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PREFACE.

“Tnavw there s a fellow full of presumption—aesrly

jumiping stark mad for the want of & soumd besting o
the far-famedd sweet land of Monayres, is a plais fuct.
Up enities amil ot him! and Jet the clown roe his an-
l.hrilr bty Yauir bmqim lashes. Hot for H—i's
salee onle watter the book i den’s bite gt bl corperasl
huardiss, ar faith he'll kick, snd there will be n sl hob-
bub o't 1 he s neable s o vallant general to * doager”
with his antngonists, why, be shall live ; mnd desthloss
ehall b bin marue ! 1F nat, why oot souttle  bis hall
anil berel him with the ground, und impere bim swiftly
in the moerky womb of ohiivien; and thers let lim He
fargodten and gone with many of his leckbess lot 1°

Bea sliggs in my war some superastural = wes well™
I clwsp my pem to dedicate my bore ; and with its sy
ing, indalgent reader, | should leave you to wail my
fsle, wore i Bol codomary Lo sy 8 litthe ot (he Lﬂi'l.ﬂ\-
mngr &l & New Boak; as i:r Hitles amid |'|'_|I Hizles, 1
bicities & muckle, iherchy Faming the Book frelis
Now, for the resainder of my Prefsoe; and s unde
muf sanl whenm be wes for h:i.n-l'..l;l.l- iy qullr, = gyl
do’t a8 we can”™

Countrywien, (o know what to sy to you, | asi really
Bt ow stamd,  Though no schaler, T coild essily search
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dictionaries, and find you a multiinde of big wornls, and
‘plant them bere and there; which, when | was mading
again, | could scarcrly understand myself, did 1 think
i wonld sult your taste.  But, to do this, would only
mstify semwe ; amil | beliove the sasiest way a story can
be told is the best ¢ 90 1 proceed to toll you the tale in
my own siybe, us easy as possible.

To begin to write a Jong imtrodection 1o 5 book, |
know requires an ahle anthor 1o perform the tak, with
mught like eredit or appeobation.  To push a beok fue-
ward to the worll withont sught isagogical (though
some swy that the book is the best Preface in itself) :
without & syllablo for why or for what it comes, s
ruthor an ineult on public feeliogs.  Again, on the other
hand, it woald be bat & blast, or rather andacons ac-
tiom, o bogin o tell the ol hacknoyed stary of the
muny thommds of authirs petivoning and imploring for
estosm ; praying yuu te balavee the many dificulties
which they hud 1o encouster, in comparison with e
mare wealthy, hile, learned, sml edncstod.  This, in
my hamble opinicn, would be ot & mere waste of time
unid paper. 1 supplicate on no sock seore ; peither do
I beseiwh any ote of compon seuse to take pidy: ibe
great difference betweon u highly educated gentleman,
snal ihe common-place lderate schoal bowrping of &
mere bomely possant, being slready weighed in my fa-
vour. Any who shall fead the prodastioss of the Coun-
try Bard, will omily discern fo what srrt hhhnﬂ—
e more to the mnmerical nnmber of road side diney
singers, thymiog in the brosd dialect of his country,
In o word, the Author is but & poor man—snd 5 pour
ms's sony ¢ mind be fears be is never to be richy o
long us ho bas got the Muse for an inheritance,

"

L
It ‘eam be of mo wrall, 1o know bow i was that the
Author becatse & man of geniws, or rthyme. 1§ genisg”
you wonld mioee st, be tells yun with candonr, that he
vonsiders Limwelf ot sltagether destitute of that sacred
genn T rkgmer, as prrhaps best anits his character ; froma
vory early date be was un srdent snd zealows Jover of
rhyme. Hiv young bresst glowing with srdowr snd
Fellaw-feeling 1 ameredly before the dawn of ressain, bs
fult ns il he wore orduined ose of the priests of the
oracko of rustic pastry.  He remembers woll the frat
shuggrerel ever he inbis yonthlood formed. 1t was on s fio-
mns purtr, while roosted in the muddy diech, with nshovel
ins i syl =—{ns we conntry folks woubid haveit) * scourin®
u dyke shough®, alomy with bis fellow labowrer, an the
voars of early teene,  The hersine of conuublal felicty.
after the gallantry of the first wight, taking as it wern,
a disgust at her mailike bedfellow ; turning 1ail to the
purtner of boe life ; wcarcely leting him come within
bay lemgth, withowt invectives, screechss, nnid misne-
mers Agwinet kis worthlosness ; ot the snme time tak-
ing m giddy height, elimbing op a0 old fsiry thorn that
averhang the rowl of her dlweliing {while wes bedeen
the poar bushasd,) in ber frisky frivolity | proof againet
ks eoibresties and resonsicances to come Be n ssonod
o with him : calling on her fuir haired Tammie, with
thr rebake, that as infamt wos superior to all the charms
anil ahilities with wihsich the paramonr was gified, to
whem ber destioy haad been so lnckicaly saed. This,
the hubby on which the Bard first boilt the powers of
wmeic—ihe barmony of elink —the mamby-pamby of
rude burlesque ;  and dlisplayed the influence of & child
working to obtain & Muose  He feli i hiv beoasi mi
a1
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inly thros of desire, o if ho lomged o wmy something
oo the eveot.  He set about trying the use of wards;
calling Fine wpen line for his gwn snsmsement and graie
fleation | and ss the puwers of speech swayed kim along,
he found the clink te cume cnsier tham the prose ; there
by forming a sstivical mean lallad a2 the shrine of the
wedded pair of Ballyeroghy 5 which, hawover, is Jang
simre conwigued to the flames by the quernlons friend of
idiosyucrasy.

Henes, the opach of Hob's nisory baving arrived,
befiire siapie Ilhll'ﬂ.[-ﬂtiu‘hld hli.lsr ke ever ofier
gave ear fo bis principal core-Liller (though lis ctre
nmgmenger), me sbe logrmed bim her Inys; conning os
tins rolled on theough the sable paths of misfortone {a
slove 1o mishap), over the bmstle of tnmiotl @ smostl-
imgr the hardship of his age, and the wies sttendmt wp-
o labosir as his allotted portion, Unswearying in his
rxettions, ho has composed by dogrees thymes enongh,
“IH_'FHI:IEHH: ol which hmtmhlmm
to the publie, by the injunctions of some friends whe
marrwunded him, saying < Bob, you mus puldich * and
Ty il mamistames of whons, the edition has coms to ile
Press, which mever was designed for . No! pever
with the mind of smbition thas it wold be an oreemen
to lierature, or with the paralytic ides that it shoubi
shine o the drcle of tho grest.  Bot this & 0 mere im-
pulse of * clashanaclarer™ ; & bombastic phrase of every
pumy fool who tremhles to show himself in paper clotk.
ing. Shall | too, tread oi the besten path, asil plead
the same exease P Vs g bot 1 will ronsos thie cusg —

I it was wob preparcd o meet the public, or the
Pres, or designed for the cmipany of my nelghbocrs,

wii
why it it dressed in the garb in which it now stands,
and thrown forth from the glosmy manoseripls ts the
beams of fght? The question as shmply ssked, ==
briclly shall be snswered: That the carfesity of my
frirmds might be satisfied, and my vanity Aattoeed ; and
let me vell you, the tribe has & knowing of it—1 mean
thoss hot-bheaded, warm-hearted philentlrepists called
Puets, hurw o hankering sfler praise. Dot who bs it
that does ot love to ba flattered £

Fame, th dearest msoed of every nuthor, though he
wirs thy moresd eresturs of aduy 3 be tells you throw-
iz the musk of by poctisy asides, and treading anderfost
duplicity along with the rest of his kind, that all be s
fhres at, is to shake hands with the wild, bui respect-
bl danse called * fame,”  1f i be denied ldm, be mast
ondy, o iy customary, make his bow and retice o alleoce,
If fiome be denbed him (the girl which lre sulfers the
pravations of the world forl Be must ondy Tay his
wild barp by his side, snd sink fsto the murky shades
of shecarity from whenes be smerged | po more o oh-
trude his Gesonant brifles on the sar of 4 disoreet and
valightened world ; no more e tell the fale in s own
buorish style; the Poem b s oocultivaied strain ; op
sing to the glowing morn the anthems of inspiration ¢
ot the shades of even the mellow and tendor pacsion
i’ unsmbitious kove.

Thim, what shall the fsir sid Sowery mabless of
Mimeyrea, and its surronnding disiccts—and its worihy,
lively, =nid sporiive wwaine do 7 Shall they be haried
in oblivion ; oo more o be noted slong with their kind-
red Bard— Plythe Hebin® Nh;lhrlhuliu‘.'ﬁaulh
thy world may brand him wiil the epithet of blockhead
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o impertinent dolt ;. oeselent of anght that s good ;
the luart that loves song so dearly shull never coase
—Hll ceases its vibrating pulses—to carel their prajs,
though ronsigned solely to the pleasing of o fow whom
it estoems na friends; since pot Htted to shine an the
platform of o scientific, and world working community.

Te have sank down, without trial, hung beadod on
e bnek gronnd, as perbups would best snlt ko ; weuld
been, 1o bave lived and died like sue Erostratus, whe
bisrnedl tho famous temple of Diana st Epbesus, s be
ot made an effurt to obtaln & lasting reward fn the
miseruble deed.  Such, peradventure, ss ihe said Fros.
tratiss, by o deoil of worthlesness he shall sarvive.  Hut
uot et them and bim frst aboop in darkoess, forgm
nid gonie

Te the learued and the polite whes this litele voluzne
'i;l]{luillﬂ‘lhhmdlﬂ'i the Auihar hes po Ij."'l.lh'_l'l'
to give. Cestaloly, it v wauting almost of the -
guiage of the day i neither has be travelled to Louden
far the prevailing and gosieel idiom of the sister land,
fur the more powerfully cxprossing pathos, semtiomest,
salbdimivy, nod talent ; bot with the Inuguage which natare
berotight him to his door, and hasdod te him st the firs
shwwn of prattle, amil bade him wear through life; b
slmgs with pride the funny drolls — the debeful wies —
the loves sl pleasures of his native land; convineed,
that the learned, worthy, snd honewrahle, i they wen
nughl 1o commend, will nor disparage, because wung in
thn hread plain dislect of rursl simplicity.

Mosre and Byron msy sing in the fir order of posis,
slung with Shalispeare, Milton, Goldsmith, Cowjper,
Blair, Young, Adiison, usd  Beott. Ramsay, Fargu.

ix

son, Barps, and Tasnahill may tuns thoir wild pipss
bennin ; but the bird that is willing to sing, canngt be,
despincd, tbough his straing be oot o8 medodions as the
raqhi-umnl' the wightingale; the enlivening music of
the thrush ; or the mellow tones of the lnnet, or = wead
lark wild" All must sing os their great patron, Natore. |
wrdains them.  Theugh boarse and guttnral, do me the
lmnour to believe, that 1 am as willing s ever a bird in,
tlee Emerald Isle o sing i and, that my lsys sre origi-
nal, i not harmosions,

In Ulster  Irish { whicli some o thaoir unmessing e
contrieity may berm Scotel, to tear even the credit of
lasgmage from its mather hodn), | sing the mest of my.,
songn. Know, that wmtil tha 15th eentury, bids wos the
anclent Scotis, and the now modern Seotland, only the
minar ﬂml:nﬁhh.qwlhﬂhpﬂufﬂﬁrm-,
but given in by all men of profoned knowledge and
ermdition, that the inhabitants of Scotlsnd are the de-
sotndants of the people of Erin Then Erin must bo
the mother land. = To fix np snether paragraph in. the
Praface ; ikis is o8 tres &6 o sy the o shines. 1T b
in doomed to break his necl, the heany bock who re-
juices nt his downfall, vxnnot brand the simple Author
with the pert worl “ llar™; or lave the effrostory o
sy b s imsimoeon. . And sorely ibis most sy n good
deal 1o his eredit, whea all things else fail him—onn of
the rhyming legion s troth teller !

The Paems in themselves, are the efusions sf moere
jwienile days.  ‘They may have moril, or sty bnt
should any of them please, the Anther builds hinself
up, that be shall yet by more mature conidenstion (if
ife be propitions,) engraft himself in tho graces of his
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cotrymeon,  However, by the poblic’s opinion, they
mitast either stand or Gl ; s the Author has se spacions
grange, locrative estale;, fowering castle, mor grothic
doma to mtrsct the gaze of the world, or entice esterm.
Ajuin, ke says, by their own strength they most either
Bve or die.  Bal, detest me wot, bocamse I'm poor.
Flow, i you have wings, Oh verse! if not, dieg and
grovelling leave the more powerlful snd sancy to carol
in thy stend,

And, now gentle and indulgent reader, | will shortly
bave done. | mn bui young yet; my reading has not
boen extemsive. 1 feel all the warmer theois of reason
pod mature Setteriog in my bosom ; bt witheut a full
power of words, or a facility of linguage to make my-
selfl properly knowm to yom. [ sspire wot to that de-
gree of merit which belongs to the Poots whs floarided
in former years, o the time poctry was saleable, and
by far my superioe In overy point ; bot ane maore ta the
nmbwpfmul‘.rr IIII"I!.I. ||n|"n|'I my segy oy All
Pots can only sing in their day ; snarl not at the ward
Poet, thowgh it may bere bo insdvertently applied.
Had T eeme varlior, perhaps T might have been neore
esteemed ¢ bt the latenesss of combng is #02 my fault.
I know o nean in this medern age withow betng an ole-
gant scholar, i wsakle 06 carry the bay ¢ and T fear |
see the tempent lowering that is to overwholm me, and
capiise the lawly fubric that I have raised. Dut shen
you put ‘on your erifical speclacles, keep the charuster
in vipw thal Wil e o criticiée.  [mindaie me il
i nﬂ-_r invectives i;‘l.ilil e, B | ke mor 'urnn.hjr ol
them.  Place mot your bsttery guns on the ranparts of
Meviry or prejadics.  Abuwse me not wntl you have

=i

with eortninty Found ma the foe.  Give ot oar le the
seofl of the world,  Blake oot your eriterion for judg-
sment, the sound of others; mor condemn the Bard with-
oul & fair hearisg, (pin my leaves sl read me rare-
fally in person, snd if 1 do eredit 1o mysell and my
couniry | lot my ehnniry eatpsEn ime: i Dol wpEn
your fires aod comsume me, afier you have foamd ma
thit worthless wretch, Countrymen, then, snd net il
then, sfter o judicions perusal, give your decasion s you
may think it ; for; how oft have we met with the mere
mape of sensobesness, vulgarity, snd ignorance, calling
—Durss, DBurms ; Hamesy, Hamsay; Moore, Moere :
Byron, Byron i Gobdsmith, Goldsnith, &e.; and de-
erytay all other Authars of eelebrity :—asserting the lan-
guage of a 1¥ruamimeasd, a H]ll:-nl!‘,lﬁ'l"lf'p‘.. l!‘hpu.. o
Spencer, 1 Bloomfield, s Thompsen, snd o Gray, to be
thioss of the former ..ﬁ.nl]:m; rll:ri.h!'uﬂ}'ﬂ the walon
of the public, never having read ome single syllable of
uny, or all of these or those Authors themselves, [ aak
you render, is this right or wrong ¥ can & man have &
knowledge of abook until I hes searched it and knows
whai it contains ¥ oan we Judge on the crow's report,
whether the day will be rainy or dey in the vicinity of
& rookery ¥ or can wo kill the bogp that never was In
our possession ?

Hq.m.ﬂmw, tho Irish nation has never lifted her Bards
since the ancient days of the anclend tinses § thoaghshe
hay prvalueod as fine men s over the world saw, now
wank o forgetfulness 3 while other realma have extolled
thelr sons of sanyg to the cowds, sl handed them down
to posterity.  { True, the living Moore haa  fourished.
Bt what ks the bmmorial Mocsre—the klng of Poela:
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coudil be or Drammand de sught else but survive ¥}
What ean be the reason, | oot imagine | noless that
hiewrt-brolen Trelami bas samething of more imnportamon
o think sbosi. Amnl wntll the homes of the poople
flsurnh, and the sofl of the comntry be nnshackled, it
impossible that her sons or dssghtors can thrive. Is
there nothing that is worthy in Thompson, the Lyle-hill
Bard ; MKensio, of Dhanover; Beggs, of Hightown
Orr, of Ballyearry, &e 7  Had these men met the en-
rourigement of the ‘Scottish Poets, Hogg or MNeill;
who can tell where they might have landed, ar what
their exertions might bave come o7

A simple question, and [ have dotie.  Whether dors
an poor vational snedocated man deserve higher of his
coantry for his geoiw, though bt medioerity ; ora
fich man with all the pleasares of pustime, sl the
siores of knowledge open to bim ¥  Dedde the qaoes-
gon.  "Then shift the page ; read the book throogh, snd
give me fair play for my life,

Fellow Countrymeen,
Yours with due deferenoe awml respect,
ROBERT HUDDLESTON.

i erTae, Mook, Tedi.

A COLLECTION

POEMS AND SONGS,

% DODDERY WILLOWAIM,

————— a

A ye wha's [aad o readin’ tale,

Tue woothe dull cxre sl euse the soeiom
Here proewome ils, and grisly deils,

The Food reasss o samstipg,
hllft'hrﬂhl".'ﬂl.l.'-,—,

M“\'ﬁ.ljlll'-ﬁ-nn'qh;

Anitl poked thom out (ki greatid bogle.

The nights get crablir, dark, an’ bleak,

The days but dancy shortlin’ poep ;

While Sammer cheers the southern Pole
And warn the Antartic FEeions S0l

While canl’ Diecombor's cranrviuch breath,
Devs wroaselin freese the faded beath ;
While sctive natare's ponderom bock'd,

Her mad career been instant stipped ;
While south eurth's chariot wheels do wend,
An Sol's bright beams ‘gain narth sutend,
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Oines more 1o meliorste the sall,
0Of sweet Hibernia's Emerald lale.

The night muir frightsom” ayo do blow,
Whan Luna she forgets tan show ;
Whan stars disdain tae shaw their form,
By resson o' th' spproachin storm 3
Whan ower the traveller |i|u 1l h-ll-p..
O smootin’ snaw, or splashy sleot ;
Whan duck an’ geoss do ower us squagh,
T- lrlh B ll::lllri.'rl.r fard ar l:ldu.
Whan Cheistain folk kimg ower th ingle,
Harkenin® tas the bitter trimmal
0¥ doors weel steek’d again the win'
That's whivlin' through the keyhole in,

'Twns canl” Decomber r'ugh an’ drear,
The shortest day closed on & year.—
A fwrm uplaboiired reisted prox,
Guidl &ith's s muzels for a fox.

The pleugh maun gae for bext yoars com ;

The pleughman’s brogues are gicky worn ;
And the' the sight’s haith wild an’ dun,
'rhil.!i;itlhrm“h“‘l‘dbr mrme.

D sie like wight as we marrate,
Brave Doddery strowlin® ta'sn the gate,
Despisin' »°' that blew, s0'ght fearin’,
Vnio & cobbler’s shap careerin’.

The cobbler nas less fam'd for drolls
Than for substantial sheetin’ wole.

-
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MNow 1o the tals, and on wa start,
The cobbler soon was st the wark
The sul’ shoon quickly sif wers toa’d
Quick thoy wore cloan'd and sn the L |
And on the knee were firmly placed,
An” tieht the -!I.I'I'HP avwer them laced -
Wi’ every dink the aul’ hook's dird,
A’ roun” Lilea sliot the tacks did birl—
The anciemt knife mow ruli.' .]1,.41-.._
An' ﬂ!-l"mlﬂ ke ax hide whuu-lh,"m;
And now the sléon sddyin’ bores,
The weel wax'd en” now whitsls' wores ;
While sturdy ‘rist wi' tadesman’s sough,
Weel nedda't thegother 'III:F' a pegh.

The wark on forderin’, went the jokin’,
The sul’ ely hallun shook wi' la'ghin':
The eobbler at his drollest erachs,

Fu' woel rod up his niboes” fun'ts ;—
He tanld o' lovely courtin® Joyss

How seones o youth the mind employs 3
How guileloss maidons’ witclin® smiles,
Are aft disarin'd by naoky guiles ;

How this guidman, aod that Euitlwife,
“Mid wars an' cursin’ led their lifio ;
How afi mislippes'd choery maids,
Whan ruefa’ Hymon's knota oivgage |
How ri.'lri! Bﬂlr trick'd Ler NESH,

As' daftly lent young Jock her hay' ;
How Jean an’ Bock got rantin’ waddin',
Yot unco worthiess wore their beddin ;
Foe the' six twomonds they were wod,
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Their feckless weifs & wean nae bred.
And 8o, an’ s, ho rang away,
Wi' &' that he could think or say.
But here he stupt his blethiorin' mood,
An' started ﬁﬁﬂ.rl‘q‘lilm:
And dowe rolationally he cam',
Frae Uloots in Eden tae St. Joha;
And om kis clatterin’ tongae mislesred,
Wi o particulars ‘thout rogard £
At last ta0 lysome tales he sot,
‘Bant haunted ha's, snd frighted fork :—
How Danes didd in their Disky sporis,
Build bigh the lofty mounds an' fisrts ;
In suclent times how hormies Broomies,
Held conversation wi' our grannies ;
How Falries honest tiny chicls,
Aft pay'd our fathears borrowed meals ;

How gruesom Kelpies watcli'd the spriogs,

An' Bapshers wailln' noks'd lane ghems
How Warlscks, Witclws uighily ranged

The comntry through, an' mowrnin’ whinge :

"Tween tollin® talos o truth no' bees,
He tanld o thess, and mair than these
Wi mair o bogles, s’ sio erall,

That gravely owerhoml he bro'ght ;

Which nightly through the country lurk'd,

Tae catch the traveller whan bemirk'd ;
While Doddery guped i’ miooth an® een,

He feared the night, be hand it scooam,
Bat here Wit s the tale to feteh,
An' truth keep good ss om we sketeh |
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The robler kept a nappy battle,
That was baith cheap, as' stirdy metils ;
Wham Bess, th' third wife, deal’d wi' skill
And liberal hand each fowing gill

The shoes been ment, Iwave Doddery linked

The weo potich oul, the siller clinked :
The hearty cobler fain did see'y,

Ar' fdgin® wink'd a1 Bew tao trost ¢
Not willin" Bess tas be affronted,

She hak'd them doon vwa wasna seriopit ;
And on thn ernck mair joyfu’ Sowesd,
The cheery crack but sow in rogue.

A fig fur el —care uight go gite —
The storm without might blaw as't ke,
Dodds caredos it o single feo,

His eares an’ foars worg all agles.
Divive oo wwect muments of ﬂﬂ#
And surrow lilh:nrr:lrh-.l.l Fi'ﬂg;
Ah! Bacchus, don't yeir drink yet sparo,
Dmt hoise him in & nessae mair |

Giuid ksows ho soon esugh shall wae,
The night's yet lang au’ far off day :
Kill time, kill time, s lung's ye cun,
Anither, yet anithr dram ;

His Plﬂm’iillh'“lbmj%
An’ gie him o't o bearty slog,

Dresirn finds & favourite erisis,
Tae tell tar man her cloyless wishes ;
And lust obitalne an smple feld,
When wisdow's set bebind the bield :
n_g
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= Man's passions them are sot his wn
When all but jollitey b gone ;
Vice then obising its subtle snds—
W starve surselves, i plesss our friends.

Just w0, 8 plain the tabe it showse—
Now tan the brain the steam bein' fow;
While fun sod frolie, nuirth an' ghon,
Flow'd on as bythe e blyshe ooald be ;
And while the potren stout an’ strong,
Tha wheels o life drove lightly oa ;
Poor Disldery’s hoart was nae his sin,
He heaved & sigh, be fund a pais :
That wanion jade el love opprestil,
Anid sair him stong about the chest |
He feel'd bis pabie v maddesio’ thros,
And faln & teklein® fand below.

Anon th' ehamonteld clown was glimin®,
Acros nlewi [oss whare she was chimin',
As st bor wheel she blythely sang
ot pwer shine smnet ke ke span,

Meanwhile, EHes spied his wanton siuint
An she gied bim s teory wink,
And Doddery kent the moasin’ 'L,
And lang'd t be st tie fnnin’ o'y :
And up the potion sweed was toom'd,
And im was call'd anither powml ;
And Bess wis bada o coge bring wi't,
Untai bersel, and in't o tread.

(£ ]

Blythe Bes obey'd the leal commen,
And kin', was kind e ths guil man
Wi soch & -r.‘ll.l'ij' M'ﬁjﬂl,
That arch suspicion thoaght her chasin.
Ev'n boary Sam sse biyihe oo sewin,
His youihiu' Bes swe kindly wi' lim ¢
Ne'er thinkin' that she lack'd o' grace,
{ The' Doddery prajsed hir ton bis feo ;)
Here mornks o' wore forwanl shifiin’,
Tho' "hin' backs she wae sair kim slightin’j—
And Poddery’s lghin' 1ill be's oraekin'—
Aml stupid Sum ne'er spies their gookin' ;
While aye the tither hout's n oomin’,
And aye the tiber cap theyre drainin,
Till bowl om bowl they'd hespod on ither,
And ower the cobler "mayigy thae Jonthir,

Wi lumps o joy, love ripe they see,
What for the luwin' lang'd tae view.
Tan bed the cobler aff wan bore,

Andd back cam' Bess tae bar the door.
Brave Doddery's arms aroasd her plaited,
A e the ben loasa door she steppit ;
Toit, toit, some woe stool in th wras'Ta,
Sae canily pitch'd them ower tae warsel ;
Awhare the begongu'd cobler tum'led,
Thetn eriminal Bess an' Doddery rumbld.

Ab, Bam | nb, Sam | there's great mlstakes.
But thou suld fellaw Entie wi' niks
{Sae mice, sse han'some, blyths, an’
yosing,
A vera spunkle fo' o fin 1)




Dech! och! tas wod oen sic & hissy *
The deil you dsy was wi” yoo bosy !
I'm sure ye kent that your aul’ banes
Sao erazed an’ fu’ o' age an’ pakns ;
Conld nocht o'on das 1o plesse & L,
But ¢'ght yost twall at Michselmss.
Why did you no man het her be,

Tar some young swank Kircoubrey,
Like Doddery —Now wha tryw tae lay,
The mettle o her fingin’ tae ;

A’ if that bother comes tse has',
Lays o’ the wyio an’ blume on Sam.
And if thon eouldna wast & wife,
Theu sul’ doyhe bussard fur thy Eife
Went wed ane ke yoirsel {gray hair),
"Bout sixty-fre, or meby makr ;
Wha'd rus the race wi' thee thoat dou's,
As nosr g possible it ot :

Whia nas wad vined the supitial joys,
Mor dealed amang the foolish beys ;
Wha'd kesd the frailiies age brings fro,
Nor spurn’d & boblo in yeir bow,

A youthfu' lnsses mind yeir heats,
Whan rn-ul‘Lﬂ.t" 'l'l.l'n'ln" ower ye crecps—
W1 soorn nas jeer & youthfa' lad,

For gowden eild tae play the bawd ;
For whan thst Hymen's robes ye stain,
0, scant Is grace, wn’ rife defume,
There's nae pad lefi you for Lo siray,
Dot ane, an' that’s the weddin® way ;
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The waddin' day, keep it far af,
'Fore onnic anl'men ower yo flaff
Rt brisk young fellovws mak yvir aia,
O else yeir pescs aa’ resl bs gane ;
An faith like Dess, naa dou't yoll jomp
Intan tho mod, up tao the rump !

An' unos maliior's black fased want,
Whan wi' & merry yoa ye ken't
(0, wha the wife coabd wiyle, wr bilame,
Whan Sam bad waur fao'ts tham beln’ lume |
Whan anl’ men's meeloss every clout,
01 wha could blame the lass tas do's ?
Awow | sha was o darlin®shsely;
San anirly wed taw o n bucky @
Sae honnie winsome, douss s’ canty,
An’ devil & den't bot was ill doos tas
Nae won'er wantonness did glimmmoer,
Yet roun' her youlhfu' hlosmis’ simmer.
The lass was born i wies] na onmin,
Ax' wit n thing th' ea'd 8 ——
mnﬂﬂ:‘t ‘-'l:d.rl'uﬂl.
The lockless girl was not phewrd—
Btan' basck o wes, till trial trys,
And learn fobearance fore despise;

it on the shoe, snd say ye'll wear b
Belore "t doon, | deu't pe'll tear'e
Numo hardslip knows 1ill anes tse ted it
But plenty’s fools "twould seoff or sligltie:
Nocessity urged lr to abiase—

Asd Fack facedd wont plends her excuse.
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Itas to the tale aguin we come,
Far hasty lave grows furioas sooi.
{ My hoars gues thud, my teeth gaes clash,
0, wha'd nae looo & bonnie lass!)
As giff-gafl ower each lip there weat,
Thire dwall the prigeless gim ——antem |
But Pegusns bere straing s lin',
An’ leaves ma grovelin® mid the fum
The Muase sho's turned so alyly chaste |
Her oily tomgue scarce minls the feast,
To say bow wont ithe morry gume,
Athoart, langside, th' dean hearth stane :
But urges forth discorning senee,
And spilling love's unconsciows mense |
Tar gurss how groanin’ leather's girg'd,
Till weary grew the rant numere'd ;
Whan Duddery partesd wi' his dams,
The might bean sal Lse meel again.

0, love! thou mrt i god of svil,
The stisg o sim, o shame —the devil—
Tha barbinger of wos an’ il
That lures to ruiss hrink s fell.
Loave grounded such as here appeass,
The' got for livthe aft ower dear’s ;
The pad is strew’s] wi' therns, way, mare—
And folly's wages sft wounds sore.
I advise boys when kissin® rife,
Tae never price ankther's wife,

Ab! Deddery, new does come thy wae,
The scene of pleasure’s Bed away ;

£
Ab! what decoy’d thy silly pate,
Tae st'y wi' rantin’ Fess ane late.
When pleasare’s but o fancied deesm,
That foreruns sarrow's swelling «tream ;
That opes the bt 1o comin’ eare,
And fills the bosam fa' o° fear—
e like the bind that carious Bghos
U birdlime in i giddy Gights
Too late it viows its former elate,
Then stares refnin’ &t itv fale,

Huch is the bird when in the gin—
Such Doddery was, an’ much the sume.
The door is aped, an’ Dodds mann gas,
Frags crowd his bruin, but he can’t stay |
The wil' win' wheeps baith lsud en’ shrill,
A fifers blow on every hill.

Ham's tales his wemory haunt snew—
Brat, hark! iho cobleor's up wom moo

“ Flea! Doddery, fos! mak speedy bamse,
The wichi s set yo ken sgain.”

Dhoddils e'ca wi' sad the by-gane chorum,
Then l'-'lhﬂrllﬂ'rrﬂllllrﬂ im 3
That b through dark an' dub maan boge,
Ere be can spbshin’ reach the road.
Mosnwhile, bo en his endgel spits,

The' fenr his youthfin® heart besets ;
An” manlike courage up he's wrasling,
An' tan the pad Toe's & n-wrhinTin',
Adoon the hill he fast doclines;
Woeel on his trusty stafl be beams |
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Fast shoodenns' up laﬂ'l the win',
He kse's il onset far bahin'
l.’-r this hie's h_'r i kemmin” wrhar;
The fairies coblin’ Bam did senur
And ower tha drh an’ through the scrogs,
Whar secn holl's-fins in shape o higs ;
Giamn doon the lowlsn® south the glen,
Whar witchin' Pegy chang'd tae s ben ;
Now ower the eav’ kmow sowth the grees,
Whar Huinly's ghost was sfies soun,
Arn' stranghi fornent the gibbet moar,
Whar Clooty's tracks stan's ln the rock ;
Right left the woe waul in ihe fon;
Whar madwifs Jinsy kad ber des,
But bere, be soes bo's far gane cang,
But nao can ken what way tac gang
An' ptarin’ wildly be's &' roun’ him,
Yl noclt can st sic darkness droouin,

Quack, quack, some swaterin® braisd it erys,

Ho jumips troot keaght mn’ onwaril hies:
And wan'erin’ an, he voxin' plamps
Iofme the burn an’ ower the romps,—
The barn that Willie's mill's® weel Feodin,
M ither shife pomas™ be's wadin' :—
Bup sson tho tither side b gain,

Al instawt shalies bis dolidran braips ;
Aind stody'd for & moment dlear,

Then sx'd bimeel’ what w'y tan steer.
A ichenin' faff his dim gen mids,

The' sair, mair salr his min’ it plagues ;
Agwin i comes, oy, ames, Wwios, thrice,
He sees his ervor inoa trice ;

* The Mill of Mr. 'Willlam Gamble, Boliiwds.
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Nor pad, nor pad but ane discoras,
Yot he nann tak't, the' fear alarns ;
He maan it tak', nor .
The thin‘er roses wi' dresdis’ Tory —
Anil un b ereepa field side the dyle,
That's on the foamin” Hobberts gght ;
Whilse brushin "gainst its hurely rosns,
Tae catch the anl’ road st the Peap.
Far up the bours by this he's drove,
Roun many & winid an' scanr an’ eove |
Now by the creel whaur grannbe Gilib,
Al saw ir i;hl the strallin r-ll'!1

And on, wnd past tho aul grave yaird,

Whare howlin' wails were nightly bard ;
And strauglht formgut the i¥y trees,
That aft were seen ise flash aw' blovse ;
And roun’ nigh tae the anl Tuck mill,
And sul’ grey cas'tle om the hill ;

Yot lo! thoe Haloy-know 'fore stands,
Saw woted for infermal gangs ;

That wightly hand their glamorous routs,
Throaghout iks lwackeny roaius o groape

i dicfi’ sorraw bere talies placs,
And wos on woe is besp'd, alas |
The dock the twalilin’ chop has rung,
The wizard howr is on ihe wing.
The might s dark—as dark s dusgoon,
The win' mair ssidly morufn’ whingin’,
AR houwse an’ ba' tho theek naw lees,
Whils slate sn’ gile skop 'fore the brecse:
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E'en bendin' bushis crashia® roet,
Anal stacks frao ol thelr tinmer coup ;
And forage tae the hills is tost,

And aheaves on posts are blawdin throaslid

The gathered storm beging we burst,
That lang wi' wrath was pondant aurst ;
It eomes wi' teafobd force si last |

The hurrying, eddyin’, tempest blnst.

Drave Doddery’s sournge lere does st
He quakes tas pass this midnight kaunt ;
His beart wi' futterin’ pant does best,

“ Tha endgel in kis * nieve does shake®:
And oo alang b stowlin® tranps,

Ha't' ereepin’ on kis wanklin® shanks :
But, hark! semo rusloin’, he's alered,
And in » bolly thicket's darn'd.

Here glimmerin’ up fisl Deddery sphes,
Threa brimstone squadrons sor the shies
Beefore them weat Hie three ballooss,
Thres flamin’ flambeans cesr 5s moons
That by some dark mysterions power,

A’ roan’ posr Ihsddds the sparks did shewor.
Each cutside squail s arm’sl for wars,
Hedd In thels black has's Ulseain” bass i
Apd reond ther waists o belis wore hisg,
The batile axe, the bow, und dling :

Andl om their bacls were h!”ql i g,
Wi s their nmmamumatasn Founis ;

And st their heails few Beeor cnnmaniders.
Distinguished for their gromome genders.

0

The centre corps n8 senter slood,
Ason hrﬂln-f!r-lum‘l;_
Aul’ Cloots himeol’ been fonryd e sousl,  *
Wi partial ban' in cither side,
L=t he aboa'd boss his regal throar,
Not knowing what clas the fight shou'd won :
e beaded on the middle gung,
An' hoicd s palo like steady wan,
Commanding bomage a lmge macs,
Eograves on't the latters prace
Awid shrill wi' foreo be veh'ment blew,
A trompet that will bouder grew

M'I'IJI':uwned were lis urgent calls

Froe &' parts o the sctan's isles,

As boagles tomid the huntsman's soumds,
So cam’ the metamorphos’d hownds :—
Thick crowded nir on broomstick naiges ;
Fust fabries "gain the storm did flap,

In Jocust flights wi' throe cork'd hat ;
Headin' like corbies fisr the bleesa,

T sagan yade bound ‘tweon their tiesighs :
While ragwesd drolls cnme many @ mee,
Fraw Torkey land, un® land o Greees ;
Av’ rush gras funks o' mony » gra,

Far, fur awn, frae lands o' snaw,

But, last there eam’ on nimle legs,
llmu'#. il m “rﬂ-ﬂ"l
E'en magic sorcerars many a clow,

An” bie, an® she, in shape o brute
T.-I.I.Lulinn vt gof F‘Iﬂ o '-']-l"-
Tar sasr likn drakes the whinfin' win's 1




Tall miony Y wile wul “'r'.l e heast,
A'“! nERY 50 undlmervin’ Fﬁ".'“-

Was rappd in roles o' pecramancy
That night, tae st sul’ Cloutic's fancy :
Whan he (rae put bis nerial coach,

A thun'er forth addresied ’1'“"5* b

« My faithful subjocts, hear sy words,
Let waverin® iboughts yoor iminl mist SHTET -
This njn'l-.t wo're et for biggslation, iy
Well waigh your thoughts with meiditation
A senmbor b Hlekls ondenst,

Fur disabelionce to brhest ;

A Whig or Tery here is chess,
The hesders of thess diferent fors.
Which in the place of him shall sct,
As honest suhjects yon wlevcl”

This eoded [loots his hase harangwe,
An' hats a0’ bonmets off wers ta'en g
And bows and corchies roun’ they mads,
Wi' trebile worship tae their liogo :

Fair s’ ald Cloots wos six times ory'd,
Till neking hills agnin repliod :

Al wp thoy muffled] drums did pedn,

Amd bowid the pipes did rentin® il

And lo! the tribes on shanks' meeres,

ot walte' an' hormpipes through the brems
And i the nir the righn' jades

¥ wrap hitn wi' their siadely plaids.

At lust tan soe himsel’ sae honon'd,

v ['em Batan” shosily ub it scouner'd ¢

=
And doon the torelios draplin plarted,
And deon the helllsn® leghoms durted
Before poor Dmddery on the green,
Wi lengthum’d tails, o blsisgin® eon.

Ah! Doddery, but for thee P'm serry,
Tae think upon thy by-gane glory ;
When sexted hr the rokler's hearth,
Where laad Tonrea'd the valis o mieth |
Ee'n cuddlsin’ wi' falr youthfu’ Bess
Wha chesp renewd thy cheery glum |

Till woman's wiles, ae* woman's charns

1'hl"';lr malr conbil Fonce li!r waaton thelrms

And wow tae view thy piteius case,
Heset. |:|'_|' a" the hellhoon” roen

And o' the back-art cantraip tribe,
Thai's hell concern’d, fn Nick's confids,
Woatchin® wi sager ¢'e tar eatch

Some late benighted wai'erin’ wratch

Ab! Tigde did thy mamoy think,
That thos me late wad syl tae deink ;
Alang wi' Towd decovin' wounm,
While she sat watehin® for thy comin’ 1
Bt lows i ghe smpect, far e,
Bhe nifer ngain wad ses thy fuee ;
Thy sency face on sarth gain Bevim,
Tar ssothe her griel, or vase hor griovin',

Hist to the business o 1he night,
The Muse does instant wing her figh ©
Anld Horn was in o quarry plasted,

Dl




That straught line apposite face fronted ;
About tlires horse wpangs e the ihicket,

D north whare Dedds was trimTin® squstied.

Al Dolils diel thesre Fuo' wesl diseern,
Frae wharo he lay sonuth side the cairn,
Qame weel E—'ﬂ!nl‘ihlllnﬂilll-ﬂ.
Encored nmang the sooty traio
Besides some sal’ caiveseent neehours,
Sae fum'd for vile licontious fibbors ;

Wham lang sinoe canl death bas saapp'l hence.

Tae let them lide the comseguence.

But glimamerin' cn, he fixed his eyos
(o mne saw woled, (o I:El-._'lﬂu;

‘Twas sealed closn bo Batan's beft,
Placed in the crevies o' a defb §

Wha snt e penman for the poll,

Fusi whitin' up o pasty quill ;

While Wil o'~ Wisp before them hanlled
Twa torches that he over dandled ;

That gart poor Doddery for tas frown
Upon a limi white poupit gown,

Thst eutsids coored n reverent joator :
Awmd I,Iul-l.lmy saw amd ken'd his master,
Wham lang he'd ssir'd for mony a day,
Wi doon right fsithiu’ boaesty,
Carrousin’ 'mang 1h" iofemal vermin,

0 bogle-boos in Sunday's sermon.

The different tribes now draw 6 files,
Meeordin’ to thelr different styles—
Aguin the wner key we'll touch,

Tha' on us it abogld |.I.I'i.l! r-u'rm;h,
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As Bere on canth we vanish &l
The pagrant cluos o' Mammson's kind ¢
Al bustlein’ ‘mid their ompiy boft,
While oyed with seam's tho poartith bost,
Blisterin’ ‘midst the ssnate’s roar.
Without admissian fiur the poor §
Semlin” forth lows witl heariless hearts,
Robkin' th' puor ol thelr dessris :—
Except some great illustrions wordies,
This mest like ull oor court-like birdies

Buch, sucl the irie poor Doddery som,
Wi' kis twa naked glowerin’ een ;
The naps o' H—] as IIII'H].I irs,
Raobed in their sematmrind fars,
A" seatia’ roain’ U q'u.l.r.r,"l dinh..
As sulted oo their several ranks
While back the lews impartast devils,
Woere kept cutside frue mang the nobles,
Here witches formod s bollow square,
Wi broomstick pobes hats'd in the sir g
There warlack crafl as grisly farmed,
A solid proup wi’ edgeens mrmed ;
While tae the left were formles wgqunals,
An' coumtless reera clatterin’ judes ;
Whas kecklin, eursin’, boxin' din,
Show'd they ware ol scqus'nts wi' sis ;
Bat Doddery ken'dna what ise ca’ them,
Therefure, for foar, 11 po mises’ thsm.
‘hiain tas the right were tiny flocks,
Like wocinl musons—miagic knots,
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Ca'd fairics, weifs, bekocks, an geegeors,
(F o' descriptions, shupes, sn fgures ;
Wi banners streaming in the sorm,
Wi wweet harinonsoas mosic's charm
But loud agsin the trampets sonnd,
Makes reverencs, silanen, deep, profaand.

0! borrid, hidoows, dolefu’ tale,
And you the daveliest o't tan tell
Lang, lang ago, at Nick's commain’,
The out-pests they had ta'en their s’ ;
An’ tae the oplan’ hanks had strods,
Andd glem, aud bore, tee watch in cog,

The infornal bylo sow buvy fykes,
An's tearin” greal e froe th dykes—
Strowin' forms an’ benches here an” thero,
An’ platforms stool o'os mony 8 whore ;
As netive proparstion makin®
Tan it the hustings fior the votia’ :

Bust, hark ! yon pleket’s dreadfu’ yeil,
Yon's tidin's o' same teerible ill.

4 Hie, his," sabd Batnn,  to lis help,
My voblesi dog's at bay an' yelp :

You's Rogan, woel 1 kow his vwice,
Wha meer yet bold his sovercigs Bes;
Fly to bis shil, sen whiat's kis will—

I wish this wight gain o be weel”

Mo wooder satil, than hlhlﬂ' ihsiie
A thonsand took the wizard run’
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Intelligenee thoy soan beoght back,
Tae grim their legn withont naietak®
Al thus IIHI-I:I!-I'FI‘I-I:I'HI‘ﬂlH-.

A owman Bit mark’s in the glen.

Soba ! the pumphlets o* the glybe—
Their veagfa' prate soon laid aside.
t lose tas the screen {whare Dodds was) deaw,
Vow ! somethin’ gied a whillaloa.
Haf mnd wi' fear, and reason att,
Poor Doddery gied a droailfa’ shout 3
And eried, * chastn Heaven preserve my lifi,
I pe'er "gain kiss the cobler's wife :
Alas! oo ! on' maun [ deal
Ab! dinna shake yeir hoed st me.”

Deils tho' they wanr—this Cloathe's band,
Amazcd, astonished, put tae stand:
Aud momentary silence reigns, -
As Doddery's voice ached through the plains.

« What's yon, what's yon,” leped muny o tongun,
Apguin, nguin, snes mair * what's yoo ¢
Yoo canms bo mae out-post pickes,
That's this time scirlin’ on & track o
The naked trath nue lees van tell,
Yon's bat the track maker himss]'.

L]

“ Humph, humph! hech me! o' guin 1 Beve,
The Hanshee's here frae Granus's care ]

For whas is &’ this fyke on’ steer ¥
Tak' eosinsel impa, an' dinna fear.”
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Thus say'd a wee aol’ wessen'd creatire,
Wha'd deil en'ugh in avery fentnre ;
Wha's harkin’ wasna just the best,
Sinen age an’ sul’ yours him posses't.
“ Pt up the light; let us go on,
The Banshes sure, can's spoll our fun.”

“ Ha, ha” guo' sne ca'd byster Crone,
In H_1 & noted royalist kmown—
Bein' whipper-in for Clootio's houn's,
Wha kept he beagles o' in boun’s,

& | fiowr, I fénr "tis somethin’ wanr,
Far trifles devils diens genr.”

# This, this nan thesie tes gab or jaw,
A whimper make Tl ruin o' g
What doss the maister say himself 7
Lispesd mony & wee important eli

Tk, push ! hush, hush ! fuo’ time fae yust ;

Whist, whist! be silent, lowa yeir crack,
Saull, snuil,” que’ Nick, * | smell & raty”
An' whisper'd, % 0 bt it is fus.
Some foe of mest pernicous porte,

Is here this night an’ &t otr cosr :

Nor distamt far th" Lstenin' save,

Wha's s the sserets o itha liraTe—
Whan ached the Banshee throagh th' bollow—
Did ye mo voices tws hear bellow

As surs 55 yot Bves mortal men,

Eome tottler's Jurkin' i the ghie

as
Wha's hrard what sha'des b'ned an' saw,
Gif volrd again U ruin o'
He kens o' mony bero nas doa't,
Tn wild parade thet beTl repute:
Warlocks an witches dow't yve kem,
Yo've nas respect mang mortal mes !
As litthe deils 3 yet deil noy care
The callan soug, bhe's i7 the suare.
Before that we ean rufee his tom',
He manns "seape, elso we're undoon :
An' favourite crones, an' haggard dames,
They'll hang or bora ye i yeir hames.
Ewift doon the glen, wor more delay,
As Blosdhoan's prancin’ fpr your prey
Away, away, ner longer dring
Him deed or Hevin', hither bring.”

Ab! Duds, poor Dodds, what are ve daln’?
H—T's brimsove gleds te eatch yo feein'!
Ah! why man did ye speak ava,

T sare ye ket Swould roin o',

Peor beart-broke sowl, Sworo peace tue hang,
And is the thicket yet yeir stan’ ?

Alns, alaa? yob wre o lievin® 7

Ay, ay, wi terror, bist pust grievin' |

Sic time as "ty nan, jump as’ rin,

But, ah' “twere useless s lock'd in :
Anco ill, aye waor, yet don't despair,
The' guid knows now en'ugh thy care ;
But wha knows yet, bid Guod tae bilfss ye,
W' a" thelr fyloo but deils may miss yo:
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Yt hid the world s last adieo !
For pow guid L—d, they're o ye tow,

Dividled rous’ ik hook an’ eroak,
Lest be sh'ud gie them o' ths joke
mml.rlr Ith-r.-'hhih.

Wi' kellish gowls an’ hellish shrioks ;
The glen they started north s’ sowth,
While lo! poor Dodds despaired o roth :
They search'd ik neuk, ilk hols an" bore,
Thoy best the fern, the sorag, an’ scaur,
And tae the summit o e rocks,

They on parswed the midnight fox :

Nor brush, nor rush bat's kick's an’ pied—
"Gain wheel'd they doon the river side ;
The gripes an’ frrns the search fenew,
The thundoris’ linn they forded 100 ;
Till o1 they'd battered ilkn where,

As cunnin’ ponchers for the hare ;

And search’d each boshy thorm an’ roan,
Like cocker dogs, an' all but ope.

At lnst wnin that ons they ouune,

The oo imbosom'd in their gaims :

Wi Indisn whoop, and exvage yell—

Snnff, soaff] © be's hore, ene rife's th' smell.”

An' Doddery tried, essay'd tae ring
But Doddery Fell me weak o Jim',

o Whe's here,” & voies vodferates ficres,
MD-:lﬂnf- very s il !l-'l"n.fli'
* Who's bere 7™ again il arbed more loud ;
# Akl me, "tis me,” erled Doddery, cowed.

a
“ Anid what are yoa irreversot wretd,
That here oor midnight rovels wareh 7™
“ 1 didia watch yo, sh!* quo’ Dodds,
“ Is only on my hanseward trodge |
An' frae nul" coblin® M'Lead's,
Fae gettin’ now soles on my broges ;
An" bere, ‘vwns bere, yo me waylaid,
I wish'ilua tas see sic 8 squid -
Ev'n thonsas' devils ae yo swarm,
Sae crept in here tae "vold the harm.

Thus spak the clown, bus ah | asteri

#ln simredd the roan & mockls srm—

An' frao its touch Obone | 2as fell,

Pouwr Doddery shrunk within himsel,

It drag'd him forth wi' iron grasp,

And in its elunch e beld hinn s

While Deddery foared wi' might_an’ maie,
“ i) for the Li—als sake let mo gang |

Andd iF e wish tue knyw Y name,

1'hl:'j' o e Dmfdﬂr Willowaimi.™

But [}, alas ! bis proyers were valm,
Sin' he |r!r dovil's han's was 1a'sa.
Auld surly Uangie reboment cries,

“ Thy life thou'lt forfelt far thy Joys s
Pslaw | my joke tae feast yoir ovn,
Yo've scrambled here ihis night bedees ;
Tae seo in” hear what you enald el
Ye've lap's in here & cirfons bells g
But in the net ye're snag my kabra,
Yell ne tell tidin's o't the morn :

o
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Came, bind him fast, an® gag bim swith,
Wi thong, un' chain, &n" eruel witho ;
An'" vast him in his den ngain,
And there s thme let him remain
When all is o'er an® set tae right,
Waoll make hawks meat & bim this mighs.”

# ) Mr. Chairman, In voor wraith
0 dinna doom poor Deddery doath ;
'ght, o'ght, ava, an' what ye will,
Before sne barburons me ye kill §
Alleginoee 1 will swear tar Nick,
And tak’ the necromancy cloak 1
Och, och, ules® plack, anee!

O mm I, am [, deom'd tae e ¥

0 whiskey, whiskey; thau'nl the oure,

Care bales in o needfa” hour

Thou art the spirit koeps the spell,
That mak’s os banld ewer & vur ill.
The ills o' earth can nae us Leass,

Whan o’ o' thee sure surrow fems

An' joy an’ plessaors han' ba han’,

Wi’ them we briskly link alamg g

We fear une sad, nor vare for evil,
Whan o is joy, fam mirth, an’ revel
E'en sapp'd wi' theo my peetty potion,
Sure conruge = kiltles wp our notion™ ;
Beneath thy influcnoe see grand,

What mischicls wad we nae whthstand
The goblin bour brings nae sic fear,

As whan we're sober toe mislear |

a
What deils wadl we ne fight or face ?
Mor terror hrings the wildeg might,
What terror wild eou'd e affright ¥

Throagh a” this time o' terror gane,

Nar Dodds sae ill as we lot on

The sout mant did the strength retain,
The stull yet sioamin’ in kis buain ;
Nor terror e'er right tare'd lsis britchas,
Till be was in the devil's clatehes ;
Wi fear enugh & woefu® cloon,

Tied in the glen tae wait his doom.

Bah, bah! the trempet’s suod alarm'd,
The drumhbead ‘guin to order war'l ;
The sable tribes in all obayed,

Each to their post 'gain separate stray'd ;
Exulting in the fallen swain,

Ax if reserved for bellish puin,

Anil Daddery's lofi tar weep an’ moan
Withoot s guard, asd sll sloms.

The seone of action long gave o'er,
Tae mowrn wi' Doddory and deplors —
Lang-synr the poll kad started brisk,
Had Doddery no wet 0" milrifi :

Bt to the task, an' i tae iell

Naw makr digressive for tae strell ;
Now on the eloction Eofs earverin

Wi lunsps o° bribery, an’ stout swearin',
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The pobe begoud, Uogh was the twis'the.
Hive after hive, did inward bosle ;
Equad, afier squad, did Sl the quarry ;
Vate, after vote, did diffarent vary ;
Tribe, after trile, #'en Satan eall'd
Nune, sfter mume, the dergy seroll'd ;
Ane, after ane, &id mout the tablo
Onth, after oath, selemnized the raible ¢
Cheer, after chieer, lond oeboin® rolld ;
Fhout, after showt, the vicbors hall'd :
Al last th' infernal contest’s o'er—
Except the contral neuter corps ;
Wha stood sa voteless in the fray,
Ne'er caring wha sheuld win the bay.

# Afier & storm wye comes & calm,”
Ba, anzioms they did silao reign
Till wp the poll was summ'd wi' speed,
And longin' declaration mado.
Foremaost were Whigs, victoriow ooe,
And envy filled the Tory clas :

* Bt yet the victory's to decide,”

Satan wi' downeaat look replied 3

And guite forsoak his gentler sim,

And back'd the Tory tribe sgabn.

Agnin by one the Whigs were beat,

{ A monarch's power claims double wekghi. |
And &tz Floll the base aoe Sappiv.

Ha ken'd o’ foar'd the comin' rackey.

s Ah, Clopts! ahy Cloots! el rue thy folly,

In Hell thendt hangd be like a collie:
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Ah, soon ! ah, seon, thoolt breathless gum,
Doon danglin’ frae & standy thairm
The time |8 coans, now eome ol last,
No loager you'll uwnerpin’ howsi ;
Come, pay thy imps & lest farewell,
Before yo eownrd it tae Hell :
For first we'll brukse thy hamghty losds,
Then swith return you such rewsrds,
Must trophied freedom T the save
Must tyrants tramplo on the brave ?
The wretch he's worthloss of & hone,
That would the regal despot own.
Ab, Cloots] pell get it sweol an’ pretiy,
Ye noodes fea tyrannie Cleoty.”

“ Fly. fy,” rejoin’d the nsator earps,
“ Lot us blockads the eavern daor §
And stand a wall of fire nround,
Uhr king and sorvervign under grosml.
What servitude to woar & crown,
When all are kings aud squals roun’;
Wha says ‘gakn Nick i ne our foen’,
We'll ever fuithfa’ serve our king;
A lioas ferce, wo'll face the fos
Tllli o o In'd'l'-l- oor msnarch's WL
And up like kites they clusterin® sprattled,
Wi' lang snake tuils that hin’ them wapded |
An' off toe gusnd aal’ Cloots st hsns,
Wi whirria” oot they erie taen,

By this the quarry clean was coareid,
O o' the soety grimmaee berd ;
ER
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And up the ensigns colars hoised,
And loud 1he martial timbrels nois'd ;
An darin' ither for the bantér,
Tune afier tune they ower did chanter |
And it the hattle ranks wers irew
I ane connectid lne sach orew.,
Battalion, phalanz, an’ square,
Wi pike men studded bere an’ there ;
While archers wi' their strong yew bows,
And infantry the front did close.
Falr enst nn’ west their wings were boroe,
Frae Wilkie's howe tas Ebby's thoro—
That whaur the Tory ehisfiinn fell,
W' aldriteh squagh, an' hollow yell

Propared as’ for the dismal fray,

The hellish imps in war arrsy 3

As F-I.'lilll-l in mtitade IJHI' slanif—

They duiter far the word eommand,

Bot cnirassiers wi' swond =0 lsnes,

Soon got the word tee clarge, advance ;-
The chargs was gare, hurrea! hurra !

“ (Go on wi' pawer brave boys an’ alay |
Al imps “guin’ insps contending powr'd,
And batile fury raged an' Io'er'd.

Bo et the foes of torcid Tl
Oun browd plain'd carth wi' howl an’ yeli,
Fach phalanx brave with power good,
Vnmatched in might and wosobdwed,
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When, when in Hell the bellows snore,
To furnnee or to moltén ope ;
When Mammon's thousand hammers Fing
On bleexia’ bars and anvils sing ;
When Heaven's artillery wi' fire
Is franght, e’ rage, an® wrath, an' ire:
And in the sir the dark clomds meer,
Wi tradewla’, roin, an’ heat replete ;
Te chorus sing the battlelng shirm,
And the prowd beart for to slerm :
Sach is the battlo field, tie fores,
'I_'h semblance of the disnal verss.

Eut still more dreadfie' was the seons,
O devils in their styginn splees—
Tho tumuld ten times worse an’ more,
OF fiends that thrust 1o glet In gore;
Confusion, firs, ae' smoke an’ fune,

And bawlin' gues resred through the gloom

Wi’ roars an' roprecassive brays,

Wi dhriels; an' grosus, an’ loud hibrsas ;
Wi* rowlin® ilrunm an” nesrikal Jere g

Wi' prawcin’' Warfiend's neigh an® neiss :
And still more harsh the infernal strife,
Unmatelh'd, wnpar'd in human Jife :

But Heckla's somorous shudderiag roars,
That trembling shakes the distant shuores ;
As fuint a semblense to thi nois,

As is 10 Eina, human sighs,

Thick through the gloom frae bost tae host

Were flery balls in smyrisds tos'd ;
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And rockets bisin' through the uir,
An mioms o their wrath an® care.
And bo! sae fightin® hard ‘fore destls,
Unibo'ght o in their miscreant wraith,
Frae some weo deil sae moostroiis wickot.
A brimstone shall Bt in the thicket ;
Which set tae lowe the holly green,
The roan whare Daddery bad Lis screen,

Maore wild the seens that speeis the Mins,
The senflagestion wild onsues.—

The' smash'd their fiven corps amain,

(hwee miore they rallied on the plain ¢

Ohtice more they foaght, lowd buma'd the stisg,

The bow the taper arrows fling ;

Heart, nfier heart, ‘guin gorel itk shail ;
Corpse, after corpsa, did wallowin® gasp .
Shuwer, after shower, on ither rained ;
An' stanes fi' mony, mony lrined.

More hideons still the sqoesks sssailil

The buichering batile axes fail'd ;

The dreopin’ sabres wheealin' howed ;

And heads the plain like blsck balls strowed ;
While pike, sa' lance, aa’ bayoset true,
Downed mony n valliant o' the crew
While javeling un’ dirks flew quick,

An’ ernck aff slalls fuo' many & stick ;
While barbarous, fieren, @ Spaninrdi void,
Some vixen's play'd the blood houn' trilie,
And worried ther roan’ in scores,

Till collops o' they bung aa' sores.

i
The contest long, the oarnage grest,

As long despair'd vicborious fate

Till lo, did meet cach grisly ehiof,

W' lsosom flutterin’ (v’ o' wraith :—

Wi warlike hearts filled fu' ' fire,
Regardless of each other's irs;

Each gallant beroe waved his hlade,

And right an' laft o ether laid :

I art o arms both been well trained,
More gory still the conflict turned ;

Fach fenrlees heart wi’ hardiess stealil,
Each fooman captain spura'd to yield,
Till panting both astonish'd stands—
Uhne slap the blades flow both their hande.
Bat on again deternin'd doath,

Their ha'l spear dirks they did ansheath—
Hush'd Wellingtan aa’ Bany's fuss

(¥ war, their wars were noght tae this—
Divew on sguin more dextorams skl
Their points did sften hnek'd the shield ;
And long the advantage different varied,
Wi numerous stabs, an' throsts, ws parried :
While la! 1o back the monstrias bisa,
And right to crown the murder fies
The wee imps stood baith tugh sn® dour,
Ar tan thelr malster's sid libe stoure ;
And victory yell'id wad through the sir,
Nar know tae pitch her standard whers ;
Till alrew & dosh wi’ foul intent,

A through the Tory chiofiain wont—
When aff the southern tyrants danced ¢
And sfter them cruel Whiggery praneed ;
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Wit poll en" mell till wesr was slain,
Thl:lnlrfu'lr that did remuakn ;
Exeept the preacher wha did lark,
Frae them a dunghill in tho mirk.

“Tis said the Banshes lang ngo,

Was barbinger o' death an” weon
“Tis nlea said, for fan an’ micth,

She loved tae prank an’ wander forih.
Alas | poor Doddery bn n plight

W left him last, poor haples wight—
4 A friend in sesd's & friomd fndesill”
And wha think ye poor Doddery free'd ¥
While wild the battlo raged, an’ high,
And fast in durance ha disd lio ;

While fancyin' deils did for him gape,
Awaltin’ on his destin‘d fate 3

Tha withe's were cut by an unknows Juand,
Ungag'd, unbound, st fstu's comauml ;
And by some snperastural frien”,
Just ot thi time took lows the sereen,
And O wi' loak no moch for odds,

O wildest devil there poor Dodds |

W1 mtarie’ ook, an’ wild eye swollen,
He eropt ont freo the lurkin® hollan ;

[ Yet mo before poor wrateh o' toasp,

His bare s—o soamed was wi’ th' bleese 1)
And canily sknlk'd frae bosh tar bash,
As aye the fnme parswmed bim fesb -
Wot, had the wit gl mow, ] now,
Toe wever ‘pear tae devil's view.
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Fraaght with ﬂl-ﬂl‘m‘ﬁ menr of & bull
He from the thicket berst in foll ;
An' tarn’d his tall clean wad toe hame,
And hiley-skilty ta'en the plain ;
While st his heels gaed mony a tow
Wi claps o hae's sn” whillalos,

The battlo oor: while aff they're cheerin’
Tae gie aul’ gimey Clouts s fermsa
Ferth comes & roar troop throngh the glen,
Tae drag the culprit frae the don ;
But la! the glen's & waste by fire,
Whare's Daddery flown ? ah, wow! their ire ;
They've got begonque—they see he's gpone —
They're on the trail, an’ fast they're on ;
But stap, my sooth they're at the licks,
Some capon craws they're i' o fix;
And Doddery’s on, hi's on like fun,
A spesdin’ coarser on the run.
Ne'er fearin’ sheughs, or dykes, or gaps,
Wi best elait foremost on be slap :
Bat hera the dergy oo his wag,
As hame the skulkin' wratch Jid stray ;
What bell Boot devils, ane, twa, thres,
Ho erack'd his fists, ah, gramachres |
An' gied three stout cheers for the W higs,
A’ poveld on lis Togs the digs ;
An’ 'gain went ou a8 hand as eould plod,
While lsic'd the rullan oo the sod |
Througheut dowee Archy’s clo'er sawn eraft,
An’ cruss'd the barn 8 Dempster's rali

—_—
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And by frien’ Jock's groat apple tree,
He plungin’ stamped the danky fea,
An' left behin' the Groanin'-gap,
The Witch-bush-bog, o’ o' s black :
Dt O ! goild L—d, sie fearfa’ treadin’,
Now leagh the Rose hill bravely seodidin ;
Avce il sye worse—ah! wow “twas waer,
¥ Who coméa ¥* Lillore, billore, hilkoes !
An’ whoop, awhoo! the sng, the race,
An ane, an' 8’ tock tan the chaee,
A bypdrs pqundron at Iis a—e,
Wi' mony a bellow; ecrieve, an' curse.

Ahl Doddery flen, or clén yeir catch'd,
Flee, flee, like h— or faith yeir witch™d;
The vatposts yei are oo dispers’d,

An' Doddery ak! ahall they thee warst ?
"iGakn i yo fa’ their savage bao's,

Dhath is a moment oo fropans ;

It's nmethin® in your favour ken,

Yeir ‘seapin’ frae thes in the glen |

Ha'en dear already py'd thy brogies,
Ah! show thelr soles ow tue the rogaes
Lif, Bt mun Eift—ob | sic » haich,

An’ ghall they yol poor Doddery enteli |
Swith, speody hasts, an' pimbly fullow's,
An' gie them up & gesaine gallsp.

Dot what for oecil 1 bade him dan's,
Bee 58 be flow wt sbe o rate !

Ae boand, twa, theee, fower, Hve, siv, seven
Bedam's he was soe afore them pavin'—
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An' roun’ the knewe, ‘gaun through the bollaw,
Beforo the flock so grim an' sallow :
Ae spang, twa, three, mair, Dudds yeir safe,
As brave a lad a8 o'or wors elaith :
Bravo, brave! be ciom'd the buem,
The glasmeory squad was far as turn ;
Taue cross the bum they hades po'er,
“Fwas them lang past the midnight hour,
Amd on ne'er fearin' moor or stank,
The aifrighted clown did onward lamg;
And Jefi the Alexander's lonoke,
At whaur sul’ Mettleton hang'd his gronmis ;
{A noted place whaor dread bobgobling
Aft Buad their aoniversary squablin.)
But yot unsa’ through sérog an’ whin,
He op the Pagan Cl'ylan' ran g
Ar lamp or twa bro'ght through the moss,
Aguin the saft lon' be's soross ;
An' by ihe Dabby rocks bo hurries,
Btraught beedin® for tho npothecarics ©
Al bere tae pictare out the scens,
He guin'd the beights of Lisashress—
There stlent stapp'd; an' breathless karkine,
Some whiddin® puss was by him starin’ ;
Some whin bush totterin’, ruvieio’, noddin,
He lueked, he lucked, “twas nearer waggis'}
A stalwart ghaisi be the'ght he seon,
W that the screeeh owl giod & seream ;
‘Gain burst 1k ligtenin’ frae the doud,
'Gain rosred the thunder lang and lowd §
And ‘gain he af teok tar the pad,
And bo | wi' wonfuld herror clad :

E
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‘Again resomnds more dismal fears,
His pating hoofs be echoin’ hears ;
And down through Qustlereagh wil’ glens,
He like s stag bogn’ onward sténs
Anid throogh the Crsigeugh by the Lair,
Whare fand: ihe mandered mearned MNair
An' a'en wil spend the cashst grove,
Till migh tan Shntle-ally bove,

Whan there hell's flames sae roun’ him blectiog,

His framtbe i clean tint o ressen |

Some paidiin’ calilo on the trodgs,

A rakin’ after some Miss Fuidge 3

Bow: wow | bow-wow | goid L what's that,
He's swer the dyke, sisl in 6 orack
And on thiroogh oy wilils an’ boro,

He blawdin' thumap'd kis gory sores;

Till ‘thest o staggerin” it or Faggin’,

Ho gain'd the danky banked Lagmn—
When st e btk ne spring sa’ lasntrum,
Clean vul o' Down lsunckod lim in Awiran -
And suwarl ey b coursin' bastit,

And up the stost bras be' feed ity

Anal dlidms stap, yo may believe ua,

Till elim's the heaghmost posk o Dovis:
When thoro his clatterin’ bomrt grew Faing,
And doon e chash'dl bekint » cllot.

Night sped, wight sped, Ausors gay
Uomes 'Tose the pocp o apenin’ day ;
The more laes dann'd, =0 won'er oes beight,
Bol's clearin’ up the sastern Jik
The mouss o imisery achiog romwd,

&l

Almng the blesk mudr wild an’ loud ;
A poucher fand him oo the hill,
Lied by his dog an' grosns gheretd :
Anid tae ihe tals, what h‘"ﬂl ' saw,
Poar Doddery tabd bim o' it o'«
ﬁnﬂdht-h‘.-;.ﬂﬂw.lﬂm
He bowed his hoad, gien up the ghais !
Uryin', och, alas! a grampchroe,
The Haley know bacs doon for me,
The devil so” & the cursoed gree.

Tk rantin’ lad that nightly roam,
Wha rend this ver'ly, won'erous poom,
Tak" reib, an’ dnnn headstrong tin
O stormy nights tae seck fir fun—
Tae smidily hearths or cobblein’ shaps,
Tae bear o witty tales or cracks ;

Nor vet on thriovelssw erran’s wait,
Roun® shesbon bors whas it s Dnto
Wi guilefu’ faonts o ill plac'd love,
‘Twill on your conseience hankerin' move,
Wiiaa bang dark ights wi' surly huim,
Shoot early ower the ragged boam ;
But st'y in-doors, an’ learn wright,
That ugly sguads sre on their fight ;
An’ east yeir min' on Deddery's eare,
And pomder ower his esd despair ;

An' think that ye may roe yeir rant,
The sama's poor Doddery did his jaunt.
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MANS A PREY TO CARE.

The Antimn i had kssed the ware,
Ths hallow wind was shill,

And down the Hobbert bands 1 stray'd,
Ta wander af my will.

Full sore | wopt mbfortune's child,
{ Woes many round me wore ;)

Anid mourped my despicslde In
In anguish deep and care.

I fommd that I to Bfe d been brought,
Al friendless and forlorn ;
My heavy days deprossed with woo—
My heart with terture torm. ¥
This world inhospitable turn'd,
L L] Ll L L]
Thas brought to light, snd Jife, and spurn’d,
A wreteh so doom'd (o care,

Poor Tasnahill, T thought of kim,
How snxioos death he woosd ;

Allike of many s sire nnd son,
Who'd found the water good !

And thas emboldened by my grief,
My sad heart doth aver,

I to the pool where Bangor® died,
To end my days in eare.

= A lalthfial Drog, & ferearin of the Authors, causel o be drowned
by tha lovess of cruslty, oo o false snd malecious report of o glar-
Ing mEiure.

3l
When on the fatal brink 1 stooid.
My ponderous life to dose |
A sprice-like vision (oo the feod,
I i 19 v o oee,
Pt serm’d with age sl iime s bleached,
With feptwres siorn and K[sre
Anil on the forther bank it seod,
Al v nddressed me Canej—

“ My o js Camn, be not sfraid,
Till I the treih unfild ;

.ﬁ.l.lrulhlhﬂ:. my sairrid facls
Mare procicus arm thes gold.

Sines first the sarth’s nmbrageous mas
Hilluuirhlhli:

By fruitful Natore 1've boen farmad,
And siyled my nanse b Care,

When discerd raged, and battbe Aew
"Tween kings of Heaven and Hell,

I "sponisedd ther cause of Sstan's crewr,
But Pride's proud calsoris fall.

Yot Satan atill th' Almighty's foe,
He thralls mankind ta err ;

To vox the Godl that lald him low,
And D'm lds servani Cars,

Bwrns wamg that * Man was made o msarn'—
Oer, * Man was e o lasgh 3

That Orr was righty and Boros was seeng
| own, hui, ot with ol

| - ]
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'T-pmll'afmhhh'ﬂrﬂiﬂ. The woes then omitec’d o man's frame.
And spotless late and air— Had passioms wild snd strong ;
But fore the goodd, he choss the ill, Bat listening now o witching Eve,
And s shook hands with Care. He felt more dosp the wrong.
And duy. 1o day, in plessure gome,
Then why s downenst in thy ook, And night, o nhght, o e
When I with thee retnaln P Alas! alas! foo lale he foond
When | of endless ages am, Man was & prey to Cars.
Why thus of me complain #
1 came 1o tune thy timefal harp, I in oppressioa’s lawhess hainl
;. To srrows moirnful alr, An fron rod b oreared
That thow might sing the song off truth, 1f viee before sweet virtne's eown'd,
That mus's & proy te Care. ' And vanity rovered,
Can you call that God's ned, 0] man,
Though greglers sonio may meck my lays, When fully you prefer &4 "
And jeerers some may buogh | ! And all the wors that spring from guill,
The man who bolds religion, says, fhow man's & prey to Care.
The cup of life to quaif:
Although 5 transiant joy may come, See splendid courts oppressed with grief,
T alternste grief doter : With all their pomp and pride :
Hearce is it come, Lill ‘gain "tis gone, While o'er earth’s vast expanse | vweop.
And man's & prey ts Care. Their pleasing projects wide.
Their gaudy sports by day snd night —
When sinless Adam Gt did prank, Their bangquetiog so rare ;
Through Eden's beauteous grove; Are oft disturb'd 1o learn wrighs
He heard the birds o sing their sungs, That man's & prey o Care.
! Of kindred sni of lovs 2
And In-remorse then gaawed his smol, The Potastats who Ells 8 throns,
He longed & bride-like fair, With il his orey tradn ¢
| Compasion Jike to sharn bs joy, And nobles sll of bigh degroe,

Wihick was tha root of Care. Do own my power sijreme ;




They wailing pine benenik their lot,
That troubibes they must share ;

That life is bt & passing beam,
And man's & prey ta Caro.

Yom nnﬂhﬂﬂhﬂﬂhﬁ
Who lends to trash and states ;

He foels corraptions lovelling sward,
Regret, and shame, and bate.

Then where's ambition's hanghty mock,
O where does pride rofor 7

To sny she finds the rich man grest.
And oot & prey to Care,

Belold yon reverend goidly sive,
Whe spends his life in good ;

Andl watch what crosses him distark,
And wee his sorrowing mooid.

Go ask the griel that's st his hoart,
And learn the dictatos thers ;
That man's a prey to Care.

1

The miser with lds yellow board—
Yet chilld with pinching colil—

Vexution wrecks his peovish mind,
Thaugh coffers hesped with gold.

Aupiring still's his gready thought,
Hio gricves mnre wealily to beir ;

And mothing good or needful soughe,
Ehow he's n prey ta Oare.
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The patriot of his country's boast,
Whose srdeot broast's for fame

The poet ‘midst hiv funcied host,
Who studious secks the same,

Bt still their lives with hardship run,
Nor joy, nor plessars share ;

Al how it eomes, tis ensy seom,
Because they're born to Core.

The warrior on the danghtor bill,
With valliant heart so prowd ;

The milor on the billawy seas,
High topping in the doud.

What's all their boast of treasare won,
When doath and wild dispair

Stern looks them in the face wmain ?
Bure both's o prey 1o Uare

Uelestial beanties crowd my brain,
OF all that Heaven approvo—
The tender hearts are doam’d to guan,
OF cestacy and love.
Lascivions muture feeds the strife,
A all's born to beware 3
A married and a single life
Are both a prey to Care.

View in their spheres comtubial mates,
Then sound Uhelr happiness ;

What numerons cares, and hopes, and fears,
Alternate blight their blis s
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Awnd lnvery mark amidet alarms,
How many woes ensmmre
What jenlumsice afféction wurms,
And they're & prey to Care.

The hearthroke father in his grief,
Who roard the booning gitl;
And Jewy now. to woman' grown,
The very country's pearl.
Tho thoughtless swain with treacherous ari,
Tha aetion doss o alkE—
Breside the maid snd moihers feen,
Ihops futher Bover Care ®

The amorons dewn in fulgent blogm,
By love apd honour bousd ;

The nuptial day been set spart,
The lucdous revel found,

How oft be mourns nsy waywaed plan,
"Noath lessons right severe ;

When grievieg “neath frostration's lssh,
Thaot mans & proy b Care

Ah! see yon tetioring pallid mas,
With wretched clanthing olad :
Who lnbours hard oach endloss day,

To gain his offspring bread.

His hopes of wealth all fiih'd aod fawn,
When keen oyed want doés siare
Al where's the doubt that's feft bebind,

But be's & prey w0 Care.

it
Too, mark von labouring toiling hind,
Yon blreling forfakrm,
Wha tills Iﬁrhﬂrmgﬂﬁ
Andd senbbling reaps the corn.
What comfort cun his soul express,
Ab! whoro's hin sulaes, whire #
Sa heartioss moarning ¢'ar hi's born,
Ta be & prey to Care,

The anssoas farmer of the laod,
Throughait the varying yoar:

Toe, let ws'connt o'er all' demands,
What terrers Wim cashler,

Wiik blm this world's searpe warth the teil,
It coats Wiy lnde and wle;

His every day's numule and brail,
Shows he's & prey to Care.

Hape springs cxuliing on the wing.
The full grown blade inear;
But storms they blight his joyfal spring,
And Autuma's mildews here,
What giddy whirls new crowd his brain,
His rents wid orsses whees 7
When but one duy's dire hurricane
Him marks & préy 1o Oari

The tempest it begine to roar—
The eddying whirls come fust ;

Bee, s the grali iv falls before,
The keen edgod slekle, duaabd,
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And mein, Oh' man, what's now thy b,
Bt motto of despaie
Thy excpectations all a blank,
Art thou oo prey to Care ?

Alse ! the wieleh thai's deom'd o weep,
In dungeons damp and low ;

He feels the sting of sin anil shamae,
And sure does wads in woe.

Ah! where the jovs that he con elabm,
When chain'll & slave to wear ;

His Tecble trunk widlo life remains,
In mover ending Care.

Thus age and yooth in evory clime,
My onetus prosenoe foel—

The infant's ery, the schoolboys whine,
My sad smbraco reveal.

My pewee extends from pole 1o pole,
Ubiquous every where;

Throughout the realms of earth and life,
They ows to know me Care,

k! man of woman framed o sln,
lo troubile then wast bsam

o anguish thou shalt live and die,
With sorrow @0 the urm:

For 0h' what plessure can'si thow foel,
When all thy scts dedare ¢

That silly man’s & lelpless plant;
That bives and dies in Usre.

No happiness this side the grave,
Trae comfort, nene in time |
Nor homan bit's to owrs & slave,
Wor morial hers diviss
Sure tramsient reeveaiion’s doll,
And short lived plossore’s spare ;
Thiere's none can luogh at pther's theall,
For all's & prey to Care.

Many the tarmonis of man's bresst,
That here his peace anmoy ;
Many the sharp and nomerous ills,
That's sent man bero to try,
And couldst thou search oach anxioas heart—
And Oh, the trath rever'=—
How many still more wrotched sre
Than thee = proy to Cam,

Adversity comes in its turn
You see, alike 1o all

As well ihe wealthy s the poor
Do sorrew sup and thrall

Erut il 1o make the most of life,
And state of things that are,

If, sue the good, and chaco the ill,
You cannol still have Caru,

In ereatures make them grieva ;
Grod Joves from dire disteess amd wrong
All creatures 1o relieve.
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Sinee man's oo lasting hame on carth,
There's nought shsald fret him bere ;

"Tis me, and only me should grieve

The over Care of esre.

Then Db, my sou ! wor sesk thy life,
Hnu‘rlﬂ'lhrh’ﬁﬂfil‘hul

Thore's none 'thost arosses hers on eardls,
"Thout sorraw, grief, and pain,

AlL all, bave troubles in their kind,
Theen shun the fagrant err g

Commit thyself 10 God, my friend,
And patiost bear with Care,

Toke Pisty—and band in hand,
As jog along Bife's way,

Witk fair wing'd virtoe for thy friend,
Thou'rt more than Kings s gay

Nor seek to strew thy couch with flowers,
Make Pity's bods thy lir ;

And gone & few dull weary loars,
Theu'rt blyihe o'er griel’ and Care,

The hely heart, thoagh sore oppressd
With many a darlling woe ;

Boon righteous death it comes ot bes,
And lays its troublos lew.

No terrors then to frown or ghoon,
Bt jeys far ever mire-—

With them that wall a tihsous tamb,
And patiest bear with Care.”

Hail Death! then erind I, with a semile,
The spactre 'way boon fed ;

Why l'l:ﬂnlﬂlﬂl'illflljﬂ!iﬂq
To number with the dead ?

Thy days, Oh, Lifel 1l wear with chrer,
Though weongs me great impair

And wail the sppeinted time of God

T st me free from Care.
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THE LAMMAS FAIR,

IN THREE FARTS.

FART FIRBT:

Tae sing the day, tae sing the fair,
That birkiss ca' the Lammas ;

In anl' Eelfsst, ihat toun sae rare,
Fe' fain wad try't o gomas

Tae think tan please &', it were vain,
And for n conniry plain boy ;

Therefore, tae plenss mysel’ alane,
Thus | begin my ain way ;

Toae sing that day.

Ae Mooday morn on Autunan's verge
To view & scene so gay,
1 ook my seat besiile a hedge,
To loiter by the way.
Lant Phibus freae the clooids o might
Anpce mair did show his fass—
Amce mair the Emerald lsls got lighe
Wi besuty, joy, an' grace;
Fu' mica thai day.

The laverocks up alofi the hay,
%d clisk their mornis’ bymn ;
The petricocks roun’ Galloa bras,
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Paorch'd on o thorn whise sgod tap,
Was gray, o grovet plame,
The rabbin thera wi' gladéome chat,
Many ithérs gain'd his room,
Wi glee that day.

The mark tae &' the day'd be fair,
An' na b foul an' mbny ;
High on the iapmist hranch iwss bare,
e tunnil bs whisila lommie.
An’ wtill malr lowil b ssng’s dsoy teod,
O a” thi roads amson® bim g
"I'n;umnq-n_rnﬁ.pd.
He beisker sung than commen ;
Fu' Wythe that day.

Syne, trogger Bell is up ‘fore dawn,
An' doon the road she's early ;

Yot falth abo's foart sho'll be owor lang.
Bhe's skelpio't on sas ravely ¢
An' miest in text, comes wahsise Jock,
'ﬂmtmﬁrhlh.-tﬂ';
Av' Peg tan sl ber tawpen'd oo,
Bhe strives tae get afore them
‘Bout clear that day.

Lord bliss ye creatures, tak' yeir tims,
An' jog "t yeir lsisure crackin’
*Fore ithers start vl ‘galn be hame,
The toun fo'k yoll "ve 1ae wankin'.
But divil & haet's fiks be'n® in iims,
See here comes Pat snd Barney ;

Fam
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Faith i yo halt, yeir closn behin’,
Cut on, olee M Averney
Is first this day.

In twa's an’ three's right on they flock,

The morn's gat np an’ clearsam’,
An’ o' the conrse s w'y dinoet:

An’ now in droves, see here's some
Wi bleered ¢'o, an’ dirty fice,

Wha couldna sieep to think o't ;
Wha's travell'd ten lang miles or this,

An’ had » noble rant o't

Sae sir this day.

Uhn right they drive, some 'thout their shoes,

And some in jirgin’ leather
Some aul' folks wi’ their smoakin® gaes,
The slever times the Heniher,
Hure gangs a wife sae ladend deon,
Wi mony a creashy treasure ;
Wha scuree can thraw ber neck ba'f roun,
Tae bid guid morn her neighboar,
As pass'd that day,

Yoir basket Kates sre sholpin’ on,
An' passin’ 2" they're soein®
Thiir petticonts wool kilt shin,
Nor dub ur stomre mismay 'sm.
Av’ bo! my grannie snugly alips
Tue mak® her ainic nanrkat,
Wi’ mantle nest, and dowdy cap,
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Made o' a weel bleoch'd sark i,
Fu' dowee that day.

In clackin' tugs are nalgies yoekt—
They're hippin and they'ro hoyin' ¢
The bleatin’ lumbs are guun in flocks—

They'ra scuddin’ loofs an’ biryin':
There, seses bound between their crecls,
Fill'd fa' o' bra' big herrin’ ;
Here, ither besos wi' praines, moals,
Frae & parts o unl' Erin,
3 For sale that day.

Baac ! here's ths morchant for the ca'ves,
At erack wi' Jemmy Keonan ;
While turkey Peter's on his claff,
Epp chickon Pat bs leanin’,
# (0 will ye bay the &ill the duy i
 What wani yo for yeir ducks man ™
Ar' spo the bargaim’ stracks th' gae,
An’ surky’s tao the fox gane,
Proom'd death that day.

While Antrim grandees on the birke=
A mouninin craigs sae fenny
Ho! Jock seours on bis vear pul’ stirk,
Fasi whaekin® ‘i through the many.
« Haloo boy, stsp,” the toll billewrd,
Bui Jons tae senon the calter ;
W] see rh«p'rr ihey 12k’ for't,
And oo theyre bélter-skelter,
Llle wud that day.
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But stap, the toll man back & eried,
Anither drove’s beliin® him g
Ta= lift ihs et h#'s now emplay'd,
A’ breathless wi® his rlunin’.
Yt alap nn' h" ower Bowser's hill,
Jovo's whippin's like the devil ;
Till ower he's knncked some sl wife's stall,
An' bim an’ a' for ovil
'8 ta'en wp that day.

There some wre gamn for stirks tae buy,
And some are guann for sollin’ ;
Here some are drivis’ pigs an' kye—
Boeme pownsys Tromn s Hilan',
Yon's uncle Billy fesin’ hard,
Wi’ his vwa bra' big horses ¢
He thinks hell got & fine poward,
An' hoes prepared twa parses,
Fu' lang that day.

“ Giuid mornin’ tae ye maister Tam,
And are yo basy mawin?
Whan ither f'k's the fair tae gunn,
A" joyla’ an’ gaffawin
The gras Il grow man awer yoir grave,
A worthless race thoy'll heir yo
Think shamo ! awa' come wit the Lavo,
Aw' tak’ yeir sport wi’ Larry,
Yeir freen the day.”

Now farmen’ care in snugger seas,
In eart an’ eur they're trottin |
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While some comes by, thinks they're maist fest,

Nae miss whan in a phaston,
The road was crowded tas dogree,

Tan think on a" but fashes
But last they cam’ kin' Jeal un’ fres,

The best the bonni lasses,

Sae biythe that day.

Sweet soented bags as by they drove,
Maie o' sroun’ sao balmoms ;

The knowin' chiel waa canght in love,
. Fat made the ignorumons.

OF ovary grado their shawls an’ boas,
An' up tae fashion deckit

Bomi scarfs they wors, Some collars oo,
In sntin hoots some cockit,

Bao gran’ thet day.

Their boanets trimm'd wi' 8" Twn now,
Bro'ght oat o silken Baceel ;

And on the tap o' &' thers grew,
A trig, bot mockle tassel

The ear strings Loo, nowr to mid leg,
Were longthen'd like s tether—

An foar their lads some ithers drag,
The viil streams in the weathor

Wi some that day.

set the tas watch their frills an' gowns
Wi’ seeret hidden glower,

Was Rab the Bard & funny clown,
Wi rural masics power,
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Deseription fails him—and but troe
0 &' that e'er thon sawest
Wit anaw white frocks, an’ piehalid 1o,
“Twas wha o' them was brawest,

On sic a day.

My spunkio Nanny *hint the Ly,
That she might better show it ;
Bhe sidelin® steppit up niost me—
A cherry tae me throwed :
Quo’ she, * dye ken whare's this ye've bren,
Ha'e yo forgot yeir promise #
I'm stire yo min’ om yester o'en,
And won'y wo aye be cronies,
O arery day.

* Giao bk yeirsel', an' come awa',
An' dinna sig here dringin';

I'm sure yo sen frae every ha'
A ladl or lasie swingin.”

The keckls tingled throngh her breast,
As ower thess lines reponted ;

A haverel lngh the Muse ta'en niest,
A now min' boon created,

In ber that duy.

* Fnith, faith, 1T do't—an tae the fair,
Rab this day forth we'll wing it ;
Och! whithe care; jurnp wi’ yoir doar,

And O how swoet we'll sing v
01 “gain the Muose nas tings her tongue,
Or Rab nae tak’s the colick
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Fu' dear, fo* dear shall pay seme, som,
Ag' for their fun sn® frofick,
This mngis’ day.”

EIEF{I'H. ERYE I, nrwh
Whan by yon clachan dally ;

And T owertak® ye by the pass,
Comes out yont whare Heves Cully,

Al bame [ cam mysel' tae dress,
Accompasied by my doggie—

It wusnn Inmg till 1 did wash,

Al on sny garhs pat vougey,
WT speed that day.

Then in my han', T taen o switch,
"Wen thickor than o reddie;
And afier her I hard &id bitech,
Right fnst alang the roadie,
My nin dear lass she sew me come,
As fast un T was able g
O for & poomee did ravel,
Her shoes that day,

Boon up 1 got, we coddled wesr,
Too soon did end eur jowrneyin’ ;
We paried ihen wi' min® sinocre,
Tue meet fn the refornin’,
Away ah went her minbe w'y,
Tae got bor muminy's nendin ¢
Alike msel’ T off did str'y,
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Ter dos my win wes diddens,
My lane that day.

—

FART AETON D

Dy this the sun far up the arch,
His fiery steeds be's lashin' |
Amce mair swilt hurryin' on his mareh,
To kiss with Madam Oconn
His gonith now he bas obtain'd,
A’ ower enrth be's lookin'—
Hark! yon'er's mid-day—twall's proclaim'd,
The market clock is chappin’
Right lang that day.

In s short hour my wants were got,
Trouth th" were thrieveless itk ;
But fo'k on fairin’ days maun trot,
Gif bat tae buy 5 boekles,
[Ilﬂhhiﬂlﬂ-ﬂp'ﬂ.ﬂ.
Trod through the jobbin® bissics ;
Wi ident #'s tas catch the shine,
An® deal nmang the hissies
For fun that day,

By Lang-brig en' 've strolled my way,
An throwgh the town D'm mkis

How mony people do crowd tho qgeay,
Whare freadom's types are waitin,

i
il h!l'j:l'l‘.h grian s weels th wliite,
Got roun’ by parier's sormr |
Here's mony & weary coliman wight,
Waitin' & job ss or'ner—
* Any coals 1k’ day,”

Majestic, bold n all their ways,
(' amiable featuros;
If mught of mrt's desarving prais,
"Tis ships, sommaren's ereaturnes,
Sing-song | the jolly tars they go,
Husw beamtiful to hearken §
This cargo beach'd—the tither ha |
How choerful they were bargusin'
Wi ghoe that day. -

Guid morrow tae ye Mr, Steam :
Heavens wha e'er tho'ght tae see ye;
A fiery finch on water sweam,
"Gain win' sn' tido sae free, ay :
Nue won'er mony sk you lock,
Tha very Qcoan's won ef—
And ‘way sho went, © Josh ! & ship
“Thout suil, like ssorin’ thus'er,
Right fast that day.

While mooy s mnid 10 trafficks joys,
Arn stoerin’ off an’ lanfin’ ;

Yon sujuare rigg'd girl deserves our sighs,
Bame distani port sha's bound e

Her snchor's soigh'd—her sails are spread—

While on the beach sad some seom |
L]
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How waefu' emigrations hresd —
Tae be nse msir ngnin seen
Freens part that day.

The distanin’ ship on speedin® rael,
The widenin' loch sha's bravin'
Epe kerchicfs streamin' in the gale,
A lost ncliow they're walvin',
Eho for the Atlantic steers,
The Hlak-Hesds now ber hidin®;
Tho' mist, an' hills the guse ohscnres,
Yet lingerin' froems they're bidin',
Fu' cad that day.

i3, Heavon, what heart so proud an’ vain,
"Theut sympathy, er moral ;

As oo tae sigh for those that's gane,
Tae face the main o’ peril

But what's their griel’ tae theirs—dire care—

The Dhas, on' Mas't now sun'er;
Wha's left bohin' hoarthroken, mair,
Tae maurn throngh Life a8 wan'er,
Thesir boss you day

0, fortuns, oruel fiend o' bad,
And fute, thou imp sse grousome ;
Could Rab no made u silor Lad,
Hiad ye kept off yele Hows im?
My denty froens 1'd wish tas browse,
An' kingdoms rove faln wi° ve;
Giae whare ye like my jovial boys,
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By heart bads gubd speed tae yo
Om every day.

A sigh yet rends my boosom wil !
ﬂ-ﬂlh‘!’l‘hm%
Yot Avarico, yon's your groanin’ sail,
Whose praw’s scarce bove the sarges.
The scene Is chang'd frae sad tan fun,
The Yatch Clob boats are playia’;
The wager haes the Blue sail won,
A’ gow the crawil's lnnsasin’,

Right low that day.

As doon the loch we stime sway,
An' wi' tho glass sae protey; =
Wi’ full spresd ennvas on the ses,
Gobs | yon'ee’s smugglin’ Betyy
And ui ber tail fast on they run,
A rev'nan euller’s crian §
The whitenin' hillows shesl wi® foam,
As they divida ber bows roun’
Ou chaee that day.

As through Hore market now we pass,
"Cept pohras, uel "cept eimels,
There's o' descriptions o herse flesh,
Amnid kb, minbes, s’ donneds
Thers furmer’s hopss, an' rarter’s oo,
An' borse for conch an' ssdille ;
And thern, 0, wae! were hacks enew,
For sugan Pats, that hoble
Faor sale that day,
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Bew dawn the streer there somes n frv,
Just like 5 dust in slimmer ¢
Wi gingeri talls mp miest the sky,
A haril a8 they ean binser :
Their owners srm'd wi' tawny whipe,
Wi' maay n thong comas roun’ them :
Till recked H'Il-lhnriﬂr-’hh
Wi lits am’ stagyers froanin'
0 abisse that day.

The worse o' wear here spavied yads,
W weel brush'd hike ower brujses |
U wham the smith haes spent on shods,

A woek fae it their hovies,

Wi ancient snoots nigh tas the grin,
mﬂ‘rﬁ'—-il.'“hrmrdl
Wit boots an' spars their whipper-in,
Yot scarce can mak’ them kevel,

Frao sleep that day,

Awow. an’ got in pouliry square,
How mony lases anilin’

An' wee them wi' their butter ware,
An' egyps an’ fowd boguilin',

Dan Ramtana the bellman comes,
Tlll ramslalile's -n..-g"lhmj

Al ha! he's libkin' yono anl® rong,
An' for her doanright ramgin’

For fun that day.

Ding-dong, again haos ramg the bell,
Corn factors dos't et grathy —

Andl Laord preserve yom man does sell
The poor man's foody the pretacs.
Ance mair ding-dong ; * harrah” the ey,
Here asses, an® loore truckios
 fiinks what ye like sgain come hoy"—
By gobs | see yon'er cockles,
For sale that day.

Bucoest. & be ye blyths my frieu’,
Nae want o meal wi' you —circe—
Al dandy bucks thie oribstane o,
Oir “faith ye'se meby's roe e
Tis farmer Habi—an' next akin,
Bravo ! here comes the baker ;
Ol | 1k’ the side, or troth s guan
Ha'll dust ye wi' bis capoar,
Bae vain that day.

Here's broker's lang, whanr tags supply
Fu' mowy s gk wi' elalthin’;

Bae thrang this day, yoll scarve win by,
Wi geather'd totlerys losin',

Wi eiks, #n' bi's, &n" bales, an' paws,
The sal” dovls wWorse o Wer—eros—

They've cast them aff, an’ fur the braws,
They're prankin’ in their bare a—e,

Like wud that day.

Yon brky Jo ! bebold! him dressd,
Fame sprigial] frae the clarkin;
Wi cut su’ capor se bow spruah'd,
Bae bra’ pew out be's startin’,

=i
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Hes thrappana lafk yoib for the sline,
Wi' velvet eollar glitterin ;
Och! girls bowars, he'll tak’ yo in,
A genileman's the slaugern
Sae trim this day.

Here Twoodleder sirneks up s 1,
Hear Shas'hoy how b tortures ;

An' in yon gottery meuk they're sill's,
Amang th' dongy qusrisrs.

Ber, see, buw mony geoglems roun’,
An' we—s o itk dimendion ;

Bait stap, even noo i chang'd his toes,
Toie yon lul abiped the pesse in,

Right brisk that day.

In Smithfiel as 1 tuddled through,
The droad uproar was doavin’ §
Wi tinsel'd frock, snt painted brow,
The pappit show seomedd Bevin',

A balk o fo'k aroms’ was clsil,
0 ' kin's you coulil mention
Tat ste aul” Jorry wi' the wig,
Ar' miterd frocks of danein’,
For powse that day,

Byme, den sight, a painied gra,
"Tis circion Josa ot Jooee ¢

Hech me | ene tineel'd ane bn' 2,
An' lad an” lass e cronss

Nor waler lag yeir teeil baye draw,
For sicin’ seemly daniys;

¥
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Noter heed thena honest fo'k ava,
They re but & paek o ranbies,
Ot right this day.

Wi iasseld capa an' gloamin® blaides,
Wi fifiein’ an' wi doimosin g
The red cont bays now on parsle,
They shake the grus they're gaun on:
An' cloat the sheepakin yot oxtends,
An' wheeper's loader blawin';
Till after them fu' mony wend,
An’ some's up tae them jawin’
Tight glhib ths day.

The musie quate—the serjeant cries,
Ttig bounty don't resist ity
A jug o punch boys, don't despise,
A soger's lif's the bt o't
An see how many blackguard rogues,
An' strappin’ billies Hatenin®
Wi' courage banld charm'd ewer their snds,
An engy shillin's fistin',
Whatl rue't some day.

But fuith yon fellow mang the rest,
Haws taon them in, an’ sslrly
Bae droll boen by U erowd rous’ press'd,
He's ponch'd the surks, no’ fuirly.
Och, och! ye no'er saw cowilar men,
As loud the gapes wore chevrin® |
Wiile frae the thrang cot bramled Sam,
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Reclfiited wi' thim stearis,
Tae the yill thai duy.

There sits n tinker wi' his tins,
A turner wi' his ladles ;
A glog tongu'd spunkis's eryin’ spoois,
Amither's st her falidia
Billowre ! & singer's come tae hay',
The crowd is geathor'd roun’ her |
A pick -pocket them slips nmang,
His booty there to plun‘er
Wi eraft that day,

Here sits & graven'd faced sweop,
He's cursin’ s he's swearin ;
That & the ministerial group,
Tae He=l they will gang rearin’.
1o swore the dergy had him rogued
) hin denr oarsod wageos ;
The' e hals mors in soul hsd bogod—
Ho cursas and bo ragis,
Sae wild that day.

Alns | goo’ b, baith son an® ears,
I've stow'd gat in thelr fannels ;
Tho' ither tribes P've swoopt for yoars,
I'd noer sic room for gramTes.
Bat ah! in Satan's lant they'T ',
A hatter fiory chimneyy
Than e'er 1've erept in my bare skin,
Tag earn an honest pennle,
Un somi ans day.

Bl

| Yeir Chaeny-mem s dinglin’ lond,

Her honnbe cup an’ sacor ;
But peesently there tak's her Jug,
A Bst thet i & fsher.
“ Wad ye sell o' the day yelrsel',
An' no ghe me n shars o't =
Whan turns abeat aul® fisty Nell,
The offender's ower wi' hare hip,
Clean felt that day,

By seppin’ on our asl’ orm Jacks,
Ara skirlin’ lowd as ownin ;

Beside them hung in cages prts—
Mahogany rouwn’ sat boamie ¢

Amwmhum
Gubid L—d bt bt was limmer ;
Tas hide the worm plet tim'er,

Tan sell thsi dhy.

Soma honest men wi' guid kail yirds,
That duy pey'd weel the ransom ;
The cars are set ke teeth o cards,
Auﬂewqﬂtthﬂ'lﬂlﬂllm
Aul' hats an’ leather comes in sight,
The affcasts o' the nation ;
The craxy stall black’'d up wi' slight,
Fits ilk densminstion,
In sisc that day.

{In this side sits a ging-bresd Jos,
The tither & gronet barrow ;
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The plambs are hero—ilk blacks a e,
Melts in yeir mowth like marrow.
Thin way ait barley-sugar Jones,
Avross thero apple factors ¢
The cutlor wi' his wheel an’ hane's,
Beside the man sn’ piciares ;
At wark that day.

Here's yollow-man, wn' taify swept,
Girls will yo taste or pree it ;
An anl’ wifo erys gaun thromgh the street,
“ Boys treat yeir sweethewrts tan jL=
“Och, here's the better stuff fir them,
Teetotal sure's Uhe cordial”_
Na, ve, goo’ Frask, s glass o* rum
“Fore sads water's preferable
On sunle iday,

Yeir pedlar catebes make their erums,
The shamy duds theyre Mayin® ¢

Sotne wair ndest morn they'll eat their thung,

For what th' day they're pavin'.
Von fellow’s buyin' tws Eash cames,
For bis wee Jenny's fairin' ;
Anither's st the gilt brass rings—
They're gowd the pimnp's dleelarin,
Tae him that day.

Hark ! yon'er stan's MSmrdy voice,
Famt chappin' doon the aul’ eladse |

An® anl” wife's keepin' torble e,
Aot 5 pair o' holed slayL

Ba
Bt bark! big Jafers how be bawls,
His voice is far aboan ihem |
Some scabbit tip he three times calls,
mm“mﬂmd—nﬂ"m
Wit a clink that duy.

(inun ou, here's pitck-an'-tos, an' games—
Oh! herrid, bow thiy're carsin’
See yon greal gumph the wea aue rangs,
And roguishly he's pursin’.
Crack-whnek my hoarte, (hoy're ot it noo,
An' backin's baith got plenty :
By curse! big Gallifer's no true blus,
My eocks hars won the baoty,
Right stasnch that day.

Hark! jobbers a1 Nick's seriptures |
And Nick sn’ Barney's © the thrang,
By b—1 in npen rapteies. i
Bt forth eomes [Nek, an bonest blade,
He reds them right an’ left far't ;
He swares o'l walk the beast e Strade,
An’ buck or doe he boght it,
A goar that day.

As paidelin’ on fran streot 1se siresk,
rmmlﬂ'mlhﬂ"j‘l
But L—d knows Bitle tse my quate,

Ble soun’ stiracts my ganirys,
While some skirls haddock, some flat Gah,
Brays whiting some, en’ pulline ;
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An® bere's the water for the broth,
“Ginin we'd the gronts an' seallions,
At sereech that day.

Ho ' maister Damny tripes haos boight,
He's greon wi' sharn sae clarty |
An® Mistress Ml baes pricks & watyght,

Twn cooes hewds un’ s Warty 1
While Tam o' Rea wi* Lafl beef comes,
Comes tinklor Bet wi' pairin's;
Hir, lasses vin, or 'faith’ yeir grans,
Sle claty rungs mak’ wearin's
As pass this day.

The fo'k aro guun on every side,
I'mi gaun tas sen whai ails them ;@

Sa, follow'd sn shing the erowd,
Till 1 mrriv'd st raildom.

As luckin’ &' for somethin' srange,
il tipios o' ithey're sprawfin’ ;

Au if some nne wi' lousy mange,
Was &' oot ower cruwlin',

They stare that day.

Halloo! ubead ithere comes B eioiil—
“ Come, clear the w'y, be hasty
Boon, soom, yo'll see a fysome brute,

W' fire that wad resst ye.
Bwith, red the road wmy gentle ;hh

W‘“bﬂlﬂlm":
Mmthnhiiluﬂ;ﬁ'.hp,

B
Alike on rich as' poor shins,
Fo' sair that day.

O horrbd, Peter's afl wi' yolls,
Ie hears the sieam wark sabbin
An' Dick by this teo's by the mills,
Ha'f wil' an’ doon the Lagan.
But forth it comes = rowtin’ ill,
Floot as the win® caresrin® ;
w« Boho ! wvaunt ! keep clear the rail”
The * deil ma care”™ wha's faaria’
It cam’ that day.

While new confusion crowns the nobse,
An' expectation’s weiter

 While presently o’ 's in sarprise,

The reck sttracts an' vapour.
I'm stwitin' through like onnie stoge,
Amang yeir groat big sobles ;
Remarkin' no'ght ns being adid.
The' o° sstonish’d govels
Tae see't that day.

Ohone! “tis oul’ Nick chain'd on wheels,
W' reekin' fGery farmace
Wha's targin’ en @ train o bells,
Back, farret tae Lisharoes.
An' how mow Michacl can yi lngh,
At king o' o the witches—
A wee kit in, aguin it's off
This time bafore't the coaches,
Like mad that day,
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O let thtm ride for fun an’ spart,’
Poor Hﬂh‘lmﬁ-&m,;
His purse is low, he diss court
The company o the gentry.
An’ thry wha ride, e fust hawt sid
(Thus poundid up like wases, )
They got & ride—0, wna's their heng—
Un HeI's infornal graphios
Om ouciv day.

Wae tae the bateh protects the schemn e,
Or sedn sie plagdes a gpangin';
The farmer clan may weep ansabn,
The barse trade's o' closn dons ame.
Foul fa' the byke, deil sen’ them cask,
1 gae an’ luck my Nannis =
Fu' time “tis noo tae see my luss,
An’ trest her tae » jonmie
Ou she o day,

By Chority corner soon ' doon,
Again | meot wi' Nunnie ;
My bonnie girl yeir drouth tae droen,
The day sinee «'er yo saw me,
Nae dou't wi' mouy joyfu’ chups,
[¥d Mljtﬂﬂlm_}'n
The day sse warm an’ tae tak' deaps,
No Hal himsel cusld blame ye,
This graw’ Exir Jay.

* Na, Rab my lnd ower dopr 1 jose,
Pre waited o' the day through

-H

The' many treats 1 could got vow |

Ko ane, feint ane I'd pres trow !
Ye impeach mo rang—yweirsel | wait,

What ye'd nas ilse Gor mi man "
Whist, whist, then Nan, come "wa' well hae't,

Orarsel's in here awee Man ;

Well step this day.

“Twere easy for me 1o enlangs,
While bomsin® ower my dramnile ;
A’ forth yet mony phetures urge,
As through th Talr vo axw me.
Dt fun, « sumple o' th" day,
Yo maun hae wmid my blesthorin'
8o, Taut the grog shaps hence well stay,
A oo they're husy geatheria'
That uses day.

Mark, afermson bs wearis” on,
The stroets oro thin an® qusster |
Now every ale shap's geitin’ thrang,
Ll rovwlin® fir tha waiter.
By this Hythe lads wi' eager #'s,
Are luckin' for their kases
Wham sharton’d words mak’ to sgroes,
And aff tan taste the glasses
They'ro gane that day,

Mind, up the lane there goes o squad
¥ gentlemen's companions ;

Their blackguard lenks wad pit ye mad,
Wi’ hatred st iheir banions.
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Twa mérry choils drall wiskin’ trests,
T'I'lu'l.k‘n'p.fd.“"
Whan sairly they may mourn their states,
An’ curss weel their defeators
Some ither day.

In lads an’ lasses raw by raw,
They roun’ the forms are ranged ;
Till mear the street they ve beft in o,
But Curry-combs o muge it.
Sew every winneck dock'd sao bea',
They're boon the oribstnnes smilin: ;
A’ i | Ihht&“ﬂ;mpll,
As lads they s sre rowlin
Mlair drink that day.

Nae drouthy thrap need Isoger thirst,
ﬂ"ﬂ'm"lﬂl.'ml]ﬂn'i_

Some jovial lads near like tan bars,
mlilh-'hlnluq-h‘.

Bat in yot droves anithor set,
ﬂlflllhthfmm,;

Here comes our nechors, Jock an® Beck,
Yed think he wad her woery,

Wi fanal thiis iluy.

Same worthless grandss hearts twere bard,
The whiskey did them safion ;

Oh! how the lgh did strblde their beards,
W every roan’, as qualiin’,

A’ throngh their ain the yoongsters ran,
Tae ax thein for their fabros ;

And every Dad dhil mest his son,
Wi’ cheer an' apen arma,
Fu' kisd that day.

Bt sair they'd grudge their dowery han',
Whan the misst morn did el troth ;
An" coerse the Imeck did them trepan,
An first into an ale house.
Thiy'll stit shomt wi' cocki wp nabe,
An' ne b word bo speakin
Whan bat the pa'in’ o’ & rose,
Wad sct them tse the kickin',
On the miest day,

Poor drunken (in has met mishap,
The brakser wi' his mell=t

I8 layin’ thousan's on his back,
As hard & he can wallop.

Ax’ what could o'en poor (ay dae,
The barrow an’ the strap’s forth

A’ doon he's lash'd su” hived wway,
Tae pay the fine for his mirth,

Uﬂllfﬂlhr.

Belint me eits o droithy band,
The sonnet sinks the Hysir |

They're cursin' now, 'the searce can stund,
Tha waiter to be quicker.

A lnd up jumped frae mang the rest,
Wha the'ght hingel’ noe sheepshank ;

He swore that he wad gung sn’ fmbi'y,

2
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Before that be wad walt on'c

Bao lang that day.

But toit, some bench prap tak's his tae,
He's ower wi' o rum’le

Six glussos, jugs, & bra' now tray,
Below him les in gromle,

Hevo, plays ane in this lack neuk,
Awither stranght fornent him ;

Bowme aoe wi' pressin® win' haes beak,
The conck’s ool ogh 152 rent Tm,

In twa that day.

Ha! watch yon Jugun I the bad,
Al twols o' faddie-foden

By goba! ha's up the steam on Meg,
An' claoghtin’ st her deodum ;

Au’ e yon kittler through the 1eok,
Tae just b i the fashion ;

Bor how he gi'es thom u* (he deak,
Gi'es Jean M'Geo poroes mme,

Unieon that day,

Yot Will, my frien’ haost erowdy'd up
Wi sugar nn' het water ;

An's drivin’ roun’ the jeeuwnd cup,
Tl tongues they're o' playin’ datter,

The whiskey aye baglnn tae sweet,
Whan heeds begin tae deaver

But whiskey mair, let's pae mair wi',
Fear whishey plays the shaver,

Outright this day.

a1
An sama nre bent an' for the shice,
That theyll yet drink an' blouster
1 wish thom lock, bat [T g e,
Whiskey shant b my maister.
We've just on'ugh tae holp us on,
An' gin us peaco s’ pleasure |
{iet up my Nan, sn' wi the thrang,
W'l jog alang 't our leisure,
Wiewt hame this day.

Farewell my Jors—and will yo sy,
Your time an' pencs n leaein’ |

Ye've drunk aa lang, T'm sure, @ dry,
And mair's your bealth abusin’:

And yo gubid fathers, wives wha slight,”
'Fore ower lang ye tamper |

T4 e yo kot s el
And freaks o' * Tam o Shanter,”

In thme this day.

The erie glen lies leagh the bras,
Far up stan's Castle Habin ;
And walls Mo’ mony & ghost s’ fuy,
About the shore and Lagan,
Too. gobline many wightly range,
The howes o' Down and Comnor |
Make huste brave lad;, belag ms my change,
Feor | will stay nae Janger,
Ab weel this day,
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The v'enin san begoud tan lo'er,
The day was gettin’ later ;
And aff each lassie bamowards bore,
Weol pleas’d wi' her coneeitor,
Wi urm in arm they link'd alang,
An' wow | bat they were cheory ;
Wi alio'ghts ' groanded oo ths sang —
0 single Life P'm weary,
Rae fuin that day.

The smackin' erack it went free will,
Frue ilk as they were joggin';
Perkaps but doon wi® cintra skill,
Yot what's for petty pogin®?
The honest swains by virfue siayed,
“Of ncesnts pure sad tender ;
Th' socomplish’d malids of beauty's grade,
Adurn'd the female gender.
Wi grace that day.

As careless on they countless jog—
Somes cils an° eapon throwin ;
The paraso] does crown the wag,
Tha' ne 5 Son's muw shoiwyis’,
Bt henoared be the rural pairs,
And nauch be they respecied ;
They trodge wi' no upsesmly sirs,
Nor fuppish follios acted
Wi them that day.

g
Joyful the ways of rustls Life,
I far surpasses gpentios ;-
An humble life slone's the life,
That only true love mantles.
Huppy are they whe humbly walles
Defors their God and Maker;
A blest reveard for them there waits,
Traina after thelr Creator,
O some wne day.

Fair Virtoe's garbs arrys the mus,
Abhoreth lowd seduction ;
No wicked gins can lead 'im rang,
He acts with self’ restriction.
Bless'd is the lass whowe virgin love
Is placed on such & gallant ;
Without temptation she may rove,
Alang wi' sic o valiant
By night or day

Cursed is the man by Fale's divide,
Fiues got & wife that's saney—

Weel saireds the lad that trips langside
0 hits swoot coantry Lassie.

Gie me the mald tae be my bride,
Hus centor'd in hsr bosom

Forbosranes, Jove, 8 foe Lo pride,
Qhell mak’ the bride Uhst's loossome,

Om onnbe day.

But noo by this we've left the Loope,
And Orangefield ahin us |
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Ower Loguu's hill wwve taten our trip,
By Watsan's, an’ swest Jommy s ¢
Toa, Merrylan' we've pass'd, snd tos,

[Eacklouter'd is the dram shap ;
An" Piper's now appears tae view,
And we're fonlant, wi'ra 'EH. bk,
Sanm lar that day.

While some in ha'f way housos treas,
For what en® 171 nie metre
While some's got hame an’ st the meat
An' drunk some hamoward dotter ;
While werna spouping by us start,
Tae meet their Pads an’ Mammies ;
The murkenin® sky been growin' dark-—
So ende the Fair o' Lammas,
Sae late that day,

o5

ON SALTE

0, Salas! thy glorious powers tae sing,
What Muse 0, wadaa spread her wing,
An’ tightly lsoe ber swortost siring
Tan gie thee layy ;
A just reward to thes ts bring.
To chant thy prakse.

Talhrun'uht;ﬂrmm;-'n'ﬁﬁ,
‘Mang Ind mnlast, un’ man an” wife,
The king o Doctors in & trice,
I's guid clean Salts,
Gie thens the prefersore—meed o Tife,
An' health results,

Alsa ! whan we're wi' shckness groanin’,

(), quat your pills an' po'ders schemin’ :

{ But thon it's Dectors inferesi gloomin,
Wi pain=ise tesde ;

Aw Iﬂpm'hmﬂinﬂil"lm
Wi mair divease.)

Be honest, men, nar play the rogue,
Mai mafr ¢'en breise the mnke or tosd
{ An® far their hearts blofd o corrmie, )
te poizoncns smnlis :
Sian tenghly tae the bealm’ trads,
Axn® oriler Salia.
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Yeir this drag rid, the tither blue,
An' white an’ green, an' yellow too |
An’ then yeir drawers & matled vow |
W emmnin ' names ;
But eannis ol the slockin erow,

Wi'a' yoir schomas,

But this the plan ye tak’ tae sell,
Taxe fenst the ¢'e an” please the smell ;
A dose vei'd gie's the mak o weed,

Just, just, for thrappence !

Bat laud yo thers, Balts hans yoir skill,

Henceforth | hae a frien’ that's trug ;

¥e'll dine but spare, sn’ mover fu',
Yo paukie scroy,

Dhan yo intemd that chaps like me,
Yoir brow sud buy !

Ah! what disease wad Salis no care ?

Tho' feeble nerves, an’ blood sae frors,
Wi Glth & rustin’'—

The' dim weo shine ; s cloan they seone,

We “gain do gliston.
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Us ports, poor discernin’ buddies,

Are afi annoy'd pmid oor stadies ;

By ane sae vile, the plague o' caddies,
Co'dl Endigestion :—

Lalts are the bays that deans the haggish,
An' towims U Bpustin,

Whan bead or gut ache sl ye bothors,
O pains i Finggs, of taffiin’ methes
Pit Ralts just oo the trail my beithers—
i stink sn' win' j—
Just hissin' like a bag o' sthers,
DHscame bs gope.

Whan big my Lord be vats ower much,

Ors got m stappin’ in his hrith

Uhwer roast boef, mation, wine, or sich;
0, thos wri phoysic:

Sweet Salts, thou soon relioves the catch,
An' reds the linsh ot

A won bit ewer, a8 tme Las trckls,
Oh! hear s iripes ms rumTin® keckle ;
Away it goes wi' row't an’ rattle,
An' raiebow thun'er ;
An' teoms the brute—lmb ! losh! how mockle,

O perfiort scunnee,

Whan voddlin’ wenides tak’ the dwan
The cheapest Doctar's aye nd han' g
Just kilt their conties up them roun’,
Ul il =
But pour the potient liguid dean,
An' soon they're hale.
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The love-sick maiden far apart,
‘Mang wilds 1ae moan the waofu swart :
Tae rouse the tl.ltlr_ﬁ‘li her henrt,
Sales whst's like thes *
Aguin sbe's lively as a lork,
An' brisk's & bee.

Wan worth ibe sifly worthless dug,

Wha wadon raisn his voice to laud—

A prey 1o sorrow, worm, or grub,
Salts thou'rt the deril

That tans the repliles; fiegs thie lud
Free's = o evil.

Wee baby-ba, the womb whan “soapes,

What, what, preserves it frue th" pox 7

Lt mother matron ‘mid her jokes
Now ll!i an’ muy-—

How aft she scomnr'd Bt "mang the crocks,
Tae keep it free,

Out o' pight wi' his w—s n* jades,

An' mntin wi' ks jelly vagoes ;

Poor drunken Will 8" turn in rags,
An' mew ot hae ;

0, Salist hrwwmrhm
Tkuh.up\lﬂ-uum.

Even the infleence to procarn,
That Solts are gi'en—that mme theyll core;
The i needfn’ hour,

Tt spoak it plain ;

As oure ns E-—-l—.!'-_w -m-
That had it odi

For montal, weel 38 bodly ill,
Ealis, Salis! the dowo "fisre drap or pill -
Pﬂl.h'udrll.ﬂli-llrllr Mr. Phill,
Yon glype sae buxsom 3
The noblost med'eino in your hall,
Gile him the Epsom.

As wuitin’ bost tho silly searum,

Whmlnlm’ldmhnﬂmiﬂ“r

An' toa, an luss wham pride’s devo'rin,
2 "Thaat senst sao fumbled :

Therigmﬂplh\-h-:lu-
Dhespisin’ overy ethers laws |
Im'liu-’b‘pﬁulﬂﬂ'-bﬂﬂ
| swear ‘twere batter
"lenhllpr-ﬂ“mﬁ"“
Hi bad the ———

ﬂlﬁﬂlﬂpwnm-ﬁﬂ.

['ve mark an’ but & mmple here,

An' what meedl we for waste our lear,
D 1 # more o't!

'-:Hniigﬁ.ira.‘urﬂi'nnyuf.
An wet o for it
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An® erystal water frae the rill
¥oll lang respoct yeir hale an’ weel,
Nur tine yelr bliss :

Anr' fin' hlrj'dn-chnhlp an skil]

No fwr amlas.

1k man aw waid wha health reverss
Nor care  fig wha at you sneers,
Come joim the corps like finty fiers,
An" stontly back ue
Hurrae for Salts ! let's gie three cheors,
An’ guid blsck pretacs.

FOSTRCRIPT,
I'm much indolbted tae ye madam,

An’ for the physie yo sent Habin,
AMay never sormow hite yeir deoddum ;
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A third, & rowtin il T's turnia,
Bae rmbe in manner
While growl'd the win' like Moms Meg stormin’,
O dlistast thandes.

But ower my thrap a wee bit doon,
A wen deap drink my droath tae droan ;
Ovch, whishu ! Care strack up ber tune,
Yo may ghe't exodenes ;
Savin' yeir presence, ol the gron’
I gor & redence,

Now hale and weel, and blythe and Dinty,
Ance mair death bother's, thank ve, thank ye,
Av' for yeir kin'ness dame sae denty
"Gain ye'd allow',
Guid fuith | hae & min’ tas prent ye
In my new book, =

But kappTy blest, - NoTi—To be original is a rire fesbure i compesition. The oxi-
Tae you may still turs fortune's totum, gin of Subn end et which beought It before the pablin, wes the
A lncky enst. barenwing of & physie from & friend, be tbe benefisof & wick busri,

i wheom ihe poshaipt reler.

Waes me ! JH=or mm“hfh]’-ghhlr
Noe dow's bt it will gar yo upils,
Whan I tell ye withousan’ guile,

Just plain r'ugh Rah ;
Salts, salts for aneo in firsh wte style

They doon their jab,

Yo thoeht a8 timne my guls war churnin’,

Anither time | was o' barmin'; =2




POOR MARION'S LAMENT.

e

“ Bui she haih log o dearer thing than (i,
Amel o il wug what be wuokd less sgain

L L L] - L]
Pare whmtivy b Filled of har oo,

Azl st b thled fir poster tban tefors,™
SRamsrFpair.

————

The midnight meon showed fall abaon,
The bounie kills an' dalos o Down i
The wintey owlnt soeained her e,
Aril mivy Bosted sbowly rosin®
As from ber dewn in dire despair,
Her rest bosa broks, her hloom been culled ;
Laone wanderad forth Griefdriven heir,
In robes of losse an' mightly fold.

Al pacing oror the rimy soil,
Dejectesl, mourning sove aghast ;
Hor paley looks were white and wil,
All studdious chilled amid the frost.
And nae sl sablied wit plaing sso cear.
Al us ahie lumed her © wor-worn gang,”
Hor wild potes echoln’ reached my ear—
Aw' meaning rode the winds alang :—

Yo mablons fair whons man sdore,
i subitle arty wiles bewaro

Yo wirgin nymphs, 0, hark my lare,
o innecencs wward YR CAfe.
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For ah! the treacheroms snars is =cf,
Ard wary 10 1th' falesn's ken,
And wriless woinan o te met,
Ab! whon g prey—ahs knews not whiee.

Ye pleasing bopes, ve bappy thoughts,
That lit my sportive mind when young ¢
Y joyful scenes, ye sprightly wits,
That anee my carly bosom striang.
Farowell ! pdiou! for all is gloom,
No mare my panting breast's 1 know
These ldissfal soones of transpory gons,
But still ta wade in slippory woe.

Ah, youthfal days! ah, early yewrs!
Haow momary back delights 1o twine—
How fondly gnaing through my tears,
| mark your festive sports divine :
When roving through the dewy air,
UOr prasking en the sunny groen ;
With neught bot beavenly swerts to share—
With solave fraught, mml joy sereoo.

Light aa the mormilig ann aroess,
As lightly &id 1 greot his smile ;
As blytho at eve ho ook repase,
Aw blythe did 1 go fie ‘thout il :
Al songht to erush or canse my frowi—
Apil from my heart afnr stond pain ;
() years on years so blissful flown,
Buch years 1T never sev sgain,
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But k! bas come the delefal day,

And nought swsite me sow buot griel;
O nought on earth 1o prop or stay.

Nur pleasure to mo brings relief,
Cold, cold, must be my vigil hour,

By night's appalling clonds o'erbung ;
T mourn asd weep the ruthless power,

Beducnd me in my virgin Woom,

0% initso? and I'm debased—
How can be thus so faithless be,
%nﬁhmmhﬂ]rwﬂ.

Al odi-times sighed for love and me,
Ab! where his vows 7 are all distrus
To ber whe long bis secrets bore

Is all his bonewr naw dsgust,
And no remorse his sonl to gore ?

O, woman, woman, silly thing,
Hew vain Is all thy wileing art
How oft theu barbest the goads that sing,

And pierce more keon thy vender hears.

Thy Bippant, fair, and lovely charms ;
Thy endearing smiles, thy love botrays,
And heartless man 10 rain warma.

Too lang, toa lomg, may biiss entice ;
Too long, 100 long, may joy decoy ¢
Tow long, 1o long, may faticy prize

The thoughaless wiles that peace destroy.

s
For naw na comiisrt 4o my broast,
A wreteh 1o sorrew lons exilad §
01 wought but hardy cares melest,
And doably bem misfortame’s chill

0 love! 0 love! thou misereant vils,
Whern, where thy witching, fairy spell ?
Where, fripndship where, thy cheering smile,
Where, where thy clurm? ah, 1o me tell

Thy star is st sh me, ‘s Bed!
And | most powrn—my fute deplore ;
Where nought but barres wilds outspread,
Apd Blackening clouwls but hover 8'vr.

And whiskey Oh, thos miduight thief,
Thei lgnoble drink that broaghs niy fall §
‘Twas you that cassed the great mischief]
And ralsed the brawny arm of thrall.
Abome ! wherd'or the paronts bosit
Of drunkennes—intemperate one—
The child may quake for orodit fos—
Bat still the guile it was my owe !

Al | na visianary dream,

Mor transient glow, or mbibow dye:
Mo flecting ray, or sosthing bean

Can ever lannch me ‘galn in joy.
The only opening that is Loft

Te find reposs—hir prace conanme] —
For ber, a maid off plessure refl,

Apd drain her sorrows, b e tomb,
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0 why diid time me not forges ? _ 187
(b that I'd fifeless over lnin | ' But Oh, this heart 3o wounded deep,

0 why did death me swallow mot, There's mought can blythe in time again ;
Before such misery on me came Ehﬂ"ﬂ'ﬂ'ﬂﬂiﬂ‘ﬂjm

Buat Oh | liva, (per can | dis, And ever moarn a cruel swain,
Though death wauld be a happy doam ;)

T wrer mawrn, and fret for aye,
And wevor mirth to gild the gloom.

ELEGY
0 fife, how ahject are thy ways,

How worthless is thy gift to claim
How futilo are thy fickle joys,
How false, delading, foul, and van;

TN THE MEMONY OF THE AMIABLE AND DEFARTED
THOMPEOK,; RURAL BARD, CARNGMARNY,

Thou only smil'st for to decelve—
To care on care on morials lesd : fizce Pest none te wake the by,
And al! how reckicss sorrows seiee, Mute Nature rremmbiing ilims the driag |
Unednratid pauth aspimes,
Alns! bow cumberous woes me goad. B plie iy 10 shog !
Al il per-charce some Moe's won,
Mo flickering hape 1o pase my wil— Hegren the gem w long gave s'erg
Ne soothing oil my planet burns— From dark ta Hoglt him les Miss loing,

sl Thotspes suusd B shom 10 dare.

.

Wo clieoring friend attends my call,
My each companion from 5 urns,

Dh! hapless, hapless—hborrors ervwid— Hail Inspirstion ! string the lue,
My soul, my hoart, my virtue torn— And aid the sympathetic thror,
Whees is the form wis aice so proad ¥ And thia swest Muse of grief saluie
0 Honven, me leck within the wm ! Attune my potes to wildost woe,
Shall Burns be dreas’d in gurbs the best,
The fragramt rose may bod and blow, Aunil Ramassy blosom in the wen,
The shamreck, vialet, by fair And Ferguson fame's uoblest buast,
And nature's face sgain may glow, And Thempson meet uo fond retum ?

And gay to othors may appear.
0 Thompsen | (oot the Season’s Bard,

The swain of sciench and of song,
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The just esteemed of fame's roward,
Ev'n Calodonia's darling son.)
Hut thoa the star of Erin set—
The mouthly Paot of the year;
(01 how my soul swells with regre,
And pours for thee Use mobstening tear.

Even | & Bard, whom cares malest.

A stranger to the man and pride,
Whis saw him not whon want eppress'd—
Or blest with aflucnce in the shroud.

How shall 1 sing the thema so sad,
Shall | the diny to give o'er

Led by tradition 1 his bed—
Arouse my Muse, get kigh and soar |

Sloep sound, amd rest departed shade,
Mo more thoo wakest Lo misery ;
Mo more the ealls of want thes gosd,
To wage the war with Porerty :

No more the lark st eaaly dawn
Avakes the son of Wast to teil
To swanty reap the dewy lawn,
Or hardy turn the stubborn soil.

Ah! griesly, poevish, mesgre find
Grim Penury, thua of of toase,

Must Plentys lap lie oo sum i,
And still fur thee Wealth Hve at ense ?

And sip the sweots from year 1o yoar—
Ineesmant, sy; from sae bo son;

lo
Al mimst the man of wosth be poor,
And thou the Harpeo of his bome

(M monstrons glutton with the sol,
Luxurious camst thon go and mess !
i ! wilt thow'evor haunt ithe cot,
And make s scanty pittnnee less 1
Bat ko ! bebiald [ a world disclose,
Eirmomnted all s s jn this—
He now pipes joys for all bis woes,
Ael Layrhs st thee from heights of blia

Al beanteous Lyle! now wrapp'd in gloom,
Let howling winds still round thes sters.
And Granny Wood divest of plume,
No vernal bloom ta thee returs,
For why thy beanties ‘jguin display ©
Buat prodigal of Nature's store,
Singe none thy charms there's W pourtoay,
Alas ! thy Thompson's now ne more

The Thrush to Faven's ture'd that croaks,
By Fiespell too, the Linnet's il 3

Aceords the Gowdipink's tuneful motes,
All wild, monatony of sowmd @

Floarse swelling en the sighing hrecga,
As Echo erys my songelor’s gomna

Al sifll the vaios that waliad is ploass,
And charm'd then all w love end song.

Bright in thy native wikl domains,
0! Anbrin, mourn thy favoor'd son
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And sadly o'er his bast remmine
Enslirined, the tribate panr he's win.
0 wre o fires 'I:I-f snrrow fled,
¥ can thon net admiee the man -
llwspitable clime, indecd,
That thes the roral Muse cosiema !

The' fustering smile he mooe pow greets,
Alike to all thy boteurs bliud 3
¥Yet nature for the humage shriels,
And Oh! are Erin's sons unkind ¥
Sovare ko poace Iet him ropose,
Eke, teo, his meor harp all oastrasg ;
Sor cares he nought for frienmds or foes,
O wll the ills his bosom wrang.

Can fam'd Sylvunder® pot yoo pleose,
Or Edwin of the past'ral tsle

7 Damon o the flowery leas,
Or Allen om the honthy dale,

Oir Matrumony's awertest Bowars,
Blythe Davio and kis Betsy rare,
O heartbroke Bawnin in the bowers—
O Hell, with Sstan's wildest e #

He sasg of mirili i many & swell,
O Simldns aly of eomie sort ;
f fun "twas known Tbost ancent Lyle,
And many s rostic conlry sport.
The wary Wittret sod the G-

tﬁl#ﬂﬂnimhﬁnﬂﬂlﬂhﬂlﬂm
i Mg ol Thompins, with mesy woe owisdel. Tl

eeearaly ides of his meri, the resder it ioegalo o i

Tht
How gend n maral de they show |
Episteld Glass—the Fipa's eqress,
His sisnets churi, and Harchin law,

O if wf nobler fight thy neind,

ir nwoee refiood taste then a3
Can wiena Fob ol tender Lind,

O Linnieis' fate ot toueh the leart,
Ui van thos relish anght il ?

His s are in the pnrivall'd olass,
And Elegys—must Juliet's theall,

i Dirge for Burns wnnotieed pass,

Bt why this bandy s0 f—hegone—
Can gveey lay the wild lark slags,
Or every sheet of carrel'd soug,
Not dash now fervour through your strings 7
How can ye touch the treenbling chaorils,
Yo minsteels of the huplos Jot ?
And mought of ks te ¥ou acoonds,
Nor cries o you * forgok o ool

Tegardiess of each heartfelt wor,
Hlest npe, win mo'er knew whal was curo —
I whe was not in embryo,
Mar thon harl drosk (e il air
Uit ms | read his works 5 tramce
Meahinks, or fufey wislen chasm )
I soe the Nioe tuso, round ms daore,
Anl fewls gow prdowr in ms barg

Away ye wile insldes o,




1

¥ moxlons scoflfers maw B jibre
Wants dearest fionds, 1 tirm 1o you—

To you | dedicate my Jore.
Atbentive hark, then, to my song,

Nor clans'rous moaps led grate your cars ;
I;Iwﬂqﬂ.ﬂgmmﬂrlﬂlpﬂhﬂm

But still the bay my Thompeon wears.

Though ssow invalves the levely germ
In ruin, and ennmel’d greon ;

Theugls hail und from destroy the charm
OF spring, and dosslate the seone.

Yot the' so nipt, ‘theut shade or bield,
Oruthraving all life's waste of snows;

" Bweot nature's child™—the incdlemem wold,
¥er ull its difcultios rose. -

Reard meath thy bowly, hnmbls roof,
Obicure (o all but want sid was 3
A lam 1o ponury and the $ese —
The' distance groat ween high and lew,
8o high the fence, thus fartune soalfl,
Yot doom'd his airy wings ts try ;
The' cagred the kird, he soared nloft,
And warbled forth mellodins joy.

Eo sung the Bard—hut lime wore on,
Youth's carnival flow fasd nway
And age snwrapp'd the son of song,
Sweet Fancy's 'mf.q"l_- ever guy,
Leorn colling all the gems of thesgh,

Unheoded still and wwillum'd ;

L § 1]
Till last woreams by eold peglect,
The sweetest friend b fomnd the temh,

O st Bt be ¥ and dhall ke Do
Withent & garland For ts bind
Hls brows—aor eypross s be sigh,
Or hally rustling in the wind ?
“Thout snght to mark the desert waste,

* That we his lowly grave might find—

0F, must be sleop the lonely goest,
To dark Obscurity resign'd ¢

8o much for frieadship, gentle sire,
For geagine werth and manly flamea
So much for wealth, wnd pride, and power,
The worthloss troopers of & wame.
And must [ sing of by-gone tine,
What others long shoubd sung before ¢
Yot none to prawwe, the' merit claimes,
And all becanse friond Som was poor.

0 Thompson | wenp mik Tor the wrosg,
Whore'er you be, ner mormwrs e |
A kinder fato awnils thy souy,
Thy grave not yet dogradod lies,
The' sdverse fata nwhile soniroal,
Nor pop'lar now mey be tho theme
Yt tlaw the date aromwd shall rall
Whes thouli sweed Dard be dear to fenn

For wife aseidoons why regret ?
She 1o, long sipes, hae crosd'd that bournes,
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Whers weary souls thiy we'or fud fret, O Bards the' mony e hasd beishors,
Al whenes 8o travelless from retura. An tae the pimps’ mond oritics” swithers ;
Yot blest the man of teader smiles, War't my vote a8 decide the mattor,
Nor obdurste, who's born te feel ; Than rura’ Tamson dovil s beitor,
Wha won-worn wesps fur others i,
And gives the fricods of grief bis wail

Leet envy shoot bee vicious. sting,

And defamation ry b gore; =
And slander with esupaisoned tongas,

Al crities with their bran laro |
Saperior still shall merit rise,

i(¥er Hu-jrinhq'duutlrhlh

EPISTLE

Te MR J. MAFGUBREY.

While bonmie Spriag now decks tho lea,

Trinmphunt over sl the pies, And birdies chant wi' muckle ghea
M wild ephemersl ridicule. Bhall 1 w0 sing amang the Is's,
A deuty sang ?
‘T done : my Thampean sow farewell, Tar my ' Jock Macoabrey
Gua live thy bleak moors doathless 'mong : The frivud, and mamn,
And every shopherd thes extol, =

My canty cock, | winns Saticr,

Adore thee overy son of song.

And Oh ! thou desr departed shade,
¥er frigid bearts, or reptile’s praise |
Accopt this humble tribute paid,
And beur 5 bard estorm thy ays

EPITATR

Stap travellor awee, b woepin,

Benewih this torf T Thompson sleepin’ ;

Lean light upon his fousted bases,
And hooane gay bis dear remains,

Mot en’ yo than ya e much bettar

Bui hearken jisi swoe my catier,
And dinns slur |

And if it please whan dewe my Jetter,
Bay “ihank you sir”

I never sing tan ploase g folks,
Nor dao 1 sing tas poor falk coax,
lu bamely monsure withont tropes,
My rustic rhymes,
I fumny sing, an’ doolls nn' jakrs,
In shnaple stoain,
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Bin' Nudure's gien e wil on’ fire
1 cant them teather ja p byre: °
Tar please mysel’ 1y hule desire,
Abslack or leisare §
B whiles 1 laft tho country lyre,
It brings e pleasnre.

Whan serrow bites me 1ill T grievs,
I touwch the strlsg it gies me sae
And 0} when naethin’ elee can plesss,
The Muse can dae
Te euddle wi® bory trouble fees,
An' eare an' fred

The' hemvy, hésvy on ney b,
This warld may st an’ cares enew,
Whan anee I've gst tha jiller, vow ©
H"h S R
Awny sho goss wi' overy too,
Just mnkin® fum,

The storm may binw sn' boster Towd,
The rain may jaw s’ rowe il flosd,
Hut what's tae me the winter ruda,
Dedng begullin' 1 ;
Wian dowie’s o' the feather'd brood,
And sndd mn’ sileni

Bui whai o' that—the nichi's yat I:n,!-,

And mnkr tar bood, 1 smms thrang

Bo, s my boy, wihile I'm ' fu’ fain,
"o rboymin® The g

ny

A raw or 1wa gien e o friem,
Is wirwer imis't.

Uheer up my cock, nor be s sowr,
Nor frown apun your natal howr ;
What the' baith you and 1 be poor,
Oich! snire we're hosoest |
An' faith that's worth & bag o' flour,
I'm sure the Auesi.

Think ye my jos, we're goods refuse,

The' boare the warl’ may hard ns ase §

Na, na man, never loot your bros
Drwnr tho'ghis me gross ;

Sin' we may yet fin' “wurds an’ doos,
For v our les.

Come, gies yoor han' nvy trusty frien’,
Calm be tho blast, snd yet sercne,
And fortune yet may shiol her gleam.
® And smile wi favons
Ower &' the ills haes come betwern,

¥t pence an' pleasure,

Faor why sad wa fret or repine,
O mourn our fute 7 theugh hardly ko',
Sinee Hao alons, whe's all divine,

Al good and glorions |
May i shee srise destinod e,

Waft good things o'er us

Me'er fear, ne'er fear, auld mitler Mature
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Stands providont for every ereatere @
Andl kind benevolent in feators,
Bl foad nphobis
To all—as well the sun-barmt cotter,
Abrieh in falds

"Tis foalish man tae hoard np wealth,
And late an’ alr 130 kill ane's self;
To tine all joy, an’ bliss, =0’ healih,
And pesce sn’ plemty ;
Tae gin tno some vile waster elph,
Wha mae will thanlk ye,

Ha! mark i H‘-ﬂl" o Elmfhl..

Wha strivin' killed themsel's by inches,

Toe geathor gear through want sn' penches,
An' clalibless hunger ;

Wil now their wenlth cure backs an® Lenclies,
That's RN wi I-l-ln-'ﬂ'q-

The poor mas barn fo nsean estaie,
Cares not o bast Tboal chawee or fate ;
Whereaa thie vich the' o'or a6 great,
Wi gowilen store ¢
Is wrapped far aye ‘veaih fell mishap,
Al willoss care,

Moer Tanh Yo II!‘ whaiil Thsir =tnie,

Their wrroganes, ibidr pride; their hate ;

Al play-boy Tioe beiags roun’ the date,
Trys every hody ;

o
The (iod-frarin's the only grest,
The' jimir as Tul:y.

Poar Paverty o'ai yel may rest;
{Fwer l'lhlﬂli“hl-‘!lﬂ'phlj.
And bask in rays benignly hlest,
Ie lanils divine;
Andl there on_joye diviucly feast,
Whaar pleasures shime ;

While they wha heartless couve ber pine,
The sardid sons o' Monmon's fine ;
May provelliag guash, and waill an’® wline,
In ilismal we ;
At semo monty, sty chme,
Bonae futire day,

Bui stap, the Muse ke Nirdy Stent,
Bl frae Uis subjert doon th bewt 3
An' faith she's managin’ & jump,
- I fear phell rus
Some cannig day wi' cail repent,
Bt Fsten you.

Tae bearn ye bow tae gulds tha wile,
"Tis pow her pride io chyme sae rife ;
But if sbe be baith peid an’ nice,
Ble'll veed mae gubdin
And thot my hope that ye will splice,
As get a guild ase.

Bai i ahe ba s soskand chiek,




Gie ber the logie o & stick ;
MAn' orack her blas wi' every lick,
0 cudgel charm ;
Al mak’ g bad wife guid an' sie,
I think's wae harm.

A courtesy there's due fie winnam,

Nae ddou’t, an' that weTl gie tae some o' them |

But wha could dae wi’ cursed dinnin’
For ever mmir ¥

Th oaly method's u goed thongin’,
For lady gare.

Moer bewd what proachers tell thes cannle,

Nor yet what faces charm thes bannie ;

The preacher’s navel's prode as onnie,
Elwe I'm mista'en—

Experisnce lest will teach thee Jonnie,
What | cant kea,

A7 kons n bail wifn bow tae guide,
Bt thean wha's plagued wi' ane besiis :
A li’ o° H—1if your divide,
I camnn say ;
If eoaxin's nse dee wi' the jade,
What ye sud dae.

But if the breeks she unce gets on,

Or geta the forewny on your han' ;

Depend twere betior for tee husg,
An’ pay your bridin’,

Than sing purtule your li'e life lang,
And thele her chidin’.

Bat stap dear Jone, a whifes ist,

Faith, meby yell deserve the cant ;

Keep min' bout twall the merry rant,
1k might's your due

For faith a deil “twad mak' a sint,
A iwatless grew,

Eat snd drink weel if you can,
Wao know that that's the rake's vile plan,
An’ them wha swilives cracl man,

Lt work the Bardest ;
But O tae you ‘s rroel wrang,

Wha Gl regardes,

They, whs wad join is Hymen's ban,
An’ weass bring on the worl” tas rang ;
Or waste the litls in their han®
Thiat Guld hnss glen thiem :
| wwear s’ alth, oy, ten perch lang,
b They'ro waur thas demon.

It cannn be oxpected weel,
That weans as much will honsage fesl,

Toward the parents that does ill,
A them does Fghl—
Mo Jock we've daneed the waldin® peel,
Up the your sight.

e wad & wify thou chap reserve,

L
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{And faith » guid sne yoo deserve, )
Gie her her place—your ain preserve,
And know life’s value |
Al keep in min' whan time doms serve,
What I have tal' you.

And fure-yeo-well oy kin'ly Jonusa,

Muy peace anid plenty be your croon aye,

And happluess sll woes kneck doss aye,
While lifo remain ;

And o your Ealthfol friend an’ creney,
Till dimth arraign.

All boping tiar when death's gleg spear,
Shall terminste oar sajeurn bere,
That we shall joia the grasd career,
I muabier womes ;
Whare saintly joys suill more cadear,
“Midl angvl throngs.

SOTED ATYD BAIILALD.

O whey wodsag ey fod a Tambs,
O wha wadsa wding for & dram 7
Tha vensiry bay never wes wary,
And wrw lie shall gie you 3 sy

THE LOVELY FLOWER OF BANKS
OF NORE

From eastward [lifts the purple morn,
The Muose unfurls hir wing to sing ;
While Nature green the hills adoen,

And all things own the power of Spring.
Though cast may boast of wealth and pomp,
Of gemn that's grand and pearls raro |

0 Erin's son essays to chant,
The lorely Flower of banks of Nere.

What heagg o0 hard of frosen day,
Wha, who so veid of love—a swain,
As v'er of women felt tho sway,
O ne'er for beanty had 5 pain?
If such there bo of L.H'Ill'dih.hr.
Wha for their gain would blis explors ;
Fort auch survoy—their res is spont—
The lovely Flower of banks of Nore.

Her glossy plumage dyed in Heav'n,
The phisnix. wesrs bud on his rolbs ;
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Her angel form & chirub giv'n,
T imerl man roois o bs Gad.
Her varivis bives nio lute cold dress,
Buch brauty Llooms in every pore—
Then how a love- sel heart oxpress,
The lovely Fower of banks off Nore,

Quicks quick ber eye as lightenings seoreh |
Bwerl, sweet her breath as Snmmer's galo
Warm, warm ber heart as Hymen's torch ;
Boft, soft her voice ns Philomel.
Her bocks an fair, Ter neck e white,
Her beaving broast a heaven ; nay, more—
A witching guit with sukles tighs,
Pouriray the Flower of banks of Nore.

Eerene hor countenanor i the Moon,
Blythe, blythe her smile as samny May ;
Composed ber mind, nor dack or dinn,
But smooth's the lake when Nuture's gay :
Amd wodesty governs the whobe,
With all her fascinating lore ;
And spotiess as the duve's the soul,
i the swert Flower of banks of Nore.

False Helen, pride aff olden Greees,
Kur I4do in ber Brysian dome |
Uloopmtra, Apame, chaste Luerecs,
Virginia, wymph of Tanquin Rsose ;
Nor comely Easter, Xeress queren,
Nor heughty Vashit, fumed of yore,
Mor all the dameles #'er 've seen,
%o fair's the Fower of banks of Neve.

f
L pomopeus monarchs wear their crowhs,
I fret not ut their painted joys;
Give foul ambithon all she clalma,
1 envy net the paliry prive,
Maore bappy 1, with more dalight,
The' were | plazed on soma wild shore
If to my breast eould * strain eacli night,”
The lovely Flower of lanks of Nore.

THE BLOOMIN' SWEET LASSIE ¥
BROADLEY'S BRRAE

The wind whistles shrill o'er the wild hills o Ualon,
Phingarh this canld nicht forgets foe tas show,
Altho om the wing'd gust the snaw flakos are rellin’,

Goun saddle my gallust Ned, | maun gae fro.
| long 1o see Stella, my heart's only fower,
The pride of Glengirvin —the daughter of gles,
The girl whom I Jove, oh'—as dear as the Glasur®
Lev'd Lelis of Hassan—of Broadley's brae.

-

Oh! Stells my star—now though tempests do bower,
My souls oaly plassure, my bope. and my joy,

To think on thy charums how it cheers the dull hour,
And hands me o'er vare when 1'd atherwisn sigh.

T buak of the summer, the dawi of the mormn’,

 The Franguestan swan, of Circadsian sso gay |

* Aoy Bpriw’s Cioaswr.
|
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Not the plumes of the Pursdise bird, oh! s charmin’-
As b sweet blooming lnssio o Beoadley's brae.

(o on my brave gallant, thou bearést 1o glory,
The son of thy Master —the William o Kerr—
The rude Fdenarady's bebinid yoo—afore yon
Already the groy groves of Saintfeld appear.
A lealo wy sad beart i oow does round hover,
Bew glooms in the distance rude Mallaghoras ;
He, wha wadna cutrun the post of & lover,
Deserves not the lassio o° Drondloy’s bras.

I ihero is o bliss on this doll planet blooming,
Worth thie living to share, that the sd bosom warms.
1 swrar by the stars e the Bower of joy, women,
To gaee nod to dost ve their manifold charm
“Tis eestacy, Wiss, and | cannot vell what all,
Ta pay court to foml waldeos by night or by day 7
But ob ! Law heart plensing and doubly delightfal,
To wosn the sweot lasds o° Broasdloy's bras.

Uk Brells P oomibng —the tolen st parting,
Theo lickt i thy lattics invites me Forih free—
N daubt but 21 kamie thou'rt sinee Harkwells no barlis’,
The siiaoeth &' @y e wi' 6 cup o green bea
Boour on my brave courser —pog yeb thysolf heeanis’,
Tha' fur thow bsst seour'd it o'er mousiain md les
Nor lang till thou'rt evrnin’, wed L'm wi' ney fair oue,
Saar blyihe o'er our sorrows by Broadley's bras.

e H

0! WHISKEY MY DARLIN, &«

0, whiskey my darlin’, thou care-killin® earlin,
How afi 1 have kissed thes for weeks st o time ;
And aye whan I'm drinkin’, then eosest my thinkin’
Aul now ['m come back for tas taete theo again,

(R[] 1§
0! & toss o' my bead for o' their lasd desties,
Gin me bui the nagpie tae kitts my joy ¢
Aw' the' poortith shisll stare we, it darns cooe sear me,
A Bg for sl sorrow, 1l live 6l 1 e

Frae this tas tht mormin’ jade exre 11l gie scarmin’,
An’ lieve on the juics o' the banter sao dear
Ye winds that lewd chatter, | carmna your clatier,
Your froety smell broath now me canns coms near,
0! m tows o' my bead for n ther laid deaties, ke

Yon silly aul’ base ane, oo verge o perdition
‘iﬂ‘dl!dlj'tm debauchery, sn' wriime ;
Shall 1 grudge him bis dishes, his trashirie, an’ wishes
Mo, wever such hascorss—ae, never be mine,
0! m toes o my bead for & thidr labd donties, Ko

Gie me the Cork raver, wi' mounisia dew flavour,
The poteen tae drink, sn’ my lasvio alang ;
The' warls care may wreck me, il ne'er oo braribrack
HI
Sae lang us the weqoebangh siifles my rang.
! @ e o' my bead for o' their staie dentios, &




H.*__

[}
0! whiskey, stick tse ma, thon frics’ o' my grasnis,
Tho' weel I may like yo, | tale it " Lin';
My nul' uncle Tommis, the twin o' my mammie,
Besiiles iy aul' daddie, be drank kimsel' B,
(! m toss o' my head for o thelr stato dentios, ke

Away sntia Nelly, an’ bet us be jolly,
Yo kem yon big-wamed jug that's far aboos a ;
An’ fetch us a quart in before wo gue pariin’,
And roun’ by the ingle we'll joyful burra.
0 & toss o’ my bhewd for a° their stats denties, &

THE LASSIE ¢ THE FIRM.

0 wha s lkoe my lsssio—
My boonle, blythsome lasic
An there on earth 8 lassbo,

Sar beauleous as my ain ?
Na, nans ana fair, nor near o
Thewe's 0o & ane could peer lwr,
A falrer or a donrer,

Thers waver vel was barn.

CIHDHTE.

1) leexo me on my Madly,
My bonnie, Mythsame Mally ;
D Jeote me om my Mally,

The girl thai haos the charn.
I i ihe forest erentiore,
The fakrest flawer of nature,

Complete in every festure,
The Lasale o the Fiem,

May Heaves an’ onrth defend her,
"Gisinet villaing—noaght so tender ;
Maore estimate lor grandsur,

Than leave the wreteh Lo mowrn.
0, beanty's o'er hier baaming,
Bo radiant gl somsming,
Nor foolish pride sssaming,

But modesty upbarne.

) leews me oo my Mally, &e.

0 welegme Laplaml's winter,
And forests wild tae canter,

Through canl s’ frest to santer,
An® win', an® weel, an’ staii.
Had 1 but o my share 0,
Wi humbls oot sne bars O,
The bonnie biythsome dear 0,
The Lassls o the Firm,
i} lecee we on my Mally, &=

Mera—I duss suy, thavs I ot & s i the Padll o Carn.
waney, il dors pot knes whers the Firm b

A SONG.

Maggy ance was fut an’ foir,

Far renowned for gowd nn' wear :

Bt mow sho's seant, on' now she's bare,
Wiat's com’ ower my Maggy U ¢
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Magry was a stinkin® get—
A pridels’ jade she was 1 wai;
Af sl ca'd me ugly sol,
Whan [ wad loso but Maggy O !

Thimsel'd trash o' shinin® sisin,

Ance Maggy's gurbs did braid io® plait

But now the naked dud o fate,
Ora busks my Maggy O

0! she deardy pays for o,
Hunger weol her wamse docs claw ;
Hoofless now's the castle bra',

0" proad coneeiged Maggy O |

Timi russ an, nor fortane koops,

Chanon s ever in for sweeps |

Wha can belp wha woars the brecks,
Noither eould peor Maggy 0!

Maggy sighs, nlack-anes!

Whare fs new bar joy or ghes F

Fain wad Magry mow tak” me,
Bot I'll mo e ek’ Maggy O !

Lasses tenty walch your joys—

“Fora that fate your blosm destrays ;

Tuke the mones wi' hooest bays,
Tige the gate o Hm or

1l

LOYE ONCE WAS A BOY OF A
VIRTUOUS CAST, fe

Lave onee was & boy of & virtoons eost,
But now so disordired, he's turned to » rakoe :
Yo wanton sly backs whe go courting for jest,
And lsugh in your desve ot the foosls you eas make ;
Thst youar mothers were women, P'd have you to know,
Tmhosom this one word-—ihon Jook to the skies,
And soe brother landamon whers virtue may go,
While they must muke shipwreck that ne'er will be
wine,

Oh! give me but one love—let that bo the foast—
Give bove 1o the lassio gives love wnte thee ;

If wirtuoms, ne matter what color’s ber ooat,
Oh! ol the dear jowel your chush-ly-ma-chres.

I onee was & fool in the ardour of theughi,
‘When youth and warm passion wild led we astray ;
I theught it no erime to kave swoethosris n fock,
When vigouPsaid, with me it no'sr would b day.
But now sxd experience the dull wight bas tnaght,
And thus the wise sage to the diellum doos say—
Leet the girl that Joves you Ob | be pever forgos,
For the proud dame so flaunting, or coquet s gay.
th ] give me balone love, &«

An state ball or opers, thengh there ‘mongst 1 grand,
Where all wears the false face of love ani delight ;
Be never the first to with guils take your stand,
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Memaember the charms of lnst Satneday night.
The' this fuir may entico, and the other trepan,
With the sllkes of the sast, sl the gesms of the wesl,
Be yoiur heort for o mament noor eartied by one
But her—the sweet girl you love dearest and best.
Oh ! give me but one love, ke

b ! what is se sweet in this wide werld again,
When thostrong beartof usan by tine's ravage is
When out youth's gay morn we have rembled and rsn,
And nge brings her cares, ns the bresth of & friend. |
Oh! what is so sweet a8 the friend by your hearth,
To whom you could trust both your joy sod
T
"Tis biiss sore the purest to have apan earth,
The besissin beabibes that your secrels may knew.
Oh ! give me but one love, Se

SWEET BLOOMING LASSIE O LOVELY
DEUMARRAH, K- i

Swert boomin’ lasie o' Bvely Drumarrah, .
Wha, wha is sae brivk as the boy by your side @

Ié't Jemmis ar Hﬂﬁlrﬁ“hfm’rmrmi,
Or say bonnie bussie will yo bo my bride ¥

(=0 b
Lanely my hame, and awa' by your fairy konwe,
my hesrth thout & wife or o frben's

The' & roun’ it beauty hings sweet wi' dume patore,
Yet wtill 1 want pleasure when wantin' my Jean.

Sare tartared yon lene tron that stan's in th* hollow
S sud-like, n sport for the tempest an’ storm ;
So i it wi' me—alns b poor willy follow,
For proud dames se galling & laughing stock born
Lanely my hamo, &e.

Ha! wow | see it, ‘tis wealth tramples o'cr me,
And genins is scorn'd for the celar of oy i
Carressin’ an’ fundlie’, while | gao deplors i,
Biythi Jean maun fore Hughoy oo’ Jomimy bor joy.
Lanely iy hame, Fe

Oh! hand yo auld earl—thaa gear haggin' booby,
Wha'd the e'en thy do'ghter for gowd tae o slave :
Wi kmows but the lad wi® the head that can study,
May yet be the boast of & Christendom, Trave.
Lancly my hame, &e.

FOR WHY THUS LOOK DOWN ON THE
RWEH OR THE GREAT.

i ! for why thus look dawn on the rich or the great,
Or eavy the splendonr that yellow gold buys ;
Mhmrﬂwﬂiﬂlmmmm
Can n poor man as well as o rich not hare joys ®
Ol mather Resani 1] take hor adrice,
Lot whe like take Fully's 1o play the fool |
Comfurt’s a gem that is bought withoul price,
And Charity ever [Tl make my rule.
Then the eup let go rousd to the bealth of th' state —
]
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Bince, we are all of us links of the one grest chaii ¢
Surethe ponr conbid net do thout the helpof the grest,
Nor the greal "thont the posr loag thelr station
minknisin

O ! 6Ll wp the glass and give life to the body,
He's n fool for hinsell’ who woold dare e P §
I'm as happy perhaps, o'er niy prates snd mobby,
As some’s o'er their roast beef, plumb pudding, snd
wine,
h! det us all be content to dwell,
In ikt station Fortune sllotted us hera
Can the poor man o well s th' Jogd not smile,
Or oan wealth repel the starting tear
Then the cup let go ronnd, &e

Hws a kmave in hin boari, th poar booby of self,
“lﬁﬁﬂlﬂ!h'ﬂﬁ'lmhhq'ﬁiﬁ siatej
And bow oft have we hoard the intemperate olf,
Calling lss'lordl the tyrast, snd statesman the rake.
Th' vuly salve the woand cun lweal,
IT ihe times are bad, o mend the dmes ;
And never lot our dear beethern feel
The seourge of eensure for our own crimes,
Them the cup lot pas round, fc

Contempt to the man that the state would deride—
Oh? rebellious hearts let w ever disown
Fie! talk shout slavery, those who cannot gwide,
Their domestic ufairs without slavery st home.
Bince we know not Use troubles to conrts belong,
The duties the sate on geots impose |
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Lt ua oeter bt the first 10 sonnd the song,
OF others' Gaults our own to disclose.
Then the eop lot pass romnd, Sr.

THE LOVELY LASS @' CREEVY HA

Now surly Winter soar Joes Blaw,
Nor sweet perfume bot's Blight an dead ;
Nae leaf mow hings on wood or shaw,
Nor flowret blooans, but o' are fed.
Yot fatrer Tar wi' beauty clad,
Sweet Jenny flowret pride o' &,
Blooms sweetly blythe nor fragrance shedd,
The lovely Lasm o' Creevy Ha',

When sweetly o'er tho rgged green,
i thorough the Blasied bower she walks
Ik wee bird fae iis dreary dream,
SBeems joyia’ newse o' ber tae talk
And matore charm'd seems "galn tae waul,
And all pround tae lomage draw |
As verdare seema to swell the sialk
By hor, the Las o' Creevy e,

Her peeriess form of beanty grand ;
Her sprightly ¢'e o' graysome bloe
Mer beabidbod locks of flaxen, bland,
Hor colour pale, of Ely hue.
Tar soe her wad but be tan Joor,
For nstare's matchless maide ber o'y
Nor kingly bride sae fair | trew,
As her, the Lass o Creevy s




Fair i the hawtoin i’ tha murs,
When tressy June uprears its head ;

And wweet the oak when woodland lom,

By Antumn's rﬂﬂﬁl' win's i faile.
But her, the darling beanteous nsaid,
Al beauty's contered st ber o2’ ;

Nor virgin nymph so fair nerayed,
As hor, the Lass o Coeevy Ha'l

Lave on ber hoart in rabes of stats,
Enthroned imperial bolds his reigny

Anil on her brow with scepler'd welghs

Sits Homour with hor reodest mios ;
While Excellenee sud Worth proclaim
Tleat in ber breast by Virtue's law;

Prefection nably gilds sapreme,
The bovely. Lass o Uroery Hist

s ! bsd ey Jod besen barn g share,
The lordly dome or sculptor'd Toall—
O wan my lot boyond compare,

Kon sov'reign power from pule to pole,

On ber, the fair whom [ exial,

My chuiew for eonsort e oo shoubl 373

My grestest wish been to my soul,
T clasp the Lass o' Creery Ha',

LET FOPE IN THEIR CIRCLE S

EMPTY UNITE.

Laet foge im their circle wo empty unite,

And bow ut the shrive of this gaagdy guy worl';
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And vanity queen of their souls the dull wight,
Pour forth ber lhafions o5 meet for the churl
Since the Bard is not fitted to shine on the stage,
{br conform to the world, Oh! sweet wisdom give car;
And humility lifk thy mute barp, thou meek sage,
And gently its music his sad soul let cheer.
Oh! give me fore foppery the huad of sweet funse,
Tha alive that Mosms throegh nm sopsn of tears @
Nor thoso shall 1 envy, the vain of the vain,
Who defight but to shine for a peciad of yoars.

The poor mwan ne bome in this lowland can find,
Bo underfont trodden by fashian's vague show ;
When the rich with the rich doos together combine,
And the proud soms of Mammon to prove his o'erthrow:
O, when in the crowd by the hubbab knack'd down,
A poor man and rich man do lis on the stroet |
And he who bumasity's born Hows, ohone |
Woull tramp ever the peor to give help to the great.
Oh!l give 'fore foppory, &«

At the door of morality—thither thers goue,

Where all sBoald be franght with o senso of their won,
See pradery's groups you ean scarco wind along.

Bo throng aro they studded, thus row wpon row,
Eveii there, s st market, ar vestry, or fair,

I the most public places they turn ap their Bose ;
As a frog in & shade, | would flosnder with care,

Baofore [ would suter the list with ssch beams.

Oh! give me “fore fopprry. &c

Came knowledge, coma knowledge, and show mo ihs way

And sober lip'd Resson, Oh! leml ne thy lare ;
M=
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Philesophy como and clear up the dark day,
Amnd fernl nor gloamy I then be no more.
k! give me the land where s stranger may rest,
Where friendship invites with the warm glow of love,
The bumble pe well as the rich to he guest :
The poor man's best friend is the Heaven sbove.
Oh! give me ‘fore foppery, e

THE MAID OF TULLYQUILLY.

Loveliest mald—of Tollyquilly,
Fuirest Bower of virgin Spring ;
Bend thine ear my boomin’ lily,
Hark n youthful pert sing,
CHRE.
Bonnie lass o Tullyquilly,
Fairest nssia o'er v 5non ;
Copdescend 1o smils on Willie—
Willie smiles on "hll.r'ﬁl e

Blossoms deck the Hosotiog summer,
Nuture langhs on every lea;
AN sround s mirth and hamonr—
Wanting thee there's none fur me.
Bonsle loss o Tollyquilly, &e,

Antracting guse through fashion wheeling,
Luring wealth may frolie gay—
Such the hawk thravgh blse air stealing.
Ot th’ goldfinch makes its prey.
Bonnie lass o° Tallyguilly, &c
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View tho swan with pride and plessare,
Not a love but one be'll pwe §
Like the dove s fithful lover,
1 b sigh for one slunn,
Bonnle lass o' Tullyguilly, &e

Was not mother Eve so pretiy,
Miythe with Adsm in u screen;
Could not you and T be happy,
In & et the' e'er so moan #
Bonnie lass o° T ullyquilly, &e

A BONGG.

Lt who like go yirmin' about wealth an' toys,
Or sigh for the splendoar that meney but buys ;
M the hand o' & friend gie, the’ ever sae poor,
And n wee drap o sosethin my griel tae cure,
And 1Tl pover frof, the' from door o dowr

I was wandering, tarral-la-lids ;

Tarral, fa-lnrral-la-lido,

Turrad, 1a-Jarval 1s-lide |
And T pever frel, the' from dosr 1o doar

I was wandoriv', tarral-la-lide,

Auld Tine the scosons the world may drive moaml

Bt the srason’s no come yei me sorowfs’ found ;

The® seane far mair wealthy | see on Care's brink,

I keep up my beart, an' | ne'er lot it sink,

Ani 1 droon the oal' plagne wi' & wee deap o drink —
And bil for tarral-la-lido :
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Tarral-a-lareal- ks lido,
Tarral.la-lurral-la-ldo
And [ droan the oul' plagne wi' a wee drap o driak,
And hi! for tarral-la-lido.

0! Wintor's bleak features haes charms for me,
Eharms, ay, thay the Simmer me coulidng gis
Whan the storm Blaws without wi® its blusteria' din,
0 bt i the ingle an' warm hearts within !
And we'll sing to its chorus a round-delay fine.
Wi' fum an' mirth tarral-la-lide :
Turral-la-lurral-la-lida,
Tarral-la-larral-la-lido |
And we'll sing 10 its chorus & round-delay fine,
W1 fun an' mirth tareal-laslido,

Ho on poor snools, | gradge nol your wealth scrobs,
An’ tear up the monl's like worms an’ grubs ;
Anid the' Providence plenty, He senids yo galore,
0! ye darss it taste for gowden store;
But 'l uee the biiss—and the Being adore
Who sends W, tarval-ta-lado :
Tarral-la-larml-la-Hida,
Tareal-ka-larral-la-Hile ;
Dut Il wee the bhss—and tha Being adors
Whe sends it, tarral-la-lida.

TO MY LITTLE BOOK, AXD MY HARP.

G, listle Book—go to the world now with pleasure,
Away, try thy fortune by land or by mais;

£
To cirh my night sittin, weo Bouk when were written,
Or eare for, | neither had friend, wifo, or wean.
Wha e'er a2 thy safk lays may smarl, stamp, of bammer,
1 beg thee wee Book to tell unte the same—
That | wrote thee for fun in the height of my humour,
To choer the dull hour whea I'd nasthin' been dari’,

0 farewell my sweot Harp! o time now for duniber,
Saewoel yohae chanted, yemay drap your strain—
Thoult either be deoller, or elss be sablimer,
My uin eountry Harp when 1 try thee sgain,

If » fow sunny hours be man's bn bis lifetine,
They surely must be in his boybood and prime
Then s i1l it woukl sult me, 10 let sorrow droop me,
As it would the swan ta be blyiha at decline.

But still from nay fully springs sne lay of sadness,
For singin' some odd notes so rade and so vain
Yo, go Book as thou art, 1o the world with a hoart,
The pleasure o makin’ theo nesr cones again.

O farewell my sweet Harp, &e.

The pleagh of the harrow my hale o enploynsent,
The Muse cheors me up s I'm drudgin’ away s

And when to my riggin’ in sheogh | am diggin',
While Care wad me worey, she keops her at bay.

Tho' nae nobles may snile on peor poverty's ehil’,
My breast glows wi' transport—the Muse is oy ain ;.

And she bings her rewsrd, the dear girl to the bard,
And muaks bis life joy, whan withont her “twere pain.

O farewell my sweet harp, &e




142

Persoverance is mine, and T over go forward,

If Jifo is propitions, the Muss is the same ;
Had be not persevered, anid no shetacle frared,

The Alps would for Hanibal wnplored laim
The steel crown of Luke, or the stradt biod of Phamion,

The Musselman's gibhet, or Indian‘s Mame,
Could hardly me mar frae, let Tlane me deter frae,

IF jest bus for singin's sake, singin' aguin,

O farewell my sweet Harp, &e

Now farewell my wee Book ! ‘wao whare yo like rovin,

H‘nhuud.ﬁul.‘:n-'llrmh-nnrlh'ﬁrflmn
He your fate as it like, bo it dark or it brighe,

"Twill me ne'er give & moment of Pleasure or pain
"Twas & my habs motion, or simple ambition,

Ta plesse e'en my conmlrymen, eoiter an' svwain 5
And if thom | bae pleased, or listhessly toased,

1 vare for nao botter, ‘Lwas o' was my aim

O farewell my sweet Harp, &e.
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