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The Poems and Songs

11 3

Song, composed in August

I

Now westlin winds, and slaught’ring guns
Bring Autumn’s pleasant weather;

The moorcock springs, on whirring wings,
Amang the blooming heather:

Now waving grain, wide o’er the plain,
Delights the weary Farmer;

The moon shines bright, as I rove at night,
To muse upon my Charmer.

II

The Pairtrick lo’es the fruitfu’ fells;
The Plover lo’es the mountains;

The Woodcock haunts the lanely dells;
The soaring Hern the fountains:

Thro’ lofty groves, the Cushat roves,
The path o’ man to shun it;

The hazel bush o’erhangs the Thrush,
The spreading thorn the Linnet.

111

Thus ev’ry kind their pleasure find,
The savage and the tender;

Some social join, and leagues combine;
Some solitary wander:



17 j§ﬂ CruxoréopeHus u necHu

) ) Konen sera

IIpopoyat oceHH MPUXOR,

M BhICTpEN B OTHANIEHbE,

M nrunp! B3ner cpepu 60I0T,
M Bepecka HBeTEHbE,

N poxs, 6eryujas BOJHOM, —
IlpenBectbe ypoxkasi,

U nec HOYHOW, TAe NOf JIyHOU
51 o Te6e ckyyaro.

Baneambens! J1008T TUXHH JIeC,
Brropku — KycTapHUK FOpPHBIH.
A 1amnm c BbIIIMHBI HeGec
CrpemsTcst B Kpail 03epHbIH.
Jpo31bl B OpEIIHUKE KHUBYT,

B THILM JIECHOH NONSTHKM.
I'ycroit 60pbIIHUK — NPHIOT
Becenoit KOHOIUISTHKH.

Y kaxpgoro o6bsI4ai CBOM,

CBoii MyThb, CBOM CTPEMIIEHBS.
OpnuH XUBET C GOJNBIION CEMbEH,
Ipyroii — B yequHeHbe.
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Avaunt, away! the cruel sway,
Tyrannic man’s dominion;

The Sportsman’s joy, the murd’ring cry,
The flutt’ring, gory pinion!

v

But PEGGY dear, the ev’ning’s clear,
Thick flies the skimming Swallow;
The sky is blue, the fields in view,
All fading-green and yellow:
Come let us stray our gladsome way,
And view the charms o’ Nature;
The rustling corn, the fruited thorn,
And ilka happy creature.

\%

We'll gently walk, and sweetly talk,
While the silent moon shines clearly;

I’ll clasp thy waist, and fondly prest,
Swear how I 10’e thee dearly:

Not vernal show’rs to budding flow’rs,
Not Autumn to the Farmer,

So dear can be, as thou to me,
My fair, my lovely Charmer!

LY
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Ho Bcropy 31m0# THPaH NPOHHK:

B HeMbIX JIECHBIX IPOCTOpax

ThI CABIUHKILL TPOM, U XaJKMA KPHK,
W cMATBHIX NepbeB LIOPOX...

A Befb Takoy KpyroM MOKO¥.
Crpuxelt KpyXUTCs CTasl.

M HuBa HUKHET 3a peKoi
3eseH0-30J10Tasl.

I aBaii noiinem GponuTh BABOEM
M Hacnagumcs BBONIO

Kpacoii mionoB B riyuu cagos
U cnenoit poxebio B mosie.

Tak xopouio uaTH-6pecTu

ITo ckowmeHHOMY JyTy

U BcTpetuts Mecsl Ha myTH,

TecHel npuIbHYB APYT K ApYTY,

Kax noxnp BECHOM — JIUCTBE JIECHOH,
Kak ocenp — ypoxaro,

Tak MHe Hy>Ha JIMLIb Thl O[HA,
Ilonpyra poporas!

Ilepesod C. Mapwaxka.
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EWlR
Song

1

Behind yon hills where Lugar flows,
’Mang moors an’ mosses many, O,

The wintry sun the day has clos’d,
And I’ll awa to Nanie, O.

11

The westlin wind blaws loud an’ shill;
The night’s baith mirk and rainy, O;

But I'll get my plaid an’ out I'll steal,
An’ owre the hill to Nanie, O.

11

My Nanie’s charming, sweet an’ young;
Nae artfu’ wiles to win ye, O:

May ill befa’ the flattering tongue
That wad beguile my Nanie, O.

IV

Her face is fair, her heart is true,
As spotless as she’s bonie, O;

The op’ning gowan, wat wi’ dew,
Nac purer is than Nanie, O.
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YV ORL:. 3
&

Hauuu

XonMmsl Hap JIyrapom CTosiT,
B 6GosioTax 3amycreHbe, o;
OKOHYEH [IeHb, TOPUT 3aKar,
ITopa untu MHe Kk HaHHy, o.

ITycrb NUBHIO NUTH U BETPY AYTh
W noteMHenu TE€HHU, O;

HakuHy mnen u XXMBO B myTh —
Ornpasintock Kk Mmustoit HauHy, o.

¥YM HaHHH K 5IeCTH He NpUBBIK,
He 3naer yxumpenui, o;

Ila 6yper npoKJISAT TOT SA3bIK,
Yro nratk 3axouer Hanuu, o!

Ee 3acTeHuuBOM Kpackl

Yro B Mupe aparoueHHel, 0?
PomMariika B KamnejibKax pochl

He umue munoit Hauuy, o.
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\Y

A country lad is my degree,
An’ few there be that ken me, O;
But what care I how few they be,
I’m welcome ay to Nanie, O.

Vi

My riches a’s my penny-fee,
An’ I maun guide it cannie, O;
But warl’s gear ne’er troubles me,
My thoughts arc a’, my Nanie, O.

VII

Our auld Guidman delights to view
His sheep an’ kye thrive bonie, O;
But I’'m as blythe that hauds his pleugh,
An’ has nae care but Nanie, O.

VIII

Come weel come woe, I care na by,

I’ll tak what Heav’n will sen’ me, O;
Nac ither care in life have I,

But live, an’ love my Nanie, O.
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51 nepeBeHCKMI MapeHb — YTO X!
MHe HH K YeMy NOoYTeHbE, O:

XOTb CBET MEHSI HE CTaBHT B I'polLll,
Bcerna mue pana Hauuy, o.

He crpauHo MHe, 4TO MO# oX0f —
HemHoro crepTbIx neHHH, O:
Yypatocsb s 3eMHbIX 3a00T,
Meurtato nuimb o Hauuu, o.

KpsixTh, 6orau-crapuk, craga
Cuwuraii cpenu BiajieHui, o;

3a mIyrom Beced s Bcerga —
3a6ouych auub o HauHy, o.

JloBOJILCTBO, rOpE — BCE NPUMY,
Yt0 macT MHE NPOBHAIEHDBE, O;
CTpemiIioch s B XXM3HH K OIHOMY —
B n1068u npoxuth 661 ¢ HaHHH, 0!

ITepesod B. Pozosa.
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(&5
,.‘:;‘@ Song—

R

Chorus

Tibby I hae seen the day

Ye wadna been sae shy

For laik o’ gear ye lightly me
But trowth 1 care na by—

Yestrecn [ met you on the Moor

Ye spak’na but gaed by like stoor

Ye geck at me because I’'m poor
But fien’ a hair care [.—

I doubt na lass, but ye may think

Because ye hae the name o’ clink

That ye can please me at a wink
Whene’er ye like to try—

But sorrow tak’ him that’s sae mean
Altho’ his pouch o’ coin were clean
Wha follows ony saucy Quean

That looks sac proud and high—
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O Tu66wu, ToI O6bL11a rOpAA
M BaxXHBIA CBOM HOKJIOH
Tem He papuna HUKOIAA,
KT0 B GefHOCTH POXKAEH.

Buepa ke, BCTPETUBLIKCh CO MHOH,
TbI 4yTh KMBHYJIA TOIOBOM.

Ho MHe Ha yepTa Hy>XeH TBOMH
IIpe3puTesnbHbIA MOKIOH!

TsI fymalla HaBEpHsIKa
IIneHuTh MrHOBEHHO O€efiHsIKa,
Ipenbiias 3B0HOM KOLIENBKA...
Ha 4yT0 MHe 3TOT 3BOH!

ITyckait MeHs THETET HYXK/a,
Ho s cropen 651 co cThifa,
Korna To60i#, uTo Tak ropaa,
51 6b171 GBI MOGEKAEH.

Kak Hu ocrep 6ynb mapeHex,

Tsl fymaellb, — Kakoi B HEM NPOK,
Konb xenToii rpsi3pio Kouenek
Ha6urb He MoxeT oH!
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Altho’ a lad were ¢’er sae smart

If that he want the yellow dirt

Ye’'ll cast your head anither airt
An’ answer him fu’ dry—

But if he hae the name o’ gear

Ye'll fasten to him like a breer

Tho’ hardly he for sense or lear
Be better than the ky—

But Tibby lass tak’ my advice

Your daddie’s gear mak’s you sae nice

The de’il a ane wad speir your price
Were ye as poor as [—

13

Extempore

O why the deuce should I repine,
And be an ill foreboder;

I’'m twenty-three, and five feet nine,
I'll go and be a sodger.

[ gat some gear wi’ meikle care,
[ held it weel thegither;

But now its gane, and something mair,
I'll go and be a sodger.

&,
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3aTo Te6e 1o HpaBy TOT,

KTO cocTosiTeILHBIM CIIBIBET,
XO0Ts 4 BEXIJIMB OH, KaK CKOT,
U cronbko Xxe yMeH.

Ckaxy s psiMo, He I'pella,
YTo Thl HE CTOMIIL HH TPOLLIA,
A TeM JOCTaTKOM XOpOIla,
Yro 0OMa MpHMAceH.

C ofiHOM 51 AEeBYIIKOH 3HAKOM.
Ee u B muiaTbuLe NpocToM

51 He oTAaM 3a BeCh TBOH JIOM,
CyJi XOTb MIWJITHOH!

ITepesod C. Mapw.axa.

ERR

Iloiiny-Ka a1 B cOpaThl

Ha gepra B3g0XH — ax pga ox!

3aueM cuMTaTh yTpaThl?

MHe aBafuaTh TPU, ¥ POCT HEMJIOX —
lects dyTOB, NOMHUTCS, GE3 TPEX.
IMoiny-ka s1 B conpars!!

Ceounm rop6om

S1 HaKHIT oM,

Xors ¥ HeboraThIil.

Ho 4To0 c6eper, mouuio He BIOPOK...
U BoT My B conpathl.

ITepesod C. Mapwaxa.
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R0y R
¢ Song
I

From thee, ELIZA, I must go,
And from my native shore:
The cruel fates between us throw
A boundless ocean’s roar;
But boundless oceans, roaring wide,
Between my Love and me,
They never, never can divide
My heart and soul from thee.

11

Farewell, farewell, ELIZA dear,
The maid that I adore!
A boding voice is in minc ear,
We part to meet no more!
But the latest throb that leaves my heart,
While Death stands victor by,
That throb, ELIZA, is thy part,
And thine that latest sigh!
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Wl
Ilepen pasaykou

IIpoiyce, Dmm3a, st ¢ TO601
Inist jajnbHUX, YyXKABIX CTPaH.
Moro cyns6y ¢ TBOEi cynb00i
Pa3genuT okeaH.

ITycti HaMm B pa3JlyKe A0 KOHIa
Tomurbcst cyxaeHo, —

He pasny4atorcs cepaua,

Yo cnasiHbl B OHO!

OcraBiio 51 B pOHOM CTpaHe’
Te6s1, Mo#1 JTy4dLIMi KJaf,.

M TalHbli TOJNOC LIEMYET MHE:
S1 He BepHYCh Ha3afl.

IMocnegHee noxaTbe pykK

S yHecy ¢ co6oi.

Te6e — nocnenHuit cepaua CTyK
U B3[OX MOCNIEHHI MOY.

ITepesod C. Mapwaxa.
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Wl S
7 Song
3

My father was a farmer upon the Carrick border O
And carefully he bred me, in decency and order O
He bade me act a manly part, though I had ne’er a farthing O
For without an honest manly heart, no man was worth
regarding. O
Chorus Row de dow &ec.

Then out into the world my course I did determine. O

Tho’ to be rich was not my wish, yet to be great was
charming. O

My talents they were not the worst; nor yet my education; O

Resolv’d was I, at least to try, to mend my situation. O

In many a way, and vain essay, I courted fortune’s favor; O
Some cause unseen, still stept between, and frustrate each
endeavor; O
Some times by foes I was o’erpower’d; sometimes by
friends forsaken; O
And when my hope was at the top, I still was worst mis-
taken. O

Then sore harass’d, and tir’d at last, with fortune’s vain
delusion; O
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BbL1 yecTHbIA hepMep Mot oTell.
OH He UMeJt JOCTaTKa,

Ho ot HacJIeTHUKOB CBOMX

OH Tpe6oBai nopspka.

Y4us fOCTOMHCTBO XPaHMTb,
XOTb HeT rpoia B KapMaHax.
CrpalliHee — Y€CTH U3MEHUTb,
Yem ObITh B OTPEMbSIX PBaHbIX!

51 B cBeT mycruiics 6e3 rpouia,
Ho 6611 6ecnievHbIil MabIi.
BoratbeiM ObITh 51 HE XKeJal,
Benukum ObITh — noxkanyi!
TanaHTa He ObLI 51 JIMILIEH,
Bb11 rpaMOTEH HEMHOXKO

M BOT pemnn no Mepe cui
[Ipo6uts cebe LOPOXKKY.

UM TaK U CcAK NbITAJICA Sl
IMonpaBuTsCca GoOpTyHE,

Ho Bce ycunbs ¥ Tpyabl

Mou ocTanuce BTYHE.

To 611 Bparamu st NoOUT,
To npenaH GbUI APY3bIMU

W BHOBB, JOCTHTHYB BbICOTHI,
Oka3bIBaics B sIME.

B KoHIle KOHIIOB 1 ObIJI TOTOB
OCTaBUTb MOINEYEHbE.
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I dropt my schemes, like idle dreams; and came to this
conclusion; O
The past was bad, and the future hid; its good or ill
untryed; O
But the present hour was in my pow’r, and so I would
enjoy it, O

No help, nor hope, nor view had I; nor person to befriend me; O
So I must toil, and sweat and moil, and labor to sustain me, O
To plough and sow, to reap and mow, my father bred me

early, O
For one, he said, to labor bred, was a match for fortune

fairly, O

Thus all obscure, unknown, and poor, thro’ life I’'m
doom’d to wander, O
Till down my weary bones I lay in everlasting slumber; O
No view nor carc, but shun whate’er might breed me
pain or sorrow; O
I live today as well’s I may, regardless of tomorrow, O

But chearful still, I am as well as a Monarch in a palace; O
Tho’ fortune’s frown still hunts me down with all her
wonted malice: O
I make indeed, my daily bread, but ne’er can make it
farther; O
But as daily bread is all I heed, I do not much regard
her. O
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M no npumepy MynpenoB

51 BbIBEN 3aKJIIOYEHbE:

B 6b110M He 3HaIU Mbl [06pa,
He Bugum B npepcrosiem,

A 3TOT Yac — B pyKax y Hac.
Bnapei xe Hacrosium!

Hapexnp! HeT, mpocBeTa Her,
A ecTb Hyxfa, 3a00Ta.

Hy 4To X, noKyna ThI XHBEHIb,
Be3s ycranu paborai.

Kocurs, naxats 1 60pOHUTH

51 Hay4uncs ¢ feTcTBa.

U 310 BCE, 4TO MO OTel]
OcraBusl MHE B HaCJIE[ICTBO.

Taxk ¥ XXUBY — B HYXJ€, B TPYAE,
IoBoneH nepenbIKOo.

A XOpOILLIEHBKO OTAOXHY
Korna-au6yas nop KpbILUKOH.
3a60ThI 3aBTPALLHETO AHS

MHe cepana He TPEBOXKaT.

MHe fopor HbIHELIHUI MOY JIEHb,
ITokyna oH He NpOXHUT!

51 Tak e Becejl, Kak MOHapX

B HacnencTBEHHOM YepTore,
XO0Tb U CTaHOBUTCA CybOa
MHe nonepek [oporu.

Ha 3aBTpa xneba He gaeT

MpHe 3Ta 371as cKkpsra.

Ho HbIHYE €CTh YEro MnoecThb, —
M 10 yX 31O Gnaro!
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When sometimes by my labor I earn a little money, O
Somc unforesceen misfortune comes generally upon me; O
Mischance, mistake, or by neglect, or my good-natur’d
folly; O
But come what will I've sworn it still, I’ll ne’er be
melancholy, O

All you who follow wealth and power with unremitting
ardor, O

The more in this you look for bliss, you lcave your view
the farther; O

Had you the wealth Potosi boasts, or nations to adore
you, O

A chearful honest-hearted clown I will prefer before you.Q

2
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Bena, Hy>na KpanyT Bcerna
Moii 3apaGOTOK CKYIHBII.

Moii npoMax 3ToMy BHHOM

Wb HpaB Moii Ge3paccyqHbIi?
U BCE xe cepaly cBoeMy
BoBek# He MO3BOMIO 1

Bnagats OT BpeMEHHbBIX HEB3TOJ
B TOCKy M MenaHxonuo!

O TbI, KTO BJIACTEH U Oorar,
Hamuoro b Tl cyacTiuBei?
CTpeMHTCA TBOM TOJIONHBIH B3TIISAN
Brniepen — k ABOMHOM HaXXMBeE.
ITycTb fieHer Kyphl HE KIIIOIOT

Y GanoBHs ynadyu, —

ITpocroi, Becenbld, Y4ECTHBIN JTION
Tebst cTokpar 6orayve!

Ilepesod C. Mapw.axa.
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Gk e
John Barleycorn
o A BALLAD

I

There was three kings into the east,
Three kings both great and high,

And they hae sworn a solemn oath
John Barleycorn should die.

II

They took a plough and plough’d him down,
Put clods upon his head,

And they hae sworn a solemn oath
John Barleycorn was dead.

11

But the chearful Spring came kindly on,
And show’rs began to fall,

John Barleycorn got up again,
And sore surpris’d them all.

v

The sultry suns of Summer came,
And he grew thick and strong,

His head weel arm’d wi’ pointed spears,
That no one should him wrong.

\Y%

The sober Autumn enter’d mild,
When he grew wan and pale;

His bending joints and drooping head
Show’d he began to fail.
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X

D

1.3

Jxon Slumennoe 3epuo

Tpex xoponeii pa3srHeBai oH,
M 661110 peeHo,

Yro HaBcerfa norubHer J13k0H
SumeHHOe 3epHo.

Benenu BbIKOnmaTh COXOM

Moruny Kopoiu,

Y106 cnaBHbIH [I3X0H, 60el JIMXOH,
He Brimren U3 3eMIIy.

TpaBoii NOKPBIIICS FOPHBIM CKJIOH,
B pyusbsix BOAbI OJIHO,

A u3 3eMIH BBIXORHT JIKOH
STumeHHOE 3epHo.

Bce Tak xe OyeH H ynpsim,
C npuropka B JIeTHHUI 3HOM
I'po3uT OH KONBSIMU Bparam,
Kauas ronosoii.

Ho oceHs Tpe3Bas UeT.

N, TIKKO HarpykeH,

ITonuxk nop 6peMeHeM 3a60T,
CorHyJicsa crapblit [I3KOH.
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VI

His colour sicken’d more and more,
He faded into age;

And then his enemies began
To show their deadly rage.

VII

They’ve taen a weapon, long and sharp.
And cut him by the knee;

Then ty’d him fast upon a cart,
Like a rogue for forgerie.

VIII

They laid him down upon his back,
And cudgell’d him full sore:

They hung him up before the storm,
And turn’d him o’er and o’er.

IX

They filled up a darksome pit
With water to the brim,
They heaved in John Barleycorn,

There let him sink or swim.

X

They laid him out upon the floor,
To work him farther woe,

And still, as signs of life appear’d,
They toss’d him to and fro.

X1

They wasted, o’er a scorching flame,
The marrow of his bones;
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Hacrano Bpems nomMMpaTh —
3uMa Heflaneka.

U TyT-TO HEAPYTH ONATH
B3snuce 3a crapuka.

Ero cBanun rop6aTblil HOX
OpHuM yaapoMm c Hor,

U, kak Opopnsry Ha npaBex,
Be3yT ero Ha TOK.

Hy6acuts JI3xoHa NpUHSIUCDH
3noneu moyTpy.

ITotom, nog6paceiBasi BBBICh,
Kpyxunu Ha BeTpy.

OH 6bLJI B KOJIOEL] IOTPYXXEH,
Ha cympauHoe gHo.

Ho u B Bosie He TOHET JI3KOH
STumenHoe 3epHo.

He nougagus ero Kocred,
IIBBIPHYIM UX B KOCTED,

A cepale MenbHHK MeX KaMHe#l
BesxanocrHo pacrep.

ByiyeT KpoBb €r0 B KOTJIE,
ITox o6pyueM 6ypaurt,
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But a Miller us’d him worst of all.
For he crush’d him between two stones.

XII

And they hae taen his very heart’s blood,
And drank it round and round;

And still the more and more they drank,
Their joy did more abound.

XII1

John Barleycorn was a hero bold,
Of noble enterprise.

For if you do but taste his blood,
"Twill make your courage rise.

XIv

*Twill make a man forget his woe;
"Twill heighten all his joy:

*Twill make the widow’s heart to sing,
Tho’ the tear were in her eye.

XV

Then let us toast John Barleycorn,
Each man a glass in hand;
And may his great posterity
Ne’er fail in old Scotland!

%
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Bckunaer B Kpy>kKax Ha CToJie
M pyuiu Becenut.

Hepnapom 6511 nokoiHbli [IxoH
Ipu xu3nu Monopen, —
OrTBary nogbIMaeT OH

Co nHa JIOICKHX ceppel.

OH r'OHHT BOH U3 I'OJIOBbI
Hoxy4Hblii poit 3a60T.

3a KpyKKO# cepALe Y BAOBbI
Or pafocTH Hoer...

Tak mycThb e 0 KOHLIa BpeMeH
He BbIcbIXaer gHo
B 6ouoHke, rae kjiokouyet [IxkoH
SlumenHoe 3epHo!

Ilepesod C. Mapwaxa.

B
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N7 e
%WE Poor Mailie’s Elegy

Lament in rhyme, lament in prose,
Wi’ saut tears trickling down your nose;
Our Bardie’s fate is at a close,
Past a’ remead!
The last, sad cape-stanc of his woes;
Poor Mailie’s dead!

It’s no the loss o’ warl’s gear,

That could sae bitter draw the tear,

Or make our Bardie, dowie, wear
The mourning weed:

He’s lost a friend and neebor dear,
In Mailie dead.

Thro’ a’ the town she trotted by him;

A lang half-mile she could descry him;

Wi’ kindly bleat, when she did spy him,
She ran wi’ speed:

A friend mair faithfu’ ne’er came nigh him,
Than Mailie dead.

I wat she was a sheep o’ sense,

An’ could behave hersel wi’ mense:

I’ll say ’t, she never brak a fence,
Thro’ thievish greed.

Our Bardie, lanely, keeps the spence
Sin’ Mailie’s dead.
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35 3
JJierns Ha CMepTh Moel OBIbI,
KOTOpYI0 3Ba1 Maiim

ITumy cTuxamu wiu npo3oi,

A 1o meKkaM CTpysTcs clie3bl.

Cynb0bl HCHOJHWIKCH YTPO3bI:
ITorac moii cBer.

XKuBYyT Ha cBeTe OBIbI, KO3bI,
A Mb>3im Her!

Mos nyia Tockoi o6 bsiTa.
S notepsin He Kiaj GoraThii, —
WHas, T1xkKas, yTpara
I'nerer neBna.
Mens mobuna, ToyHo Gpara,
Mos oBua.

Takux apy3eit Ha CBETE MaJlo.
MeHs y3HaB 3a fiBa KBapTala,
Ona no ropopy 6exana
3a MHoIi Bocnie]
U TaK cepaeyHo oTBeyaia
Ha Moii npuser.

Ona 6b1J1a OBLOIO KPOTKOH,
Xonuia YMHHOIO MOXOIKON
M He Banuna 3aropoaku
B gyxoM cany.
I'pexoB 3a BeK ee KOPOTKHI
51 He Haupy.
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Or, if he wanders up the howe,

Her living image in her yowe,

Comes bleating to him, owre the knowe,
For bits o’ bread;

An’ down the briny pearls rowe
For Mailie dead.

She was nae get o’ moorlan tips,

Wi’ tauted ket, an’ hairy hips;

For her forbears were brought in ships,
Frae ’yont the TWEED:

A bonier fleesh ne’er cross’d the clips
Than Mailie’s dead.

Wae worth that man wha first did shape,
That vile, wanchancie thing—a raep!
It maks guid fellows girn an’ gape,
Wi’ chokin dread;
An’ Robin’s bonnet wave wi’ crape
For Mailie dead.

O, a’ ye Bards on bonie DOON!
An’ wha on AIRE your chanters tune!
Come, join the melancholious croon
O’ Robin’s reed!
His heart will never get aboon!
His Mailie’s dead!

-
d
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Ee kynpsiBoro 6apainka

Kopmiio 1 x1e60M WM KalKOM.

YBbI, OH TaK IOXOX, OEqHSIXKA,
Ha marts cBolO,

YT0 51 Hal HUM B3[bIXa0 TIKKO
U cne3ssl sblo.

Ona 6bUIa HE Halllel MECTHOU

OBLO NOPOAbI HEU3BECTHOM:

IpunsLl ee npanpaen YeCTHbIH,
Bonbuoit 6apas —

C ee npa6abyiKoi COBMECTHO —
W3 panpHMX CTpaH.

HuKTO He CHSUT C Hee OBYHMHBI.
YBbI, €AMHCTBEHHO!H MPUIUHOM
Ee 6e3BpeMeHHOM KOHYUHBI
Bouna netins...
U TaK Xe qyIHIIb JFOR HEBUHHbIN
Th1, KOHOMISA!

ITyckaii xe Bce mo3Thl [IyHa

HacTposiT AynKH WIN CTPYHBL.

ITycts cobepyTcst HOUbIO JIYHHOM
Ko MHE neBIipI

IIpocnaBuTh NaMsATh MMM IOHOH,
Moeii oBubI!

Mepesod C. Mapwaxa
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“’3 1”3
The Ronalds of the Bennals

In Tarbolton, ye ken, there are proper young men,
And proper young lasses and a’, man:

But ken ye the Ronalds that live in the Bennals,
They carry the gree frae them a’, man.

Their father’s a laird, and weel he can spare't,
Braid money to tocher them a’, man,

To proper young men, he’ll clink in the hand
Gowd guineas a hunder or twa, man.

There’s ane they ca’ Jean, I’ll warrant ye’ve seen
As bonie a lass or as braw, man,

But for sense and guid taste she’ll vie wi’ the best,
And a conduct that beautifies a’, man.

The charms o’ the min’, the langer they shine,
The mair admiration they draw, man;
While peaches and cherries, and roses and lilies,
They fade and they wither awa, man.
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O R
2. Jeymxn n3 Tap6oaTona

B Tap66nToHe, npaso,

Ecrb napuu Ha cnasy,

JleBUIIBI MMEIOT YCIIEX, Gpart.

Ho 6apeiunn PéHanpc,
XKusyniue B Bénnac,

Muneii 1 npekpacHee Bcex, Opar.

Oren y HUX TOPAbIH.

2KuBeT OH, KaK JIOpAbL.

M xaxnp1i NpWINYHBIHA XeHHX, Opar,
B npupady K HeBecTe

ITony4ur or TecTs

ITo nBecTH MOHET 30JI0ThIX, Gpar.

Her B 31011 fo1MHE

IIpekpacHee JI>kuHHU.

Omna xopoa 1 Muna, 6par.

A BKYCOM M HpaBOM

N pasymoM 3apaBbIM

PoBecHuI cBOMX npeB3oluia, 6par.

®duanka yBsHET,

U po3el He cTaHeT

B kakux-HUGYAb HECKONIBLKO AHEH, OparT.
A 1paB/ibl CHSIHBE,

Ho6pa obasiHbe

C rogamMu CHJIBHEN U IpOYHEH, Opar.
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If ye be for Miss Jean, tak this frae a frien’,
A hint o’ a rival or twa, man,

The Laird o’ Blackbyre wad gang through the fire,
If that wad entice her awa, man.

The Laird o’ Brachead has been on his speed,
For mair than a towmond or twa, man;

The Laird o’ the Ford will straught on a board,
If he canna get her at a’, man.

Then Anna comes in, the pride o’ her kin,
The boast of our bachelors a’, man:

Sae sonsy and sweet, sae fully complete,
She steals our affections awa, man.

If I should detail the pick and the wale
O’ lasses that live here awa, man,

The faut wad be mine, if she didna shine
The sweetest and best o’ them a’, man.

I lo’e her myself, but darena weel tell,
My poverty keeps me in awe, man,

For making o’ rhymes, and working at times
Does little or naething at a’, man.

Yet I wadna choose to let her refuse,
Nor hae’t in her power to say na, man,
For though I be poor, unnoticed, obscure,
My stomach’s as proud as them a’, man.

Though I canna ride in weel-booted pride,
And flee o’er the hills like a craw, man,
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Ho Tb1 He opuH

Meuraeusb 0 JIkuH.

Haiinercst conepHUKOB ThMa, 6par.
Borarslii 3ckBaiip,

Bnanenen bBnek6aiip, —

H ot ot Hee 6e3 yMma, Opar.

ITomewmux Bpeiixen

Tnsout et Bocien

N yaxHeT faBHO OT TOCKH, 6par.
U, kaxercs, Popn

MaxHer 4epe3 60pT,

Ee He fo6uBIIKCE PYKH, OparT-.

Cecrpa ee AHHa

Csexa U pyMsiHa.

B3pabixaer o Helt MOJIOfiEXb, Opar.
Hexwnee, ckpoMmHee,

IlpekpacHei, cTpoiiHee

Teo! Bpsif 1M A€BULYy Halpaellb, OparT.

B Hee s Bir0OJIEH,

Ho momuate ocykmeH.

PoGeTb 3acTaBiseT HyXfa, Opar.
OT cenbCKUX TPYAOB

Jla pucdMOBaHHBIX CTPOD

He 6ynews 6orar HUKOrna, Opar.

A ecnu B OTBET

Ycapiy s «<HET» —

MpHe GyperT ewe Tsxeneun, 6par.
XoTb MaJl MOM TOXONX

U 6esBecren moi pox,

Ho ropn st He MeHblLIe JI0fiel, Opar.

Kak BaxkHas 3HaTb,
He mory s ckakars,
ITo mope o6yThIi, BepXxom, Opar.
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I can haud up my head wi’ the best o’ the breed,
Though fluttering ever so braw, man.

My coat and my vest, they are Scotch o’ the best,
O’ pairs 0’ guid breeks I hae twa, man:

And stockings and pumps to put on my stumps,
And ne’er a wrang steck in them a’; man.

My sarks they are few, but five o’ them new.
Twal’-hundred, as white as the snaw, man,
A ten-shillings hat, a Holland cravat;
There are no mony poets sae braw, man.

I never had freens weel stockit in means,
To lcave me a hundred or twa, man,

Nac wecl-tocher’d aunts, to wait on their drants
And wish them in hell for it a’, man.

I never was cannice for hoarding o’money,
Or claughtin’t together at a’, man,

I've little to spend and naething to lend,
But devil a shilling I awe, man.

=
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Ho B cBeTckoM Kkpyry
51 nepxaTbcst MOTY
M B rps3p He ynapro Julom, 6par.

SI uucro oper.

K nmuiy MHe xuier,

CropTyk MO¥i OnpsiTeH U HOB, Gpar.
Uynku 6e3 3araTkH,

U ranctyk B MOpSAKE,

W cuumn g ABe napbl LITaHOB, Gpar.

Ha nonouke mkamna

Ectb HOBas musina.

Eit unnnuHros fecars ueHa, 6par.
B py6aliikax — HexBaTKa,

Ho ecrb nonpgecsatka

Beneiimero nojotHa, Gpar.

Or psmonIex ¢ AeTcTBa

He xnan g Hacnencrsa

U Terymek BAOBBIX HE 3HaJ, Opar.
He cnyman ux 6pegueit

M B yac ux nociepHui

He yasi, 4yTo6 yept ux noGpain, 6part.

He mnyT, He MoleHHHK,

He Haxun 51 fgeHer.

Csoii x51€6 fo6bIBalo 51 caM, Gpar.
HemHoro s Tpauy,

Huckonbko He npsuy,

Ho nenca He nomxeH yeptsam, 6part!

Ilepesod C. Mapw.axa.

=
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S

Green grow the Rashes

A Fragment

Chorus

Green grow the rashes, O;

Green grow the rashes, O;

The sweetest hours that e’er I spend,
Are spent among the lasses, O.

I

There’s nought but care on ev’ry han’,
In ev’ry hour that passes, O:
What signifies the life 0o’ man,
An’ ’twere na for the lasses, O.
Green grow, &c.

I

The warly race may riches chase,
An’ riches still may fly them, O;
An’ tho’ at last they catch them fast,
Their hearts can ne’er enjoy them, O.
Green grow, &c.

11

But gie me a canny hour at €’en,
My arms about my Dearie, O;
An’ warly cares, an’ warly men,
May a’ gae tapsalteerie, O!
Green grow, & c.
v

For you sae douse, ye sneer at this,
Ye’re nought but senseless asses, O:
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S

, IlecHs

PacreT KaMblIlll CPEH PEKH,
OH 3en€eH, npsiIM U TOHOK.
51 B XU3HU JIyYLUHE ACHbKH
ITpoBen cpenu REBYOHOK.

Yace! 3a60Ty HaM HECYT,
MenbKas B GbICTpO# TOHKE.
A c4acTbsl HECKOJIBKO MUHYT
ITpuHOCAT HaM JIEBYOHKH.

BoraTcTBo, cliaBa M moyer
BosnHyroT Haluu CTpacTH.

Ho naxe TOT, KTO HX HalfET,
Haiiger B HUX MaJio CYACThbS.

MHe naii cBOGOHbBIH BeYepOK
Ha xpenkue o6 bATbSI —

M TaxKUil rPy3 MUPCKUX TPEBOT
I'oToB k yepTsaM nociars s!

ITyckait s1 6yny ocykueH
Cynbeii B OCTMHOH KOXeE,
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The wiscst Man the warl’ saw,
He dearly lov’d the lasses, O
Green grow, &c.

\Y%

Auld Nature swears, the lovely Dears
Her noblest work she classes, O:
Her prentice han’ she try’d on man,
An’ then she made the 1asses, O.
Green grow, &c.

33
[O raging Fortune’s withering blast]

o

O Raging Fortune’s withering blast
Has laid my leaf full low! O

O raging Fortune’s withering biast
Has laid my leaf full low! O

My stem was fair my bud was green
My blossom sweet did blow; O

The dew fell fresh, the sun rose mild,
And made my branches grow; O

But luckless Fortune’s northern storms
Laid a’ my blossoms low, O

But luckless Fortune’s northern storms
Laid a’ my blossoms low, O.

=
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2

CTMXOTBOPEHMH u necHu

Ho craps1ii, Myapsb1ii ConomMoH
JIro6m1 IEBYOHOK TOXKe!

CriepBa MyKCKOH ObLJI CO3aH MOJI.
IToToM, OKOHYMB HIKOJY,

TBopen BcesieHHOM nepeLen

K npexpacHeitmemy nosy!

Ilepesod C. Mapwaxka.

3 3
3nas cyap6a

IlTon 3HOMHBIM BHXpEM 317101 CyAbLObI
Mot cBEXHH JIUCT OIaJt;

Ilox 3HOMHBIM BUXpEM 3J10i CyLObI
Moit cBexwuit nucr onain!

Moii craH 6611 npsiM, nober Moryy,
Moii uget Gnaroyxai;

B poce Houel, B GiIUCTaHbU {HS
51 6oxpo Bo3pacrail.

Ho 6yiiHb1i BHXOPB 37108 CyIbOBI
Becnb et Moit o6opBait;

Ho 6y#iHbI# BUXOpB 3710# CyabObI
Becob user Moii o6opBain!

ITepesod M. Muxatinosa.
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UL S
59tk Epistle to Davie, A Brother Poet

January—
I

While winds frae off BEN-LOMOND blaw,
And bar the doors wi’ driving snaw,
And hing us owre the ingle,
I set me down, to pass the time,
And spin a verse or twa o’ rhyme,
In hamely, westlin jingle.
While frosty winds blaw in the drift,
Ben to the chimla lug,
I grudge a wee the Great-folk’s gift,
That live sae bien an’ snug:
I tent less, and want less
Their roomy fire-side:
But hanker, and canker,
To see their cursed pride.

11

It’s hardly in a body’s pow’r,
To keep, at times, frae being sour,
To see how things are shar’d;
How best o’ chiels are whyles in want,
While Coofs on countless thousands rant,
And ken na how to wair’t:
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33

ITocanme K coOpary-noarty

I

ITycrs BeTep, BOsl, TOYHO 3B€pb,
3aBanuT CHEroM Hauly JABEpb, —
51, cuys nepey nevslo,
ITpumychb, uTO6 BpeMsi NpOBECTH,

CTHXH JOCY3KHE IUIECTU
Ha genoBckoM Hapeube.

Ilycts BhrOTa B 1ienu GyneT Ay Th
M rpomo3puTh cyrpobsi,

51 He 3aBULYIO HUYYTh
Bam, 3HaTHbIE OCOOBI.

Hu nomy
Bonbumomy,

Hu xapy ouaros.
ITpoknaThs
ITocnats s

BaM, ropaenpl, rotos.

II

Korpa rinspuuib co CTOPOHBI,
Kak Bce papbl nojiesneHsl,
Henb3s He paccepaUThCS.
Tex, KTO nony4uie, FTHET HyXK/a,
A Gorateror 6e3 Tpyna
Hegexna u Tynuua.
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But DAVIE lad, ne’er fash your head,
Tho’ we hae little gear,
We're fit to win our daily bread,
As lang’s we're hale and fier:
‘Mair.spier na, nor fear na,’
Auld age ne’er mind a feg;
The last o’t, the warst o’t,
Is only but to beg.

11

To lye in kilns and barns at €’en,
When banes are craz’d, and bluid is thin,
Is, doubtless, great distress!
Yet then content could make us blest;
Ev’n then, sometimes we'd snatch a taste
Of truest happiness.
The honest heart that’s free frae a’
Intended fraud or guile,
However Fortune kick the ba’,
Has ay some cause to smile:
And mind still, you’ll find still,
A comfort this nae sma’;
Nae mair then, we’ll care then,
Nae farther we can fa’.

v

What tho’, like Commoners of air,
We wander out, we know not where,
But either house or hal’?
Yet Nature’s charms, the hills and woods,
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Ho, [13BH, napeHb, 4T6 ponTaTh
Ha xpe6uii Haw cypoBbri!

Hawm He npupercs rononaTh,
ITokyna MbI 300pOBBI.

MeI ¢ ropem
IlocnopuM.

Hawm crapocts — Hunouem!
Hau Hy>xnma —
Hawm He 6epa.

M c Heil Mbl IPOXKUBEM.

111

Housner B am6ape Ha 3emiie,
Korna HyXnaercs B Teme
Ckyneromjasi KpoBb, —
Kouneuno, ropekas 6epa,
Ho Bce xe pagocTs U TOrAa
Hac nocemaeT BHOBb.

KTO cepaueM 4KCT, AYLLOKO NPSIM
W nmpoxwun Tak, KaK Hafio,

K Tomy B Gefe no BpeMeHaM
ITpuxonut u oTpapa.

CMoTpH Xe,
Haiinu xe
B ceGe Hapy cTpaxoM BiacTb,
Beny 3a6ynp
N cuactnus 6ynp,
Yro Hekyna ynacrs!

v

Ilyckaii, TUIHEHHBIE XUIbS,
Kaxk rrru1t nponetHast cembsl,

C 1060i1 ckuTaThcs Oy/ieMm,
Ho umpsb noncii, ¥ TMCThCB CBOJI,
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The sweeping vales, and foaming floods,
Atre free alike to all.
In days when Daisies deck the ground,
And Blackbirds whistle clear,
With honest joy, our hearts will bound,
To see the coming year:
On braes when we please then,
We’ll sit and sowth a tune;
Syne rhyme till’'t, we’ll time till’t,
And sing’t when we hae done.

\Y

It’s no in titles nor in rank;
It’s no in wealth like Lon’on Bank,
To purchase peace and rest;
It’s no in makin muckle, mair:
It’s no in books; it’s no in Lear,
To make us truly blest:
If Happiness hae not her seat
And center in the breast.
We may be wise, or rich, or great,
But never can be blest:
Nae treasures, nor pleasures
Could make us happy lang;
The heart ay’s the part ay,
That makes us right or wrang.

VI

Think ye, that sic as you and I,
Wha drudge and drive thro’ wet and dry,
Wi’ never-ceasing toil;
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Y nanib GONMH, U SICHOCTh BOY
OTKPBITBI BOJLHBIM JIFOISIM.

Kornaa neryT jiyra BecHbI
W Tpenb BBIBOXUT JpO3H,
MbI YeCTHOM pafiOCTH NOJIHBI,
Bpous c ytpa 1o 38e3.

Ha cknonax

3eneHbIx
Cny4aiiHo nopbepem

MoOTHB MblI,

A pudmsl
IMpunyT K HEMY OTOM.

\%

Hu rpomkuii YuH, HY BasKHBIH paHr,
Hu noHpoHcKuit 60rathiii 6aHK
BrnaxeHcTBa HE [1a1O0T,
Hu mHOronmcreie Toma,
Hu 3111 napku 1 foma,
Hpu cnasa, Hu yI1oT.

Korpaa s cyactbst MecTa Her,
IIpocropa HeT B rpyuu,

OO6BbexaTh MOXELLb LEJIbIH CBET,
Ho pagtoctu He xpm.

Ycnexwu,
Yrexu
He crosit Hu rpoiua.
Te1 npaB wib HeT, —
ITycrs pacr oTBeT
Tebe TBOs py1Ia.

VI

HeysxTo, [128BY, 5 1 TbI,
Tpyasick ¢ yTpa 10 TEMHOTHI,
HecuacTHe¥ Tex rocrnoyp,



62 (‘%’ The Poems and Songs

Think ye, are we less blest than they,
Wha scarcely tent us in their way,
As hardly worth their while?
Alas! how aft, in haughty mood,
GOD’s creatures they oppress!
Or else, neglecting a’ that’s guid,
They riot in excess!
Baith careless, and fearless,
Of either Heaven or Hell:
Esteeming, and deeming,
It a’ an idle tale!

VII

Then let us chearfu’ acquiesce;
Nor make our scanty Pleasures less,
By pining at our state:
And, ev’n should Misfortunes come
I, here wha sit, hae met wi’ some,
An’s thankfu’ for them yet.
They gie the wit of Age to Youth;
They let us ken oursel;
They make us see the naked truth,
The real guid and ill.
Tho’ losses, and crosses,
Be lessons right severe,
There’s wit there, ye’ll get there,
Ye'll find nae other where.
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OpeThIX B LLIEJK WIK B aTJac,
YTo ene 3aMevaroT Hac —
ITpocroit, yecTHOM Hapop?

JIroneit IOALMH HE IPU3HAIOT
Xo3sieBa nanar.

Ynen ofHUX — TSKENbId TPYN,
Ynen gpyrux — pasBpar.

B 6e3nenne,
B noxmenne
OHH NpOBOAST JHHU.
Hu B paiickuii cap,
Hu B yepToOB ap
He Bepyror oHu.

VII

3auem xe, J13BH, MUIbIA YT,

Hawm ckop6bro oMpauars J0Cyr,
ITokost kpaTkuii yac?

A Konb B O6ey MBI MonajeM,

U B Heil MbI fOOpOE HaleM,
Kak Bupen s He pas.

ITyckaii 6ega HaM TsKena,
Ho B Heii Th! y3Haellb,

Kak otnuyate go6po orT 31a,
I'me npaBOa U T7€ JIOXKb.

Hanacryu,
HecuacTtbst —
CypoOBblii HaM YpOK,
Ho ropsl
Hes3ropbl
ITopo#t unyT HaM BIIPOK.
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VIII

But tent me, DAVIE, Ace o’ Hearts!
(To say aught less wad wrang the cartes,
And flatt’ry I detest)
This life has joys for you and I;
And joys that riches ne’er could buy;
And joys the very best.
There’s a’ the Pleasures o’ the Heart,
The Lover and the Frien’;
Ye hae your MEG, your dearest part,
And I my darling JEAN!
It warms me, it charms me,
To mention but her name:
It heats me, it beets me,
And scts me a’ on flame!

IX

O, all ye Pow’rs who rule above!
O THOU, whose very self art love!
THOU know’st my words sincere!
The life blood streaming thro’ my heart,
Or my morc dear Immortal part,
Is not more fondly dear!
When hcart-corroding care and grief
Deprive my soul of rest,
Her dear idea brings relief,
And solace to my breast.
THOU BEING, Allseeing,
O hear my fervent pray’r!
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VIII

Cobpat Mot MUIIBIA IO CcyAB6E,
ITocnymai, 4To ckaxy Tebe.
(Yyxna MHE JIOXb U JIeCTh!)
C T060i1 MBI palOCTH HalIUIH.
3a Bce COKPOBHIIIA 3EMITU
Takux He npHOGPECTS.

OHH af0T OKOH, YIOT,
Kakoro Her B paro.

TBoIO OTpany «Mar» 30ByT,
A «JIXHH» 30ByT MOIO.

HoBoabHO
HesonsHo
MHe BCIOMHHUTh UMs JI:XuH, —
Tenno MHe,
CBeTJio MHE,
U s yx He ofuH.

IX

Toro, KTO co3fja IIOTh U KPOBb,
Toro, KTO ecTb caMa 1060Bb,
B cBuperenu 308y,
Yro 3Ta pafocTh MHE MWJIEH
Bcex 6nar 3eMHBIX, AyIIH MOEH,
Bcero, ueMm s XuBY.

Korna tpeBoru tepnkuii sin
Moto cxKUraror rpyab,
JIoBOJIBLHO BCIIOMHUTH MIJIBIH B3TJISA,
Y106 CHIIbI MHE BEPHYTbD.

B Hecuactbe,
B HeHacThe
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Still take her, and make her,
THY most peculiar care!

X

All hail! ye tender feclings dear!
The smile of love, the friendly tear,
The sympathetic glow!

Long since, this world’s thorny ways
Had number’d out my weary days,
Had it not been for you!

Fate still has blest me with a friend,

In ev’ry care and ill;
And oft a more endearing band,
A tye more tender still.
It lightens, it brightens,
The tenebrific scene,
To meet with, and greet with,
MY DAVIE or my JEAN!

XI

O, how that name inspires my style!

The words come skelpan, rank and file,
Amaist before I ken!

The ready measure rins as fine,

As Phaebus and the famous Nine
Were glowran owre my pen.

My spavet Pegasus will limp,
Till ance he’s fairly het:

And then he'll hilch, and stilt, and jimp,
And rin an unco fit:
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W B conHeYHbIE NHU
Ee Tb1
3abortoi

Caoero oceHu!

X

Most Harpajia U3 Harpag —

Cie3a mo6BH, y4acTbs B3TJIS],
Y nbi6ka go6pbIx rias!

I1aBHO ObI Tie-HUGYAD B NYTH

51 cBoit KOHel, ycnes HalTH,
He 6ynb Ha cBeTe Bac.

Henio s ¢ pyroM OHBIX qHEH
Hes3sron tsixenblii rpys.

Ho y3bI ecTb eie HexHeH,
YeM ApyKecKHil COro3.

Munee,
Csetiiee

Tenepb MHe 3TOT CBeT,
I'ne b1, MOSI
JIrobumasi,

N 3BH, 1pyr-noar.

XI

HasBan s JIuH — 4 BOT KO MHE

Hecyrcst cTpoukH B THILIHHE,
XKyxokar, coerasch B CTpoOi,

Kak 6ynTo ®eb u feBaTh My3,

Co MHOJI BCTYNUBLIHE B COIO3,
BenyT ux 3a co6oii.

M nycrs xpomaet moii Ilerac,
Crnerka ero npuimnopb, —
IToiineT oH pbIchbIO, BCKayb U B ILIAC,

3a6bIB U JIEHb U XBOPb.
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But least then, the beast then,
Should rue this hasty ride,
I'll light now, and dight now,

His sweaty, wizen’d hide.

= 13

), My love she’s but a lassie yet—
h

My love she’s but a lassie yet,

My love she’s but a lassie yet;

We'll let her stand a year or twa,
She’ll no be half sae saucy yet.—

I rue the day I sought her O,

I rue the day I sought her O,

Wha gets her needs na say he’s woo’d,
But he may say he’s bought her O.—

Come draw a drap o’ the best 0t yet,

Come draw a drap o’ the best o’t yet:

Gae seek for Pleasure whare ye will,
But here [ never misst it yet.—

We're a’ dry wi’ drinking o’t,
We’re a’ dry wi’ drinking o’t:
The minister kisst the fidler’s wife,
He could na preach for thinkin o’t.—

(220
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<50

Ho notHoe
KuBoTtHoe

51 moJyikeH MoXaJeTh.
Ilopa B my™1
C KOHS COUTH

UM not c Hero crepeTs.

ITepesoo C. Mapw.axa.

35 3

JIxo00BBL MO enre quTA

JIr060Bb MO ele quTs,

JIr060BbL MO4 €l1Ie TUTH,

ITycts noppacreT, MycTh pacLBETET,
Ilpuny K Hel rop-gpyrou conycrsi.
3auem o Heii s He 3a0bL,

3aueM o Hel 1 He 3a0b11?

ToT, KTO €l MHJ1, HE MOJIOH U,

A TIOnpOCTy €€ KynuJ.

Eie crakaHYHK HaLEqH,

Ele crakaHYHK HaLenu;

Wny y Tex vim yTex,

A 31€ech YTEHIUTHCA HE XIOH.

He nyuiue nb BBINMUTH cropsiya,

He nyymie s BoInuTh Cropsiya?

Bcro cBaTOCTh Bpa3s Halll oM pacTpsic,
OOHSB NOAPYKKY CKpHIIaya.

ITepesod B. ddedorosa.

&l
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VoS3 3
A y Holy Willie’s Prayer—

And send the Godly in a pet to pray—
Popec.

O Thou that in the heavens does dwell!
Wha, as it pleases best thysel,
Sends anc to heaven and ten to h—l,
A’ for thy glory!
And no for ony gude or ill
They’ve done before thee.—

I bless and praise thy matchless might,
When thousands thou has left in night,
That I am here before thy sight,

For gifts and grace,
A burning and a shining light

To a’ this placc.—

What was I, or my generation,

That I should get such exaltation?

I, wha deserv’d most just damnation,
For broken laws

Sax thousand years cre my creation,
Thro’ Adam’s causc!

When from my mother’s womb I fell,

Thou might hae plunged me deep in hell,

To gnash my gooms, and weep, and wail,
In burning lakes,

Where damned devils roar and yell
Chain’d to their stakes.—
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13

MoJanrBa cearomi Buiim

O TbI, He 3HaOLW Ui nperpan!
ToI memn cBoux JIF0O6€3HbIX Yaj —
B paii ogHoro, a fecaTs B af,
OTHIOAB HE NS
Ha To, KTO npaB, KTO BUHOBAT,
A cnaBbl pagu.

ThI CTONBLKO Ayl BO ThME OCTaBHIL.
MeHst ke, rpelHoro, u36asui,
Y106 5 TBOIO NPEMYAPOCTDH ClIaBHJI
M Mo1upb TBOKO.
Tbl MasiKkOM MeHSI IOCTaBHJI
B ponHOM Kparo.

[lenpoT nogo6HBIX OXMAATH S

He mor, kak # Mou cobpartsbs.

MBI Bce OTMEUYEHBI Ne4aThIO0
[IIecTs THICAY JIET —

C Tex Hop KaK 3aCIy>XKII NPOKJISITbE
Hamu rpewnsii aen.

$] TBOEro JOCTOHH rHeBa
Co gHs1, KOrja NOKMHYJI YpEBO.
Ts1 MOT OCIAaTh MEHSI HAJIEBO —
B xpoMeluHbIi ap,
I'me HeT U3 OTHEHHOTO 3€Ba
ITyTH Ha3ap.
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Yet I am here, a chosen sample,
To shew thy grace is great and ample:
I’m here, a pillar o’ thy temple
Strong as a rock,
A guide, a ruler and example
To a’ thy flock.—

[O L—d thou kens what zeal I bear,
When drinkers drink, and swearers swear,
And singin’ there, and dancin’ here,

Wi’ great an’ sma’;
For I am keepet by thy fear,

Free frae them a’.—]

But yet—O L—d—confess I must—

At times I’'m fash’d wi’ fleshly lust;

And sometimes too, in warldly trust
Vile Self gets in;

But thou remembers we are dust,
Defil’d wi’ sin.—

O L—d—yestreen—thou kens—wi’ Meg—
Thy pardon I sincerely beg!
O may’t ne’er be a living plague,
To my dishonor!
And I’ll ne’er lift a lawless leg
Again upon her.—

Besides, I farther maun avow,
Wi’ Leezie’s lass, three times—I throw—
But L—d, that friday I was fou

When I cam near her;
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Ho munocepauio HeT Mepbl.

51 u36exai OrHs M cepbl

M cran cronnowm, 3amuroi Bepkl,
Kaparo rpex

M 6naroyectusi npumMepom
CnyXy nyis BCex.

H3061u4ato s1 cypoBO

Pyrarens ¥ ckBepHOCIIOBa,

U norpeburens XMeIbHOTO,
U monopexs,

YTO B Mpa3sgHHK B IUISIC MOWTH TOTOBA.
ITonHsB rangex.

Ho ymonsiro npoBuneHbe

ITpocTuTh MOU MHE MpETpELIEHbS.

ITopuac MHe Gecbl BOXKAEIECHbS
Tep3aloT IIOTh.

Benp Hac u3 npaxa B AeHb TBOPEHbS
Co3span rocnofn!

Buepa s BbIlesn Ha Jopory
U Bcrperun Marru-HegoTpory.
Knsnyce BceBupsinemy Gory,
OGert npumy,
Yro Ha Hee 51 60JbIlIEe HOTY
He nogxumy!

Ewue 51 [oikKeH NOBUHUTLCS,

YTO B HOCTHBIA AEHb 51 Y AEBHIBI,

Y aroii JIu33u cMyriionuues,
TocTun TalikoM.
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Or else, thou kens, thy servant true
Wad never steer her.—

Maybe thou lets this fleshly thorn

Buffet thy servant e’en and morn,

Lest he o’er proud and high should turn,
That he’s a sae gifted;

If sae, thy hand maun e’en be borne
Untill thou lift it.—

L—d bless thy Chosen in this place,

For here thou has a chosen race:

But G—d, confound their stubborn face,
And blast their name,

Wha bring thy rulers to disgrace
And open shame.—

L—d mind Gaun Hamilton’s deserts!
He drinks, and swears, and plays at cartes,
Yet has sae mony taking arts
Wi’ Great and Sma’,
Fra G—d’s ain priest the people’s hearts
He steals awa.—

And when we chasten’d him therefore,
Thou kens how he bred sic a splore,
And set the warld in a roar
O’ laughin at us:
Curse thou his basket and his store,
Kail and potatoes.—

L—d hear my earnest cry and prayer
Against that Presbytry of Ayr!
The strong right hand, L—d, make it bare
Upon their heads!
L—d visit them, and dinna spare,
For their misdeeds!

O L—d my G—d, that glib-tongu’d Aiken!
My very heart and flesh are quaking
To think how I sat, sweating, shaking,
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Ho 51 B TOT A€HBb, KaK TOBOPUTCH,
Bbin nopg XMeJabKOM.

Ho, MmoxeT, cTpacTu mioTH 6peHHOM

Bo MHe OyLyIOT HEM3MEHHO,

YT06 HE MeyTal 51 AEP3HOBEHHO
Kutp 6€3 rpexos.

O, eci Tak, 1 KX CMUPEHHO
TepneTs roros!

Xpanu paboB TBOMX, 0 60xe,
Ho noxkapaii kak MOXHO cTpOxKe
Toro u3 6yiiHOI MoJTOEXH,
KT0 6€3 xoHIa
JlaeT HaM KJIIMYKH, CTPOUT POXH,
3a6bIB TBOpPILA.

K TakuM NpM4YHCINTb MHOTHX MOXHO.
Bot 'aMunbTOH — LIYTHHUK 6€360KHbIMA.
IMpucrpacTeH OH K MTpe KapTeXXHOH,
Ho Bcem Tak muin,
Y10 MHOTO AyLUI Ha MyTh CBOH JIOXKHBIN
OH coBpaTuiI.

Korpa x nbITalUCh IOHEMHOXKY

MbI yka3aTb €My TOPOXKY,

Hap HaMu OH cMestIcsl B JIEXKY
C ronmo# apyseit, —

I'ocnonb, CrHOM €ro KapTOLLKY
U cenbpepeit!

Eie Ka3Hy, o Haps HeEOECHbIH,
ITpecBuTepOB U3 LIEPKBU MECTHOM.
(Mx nmeHa TeGe U3BECTHBI.)



76 m The Pocems and Songs

And p—ss’d wi’ dread,
While Auld wi’ hingin lip gaed sneaking
And hid his head!

L—d, in thy day o’ vengeance try him!

L—d visit him that did employ him!

And pass not in thy mercy by them,
Nor hear their prayer;

But for thy pcoplc’s sake destroy them,
And dinna spare!

But L—d, remember me and mine

Wi’ mercies temporal and divine!

That I for grace and gear may shine,
Excell’d by nane!

And a’ the glory shall be thine!
AMEN! AMEN!

<
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Pacceimb Bo npax
Tex, KTO Cyqui 0 HaC HEJIECTHO
B cBoux peuax!

Bot JiikeH. OH — pevuCThIi MaJbIi.

TbI ¥ HAYHH C HETO, MOXKAaIYH.

OH Tak paboB TBOUX, ObIBaJIO,
HemanHo 6ber,

Yro B xap U B Xonop Hac 6poca’o,
Brousno B nor.

s Hac XXe — 4Yaj] TBOUX CMUPEHHBIX —
ThI He Xajlel CBOUX OeCLEHHbIX
I1apoB — U TJIEHHBIX U HETJIEHHBIX,
Hac He nokuHsb,
A 1mocite CMepTH B COHM OJIa’KEeHHBIX
Ilpumu. AMuHb!

ITepesod C. Mapw.axka.

B
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& R
Epitaph on Holy Willie

Here Holy Willie’s sair worn clay
Taks up its last abode;

His saul has ta’en some other way.
I fear, the left-hand road.

Stop! there he 1s as sure’s a gun,
Poor silly body see him;

Nae wonder he’s as black’s the grun,
Observe wha’s standing wi’ him.

Your brunstane devilship I see
Has got him there before ye;
But ha’d your nine-tail cat a wee,
Till ance you've heard my story.

Your pity I will not implore,
For pity ye have nane;
Justice, alas! has gi’en him o’er,

And mercy’s day is gaen.

But hear me, Sir, de’il as ye are,
Look something to your credit;

A coof like him wou’d stain your name,
If it were kent ye did it.

=
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HaprpoGHoe c10BO eMy xke

Casitoro Bunu xankuii npax
ITokouTcst B MOTHIIE.

Ho nyx ero He B Hebecax.
ITomen naneso Busu.

ITocroiite! MBI €ro HalULIH
Mexny 3emnen u anoMm.
Ero nuuo yepHei 3eMiu.
Ho xTO upger ¢ HUM psigom?

A, IOHUMAIO, 3TO YEpPT

C neBATUXBOCTOH IUIETKOM.

— He cornacurtech Jid, MHJIOPH,
Ha pa3roBop KopoTkuii?

51 3Hal0, XKaJOCTh BaM 4yXK/a,
B any cBOM 3aKOHBI.

Her cHucxoxmeHbs y cyna,

W MuHYJ eHb OPOLIEHDIH. ..

Ho past yero Taimurte BO Mpak
Bawm a1y xepTBY cMepTU?
ITokoiHUK ObLI TaKOH Aypak,
Yro 3acMmeroT Bac yepTu!

Ilepesod C. Mapwaxka.

=
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1% 3
Death and Doctor Hornbook

A TRUE STORY

Some books are lies frae end to end,
And some great lies were never penn’d:
Ev’n Ministers they hae been kenn’d,
In holy rapture,
A rousing whid, at times, to vend,
And nail’t wi’ Scripture.

But this that I am gaun to tell,

Which lately on a night befel,

Is just as true’s the Deil’s in h—Il,
Or Dublin city:

That e’er he negrer comes oursel
’S a muckle pity.

The Clachan yill had made me canty,

I was na fou, but just had plenty;

I stacher’d whyles, but yet took tent ay
To free the ditches;

An’ hillocks, stanes, an’ bushes kenn’d ay
Frae ghaists an’ witches.

The rising Moon began to glowr
The distant Cumnock hills out-owre;
To count her horns, wi’ a’ my pow’r,
I set mysel,
But whether she had three or four,
I cou’d na tell.



81 &s/b Cruxotreopexun u necHu
.

W

33
CwmepTs u fokTop I'opHOYK

HHble KHUTH ITYT HaM CIUIOLIb.

A €CTb HeIHCaHas JIOXKb.

ThI ¥ CBAIIEHHHKOB HaHEIlIb,
Yro npaBay GOXbIo,

Brnapast oT BOoCTOpra B pOxXb,
Memaror ¢ JI0XbIO.

Ho B TOM, 0 ueMm 51 peys Bexy,

Or npaBpe! g He OTOMAY.

Kak B TOM, 4TO YepT KXHUBET B afy
Wb B Heppax Jy6nuHa.

(Ax, MHOrO — nrofisiM Ha Gegy —
WM nyw 3ary6neno!)

XneGHy 1 Gparu BE4€pKOM,

Ho He Ob11 NbSIH, a TOJ XMENLKOM.

51 o6xopmn, Gpenst MEIKOM,
Byrpsl, KaHaBbI

M 3Hau, YTO KYCT MaHUT KUBKOM,
A He nyKaBbIi.

Xonmuctent KaMHIOK 51 y3Hau,

EnBa nuiub Mecsn 3a6nucral.

Ero pora cuuTats s cran,
ITaras mupe.

CHayana TpH s1 HaCYHTal,
[ToTroM — yeTbIpe...
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I was come round about the hill,
And todlin down on Willie’s mill,
Setting my staff wi’ a’ my skill,
To keep me sicker;
Tho’ leeward whyles, against my will,
I took a bicker.

I there wi’ Something does forgather,
That pat me in an eerie swither:
An awfu’ scythe, out-owre ae shouther,
Clear-dangling, hang;
A three-tae’d leister on the ither
Lay, large an’ lang.

Its stature seem’d lang Scotch ells twa,
The queerest shape that €’er I saw,
For fient a wame it had ava,
And then its shanks,
They were as thin, as sharp an’ sma’
As cheeks o’ branks.

‘Guid-een,’ quo’ I; ‘Friend! hae ye been mawin,
‘When ither folk are busy sawin?’
It seem’d to mak a kind o’ stan’,
But naething spak;
At length, says I, Friend, whare ye gaun,
‘Will ye go back?’

It spak right howe— ‘My name is Death,
‘But be na’ fley’d."—Quoth I, ‘Guid faith,
‘Ye’re maybe come to stap my breath;
‘But.tent me, billie;
‘I red ye weel, tak care o’ skaith,
‘See, there’s a gully!’

‘Gudeman,’ quo’ he, ‘put up your whittle,
‘I’'m no design’d to try its mettle;
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Bocsien 3a BepHbIM MOCOLIKOM

ITo CKJIOHY 51 TPYCHII IIaKKOM —

MHe nyTb 6b111 H3laBHA 3HaKOM
K 3anpyne Buwiu.

Ho Bapyr, copBaBiuch, s 6erom
Bexan monmuiu.

TyT HedTO Npeno MHOI Mpexcrano
C KOCOI0 OCTPOIO, YbE KaJlo
C 11e4a KOCTJISIBOrO CBHCAJIO,
H c ocrpordi,
YT0 cTanbio NOA JIYHOH CBepKaia,
B pyke gpyroi.

C KOCyI0 CaxX€Hb BbILIHHOIO

OHO CTOSIIO NPENO MHOIO,

Bes3 6proxa, cTpalHoe, Xynoe,
Topbom cruHa,

A uT0 32 HOoru! ToHblIe BABOE
Beperena.

Cnpocun s1: — Jpyr! Y3HaTb Henb3s Ju,
ILonXHO ObITh, BbI CETOMHS XKaiu?
A MBI Befib TOJIBKO CESATh CTAJIH.
51 ¢ Bamu pap
BepHyTbcs B AOM, T7i€ BbINMBAJIH
MbI yac Ha3an!

— 51 — CmepTs! — uynoBuile cka3ano. —
Ho 161 moka He 6oiics, Manblit!..
— 51 He 6010Ch, XOTh ThI, IOXaNyi,
Mens yObenib.
Ho g npory: B3risiHu CHavana
Ha aror Hox!

CMmepTb oTBeyana MHe: — ChIHOK,
Tbol cnpsiyb Nofanbile CBOM KJIMHOK.
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‘But if I did, I wad be kittle
“To be mislear’d,

‘I wad na’ mind it, no that spittle
‘Out-owre my beard.’

‘Weel, weel!’ says I, ‘a bargain be’t;
‘Come, gies your hand, an’ sae we’re gree’t;
‘We’ll ease our shanks an’ tak a seat,
‘Come, gies your news!
‘This while ye hae been mony a gate,
‘At mony a house.’

‘Ay, ay! quo’ he, an’ shook his head,
‘It’s en a lang, lang time indeed
‘Sin’ I began to nick the thread,
‘An’ choke the breath:
‘Folk maun do-something for their bread,
‘An’ sae maun Death.

‘Sax thousand years are near hand fled

‘Sin’ I was to the butching bred,

‘And mony a scheme in vain’s been laid,
“To stap or scar me;

*Till ane Hornbook’s ta’en up the trade,
‘And faith, he’ll waur me.

‘Ye ken Jock Hornbook i’ the Clachan,

‘Deil mak his king’s-hood in a spleuchan!

‘He’s grown sae weel acquaint wi’ Buchan,
‘And ither chaps,

‘The weans haud out their fingers laughin,
‘And pouk my hips.

‘See, here’s a scythe, and there’s a dart,

“They hae pierc’d mony a gallant heart;

‘But Doctor Hornbook, wi’ his art
‘And cursed skill,
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ITogymaii caM, Kakoif B HEM MPOK.
Ero ynapei

CrpailHbl He 6oJblile, YeM ILIEBOK,
I CmepTH cTapoit!

— UYrTo0 %, yroBop — Tak yrosop! —

Ckas3an 1. — Bpocum 3TOT crop.

ITpucsags co MHOM Ha KOCOrop —
Bennb 11 ycrana —

UM pacckaxd, 4TO C JaBHHX Op
ITepeBupana.

— O pa! — cka3ana CMepTh, cafisiCh, —
ITouTH 4TO BEYHOCTh NPOHECHIACH
C Tex nmop, KaK XaTb s NPpUHSIACh
ITo Bone 60xnbe.
BceM B MupE HaO XKHUTb, TPYASCH.
M CmepT — TOXKE.

Ho y MeHsI He XU3Hb, a MyKa.
Te! cnbian umsa Fopubyka?
Y X TaKk XHTpa €ro Hayka,
Yro crap u miag —
Or fena ApSXIIOro Ko BHyKa —
MeHs CTBIgAT.

BriBasio, mog KOCOIO JIIMHHOM,

ITopo6HO TpaBaM JNyrOBHHEI,

Hapon, He 3HaBUIMI MEMITUHBI,
JIoXuTCA CILIOIIB. ..

Tenepb MeHs C KOCOH CTapHHHOM
He craBsar B rpom!

Buepa s xepTBy mopa3uia

CBOHM KONbEM — C TaKOIO CHJIOH,

Yro ceMepbIx Obl YIOXHIA,
ITpoH3uB, Kak rBO3Aib,
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‘Has made them baith no worth a f—t,
‘D—n’d haet they’ll kill!

‘Twas but yestreen, nae farther gaen,

‘I threw a noble throw at ane;

‘Wi’ less, I'm sure, I’ve hundreds slain;
‘But deil-ma-care!

‘It just play’d dirl on the bane,
‘But did nae mair.

‘Hornbook was by, wi’ ready art,

‘And had sae fortify’d the part,

‘That when I looked to my dart,
‘It was sae blunt,

‘Fient haet o’t wad hae pierc’d the heart
‘Of a kail-runt.

‘I drew my scythe in sic a fury,

‘I nearhand cowpit wi’ my hurry,

‘But yet the bauld Apothecary
‘Withstood the shock;

‘I might as weel hae try’d a quarry
‘O’ hard whin-rock.

‘Ev’n them he canna get attended,
‘Altho’ their face he ne’er had kend it,
‘Just sh— in a kail-blade and send it,
‘As soon’s he smells ’t,
‘Baith their disease, and what will mend it,
‘At once he tells ’t.

‘And then a’ doctor’s saws and whittles,

‘Of a’ dimensions, shapes, an’ mettles,

‘A’ kinds o’ boxes, mugs, an’ bottles,
‘He’s sure to hae;

‘Their Latin names as fast he rattles
‘As ABC.
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Ho ocrpue numb npurynmia,
3afieB 0 KOCTb.

Yro 310, IYMalO, 3a IITyKa?

A 3to — peno I'opHGyka!

TyT nomoria ero Hayka
Wnn uckycctBo:

Komse B pe6po Bomio 6e3 cryka —
Kak 6bI B Kamycry.

BonbHOIT ocTancs Obl KaJIEKOH,
He nomoru emy anrekoi
Winu naHUETOM JIBICHIN JIEKaph —
Bamr I'opHOyYK.
He pa3 oH BbIpBaJ 4eoBeKa
M3 nenkux pyk.

OH M3rOHSI U3 TeX 3apasy,

Koro u He Bufjan HY pa3sy,

Haryxwscs no ero npuxasy,
3akei naker,

A OH NOHIOXaET U cpa3y
ITpumneT oTBeT.

EcTtb y HEro, kak B MarasuHe,

Bce T0, 4TO HYXHO MEAUIUHE:

HaGop HoxeH, spiritus vinil,
Kacropka, ion.

OH Bce JieKapcTBa Mo-J1aTbIHK
Baum Ha3oBer.

Ecrb sal marinum — conb MOpcKast, —
Bce kanbluu, KaKye 3Halo...
A pa3HbIX TpaB J11000ro Kpas
He nepeuecrs.
U aqua (wrs Boga npocrasi)
TaMm TOXe eCTb.

! BUHHBIA cUpT (a4arT.).
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‘Calces o’ fossils, earths, and trees;

‘True Sal-marinum o’ the seas;

‘The Farina of beans and pease,
‘He has’t in plenty;

‘Aqua-fontis, what you please,
‘He can content ye.

‘Forbye some new, uncommon weapons,
‘Urinus Spiritus of capons;
‘Or Mite-horn shavings, filings, scrapings,
‘Distill’d per se;
‘Sal-alkali o’ Midge-tail clippings,
‘And mony mae.’

*Waes me for Johnny Ged’s Hole now,’

Quoth I, “if that thae news be true!

*His braw calf-ward whare gowans grew,
‘Sae white an’ bonie,

‘Nae doubt they’ll rive it wi’ the plew;
‘They’ll ruin Johnie!

The creature grain’d an eldritch laugh,

And says, ‘Ye needna yoke the pleugh,

‘Kirk-yards will soon be till’d eneugh,
‘Tak ye nae fear:

‘They’ll a’ be trench’d wi’ mony a sheugh,
‘In twa-three year.

‘Whare I kill’d ane, a fair strae-death,

‘By loss o’ blood, or want o’ breath,

“This night I'm free to tak my aith,
“That Hornbook’s skill

‘Has clad a score i’ their last claith,
‘By drap and pill.

‘An honest Wabster to his trade,
‘Whase wife’s twa nieves were scarce weel-bred,
‘Gat tippence-worth to mend her head,

‘When it was sair;
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EcTb 1 onunky, cpesbl, KpOUIKU
Kneuny xnemma, 6110LHHOR HOXKH
U ycUKOB KaKOH-TO MOIIKH,
SAn koMapa,
Hacroii xené3 copokoHOXKH
Et cetera...!

Tyt 51 BocknukHyJ1: — Benublit [IxoH!

Kaxkoit goxop TepsieT oH!

Komnb BopaBay 6yner nodexueH
JIro6oit HenmyT,

KmanOGuiiieHCKHI 3€IEHbIH CKJIOH
N3pexert muyr.

CmepTs 3acMesnacs: — Her, He miyr
H3pexeTr 3TOT MUPHBIH JIyT,
KoropbIM TBO# BriajieeT Apyr,
A cro nonar
Bce Bamu knag6uia BOKPYT
H36opo3psr.

I'me opgHoro rak m060-MUIO

B noctenu Xu3HU 5 THLIWIA,

ITycruna KpoBb Wb NpHAYLIKIA
Be3 gonrux myk, —

Tam gBapuaTh gy 3arHajl B MOTIITY
Bam I'opHOykK.

Ham MecTHBIA TKa4 — XOPOLIMA MaJIbli —
CBOXO XeHY, 4TO OpenuTh CTana,
Korpa HeMHOXKO 3axBopaia,

OrBe3 K Bpauy,

1 U rak pance (aar.).
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‘The wife slade cannie to her bed,
‘But ne’er spak mair.

‘A countra Laird had ta’en the batts,

‘Or some curmurring in his guts,

‘His only son for Hornbook sets,
‘And pays him well,

‘The lad, for twa guid gimmer-pets,
‘Was Laird himsel.

‘A bonie lass, ye kend her name,
‘Some ill-brewn drink had hov’d her wame,
‘She trusts hersel, to hide the shame,
‘In Hornbook’s care;
‘Horn sent her aff to her lang hame,
“To hide it there.

“That’s just a swatch o’ Hornbook’s way,
‘Thus goes he on from day to day,
*“Thus does he poison, kill, an’ slay,
‘An’s weel pay’d for ’t;
‘Yet stops me o’ lawful’ prey,
‘Wi’ his d—mn’d dirt!

‘But hark! I’ll tell you of a plot,
‘Tho’ dinna ye be speakin o’t,
‘I’ll nail the self-conceited Sot,
‘As dead’s a herrin:
‘Niest time we meet, I'll wad a groat,
‘He gets his fairin?’

But just as he began to tell,

The auld kirk-hammer strak the bell
Some wee, short hour ayont the twal,
Which rais’d us baith:

1 took the way that pleas’d mysel,
And sae did Death.
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U 6onblire ciioBa He cKa3ana
Osna TKauy...

Y napHs 3a6onein otel —

Borarbiit 13p1, ¥ MOJIOAeL

ITocnan oT6OPHBIX ABYX OBEL[
Bpauy 3a cpeacrso,

YO npHHeCceT OTLy KOHell,
EMy — HacJencrso.

JlonxHO 6b1Th, OT HOYHOH NPOCTY/bI
OpnHolt 1EBYOHKE CTAJIO XYHIO.
Bpau coTBOpHUII Hajl HEIO YYRO:
Ero coser
Tyna nocnan ee, OTKyfa
Bo3sBspaTa HerT!

TakoB y nexaps o6bIyati.

3a rpoiu, He Befast NPWIMYHHA,

Mopur nrofei oH 6€3 pa3nuybs
JeHpb u30 qHS

M HopoBuT Moeit 1oObIYn
JIMIUTH MeHs.

IToka Tepnio s MOHEBOJIE.

Ho pa3Be on 6eccMepTeH, 4TO J1u?

He u36exur oH o61ieit gomH.
Ipyper karok —

M 6yner MepTB, Kak CeNbAbL B paccoiie,
Bau I"'opHOyK!..

Emye 661 CMepTh CKa3ajia MHOTO,
Ho Bapyr, HanmonHUB MUpP TPEBOTOH,
Yacb! NpoGHIH NONHOYb CTPOTO
N3-3a BeTBEN. ..
U g nobpen cBoeit AOpOro#,
A CmepTb — CBOEH.

ITepesod C. Mapw.axa
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éz_ﬁ 33

%S"}Sé A Poet’s Welcome to his love-begotten
Daughter; the first instance that entitled
him to the venerable appellation

of Father—

Thou’s welcome, Wean! Mischanter fa’ me,
If thoughts o’ thee, or yet thy Mamie,
Shall ever daunton me or awe me,
My bonie lady;
Or if I blush when thou shalt ca’ me
Tyta, or Daddie.—

Tho’ now they ca’ me. Fornicator,
And tease my name in kintra clatter,
The mair they talk, I’m kend the better;
E’en let them clash!
An auld wife’s tongue’s a feckless matter
To gie ane fash.—

Welcome! My bonie, sweet, wee Dochter!

Tho’ ye come here a wee unsought for;

And tho’ your comin 1 nae fought for,
Baith Kirk and Queir;

Yet by my faith, ye’re no unwrought for,
That I shall swear!

Wee image o’ my bonie Betty,

As fatherly I kiss and daut thee,

As dear and near my heart I set thee,
Wi’ as gude will,

As a’ the Priests had seen me get thee
That’s out 0’ h .
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HEe3aKOHHOPOXKNEHHOMY pPeGeHKy

Jouypka, mycTs cO MHOH Gefja
Cnyuurcs, exenu Korna
51 noKpacHero OT CTblAa,
Bosick ynpeka
HMnu HenpaBoro cyfa
MonBbl XKECTOKOH.

JIUTS MOHX CYACTIIUBbIX JHEH,

ITopo6be MaTepu CBOEH,

ThI ¢ KaxXIbIM YaCOM MHE MHJIEH,
JIro6BH Harpapa,

XOThb ThI, IO MHEHBIO BCEX LiEpKBEH, —
Hcuanse apa.

ITyckail OTKPBITO M TAHKOM

MeHs1 30BYT EpETHKOM.

ITycrs xomsiT 060 MHE KpYroM
HypHbl€ CIyXH, —

I OMmKHbI OT CKYKHU SI3bIKOM
MonoTs crapyxu!

M Bce xe foyepH s paf,
XoTb poguwiach Thl HEBNOMNAJ
U 3a T€6s1 rpO3UT MHE aji
U cyn nepKOBHbIA, —
B TBOEM pOXK/EHbE BUHOBAT
51 6e3ycnoBHO.
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Sweet fruit o’ monie a merry dint,
My funny toil is no a’ tint;
Tho’ ye come to the warld asklent,
Which fools may scoff at,
In my last plack your part’s be in’t,
The better half o’t.—

Tho’ I should be the waur bestead,
Thou’s be as braw and bienly clad,
And thy young years as nicely bred
Wi’ education,
As ony brat o’ Wedlock’s bed,
In a’ thy station.—

[Lord grant that thou may ay inherit

Thy Mither’s looks an’ gracefu’ merit;

An’ thy poor, worthless Daddie’s spirit,
Without his failins!

"Twad please me mair to see thee heir it
Than stocked mailins!]

For if thou be, what I wad hae thee,
And tak the counsel I shall gie thee,
I'll never rue my trouble wi’ thee,
The cost nor shame o'’t,
But be a loving Father to thee,
And brag the name o’t.—

ey O
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Tbl — naMATb CYACTbS IOHBIX JIET.
YBbI, K HEMY MOTEPSIH CIIEN.
He Tak siBWiIach Thl Ha CBET,
Kaxk Hy>xHO mrofsiM,
Ho MbI genuts ¢ To60# oben
U yxuH Gynem.

51 c MaTepblO TBOEI KOJbIIOM

He o6MeHscs Mo BEHLIOM,

Ho 6yny HEXXHBIM s OTLIOM
Tebe, ponHas.

Pactu BecenbIM AEPEBLIOM,
3aboT He 3Has,

ITycts 51 HykRaThCs OyAy caM,

Ho st nocnegHee otnam,

Y106 ThI MOIJIa YYUTBLCS TaM,
I'ne Bce pebGsiTa,

Ybux MaTepeit BOOWIM B XpaM
OTupI KOrna-To

Tebe mory s moxesnaTb

JIuuoM noxoxei ObITh Ha MaTb,

A OT MeHS Thl MOXEIIb B3SITh
Moii HpaB GecrnieyHbIi,

XoTs B rpexax MHE NofpaxaTb
Henw3s, koHeuHO!

Ilepesod C. Mapw.axa.

A
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[ To a Mouse, On turning her

up in her Nest, with the Plough,
November, 1785.

Wee, sleeket, cowran, tim’rous beastie,
O, what a panic’s in thy breastie!
Thou need na start awa sae hasty,
Wi’ bickering brattle!
[ wad be laith to rin an’ chase thee,
Wi’ murd’ring pattle!

I’'m truly sorry Man’s dominion

Has broken Nature’s social union,

An’ justifies that ill opinion,
Which makes thee startle,

At me, thy poor, earth-born companion,
An’ fellow-mortal!

I doubt na, whyles, but thou may thieve;
What then? poor beastie, thou maun live!
A daimen-icker in a thrave
’S a sma’ request:
I’ll get a blessin wi’ the lave,
An’ never miss’t!
Thy wee-bit housie, too, in ruin!
It’s silly wa’s the win’s are strewin!
An’ naething, now, to big a new ane,
O’ foggage green!
An’ bleak December’s winds ensuin,
Baith snell an’ keen!

Thou saw the fields laid bare an’ wast,
An’ weary Winter comin fast,
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ITosieBOM MbININA, THE3X0 KOTOPOH
Pa30peHo MOHM ILIyroM

D

3BepeK NPOBOPHBIH, FOPKHIA, ITIaAKHUiA,
Kyna Gexxuius Tel 63 OTTISAKH,
3ayeM pOXHMIllb, KaK B JIMXOpa[Ke,
3a XU3Hb CBOIO?
He Tpych — Te6s1 cBOeit lonaTkon
51 He y6bio.

51 noHUMaIO M HE CINOopIo,

Yo yenoBek ¢ NPUPOAOH B CCOPE,

M BceM XMBBIM HECET OH IOpE,
Buymaer crpax,

XoTb BCe Mbl CMEPTHBIE U BCKOpE
BepHeMmcs B mpax.

IlycTh rOBOPAT: ThI XHEIlb, HE Cesl.
Ho s BUHHUTL TEGS1 HE CMEIO.
Benw Hano xuth!.. U ThI CKpOMHEE,
YeM Bce, Kpafielllb.,
A s HUYYTb HE OGEHEI0 —
Be1na 661 pOXb!

Te6s ocraBui s1 6€3 KpoBa

ITopoit HeHacTHOM U CYpOBOH,

Korna y>x Hé U3 yero cHoBa
ITocTtpouts oM,

YT106BI OT BETpa NIEASTHOTO
YKpBITbCS B HEM...

Bce rono, Bce MEPTBO BOKDYT.
ITycThIHHO nOJIE, CKOLLIEH JIYT.
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An’ cozie here, beneath the blast,
Thou thought to dwell,

Till crash! the cruel coulter past
Out thro’ thy cell.

That wee-bit heap o’ leaves an’ stibble,
Has cost thee monie a weary nibble!
Now thou’s turn’d out, for a’ thy trouble,
But house or hald,
To thole the Winter’s sleety dribble,
An’ cranreuch cauld!

But Mousie, thou art no thy-lane,

In proving foresight may be vain:

The best laid schemes o’ Mice an’ Men,
Gang aft agley,

An’ lea’e us nought but grief an’ pain,
For promis’d joy!

Still, thou art blest, compar’d wi’ me!/
The present only toucheth thee:
But Och! I backward cast my €’e,
On prospects drear!
An’ forward, tho’ I canna see,
I guess an’ fear!

C.0).
™ ¢
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U 181 yOeKHUILIE OT BLIOT
Haiiti meuran,

Koraa BIOMUICA TSXKKHH ILTYT
K te6e B mogBai.

TpaBbl, IUCTBbI YBAALICH KOM —
BoT ueM OH CTaJl, TBOH TEIUIBIA 1OM,
To6oii NOCTPOEHHBI! C TPYAOM.
A [IHM UAyT...
I'me TbI B MOJSAX, NOKPBITHIX JILAOM,
Haitnems npmor?

AX, MWJIBIHA, TbI HE ONUHOK:

U Hac oOMaHBIBaET POK,

U pymurcest CKBO3b MOTOJIOK
Ha nac Hyxna.

MBI cyacTbs XJeM, a Ha Iopor
Banur Gena...

Ho 181, ApYXOK, CYaCTJIUBEH HacC...

Th! BUgHUIIB TO, YTO €CTh Ceiyac.

A MbI He CBOIMM CKOpOHBIX Ijia3
C ObIIbIX HEB3TOJI

U B TaitHOM CcTpaxe Kaxmabli pa3
I'napum Brepen.

ITepesod C. Mapwaxa.

SEHe
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> From The Holy Fair

I

Upon a simmer Sunday morn,
When Nature’s face is fair,
I walked forth to view the corn,
An’ snuff the callor air:
The rising sun, owre GALSTON muirs,
‘Wi’ glorious light was glintan;
The hares were hirplan down the furrs,
The lav’rocks they were chantan
Fu’ sweet that day.

11

As lightsomely I glowr’d abroad,
To see a scene sae gay,

Three hizzies, early at the road,
Cam skelpan up the way.

Twa had manteeles o’ dolefu’ black,
But ane wi’ lyart lining;

The third, that gaed a wee aback,
Was in the fashion shining

Fu’ gay that day.

III

The twa appear’d like sisters twin,
In feature, form an’ claes;

Their visage—wither’d, lang an’ thin,
An’ sour as onie slaes:
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N3 no3mel «CeATas spMapka»

Bb11 feHb BOCKPECHBIN TaK XOPOIL.
Bce 6bu10 NIETY pago:

S wen B 110511 B3TJISIHYTh Ha POXKb
U nopelarh NpOXJiaou.

Bonbiioe conHIE B 3TOT MUT
BcraBano, Kak ¢ MocTeu.
Pe3BuiuCh 3aiilpl — HPBIT a OPbIT, —
M xaBOpOHKHM nenu

B TOT SICHBI icHb.

Bponun s, pagoCThIO AbIIIA

U BragpgbiBasch B gai,

Kax BApYr TpH XEHIIHMHBI, CeLa,
M-He myTh nepedexaid.

Ha gByx 6bLi1 YEPHBIN 1IEPCTAHOM
Hapsp — Hasno npupoge.
Ha tpetbeit 6b1a1 Hapsi IBETHOH
ITo mopne, mo moroje

B TOT NIeTHUI NEHB.

IIBe mepBbIx GbIIIM MEX COOOH,
Kak GnHu3HeIp], MOX0XH
YHBUIBIM BHIOM, XyA 060

U MpayHOI0 OféXeit.
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The third cam up, hap-step-an’-loup,
As light as onie lambie,—
An’ wi’ a curchie low did stoop,
As soon as e’er she saw me,
Fu’ kind that day.

v

Wi’ bonnet aff, quoth I, ‘Sweet lass,
‘I think ye seem to ken me;
‘I’'m sure I've seen that bonie face,
‘But yet I canna name ye.—’
Quo’ she, an’ laughan as she spak,
An’ taks me by the hands,
‘Ye, for my sake, hae gien the feck
‘Of a’ the ten commands
A screed some day.

\%

‘My name is FUN—your cronie dear,
‘The nearest friend ye hae;
‘An’ this is SUPERSTITION here,
‘An’ that's HYPOCRISY:
‘I’'m gaun to********* holy fair,
‘To spend an hour in daffin;
‘Gin ye’ll go there, yon runkl’d pair,
‘We will get famous laughin
At them this day.’

VI

Quoth I, ‘With a’ my heart, I'll do ’t;
‘T’ll get my Sunday’s sark on,

‘An’ meet you on the holy spot;
‘Faith we’se hae fine remarkin?!
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A TpeTbst KO304KOH 11aIbHON
ITonpbiruBana Beceyo
H Bapyr npucena npeno MHOM
W MHe nOKJIOH OTBECHIIa

B TOT AIpKMit feHb.

S WAy CHSJT ¥ IPOU3HEC!
— 51 Bac NpHIIOMHUHAIO,
Ho usBunuTe 32 BOompoc, —
Kak 3BaTh Bac, s He 3Hal0.

C KMBKOM 3aJJOpHOI T'OJIOBBI,
CwMesich, OHA CKa3ana:
— Co MHOI0 3am0Befiel Bbl
Hapyuwnu Hemano

B nocyxwit geHs!

1 — Bawma Pagocrs, 1 — Hrpa,
A 310 — JInuemepsne,

U psinoM c Helt — ee cecTpa,
I'nyxoe Cyesepsbe.

HaBaiiTe B MOXJIMH MBI TOMHIEM
N, eciin aBE CECTPHLBI
WnyT Ha sspMapKy, HaiiaeM
Ipenyior noBecenuThHCA

MEI B 3TOT J€Hb.

— Her, s nofiny cnepsa gomMo#t
U npa3gHUYHYIO CMEHY —
CIOpTYK ¥ HOBBIY TraJICTyK MO —
Ins spMapKu HafleHy.
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Then | gaed hame, at crowdie-time,
An’ soon I made me ready;
For roads were clad, frae side to side,
Wi’ monie a weary body,
In droves that day.

VII

Here, farmers gash, in ridin graith,
Gaed hoddan by their cotters;
There, swankies young, in braw braid-claith,
Are springan owre the gutters.
The lasses, skelpan barefit, thrang,
In silks an’ scarlets glitter;
Wi’ sweet-milk cheese, in mony a whang,
An’ farls, bak’d wi’ butter,
Fu’ crump that day.

VIII

When by the plate we set our nose,
Weel heaped up wi’ ha’pence,
A greedy glowr Black-bonnet throws,
An’ we maun draw our tippence.
Then in we go to see the show,
On ev'ry side they’re gath’ran;
Some carryan dails, some chairs an’ stools,
An’ some are busy bleth’ran
Right loud that day.

IX

Here, stands a shed to fend the show’rs,
An’ screen our countra Gentry;
There, Racer-Jess, an’ twathree wh—res,

Are blinkan at the entry:
Here sits a raw 0’ tittlan jads,
Wi’ heaving breasts an’ bare neck;
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Ilocnen 51 K 3aBTpaKy Kak pas,
Hapen kocTioM BOCKPECHBIH.
A yX Ha Npa3fiHUK B 3TOT Yac
Criernmn HapO OKPECTHBIM

B TOT LIyMHBII IEHb.

Tpycunn ¢epMepbl BEpXOM,
Iy 6aTpaku OpaBOH.

W MonopexXb OHUM NPBIKKOM
Bpana B yTH KaHaBbI.

Bexanu B pa3gHUYHBIX LIEJIKaX
I eBUILBI-GOCOHOXKH,
Hecnu cbIpbl OHU B pyKax
U cnoGHble JienemKu
B ToT 00GpBIii fEHD.

MoueTky 6pocuth ObLI 5 paj
B Tapeinky ¢ MebI0 MEJIKOIO,
Ho, ysioBuB cBsTOIIY B3IJISA,
Bpocaro aBe B Tapenky si.

51 B 3aropopky 3arjisiHyiI.
Hapop myMuT, XJI0M0YeET,
Hecer ckametiky, focky, cry,
A KTO H JISICbI TOUHUT

B cBOGOAHBI gEHD.

JInsi 3HAaTH BBICTPOEH HaBEC
(M3meHunBa noropxa!),

A BOT crouT BepTyuika Jlxecc,
Muras BceM y Bxopa.

Ee moppyXKu cenu B psg, —
Be3 Hux Kakas sipMapkal



106 (&ﬂ’fa The Poems and Songs

An’ there, a batch o’ Wabster lads,
Blackguarding frae K*******ck
For fun this day.

X

Here, some are thinkan on their sins,
An’ some upo’ their claes;
Ane curses feet that fyl’d his shins,
Anither sighs an’ pray’s:
On this hand sits a Chosen swatch,
Wi’ screw’d-up, grace-proud faces;
On that, a set 0’ chaps, at watch,
Thrang winkan on the lasses
To chairs that day.

XI

O happy is that man, an’ blest!
Nae wonder that it pride him!
Whase ain dear lass, that he likes best,
Comes clinkan down beside him!
Wi’ arm repos’d on the chair back,
He sweetly does compose him;
Which, by degrees, slips round her neck,
An ’s loof upon her bosom
Unkend that day.

XII

Now a’ the congregation o’er,
Is silent expectation;

For #**#*#* gpeels the holy door,
Wi’ tidings 0o’ d—mn—t—n:
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A TaM TKa4H CUJAT, TAINSAT
(U3 ropona KunsMapHoka).
ITpuien ux neHs!

31ech KTO B3[IbIXaeT O Ipexax,
KT0 B rHeBe LLIET NPOKJIAThS
TeMm, KTO H3Ma3aJ BIONMbIXax
Hx npa3sgHUYHBIE ILIATHA.

K10 cBEpxXy cMOTpPHUT Ha ApYyTuX
BbI1COKOMEPHBIM B3IJISAOM,
A KTO BECENIbIX IIETONMUX
30BeT YcecThCs PSAAOM

B npuBONbLHBIA IEHD.

Ho 6eckOHEeYHO CYaCTJIMB TOT,
KT0, OTBICKaB iBa MECTA,
MecTeuko psAfbILIKOM 3aiiMeET
C noppyro# wib HEBECTOH.

Cnsapuius, pyka ero jeria

3a Heil — Ha CIIMHKY CTYyJa,

IToToM eii iero o6HsNa,

A TaM Ha rpyAb CKOJIb3HYJIa
B TOT uynHbIH EHb.

¥Ycenace nmy6iuKa 4 XHET.

Hpu cyeTsl, HM myma.

Bot Ménu peys AepkaTh MAET,
YHBUIBIA U YTPIOMBIIA,
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Should Hornie, as in ancient days,
’Mang sons 0’ G—Present him,
The vera sight 0’ ******°s face,
To’s ain het hame had sent him
Wi’ fright that day.

XIII

Hear how he clears the points o’ Faith
Wi’ rattlin an’ thumpin!
Now meekly calm, now wild in wrath,
He’s stampan, an’ he’s jumpan!
His lengthen’d chin, his turn’d up snout,
His eldritch squeel an’ gestures,
O how they fire the heart devout,
Like cantharidian plaisters
On sic a day!

X1V

But hark! the tent has chang’d it’s voice;
There’s peace an’ rest nae langer;
For a’ the real judges rise,
They canna sit for anger.
*#*+#* gpens out his cauld harangues,
On practice and on morals;
An’ aff the godly pour in thrangs,
To gie the jars an’ barrels
A lift that day.

ot
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OH 1enbli Yyac yraeT Hac

JeCHHLEIO TOCTIOAHEIO.

CaM [bSIBOJI OT €r0 rpuMac

C6exaJ 6b1 B IPEUCTIONHIOIO
B cTonb rpo3HbIi ACHD.

Tonkyst Ham ofuH, Apyrou
U Tperuii Te3uC BEphI,

OH rHeBHO TONAET HOT'OH,
Bonnysich cBbILIE MEPBI.

PacnyTHuKa u ropaena

I'POMHT KypHOCBIH NacCThbIphb

M xKeT OTCTYIIHHKOB CEPALIA,

Kak camblii XXry4uii IiacTbipb,
B TOT CTpalHbIi IEHb.

Ho BoT BcTaloT cepAuTo ¢ MECT
3eMHbIE HalllK CyfbH.

M BnpsiMb, — KOMY HE HalOECT
Takoe cnoBobnyase!

Peus npousHocut Mucrep CMHT
Ho nrox 6naro4ecTussiii,
YKe He ciyuiast, CIEeLHT
K xonopnbiM 60ukaM nuBa
B croub XapKkuii ieHb...

5?\% ITepesood C. Mapwaxa.
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3 3
The Twa Dogs
“ A TALE

'T was in that place o’ Scotland’s isle,
That bears the name o’ auld king COIL,
Upon a bonie day in June,

When wearing thro’ the afternoon,
Twa Dogs, that were na thrang at hame,
Forgather’d ance upon a time.

The first I’ll name, they ca’d him Ceasar,
Was keepet for his Honor’s pleasure;
His hair, his size, his mouth, his lugs,
Show’d he was nane o’ Scotland’s dogs;
But whalpet some place far abroad,
Whare sailors gang to fish for Cod.

His locked, letter’d, braw brass-collar,
Show’d him the gentleman an’ scholar;
But tho’ he was o’ high degree,

The fient a pride na pride had he,

But wad hae spent an hour caressan,
Ev’n wi’ a Tinkler-gipsey’s messan:
At Kirk or Market, Mill or Smiddie,
Nae tawtied tyke, tho’ e’er sae duddie,
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[Be codaku

T'ne B namate Koiina-kopoas
30BeTcs HCCTapH 3eMII,

B 6e300mauHbli MIOHBCKHH [I€HB,
Korna co6akaMm nasite JieHb,
Couutich ogHaxAb! B yac focyra
JIBa noOphIx 1nca, IBa BEPHbIX fpyra.

Onun 6611 Lle3aps. TOT Nec

B ycann6e nopnaa ciyx6y Hec.

U mepcTs ¥ yuu BbigaBaiy,

Yro GbLI IOTIAHALIEM OH €[Ba JIH,
A npuBe3€H U3faneKa,

N3 Mmecr, re 10BUTCS Tpecka.

OH oTiMyancs pocToM, JiaeM

Or Bcex cobak, YTO MbI BCTpEYaeM.

OuieiiHUK UMEHHO, C 3aMKOM,
ITpoX0OXHUM rOBOPWII O TOM,

Yro Ile3aps ObLI BECbMa NOYTEHHBIM
M npocBeLIeHHBIM IXKEHTIIbLMEHOM.

OH pooBHT 6bL, CJIOBHO JIOPH,

Ho — k uepTy cnecs! — oH He 6b11 ropn
Y uenoBaTthcs Jie3 CO BCIKOM

JIoxmaToii rpsi3HO0 cO6aKoW,

Kakux Hemano y maTpoB

IIbiran — 6poAsTYUX MacTEPOB.

Y Ky3HMII, MENBHHI] U JIaBYOHOK,
Bcerpeyast mycrpbIx cOGa4OHOK,
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But he wad stan’t, as glad to see him,
An’ stroan’t on stanes an’ hillocks wi’ him.

The tither was a ploughman’s collie,
A rhyming, ranting, raving billie,
Wha for his friend an’ comrade had him,
And in his freaks had Luath ca’d him;
After some dog in Highlan Sang,
Was made lang syne, lord knows how lang.

He was a gash an’ faithfu’ tyke,
As ever lap a sheugh, or dyke!
His honest, sonsie, baws’nt face,
Ay gat him friends in ilka place;
His breast was white, his towzie back,
Weel clad wi’ coat o’ glossy black;
His gawsie tail, wi’ upward curl,
Hung owre his hurdies wi’ a swirl.

Nae doubt but they were fain o’ ither,
An’ unco pack an’ thick the gither;
Wi’ social nose whyles snuff’d an’ snowcket;
Whyles mice an’ modewurks they howcket;
Whyles scour’d awa in lang excursion,
An’ worry’d ither in diversion;
Untill wi’ daffin weary grown,
Upon a knowe they sat them down,
An’ there began a lang digression
About the lords o’ the creation.
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BceTynai oH ¢ HUMM B pa3roBop,
Mouwics ¢ HUMH Ha 3a60p.

A mec apyroit 6611 CENbCKHI KOJUIH,
Becenblil noMa, LIYMHBIA B TOJIE,
ToBapwu naxaps 4 Apyr

W camplit npefaHHbIi U3 CIYT.

Ero xo3s1H — pe3BbIi Malbli,
Yynak, pucdmay, 3aTEHHUK MIATbIH —
Pemun — KTO 3HaeT, noyemy! —
IIprCBOMTB KOJIIM CBOEMY
IIpo3BaHbe «JIoaT». Ms 3TO

Hocun kakoi-To mec, BOCHETHIN

B opHoOI 13 nieceH uib Gannap

Tax MHOrO JieT TOMy Ha3afl.

Bb1a a10T JIt6ar BceM 1o HpaBy.
B nuxoM nphIxXKe yepe3 KaHaBy
He ycrynan nro6omy ncy.
ITonockoit Genoit Ha HOCY
CaMoii TpUPOIOIO OTMEYEH,

OH 6b111 fOBEpUMB U GecneyeH.

YepHa cniuHa ero Oblna,

A rpynpb, KaK nepBbli cHer, Gena.

Y nbIIHBIA XBOCT, GnecTsL Ui, YEPHbIH,
Konbuom 3akpydeH GbLT 3aA0pHO.

Kak 6parbs, XXIIH 3TH ICHL
OHu B cBOGOAHbIE Yachl
MBbI1eit, KpOTOB JIOBWIH B NOJIE,
Pe3Buinuch, 6eraiu Ha Boje

U, 3aBepiuuB CBO¥ NONTHIA YT,
IIpucaxxuBanuch OTHOXHYTh

B TeHu BeTBEl Haji KOCOrOPOM.
YT1o6bI pa3BieybCsi pa3rOBOPOM.
A pa3roBop OHH BEJH

O nropsx — 0 Hapsx 3eMIH.
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CEASAR

I’ve aften wonder’d, honest Luath,
What sort o’ life poor dogs like you have;
An’ when the gentry’s life I saw,

What way poor bodies liv’d ava.

Our Laird gets in his racked rents,
His coals, his kane, an’ a’ his stents;
He rises when he likes himsel;
His flunkies answer at the bell;
He ca’s his coach; he ca’s his horse;
He draws a bonie, silken purse
As lang’s my tail, whare thro’ the steeks,
The yellow, letter’d Geordie keeks.

Frae mom to een it’s nought but toiling,
At baking, roasting, frying, boiling:
An’ tho’ the gentry first are steghan,
Yet ev'n the ha’ folk fill their peghan
Wi’ sauce, ragouts, an’ sic like trashtrie,
That’s little short o’ downright wastrie.
Our Whipper-in, wee, blastiet wonner,
Poor, worthless elf, it eats a dinner,
Better than ony Tenant-man
His Honor has in a’ the lan’:
An’ what poor Cot-folk pit their painch in,
I own it’s past my comprehension.—
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Lle3apb

Moii yectHblit JIroaT! BepHO, TSXKKHUH
Ynen moctajcsi BaM, GEIHSXKK U,

51 3Ha10 TONBKO BBICIIUHA KPYT,
KoTopomy XunbLpl jJaqyr

JOJIKHBI IUIaTUTH 3a 3€MJIIO NTULIEH,
Yriem, U IEePCTbIO, U MIIEHULIEH.

Hau yiopp xuBeT He no yacaw,

Bceraer, korjga 3axo4er cam.

OTKpbIB I1a3a, 3BOHUT JIAKEIO,

U ror 6exur, crubas 1mero.

ITorom Kapety nopx 30BET —

M koHBb ¢ KapeToy y BOpOT.

YXxonut J0pA, MOHETHI Npsiua

B xouenb, [IMHHEN, YeM XBOCT COOaYHii,
U cMOTpHT € KaxXAO! U3 MOHET

I'e6pra Tperbero noprper.

1o HOuM MoBap Halll XJIONOYET,
Ileuer u >xapuT, BApHUT, MOYHT,
CnepBa nonoT4yeTr rocnof,
IToToM u cayram paspaeT

Cynbl, XapKiie ¥ BapeHbsl, —
Yro Hu 06efi, TO pa3opeHbe!

He Tonbko nepBoro cnyry

3neck KOpMSAT COyCOM, pary,

Ho u nocnegHuit foe3xayuu,
TuienyHsIi mWyT, XXUBET 60raye,
YeMm TOT, KTO B NOJIE BORMT ILIYT,
A 4TO efsiT XKWIbIbI JTJa4YyT, —
ITpu BceM MoeM BOOOpaxKEHbe

51 He UMero NpefCTaBiIeHbs !
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LUATH

Trowth, Ceasar, whyles they’re fash’d eneugh,;
A Cotter howckan in a sheugh,
Wi’ dirty stanes biggan a dyke,
Bairan a quarry, an’ sic like,
Himsel, a wife, he thus sustains,
A smytrie o’ wee, duddie weans,
An’ nought but his han’-daurk, to keep
Them right an’ tight in thack an’ raep.

An’ when they meet wi’ sair disasters,
Like loss o’ health, or want o’ masters,
Ye maist wad think, a wee touch langer,
An’ they maun starve o’ cauld an’ hunger:
But how it comes, I never kent yet,
They’re maistly wonderfu’ contented;
An’ buirdly chiels, an’ clever hizzies,
Are bred in sic a way as this is.

CEASAR

But then, to see how ye’re negleket,
How huff’d, an’ cuff’d, an’ disrespeket!
L—d man, our gentry care as little
For delvers, ditchers, an’ sic cattle;
They gang as saucy by poor folk,

As 1 wad by a stinkan brock.
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JIroat

AXx, e3aps, 51 y Tex XuBYy,

KTO 1HM MpOBOAUT B IPSI3HOM PBY,
Komnaercs B 3emiie U B IimHe

Ha MocToBOii 1 Ha IIOTHHE,

KT0 oT 3apu 10 nepBbIX 3BE3]
Jpo6uT GyJIBIXKHHK, CTPOHT MOCT,
Y106 npokopMHUThH ceOsl, XO3ANUKY
Ja ManblLIei JOXMaTbIX CTadKy.

IToka paGOTHHK XMB-3[JOPOB,
Ecrtb y pe6sT 1 X11€6 M KpOB,

Ho ecnn B HMIIIEHCKHIA IPHIOT
ITonyac 6one3nu 3a6penyT,
IIpuper mopa HeypoxaeB

Wb He HalfeT GeHAK X035€B, —
Hyxna, Henyru, xonona

CeMbI0 pacceroT HaBCernaa...

A Bce X, IOKa He IpsiHeT Oyps,
OH# xuBYyT, OpOBeil HE XMYpS.

U nornsguine, — B KOHIE KOHILIOB
HemMano craTHbIx MOJIOAIOB

M npexopoleHbKHUX HOAPYXEK
BbIXOAHMT U3 TaKHX JIa4yXKeEK.

Ilesaps

Onnako, JIroaT, Bbl XXHBETE

B o6upe, B HULIETE, B 3260Te.

A Bany 6efbl 3aMe4aTh

He xouer yonopHasi 3HaTb.

Bce 3T s0pAkI Ha XOJIONOB —
Ha 3emnepo60B, 3eMJIEKOIIOB —
I'napaT ¢ npe3peHbeM, CBbICOKa,
Kak Mbi ¢ TO60# Ha Gapcyka!
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I’ve notic’d, on our Laird’s court-day,
An’ mony a time my heart’s been wae,
Poor tenant-bodies, scant o’ cash,
How they maun thole a factor’s snash;
He’ll stamp an’ threaten, curse an’ swear, -
He'll apprehend them, poind their gear,
While they maun stand, wi’ aspect humble,
An’ hear it 2’, an’ fear an’ tremble!

I see how folk live that hae riches,
But surely poor-folk maun be wretches!

LUATH

They’re no sae wretched’s ane wad think;
Tho’ constantly on poortith’s brink,
They’re sae accustom’d wi’ the sight,
The view o’t gies them little fright.

Then chance an’ fortune are sae guided,
They’re ay in less or mair provided;
An’ tho’ fatigu’d wi’ close employment,
A blink o’ rest’s a sweet enjoyment.

The dearest comfort o’ their lives,
Their grushie weans, an’ faithfu’ wives;
The prattling things are just their pride,
That sweetens a’ their fire-side.

An’ whyles, twalpennie-worth o’ nappy
Can mak the bodies unco happy;
They lay aside their private cares,
To mind the Kirk an’ State affairs;
They’ll talk o’ patronage an’ priests,
Wi’ kindling fury i’ their breasts,
Or tell what new taxation’s comin,
An’ ferlie at the folk in LON’ON.
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He pa3, He gBa 51 Bunen noma,

Kak ynpaBurens B ieHb IpHEMa
Bcerpevaer Tex, KTO B TOYHBIA CPOK
3a 3eMJII0 YIJIaTHTb HE MOT.
I'pO3UT OTHATBL Y HUX MOXKHUTKH,

A ux caMuX pasfieTb A0 HUTKH.
Horamu Tonaer, Kpuyur,

A OefHbII TEPIUT U MOJTYUT.

OH c ManbIX JIET IPUBBIK GOSATHCS
MouleHHHKa U TYHesI[ua. ..

He 3HaeT cyacTbsl HMILMI JIIOA.
Ero ynen — Hy>ma u Tpyn!

JIroat

Her, HecMOTpst Ha Bce HamacTH,

U GepHsIKy 3HAaKOMO CYacCThe.

3HaBaJ OH rosof 1 MOpo3 —

M He 6ourcs UX yrpos.

OH He nyraeTcst COCeACTBa

Hyxnb1, 3HaKOMOIi C MaJIONIETCTBA.
Borarbiit, 6eqHbIi, CTapblil, IOHbIA —
Bce xnyT nogapka oT OpTyHBI.

A KTO paboTail CBbILIE CHII,

Tem 6€3 nogapka OTABIX MHJI.

Her ny4iueit pagoct Ha CBETe,
Yem cBOH ouar, xKeHa H JIeTH,
MainoToK pe3BbIX 6OJITOBHS

B cBoGOnHbIH Beyep y OrHsl.

A KpY3XKa NIeHCOBasi C TMBOM
JIxo60ro cpenaeT C4acTMBbIM.
3a6bIB HY XAy Ha IISITh MUHYT,
Beceny GegHsiku BeQyT

O cynbbax LEepKBH U iepKaBbl
U cypsr N10HOOHCKHE HPaBbI.
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As bleak-fac’d Hallowmass returns,
They get the jovial, rantan Kirns,
When rural life, of ev'ry station,
Unite in common recreation;
Love blinks, Wit slaps, an’ social Mirth
Forgets there’s care upo’ the earth.

That merry day the year begins,
They bar the door on frosty win’s;
The nappy reeks wi’ mantling ream,
An’ sheds a heart-inspiring steam;
The luntan pipe, an’ sneeshin mill,
Are handed round wi’ right guid will;
The cantie, auld folks, crackan crouse,
The young anes rantan thro’ the house—
My heart has been sae fain to see them,
That I for joy hae barket wi’ them.

Still it’s owre true that ye hae said,
Sic game is now owre aften pay’d;
There’s monie a creditable stock
O’ decent, honest, fawsont folk,
Are riven out baith root an’ branch,
Some rascal’s pridefu’ greed to quench,
Wha thinks to knit himsel the faster
In favor wi’ some gentle Master,
Wha, aiblins, thrang a parliamentin,
For Britain’s guid his saul indentin—

CEASAR

Haith lad, ye little ken about it;
For Britain’s guid! guid faith! I doubt it.
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A CKOJILKO pajffoCTell IIPOCThIX

B ocennmii npa3sAHHUK BCEX CBATHIX!
Tak MHOTO B ropojax u cejax
3areii HEBUHHBIX H BECENbIX.
Jliopeit B 11060# U3 AepeBEHD
PonHuT Becenbe B 3TOT iEHD.
JIxo60Bb MMraeT, yM HIpaeT,

A cMex 3a60TbI pa3roHseT.

Kak Hu HyxnaeTcs Hapof,

A Hossi#i rog ects HoBb1ii ro.
ITbunaer yranb. Db MATEXHbIH
Kny6urcst neHoi 6e10CHeXHOM.
OTlpl YCARYTCH KPYKKOM

M yunHO TPyOKY € TabakoM
Ilepenarot ofnuH Apyromy.

A FOHOCTb HOCHTCS TIO IOMY.

51 ot Hee HE OTCTal0

U naro, — Tak cka3aTh, IOIO.

Ho, BrpoueM, npaB U Thl OTYACTH.
Hepenko miyT, BOGHBILKCH BJIACTH,
PseT, kak noGeru COpHIKOB

W3 no4Bkl, ceMbH GEHSKOB,
Crpemsich MpUOaBHTH PO K IOXOAY,
A Gosnee Bcero — B yrofy

Oco6e 3HaTHOH, YTOOBI C HEMH

Ce0d cBSI3aTh €lUE TECHEM.

A 3HaTHBI JIOPA HIET B apJIaMEeHT
W, nposiBnsis TEMIIEPAMEHT,
Knsnercst — HCKpeHHe BIOJHE —
City>XMTh HapORy M CTpaHe.

Lle3apsp

Cayxuts cTpaHe?.. AX Tbl, JBOPHSDKKa!
ThI Mano 3Haewlb CBET, OegHIKKA.
B nmanate fOCTOYTHMBIH C3p
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Say rather, gaun as PREMIERS lead him,
An’ saying aye or no ’s they bid him:

At Operas an’ Plays parading,
Mortgaging, gambling, masquerading:

Or maybe, in a frolic daft,

To HAGUE or CALAIS takes a waft,

To make a tour an’ take a whirl,

To leam bon ton an’ see the worl’.

There, at VIENNA or VERSAILLES,
He rives his father’s auld entails;
Or by MADRID he takes the rout,
To thrum guittarres an’ fecht wi’ nowt;
Or down Italian Vista startles,
Wh—re-hunting amang groves o’ myrtles:
Then bowses drumlie German-water,
To make himsel look fair an’ fatter,
An’ clear the consequential sorrows,
Love-gifts of Carnival Signioras.
For Britain’s guid! for her destruction!
Wi’ dissipation, feud an’ faction!

LUATH

Hech man! dear sirs! is that the gate,
They waste sae mony a braw estate!
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IToBTOpPHT, YTO BETUT NPEMBEP.
OTBETHT «Aa» WIb CKAXKET KHET»,
Kak noxenaeT KaGHHET.

3aro oH GyneTr BeyepaMu

BnucraTe 4 B onepe u B ipame,

Ha ckaukax, B kiry6e, B Mackapafe,
A TO BO3BMET M CKYKH pajiu

Ha 6bicTpoxpnuioM Kopabie
Maxuer B I'aary u B Kane,

YT106BI pa3BileysCs 3a rPaHHUIEH,
IToBecenuThCs, NOKPYKHTHCA

Jla M3y4HuTh, YBH/IEB CBET,
Xopouuii TOH ¥ 3THKET.

Pactparut B Bene u Bepcane
ODyHTBI, 4TO ACABI HAXKHBAJIH,
3arnsHer no myTd B Manpug,
U Ha rurape no6peHYHT,

a nomo6yeTcss KapTHHOR
BoeB ucnaHIeB CO CKOTHHOM.

Heanonp GbICTpO Orisfes,

JloBUTL OH GyflET CMYTJIBIX [EB.

A nociie Ha HeMEIKHX BOJIax

B THIIHY YCTPOMTCS Ha OTABIX

ITpen TeM, KaKk BHOBb ITyCTHTLCS B MYTh,
Y106 cBEeXXMi BHA ce6€ BEPHYTh

Jda CMbITL HECKPOMHBIH Clief], KOTOPbIX
OcTaBiieH CMYTJIOI0 CHHBOPOH. ..

CrpaHe oH ciyxur?.. Yo 3a B3nop!
Hecer on popune no3op,

Pa3Bpart, pa3iop ¥ YHHXKEHbBE.

BoT kakoBO €ro ciyxeHbe!

JIroar

51 BuXy, 3TH rocnoja
PactpaTar ckopo 6e3 ciena
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Are we sae foughten an’ harass’d
For gear to gang that gate at last!

O would they stay aback frae courts,
An’ please themsels wi” countra sports,
It wad for ev’ry ane be better,
The Laird, the Tenant, an’ the Cotter!
For thae frank, rantan, ramblan billies,
Fient haet o’ them ’s ilfhearted fellows;
Exocpt for breakin o’ their timmer,
Or speakin fightly o’ their Limmer;
Or shootin of a hare or moorcock,
The ne’er-a-bit they're ill to poor folk.

But will ye tell me, master Ceasar,
Sure great folk’s life’s a life o’ pleasure?
Nae cauld nor bunger ¢’er can steer them,
The vera thought 0t need na fear them.

CEASAR

L—d mam, were ye but whyles where 1 am,
The gentles ye wad ne’er eavy them!

It’s true, they noedna starve or sweat,
Thro’ Winter’s cauld, or Summer’s heat;
They ve nac sair-wark to craze their bames,
An’ fill auld-age Wi’ grips am’ grames:



125 W CTUXOTEOpeHIts th NECHI

Ceo#t nons, CBOH NyOpaBki...

Flopoit 1 Hac MyTHT IYKaBblil.

— 39X, 4epT BO3bMEI! — BHYMIACT YEPT. —
Floxure Ob! Tak, Kak 3TOT JOpR!..

Ho, He3apb, ecnu 6 Bama 3HaTh
Boina cornacia NpOMEHSTL

M nBop & CBET € €ro OTpaBoi
Ha mup B cenncxue 3a6aBbl, —
Mornu BpoXHTL Obl KOe-Kak

¥i nopn, 1 peprep, 1 GaTpak.

He 3saemb Thl BPOCTOFO INOAA.
Or OpaM It YECTEH, XOTh C IPHIYROM.
Kakoro uepra roBOpSr,

Y10 o ¥ 301 1 RIYTOBaT!

Hy, cpybur B pome fiepeano,
Hy, ckaxeT numimee CIOBIO
Hine B2 mo noBOXY 323RO0LE
OnHoli cugTensROE 0COOhE.
Hy, npuseceT K 06€ny Huib,
Komb ymanocs ee HacTu3b,
[lopcTpenuT 3aiima Ha OXOTe
Hnp KypomaTky Ha 6omore.

Ho wecTEbIM NIOFIM HMKOINA
He mpususseT ok BpeRa.

Teneps craxkm: TBO# BLICIILGE CBET
Brionie it caacrnms Wt Her?

Hesaps

Her, 6paren, moXnBa B HaIaTax —
Muoe ckaxemns © 6oraTbix!

He crpaineH Xonop, v 3uMoH,

W HE TOMHT BX NETHUHE 3HOL,

M senmocunsias padota
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But human-bodies are sic fools,

For a’ their Colledges an’ Schools.
That when nae real ills perplex them,
They mak enow themsels to vex them;
An’ ay the less they hae to sturt them,
In like proportion, less will hurt them.

A country fellow at the pleugh,
His acre’s till’d, he’s right eneugh:
A country girl at her wheel,
Her dizzen’s done, she’s unco weel;
But Gentlemen, an’ Ladies warst,
Wi’ ev’n down want o’ wark they’re curst.
They loiter, lounging, lank an’ lazy;
Tho’ deil-haet ails them, yet uneasy;
Their days, insipid, dull an’ tasteless,
Their nights, unquiet, lang an’ restless.

An’ ev'n their sports, their balls an’ races,
Their galloping thro’ public places,
There’s sic parade, sic pomp an’ art,
The joy can scarcely reach the heart.

The Men cast out in party-matches,
Then sowther a’ in deep debauches.
Ae night, they’re mad wi’ drink an’ wh—ring,
Niest day their life is past enduring.

The Ladies arm-in-arm in clusters,
As great an’ gracious a’ as sisters;
But hear their absent thoughts o’ ither,
They’re a’ run-deils an’ jads the gither.
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He usnypsier ux o 10Ta,,
U cbIpoCTh m1aXT WJIM KaHaB
He rioxet kaxpbIii ux CycTas.

Ho Tak yx 4enoBek YCTPOeH:

OH H B IOKOE HECIIOKOEH.

I'me HeT nevyane# u 3a60T,

OH cam Geny ce6e HaHper.
KpecrbsHckuit mapeHsb BCnalueT noje —
U otnoxHer cebe Ha BoJIE.

IleBYoHKa pafia, €l B CPOK
3a npsuIKO# BBINOJIHHUT YPOK.
Ho nropu u3bpaHHoOro Kpyra
He Tepnar tuxoro gocyra.

TOMMT HX HEMOYb, BAJIOCTb, JIEHD.
BecuseTHbIM KaXeTCs UM JI€Hb,

A HOYb — TOMHTENILHOM U JJIMHHOM,
XOTb A1 TPEBOTH HET NIPUYMHBI.

He Becenur ux cBeTckui 6au,
Hu mackapay, Hu KapHaBal,

Hu ckauka GeleHbIM rajionoM
ITo nropHBIM yIHIaM M TPOMAaM...
Bce Hanoka3s, 4To0 BHjIeN CBET,
A 1uis pyuy otpapsl Her!

KTO npourpan B TYypHHpE napTHH,
Haxogut BKyC B ApyroM a3apte —
B HOYHOI pa3Hy3AaHHO# Iyib6e.
A nHeM MM BceM He 1o cebe.

A Hamu nepu!.. COUBLIKCH B KYy4KY,
OHH, ApYT APYXKKY B3sIB O] PY4KY,
BenyT nyieBHbIH pa3roBop...
IIpHHATHL HX MOXHO 3a CECTep.
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Whyles, owre the wee bit cup an’ platie,
They sip the scandal-potion pretty;

Or lee-lang nights, wi’ crabbet leuks,
Pore owre the devil’s pictur’d beuks;
Stake on a chance a farmer’s stackyard,
An’ cheat like ony unhang’d blackguard.

There’s some exceptions, man an’ woman;
But this is Gentry’s life in common.

By this, the sun was out o’ sight,
An’ darker gloamin brought the night:
The bum-clock humm’d wi’ lazy drone,
The kye stood rowtan i’ the loan;
When up they gat, an’ shook their lugs,
Rejoic’d they were na men but dogs;
An’ each took off his several way,
Resolv’d to meet some ither day.

o> 2
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Ho 3T Munibie 0coObI

ITonHb! TakOX B3aUMHOM 3JI00BI,
Yo, ecnu 6 BbICKa3aJIMCh BCIyX,
3aTMUThL MOTIJIM YePTEH M LIUTIOX.

3a yailHOW Yalleykoi B TOCTHHOM
OHH IJIOTAIOT S 3MEHHBIN.

IToToM, yceBIIKCh 32 CTOMbI,

HrparoT 0 paCCBETHO! MIJIbI

B KapTHLIKH — B YEPTOBbI KAPTHHKH.
IlnyTyror Haryo, Kak Ha pbIHKE,

Ha xapTy cTaBsT BECh JOXOJ
KpectpsaauHa 3a Henbii rop,

YT1o6bI CIIyCTUTH B OHO MIHOBEHLE...

BrIBaloT, npaBfa, HCKIIOYEHbS —
Be3 uckiloYeHHi paBWI HeT, —
Ho Tak ycTpoeH Bbicuimii CBET...

JlaBHO yX COJIHIIE CKPBUIOCH POYb,
ITpyiia 3a cyMepKaMu HOYb...
Mpbryanu Ha Jyry KOpOBbI,

M xykK rypen crpyHoi 6acoBoi,

U Bbiien Mecsi B Hebeca,

Korpa npoctunucs o6a mca.

Yinamu JIHHHBIMH TPSIXHYJIH,
XBOCTaMH JIpYKECKH MaxHYJIH,
IIponasiB: — CiaBHO, YePT BO3bMH,
YTto Gor He co3iaa Hac JIonbMH!

N, notpenas OfMH APYroro,
Pemwin noBCTpeyarsCcs CHOBA.

Ilepegod C. Mapw.axa.

ey
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% % The Cotter’s Saturday Night
Inscribed to R. A****, Esq.

Let not Ambition mock their useful toil,
Their homely joys, and destiny obscure;
Nor Grandeur hear, with a disdainful smile,
The short and simple annals of the Poor.

1 Gray.

My lov’d, my honor’d, much respected friend,

No mercenary Bard his homage pays;
With honest pride, I scorn each selfish end,

My dearest meed, a friend’s esteem and praise:
To you I sing, in simple Scottish lays,

The lowly train in life’s sequester’d scene;
The native feelings strong, the guileless ways,

What A**** in a Cottage would have been;
Ah! tho’ his worth unknown, far happier there I ween!

11
November chill blaws loud wi’ angry sugh;
The short’ning winter-day is near a close;
The miry beasts retreating frae the pleugh;
The black’ning trains o’ craws to their repose:
The toil-worn COTTER frae his labor goes,
This night his weekly moil is at an end,
Collects his spades, his mattocks and his hoes,
Hoping the morn in ease and rest to spend,
And weary, o’er the muir, his course does hameward bend.

II1
At length his lonely Cot appears in view,
Beneath the shelter of an aged tree;
Th’ expectant wee-things, toddlan, stacher thro’
To meet their Dad, wi’ flichterin noise and glee.
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EWR
Cy00oTHmII Beuep
NOCeIAHHHA

Hos6pbckasi cepauTO BOET BbIOTA,
KopoTkuit 3uMHMI leHb CMEHWICH THMOM.
BoJbl B rpsi3u OTHPSIXKEHBI OT ILTyra.
JleTAT BOPOHBH CTau Ha MOKOM.
KpectbsiHuH, mpopa6oTaB A€Hb-AEHbCKOH,
KonyaeT Bcro HefenbHy10 paborTy.
Co6paJt MOTBIKY C 3aCTyIOM, C KHPKOH...
Hasasrpa otabix: ¢ ned fonoit 3a60Ty.
Ycranblif, OH AOMO# maraeT no 60JoTy.

BoT opHOK M BHEH YK IIPHIOT,

YKpBIT HaJIeXKHO JIMNOM BEKOBOIO...

K oty HaBcTpedy Manbiiy 6eryT

IITyMnuBOIO ¥ paffoCTHOM I'ypb6OI0.

BnecTuT NpUBETHBIA OrOHEK 3BE3/10IO0...

Ouar yIoTHbIi, JOOPbIN CMEX XKEHBI,

ChIHMILIKA MJIQILIKHA C IETCKOH OOJITOBHEIO, —

H Bce 3a00ThI pa3oM CMETEHBI:

Y CTanoCTh, TAXKHA TPYA — UCYE3NIH, TOYHO CHBI.
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His wee-bit ingle, blinkan bonilie,

His clean hearth-stane, his thrifty Wifie's smaile,
The lisping infant, prattling on his knee,

Docs a” his weary kiaugh and care beguile,
And makes him quite forget his labor and his toil.

v

Belyve, the elder bairns come drapping in,
At Service out, amang the Farmers roun’;
Some ca’ the pleugh, some herd, some tentic rin
A cannie errand to a2 neebor toun:
Their eldest hope, their Jenny, woman-grown,
In youthfu” bloom, Love sparkling in her e’e,
Comes hame, perhaps to show a braw new gown,
Or deposite her sair-won penny-fee,
To help her Parents dear, if they in hardship be.

\Y

With joy unfeign’d, brothers and sisters meet,
And each for other’s weelfare kindly spiers:
The social hours, swift-wing’d, unnotic’d, fleet;
Each tells the uncos that he sees or hears.
The Parents partial eye their hopeful years;
Abnticipation forward points the view;
The Mother wi’ her needle and her sheers
Gars auld claes look amaist as weel’s the new;
The Father mixes a’, wi’ admonition due.

VI

Their Master’s and their Mistress’s command,

The youngkers a’ are warned to obey;
And mind their labors wi’ an eydent hand,

And ne’er, tho’ out o’ sight, to jauk or play:
‘And O! be sure to fear the LORD alway!

‘And mind your duty, duely, morn and night!
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TyT Crapzise BHOAXORAT APYT 32 FPYroM:

C oxpecranix depa, w3 Smxmero cena.

Boe — B mIOREX: KTO OPH CTARE, KTO 3a IIYTOM,

A KTO CIPAaBIRET B T'OPOAKE AENA.

Bor [Ix3, ceMb¥ HaTeXAa: Kak vuana'..

C yns16xoil BEXHOI, C 10HOIH KPacoTOI0:

JoMoii 0DHOBKY IOKA3ATH MPHUILAA

Ynms HOjEHETHCH NENTO# TPYHAOBOIO,

Kons 38 5em-an0yfs HyXRa, C 0oMbeiH CBOCH POIHOIO.

Ortpapra BCIpEIa GpaThLes B OoCTep.
CupanasoTCcE C MI0D0BHIO APYT O APYXEKE,
K10 970 BEpaN, 3aBOIAT Pa3TOBOP:

M BeC2RO KETAT 92061 B HATYKKE.
Popurencil He HArRAEHETCH B30P...

O GymymeM rajaiT BTHXOMONKY.

Mats K3 CTaphsl MEET 328030 Y6op,

He Boimyckas #H B Ml BTORKY,

Oven BHIMATENCH K BEOEROMY HX TONKY.

BcraBRsET MYEpLIE CBO# COBET HOPOiL:
Xo3%es CHYHIATH, TSCTHO fERATH AERO,

He yBECKATLCH HHIHCTBOM B HIPOIL,

Pabotam Tak, I700 BOZ B PYyKax KHIEHO.

O!.. ! 5a 6ora ymosars BOCIKCRO,

Ceoii BOMHETS JORT, CBEPII2A SHD 3260T,
Yrobn! B C0DRAIH RE BIANH AyX H TS0,
IpocaTs ero 3aMMTGLI B MESEPOT.

— K70 mmeT K 801y myTh, BOSTHA £T0 HAALT.

Ho sppyr THXOHEKO B BEPH CIVKHYA KTO-TO...
K10 noctysan, m3secrH#o [Ix38 ognoi:
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‘Lest in temptation’s path ye gang astray,
‘Implore His counsel and assisting might:
‘They never sought in vain, that sought the LORD aright.’

VII

But hark! a rap comes gently to the door;
Jenny, wha kens the meaning o’ the same,
Tells how a neebor lad came o’er the muir,
To do some errands, and convoy her hame.
The wily Mother sees the conscious flame
Sparkle in Jenny’s e’e, and flush her cheek,
With heart-struck, anxious care enquired his name,
While Jenny hafflins is afraid to speak;
Weel-pleas’d the Mother hears, it’s nae wild, worthless
Rake.

VIII

With kindly welcome, Jenny brings him ben;

A strappan youth, he takes the Mother’s eye;
Blythe Jenny sees the visit’s no ill-taen;

The Father cracks of horses, pleughs and key.
The youngster’s artless heart o’erflQws wi’ joy,

But blate and laithfu’, scarce can weel behave;
The Mother, wi’ a woman’s wiles, can spy

What makes the youth, sae bashfu’ and sae grave;
Weel-pleas’d to think her bairn’s respected like the lave.

IX

O happy love! where love like this is found!

O heart-felt raptures! bliss beyond compare!
I’ve paced much this weary, mortal round,

And sage EXPERIENCE bids me this declare—
‘If Heaven a draught of heavenly pleasure spare,

‘One cordial in this melancholly Vale,
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— Cocen, Mo, ¢ HElO 1IeN Yepe3 6ooTo...
Ee npoBoguT, KCTaTH, OH AOMOM.

Ox, II¢3H, HE CKPBITh OT MaTEpH PORHOMN
CusiHbe a3, NpefaTeJIbCKMi pyMsiHel!..

C 3a60TOH MaTh NBITAET, KTO TaKOH,

U papa 3HaTh, YTO NapeHb HE U3 NbSHHII,
CreneHHbIH YeJI0BEK, He HULUIA 060pBaHeL.

C npuBeToM JIXeHHH BBOUT rOCTS B IOM.
Ha cnaBy mapens! JIX3H B AylLue JIUKYeT.
PonHBIM 1O CepALy: TaK XOPOLI MPHEM.
Orer 0 nalHe, 0 CKOTE TONKYET...

T'ocTs ¢ pagocTy HOr MOA co6GOM HeE YyerT,
Ho opo6en, cMylIeH: HE CTaTh, HH CECTh.
Martsb noHsi1a, 4TO IOHOLIY BOJIHYET,

M anst Hee oTpafia B MBICIH €CTb,

Yro feTHILY e HE XyXKe NPOYHX YECTb.

JIr060Bb! BCIO XXH3Hb Thl O3apsellh CBETOM!
YTo pafocTHEH, YeM cepAla IOHbIN mbL?..
Bpopnut s RONro B CKy4HOM MHPE 3TOM

WM HakoHel NPU3HATLCS JOJDKEH ObLI:

Y106 MHp nedalbHbIi He GbII TaK YHbLI,
TBopel HaM fgajl MHpP CYacTbsl ObICTPOTEYHbIH,
Korna yera B pa3rape IOHbIX CHII

Jpyr npyry memyer cka3Ky CTpacTH BEYHOM...

M cnapkuil apoMaT CTPYUT TEPHOBHHK MJIEUHbIN.

Haiigercs b KTO-HUOYAL Cpeny IOAEH,
YT06 6€3 momage! ¥ 6€3 yrpuI3eHUH,
I'nyxoii K 1106BM U K MCTHHE 3JI0f€EH,
Cepneuko coGna3Hun HeBUHHOM JIkeHHHU?
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¢ *Tis when a youthful, loving, modest Pair,
‘In other’s arms, breathe out the tender tale,
‘Beneath the milk-white thorn that scents the ev’'ning gale.’

X

Is there, in human-form, that bears a heart—
A wretch! a villain! lost to love and truth!
That can, with studied, sly, ensnaring art,
Betray sweet Jenny’s unsuspecting youth?
Curse on his perjur’d arts! dissembling smoothe!
Are Honor, Virtue, Conscience, all exil’d?
Is there no Pity, no relenting Ruth,
Points to the Parents fondling o’er their Child?
Then paints the ruin’d Maid, and their distraction wild!

XI

But now the Supper crowns their simple board,

The healsome Porritch, chief of SCOTIA’s food:
The soupe their only Hawkie does afford,

That ’yont the hallan snugly chows her cood:
The Dame brings forth, in complimental mood,

To grace the lad, her weel-hain’d kebbuck, fell;
And aft he’s prest, and aft he ca’s it guid;

The frugal Wifie, garrulous, will tell,
How ’twas a townmond auld, sin’ Lint was i’ the bell.

XII

The chearfu’ Supper done, wi’ serious face,
They, round the ingle, form a circle wide;
The Sire turns o’er, with patriarchal grace,
The big ha’-Bible, ance his Father’s pride:
His bonnet rev’rently is laid aside,
His lyart haffets wearing thin and bare;
Those strains that once did sweet in ZION glide,
He wales a portion with judicious care;
And let us worship GOD!’ he says with solemn air.
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IIpokisATbe KO3HAM aiCKHX YXHIIPEHHI.
Wnb yecTh 4 COBECTh B HEM HANTH HEJb35?
Wnu cyap6a He 3HaeT COXaJIeHHI,

Yr1o6bl POAHBIX MPERYNPERMUTH, IPO3s,
Kak JIxxenHu ux Giu3ka norubenu cress?..

Ho BOT H y>XMH: CKPOMHBIH, HO 3[JOPOBBIIi:

Tyt xama — Beei Illornanpuu omwor,

IToxne6ka OT EAMHCTBEHHON KOPOBBI,

Kyiolei MMPHO XBa4Ky y BOPOT.
Pa3noOpuBiKCh, X035¥iKa IOfaeT

B uecTb rocTs cblp, XpaHHUBILMIACS JTI0G0BHO.
HeBonuT Kyimarh: O4€Hb XBaJIUT TOT;

OnHa xe coo61aeT MHOTOCJIOBHO,

YTo cBapeH ChIp, Kak JieH 3auBeJ, rog GyAeT poBHO.

IToKOHYEH yKHH; CMEX M FOBOp CTHX.

CapsiTcst BCce B KPYKOK, O4ar MbLIaeT...

Tyt 616110 — 3aBET OTLOB CBOMX —

Kak matpuapx, X035MH BbIHUMAET.

OH roJjioBy C IOYTEHLEM OOHaXKaeT

(/To6 y BHCKOB yX TOXe OGHaXeH)

UM TinaTesibHO NCaJOM OH BbIOMpaeT,
KoropomMy BHuMan euie CHOH:

— Tenepb NOMOJIMMCS, — NMPOBO3IJIALLIAET OH.
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XIII

They chant their artless notes in simple guise;

They tune their hearts, by far the noblest aim:
Perhaps Dundee’s wild-warbling measures rise,

Or plaintive Martyrs, worthy of the name;
Or noble Elgin beets the heaven-ward flame,

The sweetest far of SCOTIA’s holy lays:
Compar’d with these, Italian trills are tame;

The tickl’d ears no heart-felt raptures raise;
Nae unison hae they, with our CREATOR’s praise.

X1V

The priest-like Father reads the sacred page,

How Abram was the Friend of GOD on high;
Or, Moses bade eternal warfare wage,

With Amalek’s ungracious progeny;
Or how the royal Bard did groaning lye,

Beneath the stroke of Heaven’s avenging ire;
Or Job’s pathetic plaint, and wailing cry;

Or rapt Isiah’s wild, seraphic fire;
Or other Holy Seers that tune the sacred lyre.

XV

Perhaps the Christian Volume is the theme;
How guiltless blood for guilty man was shed;
How HE, who bore in Heaven the second name,
Had not on Earth whereon to lay His head;
How His first followers and servants sped;
The Precepts sage they wrote to many a land:
How he, who lone in Patmos, banished,
Saw in the sun a mighty angel stand;
And heard great Bab’lon’s doom pronounc’d by Heaven’s
command.
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IToroT... ¥ 6e3BICKYCCTBEH CTPOH HaleBa;

Ho BbICOKO BO3HOCATCS AYLIOH.

ITolot, 6bITH MOXKeET, «JlyHAM» — IECHIO THEBa,
Unbw «My4YeHHKOB» TPYCTHBIN CTHX HPOCTOM,
Wb «IbruH»: Iy4YLini THMH CTPaHbl pORHOI!
HMranuu npekpacHO# necHb Jrobast

BecupeTHa 110 CpaBHEHHIO C TOGOM:

OHa me6eyeT, HEXHO CIyX JlacKas,

Ho c Hero He cinuTa XBaja TBOPIy CBSATasl.

CBslLIeHHUKY NORO6GHO, TyT OTel|

YyraeT UM CBSILIEHHBIE CTPAHHUIIBI,

Kak ABpaama BO3m0OUI TBOpEL,

Kax naps-neBen; pbian noj 3ByK LEBHHIbI,
CpakeHHbI} rHEBOM GOXHEH NeCHHULBL. ..
ITnay MoBa ¥ TporateybHbIA 30B

W3 yxaca NpH>KU3HEHHOU TPOGHHLBL...
He6ecHb1it nbut Mcaitu cTpacTHBIX ClIOB
Wiy UHBIX CBATBIX MPOPOKOB U NEBLOB.

B cpaBHEHBH C 3THM Kak 6eHa y Hac
Penurus ans 6necka, Ayl Kapbepbl,

I'me B ropabIx Xxpamax Bce €CTb HallOKas,
3a UCKITIOYEHBEM HACTOSLIEH BEPHI.



140 W The Poems and Songs

XVI

Then kneeling down to HEAVEN’s ETERNAL KING,
The Saint, the Father, and the Husband ptays:
Hope ‘springs exulting on triumphant wing,’
That thus they all shall meet in future days:
There, ever bask in uncreated rays,
No more to sigh, or shed the bitter tear,
Together hymning their CREATOR’s praise
In such society, yet still more dear;
While circling Time moves round in an eternal sphere.

XVII

Compar’d with this, how poor Religion’s pride,
In all the pomp of method, and of art,
When men display to congregations wide,
Devotion’s ev’ry grace, except the heart!
The POWER, incens’d the Pageant will desert,
The pompous strain, the sacredotal stole;
But haply, in some Cottage far apart,
May hear, well pleas’d, the language of the Soul;
And in His Book of Life the Inmates poor enroll.

XVIIIL

Then homeward all take off their sev’ral way;

The youngling Cottagers retire to rest:
The Parent-pair their secret homage pay,

And proffer up to Heaven the warm request,
That ‘HE who stills the raven’s clam’rous nest,

‘And decks the lily fair in flow’ry pride,
“Would, in the way His Wisdom sees the best,

“‘For them and for their little ones provide;
‘But chiefly, in their hearts with Grace divine preside.’

XIX

From Scenes like these, old SCOTIA’s grandeur springs,
That makes her lov’d at home, rever’d abroad:
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TaM MOJIATCA XaHXH U JIMIEMEPbI:

OO6p#A70B MX HE IPHMET Beebuiaroi,

Ho B xixuHe, BIaId OT NBIIHOHA cephl,
Ycnblia BAPYT A3bIK AYLLIH XHBOIH,

BueceT oH GeJHSKOB B BEJIMKHH CNIMCOK CBOH.

Ho crapuinm yx nopa u 0o fomam:

JloxuTCsl feTBOpa M 3aChINaerT...

Mars 4 oTel| THXOHBKO K HebecaM

Topstire MONMTBBI BOCCBLIAIOT:

ITycTs TOT, KTO BOPOHOB JIECHBIX ITHTAET

H oneBaeT IWIKH B OJSX,

Hx MMJIOCTBIO CBOEH HE OCTaBJISET:
3a60TUTCs O MIIBIX HX NITEHIAX,

A rnaBHOe — BCerjja XHBET Y HUX B CEpALIAX.

Bor B yem popnoii lllorTnanaumu Benybe —
JI1060Bb CBOHMX M YYXKABIX CTPaH IOYET.
BaacTtb Koponei faeT YHHOB pa3iinybe,

Ho 6naropopcrBo TonbKO 60T Haer.
Jlauyru, He ABOpIBI, BERYT BIEPEN,

Cre3ero Ro6poneTeny B CMUPEHbH:
Miupckasi poCKOWb — 4acTO TAXKKHH THET,
ITopn Heit — Hepeako FHYCHOE TBOPEHbE,
KoBapcTBo afickoe, NOpOKOB H3OLPEHBE.
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Princes and lords are but the breath of kings,
‘An honest man’s the noble work of GOD:’
And certes, in fair Virtue’s heavenly road,
The Cottage leaves the Palace far behind:
What is a lordling’s pomp? a cumbrous load,
Disguising oft the wretch of human kind,
Studied in arts of Hell, in wickedness refin’d!

XX

O SCOTIA! my dear, my native soil!

For whom my warmest wish to Heaven is sent!
Long may thy hardy sons of rustic toil

Be blest with health and peace and sweet content!
And O may Heaven their simple lives prevent

From Luxury’s contagion, weak and vile!
Then howe’er crowns and coronets be rent,

A virtuous Populace may rise the while,
And stand a wall of fire, around their much-lov’d ISLE.

XXI

O THOU! who pour’d the patriotic tide,
That stream’d thro’ great, unhappy WALLACE’ heart;
Who dar’d to, nobly, stem tyrannic pride,
Or nobly die, the second glorious part:
(The Patriot’s GOD, peculiarly thou art,
His friend, inspirer, guardian and reward!)
O never, never SCOTIA’s realm desert,
But still the Patriot, and the Patriot-bard,
In bright succession raise, her Ornament and Guard!

:J-’
€5
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Iornanpust! PonHo#, m0GHMMBI# Kpait!

3a ChIHOBE TBOMX MOU MOJIEHbS!

3mopoBbIit [yX, JOBOJILCTBO, MU — MyCKaii
Bcerna xpaHsT X MUPHbIE CEJIEHbsI!

Ila He KOCHETCS HX 3apa3a TIIEHbS,

SIn pockolH, IOPOKOB FHYCHBIX THOH.

ITycts Mup TOrAa TOPryeT 6€3 CTeCHEHbS
KopoHamu, HO OCTpOB CBO# pOIHOI

Hapop Becbh OKPYXHT, KaK IUIaMEHHOM CTEeHOIt!

Ilepegood T. Il]enxkunoti-Kyneprux.

6%
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W

The Auld Farmer’s New-year-morning
Salutation to his Auld Mare, Maggie,
on giving her the accustomed ripp

of corn to hansel in the New-year

A Guid New-year 1 wish thee, Maggie!

Hae, there’s a ripp to thy auld baggie:

Tho’ thou’s howe-backet, now, an’ knaggie,
I've seen the day,

Thou could hae gaen like only staggie
Out-owre the lay.

Tho’ now thou’s dowie, stiff an’ crazy,

An’ thy auld hide as white’s a daisie,

I've aseen thee dappl'’t, sleek an’ glaizie,
A bonie gray:

He should been tight that daur’t to raize thee,
Ance in a day.

Thou ance was i’ the foremost rank,

A filly buirdly, steeve an’ swank,

An’ set weel down a shapely shank,
As e’er tread yird;

An’ could hae flown out-owre a stank,
Like onie bird.

It’s now some nine-an’-twenty year,
Sin’ thou was my Guidfather’s Meere;
He gied me thee, o’ tocher clear,
An’ fifty mark;
Tho’ it was sma’, twas weel-won gear,
An’ thou was stark.

When first I gaed to woo my Jenny,
Ye then was trottan wi’ your Minnie:
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HoBoroguui npuser cTaporo
¢hepmepa ero crapou Jomagu

ITpuBeT Tebe, crapyxa-Kisuya,
M ropcrb 0Bca K HEMy B Npyavy.
XOTb Thbl TENEPD CKEJIET XOMASTUHIA,
Ho TbI 6b112a
Korpa-to nomwaasro ropsryei
U peicbio mna.

Tr1 rnyxoBara, ciienoBara.

Cenas 1iepCcTh TBOSL IPUMSATA.

A cepoii B s16510Kax KOTraa-To
Brina ona.

UM TBO# €3[0K OblJI TOXE XBATOM
B te BpemeHa!

Jlowagko# Tb1 6bLJIa Ha CJIABY.

Xo3si1H 6511 TeOE N0 HpaBy.

U s ropaurtscst MOT MO NpaBy,
Korpma ¢ To6oii

JI106y10 Gpanu Mbl KaHaBY,
ITonbeM mroboM.

Tebs c moICOTHEN! MapOK BMECTE
Ponpurens nqan Moei HeEBecTe.
XOTb Kanuraji — CKaxy Mo 4eCTH —
Bbu1 oueHs Mail,
He pa3 nobpom nogapok tects
51 moMuHa.

Korpa s cran BcrpeyaTbCsl C MUIIOH,
Te6e Bcero noarofa 65110,
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Tho’ ye was trickie, slee an’ funnie,
Ye ne’er was donsie;

But hamely, tawie, quiet an’ cannie,
An’ unco sonsie.

That day, ye pranc’d wi’ muckle pride,

When ye bure hame my bonie Bride:

An’ sweet an’ gracefu’ she did ride
Wi’ maiden air!

Kyle-Stewart I could bragged wide,
For sic a pair.

Tho’ now ye dow but hoyte and hoble,
An’ wintle like a saumont-coble,
That day, ye was a jinker noble,
For heels an’ win’!
An’ ran them till they a’ did wauble,
Far, far behin’!

When thou an’ I were young an’ skiegh,

An’ Stable-meals at Fairs were driegh,

How thou wad prance, an’ snore, an’ scriegh,
An’ tak the road!

Towns-bodies ran, an’ stood abiegh,
An’ ca’t thee mad.

When thou was corn’t, an’ I was mellow,
We took the road ay like a Swallow:
At Brooses thou had ne’er a fellow,
For pith an’ speed;
But ev’ry tail thou pay’t them hollow,
Whare’er thou gaed.

The sma’, droop-rumpl’t, hunter cattle,
Might aiblins waur’t thee for a brattle;
But sax Scotch mile, thou try’t their mettle,
An’ gart them whaizle:
Nae whip nor spur, but just a wattle
O’ saugh or hazle.
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U TbI 32 MaTEpbIO-KOOLLIOMH
Tpycuna Bcnen.

Knrouom B TeGe KuIena cuiia
BecenHux Jer.

51 NOMHIO ieHb, KOT/ia, TaHIys
U meronss HoBo#H cOpyei,
Besna co cBajp06b1 MOJIOAY IO
ThsI K HaM JOMOHA.
Kak nroboBasics s, TMKys,
B ToT reHn To60#H!

ITepeBanuB 3a TpH fiecATKa,

ThbI XOAUIIL MEAJIEHHO U LIATKO.

C KaKkuM TPYOM JIOpOroi KpaTKoi
Te1 Bo3u1IB KJIAOh,

A npexye — 4bsi MOTJIa JIOLIafKa
Te6s gorHars?

Teb6s Ha sipmapKax, ObIBajIo,

TpakTHPLIUKH KOPMIWIH MAJIO,

U Bce X [oMOI MEHs Thl MYaJla,
Jlets crpenoi.

A Bcleq Bcs yiMIa KpHyana:
— Kyna te1? Croii!

Korpa x ¢ T060# MbI ObUIH ChIThI

M ropno y MeHsi MpOMBITO, —

B Te qHU JOPOroOI0 OTKPHITOMH
MBI TaK HECJIMCh,

Kak 6yaTo oT 3emMyu KombITa
OTopBaJuCh.

Thl, BEpHO, MOMHHILB 3TH F'OHKH.

C 0OBHCIIBIM KPYIIOM JIOLIANEHKH

TecHuwiuch Xano6HO K CTOPOHKE,
IaBast myTs,

XOTb 51 HE CMeJT JIO3010 TOHKOM
Tebs cTerHyTh.
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Thou was a noble Fittie-lan’,

As e’er in tug or tow was drawn!

Aft thee an’ I, in aught hours gaun,
On guid March-weather,

Hae turn’d sax rood beside our han’,
For days thegither.

Thou never braing’t, an’ fetch’t, an’ flisket,

But thy auld tail thou wad hae whisket,

An’ spread abreed thy weel-fill’d brisket,
Wi’ pith an’ pow'r,

Till sprittie knowes wad rair’t an’ risket,
An’ slypet owre.

When frosts lay lang, an’ snaws were deep,
An’ threaten’d labor back to keep,
I gied thy cog a wee-bit heap
Aboon the timmer;
I ken’d my Maggie wad na sleep
For that, or Simmer.

In cart or car thou never reestet;

The steyest brae thou wad hae fac’t it;

Thou never lap, ari’ sten’t, an’ breasted,
Then stood to blaw;

But just thy step a wee thing hastet,
Thou snoov’t awa.

My Pleugh is now thy bairn-time a’;
Four gallant brutes, as e’er did draw;
Forby sax mae, I've sell’t awa,
That thou hast nurst:
They drew me thretteen pund an’ twa,
The vera warst.

Monie a sair daurk we twa hae wrought,
An’ wi’ the weary warl’ fought!
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Bceeraa 6buU1a Thl BEPHBIM [IPYIOM,
M HeT KOHLIa TBOMM 3acCiyraM.
Hanpsrimuce Te10M BCEM YIPYIuM,
ThbI N2 BECHOM
ITepen MOMM TSXKENBIM ILUTYTOM
U 6opoHOM.

Korza rny6okuii cHer 3umMoro
Meman paboTaTth HaM ¢ TO6010,
51 ot™epsin Te6e C IMXBOIO
OBec, SYMEHbD
M 3Han, 4TO ThI 3aIUIaTHIIL BIBOE
MHe B JIETHUH N€Hb.

TBou Ba CbIHa IUIYT MOH TSHYT,

A 71BOE KJ1a[ib BO3UTh MHE CTaHYT.

U, BepHO, HE 6bLI 1 OOMaHYT,
ITpopas Tpoux:

ITo pecarp PyHTOB YMCTOraHOM
51 B3si1 3a HUX.

Y TOMIIEHBI MBI, YT, 60pBLOOIO.

MblI Bc€ Ha cBeTe O6panu ¢ 6010.

Kazanocs, Hu1 nepep cynbp00r0
Mb! ynapem.

Ho Bot cocrapunuce ¢ To6010,
A Bcé xuBeM!
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An’ monie an anxious day, 1 thought
We wad be beat!

Yet here to crazy Age we’re brought,
Wi’ something yet.

An’ think na, my auld, trusty Servan’,

That now perhaps thou’s less deserving,

An’ thy auld days may end in starvin’,
For my last fow,

A heapet Stimpart, I'll reserve ane
Laid by for you.

We’ve worn to crazy years thegither;
We’'ll toyte about wi’ ane anither;
Wi’ tentie care I'll flit thy tether,
To some hain’d rig,
Whare ye may nobly rax your leather,
Wi’ sma’ fatigue.

e P
[Lines written in the Kirk

of Lamington)]

As cauld a wind as ever blew;

A caulder kirk, and in ’t but few;
As cauld a minister’s ever spark;
Ye’se a’ be het or I come back.

OB
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He nymait no Hoyam B TpeBore,

Yro ¢ ronoay NpoTsSHELb HOTH.

ITycts OT TeOsi MHE HET NOAMOTH,
Ho s B ponry —

M nnst Te6st 0BCa HEMHOTO
ITpu6epery.

C T060¥ cocTapuJICs 51 TOXE.

ITopa cMEHHUTb HaC MOJIOAEXKH

U nate KOCTSM H [pSXJION KOXKE
ITepenoxHyThb

IIpen TeM, KaKk TPOHEMCS MBI JIEXKa
B nocnepHuit myTh.

Ilepesod C. Mapwaxa.

3

IIponoBegHuKy
JIeMHHITOHCKOM I{epPKBH

Her 3n1ee BeTpa atux gHew,

HerT uepkBu — 3T0# X0NOAHEH.
He uepkoBb, a KaKOH-TO JEAHUK,
A B Hel XOJIOAHBI IPONOBEAHHUK.

ITyctb OH corpeercs B agy,
IToka s1 BHOBB crofa npuay!

Ilepesoo C. Mapwaka.

228
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m'% E%g
. ToJ. S****

Friendship, mysterious cement of the soul!
Sweet’ner of Life, and solder of Society!
I owe thee much—

Blair.

Dear S**** the sleest, pawkie thief,
That e’er attempted stealth or rief,
Ye surely hae some warlock-breef
Owre human hearts;
For ne’er a bosom yet was prief
Against your arts.

For me, I swear by sun an’ moon,
And ev’ry star that blinks aboon,
Ye've cost me twenty pair o’ shoon
Just gaun to see you;
And ev’ry ither pair that’s done,
Mair taen I’'m wi’ you.

That auld, capricious carlin, Nature,

To mak amends for scrimpet stature,

She’s turn’d you off, a human-creature
On her first plan,

And in her freaks, on ev’ry feature,
She’s wrote, the Man.

Just now I've taen the fit o’ rhyme,
My barmie noddle’s working prime,
My fancy yerket up sublime

Wi’ hasty summon:
Hae ye a leisure-moment’s time

To hear what’s comin?

Some rhyme a neebor’s name to lash;
Some rhyme, (vain thought!) for needfu’ cash;
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2% el

@ ITocnanme K apyry

Moii gpyr — nykaBblH, JIOBKHI BOp,
He BopoBai ThI 0 cux nop.
3aro cepana TBOH ObICTPHIii B30p
Ywmeer kpacTb.
ITepen T060¥ FO6O¥ 3aTBOP
TI'oroB ynacts.

U caM 5 ycTOsITH HE MOT.

He pas3 k Te6e, He yys Hor,

IIaran s o KaMHsIM 1O0pOT
U rpsase mecun,

U poBHO ABajuaTh nap camnor
S n3nocui.

Tol co3faH GbLT IPUPORON LHATION
U3 fopororo martepssina.
Ona 106010 yBeHYana
Haur ckynubié Bex
M kaxpoi 4yepTouKo# cKka3aa:
— Bort yenoBek!

Ceiiyac s B TBOpYECKOM IPHUIIAJIKE,

Baika BapuT, ¥ Bce B IIOPSJKE.

Crpoyy CTHXH, KaK B JIUXOPafKe,
A TbI, MOH JIpYT,

IIpouty ux 6€erno, ecny KpaTKHi
Haiipews pocyr.

OpnHu pugMyIOT U3 pacyeTa,
Ipyrue, 4T06 3afeTh KOro-To,
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Some rhyme to court the countra clash,
An’ raise a din;

For me, an aim I never fash;
I rhyme for fun.

The star that rules my luckless lot,
Has fated me the russct coat,
An’ damn’d my fortune to the groat;
But, in requit,
Has blest me with a random-shot
O’ countra wit.

This while my notion’s taen a sklent,
To try my fate in guid, black prent;
But still the mair I'm that way bent,
Something cried, ‘Hoolie!
‘I red you, honest man, tak tent!
Ye'll shaw your folly.

‘There’s ither Poets, much your betters,

‘Far seen in Greek, deep men o’ letters,

‘Hae thought they had ensur’d their debtors,
‘A’ future ages;

‘Now moths deform in shapeless tatters,
‘Their unknown pages.’

Then farewel hopes of Laurel-boughs,

To garland my poetic brows!

Henceforth, I'll rove where busy ploughs
Are whistling thrang,

An’ teach the lanely heights an’ howes
My rustic sang.

I’'ll wander on with tentless heed,

How never-halting moments speed,

Till fate shall snap the brittle thread;
Then, all unknown,

I’ll lay me with th’ inglorious dead,
Forgot and gonc!
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A TpeThbH TLIETHO XAYT NOYETa
U rpomkoii cnasbl,

Ho MHe nucaTh npuiiia oxora
Taxk, nns 3a6aBbl.

51 o6oiineH cynbboii cypoBoi,

Kadran gocrancs MHe felieBbli,

Y6oruit oM, TOXOH IPOLIOBBIH,
51 Bechb B foary,

3aTo urpoyt yma npocroro
BrnecuyTs mory.

ITocraBun craBky sl 3aIOpHO
Ha yeTkwuit, yepHblit IpUdT HAOGOPHBIH,
Ho pa3ym MHe TBEpAMT YNOpPHO:
— Kyna cnemymims?
Tbl 3TOM CTPacTbEO CTUXOTBOPHON
Bcex HacMemuib!

IToaThl, — rpe Takue HbIHE?

Co6aKy CbheBLUUE B JIAaThIHY,

MeuTany, NONHbIE FOPABIHY,
XKuTb COTHH JIET,

Ho ux gaBHO yx HET B IOMHHE, —
ITpocrbun u cnep.

Hrak, nopa MeuTy OCTaBUTb

Ce6st 033U€el NPOCIAaBUTh.

Kocy u cepn st 6yny npaBHTb,
Hanaxy mnyr

U 6yny netp, 4T06 NM03ab6aBUThH
ITons BOKpyT.

51 npoxuBy GE3BECTHOMH TEHbIO,
He cnbiia, kak 6eryT MrHOBEHbSI.
Korpa x nopByTcs XKM3HHU 3BEHbS, —
IToxuny caer,
Kak u gpyrue nokosneHss,
KoropsIx Her.
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But why, o’ Death, begin a tale?

Just now we’re living sound an’ hale;

Then top and maintop croud the sail,
Heave Care o’er-side!

And large, before Enjoyment’s gale,
Let’s tak the tide.

This life, sae far’s I understand,

Is a’ enchanted fairy-land,

Where Pleasure is the Magic-wand,
That, wielded right,

Maks Hours like Minutes, hand in hand,
Dance by fu’ light.

The magic-wand then let us wield;
For, ance that five an’ forty’s speel’d,
See, crazy, weary, joyless Eild,
Wi’ wrinkl’d face,
Comes hostan, hirplan owre the field,
Wi’ creeping pace.

When ance life’s day draws near the gloamin,
Then fareweel vacant, careless roamin;
An’ fareweel chearfu’ tankards foamin,
An’ social noise;
An’ fareweel dear, deluding woman,
The joy of joys!

O Life! how pleasant in thy morning,

Young Fancy’s rays the hills adorning!

Cold-pausing Caution’s lesson scorning,
We frisk away,

Like school-boys, at th’ expected warning,
To joy and play.

We wander there, we wander here,
We eye the rose upon the brier,
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Ho rosoputs 0 cMepTH paHo.

ITonHbl MBI KM3HBIO HEYCTaHHOM.

IlaBaji nogHNMEM NapycC pBaHbIil,
BosbsMem wtypBai,

YT06 BETEP CYACTHSI NEHOU MBSHOM
Hac o6pnaBan.

Moii fpyr, )KMBEM MbI B lapcTBe (ew,

I'ne cMex — opy:kbe yapopesl.

Konb, 3TOi manoyukoi Biajest,
OrTpaiub npukas,

Yacel OeryT MUHYT GbICTpEE,
ITyckasice B music.

He Tpatp ke BpeMsl XXM3HH KpaTKO#!

IIpumepHO ¢ naToro fecsiTka

MBI BHH3 C rOpbI OXOKOH LIAaTKOH
TpycuTb AOMKHBI,

OnbILKOM, KallljieM, JINXOPagKon
M3HypeHbl.

Korpma gocturiu Mel 3akara,
Bpoauts, Me4TaTh HaM CKYYHOBATO.
BuHo cnabee, yem Korpa-To,
Brer yepe3s kpail.
A T0, yeM Xu3Hb O6buIa Gorara, —
JIro60Bb, — nporait!

Ho xu3Hp 6e3061auHa BHavaje,
MedTa 1y4aMu KpacuT Aaiiy.
Jletum, He cilyLiast MOpaJi,
Mpb1 Ha npocTop,
Kak mManbuukH, uTo nobexanu
Ha mkonbHbI# gBOD.

Mb1 Ha X0o1y cpbIBaeM po3bl,
He 3ameuast B HUX yrpossl.
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Unmindful that the thorn is near,
Among the leaves;

And tho’ the puny wound appear,
Short while it grieves.

Some, lucky, find a flow’ry spot,
For which they never toil’d nor swat;
They drink the sweet and eat the fat,
But care or pain;
And haply, eye the barren hut,
With high disdain.

With steady aim, some Fortune chase;
Keen hope does ev’ry sinew brace;
Thro’ fair, thro’ foul, they urge the race,
And sieze the prey:
Then canie, in some cozie place,
They close the day.

And others, like your humble servan’,
Poor wights! nae rules nor roads observin;
To right or left, eternal swervin,
They zig-zag on;
Till curst with Age, obscure an’ starvin,
They aften groan.

Alas! what bitter toil an’ straining—
But truce with peevish, poor complaining!
Is Fortune’s fickle Luna waning?
E’en let her gang!
Beneath what light she has remaining,
Let’s sing our Sang.

My pen I here fling to the door,
And kneel, ye Pow’rs, and warm implore,
‘Tho’ I should wander Terra o’er,
‘In all her climes,
‘Grant me but this, I ask no more,
‘Ay rowth o’ rhymes.
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M naxe nepBbie 3aHO3bI
Hawm He cTpaiHsbl.
MTrHOBEHHO COJIHIIE CYLIMT Clie3bl
Bo gHu BeCHBI.

OpHHU uAYT AOpOroil rnagKon
W, He TpyHsCh B MOTY HaJ| TPSAAKON,
EnsiT 06MNbHO, XXUPHO, CIIafKO
H cBbICOKA
C'nsapsar Ha oM ¢ orpajfoi maTkoi —
Jlom GenHsKa.

Hpyrue 6OproTcs 3a c4acThbe,

IMonHbl Hagexnbl, BOJH, CTPacTH,

CrpeMsich JOCTUYb O0raTCTBa, BIAaCTH
JIro6oii neHou,

YT106bI NOTOM, 3a0bIB HEHACTHE,
BkymaTs noko#.

A TpeTbH, My Th NOKUHYB TOPHBIH

(Kak, ckaxeM, Balll Cllyra NOKOpHbIit),

C6HBalOTCS C TPONIUHKY TOPHOM
Tyna-crona.

Takum Ha CKJIOHE JieT 6ecClIOpHO
I'po3ut Hyxna.

Ho nyuiie Tpya no M3HypeHbs,
UYeM c KaJKO# XKU3HBIO IPUMHPEHEE.
ITyctb cMOTPUT ¢ Heba GleHOI TEHBIO
®opTyHbI cepI,
He nomeuraer BIOXHOBEHbBIO
Ee yiep6.

Ho 3pech nepo s ocTaBisiio

M npoBupeHse yMOJISi1O,

ITpen HUM KOJIEHH MPEKJIOHSIS:
ITyckaii co MHOY

Kouyer BMecTe B Kpail U3 Kpas
Co3Byunii poi.
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‘Gie dreeping roasts to countra Lairds,

“Till icicles hing frae their beards;

‘Gie fine braw claes to fine Life-guards,
‘And Maids of Honor;

‘And yill an’ whisky gie to Cairds,
‘Until they sconner.

‘A Title, DEMPSTER merits it;

‘A Garter gie to WILLIE PIT;

‘Gie Wealth to some be-ledger’d Cit,
‘In cent per cent;

‘But give me real, sterling Wit,
‘And I’'m content.

‘While ye are pleas’d to keep me hale,
‘I’ll sit down o’er my scanty meal,
‘Be’t water-brose, or muslin-kail,

‘Wi’ chearfu’ face,
‘As lang’s the Muses dinna fail

‘To say the grace.’

An anxious e’e I never throws

Behint my lug, or by my nose;

I jouk beneath Misfortune’s blows
As weel’s I may;

Sworn foe to sorrow, care, and prose,
I rhyme away.

O ye, douse folk, that live by rule,

Grave, tideless-blooded, calm and cool,

Compar’d wi’ you—O fool! fool! fool!
How much unlike!

Your hearts are just a standing pool,
Your lives, a dyke!

Nae hare-brain’d, sentimental traces,
In your unletter’d, nameless faces!
In arioso trills and graces
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Ilajt couHbli pocTOU} MECTHBIM JIOpAaM,
YT06 KMp 1O UX CTPYUIICS MOpAaM,
Iaii ranyHbl rBapjeinam ropJbiM
U 60eBbIM,
A BHCKU — Ha HOTaX HETBEPIbIM
MacrepoBbiMm.

Hait [lemnicTepy XeJaHHbIA TUTYI,

ITonBs3ky pait npembepy ITurry...

CtpeMuUTCs K NpUOBUIH, KPENUTY
HeromuaHr.

A MHe JHMIUb pa3yM COXpaHH Thl,
Ha u TanaHT.

MHe 5151 OKOS HYKHO MaJo:

Y1061 3N0POBLE HE XPOMAJIO.

Hy u 06ep xakoit nonano,
ITpocroii Ha BKYC,

Ho yT06 MonuTBy npouurana
Opxa u3 Mys3.

MHe He cTpaiuHbl Cyb0bl YIpO3bl,

Henacrbe, cTya 1 MOpO3BbI.

T'onio 51 pucpMoit B3A0XH, ClIe3bl,
IToro, myuyy

U, Bpar 3a60Tbl, CKYKH, IPO3bI,
Cruxu cTpouy.

Bbl, 4TO 110 MpaBWJIaM XHUBETE
B TuiH, B JOBOJILCTBE U B [IOYETE,
ITyckait 6e3yMHBIM Bbl 30BETE
Mens nopvac,
Bopna crostuast B 60y10TE —
Hyuia y Bac.

Ha Bammx jMuax gepeBsHHbIX,
Takux 6e3Ju4YHbIX, 6€3bIMAHHDIX,
Her u cnena BOCTOproB NbsIHbIX.
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Ye never stray,
But gravissimo, solemn basses
Ye hum away.

Ye are sae grave, nae doubt ye’re wise;

Nae ferly tho’ ye do despise

The hairum-scairum, ram-stam boys,
The rattling squad:

I see ye upward cast your eyes—
—Ye ken the road—

Whilst I—but I shall haud me there—
Wi’ you I'll scarce gang ony where—
Then Jamie, 1 shall say nae mair,
But quat my sang,
Content with YOU to make a pair,
Whare’er I gang.

e P
& Extempore, in the Court of S——

Lord A. te

He clench’d his pamphlets in his fist,
He quoted and he hinted,
Till in a declamation-mist,
His argument he tint it:
He gaped for ’t, he graped for 't,
He fand it was awa, man;
And what his common scnsc came short,
He eked out wi’ law, man.
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Baiu ronoc rayx.
OH, Kak 0achl B IUIOXUX OpraHax,
Tomurt Haw ciyx.

Crymnas BaXXHO U CTENEHHO,

Ha Tex BbI CMOTPHUTE HaIMEHHO,

KoropbIM MOpe 1o KojieHo, —
Ha rpeunsiit nron, —

U BBbICH B3MpaeTe 6i1axkeHHO.
Tam — Ba npHioT!

A 1 Ky#a noiiy — He 3Halo,

K Boporam ajja unu pasi.

Ho, aty necHio o6psbiBasi,
Ckaxy 4, bpar,

Yro 6yny s nr060My Kparo
C To6oro pan!

ITepesod C. Mapwaxa.

e Fei
Jlopa-anBokar

CnoBa oH cblnai, o0ysiH
OpaTopcKuM IKCTa3oM,
U kpacHOpeuHst TyMaH
EMmy okyTai pa3yM.

OH craJ 3aThIJIOK CBOY CKPECTH,
Hyxnasich B cMBICIIE 30paBOM,
U rje He MOT ero HauTH,
3aTKHYJI MPOPEXU NPABOM...

ITepesod C. Mapwaxa

Q>
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1.3

To a Louse, On Seeing one on a
Lady’s Bonnet at Church

Ha! whare ye gaun, ye crowlan ferlie!

Your impudence protects you sairly:

I canna say but ye strunt rarely,
Owre gawze and lace;

Tho’ faith, I fear ye dine but sparely,
On sic a place.

Ye ugly, creepan, blastet wonner,
Detested, shunn’d, by saunt an’ sinner,
How daur ye set your fit upon her,
Sae fine a Lady!
Gae somewhere else and seek your dinner,
On some poor body.

Swith, in some beggar’s haffet squattle;
There ye may creep, and sprawl, and sprattle,
Wi’ ither kindred, jumping cattle,
In shoals and nations;
Whare horn nor bane ne’er daur unsettle,
Your thick plantations.

Now haud you there, ye’re out o’ sight,
Below the fatt’rels, snug and tight,
Na faith ye yet! ye’ll no be right,
Till ye've got on it,
The vera tapmost, towrin height
O’Miss’s bonnet.

My sooth! right bauld ye set your nose out,
As plump an’ gray as onie grozet:
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HacekomoMmy, KOTOpOe N03T yBHe
¢ na masne HapAHON KaMBbI

BO BpeMs IIePKOBHOM CITY:KObI

Kyna Tb1, HU3KO0€ co3nanbe?
Kak Tbl npOHHKIIO B 3TO 3AaHbE?
Ts1 BOguIBLCS NOA, rpy6O#i TKaHbIO,
A BbiCcLIMI CBET —
Tebe HE MecTO: NpONUTaHbs
Tebe 3nech Her.

Cpenpb menka, 6apxaTa u rasa

ThI He yKpoelbCs OT riasa.

Hecpo6posatb Te6e, npona3sal!
Beru Tyna,

I'me ronon, xonon u 3apasa
Llapsr Bceraa.

Hnu 3HaKOMO¥O ROpOrou

B xwunua 6patiu y6orou,

I'me Bac, Kycaromuxcs,, MHOTO,
I'ne 6opoHa

W3 rnapkoit KocTu unu pora
Bawm He cTpaiuna!

A exenu Tebe yrogHo
Bponurs no usane 61aropogHoit, —
Tebe 6bl cipsiTaThCsl, HETOHOIM,
B mienka, B I[BETHL...
Ho Her, Ha KynmoJs UIISNKKY MOXHOM
3anesna Tbl!

Ha Bcex BOKpYr Thl CMOTPHLIB CMEJIO,
Kak 6yATO Tbl — KPbIKOBHHK CIENbI,
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O for some rank, mercurial rozet,
Or fell, red smeddum,
I’d gie you sic a hearty dose o’t,
Wad dress your droddum!

I wad na been surpriz’d to spy

You on an auld wife’s flainen toy;

Or aiblins some bit duddie boy,
On’s wylecoat;

But Miss’s finc Lunardi, fye!
How daur ye do ’t?

O Jenny dinna toss your head,
An’ set your beauties a’ abread!
Ye little ken what cursed speed
The blastie’s makin!
Thae winks and finger-ends, 1 dread,
Are notice takin!

O wad some Pow’r the giftie gic us

To see oursels as others see us!

It wad frae monie a blunder free us
An’ foolish notion:

What airs in dress an’ gait wad lea’c us,
And ev’'n Devotion!

2

e 5]
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Y ke cierka Hopo30BeJiblii.
Kak xajb, 4TO HeT

3pech nopoika, 4To6 0KoJjiena
Twsi B uBere nert!

W nycTb He BCTpsIXUBaeT Aama

T'onoBko# ropaoi U ynpsiMmou.

O, KaK JoJXKHa OHa OT cpaMa
IToTynuts B3rJIAA,

Y3HaB, 4TO MPUXOXKaHE Xpama
3a Heyl ciepdr...

AXx, eciu 6 'y ce6s1 MOIJIM Mbl
YBHAETb BCE, YTO OIMKHUM 3DUMO,
YTO BUAMUT B30p UAYLUHMX MUMO

Co cTopOoHbI, —
O, KaK Mbl crany Obl TEpIHMBI

W kak ckpomHb!!

ITepesod C. Mapwaka.

.0
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7 The Inventory

To Mr Robert Aiken in Ayr, in answer to

his mandate requiring an account of servants, carriages, carriage-

horses, riding horses, wives, children, &c.

Sir, as your mandate did request,

I send you here a faithfu’ list,

O’ gudes an’ gear, an’ a’ my graith,

To which I'm clear to gi’e my aith.
Imprimis then, for carriage cattle,

I have four brutes o’ gallant mettle,

As ever drew afore a pettle.

My Lan’ afore’s a gude auld has been,

An’ wight an’ wilfu’ a’ his days been.

My Lan’ ahin’s a weel gaun fillie,

That aft has borne me hame frae Killie,

An’ your auld burrough mony a time,

In days when riding was nae crime—

But ance whan in my wooing pride

I like a blockhead boost to ride,

The wilfu’ creature sae I pat to,

(L—d pardon a’ my sins an’ that too!)

I play’d my fillie sic a shavie,

She’s a’ bedevil’d wi’ the spavie.

My Furr ahin’s a wordy beast,

As €’er in tug or tow was trac’d.—

The fourth’s a Highland Donald hastie,

A d—n’d red wud Kilburnie blastie;

Foreby a Cowt, 0’ Cowt’s the wale,

As ever ran afore a tail.

If he be spar’d to be a beast,
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HNnBenTaps

(OTseT Ha MarOAT NOOATHOZ0
UHCNEKTOPA)

Mot MUIOCTUBBIA TOCyAaph,
[IInro BaM noppoOHbI HHBEHTAPb,
Kak npegnaraer Baw MaHjgar, —
YTo s uMmero, ueM Gorar.

HrTak, imprimis?, y meHs

Ectb ynanas uyeTBepHs,

Kakas penko nepepn miyrom
Korpa-nu6o xonuia nyrom.

XOTb HOPOBHUCT MOI KOPEHHUK,
3aTo BbIHOCIMBBIHA CTapHK.
Bropasi — no6pas ko6blia...
OHa He pa3 MeHs HOocuia

B Bai ropoguilLKo B AHH, KOrja
Brbina po3BoneHa e3na.

Ho pa3 — kak 6bL1 51 3KEHUXOM
(Bor, cxanbcst Hal MOMM rpexom!) —
S1, 4T06 MOXBaCTaThCs €3701,
3arHan ee, 60JIBaH TakoM,

W uckaneuymn tak 6epHsAry,

Yro e Teneps He cAenaTh LIary.
O TpeTbeii 51 cka3aThb MOTY,

Yro ny4iien K AbILILTY HE BIPSTY.
YerBepTast — nopofb! TOPHOI,
T'opstiuka, cyluil JbSIBOJI YEPHBIM.
K HMM — xepe6eHOK-COCYHOK
N3 xepebeHka BbIHfET MPOK,
Korna 6 go xepebua gopoc,

! Bo-nepsuix (aar.).
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He’ll draw me fifteen pun’ at least.—
Wheel carriages I ha’e but few,

Three carts, an’ twa are feckly new;

Ae auld wheelbarrow, mair for token,
Ac leg an’ baith the trams are broken;

I made a poker o’ the spin’le,

An’ my auld mither brunt the trin’le.—
For men, I've three mischievous boys,
Run de’ils for rantin’ an’ for noise;

A gaudsman ane, a thrasher t’other,
Wee Davock hauds the nowt in fother.
I rule them as I ought, discreetly,

An’ aften labour them compleatly.

An’ ay on Sundays duly nightly,

I on the questions targe them tightly;
Till faith, wee Davock’s turn’d sae gleg,
Tho’ scarcely langer than your leg,
He'll screed you aff Effectual Calling,
As fast as ony in the dwalling.—

I’ve nane in female servan’ station,
(L—d keep me ay frae a’ temptation!)
I ha’e nae wife; and that my bliss is,
An’ ye have laid nae tax on-misses;
An’ then if kirk folks dinna clutch me,

I ken the devils dare na touch me.

Wi’ weans I'm mair than weel contented,
Heav’n sent me ane mae than I wanted.
My sonsie smirking dear-bought Bess,
She stares the daddy in her face,
Enough of ought ye like but grace;

But her, my bonny sweet wee lady,

I've paid enough for her already,

An’ gin ye tax her or her mither,

B’ the L—d! ye’se get them a’ thegither.

And now, remember Mr. A—k—mn,
Nae kind of licence out I'm takin’;
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MHne ¢yHTOB ABafnaTh Obl NpUHEC.
Teneru Tp — BOT IKHUNaXH

(O Be Tak MOYTH YTO HOBBIX JJaxke).
Ectb Tauka — 3TO0 cTapblii JIOM:
Ee kak namsTh 6epexeM:

Ocb KOouepry Ham 3aMeHua,
Marsb B nieuke KOJeco cnajiuia.
EcTtb y MeHs TpH1 MoJoflia,

Tpwu waneix, 6yiAHLIX COpBaHI(a:
PabGoOTHHK, KOHIOX M IOTOM
Majel, 4TO XOXHUT 3a CKOTOM.

51 MATKO X iepXy B pykax

M pasHoilly 4aCTEHbKO B Npax.

A KaX[ibIM BE4EPOM BOCKPECHBIM
JonpocoMm NpUKUMaIO TECHbIM,
Tak uto manen-aBug u TOT,
XOTb 10 KOJIEH MHE JIOCTAET,

A TaK M YelleT U3 IUCaHb,

He xy:xe, 4yeM U BCs1 KOMNaHbs.
CrnyXaHOK s1 HE CTaJl iepXKaTh,
Yro6b1 cobsa3Ha H36exaTh.

51 He xeHaT — U ciaBa 6Gory:

HerT Ha geBur eule Hanory...
Konb B nansl He monacTs K Homnawm,
Taxk MHE ¥ 4YOPT HE CTpPalIEH CaM.
A 4TO 10 MaJibIX peOsTUIIEK,

Taxk ecTb ofiHa, M TO H3JIMIIIEK,
Becc — Mo pe6eHOK IO0poro

C Moppauko# cliaBHOH U XUBOW,
XoTb ¥ He 6Gl1eleT KpacoToM.

Ho 3a manoTKy noporyio

51 1eHy 3amiaTi GOJbLIYIO:
O6NOXKUTE TUTS U MaTh,

Tak MoxeTe cebe ux B3sITh!
3areM NpUMHTE 3asBJICHbE:

51 OpaTb He cTaHy pa3pellieHbs,
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Frae this time forth, I do declare,

I’se ne’er ride horse nor hizzie mair;
Thro’ dirt and dub for life I'll paidle,
Ere I sae dear pay for a saddle;

My travel a’ on foot I'll shank it,

I’ve sturdy bearers, Gude be thankit.—
The Kirk an’ you may tak’ you that,

It puts but little in your pat;

Sae dinna put me in your buke,

Nor for my ten white shillings luke.

This list wi’ my ain han’ I wrote it,
Day an’ date as under notit,
Then know all ye whom it concerns,
Subscripsi huic,

ROBERT BURNS.



173 % CruxoreopeHus u necnu

U c aTx nop — Nopyko# 4ecTp —
MsHe 6osbile HA oAb HE CECTb.
51 B rpsI3b HE NOXKaJIEIO HOT,

Ho 3a cenyio He gam Hajor.
ITeuikom npopenao Aopory:
XonuTs 3X0pOB 1, cjlaBa Oory.
MuHyeT Bac ¢ IONoM MOM I'poul:

C MeHsI HE TYCTO HaXKUBElllb.

MeHst B peecTp Bbl HE BHOCUTE

M mWiMHIOB MOUX HE XKAHMTE.

C TeM 3aK/II0Yaro: CIIUCOK MOM
Co6CTBEHHOPYYHO MUCaH MHOM.

Yse aT0 f1en10, MyCTh NPOYTET.
Subscripsit!... noaMxch, ACHbL ¥ rOA.

ITepegod T. II[enkunoti-KynepHux.

%3

! [Topnucsk (aar.).
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Song. On Miss W. A.

"Twas ev’n, the dewy fields were green,
On ev’ry blade the pearls hang,
The Zephyr wanton’d round the bean,
And bore its fragrant sweets alang;
In ev’ry glen the Mavis sang,
All nature list’ning seem’d the while;
Except where greenwood ECHOS rang
Amang the braes o’ Ballochmyle.

With careless step I onward stray’d,
My heart rejoic’d in Nature’s joy,
When, musing in a lonely glade,
A Maiden fair I chanc’d to spy:
Her look was like the Morning’s eye,
Her air like Nature’s vernal smile,
The lilies” hue and roses’ die
Bespoke the Lass o’ Ballochmyle.

Fair is a morn in flow’ry May,
And sweet an ev’n in Autumn mild;
When roving through the garden gay,
Or wand’ring in the lonely wild;
But Woman, Nature’s darling child,
There all her charms she does compile,
And all her other works are foil’d
By th’ bony Lass o’ Ballochmyle.

O if she were a country Maid,
And I the happy country Swain!
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Kpacapuna u3 baxioxmans

Bt Beuep. 2KeMyyrom pochl
Bnecrenu TpaBbl B Yac 3aKara.
Hecnack ¢ 6060BO# NOJOCHI

ITo BeTpy cyiaflOCTh apoMara.
Buumast neceHke apo3sfa,

Kpyrom nonuHsl npucMupeny,

M Tonpko 3X0 uHOrAa

3Byyaso B ckJIoHax Bannoxmass.

S wen 6ecneyHo Hayraf,

CaM pafoCThI0 MPUPOfBI CBETE,

U Bapyr B IeCHO¥ TEHH MO B3IJIsig
KpacoTky-fieBy1LlKy 3aMeTHII.

Kak maii 6b171a OHa SICHA,

Kak BewHuii y4 rinasa 6necren.
Bocropr menHyn mue: — BoT oHa —
Kpacasuna u3 Bamioxmans.

Kak mafickux yTp paccBeT xopoll,
Kak oceHu Msrka npoxJjapa,

Koraa onus B crenu Opepellib

Wb BhIfEIIL B MUP BeCebli cafal
Ho xeHuuHa — npuposas! Aap,
Henpes3oiineHHbli efi gocene:

UM Bce 3aTMMIIa NIPENIECTh Yap
Kpacasuipi 13 Bannoxmaius.

O, 6ynb KpECTbSIHUH s1 IPOCTOH,
OHa X KpeCTbsHKOM, MHE NOJIPY>KKOH,
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Though shelt’red in the lowest shed
That ever rose on Scotia’s plain:
Through weary Winter’s wind and rain,
With joy, with rapture I would toil,
And nightly to my bosom strain
The bony Lass o’ Ballochmyle.

Then Pride might climb the slipp’ry steep
Where fame and honors lofty shine:
And Thirst of gold might tempt the deep
Or downward seek the Indian mine:
Give me the Cot below the pine,

To tend the flocks or till the soil,
And ev’ry day has joys divine

With th’ bony Lass o’ Ballochmyle.

N te
N On a Schoolmaster in Cleish Parish,
¥ Fifeshire

Here lie Willie M—hie’s banes,
O Satan, when ye tak him,
Gie him the schulin’ 0’ your weans;
For clever Deils he’ll mak ’em!

&R
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S cyacTiiB GbLI ObI HHILIETOM

M camoit 6eHOIO JIaqyKKOii!
3uMO}I0, B CTY XKy M JJOX/IH,
TpyAsick ¢ BOCTOPTrOM JHH, HEAEIH,
Y106 HOYbIO NIPIKUMATh K TPYIH
Kpacasuuy u3 Bannoxmass.

H mycTh cebe KTo X04eT — TOT

ITyTe CKONMBL3KHMIA K C1aBE CTaBHT LENbIO,
ITycrb Xxaxpna 30710Ta BIEYET

K uHAMiCKO# 1m1aXThl NOA3EMEINbIO, —
A MHe — naxaThb, NacTH CTaja,

Y106 COCHBI Ha{o MHO¥ LIIyMENH

M uT06 co MHOI ObliIa Bcerga
KpacaBuna u3 Bamnoxmas!

ITepegod C. Mapwaxa.

Hapmace Ha Mormwie
IMKOJHLHOTO MEeJaHTa

B xpoMeluHbIA afi CerofHs B3sIT
Tot, KTO y4un geTei...
OH MOXET TaM U3 YEPTEHST

BocruThiBaTh yepTei.

Ilepesod C. Mapwaxa.

w2
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To a Mountain-Daisy, On turning
one down, with the Plough, in
April — 1786

Wee, modest, crimson-tipped flow’r,

Thou’s met me in an evil hour;

For I maun crush amang the stoure
Thy slender stem:

To spare thee now is past my pow’r,
Thou bonie gem.

Alas! it’s no thy neebor sweet,

The bonie Lark, companion meet!

Bending thee ‘mang the dewy weet!
Wi’s spreckl’d breast,

When upward-springing, blythe, to greet
The purpling East.

Cauld blew the bitter-biting North

Upon thy early, humble birth;

Yet chearfully thou glinted forth
Amid the storm,

Scarce rear’d above the Parent-earth
Thy tender form.

The flaunting flow’rs our Gardens yield,
High-shelt’ring woods and wa’s maun shield,
But thou, beneath the random bield

O’ clod or stane,
Adorns the histie stibble-field,

Unseen, alane.

Thete, in thy scanty mantle clad,
Thy snawie bosom sun-ward spread,
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13
I'opHoii Maprapurke,
KOTOPYIO 5 IPAMSAJ CBOMM ILIYyIOM

O CKpOMHBIH, MaJIEHbKHUH I{BETOK,

TBoii yac mocjaenHuM Hexaiek.

CMeTeT TBOH TOHKHIA cTebeneK
Mo# TSKKHH ILTYT.

ITepenaxaTs st BOMKEH B CPOK
3eneHbli Jyr.

He xxaBOpOHOK nosieBoi —

Cocen, 3eMJIsIK, IPUATENb TBOH —

IlpurHer TBOM cTe6GENL HAl TPABOH,
I'oroBsick B myTh

M nepBoit yTpeHHeii pocoi
OGpbI3ras Irpyab.

ThI BBIPOC MEXJY TOPHBIX CKaJl

U 6b11 6eCIIOMOLLIEH B MaJl,

YyTs Hap 3emiiel IPHUIIOAbIMA
CBoi1 OroHex,

Ho xpa6po c BeTpoM BoeBan
TBo# crebenexk.

B capjax orpana u KycTbl

X paHsT BLICOKHE LBETHI.

A TbI POXKIEH CPefb HULIETD
CypoOBEIX Irop.

Ho kak co60oit ykpacui Tbl
Haroii npocrop!

Operblii B GyAHHYHbINA Hapsik,
ThbI k conHuy oGpaiuan CBO¥ B3IJIAH,
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Thou lifts thy unassuming head
In humble guise;

But now the share uptears thy bed,
And low thou lies!

Such is the fate of artless Maid,

Sweet flow’ret of the rural shade!

By Love’s simplicity betray’d,
And guileless trust,

Till she, like thee, all soil’d, is laid
Low i’ the dust.

Such is the fate of simple Bard,
On Life’s rough ocean luckless starr’d!
Unskilful he to note the card
Of prudent Lore,
Till billows rage, and gales blow hard,
And whelm him o’er!

Such fate to suffering worth is giv’n,
Who long with wants and woes has striv’n,
By human pride or cunning driv’n
To Mis’ry’s brink,
Till wrench’d of ev’ry stay but HEAV’N,
He, ruin’d, sink!

Ev’n thou who mourn’st the Daisy’s fate,

That fate is thine—no distant date;

Stern Ruin’s plough-share drives, elate,
Full on thy bloom,

Till crush’d beneath the furrow’s weight,
Shall be thy doom!

=%
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Ero Temny u cBety pap,
I'napgen Ha 1or,

He nymas, uTo pa3opsT
TBo# MUpHBI JIyT.

Tak geByuIKa BO IIBETE JIET
I'napuT ROBEPYMBO Ha CBET
M BceM XMBYIIMM LIIET NPUBET,
B riyum Tasice,
IToka ee, KaK 3TOT LBET,
He BTOMuyT B rpsss.

Tax u 6ecXUTPOCTHBIH IEBEl],

Crpacreii HEONBITHBIN IJIOBELL,

He 3HaeT HU3MEHHBIX cepael —
ITonBORHBIX CKal —

M Tam HaxoguT CBOM KOHell,
I'me cyacTes Xxpan.

Takasi ydacTb MHOTHX XAET...

Koro ToMHT roppbIHH THET,

KT0 u3HypeH sipmom 3a60T, —
Tem cBeT HE MuUIL.

U yenoBek Ha {HO HET,
JIHIIeHHBIHA cu.

M Tb1, BAHOBHHK 3THX CTPOK,

Hepxuch, — KOHEI| TBOH Hefaex.

Tebs1 HaCTUTHET TPO3Hbil POK —
Hyxma, nenyr, —

Kax Ha BeceHHHI1 crebenex
Haexan mnyr.

Ilepesod C. Mapw.axa.

D
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, ER
, [Lines written on a Bank-note)

Wae worth thy pow’r, thou cursed leaf!
Fell source of all my woe and grief!

For lake o’ thee I've lost my lass;

For lake o’ thee I scrimp my glass;

I see the children of Affliction

Unaided, thro’ thy curst restriction;

I've seen th’ Oppressor’s cruel ‘smile

Amid his hapless victim’s spoil;

And for thy potence vainly wish’d

To crush the Villain in the dust:

For lake o’ thee I leave this much-lov’d shore,
Never perhaps to greet old Scotland more!

Q49



183 % CruxoreopeHus u necHu

¥

, Hajnnucs Ha 6aHKOBOM Omiiere

Bynp npokyAT, AbsIBOJILCKHI JIMCTOK!
ToI 611 BCcerga KO MHE XXECTOK.

The1 pa3iy4un MeHsl C OAPYKKOH

UM 3a cTonom oGHOCHIIL KPYKKOM.
Ter 06pexkaeib Y€CTHBIA JIION,

Ha romon, pa6cTBO, TSIKKMH TPYQ

M murems ucKaTh 3€MJIM U KpOBa
Bpanu ot 6epera pogHoro.

He pa3 g Bupen, kak 31oaei

Hap xepTBO# TEmMICS CBOEH.
JaBHBIM-TaBHO €IMHBIM MaxOM
51 roppena cMmeman GblI C IPaxoM,
M TONBKO TBOW Hal€XXHbIH IIIHUT
Ero or MIleHus XpaHHT.

A 6e3 Te6s1, Hy KOl TOHUMBIH,
51 nokuparo Kpail ponUMMBIH.

Ilepesod C. Mapwaxka.

&2
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From A Dream

Thoughts, words and deeds,
the Statute blames with reason;
But surely Dreams

were ne’er indicted Treason.

On reading, in the public papers, the Lau-
reate’s Ode, with the other parade of June
4th, 1786, the Author was no sooner dropt
asleep, than he imagined himsel transported
to the Birth-day Levee; and, in his dreaming
fancy, made the following Address.

I

GUID-MORNIN to your MAJESTY!
May heaven augment your blisses,
On ev’ry new Birth-day ye see,
A humble Poet wishes!
My Bardship here, at your Levee,
On sic a day as this is,
Is sure an uncouth sight to see,
Amang thae Birth-day dresses
Sae fine this day.

II

I see ye’re complimented thrang,
By many a lord an’ lady;

‘God save the King’ ’s a cukoo sang
That’s unco easy said ay:

The Poets too, a venal gang,
Wi’ rhymes weel-turn’d an’ ready,
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) Con
(Otpbisox)

3a peuu, mbicau u 0eaa Kapaer HAC 3GKOH,
Ho He xapaet Huko20 3a 604bHOOYMHbLIE COH.

IpounTas B raserax ogy noara-jaypeara
H ONHUCaHHE TOPXECTBEHHOrO NPHEMa BO
ABOPIE MO CIyYalo AHA POXIACHUSA
Koposs 4 uioHs 1786 rona, aBTop

3acCHYJI M YBUIEJl BO CHE, GyNTO OH
NPHCYTCTBYET Ha 3TOM NPHEME H YHTAET
ClIepyIolee NPHBETCTBHE:

ITpoury, mpumuTe, rOCyAaphb,
IIpuBeT KO QHIO POXAEHbS,
Kak npuHHMMau Bbl H BCTaphb
ITo3TOB O3ApaBIEHbS.
B Kpyry BenbMOX NO3T-IUTyTaph —
IIpecrpaHHOE sSIBICHbE.
Ho, 3arnaxyB B cBO# KaJleHAaphb,
Coeury K BaM B 3TOT JieHb 1,

B cTonnb ciaBHbIH €Hb.

CusioT SIpKHe OTHH.
TecHuTcs 3HaTH B IPHEMHOM.
U «Boxe, Kopois XpaHH!»
TBepAAT KyKYIIKH TOMHO.
CraxaMH CIaBUT BalllH THH
ITo3TOB XOp HaEMHBIH,
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Wad gar you trow ye ne’er do wrang,
But ay unerring steady,
On sic a day.

11

For-me! before a Monarch’s face,
Ev’n there 1 winna flatter;

For neither Pension, Post, nor Place,
Am I your humble debtor:

So, nae reflection on YOUR GRACE,
Your Kingship to bespatter;

There’s monie waur been o’ the Race,
And aiblins ane been better

Than You this day.

v

"Tis very true, my sovereign King,
My skill may weel be doubted;
But Facts are cheels that winna ding,

An’ downa be disputed:
Your royal nest, beneath Your wing,
Is e’en right reft an’ clouted,
And now the third part o’ the string,
An’ less, will gang about it
Than did ae day.

\%

Far be’t frae me that I aspire
To blame your Legislation,

Or say, ye wisdom want, or fire,
To rule this mighty nation;

But faith! I muckle doubt, my SIRE,
Ye’ve trusted *Ministration,

To chaps, wha, in a barn or byre,
Wad better fill’d their station

Than courts yon day.
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[IpunomMHHB ROGJIECTH OffHH,
He Bugsa TeHn TeMHOR
B crosb CBETNBIN AEHb.

Ho nscTuBBIX Of 51 HE mpumnac,
OGBIYHBIX B 3TOM 3aJI€.
K ToMy X s He B fonry 8ac, —
MHe neHcHil He JaBaJiy.
Cka3satp Mory s1 6e3 nmpHKpac
M owmubyce ensa i,
YT1o 6bUTH XyKE Bac Y HaC
M ny4miue Gp1Banu

B MuHYBIIMIA ACHbD.

ITyckait He 3By4HO, HE KpaCHO
Moe npocroe cioBo,
Ho c npaBpoii cnoputs MyipeHo.
OHa Bcerpa cyposa.
I'He3po y Bac pa3opeHo,
Ero Mbl YMHUM CHOBa,
A 4TO B FHE3/lE COXPAHEHO,
Ecth TOJIbKO TpeTh GBLIIOro

Ha sToT fgeHn.

3aKoHofaTeNs CTpaHbl
51 He x0o4uy 6GeccllaBHTh,
Cka3aB, YTO BbI HE TaK YMHBI,
Y106 Hal Hapoj BO3IJIaBHTh.
Ho BbI U3BOSIMIIM YHHBI
M 3BaHBs NpefoCTaBUThL
IITyTaM, YTO XJIeB MECTH [OJIXKHBI,
A He cTpaHO0 IPaBUTh
B crons TpynHbIi feHb!
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And now Ye've gien auld Britain peace,
Her broken shins to plaister;
Your sair taxation does her fleece,
Till she has scarce a tester:
For me, thank God, my life’s a lease,
Nae bargain wearing faster,
Or faith! I fear, that, wi’ the geese,
I shortly boost to pasture
I’ the craft some day.

VII

I’'m no mistrusting Willie Pit,
When taxes he enlarges,

(An’ Will’s a true guid fallow’s get,
A Name not Envy spairges)

That he intends to pay your debt,
An’ lessen a’ your charges;

But, G—d-sake! let nae saving-fit
Abridge your bonie Barges

An’ Boats this day.

VIII

Adieu, my LIEGE! may Freedom geck
Beneath your high protection;

An’ may Ye rax Corruption’s neck,
And gie her for dissection!

But since I’m here, I'll no neglect,
In loyal, true affection,

To pay your QUEEN, with due respect,
My fealty an’ subjection

This great Birth-day.

53
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Bbl fanu MEUp HaM HaKOHEI].
MbI YHHHM PYKH, HOTH.
3aTo CTpHUryT Hac, KaK OBell,
Kecrokue Hanorm.
MeHs naxaTh y4ui oTew,
Ho 51 xuBy B TpeBore,
Yto 51 Halily TaKOil KOHeL,
Kak Moii GapaH Ge3pormit

B nevanbHbIi f€Hb.

ITono3peBath s HE MOry
Hu B yem Bunbsima ITurta.
C GapaHOB 1IEPCTb 51 CaM CTPUTY,
OH Hac CTpUXET CEPOHUTO.
51 3Har0, BBI KPYTOM B JIONTY,
Pacxonbl He IOKPBITHI.
Ho yepT Bo3pMmu! ITycrs cGeperyT
Xortb ot Hall 3HaAMEHUTBIH

B cTonb rpo3Hbli ieHb.

Hrak, npowaiire. [Jonrux ner!
ITyckaii mop Bale# CEHbIO
MbI BUIMM BOJILHOCTH PacCIBET,
Konen pacrpaT, XMILEHbS.
XoTs Ha Ipa3gHECTBA MOJ3T
ITpuinen 6e3 NpHriIalmeHbs, —
OH KopoJeBe LUIET IPUBET,
A Taxkxxe MOo3/IpaBJIE€HbE

B cronb cnaBHbIH IeHb!..

Ilepesod C. Mapwaxa.
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O 3 ¥
The Farewell

The valiant, in himself, what can he suffer?

Or what does he regard his single woes?

But when, alas! he multiplies himself,

To dearer selves, to the lov'd tender fair,

To those whose bliss, whose beings hang upon him,
To helpless children,—then, Oh then he feels

The point of misery festering in his heart,

And weakly weeps his fortunes like a coward:
Such, such am [!—undone!

Thomson’sEdward and Eleanora.

Farewell, old Scotia’s bleak domains,
Far dearer than the torrid plains.
Where rich ananas blow!
Farewell, a mother’s blessing dear!
A brother’s sigh! a sister’s tear!
My Jean’s heart-rending throe!
Farewell, my Bess! tho’ thou’rt bereft
Of my paternal care,
A faithful brother I have left,
My part in him thou’lt share!
Adieu too, to you too,
My Smith, my bosom frien’;
When kindly you mind me,
O then befriend my Jean!
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33
IIpomanue

Kro 0obaecren, Tot moxer au ctpadats,
Hau, sepree, 3ame4arsv ctpadarva?

Ho ecau oH yMHONUT HU3Hb CB0I0,
Brkarouue opyaue oopozue xuznu —
CyO0bby ar0bumoii xpynkoii kpacotst,
Cyo0b6y Oetell 6eCnOMOUHDLIX, Hbe CHACTbE
3aeucur ot Hez0, — y8bt, TO20a
ITouyscreosars oH Ooaxcer HeusbexcHo
3ano3y, paspuvisarowyro cepoye.

Ez0 cyovba ucnyzanno 3annaver...

Tax u co mHol cayuunocs. 51 noaub.

T o McoH. 306apo u Iaeonopa.

Mos Hlornanpus, mpomai!
Museit MHE TBOM TyMaHHBIN Kpa#
CapioB 6oraTbIX ora.
Ilpomait, popuMasi CEMbsl —
Cecrpa, u OpaT, ¥ MaTh MO#,
U ckop6Has noppyra!

C Tocko# 1€06s1 s1 OGHUMY,
Mainiorka goporasi.
Tebs1 51 GpaTy cBOEMY
C Hagexpoi nopy4aro.

U 181, MOH

JIxo6umbIi
ToBapHiL IOHBIX OHEH,

Y4actheM

B HeHacThe
CeMb10 MOIO corpeit!
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What bursting anguish tears my heart;
From thee, my Jeany, must I part!
Thou, weeping, answ’rest—‘No!’
Alas! misfortune stares my face,
And points to ruin and disgrace,
I for thy sake must go!
Thee, Hamilton, and Aiken dear,
A grateful, warm adieu:
I, with a much-indebted tear,
Shall still remember you!
All-hail then, the gale then,
Wafts me from thee, dear shore!
It rustles, and whistles
I’ll never see thee more!

[0

3. 3

[On Johnson’s Opinion of Hampden]

For shame!
Let Folly and Knavery
Freedom oppose:
*Tis suicide, Genius,
To mix with her foes.
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A TbI, IOApYTa, HE TPYCTH.
YTo6bI TEOGS U YECTb CIACTH,
Bery 51 B Kpail fajieKHi.
Hyxna cryunrcs K HaM BO JIBOD,
I'po3sT HaM roJsiof, u Mo3op,
H cyn MOJBBI KECTOKHH.

HOpy3bs, Ha fansHeM Gepery

B TOMHTEILHOM M3rHaHbLE
51 6naropapHoO cbepery

O Bac BOCIIOMHHaHbE.

I'poxoyer,
ITpopouur
Byiyromuii npocrop:
Ms=ue kpoBa
Ponroro
He Bupners ¢ aTux nop!

ITepesod C. Mapwaxa.

LU E%g

) . JIxoncony

MoleHHUKH, XaHXH U CyMacOpopbI,
CBoGozy HEB3JIFOOUB, LIHUIIAT CO BCEX CTOPOH.
Ho ecnu renu#i cran BparomM cBoGOLbI, —
Camoy6miina oH.

Ilepesod C. Mapw.axa.

=
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Fair fa’ your honest, sonsie face,
Great Chieftan o’ the Puddin-race!
Aboon them a’ ye tak your place,
Painch, tripe, or thairm:
Weel are ye wordy of a grace
As lang’s my arm.

The groaning trencher there ye fill,
Your hurdies like a distant hill,
Your pin wad help to mend a mill
In time o’ need,
While thro’ your pores the dews distil
Like amber bead.

His knife see Rustic-labour dight,

An’ cut you up wi’ ready slight,

Trenching your gushing entrails bright
Like onie ditch;

And then, O what a glorious sight,
Warm-reekin, rich!

Then, horn for horn they stretch an’ strive,
Deil tak the hindmost, on they drive,
Till a’ their weel-swall’d kytes belyve
Are bent like drums;
Then auld Guidman, maist like to rive,
Bethankit hums.

Is there that owre his French ragout,
Or olio that wad staw a sow,
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33
Ona moTnaHACKOMY IyAHHTY
«Xarrue»

B Te6e g cnaBiio KOMaHAHpa

Bcex nMyaMHroB ropstiMx Mupa, —

Moryuuit Xarruc, moJHbIA XApa
‘U tpebyxu.

Crpouy, moKka MHE CIIy>KHT JIHpa,
Tebe cruxu.

I oponHblii, IWIOTHBIHA, KPyTOOOK M,
TeI BRICHINBLCS, KaK XOJIM JTaJIEKHIA,
A 1nopy To60# MOJHOC LIUPOKHiA
YyTs HE TPELIUT.
Ho kak TBOM J1acKaloT COKH
Ham annetut!

C noJieil BEpHYBUIKChH, 3€MIJIEPOOBI,
Coiisick BOKpYT TBOeH 0COOBI,
Te06st IPOBOPHO PEXYT, YTOOBI
Becb xkap 4 nbua
TBoeit gbIMsLLEHC YyTPOOBI
Ha mur He cTbIIL.

Teneps RoHOCHTCS 10 CiIyXa

CTyK JIOXe€K, 3BSIKAIOIIMX TIIyXO.

Korna x mioTHee cTaHET Oproxo,
YeMm GapabaH,

CrapHk, MOJISICh, TYIUT, KaK MyXa,
OT NUIY MbsH.

KT0 0603xaeT cron ppaHIy3CKHiA —
Pary u BcKHe 3aKyCKH
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Or fricassee wad mak her spew
Wi’ perfect sconner,

Looks down wi’ sneering, scornfu’ view
On sic a dinner?

Poor devil! see him owre his trash,
As feckless as a wither’d rash,
His spindle shank a guid whip-lash,
His nieve a nit;
Thro’ bluidy flood or field to dash,
O how unfit!

But mark the Rustic, haggis-fed,
The trembling earth resounds his tread,
Clap in his walie nieve a blade,
He’ll mak it whissle;
An’ legs, an’ arms, an’ heads will sned,
Like taps o’ thrissle.

Ye Pow’rs wha mak mankind your care,
And dish them out their bill o’ fare,
Auld Scotland wants nae skinking ware
That jaups in luggies;
But, if ye wish her gratefu’ pray'r,
Gie her a Haggis!

B
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(Xots oT 3TaKko# Harpy3ku
U cBUHBSAM Bpen),

C npe3peHbeM IPHUT IJ1a3 CBOH y3K M
Ha nam o6en.

Ho — 6epHbIii mryT! — OT MUK XaJIKOH
Ero Hora He ToJlE IaNKH,
A BMECTO MYCKYJIOB — MOYAJIKH,
Kynak — opex.
B 6010, B ropsiueii nepemnaike
OH c3au Bcex.

A TOT, KOMY ThbI CITy>KHIUb IHUIICH,
CorHer NOIKOBY B KYJIauyHILE.
Korpa x B Tako# pyke 3aCBHLIET
CranbHOH KIIMHOK, —
Bpara yHocsT Ha Knaf6uie
Bes pyk, 6e3 Hor.

Mouso s ITpombicen HEGECHBIA:

U B Gynuuii ieHb 4 B IEHb BOCKPECHBIA

Hawm He naBaii noxiae6KH MpecHow,
SIBu HaM GarocTsb

M ucnonuym pogHO#, YyNeCHBIH,
Topstamit Xarruc!

Ilepesod C. Mapw.axa.
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& 3
(There was a lad)

There was a lad was born in Kyle,
But what na day o’ what na style,
I doubt it’s hardly worth the while
To be sae nice wi’ Robin.
Robin was a rovin’ Boy,
Rantin’ rovin’, rantin’ rovin’;
Robin was a rovin’ Boy,
Rantin’ rovin’ Robin.

Our monarch’s hindmost year but ane

Was five-and-twenty days begun,

"Twas then a blast o’ Janwar’ Win’
Blew hansel in on Robin.

The Gossip keekit in his loof,
Quo’ scho wha lives will see the proof,
This waly boy will be nae coof,

I think we’ll'ca’ him Robin.

He’ll hae misfortunes great and sma’,
But ay a heart aboon them a’;
He’ll be a credit till us a’,

We'll a’ be proud o’ Robin.

But sure as three times three mak nine,
[ see by ilka score and line,
This chap will dearly like our kin’,

So leeze me on thee, Robin.
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Pooun

B nepeBHe napeHb ObL1 pOXEH,
Ho pens, korna poguics oH,
B kaneHgapy He 3aHECEH.

Komy 6611 HykeH Po6uH?

Bb1i1 OH pe3BbIi napeHek,

Pe3Bb1it PoOuH, lycTpaii PobuH,

BecnokoiHbIA MapeHeKk —
Pe3Bbliit, wycTpbiit POOGUH!

3aTo OTMETUI KaJleH[aphb,

Yro 6bUI TaKOH-TO roCyfaph,

N B wenu foma [y ssHBaphb,
Korna ponuncst Po6uH.

Pa3xkaB MilafieHUE€CKHH KyJaK,

I'aganka roBopuia Tak:

— Masnbuuuika GyfeT He Aypak.
ITyckaii 30BeTcst PoGuH!

Hemano xper ero o6up,

Ho cepauem Bcé oH no6enur.

ITapHumka 6ygeT 3HaMEHHT,
Cembro npocnaBut Po6uH.

OH Gynet Becen U ocrep,

M Hammx o4ex u cecrep

ITono6uT C caMbIX paHHHUX ITOp
HeyromonHubIii Po6uH.
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Guid faith quo’ scho I doubt you Stir,

Ye’ll gar the lasses lie aspar;

But twenty fauts ye may hae waur—
So blessins on thee, Robin.

e
Elegy on Peg Nicholson—

Peg Nicholson was a good bay mare,
As ever trode on airn;

But now she’s floating down the Nith,
And past the Mouth o’Cairn.

Peg Nicholson was a good bay mare,
And rode thro’ thick and thin;

But now she’s floating down the Nith,
And wanting even the skin.

Peg Nicholson was a good bay mare,
And ance she bore a priest;

But now she’s floating down the Nith,
For Solway fish a feast.

Peg Nicholson was a good bay mare,
And the priest he rode her sair:
And much oppressed and bruised she was—
As priest-rid cattle are, &c. &c.

L
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IdeByoHkam — 6or ero npocru! —

YCHYTb He aCT OH B3allepTH,

Ho 3Hartb He Gyner fBaguaTH
HOpyrux nopokos Po6uH.

Bbut oH pe3Bblil mapeHeK —

Pe3Bb1it PoOuH, mycTpbliit PoGuH,

BecnokoiHbIH napeHeK —
Pe3Bbmi, mrycrpbiit PoOus!

ITepegod C. Mapw.axa:

}‘%} 13
ﬁa i Auerna na cmeprs Ilsr Huxoumcon,

JiomaaH CBAIMCHHHAKA

Tol cnaBHOM Kisyero ObLia,

U BoT y3Han s ¢ rpycTbio,
Yto0 no peke ThI NOIILLIA

U pomieina o ycThs.

Ko6bu1o# go6poii Thl ClIbLIA,
Korpa 6p11a MOJIOXKE.

A HbIHYE K MOPIO YIUIbLIA,
OcTaBuB JI0[IM KOXY.

ThI OT X0351MHa-NIONA

He cabnnana «cnacu6o».
Crapa TbI CTajIa ¥ cliena

U yropuna x pribam.

JlaBHO, IOKOpHas CyAnGe,
JImuunnace Tel 30pOBbS,

Kak Bce, KTO BO3UT Ha cebe
HyxoBHOe cocoBbe!

ITepesod C. Mapwaxa.
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77 C}Q Epltaph Here lies Robert Fergusson,

Y xS

O

)

N

Poet

Born, September 5th, 1751 — Died 16th October,
1774
No sculptur’d marble here, nor pompous lay,
‘No story’d urn nor animated bust;’
This simple stone directs pale SCOTIA’s way
To pour her sorrows o’er her POET’s dust.

33
[On Fergusson]

Curse on ungrateful man, that can be pleas’d,
And yet can starve the author of the pleasure!

O thou, my elder brother in Misfortune,
By far my elder Brother in the muse,
With tears I pity thy unhappy fate!
Why is the Bard unfitted for the world,
Yet has so keen a relish of its Pleasures?

&
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O namsaTHHKe,

Bo31BHTHYTOM BepHCcom Ha Mormie
no3ta Podepra Peprioccona

Hu ypHbI, HU TOPXECTBEHHOT'O CJIOBa,

Hu cratyu B ero orpaje Her.

JInmb ronbii KaMeHb FTOBOPHT CYpOBO:

— IMlornaugus! IToqg kaMHEM — TBOH MO3T!

Ilepesood C. Mapwaxka.

3.3

K noptpery Po6epra ®eprioccona,
HIOTIAHACKOIo nmo3Ta

TTpOKIISITHE TEM, KTO, HAacIaXKAasiCh NECHEH,
Ian ¢ ronony no3Ty yMeperTh.

O crapummi 6paT Moit o cyas6e CypogRo,
HamHoro crapuuii mo Ciry>XKeHbI0 My3aM,
51 ropbKo IUIa4y, BCIOMHHMB TBOH yHel.

3auem neBen, JIMIIEHHbIN B XKU3HU MECTa,
Tak 4yBCTBYET BCIO NPEJIECTb 3TOH XXU3HH?

ITepegod C. Mapwaxa.

T8
(7 D
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3’ 3
The Answer

GUIDWIFE,

I mind it weel in early date,

When I was beardless, young and blate,
An’ first cou’d thresh the barn,

Or haud a yokin at the pleugh,

An’ tho’ fu’ foughten sair eneugh,
Yet unco proud to learn.

When first amang the yellow corn
A man I reckon’d was;
An’ with the lave ilk merry morn
Could rank my rig and lass;
Still shearing and clearing
The tither stooked raw;
With clavers and haivers
Wearing the time awa’:

Ev’n then a wish (I mind its power)
A wish, that to my latest hour
Shall strongly heave my breast;
That I for poor auld Scotland’s sake
Some useful plan, or book could make,
Or sing a sang at least.

The rough bur-thistle spreading wide
Amang the bearded bear,

I turn’d my weeding heuk aside,
An’ spar’d the symbol dear.
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)Q OTBeT Ha NHCHEMO

CynapbIHs,
Kak 3ToT rog or Hac gajex,
Korna, 6e3ychlii mapeHek,
51 MOJIOTHTH XOMJI HA TOK,
ITaxan BrepBbI€ none
M xoTts nopoii 6p1Bai 6e3 HOT,
Ho pag 6b11 3TO# HIKOJIE.

B ogHOM €O B3pOCIIBIMH CTPOIO,
Tosapui ux no mwiyry,

51 3HaN ¥ NOJIOCY CBOIO
M roHyr0 noppyry.

N myTkOo#H,
IIpu6ayTKOit
ITox MepHBIA 3BOH KOChI
51 cKpapibIBaJl MMHYTKH
H xopotan 4achl.

OpHOM MEYTOH C TeX NOp S KMII:
Ciry HTh CTpaHe 10 Mepe CHII
(ITyckait oHy u ca6bl!),
Hapony nons3y npuxectu —
Hy, 4ro-Hu6yne n306pectu
Hnb necHio cieth X014 661!

51 npu y6opke sTuMeHst
ITagun TaTapHUK B NOJIE.

OH 6b111 3MOJIEMOH 1T MEHS
IIoTnaHpcKo# ApeBHEH BOJH.



206 % The Poems and Songs

No nation, no station
My envy e’er could raise:
A Scot still, but blot still,
I knew no higher praise.

But still the elements o’ sang

In formless jumble, right an’ wrang,
Wild floated in my brain;

Till on that hairst I said before,

My partner in the merry core,
She rous’d the forming strain.

I see her yet, the sonsy quean,
That lighted up my jingle;
Her pauky smile, her kittle een,
That gar’t my heart-strains tingle.
So tiched, bewitched,
I rav’d ay to myself;
But bashing and dashing,
I kend na how to tell.

Hale to the sex, ilk guid chiel says,

Wi’ merry dance in winter-days,
An’ we to share in common:

The gust 0’ joy, the balm of woe,

The saul o’ life, the heav’n below,
Is rapture-giving woman.

Ye surly sumphs, who hate the name,
Be mindfu’ o’ your mither:

She, honest woman, may think shame
That ye’re connected with her.



207 Q% Cruxoreopenus u necHu

Ilycts popom,
Joxonom
I'opauTcs 3HAaTHBIHM JOpf, —
IIIoTnaunckomn
KpecrbsaHCckO#i
ITopopoii 6GbL 51 TOpA.

51 6bL1 FOHLIOM, HO U TOT7a
OGpBIBKHM CTPOK B Yachl TpyAa
TBepaun 1 HEMPECTaHHO,
IToka moppyra IOHBIX JHEH
He npupana crpoge moei
U cknap v naj HEXNAHHBIH.

He no3a6b1i 51 40 cUx mop
Moel noapyry 10HoH,

Yeit 3BOHKHUI CMeX U ObICTPbIN B30p
TpeBoXWI B CEpAE CTPYHBI.

Kpaches,
He cmes
ITopusATs BIrOGNEHHBIN B3I,
Cpesaun 1,
Bsi3an s
KomockeB cnemnbIx psif.

Ila 3apaBCTBYET CTHIANUBBIH mo!

Korzma Mopo3 peBHUBBIH 3011,
OGHSB NoOfPYry B TaHIE,

M&i 3a6b1BaeM 60JIb HEB3TON,

Hawm cepaue xxapom o6naer
OroHsb ee pyMsHIa.

JI106BM He 3HaBIIMH Aypajei
JOCTOHH cOXKaJIeHbs.

Bo B30pe MaTepH cBOEH
YBUIUT OH IpE3pEHbE.
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Ye’re wae men, ye're nae men,
That slight the lovely dears:
To shame ye, disclaim ye,

Ilk honest birkie swears.

For you, na bred to barn and byre.
Wha sweetly tune the Scottish lyre.
Thanks to you for your line.
The marled plaid ye kindly spare,
By me should gratefully bc ware;
"Twad please me to the Nine.

I’d be mair vauntie o’ my hap,
Douse hingin o’er my curple,
Than ony ermine ever lap,
Or proud imperial purple.
Farewell then, lang hale then,
An’ plenty be your fa’:
May losses and crosses
Ne’er at your hallan ca’.

R. BURNS.
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YKOpOM,
ITo3zopom
MBI 3aKJIEIMHM TOTO,
KTo He nrobun
B pacusere cun
Ha cBeTte Hukoro!

ITycTs BbI, CynapbIHs, pOCTH

ITox xpOBOM 1EIOBCKMM — BRAJIH
OT HalyuxX U306 KPECThIHCKHUX,

Bam He3HakoM ambap M XJIEB,

3aTo BaM N6 CepAlly HaleB
CrapUHHBIX JIUP IIOTIAHACKHX.

Cracn60 BaM 3a Balll IPHBET.
T'opXyCh TaKUM COIO30M.

Bnaropapio 3a necTpblii 1iep.
51 B HEM NpUSITHER My3aM.

ITpocToii Hapsi CTpaHbI MOEH,
OH 11 MeHs JOpOKe
Bcex ropHocTaeB Kopojei
M 6apxarta BeIbMOXH.

ITpowsaiire!
He 3naitre
Hu rops, Hu noTeps.
ITycrs ccopsl,
Paspopsl
MuHy1OT Bauly ABEpb!

Ilepegod C. Mapw.axa.
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Yon wild mossy mountains—
)

Yon wild, mossy mountains sae lofty and wide,

That nurse in their bosom the youth o’ the Clyde;

‘Where the grous lead their coveys thro’ the heather to feed,
And the sheepherd tents his flock as he pipes on his reed.

Not Gowrie’s rich valley, nor Forth’s sunny shores,
To me hae the charms o’ yon wild, mossy moors:

For there, by a lanely, sequestered stream,

Resides a sweet Lassic, my thought and my dream.—

Amang thae wild mountains shall still be my path,

Ilk stream foaming down its ain green, narrow strath;
For there, wi’ my Lassie, the day-lang I rove,

While o’er us, unheeded, flee the swift hours o’ Love.—

She is not the fairest, altho’ she is fair;

O’ nice education but sma’ is her skair;

Her parentage humble as humble can be;

But I loe the dear Lassie because she loes me.—

To Beauty what man but maun yield him a prize,
In her armour of glances, and blushes, and sighs;
And when Wit and Refinement hae polish’d her darts,
They dazzle our een, as they flie to our hearts.—

But Kindness, sweet Kindness, in the fond-sparkling e’e,
Has lustre outshining the diamond to me;

And the heart beating love as I'm clasp’d in her arms,
O, these are my Lassie’s all-conquering charms.—
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Ckamnucrblie Tophl, Iie CISIT 00naka,

I'ne B 1oHOCTH paHHEH pE3BUTCH peKa,

I'ne B monckax KOpMa CKBO3b BEPECK I'yCTOU
IITeHUOB nepeneska BegeT 3a cOOOI.

Muiee MHE CKIIOHbBI U TPELUHBI IO,
Yem Geper MOPCKOH U 3€JIEHbIH MPOCTOpP,
Muieit OTTOrO, 4TO B FOpax y py4bs
Kuser mMost pafiocTh, 3a60Ta MOS.

JIro6m10 9 MpO3payHbli U I'YJIKUH py4eH,
Berymuit TPONMHKOMN 3€IEHON CBOEH.
Ilox roBop BOJBI, HE CYMTAast YacoB,

C n1o6uMoi oApyroi 6PORUTE st TOTOB.

OHa He NpeKpacHa, HO MHOTUX MHJICH.
51 3Ha¥0, NPH@HOTO MAaJIo 3a HeH,

Ho g momro6un ee ¢ nepBoro aHs

3a T0, 4TO OHa MoMK0OuIa MeHs!

Bcerpeudast kpacaBHILy, KTO yCTOUT

Ilpen 6ieckoM ouel ¥ PyMSIHLIEM JIaHUT?
A ecnu yma €l mpuOaBUTh Yy Tb-4YyTh,
OHa, ocnemnsst, IPOH3aeT HaM IPy/b.

Ho no6past npenects BHUMAaTENbHbIX IJ1a3
CroxkpaT MHE ROPOXKe€, YEM JIYYILINH aamas.
U B kpenkux oObAThSIX BOJIHYET MHE KPOBb
OTKpbITasi, ¢ GbIOMUMCS CEPALIEM, JIFOOOBD!

Hepesod C. Mapwaka.
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> The birks of Aberfeldey.

—Composed on the spot

Chorus

Bony lassie will ye go, will ye go, will ye go;
Bony lassie will ye go to the birks of Aberfeldey.—

1
Now Simmer blinks on flowery braes,
And o’er the chrystal streamlets plays;

Come let us spend the lightsome days
In the birks of Aberfeldey.—

2

The little birdies blythely sing
While o’er their heads the hazels hing,
Or lightly flit on wanton wing

In the birks of Aberfeldey.—

3

The braes ascend like lofty wa’s,

The foamy stream deep-roaring fa’s

O’erhung wi’ fragrant-spreading shaws,
The birks of Aberfeldey.—

4

The hoary cliffs are crown’d wi’ flowers,
White o’er the linns the burnie pours
And rising weets wi’ misty showers

The birks of Aberfeldey.—
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Bepess1r I6epdennan

()

He noiems i, MWIbI pyT,
Munbli [pyr, MIIBIHA ApYT,
He noiigemms 1, MIIbIHA pYT,
K 6epesam D6epdénbnu?

X OnMBI, CMESICh, YXOMSAT B fallb.
Pyueil urpaer, Kak XpycTaib.
3abyneM rope u nevanb

B 3eneHOM D6epdenban.

TaM nTHIBI IIECTPBIE NOKOT,

Haiins B openHuke MpHUIor,

Wnu Ha KpbUIBLIIIKAX CHYIOT
B 3enenom D6epdensau.

Crpysch BAOJb KAMEHHOH CTEHBI,
Bopa HeceTcst ¢ BBIIIHHBI,
U pory cBEXECTH NOJHbI

B 3enenoM D6epdenbau.

IIBeTyT LBETHI HaJl KPYTU3HOM,

IToTok cBepkaeT Genu3HOM,

Kpons, kak [0Xnb, B TOJ{HEBHbIH 3HOH
Bepesrr O6epdensan.
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5

Let Fortune’s gifts at random flee,
They ne’er shall draw a wish frae me;
Supremely blest wi’ love and thee

In the birks of Aberfeldey.—

3’ 3
%9*@ Sonnet—On hearing a thrush sing
on a morning walk in January

Sing on, sweet thrush, upon the leafless bough,
Sing on, sweet bird, I’ll listen to thy strain;

See aged Winter 'mid his surly reign

At thy blythe carol clears his furrowed brow.—

Thus in bleak Poverty’s dominion drear

Sits meek Content, with light, unanxious heart,
Welcomes the rapid moments, bids them part,
Nor asks if they bring aught to hope, or fear.—

I thank thee, Author of this opening day,

Jhou whose bright sun now gilds yon orient skies.
Riches denied, thy boon was purer joys,

What Wealth could never give, nor take away!—

But come, thou child of Poverty and Care,

The mite high Heaven bestowed, that mite with thee
I'll share.

Y AN
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ITyckaii cyns6a mapuT CBOM KJaj
Komy 3axouetr — Hayraf,
Tebe onHoIt 51 6yny pan

B 3eneHoMm 36epdenbau!

Ilepesod C. Mapw.axka.

R

O necHe gpo37a, KOTOPYIO NO3T
YCIBIIAK B ieHb CBOEr0 POXKIACHHA —
Ha paccBere 25 siHBaps

IMoit, Munb1d Apo3[, B TIyXOH MOPO3HO# MrJI€.
I[To¥, ROGPbIA ApYT, CPEU HATUX BETBEH.
CMoOTpH: 3UMa OT NECEHKU TBOeH

Pa3rnapuiia MOpIIMHBI Ha yete.

Tak B oqMHOKOI 6€qHOCTH, BIOTbMaX
Haiigems 6ecneyHoit pajocTH NpUIOT,
OHa nerxo BCTpeyaeT 6er MHHYT, —
HecyT onu Hagexxay unu crpax.

Bnarogapio tebs, co3paTtens aHsl,
CenpbIx noJieii No30J0TUBIINIE INIaflb.
Tbl, 30J10Ta TUILUB, JapUILb MEHSI
BceM, 4TO OHO He B CHJIaX JaTh U B3SThb.

ITpuau x, AKTs 3a00T U HUILETbL.
Yro Gor noLIeT, CO MHOH pasfeuiUb Thi!

Ilepesoo C. Mapwaka,

.
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I’m o’er young to Marry Yet

I am my mammy’s ae bairn,
Wi’ unco folk I weary, Sir,
And lying in a man’s bed,
I’'m fley’d it make me irie, Sit.
I’m o’er young, I’'m o’er young,
I’m o’er young to marry yet;
I’'m o’er young, 'twad be a sin
To tak me frae my mammy yet.

Hallowmass is come and gane,
The nights are lang in winter, Sir;
And you an’ I in ae bed,
In trowth, I dare na venture, Sir.
I’m o’er young &c.

Fu’ loud and shill the frosty wind
Blaws thro’ the leafless timmer, Sir;
But if ye come this gate again,
I’ll aulder be gin simmer, Sir.
I’m o’er young &c.
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Ed

Y MaMbl THXO s pociia

U Tak 60r0Ch JIFOAEN Yy XKHX.
O c3p, ¢ yma OblI 51 conua
Haenguue ¢ ogHuM n3 HuX!

IIpunes:

S Tak Mana, s Tak Mana.

Eie Tak paHO cTaTb MHE IaMOi,

W 4 Ob1, npaBO, HE MOTJIa

Ha pgonruit cpok paccraTbcsi C MaMOM.

MHe HakaHyHe pOXK/eCTBa
HouHoi1 Hapsp Kymuia MaTb,

Ho s 601ocb, 4TO KpyXKeBa

MHe nocsne cBafibObl MOTYT CMSTb.

ITo6riTH Ha cBaaBOE 51 HE NPOYb,
Y106b1 MOTOM YHTH ZOMOH.

Ho Taxk fonra 3uMoI0 HO4b,

Yro He noiny 3a Bac 3UMOH.

BaM nyyiue sera nogoxnarh,
Korna Bce 10710HH B LIBETY.
Bb1 npuxoaute K HaM OISITD,
Korga 4yyTh-uyTs 51 nogpacry!

ITepesgod C. Mapwaxa.
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R

McPherson’s Farewell

Farewell, ye dungeons dark and strong,
The wretch’s destinie!
McPherson’s time will not be long,
On yonder gallows-tree.

Chorus

Sae rantingly, sae wantonly,
Sae dauntingly gae’d he:

He play’d a spring, and danc’d it round
Below the gallows-tree.

O what is death but parting breath?
On many a bloody plain
I’ve dar’d his face, and in this place
I scorn him yet again!
Sae rantingly, &c.

Untie these bands from off my hands,
And bring to me my sword;
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Y EWR
Maxkdepcon nepen Ka3HbI0

Tak Beceno,

OTtyasiHHO

IIIen x BHCENHIE OH.

B nmocneguuit yac

B nocnegHuit mwisc
ITyctuncs MaxdepcoH.

— ITpuBeT BaM, TIOPBMBI KOOI
I'me xu3Hb BiayaT pabbl!

MeHsq ceronHs XAeT NeTis

U rnapkue cTonoel.

B nonsix BOWHBI CpefH Meden
BcTtpeuan st cMEPTh He pa3s,
Ho He ppoxan s nepen Hel —
He pporny u ceityac!

Pa36eiiTe crajbs MOUX OKOB,
BepHute Mot focmex.

ITycTs BBIAAET AECATH CMEIbLYAKOB,
51 omonero Bcex.

51 XU3HBb CBOIO NpOBEN B 6010,
YMmpy He OT Meya.

HM3MeHHUK npefan Xu3Hb MOIO
BepeBke nanayva.

M nepen cMepThIO 06 OFHOM
Hyuia MOs TPYCTHT,
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And there’s no a man in all Scotland,
But I'll brave him at a word.
Sae rantingly, &c.

I’ve liv’d a life of sturt and strife;
I die by treacherie:
It burns my heart I must depart
And not avenged be.
Sae rantingly, &c.

Now farewell, light, thou sunshine bright,
And all beneath the sky!
May coward shame distain his name,
The wretch that dares not die!
Sae rantingly, &c.

& 33
Epitaph on a Wag in Mauchline

Lament im Mauchline husbands a’,
He aften did assist ye;
For had ye staid whole weeks awa’
Your wives they ne’er had miss’d ye.

Ye Mauchline bains as on ye pass,
To school in bands thegither.

O tread ye lightly on his grass,
Perhaps he was your father.

25
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Yro 32 MEHS B Kpal0 pOXHOM
HuKTO HE OTOMCTHT.

ITpocrtn, Mo kpait! Becs Mup, npomai!
MeHs1 noiMaJu B CETb.

Ho xanok ToT, KTO CMEPTH XJeET,

He cmes ymepers!

Tak Beceno,

OTt4yastHHO

Ilen K BUCEIMILIE OH.

B nocnepHuit yac

B nocnepHui misic
ITycruncs MakdepcoH.

Ilepesod C. Mapwaxka.

KGR
Hammice Ha Moruwie
@ CeJbCKOro BOJOKHTBI

PripaiiTe, 1o6pbie MyXb4,

Ha aT0i1 ckop6HO# TpU3HE.

Coceq NOKOHHBIN, — CIIbIIIA S, —
Bam nomorain npu XXu3HH.

IlycTb LIKOJNIBHUKOB LUYMJIUBBINA PO
Morunbl He TPEBOXHMT...

ToT, KTO JIEXXHUT B 3eMJIE ChIPOH,
Bbu1 uM OTLOM, 6bITH MOXET!

ITepesod C. Mapwaxa.

LS5
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<RVIOMT §
Dusty Miller

Hey the dusty Miller,
And his dusty coat;
He will win a shilling
Or he spend a groat:
Dusty was the coat,
Dusty was the colour;
Dusty was the kiss
That I got frae the Miller.—

Hey the dusty Miller,
And his dusty sack;
Leeze me on the calling
Fills the dusty peck:

Fills the dusty peck,
Brings the dusty siller;
I wad gie my coatie
For the dusty Miller.

5
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33

MelbHHK

MenbHUK, NbUIbHBIA MEJIBHUK
Mesier Hamy poxsb.

OH UCTpaTUN LIWIIHHT,
3apaborai rpouu.

ITbBHBIA, NBIILHLIA OH HACKBO3b,
ITbUILHBIA OH U OENbIA.
IlenoBaTbcsi C HUIM NMPHULLIJIOCH —
Bcs s nocepena!l

MenbHUK, TBUILHBIA MEJBHUK,
Benbiit ot Myku,

Hocwur 6enblit METbHUK
ITbuIbHBIE MELIIKH.

JlocTtaeT u3 KolleabKa
MenbHUK JeHbru 6eble.

S nna MenbHUKa-ApyKKa
Bce, uto xoueis, caenaro!

ITepesod C. Mapwaxka.

B¥S
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1 3
The Ploughman

The Ploughman he’s a bony lad,
His mind is ever true, jo,

His garters knit below his knee,
His bonnet it is blue, jo.

Chorus

Then up wi’t a’, my Ploughman lad,
And hey, my merry Ploughman;

Of a’ the trades that I do ken,
Commend me to the Ploughman.

My Ploughman he comes hame at €’en,
He’s aften wat and weary:
Cast off the wat, put on the dry,
And gae to bed, my Dearie.
Up wi't a’ &c.

I will wash my Ploughman’s hose,
And I will dress his o’erlay;
I will mak my Ploughman’s bed,
And chear him late and early.
Up wi'ta’ &c.

I hae been east, | hae been west,
I hae been at Saint Johnston,
The boniest sight that e’er [ saw
Was th’ Ploughman laddie dancin.
Up wi't a’ &c.
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Mo napeHs

=\

OH 4HCT AyLIOH, XOpoLl COOOH,
Takoro HeT U B cKa3Kax.

OH xonwur B 1wsine rony6oi

W BbIIIUTHIX HOABSI3KaX.

Emy s cepaue oTnana, —
OH OyfeT BEPHBIM JIPYTOM.
Her B Mupe ny4uie pemecia,
UYem pe3aThb 3€MITIO ILTYTOM.

Ipuner oH Be4epoM IOMOH,
ITpomoKiuuii U yCTambli.

— Ilepeonenbest, MUIBIA MOH,
W yxuHaTh noxanyi!

51 HaKOPMMTB €rO0 ClIelly.
ITocrens emy rorosa.
Chipyio 06yBb nocyuy

Ins ppyra gopororo.

51 MHOTO e3711a BOKPYT,

Bupana MecTHbIX PpaHTOB.

Ho aydmie Bcex nusican Mo apyr
ITon ckpuNKU My3bIKaHTOB.
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Snaw-white stockins on his legs,
And siller buckles glancin;
A gude blue bannet on his head,
And O but he was handsome!
Up wi't a’ &c.

Commend me to the Barn yard,
And the Corn-mou, man;
I never gat my Coggie fou
Till I met wi’ the Ploughman.
Up wi't a’ &c.

Y 3 3
Scroggam

There was a wife wonn’d in Cockpen,
Scroggam;
She brew’d gude ale for gentlemen,
Sing auld Cowl, lay you down by me,
Scroggam, my Dearic, ruffum.

The gudewife’s dochter fell in a fever,
Scroggam;

The pricst o’ the parish fell in anither,
Sing auld Cowl, lay you down by me,
Scroggam, my Dearie, ruffum.

They laid the twa i’ the bed thegither,
Scroggam:
That the heat o’ the tanc might cool the tither,
Sing auld Cowl, lay you down by me,
Scroggam, my Decarie, ruffum.
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Kak cHer, custnu 6e1u3HoMi
YynKH U3 1LEPCTH TOHKOH.
Bekpyskun 6aliky oH He OHOH
ITnsicaBiuel C HUM JEBYOHKE.

Y c HIM-To Gyny s cbiTa, —
Benp s HenmpuxoTiuBa.

Bbisa 661 MUCKa He IycTa

Ia B KpyxKe GbLIO MUBO!

ITepesod C. Mapw.axa.

3 3

ITecenka

Kuna-6b1y1a TeTKa MoJ CTapolo UBOH,
OHa J>KEeHTIIbMEHaM rOTOBMJIAa MUBO.
Ckporam.

Y TETKMHOM OOYKH ObLTa JIMXOpafKa.
CBﬂI.LlCHHl/[K ApO2KaJl OT TOro XK€ npunajika.

Pacdanm.

U reTka, Xejast IpOrHaTh JIUXOPAAKY,
OG6oux B OfHY YJIOXKMJIa KPOBATKY.
CkpOram.

BonbHOro corpen nuxopago4Hbli NbLI,
U xap y 60J1bHOI MOHEMHOTY OCTbLIL.

Paddam.

ITepesod C. Mapw.axa.
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> Rattlin, roarin Willie

O Rattlin, roarin Willie,

O he held to the fair,
An’ for to sell his fiddle

And buy some other ware;
But parting wi’ his fiddle,

The saut tear blin’t his €’e;
And Rattlin, roarin Willie,

Ye’re welcome hame to me.

O Willie, come sell your fiddle,
O sell your fiddle sae fine;
O Willie, come sell your fiddle,
And buy a pint 0’ wine;
If I should sell my fiddle,
The warl’ would think I was mad,
For mony a rantin day
My fiddle and I hae had.

As I cam by Crochallan
I cannily keekit ben,
Rattlin, roarin Willie
Was sitting at yon boord-en’,
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BecnyTsbIi, Oyinbii Buamm

BecnyTHbli, OyiiHbIi Buniu
IToexan Ha 6a3ap.

ITpopaTh XOTEN OH CKPHIIKY,
Kynuts apyroit ToBap.

Ho, ckpunky npopaBas,
3amnakaj OH Haj| HeW.
BecnyrHblii, 6yiHbIi Bunny,
BepHuch gomoi ckoperi!

— Ilpopnait cBOIO CKpHIIKY, Buniu.
IIponait u cMBIYOK, CTapHHA.
IIpopaii cBO¥O Ckpunky, Bumny,

M BbICTaBL HaM NMUHTY BHHA.

— AX, ecnu GObl Ipofan st CKPHIIKY,
Be3yMHBIM MeHs 6bI COUIH.

He pa3 MbI cyacTianBoe BpeMmsi

Co ckpumnko# Moeit nposenu!

Bort eny uepe3 ropon,
I'naXy — TpakTHUp OTKPBIT.
BecnyTHbli, OyiiHbli Bunnu
3a CTOMKOIO CHIUT.
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Sitting at yon boord-en’,

And amang guid companie;
Rattlin, roarin Willie,

Ye’re welcome hame to me!

1> 3
The Banks o’ Doon

Ye banks and braes o’ bonic Doon,
How can ye bloom sae fresh and fair;
How can ye chant, ye little birds,
And I saw weary, fu’ o’ care!
Thou’ll break my heart, thou warbling bird,
That wantons thro’ the flowering thorn:
Thou minds me o’ departed joys,
Dcparted, never to return.—

Oft hac I rov’d by bonie Doon,
To see the rose and woodbine twince;
And ilka bird sang o’ its Luve,
And fondly sae did | 0’ mine.—
Wi’ lightsome heart I pu’d a rose,
Fu’ sweet upon its thorny tree;
And my fause Luver staw my rose,
But, ah! he left the thorn we’ me.—

>

a‘ .A,I
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Cupur 3a croiikoi Buiiu

B kxoMnaHuu gpy3eit.
BecnyTHbIH, OyiiHbIi Bumy,
BepHucbh KO MHE cKopeii!

Ilepesod C. Mapwakxa

1 3
Kak Moxelnb Te€4b Tbl,
BOJbHBIN [{yn?

Kak Moxelub Teub Thbl, BOJNIbHbIA [IyH,
Kak Moxelib UBECTb Thl, IbILUHBINA JYT,
Korpa nosiHa s TOPbKHUX AYM,

Korna 605bHa OT TSKKUX MyK?

MHe paHUT cepAle NecHb Liera,
TepHOBBIH KYCT MHE KOJIET TPYQb.
MHe Bce TBEPAMT, UTO XU3Hb NPOIILIA,
Yro fHel MUHYBIIUX HE BEPHYTh...

51 nomHro, IyH, cTpyu TBOM,
3eieHbIN XOJIM M TEHb BETBEH,
I'me nTUupbl neau o 1008w,
Kak st Korga-To o CBOEi.

Ho ecnau nom moxkuHyn apyr,
Ho ecnu cMONKIIO IeHbe CTPYH —

Kak MoxKelb UBECTb ThI, IbIIIHBIHA YT,
Kak Moxcuib TeUb Tbl, BOJbHLIA [LyH?

ITepesoo T. Cuxopckoii.

@‘zg@'i
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> 1 The lazy mis

The lazy mist hangs from the brow of the hill,
Concealing the course of the dark winding rill;

How languid the scenes, late so sprightly, appear,
As Autumn to Winter resigns the pale year.

The forests are leafless, the meadows are brown,
And all the gay foppery of Summer is flown:

Apart let me wander, apart let me muse,

How quick Time is flying, how keen Fate pursues.
How long I have liv’d—but how much liv’d in vain;
How little of life’s scanty span may remain:

What aspects, old Time, in his progress, has worn;
What ties, cruel Fate, in my bosom has torn.

How foolish, or worse, till our summit is gain’d!
And downward, how weaken’d, how darken’d, how pain’d!
Life is not worth having with all it can give,

For something beyond it poor man sure must live.

=
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%’g\é JleHUBbIA TYMaH

JleHUBBIX TyMaH JIeT y TOPHbIX BEPIIHH,
IpuKpbIB HU3BEPKEHBE PYYbEB CO CTPEMHUH;
Kak xanok 6bIIOro LBETEHbS UCXON —
CpaeTtcs 3uMe ymuparouui ropy!

Jlyra noyepHenu, JUCTBY cOpOCHII Jiec,

Becpb Oreck NETHHUX Kpacok GeCCIeHO ucues;
Bpoxy ¥ rpyiuy B 3TOT 4ac OMHOK.

Kak Bpems neTut, kak 6e3:xanocTeH pok!

Kak gonro s xui, cKonbko 66110 NOTeph!
Kak Mano ocranock maraTs MHE Tenepb!

Kak MHOro u3HoLIEHO BpeMEHEM 4YBCTB,
Kak MHoOro ceppeuHbix o60pBaHo y3!

Kak rayn, konpb He Xy:Xe, K BEpLLIHHE IO BEM.
Kak TpynHO, kak 601bHO CITyCKaTbCsl NOTOM!
He crour 3a6071b1 Bce 6pemst 3a60T;

I'ne wenb, pust KOTOPO# Jirof, GEAHbINA XXUBET?

Ilepesod B. d®edorosa.
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3 ¥
The Epitaph

Stop, passenger! my story’s brief,
And truth I shall relate, man;
I tell nae common tale o’ grief,
For Matthew was a great man.

If thou uncommon merit hast,

Yet spurn’d at Fortune’s door, man;
A look of pity hither cast,

For Matthew was a poor man.

If thou a noble sodger art,
That passest by this grave, man;
There moulders here a gallant heart,
For Matthew was a brave man.

If thou on men, their works and ways,
Canst throw uncommon light, man;

Here lies wha weel had won thy praise,
For Matthew was a bright man.

If thou at Friendship’s sacred ca’
Wad life itself resign, man;

Thy sympathetic tear maun fa’,
For Matthew was a kind man.

If thou art staunch without a stain,
Like the unchanging blue, man;
This was a kinsman o’ thy ain,
For Matthew was a true man.
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Imuradun

IIpoyT KOpOTKHIi MO pacckas.
IIpaBauB ero A3bIk, 6par.
Benukux MHOrO Jid cpefpb Hac?
A MerTblo ObL1 BENHK, Opar.

Konb Thl HMeemb ThMy 3aCyT,

A HarpaxJieH NIMHKOM, 6par,

To 3pech NEeXUT TBOH JydLlHii APYT:
Bb11 MeTbio 6eqHsikoM, Opar.

Konb TBOM ynen — conpaTckui xneb
U ppiMm nopoxoso#, 6par,

ITycTs Ham MOCTPOSIT OOLMI CKJIEN:
Ham Mertsto Ob11 repoii, 6par.

Koib ThI cocenia HEB3HaYal

Ha ym HacraBuTh Mor, 6par,
XBajy NOKOMHOMY BO3/1aii:
Haw MeTeio0 Gb11 IpOpOK, Opar.

Koub ThI Apy3eil cnacan He pa3
OT pa3HbIX nepenpsr, 6par,
Takoi e cBeTO4 3ieCh yrac:
Hair MeTbto 6611 106psiK, O6par.

Konb HET Ha COBECTH TBOEH

M Tyuku HeBONBLION, OparT,

TobI ¢ HUM cowenicst Obl, ei-eil:
Bb1i1 MeThb10 YuCT ayiuo, Opar.
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If thou hast wit, and fun, and fire,

And ne’er gude wine did fear, man;
This was thy billie, dam, and sire,

For Matthew was a queer man.

If ony whiggish whingin sot,

To blame poor Matthew dare, man;
May dool and sorrow be his lot,

For Matthew was a rare man.

" TR
John Anderson my Jo

John Anderson my jo, John,
When we were first acquent;

Your locks were like the raven,
Your bony brow was brent;

But now your brow is beld, John,
Your locks are like the snaw;

But blessings on your frosty pow,
John Anderson my Jo.

John Anderson my jo, John,
We clamb the hill the gither;
And mony a canty day, John,
We’ve had wi’ ane anither:
Now we maun totter down, John,
And hand in hand we’ll go;
And sleep the gither at the foot,
John Anderson my Jo.

L
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Koub Tb1 nopoporo u3 Tex,
KT0 nrobut BUHHBIA AyX, Opar,
34 HUM BOOMIICS TOT K€ Ipex:
Ham MeTb10 6611 nUTYX, Gpar.

A ecnu MeTbi0 KTO-HUGYA b

He craBut Hu Bo rpouu, Gpar,
ToMy 6bI rosoBy CBEpHYTH!
Be1n MeTbio BceM xopou, 6par!

Ilepesod Uzn. Msarosckozo.

R
Jo0H AHJepcoH

I>x0H AHJIEpCOH, MO¥ CTapbIii IpYT,
ITonymaii-ka, faBHO Jib

I'ycroit, kpyTOli TBO# JIOKOH

Bb1n 4epeH, TOYHO CMOJIb.

Teneps THI cHErOM y6€en€H, —

TbI 3HaJI HEMAJIO BBIOT.

Ho 6ynb ThI cuacTiIuB, JIbICHIA [I3KOH,
I>xoH AHfepcoH, Mo# apyr!

JI;k0OH AHJIEpCOH, MO¥ CTapbIi pyT,
MbI 1ty ¢ To6010 B ropy,

U cronbko pajiocTé BOKPYT

MpbI Bupieny B Ty nopy.

Tenepb MblI IO ropy OpeneM,
He pa3uumast pyk,

U B 3eMJIIO JSI)KEM MBI B{BOEM,
IxkoH AHpiepCcOH, Mo# Apyr!

Ilepesod C. Mapw.axa.
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Auld lang syne

Should auld acquaintance be forgot
And never brought to mind?

Should auld acquaintance be forgot,
And auld lang syne!

Chorus

For auld lang syne, my jo,
For auld lang syne,

We’'ll tak a cup o’ kindness yet
For auld lang syne.

And surely ye’ll be your pint stowp!
And surely I'll be mine!
And we’ll tak a cup o’ kindness yet,
For auld lang syne.
For auld, &c.

We twa hae run about the braes,
And pou’d the gowans fine;
Byt we’ve wander’d mony a weary fitt,
Sin auld lang syne.
For auld, &c.

We twa hae paidl’d in the burn,
Frae morning sun till dine;
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Crapas apyxo6a

3a6bITh J1M CTapYIo J1000Bb
U He rpycTuth 0 Heil?
3abbITh 14 CTapylo J1000Bb
U npyx0y npexHUX RHeir?

3a gpyx0y crapyio —
o nHa!
3a cyacTbe NnpexHUX gHei!
C T0060i1 Mbl BbINLEM, CTapHHA,
3a cyacTbe NpexXHHUX AHEH.
IMo6onbuie Kpy>KKH NPUrOTOBb
U poBepxy Hanei.
MbI nbeM 3a cTapylo 11060Bb,
3a pyx0y NPEXHUX THEU.
3a 1pyx0y crapyro —
Ho nua!
3a cyacTbe IOHbIX fAHE!
ITo xpyxKe craporo BUHa —
3a cyacTbe IOHbIX JHEN.

C T0GO TONTaX MbI BIBOEM
TpaBy pofiHbIX NONEH,

Ho He opuH KpyTO# nopbeM
MbI B31JIH C FOHBIX IHEH.

INepennbiBanu Mbl HE pa3
C to6oi1 uepe3 pyyei.
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But seas between us braid hae roar’d,
Sin auld lang sync.
For auld, &c.

And therc’s a hand, my trusty fiere!
And gie’s a hand o’ thine!
And we'll tak a right gude-willic-waught,
For auld lang syne.
For auld, &c.

r;»%g@i'

33
Burns grace at Kirkudbright

Some have meat and cannot eat,
Some can not eat that want it:

But we have meat and we can eat,
Sae let the Lord be thankit.

3
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Ho Mope pa3penuno Hac,
ToBapull, IOHBIX JHEH. ..

U BOT ¢ TOGO# COLLIIMCH MbI BHOBb.
TBos pyka — B Moelil.

51 nblo 3a cTapyio M060Bb,

3a apyx0y npexxHHUX gHe!

3a apyx6y cTapyro —

Jo nHa!

3a cyacTbe NpexXHUX JHei!

C To6oMt MBI BBIIIbEM, CTApHHA,
3a cyacThe NpexHUX JHEN.

IIepesod C. Mapw.axka.

3%

3a3npaBHBIN TOCT

Y KOTOpBIX €CTb, YTO €CTb, — T€ MOAYAC HE MOTYT
€CTb,
A [pyrue MOTYT eCTb, la cUfiAT 6e3 xjeba.

A y HacC TYT eCTb, YTO €CTb, Ja IPH 3TOM €CTb,
YyeM e€CTb, —
3Hauur, HaM GrarogapuTb OCTaeTcsi Hebo!

ITepesod C. Mapwaxa.
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3% 3
My bony Mary

Go fetch to me a pint 0’ wine,
And fill it in a silver tassie;
That I may drink, before I go,
A service to my bonie lassie:
The boat rocks at the Pier o’ Lieth,
Fu’ loud the wind blaws frae the Ferry,
The ship rides by the Berwick-law,
And I maun leave my bony Mary.

The trumpets sound, the banners fly,

The glittering spears are ranked ready,
The shouts o’ war are heard afar,

The battle closes deep and bloody.
It’s not the roar o’ sea or shore,

Wad make me langer wish to tarry;
Nor shouts o’ war that’s heard afar—

It’s leaving thee, my bony Mary!

63
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Buna MHe nuHTy pa3no0ynb,
Haneit B cepe6psiHYIO KPYKKY.

B nocnepgHuit pas, roToBsiCh B IyTb,
51 nbIO 32 MHIIYIO TTOPYKKY.

TpenewyT MauTh! KOpabns,
Kak 6ynro cuny Betpa mep4...
IIpen TeM, Kak CKpOeTcst 3eMJisl,
Ib10 3a TE€6s, MaoTKa Mapu!

Hac xper u 6yps u 60pn6a.
Urpas c BeTpoM, BbeTCS 3HaMs.
IMoet BoeHHas TpyGa,

U xomnbst ABUXYTCS psiiaMU.

He crpauies MHe rpsagyuiui 6o,
Hessropbl, kepTBbl U NOTEPH!
Ho xak paccraTbcsi MHE € TOOOH,
Most epguHcTBEeHHas Mapu?

Ilepesod C. Mapwaxa.

o]
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A y Afton Water

Flow gently, sweet Afton, among thy green braes,
Flow gently, I’ll sing thee a song in thy praise;
My Mary’s asleep by thy murmuring stream,
Flow gently, sweet Afton, disturb not her dream.

Thou stock dove whose echo resounds thro’ the glen,
Ye wild whistling blackbirds in yon thorny den,
Thou green crested lapwing thy screaming forbear,

I charge you disturb not my slumbering Fair.

How lofty, swect Afton, thy neighbouring hills,
Far mark’d with the courses of clear, winding rills;
There daily I wander as noon rises high,

My flocks and my Mary’s sweet Cot in my eye.

How pleasant thy banks and green vallies below,

Where wild in the woodlands the primroses blow;
There oft as mild ev’ning weeps over the lea,

The sweet scented birk shades my Mary and mc.

Thy chrystal stream, Afton, how lovely it glides,

And winds by the cot where my Mary resides;

How wanton thy waters her snowy feet lave,

As gathering sweet flowerets she stems thy clear wave.

Flow gently, sweet Afton, among thy green braes,
Flow gently, sweet River, the theme of my lays;
My Mary’s asleep by thy murmuring strcam,
Flow gently, sweet Afton, disturb not her dream.
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Hap pekon A¢ron

YTuxHu, Mot A(TOH, B 3€JIEHOM Kparo,
YTuxHmy, a 1 Te6e NECHIO CNOIO.

ITycts Munyro Mapu He GynuT BOJIHA
Ha ckiioHe, rae ciagko ycHyJia OHa.

ITycTs rony6si CTOH M3 JIECHOTO THE3fa,
ITycTs 3BOHKas, yKCTast dieiiTa Apo3na,
3eneHoronoBoro YH6uca KpuK

ITokost ee He BCTpEBOXAT Ha MUT.

IIpekpacHb! OKpECTHBIE CKIJIOHBI TBOH,
I'me 3MeiiKaMu yTh MPOJIOKWIN PYYbH.
Bpops o xonMaMm, He CBOXY 51 O4ei

C Becenoro foMuka Mapu Moei.

Caexu ¥ JyLIUCTbI TBOU Oepera,

BecHoii OT IBETOB 30JIOTATCA JIyra.

A B yac, Korjia Beuep 3aIuiadyeT JOXAEM,
ITpuroT noyp, 6epe3oit HaliieM Mbl BOBOEM.

IToToK TBOH METIIO CEPEOPUCTYIO BLET
Y THXOro fioMa, rie MapH XXHBET.
Hper ona B nec, cobupast UBEThI, —

K Horam ee 6enbIM 6pocaeiibes Thl.

YTuxHu, Mot A(TOH, MEX CKJIIOHOB KDPYTbIX,
YMONKHH, IPOCNaBJICHHbIA B IECHIX MOUX.
Ilycts Munyro Mapu He 6yquT BOlNHa —
Hap Geperom THXO yCHyJa OHa.

Ilepesod C. Mapwaxa.



246 @w The Poems and Songs

3 3

On Seeing a Wounded Hare limp by
me, which a Fellow had just shot at

Inhuman man! curse on thy barb’rous art,
And blasted be thy murder-aiming cye;
May never pity soothe thee with a sigh,

Nor ever pleasure glad thy cruel heart!

Go live, poor wanderer of the wood and field,

The bitter little that of life remains;

No more the thickening brakes and verdant plains
To thee shall home, or food, or pastime yield.

Seek, mangled wretch, some place of wonted rest,
No more of rest, but now thy dying bed!
" The sheltering rushes whistling o’er thy head,
The cold earth with thy bloody bosom prest.

Oft as by winding Nith I, musing, wait
The sober eve, or hail the chearful dawn,
I’ll miss thee sporting o’er the dewy lawn,
And curse the ruffian’s aim, and mourn thy hapless fate.

P
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NPOKOBBIIABIIEM MHMO MEHA

CrbIauCh, 6ECUEIOBEYHbIN YeIOoBeK !
Honoit TBOe pa300HHNYbE UCKYCCTBO!
ITyckait TBOE# fylue, TUIIEHHOH YyBCTBA,
He Oynmer yTeuieHus: BOBEK.

A Tbl, KOYEBHHK POILL, TOJIEH, JIYTOB,
I'ne npoBepnelIb Thl JHENR CBOUX OCTAaTOK?
KoHern TBO# OyeT ropecTeH U KpaTok.
Tebs He XXAET pOTHOU 3eJIEHbIH KPOB.

Kaneka xankuif, rie-HuOyab B THILH,
Cpenu 3apoclieil BEepeCKOM HOJISTHbI

Wnb y peku, rae CBULLYT KaMbILIH,

Th! npymagels K 3eMjie KPOBaBOH paHOM.

He pa3, BcTpeuas Hag pekoro Hur
PaccBeT Becenblil WM BeYep TPE3BbIi,
51 BcnoMHIO O Tebe, IpUsITENb PE3BbI,
U npokisiHy T0rO0, K€M Thbl yOUT!

Ilepesod C. Mapw.axa.
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Willie brew’d a peck o’ maut

O Willie brew’d a peck o’ maut,
And Rob and Allan cam to see;
Three blyther hearts, that lee lang night,
Ye wad na found in Christendie.

Chorus

We are na fou, we’re nae that fou,
But just a drappie in our €’e;

The cock may craw, the day may daw,
And ay we’ll taste the barley bree.

Here are we met, three merry boys,
Three merry boys I trow are we;
And mony a night we’ve merry been,

And mony mae we hope to be!

(Chorus) We are na fou, &c.

It is the moon, I ken her horn,
That’s blinkin in the lift sae hie;
She shines sae bright to wyle us hame,
But by my sooth she’ll wait a wee!
(Chorus) We are na fou, &c.

Wha first shall rise to gang awa,
A cuckold, coward loun is he!
Wha first beside his chair shall fa’,
He is the king amang us three!
(Chorus) We are na fou, &c.
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Ham Bunnu nuBa HaBapun

M nac gBoux no3Bai Ha nup.
Takux cyacTIMBBIX MOJIOAILIOB
Eie He 3Han KpeleHblid MUp!

HukTO He mbsiH, HUKTO He MbsH,
A Tak, og MyxoI0, 4YyTb-4YyTb.

IlycTb feHb BCTaeT, NETyX MHOET,
A MbI HE IpOYsb ellie XIeOHYTh!

Tpu MosonIa, MBI IPYKHO MBEM.
OpuH 6040HOK — TpOE Hac.

He pa3 Bctpeuanucsy Mbl BTpoeM
M BcTperumces ente He pas.

Yro 310 — Crapas JyHa
Muraet HaMm K3-3a BeTBEK?
OHna mibIBeT, JOMOU 30BET...
Her, nogoxpars npugercs eii!

ITocnenHuii TOT U3 Hac, APY3bs,
KTO nepBbIM CTymuT 3a IOPOT.
A nepBbIit TOT, KOTO CTPYs

W3 Hac nocnegHuM CBanuT € HOT!

ITepesod C. Mapwaxa.

s
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g . [To a Gentleman who had sent him

a News-paper, and offered to continue
it free of expense]

Kind Sir, I've read your paper through,
And faith, to me, ’twas really new!

How guessed ye, Sir, what maist I wanted?
This mony a day I’ve grain’d and gaunted,
To ken what French mischief was brewin;
Or what the drumlie Dutch were doin;
That vile doup-skelper, Emperor Joseph,
If Venus yet had got his nose off;

Or how the collieshangie works

Atween the Russians and the Turks;

Or if the Swede, before he halt,

Would play anither Charles the twalt:

If Denmark, any body spak o’t;

Or Poland, wha had now the tack o'’t;
How cut-throat Prussian blades were hingin;
How libbet Italy was singin;

If Spaniard, Portuguese, or Swiss,

Were sayin or{takin aught amiss:

Or how our merry lads at hame,

In Britain’s court kept up the game:

How royal George, the Lord leuk o’er him!
Was managing St. Stephen’s quorum;

If sleekif Chatham Will was livin,

Or glaikit Charlie got his nieve in;

How daddie Burke the plea was cookin,

If Warren Hastings’ neck was yeukin;
How cesses, stents, and fees were rax’d,
Or if bare a—s yet were tax’d;
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(K JUKEHTJIbMEHY, KOTOPbIA NMPHUCIa
eMy 0eCIUIaTHO ra3ery C npefjioxKeHHeM
M JaJblIe JeJIaTh 3T0)

51 npOraoTHI ra3eTy pa3oM:

Yuran Bce HOBOCTH C 3KCTa30M.

Kak BbI y3Hanu, yapopnei,

O yeMm MeuTal 51 MHOTO gHei?..
Y3HaTh NONUTHKY BCIO HaUly:
®paHIy3 KaKyro BapuT Kauly,

Kak mwrsier raycubiii @panu-HMocud,
BeHnepe B HOC 000bI4y 6pocuB?

YTo TYypKH C PYCCKMMH, M KaK

OpnHa U3 uxX OObIYHBIX ApaK?

U Bce b UTTH MEYTaET LIBEN,
IBenannaromy Kapny Bcnen?

O JJanuu He nuiuyT GOJbLIE.

Ko BepTuT BceM xo3suicrBom B ITonbuie?
YeM mimaru pycckue rpossir?

Yro UTANBAHCKHUI Cren KacTpaT?

Ha yTo ucnaHIpl, NOpTyranbupl
HIunsgT, Ha YTO IJISIAST CKBO3b NaJbLbI?
A kak OGpuTaHcKas nanara

W Hawm Muiible pebsita?

XpaHUMBIl 60roM Halll KOpOJb

Kak B kBopymMe urpaer poib?

Bce xuB nu xutpsbiii Yatam-Bunnu?
U Bce 1 Yapab3 neHusblIi B cune?
Kak ¢ k601 gsapst Bépk cBoei?

¥ T'acrunrca cBepOuUT Jiu 1ies?

PacreT n1u peHTa, a Hanoru

Ha yro oco6o cranu crporu?
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The news o’ princes, dukes, and earls,
Pimps, sharpers, bawds, and opera-girls;
If that daft buckie, Geordie W***s,

Was threshin still at hizzics' tails,

Or if he was grown oughtlins douser,
And no a perfect kintra cooser,

A’ this and mair I never heard of;

And but for you I might despair’d of.

So gratefu’, back your news I send you,
And pray, a’ gude things may attend you!

1 3
Young Jockey was the blythest lad

Young Jockey was the blythest lad
In a’ our town or here awa;
Fu’ blythe he whistled at the gaud,
Fu’ lightly danc’d he in the ha’.
He roos’d my een sae bonie blue,
He roos’d my waist sae genty sma;
An ay my heart came to my mou,
When ne’er a body heard or saw.

My Jockey toils upon the plain
Thro’ wind and weet, thro’ frost and snaw;
And o’er the lee I leuk fu’ fain
When Jockey’s owsen hameward ca’.
An ay the night comes round again
When in his arms he taks me a’;
An ay he vows he’ll be my ain
As lang’s he has a breath to draw.
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Y10 B CBETE [1€JIalIOT CErONHS
TaHnopku, BOpbI, IPUHLIBI, CBOAHHU?
Bce nb nonoyMmHslii npuHI, I'eopr
IIpuxonut OT fieBUIl B BOCTOPT,

Wb Bce e cTajl B KOHIE KOHIIOB

Y MHel KpeCTbSIHCKHX 3KepeO1oB?
Be3 Bac He 3HaTb ObI MHE 00 3TOM:
Y3Han — Gnarogaps raseram!

Bam Bo3Bpalaio BeCh MaKer.

Bcex 6mar, — npuMuTe Mo# npuser!

Ilepesod T. Ilenkunoii-KynepHux.

VOB, 3

* %

Moii [I3K0KM — Cl1aBHBIH MOJIOJEL,
HuxTO B OKPECTHOCTH Yy Hac

Tax He 30BET POXKOM OBEll,

Tak He BefeT IEBYOHKY B IUISIC.

CkasaJ OH: HET CHHee IJjia3,
Her craHa ToHbIIIE MOETO.

O, xak 651axkeH KOPOTKHII yac,
Korga xpyroM HeT HHKOYO.

OH 1eNbIA IEHb NACET OBEL]

B rpo3y u JIMBEHB, B CHET U 3HOH.
51 xpy: KOrfa e HaKOHel|
ITorouur crago oH JOMOI!

M TOnbKO BEYEpOM 51 C HUM.

MeHs B OOBATbsI 3aKJTIOYUB,

Kisinercst [3x0K# GbITH MOUM

N GbITb CO MHO¥, MTOKY/1a KHB.
Ilepesoo C. Mapwaka.
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My heart’s in the Highlands

My heart’s in the Highlands, my heart is not here;
My heart’s in the Highlands a chasing the deer;
Chasing the wild deer, and following the roe;

My heart’s in the Highlands, wherever I go.—

Farewell to the Highlands, farewell to the North;
The birth-place of Valour, the country of Worth:
Wherever I wander, wherever I rove,

The hills of the Highlands for ever I love.—

Farewell to the mountains high cover’d with snow;
Farewell to the Straths and green vallies below:
Farewell to the forests and wild-hanging woods;
Farewell to the torrents and loud-pouring floods.—

My heart’s in the Highlands, my heart is not here,
My heart’s in the Highlands a chasing the deer:
Chasing the wild deer, and following the roe;

My heart’s in the Highlands, wherever I go.—
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B ropax moe cepane

B ropax moe cepaue... JloHbIHE 5 TaM.
ITo cneny oneHs jedyy Mo ckajam.
I'onro 51 oneHs, myraro Ko3y.

B ropax moe cepane, a caM sl BHH3Y.

ITpowmai, most ponuna! Cesep, npouiai, —
OrTeuecTBO cnaBbl U fOGJIECTH Kpai.

ITo GenoMy cBeTy cynb0OI0 FOHMM,
Haseku ocraHych 51 CbIHOM TBOUM!

IIpowaiite, BepLIUHbI IOJ KPOBJIEH CHETOB,
IpowariTe, NONUHBI U CKaThI JIyTOB,
ITpowainTte, noHukuIue B 6€3/IHY Jeca,
IIpoiaiiTe, MOTOKOB JIECHBIX TOJNOCA.

B ropax moe cepaue... JIoHbIHE 5 TaM.
ITo cneny oneHs nevyy HO cKajaM.
I'oHr0 s1 Onens1, myraro Ko3sy.

B ropax Moe cepange, a caM 51 BHu3Y!

ITepesod C. Mapwaxka.

L@
>
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From The Battle of Sherra-moor

O cam ye here the fight to shun,

Or herd the sheep wi’ me, man,
Or were ye at the Sherra-moor,

Or did the battle see, man.
I saw the battle sair and teugh,
And reekin-red ran mony a sheugh,
My heart for fear gae sough for sough,
To hear the thuds, and see the cluds
O’ Clans frae woods, in tartan duds,
Wha glaum’d at kingdoms three, man.

(Chorus) La la la, &c.

The red-coat lads wi’ black cockauds

To meet them were na slaw, man,
They rush’d, and push’d, and blude outgush’d,

And mony a bouk did fa’, man:
The great Argyle led on his files,
I wat they glanc’d for twenty miles,
They hough’d the Clans like nine-pin kyles,
They hack’d and hash’d while braid swords clash’d,
And thro’ they dash’d, and hew’d and smash’d,
Till fey men di’d awa. man.

(Chorus) La la la, &c.

But had ye seen the philibegs
And skyrin tartan trews, man,
When in the teeth they dar’d out Whigs,
And covenant Trueblues, man;
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=2 (Orpwi8oxk)

— Ilpumen a1 ThI NaCTH OBEI}

Co MHOI B THILIH JIECHOH, Opar,

Wb ¢ nmoJyist GUTBLI ThI Oerier

U Bupgen crpawuHbli 60, 6paT?

— Boii IllepamMypckuit G611 KECTOK.
KpoBaBbIii neHmICs MOTOK,

Hawm crpax cepaua cxxuMman B KOMOK.
Taxoit 6611 rpoM. Y HaniposioM

B 710XMOTbE KJIETYaTOM CBOEM
IMMomtaHans! MYaIHCh B 60K C Bparom,
Yro mien u3 Tpex Kpaes, Opart.

MyHRHpOB sIPKO-KPACHBIX paTh
He crana Hamux XpaThb, Opar.
IMTycTunace XaTb ja HalUpaTh,
CrBOJIBI B JIECY JIOMATb, Opar.
Apraiinb BEJTMKHH BEJ COJAaT.
Opyx®4 CTalb ClIENWIa B3IJAA,
Kpyuia mronei 3a pspgom psf.
Bparu Hecluch, Kak capaHya,
PyOunu, pesanu c mieva

U Tex TonTanu cropsya,

Ko mepnun ymupars, 6par.

Ho napHu B 10604Kax, miamniax
M xneTyaThIX IITaHaxX, 6par,
COMKHYJIH CTPO¥, OCEsIB CTpax
Bo Bpaxeckux psiax, 6part.



258 m The Poems and Songs

In lines extended lang and large,

When baiginets o’erpower’d the targe,

And thousands hasten’d to the charge;

Wi’ Highland wrath they frae the sheath

Drew blades o’ death, till out o’ breath

They fled like frighted dows, man.
(Chorus) La la la, &c.

O how deil Tam can that be true,

The chace gaed frae the north, man;
I saw mysel, they did pursue

The horse-men back to Forth, man;
And at Dunblane in my ain sight
They took the brig wi’ a’ their might,
And straught to Stirling wing’d their flight,
But, cursed lot! the gates were shut
And mony a huntit, poor Red-coat
For fear amaist did swarf, man.

(Chorus) La la la, &c.
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XOTb CUIIBI BpaXbH BEJIMKH,

Ho 3appoxanu ux nonkuy,

Korpa nocnbimanocsk: «B mThIKH! »,
Korpa kJnMHOK 6GbL1 OOHaXKEH

M c rHEBOM BBIPBaH U3 HOXKOH,

U nep3kuii Bpar 6bL1 MOpPaKeH,
Bexxan oH BroneIxax, 6par.

OH noKa3aj TaKyIo pbiCh,

Kaxoii He 3Han caM 4epT, 6par.
MBI no nmATaM 3a HIM FHAJIUCh —
Cnepsa 3arHanu B @opr, 6par.

B Ilan6neiiHe, moakumasi XBOCT,
OH nepebpajicst Yepe3 MOCT

U noneren cTpemrias, Kak Apo3.
Ho 3anep CrepiauHr-ropogok
CBou BOpOTa Ha 3aMOK.

JIro60ii conpaT OT cTpaxa B3MOK,
XoTb 6bLT HEAABHO I'OpA, Opar...

ITepesod C. Mapwaxa.
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FRi
A waukrife Minnie

Whare are you gaun, my bony lass,
Whare are you gaun, my hiney.
She answer’d me right saucilie,
An errand for my minnie.

O whare live ye, my bony lass,
O whare live ye, my hiney.

By yon burn-side, gin ye maun kem,
In a wee house wi’ my minnie.

But I foor up the glen at e’en,
To see my bony lassie;

And lang before the grey morn cam,
She was na hauf sae saucey.

O weary fa’ the waukrife cock,
And the foumart lay his crawin!

He wauken’d the auld wife frae her sleep,
A wee blink or the dawin.

An angry wife I wat she raise,

And o’er the bed she brought her;
And wi’ a meikle hazel rung

She made her a weel pay’d dochter.

O fare thee weel, my bony lass!

O fare thee weel, my hinnie!
Thou art a gay and a bony lass,

But thou has a waukrife minnie.
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— Kyna Toponumbcst 4yTh CBET —
Hanpago win nmpssmo? —

OHa HafMEHHO MHE B OTBET:

— Kyna nocnana Mama!

— T';me ThI XuBeEWb, Ayma Mosi? —
51 mpopoxain ynpsiMo.

OHa ckazana: — Y pyubd

Kusy c Moero MaMoii.

Hamen s foMEK y py4ss,

M Houb nponIIa MTHOBEHHO.
A yTpOM fieBy1LIKa MOS
Brina He cTronb HagMEHHa.

ITycts netyxa 3aect xopex!

3aps ele He BcTanla, —
Crapyxa-MaTh C IOCTEJIM — CKOK!
UM nac BaBOeM 3acraina.

OHa MeHs IporHaia npoys,
ITocnaB MHE rpaji NpOKJIATHH,
W ny crerath OEHTKKY-0Yb,
Cramus ee ¢ KpOBaTH.

B TBO# THXMI JOMHK y pY4bsi
ITpmuen GbI 51, MATIOTKA,
Korpna 661 MaTyLIKa TBOS
Crnana He CJIMIIKOM YyTKO!

Ilepesoo C. Mapwaka.
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(1) E%g
\ ) Song—

1

Yestreen I had a pint o’ wine,
A place where body saw na;
Yestreen lay on this breast o’ mine
The gowden locks of Anna.—
The hungry Jew in wilderness
Rejoicing o’er his manna,
Was naething to my hiney bliss
Upon the lips of Anna.—

2

Ye Monarchs take the East and West,
Frae Indus to Savannah!

Gie me within my straining grasp
The melting form of Anna.—

There I’ll despise Imperial charms,
An Empress gr Sultana,

While dying raptures in her arms
I give and take with Anna!!!

3

Awa, thou flaunting god o’ day!
Awa, thou pale Diana!
Ilk star, gae hide thy twinkling ray!
When I’'m to meet my Anna.—
Come, in thy raven plumage, Night;
Sun, moon and stars withdrawn a’;
And bring an angel pen to write
My transports wi’ my Anna.—
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¢ 30710TOKOCas AHHA

OT rna3 foCy>Xux B CTOpOHE
Buepa s BbIIII ClIaBHO,

Buepa s ObL1 HaefuHe

C 30710TOKOCO# AHHOI.

He nukoBan rononHsbli Tax,
Haiins B mycThiHEe MaHHY,

Kak 51, BKycUB Me[IBSIHBIX OJiar,
Or nonenyeB AHHBI.

Bo3bmu, MOHapX, BOCTOK H FOT
Ot WHpa 10 caBaHHBI,

A MHe 6 He BbINyCKaTh U3 PYK
I'opstuelt moTH AHHBI.

Yrto MHE BEJTMKOCBETCKHH GIreck,
IIpunnecc oyapoBaHbe,

Koraa, ot nack cropasi Bech,
Hapro s nacku AHHe!

Yiinu, HafMEeHHbIA CBETOY JHS,
Crunb, 6negHast [IuaHa,

IIpous, 651ECTKH 3BE3AHOTO OTHS,
Korna co MHOO AHHa!

Tb1, HOYb, YKPOI CBOUM LIATPOM
HeGecHbIX TeJ1 CHUSIHbE

U pait MHe aHrena nepo,

Yro6 paccka3aTh 06 AHHe.
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[Postscript

The kirk and state may join and tell;
To do sic things I manna:

The kirk and state may go to h—II,
And I shall gae to Anna.

She is the sunshine o’ my e’e,
To live but her I canna:

Had I on earth but wishes three

The first should be my Anna.]

1 3

O ay my wife she dang me

Chorus

O ay my wife she dang me,
An’ aft my wife she bang’d me,
If ye gie a woman a’ her will
Gude faith she’ll soon oergang ye.

On peace and rest my mind was bent,
And fool I was | marry’d;

But never honest man’s intent
As cursedly miscarry’d.

Some sairie comfort still at last,
When a’ thir days are done, man,
My pains o’ hell on earth is past,
I’'m sure o’ bliss aboon, man.
O ay my wife she &c.
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IToCTCKpPHOTYM.

ITycTh cya ¥ HEpKOBB IIO IATaM
I'po3saT MHE Haka3aHbEM —
ITyckait MEyT OHH K YEPTSM,

A s OTTIpaBNIOCh K AHHE.

CBerT rj1a3 MOHX JIHMIIb B HEH OHOM.
XKutb 6e3 Hee HE CTaHy:

Byne Tpu xenaHbs MHE laHO,
Ha3Bai 6b1 IepBbIM AHHY.

Ilepesoo B. ®edorosa.

33

IlecHs o 3710# XxeHe

Co MHOI XX€Ha He JIaJIuT,
Konotur, a He riagur.
ToMy, KTO BOMIO JaCT XXEHE,
Omna Ha 1ero Ciyer.

51 B Heli MeUYTaJl HAUTH MIOKOM,
Ho, BugHO, nan s Maxy.

Ax, HUKOr[{a NOpbIB 61aron
He Ben x TakoMy Kpaxy.

OnHy Hagexny g Talo, —
YTo XneT MeHst Harpaja,
H, BepHO, 6yny 5 B paro,

OTO6BIB Bce MykH afja!

ITepesod C. Mapw.axa.
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) My Tochers the Jewel

O meikle thinks my Luve o’ my beauty,

And meikle thinks my Luve o’ my kin;
But little thinks my Luve, I ken brawlie,

My tocher’s the jewel has charms for him.
It’s a’ for the apple he’ll nourish the tree;

It’s a’ for the hiney he’ll cherish the bee;
My laddie’s sae meikle in love wi’ the siller,

He canna hae luve to spare for me.

-Your proffer ¢’ luve’s an airle-penny,
My tocher’s.the bargain ye wad buy;
But an ye be crafty, [ am cunnin,
Sae ye wi’ anither your fortune maun try.
Ye're like to the timmer o’ yon rotten wood,
Ye're like to the bark o’ yon rotten tree,
Ye'll slip frae me like a knotless thread,
And ye’ll crack your credit wi’ mae nor me.
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JIpy>kOK MO¥ IIJIEHEH MOUM B30POM U CTaHOM,
EMy monroGminch MO JOM U PORHSI.

Ho, kaxeTcs, 6obliie npenblieH OH NPUAaHbIM
M n106UT 4epBOHILI HEXXHEH, UYEM MEHSI.

3a 165104KO0 I6JI0HIO JIIOGUT MO MUJIBIH,
ITyeny cBorO MIOOUT 32 Oyny1MiA Mef.

U Ttak cepebpo ero Ayiy IEHHIIO,

Yro0 B cepALe MecTeyka OH MHE He HaHferT.

Emy mopora He keHa, a IpHILIaTa.
JIr060Bb 1151 HEro — He J11000Bb, a 6a3ap.
Xurep OH, — M 51 YK HE TaK NPOCTOBATa:
ITyckatt oH nonpole NpuCMOTPHT ToBap!

IToGeroB He X4 OT NPOTHUBILETO KOPHS,
3eNeHbIX BETBEH — OT CyXOro CTBOJIA.
Takast 1:060Bb YCKOJIb3aET POBOPHEH,
Yem TOHKasI, CKOJIb3Kasi HUTh 6e3 y3na!

Ilepesoo C. Mapwaka.
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B
, What can a young lassie do wi’ an
auld man

What can a young lassie, what shall a young lassie,
What can a young lassie do wi’ an auld man?

Bad luck on the pennie, that tempted my Minnie
To sell her poor Jenny for siller and lan’!

He’s always compleenin frae mornin to €’enin,
He hosts and he hirpls the weary day lang:

He’s doy!’t and he’s dozin, his blude it is frozen,
O, dreary’s the night wi’ a crazy auld man!

He hums and he hankers, he frets and he cankers,
1 never can please him, do a’ that I can;

He’s peevish, and jealous of a’ the young fallows,
O, dool on the day I met wi’ an auld man!

My auld auntie Katie upon me taks pity,
I’ll do my endeavour to follow her plan;

I’ll cross him, and wrack him untill I heartbreak him,
And then his auld brass will buy me a new pan.—
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Yro penars JeBYoOHKe?

Yro nenath geBYoHKEe? Kak GBITE MHE, IEBYOHKE?
Kak XuTb MHE, [EBYOHKE, C MOMM MYKEHBKOM?
3a MIWUIMHTH, IEHHH 3ary6iieHa [ xeHHH,
O6BeHuaHa JI>XeHHH C TIIYyXHM CTapHKOM.

Bopunus oH u 6oneH, BCerfa HEJOBOJIEH.

B rpynu ero xosop, B pykax €ro jyefp.

KpsiXTHT OH, GOpMOYET, YCHYTbh OH HE XOYeT.
Kax Ts:xK0 npoGbITh ¢ HUM BCIO HOYb HanmpoJeT!

BpI03:KUT OH M 3JIMTCS, 3HaKOMBIX GOUTCH,
Jpy3ei CTOpOHUTCS — TaKoH HeNrofuM!
Ko BceM OH peBHYET XEHY MOJIOAYIO.

B xynyro MHHYTY 51 BCTPETHIIACh C HUM.

Crnacu60, Ha cBeTe ecTh Teryuka Kartu —
OHa MHe fjajia AparoueHHbIN COBET.

Bo BceM cTapukaHy nepedMTh 51 CTaHy,
IToka OH He JIOMHET Ha CTapOCTH JieT!

Ilepesoo C. Mapwaka.
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Wha is that at my Bower-door?

Wha is that at my bower-door?
O wha is it but Findlay;

Then gae your gate, ye’se nae be here!
Indeed maun I, quo’ Findlay.—

What mak ye, sae like a thief?
O come and see, quo’ Findlay;
Before the morn ye’ll work mischief;
Indeed will 1, quo’ Findlay.—

Gif I rise and let you in,
Let me in, quo’ Findlay;

Ye’'ll keep me waukin wi’ your din;
Indeed will I, quo’ Findlay.—

In my bower if ye should stay,
Let me stay, quo’ Findlay;

I fear ye’ll bide till break o’ day;
Indeed will I, quo’ Findlay.—

Here this night if ye remain,
I’ll remain, quo’ Findlay;

I dread ye’ll learn the gate again;
Indeed will I, quo’ Findlay.—

What may pass within this bower,
Let it pass, quo’ Findlay;

Ye maun conceal till your last hour;
Indeed will [, quo’ Findlay.—
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DuHpIeH

— Kro Tam cTyuuTcs B NO30HUI yac?
«Koneuno, s1 — OuHpye!»

— Crymnait gomoii. Bee cnAr y Hac!
«He Bce!» — cka3zan OuHpiei.

— Kak TbI npuiiTi KO MHE nocmen?
«ITocmen! » — ckazan OuHAmEN.

— He6och Hagenaeusb ThI JeE...
«Mory!» — cka3an OuHane.

— Tebe xanuTKy OTBOpH...

«A Hy!» — cka3an OuHpnen.

— TboI cnaTs He gawb MHE 10 3apu!
«He mam!» — cka3zan ®@uupnei.

— ITonpoGyii B oM Te6s BILYCTHTb...
«Bmycrtu!» — ckazan OuHpe.

— Bcro HOYb Thl MOXEUIb IPOTOCTHUTb.
«Bcro HOYB!» — cka3an PuHAnEN.

— C T06010 HOUb OHY NMOOYAb...
«ITo6ynb!» — ckazan @uHANEN.

— Ko MHe onsiTh Haifewb Thl MyTh.
«Haitpy!» — cka3an ®unmei.

— O ToM, 4TO 6Yay 5 ¢ TOOOM...
«Co MHOI1! » — cka3an PuHanen.
— Monyu 1o KpbIKHN rpoboBoii!
«Hper!» — cka3zan Ounpmnei.

Ilepesoo C. Mapuwaka.
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% My Collier laddie—

Whare live ye, my bonie lass
And tell me how they ca’ ye?
My name, she says, is Mistress Jean,
And I follow my Collier laddie.
My name, she says, is Mistress Jean,
And I follow my Collier laddie.

Sce you not yon hills and dales
The sun shines on sae brawlie?
They a’ are mine and they shall be thine,
Gin ye’ll leave your Collier laddie.
They a’ are &c.

Ye shall gang in gay attire,
Wecl buskit up sae gaudy;
And ane to wait on every hand,
Gin ye'll leave your Collier laddie.
And ane to wait on every &c.

Tho’ ye had a’ the sun shines on,
And the earth conceals sae lowly;
I wad turn my back on you and it a’,
And embrace my Collier laddie.
I wad turn &c.
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33
Iloapyra yroasmsaxa

— He 3Har0, KaK Te6s 30BYT,
I'me THI XHBEIIb, HE BEAAIO.

— XuBy Be3jie — H TaM H TyT,
34 yronsmmukom ciefyio!

— BoT 3TH HHBBI H jieca

U Bce, yero nonpocHius Thl,

S nam Te6e, MOs Kpaca,

Konb yronbmuka 6pocums Tbi!

OneHy B i€k T€0s1, MOH IPYT.
3auem OTpenbs HOCHIID ThI?

51 nam TeGe KOHEH M CIIyT,
Kons yronsuuka 6pocHins Thi!

— XoTs ropsl 30J10Ta MHE Aai
H xemayra or60pHOro,

Ho He yiify 1 — Tax u 3Hail! —
OT yroasiuka 4epHOro.
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I can win my five pennies in a day
And spen’t at night fu’ brawlie;
And make my bed in the Collier’s neuk,
And lie down wi’ my Collier laddie.
And make my bed &c.

Loove for loove is the bargain for me,
Tho’ the wec Cot-house should haud me;

And the warld before me to win my bread,
And fair fa’ my Collier laddie!

And the warld before me to win my bread,
And fair fa’ my Collier laddie!
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MBbI IHEM pa3BO3UM yTOJNEK.
3aro nopoi HOYHOI

51 3a6epych B CBOI YTOJOK.
Moii yronpmuK — co MHOIO.

Y Hac m060Bb — JIIOOBH LieHa.
A oM Haul — MHMp NPOCTOPHBI.
M mnaTuT BEpHOCTHIO CHOJIHA
MHe yronpiuk Mo# 4epHblii!

Ilepesoo C. Mapwaka.
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S
, Country Lassie—

In simmer when the hay was mawn,
And corn wav’d green in ilka field,
While claver blooms white o’er the lea,
And roses blaw in ilka bield;
Blythe Bessie, in the milkin-shiel,
Says, I'll be wed come o't what will;
Outspak a dame in wrinkled eild,
O’ gude advisement comes nae ill.—

Its ye hae wooers mony ane,

And lassie ye're but young ye ken;
Then wait a wee, and canie wale,

A routhie butt, a routhie ben:
There’s Johnie o’ the Buskieglen,

Fu’ is his bam, fu’ is his byre;
Tak this frae me, my bonie hen,

It’s plenty beets the luver’s fire.—

For Johnie o’ the Buskieglen,
I dinna care a single flie;

He loes sae weel his craps and kye,
He has nae loove to spare for me:



277 % Cruxoreopenus u necuu

A 3
, Korna KoHIaica CeHOKOC

Korjga KoH4aJcst CEHOKOC,

H xonbixanace poxknb BOJHOM,

U 3anax kiesepa u po3

Crpyefi BIMBasnCA B JIETHHI 3HOM,

Korna B cany cpeaid KycroB
XKysckana cOHHas myena, —
B TeHu, B 3aroHe Ui KOpoB
Becena mMeuieHHas uuia.

Ckasana Beccd, HaKJIOHACh
K cBoeli cocefike ApeBHHX JIET:
— Hpru g 3aMyx coOpanack.
— Hy 4T0 %, XyJOro B 3TOM HeT.

TBOHX NOKJIOHHHKOB HE CYECTD,

A TbI, rony6Ka, Monoja.

Thl MOXeNIb BEIOPaTh — BpPEeMs €CTb —
Cebe ycans0y xonp Kyna!

B3suia 661 JI:k0Ha TBI B My XbsI

U3 backu-T'nena. INMapess — knag.
A 3Haewb, Kypo4ka Mos,

I'me ecTs ROCTATOK, TaM H JIaf.

— Hy yro mue [Ixxou! Ha yro mue on!
S Ha Hero W He B3rJIsHY.

Csou aM6aps! 06uT [IKOH, —
3aueM JIOOHTD eMy KeHy!
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But blythe’s the blink o’ Robie’s eye,
And weel I wat he loes me dear;
Ae blink o’ him I wad na gie
For Buskieglen and a’ his gear.—

O thoughtless lassie, life’s a faught,
The canniest gate, the strife is sair;
But ay fu’-han’t is fechtin best,
A hungry care’s an unco care:
But some will spend, and some will spare,
An’ wilfu’ folk maun hae their will;
Syne as ye brew, my maiden fair,
Keep mind that ye maun drink the yill.—

O gear will buy me rigs o’ land,
And gear will buy me sheep and kye;
But the tender heart o’ leesome loove,
The gowd and siller canna buy:
We may be poor, Robie and I,
Light is the burden Loove lays on;
Content and Loove brings peace and joy,
What mair hae queens upon a throne.—

a3
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Mmue PobuH 1o cepauy faBHO,
H 3nato, — 51 emy muna.

51 3a CIOBIIO €ro OfHO

Becwy Backu-I'sieH 6b1 oTnana!

— Ho xu3Hb, MamoTKa, He Jierka.

K 6oratcTBy, K C4acTbl0 — NMyTb KPYTOH.
U Bepb MHE, NIOJHAas pyKa

Kyna cunbHeit pyku mycToi.

Kt0 nmoymHe#, ToT Gepexer.
Y Tex, KTO TpaTHT, HET yma.
M yX Kako#l Tl CBapHllb Mef,
Takoi u 6yaews NUTh caMa!

— O pa, 3a IeHbI'd HE XUTPO
KymuTts nons, siyra, crapa,
Ho 3050T0 1 cepebpo

He xynaT cepaia HUKoraal

ITycts Mo#t ynen — y6oruii [om,
ITycroit am6ap ¥ TeCHbIH XJEB, —
BrBoeM MbI Jydiie 3a3KUBEM
Bcex xoporseit u Koposes.

Ilepesoo C. Mapwaka.
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otk Ye Jacobites by name—

Je Jacobites by name, give an ear, give an car;
Ye Jacobites by name, give an ear;
Ye Jacobites by name
Your fautes 1 will proclaim,
Your doctrines I maun blame,
You shall hear.—

What is Right, and what is Wrang, by the law, by the law?
What is Right, and what is Wrang, by the law?
What is Right, and what is Wrang?
A short Sword, and a lang,
A weak arm, and a strang
For to draw.—

What makes heroic strife, fam’d afar, fam’d afar?
What makes heroic strife, fam’d afar?
What makes heroic strife?
To whet th’ Assassin’s knife,
Or hunt a Parent’s life
Wi’ bludie war.—
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S1KoOuTBI Ha CJIOBaX,
Bawm noto, Bam 1notxo.

SIKoGHUTHI Ha CJIOBaX,
Bawm notro.

SIkoOuTHI HaA CJIOBAX,

O6aunuy s Bac B rpexax

U y4yenbe Baiue B npax
Pa3o06b10.

Yro ectb npaBaa? Yro ecTb JOXb?
I'ne 3akoH? I'me 3akoH?

Yro ectb npaBpa? Yro ecTb J0XKb?
I'ne 3akoH?

Yro ectb npaBna? Yo ecTh JIOXKb?

JnuHHBIA Mey 1y n36epelb

Wb KopoTkuii BbIpBELb HOX
W3 HoxXOH?

Tepouueckoit 60pp60it
Yro Ha3Bats? YTO Ha3BaTh?
I'epounyeckoit 60pb60#1
Yrto Ha3BaTh?
T'epounyeckoit 60pp60i
3Barth JiM pacnpu u pa3boii,
I'me B OTLIa rOTOB J1060H
Hox BorHats?
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Then let your schemes alone, in the State, in the State,
Then let your schemes alone in the State,
Then let your schemes alone,
Adore the rising sun,
And leave a Man undone
To his fate.—

25

10 EWR
585

Had I a cave on some wild, distant shore,
Where the winds howl to the waves’ dashing roar:
There would I weep my woes,
There seek my lost repose,
Till Grief my eyes should close,
Ne’er to wake more.

Falsest of womankind, canst thou declare,
All thy fond plighted vows—fleeting as air!
To thy new lover hie,
Laugh o’er thy perjury—
Then in thy bosom try,
What peace is there!

e-coY
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XBaTHUT MPOUCKOB, eit-e!
B 3TOT Bek, B 3TOT BEK.
XBaTUT MPOUCKOB, eH-ei,
B aroT Bek.
XBaTUT NPOUCKOB, efi-eil.
Be3 HenpoueHsix apysen
IMycTb uper K cynnbe cBoei
Yenosek!

Ilepesoo C. Mapwaka.

33

T'ne-To B newepe, B npuOpPEXHOM Kpalo,
Tope cBoe oT nr0oA€E# yTaro.

Tam g o6aymaro

3ayro cyas6y Moo,
3iy10, YTpPIOMYIO Y4acTh MOIO.

JIxuBas XEeHIUHA, KJIATBaM TBOUM
Bpemst npuIiio pasiieTeTbesl Kak bIM.
Cwmeiics ¢ BO3JIF06GJIEHHBIM
Tbo! Hap 3aryOJICHHBIM,
Hap oGeccnaBiieHHbIM C4aCTbeM MOMM!

ITepesod C. Mapwaxa.

C5x2;
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22 3 Such a parcel of rogues in a nation—

Fareweel to a’ our Scotish fame,
Fareweel our ancient glory;
Fareweel even to the Scotish name,
Sae fam’d in martial story!
Now Sark rins o’er the Solway sands,
And Tweed rins to the ocean,
To mark whare England’s province stands,
Such a parcel of rogues in a nation!

What force or guile could not subdue,
Thro’ many warlike ages,

Is wrought now by a coward few,
For hierling traitors’ wages.

The English steel we could disdain,
Secure in valor’s station;

But English gold has been our bane,
Such a parcel of rogues in a nation!

O would, or I had seen the day
That treason thus could sell us,
My auld grey head had lien in clay,
Wi’ BRUCE and loyal WALLACE!
But pith and power, till my last hour,
I’ll mak this declaration;
We’re bought and sold for English gold,
Such a parcel of rogues in a nation!
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& MloTaaHacKad ciiaBa

Hagek npocrucs, [loTnanackuil kpai,
C TBOEIO ApeBHEN CIaBOIL.

Ha3sBanbe caMoe, npoiai,

OTun3HbI BeJIM4aBO!

I'me TBuAO HeceTcs B OKeaH

U Capk B neckax CTpyuTcsi, —
Tenepsb BiajieHbsl AHIVIMYAH,
[TpoBuHLUM rpaHuUIa.

Beka CJIOMUTb Hac HE MOTJIH,
Ho npopan Hac u3MEHHHUK
[IpoTUBHMKAM POAHOM 3eMHU
3a ropcts Npe3peHHbIX ACHET.

MpbI cTanb aHTIUHACKYIO HE pa3
B cpaxeHbsiX MPUTYIHIH,

Ho 30n0TOM aHrnuiickum Hac
Ha Topxwuiue kynunu.

Kak xanb, 4To 51 He nman B 6010,
Koraa c Bparom Goposuch

3a yecTb U POiMHY CBOIO

Hauw ropubiit Bproc, Yonnec.

Ho pecaTs pa3 B nocnenHui yac
Ckaxy s 6e3 yTaiku:
ITpoknsTUe npepgaBlIed HacC
Mo1eHHHYeCKOM 11aike!

Ilepesoo C. Mapwaka.
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@ The Slave’s Lament—
5

It was in sweet Senegal that my foes did me enthrall
For the lands of Virginia-ginia O;
Torn from that lovely shore, and must never see it more,
And alas! I am weary, weary O!
Torn from &c.

All on that charming coast is no bitter snow and frost,
Like the lands of Virginia-ginia O;
There streams for ever flow, and there flowers for ever blow,
And alas! I am weary, weary O!
There streams &c.

The burden I must bear, while the cruel scourge I fear,
In the lands of Virginia-ginia O;
And I think on friends most dear with the bitter, bitter tear,
And Alas! I am weary, weary O!
And I think &c.
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ITecns paGa-Herpa

B MusioM 3HoiiHOM CeHeralle
B nneH Bparu MeHs 3a6paiu
M otnpaBuiu crofa — 3a MOpE CHHEE.
U Tockyro s BRanu
OT ponHoii Moe# 3emMiu
Ha nnanTauusx Bupruiuy — rusum.

Ha moeM poaumoM rore
He GbiBaeT 3MMHEN BbIOTH,
Hu MOpo30B, HU CHETOB, HH UHES.
Tam mymsiT IOTOKH BOJA
U uBersI LBETYT BECh IOf,
HewusBecTHble BUpruHuu — ruHuu.

ITon ynapamu 6uua,
Uro pabckoe Bnaua,
I1poBOXY 5 AHY B MeYajlu U yHbIHHH.
I'opbKO BCIOMHUThL MHE APY3€i
BosnbHO FOHOCTH MOei
Ha nnantanusx Bupruauy — ruxuu!

N Ilepesoo C. Mapwaka.

-

N
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The De’il’s awa wi’ th’ Exciseman
»

The deil cam fiddlin thro’ the town,

And danc’d awa wi’ th’ Exciseman;
And ilka wife cries, auld Mahoun,

I wish you luck o’ the prize, man.

Chorus

The deil’s awa the deil’s awa

The deil’s awa wi’ th’ Exciseman,
He’s danc’d awa he’s danc’d awa

He’s danc’d awa wi’ th’ Exciseman.

We’ll mak our maut and we’ll brew our drink,
We'll laugh, sing, and rejoice, man;
And mony braw thanks to the meikle black deil,
That danc’d awa wi’ th’ Exciseman.
The deil’s awa &c.

There’s threesome reels, there’s foursome reels,
There’s hornpipes and strathspeys, man,

But the ae best dance e’er cam to the Land
Was, the deil’s awa wi’ th’ Exciseman.

The deil’s awa &c.
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Co CKPHMIKO¥ YepT MYCTHIICS B ILISIC
W B ag yMuan akiu3HOro,

U Bce kpuuanu: — B no6psIii yac!
OH He BepHeTcs ChI3HOBa!

MbI1 Bapum nuBa Jy4yuIdi copr

U nbem, cnpaBnsist TpU3HY.
Cnacu6o0, yepT, 1100e3HbI# yepT, —
K nam He npupet akuu3HbIN!

EcTb nusicku pa3Hble y HacC

B ropax moeii OTYU3HbI,

Ho ny4mmuit nnsic, yepToBCKuit misic
Cnnisican B afy akLU3HbIH!

Ilepesoo C. Mapwaka.

-@I‘,i' 4
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Duncan Gray

Duncan Gray cam here to woo,
Ha, ha, the wooing o’t,

On blythe Yule night when we were fu’,
Ha, ha, the wooing o’t.

Maggie coost her head fu’ high,

Look’d asklent and unco skiegh,

Gart poor Duncan stand abiegh;
Ha, ha, the wooing o’t.

Duncan fleech’d, and Duncan pray’d;
Ha, ha, the wooing o’t.
Meg was deaf as Ailsa craig,
Ha, ha, the wooing o’t.
Duncan sigh’d baith out and in,
Grat his een baith bleer’t an’ blin’,
Spak o’ lowpin o’er a linn;
Ha, ha, the wooing o’t.

Time and Chance are but a tide,
Ha, ha, the wooing o’t.

Slighted love is sair to bide,
Ha, ha, the wooing o’t.

Shall I, like a fool, quoth he,

For a haughty hizzie die?

She may gae to——France for me!
Ha, ha, the wooing o’t.
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CaaroscrBo [Iynkana I'pas

Iyukan I'p3it faBHO BiIIOOTIEH,
M B HOUYBb MOA POXKAECTBO

K HaM cBaTaTbCs Ipyexail OH...
Bor 3T0 cBaToBCTBO!

Tpuexan B mpa3gHU4HYIO HOYb

X 03s1CKYI0 IOCBaTaTh JOYb,

Ho 6bu1 ¢ n030poM NporHaH npoyb.
Xa-xa! BoT cBaTOBCTBO!

3aTbUIOK B3MOK Yy KEHHUXa,
Xa-xa! Bot cBaToBCTBO!

A Moarru 6yaro 6bl1 rmyxa —
He capiiuur Hu4ero.

OH 3aBOAMI C HEH Pa3roBOp,

I'na3a 1 HOC NalOHBIO TEP,

Tonutbcs 6eran yepes ABOP.
Bor aro cBaroBcTBO!

JI1060Bb OTBEPrHyTas 3ia.
Bort 310 cBaTOBCTBO!

Y nmapHst paHa 3a)Kxuna —
Bot 3T0 cBaTOBCTBO!

— 51, — roBOpUT, — HE TaK yx IJym,
YT06 npeBpaTUTHLCS B XKaNKUH TPy
H3-3a TOro, 4TO € He J1100! —

Xa-xa! Bot cBaToBCTBO!
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How it comes let Doctors tell,

Ha, ha, the wooing o’t.
Meg grew sick as he grew heal,

Ha, ha, the wooing o’t.
Something in her bosom wrings,
For relief a sigh she brings;

And O her een, they spak sic things!

Ha, ha, the wooing o’t.

Duncan was a lad o’ grace,

Ha, ha, the wooing o’t.
Maggie’s was a piteous case,

Ha, ha, the wooing o’t.
Duncan could na be her death,
Swelling Pity smoor’d his Wrath;
Now they’re crouse and canty baith,

Ha, ha, the wooing o’t.

£
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A MB>3rITH KJIHYET JOKTOPOB,
Bort 3T0 cBaTOBCTBO!

OHa 6051bHa, a OH 3[0pOB.
BoT 3TO cBaTOBCTBO!

Yré 37100 HERYT C JIFOABMHU TBOPHT!

B ee rpyau oross ropur,

A B3IJISIA TaK MHOTO TOBOPMT...
Bor 3to cBaTroBcTBO!

Bo11 no6pelit napeds — JyHkaH I'pail.
Bor aro cBaTtoBcTBO!

OH cKOpO CXaJIHIcs Haj Hel,
Bort 3To cBaToBCTBO!

He Mor oH rpex Ha coBecTb B35ITh —
JIMmMTh TF06MMOM TOYKH MaTh.
OH efieT cBaTaThCA ONSTh...

Bort 310 — cBaTOBCTBO!

Mepesod C. Mapwaka.

(o2
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} Here awa’, there awa’

Here awa’, there awa’ wandering, Willie,

Here awa’, there awa’, haud awa’ hame;
Come to my bosom, my ae only deary,

Tell me thou bring’st me my Willie wie same.

Loud tho’ the winter blew cauld on our parting,
"Twas na the blast brought the tear in my €’e:

Welcome now Simmer, and welcome my Willie;
The Simmer to Nature, my Willie to me.

Rest, ye wild storms, in the cave o’ your slumbers,
How your dread howling a lover alarms!
Wauken, ye breezes! row gently, ye billows!
And waft my dear Laddie ance mair to my arms.

But oh, if he’s faithless, and minds na his Nanie,
Flow still between us, thou wide roaring main:
May I never see it, may I never trow it,
But, dying, believe that my Willie’s my ain!

6
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Ilecus

Hepinue 3aech, 3aBTpa TaM — 6€CnOKONHBIA By,
Heixue 3pech, 3aBTpa TaM, ia U Clef| NPOCTBLIL...
Boporucs nockopeit, Mo# 1r06uMblit Busiu,

M ckaxu, 4TO NPUILET TEM XK€, YTO ¥ ObLI.

3uMHHUI BETEP LIyMEJl, HU3KO TYYH IJIBbLIH.
IMpoBoxana Te6st 51 B fajeKuii NyTb.

CHoBa JIeTO NPUAET, Thl BEpHeLIbCsl, Buniuy,
Jleto — B noJie U JI€C, Thl — KO MHE Ha IPYAb.

IlycTb yCHeET OKeaH Ha NecKe U LieOHe.
CrpaluHoO ClbIaTh BO ThME 3TOT I'yJIKHI BOH.
Y crnokoiTech, Bajbl, ONYCTUTE TPeOHH

W Hecute nerko nyTHUKa JOMOI.

Eciu 3k OH U3MeHWI ¥ 3a6bU1 O MHJIOH,
ITycTb rpoXodyT Baslbl CyTKH HaMpOJIET.
He noxpyce kopabns u coiny B MOruiy,
He y3HaB, 4yTo KO MHe Buiin He npuzer.

HeiHye 3pech, 3aBTpa TaM — GecnioKOiMHbIA Buniy,
Hrinue 3pech, 3aBTpa TaMm, Ja U Clief IPOCThLL...
BopoTucs nockopei, Mo# sr06uMbIi Buiiu,
BopoTHCh Thl KO MHE TEM XK€, YTO U ObLi!

Ilepesoo C. Mapwaka

3
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%ﬁ; Lord Gregory—
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O mirk, mirk is this midnight hour,
And loud the tempest’s roar:

A waefu’ wanderer seeks thy tower,
Lord Gregory ope thy door.

An exile frae her father’s ha’,
And a’ for loving thee;

At least some pity on me shaw,
If love it may na be.

Lord Gregory, mind’st thou not the grove,
By bonie Irwine-side,

Where first I own’d that virgin-love
I lang, lang had denied.

How aften didst thou pledge and vow,
Thou wad for ay be mine;

And my fond heart, itsel sae true,
It ne’er mistrusted thine.

Hard is thy heart, Lord Gregory,
And flinty is thy breast:

Thou dart of Heaven that flashest by,
O wilt thou give me rest!

Ye mustering thunders from above
Your willing victim see!

But spare, and pardon my fause Love,
His wrangs to Heaven and me!
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Jlopa I'peropn

(baanaoa)

ITonHOYHBIN Yac YyTPIOM U THX.
JIuis TpOM rPpEMUT NOPOH.

51 y nBepeit CTOI0 TBOUX.

Jlopa I'peropu, OTKpoOHi.

51 He MOTY BEpHYThCSl BHOBb
Homoii, Kk ceMbe CBOEH,

U ecnu cnut B Te6e 11000BD,
MeHst XOTb NOXaJeH.

ITpHIIOMHH JIEC Ha CKJIOHE IOD,
I'ne Bomio 51 pana

JIr06BH, C KOTOPO¥ HOJTHIA CHIOP
B nywe cBoei Bena.

TbI HEGOM KIISIJICS MHE HE pas3,
Yro Gymelb Thl MOUM,

Yro norosop, cBs3aBILIUM Hac,
Hagexu Hepywum.

Ho TOT He NOMHHUT NpeXXHUX HEH,
Use cepale U3 KPEMHs.

Tax nycTb Xe y TBOUX iBEpEH
I'po3a y6neT MeHs!

O He6o, cMEPTH MHE NIOAAPH.
51 BEYHBIM CHOM YCHY

Y nBepu nopaa I'peropy,
IIpocrus ero Buny.

Ilepesoo C. Mapwaka.
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When wild War’s deadly Blast

was blawn

When wild War’s deadly blast was blawn,
And gentle Peace returning,
Wi’ mony a sweet babe fatherless,
And mony a widow mourning;:
I left the lines, and tented field,
Where lang I’d been a lodger,
My humble knapsack a’ my wealth,
A poor and honest sodger.

A leal, light heart was in my breast,
My hand unstain’d wi’ plunder;
And for fair Scotia, hame again
I cheery on did wander.
I thought upon the banks of Coil,
I thought upon my Nancy,
And ay I mind’t the witching smile
That caught my youthful fancy.

At length I reach’d the bonny glen,
Where early life I sported;

I pass’d the mill and trysting thorn,
Where Nancy aft I courted:

Wha spied I but my ain dear maid,
Down by her mother’s dwelling!

And turn’d me round to hide the flood
That in my een was swelling.
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Bosnpamelme coamxarTra

YMOK TSXKENbIi POM BOUHBI,
U mup cuser cHoBa.

ITons 1 cena COXKEHbI,

W peru muyT Kposa.

51 wen oMoM, B CBOM Kpail pOHOM,
IITarep noxuHyB GpaTCKHi.

M B crapoM paHIe 3a CTUHOMN

BrLt Bech MO# ckap6 cOaTCKHiA.

IIaran s ¢ jerkuM 6araxom,
CuacTiauBbIi M CBOOOTHBIH.
He otsaryun s rpabexoM
CBoe#l cyMbI MOXORHOM.

ITaran s 6oapo B paHHUM 4ac,
3agyMaBIINCh O MIJIOH,

O o1t ynbIOKe CHHUX rias,
Yrto MHE BO ThME CBETHUIIA.

Bot Hama Tuxas peka

Y MennHHMIA B TYMaHe.
3nech, MO KyCTaMH UBHSIKa,
S o6 psicHMIICS AHHE.

Bor s B30o11€N Ha CKJIOH XONIMa,
MHe C IOHBIX JIET 3HaKOMBIH, —
W npeno MHOI OHa cama

Crout y ABEpH floMa.
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Wi’ alter’d voice, quoth I, sweet lass,
Sweet as yon hawthorn’s blossom,
O! happy, happy may he be
That’s dearest to thy bosom:
My purse is light, I've far to gang,
And fain wad be thy lodger;
I’'ve serv’d my king and country lang,
Take pity on a sodger!

Sae wistfully she gaz’d on me,
And lovelier was than ever;
Quo’ she, a sodger ance I lo’ed,
Forget him shail I never:
Our humble cot, and hamely fare,
Ye freely shall partake it,
That gallant badge, the dear cockade,
Ye're welcome for the sake o't.

She gaz’d—she redden’d like a rose,—
Syne pale like ony lily,

She sank within my arms, and cried,
Art thou my ain dear Willie?—

By Him who made yon sun and sky,
By whom true love’s regarded,

I am the man—and thus may still
True lovers be rewarded!

The wars are o’er, and I’'m come hame,
And find thee still true-hearted;

Tho’ poor in gear, we're rich in love,
And mair,—we’se ne’er be parted!
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C pecHHI| cMaxHYJI S KaluIH cie3,
H, ronoc n3menss,

S 3agan peBymKe BONpoc,
Kakoii, — 1 caMm He 3HaIo.

INorom cka3an si: — ThlI cBeTNIEH,
Yem 3TOT IEHDb NOTOXMIA,

U ToT cyacrnuBeit Bcex JIOAEH,
Ko Bcex Tebe fopoxe!

XoTb Yy MEeHS1 KapMaH Iy CTO#
M cymxa nycroBara,

Ho He Bo3bMelIb JIM Ha NOCTOM
Ycranoro conpara?

Ha mur ee npekpacHbIii B3rJsig
Bb11 rpycTHIO OTYMaHEH.

— Mo MuIbIi TOXe GBI CONAaT.
Yro ¢ HuM? YGHT wib paHeH?..

OH He BepHyIICSH, HO O HEM
XpaHio s1 naMAThb CBSITO,

M HaBceraa oTKpBIT MO IOM
JIns yecTHOrO conpara!

H Bapyr, y3HaB MOH Y€pPThI
Ilox cnoem cepoit mbuIy,

OHna cnpocuna: — JT0 ThI? —
ITorom cka3ana: — Buun!..

— Ha, 310 1, MO J11060Bb,
A TBI — MO# Harpapa

3a 4eCTHO NPOJHTYIO KPOBb,
M nywineit MHe He HaJlo.

Tebs, Mol ApyT, NpHs C BOHHBI,
Hamien s1 Heu3MeHHOH.

ITyckaii ¢ To60¥0 MbI GEHBI,

Ho T61 — Mo ky1apy GeclieHHbIM!
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Quo’ she, my grandsire left me gowd,
A mailin plenish’d fairly;

And come, my faithful sodger lad,
Thou’rt welcome to it dearly!

For gold the merchant ploughs the main,
The farmer ploughs the manor;
But glory is the sodger’s prize,
The sodger’s wealth is honour;
The brave poor sodger ne’er despise,
Nor count him as a stranger;
Remember, he’s his country’s stay
In day and hour of danger.

4D
Fes
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OmHa cka3ana: — Her, BiBoeM
MBI 3aKMBEM Ha CIIaBy.

MHe e oOCTaBHII caf U IOM,
Onu TBOM O npaBy!

Kynen nibIBeT 1o JOHY BOJ,

3a npuObLIbLI0 60raToM.
OGWIBLHOI KaTBbI (hepMEP KAET.
Ho yects — ypnen conpara.

U1 nycrts conpaT Bcerfa HaiaeT
Y Bac NpHIOT B JIOPOTE.
CrpaHbl pORUMO¥ OH OILIOT

B yacel ee TpeBOTH.

"%‘%? IIepesod C. Mapwaxka.
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O ken ye what Meg o’ the mill

' has gotten

O ken ye what Meg o’ the mill has gotten,
An’ ken ye what Meg o’ the mill has gotten;
A braw new naig wi’ the tail o’ a rottan,
And that’s what Meg o’ the mill has gotten.

O ken ye what Meg o’ the mill loes dearly,
An’ ken ye what Meg o’ the mill loes dearly;
A dram o’ gude strunt in a morning early,
And that’s what Meg o’ the mill loes dearly.

O ken ye how Meg o’ the mill was married,

An’ ken ye how Meg o’ the mill was married;

The Priest he was oxter’d, the Clerk he was carried,
And that’s how Meg o’ the mill was married.

O ken ye how Meg o’ the mill was bedded,

An’ ken ye how Meg o’ the mill was bedded;
The groom gat sae fu’ he fell awald beside it,
And that’s how Meg o’ the mill was bedded.
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Mb3rry ¢ MeJIbHHIBI

<

ToI 3HaeIb, YTO M3rru HaMeaHHu Hania?
ToI 3Haeb, 4T0 M3rTH HaMEIHH Hala?
Hamna xenuxa, fypaka u 6e3fenbHUKa,
H cepnue pa36mna y 6eqHOro MeJIbHUKA.

Bb111 MENBHUK XOpOUI U B TPYAe U B Oecefie,
OTBaxeH, KaK JIopH, ¥ IpeKpaceH, KaK JIEAH.
Hpyro# 661 HEB3paYHbIi, IyCTON NapeHeK,
Ho tyro HaGuT GbLI €TI0 KOLIEEK.

Onun obewan ei m060Bb 1 3a60Ty,

Hpyroit nocynui nocepbe3Hee 4ro-To:
I'Henyro JOIIaKy C KOPOTKHUM XBOCTOM,

C y3aeuKoii B KOJIEUKax, CEJIOM M XJIbICTOM.

Ox, [eHbTH UMEIOT U3PSAHYIO CHITY,
Konb MOXHO [eBHIy KyNIUTh 32 KOObLIY.
ITpupaHoe — BaxkHas B 3KU3HM CTaTh,
Ho pait MHe n1060Bb, fOporas Mos!

Ilepesod C. Mapwaka.

253
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Ken ye what Meg o’ the mill
has gotten—

O ken ye what Meg o’ the mill has gotten,
An’ ken ye what Meg o’ the mill has gotten?
She’s gotten a coof wi’ a claut o’siller,

And broken the heart o’ the barley Miller.—

The Miller was strappin, the Miller was ruddy,
A heart like a lord, and a hue like a lady;

The Laird was a widdefu’, bleerit knurl;

She’s left the gude-fallow and taen the churl.—

The Miller he hecht her, a heart leal and luving,
The Laird did address her wi’ matter mair muving,
A fine pacing horse wi’ a clear chainet bridle,

A whip by her side, and a bony side-sadle.

O wae on the siller, it is sae prevailing,

And wae on the luve that’s fix’d on a mailin!
A tocher’s nae word in a true luver’s parle,
But, gie me my luve, and a fig for the warl!

So)‘{:
R
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Thol 3Haewmb, YyTo M3ITH K BEHLy nmostyumwna?
ThbI 3Haelb, 4T0 MAITH K BEHIy HoJry4ymnia?
C KpBbICHHBIM XBOCTOM €M foCTajack KoObLIa.
BoT uMeHHO 3TO OHa MONMy4YHIa.

Tr1 3HaEIB, BO YTO BJIFOOJIEHA OHA MBLJIKO?
TsI 3Haemb, BO YTO BiIFOOJIEHA OHA NBLIKO?
Y Mbarru Bcerfa nop Nofyukon 6yTeliKa.
B 6GyThUIKY KaBHO BiI00JIEHAa OHA MBLIKO.

A 3Haeub, Kak ¢ Marru xeHux ooBeH4asucs?
A 3Haellb, KaK ¢ Marru xxeHux o6BeHyascs?
ITcanomimuk ObLI NbsH, a CBSIIEHHUK Ka4yaJcs
B T0 Bpemsi, Kak Cy>KeHbIi ¢ M3rTu BeHYaJICsl.

A 3Haelllb, YeM KOHYMWJIOCh HOYbIO BECEJIbE?
A 3Haelllb, YeM KOHYHJIOCh HOYbIO Becebe?
KeHHX y IIOCTEJIH CBAJIMJIICS C IOXMEbS.
BoT TaK M OKOHYMIOCH 3TO Becebe!

ITepesod C. Mapwaxa.
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O whistle, and I’ll come to ye, my lad,

O whistle, and I’ll come to ye, my lad;

Tho’ father, and mother, and a’ should gae mad,
Thy JEANIE will venture wi’ ye, my lad.

But warily tent, when ye come to court me,
And come nae unless the back-yett be a-jee;
Syne up the back-style and let naebody see,
And come as ye were na comin to me—
And come as ye were na comin to me.—
O whistle &c.

At kirk, or at market whene’er ye meet me,
Gang by me as tho’ that ye car’d nae a flie;
But steal me a blink o’ your bonie black e’e,
Yet look as ye were na lookin at me—
Yet look as ye were na lookin at me.—
O whistle &c.

Ay vow and protest that ye care na for me,

And whyles ye may lightly my beauty a wee;

But court nae anither, tho’ jokin ye be,
For fear that she wyle your fancy frae me—
For fear that she wyle your fancy frae me.—

OB
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TbI cBUCTHU — TeOs HE 3aCTaBJIIO 1 X aTh,
ThoI cBUCTHU — TeOsI HE 3aCTaBIIIO S XaTh.
ITycte GynyT GpaHUTBCS OTEl] MOH M MaTb,

Th1 cBUCTHH — Te0sI HE 3aCTaBJIIO 5 XaTh!

Ho B 06a rnsinu, npoGHpasiCh KO MHE.
Haiinu TeI na3eiiky B CajloBOI CTEHE,
Haiiu Tpu cTyneHsKH B cafly IIpH JIYHE.
Hnu, Ho Kak GYATO MAeLIb He KO MHE,
Hnu, 6yaTo BOBce uiellb He KO MHE.

A ecii MBI BCTPETUMCS B LIEPKBHU, CMOTPH:

C nmoppyroi Moeit, He CO MHOY rOBOpH,
YKpaako# MHE JTaCKQBbIY B3TJISIA TOAApH,

A 6onbilie — CMOTpH! — Ha MEHsI HE CMOTPH,
A 6onbuie — cMOTpH! — Ha MEHS HE CMOTpH!

IIpyruM roBopH, Hally TailHy XpaHs,
Yro HeT Tebe ena COBCEM IO MEHH.
Ho, naxe uryTs, 6eperuch, Kak OrHs,
Y106 KTO-TO HE OTHSLI TeOsl Y MeHS,
U BnpaBny He OTHsUI Te6s y MeHs!

ThbI cBUCTHH — TeOsl HE 3aCTaBIIIO A XIaTh,
Thbl cBUCTHH — TeOs1 HE 3aCTaBIIO 5 XAATh.
ITycrs 6ynyT OpaHUTBLCS OTEL| MOM U MaTh,

ThI cBUCTHH — TeOs1 HE 3aCTaBIIIO S XAaTh!

Ilepesgod C. Mapw.axa.
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1 3
Robert Bruce’s March to
Bannockburn—

Scots, wha hae wi’ WALLACE bled,
Scots, wham BRUCE has aften led,
Welcome to your gory bed,—

Or to victorie.—

Now’s the day, and now’s the hour;

See the front o’ battle lour;

See approach proud EDWARD’s power,
Chains and Slaverie.—

Wha will be a traitor-knave?

Wha can fill a coward’s grave?

Wha sae base as be a Slave?
—Let him turn and flie:—

Wha for SCOTLAND’s king and 1aw,

Freedom’s sword will strongly draw,

FREE-MAN stand, or FREE-MAN fa’,
Let him follow me.—

By Oppression’s woes and pains!

By your Sons in servile chains!

We will drain our dearest veins,
But they shall be free!

Lay the proud Usurpers low!

Tyrants fall in every foe!

LIBERTY’s in every blow!
Let us DO—or DIE!!!
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N 35 ¥
00 Bproc — morianamam

Br1, xoro Bogwiu B 60#

Bproc, Yomiec 3a co6oit, —

Be1 Bpara LieHo# 10601
Orpa3uTh rOTOBBI.

Bnu30K fieHb, ¥ Yac rpsiper.

Bpar HanmMeHHBIH y BOPOT.

OnBapyn apMHIO BEeT —
Ilenu 1 OKOBBI.

Tex, KTO MOXeT 6POCHUThL MeY

U pabom B MOTMITy JIeUb,

Jly4ie BOBpeMs OTCEYb.
ITycrs yinyT B3 CTpOSL.

ITycts ocTanercs B CTPOIO,

KT0 32 poauHy cBOIO

XoueT XUTh U NacTh B 6010
C MyxecTBOM repos!

Botii uiier y HalMx CTeH.

XKner nu Hac NO30pHbIH MWIeH?

Jlyuie KpoBb U3 HALINX BeH
Ortnanum Hapopy.

Haura yects BEJIUT CMECTH

YrHerarene# ¢ myTu

U B cpaxeHbe 06pecTH
CmepTb Wwin cBOGORy!

ITepesod C. Mapwaxa.
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2 Thou hast left me ever

Thou hast left me ever, Jamie,
Thou hast left me ever.

Thou hast left me ever, Jamie,
Thou hast left me ever.

Aften hast thou vow’d that Death,
Only should us sever:

Now thou’s left thy lass for ay—
I maun see thee never, Jamie,
I'll see thee never.—

Thou hast me forsaken, Jamie,
Thou hast me forsaken:
Thou hast me forsaken, Jamie,
Thou hast me forsaken.
Thou canst love anither jo,
While my heart is breaking:
Soon my weary een I'll close—
Never mair to waken, Jamie,
Ne’er mair to waken.

&953
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Tos1 MeHst ocTaBwi, [Ixemu,
Tob1 MeHs1 ocTaBuI,

Hagcerna ocraBui, [IxxeMu,
Hascerna ocraBui.

TbI WIyTHI CO MHOKO, MIJIBIH,
Te1 co MHOH TyKaBWJI —
Knsjicst HOMHUTb A0 MOTHIbI,
A nmotom ocraBui, [Ixxemu,
A nmoTtom octaBmi!

Ham He 6bITh ¢ TOGOO, [IXemu,
Ham He 6bITb ¢ TOGO}O.
Huxornma Ha cBere, Ixxemu,
Hawm He Ob1Tb € TOGO}O.

ITycTh ckOpeit HacTaHET BpeMsI
BeyHoro nokos.

51 rna3a cBOH 3aKpolo,
Hasgcerna 3akporo,

Ixemu,

Hagcerna 3akporo!

ITepesod C. Mapwaxka.

R
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1 3
English Song

Husband, husband, cease your strife,
Nor longer idly rave, Sir:

Tho’ I am your wedded wife,
Yet I am not your slave, Sir.

‘One of two must still obey,
‘Nancy, Nancy;

‘Is it Man or Woman, say,
‘My Spouse Nancy.’

If ’tis still the lordly word,
Service and obedience;
I'll desert my Sov’reign lord,
And so, good b’ye, Allegiance!

‘Sad will I be, so bereft,
‘Nancy, Nancy;

‘Yet I'll try to make a shift,
‘My Spouse Nancy.'—

My poor heart then break it must,
My last hour I am near it:

When you lay me in the dust,
Think how you will bear it.—

‘I will hope and trust in Heaven,
‘Nancy, Nancy;

‘Strength to bear it will be given,
‘My Spouse Nancy.’—
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H3ucH

— MyxeHek, He CIOph CO MHOM,
He cepnucek HanpacHo,
Crana s TBOEH KEeHOH —
He pa6oii GesrmacHoit!

— Ilpu3uaro npasa TBOH,
H3ucu, Haucu,

Hy, a kTO X I71aBa ceMbH,
Hoporas Haucu?

— Ecym ThI MO¥ BJIaCTEHH,
IToxeIMy BOccTaHbe.
Bypnews BIacTBOBaTh OUH, —
C TeM ¥ 10 cBHIaHb!

— 2Kaunb paccraTbes MHE € TOGOI,
Haucu, Hancn,

Ho cmuproce s npen cynn60it,
HOoporas Hancu!

— IToropwu, moXpmembCs qHS:
JIsary s B Moruiy.

Ho, ocraBuuce 6e3 MeHs,
Y10 THI CKaXKEIIb, MIIBIA?

— He60 B nomours npu3osy,
Hancu, Haucu,

U aBoch nepexuBy,
Hoporas Haucu!
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Well, Sir, from the silent dead,
Still I’ll try to daunt you;
Ever round your midnight bed
Horrid sprites shall haunt you.—

‘I’ll wed another, like my Dear,
‘Nancy, Nancy;

‘Then all hell will fly for fear,
‘My Spouse Nancy.’—

F

13

In answer to one who affirmed

of a well-known Character here,

Dr B——, that there was Falsehood
in his very looks—

That there is Falsehood in his looks,
I must and will deny;

They say, their Master is a Knave—
—And sure they do not lie.—

C g
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— Ho u MepTBas He fam
51 Te6e nokosl.
CrpaluHblil IpU3pak Mo HouaM
Bynet npepn To6010!

— 51 xeHy cebe Ha#py
Bpone Haucu, Hancn —

U Bce npu3paku B afy
3atpeneiyt, HaHcu!

Ilepesod C. Mapwaxa.

&g

R

K noptpery 1yxoBHOro Juia

Her, y Hero He JKMBbBIA B3TJISIH,
Ero rnasa He nryr.

OHH NpaBAMBO FOBOPAT,

Yro ux Blagenen — IyT.

Ilepesod C. Mapwaxa.

G2
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3 3
A red red Rose

O my Luve’s like a red, red rose,
That’s newly sprung in June;

O my Luve’s like the melodie
That’s. sweetly play’d in tune.—

As fair art thou, my bonie lass,
So deep in luve am [;

And I will love thee still, my Dear,
Till a’ the seas gang dry.—

Till a’ the seas gang dry, my Dear,
And the rocks melt wi’ the sun:
I will love thee still, my Dear,
While the sands o’ life shall run.—

And fare thee weel, my only Luve!
And fare thee weel, a while!

And I will come again, my Luve,
Tho’ it were ten thousand mile!—

-
d
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JIro00BB

JI1060Bb, KaK po3a, po3a KpacHasl,
IIsereT B MOeM capy.

JI1060Bb MOSI — KaK IECEHKa,

C KOTOpOii B IyTh HAY.

CunbHee KpacoThl TBOEH
Most n1060Bb OffHA.

OHa c T000ii, MoKa Mops
He BBICOXHYT [10 Ha.

He BBICOXHYT MODsI, MO} ipYT,
He pymurcs rpaHur,

He ocraHOBHTCS IECOK,

A OH, KaK XH3Hb, OCXKMUT...

Bynp cyactnuBa, Mosi 11060Bb,
ITpomaii u He rpycru.

BepHychb K Te6€, XOTb LIENIbIA CBET
ITpumtock 661 MHE TPOATH!

¢ 0 ITepesod C. Mapw.axa.
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@-
) Song—

Contented wi’ little, and cartie wi’ mair,
Whene’er 1 forgather wi’ Sorrow and Care,

I gie them a skelp, as they’re creeping alang,

Wi’ a cog 0’ gude swats and an auld Scotish sang.

I whyles claw the elbow o’ troublesome thought;

But Man is a soger, and Life is a faught:

My mirth and gude humour are coin in my pouch,

And my FREEDOM’s my Lairdship nae monarch dare touch.

A towmond o’ trouble, should that be my fa’,

A night o’ gude fellowship sowthers it a’;

When at the blythe end of our journey at last,
Wha the deil ever thinks o’ the road he has past.

Blind Chance, let her snapper and stoyte on her way;
Be ’t to me, be ’t frac me, €’en let the jade gae:

Come Ease, or come Travail; come Pleasure, or Pain;
My warst word is—Welcome and welcome again!’

B
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N
Moe cuacrne

<

I oBoneH g MalbIM, a 60b1IEMY paf.

A eciii HEB3TOBI HapyIaT MOM J1af,

3a KpYXKOH, HOJ| IIECHIO TOHIO MX IIMHKOM —
ITyckail OHH K YEpTY JIETAT KYBLIPKOM.

B pocape s 3yObl cxXuMaro Nopo,

Ho xu3Hp — 3T0 6UTBa, a Thl, 6paT, repoi.

Moii rpoi Hepa3MeHHbIN — GecrieyHbli MO HpaB,
M BceM KOpOJIsIM HE JIMIIMTL MEHS IIpaB.

I'HeTyT MeHs GefbI BECh IOl HANpOJIET.
Ho Beuep ¢ Apy3bsiMH — M BCE 3aKUBET.
Korna ynanoce HaM [0 Lienu JOMTH,

K 4yeMy BCcHOMHHATL HaM O siMax B IyTH!

Bosutscs nu ¢ kisaeit — cyap6010 Moei?

Ko MHe, OT MeHs1 11, HO 11ia 661 CKOpei.
3a60Ta Wb pafoCThb 3ariyIiHET B MO IOM,

— Boiigure! — ckaxy s, — aBOCh IPOKUBEM!

'-}l@
P

Ilepesod C. Mapw.axa,
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é 3. 3
> The Tree of Liberty

Heard ye o’ the tree o’ France,
I watna what’s the name o’t;
Around it a’ the patriots dance,
Weel Europe kens the fame o’t.

It stands where ance the Bastile stood,
A prison built by kings, man,
When Superstition’s hellish brood
Kept France in leading strings, man.

Upo’ this tree there grows sic fruit,
Its virtues a’ can tell, man;
It raises man aboon the brute,
It maks him ken himsel, man.
Gif ance the peasant taste a bit,
He’s greater than a lord, man,
An’ wi’ the beggar shares a mite
O’ a’ he can afford, man.

This fruit is worth a’ Afric’s wealth,
To comfort us ’twas sent, man:
To gie the sweetest blush o’ health,
An’ mak us a’ content, man.
It clears the een, it cheers the heart,
Maks high and low gude friends, man;
And he wha acts the traitor’s part
It to perdition sends, man.
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( 1.3
HepeBo CBOGOIDI

Ectrs nepeso B ITapmxe, Gpart.
ITon cens ero rycryio

Ipy3bs oTedecTBa CHEINarT,
IToGemy TOpKECTBYSI.

T'ne HpIHYE y €ro cTBOJIA
CBOOOIHBIN JIIOX TOJIHTCS,
Buepa Bacrunus Gblina,
Bceit ®paHmyuu TeMHHAIA.

W3 roga B roj 4YyAecHbIH IWION
Ha pepese pacrer, Gpar.
Ko cBen ero, ToT CO3HaeT,
Yro yenoBek — He CKOT, 6par.

Ero BKycuTs xoJomny gai —

OH craHeT 61aropogHbIM
H cBoii pa3fiennT KapaBai

C TOBapHIIEM IONORHBIM.

Hdopoxe Kinafa Ayt MEHs
®paHIy3cKHil 3TOT ILUIOA, Opart.

OH KpacHT LIEKH B IIBET OTH,
310poBbe HaM Aacr, 6par.

OH nposICHAET MYTHBIH B3TILAA,
BnuBaeT B MbILIIBI CHILY.
3aro mpegaTessaM OH — SIf:
OH cBoAMT MX B MOTHUIy!



324 w The Poems and Songs

My blessings aye attend the chiel
Wha pitied Gallia’s slaves, man,
And staw a branch, spite o’ the deil,
Frae yont the western waves, man.
Fair Virtue water’d it wi’ care,
And now she sees wi’ pride, man,
How weel it buds and blossoms there,
Its branches spreading wide, man.

But vicious folks aye hate to see
The works o’ Virtue thrive, man;
The courtly vermin’s banned the tree,
And grat to see it thrive, man;
King Loui’ thought to cut it down,
When it was unco sma’, man;
For this the watchman cracked his crown,
Cut aff his head and a’, man.

A wicked crew syne, on a time,

Did tak a solemn aith, man,
It ne’er should flourish to its prime,

I wat they pledged their faith, man.

Awa’ they gaed wi’ mock parade,

Like beagles hunting game, man,
But soon grew weary o’ the trade

And wished they’d been at hame, man.

For Freedom, standing by the tree,
Her sons did loudly ca’, man;
She sang a sang o’ liberty,
Which pleased them ane and a’, man.
By her inspired, the new-born race
Soon drew the avenging steel, man;
The hirelings ran—her foes gied chase,
And banged the despot weel, man.
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BnarocnoBenue Tomy,
Ko, noxasnes HaponbI,
BriepBbl€ B rauibCKyIO TIOPbMY
ITpunec pocTok cBOGOABL.

ITowuna gobnecTs B XXapKuil AeHb
3aBeTHBIN TOT POCTOK, 6par,
U oH cBOIO paCKHMHYJI CEHb
Ha 3anap u BocToK, 6par.

Ho roHOI XU3HH TOPXECTBY
I'po3miI MOPOK TIETBOPHBIN:
I'y6u BECEHHIOIO JIUCTBY
YepBsK B napye NPUABOPHOM.

Y nepeBua xoren Byp6on
IToppe3ats KOpewikH, Gpar.
3a 3T0 caM JIMIIHICH OH
Kopons! u 6amkwu, 6pat!

Torna moksics 37106HbIA cOpox,
CobpaHnbe Bcex IOpOKOB,
YTo IepeBLO HE JOXUBET
Jlo no3AHUX, 3peNbIX COKOB.

Hemano ronunx codpanoch
Co Bcex KOHIIOB 3eMIJIH, Opar.
Ho 3510€ geno copBaioch —
XKanenn, uro nounm, 6pat!

CKJHMKaeT BCeX CBOMX ChbIHOB
CBo6opna MoJofasi.

Onu uyT Ha GpaHHbI 30B,
OTBaroro nbljas.

HoBopoxpeHHbI# BECh HapOf,
Bcraer nop 3BOH Meuei, Opar.
Beryr HaeMHUKH Bpa36pof,
Bcst cBOpa nanayei, 6par.
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Let Britain boast her hardy oak,
Her poplar and her pine, man,

Auld Britain ance could crack her joke,

And o’er her neighbours shine, man.
But seek the forest round and round,

And soon ’twill be agreed, man,
That sic a tree can not be found,

*Twixt London and the Tweed, man.

Without this tree, alake this life
Is but a vale 0o’ woe, man;
A scene o’ sorrow mixed wi’ strife,
Nae real joys we know, man.
We labour soon, we labour late,
To feed the titled knave, man;
And a’ the comfort we're to get
_Is that ayont the grave, man.

Wi’ plenty o’ sic trees, I trow,

The warld would live in peace, man;
The sword would help to mak a plough,

The din o’ war wad cease, man.
Like brethren in a common cause,

We’d on each other smile, man;
And equal rights and equal laws

Wad gladden every isle, man.

Wae worth the loon wha wadna eat
Sic halesome dainty cheer, man;
I'd gie my shoon frae aff my feet,
To taste sic fruit, I swear, man.
Syne let us pray, auld England may
Sure plant this far-famed tree, man;
And blythe we’ll sing, and hail the day
That gave us liberty, man.

&5
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Bpuranckui kpaii! Xopo TBo# ay6,
TBO# CTPONHBIN TONOJIL — TOXE.
W Tb1 Ha IyTKHM OBLI HE CKYII,
Korna Th1 6611 MOJIOXKE.

BoraTbiM JIeCOM ThI OfIET —

M ny6om u cocHo#, 6part.
Ho pepeBa cBoGopp! HET

B TBOE# ceMbe secHOM, Gpar!

A 6e3 Hero HaM CBET He MHJI

H ropek xne6 romogHbIil,
M-&1 BhIOMBaeMCst B3 CHII

Ha 6opo3ne GecruiogHOi.

ITuraeM MbI cBOMM ropGom
IToToMCTBEHHBIX BOPOB, Gpart.
W nymns 3a rpoGOM OTROXHEM
Or Bcex cBOMX TPYHOB, Opart.

Ho Bepio s1: HacTaHeT feHb, —
H oH He 3a ropamu, —

Korma nucTBbI BOJILIEGHOH CEHb
PackuHeTcs1 HaJi HaMH.

3abynyT pabcTBO M HY KRy
Hapone! u kpas, 6par,

U GynyT nrogu XUTh B Jany,
Kak gpyxHas ceMbs, 6part!

Ilepesod C. Morwaxa.

O
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K3 e
Song—For a’ that and a’ that—
o ~

Is there, for honest Poverty
That hings his head, and a’ that;
The coward-slave, we pass him by,
We dare be poor for a’ that!
For a’ that, and a’ that,
Our toils obscure, and a’ that,
The rank is but the guinea’s stamp,
The Man’s the gowd for a’ that.—

What though on hamely fare we dine,
Wear hoddin grey, and a’ that.
Gie fools their silks, and knaves their wine,
A Man’s a Man for a’ that.
For a’ that, and a’ that,
Their tinsel show, and a’ that;
The honest man, though e’er sae poor,
Is king 0’ men for a’ that.—

Ye see yon birkie ca’d, a lord,
Wha struts, and stares, and a’ that,
Though hundreds worship at his word,
He’s but a coof for a’ that.
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Keg e

YecrHadg 0efHOCTH
D

KTO 4yecTHO# 6eqHOCTH CBOEH
CroiguTcs M BCe mpoyee,

ToT caMblif XXaJIKHI U3 JTIOAEH,
TpycnuBsblii pab u npoyee.

ITpu BCEM IpH TOM,

ITpu BcéM mpu TOM,
Ilyckait 6emHBI MBI C BaMH,
BorarctBo —

IItamm Ha 3010TOM,

A 3onmortoit —

Me1 camu!

Mb! x51€6 eguM U BOAY IbEM,
MBbI yKpbIBaeMCs TpSIIbEM
U BcE Takoe npouee,

A Mexquy TeM fiypak U IUTyT
OperThbl B IIENK ¥ BUHA NBIOT
M Bcé Takoe mpouee.

Ilpu BcéM npu TOM,
Ilpu BCEM IpH TOM,
Cygpure He 1O ILIaThIo.
KTO 4yecTHBIM KOpMHUTCS TPYAOM, —
Takux 30BY 5 3HATHIO.

BoT 3TOT 11yT — NPHPORHBIH JOPA.
EMY ROJIKHBI MbI KJIaHSTBCS.

Ho nycts oH yonopeH u ropy,
BpeBHO 6peBHOM OcTaHeTcs!
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For a’ that, and a’ that,

His ribband, star and a’ that,
The man of independant mind,

He looks and laughs at a’ that.—

A prince can mak a belted knight,
A marquis, duke, and a’ that;
But an honest man’s aboon his might,
Gude faith he mauna fa’ that!
For a’ that, and a’ that,
Their dignities, and a’ that,
The pith o’ Sense, and pride o’ Worth,
Are higher rank than a’ that.—

Then let us pray that come it may,
As come it will for a’ that,
That Sense and Worth, o’er a’ the earth
Shall bear the gree, and a’ that.
For a’ that, and a’ that,
Its comin yet for a’ that,
That Man to Man the warld o’er,
Shall brothers be for a’ that.—

23
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ITpn BCéM npH TOM,

ITpu BCEM mpH TOM,

XOTb BeCh OH B NO3YMEHTaX, —
BpeBHO ocTraHeTcsi 6GpeBHOM

H B opneHax U B JeHTax!

Kopons nakes cBoero
Hasnauur resepanom,

Ho oH He MOXeT HHKOTO
Ha3HauuTh YeCTHBIM MaJIbIM.

ITpu BcéM npu ToM,
IIpu BcéM npH TOM,
Harpapgi, nects

N npouee

He 3amensior

¥YM 4 yecThb

U Bce Takoe npoyee!

Hacraner neHs, 1 4ac npooweT,
Korna ymy u yectH

Ha Bceit 3emie npugeT Yepen
CrosiTs Ha IIEPEOM MECTE.

IIpu BcéM npu TOM,

IIpu BcéM mpH ToM,

Mory BaM npenckasars 1,
Yro 6yneT feHb,

Korna kpyrom

Bce monu craHyT 6paThs!

Ilepesod C. Mapw.axa.
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o>y
3& Let me in this ae night—

O lassie, art thou sleeping yet,

Or art thou wakin, I would wit,

For Love has bound me, hand and foot,
And I would fain be in, jo.

Chorus

O let me in this ae night,
This ae, ae, ae night;

For pity’s sake this ae night
O rise and let me in, jo.

Thou hear’st the winter wind and weet,
Nae star blinks thro’ the driving sleet;
Take pity on my weary feet,
And shield me frae the rain, jo.—
O let me in &c.

The bitter blast that round me blaws
Unheeded howls, unheeded fa’s;
The cauldness o’ thy heart’s the cause

Of a’ my grief and pine, jo.—

O let me in &c.

HER ANSWER
O tell na me o’ wind and rain,
Upbraid na me wi’ cauld disdain,

Gae back the gate ye cam again,
I winna let ye in, jo.—
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Ho4noi pasrosop

Ts! cnivis Jiy, APYT MO AOpOron?

ITIpocHuCE ¥ BepU MHE OTKPOX.

Her Hu 3B€31bI BO MIJIE ChIPOI.
ITo3BOJb B TBOM JOM BOUTH!

Bnyctu menst Ha 3Ty HOUb,
Ha 3Ty HOUYb, Ha 3Ty HOYb.
W3 xanoctu Ha 3Ty HOYb
B cBoi oM MeHs BycTu!

51 Tax ycraa ¥ TaK Ipoapor,

51 mop co6oit He YyIo HOT.

ITycru MeHs Ha cBO¥ opor
W H& HOYB NPHUIOTH.

Kak BeTep ¢ rpajgoM U JOXKeM

IIIymut HanmpacHo 3a OKHOM,

Tak s cTy4ycCh B TBOM THXHH JOM.
Jajt MHe npuIoT B myTH!

Brycru MeHs1 Ha 3Ty HOYb,
Ha 3Ty, 3Ty, 3Ty HOUb.

M3 xanocru Ha 3Ty HO4Yb
B cBoit oM MeHs1 BycTu!

EE OTBET

Te6e HH KOXK/b, HU CHET, HH I'Paf

He nomenian nonacts B MOH caf,.

W 3Ha4yuT, MOXKEIWb IYTh Ha3ax
Tr1 Ge3 Tpyna HalTH.
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Chorus

I tell you now this ae night,
This ae, ae, ae night,

And ance for a’ this ae night,
I winna let you in, jo.

The snellest blast, at mirkest hours,
That round the pathless wanderer pours,
Is nocht to what poor She endures,
That’s trusted faithless Man, jo.—
I tell you now &c.

The sweetest flower that deck’d the mead,
Now trodden like the vilest weed—
Let simple maid the lesson read,
The wierd may be her ain, jo.—
I tell you now &c.

The bird that charm’d his summer day,
And now the cruel Fowler’s prey,
Let that to witless woman say
The gratefu’ heart o’ man jo.—
I tell you now &c.

25
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Eime xpyrom riyxast Houn,
I'iryxast HOYb, rifyXasi HOYb.

Te6s BIlyCTHTH Ha 3Ty HOYB
51 He mory — npocru!

ITycrs Ha BeTpy ThI Bech IPOApPOT, —
Or xypmux 6ex nomunyii 6or
Ty, uto Te6e uepe3 mopor

ITo3BoamT nepeiTu!

B cany pacKprIBIIMiics IBETOK
Jlexwur, pacTonTaH, OfHHOK.
H sro peBy1IKe ypoK,

Kak eit ce6s1 BeCTH.

ITTenna, He 3HaBIIETO TPEBOT,
B KycTax oXOTHHK HOJCTEpET.
U 3to geBynike ypok,

Kak eit ce6s BecTu!

CrouT Kpyrom riyxas HO4b,
I'myxast HOYb, I'TyXast HOYb.

Te6s BIyCTHTB Ha 3Ty HOYb
51 He Mory — npocru!

Ilepesod C. Mapw.axa.
s
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6\" 70 W
W42 From The Heron Ballads, 1795

1

Wham will we send to London town,
To Parliament, and a’ that,
Wha maist in a’ the country round,
For worth and sense may fa’ that.—
For a’ that, and a’ that,
Thro’ Galloway and a’ that,
Whilk is the Laird, or belted Knight,
That best deserves to fa’ that?

2

Wha sees Kirouchtree’s open yett,
And wha is ’t never saw that,
Or wha e’er wi’ Kirouchtree met,
That has a doubt of a’ that?
For a’ that and a’ that,
Here’s Heron yet for a’ that;
The independant Patriot,
The Honest Man, and a’ that.

3

Tho’ wit and worth, in either sex,
Saint Mary’s Isle can shaw that;
Wi’ Lords and Dukes let Selkirk mix,
For weel does Selkirk fa’ that.
For a’ that and a’ that,
Here’s Heron yet for a’ that;
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Koro momeM MblI 3acefathb

B nmapnameHTe u npouyee?
Kro sny4ime MoxeT onpaBRaTh
Takue nosHOMOYHs?

I1pu BceM npu ToM,

IIpn BceM mpH TOM

Koro u3 Hare 3HaTH

Vine u3 Hapofa MblI NOLILIEM
Pemats fena B nanare?

Bot Mucrep I'épon. Kto u3 Bac
He 3naer natpuota?

KTo0 HEe xonun K HeMy XOTh pa3
B otkpbIThIE BOpOTa?

ITpu Bcem npu TOM,

ITpu BceM mpu ToM

OH HaM 1aBHO M3BECTEH

M He3aBHCHMBIM yMOM,

M T1em, 4TO cepaueM yecTeH.

JlocTOMHBIX NapHE! U NOApPYr

B kparo y Hac Hemao,

Ho Cénpkepk n06HT CBETCKHH KDYT,
Kak Cenpkepky npHcTao.

ITpu BceM mpH TOM,
ITpu BceM npu ToM
K yeMy Ham pox crapuHHBIA?
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An independant Commoner
Maun bear the gree and a’ that.

4

To paughty Lordlings shall we jouk,
And it against the law, that:
For even a Lord may be a gowk,
Tho’ sprung frae kings and a’ that.
For a’ that and a’ that,
Here’s Heron yet for a’ that;
A lord may be lousy loun,
Wj’ ribband, star and a’ that.—

5

Yon beardless boy comes o’er the hills,
Wi ’s uncle’s gowd, and a’ that:
But we’ll hae ane frae 'mang oursels
A man we ken and a’ that.—
For a’ that and a’ that,
Here’s Heron yet for a’ that;
We are na to the market come
Like nowt and naigs and a’ that.—

6

If we are to be knaves and fools,
And bought and sauld and a’ that,
A truant callan frae the schools
It’s ne’er be said did a’ that.
For a’ that, and a’ that,
Here’s Heron yet for a’ that;
And Master Dicky, thou shalt get
A gird and stick to ca’ that.—
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He nopna B JIOHAOH MBI TIOLLJIEM,
ITouineM MbI rpaxnaHuHa!

He B 3BaHBSX CyTh U HE B YHHAX,
Bupganu Mbl BOOYHIO,

Yro siopp B 6iecTAIMX OpAEHax
BriBaeT riyn u mpoyee.

IIpu BceM npu TOM,

ITpu BceM npu TOM

OpnHO MbI 3HAaEM TBEPAO:
YTO YT OCTaHETCs LIyTOM
U B ropaom 3BaHbe JOpAal

K Ham egeT XnbIy ©3-3a XOJIMOB
C MomHo¥ pogHu 60raToH.
Besychlit MaJIbYHK HaCc rOTOB
Kymutb, KaKk CKOT poraTtbli.

Ilpu BCceM npu TOM,

IIpu BceM npu TOM

He npumuisiM mianonasiM, —
MBI TeM CBOJ rOJIOC OTAAEM,
Koro naBHO MbI 3HaeM!
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[Then let us drink the Stewartry,
Kirochtree’s Laird, and a’ that,
Our Representative to be,
For weel he’s worthy a’ that.
For a’ that, and a’ that,
Here’s Heron yet for a’ that;
A House o’ Commons such as he,
They wad be blest that saw that.]

g{ﬁ% 33
4.'.49."@ To Mr E——on his translation of and
(9)

75 commentaries on Martial

O Thou, whom Poesy abhors,

Whom Prose has turned out of doors;

Heard’st thou yon groan?—proceed no further!
"Twas laurell’d Martial calling, Murther!

7
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3a geno CTI0apTOB, APY3bA,
3a I'épona u npouee.

Emy MBI BCE — OfIHa CEMbS —
[ oBepUM NOTHOMOYHSI.

Ilpu BCceM IIpH TOM,

ITpu BceM pH TOM

Hu xoiuensKy, HA 3HaTH —
M&I ronoc 4eCcTH OTRaeM
Ha 6naro Bce# manare!

Ilepesod C. Mapwaxa.

g;s% ER

;S'?gé IlepeBogunky Mapnuana
6

O TbI, KOTO ITO33Hs M3THAJa,

Ko B Haeli mpo3e Mecra He Halen, —
ThbI cHBIUMIIL KPHK NTO3Ta Maplinana:
«Pa3boit! I'pabexx! MeHs OH NepeBe...»

ITepesod C. Mapwaxka.
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3" 3
Address to the Tooth-A che

(Written by the Author at a time when
he was grievously
tormented by that Disorder.)

My curse on your envenom’d stang,

That shoots my tortur’d gums alang,

An’ thro’ my lugs gies mony a bang
Wi’ gnawin vengeance;

Tearing my nerves wi’ bitter twang,
Like racking engines.

A’ down my beard the slavers trickle,
I cast the wee stools owre the meikle,
While round the fire the hav’rels keckle,
To see me loup;
I curse an’ ban, an’ wish a heckle
Were i’ their doup.

What fevers burn, or agues freeze us,
Rheumatics gnaw, or colics squeeze us,
Our neebors sympathize, to ease us,
Wi’ pitying moan;
But thou—the hell 0’ a’ diseases,
They mock our groan.

O’ a’ the num’rous human dools,
Il har’sts, daft bargains, cutty-stools,
Or worthy friends laid i’ the mools,
Sad sight to see!
The tricks o’ knaves, or fash o’ fools,
Thou bear’st the gree.

Whare’er that place be, priests ca’ hell,
Whare a’ the tones o’ mis’ry yell,
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Ona K 3yOHOM 00H

fés

Te1, 3aBna7ieB MOE# CKYJIOH,
ITpoH3aews fecHbI MHE UTJIOHN,
CBepJHIIb CBEPIIOM, MHIHILE MTHION
Be3 ocraHoBKH.
Meuych, ucTep3aHHbBIN U 37101,
Kak B MbIIENIOBKE.

Tak MHOro BHIMM MBI 3a00T,

Korna Hac uxopapika GberT,

Korya nogarpa Hac rpbizer
Wb pesb B XKENMyHKe.

A 3Ta 60J1b — NPEAMET OCTPOT
M npa3pHo#i myTku!

Berrych 51, UCXO s CIIIOHOM,
JIomaro cTynbs, KaK 1IaJbHOH,
Korga cocenu Hago MHOM
B yriry XOX04yT.
ITyckait ux 6ecbl 60pOHOI
B angy mekouyT!
Bcerna xuna co MHOH Oega —
Heypoxaii, Henyr, HyXna,
ITo3op HenpaBsoro cypa,
Honry, y6bITKHY...
Ho He Tepnen s HUKOrga
ITogo6GHOM NMBLITKH!

A s yBepen, 4TO B any,
Kyna no BeiciieMy cyny



344 % The Poems and Songs

An’ plagues in ranked number tell
In deadly raw,

Thou’ Tooth-ache, surely bear’st the bell
Aboon them a’!

O! thou grim mischief-makin chiel,
That gars the notes o’ discord squeel,
Till human-kind aft dance a reel
In gore a shoe thick,
Gie a’ the faes 0’ Scotland’s weal
A TOWMOND'’S TOOTH-ACHE!

E
%”% Eﬁaph on D——C——
D

Here lies in earth a root of H—I,
Set by the Deil’s ain dibble;

This worthless body d—d himsel,
To save the L—d the trouble.

&
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51 HenpeMeHHO nmonany
(B ToM HeT comHeHmit!),
Th1 Gypens NepBoOrO B PNy
Moux My4eHHii.

O nyx pasjfopa U BOHHBI,

YTO HOCUT UMSI CaTaHbI

U GbIa HU3BEPTHYT C BHILIMHbI
3a CBOeBOJILE,

Ka3Hu BparoB mMoeii cTpaHbl
3y6Ho10 60BIO0!

Ilepesod C. Mapwaxka.

K3 e

Omuracgus camoyouiine

Ce0s, Kax IUIEBEI, BBIPBAJ TOT,
Koro mocesin gbsiBoI.
CaMOy6UICTBOM OT XJIONOT
Ox rocnona u36aBuil.

ITepesod C. Mapui.axa.

Ro
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3
[Oh wert thou in the cauld blast]

Oh wert thou in the cauld blast,
On yonder lea, on yonder lea;
My plaidie to the angry airt,
I’d shelter thee, I'd shelter thee:
Or did misfortune’s bitter storms
Around thee blaw, around thee blaw,
Thy bield should be my bosom,
To share it a’, to share it a’.

Or were I in the wildest waste,

Sae black and bare, sae black and bare,
The desart were a paradise,

If thou wert there, if thou wert there.
Or were I monarch o’ the globe,

Wi’ thee to reign, wi’ thee to reign;
The brightest jewel in my crown,

Wad be my queen, wad be my queen.

(3%;{@?
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B monsix, mox CHEroM U JOXHAEM,
Moii MuiBIf IpYT,
Moit 6enHblii fpyT,
Te6s1 yKpbLI OBl 51 IUTAILOM
OT 3UMHHX BBIOT,
OT 3UMHHX BBIOT.

A eciu MyKa cykeHa
Tebe cynn6oi,
Tebe cynp6oii,
T'oroB s cKOpOb TBOIO [0 fHA
Henuts ¢ TOGOH,
Hemats ¢ TOGOH.

ITyckaii coliy s B MpayHbI# KO,
T'me HOYb KpyrOM,
T'ne TeMa Kpyrom, —
Bo TbMe s conHue 6b1 Hamen
C 10601 BBOEM,
C T06OM BOBOEM.

U ecou 6 nanu MHE B yen
Becp map 3eMHOH,
Becs map 3eMHOI,

C kakuM ObI CYaCThEM 5 BJIafieN
Tobo# ogHOM,
ToGo# ogHOM.

43% ITepesod C. Mapwaxa.
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@~

In politics if thou would’st mix,
And mean thy fortunes be;
Bear this in mind, be deaf and blind,
Let great folks hear and see.

)'%i 373
)% ~¢{ On W——Gr-h-m Esq;: of M-sskn-w

‘Stop thief!” dame Nature called to Death,
As Willie drew his latest breath:

How shall I make a fool again—

My choicest model thou hast ta’en.—

‘)t@
”
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\V/ E%g
“’l o
5otk Hamnucs Ha oduimansHoi Gymare,
KOTOpas NpenCchIBAIA MO3TY
«CIIyXHTh, 2 He {yMATh»

K nonutuke 6ynb cien u riyx,
Konb xonuins ThI B 3aIjIaTax.
3anoMHH: 3pEHHUE U CIIyX —
Ynen omHux 6orarbix!

ITepesod C. Mapwaxa.

240N R

W ~¢{ Dmuradus
Buisamy I'paxemy, IckBaipy

CkJ10HsACh y TpO60OBOrO BXOAa,

— O cMepTh! — BOCKIJIMKHYJIa IpUpoOAa, —
Korna ygacrcs MHe onsaTh

Taxoro osiyxa co3garts!..

ITepesod C, Mapwaxa.

%3
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13
%’% Comin thro’ the rye

Comin thro’ the rye, poor body,
Comin thro’ the rye,
She draigl’t'a’ her petticoatie
Comin thro’ the rye.
Oh Jenny’s a’ weet, poor body,
Jenny’s seldom dry;
She draigl’t a’ her petticoatie
Comin thro’ the rye.

Gin a body meet a body
Comin thro’ the rye,
Gin a body kiss a body
Need a body cry.
(Chorus) Oh Jenny’s a’ weet, &c.

Gin a body meet a body

Comin thro’ the glen;
Gin a body kiss a body

Need the warld ken!
(Chorus) Oh Jenny’s a’ weet, &c.

P8S
S8
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*
*
*

ITpo6upasice 10 KamTUTKH
ITonem Broib Mexn,
JI>keHHHM BBIMOKJIA JJO HUTKH
Beuepom Bo pxu.

OueHb XOJIOMHO AEBYOHKE,
BreT 1eBYOHKY APOXKb:
3aMoumIa Bce I0090HKH,
Hps yepe3 poxs.

Eciu XT0-TO 3BaJI KOro-TO
CKBO3b I'yCTYI0 POXb

U xoro-t1o oGHsUT KTO-TO,
YTO Cc HEro Bo3bpMelllb?

U xakast HaMm 3a00Ta,

Ecnu y mexu

IenoBancs ¢ KEM-TO KTO-TO
Beuepom Bo pxu!..

ITepesod C. Mapw.axa.

(G5
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b

EWR
The Lass of Ecclefechan

Gat ye me, O gat ye me,
O gat ye me wi’ naethin,
Rock and reel and spinnin wheel
A mickle quarter bason.
Bye attour, my Gutcher has
A hich house and a laigh ane,
A’ for bye, my bonnie sel,
The toss of Ecclefechan.

O had your tongue now Luckie Laing,
O had your tongue and jauner;

I held the gate till you I met,
Syne I began to wander;

I tint my whistle and my sang,
I tint my peace and pleasure;

But your green graff, now Luckie Laing,
Wad airt me to my treasure.

B
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%’ﬁ;é O0bacHeHHe

— A y4TO, B TBOH [IOM, a UTO, B TBOI TOM
Bouina st Heumyien?

A mpsicnuuge ¢ BEpeTeHoM?

A MepHbIA Ta3 GONBLIYLIUIA?

Popurens Mo uMen foma —

Bonbuioi 1a 4yTh OMEHBIIIE,

M He 6b1n1a 14 51 caMa

Kpacugeiiie u3 xeHun?

— ITonpupepku s13bIK, MOY CBET,
He tpatbcst no-nycromy —

S no Tebs ObLI HOMOCeN,

Teneps Gery us [omy.

3abbL, KOrga nocjaegHui pas

51 neHb CIOKOMHO MPOXKWII,

Ho okouypbcs TbI ceifuac —

M 51 6bl TOTYAC OXKUIL.

Ilepesod C. Mapw.axa.

C
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00 EWRi
é The bonie lass made the bed

to me—

When Januar wind was blawing cauld,
As to the north I took my way,

The mirksome night did me enfauld,
I knew na whare to lodge till day.—

By my gude lucka maid I met,

Just in the middle o’ my care;
And kindly she did me invite

To walk into a chamber fair.—

I bow’d fu’ low unto this maid,

And thank’d her for her courtesie;
I bow’d fu’ low unto this maid,

And bade her mak a bed for me.—

She made the bed baith large and wide,
Wi’ twa white hands she spread it down;
She put the cup to her rosy lips
And drank, ‘Young man now sleep ye sound.'—

She snatch’d the candle in her hand,

And frae my chamber went wi’ speed;
But I call’d her quickly back again

To lay some mair below my head.—

A cod she laid below my head,

And served me wi’ due respect;
And to salute her wi’ a kiss,

[ put my arms about her neck.—



355 % Cruvorgopenus u necru

{3

Houner B mytn

MeHs B ropax 3acTHIJa ThMa,
SIHBapCKMil BETEP, KOJIKMI CHET.
3akpbuIMCh HarlyXxo foMa,

M 51 He MOT HalTH HOUJIET.

ITo cuacTelo, AEByIIKaA OfHA
Co MHOIO BCTpeTHJIach B MYTH,
M npennoxuna MHE OHa

B ec yKpOMHBII JOM BOMTH.

51 HU3KO HOKJIOHHUJICS €l —
Toit, 4TO craciia MEHSI B METEJIb,
YYTHBO NOKJIOHMWIICS €M

U monpocun nocmiaTk NOCTENb.

OHa TOHYaMHIIIUM NOJIOTHOM
3acrnana CKpOMHYIO KPOBaTh
W, yroctusB MeHs1 BUHOM,

MHe noxenana Clajgko craTh.

Paccratbcsi ¢ Heii MHE GbLIIO XaJlb,
H, yToGHI €if He JaTh YUTH,
Crnpocun s apeBywKy: — Henb3s b
Eme nonymky npusectu?

OnHa nofyuiky npuHecia
ITop u3ronoBue Moe.

Y Tax mmna oHna 6slia,
Y10 Kpenko oOHsN 5 ee.
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Haud aft your hands young man, she says,
And dinna sae uncivil be:

Gif ye hae ony luve for me,
O wrang na my virginitie!—

Her hair was like the links o’ gowd,
Her teeth were like the ivorie,
Her cheeks like lilies dipt in wine,
The lass that made the bed to me.—

Her bosom was the driven snaw,

Twa drifted heaps sae fair to sec:
Her limbs the polish’d marble stane,

The lass that made the bed to me.—

I kiss’d her o’er and o’er again,
And ay she wist na what to say;
I laid her between me and the wa’,
The lassie thought na lang till day.—

Upon the morrow when we rase,
I thank’d her for her courtesie:

But ay she blush’d, any ay she sigh’d
And said, Alas, ye've ruin’d me.—

I clasp’d her waist and kiss’d her syne,
While the tear stood twinklin in her c’e;
I said, My lassie dinna cry,
For ye ay shall mak the bed to me.—

She took her mither’s holland sheets

And made them a’ in sarks to me:
Blythe and merry may she be,

The lass that made the bed to me.—
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B ee niekax 3apaenach KpoBb,

JIBa SIpKUX BCNBIXHYJIU OTHSI.

— Kosb ecTb y Bac KO MHE J1}060Bb,
OcraBbTe 1€BYIKOI MeHs!

Bb11 MSroK Lienk ee BoJioC

U 3aBuBaJCs, TOUHO XMEJIb.
Omna ObL1a gyumcTeii pos,

Ta, uTO mocTnana MHe NMOCTENb.

A rpypb ee Oblia Kpyria, —
Ka3zanoce, paHHss 3uma
CBouUM JIpIXaHbEM HaMeJa
IIBa 3THX MaJIeHbKHX XOJIMa.

51 uenoBan ee B ycra —
Ty, 4yTo mocTnana MHE NOCTENb,
H Bcst oHa ObLIIa YKCTA,
Kak 3ta ropHasi MeTeib.

OHa He criopuia co MHOH,
He oTkpbiBasna MUIIBIX ria3.
U mexay MHO:O U CTEHOH
OHa ycHyJia B TO3[AHHH Yac.

TTpocHyBLIKCH B NIEPBOM CBETE AHS,
B noapyry s BIroOHIICS BHOBb.

— AX, nory6unu Bbl MeHs1! —
Ckasana MHe MOs1 1F0060Bb.

Ilenyst BeKM Ba>KHBIX IJ1a3

M n0KOH, BbIOLIUICS, KaK XMEJIb,
Ckasan 1: — MHoro, MHOTO pas
Thr1 Oynelib MHE CTENIUTh MOCTENb!

IToTom urny B3sina OHa

U cena muth py6auiky MHe,
SIHBapCKHUM YTPOM y OKHA
OHa py6auiky muia MHe...
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The bonie lass made the bed to me,

The braw lass made the bed to me;
I'll ne’er forget till the day that I die

The lass that made the bed to me.—

(05 [
A ) Altered from an old English song—

How cruel are the Parents
Who riches only prize,
And to the wealthy booby
Poor Woman sacrifice:
Meanwhile the hapless Daughter
Has but a choice of strife;
To shun a tyrant Father’s hate,
Become a wretched Wife.—

The ravening hawk pursuing,
The trembling dove thus flies,
To shun impelling ruin
Awhile her pinions tries;
Till of escape despairing,
No shelter or retreat,
She trusts the ruthless Falconer
And drops beneath his feet.—
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MenbKaror JHH, HOYyT TOfia,
LIBeThI LBETYT, METET METEIID,
Ho ne 3abyny Hukorna

To#, 4TO nocTiaja MHE MOCTENb!

IIepesod C. Mapwakxa

1" 3
IlecHa

Kak cirens! u CypoBbI
ITopoii oren u MaTh,
YT0 M0YB CBOXO TOTOBBI
BoraroMy mpopars.

U pmouyb, rOHUMas OTLIOM,
H3nypena 6opnboii,

JlomxHa MOKHHYThL OTUMIA AOM
U cratb xeHOii-paloi.

Tak cokon Hajj roy6Koi
Be3 ycranu Kpyxur.
Caoeil 1OObIYH XPYNKOM
3noneit He Mo wT.

BenHskka Medyercs, noka,
OrT4yasiHbs MMOJIHA,

K HoraMm xxecTokoro crpejka
He 6pocurcs oHa.

ITepesod C. Mapwaxa.

O
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2 Highland laddie—
SHE

The bonniest lad that e’er [ saw,
Bonie laddie, highland laddie,

Wore a plaid and was fu’ braw,
Bonie Highland laddie.

On his head a bonnet blue,
Bonie &c.

His royal heart was firm and true,
Bonie &c.

HE

Trumpets sound and cannons roar,
Bonie lassie, Lawland lassie,

And a’ the hills wi’ echoes roar,
Bonie Lawland lassie.

Glory, Honor, now invite
Bonie &c.

For freedom and my King to fight
Bonic &c.

SHE

The sun a backward course shall take,
Bonie laddie &c.
Ere ought thy manly courage shake;

Bonie laddie &c.
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SUWY3 Jdy4ymmi napens

D

JTyyiwi napeHp Hallux JIeT,
CnaBHbI napeHb,
CraTHbId NapeHb,

Ha nneue oH HocHT miep,
CnaBHBI TOPCKHI IApEHb.

Hocur manky nuposxkkom,
CraBHbIY NapeHb,
CraTHBbIH napeHsb,

OH ¢ U3MEHOM HE3HAKOM,
CnaBHbIif rOpCKHI1 TapeHb.

CrbIIuiib 3BOHK Mt 30B TPYOHI,
Houb nonei,
uts qoynuHbl,

30B TpyObl U I'pOM NaNbObI,
IeByuika fonuHb1?

CnaBa B 060i MeHS 30BET,
Houb nonei,
nTs NONUHBI,

3a cBoboay u Hapoq,
HeBymuika fonuxbl!

Jlerye conmHIie ABMHYTb BCSTh,
CrnaBHbI} napeHb,
CraTHblii NapeHb,

YewMm TeOs1 nokoyedath,

CnaBHbI{ TOPCKHII apeHb.
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Go, for yoursel procure renown,
Bonie &c.

And for your lawful king his crown,
Bonie Highland laddie.

B,
p
5(}@

@ i
I hae a wife 0o’ my ain

I hae a wife 0’ my ain,
I'll partake wi’ naebody;
I’ll tak Cuckold frae nane,
I’ll gie Cuckold to naebody.—

I hae a penny to spend,

There, thanks to naebody;
I hae naething to lend,

I'll borrow frae naebody.—

I am naebody’s lord,
I'll be slave to naebodys;
I hae a gude braid sword,
I’ll tak dunts frae naebody.—

I’ll be merry and free,

I'll be sad for naebody;
Naebody cares for me,
I care for naebody.—
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Yects 1o6yas cede B 6010,
CnaBHbIN NapeHb,
CraTHbI MapeHb,

M npocnaBb CTpaHy CBOIO,
CnaBHbIil FOpCKUI NapeHb!

ITepesod C. Mapw.axa.

KeHa BepHa MHE OTHOMY,
U cam s BepeH eit 3a To.
He craBiio poxek HUKOMY,
U MHEe He CTaBUT UX HUKTO.

CBOUM TPYIOM s Ha3KHJI Ipol,
U cam ucrpauy 1 ero.

YT6 y MEHs B3aiiMbl BO3bMELIB?
U s He 6pan HH y KOTO.

51 He XO35IUH HUKOMY,

N Huxomy s He ciyra.

A eciu B pyKH Med BO3bMY,
51 oro6blo0 yaap Bpara.

Tax u xXuBy feHb U30 AHSA,
Tocko#u, 3a60TOi HE TOMHUM.
Jpyrum HET fena 10 MEHs,
N s He KIIaHSI0Ch APYTUM.

Ilepesoo C. Mapwaka.

25
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Here’s to thy Health, my bonie lass

Here’s to thy health, my bonic lass,
Gudenight and joy be wi’ thee:
I’ll come nae mair to thy bower-door,
To tell thee that [ loe thee.
O dinna think, my pretty pink,
But I can live without thee:
I vow and swear, I dinna care,
How lang ye look about ye.

Thou’rt ay sae free informing me
Thou hast nae mind to marry:
I’ll be as free informing thee,
Nae time hae | to tarry.
I ken thy friends try ilka means
Frae wedlock to delay thee;
Dcpending on some higher chance,
But fortune may betray thee.

I ken they scorn my low estate,
But that does never grieve me;
For I'm as free as any he,
Sma’ siller will relieve me.
I'll count my health my greatest wealth,
Sae lang as I'll enjoy it:
I'll fear nae scant, I'll bode nae want,
As lang’s I get employment.
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51 nu10 TBOE 310pOBBE!

IIpouaii, KpacaBuLa Mosl.
51 IO TBOE 3K0POBLE.
Hapoenate He cTaHy s
Teb6e cBoeit 11000BbIO.

IIpowait, npocru! Ilepenectu
CyMmero s1 pa3iyky.

A Tbl CMEKHH [1a pa30y4TH,
Komy otpalub TbI pyKky.

Tb! roBopuib: — BeTynaTe MHe B 6pak
ITokyna HeoxoTta. —

A s ckaxy: — S He ypak,

M xpaTth MHE HeT pacuerTa.

51 3Hat0, XJIET TBOSI POIHS
Koro-To no6oraue.

OHa He XajyeT MeHs.

Hy, nait Bam 6or ygaumu!

Menst cuuTaror 6egHSIKOM

Be3 umenu u popa.

Ho He Hy:kpmaroch s1 HU B KOM, —
ITpu MHe Mosl cBOGOAA.

Baiuka 1 pyku — BOT MoO# KJ1ap.
Bcerna K TpyAy roTos si.

Kax rosopsr, — caM uepT He 6Gpar,
Tlokyna ectb 370pOoBbeE!
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But far-off fowls hae feathers fair,
And ay until ye try them:
Tho’ they seem fair, still have a care,
They may prove as bad as I am.
But at twal at night, when the moon shines bright,
My dear, I’ll come and see thee;
For the man that loves his mistress weel,
Nae travel makes him weary.

R 3 3
) (The Toadeater|
)

No more of your titled acquaintances boast,
Nor of the gay groups you have seen;

A crab louse is but a crab louse at last,
Tho’ stack to the of a Queen.

78
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OHO, KOHEYHO, BLICOKO

JleTuT MHas NITHLA.

Ho B ganeHel nTune Tax J1Ierko
IToporo ommbuThHCH.

ITpomait, Mo fpyr. 51 yxoxy,
Kyna Bener fopoxka.

Ho, MoxeT, B HOJIHOYB NOTJISKY
51 Ha TBOE OKOLIKO...

ITepesoo C. Mapw.axa,

ERR

IIoK/IOHHHKY 3HAaTH

Y Hero repLOTruHs 3HaKOMas,
ITooGenan oH c rpa¢oM Ha AHSIX...
Ho ocranoce co6oii HacekoMoe,
IToGkIBaB B KOPOJIEBCKUX KyApsix!

ITepesod C. Mapwaxka.
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13
{ } The Highland widow’s lament

Oh, I am come to the low Countrie,
Ochon, Ochon, Ochrie!
Without a penny in my purse
To buy a meal to me.—

It was na sae in the Highland hills,
Ochon, Ochon, Ochrie!

Nae woman in the Country wide
Sae happy was as me.—

For then I had a score o’ kye,
Ochon, &c.—

Feeding on yon hill sae high,
And giving milk to me.—

And there | had three score o’ yowes,
Ochon, &c.—

Skipping on yon bonie knowes,
And casting woo to me.—

I was the happiest of a’ the Clan,
Sair, sair may I repine;

For Donald was the brawest mar
And Donald he was mine.—-

Till Charlie Stewart cam at last,
Sae far to set us free;

My Donald’s arm was wanted then
For Scotland and for me.—
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XKano6a moTIaHICKOH BIOBbI

INpuuina s ¢ rop erie BYepa,
Ox, oX, ChIHOYEK, OX.
ITnoxa s crana u crapa,

U komienek MOy IUIOX.

A 6bL1H, 6BUIH BpEMEHa,
Ox, 0X, CbIHOYEK, OX.

B nro601t pabore s oqHa
Ileperonsina Tpex.

Bru1a KopoBa y MeHs,

Ox, 0X, CbIHOYEK, OX.

B ropax, 6y6eHYHKOM 3BEHs,
OHa TonTajia Mox.

Ose1 fepkanu Mbl cTaja,
Ox, 0X, CbIHOYEK, OX.

He nop6upana s torna
YyXUX NOCTBUIBIX KPOX.

Y Hac, LIOT/IaHALIEB, TPYCOCTh — Ipex,
Hemano cMmenbIx gy,

A JloHanbp Ob1J cMeJiee BCex,

U 310 6B MOJ MyX.

Bort, cnbiinM, CTroapT ABHHYI paTh,
IMotnangus xxusa!

Yen moit JloHanb 3aluMiLaTh
IMornanackue mpasa.



370 w The Poems and Songs

Their waefu’ fate what need | tell,
Right to the wrang did yicld:

My Donald and his Country fell
Upon Culloden field.—

Ochon, O, Donald, Oh!
Ochon, &c.—

Nae woman in the walrd wide
Sae wretched now as me.—

s

“"3 1 3
On Wee Johnie

Hic jacet wee Johnie

Whoe’er thou art, O reader,‘know,
That Death has murder’d Johnie;
An’ here his body lies fu’ low—
For saul he ne’er had ony.

S

c\@
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M BMecTe ¢ pofuHO# CBOEH
Moii JoHanbp nan B 60¥0.

C Tex nop ofHa Cpeau JrofeH
51 BHOBBM CJI€3bI JIBIO.

Ox, 0X, He MHJI MHE GeJIbIi CBET,
Ponumsle kpasi.

U XeHIUHBI HAa CBETE HET
HecuacrHee, uem 4.

IIepesod Uzn. Msarosckozo.

33

Imuracdus 6e3qymHOMY AeJIbIY

3nech JI3KOH MOKOUTCS B THILIH.
KoneuyHo, TonbKO TENO...

Ho rosopsr, oHo fyuiu

U npexne He nmerno!

ITepeeod C. Mapwaxa.
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3.3
My Lady’s gown there’s gairs upon’t

Chorus

My Lady’s gown there’s gairs upon ’t,
And gowden flowers sae rare upon ’t;
But Jenny’s jimps and jirkinet

My Lord thinks meikle mair upon 't.

My Lord a hunting he is gane,
But hounds or hawks wi’ him are nane;
By Colin’s cottage lies his game,
If Colin’s Jenny be at hame.
My Lady’s gown &c.

My Lady’s white, my Lady’s red

And kith and kin o’ Cassillis’ blude,

But her tenpund lands o’ tocher gude

Were a’ the charms his Lordship lo’ed.
My Lady’s gown &c.

Out o’er yon moor, out 0’er yon moss,
Whare gor-cocks thro’ the heather pass,
There wons auld Colin’s bonie lass,

A lily in a wilderness.

My Lady’s gown &c.

Sae sweetly move her genty limbs,

Like music-notes o’ Lovers hymns;

The diamond-dew in her een sae blue

Where laughing love sae wanton swims.
My Lady’s gown &c.
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PockouieH, neau, Ba y6op,
[IenxaMu BBIIMT Ball y30p,
A JlxeHHH B 1060YKe NPOCTOMH
U Ge3 11eKOB MIIEHSIET B30OP.

Muopy criemuT B moJis, B Jieca,
He B3siB HU cokoOla, HH Tica.

He naHb OH HILET J€Hb U HOYb,
A JIxxeHHH, pepMepPCKYIO J0Yb.

Munenu Tak HexxHa, 6ena,
Ho He oHa eMy muia,

He 3HatHbIH pop ee, He YecTb,
A TO, 4TO aJ 32 HEIO TECTh.

I'me nepenenka Mex 60510T
CkBO3b BEpecK BbIBOJIOK BEJIET,
TaM JieByLlIKa XHUBET B THILH,
IIBeTOK, pacCKpBIBIIMHACS B IJTYIIH.

JIBe CTpOMHBIX HOXKKH NOYTPY
CKONB3ST 110 MIIUCTOMY KOBDY,
U cmex urpaer, kak anmas,

B 3paykax 3aJJOpHBIX CHHUX IJa3.
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My Lady’s dink, my Lady’s drest,

The flower and fancy o’ the west;

But the Lassie that a man loes best,

O that’s the Lass to mak him blest.
My Lady’s gown &c.

1" 3
O that I had ne’er been Married

O that I had ne’er been married,
I wad never had nae care,
Now I’ve gotten wife and bairns
An’ they cry crowdie ever mair.
Ance crowdie, twice crowdie,
Three times crowdie in a day;
Gin ye crowdie ony mair,
Ye’ll crowdie a’ my meal away.

Waefu’ Want and Hunger fley me,
Glowrin’ by the hallan en’;
Sair I fecht them at the door,
But ay I'm eerie they come ben.
Ance crowdie &c.

~ Rl
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(‘TUXOTBO[)WIIHI u necriu

Ocanka ey u Hapsiy —
O6pa3yuk BKyca, TOBOPSIT.

Ho Ta cynut nam po# yrex,
Koro MbI1 1106uM OoJbliie BCEX.

IIepesod C. Mapwaxa

R

OBcaHKa

Pa3 — oBcsiHKa,

JIBa — OBCsiHKa

U oBcsHKa B TpeTHii pas.

A Ha NMILHIOK OBCSHKY

I'me MHe B34Tb KpyIbl s Bac?

OpUHOKHMM, HEXXEHATHIM

He xwurse, a cyniuit pai.
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