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To the mofl Beautiful 

THE 

Britijh LADIES. 

Fair Patronejfes, 

^ R your innocent Divet- 
fion, and to invite thofe 

^ engaging Smiles which 
heighten your other Beau- 
ties, the moft Part of my 

Poems were wrote, having had the Plea- 
fure to be fometimes approved of by 
you, which was the Mark I chiefly aim’d 
at. Allow me then to lay the following 
Colle&ion at your Feet 5 accept of it as 
a grateful Return of every Thought hap- 
pily exprefs’d by me, they being lefs ow- 
ing to my natural Genius, than to the In- 
fpiration of your Charms. 
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I fhali hope to be excus’d, when I drop 
the common Form, and enter not into a 
Detail of your Qualities, altho’the faireft 
Field for Panegyrick ^ but too extenfive 
for a Dedication, and many of them the 
Subjects which embellifh the whole Book. 

With Difficulty I curb my felf, and de- 
cline fo delightful a Theme ; The raviffi- 
ing Images croud upon me; but I’ll re- 
ferve them for Numbers. Profe is too low, 
and looks affected, when drefs’d in the 
Ornaments of Panegyrick. 

Dear Laclies, pardon my Faults, honour 
me with your indulgent Prote<5tion, and 

• allow me ever to be. 

May it pleafe your Eadyjhips, 

Tour moji humble, 

Mojl obedient, 

And mojl faithful 

Servant, 

Allan Ramsa y. 
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THE 

PREFACE. 

y I VS nonz of the leaf of my ’Dlverjtonr to fee one Part 
J of the World laug!:ing at the other, yet all fem fully 

fotisfied with their own Opinions and Abilities , but 
IJhall never quarrel with any Man whofe Temper it tne Fe- 
verfe of mine, and enters not into the Tufte of the f me Plea- 
fures. 'Tis as ridiculous for one to be difjbliged at another s 
different Way of Thinking, as it is to challenge him for having 
a Nofe not of a Shape with his. Every Man is born with a- 
particular Bent, which will difcover itfelf in Spite of dl Of- 
pofition. Mine is obvious, which Jince Iknevt, I ntver in- 
clined to curb ; but rather encouraged my felf in the Pur- 
fuit, tho many Difficulties lay in my Way. 

Whether Poetry be the mojl elevated, delightful and gene- 
rous Study in the World, i^ more than I dare affirm ; but l 
think fo. Tetl am affraid, when the following Mifcellany 
is examined, I jhall not be found to deferve the eminent Cha- 
racter that belongt to the Epick Majler, whofe Fire and 
Flegm is equally blended. But Anacieon, Hot a e, 
and Walkr xvere Poets, and had Souls warmed with true 
poetick Flame, altho' their Patience fell Jhort of thofe who 
could be flow a Number of Tears on tbeftnijbing one Heroic! 
Poem, and jujlly claim the Preeminence. 

If l know any Faults in my own Productions, I am not 
Fool enough to blaze them : Perhaps they may be overlook'd 
by the Indulgence of my bejl Friends, for whom I write.— 
’Tis not to -be doubted that I have Enemies ; yes, I have been 
honoured with three or four Satyrs, but fuch wretched Stuff, 
that feveral of my Friends would alledge upon me that I had 
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wrote r.nd fuhlijbed them my fdf (none of the wor fl Poli- 
ticks I own) to make the World believe I had no Poes but 
"Fools Such Pedants as confine Learning to the critical Zln- 
derfianding of the dead Languages, while they are ignorant 
of the Beauties of their Mother-Tongue, do not view me with 
a friendly Eye : But I'm even with them, when I tell them 
to their Faces, without Blujhing, that I underJland Horace 
but faintly in the Original, and yet can fieajl on his beautiful 
Thoughts drefs'd in britifli ; and do not fee any great 
Occafton for every Man's being made Capable to tranjlate the 
Clafftcks, when they are fo elegantly done to his tland. For 
do I value tho' Doflor Bently heard this : And perhaps it 
had been no worfe for the great Lyrick that this fame Doff or 
had under food the Latin Tongue as little as I. 

My chearful "Friends will pardon (a very ejfential ^Quali- 
fication of a Poet) my Vanity, when in Self-Defence I inform 
the Ignorant, that many of the finejl Spirits, and of the high- 
eft Quality and Dijlinflion, eminent for Literature, and 
Knowledge of Mankind, from an Affability which ever ac- 
compmics great Minds, tell me. They are pleSfed with 
what 1 have done ; and add. That my imall Knowledge oE 
the deal or fore:gn Lang age? i$ nothing to my Difadvan- 
tage : Purflie your own natural Manner, fay they, and be 
an Original. One may very eaftly imagine that I hear this 
with Abundance of fecrei Satisfaffion and Joy ; the Ladier 
too are cn my Side, they grace my Song with the Sweetnefs of 
their Voices, conn over my Pajtoral, and fmilz at my inno- 
cent merry Tale, 

Thus fTiielded by fhe Brave and Fair, 
My Foes may envy, but delpair. 

That I have expreff my Thought in my native Dialeff, 
Was not only Inclination, but the Defire of my be ft and vsiftfi 
Friends ; and moft reafonable, fifice good Imagery, juft Si- 
milies, and all Manner of ingenious Thoughts, in a well laid 
Defign, difpofed into Humbers, is Poetry.- Then good 
Poetry may be in any Language. — But fame Nations 
freak rough, and their Words are confounded with a Multi- 
tude of hard Confnnants, which makes the Numbers unhar- 
nionious. Bftdcs, their Language is fcanty, which makes a dfagreeable 
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difagrecable Repetition of tfx feme Words.- T^efe are 

no Defeats in ours, the Pronunciation is liquid and fonorous, 
and much fuller than the Lnglifb, of which we are Majlers., 
by being taught it in our Schools, and daily reading it; woio 
being added to all our own native Words, cf eminent Signi- 
ficancy, makes our Tongue by far the completejl: For In fiance, 
I can fay, An empty Houfe, a toom fcarrel, a bofs Head, 
and, a hollow Heart. M-any fuch Examples might 
be given, but let this one fujfice 

I cannot here omit a Paragraph or two of a Preface, wrote 
by the learned Dr 5ewel, to a London Edition of one of my 
Pajlorals, after he has faid fame Things very handfomely in 
my Favour. In Behalf of our Language he exprejfes 
himfelf thus. The following Poem, if i am not mirtaken 
(for 1 fet up for no Critic) is a true and juft Paftoral, a- 
bounding with thofe Heauties, which are either required, 
or are to be found in the beft edeem'd Paftorals. 

TheScotticifms, which perhaps may offend Come overnice 
Ear, give new Life and Grace to the Poetry, and b come 
their Place as well as the Doric Dialed of Theocritus, fo 
much admired by the beft Judges. When l mention that 
Tongue 1 bewail my own little Knowledge cf it, finCe 1 
meet with fo many Words and Phrafes fo espreftive of the 
Ideas they are intended to reprefent. A fmall Acquain'ance 
with that Language, and our old Englijh Poets, will con- 
vince any Man, that we fpen<^ too much Time in looking 
Abroad for trifling Delicacies, when we may be treated at 
home with a more fubfbntial, as well as a more elegant 
Entertainment. 

There are fame of the following, which we comVtonly 
rechon Englilh Poetry, fuc1' at the Morning Interview, 
Con ent, Wc. but all their Difference from the others is only 
in the Orthography of fame Words, fuch at, from for fiae, 
bold for bauld, and fame few Himes of Things ; and in 
thofe, tho' the Words be pure Englifh, the Idiom or Pbra. 
feology is f ill Scots. 

Throughout the Whole, I have only copied from Nature, 
and with all Precaution have Jludied, as far as it came 
within the Ken of my Objervation and Memory, not to re- 
peat what has been already Jaid by others, tho it be next to 
'inpofftblc fometimcs to Jland clear cf them, eftcnilly in the 
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Jittle 'Love Plots of a Song. -■ There are towards the 
End of this Mifcellany, five or fix Imitations of Horace, 
w‘:ich any acquainted with that Author will frefently ol- 
fervt.     / have only Jnatcbed at his Thought and 
Method in grofs, and drefs'd them up in Scots, without 
confining my felf -, fo that thefe are only to be reckoned a 
folloiving of his Manner. 

This is all I think ne’dful in Defence of my Book, and to 
keep it in (Countenance with a Preface. 

T O 



IX 

T O 

Mr. Allan Ramsay on his Poe- 

tical Works, 

HAIL Northern Bard J thou fav’rite of the Nine, 
Bright, or as Horace did, cr Virgil thine. 

In every Part of what thou’fl done, we find 
How they, and great A folio too have join’d 
To furnifh thee with an uncommon Skill, 
And with Poetick Fire thy Bofom fill. 

Thy Morning Interview ihroughout i* fraught 
With tuneful Numbers and Majeftick Thought: 
And Celia, who her Lovers Suit difdain’d. 
Is by all-powerful Gold at length obtain’d. 

When Winter’s hoary Afpeft makes the Plains, 
Unpleafant to the Nymphs, and jovial Swains 
Sweetly thou do’ll thy rural Couples call 
To Pleafures known within Edina's Wall. 

When, Allan, thou, for Reafons thou know’ll bell, 
Doom'd bufy Cowfer to eternal Rdl: 
What Mortal could thine El’gy on him read, 
And not have fworn he was defunft indeed ? 

Yet 
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Yet that he might not lofe accuftom’d Dues, 
Yon rous’d him from the Grave to open Pews ; 
Such Magick, worthy Allan, hath thy Mufe. 

Th’ experienc’d Bawd, in apteft Strains thou’ft made 
Early inftru<ft her Pupils in their Trade; 
Left when their Faces wrinkled are with Age, 
They ihould not Cullies, as when young, engage. 
But on our Sex, why art thou fo fevere. 
To wifh for Pleafure we may pay fo deaf. 
Suppofe that thou had'ft after cheerful Juice, 
Met with a ftrolling Harlot, wondrous fpruce. 
And been by her prevail'd with to refort 
Where Claret might be drunk, or, if not, Port; 
Suppofe, I fay, that this thou granted had. 
And Freedom took with the enticing Jade ; 
Would ft thou not hope, fome Artift might be found 
To cure, if ought you ail d, the fmarting Wound ? 

When of the Caledonian Garb you ling, 
CWhich from Tartana's diftant Clime you bring) 
With how much Force you recommend the Plaid, 
To ev’ry jolly Swain, and lovely Maid. 
But if, as Fame reports, fome of thofe Wights, 
Who canton’d are among the rugged Heights, 
No Breeks put on, ihould’ft thou not them advifr, 
(Excufeme, Ram fay, if I am too nice) 
To take, as fitting ’tis, fome fpeedy Care, 
That what ihould hidden be, appear not bare; 



Left Damfels, yet unknowing, fhould by Chance, 
Their nimble Ogle t'ward the Qbjctf glance ? 
If this thou doft, we, who the South poffefs, 
May teach our Females how they ought to dfefs: 
But chiefly let them underhand, Jtis meet 
They fhould their Legs hide more, if not their Feet, 
Too much by Help of Whale-bone now difplay’d, 
Ev’n from the Dutchefs to the Kitchen-maid; 
But with more Reafon, thofe who give Diflafte, 
When on their uncouth Limbs our Eyes we caft. 

Thy other Sonnets in each Stanza flbew. 
What, when of Love you think, thy Mufe can do. 
So movingly thou’ft made the am rous Swain, 
Wifh on the Moor his Lafs to meet again. 
That I, methinks, find an unufual Pain. 
Nor haft thou, chearful Bard, expreft lefs Skill, 
When the brisk Lafs you fang of Pcatit'i-Mill, 
Or SuJJie, whom the Lad with yellow Hair 
Thou’ft made in fjft and pleafing Notes prefer 
To Nymphs lefs handfome, conftant, gay and fair. 

In lovely Strains kind Nanjy you addrefs, 
j^nd make fond Willie his coy Jean poffefs : 
Which done, thou’ft bleft the Lad in Nellie's Arms, 
Who long had abfent been ’midft dire Alarms. 
And artfully you’ve plac’d within the Grove 
yamniiC) to hear his Miftrefs own Her Loye. 
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A gentle Cure yon’ve found for Strephon's Breaft, 
By fcornful Betty long depriv’d of Red. 
And when the blifsful Pairs you thus have crown'd, T 
You’d have the Glafs go merrily around, V 
To fhake off Care, and render Sleep more found. J 

Who e’er lhall fee, or hath already feen, 
Thofe bonny Lines, call’d Cbrijl's-fark on the Green, 
Muft own that thou had, to thy lading Praife, 
Deferv’d as well as Royal JAMES the Bays. 
’Mong other Things, you’ve painted to the Life, "T 
A Sot unacdive lying by his Wife, s. 
Which oft ’twixt wedded Folks makes woful Strife. j 

When ’gaind the fcribling Knaves your Pen you drew* 
How did’d thou lafh the vile prefumptuous Crew 1 
Not much fam’d Butler, who had gone before, 
E’er ridicul’d his Knight, or Ralfbo more ; 
So well thou’s done it, equal Smart they feel. 
As if thou’d pierc’d their Hearts with killing Steel. 

They thus fubdu'd, you in pathetick Rhyme 
A Subje<ft undertook, that’s more fublime, 
By noble Thoughts, and Words difcreetly join'd, 
Thou’d taught me how I may Contentment find. 
And when to Addie’s Fame you touch’d the Lyre, 
Thou fang’d like one of the Seraphick Choir. 
So fmoothly dow thy nat’ral rural Strains, 
So fweetly too, you've made the mournful Swains 

His 
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His Death lament, what Mortal can forbear. 
Shedding like us upon his Tomb a Tear. 

Go on, fam'd Bard, thou Wonder of our Days, 
And crown thy Head with never-fading Bays j 
While grateful Britont do thy Lines revere, 
And value, as they ought, their Virgil here. 

J- BurC HE T. ' 

To Mr. A L L A N R A M S A Y. 

TOO blindly partial to my native Song, 
Fond of the Smoothnefs of our EngliJIi Tongue^ 

I At firft thy Numbers did uncouth appeaf, ziM I fbu;’ 
JAnd Chock'd the affe<fled Nicenefs of the Ear. 
Thro’Prejudice’s Eye each Page I fee',- 

ITho’ all were Beauties, none were fo to Die. 
pet fham’d at lail, whilft all thy Genius ovvn, df iaO 
ilTo have that Genius hid from me alone' 
iRefolved to find, for Praife, or CenCure, Caufir, 
Whether to join with all, or all opppfe ; 
Careful I read thee o’er and o’er again : ,, 
At length the ufeful Search requites my Pain ; 
My falfe Diflafte to inllant Pleafure turn’d, 
As much I envy as before I fcorn d : 
And thus the Error of my Pnde to clear, 
l fign my honed Recantation here. 

C.-Beckingham. 



Jo Mr. Allan Ramsay on the Pu* 

b lie at ion of his POEMS; 

DEAR Allan, who that hears your Strains, 
Can grudge that you thould wear the Bays, 

When ’tis fo long fince Scotia's Plains 
Could boaft of fuch melodious Lays ? 

What tho’ the Criticks, fnarling Curs 
Cry Out, Your Pcgafm wants Reins: 

Bid them provide themfelves of Spurs : 
Such Riders need not fear their Brains, 1 • - 

A Mufe that’s healthy, fair and found, 
With noble Ardor, fearlefs hafles 

O’er Hill and Dale; but Carpet-Ground 
Was ay for tender footed Beafls. 

E’en let the fnflian Coxcombs chufe 
Their Carpet-Groundbut the green Field *•' 

Was held a Walk for Virgil's Mufe, 
And Virgil was an unco’ Chield 1 

Your M-ufe, upon her native Stock 
Sublifting, raifes thence a Name ; 

While they are forc’d to pick the Lock 
Of other Bards, and pilfer Fame. 

Oft 
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Oft when I read your joyou* Lines, 

So full of pleafant Jeflj and Wit, 
So blyth and gay the Humour fhines. 

It gives me many a merry Fit. 

Then when I hear of Maggy's Charms, 
And Roger tholing fair Difdain, 

The bonny Lafs my Bofom warms. 
And meikle I bemoan the Swain. 

For who can hear the Lad complain, 
And not participate and feel 

Hi* artlefs undifTembled Pain, 
Unlefs he has a Heart of Steel. 

But Patit's Wiles and cunning Arts 
^ Appeafe th’imaginary Grief, 
Declare him well a Clown of Parts, 

And bring the w'retched Wight Relict ' 

More might be faid, but in a Friend 
Encomiums feem but dull and flat: 

The Wife approve, but Fools commend, 
A Pope's Authority for that. 

Elfe certet ’twere in me unmeet. 
To grudge the Mufe’s utmoft Force, 

Or fpare in fuch a Caufe my Feet, 
To clinch at leaft in Praife of yours. 

J A- A R B U C K L E. 
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THE 

Morning Interview. 

A N 

Heroi-Gomical 

POEM. 

Such hilling TLocihi, fo thick the Arrows fly, 
That ’tis unfafe to be a Stander by : 
Poets approaching to defer ibe the Fight, 
Are by their Wounds injlrutted how to write. 

Waller, ijn 

HEN filent Show’rs refrefh the pregnant 
vIp Soil, 

And tender Sillats eat with Tufcan Oyl, 
Harmonious Sounds now eccho in each 

Grove, 
Of bleating'Lambs who from their Parents rove; 
While o’er the Plain the anxious Dames do dray. 
Calling their tender Care with hoarfer Bae. 

A Now 
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Now cheerful Zephyr from the Wellern Sky, 
With eafy Scud, o’er painted Fields does fly. 
To kifs hisFL 0 R A with a gentle Air, 
Who yields to his Embrace, and looks more fair. 

When from Debauch with fp’rituous Juice oppreft, 
The Sons of BACCHVS flagger Home to Refl, 
W'ith tatted Wigs, foul Shoes, and uncock’d Hats, 
And all bedaub’d with Snuff their loofe Cravats. 
The Sun began to fip the morning Dew, 
As D A M 0 N from his refllefs Pillow flew. 

Him late from CEL /A’s Cheek a Patch did wound, 
A Patch high feated on the blufhing Round. 
His painful Thoughts all Night forbid him refl. 
And he employ’d that Night as one opprefl ; 
Muling Revenge, and how to countermine 
The flrongefl Force, and ev’ry deep Defign 
Of Patches, Fans, of Necklaces and Rings, 
Ev’n Mufick’s Pow’r, when CELIA plays or lings. 

Fatigu'd with running Errands all the Day, 
Happy in want of Thought his Valet lay, 
Recruiting Strength with Sleep His Mailer calls, 
He Harts with lock’d up Eyes, and beats the Walls. 
A fecond Thunder rouzes up the Sot, 
He yawns, and murmurs Curfes through his Throat ; 

Stockings awry, and Breeches-knees unlac’d, 
And Buttons do miflake their Holes for Hafle. 

His 



His Matter mer——Cries, ROGER, make Difpatch, 
Time flies apace. He frown’d, and lookt his Watch : 
Hafte, do my Wig, ty’t with the carelefs Knots, 
And run toC IVE T's, let him fill my Box- 
Go to my Laundref»r fee what makes her flay. 
And call a Coach and Barber in your Way. 

-Stu;: saillsM v-l > {, ' ' ■ ’ T.n.' ’ 
Thus Orders juflle Orders in a Throng : 

I ROGER with laden Mem’ry trots along. 
His Errands done; with Bruflbes next he mutt 

I Renew his To-il amidft perfumed Dufl : 
j He beats and rubs, till fcarce one Pile remain, 
! Then fix Times more’s thrown on the wig again. 
I The yielding Comb he leads with artful Care, 

1 Through crook’d Meanders of the flaxen Hair: 
1 E’er all’s perform’d he’s almoft chok’d to Death, 
1 The Air is thicken'd, and he pants for Breath. 
| So does the Traveller through Libya's Plain, 
j| A Conflict with the driving Sands fuflain. 

Two Hours are part, and D A M 0 N is equipt, 
| Penfive he ftalks, and meditates the Fight: 
i Arm’d Cap-a-fee, in Drefs a killing Beau, ^ 

Thrice view’d his Glafs, and then refolv'd to go, C 
Fluflht full of Hope to overcome his Foe. j 
His early Pray’rs were all to Paphos fent. 
That J 0 V E's Sea-daughter would give her Confent I 

] Cry’d, Send thy little Son unto my Aid. 
til Then took his Hat, tript out, and no more faid. 

, A 2 What 



What lofty Thoughts do fbmetimes-pnfti a Man M 
Beyond the Verge of his own native Span t - - " 
Keep low thy Thoughts,frail Clay,nOr boail thy PowV- 
Fate will be Fate : And lince there’s nothing fiirey f 
Vexnotdhy felftoo much, but'catch th’aufpicfbris Hour. 

rx ;:d»b£r b:,f, d: c 
The tow ring Lark had thrice his Mattins fung. 

And thrice were Bells for Divine Service rung. 
In Plaids mufFd up, Prudes throng the facred Dome, 
And leave the fpacious Peticoat at Home: 
While fofteft Dreams feal’d up fair C E~L ZA’s Eyes, 
She dreams of D A M 0 N, and forgets to rife, *' ' 
A fporfive SypA does lay the fubtile Snare, 
Such know the charming Baits which catch the Fair ; r 
She fhews him handfom, brawny, rich and young. 
With Snuff-box, Cane, and Sword-knot finely hung, " 
Well skill’d fn Airs of Dangle, Tofs, and Rap, 
Thofe Graces which do tender Hearts entrap. 

Where AV LV S oft makes Law for Juftice pafir. 
And C H A R L E S's Statue Hands in lalling Brafs, 
Amidd a Square which does amaze the Sight, 
With fpacious Fabricks of flupendous Hight ; 
Whofefublime Roofs in Clouds advance fo high. 
They feem the Watch-tow’rs of the nether Sky :i 
Where once, Alas ! where once the Three Eflates 
Of SCOTLAN D's Parliament held free Debates : 
Here CELIA dwelt ; thither did DAMON move, 
Prefs’d by his rigid Fate, and raging Love. 

To 



To her Apartment ftraight the daring Swain 
Approach’d, and foftly knock’d, nor knock’d in vain. 
The Nymph new wak’d flarts from thelary Down, 
And wraps her gentle Limbs in Morning Gown : 
But half-awake fire judgesjf muft be 
F R A N K AL IA come to take her Morning Tea : 
Cries,, Welcome, Coufm. But the foon began 
To change her Vifage, 'when fhe faw a Man ; 
Her unfixt Eyes with various Turnings range. 
And pale Surprize to modeft red exchange : 
Doubtful ’twixt Modefty and Love (he Bands; 
Then ask’d the bold Impertinent’s Demands, 
Her Strokes are doubled, and the Youth now found, 
His Pains encreafe, and open ev’ry Wound, 
Who can defcribe the Charms of loofe Attire 1 
Who can refifi the Flames with which they fire 
Ah, barbarous Maid J he cries, fure native Charms 
.Are too too much : Why then fuch Store of Arms? 
Madam, I come, prompt by th1 uneafy Pains, 
Caus'd by a Wound from you, and want Revenge ; 
A borrow’d Pow’r was pofled on a Charm : 
A Patch, damn’d Patch.' Can Patches work fuch Harm? 

He faid; then threw a Bomb lay hid within 
Love’s Mertar-piece, the Dimple of his Chin. 
It mifs’d for once, file lifted up her Head, 
And blufii’d a Smile, that almoB Buck him dead, 
Then cunningly retir’d, and he purfu’d 
Near to the Toilet, where the War renew’d. 

A 3 Thus 
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Thus the great FAB IV $ often gain’d the D,ay 

Thus was he led in midft of GEL IA's Room, 
Speechlefs he flood, and waked for his Doom i 1 ■ r ! 
Words were but vain, he fcarce could ufe his Breath, 
As round he view’d the Implements of Death. - h 
Her dreadful Arms in carelefs Heaps were laid, i 
In gay Diforder round her tumbled Bed : 
He often to the foft Retreat wpu’d flare, 
Still vtiftiing he might give the Ba’.tlq there. j 
Stunn’d with the thought, his wand’ring looks did flray T 
To where lac’d Shoes and her lilk Stockings lay, ■* C. •' 
And Garters which are never feen by Day. N : 
His dazl’d Byes almoft defertei Light ; 
No Man before had ever got the Sight, 1 l| 
A Lady’s Garters, Earth 1 their very Name, 
Tho yet unfeen, fets all the Soul on Flame. 
The Royal NED knew well their mighty Charms, 
Elfe he’d ne’er hoop'd one round the EngUjh Arms. 
Let barb’rous Honours crown the Sword and Lance, T 
Thou next their King does Britijh Knights advance, s. 
O G A R T E R 1 Honi foit qui mal y penfe. 

O who can all thefe hidden Turns relate. 
That do attend on a rafh Lover’s Fate 1 
In deep Diflrefs the Youth turn’d up his Eyes, 
A s if to ask AiMance from the Skies, The 
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The P E TI C O A T was hanging on a Pin, 
Which the unlucky Swain flar’d up within : 
His curious Eyes too daringly did rove. 
Around this oval conick Vault of Love : 
Himfelf alone can tell the Pain he found, 
While his wild Sight furvey’d forbidden Ground. 
He view’d the ten-fold Fence, and gave a Grone, 
His trembling Limbs befpoke his Courage gone : 
Stupid and pale he flood, like Statue dumb, 
The amber Snuff dropt from his carelefs Thumb. 
Be filent here, my Mufe, and fhun a Plea 
May rife betwixt old Bkkerjiaff and me ; 
For none may touch a Peticoat but he. 

D AM OS thus foil'd, breath’d with a dying Tone. 
AJJiJl ye Powers of Lozie, elfe I am gone. 
The ardent Pray’r foon reach’d the Cyprian Grove, 
Heard and accepted by the Queen of Love. 
Fate was propitious too, her Son was by, 
Who ’midft his dread Artillery did ly 
Of Flanders Lace, and Straps of curious Dye, 
On India Muflin Shades the God did loll, 
His Head reclin’d upon a Tinfy Roll. 

The Mother Goddefs thus her Son belpoke, 

“ Tfl°u my Boy, affume the Shape of S H 0 C K, 
“ And leap to C EL IA’s Lap ; whence thou may flip 
“ Thy Paw up to her Breaft, and reach her Lip: 

A 4 “ Strike 



[ S] 

u 
u 
4( 
46 
66 
66 

Strike deep thy Charms, thy pow’rful Art di^lay, 
To make young DAMON Conqueror to Day. 
Thou need not blufti to change thy Shape, fince JOV. 
Try’d moft of brutal Forms to gain his Love 
Who that he might his loud S A TV R NIA gull, 
For fair EVRO P A’s Sake, inform’d a Bull. 

She fpoke.——Not quicker does the Lamp of Day 
Jet on the Mountain Tops a gilded Kay, 
Swifter than Lightning flies before ’the Clap, 
From Cyprus Ifle he reached C E LI A’s Lap : 
Now fawns, now wags his Tail, and licks her Arm ; 
She hugs him to her Bread, nor dreads the Harm,, 
So in A S C A NI VS Shape, the God unfeen 
Dally’d, and ruin’d the Carthaginian Queen, 

So now the fubtile Pow’r his Time efpies, 
And threw Two barbed Darts in C E L I A’s Eyes: 
Many were broke before he cou’d fucceed ; 
Eut that of Gold flew whizzing through her Head t 
Thefe were his lad Referve. When others fail, 
Then the refulgent Metal mud prevail. 
Pleafure produc’d by Money now appears, 
Coaches and Six run rattling in her Ears. 
O Liv’ry Men ! Attendants i Houfhold-plate 
Court-pods and Viflts 1 pompous Air and State ! 
How does your Splendor fwell the Female’s Pride, 
Wjjen o’er their Minds fuch Gawdry does pref.de ? 

Succefs 
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Succefs attends, CUPID has plaid his Part, 
And funk the pow’rful Venom to her Heart. 
She cou’d no more, flies catched in the Snare, 
Sighing flie fainted in her eafy Chair. 
The fanguine Streams in Blufhes no more glow, 
But to fupport the Heart, all inward flow, 
Leaving the Cheek now cold and white as Snow. 

Thus CELIA fell, or rather thus did rife : 
Thus DAMON made, or elfe was made a Prize : 
For both were Conquerors, and both did yield ; 
Firfl the, now he, is Matter of the Field. 

Now he refumes frefli Life, abandons Fear, 
Jumps to his Limbs, and does more gay appear. 
Not gaming Heir, when his rich Parent dies. 
Not Zealot reading Hactney’s Party-lies, 
Not foft Fifteen, on her Feet-wafliing Night, 
Not Poet when his Mufe fublimesher Flight, 
Not an old Maid, for fome young Beauty’s Fall, 
Not the long tending * Stiller at his Call, 
Not HuJtandman, in Drought when Rain defcends. 
Not Mifs, when -f- Limlerham his Purfe extends. 
E’er knew fuch Raptures as this joyful Swain, 
When yielding, dying CELIA calm»d his Pain. 
The rapid Joys now in fuch Torrents roul, 
Thatfcarce his Organs can retain his Soul, 

* A Probationer, 7 A hnd K.cc[er. 
VidtOr 



Vi&or he's gen’rous, courts the Pair’s Efteem, 
^nd takes a Bafon fill’d with limpid Stream : 
Then from his Fingers form’d an artful Rain, 
Which rouz’d the dormant Spirits of her Brain, 
And made the purple Channels flow again. 
She lives, he fings; fhe fmiles, and looks more tame : 
Now Peace and Friendfhip is the only Theme. 

The MUSE owns freely here, fhe does not know, 
If Words did pafs between the Belle and Beau, 
Or, if, in Courtflhip, fuch ufe Words or no. 
But fore it is, there was a Parley beat. 
And mutual Love did end the proud Debate. 
Then to complete the Peace and feal the Blifs, 
He, for a Diamond Ring, receiv’d a Kifs 
Of her foft Hand.-—— Next, the afpiring Youth, 
With eager Tranfports, prefs’d her glowing Mouth. 
So, by Degrees, the Eagles teach their Young 
To mount on high, and flare upon the Sun. 

A fumptuotis Treat does crown the ended War, 
And all rich Requifites are brought from far. 
The Table boafls its being from Japan, 
Th’ ingenious W’ork of fome great Artifan. 
China, where Potters coarfeft Mould refine. 
That Light through the tranfparent Jar does fihine ; 
The coflly Plates and Difhes are from thence, 
And Amazonia mufl her Sweets difpence; 



To her warm Banks our Veffels cpt the Maid, 
For the fweet Prpdudl of her lufcious Cane: 
Here Scotia does no coftly Tribute bring, 
Only fome Kettles full of f Todian Spring. 

Where Indtts and the double Ganges flow. 
On odorifrous Plains the Leaves do grow 
Chief of the Treat, a Plant the Eoaft of Fame, 
Sometimes call’d Green, BO HE A's its greater Na 

O happiefl of Herbs! Who would not be 
Pythagoriz’d into the Form of thee, 
.And with high Tranfports a£l the Part of T E A ? 
Kiffes on thee the haughty Belles beflow, 

l While in thy Steams their coral Lips do glow 
I Thy Vertues and thy Flavour they commend ; 
j While Men, even Beaux, with parched Lips attend. 

H E Curtain's drawn i Now genrous Reader fay. 
Have ye not read worfe Numbers in a Play ? 

Sure here is Plot, Place, Chara&er, and time, 
! All fmoothly wrought in good firm Englifh Rhime. 
/ own, 'tis but a Sample of my Lays, 
Which asks the Civil SanElion of your Praife. 
Bejlow't with Freedom, let your Praife be ample. 
And I my felf will Jhow you good Example. 

f Tod’s-Well, which fupplies the City with Water. 

EPILOGUE. 
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Keep up your Face, ahho dull CriticJu fquint. 
And cry, with 'empty Nod, 7*here's Nothing in't: 
They only mean there's Nothing they can ufe ; 
Becaufe they find moji, where there’s mojl Refufie. 

EDINBURG 

A D D R. E 

To the Country. 
1 '■■■:•/ ■ 

FR 0 M me E D / N ^4, to the Brave and Fair, 

Health, Joy and Love, and Banishment of Care : ht 

FORASMUCHAS bare Fields and gurly Skies 
Make rural Scenes ungrateful to the Eyes; 
When Hyperlorean Blafls confound the Plain, 
Driving, by Turns, light Snow and heavy Rain ; 

Ye Swains and Nymphs, forfake the withered Grove, 
That no damp Colds may nip the Buds of Love; 
Ere Winds and Tempers o’er the Mountains ride. 
Hade to where Choice of Pleafures do refide; 
Come to my Tow’rs, and leave th’ unpleafant Scene, f 

My cheerful Bofom fhall your W'armth fuflain, 

ffV 

ss 
: 

. rii 

Screen’d 



Screen’d in my Walls, you may bleak Winter ffnm,' 
i And, for a While, forget the diftant Sun: 
My blazing Fires, bright Lamps, and fparkling Wine, 

| As Summer Sun ftiall wartn, like him fhall fhine. 
. lo <" - ' 

My witty Clubs of Minds that moves at large. 
With every Glafs can fome great Thought Difcharge 
When from my Senate, and the Toils of Law, 
T’ unbend the Mind from Bus'nds you withdraw. 
With fuch gay Friends to laugh fome Hours away, 
My Winter Even fhall ding the Summer’s Day. 

One in his Turn, with Strength of Skill define; 
The univerfal Ufe of E TJ C LI D’s Lines, 

My Schools of Law produce a manly Train 
Of fluent Orators, who Right maintain, 
Practis’d t’ exprefs themfelves a graceful Way, 
And Eloquence fhines forth in all they fay. 

Some Raphael, Rulen, or Vandihe admire. 
Whofe Bofoms glow with fuch a God-like Fire, 
Of my own Race I have, who fhall ere long. 
Challenge a Place amongfl th’ ingenious Throng. 

Others in fmoothefl Numbers are profufe. 
And can in Mantuan Daflyl't lead the Mufe: 
And others can with Mufick make you gay. 
With fweeteft Sounds, Correlli's Art d fp ay, 

While 
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While they around in fofteft Meafures fi&r, 
Or beat melodious Solo's from the String. 

' j* fii*« ; li.Wif jl hns mbosJ lHaijd «»fi : 

What Pleafure can exceed to know what’s great, 
The Hinge of War, and winding Draughts of State? 
Thefe in my Coffee-Shops th’ afpiring Youth 
May learn, with Pleafure, from the Sage’s Mouth; 
While they full fraughted Judgments do unload. 
Relating to Affairs Home arid Abroad. 
The generous Soul is fir’d with noble Flame, 
To emulate victorious Eugene's Fame, 
Who with frefh Glories decks th’ Imperial Throne, 
Making the haughty Otfman Empire groan. 
He’ll learn when warlike Sweden and the Czar, 
The Dance and PruJJians fhall demit the War ; 
T’ obferve what mighty Turns of Fate may fpring 
From this new War rais’d by Iberia's King. ' C ’ •< ‘ ■’ * *3 • • • 

Long ere the Morn from eaftern Seas arife. 
To fweep Night-fbades from off the vaulted Skies, 
Oft Love or Law in dream you Mind may tofs. 
And pufh the fluggifli Senfes to their Poll 
The Hautboy * diftant Notes fhall then oppofe 
Your Phantom Cares, and lull you to Repofe. * 

To Viiit and take Tea, the well drefs'd Fair 
May pafs the Crowd unruffled in her Chair ; 
No Duft or Mire her fhining Foot fhall flain, 
Or on the horizontal Hoop give Pain. 

r.;!3 

For 
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For Beaux aud Belles no City can compare, 
Nor ftiew a Galaxy fo made, fo fair. 
The Ears are charm’d, and ravifih’d are the Eyes, 
When at the Confort my fair Stars arife. 
What Poets of fictitious Beauties fing. 
Shall in bright Order fill the dazling Ring: 
From Venus^ Pallas^ and the Spoufe of Jove, 
They’d gain the Prize, judg’d by the God of Love : 
Their Sun-burnt Features wou’d look dull, and fade, 
Compar’d with my fweet White, and hlujhing Red, 

, The Character of Beauties fo divine. 
The MUSE for want of Words cannot define. 

I The panting Soul beholds with awful Love, 
Imprefs’d on Clay, th’ angelick Forms above , 
Whofe glancing Smiles can pow’rfully impart 
Raptures (ublime, in dumb Show, to the Heart. 

The Strength of all thefe Charms if ye defy, 
IMy Court of Juft ice (hall make you comply. 

Welcome, my Seftion, thou my Bofom warms, 
Thrice three Times welcome to thy Mother’s Arms. 
Thy Father, long, rude Man J has left my Bed ; 
Thour’t now my Guard, and Support of my Trade. 
My Heart yearns after thee with itrong Defire, 

1 Thou deareft Image of thy ancient Sire ; 
Should proud A.ugufta take thee from me tpo, 
So great a Lofs wou’d make Edina bow ; 
I’d fink beneath a Weight I cou’d not bear, 
And in a Heap of Rubbifh difappear. 

Vain 



Vain are fuch Fears; I’U rear my Head in State, 
My bodding Heart foretells a glorious Fate: 
New ftately Structures on new Streets fhall rife, 
A nd new-built Churches tow’ring to the Skies, 
From utmoft Thule to the Dover Rock, 
Britain's beft Blood in Crowds to me fhall flock ; 
A num'rous Fleet fhall be my Fortha’s Pride, 
While they in her calm Roads at Anchor ride : 
Thefe from each Coaft fhall bring what’s Great and Rare. 
To animate the Brave, and pleafe the Fair. 

WRITTEN BENEATH 

1'hc Hiltorical Print of the wonderful Idrcferva 
twn of Mr. DavidBruCE, and others his 
School-fellows 

St. Andrews Ip. Augufl, 

SI X Times the Day with Light and Hope arofc, 
A s oft the Night her Terrors did oppofe. 

While tofs’d on roaring Waves, the tender Crew 
Had nought fcutDeaih and Horror in their View ; 
Pale Famine, Seas, bleak Cold at equal Strife, 
Confpiring all againfl their Bloom of Life : 
Whilfl like the Lamp’s lafl Flame, their trembling Souls 
Are on the Wing to leave their mortal Goals; 
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And Death before them Hands with frightful Stare, 
Their Spirits fpent, and funk down to Defpair. 

Behold, th’ indulgent providential Eye, 
I With watchful Rays defcending from on high, 

Angels come polling down the divine Beam, 
To fave the Helplefs in their laft Extreme : 
Unfeen the heav’nly Guard about them flock; 

!| Some rule the Winds, feme lead them up the Rock, 
i While other two attend the dying Pair, 
j| To waft their young white Souls thro’ Fields of Air. 

ELEGY on Maggy JobnJlon, who died 
Anno 1711. 

ATlLD REEKY mourn in Sable Hue, 
Let fouth of Tears dreep like May Dew, 
To braw Tippony bid Adieu, 

Which we with Greed, 
Bended as fafl as fhe cou’d brew, 

But ah t /he's dead. 

To tell the Truth, now M A G G Tdang, 
Of Cullomers fhe had a Bang ; 
For Lairds and Souters a’ did gang, 

To drink hedeen, 
The Barn and Yard was aft fae Thrang, 

We took the Green. 



[ *8 ] 
And there by Dizens we lay down, 

Syne fweetly ca’d the Healths arown, 
To bonny LafTes black or brown. 

At we loo'd left-. 
In Bumpers we dull Cares did drown, 

And took our Reft. 

When in our Pouch we fand fome Clinks, 
And took a turn o’er Brunttfield-Links, 
Aften in M ^4 G G T’s at Hy-jinks, 

We guzl'd Scuds, 
Till wi cou’d fcarce wi hale out Drinks 

Caft off our Duds. 

We drank and drew, and fill’d again, 
O wow ! but we were blyth and fain, 
When ony had their Count miflain, 

0 it was nice, 
To hear us a cry. Pike your Bain, 

And ftell ftq Dice. 

Fou clofewe us’d to drink and rant. 
Until we did baith glowre and gaunt, 
And pifh and fpew, and yesk and maunt. 

Right fwojb I trow, 
Then of auld Stories we did cant, 

Whan we were fou. 

Whan we were weary’d at the Gouff, 
Then MAQGTJOHtdSTO N's was our Houff; 

Now 



Now a’ our Gamefters may fit douff, 
WT Hearts like "Lead; 

Death wi’ his Rung rax’d her a Youff, 
And fae Jhe died. 

Maun we be forc’d thy Skill to tine, 
For which we will right fair repine ? 
Or haft thou left to Bairns of thine, 

The pauty Knack 

Of Brewing Ale amaift like Wine, 
That gat'd us crack ? 

Sae brawly did a Peafe-Scon Toaft 
Biz i’the Queff, and flie the Froft, 
There we gat fou wi little Coft, 

And muckle Speed ? 
Now, whe-worth Death, our Sport’s a’ loft, 

Since M A G G Y’s dead' 

A E Simmer Night I was fae fou, 
A mang the Riggs I geed to fpew. 
Syne down on a green Bawk I trow, 

/ took a Nap, 
And foucht a Night Balillilow, 

As found’s a Tap. 

1 And when the Dawn begoud to glow, 
]} fcirfl’d up my dizy Pow, 
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Frae ’mang the Corn like Wirry-kow, 
W*’ Baini fae fair. 

And ken'd nae mair than if a Ew, 
How I came there. 

Some faid it was the Pith of Broom, 
That the flow’d in her Masking-loom, 
Which in our Heads rais’d flck a Foom, 

Or fame wild Seed, 
Which aft the Chaping Stoup did toom. 

But fill'd our Head. 

But now iince ’tis fae that we muff. 
Not in the beft Ale put our Truff, 
But, whan we re auld, return to duff. 

Without Remead, 
Why thou’d we tak it in Difguft, 

'That MAGGY’/ dead. 

Ot wardly Comforts the was rife, 
And liv’d a lang and hearty Life, 
Right free of Care, or Toil, or Strife, 

Till Jhe was Jlale, 
And ken’d to be a kanny Wife 

At Brewing Ale. 

Then farewel M A G G T douce and fell. 
Of Brewers a’ thou boor the Bell; 

Lei 
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Let a’ thy Go/Ties yelp and yell, 
And without Feed, 

Guefs whether ye’re in Heaven or Hell, 
They're fare ye're dead. 

Epitaph. 
O Fare MAGGY JOHNSTON. 

ELEGY on ‘John Cowper Kirk-Treafu- 
rer’s Man, Anno 1714. 

IWairn ye a* to greet and drone, 
JOHN COWPER's dead Ohon! OhonJ 

To fill his Poll alake there’s none, 
That with fic Speed, 

Con’d far Sculdudry out like JOHN, 
But now he's dead. 

He was right nacky in his Way, 
And eydent baith be Night and Day, 
He wi’ the Lads his Part con’d play. 

When right fair fiee'd, 
He gart them good Bill filler pay. 

But now he's dead. 

Of Whore-hunting he gat his Fill, 
And made be’t mony Pint and Gill; 
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Of his braw Port he thought nae III, 
Nor did na need,' 

Now they may mak a Kirk and Mil] 
01, ft nee he's dead. 

Although he was nae Man of Weir, 
Yet mony a ane, wi’ quaking Fear, 
Duril fcarce afore his Face appear. 

But bide their Head. 
The wylie Carle he gather’d Geer, 

And yet he's dead. 

Ay now to fome Part far awa, ^ 
Alas he’s gane and left a’, 
May be to fome fad Whiliiwha 

O'fremit Blood. 
’Tis an ill Wind that dis nae blaw. 

Some Body good. 

Fy upon Death, he was to blame, 
To whirl JOHN to his lang Hame : 
But tho his Arfe be cauld, yet Fame, 

Wi' Tout of Trumpet, 
Shall tell how C OWP EKs awfou Name 

Coud fiiea Strumpet. 

He kend the Bawds and Lowns fou weell, 
And where they us’d to rant and reell, 

He 
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i He pawkily on them cou’d fteal, 
And /toil their Sport. 

Aft did they wifh the mucle De’ll 
Might tah him for’t. 

But ne'er a ane of them he fpar’d, 
E’en tho there was a drunken Laird 
To draw his Sword, and make a Faird 

In their Defence, 
JOHN quietly put them in the Guard 

To learn mair Senfe. 

There maun they ly till fober grown, 
j The Lad neift Day his Fault maun own ; 

i And to keep a’ Things hufh and lown, 
He minds the Poor, 

j Syne after a’ his Ready’s flown, 
He damns the Whore. 

And the, poor Jade, withoutten Din, 
i Is fent to Leif/;-Wynd Fit to fpin, 

With heavy Heart and Cleathing thin. 
And hungry Wame, 

And ilka Month a well paid Skin 
To mak her tame. 

But now they may fcoure up and down, 
And fafely gang their Waks arown, 

Spreading 



Spreading the Clap throw a’ the Town, 
But Fear or Dread i 

For that great Kow to Bawd and Lown, 
JOHN COWPERV dead 

■ - 
Shame faw ye’r Chandler Chafts, O Death, 

For flapping of J O H N CO WP E K’s Breath ; 
The Lofs of him is publick Skaith : 

I dare well Jay, 
To quat the Grip he was right laith 

This many a Day. 

Postscript. 

OF Umquhile JOHN to lie or bann, 
Shaws but iH Will, and looks right fhan, 

But fome tell odd Tales of the Man, 
For Fifty Head 

Can gi’e their Aith they’ve feen him gawn 
Since he was dead. 

Keek but up throw the Stinking Style, 
On Sunday Morning a wee While, 
At the Kirk Door out frae an Ille, 

It will appear. 
But tak good Tent ye dinna file 

Tc'r Brecht for Fear. 

For well we wat it is his Ghaifl, 
Wow, wad fome Fowk that can do’t bed 
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Speak till’t, and hear \vhat it confeft; 
‘Tk a good Deed 

To fend a wandering Saul to reft 
Among the Dead. 

ELEGY on Lucky WO O D in the Can- 
nongate, May 1717. 

OC AN NIGATE ! poor elritch Hole, 
What Lofs, what Croffes does thou thole ? 

Jjondon and Death gars thee look drole. 
And king thy Head : . 

Wow, but thou has e’en a cauld Coal 
To Haw indeed. 

Hear me, ye Hills, and every Glen, 
Ilk Craig, ilk Cleugh, and hollow Den, 
And Eccho fhrill, that a’ may ken. 

The waefou Thud, 
Be racklefs Death, wha came unfenn 

To Duchy WOOD. 

She’s dead o’er true, fhe’s dead and gane, 
Left us and WID DIE Burd alane 
To bleer and greet, to fob and mane, 

And rug our Hair, 
Becaufe we’ll ne’er fee her again 

For evermair. 
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She gae’d as fait as a new Prin 

And kept her Houfie fnod and been, 
Her Peuther glanc’d upo’ your Een, 

Liie Siller Plate; 
She was a donfie Wife and clean, 

Without Debate, 

It did ane good to fee her Stools, 
Boord, Fire-fide, and facing Tools; 
Rax, Chandlers, Tangs, and Fire-Shools, 

Bajket w 't Bread. 
Poor Facers now may chew Pea-hools, 

Since Luciy's dead. 

She ne’er gae in a Lawin faufe. 
Nor Stoups a Froath aboon the Haufe, 
Nor kept dow’d Tip within her Wa’s, 

But reaming Swats ; 
She never ran fovt’r Jute, becaufe 

It gi'es the Batts. 

She had the Gate fae well to pleafe, 
With gratU Beef, dry Fith, or Cheefe, 
Which kept our Purfes ay at Eafe, 

And Health in Tift, 
And lent her frefh Nine Gallon Trees 

A hearty TLift. 
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•She ga'e us aft haill Legs o' Lamb, 
And did nae bain her Mutton Ham, 
Than ay at Tule, when e’er we came, 

I A bra Goofe Pye- 
And was nae that good Beliy Baum ? 

None dare deny. 

The Writer Lads fow well may mind her, 
Furthy was fhe, her Luck delign'd her 
Their common Wither, fure nane kinder 

Ever brake Bread; 
She has nae left her Maik behind her. 

But mw jhe,t dead. 

To the fma Hours we aft fat Hill, 
1 Nick’d round our Toafis and Snifhing-mill, 
j Good Cakes we wanted ne’er at Will, 

The bejl of Bread, 
1 Which aften cofl us mony a Gill 

To Aikenhead, 

Cou’d our faut Tears like Clyde down rain, 
And had we Cheeks like Corrals Lin, 

' That a’ the Warld might hear the Din 
Pair frae ilk Head; 

1 She was the Wale of a’ her Kin, 
But now Jhe's dead. 



O Lucky WOOD 'ds hard to bear 
The Lofs,- but Oh J we maun forbear: 
Yet fall thy Memory be dear 

Whi/e llooms a Tree, 
And after Ages Bairns will fpear 

’Boat Thee and Me, 

Epitaph. 
fli 

BEneath this Sod 
Lies Lucky WO 0 D, 

Whom a’ Men might put Faith in ; 
Wha was na fweer; 
While fhe winn’d here, 

To cramm our Wames for naithing. 

Lucky SPENCE^ laft Advice. 

THree Timet the C A Rh IN E grain’d and rifted, 
Then frae the Cod her Povj Jhe lifted. 

In Bawdy Policy well gifted. 
When fhe now faun 

That Death na longer wad le Jhifted, 
She thus began; 
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MY loving LafTes, I maun leave ye. 
But dinna wi’ ye’r Greeting grieve me, 

| Nor wi’ your Draunts and Droning deave me. 
But brings a Gill: 

| For Faith, my Bairns, ye may believe me, 
’Tis 'gairtjl my Will. 

O black Ey’d Bejl, and mini mou’d Meg, 
O’er good to work or yet to beg, 

i' Lay Sunkots up for a fair Leg, 
For whan ye fail, 

■ Ye’er Face will not be worth a Feg, 
Nor yet ye'r Tail. 

Whan e’er ye meet a Fool that’s fow, 
II That ye’re a Maiden gar him trow, 
| Seem nice ; but flick to him like Glew, 

Drive at the Jango till he fpew, 
Syn he'll Jleep foun. 

When he’s afleep, then dive and catch 
His ready Caflj, his Rings or Watch ; 
And gin he likes to light his Match 

At your Spunk Box, 
Ne’er fland to let the fumbling Wretch 

E'en take the Pox, 

| ■ 

Cleek 



Cleek a’ ye can be Hook or Crook, 
Ryp ilky Poutch frae Nook to Nook, 
Be fure to truff hi* Pocket-book, 

Is nae deaf Nits ■, In little Bonk 

To get a Menfe of whindging Fools, 
That’s frighted for Repenting-Stools, 
Wha often, whan their Mettal cools, 
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Saxty Pound Scots 

Ly great Bank-Notes 

Turn fvseer to fay. 
Gar the Kirk-Boxie hale the Dools 

Anither Day. 

E'er to do well. 
They’ll rive your Brats and kickye’r Doup, 

And flay the De'l, 

There’s ae fair Crofs attends the Craft, 
That curft Corre&ion-houfe where aft 
Vild Hangy’s Taz ye’r Riggings faft 

But daut Red-Coats, and let them fcoup 
Free, for the Fou of cutty Stoup; 
To gee them up ye need na houp 

Makes Hack and blae. 
Enough to pit a Body daft; 

But what'll ye fay •? 

Na 
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Nane gathers Gear withoutten Care, 
]lk Pleafure has of Pain a Skare ; 
Suppofe then they thould tirle ye bare, 

And gar ye j?fo. 
E’en learn to thole; it’s very fair 

Ye’re Ni&our Hie. 

Forby, my Looves, count upo’ Loffes, 
Ye’r Milk-white Teeth, and Cheeks like Rofes, 
Whan Jef-blaek Hair and Brigs of Nofes, 

Faius down wi bads j 
To keep your Hearts up ’neath lie Croffes, 

Set up for Bawds. 

Wri* well crifh’d Loofs I hae been canty ; 

i Wrhen e’er the Lads wad fain a faun t’ye, 
To try the auld Game Taunty Ranty, 

'Liie Coofers ieen. 
They took Advice of me your Aunty, 

If ye were clean. J 

Then up I took my Siller Ca, 
And whifll’d benn whiles ane, whiles twa, 
Roun din his Lug, That there was a 

Poor Country KATE, 
As halefom as the Well of Spaxr, 

But unka Hate. 

Sae 
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Sae 'whan e’er Company came in, 
And were upo’ a merry Pin, 
I flade away wi’little Din 

And muckh Mcnfe, 
Left Confcience Judge, it was aJ ane 

To Z.uc'ky SPENCE. 

My Bennifon come on good Doerr, 
Who fpend their Ca(h on Bawds and Whores, 
May they ne’er want the Wale of Cures 

‘ For a fare Snout’. 
Foul fa’ the Quacks that that Fire fmoors. 

And puts nae out, 

My Malifon light ilka Day 
On them that drinks, and dis na pay, 
But takes a Snack and rins away ; 

May't It their Hap 
Never to want a Gonorrhaa, 

Or rotten Clap. 

Lafs gi’e us in anither Gill, 
A Mutchken, Jo, let’s tak our fill ; 
Let Death fyne regiftrate his Bill 

Whan I want Senfe, 
I’ll Hip away with better Wrill, 

J^tfo' Luchy SPENCE 
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T O T H E 

A U T H O 

O F 

TARTANA; or. The PLAID, 

S once I view’d a rural Scene, 
With Summer’s Sweets proifufely wild ; 
Such Pleafure footh’d my giddy Senfe, 
I ravifh’d flood, while Naure fmil’d. 

Straight I refolv’d and chofe a Field, 
Where all the Spring I might transfer ; 
There flood the Trees with equal Rows, 
Here Flora's Pride in one Parterre, 

The Task was done, the Sweets were fled, 
Each Plant had lofl its fprightly Air, 
As if they grudg’d to be confin’d, 
Or to their Will not matched were. 

The narrow Scene difpleas'd my Mind, 
Which daily flill more homely grew : 

C At 
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At length I fled the loathed Sight, 
.And hy’d me to the Fields anew. 

Here Nature wanton’d in her Prime 
My Fancy rang’d the boundlefs Wall, 
Each different Sight pleased with Surprife, 
I welcom’d back the Pleafures part. 

Thus fome who feel A P O L JL O's Rage, 
Would teach their Mute her Drefs and Time, 
Till hamper’d fo with Rules of Art, 
They Another quite the vital Flame. 

They daily chime the fame dull Tone, 
Their Mufe no daring Sallies grace, 
But flifly held with Bit and Curb, 
Keeps heavy Trot, tho equal Pace. 

But who takes Nature for his Rule, 
Shall by her gen’rous Bounty Ihine ; 
His eafy Mufe revells at Will, 
And flrikes new Wonders every Line. 

Keep then, my Friend, your native Guide, 
Never diffruff her plenteous Store, 
Ne’er lels propitious will fhe prove 
Than now ; but, if fhe can, ffill more. 

TA 
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t A A A\ 

OR THE 

IP L A I D. 

,E C ALE DON IAN Beauties, who 
have long 

Been both the Mufe, and Subject of 
my Song, 

.A/Tift your BARD, who in 
harmonious Lays 

)efigns the Glory of your PL A ID to raife. 
low my fond Bread with blazing Ardour glows, 
('hen e’er my Song on you juft Praife beftows ? 

PHOEBUS and his imaginary Nine 
With me have loft the Title of DIVINE, 
To no fuch Shadows will I Homage pay, 

to my real MUSES fhall give Way s 
C 2 My 

I • 
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My MUSE S, who on fmooth meand’ring Tweed, 
Stray through the Groves, or grace the Clover Mead; 
Or thefe who bath themfelves where haughty Clyde 
Does roaring o’er his lofty Cat’raels ride : 
Or you, who on the Banks of gentle Tay, 
Drawn from the Flowers the early Dews of Mray, 
To varnifh on your Cheek the Crimfon Dy, 
Or make the White the falling Snow outvy : 
And you who on Edina's Streets difplay 
Millions of matchlefs Beauties every Day; 
Infpir d by you, what POET can defire 
To warm his Genius at a brighter Fire? 

I ling the P L A I D, and fmg with all my Skill, 
Mount then O Fancy, Standard to my Will, 
Be flrong each Thought, run fofc each happy Line, 
That Gracefulnefs and Harmony may fhine. 
Adapted to the beautiful Delign. 
Great is the Subject, vaft th’ exalted Theme; 
And lhaU Hand fair in endlefs Rolls of FAME. 

The P L A I D’s A N TI Q^U IT Y comes firft in VieW] 
Precedence to ANTI Q_U IT Y is due : 
ANTI Q_U I T Y contains a certain Spell, 
To make ev’n Things of little worth excell; 
To fmalled Subjects gives a glaring Dafh, 
Protecting high born Idiots from the Lafh: 

Mu 



Much more ’tis valu’d when with Merit plac'd. 
It graces Merit, and by Merit’s grac’d. 

O firft of GARBS.' Garment of happy Fate ! 
So long imploy’d of fuch an antique Date ; 
Look back fome Thoufand Years till Records fail, 
And lofe themfelves in fome Romantick Tale, 
We’ll find our Godlike Fathers nobly fcorn’d 

'ITo be with any other DRESS adorn’d ; 
i Before bafe Foreign Fafhions interwove, 
I Which ’gainft their Intereft and their Brav’ry flrove. 
; ,Twas they could boafl their Freedom with proud Ronte, 
I And arm’d in fleet defpife the Senate’s Doom ; 
i Whilft o’er the Globe their Eagle they difplay’d, 
And conquer’d Nations proftrate Homage paid, 
They only, they unconquer’d flood their Ground, 
And to the mighty Empire fixt the Bound. 
Our native PR INCE who then fupply’d the Throne, 
In PL A I D array'd, magnificently (hone : 
Nor feem’d his Purple, or his Ermine lefs, 
Tho cover’d by the C ALE DON IA N Drefs. 
In this at Court the Thanes were gayly clad, 
Writh this the Shepherds and the Hinds were glad, 
In this the Warrior wrapt his brawny Arms, 
With this our beauteous Mothers vail’d their Charms ; 
When ev’ry Youth, and ey’ry lovely Maid 
Deem'd it a Dejhaiille to want their PLAID. 

C 3 
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O Heav’ns ! How chang'd ? How little look their Rac 
When Foreign Chains with Foreign Modes take Place; 
When Eaji and Wefttrn-India muil combine 
To deck the Fop, and make the Gewgaw fhifce. 
Thus while the Grecian Troops in Perfia lay, 
And learn’d the Habit to be foft and gay, 
By Luxury enerv’d they lofl the Day. 

I ask’d Varell what Soldiers he thought bed. 
And thus he anfwer’d to my plain Requeft ; 
“ Were I to lead Battalions out to War, 
“ And hop’d to triumph in (he Victor’s Car, 
“ To gain the loud Applaufe of worthy Fame, 
“ And Columns rais’d to eternize my Name, 
‘ I’d choofe, hadl my Choice, that hardy Race 
“ Who fearlefs can look Terrors in the Face, 
“ Who midft the Snows the bed of Limbs can fold 
“ In T A R T A N PLAIDS, and fmile at chilling Cold. 
“ No ufelefs Trafh fhould pain my Soldier’s Back, 
“ Nor Canvafs Tents make loaden Axles crack; 
“ No rattling Silks I’d to my Standards bind, 
“ But bright TARTAN A’s waving in the Wind. 
“ The PLAID alone fhou’d all my Endgns be, 
“ This Army from fuch Banners would not die : 
“ Thefe, thefe were they, who naked taught the Way 

To fight with Art, and boldly gaip the Day. 

Ev’n 
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Ev'n great Gujlavits flood himfelf amaz’d, 
While at their wond’rous Skill and Force he gaz’d. 

| With fuch brave Troops one might o’er Europe run, 
i Make out what Richlku fram’d, and Lezvit had begun. 

Degenerate Men ! Now Ladies pleafe to fit; 
| That I the PLAID in all its Airs may hit, 

With all the Power of Sofinefs mixt with Wit. 

While fcorching Titan tawns the Shepherds Erow, 
i1 And whifiling Hinds fweat lagging at the Plow, 

The piercing Beams BRTJC IN A can defy, 
i Not Sun-burnt flhe’s, nor dazl’d is her Eye. 

Ugly’s the Mask, the Fan's a trifling Toy 
! To flill at Church fome Girl, or refllefs Boy. 

I: Fixt to one Spot’s the Pine and Myrtle Shades, 
But on each Motion wait th’ Umbrelian PLAIDS, 
Repelling Dufl when Winds diflurb the Air, 

• And give a Check to every ill bred Stare. 

Light as the Pinions of the airy Fry 
Of Larkr, and Linnets, who traverfe the Sky, 

! Is the T A R T A N A fpun’ fo very fine, 
:i Its Weight can never make the F AI R repine, 
I By raifing Ferments in her glowing Blood, 
f Which cannot be efcap d within the Hood ; 
1 Nor does it move beyond its proper Sphere, 
1 But lets the Gown in all its Shapes appear ; ~ 

C 4 
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Nor is the Straightnefs of her Waift deny’d 
To be by every ravifht Eye furvey’d : 
For this the Hoop may ftand at larged Bend, 
It comes not nigh, nor can its Weight offend. 

The Hood and Mantle make the tender faint, 
I’m pain’d to fee them moving like a Tent. 
By Heather Jenny in her Blanket drefl. 
The Hood and Mantle fully are expreff, 
Which round her Neck with Rags is firmly bound, 
While Heather Befoms loud fihe fcreams around. 
Was Goody Strode fo great a Pattern, fay ? 
Are ye to follow when fuch lead the Way l 
But know each FAIR, who thall this Sur-tout ufe, 
You’re no more S COTS, and ceafe to be my MUSE, 

The fmoothefl Labours of the Perjian Loom 
Lin’d in the P L A ID, fet off the Beauty’s Bloom : 
Faint is the Glofs, nor come the Colours nigh, 
Tho white as Milk, or dipt in Scarlet Dy. 
The Lillie pluckt by fair P R IN G E L L /4 grieves, 
Whofe whiter Hand outfljjnes its fnowy Leaves ; 
No wonder then white Silks in our Efteerp, 
Match’d with her fairer Face, they fully’d feenj. 

If fbining red CAMPBELL ^4’s Cheeks adorn, 
Our Fancy flreight conceive the blufhing Morn, 
Beneath whofe Dawn the Sun of Beauty lies, 
Nor need we Light but from C AMP B ELL A's Eyes, 
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If lin'd with green S TV A R TA's P L A I D we view, 
Or thine RAM S EIA edg’d around with blue ; 

One fhews the Spring when Nature is moll kind. 
The other Heav’n, whofe Spangles lift the Mind. 

A Garden Plot, enrich’d with chofen Flowers, 
In Sun Beams basking after vernal Showers, 
Where lovely Pinks in fweet Confufion rife, 
And Amaranths and Eglintines furprife; 
Hedg'd round with fragrant Brier and Jeffamine, 
The rofie Thorn and variegated Green, 
Thefe give not half that Pleafure to the View, 
As when, FERGVSIA, Mortals gaze on you. 
You raife our Wonder, and our Love engage, 
Which makes us curfe, and yet admire the Hedge ; 
The Silk and Tartan Hedge, which does confpire 
With you, to kindle Love’s fofc fpreading Fire. 
How many Charms can every fair one boail! 
How ofi’s our Fancy in the Plenty loft ! 
Thefe more remote, thefe we admire the moil. 
What’s too familiar often we defpife, 
But R.arity makes fiill the Value rife. 

If Sol himfelf fhou’d fhine through all the Day, 
We cloy, and lofe the Pleafure of his Ray ; 
But if behind feme marly Cloud he ileal. 
Nor for fometime his radiant Head reveal. 

With 
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With brighter Charms his Abfence he repays, 
And every Sun-beam ferms a double Blaze. 
So when the FAIR their dazling Luflres fhroud, 
And difappoint us with a T A R T A N Cloud, 
How fondly do we peep with wifhful Eye, 
Tranfported when one lovely Charm we fpy. 
Oft to our Coft, ah me ! we often find 
The Power of Love firikes deep, tho he be blind ; 
Perch'd on a Lip, a Cheek, a Chin, or Smile, 
Hits with Surprife, and throws young Hearts in Jail. 

From when the Cock proclaims the rifingDay, 
And Milk-maids fing around fweet Curds and Whey, 
Till gray-ey’d Twilight, Harbinger of Night, 
Purfues o’er f Silver Mountains finking Light, 
I can unwearied from my Cafements view 
The PLAID, with fomething flill about it new. 
How are we pleas’d, when wilh a handfome Air 
We fee HEPBVRN A walk with eafy Care ; 
One Arm half circles round her flender Waift, 
The other like an Ivory Pillar plac’d, 
To hold her PLAID around her model! Face, 
Which faves her Blufhes with the gayell Grace ; 
If in white Kids her taper Fingers move, 
Or unconfin’d jet thro the fable Glove. 

f Odd Hilh. 
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With what a pretty Action K EITH A holds 
rj Her PLAID, and varies oft its airy Folds ; 
i How does that naked Space the Spirits move, 
i Between the rufl’d Lawn and envious Glove ? 

We by the Sample, tho no more be feen, 
Imagine all that’s fair within the Skreen. * 

Thus Belles in Plaids vail and difplay their Charms, 
i The Love-lick Youth thus bright HU ME A warms. C 
And with her graceful Mein her Rivals all alarms. 3 

The PLAID itfelf gives Pleafure to the Sight, 
f To fee how all its Setts imbibe the Light, 
I Forming fome W'ay, which even to me lies hid. 

White, black, blew, yellow, purple, green and red. 
Let Newton's Royal Club through Prifms flare, 
To view Celeflial Dies with curious Care, 
111 pleafe my felf, nor fhall my Sight ask Aid 
Of Criflal Gimcracks to fuivey the PLAID, 

How decent is the PLAID when in the Pew, 
It hides th’ inchanting FAIR from Ogler’s View. 

" The Mind’s oft crowded with ill tim’d Defires, 
> When Nymphs unvail’d approach the facred Quires; 

■ Even Senators, who guard the Common-weal. 
Their Minds may rove ; Are Mortals made of Steel ■? 

|] The finilht Beaux fiand up in all their Airs, 
And fearch out Beauties more than mind their Prayers: 

The 



The Wainfcot Forty Six’s are perplext 
To be eclips’d, Spite make them drop the Text. 
The younger gaze at each fine Thing they fee, 
The Orator himfe’f is fcarcely free. 
Ye then who wou’d your Piety exprefs, 
To facred Domes ne’er come in naked Drefs. 
The Power of Modefty fhall.ftill prevail; 
Then SCOTIAN Virgins ufe your native Vail. 

Thus far young Cofmel read, then flar’d and curft, 
And ask’t me very gravely how I durft 
Advance fuch Praifes for a Thing defpis’d. 
He, finding, fwore I had been ill advis’d. 

To you, faid I, perhaps this may feem true, 
And Numbers vaft, not Fools, may fide with you : 
As many (hall my Sentiments approve, 
Tell me what’s not the Butt of Scorn and Love ? 
Were Mankind all agre'd to think one Way, 
What wou'd Divines and Poets have to fay ? 
No Enfigns wou’d on martial Fields be fpread, 
And Cor pur Juris never wou’d be read : 
We’d need no Councils, Parliaments, nor Kings, 
Ev’n Wit and Learning wou’d turn filly Things. 
You mils my Meaning flill. I’m much afraid, 
I would not have them always wear the P L A ID, 



un 

Old Salem's Royal Sage, of Wits the Prime, 
Said, For each Thing there was a proper Time : 
Night’s but Aurora's PLAID, that ta’ne away, 

' We lofe the Pleafure of returning Day; 
Ev’n through the Gloom, when view’d in fparkling Skies, 
Orbs fcarcely feen, yet gratifie our Eyes: 
So through H A AT / L L A's op’ned PLAID we may 
Behold her heavenly Face, and heaving milky Way. 
Spanijh Reierve, join’d with a Gallich Air, 

| If manag’d well, becomes the Scotian Fair. 

Now you fay well, faid he, but when’s the Time 
! That they may drop the PLAID without a Crime ? 

|| Then I, 
i Left, O fair Nymphs, ye fhould our Patience tire, 
il! And ftarch Referve extinguifti gen’rous Fire, 
il Since Heaven your foft victorious Charms defigu’d 
f To form a Smoothnefs on Man’s rougher Mind ; 

||i When from the bold and noble Toils of War, 
The rural Cares, or Labours of the Bar; 
From thefe hard Studies which are learned and grave, 
And fome from dang’rous riding o’er the Wave, 
The Caledonian manly Youth refort 
To their Edina Love’s great Mart and Port, 
And crowd her Theatres with all that Grace 
Which is peculiar to the Scotian F.ace; 

At 
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At Confort, BaU, or fome F A I R’s Marriage Day, 
O then with Freedom all that’s fweet difplay. 
When Beauty’s to be judg’d without a Vail, 
And not its Powers met out as by Retail, 
Put Wholefale, all at once, to fill the Mind 
With Sentiments gay, foft, and frankly kind r 
Throw by the P L A ID, and like the Lamp of Day, 
When there’s no Cloud to intercept his Ray, 
So fhine, MAXELLA, nor their Cenfure fear. 
Who, Slaves to Vapours, dare not fo appear. 

On Ida's Height, when to the Royal Swair, 
To know who fhould the Prize of Beauty gain, 
JOVE fent his two fair Daughters and his Wife, 
That he might be the Judge to end the Strife ; 
HERMES was Guide, they found him by a Tree, 
And thus they fpoke with Air divinely free, 
Say, PARIS, which is fairejl of us three. 
To J 0 VE's high Queen, and the Celeflial Maids, 
E'er he won’d pafs his Sentence, cry’d, Na PZ, AID 
Quickly the Goodeffes obey’d his Call, 
In fimple Nature’s Drefs he view’d them all. 
Then to C TT HERE A gave the Golden Ball. 

Great Criticks hail! our Dread, whofe Love or Hate.; 
Can with a Frown, or Smile, give Verfe its Fate, 
Attend, while o’er this Field my Fancy roams, 
I’ve fome what more to fay, and here it comes. 
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When Virtue was a Crime in Tancred's Reign, 
There was a noble Youth who wou’d not deign 
To own for Soveraign one a Slave to Vice, 
Dr blot his Confcience at the highefl Price ; 

jlFor which his Death’s devis’d with hellifh Art, 
To tear from his warm Bread his beating Heart, 

i Fame told the tragic News to all the Fair, 
ofe num’rous Sighs and Groans bound through the Air 

11 mourn his Fate, Tears trickle from each Eye, 
ill his kind Sifter threw the Woman by ; 

ihe in his Stead a gen’rous Offring ftay’d, 
nd he the Tyrant baulk’d, hid in her P L A ID. 

o when Mntas with Achilla drove, 
he Goddefs Mother hafted from above, s. 
ell feen in Fate, prompt by maternal Love, j 
fept him in Mift, and warded off the Blow, 
hat was defign’d him by his valiant Foe. 

I of the P L A I D could tell a hundred Tales, 
hen hear another fince that Strain prevails. 

The Tale no Records tell, it is fo old, 
It happned in the eafy Age of Gold, 
When am’rous Jove Chief of th’ Olympian Gods, 
Pall’d with Saturma, came to our Abodes 
A Beauty-hunting ; for in thefe foft Days, 
Nor Gods, nor Men, delighted in a Chace > 
That would deftroy, nor propagate their Race. J 

4 Homer. Beneath 
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Beneath a Fir-Tree in f Glentanar*s Groves, 
Where, e'er gay Fabricks rofe, Swains fung their Loves; 
7K*TS lay fleeping in the open Air, 
A bright T A R T A N A vail’d the lovely FAIR; 
The wounded God beheld her matchlefs Charms 
With earned Eyes, and grafp’d her in his Arms, 
Soon he made known to her with gaining Skin 
His Dignity, and Import of his Will. 
Speak tby Defire, the Divine Monarch faid. 
Male me a Goddeji, cry’d the 5 C O T/ A N Maid, * 
Nor let hard Fate lereave me of my P Ij A ID. 
Be thou the Hand-maid to my mighty Queen, 
Said 0 V E, and to the World be often feen 
With the celejlial Bow, and thus appear 
Clad with thefe radiant Colours at thy Wear. 

Now fay my MUSE, e’er thou forfake the Field, 
What Profit does the PLA ID to SCOTIA yield, 
Juftly that claims our Love, Edeem, and Boaft 
Which is produc’d within our native Coad: 
On our own Mountains grows the Golden Fleece, 
Richer than that which Jafon brought to Greece : 
A beneficial Branch of ALBIO N's Trade, 
And the fird Parent of the TARTANPLAID. 
Our fair ingenious Lady’s Hands prepare 
The equal Threeds, and give the Dyes with Care ; 

f A large Wood in the North of Scotland. 
Thai 



Thoufands of Artifls fuUen Hours decoy 
, On rattling Looms, j^nd view their Webs with Joy< 

May ihe be curfi to ftarve in Frogland Fennty 
To wear a Fala * ragg’d at both the Ends, 
'Groan dill beneath an antiquated Suit, 
iAnd die a Maid at fifty five to boot; 
May (he turn quaggy Fat, or crooked Dwarffy 

'Be ridicul'd while primm’d up in her Scurjf, ; 
!May Spleen and Spite dill keep her on the Fret, 
!And live till (he outlive her Beauty’s Date ; 

May all this fall, and more than I have faid. 
Upon that Wench who difregards the P L A I D, 

But with the Sun let ev’ry Joy arife, 
i And from foft Slumbers lift her happy Eyes ; 

1 May blooming Youth be fixt upon her Face, 
Till (he has feen her fourth defeending Race, 

I Bled with a Mate with whom (he can agree, 
ijAnd never want the fined of Bobea ; 
|IMay ne’er the Mifer's Fears make her afraid, 

Wlio joins with me, with me admires the P L A I Di 
Let bright TART ANA’s henceforth ever fhine. 
And CALEDONIAN GODDESSES enflirinei 

FAIRjUDGESto your Cenfure I fubmit. 
If you allow this P O E M to have Wit, 

1 — 

* A little fiquare Cloth wore by the Dutch Women. 
D I’ll 



I'll look with Scorn upon thefe mufly Fools, 
Who only move by old Worm-eaten Rules : 
But with th’ ingenious if my Labours take, 
I wifh them ten Times better for their Sake: 
Who lhall elleem this vain are in the wrong, 
Ph prove the Moral is prodigious llrong : 
I hate to trifle, Men fhould a<S like Men, 
.And for their Country only draw their Sword and Pen. 

egegajsaismeasaaagajiwsBeggeegiieeoa 

i&cots ^ongs. 

The happy Lover'’s Reflexions. 

TH E laft Time I came o’er the Moor, 
I left my Love behind me 

Ye Pow’rs J What Pain do I endure, 
When foft Ideas mind me ? 

Soon as the r ^ - ... . 
The beam 

I met betime: 
In fit Retr< i* 

I. 
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II. 
Beneath the cooling Shade we lay 

Gazing, and chaflly fporting; 
We kifs'd and promis’d Time away, 

’Till Night fpread her black Curtain. 
\ pitied all beneath the Skies, 

Ev’n Kings, when flie was nigh me 
in Raptures I beheld her Eyes, 

Which could but ill deny me. 

III. 
| Cou’d I be call’d where Cannons rore. 

Where mortal Steel may wound me, 
3r call upon fome foreign Shore, 

1, Where Dangers may furround me : 
let Hopes again to fee my Love, 
To feaft on glowing Kiffes, 

ihall make my Cares at Diftance move, 
In Profpeft of fuch BlilTes. 

IV. 
n all my Soul there’s not one Place 

ooner the Seas fhall ceafe to flow, 
Their Waves the Alpi fhall cover, 

in Greenland Ice fhall Rofes grow. 
Before I ceafe to love her. 

D 2 The 
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• i. V* 
The next Time I go o’er the Moor 

She fhali a Lover find me. 
And that my Fa^h is firm and pore, 

Tho I left her behind me : 
Then Hymen sfacred Bonds (hall chain 

My Heart to her fair Bofom, 
There, while my Being does remain. 

My Love more frefh fhall bloffom. 

The Lafs of Peattie’j Mill. 

i. 
TH E Lafs of Peat tie's Mill, 

So bonny, blyth and gay, 
In Spite of all my Skill, ' 
She ftole my Heart away. 
When tedding of the Hay, 
Bare-headed on the Green, 
Love ’midft her Locks did play, 
And wanton’d in her Een. 

II. 
Her Arms white, round and fmootb, 

Breafis rifing in their Dawn, 
To Age it wou'd give Youih, 
To prefs ’em with his Hand. 

Tk 
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Thro all my Spirits rao 
An Extafy of Blifs, 
When I fach Sweetnefs fand 
ilWrapt in a balmy Kifs. 

III. 

Without the Help of Art, 
Like Flowers which grace the Wild, 
5he did her Sweets impart, 
When e’er the fpoke or fmil’d, 
Her Looks they were fo mild, 
7ree from affected Pride, 
5ha me to Love beguil’d, 
i wifh’d her for my Bride. 

IV. 

! O had I all that V^ealth 
Hoptoun's high Mountains fill, 
Infur’d long Life and Health, 

: And Pleafures at my Will; 
i d promife and fulfill. 
That none but bonny She, 

IPhe Lafs of Peattie's Mill 
i Shou’d (hare the fame wi’ me. 

D 



To the Tune of Green Sleeves 

I. 
Y E watchful Guardians of the F A I R, 

Who skiff on Wings of ambient Air, 
Of my dear DELIA take a Care, 

And reprefent her Lover, 
With all the Gayety of Youth, j 
With Honour, Juftice, Love and Truth, 
Till I return, her Pa/Tions footh 

For me, in Whifpers move her. 

II. 
Be careful no bafe fordid Slave, 

With Soul funk in a golden Grave, 
Who knows no Virtue but to fave. 

With glaring Gold bewitch her. 
Tell her for me fhe was defign’d, 
For me who know how to be kind. 
And have more Plenty in my Mind, 

Than one who’s ten Times richer. 
III. 

Let all the World turn upfide down, 
And Fools run an eternal Round, 
In Queft of what can ne’er be found, 

To pleafe their vain Ambition. 
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Let little Minds great Charms efpy 
In Shadows which at Diflance ly, 
Whofe hop’d for Pleafures when come nigh, 

Prove nothing in Fruition. 

IV. 
Bat call into a Mold Divine, 

Fair DELIA does with Luftre fhine. 
Her virtuous Soul’s an ample Mine, 

Which yields a conflant Treafure. 
Let POETS in fublimefl Lays, 

i Imploy their Skill her Fame to raife ; 
Let Son’s of Mufick pafs whole Days, 

With well tun'd Reeds to pleafe her. 

I 

The Tellow-haired Laddie, 

i. 
N April when Primrofes paint the fweet Plain, 

And Summer approaching rejoiceth the Swain, 
The Yellow-hair'd Laddie would oftentimes go 
To Wilds and deep Glens where the Hawthorn-trees grow. 

II. 
There under the Shade of an old facred Thorn, 

With Freedom he fung his Loves, Ev’ning and Msrn ; 
He fang with fo foft and inchanting a Sound, 
That Silvani and Fairier unfeen danc'd around. 

' . D 4 III. 
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III. 

The Shepherd thus fung, Tho young MAYA be fai 
Her Beauty is daflh’d with a fcornful proud Air ; 
But SUSIE was handfome and tweedy could tin 
Her Breath like the Breezes perfum’d in the Spring. 

IV. 
That M A D I E in all the gay Bloom of her Y 

Like the Moon was uncontlant, and never fpoke Ti 
But SUSIE was faithful, good humour'd and fr 
And fair as the Goddefs who fprung from the Sea. 

V. 
That Mamma’s fine Daughter with all her great Dowr i 

Was aukwardly airy, and frequently fowr : 
Then, tighing, he wifhed, would Parents agree, 
The witty fweet SUSIE his Miflrefs might be. 

N A N N T O. 

i. 
WHILE feme for Pleafure pawn their Health 

’Twixt LatV and the Bagnio, 
I’ll fave my felt and without Stealth 
Kifs and carefs my N A N N Y—O. 
She bids more fair t’ ingage a ] O V E 
Than L E D A did or D A N A E—0, 
Were I to paint the Queen of Love, 
Hone elfc thou’d fit but N A N N Y»—0. 



; How joyfully my Spirits rife, 
ft'hen dancing fhe moves finely—O, 
[ guefs what Heav’n is by her Eyes, 
Which fparkle fo divinely—O, 
Attend my Vow, ye Gods, while I 
Breath in the bleft Britannia, 
None’s Happinefs I fhall envy, 
As long’s ye grant me N A N N ¥•—O. 

1C H O R U S. 

My bonny, bonny N A N N Y—*0, 
My lovely charming N A N N Y—-O, 
I care not tho the "World know 
How dearly I love N A N N Y—Oo 

Bonny J E A N. 

I. 
O V E’s Goddefs in a Myrtle Grove 
Said, CUPID, bend thy Bow with fpeed, 

1 Nor let the Shaft at random rove, 
>For J E A N I E’s haughty Heart muft bleed. 
The fmiling Boy, with divine Art, 
From Paphos (hot an Arrow keen, 
Which flew unerring to the Heart, 

i And kill’d the Pride of bonny JEAN, 
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II. 
No more the Nymph, with haughty Air, 

Refufes WILLI E’s kind Addrefs, 
Her yielding Bluflhes fhew no Care, 
But too much Fondnefj to fupprefs. 
No more the Youth is fullen now, 
But looks the gayeft on the Green, 
Whil’d ev’ry Day he fpies fame new 
Surprifing Charms in bonny JEAN. 

III. 
A Thoufand Tranfports crowd his Bread, 

He moves as light as fleeting Wind, 
His former Sorrows feem a Jefl, 
Now when his J E A N I E is turn'd kind: 
Riches he looks on with Difdain, 
The glorious Fields of War look mean, 
The chearful Hound and Horn give Pain, 
If abfent from his bonny JEAN. 

IV. 
The Day he fpends in am’rous Gaze, 

Which even in Summer Ihorten’d feems. 
When funk in Downs with glad Amaze, 
He wonders at her in his Dreams. 
All Charms difclos’d, fhe looks more bright 
Than Troy’s Prize, the Spar/an Queen, 
With breaking Day he lifts his Sight, 
And pants to be with bonny JEAN. 
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S 

The Kind Reception. 

Jo the June of Auld lang fyne. 

I. 
H O U L D auld Acquaintance be forgot, 

Tho they return with Scars ? 
Thefe are the noble H E R O E’s Lot, 

Obtain’d in glorious Wars : 
Welcome my V A R O to my Breaft, 

Thy Arms about me twine, 
And make me once again as bleft, 

As 1 was lang fyne. 

II. 
Methinks around us on each Bough, 

A Thoufand Cupids play, 
Whilft thro’ the Groves I walk with you. 

Each Object makes me gay. 
Since your Return the Sun and Moon 

With brighter Beams do fliine, 
Streams murmure foft Notes while they run, 

As they did lang fyne. 

III. 
Dejpife the Court and Din of State, 

Let that to their Share fall < 
vVho can efteem fuch Slav’ry great, 

While bounded like a Ball ? 
But 



But funk in Love, upon my Arms 
Let your brave Head recline, 

We’ll pleafe our felves with mutual Charms, 
As we did lang fyne. 

IV. 

O’er Moor and Dale with your gay Friend 
You may purfue the Chace, 

And after a blyth Bottle end 
All Cares in my Embrace: 

And in a vacant rainy Day 
You fhall be wholly mine; 

We’ll make the Hours run finooth away, 
And laugh at lang fyne, 

V. 

The H E R O E pleas’d with the fweet Air 
A nd Signs of gen’rous Love, 

Which had been utter’d by the F A 1 R, 
Bow’d to the Pow'rs above ; 

Next Day with Confent and glad Halle 
Th’approach’d the facred Shrine, 

Where the good Priell the Couple bleft, 
And put them out of Pine 
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The PENITENT. 

To the Tune of the Lafs of Livingflon. 
I. 

I T) AIN ’ D with her flighting J A MIE ’ s Love, 
H A BE LL dropt a Tear, iBEL L dropt a Tear, 
I! The Gods defcended from above, 

, Well pleas’d to hear, — - Well pleas’d to hear. 
( They heard the Praifes of the Youth 
1 From her own Tongue, — From her own Tongue, 
fi Who now converted was to Truth, 
I And thus fhe fung,   And thus (he fung. 

II. 
Bleft Days when our ingen’ous Sex, 

More frank and kind,   More frank and kind, 
I Did not their lov’d Adorers vex, 
I But fpoke their Mind,  But Ipoke their Mind: 
f Repenting now fhe promis’d fair, 
h Wou’d he return, ■ —■ Wou'd he return, 

She ne’er again wou’d give him Care, 
Or caufe him mourn, Or caufe him mourn. 

HI. 
Why lov’d 1 the deferving SWAIN, 

Yet ftill thought Shame,   Yetflill thought Shame, 
When he my yielding Heart did gain, 
To own my Flame,    To own my Flame? 

Why 
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Why took I Pleafure to torment, 
And feem too coy ?   . And feem too coy? 
Which makes me now alas lament 
My flighted Joy, ■ ■ - My flighted Joy. 

IV. 
Ye F A I R, while Beauty’s in its Spring, 

town your Delire,     Own your Defire ; 
While love’s young Power with his foft Wing 
Fans up the Fire,   Fans up the Fire. 
O do not with a filly Pride, 
Or low Defign,    Or low Defign, 
Refufe to be a happy Bride, 
But anfwer plain,  But anfwer plain. 

V. 
Thus the FAIR MOURNER wail’d her Critn 

With flowing Eyes, With flowing Eyes, 
Glad JAMIE heard her all the Time, 
With fweet Surprife,   With fweet Surprife. 
Some God had led him to the Grove, 
His Mind unchang’d,    His Mind unchang’d, j 
Flew to her Arms, and cry’d, My Love, 
I am reveng’d ———• I am reveng’d; 

LOVE 

I 
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A: 

LOVE’s CURE. 

To the Tune 0/Peggy I muft love thee. 

I. 
S from a Rock paft all Relief 

The fhipwrackt COLIN fpying 
His native Home, o’ercome with Grief, 

Half funk in Waves and dying ; 
Ofith the next Morning Sun he fpes 
k Ship, which gives unhop’d Surpife, 
New Life fprings up, he lifts his Eyes 

With Joy and waits her Motion : 

II. 
3o when by her whom long I lov’d, 

I fcorn’d was and deferted, 
,0W With Defpair my Spirits mov’d, 
To be for ever parted ; 

Thus droopt I, till diviner Grace 
found in P E G G Y’s Mind and Face, 

ingratitude appear’d then bafe, 
But Virtue more engaging. 

III. 
Then now lince happily I’ve hit. 

I’ll have no more delaying. 
Let beauty yield to manly Wit, 

We lofe our felves in flaying; 
I’ll 



I’ll hafte dull Courtflhip to a Clofe, 
Since Marriage can my Fears oppofe, 
Why fliould we happy Minutes lofe. 

Since, P E G G if, I muft love thee? 

IV. 
Men may be foolifh if they pleafe, 

And deem’t a Lover’s Duty, 
To figh and facrifife their Eafe, 

Doating on a proud Beauty : 
Such was my Cafe for many a Year, 
Still hope fucceeding to my Fear ; 
Falfe B E T T Y’s Charms now difappear. 

Since P E G G Y’s far out fhine them. 

ODE. 

HENCE every Thing that can 
Difturb the Quiet of Man ; 

Be blyth, my Soul, 
In a full Bowl 
Drown thy Care, 
And repair 

The vital Stream : 
Since Life’s a Dream, 
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Let Wine abound, 
And Healths go round, 
We’ll fleep more found, 

I 
And let the dull unthinking Mob purfue 
Each endlefs Wifh, and fiill their Toil renew. 

Beffy Bell and Mary Gray. 

i. 
D BESSY BELL and MARY GRAY, 

They are twa bonny Laffes, 
They bigg’d a Bower on yon Burn-brae, 

nd theek’d it o’er wi’ Rallies, 
air BESSY BELL I loo’d yeflrcen, 
nd thought I ne’er cou’d alter ; 

t M A R Y G R A Y’s twa pawky Een, 
hey gar my Fancy falter. 

IL 
Now B E S S Y’s Hair’s like a Lint Tap, 

he imiles like a May Morning, 
When Phxhus Barts frae Theth’ Lap, 
The Hills with Rays adorning: 
White is her Neck, faft is her Hand, 
Her Wafte and Feet’s fow genty. 
With ilka Grace fhe can command, 
Her Lips, 0 wow ! they’re dainty. 

E 
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III. 
And MAR Y’s Locks are like the Craw, 

Her Eye like Diamonds glances ; 
She’s ay fae clean, redd-up and braw, 
She kills when e’er ike dances : 
Blyth as a Kid, with Wit at Will, 
She blooming, tight and tall is; 
And guides her Airs fae gracefou’ flill, 
O Jove 1 (he’s like thy Pallas. 

IV. 
Dear BESSYBELL and MARY GRAY, 

Ye unco’ fair opprefs us: * 
Our Fancy’s jee between you twae, 
Ye are lie bonny Laffes: 
Wae’s me 1 for baith I canna get, 
To ane by Law we’re flented ; 
Then I’ll draw Cuts, and take my Fate, 
And be with ane contented. 

T H 1 
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T H £ 

K YOUNG LAIRD 

AND 

EDINBURGH K ATT. 

!. 
NO W wat ye wha I met Yeftreen 

Coming down the Street, my Jo, 
My Miftrefs in her Tartan Screen, 
Fow bonny, braw and fweet, my Jo. 
My Dear, quoth I, Thanks to the Night, 
That never wiflit a Lover ill, 
Since ye’re out of your Mither’s Sight, 
Let’s take a Wauk up to the Hill. 

II. 
O K A T Y wiltu gang wi’ me, 

And leave the dinfome Town a while, 
The BlolTom’s fprouting frae the Tree, 
And a* the Summer’s gawn to fmile; 
The Mavis, Nightingale and Lark, 
The bleeting Lambs and whiltling Hynd, 
In ilka Dale, Green, Shaw and Park, 
Will nourifh Health, and glad ye’r Mind, 

, E 2 III. 
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III. 
Soon as the clear Goodman of Day 

Bends his Morning Draught of Dew, 
We’ll gae to fome Burnlide and play, 
And gather Flowers to busk ye’r Brow. 
WV11 pou the Dazies on the Green, 
The lucken Gowans frae the Bog ; 
Between Hands now and then we’ll lean, 
And fport upo' the Velvet Fog. 

IV. 
There’s up into a pleafant Glen, 

A wee Piece frae my Father’s Tower, 
A canny, faft and flowry Den, 
W'hich circling Birks has form’d a Bower : 
When e’er the Sun grows high and warm, 
We’ll to the cauller Shade remove. 
There will I lock thee in mine Arm, 
And love and kifs, and kifs and love; 

KATY’s ANSWER. 

I. 
MV Mither’s ay glowran o’er me, 

Tho the did the fame before me, 
I canna get Leave 
To look to my Loove, 

Or elfe fhe ll be like to devour me. 
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II. 

Right fain wad 1 take ye’r Offer, 
Sweet Sir, but Til tine my Tocher, 

Then, SANDY, ye’ll fret, 
And wyt ye’r poor KATE 

When e’er ye keek in your toom Coffer. 

HI. 
For tho my Father has Plenty 

Of Siller and Plenifhing dainty, 
Yet he’s unco fweer 
To twin wi’ his Gear, 

j And fae we had need to be tenty. 

IV. 
I Tutor my Parents wi’ Caution, 
li Be wylie in ilka Motion, 

Brag well o’ ye’r Land, 
And there’s my lea IHand , 

| Win them, I’ll be at your Devotion. 

E 2 Adver 
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Advertifement. 

TH I S Edition of the firft Canto is copied from a 
old Manufcript Collection of Scots Poems, writte 
an hundred and fifry Years ago where it is foun> 

to be done by King JAMES I. Befides its being mor 
correct, the VIII, Stanza was not in Print before ; th 
lafl but one of the late Edition, being none of the King’s 
gives place to this, 

My fecdnd Part having flood its Ground, has engagec 
me to keep a little more Company with thefe comica 
Characters, having Gentlemens Health and Pleafure, anc 
the good Manners of the Vulgar in View : The mair 
Defign of Comedy being to reprefent the Follies and Mi- 
fiakef of low 'Life in a jujl Light, making them appeat 
as ridiculous as they really are ; that each who is a 
Speflator, may evite his being the Qbjeft of Laughter. 

Notwithflanding all this my publick fpirited Pains, I am 
well affured there are a few heavy Heads, who will bring 
down the Thick of their Cheeks to the Sides of their 
Mouths, and richly flupid, alledge there’s fomethirg in it 
have a Meaning. Veil, 1 own it; and think it handfomer 
in a few Lines to fay Something, than talk a great Deal 
and mean Nothing. Pray, is there any Thing vicious or 
unbecoming in faying, Mens Liths and Limbs are fouple 
when intoxicated ? Does it not fhow, that worfe than brutal 
exceflive Drinking, enervates and unhinges a Man s Con- 
ftitution, and makes him uncapable of performing divine, 
moral, or natural Duties. There is the moral ; and, 
believe me, 1 could raife many ufeful Notes from every 
Character, which the Ingenious will prefenlty End out. 

Great 
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Great Wits fometimes may glorioufly offend. 
And rife to Faults true Criticks dare not mend; 
From vulgar Bounds with brave Diforder fart, 

- '■ And fnatcb a Grace beyond the Reach of Art. 
POPE. 

Further, when I fpeak of taking the Tejl, I ferioufly 
iproteft I do not mean an Oath of that Name we all 
lhave heard of. Likewife I would intreat every News- 
monger not to offer to pump Politicks from this Poem : 
Wou d any imagine that the firff Part, which was wrote 
fome hundred Years ago, is the Story of Sheriff-Moor, 
ibecaufe Rob Roy is named int’; That my Baztld Befi 
was ****** ■ and the Lettergae the *******, I love 
them who fometimes find out Wit the Author never 
tnean’d ; but fuch Ignoramus's are intolerable. 

Any Body that has a Mind to look four upon it, may 
I life their Freedom. 

■ Hot laugh Beajls, Fifbes, Fouls, nor Ref tiles can-, 
Tnat's a peculiar Happinefr of Man : 
When govern'd with a prudent chearful Grace, 

j ’Tzs one of the firjl Beauties of the Face. 

E 4 CHRIST’S 
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CHRIST’s-KIR K 

O N T H E 

G R E E N. 

In Three Cantos. 

Koi/jiSsp ir a api?(i pi's dtpn-iip 8xv svtf, 
« 2a XT SV fitivii ffAl ’TTOCTfi V&T T£V ij. 

E. AyyAXt, 

CANTO I. 

By King I. 

A S ne’er in Scotland heard or feen, 
Sic dancing and deray ; 

Nowiher at ’Falkland on the Green, 
Nor Feellei at the Play, 

As was ■bf Wcers, as I iveen. 
At C H RIS T’s-K IR K on a Day: 

There came out Kitties wafhen clean. 
In nev/Kirtles of Gray, 

Fou gay that Day. 
To 

■\ 
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'o dance thefe Damefels them dight, 
if; Thir laffes light of Laits, 

'heir Gloves were of the Raffel right, 
• Their Shoon were of the Straits ; 
'heir Kirtles were of 'Lmcome light. 
Well preft with moay Plaits, 

'hey were fo nice when Men them nicht. 
They fqueel’d like ony Gaits, 

I, Fou loud that Day. 

if all thefe Maidens mild as Mead, 
Was nane fae jimp as Gillie, 

i s ony Rofe her Rude was red. 
Her Lire was like the Lilly : , 

ow yellow, yellow was her Head, 
: But (he of Love was (illy, 
"ho a’ her Kin had fworn her dead, 
She wald have but fweet Willy-, 

Alane that Day. 

ie fcorned Jade, and fcraped at him, 
And murgeon’d him with Mocks; 

ie wad have loo’d, (he wad na let him. 
For a* his yellow Locks. 

■t chenfht her, (he bade gae chat him, 
Counted him not twa Clocks ; 

ae (hamefully his (hort Gown fet him, 
His Legs were like twa Rocks, 

Or Rungs that Day 



Tam Lutier was their Minftrel meet. 
Good Lord how he cou’d lance, 

He play’d fae fhill, and fang fae fweet. 
While Toujie took a Trance ; 

A aid Light foot there he did forleet, 
And counter fitted France : 

He us’d himfelf as Man difcreet. 
And np the Morice Dance 

He took that Day. 

Then Steen came fieppand in with Stends, 
Nae Rink might him arreft, 

LI ait foot did bob with mony Bends, 
For Maufe he made Requeft, 

He lap till he lay on his Lends, 
But rifand was fae preft, 

While that he hoflit at baith Ends, 
For Honour of the Feaft, 

And danc’d that Day. 

Syne Rolin Roy began to revel, . 
And Dawny to him rugged : 

Let be, quoth Jack, and cau’d him Jevel, 
And by the Tail him tugged : 

Th<*.Kenfie cleekit to a Cavel, 
But Lord as they twa lugged ; 

They parted manly on a Nevel: 
Men fay that Hair was rugged. 

Between them twa. 
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Ine bent a Bow, fie Start did fleer him. 
Great Skaith was’t to have fear’d him, 

jde chefit a Plane as did affear him, 
Th’ other faid, Dirdum, Dardum, 

Throw baith the Cheeks he thought to fheer him. 
Or throw the Arfe have char’d him, 

3’ane Akerbraid it came nae neer him, 
I canna tell what marr’d him, 

Sae wide that Day. 

liVith that a Friend of his cry’d fy. 
And up an Arrow drew, 

.le forged if fae furioufly, 
The Bow in Flinders flew : 

ae was the Will of GOD, trow I, 
I For had the Tree-been true, 
“len faid, wha kend his Archery, 

I That he had flain a new, 
Belyve that Day. 

t yap young Man that flood him neift, 
Loos’d aff a Shot with Ire, 

le etled the Bairn in at the Bread, 
The Bolt flew o’re the Eire : 

tne cry’d, Fy he has flain a Pried 
A Mile beyond a Mire ; 

Then Bow and Bag frae him he kiefl, 
And fled as fierce as Fire 

! 
Frae Flint that Day. 
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An haffy Henzure called Hary, 
Wha was an Archer hynd. 

Fit up a Tackle withoutten tarry. 
That Torment fae him tynd ; 

I watna whether’s Hand cou’d vary, 
Or the Man was his Friend, 

For he efcap’d throw Mights of Maryt 

As ane that nae ill meand, 
Bat good that Day. 

Then 'Lauriz like a Lyon lap. 
And foon a Plane can fedder. 

He hetcht to pierce him at the Pap, 
Thereon to wed a Wedder : 

He hit him on the Wame a wap. 
It buff’t like ony Bladder ; 

But fae his Fortune wa1; and Hap, 
His Doublet made of Leather 

Sav’d him that Day. 

The Buff fae boifleroufly abaift him, 
He to the Earth dufht down, 

The tither Man for dead there left him, 
And fled out of the Town. 

The Wives came furth, and up they reft him. 
And fand Life in the Loun; 

Then with three Routs on’s Arfe they rais’d him, 
And cur’d him out of Soon, 

Frae Hand that Day. 
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rith Forks and Flails they lent great Slaps, 
And flang together like Frigs, 
'ith Bougers of Barns they beft blew Caps, 
While they of Bairns made Brigs, 
he Rierd raife rudely with the Raps, 
When Rungs were laid on Riggs, 
he Wives came furth wi’ Crys and Claps, 
See where my Liking liggs, 

Fou lou this Day. 

ey girned and let Gird with Grains, 
Ik Go/lip othet griev’d : 

e Brake with Stings, fome gather’d Stains, 
ome fled and il] mifchiev’d. 
e Minftrel wan within twa Wains, 
'hat Day he wifely priev’d, 

r he came hame wi’ unbruis’d Bains, 
here Fighters were mifchiev’d, 

Fou ill that Day, 

ich Hutchon with a Hifil] Rice, 
o red can throw them rummil ; 

maw’d them down like ony Mice, 
le was na Baity Bummil: 
o he was wight, he was na wife, 
Vith lie Jangleurs to jummil; 
• frae his Thumb they dang a Slice, 
i'hile he cried Barlafumil, 

I’m flain this Day. 
When 
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When that he faw his Blood fae red, 
To flee might nae Man let him ; 

He ween’d it had been for auld Feed, 
He thought and bade have at him: 

He gart his Feet defend his Head, 
The far fairer is fet him, 

While he was paft out of all plead, 
He foud been fwift that gat him, 

Throw Speed that Day, 

The Town Souter in Grief was bowden. 
His Wife hang at his Waift ; 

His Body was with Blood a’ browden, 
He girn’d like ony Ghaifl : 

Her glittering Hair that was fo gowden, 
So hard in Love him laift, 

That for her Sake he was not yowden, 
While he a Mile was chac’d, 

And mair that Day. 

The Miller was of manly Make, 
To meet him was nae Mows ; 

There durft na tenfome there him take, 
Sae noyted he their Pows : 

Th*e Bufhment hale about him brake, 
And bickered him wi’ Bows; 

Syne traitroufly behind his Back, 
They hew’d him on the Howes, 

Behind that Day. 
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wa that were Headfmen of the Herd, 
On ither ran like Rams, 
hey follow’d, feeming right unfear’d, 
Beat on with Barrow-Trams: 

it where there Gabs they were ungear’d. 
They gat upon the Gams ; 
hile bloody barkn’d was ilk Beard* 
As they had worried Lambs, 

Mail! like that Day. 

he Wives kieft up a hideous Yell, 
When all thefe Yonkiers yoked ; 

I fierce as Flags of Fire-flaughts fell, 
Frieks to the Fields they flocked: 
le Carles with Clubs did others quell 
On Breafts, while Blood out boaked; 
e rudely rang the common Bell, 
That a’ the Steeple rocked 

For Dread that Day. 

r this Tam Tayor was in’s Gear, 
When that he heard the Bell, 
: faid he Chould make all a fleer. 
When he came there himfel : 

i: gaed to fight in fic a Fear, 
While to the Ground he fell; 
Wife that hat him on the Ear, 

. With a great Knocking-mell, 
Fell'd him that Day. 

When 
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When they had b’erd like baited Bulls, 
And Brainwood brynt in Bails ; 

They were as meek as any Mules, 
That mangit are with Mails; 

For Faintnefs thae forfoughten Fools 
Fell down like flaughter'd Fails; 

Frefh Men came in, and hal'd the Oools, 
And dang them down in Dails, 

Bedeen that Day. 
When a’ was done, Dick with an Aix 

Came forth to fell a Fiddir, 
Qpth he, Where are yon hangit Smaiks, 

That wad have flain my Brither ? 
His Wife bad him gae hame Glaicht^ 

And fae did M.eg his blither : 
He turn’d and gave them baith their Paiks, 

For he durft ding nae ither 
But them that Day. 

The End of the foji Canto. 

& 

® & 

CHRIST 
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CHRIST5s-KIR K 

O N T H E 

GREEN. 

CANTO II. 

By Allan Ramsay. 

UT there had been mair Blood and Skaith, 
Sair HarlTiip and great Spulie, 

ad many a ane had gotten his Death 
By this unfonfy Tooly : 
it that the bauld Gocd-wife of Braitb, 
Arm’d vr'i a great Kail Gully, 
ame Bellyflaught, and loot an Aith, 
She’d gar them a’ be hooly, 

Fou fall that Day. 

3‘ 
Elyth 
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Blyth to win aff fae wi’ hale Banes, 
Tho mony had clowr'd Pows ; 

.And dragl’d fae ’mang Mock and Stanes, 
They look’d like Wirry-kows: 

Qiioth feme, who ’maiil had tint their Aynds, 
Let’s fee how a Bowls rows ; 

And quat this Brolziement at anes, 
Yon Gully is nae Mows, 

Forfooth this Day. 

Quoth Hutcbon, I am well content, 
I think we may do war : 

Till this Time Toumond Ife indent 
Our Claiths of Dirt will fa’r : 

Wi’ Nevels I’m amaift fawn faint. 
My Chaffs are dung a char; 

Then took his Bonnet to the Bent, 
And daddit aff the Glar, 

Fou clean that Day. 

Tam Taylor wha in Time of Battle 
Lay as gin fome had fell’d him ; 

Gat up now wi’ an unco’ Rattle, 
As nane there durd a quell’d him : 

Eauld Befi flew till him wi’ a Brattle, 
And fpite of his Teeth held him 

Clofs by the Craig, and with her fatal 
Knife (hored fhe woo’d geld him, 

For Peace that Day. 
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Syne a wi’ ae Confent fnook Hands, 
As they flood in a Ring ; 

Some red their Hair, fome fee their Bands, 
Some did their Sark Tails wring : 

| Then for a Happ upo* the Sands 
I They did their Minftrel bring; 

; Where clever Houghs like Willi-wands, 
: At iika blythfome Spring, 

ow fettl’d Goflies fat, and keen 
Did for frefh Bickers birle ; 

Awhile the young Swankies on the Green 
Took round a merry Tirle : 

VLeg Wallet wi’ her pinky Een, 
Gart 'Lawric’s Heart-flrings dirle, 

\nd Fouk wad threep that fhe did green, 
: For what wad gar her skirle 

And skreigh fome Day.' 
S F 2 

Lap high that Day. 

Glaud Pehy was na very blate. 
He flood naelang a dreigh ; 

i For by the Wame he gripped Kate, 
And gar’d her gi’e a Skreigh : 

|Had aff, quoth fhe, ye filthy Slate, 
Ye ftink o’ Leeks, O figh J 

,et gae my Hands, I fay, be quiet; 
And wow gin fhe was skeigh, 

And mim that Day. 

The 
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The manly Miller half and haff, 
Caine out to thaw good Will, 

Flang by his Mittens and his Staff, 
Cry’d, Gi’e me Pfl/y*s-Mili: 

He lap Bawk-hight, and cry’d. Had aff 
They fus’d him that had Skill; 

He wad do’t better, quoth a Caf, 
Had he another Gill 

Of Ufquebae. 

Furth flarted nieil a penfy Blade, 
-And out a Maiden took ; 

They faid that he was Falkland bred, 
.And danced by the Book ; 

A fouple Taylor to his Trade, 
And wiien their Hands he fhook, 

Gae them what he got Fae his Dad, 
Videlicet the Yuke, 

To claw that Day. 

Whan a’ cry’d out he did fae well, 
He Meg and Befs did call up 

The Laffes bab - d about the Reel, 
Ga *d a’ their Hurdies wallop, 

And fwat like Pownies whan they fpeel 
Up Braes, or when they gallop, 

But a thrawn'Knublock hit his Heel, 
And Wives had him to hawl up, 

Hafte fell’d that Day. 
E 
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But mony a pauky Look and Tale 
1 Gae’d round when Glomning hous'd them, 
irhe Oiler Wife brought ben good Ale, 
, And bade the Laffes rouze them ; 
i Jp wi’ them Lads, and I’fe be bail 

They’ll loo ye ann ye touze them : 
: ^uoth Gawjie, this will never fail 
| Wi’ them that this gate woes them, 

On lie a Day. 

! iyne Stools and Furms were drawn afide, 
lj And up raife Willy Dadle, 
|A fhort bought Man, but fu’ o’ Pride, 

i He faid the Fidler play’d ill: 
| ^ec’s ha’e the Pipes, quoth he, befide, 

Qiioth a’ That is nae faid ill; 
de fitted the Floor fyne wi’ die Bride 

To Cuttymun and Treeladle, 
Thick, thick that Day. 

n the mean Time in came the Laird, 
And by fome Right did claim, 

To kifs and dance wi’ NLaufte Aird, 
A dink and dortie Dame : 

3ut O poor Maufe was aff her guard. 
For back-gate frae her Wame, 

Beckin, fhe loot a fearfu’ Raird, 
That gart her think great Shame, 

And blufh that Day. 
I ; F 3 Auld 
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Auld Steen led out Maggy Forfyth, 

He was her ain Good-brither; 
And ilka ane was unco’blyth 

To fee auld Fowk fae clever. 
Quoth yock, \vi’ laughing like to rive, 

What think ye o’ my Wither ? 
Were my Dad dead, let me ne’er thrive, 

But flhe wa’d get anither 
Goodman this Day. 

Tam Latter had a muckle Difti, 
And bet with t ilka Tunc, 

He laid his Lugs in t like a Fifh, 
And fuckt till it was done ; 

His Bags were liquor’d to his Wifh, 
His Face was like a Moon ; 

But he cou’d get nae Place to pifh 
In, but his ain twa Shoon, 

For Thrang that Day. 

The Letter-gae of haly Rhime, 
Sat up at the Boord-head, 

And a’ he faid was thought a Crime 
To contradict indeed : 

For in Clerk-Lear he was right prime. 
And ccu’d baith write and read, 

And drank fae firm till ne’er a Styme 
He cou’d keek on a Bead, 

Or Book that Day. 
W 
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lien he was finite, twa fturdy Chiels, 
Be’s Oxter, and he’s Collar, 
eld up frae cowping o’ the Creels 

j The liquid Logick Scholar : 
[lien he came hame his Wife did reel, 

And rampage in her Choler, 
ith that he brake the fpinning Wheel, 
That coft a good Rix-dollar, 

And mair fome fay. 

! ear Bed-time now ilk weary Wight 
Was gaunting for his Reft, 

or fome were like to tyne their Sight, 
| Wi’ Sleep and Drinking fireft. 
ut ithers that were Stomach tight, 
ICry’d out, It was nae beft 
'o leave a Supper that was dight. 
To Brownkt or a Ghaifi, 

To eat Or Day. 

n whomelt Tubs lay twa lang Dails, 
Ou them ftood mony a Goan, 

ime fill’d wi’ Brachan, fome wi’ Kail, 
And Milk hett frae the Loan, 
f Daintiths they had Rowth and Wale, 
Of which they were right fon ; 

ut Naithing wad gae down but Ale, 
Wi’ drunken Donald Don, 

The Smith that Day.' 
F 4 T wice 
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Twice aught Bannocks in a Heap, 
And twa good Junts of Beef, 

Wi’ hind and fore Spaul of a Sheep, 
Drew W hi ties frae ilk Sheath : 

Wi’ Gravie a’ their Beards did dreep, 
They kempit with their Teeth, | 

A Kebbuck fyne that ’maid cou’d creep 
Its lane pat on the Sheaf, 

In Stous that Day. 

The Bride was now laid in her Bed, 
Her left Leg Ho was flung ; 

And Gear die Gib was fidgen glad, 
Becaufe it hit jfenn Gun. 

She was his Jo, and aft had faid, 
Fy, Geordie, had your Tongue, 

Ye’s ne’er get me to be your Bride, 
But chang’d her Mind when bung, 

That very Day. 

Tehee quoth Touzie, when fhe faw 
The Cathel coming ben, 

It pypin hett gae’d round them a’, 
The Bride fhe made a fen. 

To fit in Wyliecoat fae braw, 
Upon her nether En, 

Her Lad like ony Cock did craw, 
That meets a Clockin Hen, 

And blyth Were they, 
Th 
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The Souter, Miller, Smith and Dick> 
Laurie and Hutcben bauld, 

i Carles that kept nae very ftri<3 
I Be Hours, tho they were auld ; 

Nor con’d they e’er leave aff that Trick, 
But whare good Ale was fald, 

IThey drank a’ Night, e’en tho Auld Hick 
.Shou’d tempt their Wives to fcald 

Them for’t neift Day. 

Was ne’er in Scotland heard or feen 
Sic Banqueting and Drinkin, 

Sic Revelling, and Battles keen, 
Sic Dancing, and lie Jinkin, 

And onko Wark that fell at E’en, 
When Laffes were haff winkin. 

They loft their Feet and baith their Een, 
And Maidenheads gae'd linkin 

Aff a that Day. 

The End of the fccond Canto* 

CHRIST 
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CHRISTY-KIRK 

GREEN. 

CANTO III. 

By Allan Ramsay. 

NO W frae Eaft Nook o' Fife the Dawn 
Speel d Weftiins up the Lift, 

Carles wha heard the Cock had crawn, 
Begoud to rax and rift, 

And greedy Wives wi’ girning thrawn, 
Cry’d, Laffes up to Thrift; 

Dogs barked, and the Lads frae Hand, 
Bang’d to their Breeks like Drift, 

O N T H E 

Be Break of Day. 

Bi 



P 91 ] 

jbt fome wha had been fow Yefireen, 
ISic as the Lettergae, 
ir up had nae will to be feen, 
Grudgin their Groat to pay. 

i.it what aft frifled’s no forgeen, 
i When Fowk has nought to fay ; 
et fweer were they to rake their Een, 

I Sic ciizy Heads had they. 
And hett that Day. 

: : that Time it was fair foor Days, 
i As fou’s the Houfe cou’d pang, 
1 o fee the young Fouk or they raife, 
IlGoffips came in ding dang, 
fed wi’ a Sofs aboon the Claiths, 
I Ilk ane their Gifts down flang ; 
wall Toop Horn Spoons down Maggy lays, 
Eaith muckle mow’d and lang. 

For Kale or Whey. 

;r Aunt a pair of Tangs fufh in, 
Right bauld fhe fpake and fpruce, 
in you Goodman fhall make a Din, 
And gable like a Goofe, 
orin whan fou to skelp ye’re Skin 

, Thir Tangs may be of Ufe ; 
ly them enlang his Pow or Shin, 
Wha wins fyn may make Roofe, 

, Between you twa. 
Auld 
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AulcI BeJJie in her red Coat braw, 
Came wi’ her ain Oo Nanny, 

An odd like Wife, they faid that faw, 
A moupirt runkled Granny, 

She fley’d the Kiminers ane and a’, 
Word gae’d fhe was na kanny ; 

Nor wad they let Lucky awa, 
Till fhe was burnt wi’ Branny, 

Like mony mac. 

Steen frefh and faflin mang the refl 
Came in to get his Morning, 

Speer’d gin the Bride had tane the Tejf, 
And how fhe loo’d her Corning ? 

She leugh as fhe had fund a Nell, 
Said, Let a’ be ye’r Scorning. 

Quoth Roger, Pegs I’ve done my bed 
To gi’er a Charge of Horning, 

As well’s I may. 

Kind Cirjb was there, a kanty Lafs, 
Black ey’d, black hair’d, and bonny ; 

Right well red up and jimp fhe was, 
And Wooers had fow mony : 

I wat na how it came to pafs, 
She cutled in wi’ Jonnie, 

And tumbling wi’ him on the Grafs, 
Dung a’ her Cockernqnny 

A Jee that Day. 
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it Maufe begrutten was and bleer’d, 
> Look’d thowlefs, dowf and fleepy ; 
j ild" Maggie kend the Wyt, and fneer'd, 
| Caw’d her a poor daft Heepy 

is a wife Wife that kens her Wierd, 
What tho ye mount the Creepy, 
here a good Leffon may be lear’d, 
And what the war will ye be 

To fland a Day. 

r Bairns can read, they firft maun fpell, 
I learn’d this frae my Mammy, 

Iid coofl a Legen-Girth my feU, 
Lang or I marred Tammie : 
warrand ye have a heard tell 

i Of bonny Andrew tammy, 
ilifly in Loove wi’ me he fell. 

As foon as e'er he faw me : 
That was a Day ■ 

ait Drink, frufh butter’d Cakes and Cheefe, 
That held their Hearts aboon, 

IT Clafhes mingled aft wi’ Lies, 
Drave aff the hale Forenoon : 
:it after Dinner, ann ye pleafe 

I To weary not o’er foon, 
. e down to E’ning Edge wi’ Eafe 
f Shall loup, and fee what’s done 

I’the Dowp o’the Day. 
Now 
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Now what the Friends wad fain been at. 
They that were right true bine. 

Was e’en to get their Wyfons wat, 
And fill young Roger fou : 

Eut the bauld Billy took his Maut, 
And was right ftiff to bon 

He fairly gae them Tit for Tat, 
And fcour’d aff Healths anew, 

Clean out that Day. 

A Creel bowt fou of muckle Stains 
They clinked on his Back, 

To try the Pith o’s Rigg and Reins, 
They gart him cadge this Pack. 

Now as a Sign he had tane Pains, 
His young Wife was na flack. 

To rin and eafe his Shoulder Bains, 
And fneg’d the Raips fou fnack, 

We’er Knife that Day. 

Syne the blyth Carles Tooth and Nail, 
Fell keenly to the Wark ; 

To eafe the Gantrees of the Ale, 
And try wha was maift flark ; 

’Till Boord and Floor, and a’ did fail, 
Wi* fpilt Ale i’the Dark ; 

Gart Jock's Fit Aide, and like a Fail 
Flay’d dad, and dang the Bark 

Aff’s Shins that Day. 
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The Souter, Miller, Smi'h and Dick, 
IEt cet'ra, clofs fat cockin, 

ill wafted was baith Cafh and Tick, 
Sae ill were they to flocken; 
ane out to pifh in Gutters thick, 

ii! Some fell, and fome gae’d rockin, 
:\awny hang fneering on his Stick, 
' To fee bauld Hutchon bockin 

Rainbows that Day. 
B; 
i "he Smith's Wife her black Deary fought} 
(And fand him Skin and Birn ; 

joth fhe. This Day’s Wark’s be dear bought. 
He ban’d, and gae a Girn, 
’d her a Jade, and faid fhe mught 
Gae hame and fcum her Kirn, 

Ihifht Ladren, for gin ye fay ought 
Mair, 1’fe wind ye a Pirn 

To reel fome Day. 

e’ll wind a Pirn 1 Ye filly Snool, 
Wae-worth ye’r drunken Saul J 

i noth fhe, and lap out o er a Stool, 
And claught him be the Spaul ; 

I e fhook her, and fware muckle Dool 
i Ye’s thole for this ye Scaul; 
i e rive frae aff ye’r Hips the Hool, 
: And learn ye to be haul 

On fie a Day. 
Your 
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Your Tippanizing, fcant o’ Grace, 
Quoth fhe, gars me gang duddy ; 

Our Nibour Pa/e fin break o1 Day’s 
Been thumpin at his Studdy, 

Ann it be true that fome Fouk fays, 
Ye’ll girn yet in a Woody ; 

Syne wi’ her Nails fhe rave his Face, 
Made a’ his black Baird bloody 

Wi' Scarts that Day. 

A Gilpy that had feen the Faught, 
I wat he was nae lang, 

Till he had gaiher’d feven or aught 
Wild Hempies fiout and firang ; 

They frae a Barn a Kaber raught, 
Ann mounted wi’ a Bang, 

Betwifht twa’s Shouders, and fat ftranght 
Upon’t, and rade the Stang 

On her that Day. 

The Wives and Gytlings a’ fpang’d out 
O’er Middings and o’er Dykes, 

Wi’mony ane unco Skirl and Shout, 
Like Bumbees frae their Bykes; 

Thro thick and thin they fcour'd about, 
Plafhing thro Dubs and Sykes, 

And fic a Rierd rang thro the Rout, 
Cart a’ the hale Town Tykes 

Yatrsph loud that Jay 
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iBut d’ye fee fon better bred 
) Was mensfou Maggy Murdy, 

5he her Man like a Lamy led 
11 Hame, wi’ a well wail'd Wordy, 
| 'aft frae the Company he fled, 
i As he had tane the Sturdy < 

ihe fletch’d him fairly to his Bed, 
V Wi’ ca’ing him her Burdy, 

Kindly that Day. 

3ut Lawrie he took out his Nap 
Upon a Mow of Peafe, 

ind Robin fpew’d in’s ain Wife’s Lap, 
IHe faid it ga’e him Eafe. 

utchon wi’ a' three lugged Cap, 
His Head bizzin wi’ Bees, 
it Geordy a miflufhis Rap, 
And brake the Brig o s Neefe 

Right fair that Day. 

j|yne ilka Thing gae'd Arfe o’er Head, 
Chanlers, Boord, Stools and Stoups, 

flew thro the Houfe wi’ muckle Speed, 
! And there was little Hopes 

ut there had been fome ill done Deed, 
i They gat lie thrawart Cowps; 
!ut a’ the Skaith that chanc’d indeed. 

Was only on their Dowps, 
Wi’ Fa’s that Day. 

G Sae 
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Sae whiles they toolied, whiles they drank, 
Till a* their Senfe was fmor’d ; 

And in their Maws there was nae Mank, 
Upon the Furms fome fnor’d : 

Ithers frae aif the Bunkers fank, 
Wi’ Een like Collops fcor'd: 

Some ram’d their Nodles wi’ a Clank, 
E’en like a thick foul’d Lord, 

On Polls that Day. 

The young Good-man to Bed did dim, 
His Dear the Door did lock in; 

Crap down beyont him, and the Rim 
O ’er Wame heclap’d his Dock on: 

She fand her Lad was not in Trim, 
And be this fame good Token, 

That ilka Member, Lith and Limb, 
Was fouple like a Doken. 

’Bout him that Day. 

The End of the third Canto. 

I 
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SCRIBLER 

You write Pindaricks ! and be d n'd. 
Write Epigrams for Cutlers; 

None with thy Nonfenfe will be Jbam'd, 
But Cbamber-Nlatds and Butlers. 

In t'other World expefl dry Blows, 
No Tears Jhall wipe thy Stains out : 

Horace Jhall pluck thee by the Nofe, 
And Pindar beat thy Brains out. 

T. Brown to d-ur 

H A T I thus proftitute my MUSE 
On Theme fo low, may gain Excul 
When following Motives lhall 

thought on. 
Which hasthisdogrel Fury broughtc I 

I’m call'd in Honour to protect 
The FAIR, when tret with Difrefpeifl : 
Befides, a Zeal tranfports my Soul, 
Which no Conflraint can e’et1 controul ; 
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Service of the Government, 
o draw my Pen, and Satyr vent, 
;ainft vile Mungrels of Parmjfui, 

|ho through Impunity opprefs us. 
'is to correct this fcribling Crew, 
ho as in former Reigns, fo now 
orment the World, and load our Time 
ith Jargon cloath’d in wretched Rbime, 
tfgrace of Numbers J Earth ! I hate them J 
ind as they merit, fo I’ll treat them. 

And firfl, tbefe ill bred Things I lafh, 
|he hated Authors of that Trafh, 
publick fpread with little Wit, 

i|uch Malice, rude and bootlefs Spite, 
ainll the SEX, who have no Arms, 

o fhield them from infulting Harms; 
cept the Light’ning of their Eye, 
ich none but fuch blind Dolts defy. 

Ungen’rous War ! t’ attack the FAIR 
t Ladies fear not, ye’re the Care 
every W I T of true Defcent, 
once their Song and Ornament : 
ey’ll ne’er neglefl the lovely Crowd : 

i it fpite of all the Multitude 
: f fcribbling Fops, aiTert your Caufe, 

nd execute A P 0 L L O’s Laws: 
G 3 

A 
* 0* ^ 

APOLLO, 



A P 0 T. T-> 0, who the BARD iafpires 
With fofteft Thoughts and divine Fires ; 
Than whom on all the Earth there’s no Man 
More complaifant to a fine Woman. 
Such Veneration mixt with Love, 
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Points ouc a P O E T from above : 
But Zanny's void of Senfe or Merit, 
Love, Fire, or Fancy, Wit or Spirit: 
Weak, frantick, clownifh, and chagreen, 
Pretending prompt by zealous Spleen, 
T’ affront your Head-drefs, or your Bone-Fence, 
Make Printer’s Preffes groan with Nonfenfe : 
But while S 0 L’s Offspring lives, as foon 
Shall they pull down his Sifter Moon. 

They with low incoherent Stuff, 
Dark Senfe, or none, Lines lame and rough. 
Without a Thought, Air or Addrefs, 
All the whole Logerhead confefs. 
From clouded Notions in the Brain, 
They fcribble in a cloudy Strain : 
Defire of Verfe they reckon Wit. 
And rhime without one Grane of it. 
Then hurry forth in publick Town 
Their Scrafvls, left they fbould be unknown : 
Rather than want a Fame, they choofe 
The Plague of an infamous M U 'S E. 

Vn- 
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nthinking, thus the Sots afpire, 
nd raife their own Reproach the higher : 

\f meddling with the Modes and Fafhions 
iIf Women of politeft Nations. 
I;.*rhaps by this they’d have it told us, 
hat in their Spirit fomething bold is, 
o challenge thofe who have the Skill, 
y Charms to faye, and Frowns to kill. 

: If not Ambition, then ’tis Spite, 
hich makes the puny Infects write ; 
ike old and mouldy Maids turn’d four, 
hen dillant Charms have loll their Pow’r, 
ly out in loud Tranfports of Paflion, 
hen ought that’s new comes firll in Fafhion ; 
ill by Degrees it creeps right fnodly 

n Hips and Head-drefs of the g 1 
hus they to pleafe the lighing Sjflers, 

^ho often beet them in their Millers, 
fith their malicious Breath fet fail, 
hd write thefe lilly Things they rail, 
imps i Such as you can ne’er extend 

Flight of Wit, which may amend 
ur Morals ; that’s a Plot too nice 
or you to laugh Folks out of Vice, 
ighing, Oh hey Ye cry A lace! 
This Fardingale’s a great Difgrace ! 

G 4 And 



.And all indeed, becaufe an Ancle, 
Or Foot is feen, might Monarch* mancle; 
And makes the Wife, with Face upright. 
Look up, and blefs Heav’n for their Sight. 

In your Opinion nothing matches, 
O horrid Sin the Crime of Patches ! 
’Tisfalfe, ye Clowns; FI] make’t appear, 
The glorious Sun does Patches wear : 
Yea, run thro" all the Frame of Nature, 
You'll find a Patch for every Creature : 
Even you your felves, ye blackned Wretches, 
To Heliconian! are the Patches. 

But grant that Ladies Modes were Ills 
To be reform’d ; your creeping Skills 
YtRkimers, never would fucceed, 
Who write what the polite ne’er read. 
To cure an Error of the F A I R, 
Demands the niceft prudent Care; 
Wit utter'd in a pleafing Strain, 
A Point fo delicate may gain ; 
But that’s a Task as far above 
You lhallow Reach, as I’m from JOVE. 

No more then let the World be vexed, 
With Baggage empty and perplexed : 
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ut learn to fpeak with due Refpe<3, 
f P E G G I E's Ereafls, and Ivory Neck : 
jch purblind Eyes as yours, 'tis true, 
lou'd ne’er fuch divine BEAUTIES view. 
N E Zj L I E's Hoop be twice as wide, 

s her two pretty Limbs can flride : 
hat then ? Will any Man of Senfe 
ake Umbrage, or the leaft Offence 
t what even the moft modeflmay 
:pofe to Phebm's brighteft Ray ? 

oes not the handfome of our City, 
he Pious, Chafte, the Kind and Witty, 

rho can afford it, great and fmall, 
egard well fhapen Fardingale ? 
nd will you, Mag-pyet, make a Noife, 
ou grumble at the Lady’s Choice J 
'ray leav’t to them, and Mothers wife, 
Mio watch their Condu<fI, Mien and Guife, 
b fhape their Weeds as fits their Eafe ; 

Ind place their Parches as they pleafe. 
his fhou’d be granted without grudging, 

ince we all know they’re beft at judging, 
Vhat from Mankind demands Devotion ; 
n Geflure, Garb, free Airs, and Motion, 
kit you ! unworthy of my Pen i 
Inworthy to be clafs’d with Men 
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Hafle to Caffar, ye clumfy Sots, 
And there make Love to Hottentots. 

Another Sett with Ballads wafte 
Our Paper, and debauch our Tafte 
With endlefs ’larms on the Street, 
Where Crowds of circling Rabble meet. 
The Vulgar judge of Poetry, 
By what thefe Hawkers ling and cry ; 
Yea, fome who claim to Wit amifs, 
Cannot diftinguifti that from this. 
Hence POETS are accounted now 
In SCOTLAND a mean empty Crew 
Whofe Heads are craz'd, who fpend their Time 
In that poor wretched Trade of Rhime. 
Yet all the learn’d difcerning Part 
Of Mankind own the heav’nly Art 
Is as much diflant from fuch TraCh, 
As lay d Dutch Coin from Sterling Cafh. 

Others in lofty Nonfenfe write ; 
Incomprehenfible’s their Flight 
Such magick Pow’r is in their Pen, 
They can bellow on worthlefs Men 
More Virtue, Merit and Renown, 
Than ever they cou’d call their own. 
They write with arbitrary Power, 
And pity ’tis they fhou’d fall lower ; 
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3r floop to Truth, or yet to meddle 
! kVilh common Senfe, for Crambo didle. 

But none of all the rhiming Herd 
Are more encourag’d and rever d 
i3y heavy Souls to (heir’s ally’d, 

Than fuch who tell who lately dy’d. 
■lo fooner is the Spirit flown, 
’rom its Clay-Cage, to Lands unknown, 
Than fome rath Hackney gets his Name, 
\nd thro1 the Town laments the fame : 
Vnd honeft Burgefs cannot dy, 
ut they mufl weep in Elegy ; 
ven while the virtuous Soul is foaring 
hro’ middle Air, he hears it roaring. 

Thefe Ills, and many more Abufes, 
i’hich plague Mankind, and vex the MUSES, 
In Pain of Poverty fhall ceafe, 

Jind all the FAIR fhall live in Peace : 
And every one fhall die contented, 

jdappy when not by them lamented. 
7or great APOLLO, in his Name, 
das ord'red me thus to proclaim: 

“ FORASMUCHASa grov’Iing Crew, 
1 With narrow Mind, and brazen Brow, 

Wou'd fain to Poets Title mount, 
‘ And with vile Maggots rub Affront 

“ On 
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“ On an old Virtuofo Nation, 
“ Where our lov’d Nine maintain their Station : 
“ We order ilridt, that all refrain 
“ To write, who Learning want, and Brain,- 
“ Pedants, with Hebrezv Roots o’ergrown, 
“ Learn’d in each Language but their own. 
“ Each fpiritlefs half ilarving Sinner, 
“ Who knows not how to get his Dinner : 
“ Dealers in fmall Ware, Clinks, Whim Whams, 
“ Acrofticks, Puns, and A nagrams 
“ And aU who their Productions grudge, 
“ To be canvaft by skilful Judge, 
“ Who can find out indulgent Trip, 
w Whilil 'tis in harmlefs Manufcript. 
“ But to all them who difobey, 
“ And jog on Hill in their «wn Way ; 
“ Be't kend to all Men, that OUR WILL is, 
“ Since all they write fo wretched ill is ; 
“ They mud difpatch their fhallow Gholls, 
“ To Pluto's Jakes, and take their Pods; 
“ There to attend, ’till Dit fhall deign 
“ To ufe their Works ; the Ufe is plain. 

Now know, ye Scoundrels, if ye dand 
To Humph and Ha at thisCommand, 
The Furies have ptrepar’d a Halter, 
To hang, or drive ye helter skelter, 

Through 
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Through Bogs and Moors, like Rats and Mice, 
Purfu’d with Hunger, Rags and Lice, 
If e’er ye dare again to Croak, 
And God of Harmony provoke. 
Wherefore purfue fome Craft for Bread, 
Where Hands may better ferve than Head; 
Nor ever hope in Verfe to fhine, 
Or fhare in H 0 M E R’s Fate or — 

CONTENT. 
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CONTENT 

A 

POE M. 

Virtue was taught in Verfe, and Athens’ Glory rcfe. 
PRIOR. 

HEN genial Beams wade thro’ the 
dewy Morn, 

And from the Clod invite the fprout- 
ing Corn 

When chequer’d Green, wing'd Mu- 
fick, new blown Scents, 

Confpir’d to fmooth the Mind, and pleafe each Senfe: 
Then down a fbady Haugh I took my Way, 
Delighted with each Flower and budding Spray ; 

Mufing 

■ . m 
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Mufing on all that Hurry, Pain and Strife, 
Which flow from the phantaflick Ills of Life. 
Enlarg’d from fuch Diftrefles of the Mind, 
Due Gratitude to Heav’n my Thoughts refin’d, 
And made me in the laughing S A G E’s Way, 
Asa meer Farce the murm’ring World furvey ; 
Finding imagin’d Maladies abound, 
Tenfold for One which gives a real Wound. 

Godlike is he whom no falfe Fears annoy, 
Who lives CONTENT, and grafps the prefent Joy ; 
Whofe Mind is not with wild Convulfions rent 
Of Pride, and Avarice, and Difcontent: 
Whofe well train'd Pafltons, with a pious Aw, 
Are all fubordinate to Reafon’s Law : 
Then fmooth CONTE NT arifcs like the Day, 
And makes each rugged Phantom flee away. 
To lowed Men (he gives a lib’ral Share 
Of fordid Blifs, (he mitigates our Care, 
Enlarging Joys, adminiflrating Health ; 
The rich Man’s Pleafure, and the poor Man’s Wealth ; 
A Train of Comforts on her Nod attend, 
And to her Sway Profits and Honour bend. 

Hail bled CONTENT i who art by Heav’n defign’d 
Parent of Health and Chearfulnefs of Mind ; 

f Democritus. 
Serene 
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Serene CONTENT ftial] animate my Song, 
And make th’ immortal Numbers fmooth and ftrong. 

SIL ENVS, thou whofe hoary Beard and Head 
Experience fpeak, and Youth’s Attention plead, 
Retail thy gather’d Knowledge, and difclole 
What State of Life enjoys the moil Repofe. 
Thus I addreft : — And thus the ancient Bard ; <— 
Firll, to no State of Life fix thy Regard. 
All Mortals may be happy, if they pleafe. 
Not rack’d with Pain, nor lingering Difeafe. 

MIDAS the Wretch, wrapt in his patched Rags, 
With empty Paunch, fits brooding o’er his Bags; 
Meager his Look, his Mind in confiant Fright, 
If Winds but move his Windows in the Night; 

If Dogs fhou’d bark, or but a Moufe make Din, 
He fweats and Harts, and think’s the Thief’s got in : 
His Sleep forfakes him ’till the Dawn appears, 
W’hich every Thing but fuch a Caitiff chears ; 
It gives him Pain to buy a Farthing Light, 
He jumps at Home in Darknefs all the Night. 
What makes him manage with fuch cautious Pain ? 
’Twould break a Sum ; a Farthing fpent fo vain i 
If e’er he’s pleas’d, ’tis when fome needful Man 
Gives Ten per Cent with an infuring Pawn. 
Tho he’s provided in as much would ferve 
Whole Nejtor's Years, he ever fears to fictrve. 

Tell 



[ ii3 ] 

Tell him of Alms, alace 1 he’d rather chufe 
Damnation, and the promis'd Blifs refufe. 
- And U there fuch a Wretch beneath the Sun — 
Yes, he return’d, Thoufands inftead of one, 
To whom CONTENT is utterly unknown. ——< 
Are all the rich Men fuch l   He anfwer’d, No ; 
MARCUS hath Wealth, and can his Wealth bellow 
Upon himfelf, his Friends, and on the Poor, 
Enjoys enough, and wifhes for no more. 

Reverfe of thefe, is he who braves the Skie, 
Curling his Maker when he throws the Die : 
Gods, Devils, Furies, Hell, Heaven, Blood and Wounds, 
Promifcuous fly in Eurfls of tainted Sounds : 
He to Perdition doth his Soul bequeath, 
Yet inly trembles when he thinks of Death. 
Except at Game, he ne’er imploys his Thought 
’Till hifs’d and pointed at, not worth a Groat. 
The defp’rate Remnant of a large Ellate 
Goes at one Throw, and points his gloomy Fate, S 
He finds his Folly now, but finds too late. J 
111 brooks my fondl’d Mailer to be poor. 
Bred up to nought but Bottle, Game, and Whore. 
How pitiful he looks without his Rent I 
They who fly Virtue, ever fly C ONTE N T. 

Now I beheld, the SAGE look’d lefsfevcre, 
Whilll Pity join’d his old Satyrick Lear, 

H The 
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The weakly Mind, faid he, is quickly torn, 
Men are not Gods, fome Frailties mull be born : 
Heaven’s bounteous Hand all in their Turn abufe. 
The happieft Men at Tunes their Fate refufe. 
Befool themfelves, and trump up an Excufe. 

Is L VCIVS but a Subaltern of Foot •? 
His Equal 6 AIjIj IV S is a Coronet. 

STERILI. A fhuns a Go/Ilping, and why ? 
The teeming Mother fills her with Envy. 
The pregnant Matron’s Grief as much prevails, 
Some of the Children always fomething ails : 
One Boy is fick, t’other has broke his Head, 
And Nurfe is blam’d when little Mifs is dead. 

A Dutchefs on a Velvet Couch reclin’d. 
Blabs her fair Cheeks till Ihe is almoft blind 
Poor Phili’s Death the briny Pearls demands, 
Who ceafes now to fnarl and lick her Hands. 

The Politicians, who in learn'd Debates, 
Penetration carve out Kingdoms Fates, 

Look four, drink Coffee, fhrug, and read Gazettes : 
Deep funk in Craft of State their Souls are loft. 
And all their Hopes depend upon the Port : 
Each Mail that's due they curfe the contrary Wind, 
’Tis ftrange if this Way Men CONTENTMENT find. 
Tho old, their Humours I am yet to learn, 
Who vex themfelves in what they’ve no Concern. 

SINN 
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N IN NT the glaring Fop, -who always runs 
In Tradtfmen’s Books, which makes the careful Duns 
Often e’er Ten to break his flumb’ring Reft : 
Whilft with their craving Clamours he’s oppreft. 
He frames Excufes 'till his Cranny akes, 
Then thinks he juftly damns the curfed Snakes. 
The difappointed Dun with as much Ire, 
Both threats and curfes till his Breafl’s on Fire : 
Then home he goes, and pours it on his Houfe, 
His Servants fuffer oft, and oft his Spoufe. 

Some groan thro’ Life amidft a Heap of Cares, 
To load with too much Wealth their lazy Heirs: 
The lazy Heir turns all to Ridicule, 
And all his Life proclaims his Father Fool. 
He toils in fpending,—— leaves a Threed-fcare Son, 
To fcrape anew as had his Grandfire done. 

How is the Fair M TRTIJL L A's Bofom fir’d. 
If L E D A's fable Locks are more admir’d ; 
While I. E D A does her fecret Sighs difcharge, 
Becaufe her Mouth’s a Straw-breadth, ahtoo large. 

Thus fung the Sire, and left me to evite 
The fcorching Beams in feme ccol green Retreat, 
Where gentle Slumber feiz’dmy weary’d Brain, 
And mimick Fancy op’d the following Scene. 

H 2 Methought 
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Methought I flood upon a rifing Ground, 
A fplendid Landykip open’d all around, 
Rocks, Rivers, Meadows, Gardens, Parks and Woods, 
And Domes which hid their Turrets in the Clouds; 
To me approach'd a Nymph divinely fair, 
Celeflial Virtue (hone through all her Air : 
A Nymph for Grace, her Wifdom more renown’d 
Adorn’d each Grace, and both true Valour crown’d. 
Around her heav’nly Smiles a Helmet blaz’d, 
And graceful as (he mov’d, a Spear (he gently rais’d. 
My Sight at firfl the Luflre fcarce could bear. 
Her dazling Glories (hone fo flrong and clear : 
A Majefly fublime, with all that’s fweef. 
Did Adoration claim, and Love invite. 
I felt her Wifdom’s Charm my Thoughts infpire, 
Her dauntlefs Courage fet my Soul on Fire. 
The Maid, when thus I knew, 1 foon addrefl. 
My prefent wifhful Thoughts the Theme fuggefl: 
“ Of all th’etherial Powers thou noblefl Maid, 
“ To human Weaknefs lend’fl the readied Aid : 
“ To where CONTENT and her bled Train reflde, 
« Immortal PALLAS, deign to be my Guide. 
With my Requefl well pleas’d, our Courfewe bent. 
To find the Habitation of CONTENT. 

Thro’ fierce B E L L O N A’s Tents we firfl advanc’d. 
Where Cannons bounc’d, and nervous Horfes pranc d: 

Here 
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Here ViG armit fat ■with dreadful Aw, 
And daring Front, to prop each Nation’s Law: 
Atending Squadrons on her Motions wait. 
Array’d in Deaths, and fearlefs of their Fate. 
Here Chifcain Souls glow’d with as great a Fire, 
As his who made the World but one Empire. 
Even in low Ranks brave Spirits might be found, 
Who wanted nought of Monarchs but a Crown. 
But ahAmbition flood a Foe to Peace, 
Shaking the empty Fob and ragged Fleece; 
Which were more hideous to thefe Sons of War, 
Than Brimflone, Smoak, and Storms of Bullets are. 
Here, faid my Guide, C O N T E N T is rarely found, 
Where blood and noify Jars befet the Ground. 

Trade’s wealthy Warehoufe next fell in our W’ay, 
Where in great Bales Part of each Nation lay, 
The Spanijh Citron, and Hefperia's Oil, 
Perfia's fjfc Product, and the Chinefe Toil; 
Warm Borneo's Spices, Arab's fcented Gum, 
The Polijh Amber, and the Saxon Mum, / 
The Orient Pearl, Holland's Lace and Toys, 
And Tinfie Work, which the fair Nun imploys. 
From India Ivory, and the clouded Cane, 
A nd Cocheneal from Straits of Magellan. 
The Scandinavian Roiin, Hemp and Tar, 
The Lapland Furs, and RuJJia's Caviare, 

H 3 The 
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The Gallick Punchion charg’d with Ruby juice. 
Which makes the Hearts of Gods and Men rejoice. 
Britannia here pours from her plenteous Horn, 
Her fhining Mirrours, Clock-work, Cloaths and Corn. 
Here Cent fer-Centt fat poring o’er their Books, 
While many fhew’d the Bankrupts in their Looks, 
Who by Mifmanagement their Stock had fpent. 
Curs’d thefe heard Times, and blam’d the Government. 
The miffive Letter, and peremptor Bill, 
Forbade them Red, and call’d forth all their Skill, 
Uncertain Credit bore the Scepter here, 
And her prime Miniders were Hope and Fear. 
The furly Chufs demanded what we fought, 
CONTENT, faid I, may fhe with Gold be bought ? 
CONTENT! faid one, then dar’d and bit his Thumb, 
And leering ask’d, if I was worth a f Plum. 

Love’s fragrant Fields, were milded wefiern Gales, 
Loaden with Sweets, perfume the Hills and Dales, 
Where longing Lovers haunt the Streams and Glades, 
And cooling Groves whofe Verdure never fades ; 
Thither with Joy and hady Steps we Strode, 
There fure I thought our long’d for Blifs abode. 
Whom fird we met on that enchanted Plain, 
Was a tall yellow hair’d young penfive Swain ; 

f IOOOOO Lib. 

Him 



C ”9 ] 

Him I addrefl,  “ O Youth, what heavenly Power 
“ Commands and graces you Elyfian Bower ? 
“ Sure ’tis CONTENT, elfe much I am deceiv'd. 
The Shepherd figh’d, and told me that 1 rav’d. 
Rare flhe appears, unlefs on tome fine Day 
She grace a Nuptial, but foon hafies away : 
If her you feek, foon hence you muft remove, 
Her Prefence is precarious in Love. 

Thro’ thefe and other Shrines we wander’d long, 
Which merit not Defcription in my Song, 
Till at the laft, methought we cad our Eye 
Upon an antique Temple, fquare and high, 
Its .Area wide, its Spire did pierce the Sky; 
On adamantine Dorkk Pillars rear'd, 
Strong Go thick Work the maffy Pile appear'd: 
Nothing feem’d little, all was great defign’d, 
Which pleac’d the Eye at once, and fill’d the Mind. 
Whilil Wonder did my curious Thoughts ingage, 
To us approach’d a ftudious rev’rend Sage ; 
Both Aw and Kindnefs his grave Afpect bore, 
Which fpoke him rich with Wifdom’s finelt Store. 
He ask’d our Errand there, Straight I reply’d, 
“ CONTENT: In thefe high Towers does fhe refide?- 
Not far from hence, faid he, her Palace Hands, 
Ours fhe regards, as we do her Demands, 
Philofopiiy fuflains her peaceful Sway, 
And in Return the feafts us every Day. 

H 4 Then 



Then flraight an antienc Telefcope he brought, 
By SOCRATES and EPICTETUS wrought. 
Improved fince, made eafier to the >.ight, 
Lengthen’d the Tube, the Glaffes ground more bright: 
Through this he fhew’d a Hil], whole lofty Brow 
Enjoy'd the Sun, while Vapours all below. 
In pitchy Clouds, encircled it around, 
Where Phantoms of moil horrid Forms abound; 
The ugly Brood of lazy Spleen and Fear, 
Frightful in Shape, moil monilrous appear. 
Then thus my Guide, 
Your Way lies thiough yon Gloom, be not agail. 
Come briskly on, you’ll jeil them when they’re pail: 
Mere empty Spectres, harmlefs as the Air, 
Which merit not your Notice, lefs your Care. 
Encourag’d with her Word, I thus addrefl 
My noble Guide, and greateful Joy exprefl : 
“ O facred W I S D O M 1 thine’s the Source of Light, 

Without thy Blaze the World would grope in Night. 
“ Of Woe and Blifs thou only art the Tell, 
“ Falihood and Truth before thee Hand confeil: 
“ Thou mak’it a double Life: One Nature gave, ~ 
“ But without thine, what is it Mortals have ? s 

A breathing Motion grazing to the Grave. j 

Now through the Damps methonght we boldly went, 
Smiling at all the Grins of Difcontent: 

Tho 
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Tho oft pull’d back, the rifing Ground we gain'd, 
Whilft inward Joy my weary’d Limbs fuflain’d, 
Arriv’d the Height, whofe Top was large and plain. 
And what appear’d foon recompens’d my Pain, 
Nature’s whole Beauty deck’d the enamell’d Scene. 

Amidft the Glade the facred Palace flood. 
The Architecture not fo fine as good, 
Nor fcrimp, nor gofly, regular and plain, 
Plain were the Columns which the Roof fufiain : 
An eafy Greatnefs in the whole was found. 
Where all that Nature wanted did abound. 
But here no Beds are fcreen’d with rich Brocade, 
Nor Fewel-Logs, in Silver Grates are laid : 
No broken China Bowls diflurb the Joy 
Of waiting Hand-maid or the running Boy ; 
Nor in the Cupboard Heaps of Plate are rang’d, 
To be with each fplenetick Fafhion chang’d. 

A Weather-beaten Sentry watch’d the Gate, 
Of Temper crofs, and practis’d in Debate : 
Till once aquaint with him, no Entry here, 
Tho brave as C E S A R, or as H E L E N fair : 
To Strangers fierce, but with Familiars tame. 
And TouchSione Difappeintment was his Name. 

This fair Infcription {hone above the Gate, 
Fear none bul him zvhofc will directs thy Fate. 

W 



With Smile auflere he lifted up his Head, 
Pointed the Characters, and bid us read. 
We did, and flood refolv’d. The Gates at laft 
Op'd of their own accord, and in we pafl. 

Each Day a Herauld, by the Q_U E E N’s Command 
Was order’d on a Mount to take his fland, 
And thence to all the Earth this Offer make, 
“ Who are inclin'd her Favours to partake, 
“ Shall have them free, if they fmall Rubs can bear, 
“ Of Difappointment, Spleen and bug-bear Fear. 

Rais’d on a Throne within the outer Gate, 
The GODDESS fat, her Vot’ries round her wait: 
The beautiful DIVINITY difclos’d 
Sweetnefs fublime, which roughefl Cares compos’d : 
Her Looks fedate, yet joyful and ferene, 
Not rich her Drefs, but fuitable and clean : 
Vnfurrow’d was her Brow, her Cheeks were fmooth, 
Tho old as Time, enjoy’d immortal Youth ; 
And all her Accents fo harmonious flow’d, 
That every lifining Ear with Pleafure glow’d. 
An Olive Garland on her Head fhe wore, 
And her right Hand a Cornucopia bore. 
Crofs Toucbftone fill’d a Bench without the Door, 
To try the Sterling of each human Ore : 
Grim Judge he was, and them away he fent, 
Unfi: t’approach the Shrine of calm CONTENT. 
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To him a hoary Dotard load with Bags: 
Unweildy Load ! to one who hardly drags 

IVe fought this Court, ’till now unfound by me ; 
Now let me reft. —— Te/, if ye want no more ; 
But ere the Sun has made his annual Tour, 
Know, grov'Ung Wretch, thy Wealth's without thy 
Tlie Thoughts of Death, and ceafing from his Gain, 
Brought on the old Man’s Head fo fharp a Pain, 
Which dim’d his optick Nerves, and with the Light 
He loft the Palace, and crawl’d back to Night. 

Poor gripping Thing, how ufelefs is thy Breath, 
While nothing’s fo much long’d for as thy Death ? 
How meanly haft thou fpent thy Leafe of Years ? 
A Slave to Poverty, to Toils and Fears; 
And all to vie with fome black rugged Hill, 
W'hofe rich Contents Millions of Chefts can fill. 
As round the gretdy Rock clings to the Mine, 
And hinders it in open Day to fhine, 
Till Diggers hew it from the Spar’s Imbrace, 
Making it circle, flampt with C E S A R's Face ; 
So doft thou hoard, and from thy Prince purloin 
His ufeful Image, and thy Country Coin, 
Till gaping Heirs have free’d the imprifon’d Slave, 
When to their Comfort thou haft fill'd a Grave. 

His being.—— More than Seventy Years, faid he, 

The 
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The next who with a janty Air approach’d. 
Was a gay Youth, who thither had been coach’d : 
Sleek were his 'Flanders Mares, his Liv’ries fine. 
With glittering Gold his Furniture did fhine. 
Sure fuch methought may enter when they pleafe, 
Who have all thefe Appearances of Eafe. 
Strutting he march’d, nor any Leave he crat'd, 
Attemp’t to pafs, but found himfelf deceiv’d : 
Old Touchjlone gave him on the Breafl a Box, 
Which op’d the Sluces of a latent Pox, 
Then bid his Equipage in hafte depart. 
The Youth look'd at them with a fainting Heart; 
He found he could not walk, and bid them flay. 
Swore threecramp Oaths, mounted and wheel’d away. 

The Pow'r exprefs’d herfelf thus with a Smile, 
“ Thefe changing Shadows are not worth our while, 
“ With fmaliefl Trifles oft their Peace is torn, 
“ If here at Night, they rarely wait the Morn. 

Another E:au as fine, but more vivace, 
Whofe A .rslat round him with aneafy Grace, 
And well bred Motion, came up to the Gate, 
I lov'd him much, and trembl’d for his Fate. 
Th "entry broke his clouded Cane, He fmil’d. 
Got fa.rly in, and all our Fears beguil’d. 
The Cane was foon renew’d which had been broke, 
And thus the VE RTUE to the Circle fpoke, 

“ Each 
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“ Each Thing magnificent or gay we grant, 
“ To them who’re capable to bear their Want. 

Two handfome Toafts came next, them well I knew, 
Their lovely Make the Court’s Obfervance drew ; 
Three Waiting Maids attended in the Rear, 
Each loaden with as much as ihe could bear: 
One mov’d beneath a Load of Silks and Lace, 
Another bore the Offsets of the Face; 
But the moff bulky Burden of the Three, 
Was hers who bore th’Utenfils of Bohee. 
My Mind indulgent in their Favour pled. 
Hoping no Oppofition would be made : 
So mannerly, fo fmooth, fo mild their Eye, 
Enough almoft to give CONTENT Envy. 
But foon I found my Error, the bold Judge, 
Who atfled as if prompted by fome Grudge, 
Them thus faluted with a hollow Tone, 
“ You’re none of my Acquaintance, get you gone ; 
“ What Loads of Trump’ry thefe ?—Ha, where’s my Croft ? 
“ I’ll try if thefe be folid Ware or Bofs, 
The Chin? felt the Fury of his Blow, 
And loft a Being, or for Ufe or Show ; 
For Ufe or Show no more’s each Plate or Cup, 
But all in Shreds upon the Trefhold drop. 
Now every Charm which deck’d their Face before 
Give Place to Rage, and Beauty is no more. 

The 
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The briny Stream their rofy Cheeks befmearM, 
Whilfl they in Clouds of Vapours difappear’d. 

A rufiick Hynd, attir’d in home-fpun Gray, 
With forked Locks, and Shoes bedaub’d with Clay, 
Palms thod with Horn, his Front frefh, brown and broad, 
With Legs and Shoulders fitted for a Load ; 
He ’midfi ten bawling Children laugh’d and fung, 
While Confort Hobnails on the Pavement rung : 
Up to the Porter unconcern’d he came. 
Forcing along his Offspring and their Dame. 
Crofs Touchjione flrove to flop him, but the Clown 
At Handy-cuffs him match’d, and threw him down ; 
And fpite of him into the Palace went, 
Where he was kindly welcom’d by CONTENT. 

Two Bufbian Philofophs put in their Claims, 
GAMAT-.IE~L and CRITIS were their Names: 
But foon’s they had our BRITISH HOMER feen, j 
With Face unruffl'd waiting on the Q_U E E N, 
Envious Hate their furly Bofoms fir’d, 
Their Colour chang’d, they from the Porch rethM : 
Backward they went, reflecting with much Rage 
On the bad Tail and Humour of the .Age, 
Which pay'd fo much Refperfl to nat’ral Parts, 
While they were flarving Graduates of Arts. 
The Goddefs fell a laughing at the Fools, 
And fent them packing to their Grammar Schools ; 

Or 
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Or in fome Garret elevate to dwell, 
There with Sifypbian Toil to teach dull Beaus to fpell. 

Now all this while a Gale of Eallern Wind 
And cloudy Skies opprefs'd the humane Mind; 
The Wind fet Well, back’d with the radiant Beams, 
Which warm’d the Air, and danc’d upon the Streams, 
Exhal’d the Spleen, and footh’d a World of Souls 
Who crowded now the Avenue in Shoals. 
Numbers in black of Widowers, Relidls, Heirs, 
Of new wed Lovers many handfome Pairs ; 
Men landed from Abroad, from Camps and Seas; 
Others got through fome dangerous Difeafe : 
A Train of Belles adorn’d with fomething new, 
And even of ancient Prudes there were a few. 
Who were refrefh’d with Scandal and with Tea, 
W’hich for a Space fet them from Vapours free. 
Here from their Cups the lower Species flockt, 
And Knaves with Bribes and cheating Methods llockt. 

The Pow’r furvey’d the Troop, and gave command 
They fhould no longer in the Entry Hand, 
But be convey’d into Chimera’s Tower, 
There to attend her Pleafure for an Hour. 

Soon as they entred, Apprehenlion fhook 
The Fabrick: Fear was fixt on every Look, 
Old Age and Poverty, Difeafe, Difgrace, 
With horrid Grin, flar’d full in every Face, 

Which 



[ 128 ] 

Which made them, trembling at their unknown Fate, 
I flue in hafte out by the poftern Gate. 

■ 
None waited out their Hour but only two. 

Who had been wedded Fifteen Years ago. 
The Man had learn’d the World, and fixt his Mind : 
His Spoufe was chearful, beautiful and kind : 
She neither fear’d the Shock, nor Phantom’s Stare: 
She thought her Husband wife, and knew that he was there* 
Now while the Court was fitting, my fair Guide 
Into a fine Elyfium me convey’d ; 
I faw or thought I faw the fpacious Fields 
Adorn’d with all prolifick Nature yields, 
Profufely rich, with her moil valu’d Store: 
But as m’ inchanted Fancy wander’d o’er 
The happy Plain, new Beauties feem’d to rife. 
The Fields were fled, and all was painted Skies. 
Pleas’d for a while, I wiflh’d the former Scene; 
Straight all return’d and eas'd me of my Pain, 
Again the flow'ry Meadows difapear, 
And Hills and Groves their flately Summits rear ; 
Thefe flnk again, and rapid Rivers flow. 
Next from the Rivers Cities feem to grow. 

Sometime the fleeting Scene I had forgot. 
In bufie Thought intranc’d, with Pain I fought 
To know the hidden Charm, firaight all was fled 
And boundlefs Heav’ns o'er boundlels Ocean fpread ; 

Impatient 
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Impatient I obteft my noble Guide, 
Reveal this •wond’rous Secret. She reply’d, 

We carried on what greatly we delign’d, 
! When all thefe humane Follies your refign’d, > 

Ambition, Lux’ry, and a cov’tous Mind : J 
Yet think not true CONTENT can thus be bought, 
There’s wanting ftill a Train of virtuous Thought. 

(When me your Leader prudently you chofe, 
And lifling to my Counfel, didft refufe 

IFantaftick Joys, your Soul was thus prepar’d 
For true Content ; and thus I do reward 
Your gen’rous Toil. Obferve this wondrous Clime ; 
Of Nature’s Ble/Tmgs here-are hid the Prime: 
But wife and virtuous Thought in conflant Coutfe, 
Muft draw thefe Beauties from their hidden Source; 
The fmalleft Intermiffions will transform 
The-pleafant Scene, and fpoil each perfect Charm.' 

| ’Tis ugly Vice will rob you of CONTENT, 
1 And to your View all hellifh Woes prefent. 
ij Nor grudge the Care in Virtue you imploy, 
I Your prefent Toil will prove your future Joy. 
I Then fmil’d fhe heav’nly fweet, and parting faid. 

Hold fad your virtuous Mind, of nothing be afrai’d. 

And while the charming Voice fo fill’d my Ears, 
I griev’d the divine Form no more appears. 

I Then 
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Then to confirm my yet unfleady Mind, 
Under a lonely Shadow I reclin d, 
To try the Virtues of the Clime I fought: 
Then flraight call’d up a Train of hideous Thought, 
Famine, and Blood, and PefUlence appear, 
Wild Shrieks and loud Laments dillurb mine Ear ; 
New Woes and Horrors did my Sight alarm. 
Envy and Hate compos’d the wretched Charm. 

Soon as I faw, I dropt the hateful View, 
And thus I fought paft Pleafures to renew. 
To heav’nly Love my Thoughts I next compofe. 
Then quick as Thought the following Sights difclofe ; 
Streams, Meadows, Grotto’s Groves, Birds carolling. 
Calmnefs, and temp’rate Warmth, and endlefs Spring, 
A perfedt Tranfcript of thefe upper Bowers, 
The Habitation of th’ immortal Powers. 

Back to the Palace ravifhed I went, 
Refolved to refide with bleft CONTENT, 
Where all my fpecial Friends methought I met. 
In Order ’mongft the bed of Mankind fet: 
My Soul with too much Pleafure overcharg’d. 
The captiv’d Senfes to their Poll enlarg’d: 
Lifting mine Eyes I view’d declining day, 
Sprang from the Green, and homeward bent my Way, 
Refiedling on that Hurry, Pain and Strife 
Which flow from falfe and real Ills of Life. 

RIGHT 
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R IC Hr and SANDY, 

A 

PASTORAL 

On the DEATH of 

Mr. 'Jofeph 

RIGHT. 
WHAT gars thee look fae dowf ? dear Sandy fay, 

Cheat up dull Fallow, take thy Reed and play, 
My Apron Deary, or fome wanton Tune 
Be merry, Lad, and keep thy Heart aboon. 

S A N D T. 
Na, na ! It winna do ! Leave me to mane 

This aught Days twice o’er tell’d I’ll whittle nane. 

RIGHT. 
Wow Man, that’s unco’ fad, is that ye’r Jo 

Has ta’en the Strunt ? Or has fome Bogle-bo 
Glowrin frae ’mang auld Waws gi’en ye a Fleg ■? 
Or has fome dawted Wedder broke his Leg ? 

S A N D T. 
Naithing like that, lie Troubles eith were born, 

What’s Bogles,——Wedders, or what's Maufy's Scorn; 
I 2 Our 1" 
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Our Lofs is meikle mair, and part Remeed, 
Edie that play’d and fang fae fweet is dead. 

R I C H Y. 
Dead, fay’d thou Oh 1 Had up my Heart 0 Pan 1 

Ye GodsWhat Laids ye lay on fecklefs Man ! 
A lake therefore J I canna wyt ye’r Wae, 
I'll bear ye Company for Year and Day. 
A better Lad ne’er lean’d out o’er a Kent, 
Or hounded Coly o’er the moffy Bent ; 
Blyth at the Eught how aft ha1 we three been, 
Hartfome on Hills, and gay upon the Green. 

SANDY. 
That’s true indeed 1 But now thae Days are gane, 

And with hirn a’ that’s pleafant on the Plain. 
A Summer Day I never thought it lang 
To hear him make a Roundel or a Sang. 
How fweet he fung where Vines and Myrtles grow, 
And wimpling Waters which in 'Latium flow. 
Ti/ry the Mantuan Herd wha lang finfyne 
Befl fung on aeten Reed the Lover’s Pine, 
Had he been to the fore now in our Days, 
Wi’ Edk he had frankly dealt his Bays: 
As lang’s the Warld fhall AmaryllU ken. 
His Rofamond fhall eccho thro’ the Glen : 
While on Burn-Banks the yellow Gowan grows, 
Or wand’ring Lambs rin bleeting after Ews, 

His 
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His Fame fhall laft, lafi flhall his Sang of Weirs, 
While Britijh Bairns brag of iheir bauld Forbears. 
We’il mickle mifs his blyth and witty Jeft 
At Spaining Time, or at our T^ambmajl Feafl. 
O TMihy, but ’tis hard that Death ay reaves 
Away the beft Fowck, and the ill anes leaves. 
King down ye’r-Heads ye Hills, greet out ye'r Springs, 
Upon ye’r Edge na mair the Shepherd lings. 

R I C H r. 
Then he had ay a good Advice to gi’e. 

And keod my Thoughts amaift as well as me ; 
Had I been thowlefs, vext, or oughtlins four, 
He wad have made me blyth in half an Hour. 
Had Rq/ic ta'en the Dorts, or had the Ted 
Worry’d my Lamb, ■ or were my Feet ill Hied, 
Kindly he’d laugh when fae he faw me dwine. 
And tauk of Happinefs like a Divine. 
Of ilka Thing he had an unco’ Skill, 
He kend be Moon Light how Tides ebb and fill : 
He kend, What kend he no ? E’en to a Hair, 
He’d tell o’er night gin niell Day wad be fair. 
Blind John, ye mind, wha fang in kittle Fhrafe, 
How the ill Sp’rit did the firft Mifchief raife ; 
Mony a Time beneath the auld Birk-tree 
What’s bonny in that Sang he loot me fee. 
The Laffes aft flang down their Rakes and Pails, 
And held their Tongues, O firanre i to hear his Tales. 

I 3 SAND Y. ' 
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SANDY. 
Sound be his Sleep, and fafc his Wak’ning be. 

He’s in a better Cafe than thee or me; 
He was o’er good for us, the Gods hae ta’en 
Their ain but back, —— he was a borrow’d Len. 
Let us be good, gin Virtue be our Drift, 
Then may we yet forgether 'boon the Lift. 
But fee the Sheep are wyfing to the Cleugh, 
Thomas has loos’d his Oufen frae the Pleugh, 
Maggy be this has beuk the Supper Scones, 
And nuckle Ky Hand rowting on the Lones,- 
Come Richy let us trufs and hame o’er bend. 
And make the beft of what we canna mend. 

An Explanation of 

RIGHT and S A N D T. 

By Mr. E U R C H E T. 

r i c nr. 
WHAT makes thee look fo fad ? Dear Sandy fay, 

Roufe up dull Fellow, take thy Reed and play 
A merry Jig, or try fome other Art, 
To raife thy Spirits, and cheer up thy Heart. 

SANDY. 
No, no, it will not do ; leave me to moan ; 

Till twice eight Davj are pad I’ll whiftle none. 
RIGBY. 



r ic nr. 
That’s ftrange indeed ! Has 'Jenny made thee fad ? 

Or, tell me, hath feme horrid Spedtre, Lad, 
( Glaring from Ruins old, in filent Night) 
Surpriz’d, and put thee in a panic Fright ? 
Or ails that Wedder ought, thy Favourite ? 

S A N D T. 
Such Troubles might with much more Eafe be born : 

What’s Goblins, Wedders, or what’s Woman’s Scorn ? 
Our Lofs is greater far ; for Addy's dead ; 
Addy, who fang fo fweetly on the Mead. 

RIGHT. 
Dead is he , fay’d thou ? Guard my Heart, oh Pan 

What Burthens, Gods, ye lay on feeble Man ! 
Alack I cannot blame thee for thy Grief; 
Nor hope I, more than thou, to find Relief. 
A better Lad ne’er lean’d on Shepherd’s Crook, 
Nor after Game halloo’d his Dog to look. 
How glad where Ews give Milk have we three been. 
Merry on Hills, and gay upon the Green 

SANDY. 
That’s true indeed ; but now, alas in vain 

We feek for Pleafure on the rural Plain : 
I never thought a Summer’s Day too long 
To hear his Couplets, or his tuneful Song, 

i How fweet he fang where Vines and Myrtles grow, 
' And winding Streams which in old Latium flow '. 

I 4 
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Titry, the Maniuan Herd, who long ago 
Sang beft on oaten Reed the Lovers Woe, 
Did he, fam'd Rii d, but live in thefe our Days, 
He would with Addy fr.ely fhare his Bays. 
-As long as Shepherds Amaryllis hear, 
So long his Rcfomond fhab pleafe the Ear. 
While fpangled Daiiie near the Riv’let grows, 
.And tender Lambs feek after bleating E tvs, 
His Fame ihali laft : Lad fhall his Song of Wars, 
While Britijh Youngfters boafl of Anceilors. 
Much fhall we mifs his merry witty Jefls 
At weaning Times, and at our Lamimafi Feafts. 
Oh Richy Ricby J Death hath been unkind 
To take the Good, and leave the 111 behind. 
Bow down your Heads, ye Hills, weep dry your Springs, 
For on their Banks no more the Shepherd lings. 

R I C H 1\ 
Then he had always good Advice to give, 

And could my Thoughts, like as my felf, conceive. 
When I’ve been drooping, vex’d, or in the Spleen, 
In one half Hour with him I've merry been. 
Had Jenny frowaid been, or Raynord bold 
Worry d my Lamb, or were my Shoes grown old : 
Kindly he'd fmile, when he obferv'd me grieve, 
And by his Talk divine my Bread relieve. 
Addy did all Things to Perfection know ; 
Saw by the Moon how Tides would ebb or flow. 

He 
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He knew, what knew he not ? E’en to a Hair 
He'd tell o’er Night if next Day would be fair. 
The fam’d blind Bard fang in myilerious Phrafe 
How envious Satan did firft Mifchief raife ; 
But oft beneath the well-fpread Birchen-Tree 
The Beauties of that Song he made me fee. 
The Laffes oft flung down their Rakes and Pails, 
And held their Tongues, Oh flrange ! to hear his Tales. 

SANDY. 
Sound be his Sleep, and foft his Waking be; 

More happy is he far than thee or me ; 
Too good he was for us; the Gods but lent 
Him here below, when hither he was fent. 
Let us be good, if Virtue be our Aim, 
Then we may meet above the Skies again. 
But fee how tow’rds the Glade the Fallings go ; 
Thomas hath ta’en the Oxen from the Plough ; 
yoan hath prepai’d the Sapper ’gainfl we come, 
And late calf’d Cows Hand lowing near their Home ; 
Then let's have done, and fo our Refl repair. 
And what jve cannot help, with Patience bear. 
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1 , T O 

Mr. ALLAN RAMSAY 

O N H I S 

R1CHT and SANDT. 

WE11 fare thee, Allan, who in Mother Tongue, 
So fweetly hath of breathlefs Addy fung. 

His endlefs Fame thy nat’ral Genius fir’d. 
And thou haft written as if he infpir’d, 
Kichy and Sandy, who do him furvive, 
Long as thy rural Stanza’s laft, lhall live. 
The grateful Swains thou’ft made, in tuneful Verfe, 
Mourn fadly o’er their late loft Patron's Herfe, 
Nor would the Mantuan Bard, if living, blame 
Thy pious Zeal, or think thou’ft hurt his Fame, 
Since Addrfori’s inimitable Lays 
Give him an equal Title to the Bays, 
When he of Armies fang, in lofty Strains, 
It feem'd as if he in the hoftile Plains 
Hal prefent been. His Pen hath to the Life 
Tiae'd ev’ry Atftion in the fanguine Strife. 

In 
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In Council now fedate the Chief appears, 
Then loudly thunders in Baverian Ears 
And dill purfuing the dedru&ive Theme, 
He pufhes them into the rapid Stream. 
Thus beaten out of Blenheim’s neighb’ring Fields, 
The Gallic General to the Victor yields ; 
Who, as Britannia's Virgil hath obferv’d, 
From threatn’d Fate all 'Europe then preferv’d. 

Nor doll thou, Ramfay, fightlefs Milton wrong 
By ought contain'd in thy melodious Song; 
For none but Addy could his Thoughts fublime 
So well unriddle or his rnydick Rhime. 
And when he deign'd to let his Fancy rove 
Where Sun-burnt Shepherds to the Nymphs make Love, 
No one e’er told in fofter Notes the Tales 
Of rural Pleafures in the fpangled Vales. 

So much, Oh Allan 1 I thy Lines revere. 
Such Veneration to his Mem’ry bear. 
That 1 no longer could my Thanks refrain 
For what thou’d fung of the lamented Swain. 

J. BUR CHET. 

H? 

T O 
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J 0 SI A H B U R C H E T, Efq ; 

THirfting foa Fame, at the Pierian Spring 
The Poet takes a Waught, then feys to fing 

Nature, and with the tentieft View to hit 
Her boony Side with bauldeft Turns of Wit. 
Streams Aide in Verfe, in Verfe the Mountains rife, 
When Earth turns toom he rumages thy Skies, 
Mounts up beyond them, paints the Fields of Refl, 
Doups down to vifit ilka Laigh-land Ghaift, 
O hartfome Labour ! Wordy Time and Pains, 
That frae the Bed Efleem and Friendihip gains: 
Be that my Luck, and let the greedy Bike 
Stock job the Wrarld among them as they like. 

In blyth braid Sco// allow me, Sir, to fh^w 
My Gratitude, but Fleetching or a Flaw. 
May Rowth o’ Pleafures light upon ye lang, 
Till to the bled Elyfian Bowers ye gang ; 
Wha’ve clapt my Head fae brawly for my Sang. 
When honour’d Burchet and his Maiks are pleas’d 
With my Corn-pipe, up to the Starns I’m heez’d ; 

Whence 
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Whence far I glowr to the Fag-end of Time, 
.And view the Warld delighted wi’ my Rhime : 
That when the Pride of fprufh new Words are laid, 
I like the Claffick Authors fhali be read. 
Stand yont, proud Gz«r, I widna niffer Fame 
With thee, for a’ thy Furs and paughty Name. 

If fic great Ferlies, Sir, my Mufe can do, T 
As fpin a three-plait Praife where it is due, 
Frae me there’s nane deferves it mair than you. J 
Frae me, Frae ilka ane ; for fure a Breaft 
Sae gen'rous is of a’ that’s good poffeft. 
Till I can ferve ye mair. I’ll with ye weell. 
And aft in fparkling Claret drink your Heal; 
Minding the Mem’ry of the great and good 
Sweet Addifort, the Wale of humane Blood, 
Wha fell, ( a* Horace anes faid to his Billy ) 
tdulli flebilior quam tibi, Virgtli, 

S I R, 

Touri7 &c. 

A. R A M S A Y. 

Familiar 
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Familiar Epiftles 

BETWEEN 

W--H— and A--R—„ 

EPISTLE I. 

W-—   to A—- R . 

Qillcrtjield June 26th, 1719. 

O Fam’d and celebrated ALLAN! 
Renowned RAMSAY, canty Callan, 
There's nowther Highlandman nor Lawlan, 

In PO ETR IE, 
But may as foon ding down Tamtollan 

As match wi’ Thee. 

For ten Times ten, and that’s a hunder, 
I ha’e been made to gaze and wonder. 
When frae Parnajfus thou didft thunder 

Wt' Wit an Skill, 
Wherefore 1 11 foberly knock under. 

And quat my jQuill. 
Of 
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Of P O E T R Y the hale Quinteffence 
Thou has fuck’d up, left me Excrefcence 
To petty Poetf, or fic MeJJens, 

Tho round thy Stool 
They may pick Crumbs, and lear fome Leffocs 

AtR AMS A Y’f School. 
I 

Tho BEN and D R T D E N Of renown 
Were yet alive, in London Town, 
Like Kings contending for a Crown ; 

‘Twad ie a Pingle, 
Whilk o’ you three wad gar Words found 

And bejl to ginglc: 

Transform’d may I be to a Rat, 
Wer’t in my Pow’r but I’d creat 
Thee upo1 fight the Laureat 

Of tbit our Age, 
Since thou may’ft fairly claim to that 

As thy juft Wage, 

Let modern.P O E T S bear the Blame 
Gin they refpeft not R A M S A Tys Name, 
Wha foon can gar them greet for Shame, 

To their great Loft; 
And fend them a’ right fnaking hame 

Be weeping Croft. 

Wha 



[ H4 1 
Wha boards wi’ thee had need be warry, 

And lear wi* Skill thy Thruft to parry, 
When thou confults thy Dictionary 

Of ancient Words., 
Which come frae thy poetick Quarry, 

As Jharp as Swords. 

Now tho I ihould baith reel! and rottle, 
And be as light as ARIS TO TL, E, 
At Ed'nburgh we fall ha’e a Bottle 

Of reaming Claret, 
Gin that my haff-pay Siller Shottle 

Can fafely Jj>are it. 

At Crambo then we’ll rack our Brain, 
Drown ilk dull Care and akirg Pain, 
Whilk aften does our Spirits drain 

Of true Content ; 
Wow, Wow ! but we’s be wonder fain. 

When thus acquaint. 

Wi’ Wine we’ll gargarize our Craig, 
Then enter in a lading League 
Free of 111 AfpeCt or Intrigue, 

And gin you pleofe it, 

Like Princes when met at the Hague, 
We'll folemnizeit. 

Accept 
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Accept of this, and look upon it 
With Favour, tho’ poor I have done it; 
Sae I conclude and end my Sonnet, 

Who am mojl fully. 
While I do wear a Hat or Bonnet, 

Tourf wanton WILLY. 

POSTSCRIPT. 

BY this my Poflfcript I incline 
To let you ken my hale Delign 

Of lie a lang imperfed Line, 
Z-yes in this Sentence^ 

To cultivate my dull Ingine 
By your Acquaintance, 

Your Anfwer therefore I exped, 
And to your Friend yon may dired. 
At •f* Gilbertjield do not negled 

When you have Zeifure, 
Which I’ll embrace with great Refped 

And f erf eft Pleafure. 

f High Glafgow. 

K ANSWER 
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ANSWER I. 

J  R ^ to IV  II-  

Edinburgh, July loth, 1719. 

SONS fa me witty, wanton WILLT, 
Gin blyth I was na as a Filly 

Not a fow Pint, nor fhort bought GiUy, 
Or U-ine that's better, 

Cou’d pleafe fae meikle, my dear Billy, 
As thy hind Letter, 

Before a Lord and eek a Knight, 
In GolTy DO N’s be Candle-light, 
There fir ft I faw’t, and ca’d it right; 

And the maijl feci 
Vila's feen’t finlyne, they ca’d as tight 

As that on H E C K. 

Ha, heh ! thought I, I canna fay 
But I may cock my Nofe the Day. 
When HAMILTON the bauld and gay, 

Lends me a Heezy, 
In Verfe that Aides fae fmooth away, 

Well fell'd and eafy, 
Sae 
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Sae roos’d by ane of well kend Mettle, 
Mae fma did my Ambition pettle ; 
My canker’d Criticks it will nettle, 

And e’en fat le’t: 
This Month I’m fure I winna fettle, 

Sae proud I'm w‘il. 

When I begoud firfl to cun Verfe, 
And cou’d your -f- Ardry Whins rehearfe, 
Where Bonny Heck ran faft and fierce, 

It warm'd my Brea ft ; 
Then Emulation did me pierce, 

Whilii fmce ne'er ceaft. 

May I be licket wi’ a Bitle, 
lin of your Numbers I think little ; 
fe’re never rugget, flhan, nor kittle, 

x But blyth and gabby, 
Lnd hit the Spirit to a Title, 

Of Standart H A B B Y. 

Ye’ll quat your Quill 1 that were ill-willy, 
fe’s fing fome mair yet, nill ye will ye ; 
3’er meikle Haining wad but fpill ye. 

And gar ye four. 
Then up and war them a’ yet, PF/L Z, T, 

’Tit in your Power. 

- The laji Wordt 0/Bonny Keck, of which he was Author. 
K 2, To 
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To knit up DoUers in a Clout, 
And then to card them round about, 
Syne to tell up, they downa lout 

to lift the Gear ; 
The Malifon lights on that Rout, 

h plain and clear. 

The Chiels of London, Cam and Ox, 
Hae rais’d up great Poetick Stocks 
Of Rapes, of Buckets, Starks and Locks, 

While we neglefl 
To fliaw their betters. This provokes 

Me to reflefl 

On the lear’d Days of GAWN DVN KELL, 
Our Country then a Tale cou’d tell, 
Europe had nane mair fnack and fnell 

At Verfe or Profe ; 
Our KINGS were POETS too themfell, 

Bauld and jocofe. 

To Edinburgh, Sir, when e'er ye come. 
I’ll wait upon ye, there’s my Thumb, 
Were’t frae the Gill-bells to the Drum, 

And take a Bout, 
And faith I hope we’ll not fit dumb, 

Nor yt cajl out. 

EPIST 

\ 
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EPISTLE II. 

Jj/—- 1/ to J R- 

Gilbert field, July 24th, 1719. 

Rear Ramsay, 
r TT T H E N I receiv’d thy kind Epiflle, 
V V It made me dance, and fing, and whiflle ; 
0 fie a Fyke, and fic a Fiflle 

I had about it 
That e’er was Knight of the SCO TS Thiflle 

Sae fain, I doubted. 

The bonny Lines therein thou fent me, 
ow to the Nines they did content me; 
ho’. Sir, fae high to compliment me, 

Te might defer'd) 
For had ye but haff well a kent me. 

Some lefs wad fet'd. 

With joyfou’ Heart beyond Expreffion, 
They’re fafely now in my Poffe/Tron : 
rgin I were a Winter-Se/Tion 

Hear by thy Lodging, 
’d clofs attend thy new Profeffion, 

Without e'er budging. 
K 3 



In even down earnert, there’s but few 
To vie with R AM S AT, dare avow 
In Verfe ; for to gi’e ihee thy due, 

And without flcciching, 
Thoo’s better at that Trade, I trow, 

Than fame's at preaching 

For my Part, till I'm better leart, 
To troke with thee I’d bell forbear’t ; 
For an’ the Fouk of Edinburgh hear t, 

They1!! ca’ me daft, 
I’m unco’ irie and Dirt feart 

I make wrong Waft. 

Thy Verfes nice as ever nicket. 
Made me as canty as a Cricket ; 
I ergh to reply, led I flick it, 

Syne like a Coof 
I look, or ane whofe Poutch is picket 

As bare's my Loojf. 

Heh Winfom I How thy faftfweet Stile, 
And bonny auld Words gars mefmile ; 
Thou’s travel'd fare mony a Mile 

Wi' Charge and Cojl, 
To learp them thus keep Rank and File, 

And ken their PoJlf 
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For 1 maun tell thee, honeft AhTj IE, 
I ufe the Freedom fo to call thee, 
I think them a’ fae bra and walie. 

And in fic Order, 
I wad nae care to be thy Vallie, 

Or thy Recorder. 

Has thou with Rofycruciant wandert ? 
Or thro’ fome doncie Defart danert ? 
That with thy Magick, Town and Landart, 

For ought I fee. 
Maun aJ come truckle to thy Standart 

Of P 0 E TRIE. 

Do not miflake me, deareft Heart, 
As if I charg’d thee with black Art; 
*Tis thy good Genius flill alart. 

That doet injj>ire 
Thee with ilk Thing that’s quick and fmart. 

To thy Be ft re. 

E’en mony a'konny knacky Tale, 
Bra to fet o’er a Pint of Ale : 
For Fifty Guineas I’ll find Bail 

Againfi a Bodle, 
That IvWad quat ilk Day a Male, 

For ftc a Nodle. 

K 4 And 
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And on Condition I was as gabby 

As either thee, or honeft H A B B T, 
That I lin’d a’ thy .Claes wi’ Tabby, 

Or Velvet Plujk, 
And then thou'd be fae far frae fhabby, 

Thou'd look right J}rujh. 

What tho young empty airy Sparks 
May have their Critical Remarks 
On thir my blyth diverting Warks ; 

’Tis fma Prefumption 
To fay, they’re but unlearned Clarks, 

And wantt the Gumption. 

Let Coxcomb Criticks get a Tether 
To ty up a’ their lang >oofe Lether; 
If they and I chance to forgether, 

The tone may rue it. 
For an they winna had their Blether, 

Tbey’s get a Viewer, 

To learn them for to peep and pry 
In fecret Drolls ’twixt thee and I ; 
Pray dip thy Pen in Wrath, and cry. 

And ca' them Shell urns, 
l#m hire thou needs fet little by 

To bide their Bellums. Adieu. 

< POST 
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POSTSCRIPT. 

WI’ Writing I’m fo bleirt and doited, 
That when I raife, in Troth I fioited ; 

I thought I fhou’d turn capernoited, 
For wi' a Gird, 

Upon my Bum I fairly cloited 
On the cald Eard. 

Which did oblige a little Dumple 
Upon my Doup, clofe by my Rumple : 
But had ye feen how I did trumple, 

Te'd J}lit your Side, 
Wi’ mony a’ lang and weary Wimple, 

Fite Trocb of Clyde. 

ANSWER II. 

J R  to IV-—H— 

Edinburgh, Auguji 4th, 1719. 

DEAR HAMILTON y e’ll turn me Dyver, 
My MUSE fae bonny ye defcrive her; 

Ye blaw her fae, I’m fear’d ye rive her. 
For wi' a Whid, 

Gin ony higher up ye drive her, 
She'll rin red-wood, 

Said 
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Said 1.1 —— u Whifht, quoth the vougy Jade, 
“ JVIL Tul A M’s a wife judicious Lad, 
“ Has Havins mair than e’e* ye had, 

“ III bred Bog-flaker • 
“ But me ye ne’er fae croufe had craw’d, 

“ Te poor Scull-thacter. 

“ It fets you well indeed to gadgei 
“ E’er It’APPO~LLO did ye cadge, 
“ And got ye on his Honour s Badge, 

“ Vngratefou Beaft, 
“ A Glofgow Capon and a Fadge 

“ Te thought a 'Feajl, 

« Swith to CASTAJLIZlS Fountain Brink, 
<* Dad down a Grouf, and take a Drink, 
1* Syne whisk out Paper, Pen and Ink, 

“ And do my Bidding - 
“ Be thankfou, elfe I’fe gar ye fiink 

“ Tct on a Midding.n 

My Miflrefs dear, your Servant humble. 
Said I, I fbou’d be laith to drumble 
Your Paffions, or e’er gar ye grumble, 

'Tit ne'er le me 
Shall fcandalize, or fay yefcummil 

Tt'r POETR IE. 

Frae 
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Frae what I’ve tell’d, my Friend may learn 
How fadly I ha’e been forfairn. 
I’d better been a yont Side Kairn. 

-a-mount, I trow ; 
I’ve kifs’d the Taz like a good Bairn, 

Now, Sir to you. 

Heal be your Heart, gay conthy Carle, 
Lang may ye help to toom a Barrel ; 
Be thy Crown ay unclowr'd in Quarrel, 

When thou inclines 
To knoit thrawn gabbet Sumphs that fnarl 

At our franh Lines. 

Ilk good Chiel fays ye’re well worth Gowd, 
And Blythnefs on ye’s well bellow’d, 
’Mang witty SCOTS ye’r Name’s be row’d, 

\ 
Ne'er "Fame to tine; 

The crooked Clinkers flball be cow’d. 
But ye Jhall Jbine, 

Set out the burnt Side of your Shin, 
For Pride in POETS is nae Sin, 
Glory’s the Prize for which they rin, 

And Fame's ther Jo ; 
And wha blaws bed, the Horn fhall win. 

And wharefore no. 

gui/quis 
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Quifquis vocaiit not Vainglorious, 

Shaw fcanter Skill than malos moret. 
Multi *5 magni Men before us 

Did. flump and fwager, 
Proiatum eft, exemplum Horace 

Wat a bauld Bragger. 

Then let the Doofarts faflh’d wi’ Spleen, 
Gall up the wrang Side of their Een, 
Pegh, fry, and girn wi’Spite and Teen, 

And fa a flyting. 
Laugh, for the lively Lads will fcreen 

Vt frae BaMiting. 

If that the Gypfies dinna fpung us. 
And foreign Whiskers h’ae na dung us; 
Gin I can fnifcer thro’ Mundungus, 

Wi' Boott and Belt on, 
l hope to fee you at St. Mungot 

Atween and Belton. 

EPISTLE 
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epistle III. 

tV  H to    . 

Gilbertfidd Augujl 24th, 1719. 

AG C E P T my third and laft Effay 
Of rural Rhyme, I humbly pray. 

Bright RAMSAY, and altho it may 
Seem doilt and donfte. 

Yet thrice of all Things, I heard fay. 
Wax ay thought Jonfie, 

Wherefore I fcarce cou’d fleep or flumber, 
Till I made up that happy Number, 
The Pleafure counterpois’d the Cumber, 

In ev'ry Port, 
And fnoov’t away like three Hand Omber, 

Sixpence a Cart. 

Of thy lafl Poem, bearing Date 
Auguji the Fourth, I grant Receipt; 
It was fae bra, gart me look blate, 

'Maijl tyne my Senfes, 
And look juft like poor Country Kate, 

In Lucky Spence’s. 

i 



I fhaw’d it to our Parish Priefl, 
Wha was as blyth as gi’m a Fcafl ; 
He fays, “ Thou may had up thy Creeft, 

“ And craw fu’ crotife, 
“ The Poets a’ to thee’s but Jeft, 

“ Hot worth a Souce. 

Thy blyth and cheerfu’ merry Mufe, 
Of Complements is fae profufe; 
For my good Haivens dis me roofe 

Sae very finely. 
It were ill Breeding to refufe 

To thank her kindly. 

What tho fometimes in angry Mood, 
When (he puts on her Barlickhood, 
Her Dialedi feem rough and rude ; 

het's ne'er le flee’t. 
But take our Bit, when it is good, 

And Buffet Wit. 

For gin we eftle anes to taunt her, 
And dinna calmly thole her Banter, 
She'll take the Flings; Verfe may grow fcanter. 

Syne wi' great Shame 
We’ll rue the Day that we do want her, 

Then who’s to blame ? 
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But let us ftill her Kindnefs culzie, 
And wi’ her never breed a Toulzie, 
For we’ll bring aff but little Spulzie 

Infic a Barter; 

And (he’ll be fair to gar us fulzie, 
And cry for jQttarter. 

Sae little worth’s my rhyming Ware, 
My Pack I fcarce dare apen mair, 
Till I take better wi’ the Lair, 

My Peri>t fae blunted; 
And a’ for Fear I file the Fair, 

And be affronted. 

The dull Draff.Drink makes me fae dowifi 
A’ I can do's but bark and yowff ; 
Yet fet me in a Claret Howff, 

Wi' Fowt that's chancy^ 
My MUSE may len me then a Gowff 

To clear my Fancy. 

Then BACCHUS like I’d haul and blufler, 
And a’ the MUSES ’bout me mufler ; 
Sae merrily I’d fqueeze the Clufter, 

And drink the Grape, 
-Twad gi' my Verfe a brighter Luflre, 

And better Shape. 

The 
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The Po'w'rs aboon be Hill aafpicious 

To thy Atchievments maifl delicious. 
Thy Poems fweet, and nae Way vicious. 

But blyth and canny; 
To fee, I’m anxious and ambitious, 

Tfry Mifcellany. 

A’ Bleflings 2? A iH S .4 T on the row, 
Lang may thou live, and thrive, and dow, 
Until thou claw an auld Man’s Pow * 

Andy thro' thy Creed, 
Be keeped frae the Wirricow, 

After thou’t dead. Amen. 

*^^^^^^^**^******^^^^^^ 

ANSWER. HI. 

JA R to W 11——: 

Edinburgh, September 2d, 1719. 

My Tntfly Trojan, 
Thy laft ORATION orthodox. 

Thy innocent auldfarran Jokes, 
And foniie Saw of Three, provokes 

Me anet again. 
Tod Lowrie like to Icofe my Pocks, 

And pump my Brain. 

By 
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By a’ your Letters I ha’e red, 
I eithly fcan the Man well bred. 
And Sodger wha for Honour’s Bed 

Has ventur’d lauld; 
Wha now to Yonngfters leaves the Yed 

To 'tend his Fold, 

That Bang’fler Billy CE S ATd. 
Wha at Pharfalia wan the Tooly, 
Had better fped, had he mair hooly 

Scamper'd thro' Fife, 
And ’midft his Glories fheath’d his Gooly, 

And kijl'd bk Wife, 

Had he like you, as well he cou’d. 
Upon Burn Banks the MUSES woo’d, 
Retir’d betimes frae ’mang the Crowd, 

Wha'd been aboon him ? 
The Senate’s Dorks, and Fa<3ion loud, 

Had ne'er undone him. 

Yet fometimes leave the Rigs and Bog, 
Your Howms, and Braes, and (hady Scrog, 
And helm-a-lee the Claret cog. 

To clear your Wit ; 
Be blyth-, and let the Warld e’en fhog. 

As it thinks fit. 

L Ne'er 
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Ne’er fafh about your trieft Year’s State, 
Nor with fuperior Powers debate. 
Nor Cantrapes caft to ken your Fate ; 

There's Ills anew 
To cram our Days, which foon grow late, 

Let's live jujl now. 

When Northern Blads the Oceans fnurl. 
And gars the Heights and Hows look gurl. 
Then Left about the Bumper whirl, 

And loom the Horn, 
Grip fart the Hours which hafty hurl, 

The Morn's the Morn. 

Thus to LEVCONOE fang Tweet FLACCVS, 
Wha nane e’er thought a Gillygacus, 
And why fhould we let Whimfies bank us, 

When 'Joy's in Seafon, 
And thole fae aft the Spleen to whauk us 

Out of our Reafon. 

Tho I were Laird of Tenfcore Acres, 
Noding to Jotiks of Hallenfhakers, 
Yet crufh’d wi’ Humdrums, which the Weaker’s 

Contentment ruinet, 
I d rather rooft wi’ Caufey-Rakers, 

And fup could Solvent. 

I 
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I think, my Friend, an Fcnvk can get 
A Doll of roft Beef pypin het, 
And wi'red Wine their W'yfon wet, 

And Cleathing clean, 
And be nae lick or drown’d in Debt, 

They re no to mean, 

I red this Verfe to my ain Kimmer, 
Wha kens I like a Leg of Gimnaer, 
Or fic and he good Belly Timmer ■, 

jQuoth Jhe, and leugh, 
“ Sicker of thae Winter and Simmer, 

“ Ye’re well enough. 

My hearty Gofs, there is nae help. 
But Hand to Nive we twa maun feelp 
Up Rhine and Thames, and o’er the Alp- 

pines and Pyrenians, 
The chearfou Carles do fae ye’p 

To ha*e m their Minions, 

Thy raffan rural Rhyme fa rare. 
Sic wordy, wanton, hand-wal\l Ware, 
Sae gafh, and gay, gars Fowk gae pare, 

To ho'e them by them, 
Tho gaffin they wi' Sides fae fair, 

Cry, “ Wae gae by him ! 

L 2 Fair 
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Fair fa that Sodger did invent 
To eafe the POETS Toil wi' Print ; 
Now, W/LLIAM wi’maun to the Bent, 

And f oufe our Fortune, 
And crack wi’ Lads wha’re well content 

Wi’ this our Sporting. 

Gin ony fowr mou’d girning Bucky 
Ca’me conceity keckling Chucky, 
That we like Nags, whafe Necks are yucky, 

Ua'e ut'd our Teeth: 
I’li anfvver fine, —— “ Gae kifs ye’r Lucky 

“ She dwells i’ Leith, 

I ne’er wi’ lang Tales fafh my Head, 
But when I fpeak, I fpeak indeed : 
Wha ca s me droll, but ony Feed, 

I'll own I am fae. 
And while my Champers can chew Bread, 

Tours- ALLAN RAMSAY, 

& ^ 

* * * 

A N 
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A N 

EPISTLE 
T O 

O N 

The receiving the Compliment of a Barrel of 
Lochfyne' Herrings from him, 19th 

December,' 1719. 

YOur Herrings, Sir, came hale and feer, 
In healfome Brine a’ foumin, 

Fu’ fat they are, and gufly Gear 
As e’er I laid my Thumb on : 

Bra’ fappy Fifh 
As ane cou’d wifh 

To (Jlap on Fadge or Scon ; 
They relifh fine 
Good Claret Wine, 

That gars our Cares Band yon. 

Right mony Gabs wi’ them fhall gang 
About Auid Reeky’s Ingle, 

When kedgy Carles think r.ae lang, 
Where Stowps and Trunchers gingle; 

L 3 Then 
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Then my Friend leal 
We tofs ye’r Heal, 

.And with bald Brag advance, 
What’s hoorded in 
Lochs Broom and Fyne 

Might ding the Stocks of France. 

A Jelly Sum to carry on 
A F I S H E R Y's defign'd, 

Tvva Millions good of Sterling Pounds 
By Men of Money’s fign’d. 

Had ye but feen 
How unco* keen 

And thrang they were about it, 
That we are bald, 
Right rich and ald- 

Farran ye ne’er wad doubted. 

Now, now I hope we’ll ding the Dutch 
As fine as a round Robin, 

Gin Greedinefs to grow foon rich . 
Invites not to Stock jobbing : 

That poor bofs Shade 
Of finking Trade, 

And Weather-Glafs politick. 
Which heaves andfets, 
As Publ ck gets 

A Heezy, or a wee Kick. 
Fy> 
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Fy, fyBut yet I hope ’tis daft 
To fear that Trick come hither; 

Na, we’re aboon that dirty Craft 
Of biting ane anither. 

The Subjefl rich 
Will gi’ a Hitch 

T’ increafe the Publick Gear, 
When on our Seas, 
Like bify Bees, 

Ten thoufand Fifhers deer. 

Could we catch the united Sholes 
That crowd the Weftern Ocean, 

The Indiat wad prove hungry Holes, 
Compar’d to this our Gojhen : 

Then let’s to wark 
With Net and Bark, 

Them fifh and faithfu’ cure up ; 
Gin fae we join. 
We’ll cleek in Coin 

Frae a’ the Ports of Europe. 

Thanks t’ye Captain for this Swatch 
Of our Store, and your Favour; 

Gin I befpar’d, your Love to match 
Shall dill be my Endeavour. 

L 4 Next 



[ 168 ] 

Next unto you. 
My Service due, 

Pleafe gi'e to Matthew Cumin, 
Wha with fair Heart 
Has play’d his Part, 

And Pent them true and trim in. 

S I R, 

Yours, &c. 

A, R. 

P ATI E 
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PATIE and ROGER: 

A 

PASTORAL 

Infcrib’d to 

J 0 SI A H £ u R C H E T, Efq •, 

Secretary of the Admiralty. 

TH E nipping Frofts, and driving Sna', 
Are o’er the Hills and far ava; 

Bauld Boreas fleeps, the Zepbyres blaw, 
And ilka Thing 

Sae dainty, youthfou, gay and bra’, 
Invites to fing. 

Then let’s begin by Creek of Day, 
Kind MUSE, skiff to the Bent away, 
To try anes mair the Landart Lay, 

With a’ thy Speed, 
Since B U R C H E T awns that thou can play 

Upon the Reed, 
A ties, 
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Anes, anes again, beneath fome Tree, 
Exert thy Skill and nat ra! Glee, 
To him wha has fae courteontly, 

To weaker Sight, 
Set theferude Sonnets fung by me 

In trueft Light. 

In truefl: Light may a’ that’s fine 
In his fair Character Hill lliine, 
Sma’ need he has of Sangs like mine, 

To beet his Name; 
For frae the North to Sonthren Line, 

Wide gangs his Fame. 

His Fame, which ever (haU abide, 
While Hifl ries tell of Tyrant? Pride, 
Wha vamly flrave upon the Tjde, 

T’ invade thefe Lands, 
Where Briton’s Royal Fleet doth ride, 

Which flill commands. 

Thefe doughty Actions frae his Pen, 
Our Age, and thefe to come, fhall ken, 
How fiubborn Navies did contend 

Upon the Waves, 
How free-born Britont faught like Men, 

Their Faes like Slaves. 

Sae 
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Sae far infcribing, Sir, to you 
This Country Sang, my Fancy flew. 
Keen your juft Merit to purfue; 

But ah I fear. 
In giving Praifes that are due, 

I grate your Ear. 

Yet tent a P O E T’s zealous Pray’r 
May Powers aboon with kindly Care, 
Grant you a lang andtnikle Skair 

Of a’ that’s good. 
Till unto langeft Life and mair. 

You’ve healthfou flood. 

May never Cares your Blefli.ng fowr. 
And may the MUSES ilka Hour 
Improve your Mind, and haunt your Bower, 

I’m but a Calian : 
Yet may I pleafe ye while I’m your 

Devouted ALLAN. 

P A T I E • 
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P A T I E and R. O G E R. 

BENEATH the South-lide of a Craigy Beild, 
, Where a clear Spring did healfome Water yeild, 

Twa youthfou Shepherds on the Cowans lay, 
Tenting their Flocks ae bonny Morn of May. 
Poor ROGER grain’d till hollow Echoes rang. 
While merry P A T I E humm’d himfell a Sang, 
Then turning to his Friend in blythfome Mood, 
Quoth he. How does this Sun. thine clear my Blood ? 
How hartfome is’t to fee the rifing Plants? 
To hear the Burds chirm oer their Morning Rants? 
How tofie is’t to fnuff the cauller Air, 
And a' the Sweets it bears, when void of Care ? 
What ails thee, ROGER, then ? What gars the grane ? 
Tell me the Caufe of thy ill feafon’d Pain. 

ROGER. 
I’m born, OPATIE, toa thrawart Fate ! 

I’m born to ftrive with Hardfhips dire and great; / 
Tempers may ceafe to jaw the rowan Flood, 
Corbies and Tods to grein for Lambkins Blood : 
But I-oppreft with never ending Grief, 
Maun ay defpair of lighting on Relief, 

PA TIE. 
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P A T I E. 
The Bees fhall loath the Flower and quate the Hive, 

The Saugbs on Boggie Ground {ball ceafe to thrive, 
E’er fcornfou Queans, or Lofs of warldly Gear, 
Shall fpill my Reft, or ever force a Tear. 

ROGER. 
Sae might I fay, but its no eafy done 

By ane wha’s Saul is fadly out o’ Tune: 
You have fae faft a Voice and Aid a Tongue, 
You are the Darling of baith auld and young : 
If I but ettle at a Sang, or fpeak, 
They dit their Lugs, fyn up their Leglens deck. 
And jeer me hameward frae the Loan or Bought, 
While I’m confus’d with mony a vexing Thought: 
Yet I am tall, and as well thap’d as thee, 
Nor mair unlikly to a Lafies Eye : 
For ilka Sheep ye have, I’ll number ten, 
And Chou’d, as ane might think, come farrer ben. 

P A TIE. 
But ablins, Nibour, ye have not a Heart, 

Nor downa eithly wi’ your Cunzie part: 
If that be true, what fignifies your Gear ? 
A Mind that’s fcrimpit never wants fome Care. 

ROGER. 
My Eyar tumbled, Nine braw Nowt were fmoor'd, 

Three Elf-lhot were, yet I thefe Ills endur'd. 

In 
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In Winter lafl my Cares were very fina, 
Tho Scores of Wathers perifh’d in the Sna. 

P A T I E. 
Were your bein Rooms as thinly flock'd as mine, 

Lefs you wad lofs, and lefs you wad repine : 
He wha has jufl enough, can foundly fleep, 
The O’ercome only fafhes Fowk to keep. 

ROGER. 
May Plenty flow upon thee for a Crofs, 

That thou may'fl thole the Pangs of frequent Lofs; 
O may’ft thou dote on fome fair paughty Wench, 
Wha ne’er will lout thy Iowan Drouth to quench, 
Till, birfs’d beneath the Burden, thou cry Dool, 
And awn that ane may fret that is nae Fool. 

p .4 r / e. 
Sax good fat Lambs I fold them ilka Glut?, 

At the Weft-Port, and bought a winfom Flute, 
Of Plumb-tree made, with Iv’ry Virles round, 
A dainty Whiftle wi’ a pleafant Sound ; 

I’ll be mair canty wi’t, and ne’er cry Dool, 
Then you wi’ a’ your Gear, ye dowie Fool. 

ROGER. 
Na P A TIE, na 1 I'm nae fic churlifh Bcafl, 

Seme ither Things ly heavier at my Ereaft, 
1 dream’d a dreery Dream this hinder Night, 
That gars my Fkih a’ creep yet wi’ the Fright. - 

P A TI E. 
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P A TIE. 

Now to your Friend how filly’s this Pretence, 
To ane wha you and a' your Secrets kens : 
Daft are your Dreams, as daf;ly wad ye hide 
Your well-feen Love and dorty J E N N Y's Pride : 
Take Courage, ROGER, me your Sorrows tell. 
And fafely think nane kens them but your fell. 

ROGER. 
0 P A TIE, ye have guefl indeed o’er true. 

And there is nathing I’ll keep up frae you : 
Me dorty JENNY looks upon afquint. 
To fpeak but till her I dare hardly mint; 
In ilka Place the jeers itie air and late. 
And gars me look btfcibas’d and unco Mate. 
But Yeilerday I met her yont a Know, 
She fled as frae a Shellycoat or Kow; 
She B A U L D Y loo's, B A U L D Y that drives the Car, 
But geeks at me. and fays I fmell o’ Tar. 

P AT I E. 
But E A U L D Y loo’s nae her, right well I wat. 

He fighs for N E P S ;   fae that may Hand for that. 

ROGER. 
1 with I cou’d na loo her, -— but in vain, 

I ilill maun dote, and thole her proud Difdain. 
My Bauty is a Cur I dearly like. 
Till he youl’d fair the llrake the poor dumb Tyke ; 

If 



If I had fill’d a Nook within her Ereaft, 
She wad hae Chawn mair Kindnefs to tny Beafl. 
When I begin to tune my Stock and Horn, 
With a’ her Face fhe fhaws a cauldrife Scorn. 
Laft Time I play’d, ye never faw fic Spite, 
O’er Bogie was the Spring, and her Delyte, 
Yet tauntingly (he at her Nibour fpeer’d. 
Gin Ihe cou’d tell what Tune I play’d, and fneer’d. 
Flocks, wander where ye like, I dinna care, 
I’ll break my Reed, and never whittle mair. 

P A T l E. 
E'en do fae, ROGER, wha can help Mifluck, 

Saebeins fhe be fic a thrawngabet Chuck; 
Yonder’s a Craig, fince ye have tint a* Hope, 
Gae tili’t ye’r ways, and take the Lover’s Loup. 

ROGER. 
I need na make fic Speed my Blood to {pill. 

I’ll warrand Death come Coon enough a will. 
P ^4 T / E. 

Daft Gouk 1 Leave aff that filly whindging Way, 
Seem carelefs, there's tny Hand ye’ll win the Day. 
Laft Morning I was unco’ airly out, 
Upon a Dyke I lean'd and glowr’d about ; 
I faw my MEG come linkan o’er the Lee, 
I faw my M E G, but M A G G I E faw na me : 
For yet the Sun was wading throw the Mitt, 
And fhe was clofs upon me e’er fhe wifi. 
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Her Coats were kiltit, and did fweetly ftiaw 
; Her ftraight bare Legs, which whiter were than Snaw ; 
! Her Cockernony fnooded up fou fleek, 
: Her hafet Locks hung waving on her Cheek: 

Her Cheek fae ruddy J and her Een fae clear ! 
1 And O J her Mouth’s like ony hinny Pear. 
: i Neat, neat fhe was, in Bufline Waftecoat clean, 
!As fhe came skiffing o’er the dewy Green : 

Blythfome I cry’d, My bonny M E G, come here, 
I ferly wherefore ye’re fae foon a fleer : 

: But now I guefs ye’re gawn to gather Dew. 
; She fcour’d awa, and faid, W hat’s that to you ? 

Then fare ye well, Meg-dortt, and e’ens ye^like, 
| I carelefs cry’d, and lap in o’er the Dyke. 

; I trow, when that fhe faw, within a Crack 
l| with a right thievlefs Errand fhe came back, 

Mifcan’d me firfl, then bade me hound my Dog 
To weer up three waff Ews were on the Bog. 
I leugh, and fae did fhe, then wi’ great Hafle 
I clafp’d my A rms about her Neck and Wafle ; 
About her yielding Wafle, and took a Fouth, 

i Of fweetefl Kiffes frae her glowan Mouth : 
While hard and fail I held her in my Grips, 
My very Saul came looping to my Lips. 
Sair, fair fhe flete wi’ me ’tween ilka Smack, 
But well I kend fhe mean’d na as fhe fpake. 

Dear 
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Dear ROGER, when your Jo put? on her Gloom, 
Do ye fae too, and never fafh ye’r Thumb; 
Seem to forfake her, foon fhe’U change her Mood ; 
Gae woo anither, and fhe’J] gang clean wood. 

ROGER. 
Kind P A TI E, now fairfaw your honed Heart, 

Ye re ay fae cadgie and ha’e fic an Art 
To hearten ane: For now as clean’s a Leek 
Ye’ve cherifht me Ence ye began to fpeak; 
Sae for your Pains I’ll make ye a Propine, 
My Mither, honed Wife, has made it fine; 
A Tartan Plaid, fpun of good hauflock Woo, 
Scarlet and Green the Sets, the Borders Blue, 
With Spraings like Gou’d and Siller, crofs’d wi’ Black, 
I never had it yet upon my Back. 
Well are ye wordy o’t, wha ha’e fae kind 
Redd up my ravel’d Doubts, and clear d my Mind. 

P A T I E. 
Well hadd ye there,—and fince ye've frankly made 

A Prefent to me of your bra new Plaid, 
My Flute’s be yours, and fhe too that’s fae nice, 
Shall come a Will, if you’ll take my Advice; 

ROGER. 
As ye advife I’ll promife to obferv’t, 

But you maun keep the Flute, ye bed diferv’t; 
Now take it out and gi’es a bonny Spring, 
For I’m in tift to hear you play or ling. 

P ATIE. 
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p a r i E. 

But firft we’ll take a Turn up to the High!, 
And fee gin a’ our Flocks be feeding Right: 
Be that Time Bannocks and a Shave of Cheefe 
Will make a Breakfaft that a Laird might pleafe; 
Might pleafe our Laird, gin he were b it fae wife 
To feafon Meat wi’ Health Inilead of Spice: 
When we ha’eta’en the Grace-Drink at this Well, 
I’ll whiflle fine, and fing t’ye like my fell. 

vW'* e/T* ^V"* 'eT- vV- vp* 

Edinburgh’s 

SALUTATION 

To the Moll Honourable 

My Lord Marquis of Carnarvon. 

WE L C O M E, my Lord, Heav’n be your Guide, 
And furder your Intention 

To whate’er Place you fail or ride 
To brighten your Invention. 

The Book of Mankind lang and wide 
Is well worth your Attention : 

Wherefore, pleafe fometime here abide, 
And meafure the Dimenfion 

Of Minds right flout 
f M 2 Q 
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O that ilk worthy Britijh Peer 
Wad follow your Example, 

My auld Gray Head I yet wad rear. 
And fpread my Skirts mair ample. 

Shou’d London poutch up a the Gear ? 
She might fpare me a Sample: 

In truth his Highnefs fbou’d live here; 
For without Oyl our Lamp will 

Gang blinkan out. 

Lang fyne, my Lord, I had a Court, 
And Nobles fill’d my Cawfy ; 

But fince I have been Fortune’s Sport 
I look nae haff fae gawfy. 

Yet here brave Gentlemen refort. 
And mony a handfome Laffy ; 

Now that you’re lodg’d within my Port, 
Fou well 1 wat they’ll a’ fay, 

Welcome, my Lord. 

For you my beft Cheer I’ll produce, 
I’ll no make muckle vaunting ; 

But rowfh for Pleafure and for Ufe, 
Whatever you be wanting, 

You’s have at Will to chap and chufe, 
For few Things I am fcant in : 

The Wale of well-fet Ruby Juice, 
When you like to be rantin, 

I can afford. 
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Than I, nor Pay it, nor Madrid, 
Nor Rome, I trevr’s mair able 

To busk you up a better Bed, 
Or trim a tighter Table, 

fy Sons are honourably bred, 
To Truth and Friendlhip liable : 

fhat my defraying Faes have faid, 
You’ll find a feigned Fable, 

-At the full Sight. 

M, ay Clafiic Lear and Letters Belle, 
And Traveling confpire. 

Ilk unjufl Notion to repel]. 
And God-like Thoughts infpire 

That in ilk Action wife and fnell 
You may lhaw manly Fire : . 

Sae the fair Pidure of himfell, 
Will give his Grace your Sire 

Immenfe Delight. 

Edinb. 17th May, 
1720. 
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W E A L T H, 

O R 

lilt rohur C cas triplex 
Circa peftur erat, qui fragdem true': 

Commijit pehgo ratem 
Primus,   

H O K. jj 

Daring and unco’ flout he was, 
With Jdeart bool’d in three Sloughs of Era&, 
Wha ventur’d fin! upon the Sea 
With Hempen Branks, and Horfe of Tree.      —        ; 

THalia, ever welcome to this Ifle, 
Defcend, and glad the Nation with a Smile ; 

See frae yon Bank where South-Sea ebbs and flows. 
How Sand-blind Chance Woodies and Wealth bellows: 
Aided by thee I’ll fail the wondrous Deep, 
And throw the crouded Alleys cautious creep. 
Not eafy Task to plough the fwelling Wave, 
Or in Stock-jobbing prefs my Guts to fare: 
But naething can our wilder Paflions tame, 
Wha tax for Riches or imtn' rJal Fame. 

Long 
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Long had the Grumblers us’d this murm’ring Sound, 
Poor Britain in her public'll Debi is drown'd 
At fifty Millions late we flarted a’. 
And wow we wonder’d how the Debt wad fa’; 

I But fonfy Sauls wha firil contriv’d the Way, 
I With Projedl deep our Charges to defray ; 

: O’er and aboon it Heaps of Treafure brings. 
That Fouk be guefs become as rich as Kings. 

[ Lang Heads they were that firft laid down the Plan, 
1 Into the which the round anes headlang ran, 

Till overllockt they quat the Sea, and fain wa'd be at 
Land. * 

1 Thus when braid Flakes of Snaw have clad the Green, 
| Aften I have young fportive Gilpies feen 

The waxing Ea’ with meikle Pleafure row, 
1 Till pall their Pith, it did unwieldy grow. 

’Tis llrange to think what Changes may appear 
Within the narrow Circle of a Year ; 
How can ae Projeft, if it be well laid, 
Supply the fimple Want of trifling Trade 1 
Saxty lang Years a Man may rack his Brain, 
Hunt after Gear baith Night and Day wi’ Pain, 
And die at lall in Debt inilead of Gain. 
But O South-Sea l What mortal Mind can run 
Throu’ a* the Miracles that thou hall done ? 
Nor fcrimply thou thy fell to Bounds confines. 
But like the Sun on ilka Party fhines, 

M 4 
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To Poor and Rich, the Fools as well as Wife, 
With Hand impartial firetches out the Prize. 

Like Nilut fwelling frae his unkend Head, 
Frae Bank to Brae o’erflows ilk Rig and Mead, 
Inftilling lib’ral Store of genial Sap, 
Whence Sun-b.irn’d Gypfies reap a plenteous Crap : 
Thus flows our Sea, but with this Diff’rence wide, 
But anes a Year their River heaves his Tide; 
Our’s, aft ilk Day, t’ enrich the Common-weal, 
Bangs o'er its Banks, and dings Egyptian Nile. 

Ye Rich and Wife, we own Succefs your Due; 
But your Reverfe their Luck with Wonder view. 
How without Thought thefe dawted Petts of Fate 
Have jobb’d themfells unto fae high a State, 
By pure Inflink fae leal the Mark have hit, 
Without the Ufe of either Fear or Wit. 
And ithers wha lafl Year their Garrets kept, 
Where Duns in Vifion fafh'd them while they flept, 
Wha only durfl in Twilight, or the Dark, 
Steal to a common Cook’s with haff a Mark, 
A' their hale Stock.—— Now by a canny Gale, 
In the o'erflowing Ocean fpread their Sail, 
While they in gilded Galleys cut the Tide, 
Look down on Fither-Boa's wi’ meikle Pride. 

Mean time the Thinkers wha are out of Play, 
For their ain Comfort kenna what to fay ; 

That 
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That the Foundation’s loofe, fain wad they Chaw, 
And think na but the Fabrick foon wiU fa’ : 
That’s a’ but Sham —— for inwardly they fry, 
Vext that their Fingers were na in the Pye. 
Faint-hearted Wights, wha dully flood afar, 
Tholing your Reafon great Attempts to mar. 
While the brave Dauntlefs, of fic Fetters free, 
Jumpt headlong glorious in the golden Sea : 
Where now like gods they rule each wealthy Jaw, 
While you may thump your Pows againfl the Wa\ 

On Summers E’en the Walking calm and fair. 
When little Midges frisk in lazy Air, 
Have you not feen thro' ither how they reel, 
And Time about how up and down they wheel ? 
Thus Eddies of Stockjobbers drive about; 
Upmoft to Day,, the Morn their Pipe’s put out. 
With penfive Face, when e’er the Market’s hy, 
Menutius crys, Ah ! What a Gowk was I! 
Some Friend of his wha wifely feemsto ken 
Events of Caufes mair than ither Men, 
Fufh for your Interefl yet, Nae fear, he crys. 
For South-Sea will to twice ten hunder rife. 
Waes me for him that fells paternal Land, 
And buys when Shares the highefl Sums demand 
He ne’er Chall tafle the Sweets of rifing Stock, 
Which faws neifl Day : Nae Help for t, he is broke. 

Dear Sea, be tenty how thou flows at Shams 
Of Hoghnd Gad'-rens in their froggy Dams, Left 
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Left in their muddy Bogs thou chance to fink, 
Where thou may’Jt flagnate, fyne of Courfe maun ftink. 

This I forfee, (and Time fhall prove I’m right; 
For he’s nae Poet wants the fecond Sight,_) 
When Autumn’s S ores are ruck’d up in the Yard, 
And Sleet and Snaw dreeps down cauld Winter’s Beard; 
When bleak November Wir.ds make Forefts bare, 
And with fplenetick Vapours fili the A ir: 
Then, then in Gardens, Parks, or Blent Glen, 
When Trees bear naithing elfe, they 11 carry Men, 
Wha fhall like paughty Romans greatly fwing 
Aboon Earth’s Di'appointments in a Stru g. 
Sae ends the towrirg Saul tha downa fee 
A Man move in a higher Sphere than he. 

Happy that Man wha has thrawn up a Main, 
Which makes fome hundred houiands a his ain, 
And comes to anchor on fae firm a Rock, 
Britannia's Credit and the Soutfa-Sea Stock. 
Ilk blythfome Pleafure waits upon his Nod, 
And his Dependents eye him as a God. 
Clofs may he bend Champain frae E en to Morn, 
And look on Cells of Tippony with Scorn. 
Thrice lucky Pimps, or fmug fac’d wanton Fair, 
That can in a’his Wealth and Pleafures skair. 
Like jfoz/e he fits, like Jove high Heaven’s Goodman, 
While the inferior Gods about him Hand, 

Till 
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Till he permits, with condefcending Grace, 
That ilka ane in Order take their Place. 
Thus with attentive Look mensfu’ they fit. 
Till he fpake firft, and lhaw fome fhiuing Wit; 
Syne circling Wheels the flattering Gaffaw, 
As well they may ; he gars their Beards wag a’. 
Imperial Gowd, What is’t thou canna grant ? 
Poffefl of thee, What is't a Man needs want ? 
Commanding Coin, there’s nathing hard to thee, 
I canna guefs how rich Fowk come to die. 

Unhappy Wretch, link’d to the threed bare Nine, 
The dazling Equipage can ne’er be thine. 
Deftin’d to toil thro’ Labyrinths of Verfe, 
Dar’fl fpeak of great Stock-jobbing as a Farce: 
Poor thoughtlefs Mortal, vain of airy Dreams, 
Thy flying Horfe; and bright Apollo's Beams, 
And Helicon's werfh Well thou ca’s Divine, 
Are nathing like a Miflrefs, Coach and WiQe. 

Wad fome good Patron ("whafe fuperior Skill, 
Can make the Sluth-Sea ebb and flow at WilQ 
pat in a Stock for me, I own it fair. 
In Epick Strain I’d pay him to a Hair, 
Immortalize him, and whate’er he loves, 
In flowing Numbers I fhal! fing, approves; 
If not. Fox like. I’ll thraw my Gab and Gloom, 
And ca’ your hundred thoufand a four Plum. 

Edinb.Junt 1720, 
The 
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The PfoJpeB of Plenty : 

POEM. 

O N T H E 

NORTH SEA. 

Dedicated to the R 01C A L DU R RO WS oi' 
Scotland. Edinburgh, 18 Oft. 1720. 

- ——Bjuu 5a toiw p-iya KEplai 
Offhn. Alieutic. Lib. III. 

Vi A LI A anes again in blythfome Lays, 
 7^ In Lays immortal chant the NORTH 

1 9 T’ A’s Praife. 
1 S E A’s Praife. 

T ent hov the CALEDONIAN S larg 
fupine, 

B?gin, mair wife, to open baith their Een. ^ 
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And, as they ought, t’imploy that Store which Heav’n 
In fie Abundance to their Hands has given. 
Sae heedlefs Heir born to a Lairdfliip wide, 
That yields mair Plenty than he kens to guide ; 
Not well acquainted with his ain good Luck, 
Lets ilka fneaking Fellow take a Pluck ; 
Till at the Langrun, wi’ a Heart right fair. 
He fees the Bites grow bein, as he grows bare: 
Then wak'ning, looks about with glegger Glour, 
And learns to thrive, wha ne’er thought on’t before. 

Nae Nation in the Warld can parallel 
The plenteous Prodinft of this happy Hie : 
But Paft’ral Heights, and fweet prolifick Plains, 
That can at Will command the fafceft Strains. 
Stand yont ; for Amphitrite claims our Sang, 
Wha round fair Thule drives her finny Thrang, 
O’er Shaws of Corral, and the Pearly Sands, 
To SCOTlA’s fmootheft Lochs and Chriflal Strands. 
There keeps the Tyrant Pike his awfu’ Court, 
Here Trouts and Saltnond in clear Channels Sport. 
Wae to that Hand that dares by Day or Night 
Defile the Stream, where fporting Frys delight. 
But Herrings, lovely Fi(h, like bed to play 
In rowan Ocean or the open Bay : 
In Crouds amazing thro’ the Waves they Shine, 
Millions on Millionsform ilk equal Line: 

Nor 
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Nor dares the imperial Wha’e, onlefs by Stealth, 
Attack their firm united Common-wealth. 
Eut Artfu’ Nets, and Fifhers wylie Skill, 
Gan bring the fcaly Nations to their Will. 
When thefe retire to Caverns of the Deep, 
Or in their oozy Beds thro’ Winter fleep, 
Then (hall the tempting Bait, and ftented String, 
Beguile the Cod, the Sea Cat, Tusk and Ling. 
Thus may our FISHERY throu’ a’ the Year 
Be ftill imploy’d, t’ increafe the publick Gear. 

Delytfou’ Labour, where the mduflrious gains 
Profit furmounting ten Times a’ his Pains. 
Nae Pleafure like Succefs, then Lads Hand be. 
Ye’ll find it endlefs in the Northern Sea. 
O’er lang with empty Brag we have been vain 
Of toom Dominion on the plenteous Main, 
While others ran away with a’ the Gain, 
Thus proud Ileria vaunts of fov’reign Sway 
O’er Countries rich, frae rife to fet of Day : 
She grafps the Shadow, but the Subilance tines, 
While a’ the reft of Europe milk her Mines. 

But dawns the Day fets Britain on her Feet, 
Lang look’d for’s come at laft, and welcome be’t : 
For numerous Fleets fhall hem ALbudan Rocks, 
Commanding Seas, with Routh to raife our Stocks. 
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Nor can this be a toom Chimera found. 
The Fabrick's bigget on the fureft Ground. 
Sma is our need to toil on foreign Shores, 
When we have baith the India/* at our Doors. 
Yet for Diverfion laden Veffels may 
To far aff Nations cut the liquid Way, 
And fraught frae ilka Port what s nice or braw. 
While for their Trifles we maintain them a’. 
Gotbr, Vandalt, Gault, HeJ]>e’iant and the Moret, 
Shall a* be ^reared frae our happy Shores : 
Therantin Germans, RuJJiant, and the Poles, 
Shall feaft with Pleafure on our gufty Sholes : 

! For which deep in their Treafures we lhall dive ; 
Thus by fair Trading North Sea Stock fhall thrive. 

Sae far the bonny Profpe<3 gave Delight, 
The warm Ideas gart the MUSE take Flight: 

1 When ftraight a Grumbletonian appears, 
I Peghing fou fair beneath a Lade of Fears ; 

“ Wow that’s braw News, quoth he, to make Fools fain, 
“ But gin ye be nae Warlock, How d’ye ken ? 
“ Dis Tam Ihc&himer fpae oughtlins of this ? 
“ Or do ye prophecy jufl as ye wifh ? / 
“ Will Projects thrive in this abandon’d Place ? 
“ Unfonfy we had ne’er faemeikle Grace. 
“ I fear, I fear, your touring Aim fa’ fhort, 
“ Alake we wina o’er far frae King and Court! 

“ The 
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“ The Southrens will with Pith your Project bawk, 
“ They’ll never thole this great Defign to tak. 

Thus do the dubious ever countermine, 
With Party wrangle ilka fair Delign. 
How can a Saul that has the Ufe of Thought, 
Be to lie little creeping Fancies brought? 
Will Britain's King or Parliament gain (land 
The univerfal Profit of the Land ? 
Now when nae fep’rate Intereil eags to Strife, 
The antient Nation’s join’d like Man and Wife, 
Maun ftudy clofs for Peace and Thriving’s fake, 
Aff a’ the wiffenM Leaves of Spite to fhake : r 
Let’s weave and fifh to ane anither’s Hands, 
And never mind wba ferves or wha commands; 
Bntbaith alike confult the Common-weal, 
Happy that Moment Friendfhip makes us leal 
To Truth and Right  Then fprings a (Lining Day, 
Shall Clouds of fma Mifiakes drive fall away. 
Miflakes and private Int’rell hence be gane, T 
Mind what ye did on dire Pbarfalia's Plain, >■ 
Where doughty Romans were by Romans (lain. j 

A meaner Phantom nieft with meikle Dread, 
Attacks with fenfelefs Fears the weaker Head. 
“ The Dutch, fay they, will drive your Plot to (lap, 
“ They’ll toom their Banks before you reap their Crap , 

Lang 



“ Lang have they plyM that Trade like bify Bees* 
“ And fuck’t the Profit of the Portland Seas : 
“ Thence Riches fifh d mair by themfells confeft, 
“ Than e’er they made by India's Eaft and Weft, 

O mighty fine and greatly was it fpoke ! 
Maun bauld Britannia bear Batavia's Yoke ? 
May (he not open her ain Pantry-door, 
For Fear the paughty State (hou’d gi’e a Roar ? 
Dare (he nane of her Herrings fell or prive, 
Afore (he fay. Dear Holland, tv? ye'r leave ? 

j Curfe on the Wight wha tholes a Thought fae tame, 
He merits not the manly Britain s Name, 

t Grant they’rgood Allies, yet its hardly wife 
I To buy their Friendfhip at fae high a Price. 

But fraethat Airth we needna fear great Skaith, 
Thefe People, right auldfaran, will be laith 

■iTo thwart a Nation, wha with Eafe can draw 
Up ilka Slucethey have, and drown them a’. 

Ah (lothfu Pride ! a Kingdom’s greateft Curfe 
How dowf looks Gentry with an empty Purfe ? 
How worthlefs is a poor and haughty Drone, * 
Wha thowlefs (lands a lazy Looker on ? 
While active Sauls a ftagnant Life defpi'e, 

I Still ravifh’c with new Pleafures as they rife. 
y er lang in troth have we By-ftanders been, 
A nd loot Fowk lick the Whyte out of our Een : 

N 
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Nor can we wyt them, fmce they had our Vote, 
Eut now they’fe get the Wihle of their Groat. 

Here did the MUSE intend a while to reft. 
Till hame o’er fpitefou Din her Lugs oppreft ; 
Anither Sett of the envyfou kind 
(With narrow Notions horridly confin’d^ 
Wag their bofs Nodles ; fyn with filly Spite 
Land ilka worthy Projedi in a Bite. 
They force with aukward Giro their Ridicule, 
And ca ilk ane concerned a fimple Fool, 
Excepting fome, wha a’ the lave will nick, 
A nd gie them nought but bare Whop-fhafts to lick. 

Malicious Envy ! Root of a’ Debates, 
The Plague of Government and Bane of States; 
The Nurfe of pofitive deftrudtive Strife, 
Fair Friendfhip’s Fae, which fowrs the Sweets of Life - 
Promoter of Sedition and bafe Fead, 
Still overjoy’d to fee a Nation bleed. 
Stap, ftap my LASS, forgetna where ye’r gawn, 
If ye rin on, Heav’n kens where ye may land ; 

Turn to your Fijhers Sang, and let Fowk ken 
The NORTH SEA Skippers are leal hearted Men, 
Vers’d in the critick Seafons of the Year, 
When to ilk Bay the Fifhiog-bufih fhou’d fteer ; 
There to hawl up with Joy the plenteous Fry, 
Which on the Decks in fhining Heaps fhall ly, 

Till 
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Till carefou Hands, even while they've vital Heat, 
Shall be employ’d to fave their Juices fvveet: 
Strick Tent they’U tak to flow them wi’ ftrang Brine, 

: In Barrels tight, that {hall nae Liquor tine ; 
Then in the foreign Markets we (hall Hand 
With upright Front, and the firft Sale demand. 
This, this our faithfou TRUSTEES have in View, 
And honourably will the Task purfue ; 
Nor are they bigging Callles in a Cloud, 
Their Ships already into Action feud. 

Now dear ill-natur’d Billies fay nae mair, 
But leave the Matter to their prudent Care; 
They’r Men of Candor, and right well they wate 
That Truth and Honeily hads lang the Gate : 
Shouder to Shouder let’s Hand firm and flout. 
And there’s nae fear but we’ll foon make it out; 
We’ve Reafon, Law and Nature on our Side, 
And have nae Bars but Party, Slowth and Pride. 

When a s in Order, as it foon will be. 
And Fleets of Bufhes fill the NORTHREN SE A, 
What hopefou’Images with Joy arife, 
a Order rang’d before the Mufe’s Eyes; 

A Wood of Mails,— well man’d,—their jovial Din,— 
Like eydent Bees gawn out and coming in. 
dere haff a Nation, healthfou, wife and dark, 
Vith Spirits, Only tint for want of Wark, 

N 2 Shall 
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Shall now find Place iheir Genius to exert, 
While in the Common-good they acfl their Part. 
Thefe fic for Servitude fhaU bear a Hand, 
And thefe find Government form'd for Command. 
Befides, this as a Nurfery {hall breed 
Stout skill’d Marines, when Britain's Navies need. 
Pleas’d with their Labour, when their Task is done, 
They’ll leave green Thetis to imbrace the Sun : 
Then frefheft Fifh fhall on the Brander bleez, 
And lend the bify Browfler-Wife a Heez : 
While healthfou Hearts {hall own their honed Flame, 
With reaming Quaff, and whomelt to her Name ; 
Whafe atdive Motion to his Heart did reach, 
As fhe the Cods was turning on the Beech. 
Curs'd Poortith, 'Love and Hymen’s deadly Fae, 
(That gars young Fouk in Prime cry aft, Ob hey. 
And fingle live, till Age and Runktes fnaw 
Their canker’d Spirit s good for nought at a';) 
Now flit your Camp, far frae our Confines fcour, 
Our Lads and Lades foon (hall flight your Power ; 
For P>.ow<‘h (hall cherifh Love, and Love fhall bring 
Mae Men t’improve the Soil and ferve the King. 
Thus univerfal Plenty (hall produce 
Strength to the_State, and Arts for joy and life. 

The 

O PLENTY, thou Delyt of great and fma 
Thou nervous Sinnon of baith War and Law ; 
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The Statefman’s Drift, Spur to the Artifl’s Skill: 
Nor does the very 'Flamtns like the ill. 
The fhabby Poet hate thee! That’s a Lie, 
Or elfe they are na of a Mind wi’ me. 

PLENTY fhall cultivate ilk Scawp and Moor, 
Now Lee and fair, becaufe the Landlord’s poor. 
On fcroggy Braes fliall Aiks and Afhes grow. 
And bonny Gardens dead the Brecken How. 
Does others backward dam the raging Main, 
Raifing on barren Sands a flowry Plain! 
By us then fhou’d the Thought o't be endur’d, 
To let braid Tra&s of Land ly unmanur’d ? 
Uncultivate nae mair they fhall appear. 
But (hine with a’ the Beauties of the Year ; 
Which ftart with Eafe frae the obedient Soil, 
And ten Times o’er reward a little Toil. 

Alang wdd Shores, where tumbling Billows break, 
Plenifht with nought but Shells and Tangle Wreck, 

| Braw Towns fhall rife, with Steeples mony a ane, 
I And Houfes bigget a with EfUer Stane. 
Where Schools polite fhall lib’ral Arts difplay, 

J And make auld barb’rous Darknefs fly away. 

Now Serene riling frae his watery Bed, 
iThe pearly Draps hap down his lyart Head ; 
Wceanue with Pleafure hears him ling, 
\Tritont and Sereiiit form a jovial Ring ; 

N 3 And 
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And dancing on the Deep, Attention draw. 
While a’ the Winds in Love, but fighing, blavr. 
The Sea-born Prophet fang in fweeteft Strain, 
“ Britains be blytb, fair Queen of Ifles be fain ; 
“ A richer People never faw the Sun, 
e‘ Gang tightly throw what fairly you’ve begun ; 
“ Spread a’ your Sails and Streamers in the Wind, 
“ For ilka Power in Sea and Air’s your Friend ; 
“ Great Neptune's unexhauiled Bank has Store 
“ Of endlefs Wealth, will gar yours a’ run o’er. 
He fang fae loud, round Rocks the Ecchoes flew, 
’T/s true, he faid, they a’ return’d, “Tis true. 

* * * * * * * *- * * # * * * * * * ****** 

Spoken to Mrs. N. 

AP O EM wrote without a Thought, • 
By Notes may to a S O N G be brought, 

Tho’ Wit be fcarce, low the Deflgn, 
And Numbers lame in every Line ; 
But when fair C H IR S TT this fliallflng 
In Confort with the trembling String, 
O then the POE T’s often prais’d, 
For Charms fo fvveet a Voice hath rais'd. 

MART 
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MARY SCOT. 

I. 
HO W fweet’s the Love which meets Return, 

When in foft Flames Souls equal burn ; 
But Words are wanting to difcover 
The Torment of a hopelefs Lover. 

Ye Regiflers of Heav’n relate, 
If looking o'er the Rolls of Fate, 
Did you there fee me mark’d as Marrow 
To MART SCOT the Flower of Tarrow. 

II. 
Ah noher Form’s too heavenly fair, 

Her Love the Gods above muil {hare, 
While Mortals with Defpair explore her, 
And at a Diflance due adore her, 
O lovely Maid, my Doubts beguile 
Revive and blefs me with a Smile, 
A lace if not, you'll foon debar a 
Sighing Swain from the Banks of Tarrow. 

III. 
Be hufh ye Fears, I’ll not defpair, 

My MARTs tender as (he’s fair; 
Then I’ll go tell her all mine Anguifh, 
Sure’s fhe’s too good to let me languifh ; 

N 4 With 
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With Succefs crown'd I’d not envy 
The Folks who dwell above the Sky, 
When A1 ^4 R Of S G 0 T’s become my Marrow, 
Well make a Paradice on Yarrow. 

Wine and Mufick, an ODE. 

SYMON.]/*-^ COL ZN, how dull is’t to be 
y -/ when a Soul is finking wi’ Pain, 

To one who is pained like me. 
My Life’s groan a Load, 
And my Faculties nod, 

While I figh for cold J E A N IE in vain, 
I 'm flain. I’m flain, I m flain, 

The Wround it is mortal and deep, 
My Pulfes beat low in each Vein, 

And threaten eternal Sleep. 

COLIN ] Come here’s the bed Cure for thy W’ounds, 
A Cure for all thy Wounds, 
The Bovtl, the Bowl, th^ Bowl, 
O Boy, the Cordial Bowl ! 
With foft harmoni us Sounds, 

Wounds, Wounds, Wounds, Thefe can cure all Wounds, 
With foft harmonious Sounds, 

And pull off the Cordial Bowl: 
Tune, tune, tune, O SYMON tune thy Soul, Above 
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Above the Gods bienly bouze, 
When round they meet in a Ring, 
They cart away Care, and caroufe 
Their Neffary while they ling. 
Then drink, drink, drink and ling, 

Thefe make the Blood circle fine, 
Strike up the Muftcky 
The fafeft Phyfick, 

Compounded with fparkling Wine. 

CPer BOGIE. 

i. 
I Will awa' wi' my Lovey 

I will awa'wi‘ her, ... . . 
Tho a' my Kin had fworn and /aid 

I'll o'er Bogie wi' her. 
If I can get but her Confent, 

I dinna care a Strge, 
Tho ilka anebe difcontent, 

Awa’ wi’ her I’ll gae, 
/ will awa\ &c. 

n. 
For now fhe's Mifirefs of my Heart, 

And wordy of my Hand, 
And well I wat we fhanna’ part, 

For Siller or for Land. 
Let 
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Let Rakes delyie to fwear and drink, 
And Beaus admire fine Lace, 

But my chief Pleafure is to blink 
On B E TTT’s bonny Face. 

I will awa% Sec. 

III. 
There a’ the Beauties do combine 

Of Colour, Treats and Air, 
The Saul that fparkles in her Een 

Makes her a Jewel rare ; 
Her flowing Wit gives fliining Life 

To a* her other Charms, 
How bleft I’ll be when fhe’s my Wife, 

And loekt up in my Arm& 
I will awa\ Sec. 

IV. 
There blythly will I rant and fing. 

While o’er her Sweets I range. 
I’ll cry’ Your humble Servant King, 

Shamefa’ them that wa’d change 
A Kifs of B E TTTand a Smile, 

A beet ye wa’d lay down 
The Right ye ha’e to Britain's Ifle, 

And offer me ye’r Crown. 
I will awa\ Sec. 
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(Per the Moor to MAGGY. 

i- V . 
AN D I'll o’er the Moor to TulAGG Tt 

Her Wit and Sweetnefa call me. 
Then to my FAIR I’ll fhow my Mind, 

Whatever may befal me. 
If fhe love Mirth, I’ll learn to ling, 

Or likes the Nine to follow. 
I’ll lay my Lugs in Pindus Spring, 

Andinvocate APOLLO. 

II. 
If fhe admire a martial Mind, 

I'll (heath my Limbs in Armour; 
If to the fofter Dance inclio d, 

With gayeft Airs I’ll charm her j 
If fhe love Grandeur, Day and Night 

I’ll plot my Nation’s Glory, 
Find Favour in my Prince’s Sight, 

And fhine in future Story. 

III. 
Beauty can Wonders work with Eafe, 

Where Wit is correfponding. 
And braved Men know bed to pleafe. 

With Complaifance abounding. 
My 
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My bonny M A G G/E's Love can tarn 
Me to what Shape flie pleal'es. 

If in her Lreafi tha Flame fhall burn 
Which in my Sofom blazes. 

fll never leave Thee, 

y o N n r. 
H O’ for feyen Years and oiair Honour thou’d 

To Fields where Cannons rair, thou need na grieve thee. 
For deep in my Spirit thy Sweets are indented, 
.And Love fhali preferveay what Love has imprinted. 
Leave thee, leave thee. I’ll never leave thee. 
Gang the World as it will, Deareil believe me. 

O JO S N T IJm jealous, when e’er ye difcover 
My Sentiments yielding, ye’ll turn a lofe Rover ; 
And nought i’the Warld wa’d vex my Heart fairer, 
If you prove unconftant, and fancy ane fairer : 
Grieve me, grieve me. Oh it wa’d grieve me 1 
A’the lang Night and Day, if you deceive me. 

My N E L £ T let never he Fancies opprefs ye. 
For while my Blood’s warm 111 kindly carefs ye, 
Your blooming faft Beauties firft beeted Love’s Fire, 
Your Virtue and Wit make it ay flame the byer: 

reave me. 

N E L L T. 

y 0 N N T. 

Leave 
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Leave thee, leave thee, I’ll never leave thee. 
Gang the War Id as it will, deareft believe me. 

# N E L L r. 
Then JO N NT, I frankly this Minute allow ye 

To think me your Miftrefs, for Love gars me trew ye. 
And gin ye prove fa’fe, to ye’r fell be it faid then. 
Ye'll win but fma’ Honour to wrang a kind Maiden : 
Reave me, reave me, Heav’ns 1 it wa’d reave me. 
Of my Reft Night and Day, if ye deceive me. 

J O N N T. ■ 
Bid Iceihogles hammer red Gauds on the Study, 

And fair Simmer Mornings nae mair appear rudy ; 
Bid Britoni think ae Gate, and when they obey ye. 
But never till that Time, believe I’ll betray ye : 
Leave thee, leave thee, I’ll never leave thee; 
The Starns ihall gang witherfhins e er I deceive thee. 

Pol wart on the Green. 
i. 

aT Polwart on the Green 
£1 If you ll meet me the Mom, 
Where Loffes do conveen 
To dance about the Thorn , 
A kindly welcome you fhall meet 

Frae her wfta likes to view 
A Lover and a Lad complete. 

The Lad and Lover you. 
II. 
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II. 
Let dorty Dames fay Nz, 

As lang as e’er they pltafe, 
Seem caiilder than the Sna1; 
While inwardly they bleez; 
But I will frankly Uiaw my Mind, 

And yield my Heart to thee ; 
Be ever to the Captive kind. 

That langs na to be free. 

nr. 
At Polwart on the Green, 

Amang the new mawn Hay, 
With Sangs and dancing keen 
We’ll pals the heartfome Day, 
At Night if Beds le o'er thrang laid) 

And thou be twin'd of thine. 
Thou/halt be uhlcomc, my dear Lad, 

To take a Part of mine. 

  i-i 

John Hay’y bonny Laffie. 

i. 
BY fmooth winding Tay a Swain was reclining, 

A ft cry d he, Oh hey ! Maun I ftill live pining 
My fell thus away, and darna difeover 
To tny bonny HAT that I am her Lover, 

, II. 
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II. 
Nae mair it will hide, the Flame waxes flranger, 

If fhe’s not my Bride, my Days are nae langer ; 
Then TU take a Heart, and try at a Venture, 
May be e’er we part my Vows may content her. 

III. 
She’s frefh as the Spring, and fweet as Aurora, 

When Birds mount and ling bidding Day a Goodmorrow 
The Sward of the Mead, enamel’d with Dailies, 
Look wither'd and dead when twin’d of her Graces. 

IV. 
But if fhe appear where Verdures invite her, 

The Fountains run clear, and Flowers fmell the fweeter, 
>Tis Heav’n to be by, when her Wit is a flowing, 
Her Smiles and bright Eye fet my Spirits a glowing. 

V. 
The mair that I gaze, the deeper I’m wounded. 

Struck dumb with Amaze, my Mind is confounded; 
[ m all in a Fire dear Maid to carefs ye. 
For a* my Defire is H ^4 T's bonny Laflie. 

Genty Tibby? and fonfy Nelly. 

i. 
TIBET has a Store of Charms, 

Her genty Shape our Fancy warm1-. 
How flrangely can her fma’ white Arms 

Fetter the Lad wfia looks but at her; 
Fra 
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Frae Ancle to her flender Waffe, 
Thefe Sweets conceal’d invite to dawt her. 

Her rode Cheek and nfing Bread, 
Gar ane’s Mouth gu£h bowt fou’ o’ Water. 

II. 
N E X. L Y's gawfy faft and gay, 

Freth as the lucken Flowers in May, 
Ilk ane that fees her cries Ah hey J 

She’s bonny, O I wonder at her 
The dimples of her Chin and Cheek, 

And Limbs fae plump invite to dawt her. 
Her Lips fae tweet, and Skin fae fleek, 

Gar mony Mouths befide mine water. 

Ilf. 
Now firike my Finger in a Bore, 

My Wyfon with the Maiden there, 
Gin I can tell whilk I am for 

When thefe twa Stars appear thegither. 
O Love! Why doft thou gi’e thy Fires 

Sae large ? While we’re oblig’d to nither 
Our fpacious Sauls immenfe Defires, 

And ay be in a hankerin Swither. 

IV. 
TIB BY s Shape and Airs are fine, 

And N E l. L Y s Beauties are divine 
But fince they can na baith be mine, 

Ye Gods give Ear to my Petition- 
Provide 



Provide a good Lad for the tane. 
But let it be with this Provifions 

I get the other to my lane, 
In Profpeft piano and Fruition. 

j., . . r „ ef ■ .frrl IW - t;         ——    

Up in the Air. 

L 
NO W the Sun’s gane out o’ Sight, 

Beet the Ingle, and fnuff the Light: 
In Glens the Fairies skip and dance, 
And Witches wallop o'er to Trance, 

I Up in the Air 
On my bonny grey Mare, 

And I fee her yet, and I fee her yet, 
Up in, CTc. 

II. 
The Wind’s drifting Hail and Sna’ 

JO’er frozen Hags like a Foot Ba’, 
Nae Starns keek throw the Azure Slit, 
!JTis cauld and mirk as ony Pit, 

The Man i’the Moon 
Is Caroufing aboon, 

Tye fee, d’ye fee, d’ye fee him yet. 
The Man, Wc. 

III. 
Take your Glafs to clear your Een, 

Pis the Elixir hales the Spleen, 
O Baifh 
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Baith Wit and Mirth it wili infpire. 
And gently puff's the Lover’s Fire, 

Up in the Airy 
It drives away Care, 

Ha’e wi’ye, ha’e wi’ye, and ha’e wi ye Lads yet, 
Up in, <5*c. 

IV. 
Steek the Doors, keep out the Froft, 

Come WILLY gi’es about ye’r Toft, 
Til’t Lads and lilt it out, i v- 
And let us ha’e a blythfom Bowf, 

Up wikahere, there, 
Dinna cheat, but drink fair. 

Huzza, Huzza, and Huzza Lads yet, 
*Jp wi’f, tfc. 

.II 

baK f){u£-> iiil 

b sji J 

r; 
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The Rise and Fall of' 

STOCKS, 

172c. 

An Epistle to the Right Honourable 
my Lord R A M S AT. 

Tour Pettifoggers, damn their Souls ! 
To Share with Knaves in cheating Fools, 
And Merchants vent'ring on the hlain 
Slight Pirates, Rocles, and Horns for Gain. 

H U DI E R A S. 
To the Mind's Eye Things well appear 

At Dijlance, thro' an artful Glafs, 
Bring hut the fatt'ring Objett near. 

They're all a fenjlefs gloomy Mafs. 
PRIOR. 

My L O R D, 
Itlioutten PreFace or Preamble, 

My FanCy being on the Ramble ; 
Tranfported with an honed Paffion, 

Viewing onr poor bambouzl’d Nation, 
O 2 • , Biting 
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Biting her Nails, her Knuckles 'wringing. 
Her Cheek fae blae, her Lip fae hinging; 
Grief and Vexation’s like to kill her. 
For tyning baith her Tick and Siller. 

Allow me then to make a Comment 
On this Affair of greateft Moment 
Which has fa’n out, my Lord, fince ye 
Left Louthhn and the f Edge-well Tree : 
A nd, with your Leave, I needna ftickle 
To fay we’re in a forry Pickle, 
Since Poortith o’er ilk Head does hover 
Frae * John a Groat't Houfe, South to Dover. 
Sair have we pelted been with Stocks, 
Carting our Credit at the Cocks. 
Lang guilty of the higheft Treafon 
Againrt the Government of Reafon ; 
W e madly, at our ain Expences, 
Stock-job’d away our Cafh and Senfes. 

As little Bairns frae Vinnocks hy 
Drap down Saip Bells to waiting Fry, 

■f* An Oik Tret which grows on the fide of a fine Spring* 
nigh the C, a file of Dalhoufie, very much obferved by thei 
Country People, who give out. That before any of the Fa- 
mily died, a Branch fell from the Edge-Well Tree. Thi\ 
old Tree fame few Tears ago fell altogether, but another p 
fprung from the fame Root, which ii now tall and flou- 
rfhing, and lang be’t fae. 

* The Northmofi Houfe in Scotland. 
Vha 
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Wha run and wredle for the Prize, 
With Face ered and watchfou* Eyes; 
The Lad wha gleggeft waits upon it. 
Receives the Bubble on his Bonnet, 
Views with Delight the (hining Beau-thing, 
Which in a Twinkling burfts to Nothing. 
Sae Britain brought on a’ her Troubles 
By running daftly after Bubbles. 

Impos’d on by langnebit Juglers, 
' Stock-Jobbers, Brokers, cheating Smuglers, 
IWha fet their Gowden Girns fae wylie, 
ilTho ne’er fae cautions they’d beguile ye, 

he covetous Infatuation 
as fmittle out o’er a’ the Nation, 
lergy, and Lawyers, and Phyficians, 
echanicks, Merchants, and Muficians ; 
aith Sexes of a’ Sorts and Sizes 

iDrap’d ilk Defign and job’d for Prizes : 
j 'rac Noblemen to Livery Varlets, 

rae topping Toads to Hackney Harlot?, 
’oetick Dealers were but fcarce, 

fs browden dill on Cafh than Verfe; 
nly ae * Bard to Coach did mount, 
y finging Praife to Sir John Blount; 

Vide Dick Franklin’/ EpiJUe. 
O 3 But 



[ 214 ] 

Blit fince his mighty Patron fell, 
He looks juft like 4 yack Blunt himfel. 

Some Lords and Lairds fell’d Riggs and Caftks, 
And play’d them aff with tricky Rafcals, 
Wha now with Routh of ^Riches vapour. 
While their late Honours live on Paper : 
But ah ! the Difference 'twixt good Land, 
And a poor Bankrupt Bubble’s Band. 

Thus Europeans Indians rifle, 
And give them for their Gowd fome Trifle, 
As Deugs of Velvet, Chips of Chriftal, 
A Facon’s Bell, or Baubie Whiftle. 

Merchants and Bankers Heads gade wrang, 
They thought to Millions they might fpang ; 
Defpis’d the virtuous Road to Gain, 
And look’d on little Bills with Pain : 
The well won Thoufands of fome Years, 
In ae big Bargain difappears. 
’Tis fair to bide, but wha can help it, 
Inftead of Coach, on Foot they skelp it. 

The Ten per Cents wha durftna venture, 
But lent great Sums upon Indetv tire, 

f 'T:s commonly pid of a Perfon who is out of Countenance 
at a Drfappomtment. 

To 
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To Billies wha as frankly war’d it. 
As they out of their Guts had fpar’d it. 
When craving Money they have lent. 
They’re anfwer’d. Item, A' is fpent. 
The Mifer hears him with a Gloom, 
Girns like a Brock and bites his Thumb, 
Syne fhores to grip him by the Wyfon, 
And keep him a’ his Days in Prifon. 
Sae may ye do, replies the Debter, 
But that can never mend the Matter; 
As foon can I mount Charle-xmin, 
As pay ye back your Gear again. 

I Poor Mouldy rins quite by himfell, 
And bans like ane broke loofe frae Hell. 

. ' ‘ ‘i i; 
It lulls a wee my Mullygrubs, 
To think upon thefe bitten Scrubs, 
When naething faves their vital Low, 
But the Expences of a Tow. 

Thus Children oft with carefou Hands, 
In Summer dam up little Strands, 
Collect the Drizel to a Pool, 
In which their glowing Limbs they cool; 
Till by comes feme ill-deedy Gift, 
Wha in the Bulwark makes a Rift, 
And with ae Strake in Ruins lays, 
The Work of Ufe, Art, Care and Days. 

O 4 

dwRiVri ID 
•' r li: . 
■*o fl ’ ” ; ! t 

Even 
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Even Handy-crafis-men too turn’d fancy, 
And maun be Coaching’t thro’ the Caufy ; 
Syne flroot fou paughty in the Alley, 
Transferring Thoufands.with fome Valley. 
Grow rich in Fancy treat their Whore, 
Nor mind they were or fhall be poor. 
Like little ^oves they treat the Fair, 
With Gowd frae Banks built in the Ajr, 
For which their -f Dancies lift the Lap, 
And compliment them with a Clap, 
Which by aft jobbing grows a Pox, 
Till Brigs of Nofes fa’ with Stocks. 

Here Coachmen, Grooms, or Pafment Trotter, 
Glitter’d a while, then turn’d to Snoter : 
Like a fhot Starn, that thro5 the Air 
Skyts Eaft or Weft with unko Glare, 
But found neift Day on Hillock Side, 
Nae better feems nor Paddock Ride. 

Some Reverend Brethren left their Flocks, 
And fank their Stipends in the Stocks ; 
But lining baith, like /¥fop’s Colly, 
O’er late they now lament their Folly. 

j* Danae the Daughter of Acrifius King 0/ Argos, to whom 
Jupiter defcended in a Shower of Gold. 

For 



C 217 ] 

For three warm Months, May, June, and July, 
There was odd fcrambling for the Spulzy; 
And mony a ane, till he grew tyr’d, 
Gather’d what Gear his Heart defir d. 
We thought that Dealer’s Stock an ill ane. 
That was not wordy haf a Million. 

I O had this Golden Age but laded. 
And no fae foon been broke and blafied; 
There is a Perfon well I ken 

1 Might wi’ the bed gane right far ben; 
! His Project better had fucceeded, 
I And far lefs Labour had he needed : 

But ’tis a Daffin to debate, 
And aurgle-bargain with our Fate. 
Well, had this Gowden Age but laded, 

I j And not fo foon been broke and bladed, 
j O wow, my Lord, thefe had been Days 
i Which might have claim’d your Poet’s Lays; 
i! But foon alake 1 the mighty Dagon 

|l Was feen to fa’ without a Rag on. 
In Harved was a dreadfou’ Thunder, 
Which gart a? Britain glowr and wonder ; 
The fizzing Bowt came with a Blatter, 
And dry’d our great Sea to a Gutter. 

If® 
But monyFowk with Wonder fpeir, 

What can become of a1 the Gear ? 

For 
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For a’ the Country is repining, 
And ilka ane complains of dnicg. 
Plain A nfwer I had befl let be, 
A nd tell ye juft a Similie. 

' 
Like Belzic when he nicks a Witch, 

Wha fells her Saul the may be rich , 
He finding this the Bait to damn her, 
Cafts o’er her Een his cheating Glamour; 
She figns and feals, and he affords 
Her Heaps of vifionary Hoords. 
But when fhe comes to count the Cunzie, 
*Tis a* Sklate-ftanes inftead of Money. 

Thus we’ve been trick’d with braw Projectors, 
And faithfou managing Directors, 
Wha for our Cafh, the Saul of Trade, 
Bonny Propines of Paper made. 
On footing clean, drawn unco’ fair. 
Had they not vanifht into Air. 

When South-Sea Tyde was at a Hight, 
*{• My Fancy took a daring Flight, 
TH A JLI A, lovely Mufe, infpired 
My Breaft, and me with Forefight fired ; 
Rapt into future Months, I fa' 
The rich Aerial Bald fa’. 

i* Wealth or the Woody, wrote in the Month of June /«/?• 
’Ifond 
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’Yond Seas I faw the Upftarts drifting, 
Leaving their Coaches for the lif ing. 
Thefe Houfes fit for Wights gane mad, 
1 faw cramm’d fou as they coud had; 
While little Sauls, funk with Defpair, 
Implor'd cauld Death to end their Care. 
But now a fweeter Scene I view. 
Time has, and Time fhall prove I’m true, 
For fair A S TR E A moves frae Heav’n, 
And fhortly (hall make a’ Odds Ev’n. 
The honed Man fhatl be regarded, 
And Villains as they ought rewarded: 
The fetting Moon and rofie Dawn 
Befpeak a fhining Day at Hand, 
A glorious Sun fhall foon arife. 
To brighten up Britannia's Skies. 
Our King and Senate Iball engage 
To drive the Vultures off the Stage : 
Trade then fhall flourifh, and ilk Art, 
A lively Vigour (hall impart 
To Credit languifhicg and famifht. 
And Lomhard-Jlreet fhall be replemfht. 
Got fafe afhore after this blaft, 
Britons fhall fmile at Follies pad. 

IG 0 D grant your Lordfhip Joy and Health, 
Lang Days, and Rowth of real Wealth ; 
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Safe to the Land of Cakes Heav’n fend ye. 
And frae crofs Accidents defend ye. 

Edinb. March 25. 
1721. 

THE 

S A T Y R’s 

Comick Project 

For recovering 

A young bankrupt Stock-jobber ; 

SON G> 
To the Tone of, Jf the Kirk wad let me be, 

I. V 
ON the Shore of a low ebbing Sea, 

A fighing young Jobber was feen 
Staring withfuUy at an old Tree 

Which grew on the Neighbouring Green ; 
There’s a Tree that can finifh the Strife 

And Diforder that wars in my Bread, 
What need one be pain’d with his Life, 

When a Halter can purchafe him red ’ 
Some- 
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II. 
Sometimes he would flamp and look Wild, 

Then roar out a terrible Curfe 
On Bubbles that had him beguil’d. 

And left ne’er a Doit in his Purfe. 
A Satyr that wander’d along. 

With a Laugh to his Raving reply’d; 
The Savage malicioufly lung. 

And jok d while the Stock-jobber cry’d, 

III. 
To Mountains and Rocks he complain’d, 

His Cravat was bath’d with his Tears; 
The Satyr drew near like a Friend, 

And bid him abandon his Fears. 
Said he, “ Have ye been at the Sea, 

“ And met with a contrary Wind, 
*t That you rail at fair Fortune fo free, 

“ Don’t blame the poor Goddefs, fhe’s blind, 

IV. 
“ Come hold up thy Head foolifh Wight, 

“ I’ll teach thee the Lofs to retrieve ; 
“ Obferve me this Projed aright, 

“ And think not of hanging, but live. 
HecatiJJa, conceited and old, 

“ Mefls in her Airs to feem young, 
i‘ Her Joynture yields Plenty of Gold, 

“ And plenty of Npafenfe her Tongue. 
V. 
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V. 
I{ Lay Siege to her for a fhort Space, 

“ Ne’er mind that {he's wrinkled or grey ; 
« Extol her for Beauty and Grace, 

“ And doubt not of gaining the Day. 
“ In Wedlock ye fairly may join, 

“ And when of her Wealth ye are fure, 
« Make free with the old Woman’s Coin, 

“ And purchafe afprightly young W— -i 

yuk onD of, 
O R, 

Jn EL EG T on P a t I E B i r n I E, 
The Famout Fidler of King horn ; 
Who gart the Lieges gawff and girn ay. 
Aft till the Cock proclaim'd the Morn. 
Tho baith his Weeds and Mirth were pir/iy. 
Be roos'd thefe Things were langefl worn : 
The Brown Ale Barrel was his Kirn ay, 
Arid faithfully he loom'd his Horn. 

And then befides bis valiant A61s, 
At Bridals he wan many Placks. 

HAB SIMPSON.] 

IN Sonnet flee the Man I ling, 
His rare Engine in Rhyme (hall ring'; 

Wha flaid the Stick out o’er the String 
With lie an Art; 

Wha fang fae fweetly to the Spring, 
And rais’d the Heart. 

King- ’ 
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Kinghorn may rue the ruefou Day 
That lighted Patie to his Glay, 
Wha gart the hearty Billies llay 

And fpend their Cafh, 
To fee his Snowt, to hear him play, 

And gab fae gafh. 

When Strangers landed, wow fae thrang 
Puffing and peghing he wa'd gang. 
And crave their Pardon that fee laing 

He’d been a coming ; 
Syne his Bread-winner out he’d bang,' 

And fa’ to bumming, 

■ jb'aiiifiiq sd fiiA well 
Your Honour’s Father dead and gane, 

For him he firft wa’d make his Maa? 
But foon his Face cou’d make ye fain 

When he did fough, 
0 wiltu, Vi 'dtu do‘t again .* 

And gran’d and leugh. 
fH-.i Jsdfig-L Icfi sriwl 9£c 

This Sang he made fjae his ain Head, 
And eke, The. auld Matft Marc Jbt*t dead, 
Tbo Peeti and Turet and as to had ; 

Ofy upon her 1 
A bonny auld Thing this indeed, 

An’t like ye’r Honour. 
• , r After 



C 224 ] 

After ilk Tune he took a Sowp, 
And bann’d wi* Birr the corky Cowp, 
That to the Papi/tt Country fcowp 

To lear Ha has, 
Frae Chielj that ting, hap, flap and lowp, 

Wantin the B— s. 

That beardlets Capons are na Men, 
We by their fozie Springs might ken ; 
But our’s, he faid, cou’d Vigour len 

To Men o’ Weir, j 
And gar them flout to Battle ften* 

Withoutten Fear. 

How firfl he practis’d, ye thaU hear. 
The Harn-pan of an umquhile Mare, 
He flrung, and flrak Sounds faft and clear 

Out o’ the Pow, 
Which fir’d his Saul, and gart his Ear 

With Gladnefs glow. 

Sae fome auld-gabet Poets tell, 
Jove's nimble Son and Lacky fnell. 
Made the firfl Fiddle of a * Shell ; 

On which Apollo 
With meikle Pleafure play’d himfell 

Baith Jig and Solo. 

* Tuque Tejludo, refomre feptem 
Callida nervit. HOR. 

O 
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O yonny Stocks! What comes of thee? 
I'm fare thou’lt break thy Heart and die ; 
Thy Birnie gane, thou’lt never be, 

Nor blyth, nor able 
To fhake thy Ihort Houghs merrily 

Upon a Table. 

How pleafant was’t to fee thee diddle, 
And dance fae finely to his Fiddle, 
With Nofe forgainft a Lafs’s Middle ; 

And briskly brag, 
With cutty Steps to ding their Striddle, 

And gar them fag. 

He catch’d a crifhy Webfier Lown 
At runkling o* his Deary’s Gown, 
And wi’ a Rung came o’er his Grown, 

For being there ; 
But Barker Thrums got Path down, 

And knooft him fair, 

WTae worth the Dog, he maift had fell’d him ; 
Revengfu’ Pate aft green’d to geld him, 
He aw’d a Mends, and that he telfd him, 

And bann’d to do’t: 
He took the Tid, and fairly fell’d him 

For a Recruit. 

pate P 
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Pate was a Carle of candy Senfe, 
And wanted ne’er a right bein Spence, 
And laid up Dollars in Defence, 

'Gainft Eild and Gout; 
Well judging Gear in future Tenfe 

Cou'd Hand for Wit. 

Yet prudent Fowk may take the Pet; 
Anes thrawart Porter wad na let 
Him in, while Latter-meat was het; 

He gaw’d fou fair, 
Flang in his Fiddle o’er the Yate, 

Whilk ne’er did main 

But Profit may arife frae Lofs, 
Sae Pate gat Comfort by his Crofs: 
Soon as he wan within the Clofs, 

He doufly drew in 
Mare Gear frae ilka gentle Gofs 

Than bought a new ane. 

When lying Bedfaft lick and fair, 
To Parifih Prieli he promis'd fair. 
He ne>er wad drink fou ony mair : 

But hale and tight. 
He prov’d the auld Man to a Hair, 

Strute ilka Night, 
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The hally Dad with Care effays 
To wile him frae his wanton Ways, 
And tell’d him of his Promife twice: 

Pale anfwer’d diver, 
“ Wha tents what People raving fays, 

“ When in a Fever. 

At BothxoelhBrig he gade to fight, 
But being wife as he was wight, 

IHe thought it (haw'd a Saul but flight, 
Daufdy to fland, 

And let Gun-powder wrang his Sight, 
Or Fiddle-Hand. 

Right pawkily he left the Plain, 
Nor o’er his Shoulder look’d again, 
:But fcour’d o’er Mofs and Moor amain, 

To RicTty flraight, 
And tald how mony Whigs were flain 

Before they faught. 

Sac I’ve lamented Patic's End; 
But left your Grief o’er far extend, 
Come dight ye’r Cheeks, ye’r Brows unbend, 

And lift ye’r Head, 
For to a’ Britain be it kend 

He is not dead. 
January 25, 

1721. 
PRO- 
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PROLOGUE. 

Spoke by one of the young Gentlemen, wboj 
for their Improvement and Diverfion, 
ailed Ctje €)£pt)a?r, and COzats oj 
i3>capttt, the laft Night of the Tear 1719. 

BR A W Lady, and bonny La(Tes4 welcome here, ——1 
But wha’s to entertain ye, never fpeer, 

Qnietnels is bed, ■ Tho we be leal and true. 
Good Senfe and Wit’s mair than we dare avow. —— 
Some Body fays to fome Fowk, We’re to blame, 
That 'tis a Scandal and black-burning Shame 
To thole young Gallants thus to grow fae fnack, 
And lear O mighty Crimes ! to fpeak and add, 
Stage-FJays, quoth Dunce, are unco’Things indeed i 
He faid,—he gloom'd,— and (hock his thick bofs Head, • .. • 
They’re Papery, Papery ! cry’d his Nibour neift. 
Contriv’d at Rome by fome malignant Pried, 
To witch away Fowk’s Minds frae doing well, 
As faith Rah Ker, NP'Millan and McNeil. 

But let them tank. In Spite of ilk Cadaver, 
We’d cherifh Wit, and fcorn their Fead or Favour ; 

I 
We’ll 
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A'e'll flrive to bring in a&ive Eloquence, 
> |Tho for a -while upon our Fame’s Expence. —— 

m wrang. —Our Fame will mount with mettled Carles, 
nd for the reft we’ll be aboon their Snarls. 

Knock down the Fools, wha dare with empty Rage 
pit in the Face of Virtue and the Stage. 
Caufe Hereticks in Pulpits thump and rair, 

uft naithing orthodox b’ expeified there ? 
aufe a Rump cut off a Royal Head, 

Ifduft not anither Parli’ment fucceed ? 
Thus tho the Drama's aft debauch’d and rude, 
Muft we, for fome are bad, refufe the good ; 
^nfwer me that, If there be ony Log, 
IFhat’s come to keek upon us here incog, 
4nes, — Twice, Thrice.— But now I think otTt, ftay, 
've fome:hing elfe to do, and muft away. 
Phis Prologue was defign’d for Ufe and Sport, 
The Chiel that made it, let him anfwer for’t. 

jti. 

To Mr. William Aikman. 

I S granted. Sir, Pains may befpar’d 
JL Your Merit to fet forth, 

When there’s fae few wha claim Regard, 
That difna ken your W’orth. 

P 3 • Yet 
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Yet Poets give immortal Fame 
To Mortals that excell, 

Which if neglected they’re to blame ; 
But you’ve done that your fell. 

While frae Originals of yours 
Fair Copies fhall betane, 

And fix’d on Brafs to busk our Bow'rs, * 
Your Mem ry fhall remain. 

To your ain Deeds the maill deny’d, 
Or of a Tafte o’er fine, 

Maybe ye’re but o’er rightafraid 
To fink in Verfe like mine. 

The la ft can ne’er the Reafon prove, 
Elfe wherefore with good Will 

Do ye my nat’ral Lays approve. 
And help me up the Hill ? 

By your Aftiftance unconflrain’d 
To Courts I can repair, 

And by your Art my Way I’ve gain d 
To Clofets of the Fair. 

Had I a Mufe like lofty Pope, 
For tow’ring Numbers fit, 

Then I th’ ingenious Mind might hope 
In trueft Light to hit. 

But 

i 
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But comick Tale and Sonnet flee 
Are cooflen for my Share, 

And if in thefe l bear the Gree, 
I’ll think it very fair. 

Cupid thrown into the South-Sea. 
MYR Til*!. A, as like Venus' fell 

As e’er an Egg was like anither, 
Anes Cupid met upon the Mall, 
And took her for his bonny Mither. 

He wing'd his Way up to her Bread ; 
She darted, hecry’d, Mam 'Lis me ; 
The Beauty, in o’er raflh a Jed, 
Flang the Arch Gytling in South-Sea. 

Frae thence he raife wi’ guilded Wings, 
His Bow and Shafts to Gowd were chang’d 
Deels i’ the Sea, quoth he, it dings ; 
Syne back to Mall and Park he rang’d. 

Breathing Mifchief, the God look’d gurly. 
With Transfers a’ his Darts were feather'd ; 
He made a horrid hurly burly, 
Where Beaus and Bette/ were thicked gather'd. 

He tentily NLyrtilta fought, 
And in thethrang Change-Aliey got her ; 
He drew his Bow, and quick as Thought 
With a braw new Subfcription fhot her. 

P 4 T# 



To the MUSICK CLUB. 

E>E R on old Shinar's Plain <he IjOfUefs rofe, 
Rear’d by thofe Giants who durft Heav'n oppofe 

An univerfal Language Mankind" tis'd. 
’ v ' ' ■ ’Till dar;ng Crimes brought Accents moire confus’d; 

Diford and Jar for Punifhment we’re’hurrd 
On Hearts and Tongues of the rebellious World. 

•1 i 
The primar Speech with Notes harmonious clear, 

Tranfpofi ig Thought, gave Pleafure tp the Ear ; 
Then Mufick in its full PcrfeGion fhin'd. 
When Man to IMan melodious, fpoke his Mind. 

As when a richly fratighted Fleet fsloll 
In rolling DeepS, far from the ebbing Coafl. 
Down many Fathoms of the liquid Mafs, 
The Artifl dives in Ark of Oak, or Brats, 
Snarches fame Ingots of Peruvian Ore, 
And with his Prize rejoicing makes the Shore. 
Oft this Attempt is made, and much they find ; 
They fwell in Wealth, tho much is left behind. 

Amphion's Sons with Minds elate and bright! 
Thus plunge th’ unbounded Ocean of Delight. 
And daily gain new Stores of plea fin g Sounds 
To g’ad the Earth, fixing to Spleen Ls Bounds; 

While 
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While vocal Tubes and Confort Strings engage 
To fpeak the Dialed of the Golden Age. 
Then you whofe Symphony of Souls proclaim 
Your Kin to Heaven, add to your Country’s Fame, 
And fhew that Mufick may have as good Fate 
In Albion's Glens, as Umbria's green Retreat: 
A nd with Correlli's foft Italian Song 
Mix Cowdon Knows, and Winter Nights are long. 
Nor fhould the Martial Vibrough be defpis'd. 
Own’d and refin’d by you, thefe fball the more be priz’d. 

Each ravifht Ear extolls your Heavenly Art, 
Which fooths our Care, and elevates the Heart, 
W'hilft hoarfer Sounds the Martial Ardors move. 
And liquid Notes invite to Shades and Love. 

Hail fafe Reflorer of diftemper’d Minds, 
That with Delight the raging Paffion binds : 
Extatick £oncord, only banifht Hell, 
Moil perfedt where the perfedt Eeings dwell. 
Long may our Youth attend thy charming Rites, 
Long may th£y relifh thy tranfporting Sweets. 

On FRIENDSHIP. 

TH E Earth-born Clod who hugs his Idol, Pelf, 
His only Friends are Mammon and himfelf: 

The drunken Sots, who want the Art to think. 
Still ceafe from Friendlhip when they ceafe from Drink. 

The 
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The empty Fop, who fcarce for Man will pafs. 
Ne’er fees a Friend hut when he views his Glafs, 

Friendfhip firfts fprings from Sympathy of Mind, 
Which to complete the Virtues all combine. 
And only found ’mongft Men who can efpy 
The Merits of his Friend without Envy. 
Thus all pretending Friendfhip’s but a Dream, 
Whofe Bafe is not reciprocal Efleem. 

To the Whin-Bujh CLUE, 

THE 

B I L I. 

O F 

Allan Ramsay. 

OF Crawfurd-Moor, born in ’Lcadbill, 
Where Min’ral Springs Glengoner fill, 

Which joins fweet flowing Clyde, 
Between auld Crawfurd-'Lindfjy's Towers, 
.And where Deneetne rapid pours 

His Stream thro’ Giotto's Tide : 
Native 
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Native of Clydfdah's upper Ward, 
Bred Fifteen Summers there, 

Tho, to my Lofs, I’m no a Laird 
By Birth, my Title’s fair 

To bend wi' ye, and fpend wi’ ye 
An Evening, and gafifaw ; 
If Merit and Spirit 
Be found without a Flaw. 

Since doufly ye do nought at Random, 
Then take my Bill to Avifandum ; 

And if there’s nae Objedion, 
I’ll deem’t my Honour, and be glad 
To come beneath your Whin-Bujh Shade, 

And claim to its Proteflion : 
If frae the Caverns of a Head 

That’s bofs, a Storm flhould blaw, 
Ettling wi’ Spite to rive my Reed, 

And give my Mufe a Fa’; 
When poring and foaring 
O’er Heliconian Heights, 
She traces thefe Places 
Where Cynthius delights. 

On 
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On the Great (Scitpf£ of the SUN, the 
22d April, n/ne a Clock of the Morning 5 
TProte a Month before it happened, 17 ^ 

; P”--rr : ^ ' 
O W I do prefs among the learned Throng, 
To tell a great Eclipfe in little Song. 

At me nor Scheme, nor Demonfiration ask, 
That is our Gregory’s, or fam’d Halley's Task: 
'Tis they who are converfant with each Star, 
Who know how Planets Planets Rays debar. 
This to pretend my Mufe is not fo bold, 
She only ecchoes what fhe has been told. 

Our rolling Globe will fcarce hare made the Sun 
Seem half-way up Olymfui to have run. 
When Night’s pale Queen in her oft changed Way, 
Will intercept in direct Line his War, 
And make black Night ufurp the Throne of Day. 
The Carious will attend that Hour with Care, 
And with no Clouds may hover in the Air, 
To dark the Medium, and obflrutfl from Sight 
The gradual Motion and Decay of Light : 
Whilft thoughdefs Fools will view the Water Pad, 
To fee which of the Planets wid prevail ; 
For then they think the Sun and Moon make War : 
Thus Nurfes Tales oft times the Judghreht mar. 

When 
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When this ftrange Datfcoefs overfhadei the Plains, 

| ’Twill give an odd Surprife t’ unwarned Swains: 
Plain honeft Hinds, who do not know the Caufe, 

INor know of Orbs their Motions or their Laws, 
Will from the half plough’d Furrows homeward bend, 
In dire Confufion, judging that the End 
Of Time approacheth.  Thus poffeft with Fear, 
They'll think the general Conflagration near. 
The Traveller benighted on the Road 
Will turn devout, and fupplicate his God. 
Cocks with their careful Mates and younger Fry, 

i As if t were Evening, to their Roofls will fly. 
The horned Cattle will forget to feed, 

1 And come home lowing from the graflie Mead. 
Each Bird of Day will to his Nefl repair. 
And leave to Bats and Owls the dusky Air. 
The Lark and little Robin’s fofter Lay 

j Will not be heard till the Return of Day. 
Now this will be great Part of Europe's Cafe, 
While Phozbcs as Mask on Phoebus’ Face. 
The unlearn’d Clowns, who don t our /?B.ra knew, 
From this dark Friday will their Ages fhow; 
As I have often heard old Country Men 

ij Talk of dark Munday, and their Ages then. 

Not long fhall lafl this ftrange uncommon Gloom, 
'H When Light difpdls the Ploughman’s Fear of Doom; 

With 
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With merry Heart he’ll lift his ravifli’d Sight 
Up to the Heavens, and welcome back the Light. 
How juft’s the Motion of thefe whirling Spheres! 
Which ne’er can err while Time is mete by If ears. 
How vaft is little Man’s capacious Soul 1 
That knows how Orbs throw Wilds of Mther roll. 
How great's the Power of that Omnifick Hand 1 *1 
Who gave them Motion by his wife Command, 
That they fhould not, while Time had Being, Hand, j 

The GENTLEMAK’s Q.u alifica ti* 
O N S, as debated by feme of the Fellows of the 
Eafy Club, April 171 y. 

FRom different Ways of thinking comes Debate, T 
This we defpife, and that we over-rate, V 

Juft as the Fancy takes, we love or hate. j 
Hence Whig and Tory live in endlefs Jar, 
And moil of Families in civil War. 
Hence ’mongft the eafieft Men beneath the Skies, 
Even in their eafy Dome Debates arife : 
As late they did with Strength of Judgment fcan 
Thefe Qualities that form a Gentleman. 
Firft Tippcrmalloch pled with Spanljh Grace 
That Gentry only fprung from antient Race, 
Whofe Names in old Records of Time were fix’d, 
In whofe rich Veins feme Royal Blood was mix:. 
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I being a Poet fprnng from a 'Douglas's Loin, 
! In thi* proud Thought did with the Dodlor join ; 
! With this Addition, if they could fpeak Senfe, 
, Ambitious I, ah i had no more Pretence. 
, Buchanan with ftiff A rgument and bold, 
I Pled Gentry took its Birth from powerful Gold. 
lj Him Hefior Boece join’d, they argued ftrong. 

Said they, to Wealth that Title muft belong, 
I If Men are rich, they’re gentle; and if not, 
i You’ll own their Birth and Senfe are foon forgot: 

Pray fay, faid they, how much refpedlful Grace 
Demands an old red Coat and mangled Face, 
Or one if he could like an Angel preach, 

Ilf he to no rich Benefice can reach. 
Even Progeny of Dukes are at a Hand 
How to make out bare Gentry without Land. 
But ftill the Do&or would not quit the Field, 
But that rich Upftarts fhould to Birth-right yield. 
He grew more fiiff, nor would the Plea let go, 

I Said he was right, and fwore it Chould be fo. 

But happy we who have fuch wholefome Laws, 
Which without pleading can decide a Caufe, 
To this good Law Recourfe we had atlaft. 
That throws off Wrath, and makes our Friendfhip fall ; 
In which the Legifiators laid the Plot, 
To end all Controverfy by a Vote. 

Yet 



[ 240 ] 
Yet that we more good Humour might difpla/j 

We frankly turn’d the Vote another Way, 
As in each Thing we common Topicks fhun. 
So th- great Prize, nor Birth nor Riches won. 
The Vote was carried thus, That eafy he 
Who fhould three Years a focial Fellow be. 
And to our Eofy Clair give no Offence, 
After 'Triennial Tryal, fhould commence 
A Gentleman, which gives as juft a Claim 
To tha great Tit'e, as the BJaft of Fame 
Can give to them who trade in humane Gore, 
Or thofe who heap up Hoords of coined Ore ; 
Since in our focial Friendfhip nought’s de/ign’d 
Eut what may raife and brighten up the Mind ; 
We aiming clofs to walk by Virtue’s Rules, 
To find true Honour’s felf, and leave her Shade to Fools. 

Jnfcr 'iptiGn on the Gold Tea pot, gain d by Sir 
James Cuningham of [Viilncraig, Bar. 

\ Fter the gaining Edinburgh's Prize 
B The Day before with running thrice, 
Ale Milncraig't Rod moft fairly won. 
When thrice again the Courfe he run. 
Now for Diverfion ’tis my Share 
To run three Keats, and pleafe the Fair. 



Infcription engraven on the Fiece of Flate, 
which ivof a Funcb-bowl and. Ladle, given by 
the Captains of the Train’d Bands of Edin- 
burgh, and gain'd by Captain Charles Crockat’s 
Swallow. 

CHarge me with Hants and limpid Spring, 
Let fowr and fweet be mixt. 

Bend round a Health fyne to the King, 
To Edinburgh's Captains next, 

Wha form’d me in fae blyth a Shape, 
And gave me lafting Honour?, 

Take up my Ladle, fill and lape, 
And fay, Fairfa’ the Donors; 

Spoken to two young Ladies who asked if I could 
fay any thini on them : One cxceh’d in a beau- 
tijul Compleftion, the other in fne Eyes. 

To the firjl. 
■ i Pon your Cheek fits blooming Youth. 

To the other. - 
Heaven fparkies in your Eye. 

To loth. 
here’s fomething fweet about each Mouth, 
Dear Ladies let me try. 

a 
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To the Ph— An ODE. 

Vidcty ut alti Jiet nlvc. candidum 
Sorafte. H O R. 

LOOK np to Pentlands towring Taps, 
Buried beneath great Wreaths of Snaw, 

O’er ilka Cleugh, ilk Scar and Slap, 
As high as ony Roman Wa\ 

Driving their Baws frae Whins or Tee, 
There's no ae Gowffer to be feen, 
Nor doufier Fowk vryfing a-Jee 
The Byafs Bowls on Tamfons Green. 

Then fling on Coals, and ripe the Ribs, 
And beek the Houfe baith Butt and Ben, 
That Mutchken Stoup it hads but Dribs, 
Then let's get in the tappit Hen. 

Good Claret beft keeps out the Cauld, 
And drives away the Winter foon, 
It makes a Man baith galh and bauld, 
And heaves his Saul beyond the Moon. 

Leave to the Gods your ilka Care, 
If that they think us worth their While, 
They can a Rowth of Ble/Iings fpare, 
Which will our Fafhious Fears beguile. 

For 
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For what they have a Mind to do, 
That will they do, IhoulJ we gang wood ; 

If they command the Storms to blaw, 
Then upo' Sight the Hailftanes thud. 

But foon as e’er they cry, Bequiet, 
The blatt’ring Winds dare nae mair move, 
Bnt cour into their Caves, and wait 
The high Command of fnpreme JOVE, 

Let neift Day come as it thinks fit, 
The prefent Minute’s only ours. 
On Pleafure let’s imploy our Wit, 
A nd laugh at Fortune’s fecklefs Power, 

Be fure ye dinna quat the Grip 
Of ilka Joy when ye are young, 
Before auld Age your Vitals nip, 
And lay ye twafald o'er a Rung. 

Sweet Youth's a blyth and heartfome Time, 
Then Lads and Laffes while ’tis May, 

I Gae pa’ the Gowan in its Prime, 
j Before it wither and decay. 

Watch the faft Minutes of Delyte, 
IWhen Jenny fpeaks beneath her Breath, 
lAnd kiffes, laying a’the Wyte 
lOn you, if fhe kepp ony Skaith. 

0.2 Hath 
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Hath ye’re ill bred, fhe’Il fmiling fay, 

Ye’lJ worry me, ye greedy Rook; 
Syne frae your Arms fhe’ll rin away, 

3' 

And hide her fell in fome dark Nook : 

Her Laugh will lead you to the Place 
Where lies the Happinefs ye want. 
And plainly tells you to your Face, 
Nineteen Nay-fays are haff a Grant, 

Now to her heaving Bofom cling, 
And fweetly toolie for a Kifs, 
Frae her fair Finger whop a Ring, 
As Taiken of a future Bhfs. 

Thefe Bennifons, I’m very fure. 
Are of the Gods indulgent Grant;' 
Then, furly Carles, whifht, forbear 
To plague us with your whining Cant. 

Patie and Pegie: A S A JST G. 

BY the delicious Warmnefs of thy Mouth, 
And rowing Eye, which fmiling tells the Truth, 

I guefs, my Laihe, that, as well as I, 
You’re made for Love, and why flhould ye deny. 

nj;f 

PATIE. 

P E. 
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P E G I E. 

But ken ye, Lad, gin we confefs o’er foon, 
Ye think us cheap, and fyne the Wooing’s done : 
The Maiden that o’er quickly tines her Pow’r, 
Like unripe Fruit, will tall but hard and fowr, 

p A t r e. 
But when they hing o’er lang upon the Tree, 

Their Sweetnefs they may tine, and fae may ye : 
Red cheeked you completely ripe appear. 
And I have thol’d, and woo’d a lang ha£F Year. 

P E G I E. 
Then dinna pu’ me ; gently thus I fa’ 

Into my P A TI E's A rms for good and a’: 
But Hint your Wilhes to this frank Embrace, , 
And mint na farrer till we’ve got the Grace. 

P A T I E. 
O charming Armfou Hence ye Cares away, 

I’ll kifs my Treafure a’ the live lang Day ; 
A’ Night I’ll dream my Kifles o’er again, 
Till that Day come that ye’ll be a’ my ain. 

Chorus. 
Sun gallop down the Wejllin Shyer, 
Gang foon to Bed, and quickly rife ; 
0 lafh ye'r Steeds, pofi Time away. 
And hafle about our Bridel Day ; 
And if ye'r weary'd, honefl Eight, 
Sleep gin ye like a Week that Night. 

0.3 rhi 
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The Mill, Mill,—0. A S O N G. 
* A' ' ' . * f| 

BEneath a green Shade I fand a fair Maid 
Was fleeping found and —’O, 

A Iowan wi’ Love, my Fancy did rove, 
Around her with good Will—O ; 

Her Bofom I prefs’d, but funk in her Reft, 
She ftir’dna my Joy to fpill—O : 

While kindly fhe flept, clofs to her I crept. 
And kifs'd, and kifs'd her my fill—O. 

Oblig’d by Command in Flanders to land, 
T’ employ my Courage and Skill—O; 

Frae ’er quietly I flaw, hoift Sails and awa’, 
For Wind blew fair on the Bill—O. 

Twa Years brought me hame, where loud fraifing Fgmt 
Tald me with a Voice right flbill—O, 

My Lafs like a Fool had mounted the Stool, 
Nor kend wha’d done ’er the 111—O. 

Mair fond of her Charms, with my Son in her Arms, 
I ferlying fpeer’d how fhe fell—O ,• 

Wi’ the Tear in her Eye, quoth fhe, Let me die, 
Sweet Sir, gin I can tell—O. 

I-ove ga e the Command, I took her by the Hand, 
And bade her a’ Fears expell—O, 

And nae mair look wan, for I was the Man 
Wha had done her the Deed my fell—O. 

My 
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My bonny fweet Lafs on the gowany Grafs, 
Beneath the Shilling-hill—O : 

If I did Offence I’fe make ye Amends, 
Before I leave Peggy's-Mil l—O, 

O the Mil], Mill,—O, and the Kill, Kill,—O, 
And the Cogging of the Wheel—O; 

The Sack and the Sieve, a’ thae ye maun leave, 
And round with a Sodger reel—O. 

Colin and Grify parting. 

j A Song to the Tune of Woes my Heart that zee 
Jloou’d funder. 

t T 7Tth broken Words and down-caft Eyes, 
| V V Poor COLIN fpoke his Paflion tender ; 
! And parting with his G RIS Y, cries, 
cljAh 1 woes my Heart that we fhould funder, 

I* To others I am cold as Snow, 
j But kindle with thine Eyes like Tinder ; 
i From thee with Pain I’m forc’d to go, 
if it breaks my Heart that we fhould funder. 

Chain’d to thy Charms I cannot rang?, 
'To Beauty new my Love (hall hinder, 
'Tor Time nor Place (hall ever change 
>ly Vows, tho’ we’re oblig’d to funder. 

0.4 The 
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The Image of thy graceful Air, 
And Beauties, which invite our Wonder ; 
Thy lively Wit and Prudence rare 
Shall hill be prefent, tho we funder. 

Dear Nymph, believe thy Swain in this, 
You’d ne’er engage a Heart that’s kinder ; 
Then feal a Promife with a Kifs, 
Always to love me tho we funder. 

Ye Gods take Care of my dear Lais, 
That as I leave her I may find her : 
When that bled Time fhall come to pafs 
We'll meet again and never funder. 

K E I T H A : 

PASTOR A L lamenting the Death of the Right, 
Honourable Mary Countefs of VVigton. 

R I N G A N. 
O’Er ilka Thing a gen’ral Sadnefs kings! 

The Burds wi’ Melancholy droop their Wings • 
My Sheep and Kye negledt to moup their Food, 
And feem to think as in a dumpifh Mood. 
Hark how the Winds fouch mournfu’ throu1 the Broom, j 
The very Lift puts on a heavy Gloom ; 

My 
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My Neibour Colin too, he bears a Part, 
His Face fpeaks out the Sairnefs of his Heart; 

| Tel], tell me Colin., for my bodding Thought, 
i A Bang of Fears into my Breaft has brought. 

COLIN. 
Where haft thou been thou Simpleton, wha fpeers 

The Caufe of a’ our Sorrow and our Tears ? 
| Wha unconcern’d can hear the common Skaith 

The Warld receives by lovely Kelt ha's Death i 
| The bonnieft Sample of what’s good and kind, 
I Fair was her Make, and heav’nly was her Mind. 
| But now this fweeteft Flower of a’ our Plain 
I Leaves us to figh, tho a* our Sighs are vain ; 

I For never mair (Tie’ll grace the heartfome Green, 
I Ay heartfome when fhe deign'd there to be feen. 

Speak Flowry Meadows where fhe us’d to wauk. 
Speak Flocks and Burds wha’ve heard her ling or tauk ; 
Did ever you fae meikle Beauty bear ? 

I)! Or ye fae mony heav'nly Accents hear ? 
I Ye painted Hauglis, ye Minftrels of the Air 
I1 Lament, for lovely Keitha is nae mair. 

R I N G A N. 
Ye wefliin Winds that gently us’d to play 

I On her white Breaft, and fteal fome Sweets away, 
Whilft her delicious Breath perfum’d your Breeze, 
Which gratefu' Flora took to feed her Bees. 
Bear on your Wings, round Earth, her fpotqlefs Fame, 
Worthy that noble Race from whence fhe came : 

Refounding 
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Refounding Braes where e’er fhe us’d to lean, 
And view the Cryfal Burn glide o’er the Green, 
Return your Echoes to our mournfu’ Sang, 
And let the Streams in Murmores bear’t alang. 
Ye unken’d Powers, win Water haunt or Air, 
Lament, for lovely Keitht is nae mair. 

COLIN. 
Ah l wha cou’d tell the Beauties of her Face, 

Her Mouth that never op’d but wi’ a Grace; 
Her Een which did with heav’nly Sparkles low, 
Her model! Cheek fluCh’d with a rofie Glow, 
Her fair brent Brow, fmooth as the unrunkled Deep, 
When a’ the Winds are in their Caves afleep ; 
Her Prefence like a Simmer’s Morning Ray, 
Lighten’d our Hearts, and gart ilk Place look gay. 
Now twin’d of Life, thefe Charms look cauld and blae, 
And what before gave Joy, now makes us wae. 
Her GoodneE fliin’d in ilka pious Deed,  
A Subjeift, Ringan, for a lofty Reed 
A Shepherd’s Sang maun lie high Thoughts decline, 
Left ruftick Notes (hould darken what’s divine. 
Youth, Beauty, Graces, a’that’s good and fair 
Lament, for lovely Keitha is nae mair. 

R I N G A N. 
How tenderly Ihe fmooth’d our Mailer’s Mind, 

When round his manly Waift her Arms fhe twin’d. 
And 
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And look'd a thoufand laft Things to his Heart, 
While native Sweetnefs fought nae Help frae Art. 
To him her Merit ft 11 appear’d tnair bright, 
As yielding (he own’d his fuperior Right. 
Baith fafc and found he flept within her Arms, 
Gay were his Dreams, the Influence of her Charms. 
Soon as the Morning dawn’d he’d draw the Screen, 
And watch the op’ning of her fairer Een ; 
Whence fweeteft Rays gufht out in lie a Thrang, 
Beyond Expreflion in my rural Sang. 

O Clementina ! fprouting fair Remains 
Of her, wha was the Glory of our Plains : 
Dear Innocence with Infant Darknefs bleft. 
Which hides the Happinefs that thou haft mill. 
May a’ thy Mither’s Sweets thy Portion be. 
And a’ thy Mither’s Graces fhine in thee. 

She loot us ne’er gae hungry to the Hill, 
And a' fhe gae, fhe geed it wi’ good Will; 
Fow mony, mony a ane will mind that Day 
On which frae us fhe's tane fae foon away, 

I Baith Hynds and Herds, wha’s Cheeks befpake nae Scant, 
And throu’ the Howms could whittle, flng and rant, 
Will mifs her fair, till happily they find 
Anither in her Place fae good and kind. 

COLIN. 

R I N G A N. 

The 
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The LalTes wha did at her Graces mint 
Ha'e by her Death their bonnieft Pattern tint, 
0 ilka ane wha did Ler Bounty skair. 
Lament, for gen’rou> Keitha is nae mair. 

COLIN. 
O Ringan, Ringan i Things gang fae uneven, 

1 canna well take up the Will of Heav’n : 
Our Croffes teughly lart us mony a Year, 
But unco foon our Bleflicgs difappear. 

RINGAN. 
I’ll tell thee, Colin, my laft Sunday’s Note, 

I tented well Mefs Thamat ilka Jot; 
The Powers aboon are cautious as they’re juft, 
And dinna like to gi’e o’er meikle Truft 
To this unconftant Earth with what’s divine. 
Left in laigh Damps they fhould their Luftre tine. 
Sae let’s leave aff our Murmuring and Tears, 
And never value Life by Length of Years : 
But as we can in Goodnefs it employ. 
Syne wha dies firft, firft gains eternal Joy. 
Come, Colin, dight your Cheeks, and banifh Care, 
Our Lady’s happy, tho’ with us nae mair. 
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The beautiful Roje Tree enclofed. 

With Aw and Pleafure we behold thy Sweets, 
Thy lovely Rofes have their pointed Guards ; 

i Yet tho the Gath’rer Oppofition meets, 
I The fragrant Purchafe all his Pain rewards. 

But hedg'd about and watch’d with warry Eyes, 
I O Plant fuperior, beautiful and fair, 
iWe view thee like yon Stars which gem the Skies, 
ijBut equally to gain we muft defpair. 

Ah ! were thou growing on fome fecret Plain, 
iiAnd found by me, how ravilht would I meet 
AU thy tranfporting Charms to eafe my Pain, 
And feaft my raptut’d Soul on all that’s fweet. 

Thus fung, poor Symon : Symon was in Love, 
His too afpiring Paffion made him fmart; 
The Rofe Tree was a Miflrefs far above 
The Shepherd’s Hope, which broke his tender Heart. 

Spoken to three young Ladies, who would have me 
to determine which of them veas the bonniefl. 

ME anes three Beauties did furround, 
And ilka Beauty gave a Wound, 

Whilft 
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Whilft they with Cniling Eye, 
Said, Allan, which think ye maiil fair ? 
Gi’e Judgment frankly, never fpare. 

Hard is the Task faid I: 
But added, feeing them fae free. 
Ladies ye maun fay ir^rr (o me, 

And my Demand right fair is; 
Firft, like the gay Geleflial Three, 
Shaw a’ your Charms, and then ha’e wi’ ye. 

Faith I (hall be your Park. 

A N 

E P I S T L 

T 0 

James Arbuckle A 

Edinburgh, Jan. 1719. 

AS Errant Knight with Sword and Piflol, 
. Beilrides his Steed with mighty Fiftle; 

Then Hands feme Time in jumbled Swither 
To ride in this Road or that ither ; 
At laft fpurs on, and difna care for 
A how, a wha£ Way, or a wherefore. 
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Or like extemporary Quaker, 
Wafting his Lungs t’ enlighten weaker 
Lanthorns of Clay, where Light is wanting, 
With formlefs Phrafe, and formal Canting ; 
While Jacob Behmcris Salt does feafon. 
And faves his Thought frae corrupt Reafon, 
Cowling aloud with Motions queereft, 
Yerking thefe Words out which ly near eft. 

7- 
Thus I (no longer.to illuftrafe 

With Similies, left I fhould fruftrate 
1 Defign 'Laconick of a Letter, 

With Heap of Language and no Matter,) 
Bang’d up my blyth auld-fafliiond Whiftle, 
To fowf ye o’er a fhort Epifile, 
Without Rule, Compaffes or Charcoal, 

i Or ferious Study in a dark Hole. 
Three Times I ga’e the Mufe a Rug, 
Then bate my Nails and claw’d my Lug; 

! Still heavy, at the laft my Nofe 
I prim d with an infpiring Dofe, 
Then did Ideas dance, ("dear fafe us!) 
As they’d been daft. Here ends the Preface. 

Good Mr. James Arbuckie, Sir, 
(That's Merchant’s Stile as clean as Fir) 
Ye’re welcome back to Caledonie^ 
Lang Life and Thriving light upon ye, 

r>. o T 

Harveft, 



Harveft, Winter, Spring and Snmmer, 
And ay keep up your heartfome Humour, 
That ye may thro’ your lucky Task go, 
Of bruihing up our Sifter Glafgow 
Where Lads are dextrous at improving^ 
And docile Laftes fair and loving : 
But never tent thefe Fellows Girning, 
Wha wear their Faces ay in Mourning, 
And frae pure Dulnefs are malicious. 
Terming ilk Turn that’s witty, vicious. 

Now, Jamicy in neift Place, Secutide, 
To give you what’s your Due in mundo; 
That is to fay in hame-o’er Phrafes, 
To tell ye. Men of Mettle praifes 
Ilk Verfeof yours when they can light on’t, 
And trouth I think they’re in the right on’t; 
For there’s ay fomething fae auldfarran, 
Sae Aid, fae unconftrain’d and darrin. 
In ilka Sample we have feen yet, 
That little better e’er has been yet. 
Sae much for that. - My Friend Ariurfdty 
I ne’er afore roos’d ane fae muckle. 
Faufe Flat’ry nane but Fools will tickle, 
That gars me hate it like auld Nice/ : 
But when ane’s of his Merit confcions, 
He’s in the wrang, when prais’d, that glunfhes. 
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Thirdly, Not tether’d to Connexion, 
Eiit rattling by infpir’d Direction, 
When ever Fame, with Voice like Thunder, 
Sets up a Chield a Warld’s Wonder, 
Either for {lathing Fowk to dead. 
Or having Wind-mills in his Head, 
Or Poet, or an airy Beau, 
Or ony twa Leg’d Rary-thow, 
They wha have never feen’t are biff/ 
To fpeer what like a Garlic is he. 

Impnmit then, for Tallnefsl 
I Am five Foot and four Inches high : 

A Elack-a-vic’d fnod dapper Fallow, 
Nor lean, nor overlaid wi’ Tallow ; 
With Phiz of a Moroco Cut, 
Refembling a late Man of Wit, 
Auld-gabbet Spec, wha was fae cunning 
To be a Dummie ten Years running. 

Then for the Fabrick of my Mind, 
] ’Tis mair to Mirth than Grief inclin’d. 
! I rather choofe to laugh at Folly, 

Than fhow Diflike by Melancholy : 
Well judging a fowr heavy Face 
Is not the trueft Mark of Grace. 

I hate a Drunkard or a Glutton, 
Yet am nae Fae to Wine and Mutton. 

R. Great 
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Great Tables ne’er engag’d my Wiflies, 
When crowded with o’er mony Ditties ,• 
A healthfu’ Stomach fliarply fet 
Prefers a Back-fey piping het. 

I never cou’d imagin't vicious 
Of a fair Fame to be ambitious: 
Proud to be thought a comick Poet, 
And let a Judge of Numbers know it; 
I court Occafion thus to fhow it. 

Second of thirdly, — pray take heed, 
Ye’s get a fhort Swatch of my Creed. 
To follow Method negatively 
Ye ken takes Place of pofitively. 
Well then, I’m nowther Whig nor Tory, 
Nor Credit give to Purgatory, 
Tranfub, Loretta-houfe, and mae Tricks, 
As Prayers to Saints, Kattiet and Patricii; 
Nor AJgilite, nor Befs Clarhfonian, 
Nor M-ountaineer, nor 'NLughtonian ; 
Nor can believe, an’tis nae great Ferly 
In Qotmoor Fowk, and Andreiv Harley. 

Neill, Anti-Toland, Blunt and Wh   
Know pofitively I’m a Chriftian, 
Believing Truths and thinking free, 
Wirtiing thrawn Parties wad agree. 
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Say, wad ye ken my Gate of Fending, 
My Income, Management and Spending ? 
Born to nae Lairdfhip, maiVs the Pity I 
Yet Denifon of this fair City. 
I make what honed Shift I can. 
And in my ain Houfe am Good man, 
Which flands on Edinburgh's Street the Sun-Iidc, 
Where I theek th’out, and line the Infide 
Of mony a doufe and witty Pafh, 
And baith Ways gather in the Cafh 
Thus heartily I graze and beau it. 
And keep a Wife ay great wi’ Poet. 
Contented I have fie a Skair, 
As does my Bufinefs to a Hair ; 
And fain wa’d prove to ilka Scot 
That Poortith’s no the Poet’s Lot. 

Fourthly and laftly baith together. 
Pray let us ken when ye come hither ; 
There’s mony a canty Carle and me 
Wa’d be much comforted to fee ye : 
But if your outward be refradlory. 
Send us your inward Manufactory ; 
That when we’re kedgy o’er our Claret, 
We correfpond may with your Spirit. 

Accept of my kind Wifhes, with 
The fame to Dons Buttler and Smith ; 

R 2 Health, 
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Health, Wit and Joy, Sauls large and free 
Be a’ your Fates/ fae GOD be wi’ ye. 

On WIT. 

MY eafy Friends, fince ye think fit 
This Night to lucubrate on Wit ; 

And fince ye judge that I compofe 
My Thoughts in Rhyme better than Profe, 
I’ll give my Judgment in a Sang, 
And here it comes be’t right or wrang. 
But firft of a’ I’ll tell a Tale 
That with my Cafe runs parallel. 

There was a manting Lad in Fife, 
Wha cou'd na for his very Life 
Speak without Hammering very lang, 
Yet never manted when he fang. 
His Father’s Kiln he anes faw burning, 
Which gart the Lad run breathlefs mourning ; 
Hatneward with diver Strides he lap. 
To tell his Daddy his Mifhap. ✓ 
At Diflance e’er he reach’d the Door, 
He Hood and rais’d a hideous Roar. 
His Father when he heard his Voice, 
Stept out and faid, Why a’ this Noife ? 
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The Gallant gap’d andglowr’d about. 
But no ae Word could he lug out. 
His Dad cry’d, kenning his Defedt, 
Sing, ling, or I lhall break your Neck. 
Then foon he gratify’d his Sire, 
And fang aloud. Tour Kiln's a Fire. 

Now ye’ll allow there’s Wit in that, 
To tell a Tale fo very pat. 
Bright Wit appears in mony a Shape, 
Which fome invent and others ape. 
Some £haw their Wit in wairing Claiths, 
And fome in coining of new Aiths 
There’s Crambo Wit in making Rhime, 
And dancing Wit in beating Time : 
There’s mettl’d Wit in Story-telling, 
In writing Grammar, and right Spelling. 
Wit fhines in Knowledge of Politicks, 
And wow what Wit s amang the Criticks. 

So far, my Mates, excufe me while I play 
In Strains Ironick with that heavenly Ray, 
Rays which the humane Intelleds refine. 
And make the Man with brillant Lufire fhine. 
Marking him fprung from Origine divine. 
Yet may a well rig’d Ship be full of Flaws, 
So may loofe Wits regard no facred Laws : 
That Ship the Waves will foon to Pieces (hake, 
So ’midft his Vices finks the witty Rake. 

R 3 



[ 262 ] 

But when on Firft-rate-virtues Wit attends, 
It both itfelf and Virtue recommends, 
And challenges Refpedd where e’er its Blaze extends. 

' ' V 

To the Right Honourable, 

The Town Council of Edinburgh, 

the 

ADDRESS 

O F 

Allan Ramsay. 

Y Our Poet humbly means and fiiaws. 
That contrair to juft Rights and Laws 

I’ve fuffer’d muckle Wrang, 
By Lucky Reid and Ballad Singers, 
Wha thum'd with their coarfe dirty Fingers 

Sweet Edic's Funeral Sang. 
They fpoil’d my Senfe, and ftaw my Cafh, 

My Mufes Pride margully’d, 
And printing it like their vile Trahh, 

The honeft Lieges whilly’d. 
Thus 
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Thus undone to TLondon 
It gade to my Difgrace, 
Sae pimpin and limpin 
In Rags wi’ bluther'd Face. 

Yet gleg-ey’d Friends throw the Difguife 
ReceivM it as a dainty Prize 

For a’ it was fae hav’ren, 
Gart T-,intot take it to his Prefs, 
And dead it in a braw new Drefs, 

Syne took it to the Tavern. 
But tho it was made clean and braw, 

Sae fair it had been knoited. 
It blather’d Buff before them a’. 

And aftentimes turn’d doited. 
It griev’d me, and reav’d me 
Of kindly Sleep and Reft, 
By Carlings and Codings 
To be fae fair oppreft. 

Wherefore to you, ne’er kend to guide ill. 
But wifely hadd the good Town s Bridle, 

My Cafe I plainly tell, 
And, as your ain, plead I may have 
Your word of Weight, when now 1 crave 

To guide my Gear my fell. 

R'4* Then 
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Then clean and fair the Type (hall be, 

The Paper like the Snaw, 
Nor fhall our Town think fhame wi'me, 

When we gang far awa. 
What’s wanted, if granted 
Beneath your honour’d Wing, 
Baith hantily and cantily 
Your Supplicant fhall fmg. 

To fame young Ladies who bad been difpleas’d 
at a Gentleman s too imprudently ajferring. 
That to be condemn’d to perpetual Virginity 
was the greatelt Punifhment could be irjfli&ed 
on any ot thpir Sex. 

WHether condemn’d t’ a Virgin State 
By the fuperior Powers, 

Would to your Sex prove cruel Fate, 
I m fure it would to ours. 

From you the numerous Nations fpring. 
Your Breads our Beings fave, 

STour Beauties make the youthful ling, 
And footh the old and grave. 

Alas l 
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Alas J how foon would every Wight 
Defpife both Wit and Arms ? 

To primitive old Chaos Night 
We'd fink without your Charms. 

No more our Breath would be our Care, 
Were Love from us exil’d, 

Sent back to Heaven with all the Fair, 
This World would turn a Wild. 

Regardlefs of thefe facred Ties, 
Wife, Husband, Father, Son, 

All Government we would defpife. 
And like wild Tygers run. 

Then, Ladies, pardon the Miftake, 
And with th' accus'd agree, 

I beg it for each Lover’s fake, 
Low bended on my Knee. 

And frankly wifh what has been faid 
By the audacious Youth, 

Might be your Thought, but I’m afraid 
It will not proven Truth. 

For often, ah ! you make us groan 
By your too cold Difdain, 

Then quarrel with us when we moan 
And rave amidil our Fain. 
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To the Right Honourable 

WILLIAM 

Earl 0/ Dalhousie. 

Maccnas atavit edite Re?i£us. 
HOR. 

DAlhoafie of an auld Defcent, 
My Chief, my Stoup and Ornament, 

For Entertainment a wee while, 
Accept this Sonnet with a Smile ; 
Setting great Horace in my View, 
He to Mecenas, E to you : 
Eut that my Mufe may Eng with Eafe, 
.Til keep or drap him as I pleafe. 

How differently are Fowk inclin'd ? 
There’s hardly twa of the fame Mind ! 
Some like to fludy, fome to play. 
Some on the Links to win the Day, And 

✓ 
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.And gar the Courfer tin like wood, 
A’ drapin down with Sweat and Blood; 
The Winner fyne affumes a Look 

ight gain a Monarch or a Duke. 
Ndft, view the Man with pauky Face 

as mounted to a fafhous Place, 
i Inclin’d by an o’er-ruling Fate, 

He’s pleas'd with his uneafy State: 
Glowr’d at a while, he gangs fou br3W, 
Till frae his kittle Poll he fa*. 

The Lothian Farmer he likes bell 
To be of good faugh Riggs poffeft. 
And fen upon a frugal Stock, 
Where his Forbears had us’d the Yoke : 
Nor is he fond to leave his W’ark, 
And venture in a rotten Bark, 
Syne unto far aff Countries fleer 
On tumbling Waves to gather Gear. 

The Merchant wreck’d upon the Main 
Swears he'll ne’er venture on’t again ; 

That he had rather live on Cakes, 
And fhyrefl Swats, with Landart Maiks, 
As rin the Risk by Storms to have. 
When he is dead, a living Grave. 
But Seas turn fmooth, and he grows fain, 
And fairly takes his Word again ; 

Tho 
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Tho he /TiotTd to the Bottom fink, 
Of Poverty he downa think. •- a. 

Some like to laugh their Time away, 
To dance while Pipes or Fiddles play. 
And have nae Senfe of ony Want 
As lang as they can drink and rant. 

The rat’ling Drum and Trumpet's Tout, 
Delight young Swankies that are flout: 
What his kind frighted Mother ugs. 
Is Mufick to the Soger’s Lugs. 

The Hunter with his Hounds and Hawks 
Bangs up afore his Wife awakes ; 
Nor fpeers gin fhe has ought to fay. 
But fcowrs o’er Highs and Hows a’ Day, 
Throw Mofs and Moor ; nor does he care 
Whether the Day be foul or fair. 
If he his trufty Hounds can cheer 
To hunt the Tod, or drive the Deer. 

May l be happy in my Lays, 
And win a lafting Wreath of Bays, , 
Is a’ my Wifh.  Well pleas’d to fing 
Beneath a Tree, or by a Spring ; 
While Lads and Lafles on the Mead 
Attend my Caledonian Reed, 
And with the fweetefl Notes rehearfe 
My Thoughts, and roofe me for my Yerfe* If 
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If you, my Lord, clafs me amang 
Thofe who have fung baith fafc and ftrang, 
Of Imiling Love or doughty Deed, 
To Starns fublime I'll lift my Head. 

PRINCE. 

WHat chearful Sounds from ev’ry Side I hear, 
How beauteous on their Banks my Nymphs appear ; 

Got throw thefe maffy Mountains at my Source, 
O’er Rocks flupendous of my upper Courfe, 
To thefe fair Plains where I more fmoothly move, 
Throw verdant Vales to meet Evana's Love. 
Yonder (lie comes beneath Dodona's Shade, 
How blyth fhe looks i How fweet and gaylie clade 
Her dowry Bounds bears all the Pride of May, 
While round her foft Meanders Shepherds play. 
Hail lovely Naid, to my Bofom large, 
Amidft my Stores commit thy chrydal Charge, 
And fpeak thefe Joys all thy Deportment fhews. 
That to old Ocean I may have good News. 

With 
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With folemn Voice thus fpoke majeflick Clyde^ 
In fofcer Notes lov’d Evan thus reply’d. 

Great Glotta, long have I had Caufe to mourn, 
While my forfaken Stream gufht from my Urn : 
Since my late LORD, his Nation’s juft Delight, 
Greatly lamented, funk in endlefs Night: 
His hopelefs STEM, our chief Defire and Boaft, 
Expos’d to Danger on fome foreign Coaft; 
Lonely for Years, I’ve murmur’d on my Way, 
When dark I wept, and figh’d in fhining Day. 

The Sire return’d, Juft Reafons for thy Pains, 
So long to wind through folitary Plains : 
Thy Lofs was mine, I fympathiz d with thee, 
Since one our Griefs, then Chare thy Joys with me. 

< 
Then hear me, liquid Chifcain of the Dale, 

Hufh all your Cat’radls, till I tell my Tale, 
Then rife and rore, and kifs your bord’ring Flowers, 
And found our Joys around yon lordly Towers; 
Yon lordly Towers, which happy now contain 
Our brave and youthful PRINCE return’d again. 

Welcome, in loudeft Raptures, cry’d the Flood, 
His Welcome epho’d from each Hill and Wood. I 
Enough Evana, long may they contain 
The noble Youth fafely return’d again. 
From the green Mountain where I lift my Head, 
With my twin Brothers Annan and the Tweed, 
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To thofe high Arches where, as Culdets ling, 
The pious Mungo fifh'd the Trout and Ring, 

I My faired Nymphs fhaU on my Margin play. 
And make ev’n all the Year one holy Day: 
The Sylvan Powers, and Watches of each Right, 
Where Fleecy Flocks and climbing Goats delight. 
Shall from their Groves and rocky Mountains roam, 
To join with us, and fing his Welcome home. 
With lofty Notes we’ll found his high Defcent, 
His dawning Merits and heroick Bent; 
Thefe early Rays which dedfaftly lhall Ihine, 

;h And add new Glories to his ancient Line; 
| A Line ay loyal, fir’d with generous Zeal, 

! The braved Patrons of the Common-weal. 
From him who plung’d his Sword (To Mufes fingj) 

11 Deep in his Bread who durd defame our King ; 
I We’ll fing the Fire which in his Bofom glows, 

To warm his Friends, and fcorch his daring Foes; 
Endow’d with all thefe fweet, yet manly Charms, 
As fits him for the Fields of Love or Arms. 

• Fixt in an high and independent State, 
l A bove to aft what’s little to be great. 

Guard him, fird Power, whofe Hand dir efts the Sun, 
And teaches me throw Caverns dark 10 run ; 
Long may he on his own fair Plains refide, 
And flight my Rival Thames, and love his Clyde. 

. On 



On the mo ft Honourable the Marquefs 0/ B O VT- 
MONT’/ Cutting off his Hair. 

SHaU Berenice's Treffes mount the Skies, 
And by the Mufe to fhining Fame arife, 

Bellinda's Lock invite the fmootheft Lays 
Of him whofe Merit claims the Britijh Bays; 
And not, dear Bowmont, beautiful and young. 
The graceful Ringlets of thy Head be fung ? 
How many tender Hearts thine Eyes hath pain’d 1 
How many fighing Nymphs thy Locks have chain’d 1 

The God of Love beheld him with Envy, 
And on Cyth'rea's Lap began to cry, 
All drench’d in Tears, “ O Mother help your Son, 
“ Elfe by a mortal Rival I’m undone ; 
“ With happy Charms h’ encroaches on my Sway, 
“ His Beauty difconcerts the Plots I lay. 
“ When I’ve made Chloe her humble Slave admire, 
“ Straight he appears and kindles new Deiire ; 
“ She Sighs for him, and all my Art beguiles, 
“ Whilft he, like me, commands and carelefs fmiles. 
“ Ah me thefe fable Circles of his Hair, 
“ W’hich wave around his Beauties red and fair, 
“ I cannot bear ! Adonit would feem dim, 
“ With all his flaxen Locks, if plac’d by him.” 

Venus 
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Venus reply’d, “ No more, my deareft Boy, 
Shall thofe inchanting Curls thy Peace defiroy , 
For ever fep’rate they fhall ceafe to grow, 
Or round his Cheek, or on his Shoulders flow 3 
I’ll ufe my Slight, and make them quickly feel 
Their Honour’s loft by the invading Steel : 
I’ll turn my felf in Shape of Mode and Health,- 
And gain upon his youthful Mind by Stealth : 
Three Times the Sun fhall not have rouz’d the Morn, 

■ E’er he confent thefe from him fhall be thorn’. 

The Promife flhe perform’d, but Labour vain, 
Lnd ftill fhall prove while his bright Eyes remain 3 
ind of Revenge blind Cu/>iJ muft defpair, 
is long’s the lovely Sex are grac’d with Hair ; 
'hey’ll yield the conquering Glories of their Heads, 
~o form around his Beauty eafy Shades: 
Lnd in Return Tfo/ia fpaes and flngs, 
lis lop'd off locks Jhall Jpnrile in their Rings. 

\ An E P IS T L E to a Friend at Florence, in bis 
Way to Rome. 

'fi 
Our fteady Impulfe foreign Climes to view, 
To ftudy Nature, and what Art can fhew, 

idi now approve, while my warm Fancy walks 
(O’er Italy, and with your Genius talks. 

5 V'e 
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We trace with glowing Ereaft and piercing Look 
The curious Calery of th’ iliuftrious Duke, 
Where all thofe Mailers of the Arts divine. 
With Pencils, Pens, and Chizels greatly thine, 
Immortalizing the Augujian Age, 
On Medalis, Canvafs, Stone, or written Page. 
Profiles and Bulls Originals exprefs, 
And antique Scrols, old e'er we knew the Prefs. 
For's Love to Science, and each virtuous Scof, 
May Days unnumber’d be great Cofniue' Lot. 

The fweet Jiefperian Fields you’ll next explore, 
’Twixt Arrms Banks and ’Tiler's fertile Shore. 
Now, now I with my Organs could keep Pace 
With my fond Mufe and you thefe Plains to trace, 
We’d enter 'Rome with an uncommon Talle, 
And feed our Minds on every famous Walle ; 
Amphitheatres, Columns, Royal Tombs, 
Triumphal Arches, Ruins of vail Domes, 
Old aerial Aquedutfls, and llrong pav’d Roads, 
Which feem to’ve been not wrought by Men, but Gods. 

Thefe view’d, we’d then furvey with outmoll Care 
What modern Rome produces fine or rare, 
Where Buildings rife with all the Strength of Art, 
Proclaiming their great Architect's Defert, 
Which Citron Shades furround and Jeffamine, 
And all the Soul of Raphael fln'nes within : 

TI 
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Then we’d regale oar Ears ivith founding Notes, 
Which warble tuneful thro’ the beardlefs Throats ; 
Join’d with the vib’rating harmonious Strings, 
And breathing Tubes, while the foft Eunoch tings. 

Of all thofe Dainties take a hearty Meal; 
Eut let your Refolution flill prevail ,• 
Return before your Pleafure grow a Toil, 
To longing Friends, and your own native Soil : 
Preferve your Health, your Virtue hill improve, 
Hence you’ll invite Protection from above. 

» eih* ■oS* •'(&» <•'?'» «■#» 
i ^ 

To Sir William Rennet of Grubber, 
fiar. 

WHile now in Difcord giddy Changes reel, 
And fome are rack’d about on Fortune’s Wheel, 

[You with undaunted Stalk, and Brow ferene, 
day trace your Groves, and prefs the dewy Green ; 

4 No guilty Twangs your manly Joys to wound, 
Dr horrid Dreams to make your Sleep unfound. 

To fach as you, who can what’s bafe defpife, 
1. Nature’s all beautiful ’twixt Earth and Skies. 
V 'lot hurried with the Third of unjuft Gain, 

fou can deiight your felf on Hill or Plain, 
Obferving 
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Obferving when thofe tender Sprouts appear. 
Which crowd with fragrant Sweets the youthful Year, 
Your lovely Scenes of Nlarlefield abound 
With as much Choife as is in Britain found : 
Here faireit Plants from Nature’s Bofom dart 
From Soil prolifick, ferv’d with curious Art: 
Here oft the heedful Gazer is beguil’d, 
And wanders through an artificial Wild, 
While native flowry Green, and chriflal Strands, 
Appear the Labours of ingenious Hands. 

Mod happy he who can thofe fweets enjoy, 
With Tafte refin’d, which does not eafy cloy. 
Not fo Plebeian Souls, whom /porting Fate 
Thruils into Life upon a large Edate, 
While Spleen their weak Imagination fowrs, 
They’re at a Lofs how to imploy their Hours : 
The fweeted Plants which faired Gardens (how, 
Are lod to them, for them unheeded grow. 
Such purblind Eyes ne'er view the fon’rous Page, 
Where (hines the Raptures of poetick Rage, 
Nor through the Microfcope can take Delight, 
T’ obferve the Tusks and Bridles of a Mite ; 
Nor by the lengthen'd Tube learn to defcry 
Thefe fhining Worlds which roll around the Sky. 
Bid fuch read Hid’ry to improve their Skill, 
Polite Excufei Their Memories are ill. 

Mol 
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Moll's Maps may in their Dining-rooms make fhoiy, 
But their Contents they’re not oblig'd to know ; 
-And gen’rous Friendfhip’s out of Sight too fine, 
They think it only means a Glafs of Wine. 

But he -whofe chearful Mind hath higher flown, 
And adds learn’d Thoughts of others to his own, 
Has feen the World, and read the Volume Man, 
And can the Springs and Ends of Adlions fcan. 
Has fronted Deaths in Service of his King, 
And drunken deep of the Cajlalian Spring ; 
This Man can live, — and happiefl Life’s his due, 
Can be a Friend; a Virtue known to few; 
Yet all fuch Virtues firongly fhine in you. 

Horace rt?VlRGlL, on his taking a Voyage 
to Athens. 

O Cyprian Goddefs twinkle clear. 
And Helen's Brithers ay appear ; 

Ye Stars wha fhed a lucky Light, 
Aufpicious ay keep in a Sight; 
King Eol grant a tydie Trrl, 
But boaft the Blaft that rudely W'hirl 

Sic te diva potent Cypri, —— 

S 3 Dear 
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Dear Ship be canny with your Care, 
At Athens land my Virgil fair : 
Syne foon and fafe, baith Lith and Spaul, 
Bring hame the tae haff o’ my Saul. 

Daring and unco flout he was. 
With Heart bool’d in three Sloughs of Brals, 
Wha ventur’d firft on the rough Sea, 
With hempen Branks and Horfe of Tree: 
Wha on the weak Machine durft ride 
Thrcu’ Tempers and a rairing Tide; 
Nor clinty Craigs, nor Hurrycane, 
That drives the Adriatic^ Main, 
And gars the Ocean gowl and quake, 
Ccu d e’er a Saul fae fim dy fhake : 
The Man wha cou’d lie Rubs win o’er, 
Without a Wink at Death might glowr, 
Wha unconcern'd can take his Sleep 
Amang the Menders of the Deep. 

Jave vainly twin’d the Sea and Hard, 
Since Mariners are not afraid. 
With Laws of Nature to difpence. 
And impioufly treat Providence. 
Audacious Men at nought will Hand 
When vicious Pa/Irons have command. 
Prometheus ventur’d up and flaw 
A Iowan Coal frae Heav'ns h:gh Ha’: 

Unfonfy 
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Unfonfy Thift, which Feavers brought 
In Bikes, which Fowk like Sybous bought : 
Then Death erft flaw began to ling. 
And fad as Haps to dart his Sting. 
Neift 'Dadalus mud contradi<fl 
Nature forfooth, and Feathers dick 
Upon his Ba k, fyne upward dreek. 
And in at Jove's high Winnocks keek, 
While Hercules, wi’s Timber Mell, 
Plays rap upo* the Yates of Hell. 

What isJt Man winna ettle at ? 
E’en wi’ the Gods he’ll bell the Cat: 
Tho Jove be very Laith to kill. 
They winna let his Bowt ly dill. 

■'4^ '‘V* *4^ '4^ -A** #4a »±s* 

/ 

An ODE to Mr, F . 

Ow Gowans fprout and Lavrocks dng'. 
And welcome Wed-winds warm the Spring, 

O’er Hill and Dale they faf'ly blaw, 
And drive the Winter’s Cauld awa. 

Solvitur acris biems. 
H OR. 

S 4 The 
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The Ships lang gyzen'd at the Peer, 
Now fpread their Sails and fmoothly fleer. 
The Nags and Nowt hate wi/Ten’d Strae, 
And frisking to the Fields they gae ; 
Nor Hynds wi’ Elfon and Hemp Lingle, 
Sit foUing Shoon out o’er the Ingle. 
Now bonny Haughs their Verdure boafl. 
That late were clacje wi* Snaw and Frofl. 
With her gay Train the Paf bian Queen 
By Moon-light dances on the Green ; 
She leads, while Nymphs and Graces ling, 
And trip around the Fairy Ring. 
Mean Time poor Vulcan hard at Thrift, 
Gets mony a fair and heavy^Lift, 
Whilfl rinnen down, his half blind Lads 
Jjlaw up the Fire, and thump the Goads. 

Now leave your Fitfted on the Dew, 
And busk ye’r fell in Habit new : 
Be gratefu’ to the guiding Powers, 
And blythly fpend your eafy Hours. 
O canny F , tutor Time, 
And live as lang’s ye’r in your Prime : 
TThat ill-bred Death has nae Regard 
To King or Cottar, or a Laird : 
As foon a Caflle he’ll attack, 
4 s Waws of Divots roof 'd wi* Thack. 

Jim- 
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Immediately •vve'll a’ take Flight 
Into the mirk Realms of Night, ^ 
As Stories gang, with Gaifts to roajn, 
In glowmie Eluto'f gowfty Dome ; 
Bid fair Good-day to Pleafure fyne 
Of bonny Lades and red Wine. 

Then deem ilk little Care a Crime, 
Dares wade an Hour of precious Time ; 
And fmce our Life’s fae unco fhort. 
Enjoy it a’, ye’ve nae mair for’t. 

To R— H— —, an Ode. 

Nullum Vare facra vile prius feveris arborem. 
Circa mite folum Tiburit W mania Catilia. 

H O R. 

B—could thefe Fields of thine 
Bear as in Gaul the juicy Vine, 

How fweet the bonny Grape wou’d fhine 
On Wa’s, where now 

Your Apricocks and Branches fine 
Their Branches bow ? 

Since 
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Since human Life is but a Blink, 
Why ihould we its fhort Joys fink i 
He difna live that canna link 

The Glafs about; 
When warm’d with Wine, like Men we think. 

And grow mair flout. 

The cauldrife Carlies clog’d wi’ Care, 
Wha gathering Gear gang hyte and gate, 
If ramn’d wi’ Red, they rant and rair 

Like mirthfu’ Men ; 
It foothly fhaws them they can fpare 

A Rowth to fpend. 

What Soger when with Wine he’s bung 
Did e’er complain he had been dung. 
Or of his Toil, or empty Spung ? 

Na, o’er his Glafs, 
Nought but braw Deeds employ his Tongue, 

Or fome fweet Lafs. 

Yet Trouth, »fis proper we fhould flint 
Our fells to a frefh mod’rate Pint; 
Why fhould we (the blyth Bleifing^ mint 

To waifl or fpili ? 
Since, aften, when our Reafon's tint 

We may do ill. 

Let’s 
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Let’s fet thefe Hair.brain’d Fowk in View, 
That when they’re fiupid, mad and fow. 
Do brutal Deeds, which aft they rue 

For a’ their Days, 
.Which frequently prove very few 

To fuch as thefe. 

Then let us grip our Blifs mair ficker. 
And tape our Heal, and fprightly Liquor, 
W’hich fober tane makes Wit the quicker. 

And Senfe mair keen ; 
W’hile graver Heads that’s muckle thicker 

Grane wi’ the Spleen, 

May ne’er fuch wicked Fumes arife 
In me, fhall break a’ facred Ties, 
And gar me like a Fool defpife 

With Stifnefs rude. 
What ever my bed Friends advife, 

Tho ne’er fae good. 

’Tis beft then to evite theSin 
Of bending till our Sauls gae blin ; 

Left like our Glafs our Breads grow thin. 

At ilka Secret hid within, 

And let Ftfwk peep 

That we fhould keep. 

To 
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To Mr. J o s E P H M i T c H E L, on the fuc- 
cefsful Rcprefemation of a Tragedy wrote by 
by him. 

BUt Jealoufy, dear jfo/ which aft gives Pain 
To fcrimpit Sauls, I own my fell right vain 

To fee a native trufty Friend of mine 
Sae brawly ’mang our bleezing Billies fl'iine. 
Yes, wherefore no ? fhawthem the frozen North 
Can towring Minds with heav’nly Heat bring forth ; 
Minds that can mount with an uncommon Wing, 
And frae black heach’ry headed Mountains fing, 
As faft as he that Haughs Hefferian trades, 
Or leans beneath the Aromatick Shades. 
Bred to the Love of Lit’rature and Arms, 
Still fomething great a Scoitijh Bofom warms : 
Tho nurs’d on Ice, and educate in Snaw, 
Honour and Liberty eags him to draw 
A Hero’s Sword, or an heroick Quill, 
The monft'rous Faes of Right and Wit to kil?. 

Well may ye further in your leal Defign, 
To thwart the Gowks, and gar the Breth ren tine 
The wrang Opinion which they lang have had, 
That a,Nswhich mounts the Stage——is furely bad. 
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Stupidly dull 1 But Fools ay Fools will be, 
And nane’s fae blind as them that winna fee. 
Where’s Vice and Virtue fet in jufter Light ? 
W'here can a glancing Genius ftiine mair bright? 
Where can we human Life review mair plain 
Than in the happy Plot and curious Scene ? 

If in themfells fic fair Defigns were ill, 
We ne’er had priev’d the fweet drammatick Skill 
Of Congrave, Addifon, Steel, Rowe and Hill; 
Hill, wha the higheft Road to Fame doth chufe, 
And has fome upper Seraph for his Mufe : 
It maun be fae, elfe how could he difplay 
With fo juft Strength the great tremenduous Day ? 

Sic Patterns, Jofeph, always keep in View, 
Ne’er fafh if ye can pleafe the thinking Few, 
Then Spite of Malice, Worth fhall have its Due, 

The 



The Poefs Wijh : An 0 D E. 

FRae great Apolloy Poet fay, 
What is thy With, what wadrt thou hae, 

When thou bows at his Shrine ? 
Not Karfj o’ Goivrie's fertile Field, 
Nor a* the Flocks the Grampians yield, 

That are baith fleek and fine : .1 
Not coflly Things brought frae afar, 

As Ivory, Pearl and Gems; 
Nor thofe fair Straths that water’d are 

With Tay and Tweed's fmooth Streams, 

£utd dedkatum pofcit Apollinem 
Vates ■? 

HOR. 

Which gentily and daintily 
Eat down the flowry Braes ; 
-Asgreat'y and quietly 
They wimple to the Seas. 

Whaever by his kanny Fate 
Is Mafter of a good Efiate, 



[ 287 ] 
That can ilk Thing afford, 

Let him enjoy’t withoutten Care, 
And with the Wale of curious Fare 

Cover his ample Board. 
Much dawted by the Gods is he, 

Wha to the Indian Plain, 
Succefsfu’ ploughs the wally Sea, 

And fafe returns again 
With Riches, that hi'ches 
Him high aboon the reft 
Of fma’Fowk, anda’Fowk 
That are wi’ Poortith preft. 

For me I can be well content 
To eat my Bannock on the Bent, 

And kitchent’t wi’ frefh Air : 
Of Lang-kail I can make a Feaft, 
And cantily had up my Creft, 

And laugh at Difhes rare. 
Nought frae Apollo I demand. 

But ibrou' a lengthen’d Life 
My outer Fabrick firm may ftand. 

And Saul clear without Strife. 
May he then but gi’e then 
Thofe Eleffings for my Skair, 
I’il fairly and fquairly 
Quite a’ and feck nae mair. 

The 
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The Refponfe of the Orncle; 

t~T~1 O keep thy Saul frae puny Strife, 
X And heeze thee out of vulgar Life, 

We in a Morning-Dream, 
W hifper’d our Will concerning thee, 

. To Marius ftretch’d beneath a Tree, 
Hard by a pop’Jing Stream ; 

He full of me {hall point the Way, 
Where thou a Star {halt fee, 

The Influence of whofe bright Ray, 
Shall wing thy Mufe to flee. 

Mair fpeer na, and fear na* 
But fet thy Mind to Refl: 
Afpire ay flill high’r ay, 
And always hope the beft. 
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TEA-TABLE 

MISCELLANY. 

Behold, and lijlen, while the Fair 
Breaks in fweet Sounds the willing Air ; 
And, with her own Breath, fans the Fire 
Which her bright Eyes dofrft infpire: 
What Reafon can that hove contrail. 
Which more than one Way courts the Soul ? 

E. W. 

T O 

Ilka lovely Bfitifll 
Frae Ladys Cbarlote, Anne, and Jean, 
Devon to ilk bony finging Btfs, 

IV/ja dances barefoot on the Green, 

,E A R LASSES, t 
Four moji humble Slave, 

Wha ne’er to ferve ye Jhall decline 
teeling wad your Acceptance crave. 
When he preftnts this fata Pro pine. 

Then 
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Then take it kindly to your Care, 

Revive it with your tunefu' Notet; 
Its Beauties will look fweet and fair, 

Ariftng faftfy through your Throats, 

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

The Stinnet tinkling with her voice, 
It lying on her lovely Knee. 

While Kettles dringe on Ingles. dure, 
Or Clajhes flays the lazy La/ir, 

Thir Sangs may ward yefrae the fowr. 
And gayly vacant Minutes pafs. 

E’en while the Tea's fill’d reeking round. 
Rather than plot a tender Tongue, 

Treat a' the circling lug: wi’ Sound, 
Syne fafely fip when ye have fung. 

May Happinefs had up your Hearts, 
And warm ye long with loving Fires, 

May Powers propitious play their Parts 
In matching ye to your Defires. 

Edin. 'January 
1. 1723. 

•z 

A. RAMS A 
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Bony 

HO W fweetly fmeUs the Simmer green? ., 
Sweet tafle the Teach and Cherry ; 

Painting and Order pleafe our Ecn* 
And Claret makes us merry ; 

But fined Colours, Fruits and Flowers, 
And Wine, tho’ I be thirfly, 

Lofe a’ their Charms and weaker Powers, 
Compar’d with thofe of Cbrijiy. 

When wandring o’er the fiow’ry Park, 
No nat’ral Beauty wanting ; 

How lightfome is’t to hear the Lark, 
And Birds in Confort chanting : 

But if my Cbrijiy tunes her Voice, 
I’m rapt in Admiration, 

My Thoughts with Extafies rejoice, 
And drap the hale Creation, 

T 2 When 
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When e’er flic fmiles a kindly Glance, 
I take the happy Omen, 

And aften mint to make Advance, 
Hoping ihe’U prove a Woman : 

But dubious of my ain Defert, 
My Sentiments I fmother. 

With fecret Sighs I vex my Heart, 
For fear £be love another. 

Thus fang blate Edie by a Burn, 
His Chrijly did o’erhear him, 

She doughtna let her Lover mourn, 
But e'er he will drew near him. 

She fpake her Favour with a Look, 
Which left nae Room to doubt her, 

He wifely this white Minute took, 
And Bang his Arms about her. 

My Chrijly ! witnefr, bony Stream, 
Sic Joys frae Tears arihng, 

I with this may na be a Dream — 
O Love the maift furprifing ! 

Time was too precious now for Tank, 
This Point of a’ his Wifhes, 

He wadna with fet Speeches bauk, 
But wait’d it a’ on KiJTes. 

The 
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The Bujb aboon iraquair. 

HEAR me, ye Nymphs, and every Swain, 
I’ll tell how Peggy grieves me, 

Tho* thus I languifh, thus complain, 
Alas, fhe ne’er believes me. 

My Vows and Sighs, like filent Air, 
Unheeded never move her ; 

At the bony Buth aboon Traquairy 

’Twas there I firft did love her. 

That Day fhe fmil’d, and made me glad, 
No Maid feem’d ever kinder, 

I thought myfelf the luckieft Lad, 
So fweetly there to find her. 

I try’d to footh my am'rous Flame, 
In Words that 1 thought tender. 

If more there pafs’d, I’m not to blame, 
I meant not to offend her. 

Yet now fhe fcornful flies the Plain, 
The Fields we then frequented, 

If e’er we meet, fhe (hews Difdain, 
She looks as ne’er acquainted. 

The bony Bufh bloom’d fair in May, 
Its Sweets I’ll ay remember ; 

But now her Frowns make it decay, 
It fades, as in December. 

T 3 Ye 
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Ye Rural Powers, who hear my Strains, 

Why thus fhould Peggy grieve me ? 
Oh 1 make her Partner in my Pains, 

Then let her Smiles relieve me. 
If not, my Love will turn Defpair, 

My Pafilon no more tender ; 
I’ll leave the Bufh aboori Traquair, 

To lonely Wilds I’ll wander. 

An ODE. 

To the Tune of Polwarth on the Green. 

TH O Beauty, like the Rofe 
That fmiles on Polwarth Green, 

In various Colours fhows. 
As 'tis by Fancy feen : 
Yet all its different Glories ly 

United in thy Face, 
And Vertue, like the Sun on high, 

Gives Rays to ev’ry Grace. 

So charming is her Air, 
So fmooth, fo calm her Mind, 
That to fome Angel’s Care 
Each Motion feems a/fign'd: 
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But yet fo cheerful, fprightly, gay, 
The joyful, Moments fly. 

As if for Wings they ftole the Ray 
She darteth from her Eye. 

Kind am’rous Cupids, while 
With tuneful Voice fhe fings, 
Prefume her Breath and fmile, 
And wave their balmy Wings : 

But as the tender Blufhes rife, 
Soft Innocence doth warm, 

The Soul in blifsful Extafies 
Diffolveth in the Charm. 

D. 

Tweed-Side, 

WHAT Beauties does Flora difclofe •? 
How fweet are her Smiles upon Tweed ? 

Yet Mary's flill fweeter than thofe, 
Both Nature and Fancy exceed. 

Not Daifie, nor fweet blufhing Rofe, 
Not all the gay Flowers of the Field, 

Not Tweed gliding gently thro’ thofe. 
Such Beauty and Pleafure does yield. 

T 4 The 
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The Warblers are heard in the Grove, 
The Linnet, the Lark and the Thrulh, 

The Black-bird, and fweet cooing Dove, 
With Muiick enchant ev’ry Bufh. 

Come let us go forth to the Mead, 
Let us fee how the Primrofes fpring. 

We’ll lodge in fome Village on Tweedy 
And Jove while the feather’d Folks ling. 

How does my Love pafs the long Day ? 
Does not ’tend a few Sheep i 

Do they never carelefly ftray, 
While happily fhe lyes afleep ? 

Tweed's Murmurs fhould lull her to Red, 
Kind Nature indulging my Blifs, 

To relieve the fofr Pains of my Bread, 
I'd deal an ambrofial Kifs. 

■ 5Tis fhe does the Virgins excell. 
No Beauty with her may compare, 

Love's Graces all round her do dwell, 
• She’s faired, where Thoufands are fair. 

* Say, Charmer, where do thy Flocks dray ? 
, Gh I tell me at Noon where they feed ; 

Shall I feek them on fweet winding Tay, 
Or the pleafarjler Banks of the Tweed ? 

C. 

SONG, 
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SONG. 

To the Tyne of, Wo's my Heart that vie Jbouli fundtr. 

IS Hamilla then my own, 
O the dear, the charming Treafyrel 

Fortune now in vain fhall frown, 
AU my future Life is Pleafure. 

I See how rich with youthful Graces 
Beauty warms her ev'ry Feature ; 
Smiling Heaven is in her Face, 
All is gay, and all is Nature. 

See what mingling Charms arife, 
Rofy Smi'es and kindling Blufhes; 
Love fits laughing in her Eyes, 
And betrays her fecret Withes. 

Haile then from th’ Idalian Grove, 
lj Infant Smiles, and Sports, and Graces, 
q| Spread the Downy Couch for Love, 
J Anu lulls us in your fweet Embraces. 

I Softeil Raptures, pure from Noife, 
~ This fair happy Night furround us. 

Thu* 
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Thus unfowr’d with Care or Strife, 
Heaven ftill guard this deareft Bleff ng, 
While we tread the Path of Life, 
Loving ftill, and ftill poffefting. 

A SONG. 

LE T’s be jovial, fill our Glaftes, 
Madnefs tis for us to think, 

How the World is rul’d by Afles, 
And the Wife are fway'd by Chink. 

Fa/ la ra, &c. 

Then never let vain Cares opprefs u», 
Riches are to them a Snare, 

We’re ev’ry one as rich as Crctfut, 
While our Bottle drowns our Care. 

Fa la ra. See. 

Wine wilt make us red as Rofes, 
And our Sorrows quite forget. 

Come lei us fuddle all our Nofes, 
Drink ourfelves quite out of Debt. 

Fa la rat Sec. 

When grim Death comes looking for us, 
We are topping at our Bowls, 

Bacchus joining in the Chorus ; 
Death, begone, here’s none but Souls, 

Fa la ray Sec. Godlike 
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Godlike Bacchus thus cotnniandiDg, 
Trembling Death away (hall fly. 

Ever after underflanding 
Drinking Souls can never dy. 

Fa la ra, &c. 

Muir land Willie. 

Arken and I will tell you how 
Young Muirland Wtllie came to woo, 

Tho he cou’d neither fay nor do. 
The Truth I tell to you. 

But ay he cries, What e’er betide, 
Maggy I’fe ha’e her to be my Bride, 
With a fal dal, &c. 

On his gray Yad as he did ride, 
With Durk and Piflol by his Side, 
He prick’d her on wP mikle Pride, 

Wi* mikle Mirth and Glee. 
Out o'er yon Mofs, out o’er yon Muir, 
Till he came to her Dady’s Door. 
With a fal dal, £cc. 

Goodman, quoth he, be ye within, 
I’m come your Doghter’s Love to win, 
I care no for making mikle Din, 

What Anfwer gp ye me ? 

X. 

Now 
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Now Wooer, quoth he, wou’d ye light down, 
ITe gi e ye my Doghter’s Love to win, 
W:lh a ftl dal, &C. 

Now Wooer fin ye are lighted down, 
Where do ye won, or in what Town, 
I think my Doghter winna gloom. 

On fiken a Lad as ye. 
The Wooer he ftcp d ap the Houfe, 
And wow bat he was wond’rous croufe, 
With a fal, &.C. 

I have three Owfen in a Pleugh, 
Twa good gan if ads and Gear enough. 
The Place they ca’ it Cadeneugh, 

I fcorn to tell a Lie. 
Beiides 1 had f-ae the great Laird, 
A Peat Pat and a Lang-kad Yard, 
With a fal, &c. 

The Maid pat on her Kirtle brown, 
She was the oraweft in a’ the Town, 
I wat on him /he did na gloom, 

But blinkir bonnilie. 
The Lover he /tended up in ha fie, 
And gnpic her hard about the Waift, 
With a fal, &.C. 
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To win your Love, Maid, I'm come here, 
I’m young and hae enough o* Gear, 

nd for my fell ye need na fear. 
Troth try me whan ye like, 
e took aff his Bonnet and fpat in his Chew, 

He dighted his Gab and he pri’d her Mou’ 
With a fal, &c. 

The Maiden blufht and bing'd fu* law. 
She had na Will to fay him na. 
But to her Dady fhe left it a’, 

t As they twa cou’d agree. 
he Lover he ga’e her the tither Kifs, 

iyne ran to her Dady and telld him this, 
rith a fal) &c. 

Your Doghter wad na fay me na, 
ut to your fel fhe has left it a* . 

As we cou’d gree between us twa. 
Say what’ll ye gi* me wi' her. 

How Wooer, quo’ he, I ha’e no Miklc^ 
But fk’s I ha’e ye s get a Pikle, 
Pith a fal. Sec. 

A Kilnfu’ of Corn I'll gi’e to thee, 
hree Soums of Sheep, twa good Milk Ky, 
e’s ha'e the Wadding Dinner free. 
Troth I dow do na Mair. 

Con- 
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Content, quo’ he, a Bargain be*t, 
I’m far frae hame, make hafle let’s do’t, 
With a fal, See. 

The Bridal Day it came to pafs, 
Wi’ mony a blythfome Lad and Lafs, 
But ficken a Day there netrer was. 

Sic Mirth was never feen. 
This winfom Couple flraked Hands, 
Mefs 'John ty'd up the Marriage Bands, 
With a faly Sec. 

And our Bride’s Maidens were na fe\£, 
Wi’ Tap-knots, Lug-knots a’ in blew, 
Frae Tap to Tae they were braw new. 

And blinked bonnilie. 
Their Toys and Mutches were fae clean, 
They glanced in our Ladfes Een, 
With a fal. Sec. 

Sic Hirdum, Dirdum, and fie Din, 
Wi’ he o’er her and fhe o’er him, 
The Minftrels they did never blin, 

Wi’ mikle Mirth and Glee. 
And ay they bobit and ay they beckt, 
And ay their Wames together met, 
With a faly Sec, 

*ir- , 
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The promis’d Joy. 

To the Tune of Carle and the King come. Addrefs’d to 
Ophelia. 

T T7Hen roe meet again, Phely, 
r f When we meet again, Phely, 
/Raptures will reward our Pain, 
And Lo/s refult in Gain, Phely. 

Long the Sport of Fortune driv’n. 
To Defpair our Thoughts 'Were giv’n, 
Eqt when Hell is turn’d to Heav’n, 
„ Our Odds will all be ev’n, Phely, 

When we meet again, Phely, CTc. 

Now in dreary-diftant Groves, 
Tho we moan like Turtle Doves, 
Suffering belt our Virtue proves. 

And will enhance our Loves, Phely, 
When we meet again, Phely, Wc. 

Joy will come in a Surprife, 
’Till its happy Hour arife. 
Temper well your Love-iick Sighs, 

For Hope becomes the Wife, Phely, 
When we meet again, Phely, 
When we meet again, Phely, 

Raptures 
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Raptures will reward our Pain, 
And Loft refult in Gain, Phely. 

M. 

\ To Delia on her drawing him to her 

Valentine, 

To the Tune of Black Ey'd Sufan. 

YE Powers! was Damon then fo bleft 
To fall to charming Delia’s Share, 

Delia, the beauteous Maid poffeft 
Of all that’s fofc and all that’s fair ? 

Here ceafe thy Bounty, O indulgent Heav’o, 
I ask no more, for all my With is giv’n. 

I came, and Delia fmiling fhow’d, 
She fail’d and fliow’d the happy Name ; 
With riling Joy my Heart o’erflow’d, 
I felt and bleft the new born Flame. 

May fofteft Pleafures ceafelefs round her move, 
May all her Nights be Joy, and Days be Love. 

She drew the Treafure from her Bread, 
That Breaft where Love and Graces play, 
O Name beyond Expreftron bleft 1 
Thus lodg’d with all that's fair and gay, 

To 
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To be fo lodg’d ! The Thought is Exiafy, 
Who would not with in Paradife to ly. R. 

The faithful Shepherd. 

To the Tune of Auld lang fyne. 

WHen Flow’ry Meadows deck the Year, 
.And fporting Lambkins play. 

When fpangl’d Fields renew'd appear. 
And Mufick wak'd the Day; 

Then did my Cb/oe leave her Bower^ 
To hear my am’rous Lay, 

Warm’d by my Love (he vow'd no Power 
Shou d lead her Heart aflray. 

The warbling Quires from ev’ry Bough, 
Surround our Couch in Throngs, 

And all their tuneful Art bellow, 
To give us change of Songs; 

Scenes of Delight my Soul poffefs'd, 
I blifs’d, then hug’d my Maid ; 

I rob'd the Kiffes from her Bread, 
Sweet as a Noon-day’s Shade. 

Joy fo tranfporting never fails 
To fly away as Air, 

j Another Swain with her prevails, 
To be asfalfe as fair. 

U What 



What can my fatal Paflion cure, 
I’ll never woo again, 

All her Difdain I muft endure. 
Adoring her in vain. O. 

What Pity ’tis to hear the Eoy 
Thus hghing with his Pain ; 

But Time and Scorn may give him Joy 
To hear her iigh again. 

Ah fickle Clot be advis’d, 
Do not thy felf beguile, 

A faithful Lover fhould be priz'd, 
Then cure him with a Smile. 

Jo Mrs* S. H. on her taking jomething 

ill I /aid. 

To the Tune of Hallow E'en. 

"I XT H Y hangs that Cloud upon thy Brow ? 
* v That beauteous Heav'n e’re while ferene : 

Whence do thefe Storms and Tempefls flow 
Or what this Guft of Paflion mean ? 
And mull then Mankind lofe that Light, 
Which in thine Eye was wont to thine ? 
And ly obfcur’d in endlefs Night, 
For each poor filly Speech of mine? 
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Dear Child •' How can I wrong thy Name, 
Since ’tis acknowledg’d at all Hands, 
That could ill Tongues abufe thy Fame, 
Thy Beauty Can make large Amends. 
Or if I durft profanely try. 
Thy Beauty’s powVful Charms t’upbraid, 
Thy Virtue, ell might give the Lie, 
Nor call thy Beauty to its Aid. 

For Venus every Heart t’enfnare. 
With all her Charms has deckt thy Face, 
And Pal/at with unufual Care, 
Bids Wifdom heighten every Grace. 
|Who can the double Pain endure ? 

r who mull not reiign the Field, 
o thee, Coeleftial Maid, fecure 
ith Cupid's Bow and Pallas' Sheild ? 

If then to thee fuch Power is giv’n, 
et not a Wretch in Torment live, 
ut fmile and learn to copy Heav’n, 
ince We mud iin ere it forgive, 
et pitying Heav’n not only does 

liForgive th’ Offender and th' Offence, 
3 Jut even itfelf appeas’d bedows, 

Ls the Reward of Penitence. 

U 2 

H. 

The 
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The Broom of Cowdenknows. 

HO W blyth ilk Morn was I to fee 
The Swain come o'er the Hill ? 

He skipt the Burn, and flew to me, 
I met him with good Will. 

0 the Brooniy the bonny, bonny Broom, 
The Broom of Cowdenknows ; 

I wijh I were with my dear Swain, 
With his Pipe and my Ews. 

I neither wanted Ew nor Lamb, 
While his Flock near me lay ; 

He gather’d in my Sheep at Night,. 
And chear’d me a’ the Day. 

0 the Broom, See. 

He tun’d his Pipe and Reed fae fweet, 
The Burcis flood liflnmg by ; 

Even the dull Cattle flood and gaz’d. 
Charm’d with his Melody. 

0 the B room, See. 

While thus we fpent our Time by Turns, 
Betwixt our Flocks and Piay 5 

I envy’d not the faireft Dame, 
Tho’ ne'er fae rich and gay. 

0 the Broom, Sec. 
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Hard Fate that I rtiou’d baniftrd be, 
Gang heavily and mourn, 

Becaufe I lov'd the kindeft Swain 
That ever yet was born. 

0 the Broom, See. 

He did oblige me ev’ry Hour, 
Cou’d I but faithfu’ be ? 

He flaw my Heart, cou’d I refufe 
What e’er he ask’d of me ? 

0 the Broom, &c. 

My Doggie and my little Kit 
That held my wee Soup Whey, 

My Plaidy, Broach and crooked Stick, 
May now ly ufeleCs by. 

0 the Broom, &c. 

Adieu, ye Coivdenknowt, adieu, 
Farewel a’ Pleafures there, 

Ye Gods reflore to me my Swain, 
Is a’ 1 crave or care, 

jo the Broom, the lonny, bonny Broom, 
The Broom of Cowdenknows ; 

\lvjifh I were with my dear Swain, 
With his Pipe and my Ews. 

u 

S. R. 

To 
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To C H L O E. 

To the Tune of I xoijh my Lovs were in 

Lovely Maid How dear’s thy Pow’r ? 
At once I love, at once adore ; 

With Wonder are my Thoughts pofleft. 
While fofcelt Love infpires tny Breaft. 
This tender Look, thefe Eyes of mine, 
Confefs their am’rous Mailer thine ; 
Thefe Eyes with Strephon's Paffion play, 
Firh make me.love, and then betray. 

Yes, charming Vidor, I am thine. 
Poor as it is, that Heart of mine. 
Was never in another's Pow'r, 
Was never pierc’d by Love before. 
In thee I’ve treaftir’d up my Joy, 
Thou can’d give Elifs, or Elifs dedroy 
And thus I’ve bound myfelf to love 
While Blifs or Mifery can move. 

O fhould I ne’er poffefs thy Charm', 
Ne’er meet my Comfort in thy Arms, 
Were Hopes of dear Enjoyment gone. 
Still would I love, loye thee alone. 

But 



But like fome difcontented Shade, 
That wanders where its Body’s laid, 
Mournful I’d roam with hollow Glare, 
For ever exil’d from my Fair. L. 

Upon hearing his Pi ft; tire was in Chloe’r 

Breafi. 

To the Tune of The Fourteen of 0<flober. 

YE Gods ! was Strepbon’s Figure bleft 
With the fair Heaven of Chloe's Bread ; 

Move fofter, thou fond flutring Heart, 
Oh gently throb, too fierce thou art. 
Tell me, thou brighteft of thy kind. 
For Strepbon was the Blifs defign’d ? 
For Strephon's Sake, dear charming Maid, 
Didft thou prefer his wond ring Shade ? 

And thou bleft Shade that fweetly art 
Lodg’d fo near my Cbloe’s Heart, 
For me the tender Hour improve. 
And foftly tell how dear I love. 
Ungrateful Thing ! it fcorns to hear 
Its wretched Mafter’s ardent Pray’r, 
Engrofiing all that beauteous Heaven, 
That Cb/oe) lavifh Maid, has given. 

U 4 I 
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I cannot blame thee ; were I Lord 
Of all rhe \Arealth thofe Breafts afford, 
I’d be a Mifer too, nor give 
An Aims to keep a God alive. 
Oh fmile not thus, my lovely Fair, 
On thefe cold Looks, that lifelefs Air, 
Prize him whofe Bofom glows with Fire, 
With eager Love and fofc Defire. 

’Tis true thy Charms, O powerful Maid, 
To Life can bring the filent Shade ; 
Thou can’ll furpafs the Painter’s Art, 
And real Warmth and Flames impart. 
But oh ! it ne’er can love like me, 
I’ve ever lov'd and lov’d but thee : 
Then, Charmer, grant my fond Requeff, 
Say thou canlt love and make me bleff. 

L. 

Sottg for a Serenade. 

To the Tune of The Broom of Cowdenknows, 

TEach me, Chloe, how to prove 
My boafled Flame lincere ; 

*Tis hard to tell how dear I love, 
And hard to hide my Care. 

Sleep 
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Sleep in vain difplays her Charms, 
To bribe my Soul to Reft, .. 

Vainly fpreads her Silken Arms, 
And courts me to her Breaft. 

Where can Strephon find Repofe, 
If Chloe is not there ? 

For ah l no Peace his Bofom knows 
When abfent from the Fair. i . 

What tho Phoebus from on high 
Witholds his chearful Ray, 

Thine Eyes Can well his Light fupply, 
And give me more than Day. L. 

Love is the Caufe of my Mourning. 

BY a murmuring Stream a fair Shepherdefs lay, 
Be fo kind, O ye Nymphs, I oftimes heard her fay, 

Tell Strephon I dy, if he paffes this Way, 
And that Z-ove is the Caufe of my mourning. 

Falfe Shepherds that tell me of Beauty and Charms, 
You deceive me, for Strephons cold Heart never warms; 
Yet bring me this Strephon, let me dy in his Arms, 

O'; Strephon the Caufe of my mourning. 
But firli, faid fhe, let me go 
Down to the Shades below, 

E'er 



E'er ye let Strepbon know 
That I have lov’d him fo ; 

Then on my pale Cheek no BluChes will (haw 
That Love was the Caufi of my mourning. 

Her Eyes were fcarce clofed when Strepbon came by. 
He thought fhe’d been fleeping, and foftly drew nigh ; 
But finding her breathlefs, Oh Heavens, did he cry, 

Ab Chloris the Caufe of my mourning. 
Reftore me my Chloris, ye Nymphs ufe your Art; 
They fighing reply’d, ’Twas yourfelf Ihot the Dart 
That wounded the tender young Shepherdefs Heart, 

And kill’d the poor Chloris with mourning. 
Ah then is Cbloris dead. 
Wounded by me l He faid. 
I’ll follow thee, chafie Maid, 
Down to the filent Shade : 

Then on her cold Snowy Bread leaning his Head, 
Expir'd the poor Strcphon with mourning. X. 1 

To Mrs. A. H. cn feeing her at a Confort. 

To the Tune of The bonni&Ji Lafs in a' the World. 

LOok where my dear Hamilla fmiles, 
Hamilla l heavenly Charmer, 

See how with all their Arts and Wiles 
The Loves and Graces arm her. 

A 
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A Elufh dwells globing on her Cheeks, 
Fair Seats of youthful Pleafures, 

There Love in fmiling Language fpeaks, 
There fpreads his Rofy Treafures. 

O faireft Maid I own thy Pow r, 
I gaze, I ligh and languifh. 

Yet ever, ever will adore, 
And triumph in my Anguifh. 

But eafe, O Charmer, eafe my Care, 
And let my Torments move thee ; 

As thou art faireft of the Fair, 
So I the deareft love thee. 

The bonny SCOT. 

To the Tune of The Boat-man, 

YE Gales that gently wave the Sea, 
And pleafe the canny Boat-man, 

Bear me frae hence, or bring to me 
My brave, my bonny Scot—. Man. 

In haly Bands 
We join’d our Hands, 

Yet may not this difcover, 
While Parents rate 
A large Eftate 

Before a faithfu’ Lover. 

2 C. 

But 
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But I loot chufe in Highland Glens 

To herd the Kid and Goat Man, 
E’er I cou d for flc little Ends 

Refufe my bonny Scot Man. 
Wae worth the Man 
Wha firft began 

The bafe ungenerous Fafhion, 
Frae greedy Views 
Love’s Art to ufe. 

While Strangers to its Paflion. 

Frae foreign Fields my lovely Youth, 
Halle to thy longing Laffie, 

Wha pants to prcfs thy bawmy Mouth, 
And in her Bofom hawfe thee. 

Love gi’es the Word 
Then hade on Board, 

Fair Winds and tenty Boat-man, 
Waft o’er, waft o’er 
Frae yonder Shore 



C 317 ] 

Scornfu? Nanfy. 

To its own Tune. 

i 

NAnfy's to the Green Wood gane, 
To hear the Gowdfpints chatring. 

And Willie he has followed her. 
To win her Love by flatting : 

But a' that he coo’d fay or do. 
She geck’d and fcorned at him, 

And ay when he began to woo. 
She bad him mind wha gat him. 

What ails ye at my Dad, quoth he. 
My Minny or my Aunty, 

With Crowdy Mowdy they fed me, 
Lang-Kail and Ranty Taunty : 

With Bannocks cf good Barly Meal, 
Of thae there was right Plenty, 

j With chapped Stocks fou butter’d well, 
And was not that right dainty. 

i Altho my Father was nae Laird, 
'Tis Dafine to be vaunty, 

n He keepit ay a good Kail Yard, 
I A Ha Houfe and a Pantrie : 

A 
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A good blew Bonnet on his Head, 

An Owrlay 'boot his Cragy, 
And ay until the Day he died, 

He rade on good Shanks Nagy. 

Now Wae and Wander on your Snout, 
Wad ye ha'e bony Nanjy, 

Wad ye compare ye*r fell to me, 
A Docken till a Tanfie. 

I have a Woer of my ain. 
They ca’ him fouple Ssndy, 

i And weH I wat his bony Mou 
Is fweet like Sugar-Candy. 

Wow Nanfy wha needs a’ this Din, 
Do I not ken this Sandy ? 

I’m fure the Chief of a’ his Kin 
Was Rab the Beggar Randy : 

His Minny Meg upo’ her Back 
Bare baith him and his Billy ; 

Will ye compare a nafty Pack 
To me your winfome Wdly. 

My Gutcher left a good braid Sword, 
Tho it be aiild and ru/ly. 

Yet ye may tak it on my Wrord, 
It is baith flout and trufly ; 

And 
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And if I can but get it drawn. 
Which will be right uneafy, 

I fhall lay baith my Lugs in Pawn, 
That he fhall gei a Heezy. 

Then flanfy turn'd her round about. 
And laid did Sandy hear ye, 

Ye wadna mifs to get a Clout, 
I ken he difna fear ye: 

Sae had ye’re Tongue and fae nae mair, 
Set fomewhere elfe your Fancy ; 

For as lang’s Sandy's to the fore 
Ye never (hall get Nanjy. Z, 

Slighted Nanfy. 

To the Tune of The Kiri wad let me he. 

“fTI IS I have feven braw new Gowns, 
JL And ither feven better to mak, 

And yet for a’ my new Gowns 
My Woer has turn’d his Back. 

Befides I have feen Milk Ky, 
And Sandy he has but three ; 

And yet for a’ my good Ky, 
The Laddie winna ha’e me. 

My 
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My Didy’s a Delver of Dikey, 
My Mither can card and fpin. 

And I am a fine fodgel Lafs, 
And the SLUer comej linkin in: 

The Siller comes linkin in, , , 
And it is fou fair to fee, 

And fifty Times wow ! O wow l 
What ails the Lads at me. 

When ever our Bauty does bark, 
Then fall to the Door I rin, 

To fee gin ony young Spark 
Will light and venture but in : 

But never a ane will come in, 
Tho mony a ane gaes by. 

Syne far Ben the Houfe I rin, 
And a weary Wight am I. 

**-•' 
When I was at my firft Pray’rs, 

I pray’d but anesi’the Year, 
I wilh’d for a handfome young Lad, 

And a Lad with muckle Gear. 
When I was at my neift Prayers, 

I pray'd but now and than, 
I fafh’d na my Head about Gear, 

If I gat a handfome young Man. 

Now 
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Now when I’m at my laft Prayers, 
I pray on baith Night and Day, 

.And O if a Beggar wad come, 
With that fame Beggar I’d gae. 

And O and what'JI come o’ me, 
And O and what’ll I do. 

That lie a braw La/Tie as I - ^ 
Shou’d die for a Woer I trOW< 2* 

Lucky N A N S Y. 
'itl;;;.afo I 991 9~£ 

To the Tune of, Dainty Davy. n. { r:;A 

WHile Fops in fafe Italian Verfe, “ 
Ilk fair ane’s Een and Breaft rehearfe, * ‘ 4" 

i'f While Sangs abound and Sence isfcarce, 
Thefe Lines I have indited : f 

111; But neither Darts nor Arrrows here, 
ii’ Femts nor Cupid (hall appear, ■' 
:il And yet with thefe fine Sounds I fwear, ... 

, The Maidens are delited, 
I was ay telling yo«, 
'Lucky Nanfy, Lucky Nanfy, 7 
Auld Springs wad ding the-Newf 

But ye wad never trow met 

ijNor Snaw with Crimfon Will I mix, 
i To fpread upon my Laflie’s Cheeks, 
I X And 
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And fyne th’ unmeaning Name prefix, 
MLiranda, Chloe, or Pbillit: 

I'll fetch nae Simile frae Jove, 
My Height of Extafy to prove. 
Nor fighing,—thus—prefentmy Love, 

With Rofes eek and Lillies. 
/ voat ay telling, &c. 

But flay,——I had amaift forgot 
My Miflrefs and my Sang to Boot, 
And that’s an unko Faut I irate : 

But tlanfy ’tis nae Matter. 
Ye fee I clink my Verfe wi’ Rhime, 
And ken ye, that atones the Crime, 
Forby, how fweet my Numbers chime. 

And Hide awa like Water. 
I was ay telling you, Sec. 

Now ken, my reverend fonfy Fair, 
Thy runckled Cheeks and lyart Hair, 
Thy haft fhut Een and hod’ling Air,. 

Are a’ my Paflions Fewel. 
Nae sky’ring Gowk my dear can fee, 
Or Love or Grace or Heaven in ther. 
Yet thou haft Charms enew for me, 

Then fmile and be na cruel. 
JLeez me on thy Snawy PoW, 
JLuchy Nanfy, JLuchy Nanfy, 
Dry eft Wood will eiihejl low. 
And Nanfy fat will ye now. Troth 
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Tro(h I have fung this Sang to you. 
Which ne’er anither Bard wad do, 
Hgar then ray charitable Vow, 

Dear venerable Uanfy. 
But if the World my Paffion wrang, 
And fay ye only live in Sang, 
Ken I defpife a flandring Tongue, 

And fing to pleafe my Fancy. 
Leez me on thy, &c. 

A Scots Cantata, 

The Tune after an Italian Manner. Compos’d by Signior 
LORENZO BOCCHI. 

RECITATIVE. 
BLate yonny faintly tell’d fair c$ean his Mind, 

Jeany took Pleafure to deny him lang : 
He thought her Scorn came frae a Heart unkind, 
Which gart him in Defpair tune up this Sang. 

A I R. 
O bonny Lafiie iince ’tis fae, 

That Pm defpis’d by thee, 
I hate to live ; but O Pm wae, 

And uncko fweer to die. 

X 2 Dear 
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Dear jfeafly think what dowy Hours 
I thole by your Difdain ; 

Ah ! ftiou’d a Breaft fae faft as yours 
Contain a Heart of Stane. 

RECITATIVE. 
Thefe tender Notes did a’ her Pity move, 
With melting Heart fhe liflned to the Boy ; 
OVrcome Ihe fmil’d and promis’d him her Love: 
He in Return thus fang his riling Joy. 

A I R. 
Hence frae my Breaft contentious Care, 

Ye’ve tint the Power to pine, 
My peony's good, my ^cany's fair, 

And a’ her Sweets are mine. 
O fpread thine Arms and gi’e me Fowth 

Of dear enchanting Blifs, 
A thoufand Joys around thy Mouth, 

Gie Heaven with ilka Kifs. 

 —   

The TOAST. 

To the Tune of Saioyc my P E G G Y. 

COme let’s ha’e mair Wine in, 
Bacchut hates Repining, 

Vmw loos na Dwining, 
Let’s 

t r • 
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Let^i be blyth and free. 
Away with dull here t’ye, Sir, 
Ye'r Miflreis gi'es her, 
We’ll drink her Health wi’ Pleafure, 

Wha's belov’d by thee ? 

Then let- -warm ye, 
That’s a Lafs can charm ye, 
And to Joys alarm ye, 

Sweet is £he to me. 
Some Angel ye wad ca’ her. 
And never wiflh anebrawer. 
If ye bare Headed faw her, 

Kiltet to the Knee. 
t———a dainty Lafs is, 

ome let’s join our Glafies, 
nd refrefh our Hawfes, 
With a Health to thee, 

a^et Coofs their Cadi be clinking, 
Be Statefmeu tint in Thinking, 

’ While we with Love and Drinking, 
Give our Cares the Lie. 

,'T. B. The firJl Blank to le fupply'd with the Toajltr's 
flame, the two laft with the Name of the Toajl, 

. i A%L££jii ‘‘'jn'lT 
' A;^ J-tq% 

v ' 

X 3 Mag- 
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* Maggie^s Tocher. 

To its ain Tune. 

THE Meal was dear Chort fyne. 
We buckl’d us a’ the gither 3 

And Maggie was in her Prime, 
When Will'/ made Courtfhip till her. 
Twa Piflals charged beguefs, 
To gi’e the courting Shot; 
And fyne came ben the Lafs, 
WP Swats drawn frae the Butt. 
He firft fpeer’d at the Guidman, 
And fyne at Gilet the Mither, 
And ye wad gi’s a bit Land, 
We'd buckle us een the gither, Jo. 

My Daughter ye fall hae. 
I’ll g’you her be the Hand ; 

But I’ll part wi’ my Wife be my Fae, 
Or I part wi’ my Land, 
Your Tocher it fall be good, 
There’s nane fall ha’e its Maik, 
The Lafs bound in her Snood, 
And Crummie wha kens her Stake: 
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With an aold Bedden o’ Claiths, 
Was left me by my Mither, 
They’re jet black o’er wi’ Fleas, 
Ye may cudle in them the gither, Jo. 

Ye fpeak right well, Guidman, 
But ye maun mend your Hand, 
And think o’ Modefty, 
Gin ye'll no quat your Land : 
We are but young ye ken, 
And now we’re gawn the gither, 
A Houfe is butt and benn, 
And Crummie flie’ll want her Pother. 
The Bairns are coming on. 
And they’ll cry O their Mither, 
We ha’e nowther Pot nor Pan, 
But four bare Legs the gither, Jo. 

Your Tocher’s be good enough, 
For that ye need na fear, 
T wa good Stilts to the Pleugh, 
An ye your fell maun fleer : 
Ye fall ha’e twa good Pocks, 
That anes were o’ the Tweel, 
The tane to ha# the Grots, 
The ither to had the Meal. 

X4 With 
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With an auld Kift made o' Wands, 
A nd that fall be yonr Coffer, 
W’ Aiken Woody Bands, 
And that may had your Tpcher, Jo, 

Confider well, Guidman, 
We ha'e but borrow’d Gears 

The Horfe that I ride on 
Is Sandy \Vilfan's Meat: 
The Sadie’s nane o’ my aid, 
And thae’s but borrow’d Boots, 
An whan that I gae hame 
I maun tak me to my Coots. 
The Cloak is Geordy Watti, 
That gars me look fae croufe ; 
Come fill us a Cog o’ Swats, 
We’ll mak na mair toom Rufe, Jo. 

I like ye well young Lad, 
For telling me fae plain, 
I married when little I had 
O’ Gear that was my ain. 
But fin that Things are fae. 
The Bride Hie maun come furti:.. 
Tho a’ the Gear fhe’ll ha’e, 
It’ll be but little worth. 

HU adl ?.bQLOit> 'u 
'i*Ns$h4? 

A 
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A Bargan il maun be, 
Fy cry on Gila the Mither: 
Content am I, quoth fhe, 
E’en gar the Hi/Iie come hither. 
The Bride fhe gade till her Bed, 
The Bridegroom he came till her. 
The Fidler crap in at the Fit, 
And they cudl’d it a thegither, Jo. 

A SONG. 

To the Tnne of, Blink over the Burn ftoect Betty. 

Eave Kindred and Friends, fweet Lady, 
Leave Kindred and Friends, for me; 

Affur’d, thy Servant is fleddy 
To Love, to Honour, and thee, 

he Gifts of Nature and Fortune, . 
May fly, by Chance, as they came. 

They’re Grounds the Deflines fport on, 
But Virtue is ever the fame. 

Utlio my Fancy were roving. 
Thy Charms fo heav’nly appear, 

That other Beauties difproving. 
I’d worfhip thine only, my Dear. 

fidt 

And 
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And fhouM Life’s Sorrows embitter 
The Pleafurc we promis’d oar Loves, 

To fhare them, together, is fitter. 
Then moan, affunder, like Doves. 

Oh l were I but once fo WefTed, 
To grafp my Love in my Arms! 

By thee to be grafp'd and kiffedl 
And live on thy Heaven of Charms.' 

I’d laugh at Fortune’s Caprices, 
Shou’d Fortune capricious prove; 

Tho Death fhou’d tear me to Pieces, 
I’d die a Martyr to Love. 

b..., v. . virmsuX «.icntejh*ithfD nj ‘ 
    —   

A SONG. 

To the Tune of The bonny Gray Ey'd Morning. 

|JoH gnivom nj 
siuq Jeriw M. 

CEleflial Mufes, tune your Lyres, 
Grace all my Raptures with your Lays, 

Charming, enchanting Kate infpires, 
In lofty Sounds her Beauties praife, 
How undefigning fhe difplays, 
Such Scenes, as ravifh with Delight ; 
Tho brighter than meridian Rays, 
They dazle not, but pleafe the Sight. 

Blind 
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Blind God give this, this only Dart, 
I neither will, nor can her harm, 
I wou’d but gently touch her Heart, 
And try for once if that con’d charm. 

I Go Vmusi ufe your fav’rite Wile, 
As the is beauteous, make her kind. 
Let all your Graces round her fmile, 
Andfooth her, till I Comfort find. 

When thus, by yeilding, I’m o’erpaid. 
And all my anxious Cares remov’d. 
In moving Notes, I’ll tell the Maid, 
With what pure lading Flames I lov’d. 
Then fhall alternate Life and Death, 
My ravifh’d flutt’ring Soul polTefs, 
The fbfteft tend’reft Things I’ll breathe, 
Betwixt each am’rous fond Carefs. O. 

SONG. 

To the Tune of The. Broom of the Cowdenknows. 

SUbjedcd to tiie Pow’r of Love 
By Nell's refidlefs Charms, 

The Fancy fix’d no more can roy^, 
Or fly Love’s fofc Alarms. 

Gay 
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Gay Daman bad the Skill to fhun, 

All Traps by Cupid laid, 
Until his Freedom was undone 

By Nell, the conquering Maid. 

But who can Hand the Force of Love, 
When the refolves to kill ? 

Her fparkling Eyes Love’s Arrows prove. 
And wound us with our WiB. 

O happy Damon, happy Fair, 
What Cuptd has begun, 

May faithful Hymen take a Care 
To fee it fairly done. 

SONG. 

Tune of Hogan Water. 

Vitas Hinnuleo me Jirmlis, Chloe. 

TELL me, Hamilla, tell me why 
Thou dot! from him that loves thee run? 

Why from his foft Embraces fly, 
And all his kind Endearments thun ? 

So flies the Fawn, with Fear opprefs’d. 
Seeking its Mother ev'ry where, 
It flarts at ev’ry empty Blaft, 
And trembles when no Danger’s near. 

And 
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And yeti keep thee but in View, 
To gaze the Glories of thy Face, 
Not with a hateful Step purfue, 

Ceafe then, dear Wildnefs, ceafe to toy, 
I But hade all Rivals to outfhine. 

A South Sea Sang. 

Tune of — For our long liding here. 

Hen we came up to 'London Town, 
We dream’d of Gowd in Gowpiogs here, 

 .itinly ran up and down, 
In rifing Stocks to buy a Skair, 
We daftly thought to row in Rowth, 
But for our Daffine pay’d right dear ; 
The lave will fare the war in Trouth, 

For our lang biding here. 

But when we fand our Purfes toom. 
And dainty Stocks began to fa’. 
We hang o&r Lugs and wi’ a Gloom, 
Girn’d at Stock-jobbing aneand a’. 

As Age to rifle ev’ry Grace. 

And grown mature and ripe for joy. 
Leave Mama's Arms and come to mine. W. 

If 

& 
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If ye gang near the South Sea Houfe, 
The WhiUywha’s wiU grip ye’r Gear, 
Syne a’ the Lave will fare the war, 

For our lang biding here. 

Hap me with thy Peticoat. 

OBell thy looks have kill’d my Heart, 
I pals the Day in Pain, 

When Night returns I feel the Smart, 
And wilh for thee in vain. 

I’m flarving cold, while thou art warm, 
Have Pi:y and incline, 

And grant me for a Hap that Charm- 
-ing Peticoat of thine. 

My ravilh’d Fancy in Amaze, 
Still wonders o’er thy Charms, 

Delufive Dreams ten thoufand Ways 
Prefent thee to my Arms. 

Eut waking think what I endure. 
While cruel you decline, 

Thofe Pleafures which can only cure 
This panting Breail of mine. 

I faint, I fail and wildly rove, 
Becaufe you fiill deny 

The juft Reward that’s due to Love, 
And let true Paffion die. 

Oh 
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Oh I turn and let Compaflion feife 
That lovely Bread of thine ; 

Thy Peticoat could give me Eafe, 
If thou and it were mine. 

I Sure Heaven has fitted for Delight 
That beautious Form of thine, 

| And thou’rt too good its Laws to flight, / 
j By hindering the Defign. 

I| May all the Powers of Love agree, 
I At length to make thee mine, 

I Or loofe my Chains and fet me free 
I From ev’ry Charm of thine. 

Love inviting Reafon. 

ijli A S O N G to the Tune of, Chami ma chatle, ne dace 
fkar mi. 

WHen innocent Paftime our Pleafure did crown. 
Upon a green Meadow, or under a Tree, 

E’er Annie became a fine Lady in Town, 
How lovely and loving and bonny was fhe? 

Ronze up thy Reafon my beautifu’ Annie, 
I Let ne er a new Whim ding thy Fancy ajee, 

O as thou art bonny be faithf'.!’ and canny. 
And favour thy 'Jamie wha doats upon thee. 

. Does 
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Docs the Death of a Lintwhite give Annie the Spleen, 
Can tyning of Trifles be uneafy to thee, 

Can Lap dogs and Monkies draw Tears frae thefe Een, 
That look with Indiffetence on poor dying me ? 

Roufe up thy Reafon my beautifu’ Annie, 
And dinna prefer a ParOquet to me, 

O as thou art bonny, be prudent and canny, 
And think on thy ^amie wha doats upon thee, 

A h J fliou’d a new Manto or Tlanders Lace Head, 
Or yet a wee Cottie, tho never fae fine, 

Gar thee grow forgetfu’ and let his Heart Heed, 
That anes had fome Hope of the purchafing thine. 

Roufe up thy Reafon my beautifn’ Annie, 
And dinna prefer ye'r Fleegeries to me; 

O as thou art bonny be folid and canny, 
And tent a true Lover that doats upon thee. 

Shall a Paris Edition of new-fangle Sany, 
Tho gilt o’er wi’ Laces and Fringes he be. 

By adoring himfelf be admir’d by fair Annie, 
And aim at thefe Bennifons promis'd to me. 

Roufe up thy Reafon, my beautifu’ Annie, 
And never prefer a light Dancer to me ; 

O as thou art bonny be conflant and canny. 
Love only thy ’Jamie who doats upon thee. 
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O think my dear Charmer on ilka fweet Hour, 
That Hade away faftly between thee and me, 

E’er Squirrels or Beaus or Fopery had Power 
To rival my Love and impofe upon thee. 

Roufe up thy Reafon my beautifu Annie, 
And let thy Defires be a’ center'd in me, 

O as thou art bonny be faithfu’ and canny. 
And love him wha’s langing to center in thee. 

The Bob of Dunblane. 

LAlRe, lend me your btaw Hemp Heckle, 
And I'll lend you my Thripling Karrie ; 

For Fainnefs, Dearie, 111 gar ye keckle, 
If ye’ll go dance the Bob of Dunblane. 

Haft ye, gang to the Ground of ye’r Trunkies, 
Busk ye braw and dinna think Shame ; 

Confider in Time, if leading of Monkies 
Be better than dancing the Bob of Dunblane. 

Be frank my Lafiie left I grow fickle, 
And tak my Word and Offer again, 

Syne ye may chance to repent it mickle, 
Ye didna accept of the Bob of Dunblane. 

The Dinner, the Piper and Prieft fhall be ready, 
And I’m grown dowie with lying my lane, 

Away then leave baith Minny and Dady, 
And try with me the Bob of Dunblane. 

Y 5’ 0 X G 
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SONG complaining of Abfence. 

To the Tune of— My Apron Leary. 

H i Cbloe l thou Treafure, thou Joy of my Breaft, 
i Since I parted from thee I’m a Stranger to Reft, 

I fly to the Grove, there to languifh and mourn, 
There figh for my Charmer and long to return. 
The Fields all around me are fmiling and gay 
But they fmik all in vain,— my Chloe's away ; 
The Field and the Grove can afford me no Eafe,—- 
But bring me my Chloe, a Defert will pleafe. 

No Virgin I fee that my Bofom alarms, 
I’m cold to the faireft, tho glowing with Charms, 
In vain they attacque me, and IJiarkle the Eye, 
Thefe are not the Looks of my Chloe, I cry. 
Thefe Looks where bright Love, like the Sun fits enthron’d, 
And Imiling diffufes his Influence round, 
’Twas thus I firft view’d thee, my Charmer, amaz’d ; 
Thus gaz’d thee with Wonder and lov'd while I gaz’d. 

Then, then the deaf fair one was ftill in my Sight, 
It was Pleafure all Day, it was Rapture all Night 
But now, by hard Fortune remov'd from my Fair, 
In fecret I languifh, a Prey to Defpair. 

But 
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But Abfence and Torment abate not my Flame, 
My Chios's ftill charming, my Pa/Tion ihe fame ; 
Oh would (he preferve me a Place in her Bread, 
Then Abfence would pleafe me, for I would be bled. 

R. 

SONG. 

To the Tune of, I fixed my fancy on her. 

BRight Cynthia's Power divinely great. 
What Heart is not obeying ? 

A thoufand Cupids on her wait, 
And in her Eyes are playing. 
She feems the Queen of Love to reign ; 
For (he alone difpenfes 
Such Sweets as bed can entertain 
The Gud of all the Senfes. 

Her Face a charming Profpeifi brings, 
Her Breath gives balmy Bliffes ; 
I hear an Angel when (he (ings. 
And tad of Heaven in Kiffes. 
Four Senfes thus (he feads with Joy, 
From Nature’s riched Treafure : 
Let me the other Senfe employ. 
And I (hall dye with Pleafure. 

Y 2 

X. 

A 
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A SONG. 

To the Tune of, llo'd a bonny X,ady. 

TEU me, tell me, charming Creature, 
Will you never eafe my Pain ? 

Muft I die for every Feature ? 
Mull I always love in vain ? 

The Defire of Admiration, 
Is the Pleafure you purfue ; 

Pray thee try a lafting Pafilon, 
Such a Love as mine for you. 

/ 
Tears and fighing could not move you ; 

For a Lover ought to dare : 
When I plainly told I lov'd you. 

Then you faid I went too far. 
Are fuch giddy Ways befeeming, 

✓ Will my Dear be fickle ftill : 
Conquert is the joy of Women, 

Let their Slaves be what they will. 

Your Negletf with Torment fills me, 
And my defperate Thoughts encreafe ; 

Pray confider, if you kill roe. 
You will have a Lover lefs. 

If 
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If your wand’ring Heart is beating 

For new Lovers, let it be : 
But when you have done coquetting, 

Name a Day and fix on me. 

The REPLY. 

IN vain fond Youth, thy Tears give o’er : 
What more, alas! can Flavia do ,• 

I Thy Truth 1 own, thy Fate deplore : 
' .All are not happy that are true. 

ijSupprefs thofe Sighs, and weep no more; 
I Should Heaven and Earth with thee combine, 

’Twere all in vain, fince any Power 
To crown thy Love mud alter mine. 

But if Revenge can eafe thy Pain, 
I'll footh the Ills I cannot cure, 

Tell that I drag a hopelefs Chain, 
, And all that I inflift endure. X. 

The Rofe in Yarrow. 

To the Tune of TAar) Scot. 

3r'|"^Was summer, and the Day was fair, 

JL Refolv'd a while to fly from Care, 
Beguiling Thought, forgetting Sorrow, 
I wander’d o’er the Brass of Torrow; 

Y 3 Till 
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Till then defpiling Beauty’s Power, 
I kept my Heart, my own fecure: 
But Cupid's Arts did there deceive me. 
And Mary's Charms do now enflave me. 

Will cruel Love no Bribe receive ? 
No Ranfom take for Mary's Slave ? 
Her Frowns of Reft and Hope deprive me. 
Her lovely Smiles like Light revive me. 
No Bondage may with mine compare 
Since ftrft I faw this charming fair. 
This beauteous Flower, this Rofe of Yarrow, 
In Nature's Gardens has no Marrow. 

Had I of Heaven hut one Requeft, 
I’d ask to ly in Mary’s Breaft ; 
There would I live or dye with Pleafure, 
Nor fpare this World one Moments Leifure, 
Defpiftng Kings, and all that’s great, 
I'd fmile at Courts and Courtiers Fate; 
My Joy complete in fuch a Marrow, 
I’d dwell with her and love on Yarrova. 

But tho’ fuch Blefs I ne're Ihould gain, 
Contented ftitl I’ll wear my Chain, 
In hopes my faithful Heart may move her,- 
For leaving Life I’ll always love her. 
What Doubts diftratft a Lover’s Mind, 
That Breaft all Soltnefs muft prove kind; 

1 And 
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And Che fhall yet become my Marrow, 
The lovely beauteous Rofe of Yarrow. 

The Fair Penitent, 

A SONG, —— To its own Tune. 

A Lovely Lafs to a Friar came, 
To confefs in a Morning early. 

In what my Dear are you to llame ? 
Come own it all fincerely. 

I’ve done. Sir, what I dare not name, 
With a Lad who loves me dearly. 

The greateft Fault in myfelf I know. 
Is what I now difcover, 

Then you to Rome/or that mujl go. 
There Difcipline to fuffer. 

Lake a Day Sir J if it mufl be fo, 
Pray with me fend my Lover. 

No, no my Dear, you do lut dream. 
We'll have no double Dealing ; 

But if with me you'll repete the fame. 
I'll pardon your pajl Failing. 

I mud own. Sir, tho I blufh for Shame, 
That your Penance ij prevailing. X. 

Y 4 Throw 
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Throw the Wood Laddie. 

O Sandy, why leaves thou thy Nelly to mourn l 
Thy Prefence cou'd eafe me. 
When naithing can pleafe me, 

Now dowie I figh on the Bank of the Burn, 
Or throw the Wood Laddie until thou return. 

Tho’ Woods now are bonny, and Morhings are clear, 
While Lavrocks are Tinging, 
A nd Primrofes fpringing ; 

yet nane of them pleafes my Eye or my Ear ,■ 
When throw the Wood Laddie ye dinna appear. 

That I am forfaken, fome fpare no to tell ; 
Em fafh’d wi’ their Scorning, 
•Banh Ev’ning and Morning ; 

Their Jeering gaes aft to my Heart wi’ a Knell ; 
When throw the Wood Laddie 1 wander my fell. 

Then flay, my dear Sandy, nae langer away. 
But quick as an Arrow, 
Hafl here to thy Marrow, 

Wlia’s living in Langour till that happy Day , 
When throw the Wood Laddie we'll dance, fing, and play. 

' VcKtl 
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Down the Burn Davie. 

WHen Trees did bud and Fields were green, 
And Broom bloom’d fair to fee 5 

When Ivlfiry was complete fifteen, \ 
And Love laugh’d in her Eye, 

Elyth Davie's Blinks her Heart did move 
To fpeak her Mind thus free. 

Gang down the Burn Davie, Dove, 
And IJhall follow thee. 

| Now Davie did each Lad furpafs 
That dwelt on this Burnfide, 

And Mary was the bonnieft Lafs, 
Jufl meet to be a Bride; 

Her Cheeks were rofie red and white, . 
Her Eeen were bonny blue ; 

Her Looks were like Aurora bright, 
Her Lips like dropping Dew. 

’ As down the Burn they took their way. 
What tender Tales they faid ; 

His Cheek to hers he aft did lay. 
And with her Bofom play’d. 

Till baith at length impatient grown, 
To be mair fully bled. 

In yonder Vale they lean’d them down ; 
Love only faw the red. 

1 

What 

/ 
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What pafs’d, I gucfs, was harmlefs Play, 

And naething fore unmeet; 
For, ganging hame, I heard them fay. 

They lik’d a wa’k fae fweet; 
And that they aften fhou'd return 

Sic Pleafure to renew. 
Quoth Mary, Love, I like the Burn, 

And ay fhall follow you. C, 

SONG. 

'to the Tune of Gilder Roy. 

AH.' Claris, con’d I now but fit 
As unconcernM, as when 

Your Infant Beauty cou'd beget. 
No Happinefs nor Pain. 

When I this Dawning did admire. 
And prais’d tfie coming Day, 

I little thought that rifing Fire, 
Wou’d take my Reft away. 

Your Charms in harmlels Child-hood lay. 
As Metals in a Mine, 

Age from no Face takes more away 
Than Youth conceal d in thine : 

But 
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But as your Charms infenfibly 
To their Perfection preft ; 

So Love as unperceiv'd did fly. 
And center’d in my Bread. 

My Paflion wi:h your Beauty grew. 
While Cupid at my Heart, 

Still as his Mother favour’d you. 
Threw a new flaming Dart, 

Each gloried, in their wanton Part, 
To make a Lover, he 

Employ’d the utmoft of his Art— 
To make a Beauty, {he. 0. 

A SONG. 

To the Tune of, The yellow hair’d Laddie. 

YE Shepherds and Nymphs that adorn the gay Plain, 
Approach from your Sports, and attend to my Strain; 

Amongft all your Number, a Lover fo true. 
Was ne’er fo undone, with fuch Blefs in his View. 

Was ever a Nymph fo hard hearted as mine ? 
She knows me fincere, and {he fl- :s 1 w I pine. 
She does not diflain me, nor fro ,n her Wrath, 
But calmly and mddiy reflgns i.e to Death. 

She 
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She calls me her Friend, bu*: her Lover denies; 
She fmiies when I’m chearfal, but hears not my Sighs 
A Bofom fo flinty, fo gentle an Air, 
Infpires me with hope, and yet bids me defpair ! 

I fall at her Feet and implore her with Tears, 
Her Anfwer confounds, while her Manner endears ; 
When foftly fhe tells me to hope no Relief, 
My trembling Lips blefs her in fpue of my Grief. 

By Night while I Humber, ftill haunted with Care, 
I flat up in Anguifh, and figh for the Fair, 
The Fair fleeps in Peace, may fhe ever do fo 1 
And only when dreaming imagine my Wo. 

Then gaze at a Diflance, nor farther alpire, 
Nor think fhe fhould love, whom fhe cannot admire, 
Hufh all hy complaining and dying her Slave, 
Commend her to Heaven, and thy felf to the Grave. X. 

SONG. 

To the Tune of, Wficn Jbe came len Jbe lobbed. 

C'AOme, fill me a Bumper, my jolly brave Boys, 
Lets have no more Female Impertinence and Noife; 

For i*ve try d the Endearments and Pleafures of Love, 
And I find they're but Nonfenfe and Whimfys, by ‘Jove. 

When 
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When firft of all Betty and I -were acquaint, 
I whin’d like a Fool, and fhe iigh d like a Saint: 
But I found her Religion, her Face and her Love. 
Were Hypocrify, Point, and Self-intereft, by Jove. 

Sweet Cecil came next, with her languifhing Air, 
Her Outfide was orderly, tnodeft and fair. 
But her Soul was fophifiicate, fo was her Lome, 

I 
For I found fhe was only a Strumpet, by Jove. 

Little double-gilt Jenny’s Gold charm’d me at lafl ; 
("You know Marriage and Money together does beflj 
But the Baggage forgetting her Vows and her Love, 
Gave her Gold to a fnai ling dull Coxcomb, by Jove. 

Come fill me a Bumper then, jolly brave Boys: 
Here’s a farewel to Female Impert’nence and Noife ; 
I know few of the Sex that are worthy my Love ; 
And for Strumpett and Jilts, I abhor them, by Jove. 

Dumbarton’j Drums. 

TTVUmbarton's Drums beat bonny O, 
When they mind me of my dear Jor.ny—O, 

How happy am I, 
When my Soldier is by. 

While he kiffes and bleffes his Anna 0. 

L. 

’Tis 
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’Tis a Soldier alone can delight me——O ; 
For his graceful Looks do invite me—0 : 

While guarded in his Arms, 
I’ll fear no Wars Alarms, 

Neither Danger nor Death (hall e're fright me—0, 

My Love is a handfom Laddie—O, 
Gentile, but ne're foppifh nor gaudy—0; 

Tho’ Commiffions are dear. 
Yet I’ll buy him one this Year ; 

For he lhall ferve no longer a Cadie—O. 
A Soldier has Honour and Bravery—.0, 
Unacquainted with Rogues and their Knav’ry—.0 ; 

He minds no other Thing, 
But the Ladies or the King; 

For every other Care is but Slavery O. 

Then I’ll be the Captain s Lady—O, 
Farewel all my Friends, and my Daddy—O, 

1 11 wait no more at home, 
But I’ll follow with the Drum, 

And when e’er that beats, 1J11 be ready—O. 
Dumbarton's Drums found bonny——O, 
They are Iprightly like my Dear Jonny—--0, 

How happy fhail I be, 
When on my Soldier’s Knee, 

And he kifles and bleffes his Annie——O. C 

My 
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My Deary, if thou die. 

Ove never more (halJ give me Pain, 
My Fancy’s fix’d on thee ; 

Nor ever Maid my Heart fhall gain, 
My Peggy, if thou die. 

Thy Beauties did fuch Pleafure give, , 
Thy Love’s fo true to me : 

Without thee I fhali never live. 
My Deary, if thou die. 

;lj If Fate fhall tear thee from my Breafl, 
How fhall I lonely firay ? 

ii In dreary Dreams the Night I'll Wafte, 
In Sighs the filent Day. 

I ne’er can fo much Virtue find. 
Nor fuch Perfection fee ; 

“Then I’ll renounce all Womankind, 
My Peggy after thee. 

No new blown Beauty fires my Heart, 
With Cupid’s raving Rage, 

But thine which can fuch Sweets impart, 
Muft all the World engage. 

I T was this that like the Morning-Sun 
Gave Joy and Life to me, 

4nd when its deftin’d Day is done, 
With Peggy let me die. 
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Ye Powers that fmile on virtuous Love, 
And in fuch Pleafure fhare ; 

You who its faithful Flames approve, 
With Pity view the Fair. 

Reflore my Peggy's wonted Charms, 
Thofe Charms fo dear to me: 

Oh I never rob them from thofe Arms ; 
I'm loft, if Peggy die. 

My Jo Janet. 

SWeet Sir, for your Courtefie, 
When ye came by the Baft then. 

For the Love ye bear to me. 
Buy me a Keeking-glafs then. 

KeeTe into the Draw-well 
Janet, Janet, 

And there ye'll fee ye'r bonny fell. 
My Jo Janet. 

Keeking in the Draw-well clear 
What if I Ihou’d fa* in, 

Syn a’ my Kin will fay and fwear 
I drown’d my fell for Sin. 

Hd'd the better be the Brae, 
Janet, Janet; 

Had the better be the Brae, 
My Jo Janet. Good 

0 
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Good Sir, for your Courteiie, 

Coming through Aberdeen then, 
For the Love ye bear to me 

Buy me a Pair of Shoon them 
Clout the auld the new are deary 

Janet, Janet; 
Ae Pair may gane ye kaff a Tear, 

My Jo Janet. 

But What if dancing on the Green, 
And skipping like a Mawking, 

If they fhou’d fee my clouted Shoon, 
Of. me they wiU be tanking. 

Dance ay laigh and late at E'en, 
Janet, Janet; 

Syne a' their Fault will no be feen. 
My Jo Janet. 

Kind Sir for your Courtefie, 
When ye gae to the Crofs then, 

For the Love ye bear to me, 
Buy me a pacing Horfe then. 

Pace upo’ your Spinning-wheel, 
Janet, Janet; 

Pace upo' your Spinning-wheel, 
My Jo Janet. 

Z 
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My Spinning-wheel is auld and ftiff. 
The Rock o’c winna ftand, Sir ; 

To keep the Temper-pin in tiff 
Employs aft my Hand, Sir. 

Mate the left ot that ye can, 
Janet, Janet ; 

But like it never wale a Man, 
_ My Jo Janet. 

SONG. 

To the Tune of John Anderfon my Jo. 

WHat means this Nicenefs now of late. 
Since Time that Truth does prove ; 

Such Difiance may coniifl with State, 
But never will with Love. 

-Tis either Cunning or Difdain 
That does fuch Ways allow; 

The firft is bafe, the laft is vain : 
May neither happen you. 

For if it be to draw me on. 
You over-ad your Part; 

And if it be to have me gone. 
You need not haff that Art: 

For if you chance a Look to call, 
That feems to be a Frown, 

I’ll give you all the Love that’s pad, 
The reft fhall be my own. 

' » 
Auld 
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Auld Rob Moris# 

M IT H E R. 
AUld Rob Morir that wins in yon Glen, 

He’s the King of good Fellows, and Wale of auld 
Men, 

| IHas fourfcore of black Sheep, and fourfcore too ; 
'.Auld Rob Morit is the Man ye maun loo. 

DOUGHTER. 
Ha’d yoar Tongue Mither, and let that abee, 

!For his Eild and my Eild can never agree: 
They’ll never agree, and that will be feen ; 
For he is Fourfcore, and I’m but Fifteen. 

MITHER. 
Ha’d your Tongue Doughter, and lay by your Pride, 
For he’s be the Bridegroom, and ye’s be the Bride ; 
He (hall ly by your Side, and kifs ye too, 
Auld Rob Moris is the Man ye maun loo. 

DOUGHTER. 
Auld Rob Moris 1 ken him fou weel. 
His A— it dicks out like ony Peet-Creel, 
He’s out-fhind, in-kneed and ringle-eyd too 3 
Auld Rob Moris is the Man I’ll ne’er loo. 

Z 2 MITHER. 
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M ITH E R. 
Tho’ auld Rob Morii be an elderly Man, 
Yet Ins auld Brafs it will buy a new Pan ; 
Then, Doughter, ye fhoudna be fae ill to fhoo, 
For auld Rob Moris is the Man ye maun loo. 

DOVGHTER. 
But auld Rob Moris I never will hae, 
His Back is fae ftiff and his Beard is grown Gray : 
I had titter die than live wi’ him a Year; 
Sae mair of Rob Moris I never will hear. Q. 

SONG. 

To the Tune of Come kifs with me, come clap with me, (fTc. 

P E G G T. 
MY Jochy blyth for what, thou haft done, 

There is r.ae help nor mending; 
For thou haft jog'd me out of Tune, 

For a’ they fair pretending. 
My Mither fees a Change on me. 

For my Complexion dafhes, 
And this, alas.1 has been with thee 

Sae late amang the Raflhes. 

y o c x. t. 
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\ My Pfggy what I’ve faid I’ll dq, 
To free thee frae her fcouling; 

j! Come then and let us buckle to, 
Nae langer let’s be fooling: 

For her Content I’ll inftant wed, 
Since thy Complexion daflies ; 

And then we’ll try a Feather-bed, 
’Tis fafter than the Rafhes. 

' 
p e g g r. 

I Then jfacfy fmce thy Love’s fae true, 
Let Wither fcoul, I’m eafy : 

i; Sae langs I live I ne’r fhall rue 
For what I’ve done to pleafe thee, 

| And there’s my Hand I’s ne’er complain, 
O i wells me on the Rallies; 

M! When e’er thou likes I’ll do’t again, 
And a Feg for a’ their Clafhes. Z. 

    

SONG. 

To Tane 0/Rothes’j Lament; or, Pinky-Houfe. 

AS Silvia in a Forrell lay 
To vent her Woe alone ; 

Her Swain Sylvander came that Way, 
Aud heard her dying Moan. 

Z 3 Ah 1 
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Ah l is my Love (" fhe faid ) to you 
So worthlefs and fo vain : 

Why is your wonted Fondnefs now 
Converted to Difdain-? 

You vow'd the Light fhould Darknefs 
E’er you’d exchange your Love ; 

In Shades now may Creation mourn, 
Since you unfaithful prove. 

Was it for this I Credit gave 
To ev’ry Oath you fwore ? 

But ah it feems they moil deceive 
Who moil our Charms adore. 

turn 

’Tis plain your Drift was all Deceit, 
The Pradice of Mankind : 

Alas I fee it but too late, 
My Love had made me blind. 

For you, delighted I could die: 
But Ohwith Grief I’m fill’d 

To think that credulous conftant I 
Should by your felf be kill’d. 

This faid,—all breathlefs, fick and pale. 
Her Head upon her Hand, 

She found her vital Spirits fail, 
And Senfes at a Stand. 

Sylva 
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Time’s on the Wing, and will not flay. 
In Ihiniog, Youth, let’s make our Hay, 
Since Love admits of nae Delay, 

O let nae Scorn undo thee. 
Ann thou were. See. 

While Love does at his Altar fland, 
Hae there’s my Heart, gi'e me thy Hand, 
And, with ilk Smile, thou (halt command 

The Will of him wha loes thee. 
Ann thou were. Sec. 

There s my Thumb Pll ne'er beguile thee» 

MY fweeteft A!ay, let Love incline thee 
T’ accept a Heart which he defigns thee ; 

And, as your conflant Slave, regard it. 
Syne for its Faithfulnefs reward it; 
’Tis Proof-a-Chot to Birth or Money, 
But yields to what is fweet and bonny ; 
Receive it then with a Kifs and a Smily, 
7 here's my Thumb it will ne’er beguile ye. 

How tempting fweet thefe Lips of thine are. 
Thy Bofom white, and Legs fa fine are. 
That when in Pools I fee thee clean ’em, 
They carry away my Heart between ’em ; 

I 
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I wifh, and I wifh, while it gaes duntin, 
O gin I bad thee on a Mountain, 
Tho’ Kith and Kin and a’ fhou’d revile thee. 
There's my Thumb I’ll ne’er beguile thee. 

A lane through flow’ry Hows I dander. 
Tenting my Flocks, led they fhou’d wander, 
Gin thou’ll gae alang. I’ll dawc thee gaylie. 
And gi’e my Thumb I’ll ne’er beguile thee. 
O my dear Ladle, it is but Daffin 
To had thy Woer up ay niff naffin. 
That Na, na, na, I hate it mod vilely, 
O fay, Yes, and I’ll ne’er beguile thee. 

For the Love of Jean. 

CffOcty faid to Jenny^ Jeany, wilt thou dq’t ; 
f Ne’er a fit, quo Jeany for my Tochergood, 

For my Tochergood I winna marry thee. 
Eens ye like, quo’ Jonny, ye may let it be. 

I ha’ Gowd and Gear, I ha* Land enough, 
I ha’ feven good Owfen ganging in a Pleugh, 
Ganging in a Pleugb, and linking o’er the Lee ; 
And gin ye winna take me, I can let ye be. 

I ha’ a good ha’ Houfe, a Barn and a Byer, 
A Stack afore the Door, I’ll make a rantin Fire ; 

I’ll 
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I’ll make a rantin Fire, and merry Chall we be; 
And gin ye winna tak me, I can let ye be. 

Jeany faid to Jochy, gin ye vrinna tell, 
Ye fhall be the Lad, I’ll be the Lafs my fell ; 
Ye’re a bonny Lad, and I’m a Laflie free, 
Ye’re welcomer to tak me, than to let me be. - 2. 

To the Tune of, PEGGY, I mujt love thtt. 

IIP) Eneath a Beech’s grateful Shade, 
Young Ct/ln lay complaining ; 

He iigh’d, and feem’d to love a Maid, 
Without Hopes of obtaining ; 

I For thus the Swain indulg'd his Grief, 
Tho’ Pity cannot move thee, 

I Tho’ thy hard Heart gives no Relief, 
Yet, Peggy, I muft love thee. 

SONG. 

If Love’s a Fault, 'tis that alone. 

Say, Peggy, what has Colin done, 
That thus you cruelly ufe him ? 

For which you flhould excufe him : 
’Twas thy dear felf firrt rais’d this Flame, 

This Fire by which I languifh ; 
|’Tis thou alone can quench the fame, 

And cool its fcorching Anguilh. 
For 
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For thee I leave the fportive Plain, 
Where every Maid invites me; 

For thee, foie Caufe of all my Pain, 
For thee that only flights me ; 

This Love that fires my faithful Heart 
By all but thee’s commended. 

Oh wouldft thou ad fo good a Part, 
My Grief might foon be ended. 

V 
That beauteous Bread fo foft to feel, 

Seem’d Tendernefs all over. 
Yet it defends thy Heart like Steel, 

'Gainft thy difpairing Lover. 
Alas I tho’it fhould ne’er relent, 

Nor Co/in’s Care ere move thee, 
Yet till Life’s lateft Breath is fpent, 

My Peggy, I mud love thee. C. 

Fy gar rub her (Per rv? Strae, 

GIN ye meet a bonny Laffie, 
Gie ’er a Kifs and let her gae, 

But if ye meet a dirty Huffy, 
Fy gar rub her o’er wi’ Strae. 

Be 
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Be Cure ye dinna quat the Grip 
Of ilka Joy, when ye are young, 
Before auld Age your Vitals nip, 
And lay ye twafald o’er a Rung. 

Sweet Youth’s a blyth and hartfome Time, 
Then, La4s and Laffes, while ’tis May, 
Gae pu’ the Gowan in its Prime, 
Before it wither and decay. 

f Watch the faft Minutes of Delyte, 
i When Jenny fpeaks beneath her Breath, 
\ nd kiffes, laying a’ the Wyte 
3n you, if fhe kepp ony Skaith. 

Haith ye’re ill bred, fhe’Jl fmiling fay, 
e’ll worry me, ye greedy Rook; 

i i'yne frae your Armsfhe’ll rin away, 
nd hide her felf in fome dark Nook. 

Her Laugh will lead you to the Place, 
V'here lies the Happinefs ye want, 
Lnd plainly tell you to your Face, 
lineteen Nay-fays are haff a Grant. 

Now to her heaving Bofom cling, 
nd fweetly toolie for a Kify, 
rae her fair Finger whoop a Ring, 
s Taiken of a future Blefs. 

n 
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Thefe Bennifons, I’m very fare, 
Are of the Gods indulgent Grant ; 
Then, furly Carles, whiflit, forbear 
To plague us with yoar whinning Cant. 

The Gaberlun^ie-Man* 

TH E pauky auld Carle came o’er the Lee 
Wi’ many Good-e’ens and Days to me, 

Saying, Goodwife, for your Courtefie, 
Will ye lodge a filly poor Man. 

The Night was cauld, the Carle was wat, 
And down ayont the Ingle he fat ; 
My Daughter's Shoulders he ’gan to clap. 

And cadgily ranted and fang ; 

O wow, quo’ he, were I as free, 
As firft when I faw this Country, 
How blyth and merry wad I be ? 

And I wad never think lang. 
He grew canty, and fhe grew fain ; 
But little did her auld Minny ken 
What thir flee twa togither were fay’n, 

When wooing they were fa thrang. 

And O, quo’ he, ann ye were as black. 
As e’er the Crown of your Dady’s Hat, 
Tis I wad lay thee by my Back, 

.And 
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And awa wi’ me thoa fhoii'd gang. 
A nd 0, qaoth fhe, ann I were as white. 
As e’er the Snaw lay on the Dike, 

II I’d dead me braw, and Lady-like, 
And awa with thee I’d gang. 

El Between the twa was made a Plot; 
! They raife a wee before the Cock, 
II And wyliely they fhot the Lock, 

1 And fad to the Bent are they gane. 
P Up the Morn the auld Wife raife, 
i And at her Leafure pat on her Claiths, 

Syne to the Servants Bed fhe gaes 
To fpeer for the filly poor Man. 

She gaed to the Bed, where the Beggar lay. 
The Strae was cauld, he was away, 

III She clapt her Hands, cry’d, Waladay, 
For fome of oar Gear will be gane. 

i Some ran to Coffers, and fome to Kills 
| Eat nought was flown that cou’d be mill, 
fl She danc’d her lane, cry’d, Praife be blefl, 

I have lodg’d a leel poor Man. 

Since naithings awa, as We can learn. 
The Kirn’s to kirn, and Milk to earn, 
Gae butt the Houfe, Lafs, and waken my Bairn, 

A nd bid her come quickly ben. 
A a The 



The Servant gade where the Daughter lay, 
The Sheets was cauld, ihe was away, 
And fall to her Goodwife can fay. 

She’s aff with the Gaberlunzie-Man, 

O fy gar ride, and fy gar rin. 
And haft ye find thefe Traitors again ? 
For the’s be burnt, and he’s be flain, 

The wearyfou Gaberlunzie-Man. 
Some rade upo' Horfe, fome ran a fit. 
The Wife was wood, and out o’er wit ; 
She cou’d na gang, nor yet cou’d fhe fit, 

But ay fhe curs'd and fhe ban d. 

Meart Time far hind out o’er the Lee, 
Fou fnug in a Glen where nane cou’d fee, 
The twa with kindly Sport and Glee, 

Cut frae a new Cheefe a Whang. 
The Priving was good, it pleas’d them baith, 
To lo’e her for ay, he gae her his Aith. 
Quo' flhe, to leave thee, I will be laith, 

My winfome Gaberlunzie-Man. 

O kend my Minny I were wi’ you, 
Ulfardly wad fhe crook her M m, 
Sic a poor Man (he’d never trow, 

After the Gaberlunzie-Man. 



. My Dear, quo’ he, ye’r yet o’er young. 
And ha’ na 1 earn'd the Beggar’s Tongue, 

I To follow me frae Town to Town, 
And carry the Gaberlunzie on, 

tiji Wi* Kauk and Keel, I’ll win your Bread, 
; And Spindles and whorles for them wha need, 

!i Whilk is a gentle Trade indeed 
To carry the Gaberlunzie —o. 

i i I’ll bow my Leg and crook my Knee, 
, And draw a black Clout o’er my Eye, 
i A Cripleor Blind they will ca’ me, 

While we fl;all be merry and ling. I, 

The CORDIAL. ' 

To the Tune of, Where Jhall our Goodman ly. 

Wr H E R E wad bonny Ann ly, 
Alane nae mair ye maun ly; 

Wad ye a Good-man try ? 
Is that the Thing ye’r laking ? 

SHE, 
Can a Lafs fae young as I, 
Venture on the Bridal Tye, 
Syne down with a Good-man ly? 
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Never ju'lge until ye try, 
ZViak rue your Goodman, I 
Shanna hinder you to ly, 

And fleep till ye be weary. 
SHE. 

What if I fhou’d waking ly 
WThen the Hoboys are gawn by, 
Will yet tent me when I cry. 

My Dear, I’m faint and iry ? 

H E. 
In my Bofom thou fhall ly, 
When thou waknfe art or dry. 
Healthy Chodial Handing by. 

Shall prefemly revive thee. 
SHE. 

'Toyour Will I then comply, 
join us, Priefl, and let me try 
Howl’ll wi* a Goodman ly, 

Whacan a Cordial give me. 

Will ye go to the Ew Boughts, Marion, 
And wear in the Sheep wi’ me ; v V And wear in the Sheep wi 

The Sun fhines fweet, my Marion ; 

But no haf fae fweet as thee. 
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0 Marion's a bonny Lafs, 
And the Blyth blinks in her Eye, 

And fain wad I marry Marion, 
Gin Marion wad marry me. 

There’s Gowd in your Garters, Marion, 
And Silk on your whhe Haufe-bane : 

ou fain I wad k;fs my Marion 
At E’en when I come hame. 
icre’s braw Lads in Earnjlaw, Marion, 

Wha gape, and glowr with their Eye 
At Kirk when they fee my Marion ; 

1 • ■ t 0 But nane of them loes like me. 

t’re nine Milk Ews, my Marion, 
A Cow, and a brawny Quey, 

il’ll gi’ them a’ to my Marion, 
Juft on her Bridal Day ; 

\nd ye’s get a Green-fey Apron, 
And Waftcoat o’ the London Brown, 

ind wow but ye will be vap ring, 
When e’er ye gang to the Town. 

I’m young and ftout, my Marion, 
Nane dances like me on the Green, 

Ind gin ye forfake me, Matron, 
I’ll e'en gae diaw up wi Jean ; 

A a 3 Sae 
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8ae put on your Pcarllns, Marion, 

A nd Kyrtle o' the Cramafie. ♦ 
And foon as my Chin has nae Hair on, 

I fhall come weft and fee ye. 

The blythfom Bridal, 

Fy let us a’ to the Bridal, 
For there will be Lilting there ; 

For forty's to be married to Maggie, 
The Lafs wi’ the Gowden Hair. 

And their will be Lang-kail and Pottage, 
A nd Bannocks of Barley-meal ; 

And there will be good fawt Herring, 
To relifh a Cog of good Ale. 

Fy let us a' to the Bridal, &c. 

And there will be Sandy the Sutor, 
And Will wi* the meikle Mou ; 

And there will be Tam the Blotter, 
With Andrew the Tinkler, I trow ; 

And there will be bow’d 'egged Roiie, 
With thumblefs Katie’s Goodman ; 

And there will be blew cheeked Dowlie, 
And Fawrie the Laird of the Land. 

Fy let us, &c. 



r. 37? ] 

And there will be Sow-libber Patie 
And plucky-fac't Wat i’the Mill, 

Capper nos’d Francie, and Giibk, 
That wins in the How of the Hill ; 

And there will be Alafter Sibby, 
Wha in with black Beffy did mool, 

With fnivelling 'Lilly and Ttbby, 
The Lafs that Hands aft on the Stool. 

Fy Itt us, &c. 

And Madge that was buckled to Steenk, 
And coft him gray Breeks to his Arfe, 

Wha after was hangit for Healing, 
Great Mercy it hap’ned nae warfe; 

And there will begleed Geordy Janners 
And Kkjb with the Lilly white Leg, 

Wha gade to the South for Manners 
And bang’d up her Wame in Mons-meg. 

Fy let us, &c. 

And there will be Vuden Mdowrie, 
And blinkin daft Barbara Micleg, 

Wi’Flea.lugged, fharny fac’d Laurie, 
And fhangy mou’d halucket Meg ; 

And there will be Happer-ars’d Nanfte, 
And fairy-fac’d Flowrie by Name, 

Muck Madie, and fat hippit Gri/y, 
The Lafs wi' the Gowden Wame. 

Fy let us. See. 
A a 4 And 
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And there will be Girn-again-Gibty, 
With his glakit Wife 'Jeany Belly 

And Mifle-fhin’d Mungo M^apie, 
The Lad that was Skipper himfel. 

There Lads and Laffes in Pearlings 
Will feaft in the Heart of the Ha’ 

On Sybows, and Rifarts, and Carlings 
That are baith fodden and raw, 

Fy let ut. See. 

And there will be Fadges and Brachen, 
With Fou;h of good Gabbock’s of Skate, 

Powfowdie, and Drammock and Crowdie, 
And caller Nowt-feet in a Plate; 

And there will be Partans and Buckies, 
And Why tens and Speldings enew. 

With finged Sheep-heads, and a Haggies, 
And Scadlips to fup till ye fpew. 

Fy let us, See. 

And there will be lapper'dMilk Kebbucks, 
And Sowers, and Farles, and Baps, 

With Swats, and well feraped Paunches, • 
And Brandy in Stoups and in Caps ; 

And there will be Meal-kail and Caftocks 
..With Skink to fup till ye rive, 

And Roads to roaft on a Brander, 
Of Flowks that were taken alive. 

Fy let us. See. 



Scrapt Haddocks, Wilks, Dulfe and Tangle, 
And a Mill of good Sniftiing to prie ; 

When weary with eating and drinking, 
1 We’ll rife up and dance till we die. 

Then fy let us a’ to the Bridal, 
For there will be lilting there, 

• For Jocky / to be married to Maggie, 
The Ttofs wi’ the govoden Hair. Z. 

— 

17be Highland Laddie. 

 * 
H E Lawland Lads think they are fine, 

JL But O they’r vain and idly gaudy 
How much unlike that gracefu1 Mein, 

And manly Looks of my Highland Laddie ? 
0 my bonny bonny Highland Faddie. 
My handfome charming Highland Fad die. 
May Heaven Jlill guard, and Love reward 

i Our Lawland Lafs and her Highland Laddie. 

tl If I were free at Will to chufe 
To be the weahhieft Lawland Lady, 

>’ I'd take young Donald without Trews, 
With Bonnet blew and belted Plaidy. 

10 my bonny, &c. 



The braweft Beau in Borrows-Town, 
In a’ his Airs, with Art made ready, 

Compar’d to him, he’s but a Clown; 
He's finer far in s Tartan Plaidy. 

Q my bonny, &c. 

O’er benty Hills with him I’ll run, 
And leave my Lawland Kin and Dady. 

Frae Winter’s Cauld and Summer’s Sun, 
He'll fcreen me with his Highland Plaidy. 

0 my bonny, 8cc. 

A painted Room, and Silken Bed, 
May pleafe a Lawland Laird and Lady ; 

But I can kifs, and be as glad 
Behind a Bufh in’s Highland Plaidy. 

0 my bonny, &c. 

Few Compliments between us pafs, 
1 ca’ him my dear Highland Laddie, 

And he ca’s me his Lawland Lafs ; 
Syne rows me in beneath his Plaidy. 

0 my bonny, Sec. 

Nac greater Joy I’ll e er pretend, 
Than that his Love prove trueand fleady 

Like mine to him, which ne'er /hall end, 
While Heaven preferves my Highland Laddie, 

nnv. Sec. 0 
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ALLA N-W A T E R. 

Or, My XMVe Annie’/ very bonny. 

WHat Numbers fhall the Mufe repete ? 
What Verfe be found to praife my Annie i 

On her ten thoufand Graces wait. 
Each Swain admires, and owns fhe’s bonny. 

Since firft (he trode the happy Plain, 
She’s fet each youthful Heart on Fire, 

Each Nymph does to her Swain complain. 
That A.nnie kindles new Deiire. 

This lovely Darling, dearefl Care ; 
This new Delight, this charming Annie, 

Like Summer’s Dawn, (he’s freflb and fair. 
When Flora t fragrant Breezes fan ye. 

All Day the am’rous Youths convene. 
Joyous they fport and play before her ; 

All Night, when (he no more is feen 
In blefsful Dreams they flill adore her. 

Among the Crowd Amyntor came, 
He look’d, he lov'd, he bow’d to Annie ; 

His riling Sighs exprefs his Flame, 
His Words were few, his Wifhes many. 

With 
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With Smiles the lovely Maid replied, 
Kind Shepherd, why fhould I deceive ye ? 

Alas! your Love muft be deny’d. 
This d ftin’d Bread can ne'er relieve ye. 

Young Daflxon came, with Cupid’s Art, 
His Wiles, his Smiles, his Charms beguiling, 

He hole away my Virgin-Heart, 
Ceafe, poor Amyntor, ceafe bewailing. 

Some brighter Beauty you may find, 
On yonder Plain the Nymphs are many. 

Then chufe fome Heart that’s unconfin’d, 
And leave to Damon his own Annie. C 

The Collier s bonny LaJJle, 

TH E Collier has a Daughter, 
And O flhe's wonder bonny, 

A Laird he was that fought her. 
Rich baith in Land and Money ; 

The Tutor’s watch'd the Motion 
Of this young honed Lover, 

But Love is like the Ocean : , ' 1 

Wha can its Depth difcover ? 

He had the Art to pleafe ye. 
And was by a’ refpefled ; 

His Airs fat round him eafy, 
Genteel, but unaffedled. 

The 
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The Collier’s bonny Laflie 
Fair as the new blown Lillie, 

Ay fweet, and never fancy. 
Secur’d the Heart of Willy. 

He lov’d beyond Expreffion, 
The Charms that were about her, 

And panted for Poffeffion, 
His Life was dull without her. 

After mature refolving, 
Clofs to his Brea ft he held her, 

In fafteft Flames diffolving. 
He tenderly thus tell’d her. 

My bonny Collier’s Daughter, 
Let naething difcompofe ye, 

,Tis no your fcanty Tocher 
Shall ever gar me lofe ye; 

For I have Gear in Plenty, 
And Love fays, ’tis my Duty 

To ware what Heaven has lent me, 
Uponyour Wit and Beauty. 

Where Helen lies. 

TO in Mourning. 

A H why thofe Tears in Nelly's Fyes, 
[ Aa, T o hear thy tender Sigiis and Cries, 
j'The Gods hand lift’nicg from the Skies 

Pleas’d with thy Piety. To 
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To mourn the Dead, dear Nymph, forbear, 
And of one dying take a Care, 

Who views thee as an Angel fair, 
Or fome Divinity. 

O be lefs graceful or more, kind, 
And cool this Fever of my Mind, 
Caufed by the Boy fevere and blind. 

Wounded I ligh for thee 
While hardly dare I hope to rife 
To fuch a Height by Hymen's Tyes, 
To lay me down where Helen lyes 

And with thy Charms be free* 

Then mud I hide my Love and die. 
When fuch a fovereign Cure is by ? 
No, fhe can love, and 111 go try, 

Whate’er my Fate may be. 
Which foon I’ll read in her bright Eyes, 
With thofe dear Agents I’ll advife, 
They tell the Truth, when Tongues iell Lies, 4' 

The lead believ’d by me. 

SONG. 
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SONG. 

To the Tune of Gallowjbiels. 

AH the Shepherd’s mournful Fate, 
When doom’d to love, and doom’d to languifh, 

To bear the fcornfu’ fair one's Hate, 
Nor dare difclofe his Anguilh. 

fet eager Looks, and dying Sighs, 
My fecret Soul difcover, 
hile Rapture trembling thro’ my Eyes, 
Reveals how much I love her. 

"he tender Glance, the redning Cheek, 
O’erfpread with riling Blufhes, 
thoufand various Ways they fpeak 
A thoufand various Wifhes. 

tor Oh 1 that Form fo heavenly fair. 
Thole languid Eyes fo fweetly fmiling, 

('hat artfefs Elulh, and modeft Air, 
So fatally beguiling. 

hy every Look, and every Grace, 
So charms when e’er I view thee ; 
ill Death overtake me in the Chace, 
Still will my Hopes purfue thee) 

Then 
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Then when my tedious Hours are paft. 

Be this laft BIeffing given, 
Low at thy Feet to breath my laft. 

And die in Sight of Heaven. 

End of the Tea-Table Mifcellany. 

JENNY and M £*0 

A 

PASTORAL, 

SEQUEL to jMtte and ftojcr* 

y e s n r. 
COme, Meg, let’s fa to Wark upo’ this Green, 

The thining Day will bleech our Linnen clean ; 
The Water’s clear, the Life unclouded blew 
Will make them, like a Lilly, wet with DeW. 

M E G G T. 
Go farer up the Burn, to Habit's How, 

Where a’ that’s fweet in Spring and Summer grow,- 
And, ’tween twa Berks, out o’er the little Lin, 
The Water fa’s, and makes a fingii g Din : 
A Pool Breaft deep, beneath as clear as Glafs, 
Kifles with ealy Whirles the Bordering Grafs j 

We’ll 
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1 We’U end our Wafhing, while the Morning's cool i 

And, when the Day grows het, we’U to the Fool, 
There wafh our fells :— ’Tis healrhfou’now in 
And unco cauler on fae warm a Day. 

JENNY. 
Daft Laffie, when we’re naked, what’ll ye fay, 

If our twa Herds come bratling down the Brae, 
And fee us fae ?—That jeering Follow Pate, 
Wad taunting la^, Haith Lattes ye’re no blate. 

MEGGY. 
We’re far frae ony Road and out of Sight, 

And for the Lads, they’ll no be hame till Night, 
,) They feed this Day a Mile beyont the Height. 

But tell me now, dear Jenny, we're our lane. 
What gars ye plague your Woer with Difdain. 
The Neighbours a’ tent this as well as I, 

| That Roger Joes ye, yet ye care na by. 
What ails ye at him ; trouth atween us twa. 
He’s wordy you the bed Day e’er ye faw. 

JENNY. 
I dinna like him, Megy, there’s an End, 

A Herd mair (heepilh, yet I never kend. 
He kames his Hair indeed, and gaes right fnug. 
With Ribon Knots at his blew Bonnet Lug, 
Whilk penfily he wears a Thought a jee, 
And fpreads his Garters dic’d beneath his Knee. 

/ B b 
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He falds his Owrlay down his Breaft with Care; 
And few gangs nicer to the Kirk or Fair : 
For a’ that he can neither fing nor fay, 
Except, Hozv d'ye,—or. There'f a bonny Day.— 

MEGGY. 
Ye dafh the Lad with conftant flighting Pride ; 

Hatred for Love is unco fair to bide : 
But ye'lJ repent ye, if his Love grow cauld.— 
What like's a dorty Maiden when fhe s auldj 
Like dawted Wean, that tarras at its meat. 
And for fome fecklefs Whim will orp and greet 
The lave laugh at it till the Dinner’s pad 
And fyne the Fool Thing is oblig’d to fad. 
Or fcart anither’s Leavings at the lad. 

JENNY. 
If Roger is my Jo, he kens himfel 

For fick a Tale I never heard him tell. 
Heglowrs and iighs, and I can guefs the Caufe; 
But wha’s oblig’d to fpell his Hums and Haws. 
When e’er he likes to tell his Mind mair plain, 
Ffe tell him frankly ne’er to do’t again. 
They’re Fools wha Slavery like, that can live free, 
The Chiels-may a’ knit up themfel’es for me. 

MEGGY. 
Be doing your Ways:—For me I have a Mind, 

To be as yielding as my Patk's kind. 
J E N N 
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JENNY. 
Heh Lafs J how can ye loo that Rattle-Soul, 

A very Deel, that ay maun hae his Will. 
We’ll foon hear tell what a poor feighten Life, 

| You twa will drive fa foon’s ye’re Man and Wife. 
MEGGY. 

i I’ll rin the Risk, nor hae I ony Fear, 
But rather think ilk lang-fome Day a Year. 
’Till I with Pleafure mount my Bridal Bed ; 
Where on my Patie’s Breaft, I’ll lean my Head j 
There we may kifs, as lang as Killing’s good; 

I And what we do, there’s nane dare ca’ it rude. 
I He’s get his Will: Why no ? ’Tis good my Part, 

To give him that, and he’ll gi’ me his Heart. 
JENNY. 

He may indeed, for ten or fifteen Days, 
' Make mikle o' ye, with an unco’ Fraife, 

l!i And dawt ye baith afore Fowk and ye’r lane : 
f: But foon as his Newfanglenefs is gane— 
it He’ll look upon ye as his Tether-flake, 
|l! And think he’s tint his Freedom for ye’r Sake. 
f| Inflead then of lang Days of fweet Delyt, 
IAe Day be dumb, and a’ the nieft he’ll flyt; 

And may be in his Early hoods ne’er flick 
To lend his loving Wife a lound’ring Lick. 

MEGGY. 
Sic courfe fpun Thoughts as thefe want Pith to move 

I My fettl'd Mind,—-I’m o’er far gane in Love; ■> 
B b 2 PatJe 
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Patie (o me is dearer than my Breath, 
But want of him I fear nae ither Skaith. 
There's cane of a’ the Shepherds tred the Green 
Has he a Smile, and fic twa glancing Een. 
How blythly can he fport, and gently rave 
And jeft at little Things that fnght the lave : 
In a he fays or does there’s fic a Gate, 
The reft feem Coofs compar’d with my dear Pate ; 
His better Senfe will lang his Love fecure, 
Comention’s heff in Sauls are weak and poor. 

J E N N r. 
Hey ! bonny Lafs of Brankfome, or’t be lang 

Your witty Pate will put ye in a Sang : 
O ’tis a pleafant Thing to be a Bride, 
And whindging Gets about ye’r Ingle-fide, 
Yelping for this and that, with fafhous Din, 
To make them Brats, then ye maun toil and fpin. 
Ae Wean faws fick, ane fcads himfel wi’ Broo, 
Ane breaks his Shin, anither tines his Shoe : 
The Deel gaes o'er John Welfier : —Hame grows Hell, 
When Pate mifcaws ye war than Tongue can tell. 

M E G G T. 
Yes’tis a heartfome Thing to be a Wife, 

When round the Ingle-edge young Sprouts are rife : 
Gin I’m fae happy I (Ball have Delight 
To hear their little Plaints, and keep them right. 

> 
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Say, Jenny, Can there greater Pleafure be 
Than fee fie wee Tots toolying at your Knee, 
When a’ they ettleat—their greateil With 
Is to be made of, and obtain a Kifs ? 
Can there be Toil in tenting Day and Night 
The like of them, when Love makes Care delight ? 

JENNY. 
But Poortith Meggy is the warll of a’. 

If o’er your Heads ill Chance fhou'd Beggery draw ; 
There’s little Love, or canty Chear can come 
Frae dudy Jackets, or a Pantry toom : 
Your Nowt may die rthe Speat may bear away 
Frae a£f the Howms your dainty Rucks of Hay, 
The feeding Wreaths of Snaw, or blafihy Thows 
May fometimes fmoor, and aften rot your Ews. 
A Dyver buys your Butter, Woo and Cheefe, 
But, or the Day of Payment, breaks and flies : 
With gloomin Brow the Laird feeks in his Rent, 
Its no to gi’e, your Merchant’s to the Bent 
His Honour manna want, he poonds your Gear, 
Syne driven frae Hcufe and Hald, where will ye fleer ? 
Dear Meg be wife, and live a Angle Life, 
Trouth its nae Mows to be a married Wife. 

M E G G T. 
May fic ill Luck befa* that filly fhe 

\ Wha has thefe Fears, for that was never me ; 
>. Let Fowk bode well, and drive to do their befl, 
tj Nae mair’s requir’d, let Heaven mak out the reft. 

B b 3 I’ve 



I’ve heard my honefl Father aften fay, 
That Lads fhou'd a’ for Wives that's verteous pray ; 
For the maift thrifty Man coo’d never get 
A well ftor’d Room, unlefs his Wife wad let: 
Wherefore nought (hall be wanting on my Part 
To gather Wealth, to raife my Shepherd’s Heart. 
Whate’er he wins, I’ll guide with cautious Care, 
And win a Vogue at Market, Tron and Fair, 
For healfome, clean, cheap and fufficient Ware. 
A Flock of Lambs, Cheefe, Butter and feme Woo 
Shall firft be fald, to pay the Laird his Due, 
Syne a’ behind s our ain, Thus without Fear, 
With Love and Rowth we throw the Warld will fleer 
And when my Pate in Bairns and Gear grows rife. 
He’ll blefs the Day he gat me for his Wife, 

y E N N T. 
But what if fome young Beauty on the Green, 

With dimpl’d Cheeks and twa bewitching Een, 
Shou’d gar your Patie think his haf worn Meg 
And her kend KilTes hardly worth aFeg. 

M E G G T. 
Nae mair of that dear yenny, to be free. 

Men are ma r confiant aft in Love than we ; 
Nor do I thank them for’t: Nature mair kind 
Has blefl them with a Hardinefs of Mind ; 
And whenfoe’er they flight their Mates at hatne, 
Its ten to ane the Wives are maifl to blame. 
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Then I’ll employ with Pleafure a’ my Art 
To keep him chearfu’ and fecure his Heart. 
At E'en when he comes weary frae the Hill 
I’ll have a’ Things made ready to his Will. 
In Winter when he toils throu’ Wind and Rain, 
A bleezing Ingle, and a clean Hearth-ftane : 
And foon as he flings by his Plaid and Staff, 
The Teething Pot’s be ready to tak aff; 
Clean Hagabag I’ll fpread upon his Boord, 
And ferve him with the bed we can afford. 
Good Humour and whyt Bigonets fhall be 
Guards to my Face, to keep his Love for me. 

J E S N r. 
A Difb of married Love right foon grows cauld, 

And dofens down to nane as Fowk grow auld. 

M E G G r. 
But we’ll grow auld togither, and ne’er find 

The Want of Youth, when Love lyes in the Mind, 
Bairns and their Bairns make fure a firmer Tye 
Then ought in Love e’er kend to you and I; 
Like yon twa Elms that grow up Side by Side, 
Suppofe them fome Years fyne Bridegroom and Bride, 
Nearer and nearer ilka Year they’ve preff, 
Till wide their fpreading Branches are increaff, 
And in their Mixture now are fully bleff. 

B b 4 J E N N T. 
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JENNY. 
I’ve done, —— I yield, dear Laffie I maun yield, 

Your better Senfe has fairly won the Field, 
With the Afliftarice of a little Fae 
Lyes darn’d within my Bread this mony a Day. 

MEGGY. 
A lake 1 poor Prifoner 1 Jenny, that’s unfair 

That ye’ll no let the wee Thing take the Air ; 
Haft let him out, we’ll tent as well’s we can 
If he is Bauldy's or poor Roger's Man. 

JENNY 
Anither Time’s as good, ——for fee the Sun 

Is right far up, and were no yet begun 
To freath the Graith •—If canker'd Madge your Aunt 
Come up the Burn, fhe’il gie’s a winfome Rant. 
But when we’ve done, I’fe tell ye a’ my Mind, 
For this I find nae Lafs can be unkind. 

****%************\************f**** 

Bag-pipes no Mujick: 

A SATYRE on Scots Poetry. An Epiltle to 
Mr. Stanhope. 

AS Dryden juftly term’d Poetick Sound, 
A pacing Pegafui on Carpet Ground. 

Rofecommon's nervous Senfe your Verfes yield 
A Courfer bounding o’er the furrow'd Field: The 
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The Track purfue, —-that thinking Scoit may fee 
The comprehenfive Englijh Energy. 
Scotch Moggy may go down at Aberdeen^ 
Where Bonnets, Bag-pipers, and Plaids are feen ; 
But fuch poor Gear no Harmony can fute, j 
Much fitter for a Jew's Trump than a Lute. 
Low Bells, not Lyres, the Highland Cliffs adorn, 
Macklean's loud halloo, or Mackgregor's Horn. 
Sooner ffiall China yield to Earthen Ware, 

' 
Sooner fhall Abel teach a finging Bear, 
Than Englijh Bards let Scott torment their Ear. 
Who think their ruftick Jargon to explain, 

flFor anes is once, lang, long, and two is twain, 
et them to Edinburgh foot it back, 
nd add their Poetry to fill their Pack, 

While you the Fav’rite of the tuneful Nine, 
ake Englijh Deeds in Engltjh Numbers (bine, 
eave Ram fay's Clan to follow their own W'ays, 
nd while they mumble Thiftles, wear the Bays. 

Oxford, Novemb. 4.. 
1720. 

John Couper. 

Grub- 
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Grubflreet nae Satyre. 

In Anfwer to Bag-pipes no Mujick. An Epiltle to 
the Umquhile John Cowper, late Kirk-Trea- 
furer’s Man of Edinburgh-, now his Ghailt: 
Undying Poetry at Oxford, for the Benefit of 
E. Curl, 

DEAR John, what ails ye now ? ly ftill: 
Hout Man i What need ye take it ill 

That Allan buried ye in Rhime, 
May be a Start afore ye’r Time ? 
He’s nathing but a (hire daft Lick, 
And difna care a Fidle-flick, 
Altho your Tutor Curl and ye 
Shou’d ferve him fae in Elegy. 

Doup down doild Ghaift, and dinna fafh us 
With Carpet Ground, and nervous Clafhes ; 
Your Grubjlreet Jargon Dry den wounds, 
When mixt with hi* Poetick Sounds. 
You pace on Pegafue l 7 ake Care, 
He’ll bound o'er furrow'd Fields of Air, 
And fling ye headlong frae the Skies, 
Never a fecond Time to rife ; 

With 
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With fie a Fa, alake ! ye’ll e’en a’ 
Dafh into Sherds like broken China'. 
China and Men the fame Fate skair, 

! Ah me J baith bruckle Earthen Ware. 

Lang ferv’d ye in a mettl’d Station, 
The foremoft Beegle of our Nation, 
For fcenting out the yielding Creature, : 
Wha us’d to play at Whats-the matter: 
But now, O fy for Shame to trudge, : 
Man Curie's poor Hackney fcribling Drudge, 
To fill his Pact, while you, right fair, . 
IGain Title braw His finging Bear. 

i But, John, Wha taught ye ilka Name, 
That flhines fae bonnily in Fame, 
\Rofecommon, Stanhope, Ramfay, Dryden, 
IWha Back of winged Horfe cou’d ride on ? 
IA’ them we ken ; but wha the D—— 

; Bad you up Hill Parnoffus fpeel. 

You Ramfay make a feckfu’ Man, 
| Ringleader of a hearty Clan : 
| Goodfaith it fets ye well to fear him, 
For gin ye etle anes to fleer him, 

| He’ll gloom ye dead ; in Rujlich Phrofe 
He’ll gar his Thi/lles rive your Bays. 

PATE BIR N I E. 
Kinghorn, \6th. 
November, 17 20. 

Rum- 
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vr^ v’F'vS^r ^v Jf^. vv* Jiv vp» ^r* WT- 

R A M S A r's 

R. E A S O N S 

For not anfwering the Hackney Scriblcrs, 
his obfcure Enemies. 

i. 
THcfe to my blyth indulgent Friends, 

Dull Faes nought at my Hand deferve; 
To pump an .Anfwer’s a’ their Ends, 

But not ae Line if they fhou’d fiarve. 

II. 
Wha e’er fhali with a Midding feight, 

Of Vkiory will be beguil’d, 
Dealers in Dirt will be to dight. 

Fa they aboon or ’neath, they’re fil’d. 

III. 
It helps my Character to heez, 

When I m the Butt of creeping Tools, 
The Warld by their daft Meddly fees, 

That Tve nae Enemies but Fools. 

IV. 
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IV. 

But fae it has been and will be. 
While real Poets rife to Fame, 

Sic poor Maciflechno's will let flee 
Their Venom, and ftill mifs their Aim. 

V. 
Should ane like Garth or Congrave write, 

Some canker'd Goof can fay tis wrang j 
On Pope fic Mungrels fhaw’d their Spite, 

And (hot at Addifon their Stang. 

VI. 
But well dear Spec the fecklefs Affes 

To wiefl Infers even’d and painted, 
Sic as by magnifying Glaffes 

Are only kend when throw them tented. 

VII. 
The blundering Fellows ne’er foryet. 

About my Trade to f   their Fancies, 
As if forfooth I wad look blate 

At what my Honour maift advances. 

VIII. 
Auld Homer fang for’s daily Bread, 

Surprizing Shakefpcar fin’d the Wool, 
Great Virgil Creels and Baskets made, 

And famous Ben imploy’d the Trowel. 
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IX. 
Yet Dorfet, 'Launfdown, ’Lauderdale^ 

Buds, Sterling, and the Son of Angus, 
Even Monarchs, and of Men the Wale, 

Were proud to be inrow’d amang us. 

X. 
Then, Hackneys, write till ye gae wood. 

Drudge for the Hawkers Day and Night, 
Your Malice cannot move my Mood, 

.And equally your Praife I flight. 

XL 
I’ve gotten mair of Fame than’s due. 

Which is fecur’d amang the Bed, 
And fhou'd I tent the like of you, 

A little Saul wad be con fed. v 

XII. 
Nae Madive minds a yamphing Cur, 

A Craig defies a frothy Wave, 
Nor will a Lyon raife his Fur, 

Altho a Monkey misbehave. 

THE 
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THE 

FAIR ASSEMBLY, 

POEM. 

-'Jocahtthia virgo 
Inch oat) O' gejlu cantum comitantefigurat. 

MILL/EUS. 

Miriam prefiding o’er the Female Throng, 
Begins, and fuits the Movement to the Song. 

To the M A N A G E R S. 

i Right Honourable LADIES, 
[ 0 W much it our whole Hatton indebted to Tour Lady- 

Jhipt for Tour reafonable and laudable Undertaking 
to introduce Politenefs among(l ut, by a chearful En- 

Ttainment, which it highly for the Advantage of both Body 
hd Mind, in all that it becoming in the Brave and Beauti- 
\l; well for feeing that a barbarout Rujlicity ill fuitt them, 
mo in fuller Tcart mujl ad with an Addrejl fuperior to 

e Common Clafs of Mankind ; and it it undeniable, that no- 
\ing pleafet more, nor commands more Ref fed than an eafy, 
fing'ged and genteel Manner. What can be more df- 

agrceable. 

\ 
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agreeable, than to fee one with a ftufid Impudence faying 
and ailing Things the moft fbocYrng amongft the Polite, or 
others (in plain Scots) blate and bumbaz'd, fyking how tc 
behave, confcious of their own Want of Breeding, Jit upor. 
Hetties all the Time that their ill luck throws them intt 
good Company. 

Warm'd with thefe Reflections, and the Beaut if nine ft oj 
the SubjeCt, my Thoughts have made their Way in the fol- 
lowing Stanza’/, which, with Humility I beg Heave to fre- 
fent to your Ladyjbips. 

'Tit amazing to imagine, that any are fo deftitute of gooa 
Senfe and Manners, as to drop the leaft unfavourable Sen- 
timent againft the FAIR ASSEMBLY. 'Tit to b 
owned, with Regrate, that the heft of Things have beer 
abufed. The Church has been, and in many Countries is tfo 
chief Place for Affignations that are not warrantable 
Wine, one of Heaven's kindly Bleflings, may be ufed to one. 
Hurt. The Beauty of the FAIR, which is the grea 
Preferver of Harmony and Society, has been the Ruin o 
many. Learning, which aflifts in raifing the Mind of Mar 
up to the Claft of Spirits, has given many a one's Brain # 
wrong Gaft. So Places deftgnd for healthful and manner 
ly Dancing, have, by People of an unhappy Turn, been de 
bauch d by introducing Gaming, Drunkenneft and undecen 
Familiarities. But will any argue from thefe, that we muj 
have no Churches, no Wine, no Beauties, no Literature, no 
Dancing ? Forbid it Heaven ! 

Hoble and worthy Ladies, whatever is under Tour auj 
ficious ConduCt mufl be improving and beneficial in ever 
RcfpeCt. May all the fair Daughters copy after fuch vir 
tuous and delightful Patterns as you have been and continu 
to be : That Tou may be long a Blcffing to the rftng Gent 
ration, is the ftneere Prayer of. 

Edin. June 23 th. 
I 7 2 3- 

May it pleafe your Ladyfliips, 
Tour moft Faithful and 

Humble Servant, 

Allan Ramsa 
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THE 

iFAIR ASSEMBLY, 

A POEM, in the Royal * Stanza. 

i Soon after them all dancing in a Row, 
The comely yirgins came with Girlandt dight. 
At frejh as Flowers that in Green Meadows grow, 

i When Morning Dew upon their ~Leaves doth light. 
 SPENCER. 

WAKE, Thalia, and defend, 
With chearfu’ Carrolling, 

X JSk. Thy bonny Care,-—thy Wings extend, 
And bear me to your Spring; 

That Harmony full Force may lend 
To reafons that I bring  

ow Caledonian Nymphs attend, 
For ’tis to you I ling. 

* So called,being invented by i^mts the FirJl,King of Scots, 
uhofe incomparable Poem in thefe Meafures will be admired 
t long as Images juftly reprefented give Fleafure in flow- 

Kg' Plumbers and fonorous Rhyme, when the Senfe is as 
yfingag’d as if /poke in Profe. 

C c As 
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II. 
As lang as Minds maim Organs wear, 

Compos’d of Flefh and Blood, 
We ought to keep them hale and clear, 

* With Exercife and Food. 
Then, but Debafe, it will appear 

That Dancing mull be good, 
It ftagnant Humors fets a Steer, 

And fines the purple Flood. 

III. 
Difeafes, Heavinefs and Spleen, 

And ill Things mony mae, 
That gar the lazy fret and grane, 

With Vifage dull and blae. 
.’Tis Dancing can do mair alain 

Than Drugs frae far away, 
To ward aff thefe, make nightly Pain, 

And four the fhining Day. 

IV. 
Health is a Prize, ——yet meikle mair 

In Dancing we may find ; 
It adds a Luflre to the Fair, 

And when the Fates unkind 

* The wife for Health on Exerc'fe depend, 
GOD never made hit Worhr for Man to mend. Dryd. 

Cloud 
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Zloud with a b’ate and aukward Air 
A Genius right refin’d, 

]- The fprightly Art helps to repair 
This Blemifh on the Mind. 

V. 
iow mony do we daily fee, 

* Right fcrimp of Wit and Senfe, 
Who gain their Aims aft eafilie 

By well bred Confidence. 
Then whate’er helps to qualifie 

A ruftick Negligence, 
1 Maun without Doubt a Duty be, 

And Ihou’d give nae Offence. 

-f- Since nothing appears to me to give Children fo much 
becoming Confidence and Behaviour, and fo raife them to 
j|/;e Converfation of thofe above their Age, as Dancing, I 
\hink they Jhould be taught to dance affoon as they are capa- 
ble of learning it For tho' this confifl s only in outward 
iracefulnefs of Motion; yet I know not how, it gives manly 
"boughts and Carriage more than any Thing. Lock. 

* It is certain that for Want of a competent Knowledge 
a this Art of Dancing, which Jhould have been learned 
uhen young, the Publick iofes many a Man of cxquifue 
atelleduals and unbyafs'd Probity, purely for Want of that 
1 neceffary Accomplifhment, Ajfurance-, while the prejfing 
tnave or Fool /boulders him out, and gets the Prize. Mr. 

C c 2 Ceafe 
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VI. 
Ceafe moody Mortals to reprove 
f What’s lawfu’, blyth and chafle; 

Its skaithlefs in a Dance to move, 
If gracefully expreft : 

Sacred and human Laws approve. 
Then fet your Minds to reft, 

Since the maift worthy feem to love 
TheFAIR ASSEMBLY beft. 

VII. 
Mates mayna there in Mirknefs meet, 

But midft a Bleeze of Candle; 
Is that like faunt’ring on the Street, 

Like you wha Doxies dandle: 
Pray learn to be fome mair difcreet. 

And mince your mumb’ling Scandal, 
Subjects like them fae fair and fweet. 

It fets ye ill to handle. 

VIII. 
Gae hunt Difeafes in the Dark, 

Dull Hippoc's, and be civil; 
Purfue with Pith your Mid night Wark, 

Be threfh'd, or threfh your Rival: 
     

■f. Tempus laltandi. , 
Deinde redeunre Jiphthacho Mitzpam in domum fuam 

ecce filia ejus exibat obviam eicum tympanis & cum chorisi <, 
Adhuc aedificaturus fum te, acdificeris, virgo IfraelisiJ. 

adhucornnbis te tympanis tu'is, Sc procedes cum choro luJj 
dentium. Whal 
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Wha ettle at the Marriage Mark, 
Evites thefe Paths are evil ; 

They keep alive the heav'nly Spark, 
* And ding auld Dodtor Divel. 

IX. 
His Doctrine's dung, -when equal Pairs 

Together join their Hands, 
And vow to footh ilk other’s Cares, 

In haly wedlock Bands ; 

Sae when to dance the Maid prepares, 
And flush’d with Sweetnefs Hands, 

I At her the wounded Lover flares, 
And yields to Heaven's Commands. 

X. 
" 4 The firfl Command he foon obeys, 

While Love infpires ilk Notion, 
^His wifhing Look his Heart difplays, 

While his lov’d Mate’s in Motion : 
He views her with a bly th A maze, 

And drinks with deep Devotion 
That happy Draught, that throu' our Days 

Is own’d a cordial Potion. 

— ;  
* This 'Line would require a long and learned Note, lut 

I Jhall leave the Honour of it to fame unborn Scabger or 
Heinflus. 

f Dixit eis Deus, fxtificate, augefeite & implete tenant. 
C c 3 The 
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The Cordial which conferves our Life, 

And makes it fmooth and eafy ; 
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Then ilka Wan ter wale a Wife, 
Or Eild and Humdrums feize ye, 

Whale Charms can filence Dumps or Strife, 

Attend th’ A S S E M B L Y, where there's Rife 
Of virtuous Maids to pleafe ye. 

Thefe model! Maids infpire the Mufe, 
In flowing Strains to fhaw 

Their Beauties, which flhe likes to rufe, 
And let the Envious blaw: 

That Task fhe canna well refufe, 
Wha flnle fays them Na  

To paint Bdlinda, firfl we chufe. 
With Breads like driven Snaw. 

With a fair Glen between. 
Where living Streams, blew as the Skyes, 

Are branching upward feen. 
To warm her Mouth, where Rapture lyes, 

And Smiles, that banilh Spleen ; 
Wha flrikes with Love and faft Surprife, 

And frae the Rake releafe ye, 

XII. 

XIJI. 
Like Lilly Banks, fee how they rife, 

Where e’er fhe turns her Een. 
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XIV. 
Sabtlla gracefully complete, 

Streight as the Mountain Pine, 
Like Pearl and Rubies fet in Jet, 

Her lovely Features thine : 
In her the Gay and Solid meet. 

And blended are fae fine, 
’ That when the moves her Lips or Feet, 

She feems fome Power Divine. 

XV. 
0 Daphne, tweeter than the Dawn, 

When Rays glance on the Height, 
iffufing Gladnefs o’er the Lawn, 
With Strakes of riling Light: 
he dewy Flowers when newly biawn. 
Come fhort of that Delight, 

Which thy far frefher Beauties can 
Afford our joyfu’ Sight. 

XVI. 
How eafy fits fweet Celia's Drets, 

Her Gate how gently free ; 
Her Steps, throu’out the Dance, exprefs 

The juffeft Harmony: 
And when the fings, all muff confefs, 

Wha’re bleft to hear and fee, 
I'hey'd deem t their gregteft Happinefs 

T’ enjoy her Company. 
C c 4 And 
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XVII. 

And wha can ca’ his Heart his ain, 
That hears Aminta fpeak ? 

Againfl Love's Arrows Shields are vain, 
When he aims frae her Cheek ; 

Her Cheek, where Rofes free from Stain, 
In Glows of Youdith beek ; 

Unmingl’d Sweets her Lips retain, 
Thefe Lips fhe ne'er fhou’d fleck. 

XVIII. 
Unlefs when fervent Kiffes clofe 

That Av'new of her Mind, 
Throu’ which true Wit in Torrents flows, 

As fpeaks the Nymph deflgn’d ; 
The Brag and Toafl of Wits and Beaus, 

And Wonder of Mankind, 
Whafe Breafl will prove a blefl Repofe, 

To him with whom Ihe’ll bind. 

XIX. 
See with what Gayety, yet grave, 

Serena fwims alang. 
She moves a Goddefs ’mang the lave, 

Diflinguifh’d in the Thrang. 
Ye Sourocks, hafflines Fool, haf Knave, 

Wha hate a Dance or Sang, 
To fee this flately Maid behave, 

Twad gi’e your Hearts a Tvyang. 



[ 4° 9 ] 

xx. 
Your Hearts! faid I, trowth I’m to blame, 

I had amaift forgotten, 
That ye to nae lie Organ claim, 

Or if ye do, ’tis rotten. 
.A Saul with lie a thowlefs Flame, 

Is fure a iilly Sot ane ; 
Ye fcandalize the human Frame, 

When in our Shape begotten. 

XXI. 
Thefe Lurdanes came juft in my Light, 

As I was tenting Chloe, 
With jet black Een that fparkle bright. 

She’s all o’er form’d for Joy ; 
With Neck and Waift, and Limbs as tight 

As her’s wha drew the Boy, 
Frae feeding Flocks upon the Height, 

And fled with him to Troy. 

XXII. 
Now Myra dances, mark her Mien, 

Sae difengag’d and gay, 
Mixt with that Innocence that’s feen 

In bonny Ew-bt;ght May, 
Wha wins the Garland on the Green, 

Upon fome Bridal-Day, 
Yet (he has Graces for a Queen, 

A nd might a Scepter fway. 
y What 
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XXIII. 

What Lays, Calijta, can commend 
The Beauties of thy Face, 

Whafe Fancy can fae touring fiend, 
Thy Merits a’ to trace : 

Frae ’boon the Starns, fome Bard, defcend,. 
And ilog her ev’ry Grace, 

Whafe wondrous Worth may recommend 
Her to a God’s Embrace. 

XXIV. 
A Seraph wad our Aikman paint. 

Or draw a lively Wit, 
The Features of a happy Saint, 

Say, art thou fond to hit i 
Or a Madona Compliment, 

With Lineaments maift fit, 
Fair Copies thou need’fi never want, 

If bright C ah ft a fit. 

XXV. 
Mella the heaviefi Heart can heez, 

And foureft Thoughts expel. 
Her Station grants her Rowth and Eafe, 

Yet is the fprightly Behe 
As active as the eydent Bees, 

Wha rear the Waxen Cell, 
And place her in what Light you pleafe, 

She flill appears Herfell. 
Beau- 
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XXVI. 
Beauties On Beauties come in View 

Sae thick, that I’m afraid 
I {hall not pay to Ilk their Due, 

Till Vhabut lend mair Aid; 
But this in general will had true, 

And may be fafely faid, 
There’s ay a fomething {hining new 

In ilk delicious Maid. 

XXVII. 
Wha tends the FAIR ASSEMBLY Ha’i 

Where nae By-Room is found, 
But Benches fixt upon the Wa’ 

Where all are feen around; 
Nor ftronger Liquors at your Ca’ 

Than fober Tea, that’s found ; • 
Nor here nae Rake out Dice dare draw. 

To gi’e anes Purfe a Wound. 

XXVIII. 
Sic as againft th’ ASSEMBLY fpake, 

The rudefl Sauls betray. 
When MATRONS Noble, W’ife and Meek 

Conduct the healfu’ Play : 
W’here they appear nae Vice dare keek. 

But to what’s Good gives Way, 
Like Night, foon as the Morning Creek 

Has ufher’d in the Day. 
They 
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XXIX. 
They govern with a chearfu’ Air. 

And juftly kind Regard, 
Pleas'd with the Succefs of iheir Care, 

They think their Pains well war’d; 
Thus they in the Divaiion (hare, 

Viewing their fpringing Breard 
Of fprightly Lads and Virgins fair, 

Whom they delight to guard. 

XXX. 
Dear Ed'nburgh, fhaw thy Gratitude, 

And of lie Friends make fure, 
Wha flrive to make our Minds lets rude, 

And help our Wants to cure, 
Acting a generous Part and good. 

In Bounty to the Poor; 
Sic Virtues, if well underftood, 

Shou’d ev’ry Heart allure. 

XXXI. 
Well may the F A I R ASSEMBLY be, 

And may they blooming Spring, 
Ilk ane up to a fruitfu’ Tree, 

And forth brave Branches bring. 
Ladies, accept thefe Lays frae me. 

Whom Truth engag’d to ling, 
W'ha threep the contrair, tell a Lie, 

Adieu, G O D fave the KING. 
F A 



FABLES 

AND 

TALES. 

Important Trutht ftill let your ’Fables hold^ 
And moral Myfterks with Art unfold^ 
As Veils tranfparent cover, but not hide ; 

Such Metaphors appear, when right apply'd. 
Ld. LANSDOWNE. 

ADVERTISEMENT. 

C^O M E of the following are taken from Meffieurs Fon- 
Mine and La Motte, whom I have endeavoured to 
make /peak Scots with as much Eafe as lean-, at the 

fame Time aiming at the Spirit of thefe eminent Authors, 
without being too frvile a Tranflator. If my manner of 
expreffwg a Deftgn already invented have any Particularity 
that it agreeable, good fudges will allow fuch Imitations 
to be Originals, form’d upon the Idra of another. Others 
who drudge at the dull verbatim, are like timorous Atten- 
dants, who dare not move on Pace without their Mafter’s 
Leave, and are never from their Back but when they arc 
not able to come up with them. 

T hofet 
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Thofe^ amongjl them which are my own Invention^ with 

Rejpeft to the Plot, as well at the Numbers, I leave the 
Reader to find out ; or if he think it worth his while to ask 
me, I Jball tell him. 

If this Collection prove acceptable, as I hope it will, I 
know not how far the "Love I have for this manner of Writing 
may engage me to he divertijigly ufeful. InftruClion in 
fuch a Drefs is fitted for every Palate, and ftrongly im- 
prints a good Moral upon the Mind. When l think on the 
Clock and the Dial, Im never upon the Blufh, altho I 
fhould fit in Company ten Minutes without /peaking. The 
Thoughts of the Fox and Ratbas kindred mefometimesfrom 
difoblging a Perfon I did not much value. The wife Li- 
zard makes me content with low Life. The Judgment of 
Minos gizw me a Difgujl at Avarice, and Jupiter’/ Lottery 
helps to keep me humble ; tho' I own it has e'en enough ado 
wi t. See. 

A Man who has hit Mind furnijhed with fuch a Stock 
of good Senfe, as may be had from thofi excellent Fables, 
■which has been approved of by Ages, is Proof againfi the 
Infults of all thofe miftaken Notions which fo much harafs 
human Life: And what is Life without Serenity of Mind ? 

How much of a Philofopber is this fame moral Mufe like 
to make of me l But ( fays one) Ay, ay, you’re a canny 
Lad, ye want to make the other Penny by her,--- -Pofi- 
tively I dare not altogether deny this, no more than if I roere 
a Clergyman or Phyfic;an ; and altho' all of us love to be 
ftrviceable to the World, even for the fake of bare naked 
Virtue, yet Approbation and Encouragement make our Dili- 
gence Jftll more delightful. 
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Fables and Tales. 

I The fine Lady and the Looking-Glafs, 

Fable I. 

M. N. P. 

i view you line a cim rotis L,over, 
Wha hardly dare his Mind difcover ; 
But if I chance to make you fmile. 
And think my Off ring worth your While, 
1 11 frankly to my Patron bow, 
And hug my fell if roos’d by you. 

To - 

Firrt 



FIrft then, as PROLOGUE to the reffj 
This LelTon comes in Fiction drefl. 
To fjhaw the 111 of fleetching 'Fools, 
And Good of Truth and Wifdom's Schools. 

A NYMPH with ilka Beauty grac’d 
Ae Morning by her Toilet plac’d. 
Where the leal hearted X>oolting-Glafs 
With Truths addrefl the lovely T^afs ; 
To do ye Juftice, heavenly Fair, 
Amaift in Charms ye may compare 
With VENUS fell, — But mind amaijt. 
For tho you’re happily pofleft 
Of ilka Grace which claims Refpeft, 
Yet I fee Faults ye fhould corre(fi ; 
I own they only Trifles are, 
Yet of Importance to the Fair. 
What flgnifies that Patch o’er braid 
With which your rofie Cheek's o'er laid ? 
Your natural Beauties you beguile 
By that too much affedled Smile ; 
Saften that Look, Move ay with Eafe, 
And you can never fail to pleafe. 

Thofe kind Advices flhe approv’d, 
And mair her Monitor (he lov’d ; 
Till in came Vifltants a Threave, 
To entertain them (he maun leave 
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Her JLooking-Glaft, — They fleetching praife 
Her Looks, — Her Drefs, — And a’, fhe fayr> 
Be’t right or wrang, She’s hale complete, 

5 And fails in naithing fair or fweet: 
Sae much was faid, the ionny Lafs 
Forgat her faithfu' Looking-Glafs. 

May’t pleafe The Beautie’s you, 
The Mirror is, Ane good and wife, 
Wha by his Counfels jufl can (hew 

il How Princes may to Greatnefs rife, 
i God blefs the Watk, — If you’re oppreft 

By Parafites with faufe Defign 
Then will lie faithfu* Mirrort bed 

’ Thefe Underplottcrs countermine. 

j U P I T E R’j Lottery. 

Fable II. 

A Nes JOVE by ae great Adi of Grace 
, ajL Wad gratify his human Race, 
J And order’d HERMES in his Name 

f) With Tout of Trumpet to proclaim 
A Royal Lott’ry frae the Skies, 
Where ilka Ticket was a Prize. 

: Nor was there Need for 'Ten per Cent, 
> To pay Advance for Money lent: 

D d Hor 
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Nor Brokers nor Stockjobbers here 
Were thol’d to cheat Fowk of their Gear : 
The firft Rate Benefits were Health, 
Pleafunt, Honouri. Empire and Wealth, 
But happy he to whom wad fa’ 
Wijdom, the higheft Prize of a’; 
Hopes of attaining Things, the beft, 
Made up the maift Feck of the reft : 
Now ilka Ticket fald with Eafe, 
At Altars for a Sacrifice; 
JOVE a’receiv’d, Ky, Gates, and Ews, 
Muir-Cocks, Lambs, Dows, or Bawbie-Rows ; 
Nor wad debar e’en a poor Droll 
Wha nought cou'd gi’e but his Parol, 
Sae kind was he no to exclude 
Poor Wights for Want of Wealth or Blood ; 
Even whiles the Gods, as Record tells, 
Bought feveral Tickets for themfells. 
When Fou and Lots put in the Wheel, 
Aft were they turn’d to mix them well, 
Blind Chance to draw JOVE order’d fyne, 
That nane with Reafon might repine 1 
He drew, and MERCURY was Clark, 
The Number, Prize, and Name to mark. 
Now Hopes by Millions faft came forth. 
But feldom Prizes of mair Worth, 
Sic as Dominion, Wealth and State, 
True Friends and Lovers fortunate. 

WifJom, 
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Wiflont, at laft, the greateft Prize 
Comes up,—1 —Aloud Clark HERMES crys—- 
Number Ten t,:ouJand,——~Cctne lets fee 
The Perfon bleft. Quoth PALLAS, ME- 
Then a’ the Gods for Blythnefs fang, 
Throw Heaven glad Acclamations rang ; 
While Mankind grumbling laid the wyte 
On them, and ca’d the hail a Byte. 
Yes 1 Cry’d ilk -an, with fobing Heart, 
Kind JOVE has play’d a Parents Part, 
Wha did this Prize to P A L L A S fend, 
While we’re fneg’d off at the Wob End, 

Soon to their Clamours JOVE took tentj 
To punifh which to wark he went. 
He flraight with Follies fiU'd the Wheel, 
In Wifdom's Place they did as well, 
For ilka ane whaFo//y drew. 
In their Conceit a’ Sages grew, 
Sae thus contented a retir d. 
And ilka Fool himfelf admir’d. 

A 

The Clock and Dial, 

Fable III. 
% 

E Day a Knock wad brag a Dial, 
.fyid put his Qualities to Trial, 

D d 2 Addreft 
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Addreft him thus, My Neighbour, pray, 
Canji tell me what t the Time of Day, 
The Djal faid, I dinna ken. —— 
Alake ! What Jland ye there for then ? — 
1 wait here till the Sun fhines bright, 
For nought I ken but by bis Light, — 
Wait on, quoth Knock, I fcorn hit Help, 
Baitb Night and Day my lane I feelp. 
Wind up my Weight/ butanes a Week, 
Without him I can gang and /peak; 
Nor like an ufeleft Sumph I Jland, 
But conflantly wheel round my Hand, 
Hark, hark, I Jlrike jujl now the Hour, 
And lam right, Ane, Twa, Three, Four. 

While thus the Clock was boafting loud, 
The bleezing Sun brake throw a Cloud, 
The Dial, faithfu' to his Guide, 
Spake Truth, and laid the Thumpers Pride, 
Ye fee, faid he, Ive dung ye fair, 
*Tis Four Hours and Three Quarters mair : 
My Bairn, he added, count again, 
And learn a wee to be lefs vain, 
Nor brag of your extemp’re Cant, 
That you an Anfwer never want; 
For you’re no ay to be believ’d, 
Wha trulls to you may be deceiv’d. 
Be counfel’d to behave like me, 
For when I dinna clearly fee, 
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I always own I dinna ken, 
And that’s the Way of wifeft Men. 

The Mifer and Minos 

Fable IV. 

SHort fyne there was a wretched Mifer, 
With pinching had fcrap’d up a Treafure, 

Yet frae his Hoords he doughtna take. 
As much wou’d buy a Mutton Stake. 
Or take a Glafs to comfort Nature, 
But fcrimply fed on Crumbs and Water: 
In (hart he famifh’d ’midft his Plenty, 
Which made furviving Kindred canty, 
Wha fcarcely for him pat on Black, 
And only in his Loof a Flack, 
Which even they grudg’d ; fic is the Way 
Of them that fa' upon the Prey, 
They U fcarce row up the Wretch’s Feet, 
Sae fcrimp they make his Winding-fheet, 
Tho’ he fhou’d leave a vaft Eilate, 
And Heaps of Gowd like Arthur's Seat. 

Well down the ilarving Ghaift did link, 
Till it fell on the Stygian Brink, 
Where auld Van Charon flood and raijght 
His wither’d Loof out for his Fraught, 

D d 3 
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But them that wanted wherevvitha'. 
He dang them back to hand and blaw: 
The Mifer lang being us’d to fave, 
Fand this, and wadnae PafTage crave, 
But thaw’d the Ferry-man a Knack, 
Jumpt in - — fvvatn o’er —— and hain’d his Flack* 
Chai'on might damn and fink and rore, 
But a’ in vain he gaind the Shore—- 
Arriv’d-.—the three Fow’d Dog of Hell 
Gowl’d terrible a treeple Yell, 
Which rouz’d the fnaky Sifters three, 
Wha furious on this Wight did flie, 
Wha’d play’d the Smugler on their Coaft, 
By which Pluto his Dues had lofl; 
Then brought him for this Trick fae hainous 
Afore the Bench of Juftice Atiw/. 

The Cafe was new, and very kittle. 
Which puzzl’d a' the Court nae little; 
Thought after Thought with unco’ Speed 
Flew round within the Judge’s Head, 
To find what Punifhment was due 
For fic a daring Crime and new: 
Shou’d he the Plague of 'Tantal feel. 
Or dented be on Ixioris Wheel, 
Or dung wi’ bauld Prometheus' Pain, 
Or help Syfifh to row his Stane, 
Or fent amang the wicked Rout, 
To fill the Tub that ay rins out. 

No, 
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No, no, continues Minos, no. 
Weak are our Punifhments below 
For lie a Crime he maun be hurl’d 
Straight back again into the World : 
I fentence him to fee and hear 
What Ufe his Friends make of his Gear. 

7he Ape and the Leopard. 

Fable V. 

THE Ape and TLeopzrd, Beads for Show, 
The firfl a Wit, the laft a Beau, 

To make a Peny at a Fair, 
Advertis’d a’ their Parts fae rare. 
Thetane gae out with mikle Wind, 
His Beauty ’boon the brutal Kind, 
Said he, I’m kend baith far and near, 
Even Kings are pleas’d when I appear ; 
And when I yield my vital Puf, 
Queens of my Skin will make a Muff, 
My Fur fae delicate and fine, 
With various Spots does fleekly fhine.<—— 

Now Lads and LafTes fail did rin 
To fee the Bead with bonny Skin, 
His Keeper fhaw'd him round about, 
They faw him foon, and foon came out- 

D d 4 But 



But Mafter Moniy with an Air 
Hapt out, and thus harrangu’d the Fait, 
Come Gentlemen and Ladies bonny, 
I’ll give ye Paflime for your Money ; 
I can perform to raife your Wonder 
Of pawky Tricks mae than a hunder. 
My Coufm Spottie true he's braw. 
He has a curious Suit to thaw, 
And naithing mair-— ■■ But frae my Mind 
Ye fhall blyth Satisfadlion find : 
Sometimes I’ll a& a Chiel that’s dull. 
Look thou^htfou’, grave, and wag my Scull, 
Then mimick a light-headed Rake, 
When on a Tow my Houghs I fhake. 
Sometime like modern Monks, I’ll feem 
To make a Speech, and naithing mean ; 
But come away ye needna fpeer. 
What ye’re to pay, ITe no be dear ; 
And if ye grudge for want of Sport, 
I'll doce't back t’ye at the Port. 
The Ape fucceeded, in Fowk went ——- 
Stay’d long and came out well content. 
Sae much will Wit and Spirit pleafe, 
Beyond our Shape and braweft Claiths: 
How mony, Ah 1 of our fine Gallants 
Are only Leopard in their Talents. 
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The Afs and Brock. 

Fable VI. 

UPon a Time a folemn Aft 
Was dand ring throu* a narrow Pafs, 

Where he forgether’d with a Brocky 

Wha him fainted frae a Rock, 
Speer’d how he did — how Markets gade — 
What’s a’ ye’r News — and how is Trade — 
How does foci Slot and Lucky Tad^ 
Tam Toop, and Bucky, honed Lad ? 
Reply’d the Aft, and made a Heel, 
E’en a’ the better that ye’re week 
But facianapct and fnarling Fitly 
Are grown fae wicked, fome ca’s’t witty. 
That we wha folid are and grave, 
Nae Peace on our ain Howms can have. 
While we are bify gathering Gear 
Upon a Brae, they’ll lit and fneer. 
If ane fhou’d chance to breath behin’. 
Or ha’e fome Slaver at his Chin, 
Or ’gainft a Tree ftiou’d rub his A —, 
That’s fubjed for a winfome Farce, 
There draw they me, as void of thinking, 
And you, my Dear, famous for ftinking ; 

And 

% 



And the bauld birfy Bair your Frien*, 
A’ Glutton dirty to the Een, 
By laughing Dogt and Apes abus’d, 
Wha is’t can thole to be fae us'd! 

Dear me ! heh ! wow ! — and fay ye fae 
Return'd the Brock — I’m unko wae 
To fee this Flood of Wit break in, 
O fcour about, and ca’t a Sin ; 
Stout are your Lungs, your Voice is loud. 
And ought will pafis upon the Crowd. 

The A/s thought this Advice was right. 
And bang’d away with a' his Might, 
Stood on a Know amang the Cattle, 
And furioully 'gainft Wit did rattle ; 
Pour’d out a Deluge of dull Phrafes, 
While Dogs and Apes leugh, and made Faces; 
Thus a’ the angry A/s held forth 
Serv’d only to augment their Mirth. 
Guefs ye the Moral, Ffe no tell it, 
Wha has a Nofe will quickly fmell it. 

The Fox and Rat. 

Fable VII. 

TH E 'Lyon and the Tyger lang maintain’d 
A bloody Weir—— at lafl the Lyon gain’d, 
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The Royal Viclor ftrak the Earth with Avr, 
And the four-footed World obey’d his Law j 
Frae ilka Species Deputies were fent, 

j To pay their Homage due, and compliment 
I Their Sovereign Liege, wha’d gart the Rebels conr, 

j^And own his Royal Right and Princely Pow’r ; 
Af er Difpute, the monieft Votes agree 

I That Reynard fhould addrefs his Majelly, 
,1'U/yj/ex like, in Name of a’the lave, 
i Wha thus went on   O Prince, allow thy Slave 
To roofe thy brave A tchievments and Renown, 
Nane but thy daring Front ffcou’d wear the Crown, 

1 Wha art like JOVE, whofe Thunder-bowt can make 
] The Heavens be hufih, and a’ the Earth to fhake, 

A Whafe very Gloom, if he but angry nods, 
P Commands a Peace, and flegs the inferior Gods : 
I Thus thou great King haft by thy conquering Paw 
EGi’en Earth a Shog, and made thy Will a Law ; 

Thee a’ the Animals with Fear adore, 
I And tremble if thou with Difpleafure rore. 

O’er a’ thou can ft us eith thy Scepter fway. 
As Badrans can with cheeping Rattans play. 

This Sentence vex’d the Envoy Rattan fair, 
He threw his Gab and girn’d, but durft nae main 
The Monarch pleas’d with Lowrie wha durft gloom, 
A Warrant’s order'd for a good round Sum, 

Which 
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Which Dragon Lord Chief Treafurer mail pay 
To fly tongu’d Fleechy on ^certain Day ; 
Which Secretary Ape in Form wrote down, 
Sign d Lyon, and a wee beneath, Baboon. 
’Tis given the Fox,  Now Bobtail tap o’ Kin 
Made rich at anei, is nor to had nor bind, 
He dreams of nought but Pleafure, Joy, and Peace : 
Now bleft with Wealth, to purchafeHens and Geefe, 
Yet in his Loof he hadna teld the Gowd, 
And yet the Rattan's Bread with Anger glow’d. 
He vow’d Revenge, and watch’d it Night and Day, 
He took the Tid when Lowry was away, 
And throw a Hole into his Clofet llips, 
There chews the Warrant a’ in little Nips ; 
Thus what the Fox had for his Flatt’ry gotten 
E’en frae a Lyon was made nought by an offended Rattan. 

The Caterpillar and the Ant. 

Fable VIII. 

Came ae Day whiding o’er the Green, 
Where to advance her Pride fhe faw 
A Caterpillar moving flaw, 
Good-E’en t’ye Mrs. Ant faid he, 
How’s a* at Hamc, I’m blyth to s’ye — 

Penfy Ant right trig and clean 

The 
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The fawcy Ant view’d him with Scorn, 
Nor wad Civilities return. 
But gecking up her Head, quoth fhe, 
Poor Animal, I pity thee 

1 Wha fcarce canft claim to be a Creature, 
I But Tome Experiment of Nature, 

I Whafe fiUy Shape difpleas’d her Eye, 
| And thus unfinilh’d was flung by. 
For me, I’m made with better Grace, 

IWith aflive Limbs, and lively Face; 
And cleverly can move with Eafe 
Frae Place to Place where e’er I pleafe: 
Can foot a Minuet or Jig, 

fi And fnoov’t likeony Whirly-Geg, 
1,1 Which gars my Jo aft grip my Hand 
I ’Till his Heart pitty-pattys, and  
I But laigh my Qualities I bring, 
11 To fland up clashing with a Things 
fti A creeping Tking the like of Thee, 

Not worthy of a Farewel t’ye. 
E The airy Ant fyne turn’d awa. 

And left him with a proud Gaffa, 
The Caterpillar was flruck dumb. 
And never anfwer’d her a Mum; 
The humble Reptile fand fome Pain 
Thus to be banter’d with Difdain. 
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But tent neift Time the Ant came by, 
The Worm was grown a Butterfly, 
Tranfparent were his Wings and fair 
W'hich bare him flightering throw the Air, 
Upon a Flower he iiapt his Flight, 
And thinking on his former Slight, 
Thus to the Ant himfel addreft. 
Pray, Madam, will ye pleafe to reft. 
And notice what I now advife 
Inferiors ne’er too much defpife, 
For Fortune may gi'e lie a Turn, 
To raife aboon ye what ye fcorn; 
For Inftance, now I fpread my Wing, 
In Air, while you’re a creeping Thing. 

The two, Cats and the Cheeje 

Fable IX. 

TW A Cats anes on a Qhetfe did light. 
To which baith had an equal Right, 

But Difputes, fic as aft anfe. 
Fell out at fharing of the Prize ; 
Fair Play faid ane, Ye bite o'er thick 
Thae Teeth of yours gang wonder quick: 
Let s part it, elfe lang or the Moon 
Be chang’d, the Kebuck will be done. 



But wha’s to do’t, — They’re Parties baith, 
And ane may do the other Skaith, 
Sae with Gonfent away they trudge. 
And laid the Cheefe before a Judge, 
A Monhy with a campfho Face, 
Clerk to a Juftice of the Peace, 
A Judge he feem’d in Juflice skill’d, 
When he his Mailer’s Chair fill’d ; 
Now Umpire chofen for Divifion, 
Baith fware to Hand by his Decifion. 
Demure he looks. —— The Cheefe he pales, » 
He prives it good, Ca’s for the Scales, 
His Knife whops throw’t, —- In twa it fell, 
He puts ilk Haff in either Shell ; 
Said he. We’ll truly weigh the Cafe, 
And ftrickeft Juftice ihall have Place, 

! Then lifting up the Scales, he fand 
The tane bang up, the ither fland ; 

!; Syne out he took the heavieft Haff, 
!l And ate a Knooft o’t quickly aff, 
Sj And try’d it fyne, It now prov'd light, 
| Friend Cats, faid he, well do ye right. 

Then to the ither Haff he fell, 
111) And laid till’t teughiy Tooth and Nail, 

Till weigh’d again it lighteft prov’d : 
The Judge wha this fweet Procefs lov’d. 
Still weigh’d the Cafe, and ftill ate on, 
’Till Clients baith were weary grown, 
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And tenting how the Matter went, 
Cry’d, Come, come Sir, We’re baith content. 
Ye Fools, quoth he, and Juft ice too 
Maun be content as well as you. 
Thus grumbled they, thus he went on, 
Till baith the Haves were near hand done; 
Poor Poufiet now the Daffine faw 
Of gawn for Nignyes to the Law : 
And bill’d the Judge that he wad pleafe 
To give them the remaining Cheefe : 
To which his Worihip grave reply'd,' 
The Duet of Court maun firji be paid. 
Now Juftice pleas’d, —— What’s to the Fore 
Will but right fcrimply clear your Score ; 
That’s our Decreet, —— Gae Hame and Sleep, 
And thank us ye’re win aff fae cheap. 

The Cbamaeleon. 

Fable X. 

TWa Travellers as they were wa'king, 
’Bout the Chamaeleon fell a ta’king 

CSic think it ihaws them mettl’d Men 
To fay I’ve feen and ought to kenj 
Says ane ’tis a Grange Bead indeed, 
Four footed, with a Fiih’s Head, 
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A little Bowk with a lang Tail, 
oioves far flawer than a Snail ; 

Of Colour like a Blawart Blue, 
Reply'd his Nibour, Tbat^t no true^ 
For well I wat bit Colour's Green. r 
If one may trow his ain two, Een, 
For l in Sun-Jbine faw him fairt 

I When he was dining on the Air,  
Excufe me, fays the ither Blade, 

I I faw him better in the Shade, 
And he is Blue.   tie's Green Pm fure. .... , 

I Ye lied. — - And ye're the Son of a Whore, - 
IFrae Words there had been Cuff and Kick 

Had not a Third come in the Nick, 
What tenting them in this rough Mocd 
Cry’d, Gentlemen, What, are ye Wood ■? 
What’s ye’r Quarrel, and’t may be fpeer’t, * 
Truth, fays the tane, Sir, ye fhall hear’t; 
The Chamaeleon, I fay, he’s Blue, 
He threaps he’s Green, —— Now, What fay you ? 
Ne'er fafh ye'r fells about the Matter, 
Says the fagacious Arbitrator, 
He’s Black Sae nane of you are right, 
I view’d him well with Candle-light, 
And have it in my Pocket here, 
Row’d in my Napkin hale and feer. 
Fy ! Said ae Cangler, What d'ye mean ? 
I'll lay my "Lugs on't tU/’t t'"'r riy”r>- Said 
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Said th 'ither, were I gawa to Death, 
I’d fwear he's Blue with my laft Breath. 
He’s Black the Judge maintain’d ay flout, 
And to convince them whop’d him out; 
But to Surprife of aoe and a’ 
The Animal was White as Snaw, 
And thus reprov’d them, “ Shallow Boys, 
“ Away, away, make nae mair Noife, 
“ Ye’re a’ three wrang, and a’ three right, 
“ But learn to own your Nibours Sight 
« As good as yours. —— Your Judgment fpeak, 
“ But never be fae daftly weak 
“ T' imagine ithers will by Force 
« Submit their Sentiments to yours; 
i‘ As Things in various Lights ye fee. 
»« They’ll ilka ane refemble me. 

The twa Lizards, 

Fable XI. 

BEneath a Tree, ae fhining Day, 
On a Burn-bank twa Lizards lay 

Becking themfells now in the Beams, 
Then drinking of the cauller Streams: 
Waes me, fays ane o’ them to th* ither. 
How mean and filly live we, Brither ? 

Beneath 
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Beneath the Moon is ought fae poor, 
Regarded lefs, or mair obfcure ! 
We breath indeed, and that’s juft a’. 
But forc’d by deftiny’s hard Law 

f, On Earth like Worms to creep and fprawl; 
Curft Fate to ane that has a Saul ! 

: Forby, gin we may trow Report, 
i|In flilus Giant Lizard/ Sport, 

j .Ca’d Crocodile/,  Ah had I been 
Of fic a fize, upon the Green, 
Then might I had my Skair of Fame, 
Honour, Refpedt and a great Name. 

I And Man with gaping Jaws have fhor’d, 
iyn like a Pa-god been ador’d. 

Ah Friend, replies the ither Lizard, 
hat makes this grumbling in thy Gizzard ; 

- A'hat Caufe have ye to be uneafy, 
annot the Sweets of Freedom pleafe ye? 
Pe free frae Trouble, Toil or Care, 
njoy the Sun, the Earth and Air; 
The chryflal Spring, and greenWood thaw, 
nd beildy Holes, when Tempeftsblaw. 
fhy fhou’d we fret, look blae or wan, 
rho were contemn’d by paughty Man? 

fae, let’s in Return be wife, 
nd that proud Aflftnal defpife. 

. E e 3 Q 
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O fy J returns th’ ambitious Beaft, 
How weak a Fire now warms thy Breaft ? 
It breaks my Heart to live fae mean, 
I’d like t’attra<ft the Gazer’s Ben, 
And be admir’d, what ftately Horns 
The Deer's majeftick Brows adorn ; 
He claims our Wonder and our Dread, 
Where e'er he heaves his haughty Head : 
What Envy a’my Spirit fires 
When he in cleareft Pools admires 
His various Beauties with Delyte, 
I’m like to drown my fell with Spite. 
Thus he held forth, — - ■ when ftraight a Pack 
Of Hounds., and Hunters at their Back, 
Ran down a Deer before their Face, 
Breathlefs and wearied with the Chace : 
The Dogs upon the Victim feife. 
And Bougies found his Obfequies. 
But neither Men nor Dogs took tent 
Of our wee Lizords on the Bent, 
While hungry Bazvty, Buff and Tray 
Devour'd the Paunches of the Prey. 

Soon as the bloody Deed was paff. 
The Lizard wife the proud addrelt. 
Dear Coufm now pray let me hear 
How wad ye like to be a Deer ? 

Ohon 



Ohon quoth he, convinc’d and wae, 
Wha wad have thought it anes a Day J 
WelJ, be a private Life my Fate, 
I’ll never envy mair the Great; 

But fae’s our Cares and Dangers too. 

Mercury in Quefl of Peace, 

Fable XII. 

rH E Gods cooft out, as Story gaes. 
Some being Friends, fome being Faes, 

jod to their Point with canker'd Stridnefs, 
nd leftna ither in Dogs Likenefs. 
uno ca’d Venus Whore and Bawd, 
yj«/ ca'd Juno fcauldin Jad, 
en cripple Vulcan blew the.Low, 
polio ran to bend his Bow, 

\iDlt fhook his Fork, Pallor her Shield, 
||i Htptune his Grape began to weild. 
(What Plague, exits Jupiter, Hehhoy! 
■ Maun this Town prove anither Troy? 
| What will you ever be at Odds, 
1 Till Mankind think us foolifh Gods ? 

That we are little Fowk that’s true, 

ITo Men in a befieged City, 
jThus fome frae Spite, and fome frae Pity, 

E e 3 Hey! 
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Hey : Miflrefs Peace, make Hafle, —— appear-— 

But Madam was nae there to hear: 
Come, Hermet, wing thy Heels and Head, 
And find her out with a’ thy Speed, 
Trowth this is bonny Wark indeed. 

Hermes obeys, and fiaptna ffiort, 
But flies diredly to the Court; 
For fure thought he fhe will be found, 
On that fair complimenting Ground, 
Where Praifes and Embraces ran 
Like current Coin ’tween Man and Man. 
But foon alake he was beguil’d 
And fand that Courtiers only fmil’d. 
And with a formal Flat’ry treat ye. 
That they mair fickerly might cheat ye; 
Peace was na there, nor e'er cou’d dwell. 
Where hidden Envy makes a Hell. 

Niefl to the Ha’, where Juftice Hands 
With Sword and Ballance in her Hands, 
He flew — - no that he thought to find her 
Between th’ Accufer and Defender ; 
But fure he thought to find the Wench 
Amang the Fowk that fill the Bench ; 
Sae muckle Gravity and Grace 
Appear’d in ilka Judge’s Face : 
Even here he was deceiv’d again, 
For ilka Judge flack to his ain Jnterpre- 
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Interpretation of the Law, 
And vex’d themfells with Had and Draw. 

Frae thence he flew flraight to the Kiriy 
In this he prov’d as daft a Stirk, 
To look for Peace, where never three 
In ev’ry Point con’d e’er agree; 
Ane his ain Gate explain’d a Text 
Quite contrair to his Nighbour next. 
And teughly toolied Day and Might, 
To gar Believers trow them right. 

Then fair the flgh’d, —where can fhe be- 
Well thought —- the Univerflty, 
Science is ane thefe maun agree. 
Then did he bend his Strides right clever, 
But is as far miflane as ever ; 
For here Contention and ill Nature 
Had runkl'd ilka learned Feature, 
Ae Party flood for antient Rules, 
Anither ca’d the Antients Fools 5 
Here ane wad fet his Shanks afpar. 
And roofe the Man fang Troy War, 
Anither ca’s him Robin Kar. 

Well, fhe’s no here —— away he flies 
To feek her amangfl Families; 
Toot, what fhou’d fhe do there I wonder ? 
Dwells Che with matrimonial Thunder, 

E e 4 
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Where Ma(e», fome greedy, fome deep Drinkers 
Contend with thriftlefs Mates or /inkers ? 
This fays ’tis Black, and that wi* Spite 
Stifly mantains, and threeps ’tis white. 

Weary d at lad, quoth he, let’s fee 
How Branches with their Stocks agree, 
But here he fand Hill his Miflake, 
Some Parents cruel were, fome weak ; 
While Bairns ungratefu’ did behave, 
And wifh’d their Parents in the Grave. 

Has jhjt/e then fent me amang thir Fowk, 
Cry’d Hermes here to hunt the Gowk ? . 
Well, I have made a waly Round 
To feek what is na to be found ; 
juft on the Wing towards a Burn 
A wee piece aff his Looks did turn, 
There Miftnji PE A C E he chanc’d to fee 
Sitting her lane beneath a Tree; 
And have I found ye at the lafl l 
He cry’d aloud, and held her fail. 
Here I refide, quoth fhe, and fmil’d, 
With an auld Hermite in this Wild. 
Well, Madam, faid he, I perceive 
That ane may lang your Prefence crave, 
And mifs ye Hill but this feems plain 
To have ye, ane maun be alane. ^ 

The 

V 

i 



The Spring and the Syke* 

Fable XI. 

FED by a living Spring a Rill 
Flow’d eafily adown a Hill ; 

A thoufand Flowers upon its Bank 
FlouriCh’d fu’ Fair, and grew right Rank: 
Near to its Courfe a SyJte did ly, 
W’hilk was in Summer alien dry, 
A nd ne’er recover’d Life again. 
But after foaking Showers of Rain ; 
Then wad he fwell, look Big and Sprufh, 
And o’er his Margine proudly gufh, 
Ae Day after great Waughts of Weet, 
He with the Chryilal Current met. 
And ran him down with unco’ Din, 
Said he, How poorly does thou rin ? 
See with what State I dafli the Brae, 
Whilft thou canft hardly make thy Wayi 

The Spring with a Superior Air, 
Said, Sir, Your Brag gives me nae Care ; 
For loon’s ye want your Foreign Aid, 
Your paughty Cracks will foon be laid. 
Frae my ain Head I have fupply. 
But you mull borrow elfe rin dry. 
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The daft Bargain* 

Tale I. 

A 

tlii aid 
T t 

Twa Herds between them coft a Cow, 
Driving her Hame, the needfu’ Haciy 
Eat Ceremony chanc’d to K  
Qaoth Ra& right ravingly to Raff* 
Gin ye’ll eat that digefted Draft 
Of Crummy, I fhall quat my Part, — 
A Bargain bee’f with a’ my Heart. 
Raff foon reply’d and lick’d his Thom 
To gorble’t up without a Gloom; 
Syne till’t he fell, and feem’d right yap 
His Mealtiih quickly up to gawp ; 
Haff done his Heart began to feunner. 
But lootna on till Rab ftrak under. 
Wha fearing Skair of Cow to tine. 
At his daft Bargain did repine. 
Well, well, quoth Raff% though ye was ralh. 
I’ll fcorn to wrang ye fenfelefs Hath, 
Come fa’ to Wark as I ha’e done, 
And eat the ither Haff as foon, 
Ye’s fave ye’rPart. —— Content quoth Rab, ^. 
And flerg’d the reft o’t in his Gab : 

Now 
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Now what was tint, or what was won. 
Is eithly feen, My Story’s done. 
Yet frae this Tale Confed’rate States may learn 
To fave their Cow, and yet no eat her Sharn. 

7he twa Cut-Purfes, 

Tale II. 

IN Borrovvflown there was a Fair, 
And mony a Landart Coof was there * 

Baith Lads and Laffes busked brawly, 
To glowr at ilka Bonny-waly. 
And lay out ony ora Bodies 
On fma Gimcracks that pleas'd their Nodles, 
Sic as a Jocktaleg, or Sheers, 
Confeckit Ginger, Plums or Pears. 

Thefe gaping Gowks twa Rogues Purvey, 
And on their Caflb this Plot they lay. 
The tane lefs like a Knave than Fool, 
Unbidden claim the high CockflooJ, 
And pat his Head and baith his Hands 
Throw Holes where the Ill-Doer Hands, 
Now a* the Crowd with Mouth and Een 
Cry’d out, What does the Idiot mean ? 
They glowr’d and letigh, and gather’d thick, 
And never thought upon a Trick, 

Till 
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Till be beneath had done his Job, 
By tooming Poutches of the Mob, 
Wha now poffeft of Rowth of Gear, 
Scour’d aff as lang’s the Coft was clear. 

But wow the Ferly quickly chang’d, 
When throw their empty Fobs they rang’d ; 
Some girn’d, and fome look’d b!ae wi’ Grief, 
While fome cry’d out, Fy bad the Thief. 
But ne’er a Thief or Thief was there. 
Or cou’d be found in a’ the Fair. 
The Jip wha flood aboon them a’, 
His Innocence began to fhaw, 
Said he, My Friends, I’m rery forty 
To hear your Melancholy Story : 
But fure what e’er your Tinfel be, 
Ye canna lay the Wyte on me. 

THE 
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THE 

Poctick Sermon : 

To R-— T-— Efquire. 

      
Sometimet of humble rural Things 
The Mufe in middle Air, with vary'd Number fingst 

Then without Pride, divinely great. 
She mounts her native Shies, 

And Goddefs-like retains her State 
When down again Jhe flies. 

DENNIS. 

FR A E North’ren Mountains clad with Sna\Y, 
Where whirling Winds inceffaat blaw. 
In Time now when the Curling Stane 
Slides murm’ring o’er the Icy Plain, 

What fprightly Tale in Verfe can Tarde 
Expedt frae a cauld Scottijh Bard, 
With Brofe and Bannocks poorly fed, 
In Hoden Gray right hafhly cled, 

I* Skelping o’er frozen Hags with Pingle, 
Picking up Peets to beet his Ingle, 
While Sleet that freezes as it faws, 
Theeks as with Glafs the Divet W’aws 

F f Of 



Of a laigh Hut, where fax thegither, 
Ly Heads and Thraws on Craps of Heather 

Thus, Sir, of us the Story gaes 
By our mair dull and fcornfu’ Faes. 
But let them tauk, and Gowks believe. 
While we laugh at them in our Sleeve ; 
For we, nor barbarous nor rude, 
Ne’er want good Wine to warm our Blood, 
Have Tables crown’d^——and hartfom Bids, 
And can in Cumin's, Don's or Snil's, 
Be ferv'd as plenteoufly and civil. 
As you in X.ondon at the Devil. 
You, Sir, yoarfelf wha came and faw, 
Own’d that we wanted nought at a’, 
To make us as content a Nation, 
As any is in the Creation. 

This Point premis'd, my canty Mufe 
Cocks up her Creft without Excufe, ' 
And fcorns to fcreen her natural Flaws, 
With If’t and But's and dull Becaufe • 
She pukes her pens and aims a Flight 
Throu’ Regions of internal Light, 
Frae Fancy’s Field, thefe Truths to bring 
That you fhou’d hear, and fbe fhou’d /ing. 

LANGS YNE when Love and Innocence 
Were human Nature's befl Defence, 



E’er party Jars made Lateth lefs, 
By deathing’t in a Monkifli Drefs; 
Then POETS thaw’d thefe evenly Roads 
That lead to Dwellings of the Gods, 
In thefe dear Days, well kend to Fame, 

IDivini Vates was their Name; 
It was, and is, and fhall be ay, 
While they move in fair Virtue’s Way. 
Tho rarely we to Stipends reach, 
Yet nane dare hinder us to preach. 

Believe me, Sir, the neareft Way 
I To Happinefs is to be gay. 
;i| For Spleen indulg'd will banith Reft 
*•1 Far frae the Bofoms of the beft, 
1 Thoufands a Year’s no worth a Prin, 

jlj When e’er thisfafhous Gueft gets in. 
| But a fair competent Eflate 
I Can keep a Man frae looking Mate, 
I Sae eithly it lays to his Hand 

What his juft Appetites demand. 
Wha has, and can enjoy, O wow 
How fmoothly may his Minutes flow ? 
A Youth thus bleft, with manly Frame, 

(Enliven’d with a lively Flame, 
Will ne’er with fordid Pinch controul 
The Satisfadion of his Soul. 

F f 2 
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Poor is that Mind, ay difconteot. 
That canna ufe -what God has lent. 
But envious girns at a’ he fees, 
That are a Crown richer than he’s ; 
Which gars him pitifully hane, 
And Hell’s Afe-middings rake for Gain; 
Yet never kens a blythfome Hour, 
Is ever wanting, ever four. 

Yet ae Extreme fhou’d never make 
A Man the Gowden Mien forfake. 
It lhaws as much a flhallow Mind, 
And ane extravagantly blind, 
If carelefs of his future Fate, 
He daftly wafle a good Eflate, 
And never thinks till Thoughts are vain^ 
And can afford him nought but Pain, 
Thus will a Joiner’s Shavings bleez, 
Their Low will for fome Seconds pleafe. 
But foon the glaring Learn is pail, 
And cauldrife Darknefs follows fail: 
While flaw the Fagots large expire, 
And warm us with a Jailing Fire.' 
Then neither, as I ken ye will, 
With idle Feats your Pleafures fpill, 
Nor with negledling prudent Care, 
Do Skaith to your fucceeding Heir, 
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: Thus fleering cannilie through Life, 
i Your Joys fliaU lafting be and rife : 
j Give a’ your Paflions room to reel. 

As lang as Reafon guides the Wheel. 
Defires, tho ardent, are nae Crime, 
When they harmoaionfly keep Time. 
But -when they fpang o’er Reafon’s Fence, 
We fmart for’t at our ain Expence. 

‘ To recreate us we’re allow’d, 
! But gaming deep boils up the Blood, 
, And gars ane at Groomporters ban 
! The Being that made him a Man, 
; When his fair Gardens, Houfe and Lands 

11 Are fawn amongfl the Sharper’s Hands. 

To love the bonny fmiling Fair, 
! Nane can their Paflions better ware. 

Yet Love is kittle and unruly. 
And fhou’d move tentily and hooly; 
For if it get o’er meikle Head, 
’Tis fair to gallop ane to dead ; 
O’er ilka Hedge it wildly bounds, 

| And grazes on forbidden Grounds, 
Where conflantly like Furies range, 
Poortith, Difeafes, Death, Revenge, 
To toom anes Poutch to Dunty clever. 
Or have wrang’d Husband prob anes Liver, 
Or void anes Saul out throu’ a Shanker, 
In Faith ’twad any Mortal canker. 

Than 
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Then wale a Virgin worthy you, 
Worthy your Love and nuptial Vow, 
Syne frankly range o’er a’ her Charms, 
Drink deep of Joy within her Arms, 
Be dill delighted with her Bread, 
And on her Love with Rapture fead. 

May fhe be blooming, faft and young,' 
With Graces melting from her Tongue, 
Prudent and yielding to retain 
Your Love, as well as you, her ain. 

Thus with your Leave, Sir, I’ve made free 
To give Advice to ane can gi’e 
As good again ; but as Mefs ^ohn 
Said, when the Sand tald Time was done, 
«l Ha’e Patience, my dear Friends, a wee, 
“ And take ae ither Glafs frae me 
“ And if ye think there’s Doublets due, 
“ I lhauna bauk the like frae you. 

O N 



O N 

PRIDE. 

An Epistle to ■— .— 

Mange dejfoits un Dais; dors dedans un Baluftn, 
Sois Fils de mille Rois, (S' petit fils des Dieux, 
Si tu n'as la Virtu qui les mit dans les Cieux, 

Tu ne /eras qu ’un Sot illufire. 
De GOMBERVILLE. 

S I R, 
SHut in a Study three Foot fqtiare, 

No fafli’d with meikle Wealth or Cart£ 
I pafs the live lang Dayj 

Yet fome ambitious Thoughts I have, 
Which will purfue me to my Grave, 

Sic busked Baits they lay, 

Thefe keep my Fancy on the Rack, 
Something to ling that's blyth or fnack, 

To fmooth the runckled Brow, 
Thus vacaut Minutes I beguile, 
'T o win a Plaudit and a Smile 

Frae ony ane like you. 
You 
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Yon wha in kittle Calls of State, 

When Property demands Debate, 
Can right what is dang wraogj 

Yet blythly can, when ye think fit, 
Enjoy your Friend, and judge the Wit 

And Slidnefs of a Sang. 

How mony, your Reverfe, nnblell, 
Whafe Minds gae wandring through a Miff, 

Proud as the Thief in Hell, 
Pretend forfooth they’re gentle Fowk, 
Caufe Chance gi’es them of Gear the Yowk, 

And better Chiels the Shell. 

I’ve Teen a Wean aft vex itfell. 
And greet becaufe it was na tall ; 

Heez’t on a Board, O than ' 
Rejoicing in its artfu’ Hight, 
How fmirky looks the little Wight, 

And thinks itfell a Man. 

Sic Bairns are fome, blawn up a wet 
With Splendor, Wealth and Quality, 

Upon thefe Stilts grown vain : 
They o’er the Pows of poor Fouk flride. 
And neither are to had nor bide. 

Thinking this Height their aifl. 

Now 
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Now fhou’d ane fpeer at fic a Puff, 
What gars thee look fae high and bluff? 

Is’t ane attending Menzie ? 
Or Fifty Difhes on your Table ? 
Or Fifty Horfes in your Stable ? 

Or Heaps of glancing Cunzie ? 

Are thefe the Things thou ca’s thy fell ? 
Come, proud gigantick Shadow, tell: 

If thoufayft. Yes,— I’ll fliaw 'ii 
Thy Pi£lure—— means thy filly Mind, 
Thy Wit’s a Croil, thy Judgment blind, 

And Love worth nought ava. 

Some really Great and nobly born, 
Whom Heaven takes Pleafure to adorn 

With ilka manly Gift, 
Jn Courts or Camps to ferve their Nation, 

i| Warm’d with that generous Emulation 
Which their Forbears did lift. 

Frankly to this fuperior Few, 
I Pride pardonable we’ll allow ; 

But thefe are mail! deny’d : 
Yet they fhall be rever’d and priz’d, 
When ffruting Naithings are defpis’d, 

With a’ their glaring Pride. 

This 
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This to fct aff as I am able. 
I’ll frae a French Man thigg a Fable, 

And busk it in a Plaid : 
A It ho’ it be a Bairn of Mote’s, 
When I have tanght it to fpeak Scots, 

I am its fecond Dad. 

Fable of the twa Booh. 

TW A Books, near Neighbours in a Shop, 
The tane a guilded Turley Fop: 

The ’tither’s Face was weather-beaten, 
And Leathern Jacket fair worm-eaten. 
The Modern proud of his braw Sute, 
Curl’d up his Nofe, and thus cry’d out, 
Ah ! place me on fome frefher Binks, 
Fight how this moody Creature flinks ; 
How can a gentle Book like me 
Endure fic fcoundrel Company ? 
What may Fouk fay to fee me cling 
Sae clofs to this auld ugly Thing, 
But that I’m of a filly Spirit, 
And difregard my proper Merit. 

Quoth Graybaird, Whijht, Sir, wi' ye'r Din, 
For a’ your meritorious Skin, 
I doubt if ye be worth within. 3 

For 
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IFor as auld fajhion'd as I look. 
Maybe lam the bttttr Book. 

O Heavens.1 I canna thole the Clafli 
Of this impertinent auld Hath : 
I winna flay ae Moment langer. 

My TLord l pleafe to command your Anger * 
■MPray only let me tell you that ■ ■ ■ 

What wou’d this infolent be at J 
'Rot out your Tongue,— O Mr. Symmer 
Remove me frae this noifie Rhimer, 
If you regard your Reputation, 

nd us of a diflinguifh’d Station : 
[Hence frae this Beafl let me be hurried, 

or with his Stour and Stink I’m worried. 

Scarce had he fhook his paughty Crapi 
When in a Cnflomer did pap, 
Wha up auld Parchment lifts and Eyes him, 
[Turns o’er his Leaves, admires and buys him. 
This Book, faid he, is good and fcarce. 
The Saul of Sence in fmoothejl Verfe. 
But reading Title of Gilt Cleathing, 
Crys, Gods Wha buys this bony Naithing ■? 
Nought duller e'er -was put in Print, 
Wowwhat a Deal of TurkyV tint! 

Now to apply what is invented. 
Ton are the Buyer reprefented, 

And 
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And may your Servant hope 
In ought to merit your Regard, 
I’ll thank the Gods for my Reward, 

And fmile at ilka Fop. 

  7  

Spoke 7E O L u S one Night blowing hard on the 
Houje of M—f—d. 

WH Y on this Bow’r, bluff Cheeked God, 
Sacred toPhabur, and th* Abode 

Of B /, his much dauted Son, 
Say, wherefore makes thou all this Din 
In Dead of Night? Hehi likeaKow! 
To fuff at Winnocks and cry Wow I 
I have it now! Juno has feen 
The fair B tas tred the Green, 
And them for Bairns of Venus' gueft, 
Sae fends thee to diflurb their Reff. 
Pray wauk your Body, if you pleafe, 
Gae gowl and tooly on the Seas ; 
Thou wants the Pith to do them Harm; 
Wdhin we're fafe and fnug and warm, 
Kindly refreihM with heallhfu’ Sleep, 
While to my Kod my Pow I keep, 
Canty and cofiely I ly, 
And baith thy burffen Cheeks defy. 

THE 
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0 N T H E 

DEATH 
O F * V 

Lady Margaret Anflrutber. 

•a L L in her Bloom the graceful fair 
J «4jL LUCINDA leaves this mortal Round; 
Her Lofs a Thoufand Mourners fhare, 

I And Beauty feels the cruel Wound, 
Now Grief and Tears o’er all our joys prevail, 
Viewing her Roly Cheeks all Cold and pale. 

Thus fome fair Star dillinguifh’d bright, 
Which decks the Heavens and guides the Main, 

When Clouds obfcure its glorious Light, 
It leaves the gloomy World in Pain. 

So fudden Death has vail’d L U C I N D A’s Eyef, 
And left lis loll in Darknefs and Surprize. 

Nor Sweetnefs, Beauty, Youth nor Wealth, 
Nor Blood, tho nobly high it fprings; 

Not Virtue's felf can purchafe Health, 
When Death fevere his Summons brings. 

Elfe might the fair LUCINDA young, and gay. 
Have bled the World with a much longer Stay. 

G g But 



[ 453 ] 

But fay, fweet Shade, was it thy Choice 
To leave this low unconflant Globe, 

Tytd with its vain, its jangling Noifc, 
Thou wifely dropt thy human Robe ; 

Or tell us Guardian Angels, tell us true. 
Did ye not claim her as a Part of you. 

Which form’d like her becomes divine. 
You take fuch hence, remov’d from Cares and Fears, 
Unmindful of our fruitlefs Sighs and Tears. 

Yet daign ye Friends to human Kind, 
The lonely CONSORT to attend, 

O footh the Anguifh of his Mind, 
And let his killing Sorrows end. 

Tell him, his Sighs and Mourning to affwage. 
Each Day (he dwelt with him was worth an Age. 

Ye lovely Virgins who excel], 
Ye Fair to whom foft Strains belong, 

In melting Notes her Beauties tell, 
And weep her Virtues in a Song: 

See that ye place her Merit in true Light: 
Thus irnging ber’s, your own will (hine more bright,' 

Yes, well we know it is your Way, 
When here below fuch Beings (hine, 

To grudge us even our Earthly Clay, 

Robert, 



Robert, R i c h y, S a n d y, 

A S T O R A L 

On the Death of 

MATTHEW PRIOR, Efq; 

Inicrib’d to the Right Honourable Perfon defign’d 
by the Old Shepherd. 

py O B E R T the doufe, by a’ the Swains rever'd, 
Wife are his Words, like Silier is his Beard 

Near faxty (hining Simmers he has feen, 
Tenting his Eirfle on the Moor-land Green : 
Unfhaken yet with mpny a Winter's Wind, 
Stout are his Limbs, and youthfu’ is his Mind ; 
But now he droops, ane wad be wae to fee 
Him fae coft down ; ye wadna trow its he. 

break of Day he feeksthe dowy Glen, 
Thaihe may Scowth to a’ his Mourning len : 

G g 2 Nas 
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Nane but the ciinty Craigs and fcrogy Briers 
Were Witneffes of a* his Cranes and Tears ; 
Howder’d wi’ Hills a Cryflal Burnie ran, 
Where twa young Shepherds fand the auld Goodman : 
Ane Richy height, a Friend to a’ diflreft, 
Ane Sandy wha of Shepherds fings the beft; 
With friendly Looks they fpeer’d wherefore he mourn’d, 
Three Times he figh’d, and thus to them return’d. 

\ R 0 B E R T. 
My Matt, my Matt!—O Lads e’en take a Skair 

Of a’ my Grief—-Our fweet tongu’d Matt's nae mair. 
Ah Heavensdid e’er this Lyart Head of mine 
Think to have feen the cauldrife Mools on thine! 

RIGHT. 
My Heart mifga’e me, when I came this Way; 

His Dog its lane fat yowling on a Brae ; 
I cry’d, Ifkijk poor Ring-wood fairy Man, 
He wag’d his Tail, cour’d near, and lick’d my Hand, 
I flraik’d his Back, which eas’d a wee his Pain 
But foon’s I gade away he yowl’d again. 
Poor kindly Bead. Ah Sirs! how lie fhould be 
Mair tender-hearted mony a Time than we J 

S A N D T. 
Lad Ouk I dream’d my Toop that bears the Bell, 

And paths the Snaw, out o’er a high Craig fell 
And brak his Neck 1 darted frae my Bqd, 
Awak’d, and lepgh»—.But now my Dream its red. 

How 
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How dreigh’s our Cares, our Joys how foon away. 
Like Sun-blinks on a cloudy Winter’s Day I 
Flow on ye Tears, ye have free Leave for me; 
0 fweet-tongu’d Matt, Thoufands fhall greet for thee. 

ROBERT. 
Thanks to my Friends, for ilka briny Tear 

ye fhed for him wha to us a’ was dear ; 
Sandy I’m eas’d to fee thee look fae wan, 
Richy thy Sighs befpeak a kindly Man. 

R IC HT. 
But twice the Simmer’s Sun has thaw’d the Snaw, 

Since frae our Heights Eddie was tane awa’; 
Fail Matt has follow’d—Of fic twa bereft. 
To fmooth our Sauls, alake wha have we left ! 
Waes me! o’er Ihort a Tack of fic are given. 
But wha may contradict the Will of Heaven ? 
Yet mony a Year he liv’d to hear the Dale 
Sing o’er his Sangs, and tell his merry Tale. 
Laft Year I had a ftately tall -Afh-Tree, 
Braid were its Branches, a fweet Shade to me ; 
1 thought it might have fiourifli’d on the Brae, 
(Th o’ part its Prime} yet twenty Years or fae ; 
But ae rough Night the blat’ring Winds blew fnell. 
Torn frae its Roots adown it fouchan fell ; 
Twin’d of its Nourifhment it lifelefs lay, 
Mixing its wither’d Leaves amang the Clay. 
Sae flourifh’d Matt, but where's the Tongue can tell 
How fair he grew ? how much lamented fell ? 

SANDY. 
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sandy. 
How fnackly cou’d he give a Fool Reproof 

E’en with a Canty Tale he'd tell aff loof ? 
How did he Warning to the dofen’d fing, 
By auld Purganty, and the Dutchman's Ring ? 
And Lucky’s Siller 'Ladle Chaws how aft 
Our greateil Wifhes are but mean and daft. 
Unnatural Wits, he will’d them a to pap 
Their crazy Heads into Tam Tinman's Shap, 
Where they might fee a Squirrel wi’ his Bells 
Ay wreftling up, but riling like themfells. 
Thoufands of Things he wittily cou’d fay. 
With Fancy flrang, and Saul as clear as Day ; 
Gay were his Tales, But where’s the Tongue can tell 
How blyth he was ? how much lamented fell ? 

RIGHT- 
And as he blythfome was, fae was he wife ; 

Our Laird himfeU wa’d aft take his Advice. 
E’en Cheek for Chew he’d feat him 'mang them a’ 
And tak his Mind ’bout kittle Points of Law. 
When * Clan Red-yardf, ye ken, wi’wicked Fewd 
Had skaild of ours, but mair of his ain Blood, 
When 1 and feveral mae that were right croufe 
Wa’d fain about his Lugs have burnt his Houfe ; 
yet Lady A N N E, a Woman meek and kind, 
A Fae to Rancour and a bloody Mind, 

* Lewis XIV. King of France. 
Since 
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Since mony in the Fray had got their Dead, 
To make the Peace our Friend was fent wi’ Speed : 
The very Faes had for him juft Regard, 
Tho fair he jyb’d their -f- foremoft finging Batd. 
Active was Mat/, but where’s the Tongue can tell 
How wife he was ? how much lamented fell ? 

SANDY. 
Wha cou'd like him in a fhort Sang define 

The bonny Lafs, and her young Lover’s Pine ; 
I’ll ne’er forget that ane he made on May, 
Wha brarg the poor blate Symic to his Clay 
To gratifie the paughty Wench's Pride, 
The iilly Shepherd low'd, obey'd and dy'd. 
But lie dear Laftes as the Nit Brown Maid, 
Shall never want ay lading Honours paid ; 
Sic claim’d his Lays, and ftill it was his Car* 
With manly Mind to fhield and roofe the Fair ; 
Sweet was his Voice, when Beauty was in View, 
Smooth ran his Lines, ay grac’d wi’ fomething new ; 
Nae Word flood wrang, but where’s the Tongue can teD 
How faft he fung ? how much lamented fell ? 

RIGHT. 
And when he had a Mind to be mair grave, 

A Minifter nae better cou’d behave, 

4 Boileau, whofe Ode on the taking Namure by the 
French 1692. he kurlefqu'd, on its being retaken by the 
Bntifh 1695, 

Far 
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Far out of fight of fic he aften flew’. 
When he of haly Wonders took a View, 
Well cou’d he praife the Power that made us 
And bids us in Return but tent his Law 
Wha guides us when we’re waking or afleep, 
With thoufand Times mair Care than we our Sheep* 
When he of God’s unbounded Wifdom fang. 
My Heart lap high, my Lugs With Pleafure rang ; 
Thefe to repeat, braid fpoken, I wad fpill, 
Altho I fhould imploy my outmofl Skill. 
He towr’d aboon, but where’s the Tongue can tel! 
How high he flew ? how much lamented fell ? 

ROBERT. 
My Bennifon, dear Lads, light on ye baith, 

Wha ha’e fae true a feeling of our Skaith ; 
O Sandy draw his Likenefs in fmooth Verfe, 
As well ye can, — then Shepherds fhall rehearO 
His Merit, while the Sun meets out the Day, 
While EWs fhall bleet, and little Lambkins mae. 

I’ve been a Fauter now three Days are pad. 
While I for Grief have hardly broke my fall" 
Let's to my Shiel, I have a Browu of Tip, 
As good as ever wufh a Shepherd’s Lip, 
We’ll take a Scour o’t to put aff our Pain, 
For Reafon tells me a* our Sighs are vain, 
Come help me up, — yon footy Cloud fhores Rain. 

T H 



THE 

CONCLUSION. 

After the Manner of Horace, ad librum fuum, 

DEar vent’rous Book, e’en take thy Will, 
And fcowp around the Warld thy fill : 

Wow i ye’re newfangle to be feen, 
In guilded Turky clade, and clean. 
Daft giddy Thing ! to dare thy Fate, 
And fpang o’er Dikes that fear the blate : 
But mind when anes ye’re to the Bent, 
(AJtho in vaii^ ye may repent. 
A lake, I’m flied thou aften meet 
A Gang that will thee fourly treat. 
And ca’ thee dull for a’ thy Pains, 
When Damps diflrefs their drouzie Brains. 
I dinna doubt whilft thou art new, 
Thou'lt Favour find frae not a few : 
But when thou’rt rufl’d and forlorn, 
Sair thumb’d by ilka Coof or Bairn ; 
Then, then by Age you^lnay grow wife, 
And ken Things common gies nae Price. 
I’d fret, wae’s me.1 to fee thee ly 
Beneath the Bottom of a Pye, 
Or cow’d out Page by Page to wrap 
Up Snuff or Sweeties in a Shap. 

Away 
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Away fic Fears, gae fpread my Fami 
And fix me an immortal Name; 
Ages to come fliall thee revive, 
And gar thee with new Honours live. 
The future Criticks I forfee 
Shall have their Notes on Notes on thee 
The Wits unborn (hall Beauties find 
That never enter’d in my Mind. 

Now when thou tells how I was bred, 
But hough enough to a mean Trade : 
To ballance that, pray let them ken 
My Saul to higher Pitch cou’d fien : 
And when ye fhaw I’m fcarce of Gear, 
Gar a* my Virtues thine mair clear. 
Tell, I the beft and faireP pleafe, 
A little Man that loo's my Eafe, 
And never thole thefe Pafiions lang 
That rudely mint to do me Wrang. 

Gin ony want to ken my Age, 
See Anno Dom. on Title Page ; 
This Year when Springs, by Care and Skill, 
The fpacious Leaden Conduits fill, 
And firft flow’d up the Cajlle-hill. 
When South-Sea Projects ceafe to thrive, 
And only North-Sea feems alive, 
Tell them your Author’s Thirty five. 

finis. 



A 

GLOSSARY, 

EXPLANATION of the Scots 
Words us’d by the Author, which are 
rarely or never found in the modem 
Englijb Writings. 

Some general Rules Jhewing wherein many Sou- 
thern and. Northern Words are originally the 
fame, having only a Letter changed for ano- 
ther, or fometimes one taken away or added. 

I, In many Words ending with II. The 1. changes to a. w. or 
an 1. after an a. or u. the 1. u. after o. or a. and is fre- 

O R 

is rarely founded. 

Scots. Englifh. 

quently funk before another 
Confonant; at. 

Scots. 
Awm, Awm, ~ryAlm. 

1 Bauk, fj Baulk, 
?k, Bulk, 
r. Boll. 
7t, Bolt. 
F, Calf. 
17, Coll or Clip. 
it, Fault. 
ife, Falfe. 
vk. Folk, 
ffn. Fallen. 

Gowd, 

X Will, 
Bauk, 

Sta, 

Fa, 
Ga, 
Ha, 
Sma, 

Wa, 

Fall. 
Gall. 
Ball. 
Small. 
Stall. 
Wall. 

Bowk, 
Bow, 
Bowt, 
Caff, 
Cow, 
Faut, 
Faufe, 
Fowk, 
Fawn, 

Foil, or fu, Full. 
Pou, or pu. Pull. 
Woo, or U, Wool. 

A 



Scott. 
Gowd, 
Haff, 
How, 
Howms, 
Maut, 
Pow, 
Row, 
Scawd, 
Stown, 
Wawk, 

Englifh. 
Gold. 
Half. 
Hole, ox Hollow. 
Holms. 
Malt. 
Poll. 
Poll. 
Scald. 
Stoln. 
Walk. 

III. An o. before Id. changet 
to an a. or au ; as, 

Scott. Englifh, 
AUid, S^Ld. 

Bauld, v.y Bold. 
Cauld, Cold. 
Fauld, Fold. 
Hald, or Had, Hold. 
Said, Sold. 
Tald, Told. 
Wad, Would. 

IV. The o, oe, or ow it chan- 
ged to a, ae, aw, or ai; o/, 

AE,i 
Ai 

Scots. Englilh. 
, or ^ne, 

Aeten, Oaten. 
AS, Of. 
.Aften, Often. 
Aik, Oak. 
Aith, Oath. 
Ain, or a wo, Ovon. 
Alane, 
A maiil, 
Amang, 
Airs, 
Aits, 

Alone. 
Almoji. 
Among. 
Oars. 
Oats. 

Scott. 
A pen, 
Awner, 
Bain, 
Bair, 
Baith, 
Blaw, 
Braid, 
Glaith, 
Craw, 
Drap, 
Fae, 
Frae^ 
Gae, 
Gaits, 
Grane, 
Haly, 
Hale, 
Halefom, 
Hame, 
Hait, or Het, Hot. 
Laith, Loath. 
Laid, Load. 
Lain, or Len, Loan. 

Englifl), 
Open. 
Owner. 
Bone. 
Boar. 
Both. 
Blow. 
Broad. 
Gloatb. 
Crow. 
Hr op. 
Foe. 
Fro, or from. 
Go. 
Goat/. 
Groan. 
Holy. 
Whole. 
Wbolefome. 
Home. 

Lang, 
Law, 
Mae, 
Maift, 
Mair, 
Mane, 
Maw, 
Na, 
Nane, 
Naithing, 
Pape, 
Rae, 
Rair, 
Raip, 
Raw, 
Safe, 
Saip, 

Long. 
Low. 
Moe. 
Moft. 
More. 
Moan. 
Mow. 
No. 
None. 
Nothing.- 
Pope. 
Poe. 
Poar. 
Pope. 
Pow. 
Soft. 
Soap, 

Sair, 



Scott. 
! Sair, 
i Sang1 
I Slaw, 

Snaw, 
Strakc, 

| Staw,' 
|t Stane, 
ii Saul," 
» Tae, 
II Taiken, 
It Tangs, 
I' Tap, 
S' Thrang, 
f1) Wae, 
IWame, 

Wan, 
War, 
Wark, 
Warld, 
Wha, 

1 

Englifh. 
Sore. 
Song. 
Slow. 
Snow. 
Stroaff. 
Stole. 
Stone. 
Soul. 
Toe. 
Token. 
Tonzs. 
Top. 
Throng. 
Woe. 
Worn!’. 
Won. 
Worfe. 
Work. 
World. 
Who. 

V. The o. or u. it frequently 
changed into i; a/, 

Scott. 
ANither, 

Bill, 
Birn, 
Brit her, 
Fit, 
Fither, 
Hinny, 
Ither, 
Mil her, 
Nits, 
Nife, 
Pit, 
Rin, 
S*n, 

Englifh. 
ANother. 

Bull. 
Burn. 
Brother. 
Foot. 
Father. 
Piony. 
Other. 
Mother i 
Nutt. 
Nqfe. 
But. 
Run. 
Sun. 

A B B A 
^^lint. Perhaps. 
 Aboon, Above. Bald, Stayedj Abode. 
Atkerbraid, The Breadth ofj Bairn/, Children. 

j Act!-fey, A Surloin. 

an Acre. 
Air, Long fince. It. Early. 

^4ir up, Soon up in the 
Morning. 

Anew, Enow. 
Arlet, Earned of a Bargain. 
A.taint, or Atanei. At once. 

At the fame Time. 
Auldfarran, Ingenious. 
Aurglebargin, or Eagglebar- 

gin,To contend or wrangle. 
Aynd, The Breath. 

A a 

Balen, Whale-bone* 
Bang, Is fometimesan A<?ttnn 

of Hade. Wre fay he or it 
came with a Bang. A Bang 
alfo means a great Number. 
OfCuJIomertJhe had aBang. 

Bangjler, A hindering roar- 
ing PerPon. 

Bannocks, A Sort of Bread 
thicker than Cakes, and 
round. 

Barken'd, When Mire, Blood, 
0V. 



&c. hardens upon a thing 
like Bark. 

Barlikbood, A FitofPaffion 
or id Humour. 

Barroiu Trams, The Staves 
of a Hand-barrow. 

Batts, Colick. 
Bawbie, Halfpenny. 
Ba-wfy, Bawfand fac d, is a 

Cow or Horfe with a white 
Face. 

Bedeen, Immediately, In hafte. 
Beft, Beaten. 
Bsgoud, Began. 
Begrutten, All in Tears. 
Berk, To bask. 
Beild, Shelter. 
Bern, or Been, Wealthy. A 

been Houfe, A warm well 

People joining their Far 
things for purchafing Li- 
quor, they call it Birling 
a Bawbte. 

Birn, A burnt Mark. 
Birr, Force, flying fwiftly 

with a Noife. 
Btrs'd, Brmfed. 
Bittle, or Beetle, A wooden 

Mell for beating Hemp, or 
a Fuller s Club. 

Blacle-a-vic'd, Of a black 
Complexion. 

Blae, Pale blew, the Colour 
of the Skin when bruifed. 
’Tis ufed as a Proverb, 
when one looks pale, or 
out of Countenance, He 
loohs blae fac'd. 

Blate, Bafhfull furnifhed one. 
Beit, or Beet, To help, repair, j Blatter, A rattling Noife, 
Bells, Bubbles. Bleez, Blaze. 
Behan, The 3d of May, or 

Rood-day. 
Bended, Drunk hard. 
Benn, The Inner«room of a 

Houfe. 
Benmfon, Blefling. 
Benfell, or Benfail, Force. 
Bent, The open Field. 
Beuk, Baked. 
Bicker, A wooden Difh. 
Bickering, Fighting, Running 

quickly. School-boys bat- 
tling wirh Stones. 

Bigg, Build. Bigget, Built. 
Biggings, Buildings. 

Billy, Brother. 
Bire, or Byar, A Cow-flaU. 
Birks Birch-T rees. 
Birle, To drink. Common 

Blether, Foolith Difcourfe. 
Bletherer, A Babbler. Stam- 
mering is called Blethering. 

Blin, Ceafe. Never blin, Ne- 
ver have done. 

Blinkan, The Flame raifing 
and failing, as of a Lamp 
when the Oil is exhaufled. 

Boai, or boke. Vomit. 
Bodin, or bodden, Provided 

or furnifhed. 
Bodle, Two Pennies Scots, or 

one ftxth of a Penny Eng- 
Ujh. 

Bodword, An ominous Mef- 
fage. Bodivords are now 
ufed to exprefs ill-natur'd 
Meflages. 

Boglebo fiobgobWn orSpeiflie. 
Bofs, 



Soft, Empty. Applied to a 
Si Reed, Bone, or Head, (3*c. 
Bourd,} eft or Dailey. We fay, 
' A footb Bourd is me Bourd. 
pouze. To drink. 
Bracken, A kind of Water- 

' Gruel of Oat meal, But- 
ter and Honey. 

Brae, The Side of a Hill, 
:l[ Bank of a River. 
Grander, A Gridiron. 

■Brandt, Calves of the Legs. 
Brankan, Prancing, a caper- 

'j ins- 
Brankt, Wherewith the Ru- 

II fticks bridle their Horfes, 
.11 A Halter fixt to two Pieces 

of Wood, which hang on 
either Side of the Nofe. 
ratle, Noife, as of Horfe 
Feet. 
ratt. Rags. 
raw, Brave,Finein Apparel. 
rccken, Fearn. 
rent-brow. Smooth high 

ill Forehead. 
'rigt. Bridges. 

. tfrock, A Badger. 
Irowden, Fond. 

rowfter. Brewer. • 
ruliment, A Broil. 
ucky. The large Sea-Snail, 
ATermof Reproach,when 
we exprefs a crofs natur'd 
Fellow, by Buciy. 
uff, Nonfenfe; As, He ble- 
ther'd Buff. 

ught. The little Fold where 
the Ews are inclofed at 
Milking-time. 
uller. To bubble. The Mo- 

A 

tion of Water at a Spring- 
head, or a Noife of a riling 
Tide. 

Bumlazed,Corfu fed, Made to 
ftareand look like an Idiot. 

Bung,Complttdy fuddled, as 
it were to the Bung. 

Bunkers, A Bench, or fort of 
long low Chefts that ferve 
for Seats. 

Bumler, A Bungler, One that 
cannot perform his Work 
handfomely. 

Burn, A Brook, Any little 
Torrent of Water. 

Buji, To deck, Drefs. 
Bujline, Fuftian ('Cloath.^ 
But, often for Without. A s. 

But Heed or Favour. 
Byket, or Biket, Nefts or 

Hives of Bees or Pifmires. 

C A 
CAdge, Carry. Cadger is 

a Country Carrier,who 
jogs about with his Fifh, 
Fowls, Eggs, (3"c. 

Gallon, Boy. 
Camfchough, Stern, grim, of 

a diftorted Countenance. 
Cankerd. Angry, paftionate- 

ly fnarling. 
Canna, Cannot. 
Cant,To tell merry oldTales. 
Canty, Chearful and merry. 
Capernoited, Whimhcal, One 

who has got a Blow or 
Knoit qn the Head that 
has turned his Judgment 
wrong, ill natur’d. 

Car, Sledge. 
3 Carle. 
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Carle, kn old Word for a Mao. 
Carline, An old Woman. G/re- 

Carline, A Giant’s Wife. 
Cathel, An hot Pot, made of 

Ale, Sugar and Hggs. 
Cauldrife, Spiritlefs, Wanting 

chearfulnefs in Addrefs. 
Cauler, Cool or frefli. 
Chaftf, Chops. 
Chaping. An Ale Meafure or 

Stoup, fomewhat lefs than 
an Englijl) Quart. 

A-Char, or a-jar, A fide.When 
any Thing is beat a little 
out of its Poiition, or a 
Door or Window a little 
opened, we fay they’re a- 
Char, or a-jar. 

Charlewain , Charlei-wain. 
The Conftellation called 
the Plow, or Urfa major. 

Chancy, Fortunate, good na- 
tur’d. 

Chat, A cant Name for the 
Gallows. 

Chiel, A general Term, like 
Fellow , ufed fometimes 
with Refpedd ; as, He's a 
•very good Chiel; and con- 
temptuoufly, That Chiel. 

Chirm, Chirp and ling like 
a bird. 

Chucky, A Hen. 
Clan, Tribe, Family. 
Clank, The Din of a Pot Lid, 

when the Drinker makes' 
it fpeak for more Liquor; 
or, a lharp Blow. 

Chjhes, Chat. 
Claught, Took hold. 
Claw, Scratch. 

deck. To catch as with a 
Hook. 

Cleugh, A Den betwixt Rocks. 
Clinty, Hard, ilonny. 
Clock, Beetle. 
Clotted, The Fall of any foft 

moift Thing. When one 
falls carelefly, he’s faid to 
doit down. 

Clofr, A Court or Square. 
And frequently a Lane or 
Alley. 

Chur, The little Lump that 
rifes on the Head, occafi- 
oned by a Blow or Fall. 

Clute, Hoof of Cows, or 
Sheep. 

Cockernony, The gathering of 
a Woman’s Hair, whenJtis 
wrapt or fnooded up with 
a Band or Snood. 

Cod, A Pillow. 
Cog, A pretty large wooden 

Difli the Country People 
put their Pottage in. 

Cogle, When a Thing moves 
backwards and forwards, 
inclining to fall. 

Coof, A flupid Fellow. 
Coofer, A Ston’d Horfe. 
Coofl , Did call. Cooflen, 

Thrown. 
Corly, A Raven. 
Cotter, A Sub-tenant. 
Cowf>, To fall; alfo a Fall. 
Cotvp, To change or barter. 
Cowp, A Company of Peo- 

ple. As merry, fenfelefs, 
corky Cowp. 

Cour, To crouch and creep. 
Creel, Bafket, 

Crijl), 



Crijh, Greafe. 
Croon, or Crunc, To mur- 

mure, or hum o’er a Song 
Tbe Lowing of Bulls. 

\CrouJe, Bold. 
Cryn, Shrink, or become lefs 

by drying. 
\Culzie, Intice or flatter. 
Cun, To tafte, learn, know. 
\Cunzie, or Coonie, Coin. 
Curfcbc, A Kerchief. A Lin- 
Inen Drefs wore by our 

Highland Women. 
Cutled, Ufed kind and gain- 

ing Methods for obtaining 
Love and Friendfhip, like 
little Children prefling in 
upon, and pratling agree- 

; ably to their Parents. 
kCutti, Lots. Thefe Cults are 

ufually made of Straws 
(unequally cut, which one 

hides between his Finger 
and Thumb while another 
draws his Fate. 

A,Cully, Short. 

D A 
DAd, To beat one Thing 

againfl another. He 
fell with a Dad. He dad- 
did his Head againfl; the 

IWall, (fTc. 
Daft, Foolifb. And fome- 

times. Wanton. 
Daffin, Folly, Wagrie. 
Dad, or Dale, A Valley, Plain. 
Daintiths, Delicates, Dainties. 
Dainty, Is ufed as an Epithet 

of a fine Man or Woman. 
Dander, Wander to and fro, 

A 

or faunter. 
Dang, Did ding, Beat,Thrufl, 

Drive. Ding dang. Moving 
haflily one on the Back of 
another. 

Dawty, A Fondling. Darling. 
To dawt. To cocker, and 
carefs with Tendernefs. 

Deave, To flun the Ears with 
Noife. 

Deray, Merriment, Jollity, So- 
lemnity,Tumult, Diforder, 
jN oife. 

Dern, Secret, Hidden, Lone- 
ly. When one has hid him- 
felf, we fay, He’s dern d in 
fame Place. 

Deva, To defcend, fall, hur- 
ry, or dip down. 

Dengs, Rags or Shapings of 
Cloth. 

Didle, To a<fl or move like 
a Dwarf. 

Digbt, Deck’d, Made ready. 
Alfo, to clean. 

Dinna, Do not. 
Dirle,k. fmarting Pain quick- 

ly over. 
Dit, To flop or clofe up a 

Hole. Dit ye‘r Gab wt, 
ye'r Meat. 

Divei, Broad Turf. 
Docken, A Dock, (the Herb.) 
Doilt, Confufed and filly. 
Doited, Dozed or crazy, as in 

old Age. Daft young, and 
doited auld, the two 1 imes 
of foolifh Marriage. 

Doll, A large Piece, Dole or 
Share. 

Donk, Moift. 
4 Donjict 



JD<w/*e,Affedtedly neat.CJean, 
when applied to any little 
Perfon. 

Doofart, A dull heavy head- 
ed Fellow. 

Dool, or Drule, The Goal 
which Gamefters drive to 
gain firft (as at Football.^ 

Doru, A proud Pet. 
Dorty, Proud, not to be fpoke 

to ; Conceited, appearing 
as difobliged. 

Dought, Could, Avail’d. 
Doughty, Strong, valiant and 

able. 
Doukf, Dives under Water. 
Doujb, Solid, Grave,Prudent. 
Dow, To will, to incline, to 

thrive, to do good. 
Doxvd, (Liquor) that’s dead, 

or has loft the Spirits, Or, 
('wither’d^ Plant. 

Doivff, Mournful, wanting 
Vivacity. 

Dowie , Melancholy , Sad, 
Doleful. 

Downa, Dow not, i. e. Tho 
one has the Power, he 
wants the Heart to it, 

Dowp, The A—fe. The 
fmall Remains of a Candle. 
The Bottom of an Egg- 
fhell. Better hoff Egg at 
toom dowp. 

Drant, Toipeakflow, after 
a fighing Manner. 

Dree, To fuffer, Endure. 
Dreery, Wearyfome, Fright- 

ful. 
Dreigh, Slow, keeping at 

Diftance. Hedfcean ill Pay- 

, er of his Debts, we call 
; drcigb. Or when on Jour- 

ney, if the Way prove 
■ longer than we expected, 

we lay, 'Tit a dreigh Road. 
1 Dribs, Drops. 
) Driztl, A little Water in a 
) Rivulet, fcarce appearing 

to run. 
; Droning, Sitting lazily, or 
r moving heavily, Speaking 

With Groans. 
Droufted, Drench’d, All wet. 

1 Dubs, Mire. 
Dunt, Stroke or Blow. 
Dur1e,h Poinyard or Dagger- 

, Dynles, Trembles, Shakes 
i To have a Touch of a 

Pain, as Gout or Tooth- 
, ach. 

Dyver, A Bankrupt. 

E A 
EAgs, Incites, Stirs up. 

Eard , Earth , T/iCj 
Ground. 

Edge, Of a Hill, is the Side; 
or Top. 

Een, Eyes. 
Eild, Age. 
Eitb, Eafy. Eithar, Eafier. 
Elbuci, Elbow. 
Elffhot, Shot by an Elf or 

Fairy. 
Elfjn, A Shoe-maker's Awl., 
Elritch, Wild, Hideous, Un- 

inhabited, except by ima- 
ginary Ghofts. 

Endlong, Along. 
Ergb, bcrupulous. When one 

makes faint Attempts to 
d<* 
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do a Thing without a ftea- 
dy Refolution. 

Er/?, Time pad. 
EJller, Hewn Stone. Build, 

ings of fuch we call Eft- 
ler-worh. 

Ether, An Adder. 
Etle, To aim, Defign. 
Eydent, Diligent, Laborious. 

F A 
FA, A Trap, fuch as is 

ufed for catching Rats 
or Mice. 

Fudge, A Spungy Sort of 
Bread, in Shape of a Roll. 

Fag, To tire, or turn weary. 
Fail, Thick Turf, fuch as 

are ufed for building Dikes 
for Folds, Inclofures, (3*c. 

Fain, This Word ufed in Eng- 
land, expreffes a Defire or 
Willingnefs to do a Thing ; 
as, Fain would /. Befides 
its being ufed in ihe fame 
Senfe with us, it Lkewife 
means joyful, tickled with 
Pleafure. As, AsFainai 
a Fidler. 

Fait, Neat, In good Order 
Fairfaw. When we v/ifh Well 

to one. That a good or 
fair Fate may befalhim. 

Fajh, Vex or Trouble, Fa- 
Jhout, Troublefome. 

Faugh, A Col ur between 
white and red Faugh Rigs, 
Fallow Ground. 

Fecit, A Part, Quantity ; as, 
NLaiJi Feci, The greatell 
Number. Mae Feck, Very 
few. 

Feckfow, Able, Active. 
Fecklefs, Feeble, little and 

weak. 
Feed, Feud, Hatred, Quarrel. 
Fell, Many, Several. 
Fen, Shift, Fending, Living 

by Indufiry, Make a Fen, 
Fall upon Methods. 

Ferlie, Wonder. 
Fernzier, The laft or fore- 

run Year. 
File, To defile or dirty. 
Firtflaugki,AF\aOr, of Light- 

ning. 
Fijllc, To fiir, A Stir. 
F'uJted,The Printof the Foot. 
Fizzmg, Whizzing. 
Fluffing, Moving up and 

down, railing Wind by 
Motion, as Birds with their 
Wings. 

Flags, Flafhes, as of Wind 
and Fire. 

Plane, An Arrow. 
Flang, Flung. 
Flaughter, To pare Turf 

from the Ground. 
Fleeic'\ To cox. 
Fleg, Fr ght. 
Flewet, A Smart Blow on 
- the Head. 
Flcy or flie To aff< ight. 

Heyf, A ffraid or terrified. 
Flinders, Splinters. 
Flit, To remove. 
Flite or Flyte, To fcold. 

Chide. Flet, Did fcold. 
Flujhes, Floods. 
Fog, Mofs. 
Foordays, The Morning far 

advanced Fair Day light. 
lorly. 
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Befides. 

Foretares, Forefathers, A ri- 
ce dors. 

Forfaim, Abufed,Berpa‘ter’d. 
Forfoughten, Weary. Faint 

and out of Breath with 
Fighting. 

Forgainft, Oppofite to. 
lor get her. To meet,Encoun. 

ter. 
Forleet, To forfake. 
lorejtam, The Pore-head. 
Fouth, Abundance, Plenty. 
lozk. Spungy, Soft. 
Frair, To make a Noife. We 

ufe to fay one makes aFrais, 
when they boaft, wonder, 
and talk more of a Matter 
than it is worthy of, or 
will bear. 

frdk, A Fool, light, imper- 
tinent Fellow. 

Fremit, Strange, Not a-Kin. 
I rijled, Traded. 
f'ritjh. Brittle, like Bread 

baken with Butter. 
fuff, To blow, Fuffi-n, Blow- 

ing. 
Furder, Profper. 
Htrthy, Forward. 
Fujh, Brought. 
Fyk, To be redlefs, Uneafy. 

G A 
GAb, The Mouth. To 

prat, Gab fue gajh 
Gabbing, Prating pertly. Tu 

gab again. When Servants 
give fancy Returns when 
reprimanded. 

Gabby, One of a ready and 

eafy Exprelfion. The feme 
' with auld Gobbet. 

Gadge, To didlate imperti- 
nently, Talk idly with a 
dupid Gravity. 

Gafavo , A hearty loud 
Laughter,T oGatu/,Laugh. 

Gams, Gums. * 
Gar,To caufe,make or force. 
Gare , Greedy, Rapacious, 

earned to have a Thing. 
Gojh, Solid, Sagacious; One 

with long out Chin, we 
call Gajh Gabbet, or Gajh 
Beard. 

Gate, Way. 
Gaunt, Yawn. 
Gawky, Idle, flaring, idioti- 

cal Perlon. 
Gawn, Going. 
Gawjy, Jolly, Buxom. 
Geek, To mock. * 
Geed, or Gade, Went. 
Genty, Handfcme, Genteel. 
Get, Brat ; A Child, by 

Way of Contempt of De- 
rilion. 

Gif, If. 
Gillygaews, or Gilligap*>, A 

daring, gaping Fool. 
Gilpy, A roguifh Boy. 
Ciiymer, A young Sheep 

(Ew.) 
Gin, If. 
Gird, To drike. Pierce. 
Gtrn, To grin, Snarl. AJfo 

a Snare nr Trap, fuch as 
Bnys make of Horfe Hair 
to catch Birds. 

Giuh, A Hoop. 
Ghiks, An idle, good for 

nothing 



nothing Fellow. Glaifad, 
Foolifh, Wanton, Light. 
To give the Glaikt, To be- 
guile one, by giving him 
his Labour for his Pains. 

Glaijler, To bawl or bark. 
Glamour, Jugling. When De- 

vils, Wizards, or Juglers 
deceive the Sight, they are 
faid to caft Glamour o’er 
the Eyes of the Spedator. 

Glar, Mire, ouzy Mud. 
Glee, To fquint. 
Gleg, Sharp, Quick, Adive 
Glen, A narrow Valley be- 

tween Mountains, 
i Gloom, To fcoul or frown. 
1IGlou)m^ng, The Twilight, or 

Evening-Gloom. • 
Glowr, To flare, look flern. 
Glunjh, To hang the Brow 

and grumble. 
Goan, A wooden Difh for 

Meat. 
Goalie, A large Knife. 
Gorlingt, or Garbling!,Young 

unfleg’d Birds. 
GoJJie, Goflip. 
Gowans, Dazies. 
Gove,To look broad and fted- 

faft, holding up the Face. 
< Goivf, Befides the known 

Game, a Racket or found 
Blow on the Chaps, we 
call a Gowf on the Haffet. 

5 Gowk, The Cuckow. In De- 
rifion we call a thoughdefs 

' Fellow, and one who harps 
too long on one Subjed, 
a Gowk. 

} Govjl, A Howling, To bel- 

low and cry. 
Go«y?y,Ghaflly,Large,Wafle, 

Defolate, and Frightful. 
Granny, Grandmother, Any 

old Woman. 
Gree, Prize, Vidory. 
Green, To long for. 
Greet, To weep. Grat, Wept. 
Grieve, An Overfeer. 
Grouf,To\y flat on the Belly. 
Grounche, or Glunjh, To 

murmure, Grudge. 
Gryfe, A Pig or young Swine. 
Gumption, Good Senfe. 
Guriy, Rough, bitter, colcj 

C Weather. J 
Gyfened, When the Wood of 

any Veffel is fhrunk with 
drynefs. 

Gytlingt, Young Children. 

H A 
HAjJet, The Cheek-Side 

of the Head. 
kiagt. Hacks, Peat Pi's, or 

Breaks in moffy Ground. 
Uain, T o fave, Manage nar- 

rowly. 
Halefome, Wholefome ; as 

Hale, Whole. 
Hallen, A Screen, or Fence 

of Stone, Turf, Wc. A 
Hanger on or Parafite is 
called a Hallenjhaker. 

Ilameld, Domeflick. 
Homely, Friendly, Frank, 

Open, Kind. 
Hanty, Convenient, Hand- 

fome. 
Harle, Drag. 
Hams, Brains. Ham-pan, 

The 
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The Scull. 
Harjhip, Ruin. 
Haveren, or Havrel, Sloven. 
Haughty Valleys, or low 

Grounds on the Sides of 
Rivers. 

Havinr, Good Breeding. 
Haw//, The Throat, or fore 

Part of the Neck. 
Heal, or Heel, Health. 
Heepy, A Perfon hypochon- 

driack. 
Heez, To lift up a heavy 

Thing a ’ittle. A Heezy is 
a good Lift. 

Heghty Promifed, alfo named 
Hempy, A tricky Wag fuch 

for whom the Hemp grows. 
Hereit, Ruined in Eftate, 

broke, fpoil d, impoverifht. 
HeJ}, A Clafp or Hook, Bar 

or Bolt; alfo in Yarn a cer- 
tain Number of Threeds 

Heugh, A Rock or Beep 
Hill; alfo a Coal-pit. 

Hiddilty or Hidlingt, Lurk- 
ing, hiding Places. To 
do a thing in hidlingi, i. e. 
privately. 

Hirple, To move flowly and 
lamely. 

Hirfle, To move as with a 
ruftlmg Noife. 

Ho A fingle Stocking. 
Hooh Husk. Hool'dy Inclofed 
Hooly, Slow. 
He/, or Whojiy To cough. 
How, Low Ground, A Hoi 

low. 
How! Ho! 
HowJty To dig. 

Howmty Plains on River 
Sides. 

Howt! Fy ! 
Hurkle, To crouch or bow 

together like a Cat, Hedge- 
hog, or Hare. 

Hyt, Mad. 

J A 
JAck, Jacket. 

Jag, To prick as with a 
Pin. 

yaw, A Wave or Guflh of 
Water. 

Jawpy The dafhing of Wa- 
ter. 

Ice/hoglet, Icicles. 
Jee, 7 o incline to one Side. 

To y'ee back and fore, is to 
move like a Balk up and 1 

down to this and the other 
Side. 

yig. To crack, make a Noife 
like a Cart-wheel. 

yimp. Slender. 
Ilk Each. Ilka, Every. 
Ingle, Fire. 
yo, Sweet-heart. 
Jouk, A low bow. 
Irk Fearful, terrified, as if j 

afraid of fome Ghoft or 
Apparition ; alfo Melan- 
choly.' 

I'fe, I (hall; as I'll for I will. 
IJlet, Embers. 
Junt, A large Joint or Piece 

of Meat. 
yute, Sour or dead Liquor. 
yyhe, 7 o mock, Gz'£e, Taunt. 

K A 



K A 
KAber, A Rafter. 

Kale, or Kail, Cole- 
wort, and fometimes Broth. 

Katiie, Comb. 
Kanny, or Canny, Fortunate; 

alfo warry : One who ma- 
nages his .Affairs difcreetly. 

Kebuclt, A Cheefe. 
Keckle, To laugh, to be noi- 

fie. 
Kedgy, Jovial. 
Keek, To peep. 
Kemp, To ftrive who fhall 

perform moft of the fame 
Work in the fame Time, 
equal to thatProverb,(Foo/’/ 
Hajte it no Speed) is, Kem- 
per t Jhare nae Corn. 

Ken, To knowufed in Eng- 
land as a Noun. A thing 
within Ken, i. e. within 
View. 

Kent, A long Staff, fuch as 
Shepherds ufe for leaping 
over Ditches. 

Kepp, To catch a thing that 
moves towards one. 

Kiejl, Did call, vid Cooft. 
Kilted, Tuck’d up. 
Kimmer, A Female Goflip. 
Kirn, A Churn. Item, To 

churn. 
Kirtle, An upper Petticoat. 
Kitchen, All Sorts of Eata- 

bles, except Bread. 
Kittle, Difficult, Myflerious, 

Knotty ^Writings.J 
Kittle, To tickle, Ticklifh. 
Knacky, Witty and facetious. 
Knoit, To beat or flrike 

fharply. 
Knoos'd, Buffeted and bruifed. 
Know, A Hillock. 
Knublock, A Knob. 
Knuckles, Only ufed in Scott 

for the Joints of the Fin- 
gers next the back of the 
Hand. 

Knuifi, A Lump or large 
Quantity. 

Kow, A Goblin, or any Per- 
fon one Bands in aw to 
difoblige, and fears. 

Ky, Kine, or Cows. 
Kyth, To appear. lie'll lytb 

in bis ain Colours. 

L A 
LAggtrt, Befpatter’d, Co- 

ver’d with Clay. 
Laigh, Low. 
Laits, Manners. 
Z,ak, or laack. Undervalue, 

Contemn; as, He that laks 
my Mare, would buy my 
Mare. 

'Landart, The Country, or 
belonging to it. Ruflick. 

Langour, Languifhing, Me- 
lancholy. To hold one 
out of Langour, i. e. di- 
vert him. 

Lankale , Coleworts uncut 
down. 

La/>, Leaped. 
'Lapper'd, CrudIed,or clotted. 
Lore, A Place lor lying, or 

that has been layn in. 
Lore, Bog. 
Lave, The Reft, or Re- 

mainder. 
Lawin, 
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Z,aw/n,ATavern Reckoning. 
hawland. Low Country. 
I.avrock. The Lark. 
L.au<ty, or Lawtith, Juftice, 

Fidelity, Honedy. 
I>ea/, True, Upright, Ho- 

ned,faithful to Trud,Loy- 
al. A leal Heart never lied, 

hear. Learning, to learn. 
Lee, Umill’d Ground ; alfo 

an open Grady Plain. 
Leglen,A Milking-Pale with 

one Lug or Handle. 
Lends, Buttocks, Loins. 
Leugb, Laughed. 
Leu warm. Lukewarm. 
Libbit, Gelded. 
Lick, To whip or beat. It. 

A Wag, or Cheat, we call 
a great Lick. 

Li/t,The Sky orFirmament 
Lyes- 

Lills, The Holes of a Wind 
Indrument of Mufick 
Hence, Lilt up a Spring, 
Lilt it out. Take off your 
Drink merrily. 

Limp, To halt. 
Lin, A Cataract. 
Ling, A quick carrere, in a 

draight Line. To gallop 
Lingle, Cord, Shoe-makers 

Threed. 
Linkan, Walking fpeedily 
Lire, Breads, hem. The 

mod mufcular Parts ; 
fometimes the Air or Com- 
plexion of the Face. 

Litk, The Flank. 
Lith, A Joint. 
Loan, A ^ittle Common near 

to Country Viliages,where 
they milk their Cows. 

Loch, A Lake. 
Loo, To love. 
Loof, The hollow of the 

Hand. 
Looms, Tools, Indroments 

in general, Veffels. 
Loot, Did let. 
Low, Flame, Lowan, Fla- 

ming. 
Lown, Calm, Keep lown. Be 

fecret. He fits fou lown 
that has a riven Breech. 

Loun, Rogue, Whore,Villain. 
Lout, To bow down, ma- 

king Courtefie, To doop. 
Luck, To enclofe, Shut up, 

Faden : Hence, Lucken 
handed, Clofe fitted, Luck- 
en Gowans, Booths, &c. 

Lucky , Grandmother , or 
Goody. 

Lug, Ear, Handle of a Pot 
or Veffel. 

Lyort,Hoary or Gray, hair’d. ( 

M A 
A AT-dgH, To manerle. 
IVl Moik,< _ . or Make,Match; 

Equal, Mqiklejl, Matchlefs. 
Mokly, Seemly, Well propor- 

tion’d. 
Molifon, A Curfe, Male- 

diction. 
Mongit, Gall'd or bruifed 

by Toil or Stripes. 
Monk, A W’ant. 
Mant.To dammer in Speech. 
March, or Mcrch, A Land- 

mark, Border of Lands. 
March, 
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March, The Marrow. 
.Marrow,Mate,Fellow,Equal, 

Comrade. We fay. Half- 
marrow, Husband or Wife, 
and the Marrow of a Shoe 
or Glove. 

Mask, To mafh, in Brewing 
Masking Loom, Mafh-Vat. 

Maun, Muft. Maunm, Muft 
not. May not. 

Meiklt, Much, Big, Great, 
Large. 

Mtith, Limit, Mark, Sign. 
Mends, Satbfa<flion,Revenge, 

Retaliation. To make a 
Mends, To make a grate- 
ful Return. 

Menfe, Difcretion, Sobriety, 
good Breeding. Mensfou, 

' Mannerly. 
Menzie, Company of Men, 

Army, AiTembly ; One’s 
Followers. 

MeJfen,A littleDog,Lap-dog. 
Midding, A Dunghill. 

+ Midges, Gnats, little Flies. 
1! Mim, Affectedly modeft. 

Mint, Aim, Endeavour. 
Mtrk, Dark, 
Mifcazu, To give Names. 
Mijchance, Misfortune. 
Misken, To negleCt or not 

take notice of one ; al(o, 
Let alone. 

Miff^o«/,Malicious,Rougli. 
Mijlers, Neceffities, Wants. 
Many, Many. 
Mou, Mouth. 
Mow, A Pile or Bing, as of 

Fewel, Hay, Sheaves of 
Corn, (S'c. 

Moup, To eat,generally ufed 
of Children, or of old 
People, who have but few 
Teeth, and make their 
Lips move faff, tho they 
eat but flow. 

Muckle, See Meiklc. 
Mur gullied , Mifmanaged , 

A i. ufed. 
Mutch, A Coif. 
Mutchken, An Englijh Pint. 

N A 
NAcky, or Knacky, Cle- 

ver, aClive in fmall 
A ffairs. 

Ueefe, Nofe. 
Hetle, To fret or vex. 
Ncwfangle, Fond of a new 

thing. 
NeveL A found Blow with 

the Nivc or Fift- 
Nick, To bite or cheat. Nick- 

ed,Cheated ; alfo as a cant 
Word, to drink heartily ; 
as He nicks fine. 

Niejl, Next. 
Niffer.To exchange or barter. 
Nither, To flraiten. Nither- 

ed. Hungered or half 
ftarv’d in Maintenance. 

Nive, The Fiff. 
Nock, Notch or Nick of an 

Arrow or Spindle. 
Noit, See Knoit, 
Nowt, Cows, Kine. 
Nowther, Neither. 
Suckle, New calv’d (Cows.) 

O E 
OE, A Grandchild. 

O'er, or Owre, Too 
much >’ 
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much ; as. A’ OWs is Vice. 
O'ercome, Superplus. 
Ony, Any. 
Or, Sometimes ufed for e're 

or before. Or Diy, i. e. be- 
fore Day break. 

Oughtlens. In the leaft. 
Otvfert, Oxen. 
Owtbiry Either. 
Oxter, The Arm-pit. 

P A 
PAddocii, A Frog. Pad- 

dock Ride, The Spawn 
of Frogs. 

Paiks, ChafUfemenf. To paik, 
To beat or belabour one 
foundly. 

Pang, To fqueez, prefs or 
pack one Thing into ano- 
ther. 

Paughty, Proud, haughty.. 
Pawky, Witty or fly in Word 

or Adlion, without any 
Harm or bad Defigns. 

Peer, A Key or Wharf. 
Peets, Turf for fire. 
Peb, To panr. 
Pcnfy, Finical, foppifh, con- 

ceited. 
Perquire, By Heart. 
Pett, A Favourite, a Fond- 

ling. To pettle. To dandle, 
feed,cherifh,flatter. Hence 
to take the Pett, is to be 
peevilh, or fullen, as com- 
monly Petts are when in 
the leaft difobliged. 

Pibroughs, Such Highland 
Tunes as are play’d on 
Bag-pipes before them 

when they go out to Battle. 
Pig, An Earthern Pitcher. 
Pike, To pick, pick out, or 

chufe. 
Pimpin, Pimping , mean , 

fcurvy. 
Pine, Pain or Pining. 
Pingle, To contend, flrive or 

work hard. 
Pirn, The Spool or Quill 

within the Shuttle, which 
receives the Yarn. Pirny, 
CCloath or a Web) of un- 
equal Threeds or Colours, 
ftripped. 

Pith, Strength, Might, Force. 
Plack, Two Bodies, or the 

3d of a Penny Englijh. 
Pople or Paple, TheBublmg, 

Purling or Boyling up of 
Water. ('Popling.) 

Poortith, Poverty. 
Powny, A little Horfe or 

Galloway ; alfoa Turky. 
Poufe, To pufh. 
Poutch, A Pocket. « 
Pratick, Practice, Art, Stra- 

tagem. Priving Pratick, 
Trying ridiculous Experi- 
ments. 

Pre//, Tricks, Rogueries. We 
fay. He play'd me a Pret. 
i. e. Cheated. The Callari's 
fu' of Prets, i. e. Has abun- 
dance of waggifh Tricks. 

Prig, To cheapen, or im- 
portune for a lower Price 
of Goods one is buying. 

Prin, A Pin. 
Prive, To prove or tafte. 
Propine, Gift or Prefent. 

Prym, 
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Prym, or Prime, To fill or 
fluff. 

R A 
RAckleJi, Carelefs. One 

who does Thing»with- 
| out regarding whether they 

be good or bad, We call 
him rackleji Handed. 

; Kfljfjfart,Merry,roving,hearty. 
Paird, A loud Sound, 

i Rak, or Rook, A Mifl or Fog. 
ii| Rampage, To fpeak and a<ff 

furioufly. ! Rafhei, Rudhes. 
' Rave, Did rive or tear, 

t! Raught, Reached. 
I! Rax, To ftretch. Rax'd, 

Reached. 
||! Eeam,Cream. Whence.-Reswi- 

ing ; as Reaming Liquor. 
| Redd, To rid, unravel, To 

feparate Folks that are 
fighting,where one oft gets 
what we call the Redding 

I Stroke. It alfo dignifies 
clearing of any Paflage 

iliRede, Council, Advice, As, 
I wad na rede ye to do that, 

*\Reft, Bereft, robbed, forc'd 
or carried away. 

jBRer/, Rapine. Robbery. 
^Reik, or Rink, A Courfe or 

Race. 
i Rrtre,orRt7e,Bulrufhes,Bram 

ble Branches, or Twigs of 
Trees, fuch as are ufed lot 
Partition Walls plaifler'd 
with Clay. 

[Rift, To belch. 
ijRrggi/Tg-, The Back, or Rig- 

back, the Top or Ridge 
of a Houle. 

Rock, A Diftaff. 
Roofe, or Rufe,To commend, 

extoll. 
Rowan, Rolling. 
Roundel, A witty, and often 

Satyrick Kind of Rhime, 
commonly of g Lines, 
fome of which are repeted 
as the Fancy requires. 

Rowt, To roar, efpecially 
the Lowing of Bulls and 
Cows. 

Rowtb, Plenty. 
Ruck, A Rick or Stack of 

Hay, or Corns. 
Rude, The red Taint of the 

Complexion. 
Ruefu, Doieful. 
Rug, To pull, take away 

by Force. 
Rumple, The Rump. 
i?ang/,Small Boughs o f Tr ees 

loped off, which ferve for 
Staves to Country People. 

Runkle, A Wrinkle. Run- 
cle. To ruffle. 

Rype, To fearch. 

S A 
QAeliem, Seeing it is,fince. 
O Sa.klejl, Guiltlefs, free. 
Sail, hall. Like Soud, for 

Should. 
Sand-blind, Pur-blind,Short- 

fighted. 
Sare, Savour or Smell. 
Sark, A Shirt. 
*augb, A Willow or Sallow 

Tree. 
Saw, 



[ 18 ] 
Saw, An old Saying, or pro- 

verbial Expreflion. 
Scar, The bare places on the 

Sides of Hills wafhen down 
with Rains. 

Scart, To fcratch. 
Scawp, A bare, dry Piece of 

ftony Ground. 
Scon, Bread the Country 

People bake over the Fire, 
thinner and broader than 
a Bannock. 

Seowp, To leap or move ha- 
ftily From one Place to 
another. 

Scrimp, Narrow, ftraitned, 
little. 

Scroggj, Shrubs, Thorns Bri- 
ers. Scraggy, Thorny. 

Scuds, Ale. A late Name 
given it by the Benders, 
perhaps from its eafy and 
clever Motion. 

Sell, Self. 
Seuch, Furrow, Ditch. 
Sey, To try. 
Seyiow, A young Onion. 
Shan, Pitiful, hlly, poor. 
Shaw, A Wood or Forrell. 
Shill, Shril, having a fharp 

Sound. 
Shi>e, Clear, thin. We call 

thin Cloath, or clear Li 
quor. Shire. Alfo a clever 
Wag, A Shire Licit. 

Sbog, To wag, fhake, or 
jog backwards and for- 
wards. 

Shool, Shovel. 
Shoon, Shoes. 
Shore, To threaten. 

Shotle, A Drawer. 
Sib, a-Kin. 
Sic, Such. 
SicTter, Firm, fecure. 
Stite, A Rill or Rivnlet, com- 

monly dry in Summer. 
Siller, Silver. 
Sinfyne,S\ncc tbatTime.X.ang- 

Jinfyne, Long ago. 
Skaill, To fcatter. 
Skair, Share. 
Shaitb, Hurt, Damage, Lofs. 
Sheigh, Skittifh. 
Skelp, To run. Ufed when 

one runs Barefoot. Alfo a 
fmall Splinter of Wood. It, 
To flog the Hips. 

Skiff, To move fmoothly 
away. 

Skink,A kind of flrong Broth 
made of Cows Hams or 
Knuckles.We fay,^4 Spoon- 
fu' of Skitter will fpoil a 
Potfu' of Skink. Aifo, to 
fill Drink in a Cup. 

Skirl, To fhreik,or cry with 
a fhrill Voice. 

Sklate, Slate, ikailie, is the 
fine blue Slate. 

Skowrie, Ragged, Naflyjdle. 
We call a vagrant lazy 
Fellow, A Skowrie, or 
Skurrievaig, i. e. A Scou- 
rer or Vagrant. 

Skyt, To fly out haflily. 
Slade or Slaid, Did Aide, 

moved, or made a Thing 
move eaiily. 

Slap or Slak, A Gap, or nar- 
row Pafs between two Hills. 
Slap, A Breach in a Wall. 

Slid, 



Slid, Smooth, cunning, flip- 
pery; as, He'i a Jlid Lawn. 
Slidry, Slippery. 

1 Slippery, Sleepy. 
Sloni, A Mire, Ditch or 

Slough. 
Slot, A Bar or Bolt for a 

Door. 
\i Slough, A Husk or Coat. 

1 Smaik, A filly little pitiful 
Fellow ; the fame with 
Smaichet. 

I Smittle, Infectious or Catch- 
ing. 

1! Smoor, To fmother. 
ii Snack, Nimble, ready, diver, 
i Sned, To cut. 

"iS Sneg, To cut; as, Sneg’d off 
at the Web End. 

it Snell, Sharp, fmarting, bitter. 
;Jii Snib, Snub'check or reprove, 
1 ' corredi. 
I Snifter, To fnuff or breath 

throw the Nofe a little 
ftopt. 

(| Snod, Metaphorically ufed for 
Neat, Handfome, Tight. 

1 Snood, The Band for tying 
up a Woman’s Hair. 

J Snool, To difpirit by chid- 
ing, hard Labour, and the 
like ; alfo a pitiful grove- 
ling Slave. 

| Snoove, To whirl round. 
« Snot ter. Snot. 
| Snurl, To ruffle or wrinkle. 
1 Sod, A thick Turf. 
it Sonfy, Happy, fortunate, 

) lucky, fometimes ufed for 
large and lufty. 

i Sore, Sorrell, redifh coloured. 

Sofs, The Noife that a Thing 
makes when it falls to the 
Ground. To fall down hea- 
vily, is to fall with a Sofs. 

Souch, The Sound of Wind 
amongfi Trees, or of one 
fleeping. 

Sowens, Flumry, or Oat-meal 
fowr'd among ft Water for 
fometime, then boil'd to 
a Confiftency, and eaten 
with Milk or Butter. 

Sowf, To conn over a Tune 
on an Inftrument. 

Spae, To foretel or divine. 
Spaemen, Prophets A ugurs. 

Spain, To wean from the 
Bread. 

Spait, A Torrent, Flood, or 
Inundation. 

Spang, A Leap or Jump. To 
leap or jump. 

Spaul, Shoulder, Arm. 
Speel, To climb. 
Speer, To ask, inquire. 
$pe/der,To fplit,ftretch,fpread 

out, draw afunder. Whence 
Speldin, A little Fifh o- 
pen’d and dry’d. 

Spence, The Place of the 
Houfe where Provifions 
are kept. 

Spill, To fpoil, abufe. 
Spoolie,Sp>oi\, Booty, Plunder. 
Spiraingt, Stripes of different 

Colours, as in Cloatb. 
Spring, A Tune on a Mulical 

Inltrument. 
Sprujh, Spruce. 
Spruitl'd, Speckled, fpotted. 
Spunk, Tinder. 
* Slang, 
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Stang, Did fling; alfo a 

Sting or Pole. 
Stank, A Pool or Pond of 

flanding Water. 
Stark, Strong,'robufl. 
Starnr. The Stars, Starn, A 

fmall Moiety. We fay,Ne'er 
a Starn. 

Stay, Steep ; as, Set a Jtout 
Heart to a flay Brae. 

Steek, To {hut, clofe. 
Stend, or Sten, To move 

with a hafty long Pace. 
Stent, To flreteh or extend. 
Stirk, A Steer or Bullock. 
Stoit, or Slot, To rebound 

or refled. One is faid to 
Jioit, when he hits his Foot 
againfl a Stone, or moves 
like one drunk. 

Stou, To cut or crop, A Stow, 
A large Cut or Piece. 

Stound, A fmarting Pam or 
Stitch; as,^4 Stound of Love, 

iSVow^Du.A agitated by Winds, 
Men or Horfe Feet. To 
Stour, To run quickly. 

Stoivth, Stealth. 
Strath,A plain on a River Side. 
Streek, To flretch. 
Striddle, To flride, applied 
commonly toonethat’slittle. 

Strinkle,To fprinkle or flraw. 
Stroot or Strute, Stuff’d full, 

drunk. 
Strunt, A Fett. A Fit of ill 

Humour. To take the Strunt. 
To be petted or out of 
Humour. 

Study. An Anvil or Smith’s 
Stithy. 

Sturdy, Giddy-headed. 

Sture, or Stoor, Stiff, ftrong, 
rough, hoarfe. 

Sturt, Trouble, Diflurbance, 
Vexation. 

Stym, A Blink, or a little 
Sight of a Thing. 

Suddle, To fully or defile. 
Sumph, Blockhead. 
Sunkots, Something. 
Swak To throw, call with 

Force. 
Swankiet, Clever young Fel- 

lows'. 
Swarf, To fwoon away. 
Sivajh, Squat, fuddled. 
Swatch, A Pattern. 
Szvats, Small Ale. 
5ruec/’/,Burden,Weight,Force. ; 
Sweer, lazy, flow. 
Sweeties, Confedions. 
Swell, To be fuffocated, | 

choaked to Death. 
Swith, Begone quickly. 
SwitherfTo be doubtful whe- 

ther to do this or that, go | 
this Way or the other. 

Syne, Afterwards, then. 

T A 
TAckel, An Arrow. 

Tane, Taken. 
Tap, A Head, or fuch a 

Quantity of Lint as the i 
Spinflers put on the Diflaff, ’ 
is a Lint-Tap. J 

Tape, To imploy or ufe any 
Thing fparingly, that it * 
may lafl long. 

Tappit-hen, The Scots Quart, 1 
- or Englijh half Gallon ; 

Stoup. 
Tartan, 



Tartan, Crofs ftriped Stuff, of 
various Colours, checker’d, 
The Highland Plaids. 

Tate, A fmall Lock of Hair, 
or any little Quantity of 
Wooll, Cotton, or the like. 

Taz, A Whjp or Scourge. 
Ted, To fcatter, fpread as 

Tedding Hay. 
Tee, A little Earth, on which 

Gameders at the Gowf fet 
their Balls before they 
ftrike them off. 

Teen or Tynd, Anger, Rage, 
Sorrow, 

Teet, To peep out. 
Tenjbme,Tht Number of Ten. 
Tent,' Attention, To obferve. 

Tenty, headful, cautious, 
Tkach, Thatch, Thacker, 

1 Thatcher. 
Thae, Thofe. 
Tharmei, Small Tripes. 
Tbeek, To thatch. 
Thig, To beg. 
Thir, Thefe. 
Thole, To endure, fuffer. 
Thowlefa, Unaciive, filly, la- 

zy, heavy. 
Thrawart, Froward, crofs, 

crabbed. Th'fawin, Stern 
and Crofs grain’d. 

Threep,To aver, alledge,urge 
and affirm boldly. 

“ Thrimal, To prefs or fqueez 
thro’ with Difficulty. 

Thud, A Blaft, Blow, Storm, 
or the violent Sound of 
thefe. Cry d heh at ilka 
Thud, i. e. Gave a Groan 
at every Blow, 

Tid, Tide or Time, proper 
Time; as, He took the Tid. 

Tift, Good Order, Health. 
Tine, Tolofe. Tint, Loft. 
Tip or Tippony, A le fold for 

Two-pence the Scott Pint. 
Tirle or Tirr, To uncovrr a 

Houfe, or undrefs a Perfon, 
ftrip one naked. Some- 
times a fhort Acftion is 
named a Tirle ; as, Ihcy 
took a Tirle of dancing, 
drinking, &c. 

Tocher, Portion, Dowry. 
Tod, A Fcx. 
Tooly, To fight; A Fight or 

Quarrel. 
Toom, Empty, applied to a 

Barrel, Purfe, Houfe, CTc. 
It. To empty. 

Tojh, Tight, neat,when fpoke 
of a little Perfon. 

Tofte, Warm, pleafant, half 
fuddled. 

To the fore. In being, alive, 
unconfumed. 

Toufe or Toufle, To rumple, 
teeze. 

Tout, The Sound of a Horn 
or Trumpet. 

Tow, A Rope. A Tylurn 
Neck-lace,or St.JohnJloun 
Ribband. 

Towmond,A Year or Twelve- 
month. 

Trewet, Hofe and Breeches 
all of a Piece, wore by the 
Highlandmen. 

Trig, Neat, handfome. 
Troke, Exchange. 
Tme,Xo trow, truft, believe ; 
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as, Trutye fat-, or, ~Lovt 
gars me true ye, 

Truf, Steal. 
Turs, Tuifs. 
Twin, To part with, or fepa- 

rate from. 
Tydie, Plump, fat, lufty. 
Tynd, Vnl. Teen. 
Tyji,To entice, hir up,allure. 

U G 
UGg, To deteft, hate, 

naqfeate. 
TJgfome, Hateful, naufeous, 

- horrible. 
TJmwhile, The late, or de- 

ceaft fometime ago. Of 
old. 

TJndocht, or Wand ought, A 
filly weak Perfon. 

TJneith, Not eafy. 
Ungear d. Naked, not clad, 

unharnefs’d. 
Unho, or Unco, Uncouth, 

hrange. 
Unlufjm, Unlovely. 

v o 
VOugy, Elevated, Proud. 

That boafts or brags of 
any Thing. 

W A 
■XlCyAJ, or wed. Pledge, 
VV Wager, Pawn. 

Wiff, Wandring by itlelf. 
Wah, Moill, wet. 
Wale, l o rack < ud chafe. T'/;e 

Wile, i. e The beft. 
Walop, To move fwiftly With 

cuuch Agitation. ' ^ 

iTaZ/yChofen^eautifaldarge. 
A bonny Wally, i. e, A 
fine Thing. 

Wame, Womb. 
Wangrace, Wickednefs, want 

of Grace. 
War, Worfe. 
Warlock, Wizard. 
Wat, or Wit, To know.' 
Waught, A large Draught. 

Waughts, drinks largely. 
Wee, Little ; as, A wanton 

vote Thing- Wean, or wee 
an, A Child. 

Ween, Thought, imagined, 
fuppofed. 

Weer, To Hop ©r oppofe. 
Weir, War. 
Weird, Fate or Deftiny. 
Weit, Rain. 
Werjh, Infipid, Wallawifh, 

wanting Salt. 
Whauk, Whip, beat, flog. 
Whid, To fly quickly. A 

Whid is a hafly Flight. 
Whili, Which. 
Whilly, To cheat. Whilly- 

wha, A Cheat. 
Whin4ging, Whining, fpea- 

king with a doleful Tone. 
Whins, Furze. 
Whijbt, Hufh, Hold your 

Peace. 
Whisk, To pull out hartily, 

as a Sword out of its 
Sheath. 

Wbomilt,Turri& upflde down. 
Whelmed, 

Wight, Stout, clever, adjve. 
Item, A Man or Perfon. 

| Wimp ling, A turning back- 
ward 
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ward and forward, wind- 
ing like the Meanders of a 
River. 

Win, To refide, dwell, 
Winna, Will not. 
Winnoekt, Windows. 

\ Wnfom, Gaining, deferable, 
agreeable, comp1ete,large; 
"We fay, My win fame Love. 

Wi/ent, Parch’d, dry’d, wi- 
ther'd. 

Wiftle, To exchange CMo- 
neyj 

Witbtrjhint, Crofs Motion, 
or againft the Sun. 

Woo, or W, Wool; as in the 
Whim of making five 
Words out of four Letters, 
thus, z, a, e, w, (i. e ) 1$ 
it all one Wool l 

Wood, Mad. 
Woody, The Gallows. 
Wordy, Worthy. 
Wow 1 Wonderful! Strange ! 

0 wow J A ftrange 1 
Wreaths, Of Snow, when 

Heaps of it are blown to- 
gether by the Wind, 

Wyfing, Inclining* To wyfe. 
To lead, train ; as. He's 
no Jic Gouk at to wyfe the 
Water by his ain Mill. 

Wyfon, The Gullet. 
To blame. Blame. 

Y A 
YAmph, To bark,or make 

a Noife like little Dogs. 
Tap, Hungry, having a long- 

ing Defire for any Thing 
ready. 

Tedtou, Yea wilt thou. 
Ted, io contend, wrangle. 

Contention, Wrangling. 
Teld, Barren, as a Cow that 

gives no Milk. 
Ter*, To do any Thing with 

celerity. 
Tesh, The Hickup. 
Ten, uate. 
Tejlreen, Yefternight. 
Towden, Wearied, 
Tow/, A Twinging Blow. 
T«fce,The Itch. 
Tule, Chriiimafs. 

FINIS, 
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