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The flefchers’ fkamblis ar gane dry ; 

The heiland men bringis in na ky. 

The merchands hes na change of wair ; 

The hoftellaris getfis na repair ; 

The craftismen ar not regardit ; 

The prentes boyis ar not rewardit 5 

The ftableris gettis na ftabil fies ; 

The hyre- women gettis na balbeis ; 

The hors-boyis ar hurt of thair waige. 

There is no proffeit for a paige. 

Schortlie, thair is na change within, 

The court of ftrangeris is fa thin. 

And all this forow, and mifcheif, 

Is nouther cum of huir nor theif; 

Nor be the force of entmeis ; 

Ner be privat con{fpiraceis. 

Bot becaus men hes lattin doun 

The fair, and market of our toun. 

I mean the mercat of our hors ; 

Quhilk nather cumis.to port, nor cors, 

Nor to the croft our toun befyde ; 

Quhar mony ane was wont to ryde. 

At guit Sanét Lukis nobill fair 

Quhair mony nobills did repair ; 

And for the wery wynter tyd 

For ryddin hors did:thame provyde, 
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For thame and all thair company ; 
That it was plefour thame to fe. 
Bot now the nobillis takis na fors ; 

And cairis not for ryddin hors. 
On hors thai will né mony f{pend, 
Bot fpairs it till ane uthair end. 
Sua nevir is fene intill our toun 
Lord, laird, burges, or baroun. 

And quhair that mony gay gelding 

Befoir did in our mercat ling, 

Now fkantlie in it may be. fene 
Tuelf gait glydis, deir of a preine. 

This cummis not, as we confidder, 
That men to travel now ar flidder ; 
For mony now fo biffie ar, 

Quhider ye travell neir.or far. 

Go befoir, or byde behind, 

Ye fall thame aye in your gat find ; 
Thoch nothing to thame thair per teine, 
Yit thai will ay be biffie fene. 

Nor yit tak thai this calr and paines 
On fute travellan én the plaine, 
Bot rydes rycht foftlie oh a MEIR, 
Weil montit in thair ryding geir. 
The richt’ reffoun thane til! elpy, 
Quhy rydin hors mén will not by, 
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Js that thai get ane metr unbocht 

And fua thai think thai ryd for nocht. 

nd thinks it war ane fulifche act 

On: ryding hors to {pend the pact; 

Haifand ane yaid at thair command, 

To ryd on baith in burgh, and land. 

This wikit mere fa weill thame ftaikis, 

And ambillis with them in the glaikis, 

‘That quha to hir dots anes him hant, 

Thairefter Ke can sot her want. 

For {cho fo gloriouflie dois ryd, 

‘Phat thame puffs up with pryd : 

Be thai anes montit‘on hir bak, 

‘Fhai think in thame there is na lak. 

Thair meit doublet dois thame rejoys 3 

Thay fpred abrod thair ruffet hois ; 

Thay tak delyt in nedil wark, 

Thay gloir in thair weill rufft fark. 

Thair litil bonet, or bred hat, 

Sumtyme heiche,. and fumtyme plat, 
7 Waites not how on thair heid to ftand ;. 

Thair glufis perfumit, in thair hand, 
SS 
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Helpis meikil thair countenance ; 

Et tout eff a la mode de France. 

Thair dry fcarpenis, baythe tryme and meit'; 
Thair mullis glitteran on thair feit ; 

Fhair 



Thair gartans, knottet with a roys, 
Putis all the laffis in thair chois, 
They fnyte, thoch thair na miter be, 
That ye may thair trim napkyne fee; 
And, gif ye richtly it confidder, 
The goldin knappis thal] hing thegidder, 
Quhaneas thay talk of ony thing, 
All tendis to thair awn loving ; 
Wald ye efteme thame be thair crakis, 
‘Phay wald be Cefaris in thair astis 
For lordlie liberalitie, 

Thay gone bot kingis for to bes 
Thair ryches, as thairfelfs dois count, 
King Crefus’ threfour may furmount. 
Onto thair talis quha lift attend, 
Thay knaw all to the warlds end = 
Gif ye will trew all that thay tell, 
Fn everie thing thai do excell. 
Tha ar the faffiouns, as I heir, 
Of men that sydis on the mere, 

The wemen als, that on nir rydis, 
‘Fhay man be bukit up lyk brydis. 
Thair heidis heifit with fickin {aillis P 
With clarty filk about thair taillis : 
Fhair gounis fchant to fchaw thair fkin, 
Suppois it be richt oft full din, 
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Tro mak thame {ma the waiit is bound ; 

A buift to mak thair bellie round: 

Thair buttokis boftérit up behind ; 

A fartigal to gathair wind. 
ee 

Thair hois made of fum wantoun. hew ; 

And quhene thai gang, as thai nocht knew, 

Thay lift thair goun abone thair {fchank : 

Syne lyk ane brydlit cat-thai brank. 

Sum taunting wordes thai haif per queir; 

Phat fervice thame in all mateir, 

Finis. 
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SANG AGANIS THE LADYES. 

F ladyes bewtie to declair 
I do rejois to tell ; 

Quhan thai ar ySang, men fhink tham fair, 

And luttie lyk to fell. 

Thay do appeir for to excell, 

Sa wounderous moy thai mak it. 

Sueit, fueit is thair bewis, 

Ay whil thai be contra@it. 

Quhan thai havé thair virginitie ; 

Thay feim to be ane fanct ; 

Seim as thay knew divinitie. 

Na propertie thai want. 

Ouha fwers thame tréw,; and feims conftant, 

And trefts in all thay fay, 

Sune, fune he is begylit, 

And lichtlied for ay. 

Sen Adam, our progenitour 

Firft creat be the Lord, 

Beleiv'd his wickit paramour, 

Quha confal’d him difcord ; 

Perfuading him for to acco1 di 

Unto the deii’s report ; 

Dull, dull dreis the man 

Phat trefts into that fort, 
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Bot thair is mony Adams now, 

And evir in this land; 

Sic beftlie men fubjectit wow, 

Ay redie at command ; 

Quhateir thair wyfes dois thame demand, 
Thay wirk it many wayis ; 

Ar fraydant at the man, 

Quhil thay bring him our flayis, . 

Our lords ar fo degenerat, 
Syn ladeis tuke fic fter, 

Thay fpend thair rents upon thair weids ; 
And baneift hes gud cheir. 
Thair goldimyth wark it gois fo deir, 
To conterfit grit prineis ; 

Lords, your ladye-wyfes; but weir, 
Put yow to grit expencis, 

Thair belts, thair broches, aiid thair rings, 
Mak biggings bair at hame; 
Thair hudes, thair chymours, thair garnyfings, 
For to agment thair fame. 
Scho fall thairfoir be calt Madame ; 
Botand the laird maid Knycht. 
Grit, grit is thair grace, 
Howbeit thair rents be flicht; 
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The lairds that drank guid wyn, and ale, 

Ar now faine to drink {mattis ; 

Thay top the beir, and cheips the meil, 

The ladie fawis the aittis. 

‘The jakmen and the laird debaitis ; 

Difhonorit is thair name. 

Fy, fy on thame all, 

for thai regard no {chame. 

Scho fayis, an the laird had men, 

That he will wodfet land ; 

Quhilk waiftit is by hir wemen. 

Mahoun refave that band! 

For thay will waift mair under hand, 

Nor us weil ftaik may. 

Ladyes and lairds, gar hound your dogs, 
And hoy the queins away. 

Sen hunger now gois up and down, 

And na gud for the jakmen ; 

The lairds and ladyes ryde of the toun, 
For feir of hungerie bakmen. 

The ladyes at the yet dois fhack thame, 
Regarding no remeid. | 
Short, fhort be thair lyvis ; 

And duleful be thair deid, 
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A NE fair fweit may of mony one 
A & Scho went on feild to gather flouris ¢ 

By come ane gymp man, thay calt him Johne, 

He luifit that prowde in paramouris. 

He fayis, * This hart of myn is youris ; 

¢ And ever hes bein, fen firft I fpy’d yow. 

© I gang with yow within tua houris.’ | 

‘¢ In fayth, quoth {cho, I may nocht byde yow.” 

¢ Gif ye fo chapit it were ane fcorne, 

‘ My hart gifs me with [the] to gang.’ 

Sche fayis, ‘Cum: meit me heir to morne; 
«¢ Perhape ye may fum freyndfchip fang. 

¢¢ Do way,” quoth fcho, * ye dwell too lang. 

“¢ Adew, my gude fchir, God mot gyde yow. 

‘* Now, be Sanét Bernarde, and ye [fyng fang, ] 

$¢ I fay yow fuyth I will nocht byde yow.” 
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[The morne] he came; he faw hir thair, 

Still at hir try behind the toun ; 

Fair fueit wourds he {pak to that fair; 

And grapit hir out throw the goune, 

And in hir eir begouth to roune, 

‘ Deir, be Sané Richard, I mon ryde yows 

‘¢ Ye ar fa lang in lowfing doun, 

‘6 The devil a bodie now may byde yow.” 

He fayis, ‘ My fair, quhair have ye ee? 

* This werk richt wyflie man be wrocht.’ 

Quoth fcho, ** To find us it may nocht be, 

66 Thoch we war with ane fleuth-hound focht. 

¢¢ Allace this byding is deir bocht! 

‘¢ For fchame,” quoth fcho, * for fchame go hyde yow, 

‘* T feil your lang thyng ftandis nocht : 

¢¢ Now devil burne me and ever 1 byde yow !”’ 
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f~ UHEN Phebus in the ranie cloude 

Ourfylit had the bemis bricht; 

And all wes lowne, befor wes loude, 

Caufit be fylence of the nicht ; 
I faw Seay ane werie wicht, 
Murning, and making dreirie mone $ 
Quhilk full f a ‘lie fat, and ficht, 
© Welcum eild, for youth is gone!” e 2, o 

The gaynis of my yeiris gent, 
The floutis of my frefche youthe 
i wait nocht how away is went; 
And wallowit as the winter weid. 
My curage waxis deif, and deid: 
My rubie cheiks, wes reid as rone, 
Ar leyn, and lauchtane as the Teid. 
Welcum cild, for youth is gone! 
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As fhadow in the fonnis beme: 

Or primrois in the winter {choure ; 

So all my days is bot ‘ane dreme: 

And haif the fleiping of ane hour! 
For my plefance of paramour, 

This proverb now I mon propone; 

Lixempil is faid als fueit als four. 

Welcum eild, for youth is gone! 

Ane nap is nurifaiid eftir none; 

Ane fyre is fofterand for my feit ; 

With dowbill fokkis for my fhone; 

And mittans for my handis meit. 

At Luifis lair I lift nocht leit : 

I lyke beft quhen I lig alone. 

Now all is four, befoir wes fueit; 

Welcum eild, for youth is gone! 

My curland hair; my criftel ene, 

Ar beld, and bleird, as all may fe. 

My bak, that fumtyme brent hes bene, 

Now cruikis lyk afie camok tre, 

Be me your fampill ye may fe; 

For fo faid wourthy Salomon, 

Elding is end of erthlie gli. 

Welcum eild, for youth is gone! 
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q O frefche youtheid of yeiris grene! 

O tendyr plant of hie curage! 
As thow art now, fo have I bene; 

Als plefand and of fic parage. 

Youtheid have [thow] mind on ages 

And deid that clofis all in ftone; 

Sen heir leftis none heretage. 

Welcum eild, for youth is gone! 



wry 

THE DANGER OF WRYTING. 

AINE wald I, with all diligence, 
Ane fang mak, plefand of fenterice, 

To everie mannis appetyte ; 

Bot thairin failyes my {cience, 

Thus wait I nocht quhairof to wryte. 

For, thoch fevin yeir I war avyfity 

And with my wittis all devyfit, 

Ane fingulare thing to put,in-dytes 

It fuld with fum men be defpyfit. 

Thus wait I nocht quhairof to wryte, 

And thoch I fay in generale, 

Sum fall it tak in fpeciale ; 

And of fum folk I fuld have wyte, 

Quham I did never offend nor fall. 

Thus wait I nocht quhairof to wrytee 

Wryte I of liberalitie, 

Of gentrice, or nobilitie, 

Than will thay fay I flatter quyte ; 

Sa few ar of that faculties 

Thus wait I nocht quhairof to wryte. 
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And, gif I wryte of wretchitnes, 

Than is it war than ever it wes ; 

For thay will fay that I bakbyte ; 

So thik that furnaine dois incres. 

Thus wait I nocht quhairof to wryte. 

Wryte I nocht eftir all mens’ mynd, 

Suppois that part be evil inclynd, 

The making is nocht wourthe ane myte. 

Is nane fo hable, heir to Ynde, 

That eftir all mens’ will can wryte. 

Grit danger is in the endyting; 

Gif lytil rewarde be in wryting 

Better war leif my paper quhyte; 

And [tak J me to uther delyting. 

Thus wait I nocht quhairof to wrytes 



THE LAMENT OF A PURE 

COURT-MAN. 

OD, as thow weill can, 

Help the flie court-man ; 

His banes may I fair ban 

Firft lernt me to ryde. 

Thre brether wer we, 

All borne of ane cuntre ; 

The hardeft fortoun fell me. 

Grit God be my gyde! 

The eldeft brother was na fule, 

Quhen he was young yeid to the fcule ; 

And now he fittis on ane ftule, 

Ane prelot of pryde. 

My fecund brother bure the pak, 

Ane lytil.quhyle upon his bak ; 

Now he hes gold and warld’s wrak, 

Lyand him befyde. 

Now mon I to the court fayr, 

Baith thriftlefs and threid-bair : 

Quhairevir I found, or I fayr 

In barrat to byde. 
O 3 
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All men makis me debait, 

For heirifchip of horfmeit s 

Fra [be femblit on my feit, 

The outhorne 1s cryde. 

Thay rais me all with ane rout, 

And chafis me the toun about; 

And cryis all with ane fchout, 

* O traytor full tryde!’ 

Quhen I have ridden all day, 

He wer wyte that can fay, 

Gif the court-man weil lay ; 

Wa, na be Sanct Bryde. 

At nicht is fome gaine,— 

This is our auld a rayne ;—= 

Tam maift wilfum of wane, 

Within this warld wyde, 

Now man I the court fle, 

For falt of meit, and na fe ; 
With na mair gude na ye fe, 
Upon this gald glyde. 

Syn, but devotioun, furth fair, 
And fenye me ane Pardonar, 
With bag, and burdone full bayr, 
Lo beg, and nocht byde. 
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Now in my mind me remordis, 

As the court-man recordis, 

All my lippining upon lordis 

Is layd me befyde. 

Man, thow fe for thyfelf ; 

And purches thé fum pelf. 

Leyd not thy lyfe lyke ane elfe, 

That our feild can flyde. 
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GOD GIF IWER WEDO NOW! 

A SuA.N G, 

| N DER ane brokin bank ane by, 

I hard ane heynd cheild mak his mane, 

He ficht, and faid richt drerélie, 

Evil is the wyf that I have tane! 

Forthy to yow I mak my mane, 

Ye tak gud tent quhair that ye wow, 

It is {cant ane twelf-month gane— 

God gif I wer wedo now! 

War I ane wedo, forouttin weir, 

Full weill I culd luik me aboute: 
Tn all this land, bayth far and neir, 
Of wyfing I fuld have no doute. 

Upon my hip I have ane clout, 

Quhilk is nocht plefand for my prow. 
Quhen fcho is in, I am thairout, 

a God gif I wer wedo now! 



Quhen fcho is in, I am thairont, 

Scho lift nocht at my layr to leyr: 

In all this land, forouttin dout, 

Of fturtfumnes {cho hes no peir. 

Scho garris me fay with fempill cheir 

That I have nother corne nor kow. 

I mak my mane, as ye may heir, 

God gif I wer wedo now! 

Scho luikis doun oft, lyk ane fow, 

And will nocht fpeik quhen I cum in: 

I fpak ane wourde, nocht for my prow, 

To ding her weill it war na fyn. 

Syne on hir fut [up] couth fcho wyn; 

And to the rude feho maid ane vow, 

$ For I fall hit thy fpindill fchyn.’ 

God gif I wer wedo now! 

With that {cho raucht me fic ane rout 

Quhill to the erde fcho gart me leyn; 

Suppois my lyf wes oft in dout, 

Hir malice I culd nocht refrein. 

Scho gars me murne, I bid nocht feyn, 

And with fair ftraiks {cho gars me fow. 

Thus am I cummerit with ane quene. 

God gif I wer wedow now! 
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DVYCE TO BE BLY TH.IN BAIL. 

qT N bail be blyth, for that ts beft. 

ata, In barret gif thow be bowne to byde, 

Lat comfort clenlie in thé reft ; 

Eat never thy cair in ‘court be cryd. 
T tn ee het huik that thow hyde; 
Mave houp in him that ay fall lett ; 
Fra forow fone be fet on fyde. 
Ja bail be blyth, for that is bef, 

EF es £ thow will not in bail be blyth, 

Sone of this blis thow may be bair: 
7 thow fick ane thoufand fyth, 

t will nocht fauf thé of thy fair; 
Nor et remeid thé of thy cair. 
fat comfort cleinlie in thé reft: 
‘Fhow leyr this leffoun at my lair, 
In bail be blyth, for that is beft. 

Deir on deis and thow be dicht, 
And fyne fits drowpand lyke ane daa, 
Fayn will thay [all] be of that ficht ; 
And thai that onlie is thy fa, — 

Ay Thay will nocht gruge to lat ye ga; 
1 | ‘Phair is.no gle with fic ane geft. 

| Oft{)s fayis the fempill fua, 
| fa. bail be blyth, for that is beft ° 
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Lat never thy inne meis with thy mis, 

Nor mak thé mirth on na maneir; 

How ever thay fay with the it is, 

Of thy mifcheif lat thame nocht heir. 

Thai will be blyth, as bird on breir, 

In payn to fee thé punift and preft ; 

Thairfoir in countenance ay be cleir. 

In bail be blyth, for that is beft. 

For ay blyth I reid [that] we be, 

That ever in blis we may be kend; 

For this I fay, be ma than me, © 

That murning may nothing amend. 

Fra the feynd God us defend, 
For bayth fute and hand wes faft. 

Of this mater I mak ane end. 

in bail be blyth, for that is beft, 
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EPIGRAM. 

‘¥ YW E that hes no will to wirk; 

A £ And luifs not God, nor haly kirk; 

And hes no lands, ({furth) for to fpend ; 

Nor yit hes freynds, his needs to mend; 

And hes na rent, quhairon to leif; 

And will not beg, thoch men wald geif ; 

And with that is trym, fat, and fair 

How fall he byde the juitice-ayr? 
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THE MURNING MAIDIN. 

TILL under the levis grene, 

This hinder day, I went alone: 

1 hard ane may fair murne, and meyne; 

To the Kine oF Love fcho maid hir mone. 

Scho fychit fely foir ; 

Said Lorp, I luif thi lore. 

¢ Mair wo dreit never woman one. 

¢O langfum lyfe, and thow war gone, 

¢ Than fuld I murne no moir 

As rid gold-wyir fchynit hir hair ; 

And all in grene the may {cho glaid. 

Ane bent bow in hir hand {cho bair; 

Undir hir belt war arrowis braid. 

I followit on that fre, 

That femelie wes to fe. 

Withe ftill murning hir mone {cho maid. 

That bird under a bank feho baid, 

And lenit to ane tre. 

Wanweird, {cho faid, ‘ Quhat have I wrocht, 

‘ That on me kytht hes all this cair? 

¢ Trew lufe fo deir I have thé bocht! — 

‘ Certis fo fall I do na mair. 

* Sen that I go begyld 

€ With ane that faythe has fyld.— 

¢ That gars me oftfyis fich full fair ; 

¢ And walk amang the holtis hair, 

€ Within the woddis wyld. 
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This gtit difefe for luif I dré - 
tT 

Phair is no toung can tell the wo!— 

I lufe the 

I may not mend—but murning mo. 

oe a 

Throw defi 

luif, that lufes not.me ; 

God fend fum remeid, 

tany, or deid. 

I am his freind—and he my fo. 
My 

I EES him never na feid! 

y fueit, alace! quhy dois he fo 

Withoutin feyn I wes his freynd, 

and wark. Grit God, it wait?! In word, 

Juhair he wes piacit, thai hft J leynd, 

Doand h i} 1im fer vice ayl ahd j late. 

He kepand eftir fyne 

Till his honour and myne. 

Bot now he gais ane uther gait ; 

l hes no e to my effait ; f ’ 

Quhilk dois 1 ll this. py 
. Prd 

| T Me atatekad 7 
pyne that J may 

Res 

prute, 

murning mo— 

lufes ane uther lnfe— 

Quhy does he fo? 

he me forfaik—~— 
Seta) Bae on his maik f— 

Thairfoir my hart will birft in two. 

And thus 3, walking with da and ro, 
SOR ae eee oC ore 
NOW reir £ tabte leif 
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set eg go re RN nl ter 

Than wepit fcho, luftie in weyd; 

And on hir wayis can {cho went. 

In hy eftir that heynd I yeyd, 

And in my armis culd hir hent. 

And faid, ‘* Fayr lady at this tyde, 

‘¢ With leif ye man abyde. ' | 

«¢ And tell me quho yow hidder fent? i 

‘* Or quhy ye beir your bow fo bent ; 

‘¢ To fla our deir of pryde? 
| 

“ Tn waithman weid fen I yow find 

«In this wod walkand your alone, 

s¢ Your mylk-quhyte handis we fall bind 

«¢ Quhill that the blude birft fra the bone. 

«« Chairgeand yow to preifoun, | 

‘¢ To the king’s deip dungeoun. | 

«¢ Thai may ken be your fedderit flane 

*¢ Ye have bene mony beiflis bane, 

‘¢ Upon thir bentis broun.” 

That fre anfwerd with fayr afeir, 

And faid, § Schir, mercie for your myc’ 

¢ Thus man J bow and arrowis beir, 

¢ Becaus I am ane baneift wycht. 

€ So will I be full lang. 

For God’s luif lat me gang; a 

¢ And heir to yow my treuth I plycht, 
a That I fall, nowder day nor nycht, 

No wyld bent » ait with wrang. 
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* Thoch I walk in this foretft fre, 
With bow, and eik with fedderit flane, 

* It is weill mair than dayis thre, 

ry 

And meit or drink yit faw I nane. 

€ Thoch I had never fic neid 

‘ My felfe to wyn my breid, 

Your deir may walk, fchir, thair alanes 

Yet wes I nevir na beiftis bane. 

“] may not fe thame bleid. 

Sen that I never did yow ill, 

“It wer no-fkill ye did me fkayth. 

€ Your deir may wre 5 TREN thai will: 

*T wyn my meit with na fic waithe. 

“I do eh litil wrang, 

* Bot gif I flouris fang. 

aes that ye trow not in my ay HG 

© Pak heir my bow and arrowis b baythe 

¢ And lat 
g 

n y erik tea} E> y my awin ielfe yang, 

** I fay your bow and arrowis bricht!— 

** | bid not have thame, be Sanct Bryd, 
** Bot ye man reft with me all nycht, 
** All nakit fleipand be my fyd.” 

* T will not do that fyn!’ 

‘ Leif yow this warld to wyn !— 

** Ye ar fo haill, of hew and hyd, 
** Luif hes me fangit in this tyd. 

*] may not fra yow twyn\” 
s ¢ 
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Than lukit fcho to me, and leuch ; — 
And faid, ¢ Sic luf I rid yow layrie. 
¢ Albeid ye mak it never fa teuch, 

‘ To me your labour is in vane. 
¢ Wer I out of your fycht, 

‘ ‘The {pace of halfe a nycht, 
* Suppois ye faw me never agane— 
* Luif hes yow ftreinyeit with litle paine 
* Thairto my treuth J plycht.’ 

I faid, ** My fueit, forfuythe I fall 
‘¢ For ever luif yow, and no mo. 
** Thoch uthers luif, and leif, with all 
£¢ Maift certanlie I do not fo. 
** T do yow trew luif hecht, 
* Be all thi bewis bricht! 

** Ye ar fo fair be not my fo! 
‘* Ye fail have fyn and ye me flo 
°* Thus throw ane fuddan fycht.” 

* That I yow fla, that God forfcheild ! 
* Quhat have I done, or faid, yow till2 
¢ I wes not wont wapyns to weild— 
* BOt am ane woman—¢gif ye will, 
‘ That fuirlie feiris yow, 

* And ye not me, I trow. 
* Thaifor, gude fchir, tak in none ill: 
« Sall never berne gar breif the bill 
: At bidding me to bow. 

5°C OU SH ak Orb iM Ss. 
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© Into this wode ay walk I fall, 

€ Ledand my lyf as woful wycht ;—« 

© Heir I forfaik bayth bour and hall, 

« And all thir bygings that are brycht ! 

© My bed is maid full cauld, 

¢ With beiftis bryme and bauld.— 

¢ That gars me fay, bayth day and nycht, 

¢ Alace that ever. the toung fould hecht 

€ That hart thocht not to hauld!’ 

‘Thir words out throw my hart fo went 

That neir I wepit for hir wo. 

But thairto wald' not confent ; 

And faid that it fould not be fo. 

Into my armis {wythe, 

Embrafit I that blythe. 

Sayand, ‘* Sweit hart, of harmis ho $ 

‘¢ Found fall I never this foreft fro, 

€¢ Quhill ye me comfort kyth. 

Than knelit I befoir that cleir ; 

And meiklie could hir mercie craif. 

That femelie than, with fobir cheire 

Me of hir gudlines forgaif. 

It wes no neid, I wys, 

To bid us uther kys. 

Thair mycht no hairts mair joy refaif, 
Nor ather culd of uther haif. 
Th 

h a bus brocht wer we to blys. 



ON THE FOLYE OF GREFE. 

HIS I propone in my carping, 
All myne alone, this I propone ; 

Makand my mone to hevyn’s king ; 

This I propone in my carping. | 

Welcum be weird. as ever God will, 

Quhill I be beyrd, welcum be weird ; 

Into this eird ay to fulfill ; 

Welcum be weird, as ever God will. 

I fall wey bayth in ane bailance, 

Wynning and fkayth, [ fall wey bayth; 

For God will grayth his purviance ; 

fall wey bayth in ane ballance. 

Kis, or difeis, as God will fend, 
Alyke fall pleis, eis or difeis ; 

Ay till obeyfe quhill lyfe mak end; 

Ris or difeis, as God will fend. 

Quhat mendis it a man to murne ? 

In fyte to fit, quhat mendis it ? 

For er men wit this warld will turne, 

OQuhat mendis it aman to murne? 

P 2 
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ON FALS FREYNDSCHIP. 

7s HE thochts of men dois daylie change, 

| As fantafie breids in thair breftis. 

For quhy? Thair nature is fo ftrange, 

That few can find quhair friendfhip reftis. 

For double dealing beirs fuche fway, 

All honeft meining dois quyte decay. 

The ftedfafte faythe, that freynds_ profes, 

Is fled frome thame and feindle uff. 

Quha dois ane faytheful freynd poffes, 
et, 

Be quhame he never wes abufit ? 

Quhair ane is fund ane freynd indeid, 

A {coir thair be that fails at neid. 

* 

For barran treis will blofumes beir, 

Als weil as thois that fructe do yeild; 

Quhais barke and branchis {chynes als cleir 

As ony flour in all the field. 

Als femple luiks the fubtil man, 

| vs he that of na falfat can. 

A freynd 

VD i coi cad ll i cia Py ee F Se 7 Se fs i. 
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haat naan or ey A feeynd in wourds, quhair deids be deid, 

Ts lyk ane {pring that watir wantis : 

And he that with fair words is feid, 

Dois hope for frute of witherit plantis. 
Bot quha can judge be vew of e | 

Quhair [deids] be deid quhair treuth fuld be? | 

The fureft way that I can find i) \s 

Is firft to prufe, and fyn to truft; 1) ve 

So fall affection not be blind ; Hi 
For treuthe will fone try out the jut: 

And tryal knaws quha meins diffait, 

And byds bewar with thair debait. 

Without gude -prufe be not owr bald, 

Gif yow my counfale lift to taik; 

In payntit words thair is na hald; 

‘Thai be bot leaves that wind dois fchaik, 

Bot quhair that words and deids agré, 

Trutt weill that freynd and credit me. 
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SANG ON ABSENCE, 

(\ E'N that [the] eyne, that workis my weilfair, 
AJ Dois no moir on me glance, 
A thoufand fichis, with fuelting fobbis fair, 

Dois throw my bowels lance. 
J die yairning 5 

I leif pyning ; 

Woe dois encres ; 

1 wex witles. 

© findering! O wofrul doleance ! 

The day quhenas the fair pairtit me fra, 

Plefour me left alfo. 

Quhen that from hir I finderit wes away ; pes 
Milchance me hint but ho. 

T waxit wan, 

The fame hour than. 

Sorow fenfyne, 

Dois {till me pyne, 

© that gudeicht hes caufit mekil wo! 

= a Pr \ Path. oe 7 xz 
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Evin as men may the turtil trew perfaif, 

‘Once having loft hir feir, 

‘On the dry brainche, ay faithful-to the graif, 

Bewayling perfeveir. 
So my defyre, 

‘Kindlit in fyre, 

Dois foir lament 

My luif abfent. 

© God, gif amour be ane paine to beir ! 

Never in fomer the hait canicular day 

So hote with beamis brint, 

As dois that fyre, quhilk, me devoring ay, 

Hes faul and bodie tint. 
And never a dairt 

So perced my hairt, 

As dois the bowt 

Quhilk luif me {chot. 

O god Cupid, gif bitter be thy dint! 

As he that fwiramis the moir he ettil faft, 

And to the {choire intend, 

The moir his febil furie, throw windis blait, 

Is bakwart maid to wend. 

So wars be day 

My ereif grewis ays 

The moir I am hurte, 

The moir I fturte. 

O cruel Love, bot deid thow hes none end! 

P 4 
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The faithful meffinger 
SOG 

To huifars langorous, 

Augments my woe; and als the dayis licht 
Maks me more dolorous. 

The day I dwyne, 

The nicht I pyne; 

Evin eikis my forow 

Wors then the Morow: 
1 oe Be yh Oa es Yo cok Saal I be a la O God, in love gif J be malhourous! 

And gif that neid to flumbir me conflrajne; 
Faint throuch melancclie, 

Unreft dois [quikly] walkin meé agane 

To mufe my miferie, 

Quhatevir chance 

Dois me outrance, 
Regt "3 

Ta 

6) » Hor breift, now fueit mow redolent} 
Of that fueit bodye deir. 

© tcorne of luifars Cupid blind art heir 

Re SE 
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Syn ie quhen the Morning, (with bir mantil grein) 

Opinis the dayis face, 
Wi wen : Seale ine es Ara: eae htis ges Ith Fnepbus” lient the cairfui thocntis dein 

Renewis thair woful raice: 

My fyrie raige 

Dois then aggrage: 

My {oir torment 

Dois moir augment. | 

O gif abfence be paine in luifis caice! 

So mony ftarris ar nocht in nichtis fein © 
> 

Nor in drawing colouris : g : 
T ee alse 52, Sei “ ong Nor f{cippine Iyogels, amid the medow grein = x 2 Do oO ere) ae 

As I thocht of dolouris. 

Noy upon noy 

Marks to def troy 

My woful lyfe, 

Fechting in ftryfe. 

@) oif unhap be found in paramouris ! = 

The Day, befoir the fuddane Nichtis chaice; ; 
Dois-not fo futftlie go 

Nor‘hare, befoir the ernand grewhound’s face, sa 

For luif Be os ane, 

Without remeid 

Rin to the deid. 

1 God, 
é 

phe = sare 
eif deid be end of mekil woe! S c 

ie aka pests hina 
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© goddis hiche! gif in the hevin be found 

Sinn band of amitic, 

I yow befeik be movit with my wound 5 

! And have furn juft pitte. 

y M y Susie lyfe 

I hate as ftryfe. 

| I me ae aik 

Vy For other’s faik. 

O gif luif caufis {trange inamitie! 

Ha now, my Mufe! my foucy, and my cair? 
Leif of thy lamenting. 

cis to complaine of mifchap ony mair, 

End now. f ceis to fing. 

He es can plaine 

Pois thoill leift paine. 
Seif ar iis hairtis 

But playnt that fmartis. 

dolour 1s ane nourifchings 

(iid Meds pa eee Bo STs Je “EE ws 
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SCOTISH POEMS. 

Spottt ag ae re 

ANE EXCLAMATION MAID IN ENGLAND UPONE 

THE DELYVFRANCE OF THE ERLE OF NOR- 

THUMBERLAND FURTH OF LOCHLEVIN, 

WES EXECUTE IN YORKE. 1572. t), 

U HO lift to mark the Scottifch vyfe, 

Or knaw the cuftomes of thair kyndis, 

Sall weill.perfave thair craftie wyle, 

And fals diffaitful doubil myndis. 

For quhairas thay gud will profes, 

The treuthe appeirs thay mein no les. 

Gif travel be occafion try 

Of foraine lands the inclination; 

Be pruif richt weil I doe efpy 

The Scottifch tred, and nauchtie fafoun, 

To be fo bad, that from the reft 

Thair lyfes and grydines ar detett. - 

Thair faffioun I abhor indeid, 

Thair converfatioun js defylit ; 

Faire {peiche prevails themefelfes to fpeid ; 

Quho to thame truft ar clein begylit, 

For thay richt fimplie will deciair, 

Of whom the juft aucht to bewar, 



Gf. ; my | fi E p hikes E yy fb fairer fpeche, the falfr hairtis : 
Sh 

qT], f Wy, ; Lhe fuireft is ands, the foneft brokin ; 

Gif this worde nays again be a kin’, 

For lords and lairds ar nother jutt; 

ommouns to be trufte Z 2) ey ae a et Pays @ 

In falfet thay excell in kynd ; 

in-wordes thay maift of all exceid. 

In treafoun none lyik do I find ; 

In treuth thay never obferve thair creid. 

For fay and promeis quhat thay can, 

Thair wordes and deides will never pans 

Gif Judas ave wes traffounabil, 

Or Pylate’s judgments countit bad, 

ae ne I think thame reffonabil? 

ah cece be tham 

Of their gk eit treffoun in few yeiriso 

And now, of lait, the greteft wrang 

TI hat ecw halman aii {t 
mat Ever noDiiman POL CLE me 

fine baneift lord wes thame amang, 

Quho fled for feir to be oppreft. 

Northumberland hecht this lord to names 
ay 
oumty ac O en honour, and greit fame. 

OB Be nae ee Belial eS Sinschiaak, ate 



Quho for releif, in time of wo, 

Did helples wander in thair land, 

As baneift wichts wer wont to go, 

Till efter grace thay better fand. 

Murray, Mortoun, and Ruthven’s caice, 

For flauchter in thair princis plaice. 

With thoufands mo of lords and louns 

Of that ungracious natioun bred, 

Quho fand relief in all our touns, 

As cuftome, and gud faffioun led, 

Thoch under colour thay pretendit ; 

Yit baneift wichts wer ay defendit. . 

Gif trefpas be fo greit ane fin,' 

As d lifobedien e aa deferve ; 

ci no refudge ane man may win, 

he penitent for helpe may fterve. 
“i 

is Scotland had not bene fic seat 

Fy on thee, Scotland, and thy feid! 

Abone all realmes wo the befall! 

Thy lords h one fo ichameful deid 

That tratours ay men will yow call. 

Yow ar fo gredie on Engli (ch go] 
we ! ie 
Phat all your credit now is fold. 

SCOTISH POEMS. 
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And gif that yow had bene in mynd 

The auncient leig, as trewis requyrit, 

Nocht heirtofoir ye fall one find 3 

That to the deith hes bene delyverit: 

Muche moir ane nobil baneift lord. 

Quhy fuld ye fell him to the cord? ; 

This cryme of yours is mani ifeft Is 

Abone ail fubtil trefouns greit. 

The gold is gat for fuche ane gaift, ae, 

Will never buy your children meit. 

It will decay; and yit your fame 

Continue fall with cruel blame. 

Gif France had bene of your accord, 

Or Flaunders gevin ate lfes to gaine, 

Thair is remaining yit one lord 

That had pofeft this woful paine. 

Bot yit thefe lands fall honour have, 

Quhan ye with {chame fall go to grave, 

And, thoch I wryte aganes your act, 

Yit am I giaid ye gave the man. 

feet may be gud, and yit your fact 

Your childer’s childrein may it ban. 

God is gracious quhen we repent ; 

Aud our Quene merciful in judgment. 

BN die A ic Blade ea ah a le Ne 
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THE ANSWER TOTHE ENGLISCH 

BALLAD, 

O W that do wryte aganes the Scottis, 
Thair actioun for to deprave ; | 

Thame taxing with fo fchameful blottis, 

Sould have alledgit refouns grave. 

{ yow advys call in your. fcroll ; | 

Yow wait not quho will it controll. 

Thoch fum have playit Judas’ pairt 

In felling gud Northumberland, 

Quhy fould they thoill for thair defert 

That fane wald have that fact with{tand ? 

Or yit the countrey beir the blame? 

Lat thame that foid him have the fchame, 

Mar, and the devilifche Douglafiis, 

And namelie Mortoun, and Lochlevin ; 

Macgill, and Orknay, Scottifh affis ; 

And Cleifche, quhomto the gold wes gevin ; 

Dumfermling that the py prepaird ; : 

And lowfe Lindfay quho was his gaird. 
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‘Thefe onlie wer the Juddaffis ; 

Thefe onlie gave thairto ntl : 

And onlie thefe tua Douglaffis 

Participatit of his pryce. 

So lat his bluid be on thair heidis, 

On thair pofteritie and feidis ! 

Your quene had pruif that Mortoun’s race 

To covatice wes hail inclynde, 

And fo to Precis this caice, 

Addreft hir onlie to that kynd. 

And not-to all, bot Mortoun rather, 
yy Re eee L feed 

Be money that corrupt his father, 

Quho tuik king Hareis money fo, 

Our cardina! to keip in hauld; 

And fyne for money luit him go, 
A 4 
And for ny hundreth crouns him fauld, 

a 

Bis gills, V7, peer eae vipan he WEY eee Of kynd fo Mortoun hes it thee 

A ht } ann rhar > e a ] To chop, and change; and to fell men. 

You fould not preis di feftimatioun 

To fuch as thairin no lak had; om 

Thoch thair be alfo of our natioun, 

all others, gud and bad. 

Yit blame not all, for one or ty 

That mein no treuth to freind nor fo. 

PE EN TR Re OME 
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Sth France producit ane Ganyelon, 
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And England monye tratours bred ; 
Quhat fairlié than thoch we have on? 

Yit is it not ane Scottifche.tred. 

For Scotland ay, of auld.and new, 

To baneift wichts wes.éver trew. 

Henrie the Sext wes heir-exylde; 
For quhom we micht ‘have :had greit.gané; 
As for his Quene, and anlie chyild; 
Yit wer thay nather faiild, -nor-flaine. i 
Your ftoreis fchaw, wer thay -perufit; We 
Greit ftoir ; bot nane that Wes-ill ufit. 

This Lordis wyfe focht té,Lord,; Home, 
As Leongrd Dakeri3, and mony mo, 

Quhome all the gold in Chriftindome 

Wald not have movit to fell thame {c. 

Ye kriaw quhat hairme'he hes fuftcind 

For that he trewlie thame ianteind. 

The Erle of Suffex can recdird, 

Quhen he defyrit thame of his hand; 
The generous anfwér, of that lord 
That he maid to. his fchairpe demand; 
Said he wald rather.give his heid 
Or he fould do fo -wyil a.deid. 
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For deid wald left bot for ane fefoun, 

And pas fone with celeritie ; 

The vyile and filthie blot of tréefoun 

Wald fchame his haill pofteritie. 

Wer it to doe he wald refave thame, 

And he, nor ane, fould never have thames 

ii So treffoun is no Scottifche gyfe; 

To term it fo ye have no ground, 

Sen heir afflictit wichts alwyfe 

Hes ever ayd and’ favour found. 

Althoch fum tratours be amang us,’ 

In blaiming all forfuith ye wrang us. 

Ye fould not all'the land detract ; 

Nor impute falfet to our kynd’; 

Sen monye with that filthie fac 

Ar foir offendit in thair mynd, 

And to avenge it wald be glaid. 

Will ye concur, ye fall have ayd. 

Your quene abhors thame in hir hairt,: 

Miflyking for thair filthie natures ; 

And wald be glad to fie thame fmart, 

a Lyking the treafoun, not the tratours.’ 

4 | Scho knaws thay did it not for love ; 

It wes hir gold that did thame move. 
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Waid ye doe for your countrie-man, 

As for our honour’s caus we wald, 

We fall avenge it on that clan 

Your freind that to the {cambils fauld. 

Go pruif: and deids fall tettifie 
Your kyndnes, and our honettie. 
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ANE SCHORT INVECCYDE MAID AGANI® 

THE DELYVERANCE OF THE ERLE 

OF NORTHUMBERLAND: 

O* HAT faithful hairt does not for forow burft 

To heir thair realme blafont and-blafphemit 5 

And of all other countreis comptit curft ; 

Difcreditit, difdanit, difeftimit ? 

And men thairof as doubil tratours demit, 

And taxit with fo mony fchameful blot ; 

So poyntit out, and: from all faithful flemit, 

Saying, ‘ Avoid the fals ciffaitful Scot 2” 

& Avoid’ thay bid, ¢ tha fals and filthie tratours a 

So genralie we ar of ftraingers ftylit:; 

And repute of fa fals mifchievous natures 

As na man may beleif us,: unbegylit. 

God wait how we ar railt on, and revylit, 

And blamit for treffounis moniefauld ; 

\ And quhat inveccyde ballates ar compylit ; 

Sen the gud Erle Northumberland wes fauld. 

~~ 
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Aias ! quhy fould not wit, and worthines, 

Honeftie, honour, and humilitie, 

Affuagit fumquhat have fic gredines ¢ 

That paragon of trew nobilitie, 
And perfyte patroun of civilitie, 
So courtés, ftout, trew, liberal, and kynd, 

Sould have bene quyt with moir fidelitie ; 

And have with mercye movit [muche] your mynd. 

That loving lord, {fa voyde of all difpyte, 
Of vertews having fic pluralitie ; 

In honeit paftyme takand his delyte ; 

With monye rair and princelie qualitie ; 

So nobil port, and liberalitie ; 

Sic hardines, and hairt herojcal ; 

Defervit rather immortalitie, 

Then to have had ane end {fo tragical. 

Alace that ever Scotland fould have bred 

Sic to [its] awin difhenour, {chame, and greif; 

That, quhen ane nobilman wes thairto fled, 

At neid to feik fome fuccour and releif, 

Sould have bene coulpit twyfe! Firft be ane theif: 
Then be Lochlevin, quho did thre yeir him keip 3 
Quho gat greit gaine to fave him from mifcheif, 
Syne fould him to the tkambils lyik ane {cheip. 
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Our antecéffours, and fathers honorabil, 

Could not. be movit be favour, force, nor feir, 

J’o doe ane deid fo vyle and deteftabil, —— 

And mekil les for gredines of geir : 

As be our ftoreis plainlie dois appeir. 

Bot oft incurrit monye doubtful daingers, 

And oft-times baid the hafard of the weir, 

For the refet, and fuccouring of ftraingers. 

Greit lords and erles, nay dyvers duiks and kings, 

For quhome this realme hes fufferit mekil paine ; / 

Exylit from thair countries, and thair rings, 

In Scotland faiflie lang tyme did remaine, 

As Richard, and Henrie the Sext maks plaine. 

And mony ma exempils may be gevin; 

Of quhom thay micht have gottin gretar gaine ;— 

Quhofe luk was gud thay came not in Lochlevin. 

Fy on thee, Mar! that ever thow confentit 

Ane nobilman fa falfelie to diffave ! 

‘how may‘weil leif, qubill thow at large repent it, 

Yhat thow trowit Macgill, that drunkin knatf; 

Or Dumfermling, that thé fic counfale gave ; 

Or had to do with Mortouns fellowfchip. —— 

Lowfe Lindfay yit did better with the daif, 

ik thair ger, and luit thamefelfis flip. 
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Fals mifcheant Mortoun; febil and unkind; | 

Thy wretchit hairt could never fchame efchew ! i 

How could fo fmall ane fowme have mov’t thy mind a 

By this vyile act auld treflouns to renew ? a 

how never wes upricht, traiftie, nor trew, | 
To freind, to fo; nor to na other man. 

On fic vyile treafoun vengeance man enfew, 

On thee, and all thy fals degenerat clan. 

Lochlevin, that wes ay faithles to thy brother, 

To quhome thow wes fo bound be benefeit ! 

How could thow keip thy credit to another, 

That fchamefullie, aganes his will and wit, 

The air of Buchan, quhom he did commit 

To thy keping, put on thy brothers bed ; 

And, fen his deith, him to difhonour yit 

Hes rafit ane {chameful fummouns to heir red ? 

Thow left him falflie in adverfitie, 

And all his freind{chip utterlie refufit. 

And work buir witnes of thy loyaltie 

Quhen that the quene wes in the Louch inclufit. 

Baith hir and him thow tratorouflie abufit, 

And gave gude tryel of thy lytil treuth. 

Quhen {cho efcapt, how could thow be excufit 

Bot thair was flicht, or els ane wilful fleuth ? 
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ANCIENTS 

Yit, tratour! this unhoneft bhidie blok 

Surpaflis far thy trefouns all of auld. 

Quhair evir thow gangs thow art ane galing ftek, 

For all the peopil ery, § Cum and behauld 

¢ The tratour that the gud Lord Perfey fauld ;? 

Wiffing his bluid to be upon thy heid. . 

From age to age thy treafoun will be tauld, 

And be ane fchame for ever to thy feid, 

Judas, that fauld our falviour to be flaine, 

Ane vyler draucht nor thow did neyer draw $ 

Nor Ganyelon, aganes Charles the Maine ; 

Nor Andro Bell, that wicket vyle outlaw : 

Nor yit the tratour Eckie of Hatrlaw, , 

‘That fays he fould him to redeme his pledge. 

Your deid is war, as all the world dois knaw ;-——= 

Ye can nothing bot covatice alledge. 

Yit fen the act wes fo inordinat, 

And it behufit be chief tratours to be, 

T wait ye wer thairto preordinat, 

Not Le ane chance, bot fatal deftanie, 

That nane it could have execut bot ye. 

for, quha your nature cleirlie underftandis, 
Wul think ane act of fo grcit villanie 

Behov’t of force to fall into your handis. 
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As meteft merchand for ane maifter fteik, 

Baith fals of kynd, and in the craft expert ; 

And thairby gars your kitchins daylie reik. 

Na other man could have found in thair hairt 

To fell the faikles, as ane flauchter mairt. 

Had Chrift himfelf bene in the Perfey’s rowme, 

I wait ye wald have playit Judas’ pairt-— 

Gif Cayphas had offert yow the fowme. 

Yit, for your mifcheant and mifchevous deid, 

‘This country aucht not for to beir the blame ; 

Bot onlie that fals and degenerat feid 

Of Douglaifis fals, wretchit, and infame: 

And cheiftje Mortoun, and Lochlevin be name, 

That of his bluide refavit the pygrall pryce. | 

So with the filver fall ye have the ichame, 

And fic your freinds as gave thairto advyfe. 

O cruel, fals, diffzitful, bludie beiftis ! 

To faythful men how dar ye hauld up face? 

How could fic trefloun breid into your breiflis 2 

Quhy leit ye not pitie rather have place ? 

Sen ye yourfelfs wes in the famen caice ;— 

And wait not quhen theirto ye fall returne. 

His bluide fall be on yow, and all your race! 

And ye, and yours, fall for that murther murne! 
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Had ye him gevin, but price, gratuitlie, 

Be benefit yow thinkand thairto bound ; 

Or to declair your luif and amitie ; 

So that no profeit fould to yow redound ¢ 

Your crueltie had net bene fo evil found: 

Bot ye refavit the pryce, and it procurit. 

Evil gottin gaine is ane ungracious ground 

Quhairon to found ane Welth and Weill affurit. 

The Jews wald not put in the common purs 

The pryce of Chrift, quhilk Judas kaift againe : 

The pryce of bluid brings ay with it ane curs, 

Quhilk on thy race for ever {fall remaine. 

Sum aay, be fuir, (thoch thow fic dome drfdane, ) 

Deir of his bluid the bargane will be bocht. 

Vengeance will wirk, and will nocht wirk in vaine, 

Bot thee, thy fons, and name, fall bring to noght. 

Out of thy hand his bluid fall be requyrit : 

Thow fall net chaip mifcheif, doe quhat thow can, 

Nor thay, that in that blok with thé confpyrit ; 

Cheiflie the butchers of thy bludie clan. 

Quha vant be bluid thay all thair worfchip wan.— 

And yit be bluid mair proudlie dois pretend. — 

Be bluide thay leift; be bluide thay firft began; 

And fo for bluide fall have ane bluidie end. 

FREDOME 
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P hairt! thou art the pairt 

Of man moft foverane 

Let fervile members {marte ; 

And bound alane remane, 

For, gif thow do not ftaine 

Thy treuth and honeftie, 

How can thow be in paine ? 

No: fuirlie thow art frie. 

The boundage of the hairt 

With ichame is for to ferve ; 

And from his honeft pairt, ; 

And vertew, for to fuerve ; 

Gif thow do not deferve 

That blot of infamie ; 

Thoch captive flefche do fterve, 

Yet fuirlie thow art frie. 

Thoch Fortoun, Fraud, or Force, 

Detein thé in fufpence ; 

Gif thow have no remorce 

In mynd, nor confcience ; 

And hes done none offence : 

Thoch in captivitie 

Thow futfer viclence, 

Yet fuirlic thow art frie. 

SCOTISH POEMS. 
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Bot gif thow micht be taxit ; 

Or falfet with thé found ; 

The corps micht be relaxit, ° 

Bot fchame fould thé confound 3 

And gif thé fuch a wound 

Sould lett perpetuallie ; 

And mak thé flave fo bound 

That thow couldft ne’er be frie. 

Bot, fen it is not fo, 

Rejoyis, and tak thi reft. 

‘Fhoch Fortoun be thy fo, 

Hir frouning fall not left- 

Bot cummis for the beft 

‘T by treuth to teftifie. 

Sa thoch thow be oppreft, 

Yet fuirhe thow art frie. 

Then, hairt! heild not ane hair; 

Nor in thy prifoun ply. 

Thy vertew now declair, 

And Fortoun’s feid defy. 

For Tyme thy treuth fall try; 

And otf the victorie 

Of Fortoun and Invy : 

Azsd thow for ever be frie. 
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ECLAIR, ye bankis of Helicon, 

Parnaffus’ hills, and daills, ilkkone 2 r 

And fontaine Caballein, 

Gif ony of your Mafes all, 

Or nymphis, may be perega 

Unto my ladye f{chein? 

Or if the ladyis that did lave 

Thair bodyis by your brim, 

So feimlie war, or [yit] fa fuave, 

4h 
ripe 

So bewtiful, or trim ? 

€ontempill, exempill 

Tak be hir proper port, 

Gif onye fo bonye 

Amang you did refort. 

THE BANKIS OF HELICON. 
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No, no. Forfuith wes never none 

That, with this perfect paragon, 

In beawtie micht compair. 

The Mufes wald have gevin the grie 

‘To her, as to the 4 per /e, 

And peirles perle preclair. 

Thinking with admiratioun 

Hir perfone fo perfyte. 

Nature, in hir ereatioun, 

To forme hir tuik delyte. 

Confes then, expres then, 

‘our nymphes, and all thair race; 

or bewtte, of dewtie 

Sould yeild, and give hir place: 

Aipelles, quha did fa decoir 

Dame Venus’ 

V1 

face and breift befoir, 
t 

Tha 

Nor yit na painter had the kill 

h colours exquifeit ; 

t nane micht be compair’d thairtill ; 

The bodye to compleit : 

War he this lyvelie goddes’ grace, 

And bewtie, to behauld, 

He wald confes his craft and face 

Surpaft a thoufand fauld. 

Wor abill, in tabill 

With colours competent, 

So guiklie, or liklie, 

A forme, to reprefent: 



Or had my ladye bene alyve 

Quhen the thrie goddeffis did firyve, 

And Paris wes made judge ; 

Fals Helene, Menelaus’ maik, 

Had ne’er caus’d king Priamus’ wraik 

In Troy nor had refudge. 

For ather {cho the pryts had wone, 

AS weill of womanheid ; 

Or els with Paris, Prfam’s fone, 

Had gone in Helen’s fteid. 

Eftemed, and demed, 

Of colour twyis fo cleir: 

Far fuetar, and metar 

To have bein Paris’ feir. 

As Phebus’ trefs hir hair and breeis ; 

With angel hew, and criftall eeis ; 

And toung mott eloquent. 

Hic teithe as perle fx curall fet ; 

Hir lips, and cheikis, pumice fret; 

As rofe maift redolent. 

With yvoire nek, and pomelils round, 

And comelie intervail. 

Hir lillie lyire fo foft and found ; 

And proper memberis all, 

Bayth brichter, and tichter, 

Then marbre poleift clein ; 

Ferfyter, and quhyter, 

Than Venus, luifis quein. 
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t| Hir angell voice in melodie 

Dois te the hevinlie harmonie, 

i. And Siren’s fong moft fueit. 
i For to behauld hir countenance, 

H Hit gudelie grace, and governancé, 

It is a joy Complett. 

Sa wittie, vertcous, and wyis; 

And prudent bot compair. 

Without all wickedites and vyce: 

Maift douce and debonair. 

In vefture, and gefture, 
Maift feimlie, and modetft. 

With wourdis, and bourdis, 

To folace the oppreit. 

Na thing thair is in hir at all 

‘That 1s not fupernaturall, 

Mat proper and perfyté. 

So frefche, fo fragrant; and fo fait; 

As Deés, and dame Bewties air; 

And dochter of Delyte. 

With qualeteis, and forme, divitre, 

Be nature fo decoird, 

As goddes of all feminine 
Of men to be adoird. 

| Sa blified that wiffed 
| | Scho is in all mens’ thocht; 

| As rareft, and faireft, 

That ever Nature wrocht. 
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Hir luiks, as Titan radiant, iF 
Wald pers ane hairt of adamant, I 
And it to love alleur. i 
Hir birning beawtie dois embrayis 
My breift, and all my mind amayis : | 
And-bodye haill combuire.. iN 
I have no {chift bot to refing 
All power in hir handis ; 

And willinglie my hairt to bring, Me 

To bind it in hir bandis. ie 
To langwis in angwis, 
Soir woundit, and opprett ; 
Forleitit, or treitit, 

As {cho fall think it beft. 

I houp fa peirles pulchritud 
Will not be voyde of manfuetud ; 
Nor cruellie be bent. 
Sa, ladye, for thy courtefie, 
Have pitie on my miferie ; 
And lat me not be fchent! 
Quhat prayis have ye to be {weir, 
Or crewellie to kill, 
Your woful woundit prifoneir, 
All youldin in your will ? 
All preifing, but ceifing, 
Maift humlie for to ferye. 
Then pruif me, and luif me 
As deidis fall deferye. 

R And; 
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And, gif ye find diffait in me, 

Or ony quent confait in me 

Your bontie till abufe, 

My dowbill deling be difdaine 

Acquyt, and pay me hame againe ; 

And flatlie me refuife. 

Bot fen I mein finceritie, 

And trew luif from my hairt ; 

To quyt me with aufteritie 

Forfuith war not your pairte 

Or trap me, or wrap me 

Maift wrangfullie in wo 5 

Forfaiking, and wraiking 

Your fervand, as your fo. 

Alace! let not trew amitie 

Be quyt with fo greit creweltie ; 
Nor fervice be difdaine ! 

Bot rather, hairt, be reuthfull, 

And ye fall find me treuthfull, 

Conftant, fecreit, and plaine. 

In forrow lat me not confome, 

Nor langer dolour drie, 

Bot fuddanlie pronounce the dome, 

Gif I fall leif, or die. 

That having my craving, 

Mirthfull I may remaine ; 

Or {peid fone the deid fone, 

And put me out of paine. 
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Te HIS warldie joy is onlie fantafie, 
Quhairof no erthlie wycht can be content. 

Quho maift hes wit, left fould in it effy ; 

Quho traifts it maift, [ay] maift fall him repent. 
Quhat valis all this riches, and this rent, 
Sen no man knaws quha fall his trefour haif ? 
Prefume not geyin quhat God hes to thé lent, _ 
Within {chort tyme the quhilk he thinks to craif, | 

EQUIVQ» 
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EQUIVOCALE VERSES 

ON WEMEN. 

LL wemen ar guid, nobil, and excellent. 
Quha can fay that * thai evir do offend, 

Daylie X thai ferve thair God with gud intent 

Sendil X difpleis thair hufbands to lyf*s end 

Alwayis X but thame to pleis thai do intend 

Nevir X man [may } find in thante brukilnes. 

Sic qualiteis thai [{tilf] ufe ; mair, and les. 

Reid this vers according to thé meater, and itis guid of we 

anen; boty reid it to tLe wit, evin ibe contrair. 
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% 47 10TH fiching fad, and furging forrow foir, 

¥¥ My cairfull corps richt peteouflie opprett, 

And wrapt in wo, defyring nothing moir 

Then dolent deith the fame fould have in haift ; 

By cours of nature luiking for fum ref, 

Quhen fair Venus, the bewtie of the nicht, 

Had fet hir face direct into the weft, 

J proftrat law ; and thus clofit my ficht. 

into my {wuning, flumring as I lay, 

Moft feirfull formes did foir affault my thocht. 
The roring of the raging feyis gray, 

Quhilk Boreas’ blaft from bank to bray had brocht. 
The thundering doun of cannouns, warlie wrocht, 

(As did appeir) maid hevin and erthe to fchaik. 

For to exponde my dreame all meins I focht, 

Quhen f awouk with mony a cruell crak. 

Sumtyme the feriptures in my hand I volye, 
Gif happelie I culd find fuche a eaice. 
Sumtyme vaine wryteres red I to refolve 
Me of my folifche fantafie. Alas! 
Sumtyme I call the michtie God for grace, 
That I micht have the fpreit for to perfave 
Quhat mifterie apperit in that place ; 

Or gif my wittis waik did me diffave. 
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Volving this way into my maning mynd, 
Perhape I hard ane cative, full of cair ; 
To weping prone, to murning foir inclyn’d ; 

From blythnes baneift ; drawin to difpair ; 
(Creufa kynd to hir was na compair ; 

Nor Phaétufa; nor murning Phaeton, 

Quhofe tyrit vifage fumtyme wes preclair ;) 

My feirful dreame did nerfytlie expone. 

Hir trimbling teires did reprefent the jawis 

Of Neptune’s raige, quhilk rafit bene be raine. 

Hir fiching braith, the budding blaft that blawis 

Quhen Boreas lift to preve his powar plaine, 

Hir voice fa rank, with reuthful reir againe, 

Moft lyik the thundring thuds of canoun din, 

Affrayit me. Yit wald I not refraine ; 

Bot kept me clofe my cabinat within. 

This peteous wicht, werid and woe-begone, 
Ware all hir hair that forow was to fie. 

And, as the drope of water weres the ftone, 

So dentit wer hir cheikis cruellie 

By trimbling teires, diftilling ithinglie 

Out from hir eis, lyk flowing ftremes of raine. 

For to behauld hir dolour outwardlie, 

Wes to my hairt ane inwart heavie paine. 
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Hir bodye {mall wes widdert and berent, 

As is the ftaik quhilk fomer’s dreuth opprett. 

Hir vifage pale declart hir to be fchent ; 

Tn fichs and fobs repofit wes hir reit. 

Hir febill handes togidder oft {cho preit. 

With reuthful reir, that echoit in the fky, \ 

In doulfull duill, this cairful cative wafte i 

Yeild furth hir plaint, with mony ane cruell cry. 

Thus hering hir bewailing all hir woe, 

In ftudie ftill ane lytill quhyle I ftude. 

Bot quhen I faw hir deidlie duill wes fo ; 

And {cho of joy and confort wes denude. 

To {peik to hir a lytil thocht me gude, 

Gif [that] my word micht folace to hir mak ; 

Or gif I micht hir cairfum pairt feclude. 

With doulful voice this way to hir I {pak, 

¢ [Bewrie] tha woes, quhat wicht that ever ye be; 

*¢ And ftint, in tyme, to fpill thyfelf but plaint. ; 

«¢ Tell quhat thow art? from quhence? For fuir I fie a 

‘¢ Thow may not duire with forrow thus attent.”’ | 

And with that worde hir face, with teires befprent, 

Scho liftit up; and, proftrat quhair {cho lay, 

With heavie lrairt, with monye a piteous plaint, 

And wofull ftound, {cho thus begane to fay. 

R 4 * Alace ! 
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a * Alace! I wretche, quhome thus thow heires bewaill, 

We | ¢ Am bot a mortal murning my mifchance; 

=| € Quhome duill, and dolour, daylie.dois affail ; 

€ Intoxicat with Sorrow ’s poyfonit lance. 

¢ All tyme and hours I mak obedience 

© Unto that wofull Mazfres of Micheif. 

«Is no remeid, fafe onlie patience ; 

© And houp, the health and haift of my releif, 

* And I am cum, may drerie deftanie, 

¢ And lukles lot, for to bemone with thofe, 

©“ Quhome Fortoum, in this neft of miferie, 

© To be the Mirrour of Mi/hap hath. chofe. 

® Upon the onlie God we aucht repofe, 

© For all things fede that we do think moft fuir, 

¢ The bad abydes; the beft ay foneft gois; 

¢ That men may fie no erthlie thing can duir. 

€ Then quhat ar we to truft into our ftrenth? 

* Our wifdome, wit, or ftaittis variabill ? 

© Quhilk Tyme will chainge; and als devoir at lenth, 

© Thoch by Fortouz it wes not changeabill! 

¢ This world is bot ane vaill moft miferabill, 

* To dolent Daith fubdewt, with bitter fchouris, 

ad? | * Quhilk maks me weip ane freind (with murning babill) 

eS; | : * Amang the Mufes nurifcht with thair flouris, 

€ Quhofe 
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‘ Quhofe vertews rair Pallas may foir lament, 

¢ Allthoch I pafs thame owr with fecreit thocht ; 

‘ The wit, the wifdome als, that, involent, 

‘Scho may deploir gif that avaleth ocht, 

‘ Fufice, thy {word befoir thy face is brocht, 

€ Quhilk he did clein ay keip with kyndlie cair. 

«And, Faith, thow wants ane piller fuirlie wrocht 

‘ To beir thy throne triumphand everie quhair. 

¢ And thoch thir heavenlie. wichts have caufe to weilp 

© The lofe of him that wes to thame fo deir ; 

‘ Thair woundis [fair], quhilk ar bayth wyd and deip, 

‘ In me alone mott plainlie may appeir. 

¢ For I have loft his vertewes all finceir; 

‘ Ane piller als, ane freind I want alio; 

¢ Quho wes ane reddye fcheild, ard feirfull fpeir. 

¢ The fword I want for to refift my fo. 

¢ Quhat! fall I murne my nauchtie frivol ftait? 

Or fall I fpurne with Fortoua’s quhirling quheill? 

¢ Sum I fuppofe ar borne unfortunate— 

¢ Or els gud labours could not profper ill. 

é Sm men hes wrocht baith werlie, and with fkill 

¢ And yit thair labour all hes bene in vaine, 

And uthers hes the warld waild at will, 

nw 

¢ Quho has not taine fuche travell, nor fuche paine. 
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© Of the firft nummer conrpt me not the laft ; 
* ‘Yo alk mifhap I mein predeftinat. 
© Por Ei cruel bands of cair am chaift; 

© In prifon flrang with Sorrow carterat. 
© Qubair (il I duill, of plefour deprevat. 

~4 Ane ¢ mirrour rhaid, quhairin all men may find, 

© aba fr y0es with Nature is in the effait 

© OF bim that fryves azane the freme and winds 

6 Thus to my Tot is chanced the mifhap, 

€ Quhilk névermore did I ferve m my hyve. 

*‘ For Etvas fuirhe trappit in the trap, 

€ Befoir I culd the bad, or gud, difcryve. 
* So may I not myfelf front woe preferyve. 
* Se wes borne, evin from my mother’s wombe; 

* Ins titting dolour, day and nicht, to ftryve: 
* Quhairin | knaw Fortou» hes maid my tomb,’ 

Hir woful voice no foner had out-bred 

‘Pha wofull words, qubairwith {cho forowed fo, 
Bot feo, alas! foir fich’d, and never ftay’d, 
Syne fell doun flat upon the ground for wo. 
Quboie foir regret did fo my ftrenth owr-go, 
Phat | nocht wit gig that I did remaine; 
srockt: da my wittis, all [fenfe flew] me fro, 
Jah4dk as fmicht I gadderit fone againe. a4 
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Then, fiching fad, I to that woful wicht: 

*« Sen to thy lot by nature doeth_ pertaine 

*¢ The feid of forrow, fonkin day and nicht 

“¢ Into thy baleful breift, ay to remaine ; 

¢¢ T, as ane man with furging forow flaine, 

‘* Into difpair moft duilfullie to die, 

** Doe feik to confort thé. Allace! in paine 

*¢ Quharto I find no help nor remedie.” 

With painfull paine thir wordis fkairs brift out, 

Quhen I wes fore’d to turne my face away 

From hering of the woful werye {chout, 

That fcho all tyme and houris did bewray. 

But, as I pat, thus fiching could I fay ; 

é¢ All men fall die that ever draweth breath : 

‘¢ Then fet thy thocht on God thy onlie ftay. 

‘¢ Thy beft clething fall be the fcheild of Deith. 

$¢ Sen deith is onlie the rewaird of fin; 

** And fin convoyit all erthlie wicht to grave; 

‘© To grave we go, from grave we doe begin. 

“ Quhen we begin in forrow, REST we crave. 

‘¢ Tr that we crave we moft of Death refave; 

*s Refaving deith we find a perfyte reft. 

«¢ And perfyte reft ane thing is beft to have: 

** Ane blifit thing then deith mott be confeft, 

*¢ Imbra fing 
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«¢ Imbrafing deith we ar the Lord’s elect, 

«¢ Gif we elect ane lyf aftir his will. 

¢¢ His will is trew, and [ay] will thame elect, 

¢¢ That doith erect the hairt with treuth him till, 

¢¢ Him till obey, and all his laws fulfill. 

«¢ Fe fall fulfill thair hairtis’ haill defyre ; 

«¢ Lat thy. defyre,” then faid I, ‘* cative ftill, 

*¢ Evir obey that high princis impyre. 

*¢ Quhofe hie empyre, and reftful richt renowne, 

¢¢ Mot plefour bring unto all. painful wicht. 

¢* All painful wicht mot think on Tay ranfoun ; 

*¢ Quhilk ranfoun brocht from darknes all our liche, 

** © let that licht deftroy the drerie nicht, , 

‘¢ Qubilk micht fuche forrowes fuddanlie me fend ! 

«¢ And gif us grace to fie that plefand ficht, | 

** Quhilk ficht fall bring our cairful cairs to ends 
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IN PRAYSE OF LETHINGTOUN, 

IR GIL his village Mantua 
Did prayle above the ret ; 

And Lucane thocht that Corduba 

Amang all wes the beft. 

Catullus Verone did commend, 

As his native countrie ; . 

And Ovid to that famyna end 

Did Sulmone magmifie. 

Sua everie poet hes fum place 

To prayfe, and to commend, 

For fum excellent gift, and grace, 

That God hes to it fend. 

Quhilk makis thair immortal fame 

Out-throw the warld be knawin ; 

Thair heich renoun, honour, and name, 

Throw all countreis be blawin. 

Quha dois mifken the prayfis greit 

Of noble Gretia? 

Quha dois not knaw what poetes wryte 

Of auld Sicilia? 

Of Parnaffus the doubil toppis 

Ar nane bot hes harde tell. 

Quha dois not knaw the filver droppis 

Of Hypocrene the well? 

6 
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Of Permeilis the water cleir 

Ar nane that can mifknaw: 

Nor of the birdis’ bruit and beir 

Is maid in Tempe ichaw. 

And yit thir places cannot be 

Sa plefand and preclair, 

That, in our tyme, nor yit countrie, 

Nane may be thair compair, 

Bot prudent poets with thair pens 

Hes fo thair name extol’d, 

That everie wicht thair vertew kensg, 

And prayfis monyefauld. 

Then quhy fould we the prayfis greit 

With dark filence put down, 

Quhilk micht be magnifeit be writ 

Of monye tour, and toun? 

Quhilk micht, perchance, all thir exceid 

In all magnificence, 

Gif thay war celebrat indeid 

With als greit eloquence. 

As for myfelf, without I wald 

Ingrat be and unkynd, 

I cam na mair my filence hauld, 

Bot man put furth my mynd. 
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To fpeik of the, O Lethingtoun ! 
Quhilk flandis fair on Tyne ; 

Quhais worthie prayfis and renoun 

Tranfcendis my ingyne. 

Thow merits Homer, oer Virgil), 

Thy worfchip till advance, 

And put thy name, digne and nobill, 

In dew rememberance. 

Thy tour, and fortres lairge and lang, 

Thy nychbours dois excell. 

And for thy wallis, thik and ftrang, 

Thow juftlie beirs the bell. | 

Thy groundis deip, and toppis Ine 

Uprifing in the air; 

Thy voltis plefand ar to fie, 

Thay ar fo greit and fair, 

Thy work to lyik on is delyite, 

So clein, fo found, fo evin. 

Thy alryne is a meryall greit, 

Upreiching to the hevin. 

O quhat plefour is to be thair, 

As Phebus dois upryife, 

To fie the wod and feildis fair, 

Quhilk round about thé lyis! 

SCOTISH, POE 
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O quhat plefour may thair be fene, 
As the dayis lamp dois lout, 

To fie the medows, fair and grene, 

Quhilk Iyis thé about! 

O quhat plefour is to be thair, 

Quthenas the fone is doun, 

To heir the bumning of the air, 
And plefand even’s foune! 

© quhat plefour is thair, and joy, 
Quhen day hes loft his licht, 
To fie the tyme fa calme and coy, 
And filence of the nicht! 
A lang tyme fould I thair remaine 
Or that I wereit grew ; 
And fone fall I defyre againe~ 
Quhen I bid thé adieu. 

Greit was the work to houke the ground, 
And thy foundatioun catt ; 

Bot greater it was thé to found, 
And end thé at the laf. 

I merveill that he did not feir, 

Quha rafit thé on hicht, 

‘That na foundatioun fould thé beir, 
Bot thew fould fink for wecht, 



Or els the air fould not have tholit 
So heich for to be perfit ; 

Nor yit the erde for to be holit, 

And fo deip doun be ferfit. 

Then michtie wes that man indeid, 

That firft thé tuik in hand; 

And in his worke did fo proceid 

That he thé maid upftand. 

Bot thé to plenifch, and fulfill, 

And mak thy worke compleit, 

Quhofo it richt confidder will, 

Wes worke of no les fpreit. 

Thy beddis foft, and tapeis fair, 

Thy treitting, and gud cheir; 
Gif I the treuth wald now declair; 

I wait thow hes no peir. 

The deid itfelf will {chaw it ay ; 
It mifters not my pen. 

And, thay that travel be the way, 
Thay may full weill it ken. 

Bot fic, and other profeits mo, 

I pas, and leif behind ; 
And only I rehers the joy 
That I did in thé find. 
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Thy arbour, and thy orchard #rene; 

I cannot pas it by. 

A thing maift femelie to be fene 

Under thy wall dois ly ; 

Maiit plefand place,to. mak. repair, 
Thairin to fit or gang. 

Thy knottis; and thy alleis fair, 

Quhilk ar bayth braid and lang, 

Thy buttis, biggit neir thame by, 

Sa fuire, but fone or wind.,; 

Maitt plefand place of archerie 

That e’er I yit could find. 

Thow hes a thoufand plefoures ma, 

That my toung cannot tell. 

O happie war he that micht ay 

Bot troubill in thé duell! 

And happie art thow,. fic a: place 

That few thy mak ar fene ; 

Bot yit mair happie far that Race 

To quhome thow dois pertene. 

Quha dois not knaw the Ma1rLAnp bluid, 

The beft in all this land ; 

In quhilk fumtyme the honour fluid 
A rarthyy Ce Cantland ? And worfhip of Scotland ? 



Of auld Sir Richard * of that name 

We have hard fing and fay ; 

Of his triumphant nobill fame, 

And of his auld baird gray. 

And of his nobill fonnis sire, 

Quhilk that tyme had no maik ; 

Quhilk maid Scotland renounit be, 

And all England to quaik. 

Quhais luifing prayfis, maid trewlie 

Efter that fimpil tyme, 

Ar foung in monye far countrie, 

Albeit in rural ryme. 

And, gif I dar the treuth declair, 

And nane me fleitfchour call, 

I can to him find a comPairR, 

And till his Barnis all. 

* The early progenitor of our Sir Richard, 

year 1250. 
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THE VISIOUN OF CHAISTETIE, 

TO MISS MARIE MAITLAND. 

I N TILL ane morning, mirthfulleft of May, 
Or Phebus’ bemes did gleit aganes the weft, 

I rais, and faw the feildis fair and gay. 

Syne to ane river-fyde anone me drett ; 

Quhairas the merle, and maveis mirrieft, 

And lark, thair nots maift curiouflie did fing. 

The birdis blythe, with angel-voice poffeit, 

Maid all the hevins about me for to ring. 

Depaintit wer the feilds, with all kynd hewis, 

By dame Nature, that luftie ladye fchene. 

The fylver drops of dew hang on the bewis, 

Lyke orient perle in gold quhilk fet hathe bene. 

The holfome air, the firmament ferene, 

And blisful blenks of Phoebus’ beamis bricht, 

Bad me go fleip in Florais mantill grene ; 

Quhome to refift | noways could nor micht. 

Heirfoir I vewit the fields, baith daill and fchaw, 

Quhair [ ane place maift plefand micht efpy. 

And 10, perhap, ane grene medow I faw, 

¥ 

(Quhair all wes blythe that {fprang up), neirhandby. 

Furthward i went ; and thidder came in hy, 

Amang the {fmelling floures me to repofe. 

Quhair Morpheus his mantill fuddantie 

Did on me {pred ; fyne did me eeis clotfe. 
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Into my dreame, behauld! quhairas I lay, 

Firft did appeir within ane lytil {pace 

Twa luftie Hairts ; the lyk, before that day, | 

I never faw, into no land nor place ; i | 

With hornis greit, and plefand well-maid face. 

Syne, thame betwixt, ane Lyon, woundit fair, 

Thay buire; crying, with voces rank and hace, 

* Keip rewll in haiit, and leif thir feildis fair!’ 

Thay me demandit gif I wald affent 

With thame to go, thair lafors for to fie? 

With aireit termes, and ftyle moft eloquent, 

Thay maid me fone to thair affent agrie. 

So up I rays, and furth the way went we. 

Thay me convoyt into ane gardene grein ; 

Quhair everie plant and wod micht callit be, 

That {pred upon the branchis micht be fein. 

oe Nee eit 
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Marie I thocht in this wode did appeir, 

Mair Lanp and gold fcho gave aboundantlie, 

Syne in hir hand ane flourifit trie did beir ; 

Quhairin wes writtin with letters properlie, 

‘ THIS IS IN SIGN OF TREW VIRGINITIX, 

© Quhilk I have focht, and luifit beft of all, 

‘ Heirfoir I fall with cair moft diligentlie 

* Suftein the fame, that it refave no fall, 

5 3 
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ii This plefant plant, pereles but paragone, 

a) ni Stuid on ane ruit of femelie /ickernes 5 

| The bark thairof wes fair proportioun ; 

i i The bodye haill wes luifsum /aavlizes ; 

| The hairt, but dreid, wes maid of faythfulues 3 
The blomis quhyte and reid wes bewtie bricht; 

| The braunche, and leifes, wer all of propernes 

ais Weill wrocht for till alluire all erdlie wicht. 

And in quhofe trope ane plefand ficht thair was 

Of ladyis fair as Pheebus in mid-day ; 

For thair wes Venus, Juno, and Pallas 

Minerva, Cleo, and Terpficore ; 

| Proserpina, and Diana the may ; 

Dame Beawtie bricht, and als dame Chaitetie, 

For to impyire abone the reft for ay ; 

And Lawlines lay law under the trie. 

Thir ladys bricht, on [banke] quhairas thay fat, 

Begouth ane fang to gladdin all the fpray ; 

Out of my dreame quhilk did me excitat. 

Then did £ juik about me, quhair I lay; 

Quhen [ perfavit that they wer all away, 

And all wes fantafie that I had fene. 

With wofull hairt then did I feik the bray 
y 

4 | Aboye the water-brok quhair I had bene. 

LUVEs 
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LUVE-SANG ON HOUTP, ] 

Y ladyis pulchritud | 

Hes me fo plong’d in paine, | : 
That mar’d in mynd and muid, | 

Mirthles I man remaine. \ 

Unles that fluid hi 
Of graces gud, 

Be manfuetud, 

My reft reftoir againe. 

Blind Boy! thow dois fo beir 

My fortoun in ballance, 

I flie from houp to feir ; 

From feir till efperance. 

Now thair, now heir; 

Now peace, now weir $ 

Chainging my cheir, 

As chainges ay my chance. wi 2 

Bo Rt Le? Bees As in the wind I wie, 

Ay wavering with the wechtis, 

Feir wald force Fayth to flie ; 

And Faith with Fortoun fechtis. 

And this, ye fe, 

Is my degrie ; 

Now low, now hie, 

As houp gud hap me hechtis. 

S 4 
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Yit houp hings be ane hair, 

Houping aganes all houp ; 

Albeit from cair to cair, 

Thow catche my hairt in coup; 

Yit, mair and mair, 

I lyk thy lair. 

And, for no fair, 

Nor forrow, can I foup. 

And hap I apprehend 

Be houp, I wait not how, 

And pertlie I pretend, 

And preis aganes the prow. 

And ay intend 

That way to wend; 

And, in the end, 

For to-attein I trow. 
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IF faithfulnes ye find, 

And that your mynd content, 

Ane band heirby I bind 

Of firme fayth, and fervent. 

And, to be permanent, 

For ocht that may befall, 

My hairt heir I prefent, 

In pledge perpetuall. 

Quhilk fimplie I refing, 

As hoftage in your hand ; 

And willinglie it bring, 

To bind it in fic band ; 

As plefis yow, command 

To left, till I may leit. 

Quhilk is the gadge and pand 

Maift fuir that I can geif. 

Refave it then, andtreit it 

As treuth fall try my pairt. 

Gif I be fals, forleit it, 

And let me fuffer {mairt. 

Daill efter my defert ; 

Then dreid I no difdaine. 

Bot houp to have ane hairt 

In recompence againe. 
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Gif Loyaltie may Love 

Ane recompence procuire ; 

Or honeft mening move 

Your favour to induire ; 

Gif lawtie yow alluire ; 

- Or conftance mak yow kynd ; 

Firme faith fall me affuire, | 

And treuth content your mynd, 
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TO MISS MARIE MAITLAND. 

F Sapho fage, for Saphic fang fo fueit, 

Did pleid for prais, and place amang the nyne; 

If truftie talk with tales fo trew do meit, 

Amid the gods dois duell that dame devyne. 

And now of lait that luftie ladie rair, 

Olimpia O lampe of Latine land! 

So doeth thy workes unto this day declair : 

For lyflie art, quho lift thy vers to fcand. 

A thrid, O maiftres Marie! make I pray: 

And put in ure thy worthie vertews all. 

For famous is your fleing fame; I fay, 

Hyd not fo haut a hairt in flugifh thrall, 

This buik then bear, and beat your branes thairin; 

A plefant poet perfyte fall ye be. 

And, lytill labour loft, the lawrell win; 

Adorn’d with cumlie croun of poefie. 
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CONSTANCE THE CURE OF ABSENCE. 

A ueS Abe Ree 

S abfence is the greateft fo 

That Cupid’s clients do fufpet ; 

(Lang out of ficht engenders fo 

To prefence the contrair effect ;) 

And as oblivion dois deject 

The building of rememberance 3 

So lak of memorie dois neglect 

The deids deferving recompance. 

Of abfence langour dois proceid ; 

And langour breids melancolie. 

Melancolie procuirs the deid 

Be findrie kynds of maladie. 

Thus may I gather eafalie 

That Abfence is ane homiceid, 

“To martyre men maift erewellie, 

Except thair be found out remeid. 

Now thoch the Caufer of thir thre, 

(Langour, melancolie, and deid), 

‘Vhis preient tyme dois threattin me 

To pour thir {haill} plags on my heid, 

Laking that grace my caus to pleid, 

At Bewteis bar to feik refuge ; 

Yit in your juftice I confeid, 

Abicnce my richt fall not prejuge. 
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Thoch other lovers doe alledge, 
For to defend thair libertie, 

Sum other caufes to repledge 

Thamefelves from abfence ’ tyrannie; 

Yit into that fecuritie, 

With thame, I put no confidence ; 

Suppofe in love my conftancie 

Defervis als great recompence. 

To find ane trew Penelope, 

Quhair other fum hes wrocht in vaine |= 

Yit I belief to find yow fae, 

And conftanter for to remaine : 

In eafing thus your lover’s paine, 

As {cho wes to be regiftrat. 

And fua, thoch abfence me difdaine, 

I fall induire the laft combat. 

Tho abfence be The maladie 

Tormenting me 

With daylie greif; 

Your conftancie May remedie. 

Gif not, I die 

Without releif, 
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The Reids in the Loch fay; 

HOCH raging flormes move us to fehaik ; 

And wind mak waters us owrflow : 

We yield thairto, but doe not brek, 

And in the calm unbent we grow. 

So, baneift men, (thoch princes raige,) 

And prifoners, be not difparit. 

Abyde the fblaft] quhill that it fyaige: 
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ON STEDFASTNES. 

TO KING JAMES VI. 

271 

S UMTYME the warld fo ftedfaft wes and ftable, 

That manis word wes obligatioun ; 

And now it is fo fals, and diffavable, 

That words, and deidis in conclufioun, 

Ar nothing lyke:. bot turnit upfyde doun 

Is all this warld for neid and wilfulnes, 

That all is loft for lak of fledfaftnes. 

Treuthe is put doun; reafon is haldin fabil ; 

Vertew hes now na dominatioun. 

Piety exylit: and na man meritabil: 

Throw covatyce blind is difcretioun. 

The warld is maid a permutation 

Fra rycht to wrang, fra reafoun to wilfulnes, 

That all is loft for lak of ftedfaftnes. 

Quhat maks this warld to be fo variabil, 

Bot luft that folk hes of indifcretioun ? 

Amang us now a man is haldin unabil, 

Fxcept he can, be fum collufion, 

Do his neichbour wrang‘or oppreffioun. 

Quhat makis this bot woful wretchitnes, 

That all is loft for lak of ftedfaftnes ? 
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| Falfat, that [ay] fould be abhominabil, 
3| | | Now is regnand but reformatioun. 

| Quhaevir is large is haldin now unhabil : 
}\ Vyce is the ground of fuftentation. 

mii All wit is tuin’d to cavillatioun ; 

Lawtie expellit, and all gentilnes, 

That all is loft for lak of ftedfaftnes. 

O Prince! defyir for to be honorabil. 

Cheireis thy folk; and hait extortioun. 

Suffr nathing that can be reprovabil. 

To thine eftait dome in tht regioun. 

Schaw furthe the fwerde of caftigatioun. 

Dreid God, Do law. Luif treuth and rychteoufnes. 

And leid thi folk agane to fledfaftnes. 
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SIR RICHARD MAITLAND 

OF LETHINGTOUN, KNICHT,. 
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POEMES BE SIR RICHARD MAITLAND. 

CouNSALE TO HIS SON [WILLIAM] 

BEAND IN THE COURT. 

WRITTEN ABOUT THE YEIR 1565. 

Y fone, in court gif thow pleifis remane, 

This my. counfal into thy mind imprent. 

In thy fpeiking luik that thow be nocht vane ; 

Behald and heir; and to the king tak tent. 

Be no lear, or ellis thow art fchent ; 

Found thé on treuth, gif thow wald weil betyd. 

To governe all and reull be nocht our bent. 

He reulis weil that weil in court can gyd. 

Be nocht ane feornar, nor fenyat flatterar ; 

Nor yet ane rounder of inventit talis ; 

Of it thow heirs be nocht ane clatterar. 

Fall nocht in plie for thyng that lytil valis ;: 

Have nocht to do with uther mennis falis. 

Fra wickit men thow draw thee far on fyde. 

Thow artrane fule gif thow with fulis dalis. 

He reulis weil that weil in court can gyd. 
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Bewar quham to thy counfal thow reveil, 

Sum may feim trew, and yit diffemblars be. 

Be of thy promeis and conditioun leil. 

Waitt nocht thy guid in predigalitie ; 

Nor put thyne honour into jeopardie : 

With folk difamit nouther gang nor ryde. 

With wilful men to argue is folie. 

He reulis weil that weil in court can gyd. 

Be na dyfar, nor playar at the cairtis, 

Bot gif it be for paftyme, and fmall thing. 
Be nocht blawin with windis of all airtis, 

Conftance in gude of wifdome is ane fing. 

Be wyfe, and tentie, in thy governing ; 

And try thame weil in quhame thow wilt confide ; 

Sum fair wourdis will gif, wald fe ye hing. 

He reulis weil that weil in court can gyd, 

Attour all thing ay to thy prince be trew 

In thocht, and deid; in wourde, in werk, and ficht ¢ 

Fra treffonabil company efchew ; | 3 

Thy prince profit, and honour at thy micht. 

Set ay forward the puir, day and nicht. 

And lat na thing the commoun weil elyde ; 

And at all tyme mainteine juftice and richt. 

He reulis weil that weil in court can gyd, 
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Thoch thou in court be with the hief placit, 

In honour, office, or in dignitie, : 

Think that fumtyme thow may be fra it chaflit ; 

As fum hes bein befoir, and yet may be. 

Neidful it is thairfoir to gang warlie, 

That rakleflie thow fnapper nocht, nor flyd. 

Ken ay thyfelf beft in profperitie. 

He reulis weil that weil in court can gyd. 

Prefs nocht to be exaltit above uther, 

For, gif thow do, thow fall be fair invyit ; 

Grit peral is to tak on hand the ruther, 

Quhil firft that thy experience be tryit. 

Think, at the laft thy doing will be {pyit;: 

Thoch thow with flicht wald cover it and hyd.; 

And all thy craft fall at the croce be cryit. 

He reulis weil that weil in court can gyd. 

Bewar in giffing of ane hie confale, 

In maters grit, and doutfum, {peciallie ; 

Quhilk,. be the wirking of the warld, may fail, 

Thoch it feem never fa apparentlie. 

Behald the warldis inftabilitie, 

That never ftill into ane ftait dois byd; 

Bot changeand ay, as dois the mone and fee, 

He reulis weil that weil in court can gyd, 
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Gif with the peple thow wald Iuifit be, 

Be gentil, lawlie, and meik in thyn eftait. 

For an thow be uncourtés, proude, and hie, 

Than all the warld fal thé deteft and hait. 

Flie feinying, flattering, falfheid, and diffait. 

Invent nathing that may the realme diryd; 

Or fall occafioun trouble, and debait. 

He reulis weil that weil in court can gyd. 

Grund all thy doing upon fithfaftnes ; 

And hald the ay gud cumpany amang. 

Gadder na -geir with waft and wretchitnes ; 

Preis nocht to conqueis ony thing with wrang : 

Evil-gottin gudis leftys never lang. 

Thoch all war thyne, within this warld fa wyd, 

Thow fall fra it, or it fra thee fall gang. 

He reulis weil that weit in court can gyd. 

Above all thing, I thee exhort and pray; 

To pleis thy God fet: all. thy biffie cuire, 

And fyn thy prince ferve, luif weil, and obey: 

And, as thow may, be helpand ay ‘the puire. 

Sen erdlie thingis will nocht ay endure, 

Thairfoir in hevin ane place for the provyd } 

Quhair thair is joy, reft, gloir, and all plefour'; 

Onto the quhilk eternal God us gyd. 

Quod Richard Maitland of Lethingtoun knicht. 

ON 



SCOTISH POEMS. 

ON THE NEW YETR 

(PERHAPS. 1557.) 

HIE eternal God of micht! 

Of thy grit grace, grant us thy licht, 

With hairt and mynd finceir, 

To leif efter thy lawis richt, 

Now into this new yeir. 

God keip our Quein; and grace hir fend 

This realme to gyde, and to defend ; 

In juttice perfeveir : 

And of her wawis mak an end, 

Now into this new yeir. 

God fend grace to our Quene Regent, 

Be law to mak fic punifhment, 

To gar lymmars foirbeir 

For till opprefs the innocent, 

Now into this new yeir. 

Lord, {chent all fawars of feditioun ; 

Remove all rancour and fufpicioun, 
Quhilk may this cuntrie deir, 

Put all perturbars to punitioun. 
Now into this new yeir. 
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God fend paftors of veritie, 
eth Be quham we may inftructit be 
i Our God to ferve and feir. 

And to fet furth his wourd trewlie,, 

Now into this new yeir. 

And tak awa the ignorantis 

Of [tha] kirkmen that vyceis hauntis 
And leidis us arreir ;. 

That bayth gud lyf and: cunning wantis’s. 

Now into this new yeir. 

God gif our lordis: temporal: 

Grace to gif ane-trew confale, 

This realme to gyd and fteir ;. 

To be obedient and loyal, 

Now into this new yeir. 

And tak away all grit oppreffours; 
Comoun mantenars of tranfgreffoursy, 
Movears of ftryf and weir,. 
For theves and revars intereeflours,, 
Now into this new yeir.. 

Lords of the Sait, mak expeditioum, 
Gar everilk man mak reftitution 
Of wrangus land and -geir ;: 

=e | And we fall eik your contmbutioun,., 
4 | Now into this new yeir. 



Men of law, I pray yow mend. 

Tak na ill quarels be the end 

For profeit may appeir ; 

Invent na things to gar us fpend 

Our geir in this new yeir. 

God grant our ladeis chaftitie, 

Wifdome, meiknes, and gravitie ; 

And have na will to weir 

Thir clathing full of vanitie, 

Now into this new yeir. 

Bot for to weir habilyement 

According to thair ftait and rent. 

And all thingis foirbeir, 

That may thair barnis gar repent 

Heirafter mony yeir. 

God fend our burgefs’ wit and {kill 
For to fet furth the commounweil ; 

With lawtie fell thair geir ; 

And to ufe met and mefure leil, 

Now into this new yeir. 

And all vane waiftours tak away ; 
Regrattours that tak double pay : 
And wyne-fellars our deir ; 
Dyvours that drinkis all the day ; 
Now into this new yeir. 
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Grace be to the gud burges’ wyfis, 

‘That be leiflum lawbour thryvis ; 

And dois vertew leir, 

Thriftie, and of honett lytis, 

Now into this new yeir. ; 

For fum of thame wald be weil fed, Hae 

And lyk the quenis ladeis cled, 

Thoch all thair barnes fuld bleir. 

I trow that fic fall mak ane red 

Of all thair paks this yeir. 

God fend the comouns weil to wirk ; 

The grund to lawbour, and nocht Kp 

To win gude quheit and beir ; 

And to es furth bayth ftaig and ftirk, 

Now into this new yeir. 

And tak awa thir ydle lounis, 

Cryand wakkars, with cloutit gounis; 

And fernars that ar fweir ; 

And put thame in the galiounis, 

Now into this new yeir 

I pray all ftaitis and degree 

To pray to God continwalie 

His grace to grant us heir: 

And fend us peax and unitie 

Now into this new yeir. | 
Susd Sir Richard Maitland. 

OF 



SCOTISH POEMS. 

OF THE QUENIS MARYAGE TO THE 

DOLPHIN. OF FRANCE, 1558, 

HE grit blythnes, and joy ineftimabil, 

For to fet furth the Scottis ar nocht abil - 

Nor for to mak condigne folemnitie, 

For the gude news, and tythings comfortabil, 

Of the contract.of maryage honorabil, 

Betwix the Quene’s maift nobil majeftie, 

And the gritift young prince in chriftentie, 

And alfua to us the maift profitabil, 

Of France the Dolphin, firit fon of King Henrie. 

All luflie wowars, and hardie chevaleris, 
Go drefs your hors, your harnes, and your geiris, 
To rin at lifts, to juft, and to turnay ; 
That it may run onto your ladeis eiris 
Quha‘in the field maift valiantlie him beris. 
And ye, fair ladeis! put on your beft array, 
Requeift young men to ryd in your ley’ray, 
That, for your faik, thai may breik twentie {peiris 
For luf of you, young luftie ladeis gay. 
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All burrowftownis, everilk man yow prayis 

To maik bainfyris, fairfeis, and clerk-playis 

And, throw your rewis, carrels dans, and fing: 

And at your croce gar wyn rin findrie wayis: 

As wes the cuftome in our eldars’ dayis, 

Quhen that thai maid triumphe for ony thing. 

And all your ftairs with tapeftrie gar hing. 

Caftels, fchut gunnis, {fchippis, and galayis ; 

Blaw up your trumpats, and on your drums ding. 

Preiftis, and clerkis, and men of [that profeffioun,} 

With deyote mynd gang to proceffioun, 

And in your queiris fing with melodic. 

To the grit God mak interceflioun 

To fend our Princefs gud fucceffioun 

With her young Spous, to our utilitie ; 

That eftir hir may governe this cuntrie ; 

And us defend from al! oppreflioun ; 

And it conferye in law and libertie. 

Ye lordis all, and barouns of renowne, 

And all the ftaitis of this natioun, 

Mak grit triumphe ; mak banket, and gud chere. 

And everilk man put on his nuptial gOWREs. 

Lat it be fein into the burrowftowne 

That in your coffers hes lyn this mony yeir. 

Sen that your Quene hes chofin hir ane feir, 

Ane potent Prince for to mantein your crown, 

And enterteinye yow in peax and weir, 
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Lat all the world, be your proceding, fee 

That thair is fayth, and treuthe in your cuntrie ; 

Luif, lawtie, law, and a gud conicience ; 

Concord, concurrand in peax and unhitie ; 

Obedience to the authoritie ; 

Foirficht, provifioun, and experience ; 

Honour, manheid, juftice, and prudence ; 

Quhilk, gif ye have, ye fall eftemit be, | 

And be ilk man haulden in reverence. 

O michtie Prince, and Spous to our Maiftres ! 

Refave this realme in luif and hartlines : 

Set furth our laws, mantein our libertie. 

Do equal juftice bayth to mair and les : 

Reward vertew ; and punifch wickitnes : 

Mak us to leif in gude tranquillitie. 

Defend our commouns: treit our nobilitie. 

And be thy mein our commounweil incres, 

That we tak pleffour to mak politye. 

Scottis and French, now leif in unitie, 

As ye war brether borne in ane cuntrie, 

Without all maner of fufpicioun. 

ilkane to uther keip trew fraternitie, 

Defendand uther bayth be land and fee. 

And gif that ony man of evil conditioun, 

Betwix yow twa would mak feditioun, 

Scottis, or French, quhat man that ever he be, 

With all rigour put him to the punitioun. 
4 O nobil 
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© nobil Princes, and Moder to our Quein! 

With all thy hairt to God lift up thy ein, 

And gif him thanks for grace he hes thé fend 3 

That he hes maid thé inftrument, and mein, 

With maryage to coupill in ane chein 

Thir tua realmis, ather to defend. 

Think weil warit the tyme thow hes done {pend 5 

And the travale that thow hes done fuftein ; 

Sen it is brocht now to fa gude ane end, 

Quod R. M. of Ledingtoun knyt. 
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OF THE WYNNING OF CALICE. 1558. 

EJOIS, Henrie, moft Chriftine King of Fraunce! iy 

Rejois, all peopill of that regioun! 

That with manheid, and be ane happy chance, 

Be thy Levetennent trew, of greit renown, | 

The Duik of Gweis, recoverit Calice towne. 

The quhilk hes bene, twa hundreth yeirs begane, 

Into the hands of Inglis natioun ; 

Quha never thocht be force it micht be tane. 

ii) ES ORO wa 

But we may fe that mennis jugement 

Is all bot vaine, when God plefis to fchaw 

His michtie power: quha is omnipotent ; 

For, quhen he plefis, he gars princes knaw 

That it is he alane quha rewlis aw : 

And mannis helpe is all bot vanitie. 

‘Think that it wes his hand that brak the waw: 

Thairfoir gif gloir to him eternalie. 

Sa hie ane purpois for to tak in hand 

Quha gaif that prince fa grit audacitie ? 

To ie ge that town, that fa ftranglie did ftand ? 

And quha gaif him fic fubftance and fupplie ? 

soe es cay Ae 
And quha gaif him at end the victorie ? 

Quha bot grit God, the gydar of all things ? 

That, quhen he plefis, can princis magnifie: “ Prost 
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That nobil king wes gritlie till avance, 

Quho, efter that his captanes of renoun 
Had tynt ane field, be hafard and mifchance, 
Yet tynt na curage for that misfortoun: 

Bot, lyk ane michtie valyeant campioun, 

Be his Levetennent, and nobil men of weir, 

‘fuk upon hand to feige the ftrongeft tour 

Into the deideft tym of all the yeirs 

Thairfoir ye all that ar of Scottis blude, 

Be blyth, rejois for the recovering 

Of that {trang toun; and of the fortoun gude 

Of your maift tendir freynd that nobil king ; 

Quhilk ay wes kynd in help and fupporting 

Of yow, be men, and mony copious : 

And in his hand hes inftantlie the thing 

To yow, Scottis, that is mati pretious. 

ay 

Sen ye love God in thingis outwardlie, 

In fyris, and proceffioun generale ; 

Sua, in your hairtis, love him inwardlie. 
Amend your lyves ; repent your fynnis all ; 
Do equal refloun, bayth to grit and {mall. 

And everie man do his vocatioun ; 

Than God fall grant yow, quhen ye on him call, 
Of your fayis the dominatioun, 
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Sen God in the begynning of this yeir, 

Unto that king fa gude fortoun hes fend ; 

We pray to HIM fic grace to grant us heir, 

That we get Berwick our merchis for to mend. 

Quhilk, gif we get, our bordours may defend | 

Agains Ingland, with urs help and fupplie. 

And then I wald the weirts had an end; 

And we to leif in peax, and unitie. 

Quod R. M, of Ledington knychi. 
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OF THE ASSEMBLIE.OF THE CON- 
GREGATIOUN; A POEME MAID 
AT NEWYEIRISMESS IN. THE YEIR 
OF GOD. 1559, 

) TERNAL Ged, O tak away thy fcourge 
[Now] from us Scottis for thy grit mercie { 

Send us thy help this land to clenge and purge 

Of difcord, and fof all] inamitie, 

Betwix the legis and authoritie, 

That we may leif in peax, withoutin deir; 

In lawtie, law; in luif amd libertie; 

With merrines, now into this new yeir, 

Almichtie God, fend us fupport and grace! 

Of mannis help for we ar all defparit, 

To mak concord that had fic tym and fpace; 

And nane, as yet, hes eir] thair lawbor wairit ¢ 

As na man war that for this country carit. 

Bot, and this {tryf and trouble perfeveir, 

He fall be feage that fall efcape unfarit, 

And nocht thole paine, now into this new yeir. 
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Think ye nocht fchame, [ye] that ar Scottis borne, 

Lordis, and barons of authoritie; 

That throw your fleuth, this realme fould be forlore ; 

Your grund deftroyit; and your policie? 

Sum wraik fall cum upon yow haftelie ; 

That ye fall fay, ¢ Alace! we war our {weir, 

€ Quhil we had tym that maid: na unitie!’ 

Amend it yet, now into this new yeir. 

Trow ye to ly lurk; and to do na mair; 

To fee quhilk fyd iall have the victorie ? 

The quhilk at lait fall not help yow ane hair. 

Ryis up! Concur all! -And thame rectifie, 

Quhilk with refoun will never rewlit be. 

Ye [mutt] with force, withoutin fraud or feir, 

Mak weir on thame, as comoun inimie ; 

And thame correct, now into this new yeir. 

God grant His grace to the inferiouris 

Of this puirrealme, thair quiete to confidder : 

And till obey till their fuperiouris, 

That lords and leiges [may na mair mak flidder] 

In peax and luif for to remaine togidder. 

Syn we war quyt of all the men of weir; 

That all trew folk, from Berwyk to Baquhidder, 

May leif in reft unceft in this ney yeir. 
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ule The,Quenis, grace, gif that {cho hes offendit 

In hir office, lat it reformat be. 

Sa And ye, all:leiges, lat your falt be mendit ; 

yi), | And with trew hairt ferve the authoritie, 

And ye, kirkmen, do ye your hail dewtie. 

And all eftaitis, fyn and vyce forbeir. 

The quhilk to do I prey the trinitie 

To fend you grace, now into this new yeir. 

God! mak us now quyt_ of all herefie ; 

And put us anjs into the richt way. - 
In thy law may we fa initructit be, 

That we be nocht begylit every day. 

Ane fayis this; ane uther {ayis nay: 

That we wait not quham to we fuld adheir. 

Chrift fend to us ane rewle to keip for ay, 

Without difcord now into this new yeir! 

God fend juftice this. land to rewle and gyde ; 

And put away thift, reif, and all oppreffioun: 

That all trew folk may furelie gang, and byde; 

Without diicord had parliament, and feffioun. 

To gar trew folk bruik thair poffeffioun, 

And gif us grace, gud Lord! quhil we ar heir, 

Yo ryis from fyn, repentand our tranfgreffioun ; 

And leif in joy now into this new yeir. 

q. R. OM, of Ledingtoun knyche. 

ON 



ON THE NEW ..YEIR 

(March zs, 1560.] 

In this news yeir I fie bot weir 5 

Na caus to fing. 

Ln this new yeir 1 fie bot weir; 

Na caus thair is to fing. 

CANNOT fing for the vexatioun 

Of Frenchmen, and the Congregatioun, 

That hes maid troubil in the natioun, 

And monye bair bigging. 
In this new _yeir, Sc. 

I have na will to fing or dans, 

For feir of England and of France. 

God fend thame forow and mifchance, 

in caus of thair cuming. 

Ln this news yeir, See 

We ar fa reulit, riche and puir, 

That we wait not quhair to be fuire, 

The bordour as the Borrow muir, 

Quhair fum perchance will hing. 

Ln this new yeir, Se. 
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And yit I think it beft that we 
Pluck up our hairt, and mirrie be. 

For thoch we wald ly doun and die, 

It will us -helpe'na thing: | 

In this new yeir, Se 

Lat us pray God to ftaunche thie weir; 
That we may leif withouun feir, 

In mirrines, quhil we ar heir; 

And hevin at our ending. 

dn this new yeir, Se. 



SCOTISH POEMS. 

OF THE QUENIS ARRYVALE 

IN SCO LEAN, 1508, 

| ane Princes! potent, and preclair 

Prudent, peerles in bontie and bewtie! 

Maift nobil quene of bluid under the air! 

With all my hairt, and micht, I wylcum thee 

Hame to thy native peple, and cuntrie. 

Befakand God to gif thé grace to have 

Of thy leigeis the hairtis faythfullie, 

And thame in luif, and favour to refave. 

Now fen thow art arryvit in this land, 

Our native Princes, and illufter Quene! 

I traift to God this regioun fall ftand 

An auld fre land, as it lang tyme hes bene. 

Quhairin, richt fone, thair fall be hard and fene 

Grit joy, juftice, gud peax, and policie: 

All cair, and cummer, baneift quyte and clene 5 

And ilk man leif in gud tranquillitie. 
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I am nocht meit, nor abil, to furthfet 
How thow fall ufe difcreitlie all thing heir : 
Nor of ane Princes the dewtie and the det, 
Quhilk I beleif thy hienes hes per gueir. 
Bot, gif neid be, thair is anew can leir 
Thy majeftie, of thy awn natioun ; 
And gif thee counfal how to rewle and fteir, 
"ith wyfdome, all belangand to thy woune. 

Yet I exhort thee to be circumfpect 
Of thy counfaie in the electioun. 
Cheis faythful men of prudens and effec, 
Quha will for wrang mak dew correétioun ; 
And do juftice, without exception. 
Men of gude lyf, knawlege, and con{cience, } 
That will nocht failye for affeCtioun ; 
Bot of gude fame, and lang experience. 

Quhilk, gif thow do, I hope that thow fall ring 
Lang in this land in grit felicitie. 
Will thow pleis God, he will thee fend all thing 
Is nedeful to mantene thy royaltie. 
Quha gif thé grace to gyd fa prudentlie, 
That all thy doing be to his plefour; 
And of Scotland to the commoditie, 
Quhilk, under God, thow hes now in thy cure. 
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And gif thy hienes plefis for to marie, 

That thow haif help I pray the trinitie 

To cheis, and tak, ane hufband without tarie 

To thy honour, and our utilitie. 

Quha will, and may, mantein our libertie ; 

Replete of wifdome and of godlines ; | | 
Nobill, and full of conftance and lawtie: 4 
With guid fucceffioun, to our quyetnes, A 

Madame, I wes trew fervand to thy mother ; 

And in hir favour ftud ay, thankfullie, 

Of my eftait alls weil as ony other: 

Prayand thy grace I may refavit be 

In fiklyk favour with thy majettie ; 

Inclynand ay to me thy gracious eiris : 

And, amang other fervands, think on me.— 

This laft requeft I lernit at the freiris. 

And thoch that I to ferve be nocht fa abil, 

As I wes wont, becaus I may not fee; 

Yet in my hairt I fall be ferme and ftabil 

To thy hienes, with all fidelitie. 

Ay prayand God for thy profperitie ; 

And that I heir thy peple, with hie voce, 

And joyful hairtis, cry continwallie 

Viva Marie tre nobil royne a’ Efcofs. 

Quod Richard Maitland of Ledington huycbt. 
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SATIRE ON THE AG E. 

UHATR is the blythnes that hes bein, 

O Bayth in burgh, and landwart, fein 

Amang lordis, and ladeis {chein ; 

Danfing, finging; game, and play? 

| Bot weil I wait nocht quhat thay mein z 

All merrines is worne away. 

For nou I heir na wourde of Yule, 

In kirk, on caffay, nor in fkuile 

Lordis lat thair kitchings cule ; 

And drawis thame to the Abbay : 

Aind fcant hes ane to keip their mule. 

Alb houfhalding is worne away. 

J faw no gyfars all this yeir, 

Bot—kirkmen cled lyk men of weir ; 

"Fhat never cummis in the queir : 

Lyk ruffians’ is thair array : 

To preitche and teitche, that will not leir. 
The kirk gudis thai wafte away. 

Kirkmen, affoir, war gude of lyf; 

Preitchit, teitchit, and ftaunchit ftryf. 

; 1 \ That feirit nother dwerd nor knyf 

|) For luif of God, the fuith to fay. 
| All honorit thame, bayth man and wyfs 

Devotioun wes nocht away. 
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Our faders wys war, and difcreit ; 

Thai had bayth honour; men, and meit, 

With luif thai did thair tennents treit ; iy 

And had aneuch in prefs to lay. | 

Thai wantit nother malt, nor quheit ; | 

And merrines ‘was nocht away, 

And we hald nother Yule, nor Pace; 
Bot feik our meit from place to place. 
And we have nother luk nor grace; 

We gar our landis dowbil pay: 

Our tennents cry * Alace! Alace! 

‘ That reuth and petie is ‘away |” 

Now we have mair, it is weil kend, 

Nor our forbearis had to {pend ; 

Bot far les at the yeiris end : 

And never hes ane-merie day. 

God will na ryches to us fend, 

Sa long as honour is away. 

We waift far mair now, lyk vane fults, 
We, and our page, to turfe our mulis, 

Nor thai did than, that held grit Yulis ; 
Of meit and drink faid never nay. 
Thai had lang formes quhair we have ftulis ; 
And merrines wes nocht away. 
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Of our wanthrift fum wytis playis ; 
And fum thair wantoun vane arrayis ; 

Sum the wyt on thair wyfis layis, 

That in the court wald gang fa gay; 

And care nocht quha the merchand payis, 

Quhil pairt of land be put away. 

The kirkmen keipis na profeffioun ; 

The temporale men commits oppreffioun, 

Puttand the puir from thair poffeffioun ; 

Na kynd of feir of God have thai. 

‘Thai cummar bayth the court, and feflioun : 
And chafis charitie away. 

Quhen ane of thame fuftenis wrang, 
We cry for juftice heid and hang:.- 

Bot, quhen our neichbours we our-gang, . 

We lawbour juttice to delay. 

Affectioun blindis us fa lang, 

All equitie is put away. 

To mak actis we have fum feil ; 

God wait gif that we keip thame weil? 
We cum to bar with jak offteil, 

A\s we wald boift the juge and ’fray, 
Of fic juftice I have na ‘keil ; 
Quhair rewle, and order, is away. 
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Our laws ar lichtleit for abufioun ; 

ai ig MOS er Eat Eg Sumtyme is clokit with colufioun. ! 

Quhik caufis of blude grit effufioun, i 

For na man {paris now to flay. 

Quhat bringis cuntries to confufioun, 

Bot quhair that juftice is away ? 

Quha is to wyte, quha can {chaw us ? 

Quha, bot our nobils, that fuld knaw us, 

And till honorabil deidis draw us ? 

Lat never comoun weil decay ; 

Or els fum mifchief will befaw us, 

And nobilnes we put away. 

Put our awn laws to executioun ; 

Upon trefpafles mak punitioun : 

To crewel folk feik na remiffioun: 7 

For peax and juftice lat us pray ; 

In dreid fum ftrange new inftitutioun 

Cum, and our cuftome put away. 

Amend your lyvis, ane, and all; 

Els bewar of ane fuddane fall, 

And pray to God, that maid us all, 

To fend us joy that letftis ay ; 

And lat us nocht to fin be thrall ; 

Bot put all vyce, and wrang, away. 

Quod Richard Maitland of Ledingtoun knycht. 

ON 
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ON THE MISERIES OF THE TYME. 1570. 

GRACIOUS God! almichtie, and eterne, 

For Jefus fatke, thi fone, we afk at the 

Us to defend. Confarve us,’and guberne- 

And tak fra us, Lord, for thi grit mercie, 

Thir plaigis that apperis prefentlie ; 

Pefl, povertic, and moft unkindhe weir 5 

Hungir, and darthe, that now is lyk to be, 

Throw deid of beifts, and fkant of corne this yeir. 

Bot, Lord, this cumis, of thi julrjuseeienty 

For puneifment of our phe : 

That never of our fynits will l repent ; 

Bot perfaveri sin abe tie. 
Fs anes 

We ar fo fowpit in fentuahtic, 

Bayth {piritual, i temporal eftate, 

The pepil ar mifgydit sillelie 
, aN 4 e 5 

Nochte regneth now, bot Trowbil and Debait. 

1 

Sumtyme the preiftis thocht that that did w réil, 

Ouhone that thai maidthair beirds, and fhuif thaircroun ; 2U ; 
x72 2 43 
Jit round to thair heil: 

ef thair faffoun. 

thair perfoun, 
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For quhilk God hes thame puneift richt {charplie. 
Bot had thai left thair auld abufioun, 

And turnit thame fra vyce to God trewlie ; 

And fyne forthocht thair wrang intrufioun 

Into the kirk be fals elufioun ; 

The word of God fyn preitchit faythfullie ; 

Thai had nocht cum to fic confufioun, 

Nor tholit had as yit fic miferie. 

Now is Proteftains ryfin us amang. 

Sayand thai wil mak reformatioun ; 

Bot yet as now ma vyces never rang, 

[In ony former tyme, nor ony natioun} 

As pryd, invy, and fals diffimulation ; 

Thift, reif, flauchtir, oppreffioun of the puir ; 

Of polecy a plaine [ill} alteratioun: 

Of wrangous geir now na man takis cuir. 

Thai think it weil (and thai the Pai do call 

The Anxtechryff ; and mefi, idolatrie: 

And fyne eit flefche upon the frydays all; 
al 

That thai ferve God rycht than accordinglie: 

Thoch in all thing thai leif maift wickitlie, 
“4 

Bot God commandis us his law to keip ; 

Fyrft honour him ; and fyne have chereétie 
With our neichbours ; and for our fynnis weip. 

30 bal 
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‘Think weil that God, that puneift the papeifts, 
Is yet on lyve, and yow to puneis abil, 
(As he did thame ;) that in your fyns infifts 

As Godis word war halden bot ane fabil. 
Bot gif your hairt on God be ferme and. ftabil, 
(Thoch that his worde into your mouthe ye haye) 
Except your lyf thairto be conformabil 
In word, and wark; ye bot yourfelf diffave. 

¥ mene nocht here of faythful chriftianis ; 
Nor minifters of Godis word trewlie ; 

Quha at the famen {tedfaftlie remanis, 

In word, and wark, without hypocrify. 

Bot I do mene of thame allenarlie 

That callit ar the fle(chlie go/pellaris ; 
Quha in thair words apperis rycht godlie, 
Bot yit thair warks the plain contrair declaris. 

Bot, thoch of papifts, and proteftans, fum 
Hes bayth gane wrang, and Godis law tranfgreft ‘ 
Kerp us, gud Lord, that never mair we cum 
Teo fic errour; bot grace to do the beft. 
‘That with all men thi trew fayth be confett ; 
That chriftane folk may leif in unetie ; 
(Vertu fet up, and all vycis fuppreft,) 

F | That all the warld, gud Lord, may honour thie. 

Quod Ricbard Maitland of Ledingtoun knycht, 1570. : 

The 
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THE BLIND. BARON’S COMFORT. ; 

RB LIND man besblyth, althoch that thow be wrangit : | 
Fhoch Blythebe herreits: tak no nielancolie, 

Thow fall be blyth;!qubani that: thay fal-be hangit, i 
That Blythe hes foul eit-ta malicioufle, | 
Be blyth, and glaid; that nane perfave in'thé an 
That thy blythnes confifts into rychés ; 
Bot that thow art blyth that eternalie | i 
Sall ring with God ia eternal blythnés. i’ 

Thoch thai have\fpulyeit Blythe of gud and: veiry 
Yet have thai-thieves left\lyand {tithe land + 
Quhilk to tranfport was nocht in thair poweir; 
Nor yit will be,: thoch na man thame ganitande 
Thairfoir-be blythis.the tym. may beat hand, 
Quhen, that Blythe fall be .yit,..with,Godis gtaee,. 
As weil plenneitt,.;as ever ‘thai it\ fand + 
Quhil fum fall rew-the sinning ofthat race. 

Ay to be blyth [thow] utwardlie appeir ; 
That'be na man it may perfavit De, 
That thow panfis for tynfal of thy Bue 
[Left] thy unfrendis, that ar proud and hie, 
Be blyth and glaid of thy adverfitie, 
Thairfoir be flout, and gar thame wnderftand 
For lois of geir thow takeft na fuftie : 
For yit be glad thow hes aneuch of land, 

x 
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Be blyth, and glad, than ay in thy intent ; 
For lifum blythnes is ane happie thing. 
Be thow nocht blyth, quhat vaileth land or rent? ~ 

And thow be blyth is caus of lang leiving. 

Be thow nocht blyth, thoch that thow war an king, 

Thy lyf is nocht bot cair without blythnés. 
Thairfoir be blyth: and pray to God us bring 

Till his blythnes ; and joy that is endleés. 

Quod Schir Richard Maitland of Lethingtoun knycht. Quhan 

his landis of the Barronie of Blythe, in Lawderdaill, awas 

heriet be Rollent Fofter Inglifman, kapitane of Wark ; with 

his cumpanye to the nomber of Thre Hander men.  Quba 

Jpulyeit fra the faid Schir Richard, and fra his eldeft fone; 

thair frvandis, and tennentis; furthe of the faid baronie 

Feve thoufand fcheip, younger, and eldar: Twa Handrithe 

nowt: Lhrettie hors, and meiris: and inficht farthe of his 

Bemus of Biythe wourth ane bundrithe pound; and the haill 

tennentis? inficht of the bail barounie. that was furfabil, 

This fpulyevas committed the xvi. day of Maiz, the year of 

M.D.LXX. yeirts ; (and the faid Sir Richard was Thre- 

_feore and xiiti. yeiris of age, and growin blind ;) in tyme of 

price; guban nane of that euntric lippint for fic thing. 

MORAL 
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MORAL VERS E &. 

UKE that nathing to fyn ye tyce ; 

Bot grund ye ay upon juftice. 

Ay folow vertew, and fle vyce. 4 

Of toung be trew. i 

Ay hait all kynd of covatyce. 

Wafte nocht thy gudis at the dyce. 

Fle fra all fulis that are nyce, 

And thame efchew. 

Hald ye in honeft companie. 

Thy perfoun gyd ay honeftlie: 

And haunt na kynd of harlatrie: 

Fra fyn abftene. 

Deil with all folkis faythfullie : 

And ufe thé never for to lie. 

Conqueis na guidis wrangoullie 

Be na fals mene. 

To every perfoun do reffoun. 

Keip ay fra melling with treffoun. a 

And tak in thank and guid feffoun ] 

Quhat God wil fend. 

Put na man, be oppreffioun, 

Furth of his richt poffetfioun. 

To God mak interceffioun 

For ane gude end, 

X 2 x 2 
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YNNARS repent, that ye have {pent 
Your tyme in wickitnes.; 

Bot now be bent, with.trew intent, 

To leif in godlines. 

Your lyvis mend ; and not offend 

Your gracious God na mair. . ., 

Think on the end; how ye man. wend 

Away, nakit and bair. 

Thairfoir afk grace, while ye have fpace; 

At God, for your grit mifs. 

Sin fra yow chace: preis to that place 

Quhair ay is joy and blifs. 

Luif God ay beft: all fin deteft ; 

And fals hypocrifie. 

Luif peace and reft; and nane moleft; 

Bot leif in chirritie. 

t Ss i piece pe 
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Quod Richard: Maitland: 
seta Maine 

Ea Geni, 
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TO BE PUT IN ONY PUBLIC HOUS, 

KEIP YOW FRA PRODIGALI TIE, 
OPPRESSIOUN, WRANG, AND CREWELTIE; 
AND FRA ALL VYCE; AND VANITIE: 
AND GRUND YOW UPON TREUTH. 

HANT GUDE AND HONEST CUMPANIE; 
USE WYSE COUNSALE, AND GRAVITIE; 
DO ALL YOUR.MATERS DISCREITLIE; 
AND OF THE PUIR HAVE/REUTHs 

Quod R. M, of Lethingtoun kaycht. 

SCOLTESHSPQ EMS, 309 
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THE WARLD WORTH NA THOCHT. 

EF, that fumtym hes bene weil ftakit, 

Thoch of your geir fum be inlakit, 

And yourfelf into troubil brocht ; 

Of this fals warld tak never thocht. 

To fum thair is bot litle left ; 

Bot, with grit wrang, ar planelie reft 

With devil’s lyms, that never docht. 

Of this fals warld yit tak na thocht. 

Of houfhold grayth fum richt fkant war 

With uther’s geir now planeift ar, 

Better nor ever thair faders bocht. 

Of this fals warld yit tak na thocht. 

To reif their neichbour few now rakis, 

For feir of God; bot daylie takis : 

¥ra thame that never aucht thame ocht. 

Of this fals warld yit tak na thocht. 

Sum to thair freynd war fa faythles, 

That, under colour of kyndnes, 

Thame to deftroy did all thai mocht. 

Of this fals warld yit tak na thocht, 
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Sum, that richt weil planeift hes bene, 

Thair landis now are wattit clene 

With comoun theifs, that leifis nocht. 

Of this fals warld yit tak na thocht. 

Deftroyit is the policie, 

For the maift pairt, of this cuntrie: 

To wraik the reft feir wayis ar focht. 

Of this fals warld yit tak na thocht, 

I hoip the tyme fall cum fchortlie 

Sall gar all wickit cumpanie 

Repent the wrang that that have wrocht. 

For punifling thai fall tak thocht. 

Quod Richard Maitland. 
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PUBLIC MISERIE THE FRUTE OF VYCE, 

Fi OW fould our commoun weil indure? _ 

God to offend we tak na cuir. 

For nane preilis thair lyf to mend, 

q For na trouble that God willifend’; +i 4: isi 

| As plaigis cam be aventure. 

uhan darthe cumis, or peftilence, 

; We fay it is be ER hye 

; | And, gif weir cumis:ony:way, 

a The muivars hes the wyt we fay; 

And cumis not for our offence. 

And, gif we muve the al cane, 
para Wie 

That God for fy n will lat us fa 
Tintey sath Aine into miicheif, and oft parél. 

“NY 1° The grit men fay that the diftres 
a 
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he peple fay, for the cranleceiale 
{ Of the Lae men, and thair oppreffioun: 
Ay Sot nane will thair awin fyn confes 

an San Bh Richata Maitland. 
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GUD.E COUNSALS. 

UIF vertew ever and all vycis fle 

Wickitnes hait alway gudenes imbrace 

Remuve rancour and ay keip chirritie 

Proudnes deteift invy fra ye far chace 

Gredénes never lat in thé tak place 

Be honorable“and weil eredence keip 
Befeynes [to give ever] tyme and fpace 
Trewlie ferve God and als for fynnis weip. 

Quod Richard Maitland. 

Thir aucht lynes ye may begin at ony nuke ye will: and 
reid bakward or foreward, and Je fal Lind the. bk fe 
tence and meter. 

Aft Sh i he 5 cant A I Er ce! 



DS td Bl 

PA 

CE Bateman aller ase a) Wis ik aad SERRE eee 

~ = Ba e = 

rota SP REE ay >? 

ea heen 

Saudis. 

Sy 

AO NC Din Nae ee 

ON THE FOLYE OF ANE AULD MAN’s 

MARYAND ANE YOUNG WOMAN. 

M ANG folyis ane grit folye I find: 

Quhan that ane man, paft fyftie yeir of age, 

Can in his vane con{ait [eir] grow fa blind 

As for to join himfelf in maryage 

With ane young lats, quhais blude is in ane rage; 

Thinkand that he may ferve hir appetyte ; 
Quhilk gif he fail, than willdfcho:him difpyte, 

Still ageit men fould jois in moral talis ; 

And nocht in tailis. For folye is to mary, 

Fra tyme that bayth thair ftrenth and nature falis 3 

And tak ane wyf to bring thamefelfin tarye. 

For frefche Maii, and cauld January, 

Agrecis nocht tpon ane fang in tune: 

The tribbil wants that fould be fang abune. 

Men fould tak voyage at the larkis fang, 
And nocht at evin, quhen paflit is the day. 
Efter mid-age the luifar lyis full lang, 
Quhen that his hair is turnit lyart gray. 
Ane auid gray beird on ane quhyte mouth to lay 
Into ane bed, it is ane peteous fycht ! 
The ane crys Help! the uther hes no mychte 

2 
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Till have bene merchand, bigane meny yeir, 

In Handwarp burges, and the toun of Bervie ; 

Syne in the deip for to tyne all his geirs 

With vane confal to pure himfelfe, and herrie! 

Grit peral is for to pas our the ferrie, | 

Into ane lekand bott, nocht nalit faft ; 

To beir the fail nocht havand ane fteif maft. 

To tak ane maling, that grit lawbour requyris 3 

Syne wantis grayth for to manure the land; 

(Quhen feid wantis than men of teling tyris;) 

Than cumis ane; findis it waift lyand: 

Yokis his pleuch; telis at his awin hand. 

Bettir had bene the firft had never kend it, 

Nor thoil that fchame. And fa my tale is endit. 

Quod Richard Maitland of Lethingtoune 

31S° 
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ON THE MALYCE OF POETIS. 

‘UM of the poyets, and makars, that ar now, 
Of grit defpyte, and malice, ar fa fow, 

That all lefingis, that can be inventit, 
Thai put in writ, and garris’ thame be prentit ; 
‘To gar the peple ill opinioun taik 
Of thame, quhom of that thai,thairballats maik. 
Vith iclanderous words thaido.all thing thaican 
For to defame mony gude honeft, man, 

in fetting furthe thair buikis, and thair rymes, 
Accufand fum of improbabil crymes. 

And, thoch that fum thair lybells. does allow, 
“Vit few [ar] that will thair awin warks avow. 

And thoch that-thai bakbytars-and blafphemars, 
Now at this tyme, has mony thair mantenars, 
The day will cum that thai forthink fall it 
That thai have put fic lefings into writ. 

To fteill ane manis fame is gritter fin 

Nor ony geir that is this warld within. 
Thairfoir repent, ye ralars, and reftoir 
‘Fo thame thair fame quhom ye fklandrit befoir: 
To that effet apply your wordes, and deidis, 
iil brute to tak furthe of the peple’s heidis. 
Cry toung ! F leid, throw all this natioun: 
wT 1h Wes Gay Sead Re anes ae et tac Ore doy em aE 
Mak DULKS and rymes of recantatioun. 

6 
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Sic alteratioun may cum in this land 
May gar ane tak ane uther be the hand, 
And fay, Think on—-Ye said of me ane ballat, 

For your rewarde now I fall brek your pallat. 

Men fould bewar quhat thing thai faid or did, 
For it may*cum' to lycht Waig“hes bene hid. 
Thairfoire na man mak ballats, nor‘indyte, 

Of ill, detraétioun,: fklandér,° nor difpyte. 

Put not in writ that God, or man, may gteifé ‘ 
All vertew love; and all vyces repreif. 

Or mak fum myrrie toy, to gude purpéfe, 

That may the herar, and redar bayth, rejofe: 

Or fum frutful and gude Moralité ; 

Or plefand things, may ftand with chirrité, 
Difpytful poyets fould not tholit be 

In commounweils, or godlie cumpanie : 

That forte ar [redie] ay to faw feditiouns 

And put gude men into fujpitioun. 

Quod Sir Richard Maitland of Lethingtouss 

317 
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HOCH that this warld be verie ftrange ; 
And theves hes done my rowmis range, 

And teynd my fald: 

Yit wald I leif, and byde ane change ; 

Thoch J be ald. 

| Now me to fpulyie fum not {pairis ; 

ays To tak my geir no captane cairis; 

‘Thai ar fa bald. 
Yit tyme may cum, may mend my fairis ; 

Thoch I be ald. 

Sum now, be force of men of weir, 

My hous, my landis, and my geir, 

Fra me tha hald. 

¥it, as I may, fall mak gud cheir; 

Thoch I be ald. 

So weill is kend my innocence, 

; That I will not, for nane offence, 

e: Flyte lyk ane fkald : 
? 

[ } | Bot thank God, and tak patience ; 

yeaa For Lam ald. 

ri - 
Vritten about his Eightieth year, 



SCOTISH POEMS. 3tg 

For eild, and my infirmitie, 

Warme elayths ar bettir far, for me 

To keip fra cald ; 

Nor in dame Venus’ chamber be ; 

Now being ald. 

Of Venus’ play paft is the heit ; ta 

For I may not the miftirs beit Hi 

Of Meg, nor Mald. 

For ane young las I am not meit; 
I am fa ald. 

The fairaft wenche in all this toun, 

Thoch I hir had in hir beft goun, 

Rycht braivlie brald ; 

With hir I micht not play the loun ; 

I am fa ald. 

My wyf fumtyme wald talis trow, 

And mony leifings weill allow, 

War of me tald: 

Scho will not eyndill on me now ; 

And [ fa ald. 

My hors, my harnés, and my fpeir; 

And all uther, my hoitting geir, 

Now may be fald. 

I am not abill for the weir ; 

T am fa ald. | 
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Quhan young men cumis fra the grene, 
(Playand at the fute-ball had bene) 
With brokin fpald ; Pek MOR, 
T thank my God, I want my ene; : 
And am fa ald. 

‘Thoch I be fweir to ryd or gang ; 

Thair is fumthing, I’ve wantit lang, 
Fane have I wald 

Thame punyfit that did me wrang ; 
Thoch I be ald, 

2u0d R, Maitland of Lethingtonge 
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AGANIS OPPRESSIOUN OF 

THE COMMOUNS. 

T is grit petie for to fe 

How the comouns of this cuntreé, 

For thift, and reif, and plane opprefMioun: b) > Pp I P 3 

Can nathing keip in thair poffe‘fioun, 

Quhairof that thai may mak ane lyfe: 

Yit nane will puneis that tranfgreffiorin ; 

Till nocht be left to man nor wyfe. 

Sum with deir ferme ar hirreit haill, 

‘That wount to pay bot penny maill. 

Sum be thair lordis ar oppreft 5 

Put fra the land that thai pefleit. 

Sair fervice hes fum hirreit fone. 

For carrage als fum hes no reft ; 

Thoch thair awin wark fould ly undone. 

Sum comouns,:that hes bene weill fakit 

Under kirkmen, ar now all wrakit.; 

Sen that the teynd, and the kirk landis, 
Came in grit temporale mennis handis. 

‘Thai gar the tennents pay fic fowmes, 

As thai will afk ; or, quha ganeftandis, 

‘Thai will be put fone fra thair rowmes. 

p 
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The teynd, quhilk tennents had befoir 

Of thair awin malings, corne, and ftoir, 
Thair laird hes tane it our thair heid ; 

And gars thame to his yaird it leid. 

Bot thair awin ftok thai dar not fteir ¢ 

Thoch all thair bairnis fould want breid, 

Quhill thai have led that teynd ilk yeir. 

Sic extortioun and taxatioun 

Wes never fene into this natioun, 

Tane of the comouns of this land, _ 

Of quhilk fum is left waift liand, 

Becaus few may fic chairgis beir. 

Mony hes quhips now in thair hand, 

That wont to have bayth jak and fpeir. 

Quhairthrow the haill comunité 

Is brocht now to fic povertie. 

For thai, that had gude hors and geir, 

Hes fkantlie now ane crukit meir: 

And for thair fadils thai have foddis. 

Thai have na weipens worthe for weir ; 

Bot man defend with ftanes and cloddis. 

Thairfore, my lordis, 1 yow pray 

For the puir comouns find fum way. 

Your land to thame for fic pryce geify 

As on thair maling thai may leif 

Sufficientli¢ to thair eftait. 

Syne thame defend, that nane thame greif 5 

That thai may ferve yow ayre and lait. 



Riche comouns ar richt profitable, 
Quhan thai, to ferve thair lord, ar able 

Thair native cuntrie to defend 

Fra thame that hurt it wald pretend. 

For we will be ouir few a numer, 

Gif commouns to the weir not wend. 

Nobils may not beir all the cummer, 

Help the comouns bayth Lord and Laird! 

And God thairfore fall yow rewaird. 

And, gif ye will not thame fupplie, 

God will yow plaig thairfore juftlie. 

And your fucceffioun, eftir yow, 

Gif thai fall have na mair petie 

On the commouns, nor ye have now. 

SCOT ISH POEMS. 

Qusd Richard Maitland of Lethingtoune 
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NA KYNDNES AT COURT 

WITHOUT SELDER. 

ST S UMTYME to court I did repair, 

wily 4 Thairin fum errands for to dres ; 

. Thinkand I had fum freindis thair 

| To help fordwart my befeynes. , 

Bot, not the les, 

I fand nathing bot doubilnes. 

Auld kyndnes helpis not ane hair. 

To ane grit court-man I did fpeir ; 

That. I trowit my friend: had bene, 

Becaus we war of kyn fa neir ; 

To him my mater I did mene. 

Bot, with difdene, 

He fled as I had done him tene ; Fa 

SPIE TA AU ge MR Ale 5a oy Wei ke ga 

And wald not byd my teill to heir. 

T wend that he, in word and deid, 

For me, his kynfman,. fould have wrocht, 
bey eras Bot to my fpeiche he tuke na heid; 
a . Neirnes of blude he fett at nocht, 

is a "Fhan weill I thocht, 

Quhan ! for fibnes to him focht, 

It wes the wrang way that yeid. 

SS ean 

— 
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My hand I put into my fleif, 

And furthe of it ane purs I drew ; 

And faid I brocht it him to geif, 

Bayth gold and filver I him fchew. 

‘Than he did rew 

That he unkindlie me mifknew ;—= 

And hint the pur$ feft in his neif. 

Fra tyme he gat the purs in hand, 

He kyndlie Coujfin callit.me. 

And baid me gar him underftand 

My befeynes all haillalie. 

And fwair that he | 

My trew and faythfull freind fuld be 

In courte as I plés him comand, 

For quhilk better it is, -I trow, 
Into the courte to get fupplé, 

To have ane purs of fyne gold fow ¢ 
Nor to the hiaft of degré 
Of kyn to be. 

Sa alters our nobilitie. 

Grit kynrent helpis lytil now. 

Thairfoir, my freinds, gif ye will mak 
All courte men youris as ye wald, 
Gude gold and filver with yow tak ; 
Than to tak help ye may be bald. - 
For it is tauld, 

Kyndnes of courte is coft and fald. 

Neirnes of kyn na thing thai rak. 
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SATIRE ON THE TOUN LADYES, 

© UM vwyfis of the burrouftoun 

Sa wondir vane ar, and wantoun, 

Lit In warld thay wait not quhat to weir : 

| On claythis thay wair monye a croun; 

And all for newfangilnes of geir. 

Thair bodyes bravelie thay attyir, 

Of carnal luft to eik the fyir. 

T fairlie quhy thai have no feir 

To gar men deime quhat thay defyres 

And all for newfangilnes of geir. 

Thair gouns [fou] coiftlie trimlie traillis ; 

Barrit with velvous, fleif, nek, taillis. 

And thair foirfkirt of filkis feir; 

Of fyneft camroche thair fuk faillis ; 

And all for newfangilnes of geir. 

| ae And of fyne filk thair furrit cloikis, 

AR With hingeand tleivis, lyk geill poikis¢ 

Na preiching will gar thame foirbeir 

f | To weir all thing that finne provoikis ; 

And all for newfangilnes of geir, 
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Thair wylie coits man weill be hewit, 

Broudrit richt braid, with pafments fewit. 

I trow, quha wald the matter {peir, 

That thair gudmen had caus to rew it, 

That evir thair wyfes wair fic geir. 

Thair wovin hois of filk ar {chawin, 

Burrit abone with tafteis drawin : 

With gartens of ane new maneir ; 

To gar thair courtlines be knawin ; 

And all for newfangilnes of geir. 

Sumtyme thay will beir up thair gown, 

To fchaw thair wylecot hingeand down 5 

And fumtyme bayth thay will upbeir, 

To {chaw thair hois of blak or broun $ 

And all for newfangilnes of geir. 

Thair collars, carcats, and hals beidis !» 

With velvet hats heicht on thair heidis, 

Coirdit with gold lyik ane younkeir, 

Broudit about with goldin threidis ; 

And all for newfangilnes of geir. 

Thair fchone of velvot, and thair muillis lass 

In kirk thai ar not content of ftuillis, 

The fermon quhen thay fit to heir ; 

Bot caryis cufchings lyik vaine fuillis ; 

And all for newfangilnes of geir. v 

X 4 
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I mein of nane thair honour dreidis.— 

Quhy fould thay not have honeit weidis, 

To thair eftait doand etieir? 

I mein of thame thair ftait exceidis ; 

And all for newfangilnes of geir. 

For fumtyme wyfes fa grave hes bein, 

Lyik giglets cled wald not be fein.— 

Of burges’ wyfes thoch I fpeik heir, 

Think weil of all wemen I mein 

On vaneteis that waiflis geir. 

Thay fay wyfes ar fo delicat 

In feiding, feifting, and bankat, 

Sum not content ar with fic cheir 

As weill may fuflice thair ettait, 

For newfangilnes of cheir, and geir, 

And fum will fpend mair, I heir fay; 

In {pyice and droggis, on ane day, 

Nor wald thair mothers in ane yeir. 

Quhilk will gar monye pak decay, 

Quhen thay fa vainlie waift thair geire 

Thairfoir, young wyfis fpeciallie, 

Of all fic faultis hald yow frie: 

And moderatly to leif now leir 

In meit, and clayth accordinglie ; 

And not fa vainlie wailt your geir. 
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Ufe not to ikift athort the gait ; 

Nor na mum chairtis, air nor lait. 

Be na dainfer, for this daingeir 

Of Yow be tane an ill confait it 

That ye ar habill to waift geir. | 

Hant ay in honeft cumpanie ; 

And all fufpicious places flie. 

Lat never harlot cum yow neir$ 

That wald yow leid to leicherie, 

In houp to get thairfoir fum. geir. 

My countell I geve generallie 

To all wemen, quhat ever thay be; 

This leffoun for to quin per queir ; 

Syne keip it weill continuallie, 

Better nor onye warldlie geir. 

Leif, burges men, or all be loiit, 

On your wyfis to mak fic coft, 

Quhilk may gar all your bairnis bleir.— 

Scho that may not want wyne and roift, 

Js abill for to waift fum geir. 

Betwene thame, and nobils of blude, 

Wa difference bot ane velvous huid! 

‘Thair camroche curcheis ar als deir ; 

Thair uther claythis ar als guid ; , 

tin llega ee 

And thai als coftlie in nther geir. 
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Bot, wald grit ladyis tak gud heid 

To thair honour, and find remeid ; 

Thai fuld thole na fic wyfes to weir, 

| Lyk lordis wyfis, lady’s weid, 4 

it As dames of honour in ther geir. 

Ht HI I fpeik for na defpyt trewlte, “¢ 

(Myfelf am not of faultis frie, ) 

Bot that ye fould not perfeveir 

Into fic folifche vanitie, 

For na newfangilnes of geir. 

Of burges wyfes thoch I fpeik plaine, 

Sum landwart ladyis ar als vain, 

As be thair clething may appeir ; 

Werand gayer, nor thame may gain ; 

On ouir yaine claythis wailtand geir. 

Quod Richard Maitland of Lethingtoure 
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AGANIS THE THIEVIS OF 

LIDDISDAIL. 

F Liddifdaill the commoun theifis 

Sa pertlie fteillis now and reifis, 

That nane may keip 

Hors, nolt, nor fcheip: Nor yit dar fleip, 
For thair mifcheifis. 

Thay plainly throw the countrie ‘rydis, 

I trow the mekil devil thame gydis. 

Quhair thay onfett, 

Ay in thair gait Thair is na yet, 

Nor dure, thame bydis. 

Thay leif richt nocht, quhairever-thay gas 

Thair can na thing be hid thame fra. 

For, gif men wald 

Thair houfis hald, Than waxe thay bald 

~ ‘To burn and fla. 

Thay thiefs have neirhand herreit haill 

Ettrick foreft, and Lawderdaill; 

Now ar they gane 

Jn Lothiane; And fpairis nane 

That thay will waill. 

: Ne as ‘. raat aoe SOS $e 
RES piu k Ste Shr a A MS A Sas tassae eee bus eee Rae eee eee ee 
READY otha Te Al Ane tere Tay i Sd a ES ST ae ER eR aaa Oa ican al Oras aroaaig a gaara DE i Oo Rat si 2 iCas tea De Peele : a “ : % 

Thai 

Bhi 

see OCS 



£ 

iSq ak EC 

Fane to be flaiki 

ir pak 

on bed, nor b 

and breid, 

te 
& h wy 

Cie, 

IC 
+ 
X 

it 

‘ 

ee 

Z§ 

ichame, 

ir men of thai 

{4 
Mie) 

Ef 

} 

gy Pp 

. : 
m& Se 

ye 

\# 

“i 

—_ CS 
t ba

y 

ce 
a o 

ow 

WH 

JE SCOGW 

rez f 

=r 

f thame n 

? 
£ 

Cn 
a 

clin +i 

wy bei 

ith him takis. 

WwW ar 

) 

of t 
z 

oa 
ral 

att Ni 
dee & 

PPP
 

a
 

S
S
 

s
e
m
a
n
a
s
 

e
e
r
 

oa
 

a
 

r
m
a
 



SCOTTISH POE 

He is weil kend, Fokne 9 of the Syide, i 

A gretar theif did never ryide. ! il 

He never tyris 

For to brek byris. Our muir, and myris, 

Ouir gude ane gyide. 

Thair is ane, callit Clemeni?s Fob, 

Fra ilk puir wyfe reiflis the wob. 

And all the laif 

Bessa at haif, The devil refave 

Thairfoir his gob. 

To fic grit flouth quha eir wald trow it 

Bot gif fum greit man it allowit? 

Rycht fair I rew 

Thoch it be trew; Thair is fa fe 

That dar avow it. 

Of fum grit men thay have fic gait 

That redy ar thame to debait ; 

And will up weir 

Thair ftolin geir: That nane dar fteir 

Thame, air nor lait. 

Quhat caufis theifis ts our-gang 

Bot want'of Juttice us amang? 

N: ane ta kis cair, 

hoch all forfair: Nasman will fpair 

Now to do wrang. 

6 
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Of ftouth thoch now thay cum gud fpeid, 

That nother of men nor God hes dreid, 

Yit, or I die, 

Sum fall thame fie, Hing on a trie, 

Quhill thay be deid. 

Li Quod Sir R. M. of Lethingtoun knicht. 
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SCOTISH POEMS. 

COMPLAINT AGANIS THE LANG i 
LAW-SUTES | 

TO KING JAMES VI. | 

AIR is the recent murmour, and regreit, 

Amang the leigis rifin of the lait, 

Throw all the countrie, bayth of rich and puir 3 

Plenand upon the Lordis of the Sait, 

‘That thair lang proces may no man induire. 

The Barouns fay that they have far mair fpendit 

Upon the law, or thair mater wes endit, 

Nor it wes wourth. ‘Thairfoir richt fair thay rew 

To found ane plie that ever thay pretendit : 

Bot left it to thair airis to perfew. 

The puir folk fay that thay, for falt of fpending, 

Man leif the law, it is fa lang in ending: 

Lang proces thame to povertie hes brocht. 

For of thair fkayth be law can get na mending, 

That thay ar faine to grie for thing of nocit. 

Sum geves the wyte that thair is on the Seffioun 

Sum not fa cunning, nor of fa gud difcretioun, 

As thair befoir into that rowme hes bein; 

Quhilk, dving juttice, “keipit thair profeffioun ; 

Of gquhom thair wes na caus for to complein, 
Now 2 
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Now, ye that ar nocht of this Sait content, 

Pas to the Prince; to him your caus lament. 

And him exhort, and pray affectioutlie, 

That in that Sait he wald na man prefent, 

In tyme to cum, bot thay that ar worthie. 

1 | Gud cunning men, that ar wyis and difcreits 

Practitious gud; and for that fenat meit. 

Men of gud confcience, honeftie, and fame; 

UE That can with wit and treuth all maters treit : 

And hes be prudence purchaft ane gud name. 

= And fyne gar call the College of Juftice, 

All thair dependers, and uthers that ar wyis, 

And try the caus of law the langfumnes ; 

And gar thame fone fum gud ordour devyis 

To furder juflice, and {chorten the lang procés. 

Bot gif this mater, unmendit be ourfein, 

The leigis can na greter fcayth fuftein ; 

For na man fall be fuir of land or geir. 

‘The trew and pour fall be oppreffit clein ; 

And this Colledge fall not lang perfeveir. 

And gif this Sait of Semetors gang doun, 
i The fpunk of juftice in this regioun, 

. I wait not how this realmé fall rewlit be. 
j | Better it {had] gud reformatioun, 

Nor let it peritche fo imprudentlic. 
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For gif this Sait of Juftice fall not fland, 

Thn everie wicke d man, at his awin hand, 

Sall him revenge as he fall think it beft. | 

Ilk bangeifter, and limmer, of this land | 

With. frie brydil fall [quham thai pleis moleft.] Hilt 

Our Soverane Lord, to this mateir have ce ; 

For it perteinis to thy majeftie 

This Colledge to uphauld, or lat it doun. 

Bot, will thow it uphauld, as it fould be, 

It will thé help for to mantein thy crown. 

Caufis ilk day fo faift dois multiplie, 

That with this Sait cannot ourtaken be ; 

Bot wald thy hienes thairof eik the nummer, 

Of Senatours; men cunning and godlie 

Wald monie mater end that makis cummer. 

Schir, at thy gift is monye Abeceis, 

Perfonagis, Proveftreis, and Prebendareis, 

Now fen doun is the auld religioun. 

To eik fum lordis gif fum benefeis ; 

And fum to help the auld fundatioun, 

Becaus the lordis hes our litil feis, 

Bot of uncertaine cafualiteis, 

Of quhilk thay never get payment complei, 

And now fic derthe is refin, all men fayis 

What coift Ane pound befoir, now coftis Thrie. 

Schiry Z 
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Schir, thou may gar, (unhurt thy propertie,) 
The Sait of Juftice weill adyancit be. 
Quhilk being done, thair daylie fall incres 

Into this land gud peice, and policie: 
And thow be brocht to honour, and richés, 

Vi) O Joving Lord! fupport this cruell Sait ; 
3 And give thame grace to gang the narett gait 

Juftice to do with expeditioun ; 
‘And bring all thing againe to gud eftait, 
Following the firft gud inititutioun, 

Ss. R, M. 
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ON THE WARLD’S INGRATITUDE., 

HIS warld fo fals is, and unftabil; 

Of gredines unfateabil ; 

In all eftaits fic doubilnes ; 

To find trew freindis few ar abil, 

For keipit is na auld kyndnes. 

Thoch ye do pleifour to greit men, 

Thairfoir thay will yow fcantlie ken; 

Gif ye have ocht with thame to:dres, 

Ye ar not abil to get ben, 

For keipit is na auld kyndnes. 

Thoch ye have fervit, monye ane yeir, 

Ane lord, on your awin coft and geir ; 

And ye be fallin in diftres, 

Yow to releive he will be fueir, 

And count nathing your auld kyndnes. 

Thoch ye have ladyis fervit lang, 
And prevy’d your pith hes thame amang; 
And ye of Venus’ game decres, 
Out of the court then man ye gang, 
Not regairding your auld kyndnes, 

“22 Sum 
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Sum to thair nychbours hes bene kynd, 
That now thairof hes never mynd, 

Bot notit ar with newfangilnes. 

Of ingraitnes it hes ane, ftrynd 

‘That cannot keip na auld kyndnes, 

Sum to communiteis hes done 

That ingraitlie foryet it fone ; 

Sua full thay ar of fikilnes ; 

Changing as oft as dois the mone ; 
And cuiris not for auld kyndnes. 

Sum did for thame, in court and feffioun, 
That now falflie, without difcretioun, 

in tyme of troubil and bus’nes, 
Mell’d with thair land, geir, and poffeffioun, 
That {chew to thame fa greit kyndnes. 

Thair is that fum man did refett, 

With meit, and claythis, hes him bet ; 

That efter in court can get entrefs, 

And wald not ken him, quhen thay met, 

Of quhome he gat fa greit kyndnes. 

] Thoch ye with courteours hes bein 
ZF Acquentit lang be onye mein: 

A And yet 
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Sen in this warld, in na degrie, 
Is kyndnes, nor fidelitie, 

Lat us pray God, of his gudnes, 

To bring us to the hevins fo hies 

Quhairin thair is perfyte kyndnes, 

2 SR a aha sl eo 
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TO KING JAMES VIL. 

UR Soverane Lord, into thy tendir aige 
Leir to ferve God; him luif above all thing. 

Cheis thi Counfell of guid juft men, : and faige ; 
That ar expert, maift habill, and conding, 
To gif ane faythful counfell till ane king 
How he fould rewl his realme, in peace and reft: 
To luif Vertue; and all vycis doun thring ; 
Thame to releif that hes bene lang opprett. 

Syne be thi Counfell gar it be provydit 
How thow fall leif to thi royell eftait : 
And how thi nobil perfoun fall be gydit, 
In tyme to cum, and quha fall on thé wait, 
To be thi garde, and ferve thé air and lait: 
And quhat barons fall in thi court remaine, 
Thair tyme about it to devife all gait, 

Of thi affairis for to tak fum paine. 

Thy propertie, and cafualities, 

And thay be put to thi utilitie, 
Will hald thi hous and pay thi fervands’ fies, 
And find all thing that needful is to thee ; 
Gif thow will ufe na prodigalitie, 

Nor vainlie waift the rentis of thi croun. 
Now in thi youthe experience haif we— 

Thy leifing haill neir brocht to confufioun. 
Was 
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Was never king nor prince in this countrie 
Till leif upon that had fo greit ane rent, 
To thi proffeit gif it weill gydit be, 

And not in vaine confumit, and mifpent. 

Thairfoir be reffoun thow fould be content 

Till leif on it that to thi croun pertenis ; 

That on the liege taxatioun nor ftent 
Be never raifit be unlawful menis. 

Schir, at thi batons thir shrie things requyré, 

— Quhilk be reffoun can not denyit be. 
Firf: to breik juftice nane fall thee defyre. 

The /ecound is that thow may ufe frilie 

Thy awin leifing, fa it ma be trewlie 

Put to fic profeit as it guidlié may. 

Thirdlie: that thai thé helpe and fortifie 
Juftice to do at all tyme, nyte and day. 

Schir, gif nd eiris to vaine flatteraris, 
Quha at the lénthe wil bot thé plaine diffave. 

Gif na credens to commune clatteraris ; 

Nor in thi court na bakbytars refave. 

That will of thame, at quhom thai malice have, 

To thi hienes mony, lowd lefing make, 

And gar thi grace ane [wrang] haitrent confave 

Agane trew men, fra thé till hald thame bak, 
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Mycht fclaunderit men of thé get audiens, 

Or war put [neir] quhan evil tails war tauld, 

Thay fould fa weill defend thair innocens, 

Thair honeftie fa juftifie thai wald, 

[As fuld] thame fchame till lie that war fo bald; 

And gar thi grace fa ken the veritie, 

That thow jould than for honeft men thame hald : 

And tratlane toungs have [na mair] leif to lie. 

O royel Roy! thi realme ay rewl be rycht ; 

And be wyfe counfel gyd thi majettie. 

About thi perfoun haif, bayth day and nycht, 

Godlie, guid men, of fame and honettie. 

And do nathing in thi minoritie, 

Be the perfuafioun of ill teils not trew, 

That, quhan thow cumis to majoritie, 

Experience will gif thee caus to rew. 

Young nobil king, and thi Counfel, I pray 

This commune-weil keip in tranquillitie; _ 

Sa fet it furth, it may incres ilk day. 

To thi lieges do juttice equallie, 

Without refpect to perfoun, or pairtie 

That in this lar id be na tuilye, nor flurt. 

And in fum caice thi grace may {chawe mercie; 

And {peciallie quhair na partie is hurt. 

I pray 
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I pray to God, the gyder of all thing, 

Our Soverane faif fra dolour and decay, 

And gif him grace to be the nobileft king 

That in this regioun rang this mony day! 

ee ee 
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That he may tak our lang dolour away, 

In his non-aige that we haif done fuftene. 

Falfed and wrang be now baneift for ay, 

That gud Juftice amang us may be fene. 

ainsti 
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BP. -Oe-E © M- «Be § 

IN PRA VG OF 

SIR RICHARD MAITLAND 

AND OF 

LORD THIRLSTANE HIS SON. 
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POEMS IN PRAYSE OF SIR 
RICHARD MAITLAND, AND 

OF LORD THIRLSTANE HIS SON, 

ANE SONET TO THE AUTHOUR SIR 
RICHARD MAITLAND, IN COMMEN- 
DATIOUN OF HIS BUIK. 

% 7 OUR prediceffours’ prayfe, and prowes hie ; 
Thair hardie hairts, hawtie, heroicall, 

Of dew defert defervis never to die; 

Bot to be pen’d, and plac’d as principall, 

And meteft, mirrour of manheid martiall : 

Unto thair lyne and linage to give licht. 

Of quhom ye come: quhofe ofspring yow to calk 

Ye merit weill, refembling thame fo richt. 

Thoch thay wer manfull men of mekil micht, 

Thair douchtie deids in yow hes not decayit. 

Ye, wittie, wyfe, and valyeant, warriour wicht ! 

Hes with the pen the poet’s pairt weill playit: 

Quhairby your Lordfchip hes enlairged thair fame; 

And to yourfelf maid an immortall name. 

EPITAPH 
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EPITAPH OF SIR RICHARD MAIFLAND 
OF LETHINGTOUN KNYCHT, QUHO 

iI) DIED OF THE AGE OF FOURSCOIR 
Hh AND TEN YEIRIS IN THE YEIR OF 
Wi GOD 158s. DIE MENSIS 20 MARTII®, 

HE flyding tyme fo flilie flips away, 
}t reaves from us remembrance of our ftate ; 

And, quhil we do the cair of tyme delay, 
We tyne the tyde, and fo lament to laié, 
Then, to efchew fuch dangerous debait, 

La Prepone for patrene manlie MaITLanp knycht. 
o j Eeirne be nis lyf to leive in fembil raite, 
A ‘With Inif to God, Religion, Law, and Rycht. 
Bl} Por a3 HE was. af vertu lucent lycht ; 

Of ancient bluid, of nobil fpreit and name : 
Belov’d of God, and everie gracious wycht ; 
Se died ue auld, deferving worthie fame. 
A rair exempil fet for us to fie 
Quhat we have*bene, now ar, and aucht to be. 

Quod Thomas Hudfone. 

i | *© That is 20 March 1586; the beginning of the year being then ii 
1 March. 
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ANE UTHER EPITAPH OF THE SAID 

SCHIR RICHARD. 

HY furname Mairianp {fchaws thy ancient race: 

Thy marcial acts the croniclis diipley. 

And fpeak thow, Juftice! quhil he had thy place, 

Gif juftlie he thy ballance did not fuey? 

He was ay preft God’s treuth to plant alwey, 

Quho gave him lang yeirs, and a faythful wyfe. 

His childerns’ childrin florifch day by day. 

In welth he liv'd: with honour left this lyfe. 

Then thow quho knaws his birth, his lyf, his end, 

May fay his faul to lafting lyfe is fend. 

Thus may we fie none may from daith refraine; 

Bot leives to die, and dies to leive againe. 

We that him want may waill his daith, alace, 

War not his worthie imps fupplies his place. 

Quod Robert Hudfante 
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ANE UTHER EPITAPH ON THE SAME 

al RIGHT HONORABLE SIR RICHARD 

Ha MAITLAND KNIGHT LORD OF LEI. 

i DINGTOUN. 

HIS hallowd grave within her bounds dois clofe 

a Anworthy xn1en7, baith valiant, grave, and wyle; 

And in the fame nis breathles banes repofe, : 

Quhafe lyflye.fpreit did warldlye things defpyce. 

oe Within this place the maisT UNSPOTTED lyes, 

x I. And sramees, jopce that jaflice did maintene, 

Yit from uis tombe (though ue be deid) doth ryfe 

The glorious praife to verTEous dois pertene. 

For in us breift, quhilk wifdome did contene, 

Lay sSTEIDFAST TREUTS, and UNCORRUPTED FAYTHs 

His honeft hands from brybis did abftene ; 

iis FAULTLES FEIT DID MARCHE IN HONOURS PAITHe 
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A LUID OF THE SAID SIR RICHARD; 

AND HIS LADY, QUHO DIED ON HIS 

BURIAL DAY. 

y OE heir tuo wights inburied be, of nobil bitth 
and blude, 

Quho; by thait death, he¢ natute’s courte by nature’s 
lyne conclide. 3 

In matiage band they lived long’ (thrie {coir of yeirs, 
and foures) 

Yh honour, maift contentedlye, thair lyfe they did 
dryve oure. 

Bot now hes peatu thair aged dayes defaced! by his 

dairt: 

And hes thair brethles weryet corps, convoyed to this 

pairts 

Bot yit quhat peatH hes preaft to doe, thair love fo to 
devyde 

Love hes againe; furmounting’ beatry the force of 

DEATH defy’dy. 

@ 
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IN COMMENDATION* OF THE RIGHT 
HONORABLE SYR JOHNE MAITLAND 
OF THIRLSTAINE KNIGHT SECRE- 
TAIR TO THE KING HIS MAJESTIE. 

THE FIRST VISIOUN. 

EFORE my face, this night, to me appeir’d 
My filent Mufe in forow all confound; 

And, [all] difmay’d, this queftion at me fpeir’d; 

¢ Quhy do we not his glorious praife refound? 

© Quhofe goodnes we beyond our hope hes found: 

¢ Quhofe favour hes furmounted our defert: 

¢ And, as he dois in pouér maift abound, 

¢ So to our ayd the fame he dois convert’. 

«6 OQ Mufe”, quod I, ‘* even witha willing hairt 

6¢ T fall fulfill this chairge with bent defyre ; 

¢¢ So that to me your furye ye impart, 

¢¢ And thir my verfes with lern’d fkill infpyre. 

‘6 For, fen I fould the maift renoum’d commend; 

‘6 Ye lykwyfe ought your ayde and help extend, 

# Written March 1586, Sce next Vifion, |. g. 
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THE SECOND VISIOUN~. 

HUS as I fpak I faw the Mufes nyne, 
With harps in hand, about me fone repair ; 

Sa that thair hymns, and voces, maift devyne, 

By fimpathie refounded in the air. 
¢ Sing! Let us fing; and by our fongs declair 

¢ His worthie srocx, bayth valiant, ftout, and wyfe, 

© From quhilk hes fprung, (of Mufes all the cair, 

© Yea of the Gods, from quhom all grace dois ryfe,) 

¢ His FATHER deir, quha neir his burial lyes ; 

¢ Ane Homer auld of everlafting fame. 

¢ A judge maift juft: a lord quha hes the pryfe 

* For confcience pure, and ane unfpotted name. 
* Of princes lov’d, in honour lang he livis, 

Quhofe memorie his learned fones revivis. 
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THE THRID VISLOUMNe 

ND heir they ftay’d-till they had:drawn.thair breaths 
Than. they begun. with {chiller toons: of joy. 

hia Auterpe fang, * His.fame furviveth deaths? 

iW And Clio faid, * No force fall him. deftroy? 
Hil Thalia fpak,: ‘ Lat.us'our fangs.employ, 

* To-blaife his praife,, and. eternife his. gloire.” 

Polhymna fayde, ¢ I will-and fall. convey 

* His confell-wit,. quhilk. he hes in. great, ftore, 

‘ Through all the warld.; And will him: fa.decore: 

‘ That,.as he now furpaflis: with. his: Prence 

* In-grace and love allvothers;. fo before 

‘ Ife fall thame pafs.in cREDIT BUT OFFENCE, 

* Lang fall he live;in joy, in. blifs, and helth + 
* And on-his bak fall_leane: this comonnwelth,- 
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THE FOURT VISIOUN. 

S they did end, than Ovide from exyle 
| Of Pontus cam, quhair he till death remain’d, 

Enduring cauld, and hounger, all that quhyle, 

Confeum’d with woe Auguftus him difdain’d. 

* Alace,’ faid he, * in vayne have I complain’d 

* For to afuage Auguitus’ yre, and wrath. 

* And thought that thou in prefoun wes detain’d, 

* Yea happy thow, quho favour’d is [ere] death. 

¢ Thy Monarch, and thy great Auguftus, hath 

¢ Extend his grace, at thy good lord’s requeitt. 

* Quhofe honour thou, till waifted be thy breath, 

* Sall keip in mynde within thy thankful breift, 

¢ Thou fall his glore with his defairts proclame, 

§ And celebrat within the kirk of Fame. 

Mujis fine tempore tempuse 

fat 5 MN te A Sa ain sn 0 
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PUR A (GM. E UNs OR.  5. 

OF A SATIRE ON SIR THOMAS MORAY 

BY DUNBAR. 

5. OR lythis of ane gentil knycht, 
Sir Thomas Moray, wyfe and wycht, 

And full of * * 
* * * * * * 

* * - & * * * 

Ane fairar knycht nor he was lang, 

Our ground may nothair byde nor gang, 

Na bere buklar, nor bland: 

Or comin in this court but dreid. 

He did full mony valyeant deid 

In Roifs, and Mouray land. 

Full mony Catherens hes he chaift: 

And cruifhed mony Helland gaift, 

Amang thay dully glenis. 

Of the Glen Quheffaire twenty {coir 

He dreve as oxin him befoir ; 
This deid tho na man kenis. 

Aa4 
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At feafts and brydals up-aland 

He wan the gre, and the garland ; 
Danfit nen fo an deifs. 

He hes at wreftling bete an hunder s 

They brang his body nevir at under ; 

He knaws gif this-be-deis. 

Was neir wyld Rodene under Beweh, 

Not yet Roger of Clekuifhleuch, 

So bauld a barne as he: 

Gy of Gyfburne, na Allan Belt, 

Na Simon’s fons of Qubyrifell, 

At {chot war neir fo flig, 

This yantrdus knycht, quhaireir he went; 

At jufting, and at turnament; 

Evermor he wan the grie. 

Was neir of halfe fo gryt renowne 

Schir Bevis, knycht of Southe Hamptoune : 

I fchrew him gif I lie. | 

+ i % we OR: 
a Bien * % re x 

He fealkt him fowlar than a fuil ; 

He faid he was ane lichelug bul, 

‘That croynd even day and nycht, 
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He wald hef maid him Curris knef, 

i pray God better his honour faif, 

Na to be lychleit fua! 

Yet this far furth I dar him prais, 
He fyld neir fadel in his dais ; 

And Curry befyld twa. 

Quhairfoir evir, at Pefche and Yul, 

I cry him Hold off ever a ful 

That in this regeoun dwells. 

And, privalie, that war gryt rychts: 
For of ane hie renowned knycht 

He wants no thing bot bells, 

Quod Dunbar. 

Se ee 

Il, OF A BALLAD, OR A SHORT TALE, 

* * % 

Quhan other wyfs war glaid 
To mak thair hufbands blythe, 

Scho fat, and nothing faid ; 

And comfort nane culd kyth. 
Than, to be breif, He tuik fic grief, 
That deiplie he did {weir, 
That he forthocht That he had brocht 
Ane dum wyf hame for geir, 

o 

Re) 
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And fo, upone ane day, 

He went alone to pance ; 

So he met in his way 

Ane greit gran man be chanee. 

Quhilk faft at him did fraine 

Quhy he fa fadlie went ? 

Quhat angueifh, greif, or paine, 

Perturbit his intent, 

He bad him fehaw. And lat him knaw 

Of all his greif the ground 

He fould remeid, Haif he na dreid, 

Gif remeid micht be found 

"Than he deelairis cleir 

"Fhe mater all and fum; 

How he had tane for ger 

Ane woman deif and dum. 

Yor her ryches and rents 

He wed hir to his wyfe ; 

Bot now he fair repents, 

And irks fair of his life. 

i . Wig pele 5 2 1 agane,’ Fak na difdane 

® And I fall find remerid. 



¢ If thou will counfal keip, 

* And trow weil quhat I fay, 

¢ [Quhen that ye ga to fleip,] 

¢ Undir hir toung thow lay 

© A quaiken aspein leif, 

¢ The quhilk beft cuirs the wound : 
* And fcho fhall haif releif 

* [Richt fune of hir fad ftound.] 

€ Quhat kynd of taill, Foroutten fail, 
‘ That thow of hir requyreis, 

€ Scho fall fpeik out, Haif thow na dout, 
* And mair than thow defyreis.’ 

Than was he glaid of this, 

And thocht hinifelf weil chevin. 

And hame he cam with blis ; 

Thocht lang quhilk it was evin, 
Quhil {cho was fallin on fleip 

fly warlie watchic he; 

And than he tuik guid keip, 

And laid in leifis thrie ; 

Thinkand his cuir To wirk maift fuir.e 

He lay walkand quhil day ; 

Quhil icho awuik Gude tent he tuik, 
To heir quhat {cho fuld fay, 

SCOTISH POEMS. 
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Na reft than could he tak ; 

Bot tumbils here and thair. 

The firft word that {cho {pak, 

Scho faid, ‘ Ill mote ye fair! 

® That wald nocht lat me reft, 

© And [I fa feik this nicht ! 

For joy he hir imbraitt, 

His hairt was hie on hicht. 

Than furth {cho {chew All that fcho knew, 

Quhan that fcho could nocht {peik. 

Fra icho began, Scho fpair’t fra than, 

And lyit na lyk ane feik. 

* ¥ 

EN D. 

NOTES: 
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KING HART, Canto fF 

OME general obfervations have already been made upon’ 
this poem in the preface; thefe notes fhall therefore 

proceed to the confideration of particular paffages. 
Jn the manufcript there is no title, which is indeed the 

¢afe with all theether pieces, fave one or two, which fhalf 
be mentioned in the courfe. of thefe flight remarks. The 
Argument is'written by the Editor’; who has alfo divided the 
poem into. Pwo Cantos, as its length feemed to demand, and as 
the fubjeft naturally fuggefted : the firft Canto, containing: 
the youthful and happy part of King Hart’s life: and the 
taft, his acquaintance with age, and care ; with fic cknefs, and? 
death. The-allegory of this:poem muft be evident, in moft 
points, to every one who is capable of reading and under= 
ftanding the language; and, therefore, few er no lights’ 
Heed be caft upon’ it. In‘ the original copy the allegory 
feems to have been always pointed ‘out in the margin; but 
in our manufeript, taken, it may be fuppofed, from Le 
original, only three inflances: occur toward the beginning 

after which it appears to have been dropt, as uniece Pry: 
The firft of thefe explanations ftands oppofite to: line 5 
ftanzal. €or in corpore hominis; Phe hart in-man’s body 
The fecond at ft. LV. Fuventusy et ab nomina Faber ; 
Youtheid, and gubat names he bath: and the laft at ft. V I. 
Befideria cordis in juventute, The defyrs of the heart im yeith. 

St. LL. decam] This word: isnot explained in any gloffary 
T have teen, fave Verftegan’s very fhort one; it means body. 

And with ane claith I coverit his dchame 
: Harry’s Waijace,- bi VU. 

Tachym, or lichama, a body, a corps. ¥ erftegan, ch. 7. 
at. EV. 
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St. IV.] Among thefe perfonifications, the reader wilt 
find fome of a fingular hue; fuch as New Gate, or New 
Way, for Novelty; Wafte-Good; Want-wit; Night«dwialk ; 
Dim fight. But in the courfe of the poem he will find 
others ftill more odd; fuch as Innocence and Benewolence 
perfonified as horfes, upon which Youtheide and Delyte 

ride, Canto I. ft. xxi. and perfonifications with name and 
furname, fo to fpeak, as Dreid of Difdane; and Wirfchip of 
Weir, or Honour of War; refembling the old furnames; 
Fobn of Dunbar, &c. afterwards fhortened into John Dun- 
éar, &c. Such perfonifications are common in all the old 
myfteries, mafques, &c. from which they originated. The 
myfteries prefent us with Abominable living, God's merciful 
promifes, Minced Pye, &c. and the mafques and thows have 
like inftances. In a moft beautiful manufcript in the Pe- 
pyfian Library, intituled, Le Sacre Couronement, Tryumpbe, 
et Entree, de la tres chreftienne Royne et Ducheffe, ma Souve- 
raine, Dame, et Maitrefe, MADAME CLAUDE, fille du 
tres creftien Roy Louis XII. de ce nom, et de Madame Anne 
de Bretaigne, deux fois royne facree et couronnee en France, 
ducheffe heritiere de Bretaigne, de Millan, Sc. (queen of 
Francis I. and crowned, I believe, gth May, 1515.) there 
are rich illuminations of the mafques, &c. among the per- 
fons of which, we find Bon Confeil, &c. &c. And of king 
Henry the eighth’s tournament, 13 Feb. 1510, publifhed 
from an ancient roll in the Heralds office, by the Society of 
Antiquaries, this is the exordium. The noble queen, ladé 
Renome, confidering the good and gracious fortune, that tt 

hath pleafzd God to fend hyr deyre and beft beloved cofyns, the 
king and.quene of England, and of Frauace, that is to fay, 
the byrth of a yorg prynce, bath fent wii knights, borne in hyr 
realme of Ceure Noble, thatis to fay, Ceure Noble, Vaillant 
Defyre, Benvolyr, and Joieux Penfer, to fornych and com- 
ply ihe certain articuls as foloela, &c. 

Thefe cotemporary inftances are given, that the reader 
may fee the inaccuracy of perfonification. when_ bifhop 

Douglas wrote, and judge him by proper rules; for if we 
do not always make ourfelves cotemporaries of a poet, we 

can never read nor eftimate him aright. It may be further 

obferved, that as modern perfonification originated from 

the Mytteries and Mafques, fo the ancient feems to have 
4 ; {prung 



NO OS E St 367 

fprung from the Religious Proceffions ; and, in Rome ef- 

pecially, from the Triumphs, at which conquered Pro- 

vinces, and the like, were reprefented with the moft beau- 

tiful imagery of fymbol. 
St. WI. fang] This word, which implies #o feize, is 

ecmmon to the Scotith tongue with the old Englih. 

Thane Lybeanus ran away, 

Ther as Maugys’ {cheld lay, 
And up he gaa hyt fong. 

Romance of Lybius Defconus. 

Fangyn or latchyn. Apprehendo. Promptuarium Par- 

vulorum. Bib. Harl. 221. This very curious Englifh ana 

Latin Lexicon, which will be quoted more than once in the 

courfe of thefe notes, is a large MS. on vellum in the fine 

refervation, and was compiled about 1440. See Mr. 

yrwhitt’s very valuable Gloffary to Chaucer. Famg's fill 

mean /ong teeth, or claws, that feize any thing; but Shak- 

fpere was, I believe, the laft who ufed the verb. 

St. VII.] Having mentioned the Paflions, the poet pro- 

ceeds to the Five Senfes; which he defcribes more particu- 

larly in this order, SEEING, Ane for the day, &ct. TEAR- 

inG, Ane for the nicht, &c. TASTING, St. VILL. Syxe 

aves, &C. SMELLING, Ane uther, &c. FEELING, The 

Sift, &c. Of thefe defcriptions, the fourth, or that of 

Smelling, is very ill chofen ; as to {mell meat is the meancit 

of all its offices, and by this it is too much confounded 

with Tafting. Ir is alfo obfcure: fent is evidently /cent ; 

but favellis or favellis, I can find in no gloflary, and tho” 

the meaning may be guefied, I know not what to make of 

the word. The paflage implies, I imagine, ali favours for 

to fcent. 
Ib. 1. 7. ganand| This word, from gagn, Ifl. wtiitas, 

means properly ufeful, that by which one gains; and impro- 

perly fuitable, becoming. The firft fenfe occurs here; the 

fecond is alfo ufed by our author im his excellent tranflation 

of Virgil, and by Blind Harry; 
Iutill ane weid of gudly ganand grene. 

Wallace, b. I. 
St. IX.] The allegory feems to be that, tho the king 

was loft in youthful paffions, ftill honour had taken poffe{- 

fion of his head or veafon. Peral all with fa cannot mean 
¥ a ot 
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endanger with yn: peral mult imply adorn,.aill with {yn fort 
evithal. Perhaps it fhould be fyne;. adorn it all with finery 3 
Which meaning is moft of a piecé with next line. 

St. X. ane water woud| What this wild water implies, 
does not feem evident; and itis almoft the only perplexed. al- 
legory inthe poem. Inthe name of Edipuswhat 1s it? Is it the 
gall, or the fpleen? 1 have looked over the whole-of Fletcher’s 
too neglected Purple Ijland; to difcover it; and 1 am pretty 
fure it is the fpleen, that old: enemy of men of genius; 
which makes them often wretched in themfelves, and ap- 
pear mad to thé world. Hear the firft ftanza of Fletcher’s 
defeription of the fpleen; for it confifts of three: 

The next ill ftream the wholefome fount offerdingy 
All dreary, black, and frightful; hence convay’d 
By divers drains unto the Splenian tending, 
The Splenion o're againft the’Hepar laid, 
Built Jong and fquare. Some fay that Laughter here 
Keeps refidence: but Laughter fitsnot there 
‘Where Darknefs ever dwels;and melancholy Fear, | 

Canto ITT, 
-Fletcher’s next two ftanzas, with great ftrength of poetry, 

defcribe the danger fromthe fpleen; much as it our text. 

Woud is an epithet applied to water and waves by Henrifoun, 
ma paflage which, not being publifhed, fhall, for ity 
naiveté, be given here: walls are waves. 

Quhen this was faid the wolfe his wayis went. 
The foxe on futé he fuir unte the flude ; 
To fang him fifche haillelie was his intent. 
Bot, quhen he faw the awattir and wallis woude, 
Aftonift all ftill into ane ftair he flude, 
And faid, * Better that Thad bidden at hame, 
© Nor bene a fifcher in the devillis name,’ 

Fabils MS. Harl. 3865. Foxes tonfe/fiok. 

St. XI.} The Grammar of Gawin Douglas is- far worfe 

in this poem than. in his Virgil; which may, perhaps, be 

regarded as a proof that this was writtem in his younger 

years. ‘The two laft lines of this fianza are perplexed, but 

intelligible; they mean; it is believedy that the king cither 

did not at all regard the deep mentioned in the laft ftanza, 

or did not regard ir but as a defence’around his caftle. 

St. XII.] This ftanza feems beyond redemption, being 

quite unintelligible as to grammar and arrangement. The 

Ieaning must be, that, As the rofe and other flowers, ay v6 
av 
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pave no feill to difc ern winter, yet bloom in fummer only, un 
confeious that winter will return to chill them with fnow and 
fleet; fo King Hart enjoyed his youth, unconicious that old 
age was in futurity. The fimile is given at full length, but 
the inference or affimulation is left to the reader to {upply,. 
St. X11. ane brig.]. This bridge I cannot pafs, and am 

afraid it will prove a poms afinorum to commentators. How 
could the bridge make the people go wrong ? 

St. XIV. kirnellis.] The kiruels of a cattle, or fortified 
city, are frequent in old romances; and are neither more or 
lefs tham the datilemenis. 

Clement ftode yn a kernel], 
And fegh the fyght. 

Romance of Oreo yan Imes ator. 

The Romance of Lybius Defconus, after mentioning a 
gaftle zharneld all about, adds, 

In ech darnell a head of a knight, 
A French poem on a knight and a lady, written by an 

Englifhman under Edward II. has 
Pus mounte Je mur tot acclee, 
Si le attende a un &erne/, 

MS. Harl. 253° 
The reader will fee from this thar the word is more 

mon in the fimgular, than in the plural: and it mea 
perly the low or open fegment of a battlement, not t 
vated interftice. “Che French have {till creneausx for hdites 
ments; and we cranny perhaps from the French. Barbour 
has alfo this word : 

A crook they maide, at their devyce, 
Of yrn that wes itark and fquaire ; 
That fra it in a kernel were 
Faftint, it dhuld hing thairby. 

ns a. 
he 

Bruce, p. 16a 
To ilk dernel that there were 
Archers tofhuit affignit ar. p. 278, 

Ib. srundin dairtis.] Blind Hary has groundin fiword, a 
bad expreifion for fharp, as s being ground to an edge. Linda 
fay, in his Hiftorie-of Squire | Meldrum, has erounden dartes. 

St. MVIL. The grene ground, &c. | This is a very poeti- 
cal and elegant circumitance; but thefe notes will een 
be employed to point out beauties, which are left to the rea» 
der’s own difcernment; and he will find insumerable in the 
pocins here given, if he has any difcezpment at all. i 

3 b St. XVIUIL 
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St. XVIIL. King fo kene.] In old romances kene implies 
bold. 

Kene men of the courte comen to that cry, 
(And the had kaft of the kelle, and hyr kyrchefe) 
In at a prevy pofterne they prefyd in hy. | pete 

Tale of Suffan. 

St. XXI. under the cloude.| This feeris a mere expletive, 

metri gratia, and occurs in like manner in an old fong writ- 

ten in the reign of Edward I. or II. . 
Wornes woweth under cloude. 

Harl. MS. 2253. 

In like manner in almoft all the old romances ‘ he was 

worthy under weid;’ * hende wader weid,’ &c. that Ww, “he 

was a worthy man, &c. uader bis cloths, are filly and barba- 

rous additions to form a rime. 

St. XXII. o7 blonks houfit.] I know not what bbnks 

means; houffit is hoved, a word common in the old metrical 

romances for remained 5 
And bowed and abode. Lybius Defconus. 

A whyle they bowed and behelde. 
La Morte Arthure 

Tythings to fpeir he bufit thame among. 
Life of Wallace, b, lV. 

Howyn on hors, and abydyn: Sirocino. Prompt. Parv. 

St. XXIII. gromes.] This word, fometimes {pelt gomes, 

fignifies funply men, Bridegroom implies marriage-man. See 

the Tale of Suffan, Cot. Lib. Cal. A. II. and in Oétovyan, 

ib. the fowdan is called a ferne gome. 
St. XXVIII. foinye.] The foinye or enfeinyie was the word 

of war; and was fometimes only the family name, at other 

times another word, or fentence. Thus the enfeinyle of 

Percy was Percy! or Efperance! ‘That of Douglas, Douglas ! 

In the very curious and particular account give us by Froi- 

fart of the Scotith expedition into England, inthe beginning 

fe) 

lui et fa compaignie, avant quilz ceffaffent, plus de trow 

* Lit, et perdit aucuns de fes gens a la retraite, mais ce ne 
© fur 
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? fut mie grandement 5 ét puis. rétourha arriere veis fes Zu- 
" tres compaig nons enla montaigne.’? Tome I, f. x. edition 

e Paris 1530, 4 vol. fol. 
It is here that Froifart mentions that inftance of the Scos 

tith hardihood in war; their ufipe caldrons made of untdn- 
ned leather to boil their meat, whith was eaten half raw. 
‘This may rather be called an inftance of poverty by fome 
who love to reproach the Scots for poverty; which is in fact 
no reproach at all, if it is not produced by folly or knavery: 
Our London authors of Grub- -ftteet, who havé not 4 fhirt to 
their backs, warm and amhufe themfelves with railing againft 
the poverty of Scotland; never once refleCting that ‘there 
cannot be a higher praife asp an fot a kingdom w ithout wealth 
to have maintained a conftant friva Ifhip with Hngland; at that 
period the moft powerful kingdom in Europe. The poorer 
Scotland was, the more applauf e muft be given to her va- 
lour and condué. Say fhe had nothing at all, and yon pro- 

claim het the firft of k ingdoms. 
Allow me to add a rifble blunder of Froifart, who, 1 in the 

next fentence or two, tells us that, wpon entering the de- 
ferted camp of the al the Englifh fourd fome prifonets 
whofe legs were broken; ‘ fi les deflierent,’ faye he; ‘ et les 
é laifferent aller,’ they unbound them, and det them go. It may 
be thought they would not go far: “Phis ground feems in- 
deed to “be fatal to the common fenfe of Hiftorians: Hear 
Hume: ¢E Edward, on entering the place of the Scottifh en» 
‘ campment, ghana only fix Englifhmen; whom the enemy, 
© after breaking their legs, bad lied to trees, in order to pre= 
‘ went their carrying any intelligence to their countrymen.’ 
Hit. volesdlisp 375, ed. 1782, with bis laft corrections: 
What are we to think? Why that the prifoners were bound 
to trees, but that the breaking of their legs was a mere hof~ 
tile hyperbole, a figure of fpeech, of which a thoufand in- 
fiances might be given from the hiftory of lait war. Froi- 
fart is never tired of fpeaking of the unparalleled genes 
rofity of the Englith and Scotifh wars: fee his admirable ac< 
éount of the battle of Otterburn. Was the mott barbarous 
action that could be committed, a proof of generofity ? 
Vere William Earl of Douglas, and Thomas Randel * Kart 
aoe men to commit fuch an action 3 

_ % Thomas Ranulphi, chart@ veteres. So Barbarii for Barbour: 
Randel was the real name, as Barbour fhews. 

Bb 2 Bue 
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But T have almoft loft the fubje& of my note. Barbcur 
ufes. enfeinyie very frequently: and mentions Douglas! in 
particular,.p. 79. Dunbar tells Kennedy in his Flyiag, that 
he will cry his fenyze. 

St. XXX. King Hart he bes in Bandis tane.|) So the MS. 
but it ought certainly to be /che, that is Apporte. Pope laughs 
at editors who retain palpable nonfenfe, and fay fic MS. He 
is furely right; and the prefent MS. error was only left from 
overfight. 

St. XX XIII. the watche borne he blew.| Horns were for+ 
merly ufed inftead of trumpets, and'the hero of matrical ro- 
mances: frequently blows his horn. Roland, the champion 
of Charlemagne, blew his horn fo loud, fays Turpin, cap. 
23. that Charles heard it at eight miles diftance, tho there 
was a mountain between them; fouum tamen Carolus trans 

montem ultra ofe miliariaexandtverit. ‘The Scots were par- 
ticularly famous for thew horns. Froifart in defcribing the 
battle of Otterburn between Percy and Douglas, which he 
fays exceeded for mutual valour any battle that ever was 
fought in the world, gives a curious defeription of the 
effe& of Scotifh horns. He tells, that all the Scoti/bmenw had 
their horns which they blew in different notes to the great 
verror of their foes, and encouragement of their felves.. The 
minftrels (s#eveftriers) of their chiefs firft founded, and were 
followed by all the others.. This horrible noife was fre- 
quent in their camp all night; and feemed, fays he, as if 
all the devils im hell had been let loofe to-difplay their {kil¥ 
in miufic. 

Is it from this that the enfeinyie, or word of war, is fome- 
cimes called a flughora by Scotifh writers? Mr. Buchannan 

tells us that Loch floy ‘is the Macfarlan’s fughorn, or crie de 
‘ puerre.’ Enquiry into Scotifh furnames. Gla/g. 1723, gto. 

St. XXXVI. Luff.] Nothing fo hurts an ancient writer 
as when a word quite honeft in his day takes an unfeemly 
meaning with pofterity. Luf, and Luffy, were formerly 
only Defire, and Depreable. ‘The ladle fult of love in this 
ftanza is a figure of fpeech,. for whieh we will in vain ex- 

plore Ariftotle, Hermogenesy or Quintilian, nay Apthonius: 
himifelf.. Wee fay perfonification : is not this a ladelification ? 
But critics will perhaps call it by the general nameof thingi- 

Ffrationy 

en. oh Se 
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fication, for we find it again Canto IT. ft. Ixi. a veffel full of 
fancy. 

St. XXXVIL. dungeoun.| The word is ufed in two 
fenfes, In ft. xxxili. it means what we now calla dungeon : 
but here, and moft generally in ancient writers, it means 
the keep, or chief tower, of acaftle, where the lord refided. 
They who wifh for information on the ancient caftles, may 
look into Mr. Grofe’s Antiquities of England, or Mr. King’s 
very full account in the Archeologia. The reader mut 
however beware of falling into the common antiquarian es 
sor of imagining all ancient buildings, &c. of one age to be 
on one plan. We have modern houfes in Great Britain 
upon the French, Italian, Spanifh, German, Danifh, nay 
Moret. {que, and Farkith models. So were our ancient caftles. 
An antiquary is ever apt to imagine that ancient tafte and 

*intelleé&ts were as narrow as his own. 
Ib. That wald be in all folk that war without.| Does this 

imply the idea ef fome modern that marriage is a net; all 
the Aihes that are out want to be in, and all that are in want 
to be out? The following perfonifications are very well ma- 
naged, and fuch as might have been expeéted from the au- 
thor of the admirable Prologues to the books of Virgil. 

St. XXXIX. garitour. | {cannot find this word in old 
books, or in glofiaries : but the meaning is evident from the 
context, namely that it implies the ward, or perfon who 
was appointed to watch in fome upper tower of the cafile to 
defery the diftant country. Skinner explains the original 

meaning of sarret to be ‘ watch tower, ipecula.’ Hence it 
may be “inferred why a garret is yet facred to watching and 
{peculation. 

{b. judge fone. | The grammar of this line is loft, but the 
fenfe plain: /hould judge foon that he liftened To angel Songs 
&c. The grammar of the four laft lines of next ftanza is 
very dark indeed ; but the meaning {cems to be, that, owing 
to Danser and Grief, King Hart’s clothes were rotten with 
his tears; but Youtheid (in next ffanza) makes him a coat, 
&c. See alfo Canto Il. ft. xviii. The plain fenfe of the al- 
oh is, that tho the king’s drefs was bad from his lying in 
prif ‘a yet his complexion was blooming with the hues of 
youth, tho Heayine{s or Sorrow fomething dishgured even 
thefe. 

Bb 3 St. XLVII. 


