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T O 
The Right Honourable 

SUSANNA; 

Countess ofEGLINTOUN. 

HE love of approbation, and a defire to pleafe 
the beft, have ever encouraged the Poets to 

finifh their defigns with chearfulncfs. But, confcious 
of their own inability to oppofe a florin of fpleen, and 
haughty ill nature, it is generally an ingenious cuftora 
amongfl them to chufe fbme honourable fhade. 

Wherefore I beg leave to put my Paftoral under 
your Ladyfhip’s protection. If my Patronefs fays, the 
Shepherds fpeak as they ought, and that there are fe- 
veral natural flowers that beautify the rural wild; I 
fhall have good reafon to think myfelf fafe from the 
aukward cenfure of fome pretending judges that con- 
demn before examination. 

I am fare of vafl numbers that will croud into your 
Ladyfhip’s opinion, and think it their honour to agree 
in their fentiments with the Countefs of Eglintoun, 
whofe penetration, fuperior wit, and found judgment 
fhine with an uncommon luflre, while accompanied with 
the diviner charms of goodnefs and equality of mind. 

Madam, 

If 
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If it were not for offending only your Ladyfhip, 

here, Madam, I might give the fullefl liberty to my 
Mufe to delineate the fineft of women, by drawing your 
Ladyfliip’s character, and be in no hazard of being 
deemed a flatterer; lince flattery lies not in paying 
what is due to merit, but in praifes mifplaced. 

Were I to begin with your Ladyfliip’s honourable 
birth and alliance, the field is ample, and prefents us 
with numberlefs, great and good patriots, that have 
dignified the names of Kennedy and Montgomery. 
Be that the care of the Herauld and Hiftorian: ’tis 
perfonal merit, and the heavenly fweetnefs of the Fair, 
that infpire the tuneful lays. Here every Lefbia muft 
be excepted, whofe tongues give liberty to the flaves, 
which their eyes had made captives. Such may be 
flattered; but your Ladyfhip juftly claims our admira- 
tion and profoundefl refpeft: for whilft youarepofleft 
of every outwarchcharm in the mofl perfeft degree, the 
never-fading beauties of wifdom and piety, which a- 
dorn your Ladyfhip’s mind, command devotion. 

All this is very true, cries one of better fenfe than 
good nature; but what occafion have you to tell us the 
fun fhines, when we have the ufe of our eyes, and feel 
his influence ? Very true; but I have the liberty 
to ufe the Poet’s privilege, which is, ‘To fpeak what 
‘ every body thinks.’ Indeed there might be fome 
flrength in the reflexion, if the Idalian regifters were 
of as fhort duration as life: but the Bard, who fondly 

hopes 
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hopes immortality, has a certain praife-worthy plea- 

sure, in communicating to pofterity the fame of di- 
ftinguiftied characters 1 write this laft fentence 
with a hand that trembles between hope and fear; but 
if I (hall prove fo happy as to plealc your Ladylhip in 
the following attempt, then all my doubts (hall vanifh 
like a morning vapour; I (hall hope to be clafled with 
Taflb and Guarini, and ling with Ovid, 

If 'tis allow'd to Poets to divine. 
One half of round eternity is tnine. 

0 
Madam, 

Pour Ladyjhip's 
Mojl obedient. 

And mojl devoted Servant, 
Allan Ramsay. 

rp 



TO THE 
Countess of EGLINTOUN, 

With the following 
PASTORAL. 

ACCEPT, O Eglintoun! the rural lays. 
That, bound to thee, thy duteous Poet pays. The mufe, that oft has rais’d her tuneful {trains, 

A frequent guefl: on Scotia’s blifsful plains. That oft has fung, her lift’ning youth to move. 
The charms of beauty, and the force of love. Once more refumes the ftill fuccefsful lay. Delighted, thro’ the verdant meads to ftray: O! come, invok’d, and pleas’d, with her repair, 
To breath the balmy fweets of purer air; In the cool ev’ning negligently laid. Or near the dream, or in the rural fliade. Propitious hear, and, a? thou hear’ft approve The Gentle Shepherd’s tender tale of love. Learn from thele feenes what warm and glowing fires. 
Inflame the breaft that real love infpires. Delighted read of ardours, fighs, and tears; 
All that a lover hopes, and all he fears: Hence too, what paflions in his bofom rife. What dawning gladnefs fparkles in his eyes. When firft the fair one does hfx hate relent. 
And blulhing beauteous fmiles the kind confent. Love’s paflion here in each extreme is fhow’n, 
In CHARLor’sfmile, or in Maria’s frown. With words like thefe, that fail’d not to engage, Lovccourted beauty in a golden age. Pure and untaught, fuch nature firll infpir’d, Ere yet the fair affedted phrafe defir’d. 
His fecret thoughts were undifguis’d with art. 
His words, ne’er knew to differ from his heart. 

He 
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He fpeaks his loves fo artlefs and fincere. 
As thy Eliza might be pleas’d to hear. 

Heaven only to the Rural State bellows 
Conqueft o’er life, and freedom from its woes; Secure alike from envy, and from ca.j, Nor rais’d by hope, nor yetdeprefl by fear; Nor want’s lean hand its happinefs conftrains. 
Nor riches vexes with ill-gotten gains. No fecret guilt its lledfalt peace deltroys. No wild ambition interrupts its joys. 
Blell Hill to fpend the hours that heav’n has lent. 
In humble goodnefs, and in calm- content. 
Serenely gentle, as the thoughts that roll, Sinlefs and pure in fair Humeia’s foul. But now the Rural State thefe joys has loft. Even Swains no more that innocence can boaft. Love fpeaks no more what beauty may believe. Prone to betray, and praftis’d to deceive. 
Now Happinefs forfakes her bleft retreat. The peaceful dwellings where Ihe fixt her feat. The plealing fields Ihe wont of old to grace. Companion to an upright, fober race; When on the funny hill or verdant plain. 
Free and familiar with the fons of men, To crown the pleafures of the blamelds feaft, She uninvited came a welcome gueft: Ere yet an age, grown rich in impious arts. Brib’d from their innocence, incautious hearts, Then grudging hate, and finful pride fucceed. Cruel revenge, and falfe unrighteous deed ; Then dow’rlefs beauty loft the pow’r to more; The ruft of lucre ftain’d the gold of love. Bounteous no more, and hofpitably good The genial hearth firft blufh’d with ftranger’s blood. .The friend no more upon the friend relies. 
And femblant falfhood puts on truth’s difguife. 
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The peaceful houfliold fill’d with dire alarms, 

The ravifh’d virgin mourns her flighted charms; 
The voice of impious mirth is heard around; In guilt they feall, in guilt the bowl is crown’d. Unpunifli’d violence lords it o’er the plains. 
And Happinefs forfakes the guilty fwains. Oh Happinels! from human fearch retir’d. 
Where art thou to be found, by all defir’d? 
Nun fober and devout, why art thou fled ! To hide in (hades thy meek contented head ? Virgin'of afpedt mild! ah why unkind, 
Fly’ft thou difpleas’d the commerce of mankind ? O! teach our fteps to find the fecret cell, Where with thy Sire content thou lov’fl: to dwelL 
Or fay, doft thou a duteous handmaid wait Familiar, at the chambers of the great ? 
Dofl: thou purfue the voice of them that call Tonoify revel, and to midnight ball? On the full banquet when we feaft our foul, Doft thou infpire the mirth, or mix the bowl ? Or with the induftrious planter doft thou talk, Converfing freely in an evening-walk ? 
Say, does the Miler e’er thy face behold. Watchful and ftudious of the treafur’d gold ? 
Seeks Knowledge, not in vain, thy much-Iov’d pow’r. 
Still mufing filcnt at the morning-hour ? May we thy prefence hope in war’s alarms. The Statefman’s wifdom, or the Fair-one’s charms ? In vain our flattering hopes our fteps beguile. 
The flying good eludes the fearcher’s toil: 
In vain we feek the city or the cell; Aloae with virtue knows the pow’r to dwell. Nor need mankind defpair thefe joys to know. 
The gift themfelves may on themfelves beftow. Soon, foon we might the precious blefling boaft; 
Hut many palfions muft the bldEnfi coft; Infernal 
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Infernal malice, inly pining hate, 
And envy grieving at another’s ftate. Revenge no more muft in our hearts remafri, 
Or burning luft, or avarice of gain. When thefe are in the human bofom nurft. Can Peace refide in dwellings fo accurft ? Unlike, OEglintoun! thy happy-bread, Calm and fcrene, enjoys the heavenly gueft; From the tumultuous rule of paffions freed, Pure in thy thought, and fpotlefs in thy deed. In virtues rich, in goodnefs unconfin’d, Thou fhin’ft a fair example to thy kind; Sincere and equal to thy neighbour’s fame. How Iwift to praife, how obdinate to blame ? Bold in thy prefence balhful Senfe appears. And backward Merit lofes all its fears. Supremely bled by heav’n, heav’n’s riched grace Confed is thine an early blooming race, Whofe pleafant fmiles dial! Guardian Wifdom arm, Divine indrudlion ! taught of thee to charm. What tranfports diall they to thy foul impart! 
(The confcious tranfports of a Parent’s heart.) When thou beholds them of each grace poffed, 
And fighing youths imploring to be bled, After thy image form’d, with charms like thine, Or in the vifit, or the dance to diine. Thrice happy! who fucceed their mothers praife. The lovely Eglintouns of other days. Mean while perufe the following tender fceues. And liden to thy native Poet’s drains. In antient garb the home bred Mufe appears, The garb our Mufes wore in former years. As in a glafs refle&ed, here behold » How fmiling Goodnefs look’d in days of old. Nor blufh to read where beauty’s praife is fhown, And virtuous love, the likenefs of thy own; 

While 
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While midft the various gifts that gracious heav’n. Bounteous to thee, with righteous hand has given; Let this, O Eglintoun, delight thee moft, T’ enjoy that Innocence the world has loft. 

W. H. 

The PERSONS. 

ME N. 
Sir WILLIAM WORTHY. 
P A TIE, the Gentle Shepherd, in love 'with Peggy. 
ROGER, a rich young Shepherd, in love 'with Jenny. 
SYMON ’ £ two old Shepherds,Tenants /fi 5/> William. G L AUD, 3 
BAULDY, a Hynd engag'd <with Neps, 

WOMEN. 
PEGGY, thought to be Claud’/ Neice. 
JENNY, Claud’s only Daughter. 
M A U S E, an old Woman, fuppofed to be a Witch. 
E L S P A, Symon’/ Wife. 
MADGE, Claud’/ Sifter. 
SCENE, a Shepherd's Village and Fields fome few 

Miles from Edinburgh. 
Time of A&ion within twenty-four Hours. 



THE 

GENTLE SHEPHERD. 

• ACT I. SCENfel. 
Beneath the fouth-fide of a craigy bield, Where chryftal fprings the halefomfc waters yield, Twa youthful Shepherds on thegowans lay, Tenting their Flocks, ae bonny mom of May. Poor ROGER granes till hollow ecchoes ring, But blyther P A TIE likes to laugh and Cng. 

P A T I E ani ROGER, 
P A t t E. 

SANG I. The waking of the Faulds. 
Mr Peggy is a young thing. Juft enter'd in her teens. 
Fair as the day, and Jvjeet as May, Fair as the day, and al’ways gay. My Peggy is a young thing. And I'm not very auld, 

Tet well I like to meet her at The ’waking of the Fauld. 
My Peggy /peaks fae Jweetly, Whene'er nve meet alane, 
I ’wifb nae mair, to lay my Cara, I ’wijh nae mair of a' that's rare. My Peggy /peaks Jae fweetly. 

To a' the lave I'm cauld: But Jhe gars a' my fpirits glows At ’waking of the Fauld. 
My 
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My Peggy fmiles fae kindlyy Whene'er I nvhifper love, That I look down on a’ the town. That Hook down upon a crown. My Peggy fmiles fac kindly. 

It makes me hlyth and hauld ; And nothing gi’es me ftc delight. As waking of the fauld. 
My Peggy fings fae faftly. 
When on my pipe I play ; 1 

By a' the rejl, it is aonfejl. By a' the rejl that foefmgs bef. 
My Peggy ftngs fae faftly. 

And in her fangs are tald, . With innocence the wale of fenfe,- At waking of the Fauld. 

^ H I S funny morning, Roger, chears my blood. And puts all nature in a jovial mood. v 

How hartfome is’t to fee the riling plants, To hear the birds chirm o’er their pleafing rants! 
How halefome is’t to fnuff the cawler air, 
And all the fweets it bears, when void of care! 
What ails thee, Roger, then? What gars thee grane Tell me the caufe of thy ill-feafon’d pain. 

I’m born, O Patie ! to a thrawart fate; 1 m born to drive with hardlhips fad and great. Temped may ceafe to jaw the row'and flood, Coibies,and tods to grein for lambkin’s blood: But I, oppred with never-ending grief, 
M tun ay defpair of lighting on relief. 

R o c E R. 

Patie. 
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P A t 1 E. 

The bees fhall loath the flow’r, and quit the hive. The faughs on boggy ground fliall ceafe to thrive, Ere fcornful queans, or lofs of warldly gear. 
Shall fpill my reft, or ever force a tear. 

Roger. 
Sae might I fay; but it’s no eafy done By ane whafe faul’s fae fadly out of tune. 

You have fae faft a voice, and Aid a tongue. You are the darling of baith auld and young. If I but ettle at a fang, or fpeak. Thy dit their lugs, feyne up their leglens cleek. And jeer me hameward frae the loan or bught. 
While I’m confus’d with mony a vexing thought. Yet I am tall, and as well built as thee. Nor mair unlikely to a lafs’s eye. For ilka Iheep ye have. I’ll number ?en, 
And Ihould, as ane may think, come farer ben. 

P a r 1 E. 
But ablins, nibour, ye have not a heart, And downa eithly with your cunzie part. If that be true, what fignifies your gear ? 

A mind that’s fcrimpit never wants fome care. 
Roger. 

My byar tumbled, nine braw nout were fmoor’d. Three elf-lhot were, yet i thefe ills endur’d: In winter laft my cares were very fma\ Though fcores of wathers perilh’d in the fnaw. 
P A t 1 E. 

Were your bein rooms as thinly flock’d as mina, Lefs you wad lofs, and lefs ye wad repine. He that has juft enough, can foundly fleep, 
The o’ercome only faihes fowk to keep. 

Roger, 
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Roger. 

May plenty flow upon thee for a crofs. 
That thou mayfl: thole the pangs of mony a lofs. 0 rjiayft thou doat on fome fair paughty wench. That ne’er will lowt thy lowand drouth to quench 
Till, bris’d beneath the burden, thou cry dool. And awn that ane may fret that is nae fool. 

P A T I E. 
Sax good fat lambs, I fald them ilka clut At the Weft-port, and bought a windfome flute. 

Of plum-tree made, with iv’ry virles round, A dainty whiftle with a pleafant found: I'll be mair canty wi’t, and ne’er cry dool. 
Than you with all your calh, ye dowie fool. 

Roger. 
Na, Patie, na! I’m nae lie churlifti beaft. Some other thing lies heavier at my bread. 

1 dream’d a dreary dream this hinder night. That gars my flefli a’ creep yet with the fright. 
Patie 

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

Roger. 
Indeed, now, Patie, ye have guefs’d o’er true. 

And there is naithing I’ll keep up frae you. Me dorty Jenny looks upon a fquint; 
To fpeak but till her I dare hardly mint. 
In ilka place fhe jeers me air and late. And gars me lobk bumbaz’d and unco Mate, 

But 
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But yefterday I met her ’yoqt a know; 
She fled as frae a Ihelly-coated kow; 
She Bauldly loes, Bauldy that drives the car; But geeks at me, and fays I fmell of tar. 

P A T I E. 
But Bauldy loes not her, right well I wat; He fighs for Neps:- Sae that may ftand for that. 

Roger. 
I wifh I cou’dna loe her: but in vain ; I hill maun doat, and thole her proud difdain. My Bawty is a cur I dearly like; Even while he faun’d, fhe brake the poor dum tiket If I had fill’d a nook within her breaft. She wad have fhawn mair kindnefs to my beaft. When I begin to tune my hock and horn. With a’ her face fhe fhaws a caulrife fcorn. Lah night I play’d, (ye never heard fic fpite) O’er Bogie was the fpring, and her delite; Yet tauntingly fhe at her coufin fpeer’d. 

Gif fhe could tell what tune I play’d, and fneer’d. Flocks, wander where ye like ; I dinna care; I’ll break my reed, and never whiffle mair. 
P A t t E. 

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

Roger. 
I need na mak fic fpeed my blood to fpill; 

I’ll warrant death come foon enough a-will. 
P A T I E. 

Daft gowk! leave aff that filly whinging way: 
Seem carelefs, there’s my hand ye’ll win the day. Hear 
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Hear how I ferv’d my lafs I love as well 
As ye do Jenny, and with heart as leel. Laft morning I was gay and early out. Upon a dyke I lean’d, glowring about, I faw my Meg come linking o’er the lee: I faw my Meg, but Meggy faw na me; For yet the fun was wading through the mift. 
And fhe was clofs upon me e’er (he wift. Her coats were kiltit, and did fweetly (haw Her ftreight bare legs that whyter were than fnaw; Her cockernony fnooded up fou fleek. 
Her hafFet-locks hang waving on her cheek; Her cheek fae ruddy and her een fae clear; And O! her mouth’s like ony hinny-pear. Neat, neat (he was, in bufline wade-coat clean. As (he came (kiffing o’er the dewy green. Blythfome I cry’d, my bonny Meg, come here; I ferly wherefore ye’re fae foon adeer: But I can guefs; ye’re gawn to gather dew. 
She fcowr’d away and faid. What’s that to you ? Then fare ye well, Meg-Dorts, and e’en’s ye like, I carelefs cry’d, and lap in o’er the dyke, I trow, when that (he faw, within a crack, She came wi’ a right thievlefs errand back; Mifca’d me fird, then bad me hound my dog 
To wear up three waff ews dray’d on the bog. I leugh, and fae did (he; then with great hade I clafp’d my arms about her neck and wade. About her yielding wade, and took a fouth Of fweeted kifles frae her glowand mouth. "While hard and fad I held her in my grips, 
My very faul came louping to my lips. iSair, fair (he (let wi’ me ’tween ilka fmack; 
But well I kend (lie meant nae as (he fpake. 

SANG 
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S A N G II. Fy gar rub her o’er with ftrae. 

Dear Roger, if your Jenny geek, and anfvjsr kindnefs with a flight. 
Seem unconcern'd at her neglect. For women in a man delight; 
But them defpife who're foon defeat. And with a fimple face give way To a repulfe then be not Mate, Puflo bauldly on, and win the day. When maidens, innocently young. Say often what they never mean ; Ne'er mind their pretty lying tongue. But tent the language of their een: If thefe agree, and fhe perfifl To anfwer all your love with hate, Seek elfewhere to be better blefl. And let her figh when it's too late. 

Roger. 
Kind Patie, now fair fa’ your honed heart. 

Ye’re ay fae cadgy, and have fic an art To harten ane: for now as clean’s a leek. Ye’ve cherilh’d me fince ye began to fpeak. Sae for your pains, I’ll make you a propine. 
My mother (reft her faul) {he made it fine, A tartan plaid, fpun of good haflock woo. Scarlet and green the fets, the borders blue. With fpraings like goud, and filler crofs’d with black; I never had it yet upon my back. Well are ye wordy o’t, wha have fae kind 
Red up my ravel’d doubts, and clear’d my mind. 

Patie. 
Well, hald ye there:—And fince 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. Roger. 
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Roger. 

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

P A T I E. 
But firft we’ll take a turn up to the hight. And fee gif all our flocks be feeding right. Be that time, bannocks, and a fliave of cheefe. Will make a breakfaft that a laird might pleafe, 

Might pleafe the daintiefl: gabs, were they fae wife. To feafonmeat with health inttead of fpice. 
When we have taen the grace drink at this well, I’ll whittle fine, and fing t’ye like myfell. [Exeunt, 

A C T I. S C E N E II. 
A flow’ry howm between two verdant braes, “Where lafles life to wafh and fpread their claiths, A trotting burnie wimpling thro’ the ground. Its channel pebbils, Ihining, fmooth and round. Here view twa barefoot beauties clean and clear; firft pleafe your eye, next gratify your ear, "While Jenny what fhe wjthes difcommends. And Meg with better Icnle true love defends, 

PEGGY and JENNY. 
Jenny. 

O M E, Meg, let’s fa’ to wark upon this green-, 
^ The Ihining day will bleech our linen clean ; The water’s clear, the lift unclouded blue, Will make them like a lilly wet with dew. 

P E G. G Y. 
Go farer up the burn to Habbie’s-how, 

Where a’ the fweets of fpring and fummer grow; 
Be- 
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Between twa birks out o’er a little lin, The water fa’s, and makes a lingand din; A pool breaft-aeep beneath, as clear as glafs, 
Kiffes with eafy whirles the bordring grafs: We’ll end our wafhing while the morning’s cool. And ^hen the day grows het, we’if to the pool, 
There walh our fells. ’Tis healthfou now in May, And fweetly cauler on fo warm a day. 

Jenny. 
* Daft lallie, when we’re naked, what’ll ye fay Gift our twa herds come brattling down the brae. 

And fee us fae ? that jeering fallow Pate 
Wad taunting fay, Haith lafles, ye’re no blate. 

9 Peggy. 
We’re far frae ony road, and out of fight; The lads they’re feeding fir beyont the hight: But tell me now, dear Jenny, (we’re our lane) 

What gars ye plague your wooer with difdain ? The neighbours a’ tent this as well as I, That P..oger loes you, yet ye care na by. What ails ye at him ? troth between us twa. 
He’s wordy you the beft day e’er you faw. 

Jenny. 
I dinna like him, Peggy; there’s an end: A herd mai'r fheepilh yet I never ken’d. 

He kames his hair indeed, and gaes right fnug, 
With ribbon knots at his blew bonnet-lug.; Whilk penlily he wears a thought a jee, And fpreads his garters dic’d beneath his knee: He faulds his owrlay down his breaft with care, And few gangs trigger to the kirk or fair. For a’ that, he can neither ling nor fay, 
Except, How d’ye ? or. There's a bonny day. 
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Peggy 

Yc dafli the lad with conftant flighting pride; Hatred for love is unco fare to bide: J3ut ye’ll repent ye, if his love grow cauld. What like’s a dorty maiden when Ihe’s auld ? 
SANG III. Polvvart on the green. 

The dorty nvill repent. 
If lover's heart grow cauld. And nane her /miles will tent. Soon as her face looks auld: The dauted bairn thus takes the pet. Nor eats tho' hunger crave, Whimpers and tarrows at his meat, 
And's laught at by the lave. They jejl it till the dinner's paft, 

‘Thus by itfel abus'd. The fool thing is oblig'd to fajl. 
Or eat what they've refus'd. 

Py ! Jenny, think, and dinna lit your time. 
Jenny. 

I never thought a Angle life a crifne. 
Peggy. 

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

Jenny. 
If Roger is my'jo, he kens him fell; ■por Ac a tale I never heard him tell. 

He glowrs and flghs, 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 chiels may a’ knit up themfelves for me. Peggy. 
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Peggy. 

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

Heh lafs! how can ye loo that rattle-fcull, A very deil that ay maun hae his will ? We’ll foon hear tell what a poor fighting life You twa will lead fae foon’s ye’re man and wife. 
S A N Q IV. O dear mother what (hall I dp. 

0 dear Peggy love's beguiling. We ought not to trujl his fmiling. Better far to do as Ido, Left a harder luck betyde you. Laffes when their fancy's carried, 
Think of nought but to be married; Running to a life deftroys Heartfome, free, andyouihfu joys. 

Peggy. 
I’ll rin the rilk, nor have I ony fear, But rather think ilk langfome day a year, 

' Till I, with pleafure mount my bridal bed, Where op my Patie’s bread: I’Jl lean my head. There we may kifs, as lang as killing’s good. And what we do there’s pane dare call it rude. He’s get his will: Why no ? ’tls good my part To give him that, and he’ll give me his heart. 
Jenny. 

He may indeed for ten or fifteen days Mak meikle o’ye, with an unco fraife, 
And daut you baith afore fouk, -and your lane 3 ' . But foon as his newfanglenefs is gane, 1. He’ll look upon you as his tether-flake, I And think he’s tint his freedom for your fake. Inflead 
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Inftead then of lang days of fweet delyte, 
Ae day be dumb, and a’ the neift he’ll flyte: And may be in his barlik hoods ne’er flick 
To lend his loving wife a loundering lick. * 

Peggy. 
Sic courfe-fpun thoughts as thae want pith to move 

My fettled mind, I’m o’er far gane in love. Patie to me is dearer than my breath, But want of him I dread no ithcr fkaith. There’s nane of a’ the herds that tread the green Has fic a fmile, or lie twa glancing een. And then he fpeaks with fic a taking art. His words they thirle like mufick through my heart. How blythly can he fport, and gently rave. 
And jeft at fecklefs fears that fright the lave. 
Ilk day that he’s alane. upon the hill. He reads fell books that teach him meikle Ikill, He is: But what need I fay that or this ? I’d fpend a month to tell you what he is! In a’ he fays or does, there’s fic a gate. The refl feem coofs, compar’d with, my dear Pate. His better fenfe will lang his love fecure: 111 nature hefts in fauls that’s weak and poor. 

Jenny. 
Hey bonny lafs of Brankfomc, or’t be lang. Your witty Pate wifl put you in a lang, 

O ’tis a pleafant thing to be a bride; Syne whindgtng gets about your inglci-fide, Yelping for this or that with faflieous din; 
To make them brats then ye maun toil and fpin. Ae wean fa’s fick, ane fcads itlell wi’ broe, Ane breaks his Ihin, anither tines his Ihoe. The Deil gaes o’er Jock Wabfter, hame grows hell. When Pate mifeaws ye war than tongue can tell. 
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Peggy. 

SANG V. How can I be fad on my wedding-day. 
Hovi Jhall I be fad ’when a husband I hae That has better fenfe than any of thae ? Sour 'weak filly fellows, that ftudy like fotls 
To fnk their ain joy, and make their wives fhocls. The man who is prudent ne'er lightlies his wife. Nor with dull reproaches encourages frife; He praifes her virtues, and ne'er will abufe Her for a fmall failing, but find an excufc. 

Yes, ’tis a hartfome thing to be a wife. When round the ingle-edge your fprouts are rife. 
Gif I’m fae happy, I fhall have delight To hear their little plaints, and keep them right. Wow Jenny! can there greater pleafure be, Than fee fic wee tots toolying at your knee; When a’ they ettle at, their great#ft wilh. Is to be made of, and obtain a kifs ? Can there be toil in tenting day and night 
The like of them, when love makes care delight ? 

Jenny. 
But poortith, Peggy, is the ward of a’: Gif o’er your heads ill chance Ihould beggary draw; But little love, or canty cheat can come 

Frae duddy doublets, and a pantry loom. Your nowt may die; the fpate may bear away 
Frae off the howms your dainty rucks of hay;  The thick blawn wreaths of fnaw, or blafliy 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: With glooman brow the Laird feeks in his rent: It’s no to gie, your merchant’s to the bent: 

| His Honour manna want, he poinds your gear: |£yne driven frae houfe and hald, where will ye fleer ? 
Dear 
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Dear Meg, be wife, and live a (ingle life: 
Troth ’tis nae mows to be a married wife. 

Peggy. 
May fic ill luck befa’ that (illy (he Wha has fic fears, for that was never me. Let fouk bode weel, and drive to do their bed ; 

Nae mair’s requir’d, let heav’n make out the red. I’ve heard my honed uncle aften (ay. That lads (hoii’d a’ for wives that’s virtuous pray. For the maid thrifty man could never get 
A wcel dor’d room unlefs his wife would let. Wherefore nocht (hall be wanting on my part 
To gather wealth to raile my (hepherd’s heart. Whate’er he wins. I’ll guide with canny care 
And win the vogue at market, trone or fair, For halfome, clean, cheap and fufficient ware. 
A flock of lambs, cheefe, butter, and fome woo. Shall be fird fald to pay the Laird his due : Syne a’ behind’s our ain.—Thus without fear. With love and routh we throw the warld will deer. And when may Pate in bairns and gear grows rife, 
He’ll blefs the day he gat me for his wife. 

Jenny. 
Rut what if fome young giglet on the green, With dimpled cheeks and twa bewitching een. Should gar your Patie think his half-worn Meg, And her kend kifles hardly worth a feg. 

Peggy. 
Nae mair of that. Dear Jenny, to be free. There’s fome men condanter in love than we. Nor is the ferly great, when nature kind, 

Has bled them with folidity of mind. They’ll reafon calmly, and with kindnefs fmile, 
When our (hort paflions wad our peace beguile. 
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Sae whenfoe’er they flight their maiks at Iiame, ’Tis ten to ane the wives are maiit to hi a me. Then I’ll employ with pl.eafure a’ my art To keep him chearfu’, and fecure his heart. At e’en when he comes weary frae the hill. I’ll have a’ things made ready to his will. In winter when he toils through wind and rain ; A bleezing ingle and a clean hearth-(lane: And foon as he flings by his plaid ^nd Raff, The feething pot’s be ready to take aff. Clean hag-a-bag I’ll Ipread upon his board. And ferve him with die belt we can afford. Good humour and white bigoncts (hall be 
Guards to my face, .to keep his love for me. 

Jenny. 
A difh of married love right foon grows cauld. And dozens down to nane as fowk grow add. 

Peggy. 
But we’ll grow add together and ne’er find 

The lofs of youth, when love grows on the mind. Bairns and their bairns make fure a firmer tye. 
Then ought in love the like of us can fpy. See yon twa elms that grow up fide by fide, Suppofe them fome years fyne bridegroom and bride. Nearer and nearer ilka year they’ve preft. 
Till wide their fpreading branches are increaft. And in their mixture now are fully bled. This (hields the other frae the eaftlen blaft. That in return defends it frae the waft. Sic as ftand fin'gle, -(a date fae lik’d by you !) Beneath ilk ftorm frae ev’ry airth maun bow. 

Jenny. 
I’ve done, 1 yield dear lady I maun yeild; Your better fenfc has fairly won the field, D 

L 

With 
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With the afliftance of a little fae 
Lyes darn’d within my bread: this mony a day. 

SANG VI. Nanfy’s to the greenwood gane. 
Iyeild dear lajpe, you have ’won. And there is nae denying. That fure as light flows frae the fun 

Frae love proceeds complying. For a' that we can do or fay, 'Gainfl love, nae thinker heeds us. 
They ken our hofoms lodge the fae That by the heart-firings lead us 

Peggy. 
Alake! poor pris’ner Jenny that’s no fair. That ye’ll not 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. 
Jenny. 

Anither time’s as good; for fee the fun 
Is right far up, and we’re not yet begun To freath the greath;—if cankar’d Maudge our aunt Come up the burn, fhe’ll gie’s a wicked rant. But when we’ve done, I’ll tell you a’ my mind, 
For this feems true,—Nae lafs can be unkind. [Exeunt. 

End of the firfi Aft, 

ACT 



The GENTLE SHEPHERD. 2? 

A C T II. S C E N E I. 
a (hug thack houfe, before the door a green; Hens on the midding, ducks in dubs *e feen: One this fide (lands a barn, on that a byar; A peet-flack joins, and forms a rural (ijuair. Thehoule is Gland’s; there you may lee him lean, And to his divet-leat invite his friend. 

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

GO O D-morrow, nibour Symon;—come fit down, 
And^ie’s your cracks—what’s a’ the news in town ? They tell me ye was in the ither day. And fald your Crummock and her baflen’d quey. I’ll warrant you’ve coft a pound of cut and dry; Lug out your box, and gie’s a pipe to try. 

Symon, 
With a’ my heart—And tent me now, auld boy, I’ve gather’d news will kittle your heart with joy. 

I eou’dna reft till I came o’er the bum. To tell you things have taken ficatura. Will gar our vile oppreflbrs ftend like fleas. 
And fkulk in hidlings on the heather braes. 

G L A U D. 
b’y blaw!—Ah Symmie ! rattling cheils ne’er ftand To deck and fpread the grofleft lies aff-hand; Whilk foon flies round like will-fire far and near: But loole your pock; be’t true or faufe let’s hear. 

Symon. 
Seeing’s believing, Glaud, and I have feen Hab, that abroad has with our Mafter been. Our brave good Mafter, wha right wifely fled, 

An4 left a fair eftate to five his head, 
Becaufe 
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Becaufe ye ken fou weel he bravely chofe To Rand his Liege’s friend with great Montrose. Now Cromwell’s gane to Nick, and ane ca’dMoNK Has play’d the Rumple a right dee begunk, Reftor’d King Oharles, and ilka thing’s in tune; And Habby lays we’ll fee Sir William foon. 

SANG VIJ. Cauld kale in Aberdeen. 
Cauld be the rebels cajl, Oppreffort bafe and bloody ; I hope ’we’ll fee them at the lajl Strung a’ up in a nxtoody. 
Bleji be he of worth and fenfe, Atid ever high in flat ion, That bravely Jlands in the defence Of confcience. King, and nation. 

G L A U D. 
That makes me blyth indeed: but dinnaflaw; Tell o’er your news again ! and fwear tUl’t a’. 

And faw ye Hab ! and what did Halbert fay ? They have been e’en a dreary time away. Now G O D be thanked that our Laird’s come hame. 
And his eftate, fay, can he eitlily claim ? 

S y m o n , They that hag-raid us till our guts did grain, } Like greedy bairs, dare nne main do’t again, C And good Sir William fliall enjoy his ain. J 
G l a u D. And may he lang; for never did he Rent Us in our thriving with a racket rent, Nor grumbl’d if ane grew rich, or Ihor’d to raife Our mailins when we put oh Sunday’s daiths. 
S Y M O N. Nor wad he lang, with fenfelefs faucy air, 

Allow our lyart noddles to be bare. 
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Put on your bonnet, Symon;—take a feat—— 

“ How’s all at hame ?—How’s Elfpa ? how does Kate ? “ How fells black cattle ?—What gi’s woo this year ? 
And fic like kindly quellions wad he fpear. 

SANG VIII. Mucking of Geordy’s byar. 
The Laird •who in riches and honour Wad thrive, Jhould be kindly and free. Nor rack the poor tenants, nxiho labour To rife aboon poverty. 
Elfe like the pack horfe that's unfother'd And burden'd<uiili tumble down faint: 
Thus virtue by hardfhip is fmother'd. And rackers aft tine their rent. 

G l a u D. Then wad he gar his butler bring bedeen. The nappy bottle ben, and glades clean; Whilk in our bread: rais’d fic 3 blythfome flame. 
As gart me mony a time gae dancing hame. 
My heart’s e’en rais’d! Dear nibourwill ye day. And tak your dinner here with me the day ? 
We’ll fend for Elfpa too;—and upo’ fight. I’ll whiflle Pate and Roger frae the hight. I’ll yoke my fled, and fend to the neid town. And bring a draught of ale baith dout and brown, 
And gar our cotters a’, man, wife, and wean. Drink till they tyne the gate to fland their lane, 

Symon. I wadna bauk my friend his blyth defign, 
Gif that it hadna fird of a’ been mine: For heer-yedreen I brew’d a bow of maut, Yedreen I flew twa wathers prime and fat; 
A furlet of good cakes my Elfpa beuk, And a large ham hings reeding in the nook ; I faw my fell, or I came o’er the loan, Our meikle pot that fcads the whey put on, 
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A mutton-bouk to boil;—and ane we’ll roll:; And on the haggles Elfpa fpares nae coft. 
Small are they (horn; and Ihe can mix fou nice The gufty ingans with a corn of fpice. Fat are the puddings,—heads and feet well fung; And we’ve invited nibours auld and young. To pafs this afternoon with glee and game. And drink our mailer’s health, and welcome hame. Ye manna then refufe to join the reft. Since ye’re my neareft friend that I like bell. Bring wi’ ye all your family and then, Whene’er you pleafe I’ll rant wi’ you again. 

G l A u D. 
Spoke like your fell, Auld-birky; never fear 

But at your banquet I ftiall firft appear: Faith we lhall bend the bicker and look bauld. 
Till we forget that we are fail’d or auld. Auld, faid I! Troth I’m younger be a fcore With your good news than what I was before. 
I’ll dance or e’en! Hey Magde, come forth, d’ye hear ? 

■ Enter MADGE. 
Madge. 

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

G l a u D. 
Spin! fnuff:—Gac break your wheel, and burn your tow And fet the meikleft peet-ftack in a low; 

Syne dance about the bane-fire till you die. Since now again we’ll foon Sir William fee. 
Madge. 

Blyth news indeed!—And wha v/as’t tald you o’t ? 
G L A U D. 
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G l a u D. 

What’s that t’you? Gae get my Sunday’s coat; 
Wale out the whiteft of my bobit bands. My white-lkin hofe, and mittans for my hands; Then, frae their wafliing, cry the bairns in hafte. And make ye’r fells as trig, head, feet and vvaift. As ye were a’ to get young lads or e’en; For we’re gaun o’er to dine with Sym bedeen. 

S y m o N. 
Do, honeft Madge, and, Glaud, I’ll o’er the gate. And fee that a’ be done as I wad hae’t. \Exeunt. 

A C T II. S C E N E II. 
The open field a cottage in a glen, An auld wife fpinning at the lunnyend  At a fmall diflancc, by a blafted tree. With falded arms, and half-rais’d looks ye fee 

BAU LD Y his lane. 
WHAT’s this! I canna bear’t! ’tis war than hell? To be fae burnt with love yet darna tell! O P E G G Y ! fweeter than the dawning day. Sweeter than gowany glens, or new-mawn hay: Blyther than lambs that frifk out o’er the knows, Straighter than ought that in the forreft grows. 
Her een the cleared blob of <^ew outfhines ; The lilly in herbreaftits beauty tines. Her legs, her arms, her cheeks, her mouth, her een, Will be my dead, that will be lliortly feen! 
For Pate loes her,—waes me, and fhe loes Pate, And I with Neps, by fome unlucky fate Made a daft vow O but ane be a bead. That makes ralh aiths till he’s afore the pried. I darna fpeak my mind, elfe a’ the three, But doubt, wad prove ilk anc my enemy.. 

, ’Tis 
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’Tis fare to thole,—I’ll try fome witchcraft art. To break with ane, and win the other’s heart! Here Mauzy lives, a witch that for fma’ price, Can cart her cantraips, and give me advice. 
She can o’ercaft the night, and cloud the moon. And make the deils obedient to her crune. At midnight hours, o’er the kirk-yards fire raves. And howks unchriflen’d weans out of their graves; Boils up their livers in a warlock’s pow, Rins witherlhins about the hemlock low: 
And feven times does her prayers backward pray, Till plotcock.comes with lumps of Lapland clay, Mixt with the venom of black taids and fnakes. 
Of this, unlbnfy pictures aft die makes Ofony ane die hates;- and gars expire. With daw and racking pains afore a fire; 
Stuck fou of prines the devlilh pictures melt. The pain by fowk they reprefent is felt. And yonder’s Maufe: ay, ay, die kens fou well. When ane like me comes running to the deil. 
She and her cat fit becking in her yeard. To fpeak my errand, faith, amaid I’m fear’d: But I maun do’t, tho’ I diould never thrive, 
They gallop fad that deils and lafles drive. {Exit. 

ACT II. SCENE III. 
A green kail-yard, a Rule font. Where water popland Iprings, There fits a wife with wrinkled front, And yet Ihe fpins and fings. 

M A U S E. 
SANG IX. Carle and the King come. 

Peggy, now the King's come, Peggy, now the King's come. Thou may dance and I JJxall Jsng, 
Peggy, ft nee the King's come, Nae I 
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Nai mair the htrwktes Jhalt thou milk. 

But change thy plaiding-coat for ftlk. 
And be a lady of that ilk, , Now, Peggy, ftnce the King's come. 

Enter B A U L D Y. 
B A U L D Y. 

O W does all honeft lucky of the glen ? 
Ye look baith hale and fere at threcfcore ten. 

E’en twining out a threed with little din. And becking my cauld limbs afore the fun. What brings my bairn this gate fae air at morn ? Is there nae muck to lead ? to thrcfh, nae corn ? 
B 4 u L D Y. 

Enough of baith;—but fomething that requires 
Your helping hand employs now all my cares. 

M a u s E. 
My helping hand, alake! What can I do. That underneath baith eild and poortith bow ? 

B a u L d Y. # 

Ay, but you’re wife, and wiler far than we. Or maift pairt of the parilh tells a lie. 
M a u s E. 

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

B A U L D Y. 
The word that gangs, how ye’re fae wife and fell. 

Ye’ll may be take it ill gif I foud tell. 
M a u s E. 

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

M a u S E. 

E Bauldy. 
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B A U L D Y. 

We’ll, fineeyebid me, Ifhall tell ye a’ That ilk ane talks about you but a flaw. When laft the wind made Claud a rooflefsbarn, "When laft the burn bore down my mithcr’s yarn ; \\ hen Branny elf-ftiot never mair came hame; 
When Tibby kirn’d and there nae butter came; W'hen Befly Freetock’s chufly cheeked wean To a fairy turn'd, and coud’na ftand its lane; When Watie wander’d ae night throw the fttaW, And tint himfell amaift amang the fnaw; When Mungo’s mare flood ftill and fwat with fright, W hen he brought eart the howdy under night; When Bawfy Ihot to dead upon the green. 
And Sara tint afnood wasnae-mair feen; You, Lucky, gat the wyte of a’ fell out. And ilka ane here dreads ye round about. And fae they may that mint to do you Ikaith, For me to wrang ye. I’ll be very laith: But when I neilt make grots. I’ll drive to pleafe 
You with a furlet of them mixt with pcafe. 

• M a u s E. I thank you, lad,—now tell me your demand. And, if I can. I’ll lend my helping hand. 
B a u i Y. Then, I like Peggy,—Neps is fond of me Y Peggy likes Pate;—and Patie is bauld and flee, > And loes fweet Meg: - but Neps I downa fee  J Cou’d ye turn Patie’s love to Keps, and than, Peggy’s to me, I’d be the happieft man. 

M a u s E. I’ll try my art to gar the bowls row right, Sae gang your \vays, and come again at night. ’Gainft that time. I’ll lome Ample things prepare, 
Worth all your peafe and grots, tak ye nae care. 

Badi-d Y. 
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B a u L D Y. 

Well, Maufe, I’ll come, gif I the road can find: But if ye raife the deil, he’ll raife the wind. Syne rain and thunder, may be, when ’tis late. Will make the night fae rough, I’ll tine the gate. 
We’re a’ to rant at Symie’s at a feaft, O will ye come like Badrans for a jeft? And there ye can our diff’rent haviours fpy; 
There’s nane lhall ken o’t there but you and I. 

' M a u s E. 
’Tis like I may, but let na on what’s pall ’Tween you and me, elfe fear a kittle call. 

B a u L D Y. 
If I ought of your fecYets e’er advance, May ye ride on me ilka night to France. [Exit Bauldy,. 

M a u s e her lane. 
Hard luck, alake! when poverty and cild. Weeds out of fafhion, and a lanely beild. With a fmall call of wiles, Ihould in a twitch, Gie ane the hatefu’ name, A wrinkled Witch. 

This fool imagines, as do mony fic, That I’m a Wretch in compafl with Auld Kick; 
Becaufe by education I was taught Tofpeak, andadt aboon their common thought. Their grofs miftake lhall quickly now appear; Soon (hall they ken what brought, what keeps me here. Kane kens’t but me; —and if the morn were come, 
I’ll tell them tales will gar them a’ fmg dumb. [Exit, 

ACT 
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A C T II. S C E N E IV. 
Behind a tree, upon 'the plain, Pati e and his Pe gg y meet; In love without a vicious (lain. The bonny lafs and chearfu’ Swain Change vows and kifles fweet. 

P A T IE and PEGGY, 
Peggy. 

OPatie, let me gang, I mauna (lay, 
We’re baith cry’d hame, and Jenny fhe’s away, 

Pati .e. 
I’m laith to part fae foon; now we’re alane. And Roger he’s away with Jenny gane: 

They’re as content, for ought I hear or fee. 
To be alane themfelves, I judge, as we. Here where primrofes thickeft paint the green. Hard by this little burnie let us lean. Hark how the lav’rocks chant aboon our heads. 
How faft the welllin winds fough throw the reeds. 

Peggy. 
The feented meadows,—birds—and healthy breeze. For ought I ken may mair than Peggy pleafe. 

P A T I E. 
Ye w.rang me fair to doubt my being kind; In fpeaking fae ye ca’ me dull and blind: Gif I cou’d fancy ought fae fweet or fair As my dear Meg, or worthy of my care. Thy breath is fweeter than the fweetdt brier: 

Thy cheek and breaft the fineft flowers appear; Thy words excell the maifl: delightfu’ notes. 
That warble through the merl or mavis’ throtes. With thee I tent nae flowers that bulk the field, Or ripeft berries that our mountains yield. 

The 



The GENTLE SHE PH E R D. 37, 
The fweeteft fruits that hing upon the tree. 
Are far inferior to a kifs of thee. 

Peggy. 
But Patrick for fome wicked end may fleech. And lambs fhould tremble when the foxes preach. I darna flay, ye jocker, let me gang; Anither lafs may gar ye change your fang, C 

Your thoughts may flit, and I may thole the wrang. j 
P A T I E. 

Sooner a mother {hall her fondnefs drap. And wrang the bairn fits finding in her lap; 
The Sun {hall change, the Moon to change {hall cealc j The gaits to climb,—the (beep to yield the fleece: Ere ought by me be either faid or doon. Shall flcaith our love, I fwear by all aboon. 

Peggy, 
Then keep your aith: but mony lads will fwear. 

And be manfworn to twa in haf-a-year. Now I believe ye like me wonder weel; But if a fairer face your heart ftiould fteal. Your Meg, forfaken, bootlefs might relate 
How {he was dauted anes by faithlefs Pate. 

P A T I E. 
I’m fure I canna change, ye needna fear, 

Tho’ we’re but young, I’ve loo’d you moqy a year, I mind it weef, when thou cou’dft hardly gang. Or lifp out words, I choos’d you frac the thrang Of a’ the bairns, and led thee by the hand, 
Aft to the Tanfy-know, or Ra(hy-ftrand. Thou finding by my fide. 1 took delyte To pou the rafhes green, with roots fae whyte. Of which, as well as my young fancy cou’d. 
For thee I pletthe flow’ry belt and fngod. 

Peggy, 
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Peggy. 

When firft thou gade with (hepherd? to the hill. And I to milk the ews firll try’d my fltill; To bear a leglen was nae toil to me. When at the bought at even I met with thee. 
P A T I E. 

When corns grew yellow and the heather bells 
Bloom’d bonny on the moor and riling fells; Nae birns, or briers, or whins e’er troubled me. 
Gif I coud find blae berries ripe for thee. 

Peggy. 
When thou dill wreftle, run, or putt the (lane, And wan the day, my heart was flightering fain: At all thefe fports thou (till gave joy to me; 

For nane can wreftle, run, or putt with thee. 
P A T I E. 

Jenny lings faft the Broom of Cowdenknows; And Rofie lilts the Milking of the Ews; * There’s nane like Nanfy Jenny Nettles lings. At turns in Maggy Lawder Marion dings: But when my Peggy lings, with Tweeter fkill, The Boatman, or the Lafs of Pa tie’s mill; It is a thoufand times mair fweet to me: 
Tho’ they ling well, they canna ling like thee. 

Peggy. 
How eith can lalTes trow what they defire ? And rous’d by them we love, blaws up that fire : But wha loves belt, let time and carriage try; ' 

Be conftant, and my love lhall time defy. Be dill as now, and a’ my cares lhall be. How to contrive what pleafant is for thee. 
The foregoing, with a fmall variation, was fang at the Acting as follows. 

SANG 
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SANG X. The yellow hair’d Laddie. 

When firft my dear laddie gade to the green hill. And 1 at ew-milking, firfi fey'd my young Jkill, 
T0 bear the milk-bonuie, nae pain was to me. When I at the blighting forgather'd with thee. 

P A T I E. 
When corn~rigs wav'd yellow, and blue heather bells Bloom'd bonny on moorland and fweet rijing fells, Aae birns, brier or brekens gave trouble to me, 
Jf l found the berries right ripen'd for thee. 

Peggy. When thou ran, or wrejlled, or putted the flane. And came off the vidor, my heart was ay fain : Thy ilka fport manly, gave pleafure to me; Tor nane can putt, wreflle or run fwift as thee. 
P a r 1 e. Our Jenny fings faftly the Cowden broom Knows, And fiojie lilts fweetly the Milking the Ews; There's few Jenny Nettles like Nanfy can Jing, 

At Throw the Wood Laddie, Befs gars our lugs rings But when my dear Peggy ftngi with better/kill The Boatman, Twced-Jide, or the Lafs of the mill, 'Tis mony times fweeter and pleafant to me; Tor tho' they ftng nicely, they cannot like thee. 
Peggy. 

How eafy can laffes trow what they dejire; And pra fes Jae kindly increafes love's fire; Give me fill this pleafure, my fludy jhall be 
To make myfelf better and fweet er for thee. 

P A T I E. Wert thou a giglet gawky like the lave. That little better than our nowt behave: At nought they’ll ferly fenfelefs tales believe; 
Be blyth for filly heights, for trifles grieve:  

Sic 
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Sic ne’er con’d win my heart, that kenna how Either to keep a prize, or yet prove true. 
But thou in better fenfe without a flaw. 
As in thy beauty far excells them a’. Continue kind, and a’ my cate (hall be. 
How to contrive what pleaGng is for thee. 

Peggy. 
Agreed; -but harken, yon’s auld aunty’s cry: 

I ken they’ll wonder what can make us flay. 
P A T I E. 

And let them fairly, now a kindly kifs, * 
Or five fcore good anes wad not be a-mifs; And fyne we’ll fing the fang with tunefu’ glee, 
That I made up laft owk on you and me. 

Peggy. 
Sing firft, fyne claim your hire.  P A T I E. 

■   Well, I agree. 
SANG XL PA TIE fings. 

By the delicious 'warmnefs of thy mouth. And rowing eye that fmiling tells the truth, Iguefs, my laffie, that as well as /, You're made for love, and why Jhould ye deny? 
■ PEGGY fings. 

But ken ye, lad, gif we confefs o'er foon. Ye think ut cheap, and fyne the Wooing's-done? The maiden that o'er quickly tines her power. Like unripe fruit will tafle but hard and fowr, 
PA TIE fings. 

But gin they hing o'er lang upon the tree. Their fweetnefs they may tine, and fae may ye. Red cheeked you compleatly ripe appear. 
And I have t hol'd and woo'd a lang half-year, PEGGY 
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PEGGY Tinging falls into Patie'% arras. 

The dinna pou me, gently thus I fa' Into my Patie's arms for good and a': 
But Jlint your‘wijhes to this kind embrace. And mint nae farther till we've got the grace. 
P A TIE with his left hand about her waift. 

0 charming armfu! ! hence, ye cares, away : I'll kifs my treafure all the live lang day; All night Pll dream my kifes o'er again. 
Till that day come that ye'll be a' my ain. 

Sung by both. Sun, gallop down the wejllin /kies, Gang foon to bed, and quickly rife; 0 ! lafhyour feeds, pqfl time away. And bafle about our bridal day : And if ye're wearied, honef light. 
Sleep gin ye like a week that night. 

End of the fecond AH. 
ACT III. SCENE I. 

Now turn your eyes beyond yon fpreading Lyme, And tent a man whafe beard feems bleach’d with time. An elwand fills his hand, his habit mean; Nae doubt ye’ll think he has a pedlar been: But whifht! it is the Knight in mafquerade. That comes hid in this cloud to fee his lad. Obferve how pleas’d the loyal fiifTerer moves Throw his auld av’news, ane’s delightfu’ groves. 
Sir WILLIAM folus. TH E Gentleman ;hus hid in low difguife, I’ll for a fpace, unknown delight mine eyes. With a full view of every fertile plain. Which once I loft, which now are mine again. Yet ’midft my joys, Tome profpedls pain renew, 

Whilft I my once fair feat in ruins view. Yonder, 
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Yonder, ah me! it defolately (lands 
Without a roof; the gates fall’n from their bands; The cafements all broke down, no chimney left, The naked walls of tap’llry all bereft. 
My (tables and pavilions, 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 and pebble walks. 
The dewy flowers hung nodding on their (talks: But over-grown with nettles, docks and brier, No Jaccacinths or Eglintines appear. How do thefe ample walls to ruin yield, 
Where Peach and Neft’rine branches found a bield. And baflt’d in rays, which early did produce Fruit fair to view, delightful in the ufe! 
All round in gaps, the mod in rubbifti ly, And from what (lands the wither’d branches fly. 

Thefe foon (hall be repair’d;— and now my joy. Forbids all grief,—when I’m to fee my Boy, 
My only prop, and object of my care, Since heav’n too foon call’d home his Mother fair. Him, ere the rays of reafon clear’d his thought, I fecretly to faithful Symon brought. And charg’d him (Iriflly to conceal his birth, ’Till we (hould fee what changing times brought forth. Hid from himfelf, he (farts up by the dawn. And ranges carelefs o’er the height and lawn. After his fleecy charge ferenely gay. With other (hepherds whiffling o’er the day. Thrice happy life, that’s from ambition free: 
Remov’d from crowns and courts, how chearfully A quiet contented mortal fpends his time. In hearty health, his foul unflain’d with crime} 

Or 
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Or fung as follows. SANG XII. Happy thrum. 

Hid from himfelf, nrw by the da’um He Jiarts as frejb as rofes bla<um. And ranges o'er the heights and lawn. After his Meeting flocks. 
Healthful, and innocently gay He chants and •whiflles out the day : Untaught to futile and then betray. Like courtly weathercocks. Life happy, from ambition free Envy and vile hypocrifse. Where truth and love with joys agree Unfitly'd with a crime : Unmov'd with what difturbs the Great, In proping of their pride and fate; He lives, and unafraid of fate. Contentedfpends his time. 

Now tow’rds good Symon’s houlc I’ll bend my way, 
And fee what makes yon gamboling to-day; 
All on the green, in a fair wanton ring. 
My youthful tenants gayly dance and fing, [Exit Sir William. 

ACT III. SCENE II. 
’Tis Symon’s houfe pkale to ftep in. And vifly’t round and round, There’-s nought fiiperflnous to give pain. Or coftly to be found. Yet all is clean: a clear peet-ingle Glances amidft the floor; The green horn-fpoons. Beech biggies mingle On Ikelfs forgainft the door. While the young brood fport on the green, The auld anes think it beft, With the brown Cow to dear their een. Snuff, crack, and take their reft. 

Sy 



44 72* GENTLE SHEPHERD. 
S Y M O N, G L A U D, and E LS P A. G L A U D. 

WE anes were young ourfelves, 1 like to fee The bairns bob round with other merryly. 
Troth Symon, Patie’s grown a ftrapan lad. And better looks than his I never bade. Amang our lads, he bears the gree awa\ 
And tells his tale the clevereft of them a’. 

E l s P A. Poor man! he’s a great comfort to us baith; God mak him good, and hide him ay frae fkaith. He is a bairn Til fay’t well worth our care. That gae us ne’er vexation late or air. 
G l a u D. I trow, goodvvife, if I be not millaen, V He feems to be with Peggy’s beauty tane; £ And troth my niece Is a right dainty wean, J As ye weil ken ; a bonnyer needna be. Nor better, be't ftie were nae kin to me. 
Symon. • • Ha Glaud! I doubt that ne’er will be a match. My Patie’s wild, and will be ill to catch; And or he were, for reafons I’ll no tell, I’d rather be mixt with the mools my fell. 
Claud. What reafbn can ye have ? there’s nane. I’m fure, Unlefs ye may call up that flic’s but poor: But gif the laflie marry to my mind. 

I’ll be to her as my ain Jenny kind: 
Fourfcore of breeding ews of my ain birn. Five Ky that at ae milking fills a kirn. 
I’ll gie to Peggy that day fhe’s a bride; By and attour, if my good luck abide, 
Ten Iambs at fpaining time, aslang’s I live. And twa quey cawfs I’ll yearly to them give. 

Elspa. 
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E L S P A. 

Ye offer fair, kind Claud, but dinna fpeer 
What may be is not fit ye yet fhould hear. 

S y m o N. 
Or this day eight days, likely ye fhall learn. 

That our denial difna flight your bairn. 
Claud. 

Well, nae mair o’t, come gi’es the other bend, 
We’ll drink their healths, whatever way it end. 

(Their healths gae round.') 
S y m o N. 

But will ye tell me, Claud, by fbme it’s laid. Your niece is but a fundling, that was laid Down at your ballon fide, ae morn in May, Right clean row’d up, and bedded on dry hay. 
Claud. 

That clatteran Madge, my Time, tells fic flaws, Whene’re our Meg her cankar’d humour gaws. 
Enter Jenny. 

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

^ S Y M O N. 
Gae bring him in, we’ll hear what he can fay. 

Mane fhall gang hungry by my hpufe to day. 
{Exit Jenny. 

But for his telling fortunes, troth I fear He kens nae mair of that than my gray mare. Claud. 
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G J. A U D. 

Spaeracn!—-—the truth of a’ their laws I doubt. 
For greater liers never ran thereout. Returns Jenny bringing in Sir William; ’with them Patie. 

S Y M o N. 
Ye’re welcome, honeft carle;—here, taka feat. 

S ir Will. 
I give you thanks, goodman; I’fe no be blate. 

G l a u d drinks. 
Come t’ye friend. How far came ye the day ? 

Sir Will. 
I pledge ye, nibour; ——e’en but little way. 

Roufted with eild, a wie piece gate feems laog; 
Twa miles or three’s the maid that I dow gang. 

S Y N O N. 
Ye’re welcome here to day all night with me. And tak dc bed and board as we can gi’ye. 

Sir Will. 
That’s kind unfought,— Well, gin ye have a bairn That ye like well, and wad his fortune learn, 

I lhall employ the farthed of my drill 
To fpae it faithfully, be’t good or ill. 

S y m o n pointing to Patie. 
Only that lad; alake! I have nae mae. Either to make me joyful now or wae. 

Sir Will. 
Young man, let’s fee your hand, what gars you Iheer ? 

Patie. 
Becaufc your Ikill’s but little worth. I fear. Sir 
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Sir W ill. 

Yc cut before the point: But, billy, bide, 
I’ll wadger there’s a mode-mark on your fide. 

E l s P A. 
Betooch-us to!—and well I wat that’s true! Awa, aua1 the deil’s o’er grit wtf you. Four inch beneath his oxter is the mark; 

Scarce ever feen fince he firfl: wore a lark. 
Sir W 1 l t. 

I’ll tell ye mair, if this young lad be fpair’d But a Ihort while, he’ll be a braw rich Laird. 
E l 3 r a. 

A Laird! —Hear ye, goodman! —what think ye now! 
S Y M O N. I dinna ken! ftrange auld man, what art thou ? Fair fa your heart; ’tis good to bode of wealth; 

Come turn the timber to Laird Patie’s health. 
[Patie’t healthgaes round. 

P A T I E. A Laird of twa good whiftles and a kent, Twa curs my trulty tenants on the bent, Is all tny great eftate,—and like to be: 
Sae, cunning carle, ne’er break your jokes on me. 

S y m o N. Whiftit, Patie;—let the man look owre your hand; Aftimes as broken a Ihip has come to land. 
Sir WiUiam. looks a little at Patie's hand, then coun- terjcits'falling into a trance, •while they endeavour to lay him right. 

E l s p A. Preferve’s! the mans a warlock, or poflcfl With fome nae good,—or fecond-fight at lead. "Where is he now !— 
Claud, 
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G L A V D. 
 -He’sfceing a’ that’s done, 

In ilka place, beneath or yont the moon. 
E l s p A 

Thefe fecond-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 (Speer at him foon as he comes to himfell) 
How foon we’ll fee Sir William ? Whilht he heaves. 
And fpeaks out broken words like ane that raves. 

S y m o N. 
He’ll foon grow better, Elfpa, hafte ye gae 

And fill him up a tafs of ufquebae. 
Sir Will. Jlarts up and fpeaks. 

“ A Knight that for a LYO N fought, 
“ Againji a herd of Bears, “ Was to lang toil and trouble brought, “ In ’which Jome thoufands fmres : 

“ But now again the LYONrares, “ And joy fpreads o'er the plain, “ The LYON has defeat the Bears, “ The Knight returns again. “ TH AT Knight, in a few days,Jhall bring “ A Shepherd frae the fauld, 
“ And Jhall prefent him to his King, “ A fubjeft true and bauld. ** He Mr. Patrick foall be call'd:   

“ All you that hear me now, “ May well believe what I have tald, “ For it Jhall happen true. 
S Y m o N. 

Friend, may your fpaeing happen foon and well; 
But, faith, I’m redd you’ve bargain’d with the deel. 

To 
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To tell fome tales that fowks wad fecret keep; Or do you get them tald you in your fleep ? 

Sir Will. 
Howe’er I get them, never falh your beard, Nor come I to redd fortunes for reward; But I’ll lay ten to ane with ony here, 

That all I prophefy lhall foon appear. 
S Y M O N. 

You prophefying fowks are odd kind men ! 
They’re here that ken, and here that difna ken. The wimpled meaning of your unko tale, Whilk foon will make a noife o’er muir and dale, 

G L A U D. 
’Tis nae fma fport to hear how Sym believes. 

And takes’t for gofpel what the fpaeman gives. Of flawing fortunes whilk he evens to Pate : But what we wi(h, we trow at any rate. 
Sir Will. 

Wiflit doubtfu’ carle, for ere the Sun 
Has driven twice down to the fea, What I have faid ye lhall fee done In part, or nae mair credit me. 

G L A U D. 
Weil, bet’t fae, friend; I Ihall fae naithing mair. But I have twa fonfy lafles young and fair. Plump ripe for men: I wilh ye cou’d forfee 

Sic fortunes for them might bring joy to me. 
Sir Will. 

Nae' mair through fecrets can I lift. Till darknefe black the bent, I have but anes a day that gift: 
Sae red a while content. G S y m o N 



5° The GENTLE SHEPHERD. 
S y M o N. 

Elfpa, caft on the claith, fetch butt fome meat, 
And of your beft gar this auld ftranger eat. 

Sir Will. 
Delay a while your hofpitable care, 

]’d rather enjoy this evening calm and fair. Around yon ruin’d tower to fetch a walk: 
With you kind friend, to have fome private talk. 

S y m o N. 
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. 
Glaud. 

I’ll Out a while, and fee the young anes play: 
My heart’s dill light, albeit my locks are gray. [Exeunt. 

ACT III. SCENE III. 
JENNY pretends an errand hame. Young ROGER draps the reft. To whifper out his melting flame, And thow his laflie’s breaft. Behind a bulh, well hid frae fight they meet: See J e N N Y’s laughing, Ro G e r’s like to greet. Poor Shepherd! 

R-OGER and JENNY. 
Roger. 

DEar Jenny, I wad fpeak t’ye, wad ye let, And yet I ergh, ye’re ay fae fcornfu’ fet. 
Jenny. 

And what wad Roger fay, if he could fpeak; 
Am I oblig’d to guefs what ye’re to leek ? 

Roger, 
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Roger. 

Yes, ye may guefs, right eith for what I green, Baith by my fervice, fighs, and langing een: And I maun out wi’t tho’ I rilk your fcorn. Ye’re never frae my thoughts baith even and mom. Ah! cou’d I loe you lefs. I’d happy be; But happier far, cou’d ye but fancy me. 
Jenny. 

And wha kens, honeft lad, but that I may ? Ye canna fay that e’er I faid you nay. 
Roger. Alake! my frighted heart begins to fail, When’er I mint to tell ye out my tale. For fear fome tighter lad mair rich than I, Has win your love, and near your heart may ly. 
Jenny. 

I loe my father, cufin Meg I love; But to this day, nae man my mind cou’d move: Except my kin, ilka lad’s alike to me ; And frae ye all I bell had keep me free. 
Roger. 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 ? 
Jenny. 

Ye have that pity elfe, to fee ye fet On that whrlk makes our fweetnefs foon foryet. Wow but we’re bonny, good, and ev’ry thing! How fweet we breath, whene’er we kifs or fing! But we’re nae fooner fools to give confent. 
Than we our daffin and tint power repent: 

51 

When 
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When prifon’d in four waws a wife right tame, 
Altho’ the firft, the greateft drudge at hame. 

Roger. 
That only happens, when for fake of gear, 

Ane wales a wife as he would buy a mare: Or when dull parents bairns together bind Of different tempers, that can ne’er prove kind. But love, true downright love, engages me, 
Tho’ thou fhould fcorn ftill to delyte in thee. 

Jenny. What fuggard words frae wooers lips can fa’ 
But girning marriage comes and ends them a’, I’ve feen with fhining fair the morning rife. And foon the fleety clouds mirk a’ the fkies; I’ve feen the filver-fpring a while run clear, 
And foon in moffy puddles dilappear: The Bridegroom may rejoice the Bride may fmile, But foon contentions a’ their joys beguile. 

Roger. I’ve leen the morning rife with faireft light, 
The day unclouded, fink in calmefl night; I’ve feen the fpring rin wimpling thro’ the plain, Increafe and join the ocean without ftain: The Bridegroom may be blyth, the Bride may fmile, 
Rejoice throw life, and all your fears beguile. 

Jenny, Were I but fare you tang wou’d love maintain. The feweft words my eafy heart could gain: For I maun own, fince now at laft you’re free, Altho’ I jok’d I lov’d your company; And ever had a warnmefs in my bread. That made ye dearer to me than the reft. 
Roger. I’m happy now! o’er happy! had my head!   This gufh of pleafurc's like to be my dead. 

Come 
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Come to my arms! or ftrike me! I’m all fyr’d With wondring love! let’s kifs till we be tyr’d. Kifs, kifs ! we’ll kifs the fun and darns away. And ferly at the quick return of day! O Jenny! let my arms about thee twine, 
And brifs thy bonny breads and lips to mine. 

Which may be fung as follows. SANG XIIL Leith-wynd. 
JENNY. 

Were I ajfur dyou'll confiant prove You Jbould nae mair complain. The eafy maid befet •with love, Feiv •wordf •will quickly gain; For I mujl own, now Jince you're free. This too fond heart of mine Has lang, a black-Jole true to thee, Wijb'd to be pair’d with thine. ROGER. 
I’m happy now, ah ! let my head Upon thy breaft recline; 
The pleafure Jlrikes me near-hand dead! Is Jenny then fae kind? 
0 let me brifs thee to my heart! And round my arms entwine : Delytfu’ thought; we'll never part! Come prefs thy mouth to mine. 

Jenny. 
With equal joy, my eafy heart gie’s way, 

To own thy well try’d love has won the day. ^ Now by thele warmed kiffes thou had tane. Swear thus to love me, when by vows made anc. 
Roger. 

I fwear by fifty thoufand yet to come. 
Or may the fird ane drike me deaf and dumb; 
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There fliall not be a kindlier dawted wife, 
If you agree with me to lead your life. 

Jenny. 
SANG XIV. O’er Bogie. 

Well I agree, ye're fare of me; Next to my father gae. 
Make him content to give confent. 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 cauld. Where bairns want milk and meal. Shou'd he deny, Icarena by. 

He'd contradiil in vain : Tho' a' my kin had faid and fworn. 
But thee I will have none. ’Then never range, nor learn to change. Like thefe in high degree : And if ye prove faithful in love. You'll find nae fault in me. 

Roger. 
My faulds contain twice fifteen forrow nowt. As niony newcal in my byars rowt; Five pack of woo I can at Lammas fell. 

Shorn frae my bob-tail’d bleeters on the fell. Good twenty pair of blankets for our bed. With meikle care my thrifty mother made. Ilk thing that makes a hartfome houfe and tight. 
Was ftill her care, my father’s great delight. They left me all, which now gi’es joy to me, Becaule I can give a’, my dear, to thee: 
And had I fifty times as meikle mair, 
Nane but my Jenny (hou’d the famen Ikair. My love and all is your’s; now had them faff. And guide them as ye like to gar them laft. 

Jen 
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J H k n v. 

I’ll do my beft; but lee wha corners this way, 
Patie and Meg, befides I mauna flay; Let’s fteal frae ither now, and meet the morn. If we be feen we*!! drie a deal of fcorn. 

Roger. 
To where the laugh tree lhades the mennin-pool. I’ll frae the hill come down, when day grows cool; Keep trylle, and meet me there, there let us meet. To kifs and tell our love;—there’s nought fae fweet 

ACT III. SCENE IV. 
This fcene prefents the Kn i g h T and S Y M Within a gallery of the place. Where all looks ruinous and grim, Nor has the Baron Ihown his face; But joking with his fhepherd leel. Aft (peers the gate he kens fou weel. 

Sir WILLIAM and SYMON. 
Sir Will. 

T O whom belongs this houfe fo much decay’d ? 
S V M O N. 

To ane that loftit, 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, ■ Who fills us a’ with joy* now he’s come hame. 

(Sir William draps his malking beard, Symon tranlported fees The welcome Knight with fond regard, And gralps him round the knees.) 
My mailer! my dear mailer! do I breathe ! 

To fee him healthy, llrong, and free frae Ikaith! 
Return’d 
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Return’d to cheat his wifliing tenant’s fight, 
To blefs his fon, my charge, the world’s delight! 

Sir Will. 
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 am confirm’d thy conduft has been wife; 

Since (till the fecret thou’ft fecurely feal’d. 
And ne’er to him his real birth reveal’d. 

Symon. 
The due obedience to your ftridt command Was the firft lock;—nieft my ain judgment fand Out reafons plenty Since, without ellate, 

A youth, tho’ Iprungfrom Kings, looks baugh and blate 
Sir Will. 

And aften vain and idly fpend their time, 
’Till grown unfit for aftion, pad their prime, Hang on their friends,—which gi’es their fauls a cad That turns them downright beggars at the lad. 

Symon. 
How weel I wat. Sir,- ye have fpoken true; For there’s Laird Kytie’s (bn, that’s loo’d by few. 

His father deght his fortune in his 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, Oppreffing all, as punifhment of their fin. That are within his tenth degree of kin: Rins in ilk trader’s debt, whae’s fae unjud 
To his ane fam’lie, as to give him trud. 

Sir Will. 
Such ufelefe branches of a Commonwealth, 

Should be lopt off to give a date mair health. Unworthy- 
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Unworthy bare reflexion. ~Symon, run O’er all your obfervations on my fon: A parent’s fondnefs eafily finds excufe: But do not with indulgence truth abufe. 

To fpeak his praife the langeft fimmcr-day Wad be o’er (hort, could I them right difplay. In word and deed he can fae well behave. That out of fight he runs before the lave ; 
And when there’s e’er a quarrel or conteft, Patrick’s made judge, to tell whafe caufe isbeft ; : And his decreet Hands good, he’ll gar it Hand! ? Wha dares to grumble, finds his correcting hand, 

f With a firm look, and a commanding way, He gars the proudcfl: of our herds obey. 
Your tale much pleales,—my good friend, proceed: What learning has he ? Can he write and read ? 

Baith wonder well; for troth I didna fpare, To gie him at the fchool enough of lair; 
' And he delytes in books : he reads and fpeaks, [ With fowks that ken them, Latin words and Greeks. 

Sir Will. 
Where gets he books to read ?—and of what kind ? Tho’ fome give light, fome blindly lead the blind. 

S y m o N. 
Whene’er he drives our Iheep to Edinburgh port. He buys fome books of hiftory, fangs or fport: Nor does he want of them a rowth at will, i And carries ay a poutchfou’ to the hill. | About ane Shakefpear, and a famous Ben, | He aften fpeaks, and ca’s them belt of men. 

H 

S Y M O N. 

Sir Will. 

S y m O N. 

How 



58 The GENTLE SHEPHERD. 
How fweetly Hawthrenden and Stirling fing, ^ And ane Ca’d Cowley loyal to his King, > He kens fou well, and gars their verfes ring. j 
I fometimes thought that he made o’er great frafe. About fine poems, hiftories and plays. When I reprov’d him anes, a book he brings. With this, quoth he, on braes I crack with Kings. 

S ir Will. 
He anfwer’d well, and much ye glad my ear. When fuch accounts I of my Shepherd hear: Reading fuch books can raife a peafant’s mind, 

Above a Lord’s that is not thus inclin’d. 
S Y m o N. 

What ken we better, that fae findle look. Except on rainy Sundays on a book: When we a leaf or twa, haf read haf fpell, ’Till a’ the reft fleep round as wed’s our fell ? 
Sir W i l l. 

Well jefted, Symon;—but one queftion more I’ll only alk you now, and then give o’er. The youth’s arriv’d at th’ age when little loves 
Flighter around young hearts like cooing doves; Has no young laflie with inviting mein, 
And rofie cheek, the wonder of the green, Engag’d his look, and caught his youthful heart ? 

Symon. 
I fear’d the ward, but kend the fmalleft part. Till late I faw him twa three times mair fweet, With Claud’s fair niece than I thought right or meet: ’ 

I had my fears; but now have nought to fear. Since like yourfelf your fon will foon appear. 
A Gentleman enrich’d with all thefe charms, May blefs the faireft beft born lady’s arms. 

$ir\ 
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S ir Will. 

This night mu ft end his unambitious fire. When higher views fhall greater thoughts infpire. Go, Symon, bring him quickly here to me. 
None but yourfelf fhall our firft meeting fee. Yonder’s my horfe and fervants nigh at hand. They come juft at the time I gave command; Straight in my own apparel I’ll go drefs; 
Now ye the fecret may to all confefs. 

Symon. 
With how much joy I on this errand flee, There’s nane can know that is not downright me. [Exit Symon, Sir Will, folus. 
When the event of hope fuccefsfully appears, One happy hour cancells the toil of years. 

A thoufand toils are loft in Lethe’s ftream, And cares evanifh like a morning dream; When wifh’d-for pleafures rife like morning-light. The pain that’s paft enhances the delight, Thefe joys I feel that words can ill exprefs, I ne’er had known without my late diftrefs. But from his ruftic bufinefs and love, I muft in hafte my Patrick foon remove, C To courts and camps that may his foul improve: 3 Like the rough diamond, as it leaves the mine, Only in little kreakings fhews its light. 
Till artful polifhing has made it fliine: Thus education makes the genius bright. 

End of the third Aft, 

ACT 
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A C T IV. S C E N E I. 
The feene defcribM in former page. Claud’s onfet.-—Enter Maufe and Madge. 

M A u s (heir OUr Laird’s come Jiame! and owns young Pate his 
That’s news indeed!  

Madge.  As true as ye ftand there. 
As they were dancing all in Symon’s yeard. Sir William like a warlock, with a beard Five ntves in length, and white as driven fnaw, Amang us came, cryd, Had ye merry a’. 
We ferly’d meikle at his unco look, While frae his poutch he whirled forth a book: As we flood round about him on the green. He view’d us a’ but fixt on Pate his een; Then paukily pretended he cou’d fpae, 
Yet for his pains and Ikill wad naething hae. 

M a u s E. 
Then fure the lafles, and ilk gaping coof. 

Wad rin about him and had out their loof. 
Madge. 

As faft as flaes fkip to the tate of woo, Whilk flee Tod lawrie hads without his mow. When he to drown them, and his hips to cool. In fummer days Aides backward in a pool: In fhort he did for Pate braw things fortell. Without the help of conjuring Or fpell; 
At laft when well diverted, he withdrew, Pow’d aff his beard to Symon, Symon knew 
His welcome Mafter, round his knees he gat. 
Hang at his coat, and fyne for blythnefs grat; Patrick * 
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Patrick was fent for,—happy lad was he! Symon tald Elfpa, Elfpa tald it me. Ye’ll hear out a’ the fecret ftory foon; And troth it’s e’er? right odd, when a’ is done. 
To think how Symon ne’er afore wad tell, - Na, no fae meikle as to Pate himfell. Our Meg, poor thing, alake ! has loft her jo. 

M a u s E. 
It may be fae, wha kens ? and may be no. To lift a love that’s rooted, is great pain : Even Kings has tane a Queen out of die plain. And what has been before may be again. 

Madge. 
Sic nonfenfe! Love take root, but tocher-good, ; ’Tween a herd’s bairn, and ane of gentle blood: : Sic fafhions in King Bruce’s days might be: 

' But ficcan ferlies now we never fee- 
M a u s E. 

' Gif Pate forfakes her, Bauldy fhe may gain, Yonder he comes, and wow but he looks fain, 
Nae doubt he thinks that Peggy’s now.his ain. 

Madge. 
He get her! flavering doof! it fets him weil To yoke a plough where Patrick thought to teil; 

Gif I were Meg, I’d let young Mafter fee  
M A U S E. 

Ye’d be as dorty in your choice as he. And fo wad I: but whifht, here Bauldy comes. 
Enter BAULDY finging. 

J E NNY faid to Jocky, gin ye ivinna tel/. 
Ye Jhall be the lad. I'll be the lafs myfell ; Ye're a bonny lad, and I'm a la fie free ; Ye're oxtefyomer to tak me than to let me be* 
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I trow fae,  Lafles will come to at laft, 
Tho’ for a while they maun their fnaw-baws call. 

M a u s E. 
Well, Bauldy, how gaes a’ ?  

B a u L D Y. 
 Faith unco right: 

I hope we’ll a’ fleep found but ane this night. 
Madge. 

And wha’s the unlucky ane, if we may afk ? 
Bauldy. 

To find out that is nae difficult talk. Poor bonny Peggy, wha maun think nae mair. 
On Pate turn’d Patrick and Sir William’s heir. Now, now, good Madge, and honed Maufe, ftand be. While Meg’s in dumps, put in a word for me. I’ll be as kind as ever Pate could prove: Lefs willful, and ay conftant in my love. 

Madge. 
As Neps can witnefs, and the buffiy thorn. Where mony a time to her your heart was fwom; Fy, Bauldy! bluffi, and vows of love regard; What other lafs will true a manfworn herd ? 

The curfe of heav’n hings ay aboon their heads. That’s ever guilty of fic finfu’ deeds. I’ll ne’er.advife my niece fae grae a gate. Nor will Ihe be advis’d, fou weel I wate. 
Bauldy. 

Sac gray a gate! manfworn ! and a’ the reft; Ye leed, auld Roudes, and in faith had beft Eat in your words, elfe I ffiall gar ye ftand 
With a'het face afore the haly band. 

Madge. 
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Madge. 

Ye’ll gar me ftand! ye levelling gabbit brock; 
Speak that again, and, trembling, dread my rock, And ten iharp nails, that when my hands are in. 
Can flyp the ikin o’ye’r cheeks out owre your chin. 

B a o L D Y. 
I tak ye witnefs, Maufe, ye heard her fay. That I’m manfworn, 1 winna let it gae. 

Madge. 
Ye’re witnefs too, he ca’d me bonny names. And fhould be ferv’d as his good breeding claims. Ye filthy dog 1  

Flys to his hair like a fury:—A flout battle.  Maufe endeavours to redd them. 
M A W S E. 

Let gang your grips, fy Madge! howt, Baddy, leen, I wadna wifh this tailzie had been feen; *Tis fae daft like  
Bauldy gets out of Madge's clutches •with a bleeding nofe. 
Madge. 
 ’Tis dafter like to thole An ether-cap, like him, to blaw the coal. It lets him well, with vile unferapit tongue .To cart up whether I be auld or young. 

They’re aulder yet than I have married been. And or they died their bairn’s bairns have feen. 
M a u s E. 

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

My lugs, my nofe, and noddle finds the fame. M A D G E. 
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Madge. 

Auld Roudes, filthy fallow, I lhall auld ye. 
M a u s E. 

Howt no,—ye’ll e’en be friends with honell Bauldy, 
Come, come, (hake hands: this maun nae fardcr gae: 
Ye maun forgie ’im; I fee the lad looks wae. 

Bauldy. 
In troth now, Maufe, I have at Madge nac fpite: But (he abufing fir ft was a’ the wyte Of what has happen’d, and (hould therefore crave 

My pardon firft, and (hall acquittance have. 
M A D G E. 

I crave you pardon ! gallows-face, gae greet, 
And own your fault to her that ye wad cheat. 
Gae, or be blafted in your health and gear, 
’Till ye learn to perform as well as fwear. Vow and loupback! Was e’er the like heard tell? Swith tak him, diel he’s owre lang out of hell. 

Bauldy running off'. 
His prefence be about us! curd were he, 

That were condemn’d for life to live with thee. [Exit Bauldy. Madge laughing. . 
I think I have towzled his harrigals a wee; 

He’ll no foon grien to tell his love to me. He’s but a rafcal that wad mint to ferve 
A laflie fae he docs but ill deferve. 

M a u s e. 
Ye towin’d him rightly 1 commend ye for’t. His bleeding 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 (land 

To lend him in this cafe my helping hand. Madge. 
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Madge, 

A witch! How had \e patience this to bear; And leave him een to fee, or lugs to hear ? 
M a u s E. 

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 earn ing, can the lake of pith fupplie. Thus I pat otf revenge till it was dark, Syne bad him come, and we Ihou’d ga> g to wark: I’m fure he’ll keep his trifle ; and I c; me here 
Tofeek your help, that we the fool may fear. 

Madge. 
And fpecial fport we’ll have, as I protefl; Ye’ll be the witch, and I fhall play the ghaift. A linnen fheet wound 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. 

M a u s E. 
Then let us go ; for fee, ’tis hard on night; 

The weftlin clouds (bine rid with fetdng light. [Exeunt. 

ACT IV. S C E N E II. 
When birds begin to nod upon the bough, And the green fwaird grows damp with falling dew; While good Sir William is to reft retir'd, The Gende Shepherd tenderly infpir’d, Walks through the broom with Roger ever leel. To meet, and comfort Meg, and take farewel. 

Roger WO W but I’m cagie, and my heart loupslight; O! Mr. Patrick, ay your thoughts were right. Sure gentle fowk are farer feen than we, That naething hae to brag of pedegree, 
I My 
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My Jenny now, wha brake my heart this morn. Is perfedt yielding, — fwect, — and nae mair fcorn. I fpake my mind, —flie heard,—I fpake again, She fmil’d,—I kifs’d, 1 woo'd, nor woo’d in vain. 

P A T I E. 
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 eftate that lifts me ’boon the lave; With looks all kindnefs, words that love confeft, He all the Father to my foul expreft, > While clofs he held me to his manly breaft. J Such were the eyes, he faid, thus fmil’d the mouth Of thy lov’d mother, Blefling of my youth! 

Who fet too foon! And while he praife bellow’d, 
Adown his graceful cheeks a torrent flow’d. My new-born joys, and- this his tender tale. 
Did, mingled thus, o’er a’ my thoughts prevail; That fpeechlefs lang, my late kend Sire I view’d^ While gulhing tears my panting breaft bedew’d. Unufual tranfports made my head turn round, Whilft I myfelf, with riling raptures, found C 
The happy fon of ane fae much renown’d. j But he has bear’d too faithful Symon’s fear Has brought my love for Peggy to his ear; 
Which he forbids,—ah! this confounds my peace, While thus to beat my heart mull fooner ceafe. 

Roger. 
How to advife you, troth I’m at a Hand: But were’t my cale, ye’d clear it up aff-hand. 

P A T I E. 
Duty and haflen realbn plead his caufe: But what cares love for realbn, rules and laws ? 

Still 
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Still in my heart my flrepherdefs excells, And part of my new happinefs repells. 
Or fung as follows. SANG XV. Kirk 'wad let me he. 

Duty and part of reafon P leadJl rang on the parent's fide,. 
Which lovefo fuperior calls treafon; The JlrongeJi mujl be obey’d: 
For nov: tho’ Pm one of the gentry. My conftancy faljhood repells; For change in my heart has no entry. Still there my dear Peggy excells. 

Roger. 
Enjoy them baith; Sir William will be won: 

Your Peggy’s bonny, you’re his only fon. 
P A t 1 E. 

She’s mine by vows, and Wronger ties of love. 
And frae thefe bands nae change my mind (hall move. I’ll wed nane elfe, through life I will be true; But ftill obedience is a parent’s due. 

Roger. 
Is not our mailer and yourfelf to Hay Amang us here,—or are ye gawn away 

To London court, or ither far aff parts 
To leave your ain poor us with broken hearts ? 

P A t 1 E. 
To Edinburgh ftraight, to-morrow we advance, To London neill, and afterwards to France, Where I mull (lay fome years, and learn—to dance, And twa three other monky-tricks: that doon, I come hame (Irutting in my reed-heel’d (hoon. Then its delign’d, when I can weel behave. That I maun be fome petted thing’s dull flave. For fome few bags of calh, that I wate wed, I nae mair need nor carts do a third wheel; 

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

Roger. 
‘ They wha have juft enough can (bundly deep, The o’ercome only fafties fouk to keep.’— Good Mr. Patrick, tak your ain tale hame. 

P A T I E. 
What was my morning thought, at night’s the fame: The poor and rich but differ in the name. Content’s the greateft blifs we can procure 

Frae boon the lift.— Without it Kings are poor.  
Roger. 

But an eftate, like your’s, yields braw content. 
When we but pike it fcantly on the bent: Fine claiths, faft beds, Iweet houfes and red wine, 
Good cheer, and witty friends, whene’er ye dine, 
Qbeyfant (ervants, honour, wealth and ea(e; W'ha’s no content with thefe are ill to pleafe. 

P A T I E. 
Sae Roger thinks, and thinks not far amifs. But mony a cloud hings hovering o’er their blifs: The paffions rule the roil; and if they’re four, Like the lean ky, they’ll foon the fat devour. 

The fpleen, tint honour, and affronted pride, Stang like the (harped goads in gentry’s fide. The gouts and gravels, and the ill difeafe. Are frequenteft with fowk o’erlaid with ea(e; While o’er the muir, the (hepherd with lefs carq. Enjoys his fober wiih, and halefome air. 
Roger. 

LORD man, I wonder ay, and it delights My heart, whene’er I hearken to your flights. 
How 
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How gat yc a’ that lenfe I fain wad lear. That 1 may eafier difappointments bear. 

P A T I E. 
Frae books, the wale of books, I gat fome /kill, Thefe belt can teach what’s real good or ill, IsVer grudge ilk year to ware fome (lanes of cheefe, 

To gain thefe filent friends that ever pleafe. 
Roger. 

I’ll do’t, and ye lhall tell me which to buy: Faith Ffe hae books, tho’ I (hou’d fell my ky: But now, let’s hear how you’re defign’d to move 
Between Sir William’s will and Peggy’s love. 

P A t 1 E. 
Then here it lys,——his will maun be obey’d. 

My vows I’ll keep, and Ihe fhall be my bride: But I fome time this laft defign maun hide. Keep you the fecret clofs, and leave me here, 
I fent for Peggy; yonder comes my dear. 

Roger. 
Pleas’d that ye trail me with the fecret, I, 

To wyle it frae me, a’ the deels defy. [Exit Roger. 
P a t 1 e felus. 

With what a ftruggle mull I now impart 
My father’s will to her that hads my heart! I ken Ihe loves, and her laft foul will link. While it Hands trembling on the hated brink Of difappointment—Heaven, fupport my fair, And let'her comfort claim your tender care. Her eyes are red [Enter Peggy.  My Peggy, why in tears ? Smile as ye wont, allow nae room for fears: Tho’ I’m nae mair a Ihepherd, yet I’m thine. 

Peggy, 



70 The GENTLE SHEPHERD. 
Peggy. 

I dare not think fae high; I now repine 
At the unhappy chance that made not me 
A gentle match, or {till a herd kept thee. Wha can, withouten pain, fee frae the coaft 
The Ihip that bears his All like to be loft; Like to be carried by fome Rever's hand. 
Far frae his wiftres to fome diftant land ? 

P A T I E. 
Ne’er quarrel fate, whilft it with me remains. 

To raife thee up, or ftill attend thefe plains. 
My father has forbid our loves I own: But love’s fuperior to a parent’s frown. I fallhood hate: come kifs thy cares away; I ken to love, as well as to obey. 
Sir William’s generous, leave the talk to me. To make ft rid duty and true love agree. 

Peggy. 
Speak on! fpeak ever thus, and ftill my grief. But ftiort I dare to hope the fond relief. 

New thoughts a gentler face will foon infpire. That with nice air fwims round in filk attire; 
Then I, poor me! with fighs may ban my fate. When the young Laird’s nae mair my hartfome Pate: 
Nae mair again to hear fweet tales expreft. By the blyth Shepherd that excell’d the reft: Nae mair be envy’d by the tattling gang. When Patie kifs’d me, when I danc’d or fang: Nae mair, alake! we’ll on the meadows play! And rin haff-breathlefs round the rucks of hay. As aft-times I have fled from thee right fain. And fawn on purpofe that I might be tane. 
Nae mair around the foggy know I’ll creep. 
To watch and flare upon thee while afleep. 

But 
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Bat hear my vow ’twill help to give me cafe. 
May fudden death, or deadly fair difeafe. And ward of ills attend my wretched life, If e’er to ane but you I be a wife. 
Or lung as follows. SANG XVI. Woes my heart that ,we Jhou'd funder. 

Speak on, /peak thus, and Jlill my grief Hold up a heart that's finkhig under Thefe fears, that foon ’will ’want relief, When Pate mujl from his Peggy funder. A gentler face in filk attire, 
A lady rich in beauty's blofom, Alake poor me ! ’will noiu confpire. To Jleal thee from thy Peggy’s bofom. 

No more the Shepherd ’who excell'd The rejl, <whofe <wit made them to ’wonder : Shall no--w his Peggy's praifes tell. Ah! I can die, but never funder. 
Te meadows where we \often fray'd, Te banks where we were wont to wander. Sweet fcented rucks round which we play’d 

Tou’ll lofeyour fweets when we're afunder. 
Again, ah ! Jhall I never creep Around the know with filent duty 
Kindly to watch thee while afeep. And wonder at thy manly beauty ? Hear, heaven, while folemnly I vow, Tho' thou fhouldjl prove a wandring lover. Throw life to thee I Jhall prove true. Nor be a wife to any other. 

P A T I E. 
Sure heaven approves; and be allur’d of me. I’ll ne’er gang back of what I’ve fworn to thee: And time, tho’ time maun interpofe a while, 

And I maun leave my Peggy and this ille; Yet 
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Yet time, nor diftance, nor the faireft face. If there’s a fairer, e’er (hail fill thy place. 
I’d hate my rifing fortune, Ihould it move 
The fair foundation of our faithfu’ love. If at my foot were crowns and fceptres laid. To bribe my foul frae thee, delightful maid; For thee I’d foon leave thefc inferior things 
To fic as have the patience to be kings. 
Wherefore that tear ? believe, and calm thy mind. 

Peggy. T greet for joy to hear thy words fae kind. 
When hopes were funk, and nought but mirk defpair. Made me think life was litde worth my care. 
My heart was like to burft: but now I fee Thy generous thoughts will fave thy love for me. With patience then I’ll wait each wheeling year, 
Hope time away till thou with joy appear. And all the while. I’ll ftudy gentler charms. To make me fitter for my traveller’s arms. I’ll gain on uncle Glaud; he’s far frae fool. And will not grudge to put me through ilk fehool, W’here I may manners learn  
Or fung as follows. SANG XVII. Tweed-fidt. 

When hope ’was quite funk in defpair. 
My heart it nuas going to break; 

My life appear’d ’worthlefs my care. But now 1 will fave't for thy fake. Where'er my love travels by day. 
Wherever he lodges by night. With me his dear image fhall flay. And my foul keep him ever in fight. 

With patience Til wait the long year. And fludy the gentlejl charms : 
Hope time away till thou appear 

To lock thee for ay in thofe arms. 
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Whilfl thou ’was a Jhepherd, I priz'd No higher degree in this life; But no-iu I'll endeavour to rife To a height that's becoming thy ’wife. 
For beauty that's only Jkin deep, Muft fade like thego’wans of May, 
But inwardly rooted, will keep For ever without a decay. Nor age, nor the changes of life. Can quench the fair fire of love ; If virtue's ingrain'd in the wife. 

And the husband have fenfe to approve. 
P A T I E. 
 That’s wifely faid. 

And what your uncle wares (hall be well paid. 1 Tho’ without a’ the little helps of art, ‘ Thy native fweets might gain a Prince’s heart; [ Yet now, left in our ftation we offend, | We muft learn modes to innocence unken’d; r Affe£t aft-times to like the thing we hate, 
: And drap ferenity to keep up ftate: [ Laugh when we’re fad, fpeak when we’ve nought to fay, And, for the fafhion, when we’re blyth feem wae: [ Pay compliments to them we aft have (corn’d, [ Then fcandalize them when their backs are turn’d. 

Peggy. 
If this is gentry, I had rather be What I am (fill; but I’ll be ought with thee. 

P A T I E. 
No, no, my Peggy, I but only jeft, With gentry’s apes; for (till amangft the beft. Good manners give integrity a bleeze, When native virtues join the art to pleafe. 

Peggy. 
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Peggy. 

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

P a r I E. 
There is nae doubt, but travelling does improre. Yet I would Ihun it for thy fake, my love: But foon as I’ve fhook off my landwart call 

In foreign cities, hame to thee I’ll hafle. 
Peggy. 

With every fetting day, and rifing morn. I’ll kneel toheav’n, andafk thy fafe return. Under that tree, and on the fuckler brae, 
Where aft we wont, when bairns, to run and play; And to the HifTel (haw, where firft ye vow’d Ye wad be mine, and I as eithly trow’d. I’ll aften gang, and tell the trees and flowers, With joy, that they’ll bear witnefs I am your’s. 

Or fung as follows. SANG XVIII. Bujh aboon Traquair. 
At fetting day and rijing morn, With foul that JlillJball love thee. I'll afk of heavn thy fafe return. With all that can improve thee. I'll vifit oft the Birhen-buf), 

Where firjl thou kindly told me, r Sweet tales of love, and hid my blufh, Whiljl round thou didfl unfold me. 
To all our haunts I will repair. By Greenwood, floaw or Jauntain s . Or where the fummcr-day I'd fhare 

Jllth thee upon yon mountain. There 
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There’will I tell the trees and flvwers. From thoughts unfeign'd and tendert By vo’wsyoure mine, by love is your's A heart which cannot wander. 

P A T I E. 
My dear, allow me frae thy temples fair, A {tuning ringlet of thy flowing hair ; Which, as a fample of each lovely charm, I’ll aften kifs and wear about my arm. 

Peggy. 
Wer’t in my power with better boons to pleafe, 

I’d give the beft I could with the fame eafe: Nor wad I, if thy luck had fall’n to me. Been in ae jot lefs generous to thee, 
P a r I E. 

I doubt it not, but fince we’ve little time. 
To ware’t on words wad border on a crime: Love’s fafter meaning better is expreft, 

[ When it’s with kifles on the heart impreft. [Exeunt. 
End of the fourth Aft. 

ACT V. SCENE I. 
See how poor Bauldy flares like ane pofleft. And roars up Symon f'rae his kindly reft: Bare-leg’d, with night-cap, and unbutton’d coat. See the auld man comes forward to the fot, 

Symon. 
WH AT want ye, Bauldy, at this early hour, While drowfy fleep keeps a’ beneath its power ? i Far to the North the fcant approaching light 

“ Stands equal ’twixt the morning and the night, j What gars ye ihake and glowre, and look fae wan ? Your teeth they chitter, hair like briftles Hand, 
B A U L D Y. 
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B a u L D Y. 

O len me foon fome water, milk or ale. 
My head’s grown giddy, legs with fliaking 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! [Symon gives him a drink, 

Symon. 
What ails thee, gowk! to make fae loud adoe ? 

You’ve wak’d Sir William, he has left his bed, . He comes, I fear ill-pleas’d; I hear his tred. [Enter Sir William. 
Sir W ill. 

How goes the night ? Does day-light yet appear ? Symon, you’re very timeoufly afteer. 
S Y M O N. 

I’m forry. Sir, that we’ve difturb’d your reft; T But fome ftrange thing has Bauldy’s fp’rit oppreft, V 
He’s feen fome witch, or wreftled with a ghaift. j 

B A U L D Y. 
0 ay, dear Sir, in troth ’tis very true, And I am come to make my plaint to you, 

Sir Will, fmiling. 
1 lang to hear’t,  

B a u L D Y. 
 Ah! Sir, the witch caw’d Maufe, That wins aboon the mill amang the haws, 

Firft promis’d that {he’d help me with her art. To gain a bonny thrawart laffie’s heart. As fhe had tryfted, I met wi’er this night, Tut may nae friend of mine £et fic a fi ight J For 
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For the curs’d hag, inftead of doing me good, (The very thought o’fs like to freeze my blood!) Rais’d up a ghaid or deel, I kenna whilk. 
Like a dead corple, in fheet as white as milk. Black hands it had, and face as wan as death; Upon me fad 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 of its bool was like to lov/p; I pithlefs grew with fear, and had nae hope, 
Till with an elritch laugh they vanidi’d quite; Syne I haf-dead with anger, fear and fpite. Crap up, and fled draight frae them. Sir to you. Hoping your help, to gie the deel his due. I’m fure my heart will ne’er gi’e o’er to dunt. Till in a fat tar-barrel Maufc be burnt. 

Sir Will. 
Well, Bauldy, whate’er’s juft lhall granted be. Let Maufe be brought this morning down to me. 

Bauldy. 
Thanks to your Honour, foon fhall I obey; But firft I’ll Roger raife, and twa three mae. To catch her fad, or die get leave to fqueel, •And cad their cantraips that bring up the deel. 

[Exit Bauldy. 
Sir Will. 

Troth, Symon, Bauldy’s mair afraid than hurt, The witch and ghaid have made themfelves goodfport. What filly notions croud the clouded mind, That is throw want of education blind. 
Symon. 

But does your Honour tjiink there’s nae lie thiqg, As witches raifing deels up through a ring; Syne playing tricks ? a thoufand I cou’d tell, 
Coud never be contriv’d on this fide hell. Sir 
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Si r Will. 

Such as the devil’s dancing in a moor, Amongfl: a few old women craz’d and poor. 
Who are rejoic’d to fee him friflc and lowp O’er braes and bogs, with candles in his dowp. Appearing fometimes like a black horn’d cow Aft-times like Bawty, Badrans, or a Sow; Then with his train throw airy paths to glide. 
While they on cats, or clowns, or broom-flaffs ride; Or in an egg-lhell 11dm out o’er the main. 
To drink their leader’s health in France or Spain; Then aft by night, bumbaze hare-hearted fools. 
By tumbling down their cup-board, chairs and ftools: Whate’er’s in fpells, or if there witches be. 
Such whimfies feem the moll abfurd to me. 

S y m o N. 
’Tis true enough we ne’er heard 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 hoblelhew that’s paft 
Will end in naithing but ajoke at laft. 

Sir Will. 
I’m fure it will; but fee increafing light. Commands the imps of darknefs down tonight; Bid raife my fervants, and my horfe prepare, 

Whilft I walk out to take the morning air. 
SANG XIX. Bonny gray-ey’d morn. 

Tie bonny gray-ey'd morn begins to peep. And darknefs jlies before the rifing ray The hearty hind ftarts from his lazy feep. To follow, healthful labours of the day. 
Without 
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Without a guilty Jling to wrinkle his brow; The Lark and the Linnet tend his levee. And he joins their concert driving his plow. From toil of grimace and pageantry Jree, 
Whileflufier'd with wine or madden'd with lofs. Ofhalf an eftate, the prey of a main. The drunkard and gamefter tumble and tofs, Wifsing for calmnefs and fumber in vain. 
Be my portion health and quietnefs of mind. Plac’d (it due difance from parties andfate. Where neither ambition nor avarice blind, Reach him who has happinefs link'd to his fate. 

[Exeunt* 

A C T V. S C E N E II. 
While Peggy laces up her bolbm fair. With a blue {hood Jenny binds up her hair; Glaud by his morning ingle takes a beek; The rifing fin (hines motty through the reek, A pipe his mouth, the lades pleafc his een, And now and then his joke maun interveen. 

Glaud. 
IWifh, my bairns, it may keep fair till night, 

Ye do not ufe fo foon to fee the light; 
Nae doubt ye now intend to mix the thrang. To take your leave of Patrick or he gang: But do you think, that now when he’s a Laird, That he poor landwart laffes will regard ? 

Jenny. 
Tho’ he’s young matter now, I’m very fare, He has mair fenfe than flight auld friends tho’ poor ; But yefterday he gae us mony a tug, And kifs’d my culm there frae lug to lug. 

Glaud. 
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G L A U D. 

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

Peggy. 
A rake! what’s that ? Sure if it means ought ill. He’ll never be’t, elfe I have tint my fldll. 

Claud. Daft laffie, ye ken nought of the affair, Ane young, and good and gentle’s unco rare: 
A rake’s a gracelefs fpark that thinks nae fhame. To do what like of us think fin to name. Sic are fae void of fhame they’ll never flap. To brag how aften they have had the clap. ^They’ll tempt young things likeyouwith youdith flufh’d. 
Syne mak ye a’ thc'r jell, when ye’re debauch’d. Be wary then, I fay, and never gi’e Encouragement, or board with fic as he. 

Peggy. 
Sir William’s virtuous, and of gentle blood ; And may not Patrick too like him be good ? 

G l a u D. That’s true, and mony gentry mae than he 
As they are wifer, better are than we; But thinner fawn: they’re fae puft up with pride, There’s mony of them mocks ilk haly guide. That fhaws the gate, to heaven. I’ve heard my fell. 
Some of them laugh at dooms-day, fin and hell. 

Jenny. 
Watch o’er us. Father! heh, that’s very odd. 

Sure him that doubts adoom’s-day, doubts a God, G l a u D. 
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Claud. 

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 I thought. That Patrick to fie gates will e’er be brought. 

Peggy. 
The LORD forbid! Na, he kens better things: 

But here comes aunt, her face fome ferly brings. [Enter Madge. 
Madge. 

Hafte, hafte ye, we’re a’ fent for owre the gate 
To hear and help to redd fome odd debate ’Tween Maufe and Bauldy, ’bout fome witchcraft fpell, AtSymon’s houfe, the Knight fits judge himfell. 

Claud. 
Lend me my ftaff. -Madge, lock the outer dore, 

And bring the lalfeswi’ ye, I’ll Itep before, [fixit Claud. 
Madge. 

Poor Meg! —look Jenny, was the like e’er feen. 
How bleer’d and red with greeting look her een ? This day her brankan wooer takes his horfe, To ftrut a gentle fpark at Edinburgh crofs; 
To change his kent, cut frae the branchy plain. For a nice fword and glancing headed cane; To leave his ram^horn fpoons, and kitted whey. For gentler tea, that fmells like new won hey: To leave the green-fwaird dance, when we gae milk. To ruffle amang the beauties clad in filk. But Meg, poor Meg ! maun with thefirepherd (lay, And tak what God will fend in hodden-gray. 

Peggy. 
Dear aunt, what needs ye faffl us wi’ your fcorn ? 

That’s no my faut that I’m nae gentler born. 
Cif 
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Gif I the daughter of fome Laird had been, 
I ne’er had noticed Patie on the green. "Now fince he rifes, why fliould I repine ? 
If he’s made for another he’ll ne’er be mine; And then the like lies been, if the decree 
Deligns him mine, I yet his wife may be. 

Madge. 
A bonny ftory trouth! but we delay; Prin up your aprons baith, and come away. 

\Exeunt. 

ACT V. SCENE III. 
Sir William fills the twa-arm’d chair. While Symon, Roger, Glaud and Maule Attend, and with loud laughter, hear Daft Bauldy bluntly plead his cauft: For now ’tis told him that the taz Was handled by reyengefu’ Madge, Becaufe he broke good breeding’s laws, And, with his nonfenfe, rais’d their rage. 

Sir Will. 
AND was that all? Well, Bauldy, ye was ferv’d ± \ No otherwife than what ye well deferv’d. Was it lb fmall a matter to defame. And thus abufe an honed: woman’s name ? Befides your going about to have betray’d, By perjury an innocent young maid. 

Bauldy. 
Sir, I confefs my faut thro’ a’ the fteps. And ne’er again fhall be untrue to Neps- 

M a u s E. 
Thus far, Sir, he oblig’d me on the fcore, I kend not that they thought me Cc before. 

BaOld v. 
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B A u t b Y, 

An't like your honour I believ’d it weel; But troth I was e’en doilt to leek the deel; Yet with your honour’s leave, tho’ fhe’s nae witch. She’s baith a flee and a revengefu’  And that my fame place finds; but I had beft Had in my tongue, for yonder comes the ghailt. And the young bonny witch, whafe rofie cheek, Sent me, without my wit, the deel to feek. [Enter Madge, Peggy, and Jenny,. 
Sir W i l l. looking at Peggy. 

Whole daughter’s Ihe that wears the aurora gown, 
With face fae fair, and locks fo lovely brown ? How fparkling are her eyes ! what’s this I find ? The girl brings all my filler to my mind. Such were the features once adorn’d a face. Which death too foon depriv’d offweeteft grace. 
Is this your daughter Glaud ?  

G n a u d. 
 Sir, (he’s my niece,  

And yet (he’s not: But I fhould hold my peace. 
Sir Will. 

This is a contradiftion. What d’ye mean ? 
She is and is not ! pray thee, Glaud, explain. 

Glaud. 
Becaufe, I doubt, if I Ihould make appear 1 What I have kept a fecret thirteen year, 

M a u s E. 
You may reveal what I can fully clear. 

S<> W I L L. 
Speak foon ; I m all impatience !- P A T I E. 
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P A T I E. 

 So am I!' 
For much I hope, and hardly yet know why. 

G l a u D. 
Then, fince my Matter orders, I obey. This Bonny Fondling ae clear morn of May, Clofe by the lee fide of my door I found. 

All fweet and clean, and carefully hapt round, In infant weeds of rich and gentle make, ■What could they be, thought I, did theeforfake? 
Wha, warfe than brutes, cou’d leave expos’d to air 
Sae much of innocence, fae fweetly fair, Sae helplefs young ? for fhe appear’d to me, 
Only about twa towmonds auld to be; I took her in my arms, the bairny fmil’d, 
With fic a look >vad made a favage mile}. I hid the ftory; ftie has part fincefyne. 
As a poor orphan, and a niece of mine. Nor do 1 rue my care about the wean, For (he’s well worth the pains that I have tane. 
Ye fee (he’s bonny, I can fwear (he’s good. And am right fure (he’s come of gentle blood; 
Of whom I kenna,  —naithing ken I mair. Than what I to your honour now declare.. 

S/> W I L L. 
This tale feems ftrange !  

P a r I E,    The tale delights my ear! 
Sir Will, 

Command your joys, young man, till truth appear, 
M a u s E. 

That be my ta(k;—now. Sir, bid all be hufh, 
Peggy may fmile —thou haft no caufe to blufh. Lang 



The GENTLE SHEPHERD. 85 
Lang have I wifh’d to fee this happy day. That I might lafely to the truth give way; That I may now Sir William Worthy name. 
The heft and neareft friend that flic can claim. He faw’t at firtt, and with quick eye did trace. His lifter’s beauty in her daughter’s face. 

S ir Will. 
Old woman, do not rave, prove what you lay; 

*Tis dangerous in affairs like this to play. 
P A T I E. 

What reafon, Sir, can ane old woman have. To tell a lie, when Ihe’s fee near her grave ? But how, or why, it Ihould be truth, I grant, 
I, every thing, looks like a rcalbn, want. 

O M N E S, 
The ftory’s odd! we wilh we heard it out. 

Sir Will. Make hafte, good woman, and refolvc each doubt. \_Maufe goes forward, leading Peggy to Sir IVilliam, 
M a u s E. 

Sir, view me well, has fifteen years fo plow’d, 
A wrinkl’d face that you have often view’d. That here I as an unknown ftranger ftand, ^ 
Who nurft her mother that now holds my hand ? v Yet fironger proofs I’ll give, if you demand. J 

Sir Will. 
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 snakes herft by him. Yes, furcly thou’rt my niece, truth muft prevail: But no more words till Maufc relate her tale. Patif. 
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P A r I E. 

Good nurfe, go on, nae mufick’s haff fae fine. 
Or can give pleafure like thefe words of thine. 

M a u s E. 
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 with avaritious view. Her rich eftate, of which they’re now poffeft: 
All this to me a confident confdt. I heard with horror, and with trembling dread. They’d fmoor the fakelefs orphan in her bed. That very night when all were funk in reft. 
At mid-night hour the floor I faftly preft; And (law the deeping innocent away, With whom I travell’d fome few miles ere day. 
All day I hid me,—when the day was done, I kept my journey, lighted by the moon. Till eaftward fifty miles I reach’d thefe plains Where needful plenty glads your chearful Swains. 
Then fear of being found out, I to fecure My charge, e’en laid her at this fhepherd’s door And took a neighbouring cottage here, that I, Whate’er fhou’d happen to her, might be by. 
Here honeft Glaud himfell, and Symon may Remember well, how I that very day, 
Frae Roger’s father took my little crove. Glaud, •with tears of joy-happing down his beard. I well remember’t: LORD reward your love. 
Lang have I wifh’d for this; for aft I thought, 
Sic knowledge fometime fhould about be brought. 

P A T I E. 
’Tis now a crime to doubtmy joys are full. 

With due obedience to my parent’s will. 
Sir, 
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Sir, with paternal love, furvey her charms, And blame me not for rulhing to her arms: She’s mine by vows, and would, tho’ ftill unknown, 
Have been my wife, when I my vows durft own. 

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

[Patie and Peggy embrace, and kneel to Sir William. 
P a r 1 E. 

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

I give you both my bleffing; may your love 
Produce a happy race, and Hill improve. 

Peggy. 
My wilhes are complete,—my joys arife, While I’m half dizzy with the bleft furprize. And am I then a match for my ain lad, That forme fo much generous kindnefs had ? Lang may Sir William blels thefe happy plains. Happy, while heaven grant he on them remains. 

Patie. 
Be lang our Guardian, (fill our Mailer be, We’ll only crave what ye ftiall pleafe to gi’e: C Th’ eflate be your’s, my Peggy’s ane to me. j 

G L A U D. 
I hope your honour now will tak amends Of them that fought her life for wicked ends. 

Sir 
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Sir Will. 

The bafe unnatural villain foon fhall know. That eyes above watch the affairs below. 
I’ll ftrip him foon of all to her pertains. And make hirn reimburfc his ill-got gains. 

Peggy. 
To me the views of wealth, and an eftate Seem light, when put in ballance with my Pate: For his fake only. I’ll ay thankful bow 

For fuch a kindnefs, beft of men, to you. 
S y m o N. 

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

-S/V.Will. 
Kindly old man,—remain with you this day! 

I never from thefe fields again will ftray; Mafons and wrights fhall foon my houfe repair. 
And bufy gardners fhall new planting rear: My father’s hearty table you foon fhall fee Reftor’d, and my beft friends rejoice with me. 

S Y M O N. 
That’s the beft news I bear’d this twenty year; 

New day breaks up, rough times begin to dear. 
G l a u D. 

GOD fare the King, and fave Sir William lang, 
T’ enjoy their ain, and raife the fhcpherd’s fang. 

R o G E i 
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Roger. 

Wha winna dance, wha will refufe to (ing ? What Shepherd’s whittle winna lilt the fpring? 
B a u L D Y, 

I’m friends with Maufe,—with very Madge I’mgree’d, 
Altho’ they Ikelpit me when woodly fleed. I’m now fu’ blyth, and frankly can forgive, 
To join and fing, Lang may Sir William live. 

Madge. 
Lang may he live;—and Baddy, learn to fteek Your gab a wee, and think before ye fpeak ; 

And never ca’ her auld that wants a man, Elfe ye may yet fome witche’s fingers ban. This day I’ll with the youngeft of you rant. And brag for ay that I was ca’d the aunt Of our young lady,—my dear bonny bairn! 
Peggy. 

No other name I’ll ever for you learn   And, my good nurfe, how (hall I gratefu’ be For a’ thy matchlefs kindnefs done for me! 
M a u s E, 

The flowing pleafures of this happy day, 
S y m o N. 

Does fully all I can require repay. 
Sir W-1 l l. 

To faithful Symon, and kind Claud to you, Y And to your heirs, I give in endlefs feu, C The mailens ye poflefs, as juftly due 3 For adling like kind fathers to the pair, Who have enough befides, and thefe can fpare. Maufe, in my houfe, in calmnefs dole your days. With nought to do but fing your Maker’s praife. 
M OJMNES. 
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O M N E S. 

The LORD of Heaven return your honour’s love, Confirm your joys, and a’your blefllngs roove. i [P a t i e prefenting Roger to Sir William".. 
Sir, here’s my trufty friend, that always ftiar’d 

My bofom fecrets ere I was a Laird. Claud’s daughter Janet, (Jenny, think na fhame) Rais’d and maintains in him a lover’s flame: Lang was he dumb, at laft he fpake and won, And hopes to be our honeft: uncles fon; Be pleas’d to fpeak to Claud for ms confent. That nane may wear a face of difcontent. 
Sir Will. 

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

You croud your bounties, Sir, What can we fay,") But that we’re dyvours that can ne’er repay ? > What e’er your Honour wills, I (hall obey. J Roger, my daughter, \yith my blefling, take, 
And ftill our Mafter’s right your bufinefs make, Pleafe him, be faithful, and this auld gray head 
Shall nod with quietnefs down amang the dead. 

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

Sir Will. 
My friends, I’mfatisfy’d you’ll all behave Each in his ftation as I’d wiftt or crave. Be 
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Be ever virtuous, foon or late ye’ll find Reward and fatisfaftion to your mind. 
The maze of life fometimes looks dark and wild; And oft when hopes are higheft we’re beguil’d. Aft when we (land on brinks of dark defpair, Some happy turn, with joy, difpells our care. 
Now all’s at rights, who fings belt, let me hear. 

Peggy. 
When you demand, I readied fhould obey: I’ll ling you ane tfce neweft that I hae. 

SA NG XX. Corn rigs are bonny. 
My Patie is a lover gay. His mind is never muddy; His breath is fweeter than new hay. His face is fair and ruddy : 
His fhape is handfome, -middle fize. He's comely in his wawking; The fnning of his een ftirprize : ’Tis heaven to hear him taw king. 
Lajl night I met him on a hawk. Where yellow corn was growing. There mony a kindly word he fpake. That fet my heart a glowing. He kifs'd, and vow'd he wad be mine. And loo'd me bejl of any. That gars me like to fmgfincefyne, 0 corn rigs are bonny. Let laffes of a filly mind Refufe what maifl they're wanting. Since we for yielding were defgn'd. We chafily foould be granting. Then I'll comply and marry PATE, And fyne my cockernonny 
He's free to touzle air or late. Where corn rigs are bonny. 

FINIS. 
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