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PREFATORY REMAREKS.

———e

To begin my hook, | must say semething—anid what.
shall T say? 'I'hh!i-ﬂllinnﬂlurrdihpuun
witich compeise the book, woukd be useless, as every
poem will bear the mark of ita origin on its forehead.
Though poar as aver, and brought to bed of svuther
Lok, the best nows [ ean tell you, my friends, is, that,
by the blessing of Providescs, Tam perfectly healthy
nnd well ; therofore, mast bo funny od evér.

Perhaps there never wan a being placed in a bhetter
situntion than [ to see the fonl side of huoman nature.
This may ko the renason which taints some of my pro-
inetions more with comic vivacity than with sabline
sdmonition. Tho every-day oecurrences of o world.
working people ringing in my-ear s and the wild sctien
of Vies snd Fally beaming before my eyes—what won-
der i 1 should thwart o little from the chasta design, o
ridienls their passbons

Recollect, my friends, the vale of Adrersity is the
wechinel of Philosophy. Yoi, withal, &f & poor suthor sow
writes o book, snd sends it to the world as an honest
man woold do—extolling virtns where it is to be forn!,
and ridiculing vice, bigotry, aml intemperance, in ths
fave'of the mob: what iv ks reward 7 The most igno-
rant, now.n-days, being the grontest orithes ! if be hap-
penis to escape the learned cliqee, see, how the mere
mapes ol volgurity cinteh to him 1o bring the moosler
to the gronnd. .
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1 encewrete a book ; 1w character was moral —throw-
ing open the most vickoes side of the question—ryet, the
world, vr the bigota of tho world, booted it ss profane.
I mow semid o seoond book 1o the world, which | intend
a8 & second voleme lo my work, that, perhaps, may mee
with g better fute than the former, smeng the vam-
pires which muke such carcases their spoil.  But oh!
vé bigiis of the sarth, whers are jnir beartaF Yo,
poed souls, whe can frown go the first efforts of an s
thog, cortainly, vou wost be without blonder, mnd more
perfect thas the commonalty of human nature.  Bot in
ey yo sheitors of sln, sl ye sdopis of loentiousoess,
vou will find & ready peaman scoffing  your desds and
vxposing your nctbons, until Vice monds ber manners,
and Fully becomes s positont ;—for what way will s
man werk & ceformation en Folly, i pet by detesting
it or forward Yirtoe, if not by exposing Vieer Ya
glemimy wiid wisocial wrelchos, whe could view the flow-
img tandmrd through the shreds of o curtais, and wish it
wis yours; who could look wpon the jocund gombol
sevvotly frem the back of & diteh, spd wish to mingle s-
mong its convivial fends ; vel. daro vot et of the
former, of nsis bu the society of the latter, for monschetoe
sakio—{lce froamn iy preseios, abd neither tiste or ban.
dlle ot the sheing or fount of my Muse. [ wish bo con-
verse with you. Yoo are secomly divine: | wn sin-
fully guy—Thus say yo. Novertholess, Fortune, while
you give the cthers for companions thee gloamy subjects
wl superstition, give we for ming the mere afable soms
of inmocont jollityj and 1 am sure of having the more
conrous frienls anad God-fearing christians.

That, i bas boen sabid thai [-am rude, indelieans, and

? i

vin
ohscone in my prodacticms.  Ju has beon sald that 1 de-
nounce the langyage of the day, and am an anfashion-
able creatare.  As to vhe fashion of the day, | care fig-
tle abont. Fashion is all to taste: what would please
this man, woull wot please that; what would please
that would disgust the other, anid s on.  Bo it s with
fushion. Therofore, | chose to please myself in the first
place, plesss who it may besides. Unfushinnable cres-
tare that | now am, thongh | may bo flung by the
liternth kn vogwe : s fashion is always changing, who
knows but 1 may he st the head of the next that may
arise, | wonder what the mayor's lady would sy, if |
would tell her she was out of the fubisn of Aaly e,
when she good-naturedly weass a veil to cover her preaty
fnee, 10 keop Cupid from giving o thousand admicess
anxioty, and as many bearts free from the crime of -
doltery. A black-toothed, Bat-nosed, small-foosted Lady
af China woald net please a London bachelor for a bride;
ot would a corpulent dame of the Moorish empiro that
af a frog-sating Parisisn | nor would a dwarf of Lap-
Jand be content with o white haired danghter of Cir-
enssiat vob, all thoee are estormed born beauties at bome,
and mre in the fashiomnble circle of human excellence.
* But, thou bleckhead,” methiaks I hear a voice sy, “if
thou didst pot like 10 write in the fashionable linguage
of the day, and flstter the great, ns the wonted custom,
why didet thoo write st all? When St Paul tells you,
unless you conform to the woeld you have no part init”
To this | nsakie the reply—~it is not tho custom of the
wirhd to tell truth ; and the proverk ises good when it
says. 1ol truth and shame the devil.”  Bot plas! this
whimsieal world there is no pleasing of.  To tell the
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people truth, they hiss you; to tell them fies, thoy con-
temn you, Wanld 1 tell then that their grandmothens”
wore trains, of tails (a8 Ofiver calls thein), moce it 1o
be trundied in wheoTharraws than sweep the carth ; that
thelr prandfathers’ periwigs weee mare 6t for the heads
uf antiguated merrymon, thas the pates of christians;
that the pasish priest in oldes tme wore black, as st
present, and the judge of the criminal conrt, red ; tha
my loril's cap, vow-a-dnys, wenls the feather that groe-
wl it ia the reign of Cromwell, asd his lady's bonset the
honsely oot of good qecon Anw'sy that the swarthy wid-
u'hﬂlsﬂﬁrnniinhhﬂ.hﬂlhﬂﬂlhnl
to botrny the slor of her comploxion § and that the co-
quette enterivg the park tomake now conguests, thouglh
aced ug eliin s & mermaid and otiff =0 o poker, shoskl
kave ona now litertrilg trimmed with gold odging and
u necklaee glittering with diamonds, and ot ooo and the
same G, be able to chatter a little Prench—and all to
b o the fashion ; all would vurso mo for the greatest
bivckbew] over wrote, for all knew that,  Om the other
hand, wonld 1 preseh up the morality of mos, and oot
deery the depravity of buman nsture—all would decry
we ma o despiser of the Godhesd, phrensied by mad-
nest, Bit=worthy the vomtien wherewith 1 was ealled.
Again, would | tell themi, for all their politeness and

seoming reffoement, though it §s mow ihe castom mw

vat herrings with & knife and fork, and sup beoth with
i silver speon, Thal the beart of man & 6 base o hedore
pig-iron wan known, or the metal of Ophir met the pa-
rifying fre of the furnase—all would impeach nle asam
insulter of secicty, not worthy of the company of the
good.  Therefore, bow to please snch on unstald and

ix

warld | knaw'mot: 1 shall only keep truth
on my wde, as [ aid bofire, and persevere. Thas,
being strange in my person, | chovse to be sirangs in
my poetry. Flattery [ delest aa vice, where prales is
oot justly dne. I velling iruth offend the world, 1 fear
it shall always have roomn fir offence in me. “Th my
delight to rmise Trath above the tyrants that trample on
her neck, tolet them know that Vietos bas but a place
in their heart when vice can no longer please ; and that
pretaes in my cernacolar banguage is as good to me as
potatom to them in theirs.  Thos, by confronting men
with their netioss, thongh never s rade s aiming st the
welfare of morality and virtee, | think [ eould sot be
ragagod in & more Inadable bosiness; and, though the
worh] shoull am give me that support which 1 weald
he willing to receive, it shull never make me wroth with
myseli ax an amthor, mor lessen me one grainof charac-
ter in my own eateem, Tt was advocating the most sub-
lime troths, that strewnd Smithieh] with the mbes of
thi martyrs; amd for pringisg the = Ageof Reason,”
mnd the “ Rights of Man,” that (he immortsl Paise wns
bkl forth as am athefat,

To the roader who may say that | am pert and dall,
I enadidly confiss, that so far from haring the edaca-
tion of '8 Volney, 5 Dalingbrooke, or & Sterwe, @hisle
my hend §n 0 twonsebole when it §s memed, T um oei-
ther n Milton, a Jobsion, 5 Pope, o Swift, ora Colly
Cibher. [ 'am W & poor untotered Irshman, in the
mank of Hittle grent won. Ter do [ pretend to have
the matursl genins of men who hive had to battle with
greater difficulties than . [ do sot asert 10 he mgu-
cowd ln_any polnt. T am, In comparison; mo welvolar;
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I can weither resd Hebrew, Greok, Latin, or French
Thank my stars, | can read English » kisd of a way,
but to write it correctly, | fear, | would Blunder. Yo,
before | trouble you sgain, if | bave sot studied the
tedious BMlarray, 1 shall, 58 Jesst, bo able to under-
stanid the more sonciss Cobbeii.

L know the peculisrity of my country language
dashes my poetry to mothingness. But being a rustic,
born and bred where the language in its aboriginal
wliom is spaken, it has & peculiar charm to me shove
ull weher modes of spooch.  What then remaing for me,
but to follow the language which metors has given me,
though it may be dry ta the pelite of the day, as 1 am
lath 1o clamga it for any other socent.  In pursuing my
awn rude and oocublivated style, porhaps, | hare done
wrong. Nota dowbd, | may not gain the spprobation
of the Fﬂh! Lrih Wihoilser | ﬂﬂ.ﬂrﬂ, i um-
cortalp ; nnd I enndldly confess, that [ am Joth to cast
off an old frignd wntil | be cortaln of the pew. Alas!
if I cammot claim fripmdship by fair means, [ can never
gain i by foul. The pablio is pot w0 ungenerons, as s
have the eagle to reost out of his way, lecanse the owl
has taken posscssion of his rocks.

I ams nast thae food o beligvs that the world woald have
pnstalned sy loss lind | never publishied a bool. Far
from that, the good it will do either me or it will be
romparstively small. Dot it reasonably does follow,
if the workl receives po beuefit, it can meet no injury
foom n being so far lelow e vainglorions caprico: a
being whe simgs in the local dislect of his country,
whase highest ambition is to sing for poverty, who ad.
monishes & rural public in his own way, nnd sdminis-
tori & salve 1o the bearthroken of his country, which

xi
if mot @t to cure, st least alleviates the paine which
misory lays on—All Task of tho world, is to bebeve,
that [ am original, wntil it can find me otberwise ; and
thst | have not takon for servile imitation any author
I have aver read, nor copied those prodigies of human
excellence whicli such nambers of hetheaded rhymers
have stralled afler ; but which wonld been as well had
they bet them alone ; for they oaly brought disgrace on
themselves at the long run; withewt impairing their
reared, mever to be come up 10, et alone surpassed.
Sa saying. thongh all men cannet weod wrl's doagiters,
nor marry themseives to lmmortal verse—thongh 1
may nat be n Robert Hurne to the Jowland Soottish
peasantey, lot me hope, st lenst, that | shall one day
o n Robert Huddleston to the Uliter Irish.

Hut oh | yo crities, that yeiu will bestow  panegyrie
of peaple lnsensible to your praise ; people to whom
your fisttery eannot add one single lawrel, whe sow
reaps the swardance of gued or evil, while ye hack
ali other anthers of the day, sathors their equal in
overy degren, numely, for being new, or not being oo«
pariners or before their predocossors—a thing which
they cannot belp, bt which doully damms the oares-
sonableness of your abjection, and brands yosr judg-
menk us prejudicisl, ssd your namos with infamy,

Alas [ ye spitefal vermin, yo poor incossiderate
grub-werms, who would fundly oo sther men's thonghis
make yourselres wise,—do you kmow how the vems-
rable and immortal Addison styled you? He ealls
you *the lacquies of the learped.”  And is it not truth
bt Ia supporting when be says so? s it not essier for
n man to perceive faults in 8 book, than to compose o
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book free from them?  Cortalnly, it ix.  And the man
nevor lived, whoe sobmitted a book to the press, but eould
wigily point oul errors i it bimsell when it was oo
late. But my standard for critichen would be, thst ne
mman shonld find fault with 3 book, unless he eould write
m hetter. “Then woabd tree genios sd merit rse over
prosamption snd pedantry 1 then wonld flippant bab-
Mers snd thyming poltroons sink into shseurity and b
itlent, and the word eritic and blockhesd be oo more &
arnonymons term ; then would those cutters of other
men's laves bo o longer beld forth as snges of wisdom
nFﬂﬂiﬂﬂ-ﬂm iﬂllpﬂﬁﬂﬂsm whe
steal from the storesof geolusihat support widch thebr own
massive heads, ealcined hearts, and idlo hands dony thes.

Al hail! ye fow friends whe can look with lenity on
the first efforts of s author. To pen 1 dedicate my
book.  You alone are o be my judges, and only you
Yon, who ean say in the falness of your hearts, that
you are willing to encourage geriue under whatever
garh you may fed i The time was whis pobts mml
muscinm  were honoared ; bt now, ales | thay are
fargotton.  AMN hail | once more, and weleome to my
basmn, yo wha ean yel hold out the right hond of
fellowship to the same. The day may yet dawn when
we shall mest on » congenial soil the desr depurted
shsilés that have gone before, and langh in oer inno-
ceneir, over pitifal niggandliness, st the folly of 4 servile
anil venal workd ®

Yours, Countrymen,
With gratitude and respect,
ROBERT HUDDLESTON
Momayres, Dcomber, 1540
* gy Prwtace of subams Bre f pou wish e koww e ol U 4 s,
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Tam Tearatway —Wolp Tam;
al, A MODERN NYrGcRITE DEFIN KD

—

= iy ek Flghbioss ovar mmr g hesier may Urpndl e sl b
lmg et (hams dagidiy 8 jeald o Bakeamew, Fadr, sl e, OE

Fondam u I pparriic—n e bo afradd ¥
Tymca wais U bish, srd sty wluee The Tager.

To sing Tam Tearnway, th hero of my tale,
A noted saint that lives in Granua Wail,
The Muse o'er Pegas’ Mings berself astride,
A bids me mount, o0 we purene the ride.

Hight va by Bebfsst, Hangor, Donaghades,
Kircalditn, Greba, Newtown, and the sen i
We scour alofig o'se moorland, moont, and drain,
Til to tha foot of Serabo THll we're cume,
H.c-rin{u'-munmmﬁ
And many s grave-like man, and laaghing vague—
F'en harum-scarum erentures ke oursel's,
Wha's astward condeet nnethin’ saimtly smells.
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Bat now by Dougan's up the Quarry-bras,
And roumd by Comber, spare bames tears xway ;
Up Ringneill Hawes, and rownd by Skatrie Ha,
Hm!l!l.gl:. Killinchy, Dawn, and Florida,
Till through Cealgnannnon now we're winding forth.
Dawn om the furies of the black-swonthed north
And meut the kirk, we bend our devioos way,
That twonty suas beam o'er on evory iday.
Now in the land of Jove ai Takel Raw,
Where none could corse, Inugh, or toll lies ava,
We're got, and alowly by a cabin gaun,
From which procesded peayers baith loud and lang.
We stop, we listen, and we rein our steed—
Sullen and sad the Muse rlm:hnhherhﬂl
A body's shouting boeribly profane,
And aye awerhend he brings ks Maker's name «
Behold | Tam Tearaway appears to view,
She crios, sweet Bard go thou the theme puarsne,
He's aptly bad an either you or me g
Go ailt the minn, nad fearn whats'ee b be ;
Trush on his sctions, and see where the sannt,
Gioud lena desf—and whai for all ks cant ?

No hircling I, or pensioned poet feo'd,
Hut for pere love, his trumpeter boen dewd ;
That you a portion of this man may knew,
Now, firt and forvmost, “fore we further go,
His chasacter by halves wa'll bring to view,
And reader, bearken, for ‘tis really troe,

No jile, good-for-sought, the Tearaways,
A hardy race—hst ft for I!H]I-I-‘.l.,ll

13
Bired by two staves, Hypoerisy and Sell,
All they cared for or sighed, was carth and wealth—
Though, they'd have the worbd bolieve, ‘twas grace snd
Tealthe

But Tam, the bero that we shonld describe,
Mot lds brave kin, bis brethren, or his tribe 1=
A sturdy, stont, long-headed boy was he.
Wise, nnd religions, and from fully free
Sodate, and grave, sl wonderfal galore,

A noon-day hertie of a curions bore

Thick and low sei, not of n skelly make,

OF Mack complexion, wiih & seoly pate

His hands, na balk-hides, wore an wneonth pakr
His choeks and ehin one mat of beistly hair ;
The borkikin tansod, his naked hordies clad,
And for his cost he wore the sackin’ g :

In short, the miser's doess did him disgrace,

A old torn castor crowmed lis smuited feer,

lis savckcdoth ihona, na for the sin and spleen
Of Adam's race, was Tammie ever seen ;
Nur razer glided sweetly ‘ervss his face,
Far la! 1o shave would ek bim of lkis grace.
The saints of yore were never polled or shorn,
And e a follower, ha his bakr had wors.

Faitl, e was nobls for this werld, 1l warrast,
A stinge saint, wnemmenly saldfareset,
As et put-done & priest with perfect cunnin’,
b aped o bydrag or betrayed o wonan
(e akreppedd a ahilling in & merse's han';
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To make wee baby-ba again wi' him.—
In Erin's Isie, tstro's nooe coald him exced,
Gro whers yoo [ke, lis mansors bore tho bl
Go where you like, to town or market siray,
None blythor there yo'd meet than Tearnway.
But, to the sermon o & Bunday rave,
Yoo'd think Tam wes a siiot new cam” frae Jove ;
There, if & poor loss, ¢en mishortune’s dasghter,
Srepp'd frum the kirk, if but 1o make her water,
His oye purstied ler, and left Holy Dook,
And scann'd her foriuné wi' its very ook
b nane eould shook & bend—or thrawed a face —
Maode  lang proyer—or Lall’ as lang o grace
Petter than Tam, i a' the country rou’'—
{Ir boen more serious in & grave wake rvom.
He cuahl oot pead & spge=no i ‘twould Teen treason
To hoar e sung=—=vow | ko wi' wrath was eesin®:
Yet, hangman none, snd for a ready note,
Hebind the sereen conbd better nicked o thront ;
O no odds what, for cash done ought ava’,
Dut woulidms leb the world soe it ata’.

Yet, i a fas'day it woull come to hanl,
That day spart for holiness must stand @
T work that day “twoenld be a monst'rom crime—
Sa good the body kis whols soul divine;
Aund servaut Peter, lest the folk might know,
N spmide or pick on hills that day mann show
To dir wieo oddins hoat the barm he's senn,
Or shut the deer sml strick & plekle lint.
Put let the servant speak, and show God's foe,
The friend of vice, hypocrisy, and wos;

)
Let Sabbath come—the haly day of res.
Tmu.nﬂrﬁﬂll-lbﬂthnﬁdﬂthptﬂ.
'mﬂlfwﬂll“dl}flﬂi”hlhﬂ-#r-
The morn there's slackenee—Fsped the beagle’s tongmar.
And on the haly day, ‘wiead making eotry
0f Hely Book, slang wi' brother gentry,
Tam would a whole indentry of stocks apd crops
Tak' & his neighbonrs, nnd well lisp their fau'ts ;
Their failings ay! 100, holy Tam could tell.
And if they didns mend, they'd go to H—L

Yet, friendship's solf, sure, he was overy inch,
To sid a friend, his study, in o pinch ;
Charitable, kind, nsd free from every view,

And hospitality his handusaid ice ;
Hut let poor travellers call, wi' droath near kils,
He'd twelve drinks give, before give one of milk.

Thaugh hrﬂ-‘aamﬂdﬂd’-uh,
Tam and il sensons never could agres ;
Ang wins toa dry—another was too wat,
“Twas aye too something for bimel’ or coap.
Saint though b was, he over had a want,
He'd aye a God-send, and was po'er content.

Tum hadl & piece of land he called his own,
Amnid on the sise & oot he styled his bome §
He plonghed, bo sowed, and anxioasly with care
He toiled, he tilled indostrious, late and air
And on the Sabbath would count oer his rigs.
And # view his kye thrive bonnke”, and kis pigs.
Yot couldna thale 1o light upon't ava

]
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Without & grodge, a wild bird great or sns”.
Yet he nae cared how roved his sheep or kye
Upon his neighbonrs—neighbourhood his joy ;
Or how his hine would sourt the new.sown grain,
Or hull or shill the erap, if o his wn.
When be that owned the farm would step alang,
Or a pure stranger upbeaid him for the wrang,
He'd wi' a floaster then i them to tarn,
And boy st Bét tho fowl was bn the com. *
He had a face, ny, something fke the Moon ;
llthil:[ll.llﬂlﬁhl, bigt. was fice o’ pooun’
In short, he had & faco for n' the sars,
And twa or threo extra for master Mars,
Unlike the ram, be wouldms stan’ to boo,
He caredna what said, if kept aff the knocks ;
Hed sigh and sy they shouldas do't again,
Hut sye again came, and ‘twas just the sasne.
Thus wonld he let his beice go oft astray,
And make excoses fifty in 3 day.

Agmin, Tam's bouschald fornitars we'lll show.—
His living chattels, m we onward go:
He had no wife, nor virtnoss damsel nane
To tovale wi', or hreed him care or pain,
But ane, a gipsy of a eorremt pack,
Who'd swear, if bidden, that the swsn was black —
Ingenkons =8 & miny, s sobtle jude,
Whenn boly Tam still ealled kis boanie maid.
Mo sha-or bonst had ki about his house,
Than an anld geldin', aml & gander poose,
WT ane & nafure's loonlést birwtes, of nate,
A sterlin’, money-makin’, brave back gos ;

i
Fur aye be kopt some he beast in the line,
“Twas ready gripper of the passing cain.—
He'd nmeo for seeviee wi' a broloen back,
A lighland tip, a dog, and u tib cat,
A hoar, & horse, 1 near saiil o Jock s,
A ball ngmin, bol unoe st o gras g
Hut naw af last, by fortone which soro painaol
His stch was dwinifled down 1o what 've named—
And, mark mo well, the bock goat was a prr.
And Tam without it nao ane whare eould got ;
And i be'd let o cow, mes, sow, or mare—
Mo nuaiier what “twas, B Sic Calter there ;
And beartily langh, as he would 5ift the cob,
Each sixpence (raming n now bouschald god.

Thus wild marality her faco did show,
Anid Tearnwny was virtoe's brightait jos—
A six-day wild boy, sad a seven. doy saunt,
A voted proyer, who'd an elder’s grani.
Sa well hypocriy did mould his face,
That ev'n ihe dergy thought the boy of grace
Ba well gquaint knavery his vioe refined,
His morals Bourishing among mankind,
He's thonght & worthy withont erack or flaw,
A good and holy man, the brag o' a';
Bo well did natare mould bis pliant sonl,
He eould have laghed at what yuo wenld ea'd dols —
'EU[I'FIH’“HIIH pratssd them, tho® both thin anil sor,
And with pare complsissnon conbd ma'm'd & w—n
Conld talked ns much with apostle’'s seal,
As any other in ol Granus Will,
"Thont anving graces and boseiting sife—
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‘Bowt priests snd synids, snd sbe other things—
Sang loud “gain whiskey, and it would mot taste,
Except s mouthia' wi' & friend in haste
Cadgod buttermilk, and sebt it wi' an air
For unchurned oréam, if possible, and malkr ;
And every kine hill be did pass or see,
Like Hlfm-ﬂ, be'd ey, ¥ come 4" to me”

Thus, while Humility would stand his frien,
Sull Pride snd Avarior peeped frae bing the sorecn 5
Money hin staly, solf-interest what he sought,

Amd pure relighon covered every fun't ;
For ah! sae buly, faith, be woukdna eurse,
Except a wor ane 1o befriend his porse.

Hhut pow o leave this morsl, worthy man—
This stannch beliover, warthy o the clan—
This pious ervatare of this modern ago—

This tnir winged seraph, fit for bistory's pago—
This man unsullied, withost sin or stain—
This baly patriarch, who would not Llaspheme |
Waoll leava the nsoralist with him ta dwell,
Whils we pursoe the tale we have to el

Beiieath a bill, in a sequesired glen,
Lived Tearaway, far from the haunt of men -
The brackon rustled o'er the neighbonring bine.
The clustering crawtae blossamed rownd the slae—
The syreading ivy up his gables sprisg—
A wimplin burnie by his cotiage run—
The gay green Lolly Wosmed around his doos,
And ss n hermit, thers Tum Bred olueurs,

a1
Now, holy Tam a2 last was grown so good,
And livieg Tonely in sie slitade,
That far and naar it was the comntry’s saugh,
That ke could sea'd the witches frae the plogh
And bo mair sency in o kitde case,
Than conifeon felk, wha lacked o' ball the grace.

Bo, 'mang the neighbours of he raved out byr,
Anid whiles presumed 1o doctor pigs and kye—
Help'd mofly for to calve, and meby, worse,

Or oat of pare love weuld have bled » borse.

In nstifl coso too, be could gi'em o pill,

A vomir, gliester, or whale'er you will ;

And by a siek bed, been as grave's sould be,

With many s sigh, hem; aod och, oedemee )

Yoo, in thi country, mamo was for o” thet

Famid bettor for knowin' how te oure the e—.
Esteemed for eanmio love by man smd maiid

Too, whiles e wronght awes ot th’ eonjaring trads . —
Uoold gurod the deatit balrn sses malr to thrive,
And been right spacy ‘mang yoiiig malds, s0 Llyihe .
Huisexl the ruds whiriblsst by the ehimley lag—
ﬂ-'l-h-i[hﬁilﬁ.-. ur,r—i i'nl-j".

And gi'en the balsm to the ewerlooked gear,

And talked his jsrgon is ihie beastis's ear ;

Ram'd the warm mwer in the bewitched aroam,
Amd mrdhﬁ"mmlﬁ'mm

Thus koly Tam was ever on tha rake,
Doing good bis neighbours, o'en for virtue's ke ;
Nor was there bowe for twelve miles round his. hame,
But Tam coobl tell wha Bved there, and ihelr nane.
B}
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Time'a ever on the wing und en the rece,
Seasums hunt sensons, asd in seasons chase : —

Av spring found Tem, baith, without corn and rye,

And, faith, that year ‘twas unco hard tae boy—
And whare, poor fellow, in his perfect need,

Is b to find mow what will be his seed ¥

Why ke maun buy, no doubl, yeTl say of conree:
Buy ! na—he sobd his own w0 811 bis purse !

To buy were tremsan, and 10 bég wore shame.
How'er, kis fine calfl park cannot wasit graine—
It maun be sown, let what like come or gpang,
And that the casiest way the creature van.
"Tons m basd way to guin & winter's hireed,

To let his plonghed lan” lie without the seed.
And what think ye, did eoter Haly's min'

A moble thoaghy, and ane that was diviee—

A thought ‘twotld fit & beart of cournge too,
Why, he would stealt, and have no meré ado !

He'd anee & mind to borrow's e a frion’,
And never pay “t—buot thn the woo bodeen ;
The scandal great—he scorned to e made binck—
Stealin’ the best way, it kept bian froo fras dobt
Anid wha toalid blame him 7 wot v beart of fum,
Maybe oft ill pald for 8" the cosjuring dome |
The eritue was nothing whes in pofoct meed—
Man wind thysdf, the key note of his erend.
By, Nl n Cacue™ plotted sleekin Tam,
And formed the résolation and the plan.

Tun had an guld yad which he siyled the 4 Bear =

9 Carw. & frmewisd Troesch evlider

g
Ay, lare snongh, gooil kpows, wi’ teeth and hair - —
A rackle blado, kst mh-l.ullltl b,
Wham beetled whins and milldust Jid sostain.
He thoaght—in that respect thought oo weel,
This suld lean yad woold help to weur the dell;
Alike be thought, be weel might back n sack :
And if the inmates rose him to sttack,
Might nobly from their grasp him carry afl
Like a down pillow ar & bag o chaff,

A’ things being planned, the night been set spart—

The night being come Tam wis to make the dary,
*Pout listhess twall, ns o' the hills sroan’

ot s and silent, and was velled the noan,
Poor plieons Tearaway to the ™ Bear” did say :
— Thin night, my mag, before the br'ak o day,
You maun & job da for me in my need,

As many o anh yi've done, my gallant eleed.
The hill M*Calam's ase holped you tae plagh,

Is good corn lan’, a8 ever corm o grew

And mow while larrows sough ower a' the braes,
Maun my good awal this year leverocks grse ©
Na—that cant ba, thoogh sivoer | am nane,
This night a pickle comn, jnst, as our sin

We mann gue tak’, h"l.llﬂ"ler. oals, or bere,
Ta seed and breed us for anither your.

Well steal's the amight, we'll saw it in the dawn,
Then let thim come id swear tas it wha mn.”
—Thei in ki el & soad-brown slouter threw,
And lades him smasl and drink, Gl he was fu’;
Tleen ower his head be st & good hair tug,
A Joid b forth s you weould dae a dog,
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Abang an suld road verging aa out-furm,
Lest sounding footsteps might the fulk slarn.
And the suld boree ssucy o the pack,
Tor e the pride o bearing't an bis back,
Right briak and cagey, marched at bis hoals,
With wand ross soursge throagh anasg the fels
The buck-goat followed; but Tam nae book'! back.
Bat kept his ¢'s weel forrel oo the brack.

As o wild Arak Iillui desert sam’,
O lurking savage, Tanumie strode alang ;
Threogh wilids of Mature, ns o sooll rechise,
He courted by-pals; far aff b’ ar loms
{¥r ms a christias n o forest strays,
Whre hideomy hawls and horid erles smays; —
With overy forward step b lookod askance,
And the next bont bungh feared tha consoquemon
Kach hbi.fﬂ'h’ﬂ-ﬂ'd'.ﬂ!‘ﬂh ‘hﬂq,l'l.!.l.liﬂ“ | 3
El&n‘]llllh-mlhlﬂnuﬂlpt-nmﬂm;
Eseh whinbush sodding terror srmaed the dar ;
Esch rustling bolley shot it to bis hoart.
Thiza oo be mives], and os s wandered fru,
Each passing gale snag to him as n fue
Eseh lark that Bosled 28 broshed his foel wigh oer,
Saill with the same ke jamped, & i 1o soar ;
He haal the beart, yei halns cournge, ves!
To make o thief coursgesus and true.—

Yet, on be steered, and conscience ‘gain grew bright ;

No stobmn gosds yot—what for o this fright
And s 8 Qroixote, pow bis yud sstride,
Nighterrant, or as Sancho he did rile,
Sprightly as Time, whon jelly Time was yoang,

a8

O grood steut shcloan foe n saddle speang.

Aduoa the len side of winiing kil

Hie soggers un, and by & claeking mill \
Right a'or the Lang-las's, whare the night bird tang
Her se note melody, as be rode alang,

Till near the country hall way throngh he's game,
And on the main road three lang miles frac hame.
Now by a river and & sprouting grove,

A loch, a ferry, and a moss ha's drove—

O'er howe and hollow, hillock, bank, and brar,
THl drew a halt upon the king's highway.

Wl aped brnve Tam, as yet mae trouble oear,
St your star, boy—owhat way will you seer?
Four reads are here, which one will ye porius
He onward jogs—nae odds what sne to you—
Until the suld Bear, lastly, 1 allege,
Ficld side a dyke, he tied behind a hedge,

Till up a lonnis’, lang as winding Buir,
He would his passage snd his peog procsise.

Shortly, by this lo's to a farm house went,
Whose barn bo knew was nover griped by wast ;
Avid round the bouse in every bore he prys,

And all is silesmt withowt din ar nobe ;

And to the barn door cunnily he draws,

And in ite wards & eunnin’ key he thraws.

It winms fit, awither he maun try.—

The cock hs eraws, and lond roars o the kye—
But what for eraws or watches o tho nicht ?

Thest, \hesa wore things devoat Tam coaldna frichi.
*“Tis now or never he mann make the cateh :
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He threatens !.l;rilfr wi'l.l!iﬂ witeh,
J-IJIIEHHIIFEI! 1uh!!’ﬁlﬂ-llﬂpil.' sOEn,
And locks the balldog in &' double swoon ;
Then frae bis side a cannie conter drow, —
The sue the churns chacmed o' the country throagh ;
And soon the bolt before it gied b seringe :
Wi that the door is openod on the kinge,
And Tam i in and =t the blanier mon,
Riving away te 6l kis bag right fid".

Enell blew the win' aff Collin's windy moor,
The canld nor-wast, wi’ Higer bitiag po'er.
That wight at dawk;, came ta the fsrmer's b,
A iposer grim body, black as oy oraw,
Ta beg his lodgin'-~a poor wandering sweap.
Forfairn and woary, toiled, wayworn, sl mosk,
Ho craved his lodging, anil got leave o o'y,
But in the barn the ereatura hsil to lia.

Well done brave Tammic! mwow thy sacks right
stannch,
A guid hals baw Lae serve thes in thy pinch ;
And stoat and reckds, fuith, yell stesin a rib,
But on the Bear's back swon the eune ye'll lib.

Belyve, the suld hores, snaple as & grew,
Tam has kim dosn, and luigh the battery drew ;
And for to get the sk put on his hack,

A" through the barn be's groping for a track’,
This corner, bors, he trics, but has found none,
The ether, there, bat without stick or stose ;
At Tength, the laigh end of the burn he's tan,

&7
Anid finds anp whsmumeld on a pieklo sirae,
He gies 't a rive, bot s be sackers hack,
Preserve us, ob ! the deill, und nae mistak’
— Hiusra ! hellsfire! rise, people rise, come bese !
A thief, & murdorer, and & knave's ssteer.”

This erbed a voice, ansd Tam jumpedihrough the gloom,
A i’ o stick the Sweep lays thousnds reun’.
The buck-goat gets it, snd wi' tear and rein,
In takes the doar, just, a8 Tom bas won there;
Another thad, o hellish neigh it gi'es,
Awd headlong Tammie's cwit smang the geess |
And sie n sereaghin’ never yet was hoard,
For wi' the soun’ the very aabl HBear sorred ;
And theee alwedd they're to their scrapers ta'en.
Tam, and the Duck-goat, and the Bear, for hame.

The third dyke ower, yot nacthin slacked his fear,
What terror wild do yot poor Tam cashiere.
A poor doyle drunkard dosing and sstray,
When bamoward gaun, bad wander'd aff his way—
As brare a beart as o'or made tavern moar
For cighi deys st & strétch, or maybe more—
And sesing Tam, thoogh Temmio kim nee s,
While niear ram ower him horse, and ane, snd o’
He bawied aload—* haloo! Tam Tearnway,
Here's June Moantfond, your neighbour, on him stay,
For why sic burrying, what's your haie the night
Take time oo me Moantford's drunken wight.”
But stoppel s Tam, but faster scour'd alang,
Now o e ankd Bear, and the bighway guumn,
Cursing the buck-goat, wishing ‘twas in h=l];
As mt his lovks it meighs wi® mony & yell.
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Tha merning up, now ' the conntry through,
The tews was spread ore brsakfust time, [ voo!
The Sweep was guestioned i the ihief o koew,
Or what appearance be had to his view.

He said, he looked 10 be about aix foot,

A rackle carle, wi' n lang slip-coat ;

And the aakl beast that was baith poor and dene,
“That sare toak sear when loud the geeso giod tongue,
Was grey as griony or n harran sark,

Bier Borse or mare be koow oot i the dark

And if be fightly minded, or took mots,

A something followed liko a bleating goat.

u Ha 1 qm-llihm « that's Tam Toaraway :”
“ No"—quao’ the goodwife, “ dinna sic thing say,
First lot us look the bag that's left behin’,

Fur boly Tam would neer do sic & sin."”

The sack was looked; wi' great red keil stripes oo erd,

In bonest letters there was Jowe Mountford,
Mountiord was ta'en, and 'fore the justice broaght,
Awd poor Jone near was hanged bofore was caugh ;
Though bonest, ay, as was the beart o' steel,

But be, that night, was known 1o ba aflel.

Jane's wife, » poor heartbroken woman, swore,
Wi brimifu® &'e mind besvy hoart full sore,
That her man ksiw mot of the cursed fray :

For lo! behold ! unto Tam Tearaway,
The night in question, she the sack had lent,
Believing him a goodly Hving saunt.

0

Poor Jone himsel' saidy he demied the crime
Of being o thief, wr stealing frae manlkin't
flut il a crime it was to be sheosd,
He mae denjed that night bein' on the road.
« Foar nights sod dsys.” quoth he, # frae bame 1'd been,
Just, at that time, snd hame comin” late at e'en,
Tam Tearaway cam’ by me, a jn fright,
e ma AF some ane chiced him in the aight :
| eried nt fiyed Tam' Tearawny to stup,
tiat he rab wn anil didna want my ook §
And what the Sweep swere, | swear to be tris,
The Bear and Pack-gost bore kim compay, ho”

Bauld Tearaway was now tw'en for the deed,
Bt holy Tam stamped, foamd, and shook his head,
He ox'd them louns and fiars, sne and o)
And gravely wwore without o hum o haw, :
"Till gl stout swearing brought the knave 2w =

Fiut, wure da bell wi' hyprocrites i stared,
Tam was the thiel, instend o Jone Alountford.

Hencefurth, good people, learn a moral here,
“Tis Honven's first lnw that man should G revere |

Tho oext In greatness, Justice, comes in sight,
Self preservation, thea, will man's duty write.—
What then, fond man # nse all the means you wam,
Of doing goad, and watch dedigning men ;

And learn il déath, as on throogh life you wend.
ﬁ#ﬂﬁgﬂ‘lbﬂiﬂlﬂqmﬂp—

OFf all the sinners that you chance to meet,

Th o'er godly knave is spt the greatest choat.

C
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Blaw her withering broath o'er the waste,
Concmanding the wizsrd, Decay,

All vordure and hlossom to blast.

i Bard, otes the pride of the swains,
Though hoary in youth aad green yoars

Lamentingly view"d his biight plains,
Then vexiously baurst nto tears ;

And sobbing condolingly wild,
As snward meandering he strayed,
He wopt as misfortuse’s lone child,
Neath night's sable cloud coverd shads,

Haut o ? mi:u.ﬂ.udrl;ﬂm‘

Amd b l’lWFHlHlpil;grim af wos, |
Wihile bo gaeed on & desalate wood,

That the spring of bis life wont to kmsow.

His bosom he bared 1w the breeae,
Aud, with eaglelike eye oer the ground,
He voadfnstly gascd on the lexs.

Then Aitinge—glusive, agnin,
Hiy wan-looks o raised 1o the ikbes,
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And he murmars and murmers amain,
Wihile no earthly can know what he eries

But calmed, and from serrow soon free.
A poet 1 marked him full well ;

For all roand him 1 megrims did see,
And 5 Muse from prisl ecll:

And Lis innrmiers th' Maose seemed to chide,
For in silenee he relgned for a while.—
Though n rastie, his eye glowed with pride.

As Erina® upon him did smile ;

And sadid, with su angel's swest voice,—
 Take this, my dear son, in thy hand,

And sing the sad song of thy chife”—
And with poosy inspired him bland

Then ber beaatoas form sweetly b prossind,
And her lote e tried gestly o'er

And be samg, ns his wttemnnod was Jesel.
In o masterly temor of lore.

And no llshy nuermores wene heard,
Munte MNatere with all her profound,
Ev'n listened] with silencs the hard,

As thess dolefial strning flowed freas s sound : —

“ Yo poor hapless mortsls unhiest,

Wha are pilgrims on esrth dosmed 1o rave,
Wlome, benrkon my iale, nod take rest,

For sorrow's the fate of the brave.

¥ A i far e Wi
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Yo moumains with boar frost so dresssd,
That now seem mfar thropgh the glosm,
Bat a few dreary months and your veds,
Again shall ba verdere and bloom.

¥ yellow groes meads once so Ea%
Now so hoary, moss-colowred, and dead,
For why should [ mowrn your decay ?
Your greennss swhile's only fled.

Ye hapless weo birds of tha sir,

Now though dolor smd woo yon arraisni,
A senson thus passed in dull care,

Yo yet shall be joyial sysin.

And woot Joy sbmll waken th' mors,
When all éhinll lave blitheaess o time ; <

Bat 1o me there's wo joy to retwrn,
I"IH'I"I'EEIH'HH:I:I verdare usil prime.

In my youtls-bood the honrs ran sweet,
I thoaght it no erime 10 be poor,

| cared mot for Ambiton s leok,
Nor for Fortone s sigh did codurs.

ut the yoars come me rilled of joy ;
Noawore, ke o hart in his gles,
With pleasure did ramblo the boy,
A lass-lora lover roamed e,

O live ! thon bereawor of Jrrsce !
Till luve Bret engrossol my young sond
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I ne'er kmew ome hour of grief,
My yourg beart was free from dark dele.

First 1 loved a duling, blithe fair,
[t sbe boved s fop of the town,
Because | was not fortune’s heir,
The baughty damse on me did frown.

Joy's carmival then was away,
Cares many they crowdad my mind ;
Not ons, bot twn, thres, ins dar;
Till | was carcs minkas resgved.

TFleo (riemils | laved dearost are desd,
Liko the prismatic rays of tho bow,
They bloomed but & moment, then fled,
And left me lone darkling in woe.

Aud lonely 100, lefi me & prey
To the merciloss brokers of wrong,
All friendloss, oh ! lorones to say,
Miel relations the' many and strong.

The Irienids ehoald have mormed me were vile
And corraption, thelr senith star, ows
That their setiens wers base, ond defile
All the orbs hin enlivensd tlsir pans,

In Bithy, dograding dimgust,
They, mearingly, sotted nway ;
And though often they talked of the jost,
They peldom or never did pray.
c—2




= m——

e
Tom, fuil wors their snoes and Glse,
Awil agony doos fheet. from thom fow,
They were linrsbs, amid e gried does canvulsr
Fur their hatood T was doomed to know.

Bt asan From thede Hmite 1= tnrmed,
To senk tha wide world far & hame,
Becanse thalr dark doings [ spursed,
And w couniomsser their Qs would oot own

Thas an wimst, w6 prodigal child,—
I defy wy worst fon such Lo stateo,—
| wamsdersd sarth 1.Ill anial 1|-||'Ii'h. nilil,
A birey, cen with meokuess, oy e

Till b! fell Disonse, the dive scoarga,
In her reckloss and mepcless srifo,
St launched mo o mivery's lone verge,
To wenp oid phive oot @y wisaio life

Thus abasdoned, fossken by all
lfru'--lﬁlll-g-'ﬂl!'nhﬂd

For the stramger for ma kil so call,
Bineo: ealih,  with cobostness, was o

Al ghoots roand me gatbored with spood
[renpimed by tsis workd and its pride

A eripple ma, tﬂrﬁl‘lﬁ'l‘lr bread.
i siruziat alma from the hanghty ‘neath ©hale

Al woarning with troubls, [ groased,
A the ramncliod betr of dndubap o

i
And | carclessly, hogwily roameil,
“Til me ruin Be farther eonld got.

Than a hermit, desponding and Jow,
With my #taff and a heavenly gaide.

| soaight, o'en with limping stepe, slow,
A sollitude wheeo | might ide.

Amd far in o desert’s thick nook,

Where on berbage, I, beast-like, did nseal
I wickered, and built me wn hat,

Thst, vhseure, [ might rest from wy sl

Bui not loug o sy bermbtaga moorod,

When the Eeree thander, disnikl anil dresd,
Bent & foid, electrie, that gored

Ansd horsed doven this beg 1 had mmsle,

T]ml.nrﬂ.lldh}'hhll‘ I e,
But oot houseless intood to remaky,

1 my kil smil my labour resewed,
Fhst gy toil mgatn praved o bo ovain.

Yot with wooden spade, mattock, anal boe,
Inteadiag my sri ‘gain vol veid,

I picked my foundstions fall bow,
Anil wy knowledge in bisilding ompiloyed

Al wiih elay snd shaen grass in & mis,
I entped il work of my need ;
Al | bile it s winem g with beicks,
Whene the songstors but cheer'd mee to leed
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No level my bullding supphied,
Nor plumb-rale my walls did divect,
Bat, in stlence all nesdfal T oped,
And built as best e 16 protect.

And a bermli-like cot 1 soon furmed,

"Neath the shado of these anclent old trees |

And 1 thatebed it, and found it well ferned,
Intending to live al my sase.

Bt th wuys of misforiuns sre hasd,
When sorrow snd want are still nesr |
Though an exile, from joy, | was starred,

“Tha Heentions It roassd Bod i Fear.

For one night, and not Jong since the date,
As the faggot blused on my Jane bearth,
A bandiig] came, and when late
They eoterod my cabin with mirth.

And my bome, and my store, and my all
Ta these ruthless barbarians were spail ;
And 1 narrowly escape] from theall,

Threogh ihe ghoomy night, by & dedile,

And bomeless, and fute wills me w0,
With the rushy bank bat for my lair ;
Foll long | have roved ko and firo,

The sad, gleomy child of despair.

Till hore, to the vale of my birth,
Through tracklands anknown and wild,

ar
I hsve wandered, and heedlpssly, forih
T that bome from whick I's exiled

Thers io breathe my lnst broath, asd combine
With celostinl nnd heavenly througs

And o lay down my life st the shrine
O all my ead woss and my wrongs.

That bsive, ah | bot whero i 5 mow,
That once 1 mw plenished and gay ?

ivh, kark | as the wind whisties fowe
Throoghouwt the dark sisles of decay.

Alns! is this all's for my hall ?
Theo home that with Fght ming shoald beon

Hut a ladge for the bat and the owl,
And boi naked walls lofk v be seen.

ls it Slepcs, or Solitade thise ¥ —
Ah! where is the mother mo bore?
Ab! where bs the father uakind,
Or stepdame, are nane io the fore ¥

U where is my Gunoer, w0 trae,
Or the stoad | fed many's the time ¥
That neighed on the iday 1 withdeew,
As poor Gonner he whined ma behind

* Dot Goaser,” said I to the dog,
“ (3o back to thy master ai bome ;"

And the dog bo obeyed, nnd did jog,
Which never deuno anght that was wrong.
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Yet he eyed mo as far as eoald see,
And he fawned on me far o'er the plaia ;
Then long notes, and howls, o'er the lea,
Told me Guuner 't my Muting bad pain.

Aﬂllwm““m,-‘!‘h‘
To me ached as | trudged on nlong ;

And again the mild gule brought the poise,
Crying, = Phelim, might Gunner not come."

That was all of poor Guaner | knew,
Till incessant years over mo ran

Till many fell troubles ' through,
And fir in the wood had my den.

'I-’a-'hmuul:l-:lngluudmlﬂplr.
Bo weary, and tattersd, amd torn,
Dt enter my cabin one day,

And crouching, spprosched me, so lorn,

And Iaid bis hend dows at my feet,
Alter wandering manths withost ond,
Having found ot his Phelim's retreat,

Ab! Ganner, full well might 1've known,
{ When fallcy glitters in dhow,)

When s fechla and hirpled thou came,
That theu we'rt the bearer of woe.

Bat curse them, ob! corse them, the band,
I wer bisd affection, so warm,

au
Had they mot killed my Guener, so fond,
I would lal & friemd yet to monrn,

Ab me ! beve's 3 damp in the yard ;
Dis there nany meek spirits o bero >

Oh! spesk,  pose plgr rogae,
And tell mi Fomitho worst I but fesr,

Lok aroaind, see the hodges bow mowed !
The frukt trees torn up every set |

Of the sun-hanse 1 nearly adored,
Mor the shrubbery scarco left are s quick.

The lasrels have vaslshed from viaw,
Thar rese-buid alike kave met blight,

[revastation has erept o'er the yow,
Nor laburnum to gladden the sight.

And cultuge, 100, it bas destroyed,
The stately old sage of the mousd —
By tillage the seven has died,
Now lilsc o holly is found.

Oh Flora! now where are thy flowers,
That onee thoa attended so gay !
Pomons, now whare are thy bowoes 7
Torn up now for Coros and ay!

A Syrinm wasto is the erofl,

That omee bright Elywian might bien
Not a lodge for the blackbird is left,

Nor os much a8 tho robio would screes.
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Andl rukn, see, erceps over all,
And all's wearing fissk to an end
Al pow | see ity so foll,
(¥h God?! be my mereiful friend !

They sre gone to the land that's of peace—
Alan ! that T erer was borm—

And some morigage has boaght oat the Jease,
And calied it 8 stranges's out farm.

And the servibe, mean vamal it owes,
He fonsts om mey sorrow with mirth ;

VWihen al® Tike n mist from the loams,
m.“ﬂqmﬂfm emrth.

But why shoald I rave in despair.
Ur vigh for the things enrth unfold,
Ur earthly possessions te beir #
Godl's tichos wre better than gold.

Afar lios 8 land withow guile,
Since prosperity frowis on me here,
Lt me welecome that home with n smile,
Anil pray Ged to forgive and forbear.

1 long for Tife's evening 1o closs,
For in youth | sm boary snd grey,
And | long to fnd rest and repose,
From this world and i merciless way.

For why, sheidd 1 mot long togo
Where the flowers of pleasure are fown—

a1
Hinee friends 1 have nene lors bolow ©
The friends 1 lov'd desrest are gone.

Hall Death? then come spoed 1o my ald,
And prepare me, oh God ! for th' vomb ;
And let mature's great debt now be paid,
For which, worthless, 1 oseaped the womh

And, le! in the narrew hoase wrappsd,
Lt me alumber from Lardship and eare ;

Where the earth worm may feed an my fat,
And obliterate griel and despaie.”

Then in silence swifle maeed the Bard,
And awhile he then writhed in dall woo;
Then be muiters, “oh fortnoe | thou'rt hard
And he beclans an Desth s some fro.

« And w0 mnch for Intemperancs,® be cries,
“ And g0 much for Debanchery and Strife,
And 5o moch for Licentions Joys,
And so much for s Poet and Life.”

Then cursing the world and its ways,
As Erina he smilingly eyed ;
Thas ended the Youth kis sad lays,
And his moistonod eyes closed he, and disd.



Epintic

To &= old Betsolidlen, whe em sdocsied for the Mimalry, o

fwaning thalbe v opibe sotisn of wming Preacher, +
ettt

Whitle western winda do o'er us wing,
And off Lough Nesgh the weet do bring,
| clasp my pan to write,
When Joly's rains crush Jowly doan,
The bonnie limt that is in bloom—
Bein' wenried o' the dyke:
B, Dary, bud, [ beg youTll boed,
Thir twa or thron lines | pan
The Musie kitthes up my reed,
And polsts you for a frkon’s
Al fearsome, yel cheorsome,
She dysble strikes my bruaio :
mll"#*t‘“dilhiﬁ
I"se hope alin's oo ill ta'es.

Though care and sarrow do surrousd,
The most of mortals bere that's fousd,
Anil mar their peace and joy—
Though every flower that docky the brae,
The rarcet gem, ob, mut decay:
Vet, why, 1a mourn should | -
Or frot my bead wi' griel that's sad,
About the thing ne'er m'f—
A man, nes odids how tae the bad,
Bhonld wever oarm ava.

ad
As grinvie and seroevin’
Do mnk' bat bad sy waur
Nae maic then, Tl care then,
While | can drow tha car-

My soncy chiel, Jenl, kind, and frec,
Think ye, that 1 Jews valwe be;
Thoagh trouliles bére may pest.
Thhmquhrﬂhl}]lﬂhﬂ'lﬁ"-
Ard run their ruee 5o proud and vaiz,
Iu revelry and waste?
Although I'm doomed ta Iaboar sair,
| ither joys can kem
Than they, wha ‘re growlin’ aye for mair,
Tivongh counthes thousands spen.’
S0 coy bere, there's joy here,
The primest wondth § swear |
If get not, [ fret not,
Nor fah my lug Tout gear.

Nae vdeds bow indigenos may thuill,
Let's he contant. wi fortunc's will—
Ths meby best 10 ba;

Far natght will mowrning do but vex,

Al your poor bosom but perplex,

And mak’ ye think yell soe

Far wair than o'er will }'l.-hr.]'l
Though liere witil anbd agea

For ayn e way will turn the ball

“Tartll lackest wos psinage.
%o thoreby, and hiroby,

“Tia folly for ti mourn,
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Sweet Mature's Creator
Will aye some way sptum.

Bebold ! while tinse Loops hale my pow,
In blissfu’ youth or age, | vow,
| ne'er my banes will stable ;
But aye Il ak' n wes bit spres,
Andd rant mey dayw in jollity,
As lang as | am able.
And when the sod may co'er my clay,
| canna tell how be't—
As far is ither folk nstray,
Wha plain pretend 1o see't.
What harm is, or term is
Found rang in harmles joy,
I ean't kmow, nor wo'nt show—
Some ither man may try.

Sa, Davy, wanken wp your vaico,
And blithely sing to pleassre’s chobce,
If but tae please yoursel ;

And ne'or frawn in your Maker's face,
IF run your own eslocky rase—
I spler gif you mre well.
Yono've lefi ankl Horaee, Dary, man,
I hear, for good and w,
To boarn of eulture’s brackle plan,
And slavery's vile law.
Bat hearkes, bo markin’,
Short time will let ye foel,
Wi sweatin® an’ weetin’
The College mot the fiel’.
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Yet, bark! my lad, I eount ye wiee,
Ne'er to by ermbed by man's advies
To what your mind doa't lead—
Lo' s the mind do lead the beart,
That i+ the work for you to start ;
At it yoll come maist speed.
For, easy t in for ta wot,
That men will nae pecform
What usature has pot in them set—
The sama they Tl no'er adom &
Wi' frettin’, regrettin’,
mﬂmnﬁbﬂn—
Hemind l}‘hthl:.iﬂ'll'.“-
Whst makes the happy crows.

So na the plogh and pick did Jesd
You fran the scripturo book to resd,

To be a farming lad ¢
“Tis meby best, for there's in ereed,
Far male than rightly win their breed.
Keep aff the hotch-patch squad.
Whese cursed broils on every day,
F'on nalse the very nation §
Whils Virtue, off she stands at bay,
To hear sic desecration.
Their jurrn’, and rakris’,
Wad jot your vera bluid,
Wi bryin and lyis'
That's perfidy, indeed.

Nae dookt, thereTl labor come in vlew
Usto yo every doy, that's new—
n—2
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Especially for a whils,
Tiﬂj-vﬂltmmhdudﬁh
And mal’ ye frot, eause loft your lear,
In drudgery 1w oil ;
But when W it yom're got inured,
You ll hupgier far be,
Than moak or eolloge ape, immured,
OF gospel podigres.
Thus, janntin’, and rastin’,
Throughout th' country wide ;
Sweet mosriment's your bride,

Now aprosing reund in plesssrv's ring,
ltlnlmnuthtngpwh;-_

Thaii if ye did prevend to preach,
Anid be » subile guilefi’ loech,
Like some that geck the wark.
Ne'er thiskin' *bout the bousie thing,
They screagh out Heaven and Hell—
Thas we are born and framed in sin,
And sball wi' devils dwell.
Just howlin, and gowlin',
Like ony mastive dog ;
And rangin’, andl changin’,
Msir stipend but to prog.

Thin points the way that some folk fiove,

By preachin’ up what best may ploase
Their stupid congregations ;

While they, themecives, do not beliove

a7
The parrot tales Uiy forward heave
For others” acelamations ;
But scorn the catalogne of Nes,
With their whale heart snd mis’,
While with their lips thay truth dospise,
Aod back the enarmons crime
That whey are dolng rang—
Ner caring, nor fearing
The great and mighty One.

There's naesie vilenoss in the clan,
That sows the nut-hrown furrowed laxn',
Or reaps the carn and wheat,
While Hka heart wi' plessnre rings,
And ilka woo hird blitholy sings
Wi morriment tne see't.
Bebold, fair Nature's face when gay,
The shamrock fair is seen,
Anid verdure doth the groves array,
And deck the dapplod green.
What bounding, resoanding.
By meadow, bank, and grove
What springing and snging 7
Sure all is joy and Jove.

When sunny Summaer glads the groand,

i cheery Winter knits them rownsl
The bonnis fire slds,

Where is the joy in ony kind,

Like what the roral swaing can find #
They kings vie in their pride
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Uh, every hae that doeks the felds,
Wi' cheer they view the same |
Alike, when Awtumn plonty yields,

O Winter blights the plain.
All seiiséris bring roasoss
T phease the rastic hind,
The lermer's ihe charmer,
That comfort still does find :

That is, I movan the warking class,
That they hae maist contented hliss,

Though whiles, it true, they're bare .

Yet still when they survey their state,
They aft behold the rich and gres:
Far. farder sunk in care.—
Not lang since, my lord It at eards,
Five tonnlsnds for his fun—
The foctman eromse the deoghter beards,—
My lady's st erim, eon,
Thas lossis and crpsses,
For aye disturh their peace ;
The farder 3 —ihi Beasder
The throme, fine joy end grace.

Amlstbon's hark ean never wonnd
The peasani’s beart, or pelf confound
Or mar bis poaceful rest
Nor ean the demon Last annoy,
Ui Pride comenma his' simple joy,
Or Luxury melest.
His wants are few and cheap supplicd,
His hands to him are wealth,

4
A wountry girl then for his bride,
e askoa na more than health
WY joy then, sae euy thes,
He erncks bis choory joke ;
Nae ortse then, for vies then,
And bghs st id]e foll

Now Davy, led, levs tone oor harps
Wi glee, 1o crosh deon o' the sharps
That ¢'cr may ower us roll 3
For w'll no got contentment’s grip,
Unbess we set our minds for it,
W7 pationos o' tae thole.
Thus for 1o clim’ up comfort's breast,
A contral way yill steor
Whatever comes aye think it best,
The greatest cross ye bear.
Nne wranglin, or canglin’
Abott this world ava;
Wor pinin’, or whinin’,
En'ugh well got o't o’

Theugh eruel hearts yoo whiles may soo,
“Twould langh o scorn poor paverty,
8o merciless and blind ;

0! gi'es your hamd my social bay,
You'll ne'er forego & virtuons joy,
For being good and kind.
The poor man's friend be you for aye,
Anil foar wot fortune’s fis,
And if he asks & night tae slay,
Oh! gratis, lodge him twa.
For depend, b befriend
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Either ntieory or pain,
Bs to bomd, sob to apenid,
And God shall pay't nguin.

What real comtentmsent oould it gi'e
Yor wad ye right the tyrant-le,
And prove sweet virtue's foa -
Uk erush low down the peor fulks rank,
The way that groat folk proudly rant
And bury thea in won 7
To hoap upon themn mair than's tighii,
By roguish ol obsoens,
It makes their duy-light turn 1o might,
Their ldiss bere bat & dreawm.
Bt blissin’ md wishin',
We'll bape n lapjy thime,

erashiid pow, snd deshed now,

They can't for aye us tine.

So, fare-ye-well, my cock o glee,
And many days o'en may ye ses,
Contented, withoat pein ;
And when that Desth roand you does clasp.
His spindle srms, wi' the lost gusp
May joy in" yoo remsln.
And et we bope wa'll o to God,
When we east alf the elay ;
And no'er fear Satan’s iwlsss ool
As wicked sinner’s may.
Gl chooses not, refuses tot
Those seek Him for a friend
Adive then, msy we thes,
Wi’ cheer on Him depond,

&1

Epiotie
T ME JONLX Fl_‘l.".l'l-u-ﬂ-&'ﬂ-'-
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Bly denty Jome, whils winter ¢ agh;
Wi frost and ana’ keeps back the pl'ogh,
And barn-men's jabs are few en‘ugh,
The lang starm dreafin’;
While sald gnid dames no'er tak's the hud,
Ton st yoi resdin’;

What wal ye think sinpe it is snawin’,
A by the inghe poel yo stan);
(b oosiy #il, A8 COSEY CAN,
Out ower the em'ers,
Tar tak’ n blink i Nature's ons,
At men and menners,

T'H dae't quo’ Jons—es | bogin,
The Muso boen kitthed up i trim—
1 wat ye wadna denk or rin,
The' | sud shoot ya!
So, bo! my boy, my right haa' man,
Hist! hero I'm st ye.

Money's the standard o' the day,

The gandy tyke muk's worth a prey—

And weo sae prosperin’ as the gae,
The rogues 0" nasthin’;
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While worth nad honowr's vhal few,
(an scaree get clithin®.

Wealth hides onew o° fan'ts sae vain,
1§ wealth ye hae, yo've en'ogh o' fame,
Tho' kith, and kin, and o' your ain,
Yolrssl" an” s'
Ken'd nai & béwtle frae nstane,
O d—pm—"t big A.

If momey, money ye can clsim,

Mister nud maister's a* your ain;

Bat 01 guid God | if you hao nane,
Wi every cur,

Yo'l think the Deril, or Tom Paine,
Wi ‘gain astir.

It mstters nae tho' lamp and jors,
I soime folks e what hell yo aro;

The' murderer, whoressn, thisf and lar,

You're love and booey ;
[anm s for dfirt, nod o that's dear,
Gif bas the meney.

Lot bat Sir Caltor gas to woo,

Bag'd ont, and ke a tom sack fu";

And rustic Miks, wha dear does looe
The bonmie Jeany

Anil mark the sdids that's “tween the twe
Made for the mossy 1—

Thi festive kiss bs plodged sineere,
‘The beart I pledged to grasp the gear,

it
And shames her Veary ;
Anid aff he's boy'e wi' giid dames jeer,
Vow! half deleery.

In poverty's sweet, modest dell,
Where grace and beamly love to dwell,
O ! bonnie girls for you I wail,
As weel's mysel ;
The itime was when o'er fertune’s hall,
¥e bore the bell.

But vigw astride the purse-prosd chiel,

His yad he spars now far afiol’

Tae court Don Danker's palefaced gal,
A perfect clooty,

And leaves bebind the very sanl
0 love aml benauty.

For monay, wives can't slesp ar [z,

For money, gitli darn’t tig or tay,

For money, weo maun tive ilk joy,
Nor spend a bas't,

And worskip but the s thing ooy,
Caurs'd rank snd state.

The anld gukd thoes sre now aws’
When fouk could met st friendships ca
The poor ss weel's the rich, snd bra’

I socinl fza,
An' laen n glass, at weel, or twa,

Without a birs.
E
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The poor man's day’s ne mow in vogue *
Gif out he gangs but to the romd,
He's stared ot, ay! Bke onnie tasd,
An’ wtaited by,
By muckle joms wha onward stoge,
And loak on high,

Ba, so ye eithly soe it clear,
Tis wealth an’ rank that's worskipped bere ;
Mor do we God revere or fear,
Hat Groordies faces ;
Nar for the Being shed one tear,
Whe died to save na

Thas misch for wealth—the bill o° fare—
While auld an’ young sigh it to beir
Lt you and 1 vile sell duter,

The gross thing, base,
An' sk’ & an' amang the poor,

And pleasl their rase,

0, Vanity ! thy empty boast,
What is it 7 but & beellam tonst !
I'd ruther be & p—un' post,
I vow, for collie,
Than enter, e'en, with fops thy L,
Or show thy folly

L]

Praprer.

0 God ! within thy holy ways,
With grace and love, so trus,
Guide mo to walk, me lead always
Thy precepta to pursie.
Foe, oh! what's prowd man's pompons boast,
Thoogh king from palo to pole ©
Or what's the miser's hoard, angrossed,
Compared unta the sonl ?

Iz soul through endless age shall live,
For ever, on, nnd aye;

And dark a8 uttor sight's the grave,
Redemption, there's none nigh.

! too long in fairy dreams,

My froward mind has fod—

Foo long am I in wicked scones,

To merit anght from God.

But, oh! Thou gracieus, plastic Friend,
To barshness not inclined —

Thy sversign will being Mercy's end,
With bounty great and kind.

Grant that my days hasceforth may shine,
In faith and virtes, oo,

Throughout this earthly turn of time,

And baser Justs sabdue,

Discretion, be it mine throngh life,
With wisdom s | goe
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e mine n wise and virtwons wife,
With sympathy balow :
Nor thirst for fame, or wealth's caress ;
Nor senwual plessare lore ;
Aly home, & home of happinoes ;
My destiny obscure,

This being mine—with every gale
That marmers throagh the trees
With every spring that decks the vale,

Oy blossams on the leas
Conteniment more shiall crown the boy,
Sinco Heaven's » favorito foand 1
And when the dark day comes—aof joy

I shant be wanting found.

Epistle

To A FAIERD, o COTRTSWIR

© Thay gallap Faa chad 1 mpdl basinn droe ™ —Mawtay

I, who erewhilp, Macoubroy sang,
How for to wield the nuptial wan®,
To make a bad wife good ;
Mow sing to Jemmy o the Hill,*
The boy's can weave the strip and quill,
Anil keep a wife in food.
When out he gangs amang the girls,
At Fortune's Soklo ca’y
" Joimes Suiiiscion, Bound S, Sy

af
Hew for to pick frae ‘mang the pearls
A good ane sand a bra',
Fur, tho' all's dears and nse fears,
To got a baid when young,
The sold wnes are banld snes,
A good wheen wi' the wngoe.

Ye, wha ower candles vain do glime—
Like crestures in u furelgn clime,
Just glimmerin’ at the o
[I'd hae ye o your sense make uee,
And po'er expose things koen and oroose,
That is the deil for fus..
‘T'hrew “ws' your akrs, draw in your stools,
Unto the fire wi' me,
And lenrn nae malr 1o play the fools
But sest them on your knes ;
And hog them, and tug them,
And clasp them to your breast ;
And kiss them, and press them,
And soon theyll face the priest

Dear Jemmy, lad, pick up a heart,
And ‘mang the hissies play your part,
Fer, troth, they're spunks o glee;
And eock your bonnet to the north,
And be yo jompin’ mad wi' mirth,
As ower tha hills ye flee.
There's Nan below, as brave a lasw
Ay ever stepped in shoon ;
And Mall aboon, ower a” the clash
That weighs the geatle doon:
E—i
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Go see them, and pree them,
And try towtrack  lgh 5
For man lere, alone hepe,
Without & wife is might,

There's laases braw in avery siet,
And lotwsome girls can win the hearr,
Saw lovely in tholr slebos § J
But ' the lnses o'er 1 suw,
The lasn o [hivis beats them o,
She's wordy o a king.
Yo kon bor, Sir, Ul say one umir,
Ye saw hior bonnie face §
And far her mind, [ vow and sweas,
It does not lack o' grace.
The dearie, s choery,
Thit few, #'en, can oxesl ;
The rare ome, the fair one,
Alluring bonmie Hell.

Bat if yoa're beot on fortane's grays,
Diotise brig yoursel' in Sunday claes,
And hanil awa' frae hame ;
There, ‘en” yoursel & gentleman,
Whare pae sie kems firae whenee yo cam,
And gie some lady pain.
A ready nete, man, would dasy o
Wi mony & sloekit lous |
Anil what the mabier il v in'en twa,
Tar please the maid sl groom *
Go vemse ber, and please ber,
And spur yonr pawnie fight ;
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Till your o, vbu bridsl,
Does charter in bis right.

Thus, if you're bent, and fir the shine,
{ And has the mit of beoad doth fine, )
To iry some ldy gaype=
Tak’ my ndvice, and yol duoe weal,
And let her know yo hae tha steel,
“Twill tame ber, the" a fae.
When ance you get her chanter up,
Apguin ne'ar bot it doon ; '
Beoir on tha courtship, like s buock,
And hae the marriage sbod.
For ken, lad, that tongues bad.
WT tales muay sell the pass ;
Bur wedded, and bedded,
Sibe's then your protty b

But il you wish 16 woo st hams,
Just same half-poor, half-gentle dane,
Wha haa thy heart sstir—
Wiha haes en'ngh o' cash in store,
To make her prond and vain, galore,
Anil sot tho boyy nhiry.
() lewzn me, Jemmuek, withowt fun,
A girls are bliche and ble,
Before the music o' the tongos,
They'd rather bne the tail.-
Then ne'er week, wor ne'er speak.
Ta sie & ane for wife,
Unbess Sir, the Besh Sir,
Can stump her & tag life.
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Dut tent mo lad, and tak” advice
Of me, and never spier her price,
Nor headstrong play the fool ;
A moment’s plessure’s but a flash,
Besides an nge o eare and Fash,
Anad downright ridicale,
For ma, man, would | tine my wit,
'Boot ony durty dume 7
No—frst 10 use the satire whip,
And nobly thong the same,
Cheer up boy, mor time joy,
Far beiter lovos thee Hab,
Than wed ye, or bed ve,
Or tie ye tae 8 jade.

Lt monoy no'er your study erave,
Nor wealth's prowd jade, your beart onslave,
Or great, or gran’ ava ;
Far fortame apt i to deeeive o
Then pe'er be you ber servile slave,
The virtsoas s thi bra’.
A lazy troflop in & neuk,
What b—D's the takel for 7
Bat killing, peor seul, wi' heart brak',
Or boggsring a Sir.
Ne'er ploe, thew, or whine, thes,
For money's tinsel'd Miss ;
Depend wir, ofend her,
She'll cast it in your dish.

Nae doubt,  bousle face is nico,
When forth ye go wspier it's price,
A Iy hand an' 0,

6l
Wi ancles tight, baith jimp and cloan,
And grait like Hebe, in her sheen,
And tender waist e s’
Huat then i tak's swa’ the foast,
When snos yo're faidy vol'd,
Tar think this dame, for & wae graced
And lovely sv abe loolsd,
Will much sy, and nosght dac,
Bat rant the country through :
And nua draw, bt aye thraw,
And swearing wi' ye pu'.

Cards in o lady may soem gran’,
And royal blood may bosst the ooe
That's never from the play
But then a poor man's wife ye ken,
Shoald never nothing needless spon’,
Like thiss wha plisty hae.
Then wever mind the peevish squad,
Wha gape ower card and dice 1l mad,
Ani stookard, aye, ms mulos.
Your Miss, yos, yoor bl b,
In sie & cese as this §s;
'Forg banghing or seoffing,
Lesrd hielp thoen weds abe Mlisses.

I've knew thom by the tollet stay,
"T'ween lust and love to pass the day,
Meor aut of dsors to roam |
Whes loved to tend thelr neighbours shop,
Whin evening's gloom around woald drop, —
And steer sway from bome.
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But, Jem, nas bird o gloamin’ bour,
Do ever make yoor spoass |
The very minx of Brothel Tower,
Can nobly thos caronse.
Be snulight, not mosnlight,
Your partner, 0 bra’
In might's shade, the skite said,
The cock that liked might eraw.

Thosn glaikit hissiis in the toun,
That still are skelpin' up an’ doon,
Liky cats n caterwauling j
Although that they were mair than clay,
I'm sure you'll no take ane o thas,
Lo wi' their valgar squalling.
Of whistlin' maids and crawin' bens,
Too, yo have heard the adage,
That they'ne no gear, for ' sae e
_ Their feathors seom, but bagrage.
By her ringing, or singing,
Then never choose a wife;
Koop min, boy, in time, boy,
“The bargain is for life.

Beliove not that she's virtuss best,
That ne'er has clockod, or had o nest,
Bae mim, prociss, and shy;
I've known se fair, as brave « las
As her, to beoar the country's clash,
And hse o brave wee boy,
The castle's easy kept, my mas,
That never was besieged 3

1]
The youth that is sl b fropan, *
The swoetest bird has caged.
Then bint not, nor think not,
That she is bomoar's best,
That's mbmest, or primest,
Till ance the pruds yon test.

It's 6o tae beed the country's clah,

Noot whiat aoe's haed of wants the cabi,
Or wha i rich and fu',

iCbr wha haes lan’, or wha lses wealth—

The cholcesi gear is grace and bealth,
When fortume yokes the pl'ugh.

I've known thim thonght they'd canght the moon,

Got only buat a starg
I've known thoem hunt the sonatry roun’
For cash, “twas bitten sore.
W hen truth told, the youth bald
A rifle paid it 0'—
Take care, then, beware then,
For foar the dove turos craw

I don't say altogether poor

Ifmwh'iﬁnlﬂh far to be wure,

She should hae rosy health ;
Then dinna deal in dirt and Koo
A beggar wretch, ye ken's no nce’;
Hae just en'ugh o wealth,
A ready busidred st hee bip,
I'tn sure 'l be noe harm @
Bot if sho wants the beanty spot,
Keep mind it has nse charm.
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ﬁpﬂt'iﬁ, & sgur wifo
Is she, that has but gear ;
She rich in that rich Joes,
Anal mak’ that ano your desr.

On beamty's firface be not set,
Dwer bonnis & lass Is but & pot,
Pick somsething that's nusle comman ;
Too many boys ere in her train,
Who'd foudly spesk wi' bir her lane,
Toa be an honeal woeman.
Ton boonis & wile's no oft reserve,
Crwer ugly & ano's & poster |
Toa prowd & aoe will oo ye sorve,
Orwer rich & and's a maistor,
Ths il tis, apill "is
Yo sov 1o pick & wife
But hearken, be markin,
Il tell yo wha tae price.

‘Tween dxteon years and twenty-two,
Tho while the mald's both young and troe,
Leal-hearted, ay, aid kind ;
I'd hae yo wed a Juvely youth,
Whase very beart's the key o' truth,
And mould her 1o your mind
Ne'er care & mnil what charch she’s o,
I otherwise shi plesss ;
Lt noer religion bo thy fise—
HBut vice thy ritals freess
Of snld light, or bauld light,
O Calvin wo ean't brag

4
Of now light, or troe light,
We've known them good and had.

Nar parse-proud dame shall be my care,
Nor hanghty jade, though ne'er so fair,
Nor prade, or coquet eommon ;
Gie me the lass that's leal anid free,
Akin to honest poverty,
And she's my darling woman.
Thas in my arms, the fair one, meek,
So fall of mirth and gles,
My wwoetest pear ber rosy lip,
My brightesi star her o'e.
What mair, then, would care, then,
E'en for o fortung bie §
Sweet featured, good natared,
In plessure still wo'll stray.

A country lnss that's free frem strife,
That's not tos prond, ner yet o'er mice,
Wi modesty and gles |

That's not too high, nor yol too low,
With s moch learsing s ye'd knew,
O bonest pedigroe;
Who, skilled in Wisdom's classic lore,
Is nolly poor sml biithe—
Who, kens to make the money more,
And georn the speathrift kive,
Is tha luss, sir, the blow, sir,
That bride might make an carl,
The posey me rosey,
That's hesven's brightest pearl.
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Then lesze me, Jomuck, and tak’ are,
That when you deal in female ware,
You may not go sgles ;
The girl that's generous, mild, and kin',
Akin to all thay s divine,
e her the wifie for theo.
"Tis hot's to make the cottage bright,
Angd swoetor than the ha's
Tis her's 1o chewr the woary wight,
Anil banish care awa'.

Thios tending, nol spendieg,

Through i she's atill the same,

Her whole eare, thy welfare,
W1 her o heavon s lmne.

Now ghes a langh, and bena swear,
Nor frown for o' e tear apd wear
That o'er msy come your w'y ;
Though peverty bo oars, my lad,
Upon my sooth, it's no sae bad,
As wo wore (ink o' joy
Anid courtship’s sang to rddle trae
Away, go try your spoed,
And 1T go push my fortune, too,
And wod » wifo for need
Moo marryis'—miscarryin
This othier side o' time |
Our miss here, our iliss bere,
IF niot wives divine.

LLh)

Frroes

O THE DEATH OF A POOR WOMAN,
CALLED KANGY WILSON.
The funeral comeos—beliold bow gay
The multitude that thrang around ;
No weeper mourns the friend away —
No tearfol eyo among thom's foanid.
The sextan whistles—bat ia wrath,
No fos 1o plesses the surly slave ;
He gveon casts a frown on death,
And harls the corpse into the grave.

'Tis Poverty that thas is served—
Alikn im life the sport and play

(1 Fortune was the wrotel, half starved,
And now inslted s ber clay.

Rest, swoally reit, departed oo,
Their imsnlt sow can's prove thy foe

The glittering fops of pride, #o vain,
Are one day with thee levellod low.

But yester ove the friendly ray
Thou sought wad bospitable door,
Till long was sank the bitter day,
O thon & shelter eoulid procure —
Where thou might'ss pillas low thy hesd,
UP“.- hnunm&tfﬂlﬂ'.
And bless the dosar gave the shed,
To scroen thee from the night so raw.



| At last thou found'st the friendly honse,

That ne'er yet turnad away the poor,

Where thou might'st lay thes careworn down.
And once more grateful Heaves mploce.

Trat, ah! how choerloss was the night !
Discase had ruin's work bogun ;

The withered, pale, and dradged out wight
Again be'er saw the coming sun.

No friend to by the stranger sit ;
No lump to Fight the sullen ghoom ;
No mead to wet the anfferer's lip ;
No comfrt nesrer tsan the temb.

The constant sigh, the deadly feech,
With many & less and beavior monn ;
Theso wors the fiends snslaved the wrotch,

Till ali ! the Comforter did come,

Thy night of sorrow naw s pasi—
Thy day of troukle now s o'er ;
Thy spirit on the murmuring blase,
Has reached, st last, the bEssiul shore,
Thoe sweetest sloop that o'er thou'st slepe,
Through all life's sorrewing term of years
The sweetest enp that e'or thow'st supped—
The cup of Peace at last appears.

No more thoult groan "seath hardy teil,
Ur Poverty's low cumberous Joad ;

No more thoult bear the insolent call
OFf bardy strangers oo lifo's road ;

At
No mare from needinl slomber lied,
Ant thou, or from thy bed of straw,
To seek that bread which fate denied
A wretch, whom wani &id hither gnaw.

Poor wandoring lone one, slesp wecure,
Nor fear ¢'en fortune’s favorites there,
Where Goodness se'er frowns on the poar,
But makes the good and wise his care.

Akl Hﬂ]lnnthhlﬂirgmt.
Look down now on thy piteous call 1

To thes, now, us the pomposs monk,
Perhapa redemption is o full.*
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Panegeric on Frcland.

I sing not of Elysian plains,
Nor of Boetian soll, my muse;
War has no part in my swest straine—
Then Greece or Rome don't meet my views.
A sobler flight awaits the Bard,
Anothier theme da | pursog ;
My lot, sweet Erin, ‘s with theo starred,
And lo, my song's reserved for you

Blest, ballowed lale, what lasd more fair,
What soil more sweet, or sky mars clear 7

Is there, ‘nesih Heaven, a land more rare
Than thee, and take thee thraugh the yoar ?
Or Egypt's glary thee withtand ?

Or Persin, with its geddes frees,®
Compete with thoe, my native lind ¢

Wihare is thi lamd so sich or fuir,
Though round the werld fur't you shoald sail,
That for & mament could compare,
With Shannon's plaiss, or Lagan vale;
i where the woil on earth, agais,
Oh! that could beast of soch & roce,
As Edin's brave and kindly sous,
And lovely danghiors full of grace.

7l
Say, Britain say, whore are thy charms !
Can Britain boast, or Beitain show—
l'.'nninnghr ﬁl.l.lrlmpw gorns
Compare with Erin's vemal glow ?
Where are the lanidscapes or tho dowii-
The beathery hesths, or dappled vadis—
The rogged mounts, or Sowery mounds,
So fuir as Erin's hills and dales 7

0 Erin! fairost land of sarth,
Supreme thoa avwn'st ereation’s powee—
In thee 5o woo ta damp thy mirth,
Nor potsonsus wind, o baselul bower,
Whare lurk the dangerons woxions band—
The Lion, Tiger, Walf, or Bear,
But swest thy waites sod woodlunds bland,
Nor Berpent in thy wilds appear.

Here, far from foul Lembition's reigns,
Sweet Noture sheds her loveliesy light
Her wildest grace mo beanty brings—
Her meanest work dovs we delight.
My soul Is fillesd wish plessues's best,
As on | rumble throagh tho scome ;
And say what poet's like me blest,
To tread s swoet & falry grecn.

Hore, Music's burne ou vosl wing,
Andl Echo answers Joy olsis
And oor tho shads the warklers sing,

Ta bear the vews which lovers maln ;
And yomler, in yoo lonely wod,
The woodquest cods her plaintive air;

® fug Dl Bl fifie i (gl &0 va S (hefdn g b A e gL T
i il i g Persas Bagrs, il Gn s B Sesaly bone of O sus,
Lange e of preoess metal werr sl & L el il il
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Anil bere, beneath the stonted scrog,
The timid hare sloeps in the lair.

Wide seattered wildy o'er thy wastes,
Behold, Terin's beauties rise —

Embloms aof love, in Heavenly vosts,
To bashful binsh baeath the skies

Nor boused, In gardens fuir to ses,
Thy flowery, verdani, vernal smile |

Bweet Natare's gardoer fakr for thee,
lerin, Jovely, heavenly lsle.

There low, beneath the hermit's shed,
The modest ¥iolet soreens ber brow ;
And bere, all o'er the st ® bad,
The snow-white lies nodding bow,
Al renial Bol bids sll 1w live,
And pinks asd cowslips mixed are sees ;
And lo! the primross, Natare's lave,
Dioes dignify th' eonsmeld green.

Thy mountains bold, majestic rise.
And verdure erowna their lofiy tops |
While freckled daises shewt thy hraes—
The dangling broom it gilds thy rocks,
Andd tall the greeuwood rears it head —
And there the stately hawthorn grows,
While intersects the Sowery mead,
As on the rill mesndering Sows

And all bifore us Natire seems
A sacred vista to our oyes,

" ATy,
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Where Beauty she may reign supreme,
And foast wpon Elysian joys.
What slghts promiscasus to be seen
Before us lie, in besuty tows'd ;
The gles, the wood, the glade, and green,
Are all im beavenly transpart lost.

Thy splendid rivers smoothly ghide,

With hanks bedecked with shamrock bells

Nor dsnky margin thither stids,
Bt clear thy tepid lakes and pooli.
Thy chalyboat snd limpid streams—
Thy sulpburoas, healing, mineral wells—
As bpanteons Ern's wholesame springs,
What wters boast such fairy spells?

Primeval—formed by hands divios,
(The mighty God let us adare ;)
Nor Art conld gamish Erin's clime,
Nor Mature do for Erin e,
Tho hasel copse har shores ndorn—
The wosd-lins, slos tree, sorrel, boan
And far her rude diffs gleam alerm,
And awful grandeur crowes the scms.

And Erin, Fragrance fills thy winds,

And swestens thine—is thine alone
And Odour with bor breath expands

Thy green hills o'er with sweet porfame.
And while thy blissful charns extend

From shore 1o shore, the winnowing gale




Td

And walis far from thes sickly AfL

And oh! with thes, blest ballowed Tale,
o worth snd christian pleasare bomn ;
And ah! with thee alone does dwell,

That bipe which heals 1h' oppressor’s wounisl

With thes, sweot Virtue resrs her head,

Nor prideful in her feeling guise ;
And Charity londs 1 all ber id,

And cheeting soothes keen miscry's erics.
And ah! with thos, devoid of spleen,

Sweet Frieadship spresds her noble arms

And social mortals live sorene |
And Fellowship uniting chinrms.

And Love's ondearing raptures warm
Thy soms and dasghtors wweet amd falr ;

And staknleis are they, without harm—
Ob ! Comfort, ever bliind their care,

Thou're sll wweet [als, thul we conld wish ;
Bat, hadst thow freedom’s wreing fame
To give aright thy offepeing hiis,
And turn to joy all that’s of pain—
To erown thes with immnrial fame,
And rownd the world this motto bz —
OF all the lawds st in the main,
There's none like what my Frin it

Fi

Epitapy

ON THE SEXTON OPF MOXEYHREA.

Bebow these sods lies lee nnd law,
The remaing of Jonothan Gregy,

Wha ‘mang prayers and preachers spent his life,
And making the deed folk's bed.

He's rotten mow, und in the mouls,
Wha baried ithers to rot—

And the' Jonnthan Groge i the sooff of fools,
By me he'll no'or be forgui :

For Jonuthan's sel’ was just u man,
Though of bin we shant brag ;

I'd rather many & ane had deeld,
As poor suld Jonathan Gregg.

Epitaph

UX A BNARLI®G SRITILC

A poor snarling creature of slanderous matore,
By denth is packed aff o the devil;

Stop, resider, aml knew, here his body lies low,
Wha to my peor Saogs wasan civil,

But vo lopger now, here, he bs Satan's state peer,
Who professed to be Virtue's apostle ;—

Yoty in in b=l itself, there is pot such sn elf,
Far in h—1 there is nae sic o rascal
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A 2heteh o the Timen

o, whers, 0 wihere, shall pereriy maids,
Tu"stiaged ee prosey of b gids
GaimamiTi.

The rotien praties sore ws gosds,
But more the knavery of roguooes.

Depravity—thou wretch af vien,
Morality's for thee too nice,
The bearts of mon thon hast engrossed,
And shipwreck made from coast to coast :
Auld Erin weops, my mither rosrs
Beneath oppressive wrongs snd sores ;
Now Comfort's fled awn’ fre hame,
And Peace demurrod, ahe fies hor lane,
Hunger and hardship o'er the lan’
Are by the brolliments o° wrang ;
And Pride und Ignorance cock their nose,

Where Love and Worth onee reigned jocos:.

The want of truth pervades the times,
And Cruelty the imp of crimes ;
Henor and Honesty may bark,
Now ‘with the rascal in the dark ;
Falichood and Envy scours the plain,
And man's whole stody now bs gain
And be who has much cashi or land,
Though hell's grim devil, ha's the grand.
A sober youth, ok ! md b sats,
Is now loss thought of than the rake ;
A bonny lass wow hss no charms,

Fi)
Unlews she has the gold for arms.
A ward you scarcely now could drap,
Bot's round the coumtry bn & erack,
Wi many lfes tied o it's back,
Nor can ye ken wha's for or friend,
From whom to borrow or to lend,

Ahhmﬂfl onco drall,
The grestest fox that wears the stole.
Oun every hill a kirk there's set—
In every house & proncher’s got —
The Crusades® back are came of yore—
The country s in an uprosr—
Religious mad the people’s grown,
Bo many difforent l:'l.'r-ldl'thu'_r GWTL
The noblest saint, now, o' the day,
[o e wha beat can thievs asid pray-
The paeacher now that bears the bel,
Is e wha malst ezn taik of hell
Tha ook, nlns! that viriue seals,
They'va thundered it o' into spales.
I go 1o this kirk, yom to that,
We meet, we part, without wuch chat,
Or else the tnlde gangs mair t'ngh.
We shon'der ither in the shongh,
While Truth und Vietue, fir aws’
Bewail, shat man s far should fa°,

And bonny lasses, mow-s-days,
Yo henna bow to wear your clees;
But top-most pride, with you, snd sn,
* Tisl Hlsiy W
[
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To you the dergy are akin:
“Tis your mischanes, and their mashap,
Mukes you so fair, snd them so black ;
But bigh flown baggage o* thegither,
Andd vanity may stan’ your brithor.

Such is the folk, and such the times,
That las the bard proveked 1o chymes—
And b who éan them heartly praise,

I wish kkim luck for better days.

It grieves my heart, i boils my bluid,
T see folk bad that might be good |
And vew o try oo mend the sates,

A word or twn 1T gie the great

As its a customary thing,
God bless the king—lo! to bogin ;
Dok ! hendomen, for onr humble bliss,
The tim'er o the state is this:
Reduee your rests, and landlords lkoon,
We're rightly a, but no’ to then.
The boagle tanned, he, sure, maun yelp ;
Nor should yo poor folk sne sair skelp.
'Thjﬂhhnm,.mmuﬂsm
Do you're bid, bring down the rents,
And leave It to the farmer thin,
To cure s every hapless ane.
Heot! sirs, what's " the sserifice
Ye'd mak'? s wos thocht would suffice :
You weel can spare’t; you'll nover miss's,
What would mak' moay a crestare blest

D't meikle does your pantry's pang,

0
There boft 12 rot is ham on ham,
The wastrie load o veal nnd beef,
And never are yoor coges half scrapit,
While, by my woath, poor folls sre lickit—
Henoe carnal dealing wi' the cat !

Now comes & orack, nae boax, Lear tha,
Thoe' swny you've great got in the state,
And &' bocamss your rich and great;

ih ! smoe n day, for o your fyke,
Think ye, the world was all's alike 7
With ull your vils rempaging ower,
Then think frae whom ye got the pooer;
The rank, the wealth, and every figg,
Makes them so poor, and you s big.
Forget vo Eden's bonny twa ¥

Sare, wa'rs thair weans ne well'a the bra'.
"Tis deeds we wish, nol worls we wast,
L= bliss yo do't, and quit your camt
And tankis=loa” it to their graces,
They're weol paid fort, and for grimaces.
Think yo, wi' rhatorick's jargomed fo,
Wi' canny terms, and phrasss cros

To atem the ill, {wi' erafi o rogosi,)
Gainst all mecosity envogues 7

Your clogquence, and fire, asd fazee,
Bat bliad men's buffs te core the lame ;
Ye'll cant lang wi' your oily revel,

Ere frae us griol away you pavel ;

Youll preach lang wi' your sousding speeches,

Ere yoa on naked Tam put breeches.
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The ae thing needliu'—birt the cry—
Lavw rents, lhlhﬂmh,lulhrt
You're this way, thet way, do ms you will,
fise temindd erups on every hill,
Suppess a1 your word things would thrive,
Would that pay cess, snd rest, and tithe =
Unless you say yo'll tnk’ ilk year,
Yeour standing rent in onrn er bere.

Thus, statesmen, 10 you, hat in han’,
U've spoken plain, no heoest man |
Fore it is yours, ilk poor man swears,
Himn to ke Mithe, or batho in tears.
And singa Pve shown bow sirifo may cnase,
How peace and pleaty may iscrosso
Oh! is there lives would mako oy dogs ?
A wee bit mnir, sies, aff your coges,
Al gie the erentures, ‘thoat regret,
A living, from whem all yo get.
We pleadaa, boys, for rich ragout,
A wee taale mair to 6l @ out,
(O manly, desty, kintra choer—
And blessings, nye, from yoar till your
Avend yo, sirs, and every good,
And may ye “seape the golf o' bnid
When yom day comes, by fate's commeanil,
When o the wicked shall be damned.

Nu'riﬁn“rmu:ﬂn-plm].
View brings with it its own rowanl.
lmpeave your conduct by my rhymes,

&1
Let Fully, vile, take charge of Evil;
Of Evil, Sin: of Sinj the Devil.
A fig, then, for the gots of shame,
shame may go mad when nooe's to hlame—
When man and man, locked hand in hand,
Mmﬂiﬁuiﬂﬁﬂ:ﬁﬁh“"-

A sibe-wipe at semething.

Wbt i i wpeaclienrn, " el P
Al ghe ihis Aoy il aksl man,
Tl dmia, spizrn Uhd fosfsul risl
Wk Rl o
Ty gt 1 Rtiiw, o odrad,
Thas pes, wan fhey.

Conse, horelics, ' say s you likol
Learn, to beliove's an bonest vite—
I canna think, wi & your spite
About hereafier,
That aye poar sovwls a lang dark nigh.
‘Shall find ‘thout laughtee.

Awow !y thougit this world o whinges
Hut past, then comes the ariss o' charges—
For me, good Lard, I'm feart o' linges.
If get my wordy:
Pat haud my bead, still mair off hinges.
I'm on the clorgy.

1 doubt—yet Li—d forgi'c the judge.
Religion's wi' them but & budge.—
fi—t
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Though they profoss the pad to trodge,
That lesds o Hoaven,
I fear some thither, hollwasd modge,
Plumed fke the raven.

Ah? silly fools, so black arrayed,
Yuar's bt o trade of vain parade;
b ! how unlike that One, whe bled,
Whom say ye follow,
O Gallilesns, poor indeed,
O ereed so mellow,

Were they of Ostentation’s clan ¥

Were they of Pride or Foppery's gang 7

Despised tho world poor fishermen,
Their Lord to land.

Bat ye, to paint yoursel's mair grav;
Yon lave than God

Salvation nought to you perisin,

Nor morsl worth, ebss | m mivie'sn:

Thuws, Cut and Caper in your train,
And Lust and Beauty ;

Mair thoaght 1o shaw yoursals, 0 vein,
Than Sense or Duty.

Humility is yours, yo sy,

The poor man's only friend and stay—

And yer, bebald, the rich snd gy,
How they're preferred

By you, upon the king's high way,
O the kirk yard.

&) -
Hero is my lord, and there's a man,
An hosest pl'aghman ne’ me gran'—
While far sback the ane maun stan’,
Though bis barn beither;
Oh w00, how kindly by the han’
Ye grip the ither.

By you, the poor man's doar's oft pase’,
Bat next the gent’s your o'e yoo cast,
And there you like to visit best,
Whars bunger isna ;
Sar wool yo like to preo and taste,
What poor folk hasna.

All il | mwok Modesty and Sense,

Sublimely hail, Divine of omence !

For why sach vilenoss im thy presonee,
Perfection pure—

Must Virtee still bo scorned—(propenss ) —
For Babel's whare ?

Mark, now the preacher o' the group,

Is he wha best can roar and roug,

And rant, rumpage, stamp, fight, and shout,
And froth and gesture |

And ca’ his brother priost & mowt,
The devil's pastor.

Oh! that saeh stenins sboald sing the Bard !
O ! that such fouds should pesc retard !
Oh that the fop, in wagtail gurh,

Wi clipped out wtory,




: Ry
Should so belie swoet Reawon’s herd,
The Sage of glory.

Away, ﬂﬂhf.‘ ﬁﬁlﬂm

Polesnie wranglers, sakeloss ranters ;

0th, horror gowly, while free your chasters,
Comies damns and devils,
To pray for ovil. J

Of fire and flanee, and brimstone smoakin' |
OF hapess prodigals a choakis' !
OF devils joying! sinners skipple’,
Wi sca’din’ spelter !
And beesis’ mortals o' a weepin,
¥t nae whare ahelier.

Tho tither shout o* Heavén and H—1;
Hark ! how it comes wi' deadly knell,
Btout ortbodox, T'se ware'st i1, Nell,
Sannts stamnch smd s
Not one, they hac', in Heaven shall dwell,
. Bot thers and you,

Sic talk a8 this me cannn please,

And yet yotalk o this wi' onen ;
And say poor man, like Automn bees,
Bhall bo put doon ;

And, Nero-like, set uwp 1o bleess,
T illums the gloom.

Alss ] sie proachers grate the ear,
Enough onr sauls 1o frie wi' feer —

B3
Dut, oh ! Almighty Friend bo noss
In every dime,
Before such torture comes to bear
Upen the erime

Ahl beinous, scoffing, wicked arew,
How in the gramd reviee this do—
This horrid tirade that ye spew
0¥ gross abuse ¥
Tklikp,. ﬁhlml—l“h.
"Twill be your Lo

Oh! In tha day of solemn grey,
What will ye do, what will yo sy ?
Wi o' your goods, and sermons tae,
Got in your Bt g
Thisk ye, 2 passpart it will b,
A paper test ?

Will yo then stand asd tell your freen,
Yell blaw the dovil in kis een,
Till the saut tears sdoon de stream,
1f len rofmss
To feed or cloed yu like » king,
ke sign your views ?

Alss! if Virtoe bao't the stake,
Faith deils themuelvos may black-coats pake ;
Theu saunts beware—mair godly get—
Lay good things by ye,
For, faith soma day, anld sleckit Nick

May come amnoy ye.
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Away then wi' yoar schnol-boy riles,
(ol hoads, llllp“m-'lhhll.
And pen, and ink, and paper tools,
And beathen rage,
And stady as may warm your souls,
Salvation's page. °

Sweet, sprightly sheplerd, thou the ove,

Devotion's star, Religion's palm '—
I hate the dall, msipid gang
0 bungling blouters,

Wha barrowed brisls drone ost, sse ling

That &' are sleepirs.

Why mot of folly gites & sight,

And skelp wwny, and drob it tight,
And point ont Virtue's good win light,
"Thouk plot or plan;

P'se warrant if preach the Lord aright,
Ye'll no’ gang wrang.

Commend mo to the chap o' plih,
Wi doea't aff han', without am il ;
He's colleg’d by the book o faith, |
"Thout cight-days lrwodin® ;
Religion's mair ts biss than, waf,
Tt e ki reedin’

Snre onnle rode, ailetlered halk,

Or ounle plughman frae the balk,

And gle bm time to think and skulk
Bebilnd the lum

&7
Coubl fuss and preach, if wesl beld tdl's,”
When Sumday 'd come

A good tight ypraon, “bowt an bour,
Weel kneaded down wi' plth and power ;
Is priest and hoarers fit 1o tire,
And worth spplasd,
Anid woary mortals Lo inspice,
With love to Goil

Murder! my lug " torror ! near fult,
Something has come nlang’t o skelp,
Crylug, “hoolis ! softly! Rab flee guils,
And guit yoor fus;
We'll yed glle alderfulls o milk,
For o' your din.”

The Song of Srecup Wa™ fMuasr.

* “Tia pariing sk, "l pnguish mar, 19 D snesler §0996
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Poansiy,

The eve got dusk; the wind was still,

The Corncraik tamed ber haverl lyre,
And far away o'or Seofer-Hill.§

The Cuckoo’s chorus jotued the chodir ;
The thrush sang drowsy day to rest,

In Andersan’s lone sylvan shaw ;

# Crguey le" o Spuinewil ord Saiid pee s Ol sl of the Bos
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And onward, as | homoward pressed,
ThMIH"h f["r’- Hs'.

But, lo! opon the sephyrs horpe,
I heard n sadd volee sweetly glide,
Deep mourning, in & grove that's lors,
A little grove by Creevy side ;
lts mellaw tones my heart enthralled,
I stopped, | pansed, ¥ loved to hews,
Amd cowring bow, T squatly crawled,
And gaiuod a spreading boach ‘twas near.

There, glimmering throngh the nut brown fince
1 spied, low seated by & pine,
An angel bland, Eks smaiden wench,
Thus, bowing low at sorrow’s shrine ;
And as her wan choeks dreeped with woe,
Her heavenly voies high mised these Lays,
Till echets far rang 1o and fro,
Thronghout the verdast Spa-mount bracs :—

“ Alsa! fond youth, oh! art thou guoe,
Th:l!,‘ﬂ Immwmrn“:.
Dhear, polished youth, oh! art thou flown,
And loft ms here 1o sigh alone.
Alss! ihe salt tears down do siream,
And many a trooble round me fa',
Since I'm o more the poet's queen,
Nor he, the Bard of Creevy Ha'.

ALY with whit pleasers & T hail
That joyful bour which gare thee birth—

b 1
Ak with what joy did Phobas smile,
And bless a poet beonght to varth.
Can | forgot the hallowed eouch,
Wharn oft I Inlled thy infamt cares
Cam |fm!'ut. ah? mo—I vouch,
Who wroathed thee one of poesy’s lsirs ©

Can | forget thoss happy days,

Before to lisp you scarce began,
When nature lit with heavenly blaze

Thy unmpiring, geotle tongue
Cas [ forget, and not bohald,

Thy youthful fsncy, quick; and strong,
When first 10 thea | did unfild

The sacred mystery of Song ?

Al mo! b oo l—oh, bow forget,
Those blissful records of the past ?
Ml haw remind, and not
That thise such raptarous scenos shauald blas 7
When forming in myself the plan,
That thou shouldst Poesy's lanrels wear ;
And long poor Erin's canse mainlain,
And nebly Freedom's baaeer rear.

But gh! those happy hopes sre flawn,
And days of thrall and derkness lowa
Anid | mant weep, and weary groas,

To think o desth’s destroying power
Now here, bessath the wind and minm,

Baoth dark and clovdy are my days,
Bince mone 1o lift the passing strain,
Nor none my monrmiul song to raice.
u
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Thalia wy vams—poor hapless one,

Though chief of all Apallo's wosss—
Twan | that isught & Besttie song,

“Twas | & Diammmand stored with steain,
Tona | that Milten vemed to find,

When walling in the beavesly way ;
“Twas | the flowery gurlands twined,

That wreathed sweet Goldsmith, Popo, snd Gray..

But mow, dejected, | must meurn,
An oateast in my native isle,
Binco mo exulting mortal's bern,
To eourt & polished Muose's amile,
Far lo! the coquette thruma the lute,
An foppery dares tho harp to swell,
And o'er 1a sllken chords the wit
Potirs rudeness for & Muse's spell

No village tales, ak! now are told—
No burlesque coxcomb, crammod by art,
Can with tho poet be enrolled,
Whoso fame s deathless nature’s part.
Then'ri Naiure's sell o touch the heart,
Bweet Auburn's Song,® and I, the Musg;
Nor captive eritie, €'en so pert,
But meanly borrows from thy viows.

All hail ! thou powerful source of Hght,
Thon, Universal Eye, on high;
Where shall 1 go, & genkas bright
To seck, beneath this frowning sky 7

* gy Upliemiihs = et Village,™
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Can Erin not say, hers am [7
Has Celtie mothers none yot bore ©
Must Erin's harp now sletp for aye ?
Can Erin boast no poet mors 7

0, Moore! lerin's durling son,
Thou faithless object of my toil,
How oft I'vo lolled thy cares with song,
How aft through sorrow caesed thy smile
Thou wert the pride of Erin's boast,
Hsist thon not spurmed the land of birth,
Or left thy native ishand's const,
To bask in British joy snd mirth.

Al where can peace or pleasure lie,
Whon la! thy lsland's wrapped in gloom ?
Must thirst of gain thy bliss snnoy,
And pride destroy the poct’s boon
Can riot give o happy feast,
When fwmse and hagour; all are foiled 7
Can pamp uphold for riches lost,
When Erin eries thy name’s defiled

Bat why lerin's prajses sing—

And drowned in dulor bere she rose—
Sinee poet none fnspires my thome,

Nor bard my mournfal song disclose.
A, no! no poet tresds the green,

To brook asiduons o'er my lore,
Ta turn to joy the gloomy scene,

Or fanilly Thalia's ways explore.




g

Erato fires the toil-wors fiw,
My lovely sistor mild and band,
And Hoddlesten, with beart so 1ras,
Attentive walis hor high command,
Bug, abi ﬂpﬂﬂuhnr.ﬂ
My sun is set 1o rive o mors,
Anﬂliﬂﬂhﬂrllhllhlih:ln
To weep the youth did me adaro.

But sleap, fond youth—eawoet genine
And though theu me'er returs p!-.l.r;-h

Dear memary

in this beatlng broast,

Shall fondly «till thy name retaia.
Farewoll ! adien ! for pow 1 rove

By many a moor, marass, and shaw,
To weep his death, and sing my lovs,

For the sweet Bard of Cresvy Ha''*
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Vrrsis
o THE DEATI oF THE LATE REV. LAMEE COWAX,
ABDRERED T4 Mis FRIEXD*
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Al EE Wi, & il BhY me,

A alar Tomm by v i g e b e grana
Tharnggh bprw sa o worsler o irafping e dhome,

Arr ners mons e silivien b Bake jers b
b m | ok el pn, gkl b i Bekal] goriil,

i ror'ar wasnadn miam, wop O s in ety |
Whas s T d G b, wily 1l bl sudimd guis,

From sham b darival ol Bl g = poes.

Hark ! the koell of s tidings comes far o'or the sea!
Where, Penn-like, his bright soul had roam'd to bo free;
The star of ‘our country i fallog—dire tale,

And left hore, st home, the peor widew o wail.

Alas! fior oar sorrow ! bat why weep s valn ?

i{)ur tears nio earth can't reeall kim again ;

ihur day fust spproaches—Lkneel man and adore,

The friend weo loved doarly, & Cowan's no more.

If an earth theres a pleasure that age can't destroy, '
‘Tis the pleasnrs of thisking I once was & boy—

~ull memary recoils o the cars-besten track —

To the seenes of var youthhood we love 1o lealk bucl
Bat when there back we look, and bebold with dysey,
That the frionds we loved dearest ore all fed away ;
How we groan i oar sorvow, and love to deplore,
Tho same as wo weep, since & Cowan's ne more,

(1! Moneyres, werp ! fir groas wad thy i,
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The day that yon left him to ream from your soil ;
Thy children, alss | now as brates may grow wild,
Thou bast none that ean mertuce Philosophy's child.
Now the wit of the aneisaty may lie anexplored,

Al Thompsos and Esdid may seep on the board |
While pedants, pedantic, may chattor their Jore—
Theres none to ribuke them—a Cowan's no more.

03! spoak not of sorrow yo bigot's so blind,
Wha could tramp o'er the man fur the bend of the mind
Thot' ye talk of yourgrace, the' you proack and yoa pray,
You scorned the good Aeart lod to heaven the way.
"Twas kis 1o be poor, lowly, humble, and meek,

As tho hind plods the lea, ar tho swain tends the shesp:
Yot Vs bis the prosd task, with sweet Seionos to slore
And train ap the young mind-—but Cowsi's oo more.

Uk ! how unlike this to our now-a-day saints,
When the pride of curled monkeys all godlines isints—
When with vanity dasbed o'er, the priest is a bean,
Awil the schoolisaster, dressed like the wag of & show.
Thus with grey coat to-day, and t=-mworrew white trows,
The next day a kissing some honest man's spouss ;
Ohar modern anges, how unlile thoss of yora,

For wisdom was Cowan’s, bat Cowan's no more.

0! gald, thon mean wreteh, which oft friondship ansmiles!
Thou hard-bearied monster, the poor man roviles |
Thou rod of oppresston ] thoo delty of fools!

Thou pawer of tyrusts, and hire of 1ools!

Had Cowan bat had thes, the dear man, resowsed,
Woald loog in the breasts of the people boon found—
Bai sehoolfellows wake, let bis name over spar—
Respond 10 the authem—a Cowan's mo more.

SONGS AND BALLADS.

—

Downshive Xannir
Tom,—*tighlnd Mary.~

Amongst old Erin's froitful dales—
The land of health and honor,

High on a kill. where friendidip reigns,
And kindly is the owner :

There booms s pink whom [ love desr,
The flower of Bowers, san bonnia ;

And spoties as the snow-white dove,
Is bosnde Downshire Nannle

The violet in the lowly shade,
The grey hrown moss sdarning ;

The loverock up alofy the lay,
The gloomy morning charming ;

The rose upon the rugged waste,
The bonely orphant fennfo—

A mind me of my lovely lass,
My bannie Downshire Nannie.,

‘Tis true, she's poor, but whai of thai,
Bhe's rich tn warth and ploastire |

For fortune’s fa” 11l wover firet,
If Nuney is my tressure.

Let lordly knights go huyg their lands,
And misor churly, their money |
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For me, | leve bove all sarth’s wealih,
My bonnie Downihire Nansle.

{1 hoed na what the folk may sy,
Or buw the world may jeer her:

Oh! for myself 1Tl choose the wife,
As | shall hae to wear her,

Thin wha could sy it wasld be rasg,
If | should pick the many,

And wed tho luss, if sholl wed me
My bonny Downshire Nannic.

Give me my bead, my hands, nad bealth,
I'm never feart of wanting ;

Though peor I'm at the present time,
Chaste Heaven's kindly granting.

My whole delight shall be to tend,
The girl 1 love "bove any;

And lire in peace snd Faptare sweet,
With bouny Downshire Nanmie.

Awap o'er iy bille al gloaming, .

T —= The Dhandy, £1.%
Away o'wr the hills st gloaming 0,
(Mt have | wandored fur women, O
Bat fales the sox,
And man sorely vex,

And mo more for the same Il go raming, 0.

I onco loved o lass, so bloomisg, O ;

87
&-Hl-ilhl'ld--ﬂmﬂilﬁﬂ:
But av night a2 o'en,
I hied to my quoon,
When she did not know of my coming, 0.

Dawn by the glen, e dreary, O
Round by the birks, sae cheory, 0
Orver the hill,
And through the fell,
I'se soom at the cot of my dearie, O,
I tappred at the pane, when there, fa’ Jow,
Where oft I'd wpped befors, ye know,
Saying,—rise my dear,
And don't keep me hore,
Baut let in your own kind Rory, O

Sha slarts, i if something alarms har, O ;
My eye throngh the windew discerns ber, (0
Bat what my woe,
Thus far roamed fro,
To find in suother man's arms ber, O,
Alsa ! for tho poor worm, rover, 0,
Enireaty be fouml, couldns move her, O
Adar o ks hame,
Through ¢old wind and rain;
Was loft thos to rmmble the laver, O.

Ye lads that to girls go sporting, (3,

Take my advies in the courting, O : I
Baut truth applaud—
If in them framd,

Oh ! me'er trast your lot 0o fortans, 0.
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For lasses, thoogh young, hiithe, and bosmie, 0
Depend they sre erafty and funnis, O
And women, yoa knaw,
Larve two strings to their baw—
And sbove all, the man has the money, O

Come, 811 bigh the cup, and be sizabp
Trnr—* Come AN bich tls rup, e be stovly.”
Comee, fill high the cup, and be stealy,
Come, fill kigh the cup, and be steady,
There's a ploasure in drink which the churl canmot t
Poar niggardly, pitiful bodie,
Poor niggardly, pitifal bodie.

The foud and the brave let o toast tiem,
The fond sl the brave let os toast them ;
But woe 10 the knave 'twonld poor martal omslave,
May kis own guilty consciencs still rosst him,
Msy his own guilty comscicnce still roast him.

Now gi'e me your hand, my vweet croney,
Now gi'e mo your hand, my sweot eroney,
And h‘l"l-ﬂllhililﬂ, Hm]ﬂ-ﬂltnw'lnf' wine,
And the man that's po feart o the maney,
And the man that's no feart o the meney, i

And here's to the ane wo lo's dearest,
And here's to the ane we lo's doarest,

H
For, though wide we may roam, still there's Heavou
and Lo,
And ane shoop &' we lo's dearoar,
And nue aboon o' we lo's dearest.

Zhe Bear Lanb of frecDom the stoertrst o 3 ;

OF, THE 1S EMIGRANT & FAREWELL T0 His ¥aATIVE
COUNTRYMEN.

Trxn—* The proe flalds o Canada’s swenier by for.*

Ly slavery so straitemod, by want so oppressed,
Far, far from my own native isle | miss ream |
I movw must cross aver thi blee briny orons—
The land of the stranger must now be my bome,
Withait peace or comfort, no more | shall linger
Tﬂhﬂ"h}rﬂulhrnthrmmw[:m T, moura”
I will hie ta that country where hoarts speak to other,
The dear lund of freedom, the swestest o' a',

For friemds or rolations, that care fur my guing,
I've none left bebind me ‘twill very much grivve:
A simple, poor clown, then, forlom Uil wander
Where tyranny vile, me no more can emlave.
Independont, though low, his compeer, and his equal,
The servant there good as the master they o' ;
And weseied, 1'm bere, in this isde of eppression,
The dear land of freedom, the swestest o' 6.

Hy landlords, and clergy, and tax, and tax charges,
Crur isle's every prodict is all from us tern ;
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The great day it comos when together wo'll draw,
And meet ‘neath o kinder sky fondly exulting—
The dear lund of freedom, the swestest o' o'

L]

Then what's the poor farmer but menaced with slavery,
And his poor humble kissman bot left for to mourn.
Thus the boards of the wealthy but groasing ‘nesth

wastrie,

The lot of poar poverty, banger, and o ;—
Wihen the last lonely shilling must go to lewd randies,
Is freedom’s land then, mo the sweelest o o 2

i+ Erin | my country, now farewsll for ever,

Aly heart loathes 1o leave theo, yet | cannot stay,
Thy green hills so lovely —thy fountaine and rivers,
Adien, oo, nmd comrades, for now I'm sway.

Again ne'er 11l see you, in time sgain pever |
No tyrant by vlck-name shall e'er me misca’,
Where every flower blossoms, 1 go be an equal,
The dear land of frecdom, the sweetest o a

Thee small birds rejoicing, there night and day ehanting —
Bt as bere, wilkout coverts ler greed of the gain ;
e wilil mountsin saveges happier thans we s,
Wha free pove the forest in scarch of ihe gnme.
The Atlantic lot's rross then, snd try for prometion
W eansof be worse than wie're hore, mo sta—
) bind up your bumilles, my leal hearts, and follow _
The dear lind of freedom, the swectest o' &'

The merrp Bon, Bab,

e

Town,—* Whiste and Tl come fo you my bt

What! thongh it may grieve yoo, my beothren neg
To leave your own native vales far in the cost,

Oh ! b mot o'er bissed, by Heaven protected,
Dt it the old country, amd speed to the west,

A daollar s-day, there, ‘s the pay for your lnbor—

Maore floar for six-pence you'il bisy than'd fesl Tva
Theen swift fiea from karilalip, my sweot bars, fo plen 1

The dear land of freedom, the swedlest o &,

Mechanies ithers Bourish, snd tradeamen of afl kinds

Mestrictbons ar duties, there's mooe Lo conoem
Hut friendly the sil, and sslabrious, and mellow,

And healthful's thy wwn mative island, sweet Ern.
With your fathers, what then, though your booes bo ni

haried ¥

Yo maidens so gaady, saug laced up in braid,
Though peor is my laddie, and poar I'm mysel,
Vet pleasare does always bolong ta the trads,
And Mirth is the goddess of courting heesel'.
I beg ye. floo sorraw, and single-hood shun,
And don't ba we il to conx s you'se begun ;
e kind o th boyw, sl mayie theyTl wed,
IFor now l'h.lul.h"'l'l’l.hlﬂ!’h]‘. Hah,
For now I'mi is love wi’ the merey boy, Bab:
'II‘.L*ihl‘.nlhqh,‘, "‘.H,hl‘h!fnl’li’.
For now I'm in love wi' the mesey bay, Bah,

He lives in a valley, bolow a high hill,
Apd oft by the burmn be st gloamin' doss stray,
1



1

_ {1}
Composing, nnd singing, ws many can tell,

The wweet rural bard of bis native Mos'ren
Faor why ahould T mot then delight in my swain 7
Oh! should | despis kim becanss be is kxme >
Na—Willie and Eby, sl &* may gang mad,
Fuor aye I'll lo'e my merry bay, Bab.

Fnll.ru Ilh‘.-, -.u;r!lh.r. Eals g
Oh! Willie and Eby, and ' moy gung mad,

Fur aye Il lv'e my merry boy, Bab.

Ol ! sorrow can't lite meé, nor care me ean't horr,
A fig for canhd fortune, 1 care not the toy,
Sae lang ne my kind laddie oomes me to conrt,
To kiss ma, and clap me, and il me with joy.
He comes when ivs Iste, and be can't gang aws,
Hi walts &' the night, 6l the mornin’s cock eraw ;
He tickles my oxter, snd makes me o' glad,
And nye, Il lo'e my merry boy Bab.
And sye Il le'e my merry boy, Bab;
He tickles my oxter, nnd makes me o" glad,
And ayo Il Ioe my merry boy, Bah.

My daddie moy fiyte, sml my mammic may scauld,
Hruﬂdﬂi‘mﬂ[ﬂ;“n’hﬁﬂm
And boast that my portion be'll gresily cartail
For shaming my people if 1 should tak’ him.
Hut Skame fly to them, that shame o'en may think,
For me, [ care nought about o' thelr vile clink ;
I take him for good, and 11 risk on the bad,
And aya I'll In's my merry boy, Bab.
Awl aye I ln'e ty merry boy, Bab;
Il tak’ him for geod, and [ fd on the bad.
And aye 1T lo'e my merry boy, Bah.

_—
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Tn neber 50 bappp as when Fm at bome,

WED THNERE WITH MY OLD QLOTHES ON NE

Teut—"" Shass fluy.~

' follyful youths whe delight take to roam,
Ob 3 hoarkon the tale that [ tell you,
Yo may roe going abroad, but for staying at home.
T leerofore, | advise you i bome still o keep,
Anill moone can taunt you, or fian ye
I'm mever w0 happy as when I'm at honse,
And there with my old elotbes on me.

I bavo had monoy plesty in every pouch,
Aud out to the world | bave rambled,

And #here awa', there awa’,” many where's been,
Till spent all the meney 1'd sermmbled ;

Bt whin I came back to the old hearth sone,
And thought on the reoo that had ran me;

Says I, P ne'er lappy ss when 'm st hame,
And there with my old duthes on e,

Abrand in the workd, oh! what ireubles ensue,
With wuch silly fellows as 1 am ?

Exposeil, ay, tospend in o thousasd of ways,
Oh! every nick-nack we are buying ;

And many more ovils that 1 will sot name,
Besides, our good name, it s gone, teo;

I'm never wo happy as when U'm st home,
And that with my old clothes on me.
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No kager sgo than last week, st s fuir
I was out, and fell to my sprecing,
But, before | came bome | got n black eye,
Which set aside all my sweet glecing,
I went te the ale-house with deceat folk, vow '
Anil ended with blackguards apon me ;
Aud happier fir would 1 been at home,
And there with my old cothes on me.

Oh! when I'm st home I can roam through the Gelds,
Without either heartbroak or hardship 1

No sore heart bave I, nor to-morrow pain'd head,
Nor onght sad to trouble my bardship §

I can langh in the face of my neighbonrs ke fun,
Nor neighboar have | that will shun me ;

U'm never so happy as when I'm at home,
And there with my old cdothes on me,

Yo fullyful youths, sow ye've heard out my song.
And by it 1 hope ye'll take warning,

But when ye've sn errand, to ne'er go shrosd,
Laost you may gel ouo ere rotursing.

And when that s sight of your folly you've seen,
Deponi that repentance will slam ye,

And better you'd been, had you stayed a1 hame,
And thero with your old clothes on ye.
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The O BELoman's abbice to the Poung Lasses,
Tumt Cockabandy™

Giirls bo busy while “ts day:
Hearken to your granmie,

“While the wun shines make the hay',
Lest you grieve like Annie.

Aunie onee was young and blithe,
Too, had sweethearts plenty,

But the dark day cams st last,
Mads the poor thing scanty.

Fartuno s u ficklo jade,
il & ruik deesiver,

‘Thnt awhile smiles o the maid,
Then dogs go and beave her,

Now; nan dowbt, ye think yer's fuir,
In youth's morn so sumny §

And ‘mang the lads awhile yoll sport,
"Fore ye pick your hovey.

But noaght kea yeo o the bays,
Or ye'd them be foarin'—

Whon woanon woo, e lads will run,
Nor, wait tll they noar them.

Bargains mak” then whils youre young,
For ‘fore s aod twonty,
—9
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I you dinna get » man,
Faith, you're bora a basty.

Trost not muely, then, unte chaice,
Nor to giddy fortune ;

Tak' the lade that spler your price,
Lieave asldo your sanin'.

Robin O'RLare.
Tﬂl‘p—mn'.‘n

Ie Erin the Emerald, and isle of the shamroek,
There ueer was a Paddy so gallant clsewhere,

As b, tho fainod hero, the boast of Louth shophirds,
The pride of green colors, misfortune's poor heir—
When his country him peaded, he feared not for danger,
He flew to the war-fledd, ber sorrow to share |
And then when nt leisare, bow love it did sofion
The fonil heart of Erin, bold Robin ©'Lare.

He wooed 1o his cholco—and w0 just was his chosshug,
A yousg simple maiden, ven past'ral as he—
A neighbouring falr Lassie in shopherdess lalst,

Wha bfithe fad her mild flack by bonoie Ardee.
Sweel Anna ber name, ‘of the famed house of Conger,
Her wealth Aashed and flawn, yet gentility there
Awl fate, that wile fary, s yot kad boft honor,
As dear in fale Anna as Robin (' Lare.

Our rogal twa nobles now on the hleak moorlamd,

H{iH
From pride, and smbition, and splesdour sot fre,
How oft wonld they walk of the times and their fore-
[T — i
Mmuiﬁﬂ'[d“-_ﬂﬂmwudﬂu.
And great was their troulde when evoslng eame lo'ering,
And ssd woiild thoy part—oh, so dire to their care,
And of ather they'dl droam, 1ill the height van retirning
Brought joy to sweet Anna sod Hobis O'Lare.

Thus, long did bold Hobls woo Anns so falrly,
And oft did be muse on her manifold charns—
As oft kissed hier ruby-lips, modest aad tender,
While roving the Lill with bis love, without harm.
And oft would neck Anna returning his kindness,
With love's noblest mottn, o'en, smils st bim fiir,
And of all the blithe wwains, vow |—that tehpp'd oer

Dhanleary,
Thie oo sha lored bast was bold [obin O Lar.

Thus, sonsons rolled over, nnd years passed in glory,
The day was st that these twa should be paired,
And join both their fortunes, to make good their world

fgear,
Anal trip ot the hint o' se bonoy bra' berd.
Dat sh! faleg delugon | how stole you their sensed,
While death their fomd prospects lakd leafless and bare ;
Al livcle they thonght that wae honoy-moon ever,
Would giadden fair Auna or Hubin () Lare.

Alsal erel fortmmn advorse bo ibeir awion,
Eweet Annn, ghe drooped o the height of her bilsom,
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And oft gazed on Rabin, and sighed in her sorrow,
As the day of their bridal it now whirled sroun’.
And sairly poor Robin lamented his dearie,
And strove for to choer hor, bat uscloss kis care
Ghe sank o the grave like & bouny young Lly,
And loft bat » pale carpse 10 Rolin (FLare.

Brereft of his Auma—oh, doloful distraction !
How Robin bewailod ber ; desponding and low,
He wikd rent bis sheep plaid and wandered furlorn,
[Memented and maninc-like, wd in his woe.
He'd fiy to the wild hill where wont they 1o ramble,
And madumns-liko thoro e would talk to the sir,
And woop for his Anna—his Anna s boving—
Andl sigh so heart-rending, poar Hobin O Lare.

) phrensied and fred —by love's sorrow madden'd,
He'd seck the retrests, ob ! where oft they roclined,
Andl there, -mmpﬂllllﬂﬂlﬂ.
He'd chant o'er pome sad tale how lover's had pi
Then swift from his sheep he'd oo, and leave
strulling,
And hin 1o hor grave in the height of despair ;
Apd there vent his sorrow, and wallow in nngnish,
And ery os bis Ama—poor Robin ' Lare.

Bat canld grew the winter, and monthe searce olapsed
Sinee from him his Anna wes mercilemly torn,
Till sick'ning in sorrow, with grief he grew paler,
And death broaght & cure for bis trooblo—the wri.
(1, nse kindly sun conld again bring him pleasure,

i)
Nor time, o'em 80 nanghty, his woo conld impair,
Till e wont to his grave—and thins troe lovers ending,
Now sleeps with lis Annay beld Robia O Lam.®

* Tiis Ml 5 Bestele] o il II‘“I-'-H“':.—I.
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Toun—0, e Kenenl lador, 07

When sorrow damps the woary mind,
0, ken ye how to war it, D7

The idle man pas rest can fod—
The busy swain can dare iz, 0.

T
0 tha hoartsoma lahor, 00,
“Tia it that grief can taboar, 0 ;
The snly elais contentment has,
Belongs to honest labor, ©.
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Th enlivening glas may eare o'erturs,
And sorrow, for & latter, O ;
Bat when retores apain the mors,
Fell sorrow sinks bat deeper, 0.
0, the heartsome labor, 0, &e.

Blesi ¥ gear are doke and gend,
Anid nohles round the nation, 0 ;
But for the wealth they han, or spens,
1 wouldna swap my statlon, O,

0, the heartssme labor, 0, &e

Your lordlings” smiles sro, jast bal frowns,
Sie tronbles rousd them lnger, O
Their idle lifo, sa0 fa" o' sirife,
They're balf time mad wi' anger, O ;
0, the heartsonsis labar, 0, &e.

The man endowed with strength and health,
Whose hands are never busy, 0
He never tastes contontment’s wealth,
Nor doos the glype so laxy, O.
iy, the hexrisome kabar, O, &e.

"Tis be, alooe, the working man,’

Who counts lkia health a treasare, 0 ;
Whoso bappy mind can ni'er think lang —
Whose bosom ewells with plessare, 00
(0, the keartsome Dabor, 0, Ko
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®reigh-bum ! for a tee Youse and comfort
Trwn—" Ml Rog it mewning. ™

Heigh-hum* for & wee houso and comfort,
And weena bit yard on the bent,

And ge 1o ms comfort, I'm botter
Than kad 1 the world ‘thout coatent.

The king without comfurt’s a beggur,
Though many bra’ guards by his side

The poor man that swnggers in pleasure,
Is richer than Jords wi' their pride.

What's grandeor, what's splendswr so brittle ¢
What's rank, bot sn empty fop's phiraso !

What aré garters or stars, but mere titles !
What's life but a trifle of days !

True poortith's an emblem of friendskip ;
Cauld wealth's but o banghty proud vague,

Anill be whe world woo the vain kussy,
Diodts forth in the world like s teague.

Faoe tithes imperial, 1 sigh not ;
Nor do I for court faverrs care

Dch, och! thoagh I'm poor, sure, I'm honest,
Al thats the grand ttle ssiq're,

Chppression’s & fanlt i & sistesaman ;
Ambitlon’s & poor silly fool ;

Then where i the monsrch that governs,
!.u.hpp-_r-lh-luhdmrﬂa?

The poor mas, there are few (o trust kim,
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He eats s his labonr ean earny
The rich man, has many to break him,
And pander to drive lilm sstora.
What sairs, then, lis rents, and his vaxes,
Whea all e can grasp can't assuage ?
b coach mmil sitesilasts but oross Bim—
The poor man's the lord, be's the page.

Then what about mailens, or mosey,
Or kanghty bords brankssme and bra' ;

The wives, e'en, of Jars snd Ophir,
Since Comfurt's the king aboos o' ;

A merry mind's nas body’s deliter,
A cheery beart's nas body's slave ;

A litds, ane's ane, is moch botter,
Than mailile that ithers oun crave.

Then gi'e me my wea bouse, sae cosey,
And wenns bit yard ow the bent,
A snng, benny lass of my pleking,
My dog. and my cat, asd coutent :
And what ! though my station be hnmble,
And what ! thoogh my inconse be sma’,
And sma’, wire, my rents sad my cewes,
And bpppiness crown ewee a'.

Zong.
WEM‘
0, Defight ! what biand sensations,
To the heart of joy then bring'st .
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Bat how vain thy echibitions,
To the broast which serrow wrings.

Lovers lecked in lovers arme—
‘Tending to my God, and loving,
Pleasure oo to mee bl charins,

But now, furtams, rothless, gallsme,
Fate's a foo—and ['m balf ald—
Time, with care and troulds, palls me,
Love | have, but have not gold,

Flors slights me—1 must languaish, *
Until death, nought cures my pain;

Joyless thus, through life in anguish
I must drag the lover's chaln.

()7 that woman was %o hnaghty—
0! that poor man was so hlind,
As sell himselil for love or beanty,
Whien pieoad womsn s nnkinad.

The Lule of the Tkrst
Tesi—r Tia Shan e Sisr,” or, = Tl Oasles’s Neat.”

0! raise the susbura™ bigh,
Bays the Lo of the West ;
O ! raise the sasburst high,
Says the Tsle of the West
* Vs Mgy of Rrubissd.
K
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(01 ralee the smnlarst high,
That the green niny never die,—
And Erin's fors shall fiy,
Bays the Tude of the West.

Unite, nmid bo but stromg,
Sayn the Ialo of the VWest;
Unite, and bo but strong,
Sayw o Iedo of the West ;
Upite, and ba bot strong,
Aguinst slavery lift the theng,
And victory's yours, ere loag,
Bays the lsle af the West.

Shall strangers claim my soil 7
Sayn the lile of the West;
Shall strangers clakm my soil
Says the lade of the West ;
siball strangers cdlalm my soil,—
Muake my chilidren slaves of toil,—
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There's a spirit me withis,

Says the Iule of the West:
There's 0 aplrit mo within,

Says tho Lile of the Wt :
Therw's a spirit me within,
Thas dares oppression’s sin—
“Twill make the tyrant's run,

Say the Lile of the West.

Awnd h—] sl combisad,

Sayy the lade of the West
And b1 el oombisod,

Says the Isds of the West |
As well might think the wind
To enthrall, or bury mind,
m*’m#“.ﬂr

O ihi lalaof tha Wost.

The Lass of the Falls.

Tr s That buimays wow Lz Phat shwaiis om et Fovned FIEL"

As by Soffolk® | waadered, bebolding the besutios
Which Nature out-spread on the bonay green leas,
thhl:t!lhuub-ﬂlqildlﬁruﬁn.
Apﬂlrmmn-—ﬁ might please.
And us | heheld bor, astolshod in wonder,
My hrart bost respousive to Eche's quaint calls,
As the Genins of Beasty proclaimed throagh the valley,
“Twas pretty Jane Hamill, the Lass of the Falle

# Thew ul of W MCanew, s, Taile

And run off with the speil ?
Snys the Isle of the West.

No—npo longer, | weon,
Says the Iile of the West ;
No—uo longer, 1 woen,
Says the lale of the West; y
Nowni longer, | ween,
Shall the Saxon in his spleen,

Trample over my green, ]
Says the Isle of the West.
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As stesilfaat | gaved on this levely young fair ome,
And frasted my eyes ou the charmes of ber face ;
I saw in her countennsce mn angelic sweetniss,
Adidd foasd hor composed of wealth, beanty, amd
No horse-langh s rude—ak ! valgurity's takes,
Nor wild seeming ogle that virtne appais,
Appeased in the maidesly, modest deportment,
U pretty Juse Hamill, the Lass of the Falls.

As furward sho best o'er the green gramy garden,
Thaugh sttived st home, as domestic would be,
My lheart with lova's passion was all s 1 fiee,
For love at first glavee hol possossion of me.
With wedk like the Jily, and crost like the raven,
Avway sbe went from me paxt her native walls ;
And over sinoe then, oh! nry heart's in the koeping,
OF preuty Jane Humill, the Lass of the Falle

(dh, Erin! oh, Erin! my own mother jsls, wers
Thy damghtors all rich ss this goddess of mine,
Thou might'st bunter the woeld, ob! for haman ;

Fur lawers so fuir, and for womon divize.
The bumble, st bome, | kave learned she so'er
them,
Though oft the poor beggars on her make their
For good as she's bonay, and kinder than suy,
Is pretty Jane Hamill, the Lass of the Falls.

All hail? then, kind Fortune, and, eh! my wish grastit,
Though it may ne'er be that filr Janc's to be mioe,

May happiness Llossom sround her sweet Jwolling—
The Troanch® ba proverbial for comfurt in time.

* The Swadl ol My, Jobes Flassdll, Fati
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May virtuo neer stray from the side of the maiden,
Bt hold up her boad o'or the repiile that crawls ;
Al may God i bis wisdom, bestow a good hashand,
On pretty Jane Hamill, the Lass of the Falls

@rin go Bragh.
Tres—* (el Musrs.~

Oh! Iriskimen, long time hath gloam round you hung,
Again to the sabros, your bows let be strung,

And one nohln struggle again, ob, come draw,

In defence of your country, brave Erin go Hragh

How woet aro your green hills, your valleys, and fens,
Your shamrock-clad mountaios, springs, lowlands, aud

Yot swoeter your fresdom, lldhll-‘h.'l"
And bald is the heart of brave Erin go Brogh.

Mast the weight of oppression for ever be borne,
Murﬂrmﬂlﬂh’!’mhm‘ﬂm
And no grievance redressd, "“"‘"ﬁ“‘!"l"ll .
mmﬂhm#‘h"m"

Will the throns of Ambition you evgr ensisve—
Oh! remomber your forefathors, saos of the brava!
Th_hnmﬂnr,urm"f"_—ﬂm"‘“r
Ani on for the frepdem of Erin go Erogh.

How heartloss the kingdom a despot o'er reigns,
K==
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How joyless the freemen that Slavory onchalo ; .
How glarioas to Bght, or like froemon to fa',
Far the rights of your country, brave Erin go Bragh.

Toa long ye've submitted, like brutes to the yoko,—
Be the bload on the head of them does it provoke—
The olive yot blooms, and the shamroek doss blaw,

Such time s it i up and Gght for go Hragh.

Too long have you dept, and ‘neath slavery groaned,
Teuo long have you suffered your island dethroned ;
Uth, haste ! mmster clans ! and np Idshmen o°,

Aud o for the froodom of Erin go Bragh,

A Countrp Lass mp Lobe sar bra

Tewg=—"" My Nomss 0."

A eountry lasa, my love sae bra',
Sae fule's nao ithor hiasy, 0,

Amd oh ! her mind's &0 swoet o'er o
It peerless nuakes my Leesy, O.

The snow-deop falr, the fragrant beas,
The blooming bud me resey, 0,
Are nol more gweet to garden sheen,

Than i to me my Leery, O.

Thos decked by Natare, furm and face,
Not Artean drews my daby, O

Sae o' o' virtue and sweet graes,
Heav'n says she's bonay Leery, O.
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Sha eares not by the miser charl,
Nor wealthy glype s laay, O
She couldna frown, gi'e her the worl,
Sae plonsant is my Leosy, O,

Can make and mend, and eard and spin,
The lovely lus sae tosey, 0

Tho rich man's pride, the poor man's frien’,
To et a wifs like Leery, O.

Nan clouts wpon ber hing like dirt,
Nor black ber skin, or gronsy, O
Bt cloan and tidy frae tho shift,
A flily fair's my Leezy, O.

My cotter darg bot done ilk night,
Though sairly toil might vease me, O,
1 tnuagh ot imolepremderace Hight,
Elon boussd besids my Leezy, (.

What care | than by ceil per cont,
Or gouted peesyweezy, 0,

Fre wealth en'ugh, wi™ swesd contend,
A carrige gilt's my Leexy, O.

E onct nas a maiben baith winsome and blithe.
Tosi=® il Jrae™

| ance was o maiden both winsome snd hiithe,

ot the cauld bresth o fortanc woalsd not bet me thed re—
A gemlemsn wosed me from Cushondien glen,

And for this fing offer | spurned wine or ten,
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But woo to this fils ons, may ik il him sool,
Hao came off the wise sna, and left ma the foal
I anco could made matchos, bat now can mak’ nase
My whole soul is sorrow, care, trouble, snd pain.

There's ae thing that mak's my grief deubly severe,
Tue think | spurned trath for that sakeless thing, guer,
And loved bot the foul one that proved my o'erthrow,
And left sweeter callans 1o sigh in their woe.

Now Sawnie and Andy may laugh in their sBeve,
Anid soorn me a8 | searmad then, whe scorned to deceive,
And sigh nao mair for me, while 1 sigh my lane,
Nao mair the sweet lasie, the pride of Colerain.

Yo maidens, o tender, take heed unto me,

A poor woopiag owlcast whese wirth's all agles;
Ne'er wigh for eruel fortune, for fulsehood’s in show,
Mor dont on the grest ones this world doss bestow -

Make the fuir opes your lovers that's constant and trus,

Nar sparn the poor fellow whose coffer's not fu";
Though bomely and smple he'll ne'er bring yo shame,
Alss? that I'd wedded the boy of Colerain,

Carrigan's Lament for his fMistrrns.
Toxe—Mesic's s

Awake, wakie my barp in the height of my mourning,

_ Awake, sound thy last lay and ne'er wake again:

Accord your sofl potes, oh! ye lovers sa charming;
And hear a poor pilgrim forlorn complain.
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I amee was mi hlithe na the lark in the morniag,
Hut mow ['m ss ond-Tilkie ne wild mature’s shaw,
O the little bird's weeping for winter retursing,
I can’t help but sorrow sines Menie's awa'.

3! ahe was iho fairest of o the goy lasses
That roved oer the green hills of Donaghades,

Andl nables, they songht her and sparmod hamght y misses,
But fixad was her beart, and [ joyed it to see.

Ar maket and fale the folk ea'd her the boany,
At kirk and st sermon the good and the bra',

And | lowesd ber as door, ob o dear as could oay,
Ansd Menis loved me, bot now Menie's awa’.

Amang you green bowers, chl oft in our glory,

With pleaure the verbest, wo spent the sweet moon,
Aud yon rising moon, ol 1 can tel) the sl story,

How 86t we held converse wi' love in the gloom—
How oft to my bosom | presod hor so loving.

And kissed her mmalr swoct than the bloosm o' the haw,
While she leansd oo my breast and oxclaimed so héari-

mOving,
Thoo'rt Menie's swest callan, bt Menbo's awa'.

Alss! thos hearthrokon, barsh fate, in thy fury,
Oh! let mp ot lunguish, defeat all my grief.
Thus robbied of my clive, my kind blooming dearie,
There's nan transient pleasure can bring me reliet,
() gi's me the cofin, sae black, for & posy.
Simen | can ne'er bove again—nh ne'er ava
And there in the mool's wi' could death, ¢'en e ooy,
1'll langh o'er my sorrow, wi' Menio awa.’
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An Edea pas seruek e, and £ sball reeord i

h.—.hnum

An ides has strock me, uﬂllh’llrll:nrd:l.
When here with swoet fdendshipour gublets o erilow—
That the heart that is good shall be h;.nurl'n'udad,'
And never bo nsk'd whother merry or no.
The ewbems of innocence, pare in oach foature,
They gape far the dew-drop, the flowers s bright :
ﬁ-uhmwumm'ﬂ-uﬂn
If mare to our mature, our taste, wnd delight 3
Come, @il high the gobles, this jubiles night,
And let us be blithe over sorrow and woe 3
Simew the beart that ks good, when the trial stands
tight,
Shall mever be asked whother meery or so.

To the bravo and the mighty, the toast let go round,
The patriot, the sage, and the hero—nay, more,
Contempt to the wreteh who'd & vassal be fomnd, ¢

Or defnk off kis oeighbotr and & shilling in aore.
And slp your's so parple, and I'll mine so choar,
To the blue eyed danghtors of Erin, the while :
And here's to the friends that bove sthor so doar,
And freedom and harmony reond the * Green lsla”
Come, fill high the goblet this jubilee vicht, &c

And while we thes revel—with Concord and Giles,
May gy hearted Plessure hore damice out the night &
And may wo bo harmless, and sacial, and free,
From all that's sbnexious, or aught that's not right |
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Anid may Friendihip preside o'er the scone till the mom,
And Mirth keep ber soat till the dawn of the day—
Whe knows if our iseeting on earth may return ©
B0 let us bo joyful, e'en mow, while we may.
Come, 6ll high the goblet this jubiloe.

Pabtp's Lammiation.
T Ol douse & Clay.

i+ Erin! O Erin, thos gem of the seal—

Alas! oh, alas, for my ain country i

Bat far frae its borders, afar far awa',

1 lie in New Hollsnd, dall woe, frae “ go brogh.”
Though fourtors lang thowsand miles “tween it and me,
Waa | a woo birdie to it 1 woald fles ;

Rot ob, what dafi thosghts, when I'm deomed to stay,
And drodge like o negro, snd 1ill Botasy Bay.

The times they were hardy, sod hardship was rife,
The cauld breath of tyrants engendered strife,

Far what cared baso despots and bloodsockers o,
Wha sunk if thoy Sourished buith bappy and bra'.
And Irishmen willing we took to the plain,

With pike, gus, snd pistol oar frecdom to claim,
And there fought like Comacks and bravely did say
Without thought or motion to see Botany Bay.

Ub 1 woe to yo, hanghty lords, men of the state,
! woe io yo, kings, &ad yo monarchs so great ;
May bad luck attend yo, and black be your fall,
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. I
ht every one, all yo that propagate thrall—
"Torns thos for my country, been fenrless w0 des,
1 stood like a bera, too valinst 4o doo ;
But, alss! | was taken, and far, far away,
I was somt ns o traiter to tll Botany Bay.

O bow | would joy and my task with comtend,

Was my exile or slav'ry to 'er have an end,

Maid my years bul been numbered, my heart would re-
trieved,

And hoped for the bettor, though fato might deceived,

But oh! how hesrt-rembing out Rfe to deplore !

My own pative island I'm ne'er 1o see more.

Lot who like be chetry, I'in ne'er to bo guy,

Sknee destined in serrow w till Botany Bay.

My diot in light. snd Pos pade and T'm wan,
The heat of the mum, oh? | cxonel withstan'—

1 I'm thawing awny s 1 hing o'er my vail,
I'm lonihesme with uleers, and sores me smbroail,
With whip, scourge, and torture, my poor flesh is tern,
I weep, s my toul to I'm dained, and sad mourn ;
My taskmastor’s hard, and by sight and by day
There's no slackens for Paddy in grim 'Botany Bay.

Hut Ellin don't weep for's, thongh slavery’s my doom,
15t think on that bright land where eare canmot gloom,
Be loyal and falthful, live single for me,

Awmil constast as Damsoa o ever 1o thed

The wild lodisn cvvage, though draged' from his bome,
Hi kmows st bis deith be retorms to by e

Then, alike let us sigh for the dear joyful day,
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When we're blithe o'er onr sorrow and grim Botany
Bay.

O} that existenes | naver had kew !

Alas! that 1o manheod |'never had grew!

! that my fatber had ne'er beon' of yore!
Alss! that my mether had nover me bore !

01 that I'd lain with the clods and been still
(O fam'd Edesavsdy,® or Donegare hill ;

How glorious for freedom to fight snd to die,
Bat life's not worth karing in grim Botany Bay.

Malen, mine tis to Deplove.
T st flonmis Lexy,

11 =
Maiiden, mine tis 1o deploro,—
Lassie, we must part once more,—

Lat me not long sigh my lane

Say, sweet lass, when thou'rt my sin,

Bay when we're 1o meet again,
Bay't, my bonnie Leesy.

ENE
Wilt thou part with me my boy ?
Gae the gate, hat I'm "thiat joy s
Drowned wi' care, and wild wi® wos,
If you do, “twill o'cn be so—
If yoa would not prove ber foe,
-m“mﬂﬂh“ﬂh“
L
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Lamie, hide thy griof and teen,
Swollen pity smoors my o ;
Though lang the pad “twoen you and me,
Tl come yon again to e,
Il come back, and blithe well be—
Farewell, bonnie Leeay.

*TLE.
Ne'er come back when ye're awa’,
Ne'er cume back aguin ava;
If that bove and truth don't bind,
IF your beart is fulse, unkind—
Nt'n-wﬂhﬁ*iliwtlhlili.
Nae mair to part your Lwvay.

@ wilt thou go lasair 1o Therrp with me -

'Ih-lnmmln!d.lgrhrnnd o'er mountain and ware,
The grey face of Winter hang hard on the ave

The clear, qucuh,unmmhi;hn'mhphl-.
H.-: F:ul-d;rum-u'-]ﬁmhub; the mali

His benny Scvtch Mog b had trysted phecre,
T::lmhlnﬂmni[h!-rthihu—mdm;

And true to their promiiie, they moet thers awee,
Nefore hilphuuuumﬁuﬂ to soe.

Tis mow—but swent Magigio sit down with Ciititen] —
Bt two or three months since we becama woguuint ;
The hay-ricking's ovor—the cori-shearing's pas,
And o ] must Lise my yweet Meg for the lu.
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This night P'm paid off, and aweet Mog will furget
Hor brave Irih Pat ere ayain o comes back ;
T'm a true-hearted fellow, s light o a bee,
O wilt thou go lasie to Kerry with mo ?

O canst thou not mind Meg, how dearly we've loed_
When lock'd in each others srms too, how we wooed—
What nights we lave st in this nowt-shielding eruve,
And kissod till the rising morn dawaed en our lovo ?
Whett off to the milking you wont In your pride,
How oft the flled *bowie' I've borus by your side,
From time to time sourting how blithe in our glee —
) wilt thon'wo luwis 1o Kerry with me ?

Mg, way dost thou lave me? wweet lassie so fair,
O camst thew sot love me, and thon my wholo earn 7
Hut hark? the cock’s ervwing, s 1 mist begone,
You clear star that's rising foretals of the daws.
The slidp is to il st the break of the day ;

Thin farewell swest Inwie for | cunnot stay,

B leaven thy wardem when I'm fur from thee,
Sinee thou wont go lassie to Kerry with me.

This lnst tonching sentence to love was severe,

Fond Maggie she sank in the arme of ber dear ;

Sha sighed for te think on her bad-lors distrese,

Tha loss of ber Pat, and his fondling cares :

Sha sobbed in her grief, and cried, ‘ ob maun we part,
Al? no, dearest allan, you're long had my heart,

O eould | bt think that ye'd fuithfu’ still be,

I'd gao my aweet laddie to Kerry wi' thee,'
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0 lais of Kilmarsoek, look now to thysalf,
Sare, thy truelove has sald it 7 and i he an 6f 7
Wherre, where s the rogue ? 't an Irishmas’s plas
To make love to » lassle, with beart to trepan ?
My girl shall be handled as tender's an egy,
She shall live like & lady, amd none bat my Meog,
Then come my sweet lnpscis both fondly aml fres,
Avd share peace and plenty kn Kerry with me.

Meg soon dropped ber sorrow, Pat wiped all hor tears,
And soothed afl her trouhles, and quelled all her fears,
And vow! the sweet lusshe she could not say, nay,
As Pat stole the kivses, and up rose the day.

And swift to the misty pad, Patrick is aff

With bis Meg in his srm linked, s bovoy Scotch stail
And pow in the stenmbost, as blithe as conld be,
How bw froficked with joy his sweet Kerry to ser.

The morning soon hrightened right clear o'er the plain,
The fined farmer sighs for lis dasghter in vain—
The rumaway bargain soon came te their eyes, 1
Hot the brave ship bad sailed thep—and what for their

modss

Oh | what for their anger? base heart twould deride !
Pars blithe o'er thoir noosease, he haa kis sweet bri
He aye sings so cheerly mod chaunts it with glee,
Meg left friends and eountry for Kerry and me.

1o

Zhweet flaney (s the Sirl fov me.”
Tonn = Miry wwop na mare for me.™

Far from my home 10 rove the while,
And crodee on Fortone's troohled main—
Time ne'er foud memory can beguile,
When woman bids the thought to reign
And thoagh | roam from her afar,
Now, cait on life's tempostuons sea,
Leve is my enly guiding star,
And Nancy is the gidl for me.

I thought I could bave wandered fro,
And ne'er for parting had a pain ;
But sh! teo late; 1ve leamed o know
The sunnlest day may turn to rain |
The' blithe with an unclouded sky,
My summer day may seem 1o be,
While ethers smile, the hidden sigh,
Says, Nancy is the girl for me.

‘Mongst Fortanc's favourites, tho' | roam,
And is with same & woloome guet ;
The girl 1 left babiud, st home,
Is mever absont from my broast :
Bl has o way to chase despalr,
And sat the woe-worn eaptive free:—
Mm_‘pﬂ&. amil that ame’s fudr,
Sweet Nancy is the girl for me.
* Thas Somg v ST I Bt When for S L5g clpem Gl @ bears

o1 nkad i, bt on.
L—2
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Truo as the nesidle to the pole,

Till Tifie's laak sand vy course does rur.
Ehe ahall bo mistress of my soul,

1 thst she seeks no uther sumn.
Theugh poar in wealth, she's rich bn worth,

And sweel her honey Jip to pres ;

Swort Nancy is the gid for me.

@ theve's a lansie in the 2PLeat.

) there's o lassie in the west,
Al har 1 Io'e slncers, O
Kar day, por night, my mind can rest,
For thinking on my dear, 0.
CHORUE,
03, she's the lasic fills my e,
And ne'er u nne hor poer, (0
0, she's the giel, the girl far me,
The wench that has the gear, (.

0, wha'd mae woo o damsed neat,
(), wha'd nae kiss the fsir, O
Bag obi | bow deubly dear amd sweet,

To kiss ame has ithe gear,
0, sho's the lasie, S

Ywmhwﬂ-m

And fools their price may spier, O,
Bt she's the lassio warms the oart,

131
The lass that bax the gear, (.
O, she's this Inssie, &r.

Waes ine ] yon tolling swals, for life
Now slarery doomed to hoar, 0.
Taw fain woald he he'd ne'ar wod wite,
Flse wed ape had tho gear, O

0, abe's the lasgio, Sc.

Whan wi' the bit o' gear, O
O sha's the lassie, Sc.

0, beauty's flowers swidtly fade,
Then fancy logs astoer, (0,
Bust #till the yhilow clink keeps good.
Stands bomnie, aye, the gear, O.
0, shi's the lassio, fc

If cash ia store, the wide world oer,
Nor matter where carcer, O,
In every port ye've fdends galore—
Thuhﬂﬂlﬁﬂ Wl 'ﬂ+
0O, she's the lasie, &e.

0 gear it makes tse orper bright,

ﬂgﬂllnlhﬂ_hl:iﬂ._'i 03
ﬂgmil#fhlﬂﬂ_ilﬁ“ﬁ"

What sre we withoat gear, 07
00, she's the lassbe fills my o'e, e
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fMoming's Patwneld noly 10 our eare.

Wi
Hﬂi"ﬁiﬂuﬂﬂl‘hﬂﬂ!.
Joyful eve, bt joyless air ;

Hark the wild birds as they sing,
Yot I wi' my lassie hisg,
Theough far frae hame, my dearie,

Lovely lass have joy, no'er foar,
hﬂih“ﬂrﬂm:
Make the tryste before 1 gae ;
wmuﬂ-mh'ﬂ!llmﬂﬂ?
Could 1 do't my doarie.

sie
Come then, laddie, as yo sy,
The tryste thy Mary won't delay,
But before’s my hesrt will br'ak !
O that wa twa ne'er had met,
If I'm lefh 6o enrw and freg,
No more to eee my dearie.

Sore a5 Hearen ls chasts, above,
Bure as iooocent our love,
Bare s severed we shall mourn,
Sure ns you b Prnpvsnvas,
Bo wure, sweet Iad, if ne'er retarn,
doyless is poor Mary.
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ne
Hmooth thoss frewns, my love, take chear,
Dy thowe tears, my dearest doar ;
Heavenly blossings, sweet and hlard,
Yet awalt us love so fond ;
Soon, ere loog, the night well spend,
To nae mair part my desrie.

Felix O XNreill.

ftrave Felix 0°Neill was *the broth of & boy,"

He was born in the yoar srvendy-four st the Moy ;

And youny, tall, snd manly, and stiff ss o stake,

He was ablo’to servein tho year Ninelyoeight,

Bt what will | tell you? for fighting kis foos,

For humblisg the pride of the prood, haughty ross,

And singing obd eroppio songs, like Gromma Wail,

Beboaded for treason was Felix (Neill.
Ok Erin! oh Erin! her own Freedom craves,—
Will the old mother lsle stifl be peopled by slaves ?
Fitagerald, Manra, Tone, and Murphy bowail,
While 1 weep for brave Emmett, and Felix O'Neill

Oh ] sous of the west! does your hearts never burn,
Te see the old iland, though peopled, thas torn
Your bomes thus ransackoed. thy alitars laid low

iy the blood-thirsty Saxon, 'en Erin's worst fos ©
e justice your pass-word, and flee 1o the field,
And gird on your backlors, intend wo'er to yield ;
Lot the war-cry re-ocho from mountain to vals,
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For the boed of your patriots, and Felix 0'Neill
O Erin! oh Erin! her own Freodom craves, %c

From the broad swelling Shannon to Lagan's slow tide,

From the Foyle to the Liffey, throughont the Isle wide,

Up! Irishmen, up ! for your liberty enll !

And lot Erin be free, or o more suffer theall!

Through mountains of ewrnage, and rivers of goer

Unite in your hearts as when led by (" More,

Amnd Freedom's green bunser soon flonts on the gale,

And Erin's mado free by stout hearts e O Neill
{0 Erin] oh Erin! her awn Freodom craves, Se

O fuir is greon Erin, the land of the brave,
But by eriel oppressars the land of the slave.
May tho brave sons of Freedom long slavery detst—
Mauy the spirit of Liborty long cock hor erest—
May Time, that old veteran, step in soon to aid ;
And ent-throats and tyrants, ns will be, repaid:
And soon may the vampuished reveal the sweet tale,
That Erin's as free as when king was OFNedll

Oh Erin ! ob Erin [ her own Freedom craves, &

My Mother's Eon ne'er was a Aeecher.
Tooww,—* N Guilleeh y* Gondm. ™
Ay mothers son ne'or was u floccher —.
Brave Paddy's the boy for & bride—

Tl sing you & song, though no preacher,
Far praying I'm cany boside ;
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The clargy's the devil on pocket,

Come. let the vuld darlings alons ;
Och, och! sure the money they'll take it,
Though beead they eould make from u stane.
Wid i siaghe nap, SoblR b |

His Lissing and courting, so gran' ;

Wid his drinking, and brawling, sad smonking,

Sare, Paddy's the broth of a man.

Though poor, you shant spiarn ise for riches,
For some where in Patricks ould idde,
The wearie bo ou wy ould britehes,
Bt iriends | have lords of the sofl
And who knows bat fate, in ber swithers,
May oné day creats me an earl
If purple-mon huog were on toathers,
And priesterait was dhot like a sqairrel.
Wid kis single map, double nap, nagping, &e

My grand-sire was blood of Bt Kivis;
By Conmor my grand-dame was brod |
Bhe sosnebow, with wild and aseven,
Cur race is deganerately sproad.
Och! arrah dear shoy—tare spoantry !
There nover #eod better on shanks
Than | myseld, friend of my country,
Anal wlst abont titles or rank 7
Wid his single nap, deuble nap, napping, &c.

My shillelagh's ¢till troe to the scutcling,
And | mm the Blade far the brawl




Each hewl it comes aver needs patching,

My heart is my powder and ball.
A g for your clarcts amd brandies—

I grudge not the English their roast ;
Give the *hrooes’ to the Seotch, the vile randies,

The whiskey’s the Irlshmans toast

Wid his single nap, double nap, napping, &e.

The Friend in the Fug.

Tk Tl Frioued fn. the oo
My song shan't rum of lasses,
The proodest clsn on sarth—
My theane it Is of glassos,
(M social glee and worth—
O mellow, sweet young Fellows,
Whi dearly love the grog,
The frieed "twill never fall us,
The friend in the jog.
The friend inthe jug, my joes,
The friend in the jog i
The friend ‘twill never fail w,
The friend in the jog,

What tho" the world all over
W rovs, Hl‘ﬂiﬂ“mﬂ!

Yot sill ut lust we love to draw,
To the ald calf ground ;

And there wi' frien's forgatherd,
Wha wouldss teom a tub,
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Jlnlhm-lmlldili‘ﬂﬂ'hn yonth,
The friend in the
mmamqﬁﬁ-
The friend in the jug
llﬂﬂlﬂd‘!‘l‘ﬂl’lh‘fﬂlﬁ
The friend in the jog. '

The miser, poor wordling,
What sbout his trash,
And weo'll get oury, by goess.
¥l sew the wreteh ab toltering,
The hollow-hearted rogus,
What loens be of 1ife's pleasures,
"Thosit the friend in the jog.
Thﬁ-lmilnih-ju;. my joes,
The frivad in the jug ¢
What keos he of life's plensures,
“Thout the friend Tn the jug.

What the' wi’ lare back weary,
We hatter through fife's storm,
Wi n hole vost, & ragged shirt,
And nought to kesp ns warmi.
Ev'n the” we were in beggary,
Thiss roasning for bur prog,
Bure, all our cares i smothiors,
The friead in the jog.
The fritnd in the fog, my joos,
Sare, all var cares it smothers,
“The friend in the jug,
Al
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I've prank’d with friends ‘twere jolly,
And found them false snd valn,
I then wed bonuis Mally,
But Mall, too, took me ja
Of nll the friends that e'er I've had,
Cominend ma to the grog,
The friend that ne'er deceived me—
The friend in the jug.
Thae friendin the jug, my joos,
The friend in the jog ;
The friend that ne'er deceived me,—
The friend in the jog.

Z2ong.
When sorrow blocks up the poor wandarer's way,
Al the cares of this workl Glls his sad beart wi' wao
To bamish the snms—what o good s o glass,
The swats o’ & botibs, or kiss of » les 7

IR,
O whare is the soft heart 5o tender ps mins 7

01 whare the hard bosom, foll Fortane, as thine ?

Lock up your eoffers, and keep in your cash,
Your beart is in money, but mine’s in & las.

When &' sweet sanny smiles of my lussis [ son,
I skip und 1 lonp, like » lumb on the los
When wi’ ber, nae mortal mair happy thas 1,
But, oh! when I'm frae ber | ever mann sigh.
O whare is the soft heart o tender as mine 7 &e.

1580
Ab! ceass, thon soft thrash wi' thy singing wo dear,
Thy voics, ss my Norah's voigs, rings in my onr
Yet, go on thou, sweet bird, for type of her thou art,
The uates that thou wakest brings pesee to my heart.
! whare is the suft heart o tender ns mine 7 &

Oh! thet & peassnt conld fll & lord's bed §
i0h! that the poor by could prig her to wed ;
Though the gest of the city might pout and go by,
The king on the throne not mere happy than L

01 whare is the sofi heart 80 teader s mine ? S

There's many a bard to sing for fame,
Or touch the sring that luere brings—
Full many a ome to raise the strain,
For those that wealth enough for sings :
Bat I na gem of Fortine choose,
Ta b the faveurite of mry song ;
The one thas wakes the rustic Mase,
To poverty's dear orba belong.

Gentle the heart of the mild hare,
Stately the gait of boundisg roe,
Sweat wodesty the viclet's share,
Simplicity tho dabry's show.
;..u...fmm
DBesidles the boanties of the mind ¢
(Ml 1 in porfection’s nohlest monld,
My darling would met lag behind.
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Avother yoar may deck the rale,
And blinad ua to the flowers have been ;
The broath of Time, the lovedorn heal,
And cast ablivion o'er the seens.
Bat though time shoald my youthful brow
Bieach white as hor-frost on the fell ;

Mp hind Bop, 2Bllir.

THE IRISH MOTHER'S LAMENT FOR IER $0%'5 LTI

TION TO AMERICA OX ACCOUNT OF THE TIMES
Alns! alas! jn woo [ bend,
Ui left, U'm befe withous a friend |
Ah ! wreacherous traitors, yo'll bs calmspd,
And weep, tos, for your folly.
He's torm frae me o oross the wave—
He's gano the king o' & that's hrave—
Unte the land where monc's & shave,
Ay t'_rh:nﬂbl:lr, Wilkie

Fata be propitious is the heir

When sallen dangor seems 4o lower,

And gusrd kim back o Erin's share,
Wi' comfart for his ally ;

1hut whould eruel fortane b so sharp,

As doubly pierce uy troublod hoart,

Vil kear wi chioer the killing smart,
If woll my kind boy, Willie.
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O wall mae malr, ye carlog few,
But blithely bid the warm adien,
Eundued with Jove, and friendabip, to0,—
Beloved by all who here him lnew—
Swest Susmn gecs, a friend that's troe,
Wi my dear, kind boy, Willie.

And now my last and latest prayers,

If it's ordalaed they're to have beirs,
May Heaven guide both they and theirs,
In virtue's paths ‘thout folly ;
And long may shine their sun, oro wot,
And may they ne'er have care or fret,

Wihile bero on earth Tl ne'er forget,

H’Mﬂ Hﬂh" Willie.

Fair was the grobe, anb swert Hhe green.

Fair wae the grove, and sweet the green,
Alang the Lagan's glasvy stream,
Where oft | met my gancey queen,

A through-gaun Liish 1ad, 0.
But far awa' boyond the seas,

Yet back | came, my gil to plesse,
And coax hee aff to Cabe.

;m“ﬁ.-m'hirnﬂmh
The parting hour wis carw, my pet,
M—2
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Y minid. ]"Hﬂd.-q__“
You when I's far abroad, () :
So. Emma, trne ta thy bebest,
| vowed, "bogm o', 1 lo'ed thee best ;
And truth was aye thy Donald's toss—
Now wilt thou g o Cabo ?

Ab ! whist! sae mair my lovely saunt,

Thy daddy's siller 1 can want,

T've wealth en'ugh, swees lam, 4k tent,
If thoe'lt be mine to brag, O,

So, gie's your band and banish fear,

The sea is calim, tho sky s chear—

Aud wili thou go or stay, my dour,
Faor 1 mann kis to Cabo 7

Thie land of frosdois asd of fame,

I% the Amerdean domain—

W'l pence and pleaty thees obasin,
And ngler will we be sad, O

Amang its banks, amang its braes,

Far, far freo hame and o' our faes,

Upen the banks of Cabo.

Thas said, the willing dansel sighed,

Amil im his arms she sank and evied,

I'll ke my Dooalds falthful brida,
1l go whers'er D'm bado, 0.

=0 both bein' canght in Hymenw set,

Bwift 1o the desgy's aff they wet |

Aol fermn wnal fast e tiod ik knet,
Al o they asiled for Cabo.

148

a ruﬁn‘lmi-.lmm
i .ml‘
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A runtin” lass was Katty Grant,
And she lieved in Kilwarlin,
A far nnd pear, whanr o'er sho went,
For her tha boys were quarelin'.
But ane day in & hesty march,
As she was fur the fair gaus,
Wi mizen peak in featly arch,
She up hied Jock the Carman.

Now, Jockey was & frien’ly blule,
As o'er was put & heart in ¢

He frankly spiered at the maid,
And wi' her fn'd a courtin’,

Quath b gain ye bo for the fair,
Yo sor my dray is emp'y,

Anid weletme 10't yo're o' & ahare”—
And stapp'd his borse right donty.

W1 that swoor Katty redd'ming Sushed,
And bithe she thenked bim kinly—
And tir his cart the Carman rub'd,
To mak’ & seat congigly ;
ﬁ:ﬂmn‘ﬂphﬁ“ﬂn
And on the nagey's fother
The sweel girl seon he placed beside
Himsel, and thochi nse bother.

-

As to the cdown, now off ba drove—
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He feals Kimsel’ o' raptored ;
H'h_‘lh'i .“Htlh“
And Tarry gota the whip far',
Then st the lass he fandly keeks,
And Hnﬂpﬂ-ﬁum;“
But darna you for shame sae,

"Giain m-dwﬂ-h‘mi
As round ber neck she finds to steal
His hand 1o pas ber bosom
Qo ahe = the name I got at hame,
-h"lhull'i;:llulhuli Erlin,
Is lovely Catharine, Mithe an' cloan,
The lasie o* Kilwarlin”

Lol 1 1 h‘ﬂﬂ‘hﬂl—.‘lh_“f
Yoursel’ I're heard roported ;

And toa, s young ! snd yet sao famed,
Bofaren has meikle conrted !

Wad yo bo mine, wy contie lass,
Mhﬁrlﬂmhﬂ.-.

I'd wiadd & grout you'd taste o blis,
m'mmnﬁum.

* My house and faro thoult freely share.
My bod and & the gither—

There's naethin’ lefi tae gie yo cars,
Last year gied Dvath my mither.

Alas | bow sorry s my life,
My cabin lock'd bekin' me ;
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Here, tak’ the key—say your my wife,
An' sorrow na'er shall biin' ye.

“The fire hisck—how droar the night,
When half’ drowned kame 1 wanider;

Ah? sure, my comfort is bag light,
And unco sma’ my slumber 7

0! war yo mine, my pretty mabd,
How yo my life wad sweston—

Bare, you would gvt my maiden-hoad,
And [ your earafu’ keepin’.

“ Then, sy, come say, and cambid sy,
And don't slt thare ma daahin’,

Will ye bo mine this very day,
And well bo wed n faakion ?

My honest pouch weel lined wi cash,
My heart no'er ‘fore sae Jovin'.

Ho! by my boots, we'll cut the dmb,

Whan tae the clergy’s rovin'”

Saft ower hor pose the lassie looks,
And, ol ber smiles were greetin’;
“ I'm ower young for married guves,”
She fondly would been speakin.
But, Tore she keut, vight owor her chook,
Guid faith, bo timod ber dever,
Aud gien her rosy lips a muack,
That gared her heart to quiver.

Amil what eoald oen the poor thing dae *
Oeh | ware ber beart grew safter,
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For aft thay twisled on the hay,
And vowl he mirly daft her,
mﬁ'hm H"‘lﬁm
She clean had quite forgotien ;
A.Hlluhn'lu-hﬁh-._t
The Carter by hor sittia’,

Quoth sko—* the' sirangers are we twa,
An’ ne'er before's boon chearsome ;
Yet, something's rattlin’ through mo v,
mm.‘lﬂmm
I'm just ninotoon on Tharsday miest—
A g for o° their girmin';
1 carna tho' 1 face the priest,

Now on brave Tarry, be went fust,
Thoy nae on time were thinkin',

Till through the fair-folkes o° they drift,
And’s at the clergy's linkin'.

Whan there, the priest, wi’ weel cressh't loof,
Hﬂ“ﬂlﬁiﬂ.ﬁ'wl

And Jockey was  suncy enif,

Frao marn till evening, throagh the fakr,
Out 'er the sparkling lignor ;

The toast was o' the smiling pair,
Wha wedded had the vicar.

But eve warn M-wrm
A’ that was st the waddin®
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Brave Jock took hame wi' bis swest bride
i the eart be'd there to laden,

And there wos meat, and drink, and fin,
And toa, E_l,lh_'l.uduﬂ.ﬂ;

And sighbor's o' they, 100, cam’ in—
A’ twas wi' Jock

And Jock he tald the drolessine tale
Or his waddin' un' kis courtship,

And squared the floor wi” his beide himsel’,
And sao till dawn they sported.

Baut morning ap, and night been fed,
And they o' aff beem ranket,

Jock theught it was fu" time to bed,
And show'd hia girl the blanlkit.

And Ente was pleased tas hearts content,
Her man bein’ weel provided ;

And lang they've leved, and no'er knew want,
An' e in love they bide i

Yo jolly topers hush your mirth,
Mo mors of drnken Dacchin
Nor pride, vor afluence grovelfing forth.
Wi’ war or bluid malr * wrack na”
Put, oh! my song, and it s sweet,
Wha wadna sing sse charmis’,
Despisin’ &' the wealth o' state,
In Kate ssd Jock the Carman.

o —— - el e e

By
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Ballabp.

TuNE—™ Ciorn rige sry bisenis.”

Aw o'er my toil wi' sweaty brow,
While sang the Robin clearly—

A Antamn’s winds did roond me rowe,
The season | love dearly.

My thaoght ran high, my faney far
(¥or moors snd msosies many,

And distant ernigs, and many & sesur
Amid off I hied 1o Jeanio.

My heart boat light, my bosom heaved,
My nerves all weat p sporting,

A thousand springs oy frame received,
As legging to my eourting |

Put ob ] sad sorrow, fell and sour,
Soom hanishod joy, sas gleomy

I kesdna when the ovil hoar—
I thoeght weel lo‘ed me Jeanie,

Bt oh, nles ! when thither sped,
How, how cosld 1 be merry

I fomml & rivald in my sond,
Ulosn wosted by my deario

Thie fulse maid, tos, I fosnd untroe,
I kmew sho thought of Bawnie,

And what could w'en poor Habin do,
He couldnn live thowt Josnie

lig
My ardest mind enflamed to skaith,
Weel thairmed my wieve sis wanlie,
s anco amind to rush in wraith,
And trap sic silly fally ;
But morn becoming manhood's seli,
For " their jokes sme funuy,
Thus I took kefl, and scorned hee pelf,
Nor malr gaed back to Jeanie,

Back o'er the hill, s hame 1 stabbed,
Aboon the glen sae bashy,

There stood a cot, and In | jogged,
To sew ns sweet n lassie ;

To her 1 giod the presents o',
That I'd prepared for Jeani.

And passed the night Gl morning d,
Wi' eracks and kisses many.

0 nnce & week, this many 5 woek,
To Ann | hao boom roving ;

FEach night T go my tea’s more sweet,
And aye the gir's mair boving.

And happly U'm wi' ploasurs bles,
To eourt oy s ane bonnie |

1 Mess the bappy night 1 left,
Proud Jeande for my Annie.
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Thre Rovely Pink of Ballphap.

Tuwe—*" The banmy busw o' Ballockeple,”

The setting sun dwolt on the hill,

The ovening's shade fell o'er the lea—
And wandering through the fowery vales,
Outskirts the woods of Donagh'des ;

Behald ! a female fair [ spind,
That beanty's charms did all display ;
And simple truth proclaimed the maid,
The luvely pink of Ballyhay.

Fair as wus Eve, or beanty's quesn,
Before defiled by guilt of man,

With simple, unaffected mien,
And casy step she stroda along ;

Her voice was like the linnet's song—
Her conntonunce ss the summer dny—

Her beeath was ss the primrose blawn—
B sweel the Pink of Ballyhay,

She waa & naahilen, ke the one,
Not Julia in the myrils shade,
Hat like Don Juss's other dame,
Ev'n Haideo ln ber bridal braid,
0k ] bl the Mase of Byron met
This lovely sunflower on her way,
The magnoet of sttraction yet,
Should boen the Pink of Ballyhay.

00 ! while you revel round the board,
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You sons of youth, with mirth diviee,
Be chivalry once more restored,

To ler snd Jove send round the wine.
Aiswerooin's Laite, of Ssppho’s Muse, —

The Harp of Moors, nor Milton's lay,
Dd ne'er & fairer Bower produce,

Than the sweet Piok of Hallyhay.

0 fortune | how my soul wouold shine,
And how my heart divinely glow,
I¥d thou but stamp the falr oo mine—
No mare of lingering grief 1'd know.

I long net for the castlos stars,
Nor for the gems the rich array

The meanest cot on Erin's shore |
Were joy, with ler of Ballyhay.

¥ want a EWifr, just, lihe Wy Mither, L.

My mither s tidy, aad casty, snd clean,
My mither is winsoma and honay,

She looks mear os woel in her aubd torn goon,
As somo o your young anes, sao funnbo ;
My mither ean knit, and my mither can spin,

My mither's nae lasy or lither ;
To speak for mysel', | hao nae better freen,
And 1 want & wifis, just, like my mither.

Though it reddens the eyes, some sy, sitting up late,
And the noss, when you work after dinner ;
Though washes and paints the complexion can make,
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And to work oo at all the hand's thinuer ;
'.'n"rn‘-' theso fine grces, how nse charmis for me,
For bis wi' the same was my brither ;
T no'er frown on n s, theugh & hscks in her th
!th’iﬂutﬁwiqﬂﬁm "

0, she s the giel that is beal, Rind, and tras,
Who i sbout half pooe, half wealthy ;
in, -hillhllullhunmuhﬂ.hh'q.
Mil;l;m-thhhmﬂ;ﬁ-ﬂp
¥ rrvist i | nnil loving,
Hullhll-;-nnn:fi..ubllﬂr?dﬁ
And wi' these sweet graces and vittise combimed
She'll just be the stamp o' my mither, |

Away then my leal beart, nod rove the workd
And us the cock, amorons, and_dever, i
Go woo at ench hall where & swoet lnss is foand,
Ta a bundred brave girls be s Jover
But ne'er conrt o lnw for the sake of ber cash,
Before that yom weil one eansither ;
‘Ti-prudulmhmﬂnl-ﬁ--q'uﬁql
And wed & wife, just like your mither,

The poor brari-brolen FPMiboly.

Imhljnr.hnn'ﬂpmh
Imhm'dwhl-nﬂmul.

Biit yomthhood's days are n gane gite,

* I itk
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And it's & warld o° teasure. '
If there's m world, s we expect,
Beyond the grave of blises, '
O ! that my eraidle ne'or had mcked,
If bestor boo's tham this b
0! rogh the road, and lang the ride,
Throtugh life thero's many an ill, (0; 5
And better far than be n bride,
The eauld rarth for ane's pillow,

U've seon sas many days o sad—
Sas moch o this warld's seorning,
Wi sorrow bung, snd erape o'ereind,
That o' my joy's tn monrning.
My goodman deed, wyson's o' slain,
In Geordie's wars a fightin’,
My dochter's ruined "ore my sen—
What's left ma too deiight in ?
0! rugh tho road, and lang the ride, &«

1 lang the hour that gies me rest,’
1 lang the time, sncerely,
That sets me free fras care, wo press,
Ard lays me wi' my Oharlie.
Nan mair to sigh, nae mair wooweep,
Nie mair of troubles boding ;
How swest my dreams, how saft my sleeg,
Mung worms amd chocks carroiing.
0! fogh the road, snd lang the ride, S

0 playful yesrs, and toonful bloom,

Regardless of tn-morraw 5
—2
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O happy mald that dies whes young,

Nor kens the goads of sarrow ;
Uustained by erlineg, wuhart by wamt,

At death yo've nought 1o dread, O
You ne'er can know the fils torment,

A poor beart-brakon widew,

01 rogh the read, and lang the ride, &«

I care for marbobp cares not for mr.

This world may go height wi' its riding amd ronning,
It's pride amd its swee is & vomit 1o see

Tts vice and its fally can hae charme for naebody—
I care for nackody cares not for me.

Theugh this ane is banny, and that ano is bamdsome.
A third nno bas wit, and & fourth sme ks gloe—
Though the world may ca” them a* bonmy that hae the cash,

| care for mashody cares ot for me.

Mmrh‘ti‘hnhhudlmhtmdthtnph,
And many more gentles fu' bigh in degree ;

Yot what have these mobles or gents o'er done far me *
I eare for maskody enres net for me.

*Tis for Saanawy, the farmer, wha's harrassed wi'flee rents,
And Jownie, the slave, whe moun toll until des,

Towsay whether great falk has ¢'er done ought for thess—
I esre for naobody cxres not for ma,

Would the poor folk, together, aye cling to the poor folk,

B
© And ne'er to the rich folk go bending the kneey
Soon the groat folk, more: hnmble, wonld look on the
peor folk,
The poor in their tarn, then, might laugh and be free.

Thi heart truly bonest will ne'er stoop to nae s,
Though porerty.siricken, and poor as ean be ;
"Twill ne'er brook sn insuls "thout manly exclaiming :

1 eare for naebody cares not for mo.

ey, weep i me.
Tosin, " Ths Laal o' ths Lon®

Like Niobo for her childron,

Mysel' [ am bewildesin’,

W7 grief awa’ I'm moulderin’,
As end ns aad can b g

I'm weeping late and sir, sye—

Forlorn, in despair, aye—

My broast's sae fu' o° care, aye,
I canna taste o glee.

The day may shine asd thrive bloom—
The birds naay chaunt right blithesome—
The lambs may sport amd Tive seem,
And wantan may the bea
But o this bonuty blooming,
This brighitness sl illxming,
That summer brings perfnming.
Nae pleasare briogs to me.
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Dar weans are &' aww, Sam,
Death has sor dearsst twa, Sain g
Bot three we had in 2’ Sam,

The tither's o'er ihe sea.
Then wha shall sos befirion” w
In suld nge, abi! or scréen us
Frae all th blasts thsi ki je—

0! Weep, weep sei’ ma.

HUSHAK B,
What for is & this roarin, Mog 7
Diry wp veur toars, nor monrn, Meg :
This clay house a bit worn, Meg,
Bare, we mann leave it e
Then, what for o' this erying,
This sobbing, and this sighing ;

Your sorry eon be drying,
And no'er mo wooful be.

As if devold of grare were,
Anif the piteous cass wers,
Yo know, it uneo base were,

To mirm 2t Heaven's desree.
The bonniest Bowars, and fairest
The lovelisst, and the rarest—
The nesrest, and the donrest

Mann part, snd so maun we.

Lhust there's n Luned msost fake, Jove,

Mlost beautifnl snd rare, lova g

S5 conse, and don't despair, love,
But joyfu’ be wi’ ma

14F

Wa'll o' there meet ngnin, love,
Whare wordly care ean't pain, love,
Awid big s happy hame, lave,

Bas makr Go spndered b,

F

0! welcome band, s morry—
The meeting wo'll hae cheery |—
But ‘gain comes gloom so dreary —

How lang until I dee’
[Haconsolate, sae beart-broken—
The mair | would forget them—
The mair | think, aye frettin’—

0 ! weep, weep i’ e

My Xannie
Tm-ﬂﬂl'-'
Ouee | was fond of many o lass,
I'd onee s mind for sporting.
And nights, st weel, »i" Peg and Bess,
I've sat the young things courting :
It balds them ke my grannie ;
So am | tamed, mor care s haet,
CaRTE
0, slee's the girl tha's sumething worth,
Fur late and nir she's basy §
An bour, when spest wi' bor, 's worth tws
Wi eny ither hissoy.
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Jdean, ance was sumihine o' my o's,
But now she's gloom amd mair o1
“Tis mow {urmes] m._mh‘hh
ﬁﬂ!ﬂﬂ,‘l‘uﬂm,ﬂ;"r_
Her hanghiy prido she kas laid aside,
And shin's s !mhhhnn,i
Apd fondly would she be my brida,
Bot I'll now kiss but Nanaie.
0, she's the girl, &e.

O Nanuie is 8 winsome weneh,
Anil bears the stamp af sterling ;
She soothed my exre whem in & pioch,
And aye shell be my darling.
Oh! o the girls that e'er T saw,
Though sumerous they've brea many ;
There's nane compare to ber ara’,
To ber, my charming Nannie.
O, she's the gid, &e

She's sportive as the playfisl lam'—
Bhe's bithe s is ihe lnnst—

Sbo's modest us the primross blawn—
She's wdorous ne the shamrock.

Nor blackbird sweet, or mavis mild,
Bo innocent and funay ;

Bat emblem of swoet * Nuture's child,”
My ain, my charming Nannio,

0, she's the girl, &e.

Though dostsed to toil in slaverys chati,
Or work hard for my neighboar,

15k
The lovely lnss, was she my sin,
Light, light would be my labour.
O, I'll no'er firet, nor grumble sane,
Ner will 1 envy oay
frve me bul aye an boar 5t o'en,
To toushe wi' my Nannie.
0, she's the girl, &e.
res sarg of & Baved, o woll i mary Brosreks brdors bos |l s wil
il Wy b b Maees dad e e be guee Sfoend. = Wy Mo, 08,

g ottt of Beibar Water, wisl thet dsigghler of gl Borses, sl will
all gl peiemy uff deww | o Bty ol TOS Sl 08 Ul e e il e

@ but a single man's lone’
Fm waefu' and heartless, tho' plenty | hns,
Avil o lad baith of brass and of gumption;
I can't eat by day, noe by night 1 can't sleep,
I hae aye a want as want somethin:
I'm never content, for my beart's like g break;
U'm lamk, and I'm lazy, swd lither ;
I loiter and rhyme, like s poor silly rake— .
I study; wod think; asd consither,
¥, but & single man's lone, lons °
0, bat & single man's lone |
Wi hims sovrow's sharp, aod the cst broaks his heart,
And the girls are kis desil, schone, bone !
And the girls are his doed, ochone !

There, Tammie can langh, nnd be blithe in the park,
The' un anbl married man, o'tm sae cheery |

And Neddy can whistle, and sing sy bis wark,
And vow, thst o life be's no weary :




b fii]
Bout I canna whistls, nor | canna sing,
ﬂrhmm;uﬂnr‘.l.., b
The kale duy 'm pensive, = poor dowio thing,
And joyless, ns joyless can be, 0,
0, but & single max's lone, Jase ! &

Thus Bauldy ene ovesing his fate did deploce,
As he walked throagh & grove ‘twas him shadin,
When s voice from a thicket stirseted bis ear,
The musical voiee of & mabdps —
"Thi bove, gloomy love, that o'ershadows thy seoal,
And clomds the sweet jovs of thy mind, wind ;
No mare bend 1o sorrow, or sigh with dark dole,
Bot eome to my arms if thou'rt kind, kind:
And quit now your sighing, ochone, hone!
Anid quit pow your sighleg, ochons !
0, go wed a wifl, to sweoten thy life,
And keep yon from lying alone, loso—
Ta keep youl fram Iying slons.

He hies] 10 the bower, emboscmed kis denr,
And he eried o be kised the sweet Jussie ;
Thoo'rt sweeter to me than three thewsand s-year,
For his leal heart was light, biishe, sl saucy.
The priest wos swifh seni for, and seou they were wed,
And still they've been poyiil since syme, syme—
Fle ean now laugh and sing, Nike bis ain plaghmns, Ned,
Nl vow, that o merried [ifes fns, fine:
And be's qort pow bis sighing, ocions, booe!
Apd br's guit vow his sighing. achone,
The lliss of ihés life, he ne'er knew 8l o wite
Camsr 1o keep bim from lying alose. booe—
Cmne to hewp him from Iying alone

b —
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Tiw Dombard's Complai:.

—

it —* Tl o flarfrumagile pipller.

0 once | was tidy andd rich os my selghbours,
Though now [ am filihy and tarn in rags—
Bat by Sloth and Fally, and following drinking.
Ml like o poor sloven I'm oo my last legs

In the duys of my yoathosd, my hours passed sweetly,
The oold breath of sormow so'sr subden’d the bay ;
But, oh [ sinee the day thet my ol uncle died,
Full linthe I've koown of sweet comfurt or joy.

That worthy old friend at his doathi had & will made,
Which gave me possession of all thas he Juul 5

Awmil | 'lrlijlil. H'l:l.urrl. QAL T impmm
Can easily be made on p thooghtleas yonng lnd.

Open-hesried and merry | then went 3 courting,
While thousaods bhad laid cut ther soares bs itrepan,

And from conrting to spurting | bustily rambiled,
While every ooe rulled mee & clever young mas.

I catered the waorld RREFUE]CT g il Jln’in,'q'.
Dreligving the people all unch of mine

Al had flatterors many La s ] emimmend me,
Whose oaly chiel ebjects were wionen and wing,

At bengthy ooo DIl Deonsy, a ol sild tuper,
Who had Inid oot Bis plen to leasd e sstray,
1]
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And te the Hed Edon® wa both bong sur way,

a Iﬁ:ﬂ' i
Bespake sie sa fair, thai away | went with him, [{

With the Fips of ol Satan, sl tngusswees as bonegy ||
And mumsie ‘twenld charmed, oh, the ear of sad pin g

Bill Bateerd and wheedled, anl 10d win snch snrie.
That liis funoy company 1 conld not refrin, {

A habit begun s ot sasily enhigmornd,

Erpecislly in youth, whon ihs spirits are gy ;
Awl day to day squandering my tise on the faddlr, i
At last 1o the Lion T bocams & proy. /
A princpal favorite wan | thees at partics—

The man and the nsomey’s still weloomie the' late ;
Thow the lnndlord would ey, sndd woolld smile ag the |
enistron,
“ Who'dl wish that nor Bessy und George ben't joo
frreat.”

1 fousd myself now round encompanend by fellows,
Whe fartunes had once, but hal none Baw o spend |

And these witty wretchos being bont to undo me,
They vied with sach ather for whe'd be my firiend.

Each thing that I wald was & fund of WD,
And thus by their plaudits was 1 'extolled g,

While o churl was ] to fill up the decasie:
Whenever our goldets began to ma dry.

This sotting away in the haight of debanichery,
Now ready fresh women wore stares fross our eall &
* & bt Fubdir Vo
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And poor silly booly, | sever eould soo that
My pooe uncle’s property padd for it all.

From step to step sinking, | ne'er theught of ruin,
ﬂﬂwhrlhﬂhﬁln:dlhhhu_hﬂnl_

Till bern & poor wretch bis n baggae's conditions,
That might have had plesty, | wander the world.

Abt what is my boast in this wretched position.
T repay my posr uncls tulhillmh:l Wiy —
Thas vily ond ungratefiol to squander his fortwne, 3
And brand his guod name with eold death and decsy ©

Was this my gresi love for his prayers nsto Heaven
To guide me with counsel in paths that's divine,

To wander so far from the precepts of H.rﬂ-o..
Where in weary being, alas | sow I pina?

‘s dear wlse,
A spoiled reputstion, besides all that's .
Full sore my sal hoart does belp to weigh down,
Ner one [ the nation 1o on me have pity.
O save me Uen gallows would lend me 8 crewo.

1) well may I curve now the drink that makes drunkes,
Anid Comus, and Bacchos, and nll the whole bani,

Wha rabliod my poot heart hereof peaceand contentmest,
And beggar'd ma thus of py slver and band,

Bat this bp eursing my poor fellow-creatures.
El:fnhu: bui myself is to blnme fur the o o
Yet be this & warning to brisk, jolly fellows,
Wi think ik ve sl o get drunk by s thne.
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Dear youtks, be industiions, ani sever mind drinking,
!"-':lrrnlrrthlh—h:-,, ¥our mind jo perplex ;
For if that yow da, mﬂ-hﬂqrﬂwmdit,
Thrlhﬂlﬂﬂﬂudllhﬂ!mhﬂl-

Epitagh for the Autpor.

Lot mot the giddy schowlboy lnger here,

Nor jeering fap, ambitions, ar [
Eut Let poor Pity's children draw tienr,

Nor stem, yo sons of Pride, their bumble way.
Aol render, if of Natwre's soul thon s,

Thy heart, & heart that's ever prome ta feel,
Here rest p while ﬁlld-ﬂlndl:ldl]ﬂﬂ,

.-'-ndr-dthtirlfﬂiuhmdubrﬂul.

Heee Liew bolaw a solitary wwajn,
e hwlnlﬂlhrlirmtldlﬂn-wh;
Whi wnce, as you da, felt its oy and pain—
Iuniuri-u.lilﬁ.ﬂim. [0 PR
ﬂmﬁ'a.l-.,h“n..durm-u..-mg.
= Tha iﬂHtmde-*H-uﬂr-d'Mgh
Whem wilder, passion scourged life's vale along,
Awl fontering Naturs sartured bui thee' Wi,

Tt whad is lify 7 & hitbble on o streim |

Anid what Is fame ? an fdiaty fheeting laugh !
'ﬂliitm'l:lmdu'tpmhrud'pin.

All it cun give prer gowus i is seof,
Then, reader pauss, bifirs Wis rage you run,

hﬁnki-ﬂlhtﬁmﬂ'pllh you hnve to plad,
His virtses Imigage, lis follies shimm,

Wi v ot sy how to wrve bis Qo
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