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“Time rolla his ceaseless coures. ‘The race of yore,
Daneed onr infoney upon their kneo,

And told our murvelling boyhood legends ators,™

The Lady of the Labe.

Prurith:
FrixmeEp py R. Scorr, §, DEVONSHIRE RTRERT.
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POEMS.

“HEIGH FACK, HO ¥ACK, IS TE WITHIN "
A LEGEND OF BEWLEY OARTLE,

Lang sen whon Moes-troopers an thieves fr the Borders,
At neets when ’twas meun lect oft teayde a foray,
When the Armatrangs s Hardens outachemed the march
wardens,
An fowt them sew fiorcely they were fworc'd la giv way

"Twas then the grand Cassel o’ Bewley steads proadly,
Ita furrets majestic, ao battlements strang .

Defied aw the villtine en rogues fra the Borders,
The Tweeds-men, an aw the Northumberland gang ;

Saea bold, stout, en sturdy it steude in ita grandenr,—
The windaws ware stavchioned wi' strang iron barms,

Ant’ double yak denrs wi' rough plogs they wara studded,
Fit a mouth to defy a ferce siege 1’ the wars.

*Twas Christmns timo, when the Laird an his lackeys
Were feasting wi' 1 Machela at Crac¢kenthorpe Ho,—
The neat it was chilly, eanld, biting, an windy,
An ¥ grund frozen under & griming o' Enow :

‘When a sairey auld woman benesied an weary,
Com up to the gate, then sat doon oo & ateayne ;

An she scarcely bed strength for to poa the bell-rapper,
God help her, she louk'd as if sfrength was aw geayus

But wi' girt exertion, at last,—though but faiutly,
She meayde the bell tinkle,—tha houselkeeper hard,

Wha nowt but herapll was on maken resh cannels,
An being trustworthy she kept the gate burr'd.
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A lamp then she Jeeted —went straight to the pateway,—
A while she "connoitred to see wha was thers,

When the haof-sfarved anld huzy she spied on her haunchas
Devoutly and loadly was dewoniug a prayer.

She ax’d her hor wills, and the anld woman answered,
* Moy aw heaven's hlesaings he showered o' yer head,
If in ye thoro's gudeness to give a neat’s lodgin,
To a peur anld creatare i want and girt need.”

“ Ba off wi’ your fiam hypocritica! fleatchin,
Or T'l lowse the gitt dog, an he'll rive ys to mps ;
An come nes mair hers, we want nowt wi' ssck trollics,
Sen off ye auld gipeey mak uss o' your lege”

T auld woman then fried wi' reet humble submission,
Tt mek bersell of—when she bottared an fell, -
Though the housekesper's heart was prpof 'gain ¢ompassion
Yet thus she, bethowt her soma news she wud tell.

Sea slie enwid o +' anld woman to hoist up her carcase,
While ghe alid the bar beck to let her come in,

T guld jade thongh ses feckless har trank gat upended,
Reet thankfal o' shelter fra t' froat an canld win.

Then the housekesper scan'd her an ax'd where ghe co’ fra,
Her anawer waa, © Heotland, war £ toon Aherdeen” ;

** An what were the news ms ye crose'd ower the Border?
What mischiof's a brewin ¥ what rogues hev ye seen T

“ Gude faith,” mays ¢ auld woman, "aw's peace an gude
MADDErS,
There's na been any plunderen for a laug whils,
Ner yance bean a radae fro the rogues or the ravers,
Ben they heng'd hoafa-dozen st t' toon o' Carlisle.

An T wish they'd mak gibbets to hang aw sesk robbera,
The Armstrangs and Hardens, an aw the heale gang,

Then weel ‘twad aye be for ua peur honest bodies,
That wanis to be godly, an ' leayth ta du wrang.”
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The wayfaring stranger ses fowten an weary, -
Laid doon on the squeb then, an seun fell asleep,—

The housckeeper doon on her kness daben reshes,
By accident, up her ragg’d cwoats gat & peep,—

A pair o' men's shun, an the slops of hia britches,
Bhe just gat & glent at,—then teuk the alarm,—

But being stont-hearted her wit just hethowt her,
dhe'd give a het posast her belly to warm.

T" auld woman o t' aquab on her back she was anwoaring,
Whils t' housekerper quickly replenished her pan

Wi fat fra the Isrder,—and seon hed it hoilen,
To tearn doon her throat, be she woman or man.

Juet then a ehrill whissel fra putside the window,
An a voice crisd out * Heigh Jank ] iz is within "
The honsekeeper tauntingly anawered the speaker,
** Aye, Jaok'z here, bot ha's seaudad in his skin”

Nea answer she hard, bol mn streight to the turret,
An click'd doon the bugls,—a lmd blast she blew,

That rang through the trees o' the forest croes Fden,
An waken'd the bloodhound—the signal it knew.

An t' blast o’ the bugle loud as +' wind o' the helm,
It acted like megic the country roand,

Fwosk com to { eonclusion,—for weel they kent signal,—
At some of the Borderer rogues were come doon.

Then they armed theireslla quickly wi' flails, guns, an gullies,
To join wi' the Laird an his trustworthy men ;

An off they 8w set to the Cassal o Buwloy,
To show their good courags, the pleayce to defond.

But when they pat thither they fund nowt molested,
Though ' hloodhound was ranty an growlin in t' yawd,

Sea they march'd in to ' Ho—hard the housekeeper's stwonry
'Bout t' woman 1" britehes an t' boilen het lard ;
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Then they went an examined the strange leukin huzzy,
At t' housekeepor scauded wi' rash eanmnel fat,

An under her pown thoey soow fanel she weare britches,
Twen pistols, a dagmer, buff belt, an what nut,

* L] [ L]

Then they trailed the man-wonan far inte the forest,
An buried him snugly an under some tress,—

Though unshronded or shriven he gat extreme unction,
At least summet like it, wi" het cannel grecan,

OBE ON BURNS CENTENARY.

Writhen for & Conmztal Mee Rl on thol seoaxion af f ?
fby the Memalers of E:P_ﬂfmh& Culture Society. ooty

Tune your pipes yo Jeotehimen of,—
Harmanious blaats w1’ vigcmr blo’,- -
Ger them ring fra soe’ to sno',

That haps the frozen Po]m!
Rouse up and joiu ¥4 nstions o,

Tn answar t¢ their calls

And hail with joy the winter's morn,—
The hundredth yeur, sen Burns was born,
To feayee thiz world's rough toil an seorn,
And mept her proud rebufis ;
Hair hyp'd by ker wmiechisvous horn ;
But he gev back the cuffs ;

An elalp'd har fauts wi' vengeance sirang,
Gev :prisa and anvy many a bang,
And hypocrites wi' canten slang
He dealt them lusty whacks,
Then reayve their elwoaks Lo screeds hum-scram,
And lash'd them ower their hacks,
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. Tyrannic power sea hiard he hits,
Nar reayve her rule and rod to hits,——
Flay'd lang-tongued scandal into fita,—
For it wns hia belicf
#he'd sprung fra ‘mang the brimetooe pila,
A nasty, noiay thisf.

But sense an worth ha dues extol,
- And rings their praise fra pole to pole,
That raiucs ap the honest sonl
In high or low degree,
Tha' he be poor and hes to Leil,—
To independent ha.

Hia words of weight ast [ike 1 cherm,
On frozen hearts, and boat thom warm ;
Gives nature stil] a pobler form,—
O beauty and of warth ;
Draws pictures grand, fra t* blackest storm,
Mukes purmdisa on exrth

Tho stream, the river, brook, st tern,
The fruitful field, the yellow corn,
The wee bit daisy, and the thern,

The heather an the hill, —
Wi Leauties mair he does adorn,

An makes tham sweater still,

He paints the Fouthful womsn's ¢harms,

In lovely awest angelic forme,

That fires the sonl—the hesrt {L warms
With pure untainted lova ;

But blasts the heart wi' vengeful storms
That base deceivers prove.

The rock, the mountain, hill, an glen
Are aw indabted to his pen ;
He gives immortal neaymes to mep,—
The worthy and the brave,
But sevurges hard w1 bitter aplan
The gowardly aiid the knave.
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In sang he reigne the monarch grend,—
At heayme, away, far ower the land,—
Girt is the power he doss command
O'er witty and the dull ,—
Where'er he waves his magic wand
He cheara the flagging soul

When Natore dees the hills adorn,
And spresds her mantle vwer the thorn,
There it mud hing despie’d, forlom,
An wither i' the blast,
If Robert Buras Ead ne'er hean born
Its beantiza wad been loat,

Around this world's stupendous sphere,
Avw nations will his neayme revere,
Our girt grandbairne next kundredth year, -
When it Tﬁ returns,
Will walcome it wi' hearky cheer,
An reverence t' neayme of Bums,

Az lang sa & sea throws up its spray,—
Or Greenland hille are happ'd with maw,
Or lunge hev strength s blast to blow,

{r minstrelz' harpe arc strung,—
By clossea aw, beayth high an low,

Hia eangs they will be mng,

When Nature meayde him £ mould was lost,
Nea mair like him ahe'll ever hoast ;
Tho sair amang us ha wasz toaa'd,

"Twaa fow that ken'd his worth,
But now wa honour bim wi' cost

An celebirata hia hirth.

He gov the world to understand
Where wealth and worth gang hand in hand,
Nen fitter powers to hey eommand,
An rule sea girt a nation ;
But far ower oft the pest o' t' land,
Fills that important station.



