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THE nipping frofts and drivingffla Are o’er the hills and far awa ; Bauld Boreas fleeps, the Zephyrs blaw 
And ilka thing . Sae dainty, youthfu’, gay, and bra, 4 
Invites to ling. 

Then let’s begin by creek of day ; Kind mufe, Ikiff to the bent away. 
To tryanesmair the landart lay, With a’ thy fpecd, Since Burchet awns that thou can play f 

Upon the reed. 
Anes, anes again, beneath fome tree^ Exert thy Ikill and nat’ral glee, To him wha has fae courteoufly, 

To weaker fight, Yet thefe rude fonnets fung by me yy* 
In trueft light. 

ix. To •weaker ftght, fd thefe, &c. ] Having done me the honour of turning fome of my paftoral poepi*- into Englifli juftly and elegantly. 



iv DEDICATION. 
In true ft: light may a’ that’s fine In In’s fair chara&er ftill fhine; Sma' need he has of fangs like mine, To beet his name : 

For frae the North to Southern line, 16 Wide gangs his fame; 
His fame, which ever lhall abide, While hiftbits tell of tyrants pride, Wha vainly ft rave upon the tide T’ invade thefe land*. 

Where Briton's royal fleet doth ride, 2® Which ftill command*. 
Thefe'doughty actions frae his pen, 

Our age, and thefc to come, fnall ken How itubborn navies did contend Upon the waves. 
How free born Briton's faught like men, 24 Their faes like Have*. 

Sae far inferibing. Sir, to >*ou, This country fang, my fancy flew, Keen your juft merit to perfue ; But ah, I fear, 
- In giving praifeS that are due, 28 I grate your ear. 

Yet tent a poet’s zealous prayer t May pow'rs aboon with kindly care Grant you a lang and muckle Ikair Of a’ that’s good. , 
Till unto langeft life and mair 32 You’ve healthfu’ flood. 

May never care your blefling four. And may the Mufes ilka hour Improve your mind and haunt your bow’r : I’m but a callan * 
Yet may I pleafe you, while I’m your 36 Devoted Allan. 

27. Frae his pen.'] His valuable Naval Hiftory. 



G L 0 S S J R r. 
AE, or anet one Ah It ns, perhaps Aboon, above At ains, or anes, at once 
Atlour, out over BAdrans, a cat Bang, an aftion of 

hafte,alfo a great number B anno els, a fort of bread 
thicker than cakes, ronnd 

Barl'tkhood, a fit of drunken angry paflion Baivfy, Batufand-fac'd is a cow or horfe with a white face Bedeen, immediately, hafte Bield, or lid, a (belter Bein, orta?n,wealthy. Alcen 
houfe,z warm w ell t uni i fil- ed one 

Bended, drunk hard Bent, the open field Beuk, baked Bicker, a wooden di(h Biggonet, a linen cap or coif Birls, birch-trees Birn, a burnt mark Bims, (talks ofburntheath Blate, a bafiiful BLc%, blaze B td, bulk Brae, hill tide, river bank Brattle, noife, as horfe feet Brecken, fern Brifs, to prefs Brock, a badger Broe, broth Bught, a fold to milk ews in Bumba%ed, confufed Bunkers, bench or lowcheft Burn, a brook Bifline, fuftian (cloth) CAdge, earry or cadger Callan, a boy Cantraips, Nicantatior.s 

Canty, chearful and merry Carena, care not Carle, old word for a man Cauldrife, fpiritlefs Canuh, chalk Chid, a term like fellow Chirm, chirp, fing like bird Cleeh, catch as with a hotjk Cockcrnony, gathering of*a womans hair Coft, bought CooJ, a (lupid fellow Corby, a raven Cotter, a fubtenant Croon or crune, to murm% 
or hum o’er a fong. The lowing of bulls Crummy, a cow’s name Cuntoie or coonie, coin DAft, foolifti, wanton Baffin, folly, wagrie 

Dainty, afinemanorwoman Barvty, a fondling darling Binna, do not Bit, to clofe up a bole Divet, broad turf Doilt, confufed and filly Bool, pain, grief Boris, a proud pet Doughty, ftrong and valiant Dozv, to will, to thrive Bowie, melancholy, doleful Dowp, the arfe, the fmail remains of a candle, the 
bottom of an egg (hell Dubs, mire Dung, defeat Bunt, ftroke or blow Dyvgr, a bankrupt EEn, eyes Eild, age Eith, eafy Eithar, caller Elfjhot, bewitch’d (hot by fairies Elritch, wild, hideous 



The GENTLE SHEPHERD’S 
Ergh, {crapulous 
Etle, to aim, defign Even’d, compared Eydent, diligent, laborious Fy/, a trap, for rats, mice Fecklefs, feeble, weak Ferlie, wonder* Fla w, lie or fib Flitch, to cox or flatter Flit, to remove Flite orflyte, to fcold chide FUt, did fcold Fouth, abundance, plenty Frais, to make a noife Fnrlet, four pecks G Ab, the mouth Gar, caufe, or force Gate, way 
Gawky, idle, flaring perfon Gawn, going Geek, to mock 
Gif, if Girn, to grin, fnari; a fnarc or trap, made of hair Glen, a narrow valley Glowr, to flare, look ftern Gowant, daifies Gvwd, gold Gowk, the euckow Greet, to weep. Grat wept Grotts, mill'd oats H Ajfet, the cheek, fide of the head Hags, hacks, peat-pits Htther-be!ls, heath bloflbm 
Hiddds or hidlings, lurking, hiding places Hobblefiew, racket, r.oife' 

„ Hool, hulk, bool’d, inclofed How, low ground, a hollow Howk, to dig //owwj, plains, orriver-fides ICeJhogles, icicles III, each. Ilka, every Ingle, fire Jo, fweethcart_    

KAle, or kail, colewort* 
Kame, comb Ken, to know 

Kent, a long flaff Kittle, difficult, myfteriouS Know, a hillock Ky, kine or cows LAk or lack, undervalue Lane, alone Z.tfn*/tfrf,thecountry,Ruftic Lave, the reft or remainder Leal, true, upright, honeft Lear, learning, to learn 
Leglen, a milking-pail Lilts, the holes of a wind- inftrumentof mufic Lin, a cataraifl Linkan, walking fpeedily Loan, common near to vil- 
lages where they milk cow* Loo, to love Loof, the hollow oft he hand Low, flame Lowan, flaming Launder, a found blow 

Jr.oe/,tobowdown, acourtfy LugyCdLC, handle of a pot Lttggie, ahandled wood difli Lyart , hoary, or grey hair’d MAik or make, match, equal Mailen, a farm Maun, mult. Mauna, muft not, may not ■Meikh, much, big, great Mint, aim, endeavour 
Mirk, daik Mifcaw, to give names Mools, theearthofthegrave Mou, mouth Mows, jells hk, to bite or cheat 
N' __ Niejl, next Nips, bits Nout, cows, kine Nowthcr, nei.tlxer 



GLOSSARY. 
ORpy to weep with a convuliive pant Oivk, week proud,haughty Pawky, witty, or fly Penfy, foppift, conceited 
Pith, ftrength, force Pople, orpaple, the bubbling or boiling up of water Pouch, a pocket Prin, a pin Propine, gift, or prcfent 
Rj4w, did rive or tear Redd, to rid, unravel, to feperate folks that are 

fighting Reek, roach ; alfo fraoak 
Rife', orryfe, plenty Rock, a diftaff Roofe, or rufe, to commend Rowan, rolling 1 Rowt, toroar,efpeciallythe lowing of bulls and cows Rowth, plenty Rumple', the rump SMI, (hall Saw, an old faying Saugh, awilloworfallowtree Scrat, to fcratch Scrimp, narrow, ftraitened Shaw, a wood or foreit Shoon, (hoes . Sic, fuch ; Siller, fdver ; Siair, (hare ; Skaith, hurt, damage [ Sielf, (hfclf 

* to move fmoothly away Sielp, to run 'Sleek, fmooth Slid, cunning, flippery Snod, neat, handfome, tight Snood, the band for tying up woman’s hair Snool, to difpirit by chiding Sonfy7 happy, fortunate 

Sorn, to fpunge Spaemen, prophets, augurs Spain, wean from the breafl; Spait, a torrent, flood Speer, to a(k, inquire Spraings, flxipes of differ- ent colours Slang did fting 
Stegh to cram 
5tra/fl»,clever,tall,handfom Swith, begone quickly Syne, afterwards, then 
T4ne, taken Tap, a head 
Yarrow, refufe what we love Tate, a fmall lock of hair Tam, a whip or fcourge 
Tent, attention Thack, thatch Thae, thofe Thole, to endure, fuffer Thaw, thaw Thrawart, froward, crofs Tine, to lofe. Tint, loft Tod, a fox 
Toom, empty TtSwmand, a year Trig, neat, handfome Try/1, appointment Unko or unco, uncouth wanfterinjj . V V Wale, pick & chufe War, worfe 
Warlock, wizard IVat or wit, to know Wean or wee ane, a child Whilk, which Whindging, whining Whip, hufh V/inna, will not W'tnfom, gaining Witherpms, crofs motion Woo or W, wool /Fow /ftrange! wonderful! Wreaths, of fnow Toudith, youthfulnefs 



The PERSONS. 

M E N. 

Sir William Worthy. 
Patie, Tie Gentle Shepherd, in love with Peggy- 
Roger, Jt rich young Shepherd, in love with Jenny. 
Symon, l old-Shepherds, tenants to Sir Williarn. 
Glaud, J 
Pauldy, a hynd, engaged with Neps. 

W O M E N. 

Peggy, thought to be Gland’s Niece. 
Jenny, Claud’s only daughter^ 
Maufe, an old Woman, fuppofed to be a witch. 
"Elfpa, Symon’s Wife. 
Madge, Claud’s Sijler. 
SCENE, Sl Jhcpherd’s village and fields, fome few 

miles from Edinburgh. 
Time of Aaion, Within twenty houm. 
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THE 

GENTLE SHEPHERD. 

ACT I.' * 
SCENE I. 

Beneath the fouth-fnle of a craigy Held, Where chriflal fprings their halefome waters yield ; Twa youthfu’jhipherds on the gowans lay, 
“Tenting their flocks ae lonny morn of May. Poor Roger grancs, till hollow echoes ring ; But blyther Patie likes to laugh and fmg. 

PAT IE and ROGEVi. 
Patie. 

SANG I. The wakbg of the the fauld. 
MY Peggy is a young thing, JuJl enter’d in her teens. Fair as the day, and fweet as May, 
Fair as the day and always gay ; My Peggy is a young thing. And Pm not very auld. 

Yet well I like to meet her at The waking of the fauld. 
A 



The GENTLE SHEPHERD. 
My Vtggy fpcaksfac fwtetly Whens'cr rue meet alanc, I ruijij nae mair, to Ir,y my care, I rw\fh nae nuiir, of a’ that's rare, 

My Pe^gy [pealsfaefweetly To a' the 'lave I’m cauUl! ButJhe gars all my [pints glow 
At waking of the fauld. 

3fy Peggy /milesfae lir.tlly Whene'er 1 rvhifper lcue. 
That 1 look down on a' the town. That I look down upon a crown. 

3Jy Peggy /miles fete kindly. It makes me hlythe and huuld; j!nd naething gies me fc delight 
As waking of the fauld. 

My ^gy/ngs fae fa/ly. When on my pipe I play ; By a' the reft it is confef'd By a' the ref, that jhe finys lef : 
My PeggyJtngsfte/aftly, Sind in her fags are tald, 
Wi' bnnocetist the wale of[erf, At waking of the fauld. 

THIS funny morning, Roger, cheats my blood. And puts a* nature in a jovial mood. 
How hartfome is’t to fee the riling plants, 
To hear the birds chirm o’er their plealh g rants ! 
How halefome' is’t to fnuff the caw’er air, And a’ the fweets k.bears when void of care ! 
V/hat ails thee, Roger, then ? What gars thee grane ? Tell me the enufe of thy ill feafon’d pain. Roger I’m born, O Patie! to a thrawart fate; 
I’m born to drive vvt’ hardthips fad and great. Tempefts may ceafe to jaw the rowand flood, Corbies and tods to grien for lambkins blood : Bnt I, opprell with never-ending grief, Maun ay defpak of lighting on relief. 
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Pat. The bees £hall loathe the flow’r and quit thehive. 

The faughs on boggy ground Qiall ceafe to thrive, Ere fcornfu’ queans, or lofs of warldiy gear, Shall fpill my reft, or ever force a tear. Rog. Sae might I lay ; but it’s no eafy done 
By ane whafe laul’s fae fadiy out of tunc. Y jU ha’e fae faft a voice and Hide a tongue, You are the darling of baith auid and young. 
If I but ettle at a fang, or fpeak, Tliey dit their lugs, fyne up their leglene deck ; And jeer me hameward frae the loan or bught, While I'm confus'd wi' mony a vexing thought. Yet I am tall, and as well built as thee, Nor mair unlikely to a lafs’s eye. 
For ilka Iheep ye ha’e, I’ll number ten, And (hould, as ane may think, come farer ben. Pat But ablins, nibour, ye ha’e not a btart* 
And down a eithly wi’ your, cunzie part. Ifthit be true, what fignafies your gear? 
A mind that’s fenmpit never wants fome care. Rng. Mv b) ar tumbled, nine bra’ nout were fmoov’d, 
Three clf-lhot were ; yet I thefe ills endur’d : I i winter laft my cares were very fma’, Tito’ fcoresof weathers perifh’d in the fna'. Pat. Were your beiit rooms as thinly Uock’d as mine I efs ye wad lofs, and lefs ye wad repine. Tie that iias jull enough can foundly deep j Tbco’ciCi.me only faillesfowk to keep. 

R')g May plenty flow upon thee for a crofs. That thou may’ll throle the pangs of mony a lofs! 
O m ly'H thou dote on iomc feir paughty wenc’ . That ne’er will lowt thy Itnv.in drouth to qu. nch. Till, bris’d beneath the burden, thou cry doul, And awn that ane ma^ f.ei that is naefool ! Pat. Sax good far lambs, I fauld them ilka ch:t At tin Welt-port, and bought a winfome flute, Of plum-tree made, wi’ iv’ry virls round, 
A dainty whiftle wi’ a pleafant found ; I’ll be mair canty wi’t, a,id ne’er cry dool, 

' Than you, wi’a* your calh, ye do*vic ic-t. A a 



The GENTLE SHEPHERD. 
ivof. Na, Patfe, na ! Pm nae fie churlifh beani, 

Some other thing lies heavier at my breaftj I dream’d a dreary dream this hinder night. That gars my flefh a' creep yet wi’ the fright. 
, Pat. Now, to a friend, how filly’s this pretence, To ane wim yon and a’ your fecrets kens ! 

Daft are your dreams, a- daftly wad you-hide Your well-feea love, nnddorty Jenny’: ; ride. Tak courage, Roger, me your fonows teit, And fafeiy think naue kens them but you riel, 
R'tg. Indeed now, Patie, ye hs’e gueh'd e’er true. And there is naithing I’ll keep up frae you ; 

Me, dorty Jenny looks upon a fqaint, * To fpeak but till her I dare hardly mint, In ilka place Ihe jeers me air and late. 
And gars me look bambaz’d, and unco blate. But yelleiday I met her ’yont a know, She fled as frae a fhelly-coated kow ^ She Bauldy loes, Bauldy that drives the car ; But geeks at me, and fays I fmell of tar. 

Pat. But Bauldy loes not her, right well I wat { He figbs for Neps:—Sae that may Hand for that. Rr/g. I vvilh I cou’d nae loo her:—but in vain ; 
I ft ill maun do’t, and thole her proud difdain. 
My Bawty is a cur I dearly like ; Even while he fawn’d, (lie ftrake the poor dum tike. 
If 1 had fill’d a nook within litu breaft, She wad ha’e fliawn mair kindnefs to my beaft. "Wllen I begin to tune my ftock and horn, Vv'i’ a’ her face (he lhaws a cauldrife fcorn. 
Laft night I play’d, (ye never heard fie fpite) O’er Bogie was the fpring, and her delight { 
Yet tauntingly (he at her coulin fpeer’d, 
Gif file could tell what tune I play’d, and fneer’d. Flocks wander where ye like, I dinna care ; • 
I’ll brak my reed, and never whiftle mair. Pat. E’en do fae, Roger, wha can help mifluck, 
Saebiens (he be fica thrawn-gabbat chuck ? Yonder’s a craig : fince ye ha’e tint all houp, 
Gae til’t your ways, and tak the lover’s loup Rog. I need na mak fre fpeed my blood to fpill; I’ll warrant death come foon enough a-will. 



The GENTLE SHEPHERD. $ 
Pat. Daft gowk ! leave afF that filly whining way Seem carelefs, there’s my hand, ye’ll wia the day. Hear how I ferv’d my lafs I loo as weel As ye do Jenny, and wi’ heart as leel. Laft morning I was gay and early out. Upon a dyke I lean’d, glowring about: I faw my Meg come linking o’er the lee : I faw my Meg, hut Meggy law nae me ; 

For yet the fun was wading throgh the miff, And file was clofe upon me ere fhe will: Her coats were kiltit, and did fweetly fhaw 
Her ftrnit bare legs that whiter were than fnaw 5 I-Ier cockernony fnodded up fu’ fleek ; 
Her haffet locks hung w aving on her cheek; Her cheeks fae niddy, and her een fae clear; 
And O ! her mouth’s like ony hinny pear. Neat, neat fhe was, in buftine wailicoat clean, As fhe came fkifling o’er the dewy green. Blythfome, I cry’d, My bonny Meg, come here; I ferly wherefore ye’re fae foon a fleer: 
But I can guefs ye’re gawn to gather dew : She fcowr’d awa, and faid, What’s that to you? Then fare ye weel, Meg-dorts, and e’ens you like, I carlefs cry’d ; and lap in o’er the dyke. I trow, when that file faw, within a crack, She came/wi’ a right thievlefs errand back ; Mifca’d me firft—then bad me hound my dog. 
To wear up three waff ewes ftray’d on the bog. I leugh, and fae did file; then wi’ great hafte I clafp’d my arms about her neck and waift, About her y elding waift, and took afouth. Of fvveeteft kiffes frae her glowand mouth. While hard and fall I held her in my grips, My very faul came looping to my lips. Sair, fair fhe flet wd' me 'tween ilka fmack ; But well I .end fhe meant nae as fhe fpak. Dear Roger when your jo puts on her gloom, Do ve fae too, and never fafii your thumb. Stem tofonake her, foon fhe'li change her mood ; 
Gae woo anither, and fhe'll gang clean wood. 



6 The gemtle shepherd. 
SANG II. Fygar rub her o'er <w?Jlrat. 

Dear Roger, if your Jenny gech, 
dnd anfwer iindnefs nvi’ a flight. Seem unconcern'd at her negleB : For ‘women in a man delight; 

But them defpife ’who'refoon defeat. And not' afimple face gi’ way 
To a repulfe—Then le not blate ; Pufh bauldly on, and win the day. 
When maidens, innocentlyycting. 

Say often what they never mean. Ne'er m ind their pretty lying tongue. But tent the language of o' their een : If thefe agree, andfhepcrffl To anfwer a' your love wi’ hate, §eel elf where to be better blefl. 
And let herfigh when it's too late. - 

Reg. Kind Patie, now fair fa’ your honefl heart, Ye’re ay fae cadgy, and ha’c lie an art To hearten ane : For now, as clean’s a leek. Ye’ve cheriih’d me, fince ye began to fpeak. Sat, for your pains, I’ll make ye a propine, . 
(My mither, jelt her faul! ihe made-it fine; A tartan plaid fpun of'good hawflpk woo’, Scarlet and green the fets, the borders blue, Wi’ fpraings like goud and filler, crofs'd wi’ black ; I never yet had it upon my back. 
Weel are ye wordy o’t, who ha’c fae kind Red up my revel’d doubts, and clear’d my mind. Pat. V\ ell. Laid ye there :—and finee ye’ve frankly made 
A prefent to me of your braw new plaid. My flute’s be yours ; and {he too that’s fae nice, Shall come a will, gif ye’ll tak my advice. 

Rog. Asyeadvife, 1’ll promile to obferv’t. But ye maun keep the flute, ye heft deftrv’t. Novi tak it out, and gieVa homy fpring ; 
For I’m in tift to hear yi u ploy anti fing. 
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Pat. But firfl well tak a turn up to the height, And fee gif a’ our flocks he feeding right; 

By that time bannocks, and a:<have of cheefe. Will make a breakfaft that a laird might pleafe; 
Might pleafe the daintieft gabs, Were they fae wife. To feafon meat wi’ health infeead of fpice. Vi hen we hae taen the grace-drink at this well, I’ll whiffle fine, and fing t'ye like myfell. 

SCENE II. 
A floavry Hoivm letioeen ttva verdant braes, Where lajfes ufe to wajh and fpreatl their class ; A trotting burnie •uihbnpUng thro' the ground, Jts channelpeebUs Jhintng fmooth and round; Here vitiu tiva barefoot beauties, clean, and clear ; Firjl pleafe your eye, next gratify your ear ; 
While 'JENNY what fie •wijhes dfcommends. 
And MEG, with better fenfe, trite love defends. 

PEGGY and J E.N N Y. 
Jen. OME, Meg, let's fa’ to wark upon this green, 

This finning day wiH bleach our linen clean. The water clear, the lift unclouded blue, Will mak them like a lily wet wi’.dew.r Peg. Gae farei* Up the b&rn to Habbie’s How* 
Where-a’ the fweets of fpnng.and, fimmer grow. Between twa birks, out o’er a'little lin, ‘ The water fa's and males a fingan din ; A pool bread-d^ep, beneath as clear as glafs, Kit Fes wi’ eafy wbirles the‘bordh-ing grafs : 

lj We’ll end our wafhipg while the morning’s pool; 1 And when the day gi 0W3 het, we’ll to the pool, v I'here wadi ourfells.—It’s healthfu’ now in May, 
; And fweetly caider on fae W'afm a day. Jen. Daft laffie, when w'e’re naked, what’ll ye fay, 1 Gif our tw’a herds cpme brattling down the brae, And fee us fae ? That jeering fellow Pate, Wad taunting fay, Haiti), lafics, ye’re no blate. 



The GENTLE SHEPHERD. 
But tell me now, dear Jenny, (we’re our Jane) What gars ye plague your wooer wi' difdaiu ? 
The nibours a* tent this as well as I, That Roger looes ye, yet ye carena by. What ails ye at him? Troth between us twa^ He’s wordy you the heft day e’er you Taw. 'Jen. I dinna like him, Peggy, there’s an end ; 
A herd mair fiieepifh yet I never tend. He kaims his hair indeed, and gaes right fnug, WiJ ribbon-knots at his blue bonnet lug, Whilk penlily he wears a thought a-jee. And fpreadshis garters dic’d beneath his knee ; He fauldb' his o’crlay down his breaft wi’ care, And few gangs trigger to the kirk or fair : For a’ that, he can neither fing nor fay. 
Except, Hozu d'ye ? or There’s a bonny day. Peg. Ye dafh the lad wi’ conftant flighting pride Hatred for love is unco fair to bide : But ye’ll repent ye, if his love grow cauld ; What like’s a dorty maiden when flic’s auld ? Like dauted wean, that tarrows at its meat. That for fome fccklefs whim will orp and greet: 
The lave laugh at it, till the dinner's paft ; And fyne the fool thing is oblig’d to fait, > Or fcart anither’s leavings at the laft. J 

SANG III. Polwart on the green. 
The dorty wili repent. If lover's heart grow tnuld ; jind nane her /miles will tent. Soon as Jar face loots auld. 
The dauted bairn thus tals the pet, Nor eats tho' hunger crave ; Whimpers and tarrows at its meat, ylud's laught at by the lave : 
They jejl it till the dinner’s pajl; Thus by itfclf abus'd. The fool thirg is oblig'd to fajl, Cr eat what they’ve refus'd. 
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Fy ! Jenny,‘think, and dinna. fit your tithe. Jen. I never thought a fingle life a crime 

Peg Nor 1:—but love in whifpers let's us ken, That men wete made for us, and vve for men. Jen. If Roger is my jo, he kens himfell, For fic a tale I never heard him tell. » 
He glowrs and fighs, and I can guefs the caufe ; But wha’s oblig’d to fpell his hums and haws ? Whene’er he likes to tell his mind mair plain, I’fe tell him frankly ne’er to do’t again. They’re fools that flav’ry like, and may be free. The chielsmay a’ knit up themfeives for me. Peg. Be doing your wa’s; for me, I have a mind To be as yileding as my Patie’s kind. Jen Heh, lafs! how can ye loo that rattk-flcull ? A very de’il, that ay rndim ha’e his will. We’ll foon hear tell what a poor fighting life You twa will lead, fae foon’s ye’re man and wife. 

SANG IV. 0 dear wither, what foal! I da ? 
0 dear Peggy, lords beguiling, JVe ought not to trujl his finding ; Better far to do as / do,' Left a harder luck betide you. 
Laffes, when their fancy's carried, Think of nought but to be married ; 
Running to a life defrays Hartfome, free, and youthfu' joys. ’ 

Peg. I’ll rin the rilk ; nor ha’e I ony fear, But rather think ilk langfome day a year, Till I wi’ pleafure mount my bridal bed. 
Where on tiiy Patie’s bread I’ll lean my head.. There we may kifs as lang as kiffing’s good. And what we do there’s nane dare ca’ it rude. He’s get bis will: Why no’ ? It’s good my part To gi’him that,, and he’ll gif me jiis heart. Jen. He may indeed, for ten or fixteen days, 
Mak-meikle o’ye wi’ an unco fraife, 
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And daut youbaith afore fowls and your lane : But foon as his newfanglenefs isgane, He’ll look upon you as his tether-flake. And think he’s tint his freedom for yourfaise, 
Itiflead then of laag days of fweet delyte, 
A’ day be dumb, and a’ the heifl he’ll flyte ; And may be, in his barlikhoods, ne’er luck 
To lend his loving wife a loundering lick. (move Peg. Sic coarfe-fpun thoughts a» thae want pith to 
My fettled mind, I’m o’er far gane in love. Patic tome is dearer than my breath, But want of him, I dread nae other fkaith. 
Ther’s naae of a’ the herds that tread the green Has fica fmile, or fic twa glancing een: And then he fpeaks wi’ fic a taking art, His words they thirle like muiic thro’ my heart. How biythly-can he f ort, and gently rave, 
And jeft at feeklefs fears that fright the lave ! 
'I!k day that he’s alane upon the hill, 
lie r.-nds fell booh • ihat teach him meikle ikill. He is——but what need l lay that or this; 1’. ;pend a month to tell ye wh. i he ! In a’ In fays or does, then's Ik a gate. 
Tin reH i-ems rook, compar’d to my dear Pate. H s i etter fenfe vv:l) lang his love fecure : I .-naun e i effs in fm* ; ’ ?. r.nd poor. 

yen Hev bonny Jais m c kforne! oi’tbelang Your witty Piuo-will ut you in a fang. 
O! u’sapleafiugthingto beabride; Sy ic widnging gets about Mmr ingle-fide, Yeiping for tins or that 11 ? fafheou din ; To mak them brats then ye m mu t,dl a id Tin. Are wean.fa’s fick, ar.e leads itiell " i’ bioe, 
Aue breaks ins ’.in, anither tines his (hoe : 
The dee1 ga s >in Jock Wahiler,- bame grows hell 'When Pate mifea’s y e war than tongue caa ttll. 

P E G G T. 
SANG V. How can I be fail on my autdil'mg day f 

Hoiv fb'dl I be fad when a hujband / hac, 'That has better fenfe than cny of thae ; 
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Sour <weakJilly fellonvt, that Jludy like fools, 
To Jink their ain joy, and mak their nv'rvesfnools. 
The man who is prudent ne'er lightlies lis wife, Or w? dull rpproaches encourages Jlrife ; 
He praifex her virtues, and never alufe Her for a fmall failing but find an excufe. 

Yes, it’s a hartfame thing to be a wife. When round the ingle-edge young fprouts are rife ; 
Gif I’m fae happy, I (hall ha’e delight To hear their little plaints, and keep them right. Wow J Jenny, can there greater pleafure be, Than fee lie wee tots tooling at your knee ; When a* they ettle at, their greatelt wifh, ' 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 ? 

yen. But poortith, Peggy, is the ward of a’: i Gif o’er your heads ill chance fhould beggary draw, i But little love or canty chear can come Frae duddy doublets and a pantry loom. «Your nowt may die; the fpate may bear away Frae off the howms your dainty rocks of hay. The thick blawn wreaths of fnaw, or baddy thows. May fmoor your wathers, and may rot your ews. A dyvour buys your butter, woo, and cheefe. But, or the day of payment, breaks and flees; Wi’ glooman brow the laird feeks in his rent. It’s not to gie; your merchant’s to the bent : His honour manna want, he poinds your gear; 
Gyne, driv’n frae houfe and hauld, where will ye fleer ? Di ar Meg be wife, and live a Angle life } ' Troth it’s nae mows to be a married wife. Peg. May fic ill luck befa* that filly (he 
Wlmlns fic fears, for that was never me. Let fovkbode wed, and drive to do their bed 5 Nae mair’s required ; let heaven make out the red. I’ve heard my'honell uncle aften fay, That lads (hou’d a’ for wives that’s virtuous pray : For the maift thrifty man never could get 
A weel-ftor’d room, unlefs his wife wad let. 
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Wherefore, nocht fhall be warning on my part, To gather wealth to raife my (hephenji’s heart. Whate’er he wins, I'll guide wi* canny care, ~i 
And whn the vogue at market, trone, or fair, V 
For haleiome, clean, cheap; and iufficlent ware. J A flock of lambs, cheeie, butter, and Jome woo, Shall fnft be,fald, to pay the .laird his^m;; Syne a’ behind’sour am — Thus, without fear, Wi’ love and truth we throw the warld will fte^r : 
And when my 1'ate in bail ns and gear gtows rife, He’ll blefs the day he gat me for his wife. ‘Jen But what if fomr young giglet on the g’rcen, 
Vf ’ dimpled cheeks, and fcvva bewitching een, Shou’d gar your Patie think his half-wo1 n Meg 
And her kind kifles, hardly worth a feg? Peg. Nat mair o£ that—Dear Jenny, to be free. 
There’s fome men conftanter in love than we. 
Nor is the ferly. great, when nature kind 
Hasbleit them wi’ folidity of mind. Theyill reafon calmly, and wi’ kindnefs fraile. When our fhort paffions wad our peace beguile. 
Sae whenfoe’er they flight their ma ks at hame. It’s ten to anc the wives are maid to blame. Then I’ll employ wi’ pleafure a’ my art To beep him chearfu’, and fecure his heart. 
At e’vi,, when he comes weary frae the liill. I’ll ha’e a’ things made ready to his will. 
In winter, when he toils thro’ wind and rain, 
A bleezing ingle, and a clean hearth ftane; And foon as he flings by his plaid and flaflF, 
The feething pat’s be ready to t. ke aff: Clean hag a-bag I’ll fpreadupon his board. And ferve him wi’ the bell we can afford. Good-humour, and white bigonets, {hall be 
Guards to mv face, to keep his love for me. yen. A difh of married love right foon grows cauld, 
And dozens down to nane as'fowk grow auld. Peg But we’ll grow auld together, and ne’er find The lofs of youth, when love grows on the mind. Bairns and their bairns mak fure a firmer tye, Than ought to love the like of us can fpy. 
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See yon twa elms that grow up fide by fide ; 
Suppofe them, fome years fyne, bridegroom and bride; Nearer and nearer ilka year they've prdt, "l Till wide their fpreading branches are increaft, > 
And in their mixture now are fully bleft. J Tnis (hields the other frae the eaftlen blaft, That in return defends it frae the wad. Sic as ftand fingle,—(a date fae lik’d by you!) Beneath ilk itorm, frae every airth, maun bow. 

Jen. I’ve done—I yield, dearlaflie, I.maun yield ; Your better fenfe has fairly won the field, With the affiltance of a little fae, 
Lies darn’d within my bread this mony a day. 

SANG VI. Nancy's to the green-woodganc. 
I yield, dear laffie, you have won ; And there is nae denying, That Jure as light flows frae the fun, 

Frae love proceeds complying. 
For a' that we can do or fay 'Gairfl love,,nae thinher heeds us : 
They ken our bofoms lodge the fae That by the heartflrings leads us. 

Peg. Alake! poor pris’ner 1—Jenny, that’s no fair. That ye’ll no let the wee thing tak the air: Hade, let him out; we’ll tent as weel’s we can. Gif he be Bauldy’s or poor Roger’s man. Jen. Anither time’s as good;—for fee the fun 
Is right far up, and we're not yet begun Tofraith the graith ;—if canker’d Madge our aunt Come up the burn, die’ll gie’s a wicked rant. 
But when we’re done, I’ll tell you a’my mind; For this feems true,—nae lafs can be unkind. 

Exeunt, End of the First Act. 

B 
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ACT II, 
SCENE I. 

/f fnug thnck-honfe, before the (boor a green : Hens an the v.ulding, ducks in dubs are feen. 
On this fide fends a barn, on that a byre : H peetflall joins, andforms a ruralfquare. 
7 he kcufe is Claud’s :—there you may fee- him lean. And to his divet feat invite bis friend. 

GLAUD and S Y M O N. 
G L- A U D. 

GOOD-morrow, nibonrSymon come, fit down. 
And gie’s your cracks.—What’s a’ the news in town ? 

They tell me ye was in the ither dar. And faldyour crummock and her baflen’d quey. I’ll warrant ye’ve coft a pund of cut and dry ; 
Lug out your box, and gre’s a pipe to try. Sym. Wi’ a' my heart;—and U nt me now auld boy, JSe gather’d news will kittle your mind wi’ joy. 1 cou’dna reft till I came o’er the burn. 
To tell you things have taken fic a turn, Will gar our vile oppreftbrs (land like fleas. And fkulk in hidlingson the htther braes. Gla. Fy, blaw ! ah, Sytne, ratling chiels ne’er fta>mJ 
To deck and fpr-ead the groffdt lies aff-hand. Whilk ftron flies round, like will-five, far and near: 
But loofc your poke, be't true or fialfe let's hear. Sym. Seeing’s believing. Gland j and I hae feen 
Hab, that abroad has with our niafttr been ; Our brave good maftcr, wha right wifely fled, 
And left a Stir eftate, tofave his head : Becaufe ye ken feu well he bravely chofc 
To ftand his liege’s friend wi’great Montrofe. Now Cromwell’s gaue to Nick, and ane cau’d Monk Has play’d tic Hum, t a right flee begu k, 
Reftor’d Kinr Charles, a c ilka thing’s in tune: And Habby iajswc’U fee Sit VVjiliam fee 
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SANG VII. Cauld hail in Aberdeen. 

'S 

Cauld be the rel^L cajl, Opprejfors b^e and bloody ; I hope lue'll fee them at the lajl Strung a’ up in if woody. 
Blejl be he of worth and fenfr, And ever high in flat ion, That bravely Jland in the defence. 

Of confcience, king, and nation. 
Gla. That mats me blyth indeed!—but dinna flaw ; Tell o’er you news again, and fwear til’t a’: And faw ye Hab ! And what did Halbert fay ! They hae been e’en a dreary time away. Now God be thanked that onr laird’s come hame ; 

And his eftate, fay, he can eith'y claim ? Sym. They that hag-raid us till our guts did grane, 1 
Like greedy bairs, dare nae tnair do’t again ; >■ And good Sir William fall enjoy his aiu. j Gla. And may he 'ang, for never did he Rent Us in our thriving, wP a racket rent: Nor grumbl’d, if ane grew rich ; or (har’d to raife Our mailens when we pat on Sunday’s claiths. Sym. Nor wad he laiig, with fenfelefs faucy air, Allow cur lyart nodd es to be bare. 
“ Put on y-our bonnet, Symon ;—tak a feat.— 
“ How’s a’ at hame ?—How’s Elfua ?—Hove does Kate ?— “ How felis black cattle ?—What gie's woo this year?” And lie like kindly qudlious wad he fpeer. 

SANG VIII. Mucking of Geordy’s byre. 
, The Iti’rd wha in riches and honour Wad chrive, fo-juld be kindly and free, . Nor ra k his pootf&uanu wha labour 

To life aloonpoverty ; 
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Elfe Vile thepacl-hcrfe that's unfother'J, Jlnd burden'd u ill tumble do ten faint 
7bus virtue by hard flip is /mother’d, Am! rachers aft tine their rent. 

Gla. Than wad he gar his butler bring bedeen The nappy bottle ben, and glades clean, Whilk in our breaft raised lie a blythfome flame, As gar me mony a time gae dancing hame. My heart’s e’en rais’d ! Dear nibour, will ye flay. And tak your dinner here wi’ me the day? We’il fend for Elfpa too and upo' fight, I’ll whifl^e Pate and Roger frae the bight: I’ll yoke my fled, and fend to the neiil town. And bring a draught of ale baith (tout and brown, And gar our cottars a’, man, wife, and vecan, 
Drink till they tine the gate to (land their lane. Sytn. I wadna bank my friend his blyth defige. Gif that it hadna flrit of a’ been mine : For heer-yeftreen I brew’d a bow of maut, Yeftrten 1 flew twa wathers, prime and fat; A firlot of good cakes my Elfpa beuk, And a large ham hings reefting i’ the nook : I faw my fell or I came o’er the loan. Our meiklc pat that fcads the whey put on, 
A mutton bouk to boil:—and ane we’ll roalt; And on the haggies Elfpa fpares nae coft: 
Sma’ are they fliorn, and (he can mix fu’ nice The gufty ingans wi’ a curn of fpice ; Fat are the puddings,—heads and feet weel fung; And. we’ve invited nibours auld and young, 
To pafs this afternoon wi’. glee and game, And drink our mailer’s health and welcome-hame. Ye mauna then refufe to join the reil, Since ye’re my neareft friend that I like belt. Biing wi’ye a’your family ; and then. 
Whene’er you pleafe, I’ll rant wi’ you again. 

Gla. Spoke like ye’rfell, auld-birky ; never fear But at your banquet I (hall firft appear. Faith we fhall bend the bicker, and look bauld, 
Till we forget that we are fail’d or auld. 
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Auld, faid I! troth Pm younger be a (core, Wi’ your good news, than what I was before, 
I'll dance or e’en ! Hey, Madge! come forth: d’ye hear ? 

Enter MADGE. 
Mad. The man’s gaae gyte ! Dear Symon, welcome here. What wad ye, Glaud, wi’ a’ this haile and din ? Ye never let a body fit to fpin. Gla. Spin! fnuff—Gae break your wheel, and bum your tow, And fet the meikleft peet-ftack in alow; Syne dance about the bane-fire till ye dee, Since how again we’ll foon Sir William fee- Mad. Blyth news indeed ! And wha was’t tald you o’t! 
Gla. What’s that to you ?—Gae get my Sunday’s coat; Wale out the whiteft of my bobbit bands. My white-flcin hofe, and mittons for my hands; Then frae their waihin cry the bairns in hade. And mak ye’rfells as trig, head, feet, and waift, As ye were a’ to get young lads or e’en ; For we’re gaun o’er to dine wi’ Sym bedeen. Sym. Do, honeft Madge:—and Glaud, I’ll o’er the gate. And fee that a’ be done as I wad hae’t. Exeunt. 

SCENE II. 
7he open Jield.—A cottage in a glen, An auld wife /pinning at the funny end—— At a /mail dijlance, by a blajled tree, 
With faulded arms, and haff-rais'd looks, ye fee. 

BAULDT his lane. 
WHAT’S this, I canna bear’t! it’s war than hell, 

To be fae brunt wi’ love, yet darna tell! 
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0 Peggy, Tweeter than the dawning day, Sweeter than gowany glens, or new-mawn hay ; Blytlier than lambs that ft ilk out o’er the knows, Straighter than ought that in the foretl grows : Her een the cleardt blob of dew outlhines; 
The lily in her breaft its beauty tines. Her legs, her arms, her eheeks, her mouth, her een, Will be my dead, that will be fhortly feen ! For Pate looes her,—vvae’s me ! and (he loces Pate # .And vvi’ Neps, by Tome unlucky fate, 
Made a daft vow ;—O but ane be a beaft That maks rafli aiths till he’s afore the pried ! 1 darna fpeak my mind, ell'e a’ the three, Tut doubt, wad prove ilk ane my enemy. Its fair to thole; I’ll tryfome witchcraft art* To break wi’ ane, and win the others heart. Here Maufy lives; a witch, that for fma* price Can cad her cantrips, and gi’ me advice. She can o’ercalt the night, and cloud the moon, 
.And mak the dtilsobedient toher crune. At midnight hours, o’er the kirk-yards die raves. And howks tint hriden’d weans out of their graves ( Boils up their livers in a warlock’s pow, Rins witherlhines about the hemlock low ; And feven times does her prayers backward fay Till Ploteock comes v i’ lumps of Lapland clay, Mixt wi’ the venom of black taids and fnakes : 
Of this unfoniy pidlures aft die makes Of ony ane die hates,—and gars expire Vv’i’ daw and racking pains afore a lire ; Stuck fu’ of print, thedcvibdi pi&ures melt; 
The pain, by fowk they reprefent, is felt. And ^oudei’s Maufe ; ay, ay, die kens fu’ weel, V\ hen ane like me comes running to the dei’l. 
She and her cat lit bet king in her yard ; To fpeak my errand, faith amaitl I’m fear’d : But I matin do’t, though I fhonld never thrive ; 
They gallop fad that de’ils ami lades drive. 

SCENE HI. 
/] green tail-yard ; a little fount, 

il'litre ivatcr /vf/cnttjirings ; 
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ThereJits a wife with wrinhei'd front, And yet Jhe fpins and fings. 

SANG IX. Charle, an' the king come. 
M A U S E. 

Peggy, now the king's come, Peggy, now the king's come ; Thou may dance, and IJhallJing, Peggy, Juice the king's come. Nae mair the hawkies /halt thou milk. But change thy plaiding-coat for fill. And be a lady of that ilk. Now, Peggy, fnce the king's come. 
Enter B A U L D T. 

Paul. T T OW does auld honed luckey of the glen ? 
XX Ye look baith hail and fere at threefcore ten. Man. E’en twining out a thread wi’ little din. 

And becking my ciuld limbs afore the fun. What brings my bairn this gate fae air at morn ? Is there nae mack to lead ?—to thredi nae corn ? Baul. Enough of baith:—but fomethiug that requires Your helping hand, employs now a’ my cares. Mau. My helping hand ! alake what can I do. That underneath baith eild and poortith bow ? Bal. Ay, but ye’re wife, and wifer far than we Or maid part of the panlh tells a lie. Mau. Of what kind wifdom think ye I’m pofftft. That lifts my chara&er aboon the red ? Baid. The word that gangs, how ye’re fae wife and 
fell, Ye’ll may be tak it ill gif I ihould tell. Mau. What fowk fay of me, Bauldy, let me hear. Keep neathing up, ye neathing ha’e to fear. Baul. Wecl, lince ye bid me, I lhall tell ye a’ That ilka ane talks about ye, but a flaw. When'lad the wind made Glaud a rooflefs barn ; ■\\ hen lad the bum bore down my mither’s yarn j 
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When Brawny elf-(hot never mair came hame; When Tibby ki'rn'd, and there nae butter came ; When Befly Freelock’s chuffe cheeked wean To a fairy turn’d, and could na’ ftand its lane ; When Watie wander’d ae night thro’ the fliaw ; And tint himfelf amaift amang the fnaw ; 
When Mungo’s mare flood ftill, and fwat wi’ fright. When he brought call the howdy under night; When Bawfy /hot to dead upon the green, And Sara tint a fnood was nae mairfeen : You, Luckey gat the vvyte of a’ fell out. And ilka anc here dreads ye round about: And fae they may that mint to do ye fkaith ; For me to wrang ye. I’ll be very laith ; But when I neilt mak grots. I’ll ftrive to pleafe You wi’ a furlot of them, mixt wi’ peafe. Mau. I thank .ye, lad.—Now tell me your demands, 
A nd, if I can, I’ll lend my helping hand. BauL Then I like Peggy.—Neps is fond of me. ~t 
Peggy likes Pate;—and Pate is bauld and flee, > And looeb fweet Meg—But Neps I downa fee. J Cou’d ye turn Patie’s love to Neps, and then P.gry’s to me,—I’d be the happieft man. Alan I’ll try my art to gar the bowls row right: Sae gang your ways, and come again at night ; ’Gainft that time I’ll fome Ample things prepare, Worth a’ your peafe and grots; tak ye nae care. 

Bau/. Well, Maufe, I’ll come, gif I the road can And But ifraife the de’il he’ll raife the wind ; Syne rain and thunder, may be, when it’s Iate> Will mak the night fae mirk, I’ll tine the gate. We’re a’ to rant at Symie’s at a feafl, O ! will ye come like Brar’rans, for a jell; And there ye can our different haviours fpy ; There’: nant {hall kt n o’t there but you and I. Mau. I’ts like I may ,—but let na on what’s paft ’Tween you and me, elfe fear a kittle call. Baul. If I ought o’your fecrets e’er advance, May ye ride on me ilka night to France. 
£#it Bauldy. 
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M A U S E her lane. 

Hard luck, alake! when poverty and eild, Weeds out of faftiion, and a lanely bield : Wi’ a fma* caft of wiles, (hould in a twitch, G:’ ane the hatefu* name a wrinkled witch ! 
This fool imagines, at do mony fie, That I’m a wretch in compact wi’ Auld Nic ; Becaufe by education I was taught To fpeak and aft aboon their common thought. Their grofs millake lhall quickly now appear ; 
Soon fhall they ken what brought, what keeps me here^ Nane kens but me ;—and if the morn were come I’ll tell them tales will gar them a’ fing dumb. Exit. SCENE IV. 

Behind a tree, upon the plain, ¥ ate and his P t G G v met; In love, without a viciousJlain, The bonny lafs and chearfu? fwain. 
Change vows and kijfcs fvuset. 

PAT IE and P E G G T. 
Peg. Patie, let me gang, I mauna ftay, 

V-/ We’re baith cry’d bame, and Jenny (he's away. Pat. I’m laith to part fae foon ; now we’re alane, And Roger he’s awa wi’ Jenny gane : And he’s awa wi’ Jenny gane : There as content, for ought I hear or fee, .To be alane themfeves, I judge, as we. Here, where primrofes thickelt paint the green, Hard by this little burnie let us lean. Hark how the lav’rocks chant aboon our heads ! “How faft the weftlin winds foOgh liiro’ the reeds ! 
Peg. The feented meadows, birds, andhealthy breeze. For ought I ken, may mair than Peggy plt'afe. 
Pat. Ye wrang me fair, to doubt my being kind ; In fpeaking fae, ye ca’ me dull and blind; 

Gif I could fancy ought fae fweet or fair As my dear Meg, or worthy of my care. 
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Thy breach is fweeter than the fweeteft brier; Thy cheek and breaft the finell flow'rs appear. Thy words excel the tnaift delightfu’ notes 
That warble thro’ the raerl or mavis’ throats. Wi’ thee I tent nae flovv’rs that buflt the field, Or ripdt berries that our mountains yield. 
The fweeteft fruits that hing vpon the tree, Are far.inferior to a kifs of thee. Peg. But Patrick, forfome wicked end, may Seech,; And iambs Ihou’d tremble when the foxes preach, ; I darna ftay ;—y e joker let me gang; 
Anither lafs may gar ye change your fang ; > Your thoughts may flit, and I may thole the wrang. j Pat. Sooner a mother fhall her fondnefs drap, And wrang the bairn fits fmillng on her lap ; The fun fhall change, the moon to change fhall ceafe, ! The gaits to dim,—the iheep to yield the fleece. Ere ought by me be either faid or done, Shall fkaith our love ;—1 fwear by a’ aboon. Peg. Ti en keep your aith;—But mony lads will l wear, 
And be manfworn to twa in half a year. Now I believeye like me wonder weel; But if a fairer face- ytmr heart fhou’d fteal, Your Meg, forfakci), bootlefs might relate How fhe was dauted anes by faithlefs Pate. Pat I’m fure I cauna change , ye needna fear. 
Tho’ we’re but young, I’veloo’d you mony a year. I mind it weel, when thou cou’dft hardly gang, 
Oi lifp out words, 1 choos’d you frae the thrang Of a’ the bairns, and led thee by the hand, Aft to the Tanfy-know, or rafhy-Jlrand, Thou fm ling by my fide : 1 tooK delight To | u’ the ralliesgiecu, wi’rootsfae white; Of which, as welt as my young fancy cou’d, F , ihee I picta flow’ry belt and inood. 

Peg. Wnen fini tbougade wi’ fhepherds to the bill* A nd I to milk the ews firft try’d my fltill; 
To bear a leglen was nae toil to me. When at' the bought at e’en I met with thee. ^ Pat. When corns greu yellow, and the hethcrbelhm Bloom’d bonny on the moor and riling fells. 
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lae birns, or briers, or whins e’er troubl’d me, 
Jif I con’d find blae-berries ripe for thee. 

Peg. When thou didft wreftle, run, or put the llane, t.nd wan the day, my heart was flightering fain: it a’ thae fports thou ftill gave joy to me ; 'or nanc can wreftle, run, or put with thee. Pat. Jenny fings faft the Broom of Coivdcnknows, Lnd Rofie lilts the Milking of the ews ; ’here’s nane like Nancy, Jenny Nettles fings; 
it turns in Maggy Lauder, Marrion dings ; lut when my Peggy fings, wi’ fweeterfldll, ’he Boat-man, or the Lafs of Patief Mill, t is a thoufand times mair fweet to me ; ’ho’ they fing weel, they canna fing like thee. Peg. How eith cap lafles trow what they defire ! Lnd roos’dby them we love, blaws up that fir« •; tut wha loves beft, let time and carriage try ; te conftant, and my love ftiall time defy, ie ftill as now ; and a’ my cares fiiall be, Jow to contrive what pleafant is for thee. 
\heforegoing, with a fmall variation, was fang at the ailing as follows. 

SANG X. The Tellow-haiPd laddie. 
rhen frfl my dear laddie gade to the green hill, 'nd I at ew-milking firjl fey'd my youngJiill, “o bear the milk-bowie naepain was to me, 'hen I at the bughting forgather'd wi’ thee. 

P A T I E. 
\hen corn-rigs wav’dyellow, andllue-hether bells 
Room’d bonny on moorland, andfweet rifing fells, ne birns, briers, or breckens, gave trouble to me 
Tfound the berries right ripen’d for thee. 

Peggy. 
hen then ran, or wrejlled, or putted theJlane, 
id came ajf the vitlor, my heart was ay fain • 



*4- The GENTLE SHEPHERD. 
Thy ilka /port manly gave pleafure to me ; 
For none can put, ‘wrejlle, or run/wift, as thee. ■ 

P A T I E. 
Our /enny ftngsfaftly the Ccnvden-hroom-knows. ylncl Rofy liltsfweetly the milking the ews ; There's few Jenny Nettles like Nancy c,:nfng ; Sit Thro’-the-wood-ladie Bcfs gars our lugs ring ; But when my dear Peggy fings wi' letter Jkill, 7he Boat-man, Tweed-fide, or the Lais of the Mill, 
Pts many timesfweeter andpi afant to me ; For tho' they fing nicely, they cannot like thee. 

Peggy. 
How eafy can la/fes trow what they defire ! Andpraifes fae kindly iucrea/es love'sfire : 
Gi's mefiill this pleafure, my Jludy/ball be To make myfelf better andfwetter for thee. 

Pat. Wert thou a giglet gawky like the lave, That little better than our novvt behave ; At nought they'll ferly,—fenfelefs tales believe ; 
Be blyth for iilly heights, for trifles grieve ; ■ - • Sic ne’er cou'd win my heart, that kenna how Either to keep a prize or yet prove true, 
Biit thou, in better fenfe, without a flaw. As in thy beauty, far excels them a’ : Continue kind ; and a’ my care /hall be. How to contrive what pleafmg is for thee. Peg. Agreed.—But hearken! yon’s auld aunty’s cry; 
I ken they’ll wonder what can make us flay, Pat. And let them ferly.—Now a kindly kifs, Orfivefcore good anes, wad na be amifs; 
And fyne we’ll fing the fang wi’ tunefu’ glee. That I made up lafl owk on you and me. Peg. Sing firft, fyne claim your hire. 
- Pat    Well, I agree. 
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SANG XL 

Patie fings. 
By the delicious ivarmncfs of thy mouth. 

And rowing eyes that fmiling tell the truth, I guefs, my Iqffie, that as luell as /, 
Tou're made for love ; and why Jhould you deny ? 

Peggy fings. 
But ken ye, lad, gin we confefs o'er foon, Te think us cheap, and fyne the wooing's done ; The maiden that o'er quickly tines her pow'r. Like unripefruit, will tqjle but hard and four, 

Patie fings. 
But gin they hlng o'er lang upon the tree. Their fweetncfs they may tine ; andfae may ye. 

“ Red-cheeked you completely ripe appear, 
I And I ha'e thold and woo’d a lang hajf-year, 

Peggy fings, falls into Patie’s arms. 
Then dinna pu' me ; gently thus I fa' Into my Patie’s arms, for good and a’. Butflint your wifhes to this kind embrace. And mint nae farrer till we've got the grace. 

Patie (with his left hand about her waift.) 
0 charming armfu' ! hence, ye cares, away • I’ll iifs my treafure a' the live-lang day ; A’ night I'll dream my kiffes o'er again, 

I Till that day come that ye'll be a' my ain. 
Sung by both. 

Sun gallop down the wefllinJkies, Gang foon to bed and quickly rife ; 0 lafh vourfeeds, pof time away. And hafe about our bridal day ! 
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And f ye’re ’iveamerfj honejl light, Sleep, gin ye like, a neck that night. 

End of the Second Act. 

ACT III. 
SCENE L 

No tv tttrn your eyes beyond yen fpreading lime. 
And tent a man tvhofe heardfeems hleech'd tvi’ time ' An elvand flh his hand, his habit mean ; Nae doult ye’ll think he has a pedlar been. ' 
But lubijkt! it is the knight in mafeurad. That comes hid in this cloud to fee his lad. 
Obferve hotv pleas'd the loyalfufferer monies Thro’ his auld ati’nues, anes delighfu’ groves. 

Sir WILLIAM folus. 
THE gentleman thus hid in law difguife, I’ll for a fpaee unknown delight mine eyes 
With a full view of every fertile plain. Which once I loft, which now are mine again. 
Yet ’inidft my joys, thofe profpefts pain renew, Whilft I my once fair feat in •ruins view. Yonder, ah me ! itdefolately.Hands, Without a roof; the gates fallen from their bands; 
The cafements all broke down ; no chimney left; The naked walls of tap’flry all bereft : 
Mv ftables and pavTuons, broken walls'. That with each rainy blaft decaying falls : My.gardens, once adorn’d the moll complete, 
With all that nature, all that art makes fweet ; Where round the figur’d green the peble walks. 
The dewy fiow’rs hang nodding on their ftalks : But, overgrown with nettles, docks, and briers. No hyacinths or eglantines appear. 
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How do thofe ample walls to ruin yield. 
Where peach and neft’rine branches found a beild, And balk’d in rays, which early did produce Fruit fair to view, delightful in the ufe ! All round in gaps, the moll in rubbilh ly, And from what ftands the withered branches fly. Thefe foon lhallbe repair’d ?—and ..now iny joy Forbids all grief,—when I’m. to fee my boy, My only prop, and object of my care, Since heav’n too foon call’d home his mother fair: Him, ere the rays of reafon clear'd his thought, I fecretly to faithful Symon brought, And charg’d him ftri&ly to conceal his birth, Till we Ihould fee what changing times brotsght forth. Hid from himfelf, he Harts up by the dawn, And ranges carelefs o’er the height and lawn. After his fleecy charge, ferenely gay, With other fhepherds, whiltling o’er the day. Thrice happy life, that’s from ambition free ! Remov’d from crowns and courts who cheerfully A quiet contented mortal fpends his time, In hearty health, his foul unftain’d with crime ! 

Orfung asfrllovys.' 
S A N G XII. Happy Cloyvn. 

Hidfrom h'mfelf, now ly the dawn 1 Hejlarts asfrejh as rofies Hawn ; jlnd ranges o'er the heights andlawn After his bleating flocks. 
Healthful, and innocently gay, He chants and whiflles out the day ; , Untaught to fmile, and then betray, I. ike courtly weathercocks. 
Life happy, from ambition free, Envy, and vile hypocrify. Where truth and love with joys agree, 

Unfullied with a crime : 
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Unmov'd with what dijlurbs the great. In propping of their pride and fate } He lives, and unafraid of fate, Conlentedfpends his time. 

Now towards good Symon’s houfe I’ll bend my way, 
And fee what makes yon gamboling to-day j 
All on the green, in a fair wanton ring, My youthful tenants gaily dance and fing. 

Exit. 
SCENE II 

It's Symcn's boufe, pleafe tofep in. And viffy 't round and round ; There's nought fuperfluous to give pain. Or crfly to be found. Yet all is clean : a clear peat -ingle Glances amidf thefloor ; The green-horn fpoons, leech luggies mingle 
On Jhelfs foregainfl the door. While the young broodfport on the green. The auld ones think it befl, Wi' the brown cow to clear their een. Snuff crack, andtak their refl. 

SYMON, GLAUD, and E L S P A. 
GW\~KT E anes were young ourfels.—I like to fee V V The bairns bob round wi’ other merrily. Troth, Symon, Patie’s grown a ftrapan lad. 
And better looks than his I never bade. Amang the lads he bears the gree awa’. And tells his tale the clevereft of them a’. Elfp. Poor man ! he’s a great comfort to us baith r God mak him good, and hide him ay frae Ikaith. 
He is a bairn I’ll fay’t well worth our care, That ga’e us never vexation late or air. Gla. 1 trow, goodwife, if I be not mifta’en,! He feems to be wi’ Peggy’s beauty ta’en, >• And troth my niece is a right dainty wean, J 
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As weel ye ken : a bonnier needna be, Nor better,—be't (he were nae kin to me. Sym. Ha! Glaud, I doubt that ne’er will be a match; My Patie’s wild, and will be ill to catch ; And or he were, for reafons I’ll no tell, I’d rather be mixt wi’ themools myfell. Gla. What reafon can ye have ? There’s nane I’m fare, j Unlefs ye call up that Ihe’s but poor : | But gif the laflie marry to my mind, I’d be to her as my ain Jenny 'kind. ! Fourfcore of breeding ews of my ain birn. 
Five ky, that ay at milking fills a kirn. I’ll gi’e to Peggy that day fhe’sa bride ; By and attouf, gif my good luck abide, iTen lambs at fpaining-time, as lang’s I live, 

iAnd twa quey cawfs, I’ll yearly to them give. Elfp. Ye offer fair, kind Glaud ; but dpina fpeer |What may be is not fit ye yet fliou’d hear. 
2 Sym. Or this day aught days likely ye lhall lerni. That our denial difna fligl t his bairn. 5 Gla. Weel, nae mair o’t ;—come, gi’es the other bend ; We’ll drink their healths, whatever way it end. 

Their health gae round. 
Sym. But will ye tell me, Glaud, by fome i’ts faid, four niece is but a foundling that was laid Down by your hallon-fide, ae morn in May, 

tight clean row’d up, and bedded on dry hay ? • Gla. That clatteran Madge, my titty, tells fie flaws l^hene’er our Meg her canker’d humour gaws. 
Enter J E N N T. 

Jen. O father ! there’s an auld man on the green, he felleft fortune-teller e’er was feen : e tents our loofs, and fyne whoops out a book, rrns o’er the leaves, and gi’es our brows a look ; 
C3 
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Syne tells the oddeft tales that e’er you heard. His head is grey, and lang and grey his beard. Sym. Gae bring him in ; we’ll hear what he Can fay: 
Nane (hall gang hungry by my houfe to day. Exit Jenny. 
But for his telling fortunes, troth I fear He kens nae mair of that than my grey-mear. Gla. Spae-man ! the trutli of a’ their faws I doubt For greater liars never fan thereout. 

Returns Jenny, bringing in Sir William 
with them Patie. 

Sym. Ye’re welcome, bond! carle; here tak a feat. 
S. JViL I give ye thanks, goodman; I’fe be no blate. 

Glaud drinks. 
Come t’ye, friend :—How far came ye the day ? 

S. Wil. I pledge ye, nibour ;—e’en but little way : Roulled w? eild, a wee piece gate feems lang , Twa mile or three’s the mail! that I dow gang. Sym. Ye’re welcome here to ilay a’ night wi’ me. And tak lie bed and board as we can gie, S. Wil. That’s kind unfought.—Well, gin ye ha’c a bairn 
That ye like vveel, and wad his fortune learn, I ihall employ the fai theft of my lit ill 
To fpae it faithfully, be’t good or ill. 

Symon pointing to Patie. 
Only that lath alake ! I ha'c nae mae, Either to male me joyfu’ now' or wae. 

S. Wil. Young man, let’s fee your hand what'' gars ye fneer ? 
Pat. Beeaufc your ft ill’s but little worth I fear. S. Wil. Ye cut before the point.—But, Billy, bide, 

I’ll wad'-er there’s a motife-matk on your fide. Elfp. Betouch-us-too ? and weel I wat that’s true ; i Aw.,; aw a 1 The deil’s owrgrit wi’ you; 
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Four inch aneath his oxter is the mark, 
Scarce ever feen fince he firft wore a fark. 

S. Wil. I’ll tell ye mair; if this young lad be fpar’d But a ftiort while, he’ll be a braw rich laird. Elf. A laird!—Hear ye,goodman ? what thinkye now? Sym. Idinnaken: ftrange auld man, what art thoui 
Fair fa’ your heart; it’s good to bode of wealth : Come turn the timmer to laird Patie’s health. 

Patie’s health goes round. 
Pat. A laird of twa good whiftles, and a kent, Twa curs, my trufty tenants on the bent, Is a’ my great eftate—and like to be : Sae cunning carle, ne’er break your jokes on me. Sym. Whifht, Patie,—let the man look o'er your hand; Aft-times as broken a Ihip has come to land. 
Sir William looks a little at Patie’s hand, then counter- felts falling into a trance, •while they endeavour to lay him right. 
Elf. Preferve’s! the man’s a warlock, or palfeft Wi’ fome nae good,—or fecond-fxght, at lead : Where is he now ? — Gla.  He’s feeing a’ that’s done 

In ilka place, beneath or yont the moon. Elfp. ThaeTecond-fighted fowk (his peace be here;) See things far aff, and things to come, as clear As I can fee my thumb.—Wow, can he tell (Spear at him, foon as he comes to himfell) How foon we’ll fee Sir William ? Whifltt, he heaves. And fpeaks outbroken words, like ane that raves, Sym. He’ll foon grow better;—Elfpa, hafte ye, g; e And fill him up a tofs of ufquebae. 
Sir William ftarts up and fpeaks. 

A knight that for a ETON fought Againjl a herd of bears. Was io lung toil and tr- . . ght. 
In •which fome thoufanis jhares. 
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But now again the LTOW rates. And joy fpaeads o’er the plain : The LYON has defeat the bears. 

The hiight returns again. 
That knight, in a few days, fhall bring Afhepherdfrae the fauld, 
And fhallprefent him to his king, A fubjefi true and bald. 
He Mr Patrick Jhall he call'd: All you that hear me now, May well believe what I ha ve tald. For it Jhall happen true. 

Sym. Friend, may your fpaeing happen foon and weel; But, faith, I’m red you’ve bargain’d wi’ the de’il. To tell fume tales that fowks wad fecret keep : Or do ye get them tald in your fleep ? 
S. IVil. Howe’er I get them, never faih your beard ; Nor come I to redd fortunes for reward ; But I’ll lay ten to ane wi’ ony here, That all 1 prophefy lhall foon appear. Sym. You prophefying fowks are odd kind men ! They're here that ken, and here that difna ken, 

The whimpled meaning of your unco tale, Whilk foon will make a noife o’er moor and dale. Gla. It’s nae fma' fport to hear how Sym believes, And taks’t for gofpel what the fpae-man gives Of.flawing fortunes, whilk he evens to Pate : But what we wifh, we trow at ony rate. S. IVil. Whilht, doubtfu’ carle; for ere the fun Has driven twice down to the fea, What 1 have faid ye(fhall fee done In part, or nae mair credit me. 
Gla. Weel, be’t fae friends, I ftiall fay naething mair ; But I’ve twa fonfy lafles young and fair, Plump ripe for men : I wifh you cou’d forefee Sic fortunes for them.might prove joy to me. S..Wil. Nae mair throw’fecrets I can lift,. Till darknefs black the bent: 
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Sae reft a while content. Sym. Elfpa, call on the claith, fetch but fome meat, And of your beft gar this auld ftranger eat. S. Wil. Delay a while your hofpitable care; Pd rather enjoy this ev’ning calm and fair, .A Around yon ruin’d tow’r to fetch a walk, With you, kind friend, to have fome private talk. 
Sym. Soon as you pleafe I’ll anfwer your defire : And, Glaud, you’ll tak your pipe befide the fire ; We’ll but gae round the place, and foon be back. Syne fup together, and tak our pint, and crack. Gla. I'll out a while, and fee the young anes play. My heart’s Hill light, albeit my locks be grey. \_Exit. 

SCENE III. 
Jenny pretends an errand hame ; Young ROGER drops the reft. To <whifper out his melting ftamet And thow his lajie's Ireaft. 

Behind a hujh, weel hidfraefight, they meet: See, Jenny's laughing, Roger’s like to greet. 
Poor Shepherd! 

ROGER and JENNY. 
Rog. EAR Jenny, I wad fpeak t’ye, wad ye let; 1 3 And yet I ergh ye’re ay fae feornfu’ fet. Jen And what wad Roger fay, if he cou’d fpeak ? Am 1 oblig’d to guefs what ye’re to feek 1 

Rog. Yes, ye may guefs right eith for what I grein, 
Baith by my fervice, fighs, andlanging een. And I maun out wi’t, tho’ I rifle your fcorn ; Ye’re never frae my thoughts baith e’vn and morn. Ah ! con'd:! loo’e you lefs, I'd happy be; But happier far, cou’d you but fancy me. 

Jen. And wha kens, honeft lad, but that I may ? 
Yecannafay that e’er I faid you nay. 

I have but anes a day that gift; 
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Rog. Alake ! my frighted heart begins to fail, Whene’er I mint to tell you out my tale, 

For fear fome tighter lad, mair rich than I, Has won your love, and near your heart may ly. ■ Jen. I loo’e my father, coufin Meg I love ; But ppthis day, nae man my mind could move : 
^ Eipfpi myrkin, ilk lad’s alike to me ; Ancl frae ye a’ 1 belt had keep me free. 

Rog. How lang, dear Jenny ?—fayna that again What pleafure can ye tak in giving pain ? I’m glad, however, that ye yet ftand free; Wha kens but ye may rue, and pity me ? Jen. Ye have my pity eli’e, to fee ye fet On that whtik-makes our fweetnefs foon forget. Wow! but we’re bonny, good, and every thing; How fweet we breathe, whene’er we kifs or fing But we’re nae fooner fools to gi’e confent, Than vve our daffin and tint pcw’r repent; When prifon’d in four wa’s, a wife right tame, Altho' the iirft, the greateft drudge at hame. Rog. That only happens, vyhen, for fake o’gear, Ane wales a wife as he wad buy a mear : Or wben^ dull parents, bairns together bind, Of different tempers, that can ne’er prove kind. But love, true downright love, engages me, Tho* thou fliou’d fcorn,—ftill to delight in thee. Jen. What fugar’d words frae wooers lips can fa ! 
But girning marriage comes and ends them a’. I’ve feen, wi’fhiningfair, the morning rife, And foon the fleety clouds mirk a’ the feres. I’ve feen the filler fprings a while rip clear, And foon in molfy puddles difappear: The bridegroom may rejoich, the bride may fmile, Brit foon contentions a’ their joyabeguile. Rog. I’ve feen the morning rife vvi’ faired light, The day unclouded, link in calmed night. 
I’ve feen a fpring rin whimpling thro’ the plain, Increafe and join the ocean without ftain. The bridegroom may be blyth, the bride may fmile ; Rejoice thro’ life, and a’ your fears beguile. Jen. Were I but fure you lang wou’d love maintain The fewed words my eafy hearfcould gain : 
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[For I maun own, fince now at laft you’re free, Altho’ I jok’d, Tlov’d your company ; 
And ever bad a warmnefs in my breaft, That made ye dearer ro me than the reft. ' Rog. I’m happy now ! o’er happy ! had my head This guft of pleafure’s like to be my dead^ Come to my arms ! or ftrike me ! I’m a’ fir’d iWi’ wond’ring love ! let’s kifs till we be tir’d. Kifs, kifs ! we’ll kifs the fun and ftars away,- jAnd ferly at the quick return o’ day. O Jenny ! let my arms about thee twine, And brifs thy bonny breafts and lips to mine. 

Which may le fung as follows. 
SANG XIII. Leiih-wynd. 

J E K K Y. 
“ Were l ajfuredyou’d eon/lant prove, Toujhould nae mair complain ; K, The eafy mind, befet nui’ love. 

Few words will quickly gain : For I mujl own, nowfnee you’re free,' This too fond heart of mine. Has long, a black foie true to thee, Wi/h’d to be pair’d with thine. 
Roger. 

I’m happy now ; ah ! let my head Upon thy Ireafl recline ; The pleafuref riles me near-hand dead; Is fenny then fae kind? '. 0 let me brifs thee to my heart, Had round my arms entwine : Delightfu’ thought! we’ll never part, ’ Come, p refs thy mouth to mine. 
fen. With equal joy my eafy heart gi’es way, To own thy weel-try’d love has won the day. 
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Now, by thae warmed kifles thou haft tane. 
Swear thus to love me when by vows made ane. Rog. 1 fwear by fifty thoufand yet to come, Or may the firft ane ftrike me deaf and dumb ; There.(hall not be a kindlier dawted wife, 
If you agree wi’ me to lead your life. 

SANG XIV. O’er Bogie. 
J E*f N y. 

IVeel, I agree, you’re Jure o' me ; Next to my father gae : Mak him content to gie confcnty He’ll hardly fay you nay : 
For you have what he wad be at. And will commend you weel. Since parents auld think love grows could. 

When bairns want milk and meal. 
Should he deny, I carena by, He’d contradiS in vain ; Tho’ a’ my kin had[aid and fworn, But thee I will hoe none. 
Then never range, nor learn to change. Like thofe in high degree : And if ye prove faithful in love. You’llfnd nae fault in me. 

Rog. My faulds contain twice fifteen forrow nowt, 
As mony newcal in my byers rowt; Five pack of woo’ I can at Lammas fell, Shorn frae my bob-tail’d bleeters on the fell: Gude twenty pair o’ blankets for our bed, Wi’ meikle care, my thrifty mither made. Ilk thing that maks a hartfomc houfe and tight. Was Ill'll her care, my father’s great delight. They left me a’; which now gie’s joy to me, Becaufe I can gi’e a’ my dear, to thee : 
And had I fifty times as meikle mair, Nanebut my Jenny (hon’d the famen fkair. My love and a’ is yours; now had them fall. And guide them as ye like, to gar them laft. 
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Jen. I’ll do my be ft.—But fee vvha comes this way* | Patie and Meg ;—betides I manna ftay : i Let’s fteal frae ither now, and meet the morn ; I If we be feen, we’H drie a deal o’ fcorn. ^ Rog. To where the faugh-tree thades the menin-pool. 

I’ll frae the hill come down, when day grows cool: Keep trifte, anS meet me there;—there let us meet | To kifs and tell our love;—there’s nought fae fweet. 
SCENE IV. 

This feene prefents the KNIGHT and STM Within a gallery of the place. 
Where a’ looks ruinous and grim ; Nor has the Baron Jhewn his face. But joking ivi’ his Jhepherd leel, Aft fpeers the gate he kens fu' wed. 

1 Sir WILLIAM and S T M 0 N. 
S. Wil. rT^ O whom belongs this houfe, fo much jL decay’d ? Sym. To ane that loft it, lending gen’rous aid, To bear the head up, when rebellious tail Againft the laws of nature did prevail. Sir William Worthy is our mailer’s name, ] Whilk tills us a’ wi’ joy, now He’s come heme. (Sir William draps his majking beard; Symon, iranfported, fees, The welcome knight, with fond regard. Andgr&fps him round the knees.) \ My Mafter! my dear mafter f—do I breathe To fee him healthy, ftrong, and free frae fltaith ! Return’d to cheat his withing tenants fight, j To blefs his fon, my charge, the world’s delight! 

S. Wil. Rife, faithful Symon, in my arms enjoy A place, thy due, kind guardian of my boy : I came to view thy care in this difguife. And I’m confirm’d thy condudl has been wife ; Since ftill the fecret thou’ft fecurely feafd. And ne’er to him his real birth reveal’d. D 
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Sym. The due obedience to your drift command Was the firft lock : neift, my ain judgment fand Out reafons plenty; fmce, without eflate, A youth, tho’ fprung frar kings, looks baugh and blate. 
S. IVil. And aften vain and idly fpend their time, 1 ill grown unlit for aftion, pad their prime, Hang on their friends : which gives their fouls a cad. 

That turns them downright beggars at the lad. Sym. Now, well I wat, Sir, ye ha’e fpofcen true; 
For there’s laird Rytie’s fon that’s loo’d by few : liis father deght his fortune in hi: wame, And left his heir nought but a gentle name. 
He gangs about fornan frae place to place, As fcrimp of manners as of fenfe and grace; Opprefling a’ as punifliment of their fin. 
That are within his tenth degree of kin : Rins in ilk trader’s debt, wlia’s fae unjud To his ain family, as to gi'e him trull. 

S. IVil. Such uftiefs branches of a common wealth Should belopt off, to give a date more health. Unworthy bare refleftion.—Symon, run O’er all the obfervations of my fon ; A parent's fondnefs cafily finds excufe ; But do not, with indulgence, truth abufe. Sym. To fpeak his praife, the langed fummer day Wad be o’er jbort,—cou’d I them right difplay : 
1 n word and deed he can fae weel behave. That out o’ fight he rins afore the lave; And when there’s e’er a quarrel or conted, Patrick’s made judge, to tell whafe caufe is bed ; And his decreet dands good ;—he’ll gar it dand, Wha dares to grumble, finds his correfting hand ; 
Wi' a firm look, and a commanding way. He gar-the prouded of our herds obey. fproceed, J 

S. IVil. Your tale n.rch pleafes—my good friend 1 What learning has he Can he write and read ? 
Sym. Baith wonder weel; for, troth, Ididnafpare jj 

To gi’e him at the fchool enough o' lear, And he delites in books.—he reads, and fpeaks, 
Wi’ fovvks that ken them, Latin words and Greeks. ) $. IVil. Where gets he books to read—and of jfl what kind ? 
Tho? feme give light, feme blindly lead the blind. 
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Sym. Whene’er he drives our flieep to Edinburgh port. He buysfome books, ofhiil’ry, fangs, orfport: Nor does he want o’ them a rowth at will. And carries ay a poutchfu’ to the hill. About ane Shakefpear, and a famous Ben, He aften fpeaks, and ca’s them bed of men. How fwcetly Hawthrenden and Stirling ling, ~i And ane ca’d Cowley, loyal to his king, V He kensfu’ weel, and gars their verfes ring. _ J I fometimes thought he made o’er great a phraie About fine poems, hiftories, and plays. When I reprov’d him anes,—a book he brings, Wi’ this, quoth he, on braes I crack wi1 kings. S. Wil. He anfwer’d well; and much ye glad my ear. When fuch accounts I of my fhepherd hear. Reading fuch books can raife a peafant’s mind 

Above a lord’s that is not thus inclin’d. Sym. What ken we better, that fae lindle look. Except on rainy Sundays, on a book ; When we a leaf or twa half read, half fpell. 
Till a’ the reft fleep round, as weel’s ourfell ? [more S. IVtl Well jefted, Symon.—But one queftion I’ll only afk ye now, and then give o’er. The youth’s arriv'd the age when little loves Flighter around young hearts, like cooing doves Has nae young laffie, with inviting mien, And rofy cheeks, the wonder of the green. Engag’d his look, and caught his youthfu’ heart ? Sym. I fear'd the worft, but kent the fmalleft part. Till late, I faw him twa three times mair fweet Wi’ Gland’s fair niece, than I thought right or meet: I had my fears; but now hae nought toTear, Since likeyourfell your forrwill foon appear. A gentleman, enrich’d wi’ a’ thefe charms, - May blefs the faireit, heft born lady’s arms. S. IVil. This night muft end his unambitious fire. When higher views (hall greater thoughts infpire. Go, Symon, bring him quickly here to me : None'but yourfelf (hall oar firft meeting fee. Yonder’s my horfe and fervants nigh at hand, ^ They come juft at the time [ gave command j 

D a 
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Straight in my own apparel I’ll gp drefa; Now ye the fecret may to all confefs. Wi’ how much joy I on this errand Uee, There’s itane caa know, that is not downright to me. [Exit Symott. 

Sir WILLIAM fulau 
Wh .1 ihe event of hope fuccefsfully appears, One happy hour cancels the toil of years; 

A thoufand toils are loft in Lethe’s llream, And cares evanifli like a morning dream ; When wifli’d-for pleafures rife like morning light, The pain,that’s paft enhances the delight. Thefe joys I feel, that words can ill exprefs, I ne’er had known, without my late diftrefs. ■But from his ruftic bufinefs and love, T 1 rauft in hafte my Patrick foon remove, > To courts and camps that may his foul improve. J Like the rough di’mond, as it leaves the mine. Only in little breaking fhe-ws its light, 
’Till artful polilhing has made it ftiine ; Thus education makes the genius bright. 

End of the Third Act. 

ACT IV. 
SCENE I. 

fhe /cent defcril'd in former page, Gtaud’s onfet Enter Maufe and Madge, 
Mad. UR laird’s come hame I and owns young Pate his heir. Man. That’s news indeed ! Mad. As true as ye ftand there. As they were dancing a’ in Symon’s yard, Sir William, like a warlock, wi’ a beard. 
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, Five nives in length, and white as driven fnavv, I Amang us came, cty’d Had ye merry a’! * We ferly’d meikleat his unco look. While frae his pouch he whirled forth a book. As we ftood round about him on the green, He view’d us a’, but fixt on.Pate his een: Then pawkily pretended he cou’d fpae, Yet for his pains and fkill wad naething ha’e. Man. Then fure the hfies, and ilk gaping coof. Wad rin about him, and had out their loof. Mad. As fad as flaes (kip to the tate of woo, Whilk flee tod-lowry hads without his mou\ When he, to drown them, and his hips to cool>- In limmer days Aides backward in a pool: In Aiort, he did for Pate braw things foretell. 

Without the help of conjuring or fpell. At laft, when weel diverted, he withdrew, Pu’d aff his beard to Symon : Symon knew His welcome mader $ round his knees he gat, Hang at his coat, and fyne, for blythnefs, grat. Patrick was fent for ; happy lad was he l ?.Symon tald Elfpa, Elfpa tald it me. .Ye’ll hear out a’ the fecret dory foon : And troth it’s e’en right odd, when a’ is done. To think how Symon ne’er afore wad tell, Na, no fae meikle as to Pate himfell. Our Meg, poor thing, alake 1 haslodherjo. Mai/. It may be fae ; wha kens i and may be no. To lift a love that’s rooted, is great pain : T Even kings ha’e tane a. queen out o’ the plain ; v !And what has been before, may be again. J Mad. Sic nonfenfe ! love take root, but tocher good, ’Tween a herd’s bairn, and ane o’ gentle blood ! 
[Sic falhions in king Bruce’s days might be ; Tut ficcan ferlies now we never fee. . Mait. Gif Pate forfake her, Bauldy die may gain: ' 'Yonder he comes, and vow but he looks fain ! ’ae doubt he thinks that Peggy’s now his ain. _ Mad. He get her ! flavarin coof; it fets him weel 'o yoke a plough where Patrick thought to teel: 

3 

1 
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Gif I were Meg, I’d let young Mailer fee——. Mau. Ye’d be as dorty in your choice as he. 
Andfo wad I. But wilht, here Bauldy comes. 

Enler BAULDT ftnging. 
Jenny faid to Jocky, gin ye. <winna tell, Tc Jhall be the lad, Vll be the laft my fell; Tc re a bonny lad, and Pm a lajjie free ; Te're tuelcomer to take me than to let me be. 

I trow fae.—LalFes will come to at laft, The.’ fix.a while they maun their fnaw-ba’s calL Ma«. Well, Bauldy, how gaes a’? Baul. Faith unco right: I hope we’ll a’ deep found but ane this night. ls\ad And wha’s the unlucky ane, if we may afk r 
Paul. To find out that is nae difficult talk ; Poor bonny Peggy, whamaun think nae mair On Pate, turn’d Patrick, and Sir William’s heir. Now, now, good Madge, and honeft Maufe, Hand be. While Meg’s in dumps, put in a word for me. I’ll be as kind as ever Pate cou’d prove ; 

JLels wilfu’, and ay conflant in my love. Mar/. As Neps can witnefs, and the bulky thorn. Where mony a time to her your heart was fworn : 
Fy ! Bauldy, blulh, and vows of love regard ; What ither lafswill trow a manfworn herd? The curfe of heaven hings ay aboon their heads. 
That’s ever guilty of lie linfu’.deeds. I’ll ne’er advife my niece faiugray a.gate ; Nor. wiirihe be advis’d, £u? we el 1 wat. 

Baul. Sae gray a gate! manfworn 1' and.a’ the red! Yelee’d, auld roudes—and, in.faith, y’had bell Eat in your words ; elfe I Iball gar ye Hand Wi’ a het face afore the haly hand. Mt:d. Ye’llgai me Hand! Ye Iheveling-gcbbit brock ! Speak that-again, and trembling, dread my rock, 
And ten fharp nails, that, when my hands are in, Can Hyp the Ikin o’ ye!r ebeeksioiit o’er your chin. Baul. I tak ye witnefs, Maufe, ye heard her fay, That I’m manfwarn ;—1 winna let it gae. 
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Mad. Ye’re witnefs too, he ca’d me bonny names, And (hould be ferv’d as his gooitbreeding claim*. 

Ye filthy dog !  
Fleet to his hair like a fury. AJlout battle.—— Maufe endeavours to redd them. 
Mau. Let gang your grips, fy, Madge I howt, Bauldy leen : - 

I wadna wifh this tulzie had been feen; It’s'fae daft like.  
Bauldy gets out of Madge’s clutches ‘with a bleed- ing nofe. 
Mad.  It’s dafter like to thole An ether-cap Hke him to blaw the coal ; It fets him weel, wi’ vile unfcrapit tongue. To call up whether I be auld or yoiing ; They’re aulder yet than I have married been, 

And or they died their bairns bairns have feen. Mau. That’s true ; and Bauldy ye was far to"l blame, / 
To ca* Madge ought but her ain chriften'd name. T Haul. My lugs, my nofe, and noddle finds the fame. J Mad. Auld ro.ides ? filthy fallow ! I fall auld ye. Mau Howt no i—ye’ll e’en be friends wi’ honeft Bauldy. y Come, come, lhake hands; this maun nae farther gae: Ye maun forgie’m. I fee the lad looks wae. Baul. In troth now, Maufe, 1 ha’e at Madge nae fpite : But (he abuiing firfl, was a’ the wite Of what has.happen’d; and (hould therefore crave My p ^5on firft, an<^ (hall acquittance have. A'dad. I crave your pardon ! gallows-face, gae greet, . And own your fimlt to her that ye wad cheat; Gae, or behlafted in your health and gear, ’Till ye learn to perform as well as fwear. Vow, an 1 !owp back !—Was e’er die like heard tell ? 
Swith, tak him de’il, .he’s o’er lang out of hell. 

Bauldy running off. 
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His prefence be about us I cur ft were he 

That were condemn’d for life to live wP thee. 
Exit. Bauldy. 

Madge laughing. 
I think I’ve tow’d his harigalds a wee ; He’ll no foon grein to tell his love to me. 

He’s but a rafcal that would mint to ferve A laflie fae, he does but ill deferve. Mau. Ye tow’d him tightly,—I commend ye for't; His blooding fnout gae me nae little fport : For this forenoon he had that fcant of grace, And breeding baith,—to tell me to my face He hop’d I was a witch, and wadna ftand To lend him in this cafe my helping hand. Mad. A witch !—How had ye patience thisto bear And leave him een to fee, or lugs to hear ? Mau. Auld wither'd hands and feeble joints like mine, Obliges fowk refentment to decline ; Till aft it’s feen, when vigour fails, then we With cunning can the lack of pith fupply. Thus I pat aff revenge till it was dark, Syne bade him come, and we wad gang to wark : I’m fure he’ll keep his trifle ; and i came here. To feek your help, that we the fool may fear. Mad. and fpecial fport we’ll ha’e, as I protcft ; Ye’ll be the witch, and I (hall play the ghaift ; A linen flieet wond round me like ane dead, I’ll cawk my face, and grane, and fhake my head; We’ll fleg him fae, he’ll mint nae mair to gang A-conjuring to do a laflie wrang. (ft Mau. Then let us gae ; for fee, it’s hard on nignt, 
The weftlin clouds fhine red wi’ fettin light. Exeunt. 

SCENE II. 
When birds begin to nod upon the bough ; 
slnd the green fwaird grows damp w? falling dewj 
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While good Sir William is to rejl retir'd. The Gentle Shepherd, tenderly infpir’d, . Walks thro' the broom with Roger ever leel; To meet, to comfort Meg, and tak farcivecl. 

Rog. "XTST©W ! but I’m cadgie ; and my heart 
VV lowps light; O, Mr Patrick ! ay your thoughts were right: Sure gentle fowkare hirer feen than we That naething hae to brag o’ pedigree. My Jenny now, wha brak my heart this morn, Is perfeft yielding,—fwcet,—and nae mair fcorn. I fpake my jnind—{he heard—I fpake again, She fmil’d—I kifs’d—I woo’d, nor woo’d in vain. Pat. I’m glad to hear’t—But O my change this 

day Heaves up my joy, and yet I’m fometimes wae. I’ve found a father, gently kind as brave, 
And an eilate that lifts me ’boon the lave. Wi’looks a’kindnels words that love confeft, "t He a’ the father to my foul expreft, >■ While clofe he hi i tne to his nanlybrealt. J Such were'the eye'*, he faid, thus fmii’d the mouth Of thy lov’d mother, bleffing of my youth ; Whofet too foon !—And while he praife beftow’d, Ado a u his gracefu’ cheeks a torrent flow’d. My new bom joys, and this his tender tale, Did mingle thus, o’er a’ my thoughts prevail; That fpeechlefs lang, my late kend fire I view'd, While guflting tears my panting breaft bedew’d. 
Unufual tranfports made my head turn round, T Whilll I myfell, wi’ rifing raptures found > The happy fon of ane fo much renown’d. J B it he has heard !—To faithful Symon’sfear Has brought my love for Peggy to his ear : Which he forbids.—Ah ! this confounds my peace. While thus to beat my heart fhall fooner ceafe. Rog. How to advife ye, troth I’m at a (land ; But were’t my cafe, ye’d clear it up aff-hand. 
' Pat. Duty, and haflen reafon, plead his caufe : But what cares love for reafon, rules, and laws i 
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Still in my heart my fhepherdefs excels, 
And part of my new happinefs repels. 

SANG XV. Kirk wad let me It. 
Duty and part (f reafon. Pleadflrong on the parent'sfide, "Which love fo fuperior calls treafon. Thejlrongejl muf le obey'd. 
For now tho' I'm ane of the gentry, My conjlancy faljhood repels ; For change in my heart has no entry,. 

Still there my dear Peggy excels. 
Rog. Enjoy them baith.—Sir William will be won V Your Peggy’s bonny;—you’re his only fon. Pat. She’s mine by vows, and ftronger ties of love} And frae thefe bands nae change my mind ihallmove. I’ll wed nane elfe; thro' life I will be true ; But Itiil obedience is a parent’s due. Rog. Is not our mathr and yourfell to ftay Amang us here ?—or are ye gawn away •To’London court, or ither far aff parts, 

To leave your ain poor us wi’ broken hearts ! Pat. To Edinburgh ftraight to-morrow we advance; To London neift ; and afterwards to France, 
Where I muft ftay fome years, and learn to dance, And twa three ither monkey-tricks.—That done I come hame limiting in my red-heel’d (boon. Then it’s dciign’d, when I can weel behave, That I maun be fome petted thing’s dull fiav*» For fome few bags of cafh, that, I wat weel, J nae mair need nor carts do a third wheel. But Peggy; dearer to me than my breath, Sooner than hear fie news, lhall hear my death, Rog. They tvha hae jujl enough can foundlyfleep : 
The o'ercome only fafhes foavk to keep. Good Mr Patrick, tak your ain tale hame. Pat. What w as my morning thought, at night’s the fame ; The poor and rich but differ in the name. 



The GENTLE SHEPHERD. 47 
Content’s the greateft blifs we can procure Frae ’boon the lift.—Without it, kings are poor. 

Rog. But an eltatelike yours yields bravv content. When we but pick it fcantly on the bent : Fine claiths, fait beds, fweet houfes, and red wine. Good cheer, and witty friends, whene’er ye dine j Obeyfant fervants, honour, wealth, and eafe; Wha’s no content wi’ thae, are ill to pleafe. Pat. Sae Roger thinks, and thinks nae far amifs But mony a cloud hings hov’ring o'er the blifs. The paffions rule the road ;—and, if they're four, Like the lean ky, will foon the fat devour. Thefpleen, tint honour, and affronted pride, 
Stang like the fharpeft goads on gentry’, fide. The gout’s and gravels, and the ill dileafe, Are frequented with fowk o’eilaid with eafe ; While o’er the moor the fhepherd, wi’ lefs eafe; Enjoys his fober wifn, and 1 alefome air. Rog. Lord man ! I wonder ay, and it delights My heart, whene’er I hearken to your flights. How gat ye a’ that fenfe, I fain w^d Lar> That I may eafier difappointments bear ? Pat. Frae books the wale of books, I gat fome (kill; Thae bed can teach what’s real good and ill. Ne’er grudge ilk year to ware fome danes of cheefe. To gain thefe filent friends, that ever pleafe. Reg. I’ll do’t, and ye (hall tell me whilk to buy: 
Faith I’fe hae books, tho’ I fhould fell my ky. But now let’s hear how ye’re defign’d to move, Between Sir William’s will, and Peggy’s love. 

Pat. Then here it lies;—his will maun be obey’d; My vows I’ll keep, and die fhall be my bride ; C But I fome time this lad defign maun hide. 3 Keep you the fecret clofe, and leave me here; I lent for Peggy.—Yonder comes my dear. Rog. Pleas’d that ye trud me wi* the fecret, I. 
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P J 7 I E Joins. 

Wi’ what a ftruggle maun I now impart 
My father’s will to her that hads my heart! I ken (he loes; and her faft faul will fink, While it ftands trembling on the hated brink Of difappointment. Heav’n fopport rrty fair, * And let her comfort claim your tender care. ■ 
Her eyes are red 1 

Enter PEGGY. 
 ——My Peggy, why in tears ? Smile as ye wont, allow nae room for fears: Tho’ I’m nae mair a (hepherd, Yet, I’m thine. Peg. I dare na think lae high ; I now repine 
At the unhappy chance, that made nae me A gentle match, or ftill a herd kept thee. Wha can, withouten pain, Re frae the coaft The (hip that bears his all like to be loft ! Like to be carry’d, by fome rover’s hand, j 
Far frae his wifties, to fome diftant land ! Pat. Ne’er quarrel fate, while it wi’ me remains 
To raife thee up, or ftill attend thefe plains. 
My father has forbid our loves, I own : But love’s fuperior to a parent’s frown. I falfehood hate : come kifs thy cares away; I ken to love, as weel as to obey. 
Sir William’s generous ; leave the talk to me, To make ft rift duty and truelove agree. Peg. Speak on !—Speak ever thus, and ftill my grief: But ftiort I dare to hope the fond relief. New thoughts a gentler face will'foon infpire, That wi’ nice air fwims round in filk attire ; Then I, poor me ! wi’ fighs may ban my fate, when the young laird’s nae mair my handfome Pate ; 
Nae mair again to hear fweet tales expreft. By tht blyth {hepherd that excell’d the reft : Nae mair, alake! we’lFon the meadow play. And lin half breathlefs round the rucks of hay ; As aft-times I have fled from thee right fain, And fa’n on purpofe that I might be tane. 
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Nae mair around the Foggy-knoiu I’ll creep. To watch and Hare upon thee while afleep. 
But hear my vow—-’twill help to gi’e me cafe ; May fudden death or deadly fair difeafe, And warft of ills, attend my wretched life. If e’er to ane, but you, I be a wife ! 

S ANG X VI. Woes my heart that we Jhould funder. 
Speak an,—-/peak thus, and f ill my grief ; Hold up a heart that'sfinking under Thefe fears, that foon 'will want relief. When Pate mujl from his Peggy funder ; A gentler face and ftlk attire, 

A lady rich, in beauty’s blojfom, Alake, poor me ! •will now confpire. 
To tear thee from thy Peggy’s bofom. 

No more thejhepherd who excelPd The rejl, whofe noil made them to wonder. Shall now his Peggy’s praifes tell; Ah I can die but never funder. Te meadows where we often fray’d. Ye banks where we were wont to wander, Sweet-frented rucks round which we played, You’ll lofe your fweets when we’re afunder. 
Again, ah ! Jhall l never creep Around the know wi’f lent duty. Kindly to watch thee while afeep, And wonder at thy manly beauty ? Hear, heav’n, while folemnly I vow, Tho’ thou fhouldprove a wand’ring lover, Thro’ life to thee 1Jhallprove true. 

Nor be a wife to any other. 
Pat. Sure heav’n approves—and be affur’d o’ me, I’ll near gang back o’ what I’ve fworn to thee : And time, tho’ time maun interpofe a while, 

And I maun leave my Peggy and this ifle j 
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Yet time, nordtftance,. J.V,e f? ire ft. fac5» . 
) t there's a fairer, e’er fiK.il fjl thy pi^ce. IM hate my lifing fortune, fhou’d it move i i a fair foundation of our faithfu’love, 
if at my feci; were crowns and fceptres laid, 
To bribe my foul irae thee, dclightfu’ i;.r.id i For thee I’d foon leave tnele inferior tilings, To fic asha’e the patience to be kings——  Wherefore that tear ? Believe, and calm thy mind. /'er. I greet for joy, to hear thy words fae kind. When ; pes wereTunk, and nought but mirk defpair 
Made me think life was little worth my care, My heart was like to bur)! ; but now I fee 
Thy generous thoughts will fave thy love for me; WT patience, then. I’ll wait each wheeling year, Hope time away, till thou with joy appear; a’ iLe while I’ll fludy geiitier charms, '•Vi icak me fitter for my trav’llerVarms. 
: hi gain on uncle Gland ;—he’s far frae fool, \ r;(i will not grudge to put me thru’ ilk fchool j 
Where I may manners learn-——-     

SANG XVII. Tweed-/,Je. 

When hope was quite funk in defpair, My heart it was going to break ; 
My life appear'd worthtefs my care. But now 1 will fav'tfor thy fake. Where'er my love travels by day, Wherever he lodges by night. 
With me his dear imageJhallflay. And my foul keep him ever in fight. 
With patience I'll iifhit the long year, And fudy the gentlefl charms ; Hope time away, till thou appear To lock thee for ay in thofearns. Whiljl thou was afhepherd, I priz'd No higher degree in this life ; Hut now I'll endeavour to rife To a height ilai's becoming thy wife. 
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For beanky, flat's only Jl.'in deep, Mujl fade l.he the goivans May ; 
Flit inwardly rooted, will keep Foe ever, without a die ay. Nor age, nor the changes of life. Can quench the fair Jire of love, If virtue’s ingrain’d in the wife, And the hujland ha’efthfe to approve. 

Pat. That’s wifely faid ; 
And what he wares that way ihall be weel paid. Tho’ without a’ the little helps of art. Thy native fweets might gain a Prince's heart: Yet now, left in our Ration we offend, We muft learn modes to innocence unkend ; Affedt aftimes to like the thing we hate, And drap ferenity, to keep up ftate : Laugh, when we’re fad; fpeak, when we’ve nought to fay ; And, for the faftiion, when we’re blyth, feem wac ; Pay compliments to them we aft hae fcorn’d, Then fcandalize them when their backs are turn’d. Peg. If this is gentry, I had rather be What I am ftillbut I’ll be ought wi’ thee. Pat. No, no, my Peggy, I but only jeft Wi’ gentry’s apes; for ftill amangft the beft Gude manners gi’e integrity a bleez, When native virtues join the arts to pleafe. Peg Since wi’ nae hazard, and fae fma’ expence. My lad frae books can gather ficcan fenfe, Then why, ah ! why Ihould the tempeftuous fea Endanger thy dear life and frighten me ? Sir William’s cruel, that wad force his fort, For watna-whatj, fae great a rifkto run Pat. There is nae doubt but trav'ling does improve? Yet I would ftiun it for thy fake, my love. But foon as I’ve (hook off mylandart call In foreign cities, hame to thee I’ll hafte. Peg. Wi’ ev’ry fetting day, and riling morn, I'U kneel to heaven, and a fit thy fafe return. 
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Under that tree, and on the Suckler Brae, 
Where aft we wont, when bairns, to rin and play ; And to the Plihel-ihaw, where firll ye vow’d Ye wad be mine, and I as eithly trow’d, 
1’il aften gang, and tell the trees and flow’rs, Wi’ joy, that they’ll bear witneft I am yours. 

SANG XVIII. Bujh aboon Traquair, 
At fettin day, and rifing m6rn, Wi* foul that JlillJhall love thee. 
I'll ajh of heav'n thy fafe return, W? a* that can improve thee. Pll vi/it aft the Birkeu-hujh, Where JirJl thou kindly laid me Sweet tales of love, and hid my blujh 

IVhilft round thou did inf aid me. 
To a’ our hants 1 will repair. 

To Grtenwood-Jhaw or fountain. Or where the fmmerAay Pd flare Wi thee upon yon mountain. There will 1 tell the trees andfiow’rs From thoughts unfeign’d and tender. 
By vows you're mine, by love is yours A heart which cannot wander. 

Pat. My dear allow me, frae thy temples fair, A (hining ringlet of thy flowing hair; Which as a fample of each lovely charm, I’ll aften kifsand wear about my arm. Peg. Wer’t in my pow's wi’ better boons to pleafe, I’d gie the l eft"! cou’d wi’ the fame eafe; Nor wad 1 if thy luck had fall’n to me, 'Been in a jot lefs generous to thee. Pat. I doubt it not; but fnjce we’ve little time, 
To ware’t on w ords wad border on a crime ; 
Love’s fafter meaning better is expreft, When it’s wi’ kifles on the ’ eart impreft. 

End of the Fourth Act. 
Exeunt. 
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ACT V* 
SCENE I. 

Sf: ho to poor Bauldyflares likt ant pojfejt, And roars up Symon frae bis kindly rtjl. Ban l\fd, wi’ night-cap and unbutton’d coat. 
See the auld man comes forward to the fot. 

»Sym, HAT vvant-ye, Bauldy, at this early hour, 
V V While drowfy fleep keeps a* beneath its pow’r ? t Far to the north the fcant approaching light 3 .Stands equal ’twixt the morning and the night. 

iWhat gars ye (hake and glowr, and look fae wan ? ■Tour teeth they chatter, hair like bridles (land. Baul. O len me foon fome water, milk, or ale ; ■(My head’s grown giddy,—legs wi’ (baking fail; I’ll ne’er dare venture forth at night my lane: Alake ! I’ll never be myfell again. I’ll ne’er o’erput it ! Symon ! O Symon ! O ! 
Symoa gives him a drink. 

Sym. What ails thee, gowk! to mak fae loud ado l You’ve wak’d Sir William ; he has left his bed ; He comes, I fear, ill-pleas’d, I hqar his tred. 
Enter Sir WILLIAM. 

S. Wil. How goes the night ? Does day light yet appear ? Symon your very timeoufly afteer. Sym. I’m forry, Sir, that we’ve difturb’d your reft: ) Sut fome ftrange thing has Bauldy’s fp’rit oppreft ; C rie’s feen fome witch, or wreftled wi’ a gaift. J Baul. O ay, dear fir, in troth it’s very true ; 
id I am come to make my plaint to you. 

E 3 
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Sir WILLIAM failing. 

I lang to hear’t  Baul. Ah, Sir! The witch ca’d Maufe, That wins aboon the mill amang the haws, Firll promis’d that (he’d help mewi’ her art, To gain a bminy thrawart laffie’s heart. As (he had tryfted, I met wi’er this night; 
But may nae friend o' mine get fic a fright! For the curs’d hag, inftead o’ doing me good (The very thought o’t’s like to freeze my blood! ) 
R ais’d up a ghaift, or de’il, I kenna whilk. Like a dead corfe, in (beet as white as milk : Black hands it had, and face as wan as death. Upon me faft the witch and it fell baith. And gat me down ; while I, like a great fool. Was labour’d as I wont to be at fchool. 
My heart out o’ its hool was like to loup; I pithlefs grew wi’ fear, and had nae hope. Till wi’ an elritch laugh, they vanifh’d quite ; Syne I, haff dead wi’ anger, fear, and fpite. Crap up, and fled ftraight frae them, Sir to you. Hoping your help to gie the dtil his due. I’m fure my heart will ne’er gie o’er to dunt. Till in a fat tar-barrel Maufe be burnt. S. Wil. Well, Rauldy, whate’er’s juft (hall granted 

be; Let Maufe be brought this morning down to me t Baul. Thanks to your honour; foon (hall I obey. 
But firft I’ll Roger raife, and twa three mae. To catch her fall, ere (he get leave to fqueel. 
And call her cantrips that bring up the de’il. Exit Bauldy. 

5. Wil. Troth, Symon, Banldy’s more afraid than hurt. 
The witch and ghailt have made themfelves good fport What filly notions crowd the clouded mind, That is, through want of education, blind ! Sym. But does your honour think there’s nae fic thing. 
As witches railing de’ils up through a ring. 
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Sync playing tricks ? a thoufand I cou'd tell, Cou’d never be contriv’d on this fide hell. S. JVil. Such as, the devil’s dancing on a moor Amongft a few old women craz’d and poor. Who are rejoic’d to fee him frilk and loup O’er braes and bogs, wi’ candles in his dowp j Appearing fometimes like a black horn’d cow. Aft-times like Bawtys, Badrans, or a fow: Then wi’ his train thro’ airy paths to glide, While on their cats, or clowns, $>r broom-ftaffs ride ; Or in an egg-fhell (kirn out o’er the main, To drink their leader’s health in France or Spain : Then aft by night bumbafe hard hearted fools. By tumbling down their eup-boards, chairs, aad ftools >• Whate’er’s in fpclls, or if there witches be. Such whimfies feem the moft abfurd to n»e. Sym. It’s true enough, we ne’er heara that a witch Had either meikle fenfe, or yet was rich; But Maufe, tho’ poor, is a fagacious wife. And lives a quiet and very honeft life ; That gars me think this hoblefhew that’s paft, W^ill land in naething but a joke at lait. S. IVtl. I’m fure it will:—hut fee, increafmg light Commands the imps of darktrefs down to night; Bid raife my fervants, and my horfe prepare, Whiltt I walk, out to take the morning air. 

SANG XIX. Bonny grey-ey’d morn. 
The lonny grey-ey'd morn begins to peep, /hid darkneftfiles before the rifing ray .* The hearty hindfiarts from his lazy fleep. To follow healthful labours of the day ; 
IVitbcut a guilty fling to wrinkle his brow : The lark and the linnet 'tend his levee, Ami he joins their concert, driving his plow, From toil of grimace andpageantry free. 
While fiuficr'd with wine, or madden'd with loft 

Of half an efiale, the prey of a main, 
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The drunkard andgamejter tumble and iofi, IViJhingfor calmnefs and/lumber in vain. 
Be my portion health and quietneft of mind, Plac'd at due di/lance from partus andjlate, Where neither ambition nor avarice blind. Reach him <who hat happiriefs link'd to hit fate. 

Exeunt. 
SCENE If. 

White Peggy laces up her bofom fair, Wi’ a Hue fnood, Jenny binds up her hair : , Claud 1} his morning ingle takes a, beck, '? he rifr.g funfhines motty thro’ilst reek ; 
si pipe hit mouth, the lajfes plfafe his een, uir.d aoz j and then his joke maun intervene. 

Gla. T Wift, my bairn*, it may keep fair or night; 
X Ye dinna ufe he foon to fee the light. Nae doubt, now, ye intend to mix the thrang, Tu tr.k your leave of Patrick or he gang. 

But do ypu think, that now, when he’s a laird That he poorjandwart laffes will regard ? Jen. Tho’ he’s young mailer now, I’m very fure He has mair fenfe than flight auld friends, tho’ poor. But yefterday he ga'e us mony a tug. And kifs’d my coufin there frae lug to lug. Gla. Ay, ay, nae doubt o’t, and he'lldo’t again; But be advis’d, his company refrain : Before, he as a fhephei d fought a wife, Wp her to live a chafle and frugal life; But how grown gentle, foon he will forfake 6k' • odly thoughts, and brag of being a rake. Peg. A rake 1 what’s that ?—Sure if it means ought ill, He’ll never be’t; elfe I hae tint my /kill. Gla. Daft laffie, ye ken nonght of the affair; Ane young and good and gentle’s unco rare. A rakers a gracelefs fpark, that thinks nae fhame Vo do what like of us thinks fin to name : 
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Sic are fae void of fliatne, they’ll never (lap To brag how aften they hae had the clap. They’ll tempt young things,like you, wi’youdithflufli’d, 

! Syne mak ye a’their jeft, when ye’re debauch’d. 
Be wary then, I fay; and never gl’e Encouragement, or hour’d wi’ fic as he. Peg. Sir William’s virtuous, and of gentle blood ; And may not Patrick too, like him, be good ? 

l Gla. That’s true; and mony gentry mae than he. As they were wifer, better are than we; . But thinner fawn : They’re fae puft up wi’ pride* There’s mony of them mocks ilk haly guide, That thaws the gate to heaven.—I’ve heard my fell, , Some o’ them laugh at doomlday, fin, and hell, 
i _ Watch o’er us, father! heh! that's very odd, \ Sure him that doubts a doomfday, doubts a God. Gla. Doubt! why, they neither doubt, nor judge', nor think. Nor hope, nor fear; but curfe, debauch, and drink ! „ But I’m no faying this, as if 1 thought That Patrick to lie gates will e’er be brought. Peg. The Lord forbid! Na, he kens better things: But here comes aunt; her face fame ferly. brings, 

Enter MADGE. 
Marl. Hafte, hade ye: we’re a’ fent - jr o’er the gate. To hear, and help to redd fame odd debate ; *Tween Maufe and Bauldy,• 'bout fome witchcraft fpel!. 

At Symon’s houfc : the knight fits judge himfell. G a. Lend me my ilaff:—Madge, lock the outer- 
door, ’ . And bring the laffes wi’ ye : I’ll ftep before. 

Exit Gland. 
Mad Poor Meg! Look Jenny, was the like e’erieen? " How bleer’d and ree wi’ greeting look her een ! Taj’s day her brankari wooer taka his horfe. To ftrut a gentle fparkat Edinburgh Grafs; 

To,change his lent, cut frae the branchy' plain. For a nice fword, and glancing-headed cane; To leave his ramdiorn fpoons, and kitted whey, For gentler tea, that fmells like new-won hay; 
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To leave the green-fwaird dance, when we gae milk. To ruftle ’mang the beauties clad in filk. But Meg, poor Meg! tnaun wl’ the Ihepherds ftay, Andtak whht God will fend, in hodden-gray. Peg. Dear aunt,what needs ye fafh us wi' ycur fcorn? It’s no m.y faut that I'm nae gentler born. Gif I the daughter of fome laird had been, I ne’er had notic’d Patie on the green. Now fiiice he riles, why Ihould I repine? If he’s made for anithcr, he’ll ne’er be mine; And. then, the like has been, if the decree Deiigns him mine, I yet his wife maybe. Mad. A bonny tlory trouth !■—but we delay : 
Prin up your aprons baith, and come away. Exeunt, 

SCENE III. 
S\r Wducm Jills the tiva-arm'd chair, While Symon, Roger, Glaud, and Maufe, Attend, and nui’ loud laughter hear Deft Battldy bluntly plead his caufe : 
Foe nov.';/ 's teil'd him that the taivfe Was handled by revengeful Madge, Eecaufe he brah good-breeding’s laws, Ana vn' his nonfenfe rais'd their rage. 

S. Wit. A ND was that all ? Well, Bauidy, 
-LA. ye was lerv’d No otherwife than what ye well deferv’d. Vt as it f > frr.all a matter to defame, And thus abufe an honell woman’s name ? Betides your going about to have betray’d, 

By perjury, an innocent young maid. Raul. Sir, I confefs my fault thro’ a’ the Heps, And ne’er again lhall be untrue to Neps. dlait. Thus far, Sir, he oblig'd me on the fcore, I kend »a that they thought me tic before. Paul. An’t like your honour, I believ’d it we£l; 
But trowth I was e’en doilt to feck the de'il: Yet, wi’ your henohr’s leave, tho’ tiie’s nae witch. 
She’s baith a flee and reveiigefu’ —  
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And that my fome-pJace finds :—but I had beft 
Had in my tongue; for yonder comes the ghaift, | And the young bonny witch, whofe rone cheek, I Sent me, without my wit, the de’il to feck. 

J-nter MADGE, PEGG2‘, and JENNY. 
Sir William looking at Peggy. 

• Whofe daughter’s (he that wears th’ Aurora gown. With face fa fair, and looks a lovely brown : j1 How fparkling are her eyes! what’s this 1 find ? » The girl brings all my lifter to my mind. Such \\\re the features once adorn’d a face, 
| Which death tpo fobn depriv’d of fweeteft grace. 5 Is this your daughter, Gla.yd 1—— ' G/a. — Sir, (he’s my niece,——- 

, And yet (he’s notBut I fliou’d hald my peace. ' S. JVil. This is a contradidlion ; What d’ye mcan ? Slic Is and is uqt! pray thee, Glaud, explain. Gla. Becaufe I doubt, if I Ihou’d mak appear 3 'What I ha’e kept a fecret thirteen year— ; Man. You may reveal what I can fully clear. I 5. W'tl. Speak foon; I’m all impatience— Pat.  So am I! For much I hope, and hardly yet know why.’ 
Gla. Then, fmee my mafter orders, I obey. This bonny fundling, ae clear morn o’ May, | Clofe by the lee fide of my door 1 found, ! All fweet and clean, and carefully haptrouhd, - 1 In infant-weeds of rich and gentle make, li What cou’d they be, thought I, did thee forfake ? Wh?, warfe than brutes, cou’d leave expos’d to air Sae much of innocence, fae fweetly fair, . 

Sae helplefs young ? for Ihe appear’d to me J Only about twa towmonds auld to be. 
1 took her in my arms ; the bairny fmil’d Wi’ fic a look, wad made a favage mild. 1 hid the ftory : She has paft fincefyne Asa poor orphan, and a niece of mine. Nor do I rue my care about the wean, For Ih'e’s wtel worth the pains that I hae tane. 
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Ye fee flic’s bonny; I can fwear (he’s good. And am right fure flie comes of gentle blood: Of whom I kenna. Naething mair, Than what I to your honour now declare. 

S. IVU. This tale feems ftrange !  Pat.   The tale delights iriine ear. 
S. Wil. Command your joys, young man, till truth appear. 
Mau. That be my talk.—Now, Sir, bid a* be hulh; Peggy may fmile-thou haft nae caufe to bluftTj Langha’e I wifh’dto fee this happy day. 

That I might fafely to the truth gi’e way ; That I may now Sir William Worthy name, The beft and neareft friend that (he can claim: He faw’t at firft, and wi’ quick eye did trace His filter’s beauty in her daughter's face. ffay; 
S. Wil. Old woman, do not rave;—prove what ye 

*Tis dangerous in affairs like this to play. Pat. What reafon, Sir, can an auld woman have To tell a lie, when Ihe’s fae near her grave ? But how, or why, it flrou’d be truth, I grant I every thing, that looks like reafon, want. Omnes. The ftory’s odd! we with we heard it out. 5. Wil. Make hafte, good woman, and refolve each 
doubt. 

Maufe gots forward, leading Peggy to Sir William. 
JHatu Sir, view me weel: has fifteen years fo plow’d A wrinkled face that you have aften view’d. That here I as an unknown ftranger Hand, If Who nurft her mother that now holds my hand ? > Yet ftronger proofs I’ll gi’e, if you demand. j S. Wil. Ha! honeft nurfe, where were my eyes before? I know thy faithfulnefs, and need no more ; Yet, from the lab’rinth to lead out my mind. Say, to expofe her, who was fo unkind ? 

Sir William embraces Peggy, and makes herfit by him. 
Yes, furely thou’rt my niece; truth muft prevail: But no more words till Maufe relate her tale. 
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Pat. Good nurfe, ga’e on ; nae mufic’s haff fae fine, Or can gie pleafure like thefe words of thine. Mau Then it was I that fav'd her infant-life, ■ Her death being threaten’d by an uncle’s wife. The (lory’s lang, but I the fecret knew, How they purfu’d, wi’ avaricious view, Her rich eftate, of which they’re now pofleft : All this to me a confidant confeft. I heard wi’ horror, and wi’ trembling dread. They’d fmoor the i'akelefs orphan in her bed That very night, when a’ were funk in reft, At midnight-hour, the floor I faftly preft, , And Hole the fleeping innocent away ; ; Wi’ whom I travell’d fome few miles ere day: | All day I hid me;—when the day was done, i| I kept my journey lighted by the moon, 

i Tilleaftward fifty miles I reach'd thefe plains, J Where needfu’ plenty glads your chearfu’ fwains;' • 'Afraid of being found out, I to fecure ( My charge, e’en laid her at this (hepherd’s door, 
^ And took a neighbouring cottage here, that I, Whate’er fhou’d happen to her, might be by. I Here honed jGlaud himfell, and Symon, may |Remember weel, how I that very day, Frae Roger’s father took my little crove. 

Gland, with tears of joy hopping down his heard.' 
I weel remember’t: Lord reward your love : Xang ha’e I wifti’d for this : for aft 1 thought ..Sic knowledge fometime (hou’d about be brought. Pat, It’s now a crime to doubt;—my joys are full,'. Wi’ due obedience to my parent's will. 5>ir, wi’ paternal love furvey her charms, (And blame me not for ruffling to her arms. She’s mine by vows; and wou'd, tho’ftillunknown, 
Have been my wife, when I my vows'durft own. S. Wil. My niece! my daughter! welcome to my oweet image of thy mother, good and fair, [care ;; Equal with Patrick. Novy my greateft aim 
Shall be, to aid your joys, and well-match’d flame.' vly boy, receive her from your father’s hand, 
jVrith as good will as either would demayd. 
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Patie and Peggy embrace, and ineel to Sir William. Pat. Wi’ as much joy this blefikig I receive. 

As ane wad life, that’s (inking in a wave. 
Sir William raifcs them. 1 give you both my bleffing : May your love Produce a happy race, and (fill improve. 

Peg. My wadies are complete—my joys arife* While I’m half dizzy wi’ the blell furprife. And am I then a match for my ain lad, That for me fo much generous kindnefs had ? Lang may Sir William blefs the happy plains, .Happy while heaven grant he on them remains. Pat. Be lang our guardian, ftill our mafter be, 1 We’ll only ei ave what you (hall pleafe to gi’e : > Th’ eftate be yours, my Peggy’s ane to me. J G/a. 1 hope your honour now will tak amends Of them that fought her life for wicked ends. 5. Id’ll. The bafe unnatural villain foon (hall know, That eyes above watch the affairs below. I’ll ftrip him foon of all to her pertains, And make him reimburfe his ill-got gains. Peg. To me the views of wealth and an eftate. Seem light when put in balance wi’ my Pate: . For his fake only, I’ll ay thankfu’ bow For fuch a kindnefs, belt of men, to you. Sym. What double blythnefs wakens up this day ? I hope now, Sir, you’ll no foon hade away. 
Shall I unfaddle your horfe, and gar prepare A dinner for. ye of hale country fare ? See how much joy Unwrinkles- every brow; Our looks hing dn the twa, and doat on you : Even Bauldy the bewitch’d has quite forgot 
Fell Madge’s taz, and pawky Maufe’s plot. S. iVil Kindly old man, remain with you this dayi, 1 never from thefe fields again will ftray: 
Mal ms ai d weights (hall foon my houfe icpair. And bufy g; rd'ners fhall new planting rear : 
My father’s hearty table you foon {hall fee Reitor’d, and irty belt hiends rejoice with m^. jjm. That’s the belt news T heard this twenty year ; 
New day breaks up, rough times beg n to clear. Gla. God lave mekiiiK, and fave Sir William lang, 
T’ enjoy their ain, and raiie th* (hepherd’* fang. 
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Rog. Wha winna dance ? wha will refufe to fing What {hepherd’s whiftle winna hit the fpring ? Bauf. I’m friends wi’ Maufe,—wi’ very Madge I’m Altho’ they fleelpit me when woodly Hied ; (’greed, I’m now fu’ blyth, and frankly can forgive, To join and fing Lang may Sir William live. Mad. Lang may he live :—and, Bauldy,learn to Reek Your gab a wee, and think before you {peak, And never ca’ herauld that wants a man, Elfe ye may foon fome witch’s fingers ban. This day I’ll wi’ the youngeft of ye rant, And brag for ay, that I was ca’d the aunt Of our young lady,—my dear bonny bairn ! 
Peg- Nae ither name I’ll ever for you learn.-— And, my good nurfe, how lhall I gratefu’ be. For a'thy matchlefs kindnefs done to me? Mau. The flowing pleafures of this happy day 

Does fully all I Can require repay. S. IVil.To faithful Symon,and kind Glaud,to you, Ti And to your heirs, I give an endlefs feu, L The mailens ye poflefs, as juftly due. J For afling like kind fathers to the pair, Who have enough befides, and thefe can fpare, Maufe, ir* my houfe in calmnefs clofe your days With nought to do but fing'your Maker’s praife. Omnes. The Lord of heaven return your honour’s lovrj Confirm your joys, and a’your blelhngs toove. 
Patie, prefenting Roger to Sir William. 

Sir, here’s my trufty friend, that always fliar’d My bofom-fecrets, e’re I was a laird; Claud’s daughter Jannet'( Jenny, think na flitfine} Rais’d and maintains in him a lover’s flame : Lang was he dumb1; at laft he fpake and won. And hopes to be pur honeft uncle’s fon ; Be pleas’d to fpeak to Glaud for his confent, 
That nane m.iy wear a face of difeontent. S. IVil Myfon’s demand is fair.—Glaud,let nhecmye. That trufly Roger may your daughter have, With frank confent; and while he does remain Upon thefe fields, I make him chamberlain. Gla. You crowd yourbounties. Sir; whatcan wefay, ~i But that we’re dyvours that can ne’er repay ; L 
Whate’er your honour wifls, I (hall obey. J Roger, my daughter, -vi’ my blefung, tak, . And Hill our matter's right your bufincfs mak. 
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Pleafehim, be faithfu’, and this auld gray head 
Shall nod wi’ quietnefs down amang the dead- Rog. I ne’er was good at fpeaking a’ my days. Or ever loo’d to mak o’er great a fiaife : But for my‘mafter, father, and my wife, 
I will employ the cares of a’ my life. 

S. Wil. My friends, I’m fatisfy’d you’ll all behave^ Each in his ttation, as I’d wifh or crave. 
Be ever virtuous ; foon or late you’ll find Reward, and fatisfaftion to your mind. The maze of life fometimes looks dark and wild ; And oft when hopes are higheft, we’reheguil’d : 
Oft when we liand on brinks of dark dtfpair, "V Some happy tum, with joy, difptls our care. V Now all’s at rights, who lings beft, let me hear. J Peg. When you demand, I readieft Ihould obey ; 
I’ll fing you ane the neweft that 1 hae. 

SANG XIX. Corn Rigs are bonny. 
mind is never muddy : His breath is fweeter than new hay. His face is fair and ruddy. 

His Jhape is hdndfome middle fixe ; He's comely in his walking ; The/Lining of his een firprife ; 
It's heaven to hear him tailing. 

Lrjl night I met him on a bawl, IVhere yellow com. was grq.wing : There many a kindly word he fpake. That let my heart a-glowing. 
He kifs'd, and vow'd he wad be mint. And loo'd.me beft of ony ; That gars me like tojingfmfyne, 0-corn-rigs are bonny. 
Let leffcs of a fdly mind Refufe what maijl they're wanting !. 
Since we for yielding are defgn’d, JVe daftly Jhould be granting. Then PI! comply, and marry PATE ; Andfyne my cockernony 
He's free to t ouzel air or late, IVhere corn-rigs are bonny. [Exeunt Omnes. 

'a tie is a lover gay, 

FINIS. 
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