed t o t he t r yst  o'  Dal gar nock;
     But  wha but  my f i ne f i ck l e wooer  was t her e,
     I  gl owr ' d as I ' d seen a war l ock,  a war l ock,
     I  gl owr ' d as I ' d seen a war l ock.

     But  owr e my l ef t  shout her  I  gae hi m a bl i nk,
     Lest  nei bour s mi ght  say I  was saucy;
     My wooer  he caper ' d as he' d been i n dr i nk,
     And vow' d I  was hi s dear  l assi e,  dear  l assi e,
     And vow' d I  was hi s dear  l assi e.

     I  spi er ' d f or  my cousi n f u'  cout hy and sweet ,
     Gi n she had r ecover ' d her  hear i n' ,
     And how her  new shoon f i t  her  aul d schachl ' t  f eet ,
     But  heavens!  how he f el l  a swear i n,  a swear i n,
     But  heavens!  how he f el l  a swear i n.

     He begged,  f or  gudesake,  I  wad be hi s wi f e,
     Or  el se I  wad k i l l  hi m wi '  sor r ow;



     So e' en t o pr eser ve t he poor  body i n l i f e,
     I  t hi nk I  maun wed hi m t o- mor r ow,  t o- mor r ow;
     I  t hi nk I  maun wed hi m t o- mor r ow.

This Is No My Ain Lassie
     Tune—" Thi s i s  no my house. "

     Chor us—Thi s i s  no my ai n l assi e,
     Fai r  t ho,  t he l assi e be;
     Weel  ken I  my ai n l assi e,
     Ki nd l ove i s i n her  e' r e.

     I  see a f or m,  I  see a f ace,
     Ye weel  may wi '  t he f ai r est  pl ace;
     I t  want s,  t o me,  t he wi t chi ng gr ace,
     The k i nd l ove t hat ' s  i n her  e' e.
     Thi s i s  no my ai n,  &c.

     She' s boni e,  bl oomi ng,  st r ai ght ,  and t al l ,
     And l ang has had my hear t  i n t hr al l ;
     And aye i t  char ms my ver y saul ,
     The k i nd l ove t hat ' s  i n her  e' e.
     Thi s i s  no my ai n,  &c.

     A t hi ef  sae pawki e i s  my Jean,
     To st eal  a bl i nk,  by a'  unseen;
     But  gl eg as l i ght  ar e l over ' s  een,
     When ki nd l ove i s i n her  e' e.
     Thi s i s  no my ai n,  &c.

     I t  may escape t he cour t l y  spar ks,
     I t  may escape t he l ear ned c l er ks;
     But  wel l  t he wat chi ng l over  mar ks
     The k i nd l ove t hat ' s  i n her  eye.
     Thi s i s  no my ai n,  &c.

O Bonie Was Yon Rosy Brier
     O boni e was yon r osy br i er ,
     That  bl ooms sae f ar  f r ae haunt  o'  man;
     And boni e she,  and ah,  how dear !
     I t  shaded f r ae t he e' eni n sun.

     Yon r osebuds i n t he mor ni ng dew,
     How pur e,  amang t he l eaves sae gr een;
     But  pur er  was t he l over ' s  vow
     They wi t ness' d i n t hei r  shade yest r een.

     Al l  i n i t s  r ude and pr i ck l y bower ,



     That  cr i mson r ose,  how sweet  and f ai r ;
     But  l ove i s f ar  a sweet er  f l ower ,
     Ami d l i f e' s  t hor ny pat h o'  car e.

     The pat hl ess,  wi l d and wi mpl i ng bur n,
     Wi '  Chl or i s i n my ar ms,  be mi ne;
     And I  t he war l d nor  wi sh nor  scor n,
     I t s  j oys and gr i ef s al i ke r esi gn.

Song Inscribed To Alexander Cunningham
     Now spr i ng has c l ad t he gr ove i n gr een,
     And st r ew' d t he l ea wi '  f l ower s;
     The f ur r ow' d,  wavi ng cor n i s  seen
     Rej oi ce i n f ost er i ng shower s.
     Whi l e i l ka t hi ng i n nat ur e j oi n
     Thei r  sor r ows t o f or ego,
     O why t hus al l  al one ar e mi ne
     The wear y st eps o'  woe!

     The t r out  i n yonder  wi mpl i ng bur n
     That  gl i des,  a s i l ver  dar t ,
     And,  saf e beneat h t he shady t hor n,
     Def i es t he angl er ' s  ar t —

My l i f e was ance t hat  car el ess st r eam,
     That  want on t r out  was I ;
     But  Love,  wi '  unr el ent i ng beam,
     Has scor ch' d my f ount ai ns dr y.

     That  l i t t l e f l ower et ' s  peacef ul  l ot ,
     I n yonder  c l i f f  t hat  gr ows,
     Whi ch,  save t he l i nnet ' s  f l i ght ,  I  wot ,
     Nae r uder  v i s i t  knows,
     Was mi ne,  t i l l  Love has o' er  me past ,
     And bl i ght ed a'  my bl oom;
     And now,  beneat h t he wi t her i ng bl ast ,
     My yout h and j oy consume.

     The waken' d l av ' r ock war bl i ng spr i ngs,
     And c l i mbs t he ear l y sky,
     Wi nnowi ng bl yt he hi s dewy wi ngs
     I n mor ni ng' s r osy eye;
     As l i t t l e r eck ' d I  sor r ow' s power ,
     Unt i l  t he f l ower y snar e
     O' wi t chi ng Love,  i n l uckl ess hour ,
     Made me t he t hr al l  o'  car e.

     O had my f at e been Gr eenl and snows,
     Or  Af r i c ' s  bur ni ng zone,
     Wi ' man and nat ur e l eagued my f oes,
     So Peggy ne' er  I ' d known!
     The wr et ch whose doom i s " Hope nae mai r "
     What  t ongue hi s woes can t el l ;
     Wi t hi n whase bosom,  save Despai r ,
     Nae k i nder  spi r i t s  dwel l .



O That's The Lassie O' My Heart
     Tune—" Mor ag. "

     O wat  ye wha t hat  l o' es me
     And has my hear t  a- keepi ng?
     O sweet  i s  she t hat  l o' es me,
     As dews o'  summer  weepi ng,
     I n t ear s t he r osebuds st eepi ng!

     Chor us—O t hat ' s  t he l assi e o'  my hear t ,
     My l assi e ever  dear er ;
     O she' s t he queen o'  womanki nd,
     And ne' er  a ane t o peer  her .

     I f  t hou shal t  meet  a l assi e,
     I n gr ace and beaut y char mi ng,
     That  e' en t hy chosen l assi e,
     Er ewhi l e t hy br east  sae war mi ng,
     Had ne' er  s i c power s al ar mi ng;
     O t hat ' s  t he l assi e,  &c.

     I f  t hou hadst  hear d her  t al k i ng,
     And t hy at t ent i on' s pl i ght ed,
     That  i l ka body t al k i ng,
     But  her ,  by t hee i s s l i ght ed,
     And t hou ar t  al l  del i ght ed;
     O t hat ' s  t he l assi e,  &c.

     I f  t hou hast  met  t hi s Fai r  One,
     When f r ae her  t hou hast  par t ed,
     I f  ever y ot her  Fai r  One
     But  her ,  t hou hast  deser t ed,
     And t hou ar t  br oken- hear t ed,
     O t hat ' s  t he l assi e o'  my hear t ,
     My l assi e ever  dear er ;
     O t hat ' s  t he queen o'  womanki nd,
     And ne' er  a ane t o peer  her .

Inscription
Written on the blank leaf of a copy of the last edition of my poems, presented to the Lady
whom, in so many fictitious reveries of passion, but with the most ardent sentiments of real
friendship, I have so often sung under the name of—"Chloris."^1

     ' Ti s Fr i endshi p' s pl edge,  my young,  f ai r  Fr i end,
     Nor  t hou t he gi f t  r ef use,
     Nor  wi t h unwi l l i ng ear  at t end
     The mor al i s i ng Muse.



     Si nce t hou,  i n al l  t hy yout h and char ms,
     Must  bi d t he wor l d adi eu,
     ( A wor l d ' gai nst  Peace i n const ant  ar ms)
     To j oi n t he Fr i endl y Few.

     Si nce,  t hy gay mor n of  l i f e o' er cast ,
     Chi l l  came t he t empest ' s  l our ;
     ( And ne' er  Mi sf or t une' s east er n bl ast
     Di d ni p a f ai r er  f l ower . )

     Si nce l i f e' s  gay scenes must  char m no mor e,
     St i l l  much i s l ef t  behi nd,
     St i l l  nobl er  weal t h hast  t hou i n st or e—

The comf or t s of  t he mi nd!

     Thi ne i s t he sel f - appr ovi ng gl ow,
     Of  consci ous Honour ' s par t ;
     And ( dear est  gi f t  of  Heaven bel ow)
     Thi ne Fr i endshi p' s t r uest  hear t .

     The j oys r ef i n' d of  Sense and Tast e,
     Wi t h ever y Muse t o r ove:
     And doubl y wer e t he Poet  bl est ,
     These j oys coul d he i mpr ove.
     R. B.

     [ Foot not e 1:  Mi ss Lor i mer . ]

Fragment.—Leezie Lindsay
     Wi l l  ye go t o t he Hi el ands,  Leezi e Li ndsay,
     Wi l l  ye go t o t he Hi el ands wi '  me?
     Wi l l  ye go t o t he Hi el ands,  Leezi e Li ndsay,
     My pr i de and my dar l i ng t o be.

Fragment.—The Wren's Nest
     The Robi n t o t he Wr en' s nest
     Cam keeki n'  i n,  cam keeki n'  i n;
     O weel ' s  me on your  aul d pow,
     Wad ye be i n,  wad ye be i n?
     Thou' s ne' er  get  l eave t o l i e wi t hout ,
     And I  wi t hi n,  and I  wi t hi n,
     Sae l ang' s I  hae an aul d c l out
     To r owe ye i n,  t o r owe ye i n.



News, Lassies, News
     Ther e' s news,  l assi es,  news,
     Gude news I ' ve t o t el l !
     Ther e' s a boat f u'  o'  l ads
     Come t o our  t own t o sel l .

     Chor us—The wean want s a cr adl e,
     And t he cr adl e want s a cod:
     I ' l l  no gang t o my bed,
     Unt i l  I  get  a nod.

     Fat her ,  quo'  she,  Mi t her ,  quo she,
     Do what  you can,
     I ' l l  no gang t o my bed,
     Unt i l  I  get  a man.
     The wean,  &c.

     I  hae as gude a cr af t  r i g
     As made o' y i r d and st ane;
     And wal y f a'  t he l ey - cr ap,
     For  I  maun t i l l ' d agai n.
     The wean,  &c.

Crowdie Ever Mair
     O t hat  I  had ne' er  been mar r i ed,
     I  wad never  had nae car e,
     Now I ' ve got t en wi f e an'  weans,
     An'  t hey cr y " Cr owdi e"  ever mai r .

     Chor us—Ance cr owdi e,  t wi ce cr owdi e,
     Thr ee t i mes cr owdi e i n a day
     Gi n ye cr owdi e ony mai r ,
     Ye' l l  cr owdi e a'  my meal  away.

     Waef u'  Want  and Hunger  f l ey me,
     Gl owr i n'  by t he hal l an en' ;
     Sai r  I  f echt  t hem at  t he door ,
     But  aye I ' m eer i e t hey come ben.
     Ance cr owdi e,  &c.

Mally's Meek, Mally's Sweet
     Chor us—Mal l y ' s  meek,  Mal l y ' s  sweet ,
     Mal l y ' s  modest  and di scr eet ;



     Mal l y ' s  r ar e,  Mal l y ' s  f ai r ,
     Mal l y ' s  ever y way compl et e.

     As I  was wal k i ng up t he st r eet ,
     A bar ef i t  mai d I  chanc' d t o meet ;
     But  O t he r oad was ver y har d
     For  t hat  f ai r  mai den' s t ender  f eet .
     Mal l y ' s  meek,  &c.

     I t  wer e mai r  meet  t hat  t hose f i ne f eet
     Wer e weel  l aced up i n s i l ken shoon;
     An'  ' t wer e mor e f i t  t hat  she shoul d s i t
     Wi t hi n yon char i ot  gi l t  aboon,
     Mal l y ' s  meek,  &c.

     Her  yel l ow hai r ,  beyond compar e,
     Comes t r i nkl i n down her  swan- l i ke neck,
     And her  t wo eyes,  l i ke st ar s i n ski es,
     Woul d keep a s i nki ng shi p f r ae wr eck,
     Mal l y ' s  meek,  &c.

Jockey's Taen The Parting Kiss
     Ai r —" Boni e l ass t ak a man. "

     Jockey' s t aen t he par t i ng k i ss,
     O' er  t he mount ai ns he i s gane,
     And wi t h hi m i s a'  my bl i ss,
     Nought  but  gr i ef s wi t h me r emai n,
     Spar e my Love,  ye wi nds t hat  bl aw,
     Pl ashy s l eet s and beat i ng r ai n!
     Spar e my Love,  t hou f eat h' r y snaw,
     Dr i f t i ng o' er  t he f r ozen pl ai n!

     When t he shades of  eveni ng cr eep
     O' er  t he day' s f ai r ,  gl adsome e' e,
     Sound and saf el y may he s l eep,
     Sweet l y bl yt he hi s waukeni ng be.
     He wi l l  t hi nk on her  he l oves,
     Fondl y he' l l  r epeat  her  name;
     For  wher e' er  he di st ant  r oves,
     Jockey' s hear t  i s  st i l l  t he same.

Verses To Collector Mitchell
     Fr i end of  t he Poet ,  t r i ed and l eal ,
     Wha,  want i ng t hee,  mi ght  beg or  st eal ;
     Al ake,  al ake,  t he mei k l e dei l
     Wi '  a'  hi s wi t ches
     Ar e at  i t  skel pi n j i g and r eel ,



     I n my poor  pouches?

     I  modest l y f u'  f ai n wad hi nt  i t ,
     That  One—pound—one,  I  sai r l y  want  i t ;
     I f  wi '  t he hi zzi e down ye sent  i t ,
     I t  woul d be k i nd;
     And whi l e my hear t  wi '  l i f e- bl ood dunt ed,
     I ' d bear ' t  i n mi nd.

     So may t he Aul d year  gang out  moani n'
     To see t he New come l aden,  gr oani n' ,
     Wi '  doubl e pl ent y o' er  t he l oani n' ,
     To t hee and t hi ne:
     Domest i c peace and comf or t s cr owni n'
     The hal e desi gn.

Postscript
     Ye' ve hear d t hi s whi l e how I ' ve been l i ck i t ,
     And by f el l  Deat h was near l y ni cki t ;
     Gr i m l oon!  he got  me by t he f ecket ,
     And sai r  me sheuk;
     But  by gude l uck I  l ap a wi cket ,
     And t ur n' d a neuk.

     But  by t hat  heal t h,  I ' ve got  a shar e o' t ,
     But  by t hat  l i f e,  I ' m pr omi s ' d mai r  o' t ,
     My hal e and wee,  I ' l l  t ak a car e o' t ,
     A t ent i er  way;
     Then f ar ewel l  f ol l y ,  hi de and hai r  o' t ,
     For  ance and aye!

1796

The Dean Of Faculty
     A New Bal l ad
     Tune—" The Dr agon of  Want l ey. "

     Di r e was t he hat e at  ol d Har l aw,
     That  Scot  t o Scot  di d car r y;
     And di r e t he di scor d Langsi de saw
     For  beaut eous,  hapl ess Mar y:



     But  Scot  t o Scot  ne' er  met  so hot ,
     Or  wer e mor e i n f ur y seen,  Si r ,
     Than ' t wi xt  Hal  and Bob f or  t he f amous j ob,
     Who shoul d be t he Facul t y ' s  Dean,  Si r .

     Thi s Hal  f or  geni us,  wi t  and l or e,
     Among t he f i r s t  was number ' d;
     But  pi ous Bob,  ' mi d l ear ni ng' s st or e,
     Commandment  t he t ent h r emember ' d:
     Yet  s i mpl e Bob t he v i ct or y got ,
     And wan hi s hear t ' s  desi r e,
     Whi ch shews t hat  heaven can boi l  t he pot ,
     Tho'  t he devi l  pi ss i n t he f i r e.

     Squi r e Hal ,  besi des,  had i n t hi s case
     Pr et ensi ons r at her  br assy;
     For  t al ent s,  t o deser ve a pl ace,
     Ar e qual i f i cat i ons saucy.
     So t hei r  wor shi ps of  t he Facul t y,
     Qui t e s i ck of  mer i t ' s  r udeness,
     Chose one who shoul d owe i t  al l ,  d' ye see,
     To t hei r  gr at i s  gr ace and goodness.

     As once on Pi sgah pur g' d was t he s i ght
     Of  a son of  Ci r cumci s i on,
     So may be,  on t hi s Pi sgah hei ght ,
     Bob' s pur bl i nd ment al  v i s i on—

Nay,  Bobby' s mout h may be opened yet ,
     Ti l l  f or  el oquence you hai l  hi m,
     And swear  t hat  he has t he angel  met
     That  met  t he ass of  Bal aam.

     I n your  her et i c  s i ns may you l i ve and di e,
     Ye her et i c  Ei ght - and- Tai r t y!
     But  accept ,  ye subl i me Maj or i t y ,
     My congr at ul at i ons hear t y.
     Wi t h your  honour s,  as wi t h a cer t ai n k i ng,
     I n your  ser vant s t hi s i s  st r i k i ng,
     The mor e i ncapaci t y t hey br i ng,
     The mor e t hey' r e t o your  l i k i ng.

Epistle To Colonel De Peyster
     My honor ' d Col onel ,  deep I  f eel
     Your  i nt er est  i n t he Poet ' s  weal ;
     Ah!  now sma'  hear t  hae I  t o speel
     The st eep Par nassus,
     Sur r ounded t hus by bol us pi l l ,
     And pot i on gl asses.

     O what  a cant y wor l d wer e i t ,
     Woul d pai n and car e and s i ckness spar e i t ;
     And For t une f avour  wor t h and mer i t
     As t hey deser ve;
     And aye r owt h o'  r oast - beef  and c l ar et ,
     Syne,  wha wad st ar ve?



     Dame Li f e,  t ho'  f i c t i on out  may t r i ck her ,
     And i n past e gems and f r i pper y deck her ;
     Oh!  f l i cker i ng,  f eebl e,  and unsi cker
     I ' ve f ound her  st i l l ,
     Aye waver i ng l i ke t he wi l l ow- wi cker ,
     ' Tween good and i l l .

     Then t hat  cur st  car magnol e,  aul d Sat an,
     Wat ches l i ke baudr ons by a r at t on
     Our  s i nf u'  saul  t o get  a c l aut  on,
     Wi ' f el on i r e;
     Syne,  whi p!  hi s t ai l  ye' l l  ne' er  cast  saut  on,
     He' s af f  l i ke f i r e.

     Ah Ni ck!  ah Ni ck!  i t  i s  na f ai r ,
     Fi r st  showi ng us t he t empt i ng war e,
     Br i ght  wi nes,  and boni e l asses r ar e,
     To put  us daf t
     Syne weave,  unseen,  t hy spi der  snar e
     O hel l ' s  damned waf t .

     Poor  Man,  t he f l i e,  af t  bi zzes by,
     And af t ,  as chance he comes t hee ni gh,
     Thy damn' d aul d el bow yeuks wi ' j oy
     And hel l i sh pl easur e!
     Al r eady i n t hy f ancy' s eye,
     Thy s i cker  t r easur e.

     Soon,  heel s o' er  gowdi e,  i n he gangs,
     And,  l i ke a sheep- head on a t angs,
     Thy gi r ni ng l augh enj oys hi s pangs,
     And mur der i ng wr est l e,
     As,  dangl i ng i n t he wi nd,  he hangs,
     A gi bbet ' s  t assel .

     But  l est  you t hi nk I  am unci v i l
     To pl ague you wi t h t hi s dr aunt i ng dr i vel ,
     Abj ur i ng a'  i nt ent i ons evi l ,
     I  quat  my pen,
     The Lor d pr eser ve us f r ae t he devi l !
     Amen!  Amen!

A Lass Wi' A Tocher
     Tune—" Bal l i namona Or a. "

     Awa'  wi '  your  wi t chcr af t  o'  Beaut y ' s al ar ms,
     The s l ender  bi t  Beaut y you gr asp i n your  ar ms,
     O,  gi e me t he l ass t hat  has acr es o'  char ms,
     O,  gi e me t he l ass wi '  t he weel - st ocki t  f ar ms.

     Chor us—Then hey,  f or  a l ass wi '  a t ocher ,
     Then hey,  f or  a l ass wi '  a t ocher ;
     Then hey,  f or  a l ass wi '  a t ocher ;
     The ni ce yel l ow gui neas f or  me.

     Your  Beaut y ' s a f l ower  i n t he mor ni ng t hat  bl ows,



     And wi t her s t he f ast er ,  t he f ast er  i t  gr ows:
     But  t he r apt ur ous char m o'  t he boni e gr een knowes,
     I l k  spr i ng t hey' r e new decki t  wi '  boni e whi t e yowes.
     Then hey,  f or  a l ass,  &c.

     And e' en when t hi s Beaut y your  bosom hat h bl est
     The br i ght est  o'  Beaut y may c l oy when possess' d;
     But  t he sweet ,  yel l ow dar l i ngs wi '  Geor di e i mpr ess' d,
     The l anger  ye hae t hem,  t he mai r  t hey' r e car est .
     Then hey,  f or  a l ass,  &c.

Heron Election Ballad, No. IV.
     The Tr ogger .
     Tune—" Buy Br oom Besoms. "

     Wha wi l l  buy my t r oggi n,  f i ne el ect i on war e,
     Br oken t r ade o'  Br ought on,  a'  i n hi gh r epai r ?

     Chor us—Buy br aw t r oggi n f r ae t he banks o'  Dee;
     Wha want s t r oggi n l et  hi m come t o me.

     Ther e' s a nobl e Ear l ' s  f ame and hi gh r enown,
     For  an aul d sang—i t ' s  t hought  t he gudes wer e st own—

Buy br aw t r oggi n,  &c.

     Her e' s t he wor t h o'  Br ought on i n a needl e' s e' e;
     Her e' s a r eput at i on t i nt  by Bal maghi e.
     Buy br aw t r oggi n,  &c.

     Her e' s i t s  st uf f  and l i ni ng,  Car doness'  head,
     Fi ne f or  a soger ,  a'  t he wal e o'  l ead.
     Buy br aw t r oggi n,  &c.

     Her e' s a l i t t l e wadset ,  Bui t t l e' s  scr ap o'  t r ut h,
     Pawn' d i n a gi n- shop,  quenchi ng hol y dr out h.
     Buy br aw t r oggi n,  &c.

     Her e' s an honest  consci ence mi ght  a pr i nce ador n;
     Fr ae t he downs o'  Ti nwal d,  so was never  wor n.
     Buy br aw t r oggi n,  &c.

     Her e' s ar mor i al  bear i ngs f r ae t he manse o'  Ur r ;
     The cr est ,  a sour  cr ab- appl e,  r ot t en at  t he cor e.
     Buy br aw t r oggi n,  &c.

     Her e' s t he wor t h and wi sdom Col l i est on can boast ;
     By a t hi evi sh mi dge t hey had been near l y l ost .
     Buy br aw t r oggi n,  &c.

     Her e i s  Sat an' s pi ct ur e,  l i ke a bi zzar d gl ed,
     Pounci ng poor  Redcast l e,  spr awl i n'  l i ke a t aed.
     Buy br aw t r oggi n,  &c.

     Her e' s t he f ont  wher e Dougl as st ane and mor t ar  names;
     Lat el y used at  Cai l y  chr i st eni ng Mur r ay ' s cr i mes.
     Buy br aw t r oggi n,  &c.



     Her e i s  Mur r ay ' s f r agment s o'  t he t en commands;
     Gi f t ed by bl ack Jock t o get  t hem af f  hi s hands.
     Buy br aw t r oggi n,  &c.

     Saw ye e' er  s i c t r oggi n? i f  t o buy ye' r e s l ack,
     Hor ni e' s t ur ni n chapman—he' l l  buy a'  t he pack.
     Buy br aw t r oggi n,  &c.

Complimentary Versicles To Jessie Lewars
     The Toast

     Fi l l  me wi t h t he r osy wi ne,
     Cal l  a t oast ,  a t oast  di v i ne:
     Gi vet h me Poet ' s  dar l i ng f l ame,
     Lovel y Jessi e be her  name;
     Then t hou mayest  f r eel y boast ,
     Thou hast  gi ven a peer l ess t oast .

     The Menager i e

     Tal k not  t o me of  savages,
     Fr om Af r i c ' s  bur ni ng sun;
     No savage e' er  coul d r end my hear t ,
     As Jessi e,  t hou hast  done:
     But  Jessi e' s l ovel y hand i n mi ne,
     A mut ual  f ai t h t o pl i ght ,
     Not  even t o v i ew t he heavenl y choi r ,
     Woul d be so bl est  a s i ght .

     Jessi e' s i l l ness

     Say,  sages,  what ' s  t he char m on ear t h
     Can t ur n Deat h' s dar t  asi de!
     I t  i s  not  pur i t y  and wor t h,
     El se Jessi e had not  di ed.

     On Her  Recover y

     But  r ar el y seen s i nce Nat ur e' s bi r t h,
     The nat i ves of  t he sky;
     Yet  st i l l  one ser aph' s l ef t  on ear t h,
     For  Jessi e di d not  di e.

O Lay Thy Loof In Mine, Lass
     Chor us—O l ay t hy l oof  i n mi ne,  l ass,
     I n mi ne,  l ass,  i n mi ne,  l ass;



     And swear  on t hy whi t e hand,  l ass,
     That  t hou wi l t  be my ai n.

     A s l ave t o Love' s unbounded sway,
     He af t  has wr ought  me mei k l e wae;
     But  now he i s my deadl y f ae,
     Unl ess t hou be my ai n.
     O l ay t hy l oof ,  &c.

     Ther e' s mony a l ass has br oke my r est ,
     That  f or  a bl i nk I  hae l o' ed best ;
     But  t hou ar t  Queen wi t hi n my br east ,
     For  ever  t o r emai n.
     O l ay t hy l oof ,  &c.

A Health To Ane I Loe Dear
     Chor us—Her e' s a heal t h t o ane I  l oe dear ,
     Her e' s a heal t h t o ane I  l oe dear ;
     Thou ar t  sweet  as t he smi l e when f ond l over s meet ,
     And sof t  as t hei r  par t i ng t ear —Jessy.

     Al t ho'  t hou maun never  be mi ne,
     Al t ho'  even hope i s deni ed;
     ' Ti s sweet er  f or  t hee despai r i ng,
     Than ought  i n t he wor l d besi de—Jessy.
     Her e' s a heal t h,  &c.

     I  mour n t hr o'  t he gay,  gaudy day,
     As hopel ess I  muse on t hy char ms;
     But  wel come t he dr eam o'  sweet  s l umber ,
     For  t hen I  am l ockt  i n t hi ne ar ms—Jessy.
     Her e' s a heal t h,  &c.

     I  guess by t he dear  angel  smi l e,
     I  guess by t he l ove- r ol l i ng e' e;
     But  why ur ge t he t ender  conf essi on,
     ' Gai nst  For t une' s f el l ,  cr uel  decr ee?—Jessy.
     Her e' s a heal t h,  &c.

O Wert Thou In The Cauld Blast
     O wer t  t hou i n t he caul d bl ast ,
     On yonder  l ea,  on yonder  l ea,
     My pl ai di e t o t he angr y ai r t ,
     I ' d shel t er  t hee,  I ' d shel t er  t hee;
     Or  di d Mi sf or t une' s bi t t er  st or ms
     Ar ound t hee bl aw,  ar ound t hee bl aw,
     Thy bi el d shoul d be my bosom,
     To shar e i t  a' ,  t o shar e i t  a' .



     Or  wer e I  i n t he wi l dest  wast e,
     Sae bl ack and bar e,  sae bl ack and bar e,
     The deser t  wer e a Par adi se,
     I f  t hou wer t  t her e,  i f  t hou wer t  t her e;
     Or  wer e I  Monar ch o'  t he gl obe,
     Wi '  t hee t o r ei gn,  wi '  t hee t o r ei gn,
     The br i ght est  j ewel  i n my Cr own
     Wad be my Queen,  wad be my Queen.

Inscription To Miss Jessy Lewars
On a copy of the Scots Musical Museum, in four volumes, presented to her by Burns. ^1

     Thi ne be t he vol umes,  Jessy f ai r ,
     And wi t h t hem t ake t he Poet ' s  pr ayer ,
     That  Fat e may,  i n her  f ai r est  page,
     Wi t h ev ' r y k i ndl i est ,  best  pr esage
     Of  f ut ur e bl i ss,  enr ol l  t hy name:
     Wi t h nat i ve wor t h and spot l ess f ame,
     And wakef ul  caut i on,  st i l l  awar e
     Of  i l l —but  chi ef ,  Man' s f el on snar e;

     Al l  bl amel ess j oys on ear t h we f i nd,
     And al l  t he t r easur es of  t he mi nd—

These be t hy guar di an and r ewar d;
     So pr ays t hy f ai t hf ul  f r i end,  t he Bar d.

     Dumf r i es,  June 26,  1769.

     [ Foot not e 1:  Wr i t t en f or  musi c pl ayed by Mi ss Lewar s,  who
     nur sed hi m i n hi s l ast  i l l ness. ]

Fairest Maid On Devon Banks
     Tune—' Rot hi emur chi e. "

     Chor us—Fai r est  mai d on Devon banks,
     Cr yst al  Devon,  wi ndi ng Devon,
     Wi l t  t hou l ay t hat  f r own asi de,
     And smi l e as t hou wer t  wont  t o do?

     Ful l  wel l  t hou know' st  I  l ove t hee dear ,
     Coul dst  t hou t o mal i ce l end an ear !
     O di d not  Love excl ai m:  " For bear ,
     Nor  use a f ai t hf ul  l over  so. "
     Fai r est  mai d,  &c.

     Then come,  t hou f ai r est  of  t he f ai r ,



     Those wont ed smi l es,  O l et  me shar e;
     And by t hy beaut eous sel f  I  swear ,
     No l ove but  t hi ne my hear t  shal l  know.
     Fai r est  mai d,  &c.

Glossary
     A' ,  al l .
     A- back,  behi nd,  away.
     Abi egh,  al oof ,  of f .
     Abl i ns,  v.  ai bl i ns.
     Aboon,  above up.
     Abr ead,  abr oad.
     Abr eed,  i n br eadt h.
     Ae,  one.
     Af f ,  of f .
     Af f - hand,  at  once.
     Af f - l oof ,  of f hand.
     A- f i el ,  af i el d.
     Af or e,  bef or e.
     Af t ,  of t .
     Af t en,  of t en.
     Agl ey,  awr y.
     Ahi n,  behi nd.
     Ai bl i ns,  per haps.
     Ai dl e,  f oul  wat er .
     Ai k,  oak.
     Ai ken,  oaken.
     Ai n,  own.
     Ai r ,  ear l y.
     Ai r l e,  ear nest  money.
     Ai r n,  i r on.
     Ai r t ,  di r ect i on.
     Ai r t ,  t o di r ect .
     Ai t h,  oat h.
     Ai t s,  oat s.
     Ai ver ,  an ol d hor se.
     Ai z l e,  a c i nder .
     A- j ee,  aj ar ;  t o one s i de.
     Al ake,  al as.
     Al ane,  al one.
     Al ang,  al ong.
     Amai st ,  al most .
     Amang,  among.
     An,  i f .
     An' ,  and.
     Ance,  once.
     Ane,  one.
     Aneat h,  beneat h.
     Anes,  ones.
     Ani t her ,  anot her .
     Aqua- f ont i s,  spr i ng wat er .
     Aqua- vi t ae,  whi skey.
     Ar l e,  v.  ai r l e.
     Ase,  ashes.
     Askl ent ,  askew,  askance.
     Aspar ,  aspr ead.



     Ast eer ,  ast i r .
     A' t hegi t her ,  al t oget her .
     At hor t ,  at hwar t .
     At weel ,  i n t r ut h.
     At ween,  bet ween.
     Aught ,  ei ght .
     Aught ,  possessed of .
     Aught en,  ei ght een.
     Aught l i ns,  at  al l .
     Aul d,  ol d.
     Aul df ar r an,  aul df ar r ant ,  shr ewd,  ol d- f ashi oned,  sagaci ous.
     Aul d Reeki e,  Edi nbur gh.
     Aul d- war l d,  ol d- wor l d.
     Aumous,  al ms.
     Ava,  at  al l .
     Awa,  away.
     Awal d,  backways and doubl ed up.
     Awauk,  awake.
     Awauken,  awaken.
     Awe,  owe.
     Awkar t ,  awkwar d.
     Awni e,  bear ded.
     Ayont ,  beyond.

     Ba' ,  a bal l .
     Backet ,  bucket ,  box.
     Backi t ,  backed.
     Backl i ns- comi n,  comi ng back.
     Back- yet t ,  gat e at  t he back.
     Bade,  endur ed.
     Bade,  asked.
     Baggi e,  st omach.
     Bai g' net s,  bayonet s.
     Bai l l i e,  magi st r at e of  a Scot s bur gh.
     Bai ni e,  bony.
     Bai r n,  chi l d.
     Bai r nt i me,  br ood.
     Bai t h,  bot h.
     Bakes,  bi scui t s.
     Bal l at s,  bal l ads.
     Bal ou,  l ul l aby.
     Ban,  swear .
     Ban' ,  band ( of  t he Pr esbyt er i an c l er gyman) .
     Bane,  bone.
     Bang,  an ef f or t ;  a bl ow;  a l ar ge number .
     Bang,  t o t hump.
     Bani e,  v.  bai ni e.
     Bannet ,  bonnet .
     Bannock,  bonnock,  a t hi ck oat meal  cake.
     Bar di e,  di m.  of  bar d.
     Bar ef i t ,  bar ef oot ed.
     Bar ket ,  bar ked.
     Bar l ey- br i e,  or  br ee,  bar l ey- br ew- al e or  whi skey.
     Bar m,  yeast .
     Bar mi e,  yeast y.
     Bar n- yar d,  st ackyar d.
     Bar t i e,  t he Devi l .
     Bashi ng,  abashi ng.
     Bat ch,  a number .
     Bat t s,  t he bot t s;  t he col i c .
     Baucki e- bi r d,  t he bat .
     Baudr ons,  Baudr ans,  t he cat .
     Bauk,  cr oss- beam.
     Bauk,  v.  bawk.



     Bauk- en' ,  beam- end.
     Baul d,  bol d.
     Baul dest ,  bol dest .
     Baul dl y,  bol dl y.
     Baumy,  bal my.
     Bawbee,  a hal f - penny.
     Bawdr ons,  v.  baudr ons.
     Bawk,  a f i el d pat h.
     Baws' nt ,  whi t e- st r eaked.
     Bear ,  bar l ey.
     Beas' ,  beast s,  ver mi n.
     Beast i e,  di m.  of  beast .
     Beck,  a cur t sy.
     Beet ,  f eed,  k i ndl e.
     Bei l d,  v.  bi el .
     Bel ang,  bel ong.
     Bel d,  bal d.
     Bel l um,  assaul t .
     Bel l ys,  bel l ows.
     Bel yve,  by and by.
     Ben,  a par l or  ( i . e. ,  t he i nner  apar t ment ) ;  i nt o t he par l or .
     Benmost ,  i nmost .
     Be- nor t h,  t o t he nor t hwar d of .
     Be- sout h,  t o t he sout hwar d of .
     Bet hanki t ,  gr ace af t er  meat .
     Beuk,  a book:  devi l ' s  pi ct ur ' d beuks - pl ayi ng- car ds.
     Bi cker ,  a wooden cup.
     Bi cker ,  a shor t  r un.
     Bi cker ,  t o f l ow swi f t l y  and wi t h a s l i ght  noi se.
     Bi cker i n,  noi sy cont ent i on.
     Bi cker i ng,  hur r y i ng.
     Bi d,  t o ask,  t o wi sh,  t o of f er .
     Bi de,  abi de,  endur e.
     Bi el ,  bi el d,  a shel t er ;  a shel t er ed spot .
     Bi el ,  comf or t abl e.
     Bi en,  comf or t abl e.
     Bi en,  bi enl y,  comf or t abl y.
     Bi g,  t o bui l d.
     Bi ggi n,  bui l di ng.
     Bi ke,  v.  byke.
     Bi l l ,  t he bul l .
     Bi l l i e,  f el l ow,  comr ade,  br ot her .
     Bi ngs,  heaps.
     Bi r di e,  di m.  of  bi r d;  al so mai dens.
     Bi r k,  t he bi r ch.
     Bi r ken,  bi r chen.
     Bi r k i e,  a f el l ow.
     Bi r r ,  f or ce,  v i gor .
     Bi r r i ng,  whi r r i ng.
     Bi r ses,  br i s t l es.
     Bi r t h,  ber t h.
     Bi t ,  smal l  ( e. g. ,  bi t  l assi e) .
     Bi t ,  ni ck of  t i me.
     Bi t ch- f ou,  compl et el y dr unk.
     Bi zz,  a f l ur r y.
     Bi zz,  buzz.
     Bi zzar d,  t he buzzar d.
     Bi zzi e,  busy.
     Bl ack- bonnet ,  t he Pr esbyt er i an el der .
     Bl ack- nebbi t ,  bl ack- beaked.
     Bl ad,  v.  bl aud.
     Bl ae,  bl ue,  l i v i d.
     Bl ast et ,  bl ast i t ,  bl ast ed.
     Bl ast i e,  a bl ast ed ( i . e. ,  damned)  cr eat ur e;  a l i t t l e wr et ch.



     Bl at e,  modest ,  bashf ul .
     Bl at her ,  bl adder .
     Bl aud,  a l ar ge quant i t y .
     Bl aud,  t o s l ap,  pel t .
     Bl aw,  bl ow.
     Bl aw,  t o br ag.
     Bl awi ng,  bl owi ng.
     Bl awn,  bl own.
     Bl eer ,  t o bl ear .
     Bl eer ' t ,  bl ear ed.
     Bl eeze,  bl aze.
     Bl el l um,  a babbl er ;  a r ai l er ;  a bl ust er er .
     Bl et her ,  bl et her s,  nonsense.
     Bl et her ,  t o t al k nonsense.
     Bl et her i n' ,  t al k i ng nonsense.
     Bl i n' ,  bl i nd.
     Bl i nk,  a gl ance,  a moment .
     Bl i nk,  t o gl ance,  t o shi ne.
     Bl i nker s,  spi es,  ogl er s.
     Bl i nki n,  smi r k i ng,  l eer i ng.
     Bl i n' t ,  bl i nded.
     Bl i t t er ,  t he sni pe.
     Bl ue- gown,  t he l i ver y of  t he l i censed beggar .
     Bl ui d,  bl ood.
     Bl ui dy,  bl oody.
     Bl ume,  t o bl oom.
     Bl unt i e,  a st upi d.
     Bl ypes,  shr eds.
     Bobbed,  cur t s i ed.
     Bocked,  vomi t ed.
     Boddl e,  a f ar t hi ng.
     Bode,  l ook f or .
     Bodki n,  t ai l or ' s  needl e.
     Body,  bodi e,  a per son.
     Boggi e,  di m.  of  bog.
     Bogl e,  a bogi e,  a hobgobl i n.
     Bol e,  a hol e,  or  smal l  r ecess i n t he wal l .
     Boni e,  bonni e,  pr et t y,  beaut i f ul .
     Boni l i e,  pr et t i l y .
     Bonnock,  v.  Bannock.
     ' Boon,  above.
     Boor d,  boar d,  sur f ace.
     Boor d- en' ,  boar d- end.
     Boor t r ess,  el der s.
     Boost ,  must  needs.
     Boot ,  payment  t o t he bar gai n.
     Bor e,  a chi nk,  r ecess.
     Bot ch,  an angr y t umor .
     Bouk,  a human t r unk;  bul k.
     Bount i t h,  bount y.
     ' Bout ,  about .
     Bow- hough' d,  bandy- t hi ghed.
     Bow- kai l ,  cabbage.
     Bow' t ,  bent .
     Br achens,  f er ns.
     Br ae,  t he s l ope of  a hi l l .
     Br ai d,  br oad.
     Br oad- cl ai t h,  br oad- cl ot h.
     Br ai k,  a har r ow.
     Br ai ng' t ,  pl unged.
     Br ak,  br oke.
     Br ak ' s,  br oke hi s.
     Br anki e,  gay,  f i ne.
     Br anks,  a wooden cur b,  a br i dl e.



     Br an' y,  br andy.
     Br ash,  shor t  at t ack.
     Br at s,  smal l  pi eces,  r ags.
     Br at s,  smal l  chi l dr en.
     Br at t l e,  a scamper .
     Br at t l e,  noi sy onset .
     Br aw,  handsome,  f i ne,  gai l y  dr essed.
     Br awl i e,  f i nel y,  per f ect l y ,  hear t i l y .
     Br axi es,  sheep t hat  have di ed of  br axi e ( a di sease) .
     Br east i e,  di m.  of  br east .
     Br east i t ,  spr ang f or war d.
     Br echan,  f er ns.
     Br eeks,  br eeches.
     Br eer ,  br i er .
     Br ent ,  br and.
     Br ent ,  st r ai ght ,  s t eep ( i . e. ,  not  s l opi ng f r om bal dness) .
     Br i e,  v.  bar l ey- br i e.
     Br i ef ,  wr i t .
     Br i er ,  br i ar .
     Br i g,  br i dge.
     Br i sket ,  br east .
     Br i t her ,  br ot her .
     Br ock,  a badger .
     Br ogue,  a t r i ck.
     Br oo,  soup,  br ot h,  wat er ;  l i qui d i n whi ch anyt hi ng i s cooked.
     Br ooses,  weddi ng r aces f r om t he chur ch t o t he home of  t he br i de.
     Br ose,  a t hi ck mi xt ur e of  meal  and war m wat er ;  al so a synonym f or
       por r i dge.
     Br owst er  wi ves,  al e wi ves.
     Br ugh,  a bur gh.
     Br ul z i e,  br ul y i e,  a br awl .
     Br unst ane,  br i mst one.
     Br unt ,  bur ned.
     Br ust ,  bur st .
     Bucki e,  di m.  of  buck;  a smar t  younker .
     Buckl e,  a cur l .
     Buckski n,  Vi r gi ni an:  t he buckski n kye,  negr oes.
     Budget ,  t i nker ' s  bag of  t ool s.
     Buf f ,  t o bang,  t o t hump.
     Bught i n,  f ol di ng.
     Bui r dl y,  st al war t .
     Bum,  t he but t ocks.
     Bum,  t o hum.
     Bum- cl ock,  beet l e,  cockchaf er ,  Junebug.
     Bumml e,  a dr one,  a usel ess f el l ow.
     Bunker ,  a seat .
     Bunt er s,  har l ot s.
     Bur di es,  di m.  of  bi r d or  bur d ( a l ady) ;  mai dens.
     Bur e,  bor e.
     Bur n,  a r i vul et .
     Bur newi n,  t he bl acksmi t h ( i . e. ,  bur n t he wi nd) .
     Bur ni e,  di m.  of  bur n,  a r i vul et .
     Bur r - t hi st l e,  spear - t hi st l e.
     Busk,  t o dr ess;  t o gar b;  t o dr ess up;  t o ador n.
     Buss,  a bush.
     Bussl e,  bust l e.
     But ,  wi t hout .
     But ,  but t ,  i n t he k i t chen ( i . e. ,  t he out er  apar t ment ) .
     By,  past ,  asi de.
     By,  besi de.
     By hi msel ,  besi de hi msel f .
     Bye at t our  ( i . e. ,  by and at t our ) ,  besi de and at  a di st ance.
     Byke,  a bees'  nest ;  a hi ve;  a swar m;  a cr owd.
     Byr e,  a cow- house.



     Ca' ,  cal l ,  knock,  dr i ve.
     Cadger ,  a hawker  ( especi al l y  of  f i sh) .
     Cadi e,  caddi e,  a f el l ow.
     Caf f ,  chaf f .
     Cai r d,  a t i nker .
     Cal f - war d,  gr azi ng pl ot  f or  cal ves ( i . e. ,  chur chyar d) .
     Cal l an,  cal l ant ,  a st r i pl i ng.
     Cal l er ,  cool ,  r ef r eshi ng.
     Cal l et ,  a t r ul l .
     Cam,  came.
     Cani e,  canni e,  gent l e,  t r act abl e,  qui et ,  pr udent ,  car ef ul .
     Cankr i e,  cr abbed.
     Canna,  can not .
     Canni est ,  qui et est .
     Canni l i e,  canni l y ,  qui et l y ,  pr udent l y,  caut i ousl y.
     Cant i e,  cheer f ul ,  l i vel y,  j ol l y ,  mer r y.
     Cant r ai p,  magi c,  wi t chi ng.
     Cant s,  mer r y st or i es,  cant er s or  spr ees or  mer r y doi ngs.
     Cape- st anc,  copest one.
     Capon- cast r at e.
     Car e na by,  do not  car e.
     Car l ,  car l e,  a man,  an ol d man.
     Car l - hemp,  mal e- hemp.
     Car l i e,  a mani k i n.
     Car l i n,  car l i ne a mi ddl e- aged,  or  ol d,  woman;  a bel dam,  a wi t ch.
     Car magnol e,  a v i ol ent  Jacobi n.
     Car t es,  pl ayi ng- car ds.
     Car t i e,  di m.  of  car t .
     Cat ch- t he- pl ack,  t he hunt  f or  money.
     Caudr on,  a cal dr on.
     Cauf ,  cal f .
     Cauf - l eat her ,  cal f - l eat her .
     Cauk,  chal k.
     Caul d,  col d.
     Caul dr on,  cal dr on.
     Caup,  a wooden dr i nki ng vessel .
     Causey- cl eaner s,  causeway- cl eaner s.
     Cavi e,  a hen- coop.
     Chamer ,  chaumer ,  chamber .
     Change- house,  t aver n.
     Chant er ,  bagpi pes;  t he pi pe of  t he bag- pi pes whi ch pr oduces t he
       mel ody;  song.
     Chap,  a f el l ow,  a young f el l ow.
     Chap,  t o st r i ke.
     Chapman,  a pedl er .
     Chaup,  chap,  a st r oke,  a bl ow.
     Chear ,  cheer .
     Chear f u' ,  cheer f ul .
     Chear l ess,  cheer l ess.
     Chear y,  cheer y.
     Cheek- f or - chow,  cheek- by- j owl  ( i . e.  c l ose besi de) .
     Cheep,  peep,  squeak.
     Chi el ,  chi el d ( i .  e. ,  chi l d) ,  a f el l ow,  a young f el l ow.
     Chi ml a,  chi mney.
     Chi t t er i ng,  shi ver i ng.
     Chows,  chews.
     Chuck,  a hen,  a dear .
     Chucki e,  di m.  of  chuck,  but  usual l y  s i gni f i es mot her  hen,  an ol d dear .
     Chuf f i e,  f at - f aced.
     Chuse,  t o choose.
     Ci t ,  t he c i vet .
     Ci t ,  a c i t i zen,  a mer chant .
     Cl achan,  a smal l  v i l l age about  a chur ch.



     Cl aedi ng,  c l ot hi ng.
     Cl aes,  c l ai se,  c l ot hes.
     Cl ai t h,  c l ot h.
     Cl ai t hi ng,  c l ot hi ng.
     Cl anki e,  a sever e knock.
     Cl ap,  t he c l apper  of  a mi l l .
     Cl ar k,  a c l er k.
     Cl ar k,  c l er k l y,  schol ar l y.
     Cl ar k i t ,  c l er ked,  wr ot e.
     Cl ar t y,  di r t y .
     Cl ash,  an i dl e t al e;  gossi p.
     Cl ash,  t o t at t l e.
     Cl at t er ,  noi se,  t at t l e,  t al k,  di sput at i on,  babbl e.
     Cl at t er ,  t o make a noi se by st r i k i ng;  t o babbl e;  t o pr at t l e.
     Cl aught ,  c l ut ched,  sei zed.
     Cl aught i n,  c l ut chi ng,  gr aspi ng.
     Cl aut ,  a c l ut ch,  a handf ul .
     Cl aut ,  t o scr ape.
     Cl aver ,  c l over .
     Cl aver s,  gossi p,  nonsense.
     Cl aw,  a scr at ch,  a bl ow.
     Cl aw,  t o scr at ch,  t o st r i ke.
     Cl ay- caul d,  c l ay- col d.
     Cl aymor e,  a t wo- handed Hi ghl and swor d.
     Cl ecki n,  a br ood.
     Cl eed,  t o c l ot he.
     Cl eek,  t o snat ch.
     Cl eeki t ,  l i nked ar ms.
     Cl eg,  gadf l y.
     Cl i nk,  a shar p st r oke;  j i ngl e.
     Cl i nk,  money,  coi n.
     Cl i nk,  t o chi nk.
     Cl i nk,  t o r hyme.
     Cl i nki n,  wi t h a smar t  mot i on.
     Cl i nkum,  c l i nkumbel l ,  t he beadl e,  t he bel l man.
     Cl i ps,  shear s.
     Cl i sh- ma- cl aver ,  gossi p,  t al et el l i ng;  non- sense.
     Cl ocki n- t i me,  c l ucki ng-  ( i .  e. ,  hat chi ng- )  t i me.
     Cl oot ,  t he hoof .
     Cl oot i e,  c l oot s,  hoof i e,  hoof s ( a ni ckname of  t he Devi l ) .
     Cl our ,  a bump or  swel l i ng af t er  a bl ow.
     Cl out ,  a c l ot h,  a pat ch.
     Cl out ,  t o pat ch.
     Cl ud,  a c l oud.
     Cl unk,  t o make a hol l ow sound.
     Cobl e,  a br oad and f l at  boat .
     Cock,  t he mar k ( i n cur l i ng) .
     Cocki e,  di m.  of  cock ( appl i ed t o an ol d man) .
     Cocks,  f el l ows,  good f el l ows.
     Cod,  a pi l l ow.
     Cof t ,  bought .
     Cog,  a wooden dr i nki ng vessel ,  a por r i dge di sh,  a cor n measur e f or
       hor ses.
     Coggi e,  di m.  of  cog,  a l i t t l e di sh.
     Coi l ,  Coi l a,  Kyl e ( one of  t he anci ent  di st r i c t s of  Ayr shi r e) .
     Col l i eshangi e,  a squabbl e.
     Cood,  cud.
     Coof ,  v.  cui f .
     Cooki t ,  hi d.
     Coor ,  cover .
     Cooser ,  a cour ser ,  a st al l i on.
     Coost  ( i .  e. ,  cast ) ,  l ooped,  t hr ew of f ,  t ossed,  chucked.
     Coot i e,  a smal l  pai l .
     Coot i e,  l eg- pl umed.



     Cor bi es,  r avens,  cr ows.
     Cor e,  cor ps.
     Cor n mou,  cor n heap.
     Cor n' t ,  f ed wi t h cor n.
     Cor se,  cor pse.
     Cor ss,  cr oss.
     Cou' dna,  coul dna,  coul dn' t .
     Count r a,  count r y.
     Coup,  t o capsi ze.
     Cout hi e,  cout hy,  l ov i ng,  af f abl e,  cosy,  comf or t abl e.
     Cowe,  t o scar e,  t o daunt .
     Cowe,  t o l op.
     Cr ack,  t al e;  a chat ;  t al k.
     Cr ack,  t o chat ,  t o t al k.
     Cr af t ,  cr of t .
     Cr af t - r i g,  cr of t - r i dge.
     Cr ai g,  t he t hr oat .
     Cr ai g,  a cr ag.
     Cr ai gi e,  di m.  of  cr ai g,  t he t hr oat .
     Cr ai gy,  cr aggy.
     Cr ai k,  t he cor n- cr ake,  t he l and- r ai l .
     Cr ambo- cl i nk,  r hyme.
     Cr ambo- j i ngl e,  r hymi ng.
     Cr an,  t he suppor t  f or  a pot  or  ket t l e.
     Cr ankous,  f r et f ul .
     Cr anks,  cr eaki ngs.
     Cr anr euch,  hoar - f r ost .
     Cr ap,  cr op,  t op.
     Cr aw,  cr ow.
     Cr eel ,  an osi er  basket .
     Cr eepi e- chai r ,  s t ool  of  r epent ance.
     Cr eeshi e,  gr easy.
     Cr ocks,  ol d ewes.
     Cr oni e,  i nt i mat e f r i end.
     Cr ooded,  cooed.
     Cr oods,  coos.
     Cr oon,  moan,  l ow.
     Cr oon,  t o t ol l .
     Cr ooni ng,  hummi ng.
     Cr oose,  cr ouse,  cocksur e,  set ,  pr oud,  cheer f ul .
     Cr ouchi e,  hunchbacked.
     Cr ousel y,  conf i dent l y.
     Cr owdi e,  meal  and col d wat er ,  meal  and mi l k,  por r i dge.
     Cr owdi e- t i me,  por r i dge- t i me ( i .  e. ,  br eakf ast - t i me) .
     Cr owl i n,  cr awl i ng.
     Cr ummi e,  a hor ned cow.
     Cr ummock,  cummock,  a cudgel ,  a cr ooked st af f .
     Cr ump,  cr i sp.
     Cr unt ,  a bl ow.
     Cuddl e,  t o f ondl e.
     Cui f ,  coof ,  a dol t ,  a ni nny;  a dast ar d.
     Cummock,  v.  cr ummock.
     Cur ch,  a ker chi ef  f or  t he head.
     Cur chi e,  a cur t sy.
     Cur l er ,  one who pl ays at  cur l i ng.
     Cur mur r i ng,  commot i on.
     Cur pi n,  t he cr upper  of  a hor se.
     Cur pl e,  t he cr upper  ( i .  e. ,  but t ocks) .
     Cushat ,  t he wood pi geon.
     Cust ock,  t he pi t h of  t he col ewor t .
     Cut es,  f eet ,  ankl es.
     Cut t y,  shor t .
     Cut t y- st ool s,  st ool s of  r epent ance.



     Dad,  daddi e,  f at her .
     Daez' t ,  dazed.
     Daf f i n,  l ar k i ng,  f un.
     Daf t ,  mad,  f ool i sh.
     Dai l s ,  pl anks.
     Dai men i cker ,  an odd ear  of  cor n.
     Dam,  pent - up wat er ,  ur i ne.
     Dami e,  di m.  of  dame.
     Dang,  pr et .  of  di ng.
     Dant on,  v.  daunt on.
     Dar ena,  dar e not .
     Dar g,  l abor ,  t ask,  a day' s wor k.
     Dar kl i ns,  i n t he dar k.
     Daud,  a l ar ge pi ece.
     Daud,  t o pel t .
     Daunder ,  saunt er .
     Daunt on,  t o daunt .
     Daur ,  dar e.
     Daur na,  dar e not .
     Daur ' t ,  dar ed.
     Daut ,  dawt e,  t o f ondl e.
     Davi el y,  spi r i t l ess.
     Daw,  t o dawn.
     Dawds,  l umps.
     Dawt i ngl y,  pr et t i l y ,  car essi ngl y.
     Dead,  deat h.
     Dead- sweer ,  ext r emel y r el uct ant .
     Deave,  t o deaf en.
     Dei l ,  devi l .
     Dei l - haet ,  not hi ng ( Devi l  have i t ) .
     Dei l - ma- car e,  Devi l  may car e.
     Del eer et ,  del i r i ous,  mad.
     Del v i n,  di ggi ng.
     Der n' d,  hi d.
     Descr i ve,  t o descr i be.
     Deuk,  duck.
     Devel ,  a st unni ng bl ow.
     Di ddl e,  t o move qui ckl y.
     Di ght ,  t o wi pe.
     Di ght ,  wi nnowed,  s i f t ed.
     Di n,  dun,  muddy of  compl exi on.
     Di ng,  t o beat ,  t o sur pass.
     Di nk,  t r i m.
     Di nna,  do not .
     Di r l ,  t o v i br at e,  t o r i ng.
     Di z ' n,  di zzen,  dozen.
     Docht er ,  daught er .
     Doi t ed,  muddl ed,  dot i ng;  st upi d,  bewi l der ed.
     Donsi e,  v i c i ous,  bad- t emper ed;  r est i ve;  t est y.
     Dool ,  wo,  sor r ow.
     Dool f u' ,  dol ef ul ,  wof ul .
     Dor t y,  pet t i sh.
     Douce,  douse,  sedat e,  sober ,  pr udent .
     Douce,  doucel y,  dousel y,  sedat el y,  pr udent l y.
     Doudl ' d,  dandl ed.
     Dought  ( pr et .  of  dow) ,  coul d.
     Douked,  ducked.
     Doup,  t he bot t om.
     Doup- skel per ,  bot t om- smacker .
     Dour - dour e,  st ubbor n,  obst i nat e;  cut t i ng.
     Dow,  dowe,  am ( i s or  ar e)  abl e,  can.
     Dow,  a dove.
     Dowf ,  dowf f ,  dul l .
     Dowi e,  dr oopi ng,  mour nf ul .



     Dowi l i e,  dr oopi ng.
     Downa,  can not .
     Downa- do ( can not  do) ,  l ack of  power .
     Doyl t ,  s t upi d,  st upef i ed.
     Doyt i n,  dodder i ng. ,
     Dozen' d,  t or pi d.
     Dozi n,  t or pi d.
     Dr ai gl ' t ,  dr aggl ed.
     Dr ant ,  pr osi ng.
     Dr ap,  dr op.
     Dr aunt i ng,  t edi ous.
     Dr ee,  endur e,  suf f er .
     Dr ei gh,  v.  dr ei ght .
     Dr i bbl e,  dr i zz l e.
     Dr i ddl e,  t o t oddl e.
     Dr ei gh,  t edi ous,  dul l .
     Dr oddum,  t he br eech.
     Dr one,  par t  of  t he bagpi pe.
     Dr oop- r umpl ' t ,  shor t - r umped.
     Dr ouk,  t o wet ,  t o dr ench.
     Dr ouki t ,  wet t ed.
     Dr out h,  t hi r st .
     Dr out hy,  t hi r st y.
     Dr uken,  dr ucken,  dr unken.
     Dr uml i e,  muddy,  t ur bi d.
     Dr ummock,  r aw meal  and col d wat er .
     Dr unt ,  t he huf f .
     Dr y,  t hi r st y.
     Dub,  puddl e,  s l ush.
     Duddi e,  r agged.
     Duddi es,  di m.  of  duds,  r ags.
     Duds,  r ags,  c l ot hes.
     Dung,  v.  dang.
     Dunt ed,  t hr obbed,  beat .
     Dunt s,  bl ows.
     Dur k,  di r k.
     Dusht ,  pushed or  t hr own down vi ol ent l y .
     Dwal l i ng,  dwel l i ng.
     Dwal t ,  dwel t .
     Dyke,  a f ence ( of  st one or  t ur f ) ,  a wal l .
     Dyvor ,  a bankr upt .

     Ear ' ,  ear l y.
     Ear n,  eagl e.
     East l i n,  east er n.
     E' e,  eye.
     E' ebr i e,  eyebr ow.
     Een,  eyes.
     E' en,  even.
     E' en,  eveni ng.
     E' eni n' ,  eveni ng.
     E' er ,  ever .
     Eer i e,  appr ehensi ve;  i nspi r i ng ghost l y f ear .
     Ei l d,  el d.
     Eke,  al so.
     El buck,  el bow.
     El dr i t ch,  unear t hl y,  haunt ed,  f ear some.
     El eki t ,  el ect ed.
     El l  ( Scot s) ,  t hi r t y - seven i nches.
     El l er ,  el der .
     En' ,  end.
     Eneugh,  enough.
     Enf aul d,  i nf ol d.
     Enow,  enough.



     Er se,  Gael i c .
     Et her - st ane,  adder - st one.
     Et t l e,  ai m.
     Ever mai r ,  ever mor e.
     Ev ' n down,  downr i ght ,  posi t i ve.
     Eydent ,  di l i gent .

     Fa' ,  f al l .
     Fa' ,  l ot ,  por t i on.
     Fa' ,  t o get ;  sui t ;  c l ai m.
     Faddom' d,  f at homed.
     Fae,  f oe.
     Faem,  f oam.
     Fai ket ,  l et  of f ,  excused.
     Fai n,  f ond,  gl ad.
     Fai nness,  f ondness.
     Fai r  f a' ,  good bef al l !  wel come.
     Fai r i n. ,  a pr esent  f r om a f ai r .
     Fal l ow,  f el l ow.
     Fa' n,  f al l en.
     Fand,  f ound.
     Far - af f ,  f ar - of f .
     Far l s,  oat - cakes.
     Fash,  annoyance.
     Fash,  t o t r oubl e;  wor r y.
     Fash' d,  f ash' t ,  bot her ed;  i r ked.
     Fashi ous,  t r oubl esome.
     Fast en- e' en,  Fast en' s Even ( t he eveni ng bef or e Lent ) .
     Faught ,  a f i ght .
     Faul d,  t he sheep- f ol d.
     Faul d,  f ol ded.

Faul di ng,  sheep- f ol di ng.
     Faun,  f al l en.
     Fause,  f al se.
     Fause- house,  hol e i n a cor nst ack.
     Faut ,  f aul t .
     Faut or ,  t r ansgr essor .
     Fawsont ,  seeml y,  wel l - doi ng;  good- l ooki ng.
     Feat ,  spr uce.
     Fecht ,  f i ght .
     Feck,  t he bul k,  t he most  par t .
     Feck,  val ue,  r et ur n.
     Fecket ,  wai st coat ;  s l eeve wai st coat  ( used by f ar m- ser vant s as bot h
       vest  and j acket ) .
     Feckl ess,  weak,  pi t hl ess,  f eebl e.
     Feckl y,  most l y.
     Feg,  a f i g.
     Fegs,  f ai t h!
     Fei de,  f eud.
     Fei nt ,  v .  f i ent .
     Fei r r i e,  l ust y.
     Fel l ,  keen,  cr uel ,  dr eadf ul ,  deadl y;  pungent .
     Fel l ,  t he cut i c l e under  t he ski n.
     Fel l y ,  r el ent l ess.
     Fen' ,  a shi f t .
     Fen' ,  f end,  t o l ook af t er ;  t o car e f or ;  keep of f .
     Fencel ess,  def ensel ess.
     Fer l i e,  f er l y ,  a wonder .
     Fer l i e,  t o mar vel .
     Fet ches,  cat ches,  gur gl es.
     Fet ch' t ,  s t opped suddenl y.
     Fey,  f at ed t o deat h.
     Fi dge,  t o f i dget ,  t o wr i ggl e.
     Fi dgi n- f ai n,  t i ngl i ng- wi l d.



     Fi el ,  wel l .
     Fi ent ,  f i end,  a pet t y oat h.
     Fi ent  a,  not  a,  devi l  a.
     Fi ent  haet ,  not hi ng ( f i end have i t ) .
     Fi ent  haet  o' ,  not  one of .
     Fi ent - ma- car e,  t he f i end may car e ( I  don' t ! ) .
     Fi er ,  f i er e,  compani on.
     Fi er ,  sound,  act i ve.
     Fi n' ,  t o f i nd.
     Fi ssl e,  t i ngl e,  f i dget  wi t h del i ght .
     Fi t ,  f oot .
     Fi t t i e- l an' ,  t he near  hor se of  t he hi nd- most  pai r  i n t he pl ough.
     Fl ae,  a f l ea.
     Fl af f i n,  f l appi ng.
     Fl ai ni n,  f l annen,  f l annel .
     Fl ang,  f l ung.
     Fl ee,  t o f l y .
     Fl eech,  wheedl e.
     Fl eesh,  f l eece.
     Fl eg,  scar e,  bl ow,  j er k.
     Fl et h' r i n,  f l at t er i ng.
     Fl ewi t ,  a shar p l ash.
     Fl ey,  t o scar e.
     Fl i cht er i n,  f l ut t er i ng.
     Fl i nder s,  shr eds,  br oken pi eces.
     Fl i ngi ng,  k i ck i ng out  i n danci ng;  caper i ng.
     Fl i ngi n- t r ee,  a pi ece of  t i mber  hung by way of  par t i t i on bet ween t wo
       hor ses
     i n a st abl e;  a f l ai l .
     Fl i sk i t ,  f r et t ed,  caper ed.
     Fl i t ,  t o shi f t .
     Fl i t t er i ng,  f l ut t er i ng.
     Fl yt e,  scol d.
     Fock,  f ocks,  f ol k.
     Fodgel ,  dumpy.
     Foor ,  f ar ed ( i .  e. ,  went ) .
     Foor sday,  Thur sday.
     For bear s,  f or ebear s,  f or ef at her s.
     For by,  f or bye,  besi des.
     For f ai r n,  wor n out ;  f or l or n.
     For f ought en,  exhaust ed.
     For gat her ,  t o meet  wi t h.
     For gi e,  t o f or gi ve.
     For j esket ,  j aded.
     For r i t ,  f or war d.
     Fot her ,  f odder .
     Fou,  f ow,  f ul l  ( i .  e. ,  dr unk) .
     Fought en,  t r oubl ed.
     Foumar t ,  a pol ecat .
     Four some,  a quar t et .
     Fout h,  f ul ness,  abundance.
     Fow,  v.  f ou.
     Fow,  a bushel .
     Fr ae,  f r om.
     Fr eat h,  t o f r ot h,
     Fr emi t ,  est r anged,  host i l e.
     Fu' ,  f ul l .
     Fu' - han' t ,  f ul l - handed.
     Fud,  a shor t  t ai l  ( of  a r abbi t  or  har e) .
     Fuf f ' t ,  puf f ed.
     Fur ,  f ur r ,  a f ur r ow.
     Fur - ahi n,  t he hi ndmost  pl ough- hor se i n t he f ur r ow.
     Fur der ,  success.
     Fur der ,  t o succeed.



     Fur m,  a wooden f or m.
     Fusi onl ess,  pi t hl ess,  sapl ess,  t ast el ess,
     Fyke,  f r et .
     Fyke,  t o f uss;  f i dget .
     Fyl e,  t o def i l e,  t o f oul .

     Gab,  t he mout h.
     Gab,  t o t al k.
     Gabs,  t al k.
     Gae,  gave.
     Gae,  t o go.
     Gaed,  went .
     Gaen,  gone.
     Gaet s,  ways,  manner s.
     Gai r s,  gor es.
     Gane,  gone.
     Gang,  t o go.
     Gangr el ,  vagr ant .
     Gar ,  t o cause,  t o make,  t o compel .
     Gar cock,  t he moor cock.
     Gar t en,  gar t er .
     Gash,  wi se;  sel f - compl acent  ( i mpl y i ng pr udence and pr osper i t y) ;
       t al kat i ve.
     Gashi ng,  t al k i ng,  gabbi ng.
     Gat ,  got .
     Gat e,  way- r oad,  manner .
     Gat t y,  ener vat ed.
     Gauci e,  v.  Gawsi e.
     Gaud,  a.  goad.
     Gaudsman,  goadsman,  dr i ver  of  t he pl ough- t eam.
     Gau' n.  gavi n.
     Gaun,  goi ng.
     Gaunt ed,  gaped,  yawned.
     Gawky,  a f ool i sh woman or  l ad.
     Gawky,  f ool i sh.
     Gawsi e,  buxom;  j ol l y .
     Gayl i es,  gai l y ,  r at her .
     Gear ,  money,  weal t h;  goods;  st uf f .
     Geck,  t o spor t ;  t oss t he head.
     Ged.  a pi ke.
     Gent l es,  gent r y.
     Gent y,  t r i m and el egant .
     Geor di e,  di m.  of  Geor ge,  a gui nea.
     Get ,  i ssue,  of f spr i ng,  br eed.
     Ghai st ,  ghost .
     Gi e,  t o gi ve.
     Gi ed,  gave.
     Gi en,  gi ven.
     Gi f ,  i f .
     Gi f t i e,  di m.  of  gi f t .
     Gi gl et s,  gi ggl i ng youngst er s or  mai ds.
     Gi l l i e,  di m.  of  gi l l  ( gl ass of  whi skey) .
     Gi l pey,  young gi r l .
     Gi mmer ,  a young ewe.
     Gi n,  i f ,  shoul d,  whet her ;  by.
     Gi r dl e,  pl at e of  met al  f or  f i r i ng cakes,  bannocks.
     Gi r n,  t o gr i n,  t o t wi st  t he f ace ( but  f r om pai n or  r age,  not  j oy) ;
       gapes;
     snar l s.
     Gi zz,  wi g.
     Gl ai k i t ,  f ool i sh,  t hought l ess,  gi ddy.
     Gl ai z i e,  gl ossy,  shi ny.
     Gl aum' d,  gr asped.
     Gl ed,  a hawk,  a k i t e.



     Gl eede,  a gl owi ng coal .
     Gl eg,  ni mbl e,  shar p,  keen- wi t t ed.
     Gl eg,  smar t l y .
     Gl i eb,  a por t i on of  l and.
     Gl i b- gabbet ,  smoot h- t ongued.
     Gl i nt ,  spar kl e.
     Gl oami n,  t wi l i ght ;  gl oami n- shot ,  sunset .
     Gl ow' r ,  s t ar e.
     Gl unch,  f r own,  gr owl .
     Goavi n,  l ooki ng dazedl y l ;  mooni ng.
     Got t en,  got .
     Gowan,  t he wi l d,  or  mount ai n,  dai sy.
     Gowany,  cover ed wi t h wi l d dai s i es.
     Gowd,  gol d.
     Gowdi e,  t he head.
     Gowf f ' d,  st r uck,  as i n t he game of  gol f .
     Gowk,  t he cuckoo,  a dol t .
     Gowl i ng,  l ament i ng ( as a dog i n gr i ef ) .
     Gr af f ,  a gr ave,  a vaul t .
     Gr ai n' d,  gr oaned.
     Gr ai p,  a dung- f or k.
     Gr ai t h,  i mpl ement s,  gear ;  f ur ni t ur e;  at t i r e.
     Gr ai t hi ng,  gear i ng,  vest ment s.
     Gr ane,  gr oan.
     Gr anni e,  gr auni e,  gr andmot her .
     Gr ape,  gr ope.
     Gr at ,  wept .
     Gr ee,  t he pr i ze ( degr ee) .
     Gr ee,  t o agr ee.
     Gr eet ,  t o weep.
     Gr oani n maut ,  gr oani ng mal t ,  br ewed f or  a l y i ng- i n.
     Gr ozet ,  a gooseber r y.
     Gr umphi e,  t he pi g.
     Gr un' ,  t he gr ound.
     Gr unt l e,  t he f ace.
     Gr unt l e,  di m.  of  gr unt .
     Gr unzi e,  gr owi ng.
     Gr ut t en,  wept .
     Gude,  God.
     Gui d,  gude,  good.
     Gui d- e' en,  good eveni ng.
     Gui d- f at her ,  f at her - i n- l aw.
     Gui d- man,  husband.
     Gui d- wi f e.  mi st r ess of  t he house.
     Gui d- wi l l i e,  hear t y,  f ul l  of  good- wi l l .
     Gul l i e,  gul l y ,  a l ar ge kni f e.
     Gul r avage,  r i ot ous pl ay.
     Guml i e,  muddy.
     Gumpt i on,  wi sdom.
     Gust y,  t ast y.
     Gut cher ,  goodsi r e,  gr andf at her .

     Ha' ,  hal l .
     Ha'  f ol k,  t he ser vant s.
     Haddi n,  hol di ng,  i nher i t ance.
     Hae,  have.
     Haet ,  a t hi ng.
     Haf f et ,  hauf f et ,  t he t empl e,  t he s i de of  t he head.
     Haf f et s,  s i de- l ocks.
     Haf f l i ns,  hal f ,  par t l y .
     Hag,  a moss,  a br oken bog.
     Haggi s,  a speci al  Scot s puddi ng,  made of  sheep' s l ungs,  l i ver  and
       hear t ,
     oni ons and oat meal ,  boi l ed i n a sheep' s st omach.



     Hai n,  t o spar e,  t o save.
     Hai r st ,  har ' s t ,  har vest .
     Hai t h,  f ai t h ( an oat h) .
     Hai ver s,  v.  haver s.
     Hal ' ,  hal d,  hol di ng,  possessi on.
     Hal e,  hai l ,  t he whol e.
     Hal e,  heal t h.
     Hal e,  hai l ,  whol e,  heal t hy.
     Hal esome,  whol esome.
     Hal l an,  a par t i t i on wal l ,  a por ch,  out er  door .
     Hal l oween,  Al l  Sai nt s '  Eve ( 31st  of  Oct ober ) .
     Hal l owmas,  Al l  Sai nt s '  Day ( 1st  of  November ) .
     Hal y,  hol y.
     Hame,  home,
     Han' ,  haun,  hand.
     Han- dar g,  v.  dar g.
     Hand- wal ' d,  hand- pi cked ( i . e. ,  choi cest ) .
     Hangi e,  hangman ( ni ckname of  t he Devi l ) .
     Hansel ,  t he f i r s t  gi f t ;  ear nest .
     Hap,  a wr ap,  a cover i ng agai nst  col d.
     Hap,  t o shel t er .
     Hap,  t o hop.
     Happer ,  hopper  ( of  a mi l l ) .
     Hap- st ep- an' - l owp.  hop- st ep- and- j ump.
     Har ki t ,  hear kened.
     Har n,  coar se c l ot h.
     Hash,  an oaf .
     Hasl ock woo,  t he wool  on t he neck of  a sheep.
     Haud,  t o hol d,  t o keep.
     Hauf ,  hal f .
     Haughs,  l ow- l y i ng r i ch l ands by a r i ver .
     Haun,  v.  han' ,
     Haur l ,  t o t r ai l .
     Hause,  cuddl e,  embr ace.
     Haver i l ,  hav' r el ,  one who t al ks nonsense.
     Haver s,  nonsense.
     Havi ns,  manner s,  conduct .
     Hawki e,  a whi t e- f aced cow;  a cow.
     Heal ,  v .  hal e.
     Heal some,  v.  hal esome.
     Hecht ,  t o pr omi se;  t hr eat en.
     Heckl e,  a f l ax- comb.
     Heel s- o' er - gowdi e,  v.  gowdi e.
     Heeze,  t o hoi st .
     Hei ch,  hei gh,  hi gh.
     Hem- shi n' d,  cr ooked- shi n' d.
     Her d,  a her d- boy.
     Her e awa,  her eabout .
     Her r y,  t o har r y.
     Her r yment ,  spol i at i on.
     Her sel ,  her sel f .
     Het ,  hot .
     Heugh,  a hol l ow or  pi t ;  a cr ag,  a st eep bank.
     Heuk,  a hook.
     Hi l ch,  t o hobbl e.
     Hi l t i e- ski l t i e,  hel t er - skel t er .
     Hi msel ,  hi msel f k
     Hi ney,  hi nny,  honey.
     Hi ng,  t o hang.
     Hi r pl e,  t o move unevenl y;  t o l i mp.
     Hi ssel s,  so many cat t l e as one per son can at t end ( R.  B. ) .
     Hi st i e,  bar e.
     Hi zzi e,  a hussy,  a wench.
     Hoast ,  cough.



     Hoddi n,  t he mot i on of  a sage count r yman r i di ng on a car t - hor se
      ( R.  B. ) .
     Hoddi n- gr ey,  coar se gr ay wool en.
     Hoggi e,  di m.  of  hog;  a l amb.
     Hog- scor e,  a l i ne on t he cur l i ng r i nk.
     Hog- shout her ,  a k i nd of  hor se- pl ay by j ost l i ng wi t h t he shoul der ;
       t o j ost l e.
     Hoodi e- cr aw,  t he hooded cr ow,  t he car r i on cr ow.
     Hoodock,  gr aspi ng,  vul t ur i sh.
     Hooked,  caught .
     Hool ,  t he out er  case,  t he sheat h.
     Hool i e,  sof t l y .
     Hoor d,  hoar d.
     Hoor det ,  hoar ded.
     Hor n,  a hor n spoon;  a comb of  hor n.
     Hor ni e,  t he Devi l .
     Host ,  v.  hoast .
     Hot ch' d,  j er ked.
     Houghmagandi e,  f or ni cat i on.
     Houl et ,  v .  howl et .
     Houpe,  hope.
     Hove,  swel l .
     Howdi e,  howdy,  a mi dwi f e.
     Howe,  hol l ow.
     Howk,  t o di g.
     Howl et ,  t he owl .
     Hoyse,  a hoi st .
     Hoy' t ,  ur ged ( R.  B. ) .
     Hoyt e,  t o ambl e cr azi l y  ( R.  B. ) .
     Hughoc,  di m.  of  Hugh.
     Hul l i ons,  s l ovens.
     Hunder ,  a hundr ed.
     Hunker s,  hams.
     Hur cheon,  t he hedgehog.
     Hur chi n,  ur chi n.
     Hur di es,  t he l oi ns,  t he cr upper  ( R.  B. )  ( i .  e. ,  t he but t ocks) .
     Hur l ,  t o t r undl e.
     Hushi on,  a f oot l ess st ocki ng.
     Hyt e,  f ur i ous.

     I ' ,  i n.
     I cker ,  an ear  of  cor n.
     I er - oe,  a gr eat - gr andchi l d.
     I l k ,  i l ka,  each,  ever y.
     I l l  o' t ,  bad at  i t .
     I l l - t aen,  i l l - t aken.
     I l l - t hi ef .  t he Devi l .
     I l l - wi l l i e,  i l l - nat ur ed,  ni ggar dl y.
     I ndent i n,  i ndent ur i ng.
     I ngi ne,  geni us,  i ngenui t y;  wi t .
     I ngl e,  t he f i r e,  t he f i r esi de.
     I ngl e- cheek,  f i r esi de ( pr oper l y t he j amb of  t he f i r epl ace) .
     I ngl e- l owe,  i ngl e- l ow,  f l ame of  t he f i r e.
     I ' se,  I  shal l ,  or  wi l l .
     I t sel ' ,  i t sel f .
     I t her ,  ot her ,  anot her .

     Jad,  a j ade.
     Janwar ,  Januar y.
     Jauk,  t o t r i f l e,  t o dal l y .
     Jauner ,  gabber .
     Jaunt i e,  di m.  of  j aunt .
     Jaup,  spl ash.
     Jaw,  t al k,  i mpudence.



     Jaw,  t o t hr ow,  t o dash.
     Jeeg,  t o j og.
     J i l l et ,  a j i l t .
     J i mp,  smal l ,  s l ender .
     J i mpl y,  neat l y.
     J i mps,  st ays.
     J i nk,  t he s l i p.
     J i nk,  t o f r i sk,  t o spor t ,  t o dodge.
     J i nker ,  dodger  ( coquet t e) ;  a j i nker  nobl e;  a nobl e goer .
     J i r k i net ,  bodi ce.
     J i r t ,  a j er k.
     J i z ,  a wi g.
     Jo,  a sweet hear t .
     Joct el eg,  a c l asp- kni f e.
     Jouk,  t o duck,  t o cover ,  t o dodge.
     Jow,  t o j ow,  a ver b whi ch i ncl uded bot h t he swi ngi ng mot i on and
       peal i ng
     sound of  a l ar ge bel l  ( R.  B. ) .
     Jumpet ,  j umpi t ,  j umped.
     Jundi e,  t o j ost l e.
     Jur r ,  a ser vant  wench.

     Kae,  a j ackdaw.
     Kai l ,  kal e,  t he col ewor t ;  cabbage;  Scot s '  br ot h.
     Kai l - bl ade,  t he l eaf  of  t he col ewor t .
     Kai l - gul l i e,  a cabbage kni f e.
     Kai l - r unt ,  t he st em of  t he col ewor t .
     Kai l - whi t t l e,  a cabbage kni f e.
     Kai l - yar d,  a k i t chen gar den.
     Kai n,  kane,  r ent s i n k i nd.
     Kame,  a comb.
     Kebar s,  r af t er s.
     Kebbuck,  a cheese;  a kebbuck heel  = t he l ast  cr ust  of  a cheese.
     Keckl e,  t o cackl e,  t o gi ggl e.
     Keek,  l ook,  gl ance.
     Keeki n- gl ass,  t he l ooki ng- gl ass.
     Keel ,  r ed chal k.
     Kel pi es,  r i ver  demons.
     Ken,  t o know.
     Kenna,  know not .
     Kenni n,  a ver y l i t t l e ( mer el y as much as can be per cei ved) .
     Kep,  t o cat ch.
     Ket ,  t he f l eece on a sheep' s body.
     Key,  quay.
     Ki augh,  anxi et y.
     Ki l t ,  t o t uck up.
     Ki mmer ,  a wench,  a gossi p;  a wi f e.
     Ki n' ,  k i nd.
     Ki ng' s- hood,  t he 2d st omach i n a r umi nant  ( equi vocal  f or  t he scr ot um) .
     Ki nt r a,  count r y.
     Ki r k,  chur ch.
     Ki r n,  a chur n.
     Ki r n,  har vest  home.
     Ki r sen,  t o chr i st en.
     Ki st ,  chest ,  count er .
     Ki t chen,  t o r el i sh.
     Ki t t l e,  di f f i cul t ,  t i ck l i sh,  del i cat e,  f i ck l e.
     Ki t t l e,  t o t i ck l e.
     Ki t t l i n,  k i t t en.
     Ki ut l i n,  cuddl i ng.
     Knaggi e,  knobby.
     Knappi n- hammer s,  hammer s f or  br eaki ng st ones.
     Knowe,  knol l .
     Knur l ,  knur l i n,  dwar f .



     Kye,  cows.
     Kyt es,  bel l i es.
     Kyt he,  t o show.

     Laddi e,  di m.  of  l ad.
     Lade,  a l oad.
     Lag,  backwar d.
     Laggen,  t he bot t om angl e of  a wooden di sh.
     Lai gh,  l ow.
     Lai k,  l ack.
     Lai r ,  l or e,  l ear ni ng.
     Lai r d,  l andowner .
     Lai r i ng,  st i ck i ng or  s i nki ng i n moss or  mud.
     Lai t h,  l oat h.
     Lai t hf u' ,  l oat hf ul ,  sheepi sh.
     Lal l an,  l owl and.
     Lal l ans,  Scot s Lowl and ver nacul ar .
     Lammi e,  di m.  of  l amb.
     Lan' ,  l and.
     Lan' - af or e,  t he f or emost  hor se on t he unpl owed l and s i de.
     Lan' - ahi n,  t he hi ndmost  hor se on t he unpl owed l and s i de.
     Lane,  l one.
     Lang,  l ong.
     Lang syne,  l ong s i nce,  l ong ago.
     Lap,  l eapt .
     Lave,  t he r est .
     Laver ock,  l av ' r ock,  t he l ar k.
     Lawi n,  t he r eckoni ng.
     Lea,  gr ass,  unt i l l ed l and.
     Lear ,  l or e,  l ear ni ng.
     Leddy,  l ady.
     Lee- l ang,  l i ve- l ong.
     Leesome,  l awf ul .
     Leeze me on,  dear  i s  t o me;  bl essi ngs on;  commend me t o.
     Lei st er ,  a f i sh- spear .
     Len' ,  t o l end.
     Leugh,  l augh' d.
     Leuk,  l ook.
     Ley- cr ap,  l ea- cr op.
     Li bbet ,  cast r at ed.
     Li cks,  a beat i ng.
     Li en,  l ai n.
     Li eve,  l i ef .
     Li f t ,  t he sky.
     Li f t ,  a l oad.
     Li ght l y ,  t o di spar age,  t o scor n.
     Li l t ,  t o s i ng.
     Li mmer ,  t o j ade;  mi st r ess.
     Li n,  v.  l i nn.
     Li nn,  a wat er f al l .
     Li nt ,  f l ax.
     Li nt - whi t e,  f l ax- col or ed.
     Li nt whi t e,  t he l i nnet .
     Li ppen' d,  t r ust ed.
     Li ppi e,  di m.  of  l i p.
     Loan,  a l ane,
     Loani n,  t he pr i vat e r oad l eadi ng t o a f ar m.
     Lo' ed,  l oved.
     Lon' on,  London.
     Loof  ( pl .  l ooves) ,  t he pal m of  t he hand.
     Loon,  l oun,  l own,  a f el l ow,  a var l et .
     Loosome,  l ovabl e.
     Loot ,  l et .
     Loove,  l ove.



     Looves,  v.  l oof .
     Losh,  a mi nced oat h.
     Lough,  a pond,  a l ake.
     Loup,  l owp,  t o l eap.
     Low,  l owe,  a f l ame.
     Lowi n,  l owi ng,  f l ami ng,  bur ni ng.
     Lown,  v.  l oon.
     Lowp,  v.  l oup.
     Lowse,  l ouse,  t o unt i e,  l et  l oose.
     Lucky,  a gr andmot her ,  an ol d woman;  an al e wi f e.
     Lug,  t he ear .
     Lugget ,  havi ng ear s.
     Luggi e,  a por r i nger .
     Lum,  t he chi mney.
     Lume,  a l oom.
     Lunar di ,  a bal l oon bonnet .
     Lunches,  f ul l  por t i ons.
     Lunt ,  a col umn of  smoke or  st eam.
     Lunt i n,  smoki ng.
     Luve,  l ove.
     Lyar t ,  gr ay i n gener al ;  di scol or ed by decay or  ol d age.
     Lyni n,  l i ni ng.

     Mae,  mor e.
     Mai l en,  mai l i n,  a f ar m.
     Mai l i e,  Mol l y.
     Mai r ,  mor e.
     Mai st .  most .
     Mai st ,  al most .
     Mak,  make.
     Mak o' ,  make o' ,  t o pet ,  t o f ondl e.
     Mal l ,  Mal l y .
     Mant eel e,  a mant l e.
     Mar k,  mer k,  an ol d Scot s coi n ( 13 1- 3d.  st er l i ng) .
     Mashl um,  of  mi xed meal .
     Maski n- pat ,  t he t eapot .
     Mauki n,  a har e.
     Maun,  must .
     Maunna,  must n' t .
     Maut ,  mal t .
     Mavi s,  t he t hr ush.
     Mawi n,  mowi ng.
     Mawn,  mown.
     Mawn,  a l ar ge basket .
     Mear ,  a mar e.
     Mei k l e,  mi ckl e,  muckl e,  much,  gr eat .
     Mel der ,  a gr i ndi ng cor n.
     Mel l ,  t o meddl e.
     Mel v i e,  t o powder  wi t h meal - dust .
     Men' ,  mend.
     Mense,  t act ,  di scr et i on,  pol i t eness.
     Mensel ess,  unmanner l y.
     Mer l e,  t he bl ackbi r d.
     Mer r an,  Mar i an.
     Mess John,  Mass John,  t he par i sh pr i est ,  t he mi ni st er .
     Messi n,  a cur ,  a mongr el .
     Mi dden,  a dunghi l l .
     Mi dden- cr eel s,  manur e- basket s.
     Mi dden dub,  mi dden puddl e.
     Mi dden- hol e,  a gut t er  at  t he bot t om of  t he dunghi l l .
     Mi l k i ng shi el ,  t he mi l k i ng shed.
     Mi m,  pr i m,  af f ect edl y meek.
     Mi m- mou' d,  pr i m- l i pped.
     Mi n' ,  mi nd,  r emembr ance.



     Mi nd,  t o r emember ,  t o bear  i n mi nd.
     Mi nni e,  mot her .
     Mi r k,  dar k.
     Mi sca' ,  t o mi scal l ,  t o abuse.
     Mi shant er ,  mi shap.
     Mi s l ear ' d,  mi schi evous,  unmanner l y.
     Mi st ak,  mi st ake.
     Mi st euk,  mi st ook.
     Mi t her ,  mot her .
     Mi xt i e- maxt i e,  conf used.
     Moni e,  many.
     Mool s,  cr umbl i ng ear t h,  gr ave.
     Moop,  t o ni bbl e,  t o keep c l ose company,  t o meddl e.
     Mot t i e,  dust y.
     Mou' ,  t he mout h.
     Moudi ewor t s,  mol es.
     Muckl e,  v.  mei k l e.
     Musl i n- kai l ,  beef l ess br ot h.
     Mut chki n,  an Engl i sh pi nt .

     Na,  nae,  no,  not .
     Naet hi ng,  nai t hi ng,  not hi ng.
     Nai g,  a nag.
     Nane,  none,
     Nappy,  al e,  l i quor .
     Nat ch,  a not chi ng i mpl ement ;  abuse.
     Neebor ,  nei bor ,  nei ghbor .
     Needna,  needn' t .
     Nei st ,  next .
     Neuk,  newk,  a nook,  a cor ner .
     New- ca' d,  newl y dr i ven.
     Ni ck ( Aul d) ,  Ni cki e- ben,  a name of  t he Devi l .
     Ni ck,  t o sever ;  t o s l i t ;  t o nai l ,  t o sei ze away.
     Ni cki e- ben,  v.  Ni ck.
     Ni ck- nacket s,  cur i osi t i es.
     Ni cks,  cut s;  t he r i ngs on a cow' s hor ns.
     Ni eve,  t he f i s t .
     Ni eve- f u' ,  f i s t f ul .
     Ni f f er ,  exchange.
     Ni t ,  a nut .
     No,  not .
     Nocht ,  not hi ng.
     Nor l and,  nor t her n.
     Nowt ,  nowt e,  cat t l e.

     O' ,  of .
     O' er wor d,  t he r ef r ai n;  cat chwor d.
     Oni e,  any.
     Or ,  er e,  bef or e.
     Or r a,  ext r a.
     O' t ,  of  i t .
     Ought ,  aught .
     Ought l i ns,  aught l i ns,  aught  i n t he l east ;  at  al l .
     Our i e,  shi ver i ng,  dr oopi ng.
     Out l er ,  unhoused.
     Owr e,  over ,  t oo.
     Owsen,  oxen.
     Owt hor ,  aut hor .
     Oxt er ' d,  hel d up under  t he ar ms.

     Pack an'  t hi ck,  conf i dent i al .
     Pai dl e,  t o paddl e,  t o wade;  t o wal k wi t h a weak act i on.
     Pai dl e,  nai l - bag.
     Pai nch,  t he paunch.



     Pai t r i ck,  a par t r i dge;  used equi vocal l y  of  a want on gi r l .
     Pang,  t o cr am.
     Par i shen,  t he par i sh.
     Par r i t ch,  por r i dge.
     Par r i t ch- pat s,  por r i dge- pot s.
     Pat ,  pot .
     Pat ,  put .
     Pat t l e,  pet t l e,  a pl ow- st af f .
     Paught y,  haught y.
     Pauki e,  pauky,  pawki e,  ar t f ul ,  s l y.
     Pechan,  t he st omach.
     Pechi n,  pant i ng,  bl owi ng.
     Penny- f ee,  wage i n money.
     Penny- wheep,  smal l  beer .
     Pet t l e,  v.  pat t l e.
     Phi l i beg,  t he Hi ghl ander ' s k i l t .
     Phr ai s i n,  f l at t er i ng,  wheedl i ng.
     Phr ase,  t o f l at t er ,  t o wheedl e.
     Pi ckl e,  a f ew,  a l i t t l e.
     Pi nt  ( Scot s) ,  t hr ee i mper i al  pi nt s.
     Pi t ,  put .
     Pl acads,  pr ocl amat i ons.
     Pl ack,  f our  penni es ( Scot s) .
     Pl ackl ess,  penni l ess.
     Pl ai den,  coar se wool en c l ot h.
     Pl ai st er ,  pl ast er .
     Pl eni sh' d,  st ocked.
     Pl eugh,  pl ew,  a pl ow.
     Pl i sk i e,  a t r i ck.
     Pl i ver ,  a pl over .
     Pock,  a poke,  a bag,  a wal l et .
     Poi nd,  t o sei ze,  t o di st r ai n,  t o i mpound.
     Poor t i t h,  pover t y.
     Pou,  t o pul l .
     Pouch,  pocket .
     Pouk,  t o poke.
     Poupi t ,  pul pi t .
     Pouse,  a push.
     Poussi e,  a har e ( al so a cat ) .
     Pout her ,  powt her ,  powder .
     Pout s,  chi cks.
     Pow,  t he pol l ,  t he head.
     Powni e,  a pony.
     Pow' t ,  pul l ed.
     Pr ee' d,  pr i ed ( pr oved) ,  t ast ed.
     Pr een,  a pi n.
     Pr ent ,  pr i nt .
     Pr i e,  t o t ast e.
     Pr i ef ,  pr oof .
     Pr i ggi n,  haggl i ng.
     Pr i msi e,  di m.  of  pr i m,  pr eci se.
     Pr oveses,  pr ovost s.
     Pu' ,  t o pul l .
     Puddock- st ool s,  t oadst ool s,  mushr ooms.
     Pui r ,  poor .
     Pun' ,  pund,  pound.
     Pur si e,  di m.  of  pur se.
     Pussi e,  a har e.
     Pyet ,  a magpi e.
     Pyke,  t o pi ck.
     Pyl es,  gr ai ns.

     Quat ,  qui t ,  qui t t ed.
     Quean,  a young woman,  a l ass.



     Quei r ,  choi r .
     Quey,  a young cow.
     Qui et l i n- wi se,  qui et l y .
     Quo' ,  quod,  quot h.

     Rab,  r ob.
     Rade,  r ode.
     Raep,  a r ope.
     Ragweed,  r agwor t .
     Rai bl es,  r eci t es by r ot e.
     Rai r ,  t o r oar .
     Rai r i n,  r oar i ng.
     Rai r ' t ,  r oar ed.
     Rai se,  r ase,  r ose.
     Rai ze,  t o exci t e,  anger .
     Ramf eezl ' d,  exhaust ed.
     Ramgunshoch,  sur l y.
     Ram- st am,  headl ong.
     Randi e,  l awl ess,  obst r eper ous.
     Randi e,  r andy,  a scoundr el ,  a r ascal .
     Rant ,  t o r ol l i ck,  t o r oi st er .
     Rant s,  mer r y meet i ngs;  r ows.
     Rape,  v.  r aep.
     Rapl och,  homespun.
     Rash,  a r ush.
     Rash- buss,  a c l ump of  r ushes.
     Rashy,  r ushy.
     Rat t an,  r at t oon,  a r at .
     Rat t on- key,  t he r at - quay.
     Raucl e,  r ough,  bi t t er ,  s t ur dy.
     Raught ,  r eached.
     Raw,  a r ow.
     Rax,  t o st r et ch,  t o ext end.
     Ream,  cr eam,  f oam.
     Ream,  t o cr eam,  t o f oam.
     Reave,  t o r ob.
     Rebut e,  r ebuf f .
     Red,  advi sed,  af r ai d.
     Red,  r ede,  t o advi se,  t o counsel .
     Red- wat - shod,  r ed- wet - shod.
     Red- wud,  st ar k mad.
     Reek,  smoke.
     Reeki e,  r eeky,  smoky.
     Reest i t ,  scor ched.
     Reest i t ,  r ef used t o go.
     Rei f ,  t hei v i ng.
     Remead,  r emedy.
     Ri ckl es,  smal l  s t acks of  cor n i n t he f i el ds.
     Ri ef ,  pl under .
     Ri g,  a r i dge.
     Ri ggi n,  t he r oof - t r ee,  t he r oof .
     Ri gwoodi e,  l ean.
     Ri n,  t o r un.
     Ri pp,  a handf ul  of  cor n f r om t he sheaf .
     Ri ppl i n- kame,  t he wool  or  f l ax comb.
     Ri ski t ,  cr acked.
     Ri ve,  t o spl i t ,  t o t ear ,  t o t ug,  t o bur st .
     Rock,  a di st af f .
     Rocki n,  a soci al  meet i ng.
     Roon,  r ound,  shr ed.
     Roose,  t o pr ai se,  t o f l at t er .
     Roose,  r eput at i on.
     Roost y,  r ust y.
     Rot t an,  a r at .



     Roun' ,  r ound.
     Roupet ,  exhaust ed i n voi ce.
     Rout h,  v.  r owt h.
     Rout hi e,  wel l - st ocked.
     Row,  r owe,  t o r ol l ;  t o f l ow,  as a r i ver ;  t o wr ap.
     Rowt e,  t o l ow,  t o bel l ow.
     Rowt h,  pl ent y,  a st or e.
     Rozet ,  r esi n.
     Run- dei l s ,  downr i ght  devi l s .
     Rung,  a cudgel .
     Runkl ' d,  wr i nkl ed.
     Runt ,  a cabbage or  col ewor t  st al k.
     Ryke,  t o r each.

     Sab,  t o sob.
     Sae,  so.
     Saf t ,  sof t .
     Sai r ,  sor e,  har d,  sever e,  st r ong.
     Sai r ,  t o ser ve.
     Sai r ,  sai r l y ,  sor el y.
     Sai r i e,  sor r owf ul ,  sor r y.
     Sal l ,  shal l .
     Sandy,  Sannack,  di m.  of  Al exander .
     Sar k,  a shi r t .
     Saugh,  t he wi l l ow.
     Saul ,  soul .
     Saumont ,  sawmont ,  t he sal mon.
     Saunt ,  sai nt .
     Saut ,  sal t .
     Saut - backet s,  v.  backet s.
     Saw,  t o sow.
     Sawney,  v.  sandy.
     Sax,  s i x.
     Scar ,  t o scar e.
     Scar ,  v.  scaur .
     Scat he,  scai t h,  damage;  v.  skai t h.
     Scaud,  t o scal d.
     Scaul ,  scol d.
     Scaul d,  t o scol d.
     Scaur ,  af r ai d;  apt  t o be scar ed.
     Scaur ,  a j ut t i ng r ock or  bank of  ear t h.
     Scho,  she.
     Scone,  a sof t  f l our  cake.
     Sconner ,  di sgust .
     Sconner ,  s i cken.
     Scr ai chi n,  cal l i ng hoar sel y.
     Scr eed,  a r i p,  a r ent .
     Scr eed,  t o r epeat  r api dl y,  t o r at t l e.
     Scr i echi n,  scr eechi ng.
     Scr i egh,  skr i egh,  v.  skr i egh.
     Scr i evi n,  car eer i ng.
     Scr i mpi t ,  scant y.
     Scr oggi e,  scr oggy,  scr ubby.
     Scul dudd' r y,  bawdr y.
     See' d,  saw.
     Sei s i ns,  f r eehol d possessi ons.
     Sel ,  sel ' ,  sel l ,  sel f .
     Sel l ' d,  sel l ' t ,  sol d.
     Sempl e,  s i mpl e.
     Sen' ,  send.
     Set ,  t o set  of f ;  t o st ar t .
     Set ,  sat .
     Set s,  becomes.
     Shachl ' d,  shapel ess.



     Shai r d,  shr ed,  shar d.
     Shanagan,  a c l ef t  s t i ck.
     Shanna,  shal l  not .
     Shaul ,  shal l ow.
     Shaver ,  a f unny f el l ow.
     Shavi e,  t r i ck.
     Shaw,  a wood.
     Shaw,  t o show.
     Shear er ,  a r eaper .
     Sheep- shank,  a sheep' s t r ot t er ;  nae sheep- shank bane = a per son of
       no smal l  i mpor t ance.
     Sheer l y,  whol l y .
     Sheer s,  sc i ssor s.
     Sher r a- moor ,  sher i f f mui r .
     Sheugh,  a di t ch,  a f ur r ow;  gut t er .
     Sheuk,  shook.
     Shi el ,  a shed,  cot t age.
     Shi l l ,  shr i l l .
     Shog,  a shake.
     Shool ,  a shovel .
     Shoon,  shoes.
     Shor e,  t o of f er ,  t o t hr eat en.
     Shor t  syne,  a l i t t l e whi l e ago.
     Shoul dna,  shoul d not .
     Shout her ,  showt her ,  shoul der .
     Shur e,  shor e ( di d shear ) .
     Si c,  such.
     Si ccan,  such a.
     Si cker ,  st eady,  cer t ai n;  s i cker  scor e = st r i c t  condi t i ons.
     Si del i ns,  s i deways.
     Si l l er ,  s i l ver ;  money i n gener al .
     Si mmer ,  summer .
     Si n,  son.
     Si n' ,  s i nce.
     Si ndr y,  sundr y.
     Si nget ,  s i nged,  shr i vel ed.
     Si nn,  t he sun.
     Si nny,  sunny.
     Skai t h,  damage.
     Skei gh,  ski egh,  ski t t i sh.
     Skel l um,  a good- f or - not hi ng.
     Skel p,  a s l ap,  a smack.
     Skel p,  t o spank;  skel pi n at  i t  = dr i v i ng at  i t .
     Skel pi e- l i mmer ' s- f ace,  a t echni cal  t er m i n f emal e scol di ng ( R.  B. ) .
     Skel vy,  shel vy.
     Ski egh,  v.  skei gh.
     Ski nki ng,  wat er y.
     Ski nkl i n,  gl i t t er i ng.
     Ski r l ,  t o cr y or  sound shr i l l y .
     Skl ent ,  a s l ant ,  a t ur n.
     Skl ent ,  t o s l ant ,  t o squi nt ,  t o cheat .
     Skout h,  scope.
     Skr i ech,  a scr eam.
     Skr i egh,  t o scr eam,  t o whi nny.
     Skyr i n,  f l ar i ng.
     Skyt e,  squi r t ,  l ash.
     Sl ade,  s l i d.
     Sl ae,  t he s l oe.
     Sl ap,  a br each i n a f ence;  a gat e.
     Sl aw,  s l ow.
     Sl ee,  s l y,  i ngeni ous.
     Sl eeki t ,  s l eek,  cr af t y.
     Sl i dd' r y,  s l i pper y.
     Sl oken,  t o s l ake.



     Sl ypet ,  s l i pped.
     Sma' ,  smal l .
     Smeddum,  a powder .
     Smeek,  smoke.
     Smi ddy,  smi t hy.
     Smoor ' d,  smot her ed.
     Smout i e,  smut t y.
     Smyt r i e,  a smal l  col l ect i on;  a l i t t er .
     Snaki n,  sneer i ng.
     Snap smar t .
     Snapper ,  t o st umbl e.
     Snash,  abuse.
     Snaw,  snow.
     Snaw- br oo,  snow- br ew ( mel t ed snow) .
     Sned,  t o l op,  t o pr une.
     Sneeshi n mi l l ,  a snuf f - box.
     Snel l ,  bi t t er ,  bi t i ng.
     Sni ck,  a l at ch;  sni ck - dr awi ng = schemi ng;  he weel  a sni ck can dr aw =
       he i s  good at  cheat i ng.
     Sni r t l e,  t o sni gger .
     Snoods,  f i l l et s wor n by mai ds.
     Snool ,  t o cr i nge,  t o snub.
     Snoove,  t o go s l owl y.
     Snowki t ,  snuf f ed.
     Sodger ,  soger ,  a sol di er .
     Sonsi e,  sonsy,  pl easant ,  good- nat ur ed,  j ol l y .
     Soom,  t o swi m.
     Soor ,  sour .
     Sough,  v.  sugh.
     Souk,  suck.
     Soupe,  sup,  l i qui d.
     Soupl e,  suppl e.
     Sout er ,  cobbl er .
     Sowens,  por r i dge of  oat  f l our .
     Sowps,  sups.
     Sowt h,  t o hum or  whi st l e i n a l ow t une.
     Sowt her ,  t o sol der .
     Spae,  t o f or et el l .
     Spai l s ,  chi ps.
     Spai r ge,  t o spl ash;  t o spat t er .
     Spak,  spoke.
     Spat es,  f l oods.
     Spavi e,  t he spavi n.
     Spavi t ,  spavi ned.
     Spean,  t o wean.
     Speat ,  a f l ood.
     Speel ,  t o c l i mb.
     Speer ,  spi er ,  t o ask.
     Speet ,  t o spi t .
     Spence,  t he par l or .
     Spi er .  v.  speer .
     Spl euchan,  pouch.
     Spl or e,  a f r ol i c ;  a car ousal .
     Spr achl ' d,  c l amber ed.
     Spr at t l e,  scr ambl e.
     Spr eckl ed,  speckl ed.
     Spr i ng,  a qui ck t une;  a dance.
     Spr i t t i e,  f ul l  of  r oot s or  spr out s ( a k i nd of  r ush) .
     Spr ush,  spr uce.
     Spunk,  a mat ch;  a spar k;  f i r e,  spi r i t .
     Spunki e,  f ul l  of  spi r i t .
     Spunki e,  l i quor ,  spi r i t s .
     Spunki es,  j ack- o' - l ant er ns,  wi l l - o' - wi sps.
     Spur t l e- bl ade,  t he pot - st i ck.



     Squat t er ,  t o f l ap.
     Squat t l e,  t o squat ;  t o set t l e.
     St acher ,  t o t ot t er .
     St aggi e,  di m.  of  st ai g.
     St ai g,  a young hor se.
     St an' ,  s t and.
     St ane,  st one.
     St an' t ,  s t ood.
     St ang,  st i ng.
     St ank,  a moat ;  a pond.
     St ap,  t o st op.
     St appl e,  a st opper .
     St ar k,  st r ong.
     St ar ni es,  di m.  of  st ar n,  st ar .
     St ar ns,  st ar s.
     St ar t l e,  t o cour se.
     St aumr el ,  hal f - wi t t ed.
     St aw,  a st al l .
     St aw,  t o sur f ei t ;  t o s i cken.
     St aw,  st ol e.
     St echi n,  cr ammi ng.
     St eek,  a st i t ch.
     St eek,  t o shut ;  t o c l ose.
     St eek,  t o shut ;  t o t ouch,  meddl e wi t h.
     St eeve,  compact .
     St el l ,  a st i l l .
     St en,  a l eap;  a spr i ng.
     St en' t ,  spr ang.
     St ent ed,  er ect ed;  set  on hi gh.
     St ent s,  assessment s,  dues.
     St eyest ,  st eepest .
     St i bbl e,  st ubbl e.
     St i bbl e- r i g,  chi ef  r eaper .
     St i ck- an- st owe,  compl et el y.
     St i l t ,  l i mp ( wi t h t he ai d of  st i l t s) .
     St i mpar t ,  a quar t er  peck.
     St i r k,  a young bul l ock.
     St ock,  a pl ant  of  cabbage;  col ewor t .
     St oi t ed,  st umbl ed.
     St oi t er ' d,  st agger ed.
     St oor ,  har sh,  st er n.
     St oun' ,  pang,  t hr ob.
     St our e,  dust .
     St our i e,  dust y.
     St own,  st ol en.
     St ownl i ns,  by st eal t h.
     St oyt e,  t o st agger .
     St r ae deat h,  deat h i n bed.  ( i .  e. ,  on st r aw) .
     St ai k,  t o st r oke.
     St r ak,  st r uck.
     St r ang,  st r ong.
     St r aught ,  st r ai ght .
     St r aught ,  t o st r et ch.
     St r eeki t ,  s t r et ched.
     St r i ddl e,  t o st r addl e.
     St r on' t ,  l ant ed.
     St r unt ,  l i quor .
     St r unt ,  t o swagger .
     St uddi e,  an anvi l .
     St umpi e,  di m.  of  st ump;  a wor n qui l l .
     St ur t ,  wor r y,  t r oubl e.
     St ur t ,  t o f r et ;  t o vex.
     St ur t i n,  f r i ght ed,  st agger ed.
     St yme,  t he f ai nt est  t r ace.



     Sucker ,  sugar .
     Sud,  shoul d.
     Sugh,  sough,  s i gh,  moan,  wai l ,  swi sh.
     Sumph,  chur l .
     Sune,  soon.
     Sut hr on,  sout her n.
     Swai r d,  swar d.
     Swal l ' d,  swel l ed.
     Swank,  l i mber .
     Swanki es,  st r appi ng f el l ows.
     Swap,  exchange.
     Swapped,  swopped,  exchanged.
     Swar f ,  t o swoon.
     Swat ,  sweat ed.
     Swat ch,  sampl e.
     Swat s,  new al e.
     Sweer ,  v.  dead- sweer .
     Swi r l ,  cur l .
     Swi r l i e,  t wi st ed,  knaggy.
     Swi t h,  hast e;  of f  and away.
     Swi t her ,  doubt ,  hesi t at i on.
     Swoom,  swi m.
     Swoor ,  swor e.
     Sybow,  a young uni on.
     Syne,  s i nce,  t hen.

     Tack,  possessi on,  l ease.
     Tacket ,  shoe- nai l .
     Tae,  t o.
     Tae,  t oe.
     Tae' d,  t oed.
     Taed,  t oad.
     Taen,  t aken.
     Taet ,  smal l  quant i t y .
     Tai r ge,  t o t ar get .
     Tak,  t ake.
     Tal d,  t ol d.
     Tane,  one i n cont r ast  t o ot her .
     Tangs,  t ongs.
     Tap,  t op.
     Tapet l ess,  sensel ess.
     Tapmost ,  t opmost .
     Tappet - hen,  a cr est ed hen- shaped bot t l e hol di ng t hr ee quar t s of
       c l ar et .
     Tap- pi ckl e,  t he gr ai n at  t he t op of  t he st al k.
     Topsal t eer i e,  t opsy- t ur vy.
     Tar ge,  t o exami ne.
     Tar r ow,  t o t ar r y;  t o be r el uct ant ,  t o mur mur ;  t o wear y.
     Tassi e,  a gobl et .
     Tauk,  t al k.
     Taul d,  t ol d.
     Tawi e,  t r act abl e.
     Tawpi e,  a f ool i sh woman.
     Tawt ed,  mat t ed.
     Teat s,  smal l  quant i t i es.
     Teen,  vexat i on.
     Tel l ' d,  t ol d.
     Temper - pi n,  a f i ddl e- peg;  t he r egul at i ng pi n of  t he spi nni ng- wheel .
     Tent ,  heed.
     Tent ,  t o t end;  t o heed;  t o obser ve.
     Tent i e,  wat chf ul ,  car ef ul ,  heedf ul .
     Tent i er ,  mor e wat chf ul .
     Tent l ess,  car el ess.
     Test er ,  an ol d s i l ver  coi n about  s i xpence i n val ue.



     Teugh,  t ough.
     Teuk,  t ook.
     Thack,  t hat ch;  t hack and r ape = t he cover i ng of  a house,  and so,  home
       necessi t i es.
     Thae,  t hose.
     Thai r m,  smal l  gut s;  cat gut  ( a f i ddl e- st r i ng) .
     Thecki t ,  t hat ched.
     Thegi t her ,  t oget her .
     Thi ck,  v.  pack an'  t hi ck.
     Thi evel ess,  f or bi ddi ng,  spi t ef ul .
     Thi ggi n,  beggi ng.
     Thi r ,  t hese.
     Thi r l ' d,  t hr i l l ed.
     Thol e,  t o endur e;  t o suf f er .
     Thou' se,  t hou shal t .
     Thowe,  t haw.
     Thowl ess,  l azy,  usel ess.
     Thr ang,  busy;  t hr ongi ng i n cr owds.
     Thr ang,  a t hr ong.
     Thr appl e,  t he wi ndpi pe.
     Thr ave,  t went y- f our  sheaves of  cor n.
     Thr aw,  a t wi st .
     Thr aw,  t o t wi st ;  t o t ur n;  t o t hwar t .
     Thr aws,  t hr oes.
     Thr eap,  mai nt ai n,  ar gue.
     Thr eesome,  t r i o.
     Thr et t een,  t hi r t een.
     Thr et t y,  t hi r t y .
     Thr i ss l e,  t hi st l e.
     Thr i st ed,  t hi r st ed.
     Thr ough,  mak t o t hr ough = make good.
     Thr ou' t her  ( t hr ough ot her ) ,  pel l - mel l .
     Thummar t ,  pol ecat .
     Thy l ane,  al one.
     Ti ght ,  gi r t ,  pr epar ed.
     Ti l l ,  t o.
     Ti l l ' t ,  t o i t .
     Ti mmer ,  t i mber ,  mat er i al .
     Ti ne,  t o l ose;  t o be l ost .
     Ti nkl er ,  t i nker .
     Ti nt ,  l ost
     Ti ppence,  t wopence.
     Ti p,  v.  t oop.
     Ti r l ,  t o st r i p.
     Ti r l ,  t o knock f or  ent r ance.
     Ti t her ,  t he ot her .
     Ti t t l i n,  whi sper i ng.
     Tocher ,  dowr y.
     Tocher ,  t o gi ve a dowr y.
     Tocher - gude,  mar r i age por t i on.
     Tod,  t he f ox.
     To- f a' ,  t he f al l .
     Toom,  empt y.
     Toop,  t up,  r am.
     Toss,  t he t oast .
     Toun,  t own;  f ar m st eadi ng.
     Tousi e,  shaggy.
     Tout ,  bl ast .
     Tow,  f l ax,  a r ope.
     Towmond,  t owmont ,  a t wel vemont h.
     Towsi ng,  r umpl i ng ( equi vocal ) .
     Toyt e,  t o t ot t er .
     Tozi e,  f l ushed wi t h dr i nk.
     Tr ams,  shaf t s.



     Tr ansmogr i f y,  change.
     Tr asht r i e,  smal l  t r ash.
     Tr ews,  t r ouser s.
     Tr i g,  neat ,  t r i m.
     Tr i nkl i n,  f l owi ng.
     Tr i n' l e,  t he wheel  of  a bar r ow.
     Tr ogger ,  packman.
     Tr oggi n,  war es.
     Tr oke,  t o bar t er .
     Tr ouse,  t r ouser s.
     Tr owt h,  i n t r ut h.
     Tr ump,  a j ew' s har p.
     Tr yst e,  a f ai r ;  a cat t l e- mar ket .
     Tr yst ed,  appoi nt ed.
     Tr yst i ng,  meet i ng.
     Tul y i e,  t ul z i e,  a squabbl e;  a t ussl e.
     Twa,  t wo.
     Twaf aul d,  t wof ol d,  doubl e.
     Twal ,  t wel ve;  t he t wal  = t wel ve at  ni ght .
     Twal penni e wor t h,  a penny wor t h ( Engl i sh money) .
     Twang,  t wi nge.
     Twa- t hr ee,  t wo or  t hr ee.
     Tway,  t wo.
     Twi n,  t wi ne,  t o r ob;  t o depr i ve;  ber eave.
     Twi st l e,  a t wi st ;  a spr ai n.
     Tyke,  a dog.
     Tyne,  v.  t i ne.
     Tysday,  Tuesday.

     Ul z i e,  oi l .
     Unchancy,  danger ous.
     Unco,  r emar kabl y,  uncommonl y,  excessi vel y.
     Unco,  r emar kabl e,  uncommon,  t er r i bl e ( sar cast i c) .
     Uncos,  news,  st r ange t hi ngs,  wonder s.
     Unkend,  unknown.
     Unsi cker ,  uncer t ai n.
     Unskai t hed,  unhur t .
     Usquabae,  usquebae,  whi sky.

     Vaunt i e,  pr oud.
     Ver a,  ver y.
     Vi r l s ,  r i ngs.
     Vi t t l e,  v i ct ual ,  gr ai n,  f ood.
     Vogi e,  vai n.

     Wa' ,  waw,  a wal l .
     Wab,  a web.
     Wabst er ,  a weaver .
     Wad,  t o wager .
     Wad,  t o wed.
     Wad,  woul d,  woul d have.
     Wad' a,  woul d have.
     Wadna,  woul d not .
     Wadset ,  a mor t gage.
     Wae,  wof ul ,  sor r owf ul .
     Wae,  wo;  wae' s me = wo i s t o me.
     Waesucks,  al as!
     Wae wor t h,  wo bef al l .
     Wai r ,  v .  war e.
     Wal e,  t o choose.
     Wal e,  choi ce.
     Wal i e,  wawl i e,  choi ce,  ampl e,  l ar ge.
     Wal l op,  t o k i ck;  t o dangl e;  t o gal l op;  t o dance.
     Wal y f a' ,  i l l  bef al l !



     Wame,  t he bel l y .
     Wamef ou,  bel l y f ul .
     Wan,  won.
     Wanchanci e,  danger ous.
     Wanr est f u' ,  r est l ess.
     War e,  wai r ,  t o spend;  best ow.
     War e,  wor n.
     War k,  wor k.
     War k- l ume,  t ool .
     War l ' ,  war l d,  wor l d.
     War l ock,  a wi zar d
     War l ' y ,  war l dl y,  wor l dl y.
     War r an,  war r ant .
     War se,  wor se.
     War sl e,  war st l e,  wr est l e.
     Wast ,  west .
     Wast r i e,  wast e.
     Wat ,  wet .
     Wat ,  wot ,  know.
     Wat er - f i t ,  wat er - f oot  ( t he r i ver ' s  mout h) .
     Wat er - kel pi es,  v.  kel pi es.
     Waubl e,  t o wobbl e.
     Waught ,  a dr af t .
     Wauk,  t o awake.
     Wauken,  t o awaken.
     Wauki n,  awake.
     Wauki t  ( wi t h t oi l ) ,  hor ny.
     Waukr i f e,  wakef ul .
     Waul i e,  j ol l y .
     Waur ,  wor se.
     Waur ,  t o wor st .
     Waur ' t ,  wor st ed,  beat .
     Wean ( wee one) ,  a chi l d.
     Weani es,  babi es.
     Weason,  weasand.
     Wecht ,  a measur e f or  cor n.
     Wee,  a l i t t l e;  a wee = a shor t  space or  t i me.
     Wee t hi ngs,  chi l dr en.
     Weel ,  wel l .
     Weel - f aur ed,  wel l - f avor ed.
     Weel - gaun,  wel l - goi ng.
     Weel - hai n' d,  wel l - saved.
     Weeper s,  mour ni ngs ( on t he st eeve or  hat ) .
     Wer ena,  wer e not .
     We' se,  we shal l .
     West l i n,  west er n.
     Wha,  who.
     Whai z l e,  wheeze.
     Whal pet ,  whel ped.
     Wham,  whom.
     Whan,  when.
     Whang,  a shi ve.
     Whang,  f l og.
     Whar ,  whar e,  wher e.
     Wha' s whose.
     Wha' s,  who i s.
     Whase,  whose.
     What  f or ,  what f or e,  wher ef or e.
     What na,  what .
     What  r eck,  what  mat t er ;  never t hel ess.
     What t ,  whi t t l ed.
     Whaup,  t he cur l ew.
     Whaur ,  wher e.
     Wheep,  v.  penny- wheep.



     Wheep,  j er k.
     Whi d,  a f i b.
     Whi ddi n,  scuddi ng.
     Whi ds,  gambol s.
     Whi gmel eer i es,  cr ot ches.
     Whi ngi n,  whi ni ng.
     Whi ns,  f ur ze.
     Whi r l ygi gums,  f l our i shes.
     Whi st ,  s i l ence.
     Whi ssl e,  whi st l e.
     Whi t t er ,  a dr af t .
     Whi t t l e,  a kni f e.
     Wi ' ,  wi t h.
     Wi ck a bor e,  hi t  a cur l i ng- st one obl i quel y and send i t  t hr ough an
      openi ng.
     Wi ' s ,  wi t h hi s.
     Wi ' t ,  wi t h i t .
     Wi ddi f u' ,  gal l ows- wor t hy.
     Wi ddl e,  wr i ggl e.
     Wi el ,  eddy.
     Wi ght ,  st r ong,  st out .
     Wi ght er ,  mor e i nf l uent i al .
     Wi l l cat  wi l dcat .
     Wi l l yar t ,  di sor der ed.
     Wi mpl e,  t o meander .
     Wi n,  won.
     Wi nn,  t o wi nnow.
     Wi nna,  wi l l  not .
     Wi nni n,  wi ndi ng.
     Wi nnock,  wi ndow.
     Wi nnock- bunker ,  v.  bunker .
     Wi n' t ,  di d wi nd.
     Wi nt l e,  a somer saul t .
     Wi nt l e,  t o st agger ;  t o swi ng;  t o wr i ggl e.
     Wi nze,  a cur se.
     Wi ss,  wi sh.
     Won,  t o dwel l .
     Wonner ,  a wonder .
     Woo' ,  wool .
     Woodi e,  woody,  a r ope ( or i gi nal l y  of  wi t hes) ;  a gal l ows r ope.
     Woodi es,  t wi gs,  wi t hes.
     Wooer - babs,  l ove- knot s.
     Wor dy,  wor t hy.
     Wor set ,  wor st ed.
     Wor t h,  v.  wae wor t h.
     Wr ai t h,  ghost .
     Wr ang,  wr ong.
     Wud,  wi l d,  mad.
     Wumbl e,  wi mbl e.
     Wyl i ecoat ,  under vest .
     Wyt e ( wei ght ) ,  bl ame.
     Wyt e,  t o bl ame;  t o r epr oach.

     Yar d,  a gar den;  a st ackyar d.
     Yaud,  an ol d mar e.
     Yeal i ngs,  coeval s.
     Yel l ,  dr y ( mi l k l ess) .
     Yer d,  ear t h.
     Yer ki t ,  j er ked.
     Yer l ,  ear l .
     Ye' se,  ye shal l .
     Yest r een,  l ast  ni ght .
     Yet t ,  a gat e.
     Yeuk,  t o i t ch.



     Yi l l ,  al e.
     Yi l l - Caup,  al e- st oup.
     Yi r d,  year t h,  ear t h.
     Yoki n,  yoki ng;  a spel l ;  a day' s wor k.
     Yon,  yonder .
     ' Yont ,  beyond.
     Yowe,  ewe.
     Yowi e,  di m.  of  ewe;  a pet  ewe.
     Yul e,  Chr i st mas.


