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T O

The Right Honourable,

S U S A N N A,

Countefs of EGLINTON.
Madam,

THE love of approbation, and a dejire to pleafi

the bed, have ever encouraged the Poets t°

fnijh their defigns with cheerfulnefs. But confci-

ous of their own inability to oppo/e aform offplee^
and haughty ill-nature, it is generally an ingenious

cujlom among]} them to chufefome honourableJimde.
Wherefore I beg leave to put my Paftorai under

your Lad} (hip'/ protection. Ifmy Patronefs y2?j\r,

.

The Shepherds /peak as they ought, and that there

arefeveral naturalflowers that beautify the rural
wild; I JJ?all have good reafon to think, my/elffafe
from the aukward cenjure offome pretendingjudges,
that condemn before examination,

I amfure of vafl numbers that will crowd into

your LadymipV opinion, and think it their honour

to agree in their Jenihneni) with the Countefs of
Eglinton, whofe penetration, fiperior wit, and
foundjudgment, fhine with uncommon lufire, while
acco'mpanied with the aivir.er channs of goodnefs
and equality of mind.

If it were notfor offending onlyyour Ladyfhip,
here, Madam, I might give thefullefi liberty to my
mufe to delineate the flneQ of women, by drawing
your Ladyfliip's character, and be in no hazard of
being deemed aflatterer ; finceflattery lies not inpay-
ing what is due to merit, but in praifes mfplaced.

Were I to begin withyour Ladyfliip's honourable
birth and alliance, the field is ample, and prefents
us with numberlefsgreat andgoodpatriots, thathave
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dignified the names ^/Kennedy WMontgome»
r y : Be thai the care of the Herald and the Idiflo-

rian. It is perfonal merit, and the heavenly fweet-

nefs of'thefair; that infpire the tuneful lays. Here

qvery Lefbia mujlbe excepted, whole tongues give li-

berty to the/laves which their eyes had made captives.

Such may be flattered; butyour Ladylhiyjufly

claims our admiration and profoundeft ; efpcft : For

ivhilft you arepoffeffed ofevery outward charm in the

piofipcrfa degree, the neverfading beauties ofwife
'

do?n and piety, which adorn your Ladyfiiip's mind,

comma?id devotion.

All this is very true, cries one ofbetter fenfe than

good nature: But what occajwn have you to tell us

.thefunpines, when we have the life ofour eyes and

fee, andfeel his influence;— Very true; but J have

the liberty to ufe the poefs privilege, which is, To

fpeak what every body thinks. Indeed there might

befomeftrength in the refeclion, if the Indian r.e-

oifters were of asport duration as life, But tie

this laftfentence with a hand that trembles between

hope andfear; But ifIfrail prove fe happy as to

pleafeyour Ladvfhip in thefollowing attempt, then

fill my doubts Jhali cvamfn like a morning vapour;

Jf.?all hope to be clafed with Tafib and Guanm j

and ling with Ovid,

If tis allow'd to poets to divine,

One half ofroupd eternity is mine.

Madam,
Tour LadApips moft obedient,

and moft devotedfervant,

Allan Ramsay.



TO THE

COUNTESS of EG LINTON,

With the following

PASTOR # L,

A Ccept, OEglinton! the rural lays,

-*- * That, bound to thee, thy poet humbly pays:

The mufe, that oft has rais'd her tuneful ftrains,

A frequent gueft on Scotia's blifsful plains;

That oft has fung, jier Hft'ning youth to move,

The charms of beauty, and the force of love,

Once more refumes the ft ill fuccefsful lay,

Delighted through the verdant meads to flray.

O ! 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 made ;

Propitious, hear, and, as thou hear'ft, approve

The Gentle Shepherd's tender tale of love.

Inftru&ed from thefe fcenes, what glowing fire

Inflame the breait that real love infpires

!

The fair (hall read of ardors, %hs, and tears,

All that a lover hopes, and all he fears.
,

\
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Whence too, what pafiions in his bofom rife!

What dawning gladntfs fparkles in his eyes!

When firft the fair one, piteous of his fate,

Kili'd of her fcorn, and vanquihVd of her hate,

With willing mind, is bounteous to relent,

Andblufhing, beauteous, fmilesthe kindccnfent!

Love's paffion here in each extreme is mown,

In Charlot's fmile, or in Maria's frown.

WT

ith words like thefe, that fail'd not to engage,

Love courted beauty in a golden age;

Pure and untaught, fuch nature firfl infpirM,

Ere yet the fair affecled praife defir'd.

His fecret thoughts were undifguis'd with art,

Kis words ne'er knew to t'iiTtr from his heart.

Ke fneaks his loves fo artlefs and fincere,

As thy Eliza might be pkas'd to hear.

Heav'n only to the ruralftate beftows

Conqueft o'er life, and freedom from its woes

:

Secure alike from envy and from care;

Nor rais'd by hope, nor yet deprefs'd by fear:

Nor want's lean hand its happinefs conftrains,

Nor riches torture with ill-gotten gains.

No fecret guilt its ftedfaft peace deflxoys,

No wild ambition interupts its joys.

Bleft ilill to fpend the hours that heav'n has lent?

In humble goodnefs, 2nd Id calm content.
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Sincerely gentle, as the thoughts that roll,

Sinlefs and pure, in fair HuMErA's foul.

But now the ruralJiate thefe joys has loft ;

Bv'n fwains no more that innocence can boaft.

Love fpeaks no more what beauty may believe,

Prone to betray, and pracliis'd to deceive.

Now Happinefs forfakes her bleft retreat,

The peaceful dwelling where (he fix'd her feat

;

The pleafing fields fhe wont of old to grace,

Companion to an upright fober race :

When on the funny hill, or verdant plain,

Free and Familiar with the fons of men,

To crown the pleafures of the blamelefs feaft,

She, uninvited, came a welcome gueft.

JEre yet an age, grown rich in impious arts,

Brib'd from their innocence incautious hearts :

Then grudging hate and finful pride fucceed,

Cruel revenge, and falle unrighteous deed

;

Then dow'rlefs beauty loft the pow'r to move

;

The ruft of lucre ftain'd the gold of love.

Bounteous no more, and hofpitably good,

The genial hearth firft blunYd with ftrangers blood

;

The friend no more upon the friend relics,

And femblant falfhood puts on truth's difguife.

The peacful houfhould fillM With dire alarms.

The ravi/h/d virgin mourns her flighted charms-:



9 To the Countcfs of Eglintori.

The voice of impious mirth is heard around :

In guilt they feaft, in guilt the bowl is crown'd ;

Unpunim'd Violence lords it o'er the plains,'

And hdppinefs forfakes the guilty fwains.

Oh bappinefs ! from human fearch retir'd.

Where art thou to be found, by all defir'd ;

Nun fober and devout ! why. art thou fled,

To hide in (hades thy meek contented head ?

Virgin of afpe£t mild! ah why, unkind,

Fly 'ft thou, difpleas'd, the commerce of mankind?

O ! teach our fteps to find the fecret cell,

Wherewith thy fire Content, thou lov'ft to dwells

Or fay, doft thou a duteous handmaid wait

Familiar at the chambers of the great ?

Deft thou purfue the noice of them that call

To noife revel, an& to midnight ball ?

Or the full banquet when we feafl our foul,

Doft thou infpire the mirth, or mix the bowl?

Or, with th' induftrious planter, doft thou' talk*

Converfmg freely in an evening walk ?

Say, does the mifer e'er thy face be-hold,

Watchful and ftudious of the treafur'd gold?

Seeks Knowledge, not in vain, thy muchlov'd pow'r,

Still muling filent at the morning hour ?

May we thy prefence hope in war's alarms,

In Stairs' wifdom, or in Erskine's charms ?
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In vain our natt'ring hopes our fteps beguile,

The flying good dudes the feareher's toil

:

In vain we feek the city or the eel!,

Alone with virtue know's the Pow'r to dwell.

Nor need mankind defpair thefe joys to know,

The gift themfelves may on themfelves beftow.

Soon, foon we might the precious blefiing boa' ft
5

But many paffions muft the bleffing cod;

Infernal malice, inly pining hate,

And envy, grieving at another's (late.

Revenge no more muft in our hearts remain.;

Our burning iuft, or avarice of gain.

When thefe are in the human bofcrh nurft,

Can peace refide in dwellings fo aecurft ?

Unlike, O Eglinton ! thy happy bread,

Calm and ferene, enjoys the heav'nly gucft?

From the tumultuous rule of paffion freed,

Pure in thy thought, and fpotlefs in thy deed*

In virtues rich, in goodnefs unconfin'd,

Thou fnin'ft a fair example to thy kind;

Sincere and equal to thy neighbour's name,

How fwift to-prai.fe, how guiltlefs" to defame I

Bold in thy prefence Bajhfulnefs appears, .

And backward v;erit lofes all its fears.-

B
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Supremely bleft byheav'n, heav'n's richeft grace

Confeft is thine, an early blooming race.

Whofe pleafmg fmiles fhall guardian wifdom arm,

Divine inftruction! taught of thee to charm.

What tranfports fhall they to thy foul impart

(The confcious tranfports of a parent's heart)

When thou behold'ft them of each grace poffeft,

And fighing youths imploring to be bleft !

After thy image form'd, with charms like thine,

Or in the vifit or the dance to fliine.

Thrice happy ! who fucceed their mother's praifc.

The lovely Eglintons of other days.

Mean while purfue the following tender fcenes,

And Men 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 fmiling goodnefs look'd in days of old.

Nor blufli 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 Eglinton ! delight thee raoft,

T' enjoy that innocence the world has loft.

W. H.



P AT IE and ROGER:

A

PASTORAL.
Infcrlbed to

JOSIAH BURCHET, Efq;

Secretary of the Admiralty.

THE nipping frofts and driving fna

Are o'er the hills and far awa ;

Bauld Boreas fleeps, the Zephyrs bla\y, -

And ilka thing
3ae dainty, youthfu, gay, and bra, 4

Invites to fing.

Then let's begin by creek of day ;

Kind mufe, fkiff to the bent away, ' <•

'

To try anes mair the landart lay,

With a' thy fpeed,

Since Burchet awns that thou can play %

Upon the reed.

Anes, anes again, beneath fome tree*.

Exert thy fkill and nat'ral glee, .

'•
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To him wha has fae cqurteoufly,

To weaker fight,

Set thele rude fonnets fung by me l?2

In trueft light.

In trueft light may a* that's fine

In his fair character ftill fhine

;

Sma' need he has of fangs like mine,

To beet his name :

Ifor frae the North to Southern line, 16

Wide gangs his fame ;

His fame, which ever fliall abide,

While hift'ries tell of tyrants pride,

Wha vainly ftrave upon the tide

T' invade thefe lands,

Where Briton's royal fleet doth ride, 20

which flill commands.

Thefe doughty a&ions frae his pen,

Our age, and thefe to come, fhall ken,

How ftubborq navies did contend
%

Upon the waves.

i f . To weakerJight , fet thefe, &c.~] Having done
me the honour of turning fome of my paftoral

yoems into Englifh juftly and elegantly.

2i
? fra? his peni] His valuable Naval Hiilory
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How free-born Britons faught like men, 24
Their faes like flaves.

Sae far infcrlbing, Sir, to you,

This country fang, my fancy flew,

Keen jour juft merit to puifue

;

But ah, rfeaiy

In giving praifes that are due, 2g

I grate your ear.

Yet tent a poet's zealous prayer

;

May pow'rs aboon with kindly care

Grant you a lang and muckle fkair

Of a* that's good

,

Till unto langeil life and mair 32

You've healthfu' Hood.

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 36
Devoted A^lan.



The PERSONS.

M E N.

Sir William Worthy.

Patie, The Gentle Shepherd, inl ove with Peggy.

Roger, A richyoungJbepherd, in love with Jenny.

Gland
' \TwooldjIjepherds,tenanistoSir William.

Bauldy, a hynd, engaged 'with JVeps.

WOMEN.
Peggy- thought to he Glaud9

s Niece.

Jenny, Glaud's only daughter.

Maufe, An old woman, fuppofed to he a witch.

Elfpa, Symorfs Wife.

Madge, Glaud'sJijler.

SCEN E, Afhepherd's village andfields, fame

few milesfrom Edinburgh.

Time of A&ion, Within twenty hours.



THE

Gentle- Shepherd.

SCOTS
PASTORAL COMEDY.

ACT
SCENE I.

Beneath the fiuth-Jide of a craigy bie/d,

Where chrijlalfprings their halefome watersyield ;

Tinayoutkfu*Jhepherds en the goiuans /ay,

Tenting their flocks ae bonny morn of May

Poor Rogergranesy till hollow echoes ring;

But bhther Patie likes to laugh andfing.
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PAYIE and ROGER.

P AT IE.

S A N G I. The waking of the faulds.

"V/T r Peggy is * y°i™g thng

Juft entered in her teens*

Fair as the day andfweet as May*

Fair as the day and always gay,

My Peggy is a young thing,

AndPm not very auld,

Tet weeI I like to meet her at

\The waking of thefauld.

My Peggy /peaks faefweetly

Whene'er we meet alane,

I wi/h n'ae mair to lay my care,

I wi/h nae mair of a? that's rare,

My Peggy /peaks /ae /weetly,

To a' the leave Pm eauld:

Butfie gars a* my fpirits glow
At waking of thefauld.

My Peggy fmiles fae kindly

Whene'er I whifper love%

That I look down on a' the town,

That I Uek dwn upon a cr$wn%
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My Peggy /milesfae kindly,

It makes me blyth and baidd ;

A?id 7iaithing gies mefie delight

As waking of thefauld.

My Peggyfings faefaftly
,

When on my pipe Iplay ;

By a* the rejl it is confefi,

By a* the reft thatJhefings be/?9

My Peggyfings jae Jaftly^

And in her fangs are taldf

IVi
y
innocence > the wale offinfe^

At waking ofthefauld.

THIS funny morning, Roger, cliears my blood,

And pu's a' nature in a jovial mood.

How hartfome is't to fee the rifing plants!

To hear the birds chirm oe'r their pleafmg rants 1

How halefome is't to fnuff the cawler air,

And a' the fweets it bears, when void of care !

What ails thee,Roger,then? what gares thee grane?

Tell me the caufe of thy ill-feafon'd pain.

Rog. I'm born, O Patie, to a thrawart fate \

I'm born to drive wi* hardfhlps fad and great.

Tempefts may ceafe to jaw the rowand flood,-

Derbies and tods to grien for lambkins blood

:

C
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But I, oppreft with never-ending grief,

Maun ay defpair of lighting on relief.

Pat. The bees fhall loathe the flow'r and quit

the hive,

The faughs on boggy ground fhall ceafe to thrive*,

Ere fcornfu' queans, or lofs of warldly gear, *

Shall fpill my reft, or ever force a tear.

Rog. Sae might I fay ; but it's no eafy done

By ane whafe Caul's fae fadly out of tune.

You ha'e fae faft a voice and Aide 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 up their leglens cleek^

And jeer me hameward frae the loan or bught,

While I'm confus'd wi' mony a vexing thought*

Yet I am tall, and as well built as thee,

Nor mair unlikely to a lafs's eye.

For ilka fheep ye ha'e, I'll number ten,

And fhould, as ane may think, come farer ben,

Pat. But ablins, nibour, ye ha'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..

Rog* My byar tumbled, nine lira' nout were

fmoor'd,

Three elf-mot were 3 yet I thefe ills endur'd

:
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In winter laft my cares were very fma',

Tho* fcores of wathers perifh'd in the fria*.

Pat. Were your bein rooms as thinly ftock'd

as mine,

Lefs ye wad lofs, and lefs ye wad repine.

He that has juft enough can foundly fleep ;

The o'ercome only fa flies fovvk to keep.

Rog. May plenty flow upon thee for a crofs,

That thou may'fl thole the pangs of mony a lofsi!

<0 may'ft thou dote on forne fair paughty wench,

That ne'er will lowt thy lovvan drouth to quench,

Till, bris'd beneath the burden, thou cry dool,

And awn that ane may fret that is nae fool

!

Pat. Sax good fat lambs, I fauld them ilka clut

At the Weil-port, and bought a winfome flute,

Of plum-tree made, wi' iv'ry virls round,

A dainty whittle wi' a pleafant found ;

I'll be mair canty wi't, and ne'er cry dool,

Than you, wi' a' your cam, ye dowie fool.

Rog. Na, Patie, na ! I'm nae fie churlifhbeafr,

Some other thing lies heavier at my breaft :

I dream'd a dreary dream this hinder night,

That gars my flefh a' creep yet wi' the fright.

Pat. Now, to a friend, how filly's this pretence

To ane wha you and a' your fecrets kens!
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Daft are your dreams, as daftly wad you bide

Your well-feen love, and dorty Jenny's pride.

Talc courage, Roger, me your forrows tell,

And fafely think nane kens them but yourfel.

Rog. Indeed now, Patie, yeha'eguefs'do'er true^

•And there is naithing I'll keep up frae you;

Me, dotty Jenny looks upon a-fquint,

To {beak but till her I dare hardly mint.

In ilka place fiie jeers me air and late,

And gars me look bombaz'd, and unco blate.

But yefterday I met her 'yont a know,

She fled as frae a meily-coated kow

;

ohe Bauldy ]oes, Bauldy that drives the car ;

But geeks at me, and fays I fmell of tar.

Pat. But Bauldy loes not her, right well I wat %

Pie fighs for Neps:—Sae that may ftand for that*

Roa. I wifh I cou'd nae loo her:—but in vain;

I Hill maun do't, and thole her proud difdain.

My Bavyty is a cur I dearly like ;

Even while he fawn sd,fhe drake the poor dum tike.;

If I had lill'd a nook within herbreaft
?

She wad ha'e fhawn mair kindnefs to my beatL

When I begin to tune my flock and horn,

Wi' a' her face (lie maws a cauldrife fcorn.

Laft night I play 'd, (ye never heard fie fpite)

O'er Bogie was the fpring, and her delight $



The GENTLE SHEPHERD. 21

-Yet tauntingly (he at her coufin fpeer'd,

Gif (he could tell what tune I play'd, and fneer'd,

Flocks wander where ye like, I dinna care ;

I'll brak my reed, and never whittle mair.

Pat. E'en do lae, Roger, wha can help mi(luck,

Saebiens (he be fie a thrawn-gabbat chuck r

Yonder's a craig : iince ye ha'e tint all houp,

Gae til't your ways, and tak the lover's loup.

Rot. I need namak fie fpeed my blood to fpill;

I'll warrant death come foon enough a- will.

Pat. Daft gowk! leave affthat filly whingingway

Seem carelefs, there's my hand ye'll win the day.

Hear how I ferv'd my lafs I loe as weel

As ye do Jenny, and wi' heart as led.

Lail morning I was gay and early out,

Upon a dyke I kan'd, glowring about

:

I faw my Meg come linking o'er the lee ;

I faw my Meg, but Meggy faw nae me ;

For yet the fun was wading through the mill:,

And (he was clofe upon me ere (he wift :

Her coats were kiltit, and did fweetly (haw

Her ftraight bare legs that whiter were than fnaw;

Her cockernony fnoded irp fu (leek
;

Her haffet locks hang waving on her cheek ;

Her cheeks fae ruddy, ?.nd her een fae clear

;

And ! her mouth's like ony hinny-pear.
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Neat, neat me was, in buftine waftecoat clean,

As (he came fkiffing o'er the dewy green.

Blythfome, I cry'd, My bonny Meg, come here
;

1 ferly wherefore ye're fae foon afteer :

But I can guefs ye're gawn to gather dew :

She fcowr'd awa, and faid, What's that to you ?

Then fare ye weell, Meg-dorts, and e'ens you like*

I carelefs cry'd ; and lap in o'er the dyke.

I trow, when that .fhe faw, within a crack,

She came wi' a right thievlefs errand back ;

Mifca'd me firft,—-then bad me hound my dog

To wear up three waff ews ftray'd on the bog.

I leugh, and fae did (he ; then wi' great haftc

I clafp'd my arms about her neck and wafte,

About her yielding wafte, and took a fouth.

Of fvveeteft kiffes frae her glowand mouth.

While hard and faft I held her in my grips

My very faul came louptng to my lips,
'

Sair, fair fhe flet wi' me 'tween ilka fmack ;

^But well I kend fhe meant nae as fhe fpake.

Dear Roger, when your jo puts on her gloom,

Do ye fae too, and never fafh your thumb.

Seem to forfake her, foon (he'll change her moods

Gae wok anither, and fhe'll gang clean wood.
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SANG II. Fy gar rub her o'er <w? Jlrae,

Dear Roger , ifyour Jenny geek,

And anflwer kindnefs cwi
y aflight?

Seem unconcerned at her neglecl :

For 'women in a man delight

;

But them defpife ivho're Joon defeat>

And ewi y afmple face gi
y
'way

To a repidfe—Then be not blate;

Pyfl? bauldly on, a?id nvin the day*

When maidens, innocently young,

Say aften 'what they never mean,

Nevermind their pretty lying tongue9

But tent the language o
y
their een »

If thefe agree, andjhe perfifi

To anflwer a 1 your love <wi
y
hate,

Seek eljcwhere to be better blejl,

And let herfgh 'when it's too late*

Rog. Kind Patie, now fair fa* your hone ft heart

*

Ye're ay fae cadgy, and ha'e fie an art <v

To hearten ane: For now, as clean's a leek,

YeVe cherifrYd me, fince ye began to fpeak.

Sae, for your pains, I'll make ye a propine,

(My mither, reft her faul! fhe made it fine)

A tartan plaid fpun of good hawflok woo%

Scarlet and green the fets, the borders blew9
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Wi' fpraings like goiid and filler, crofs'd wi' black*

I never had it yet upon my back.

Weel are ye wordy o't, who ha'e fae kind

Red np my reve'ld douhts, and clear'd my mind.

Pat. Well, hald ye there :---and fince ye've

frankly made

A prefent to me of your braw new plaid,

My flute's be yours ; and me too that's fae nice,

Shall come a will, gif ye'll tak my advice.

Rog. As ye advife, I'll promife to obferv't,

But ye maun keep the,flute, ye bell deferv't.

Now tak it out and gie's a bonny fpring

;

For I'm in tift to hear you play and fing.

Pat. But firft we'll tak a turn up to the height

And fee gif a' our flocks be feeding right

;

By that time bannocks, and a fnave of cheefe,

Will make a breakfaft that a laird might pleafe ;

Might pleafe the dantiefl gabs, were they fae wife

To feafon meat wi* health in (lead of fpice.

When wc hae taen the grace drink at this well,

I'll whittle fine, and fing t'ye like myfell.

SCENE II.

A Jlowrie Ifoavm between ttva verdant braesy

Where lajfes lift U <wajb andfpread their claes p
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A trotting buniie whimpllng thro
1
the ground,

Its channelpeebles Jhlningfaiooth and round ;

Here view twa barefoot beauties, clean and clear ;

Firft pieafeyour eye, next gratifyyour ear ;

While JENNY whatfye wi/Jies difcommends,

And MEG, with betterfenfe, true love defends.

PEGGf and JENNT^
jen.tT^iOME, Meg-, let's fa' to wark upon this

Vl> green,

This {hirilng day will breach our linen clean ;

The water clear, the lift unclouded blue,

Will male them like a lily wet wi' dew.

Peg. Gae farer up the burn to Habbie's How
#

-

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 fingan din ;

A pool breaft deep, beneath as clear as glafs,

KiiTes wi' eafy whirles the bord'ring grafs :

We'll end our warning while the morning's cool;

And when the day grows het, we'll to the pool*

There wafh ouffells.*--lt's healthfti* now in May,

And fweetly cauler on fae warm a day.

J'en> DaftlalTie, when we're naked, what'll ye fay,

Gif our twa herds come brattling down < the brae?
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And fee us fae ? That jeering fallow Pate

Wad taunting fay, Haith, lalTes, ye're no blate.

Peg. We're far frae ony road, and out o' fight;

The laiis they're feeding far beyont the height.

But tell me now, dear Jenny, (we're our lane)

What gars ye plague your wooer wir
difdain I

The nibours a' tent this as well as I,

That P.oger loes ye, yet ye carena by.

What ails ye at him ? Troth* between us twia,,

He's wordy you the beft day e'er ye faw.

Jen. I dinna like him, Peggy, there's an cnd£

A herd mail* fheepifh yet I never kend.

He kaims his hair indeed, and gaes right fnug,

Wi' ribbon-knots at his blew bonet lug,

Whilk penfily he wears a thought a-jee,

And fpreads hrs garters dic'd beneath his knee jf

He faulds hi& o'erlay down his breaft wi' care.

And few gangs trigger to the kirk or fair :

For a' that, he can neither frng nor fay.

Except, Ho<w (Tye ? or There's a honny da}.

Peg. Ye da(h the lad wi' conftant flightingpride?

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 (he's auld ?

.Like dauted wean, that farrows at its meat,

Thst for fome fecklef* whim will orp
1

and great:
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}

The lave laugh at it, til] the dinger's pa ft ;

And fyne the fool thing is oblig'd tQ fait,

Or.fcart anither's leavings at the lad.

SANG III. Polwart on the green.

'The dorty will repent,

If lover's heart grow cauld'$

And na?ie herfmiles will tent,

Soon as herface looks auld.

The dauted bairn thus taks the pet,

Nor eats, th<? hunger crave ;

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'd9

Thefool thing is oblig'd to faft,

Or eat what they've refus'd.

Fy ! Jenny, think, and dinna fit your time.

Jen. I never thought a nngk life a crime.

Peg. Nor I :—but love in whifpers let us ken,

That men were made for us, and we for men.

Jen. If Roger is my jo, he kens himfell,

For fick t tale I never heard him tell.

He glowrs and fighs, and I can guefs the caufe ;

iBut wha's oblig'd to fpell his hums and Jjaws^
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Whene'er he likes to tell his mind mair plain,

I'ie 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.

Peg. Be doing your wa's ; for me, I have a mind

To be as yielding as my Patie's kind.

Jen. Heh,lafs! how can ye loo that uattk-lkuil?

A very de'il k triat ay maun ha'e his will.

We'll ibon hear tell what a poor fighting life

You twa will lead, fae foon's ye're man and wife.

SANG IV. dear mither, what fall I do 3

dear Peggy, love's beguiling.

We ought not to truji his fmiling ;

Betterfar to do as I do,

Left a harder luck betide you.

Lajfes, nvhen theirfancy's carried,

Think of nought but to be i?>arried :

Jxunning to a life defrays

Hartjome, free, andyouthft joys.

Peg. I'll rin the riik; nor ha'e I ony fear.

But rather think ilk langfome day a year,

Till I wi' pleafure mount my bridal bed,

Where on my Patie's breait I'll lean my head.

There we may kiis as Jang- as kiffing's good,

And what we do there's nane dare .ca' it rud$,
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He's get his will : Why no' ? It's good my part

To gi' him that, and he'll gi'e me his heart.

Jen. He may indeed, for ten or fifteen days*

Mak meikle o' ye wi' an unco fraife,

And daut you baith afcre fowk and your lane :

But foon as his newfanglenefs is gane,

He'll look upon you as his tether-ftake,

And think he's tint his freedom for your fake.

Inltead then oflang days of fweet delyte,

Ae day be dumb, and a' the neift he'll flyte ;

And may be, in his bariikhoods, ne'er ftik

To lend his loving wife a loundering lick.

Peg. Sic coarfc-fpun thoughts as thae want

pith to move

My fettled mind, I'm o'er far gane in love.

Patie to me is dearer than my breath,

But want of him, I dread nae other fkaith.

There's nane of a' the herds that tread the g^eca

Has fie a fmile, or fie twa glancing een ;

And then he fpeaks wi' fie a taking art,

His words they thirle like mufic throw my heart*

How blythly can he fport, and gently rave,

And jell at fecklefs fears that fright the lave I

Ilk day that he's alane upon the hill,

He reads fell books that teach him meikle fkill.
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He is but what need I fay that or this ?

I'd fpend a month to tell ye what he is I

In a' he fays or does, there's fie a gate,

The red: feems coofs, compar'd to my dear Pate.

His better fenfe will lang his love fecure :

Ill-nature heffs in fauls that's weak and poor.

Jen. Hey bony lafs of Brankfomei or'.t be lang-

Your witty Pate will put you in a fang.

O ? it's a pleafing thing to be a bride
;

Syne whingeing getts about your ingle -fide,

Yelping for this or that wi' fafheous din :

To mak them brats then ye maun toil and fpinv

Ae wean fa's fick, ane fcads itfell wi' broe,

Ane breaks his fhin, anither tines his fhoe :

The deel gaes our Jock Wabfter, hame grows hell.

When Pate mifca's ye war than tongue can tell.

PEGGY.

SANG V. How can I hefad onmyweddiw-day?

HowJhall I hefad when a hajhand Ihaey

That has betterfenfe than ony ofthae

Sour weak filly fallows, thatfluay, likefools

,

Tofink their ainjoy, and mak their wivesftools.

The man who isprudent ne'er lightlies his wife.

Or wi' dull reproaches encouragesfiri/e ;
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He praifes her virtues, and never abufe

Herfor afmallfailing, hutfind an excufe.

Yes, it's a hartfome thing to be a wife,

When round the ingle -edge young fprouts are rife-,

Gif I'm fae happy, I fhall ha'e delight

To hear their little plaints, and keep them right.

Wow ! Jenny, can there greater pleafure be,
,

Than fee fie wee tots tooling at your knee

;

When a' they ettle at, th^ir greateft wilh,

Is to be made of, and obtain a kiis ?

Can there be toil in tainting day and night

The like of them, when love makes care delight?

Jen. But poortith, Peggy, is £he warft of a':

Gif o'er your heads ill chance mould begg'ry draw,

But little love or canty chear can come

Frae duddy doublets and a pantry toom.

Your nowt may die ; the fpate may bear away

Frae aff the howms your dainty rocks of hay.

—

The thick blawn wreaths of fnaw, or bafhly thows,

May fmoor your wathers, and may rot your ews„

A dyvour buys your butter, woo, and cheefe,

But, or the day of payment, breaks and flees:

Wi' glooman brow the laird feeks in his rent,

It's not to gie
;

your, merchant's to the bent %
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His honour manna want, he poinds your gear i

Syne, driv'n frae houfe and hauld, where will ye

fteer?

Dear Meg, be wife, and live a fingle life
;

Troth it's nae mows to be a married wife.

Peg. May fie ill luck befa' that filly me

W-ha has fie fears, for that was never me.

Let fowk bode well, and drive to do their benV

Nae mair's requir'd; let heav'n make out the reit.

I've heard my honeft uncle aften fay,

That lads fhou'd a' for wives that's virtuous pray;

For the maift thrifty, man never could get

A weel-ftor'd room, unlefs his wife wad let.

Wherefore nocht (hall be wanting on my part,

To gather wealth to raife my fhepherd's heart.

Whate'er he wins, I'll- guide wi canny care,'

And win the vogue at market, trone, or fair,

Forhalefome, clean, cheap, and fufficient ware-

A 'flock of lambs, cheefe, butter, and fome woo,

Shall frrft be fald, to pay the laird his due;

Syne a' hehind's our aim-—Thus, without fear,

Wi' love and ruth we throw the warld will fteer
«'

And when my Pate in bairns and gear grows rife,

He'll blefs the day he gat me for his wife.

Jen. But what if fome young giglet on the green $ ~

Wi' dimpled cheeks, and tw» bewitching een,

J
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3hou'd gar your Patie think his half- worn Me g

And her kind kifles, hardly worth a feg?

Peg. Nae mairof 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' fclidity of mind.

They'll reafon calmly, and wi' kindnefs fmilet

When our fhort pafiions wad our peace beguife.

Sae whenfoe'er they flight their maiks at hame,

It's ten to ane the wives are maift to blame.

Then I'll employ wi* pleafure a' my art

To keep him chearfu', and fecure his heart.

At ev'n, when he comes weary frae the hill,

I'll ha'e a' things made ready to his will.

In winter, when he toils thro' wind and rain,

A bleezing ingle, and a clean hearth-ftane :

And foon as he flings by his plaid and ftaft,

The feething pat's be ready to take aff

:

Clean hag-a-bag I'll fpread upon his board,

And ferve him wi' the beft we can afford.

Good-humour, and white bigonets, (hall be

Guards to my face, to keep his love for me.

. Jen. A difli of married love right foon grows"

cauld,

A?id dozens down to nane as fowk grow auld,

E
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Peg. But we'll grow auld together, and ne'er find

The lofs of youth, when love grows on the mind.

Bairns and their bairns mak fure a firmer tye

Then ought to love the like of us can fpy.

See yon twa elms that grow up fide by fide ;

Suppofe them, fome years fyne, bridegroom and

bride
;

Nearer and nearer ilka year they've preft,

Till wide their fpreading branches are incrcaft

And in their mixture now are fully bleft.

This fheilds the other frae the eaftlen blaft,

That in return defends it frae the waft.

Sic as ftand fingle,—(a ftate fae lik'd by you !)

Beneath ilk ftorm, frae every airth, maun bow.

Jen. I've done—I yield, dear laffie, I mauft

yield ;

Your better fenfe has fairly won the field,

With the affi (lance of a little fae,

Lyes darn'd within my bread this mony a day.

SANG VI. Nanffs to tbe green-wood gane*

Jyield, dear lajjie, you have <voon ;

And there is nae denying,

Thatfure as light fonus frae thefun9
-

Frat love proceeds complying*
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For a* that <we cdn do or fay

'Gainjl love, nae thinker heeds us :

They ken our bofoms lodge thefae

That by the heart-firings leads us.

Peg. Alakei poor pr'I'ner !—Jenny, that's no

fair,

That ye'll no let the wee thing tak the air :

Hafte, let him out ; we?
l.l tent as weel's we can,

Gif he be Bauldy's or poor Roger's man.

Jen. Anither time's as good ;— for fee the fun

Is right far up, and we're no yet begun

Tofraith the graith;-—ifcanker'd Madge our aunt

Come up the burn, fhe'll gie's a wicked rant.

But when we're done, I'll tell you a' my mind ;

i^or this feems true,—nae lafs can be unkind.

Exeunt?

End of the First Act.

ACT II.

SCENE, I.

Afnug thack-houfe, before the door a green :

Hens on the midding, ducks in dubs arefeen.
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On thisjidejlands a barn, on that a byre :

Apeet-Jlackjoins, andforms a ruralfqitare.

The houfe is Gland's:—thereyou may fee him lean$

And to his divotfeat invite his friend.

GLAUD and ST MO N.

G L A U D.

GOod-morrow,nibourSymon;--come,fitdowis,

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 baffen'd quey°

I'll warrant ye've coft a pund of cut and dry ;

X,ug out your box, and gi's a pipe to try.

Sym. Wi'a' my heartj-r-and tent me now,auld

boy,

I've gather'd news will kittle your mind wi' joy.

] cou'dna reft till I came o'er the burn,

To tell ye things ha'e taken fik a turn,

Will gar qur vile oppreffors Hand like fleas,

And fkulk in hidlings on the hether braes.

G/a- Fy, blaw ! ah, Syme, ratling chiels ne'er

ftand '

Tp deck and fpread the groffeft lies ajf-hand.
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Whilk foon flies round, like will-fire, far and near:

But loofe your poke, be't true or falfe let's hear.

Sy?n. Seeing's believing, Glaud; and I ha'e feen

Hab, that abroad has with our mailer been
;

Our brave good mailer, wha right wifely fled,

And left a fair eftate, to fave his head :

Becaufe ye ken fou well he bravely chpfe

To Hand his liege's freind wi' great Montrofe.

Now Cromwell's gane td Nick; and ane ca'd Monk

Has play'd the Rumple a right flee begunk,

Reftor'd KingCwARLEs, and ilka thing's in tune:

And Habby fays, we'll fee Sir William foon.

SANG VII. Cauld kail in Aberdeen,

^
Cauld be the rebels cafl t

Oppreffors bafe qnd bloody;

I hope nveUlfee them at the lajl

Strung a' up in a woody.

Bleft be he ofworth andfenfe,

Aud ever high inflation,

That bravelyflands in the defence,

Ofconfcienee king and nation.

Gla. that maks me blyth indeed!-- But dinna flaw;

Tell o'er your news again, and fvvear tiPt a'

:
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And faw ye Hab ! And what did Halbert fay I

They ha'e been e'en a dreary time away.

Now God be thanked that our laird's come hame

And his eftate, fay, he can eithly claim ?

Sym. They that hag-raid us till our guts did
grane,

Like greedy bairt, dare nae mair do't again ;

And good Sir William fall enjoy his ain.

Gla* And may he- lang ; for never did he ftent

Us in our thriving, wt* a racket rent

:

Nor grumbPd, if ane grew rich; or fhar ?d to raife

Our mailens when we pat on funday's claiths.

Sym. Nor wad he lang, with fenfelefs faucy air,

Allow our lyart noddles to be bare.

« l Pot on your bonnet, Symon ;—tak a feat.—.

« How's a* at hame?—-How's Elfpa ? how does

Kate?

« How fell's black pttle?—-what gie's woo this

year?

—

And fic-like kindly queftions wad he fpeer.

SANG. VIII. Mucking of Geord/s byre.

The lairdwha in riches and honour

Wad thrive, foould be kindly andfret*

Nor rack his poor tenants ivha labour

To rife aboonpoverty s
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Elfe like the pack-borfe thafs unfother
f
d,

And burdin'd, ivill tumble down faint:

Thus virtue by hardjbip is/mother'

d

9

And rackers aft tine their rent.

Gla. Then wad he gar his butler bring bedeen

The nappy bottle ben, and glafies clean,

Whilk in our breaft rais'd fie a blythfome flame,

As gart me mony a time gae dancing hame.

My heart's e'en rais'd i Dear nibour, will ye ftay.

And tak your dinner here wi' me the day ?

We'll fend for Elfpa too and upo' fight, i

I'll whittle Pate and Roger frae the hight :

I'll yoke my fled, and fend to the neift town,

And bring a draught of ale baith ftout and brown,

And gar our cottars a', man, wife, and wean,

Drink till they tine the gate to fland their lane.

Sym. I wadna bauk my friend his bly th defign ?

Gif that it hadna firft of a' been mine:

For heer-yeftreen I brew'd a bow of maut,

iTeftreen I flew twa wathers, prime and fat

;

A firlot of good cakes my Elfpa beuk,

And a large ham hiRgs reefting i' the nook:

I faw my fell or I came o'er the loan,

Our meickle pat that fcads the whey put on,

A mutton-bouk to boil:—and ane we'll roaft;

And on the haggies Elfpa fpares nae coll 1
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Sma' are they fhorn, and Cat can mix fu' nice

The gufty ingans wi' a curn of fpice ;

Fat are the puddings,—heads arid feet weel fung.

And we've invited nibours auld and young,

To pafs this afternoon wi' glee and game,

And drink our mailer's health and welcome-hame.

Ye mauna then refufe to join the 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.

Gla. Spoke like ye'rfell, auld-birky; never fear

But at your banquet I mall firfx appear.

Faith we (hall bend the bicker, and look bauld9

Till we forget that we are fail'd or auld.

Auld, faid Ii troth I'm younger be a fcore,

Wi' your good news, than what I was before,

I'll dance or e'en! Hey, Madge! come forth: d'ye

hear?

Enter MADGE.
Mad. The man's gane gyte! Dear Symon, wel-

come here.

What wad ye, Glaud, wi' a' this hade and din?

Ye never let a body fit to fpin.

Gla. Spin! fnuff—Gae break your wheel, and

burn your tow,

A ad fet the meikleft peet-ftack in a low;
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Syne dance about the bane-fire till ye dee,

Since now again we'll foon Sir William fee.

Mad. Blyth news indeed ! And wha was't tald

you o't

!

Gla. What's that to you ?—Gae get my fun-

day's coat;

Wale out the whiteil of my bobbit bands,

My white-flan hofe, and mittons for my hands

3

Then frae their wafhin cry the bairns in hafte,

And mak ye'rfellsas trig, head, feet, and wafte,

A s ye were a' to get young lads or e'en

;

For we're gaun o'er to dine wi' Sym bedeen.

Sym. Do, honed Madge :—and Glaud, I'll

o'er the gate,

And fee that a' be done as I wad hae't.

Exeunt,

SCENE II.

The open field.---A cottage in a glen.

An auld 'wife [pinning at thefunny end———

At afmall difance, by a blafed tree,

' With fauhkd arms, and kaff-raifd'books',-
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B AULDT his lam.

WHat's this I canna bear't! its war than

hell,

To be fae brunt wi' love, yet darna tell!

Peggy, fweeter than the dawning day,

Sweeter than gowany glens, or new-mawn hay;

Blyther than lambs that frifk out o'er the knows,

Straighter than ought that in the foreft grows :

.Her een the cleareft blob of dew outfhines;

The lily in her bread it beauty times.

Herlegs, herarms, hercheeks, her mouth her een,

Will be my dead, that will be fhortly feen!

For Patelooes her,—-wae's me i and The looesPa-tej

And I wi' Neps, by fome unlucky fate,

Made a daft vow;—O but ane be a beaft

That maks rafli aiths till he's afore the prieft!

1 darna fpeak my mind, elfe a' the three,

But doubt, watd prove ilk ane my enemy.

Its 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 cantrips, and gi' me advice.

She can o'ercaft the night, and cloud the moon,

And mak the deils obedient to her crune.

At midnight hours^ o'er the"kirk -yards (he raves,





^iiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiwiiiiwE



The GENTLE SHEPHER D. 43

Andhowks unchriilen'd weans out of their graves;

Boils up their livers in a warlock's pow,

Rins witherfhines 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 taids and fnakes :

Of this unfonfy pictures aft ihe makes

Of ony ane (he hates,—and gars expire

Wi* flaw and racking pains afore a fire

:

Stuck fu' of prins, the devilim pictures melt;

The pain, by fowk they reprefent, is felt.

And yonder's Maufe ; ay, ay, fhe kens fu* weel,

When ane like me comes running to the dei'l.

She and her cat fit beeking in her yard ;

To fpeak my errand, faith amaift I'm feared :

But I maun do't, though I fhould never thrive ;

They gallop faft that de'il's and lafes drive.

Exit

SCENE III.

Agreen kaill-yard ; a littlefount';

Where water poplandfprings ;

Therefits a wife with wrinkPdfront%

AndyetJbe fp ins -andfings .
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M A V S E.

SANG IX. Carle, an' the kin? come,

Peggy, now the king's come,

Peggy, now the king's come ;

Thou may dance, and Ifoalljing,

Peggy,Jince the king's come.

Nae mair the hanvkiesJloalt thou milk,

But change thy plaiding-coatJbrjilk,

And he a lady ofthat ilk,

Now, Peggy, fince the king's come.

Enter B A U L D T.

Baul T T O W does auld honeft lucky of the

J. JL
gjen

?

Ye look baith. hail and fere at threefcore ten.

Mau. E'en twining out a threed wi' little din,

And beeking my cauld limbs afore the fun.

What brings my bairn this gate fae air at morn ?

Is there nae muck to lead ?—to threfh nae corn-

Baal. Enough of baith :—but fomething that

requires

Your helping hand, employs now a' my cares.

Man. My helping hand ! alake what can I do»

That underneath baith eild and poortith bow?
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Baul. Ay, but ye're wife, and wifer far than we

Or maift part of the parim tells a lie.

Mau. Of what kind wifdom think ye I'm pof-

feft,

That lifts my character aboon the reft ?

Baul The word that gangs, how ye're fae wife

and fell,

Ye'll may be tak it ill gif I fhou'd tell.

Mau. Whatfowk fayofme, Bauldy,letmehw'ar;'

Keep naething up, ye naething ha'e to fear.

Baul. Weel, fince ye bid me, I mail tell ye a'

That ilk ane talks about ye, but a flaw. -

When lafl the wind made Glaud a roofkfs barn;

When lafl; the burn bore down my mither's yarn ;

When Brawny elf-mot never mair came hame

;

When Tibby kirn'd, and there nae butter came;

When Belly Freelock's chuffe-cheeked wean

To a fairy turn'd, and cou'd na ftand its lane ;

When Watie wander'd ae night thro* the fhaw,

And tint himfelf amaift among the fnaw ;

When Mungo'smare flood {kill, and fwatwi' fright,

When he brought eaft the howdy under night

;

When Bawly {hot to dead upon the green,

And Sara tint a fp.ood was nae mair feen :

You, Lucky, gat the wyte of a* fell out,

And ilk ane here dreads ye a* round about i
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And fae they may that mint to do ye fkaitb ;

For me to wrang ye, I'll be very laith :

But when I neilt mak grots, I'll ftrive to pleafe

You wi' a furlot of them, mixt wi' peafe.

Mau. I thank ye, lad.—Now tell me your

demand,

And, if I can, I'll lend my helping hand.

Baul. Then I like Peggy.-—Neps is fond of

me.

—

Peggy likes Pate ;—and Pate is bauld and flee

And looesfweet Meg.— But Neps Idownafee.-

Cou'd ye turn Patie's love to Neps, and then

Peggy's to me,— I'd be the happieft man.

Mau. I'll try my art to gar thebowls row right;

Sae gang your ways, and come again at night j

^Gainil; that time I'll fome fimple things prepare,

Worth a' your peafe and grots ; tak ye nae care.

Baul. Well, Maufe, I'll come, gif I the road

can find :

But if ye raife the de'il, he'll raife the wind ;

Syne rain and thunder, may be, when it's late,

Will mak the night fae mirk, I'll tine the gate.

We're a* to rant in Symie's at a feaft,

O! will ye come like Badrans, for ajeft j

And there ye can our different 'haviours fpy %

There's nane fhall ken o't there but you and I.
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Mau. It's like I may ;—but let na on what's paft

'Twecn you and me, elfe fear a kittle caft.

Baul. If I ought o' your fecrets e'er advance,

May ye ride on me ilka night to France.

Exit Bauldy.

MA US E her lane.

Hard luck, alake ; when poverty and eild,

'Weeds out of fafhion, and a lanely beild :

Wi' a fma' caft of wiles, mould in a twitch,

Gi' ane the hatefu' name, A wrinkled witch.

This fool imagines, as do mony fie,

That I'm a wretch in compact wi' Auld Nic ;

Becaufe by education I was taught

To fpeak and a£t aboon their common thought.

Their grofs miftake fhall quickly now appear ;

Soon fhall they ken what brought, what keeps me

here;

Nane kens but me;—and, if the morn were come

'11 tell them tales will gar them a' fmg dumb.

Exit.

SCENE IV.

Behind a tree, upon the plain,

Pate and his Peggv metj
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In lovey without a viciousJiain,

The bonny lafs and chearfu* fwain,

Change vows and kijfes fiveet.

P AT I E and P E G G T.

Peg. f~\ Patie, let me gang, I mauna ftay,

V^ We're baith cry'd hame, and Jenny

file's away.

Pat. I'm laith topart fae foon ; now we're alane,

And Roger he's awa wi' Jenny gane :

They're as content, for ought I hear or fee,

To be alane themfelves, I judge, as we.

Here, where Primrofes thickeft paint the green,

Hard by this little burnie let us lean.

Hark how the lav'rocks chant aboon our heads I

How faft the welllin winds fough thro' the reeds;

Peg. The fcented meadows,—birds,—and heal-

thy breeze,

.
For ought I ken, may mair than Peggy pleafe.

Pat. Ye wrang me fair, to doubt my being kind

In fpeaking fae, ye ca' me dull and blind ;

Gif I could fancy ought fae fweet or fair

As my dear Meg, or worthy of my care.

Thy breath is fweeter than the fweeteft brier

;

Thy cheek and breait the fineft ilow'rs appear.
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Thy words excel the maid delightfu' notes

That warble thro* the merl or mavis' throats.

Wi' thee I tent nae flow'rs that bufk the field,

Or rip ell berries that our mountains yield.

The fweeteft fruits that h'ing upon the tree,

Are far inferior to a kifs of thee*

Peg, But Patrick, for fome wicked end, ma;f

fleech,

And lambs fhou'd tremble when the foxes preach;

I darna May;—-ye joker, let me gan<

Anither lafs may gar ye change y<

Your thoughts may flit, and I may

wrang.

Pat. Sooner a mother mall her fondnefs drap,

And wrang the bairn fits fmiling on her lap
;

The fun fhall change, the moon to change (hail

ceafe,

The gaits to cllm,—-tlie meep to yield the fleece,

Ere ought by me be either faid or done,

Shall fkaith our love ;— I fwear by a' aboon.

Peg. Then keep your aith :—But mony Jadf

will fwear,

And bemanfworn to twa in half a year*

Now I believe ye like me wonder weel

;

But if a fairer face your heart mou'd (leal-,

' ' G '

gang ;

rotir fang ; $

lay thole the S
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Your Meg, fbrfaken, bootlefs might relate

How me was dauted anes by faithlefs Pate.

Pat. I'm' Cure 1 canna change ;
ye needna fear;

Tho' we're but young, I've loo'd you mony a year.

I mind it weel, when thou cou'dft hardly gang,

Or lifp out words, I choos'd you frae the thrang

Of a' the bairns, and led thee by the hand,

Aft to the Tanfy-know, or rafhy-ftrand,

Thou fmiling by my fide : 1 took delite

To pu' the rallies green, wi' roots fae whits ;

Of which, as well as my young fancy cou'd,

Tor thee I plet a flow'ry belt and fnood.

Peg. When firft thou gade wi' fhepherds to the

hill,

And I to milk the ews firft try'd my fkill j

To bear a leglen was nae toil to me,

When at the bought at e'en I met with thee.

Pat. When corns grew yellow, and the hether

bells

Bloom'd bonny on the moor and rifing fells,

Nae birns, or briers, or whins, e'er troubl'd me,

Gif I cou'd find blae-berries ripe for thee.

Peg. When thou didft wreftle, run, or put the

ftane,

JUdwan the day, my heart was flightering faiat
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At a' thae fports thou ftill gave joy to me ;

tor nane can wrellle, run, or put with thee.

Pat. Jenny fings faft the Broom ofCowdenknows^

And Rofie lilts the Milking ofthe eius.;

There's nane like Nanfy, Jenny Nettles fings;

At turns in Maggy Lauder, Marrion dings ;

But when my Peggy fings, wi* fweeter fkill,

The Beat-man, or the Lafs of Patie's Mill,

It is a thoufand times mair fweet to me,;

T-ho' they fing weel, they canna fing like>thee.

Peg. How eith can laffes trow what they defiref

And roos'd by them we love, blaws up that fire:

But wha loves bed, let time and carriage try ;

Be conftant, and my love fhall time defy.

Be ilillasnow; and a' my care fhall be,

How to contrive what pleafant is for thee.

TJoeforegoing,'with a ./mall variation^ wasfmjg at

the afting asfollows*

S A N G X. 'The Yellow-haired ladk.

$Vhenfirft my dear ladie gade to thegreen hill,

And I at ew-milking firjlfey'd myyoung fill,

To bear the ??iilk-bowie nae pain was to me,

fVhen I at the blightingforgather'\d wi
1

thee,.
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P A T I E.

When corn-rigs wav'dyellow, and blue hether-belk

Bloonfd bojiny en moorland, and fweet rifing fells

Nae birns, briers, or breckens, gave trouble to me

JfIfound tbe berries right ripen*dfor thee,

Peggy.
When tbou ran, or wrefled, or putted thefane,

And came aff tbe viclor, my heart was ayfain:

"Thy ilkafport manly gave pieafire to me ;

For nane can putt, ivrefle, or run Jwift 9 as thee.

P A T I E.

Our Jennyfmgsfaftly the Cowden-broom-lcnows,

AndRofey lilts fweetly the milking of the ews ;

"There'sfew Jenny Nettles like Nanfy canftng ;

At Thro'-the-wood-ladie, Befgars our lugs ring;

But when my dear Peggyfmgs nvi betterfill,

"The Boat-man,Tweed-fide, ortheLais ofthe mill.

It's many times fveeter and pleafant to me ;

For the? theyjirg nicely, tbey cannot like thee.

Peggy
Ifoiv eafy can lafes trow tvhat they defire !

And praifes fae kindly increafes love'sfire :

Gi'e mefill this pleafure, myfudyfmll he%

To ?nake myflfbetter andfweeter for thee.
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Pat. Wert thou a glglet gawky like the lave,

That little better than our nowt behave ;

Atnaughtthey'll ferly, fenfelefs tales believe;

Be blyth for filly heights, for trifles grieve :

Sic ne'er cou'd win my heart, that kenna how

Either to keep a prize or yet prove true,

But thou, in better fenfe, without a flaw,

As in thy beauty, far excels them a' :

Continue kind ; and a' my care fiiall be,

How to contrive what pleafing is for thee.

Peg. Agreed.—But harken ! yon's auld aun-

ty's cry ;

I ken they'll wonder what can make us ftay.

Pat. And let them ferly —Now, a kindly kifs,

Or fivefcore good anes wad na be arnifs
;

And fyne we'll fing the fang wi' tuncfu' glee,

That Imade up lad bwk on you and me.

Peg. Sing firft, fine claim your hire.

fatirr.—— ~— - Wcll
> * a2ree*

SANG XL

Patie fings.

By the delicious <vjan?wefs of thy mouthy

Jlnd rowing eyes thatfmiling -tell the truth,
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Iguefs, my lajfie, that, as well as I,

Teu're madefor love ; and whyJhouldyou deny ?

Peggy fings.

But ken ye; lad, gin ive confefs o'erfoon,

Te think us cheap, andfyne the wooing's done ;

The maiden that o'er quickly tines her pow'r,

Like unripefruit, will tafle but hard andfowr.

P a t i x fings.

But gin they hing o'er lang upon the tree,

Theirfweetnefs they may tine ; andfae may y%

Red-cheekedyou completely ripe appear,

And I ha'e thold and woo'd a lang haff-year.

Peggie finging, falls into Patie's arms*

Then dinnapu' me; gently thus Ifa'

Into my Patie's arms, for good and cC9

But flint your wifhes to this kind embrace,

And mint naefarrer till we've got tbe grace*

Patie. (with his left hand about her waift.J)

charming armfu'l hence, ye cares* awa^
j

ril kifs my treafure a' the live-lang day ;
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A* night I'll dream my kijfes o'er again,

Till that day come that ye*11 be ay my ain.

Sung by both.

Sun, gallop down the weftlinfkies?

Cangfoon to bed, and quickly rife /

lajh yourfeeds, pojl time away,

And hafle about our brrdal day!

And ifye're wearied, honejl light,

Sleep, gin ye like, a week that night.

End of the Secon d act.

A C T III.

SCENE I.

Now turnyour eyes beyondyonfpreading time,

Andtenta man whofe beardfeems bleach'd wi'tim?;

An ehand fills his hand, his habit mean ;

Nae doubt ye'11 think he has a pedlar been.

But whifht I it is the knight in mafcurad,

That comes hid in this cloud tofee his lad.,
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Obferve how pleased the loyalfufferer moves

Thro' his auld av'news, anes delight/if groves.

Sir W ILL IAM folus.

r
| ''HE gentleman thus hid in low difguife,

*- I'll for a fpace unknown delight mine eye©

With a full view of every fertile plain,

Which once I Loft, which now are mine again.

Yet, 'midil my joys, profpe&s pain renew,

Whilft I my once fair feat in ruins view,

Yonder, ah me ! it defolately ftands,

Without a roof; the gates fallen from their bands?

The cafements all broke down ; no chimney leftj

The naked walls of tap'ilry all bereft i

My (tables and pavilions, broken walls,

That with each rainy blaft decaying falls :

My gardens, once adorn'd the moll complete,

With all that nature, all that art makes fweet 5

Where, round the figur'd green the peeble walks.

The dewy flowr's hang nodding on their ftalks ;

Eut, overgrown with nettles, docks, and briers,

No Jaccacinths or Englintons appear.

How do thofe ample walls to ruin yeild,

Where peach and necVrine branches found a beild,
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And bafk'd in rays, which early did produce

Fruit fair to view, delightful in the ufe!

All round in gaps, the mod in rubbifh ly,

And from what ftands the withered branches fly.

Thefe foon (hall be repair'd;—and novv my joy

• Forbids all grief,—when I'm to fee my boy,

My only prop, and object of my care,

Since heav'n too foon call'd home his mother fair:

Him, ere the rays of reafon clear'd his thought,

I fecretly to faithful Symon brought,

And charg'd him flrictly to conceal his birth,

Till we fhould fee what changing times brought

forth.

Hid from himfelf, he ftarts up by the dawn,

And ranges carelefs o'er the height a#d lawn,

After his fleecy charge, ferenely gay,

With other fhepherds, whittling o'er the day.

Thrice happy life, that's from ambition free !

Remov'd from crowns and courts, who cheerfully

A quiet contented mortal fpends his time,

In hearty health, his foul unfcain'd with crimes!

Orfung as follows.

SANG XII. Happy Clown.

Hidfrom himfelf, now by the dawn

He Jlarts as frejl? as rofcs blawn;

H
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And ranges o'er the heights and lawn

After his Meeting flocks.

Healthful., and innocently gay,

He chants and whifles out the days

Untaught to/mile, and then letrayt

Like courtly weathercocks.

JJfe happy ) fro?n ambition free.

Envy, and vile hypocrify,

Where truth and love with joys agree,

Unfullied 'with a crime :

Unmov'd with what d'ifturh the great

\

In propping oftheir pride andfate;

lie lives, and unafraid offate,

Contentedfpends his time.

Now tow'rds good Syrnon's houfe I'll bend my

way,

And fee what makes yon gamboling to-day;

All on the green, in a fair wanton ring,

My youthful tenants gayly dance and fmg.

Exit.

SCENE II.

It's- Symons houfe, pleafe toflep in,

And vijjy 't round and round;

There's noughtfuperfluous to give pat

n

9

Or coftly t& hefound.
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Yet all is clean: a clear peat-ingle

Glances amidjl the floor ;

*The green-horn fpoons, beecb-luggies mingle

On fkelfs foregainft the door.

While theyoung broodfport on the green ,

The auld anes think it beft,

IV? the brown co<w to clear their eent

Snuff, cracky and tack their reft.

STMON, GLAUD and ELSPA.

PI*** "T7C 7"E anes wcl*e young ourfels.—-I like^
to fee

The bairns bob rouud m* other mefrilie.

Troth, Symon, Patie's grown a ftrapan lacj.

And better looks than his I never bade.

Amang the lads he bears the grce awa',

And tells his tale the clevereft of them a'.

Eljp, Poor man! he's a great comfort to us bafth:

God mak him good, and hide him ay frae fkaith.

Jle is a bairn I'll fay't well worth our care,

That ga'e us ne'er vexation late or air.

Gla. I trow, goodwife, if I be not miita'cn,
-

)
He feems to be wi' Peggy's beauty ta'en. t
And troth my niece is a right dainty wean, J
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As ye weel ken : a bonnier needna be,

Nor better,—be't (he were nae kin to me.

Sj/m. Ha! Glaud, I doubt that Will nt'=r be

a match

:

My Patie's wild, and will be ill to catch

:

And or he were, for reafons I'll -no tell,

I'd rather be mixt wi' the mools myicli.

Gla. What reafon can yc have? there's nane,

I'm fure,

Unlefs ye may cafe up that (he's but poor

:

But gif the lafiie marry to my mind,

I'll be to her.as my ain Jenny kind.

Fourfcorc of breeding ew& of my ain birn,

Five ky that at ae milking fills a kirn,

I'll gi'e to Peggy that day (he's a bride ;

By and attour, gif my good luck abide,

Ten lambs at fpaining-time, as lang's I live,

And twa quey cawfs I'll early to them give.

jfclfp. Ye offer fair, kind Glaud; but dinna fpear

What may be is not fit ye yet fhou'd hear.

Sy?7i. Or this day aught days likely he mail learn,

That our denial difna flight his bairn.

Gla. Weel, nae mair o't ;—come, gi'es the o-

ther bend

;

We'll drink their healths, whatever way it end.
'
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Their healths gae round.

Sym. But will ye tell me, Glaud, by fome it's,

faid,

Your niece is but a foundling, that was laid

Down at your hallon-fide, ae morn in May,

Ricrht clean row'd up, and bedded on dry hay ?

Gla. That clattcran Madge, my titty, tells lie

flaws,

When'er our Meg her canker'd humour gaws.

Enter J E N N T.

*7en. O father! there's an auld man on the green,

The felleii fortune-teller e'er- was feen :

He tents our loofs, and (yne whops out a book,

Turns o'er the leaves, and gi'es our brows a look;

Syne tells the dddeft talcs that e're ye heard.

His head is grey, and lang and grey his beard, ..

Sym. Gae bring him in; we'll hearwhar. he

can fay:

Nane (hall gang hungry by my houie to-day.

Exit Jenny.

But for his telling fortunes, troth I fear

He kens nae mair of that than my grey-ir.-ar.
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Gla. Spae-men ! the truth of a' their faws I

doubt;

For greater liars never ran thereout.

Returns Jenny, bringing in Sir William ;

with them Patie.

Sym. Ye're welcome,honeft carle; here taka feat.

S. Wil. I give ye thanks, goodman; Pfe no be

blate.

Glaud drinks.

Come t'ye, friend:—How far came ye the day?

S. Wil. I pledge ye, nibour; -e'en but little way:

Roulted wi* eiid. a wee piece gate feems lang

;

Twa mile or three's the maid that I dow gang.

Sym. Ye're welcome here to flay a* night wi* me»

And tak fie bed and board as wi' can gie.

S. Wil. That's kind unfought.—-Well, gin ye

ha'e a bairn

That ye like weel, and wad his fortune learn.

I (hall employ the farther! of my /kill

To fpae it faithfully, be't good or ill.

Symon pointing to Patie.

Only that lad;—alake! I ha'e nae mae*

Either to mak me joyfu' now or wae.



The GENTLE SHEPHERD. 6$

S. Wil. Young man, lets fee your hand;—what

gars ye fneer ?

Pat. Bccaufe your ikill's but little worth I fear.

S. Wil. Ye cut before the point.— But, Billy,

bide,

I'll wadger there's a moufe-mark on your fide.

Elf. Betoudi-us-too ?—and weel I wat that's

true;

Awa, awa ! the dell's our grit wi' you.

Four inch aneath his oxter is the mark,

Scarce ever feen fince he firft wore a fark.

S. Wil. I'll tell ye mair; if this young lad be

fpar'd

But a fhort while, he'll be a braw rich laird.

Elf, A laird!-—Hear ye, goodman? what think

ye now!

Sym. I dinna ken: ftrange auld man, what art

thou ?

Pair fa' your heart; it's good to bode of wealth:

Come turn the timmer to laird Patie's health.

Patie's health gaes round.

Pat. A laird of twa good whittles, and a kent,

Twa curs, my trufty tenants on the bent,
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Is a* my great eitate—and like to be.:

Sae cunning carle, ne'er break your jokes on me.

&p$. Whimr, Patie,—let the man look o'er

your band;

Aft-times as broken a fhip has come to land.

Sir William looks a little at Patie's hand, then <

counterfeitsfalling into a trance, while they

endeavour to lay him right.

Elf. Preserve's! the man's a warlock, or poffeft

Wi' fome nae good,-—or fecond fight, at leaft:

Where is he now ?- :—

Gla. Pie's feeing a' that's done

In ilka place, beneath or yont the moon.

Elf. Thae fecond- fighted fowl; (His peace be

here;)

See things far afF, and things to come, as clear

As I can fee my thumb.—Wow, can he tell

(Spear at him* foon as he comes to himfell)

How foon we'll fee Sir William? Whiiht, he

heaves,

And fpeaks cut broken words, like ane that

raves,

Sym. He'll foon grow better ;—Elfpa, hafte

ye, gae

And fill him up a tof8 of ufquebae.
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Sir William flarts up, and fpeaks.

A knight thatfor a LYONfought

Againfi a herd of hears.

Was to lang toil and trouble brought.

In which fome thoufandsfliares.

But now again the LYON rares,

Andjoy fpreads o'er the plain:

The LYON has defeat the bears.

The knight returns again.

That knight , in a few days,JJ?a/l bring

Afhepherdfrae the fauld>

Andflmll prefent him to his king,

Afubjeft true and bald.

He Mr Patfuck/W/ be calVd:

All you that hear vie now,

May well believe what I have tald

For itf7all happen true.

k:\-:sym. Friend, may your fpaeinghappen foon and

weel ;

But, faith, Pmredyou'vebargainMwi'thedei'l,

To tell fome tales that fowks wad fecretkeep :

Or do ye get them tald ye in your fleep ?

I
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S. Wil. Howe'cr I get them, never fafli yout

beard

;

Nor come 1 to redd fortunes for reward

;

But I'll lay ten to ane wi' ony here,

That all I prophefy fhall foon appear.

Sym. You prophefying fowks are oddkind men?

They're here that ken, and here that difna ken,

The whimpled meaning of your unco tale,

Whilkfoon will make a noifeo'er moor and dale.

G/a. It's nae fma' fport to hear how Sym be-

lieves,

And taks't forgofpel what thefpae-man give*

Of flawing fortunes, whilk he evens to Pate

:

But what we wim, we trow at ony rate.

& WiL Whifht, doubtfu' carle; for ere the fua

Has driven twice down to the fea,

What I have faid ye fhall fee done

In part, or nae mair credit me.

Gla. Weel, be't fae friends, Ifhallfaynaethmg

mair

;

But I've twa fonfy laffes young and fair,

Plump ripe for men : I wifh you cou'd forefec

Sic fortunes for them might prove joy to me.

S» Wil Nae mair throw' fecrets I can fift,

Till darknefs black the bent

:
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I have but anes a day that gift

;

Sae reft a while content.

Sym. Elfpa, call on the claith, fetch but fome

meat,

And of your beft gar this auld ftranger eat.

S. Wil. Delay a while your hofpitable care

;

I'd rather enjoy this ev'ning calm and fair,

Around yon ruin'd tow'r to fetch a walk,

With you, kind friend, to have fome private talk.

Sym. Soon as you pleafe I'll anfwer your defire :

And, Glaud, you'll tak your pipe befide the fire;

We'll but gae round the place, and foon be back,

Syne fup together, and tak our pint, and crack.

Glq. I'll out awhile, and fee the young anes play.

My heart's Hill light, albeit my locks be grey.

Extit

SCENE III.

JENNT pretends an errand ha?ne ;

Toung ROGER draps the reft.

To ivhijper out his melting flame,

And thonv his lajfie's breajl.

Behind a bufh, nveel hidfraefight, they meet :

See, Jenny'/ laughing ; Roger'/ Ufa to greet.

Poor Shepherd!
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ROGER and J E N N T.

Reg. T~"\EAR Jenny, I wad fpeak t'ye, wad
-**-* ye let

;

And yet I ergh ye're ay fae fcornfu' fet.

Jen. And what wad Roger fay, if he cou'J

fpeak .
?

Am I oblig'd to guefs what ye're to feek !

Rog. Yes, ye may guefs right eith for what I

grein,

^Baith by my fervke, fighs, and langing ecn.

And I man out wi't, tho' I rife your fcorn ;

I* Ye're never frae mythoughtsbaith ev'n and morn*

Ah ! cou'd I loo you lefs, I'd happy be j

'But happier far, cou'd you but fancy me.

Jen. And wha kens, honeft lad, but that I

may ?

Ye canna fay that e'er I faid you nay.

i Rog. Alake \ my frighted heart begins to fail^

Whene'er I mint to tell you out my tale,

For fear fome tighter lad, mair rich than I,

Has won your love, and near your heart may Iy;

Jen. I loo my father, coufin Meg I love

;

But to this day, nae man my mind could move :

Except my kin, ilk lad's alike to me ;

And frae ye a' I belt had keep mc free.
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Rog. Howlang, dearJenny ?--faynathat again;

What pleafure can ye tak in giving pain ?

I'm glad, however, that ye yet Hand free ;

Wha kens but ye may rue, and pity me ?

Jen. Ye have my pity elfe, to fee ye fet

On that whilk makes our fweetnefs foon forget.

Wow 1 but we're bonny, good, and every thing;

How fweet we breathe, whene're we kifs, or iing!

But we're nae fooner fools to gi'e con lent,

Th?.n we our daffin and tint pow'r repent ;

When pritbn'd in four wa's, a wife right tame,
r

g
Aitho' the firft, the greateft drudge at hame.

Rog. That only happens, #ien, for fake o'

gear,

Ane wales a wife as he wad buy a mear

:

Or when dull parents, bairns togetae" bind,

Of different tempers, that can ne'er prove kind

But love^ true downright love, engages me,

Tho' thou (hou'd fcorn,— ftill to delight in thee.

Jen. What Sugar'd word's frae wooers lips can

fa'!

But girning marriage comes and ends them a'.

I've feen, wi' Alining fair, the morning rife,

And foon the fleety clouds mirk a' the ikies.

I've fcen the filler fprings a while rin clear,

.
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And foon in mofly puddles difappear :

Thebridegroom may rejoice, the bride may fmile

But foon contentions a' their joys beguile.

Rog. I've feen, the morning rife wi' faireft light

The day unclouded fink in calmeft night.

I've feen a fpringrin whimpling thro' the plain,

Increafe andjoin the ocean without ftain.

The bridegroom may be blyth, the bride may

fmile ;

Rejoice thro' life, and a' your fears beguile.

Jen. Were I butfureyoulangwou'dlovemain-

tain,

The feweft words my eafy heart could gain :

For I maun own, fince now at lafl 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.

Rog. I'm happy now ! o'er happy
j had my

head!

This guil of pleafure's like to be my dead.

Come to my arms ! or Itrike me ! I'm a fiVd

Wi' wond'ring love ! let's kifs till we be ttr'd

Kifs, kifs ! we'll kifs the fun and {tarns away,

And ferly at the quick return o* day.

O Jtnny ! let my arms about thee twine,

And brifs thy bonny breads and lips to mine.
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Which may hefang asfallows,

SANG XIII. Leitb-wynd.

Jenny.

Were I ajjuredyou'd conjlant prove,

Tou faiould nae mair complain ;

The eafy mind, hefet wi' love,

\ Few words will quickly gain :

For I mujl own, nowfance you'reJree9

This toofond heart ofa mine,

Has langy a black-fole true to thee,

Wifb'd to be pair'd with thine,

Roger.
Pm happy now ; ah ! let my head

Upon thy breajl recline ;

The pieafarefarikes me near-hand deadj

Is Jenny thenfae kind P

let me brifs thee to my heart,

And round my arms entwine :

Delight/if thought ! we'll never part

Come, prefs thy mmth to mine,

Jen, With equal joy my eafy heart gi'es way,

To own thy wed-try'd love has won the day.
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Now, by thae warmeft kiffes thou haft tane,

Swear thus to love me when by vows made ane.

Rog. I fwear by fifty thoufand yet to come,

Or may the firft ane flrike me deaf and dumb;

There (hall not be a kindlier dawted wife,

If you agree wi' me to lead your life.

SANG XIV. Oer Bogie.

Jenny.

Weel, I agree, you're fare o* me ;

Next to myfather gae :

Mak him content togie confent,

He*11 hardly fay you nay :

For you have what he wad be at,

And will commendyou weel,

Since parents au/d think love grows cald9

When bairns wants milk and meal,

Should he deny, I carena by,

He'd contradic? in vain ;

Tho7
a my kin hadfaid andfworn,

But thee I will hae nane.

Then never range, nor learn to change-,

Like thofe in high degree ;

. And ifye provefaithful in love,

Tou 7Ufind naefault in me.
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Rog> My faulds contain twice fifteen forrow

Nowt,

As mony newcal in my byers rowt ;

Five pack of woo' I can at Lammas fell,

Shorn frae my bob-taiPd bleeters on the fell

:

Gude twenty pair o' blankets for our bed,

Wi' meikle care, my. thrifty mither made.

Ilk thing that maks a hartfome houfe and tight*

Was itill her care, my father's great delight.

They left me a* ; which now gie's joy to me,

Becaufe I can gi'e a, my dear, to thee :

And had I fifty times as meikle mair,

Nane but my Jenny fhou'd the famen fkair.

My love and a' is yours ; now had them faft*

And guide them as ye like, to gar them lafh

Jen. I'll do my belt— But fee wha cornea

this way,

Patie and Meg ;—befides I manna flay t

Let's Ileal frae ither now, and meet the morn %

If we be feen, we'll drie a deal o' fcorn.

Rog. To where the faugh-tree (hades the men-

nin-pool,

I'll frae the hill comedown, when day grows cool:

Keep trifte, and meet me there;-there let us meet

To kifs and tell our love ; -there's nought fae

fweet. K
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SCENE IV.

This fcene prefenis the KNIGHT and STM
Within a gallery of the place

>

Where a* looks ruinous andgrim ;

Nor has the Baron /heivn hisface,

Butjoking nvi' hisfhepherd leel,

Aft fpeers the gate he kensfu* nveel.

Sir WILLIAM and ST MO N.

S. Wil. r I ? O whom belongs this houfe, fp

-*• much decay'd ?

Sym. To ane that loft it, lending gen'rous aid,

To bear the head up, when rebellious tail

Againft the laws of nature did prevail.

Sir William worthy is our mailer's name,

Whilk fills us a' wi' joy, now He's comehame.

(Sir William draps his majking-beard

;

Symon, tranfported, fees,

The welcome knight, with fond regard,

And grafps him round the knees.)

My mafter ! my dear m after !—do I breathe

To fee him healthy, firong, and free frae fkaith!

Return'd to c'hear his wifhing tenant's fight,

To blefs his son, my charge,the world's delight!

S. Wil. Rife, faithful Symon , in my arms en-

joy
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A place, thy due, kind guardian "of my boy:

I came to view thy care in this difguife,

And I'm coniirm'd thy conduct has been wife ;

Since Hill the feeret thou'ft fecurely feal'd,

And ne'er to him his real birth reveal'd.

Sym.The due obedience to your Uriel: command

Was the firfl: lock:--nei(t, my ain judgment fand

Out reafons plenty ; fince, without eilate,

A youth, tho' fprung frae kings, looks baugh

and blate. (time,

S. Wil. And aften vain and idly fpend their

Till grown unfit for action, paft their prime,

Hang on their friends : which gives their fouls a

caft,

That turns them downright beggars at the lafl.

Sym. Nov, well I wat, Sir, ye ha'e fpoken

true
;

For there's laird Kytie's fon that's loo'd by few:

His father fteght his fortune in his wame,

And left his heir nought but a gentle name.

He gangs about fornan frae place to place,

As fcrimp of manners as of fenfe and grace ;

Opprefiing a', as puniftiment of their fin,

That are within his tenth degree of kin : •

'
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Rins in ilk trader's debt, wha's fae unjuft

To his ain fam'ly, as to gi'e him truft. (wealth

S. Wil. Such ufelefs branches of a common

Shou'd be lopt off, to give a date more health,

Unworthy bare reflection,—Symon, run

O'er all the obfervations of my fon :

A parent's fondnefs eafily finds excufe ;

But do not, with indulgence, truth abufe.

Sym. To fpeak his praife, the langeit fummer day

Wad be o'er fhort,—cou'd I them right difplay

In word and deed he can fae weel behave,

That out o' fight he rips afore the lave
;

And when there's e'er a quarrel or contert,

Patrick's made judge, to tell whafe caufe is beft;

And his decreet Hands go"od;--he'll gar it ftand,

Wha dares to grumble, finds his correcting hand

5

Wi' a firm look, and a commanding way,

He gars the proudeft ofourherds obey, (proceed,

8. Wil. Your tale much pleafes--my good friend

What learning has he ? Can he write and read ?

Sym. Baith wonder weel; for, troth, I didna

To gi'e him at the fchool, enough o' lear (fpare

And he delites in books:-he reads, and fpeaks;

Wi* fowks that ken them, Latin words and

Greeks*
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S. Wll. Where gets he books to "ead?—and 06

what kind ?

Tho? fome give light, fome blindly lead the blind.

Sym WhenVr he drives our fheep to Edinbnrg

port,

He buys fome books, of hift'ry, fangs, or fport:

Nor does he want o' them a rowth at will,

And carries ay a poutchfu' to the hill.

About ane Shakefpear, and a famous Ben,

He aften fpeaks, and ca's them beft of men.

I fometimes thought he made o'er great a phrafe

About fine poems, hiftories, and plays.

When I reprov'd him anes,--a book he brings,

Wi' this, quoth he, on braes I crack wi' kings.

S. Wil.Vlt anfvver'd well; and much ye glad my

When fuch accounts I of my fhepherd hear, (ear

Reading fuch books can raife.a peafant's mind

Above a lord's that is not thus inclin'd.

Sym. What ken we better, that fae findle look,

Except on rainy Sundays, on a book ;

When we a leaf or twa haff read, half fpell,

Till a' the reft ileep round, as weel'o ourfell ?
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S. Wil. Well jelled, Symon.--But one quefttort

I'll onry afkye now, and then give o'er. £more

The youth's arriv'd the age when little loves

Fiihtger arround young hearts, like cooingdoves;

Has n?.e young laffie, with inviting mien,

And rofy cheeks, the wonder of the green,

Engag'd his look, and caught his youthfu' heart?

Sym. I feav'd the wot ft, but kent the fma*

part,

"Till late, I faw him twa three times mair fwect

Wi' Claud's fair niece, than I thought right or

meet :

I had my fears ; but now hae nought to fear,

Since like yourfell your foil will loon appear.

A gentleman, enrich'd wl' a thefe charms.

May blefs the faireft, bed born lady's arms.

S. Wil. This n ight mud e nd his unambitious fire,

When higher viewsfliail greater thoughts infpire,

Go, Symon, bring him quickly here to me :

None but ^ourfelf ihail our firft meeting fee.

Yonder's my horfe and krvants 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.

Sym, Wi' how much joy I on this errand flee,
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There'snane can know, that is not downrightme.

Exit Symon.

Sir WILLIAM Joins.

When the event of hope fucctfsfully appears.

One happy hour cancels the toil of years ;

A thoufand toils are loft in Lethe's lire am,

And cares evanifh like a morning dream;

When wihVd-for pleafuresrife like morning light,

The pain thats paft enhances the delight.

Thefe joys I feel, that words can ill exprefs,

1 ne'er had known, without my late diftrefa.

But from his ruftie bufinefs and love,

I oiuft in hafte my Patrick fcon remove,

To courts and camps that may his foul improve-

Like the rough di'mond, as it leaves the mine,

Only in little breaking (hews its light,

'Till artful polifiiing has made it fliine
;

Thus education makes the genius bright.

End of the Third Act.ACT IV.

SCENE I.

7he fcene defcrib'd in former page,

Claud's onfet. Enter Maufe and Madge.

Mad,f\UR laird's come hame! and owns

^•^ young Pate his heir.

i
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Mau. That's news indeed !

Mad. As true as ye ftand there-

As they were dancing a' in Symon's yard,

Sir William, like a warlock, wi' a beard

Five nives in length, and white as driven fnaw°

Amang us came, cry'd Hadye merry a\

We ferly'd meickle at his unco look,

While frae his pouch he whirled forth a book.

As we flood round about him on the green,

He view'd us a% but fix't on Pate his een :

Then pawkily pretended he cou'd fpae,

Yet for his pains and ikill wad naething ha'e.

Man. Then fure the laffes, and ilk gaping coof,

Wad rin about him, and had out their loof.

Mad. As faft as flaes fkip to the tate of woo,

Whilk flee tod-lowry bads without his mou\
When he, to drown them, and his hips to cool,'

In fimmer days Aides backward in a pool

:

In fhort, he did for Pate braw things foretell,

Without the help of conjuring or fpell.

At laft, when weel diverted, he withdrew,

Pu'd affhis beard to Symon : Symon knew

His welcome matter j—round his knees he gat,

Hang at his coat, and fyne, for blyth-nefs, gfat„

Patrick was fent for; happy lad was he i

Symon tald Ellpa, Elfpa tald it me.
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Ye'll hear out a' the fecret flory foon :

And troth it's e'en right odd, when a* is done,

To think how Symon ne'er afore wad tell,

Na, no fae meikle as to Pate himfell.

Our Meg, poor thing, alake ! has loft her jo.

Matt. It may be fae; wha kens? and may be no*

To lift a love that's rooted, is great pain : "1

Even king6 ha'e tane a queen out o' the plain;
J,

And what has been before, may be again. \ \

Mad. Sic nonfenfe! love take root, but tocher-

good,

'Tween a herd's bairn, and ane o' gentle blood!

Sic falhions in king Bruee's days might be;

But ficcan ferlies now we never fee.

Mau. Gif Pate forfakes her, Bauldy fhe may

(gain:

Yonder he comes, and vow but

Nae doubt he thinks that Peggy'

Mad. He get her! flavarin ccof; it fets him wee!

To yoke a plough where Patrick thought to teel:

Gif I were Meg, I'd let young mafter fee— .

Man. Ye'd be as dorty in your choice as he:

And fo wad I, But whimt, here Bauldy comet-

Enter B A U L D T ftnging.

Jenny/z/V/* Jocky, gin ye winjij tell,

L

he looks fain! >
r
's now his ain.J.
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YeJloall be.the lad, Vllbe the lafs my.fell

}

Ye're a bonny lad, and Vm a lajjiefree ;

Ye're nuelcomer to take me than to let nie be,

I trow fae.—LaiTes will came too at lalt,

Tho' for a while they maun their fnaw-ba's call*

Mau, Well, Bauldy, how gaes a'?

BattL 1 Faith unco right

:

I hope we'll a' deep found but ane this night.

Mad. And wha's. the unlucky ane, if wemayafk;

Raul. To find out that, is nae difficult tafk ;

Poor bonny Peggy, wha man think nae mair

On Pate, turn'dPATRiCKjandSirWiLLiAM's heir.

Now, now, good Madge, and honeft Maufe, ftand:

be

While Meg's in dumps, put in a word for me.

I'll be as kind as ever Pate cou'd prove

;

JLefs wilfu', and ay conftant in my love, (thorn,

Mad. As Neps can witnefs, and the bufhy

Where mony a time to her your heart was fworn:

Fy ! Bauldy, blufh, and vows of love regard j

What ither lafs will trow a manfworn herd ?

The curfe of heaven hings ay aboon their headsr

That's ever guilty of fie finfu' deeds.

I'll ne'er advife my niece fae gray a gate ;

Nor will me be adviVd, fu' weel I wat>
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Baul. Sae graya geti ma nfworn! and a' the reft!

Ye lee'd, auld roudes—and, in faith, y' had belt

Eat in your words ; elfe I mall gar ye Hand

Wi' ahet face afore the haly band. (brock;

Mad. Ye'll gar me ftand i ye fheveling-gabbit

Speak that again, and trembling, dread my rock,

Andtenfharp nails, that, when my hands are in,.

Can flyp the lkin o' ye ?r cheeks out o'er your

chin.

Baul. I tak ye witnefs, Matife, ye heard her fay,

That V m manfworn;— I winna let it gae.

Mad. Ye're witnefs too, he ca'd me bony names,

And fliou'd be ferv'd as his good-breeding claims.

Ye filthy dog ! *

Flees to his hair like afury.—-Afiout battle,—
Maufe -endeavours to redd them.

Man* Let gang your grips, fy, Madge! howt,

Bauldy ieen :

I wadna wifh this tulzie had been feen ;

It's fae daft like.

Bauldy gets out ^/"Madge's clutches with a

bleeding nofe.

Mad. —It's dafter like to thole

An ether-cap like him to blaw the coal

.

-It fets htm weel, wi* vile unferapit tongue,

To call up whether I be auld or young

;
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They're aulder yet than I have married been,

.And or they died their bairns bairns have feen.

Mau. That's true; and Bauldy ye wasfai

to blame,

Toca'Madge ought but her ainchrilten'dname,

Baul. My lugs, my nofe, and noddle finds the

fame.

Mad. Auld roudes! filthy fallow; I fall auid ye.

Mau. Howt no !—ye'll e'en be friends vvi' ho^

neft Bauldy,

Come, come, make hands; this maun nae farther

gae:

Ye maun forgie 'm. I fee the lad looks w?.e.

Baul. In troth now, Maufe, I hae at Madge

But fhe abufing firft, was a' the wite (nae fpite

:

Of what has happen'd; and mould therefore

crave

My pardon firft and mall acquittance have.

Mad. I crave your pardon \ gallows-face, gae

greet,

And own your fault to her that ye wad cheat ;

Gae, or be biailed in your health and gear,

*Till ye learn to perform as well as fwear. (tell?

Vow, and Iowp back i—was e'er the like heard

Swith, take him de'il, he's o'er lang out of hell.
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Bauldy running off.

His prefence be about us ! curfl were he

That were condemned for life to live wi' thee.

Exit. Bauldy..

Madge laughing.

I think I've towzl'd his harigalds a wee ;

He'll no foon grein to tell his love to trie.

He's but a rafcal that would mint to ferve

A laffie fae, he does but ill deferve. (for't ;

Mau. Ye towz'd him tightly,— I commend ye '

His blooding fnout gae me nae little fport :

For this forenoon he had that fcant of grace,

And breeding baith,—to tell me to my face

He hop'd I was a witch, and wadna Hand

To lend him in this cafe my helping hand, (bear,

Mad. A witch !—How had ye patience this to

And leave him een to fee or lugs to hea** ? (mine

Mau. Auld wither'd hands and feeble joints like'

Obliges fowk refentment to decline ;

Till aft its feen, when vigour fails, then wc

With cunning can the lack of pith fupply.

Thus I pat aff revenge till it was dark,

Syne bade him come, and we wad gang to wark:

I'm fure he'll keep his trifle ; and I came here>

To feek your help, that we the fool may fear.

Mad. And fpecia! fport we'll hae, as 1 protell;
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Ye'il be the witch, and I fhall play the ghaift ;

A linen meet wond round me like ane dead,

1*11 cawk ray face, andgrane, and (hake myhead;

We'll fleg hira fae, he'll mint nae mair to gang

A-conjuring to do a laffle wrang. (night,

Mau. Then let us gae \ for fee, it's hard on

The weftlin clouds fhines red wi' fetting light.

Exeunt

SCENE II.

When birds begin to nod upon the bough;

And'th,egreenfwairdgrows damp nvi'falling de.iv;

While good Sir William is to reft retired;

The Gentle Shepherd, tenderly infpir'd;

Walks thro* the broom with Roger ever leel;

To meet, to comfort Meg, and tak fareweel.

Rog.'X'XTOWl but I'm cadgie, and my
VV heart lowps light

;

O, Mr Patrick ! ay your thoughts were right

:

Sure gentle fowk are farer feen than we

That naething hae to brag o' pedigree.

My Jenny now, wha brak my heart this morn,

Is perfect yielding,—fweet,—and nae mair fcora.

1 fpake my mind—fhe heard— I fpake again,

She fmil'd— I kiis'd—I woo'd, nor woo'd in vain-
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Pat. I'm glad to hear't-—But ! my change

this day

Heaves up my joy, and yet I'm fometimes wae.

I've found a father, gently kind as brave,

And an eftate that lifts me 'boon the lave.

Wi' looks a kindnefs, words that love confeft,

He a' the father to my foul expreft,

While clofe he held me to his manly breaft.

Such were the eyes, he faid, thus fmil'd the

mouth

Of thy lov'd mother, bleffing of my youth ;

Who fet too foon!—-And while he praife be-

itow'd,

Adown his gracefu' cheeks a torrent flow'd.

My new-born joys, and this his tender tale,

Did, mingled thus, o'er a' my thoughts prevail

;

That fpeechlefs lang , my late kend fire I view'd,

While gufhing tears my panting breaft bedew'd*

Unufual tranfports made my head turn round,

Whilft I myfell, wi' rifmg raptures, found

The happy fon of ane fo much renown'd.

But he has heard!—too faithful Symon's fear

Has brought my love for Peggy to his ear :

Which he forbids.—Ah! this confounds my

peace,

While thus to beat, rny heart (hall fooner ceafe.
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Rog. How to advife ye troth I'm at a {land:

But were't my cafe, ye'd clear it up aff-hand.

• Pat. Duty, and hafien reafon, plead his caufe;

But what cafes love for reafon, rules, and laws?

Still in my heart my fhepherdefs excells,

And part of my new happinefs repells.

SANG XV. Kirk <wad let me he.

Duty, and part of reafon ,

Pleadfrong on the parent'sjide9

. Which lovefo fuperior calls treafin,

Theflrongefl viufi be obeyed;

For now tho' Pm ane of the gentry,

My conjlancyfalfjjood repells :

jFor change in my heart has no entry,

Still there my dear Peggy excells,

Rog. Enjoy them baith.—Sir William will be

won :

Yocr Peggy's bonny ;—you're his only fon.

Pat. She's mine by vows, and ftronger ties

of love ;

And frae thefe bands nae change my mind mail

move.

I'll wed nane elfe ; thro' life I will be true ;

But ftill obedience is a parent's due.
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Rog. Is not our mafter and yourfcll to ftay

Amang us here ?•—or are ye gawn away

To London court, or ither far aff parts,

To leave your ain poor us wi' broken hearts :*

Pat. To Edinburgh ftraight to-morrow we
advance ;

To London neift ; and afterwards to France.

Where I muft ftay fome years, and leam to

dance.

And twa three ither monkey-tricks.—That don*

I come hame ftrutting in my red-heel'd moon-

Then it's defign'd, when I can weel behate,

That I maun be fome petted thing's dull fo*f*

For fome few bags of cafh, that, I wat we«l,

I nae man* need nor carts do a third wceL

But Peggy, dearer to me than my breath,

Sooner than hear fie news, mall hear my death,

Rog. 'They wba hae jtijl enough canfoundlyJleef s

*The overcome only fafkesfo<wk to keep.

Good Mr Patrick, tak your ain tale hame*

Pat. What was my morning thought, at

night's the fame :

The poor and rich but differ in the name.

Content's the greateft blifs we can procure

Frae 'boon the lift.—Without it, kingi are poor*

M
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Rog. But an eflate like yours yields braw

content,

When we but pick it fcantly on the bent t

Fine claiths, faft beds, fweet houfes, and red

wine,

Good cheer, and witty friends, whene'er ye dine

;

Obeyfant fervants, honour, wealth, andeafej

Wha's no Content wi' thae, are ill to pleafe.

Pat. Sae Roger thinks, and thinks nae far

JBut a cloud hings hov'ring o'er the blifs. (amifs;

The paffions rule the roail ;—and, if they're

fow'r,

Like the lean ky, will foon the fat devour.

The fpleen, tint honour, and affronted pride,

Stang like the fharpeft goads in gentry's fide.

The gouts and gravels, and the ill difeafe,

Are frequenteft with fowk o'erlaid with eafe y

While o'er the moor the fhepherd, wi' lefs care,

Enjoys his fober wifh, and halefome air. -

Rog. Lord, man! 1 wonder ay, and it delights

My heart, whene'er I hearken to your flights.

How gat ye a' that fenfe, I fain wad lear,

That I may eafier difappointments bear ?

Pat. Frae books, the wale of books, I gat

fome fkill j

Thae beft can teach what's real good and ill.
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Ne'er grudge ilk year to ware fome ftanes of

cheefe,

To gain thefe filent friends, that ever pleafe.

Rog. I'll do't, and ye mall tell me whilk to

buy :

Faith I'fe hae books, tho' I mould fell my ky.

But now let's hear how you're defign'd to move,

Between Sir William's will, and Peggy's love.

Pat. Then here it lies :—his will maun be

obey'd ;

My vows I'll keep, and fhe fhall be my bride;

But I fome time this laft defign maun hide.

Keep you the fecret clofe, and leave me here

;

I fent for Peggy.—Yonder comes my dear.

Rog. Pleas'd that ye tru-ft me wi' the fecret, I,

To wyle it frae me, a' the de'ils defy.

Exit Roger.

P AT I E folus.

Wi' what a ftruggle maun I now impart

My father's will to her that hads my heart

!

I ken fhe loes ; and her faft faul will fink,

While it ftands trembling on the hated brink

Of Difappointment.—Heav'n fupport my fair.

And let her comfort claim your tender care.—

I;Ier eyeyy:e red !

1
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Enter PEGGY.
—My Peggy, why in tears ?

Smile as ye wont, allow nae room for fears

:

Tho' I'm nae mair a fhepherd, yet I'm thine*

Peg. I dar na think fae high ; I now repine

At the unhappy chance, that made nae me

A gentle match, or Hill a herd kept thee.

Wha can, withoutten pain, fee frae the coaft

The Ihip that bears his all like to be loit

!

Like to be carry'd, by fome rover's hand,

Far frae b is wifhes, to fome diitant land ! (mains

Paf. Ne'er quarrel fate., while it wi' me re-

To raife thee up, or ftiU attend thefe plains,

My father has forbid our loves, I own:

But love's fuperior to a parent's frown.

I falfehood hare : come, kifs thy cares away ;

I ken to love, as weel as to obey.

Sir William's generous j leave the talk to me,

To make ftri& duty and true love agree, (grief:

Pea. Speak on !—fpeak ever thus, and Mi my

But (hort I dare to hope the fond relief;

New thoughts a gentler face will foon iufpire.

That wi' nice air fwims round in filk attu-e \

Then I, poor me ! wi' %hs may ban my fate,

When the young laird's nae mair m^itondfoir.c

Pate
;
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Nae raair again to hear fweet tales expreit.,

By tlie blyth (hepherd that exctll'd the reft :

Nae mair, alake i we'll on the meadow play,

And rin half breathlefs round the rucks of hay ;

As aft-times I have fled from thee right fain,

And fa'n on purpofe that I might be tane,

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 de adly fair difeafe,

And ward of ills, attend my wretched life,

If e'er to ane, but you, 1 be a wife !

SANG XV 1. Woes my heart that weJkould[under*

Speak on,—[peak thus, andfill my grie[;

Hold up a heart that'sfinking under

The[e[ears, that [00n will want relief,

When Pate muflfr.om his- Peggy [under ;

Agentlerface andfilk attire,

A lady rich, fa beauty's blofom,

Alake, poor me ! nvitl now confpire,

To tear tbeefrom thy Peggy's bo[om.

,No more the ftiepherd who excelled .

,

The reft, who/e wit made them to wonder,

Shall now his Peggy's praifes tell

;

I can die but never [under.
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Ye meadows where we oftenfray ydy

Ye banks inhere we were wont to wander.

Sweetfcented rucks rou?td which we played,

You}

ll lo/e yourfweets when we're afunder.

Again; ah I JhallI never creep

Around the know wVfilent duty,

Kindly to watch thee while afleep,

And wonder at thy manjy beauty ?

Hear, heav*n whilefolemnly I vow,

Tho' thoujloeuld prove a wand*ring lover.

Thro' life to thee Ifloallprove true,

Nor be a wife to any other.

Pat.- Sure heav'n approves—and be affiirM

o' me,

I'll near gang back o* what Pve fworn to thee :

And time, tho' time maun interpofe a while,

And I maun leave my Peggy and this ifle ;

Yet time, nordiftance, nor the fa ire ft face,

If there's a fairer, e'er fhall fill thy place.

I'd hate my rifing fortune, fhou'd it move

The fair foundation of our faithfu' love.

If at my feet were crowns and fcepters laid,

To bribe my foul frae thee, delightfu' maid !

For thee Pd foon leave thefe inferior things,

To fie as ha'e the patience to be kings.'UP-

Wherefore that tear? believe, and calm thy mind,
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Peg. I greet forjoy, tohear thy words fae kind.

When hopes were funk, and nought but mirk

defpair,

Made me think life was little worth my care,

My heart was like to buril ; but now I fee

Thy gen'rous thoughts will fave thy love for me;

Wi' patience, then, I'll wait each wheeling

year,

Hope time away, till thou with joy appear

;

And a' the while I'll ftudy gentler charms,

To mak me litter for my traveler's arms :

I'll gain on uncle Glaud ;—he's far frae fool,

And will not grudge to put me thru' ilk fchool;

Where I may manners learn;

SANG XVII. Tweed-file.

When 'hope was quite funk in defpair ,

My heart it was going to. break ;

My life appear*d worthlefs my care,

But now I willfave't for thy fake.

Where'er my love travels by day,

Wherever he lodges by night.

With me his dear image fiallfay,

And my foul keep him ever infight.

With patience I'll wait 'the langyear,

Andftudy thegentlefi charms ;
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Hope time away, till thou appear

To lock theefor ay in thofe arms.

Whilft thou 'was a fiepkerd, Iprized

No higher degree in this life ;

But no-iv I'll endeavour to rife

To a height that's becoming thy wife.

For Beauty, that's only /kin deep,

Mujifade, like the gonuans in May ;

But inwardly rooted will keep

For ever, without a decay.

Nor *ge nor the changes oflife9

Can quench thefairfire oflove,

Ifvirtue's ingrain 1d in the wife.

And the Hufband ha'efenfe to approve.

Fat. That's wifely faid

;

And what he wares that way (hall be wcel 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

;

Affeft aftimes to like the thing we hate.

And drap ferenity, to keep up ftate :

Laugh, when we're fad j fpeak, when we> vc

nought to fay %
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And, for the fafhiori, whan we're blyth, feem wae;

Pay compliments to them we aft hae fcorn'd,

Then fcandalize them when their backs are turn'd.

Peg. If this is gentry, I had rather be

What I am Hill ;—but I'll be ought wi' thee.

Pat. Na, na my Peggy, I but only jeft

Wi' gentry's apes; for ftill amangft the beft

Gude manners gi'e integrity a bleez,

When native virtues join the arts to pleafe.

Peg. Since wi' nae hazard, and fae fma* ex-

pence,

My lad frae books can gather ficcan fenfe ;

Then why, ah ! why mould the tempeftuous fea

Endanger thy dear life, and frighten me ?

^ir William's cruel, that wad force his fon,

For watna-whats, fae great a riik to run.

Pat. There is nae doubt but trav'ling does im-

Yet I would fliun it for thy fake, my love, (prove;

But foon as I've fhook of my landart caft

In foreign cities, hame to thee I'll hafte.

Peg. Wi' ev'ry fetting day, and rifing morn,

11 kneell to heaven, and afk thy fafe return,

Under that tree, and on the Suckler Brae,

Where aft we wont, when bairns, t© rin and play.?

N
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And to the Hiffel-fhaw, where firft ye vow'd

Ye wad be mine, and I as eithly trow'd,

I'll aften gang, and tell the trees and flow'rs,

Wi* joy, that they'll bear witnefs I am yours.

SANG XVIII. Bufh aboon Traquair.

AtJetting day, and rifing ?narn9

W?foul thatfillJhall love thee,

I'll ajk ofheav'n thyJafe return,

Wi a* that can improve thee*

Fllvi/it aft the Birken-bufh,

Where firft thou kindly tald me

Sweet tales oflove, and hid my blufh

Whilfl round thou didinfald me*

To a 7 our hants I will repair,

To Greenwood-fjaw or fountah:,

Or where thefimmer-day PdfJjare

Wi thee upon yon mountain,

There will I tell the trees a7idflow'rs

From thoughts unfeigned and tender^

By vows you
7
re mine, by love is yours

A heart which cannot wander,

Pat. My dear, allow me, frae thy temples fair?,

A mining ringlet of thy flowing hair;
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Which, as a fample of each lovely charm,

I'll aften kifs and wear about my arm. (pleafe,

Peg. Were't in my pow'r wi' better boons to

I'd gi'e the bell I cou'd wi* the fame eafe ;

Nor wad I, if thy luck had fall'n to me,

Been in ae jot lefs generous to thee.

Pat. I doubt it not; but finoe we've little time,

To ware't on words wad border on a crime :

Love's fafter meaning better is expreft,

When it's wi' ktiTes on the heart impreft.

ExeunU

Endoftbe'Fois^iH &ct.
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ACT V.

SCENE I.

See how poor BauldyJiares like ane poffejl,

And roars up Symonfrae his kindly reft.

Bare-leg'd, <wi' night-cap, and unbuttoned coat9

See, the auldman comesforward to the Jot.

Sym .XXT Hat want ye, Bauldy, at this ear-

\ m. ly hour,

While drowfy fleep keeps a' beneath its pow'r ?

Tar to the north the fcant approaching light

Stands equall 'twixt the morning and the night.

What gars ye make and glovvr, and look fae wan *?

Your teeth they chitter, hair like bridles ftand.

Baul. O len me foon fome water, milk, or ale

;

My head's grown giddy,—legs wi' making fail j

I'll ne'er dare venture forth at night my lane :

Alake ! I'll never be myfell again.

I'll ne'er o'erput it! Symon ! O Symon ! O !

Symon gives him a drink. (ado?

Sym. What ails thee, gowk ! to mak fae loud

You've wak'd Sir William ; he has left his bed

;

He comes, I fear, ill-pleas'd, I hear his tred.
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Enter Sir WILLIAM.

S. WiL How goes the night? does day light yet

Symon, your very timeoufly atteer. (appear?

Sym. I'm forry, Sir, that we've difturb'd

your veil

:

But fome ftrange thing has Bauldy's fp'rit op-

preft;

He's feen fome witch, or wreftled wi' a ghaift.

BauL O ay,—dear Sir, in troth it's very true :

And I am eome to make my plaint to you.

Sir WILLIAM SmiUm.

}

}

I lang to hear't

BauL 1 Ah, Sir ! the witch ca'd Maufe,

That wins aboon the mill amang the haws,

Firft promis'd that fhe'd help me, wi' her art,

To gain a bonny thrawart laffie's heart.

As (he had tryfted, I met wi'er this night

;

But may nae friend o' mine get fie a fright

!

For the curs'd hag, inilead o' doing me good

(The very thought oYslike 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 :
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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 o' its hool was like to loup ;

I pithlefs grew wi' fear, and had nae hope,

Till, wi' an elritch laugh, they vanifft'd quite:

Syne I, haff dead wi' anger, fear, and fpite,

Crap up, and fled ftraight frae them, Sir, to you,

Hoping your help to gie'e the de'il his due*.

I'm fure my heart will ne'er gi'e o'er to dunt,

Till in a fat tar-barrel Maufe be brunt.

S. Wil Well, Bauldy,whate'er'sjuft (hall grant-

ed be;

Let Maufe be brought this morning down to me;

Haul. Thanks to your honour; foon (hall I obey •

But fir ft I'll Roger raife, and twa three mae,

To catch her faft, ere fhe get leave to fqueel,

And call her cantrips that bring up the de'il.

Exit Bauldy.

S. Wil Troth, Symon, Bauldy's mare afraid

than hurt, (fport -

The witch and ghaift have made themfelves goo(|

What filly notions crowd the clowded mind

That is, through want of education, blind \
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Sym. But does your honour think there's nae fie

thing,

As witches raifing de'ils up through a ring,

Syne playing tricks ; a thoufand I cou'd tell,

Cou'd never be contriv'd on this fide hell.

S. WiL Such as, the devil's dancing in a moor

Amongft a few old women craz'd and poor,

Who are rejoic'd to fee him frifk and loup

O'er braes and bogs, wi' candles in his dowp
;

Appearing fometimes like a black horn'd cow,

Aft-times like Eawtys, Badrans, or a fow :

Then wi' his train thro' airy pachs to glide,

While they on cats, or clowns, or broom -flaffs

Or in an egg-fhell ikim out o'er the main, (ride .

To drink their leader's health in France or Spa in

;

Then aft by night bumbafe hard hearted fools,

By tumbling down their cup-boards, chairs, and

ilools :

Whate'er's in fpells, or if there witches be,

Such vvhimfies feern the moil abfurd to me.

Sy?n. It's true enough, we ne'er heard that a

witch

Had either mickle fenfe, or yet was rich $

But Maufe, tho' poor, isafagarious wife,

And lives a quiet and very honeft life ;
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That gars me think this hoblefhew that's paft

Will land in nathing but a joke at laft.

S. JVil. I'm fure it will:—but fee, increafing light

Commands the imps of darknefs down to night;

Bid raife my fervants, and my horfe prepare,

Whilft I walk out to take the morning air.

SANG XIX. Bonny grey-efd morn.

The bonny grey-ey'd morn begins to peep,

And darknefs flies before the rijing ray :

The hearty hyndfartsfrom his lazyfeep,

• Tofollow healthful labours ofthe day ;

Without aguiltyfting to wrinkle his brow :

The lark arid linnet 'tend his levee,

And hejoins their concert driving his plow,

Irom toil ofgrimace pageantryfree.

While flufler'*d with wine, or madden'dwith hfs

ofhalfan eftate, the prey ofa main,

The drunkard andgamefer tumble and tofs,

Wifloing for calmnefs and/lumber in vain;

Be myportion health and quietnefs ofmind.

Placed at due diflance from parties andfates
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Where neither ambition nor avarice blind

Reach him nvho has happinefs linked to hisfate.

JExeunt,,

SCENE II.

While Peggy laces up her bofomfair,

Wi' a bluefnood, Jenny binds up her hair t

Glaud by his morning ingle take a beek,

The rifmgfun flrines motty thro
y
the reek ;

A pipe his mouthy the lajfes pleafe his een,

And 7io nv and then his joke maun intervene*

G/tf.T Wifh, my bairns, it may keep fair or night j

-*- Ye dinna tife fac foon to fee the lio-ht.

Nae doubt, now, ye intend to mix the thrane*

To tak your leave cf Patrick or be gang.

But do you think, that now, whan he's a laird

That he poor landward Iaffes will regard >

Jen. Tho' he's young mailer now, I'm very fure

He has mair fenfe than flight auld friends, tho'

But yefterday he ga'e us mony a tug, (poor.

And kifs'd my coufin there frae lug to lug.

Fla y Ay, ay, nae doubt o't, and he'll do't again

s

But be advis'd, his company refrain :

O
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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.

Peg. A rake !—what's that ?—Sure if it means

ought ill,

He'll never be't; elfe I hae tint my fldlL

Gla. Daft laffie, ye ken nought of the affair ;

Ane young and good and gentle's unco rare.

A rake's a gracelefs fpark, that thinks nae fliame

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 hae had the clap.

They'll tempt young things, like you, wi'youditii

flufri'd,

Syne mak ye a* their jeft, when ye're debauch'd.

Be wary then, I fay; and never gi'e

Encouragement, or bdur'd wi' fie as he.

Peg. Sir Williams virtuous, and of gentle blood;

And may not Patrick too, like him, be good ?

Gla. That's true ; and mony gentry mae than he,

As they were wifer, better are than we ;

But thinner fawn : They're fae puft up wi* pride,

There's mony of them mocks ilk haly guide,

That fhaws the gate to heaven.- I've heard rnyfell,

Some o* them laugh at doomfday, fin, and heiL
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jfen. Watch o'er us, father! beh i that's very odd,

Sure hirn that doubts a doomfday, doubts a God.

Gla. Doubt ! why, they neither doubt, nor

judge, nor think,

Nor hope, nor fear ;but curfe,.debauch, and drink

;

But I'm no faying this, as if I thought

That Patrick to fie gates will e'er be brought.

Peg. The Lord forbid ! Na, he kensbetter things:

But here comes aunt j her face fome ferly brings,

Enter MADGE.

Mad. Hade, hade ye : we're a fent for o'er

the gate,

To hear, and help to redd fome odd debate

* Tween Maufe and Bauldy, 'bout fome witchcraft

. fpell,

At Symon's houfe : the knight fits judge himfell.

Gla, Lend me my ftaff.—Madge, lock the

outer-door,

And bring the laffes wi' ye : I'll ftep before.

Exit Glaud.

Mad. Poor Meg : look Jenny, was "the like

e'er feen ?

-How bleer'd and red wi' greeting look her eeni

O 2
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This day her brankan wooer taks his borfe,

To ftrute a gentle fpark at Edinburgh crofs ;

To change his kent, cut frae the branchy plain,

For a nice fword, and glancing-headed cane ;

To leave his ram-horn fpoons, and kitted whey.

For gentler tea, that fmellslike new-won hay ;

To leave the geeen-fwaird dance, when we gae

milk,

To ruftle 'mang the beauties clad in filk.

But Meg, poor Meg? maun wi' the fhepherd ftay,

And tak what God will fend, in hodden-gray.

Peg. Dear aunt, what needs ye fafh us wi*

your fcorn ?

It's no my faut that I'm nae gentler born.
,

Gif I the daughter of fome laird had been,

I ne'er had notic'd Patie on the green.

Now fince he rifes, why fhou'd I repine ?

If he's made for anither, he'll ne'er be mine;

And then, the like has been, if the decree

Defigns him mine, I yet his wife may be.

Mad. A bonny (lory trouth!—but'we delay:

Prin up your aprons baith, and come away.

Exeunt,
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SCENE III.

Sir Williamfills the Hva-arm'd chair,

While Syvion, Roger, Glaud, and Mauji,

Attend, and avi' loud laughter hear

Daft Bauldy bluntly plead his caufe :

Fornonx) it's teWd him that the taz

Was handled by revengfu? Madge,

Becaufe he brak good-breeding'V laws,

And wi* his nonfenfe raised their rage.

S. Wil A ND was that all! Weel, Bauldy, ye

•* * was ferv'd

No otherwife than what ye well deferv'd.

Was it fo fmall a matter to defame,

And thus abufe an honefl woman's name ?

•Befides your going about to have betray'd,

By perjury, an innocent youug maid.

Baul. Sir, I confefs my fault thro* a' the Heps,

And ne'er again mall be untrue to Neps.

Mate. Thus far, Sir, he oblig'd me on the

fcore,

I kend na that they thought me lie before.

Baul. An't like your honour, I believ'd it weel
j

But trowth I was e'en doik to feck the de'il

:
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Yet, wi' your honour's leave, tho' file's nae witch,

She's baith a flee and a revengfV

And that my fome-place finds :—but I had bell

Had in my tongue ; for yonder comes the ghaift,

And the young bonny witch, whofe rofie check,

Sent me, without my wit, the de'il to feek.

Enter MADGE, PEGGT, and JENNT.

Sir William, looking at Peggy.

Whofe daughter's fhe that wears th' Aurora

gown,

With face fo fair, and looks a lovely brown :

How fparkling arc her eyes! what's this? I find

The girl brings all my filler to my mind.

Such were the features once adorn'd a face,

Which death too foon depriv'd of fweeteft grace*

is this your daughter, Glaud !— .'

Gla. Sir, (he's my niece,

—

And yet file's not :—But I fhou'd hald my peace.

S. Wil. This is a contradidion; Whatd' ye mean?

She is and is not ! pray thee, Glaud, explain.

Gla. Becaufe I doubt, if I (hou'd mak appear*!

What I ha'e kept a fecret thirteen years—
J>»

Matt, You may reveal what I can fuHy clearJt
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S. Wil. Speak foon ; I'm all impatience—

>

Pat, So am I

!

For much I hope, and hardly yetknow why,

Gla. Then, fince my matters orders, I obey.

—

This bonny fundling, ae clear morn of May,

Clofs by the lee fide of my door I found,

All fweet and clean, and carefully hapt round,

In infant- weeds of rich and gentle make.

What cou'd they be, thought I, did thee forfake?

Wha, warfe than brutes, cou'd leave expos'd to'

Sae much of innocence, fae fweetly fair, (air

Sae helplefs young ? for me appear'd to me

Only about twa towmands auld to be.

1 took her in my arms ; the barnie fmil'd

Wi' fie a look, wad made a favage mild'.

1 hid the ftory : She has pall fmcefyne

Asa poor orphan, and a niece of mine.

Nor do I rue my care about the wean.

For (he's weel worth the pains that i ha'e tane.

Ye fee (he's bonny ; t can Twear fne's good,

And am right fure (he's come of gentle blood :

Of whom I kenna. Naething mair,

Than what I to your Honour now declare.

S. Wil. This tale feems ft range !—

—

Pat, m ,. The tale delights mine ear
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S. tVih Command your joys, young man, till

truth appear. (hufli j

Man. That be my tafk.-—Now, Sir, bid a' be

Peggy may fmile; —thou haft nae caufe to blufli^

Lang ha'e I wifll'd to fee this happy day,

That I might faftly to the truth gi'e way ;

That I may now Sir William Worthy name,

The beft and neareft friend that (lie can claim

=

He faw't at firft, and wi' quick eye did trace

His fitter's beauty in her daughter's face.

S. Wil. Old woman, do not ravej—prove what

you fay ;

5Tis dangerous in affairs like this to play.

Pat. What reafon, Sir, can an auld woman have

To tell a lie, when (he's fae near her grave ?'

But how, or why, it fhou'd be truth, I grant

I every thing looks like a reafon want.

Qmneu The ftory's odd! we wifti we heard it out.

S. Wil. Make hafte, good woman, and refolve

each doubt.

Mil ufe goej-forward leading Peggy to Sir'William.

Mau. Sir, view me weel : has fifteen years fc«

plovv'd

A wrinkled face that von havc'afun viewV,
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That here I as an unknown ftranger ftand,

Who nurft her mother that now holds my hand?

Yet ftronger proofs I'll gi'e, if you demand

S. Wil. Ha ? honeft nurfe, where were my eyes

before ?

I know thy faithfulnefs, and need no more ;

Yet, from the lab'rinth to lead out my mind,

Say, to expofe her, who was fo unkind ?

Sir William embraces Peggy, and makes herfit

by him.

Yes, furely thou'rt my niece; truth muft prevail:

But no more words, till Maufe relate her tale.

Pat. Good nurfe, gae on j nae mufic's haff

fae fine,

Or can gie pleafure like thefe words of thine.

Mau. Then it was I that fav'ci her infant -life*

Her death being threatea'd by an uncle's wife.

The ftory's lang but I the fecret knew,

How they purfued, wi' avaricious view,

Her rich eflate, of which they're now pofTcft :

All this to me a confident ccnfeft.

I heard wi' horror, and wi' trembling dread,

They'd fmoor the fakelefs orphan in her bed !

That very night, when a' were funk in reft,

At midnight-hour, the floor I faftly preft,

P
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And Hole the fleeping innocent away ;

Wi' wl?om I travell'd fome few miles ere day :

All day I hid me p—when the day was done,

I kept my journey lighted by the moon.

Till eallvvard fifty miles I reach'd thefe plains,

Where needfu' plenty glads your cheerfu' fwains.

Afraid of being found out, I to fccure

My charge, e'en laid her at this fhepherd's door,

And took a neighbouring cottage here, that I,

Whatever fhou'd happen to her, might be by.

Here honeft Glaud himfell, and Symon, may

Remember weel, how i that very day,

Frae Roger's father took my little crove.

Glaud 'with tsars ofjoy hoping down bis beard,

1 weel remember't: Lord reward your love :

Lang ha'e I wifVd for this : for aft I thought

Sic knowledge fometime fhou'd about be brought.

Pat. It's now a crime to doubt;—my jovs

are full,

Wi due obedience to my parent's will.

Sir, wi' paternal love furvey her charms,

And blame me not for rufhing to her arms.

£he's mine by vows ; and Wou'd, tho' ftill un-

known,

Have been my wife, when I my vows durft own
e
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S. Wil. My niece! my daughter! welcome to

my care

;

Sweet image of thy mother, good and fair,

jrqual with Patrick. Now my gteateft aim

Shall be, to aid your joys, and well match'd-flame.

My boy, receive her from your father's hand,

With as good will as either would demand.

Patie axdPeggy embrace^ midkneel to Sir William*

Pat. Wi' as much joy this blefiing I receive,

As ane wad life, that's finking in a wave.

Sif WrLLiAM rsifes thew.

I give you both my blefiing : May your love

Produce a happy race, and ft ill improve.

Peg. My wi(he6 are complete—myjoy*arife»

While I',m haffdigzy wV the blefl: farprife.

And am I then a match for my ain lad,

That for me fo much generous kindnefe had ?

Lang may Sir William blefs the happy plains,

Happy while heaven grant he on them remains.

Pat. Be lang our guardian, dill our mailer be,""!

We'll only crave what you (hall pleafe to gi'e : \

Th' eftate be yours, my Peggy's ane to me. J
Gla. I hope your honour now will tak amende

Of them that fought her life for wicked ends.
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S. Wtl. The bafe unnatural villain foon fhall knows

Th3t eyes above watch the affairs below.

1*11 ftrip him foon of all to her pertains,

And make him reimburfe his ill-^ot gains.

Peg. To me the views of wealth, and an eftate,

Seem light, when put in balance wi my Pate ;

For his fake only, I'll ay thankfu' bow

For fuch a kindnefs, beft of men, to you.

Sym. What double blythnefs wakens up this

day ?

I hope now, Sir, you'll no. foon hafte aw3y.

Shall I unfaddle yonr horfe, and gar prepare

A dinner for ye of hale country fare ?

See how much joy unwrinkles every brow;

Our looks hing on the twa, and doat on you :

Even Bauldy the bewitch'd has quite forgot

Fell Madge's taz, and pawky Maufe's plot, (day,

S. Wil. Kindly old man, remain with you this

I never from thefe fields again will ftray :

Mafons and wrights fhall foon my houfe repair,

And bufy gard'ners fhall new planting rear j

My father's hearty table you foon fhall fee

Reftor'd, and my befl friends rejoice with me.

Sy?n. That's the bed news I heard this twenty years?

New day breaks up, rough times begin to clean
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Gla. God fave the king, and fave Sir William

lang,

T' enjoy their ain, and raife the fhepherds fang.

Rog. Wha winna dance? wha will refufe to fing

What fhepherd's whiflle winna hit the fpring ?

Baul. I'm friends wi'Maufe^-wi' very MadgeVm

Altho' they fkelpitme when woodly flied : ( 'gree'd,

I'm now fu' blyth, and frankly can forgive,

To join and fing Lang may Sir William live.

Mad. Lang may he live: --and, Bauldy, learn to

Your gab a wee, and think before ye fpeak; ( (leek

And never ca* her auld that wants a man,

This day I'll wi' the youngeft of ye rant,

And brag for ay, that I was ca'd the aunt

Of our young lady,—my dear bonny bairn !

Peg. Nae ither name I'll ever for you learn

—

And, my good nurfe, how (hall I gratefu* be,

For a* thy matchlefs kindnefs done to me ?

Mau. The flowing pleafures of this happy day

Does fully ail I can require repay.

S. Wil To faithful Symon, and kind Glaud,T

Andtoyourheirs,Igiveanendlefsfeu, (to you, f

The mailens ye poflefs, as juftly due, J
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For acting like kind fathers to the pair,

Who have enough beiides, and thefe can fpare.

Maufe, in my houfe in calmnefs clofe your days

With nought to do but fing your maker's praife.

Omnes. The Lord of heaven return your ho-

nour's love,

Confirm your joys, and a' yourblefiings roove:.

Patie, prefenting Roger to Sir William,

Sir, here's my trufty friend, that always fhar'd

My bofom-fecrets, e're I was a laird ;

Claud's daughter Jannet (Jenny, thinkna mame)

Rais'd, and maintains in him a lover's flame :

Lang was he dumb ; at laft he fpake, and won.

And hopes to be our honed uncle's fon :

Be p'tas'd to fpeak to Gland for his confent,

That nane may wear a face of difcontent. (crave,

S. Wil My fon's demand is fair—Glaud, let me

That trufty Roger may your daughter have,

With frank confent; and while he does remain

Upon thefe fields, I make him chamberlain.

G/a. Yqu crowd your bounties, Sir : what

can we fay, "1

But that we're dyvours that can ne'er repay ; K

What e'er your honour wills, 1 (hall obey. 1
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Roger, my daughter, wi' my bleffing, tak,

And ftill our mailer's right your bufinefs mak.

Pleafe him, be faithfu', and this auld gray heai

Shall nod wi' quietnefs down amang the dead.

Rog. I ne'er was gocd at fpeaking a' my days,

Or ever loo'd to mak o'er great a fraife :

But for my mailer, father, and my wife,

N[ will employ the cares of a' my life.

S. Wil My friends, I'm fatisfy'd you'll all be-

Each in his ilation, as I'd wifli or crave, (have,

Be ever virtuous ; foon or late you'll find

Reward, and fatisfa&ion to your mind.

The maze of life fometimes looks dark and wild;

And oft when hopes are higheft, we're beguil'd

Oft when we Hand on brinks of dark defpair,

Some happy turn, with joy, difpels our care.

Now all's at rights, who fings beft, let me hear

Peg. When you demand, I readied mould obey

I'll fing you ane the neweft that I hae.

SANG XIX. Corn Riggs are bonny.

My Patie is a lover guy>

His ?nitid is never muddy :

His breath is fleeter than new hay,

Hisface isfair and ruddy.

]
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HisJhape is handJomet middleJize;

He's comely in his wauking :

The/Joining ofhis eenfurprife ;

It's heaven to hear him tanking.

Lajl night I met him on a bawk,

Where yelllow corn was groining :

There mony a kindly word he/pake

;

' ThatJet my heart a-glowing.

He kifs'd, and vow'd he wad he mine.

And loo'd me beji ofony ;

That gars me like tofingfmfyne,

corn-rigs are bonny.

Let lajes of ajilly tnind

Refufe what maijl they're wanting I

Since wefor yielding are de/ign'd,

We chaftlyJhould he granting.

Then I'll complyt and marry PATE f

Andfyne my cockernony

He's free to touzel air or /ate,

Where corn-rigs are bonny.

Exeunt Omnes,

FINIS.














