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O Prince, O chief of many throned pow’rs,
That led th’embattl’a Seraphim to war—

MirToOom

Thou, whatever title {uit thee'!
Auld Hornie, Satan, Nick, or Clootie,
Wha in yon cavern grim an’ {ootie,
Clof’d under hatches,
Spairges abous the brunftane cootie,

To {caud poor wretches!

o .
" e
—. e S
. -"'...,,-'
s

:
T e i i L B e =1 = _— = —_—
L B e SH = - o i —— ==
= - S e S e yrg 3 -
- " o= - [ = r i - - - B e — —
R S T e TR L e e e T i = s

- - - p— :

] e P .
lts - =

~-
=S aar s O
e e e e
A T S R T T T T e
- - - e —— e e o _— o .

= il =
o
L " IJ' —~

- e —————




B e e T ——— > =

R e

i e e — 2

e

=
T

\__
-

By, eyl o o b -
- - - - — E

e

"-—Ell-.—'u-

- - .
w
= x T - -
e — s L
= = e e —
=—rr— - = - .

—_ ——

s, i T =

=5 —— r = — = =
. v CepmE e ——— = - e a——yr—

= —m

( 56 )
Hear me, auld Hangie, for a wee;
An’ let poor, damned bodies bee;
I'm fure fma’ pleafure it can gie,
| Ev'n to a deil,
To fkelp an’ fcaud poor dogs like me,

An’ hear us fqueel !

Great is thy pow’r, an’ great thy fame;
Far kend an’ noted is thy name;
An’ tho’ yon lowan beugh’s thy hame,
Thou travels far;
An’ faith! thou’s neither lag nor lame;

Nor blate nor {caur.
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Whyles, ranging like a roaran lion,
For prey, a’ holes an’ corners tryin;
Whyles, on the ftrong-wing’d Tempeft flyin,
Tirlan the Airks;
Whyles, 1n the human bofom pryin,

.i
i . ITnfeen thou lurks.
|

i I've heard my rev’rend Graun:e {ay,
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In lanely glens ye like to {tray ;
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L 89 )
Or where auld, ruin’d caftles, gray,
Nod to the moon,
Ye fright the nightly wand’'rer’s way,

W1 eldritch croon.

When twilight did my Graunie fummon,
To {ay her pray’rs, doufe, honeft woman !
Aft ’yont the dyke fhe’s heard you bum-

man;
W1 eerie drone;
Or, ruftling, thro’ the boortries coman,

W1 heavy groan.

Ae dreary, windy, winter ilight,
The ftars fhot down wi’ {klentan light,
Wi’ you, myfel, 1 gat a fright,

Ayont the lough ;
Ye, like a ra/b-bufs, ftood in fight,

W1 waving fugh,

The cudgel in my nieve did thake,
Each briftl’d hair ftood like a {take,
When wi’ an eldritch, {toor guaick, quaick,

Amang the {prings,
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Awa ye {quatter’d like a drafe,
On whiitling wings,

Let Warlocks grim, an’ wither’'d Hags,
Tell how wi’ you on ragweed nags,
‘They {kim the muirs an’ dizzy crags,

W1’ wicked fpeed ;
And 1n kirk-yards renew their leagues,
Owre howcket dead.

Thence, countra wives, wi’ toil an’ patn,
May plunge an’ plunge the 477 1n vain;
For Oh! the yellow treafure’s taen

By witching fkill;
An’ dawtet, twal-pint Haowkic's gane
As yell’s the Bilk

Thence, myftic knots mak great abufe,
On Young-Guidmen, fond, keen an’ croofe ;
When the beft wark-lume 1’ the houfe,

By cantraip wit,
¥s in{tant made no worth a loufe,
- Juft at the bit.
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When thowes diflolve the fnawy hoord,
An’ float the jinglan 1cy boord,
Then, Water-kelpies haunt the foord,
By your direction,
E  An’ nighted Trav'llers are allur'd
| : - To their deftruction.

An’ aft your mofs-traverling Spunkies

Decoy the wight that late an’ drunk 1s:

The bleezan, curft, mifchievous monkies i
Delude his eyes, ? |
Till in fome miry flough he funk is, PI

Ne'er mair to rife, t
t;;,' ‘.
. ; L
When MASONS’ myftic word an’ grip, rkl
In ftorms an’ tempefts raife you up, f,l

Some cock or cat, your rage maun {top,

Or, ftrange to tell! i
The youngeff Brother ye wad whip [i
I

AfF ftraught to H—l. i

Lang {fync in EDEN’S bonie yard, i

When youthfu’ lovers firft were pair'd, IR
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( 6o )
An’ all the Soul of Love they fhar’d,

The raptur’d hour,
Sweet on the fragrant, low’ry fwaird,

In fhady bow’r.

Then you, ye auld, fnick-drawing dog !
Ye cam to Paradife incog,
An’ play’d on man a curfed brogue,
(Black be your fa’!)
An’ gied the infant warld a {hog, Fid

"Maiit ruin’d a’.

D’ye mind that day, when in a bizz,
W1’ reeket duds, an’ reeftet gizz, |
Ye did prefent your fmoutie phiz,

_ ‘Mang better folk,
An’ fklented on the man of Uz,

Your {pitefu’ joke?:

An how ye gat him 1’ your thrall,
An’ brak him out'o’ houfe an’ hal’,
While {cabs an’ botches did him gall,
W1 bitter claw,
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An’ low{’d his ill-tongu’'d, wicked Scaw/

Was warft ava?

But a’ your d-:jings to rehearfe,
Your wily {nares an’ fechtin ﬁercé,
Sin’ that day * MICHAEL did you pierce,
| Down to this time,
Wad ding a’ Lallan tongue, or Erfe,
In Profe or Rhyme.

An’ now, auld Cloots, 1 ken ye're thinkan,
A certain Bardie’s rantin, drinkin,
Some lucklefs hour will fend him linkan,
To your black pit;
But faith! he'll turn a corner jinkan,

An’ cheat you yet.

But fare-you-weel, auld Nickze-ben'!
O wad ye tak a thought an’ men’!
Ye aiblins might—I dinna ken—
Still hae a_flake—
Um wae to think upo’ yon den,
' Ev'n for your f{ake!

N VidE Milton, Book 6th,
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