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On turning her up in ber Neft, with the Plough
November, 1785.

EE, {lecket, cowran, tim’rous beaflie,

O, what a panic’s in thy breaftie!

Thou need na ftart awa fae halty,
' Wi’ bickering brattle!
I wad be laith to rin an’ chafe thee,
Wi' murd’ring pattle !

I’'m truly forry Man’s dominion
Has broken Nature’s focial union,
An’ juftifies that ill opinion,
: Which makes thee ftartle,
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At me, thy poor, earth-born companion,
An’ fellow-mortal!

I doubt na, whyles, but thou may thicve;
What then? poor bealtie, thou maun live!
A daimen-icker 10 a thrave

'S a {ma’ requeft:
I’ll get a bleflin wi’ the lave,
An’ never mifs’t!

Thy wee-bit boufie, too, in ruin'!
It's filly wa’s the win’s are {trewin !
An’ naething, now, to big a new ane,
O’ foggage green!
An’ bleak December’s winds enfuin,
Baith {nell an’ keen!

Thou {aw the fields laid bare an’ waft,
An’ weary Winter comin faft,
An’ cozie here, beneath the blalft,
Thou thought to dwell,

Till crafh! the cruel cowlter palt

Out thro’ thy cell.
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That wee-bit heap o’ leaves an” ftibble,

Has coft thee monie a weary nibble!

Now thou’s turn’d out, for a’ thy tmubfea
But houfe or hald

To thole the Winter's fleety dribble,

An’ cranreuch cauld !

But Moulfie, thou art nio thy-lane,
In proving fore/f; g/f?z‘ may be vain:

The beft laid fchemes o’ Mice an’ Men,
Gang aft agley,

An’ lea’e us nought but grief an’ pain,

For promif{’d joy!

Still, thou art bleft, compar'd wi’ me!
The prefent only toucheth thee:
But Och! Ilackward caft my €'e,
' On profpe&s dreari
An ﬁrward tho’ I canna fee,

I gzzq/} an ﬁar !
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