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SCOTS PASTORAL COMEDY. 

BY 
ALLAN RAMS AT. 

WITH AN ACCOUNT OF 
HIS LIFE AND WRITINGS, 

A GLOSSARY. 

0 bonny are our greenpwari bower, 
Whar, thro' the bilks, the burny rows. 
And the bet bums, and the ox lows. 

And faft winds rujle. 
And Shepherd Lads on funny knows 

Blow the blyth wbujle. 
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MEMOIRS 
or THE 

LIFE OF MR. ALLAN RAMSAY. 

IJLTowever gratifying it maybe to obtain fome ac- A count of an aut'ior, whofe works have attrafted 
Admiration and acquired celebrity, we find it often dif- 
^eult to extend our inquiries much beyond a certain 
period of the prtfent century. Before the appear, 
nee of thole regular periodical publications, which 

lllow no man of merit to “ efcape the world unno- 
iced,” iny information to be obtained is exceeding- 
y fcanty. Of this, the objeft of the prefent mc- 
noir is a remarkable initance. 

No Poem has ever been fo popular in the king- lorn of Scotland as the Gentle Shepherd ; yet the oteinporaries of its author have fo far negledled his 
Aterit, as to leave us in ignorance of thofe particu- 
ars of his life, which, from the celebrity of his geni- 

3, it might be interefting to know. Had a Boi- 
ell been his biographer, we fhould have no occalio* 

lo lament a fterxie fource of narrative. a a 



<• . Allan Ramfay’s father was a miner in the Lead* fy 
tills at Crawfurd-muir, where our Poet was born in . 
1686 or 1687, and where, as we are informed by' per«! fons from the fpot, the remains of the humble dwel-' 
ling which flickered our Scottifli Horace in the yean!' 
•f his infancy, are ftill to be feen. 

“ Of Crawfurd-muir, born in Leadhill, 
“ Where min’ral fprings Glengoner fill, | “ Which joins fweet flowing Clyde, 
“ Between auld Crawfurd-Lindlay’s tower* « 
“ And where Deneetne rapid pours 

“ His ftream thro’ Glotta’s tide ; 
“ Native of Clydefdale’s upper ward, 
“ Bred fifteen fummers there *&c. 

It is more than probable, from the laft line of the 
above ftanza, that he was fent into Edinburgh in or j 
about the year 1701, to ferve an apprenticefliip, to 
the barber bufinefs, a fituation which in thofe daysf, may be believed to be of the loweft.—That this wa* i 
the profeffion Ramfay originally followed, is plaailq 
to be feen fromthefe lines in his epiftle to J'. Arbucklefj 

“ I theek the out, and line the infide 
“ Of mony a doufe and witty pafli; 
“ And baith ways gather in the cafh f 

His tafte in Poetry, however, has juftly raifed him | 
to a degree of fame that may, in feme meafure, be confidered as a recompence for the frowns of fortune 

* B IIto the Wbin-bujh Club, page 159, W. !• 
t fyljlkt* Mr.'Janui ArbucUitpagt 160, vol. I. 

- 
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Mr. Tkker attributes to him the Nuptials, a mafque, 
printed in I?*-; ; but his fame refts chiefly upon the 
paftotal Comedy of Patie and Roger, or the Gentle 
Shepherd. 

Of all Poets in the Scottifh dialed, fa vs a critic, the 
beft and greateft, beyond all comparifoS, is Allan 
Rarnfay. He appears to have ftudied Dryden’s ftvle 
H’ith much attention, fince his verfer flow with the 
W>ft ;.!eafing volubility. His provincial phrafes are 
'few, when compared with thofe of fome of his imi- 
tators, and he has fe!e£ted them with fuch happy d'ex-' 

| terity, that they are almoft equally familiar in every 
J'1 part of the kingdom. But this is only a fecondary 

part of his praife. A vein of folid good fenfe, a 
.;jiiee difcriminarion of charadler, a nervous elegance, 
and a pathetic fimplicity of expreflion ; in a word, 

, the genuine language of nature, of pafllon, and of 
i poetry, place his paftoral Comedy almoft beyond our 
praife. 

The firft edition of h's Poems, with a moft refpec- 
table lift of fubfcribers, came out in July 1721.—The 

'i following is a copy of the advertifement, from the * Edinburgh Evening Courant, of the above date, an- 
^ nouncing the publication. 

“ The Poems of Allan Ramfay, in a large quarto 
“ volume, fair!/ printed, with notes, and a eom- 

1 “ vletc Glofiary, (as promifed to the fubfcribers) 
“ being now finifhed j all who have generoufly con- 



“ tributed to carrying on of the defign, may call for 
“ their copies as foon as they pleafe, from the au*- 
“ thor, at the Mercury, oppofite to Niddry’s Wyndj 
“ Edinburgh.” 

Though the firft fcene of the Gentle Shepherd 
was publilhed in this edition of Ramfay’s Poems, it 
was not till about the year 1724 that he finifhed and 
ufhered into the world that inimitable production, fo 
much admired for its native fimplicity, and the ge- 
nuine vein of paftoral poefy that adorns almoft eve- 
ry fentence. As it has been faid by feme, that Ram- 
lay was not the real author of this beautiful Pafto- 
ral, in order to refute their envious aflertions, it is on- 
ly necefiary to quote the following paragraph from 
a note annexed by Mr. Tytler to his edition of the 
Poetical Works of King James I. 

“ Ramfay was a man of. ftrong natural, though 
“ few acquired parts, poffefled of much humour, and 
“ native poetic fancy. Born in a paftoral country, 
“ he liad ftrongly imbibed the manners and hu- 
“ mours o'f that life. As I knew him well, an honeft 
“ man, and of great pleafantry, it is with peculiar 
“ fatisfadlion I feize this opportunity of doing juftice 
“ to his memory, in giving teftimony to his being “ the Author of the Gentle Shepherd, which, for the 
“ natural eafe of the dialogue, the propriety of the 
“ characters, perfectly fimilar to the paftoral life in 
“ Scotland, the piCturefque feenery, and, above all, 
“ the fimplicity and beauty »f the fable, may juftly. 



7 “ rank araongft the moft eminent paftoral dramas 
“ that our own or any other nation can boaft of; 
“ Merit will ever be followed by detraction. The 
“ envious tale that the Gentle Shepherd was the 

»“ joint compofition of fome wits with whom Ram- 
** fay converfed, is without truth. It might be luf- “ ficient to fay, that none of thefe Gentlemen have 

I “ left the fmalleft fragment behind them that caa 
| “ give countenance to fuch a claim. While I palled 

i “ my infancy at New Hall, near Pentland Hills, 
" “ where the fcenes of this paftoral Poem are laid, the 
'« feat of Mr. Forbes, and the refort of many of the 
“ literati at that time, I well remember to have heard 11 Ramfay recite, as his own production, different 
« fcenes of the Gentle Shepherd, particularly the two 

’ “ firft, before it was printed. I believe my Hon. 
'C£ friend Sir James Clerk of Pennycuick, where “ Ramfay frequently refided, and who I know is 
;" poffeffed of feveral original Poems compofed by 
“ him, can,give the fame teftimony.” 

It appears to have been about the year £725 that 
Ramfay commenced bookfeller, and was.the firft who 

feftablilhed a circulating library in Scotland. What- 
jever might have been his original education, it can- 
*ot be fuppofed that a genius like his would be con- 
fined to the mere mechanical fervices of a library- 
keeper. 

< The time of his death is varioufly related; but ;the moft authentic account we have yetfeen, is in the 



lift of deaths in the Scots Magazine for December 
I7?7. “Died, at Edinburgh, in an advanced agejl 
“ Mr. Allan Ramfay, formerly a bookfeller in that I 
“ city, wen known for his Gentle Shepherd, and 
“ many other Poetical pieces in the Scots dialedt, | 
“ which he wrote and colledted.” 

From this account it vmuld appear, that he was ' not a bookfeller at the time of his death ; and, as he \ 
died a bankrupt *, we naturally conclude that he | 
did not efcape the fate of other geniufes who have j 
been countenanced by patrons without generofity. j 

The following letter was written by the Paftoral ] Poet, to Mr. John Smibert, a Portrait-painter, who | 
left England with Dean Berkely, to fettle in Bermu- | 
das. It is dated Edinburgh, May 10, 1736. 

“ My dear old friend, 
“ Your health and haopinefs are ever ant addition 

to my fatisfaftion. God make your life ever eafy 
and nlenfant—half a century of years have now 
row’d o’er my />oto, that begins now to be hart; yet, 
thanks to my author, I eat, drink, and fleep as found’ as I did twenty years /y»t (ago) yes, I laugh heartily 
too, and find as many fubjedls to employ that facul- 

• His ddts trrre afterwards paid by Its fort Alhtn Pam*' J fly, Efq ; the celebrated fainter^ who died a feta tear 
on bis return frem the Cent! neat. He was frincftl Par- 
traits fainter la their J\£ajejUci* 
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ty npon as ever; fools, fops, and knaves, grow 
as rank as formerly, yet here and there are to be 
found good and worthy men, who are honour to 
tumtinr life. We have fmall hopes of feeing you a- 
gain in our old world ; then let us be virtuous, and 
hope to meet in heaven. My good auld wife is ftill 
my bed-fellow; my fon Allan has been purfuing 
your fcience fince he was a dozen years auld - was 
with Mr. Hyflidg, at London, for fome time, about 

i two years ago ; has been fince at home painting 
here like a Raphael—fets out for the feat of the beaft, 
beyond the Alps, within a month hence—to be away 
about two years. I’m fweer (loth) to part with him, but oanna Item the current, which flows from the ad- 
vice of his patrons and his own inclination—I have 
three daughters, one of feventeen,one of fixteen, and 
dne of twelve years old, and no rrwayhd d< iglt among 
them, all fine girls. Thefe fix or feven years paft 
1 have not written a line of poetry. I e’en gave over 
in good time, before the coolnefs of fancy, that at- 
tends advanced years, fhould make me rifk the repu- 
tation 1 liad acquired. 

“ Frae twenty-five to five and forty * 
My mufe was neither jiveer nor dorty ; My Pegafus kW break his tetber. 
E’en at the Jhagi'mg of a feather. 
And throw ideas fcour like drifts 
Streaking his wings up to the lift; 
Then, then my Jaul was in a low 
That gart my numbers fafely row ^ 
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. But and judgment fix to fajr 

Let be your fanys, and learn to pray. 
I am, fir, your friend and fervant, 

ALLAN RAMSAY.” 
On thf. DEATH of MR. ALLAN RAMSAY}. 

WRITTEN IN THE YEAR 1758. 
Hard by tfie gralTy margin of a ftream, 
Where zephyrs play’d to cool the fultry beam, 
Shedding, conglob’d anon, the vapoury dew. Or fpring’s rich fragrance from their pinions blue, 
Juft as the fun from noontide height declin’d, 
And thro’ theop’ning trees obliquely fliin’d, 
A ftiepherd1 refted on the flowery ground. 
By diftant rows of elms encompafs’d round. 
Pure was his bofom as the ftream that flow’d, 
Or eaftern gale that o’er its furface blow’d. 
Gentle his temper as the lenient flow’r, 
That fpreads its folds to catch the moift’ning fhow’r. 
Pleas’d and contented with his humble lot, 
His thoughts ne’er foar’d above the crook or cot. 
Oft would he foftly fwell the mellow reed. 
Bathe in the flood, or view his lambkins feed ; 
With Ample footftep trip the green along, Or make lone echoes vocal with his fong ; SelecTt rich.nofegays, elegantly drefs’d, 
To fill, but not adorn, his charmer’s breaft : 
Oft ftudious pere o’er fome fam’d paft’ral book, 

•} From DodjUy't Collodion of I’ams. 



1 His plaid thrown by, his flagellet, and crook } 
Where ruftic love-fcenes harralelsly confpire. 
To melt the tender heart, and fancy fire j 
Truth and fimplicky unletter'd Ihine, 
And innocence embellkhe* each fide. 

Above the reft, the Gentle Shepherd charm’d. 
With hopes and fears alternately alarm’d. 
While Patie, and while Peggy met to woo, 'Almoft, fo ftrong the paint, confefs’d to view ; 

! With rolling eyes on one another turn’d. 
Glancing thofe fires that in their bofoms burn’d. 
Not the foft odours that in violets dwell, 
Not the bland honey from the waxen cell; f, Not the mild farmings of the fouthern breeze, 

f That ftir to fighs the not unconfcious trees ; 
Not Philomel, firft minftrel of the grove, 
Warbling in yonder jes’mine wreath’d alcove ; 
Not the fweet murmur of defending rills, 
Nor low-breath’d coo of fir*immantled hills ; 
With more of nature exquifitely pleafe 
The elegant, chafte tafte, and thought at eafe. 

f Such traces the fond numbers leave behind, 
• Such power have fine defcriptions o’er the mind j 
Oft to fome oak would he his fpeech addrefs, 
In equal warmth his paffion to exprefs,' 
And Hill, as oft as breezes fann’d the trees. 
Fondly concludes an anfwer he receives ; 
Till conquer’d by imaginary charms, 

i Around the trunk he clafps his eager arms, 
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And, ere his eyes the ftrange miftake can lee. 
Imprints warm kifles on the lifelefs tree. 

Once as he fat beneath an aged thorn, 
To breathe the dewy frelhnefs of the morn ; 
His ear attentive to the blackbird’s lay, 
Or tuneful thrulh, perch’d on a neighb’ring fpray; 
A fwain, flowly approaching, he efpies. 
With his fpread hand oft lifted to his eyes ; 
Whofe downcaft looks feem to implore relief. As if opprds’d with fome o’erwhelming grief. 
Touch’d with the fudden fympathy of wo. 
Yet apprehenfive the event to know ; 
While mix’d furmifes all his mind poffefs. 
And various reafons offer to his guefs. 
Near him with trembling ftep the Ihepherd draws. 
Eager to aflc the melancholy caufe: 
But all the apfwer his enquiry gains. 
Which yet, alas ! too well his grief explains, 
Thefe few Ihort, but emphatic words expreft, 
Ramsay is dead !—Ins fdence told the refi. 



CRITICAL REMARKS 
UTON THE 

GENERAL PLAN 

GENTLE SHEPHERD. 

Tv making any obfervations upon this celebrated paftoral, it feems molt natural to confider it under, 
the following heads: ijl. The Fable—zJly, The Cha- 
racters—idly. The Sentiments and Behaviour of 
the ACtors; and, in the \tb place, The Language. 

xjl The fables of all dramatic works mull be 
probable, but thofe of the paftoral drama mult be pe- 
culiarly fo; nay thefe laft mult confift chiefly of com- 
mon incidents, fubfervient to one interefting event, 
which is the end and occafton of the whole. ExaCt- 
ly fuch is the paftoral of the Gentle Shepherd ; al- 
moft all the feenes in it are familiar to the Scotch- 
man, who hath pafled his days on this fide the 
Tweed ; and there is one leading circumftance, one 
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principal occurrence, which all the reft (nicely orga- 
nized) approximate, at their feveral diftances. This 
great and happy event is no lefs than the fafe return . , 
of Sir William Worthy from the wars, and his arriv- I 
al at his paternal feat. 

There are few, very few of our countrymen, we | 
believe who have not perufed the Gentle Shepherd a- | 
gain and again, with increafed fatisfadlion and de- I 
light, and from whence, let us aflc, arife thele plea- ji 
Cng emotions ? are they not occafioned by the affini- J 
ty which we obferve between this comedy and nature, 
and its uniform concordance with what we have j 
feen and experienced in the world ? 

in', Of the characters. Thefe are perhaps as well 
diverfified as the paftoral life will admit of. The in- 
cidents in it are fuppofed to be few, and thole unin- | 
terefting. We imagine that the pipe and crook al- 
ternately engage the Ihepherd’s attention; in every j 
feafon of the year he fpends to-day as he did yefter- 
day, with little or no variation. In like manner, the 
fon (making allowances for the difference in natural difpofitions) grows up in the very footfteps of his 
father ; his ambition ends with the boundaries of his 
pafture; his affections are fixed on feme coy fhep- | 
herdefs, whofe praifes he lings with unwearied alfidu- i 
ity, or whofe cruelty he laments in fuch feeling ftrains, 
that the fympathetic rocks and vallies refound his tale I 
of wo- 



We further fuppofe, that thefe happy people form- 
ed themfelves into convenient focicties, where they 
did and received good offices to and from one an- 
other ; and who, from the nature of their profeffion, 
and from their fituation in life, we may conclude 
were remarkable for the innocency of their lives, 
and fimplicity of their manners. 

Such is a fample of the golden age which is n® 
more to be met with in thefe iron times. 

.I1 In the third place, the fentiments and behaviour of 
f the adtors are periedUy correfpondent to their re- 
l fpedtive conditions. All of them, except the Knight, 
1 are placed in an humble fphere of life, and their opi- 
l nions and adtions are fuch as befit perfons who have 
l not received a liberal education ; yet notwithftand- 

ing, they (tutored by nature and uncorrupted by ! the world) make ufe of fimilies drawn from objedts 
immediately furrounding them, which come home 

i with greater force to the feeling heart, than any 
thing which can be effedled by the choifeft lan- 
iguage, or molt elaborate phrafeology. 

In the fourth place, of the language : that by feme 
Bit hath been reprobated for its vulgarity and mean- nei's; that there are fome vulgarifms in this Poem 
Ewhich it would certainly have been better without, 

: are not dii'pofed to deny, but that thefe abound 
hroughout, or that the language on the whole is » mean, we can on no account admit: it is feldom (if 



ever) unfuitable to the quality of the fpeakers, wh*, 
it may be proper here to obferve, mutt not be 
•onfidered as every way the fame with the primi- 
tive ftepherds fpoken of before, or as exactly of 
that caft which Pope deferibes to be the fittefl cha- 
racters for paftoral poetry, but in a great degree be- 
low both; they may be faid to be their equals in felici- 
ty ; their inferiors in birth, riches, and mental qua- 
lifications ; viewing them in this light, we ought not to be out of humour with the Poet, when we meet 
with one or two unpolilhed phrafes in the mouths 
of any of his dramatis perfina ; becaufe, x/?, they are taken from real life; they render the Poem more 
ludicrous ; and lallly, the author meant they fhould 
pleafe. In ftiort, we are of opinion, that^f Inch natu 
ralities do not always beautify, they fcidom disfigure 
a work of this kind. 

We may finally, remark, that the fpeeches of 
the good old Knight are happily charaCleriftic. 
They pofiefs a degree of dignity, tempered with af- 
fability, which is exceedingly agreeable to the reader* 

_and which is highly meritorious in the author. 



OBSERVATIONS 
ON THE 

SCENERY 

GENTLE SHEPHERD. 

'J'he following defcription of the Natural Scenery 
of the Gentle Shepherd, is taken from a topo- 

graphical account of New Hall, (formerly the feat of 
Duncan Forbes, Efq; and now poflefled by Robert 

fl| Brown, Efq; Advocate,) in the parilh of Pennycuick, 
I! publifhed in the Appendix to the 17th volume of Sir 

I John Sinclair’s Statiftical Account of Scotland, drawn 
I up by Lord Elkgrove.—After a minute defcription 
I of the country in the neighbourhood of New Hall, 

i, be adds 
I iL « What makes thefe particulars interefting, is, that 
1at this time, when the property Mr. Forbes, this 
11 place was diftinguilhed by Allan Ramfay’s attach- I ment to it, ‘as well as to the proprietor and his family, ii I in confequence of which it affilted in forming, and 



i8 
Pnftoral Comedy tlie Gentle Shepherd. ‘ While f 
pa (Ted my infancy at New Hal!,’ fays Mr, T ytler in 
his edition of King James’s Poems, ‘ near Pentland 
‘ Hills, -rvhtre the feems of this paftoral Poem -were Uil the 
‘ feat of Mr. Forbes and the refort of many of the li~ ‘ terati at that time, I well remember to have heard 
‘ Ramfay recite, as his own produdlion, different 
* feenes of the Gentle Shepherd, particularly the Hu* 1 firf, before it was printed. I believe my honoura- 
* ble friend, Sir James Clerk of Pennycuick, where . ‘ Rarhfay frequently refided, and who, I know, is 
‘ poffeffedoffeveral original Poems compofed byhim, 
* can give the fame teftirnony.—-P. S. The above note 4 was fliown to Sir James Clerk, and had his appro- 4 balion.’ In fummer 1788 Mr. Tytlef, when on a 
vifit totheprefent jmoprietor, enumerated among thefe to whom he here referred, Prcfident Forbes, Baron Sir 
John, and William Clerk his brother, of Pemtycuick, Dr. Clerk, and Provoft Lindfay of Edinburgh, and 
alfo pointed out the room that had been ufually oc- 
cupied by himfelf. Of the two firft feenes particu- 
larly condefeended on, and which indeed contain all 
the firft add, and mod of the piclurefque feenery bj the Poem. The firft is, 

Beneath the fouth fide of a craggy bield, 
Where chriftal fprings the halefome waters yield: 

And the fecond, 
A fiowrie howm between twa verdant braes, Where laffes ufe to wafh and fpread their claiths,; . j 
A trotting burnie wimpling through the ground. 
Its channel peebles fhining fmooth and round: 
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Jenny. 

Come, Meg, let’s fa’ to wark upon this green. 
This Ihining day will bleach our linen clean; 
The water clear, the lift unclouded blew, 
Will mak’ them like a lily wet wi’ dew. 

Peggy. 
Gae farer up the burn to Habbie’s Hovr, 
Where a’ the fweets of fpring and fimmer grow. 
Between twa birks, out o’er a little lin, 
The water fa’s and maks a fingand din ; 
A pool bread deep, beneath as clear as glafs ; 
KifTes wi’ eafy whirls the bord’ring grafs : 
We’ll end our walking while the morning’s cool j 
And when the day grows het we’ll to the pool. 
There walh ouffells.-  

Jenny. 
Daft lalHe, when we’re naked, what’ll ye fay. 
Gif our twa herds come brattling down the brae, 
And fee us fae !  

Between the houfe and the little haugh, where the 
Elk and the rivulets from the Harbour Craig meet, 
are fome romantic grey craggs at the fide of the wa- 
ter, looking up a turn in the glen, and directly front- ing the fotith. Their crevices are filled with birches, 
Ihrubs, and copfewood ; the clear ftream purles its 
way pafl, within a few yards, before it runs diredlly 
under them, and projecting beyond their bafes, they 
give complete beild to whatever is beneath, and form 
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the moft inviting retreat imaginable. Farther up, 
the glen widens immediately behind the houfe, into 
a confiderable green or holm, with the hanging burn 
now more quiet, winding among peebles, in fliort 
turns through it. At the head of this howm, on the 
edge of the ftream, with an aged thorn behind them, are the ruins of an old wafliing houfe ; and the place 
was fo well calculated for the ufe it had formerly 
been applied to, that another more convenient one was built about twenty years ago, and is flill to be 
feen. Still farther up the burn, agreeable to the de- 
fcription in the dialogue of the fecond fcene, the hol- 
low beyond Mary’s Bower, where the Elk divides it in the middle, and forms a lin or leap, is named the 
How Burn; a fmall enclofure above is called the Brae- head park ; and the hollow below the cafcade, with 
its bathing pool, and little green, its birches, wild 
fhrubs, and variety of natural flowers in fummer, 
with its rocks, and the whole of its romantic and ru- 
ral fcenery, coincides exadlly with the defcription of 
Habby’s How. It was fo defigned, no doubt, to di- 
ftinguilh it from the upper divifion of the How, ei- ther for the fake of the verfe, and the alliteration or 
initial refemblance, or which is more likely, becaufe 
fome cottager of that name, in other parts of the Po- 
em called Hab and Halbert, and a favourite in the 
family, had at that, or fome former period, chofen 
this fpot for the fcite of his hut. There are ftill the 
remains of a cottage on the top of the north bank, 
immediately over it, and the pool continues to be 
the favourite place for bathing. Farther up ftill, the 
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grounds beyond the How Burn, to the weftward, cal-, 
led Carlops, a contraction for Carline’s Loup, were 
luppofed once to have been the refidence of a Car- 
line or Witch, who lived in a dell, at the foot of the 
Carlops Hill, near a pafs between two conic rocks: 
from the oppoute points of which Ihe was often ob- 
ferved at nights, by the fuperftitious and ignorant, 
bounding and frifking on her broom, acrefs the en- 
trance. Not far from this, on a height to the eaft, lis a very ancient half withered folitary afh tree, near 
the old manfion-houfe of Carlops, overhanging a well, ‘with not another of 30 years Handing in fight of it; 
and from the open grounds to the for th, both it and 
the glen, with the village, and fome decayed cotta- 
ges in it, and the Carline’s Loups at its mouth, are 
feen. Ramfay may not have obferved, or referred 
to this. tree, but it is a curious circumftance that it fliould lie there, and fo fituated as to complete the 
refemblance to the fcene, which feems to have been taken from the place. 

Act II. Scene II. 
The open field.—A cottage in a glen, 
An auld wife fpinning at the funny end.— 
At a fmall diftance, by a blafted tree. 
With falded arms, and half-raifed look ye fee, 

Bauldy his lane. 
The tradition, the obje&s of the landfcape, and the 
poet’s intimate acquaintance with every thing con- 
Bcdlcd with his friend’s property, all tend to ihow, 
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that not only the fcenery, but the ftory itfelf, was in 
feme meafure borrowed from it. In the third atft, 
Sir William Worthy laments the ruinous condition 
of many of the particulars which diftinguilhed the 
place in the time of Sir David Forbes, and had been 
the refult of his tafte and attention. The avenue* 
are not omitted, and even the tapeftry which had 
eovered two of the Cdes of the Advocate’s Room, 
that when the pro prietor took poflefiion, were lite- 
ral!'- m the exadt fituation deferibed at the beginning 
of the third adt, 

‘ ■ ■ -- ■; no chimney left, 
‘ The naked walls of tap’ftry all bereft,’ 

is taken notice of. The offices, and pigeon houfes 
and gardens, give rife to the following exclamatio* 
in the fame feene, 

My ftables and pavilions, broken walls,! 
That with each rainy blah decaying falls: 
My gardens once adorn’d the moh compleat, With all that nature all that art makes fweet, &e. 
But overgrown with nettles, docks, and brier ; 
No jaccacinths or eglintines appear. 

And if, as is prefumable, the name Worthy was gi- 
ven the proprietor, in compliment to Sir David For- bes, William has evidently' been placed before it, in preference to any other Chrihian name, merely for the fake of alliteration. In 1784, after a vifit, the 
proprietor received the following verfes from Mr. 
Bradefute author of the Statihical Account of Dun- 
fjrre, and late miniher of that parilh, a refpedUble 



and ingenious man, and who, from his intimacy with 
the late Sir James Clerk, was alfo well acquainted 
with whatever related to Ramfay’s compofitions, and 
to the Gentle Shepherd in particular. In thefe lines, 
the houfes of Glaud and Symon are fuppofed to have 
been the cottage at the foot of Monk’s Burn; and 
that of Harleymuir, on the height on the other fide 

| of the water above the Steel, and not far from the Harbour Craig. The firft is very old, and only the 
,'foundation of the laft is to be difcovered, a little to 
the eaft of the prefent one, feen from the lake. The “‘verfes are entitled, A Morning Walk at New Hall 

I in Mid-Lothian, the feat of Robert Brown, Efq; Ad- 
; vocate. 
' Waked by the morning rays from fleeting dream*, 
i I leave the couch inviting to repofe, 
I To trace the fcenes which nature fpreads around; 
f To pleafe the eye or animate the foul. 
With recollections drawn from ancient times.— 
We enter firft the'glen adorn’d with trees. 
Where varied lhades and pleafing groves delight 
The warbling birds that perch on every fpray. 
The lulling murmurs of the diftant Elk, 

; At bottom of the woods falute the ear; 1, Beyond, the rifing heights covered with woods. 
And interfpers’d with jutting rocks, invite 
The eye to trace, in beauty’s waving line. 
The vivid landfcape, rich with deepening fhade* Which here o’erhang the glafly glittering ftream. 
Till from the widening vale the country op’s.— 
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The winding path now leads us thro’ the wood. 
Where Elk pours forth her filver flowing flreara 
In fweet retirement, and fequcfter’d fhade. 
We then approach the opening of the trees 
Where now the ruftic twain enjoys the banks, 
Happy and blythe, not far his humble cot, 
Cloath’d with the fhinir.g ftraw, whole white-wafh’d 
Appear contrafled with the ivy’s green. [wall* 
Before the door the partner of his cares Turns fwift the wheel, and tunes the Scottifli fong, 
Eying aflcance her young ones on the grafs. 
Left they too near approach the river’s bank : 
The cattle fpread around now browfe the herbs. 
Loaded with dews delightful to the tafte, 
The watchful dog guards well the ripen’d corns 
And faves the treafure for his mailer s ufe. 
Near this a pleating riv’let glides along, 
Fails from the height, and forms the bright cafcade. 
Where hollow rocks furround the foaming pool. 
And form a tirade to fcreen tire mid-day fun.— 
From this we mount the bank to view the lake, 
With fhining furface drawn from cryftal Iprings, 
Land-lock’d and fmooth, where oft the finny tribe 
Rife at the glittering fly with eager hafte.— 
We now return and trace the river’s banks. 
Studded with cowflips, and with copfewcods crown’d. 
Beyond, the profpe&’s barren all and wild. 
With hollow glens and deep fequefter’d lawns. 
Now all at once, far up another glen, Midft awful folitudes and darkfome dells, 
A high tremendous rock erecls his front: 
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near approach we found it deeply mark’d, 

[With venerable names of thefe who fled, 
Sin Charles’s haplefs days, the haunts of men, 

irfued by unrelenting bands who fought 
‘heir death, and wag’d ignoble war. 
[ere fad the preacher flood with folemn paufe, 

mark, with outftretch’d arm, the fombre heath, 
‘he field of Scottilh and of Englifh wars ; 

what more near concern’d the lift’ning croud, 
point the fatal fpot on Pentland Hills, 

here many a ploughman warrior fought and fell.— 
ilowly we turn and leave thefe gloomy fcenes, ) fighs and deepeft heart-felt wo, 

feek the pleafing banks and purling rill 
'here copfewood thickets cheer the wand’ring eye, 
'here honeyfuckle with the birch entwines.— 

enter now from hence the weftern glen 
‘hraugh which the murm’ring Elk pours forth his Iknd view a paft’ral and more pleafing fcene, [ftream, 
•acred to fame, and deem’d now clafixc ground. 
~Vas here a beautiful recefs was found ; 
.nd hence arofe the fcene of Habby’s How : 

here now appears betwixt two birks the lin 
hat falling forms the pool where bath’d the maids, 
'hilft here upon the green their cloth they laid, 

jere on a feat reclin’d, fcreen’d from the fun, 
hazle Ihrubs and honeyfuckle flowers 

at eafe and recolleft the fong, 
tile fportive fancy imag’ry fupplies.—- 

blowing the ftream, we view the happy fpots, 
'here Glaud imd Symon dwelt in times of old. 
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And pafs’d the joke over the nut brnvm ale; |l 
Where old Sir William cheer’d poor Peggy’* heart, J) 
And gave her yielding to her Patie’s arms.— 
Thy pen, O Ramfay ! fweeteft palloral bard ! | 
Alone was fit to paint the pleafmg tale. 
And teach mankind the charms of rural life 1 

Among the belt of Ramfay’s fmaller produdliona j 
are an Ode to Mr. Forbes, and feme verfes on Mrs.' 
Forbes, late Lady New Hall, as Hie is called, accord- 
ing to the fafnion of the time, whole maiden name, 
it appears, was Bruce. So fond he was ofthe'place,; that he begins his parody of one of Horace’s Odes, 
as if feated at one of the front windows of the houfe, 
‘ Look up to Pentland’s tow’ring tops,’ &c. and in 
an epiille to Gay the poet, either from this or Penny'- 
cuick, where his patrons the Duke and Duchefs of 
Queenfberry, have their portraits, and were intimate- 
ly acquainted, he addreffes him thus : 

To thee fi ae edge oF Penfland height, 
Where Fawns and fairies take delight. 
And revel a’ the livelang night, 

O’er glens and braes, > 
A bard that has the fecond fight 

Thy fortune fpaes. 
This is the only place, in the neighbourhood of thS 
Pentland range, that looks up in front of thefe mounj 
tains. In the month of,May, the bright green fwanfl 
of the Spittal hill is. often, on this fide, half covered 
and fludded over with all the ewes of the farm, ansi 



their voung ones as white as fnow, balking above the 
fiver, in the face of the fun, frilking and jumping a* 
bout, or making the air refound with their bleating*} 
whilft the Ihepherd and his dog, laid on a neighbour- 
ing height, command the whole and feek the cooling 
breeze. 

When, in a fine evening, from the front windows, 
dn the month of July, the fun, with glowing cloud* 
inmuperable, inclines towards the weftern Ihoulder of 
Hhe mountain, and his golden rays ftream along its 
sfmooth and verdant furface, touching the flighteft in- 
lequality, and deepening and extending every Iha- 
jdow ; when at this time, the flock appear* over the 
(lawns and trees, from the other fide, on its fummit, 
(and, fpread like a white Iheet, gradually contracting 
jdefcends into the bughts, about mid-way down, where 
* the milk maids aw'ait, “ and,” as it is exprefied in 
the 4th feene of the ad act, “ Rofie lilts the milk- 
ing of the ewes,” attended by the Ihepherd wrapt in 
his plaid, with his ftaff and his dog ; it is impolfible 
not to join in the requeft of the poet, in that beauti- 
ful old Scottilh melody, “ Will you go to the ewe 

i “ bughts and a feene as rich, as truly paftoral and 
i fublime, is frequently prefented to the eye, as ever was 
^painted by Claude le Lorrain, or Thomfon could de- 
feribe. The wawking of the faulds, gi ves the tune 
to the very firft fang which opens the play under con- 
fideration, and was naturally pitched upon, where 1 fuch an occurrence i» alfo often and fo ftrikingly ex- 

S hibited. 



From thefe circuinftances, the manners, ideas, em- 
ployments, language, and drefs of the old inhabitants; 3j th;- title of the former proprietor by whom the houfe i 
was built; Ramfay’s intimacy with his fon, and at- 'I 
taehment to the place; the (helter there given to the 
covenanters before the Reftoration, which is comme- j 
morated with fo much loyalty and exultation in the co- 
medy ; the mention made in it of General Monk ; the tradition as to the witch in the glen at Carlops ; 
the correfponding icenery at Habbie s How, and a- 
bout the houfe ; the number of ftreams, birches, 
rocks, cafcades, and glens, with the natural Ihrub* 
and flowers growing wild upon the banks, together i 
with the fuperior verdure and beauty of the neigh- 
bouring hills, particularly thofe in the front of the 
houfe ; the reader may eafily trace, from whence 
have Iprung almoft all the incidents and paftoral 
fcenery of the Gentle Shepherd, the molt beautiful 
of our Scoltifh Poems. 

That ftriking fcenery produces a very powerful 
effedt upon the imagination ; and, when it become* j 
an objedt of attachment, mull influence and give a 
correfponding character to the productions of a poet, , 
as well as of a painter, is unqueftionablc. A collec- 
tion of fine words may be made, and ftrung mechani- 
cally together, as occafion requires, into fomething 
like a picture; but, as it is the combination, and j 
Dot the words themfelves, that produces the effcCt, 
ft is from the ftudy of nature only we can acquire , 
thofe impreflions to be conveyed to the reader, in a 
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ftriking defcription; and a poet, to excel in that 
branch of his art, muft be alive to the charms of a 
good landfcape ; muft colledt from nature alone fuch objedls as fuit his purpofe, in thofe places where the 
greateft number of them are to be met with ; and in their diftribution and colouring, muft follow the fame 
rules that that painter does, who purfues the only 
road to fame, in a fimilar fpecies of compofition. If 
it is nature that is to be reprefented, either on paper 
or canvas, and a true likenefs given, the muft fit for 
her picture. In this cafe no violation of cuftom or in- 
congruity can ever take place. All Shenftone’s de- 
fcriptions, and many of his other Poems, are mere 
exprdfions of the feeling excited by the fcenes among 

|!, which he lived, and in which he delighted; and in 
i this view, as containing the originals from whence 

| his engaging defcriptions were drawn, the Arcadian 
fimplicity of the Leafowes, has been a greater objedl 
of curiofity and intereft, to people of genuine fenfibili- 
ty and tafte, than places crowded with the moft ex- 

jpenfive ornaments. Befides the national concern e- 
very Scotchman in particular muft have, in whatever 

Sreiates to a performance, which, as a Pas foral Co- 
i, medy, has not been surpassed, or perhaps equal- 
led, in any language; in the fame light, as the 

(planners cannot be preferved, it was defirable to af- 
rertain, at leaft, the fpot from whence Ramfay had [got thofe paftoral defcriptions, and fcenes, which are 

jfo inimitably and faithfnlly copied. Accordingly the 
iGentle Shepherd no fooner drew admiration, than 

y trifling ftreamlet, in the direction of the Pent- 
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land Hills, was honoured with a Habbie’s How; and 
having once got the name fixed upon it, the whole 
fcenery of the Poem was applied to the neighbour- 
hood, without producing any evidence, that Ramfay 
had ever refided In the place, or had ever an oppor- 
tunity of feeing the fpot itfelf. Some forgetting 
even that Habbie’s How was a place, ** Where a’ 
“ the fweets offpringand fummer grow,” gave the 
name, as in the water of Glencrofs, to a fpot which 
has nothing peculiar in itfelf or neighbourhood; 
which is away from all inhabitants, bare, and fur- 
rounded with mai-flies; where there is fcarcely a birch, or fhrub, unlefs a ftinted folitary thorn, or rowan flick- 
ing out, as if dropt, by accident, from a rock deferve* 
the name; where not a flower, but tjiat of whins, 
where the foil is dry, is to be found; and which Ram- 
fay, from having no apparent connetfiion with it, 
or its neighbourhood, in all probability never faw, or 
even heard of, in his life. On this account, to re- 
move the difagreeable and unpleafant fenfations arif- 
ing from every fpecies of uncertainty, and as a matter 
of curiofity, it has been endeavoured to fix, with pre- 
cifion, from whence the feenes of the Gentle Shep- 
herd were drawn. Although nnconnefted with the 
honour and hiftory of Scotland, fuch a fubjefr is a- 
mufing, and as a matter of curiofity rnay lead to im- 
provement. Curiolityis one of our earliefl and ftrong- eft incitements to action ; it is the only road to wif- 
dom ; it is the prime mover of philofophers, as well as of children; it is lively, entertaining, and i nnocent 
in its gratification ; and what is the end of all our 
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purfuits,' even the moll important, hut the gratifica- 
tion of fome one of thofe paifiom or appetites arifing 
from external objedtsj through the mediums of per- 
ception and emotion, which conftitute the reryefTence 
of our being, and without which life irfdf is beyond 
our comprekenfion ? At this time New Hall, Carlops, 
and Spittal, all belonged to Mr. Forbes; and it is 
fbmewhat remarkable, that, while Allan Ramfay wa* 
encouraged by him, and Gay the poet was patronif- 
ed by the intimate friends of Sir James Clerk at Pen- 
nycuick, the Duke and Duchefs of Queenlberry, his 
coufin, Prefident Forbes, was the chief fupport of 
Thomfon, who might often have been here along with him, and was alfo diftinguilhed for the accuracy 
and engaging fimplicity, as well as richnds, of his 
defcriptions of rural life and fcenery, 

Ramfay was an enthufiaft in Scottiih mufic, and befides his own? which are numerous, he has made a 
large collection of fongs wrote by others of his coun- 
trymen; and it was in all probability from his connec- 
tions with him, that Gay, whofe genius, originally, 
feems to have been of a very fnnilar call, has fhown 
his attachment to our tunes in his celebrated play of 
the Beggar’s Opera, 

Thefe properties, on the death of Mr. Forbes, were 
disjoined, but are now again united ; the fart heft of 
the glens behind has been flooded, from the Harbour 
Craig upwards, and the banks are about to be cover- 
ed with wood. An enriched obeliik has been raifed 
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on the higheft part of the lawn, betwixt and Mary’s Bower, and a ruftic hut near it, on a bold point on 
the brink of the glen. The inclofures and pleafure grounds, towards the road and hills in front, and the 
plantations have been much extended, both down to 
the lake and up towards the village, near which,on an 
eminence at the foot of the hills, a romantic and 
Arcadian fcite has been chofen for a monument to 
their favourite paftoral Bard. 



TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 
SUSANNA, 

COUNT£SS OF EGLINTOUN. 

MADAM, 
HH h e love of approbation, and a defire to pleafe the 

beft, have ever encouraged the Poets to finilh their 
f;defigns with chearfulnefs. But, confcious'of their own 

inability to oppofe a florm of fpleen and haughty ill-na- 
[iture, it is generally an ingenious' cuftom amongft them | to chufe feme honourable lhade. 

Wherefore I beg leave to put my Pafloral under your 
Ladylhip’s proteition. If my Patronefs fays, the Shep* 
Sherds fpeak as they ought, and that there are feveral 
natural flowers that beautify the rural wild, I fhall have 
good reafon to think'myfelf fafe from the aukward cen- ffure f fome pretending judges that condemn before ^examination. 

U I am fure of vaft numbers that will crowd into your 
f Ladylhip’s opinion, and think it their honour to agree | in their fentiments with the Countefs of Eglintoun, 
t“**vhofe penetration, fuperior wit, and found judgment 

#iine with an uncommon luflre, while accompanied 
A 
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with the diviner charms of goodnefs and equality ol 
mind. 

If it were not for offending only your Ladylhip, here 
Madam, I might give the fullell liberty to my mufe tc 
delineate the fineft of women, by drawing your Lady 
Ihip’s character, and be in no hazard of being deemed a 
flatterer; fince flattery lies not in paying what is due to merit, but in praifes mifplaced. 

Were T to begin with your Ladylhip’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 herald and hiftorian. It is perfonal merit, and! 
the heavenly fweetnefs of the fair, that infpire the tune- 
ful lays: Here every Lelbia mult be excepted whole 
tongues give liberty to the flaves which their eyes had 
made captives ; fuch may be flattered: But your Lady-| 
fhip juftly claims our admiration and profoundeft re-' fpe<£l; for whilft you are pofleft of every outward 
charm in the moft perfedl degree, the never-fading beau-; 
ties of wifdom and piety, which adorn your Lady Drip’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 Urines, when we have the ufe of our eyes, and! 
feel his influence ?”—Very true, but I have the libertjt j 
to ufe the poet’s privilege, which is, “To fpeak what f 
every body thinks.” Indeed there might be fomei 
ikength in the refieiSUon, if the Idalian regifters were; 



>f as fhort duration as life ; but the bard who fondly 
ipes immortality, has a certain praife-worthy plealure 
communicating to pofterity the fame of diftinguifh- :d chara&ers 1 write this laft fentence with a hand 

lat trembles between hope and fear: But if I (hall 
fo happy as to pleafe your Ladyfhip in the fol- 
; attempt, then all my doubts fiiall vauilh like a j jpiorning vapour :—I fhall hope to be daffed with Tail# and Guarini, and fing with Ovid, 

“ If ’tis allow’d to poets to divine, 
“ One half of round eternity is mine.” 

MADAM, 
Your Ladyfhip’s moft obedient, 

And moft devoted fervant, 
ALLAN RAMSAY. 

A a 



THE COUNTESS OF EGLINTOUN, 
WITH 

THE FOLLOWING PASTORAL, 

A CCEPT, O Eglintoun ! tlie rural lays, That, bound to thee, thy poet humbly pays ! 
The mufe, that oft has rais’d her tuneful ftrains, 
A frequent g.ueft oa Scotia’s blifsful plains, 
That oft has fung, her lift’ning youth to move. 
The charms of beauty and the fprce of love. 
Once more refumes the ftill fuccefsful lay, 
Delighted, thro’ the verdant meads to ftray. 
O 1 come, invok’d, and pleas’d, with her repair To breathe the balmy fweets of purer air, 
In the cool evening negligently laid, 
Or near the ftream, or in the rural lhade. 
Propitious hear, and, as thou hear’ft, approve 
The Gentle Shepherd's tender tale of love. Inftru<5ted from thefe fcenes, what glowing fires 
Inflame the breaft that real love infpires 1 . 
The fair fhall read of ardors, fighs, and tears. 
All that a I^ver hopes, and all he fears: Hence, too, what pafiions in his bofom rife! 
What dawning gladnefs fparkles in his eyes ! 
When firft the fair one, piteous of his late, 
Cur’d of her fcorn, and vanquilh’d of her hate. 
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With willing mind, is bounteous to relent, 
Andblufhing, beauteous fmiles the kind confent! 
Love’s paffion here in each extreme is Ihown, 
In Charlotte’s fmile, or in Maria’s frown. 

With words like thefe, that fail’d not to engage. 
Love courted beauty in a golden age. 
Pure and untaught, fuch nature firft infpir’d, 
Ere yet the fair affe&ed phrafe defir’d. 
His fecret thoughts were undifguis’d with art, 

i His words ne’er knew to differ from his heart: 
He fpeaks his love fo artlefs and fincere, 

) As thy Eliza might be pleas’d to hear. 
, Heaven only to the Rural State bellows 

Conqueft o’er life, and freedom from its woes : 
f Secure alike from envy and from care, 
a' Nor rais’d by hope, nor yet deprefs’d by fear: 
f Nor Want’s lean hand its happinefs conltrains. 

Nor Riches torture with ill-gotten gains. 
' No fecret guilt its ftedfall peace deftroys, 
| No wild ambition interrupts its joys. 
[ Blelt 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, 

f But now the Rural State thefe joys has loft: 
t Even fwains no more that innocence can boaft: 
! Love fpeaks no more what beauty may believe, 
i Prone to betray, and practis'd to deceive. 

i Now Happinefs forfakes her bleft retreat. 
The peaceful dwellings where (he fix’d her feat j 

• The pleafing fields (he wont of old to grace, 
Companion to an upright fober race. 

A 3 
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When on the funny hill, or verdant plain, 
Free and familiar with the fons of men, 
To crown the pleafures of the blamelefs feaft, 
She uninvited came a welcome giieft ; 
Ere yet an ape, grovtm rich' in impious arts, 
Brib’d from their innocence incdutious hearts: 
Then grudging hate, and finful pride fucceetf, 
Cruel revenge, and falfe unrighteous deed ; 
Then dow’rlefs beauty loft the power to move; 
The ruft of lucre ftain’d the gold of love: Bounteous no more, and hofpitably good, 
The genial hearth firftblufti’d with flranger’s blood: 

> The friend no more upon the friend relies, [And femblant falfehood puts on truth’s difguife: 
T'he peaceful houfehold fill’d with dire alarms : 
The ravifh’d virgin mourns her flighted charms : 
The voice of impious mirth is heard around, 

, In guilt they feaft, in guilt the bowl is crown’d: 
Unpunifh’d violence lords it o’er the plains. 
And happinel's forfakes the guilty fwains. Oh Happinefs ! from human fearch retir’d, 
Where art thou to be found by all defir’d ? 
Nun fobc-r and devout! why art thou fled. 
To hide in fhades thy meek contented head ? Virgin of afpeift mild ! ah why, unkind. 
Fly’ll thou, difpkas’d, the commerce of mankind ? 
O ! teach our fteps to find the fecret ceil. 
Where, with thy fire Content, thou lov’dft to dwell. 
Or lay, do’fl thou a duteous handmaid wait 
Familiar at thechambers of the great ? Do’ft then purfue the voice of them that call 
To aoify revel and to midnight ball? 



7 Or the full banquet when we feafl: our foul, 
Do’ft thou inipire the mirth, or mix the bowl ? 
Or, with th’ induftrious'planter do’ft thou talk, 
Converfing freely in an evening walk ? 
Say, does the ifiifer e’er thy face behold, 
Watchful and ftudious of the treafur’d gold t 
Seeks Knowledge, not in vain, thy much lov’d pow’r. 
Still mufing filent at the morning hour ? 
May we thy prefence hope in war’s alarm*, 

) In Stair’s wifdom, or in ^rlkine’s charms ? 
In vain our ftatt’ring hopes our fteps beguile. 

The flying good eludes the fearcher’s toil: 
In vain we feek the city or the cell. 
Alone with virtue knows the power to dwell: 
Nor need mankind defpair thefe joys to know. 
The gift themfelves may on themfelves beflow ; 
Soon, fooh we might the precious blefling boaft. 
But many paflions muft the blefling coft ; 
Infernal malice, inly pining hate. 
And envy, grieving at another’s ftate ; 
Revenge no more muft in our hearts remain. 
Or burning lull, or avarice of gain. 
When thefe are in the human bofom nurft. 
Can peace refide in dwellings fo accurft ? 
Unlike, O Eglintoun ! thy happy breaft, 
Calm and ferene enjoys the heavenly gueft ; 
From the tumultuous rule of paffions freed. 
Pure IrTtKy tl)ou^f, ’arKTI^otTefsTh thy deed : 
In virtues rich, in» goodh^uncbhfth’d, ' “ Thou Ihin’ft a fair example "to thy kind 
Sincere and equal to thy heigh'bour’sr ftaine. 
How fwift to praife, how guiltlefs to defame ? 
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Bold in thy prefence Baftifulnefs appears. 
And backward Merit lofes all its fears : 
Supremely bleft by heaven, heaven’s richeft grace, 
Confeft is thine an early blooming race ; 
Whofe pleafmg fmiles fhall guardian wifdom arm. 
Divine inftru6tion ! taught of thee to charm: 
What tranfports lhall they to thy foul impart 
(The confcious tranfports of a parent’s heart). 
When thou behold’ft them of each grace pofieft. 
And fighing youths imploring to be bleft ! After thy image form’d, with charms like thine. 
Or in the vifit, or the dance to Ihine ; 
Thrice happy ! who fucceed their mother’s praife. 
The lovely Eglintouns of other days. 

Meanwhile perufe the following tender fcenes, 
And liften to thy native poet’s ftrains: 
In ancient garb the home-bred mufe appears, 
The garb our mufes wore in former years: 
As in a glafs reflected, here behold 
How finding goodnefs look’d in days of oldt 
Nor blulh to read where beauty’s praife is fhown, 
Or virtuous love, the likenefs of thy own ; 
While ’midft the various gifts that gracious Heaven To thee, in whom it is well-pleas’d, has given, 
Let this, O Eglintoun ! delight thee moft, 
T’ enjoy that Innocence the world has loft. 

W. H. 



TO J O SI AH BURCHET, ESQ^ 
SECRETARY OF THE ADMIRALTY, 

WITH THE FIRST SCENE OF THE GENTLS 
SHEPHERD. 

rpHE nipping frofts, and driving fna% 
Are o’er the hills and far awa’; 

I Bauld Boreas fleeps, the Zephyrs bla’, 
And ilka thing 

} Sae dainty, youthfu’, gay, and bra’. 
Invites to fing. 

Then let’s begin by creek of day, 
L Kind mufe Ikiff to the bent a\Vay, 

To try anes mair the landart lay, 
Wi’ a’ thy fpeed. Since Burchet awns that thou can play 
Upon the reed. 

J Anes, anes again beneath fome tretf 
j Exert thy ikill and nat’ral glee, 

' To him wha has fae courteoully. 
To weaker fight. 

Set thefe * rude fonnets fung by me 
In trueft fight, 

i In trueft light may a’ that’s fine , In his fair character flill fliine, 
Sma’ need he has of fangs like mine 

To beet his names , For frae the north to fouthern line. 
Wide gangs his fame. 

* To weaker fight, fet thefe, &c ] Having done me the 
r honour of turning fome of my paforal poems into Englijh jujlly 
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His fame, which ever lhall abide, 

Whilft hift’ries tell of tyrants pride, 
Wha vainly ftrave upon the tide T’ invade thefe lands 
Where Britain’s royal fleet doth ride. Which ftill commands. 

Thefe doughty aftions frae his penf, 
Our age, and thefe to come, fhall ken, 
How flubborn navies did contend 

Upon the waves, 
How free-born Britons faught like men. 

Their faes like ilaves. 
Sae far infcribing, Sir, to you, 

This country fang, my fancy flew. 
Keen your juft merit to purfue ; 

But ah ! I fear. In giving praifes that are due, 
I grate your ear. 

Yet tent a poet’s zealous pray’r; 
May powers aboon, wi’ kindly care, 
Grant you a lang and muckle fkair 

Of a’ that’s good, 
Till unto langeft life and mair 

You’ve healthfu’ flood. 
May never care your bleffings four. 

And may the mufes, ilka hour, 
Improve your mind, and haunt your bow’r; 

I’m but a callan: Yet may I pleafe you, while I’m your 
Devoted Allan. 

f Frae his pen.] Hit valuable naval hificry. 



THE- PERSONS. 
MEN. 

Sir William Worthy. 
Pane, the Gentle Shepherd, in love with Peggy. Roger, a rich youngJhepherd, in love with Jenny. Symon, ) Claud j two oldJhepbcrds, tenants to Sir William. 
Bauldy, a hynd engaged with Neps. 

WOMEN. 
Peggy, thought to he Claud's niece, 
Jenny, Claud's only daughter. Maufe, an old woman fuppofedto he a witch. 
Elfpa, Symon's wife. 
Madge, Claud'sjijler. 
SCENE—A Shepherd’s Village and Fields feme few 

miles from Edinburgh. 
“Time of Alison within twenty-four hours. 

Firft a£l begins at eight in the morning. 
Second adl begins at eleven in the forenoon. 
Third a6t begins.at four in the afternoon. Fourth adt begins at nine o’clock at night. Fifth adt begins by day light next morning. 



THE GENTLE SHEPHERD. 

ACT I. 
SCENE I. 

Beneath thefouth-ftic of a era by HelJ, 
JVbere cryjlal Jpringj the halefome waters yield) STwa youtbfu Jbepherds on the giaSans lay, 
Tenting tbeir jioebs ae bonny morn of May. 
Poor Rogergrones, till boll»w echoes ring ; 
But blytber Patie likes to laugh andfmg. 

Patie and Roger. 
SANG l.—nThe wawking of the faulds, 

Patie fmgs, 
TV/TY Peggy is a young thing. 

Juft enter’d in her teens, 
Fair as the day, and fweet as May* 
Fair as the day, and always gay. 

My Peggy is a young thing. 
And I’m not very auld, Yet wiel I like to meet her at 
The wawking of the fauld. 

My Peggy fpeaks fae fweetly, 
Whene’er we meet alane, 

I wilh nae mair to lay my care, 
I wilh nae mair of a’ that’s rare. 



J3 My Peggy fpeaks fae fweetly. 
To a’ the lave I’m cauld : 

But flie gars a’ my fpirlts glow 
At wawking of the fauld. 

My Peggy fmiles fae kindly, 
Whene’er I whifper love. 

That I look down on a’ the town. 
That I look down upon a crown. 

My Peggy fmiles fae kindly, 
It makes me Myth and bauld, And naething gi’es me lie delight 
As wawking of the fauld. 

My Peggy fmgs fae faftly, 
When on my pipe I play ; 

By a’ the reft it is confeft, 
By a’ the reft that ihe fmgs beft. My Peggy fings fae faftly. 

And in her fangs are tald, 
Wi' innocence, the wale of fenfe, 

At wawking of the fauld. 
rT'*His funny morning, Roger, cheers my blood, A AiiTpufs a-nafllW iriTjoiTal mood. 
How hartlome ’tis to lee the fllirig plants. 
To hearthe birds chirm o’er their pleafmg rants { Ilowhalcfome ’tis tbfnuffthe cauler air. 
And a’ the fweets it bears, wlfen void of care 1 
What ails thee, Roger, thchT what gars thee grane ? Tell methecaufe of thy ill-feafon’d pain. 

Roger. I’m born, O Patie, to a thrawart fate 1 
I’m born to flrive wi’ hardfliips fad and great. 
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Tempefts may ceafe to jaw the rowan flood. 
Corbies and tods to grien for lambkins blood: 
But I, oppreft wi’ never-ending grief, 
Maun ay defpair of lighting on relief. 

Pativ. The beeslhall loath the flow’r, and quit the hive^ 
The faughs on boggy ground lhall ceafe to thrive, 
Ere fcomfu’ 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 iae fadly out of tune. 
Ye ha’e 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, 
They dit their lugs, fyne np their leglens cleek, Andjeermehameward frae the lohn or bught, 
While I’m confus’d wi’ mony a vexing 'thought: 
Yet I am tall, and as well built as thee. Nor mair unlikely to a lafs’s eye. « 
For ilka flieep ye ha’e I’ll number ten, 
And ftiould, as ane may think, come farer benn. i 

Path. But ablins, nibour, ye lif’e not a heart. 
And downa eithly wi’ your cunzie part: 
If that be true, what fignifies your gear ? 
A mind that’s fcrimpit never wants fome care. Roger. My byar tumbled, nine braw nowt were | fmoor’d, 
Three elf-fliot were, yet I thefe ills endur’d ; 
In winter laft my cares were very fma’, Tho’ fcores of wathers perilh’d in the fnaw. Path. Were your bien rooms as thinly flock’d as mine, j 
Lefs ye wad lofc, and lefs ye wad repine. 



i He that has juft enough can foundly fleep: 
1 The o’ercome only fafhes fouk to keep. I Roger, May plenty flow upon thee for a crofs. 

That thou may’ll thole the pangs of mony a lofs: 
0 may’ll thou doat on feme fair paughty wench, 
That ne’er will lout thy Iowan dfowth to quench: 
Till bris’d beneath the burden, thou cry dool 1 

* And awn that ane may fret that is nae fool. 1 Patie. Sax good fat lambs, I fald them ilka elute 
At the Well Port, and bought a winfome flute, 
Of plum-tree made, wi’ iv’ry virles round ; '• A dainty whiltle, wi’ a pleafant found: 

| I’ll be mair canty wi’t, and ne’er cry dool, 
| Than you wi’ a’ youy calh, ye dowie fool 1 
^ Rofrer. Na, Patie, na! I’m nae lie churlilh beaft, 
1 Some other thing lies heavier at my breaft: | I dream’d a dreary dream this hinder night, 
I That gars my flelh a’ creep yet wi’ the fright. 

; | Patie. Now, to a friend, how filly’s this pretence, 
; To ane wha you and a’ your fecrets kens; i Daft are your dreams, as daftly wad ye hide 
' Your well feen love, and dorty Jenny’s pride: 

jj Take courage, Roger, me your forrows tell, 
j And fafely think nane kens them but yourfell. 

:! | Roger. Indeed now, Patie,’ye have guefs’d o’er true, 
I And there is naething- I’ll keep up frae you: 

i | Me dorty Jenny looks upon afquint; 
' To fpeak but till her I dare hardly mint: 
, In ilka place flie jeers me air and late, jft 1 And gars me look bombaz’d, and unco blate; 
| But yefterday I met her yont a know, 
i She fled as frae a fhelly-coated kow. 
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She Bauldy loes, Bauldy that drives the car, 
But geeks at me, and fays I fmell of tar. 

Patk. But Bauldy loes not her, right wiel I wat, 
He fighsfor Neps ;—fae that may ftand for that. 

Soger. I wilh I cou’dna loe her—but in vain, 
I Bill maun do’t, and thole her proud difdain. 
My Bawty is a cur I dearly like, 
Even while he fawn’d, Ihe ftrak the poor dumb tyke; 
If I had fill’d a nook within her breaft, 
She wad have fliawn mair kindnefs to my beaft. 
When I begin to tune my flock and horn, 
Wi’ a’ her face flie fliaws a caulrife fcorn. 
Laft night I play’d, ye never heard fic fpite; 
O’er Bogie was the fpring, and her delyte : 
Yet, tauntingly, Ihe at her coufin fpeer’d, 
Gif (he could tell what tune I play’d, and fneer’d. 
Flocks, wander where you like, I dinna care, 
I’ll break my reed, and never whiftle mair. 

P/rtie. E’en do fae, Roger, wha can help mifluck ? 
Saebiens flie be fi: a thrawn-gabbit chuck, Yonder’s a craig ; fince ye ha’e tint all hope, 
Gae till’t your ways, and take the lover’s lowp. 

Soger. I needna mak’ fic fpeed my blood to fpill, 
I’ll warrant death come foon enough a-will. 

Patio. Daft gowk ! leave aff that filly whinging way 
Seem carelefs, there’s my hand ye’ll win the day. 
Hear how I ferv’d my lafs I love as wiel 
As ye do Jenny, and wi’ heart as leel. 
Laft morning I was' gay and early outr Upon a dyke I lean’d, glowring about; 
I faw my Meg come linkan o’er the lee ; 
I faw my Meg, but Meggy faw na me; 
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For yet the fun was wading thro’ the mill. 
And fhe was clofe upon me e’er fhe wift ; 
Her coats were kiltit, and did fweetly fhaw 
Her ftraught bare legs that whiter were than fnaw. 
Her cockernony friooded up fu’ fleek. Her haffet locks hang waving on her cheek ; 
Her cheeks fae ruddy, and her een fee clear ; 
And O ! her mouth’s like ony hinny pear. 
Neat, neat flie was, in buftine waiftcoat clean. As fee came fluffing o’er the dewy green: 
Blythfome, I ory’d, My bonny Meg come nere, 
I ferly wherefore ye’re fee foon afteer ? 
But I can guefs, ye’re gawn to gather dew; 
She fcour’d awa’, and feid. What’s that to you ? 
Then fare ye wiel, Meg Dorts, and e’en’s ye like, 
I ‘carelefs cry’d, and lap in o’er the dyke. 
I trow, when that flie few, within a crack, She came wi’ a right thievelefa errand back: 
Mifca’d me firft then bade me hound my dog, 
To wear up three waff ews ftray’d on the bog. 
I leugh ; and fee did flie ; then wi’ great haftc 
I clafp’d my arms about her neck and waift ; 
About her yielding waift, and took a fouth 
Of fweeteft kiffes frae her glowing mouth. 
While hard and fall I held her in my grips. My very faul came lowping to my lips. 
Sair, fair flie flet wi’ me ’tween ilka fmack. 
But wiel I Lend fhe meant na as fhe fpake. 
Dear Roger, when your jo puts on her gloom, 
Do ye fae too, and never fafli your thumb. 
Seem to forfake her, foon file’ll change her mood ; 
Gae woo anither, and flie’ll gang clean wood. 

B 3 
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SANG II.—Tunc, Fy gar rub l'r o\r iv? f rat. 
Dear Roger, if your Jenny geek. 

And anfwer kindnefs wi’ a flight, 
Seem unctmcern’d at her neglect, 

For women in a man delight: 
But them defpife who’re foon defeat, 

And wi’ a Ample face gi’e way 
To arepulfe—then be not blate, 

Pufli boldly on, and win the day. 
When maidens, innocently young. 

Say aften what they never mean ; 
Ne’er mind their pretty lying tongue ; 

But tent the language of their een: 
If thefe agree, and flie perflft 

To anfwer all your love wi’ hate, Seek elfewhere to be better bleft, 
And let her figh when ’tis too late. 

Roger.. Kind Patie, now fair-fa’ your honeft heart, 
Ye’re ay fae cadgy, and ha’e Ac an art 
To hearten ane : For now, as clean’s a leek. 
Ye’ve cherifh’d me Ance ye began to fpeak. 
Sae, for your pains, I’ll make you a propine, 
(My mother, reft herfaul! flie made it Ane) ; 
A tartan plaid, fpun of good hawflock woo. Scarlet and green the fets, the borders blue : 
Wi’ fpraings like gowd and filler, crofs’d wi’ black ; 
I never had it yet upon my back. 
Wiel are ye wordy o’t, wha ha’e fae kind 
Redd up my ravel’d doubts, and clear’d my mind. 



i9 Patle. Wiel, ha’d ye there—and fince ye’ve frankly 
To me a prefent of your braw new plaid, [made 
My flute’s be your’s, and fhe too that’s fae nice, 
Shall come a-will, gif ye’ll tak’ my advice. Hoger. As ye advife. I’ll promife to obferv’t; 
But ye maun keep the flute, ye belt deferv’t j 
Now tak’ it out and gie’s a bonny fpring ; 
For I’m in tift to hear you play and fmg. 

Path. But firlt we’ll tak’ a turn up to the height* 
And fee gif a’ our flocks be feeding right: 
Be that time bannocks, and a lhave of cheefe, 
Will make a breakfaft that a laird might pleafe ; 
Might pleafe the daintieft gabs, were they fo wife 
To feafon meat wi’ health, inltead offpice. When we ha’e tane the grace-drink at this well. 
I’ll whiltle fine, and fing t’ ye like myfell. [Extuat. 

SCENE II. 
Jlf^rh boium between twa verdant braes. 
Where lajfes ufe to nvaji and fpread their claiths, 
A trotting burnie ■wimpling thro' the groanji. Its channelpeebles, Jhiningfmooth and round: 
Here vie-w Inva barefoot beauties clean and clear ; 
Firjl pleafe your eye, next gratify your ear : 
While fenny -what fhe irifhes ilfcommends. 
And Meg tvs’ better fenfe true love defends. 

Peggy and Jenny. 
fenny. 

^ome, Meg, let’s fa’ to wark upon this green, 
This ihining day will bleach our linen clean ; 
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The water’s clear, the lift unclouded blue, 
Will make them like a lily wet wi’ dew. 

Peggy. Gae farer up the burn to Habbie’s How, 
Where a’ the fweets of fpring and finimer grow; Between twa birks, out o’er a little lin. The water fa’s and makes a fingan din : 
A pool breaft-deep, beneath as clear as glafs, KilTes with eafy whirles the bord’ring grafs. 
We’ll end our wafting, while the morning’s cool. 
And when the day grows het, we’ll to the pool. 
There waft ourfells—’tis healthfu’ now in May, 
And fweetly cauler on fae warm a day. 

Jenny. Daft lafiie, when we’re naked, what’ll ye fay, 
Gif our twa herds come brattling down the brae And fee us fae ? that jeering fallow Pates 
Wad taunting fay, Haith lafies, ye’re no Mate. 

Peggy. We’re far frae ony road, and out o’ fight; 
The lads they’re feeding far beyont the height; 
But tell me now, dear Jenny, we’re our lane. 
What gars ye plague your wooer wi’ difdain ? 
The neighbours a’ tent this as wiel as I, 
That Roger loes ye, yet ye care na by. What ails ye at him ? Troth, between us twa. 
He’s wordy you the heft day e’er ye faw. 

Jenny. I dinna like him, Peggy, there’s an end, 
A herd mair fteepift yet I never kend. He kames his hair indeed, and gaes right fuug, 
Wi’ ribbon-knots at his blue bonnet lug ; Whilk penfylie he wears a-thought a-jee. 
And fpreads his garters dic’d beneath his knee. 
He folds his a’erlay down bis bread wi’ care. 
And few gang trigger to the kirk or four; 
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For a’ that, he can neither fing nor fay, 
Except, Hoiu d'ye ?—or, There's a bonny day. Pe££>’ Yedafli the lad wi’ conftant flighting pride. Hatred for love is unco fair to bide: 
But ye’ll repent ye, if his love grow cauld. 
What like’s a dorty maiden, when flie’s auld ? 
Like dawted wean, that tarrows at its meat. 
That for fome fecklefs whim will orp and greet: 
The lave laugh at it, till the dinner’s paft. 
And fyne the fool thing is oblig’d to fall, J 
Or fcart anither’s leavings at the laft. - 

SANG III.—>Tune, Polwart on the Green. 
The dorty will repent. 

If lover’s heart grow cauld. 
And nane her fmiles will tent. 

Soon as her face looks auld. 
The dawted i>aim thus tak’s the flet, 

Nor eats tho’ hunger craved 
Whimpers and tarrows at its meat, 

And’s laught at by the lave. 
They jeft it till the dinner’s paft ; Thus by itfelf abus’d, The fool thing is oblig’d to fall, 

Or eat what they’ve refus’d. 
Fy, Jenny, think, and dinna fit your time. 

Jenny. I never thought a Angle life a crime. Peggy. Nor I—but love in whifpers lets us ken. That men were made for us, and we for men. Jenny. If Roger is my jo, he kens himfell. 
For fic a tale I never heard him telL 
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He glows and fighs, and I can guefs the caufe: 
But wha’s oblig’d to Ipell his hums and haws ? 
Whene’er he lilies 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.' 

P'Zgy- Be doing your ways ; for me I have a mind To be as yielding as my Patie’s kind. 
Jtnny. Heh, lafs! how can you loe that rattle-lkull l 

A very de’il, that ay maun ha’e his will. 
We’ll foon hear tdl what a poor feighting life 
You twa will lead, fae foon’s ye’re man and wife. 

Peggy, J’U rin the rifle, nor have I ony fear. But rather think ilk langfome day a year, 
Till I wi’ pleafure mount my bridal-bed^ 
Where on my Patie’* breaft I’ll lean my head. 
There we may kifs as lang as killing’s good, 
And what we do, there’s nane dare call it rude. 
He’s get his will t Why no ? ’tis good my part 
To give him that, and he’ll give me his heart. 

Jenny. He may indeed for ten or fifteen day* Mak’ meikle o’ ye, wi’ an unco fraife, 
And daut ye baitfi sfpre fouk, and your lane: 
But foon as his newfanglenefs is gane, 
He’ll look upon you as his tether-llake, 
And think he’s tint,his freedom for your fake. 
Inftead then of lang days of fweet delyte, 
Ae day be dumb, and a’ the neill he’ll flyte: 
And may be, in his barlikhoods, ne’er flick 
To lend his loving wife a loundering lick. 
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SANG IV.—Tune, 0 dear mitier, what Jhall I int 

O dear Peggy, love’s beguiling, 
We ought not to truft his fmiling 5 
Better far to do as I do, 
Left a harder luck betide you. Laffes, when their fancy’s carry’d, 
Think of nought but to be marry’d; 
Running to a life deftroys 
Heartfome, free, and youthfu’ joys. 

Peggy. Sic coarfe-fpun thoughts as thae want pith to move 
My fettl’d mind; I’m o’er far gane in love. 
Patie to me is dearer than my breath, 
But want of him I dread nae other fkaith. 
There’s nane of a’ the herds that tread the green 
Has fie a fmile, or fic twa glancing een. 
And then he fpeaks wi’ fic a taking art. 
His words they thirle like mufic thro’ my heart; 
Howblythly canhe fport, and gently rave, 
And jeft at fecklefe fears that fright the lave, 

tllk day that he’s alane upon the hill, 
(He reads fell books that teach him meikle Ikill; 
f He is—but what need I fay that or this, | I’d fpend a month to tell ye what he is ! : In a’ he fays or does, there’s fic agate, 
' The reft feem coofs compar’d wP my dear Pate, i His better fenfe will lang his love fecure; 
1111-nature hefts in fauls that’s weak and poor. 
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SANG V.—Tune, How can I befadon my wedding-day ? 

How fhall I be fad when a hulband I ha’e. 
That has better fenfe than ony of thae 
Sour weak filly fellows, that ftudy like fools, To fink their ain joy, and make their wives fnools. 
The man who is prudent ne’er lightlies his wife, Or wi’ dull reproaches encourages ftrife ; 
He praifes her virtues, and ne’er will abufe 
Her for a fmall failing, but find an excufe. 

yenny. Hey, Bonny I.ofs of Brantfomc, or’t be lang, 
Your witty Pate will put you in a fang. 
O ’tif a pleafant thing to be a bride ; 
Syne whinging getts about^your ingle-fide, Yelping for this or that wd’ faffieous $in : 
To male’ them brats then ye maun toil and fpin. 
Ae wean fa’s fick, ane fcads itfell wi’ brue, 
Ane breaks his fhin, anither tines his (hoe. 
The De'ilgaes o'er John Wobjler, hame grows hell, When Pate mifea’s ye war than tongue can tell. Peggy. Yes, ’tis a heartfome thing to be a wife. 
When round the ingle-edge young fprouts are rife. 
Gif I’m fae happy, I (hall ha’e delight To hear their little plaints, and keep them right. J 
Wow, Jenny! can there greaterpleafurebe 
Than fee fic wee tots toolying at your knee ; 
When a’ they ettle at their greateft 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 warft of a’, 
Gif o’er your heads ill-chance Ihould begg’ry draw: 
But little love or canty cheer can come 
Frae duddy doublets, and a pantry toom, 
Your nowt may die—the Ipate may bear away 
Frae aff the howms your dainty rucks of hay— 
The thick-blawn wreaths of fnaw, or blalhy thows, 
May fmoor your wathers, and may rot your ews ; 
A dyvour buys your butter, woo, and cheefe. 
But, or the day of payment, breaks and flees. 
Wi’ glooman brow, the laird feeks in his j-ent: 
’Tis no to gi’e ; your merchant’s to the bent; 
His honour mauna want; he poinds your gear: Syne, driven frae houfe and hald, where will ye fleer 
Dear yteg, be wife, and liye a gagle life; 
Troth, ’tisnae mows to be a married wife. Peg®. May fie ill luck befa’ that filly fhe 
Wha has fie fears, for that was never me. 
Let fouk bode wiel, and ftrive to do their beft ; 
Nae mair’s requir’d ; let Heaven make out the reft, 
I’ve heard my honeft uncle aften fay, 
That lads Ihould a’ for wives that’s virtuous pray ; 
For the maift thrifty man could never get 
A wiei ftor’d room,'unlefs his wife wad let: 
Wherefore nocht fhall be wanting on my part 
To gather wealth to raife my ftiepherd’s heart: 
Whate’er he wins, I’ll guide wi’ canny care. 
And win the vogue at market, Iron, or fair, 
For halefome, clean, cheap, and fufficient ware. A flock of lambs, cheefe, butter, and fome woo, Shall firft be fald to pay the laird his due: 
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Syn? a’ behind’s our ain thus, without fear, 
Wi’ love and rowth we thro1 the warid will fleer ; And when my Pate in bairns and gear grows rife, 
He’ll blefs the day he gat me for his wife. 

Jenny. But what if fome young giglit on the green, 
Wi’ dimpled cheeks, and twa bewitching een, 
Bhdtj’dgar your Palie think his half-worn Meg, 
And her kend kifies, hardly worth a feg ? 

Peggy. Nae mair of that—Dear Jenny to be free, 
There’s fome men conftanter in love than we ; 
Nor is the ferly great, when nature kind 
Has bleft them wi’ folidity of mind : They’ll reafon calmly, and with kindnefs fmile, 
When our ihort pafiions wad our peace beguile ; Sae, whenfpe’er they flight their maiks at hame~ 
'Tis ten to »ne the waves are maift to blame. 
Then I’ll employ wl’{?Ieafiire a’ my'art" 
To keep him chearfu’ and fecure his heart 
At e’en, when he comes weary frae the hill, I’ll ha’e a’ things made ready to his will: 
Xn winter, when he toils thro’ wind and rain, 
A bkezing ingle, and a clean hearth-ftane ; And icon as he flings by his plaid and ftaff, 
The fee thing pat’s be ready to tak’ aff; 
Clean hag-abagl’ll fpread upon his board. And ferve him wi’ the beft we can afford: 
pood humour and white bigonets ihallbe 
GuarciTtoluy"face, to keep his love for me. __ Jenny. A diih of married love right forn grows cauld,. 

-And dozens down to nane, as fouk grow auld. Ptgzy. But we’ll grow auld together, and ne’er find 
The lofs of youth, when {ove grows on the mind. 



| ■ Bairns *nd their bairns mak’ fure a firmer tye, ' | Than aught in love the like of us can fpy, 
| See yon twa elms that grow up fide by fide, ■ Suppofe them fome years fyne bridegroom and bride; 
I Nearer and nearer ilka year they’ve preft, 
I ’Till wide their fpreading branches are increas’d, C 
I And in $heir mixture now are fully bleft: J 
| This (hields the other frae the eaftlin blaft; 
I That in return defends it frje the waft. 
| Sic as ftand fingle (& ftate fae lik’d by you !) 
| Beneath ilk ftorm frae every airth maun bow. 
| I’ve done—I yield, dear lafiie, I maun yield, f Your better fenfie has fairly won the field, 

i With the alfiftance of a kittle fae 
[ Lies darn’d within my breaft this mony a day, 

I SANG VI.—Tune, Nancy s to thegrcenrivoodgant* 
I yield, dear laffie, ye have won, 

And there js nae denying, i That, fure as light flows frae the fun, 
Frae love proceeds complying; 

; For a’ that we can do or fay ’Gainft love, nae thinker heeds us, 
\ They ken our bofoms lodge the fae. That by the heartftrings lead us. 
' F,ggy- Alake, poor pris'ner! Jenny, that’s no fair, That ye’ll no let the wee thing tak’ the air: I Hafte, let him out, we’ll tent as wiel’s we can, 
i Gif he be Bauldy’s or poor Roger’s naan. 

C a 
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Jenny. Anither time’s as good-*-for fee the fun 0 Is right far up, and we’re no yet begun To freath the graith ; if canker’d Madge, our aunt, 

Come up the burn, ftie’ll gie’s a wicked rant: 
But when we’ve done, I’ll tell ye a’ my mind; 
For tlais items true, nae lafs can be unkind. [Exeunt, 

ACT II. 
SCENE I. 

> A Jmig tbacl houfe, before tie door a green ! 
Hens on the midding, ducks »* dubs are feen. 
On this fidefiands a barn, on that a byre: 
A peat fuck joins, and forms a ruralfquare. ‘The boufe is Claud' j—^ There you may fee him leant And to bis divot feat invite bis frien. 

GLAUD and SyMON. 
Claud. 

OOD-morrow, nibour Symon—come, fit down. 
And gie’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 ye’ve coft a pound of cut aad dry; 
Lug otit your box, and gie’s a pipe to try. Symon. Wi’ a! my heart—and tent me now, auldboy, 
I’ve gather’d news ^vill kittle your mind wi’joy. 
J cou’dna reft till I came o’er the burn. 
To tell ye things ha’e taken fic a turn, 
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Will gar our vile opprelfors ftend like flaes, 
And fkulk in hidlings on the hether braes. [Hand 

Gland. Fy blaw !'—'Ah, Symie ! rattling ‘chiels ne’er 
To deck and fpread the grofleft lies aff-hand, 
Whilk foon flies round, like will-fire, far and near r 
But loofe your poke, be’t true or faufe let’s hear. 

Symon. Seeing’s believing, Glaud, and I have feen 
Hab, that abroad has wi’ our mafter be£h; 
Our brave good mafter, wha right wifely fled. 
And left a fair eftate to fave his head, 
Becaufe ye ken fu’ wiel he bravely chofe 
To ftand his liege’s friend wi’ great Montrofe: 
Now Cromwell’s gane to Nick ; and ane ca’d Monk 
Has play’d the Rumple a right flee begnnk, 
Reftor’d King Charles ; and ilka thing’s in tune 5 And Habby lays, we’ll fee Sir William foon. 

Glaud. That makes me blyth indeed!—but dinna flaw* 
Tell o’er your news again! and fwear till’t a’. 
•A.id law ye Hab ! and v, bat did Halbert fay ? They ha’ebeen e’en a tire ary tlme'awa y. 
Now God be thanked that our'laird’s come hamej 
And his eftate, fay, can he eithly claim ? Symon. They that hag-rid us till our guts did grane, 
Like greedy bairs, dare nae mair do’t again. 
And good Sir William fidl enjoy his ain. 

SANG VII.—Time, Cauldkail iu Ahtrdcm. 
Cauld be the rebels caft, 

Oppreflbrs bafe and bloody, I hope we’ll fee them at the lall 
Strung a’ up in a Woody. 

C J 
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And ever high in ftation, 

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

Claud. And may he lang ; for never did he ftent 
Us in our thriving wi’ a racket rent; 
Nor grumbl’d if ane grew rich, or fhor’d to raife 
Our mailers, when we pat on Sunday’s claiths. Symon, Nor wad he lang, wi’ fenfelefs faucy air. 
Allow our lyart noddles to be bare. 
“ Put on your bonnet, Symon—tak’ a feat— 
How’s a* at hame ?■‘--How’s Elfpa ?—How does Kate 
How fells black cattle ?—What gi’es woo this year V* 
And fie like kindly qtieilions wad he fpeef. 

SANG VIII.—Tune, Mucking bf Geordys byre. 
The laird wha in riches and honour 

Wad thrive, fhould be kindly and free, 
Nor rack his poor tenants wha labour 

To rife aboon poverty: Tlfe like the pack-horfe that’s unfother’d 
And burden’d, will tumble down faint J Thus virtue by hardfhip is fmother’d 
And rackers aft tide their rent. 

Claud. Then Wad he gar his butler bring bedeen 
The nappy bottle benn, and gtafles clean, Whilk in cur breaft rais’d fie a blythfome flame. 
As gart me mony a time gae dancing hame. My heart’s e’en rais’d '—-Dear nibour, will ye flay, 
And tak’ your dinner Here Wi’ me the day; 



3i We’ll fend for Elfpa too—and upo’ figlit* 
I’ll vrhlftle Pate and Roger frae the height. I’ll yoke my fled, and lend to the neift: town, 
And bring a draught of ale, baith flout and brown { 
And gar our cottars a’, man, wife, and wean, 
Drink ’till they tirie the gate to Hand their lane. 

Symon. I wadna bauk my friend his blyth defign, 
Gif that it hadna firft of a’ been mine: 
For here-yeftreen I brew’d a bow of maut, 
Yeftreen I flew twa wathers prime and fat; 
A firlot Of good cakes my Elfpa beuk, 
And a large ham hings reefting in the nook s 
I faw tnyfell, or I came o’er the loan, 
Our meikle pat that fcads the whey, put on, 
A mutton bouk to boil—and ane we’ll roaft; 
And on the haggies Elfpa fpares nae coft: 
Sma’ are they thorn, and Ihe can mix fu’ nice 
The gufty ingans wi’ a cum o’ fpice : 
Fat are the puddings—heads and feet wiel fungi 
And we’re invited nibours auld and young, 
Topafs this afternoon wi’ glee and game, 
And drink our mailer’s health and welcome hame. 
Ye mauna then refufe to join the reft. 
Since ye’re my neareft friend that I like bell: 
Bring wi’ ye a’ your family; and then, 
Whene’er you pleafe, I’ll rant wi’ you again. Gland, Spoke like ye’rfell, auld birky, never fear. 
But at your banquet I lhall fii ft appear: 
Faith, we lhall bend the bicker, and look bauld, 
Till we forget that we are fail’d or auld ; 
Auld, fald I!—Troth, I’m younger be afcore, 
Wi’ your good news, than what I was before i 
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e’en! hey, Madge, come forth! d’ye hear? 
.£«/«-Madge. 

Madge. The man’s gane gyte !—Dear Symon, wel- 
come here—- What wad ye, Gland, wi’ a’ this hafte and din ? 

Ye never let a body fit to fpin. 
Gland. Spin ! fnuff!—Gae break your wheel, and 

burn your tow, And fet the meiklefi peat flack in a low; 
Syne dance about the banefire till ye die. 
Since now again we’ll foon Sir William fee. 

Madge. Blyth news indeed'!—And wha was’t tald 
you o’t, 

Gland. What’s that to you ?—Gae gej my Sunday’s 
Wale out the whiteft of my bobit bands, 
My white-fkin hofe, and mittans for my hands ; , 
Then frae their wafhing cry the bairns in hafte. 
And mak’ ye’rfells as trig, head, feet, and waift, 
As ye were a’ to get young lads or e’en ; 
For we’re gaun o’er to dine wi’ Sym bedeen ; 

Symon. Do, honeft Madge—-and, Glaud, I’ll o’er the 
gate, And fee that a’ be done as I wad hae’t. [Exeunt. 
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SCENE 1L 

Tie open field—1—A cottage in a gleet. An auld tv fie fpinning at the funny en . 
At a Small defiance by a blafiedtree, 
Wi' faided arms, and baff-raU'd looks, ye fee, 

BAULDY bis lane. 
wHr’f this !—I canna bear’t! ’Tis war than heflj To be fae burnt wi’ love, yet: darn a tell! 
0 Peggy, fweeter than the dawning day. 
Sweeter than gowany glens or new mawn hay ; 
Blyther than lambs that friflc out o’er the knows j 
Straughter than aught |hat in the foreft grows. 
Her ten the cleareft blob of dew out-lhines } 
The lily in her breaft its beauty tines: Her legs, her arms, her cheeks, her mouth, her een. 
Will be my dead, that will be fhortly feen ! 
For Pate loes her,—waes me ! and Ihe loes Pate ; 
And I wi’ Neps, by fome unlucky fate. 
Made a daft vow 1—0 ! but ane be a beaft. That makes ralh aiths till he’s afore the prieft. 
1 darna fpeak my mind, elfe a’ the three, But doubt, wad prove ilk ane my enemy: 
’Tis fair to thole—I’ll try fome witchcraft art, 
To break wi’ ane and win the other’s heart. 
Here Maufy lives, a witch, that for fma’ price. 
Can call her cantraips, and gi’e me advice : She can o’ercaft the night, and cloud the moon, And mak’ the de’ils obedient to her crime; 
At midnight hours, o’er the kirk-yard Ihe raves, 
And howks unchriften’d weans out o’ their graves; 
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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 wi’ lumps of Lapland clay, 
Mixt wi’ the venom of black faids and fnakes: 
Of this unfonfy pictures aft fhe makes 
Of ony ane fhe hates—and gars expire 
Wi’ flaw and racking pains afore a fire ; 
Stuck fu’ o’ prins, the devilifh pictures melt; The pain by fouk they reprefent is felt. 
And yonder’s Maufe ; ay, ay, fhe kens fu’ wiel, 
When ane like me comes rinning to the de’il: 
She and her cat fit becking in her yard ; 
To fpeak my errand, faith amaift I’m fear’d : 
But I maun do’t, tho’ I fhould never thrive; 
They gallop fall that de’ils and lafles drive. [Exit. 

SCENE III. 
/f green tail-yard; a little Jaunty 

Where water poplin fprings: 
'ThereJits a wife wi' wrinkl'd front. And yetJhe fpins and fngs. 
SANG IX.—Tune, Carle, and the King come. 

Maufe Jogs. 
T3EGGV, now the King’s come, 

Peggy, now the King’s come. 
Thou may dance, and I fhall fmg, 

Peggy, fince the King’s come ; 



Nae mair the hawkies (halt thou milk. 
But change thy plaiding-coat for filk, 

And be a lady of that ilk, 
Now, Peggy, fince the King’s come. 

Enter BaULDY. 
BauMy. How does auld honeft lucky of the glen ? 

Ye look baith hale and feir at threefcore ten. Maufe. E’en twining out a thread wi’ 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 threlh, nae corn ? 

BauUfy. Enough of baith But fomething that re- 
quires 

Ij Your helping hand, employs now a’ my cares. 
| Maufe. My helping hand ! alake ! what can I do 

That underneath baith eild and poortith bow ? 
BaulJy. Ay, but you’re wife, and wifer far than we, 

I Or maifi. part of the parifli tells a lie. 
M.iufe. Of what kind wifdom think ye I’m pofleft. 

That lifts my character aboon the reft ? 
Bauldy. The word that gangs, how ye’re fae wife 

and fell. 
Ye’ll may be tak’ it ill gif I fliould tell. Maufe. What fouk fays of me, Bauldy, let me hear ; 
Keep naething up, ye naething ha’e to fear. 

Bauldy. Wiel, fince ye bid me, I fliall tell ye a’ 
That ilk anc talks about you, but a flaw : 
When laft the wind made Gland a rooflefs barn ; 
When laft the burn bore down my mither’s yarn ; 
When Brawny elf-ihot never mair came hame ; 
When Tibby kirn’d and there nac butter tame ; 
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When Befly Freetock’s chufFy-cheeked \vea* 
To a fairy turn’d, and couldna Band its lane ; 
When Wattie wander’d ae night thro’ the lhaw. 
And tint himfell amaift amang the fnaw ; When Mungo’s mare flood ftill and fwat wi’ fright, When he brought eaft the howdy under night; 
When Bawfy Ihot to dead upon the green ; 
And Sara tint a fnood was nae mair feen; 
You lucky gat the wyte of a’ fell out; 
And ilka ane here dreads you round about. 
And fae they may that mean to do ye Ikaith ; 
For me to wrang ye, I’ll be very laith : 
But when I neift mak’ grots. I’ll ftrive to pleafe 
You wi’ a firlot of them, mixt wi’ peafe. Mnuft. I thank ye, lad—now tell me your demand, 
And, if I can, I’ll lend my helping hand. Bauldy. Then, I like Peggy—Neps is fond of me— 
Peggy likes Pate,—and Patie’s bauld and flee, > 
And loes fweet Meg—But Neps I downa fee— J Cou’d ye turn Patie’s love to Neps, and then 
Peggy’s to me,—I’d be the happieft man. 

Maufi. 1’U try my art to gar the bowls row right, 
Sae gang your ways and come again at night; ’Gainft that time I’ll feme Ample things prepare, 
Worth a’ your peafe and grots, tak’ ye nae care. BaulJy. Wiel, Maufe, I’ll come, gif I the road can 

find; 
But if ye raife the de’ii, he’ll raife the wind ; 
Syne rain and thunder, may be, when ’tis late, 
Will mak’ the night fae mirk, I'll tyne the gate. We’re a’ to rant in Symie’s at a feaft, O will ye come like badrans for a jeft ? 
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And there ye can our different ’haviours fpy; 

; There’s nane Avail ken o’t there but you and I. 
Maufe. ’Tis like I may—but let na on that’s paft 

’Tween you and me, elfe fear a kittle caft. Bauld-j. If I aught of your fecrets e’er advance, 
May ye ride on me ilka night to France. [Exit BaulJy. 

MAUSE Ur line. 
Hard luck, alake ! when poverty and eild, 

Weeds out of faAvion, and a lanely bield, 
Wi’ a fma’ caft of wiles, flvould in a twitch, Gi’e ane the hatefu’ name, A wrinkled witch. 
This fool imagines, as do mony fvc. 
That I’m a wretch in compact wi' Add Nick, 
Becaufe by education I was taught 
To fpeak and a£t aboon their common thought: Their grofs mlftake Avail quickly now appear; 
Soon Avail they ken what brought, what keeps vne here; 
Nane kens but me ;—and if the morn were come, 
I’ll tell them tales will gar them a’ fvng dumb. [Exit, 

D 
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SCENE IV. 

Behind a tree upon the plain t Pate and his Peggy meet,. In love without a vicious fain, 
Q'be bonny lafs and cbearfu fwain 

Change vows and kiffesfweet. 
PATIE and PEGGY. 

Peggy. 
A'v Patie, let me gang, I mauna flay; 

We’re baith cry’d hame, and Jenny flie’s away. Patie. I’m laith to part fae foon; now we’re alane. 
And Roger he’s away wi’ Jenny gane; 
They’re as content, for aught I hear or lee. 
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 tin? weftlin winds fough through the reeds. 

Peggy. The fcented meadows—-birds—and healthy 
For aught I ken may mair than Peggy pleafe. Patie. Ye wrang me fair to doubt my being kind; 
Jn fpeaking fae ye ca’ me dull and blind. 
Gif I con’d fancy aught’s fae fweet or fair 
As my dear Meg, or worthy of my care. 
Thv breath is fweeter than the fweeteft bri?r. 
Thy cheek and breaft the finefl Cow’rs appear: 
Thy words excel the mailt delightfu’ notes, That warble thro’ the roerie pr mavis’ throats; 
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Wi* thee I tent nae flowers that bufk the field, Or ripeft berries that our mountains yield: 

; The fweeteft fruits that hing upon the tree, 
' Are far inferior to a kifs of thee. 
; Peggy- But Patrick for fome wicked end may fleech, 
i And lambs ffiou’d TremHlewhen the foxes preach. 
I darena flay; —ye joker let me gang; y 

! Anither lafs may gar ye change your fang ; > 
[Your thoughts may flit, and I may thole the wrang- J 
|j Patie. Sooner a mother Ihall her fondnefs drap, 'And wrang the bairn fits fmiling on her lap; 
pThe fun fliall change, the moon to change fliall ceafe, 
jThe gaits to dim—the fheep to yield the fleece, 
iEre ought by me be either faid or done, 
$Shall tkaith our love, I fwear by a’ aboon. 
'• Then keep your aith—But mony lad* wil* fwear, And be manfwom to twa in half a year; 
pjow I believe ye like me wonder wiel; 
But if a fairer face your heart fliou’d Heal, 
Jfour Meg, forfaken, bootlefs might relate, 
How Ihe was dawted anes by faithlefs Pate. 

PatU. I’m lure I canna change, ye needna fear, Fho’ we’re but young, I’ve lo’ed you mony a year: 
I mind it wiel, when thou cou’dft hardly gang, 
Pr lifp out words, I choos’d ye frae the thrang 
bf a’ the bairns, and led thee by the hand, 
!U't to the tanfy know or ralhy ftrand ; Thou fmiling by my fide—I took delight 
§To pou the rallies green, wi’ roots fae white, 
!)f which, as wiel as my young fancy cou’d, 
?or thee I plet the flow’ry belt and fnood. 

D * 
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Peggy. When firftthou ga.de wi’ fliepherds to the hiU» 

And I to milk the ews firfl try’d my (kill, 
To bear the leglen was nae toil to me, • 
When at the bught at ev’n I met wi’ thee. 

Patiet When corns grew yellow, and the hether-bells 
Bloom’d bonny on the rauir and riling fell?, 
Nae biffis, or briers, or whins e’er troubled me, 
Oif I cou’d find blae berries ripe for thee. Peggy. When thou didfl: wreftle, run, or putt the 

ftime, 
And wan the day, my heart was flightering fain: 
At a’ thefe fports thou ftill gave joy to me ; For' nane can wreftle, run, or putt wi’ thee. 

P ttie. fenny fings faft the Praom of Ce-wden-ino-ws, <. 
And Rofie lilts the Milling of the ruu ; 
There's nane, like Nancy, Jenny Ncttiv fings i Af turns in 'Maggy Lauder Marion dings : 
But when my Peggy Ciigs wi’ fweeter ftulj, 
The Boatman, or the Lafs of Patic spill. 
It is a thoufand times mair fweet to me; 
Tho’ they fing’wiel, they canna ling like thee. peS5y. How eith can lalfes trow what they dellre ! 
And, reus’d by them we love, blaws up that lire; 
But wha loves heft, let time and carriage try ; 
Be conftant, and my love fliall time defy. 
Be ftill as now, and a’my care lhall be, 
How to cohtrive what pieafant is for dice. 
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The foregoing, ouitb a /mail variation, was fung at the ailing as follows. 

SANG X.—Tune, The Yellow-hand laidU. 
Peggy. 

When firft my dear laddie gade to the green hill, 
And I at ew-milking firft fey’d my young fkill, 
To bear the milk bowie nae pain was to me. 
When I at the bughting forgather’d wi’ thee. 

Patie. 
When corn riggs wav’d yellow, and blue hether bell* 
Bloom’d bonny on muirland and fweet rifing fells, Nae birns, briers, or breckens ga’e trouble to me. 
If I found the berries right ripen’d for thee. 

Pczsy' When thou ran, or wreftled, or putted the ftane, And came aff the vuftor, my heart was ay fain ; 
Thy ilka fport manly gave pleafure to me ; 
For nane can putt, wreftle, or run fwift as thee. 

Patie. 
Our Jenny fings laftly the Co-wieu-lroom^lnmvs, 
And Rofie lilts fweetly the Milking the ews 
There’s few Jenny Nettles like Nancy can fing j At Thro' the wood, laddie, Befs gars our lugs ring. 
But when my dear Peggy lings wi’ better Ikill, 
The Boatman, TweedfJe, Or the Lafs of the Mill, 
^Tis mony times fwecter and pleafing to me ; 
r«r tbo’ they fing nicely, they cannot like thee. 

D 3 
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P'gtry. 

How eafy can lafles trow what they defire ? 
And praifes fae kindly increafes lovers fire: Gi’e me fiill this pleafure, my fiudy fhall be, 
To make myfell better and fweeter for thee. 

/V.'.'f. Wert thou a giglit gawky like the lave. 
That litfltTbetier than our nowt behave, 
At naught they ferly ; lenfelefs tales believe, ■ Be blyth for fiUy heghts,_ for trifles grieve— 
Sic ne’er cou’d win my heart, that kenna how 
Either to keep a prize, or yet prove true: 
Bnt thou in better ienfe without a flaw. 
As in thy beauty, far excels them a’. 
Continue kind, and a’ my care fhall be, 
How to contrive what pllafing is for thee. Prgvy. Agreed;—but hearken, yon’s auld aunty’s 
I ken they’ll wonder what can mak’ us flay. [cry, 

Paiiei 'KnA let them ferly—Now a kindly kifs, 
Or five-fcore goodanes wadnabe amifs; 
And fyne we’ll fing the fang wi tunefu’ glee, 
That I made up laft owk on you and me. 

Peggy. Sing firft, fyne claim your hire— 
Pietie. Wiel, I agree. 

SANG XI.—Tc its one tune. 
Path. 

By the delicious warmnefs of thy mouth, 
And rowing eyes, that fmiling tell the truth, 
I guefs, my lafiie, that as wiel as I, 
You’re piade for love, and why. fhould ye deny ? 
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; Ye think us cheap, and fyne the wooing’s done: 
The maiden that o’er quickly tines her power. 
Like unripe fruit, will tafte but hard and four. 

Patie. 
But gjn they hing o’er lang upon the tree, 

Their fweetnefs th,ey may tine; and fae may ye. 
Red-cheeked you completely ripe appear, 
And I have thol’d and will’d a lang half year. 

Peggy Jinging, falh into Path's arms. Then dinna pou me, gently thus I fa’ 
Into my Patie’s arms, for good and a’: 
But Hint your wilhes to this kind embrace. 
And mint nae farer till we’ve got the grace. 

Path, •with bis left band about her ivaijl. 
O charming armfu’! hence ye cares away. I’ll kifs my treafure a’ the live-lang day: 

A’ night I’ll dream my kifles o’er again. 
Till that day come tjiat ye’ll be a’ my aim 

Sung by both. 
Sun, gallop down the weftlin Ikies, 
Gang fopn to bed, and quickly rife ; 
O lalh your fteeds, poll time away, 
And hafte about our bridal-day ; 
And if your weary’d honeft light, Sleep, gin ye like, a week that night. 

[ Exeunt, 
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ACT III. 
SCENE I. 

iVow turn your eyes beyond yon fpreading lime, 
And tent a man nvbafe beard feems bleed'd nui time i 
An elivandJills bis band, bis habit mean, 
JVae doubt ye'll think he has a pedlar been. 
"But nvbijbt! it is the knight in mafyuerade, 
That comes bid in this cloud to fee bis lad. Obferve bow pleas'd the loyal fujf'rtr moves Tbro' bis auld av'nues, ones deligbtfu groves. 

Sir rJ,HE gentleman, thus hid in low difguife, 
I’ll for a fpace, unknown, delight mine eyes 

With a full view of ev’ry fertile plain, 
Which once I loft—which now arc mine again. 
Yet, ’midftmyjoy, fomeprofpeifts pain renew, 
Whilft I my once fair feat in ruins view. 
Yonder! ah me, it defolately ftands, Without a roof, the gates fall’n from their bands, 
The cafements all broke down, no chimney left, The naked walls of tap’ftry all bereft. 
My flables and pavilions, broken walls ! 
That with each Vainy blaft decaying falls: 
My gardens, once adorn’d the moft complete. With all that nature, all that art makes fweet; 
Where round the figur’d green and pebble walks, 
The dewy flow Vs hung nodding; ou their ftafks; 



45 
fiut overgrown with nettles, docks, and brier, 
No jaccacinths or eglantines appear. 
How do thofe ample walls to ruin yield, 
Where peach and ne&’rine branches found a bield, And balk’d in rays, which early did produce 
Fruit fair to view, delightful in the ufe: 
All round in gaps, the moft in rubbilh lie. 
And from what Hands the wither’d branches fly. 
Thefe foon lhall be repair’d ;—and now my joy 
(Forbids all grief—when I’m to fee my boy, 

IjMy only prop, and object of my care, 
i^Since Heav’n too foon call’d home his mother fair 1 
Him, ere the rays of .reafon clear’d his thought, 
I fecretly to faithful Symon brought, 
And charg’d him ftridlly to conceal his birth, 

iTill we Ihou’d fee what changing times brought forth. I Hid from himfelf, he Harts up by the dawn, 
And ranges careleft o’er the height and lawn, 
After his fleecy charge, ferenely gay> 
With other Ihepherds whiftling o’er the day. 
Thrice happy life ! that’s from ambition free, 
Remov’d from crowns ami courts, how cheerfully 
A quiet contented mortal (pends his time In hearty health, his foul unftain’d with crime* 

Orfung as/'lions. 
SANG XH.—Tune, Happy Clown. 

Hid from himfelf, now by the dawn He Harts as frelh as rofes biawn, 
And ranges o’er the heights and lawn. After his bleeting flocks. 
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Healthful, and innocently gay. 
He chants and whittles out the day ? 
Untaught to fmile, and then betray, 

Like courtly weather-cocks 
Life happy from ambition free. 
Envy and vile hypocrify, When truth and love with joy agree, 

Unfully’d with a crime : 
Unmov’d with what difturbs the great, In propping of their pride and ttate, 
He lives, and unafraid of fate. 

Contented fpends his time. 
Now tow’rds good Symon’s houfe I’ll bend my way, And fee what makes yon gamboling to-iday j 
All on the green, in a fair wanton ring, 
My youthful tenants gaylie dance and ding. [ExH Sir William. 
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SCENE n. 

'Th Symm's bouft, pleafe iojlep in, And vify't round and round; ‘There's nought fufierf ou, to give fain. 
Or copy to be found. 

Yet all is clean; a clear peat ingle Glances amidf the floor: 
The green born jpoons, beech luggies mingle On Jhelfs forgainf the door. While the young brood/port on the green. 

The auld anes tbinb it beji, 
W'l the brown cow to clear their ecu, inuff,crack, and tab' their ref. 

S-YMON, CLAUD, and ElSPA* 

j^TTE anes were young ourfells—-I like to fee : The bairns bobToTmTwr other merrylic: 
jroth, Syrnon, Patios grown’a iftrapan lad, |And better looks than his I never bade; 
Itmang our lads he bears the gree awa’; 
(And tells his tale the clev’reft o’ them a’. 

Elfpa. Poor man !—he’s a great comfort to us baith 
Jod mak’ him good, and lude him ay frae Ikaith. 

bairn, I’ll fay’t, wiel worth our care, 
That ga’e us ne’er vexation late or air. Claud. I trow, goodwife, if I be not mifta’en, 
He feems to be wi’ Peggy’s beauty ta’en, f 

id troth, my niece is a right dainty wean, J 
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As ye wiel ken ; a bonnier needna be, Nor better—be’t ftie \rt-re nae kin to me. 

Sxmon. 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 rfiixt wi’ the mods myfell. Gland. What reafons can ye ha’e ! There's nane, I’u 

fure, 
Unlefs-ye may call up that /he’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 gi’e to Peggy that day file’s a bride ; By .and attour, if my good luck abide, 
Ten lambs, at fpaining time, as lang’s I live. 
And twa quey cawfs I’ll yearly to them give, 

Eljpa. Ye offer fair, kind Glaud, but dinna fpeer 
What may be is not fit ye yet fliolild hear. Sxmon. Or this day eight days likely he fliall learn* 
That our denial difna flight his bairn. GUud. We 11 nae mair o’t come, gie's the other* 

bend, 
We’ll drink their healths, whatever way it end. [‘Their hoaltls gat roun:L 

Hymen. But will ye tell me Glaud ? By fome ’tis faid| 
Your niece is but a funding, that was laid 
Down at yOur hallen fide ae morn in May, 
Right clean row’d up, and bedded on dry hay. Glaud. That clatteran Madge, my titty, tells fie flaws* 
Whene’er our Meg her cankart humour gaws. 
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Enter JEKNY. 

Jenny. O father, there’s an auld man on the green; 
! The felleft fortune-teller e’er was feen; ■nts our loofs, and fyne whops out a book. 

Turns o’er the leaves, and gie’s our brows a look: rne tells the oddeft tales that e’er ye heard: is head is gray, and lang and gray his beard. 
Symon. Gae bring him in, we’ll hear what he can fay; 

Kane fliall gang hungry by my houfe to day. 
[Exit Jenny. 

jBiit for his telling fortunes^ troth, I fear. 
He kensjue mair o’ that than my gray mare. 

> (jlaud.t Spae-meuTTKe trutK’oFa’" their faws 1 doubt* 
(For greater liars never ran thereout. 

Returns Jenny, bringing in SlR WlLLIAM ; nvitb 
• them Pat IK. 

i Symon. Ye’re welcome, honeft carle, here tak’ a feat. Sir IV'M, I give you thanks, good-man, I’fe no be 
| blate, j Gland. \,binls.~\ Conae, t’ye, friend—How far came ye 

the day ? i Sir Will. I pledge ye, nibour, e’en but little way; 
Roufted wi’ eild, a wee piece gate feems lang, 

, Twa miles or three’s the mailt that I dow gang, 
i Symon. Ye’re welcome here to flay a’ night wi’ me, 
; And tak’ fic bed and board as we can gi’e. 

Sir Will. That’s kind unibught,—VViel, gin ye ha’s 
a bairn That ye like wiel, and wad his fortune learn, 

' I lhall employ the fartheft of my Ikill 
i To fpae it faithfully, be’t good or ill, 

E 
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nae mae, Either to mak’ me joyfu’ now or wae. 

Sir Wills Young man, let’s fee your hand ; what gird, 
ye fneer ? 

Patie. Becaufe your flcill’s but little worth I fear. Sir Wilt. Ye cut before the point; but, Billy, bide, * 
I’ll wager there’s a moufe-mark on your fide. 

Plfpa. Betooch-us-to ! and wiel I wat that’s true ; 
Awa, awa, the de’il’s o’er grit wi’ you ; 
Four inch aneath his oxter is the mark, 
Scarce ever feen fince he firft wore a fark. 

Sir Will. I’ll tell ye mair, if this young lad be fpar’d 
But a Ihort while, he’ll be a braw rich laird. 

Ef/pa. A laird! Hear ye, goodman—what think ye 
Symon. I dinna ken! Strange auld man, what art 

thou ? 
Fair fa’ youf heart, ’tis good to bode of wealth ; Come, turn the timmer to laird Patie’s health. 

[ Pnlic't health gaes round' 
Patie. A laird of twa good whittles and a kent, 

Tw'a cursj my trufty tenants ort the bent, 
Is a’ my great eftate—and like to be : 
Sae cunning carle, ne’er break your jokes on me. Symon. Whilht, Patie—let the man look o’er your hand, 
Aftimes as broken a Ihip has come to land. [Sir William look* a little at Patie's band, then counter- ■ 

f, its falling into a trance, -utile they endeavour to lay 
him righj. Tlfta. Prefcrve’s!—the man’s a warlock, of potteft ' i 

Wi’ fome nae good, or fecond-fight at leaft: 
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* Elfpa. Thefe fecond-fighted fouk, his peace be here 
See things far aff, and things to come, a* clear 
As I can fee my thumb—Wow ! can he tell 
[Speer at him, foon as he comes to himfell) flow foon we’ll fee Sir William ? Whilht, he heaves* 
jAnd fpeaks out broken words like ane that raves. Symun. He’ll foon grow betterElfpa, hafte ye, gae 
jAnd fill him up a tafs of ufquebse. 

Sir Williatft fiarts up, and fpeaks* 
A Knight that for a Lyon fought 

Agaiuft a herd of bears. 
Was to lang toil and trouble brought, 

In which fome thoufands (hares: 
But now again the Lyon rare*, 

And joy fpreads o’er the plain: The Lyon has defeat the bears. 
The Knight returns again. 

That Knight in a few days (hall bring 
A (hepherd frae the fauld, 

And (hall prefent him to his King, 
A fubjedl true and bauld : 

He Mr. Patrick (hall be call’d— All you that hear me now 
May wiel believe what I have laid, 

For it (hall happen true. 
Symon. Friend, may your fpaeing happen foon and 

wiel; 
But, faith, I’m redd you’ve bargain’d wi’ the de’il, 

E a 
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*t*6 tell fome tales that fouks wad fecret keep; Or do you get them tald you in your fleep ? 

Sir Willi Howe’er I get them, never fafli your beard* 
Not- come I to read fortunes for reward ; 
But I’ll lay ten to ane wi’ ony here, 
That all I prophefy lhall foon appear. Symon. You prophefying fouks are odd kind me: 
They’re het-e that ken, and here that difna ken. 
The wimpled meaning of your unco tale, 
Whilk fdon will mak’ a noife o’er muir and dale. Glawl. ’Tis nae fma’ fport to hear how Sym be- 

lieves, 
And takes’t for gofpel what the fpaeman gives 
Of flawing fortunes, whilk he evens to Pate: 
But what we wifli, we trow at ony rate. 

Sir Will. Whiflit ! doubtfu’ carle ; for e’er the fu« 
Has driven twice down to the fea, 

What I have faid, ye lhall tee done 
In part, or nae mair credit me. Claud. Wiel, be’t fae, friend; I lhall fay naething 

But I’ve twa fonfy lafles, young and fair. 
Plump ripe for men ; I wilh ye cou’d forefee 
Sic fortunes for them, might prove joy to me. 

Sir Will. Nac mair thro’ fecrets can I lift, 
Till darknefs black the bent; 

I have but anes a day that gift, 
Sae reft a while content. Symon. Elfpa, call on the claith, fetch but fome 

meat. 
And of your bell gar.this auld ftranger eat. 
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Sir Will* Delay a while your hqfpitable care ; 

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

Symw* Soon as you pleafe i’ll anfwer your delire—* 
And, Claud, you’ll tak’ your pipe befkde the fire ;— 
We ll hut gae round the place, and fqon be back. 
Syne fup together, and tak’ our pint and crack. Claud. I’ll out a while, and fee the young anes 

? Play; »My heart’s ftill light, albeit my locks be gray. 
\Excunt* 

SCENE III. 
Jenny pretends an errand home. 

Young Roger drops the reft. 
To nubifper out bis melting ft amt. 

And tbons/ bis lajfie's breaft. 
Rebind a bujb, nviel bid fraeftgbt, they meet / See, Jenny's laughing, Roger's like to greet. 

Poor Shepherd! 
Roger w Jenny. 

Roger. 
■J^ear Jenny, I wad fpeak t’ye wad ye let, 

And yet I.ergh, ye’re ay fae fcomfu’ fet. 
Jenny. And what wad Roger fay, if he cou’d fpeak ? 

Am I oblig’d to guefs what ye’re to leek ? Roger. Yes, ye may guefs right eith for what I grein, 
Baith by my fervice, fighs, and langing een: 

£ 3 
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And I maun out wi’t, tho’ I rilk your {corn. 
Ye’re never frae my thoughts, baith even and mom. Ah ! cou’d I loe ye lefs, I’d happy be. 
But happier far ! cou’d ye but fancy me. “Jenny. And wha kens, honeft lad, but that I may ? 
Ye canna fay that e’er I faid ye nay. Roger. Alake 1 my frighted heart begins to fail. 
Whene’er I mint to tell ye out my tale, 
For fear fome tighter lad, mair rich than I, 
Has win your love, and near your heart may lie. 

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

Roger. How lang, dear Jenny ?—fayt\a that again, 
What pleafure can ye tak’ in giving pain! 
I’m glad however that ye yet lland free; 
Wha kens but ye may rue, and pity me ? 

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

Roger. That only happen?, when, for fake o’ gear, 
Ane wales a Wife as he wad buy a mare: Or when dull parents bairns together bind 
Of different tempers, that can ne’er prove kind: 
But love, true downright love, engages me, 
(Tho’ thou fliould fcorn) ftill to delight in thee. 
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But girning marriage comes and ends them a’. 
IVe feen wi’ fhining fair the morning rife. 
And foon the fleety clouds mirk a’ the Ikies ; I’ve feen the filver fpring a while rin clear, 
And foon in mofly puddles difappear 5 
The bridegroom may rejoice, the bride may fmile; 
But foon contentions a’ their joys beguile. 

Roger. I’ve feen the morning rife wi’ faireft light. 
The day, unclouded, fink in calpneft 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 5 
Rejoice thfo’ life, and a’ your fears beguile. Jenny. Were I but fure ye lang wou’d love main-* 

tain, 
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 warmnefs in my breaft, 
That made ye dearer' to me than the reft. 

Roger. I’m happy now! o’er happy! had my head l 
This gu(h of pleafure’s like to be my dead. 
Come to my arms ! or ftrike me ! I’m a’ fir’d 
Wi’ wond’ring love ! let’s kifs till we lie tir’d. 
Kifs, kifs ! we’ll kifs the fun and ftarns away, 
And ferly at the quick return of day ! O Jenny ! let my arms about thee twine, 
And brifs thy bonny breafts and lips to mine. 
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WhUh may befung as fAU’Ws. 

SANG Xin.—Tune, Leith Wynd. 
Jenny. 

Were I aflur’d you’ll conftant prove, 
You fliould nae mair complain; 

The eafy'maid, befet wi’ love, 
Few words will cjuickly gain : 

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

Has king, a black foie true to thee, 
Wilh’d to be pair’d wi’ thine. 

A*"- I’m happy now, ah ! let my head 
Upon thy breaft recline ! 

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

O let me hrifs thee to my heart! And round my arms entwine: 
Delytfu’ thought, we’ll never part! 

Come, prefs thy lips to mine. 
Jenny. Wi’ equal joy my eafy heart gives way, 

To own thy wieltry’d love has won the day. 
Now by thefe warmeft kilfes thou has tane, 
Swear thus to love me, when by vows made ane. 

Roger. 1 fwear by fifty thoufand yet to come, 
Or may the firft ane ftrike me deaf and dumb, 
There fhall not be a kindlier dawted wife 
If you agree wi’ me to lead your life. 
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Get his eonfent, he’ll hardly fay ye nae; 
Ye ha’e what will commend ye to him wiel, 
Auld fouks, like them, that wants na milk and meal. 

SANG XIV Tune, O’er Bopc. 
Wiel, I agree, you’re fure of me. 

Next to my father gae ; Make him content to gi’e confeht, 
He’ll hardly fay you nae: 

For ye ha’e what he wad be at, 
And will commeitd you Wiel, 

Since parents auld, think love grows cauld 
Where bairns want milk and meal. 

Should he deny, I care na by. He’d contradict in vain 5 Tho’ a’ my kin had faid and fwom, 
But thee I will ha’e nane. 

Then never range, nor learn to change. 
Like thefe in high degree ; 

And if you ptove faithfu’ in love, ' 
You’ll find nae fault in me. 

Reger. My faulds contain twice fifteen forrow nowt, 
As mony newcal in my byers rowt} 
Five pack of woo I can at Lammas fell, 
Shorn frae my bob-tail’d bleeter* on the fell. 
Good twenty pair of blankets for our bed, Wi’ meikle care, my thrifty mither made: 
Bk thing that makes a heartfome houfeand tight 
Was ftill her care, my father’s great delight. 
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They left me a’, which now gie’s joy to me, 
Becaufe I can gi’e my dear, to thee: 
And had I fifty times as meikle mair. 
Nine but my Jenny fhou’d the famen (kair: My love and a’ is your’s ; now had them fait, 
And guide them a? ye like, to gar them lift. Jinny. I’ll do my belt; but fee wha comes this way, 
Patie and Meg—-hefides, I mauna flay ; 
Let’s Heal frae ither now, and meet the morn j 
If we be feen, wq’11 dree a deal of fcorn. 

Roger. To where the faugh tree lhades the mennin- 
pool, 

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

SCENE IV. 
7i!s feme prefents the Knight and Sym, Wito in ag.tljery of the pi<jfix mere a loots ruinous end grim; ‘Nor has the Bqron jko-wu his fate, 
But joking ttii’ bis Jbefheri letl, 
jift fpetrs tbs gate be kens fu wiel. 

Sir WlM-IAM and SVWON. 
Sir Will. 

'T'o whom belongs this houfe fo much decay’d? 
Symtm, To ane that loft it, lending gen You* aid, 

T O hear the Head up» when rebellious 'fail Againit the laws of nature did prevail. 
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Sir William Worthy is our mafter’s name, 
Whilk fills US a’ wi’ joy, now bis come Lame, 

fSir H'illiam imps bis majhing betrd { ; Symon tranfporteifees 
The welcome knight, wi' fond regard. 

And grafps him round the knees. J 
sMy matter! my dear matter!—-do I breathe 1 

‘To fee him healthy, ftrong, and free frae fkaith ! 
^Return’d to cheer his wilhing tenants fight! ,To blefs his fon, my charge, the world’s delight. 

Sir Wilt. Rife, faithful Symon, in my arms enjoy 
• A place, thy due, kind guardian of my boy ; 
jj came to view thy care in this difguife. 
And am confirm’d thy condudt has been wife; ■Since ftlll the fecret thou’ft fecurely feal’d, 
And ne’er to him his real birth reveal’d. 

J Sytr/an. The due ol>edience to your ftridt command ! Was the firft lock neift, my ain judgment fand 
(Out reafons plenty fmee, without eftate, 
SA youth, though Fpfuilg frae kings, looks baugh arid 

blate: 
. Sir IVill. And aften vain and idly fpend their time, "’Till grown unfit for aftiofi, paft their prime, Hang on their friends—which gi’es their fauls a caft, 
That turns them downright beggars at the laft. 
‘ Sytfion. Now, wiel I wat, Sir, you ha’e fpoken true; Tor there’s laird Kytie’s fbn, that’s lo’ed by few: 
His father fteght his fortune in his wame. 
And left his heir nought but a gentle name.. 
jHe gangs about forUan frae place tb place, 
'As ferimpt of manners as of fenfe and grace, 



Co 
Opprefling a’ as punifhment o’ their fin 
That are within his tenth degree of kin : 
Rins in ilk trader’s debt, wha’s fae unjuft To his ain faraily as to gt’e him truft. 

Sir Will. Such ufelefs branches of a common-wealth, Shou’d be lopt off, to gi’e a ftate mair health : 
Unworthy bare reflection Symon, run 
O’er a’ your’fobfei-vations on my fon ; 
A parent’s fondnefs eafily finds excufe, 
But do not wi’ indulgence truth abufe. Symon. To fpeak his praife, the langefl fimmer day 
Wad be o’er fhort—cou’d I them right difplay. 
In word and deed he can fae wiel 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 is belt; 
And his decreet Hands good—he’ll gar it Hand ; 
Wfia dares to grumble, finds his correcting hand ; 
Wi’ a firm look, and a commanding way, 
He gars the proudeft of our herds obey. 

Sir Will. Your tale much pleales—my good friend 
proceed: 

What learning has he ? Can he write and read ? 
Symon. Baith wonder wiel; for troth, I didna fpare 

To gi’e him at the fchool enough of lair ; 
And he delights in hooks—He reads and fpeaks, 
Wi’ fouk that ken them, Latin words and Greeks, Sir Will. Where gets he books to read—and of what 

kind ? 
Tho’ fome give light, Ibme blindly lead the blind, 

Symon. Whene’er he drives our fheep to Edinburgh 
port, 

He buys fome books of hiftory, fangs, or fport: 
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Nor does he want of them a rowth at will, 
Ind carries ay a poutchiu’ to the hill. Mjout ane Shakefpear and a famous Ben 
He aften fpeaks, and ca’s them beft of men. 
Sow fweetly Hawthornden and Stirling fmg, knd ane ca’d Cowley, loyal to his king, > 
He kens fu? wiel, aqd gars their verfes ring. ■) 
I foinetimes thought he piade o’er great a phrafe 
Lbout fine poems, hillories, and plays. 
jVhen 1 reprov’d him anes,—a book he brings, jVl’ this> quoth he, on braes I crack wi’ kings. 
' Sir IVill. He anfwer’d wiel; and much ye glad my 

ear, 
Vhen fuch accounts I of my Ihepherd hear; 
.eading fuch books- can raife a peafant’s mind 
hove £ lord’s that is not thus inclin’d. Symon. What ken we better, that fae findle look, 
xcept on raipy Sunday’s, on a book ? 
Vhen we a leaf or.twa haff read half fpell, 
['ill a’ the relt ileep round as wiel’s ourfell. Sir Will. Wiel jelled, Symon; but one queftion more 
11 oqly alk ye now, and then gi’e o’er. 
'he youth’s arriv’d the age when little loves 
lighter around young hearts like cooing doves; 
[as nae young laffie wi’ myiting mien 
jpd rofy cheek, the wonder of the green, 
jhgag’d his look, and caught his youthfu’ heart ? 
\ Symon. I fear’d the warft, but kend the fma’eft par), 
fill late I faw him twa three times mair fweet fi’ Glaud’s fajr niece than I thought right or meet; 
had my fears ; but now ha’e nought to fear, 
[nee like yourfdl your fon will footj appear, 

F 
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A gentleman enrich’d wi’ all thefe charm*, 
May blefs the faireft beft-born lady’s arms. Sir lVil\ This night muft end his unambitious fire; 
When higher views (hall greater thoughts infpire. , 
Go, Symon, bring him quickly here to me ; 
None but yourfcll (hall our firft meeting fee. 
Vender’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. Wi’ how much joy I on this errand flee, 
There’s nane can know' that is not downright me. \Exit Symti 

Sir William, folut. 
When the event of hopes fuccefsfully appears, One happy hour cancels the toil of years: 

A thoufand toils are loft in Lethe's ftream, 
And cares evanifh like a morning dream ; 
When wilh’d-for pleafures rife like morning light, j 
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, ( To courts and camps that may his foul improve. Like the rough diamond, as it leaves the mine, 

Only in little breakings (hew s its light, 
’TilUrtful polilhing has made itfhine; Thus education makes the genius bright. [Exit 



63 
Or fang as fulluivs. 

BANG XV.—Tune, IVat ye ivba I met ytjlrniit 
Now from r.ifticity and love, 

Wliofe flames b® over lowly burn. My gentle fliepherd muft be drove, 
His foul muft take another turn; 

As the rough diamond from the mine. In breakings only Ihews its light, 
Till polilhing has made it ftiine, 

Thus learning makes tlie genius bright. 

ACT IV. 
SCENE I. 

'Til fctnt iefcriV d in former page, 
Claud?i onfel—Enter Maufe and Madge. 

Maufi. 
/"'Vur laird’s come hame ! and owns young Pate his J!! That’s news indeed!  [heir! 

y Madge, As true as ye ftand there. 
‘ As they were dancing a’ in Symon’s yard, 
oSir William, like a warlock, wi; a beard live niveain length, and white as driven fna’, 

' -Amang us eame, cry’d, Had ye merry a\ 
We ferly’d meikle at his unco look, 

:}' While frae his pouch be whirled forth a book. 
As we flood round about him on the green, 
Ijc view’d us a’ but fix’d on Pate his een; 

F a 
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Then pawTdly pretended he con’d fpae, Yet 1'or his pains and Ikill wad naithing hae. 

Maufr. Then lure the lafles* and ilk gaping codf. 
Wad rin about him, and had out their loot'. 

Madge. As faft as fleas fkip to the tate of woo, 
Whilk flee tod Lowrie hads without his mow, 
When he to drown them, and his hips to cool, 
In fumriier days Aides backward in a pool. 
In fhort he did for Pate bra’ things foretell. 
Without the help of conjuring or fpell; At laft when wiel diverted, he withdrew, 
Pou’d af! his beard to Symon : Symon knew 
His welcome mafterround his knees he gat, 
Hang at his coat, and fyne for blythnefs grat. 
Patrick was fent for—happy lad is he,! 
Symon tald Elfpa, Elfpa laid it me* 
Ye’ll hear out a’ the ftcret ftory foon i 
And troth ’tis e’en right odd, when a’ is done* 
To think how Symon ne’er afore wad tell, Ka, h<5 fae meikle as to Pate himfell. 
Our Meg, poor thing, alake ! has loft her jo. Maufe. It may be fae, wha kens, and may be no: 
To lift a love that’s rooted is great pain ; A 
Ev’n kings ha’e' tane a queen out of the plain ; f 
And what has been before may be again. J 

Madge. Sic notlfenfe ! love tak’ root, but tocher good, 
’TweeH a herd’s bairn, and ane of gentle blood ! 
Sic fafhibns in King Bruce’s days might be s 
But ficcan ferlies now we never fee* Maufei Gif Pate tbrfakes her, Bauldy (he may gain • 
Yonder he comes, and wow ! but he looks fain ; C\ 
Nae doubt he thinks that Peggy’s now his ain. J 
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! Madge. He get her ! flaverin doof; k fats'hlm wi^l To yoke a plough where Patrick thought to till 

i 3ifl were Meg, I’d let young mafter fee— 
Maufe. Ye’d be as dorty in your choice as he ; 

Mid fo wad I. Butwhilht! here Bauldy comes. 
Enter BAULDY, 1 Jenny faid to Jocky, gin ye winua tell, 

Ye fall be the lad, I’ll be the lafs myfell ; 
(> Ye’re a bonny lad, and I’m a laflie free ; 
* Ye’re welcomer to tak’ me than to let me be. 
I trow fae.—Laffes will come to at laft, 
Tho’ for a while they maun their fna’-ba’s caft. 

Maufe. Wiel, Bauldy, how goes a’ ?  
, BauUy. i Faith, unco right: 
( hope we’ll a’ fleep found but ane this night. 

Madge. And wha’s th’ unlucky ane, if we may aik? t Bauldy. To find out that is nae difficult talk : 
poor bonny Peggy, wba maun think nae mair 
On Pate turn’d Patrick and Sir Williamh heir. 
Mow, now, good Madge, and hone ft Maufe, Hand be 
While Meg’s in dumps put in a word for me : 
I’ll be as kind as ever Pate could prove, 

iLefs wilfu’, and ay conftant in my love. 
: Madge. As Ncps can wiinefs and the bulhy thorn, 
>,Where mony a time to her your heart was fworu: ►py! Bauldy, blulh, and Vows of love regard ; 
[What other lafs will trow a manfworn herd: 
[The curie of heaven hings ay aboou their heads, 
{That’s ever guilty of fic finfu’ deeds, 
il’ll ne’er advife my niece fae gray a gate 5 
|Nor will Ihe be advis’d, fu’ wiel I wat. 



66 
Bavlty. Salt gray a gate! manfworn ! and a’ the reft 

¥e lied, auld Roudes,—and, in faith, y’ had beft 
Eat in your Words, elfe I fhall gar you ftand, 
\\ i’ a het face, afore the ha'y band. 

Maigc. Ye’ll gar the ftand! y e flievclirtg-gabbit brock 
fpeak that again, and trembling, dread my rock. 
And ten (harp hails, that when my hands are in. Can fiyp the ikiri o’ y?’f cheeks out o’er your chid, j 

Bauldy. I tak’ ye witnefs, Maufe, ye heard her fay 
That I’m manfworn—I winna let it gae. 

MaJg'e. Ye’re witnefs too, he ca’d me bonny names. 
And (hou’d be ferv’d as Ids good breeding claims ; 
Ye filthy dbg ! 

[Files to bis bair lih a fury—it jiiut battle— Maufe endeavours to redd them. 
Maufe. Lrt gang your grips; fy, Madge! bowl 

1 wadna wifh this tulzie had been feen, [Bauldy, leeni 
’Tis fae daft like   [Bauldy gets out of Madges clutches -with 4 

bleeding nofe. Madgn ——’Tis dafter like to thole 
An ethercap like 1dm to blaw the coal; 
It fets him wiel-, wi’ vile Uhfcrapit tongue# 
To call up whether I be auld or young; 
They’rfc aulder yet than I ha’e married been# 
And, or they died, their bairns bairhs ha’e feerti | 

Maifr. That’s true; and, Bauldy, ye was fat to 1 j blgtne, 
*1*0 ci’ Madge oilght blit her a in ehrifteh’d name. H Bauldy. My lugs, my nofe, and noddle find the j 

fame, j 



5| Madge. Auld Roudes! filthy fallow, I fhall atild yb 
I ’ Maufe. Howt, noye’ll e’en be friends wi’ honeft 

BauMy. 
1 feome, come, ftiake hands; this maun nae farder gae 5 
'I ’Ye maun forgi’e’m ; I fee the lad looks wae. 

j BaulJy. tn troth nowj Maufe, I ha’e at Madge nae |For fhe abufihg firft was a’ the wyte [fpite} 
Of what has happen’d, and fhould therefore crave 

' My pardon firft, and fhall acquittance have. ■ Madge. I crave your pardon! Gallows-face, gae greet* 
*! ijAnd own your faut to her that ye wad cheat j 

1 f Gae, or be blafted in your health and gear, ■' ’Till ye learn to perform as wiel as fwear. 
t Vow, and lowp back !—Was e’er the like heard tell { 

f jSwithjtak’ him de’il; he’s o’er lang out of hell. 1 f BaulJy {running 'iff]i His prefence be about Us !•**• (i ' Curft were he 
. ’That were condemn’d for life to live wi’ thee. 

{Exit BaulJy. ' Madge [laughing]. I think I have towzl’d his hari- 
galds a wee; 

' He’ll no foon grein tb tell his love to me. 
He’s but a r&fcal, that would mint to ferve 

• A laflie fae, he does but ill deferve. ' Maufe. Ye tbwin’d him tightly—-I conimehd ye for’t; 
11' His bleeding fnout ga’e me nae little fport: 
I For this forenoon he had that fcant of grace, 

i And breeding baith—^to tell me to my face, 
’ 1 He hop’d I waS a witch, and wadnaftand 

j To lend him in this cafe .my helping hand; Madge. A witch ! hbw had ye patience this fo bear, 
| And leave him een to fee, or lugs to hear. 



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

MudSc. And fpecial fport we’ll ha’e, as I proteft: 
Ye’ll be the witch, and I lhall play the ghaift. A linen flieet wound round me like ane dead, 
I’ll cawk my face, and grane, and fhake my head: 
We’ll fieg him fae, he’ll mint nae mair to gang 
A conjuring to do a laflie wrang. Maujt. Then let us gae ; for fee, ’tis hard on night, 
The weftlin clouds thine red wi’ letting light. \Excunt, I 

scene n. 
IVben birds begin to nod upon the bough. And th$ greenfwairdgroivs damp not falling de-uiy 
While good Sir William is to rejl retir'd, 
7 be Gentle Shepherd, tenderly wfpir'd. 
Walks thro' the broom ivi' Roger ever leel. 
To met, to comfort Meg, and taf farenuUL 

FatieW Roger. 
Roger* 

w OW ! but I’m cadgie, and my heart lowps light: 
O, Mr. Patrick ! ay your thoughts were right; 
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Sure gentle foufe are farer feen than we; 
That naithing ha’e to brag of pedigree. 
My Jenny now, wha brak my heart this morn, | Is perfect yielding—fweet—and nae mair fcorn i ! [ fpake my mind—file heard—I fpake again— 

' She fmil’d—I kils’d—I woo’d, nor woo’d in vain. 
Palie. I’m glad to hear’t—But O ! my change this 

day 
I Heaves up my joy, and yet I’m fometimes wae. 
' I’ve found a father, gently kind as brave, 
L ?And an eftate that lifts me ’boon the lave. 

i*VVi’ looks a’ kindnefs, words that love confeft, 
He a’ the father tb my foul exprefl, > 
While clofe he held me to his manly breaft. J 1 .Such were tlie eyes, he faid, thus fmil’d the mouth 
Of thy lov’d mother, bleding of my youth ! 

fi Who fet too foon!—And while he praife bellow’d* 
| Adown his gtacefu’ cheeks a torrent flow’d. 
/ My new-born joys, and this his tender tale, 1 Did, mingled thus, o’er a’ my thoughts prevail: 

*rhat fpeechlefs lang, my late kend fire I view’d, I While gulhihg tears my panting breaft bedew’d, 
I tJnufual tranfports made my head turn round, ^ 
/ Whilft I myfelf wi’ riling raptures found, 

‘ i The happy 1’on of ane fae much renown’d. J j I, But he has heard !—Too faithful Symon’s fear 
| S Has brought my love for Peggy to his ear, 

s Which he forbids ;—ah ! this confounds my peace* 
1 While thus to beat, my heart lhall fooner ceafe. 
t Ru^r. How to advife ye, troth I’m at a Hand: 
[ But wer’t my cafe, ye’d clear it up aff hand I 



Paiie. Duty, and haflen reafon plead his caufe ; j 
But what cares love, for reafon, rules and laws l 
Still in my heart my (hepherdefs excels, 
<Vnd part of my new happinefs repels. 

Orfung as follows. 
SANG XVI.—Tune, Kirk wad let ie. 

Duty and part of reafon, 
Plead ftrong on the parent’s fide. 

Which love fo fuperior calls treafon 
The llrongeft inuft be obey’d; 

' Tor now, tho’ I’m ane of the gentry, 
My conftancy falfehood repels ; 

For change in my heart has no entry, 
Still there my dear Peggy excels. 

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

Path. She’s mine by vows, and ftronger ties of love, % And frae tbefc bands nae change my mind lhail move. 
I’ll wed rvane elfe, thro’ life I will be true, 
But fiill obedience is a parent’s due. 

R.gcr. Is not our matter and yourftll to ftay 
Amang us here—or are ye gawn away 
To London court, or ither far aff parts, 
To leave your ain poor us wt’ broken hearts ? 

Path. To Edinburgh ftraight to-morrow we ad- 
vance. 

To London neift, and afterwards to France, Where I mutt ftay fome years, and learn to dance, 



ind twa three other monkey tricks: —That done, 
come hame ftrutting in my red-heel’d fhoon. 

Then ’tis defign’d, when I can well behave, # That I maun be feme petted thing’s dull Have, 
’or Tome few bags of calh, that, I wat wiel, 

: mair need nor carts do a third wheel: Jut Peggy, dearer to me than my breath, 
Sooner than hear fic news lhall hear my death# 

Roger. They •wha ba'ejuji enough can fmtndly Jletp, 
khe o'ercome only fajbts fouk to keep  
pood Mafter Patrick, tak’ your ane tale hame. ^ 

Patie. What was my morning thought, at night’s f 
the fame ; C 

The >oor and rich but differ in the name. J 
Content’s tlte greateft blifs we can procure 
SFrae ’boon the lift—without it kings are poor. ger. But an eftate like your’s yields bra’ Content, 
When we but pick it fcantly on the bent: 
Fine claiths, fait beds, fweet houfes, arid red wine. 
Good cheer, and witty friends, whene’er ye dine, 
Obeyfant fervantt, honour, wealth and eafe, 
Wha’s no content wi’ thefe are ill to pleafe. 

atie. Sac Roger thinks, and thinks not far amifs. 
But mony a cloud hings hovering o’er the blifs: 
(The pafiionsrule theroaft—and if they’re four, Tike the lean ky will foon the fat devour : 
The fpleen, tint honour, and affronted pride, 
Stang like the lharpelt goads in gentry’s fide. 
The gouts and gravels, and the ill difeafe, 
Are frequenteft wi’ fouk o’erlaid wi’ eafe; . 
While o’er the muir the fhepherd, wi’ lets care, 
Enjoys his fober with, and hakfome air. 
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Xogtr. Lord, man ! I wonder ay, and it delights ' 

My heart, whene’er I hearken to your flights ; How gat ye a’ that ienfe, I fain wad lear, 
frhat I may eafier difappointments bear ? Pat it. Frae books, the wale o’ books, I gat fome /kill, 
Thefe beft can teach what’s real good and ill : 
Ne’er grudge ilk year to ware fome ftanes of cheefe, > 
To gain thefe filent friends that ever pleafe. ■Segw. J’Jl do’t, and yelhall tell pie which to buy: 
Faith I’fe ha’e books tho’ I Ihou’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. 

Patit. Then here it lies—his will maun be obey’d, -n 
My vows I’ll keep, and Ihe fhall be my bride j > 
But I fome time this laft defign maun hide. J 
Keep you the fecret clofe, and leave me here j 
I fept for Peggy, yonder comes my dear. Pager. Pleas’d that ye truft me wi’ the feeret, I, 
To wyle it frae me, a’ the de’jls defy. [Exit Roger. \ 

Patie [folm], Wi’ what a ftruggle muft I now impart 
My father’s will to her that bads my heart ; 
I ken fhe loves, and her faft faul will fink, 
WJiile it Hands trembling on the hated brink 
Of difappointment—Heav’n fupport my fair. And let her comfort claim your tender care: 
Her eyes are red !   

Peggy. 
  -My Peggy, why in tears ? 
Smile as ye wont, allow nae room for fears: 
Tho’ I’m nae mair a fliepherd, yet I’m thine. Peggy. I dare not think fae high- I no w repit^ 
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At the unhappy chance, that made not me 

: A gentle match, or ftill a herd kept thee. 
1 Wha can -vithoutten pain fee frae the coaft 
The fhip that bears his all like to be loft ? 
Tike to be carried by feme rever’s hand, 
Far frae his wifhes to fome diftant land. 

PatU. Ne’er quarrel fate, whilft it wi’ me remains 
To raife thee up, or ftill attend thefe plains. 
My father has forbid our loves, I own ; 
But love’s fuperior to a parent’s frown ; 
I falfehood hate ; come kifs thy cares away j 
I ken to love as wiel as to obey. 
Sir William’s gen’rous ; leave the talk to me 
To make ftridl duty and true love agree. 

Pe^ry. Speak on ! fpeak ever thus, and ftill my grief; 
But fhort I dare to hope the fond relief. 
New thoughts a gentler face will form infpire, 
That wi’ nice air fwims round in (ilk attire ; Then I! poor me ! — wi’ ftghs may ban my fate, 
When the young laird’s nae mair my.heartfome Pate. 
Nae mair again to hear fweet tales expreft,' 
By the blyth Ihepherd that excell’d the reft : 
Nae mair be envied by the tattling gang, 
When Patie kifs’d me, when I danc’d or .fang ; 
Nae mair, alake ! we’ll on the meadow play, 
And rin half breathlefs round the rucks of hay, 
As aftimes I ha’e 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 hear my vow—’twill help to gi’e me eafe; 
May fudden death or deadly fair difeafe, 

G 
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And warfl: of His attend my wretched life, 
If e’er to ane but you I be a wife! 

Or Jung as follows. 
SANG XVII.—Tune, Wat's my bearl that wt 

Jhould fundsr. 
Speak on, fpeak thus, and ftill my grief. 

Hold up a heart that’s finking under 
Thefe fears, that foon will want relief,' 

When Pate mull from his Peggy funder. A gentler face and filk attire, 
. A lady rich in beauty’s bloflbm, 
Alakerpoor me ! will now confpire, 

To fteal thee from thy Peggy’s bofom. 
No more the fhepherd who excell’d 

The reft, whole wit made them to wonder, 
Shall now his Peggy’s praifes tell; 

Ah ! I can die, but never funder. 
Ye meadows where we often ftray’d, 

Ye bauks where we were wont to wander; 
Sweet fcented rucks round which we play’d, 

You’ll lofe your fweets when we’re afunder. 
Again, ah ! fhall I never creep 

Around the know with filent duty, 
fcndly to watch thee while afleep, 

And wonder at thy manly beauty ? 
Hear, Heav’n, while folemnly I vow, 

Tho’ thou fhould’ft prove a wand’ring loyer, 
Thro’ life to thee I ihall prove true, 

Nor be a wife to any other. 
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; Palis. Sure, Heaven approves—and be aflur’d of me, 
I’ll ne’er gang back o’ what I’ve Iworn to thee: 1 And time, tho’ time maun interpofe a while, 

• And I maun leave my Peggy and this ifle, 
I Yet time, nor diftance, nor the faireft face, if there’s a fairer, e’er lhall fill thy place. 

I’d hate my rifing fortune, fhould it move 
’ The fair foundation of our faithfu’ love. 

1 If at my feet were crowns and fcepters laid, 
I To bribe my foul frae thee, delightfu’ maid, 

| For thee I’d foon leave thefe inferior things ^ To fic as ha’e the patience to be kings. 
Wherefore that tear ? believe, and calm thy mind. 

Peggy. I greet for joy, to hear thy words fae kind; 
i When hopes were funk, and nought but mirk defpair 
f Made me think life was little worth my care: 
! My heart was like to burft; but now I fee • 

Thy gen’rous thoughts will fave thy love for me: 
Wi’ patience then I’ll wait each wheeling year, 

I Hope time away, till thou wi’joy appear; 
| And all the while I’ll ftudy gentler charms 

To make me fitter for my trav’ler’s arms : 
I’ll gain on uncle Glaud—he’s far frae fool. 
And, will not grudge to put me thro’ ilk fchool, 

i- Where I may manners learn—— 
SANG XVin.—Tune, rzuesJ-ftde. , 

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

My life appear’d worthlefs my care, 
But now I will fav’t for thy fake. 
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Where’er my love travels by day* 
Wherever he lodges by flight, 

V.T me his dear image lhall flay, 
And my foul keep him ever in fight. 

Wi’ patience I’ll wait the lang year. 
And ftudy the gemleft charms ; 

Hope time away till thou appear. 
To lock thee for ay in thefe arms. 

Whilft thou waft a fhephcrd, I priz’d 
No higher degree in this life ; 

But now I’ll endeavour to rife 
To a height that’s becoming thy wife. 

For beauty that’s only (kin deep, 
Muft fade like the gowans in 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 hufband ha’e fenfe to approve. 

Path. That’s wifely faid. 
And what he wares that way (hall be well paid. 
Tho’ without a’ the little helps of art, 
Thy native fweets might gain a prince’s heart; 
Yet now^, left in our ftation we offend, 
We muft learn modes to innocence unkend ; Affeift at times to like the thing we hate. 
And drap ferenity to keep up ftate ; 
Laugh when we’re fad, fpeak when we’ve nought 

fay, 
And, for the falhion, when we’re blyth feem wae ; 
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Pay compliments to them we aft ha’e fcorn’d. Then fcandalize them when their backs ai'e turn’d. 

Peggy. If this is gentry, I had rather be 
What I am ftill—but I’ll be ought wi’ thee. Patii. Na, na, ipy Peggy, I but only jell 
Wi’ gentry’s apes: for Hill amanglt the belt. 
Good manners gi’e integrity a bleeze. 
When native virtues join the arts to pleafe. 

Peggy. Since wi’ nae hazard, and fae fma’ cxpenc*, My lad frae books can gather the an fenie 
Then why, ah! why faou’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 rilk to ran. 

Putin. There is na,e doubt but travelling does im- 
prove ; 

Yet I wpu’d Ihun it for thy fake, my love: But foon as I’ve Ihook off my landwart call 
In foreign cities, hame to thee I’ll halte. 

Peggy. Wi’ every fetting day, and rifmg morn. 
I’ll kneel to Heav’n, and afk thy fafe return, 
Under that tree, and on the fuckler brae, 
Where aft we wont, when bairns, to rin and play ; 
And to the hilfel-lhaw, where firlt ye vow’d 
Ye wad be mine, and I as eithly trow’d, 
I’ll aften gang, and tell the trees and flow’rt, 
Wi’ joy, that they’ll bear wi taels I am / our’s. 

II 
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Or fang as follows. 

SANG XIX.—Tune, Bujl ahbon Traquair. 
At fetting day and rifing mom, 

Wi’ foul that ftill fliall love thee, 
I’ll a& of Heav’n thy fafe return, ! Wi’ a’ that can improve thee. 
I’ll vifit aft the birken bulh, 

Where firft thou kindly tald me 
Sweet tales of love, and hid my blufh, 

Whilft round thou didft enfold me. 
To a’ our haunts I will repair, 

By greenwood Ihaw or fountain 5 
Or where the fimmer day I’d fhare WTi’ thee upon yon mountain. 
There will I tell the trees and flow’rs 

From thoughts unfeign’d and tender, 
By vows you’re mine, by love is your’s, 

A heart which cannot wander. 
Path. My dear, allow me frae thy temples fair 

A fhining ringlet of thy flowing hair, Which, as a i'ample of each lovely charm, 
I’ll aften kits, and wear about my arm. 

Peggy. Wer’t in my pow’r wi’ better boons to pleafe, 
I’d gi’e the beft I cou’d wi’ the fame eafe; Nor wad I, if thy luck had fallen to me, 
Been in ae jot lefs generous to thee. Path. I doubt it not; but fince we’ve little time, 
To ware’t on words wad border on a crime, Tove’s fafter.meaning better is expreft. 
When ’tis wi’ kifle* on the heart impreft, [£*««/• 
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A C T V. 

SCENE I. 
See low poor Bauldy Jiares like ane pojfejl 
And roars up Symon frae bis kindly rejl. 
Barc-lcgg d> wi' night cap, and unbutton'd coat. 
See the auld man comes forward to the Jot. 

Symon aW Bauldy. 
TTY hat want ye, Bauldy, at this early hour, 1 While drowfy fleep keeps a’ beneath its pow’r ? ['Tar to the north the fcant approaching light 

j. Stands equal ’twixt the morning and the night. 
What gars ye lhake, and glowr, and look fae wan ? 1 Your teeth they chitter, hair like briftles ftan’. Bauldy. O len me foon fome water, milk or ale, 

| My head’s grown giddy—legs wi’ lhaking fail; 
| I’ll ne’er dare venture forth at night my lane ; 

i ' Alake ! I’ll never be myfell again. 
! I’ll ne’er o’erput it! Symon! O Symon ! O ! [Symon gives hint a drink. 
( Symon. What ails thee, gowk ! to mak’ fo loud ado ? 

!! You’ve wak’d Sir William, he has left his bed; 
?He comes, I fear, ill pleas’d; I hear his tred. 

Enter SlR. WILLIAM. 
Sir Will. How goes the night? does day-light yet 

appear ? 
i Symon, you’re very timeoufly afteer. 

Symon. I’m forry, Sir, that we’ve difturb’d your 'a 
reft, C 

But fome ftrange thing has Bauldy’s fp’rit oppreft, C 
He’s fecit fome witch, or wreftled wi’ a ghaift, 
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S,n4dy. O ay,—dear Sir, in troth ’tis very true, 

And l am come to mak’ my plaint to you. Sir Witl. [fmiling.] I lang to liear’t  
liauldy. Ah! Sir, the witch ca’d Maufe, 

That wins aboon the mill amang the haws, 
Firft promis’d that (he’d help me wi’ her art, To gain a bonny thrawart laflie’s heart: 
As file had tryfted, I met wi’er this night. 
But may nae friend of mine get fic a fright! For the curft hag, inftead of doing me good, 
(The very thought o’t’s like to freeze my blood !) 
Rais’d up a ghaift or de’il, I kenna whilk. 
Like a dead corfe in fheet as white as milk ; 
Black hands it had, and face as wan as death, 
Upon 'me fall 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 hool was like to loup, 
I pithlefs grew wi’ fear, and had nae hope, 
Till, wi’ an elritch laugh, they vanifh’d quite: 
Syne I, haff dead wi’ anger, fear, arid fpite. 
Crap up, and fled ftraught frae them, Sir, to you. 
Hoping your help to gi’e the de’il his due, 
I’m fnre my heart will near gi’e o’er to dunt, 
Till in a fat tar barrel Maule be brunt. Sir Will. Wicl, Bautdy, whate’er’s juft lhall granted be ; 
Let- Maufe he brought this morning down to me. Bautdy. Thanks to your Honour, foon ftiall I obey ; 
But firft I’ll Roger raife, and twa three mae, 
To catch her faft, ere Ihe get leave to fqueel, 
And caft her eantraips that bring up the de’il. [Exit. 
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Sir Will. Troth, Symon, Bauldy’s more afraid thaa 

hurt. 
The witch and ghaift have made themfelves good fport. 
What filly notions crowd the clouded mind. 
That is through want of education blind ! [thing, 

Symon. But does your Honour think there’s nae fie 
As witches failing de’ils up thro’ a ring, 
Syne playing tricks, a thoufand I cou’d tell, • 
Cou’d never be contriv’d on this tide hell. Sir Will. Such as the devil’s dancing in amuir, 
Amongft a few old women, craz’d and poor. 
Who are rejoic’d to fee him frilk and lowp 
O’er braes and bogs, wi’ candles in his dowp ; 
Appearing fometimes like a black horn’d cow, 
Aftimes like bawty, badrans, or a fow; 
Then wi’ his train thro’ airy paths to glide, 
While they on cats, or clowns, or b'roomftalFs ride. 
Or in the egg-fhell {kirn 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 cupboard, chairs, and ftool*, 
Whate’er’s in fpells, or if there witches be, 
Such whimfies feem the moft abfurd to me. 

Symon. ’Tis true enough, we ne’er heard that a 
witch Had either meikle fenfe, or yet was rich : 

But Matife, tho’ poor, is a fagacious wife. 
And lives a quietfcnd very honeft life. 
That gars me thinfc this hoblelhew that’s paft 
Will land in naething but a joke at laft. 

Sir Will. I’m fure it will; but fee increafing light 
Commands the imps of darknefs down, to night i 

H3 
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Bid raife my fer-vajit*, and any horfir prepart, 
Whilft 1 walk out to take the morning air. 

SANG XX.—Bonny grey-ey'd morn, 
Tiie bonny gre^-ey’d morning begins to peep, And darknefs flies before the rifing ray. 
The hearty hind ftarts from his lazy fleep. 

To follow healthful labours of the day. 
Without a guilty fling to wrinkle his brow, 

The lark and the linnet ’tend his levee, 
And he joins their concert, driving the plow, 

From toil of grimace and pageantry free. 
While flnfter’d with wine, or madden’d with lof* 

Of half an eftate, the prey of a main, 
The drunkard and gamefter tumble and tofs, Wifhing for caimnefs and Humber in vain. 
Be my portion, health and qtiietnefs of mind. Plac’d at a due diftance from parties and ftate, 
Where neither ambition nor avarice blind, 

Reach him who has happinefs link’d to his fate. f Exeunt 



SCENE II. 
IVbile Peggy laces up her hnfom fear, 
Wt a blue• freed Jenny binds up her hair ; Claud by his morning ingle tabs a beck, 
The rifmgfrn Jhines moity thro' the reck : 
A pipe his mouth, the lajfes pleafe his een. And now and then bis joke maun interueen, 

Glau.d, Jenny and Peggy, 
Claud. 

j wish, my bairns, it may keep fair till night, ■*- Ye dinna ufe fae foon to fee the light; 
Nae doubt now ye intend to mix the thrang, 
To talc’ your leave of Patrick or he gang: 
But do you think that now when he’s a laird, 
That he poor land wart lafles will regard ? 

Jesmy. Tho’ he’s young mailer now, I’m very fure 
He has mair fenfe than flight auld friends, tho’ poor: 
But yefterday he ga’e us mony a tug. 
And Irifs’d my coufin there frae lug to'lug. 

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

Peggy. A rake ! what’s that ?—Sure, if it means ought 
ill, 

He’ll never be’t, elfe I ha’e tint my (kill. 
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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 thinks fin to name; 
Sic are fae void of fliame, they’ll never flap 
To brag how aften they ha’e had the clap: 
They’ll tempt young things like you, wi’ youdith 

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

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

Claud. That’s true, and mony gentry mae than he, 
A s they are wifer, better are than we. 
But thinner fawn ; they’re fae puft up wi’ pride. 
There’s mony of them mocks ilk haly guide 
That fhaws the gate to heav’n ;—I’ve heard myfell, 
Some o’ them laugh at doomfday, fin, and hell. Jenny. Watch o’er us, father ! heh ! that’s very odd* 
Sure him that doubts a doomfday, doubts a God. 

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 ifl thought 
That Patrick to fic gates will e’er be brought. pCJ!gy. The Lord forbid ! Na, he kens better things; 
But here comes aunt, her face fome ferly brings. 

Enter MADGE. 
Madge. Haffe, hafte ye, we’re a* fent for o’er the 

gate, 
To hear, and help to redd fome odd debate 



*5 ’Tween Maufe and Bauldy, ’bout fome wltcherafVfpclI, 
At Symon’s houfe, the knight fits judge himfell. 

Glaud. Lend me my Half;—Madge, lock the outer 
door, 

And bring the lafies wi’ ye ; I’ll ftep before. [Exit. Madge. Poor Meg 1—Look, Jenny, was the like e’er 
feen ? 

How bleer’d and red wi’ greeting look her een ! 
. This day her brankan wooer takes his horfe, 
V 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-hord fpoons, and kitted whey, For gentler tea, that fmells like new-won hay ; 
To leave the green-fwaird dance, when we gae milk. 
To ruftle ’mang the beauties clad in filk. 
But Meg, poor Meg! maun wi’ the Ihepherd day, 
And tak’ what God will fend in hodden-gray. 

- ft'Sl'y- Hear aunt, what needs ye falh us wi’ your fcorn ; Its no fny faut that I’m nae gentler bom. 
Gif I the daughter of fome laird had been, 
I ne’er had notic’d Patie on the green : 
Now fince he rifes, why fhould I repine ? 
If he’s made for another, he’ll ne’er be mine. And then, the like has been, if the decree 
Defigns him mine, I yet h's wife may be. 

Madge. A bonny dory, troth !—But we delay; 
Prin up your aprons baitli, and come away. 
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SCENE III. 

Sir William fills the tiua-arm'd chair. 
While Symon, Roger, Glaud, and Mauft 

Attend, and ivi' loud laughter hear 
Daft Bauldy bluntly plead his caufe! 

For nonet 'tis toll'd him that the taz 
Was bandied by revengefu Madge, 

Becaufe he brak' good breeding's laws. 
And wf his nonfenfe rais’d their rage. 

Sir William, Patie, Roger, Symon, Glau», Bauldy and Mause. 
Sir Will. 

* nd was that all:—Wiel, Bauldy, ye was ferv’d 
No otherwife than what ye well delerv’d. 

Was it fo fmall a matter to defame, 
And thus abufe an honeft woman’s name ? 
Befides your going about to have betray’d 
By perjury, an innocent young maid. Jdauldy. Sir, I confefs my faut thro’ a’ the ftep*, 
And ne’er again fhall be untrue to Neps. 

Maufe. Thus far, Sir, he oblig’d me on the fcore, 
I kend na that they though me fic before. 

Bauldy. An’t like your honour, I believ’d it wiel; 
But troth I was e’en doilt to feek the de’il; 
Yet, wi’ your Honour’s leave, tho’ fhe’s nae witch. 
She’s baith a flee and a revengefu’  
And that my feme place finds but I had beft 
IJad in my tongue, for yonder comes tb.tgbaiji. 
And the young bonny-W^/j, whafe rofy cheek 
Sent me, without my wit, the de’il to feek. 
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Enter MADGE, PEGGY, W JENNY. 

Sir Mil. [looting at Peggy]. Whofe daughter’s Ihe 
that wears th’ Aurora gown, 

* With face fo fair, and locks a lovely brown ? 
! How fparkling are her eyes ! what’s this! 1 find 
( The girl brings all my fifter to my mind, 
fj Such were the features once adorn’d a face. 

Which death too foon depriv’d of fweeteft grace. 
Is this your daughter, Glaud ?  

. Glaud. Sir, (he’s my niece— 
^And yet flic’s not—but I ftiou’d had my peace. 

Sir Will. This is a contradiction ; what d’ye mean ? 
She is, and is not! pray thee. Glaud, explain. 

Glaud. Becaufe I doubt, if I fliould mak’ appear 
What I have kept a fecret thirteen year- 

s' Maufe. You may reveal what I can fully clear. 
Sir Will. Speak foon ; I’m all impatience !— 
Patie.   ■ • —  So am I! 

For much I hope, and hardly yet know why. Glaud.—Then, fince my mafter orders, I obey— 
This tonny foundling ae clear morn of May, 
Clofe by the Ice fide of my door I found, All fweet and clean, and carefully hapt round. 
In nfant weeds, of rich and gentle make. What cou’d they be, thought I, did thee forfake ? 
W ha, warfe than brutes, cou’d leave expos’d to air 
Sae much of innocence, fae fweetly fair, 
Sae lielplefs young ? for file appear’d to me 
Only about twa towmands auld to be. 

f I took her in my arms, the bairnie frail’d ( Wi’ fic a look wad made a lavage mild. 
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I hid the ftory, (he has pafs’d finfync 
As a poor orphan, and a niece of mine : 
Nor do I rue my care about the wean, 
For fhe’s wiel worth the pains that I ha’e 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—naethingken I mair, 
Than what I to "your Honour now declare. 

Sir Will. This tale feems ft range ! — 
Patie.- -- The tale delights my ear ! [appear. 
Sir Will. Command your joys, young- man, till truth 
Maufe. That be my tafk.—Now, Sir, bid a’ be hulh, 

Peggy may fmile—Thou haft nae caufe to blulh, 
Lang ha’e I wifh’d to fee this happy day, 
That I might fafely to the truth gi’e w^y; 
That I may now Sir William Worthy name 
The heft and neareft friend that (he can claim. 
He faw’t at firft, and wi’ quick eye did trace 
His lifter’s beauty in her daughter’s face. Sir Will. Old woman, do not rave—prove what yoir 

fay; 
’Tis dangerous in affairs like this to play. 

Path. What reafon, Sir, can an auld woman have 
To tell a lie, when (lie’s fae near her grave ? But how, or why, it fhould be truth, I grant, 
I every thing looks like a reafon want. 

Omars. The ftory’s odd ! we wifh we heard it out. 
Sir Wilt. Make hafte, good woman, and refolve each 

doubt. [Maufegr.es fnrtvanl, leading Peggy >• Sir William. • 
Maufe. Sir, view me wiel; has fifteen years fo plow’d , 

A wrinkled face that you ha’e often view’d, 
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Who nurs’d her mother that now holds my hand ? t 
Yet ftronger proofs I’ll gi’e if you demand. ) Sir Will. Ha ! honeft nurfe, where were my eyes be* 

fore ? 
I know thy faithfulnefs, I need no more ; 
Yet from thelab’rinth, to lead out my mind, 
Say, to expofe her, who was fo unkind ? 

[S(V William embraces Peggy, and makes herfit by him, 
I) Yes, furely, thou’rt my niece ; truth mull prevail: t But no more words ’till Maufe relate her tale. ' Patie. Good nurfe gae on ; nae mufic’s half fae fine, 
j Or can gi’e pleafure like thefe words of thine. 
; Maufe. Then it was I that fav’d her infant life, 

Her death being threaten’d by an uncle’s wife. 
The ftory’s lang ; but I the fecret knew, 
How they purfu’d wi’ avaricious view 
Her rich eftate, of which they’re now pofieft ; 
All this to me a confident confeft. I heard wi’ horror, and wi’ trembling dread. 
They’d fmoor the fakelefs orphan in her bed. 
That very night, when all were funk in reft, At midnight hour the floor I faftly preft, 
And flaw the fleeping innocent away, 

i Wi’ whom I, travell’d fome few miles e’er day. 
I A’ day I hid me ;—when the day was done, » I kept my journey, lighted by the moon, 

’Till eaft ward fifty miles I reach’d thefe plains. 
Where ne'edfu’ plenty glads your cheerful fwains. 
Afraid of being found out, and, to fecure 
My charge, I laid her at this Ihepherd’s door ; 
And took a neighbouring cottage here, that I, I 
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Whatever fhbuld happen to her, might he hy. 
Here, honeft Glaud himfell, and Symon may 
Remember wiel how I that very day 
Fra« Roger’s father toolc my little crave. 

Glaud. [rvitb tears of joy happing dotun his beard.] 
I wiel remember’ti Lord reward your love ! Lang ha’e I wifh’d for this ; for aft I thought 

Sic knowledge fome time fliould about be brought. 
Patiei ’Tis now a crime to doubt—my joys ace full* Wi’ due Obedience to my parent’s will. 

Sir, wi’ paternal love furvey her charms, 
And blame me hot for rulhing to her arms ; 
She’s mine by vows, and would, tho’ ftill unknown, 
Ha’e been my wife* when I my vows durft own. 

Sir Will. My niece,, my daughter, welcome to my 
Sweet image of thy mother, good and fair, , [care. 
Equal with Patrick 5 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 goodwill as either would demand. 

[Pa tie and Peggy embrace, and kneel to Sir William. Patie. Wi’ as much joy this bleffing I receive. 
As ane wad life that’s finking in a wave. Sir Wild, [raifes them.] I give you both my bleffing; 

niay your love 
Produce a happy race, and ftill improve. Peggy. My wilhes are complete—my joys arife, 
While I’m halTdizzy wi’ the bleft fitrprife. 
And am I then a match for my ain lad, 
That for me fo much generous kindnefs had ? 
Lang may Sir William biefs thefc happy plains. 
Happy while Heaven grant he on them remains. 
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-Pu/iV. Be fang our guardian, Hill our Mafterbe; ^ -We’ll only crave what you lhall pleafe to gi’e: C 
[The eftate be your’s, my Peggy’s ane to me. 
I Glaud. I hope your Honour now will take amends 
iOf them that fought her life for wicked ends, t Sir IVUI. The bafe unnatural villain foon lhall know, 
[That eyes above watch the affairs below, 
jjl’ll firip him foon of all to her pertains, 
|And make him reimburfe his ill-got gains. 
L Peggy. To me the views of wealth and an cfhte, 
per m light when put in balance with my Pate : 

'or his fake only, I’ll ay thankful bow 
For fuch a kindnefs, bejl of men, to you. 

Symen. What double blythnefs wakens up this day! 
hope now,'Sir, you’ll no foon hafte away. 

Shall I unfaddle your horfe, and gar prepare 
k dinner for ye of hale country fare ? See how much joy unwrinkles every brow; 

• looks hing on the twa, and doat on you s 
n Bauldy the bewitch’d, has quite forgot 

Fell Madge’s taz, and pawky Maufe’s plot. 
Sir Will. Kindly old man; remain with you this day 1 

never from thefe fields again will ftray: 
^afons nd wrights my houfe ftiall foon repair, 
jA.nd bufy gard’ners (hall new planting rear: 
!My fathers hearty table you foon (hall fee 
keftor’d, and my beft friends rejoice with me. Symon. That’s the beft news I heard this twenty year! 
“'Te w day breaks up, rough times begin to clear. Glaud. God fave the king, and fave Sir William ling 
T’ enjoy their ain, and raife the (hepherd’s fitng. I » 
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Roncr. Wlia winna dance, wha will refufe to fing ? 

What fhepherd’s whiftle winna lilt the fpring ? 
BautJy. I’m friends wi’ Maufc—wi’ very Madge I’m 

gree’d, Altho’ they Ikelpit me when woodly field ; 
I’m now fu’ blyth, and frankly can forgive. 
To join and fing, “ Lang may Sir William live.” 

Mai.'ge. Lang may he live—and, Bauldy, learn t* 
fteek Your gab a wee, and think before ye fpeak ; 

And never ca’ her aiild that wants a man, 
Life ye may yet fome witches fingers ban. 
This day I’ll wi’ the youngeft of you rant, 
Arid brag for ay that I was ca’d the aunt 
Of our young lady,—my dear bonny bairn ! 

R'ggy- Nae other name I’ll ever for you learn s And, my good nurfe, how lhall I grateful be 
For a’ thy matchlefs kindnefs done for me ? Maufc. The flowing pleafures of this happy day 
Does fully a’ I can require repay. 

Sir Will. To faithful Symon, and, kind Glaud, to 
you, ( 

And to your heirs, I give in endlefs feu, C 
The mailens ye pollers, as juftly due, 
For acting like kind fathers to the pair, Who have enough befides, and thefe can fpare, 
Maufe, in my houfe, in calmnefs, clofe your days, 
With nought to do but fing your Maker’s praife. 

Omncs. The Lard of Heaven return your Honour’s 
love, 

Confirm your joys, and a’ your blefiings roove. 
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Sir, here’s my trufty friend, that always fhar’i 

My bofom fecrets, ere 1 was a laird: 
Claud’s daughter, Janet, (Jenny, think nae fhaine), 
Rais’d and maintains in him a lover’s flame : Lang was he dumb, at laft he i'pake and won. 
And hopes to be our honeft uncle’s fon ; 
Be pleas’d to fpcak to Gland for his confent. 
That nane may wear a face of flifcontent. 

Sir Will. My fon’s demand is fair—Claud, let me 
crave. 

That trufty Roger may your daughter have 
With frank confent; and while he does remain 
Upon thefe fields, I make him chamberlain. 

Glaud. You crowd your bounties, Sir; what can 
But that we’re dyvours that can ne’er repay ? C 
Whate’er your Honour wills, I fliall obey. j 
Roger, my daughter wi’ my blefling take, 
And ftili our mafter’s right your bufinefs make.: 
Pleafe him,’ be faithful, and this auld gray head 
Shall nod wi’ quietnefe down amang the dead. 

Huger. I ne’er was good o’ fpeaking a’ my days. Or ever loo’d to mak’ o’er great a fraife; 
But for my mafter, father, and my wife, 
I will employ the cares of a’ my life. Sir Will. My friends, I’m fatisfy’d you’ll all behave, 
Each in his ftation, as I’d wifh or crave. 
Be ever virtuous, foon or late you’ll find 
Reward and fatisfaflion to your mind. 
The maze of life fdrhetimes looks dark and wild ; 
And oft, when hopes are higheft, we’re beguil’d. 

1 l 
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Aft Vi'lien we ftand on brinks of dark defpair. 
Some happy turn with joy difpels our care. 
Now all’s at rights, who lings bell, let me hear. Peggy. When you demand, I readielt Ihould obey 
I’ll fing you ane, (be neweft that I ha’e. 

SANG XXICern r'ggs 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 lhape is handfome, middle lize; 

He’s comely in his wauking ; 
The Ihining of his een furprife} 

’Tis heav’n to hear him tanking. 
Lall night I met him on a bauk, 

Where yellow corn was growing. 
There mony a kindly word he Ipak’ That fet my heart a glowing. 
He kifsM, and vow’d he wad be mine, And loo’d me bell of ony, 
That gars me like to ling fmfyne, 

O com riggs are bonny, 
Let laiTcs_of a filly mind 

Refufe what maift they’re wanting ! Since we for yielding were defign’d. 
We, cliaftely fhould be granting. Then I’ll comply and marry Pate, 
And fyne my eockemony He’s free to toufle air or late, 
While corn riggs are honny. 

[ Exeunt tmnei. 
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GLOSSARY; 

OR, 
EXPLANATION OF SCOTS WORDS 

Ufed by the Author, which are rarely or never found in the modern Englilh Writings. 

Somt general Pules.Jl'eivinfr -wherein many So.nthern aWKor- thern li'urds are w ieimsiiy the fame, banyeig only a I.etter changed for another, orfmietimes one taken away or added. 
I. In many Words ending nvirb an 1 after rarely founded. 
Scots. Englijh, Scots. 

A’ All. Sma, 
Ca, Fa, Ca, Ha, 

Call. Fall. Gall. Hall. 

Sta, IVa, Fou, or fu, Pou, or f>u. Woo, or U, 

Englijb. 
Small. Stall. Wall. Full. Pull. Wool. 

II. Tbc\ changes to a, W, or W, after O or a, and is frequently funk before another Confonant ; as. 
Scots. 

P.AWM, 
Englijh, 

BALM. Baulk. Bulk. 

Englijh. 
Boll. 
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Scots. 
taut, Fauf', 
faivn, Go-wd, 

EngUJb. 
Coll or Clip. Fault. Falfe. Folk. Fallen. Gold. Half. Hole Hol- low. 

Scots. 
Hoivmt, Maut, 

Eognjb. 
Malt. * Poll. Roll. Scald. Stolen. Walk. 

III. An a before Id, changer to a, or au ; i 
Englijb. 
OLD. 

Cauld, Fauld, 

Scots. Englijb. 
Hold, or had, Hold. Said, Sold. raid. Told. Wad, Would. 

IV. rhe o, oe, or OW »'j changed to a, ae, aw, or ai; <*r, 
Scots. 
AE, or ant, Aden, Aff, Aften, Aik, AM, 

Englijb. 
ONE. Oaten. Off. Often. Oak. Oath. Own. Alone. Almoft. Among. Oars. Oats. Open. Owner. 

Scots. 
BAr, Bailb, Blaw, Braid, Claith, 

Gait,, 
Holy, 

Englijb. 
Bone. Boar. Both. Blow. 
Cloth,* 
Foef Fro, or frora Go. 

Holy.”* 
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Scots. 
Hale, HaUfome, Hame, Halt, or bet, Laitb, Laid, Lain, or lea, Lang, 
Mae] Mai), Mair, Mane, 
Na, Nane, Naithing, Pape, 

Engtjl. Scots. 
Whole. Si aft, Wholefome. Snip, Home. Sair, Hot. Loath. Load. , Loan. Long. 

Moft. 

No.W" None. Nothing. Pope, Roe. Roar. Rope, Row, 

Sang, Slanv, Shaw, Strake, Staw, Stane, Saul, Tae, raiken, Tangs, Tap, 

Wark, Warld, Wba, 

Englijb. 
Soft. Soap. Sore. Song. Slow. 
Stroak. Stole. Stone, Soul Toe. Token. Tongs. Top. Throng, Woe. Womb. Won. Worfe. Work. World. Who. 

V. Tbe O or U is frequently changed into i ; 
Scots. yt Hither, Bll, 

Erglifl. 
ANother. Bull. 
Brother. Foot. Pother. 

Scots. 
Tiber, Mither, Hits, Hife, Pit, 

Englijh. 
Other. Mother. Nuts. Nofe, Put. Run. Sun. 
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A JJBUKS, perhaps Aboo'i, above Aiicrbread, the breadth of 

Air, long fince. It. Early* Air up, foon up in the morning Awbrie, cupboard Ane-w, enow Arles, earnefl of a bar- gain Aft, Afhes Atains, or Atones, at once, at the fame time Attuur, out-over Auli-Jarren, ingenious Aurglebarvin, or EunAcbar- gin, to contend and wrangle Awfome, frightful, terrible Aynd, the breath 
B 

SACK-SET, a furloin B ietrans, a Cat Bold, ftaid, abode JB.iims, children B.Aen, whale-bone Bang, is fometimes an ac- tion of hafte. We fay, he or it came vvit/j a bang.  A bang allb means ji great number. 0/ eu- jiomers Jbe had a bang Bang far, a blufteriiig roar- ing perfon 

BEN Bomnch, a fort of bread thicker than cakes, and round Batlrnd.vfhzn mire,blood, &c. hardens upon a thing like bark Barhbhood, a fit of drunken angry paifiou Barrmv-trams, the Haves of a hand-barrow Bails, colick Banubie, halfpenny Bauch, forry, indifferent Basxfy, bawfand-fac’d, is a cow or horfe with a w hite face Baleen, immediately; in hafie Beft, beaten Begoud, began Begruttcn, all in tear* B A, to balk Beild, or beil, a Ihelter Bun, or been, wealthy. A been boufe, a warm well furnilhed one Beit, or beet, to help, re- pair Bells, bubbles Behan, the 3d of May, or Rood-day Bended, drunk hard Benn. the inner-room of a houfc Benstifom, bleffing 1 

Benfell, or Be,fail, force Bent, the open field 
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BLE Bt«i, baked B’chr. a wooden difh running quickly. School boys battling with ftones Bigg, build. Bggd, built, buildings Biggonct, a linen cap or coif B lly, brother Byre, or Byar, a COW-ftall B:rh, birch-trees Birie, to drink. Common people joining their far- things for purchafing liquor, they call it iir- l-rg a baivbie Bim, a burnt mark Bims, the llalks of burnt heath Birr, force, flying fwiftly with a nolle B'is'd, bruifed Bitth, or beetle, a wooden mell for beating hemp, or a fuller’s club Blacb-a-vie'd, of a black complexion Blie, pale blue, the colour of the Ikin when bruif- ed Biff um, beguile Slate, balhful Blatter, a rattling noife Ml-tch, to blanch or whit- en 

BRA Bleer, to make the eye wa- 
Bl-ezc, blaze Blither, foolilh difcourfe. ; Bletherer, a babbler. Stammering is called ble- ' tiering , Blin, ceafe. Never blin, ne- ver have done Blinta*. the flame rifing | and falling, as of a lamp when the oil is exhault- ed ' Beal, or bole, vomit Boal, a little prefs or cup- | board in the wall Bolin, or bidden, provided or furnilhed Bulk, one fixth of a pen- ny Englifh Bodnvord, an ovninous mef- j fage. Bwhvords are now I ufed to exprefs ill-na-1 tured meflages Boglebo, hobgoblin or fpec- 
Benny, beautiful : B.nnytvalyr, toys, gew-gawS | Bop, em BoukM Bound, jeft or dally Bouze, to drink Brocket,, a kind of water- gruel of oat meal, but- ter and honey Brae, the fide of a hill, bank of a river 
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BUt Xra'mr, the firft fprouting of corns Brander, a gridiron Brands, calves of the legs Brankan, prancing, a ca- pering Brants, wherewith the nif- ties bridle their horfes Bratth, noife, as of horfe feet Brats, rags Bra™, brave. Fine in ap- parel Brecken, feam Brent bro-w, fmOOth high fore-head Brigs, bridges Brifi, to prefs Brod, a badger Bros, broth Bro-w Jen, fond Bso-wjler, brewer. Bro-wjl, a brewing B) uliment, a broil Butty, the large fea-fnail. A term of reproach, when we expref's a crols natured fellow, by thrawn butty Buff, nonfenfe. As, He blether'd buff Bught, the little fold where the ewes are inclofed at milking-time Butler, to bubble. The mo- tion of water at a I'pring- 

K 

CAN head, or noife of a riling tide Bumbazed, confufed. Made to Hare and look like an idiot Bung, completely fuddled, as it were to the bung Banters, a bench, or fort of long lowchefts that ferve for feats Bumler, a bungler Bum, a brook Bifk, to deck, drefs Bufline, fuftian (cloth) But, often, for -without. As, but feed or favour Bytes, or bites,nesii h’-rim of bees Bygone, bypaft Byword, a proverb 
c 

CADGE, carry. Cadger is a country carrier, Ac. a calf. Chaff Callan, boy Canfthough, ftern, grim, of a diftorted countenance Cangle, to wrangle Canter'd, angry, pafiionate- ly fnarling Canna, cannot Cant, to tell merry old tales Cuntraips, incantations Canty, chearful and merry- 
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cm ftapcrnvtfd, v’himGcal, ill- 

Cxr, fiedge Cjrcna, tare not Carle, a word f6r ah old man Call’*,,, 3h old woman. Gire-Cariiat, a giant’s tvife Cat/ J, an liot pot, made of aie, fug*n and eggs CaU-rijl ipiritlefs. Want- ing chearfulnefs in ad- drefs *#«/«, tool or freft C.wi, fltaik !.*lior:a Caafthg an ale meafurt or floup, fomewliat left than an Ehglifli quart dl-Cbar, pr a-jar, alidt*. When aiiy thing is beat a little out of itspofuioh, or a door or v/tndow a little' opened, we fay, they are a-,h.,r, or a-jar O'arleavair, Charles- wain, The Coufttllation called the plow, or Urfa major Cba»cyi fortunate, good- natureri Chat, a cant name for the gallows Chid, a general term like Jrllon-,' uled fomttimes with refpcil; as, he's a 

COB eery good Mil; and coit- r> temptuoufly, That chiel f h ■ Chirm, chii-p and fing tike <f t - bird Chucky a hen Clan, tribe, family- Clark, a fharp blow or I' flroke that makes a ' k 
Clajhes, chat Clatter, to chatter Claaght, took hold Claver, to fpeak nonfenfc ! f - Clatv, fcratch Check, to catch as with a V hoolc Clcugb. a den betwixt rocks Clinty, hard, Aony Clock, a beetle Clotted, tlie fall of any fofi ki moift thing Chjs, a court or fquare ; ;; ; and frequently a lane ; fc > or alley Clour, the little lump that j - rifes on the head, occa- ^ fioned by a blow or hi fall Clute, or r/o.fhobf, of cows k 
Cockernony, the gathering j |I of a woman’s hair, when i •-•- it is wrapt orJiiooJeJ up ! ». with a band or fnood ’ » Cctlfiool, a pillory Cod, a pillow 
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CRY DAN Gift, bought : f ig a pretty large wooden I dilh the country people put their pottage in Cogle, when a thing move* backwards and for- , wards, inclining to fall 

f’ Geoilie, a imall wooden veffej ufed by fonie for a chamber-pot Con/, a stupid fellow foor, to cover , i pe/jr, a ftoned horfe Ce^.didcatt. C'oy2r«,throw'n . Corby, a raven C/e, warm, fheltered in a S convenient place « lottcr, a fub-tenant -onf, tp fall; alfo a fall t '-oiup, to change or bart er a company of peo- !. pie; as merry, fenfelefs, | corky eo-uf , 4our, to croiich and creep loutt, frank and kind , brad, to chat halket lriA grcal'e CroiJ a crooked dwarf 
orhuinoverafong. Ike t lowing of bulls • Wye, bold !rove, a cottage '.rummy, 2l cow’s name 'tyn, (brink, or become lefs by drying 

K t 

Cudoigh, a bribe, prtfenj CulzU, inticeor flatter Cun, to tafte, learn, know 
Gum, a fmall parcel CvrfcL.s, 4 kerchief. A Jinen drefs wore by our Highland women. Culledx ufed kind and gain- ing methods for obtain- ing loye and frieiuhhip Cutts, lots. Thefe cutts art Ulually made of draw* Unequally cut. Cutty, fliorf 

D 
DAB. a proficient Dud, \o beat one thing a-* gaind another. He fell ninth a dud. He dail.kd hi* head againd the Wail, See. D// foolijh i apd foiiie- times wanton Du/jin, foljy, waggery Dud. or Dale, a valley, plain /t/W/VAij.lelir'ites, dainties Dainty, is ufed us au epi-1 

thet of a fine man or woman Dander, wander to or fro, or faupter. Da«f, did dins, beat, tbruft, drive. Hing, dung, mov- 
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DOL DOW ving haftily one ot^the back of another Dem, to hide Dajh, to put out of coun- tenance Davity, a fondling, dar- ling. T0 darct, to cock- er and carefs with ten- dernefs Dfow.to ftun the ears with noife Dcm, dairy-maids J)eray, merriment, jolli- ty, folemnity, tumult, diforder, noife iW, fecret, hidden, lone- ly Rrval. to defcend, fall, Jiurry Rengs, rags or fhapings of cloth Ridle, to adt or move like a dwarf Rigid, decked. Made rea- dy i alfo to clean , Rinna, do not RirU, a fmarting pain quickly over Rit, to hop or clofe up a hole Rivot, broad turf Rocken, a dock, (the herb) Ruth, confufed and filly Roiled, dozed or crazy, as in old age Roll, a large piece, dole or fharc 

Runt, moift Ron fie, affedtcdly neat- Clean, when applied to any little peffon Roojart, a dull heavy-head-i ed fellow Root, or drvle the goal which gamefters ftrive to gain firlt (as at foot- ball) Root, pain, grief Rorfs, a proud pett Roriy, proud. Not to b« fpoke to. Conceited, appearing as dilbblig- ed Rofend, cold, impotent Rougbt, could, availed Rovgbty,Qxovt%, valiant and able Routs, dives under water 1 Roufe, folid, grave, pru- dent Roto, to will, to incline, t« thrive Row, dove Row'd, (liquor)thatis dead or has loft the fpirits ; or withered (plant) RonJf, mournful, wanting vivacity Rewic, melancholy, fad doleful Rcwna. dow not. i e. thougl one has the power, hi wants the heart to do i Rowf, the arfe, the Imal 
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BEN FAI remains of a candle, the E ld, age bottom of an egg-fhell, Eildttns, of the fame age Better half egg at teem £,th, eafy. Either, talier do-u'/t EUuct, elbow Brant, to fpeak flow, after Ef-Jhot, bewitched, (hot by a fighing nunner faries Dne. to fuffer, endure Elfon, a ftioemaker’s awl Breery, wearifome, fright- fUritch,ye'iid, hideous,unin- ful habited, except by ima- Breigb, flow, keeping at ginary ghofts diftance. Hence an ill- Emliang, along- payer of his debts, we E^i fcrupulous, when one call dreigh. Tedious makes faint attempts to Drib,, drops doa thing without a ftea- Drixel, si liitle water in a dy refolution rivuletTcarce appearing £./?, tiinepaft to run E .’/er, hewn ftoue. Euild- Droaing, fitting lazily, or ings of fuch we c^l ejl- moving heavily. Speak- Ur-work ing with groans Ether, an adder routed, dranched, all wet E h, to aim, defign ubs, mire Earn'd, compared ■ ung, defeat diligent, laborious unt, ftroke or blow 

a doxy a poniard or dag- ger Dynler, trembles, lhakes Dyuer, a bankrupt 
E 

EtICS, incites, flirs up Eard, earth, tiie ground E./ge,o{4 hill, is the fide 0 top £.■«,.eves. 

F.l. a trap, fuch as is ufed for catching rats or 
Badge, a fpungy fort of bread in ftiape of a roll 

ry Fail, thick tut f, fuch as are ufed for building dikes for folds, inclofures, &c. 
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FIS expreflls eameft de- fire i as, frw would I. Al)b, joyful, tickled with pleafure Fuit, neat, in good order Foirfuto, when we wiih well to one, that a-good or fair fate may befal him Fathe talons of a fowl. 9 o fang, to grip, or hold faft Fajh, -vex or trouble. Fajh- ' out, troublefome Faugh, a colour between white and red. Faugh ritgs, fallow ground Fed-, a part, quantity ; as, mu ft feet, the greatefi number; nae fed, very few Fcdfuiv, able, adtive Fidfefi, feeble, little and weak Feed or fead, feud, hatred, quarrel Fctl, many, feveral Fen, fhift. Fending, living by induftry. Mate a fen, fall upon methods Fee He, wonder Fern-tier, the laft pr fore- run year Fife, to defile pr dirty FireJUught, a flaih of light- hing Fijiie, to Sir, a itir 

FOR . Fifed, the print of the foot Fizzing, whiz/ing Fluffing, moving up and down, raifing wind by motion, as birds with their wings Flags, flafhes, as of wind and fire Flam, an arrow Flung, flung Flaughter, to pare turf from the ground Flaw, lie or fib Fleetcb, to cox or flatter Fleg, fright FI e-wet, a fmart blow ffy, or fl-e. to affright. Fleyt, afraid or terrifi- ed Flinders, fplinters Flit, to remove Flite,orfy'e, to fcold, chide Fiet. did fcold Flujhes, floods. Fog, mofs Foordays, the morning far advanced, fair day-light For by, befides Forebears, forefathers, an- ceftors Forjairn, abpfed, befpatter- ed Fcrjmghten, weary, faint and out of breath with fighting Fergainf, oppofite (O 
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GAB Forgethcr, to meet, encoun- ter For led, to forfake or forget Ftrefiam, the forehead Foutb, abundance, plenty Foxy, fpungy, foft Fraife,ta make a noife. We ule to fay one mates a fraife, when they boaft, wonder, and talk more of amatter than itis wor- thy of, or will bear /ray, buftle, fighting Freik, a fool, light imperti- nent follow Fremit, ftrange, not a kin Frifled, trulhd Frufil, brittle, like bread baken with butter Fuff, to blow, Fujfln, Wow- ing Furder, profper Fur thy, forward Fufi,brought Fyt, to be reftlefs, uneafy FurUt, four pecks. 

G 
the mouth- To prat, gabjaegajb Gabhing, pratting pertly. ‘To gab again, when fer- vants give faucy return* when reprimanded Gabby, one of a ready and, 

GIM eafy expreflion; the’ fame with auld.gabjet Gadge, tO' didfate impertU nently, talk idly with a . ftupid gravity Ga/aw,ahearty loud laugh- ter. To ga-wf, laugh Gait, a goat Gams, gums Gar, tp caufe, make or force Care, greedy, rapacious, earneft to have a thing Gajh. folid, fagacious. One with a long out chin, w e call gajh-gabbet, or gajhr beard Gate, way Gaunt, yawn Gawky, idle, flaring,idiott? cal perfon Gaum, going Caws, galls Guwfy, jolly, buxom Geek, to mock Geed, pr Cade, went Genty, handfome, genteel £<•/, brat, a child, by way of contempt or derifion, Gielsinger, an ill debtor Gif. if' G'Ulygaevs, or Gtllygnpus, a flaripg gaping fool, a gormandizer Gtipy, a roguifh boy Gw:mCr, a young Iheep, 
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GOR Gin, if GirJ, to flxilce, pierce Gi™, to grin, fnarl. Aifo a fnare'or trap, fuch as boys make of horfe hair to catch birds Girth, a. hoop GidHs. an idle good for nothing fellow. GluiM, foolifh, wanton, light. To give the^/ai-**, to be- guile one, by giving him his labour for Jus pains Gl.iijicr, to bawl or bark Glamour, juggling. Whep devils, wizards or jug- glers deceive the fight, they are faid to call gla- mour o’er the eyes of the fpe<flator Ghr. mire, ouzy mud (ht. to (quint Cleg, flinrp, quick, active Glm. a narrow valley be- tween mountains Clonm, to fcowl or frown Gitnvmirg, the twilight or evening-gloom G/nrr, to liare, look Item Glunch. to hang the brow and grumble Coan, a wooden dilh for 

Girlie, a large knife Curlings, or Gorblings, young unfledged birds 

GUM Gof.e, goflip Gonna ns, dazies Game, to look broad and lledfaft, holding up the face Gonvf. befides the known game, a racket or found blow on tlie chops, we call a gonif on the haffet Gonul, the cuckow. In de- rifion we call a thought- ids fellow, and one who harps too long on one fubjedt a gowi GowJ, a howling, to bellow and cry Goufty, gh all 1 y, large, \v a fte, defoiate, and frightful Greeny, grandmother, any old woman Grape, a trident fork. Alfo tb grope Gree, prize, victory Green, or green to long for Greet, to weep. Glut, wept Griemc, an overfeer Groff, grofs, coarfe Grotts. milled oats Grouf, to lie flat on the bel- Jy Ge ounebe, OT Glunjb, to mur- mur, grudge Grutttn, wept Gryfc, a pig Gumptiun, good tenle 
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HAU Guriy, rough, bitter, cold (weather) Gyfcned, when the wood of any veflel is fhrunk with drynefs Gytimgs, young children 

H 
HAFFET, the cheek, fide of the head Hagabag, coarfe n apery Haggifc, a kind of pudding made of the lungs and liver of a fheep, and boil- ed in the big bag Hags, hacks, peat-pits, or breaks in mofiy ground Hain, to fave, manage nar- rowly Halefome, wholefome; As, Hale, whole fereen. Hamcld, domeftic Handy, friendly, frank, open, kind Hanty, convenient, hand- fome Harle, drag Harris, brains. Hatn-pan, the fcull Harjbip, ruin Hafi, a floven Haneren, or bavrel, one who talks nonfenfe Haugbs, valleys, or low 

HID grounds on the fides of rivers Hamns, good breeding. Ha-viour, behaviour Hams, the throat, or fore- part of the neck Heal, or Heel, health, or whole Heepy, a perfon hypocon- driac Hereyejlreen. the night be- fore yefternight Heees, to lift up a heavy thing a little. A beezy i? a good lift Heftit, accuftomed to live in a place Heght, promifed. Alfo, named Hempy, a tricky wag, fuch for whom the hemp grows Herelt, ruined in eftate, broke, fpoiled Hefp, a clafp or hook, bar or bolt. Alfo, in yarn, a certain number of threads Hetl-er-bells, the heath-blof- fom Heugb, a rock, or fteep hill, Alfo, a coal-pit Hrddils or Hidlings.lurking, hiding-places. To dq a thing in hidlings, ». C, privately 



JAO Ihrjilc, to move (lowly and lamely IlirJU, to move as with 4 ruftling nolfe or Hitdjalty a flock of cattle Ho, a Angle flocking HMUJheiv, confuted rack- et, noife Hoot, huflc. Hqtl'J inclof- ed JJooly, flow tfo/l, or iL’hoJ!. to cough }lou, or 6u, a cap or roof- tree Hotv, low ground, a hol- low fltnv / ho! Hoivdcred, hidden Uoiudy, a midwife flmvt, to dig plains on river- Ades Hoivt! fy ! fiowtmvdy, a young hen Hut kit, to crouch or bow together like a cat, hedge-hog, or hare Jiut, a hovel Hyt, mad 
J 7/*™:, jacket Jag' to prick as yrid) a pin 

J® 
KAC Jdiv, a wave or gufh of 

Jtnvp, the dalhing of wa- 
IceJhoaLs, icicles Jtt, to incline to one flde. To jet back anti fere, is to move like a balls Up and down, to this and the other fide 7'?. to crack, make a noife like a cart-wheel Jimp, flenrier yip. gypfie Ilk, each. Ilia, every I "gun, onion Ingle, fire Jcfweet-heart Jouk, a low bow hit, fearful, terrified, as if afraid of fome ghoil or apparition. Alio, me- lancholv I'fe, 1 fljail; as I'll for \ ' will ' IJlts, embers Jurit, a large joint or piece of meat Jute, four or dead liquor JylH, to mock.* Gih, taunt 

K 
KABEU, a rafter Kate, dr Kail, colewort, and fometimcsbroth Kaeky, to dung 



Iti 
Karr, a part of a farm-rent paid in fowls Kamc, comb Kanny, or Canny, Fortunate* Alfo, warry, one who' manages Ins affairs clif- creetljt , , Kehifk, a cheefe Keck/e, to laugb> to be poi- , fy i Kcdgy, dr caJgin, jovial Keek, to peep a1 A?/*, cloth with a freeze, | commonly made of na- i five black wool * Kemp, to ftrive who fliall Perform moll of the f fame work ip the fame 

f Ken, to know; ufed in Eng- land as a noun. A thing within kep, i. e. within view , Kent, a long ft a ff, ftich as Ihepherds ufe for leap- ing over pitches Kep(>, to hatch a thing that moves towards one . Krejl, to Call. Knl. Ojirjl | Kitted, tucked up I Kimmer, a fepfal.e goffip t Kim, a churn, to churti KirtU, an upper petticoat 1 Kitchen, nl) jbrts of eatables, except bread i difficult, myllerious, 1 knotty (writings) 

LAN Kittle, to tickle, ticklifll Knacky, witty, facetious AnoiV, tobeat orftrike fharp- 
. iy AnowV.buffettedand bruit ed Knoojl, or Knui/l, a large lump . . Know,* hillock Knubluck, a knob , Knacklet, only tiled in Scot* for the joints of the fin- gers next the back df the hapd . Ko-ui ', gobiirij or any perfon one Hands in awe to dif- oblige, arid fears Ky, kine or cows Kyth, to appear. He'll kyti in bis ain cnlonrs Kyte, the belly 

i 
LAGGEkr. befpStteredf covered with day Laegb, low Laits, manners Lak, or Lack, undervalue* contemn; as, He that lack} my mare, at:ill bay my 
Landart, the country, or belonging to it. Ruf- , tic Lane, alone Langour, ianguifhmg, me- 
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LIG laticholy. To hold one out of langour, i. e. divert him Lank ale, coleworts uncut Lnpt leaped Lapfer'd, cruddled or clot- ted Lore, brig L irr, a place for laying, or that has been layn in Lave, the reft or remain- der La-win, atavem reckoning Lawland, low country La-urack, the lark Laiv:y. or T.a-wtitb, juftice, fidelity, honefty Leal, true, upright, honeft, faithful to truft, loyal. A leal heart never lied. Learn, flame Lear, learning, to learn Lee, untilled ground ; alfo an open grafly plain Leglen, a milking-pale with one lug or handle Leman, a kept mifs Lends, buttocks, loins Leugh, laughed J.eau-avarm, lukewarm JJbbet, gelded Lick, to whip or beat. Tt. a wag or cheat, we call a great l et Li J. ye lied, ye tell a lie Lift, the Iky or firmament Liggi, lies 

LOU Lille, the holes of a wind inftrument of mufio; hence, lilt up aSpring. Lilt it out, take off your drink merrily Limner, a whore Limp, to halt Lin, a cataradl Ling, quick career in a ftraight line, to gallop. Lingle, cord, fhoemaker’s thread Linkan, walking fpeedily. Lire, breafts. //*»»,the moft tnufcular parts; fome- times the air or com- plexion of the face Lirk, a wrinkle or fold Lijh, the flank Lith, a joint Loan, a little common near to country villages, where they milk their 
Loch, a lake Lae, to love Loof, the hollow of the hand Looms, tools, inftruments in general, veffels I.oot, did let Law. flame. Lo-wan, flam- 

ing I.oaun, calm. Keep town, be fee ret Loan, rogue, whore, vil- 



II3 MAR Xifunder, a found blow . Lout, to bow down, mak- ing courtefy. To Hoop Lud, to ^nclofe, Ihut up, fatten; hence, ed, clofe fitted, lucken govu- ans, booths, &C. Ludy, grandmother or Goody Lug, ear.- Handle of a pot or veflel Luggie, a dilh of wood with a handle Lum, the chimney Lute, rather Lyart, hoary or grey-halr- td 
M 

MAGIL, to mangle Mali, or make, to match, equal Maiklefs, matchlefs Mailen, a farm Makly, feemly, well-pro- portioned Makfna, ’tis no matter Malifon, a curfe, maledic- tion Mangit, galled or bruifed by toil or ftripes Mank, a want Mant, to ftammer in fpeech March, or: merch, a land- mark, border of lands 
L 

MOO Marl, the marrow Marro-w, mate, fellow, e- qual, comrade Majk, to mafh, in brewing. Majking-loom, malh-vat Maun,mutt, Mauna,mu{t not, may not Mcikls, much, big, great, Jarge _ Meith, limit, mark, fign Mends, fatisfatttion, re- venge, retaliation. make a mends, to make a grateful return Menfe, difcretion, fobriety, good^ breeding. Mens- fou, mannerly Menzie, company of men, army, afiembly, one’s followers Mejfen, a little dog, lap-dog Midding, a dunghill Midges, gnats, little flies Mim, affectedly modeft Mint, aim, endeavour Mirk, dark Mifcaxv, to give names Mifcbance, misfortune Mijken,- to negledl or not take notice of one; ajfo, let alone malicious,rough Mijlers, neceflities, wants Mittans, woollen gloves Many, many Mooh, the earth of the grave 



NIP JWoa, mouth to eat, generally uf- ed of children, or of old people, who have but few teeth, and make their lips move faft, tho’ they eat but flow Moiv, a pile or bing, as of fuel, hay, fheaves pf corn, &c. jlfowj, jefts MuckU, fee meille MurgulHeJ, mlfmanged, a' huled Mutch t coif Mutchhin, an Eflglifh pint 
N 

MACKT, or Knachy, clever, adlive in fmall affairs Ncefc, nofe Nettle, to fret or vex Neiefangle, fond of a new thing Nevel, a found blow with the nive or fill: Nick, to bite or cheat. Nich- ed, cheated : alfo a cant word to drink heartily ; 38, he nicks. Jine' N'uji, next Niffcr, to exchange or bar*' ter Nifnafan, trifling Nignays, trifles N'ply bitts 

114 
PAI Nitler, to flxaiten. NitLer- eJ, hungered or half- ftarved in maintenance Nive, the fift Nock, notch or nick of aa arrow or fpindle Noit, fee knoit Noivt, cows, kine Nmuther, neither Nuckle, new calved (cows) 
o OE, a grandchild O'er, or oivre, too much; as, a' o’ere is vice O'ercome, furplus Ony, any Or, fometimes ufed for e’er or before. Or day, i. e. before day-break Ora, any thing over what’s needful Orf, to weep with a con* vulfive pant Ouglhlens, in the leaft Oick, week Oivrlay, a cravat Oiv/en, oxen Oivtber, either Otter, the armpit 

P PATlDOCK, a frog. Pa*- dock-RUe, the fpawn of frogs taits, cliaflifement, 1* 
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|r fail, to beat or belabour one foundly fang, to fqueeze, prefs or pack one thing into an- other faughty, proud> haughty Patvly, witty or fly in word or a<£lion, with- ’ out any harm or bad de- P figns feer, a key or wharf ifeets, turf for fire fegb, to pant fen/y, finical, foppifh, con- ceited ferquire, by heart fett, a favourite, a fond- ling. To fettle, to dandle, feed, cherifli, flatter, i Hence, to take the fett, j; is to be peevifti or fiillen, as commonly fetts are, j when in the leaft difo- | bliged fihrougbs, fuch Highland | tunes as are played on ! bag-pipes before them j when they go out to battle aig, an earthen pitcher rile, to pick out, or chufe , pimfin, pimping, mean, fcurvy ?he, pain or pining Pitfgle, to contend, ftrive i or Work hard Pirn, the fpool or quill 

PUT within the fliuttle, which receives the yarn. Pi my, (cloth or a web) of un- equal threads or colours? ftriped Pith, ftrength, might, force Plad, two bodies, or the third of a penny En- glilh Pople.ox faple, the bubbling, purling or boiling up of water. (Pophng) Poortitb, poverty Powny, a little horfe or galloway; alfo a turkey Poufe, to pufli Poutcb, a pocket Pratick, practice, art, ftra- tagem. Pricing fraticl, trying ridiculous expe- riments Frets, tricks, rogueries. Wefay, Airp/ayV me a fret, i. e. cheated. The cal- lan s fou of frets, i. e. has abundance of waggifh tricks Prig, to cheapen, or im- portune for a lower price of goods one is buying Prin, a pm Prive, to prove or tafte Profine, gift or prefent Prym,OXprime, to fill or fluff Putt a Jiane, throw a big ftone L * 
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CL QUEY, a young cow 

jRACKLESS,czTtM$. One who does things with- out regarding whether they be good or bad. We call him racklejs handed Eac, a roe Eajfa n, merrjr, roving, hear- ty Eaird, a loud found ■Rcdr, roar Eak, or root, a mift or fog Rampage, to fpeak and a£t furioufly Rapes, rufhes Rave, did rive or tear Raught, reached Rax, to ft retch. Rax'd, reached Ream, cream. Whence, reaming; as, reaming li- gnor Redd, to rid, unravel. To feparate folks that are fighting. It alfo figni- fies. clearing of any paf- fage. I'm redd, I am apprehenfive Rede, counfel, advice; as, 7 ii d'd da rede' you to do that Reek, reach; alfo fmoke 
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RtTM Reefi, to ruft, or dry in the fmoke Reft, bereft, robbed, forced or carried away Ref, rapine, robbery Retl,or riot a courfe orrac<r>- Rever, a robber or pirate Reovth, pity Rke, or Rife, bulruftieB, bramble branches, or twigsjof trees R fe, or Ryfe, plenty Rft, to belch R'iW’-g, the back or rig- back, the top or ridge of a hpufe Ripples, a weaknefs in the back and reins Rock, a diftaff Roofe, or Rufe, to commend, extol Roove, to rivet Rottan, a rat Roundel, a witty, and often fatyric kind of rhyme Roovan, rolling Ronot,to roar,efpecially the lowing of bulls and cows Roovth, plenty Rutf, a rick or flack of hay or corns Rude, the red taint of the complexion Ruefu, doleful Rug\ to pull, take away by force Rumple, the rump 



II7 SCO Sungs, fmall boughsof trees lopped off Sunkle, a wrinkle. Runkle, to ruffle type, to fearch 
S 

SAEBEINS, feeing it is, fince Saikiefs, guiltlefs, free Sain'd, bleffed Sail, fflall. Like foud for Jbould Sand-blind, purblind, Ihort- fighted Sar, favour or fmell Sark, a fliirt Saugh, a willow or fallow* tree Saiv, an old faying, or pro- verbial expreffion Scad, fcald Scar, the bare places on the fides of hills wafhen down with rains Scart, to fcratch Scamp, a bare dry piece of ftony ground Scon, bread the country people bake over the fire, thinner and broaderthan a bannock Scomp, to leap or move haftily from one place to another Scowtb, room, freedom L 3 

SIN Scrimp, narrow, ftraitened, little Scroggs, fhrubs, thorns, bri- ers. Scraggy, thorny Scuds, ale. A late name given it by the benders Scunner, to loath Sell, felf Seucb, furrow, ditch Sey, to try Seybow, a young onion Shan, pitiful, filly, poor Sham, cow’s dung Shaw, a wood or foreft Shawl, lhallow Shawps, empty hulks Sheen, Ihining Shill, Ihrill, having a lharp found Shire, clear, thin. We call thin cloth, or clear li- quor, Jbire; alfo a clever wag, a Jbire lick Shag, to wag, lhake, or jog backwards and forwards Shoo/, Ihovel Shoon, Ihoes Shore, to threaten Shetle, a drawer Sib, a-kin Sic, fuch Sicker, firm, fecure Sile, a rill or rivulet, com* monly dry in fummer Siller, filver Sindh, or Jinle, feldom 
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SLE •Shi/ynt, fince that time. Langfmfyne, long ago Slail, to fcatter $kab, fhare Skaitb, hurt, damage, lofs" $keigb, (kittifh Skef, fhelf Ship, to run. Ufedwhen one runs bar e-foot. AMb a fmall fplinter of wood. It. to flog the hips Stiff, to move fmoothly a- 

SHtii, a kind of flrong broth made of cov/S hams or knuckles; alfo, to fill drink in a ctjp Siirl, to fhriek or cry with a fhrill voice Si fate, flate. Siallie, it the fine blue Hate Shwrie, ragged, nafty, idle St reed, a rent Sly bald, a tatterdemalion fly out haftily slade, or SUid, did Aide, moved, or made a thing move ealily Slap, or fat, a gap, or nar- row pafs between two hills. Slap, a breach ip a wall Sleet, fmooth Sleet, a ihower of half melt- ed fnow S.’erfr, to bedawb or plaift- 

SNO 5/W, fmooth, cunning, flip-, pery; as, le's a f id loun, Slidry, flippery Slippery, fleepy Slant, a mire, ditch or flough ; to wade thro’ a mire Slote, a bar or bolt for a door Slougb, hulk or coat Smart, a filly little pitiful fellow, the fame with fmatchcl Smirty, finding Smittle, infectious or catch- ing Smoor, to Another .Wei, nimble,ready, clever Sited, to cut Sneer, to laugh in derifion Sneg, to cut; as, Sneg'd ff attht ivtb end Snell, fharp, fmarting, bit- ter, firm Smb. fnub, check or reprove, CorreCt Snifter, to fnuff or breathe thro’ the nofe a little ftopt Sncd, metaphorically ufed for neat, handfome, tight Snood, the band for tying up a woman’s hair Snoot, to difpirit by chiding, hard labour, and ' the 
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SPE Irfee; alfo, a pitiful gro- velling flave Snomi, to whirl round Snottcr, fnot Snurl, to ruffle or wrinkle Sod, a thick turf Sonfy, happy, fortunate, lucky; fometimes ufed for large and lufly Sore, forrel, reddifh colour- ed Sorn, to (punge So/,, the noife that a thing makes when it falls to the ground Sough, the found of wind amongft trees, or of one fleeping Soivefzi, flumry, or oat- meal foured amongft water for feme time, then boiled to a confift- ency, and eaten with milk or butter Sow/, to conn over a tune on an inftrument Sj>ae, to foretell or divine, S/>aemen, prophets, ail- gurs Spain, to wean from the /breaft Spait a torrent, flood or in- undation Spang, a jump ; to leap or jump Spaul, fhoulder, arm Spcel, to climt) 

STf Speer, to afk, inquire Spelder, to fpiit, ftretch, fpread out, draw afuns der Spence, the place of the houfe where provifions are kept Spill,\0 ipoil, abufe Spodie, fpoil, booty, plun* der Spraings, ftripes of different colours Spring, a tune on a muficaj inftrument Sprujh, fpruce Spruit I'd, fpeckled, fpotted Spunk, tinder Stalwart, ftrong and vali, ant Stana, did fling; alfo a fling or pole Stank, a pool of ftanding water Stark, ftrong, robuft Slams, the ftars. Siam, a, fmall moiety. We fay, ne'er a /larn Stay, fteep ; as, fet a /out heart to ajlay brae Steel, to fhut, clofe Stegb, to cram Stend, or Jlen, to HIOVC With a hafty long pace Stent, to ftretch or extend Stipend, a benefice Stirk, a fleer or bullock 
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STY Shit, or Slot, to rebound or refiedt Steer, rough, hoarfe Stou, to cut or crop. A fou, a large cut or piece Stound, a fmarting pain or ftitch Stour, duft agitated by winds, men or horie feet. To four, to run quickly Stoivtb, Health Strapan, clever, tall, hand- fome Strath, a plain on a river- fide Street, to ftretch StridJle, to ftride, applied commonly to one that’s little Siriuile, to fprinkle or ftraw Stroot, or frute, fluffed full, drunk Strunt, a pett. To tate the front, to be petted or out of humour Sluddy, an anvil, or fmith’s ftithy Sturdy, giddy-headed. It. ftrong Sturt, or foor, fliff, ftrong, hoarfe Sturt, trouble, difturbance, vexation St%ro, a blink, or a little "fight of a thing 

TAP Saddle, to fully or defile . Sumpb, blockhead Suntan, folenetic Sun tots, fomething Siuak, to throw, call with force Snvanties, clever young fel- lows Swarf, to fwoon away Swaf,, fquat, fuddled Swatch, a pattern Swats, fmall ale Swecbt, burden, weight, force Sweer, lazy, flow Sweeties, confections Swell, fuffocated, choked to death Switb, begone quickly S wit her, to be doubtful whether to do this or that Syne, afterwards, then 
T 

TACK EL, an arrow Taid, toad Tane, taken Tap, a head. Such a quan- tity of lint as fpinfters put upon the diftaff, is called a lint-tap Tape, to ufe anything fpar- mgly Tappit-hen, the Scots quart- lloup 
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THR “Tarrow, to,refufe what we love, from a crofs hu- mour Vartan, crofs ftriped fluff of variouscolours,check- ered. The Highland plaids Vafs, a little dram-cup ‘Tate, a fmall lock of hair, or any little quantity of wool, cotton, &c. Vaunt, to mock Vawpy, a foolifh wench Vaz, a whip or fcourge Ted, to fcatter, fpread Tee, a little earth on which gamefters. at the gowf fet their balls before they ftrike them off Veen, or tynd, anger, rage, forrow Veet, to peep out Tenfome, the number of ten Tint, attention. TWy, cau- tious Vhack, thatch Vhae, thofe Tharmes, fmall tripes Theek, to thatch Tbig, to beg or borrow Tbir, thefe Tholi, to endure, fuffer Vhow, thaw Vhowlif,, unadlive, filly,la- zy, heavy TLranvart, froward, crols, crabbed 

TOU Tbrawin, ftern and crols< graiiled Vbreep, or Threap, to aver, allege, urge and affirm boldly Thrimal, to prefs or fqueeza through with difficulty Thud, a Waft, blow, florrn, or the violent found or thefe. Cry d beb at ilka thud, i. e. gave a groan at every blow TH, tide or time, proper time; as, He took the tii. Tift, good order, health Vine, to lofe. Tint, loft Tinfel, lofs Tip, or Tippony, ale fold for twopence the Scots pint Tirle or Tier, to uncover 3, houfe Titty, After Tocher, portion, dowry Tod, a fox Tooly, to fight. A fight or quarrel Voom, empty, applied to a barrel, purfe, houfe, &c. It. To empty Tofi, tight, neat Tofte, warm, pleafant, half fuddled To the fore, in being, alive, unconfumed Toufe, tir Toifle, to rumple, teaze 
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UNK ?s«<, the found of a horn or trumpet ' Tom;, a rope 2*rwmond, a year or twelve- month ‘Trmesy hofe and breeches all of a piece ‘Trig, neat, handfome ‘Trokc, exchange ‘True, to trow, truft, be- lieve Truf fteal Tryji, appointment Tun, turfs. Tun, trufs T-win, to part with, or fe- parate from Tivitcb, touch Twinten, Iheep of two years old Tydie, plump, fat, lucky Tynd, vid. Teen Ty[i, to entice, ftir up, al- lure 

U 
VGG, to deteft, hate, nau- feate Ugfome, hateful, naufeous Um-wbile,xht late ordeceaft, fometime ago. Of old Uundoebt, or •wandougbt, a filly weak perfon I7n«/4,not eafy Ungeard, naked, not clad, unharnefied Unto, or unco, uncouth, ilrange 

WHA Untufom, unlovely 
V 

FOUGY, elevated, proud 
W 

WAD, or Wed, pledge, wager, pawn; alfo, would Waf, wandering by itfelf Wat, moift, wet Wale, to pick and chufe Walop,X.o movefwiftly with much agitation Wally, chofen, beautiful, large Wame, womb Wandougbt,yf mi of dought, impotent . JPaagrrtce.wickednefsjwant of grace War, worfe Warlock, wizard Wat, or Wit, to know Waugbt, a large draught Wean, or -wee one, a child Wee, little Ween, thought, imagined, fuppofed Weer, to flop Or oppofe Weir, war Weird, fate or deftiny Weit, rain Werjb, infipid, wallowilh, wanting fait Wbaut, whip, beat, flog 
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woo Wind, to fly quickly Wbilk, which Wbilly, to cheat. Wbilly- ivba, a cheat. _ Whindging, whining Whim, furze Wbijbt, hufh. Hold your peace Whijk, to pull out haftily Whamilt, turned upfide down Wight, flout, clever, adtive. 1 It. A man or perfon Wimpling, a turning back- ward and forward, wind- ing like the meanders of a river Win, or •won, to relide, dwell Winna, will not Winnocts, windows Winfom, gaining, defirable, agreeable, complete, large Wirrykno, a bugbear or goblin Wifcnt, parched, dryed, withered ' Wijlle, to exchange (mo- ney) 1 Wttberjbim, motion againft the fun W90) or w, wool 

YUL Wood, mad Woody, the gallows Wordy, worthy Wanv ! wonderful! ftrange! Wreaths, of fnow, when heaps of it are blown to- gether by the wind Wyfmg, inclining. To ■wife, to lead, train Wyfin, the gullet Wyte, to blame. Blame 
Y 

TAMPH, to bark, or make a noife like little dogs Tap, hungry, having a longing defire for any thing ready Tealtou, yea wilt thou Ted, to contend, wrangle Teld, barren, as a cow that gives no milk Terk, to do any thing with celerity Tejk, the hickup Tett, gate Tejlreen, yefternight Toudith, youthfulnefs Towden, wearied Tonvf, a Twinging blow Tuke, the itch Tule, Chriftmas. 
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