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) INTRODUCTION.

S it has been fashionable with authors now a long time, to
place before their books things called Introductions, I

dare say then (to be something like those strange fellows in
whose corps I am enlisted), one must appear before mine,
though methinks they are not of much use on the whole, but
resemble, in general, a methodist dranting grace before dinner.

O'! that I could make mine seem like a lovely country lass,
with fair yellow hair, red cheeks, and bosom divinely moulded ;
just like her who conducts strangers down a worthy farmer’s
trance, to where, in rural divan, are assembled a heavenly
family.

But doubtful am I that it will turn out to be more like a
““youch curr tyke,” seated in a comfortable manner on some
foggy tomack, on his “ain twa tashellie hurdies,” introducing,
with many boucks and bow-wows, a straggling club of ill-tongued
tinklers, with their cuddies, their hampers, and their ram-horns,
to a wild clauchan, situated in the “ Joop” of some wild moor-
land glen.

Be these things as they may, however, either as fancied, or,
like the great English Lexicographer’s ¢ Two-and-forty pounder
before the door of a swine-stye,” I shall proceed as quietly as
possible, though, most likely, in a rambling manner.

How, and when the notion of this production first struck my
foolish brain, I am at a loss to say ; 1 am inclined to imagine
that it is mostly the work of instinct ; that the conception of
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it was created in my scull, when that thick skull itself was
created, and afterwards expanded as it expanded ; for, from my
youngest days I have been a wanderer amid the wilds of na-
ture, and keenly fond of every curious thing belonging to my
native country ; while Providence has surely been very kind to
me in this respect, for casting my lot in a nation among a
rare and singular class of mankind.

There is nothing I am prouder of than that I am a Switch-
man, and, I may add, a Swich Peasant too; for where on
all the carth is there a country that can be compared to
Scotland, in every noble thing that elevates a nation? and
where is there a class of human beings to be found like her
peasantry? they are not only an honour to the land they
live in, but a credit to the whole world, though I, for one, add
little to their glory.

The songs which have been produced by them, charm some
of the inhabitants of every zone. ltalian ditties, formed by the
most tuneful bards of that country, are but like the * Cheeps o’
the Strotwomouse,” to the mellow notes of the “ Mawis,” when
compared to them ; and when the lays of the land, like a
“poot,” sink so far beneath those of the glens of the north,
those of no other department of the globe dare be sung in com-
petition with them.

But the divine art of a Burns, or an Ettrick Shepherd, is not
by any means the only thing which upraises, or has upraised,
the “ kintra-folks o Awld Scotland,” they have it in their power
to brag of producing learned men and philosophers ; they have
turned out Kuclids and Socrates’s.  Mungo Park, too, the cele-
brated traveller, was a peasant ; but, above all, they have the
patriot I3ullie 1Vallace, whom none but a Switzerland Tell can
be put on the weigh-beam with ; and, what is all this to their
warm honest hearts, their tender feelings, their simple manners,
and their strong independent minds? He would be a writer of
pith, indeed, who could praise them too much, and one of
matchless impudence who could revile them ; they are, though,
in need of neither, for they cxist before the eyes of the world,
and speak for themselves.

Yet for all, till of late, the Scotch peasantry have been
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allowed to remain on their dear rural mountains and dales,
without being ever looked at almost by travellers, or said a
word about by historians. It was not until they themselves
found out the way of noting upon paper, that anything re-
specting them has come to light ; and their great modesty hath
not allowed them even yet to say very much.

We have volumes on volumes, as many as would fill a score
of whurl-barrotos, all wrote respecting our AKings, Queens, and
“gther Lig fowk,” yet hardly a word said about the *pegple ;”
nor is this neglect to be wondered at, when we consider what
noise and stir these nobles made in the days of yore; no poor
penman chap durst think or speak of any other creatures but
them, when guns are a “crackin aff at our lugs,” and dirks a
driving into “briskets” to the Ailt ; few are so bold as be so
composed as to tell old tales or sing a bunck “ o hamely
ballads.”

So then, our works in the vernacular language of the olden
time are but scanty ; and suppose there had been more, suppose
there had been yet extant the poems of fifty bards as old as
* Tom the Rhymer, or Barbour,” still I am inclined to think that
the lingo of those distant days, as spoken by the peasantry,
could not be hunted out ; the natives mostly of every nation,
have generally at least two tongues they work with, the rustic
and the polite, the one spoken by the grandees, the other by
the commonalty ; now, methinks, our old bards have all written
in the former, for it is the same language with ancient English
and German, in which we find their books wrote, and this was
the court language of their day : for my own part, I doubt there
has never been a genuine rustic MS. of an ancient date come
before the world.

But true it is, there is no race of men stands less in need of
historians to record their deeds and draw their manners than
these I have been talking of ; for, as they abide so close by the
laws of nature, their variations are few, their artless simplicity
admits of little change to take place, though learning may be a
bogyle for frighting away some of their free/s and superstitious
observances, yet these they do not in a hurry forget for all ; for
though some of them now may fail, for instance, to hold “ anld
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hallnween,” still they know well how it was wont to be held, and
the same with every other concern of the time gone by. There
are still many who sec fairies yet, and believe in the tale of
warlocks, ghaists, wraiths, and witches, and while there are
such persons, and such there always will be in Scotland,
nothing of ancient fun and fancy has a chance to be lost. And
so long as old people delight to talk about themselves, and
young ones listen, and so long as such goodly things as
forentchts are kept up, it is likely that the most of what respects
the « kintrafouwk” will be known, when time is a very “ /yart-
headed auld carle’

So I scamper along rather in the “ram stam” manner, and
a beautiful introduction is doubtless a composing; fearless
quite of criticism am I, and by no means sharkish inclined for
fame ; this work, intended from the beginning a present to my
native country, makes me no way afraid that it shall soon
perish ; it will be found in many a rustic library of the south
of Scotland, scores of years after I am in the grave; it will be
a book that will never create much noise, yet still it will not be
in a hurry forgot ; in that same “dole” with the “warks” of
Allan Cunningham, Burns, Nicholson, Peden’s Prophectes, and
Rutherford’s Letters, will it take its place. And though some,
in looking it over, may laugh and wonder how any body of
common sense would take time up writing and printing such
silly-looking matters, still the more they consider the affair the less
they will be inclined to wonder, and at last feel rather disposed
to come over to my side of the question; for 1 have heard u
good Scotch tale laughed at by Scotchmen, and rather ridiculed
at the first and second reading, and an Znglish poem praised at
first glance to the skies, which, in a little time, changed hues
like the chamelion, changed so that the darling poem was not
spoke about at all, whereas the other was read and better read,
until a lasting edition became printed on the heart.

Perhaps it may be thought that I am sporting myself at pre-
sent at zanity fair, but I beg to say that I am quite serious ;
I am prophecying what experience tells me will come to pass,
for little of this faulty book of mine was composed in the closet,
in the musty library of cobwebs; no, it was gathered by my



INTRODUCTION. xii

own eyes and cars, concocted in my own slender intellect while
at my rural employment, and wrote down on scraps of paper as
1 found it convenicnt, in the midst of the works of nature, in
the open air, beneath the flaring sun, in a guarry hole perhaps.
Sometimes again on a * braeside,” and ablins whiles in a “hick
wwud,” or on the back of a “grey-stane;” the whole, therefore,
has the smell, as it were. of Nature ; her rudeness is about it,
and when her plaid keeps the shoulders of anything warm,
that thing looks contented indeed.

No Adrocates’ library has been flung open to me—no Awuch-
enleck MS. has been given to favor my researches—the whole
is the doing of habit and memory—never having the oppor-
tunity to receive regular education—my learning has been all
got by snatches—and good /4énts have been of service to me.
And this I regret the less, for had I been a mighty scholar,
books would have filled my brain; I could have discovered
few Nootka Sounds, or places and things out of the common
navigator’s tract; and more so, there was little need that I
should be deep read in the ZEarse, the ‘ancient Scandinavian,
and Norse languages, in order that I might hit the roots of the
strange words I bring forward ; (as the worthy Dr. Jamieson has
bravely done, with the Scotch words found in books;) for if he
pleases, he may give, if he can, the derivations of my words,
caught as flying from the Peasant’s mouth.

He may rummage the archives of yore to satisfy the throb-
bing heart of the inquirer. I will take the world as it stands,
and see what I can find to please myself and other rustics ;—
some of the Doctor's words I have also put down to make
mine more complete, and it will be found I am obliged to
differ from him whiles with respect to their meanings. It is not
one man nor ten that can compose a national dictionary ; it
takes much time, and many writers, to produce a standard, and
it will also be found, it is to be hoped, that I copy nothing from
him, nor any other.

I have none to thank for lending me a hand to perform the
job—indeed, I asked none; the whole was composed without
any knowing but mysclf that such a concern was on the
“stocks,” by keeping the thing dark I came on better: for nonc
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were afraid to talk with me on old matters, because they did
not suspect I was “ fakin notes;” had they thought that, the
“auld wires” and many others would have trembled for me,
and keep'd their mouths sealed. As it was, it required me to
use some craft in order to get at information I wanted ; by put-
ting questions direct nothing is obtained, but to talk in a care-
less manner about the subjects wanted, as if it was little matter
about them, then everything comes bolting out.

From those characters most famous for originality of mind,
I received the things of greatest value ; these are all mostly
patriotic Gallovidians, and scorn to lose any of that darling
legacy left them by their forefathers; they scorn to lisp English,
but tell their honest tales in plain * Braid Scotch.”

For there are many classes of peasantry in Scotland, they are
by no means all “arr’d wi’ the same stick,” as the saying is.
Their various situations and various tempers help to make the
difference. Those of the LZLowthian and Beriwcickshires, for
instance, are quite different from those of Yarrowdale and
Galawater, and just because the one is a level, fertile, plough-
able tract, and the other a pastural land, of hills, of glens, and
wild mountains. The natives of these latter pleasant places
have their minds more poetically tinged than the former, being
much more among the works of nature; and then, being in
general shepherds, they have leisure to behold and admire her
in every form, while the others are confined to the arts of agri-
culture, and are obliged to grovel in the earth without almost
having time to look up at the suneven for a moment. In every
way do peasants so differently situated differ from each other;
and in nothing more than their language. The dung-cart hind
has a stinking slang which he gilds his turnip ideas with, where-
as the other plaids his rare fancy in pure and simple words,
which are at once pleasingly melancholy and beautiful.

Neither of these ranks of peasants though, whom I have
been talking about, are the same with those of the South of
Scotland ; they occupy a place somewhere between them, and
partake a little of what belongs to both. They are not exactly
of the mountain nor of the plain, but of the hills, the hollows.
the woods, and the waters between ; their imaginations wallow
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not in putrid sludge, neither do they live with phantoms beyond
the moon, and spirits of the blast ; but with matters of a manly
and strong substantiality. ’

When tracing the nature of their language, it is soon seen
that they are rather of a Celtic and Saxon origin; the threc
letters “ock,” which terminate many of their words, strike one
at once, that old Gaul has been amongst them with a witness ;
and the various terms which have their roots in the Saxon and
Teutonic, bespeak the Scandinavians having, too, “a finger in
the pie.” However, I doubt not but my natives of the South
use many strange words, which neither Celt nor Saxon ever
mouthed—but tribes of more remote antiquity than any of
them. Who knows but old “ Daddie Druid,” who dipped so
deeply into the works of nature, might have let a few of his
rare secrets escape his temple ancath the gnarl'd oak tree, for
there are few races of beings on the earth a match for them at
mimicating the sounds into words, which Nature herself is
heard to utter; not a sound she emits by any of her works, but
they follow her to an astonishing closeness ; and so a good part
of their tongue is of an universal stamp, and might be under-
stood by the inhabitants of almost every country.

Thus the word “guldering,” which we use to express the
sound a turkey cock emits when in wrath, with his tail “up-
Jar'd” and “ bubble red,” is much like “glowglowter,” used for
the same purpose by the French and Germans.

But I must be thinking of coming to a conclusion, and the
sooner I suspect that happens, the more I shall look like a wise
man.

If any consider themselves hurt by the mention I may have
made of them in_the course of the work, their pardon I ask,
for I am by no means of a surly temper ; and though I some-
times bite my own tongue between my teeth, it is because I am
not aware that it is in a place liable to be bitten ; so if I have
injured any one, it is because I was not aware of that either.

Those whom 1 have drawn as originals, as surely they are,
will not rail against me, for originals care not what is said by
any one respecting them; and as for the errors of the work,
and many there are in it, let them rest on my own broad back.
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Works of this kind are always fullcr of crrors than any others;
also, should any be displeased because I have not taken notice
of some curiosity which was a favourite of theirs, be it told,
that I was either not of their way of thinking, or that I knew
nothing about it.

If the concern ever comes to a second edition, a thing not to
be expected, in this century at least, it may be made more com-
plete by the mention of what has escaped notice—till then, it
may remain as it is; and if I could hear the genuine opinion
of one honest warm-hearted rowugh countryman, and that opinion
favourable, then I would be beyond the grasp of the fangs of
all the eritics in the world—for his judgment is dictated by
Nature, and when she is pleased, all is well.

I am pretty sure already, that there are some * Zintra-fowk”
it will not anger very much, and that they will let me share
“ pot-luck” with them, when I take my fishing rambles away by
the wild moorland “ burns.”

Perhaps some may think I deal too much in pgoetry ; I must
tell those, that it is not to shew that I know a trifle about the
art—for a “#rifle” 1 only know, being no poet. But I am
fonder always of something wild and out-of-the-way, than if it
were humble and tame ; that is to say, I admire the manners
of the “ Foumart” before those of “ Bazodrons ;" and a * Brock”
more than a “ZLap-dog.” So, God bless my friends, and
Heaven ever smile on the natives of the South of Scotland ; for
a better race of beings is no where to be found between the
sea and the sun.

ToRrRs,
February 12th, 1823.
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A —AIL  But the natives of Galloway, and their neigh-
bours of the South, take a larger mowuthfu’ of it than the
other people of Scotland; that is to say, they pronounce
it broader, and can be known to belong to that district
of the Lan &' Cakes by this little circumstance.

ABEe—Alone. ZLet me abee, or let me bec; means, let me
alone; these phrases are much used by children, and
wanton maidens; the latter of whom desire their ZLads
often to /et them abee—When the truth is, they would
take it very ill were they obeyed.

ABeiGH—Aloof, shy, &c. Ske ‘lkeep'd hersell  abegh ;
means, she fought shy, that her affections were not easy
to gain.

ABLINS—Perhaps, likely, may be, &c. Sometimes a word
pronounced able, is used in its stead.

ABok or Yabok. A name for a gadbing, impudent, chatting
child.

ABoON—Above.  7he Lift Aboon. The Firmament above.
ABOON-BROE—ADbove water. It is said of those who can

hardly keep themselves from sinking in the horrific pool of

misery, that they can barely keep themselves abson-broc :
A
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broe, in this and all other cases, meaning, a fap lguid of
some kind or other.

Asoutr THE Buss—About the bush. A very old phrase,
signifying, not downright, the way of a mean sculking
coward. Thus we say of an honest man, that he never
gaes about the buss; he never attempts to cheat, has no
doublings to defraud ; he makes nac lang wund stories, and
whaups i'the rage. - No, no ; he drives right forward, through
bush and brier.

In that good old Poem, the Cherrie and the Slae, writ-
ten by Captain Alexander Montgomery, about 1590, and
printed by Bob Walgrave, some seven years after, we meet
with this phrase respecting the Buss very frequently ; as in
the 46th verse, when branding dread, danger, and despair,
as cowards :

““ They are mair faschions, nor of Feck,
¢¢ Zon fazards durst not for their neck,
¢¢Clim’ up the craig to us.

“‘ Frae we determined to dee,
¢ Or else to clim Zon Cherrie Tree,
¢ They bade—About the Buss.”—&c.
And in the 77th verse of the same Poem, it is said of
Experience,

“ For Authors quha alleges us,
¢ They wad na gae about the buss,
““ To foster deidly feid, &c.”

In no other author of the Captain’s day, nor in any I
have seen before him, is this phrase to be met with; and
as it is heard used at the present day ten times in Gal-
loway, for once in any other part of Scotland, it may help
to prove, that Montgomery was either a native of the
country, or well acquainted with its language. It is said
he was born in Germany, but that the greater part of his
life he passed in Scotland, but where in Scotland, has
been a question; various towns and counties claim him.
Tradition says he lived at Cummingstown, on the banks



ABR — ACK 3

of the Tarf—Galloway—now known by the name of Cumms-
town ; this seems very probable, for many reasons, but
particularly from passages in his Poem, actually pointing
out the natural scenery of this seat of the Cumming. In
truth, his muse seems often to have heard the roarin sough
of the Doacks o' Tongucland Waler.

ABREED—Abroad. Scatter it abreed to the four wuns means
scatter it abroad, to the mercy of the winds.

ACKAVITY, ACKWAVITY, or ACKWA.—The chief of all spirituous
liquors, viz., Whisky, when taken to excess, does not even
make such a wreck of the human constitution as others do,
such as rum and brandy, and when taken in moderation, as
it should be, there is none other half so good. Far be it
from me to hold up any thing that may be thought allied
to vice; and if whisky be so, as many grave men think, I
have little cause to eulogize it, being no great bottle man:
nature having given me a frame of body that is a sworn foe
to any fluid stronger than Adam’s Wine. However, as the
majority of men are moulded different, I will say, that a
dram 0 gude ackwa and cauller-water, refreshes a fainting
heart, in a sultry simmer day; and the same quantity o
Farintosh, is quite comfortable to take in a cauld wunter
morning, while even a Zumbler or twa o' Toddy, looks social
on an evening. So I won’t join with M'Neil and others, in
saying it is the Scaith o’ Scotlan. 1 am more inclined to side
with Burns to a certain extent. Scotland may be very
thankful that it is her prevailing drink; as a drink, like
every other nation, she must have; the English have their
drowzy brown stout, the Turks their opium, the South Sea
Islanders their kava ; but what brings on a quicker, or a
happier intoxication, than the pure Mountain dew ? how it
exhilarates the soul, how it exposes the sons of men, and
shows them in their true colours, be they good, bad, witty,
or how; it tries their strength, as itself is tried by specific
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gravity ; letting it be known, the deads they sink or swim.
The old song is at this of it:
““ A man whan he's sober is deils ill to ken,
‘“ Gude sooks than there’s nae kenning o’ him,

‘¢ But prime him wi nappie than ye may gae ben,
‘“ And learn what he is—for ’twill show him.”

Many have whisky to be a slow poison, which, perhaps,
it may be, in a certain degree, particularly if any way
adulterated. A person told the celebrated Billy Marshall
the Zinkler, once, that it was a slaw pizion—* 1t maun
be deils slaw indeed, quoth the Gypsey Chief, for I hae
tooted it owre in nogginfus now, for mair than a hunner
year, and am tae fore yet hale and fear.” He died when
120 years of age.

And once, a Kirkcubrie carter, having brought some coals
to a certain very abstemious medical man, the doctor,
according to the custom of the country, presented him
with a dram o' whisky for by-payment. The carter drank it
off in a moment, making his we finger twirl above the
quickly emptied glass, in fine stile ; when, quoth the Doctor,
with some emphasis—* That’s a nail in thy coffin, Sanders.”
“May be sae (replied the drunkard) I wish it were fu o’
sic tackets.”

ADDER-BEADS — Beads made by Adders. Such beads are
common now in museums, and other repositories of rarities ;
they are mostly about the size of a hazle-nut, oval shaped,
of an amber hue, but full of specks of other beautiful colours
—The hole through them is about half an inch in diameter,
and large enough to admit a child’s little finger. That the
Adders make them, is never doubted, but how, is as yet
never exactly known; the country people say it is gone
about this way. Seven old Adders, with manes on their
backs, have a meeting in some snug heather bush, before
the sun; with them is also a long small white one;
operations are begun by the hairy reptiles, putting forth
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from their mouths a glutinous matter of a honey colour. The
white Adder moulds this into a certain shape, forming the
hole by creeping through it—and still as it creeps in-through
and out-through the matter, the old ones keep salivating
it—so the bead is constructed, and left to harden in the
sun.

But (add the peasantry) it is impossible to stand any
time, and behold them thus at work in their bead manu-
factory—as at these times they are full of wrath and swift-
ness ; so that if the observer be seen by them, he has little
chance to get off alive.

For my own part, I much doubt if this operation of the
viper hath ever yet been beheld by human eyes; the beads
are found in the places where the Adders abound, and no
where else ; they are found too, in greater or less quantities,
according as the serpents are for number; so every thing
about them argues they are a production of the Adder, but
for what purpose they form them none can tell ; the subject,
though, methinks, might be dipped deeper into by naturalists
than it is. To illustrate it, however, a little farther, I may
give the Poem of the

ADDER-BEAD.

Sawners Beiliebank a peeling
Heathery scraws upon the moor,
To riggin tight his simple shieling
The shiel whilk did his bairnies co’er.

Sol was beeking warm and brissling,
In a heather buss hears he

Fuffing soun’s—and meikle fissling,
Sawners steps aside to see.

But—mercy on his auld grey beardy,
Sic a sight he never saw ;

A sight for whilk he was afeard, ay,
While a day on him did daw.

Adders rough, and gruesome horrid,
Casting on their amber-bead ;

A white ane, wattled and bored,
Gluey tongues did slake and feed.
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Sawners at the knees did totter,
Deil the tae the man cud gang ;

Still he stood—his flesh did sotter,
Sure was he they wad him stang.

Travellers hae aften stated
That Indian bodies, ow’re the sea,
Hae been like Sawners fascinated,
Unfit frae rattlesnakes to flee.

Ay, he shook and swat and glowred,
Blinkers winking no ava ;
Expecting just to be devoured,
ut faith, his Flauchter-spade did fa’.

This broke the charm—than Sawners held it,
Down the moor wi’ s he flew :
What spangs he made, how quick he wheeld it,
inking the adders dld pursue.

And that they wampuzd just a.hm him,
aining on him every s
And that they’d soon be artmg in him
Mony a witterd poisonous stang.

Up the fell his son was chmmg,
Wi’ the nocket in his han’ ;

He sees his father bounding, skimming,
For what, he cudna understan,

¢ What’s a’ the hurry, father,” cries he,
¢ See ye the boggle o’ the moor?”
But the parent never spies he,
Nor yet heard him, we are sure.

The boy, thus frightened wi’ his father,
Flang awa the mid-day chack ;

And down the brae, amang the heather,
Followed him what he could crack.

At last the body, sairly scared
Got within his castle gate ;

He dash’d it too, and had it barred,
Quaking at an unco rate.

“Gude preserve us, my dear Sawners,
‘“ What in a’ the warl is

(Quo’ the wife) than stan’s and won’ers
Wi’ a wrinkled craig fu’ lang.

He took himsell a skilt o’ water,
Pech’d and drank, and pech’d again ;
Than tell’d his family a’ the matter,
How he was sae nearly slain.
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At length his restless pulse mair queem grew,
He’'d tae bed and tak a nap ;

His kind Lucky glad did seem now,
And wi’ the cuiting him did hap.

Through the nei%hbours ran the story,
Ilk ane trimmled that did hear;

Aroun’ the shielin, on the morrow,
Shepherds armed did appear.

Some had whups and some had cudgells,
A’ had tykes wad worry fast;

Some had meikle heather budjells,
To blaze and throw the de’ils aghast.

An Irish lad frae county Derry,
Brag’d that he’d do this and that ;
By St. Patrick, swore he merry,
¢ Adders will not harm a Pat.”

Sawners, laith to be the leader
O’ the daring armed squad,
Paddy choose to be its header,

Let the sport be good or bad.

Soon aroun’ the awfu centre
Circled the crew wi’ speed ;

Close beside it ane did venture,
And beheld the Adder-bead.

He click’d it up, and in his bosom
Clap’d the bonny freckled gem,
Crying—*‘ It will deck my blossom,”

Lovely flower o’ sappie stem.

Whilk was Sawnies’ bonny daughter,
Wi’ her merry een sae gleg ;

Lang the lad had wooing sought her,
Nee'r refused him darling Meg.

Collies’ thrang about were snuffing
The awfu game cud no be seen ;

At length, out wampuzd three loud fuffing,
Rough and strong wi’ blazing ee’n.

Now an unco kauch and hurry
Mang the bravoes did begin ;

Whups did smak and Collies’ worry
Down the moor did Paddy rin.

Was ere it thought the son of Erin
Wad been the first to turn and flee,

But na matter, without fearin,
Gallovidians stood the spree.



8 ADD —— ADD

And o’ercam the hules completely.
Adders killed they nine or ten ;

Clear'd the moor o’ vermin neatly,
Fire made them quickly sten.

He wha found the bead swunged monniest,
A gallant handsome younker he ;

His sweetheart was amang the bonniest
Maidens ever man did see.

By a ribbon he suspended
Roun’ her bonny neck wi’ speed,
The what he frae the serpents rended,
The amber shining Adder-bead.

Soon the blythesome pair war married,
Pretty damsels did they breed ;

And the prettiest always weared
The hinnie spreckled Adder-bead.

Sae when we meet in Gallowa
A fair-haird lass wi’ cheeks fu’ red,
We say she’s bonny—ay, and braw,
Weel wordy o’ an Adder-bead.

God bless them a’, exclaims the poet,
May they lack o’ lads ne'er dread,

And mony hae, and yet not know it,
Title for an Adder-bead.

This is a very silly Poem, but given here merely because it
treats of that mystic subject the Adder-bead.

ADDER 0 BALDOON.—Amongst the many traditions of
Galloway, appears one, entitled the Adder o Baldoon,
the foundation of which is, that a reptile of enormous
size was killed about sixty years ago, on the fertile Aowsms
of Baldoon, near Wigtown; it measured somewhere
about eight or nine feet in length, and in thickness that
of a man’s arm. A shepherd traced it out one dewy
morning, by the path it had left on the wet grass, and his
dog having come up on it beyond a dyke, a dreadful con-
flict ensucd between Collie and our Boa Constricor; the
strong 7yke, however, succeeded in worrying the huge
monster, but not until the serpent had stung him so that he
died next morning. The herd himself was so panic struck
with the scene, that he was never like Aimse// again; and
died soon afterwards ; poor fellow, he fancied that it was an
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Hurchon that Rover had fallen in with at first—little did he
expect it was an Adder, and one of such magnitude. Such
seems to be nearly the true part of the tale. The stuffed
skin of it is yet to be seen, I am told, in some gentleman’s
museum in that part of the Country. Warm imaginations
have made a good deal of the tale though. They give it
wings and claws, and finishes a dragon, which was as thick
as a corn sack fu; so the whole becomes good food for
bairnies to take during a Forenicht.

ADDER’S A1TH.—What follows is an Adder's Oath—

‘1 hae made a vow—and I'll keep it true,

¢ That I'll never stang man, through gude sheep’s woo.”
So it may well keep it, for it cannot break it. The Adder
cannot pour its venom into a wound made by its fangs,
through any thing woollen ; the wool brushes away the virus;
There is some invention in this A4:4, ascribed to the viper.
It is in vain to take the oath of a man, for instance, who is
base, poisonous, and of a reptile nature, for he will break all
oaths, and sting as before; but when he is sworn from
harming any thing that is not in his power to harm, whether
the oath be off or on; then all’s well.

ADDER SLouGHs.—The outer skins Adders moult at certain
periods ; whether annual or no is not yet discovered;
they are very common on lands infested by those reptiles.

ADDER STaNGs.—The peasantry in general think, that the
tongue of the viper is its sting; as it comes nearer to
their idea of a sting, from its similitude to that of insects;
but it is two large projecting teeth in the upper jaw
which do the devilry, called fangs; they are rooted in
bags of poison, and when the serpent strikes them into
any thing, they are pushed back on the same bags, which
squeezes the venom out of the valves, to flow down the
conducting teeth into the wound; though this be all
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known to some, many argue in favour of the tongue; that
it has witters on it like a_fishhuik, and as blue as the main
spring 0 a walch.

ApisT.—The opposite of ayout. The one is on the nearest
side of any thing, the other the reverse. An old riddle
respecting the neft/e runs this way—

‘“ Heg Beg adist the dyke—and Heg Beg ayout the dyke—
““ Gif ye touch Heg Beg—Heg Beg—will gar ye byke.”

AGGIE.—A name for Agnes.

AGLEE.—Not direct, off at a side ; when the target is missed
at skootings by a marksman, he is said to have shot aglee.
Those, too, who follow what nature never intended them to
follow, are said to guide the genius Aglee.

AHIN—Behind. The same with A4/nt.

Aiks 0’ KIRKCONNEL.—A celebrated haunt for the fox in
Galloway.

AIN—Own. Ainsell, ownself.
Arr—OQar. Also for, early.

AIrRNIN' CLAISE.—The art of smoothing clothes with a warm
iron.

AIrNs 0’ A PLEucH.—Those implements of iron which belong
to a plough, and which have to be repaired frequently
at smiddies during the ploughing season. What a conse-
quence ploughmen assume sometimes when they meet at
forges—giving directions to Vulcan how they want their
airns set—how the couter must hang to the sock—how the
beam and head agree—if land be scanty or plenty, and what
not—to plough as ein as a die—and put a skin on the furr
as sleck as a salmon.

AIrRT—To encourage devilry. Thus we say of those who puff
up others to fight, that they are asrters of the savage broil ;
the word is never used in the other sense—to incite to
laudable actions—we never hear of any airfed on to read the
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bible for instance—but boys are said to airt on #Zykes fo
collieshangie tlk ither. This word airt is no way connected,
in my opinion, with the other air¢, which refers to the
compass.

AIRT 0 THE CLIcCKY.—When a pilgrim at any time gets
bewildered, he poises his staff perpendicular on the way,
then leaves it to itself, and on whatever direction it falls,
that he pursues; and this little trait of superstition is
termed the Airt o the Clicky—the direction of the staff.
And townsmen, when they mean to take a trip into the
country for pleasure, and are quite careless to what part
of it they wend their way, this they decide sometimes in
the same way—the fallen stick determines the course to
be pursued ; and often as much ‘amusement is found this
way, as if the chart had been pricked out. But there
are few buridan asses which will starve between bundles
of hay, not knowing which to turn to—so those generally,
who seek direction from the staff, mostly cause it to gravi-
tate toward the place they have a secret inclination to go to.
As in the auld sang of “ Jock Burnie ”"—

Ein on en’ he pais'd his rung, then
Watch’d the airt its head did fa’,

Whilk was east he lap and sung then,
For there is dear bade—Meg Macraw.

AirTs 0' THE LiFT.—The points of the compass.

AISLERWARK.—Masonic work, with hewn stones.

A1zLETEETH.—The double teeth—the grinders.

ALEck—Alexander, the man’s name, the same with Sawnders,
Sawny, &c.

ALICREESH—Spanish licorice, made of the refuse of sugar.
Is made up in black rolls, about a foot in length, and sold
in the grocers’ shops; it is much used in breweries; by
people troubled with the cough, and by those who have
been in the habit of chewing tobacco. This singular
term I have given for it, as used by the greater part of
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the natives of Scotland, comes from the ancient word aZ,
a compound, and creesh, grease. Rustic lovers tell other
whiles, that they are as sweet as Alicreesh. In truth, lovers
are oft at a loss to find sweet enough comparisons for
their darlings: a fellow once would write a letter to the
dictation of a lover, and asking, ‘“what he’d break off
with,” the poor wretch, with the burning heart, replied—
“Say first, ‘Tam’—and in biy letters— My dearest,
dearest Henniesuckle”

ArLaN-HAawks—A sea-fowl with very small wings, common
to be met with on the shores of Britain; its colour is
black, all but on the breast, there it is white. 1 wonder
how Edwards, Willoughby, and others, who have treated
of British Birds, have missed this one in their ornithologies.
It is similar to the puffin in size, but it cannot fly; often
after storms they are found driven in dead upon shores;
whether it is that the storms so agitate the deep, that
they deprive them of food, and so they famish amid the
waves, or whether by diving on surfy shores they are dashed
against the rocks, is not yet known; nor can it be conjec-
tured how they come to have the name of AXan-Hazuvks.

ArLLaN KINNIGHAM, the poet—Allan Cunningham, Esq., one
of the truest poets, and best of men, Scotland has ever
given birth to. He was born and bred in Nithsdale, but
the greater part of his fathers family are Gallovidians,
and lived long near the village of Kilpatrick. His father
was gifted with the rare talent of a poet too, to a certain
degree, and wrote many good little things for a magazine,
which was published in Dumfries about sixty years ago,
by Jackson, printer there; he was an East Lothian man,
but the ancestors of the family are found to have belonged
to that third division of Ayrshire called Cunningham ; they
had been there honest millers time out of mind, but took
up arms in defence of their dear country when Oliver
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Cromwell invaded Scotland. The worthy subject of my
present little sketch, began to show symptoms of the
poet very early in life; he became extremely fond of
books, and listened always with a greedy ear to the tales
of other days; and the singing of wild ancient ballads,
the feeling old cronock of these thrilled with extacy through
his heart; while the charming rural scenery on the banks
of the Nith quickened the whole, and winged the ima-
gination for soaring high in the poetic firmament. As to
receiving education at school, that was as scanty with him
as it ever was with either Burns or the Ettrick Shepherd. To
men of strong genius, a school is not worth a farthing, a
school rather does them more harm than good, unless the
dominic allows them to learn whatever they please according
to their taste ; but the moment they are obliged to alter their
course, from that time they are not a guiding a right. For
all, where find we a better scholar than Burns, or one to match
Cunningham ; the memories of such men let nothing slip they
have once grasped, and they know more of a book by giving
it a careless glance, than others do by reading it three times
through with doudle milled specks on their noses.

Until our bard came to be about fifteen years of age he
wrote not on paper any of his little tender aspirations,
but from this time he began now and then to try his hand,
and a happy sight to him was a few verses in the corner of
a Dumfries newspaper; he even went so far as to try to
have an insertion in a London Magazine ; while thus the
days of his boyhood glided away in song making, and
labouring at his trade of a mason, Mr. Robert Cromek
came into Galloway a legend gathering, and having soon
found out our wonderful young bard, they wandered to-
gether through all the fairy haunts and warlock glens of
the country; and having obtained a walletfull of very
strange matter, Cromek set off with the bag and the nails
to London. Mr. Cunningham was invited to follow, and



14 ALL — ALL

aid the publication of the work, which was the “ Nithsdale
and Galloway song ;” the whole of which almost is the work
of our poet; and there he truly shines a poet indeed.
What a quantity of pure poetry is in that book. Zhe
Mermaid o Galloway— The Lord’s Marie—She's gane to
dwall in Heaven— The Lass @ Preston Mill— My ain Coun-
#rie, and many other songs in it, are perfectly exquisite,
the ancient-like mould in which they are cast, their strong
originality and feeling natural touches—charm every Scotch
mind, while the gentle melancholy that tinges them all,
finishes them off in a manner so beautiful, that when we
read them we neither think ourselves nor this earth, such
gross things as they be, but we have entered, or about to
enter, some kind of elysium. After the publication of
that book, in which he shines so gloriously, he became a
constant writer in a London newspaper; but something
going wrong in the management of this paper, he laid
down his pen like a true philosopher, and stood by his
trade of the hammer. But a man of great merit, honesty,
and industry, will be taken by the hand, so our bard
received a situation under the celebrated sculptor, Mr.
Chantry ; and this situation he yet holds, beloved by his
master and by all who have the pleasure of knowing him.
For Mr. Cunningham is not only a poet and an enthusiast
about poets and poetry, of the very first kind, but he is
also a man extremely cheerful in society, kind every
where, and liberal to the last degree; he is one of
those few men who conduct themselves in such a manner
that we do not see any of their faults; he is open and
free, hides nothing, dashes on—a Scotchman every inch;
we see Caledonia in him; in every look, in every move,
he makes: he gives his native language its truest swing;
the words flow from him with the greatest ease, and with
a manly pith. Sometime ago Blackwood, the Edinburgh
bookseller, would have him to become a writer to his
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magazine; he did so, and produced therein “Mark Mac-
crabbin, the Cameronian,” a very able and singular pro-
duction ; but some misunderstanding taking place between
that bookseller and him, he withdrew his valuable pen,
and wrote for a London magazine; the articles inserted
there he has since taken out and published in two volumes,
the tales of which are very wild, poetical and original.

Also lately he has published a drama, named ¢ Sir Mar-
maduke Maxwell,” full of passion and poetry; and a wild
legend, termed “ Richard Faulder ;” these have been highly
praised, even the “great unknown ”-—the Laird of Ab-
botsford—hath publicly lauded both them and their
author. At present he is preparing two volumes of Scotch
Songs for the press; and as far as I am aware has dipped
deeper into the nature and worth of these songs than any
writer hath yet done. Cunningham beats up game in a
country, different from that of either Burns or Hogg ; he is
not such a mannerest as the first, nor such a fairy man as
the last; his melancholy is of a solemn, sombre cast, not
like Burns, flaming in the vortex of passion ; nor like Hogg,
dancing lightly and wildly round the halos of the moon;
he has a place between them—a place untouched and
unpolluted, for such a situation, a religious cast of a rare
kind was necessary, and this Mr. Cunningham has in an
eminent degree; it is a poetical religion, felt by some of
the covenanters when they assemble on the wild dreckany
brac, beneath the blue canopy on a Sabbath morning.

To conclude, though I may add to the biography of
him, that he has been married now to a worthy, pleas-
ant woman these several years, from Galloway, and
they have a good many 2airnies ; that he himself is a strong,
hardy man, above six feet in height, swarthy visage, with
pleasant features, his eyes and eye-brows bespeak great
intellect ; with all men of genius of the day he is intimate,
with Sir Walter Scott, Wordsworth, Wilkie, Irving, &c.
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and that they all are pleased with the friendship of
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Cunningham.

this gifted individual.

So, therefore, be my thoughts briefly stated respecting
If T have said anything wrong, I
shall be sorry—if I have said too much in his favour, then
I am happy—for to say too much to his praise is a thing
impossible; he is a subject that would not disgrace the
best, the strongest pen that ever was wielded, and he who
thinks I am a flatterer knows nothing of the character of

Mactaggart.

ALLAN CUNNINGHAM.

Yestreen in Fame's splendid ha’
Was held a festival,

Apollo he was in the chair,
Amid his votaries all.

When the claith was furl’d, the god he raise
Within his fist a dram,

And sang ‘“ A bumper toast,” my friends,
"Tis Allan Cunningham.

Dear Allan, thus continued he,
My Allan frae the Nith,
He is my charming bard for sang,
I1is muse is pangd wi’ pith.
Whan fancy’s flood-gates he unlocks
Forth gushes sic a dam,
As carries with it every heart,
Rare Allan Cunningham.

He is na like some I cud name,
Wha wordy drive alang,

And clink awa for clinkings sake
Thout feeling what is sang.

Mere Gomeralls, manufactory bards,
Their sangs are all a sham,

They want the touch—the thrill—the glow,
O’ Allan Cunningham.

Bards maun be bred in rural world,
There they maun be the child,

There wade in burns, and clamber hills,
And listen stories wild.

See nature in a million forms,
‘While she their noddles cram,

With what will burst upon a day
Like Allan Cunningham,
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Ay they maun doze on sunny braes,
And happi dream awa,

Ay likewise ken what winter is,
And his fell blasts o’ sna ;

While through the curious warle o’ man,
They dance about ram-stam,

And queer poetic secrets gain,
Like Allan Cunningham.

And there’s a jade that bards maun ken,
Ay be acquainted deep,
Her name it Melancholy is,
She baith can laugh and weep ;
Can clean owreset the senses a,
She flings them in a dwam,
Her potent arm is brawly kend,
By Allan Cunningham.

My heart was hurt wi’ Scotlan’s wae,
About the loss o’ Burns,

For wha cud stap their lugs ava,
Whan sic a nation moumns ;

I order’'d Scotia’s Genius then,
To forward bring her caum,

Sae in her mint she truely cast
My Allan Cunningham.

Apollo ended, and the shouts
Of joy that sounded there,

Tremendous were, the hall it shook
With bravo ! every where ;

Then music rang, and seas of wine
The glorious party swam,

And oft again the toast went round,
To Allan Cunningham.

ALLICOMGREENZIE.—A little amusing game played by young
girls at country schools. They form themselves into a
circle, faces towards the centre; one goes round on the
outside with a cap, saying, while so doing—

“T got a letter from my love,

‘ And by the way I drop’d it—I drop’d it.”
Then she lets the cap fall behind some one, the which
seeing, takes it up and runs after the other in order to
catch her; but she eludes her as well as possible, by
crossing the circle frequently, and the follower must ex-
actly follow her steps; if she fails doing this, she must

stop, and stand in the circle, face out all the game after-
B
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wards ; if she succeed in catching the one, the one caught
must so stand, and the other take up the cap and go round
as before.

ArLLicoMPAIN. — Enula Campana, the medical plant; the
Elecampain of materia medica ; truely the root is a useful
thing in medicine, but my famous * Yirbwives ” which shall
afterwards be spoken of, think it an antidote almost against
every distemper that inflicts either body or mind; so it
is common in many rural gardens; beside it, is generally
set a sun-dial, and the rustics are often seen wondering
at the two wonders, a thing poetic to see. I have heard
two verses of an old song on this herb—

ALLICOMPAIN.
O ! my pow again is free frae pain,
I am like mysell again,
For twall hours I hae lain
Upon my Allicompain O !

Whan howstin made me unco’ sair,
Whan my poor breast wad rack and rair,
I drank the broe—it haled me fair,
The broe o’ Allicompain O'!

ALLOMTREE.—The elm tree. The juice of the bark of this tree
is extracted by boiling it, and applied to sprained limbs.

AMAIST.—Almost.

AMANG Hans—Amongst hands. Little jobs are sometimes

done amang hans ; that is to say, they are done without, in
any shape retarding the large job.

AMATON.—A thin boney person—an automaton.

’AN—Used frequently for tkan—then.

AN—a. “Tll lae thee Jean for gude and a”—means, “TI'll
leave thee Jean for good and all.”

ANES-ERRAN—One errand, for the one purpose. I came to
see ye anes-erran; means, I had no other errand than to
come and see you.

ANDIE—The man’s name Andrew.
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AN'RO GEMMLE—I cannot say, neither can I find any who
can, whether this famous Andrew, this notable mendicant,
or Gaberlunsieman, was a native of any of the parishes
of the South or no; be that as it may, however, sure it is,
that he made them one of his favorite begging tracks, and
was generally to be found in some *neuk o’ Gallowa or
anither.”

He was a strong fall Carle, and had served in the army
in the capacity of a dragoon; he was always called “ The
King of the Beggars,” as well he might, for he not only
begged himself, but had numbers of beggar wives who
ran the country and begged for him; he supplied them
with “mealpowks,” appointing always on Monday morn-
ings, when they ‘“broke off” the ‘“howf,” they should
meet at next Saturday night, and she who brought him
the most meal, became his favourite sultanna for that time,
turning off those who made small returns, and taking the
Powks from them. ’

He was of a “crazed nature,” like every old soldier who
hath seen much blood, and when any little thing curled
his temper, he became a madman complete; he boasted
of his prowess at the fireside game of “ dams,” alias drafts,
and whenever his antagonist was like to be too deep for
him, he took the ““men” of the “brod” and dashed them
in the fire with a vengeance. He was very fond too of
playing off little jewx d’esprifs of his own formation.
Once, as a priest was going to his church on the Sabbath
day to hold forth, he espied An'ro on the road a little
before him, seemingly in the most profound meditation,
pondering deeply with “leaden eye that loves the ground,”
something lying in the way, and stepping seriously round
it. The clergyman came up, and seeing the object of his
wondrous gaze, said, “ Well, An’ro, what's this that seems
to be puzzling you so? for my part I see nothing but a
horse-shoe on the road.” “Dear me, returned the Gaber-
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lunzie, with uplifted hands, what disna that lair do, I hae
glowrd at that shoe now the best part o' hauf an hour, and
deil take me gif I cud say whether it was a horse-shoe or a
mare-shoe.” This is Walter Scott's — Eddie Ochiltree—
only he was not a “ Bluegown.”

ANKLET—The ankle.

ANORDINAR—Extraordinary.

ANTON—Name for the man’s name Antony.

ANTRUM—The name in some parts of the country for that
repast taken in the evening called four /hours, anciently
termed enshanks. This Antrum comes from the old
French, a den or cave, now Antrum time is den time,
then some animals go to their dens; the sun also is
said to sink to his den or cave. Glass, in one of his
songs, has lovers going out at Anfrum time to court, and
so forth.

ANYING or ANANYING—Owing.

APEN QUEYs—Young cows ; those who have not had calves.

ArrocHs—Remnants of any thing. Some few years ago a
field of corn could not be shorn, nor a meadow mowed,
without parts of them being left in corners uncut, these
were called Aplocks; they were left for the benefit of the
warlock race, so as to keep their favour, but farmers have
long ago defied all beings of the sort to do their worst;
Aplocks now are vanished away.

APPETIE—Appetite. Appetezed, having an appetite.
ARDWELL—A ridge of rocks lying between two that are larger.

Ark o THE CLubps—or Noah's Ark. The various forms
the clouds assume in different seasons, are very attractive to
the eye of man; that one mentioned in scripture, which
rose out of the sea like a man's hand, soon changed its
shape. The famous Dean Swift thought he would be a
clever fellow if he could tell what shape a cloud would



ARK - -~ - ARK 21

be in when it set in the east, by seeing it rise in the west;
ere they cross the canopy of heaven, they fling themselves
into numberless figures, whiles they are one thing whiles
another, and whiles “ very like a whale,” as Shakespeare
says. But there is no conglomeration of the clouds, no
figure they assume and hold by longer without changing,
than this called the ark, or Noak's ark, a description of
its appearance I shall attempt to give. In the winter
season (for the arZ is not common in any other), when
the sky is clear and weather frosty, curious light grey
clouds in the shape of ribs will oft arise from a point in
the horizon, and stretch over the sky to its opposite on
the other side; these cloudy ribs narrow in bulk towards
the horizon, and are at the widest right over our heads, or
in the zenith. “If great things can be compared to
small,” as Milton says, I would liken this figure of the
clouds to the half of a cocoa-nut shell split lengthways,
or a Norway yawl, in this form will it appear for a day
together, and even longer ; what is singular too we have
no Aalf arks, the one half never sinks beneath the horizon
and leaves the other half above ; we have the scene always
in perfection, or we have it not at all ; we have it as if it
was calculated to appear in our latitude and longitude, and
in no nations else ; for it begins to form, comes to perfec-
tion, and vanishes away, all in our canopy; we may therefore
say there are ars for every country.

When seen in frosty weather, as it generally is, watherwise
Jowk prognosticate a thaw instantly, attended wi' an aw/fu
spate, to the gnawing grief of the keen veteran curler, who
cries out yonders the curse that drowns the chanlestane, and
culs the head and feet frac lonspiels. 'To be short, the ark
is a great thaw sign, and brings commonly with it enough of
water. It is from its appearing somewhat in the form of a
boat, and from its being attended by a deluge, that it has
been termed the ar4.
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ARSeT—Backwards. Inclining to go astern ; the way of a
swine.

ARrsLINs—The same as above.

AscHET.—The king of the trencher tribe. Some time ago
they were made of pewter, a mixture metal of lead and
tin, and took the lead as they do yet of all the other plates
on the dresser, and stood on the loftiest ske/f like so many
shields. Ashets seem to have been the first things of Zame
wware, alias porcelain, that have been made, as about old
camps, castles, &c., pieces of them are frequently dug up,
and nothing else of earthen ware, if we except urns; and
these specimens seem to say the as/kefs have been stamped
and highly ornamented.

Asks—Newts. Animals of the lizard species, they are
always considered to have poison somewhere about their
hinnerliths.

AskLENT—Aslant.  Qut at a side.
Ass—Ashes.
AssBACKET—Ashbucket.

AtA’ —At all.

ATEEN—at evening. At night.

ATEN ouT O PLy.—Some animals are said to be ater out
o' ply when they are extremely lean in flesh, although they
have been taking a great deal of food. Thus few gour-
mands are very fat, they eat themselves out of ply; that
is to say, over-do themselves with eating. Crows in
harvest are very light in body, because they have too much
food; and in dead of winter, when it is not so, they are
fat ; eating much more than enough to satisfy nature is an
abominable thing—far rather be a drunkard than a glutton,
the latter is the most beastial of the two. To see a person
sitting down to dinner, and clearing the table before him, is
damnable ; let such brutes be tossed out of the window.
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ATESTRAE—OQatenstraw.

AUCHEN—A field, in the Saxon. Thus, aucken flower, field of
flowers.

AUCHLATE—An old measure. Two were a peck; one, a
stone of meal nearly ; but these may be much more or less
according to the craft of the measurer.

AvLp—O0ld.

AuLp Bov.—A name for the devil; or one with devilish
habits is called an Auld Boy.

AULD EVER MORE IN A Powk.—The whole of the works of
the olden time in a bag; when such would be the case,
it is fancied that much stir and commotion would take
place in the same bag. So when any one is driving on, and
never looking behind, nor to the right or left, it is said he is
then going on like Auld ever more in a powk.

AULD-FARRENT.—Cunning beyond years.
AuLp HuNTsSMAN—A curious Song.

O'! heard ye o’ the Auld Huntsman
Wha dee’d upon Bengaim,

Tak pity on the Auld Huntsman,
And ay big up his caim;

For ance a day—we weel may say
A clever cheel was he,

Nane was his match, the tod to catch,
In a’ the moor countree.

For wha cud rin wi’ the Auld Huntsman?
Wha cud keep up wi’ him?
O ! but he had a brisket wide,
And tight in lith and lim ;
How he cud scour out owre a moor,
And lae us a’ ahin,
Whane're to blaw—we stood ava,
Than he wad faster rin.

He keep'd ay the dogs in sight,
And airted on the chase,
He maistly ay wan in tae death—
The glory o’ the race ;
While Etr awa—a mile or twa,
Us followers wad hae been
O’wrecome wi’ heat, a' in a sweat,
Yet pechin after keen.
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For him todlowrie gat na rest
In bonny Gallowa,
Our geese and gaizlins met na scaith,
Our cocks did crousely cra’ ;
He tous'd the deil roun Criffle-screel,
And owre the Cairnsmuirs three,
Down heuchs and craigs—and glens and hags,
As fast as he cud flee.

Nae place but Casslemaddies yird,
Defied the Auld Huntsman,

But there slee foxie laugh’d at him,
And scorn’d his deepest plan ;

For in that keep fu’ soun’ he’d sleep,
Tho' terriers roun sud yelp,

Ne'er start wad he—to whusk and flee,
And owre the clints gae skelp.

But age cam on the Auld Huntsman,
His marrow-banes ran dry,

The stitches and the rheumatiz,
Wi’ pain whiles made him cry ;

His tykes wore few, and warna true
Moormen forsook him too,

His voice cud no mak hauf a noise
To start the talliehoo.

Than poverty beset him sair,
Wi’ his clauts o’ cauld airn,

Sae his twa staves he taks ae day
And hirples up Bengaim ;

He sat him down, and glower'd roun’
On heach an’ laich countree,

Afar awa by Barrlocka,
And south by Barrcheskec.

Now sigh’d wi’ grief the Auld Huntsman,
Than back himsell he’d throw,

The merry scenes o’ Auld Langsyne
Now brought upon him woe ;

His fits, his faints—his sair complaints,
Nae langer cud he dree,

Himsell he laid within his plaid,
And wi’ a groan did dee.

Neist day the shepherds on the hill,
The Auld Huntsman they foun’,

‘W1’ his auld hat drawn owre his e’en,
Stiff streekit on the grun;

Roun’ him the nowt did snuff and rowt,
Sad was the sight to see,

His corpse did crave, frae them a grave,
Sae they in mools laid he.

-~
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Gane, gane, then is the Auld Huntsman
To his lang hame he’s gane,

He’s buried on Bengaxm sae hie,
And on his wyme’s a stane :

The tod slee boy may howl! wi’ joy,
For his fell fae’s awa ;

And now and than for the Auld Huntsman
A tear we may let fa’.

AuLp MiLLHAW—AN old man of the name of Sproat. He
lived at a place called Millha, in the parish of Borgue ; and
so his name became Auld Millha. He was a great railer
against modern manners, and a praiser of the days of his
youth. As a specimen of his mind, I give here the
“ Lamentations o' Auld Millha.”

“Dear me, but fourscore years mak an unco odds o’ the
tlmes, and that's about as lang as I can min’ ought now.
Mony an up and down in the warl has haen Auld Millha,
and there’s a queer something comes owre him whan he
claps his auld bum down on the mossaik by the cheek o’
the chaumer door, and begins to think awee and glowre
back. There’s no a human cratur drawing the wun o’
life now that I ken’d in my young days; they’re a' i'the
mools lang syne; the last ane wha I min’ o' that waded
about i'the burns wi me whan a boy, and neiv’d beardocks,
was Wullie Coskery, and he’s gane to his lang hame aboon
hauf a dizzen year sin. Wullie was ay but a pieferin useless
body a’ the days o’ him, and ken’d about little but how
to mak beeskeps, and wattle saughcreels—then he wad
hae glaiberd about the splittin o’ breers for the hale o' a
lang forenicht i'the wunter time, without wearyin. Wattie
Bennoch was gane afore him. Wattie and me had mony
a day o't thegether, but he was ane clever chiel, and as
sharp as a preen. We gaed awa ance—it's langsinsyne
now—wi a wheen nowt, tae South o’ Englan, and as we
war gaen by a bit on the road they ca’d (let me think),
ay, they ca’d, now when it comes cross me, Templesorby,
out came a meikle bill-dog frae a tannaree, and was begin-




26 AUL — - AUL

ning to fley our drove, when Wattie drew his gude hazle
rung frae neath his coat-tail, and hit him a whap wi't
aneath the lug, till goth he gaed heels owre gowdy with-
out a bough. But some o' the town-folks gat scent o't, and
out they cam bizzin like bees, to ding Wattie and me to the
deil. I laid on, and sae did he, till some o us a’ hech’d
again. We gat out amang them tho’ at last wi sair banes;
but gin we hadna been a pair o’ gye strang rouchtous, we
wad hae lain like the thick-nosed collytyke that day.

“Dear me, what an unco alteration there is now—that
auld scrunted hawthorn there afore me, adist the dyke
whare the flecket pyets charkin on, and me, are about
an age, coming fast up or sliding down the figures 9 and the
o. Folk are no now ava as the war langsyne; they’re
puir shilpet craturs the best o’ them. I hae seen the day
I wad hae pulled ony o'm aff their doups at the sweertree.
Auld Millha laments to see them. I cud hae shom ance
too man. O! I cud hae sweeped it down, spread mysell
laigh on the rigg, and gaen up the lan’ scrieven. There
warna mony i'the days cud hae kemped wi Auld Millha.
My theebanes war then like milltimmers, and my fingers
like dragtaes. O'! I cud hae open’d out an awsome brisket;
I was fit for baith sock and sythe; rid han’d, nae wark cam
wrang to me.

“Q1 for the days again whan I was young. I kenna
what the cheels about twenty are gude for now ava; they
want the heart someway athegether ; they canna tak ae dram
o’ liquor now, without haeing as mony mimins and prieins to
gang through as if they war a’ born gentry. Langsyne I hae
kend Tam Ma’'min and me cowpin owre a dizzen bumpers
o' strang Holland gin, rare smuggled stuff, down at the
Brighousebay, in the wee while o' a forenicht, and never
giein a kink either owret or aftert.

“It's a pity to see them, a pity faith—the warls fast
degeneratin ; banes now are as frush as the branches o' an
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auld daezd plaintree; the folk hae nae intimmers, as they
were wont to hae, ava.

“ Wullawuns and its come to this o’t—Hizzies gaen spangin
and flaiperin about wi white muslin frocks on, wha in my
younger days wad hae been glad o’ a piece hame-made stuff,
or drogget, and nae bonnet ava ; whereas they hae bonnets
now co’erd wi gumfloors ; and O it was bonny to see the
yellow-haird lasses coming happin owre the kirkstyle on a
simmer Sunday, wi that laugh o’ luve they gaed in every
look. Than they war sae healthy and rosey in thae days by
what theyre now. There was never a lass but ane, I think,
in my kennin, wha dee’d o’ a wastin, and she was ane o
the name o’ Tibbie Mitchell, a bastard bairn o' ane Girzy
Mitchell’s, wha wond in the Tannimaws. (The doctors
said it was o’ that she dee'd, tho’ it was whusherd that it
was wi takin owre heavy drinks o’ the sap o’ the saving-
tree—to keep a wee scraichin sinner frae seeing the
light o’ day.) There was nae tea amang them in thae
days—nane o’ that vile spoutroch sae meikle sloated
owre now-a-days—na, na, we had nae jabblin thing like
scaud ava to sipple wi; but milkporritch, sowings, and
sic like glorious belly-timmer—famous swatroch, man;
noble stiveron.

“ Whan we pang'd our pechans wi sic like, there war nae
asthmas or cruchlins ever heard o’; we could hae hunted
the fox roun Cairnhattie, without a turn'd hair being seen on
our heads, and putted a stane, fifty pun weight I dare say,
near hauf a mile ; ane wad hae thought The young
lasses get nae men now sic as the are either, as they gat
langsyne ; deil a hizzy, gin she had leuked ony think like
marryin ava, but wad hae got somebody, or she wan to
twenty ; but now they gae Dby thratty, and mony a ane
bids fareweel to matrimony, and curses the men athe-
gether, on the borders o forty.——Sad wark, man—
Hoch anee.
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“ Hechhowhum, granes auld Millha by the cheek o’ the
caumer-door ; on the bink o’ auld mossaik, and what’s
gaen to come o' the parish of Borgue ava, my gude auld
native parish; the Browns and the Sproats are a weedin
awa ; they hae been a taking gye thrang o'late, to the lane
kirk-yard down on the shore.

“ A new set o' folk is coming about me athegether now,
wha talk about plowin and middinmakin; gin they be
allowed to come in amang us as they hae been, we'll be
herried out o’ house and ha in a crack, for they say they
can afford sic rents for the lairds, and can manage a
grun sae and sae. I dinna like them ava: I wuss they
wad a gae wa the road they cam—awa by the Dinscore
or Mochrum—and fash us douce bodies nae mair wi’ their
glaiberin nonsense——.

“1 hae seen the days whan there war nae carts wi' wheels
in a' the parish, nor harrows wi’ airn teeth, but carrs and
harrows wi' teeth o' whunroots, and yet we did full weel
for a’; had ay rowth to eat and drink and smiok amang o'
the best of things. Them wi’ their thrashing machines,
airnpleuchs, and turnipbarrows, mere falderaloes, ripin up a’
the bits o’ green hoams, and forcing wheat to grow whar Pro-
vidence never intended it, and a’ for the lairds, the tennant
bodies are never a babee the richer o’t; awa wi’ yer nice
agriculture, yer game laws, and yer Madeira wines—Borgue
disna lang for a sight o’ them—Howt’s no——.

“Awa wi' yer readin priest, yer Latin dominies, yer
rooms spread wi’ carpets, yer fallow fiels, and yer fenders ;
and let me hear a cheel skelpin a sermon affloof, anither
learnin the bairns the rule o’ three and plain arithmetic ; the
bare sleek yird I hae mony a time shook my shanks on—
fiels to plow just as my father plow’d, and nae fenders to
hinder the aizles frae spangin out, but lads and lasses,
bare-fitted and bare-legged, wedged thick roun the bonny
ingle— - ..
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“ Never turn, gentle Borgue, or thou'llt gang a' to the
bumwhush ; stick by the creed o' thy forefathers, never
laugh at the gude auld law ——.

“ Dear me, but it makes my heart sair—to see things
chynged and chyngin sae far frae their ancient wont.
There’s nae courtin gaen on now amang the burnbraes, the
glens, and aneath the soughin hawthorns—na, na—the prim-
rose, the bludifinger, and the crawtae grow unsqueez’d and
unlooked at ; the mavis and the yellow-nebed blackburd, let
them sing now as they will, they are never heard. How't
tow’t, there can be nae meetings now on a snug barn mow to
pass a night. Burnies too maun a rin anither gate now frae
what natur intended ; lochs too are a’ drained—wild-ducks
hae nae wallees now to guddle in, ane can hardly get a bit
dub for a chaunlestane rink——.

“ Hech how, there’s nae fun ava now amang the fowk ;
they're a’ grown as serious as our auld minister wont to be
at a sacrament ; nae meetings at ithers ingles to sing sangs,
and tell divertin tales; nae boggles now to be seen about
Hells-hole and the Ghaistcraft ; nae witchwives about the
clench, nor warlocks about the Shellin Hill o’ Kirkaners.
How't no—what’s the folk guid for; the Dei'l has crossed
their een with his club, or else Peggy Little, the gillwife,
has broke some charm wi’ her rowantree beetle or kirn-
staff——.

“ Fairies and brownies hae fled Borgue athegither now;
even a donsy beggarbody, wi’ a snug sheepskin-wallet and
pikestaff, is now to be seen. The folk are a drownin
themsells in trackpots and teabroe, fiykin wi’ cups and
saucers and peutrin about nothing; there’s no a chiel worth
a doit amang them—but some ane or twa, there be nane
worth a tinkler's tip-pence——.

“Q.! for the days again when I brew'd and sell’d yill at
the Saughligget ; thae war days, but they're gane now, and
Borgue will ne’er see the like o’ them——.
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“ But its foolish in me to lament and fret mysell sae about
things ; short maun may be my time o’ the warl now ; soon
shall I be carried heels foremost out o' that auld biggin,
and laid a gude Scotch ell aneath the mools o’ the lane
kirk-yard ; my family is a’ there afore me, a’ but ane, and he's
awa by the Ingies. O that he was aside me now; what
tales wad I no tell him, and sing him scores o’ auld sangs,
that maun a’ sink aneath the sod wi’ auld Millha .

“T’1l lift tho’, and gae wa intae auld chaumer—read a bit
o' St Luke’s worthy sayings—tak a blaw o’ the cuttypipe,
and syne hirsle my body into my ain auld warm croovie
o’ a bed 7

AvuLp MiLL o' MocHRUM.—There are few men in Scotland
who are fond of hearing news and curious things, who have
not heard of the Auwld mill ¢ Mochrum ; any person who
seems to want something obviously, is said to be like this
mill, for she has a want also, which art could scarcely
supply, which is a back door; now all mills should have
a door of this kind, and because she cannot have one is,
that her back is built against a blue solid rock. Also this
mill is used to fling out the inquisitive ; thus, if a person
be met on the road, and asked at “where going,” to the
“auld mill @ Mochrum” is frequently the reply; so the
auld mill 0 Mochrum is used in the west the same as the
auld kirk ¢ Dinscore in the east, and makes the forward
blush. ‘Whar do ye live whan ahame,” quoth a country-
man in the Gallwaygate, Glasgow, to another whom he had
just sold an horse, “ Ken ye whar the aw/d kirk o' Dinscore
is,” was the reply—‘“ay,” returned the other, “zes than,”
said the next. The poor farmer inquired about the said
auld kirk till he was wearied out, and satisfied that he had
been hoaxed of his horse.

AuLp MorTaLiTY.—This was a man of the name of
Thomas Paterson, and was born and bred, as I am told,
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in the parish of Baulmagie, one of our Galloway parishes ;
there are living yet many hundreds who personally knew
him, of the people of these parts; he was of this world
before my time of marking any thing; yet I am acquainted
with some of his relations, particularly with a lovely young
woman, Miss Paterson, his niece; whether he served a
regular apprenticeship to the stone-cutting or carving
trade, or took it up at his “own hand,” as the saying is,
cannot now be known; but it would seem the latter way
is nearest the truth, as he never was very dexterous at the
art, his letters are always clumsy and ill-shaped ; frequently
too, the words were divided when the margin of the stone in-
trudes, and even some of his lines are interlined. The honest
“ Kintrafowks ” are at no loss to tell the “wark o’ Tamous
Paterson ” from that of another’s, when they meet with it in
kirk-yards, whether it is on a “ZArouch or a head-stane.”

He was a singular enough character, and well deserving
the attention of Sir Walter Scott’s mighty genius, and, per-
haps, there is not a finer piece of writing, fraught with every
thing beautiful and charming, in the many darling volumes
written by that wonderful author, as his description of Auld
Mortality, at the beginning of the “ Tales of my Landlord ;"
the potent penman has given that detail of him a melancholy
poetic tinge, which causes the engraver to touch our affec-
tions in a twinkling.

Then he has drawn him almost exactly to the truth; the
licence he has used with him is small; just as he says, he
wandered about the country amongst the kirk-yards, with a
little white shelty, cleaning and taking a parental charge of
the martyrs’ stones, viz. those martyrs of the covenant whom
Scotland stood by, and saw butchered by a set of lawless
and base courtiers, to her eternal disgrace! wherever he
found these stones, whether on wild moors or lonely kirk-
yards—the fogg he scoured neatly off them, and renewed
their inscriptions with his chisel.
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But this engrossed only a small part of his trade, as he
plied his tools to all who employed him, stopping at night
in any decent farm-house that came in his way, for being
of a religious turn of mind, he was made welcome almost
every where, and kindly treated by the inmates, more pat-
ticularly too by the Hillfowk, for the care he took in pre-
serving the memories of their glorious brethren ; he seldom
carried a bag or wallet with him, as the writer of the
famous tales says, wherein was his tools for working with ;
no, I am firmly told he had rarely, if ever, such a thing ;
but an old chisel in his pocket, and for a mallet to
strike with, he used a “ Whunstane” for common, picked
up about where he intended to work ; these stones are
yet to be found in burial-grounds, hollowed out a good
deal on one side, by striking the head of the carving im-
plement; so to be minute—he often would weep when
labouring on a martyr’s stone, the cause of this may be
understood, without it being told. And there was a stone
in Kirkandros kirk-yard, in the south of the parish of Borgue,
and is there yet, which he was often beat with to clean, the
inscription so overpowering his feelings by conjuring up
before him the following inhuman truth :—

“In the days of that infernal persecution of the innocent
and independent covenantors, taylors had the clothes of
both males and females to make among the common folks,
there were no mantua-makers concerned with the rural
natives in these times, and the women had a fashion of
having pieces of lead about different points of their dresses,
to make these points gravitate, in what was then considered
the don mode ; so the sons of the ‘thimble’ were obliged
to have always plenty of this metal about them, that they
might go on with their trade, and supply their customers:

“One of these taylors fell unfortunately into the hands
of a party of Grier o’ Laggs men, as he was going to one of
his houses to work, and these blood-suckers, finding lead in
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the pockets of the poor fellow, they instantly charged him,
that he was going to cast bullets with it.

In vain did the lad deny the charge, and still in vain did
he implore them to mercy; then and there they bound
a napkin on his eyes, and shot him through the heart.
O ! Hell, you contain no villains greater than these !

But let me cling close to my present subject:—Auld
Mortality liked a dram by a time, like many another honest
man, and often would have come to my grandfather’s
house at Conchieton, in the gloaming, pretty glorious ;
and one night, as he was wandering through Annandale,
with his old shelty, he took too much of the * Crafur,”
which “doiter'd” him, and made him lose his way ; and
having wandered on until he and his companion became
quite exhausted, he alighted off the back of his faithful
comrade, for the last time, and betook himself to a quarry-
hole for shelter, and there, with the fatigue and the
“nappie,” he fell asleep—no more to awake in this
world—for a stormy night of slecet came on, and the
cold froze the warm blood in the heart of Auld Mor-
tality ; but his memory shall not perish; it has got a
famous Aeazie already ; and should this unvarnished sketch
of mine do any good to it, by way of a test, I shall always
feel happy.

AuLp STRENGTH.—The strength of an old man.

AuLp STRENGTHs.—Thosc strong places, in the days of
yore, where parties of men kept themselves sccure from
their foes, such as caves, camps, castles, &c¢. What a
number of these are in the south of Scotland, accounts
of some of the most astonishing will appear by and by
at their proper article.

AUuLD WARL FailRy.—A human being not like this world,
having a strange appearance ; some of the sons of genius

are so called ; when in the country, they haunt out of the
§
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way neuks as auld glens; they are commonly strangely
clad, with long hair and quick eyes.

AuLp WIFE.—A man having much the nature of an old
wife about him.

AuM—Allum,

AuMBRY.—A large oblong press or box, which stands on end
in a nook of almost every country kitchen ; it is generally
divided into two apartments, a higher and a lower, with a
broad folding-door to each; in the Zeigh aumbry, as the
upper place is called, faurls o dread, or oaten cakes, on their
edges, lie closely packed together for daily use, also the meal
baste, the feather swwoper, and such things. In the Jaigh
aumbry, or lower place, bacon, hams, and beef, which have
reestled long enough in the smoke, barley for the broth, 700’
shears for dipping sheep, fining 100 kames, and a variety of
other articles, remain huddled together.

AUNTIE—Aunt.
AURR—The mark of a scar.

Aurrie 0 KIirks.—That space or area down the middle
of churches, between the rows of seats; country people
pay great attention to the manner in which strangers walk
up and down the aurrie.

AUSTRAN CARLE—AnN old man of an austere manner.
Aux—Ask ; inquire, &c.
Ava—At all.

AvAL.—When an animal lies down upon its back, in such
a manner that it cannot bring its feet to bear up its
body, so as to rise again, we say, that animal is ara/.
Ewes with lamb are often in this state, and must be set
on their feet by the shepherd’s aid, if not, they soon be-
come a prey to the corbies and hoodycraws. In an old
Poem on Corbes , this verse appears —
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Whane’er they fin a ewe fac'n aval,
Her trolly bags they do unravel,
The hoodycraws and them will caval,
’ And worry owre her ;
The €’en out o’ her pow they’ll naval,
And sae devour her.

Men, too, whose affairs run wrong, when they cannot help
themselves, but by the help of man, are said to have fa'en
aval. There is a line in a Poem which hits lawyers
amongst the unfortunate—

*“ Tho’ they croak owre us, as owre avald sheep.”

AvaL LaNn.—Land which has once been broken up by the
plough ; land, as it were, laid down to be cropped ; this
word ava/, as applied to land, seems to be quite con-
nected with the other.

AverIN—Talking carelessly.

AwMous.—An alms ; charity; generally the fu o the gude
wife’s han of oatmeal frae out the four-part dish : old
greedy luckies in ill times—used only to cover their
knuckles, and so cheat many a wacefi’ body.

AwN'D—Owned. He never qws'd me; he never owned
me ; he never seemed to know me.

AwNs 0 BearR.—The beards of the grain barley; there
are other kinds of grain which have beards or awzwns, but
this is the most common.

AwRIGE.—Those little ridges which are made by the plough,
and are so laid one by another, that they cover the seed
when they are harrowed down on it; it is the angular
points, as it were, above the level of a ploughed ridge.

Awse 0 A MiLLwHEEL.—Those boards fixed on the
periphery of a wheel, to receive the water after it leaves
the #rowsse for the purpose of moving machinery.

AwTEALS.—A small kind of teal, little larger than snipes.

AvoNT.—Beyond ; there is a place talked of, called the
“back of beyont, where the mare foaled the fiddler.”
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B.

Baa—A word used in lulling a babe to rest. In the old
song of Rocking the cradle, “ hushie baa babie lye still”
is a line much used; it is a very musical word, éaa; 1 have
heard nurses give it a melancholy cadence, that I have
weeped to hear them. Beggar wives with infants at the
breast know well the value of the word, and can twang it
up on so many mournful keys, that it thrills a good awmous
from the hardest heart.

Ba—A ball, more commonly used for a soft ball than for
one hard.

BaBIE—A Dbabe.
BaBiEcLoOTS—A babe’s clothing.

BaBBLEsS—What may be considered foolish nonsense, though
they often turn out to be facts, and facts sometimes dab-
bles.  When we hear of a bonny lassy, or a virtuous lad
going astray in the paths of rectitude, we exclaim /owts
babbles, though we believe in the truth of it at the same
time. Babbles may therefore be said to be nonsense, yet
admitting of doubts, to be truth.

BasBs—That vile /uce or slimy matter a razor scrapes off
the face in shaving.

BacH—An ejaculative word, expressive of disgust.

BacHLEs—OId shoes; also the lumps of snow which adhere
to shoes when walking among snow.

BacHRUNs—Excrement of oxen, dried in the summer sun;
they are used, 77z. backruns, by poor people instead of peats
for fuel; and they even gather them off the autumn green
fields for winter's use; “mony a gude tale is tauld, and
mony a cutty is made lunt owre the glead o’ a backrun.”

BAcCk-AND-BREESTED—In that Scottish game at cards called
ZLent, which is generally played at for money, when one
of the gamblers stands, that is to say, will play, and is
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lented, which is, outplayed by those who sfood and played
also ; then, if this happen, and the dfvide too at the same
time, this person is said to be—back and breested.

BACKCREELS—Baskets made of willows, formed to fit the
human back—ere the invention of “ wheel-barrows,” these
were used in cleaning byres, stables, what not.

Back-poOR-TROT—The diarrhcea; those with the body in
a lax state, are said to have the dack-door-trot.

Backen—That space of time between harvest and winter—
the back-end of the year as it were—many a farmer leaves
pieces of work in spring and the summer, to be done in the
backen ; but when that period arrives, they are still left
undone, perhaps till the next waurtime,; thus, bad jobs are
put off till the last; nor do these little procrastinations do
much harm for all.  Gallovidians love to be contented ; they
are naturally so ; they dislike to be pushed and hurried, and
to make the warle @’ faught. They are never very rich in
money, nor yet very poor; have enough for the necessaries
of life, even in a civilized state ; enough for the back and
belly, and something of an overplus whiles to help one
another in straits ; so, what more, ye philosophers, I would
ask, is a wanting for the enjoyment of this world ?

BackIEBURD—The bat; these half mice—half birds, are
fond of any thing white. On fine evenings, when they
are bickering about, if a white cloth, or a “mutch” be
put on the top of a long pole, they will gather round it,
and rest themselves in the folds thereof.

Back-Lick—A back-blow. Commonly these blows are the
most severe of any.

Back out OwWrRE—Backover.
BackraNs—Backwards.

BAcksET--A setting-back of any thing. or a somcthing
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that retards: thus, wet weather is a “backset” to the
farmer in “the hay and harvest time.”

BacksipE—One of the many names for the seat of honour.

BackspaNG—Backspring ; men not overly honest, too are
said to “hae mony a dackspang about them.”

BACKSTANE—A large broad stone, placed behind those
good peat fires which burn on hearths, not in grates.
Such fires are common in the moor country ; and it is no
strange thing to sece a wearied “herd,” in the winter, taking
a sleep sometimes on the dackstane, as that stone is always
thick enough to be a seat.

Bap—Did bid.

Bape—Stayed ; did not shift.

BaE—The bleat of a fat sheep.

BacGiE—A person with a big belly.

BAGGRELL—A young person, of awkward growth ; big-
bellied.

BaiLLIE Days—Those days on which farmers laboured
to their lairds, now partly done away with. Baily
days were mentioned in tacks, and so many days of dailly
harrow’ng, so many of baillie peating, and on so: they
were very troublesome days to farmers, and these éailly
works, 1 may add, brought #kempin to great perfection,
for when the labourers of many farmers met, they be-
haved little better with other than when strange herds

of oxen meet, goring and frothing about who to have the
mastery—

Bains—Bones.

They wha buy beef, buy banes,
And they wha buy lan, buy stanes.

. OLD PROVERB.
BairN1ES—Children.

BarNTIME—The time a woman takes to ULreed her fa-
mily.  Old wives mention always this bairntime with
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much reverence ; indeed, it is generally the most eventful
period of a female’s life, not to be entered into rashly by
them if they thought much ; but young girls are so formed
by nature, as neither to dread beginning with it, nor to
think any thing of it—Give them a dear “man"”—then all
their woes are at an end.

BAIRNSPLAY—Any kind of game or sport more becoming
children to play at, than people grown up.

Baissig, or BaisHEN—A bason; a vessel for holding any
thing, commonly meal.

Baita—Both.
BAKEBOARD—A board to bake oatmeal cakes on.

BAKIES, or BAKED-PEATS—Peats baked with the hand;
not cut with spades.

BavLperbasH—Nonsense—foolery.

SIR BALDERDASH.

Some twa'r three thousan’ years ago,
Ane bastard-bairn somehow

Was got atween a curious pair,
A Gomerall and a Gow.

The bamie like a breckan thrave,
It never took a brash;

"Twas fed on new kimed butter-milk,
And named Balderdash,

The bairnie soon became a man
O’ meikle fame and cash,

For whilk his king did title him
The grand Sir Balderdash.

Amang the ladies then fu’ gay
He made an unco flash,

And bonny Madam Clashmaclaver
Wan Sir Balderdash.

O ! Madam was a blooming wench,
And gabbed night and day ;

A tinkler’s curse she did na care
What she did think or say.
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Nae hizzie was a match for her
In clauchan or in town ;

O! but she liked weel to gab
A dizzen fallows down.

Which pleased weel Sir Balderdash,
And made him fondly flether ;

As she gae’d tongue, and he gae’d tongue,
And baith ga,;%ltongue thegether,

And, strange to tell, they seldom ere
Complained that they war weary ;

He to his bosom aft wad squeeze
His sweet enchanting deary.

And saftly whusher in her Iug
That he wad never waver ;

But love, to this yirth’s latest birl,
His charming Clashmaclaver.

And, strange to tell, it never coold,
They ay war pack wi’ ither;

E’en to this day they blythly look,
And never seem to wither.

Her cheeks yet blush rosieways,
Her breasts seem scarcely wore,

They look fu’ fit yet to gie sook
To bairnies mony a score.

Though mony a Gow and Gomerall,
Though mony a Goaf and Glumf,

Though mony a Haverall they hae bred,
And mony a famous Sumf.

Sae brave Sir Balder drives about,
And looks fu’ spruce and trig ;
The de’il a gouty tae has he,
Nor belly curving big.

And no a hair upon his pow
Seems yet akin to white ;

And 2’ the tusks ere had his jaws
Can quick as ever bite.

Though nought but twa he ever had,
Twa gruesome tusks to snack ;
Twa azle fangs—but clean unfit
The nits o’ sense to crack.

The fashions he o’ every age
Doth follow to an inch ;

By laws nonsensical he stands,
And frac them wunna flinch.
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In Parliment he whiles appears,
And tells a lang wund story ;

Sometimes he seems to be a Whig,
At ither times a Tory.

And whiles he’ll try a blunnerboar
Wi’ his queer whup to lash,

He misses him—the cracker backs,
And nips 8Sir Balderdash,

Wi’ soldiers he doth seldom ever
Gae to fields to slash,

But pesters ay the warl o’ saul,
The blockhead Baulderdash.

Nor yet wi’ sailors, mang the seas,
Will he gae duck and swash ;
He'd rather loll wi’ fiddlers,
The mighty Balderdash.

The poets he ca’s a’ his friends,
And they wha deal in rhyme,

He gies a monthly pension to,
And suppers mony a time.

And priests wha i’ the pulpit rant,
d caper on a tub,
At market-crosses, to attract
The ragged hubblebub.

They be his cousin Germans a’,
In truth ilk worthy hash

In estimation high is held
By big Sir Balderdash.

And baith himsell and the gude wife
Hae written meikle trash;

O'! mony a library is pang’d
‘Wi’ her and Balderdash.

For, no a day flees ow’re their heads
But volumes they do pen, -

And still their plots and stories come
Nae nearer to an en’.

That warl o’ fancy they adore
o’ subjects ne’er rins out ;

That spring, Castalian, whilk they quaff,
Is an eternal spout.

But let us damn or praise them now,
Or let us neither fash ;

But leave Sir Wisdom to himsell
To rule Sir Balderdash.
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BarLor—The shop door in a man’s nether clothing; the
same with “ Spare” (which see).

BamsouzLED—Confounded, affronted, treated rudely.
Bamr—A fellow with broad feet.

BamrIN—Tossing, tumbling, &c. Auld John Mf‘Clellan,
wha's now awa, Bafmd, in the Solway Frith, many a
storm with his shell-wherry, according to his queer ac
count. He wont to be “bamfin aff the heads” wi' Col-
lier Briggs whiles, and they under close reefed fapsails.
Seldom ever was he out any long voyage with his boat, but
the “zoather bruik” on him, or he got back : once going
into Ramsay-bay, in the Isle of Man, the “wather bruik”
on him, and “ dog a bit” (as he told the story), there came
a sea ow’re the whurrie’s quarters, and sweeped his hat and
wig wi’'t; sae he had to spread his sea-coat, in the  stern-
sheets,” to keep out the sea, while he steered the “whurrie ”
into Ramsay, wi' a “pirnie on his pow.”

John was an oddity, and told strange tales; when it hap-
pened he was telling one, and any thing made him lose the
“thread,” he always referred to the wife to set him right
again, by inquiring at her, “ Whar was I, Meg.” Meg
knew all his tales, the greater part of which were lies ; but,
by his telling them long, he came to think them truths.

John was a celebrated country fiddler in his day, and his
tunes are very popular.—The life and character of this
being, drawn fully out, would form a diverting book.

BanerIREs—Bonfires ; fires of joy.

Bans'’MEN—Men who bind sheaves, and put those sheaves
in “stooks,” alias shocks, behind reapers. These men are
commonly old steady men, who have seen many a Aarrest.
They gather straws, and keep the boon, in order, when the
gude man’s back is at any time * turned.”

BaN’stERs—The same as above.
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E3aNG—A blow.

B3anNocks—Round  thick cakes, ornamented frequently
with a hole in the centre: butter is often used in their
composition ; but if they can be got “/%aurnd,” toasted on
a “ kelpkill” when the kelp is in fusion, then they have no
need of butter. For more particulars, see the article—
Millbannock.

BanTON-cocks—A small species of cock, yet full of spirit;
some say they are good fighters. An Irishman’s opinion on
them once was, that he did not doubt “but that there was
as much game in Banton-cocks as there was in the Carrik-
smokers,” the first brood for the pit in his country. Little
men, fond of fighting, are too termed Banton-cocks.

Baps—Little rolls of loaf-bread.

BArerFIT—Barefoot ; schoolboys, particularly in the coun-
try, strip off shoes and stockings, ‘whanere the harrows
begin to trot,” and put them not on again, till the Ainharrest
time; indeed, many of them are so hardy, as not to shod
their feet the year round. I have seen them slide on ice
barefit, and wade through snow to the knees; and I bhave
followed their example for fun whiles myself, and found it
not so cold as fancied : also, I have run barefit with them
through “Rossen’s o’ Whuns, after burds.”

BArR FOR Bar—The game of rhyme; Gallovidians are so
fond of clink, that they have a game with it, and a strange
one it is truely, when thought of : two or three, and some-
times more, amuse themselves with it, to dinnle awa the
time, as they say. One of the players invents a line, the
next that follows must give one to cink to it, and have a
little sense also; a third follows, and on so: those who
can hold out longest, and clink best, gain the game, and
are allowed by all for that Aecaz to have most of the poet
in their composition.—— ‘
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Although, like Hudibras—

They who write in rhyme, still make
The one verse for the other's sake :
For, one for sense, and one for rhyme,
They think sufficient for a time.

I may give a specimen of the game, as played by three
players—

The fist ———— O, Tam, I dearly lo’e a lass ;
second Is she a maid that has the brass?
third Or is she o' the bonny class ?
fist ——— Weel, Jock, ye're but a cuddy ass,
second ——— And what’s Tam but a stinking mass ;
third ——— His swectheart’s breath smells worse than gass.
fist ——— Why, Jock and you are just like glass,
second —— Through us, ye think, the light doth pass,
third ——— And that we're fit to feed on grass,
first ~———— Twa fools ye be, alas! alas !
second But thou'rt a fool as such ne’er was,
third And has a voice like music’s bass.

So the third becomes the winner, and puts an end to the
balderdash.

BARKEND WI' DIRT.—Stff with dirt; this from ship’s sails,
being sometimes “ barkend red” in tan-pits, with the juice
of oak-bark, to make them endure longer.

BarLEv—Parley ; to treat, to have peace for a moment.
This word is much used in rural games; “a barley” is
often cried for the sake of momentary relief.

BARLIEFETTERER—AN implement of many edges used for
taking the beard off the grain barley.

BarLIEHOOD—When one is angry, it is said to have on the
barlichood.

BarRM—VYeast ; the froth which works ale. Yeast from malt-
ale will not only work malt-ale, but all other ales ; whereas,
the barm from “bragwort” and “ triklevill” is useless.
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BARMWHUN—A thick close branch of a whin, whereon barm is
laid by thrifty gudewives, and hung carefully upon some rag .
there will it keep good long, and answer for brewing with.

BARNIEWATER—What a number of original characters has
this Galloway, at one time and another bred ; it is a per-
fect nest for them, not two of the country folks being
found any way similar to other; nature so sports herself in
the formation of them, that she moulds no pair alike. In
towns she casts thousands with one “caum,” but in a wild
rural country, she uses a nmew caum at every cast, and what
rude grotesque creatures she whiles will produce: one of
these, to an eminent degree, was Barnicwater.

He was of the name of Livingston, but was always
"named Barniewater, from a moor-farm, in the parish of
Girthon, which he many a day was the tenant of. It was
there where he made a considerable sum of money, and
first presented his originality to the world. With this cash
he purchased a little estate of the name of Grobdale, not
far from the famous fountain of ZLockenbrack, and there he
died, a few years ago, a very old man. His hair hung down
his back as white as a “/Jntstraik,” and his eyes looked
out from beneath his hat, in that sly shrewd manner which
bespeaks no common intellect.—He was naturally very
fond of money, so that some went the length to say, ‘his
greed made him lift mair than his ain whiles.” I am in-
clined to doubt this—for it is always the case when a per-
son gets rich in a place where no others can, that he is
branded with the epithet of being dishonest; now, it is
true that Barnicwater scraped a good deal of cash out of
one of the most barren sterile places that can well be fan-
cied—where only rocks, moss-hags, clints, garries, gall,
and heather were to be seen—in a place where no animal
of farm-stock kind could live; even the goat had much
ado to exist on it in the heart of summer ; yet, for all, what
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will industry and care not overcome. When he went to a
market or fair, for instance, he eluded those roads whereon
were fixed toll-bars—he paid for no whisky—he was at no
expence—he was always plotting the best method of evad-
ing it; so saved much in this little way, which many others
did no .

In coming to Kirkcudbright, he was always pestered
with the Tongueland toll-bar, in his way; but he left his
horse before he came through it, and walked on foot to
the town and back, though a walk of four miles, to save
two-pence—and this he did to the last of his days; old
age could not alter his rigid economy. To behold him,
mounted on his old shelty, was truly a laughable scene,
the animal being always so lean—a perfect “ rickle o
banes,” and the saddle a goat-skin, by way of szqggan‘,"
with stirrups worn to mere skeletons in their way .

Before he got a wife, he rummaged the whole country
in order to find one: wherever he heard of a woman being
in the matrimonial market, there was he, and there did he
treat with themselves or their parents about striking a bar-
gain, as if they had been brute animals. ILove was never
felt nor spoke about—he would have said, “that he
had the farm of Barniewater—his name was Livingston—
ablins, they had heard o’ him—he had a gude deal o’ sillar,
sax or aught score o gates and about as mony black-faced
sheep, and of course he expected that the wife wad bring
him something equivalent.”

Thus went he on for a long time, and all the girls of Gal-
loway became acquainted with him, yet he found few will-
ing to treat with him about a match : at length, he brought
one so near the point of closing, that he would allow her
five minutes to make up her mind whether she should
have him for a husband or not.——The short space of five
minutes soon fled, and she agreed to wed Barniewater;
she brought him somecthing like an equivalency too, and
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a “sonsy” daughter, as a “Juckpenny,” in a short time
after—.

This daughter, being bred in a wild moorland region,
where few of her kind she ever met with, except her strange
parents, the Jassic became extremely wild, ran like a hare,
and hid, if she had seen any human being approach the
house .

Her father was prevailed on by some person to send her
to a boarding-school awhile, to get some education; he
took her to Dumfries, for. that purpose, and had much ado
in leaving her behind him: she clung by his coat-tails, and
“scraich’d” out as if she had been a creature from the
shores of Nootka Sound, or some such out-of-the-way
place, and at night she set up a horrible howling. Next
morning, betimes, she took to her “scrapers,” as the Irish
phrase it, and skelped home in a crack, on the “light side
of her foot,” to Barnicwate .

She was troubled no more with a boarding-school, or
indeed any other kind of school but that of nature, and has
turned out to be one of the cleverest females, both in mind
and body, as is in the country: she could ride the wildest
young horse that ever “lap” bare-backed, with nothing on
its head but a ‘““c7d hair halter ;” this she would do not
“saddle 1o side,” as women ride, but “/leg on every,” as
the men do: and for working amongst sheep, there was
not a kerd so good in her neighbourhood ; she would have
brought the goats off Cairnsmoor too in grand stile, run-
ning up and down precipices as quick as them.——But
whether she “gather'd wide,” as many thought her father
did, it becomes not me to say. I have taken her father's
part, that he was not in reality such a person as was sus-
pected, and I shall stand Dy it, though report is flat against
me, that the mark he knew his flocks by, was the mark of
“rounstowving,” that is, cutting off the cars altogether—
that he flung his marches open to his neighbour's sheep,
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and when they came upon his land, he *“ rounstourd” their
ears, which was doing away with all other marks, and so
getting them to become his property This character
made him be disliked by his neighbours, and there were
often serious broils between him and them. One of these
affairs, with a farmer of the name of Clark, came before
a court of justice, and can be found told at great length,
in the Dumfrics newspapers of that time: the law went
against Barnicwaler, and he and his wife were put in gaol
some time about it .

And my opinion is, that he was badly used in that con-
cern. The affray took place on a Sunday afternoon, to be
sure, which was not a right thing : but this Clark met him
and his wife, taking a walk on that day, and insulted them
with tales of “ rounstoroing,” which, no one could say was
actually true, which stuff roused ZBarnics wrath, and he
and the wife gave the insolent fellow a laughable drub-
bin . '

Barniewater was a creature of patience, perseverance,
and good nature ; he never keep'd company with those
whom he termed “debusk’d curses’ but sober plodding
souls, like himself, were his favourites. He had a custom,
as all moor-farmers have, of throwing the bones they pick,
over one of their shoulders to their dogs in waiting : he
was taking his dinner somewhere, and behind him on the
wall hang a looking-glass ; he threw a bone smack over his
shoulder, which sent the mirror to pieces. To pay the
damages, pleased him ill, but he had to cash out, much
against the inclination .

Such was a very rare being—was one writing a novel
he could be done some justice to; whereas, in short
sketches of this kind, it is difficult to lay him so before
strangers, that they may behold him as he was. To know
a person wcll, one must hear him often speak—know how
his pulse beats on various occasions—and so get glimpses,
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as it were, of the interior of the bosom—with some know-
ledge of what goes on in the pericranium.

BARNMAN’sJIG—This is a dance which those persons have
who thrash with the flail. The swoople on the end of the
Aand-staff being whirled round on the barn-floor by the
barnman ; every wheel he gives it, he leaps over it, and so
produces a very singular dance, worth walking a mile to see,
yet few of the darriers who do this dance in style, are willing

"to perform before spectators. The girl who kaves the corn
is the only one for common who is gratified with the sight.
I once insisted on an Irishman, whom I was told was good
at it, to'let me see ; but all I could insist availing nothing,
he got angry, and exclaimed—*“Hoch, by the frost, don’t
bother me—I won't give a spring at this time; you may as
well whistle jigs to a mile-stone.”

Barr1ED—Thrashed ; as with a flail.
Barr1Es—Flannel belts, for wrapping round the bodies of infants.
BarrowTrRAMS—The side bearers of a hand-barrow.

Barrs—Large hills, ridges, &c. What a number of darr-kills
there are in Galloway ; these were barriers in the days of
yore—places of defence—places which divided the power of
barons.

BARR's CAT—Perhaps Macvey, Napier, Brewster, Miller, &c.
have not an article in all their encyclopedias, like this one
3n mine, termed Barr’s Cat. It was a very large monster of
a batedrons, that was known about the farm of Barr, in the
arish of Pennigame, about sixty years ago : it was as large
A cat as Crumwhull’s Gibb, to be afterwards spoken of :
=’he size of it became proverbial all over the country, and
every thing larger than it should be, was said to be a rouser,
like Barr’s Cat.

*.Aasi—A blow.

b A sHru'—Back ward—modest.
D
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BaskWATHER—Dry withering weather ; the wind, when
such prevails, blows out of the east and north-east, jusst
as it blew on the Prophet Jonah, when it withered s
gourd.

BatcH—A crew of blackguards, who keep each others comparyy.
BATCHELORS-BUTTONS—A beautiful red button-shaped flower.
BatT—A blow.

BATTLES 0’ STRAE—Bundles of straw, folded neatly, as it were,
into themself. See IVapps.

BauBee—An half-penny.

BAUDMINNIE—An herb having the same qualities as the
« Savingtree,” which see.

BaupRrONS—One of the cat’s names.
BauLpy—The name Archibald.

BauLpy CorsoN—What an original character was Bauldy;
sometimes called Serjeant Corson; he was a native of
Galloway, and could boast of having not a little high-born
blood in his veins—but, as Pope says,

¢ That ancient, but ignoble blood,
“ Has creep’d through scoundrels ever since the flood.”

For this our hero cared nothing; in learning and dissipa-
tion he passed his youth, and before he was twenty, en-
listed into a regiment of militia, called the Bueleughs,
in honour of that worthy Scottish family of Buccleugh.
In it he did not long remain as a private, for his genteel
address and bewitching manner, soon had him adorned with
a sash, and furnished out as a serjeant ; such a person as
Bauldy soon caught the eye of his commander, the Duke,
for though not a tall man, his figure as a soldier was great,
and his natural talents of the first rate ; he was advanced
again to the high post of a recruiting serjeant, and sent with
a party of good looking privates, into the towns and country
places of Scotland, to enlist the unwary.
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And never was there a character better cut out for his
station than he, and seldom ever was there need for such
characters as he, at that time, when all the continental world
growled around us, threatening an invasion every day; he
possessed as it were, every property that can be supposed
qualifications for the office; he could give a damn with
singular bravado ; he was a blackguard of great grace, and
drank whisky after a most enticing manner. The cc of every
company he was in; the head-man of every party. At fairs,
and other public gatherings, what fascinating speeches and
harangues did he not make at the drum-head; those who
before had an utter abhorrence of a military life, just leap’d
at the dounty ; then he was as good at keeping his recruits,
as he was at enlisting them ; when any desertions took place,
none were found so capable of ferreting them out as the
serjeant ; if he was beat with finding them, they were bid

Jareweel to cheerfully; when Bauldy, the sly hound, was
let slip on them, the game was almost sure to be caught ; he
was often obliged, in this service, to traverse the greater
part of the three kingdoms. What tales he had about
catching those runaways, starting them, perhaps, out of some
den in the dark Cannongate of Auld Reekie, then following
in view over Berwick-upon-Tweed, and afterwards /et fit
to London; or if they had taken the westerly range it was
all one to the serjeant; he’d cross Stranegower ; post after
them through Green Erin, and hook them up in the devil’s
own city, Dublin. But whisky and debauchery fairly taking
the upperhand of him, he was obliged to turn tail on
the regiment, retired into Galloway, and took to himself
a 7#b. Still, however, his friend the Duke, could not alto-
gether lose sight of him, but got a birth for him in the
Customs, viz. that of a Zide waiter’s. While in this situation
he played the devil with the smugglers all along the shores
of Solway Firth ; he discovered all their dens for secreting
contraband goods ; nothing could go beyond his craft ;



52 BAU ———— BAU

he fairly cowd the gowan, as the saying is. On hearing,
once, of the arrival of a smuggling lugger at Port Mary,
away he posted, in order to learn what had become of the
cargo, but knowing this not to be altogether an easy matter,
he had recourse to the following stratagem.

Having put himself under a garb of disguise, he went
running with great haste into one of the smuggler’s houses,
and cried out amongst a bevy of their wives who were as-
sembled, “ That the hale o' the Corbies o’ the Custom-
house war within less than a mile o’ the Burnfit, and that
if they did na set too instantly, and hide every thing better
than it was hidden, they wad fin’ the haleware in a twink-
ling.”

The which intimation created no small stir amongst them,
thinking the informant to be one of their well-wishing neigh-
bours ; to better hiding they went, and Bauldy stripp’'d the
coat and seemed to work the throngest. But no one appear-
ing to alarm, they concluded that the person who raised it,
must have been mistaken, so they returned to their houses,
satisfied that this was the case.

The Achan of the camp, however, slunk away from them,
and returned next day with a party, seized the whole, to the
utter astonishment of the smugglers in that quarter.

Still, he took spirits to excess, was no very good husband,
flashed away a small estate of land he fell heir to, lost his
government place, got quite reduced, retired into the
country, brought his scholarcraft into action, and taught a
small rustic school. Bauldy though was too long in turning
the dominie ; his pupils were few, so he was obliged, though
sore against his will, to mow and sow corn occasionally.
After all, he was a fellow of great abilities; could I look
through man with the same eyes that Bauldy used, I should
think myself very clever indeed ; he knew the lineage too,
of all the families of note in Galloway; could follow them
out like a squirrel along every branch of the tree, and over
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and above, and double all that; he had good stories to tell
for ever ; good old tales, as many as would fill fifty numbers
of any magazine now published ; and then he told them, in a
dialect of which he was a complete master, the Gallovidian ;
then he could sing well ; that old song “ The Shepherds of
Galloway,” he could give a twang too, that made it quite
charming ; he had numberless barrs and staves of song, but
they in general had so many threads of d/ue interwoven in
their frame, that I won’t insult modesty by giving them. I
may, however, note down a few verses of a very singular Poem
he used frequently to recite, called “ The Soldier’s Prayer : ”

Frae a’ lang marches on rainy days,

And frae a’ stappages out o’ our pays,

And frae the washerwoman’s bills, on the damned claise,
Gude Lord deliver us.

Frae mountain guard whan the snaw rides deep,

And frae standing sentry whan ithers sleep,

And frae barrack beds, whar lice and bugs do creep,
Gude Lord deliver us.

Frae a’ bridewell cages and blackholes,

And officers’ canes, wi’ their halbert poles,

And frae the nine-tail’d cat that opposes our souls,
Gude Lord deliver us.

May a’ officers wha make poor men stand,

Tied up to the halbert, foot, thigh and hand,

Die rotten in the p—x, and afterwards be d—n’d,
Gude Lord deliver us.

The following verse of the old song he sang in fine stile :

Enough o’ meal’s come in at Leith,
And herring at the Broomilaw,

Cheer up your heart my bonny lass,
There’s gear to win, we never saw,

Johnie’s Greybreeks, he also could do ample justice to.

Altho’ my love’s gane far awa,
‘Whar guns and cannons rattle o’,
Alas that he should chance to fa’
In some unhandy battle o'.
And I'll clout my ,Iohnie's Greybrecks,
For a’ the ill he’s dune me yet,
And I'll clap a clout aboon a clout,
And see to turn the wun about ;
For 1 hope to see, before I dee,
Our bairns dancing roun’ us yet, &c.
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After singing, he used to fetch a deep sigh, as if former
days had crossed him, as doubtless they often did : then he'd
give his exclamation, which always was ek, aueel an hech,
and follow it, perhaps, by

Up and waur them a’ Wullie,

Up and waur them a’,

Up wi’ your lang pikestaff,

And ding them down to snaw, Wullie.
In his disposition was a great deal of good nature and resig-
nation ; he had a contented face, and took his meat well to
the last; he had got a circle of friends.about him that he
visited, and they fed him, but had the weather been bad, and
he not able to get out to see them, he was then ill enough
off, as he hoarded up nothing at home.

The worthy family of Drumore were extremely kind to him,
and let him want for nothing they could furnish him with ;
he was, perhaps, the best beggar that ever tried the trade,
for he always got plenty of food and clothes without asking
for them ; and when a Aimmering, a kirsening, a kirn or a
wwedding, took place within his reach, he was sure to smell it
out, for the sake of catching drops of his favorite luxury,
whisky ; and about the new year time he was often carried
home to his crwe, on a hand-barrow, just mortal. Tobacco
he chew’d to excess, the érew of which ran in a brown rill
from either wick o’ his mod’, as if it had been #rikle ; he knew
well the persons who keep'd the best filled splenchans in his
part of the country, and also, wha was best gien o' a chow ;
nor was he wanting of generosity ; for when any well-wishers
filled his spleuchan, he would present it again to them, to
take a chew in return. The news of the country, or the
kintraclash, was well known to Bauldy, and he turned it
to his advantage ; all messages were bandied by him from
house to house, parties were set, lads and lasses appointed
to meet, all through Bauldy. In this respect he much
resembled the celebrated Eddy Ochiltree. Children, where-
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ever he went, were very fond of him, and hung on by his
dickett staff and coat tails. The servant wenches, though
were often very much displeased with him, because of
his questions, and his opinions of them, he was such an
accomplished master of human nature, that he knew exactly
what would please, and what not; these girls would rather
have endured any thing, as a banter from Bauldy; his
words pierced their very marrow, and made them shake at
the centre.

He got very soon acquainted with strangers, and with
loungers like himself, he bore the bell—was quick at detect-
ing lies—he knew falsehood, he said, by its very unnatural
sough ; he never cared much about the servants of any house;
ay, the gude man and the gude wife were those he warmly
inquired after—he had wisdom in this too——.

Praising the bairns before the mither's face—this was too,
one of his unfailing plans—saying that “sic @ ane had just
the donny een of its mither, for he minded weel what they
were like at fairs lang syne—that there was na sic a
spangin clever hizzie on a’ the kintra-side.” Politics and
newspapers he was always very fond of : still inquiring at
those whom he thought skilled in these matters, how the war
was coming on, and how that “fell fallow, Bonny, was skelpin
through ? ” then, if he was told * that there lately had been a
great sframash, many towns sacked, many men killed, and
so forth,” with tobacco-sap, dropping brown from his chin,
he'd exclaim, aweel/ an heck X

He died the other year, in the parish of Kelton, when he
was above eighty years of age. The following epitaph on
him, was one of my boyish crimes —

EPITAPH.

Come, gather roun, and laugh or grane, -
At what is said upon this stane,
Bout him aneath’t, a famous ane,
Wha’s name was Bauldy Corson.
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Gude faith, he was a cheel gie rare,
Bout fortune no a preen did care,
Yet fu’ and merrily he did fare,
The jovial Bauldy Corson.

He sang and drank, and damned awa,
For virtue cared na much ava,
Tell’d tales for fun, that did beat a’'—
The happy Bauldy Corson.

Ye wha can tak a bowsan drink,
Whan that your purses hae the clink,
Upon your brither here come think,
And weep for Bauldy Corson.

Ye wha are unco mim i'e mou,
Wha at a dram do snuff and grue,
Mind he beneath was no like you,
Despise than Bauldy Corson.

And seem to say he’s gane to hell,
Amang his friens for ay to dwell,
Wha kens but ye a far waur cell,
May get than Bauldy Corson.

What wad ye say, ye holy crew,
Wha goodness ay scems to pursue,
If he was blessed aboon you't you,
The glorious Bauldy Corson.

Wha little Bible ever read,
Bout preachers ne’er did fash his head,
Nor learned ought but nature's creed,
Enough for Bauldy Corson.

If that his crimes sometimes were great,
His heart did often feel that heat,
Which made it sweet, and heavenward beat,
The queer chiel Bauldy Corson.

But let him sleep aneath the sod,
Soon wi’ him we’ll hae our abode,
Than may our sauls flee up to God,
And see auld Bauldy Corson.
Bawks—Jousts, couples, &c. ; beams for holding the roofs of

houses steady.

Bawks 0’ LaN—Pieces of land the plough misses in ploughing
it. “Lae na banks in gude beer lan,” is a phrase, meaning,
that in telling a story, to dash right onward, and if any thing
of an immodest nature seems to be in the way, to stop not
for it.
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Baws.—The calves of the leg.

BawsenT.—Having a white stripe down the face ; applicable
chiefly to brute animals. Cows with this mark, or horses,
are commonly called “ bawsies.”

BawTie.—A fond name for a dog.

BAWXTER.—A mighty personage of some kind or other. When
it is said of such a one, that he “ beat Bawxter, and Bawxter
beat the de’il ;” it places that character high. Methinks
this—Bawxter is Baxter, who wrote that well-known religious
book, the “Saint’s Everlasting Rest ;” he combats in it,
with strong reasons, the devil, and may be said to overcome
him whiles, which may have raised the saying, ¢ That
Bawxter beat the de'iL.”

BEARDIN THE Lasses.—The art men have of rubbing their
beards on the cheeks of the girls ; those men who have the
stoutest brush are the best dearders,; it does not answer the
cheeks of delicate ladies, but country girls are fond of it, as
those who can beard must be men——those who cannot, are
beardless boys, with nothing but goariin hair on their c/afts.

BEeARrRDOCS.—Small fresh-water fish with beards.

BeAsENIN.—That fat thick matter which is drawn out of a
cow’s udder after she calves; when boiled it becomes excel-
lent food.

BeasTiEs.—An affectionate name for brute beasts ; also one
for vermin.

Bese.—We are said to debb ourselves with any thing, when we
fill ourselves too full—the tide when full is said to be bebbin f1
—the word comes from bibe, the Latin and English word.

Beck.—To bow ; to be ceremonious.

BepALL.—A grave-digger ; for why, he “Dbeds” us mostly
«all.”
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BEDRALL.—A person so lame or disordered that he is obliged
to remain constantly a-bed.

BeEDRIDDEN.— We are said to be bedridden when healthy we
sleep long in bed, and when we get up are not refreshed ; for
we have overdone nature by snoring so long; we have insulted
her modesty; we have rode the bed so long, as it were, that the
bed has got the upper hand and rode us. Whence the name.

Bepstock.—The strong frame of wood which runs along the
front of a bed. “ Before I lie in your bed, either at sfack or
wa,” as the old song says.

The following lines on the bed, wrote by Benserade, a
French poet, and translated by Dr. Johnson, I still think
good—

In bed we laugh, in bed we cry,
In bed we’re born, in bed we die,
The near approach a bed doth shew
Of human bliss, to human woe.
Bee.—A small hoop of either brass or iron, put on the end of

sticks to hinder their splitting.
Beek.—To bask ; decking ; basking.
BEEL or BIEL.-—A shelter.

BEELINS.—Suppurations ; bilious tumours in the flesh. Those
reapers who have the bad luck to reap “tkrisly corn”
are troubled very much, poor souls, with beelin thumbs;”
“ prods” otherways ; prickles of hawthorn, when “ picked out
08 preens” from their poisoned cells in our hands and feet,
whiles, are eaten by the &intrafolk ; for they say, eating
the prod hinners the wound fo beel.”

BEEr AwNs and BurTER.—The beards of beer mixed with
butter. When those creatures called ¢ Gian Carlins” wont
to meet with any one alone on kallowween night, they stuffed
it with « beer awns and butter ;” a mixture by no means very
agreeable to either the throat or stomach.



BEE —— BEE 59

BEERBUNTLINS.—Birds as large as thrushes, and somewhat like
them in plumage ; common amongst grain, particularly deer,
when growing; it is from this, and because they are of the
buntin species of birds, they have their name ; they are not
good flyers ; and they keep their feet hanging when they fly,
like young or wounded birds.

BeErFEV.—Anciently the best piece of land about a farm.
This was the craft, the only place that received a spoonful of
manure—the only place where it was thought deer would
grow.

BEes IN THE BRAIN'®-People, after they have been “fou,”
feel, as they are returning to their wits again, a bizzing and
“singin” in the head, which are called the bees o’ the brain ;
also, when they are getting intoxicated, they feel these fanci-
ful insects.

BEEs-skEPs.—Baskets made of straw and briers, as houses for
bees ; when a hive needs one of these mansions, it is rubbed
with green leaves and old honey in the inside ; then peeled
sticks are put across it to support the combs, and a standard
post down the middle. And if this work is done before the
hive needs it, the people say, “ they'll no need it that year, as
bees like nought done a forran.” Sometimes rascals of bee-
men set ““ foom-skeps™ in their gardens, to allure other people’s
hives into them. Such characters never thrive though on
a “ kintra-side.”

BEE-sTANES.—Stones in the form of a sector, to set bee-hives on.

Beer.—To add fuel to a fire; taken figuratively, to add to
what needs little addition.

BEeTLE.—A wooden implement with a round heavy head ; the
‘pestle of the “kitchen,” used for “champing” potatoes and
other purposes. Some large farmers have four beetles play-
ing away in the “meiklepot)’ when cooking food for their
reapers, playing away all at once.

BEeETs O' LINT.—Sheaves of green flax.
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BeEVARDS.—Apiaries for bees. Quarry-holes fronting the
south make the best bee-gardens.

BEGGAR Bop1Es.—Beggars.

BEGGAR PraiTs.—Cresses in the skirts of garments. Beggars’
weeds are frequently plaited this way, from their lying and
sitting on them ; hence the name,

BEGGAR’s BED.—The bed kept in farmers’ barns for beggars.

BEGGAR's OWREWORD.—An old song called the begga.r-mans
owreword runs this way—

Through the streets o’ Auld Reekie a beggar stravaged,
And a merry auld be; was he,
Though his breeks and his plaidy were baith unco ragged,
He could laugh, he could dance, ay, and relish a spree.
When he'd meet wi a gentleman fat and weel bagged,
His honour he’d cr’ae for a single bawbee ;
And say, while his hat on his staff he ontwagged,
A wee things a help, as the wran said,
Whan she gaed ance, and pish'd i the sea.

A little and little to meikle soon rises,
"Tis the high way to riches we see,
To be addmg, and adding, our purse soon surprizes,
Tho’ the lump at the first be scarce worthy a flee.
And this is the way too our reason advises,
If we wad hae wisdom look gleg wi the ¢’e,
A thousan times better than siller the pnze is;
So than let us claught it degree by d
For a wee things a help, as the wran sar
Whan she gaed ance, and pisk'd i 2he sea.

BEGGAR'Ss STAFFs.—These staffs are known from all others
by their greasy sleckness. Irishmen speak of the juice of
a “ beggar-man’s staff ;” it is likely there is such a thing.

BEGNET.—A bayonet.
BeGcoup.—Began.

BEIN.—Snug ; warm ; happy, &c.
BeINK.—A long form or seat.

BELLIBAN.—A band of leather or what not, which is made
to pass under the bellies of horses, while cach end is made
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fast to the shafts of the cart, to hinder them mounting when
the cart is a loading.

BeLL1BUCHTS.—Curious hollows in the sides of some hills, not
running in the longitude way, as hollows mostly do, but
the contrary.

BeLL-TowLIN.—Bell tolling. The ringing of the bell.

As the fool thinks,
The bell clinks.

This old snatch has truth in it. Whittington, the cele-
brated man with the ca/, thought the London bells rang
his wish; and so did Bel Allan. At first, hopeful girl !
she thought the bell said,

Ting towlin-—Bell Allan,

as a warning for her to listen; then it sounded respecting

her lovers,
¢¢ Awa Peter Busby,
¢ And a’ thy kith and kin ;
¢ T'll follow Robin Fisher
¢ Through thick and thin.”

BELLY-FLAUCHT—Belly-broad.—When any person falls &e//y-
Sfaucht, it means a jfall on the broadest part of the
belly.

BELLY-TIMMER.—Any kind of very strong food is so termed,
as porrage, sowings, brose, &c,; such plank the &z, as it
were, with durable timber, or “dag fo the ribs,” as the
saying is.

BeLTON.—The third day of May.

BemMMLE.—A bad ill-shaped man ; a bad walker.

BeN.—The innermost room of a house.

BE NAETHING THE LOUDER.—A common curling phrase. It
is used as a direction given to a player—the which is to
throw his stone so that it may gently hit another stone,
and displace it a little, but not to give it any additional
force on that account, more than if he were not to hit it.
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He is not to give it powder, and shove all to lchhead of
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desolation, but simply to érak an ¢gg.

BENGAIRN.—A lofty mountain in Galloway. There is little
remarkable about it. It was one of the stations of the
trigonometrical surveyors; and from its top on a clear day
three or four kingdoms may whiles be seen, if we consider

the Isle of Man as one. It is about three thousand feet

above the level of the sea.

BenjiE—The name for Benjamin.——~Two lovers, Benjie
and Phemie, figure in a song. It may here be given by

the way.

PHEMIE Anp BENJIE.

Ay just awa’s ye cam’ Benjie,
Straught out owre the hill;

For never will thy clavers, Benjie,
Through my heart gae thrill.

Whan I was poor, ye bar'd ye’r door,
And didna care for me;

Now fain ye wad—Benjie lad,
I canna suffer thee.

O dinna tell me sae, Phemie,
Ye hae better sense;
I lo’ed ye many a day, Phemie,
Or ye gat the pence.
Do ye no min’ the ball sae fine,
Whar ye did partner me?
And the wud sae g2y, whar mony a day
I leamed nits wi’ thee ?

That's a mere clatters, Benjie,
Ye ne’er lo’ed me ava,

Let me dress as I wad, Benjie,
In my best sae braw—

My poplin gown, wi’ trimmin’ roun
WK?ch sae weel fitted me,

Ne'er drew your e’e the least ajee—
I’se no be fash'd wi’ thee.

’

Wi’ than I'll just awa, Phemie,
Ein out owre the burn,

There try gif I can stay, Phemie,
And nae mair return.

Try to forget thy hair o’ jet,
And bonny blinkin e’e;

There fecl distress for happiness,
Because I ha'e na thee.
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Feel what ye please there, Benjie,
But ne'er thy fancy crowd

Wi’ joys that wives will bring, Benjie,
Wives wha ha’e the gowd.

Gae af thy wa’s, and herd the craws:
Thou’rt far frae being slee,

Wha ken’s but yet, that I may get
Nae better lad than thee.

‘What's this ye tell to me, Phemie ?
I'm na up to this.—

O tell me’t owre again, Phemie—
Tell me wi’ a kiss.

O what is this! O what is bliss!
How kine thou art to me !

Now—now—ye tell, ye lo’e mysell
As dear as | 10’e thee,

And wha cud lo’e thee ill, Benjie?

I t was (xlxever me! Be
only meand to try ye, Benjie—
No{v thy heart ;ysze !

Whan I was low thou wert my Joe,

Aneath the greenwud tree:

Now I shall share Fortune’s fare,

My Benjie dear, wi’ thee.

BenNLEs.—Things dry and brittle, as reed.

BeNSLE.—A bleak, cold place. A place where the frost wind
finds easy admittance. Also a person with a saucy air—as
much thinking that he does not care a d——n for the world.
We say, sic a fallow gangs wi’ a great bensle, or has on a great
bensle—He passes the poor with a sneer, and capsizes the
infirm with a laugh—his bosom is a bleak place, a bensle,—
cold unfeeling blasts whistle round his frozen heart.

BeNT.—The open fields.

BENTY-GRASS.—Coarse grass, which grows in marshes.

BessiE.—A name for Elizabeth.

BesT MAN.—The male friend a bridegroom selects to attend
him through the season of marriage. Commonly this “best
man” is considered by the bridegroom his “ dest crony ” when
he rambles the country to invite to the wedding. This chief
man attends him when he is about to take the hand of the
bride in the marriage ceremony. This man stands beside
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him, and ungloves the hand. This man, so highly favoured,
attends him too at the ““ &irken” ; and, on the whole, is often
as happy looking as the bridegroom. Widows choose
widows, and sometimes married men, for their “dest men,”
never pitching on any of the unmarried.

BEuk—Book. The Bible.

BeusT.—Grass two years old. Having stood through winter,
it is withered. Is there a Galloway farmer who does not
know what a fuf? o’ beusty grass is? Not one. And I hope
now that all my readers are as knowing, as to that question,
as them.

BEVEL— Off the perpendicular. A wall made to lean in is said
to be develed so.

BevErRAGE.—The first sweets of any thing. When a young
girl gets any piece of new dress, she slyly shows it to her
Foe, who gives her a kiss, which is taking the dererage of
the article in question. And when he gets any thing, they
kiss again, which is giving the dererage. The bridegroom
takes the dererage of his bride by kissing her the instant the
marriage ceremony is over; but if any other person be so
nimble as to have a kiss before him, that person gets the
beverage.

BieBLIN.—Weeping and sobbing.

BIickER.—A wooden bowl.

BickerIN.—Making quick motions. One running fast is said
to bicker. One fighting fast is also said to dicker, from such
I infer the meaning.

Bipe.—Abide.

Bic.—Build.

BiGGIN.—A hut.

Bic-oN.—A term at the game of channelstone, much used
by my worthy and social friend Drummore. 1f a stone
lies near the cock, and guarded, yet thought to need a
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double guard, if not a triple. The order from that side
who has /n the stone, is commonly to dion—to guard
away—to “ block the ice” And the command of the other
party is mostly, when things are in this situation, to come
up wi’ a the powther i'the horn and waken the guards.
Old wary curlers, however, take a different plan. They
won't waste stones on the guards. They sail them past
the sentinels, nigh wwtter length, obtains a [nring, plays
on it, and not unfrequently drives out the winner, thought
by t'other side to be even almost too secure.

BiLL.—The bull—the king of the byre. Black-coloured bulls with
“aee-lugs” are those most thought of by Galloway farmers.
Black is the favourite colour for cattle over all the country.

BiLLHIPPIE—An ox with bull-hipps. Such animals please
not the squeamish eyes of cattle-dealers. I once heard one
of these wvaluable characters say, that a billkippic was fit to
damn a drove.

BiLLHUIK.—An hedge bill.

BILLILUE.—See WHILLILUE.

BiLLs EAG.—An old bull castrated.

BILLATORY.—A name for a restless bull.

BiLLy.—To make a noise as oxen. These 4//ly, when they
smell the blood of their kind, the whole herd gather round,
with vengeance in their eyes, and tear up the ground. Bulls
on such mighty occasions, are the most forward, and lead
on the furious concert.

BiLLy BeLL.—This is rather an out-of-the-way little song.

BILLIE BELL.

Hech ! how! Billie Bell !
Whar hast thou been wan’ering ?
Up in heaven, or down in hell ?
Ye beat the deil for dawn'ring.

Hast thou got a hizzie yet,
To streek down by thy side, Billie ?
Or canst thou no ava, man, get
Ane to be thy bride, Billie?
E
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I ha'’e a’ hame daughters sax—

Wilt thou come and see them, Billie ?
And gin ane o'them thou’lt aux,

I'se be na ill t'thee, Billie.

I'll gi'e to thee a bonny cow,
Gin thou'lt tak my Nannie, Billie,
Ane Crommie wi’ a brocket mou’,
And they ca’ her brawnie, Billie.

But gin thou'lt no fancy her,

And ratherest wad ha'e Meg, Billie,
A less tocher maun her ser’

Twa grey geese and a Steg, Billie.

Or, if thou better likes the e’e
O’ my wee Jeany, Billie,

My turkey-cock I'll gi’e to thee,
And the breeding Peanie, Billie.

As for my Tibbie, Nell, and Kate,

1 ha’e nought to gie them, Billie,
But my blessing air and late :—

Sae come awa and see them, Billie.

BiLLy MarsHALL.—The famous Gallovidian gypsey, or

tinkler. He was of the family of the Marshall’s, who
have been tinklers in the south of Scotland time out
of mind. He was a short, thick-set, little fellow, with
dark quick eyes; and, being a good boxer, also famous
at the gquarter staff, he soon became eminent in his
core; and having done some wonderful trick by
which he got clear off, he was advanced to be the
chief of the most important tribe of vagabonds that
ever marauded the country. The following was that
trick :—He and his gang being in the neighbourhood of
Glasgow when there was a great fair to be held in it,
himself and two or three more of his stamp, having
painted their faces with ke, they went to the fair and
enlisted, getting each so much cash. They then deserted
to their crew in the wild mountain glen, leaving the
soldiers without a single cue whereby to find them.
For all, Billy once really took the bdounty, joined the
army, and went to the wars in Flanders; but one day
he accosted his commanding officer, who was a Galloway
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gentleman, this way : “Sir, ha’e ye ony word to send to
your friends in Scotland at present?” “What by that?”
returned the officer, “Is there any person going home?”
“Ay,” continued Billy, “ Keltonhill fair is just at hand.
I ha'e never been absent frae it since my shanks could
carry me to it, nor do I intend to let this year be the first.”
The officer, knowing his nature, knew it would be vain to
try to keep him in the ranks, so bade him tell his father
and friends how he was; he also gave him a note to take
to his sweetheart. So Marshall departed, was at Keltonhill
fair accordingly, and ever after that paid much respect to
the family of Maculloch, of Ardwell.

It is not my intention to give a lengthened portrait of
this character, as one of the above family, who personally
knew him, has done this for me, and much better than I
could, in Blackwood’s Magazine. Suffice it to say, that the
Corse o Slakes was a favourite haunt of his. There did he
frequently way-lay the unwary, and sometimes deprived
them of both life and purse. Billy’s gang were seldom ever
beat by any others. When they met at fairs, he generally
drove all before him ; for the Irish took up with him from
Down and Derry,—and who can overcome them at the
handling of the stick? To those country Cock Lairds who
were kind to him, he would do them no injury, but all the
good in his power ; whereas, those who were his foes,—Billy
was upside with them.

He would not have cared to have faken up lodging—he
and his core—in one of these gentlemen’s 4i/s—to have
purloined the greater part of the poultry, and roasted them
with the wood of the roof of said 4#/— to have there
staid a week, perhaps, in spite of every body—gone away
at his own time—and left a world of desolation behind
him. It was in one of these scenes that he drank, May
néer waur be amang us—a toast that can be construed in
many shapes. Thus did he flounder on through a long life.
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When he got old, his people, though, in a great measure,
forsook him.

It seems that he had both the good and bad qualities
of man about him in a very large degree. He was kind,
yet he was a murderer—an honest soul, yet a thief—at
times a generous savage—at other times a wild Pagan.
He knew both civil and uncivilized life—the dark and fair
side of human nature. In short, he understood much of
the world—had no fear—a happy constitution—was seldom
sick—could sleep on a moor as soundly as in a feather-
bed—took whisky to excess-—died in Kirkcudbright at
the age of 120 years—was buried there in state by the
Hammer-men, which body would not permit the Earl of
Selkirk to lay his head in the grave, merely because his
Lordship was not onc of their incorporated tribe. Such
was the end of Billy Marshall, a brother of Meg Merr-
less.

BILLY MARSHALL’S SONG.

Merry ha’e T been making a cutty,
And merry ha'e I been making a spoon,
Merry ha’e I been courting a bonny lass,
Merry ha’e I been whan I had dune.

Sorry ha’e I been whan I was drubbit,
And mad wi’ mysell whan my noddle was sair ;
Mony a time ha’e I sworn’t, and ha'e broken't,
That wi’ the aik kibblings I'd never fight mair.

Drunkensome aft ha’e T been at Kirkcubrie,
And at Auchencairn I ha’e aften been fu’;

And wi’ my Meg Lundy, baith weck-day and Sunday,
Wi’ skilting we've bebb'd oursells till we wad spue,

Fifty fat bairmies now I ha’e gotten,
The wanton sweet hizzies war ay fond o’ me;
Wi’ them I wad row on the burn-banks sae sunny,
Bargallie kens weel I had mony a spree.

Sae here’s to the glens growing thickly wi' hazles,
Ay here's to days I will never see mair;

And here’s to the tinklers, wallets, and cuddies,
Whilk dadjell ilk year to braw—Keltonhil -fair.
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The following song too is thought to have been ranted in
Billy’s core :—

Whan Jock and me war married, we war a happy twa,

We laugh’d thegether a’ the day, and kiss'd the night awa;

Sae thick and thrang, or it was lang, the bairnies round did
ueel, .

And Jock and me the nappie lo’ed—sae a’ gaed to the de'il.

We had twa kye, we pawn'd them baith, the sty we cleared,
and a’;

Our cocks and hens too, by my faith! and wadding braws sae
braw;

We drank like fish frae caup and dish, fu’ cantily atweel,

But wullawuns wi’ tinklers now—we dawner to the de'il.

I lead ae weanie in my han’, there’s twa upon my back;

My spawls ha’e ne’er a hoshen now, my pouches ne'er a plack;
My gudeman fallows after, wi’ the cuddy, powks, and keel :
1t’s alter’d days wi’ us. How-hum ! we're a’ gaen to the de'il.

But gin my auntie Kate was dead, and hidden i’ the mools,

My Jock and me, again shall be, a pair o’ ranting fools ;

Than we’ll can clash, about our cash, and dress frae head to heel ;
For we shall heir her pursikie, in spite, man, o’ the de’il

Than we’se fling down the hampers, and dance a merry jig ;

My Jock will crack his whup, and sing, and birl me in a gig.

We'll lash awa, and dash awa, and drink like mad and breel ;

Fo‘; ,yllhat the hell cares Jock and me, tho’ we should gae tae
e'il.

EPITAPH ON BILLY MARSHALL.

Weel tinkler Billy, here you are,
The king ance o' the core, man;

We wat ye were a kettle rare,
Whan ye did see sax score, man.

O brawly ye could clour a croon,
And make a nose play gush, man;

Ye liked weel to bleach a loon—
Your cudgell was na frush, man.

Gude faith, ye were na joke ava
Amang yer randy lasses;

And cheels wha did the ramhorns thraw,
Wi’ a’ yer cuddy asses.

The whisky just in noggin-fu’s,
Ye, ’thout a howst, cud slot, man;
Ye were na ane wha boaks and spues,
And brashes’t up the throat, man.



70 BIL — - BIN

Sae, Billy, rest thy crazy banes,
Thy soul, belike’s in hell, man;
We only guess that there it granes,

For wha the de'il can tell, man ?

Yet if ye're got to the right shore,
Ye may be unco’ glad, man;

For, counting ilk infernal splore,
Sma’ was the chance ye had, man.

The duddy de’ils, in mountain glen,
Lamenteth ane and a’ man;

For sic a king they’ll never ken,
In bonny Gallowa, man.

BiLt.—A short thick man.
Bir.taN.—Moving with the air of a thick short man.

BinkED-sHOON.—Shoes which were at first too large for the
feet that were to wear them, and the leather naturally bend-
ing inwards, they become at last too small—full of * inks”
or bends.

BINN.—A man of strong &z is a man strongly built and
bound—crop of good &inn is a good strong crop.

Binwup—Wood-bine. I once tried my hand at song-making,
and produced the ¢ Binwud Tree,” which I here give with
great deference—shewing forth what a modest and wonderful
poet I, the youth, am—who will be a beau before my
granny yet.

Sing hey for the Binwud tree,
O'! sing how for the Binwud tree ;

For there the lads and the lasses wad meet,
And daff 'neath the Binwud tree.—Chorus.—

There did Jock and his Mally Malinn
Meet aften thegither awee,
And tho’ the jade had an unco din skin,
It grew white ’neath the Binwud tree.
Sing hey, &c.

There Maggie wha swore she detested the men,
Kiss’d wi’ Tammy the Peanerflee ;
His whushers fu straught to her heart gaed ben, .
As they lay 'neath the Binwud tree.
Sing hey, &c.
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O ! mony hied there a sprogan ateen,
Wham few wad expeclt) to see,
Wi’ bonny red cheeks and blinking e’en,
And courd 'neath the Binwud tree.
Sing hey, &c.

For it grew in a neuk by yon bonny burn side,
Adown i’ the flowery green lee ;
And the mavis she lilted wi’ meikle pride,
I'the bowers o’ the Binwood tree.
Sing hey, &c.
But there cam a pizioness blast frae the south,
And destroy’d a’ our e’ening glee;

O! custom genteel—is the devil in trouth,
It has wallow’d the Binwud tree.

Then sing hey for the Binwud tree,
And sing how for the Binwud tree ;

For there the lads and the lasses wad meet,
And daff ’neath the Binwud tree.

BIRKENSHAW.—A sunny place of all kinds of brushwood, a
poet’s country ; there they roam unseen amang the Birks
and yellow broom, and tune their pipes.

Birk1E.—A would-be gentleman.

BIRKY.—A rustic game at cards.

BirL.—To whirl.

BIRL THE BAWBEE.—Sport the cash for drink, is so termed;
also halfpennies are tossed up at the beginning of some
games, to learn what side has the right first to play ; this is
called ¢ Birlin the Bawbee.”—See more of this article under
the title Heads or Zails.

BIRND-MARKS.—Marks made by bumning. Sheep are so
seared on the side of the nose with red irons, that the
owners may know them.

Birns.—Burned, or ratherly chared heather—the spikes.

Birr.—Whirr.

Birses.—The bristles of swines’ manes.

Birsey.—Full of bristles.

BirsLE.—To bristle.
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BirsT.—A little person full of impudence.
Bit.—A small piece of any thing.

Bitts.—Those jointed pieces of iron which are put in horses
mouths of course, but used allegorically in the country for a
dram of whisky on certain occasions. When a man is wet
and trembling with cold, give him a cawker, and you take
the &étts out of his mouth.

117 ye no tak the bitts out o my mouth the day, is a
common phrase by those who long to have arinZ from their
nechours when they meet on market-days in Clauchans, and
after much hargle bargeling is gone through, a g7/ is decided
on, so the party slide slowly and diffident into the yi-
house.

Bizz—Buzz. Hair all tossed on end, is said to be in a &#sz ;
this comes from “ Frizz,” the English word.

Brack A vicen.—Of black complexion; probably this comes
from “ Black a faced.”

Bracksipes.—Blackberries. This term for that fruit not very
common.

Brack DoucLass.—Perhaps the greatest villain ever known
in Galloway ; his den was the castle of Thrave, a befitting
keep for the tyger ; he keep’d the country round him in awe
for many a day ; even the Scotch kings could make nothing
of him. He caused Lord Kirkcubrie, M‘Lellan, to be
hanged by a rope from a projecting stone in his castle wall,
yet to be seen, and took his dinner calmly while his hang-
men were doing so. Some say he was “ durked” in Annan-
dale, but how he came by his death is uncertain; however
he did not die a natural death. More or less particulars of
the wretch may be known by peeping into any book almost
which treats of Scottish antiquities.

Brack-LEG.—A kind of murrain or plague amongst cattle.
The disorder for common seizes first on one of the hind
legs, and this leg, when the animal dies, (which is in less
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than twenty-four hours mostly from the time struck) is of a
black colour; whence the name. Sometimes they are
touched first with the distemper in the eye, and other parts
of the body. Young cattle are more subject to it than old ;
and it is always the best of the flock that die, though all
perish that take it, there being no cure as yet found.

Plans for preventing it are practised—bleeding, purging,
what not ; these plans are often attended with good. Too
old pasture is thought to be nothing in favour of it, and all
allow that it is highly infectious.

Brack Morrow.—Who this man was, baffles all antiquaries.

Tradition has him a ¢ Blackimore,” and says he haunted
the forests south of Kirkcudbright; a natural wood there
is yet called the “ Black Morrow 1Wud” ; there he stopped
during the day, sallying out on the neighbouring country
at night, and committing horrible outrages. Also, that
having found his retreat, which was beside a cool spring,
in the dark forest, yet called the “Blackimore's Wall, a
barrel of spirits was brought by the people, and poured
into the spring well one night when he was out on his
rambles. Next day, having drank of the fountain, as
usual, he became touched with the grog, and fell asleep,
snoring profoundly ; his foes then rushed on him, like
the Philistines on Samson, and “ dirked his heart wi’ mony a
deedly hole”’

So goes tradition—but my opinion, if it be worth any
thing, is, that he was no “ Blackimore;” he never saw
Africa; his name must have been “ Murray;” and as he
must have been too an outlaw, and a bloody man—gloomy
with foul crimes—¢ Black” prefaced it, as it did Black
Douglass, and that of others; so he became Black Murray.
Antiquarians say the sum of 50/ was offered by the king
for his head, dead or alive.

That one of the M*Lellans, of Kirkcudbright, took to
the wood single-handed, with a dir%, found the outlaw
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sleeping, and drove it through his head. With the cash
he bought the estate of Barmagaucken, in Borgue; the
foundation of the “/kead on the dagger” in the M‘Lellan’s
coat of arms.

BLACK-PISH-MINNIES.— Black pismires.

BrLAck SoLEs.—An assistant courtier. A male messenger
between a man and his love. There is a meanness in any
man working with such characters ; it shews he has not a
soul to dare to speak to a woman, nor a heart to love one.

Brack WuNTER.—The name for the last of the crop brought
in from the fields. The Aarrester, whose lot this job
is, takes as good care as he can to avoid its being generally
known, until he has it done; as if it be, the others
assail him with all filth for bringing in such a sad thing as
black wunter.

BLADDERSKYTE.—A silly foolish person, as easy “skyted”
aside as a “ bladder.”

BLAE.—Blue, or light blue.
BLAE-BERRIES.—Billberries.

BLAE-Bows.—Blue flax bells ; the flowers of flax.
Braipry.—Foolish chat.

BLART.—The noise which any broad thing makes falling
amongst sludge or mortar.

BLASHY-WATHER.—Wet stormy weather.
BLasTIE.—Any ill-disposed youth.
BLatTER.—To talk fast ; to rattle.
Braups.—Broad pieces of any thing.
Braw.—Blow ; to puff any thing.

BLaw o' THE P1pE.— A whiff of the pipe.
BLEck.—A blackguard ; a “kintra-cooser.”

BLECKS AMANG WHEAT.—Milldew.
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BLEDNocH WarErR.—The chief river in the shire of Galloway
or Wigtownshire ; it runs through a fertile track of country ;
it is a fine fishing stream; and where it falls into Wigtown
Bay, at /nnerwall, good salmon are caught. There are
traces where ancient battles have been fought on its banks ;
and some warm fancies have the river's name from “ Bled-
enough.”

BLEECH.—A stroke.

BLEer E’Ep.—Having gore eyes; dim with tears and dried tears.

BLEEZE.—A blaze ; also to blazon.

BLELLUM.—An ignorémt talkative fellow.

BrieBaNs.—Ribbons of any kind of slimy matter.

BLICHAN.—A person useless for any thing.

Brin—Blind.

BriNBARNIE—Blindharry. The game.

BLINCHAMP. —A very singular rustic game ; when a bird’s
nest is found, such as a Corbids or Hoodicraw's, or some
such birds that the people dislike, the nest is Aerried,
that is to say, the eggs are taken out of it, and laid in a
row a little from each other on- the grass; one of the
players has then something bound over the eyes to blind
them, a stick is put in his hand, so he marches forth as
he thinks right to the eggrow, and strikes at it; another
tries the ckamping after him until they thus, blindfolded,
break them ; hence the name dlinchamp.

BLiNK.—To wink.

BLINkED MiLk—Milk distasted. It gets so in warm sultry
weather, the heat, as it were, ferments it. Gude wives
have it fired, but the origin of dlinked is, that it is witched ;
blink'd at by a foul ce.

BLiN-MENs-BAWS—A  kind of dried fungi, or mushroom ;
being balls, as it were, of a fine dark brown dust: this
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dust is doubtless blinding to the eyes, hence the name;
they are common on the pasture fields during summer and
harvest, particularly if the weather be dry; when they are
young, they are white inside and out like other mushrooms,
yet detested by “catchup brewers” for reasons best known
to that “va/uable” tribe.

BLINNIE.—A person mimicating the Dlind.

BLirT.—The exterior of a mare’s uterus.

Brock THE IcE.—A curling term, the same with “&ig-on,”
to block up with guards the run of the stones, so that none
of them may take out a guarded winner.

BLucHANs.—Little salt-water fish, about the size of Burn trouts.

BrLvcHTANs.—Pieces of the dried stem of the mugwort ; they
are hollowed tubes; boys blow haw-stones and what not
through them ; hence the name.

BLue Bovs.—Bad boys.

BLUE-GowNs.—Old soldiers, with a “pass” for begging;
they got a blue-gown and a shilling Scots, for every year
of the king's age ; there are none of them now wandering
the country. Eddie Ochiltree will hand them down to
posterity.

BLUESTER.—A bully of words.

BLumr.—A stupid loggerhead of a fellow, who will not
brighten up with any weather, who grumfs at all genuine
sports, and sits as sour as the devil, when all around him
are joyous.

BLUNNER BoarR.—A blundering fool. .

BLurr.—To blotch the paper with ink when writing.

BLusH10Ns.— Bulbs of water ; blisters of the flesh.

BLUTTER.—A foolish man, rather of the idiot stamp.

Boack.—To vomit.

Boar.—A name for a foolish dog.



BOA —— BOG 77

BoaL.—A square niche in a wall for holding little needfu’'s ;
such as Grannies specks, and cuttypipe, with the bdane-
kame and single carriges.

Boas.—Any thing full of emptiness.
BocHLE.—An awkward footed female.

BocHLEs.—OIld shoes, or shoes that have been worn by
awkward shaped feet.

BobpE.—An offer.

BoppLE.—A small Scottish coin, the sixth part of an English
penny, and the half of a Scotch plack.

Bobpuy. —The bottom.

Bopies 0'BorGUE.—The people of the parish of Borgue;
so called by the natives of neighbouring parishes.

BoGG-BEAN.—The trefoil herb of the marshes.
BocaiT.—Stuck fast as in a soft bog.

BoGGLEs.—A general name for all beings which create an
earieness in man. In Scotland, more boggles are seen and
heard of than there are in all the rest of the world; how
this comes to pass may be difficult to define, but so it is.
In every country of a similar form, composed chiefly of
hill and dale, rocks and wild mountains, we find the
natives having their dogyles ; the Welsh and Swiss are this
way, and many others. But what have they in comparison
to the Scots ? what are their &nockers and reckers, to war-
locks without end, wwrricows, kelpies, spunkies, wraiths,
witchies, and carlines? what, a mere nothing—accounts of these
supernatural beings will appear in their proper order, and
show that the Scots are a nation not only famous for
religion, war, learning and independence; but also for
superstition, which practically proves this point in moral philo-
sophy, that fear attends the brave, as modesty does the
worthy ; and in proportion as the intellect is weak or strong.
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BoNELLO.—A bon aller amongst parting friends. These
meetings are generally merry to the last, they are then ex-
tremely sad.

KIRRCORMOCK'S BONELLO.

Kirrcormock’s blyth lairdy, or he gaed awa,
To fight and to florrie, through wide Indla,
Invited his neebours about ane and a’,
To gi’e him a merry bonello.

And sure it wad been baith a sin and a shame,
For ony ava to hae drunted ahame ;
The de'’il a ane did sae, fu’ gladly they came,
And breel’d at the lairdie’s bonello.

The barmen did rattle their flails ow’re the bawks,

The millers did hushoch their melders in sacks,

And hung the best braws that they had on their backs,
To flash at the funny bonello.

The hizzies a tramping their claise at the burn,

‘That day they had nathmg to whine 'bout nor yurn ;

In their bowies wi’ barehochs, they plunged their turn,
And fluchter’d about the bonello.

The mowdieman cuist down his petals and traps,

The herd left his hirsle amang the green taps,

And the milk-maid she scrubbed and scyringed her naps,
And hasted awa tae bonello.

For sic an a shine, was seldom ere seen,

Auld Scotlan’ did vow she had ne’er wi her e’en

Beheld ought to match’d since the ¢ Kirk on the Green,”
"Twas a noble conducted bonello.

In the welkin fu’ hie, the moon beamed bnght,
Ne'er a clud came across her the hale o’ that night ;
How the lasses, fu’ charming, did skip in her light,
Up the glens to the darling bonello.

And mony a laddie, wi’ bosom sae warm,

Half carried his dearie alang on his arm,

For the hizzies that night, tie frost-bitten cud charm,
It was an enchanting bonello.

The hale was dehghtfu—-the binks they were pang’d,
Time about roun’ the laugh and the blether ding-dang'd,
Fowk could na a’ sit now, were they to be hang’d,

Sae af gaed the dance and "bonello.

What huzzas now did follow—the kipplings rang,

On their taptaes what couples did jicker and spang,

Whan the pipers play’d up, how they fimmer’d alang,
Heels cracking to checr the bonelle.
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The mowdieman’s shoon being sparrable paved,

How he duner’'d, and hooh’d, and thumped, and raved,

While the stroods, that the barmen the barley wi’ kaved,
Gaed clampering through the bonello.

In jugs and decanters, and noggins and kits,

The drink it did circle, and mirth took her fits;

Nae glumfie chiel sat, wi’ his sneers and his skits,
Scrutinizing the famous bonello.

How the breasts o' the bare-necked lasses did heave—
Round pair after ?air, Love’s nets she did weave,
Frae ither fu’ easily hearts they did reave,

O! the joys o’ the lovely bonello.

Thus, wi’ dancing and drinking, the night slided by,
Till Sol, wi’ his gowd gilt the i:asilin sky,
And mony a drunken chiel ouzily did ly,

A bumpling wi’ the bonello.

Kirrcormock himsell was as fou’ as a witch,
He danced till his lisk was beset wi’ a stitch,
For a’, while his shanks after him he cud hitch,
He keep'd up his glorious bonello.

Sair wauchled the hizzies were or they gat hame ;

Some seemed in a dalldrum, yet fu’ o’ game ;

And twa’r-three moons after did swaul i’ the wame,
Wi’ hougheling at the bonello.

For the sake o’ auld Scotlan, sae every gude chiel,
Wha meaneth to lae her sud tak his fareweel ;
Or else wi’ a vengeance be flung to the de’il,
And in hell haud his cursed bonello.

BonspiEL.—The highest game at curling—the chief spiel.
When one parish, for instance, challenges another to play
it, at the famous Scottish game of curling, or ckannlestane,
that bout on the ice is called a donspiel. The best players
on these occasions are selected to play, and when not only
their own honour, but that of their parish is at stake, they
do, or at least strive to do, their very best; though often
good players are put into such a flutter at these times,
that they lose the steadiness of their han’, and play
badly : those who keep unmoved amid the crowd, and
pay no attention to either damns or huzzas, play always
best. The parishes of Borgue, Sorby, and Closeburn,
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rank amongst the first of the curling communities in the
south of Scotland.

Sometimes cock-lairds challenge other to fight a don-
spiel, and often these concerns turn out to be wars in-
deed. The following poem depicts a droolsic of this
nature :(—

THE BONSPIEL.

In Auld Scotlan’ whan winter snell
Bin's up the fosey yirth,
Than jolly curlers hae a spell,
O' manly fun and mirth :
Whanere the ice can har'ly bear
Ahame lie hurkling nane,
Wha liketh independant cheer,
And can a channel-stane
Owrhog that day.

But whiles our grand peculiar game,
Which ithers a’ surpasses;
Is hurt by Gomfs, weel worth the name,
Vain bullieing senseless asses :
Akin tae them brave Hallions twa,
Laird Nurgle and Laird Nabble,
’Bout wham I mean tae croon awa,
Or like a wilesteg gabble
A while this day.

Their habits, tempers, a’ are bad,
They're saucy, glunchy, greedy ;
Lan’ they alike ay nearly had,
And tenants starving needy :
For far abroad they baith were bred,
Sae are o’ kindness scarce ay,
A savage life they lang had led,
And lash’d puir Massa’s arsie
On mony a day.

To curling they d'd baith pretend,
Sae challeng’d ane anither ;
Their farming slaves a han’ maun lend,
And neither whinge nor swither ;
Twall on a side, the place Loch Lum,
The rink just forty ell ;
The bet a puncheon o’ gude rum,
Upon the ice itsell,
Fu' fu’ that day.
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And ’ere they did the play begin,
Ilk stamock gat a cauker,
For nane did think it was a sin
Most bonnily to tak her.
Ahin the quickly toomed glass,
How the wee finger twirled,
Than up in air a bawbee was,
For heads or tails hie birled
To lead that day.

Laird Nurgle had that triffling luck,
Sae his first player led ;
The stane to his direction stuck,
But by the cock it fled ;
At which began to fidge the laird,
And muttering to blame him ;
Laird Nabble’s man na better fared,
For Nabble loud did damn him,
: At first that day.

*¢ Lay your stone right upon the tee,
¢ M; sickar ha.nndged fell)l?)w H
““ My broom, if you're not blind, ye see,”
Fat Nurgle now did yello’.
‘The trimling player stells his tramps
Wi’ mony a stamping stog ;
Af gangs his stane, and ay it clamps,
But hoh portule, a hog—
It grunts that day.

What language now frae Nurgle fell,
His phiz had on a horrid thraw ;
What oaths he let, ne’er heard in Hell,
Warm frae the Gulph o’ Florida.
Lean Nabble than gaed out the word—
‘ Be white ice to the witter ;
““ You're, ye are not worth a t—d,
““Ye seem tae hae the sk T,
“ Or bloit this day."”

0O ! was na that a darling game,
And worthy imitation ;
Ye wha do understand the same,
« Ye standards o’ our nation—
Had they been on Loch Duddingston,
And no Loch Lum, we're thinking,
Few ends indeed they wal hae thrown,
But aff been hissed linking,
Fu’ fast that day.
¥
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Whanere a Scotchman turns a slave
He is na worth a boddle;
Before the brave—below a knave
Will cringe, they’ll want the noddle.
Though there are some, we'’re wae to tell,
Feet soles are fond o’ licking,
Will stick to tyrants, even to Hell,
And bear their sneers and kicking
Frae day to day.

But still the bonspiel drives awa,
The ice was weak and slagie ;
The stanes wad scarce gang up ava,
They grew sae unco clagie.
111 nature pued down every brow,
The lairds they swore and choked ;
There common sense did loit and spue,
And wisdom aften boked
Wi’ a brash that day.

Thus frothing on, ilk noble side
Wi’ blustering wan a e ;
A’ corked were alike wi’ pride,
A Gomeril’s near the same.
This minute was a bullierag,
And that a blue erruction ;
At length did burst the meikle bag
Which caused the destruction
O’ the spiel that day.

As Nurgle raved about the cock,
A stane came up the rink,
And hit his heel a canny shock,
On that wi’ joy we think—
For down he whurled upon Loch Lum,
Some crawing cockaleerie ;
And span awhile upon his bum
Like Toutom, or queer pecrie,
About that day.

But sprachling up a madman now,
See how he lays about him ;
Laird Nabble cudna see his crew
Abused—never doubt him.
A battle general began,
Wi’ brooms and neives they linged,
.And mony a wee bit foolish man
Was getting himsell swinged
In stile that day.
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‘I'ill hah! the lochen gaed a rair,
And af in blawds divided ;

Down sank the gows amang the glaur,
Or else the water lided.

Yet han’ in han’ they reached dry lan’,
Up to the chin weel cooled ;

Then hame puir draggled cuifs they ran,

Magnificently fooled,
And dub’d that day.

Dear social honest countrymen,
Let despots never dinnle
Your manly bosoms—for will then
Nae pleasure through them trinnle.
Detest those sooking turkey-cocks,
For ever jibing, jeering,
And heed as little’s yon grey rocks,
Their guldering domineering
On ony day.

Boo—To make a sound like bulls. These animals make
three kinds of noises, expressed by the words édooing,
crooning, and billieing. Two Galloway priests, once passing
a fellow who was good at flinging everything into rhyme—
quoth the one to the other, “I hold ye a sixpence,
Clinking Charlic will be beat with what I say to him?”
Done, says the other: so, when they passed the poet,
the priest held out his finger at him, sounding 00, when
the man of clink instantly returned—

‘¢ Mr. Scott and Mr. Boyd

¢ O’ wit and learning they are void ;

¢ For, like Billjock amang the kye,

‘¢ They boo at fowk as they gae by.”
It is needless to add, that the clergymen slunk away,
somewhat offended at the retort of Clinking Charire.

BooxmosT—Uppermost.

Boost-—-Must.

BorGUE—One of the most singular and celebrated parishes
in the south of Scotland, and one too of the very best that

is to be found in any country. The following poem, by an
old bard of the name of Hackston, helonging to the said
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- parish, I here give, altered somewhat of course to suit my
own foolish taste, and, perhaps, partly wrote by myself,
as my muse is quite ready with her aid, when anything
occurs, poor jade, that she can help me too—

THE PARISH O’ BORGUE.

Blest be the bard wha can twine out his lays
To any grist, in thae great twining days ;

Wha can plait cables, whan he has the thread,
Within the haurns o’ his uncommon head :

Can send his muse to India for a time,

To wallow sweetly in that luscious clime
'Mang ladies, harams, and delicious flowers,
Melodious groves, and lovely vernal showers ;
Or up amang the cluds, the clever wench,

Far frae yirth’s beauty, or her unco stench,

To step about amang the starns, and see

A thousan’ queer things wi’ her gledgin’ €’e ;
Car’ takin tho’ to keep in sight o’ hame,

For fear some hule might scare her flight to fame,
And ow’re a comet’s tail gae lay and skelp her,
Without ane being near at han’ to help her.

For me, I care na tippence whar we go,
Vhether tae lift, or fumart holes below ;
Whether to bonny isles ayont the sea,

Mall Fellies Hallan, or the Brig o’ Dee,

\Whar Brumstane Dallies fired a peat-stack,

And burnt a ped/ar ance to get the pack ;

Aroun the moon, or Muncraiy’s gurly shore,
Whar pasper grows, and slavering pellocks snore ;
Whar Connel fell and brake his neck and scull
Ane Sabbath day, when herrying, lucky Gull,
Adown the heugh the c/ie/ reel’d a’ to brash—
His banes and eggs met an unwelcome crash.

Enow, tho’ Borgue, my muse wi’ pith and glee,
Means thee to croon, for, faith, thou pleaseth me ;
And I’ve heard singing 'bout some spout or burn,
Perhaps, nae better than our ain Fulhohurn ;
"Bout hills and tomacks too, faith, by the gross,
Perhaps na bonnier than the J/vo/ or Ross ;

Wi shores and caves whar gurly wuns do blo’,
As by Nockbrax and ancient Carlines co'.
O ! famous parish for the Browns and Sproats,
The like o’t’s na on this side John o’ Groats.
" True honest chiels and merry bunts o’ lasses,
I've tooted wi’ ye mony whusky glasses,
Spent mony a happy day amang ye trouth,
And ay ye hae keep'd me sappie "hout the mouth.
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There’s Blair o’ Senwick, what a darling cheel,
May he ne’er feel the clutches o’ the De'il;

For weeks thegether he has keep’d me swimmin
In Hollan gin wi’ him how aften raemin.

Auld Muldrock too, 1 wuss him ay fu’ hale,

At the sanch ligget—mony a worthy tale

We twa hae gat, and cracking, drunk our fill
O’ hame made maut and sometimes trickle yill,
While auld Maminn, the hule for clubbing lees,
For nursing flowers, and skepping hives o’ bees,
Sat, like a sage, aside the chimlew lug,

And fancied queer things owre the faeming jug.
The Deacon’s an uncouth, but clever fallow,

He is na dult, gude faith, he's nae way shallow.

And at the Ross, wi’ yawcking foknie Dowall,
And Manksmen gabbling frae the manor-hole ;
What naggins hae we drank o’ smuggled rum,
Just hot frae aff the Jsle o’ three leys come.

Sic joack cheers me, it cows ought ere I foun’,
Except the lovely blinks o’ Mary Cun ;
Sweet Mary, shining wi’ a thousan’ charms,
The loveliest saul ere lay in Hackston’s arms;
‘What happy hours upon the buesty grass

O’ Carnichill 1 hae towzled wi’ my lass.

Borgue lads delight to marry lasses bonny,
Yet scorn to gang frae hame to seek for ony;
They’d tak a sister o’ their ain, by Jove,

Afore they’ll through anither parish rove :

Sae blest am I gets ane as bright’s the sun,
Without gaun far the bonny .Mary Cuzn.

Nae Sillar sawnies on the Borness shore

Can sparkle like the e’en dang Zlackston owre ;
Nae waving tangle, at low-water mark,

Can match her hair for shading light and dark;
Nae sleek wee cobbles, ¢n the wave-washed beach,
Beshape her bosoms—that they canna reach;

But bletherin this way’s unco silly fun,

For nought on yirth to me's like Alary Cun;

But e’en thout her, anld Borgue 1 wad adore,

Ay, every rummling-kirn about its shore:

Tho’, my dear Mary, i’the mirkest night,

Maks me run far, to hug my lassy tight,

The Pluntorn Castle howlets wild may cry,

And ghaists about Barrlock, yawp—** Hackston fie,”
Cullraven’s auld gibb cats eternal mew,

Mossney's ten-headed gomf might come in view,
And ilka collie after me might run,

Hackston should see his deary Mary Cun.

O! Mary Cun and Borgue to me are dear,
And shall be sae while alive can steer ;
Whan I am dead, may they their hoary bard
Clap i’the mools o' Senzick's lane kirk-vard:
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Aside the auld gude friens wha mony a day

Took pity on my haffets growing grey,

And at my head sct up an auld sea sclate,

Wi’ thae words on’t, coined in my curious pate—
*“ Here Hackston lies, Boryue's lourat mony a year
““ Without his saul—whar's it, we canna hear:

‘“ He liked rhyme, was fond o’ the wee drap,

¢ And now he sleeps as sound as ony tap.”

But why thus talk, whan I'm a sturdy man
I'll aff tae chieftain curlers on A'octann,
And see the fun, the pith o’ meikle banes,
Sends whunnering up the rink the channel-stanes,
I’ll ablins get a dram o’ whusky there,
Syne I'll be crouse as ony tipped hare.
Kirkcubrie, Tiwinkolm, Girthon, canna craw,
Borgue bids them kiss her , she beats them a’
At bonspiels, ay, o’ what a shilpet crew,
Sic pewtring bodies, curse me, ne’er I knew :
Come never here, ye druken hallion Sloan,
Wi’ 2’ your flum, let us in Borguc alone;
Borgue is a pure, a spotless lawland clan,
Chain’d heart and hand thegether man and man:
Nae grubbing strangers here dare cock their nose,
Puir bodies may, tho’ she be kind to those,
Wi’ ony ithers, soon she is insulted,
Forbes can fley them, faith, frae out the pulpit.
Wi’ faces, ay, as white as ony starch,
They wad be joustled clean out owre the march,
For mang our clints and hags, and rashy bogs,
Chiels do appear, can claw a fallow’s lugs :
A glorious squad they are, baith one and a’,
They're no hauf matched in a’ wild Gallowa :
While Hackston doth their sprightly bairnies teach,
While Forbes can like ony stentor preach ;
While bonny lasses in the Boreland thrive,
And nowt in Senwick Parks can southward drive;
While Samucl Cloon, in Ross can sit fu’ cross,
While peats are got in Punton’s glaury moss ;
While craws at Barmaguachin, yearly big,
And lasses at the kirk look unco trig,
Borgue shall be famous throughout auld Scotland,
Her w00’ and Ainnic never left on hand.

BorGUE-HINNIE—Borgue honey. This article is of such good
quality, ghat the fame of its excellence spreads far and wide.
In London there is a sign, with Borgue hinnie for ever, wrote
on it.

Boss—A fat consequential man.

BosstE—-Bosom.
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Bou—To bend.
BoutcH—One of a curr-dog’s barks.

BouTGATE—When a plowman starts from one Janden or headrig,
plows to the other, and returns to where he broke off, he is
said to have gone a Joutgate ; as also the distance which
mowers can go at a sharp, or with one sharping of the
scythe. This is also termed a boutin or boutyate.

BoukiN LiNex—Boiling linen webs with lees, in order to
lay them out to bleach.

BouLs—The bended handles whereby several vessels are
moved anywhere.

Bowerock—An huddled lump of any thing. Bigon to the
bowercock, a term at curling, and means, to direct the stone
to where a number are already laid.

BOWERTREE-PUFF.—AnN hollow tube made of Boretfree, used
by A#l-men to blow through, and rouse their seed fires, or
fires fed by the husks of corn.

BowIE—A washing-tub.

BowkaiL—Cabbage.

BowLHIVE—A deadly distemper, common amongst infants.
BowLocH—A person with ill-shaped legs.

BowLs—Basons of a small size, made of earthen ware.
Bowt—An iron bolt.

BowTt.—To start up suddenly is to dcat up; as a person,
when come up to the surface again, after plunging beneath
water. This word, and the English “boyant” are onc
and the samc.

Bow-wow—A dog’s bark, when he first smells strangers.

BowzE.—-A set-to for some time at cating and drinking.
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Bowzie.—Looking fat like. A man is said to be so that
fills his waiscoat well.

BoyrocH—A thick short little animal ; bad at walking.
Bra or Braw.—Well dressed ; neat.
Brack.—A break.

Brack AN Ecc.—A curling phrase, given by the directors
of the game to those about to play; and means, that
they are to strike a stone with their's, with that force
that it would break an egg between them at the point of
contact.

BrAE.—The brow-side of a hill.

BraG AND PaIrs.—A rustic game at cards.

BrAGWORT.—Mead. A fermented liquor, made from honey :
a wort that can drag all others for being so good. Hence
the name ébragwori. After the bees are smuiked in the
hinkarrest time, the gude wife takes the kaimes out of the
skep, and lets the Asiumy drop out of them before the fire ;
when this is done, she takes these combs or Aaimes and
steeps them in water. This water, warmed and quickened
with barm, composes bragroort. It is an extreme sweet and
pleasant drink ; when put in bottles it is apt to break
them. That person is a particular favourite in that house,
when, by making a call, he is treated with a draught of
bragwort. If he be a young man of fair character, looking
out for a wife, and this house be a place where fair dames
are, he is sure to taste draguwwort. It may be called wnth
propriety the *lover’s drink.”

BrAIGGLE.—Any old, unsafe article—as a large gun with
a large lock.

Brairp.—Comn as it appears above the ground a little after
it has been sown, when it begins to *“beard.”
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BRAIRDED-DYKES.—Fences bearded with whins, thorns, or other
brushwood, to hinder cattle from getting over them.

BrALLION.—An unwieldy man.

Brance.—To kick, to plunge, and knock things to desolation,
like a mad horse.

. BrRanks.—Old wooden bridles, also a disorder of the neck.
BRANNER.—A brander.
BrAsH.—A watry fit of sickness.
BrasurocH.—Rubbage.

BraTcHIE.—Indian rubber. That elastic gum which comes
from the Indian tribes, used for defacing the marks of wadd,
or black lead.

BRATs.—Aprons ; also rags ; also children in rags.
BraTT.—The scum of any fluid.

BrRATTLE.—To rattle.

BrAUN.—An old boar.

BrRAVELY.—Very well.

BRAWCHTON.—Any thing weighty and unwieldy.
BrAwD.—Any large rude article.

BrawLy.—The same with bravely.

BRAWNET.—A colour made up of black and brown, mostly’
relating to the skins of animals. A “nowt beast o’a brawnet
colour” takes a south-country man’s eye next to that o’ the
‘“slae black.”

Braws.—Dresses. The grandest of these are generally farthest
“ben” the wardrobe. Hence we say of any one when we
see them more gaudy than usual, that the  boddom o' the kist
has been a looking at !

Braxv.—A disorder prevalent amongst sheep, and in general
a very fatal one. The animal soon dies after infected,
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and there i1s no cure for it as yet discovered that can be
said to avert the evil. Sheep in good condition are those it
makes great havoc of. That kind of weather with hoar
frost after rain is the worst for it; shepherds then are sure
to have much mortality amongst their flocks. Braxy is
a malady attended always with an abominable stench.
Strangers unused to it cannot for some time suffer it at all
Their smelling organs will not endure it ; and much longer
are they in bringing themselves to be able to eat the flesh
of the poor animals who perish, let it be boiled, stewed,
roasted, or any way.dressed. All the spice in the world will
not keep down the noxious smell. The éraxy effluvia keeps
still uppermost : the daught predominates. In truth, it is
not a very wholesome food. Those feeding much on it
become blotched, and not unfrequently are troubled with
that filthy disease, the yaws.

Braxy-HAMS.—The hams of those sheep which die of the
braxy. When the /4erd finds any of his flock dead of that
distemper, if they can stand threc shakes—that is to say,
if they be not so putrified or rotten but that they can
stand to be thrice shaken by the neck without falling to
pieces—then he bears them home to his master's house
on the braxy shelty. What of the carcases can then be
ham’d, are done, and the rest of the flesh made present
use of by the family. The hams thus cut out are hung
up in the smuiky brace, until they are quite dry. They
are then bound in bunches, like so many hare-skins,
and suspended on nags and clicks, in convenient parts of
the roof of the kitchen, and used now and then for
very singular purposes. As for instance, when a club
of burn trout fishermen, or one of muirfule sportsmen
come the way of the house, they are hospitably entertained
at table with plenty of éraxy /am, and other dainties; for
the natives of the moors are a kind people, and generally
keep what is understood by a f#’ house. Now I am not
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sneering at present ; but honestly saying, that a male o' sic
food, washed down by a few glasses of peatreck, or tumblers of
bragwort, please a hungry Zyfe very much, and cause one to
fall in love with mountaineers. For éraxy is by no means
bad food, when ham'd; the smell then in a great measure
leaves it. Likewise these hams sometimes adorn the
saddle-bow of a moorland lover, when he starts a horse-
back to seek a wife, and are considered to aid him much
in making his puttgude with any girl he takes a fancy
for, particularly if she be a /Jaick fiel lass; though he is
often disappointed in this speculation. However, on the
whole, there is worse furniture to be found in a house, in
cold, snowy, wintry weather, than plenty of éraxy /fam.

Braxy SHELTY.—A little rough poney kept by moor farmers
to bring home braxy sheep.

BREASTED.—Leaped, by first throwing up or over the breast.
Those who mount horses without stirrups, are said to
““breast on to their bare backs.” Girls sneering at short
little men, often say, ‘that they cudna breast a ratton af
a peat.”

BrecHAMs.—Collars for horses; anciently they were made
entirely of straw, and called “ Strae brechams.”

BRECKAN.—The fern.

BRECKANY Braes.—Rural solitudes, growing with fern; the
haunts of innocence and rustic poets.

BrEEDs.—Breadths. Girls talk of how many breeds o prent
will make them a frock.

Breeks.—Breeches.

BREEL.—To reel ; to make a noise.

BREEST-BANES.—The breast-bones of fowls. They are bones
of a forked figure. Two persons engage to pull the
fork apart with their Z#/e fingers. They draw against
each other, and the person who gets the largest share of



92 BRE ——— BRO

the bone left in hand when it breaks, is said will be
married first.

Breeze.—To bruise.
BrENTBROWS.—Having a smooth forehead, not wrinkled.

BrEw.—Opinion. This word deserves further consideration.
“I ha'e nae great brew o' that man,” is often said, and
means, “I have no great opinion of that man.” Also, *“I
ha’e a good brew,” which signifies the reverse. Now, this
“brew” cannot be allied to “#&r0e,” sap or fluid of some
kind, but may be to “ brow,” the front of the brain, as those
who read phizzes place much dependance on what they
find on the brow ; still this comes not to the point. I am
flung back to “drew,”—and this may mean, to make, to
conceive ; as ale is dreuwed; for we are said to be a
“brewing ” when we are thinking. So the word, for all,
may come from this: “I ha'e nae great brew.”—There is

. no brewing in the brain of any consequence.

BRICHT-LINTIE.—A bird of the linnet tribe.

BripLiNG Rapes.—Ropes which hold down the thatch on stacks.
They are woven into the ourgaun anes, or those which are
vertical over the concern, and are not rolled up like them
when made, but twisted together in a longer shuttle form.

Bric.—Bridge.

BriLcH.—A short thick impudent person.
BRrISKET.—The breast.
BRISLIN.—Bristlin.

BriTHER.—Brother.

BroacHes.—Wooden spindles to put pirns on, to be wound
of.

BrocHEN.—A fat mixture to feed young calves.
Brock.—Refuse of anything ; rotten straw.
Brock.—The badger.
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Brocker.—Like a badger in colour, black and white.
Brock-HOLES.—Badger dens.

Brop.—Board.

Brops.—Window-shutters.

BRrOE.-—Sap, juice, &c. of any thing.

BROESE.—Broth.

BroGGLE.—To make a bad hand of a job; to be unhandy.

BroicH.—To be warm and sweating much, is to be in a
“broich” with sweat.

Broorzies or BroozLes.—Rows in the rural world. The
old poem of “Christ's Kirk on the Green” is of this na-
ture; also an unknown one, here to follow, termed

Tue BEE-IIIVE.

Whan May comes in wi’ mochey showers,
And blinking suns, sae warming,

The bees, amang her bonny flowers,
Are smioking and swarming.

Frae bud to bloom they bizz wi' speed,
For virgins ay they’re striving ;

Young queens their cores abroad do lead
To where the merry hivin

Will haud that day.

:

And aften far they’ll tak a flight

Owre hills, and hags, and mosses ;
Before they think it’s time to light,

Which mony a body crosses ;
As was the way wi’ Archy Bell,

Whan his tap swarm did flee
Out owre Bentouther’s buesty fell,

And down tae Lowdenlee

Fu’ straught ae day.

This Archy was a greedy curse,
And glie’d at things about ;—
He pat the bawbee in his purse,
But seldom took it out.
His mind was no as braid’s ane’s loof ;
He had na heart ava ;
Was just a grubbing, shyling cuif,
Fu' fit to gi'e ill jaw,
The lee lang day.
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A bee-man lang the chiel had been,
Keep'd mony a winter stale,

And sell'd the hinny ay aff clean,
Wi’ bannock-wax fu’ hale.

Na bragwort ere was brewn by he
For scuitifu’s to sloken,

A stang about the neb, or c’e,
Wad har’ly make him gloken—

On ony day.

Amaist, like Bonar, he a ske
Cou'd paise and sleel)' han'le ;
The smovking them ne’er made him weep,
Wi’ lowing brumstane can'le.
Their dying sough did please his lug—
‘That sad confused lamenting ;
But feelings he had nane to tug,
Which throweth some, repenting—
On mony a day.

O, is it na a horrid thing,
Sic myriads to slaughter,
For a’ the cash the prize can bring,
And yet to do’t in laughter ?—
Which Archy unco often did,
And snork’d his snuff fu’ cheery ;
At length, however, he was chid,
And ne'er again was merry—
Wi’ bees ae day.

The hive which warped owre the fell,
As formerly was stated,
Was followed warmly by himsell—
O how he pech’d and sweated !
And now and then would glowre for it
Up i’ the lift uncloudy,
Than something whiles wad keep his fit,
And whurl him heels owre gowdie—
Wi’ a thud that day.

Whiles too as thus he rowd and sten’d,
And clinched it awa,
He'd slonk adown, or ere he ken'd,
A miry, quacking quaw,
Or glauroch, far aboon the knee,
Through some blue rashy gullion,
The hive ay keeping in his c'e,
A grim disjasket rullion
He was that day.

Thus driving down on Lowdeunlee
As hard as he cou'd smack,

Against a whunstane dyke gaes he,
Rebounding arset back.
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Queer rings o’ mony a different hue
Did whirl afore his een;
Some were a yellow, ithers blue,
And some were livid green—
We true that day.

The dwamel aff, he skellie’s roun’,
But cou’d na see a bee ;
Ay, sure he heard their bizzing soun’,
Tho' them he cou’d na see.
But whether it was the bomf he got,
That made his lang lugs tingle,
He ken’d na, and away did trot,
Again what he cou’d wingle—
‘That weary day.

Till Girzy Grey, down i’ the lee,
A cross-grained wrinkl’d wicker,
Sees Archy wi’ her reek’d e’e,
And cries, ** Whare's this, ye bicker? "
* Come here, gudeman, and len’' a han’—
( ‘O dinna by me hasten)
‘¢ And let us skep gin that we can
*‘ My gude tap swarm here casten,
‘“This bonny day.”

“Ye lee, ye bitch,” (roars Archy out)
*“I won'er o’ ye Grizzel ;
‘ Ye'll get some day for it, I doubt,
¢ A whaling till ye whizzle.
“* The hive is mine ; it flew frae hame
‘¢ About an hour sincesyne,
‘“ And after it I was na lame :—
‘* D’ye think that I shall tyne
‘“ My bees this day.”

““ Your bees !’ (quoth she to Archy Bell)
¢ Faith, that’s a tale indeed !
(), Archy, man, to de'il in hell,
‘“ Ye're cantering wi’ speed.
‘¢ Though I be auld, and often ’s ca’d
‘“ A wallow'd wicked scranny,
* Dread ye the claws, my sneeling lad,
¢ O’ feckless Wullcat granny,
““Or curse this day.”

Eaith own'd the hive, tho’ it was thought
To ncither to belang;

Baith owre it stood, and raged, and fought,
And scrated, punsed, and flang.

Raith got a skep, and baith wad hac’t,
In their's to make its mantion ;

Rut nanc o’ them had luck to get
The Queert’s most gracious sanction

Upon that day.

95
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Up rase her swarm, frae whar it hang,
In bunch below a broom,
And did the haveralls nicely stang,
Weel worthy sic a doom.
How Archy swaul'd, and roun’ did loup !
How gim'd the wizen’d spirran,
For some crawl’d up, and hov’d her doup,
And did na miss rner birran,
'Tis said that day.

Whaever tweillie about bees,
Thae bees will never thrive,

Nor thae saes Providence decrees
Wha fashes wi’ the hive.

¢ Let a’ industrious tribes alane ! ”
True Wisdom’s ay resounding.

Sae will this world wi’ grief ne'er grane,
Nor broyliments, confounding,

Appear na day.

BrouUNIiEs. — Nocturnal beings, which thrashed farmers’

corn, and did other laborious jobs, for which the gudle
wives, as Milton says, “had the cream bowl duly set.”
They were seldom seen. Some think they were of no
supernatural origin, but distressed persons, who were
obliged to conceal themselves, and wander about, during
some of the past turbulent ages.

BrowsT.—A brewing, a mighty making of anything.

BROYLIMENT. — A mighty commotion of some kind or

other. When a black bank of clouds is seen to rise in the
south, and a noise or mighty soughing of the sea is heard,
then a brooliment of the weather is at hand. Indced,
rookeries, or storms of any kind, are fully expressed by
the word. It is still connected, one way or other, with 2
broll.

BRrUCKLE.—Brittle.

BRUCKLE-BREAD.— Brittle-bread.

BrurF'p.—Thickly cloathed.

BrUGH aBOUT THE MoON.—A kind of thin hazy vapour

which seems to infold the moon sometimes We behold
it between her and her radiance, but are not aware



BRU ——— BUC 97

of its existing, was it not for the moon ; as, but for this sign,
the nocturnal sky seems without clouds or mists of any kind.
The drugh or ruff, round the silvery orb, is very beautiful—
so white and snowy just before the disk—then shading away,
till the circumference of the fold is drawn by the intruding
darkness, whiles it is called the fa#/ about the moon, or fold.
The signification of brough is a gathering of foul matter, a
collection of rubbish ; so when it is seen, those skilled in
the weather prophesy that there is going to be some on/a’,
or other—either of rain or something worse.

BRUNSTANE.—Brimstone.

BRUNSTANE CANNLES.—Matches made of paper and brimstane,
to suffocate bees.

BRUNT.—Burnt.

BRryYME.—Salt brine.

BuBBLIEJocK.—A name for the turkey-cock.
Busies.—The breasts.

BucHANITES.—A singular sect of religious fanatics that first
made their appearance in the neighbourhood of Glasgow
about fifty or sixty years ago. From thence they came to
Buckan ko', in the parish of Closeburn; and now the
remnant of the core remain at a place in Galloway, called
the Crooked-ford, a place about eight or nine miles west
from Dumfries. Their founder was a Mrs. Buchan, the
wife of a dyer in Glasgow. She was a very tall, strong
woman ; or, in the Scottish, a sfrapping hizzie. Her husband
and her having had some dispute, she flung aside her /¢
pots, and left off the colouring of matter for the colouring of
mind, and was so fortunate as soon to have many followers,
all dipped in one dye. Amongst these was a fellow of the
name of White, a colleged priest, as he was termed,—a fellow
who had been bred up for the church in some university,

but having a weak brain, unfit to hold the learning that was
G
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poured into it, he so became a fit subject for waiting upo>m
Mrs. Buchan, and frantic as she could possibly be. Whit €,
however, aided her cause very considerably. He was qui e
an Abbo Bekar to Mahomet. When the innocent countxy
people heard that a real priest, a minister of the word, had
become a Buchanite, they gathered in from all quarters, aond
became so likewise.

One of her chief tenets was, that all who followed her
and her doctrine would go to heaven without tasting of
death, like Elias, and that too, on a certain day which she
prophesied—for she always wished to be looked on asa
prophetess, and that she alighted on earth at the Clauchon
@ Thornkill, from heaven, keeping still the Z#¢ vats in the
Gorbals of Glasgow out of sight. At long and length the
glorious day arrived on which they were all to be taken
to the regions above, where endless happiness existed, and
pleasure for evermore. Platforms were erected for them
to wait on, until the wonderful hour arrived, and Mrs.
Buchan’s platform was exalted above all the others. The
hair of 7Zka head was cut short—all but a tuft on the top,
for the angels to catch by when drawing them up. The
momentous hour came. Every station for ascension was
instantly occupied. Thus they stood, expecting to be
wafted every moment into the land of bliss, when a gust
of wind came ;—but, instead of wafting them upwards, it
capsized Mrs. Buchan, platform and all! and the fall
made her all Aeck again on the cauld yird. After this un-
expected downcome, she fell into disgrace by her leaders,
and her words had not so much weight with them; still,
however, a great number clung by her; and one night
(she having been ailing for some time before) a fit came
on her, out of which she never recovered; but her dis-
ciples, thinking it to be a trance into which she had fallen,
expected her to awake; but no signs of this appearing
for some days, and her body beginning to have a putrid
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smell, they thought it prudent to bury it in the earth beside
the house ; and by her have been laid all those of her sect
who have since died.—So ends the tale of Lucky Buchan.
She would allow none of her followers to marry, or have any
love-dealings with other ; so the tribe soon weeded away and
became thin. It is said that there were many bdastard
bairnies appeared amongst them ; but that they hardly ever
let them behold the light. Be this as it may, their general
character all along has been, quite harmless. They were, and
yet are, a very industrious people, and have been long un-
matched at making Wee Wheels and Chackreels, plying the
turning-loom to great perfection. They are all, however, of
rather a wild frantic nature, and seem to want  some pence of
the shilling, a penny or more.” After all, they have been an
odd concern ; and to think they arose in Scotland, a place

¢ Whar lair and light, are at sic a height,”

is a thing to be wondered at. Many pamphlets and songs
have been wrote respecting this species of Mahometans ;
but none of them that I have seen seem to have any touches
of talent worthy of remark.

BluckBEARD.—A kind of hard fog, of a white nature, which
is found growing on rocks—often it is seen in the form
of a wine-glass, or inverted cone, and looks very beautiful ;
it is not used now-a-days for any thing I know of, but
anciently the witches found it an useful ingredient in a
charm mixture. :

Buckies.—Fruit of a certain kind of brier. There are three
species of “buckiberries” in the country—a long green
kind, good to eat, grows on lofty bushes; another much
like them, but grows on higher bushes, and never ripens
well ; and a third kind, about the size of a sloe, or larger, and
of the same colour, which grows on a dwarfish brier, thought
to be somewhat poisonous.

820900,



100 BUC —— BUL

Buckie Lice.—The seed of the buckie; it much resembles
lice.

BuckIN.—Striking.
BuckLeE.—To fix.

Buck NOorR CROON.—An animal is said to be unfit to do either
of these, when it can neither strike nor make a noise,
though willing to do both.

Bucks AND Kips.—A school-game. See “ Doors.”
Buck-TEETH.—Outstanding tusks.

BurFER.—A boxer—a Crib; a blackguard—a man detested
amongst men.

BurF Nor STYE—A phrase which signifiess—I know nothing
about it, neither more nor less, neither in one respect nor in
another.

. Burrr.—The noise of a blow given on soft subjects, which
may be well conceived from this quotation from  Chris?
Kirk on the Green"—
¢ He hit him on the wame a whap,
““It bufft like ony blether ;
““But ha ! his fortune was and hap,

¢¢ His doublet made o’ lether—-
‘¢ Saved him that day.”

BucHT.—A sheepfold.
BuLB or BuLBocH.—A disorder with sheep; when infected

they drink water until they swell and burst ; when swelled
they are of a bulbous form—hence the name.

Burra.—Brother.

BuLLIRAG.—A dispute with words—* words that often come to®
blows.”

BuLLIisTERs.—Large sloes, common on sea-shores ; for there
the sloe thorns spread on the beech like wall fruit trees,
as it were, on the walls before the sun.
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:s.—The wild humble bees. There are three kinds
ese bees common in Scotland—the black, the éraw-
nd the brown. The first has its nest deep in the
d, and they are generally found in very large colonies
1er; the second build and breed under ground too,
ot so deep as the others; and the third, or brown,
s on the surface. The sting of a wild bee is not so
nous as that of a tame one, neither are the dumbees
:;rce as the others; but will fly buzzing round and
l, and seldom dart in to sting—their dykes are robbed
ommon, without much trouble. The honey of dum-
s also quite weak and watry to that of the others ;
lo they display great handy work in the formation of
combs ; theirs are no hexagonal tubes, but dirty glo-
figures ; they are no craftsmen in truth, nor yet near
mble as the others in comparison ; yet who does not
to hear them in the spring dumming amongst the
saughs wi’ downie buds, or the opening leaves of the’
‘ree. In an old riddle the three kinds are thus specified—

“ As I cam ower the tap o’ Tyne, )

‘1 met a drove o’ Highlan’ swine ;

“ Some o'm black, some o’'m brown,

‘ Some o’'m rigget ower the crown ;

‘¢ Sic a drove o’ Highlan’ swine,
““1 ne’er met on the top o’ Tyne.”

>ck.—The humming beetle of the evenings.
.—Humming.
e.—To fumble.

IN BRAWLY.—An old dance, the dance which always
balls ; the same with the * Cushion” almost.

‘ Wha learn’d you to dance,
¢ You to dance, you to dance,
¢“ Wha learn’d you to dance—
‘¢ A country bumpkin brawly ?
“ My mither learn’d me when I was young,
‘ When I was young, when I was young,
‘“ My mither learn’d me when I was young,
“ The country bumpkin brawly.”
Auld Sang.

tune of this song is always played to the dance.
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BumsHoT.—When any plot gives way with us, we are said
to be bumshot.

BumwHUsH.—When anything has made a noise for somme
time, and is then quashed, it is said to have gone to the
bumwhush. This is too often the way with people of grezt
popularity; they have their day, then go all to the bumwhus /.

BunjELLs.—Burthens of straw ; fern.

BuNKER.—A long chest, answering also for a seat.

BuNN.—A hare’s tail. .
Bunse.—A short thick little girl.
Burp.—Bird.

BurD ALANE.—Bird alone.

BuriaL House.—The house of mourning ; the house wherein
lies a corpse awaiting interment ; it is termed the durial
house but for one day, the day of the burial.

BurrLy WHUSH.—A game played at with a ballL. The ball
is thrown up by one of the players on a house or wall,
who cries on the instant it is thrown to another to catch
or kep it before it falls to the ground; they all run off
but this one to a little distance, and if he fails in &¢pping
it, he bawls out durly whush; then the party be arrested
in their flight, and must run away no farther. He sin-
gles out one of them then, and throws the ball at him,
which often is directed so fair as to strike ; then this one
at which the ball has been thrown is he who gives durly
whush with the ball to any he chooses. If the corner of
a house be at hand, as is mostly the case, and any of the
players escape behind it, they must still shew one of their
hands past its edge to the burly whush man, who some-
times hits it such a w/ack with the ball, as leaves it dir/ing
for an hour afterwards.

BurN.—A small river of water. These rivulets are fre-
quently very poetical objects in nature, when they steal
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“’neath the lang yellow broom,” or when *’neath the brow
the burnie juiks ;” and on so. Zannakill has a good song
called Yon Burn Side; and here follows a new one, of an
original stamp, termed—

THE SUNNY BURN BRAE.

My auld cronnie Pate has his sweet, sweet Kate,
And my darling Nannie I hae, hae ;

Wi’ her I roam, the meadow and the howm,
And row on the Sunny Burn Brae, Brae—

And row on the Sunny Bumn Brae.

Her shining hair is a yellowish fair,
And her €’en are as black as the slae, slae;
O ! were she in my arms, to towzle her
Again on the Sunny Burn Brae, Brae—
Again on the Sunny Burn Brae.

O'! her singing to hear I do lo’e dear,
’Tis sweeter than the lammie’s mae, mae;
But to kiss her mou’ is like Heaven I true,
On the green and Sunny Burn Brae, Brae—
On the green and Sunny Burn Brae.

My heart she has ta’en, O! I find it’s clean gane,
And I hope she’ll ne'er let it gae, gae;

Nor the want o't I’ll no mourn—as her ain ane in return,
She gaed me on the Sunny Burn Brae, Brae—

She gaed me on the Sunny Burn Brae.

By the hinnysuckle tree, adown the flowery lee,
I like weel on the e’ening to stray, stray ;

But the hinysuckle tree is nought ava to me,
Like my love on the Sunny Burn Brae, Brae—

Like my love on the Sunny Burn Brae.

"XIRNBECKER.—The bird known also by the name of water-
_2yet, having a white breast, while the rest of its plumage
is black, and a frequenter of burns or streams of water;
it keeps its body in continual motion—dbeck-—becking—
hence the name burnbecker. 1t is one of the poet’s favourite
birds, not for its singing, for it sings none, nor for its
beauty, having also little of that; but because it haunts

places of deep solitude—lonely burns—where also do the
bards of nature.

BurNBLADES.—A large broad leaved plant, which is found
growing on the banks of burns.
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BURNT-sTANES.—A curling term. When a stone in mo-
tion hits another in passing slightly, it is said to durn on
it ; sometimes when they durn or rub rather roughly, they
are said to have got their durthen ; that is to say, they have
got as much of their motion retarded by one stone, as
hinders them to damage any more; and when a stone in
motion hits the feet, or the droom of any player, not on
the same side of the game with that stone, it is allowed
to be played over again; but if it hit one on its own side,
it is thrown off the #¢ ; for why it is a durnt-stane.

BURRBLE.—Any thing in confusion. When a pirn of yam in
winding runs into disorder, it is then in a snur/ or a burrbk.

BURR-THRISTLES.—The strongest of the thistle tribe. ~There
are five kinds of thistles common in Scotland—the burr
or horse thristle ; the corn thristle ; the moss thristle; the
swine thristle ; and the Scotch thristle.

BurseN KIirns.—Those Zirns which are cut with labour.
Thus, if the last of the crop cannot be got cut by the skearers
for all they can work until night be set in—then they say
they have had a dursen kirn; they have bdurst themselveS
almost before they got the last cut or girz shorn.

BusHEs.—Iron or brass rings in the centre of wheels, to ke€k
down friction.

BuskeTr.—Neatly dressed.

Buss.—Bush.

But anDp BEN.—Kitchen and parlour.

ButT.—A mark. “ Bowbutts,” little hillocks of earth comm <
in Galloway ; there are mostly two of them found nes®
other, within 150 or perhaps 200 yards; they were ti®

places shot at by our forefathers, when practising with th ¢
ancient weapons of war—the bow and arrow.

. BUTTERMILK GLED.—A bird of the falcon tribe; it is ot
a cream colour, of the size of the common &itz; som€e
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think it is the male kite, but this cannot be so. It seems to
be a bird of emigration ; and, by its visiting us in winter,
bespeaks it comes from some arctic nation. Indeed,
Greenland is seen in all its moves; it is savage and cold-
hearted. No durd o prey gives a clocken hen a greater
glocken than the buttermilk gled.

ByE-HIM-SELL.—Deranged in the intellect.
Byke—To whinge ; to weep and sob.
BykEs.—Bee nests ; also nests of angry people.
ByLEs.—Gatherings of bile on the body.
ByNALL.-—A tall lame man.

BvNG.—A rude lump, or heap of anything, such as a pit full
of potatoes.

BYrRE.—A cowhouse.
ByRE-pPLAID.—A plaid used about byres.

ByRE-WoMaN.—The girl about farm-houses, whose duty it
is to look after the cows during the winter season ; these
girls for common are strong-boned persons, as able to give
a good lift as a man. There are always two chief female
servants about houses of this kind, called the “ byrewoman,”
and the “ kitchinwoman,” the cold half of the year; and the
“outane” and the ““ innane” the other half; for in summer
cows are put out of the dyre. I have heard that Nicholson
our poet has wrote a poem, ycleped verses on the ¢ Death o
a Dairymaid.” 1 wish I saw them.

ByrrAN.—The female nymphe.

C.

Ca’.—To call ; name ; and drive.

CaBBAGE BLADEs.—Blades of the cabbage plant, used to wrap
soft matters in, as butter.
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CaBrocH.—Stinking putrid flesh ; food for the ravens and
greycrows.

CADGELL'D.—A person having got a rough ride is said to have
been cadgell’d ; cadgell, being to carry after a rough manner—

‘¢ Fate ne’er intends us twa auld hags,

*“ Twa Billy Newals, or Sewnte Rags,

¢ To cadgell, keel, and ronnet —

¢ Ower a’ the kintra, Geordy.”
Epistle to George Wishart.

CADGER.—A carrier on horseback.

CapGer TE CREELS AND A'.—An expression representing a
cadger and all his appurtenances.

CAED.—Calved.

CAER BENTORIGUM.—A beautiful Roman camp in the parish
of Kirkcudbright ; it is on the top of a commanding hill,
and surrounded by deep trenches ; a more entire thing of
the kind is not in the south of Scotland ; some think it was
one of the posts of Agricola.

CAERSLOOTH.—AnN ancient fortress on the sea shore, in the
parish of Kirkmabreek, Galloway; it is a strength by
nature of the first kind ; a deep chasm cutting its site from
the main land, above twenty feet in width, and above fifty
in depth; over this has been thrown a draw-bridge ; and
as the sides of the rock all round are extremely steep, it is
wonderful to conceive how a foe might gain possession of
it ; yet here it was that—

‘ Wallace lap, and Carlie clam.”

He first threw his broad sword over the yawning chasm—
did the mighty Scots patriot; then followed it by making
a tremendous leap himself. His fell comrade Carlie durst
not try that trick, but went down the precipice, and dam
up to the assistance of his friend—what brave fellows—
was a place ever taken by storm in such a manner—there
did they /ay on like devils. Wallace took his great sword



CAE —— CAI 107

which was like the raffer of a house, both hands to the
handle, and mowed the southeron loons down before him;
some of whom, rather than receive a fleg from his metal
keen, leaped over the #keugh, where they were dashed to
pieces below.

On the main land, and just beside where the grand en-
trance had been, stands a large smooth faced stone, with
many characters cut on it, but what these import no anti-
quarian as yet can tell.

Ca’es.—Calves.

Carr.—Chaff.

CAFFIE-HEAP.—A heap of oats before they are winnowed.

CairN HATTIE.—A large Galloway mountain ; on its top a
cloud generally reposes—a cowl or hat as it were—hence
the name /attie.

Cairns.—Hillocks of stones ; whiles they are built with care,
but oftener not; they are common on the tops of hills;
a number of them were built prior to dykes, as marks, to
shew /Jairds the marches or boundaries of their possessions.
In ancient burial grounds they are met with too ; our ances-
tors, like the natives yet of every uncivilized country, huddled
a number of stones on the graves of their dead.

“ Ul throw a stane to your Cairn,” was a phrase used in
the days of yore, and expressive of a kindness that would
be shewn persons even when dead—by throwing a stone
now and then to the cairns on their graves. Chieftains of
course then, and people of note, would be honoured with
the largest casrns.

CAIRNS-MOORS. — There are three large hills or moors in
Galloway, called ¢ Cairns-moors "—

¢ Cairns-moor o’ Fleet,

¢¢ Cairns-moor o’ Dee ;

‘¢ But Cairns-moor o’ Carsphairn
¢“’Sthe biggest o’ the three.”

They are about a couple of thousand feet above the level



108 CAK ——— CAN

of the sea. Yirns, otherwise eagles, build their nests on
them—and amongst their wild rocks are pieces of beautiful
spar found, termed by the country people Casrns-moor
diamonds. 1 have heard, too, of the door of the Cairns-moor
of Fleet, which is a very large cave that runs away into the
interior of the mountain, as yet, like the Piger’s Co’' & Cowend,
unexplored.

Caxk1e.—The excrement of children.
CALLAN.—A young person, either a 'boy or a girl.

CALLEDIN O' THE BLADE.—A slight rain by which the blades
of grass are cooled and refreshed.

CaLLION.—Any thing old and ugly.

CaMRreLL.—A piece of wood used by butchers, notched
on either end, used in hanging up carcases by the hind
legs.

CAMSHACKLED.—A quadruped is so, when its two fore legs
are “/langled)” or confined with a chain, so that it cannot
leap.

CaMsTEERIE.—Restless ; given to quarrel.
CancLIN.—Wrangling ; foolishly disputing.
CANKERT.—Cross-grained ; ill-natured ; fretfuly &c.

CANKERT KING CowaN.—An old farmer wretch, who
lived at a place, some years ago, called the Blairs o Cree;
he was extremely bad to his wife; in short, there was not
one good quality about him. An Irish bard, who had
been stopping sometime in his neighbourhood, and who
knew his character well, would make a song on him—the
which I here give; because it contains some genius, and
is wrote not only to a Galloway air, but in the Galloway
language ; some of the ideas however bespeak green Erin.
It gave me some furbishing ado before I got its grammar,
measure, and clink, in a fair looking passable way; but
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indeed the confessions of an old blackguard will never look
well—

My name’s [lohnnie Cowan the king o’ queer fellows,
The devil the like o’ me ere ye did see; °

Myl they are stronger than ony smith’s bellows,

_ Sae far frae the grave than I surely man be.

But like the horn’d howlet that’s a’ the nicht screeching,
’Bout cuikin o’ victuals am a’ the day teaching ;

On washing o’ dishes too I'd mak a preaching,
Wad bet ony sermon ere ranted on Cree.

I never am weel but whan discontented,
Sae my wife and me we do seldom agree ;
I lather her aften and never repent it ;
I wuss she wad tak the hint some day and dee.
I'd rather be boxing and scaulin the women,
And riving their cheeks till the bluid it came streamin’,
Then hae a brade river o’ wine to gae swim in,
Exceeding in bigness the water o’ Cree.

For how to get rich it is a’ my desire,
Before that on whisky I'd spen’ ae bawbee,

I'd rather sup sna brew that’s made at the fire ;
My neebors ken weel what a miser I be.

I hunger my wyme, and my back I keep duddy,
For how to save sillar is 2’ my hale study ;

Ne'er think it ought strange tho’ I girn in a wuddie,
Ay auld farmer Jock at the Blairs o’ the Cree.

The first wife I had was a hule o’ a woman,
But death was sae kind as to click her frae me;
To whripe for the dead is a sin unbecomin.
Sae never a tear left my blinkers for she,
Afore she tirl'd owre my prayers war fervant,
Death cam and the cheel did na gang "thout his yerrand ;
But than my hale blame was I kiss'd my ain servant,
Like mony mae else, on the water o’ Cree.

Sae whan I had gotten my auld Lucky burried,
My joy it rase up to highest degree ;

O ! than my hale thought was again to get married,
For ’thout a bit hizzie I never cud be.

I rade af on my naig than and courted my Rosie,
As plump as a pig and as gay as a posie ;

But little thought I she was frien to auld Nosie,
The bawd;‘iouse-keeper on the water o’ Cree.

1 took her for nane o’ your gigglin gawkies,

Tho' she had a vile gate playin wink wi’ her e’e ;
Her kisses war sweeter than frosty potatoes,

11k time that a smack o’ her mou’ I did prie.
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CaBrocH.—Stinking putrid flesh; food for the ravens and
greycrows.

CADGELL'D.—A person having got a rough ride is said to haw—e
been cadgell’d ; cadgell, being to carry after a rough manner——

‘ Fate ne’er intends us twa auld hags,
*“ Twa Billy Newals, or Sawnte Rags,
¢ To cadgell, keel, and ronnet —

¢ Ower a’ the kintra, Geordy.”

Epistle to George Wishart.

CADGER.—A carrier on horseback.

Capcer TE CREELS AND A’.—An expression representing a2
cadger and all his appurtenances.

CAED.—Calved.

CAER BENTORIGUM.—A beautiful Roman camp in the parish
of Kirkcudbright ; it is on the top of a commanding hill,
and surrounded by deep trenches ; a more entire thing of
the kind is not in the south of Scotland ; some think it was
one of the posts of Agricola.

CAERSLOOTH.—An ancient fortress on the sea shore, in the
parish of Kirkmabreek, Galloway; it is a strength by
nature of the first kind ; a deep chasm cutting its site from
the main land, above twenty feet in width, and above fifty
in depth; over this has been thrown a draw-bridge ; and
as the sides of the rock all round are extremely steep, it is
wonderful to conceive how a foe might gain possession of
it ; yet here it was that—

 Wallace lap, and Carlie clam.”

He first threw his broad sword over the yawning chasm—
did the mighty Scots patriot; then followed it by making
a tremendous leap himself. His fell comrade Carlie durst
not try that trick, but went down the precipice, and cam
up to the assistance of his friend—what brave fellows—
was a place ever taken by storm in such a manner—there
did they Zay on like devils. Wallace took his great sword

-
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which was like the raffer of a house, both hands to the
handle, and mowed the southeron loons down before him;
some of whom, rather than receive a fl¢g from his metal
keen, leaped over the Aeugh, where they were dashed to
pieces below.

On the main land, and just beside where the grand en-
trance had been, stands a large smooth faced stone, with
many characters cut on it, but what these import no anti-
quarian as yet can tell.

Ca’es.—Calves.

CarFr.—Chaff.

CAFFIE-HEAP.—A heap of oats before they are winnowed.

CaIrN HATTIE—A large Galloway mountain ; on its top a
cloud generally reposes—a cowl or hat as it were—hence
the name Aattie.

Cairns.—Hillocks of stones; whiles they are built with care,
but oftener not; they are common on the tops of hills;
a number of them were built prior to dykes, as marks, to
shew Jairds the marches or boundaries of their possessions.
In ancient burial grounds they are met with too ; our ances-
tors, like the natives yet of every uncivilized country, huddled
a number of stones on the graves of their dead.

“ 'l throw a stane lo your Cairn,” was a phrase used in
the days of yore, and expressive of a kindness that would
be shewn persons even when dead—by throwing a stone
now and then to the cairns on their graves. Chieftains of
course then, and people of note, would be honoured with
the largest cairns.

CAIRNS-MOORS. — There are three large hills or moors in
Galloway, called ¢ Cairns-moors "—

¢¢ Cairns-moor o’ Fleet,

¢ Caims-moor o’ Dee;

‘¢ But Cairns-moor o’ Carsphairn
¢¢’Sthe biggest o’ the three.”

They are about a couple of thousand feet above the level
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of the sea. Yirns, otherwise eagles, build their nests on
them—and amongst their wild rocks are pieces of beautiful
spar found, termed by the country people Cairns-mor
diamonds. 1 have heard, too, of the door of the Cairns-morr
of Fleet, which is a very large cave that runs away into the
interior of the mountain, as yet, like the Piper’s Co’ & Cowend,
unexplored.

CakIE.—The excrement of children.
CALLAN.—A young person, either a boy or a girl.

CALLEDIN O' THE BLADE.—A slight rain by which the blades
of grass are cooled and refreshed.

CaLLION.—Any thing old and ugly.

CAMRELL.—A piece of wood used by butchers, notched
on either end, used in hanging up carcases by the hind
legs.

CAMSHACKLED.—A quadruped is so, when its two fore legs
are “langled,” or confined with a chain, so that it cannot
leap. '

CAMSTEERIE.—Restless ; given to quarrel.

CaNGLIN.—Wrangling ; foolishly disputing.

CANKERT.—Cross-grained ; ill-natured ; fretful; &c.

CANKERT KING CowaN.—An old farmer wretch, who
lived at a place, some years ago, called the Blairs 0 Cree;
he was extremely bad to his wife; in short, there was not
one good quality about him. An Irish bard, who had
been stopping sometime in his neighbourhood, and who
knew his character well, would make a song on him—the
which I here give ; because it contains some genius, and
is wrote not only to a Galloway air, but in the Galloway
language ; some of the ideas however bespeak green Erin.
It gave me some furbishing ado before I got its grammar,
measure, and clink, in a fair looking passable way; but
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indeed the confessions of an old blackguard will never look
well—

My name’s [Iohnnie Cowan the king o’ queer fellows,
The devil the like o’ me ere ye did see ; -

Myl they are stronger than ony smith’s bellows,

_ Sae far frae the grave than I surely man be.

But like the horn’d howlet that’s a’ the nicht screeching,
’Bout cuikin o’ victuals am a’ the day teaching ;

On washing o’ dishes too I'd mak a preaching,
‘Wad bet ony sermon ere ranted on Cree.

I never am weel but whan discontented,
Sae my wife and me we do seldom agree ;
I lather her aften and never repent it ;
I wuss she wad tak the hint some day and dee.
I'd rather be boxing and scaulin the women,
And riving their cheeks till the bluid it came streamin’,
‘Then hae a brade river o’ wine to gae swim in,
Exceeding in bigness the water o’ Cree.

For how to get rich it is a’ my desire,
Before that on whisky I'd spen’ ae bawbee,

T'd rather sup sna brew that’s made at the fire ;
My neebors ken weel what a miser I be.

T hunger my wyme, and my back I keep duddy,
For how to save sillar is 2’ my hale study ;

Ne'er think it ought strange tho’ I girn in a wuddie,
Ay auld farmer Jock at the Blairs o’ the Cree.

‘The first wife I had was a hule 0’ a woman,
But death was sae kind as to click her frae me;
To whripe for the dead is a sin unbecomin.
Sae never a tear left my blinkers for she.
Afore she tirl'd owre my prayers war fervant,
Death cam and the cieel did na gang ’thout his yerrand ;
But than my hale blame was I kiss’d my ain servant,
Like mony mae else, on the water o’ Cree.

Sae whan I had gotten my auld Lucky burried,
My joy it rase up to highest degree ;

O ! than my hale thought was again to get married,
For ’thout a bit hizzie I never cud be.

I rade af on my naig than and courted my Rosie,
As plump as a pig and as gay as a posie ;

But little thought I she was frien to auld Nosie,
The bawdy house-keeper on the water o’ Cree.

I took her for nane o’ your gigglin gawkies,

Tho’ she had a vile gate playin wink wi’ her e’e ;
Her kisses war sweeter than frosty potatoes,

Ilk time that a smack o’ her mou’ I did prie.
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I swore by my soul, I could swear by no greater,
That I was quite wullin my dear wife to make her ;

If she’d na comply o the auld boy might take her,
For me, Johnnie Cowan, on the water o’ Cree.

But afore she wad join me in sic a contraction,
Three hunner pounds interest T yearly bond gie
And being in lo’e faith about the distraction,
To a’ her proposals I quickly did gree.
And now my auld pow she has neatly adorned
Wi’ thae vera things that I sae meikle scorned,
For now like a big Irish bill T am horned,
And croons out my wrath on the water o' Cree.

And now my guid neebors sae douce and religious,
I beg this ae favour frae you whan I dee ;
Ye’'ll rip up my memory through distant ages,
And this epitaph ye’ll get printed on me.
Here lies the remains o’ Cankert King Cowan,
A miser, a cuckold, a pickthank, a loon,
And a lustfu’ auld rogue—his match was ne’er known
Wha farm’d ance the Blairs on the water o’ Cree.

CaNNLESMAS-Day—Candlemas-day. The way in which this
day is held at country schools, is tolerably expressed in the
following poem, written by a youth of fifteen—

CANNLEMAS DAY,

Whan February’s flaughts o’ snaw
Besark the infant year:
When ne’er a bonny flower ava
Upon the howms appear ;
Than Cannlesmas at kintra skools
We haud in merry stile :
Nae skolar’s fash’d wi’ buiks and rules,
But ilka ane dis smile
Wi’ joy that day.

Behold Gillronnie's family braw,
Gaun owre yon Whunnie hill
Wi’ faces clean, snod daickert a’,
By mammie’s greatest skill ;
A.ndy see how crouse their father looks
As he steps up ahin them,
Thinking by how they learn their books,
That meikle pith is in them,
To shine some day.

Sic fathers are auld Scotlan’s pride :
The far famed haunt for learning,
What nation i’ the warle wide
Like her in its discerning—
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Her manly independent youths
Can never live 'thout knowledge ;
And deep they’re shawn the science truths
In mony a thacked college,
By night and day.

There Dominies are fain to teach,
Tho’ scrimpet be the salary;
And gif they play the sooking leech,
They're whistled down wi’ raillery ;
And youths there be 'mang moorland fells,
Far frae a’ rural Athens,
Wha pore awa, and learn themsells
Wi’ pleasure and wi’ patience,
For mony a day.

.But ha! The croovie-skool is seen
In loop o’ yonder burn;
The scraws and heather keep it bein,
The bairns wi’ cauld ne’er yurn.
Frae out its conic comic lum,
The reek is thickly rowing ;
Within—hear what a din and hum
Frae skolars thickly scrowing,
A’ there this day.

Adown the deep snaw wridy glen,
What knots are coming posting,
How merrily they onward sten,
And o’ their cocks are boasting ;
For midden cocks het frae the bawks,
They bring to daub and batter,
And may be some for a’ their cracks
Will get, and what the matter,
Their licks this day.

And now the crue is panged fu’,
On binks they a’ are seated,
The Dominie’s a{ glowering through
To see a’ kindly treated ;
He waleth ay the wee anes out,
And plants them roun’ the fire;
The big anes drive the jibe about,
The de’il the ane dis tire,
And gaunt this day.

Douce Elder John, than ca’s the names,
The barnies than do ease

Their pouches wagging by their wames,
WS¢’ their intended bleese;

Some saxpence brass—a shilling bit,
And some gie twa or three;

IIx
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Gif that they be inclined to sit,
As king and queen ye see,
Upon this day.

And o peep at the Dominie,
Was ever monarch gladder;

See how he e’es the white money,
And pockets up the cauder;

Wi’ perfect joy the body smirks,
And fain wad fa’ a laughing;

He snirtles wi’ his neb and snirks,
Than’s fluttering and laughing,

Puir cheel this day.

Roun’ comes in jugs on whiteairn traes,
The sweet brewn whusky toddy ;

‘ Come whomeld owre,” the waiter says,
¢ Twill hurt na honest body;”

Than Carvie Kebbuck featly cut
In sonsy oblong dasses,

Wi’ bruckelie scly owre the glut,
What stiveron this surpasses,

Nane—nane, nae day.

O ’tis a noble rustic sight
To see sae mony youths
Their Dominie a serving right,
While he sae minds tEeir mouths;
A dram is worth a million thanks,
A thousand fluent speeches;
For in the breast it plays its pranks,
While they the heart ne’er reaches,
On sic a day.

Ablins the younkers here,
Just pure frae nature’s glens,

Some may be heard o’ yet elsewhere,
As wondrous fowk—wha kens.

A patriot stern, a poet wild,
A Wallace or a Burns,

Sae 'mang the prodigies be stiled,
But time makes few returns

Like them ilk day.

Some o’'m doubtless wunna fail
O’ being plowmen strong,
Or fit to swing the weary lfnil
The gloomy wunter lang;
Or some may chance be hardy tars,
And swash upon the ocean,
Or sodger lads for bluidy wars,
To fight without promotion,
For mony a day.
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Nae matter tho’ they now a ring
Do form fu’ wide and braw,

And into it their cocks they fling,
The chanticleers do craw ;

Baut ablins there is ane o'm game,
Steel spur’'d in fighting order;

Sae some saft faes he soon dis tame,
And some my chap dis murder,

Perchance that day.

The battle by, again the punch
Comes sweiling roun’ the binks :
The eater nulls the hearty lunch,
The drinker dreeps and drinks ;
The fun is fairly at a height,
Nae ceremonies hamper,
Wi’ faces red and hearts fu’ light,
They out and hameward scamper,
Wi’ glee this day.

The auld fowk left now closer draw
O’ care their sauls unfankle,
They canna lae the pig ava
While it sounds pinklepankle ;
Whan naething mair fra it dis seep,
Wi’ than they move the shankie,
And bicker through the glens sae deep,
Fu’ jollock, blythe, and swankie,
Right cheels that dav.

CanNLEsMAs BLEEZE.—That offering or present pupils make
to their “ Dominies” on Candlemas-day. Anciently it used
to be a large candle, one that could give a good *#&aze ;"
hence the name ‘“bleeze ;” now-a-days “kard cash” is
thought gives as pleasant a light.

CAaNT.—A little rise of rocky ground in a highway; also to
“cant” anything over, is to tumble it off the perpendicular,
or over it.

CANTER.—The motion of an animal between the trot and
gallop.

CanTrIps.—Witch spells, incantations, or the black art
witches use, when going on with their witcheries : various

snatches of cantrip rkyme are yet afloat on the atmos-
H



114

phere of tradition, not unsimilar to what Shakespeare in-
troduces in his tragedy of Macbeth. Surely, the mighty
bard of nature had been no stranger to Canfrips—with

his—

I may give two of the many specimens

curiosities—

Such, I suspect, is a cantrip, respecting bachelors and
blackguards; but the mysteries in it are not to be seen
through. The other I here give, is much of the same
nature, only it seems more concerned with the female

creation—
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“Toil and trouble, toil and trouble,
¢ Fire burn, and cauldron bubble.”

In the pingle or the pan

Or the haurnpan o’ man,

Boil the heart’s bluid o’ the tade,
W1’ the tallow o’ the Gled ;
Hawcket kail, and hen dirt,
Chow’d cheese, an chicken-wort ;
Yallow puddocks champit sma’,
Spiders ten, and gellocks twa ;
Sclaters twall, frae foggy dykes,
Bumbees twunty, frac their bykes !
Asks frae stinking lochens blue,
Ay, will make a better stue :
Bachelors maun hae a charm,
Hearts they hae fu’ o’ harm :

Ay the aulder, ay the caulder,
And the caulder ay the baulder,
Taps sna white, and tails green,
Snapping maidens o’ fifteen,
Mingle, mingle, in the pingle,
Join the cantrip wi’ the jingle :
Now we see and now we sce,
Plots o’ poaching ane, twa, three.

Yirbs for the blinking queen,

Seeth now whan it is e’en ;
Boortree branches, yellow gowans,
Berry rasps, and berry rowans ;
De’il’s milk frac thrissles saft,
Clover blades frae aff the craft ;
Binwud leaves, and blinmen’s baws,
Heather bells, and wither’d haws ;
Something sweet, something sour,
Time about wi’ mild and dour ;

I have of these
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Hinnie suckles, bluidy fingers,
Napple roots, and nettle stingers ;
s 0’ bees, and gall in bladders,
Gowks’ spittles, pizion adders ;
May dew, and fumarts’ tears,
Nool shearings, nowts’ neers,
Mix, mix, six and six,
And the Auld maid’s cantrip fix.

Canty—Happy, healthy, cheerful, &c.
CaPPERNOITED—Intoxicated, giddy, frolicksome, &c.

CarpIN—A piece of green hide, firmly tied to that half of
the Aail called the “soople,” so that the “midkipple,”
another piece of hide, may connect it to the other half, the
“ hand-staff.” Flaxen-hair'd Frank was the doy who could
both tune a flail and a fidd/e.

CARLE—AN old tall man ; also a tall rustic candle-stick.

CARLINE—AnN old woman, though more often used to express
some supernatural being.

CARLINES Co'—A very small cove on the west side of the
river Dee, and one of the most lonely and romantic any
where to be seen. When the bloody Grier o Lagy and
the Douglass's hunted the Covenanters over hill and dale,
a poor man of the name of Dixon took up his abode in
Carlines Co, and lived the whole of the time that foul
persecution lasted, on the sheli-fish he gathered on the sea-
shore beside him, the which he found means to broil on a
fire by night: thus he eluded the foes of his clan, the foes
of God and man. The mouth of the cave is quite covered
with brush-wood ; at the farther end or éenmost bore of
it, remains yet his seat—a square sea-stone: on it I ex-
pected to find an inscription of some kind or other, but was
deceived. The Assmidden, and other remains of fire, to be
met with, together with the general appearance of the
cave, left no doubt on my mind but that it had been once
inhabited, and for a considerable time—
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‘‘ There sat the lanely trimmling wight,
** Fear hardly let him draw his breath,

‘“ For every hour by day and niiht,
‘‘ He drcaded that he’d meet his death.

‘* A day o’ storm—a night fu’ black,

‘* War seasons whan his soul had ease ;
** Light e’er flung him on the rack,

¢ Grim terror did poor Dixon tease.

¢ He lang’d na for the brade bright moon,
‘‘ But wish’d her ay ahint a clud ;

* When morning came he griend for noon.
““The darker—less his heart did thud.

¢ Gif that the heron ga'e a scraigh,
** While stegging on the saunie shore ;

‘¢ Or shelldrake 'mang the craigs, a squaigh,
‘¢ His cauld sweat gush’d frae every pore.

‘ He'd shade the binwud door aside,
* And through the wunnock sleely peep ;
*¢ And whan he saw nought but the tide,
¢ He hurkled ben, and hauflins fell asleep.”

CARLINS 0’ CAIRNSMUIR—A poem of strange Carlines.

Come, draw roun’ the ingle ane and a’,
And our merriest tales gae tell:

Iet us begin wi’ the norland lad,
The lucky Abram Fell.

‘The true heir was he to Dinwudie,
That braw state by the Tweed,

Whar mony a how, lay for the plough,
And hill for the sheep to feed.

Whar hinnie swerd down the whiteclaver,
And the wallie’s head did ben’,
Whar the herds shoon gather'd the yellow wax,
And the nowt did fu'ly fen':
For the wunter’s sna, scarce lay ava,
On that warm and beilie grun,
And the hie leaf'd tree, on Dinwudie,
Ne'er dreaded the gurly wun.

Now Abram he was luiked on
As a gye lucky boy,
To be the only ane wha wad,
The bonny place enjoy.
The lasses a’, aroun’ the ha’,
The lairdies’ daughters fair,
Did blink on he their blythest e’e,
And dinked wi’ ane air.
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But whan young Abram gaed to claim
The richts to his estate,
Than he did learn sic unco news
As made him luik fu’ blate.
His Enbruch scribe, o’ the black gown tribz,
Did let him plainly see,
There was ane skin, they cudna fin,
Some deed 'bout Dinwudie.

And o ! the want o’ this parchment,
Did hurt young Abram sair ;

He dawner’d by the Pentlan’ hills,
And whripetfv through despair.

Sair he did weep, then fell asleep,
And soundly snor'd awa ;

And he did dream, as it might seem,
But 'twas ’bout Gallowa.

“*Getup! getup !” a voice did say,
** And gang’s the wun dis bla’,

**“Till thou dis fin thysell, Abram,
*¢ In bonny Gallowa.

‘¢ And there gae dance, a while wi’ chance,
¢ And thou shalt meet or lang

** Something, my dear, thy heart will cheer,
‘¢ And set a’ right that’s wrang.”

Sae merrily up young Abram lap,
The wun blew frae the north,
And being yaul’, he soon lost sight

O’ the green banks o' Forth.

Ower Enterkin he fast did rin,
Through Minnichive and a’,

And soon cam he, aside the Dee,
In bonny Gallowa.

He gat a fishing-wan’ and fished
The Geds wi’ meikle glee,
And wi’ a gun pirl’d the Muirfule,
As they wad whurrin’ flee.
At ilka fair, lo he was there,
And wha was there like he,
Wha had his grace, wha had his face ?
A’ lo’ed him to see.

Aund nane did lo'e the laddie mair
Than charming Katie Bell,

"T'he lovely saul amaist ran daft
About young Abram Fell.

Her c’en war blue, that lovely hue,
And the bonny hair had she,

In siller and gowd, it glancin’ flow'd
And she sang wi’ melodee.

117
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Mang the fairy dales o’ Gallowa
Nane was sae fair as she,

And the only daughter too she was

. o’ ;he lairds o’ Burnilee :
‘en thousan’ poun’, he cud down,
Upon her wadding day, i

But wha durst ganf, andy court there thrang,
Nae chiel durst luik that way.

For the laird did think, as sae he micht,
Her match cud no be foun’;

Nae lad he thought sae guid as her
*Tween the sea and the sun.

And whan young Abram to him cam,
He thought the same o’ he,

A broken laird, o’ sma’ regard,
Did please na Burnilee.

‘¢ Forsake my daughter and my ha’,”
To Abram he did say,

¢ How durst ane sneaking beggar-boy
““Come sae far af his way.

‘¢ Awa, awa, lea Gallowa,
‘¢ She hates thy face to see,

¢ Click up ane leg, and gang and beg,
¢ Brave laird o’ Dinwudie.”

Sae glad was Abram to jump on
His twa steave shanks and flee,
As fire sprang frae baith the e’en
O’ the laird o’ Burnilee.
And Katie fair, did greet fu’ sair,
The lad glowr'd roun’ to see,
And saw her fast, held roun’ the waist,
By two strong chiels or three.

Sweet saul, in durance she was laid,
And watched nicht and day,

And ay she raved 'bout young Abram,
In the chaumer whar she lay.

And ay she cried, and ay she sigh'd,
¢I’ll ne’er wed ane but he,

“ Wi’ him in rags, ower the muir-hags,
‘T wad beg happilee.”

Sae Abram tuik his rod again,
And fish'd about the Dee,

But o’ his heart was unco sair,
’Bout the maid o’ Burnilee.

And dull he turn’d, he bitter mourn'd,
Then brake his wan in twa,

Gaed doyl'd about, and lay without,
Amang the frost and sna’.
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And she, for a’ her keepers strick,
The bonny Katie Bell,

Was lost ae morn, and whar she was
There cudna ane o’m tell.

They sought her far, owre heuch and scaur,
And up and down the Dee,

At last they cam, to whar Abram,
In doolfu’ dumps sat he.

They question’d him gif he had seen
T{e lovely Katie Bell,

But satisfaction they gat nane
Frae the doyl'd Abram Fell.

Sae frae their rout, forfouchten out,
They back returned a’,

And said, *‘they had sought for the maid
¢ Ower a’ wide Gallowa.”

But tho’ that they had sought the wuds
And glens whar warlocks beek,

They hadna found’ sweet Katie Bell,
Wham they had gane to seek.

Th_le{ now despaird—likewise the laird,

at her they’d nae mair see,

Sae nought but grief, without relief,

Was heard ’bout Burnilee.

They ne’er thought that the Carlins had
Convey’d the bloomin bairn,

To their grand palace in the muir,
The hie muir wi’ the Cairn,

Through the mirky air, in their arm-chair,
The damsel they did ride,

Until they came to their house o’ fame,
Sae elegant and wide.

For carpets o’ queer ureie hues,
Bespread the lightsome floors ;

The sillar silk did co’er the wa's,
And gowden hang the doors.

And music rang, and minstrels sang,
Auld Scotlan’s airs sae sweet,

And fairies did dance, but didna prance,
Wi’ airy mettled feet.

But tho’ they nursed dear Katie Bell
Wi’ mair than Minnie's care,

And gied her ay the best o’ food,
Wﬂ: on hersell to fare ;

She pined awa, and no ava
Cud either eat or sleep,

But aye, alane, wad sab and mane,
And scaudin’ tears wad weep.
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CarrRY—The motion of the clouds, a driving over Heaven’s
face before the wind ; anciently it was thought spirits carried
them so—see more of this in the article Lsft—

“ Ne'er a star peeps through the carry;” hear to the soft
language of poor Zannakill, a bard or songster of the first
kind, who drowned himself in the Clyde, when between forty
and fifty years of age, in a fit of melancholy despair. Scot-
land, for all the warning she got with the early fate of Burns,
and for all the stigmas deservedly piled on her, for his
account, also shut her eyes on poor Zannahill, never
changing him from the low situation of a Passley weaver—no
wonder that his tender heart could not withstand this treat-
ment. I here give three verses to his memory, which I con-
sider tolerable—

Ha, melancholy mirky wight,
Grim Heckler o’ the feeling soul,
Hast thy ow’rpow’ring gloomy night,
On our sweet sangster set sae foul.
The tears frae nature’s watshod e’en
Row murmuring down mony a rill,
And nought is heard by hillocks green,
But doolfu’ wails for Tannahill.

For a’ the charms o’ tenderness,
His harmless bosom warmly felt,
And thae his muse did sweet express,
His melting heart made ithers melt.
His bonny Fessie o’ Duméblain,
Wi’ lo’e auld Scotia’s sons dis fill,
E’en Slecping Maggie maks us fain’,
A darling bard was Tannahill.

Tho’ gloomy was his winter here,
And tho’ his friends war dowie dull,
The Highlan' Laddic's sangs are dear,
He was ane f/arper true frae Mull.
Burns baith can make us laugh and weep,
He gars our hearts extatic thrill,
Wha wi' him can sweet pathos sweep,
Nane, nane ava, but Tannahill.

CARSELAN— Level loamy land by a river side.

CARsoNs—Water-cresses.
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Sae on young Abram they did lead,
Through rooms and lobbies gran’,

And grander too did things appear,
Whan he cam nearer han’.

What shining chairs, what flichts o’ stairs,
hWha;lsaft > s did he see, )

What things for ease, what things to please,
What things for lu’g and e’e.

At length he to a winnock came,
It was a winnock braw,

Through it was seen ilk fertile nuik
O’ bonny Gallowa.

The Nith, the Cree, the darling Dee,
War seen a rowing sweet,

And just below, did wamplin flow,
The Minnoch and the Fleet.

They led him next to whar in state
Tge water kelpies were,

And sic a sight he ne’er had seen
As the sight he saw there.

What eerie chiels, war thae queer de'ils,
How eldrich sough’d their words,

Their vera forms, seem’d made for storms,
For spates and faeming fords.

Neast, to a place mair on tae east,
He was let ha’e a view,

O’ wizzards, witches, warlocks, and
The crooning worriecow,

And bog%:w queer, whilk he did fear,
For a’ his bauldness great,

Ranked in raws, wi’ tusky jaws,
Whilk raised the cauld sweat.

And brownies too wha barried,
Kind farmers mows o’ corn,
They thumped them the leelang night,
Then dawner’d there at morn.
Thae chiefs he did see, o’ the swingin tree,
In ane strange auld chaumer there,
Their claes war brown, frae the heel tae crown,
And strang like tykes they were.

Ane housefu’ was it, o’ as odd folk
As Abram Fell ere saw,
The like o't's no in Scotlan’, nor
In countrees far awa.
Whan thus he had seen, the Carlin Queen
Her tootin horn did yell,
Her waiters a’ then fled awa,
And quoth she to Abram Fell—
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¢ Abram, my lad, thou hast seen a’
““ The fowk wha wi’ me do dwell;
*¢ Thou hast seen them a’ but ae sweet ane,
¢ Ane I keep for thysell.”
Then open flew, a door she knew,
And 1n gaed Abram Fell,
There met alane, his lovely ane,
His darlin’ Katie Bell.

What joy was there, what true love there,
What claps and kisses sweet,

Whan thae twa youthfu’ creatures did
Sae unexpected meet.

How they wad talk, how they wad walk,
How t{ey wad warm embrace,

And the heavenly smile, just a’ the while,
Adorning ilka face.

Join han’s, join han’s, a Carlin cried,
And a queer Carlin was she;

Join han’s, join han’s, for now ye shall
This moment married be.

They joined han’s, in wedlock ban’s,
The loving happy pair,

And the Carlin said, be not afraid,
Ye'll never synner mair.

And she fix'd roun’ baith their wrists a bee
O’ the black ivoree;
And said, as lang’s ye wear this bee,
Ye'll here fin’ dwalling free.
Then music sweet, to mettled feet,
The minstrel fays did play,
And Abram Fell, and Katie Bell,
Did dance wi’ ither gay.

Thus did they spend the hinniemoon
Wi’ meikle mirth and glee,

And ae day Abram gaed to sec
The Carlin’s libraree;

Whar auld buiks stood, wrote afore the flood,
And mony a charming sang,

To the light lang lost, ance Scotlan’s boast,
Lay there i’ the archives thrang.

While thus he read, and rummaged awa,
What did he chance to fin’,

Mang mony anither auld charter,
But his ain sair sought-for skin.

The richts sae free, o’ Dinwudie,
His lairdshiP by the Tweed,

Now the joy o' our twa, was nae way sma’,
De’il hae't cud it exceed.



CAR —— CAR 123

They bade farewel to the Carlins kind,
And to bonny Gallowa,
Then posted af out owre the hills
To the norlan warl awa.
Sae Abram Fell and Katie Bell,
And their frien’s lived happie a’,
Sae Burnilee and Dinwudie,
And mair befel the twa.

CARLINWARK LocH—The most beautiful sheet of water in the
south of Scotland ; and if we except Loch Lomond, Loch
Katerine, and some others of the lovely highland lakes, we
have nothing to match the Carlinwark in Scotia; and even
these highland lochs are rendered more beautiful than they
are, by the pen of Sir Walter Scott. This lovely place lies
about eighteen miles west from Dumlfries, beside the thriving
little village of Castle Douglas.

When beheld on a summer’s evening, when the weather is
fine, when the sweet gay lasses are out strolling on its banks,
and the pupils of Isaac Walton out in boats angling ; when
the trees on the woody island are green, and the blackbird
whistling amongst them, why the thing becomes Killarney at
once, and not much behind Winander, the haunt of the lake
poets. It is wonderful indeed, that a /aker or two does not
arise about the Carlinwark. 1 have heard of Gerrond and
Kelvie, but what are these; they have both a little of the
poet about them, but nothing of the Wordsworth and Wilson
school. Show Gerrond a flock of fat wild-ducks within the
range of his swive/, on the lake, and you show him a scene
he much more admires than quivering sun-beams, hues of

azure, and other fine things. As for Kelvie, he might give
s the poem of the Carlinwark Loch.

A rrRCAKES—Cakes made of eggs and oatmeal.
A RrREeEN—TOo lean to a side.
-A rriGEs—The religious catechism.

A rrriN—Teazing, with vexatious talk.
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Carry—The motion of the clouds, a driving over Heaven's
face before the wind ; anciently it was thought spirits carried
them so—see more of this in the article Zgf#—

‘““Ne’er a star peeps through the carry ;” hear to the soft
language of poor Zannahill, a bard or songster of the first
kind, who drowned himself in the Clyde, when between forty
and fifty years of age, in a fit of melancholy despair. Scot-
land, for all the warning she got with the early fate of Burns,
and for all the stigmas deservedly piled on her, for his
account, also shut her eyes on poor Zannahill, never
changing him from the low situation of a Paisley weaver—no
wonder that his tender heart could not withstand this treat-
ment. I here give three verses to his memory, which I con-
sider tolerable—

Ha, melancholy mirky wight,
Grim Heckler o’ the feeling soul,
Hast thy ow’rpow’ring gloomy night,
On our sweet sangster set sae foul.
The tears frae nature’s watshod e’en
Row murmuring down mony a rill,
And nought is heard by hillocks green,
But doolfu’ wails for Tannahill.

For a’ the charms o’ tenderness,
His harmless bosom warmly felt,
And thae his muse did sweet express,
His melting heart made ithers melt.
His bonny Fessie o’ Dumblain,
Wi’ lo’e auld Scotia’s sons dis fill,
E’en Slecping Maggie maks us fain’,
A darling bard was Tannahill.

Tho’ gloomy was his winter here,
And tho’ his friends war dowie dull,
The Highlaw’ Laddie’s sangs are dear,
He was ane f/arper true frae Mull.
Burns baith can make us laugh and weep,
He gars our hearts extatic thrill,
Wha wi' him can sweet pathos sweep,
Nane, nane ava, but Tannahill.

CArskELAN— Level loamy land by a river side.

CARsoNs—Water-cresses.
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C ArRTES—Cards.
Cast—A throw, a turn, a change, &c.

Cast 0 CorRN—As much oats as a & will dry at once.
Over all Galloway, this quantity is about six bolls.

CasTLE 0’ RAEBERRY.—One of the castles of the family
of M‘Lellan, in Galloway. It stood on a promontory on
the shores of the Solway Frith, in the parish of Kirkcud-
bright ; steep precipices flanked it all round, except the
neck towards the main land, and cross this has been a deep
trench, with a draw-bridge over it. The word ¢ Berry,”
comes from the German desg, a lofty hill or mountain,
and quite beside it is one of these large hills; for all
such a place of sfrength as this castle was, it was not
strong enough to keep out Black Douglas of Thrave,; the
tradition respecting his capture of it, is here told in an old
song. It seems they had used boats about it, as an anti-
quary lately discovered a boatway, cut through the rocks
beneath, on the shore.

RAEBERRY CASTLE.

I met wi’ a man the ither night,
And he was singing fu’ merry,

How Black Douglass, the bluidy wight,
Was gonked at Raeberry.

For the Maclellan lap ower the scaur
Wi’ his naig, and swam the ferry,

He snored out, owre Barnhoury Bar,
And left far ahin Raeberry.

O ! he has sail’d the Solway sea
Without either ship or wherry,

And saved his craig frae being drawn, did he,
Ower the castle-wa’ o’ Raeberry.

For curse confound the de’il o’ Thrave,
His neebors he dis herry ;

But Gallowa will never be his slave,
Nor the braw lord o’ Raeberry.
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CasTLE 0’ THRAVE.—The strongest castle in Galloway, and
the most famous. It is a large square building, with horn-
works, on an island in the river Dee. Francis Grose, the
celebrated antiquary, gives a good account of it in his
Antiquities of Swotland. 1t was anciently an infernal place,
and many were the foul deeds there done; even at this
day one shudders to inspect it: its thick walls, narrow
windows and staircases, its rooms arch-roofed, and the
dungeon yet remaining in perfection, make the blood freeze.
I have seen no o/d castle (and I have seen now a good many),
which conjured up scenes of ancient barbarism, and murder,
more than this one ; it seems as if it had been built for the
sole purpose of conducting savage deeds. It was the seat
of the Black Douglass, one of the most horrible devils
that ever appeared in Scotland; he made his very king
tremble for him, and hanged M‘Clellan, Lord Kirkcubrie,
against his order.

The following verses of poetry I may here give, as re-
specting this fellow, and his Castle o Zkrave, or Trief,
as in the ancient records of the house of Xenmore it stands ;
probably it is connected with resze—to rob, being quite a
den of robbers and murderers :—

On a bonny green isle in the water o’ Dee,

As it rows frae the ken to the Solway sea,

Stands the tower of the baron, the fell bluidy knave,
And the name o’ his keep is the Castle o’ Thrave.

He has strung Lord Kirkcubrie ower his castle wa’,
The worthy M‘Clellan o’ wild Gallowa ;

The dumb sough o’ vengeance we hear frae his grave,
And it shall be answered at Castle o’ Thrave.

Mons Meg we’ll drag out, and we'll thunder him down,
We'll skelp him to hell, where his frien's will him crown,
We'll show him what’s honour, and how we’ll behave,
By dashing destruction on Castle o’ Thrave.

Let him rally his rebels through a’ Gallowa,
We care for them not, we shall conquer for a’;
We'll rush on our faes like the far-fetched wave,
And sweep to damnation the Castle o’ Thrave.
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ASTIN ' BEES—Bees are said to be castin,” when they are
swarming. Sometimes, when the insects are in this state,
they fly far away from their parents before they hive or
alight, in spite of all the pisto/s that are fired, and water
that may be thrown amongst them by their watchers, which
is the cause of many a warm race to the rustics. The poem
of the “Bee Hive” illustrates a haunt of this kind. See
the article Broolzies.

ASTIN PeEats—The art of cutting peats out of a moss with
a peat-spade. “Good casters” are always the chief men
about a moss.

AsTIN Up—The art of making little arithmetical calcula-
tions. A mower once regretted to me that he had not
learnt algebra at school, for then he could have “cas? up
Jobs on the nail o Jis thumb.” Also, “castin up” is a
mean way of reproaching persons, by reminding them of
some little guilty slip in “‘youth,” or of some crime of their
ancestors. Such conduct frequently leads to serious broils.
A man on horseback came up with another rider like him-
self, while going to a Dumfries Rude fair once, and quoth
the one who overtook, “ Whar come ye frae, gude man,
gin ane might spear;” ‘“E'en out o’ the parisk o Cowen,”
replied he; “I was thinking sae (returned the first), for
like a' your parish fowk, ye sit far back on the hinder
part o' the beast.” “ Ablins, (quoth his companion) and
whar come ye frae, is a fair question for you now to an-
swer.” “0O, am Mr. K , of R——" he replied. “I
just thought sae (quoth the Cowend man), for I see the
stedd o' the gallows that hanged Henry Gregg, on your
back.” On casting up which they at each other with lbaded
zohups, and the forward Mr. K. was left sprawling on the
road.

T—A small lump of manure.
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Cat and CrLay—Straw and clay, used in making rude parti-
tions through cottages.

CataNn—Tempting to battle, by poisonous language.

CarcHiE—Quick at taking the catch. It is said of those
expert at this, “ That if they war as keppie as catchie, they
would make gude shepherd’s dogs.”

CATCRAIG—A sugar-loaf rock in the River Fleet, covered with
juniper bushes. Tradition says, a monster of a wild-cat was
once killed on it.

CATKINDNESS—Selfishness.

Cat-LiLLs—A kind of punishment inflicted by grown-up
people on those who are not so. It is done by pressing
the fore-finger into the hollow place at the root of the ear.
Let all beware of doing this, for it has not unfrequently
been the cause of death, the cause of bursting blood-vessels
of the head.

CAT our O THE Powk—A phrase, signifying the letting out
of a secret.

CATSTANE—A large stone placed behind rustic. fire-places.

CATSTRAN'—A very small stream.

CaTwHUNS—A low growing ferny species of whin, good
coverts for the Scotch wild-beasts.

CatwuTTED—Of a savage humour.
CavuLprIFE—Cold-blooded ; also easily aflfected with cold.

CAULDSIDE SHARPIN-STANES—Stones found in a burn, in the
farm of Caulside, parish of Kirkmabreck, famous for making
hones of, to sharp edge-tools, Tradesmen tell me they are
before the best ¢ Barskimming,” or Water & Ayr stones, and
that no Welch, nor Norway “ Rag,” can give an edge with
them. The ¢ pile” being so wonderful.

CauLL.—A dam cross a river, made on purpose to raise the
water for mechanical, or other concerns.
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~AUM—A mould for casting bullets.

> AUMSHELL, or CLAMSHELL, or MAYSHELL—A beautiful white
piece of shelly or boney matter, in shape somewhat like a
lady’s slipper, frequently found driven in upon our shores.
It is reduced by nowt doctors to a fine powder, and blown
through the hollows of quills into cattles’ eyes which have
motes in them, such as fickters o’ caff, when the sharp dust
instantly causes the animal’s optic orb to be flooded with
water, so that it winks much, and by so doing, cuts the
scum and obstruction away. What these bones or shells
are, like many things else, I have not discovered, nor do I
know that any have : some say that they are formed on the
breasts of certain sea-fowl, which moult them now and then ;
others, that they are the bones of a fish called the damfish ;
and others again, that they are of a coral nature. I would
wish to know what some great naturalist says respecting
them. Linnzus, the famed Swede, will have them to be
the scallop shell (ostrea opercularis), and to this clings Dr.
Jamieson, the great Scottish lexicographer, a person whom
no Scotchman can praise too much, who has given the
world a dictionary unmatched for the learning and anti-
quarianism contained in it; and considering that nothing
of the kind but some few glossaries had been done before,
the work truely becomes a wonderful compend; yet, as to
the term under consideration methinks, with all due
deference to the Doctor, that it is not of kin to the old
French word c/ame, a pilgrim’s mantle, but to the Galloway
scaum—scum, because its use is in taking the scum off eyes.
Now, in Scotland there has been a fashion of prefacing
various words with S: as swhirris, sturnills, &c.; now if
this letter be taken off scaum, we have caum, which is the
popular name by which the shell is known.

CaumsTaNE—Fuller’s earth, used by scourers.

Caupr—A shallow wooden vessel.
1
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CHAPMEN’s DRowTH—People are said to have this drowti,
drought, or thirst about them, when they are not only in need
of some fluid to slake it, but food to take with it. It is called
the ckapmen's drotwth, because pedlers of a low class, in calling
at country houses to vend their wares, complain often to gude
wives that they are drowt/y, which means, if they have any
food to spare in the pantry, they will not cas? out with a cull
or piece of it.

CHAPMEN's SLAUGHTER—There is a lump of stones in the
north end of the parish of Borgue, termed so, as two ‘ chap-
men boys,” coming from a fair once, disputed, and slew each
other there, by stabbing with pen knives.

CHAPPIE—A name for a young man.

CuarpiT—Choppit. ““He ckappit a bargain,” he struck, he chop-
pit a bargain. No bargain stands good unless hands be chop’d
overit; the buyer's hand must be slapped into the seller’s, then
a purchase is made; in truth, this ceremony seals the matter.

CHarRKIN—Speaking like pyets, or weazles.
CHARLIE—Charles.

CHARNLE-PINS—The pins on which the hinges of machinery
turn. A man is said to miss his ckarnle-pins, when he is so
intoxicated with spirits that he cannot “stand steave in his
shoon,” so fou that he loses the centre of gravity, and gaes
heels owre gowdie.

CHAUMER—A chamber, from old French chaumere, a little
hut. This chaumer, or chammer, was a kind of detached
room of the farm-houses of yore: here slept all the young
men belonging to the family. The ckaumer, as it were,
was their apartment, the place they could call ‘their own;
in it were their beds and A4sszs, what not. This was the
place of all merriment; thither came cronnies to see
cronnies ; here were lasses brought by their ves and
courted ; here the country clash sounded ; here were songs
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as it were upon the ice, that they have had their name from
this. It is hard to say which is right; so, I shall content
myself by saying, that there is not a more manly or a better
game played on the earth than the channlestane,

CHANROCK—A channel of round stones.
CHANTY PoT—A chamber pot.
CHAP AND CHUSE—To select.

CHAPMEN—Pedlers, Hawkers, &c. Scotland, famous for
many things, is also famous for her pedlers. Anciently,
the Scottish pedlers in Poland were a respectable body ;
now they keep nearer home, and travel about in England,
and in general, are a class very highly thought of; neither
Englishmen nor Irishmen make such pedlers as they:
indeed, the English try it a little, but not so the Irish, and
an Irish pedler is always as mean a looking object as is to
be met with; the wares he hawks are of the lowest kind,
in truth, he knows not the proper way to shoulder a bundle.
Scotsmen are naturally fond of this business; for why,
they detest slavery. A young Scotsman of spirit, before
he will be bowed down with his nose in the earth, and
become a labourer to his superiors, will be a pedler. He
is then soon his own master, and the business being of a
wandering nature, leads him to see curiosities, a thing the
sons of the north are fond of; and, after acquiring some
money at the trade, he leaves it for something of a more
honourable name. Thus then, it is no discredit to
Scotsmen, the ped/ing trade. I know not of any other
which can match it, as a stepping stone for young men of
common talents, that they may leap on to from a humble
situation, and from thence to something better.

CrarMEN's BED—A bed reserved in farm-houses for the use
of chapmen, and other wanderers.
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CHAPMEN'S DrRowTH—People are said to have this drewti,
drought, or thirst about them, when they are not only in need
of some fluid to slake it, but food to take with it. It is called
the chapmen’s drowth, because pedlers of a low class, in calling
at country houses to vend their wares, complain often to gude
wives that they are drowthy, which means, if they have any
food to spare in the pantry, they will not cas? out with a cull
or piece of it.

CHAPMEN’S SLAUGHTER—There is a lump of stones in the
north end of the parish of Borgue, termed so, as two * chag-
men boys,” coming from a fair once, disputed, and slew each
other there, by stabbing with pen knives.

CHAPPIE—A name for a young man.

CuappiT—Choppit. “He chappit a bargain,” he struck, he chop-
pit a bargain. No bargain stands good unless hands be chop'd
over it; the buyer’s hand must be slapped into the seller’s, then
a purchase is made; in truth, this ceremony seals the matter.

CHARKIN—Speaking like pyets, or weazles.
CHARLIE—Charles.

CHARNLE-PINs—The pins on which the hinges of machinery
turn. A man is said to miss his ckarnle-pins, when he is so
intoxicated with spirits that he cannot “stand steave in his
shoon,” so fox that he loses the centre of gravity, and gaes
heels owre gotodie.

CHAUMER—A chamber, from old French chaumere, a little=
hut. This chaumer, or chammer, was a kind of detachec—
room of the farm-houses of yore : here slept all the youn=a
men belonging to the family. The chaumer, as it were =
was their apartment, the place they could call ‘their own
in it were their beds and Zdszs, what not. This was the>
place of all merriment; thither came cronnies to see>
cronnies ; here were lasses brought by their Foes andE—
courted ; here the country clash sounded ; here were songs==
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sung, tales told, dams played; here the gude man or gude wife
seldom made their appearance, unless they were given to
mirth; and many old men of cheerful natures preferred
sitting in the ckaumer ateen, to any other place about the
house. To close though, I do not know that we have so
much fun and hilarity now as our forebears had in the
chaumers o’ auld lang syne.

CrawcHLIN—Eating like a swine.
CHawLIN—Eating in a sickly manner.
CHAWNER--To talk much and whine.
CHEEK for CHow—T#éte-a-téte ; cheek by jole.
CHEEL—A man ; a male person.
CHeep—To cry as some birds.
CHEEPOCK—The female Nymphe.
CHEeesecLouT—The cloth wherein cheeses are made.
CHEESEGIRD—A girth which is put round cheese when a
making.
CHEROK-OKIE-OK—The lark’s first note, in a May morning—
Cherokee-okee-okee
Sang the lark, as she did flee
Up amang the cluds, and sing
Ae bonny sunny day in spring.

The sang a bardie did translate,
The sang did rin this vera gate—

Now is the season for me,
The rest I care little about ;
I can sing, I can soar now wi’ glee,
My note and my wings they are stout.

Not as when the winter winds blaw,
And freeze my lang tae to the sod,

Whan aft through the nights in the snaw,
I maun tak up my cauller abode.

Higher yet shall T soar i’ the sky,
My dewy breast dry in the sun,
Then down on the sclent shall T fly,

And to my warm ncest I shall run.
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CHeesLE—The moulding dish wherein cheeses are cast
“Never jump out o the cheesle ye hae been chirted in,” is a
favourite proverb, and means, that though fortune may smile
on us, let us not forget the humble way in which we were
bred.

CHimMLaLuc—The cheek of the fireplace.
CHIRKIN—Making a noise as the adder sometimes does.

CHIRKLE—To grind the teeth on other, as sheep are in the
habit of doing. '

CHIRMS—Small bastard fruit.

CHirrPERS—The insects, house crickets; when they leave a
house on a sudden it forebodes evil, when they visit, the
reverse.

CHIRRIN—The noise grasshoppers make in sunny weather;
they do it by rubbing their thighs quick against the body.

CHirT—To0 squeeze.

CHITTERIE—Small backward fruit, or small bad potatoes.

CHITTERIN—Trembling with cold, so that the teeth chatter on
other.

CuitrLE—To shell oats as birds do.

CHITTLER—A small bird of the tit-mouse species.

CHOLLERS—Lumps of fat beneath the chin—double chins.

CuHow—To chew; also a quid of tobacco.

CHowks—The upper parts of the throat.

CHUCKs—A game with marbles played by girls.

CHUCKY—A name for a hen; also the henwife’s call for the
poultry.

Cuurry—Fat, chubby, &c.

CHULDERS—The same with Chollers.

Cuuns—The spring or ““ sprootings”™ of potatoes.

CLABBER—AnY soft dirty matter.

Cracey—Cloggy, sticking, &c.
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CrartH—Cloth.
CramMPIN—Tramping after a noisy manner.
CLAN—A tribe which holds together.
CLANCH—A mannerless man, given to eating in the swinish
stile.
WULL HULLYOCH.

Wull Hullyoch was as big a clanch
As ’ere was kend by ony body ;
Rasps and crabs he up wad cranch,
His haurns wi’ slawk and sludge war muddy.
The slunyoch’s visage was fu’ ruddy,
His sillar up in meat he'd hanch,
Whilk keep'd his hurdies unco’ duddy,
The beast had sure a strong digestive panch.

‘Whan bacon in the pan did crack,
And gravie deep aroun’ did sotter,
Then Wull his fipples red wad smack,
He smell'd the imry like an otter.
And on the scent awa wad hotter,
And sae hae at the roast a snack ;
He’d glutt a cargoe till his knees wad totter,
It took a clisk his pechan out to rack.

A greedy gormandizing cheel
Has been detested, and will be for ever,
They wi’ the kyte, belike the swauld woocreel,
Dear modesty is seen to suffer never.
For, let a fallow ever be sae clever,
This gies his character the bursen seal,
Whilk frae his name he’ll ne’er be fit to sever.
*Twill dog his hatefu’ carcase to the De’il.

CLANJAMPHRY—A worthless blackguardish crew of people,
throngest still on the Lord’s day.

CLANTER—A jarring noise, such as proceeds from clogs
walked about with in a house.

CLAPPER O A MiLL—The tongue of the mill ; beside the
hopper, set in motion when the mill is set in motion.

CrapriN—Foundling, toying, &c.
CLARRIED—Besmeared with mud.

CLARTIE—Dirty with mud.
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CLasHBAG—A person full of low mean stories.
CrasHes—Low, idle, scandalous tales.
CrLAsHMACLATERS—The same with Clas#es.

CratcH—To besmear with mud.

CLATTERBAG—The same with Clashbay.
CLATTER-BANES—Those bones which move when we chat.

CLAUCHAN PLuck — A village of the genteel name of
Lawriston. It is seated in the moorlands, has learning and
peat-stacks about it ; and has turned out on the world some
wonderful characters. '

CLAUT—AnN implement used in cleaning office houses, roads,
streets, &c. It has a broad semi-circular mouth, placed
vertical to the shaft. A young fellow, who had been out of
the country a little while, pretended, when he came back,
to know nothing of the mother country: even this tool,
which was reclining against a wall, its name seemed to have
fled his memory. “ Come, what devil do ye call this,” said
he to his rustic friends, laying his foot rashly on the mouth
of it, when the shaft sprang up, and hit him in the face.
“0O! d—m the caut,)” he exclaimed, not waiting for an
answer from his humble companions; the name striking
him by a strange association.

CLAVERS—Nonsense.
CrLAaws-CRUNTS—OId trees, which cattle rub themselves against.

CrLay'p Up—Eyes are said to be so when boxing has blinded
them.

Creck—1Idle chat.
CLEEDIN—Clothing.

Crepps—Picces of bended iron, used for hanging pots on
fires.
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CreppiE BeLLs—People of the name of Bells, who aided
anciently the persecution of two Christians on the sands of
Wigton. They tied them to stakes on the sand, and left
them to perish with the coming tide. When asked how the
poor wretches behaved, when the sea was coming foaming
about them, they said, ¢ that they clepped round the stobbs
like partons, and prayed,” viz. wreathed round the stakes;
after which saying, they were always called “ Cleppie Bells,”
and the fingers of their hands grew strangely together, which
deformity yet attends their race.

CLeEucHs—Wild steep. woody glens, the abode of foxes, owls,
and other such animals.

Cricky—A turned headed staff ; also, to be quick at catching.
CLiENs—Small heaps of stones.

Criers—Thick saliva, which obstructs the windpipe.
CLiymPETS—Sharp pointed rocks.

CLiMPIE—A person with a strange lameness.

CLiNcH—To halt, to walk on one foot.

CLINKEN Co’'s—Caverns which make a tinkling noise when
stones are thrown into them.

CLINKER—A blow.
CrinTs—Little awkward lying rocks.
CLip—To cut with scissars.

CLiPE—A person scanty of good manners, who has little
in him, as the people say, but what the ‘“Ram-horn spoon
Puts.” .

CLIPPIE—A person with too neat cut clothes.
CLOCHERS—Mucous matter which is coughed out of the
throat ; thick phlegm, termed by some fat spittles; the

scund a person emits when throwing out Clockers, is too
called dochering.
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CrockIN Hens—Hens which are or have been hatching;
to scare them from clocking, gude wives plunge them into
cold water.

CrLocks—Beetle insects.

CroppocHs—The same with Cliens.

CLoDDTHUMPERS— Rollers.

CrosGs—Wooden shoes, iron bound; they are all num-
bered according to size. Ploughmen generally use “ fens;”
so, in the country, cloggs are not unfrequently called
“tens.”

Crortep—Fell easily.

CLooTER—The noise a bad delivered channle-stone makes
on ice.

Croots—Hoofs.
CroTcHD—Sat in the broadest and most slovenly way.

CLouT—A slight blow.

CLubppY WATHER — Cloudy weather. The colour of the
sky rules the colour of the sea; if the sky be a deep blue,
the sea is a deeper; the denser the medium the darker the
hue. The sea at no time is of a more sable hue than when
the land is covered with snow, and sky loaded with black
clouds.

CLues—Balls of winded thread. Witches had their * lue
clues,” to aid their necromancy. One at the stake going
to be burned, on the Bar/ll bLeside Kirkcudbright, said, if
they would bring her *“her ain dlue clue, which she had
forgot a hame,” that she would lay open her art. The
clue was produced, she took one end of it and flang it into
the air, and after muttering a few words, vanished in a
moment. To win the dlue clue in the Ziipot on hallo-
ween, was a serious matter before Burns made the world
laugh at it.
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Cruxk—That noise which is produced when a cork is drawn
out of a bottle.

CLUSTER O STarRs—The constellation of Orion, to the naked
eye there seems to be no such obvious cluster of stars in our
hemisphere as this; so has been particularized by country
people in all ages.

CLUTTER—A piece of bad stone building, particularly if it be
“ dry ware wark.”

Co'—Cove.

CoacGIN SHEEP—Shearing the wool from off their necks before
the great days of skeep clipping come on ; this is done for the
purpose of saving that wool which would otherwise fall off
before the season mentioned.

CoaLLs—Little hay cocks.

Co’ o' CAERCLAUCH—One of the most celebrated coves in
Galloway ; it seems to have been used as a subterranean
castle by our forefathers ; a clauch or clauchan, or small vil-
lage, as secure as a caer or castle ; so the literal meaning of
the whole may be, “the cove of the armed or defended
village.” Tradition says, that no human eyes ever beheld
the dack side, or farthest extremity of this cave : that a dog
once went in at its mouth and came out at the door o'
Cairnsmoor, a place nearly ten miles from it ; and when the
tyke did come out he was found to be all sung (singed), as if
he had passed through some fire ordeal or other.

CoBB—A blow.

CosBIN Ewes—Shearing the wool from off their udders, so
that their lambs may freely get to the teats to suck.

CoBBLEs—Large sea-beach stones.

CockABENDIE—I dare hardly, for the sake of modesty, explain

this term; when such is seen to be the case, readers may
make a rough guess what it is.
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Cock AND PaiL—Spigot and faucet.

CockAwWINNIE—The method of carrying persons with a leg
over each shoulder.

CockeE'E—The circles which surround the “ Tee,” or mark
played at in curling.

CockFAIR 0° DRUMADDIE—The name of a fair which never
existed, but yet is frequently talked about. When a farmer,
for instance, has unsaleable goods in his possession, he is
bid take them to this fair; when persons a bargain-making,
cannot “agree, they tell others that they will at this fair ; and
when a young woman cannot get a husband, she is told that
her only chance is at this place; so imagination has some
use for the Cockfair o’ Drumaddie.

CockoLEARY-LAY—The cock’s matin, or morning crow.

Cock’s EcGs—When hens are about to give over laying, they
lay small eggs like dove ones; these are said to be produced
by the cock, there is no yolk in them.

CockuM—A name for the cock.

CoDnGER—A hearty old fellow.

CopsLip—A linen bag in which are put pillows.

Coc—Any flat surface not lying horizontal, is said to be a
cogg. An old carter, fond of whisky, would often bir/ the
bawbee with his horse, to know whether it should have o>
stimpert of com, or he one of grog; one cold day, trying th <
turn of fortune this way, the luck fell on the side of the poo—
beast, when he bawled out, *“ That ’s no fair; that’s a cogg ;
so he &irl’'d away, until the luck came to his side—the>
inhuman wretch.

CoGGLE-TE-CARRY — The amusement with the board laic-
over the fulcrum; a person gets on to each end and hae=
an undulating ride.

CoceLiE—Unstable.
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CoLeE—To dress by cutting.
CoLLy—A dog; also a coward.
CoOLLYSHANGY—A worry either with dogs or men.

CommoN CorN—Oats of that kind where each grain hangs
by itself upon the stalk; not like the other kind termed
*¢ potatoe corn,” where two grains always hang together ;
there is little of this ‘““common corn” now used: the other
kind just mentioned has superseded it, as thought to be both
more prolific and “early” which has caused the other
“common” over all the land anciently, to be now branded
with the epithet of “ Jate corn.”

ConNcLuMRrIFIED—Conglomerated—stupified with a mixture of
many foolish thoughts when applied to man, as it generally is.

CooL-sTANE—A stone whereon the famous Zaird o Cool
(whose ghost will afterwards be spoken of) used to sit;
it is in the farm of Coo/, parish of Buittle, and no man
dare touch it. A bold mason once would, but as the
people say of him, “he had never after anither day to do
weel ;” he fell under it, and got his bones almost squeezed
to a mummy,

CooTikiNs—Spatterdashes.

CooTLE—To make a noise like ducks, when they are talking
to each other.

Coots—Ancles.

CorBYy—The raven. This is one of our most singular birds ;
he seems to feel more pleasure in flying than any other,
and goes through many antics in the air, tumbling himself
on his back frequently ; he cares nothing about storms, and
in fine calm days he will on wing circle often the top of
some high hill; his nature, however, is very savage, and
when domesticated, as he easily is, he prides himself in
doing all the devilry he can.

CORKIN-PREEN.—A large pin.
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CorkLIT.—A whitish kind of fog, used in dying; it is taken
from rocks, and feels like cork-wood, hence “corZ” the
name, and ““/%i#"” being a dye.

CorNcLocks.—Beetles common amongst corn.

CorNcRAIK.—The bird Landrail; its young ones are black,
and they run among the grass like as many mice.

CoRrNKIST.—A chest to hold corn, common in stables.

Corns.—Circular stones about two feet diameter, used for
grinding malt, and anciently other things, before the inven-
tion of water-mills.

Corse—Cross. Saxon.

Corse O’ SLakes—Cross of rocky hills. Slakes, in Saxon,
meaning rocky hills, or rocky brows. In Galloway there are
no roads so wild as the one which leads over the celebrated
pass of the above name, between Cairnsmoor and Cairn-
hattie ; it is a perfect Alpine pass, and was a haunt of Bi/ly
Marskall and his gang in the days of yore; even yet it is
frequently selected as a suitable station for the *bludgeon
tribe.”

CoRsICROWN—A simple game. A square figure is divided by
four lines, which cross other in the crown or centre ; two of
these lines connect the opposite angles, and two the sides at
the points of bisection ; two players play, each has three men,
or flitchers ; now there are seven points for these men to
move about on, six on the edges of the square, and one at
the centre, the men belonging to each player, are not set
together as at draughts, but mingled with other; the one
who has the first move may always have the game, which is
won by getting the three men on a line.

CosH—Snug, happy, &c.

CorMAN—A cottar, one who lives in a cottage, a bound
servant to a farmer ; this man is always looked on as the
second in command about a farm-house; he receives his
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wages, or what is termed his benefit, not in hard cash, as
other servants do, but in meal, barley, potztoes, or what
not; the keeping of a cow, or cou's-grass,; he is the most
useful of all servants, because ‘the most settled ; he interests
himself more in his master’s affairs, and looks after his
property as if it were his own, and generally fills his
station very respectably. :

CotTrILL—A nail in the head of a plough, by which it is
drawn.

Couk—To sort, to arrange, &c.
CouM—Culm, refuse, dust, &c. See * Peat coum.”

CoumMiE Epge—The edge of a tool is said to be so when it
does not seem to be good steel, nor well polished.

Cour—To overturn.
Coutny—Frank, agreeable, &c.
Cow—A besom.

CowaNns—Those who would wish to know the mysteries of free
masonry, without being regularly initiated, a thing both mean
and foolish to attempt; mean, bécause they are cowards, and
dare not go boldly forward like men ;.foolish, for unless they
do so, masonry they never, never can know, no not the
slightest thing about it; they may rail against the ancient
and glorious institution, because they are held in ignorance,
a thing which harms it nothing, for masonry, while time
remains, will always find patrons in warm-hearted, social, and
independent men. All other arts but it, of man’s formation,
sometime or other decays, and are reeled rotten into the
bastile of oblivion, it alone remains the oracle of ages, and
stands on a foundation so deeply grounded in nature, that
no storm, though ever so rude, can make it in the smallest
totter.

Cow'p—Made a coward of.
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CowpIEs—A name for cows.
Cowt—A young horse.
CRrACKET—Split, deranged, &c.
Cracksie—Talkative.
CraE—Crave.

CrAFTIN LAN—Good green fields of the nature of croft.
Craic—The throat, also the neck.

Craic o’ HERoONs—The herons having the long ¢raig or neck ;
these birds get extremely lean in body about the dark o’ the
moon, or when the moon is about the change, because they
see not then to fish, and are birds that feed mostly by night;
and being of a gluttonous nature, it is not a wee thing that'
serves them; indeed, the heron is a bird that may be well said
to eat itself out of ply, for it is always very lean; a stranger to
this bird, on seeing it fly, would think it very weighty, by the
trouble it seems to sustain itself in the atmosphere, but this
is the reverse ; it is on account of its bulk and lightness, the
wind can drive it almost where it will, it is a very timid bird;
come upon him unawares, while wading about in a lonely
pool, he has not the fortitude to get under way, and may be
caught. This is the bird that vomits the skof star, that clear
gluey matter found in fishy marshes ; instead of being a pro-
duction of the lofty regions of aether, as long fancied ; it is
now found to proceed from the greedy gizzerons of lang-necked,
or craig o herons.

CraIk—An unneedful noise.

CraiMs—Stands, forms, &c., whereon open-air merchants expose
their wares.

CraNcH—The noise that teeth make, in eating unripe fruit.
CranNes—Long poles, with notches fixed to them, for the
feet to stand on; while they are used in wading rivers, a

water three feet deep has frequently been passed over with
cranes.
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Craprp—The essence of whey, extracted when the whey is
boiled, off the top, called in England “ float whey,” it makes
very healthy food.

CRraprPIN—The crop of birds.

CrapPiT—Cut short. The rebels in Ireland were called
crappies ; for why, they had the hair of the head cut short ;
see the song of “ Zaury o' Broom, Sir."

Crarps—Crops. Produce of Harvest.

Craw-PLUKIN—Threatening for faults committed. “I hae a
¢oraw to pluck wi’ you” is often said by those who have
thought themselves injured, to those whom they think have
done them an ill turn.

Craws—Crows. These birds are said to begin to build their
nests always on the first Sunday of March, and there is some
truth in this, though it does not still hold good; also, that
they are always throngest at work on the Lord's day, when
building ; this will not just stand the test either; we think
them thronger on that day than on any of the week days,
because, on that day we are resting from labour ourselves, so
more at ease to remark ; they follow not our example.

CrawTaEs—Flowers of the hyacinth species, common in wild
woody glens.

CRrRAWTT—A small insignificant person.
CrEecH—Grease.
CRESPIESTOOL—A little seat.

Cri1FFLE—A large hill in the south-east comner of Galloway.
I have seen many funny conjectures made about the deriva-
tion of its name, as ot the devil and also the famous
wizzard Michael Scott having it once in a “cree/” fixed
round their bodies with a rope, that the rope there broke,
and the “ creel fell,” so from that taking the name ; however,
I cannot see the use of giving the fancy such a flight, in

order to come at the thing wanted. Does “criff” in no
K
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ancient norlan tongue signify “cliff?” I think it does, or else
it is a corruption of “ cliff;” and as for the other half, it surely
comes from “fell,” a wild rocky range ; so putting the two
together we have ‘Cliffell,” which is as near the name
“Criffle” as the other “Creelfell,” and surely nearer the
representation of it, for it is a place entirely composed of
cliffs and fells.

CriFrLE DiaMonDs—It is strongly reported that this hill is
full of these precious stones, but never can any of them be
obtained; sailors passing it on the sea in their barks by night,
are said to see them sparkle in the cliffs, but when they haul
their wind, and go ashore in boats to get them, their guiding
radiance vanishes, and so they come aboard sadly disap-
pointed. Inventive fancies have suggested the firing of cannon
balls at them through the nocturnal gloom ; then finding in
day-light the places struck by the bullets, which would be in
the neighbourhood of the rare minerals; but I know not
whether this plan has ever been yet tried.

Crimp—To plait, to “frill,” &c.

CRrRINKY—A rod of iron, with an hook at the end.
CRrOCK-EWES—OId ewes which have lost mark of mouth.
Crock-piGs—Large vessels of earthen ware for holding butter.

CroicHLE—To cough often but not loudly, the sickly cough;
those of consumptive habit are always “ croichlin.”

CrorrrocH—A lameness which often assails the feet of cows
and oxen ; some cure it by drawing a hair rope through the
split of the hoof; others, by pouring into that place, that
burning thing ‘“aquafortis.”

CroMEk—AN English gentleman of the name of Robert
Cromek, whose memory every Scotsman ought highly to
respect. He was born in Yorkshire, had a genius for en-
graving, but a greater for a particular species of literature
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—the songs and manners of the days of yore; the works
of Bumns first gave him a bent this way, nor could he rest,
being so charmed with the muse of our great bard, until he
took a trip to Scotland, and gathered the “ reliques of Burns,”
a very amusing work, for which he was made a member of
the Antiquarian Society of Edinburgh. Having published
this book in London, he again set sail for the land of song,
with his legendary wallet, and having arrived in the fertile
regions of the south of Scotland, he soon was enabled to
fill his budget by the aid of a bard he there forgathered
with, and Mrs. Coupland, a lady at Dalbeatty, Galloway.
This lady’s exquisite taste in poetry furnished him with
some delightful matters. O would she but publish the
effusions of her own muse, what a treat would this be to
auld Scotland. The bard our enthusiastic Englishman fell
in with, was no less a one than Mr. Cunningham ; he met
with the poet amid his rural haunts, singing of all the sweets
of nature ; and as I have heard, Mr. C. presented him with
some of his poetical pieces, in order to have his opinion
respecting their merits, the which Mr. Cromek ratherly
sneered at, which caused the bard, when he showed him
any more of his productions, to say they were of the
olden time, the which bait he greedily swallowed ; whether
he ever was aware of the songs being all mostly Cunning-
ham’s is not for me to say; he has lauded them as being
extremely good, and as belonging to that part of the
world ; in doing so, he has said but the truth; now, why
should there be such a jangling abroad in the world about
this and similar things? if a poem be met with decidedly
good, matters it much whether it was written in this or that
century ; the works of Ossian, the Song of Hardyknute,
Chatterton’s Poems, and the Nithsdale and Galloway song,
I admire as much for my own part as if they had been all
known as well about dates, everything, as the poems of
Burns.
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Mr. Cromek had certainly a very just idea of what com-
posed a good song ; his taste in this respect seems to have
been great, and considering the land he passed his youth
in, it is wonderful to conceive how well he was acquainted
with the manners of the Scots, the nature of their songs,
and expressions of their languages; worthy man, he died
of a consumption in London sometime in March, 1812,
when but a young man, leaving a widow and two children.
Mr. Cunningham has given a sketch of his character, which
is to be found in the front sheets of a spacious edition of a
poem called the “Grave,” by Blair, published by Ackerman,
bookseller, Strand. He never wrote very much himself, but
was very active, gathering rarities and getting them pressed.
On the whole he was a man in every sense ot the word,
whose memory deserves not to be neglected.

CrONIE—An agreeable friend.
CroNocH—The air of an old song, the Earse, Coronauch.

Crook—A piece of iron with clicks to hang pots on fires
with.

CrookIE—Anything crooked.

CrooN—The melancholy music of the ox.
Croovie—A little snug, strange-shaped hut or den.
CrooziE—A broad-bottomed candlestick.
CrousE—Merry, high in spirits.

CrowpIE—A thin mixture of oatmeal and warm water, not so
thick as “ porritch,” nor yet so fat as “brose.”

CRrowL—A dwarf.

Crunps—Curds.

CrUDD-sAE—A shallow tub to hold curds.
CrUE—The same with Croovie.

CruLcE—To stoop, to cringe.
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CrumMiE—The name for favourite cows.

CrumMiIES PUNCH—Grog, half water, half whisky.—Crumbie, a
Priest, who was once a placed preacher in Kirkcudbright,
amongst the many divine things he taught his flock, this
species of Punch was one, and it seems to outlive all the
rest ; yea, and hand his reverend name down to posterity ;
Crummies Punch will live as long as the Crook o the Lot or
the Pilgrim's Progress.

CruMPIE—Any food brittle to eat.

CruMwHULL'S GiBB CAT—A queer Galloway Poem—-

In Gallowa now some hae heard
O’ Auld Crumwhull’s Gibb Cat,

Or may be no—the de'il the odds,
Let bards alane for that——

And there’s o’ them wad rather hear
About ane big Gibb Cat,

As o’ the grandest richest king
On gowden throne ere sat—

Or warrier faeming on a naig,
Owre blude besumped fields, .
‘There splitting pows—there jagging hearts,
And )ingling on shields—

Or statesmen thumPing ither down,
Wi’ a’ the pith o’ chat,

Ane nobler theme than them by far,
Is Auld Crumwhull’s Gibb Cat—

Wha worried ance a fumart dead, *
And shook him after hin,

Wha did the girmell o’ Crumwhull
Q' rattons aften thin—

Wha crumpet mice like raisings up,
And mony anither thing,

Wha aft upo’ the knee wad loup
O’ Auld Crumwhull and sing—

For Auld Crumwhull wad straik his back,
And ane sleek grey back had he ;

Than wad he cock his tail fu’ straught,
And nyurr awa wi’ glee——

He lo’ed the auld man unco’ weel,
For why he uced him sae,

As selfishness had the Gibb Cat,
And men the same whiles hae—-—
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By the chulders he seized on the gudewife,
And soon wad hae stap’d her breath,
Had na her man, her sons, and daughters,

Barried him to death——

A wee thing did na kill the chiel,
He fuff’d, he bit, and spat,

Sae merry Scotsmen now ye'll ken
About Crumwbull's Gibb Cat——

Tho’ for the moral o' the tale,
Let nane that moral tell—

May every birkie watch his saul,
And haud it out o’ hell.

CruppLE—The curple; the article in horse housing; well
known to the Monkland people and others, who pride
themselves in “ riding gear.”

CruttLINS—The refuse of soft food.

CrY'D—Proclaimed in church. Those proclaimed do not
attend church on that day, nor none of their near relatives,
which is Scotch modesty—

THE SONG oF BENJIE KELLAUCHEN.

Chorus.  Owre the wil’ waves I followed my Mary,
And owre the blue hills o' the law’ far awa,
But I never faun her, till back I did wan’er,
A’ hame wi’ her mither at Gillyburnha.

O'! the sweet jade had her notions romantic,
She welcom’d me back wi’ a glowre o’ disdain;
She laugh’d at my justles across the Atlantic,
And ne’er gaed a sigh at my tales fu’ o’ pain.

She had at her parties the beaux of the clauchen,
And mony a young lairdy fu’ goofish and braw,
But deuce a bit card cam’ to puir Benjie Kellauchen,

Never a kin’ invitation ava,
Yet ay I did 1o’e her, and ay she was bonny,
O ! nane like my Mary ava I cou'd see;
My heart ay beat queerer for her than for ony,
Altho’ she wad seem unco’ cauldrife to me.

I gat unco’ dowie, I cou'd na be cheery,
I dawner’d about the Saughligget and sigh’d,
Ay dreading ilk day at the kirk that my deary
On some ane or ither but me wad be ¢ cried.”

But what's come about think ye—I’ve gat my Mary,
For a’ the cauld cluds that atween us did blaw,
"Tis the natur’ o’ women to shuffle and vary,
But gin we are sicker we won them for a’,

Owre the wil’ waves, &c.
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A SONG sy BENJIE KELLAUCHEN.

O! my love she is fair,
And modest and neat,
O! charming’s her air,
And her lips they are sweet ;
Let her dress how she will,
Enchanting she’s still,
O'! she makes me to gaze, and she makes my heart thrill.

Full many a maid,
I have loved to kiss,
But my lips ne’er were laid
On a sweet mouth like this;
‘When the hills hide the sun,
When the evening’s begun,
Then, then, to my darling I swiftly do run.
And she waiteth for me
By the banks of burn,
’Neath the brown hazle tree,
Where the merle doth sojourn ;
The fairies dance round,
On the flower covered ground,
O'! that is the place where true pleasure is found.
To her I do give
My hand and heart free;
O! would she but live
In contentment with me,
I would shield her from harms,
With the power of my arms,
And enjoy evermore the delights of her charms.

ING Prpes—Little pipes made ot straw, which children
1ake a noise with ; the humble doric reed.

"ING SIN-—A sin fancied to be large.
1ING WIFE—A woman in labour.
rN'D—Shriveled, contracted, &c.
3—A dull fellow.
3BERT—Cupboard.

p—A lying young man.

ppLE—To lie with other lovingly.
ppocHs—Black cattle a year old.
DDROCH—A timid worthless youth.

DDY Ass—An ass.
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CupDY AND THE Powks—An ass with bags hanging about it;
also a school game—two boys join hands and feet over the
back of a third, the which creeps away with them on hands
and knees to a certain distance, and if able to do this, he,
the cuddy, must have a ride as one of the powéks, on some
other's back.

CurF O THE NECK—The back part of the neck; that part
where bitches and cats carry their young by, when they wish
to remove their lair.

CurF—A blockhead.

Cuist—Did cast.

CuLL—A lump of hard food.

Cus’'p—Grain is said to be cum’d when it has begun to sproof
or bud ;—the cum o maut is the advancement the bud has
made—the length it has grown ; by this, maut-men know if the
grain has been long enough kept moist before they 2é/-dry it.

CuMMER'D—Cumber'd ; hands are said to be so when benumbed
with cold.

Cuxpies—Hare holes through dykes. Poachers set girns in
these to catch the game. One set a strong brass wire onée,
once ; this he did in the gloaming ; in the morning when he
looked at it, there was his own dog hanged in it; he took out
the dead #yke, set it again—looked at it next morning, and
there’s his own bawdrons leaping and scraiching in it; he had
much ado in setting her free, then swore he, that “ girns i
wad never set mair.”

CurcHIE—Curtsey.

CurLY-MUCHY—Mouth-thankless.—See the article Ayaph.
CurRR—A shepherd’s dog.

CurrBAWTY—The art of seeking quarrel; some people,

to their misfortune, are good at this, for they too often
find it, and are frequently sadly forfoughten ; there are
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some again who can steer their way through this life, bad as
it is, and never have a battle with anybody. I once heard a
cheel say, “ that a worry refreshed him—that it claw'd his
back, and that he could not live it now and then he had not
a brattle with his fellows;” for my own part “I relish
quietness at a price too much,” as Pomfret says; and should
any write against this queerish book and myself, with the
high swinging language of damnation, mine e/dritch jaw
should never be opened in self-defence; the éroosle they
should have without fighting for it. I hate the name of
Currbawty as 1 hate the devil ; what is the use of making
this world worse than it is? Let us take a laugh in it
whenever we can.

CtrrcupDY or KIRRCUDDY—A  singular rustic dance, now
common to be seen danced on the stages of theatres by
buffoons. The dancers cur7 or sit down on their hams, with
their hands joined beneath their thighs, and so they hop
about, and go through various evolutions.

CurrRMURRIN—That noise in volcanic bellies, ready for
eruption.

CurRY-KAME—A comb for cleaning horse hides.

CusHADO'ES—Cushet-doves. These are the most destructive
birds in the south of Scotland, and they are not so bad yet
as they will be. Plantations introduced them, and as the
one thrives so does the other. They take no warning when
one of them is shot, like crows.

'UTTIE-MUN—A short person, with an extremely small face.
This face is said to be like a mun. Dr. Jamieson has munn
to be a short-hafted spoon, and adds, it is a Galloway word.
In this I differ from him ; cutty-horn oxr cutty-spoon, is the
name I have heard, mun always applied to a little face. I
have sometimes thought this mun, this word of perplexity,
was derived from moon, cuttie-moon, a little moon of a face:
but this will not do well either, for we have a phrase, when
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speaking of a man with a large face, that he has a face as
brade as a moon. 1 am sorry to leave the word baffled
The doctor thinks that it may come from the islandie,
munn, the mouth ; now it is not the mouth that is the thing
which makes us say a face is like a mun, it is the little
circumference of that face. Old people, on the grave's
brink, are said to have faces shrunk into that form.

CutTie-PIPE—A short-shanked pipe; great smokers dislike
any other kind of pipe than this, as also a new one. The
English, in this respect, are not so, they must have long-
shanked new pipes to every spell of smoking.

CuTTIE-sPOON or CUTTIE-HORN—A short-shanked spoon.

Currs—Those bands of iron which encircle swingle-trees, or
bars of wood, by which ploughs and harrows are drawn;
there are three of them on each bar, one at each end,
and a large one in the centre. They are called cuffs
because, before they were made of iron, there was just 3
strap of home-made rope for each cu#t, and these, in time,
by friction, cut through the wooden bar.

An art may alter, but its early name
Clings closely by it, till it reaches fame ;

And when ’tis there, the hold it does let go,
For then 'tis held, tho’ it may wish or no.

MYySELL.
Curtts and CapPErRs—Flashes and flings.

Curts and Hanks—Thread in a loose state before it is wov€
into a web.

Cutry—Anything short, scanty.

CuTTY-GLIES—A little squat-made female, extremely fond off
the male creation, and good at winking or g/ying ; hence th€
name cuttie-glies. Poor girl, she frequently suffers much by
her natural disposition : to be short and plain, it seems this
is the class of females destined by some infemmal law to
become prostitutes.
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Curry-wrAN—The wren, the little nimble bird : how quick it
will peep out of the hole of an old foggy dyke, and catch a
passing butter-fly. Manx herring-fishers dare not go to sea
without one of these birds, taken dead with them, for fear of
disasters and storms. Their tradition is of a “ sea-sprst,” that
haunted the ¢ Aerring-tack,” attended always by storms, and
at last it assumed the figure of a wren and flew away. So
they think when they have a dead wren with them, all is
snug. The poor bird has a sad life of it in that singular
island ; when one is seen at any time, scores of Manxmen
start and hunt it down.

D.

Da’—A fond name for father, a contraction of daddy.
DaB—To pick like a bird, or peck.

DaBBLE-Docks—The last candles that are made at a making;
they are dabbled as it were in the dock, hence the name.
Also persons battered with storms, having all their clothes
wet, are called dabble-docks.

DarrFiN—Toying with women under night.
Darrv-DowNDILLY—The lovely yellow flower daffodil, or lily.

Darr—To be deranged in the mind; also some are thought
to be “daft,” who are worth two wise folks. A strong
natural genius is, for common, thought to be so when
young.

D acc—A cut of earth.

D arcu—Dough.

ID aipLE—To stroll about carelessly, and tipple and loll.

IDapLIE—A loose frock, worn by children over their other
clothes, called in England * pin-afore.”
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DaikerT—Dressed, sorted, set to rights, &c.

DarMeNn—Rare, odd, &c.

Dainries—Delights, delicacies.

DaiverT—A little oath, also to be stun’d with a blow.

Daiz'p—Fail'd, decay'd, not fresh, &c.

DaLLbruMs—Foolish fancies, “he has ta’en the dalldrums,”
he has got foolish ideas into his head. I can say nothing

respecting the derivation of this word, but such is its
meaning.

DavLiep—Tarried.

DaLrioN—A person whose clothes befit not his body, being
too large for it ; also, that person has a singular foolish gait
in walking.

DavrrocH—A flat of fat land.

DarLLow—To dig with a spade.

DaMBrOD—A draught-board.

DaMpYKE—A mound of earth flung across a stream, to confine
the water, for mechanical affairs. *“Spates” often drive
these dykes before them, to the grief of millers and others;
a very worthy and singular miller, of my acquaintance, once
told me the following :—* I had been in at the market, and
ablins, 1 might hae taen a gill or twa mair than was right,
nought mair likely. I had been in ¢ Dinnies’ by the Brig,
too, and minds o’ me, haeing a twelie wi’ Lucky. But let
thae flees stick i’ the wa’. After I had lifted Gilronnie brae,
I foun’ mysell soberin, sat down on a taff-dyke, and took a
look o’ the lift. The moon was wadin deep, and there was a
damnable sough i’ the sea owre the Ross. I saw a spate
brewin plainly, every clud the carry brought whiskin by
tel’'d me. I thought o' my damdyke. The brod maun be
lifted wi’ the screw the night ony way, or it will be a’ to the
pot or morning. This said I to mysell, started, catched
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clicky again, pat a chew o' Feannie’s best I’ my mouth, and
held straught on to the dasm.

“But whan I cam in si'ght o’ the Milton, frien’ Johnnie's
wather-glass cam ' my head. I had heard o’ certain gentle-
men farmers consulting the ‘mercury,’ sae I, for ance, wad
consult ittoo. Gaed in tae house—Johnnie was na gane lie,
I foun’ him taking a blaw o’ the pipe owre the fire, wi’ the
mowdieman. Quo’ I, ‘how’s the glass the night, man?
we're gaen to hae a wather brack, that’s my notion o't, sae I
maun down tae dam, and lift the brod, or I'll hae nae dam
i’ the morning.’

‘Howt's fool, quo’ Foknnie, ‘we're gaen to hac nae
spate. Auld Guthrie has filled ye wi' thae babbles as ye
cam’ by now, the glass is up, awa atween fasr and dry,; but
we'll tak the cannle, and look, gin ye like ; there’s nae fear o’
your dam the night ony way.” We did sae, the thing was as
he had said, the mercury was up, awa by ‘fair and dry.’
¢ But gang out, man, and look at the lift, and hear the sough
i’ the sea ; gif they look na like a spate, they cheat me,’ quo’ I.
‘Howt's fool,” quo’ he, ‘its your ain lugs that sough the
night, and wha kens but your e’en may be a wee thing glazed
too. We’se hae a glass o’ whusky owre this ony way.’ To
this I was ‘nothing loath,” as the great Milton says, for by
this time, wi’ sweating, drinking water, and chewin tobacco,
my mouth was got dry, and a ‘wrack’ had gathered brown
roun’ my lips, like the wrack on the shore roun’ the sea. Ae
glass brought anither ; him and me tae jawner, and whan I
gat hame, lord knows. I wakened i’ the morning wi’ an awfu
sair head ; the ducks I heard giein queer eldrich squakes about
the “/ade’ I pat on my mill-claise, and gaed out: the wun
‘was awfu’ ; the rain was fa'in in stoupfu’s. I set af to unscrue
the dam wi’ a haste; but or I wan haufway till't, there its
coming meeting me, rowin just before a sea o’ water. I had
eneuch ado to wun out o’ its range. The hale was fearfu’ 1o
look at; on it roared and famed, covered my bit meadow
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with sods, nor did it rest till it rolled into Mollock Bay, mak-
ing the sea, as far as the Netherlaw Head, muddy. What
cud I do; to fret needless, but wha cud keep frae’t. ¢Let
it lie there, quo’ I, “there’s nae faith to be pitten in whusky
and wather-glasses.””

Dams—Game at draughts.

DANDGELL—A person much the same with Dallion ; also a
large thick top-coat.

DanNeEr—To wander carelessly.
DantoN—To fright, to intimidate.

Darck—A day’s work. “A darck o' peats,” a day’s work to
obtain peats ; this clause is in many a poor man’s bargain with
his master. “Darck” sometimes too rather extends beyond
a “day’s work ; ” thus we say often when a hard job is done,
which has taken the work of weeks, “ that that was a darcc
indeed.”

DarG—The noise a spade makes when darting into soft earth.

DaRrk o' the MooN—That period of the moon when she is in
conjunction, or changing, or ratherly the first and last quarters
of the moon’s age ; she is then but little seen by us, and leaves
our nights, while she remains so, to the utter dominion of
darkness. ¢ Parties, in the country,” viz. meetings among
friends, are never fixed to be held during this season, and sev-
eral wild animals which roam during the night for prey, get
lean in flesh at this absence of the radiance of the nocturnal
queen. The fox and owl miss her light very much, but none
more so than that bird we call the craig o' heron ; it is then
nothing but a rickle o' banes, covered with feathers, and has
given rise to the saying, when any one is down in flesh, like
an Edinburgh Student, that he resembles the craig o heron
at the “ dark o the moon.”

DarrocHs—Oak woods, or places where oaks grow; the word
is quite earse.
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clicky again, pat a chew o’ Feannie’s best i’ my mouth, and
held straught on to the dam.

“But whan I cam in si'ght o’ the Milton, frien’ Johnnie's
wather-glass cam ' my head. I had heard o’ certain gentle-
men farmers consulting the ‘mercury, sae I, for ance, wad
consult it too. Gaed in tae house—Johnnie was na gane lie,
I foun’ him taking a blaw o’ the pipe owre the fire, wi’ the
mowdieman. Quo’ I, ‘how’s the glass the night, man?
we're gaen to hae a wather brack, that's my notion o't, sae I
maun down tae dam, and lift the brod, or I'll hae nae dam
i’ the morning.’

‘Howt's fool! quo’ Foknnie, ‘we're gaen to hac nae
spate. Auld Guthrie has filled ye wi' thae babbles as ye
cam’ by now, the glass is up, awa atween fai» and dry, but
we'll tak the cannle, and look, gin ye like ; there’s nae fear o’
your dam the night ony way.” We did sae, the thing was as
he had said, the mercury was up, awa by ‘fair and dry.’
‘ But gang out, man, and look at the lift, and hear the sough
i’ the sea ; gif they look na like a spate, they cheat me,’ quo’ I.
‘Howt’s fool,” quo’ he, ‘its your ain lugs that sough the
night, and wha kens but your e’en may be a wee thing glazed
too. We’se hae a glass o' whusky owre this ony way.’” To
this I was ‘nothing loath,’ as the great Milton says, for by
this time, wi’ sweating, drinking water, and chewin tobacco,
my mouth was got dry, and a ‘wrack’ had gathered brown
roun’ my lips, like the wrack on the shore roun’ the sea. Ae
glass brought anither; him and me tae jawner, and whan I
gat hame, lord knows. Iwakened i’ the morning wi’ an awfu
sair head ; the ducks I heard giein queer eldrich squakes about
the ¢/ade’ 1 pat on my mill-claise, and gaed out: the wun
was awfu’ ; the rain was fa'in in stoupfu’s. I set af to unscrue
the dam wi’' a haste; but or I wan haufway till't, there its
coming meeting me, rowin just before a sea o’ water. I had
eneuch ado to wun out 0’ its range. The hale was fearfu’ to
look at; on it roared and famed, covered my bit meadow
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He seems to have some ear for music, as all fools have,
and might probably, who knows, have been learned to write
rhyme. See more of him in the article “ Naturalls.”

DeacoN Ma'MINN—The Borgue philosopher.  This was
quite a Dr. Franklin, if he had had his industry; but,
wanting that (except for me), he would have sunk into
oblivion. The Deacon was a rustic of no common intel-
lect: it is pleasant to reflect on his vast mind, even though
it was rude. Had he received the benefit derived from
education, there is no saying how far he might have ex-
plored the ocean of science; what unknown lands he
might have found; and what gems, by diving, he might
have brought up to light.

For the greater part of his life (and it was not a short
one), he lived in a little hut beside the Glede of Senwick,
and wrought just at labouring work, hoeing whinbs,
quarrying stones, &c. He seldom was a bound labourer,
he was ratherly what is called a jobber, taking little spels
of work from those who had them to give, and doing them
at his leisure, for the Deacon would never allow himself
to be a hard worker, his great mind insisted frequently for |
time to reflect on the various works of nature which pre
sented themselves before him. He was fond of Botany,
and had a little garden filled with flowers, fruit-trees, and
bee-hives. All the Gardeners in Galloway knew the Dea-
con, and would have come twenty miles and upwards, fox
the one purpose of having a cfack with him. With themr==
he exchanged visits and plants, and was a welcome guess=
in all the hot-houses, parterres, and orchards, the wide=
spreading country could boast of. His gooseberries were=>
still of the first kind, and when they were in scason fom&
eating, his garden was like a little fair on Sundayse'
with people tasting his mellow fruit. Such was the Dea-
con ;—he is now in his narrow bed, poor man: the house =
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where he lived is in ruins, his berry-bushes withered, and
covered with nettles, and rodin-rin-the-hedge, while some
of his “garden flowers” are now to be seen “ growing wild.”
Yet the fond memory of some conjure up the rustic sage,
and some of his shrewd remarks seem as if they were not
going to be forgot. When the minister of his parish died,
some of his warm friends thought of erecting a monument,
with a suitable inscription thereon, to the memory of his
departed Reverence, but ere doing this, they thought it
would do no harm to have the Deacon’s opinion on the
matter, when he gave his showthers a hotch, and answered
wi' “I ken na what ye wad say about him, but that he’s
there;” meaning as much that his body lay #here, and
there required no more in justice to be said: so the idea
of a monument was blasted by the Deacon’s sarcasm.
Though it was known that the Reverend gentleman was
never much admired by him, as when he (the priest) met
with our philosopher, at diets o examine, it was always
his way to set upon and question hard the Deacon, respect-
ing the knotty points of our faith ; yet even there, he could
not get the better of him so well as he wished, as, whenever
a cramp question was put, the Deacon would shake his
head, and say, “He cud na cleverly tell that,” the which
answer compelled his Reverence to tell it himself. When
asked by an acquaintance once what he thought of the
sermons of the above-mentioned priest, if he considered
them true to the point, or if he “backed weel out wi’
Scripture?” “I ken na (quoth the Deacon), he preaches
loud—ay, he’s loud,” meaning as much that he made a noise
when speaking, and nothing more.

When some Swfors in the Gale-house started from the
stall, and began to harangue a multitude respecting their
evil ways, the Deacon thought * Preaching would soon
be gaun wi’ water,” like any other piece of mere ma-
chinery.
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His inquiries after the wonders of nature were of the first
kind. The tides of the ocean, the thunder, the clouds, and
the stars, cost him many reflections; and far did his mind
penetrate into the ways of Providence. Wild too, did his
fancy soar, and out of kale claith, as the saying is, he could
shape a wonderful story. His imagination was perfectly
exuberant; he not only knew the ways of men, and the
various turns of nature, but he seemed also as if he had
spent many a day with witches and warlocks; dined with
water kelpies ; and danced with fairies. With these visionary
beings, he still seemed quite at home. By the strange tales
he struck out, and the distance his mind was above his
brother rustics, was he honoured with the title of Deacon:
his christian name was James. He was a great artizan,
as so were his sons, quite masters of all kinds of turning,
centric and eccentric; they made diszaffs and snuff-boxes,
unmatched for handy craft.

It may be said of the Deacon, as it is said of not a few,
that he was gifted by nature with powerful talents, but
blasted by the laws of Fortune.

DEeaDp-pays—Those days the corpse of a person remains before
it is buried; no ploughing, nor opening the earth in any shape,
is allowed to go forward, when such is the case in a farm.

DEapILY—A school game.
DEAD-MATCH—A close match.

Deap-tHRAWS—The throes of death. To the man of feeb--
ing, there is not a more horrible sight to be seen, as -
fellow creature in this wretched state; how alive we ar—
then to the power of death, and how grieved to the so.—
that we can render no relief. I was never able to stan—
the scene but once, and will never try it again, unles=
abruptly compelled. 1 do not think death itself will e
more difticult for me to endure than that appalling scenss®

-
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was. Once too, that restless being within me, Curiosity,
dragged me to see the execution of a young man, when in
Edinburgh, but she’ll drag well if she drags me back again
to see such a spectacle. I was not myself, Mactaggart,
for a month afterwards, my mind was so disordered with
the sight. In a curious way wrought the phrenzy (as I am
one who speaks my mind), I tell this. I felt an inclina-
tion, both during night, when dream after dream whirled
through my brain’s airy halls, and in the day-time, to do
some crime or other, that I might meet with a similar fate.
Whether this is ever the way with any other person, I can-
not tell, but so it operated on me, and which has caused
me ever since to say, that /anging, instead of scaring from
crime, has a strong tendency the other way. May God
keep me far from seeing again any in the dead-thraws.

DEATH ON SKYTCHERS—Long, lean, ill-made people, are said
to be like Death on Skytchers—Death on skates; for this
fell foe of our race is fancied, by all nations, to be a rickle o'
banes, yet he skates, or moves quickly about.

DEBUSHED — Debauched. I am always fond of inserting
those little scrapes of poetry I have about me when they
suit the article, and I think this at present on the Deatk o' a
Debauchee, is quite a-propos :—

And sae my merry ranting Tam
Has turned the nuik at last,

Weel did he lo’e a wench, a dram,
And lived unco’ fast.

Few ance cud dance and drink like he,
And woo a bonny lass :

For he attended every spree,
And freely flashed his brass.

At waddings, raffles, jerkins, balls,
Blyth Tammie ay attended,

He boxed well in midnight brawls,
And sac his days he ended.

His pouch o' cash was seldom light,
For his auld scrubbing dad

Left him a weighty purse to right,
And set him floreing mad.
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Thus the father spent his days

In grubhmg misery ;
The son, tho', did reverse his ways,

And (hed a debauchee.

Sillar'’s ay the root o’ woe,
Whatever view we take,

It is the miser’s wretched foe,
And oversets the rake.

Sae Tam, ye’re now gane to the grave,
That tavern cauld and grim ;

Nae parties there do ill behave,
There a’s in sober trim.

Your landlord, Death, in quietness keeps
The chaummers o’ his Inn,

There cursed clamour queemly sleeps,
The wicked’s ill-fared din.

For you the yillwives here lament,
And drunkards sound thy fame,
May they, unlike thee, here repent,

Or they gae to lang hame.

What madness this, to plunge downwright
In black damnation’s F

To love the night, and hate the light,
O ! foolish man ! fool ! fool !

DEEP DRAUGHT—A long deep-drawn plan. People, this my'(.ﬂ’
for all their uncommon craft, seldom thrive. The worlc» =
holds of them as of a weeping crocodile.

DE'1L Docs—Black dogs, met with under night, have long®S™ )
been called de’il-dogs; and it is confidently thought by
many, that the Prince of Darkness #rounces through thlSZ“
world in the form of a black dog: even Burns has him——
the Piper at Allowa Kirk to the Witches—

““ A towzic tyke, black, grim, and large.”
DEe'1’s Bucky—A bad boy.

De'1’s Buiks—The Devil’s books, the cards, generally called
the De¢'il's buiks by that sect of religious persons called the
Hill fowk, for they will not touch the cards, and consider
them the first books in the Devil’s library.

LR
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D E'IL's CLuB—Many people fancy that the Devil carries a
club with him wherever he wanders, and whatever object
he is allowed to touch, from that moment it becomes his
property, as when he touched the Man of Uzz anciently.
Thus, at that season of the ycar called Michaelmas, he is
said to touch with it the black-berries, or to ‘throw his
club over them,” none daring after that period to eat one
of them, or the “worms will eat their ingangs.” That
boy too, who personifies an infernal being at Yule time,
with face besmeared with soot or gréime, and a sheep skin
belted round him with a straw rope “wooly side out, and
fleshy side in,” as the song of Bryan O’Linn goes, this boy
bears in one of his hands a club, and in the other a frying-
pan, as he rambles from house to house with his com-
xades, in white weeds; and, in one of his rhymes, thus
describes himself—

‘¢ Here come I, auld Beelzebub,

‘¢ And over my showther I carry a cind,
‘¢ And in my hand a frying-pan,

‘“ Sac am I no a jolly auld man.”

See more of this article, Yule Boys. There are many
Thowever, who dread not either the aw/d boy nor his cub,
but are something, as the poet said, of /ugleby, the female
who lately astonished Scotland, by laughing at fire; her
flesh remained unhurt in the strongest flame that could be
made ; she could too, lick with her tongue, a red gaud o
airn, and lap up a mouthful of boiling lead—
¢ If Ingleby ere gangs to hell,
¢ Auld Nick will ken nae whar to throw her,

¢ She’ll stand his bleezes like himsell,
¢ He’ll no can make a penny o’ her.”

People should really be more afraid than they are of
that pit wide yawning; and I myself should reflect oftener
on the matter than I do, for I find I have not been an
uncd' gude boy.
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DE'11’s DizzeN—The number 13.

De1’s MiLk—The white milky sap of many plants, called
so because of its bitter taste. There is much of it in the
stem of the swine thistle.

DE'IL’s NEEDLE—A large insect common in the latter
end of summer. Its body and wings are about one length,
that is, three inches. It haunts mosses and moors: it
bites hard when caught, and is called adder-bell in some
districts in Scotland. Some say it stings, but this it does
not ; and whether its bite be poisonous or no, I have not
yet learned, nor do I know the name insectologists give it.
Frequently two are seen flying together, and in conjunction.
It is an insect not much beloved in the country, and tall
men of a bad disposition, are not unfrequently called
Deil's needles, and sometimes De'il's darning-needles. See,
for more respecting them, in the article, Robin Arece.

DE'ILRY or DeviLrRy—To illustrate this word, I may give
the poem named the ¢ Devilry o’ Drummorrel.” When I
say the poem at any time before I give it, I do not mean
to say it is a poem well known, a poem that has been
printed, and all the rest of it; I only mean that it is a poem
that I never before beheld the /Zight.

Daft Davie had a farm,
And it was ca’d Drummorrel,
The soil o’ it was na warm,
Bent grew on’t and sorrel.

His lairdy had a daughter fair,
Nane like her sae bonny ;
She had the e’en and the hair

Nature gaes na mony.

Wooers cam frae every airt
To court the lovely Nancy,

But it was hard to shog her heart,
No ane o’ em could she fancy.

She cared na for a common cheel
De’il the single spittle,

Some lord she thought might answer weel,
Her whimsies were na little.
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Blawn up wi’ meikle pride hersell,
And helped by her mither;

She cared na what did wisdom tell,
It never made her swither.

Wi’ her did Davie fa’ in love,
And wha at that need won’er,
Whan wi’ that passion she did move
Younkers mony a hun’er.

He dawner'd, doyl'd about the farm,
His heart ay beating queerly,
Raving about her every charm
And how he lo’ed her dearly.

‘O ! Nannie, thou’s a heavenly queen,’

He aften owre repeated ;
*The like o’ thee nae man hath seen,
¢¢ Nor got his fancy heated.”

Upon his farm there was a co’
Which travellers did admire ;
Our lady ae day to’t wad go,
It being her desire.

Drummorrel gat a scent o’ this,
And down tae co’ gaed linking,

In hoPes the cheel to get a kiss,
Wi’ meikle plotting thinking.

He crawls into the farthest nook
O’ the auld curious chaumer,

And there the benmost bink he took,
Whar Nick learns witches glamour.

Wi’ ladies and wi’ cannle-light
Fair Nancy now did enter,
To see the famous rustic sight,

It was a daring venter.

Davie e’es the lovely maid,

Lord, how his heart was thumping ;
He sees her coming half afraid,

And he’s prepared for jumping.

He letteth first an hideous yell,
Then claughted at the lassie,

Wha thought him het just out o’ hell,
O sadly scared was she.

Her comrades let the lantron fa’,

And out they sprawchled scraighing ;
Tang wast or they cud speak ava,

For fainting maist, and peching.

169
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Than quoth Drummorrel to the girl
““Do this, or I can’t save thee ;

‘¢ Gae wed, or down I will thee whirl,
¢ (ae wed Drummorrel Davie,”

Sae let her gae, she wauchled out,
Puir thing she was na fearie,

It was the De’il, she didna doubt,
Whilk had made her sae earie,

And Davie, wi’ his wilyart voice,
Lay i’ the cavern roaring ;

He raised an awfu’ eldritch noise,
Wi’ squeeling, squaching, snoring.

And strange to tell, or it was lang
He gat the darling lady,

Wi’ joy he owre her daily sang
A happy life-time had he.

Thus Drummorrel’s devilry

May show the world that wildness
Succeedeth to a high degree

Aboon the calm o’ mildness.

There is something about this poem which reminds us of
the tale of “Daft Jock M‘Clean,” so I may also give it
Jock was a curious enough human being; not altogether
wise, and one could not say he was quite an idiot either;
yet he was mostly allowed by all who had the Zonor of
his acquaintance, to want a few pence of the shilling, as
the saying is.

Well, the fellow wandered about the nif-wuds and durn-
sides, and one lovely sunny summer evening he met with a
certain Nobleman’s daughter. This young woman was
extremely bonny ; her eyes bewitched poor Jock M‘Clean
the moment he saw them, and made him stand fast: so
the wretch stood and gaped and panted, and glowered after
the yellow haird maiden, until she went out of his sight
past a turn on her walk. He went home to his mother
in a sad state ; love was burning him up alive. Sleep—he
could get none ; and how to have a kiss of the fair charmer,
puzzled him much. At length he hit on a plan: he knew
of a crabtree in full bearing: he went and pulled the
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fruit, and rowed them along the fair lady’s accustomed walk,
ending the row in a deep recess of the wood, in a dark dinwud
grove. The bait took ; the lady, out strolling, seeing the crabs
placed in this manner, followed the train away into the deep
grove, where Fock lay in ambush to receive her. He clasped
the sweet soul in his arms; she screamed; he kissed; she
fainted—he let her fall, and ran. Some people working near
by, hearing the cries of the young lady, came to her aid : soon
they caught the poor daft fellow, who simply told the whole
cause of the uproar. The lady pardoned and pitied him,
saying, “ That if he had come and told her what he wanted,
he would have got it, without putting himself to so much
trouble, and her in such jeopardy.” For the fellow’s craft,
however, she gave him a suit of new clothes, and a more
flashy fellow than he was, came not to the Belton Fair of
Kirkcubrie that year, and some girls were not ashamed to
admire Dajt Fock M Clean.

DEeLFs—Marks of animals’ feet in soft land.

DEMENTED—Deranged in mind. Some girls go demented about
some men. This is a turn of mind I am not up to: if the
men have injured them, then it may be accounted for; but
for pure love, it beats me quite.

DEe-NETTLES—A kind of nettle common in corn-fields, and
hurtful to the reaper’s hands.

DeucE—The Devil ; deuce a bit, devil a bit.
Deuc—A long tough man.

DEeUGLE—Any thing long and tough.

DisBLE—A piece of pointed wood for planting with,

DI1er o' EXaMINE—An examination of honest Christians by
their parish priest about religious matters, points of faith,
grounds of salvation, what not. - Wise priests examine now
none at all; others, not so wise, or perhaps wiser, examine
the youths of their flocks, a thing surely quite right; and
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others, more foolish, still examine all “ kand owre hcad,”’ the
young and the old, a thing in many respects very far wrong ;
nothing but impudent country-folks can answer properly any
questions at these meetings. The modest, and they are still
the great majority, can answer nothing; how can they; when-
ever they speak they are laughed at, and timidity debars them
finding words for their ideas: yet still I think more of the
religious principles of that person who can answer not a word,
than of that who can. The one is mostly found to have the
darling heart, and the heavenly light therein ; the other we
find to have goodness only “/ip-decp.” At these diefs, the
priest, and many of the keads of families, have a “ diet”
indeed, of good bdeef and greens, as they are mostly held at
the wealthiest of the country people’s houses.

Anciently, when the minister withdrew, and took #error
with him, a fiddle was introduced, and dancing, drink, and
fun kept up to an early hour next day, which pleased the
taste of many as well as the question of “ effectual calling.”

Din—Noise of any kind.

DiN—Dun, the colour. “It's a mercy dinness is na sa:ir,” quoth
an eminent wit to a certain auld Zucky who had the
Ethiopian’s skin. “ How that, gude man?” (quoth she); wi’
““had it been sae,” he returned, “ you and me wad hae been
keeped in eternal forment.”

DINGE—A blow, or dinnage.

DiNGLE DousiE—A piece of wood burned red at one end as a
toy for children. The mother will whirl round the ignited
stick very fast, when the eye, by following it, seems to see a
beautiful red circle. She accompanies this pleasant show to
her dairns with the following rhyme ;—

Dingle ('lingle-dousie,
The cat’s a’ lousy :

Dingle dingle-dousie,
The dog’s a’ fleas.
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Dingle dingle-dousie,
Be crouse ay, be crouse ay ;
Dingle dingle-dousie,
Ye’se hae a brose o’ pease, &c.
DiNk—To walk with a more affected air when in dress than

when not so.
DiNnLE—To quiver, to shake, &c.
DiINTED—Struck, as with love.
DirpuM—A battle with words.
DiIrLIN—Acute pain, from scaulding.
Disn’p—Sorted, put in dishes.

DisnaLaco—Coltsfoot ; a broad-leaved herb. Some useit asa
substitute for tobacco: it is a bad weed when it gets into
land ; there is no getting it out again, it roots so deep.

Disn-a-LooF—A singular rustic amusement. One lays his hand
down on a table; another clashes his upon it; a third his
on that, and on so. When all the players have done this, the
one who has his hand on the board, pulls it out, and lays it
on the one uppermost : they all follow again in rotation, and
so a continual clashing or das/ing is kept up ; hence the name
dish. Those who win the game are those who stand out
longest, viz. those who are best at enduring pain. Tender
hands could not stand it a moment: one dash of a rustic
Joof would make the blood spurt from the top of every finger.
It is a piece of pastime to country lads of the same nature
as Hard-knuckles, which see.

DisacrLour—The cloth dishes are washed with.
Disunap—The vessel dishes are washed in.
DisjaskeT—Fatigued out ; low in body, mind, and clothing.
DissLe—Trial severe of any kind.

Doacu—A waterfall ; or a trap for fish in a waterfall.
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DoacHs o' TONGUE-LAND WATER—The waterfalls of the Dee.
Their roaring noise is heard afar. Traps are set in them to
catch salmon fish.

Doar—Without animation, lifeless. The earth of a garden is
“doaf” when, though it seems fat, nothing will grow on it
but weeds. That part of the body is *“ doaf” which is devoid
of feeling.

DoarriE—A lifeless fellow.
DocHT1E—Strong beyond appearance.

Dockens—Dockweeds. Mine worthy original Sadler Halliday
was once asked by a gentleman—what was the best method
of extirpating dockens out of gardens?  “Take a spade,” quoth
the Saddler, “ and howk them out, dinna lae a single talon o’
the root ahin ; wash and lay them on the yard-dyke to dry;
then burn them ; that’s the best plan I ever kend.” In truth
it surely was a most effectual one.

DopprLes—Hard pellets of dirt which form on the tails of
sheep. When they begin to get young grass to eat in the
spring, they make a rattling noise on other when the animals
run.

DobjeLL REEPAN—A beautiful wild flower common in marshy
places. It is something of the figure of the feather in some
soldiers’ caps ; of a conical form; not unlike a head of Indian
com, or a firrtap, the common colour of it is a lovely red,
but sometimes it is seen white ; its smell is very fine, and its
root is of a bulbous nature, and very much like the body of
an infant from the waist downwards. I have been thus
particular, because I cannot find it hinted at in any books of
botany that have fell in my way, and for some other causes
which will just now be told. There are few districts in
Scotland which have not their own name to this plant;
in Annandale, and by the border, it is meadow rocket ; in the
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west, and greater part of Ireland, mount caper ; the yirbwives,
my famous herbalists, tell me that this yir$, above all others,
should not be known to man; that's to say, its virtues
should not be known to him; but as I have come to
know what these virtues ascribed to this plant are, without
these old females’ leave and without promising to any one I
should keep the important mystic, so I fail not to tell it.

The roots of #4/s herb then, when decocted, that is,
boiled, and then mingled with a Juwkewarm lovers-meat,
the female will get burning in love with the male who did
it, although she was very indifferent about him before, as
soon as she has swallowed the mixture, and will follow
her object through thick and thin, in spite of all opposi-
tion, until she obtains her love adored. How far this
holds true I cannot say; persons have been pointed out
to me who have tried the same with success; and the tales
respecting which are indeed wonderful pieces of fancy.
But much I am inclined to think that this re¢pan or rocket-
Jutce is a composition of mere nonsense ; had there been
any reality in it, I should not have been the first to give
it to the world ; for nothing of a hurtful nature to man-
kind shall come from me, if I am aware of it. Methinks
this sap will aid Cupid nothing more than a splost o
tobacco brew. There is a poem in my wallet, entitled
“Something on the death o Dodjell Reepan, a game-
keeper ;” whether it is my own production or no I cannot
exactly say; it smells something of my ugly fist. It may

" here be given, though there be nothing in it about the
plant in question but the name :—
And Dodjell Reepan’s dead and damn’d,
‘The poachers whistling do tell;

And he'’s hung up on a nag to be ham’d,
In the reekiest neuk o’ hell

Mony a brute he laid fu’ caul,
Wi’ his twa barried gun;

But death himsell at last did maul,
And thought it noble fun.
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He missed a fit on the tap o’ a dyke,
Ae day there lay wrides o’ snaw,

And into ane o’ em the petty tyke
Head foremost wi’ a did fa’.

He kicked wi’ fury three times at the sun,
Whaun he was a smooring fast ;

But, alas, the scalbert’s days war run
In the snaw wride he graned his last.

Mony a puir cheel the hallion did trail,
Wha had may be shot a paitric or hare,

And ram’d him ’thout remorse i’ the auld stinking jail,
Whar the day-light ne’er did stare.

For him a shepherd’s collie durst na bark,
Nor a loving gibb-cat gie a mew ;

The corbie durst na croak, nor the flecket-pyet chark,
Else to death wad he them pursue.

Ae day he ram’d his han’ in a fumart hole ;
The hole was i’ the auld Taff-dyke ;

But sic pertness the fumart cudna thole,
Sae snacked the thum’ o’ the tyke.

And sank its alson tusks to the white hard bane,
Whilk pizioned the thum’ for ay ;

And till he gat its head besnang’d wi’ a stane,
Black bawdrons wad na let gae.

It wad hae gard a hauf-dead body laugh,
To see Dodjell louping about,

And gieing the hearty scraigh and squagh,
While the fumart hang by him fu’ stout.

The harmless brock too he punsed in his den,
And worried him without grief,

Altho’ auld brocksie ne'er ruffled a pen,
O’ the game burds charged by the squeef.

He nicher’d unco aften like a new spean'd foal :
Was scooling and glieing ilk gate ;

His clyping manners wha cud thole ;
He gat aft a braw clowr’d pate.

He’s gaen heels-owre-gowdie i’ the mools ;
Let him /Zie there, his mourners are few ;
He was as mean a hyple as ere gmced fools,
And a hatefu’er wratch nane e'cr knew.

For God’s sake ye lairds wha be sportsmen mad,
Scare sic vile trash af yer lan’,

Unless they be cronnies for ye base and bad,
And wee ¢ricks do best understan’.
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Dort—A copper coin ; the half of the boddle; the twelfth of
an English penny.

Dorrep—In a state of dotage.

DorLy BEARDY—In Galloway now slumbers a singular old song
and dance, called Dolly Beardy. After going through a
world of trouble with great pleasure, I got a /A#n# respecting
the song, and here is the result of that—

Dolly Beardy was a lass,
De’il the like o'r on the grass,
Her lad was but a moidert ass,
Hey, Dolly Beardy.

Dolly Beardy had a leg,

Ay, and she cud mak it fleg,

And sometimes she was got wi’ egg,
Hooh, f)olly Beardy.

Dolly Beardy had a cow,
Black and white about the mou’,
She keeped her ay rifting fu’,
Smock, Dolly Beardy.

Dolly Beardy she cud whud,

About the bonny birken wud,

In spring time whan the saugh did bud,
Sweet, Dolly Beardy.

Dolly Beardy lo’ed a cheel,

His heart was cauld, it cudna feel,

Sae him and her gaed baith tae de'il,
Ha, Dolly Beardy.

Dolly Beardy steek thy een,
They do confound us whan their seen,
We lang to cuddle thee ateen,

Dear, Dolly Beardy.

Dolly Beardy’s blinking e’e
Fairly hath dumfounder’d me,
She is a hizzie fu’ o’ ilec,
Mark, Dolly Beardy.
Dolly Beardy ye hae craft,
Dolly Beardy we are saft,
Gallowa ’bout thee’s run daft,
Hech, Dolly Beardy.

DoMINIE—A schoolmaster. Dominie Hutchison o Clauch-

enpluck, author of that learned work the Jnfant, price

one penny. One of the rarest schoolmasters in Galloway,
M
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and quite an original. He is up to all the various branches
of learning, and teaches his scholars on the natural pln;
that is to say, whatever be the bent the Dominie checks it
not; so his pupils become fond of him, and full of love.
Many he fits out for college, and some kirks in Scotland
have his pupils preaching in them.

To his various lore he adds that of Zsculapius; and the
Dominie’s medical skill is in high repute in the Moors. None
can “dluid” with him; none can remove virulent so and
s0’s, like he; and none can die without receiving a visit or
two first from the Dominse. 1 conclude with him at present;
but the article Peatnuik will bring the philosopher again on
the carpet.

Donsy—Neat, clean, honest-like.
DooL—Sorrow ; also a place of refuge.

Door-HiLLs or DooN-HILLs—There are several hills in Gallo-
way whereon have stood castles and other strengths of yore,
termed Dool or Doon-hills. These places of refuge seem to
have existed prior to the Roman invasion, as the name Do/
or Doon is never given to hills whereon are the remains of
Roman camps ; the labours of these hills then belong to the
ancient British or some Scandinavian wanderers.

DooLs—A school game; and school games are by no means
things unworthy observation, as many of them bespeak
matters of the olden time; the one of doo/s then, amongst
others, hints at something of this nature ; the doo/s are places
marked with stones, where the players always remain in
safety—where they dare neither be caught by the hand nor
struck with balls ; it is only when they leave these places of
refuge that those out of the doons have any chance to gain
the game, and get in, and leave the doons they frequently
must ; this is the nature of the game. Now this game seems
to have been often played in reality by our ancestors about
their doon-hills.
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DooL-sTrRING—A piece of black crape put round the hat to
show the world we are in doo/ and sorrow ; mourning deeply
about the death of some dear friend or relative ; the nearest
of kin to the deceased have commonly the largest doo/
strings. When this piece of fashion is considered a little
philosophically, it shews itself a thing of vanity at once;
those always feel the keenest sensations of grief who wear
nothing of the kind. I have seen fellows with them hanging
half down their backs, attending the funerals of their wives,
who God knows if they felt very sezerely. Genuine sorrow
is like charity, it detests all shew and ostentation. Some
hypocrites never unrobe their chapeau of the dool-string,
but keep it constantly on for years together, though in course
of time it has changed its hue from black to brown, and
becomes frumpled, like a piece of dry sea-weed.

Auld Barrclye was a character somewhat of this kind ; he
used frequently to take a trip over to the Isle of Man in
quest of cattle. In one of these rambles he was attended
by a celebrated wag, nicknamed Skeerness ; they had been
riding out on little Manx ponies in search of their object
one day, and were returning in the evening, to pass the night
in the gay little town of Douglas, when Sheerness intimated
to his friend Barrclye, that he would ride forward and see
to find proper accommodation for them and their shelties,
which was agreed on. Away scampered Mac, and on
galloping up the principal street, he bawled out repeatedly
to the populace, “To clear the street, Barrclye's coming ;”
which astonished the Manxmen much. They imagined by
this that Barrclye must be a lord or duke, of mighty
eminence, attended by a grand retinue; so they housed
instantly, and filled every window, as anxious spectators of
the coming scene. Butlo ! how were they deceived, when,
instead of the glittering cavalcade their fancies had drawn,
rode hobbling into the amphitheatre Au/d Barrclye. Hissing
and hootings instantly began, followed by an attack on our
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old drover and his poney, who could not withstand the
shock of rotten eggs with which they were assailed, gav
way. Barrclye was unhorsed, and for once lost his old hat
and dark brown doeol-string.

DoON-HEAD-CLOCK—A yellow flower common in the fields
When the flower fades away, a fine down is left behind o
its head. Rustics, to know the time of the day, with ther
tale of it, pull this plant, and puff away at its downy head;
and the number of puffs it takes to blow the down from of
it is reckoned by them the time of the day. So comes th
name Doon-head-clock.

Doons—The same with Dools, which see.

DorrLe—The little piece of half burnt tobacco left in the
pipe after smoking, useful when another pipe-full is to be
consumed in lighting it.

Doucat—A dovecot.

DoubpLIEDOO—A song of a singular amorous nature.

DouHALL—AnN easy-minded man; one who rather wishe
himself to be considered a fool. Such characters are byno
means rare.

Douker— The British bird cormorant. See more of them it
the articles “ Mochram Laird” and ¢ Scaurt.”

Doukinc—Bathing.

DoUNDRAUGHT—AN oppressive load.

Douxworn—A declivity.

Dour—The hinder end of anything. The doup of a candle,
the doup of the day, &c.

DovErRIN—Slumbering.

Dow—To be able.

Dowir—Melancholy.
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-LYING—A woman is said to be about so when
is on the eve of introducing another sinner into this
id.

-SiTTING—A place to sit comfortably down in. The
es are often not very willing to wed lads who have not a
n-sitting, like myself, to take them to ; and a lad not un-
om looks out for a lass who has the dlunt; one, which
2 he married to, he would have no trouble with, such as
/iding various things for pleneshing and taking up house ;

whom he might just draw in his chair, and sit down,
iout giving himself any concern about the troubles of this
Id. Many of our auld Scotch sangs are nothing more than
»unts of down-sittings, which our lads have from time to
: laid before their dears, in order to entice them to marry.
in Ramsey causes Roger, in his famous pastoral, to give
nie an inventory

¢’ a’ the woo’ he did at Lammas sell,
¢ Shorn frae his bob-tail’d bleaters on the fell.”

of his other effects. But the strangest detail of a down-
ng I have any where heard of, was that of the laird o’ the
sws’s, to a young milliner in Garliestown—

I hae fifty acre o’ gude white lan’,

And a meikle meadow that’s yearly mawn,

Twa hunner acre o’ muirs am{ craigs,

And as warran’ as meikle o’ wild moss hags;

I hae twunty stirks, and a dizzen yell nowt,

Wi’ hay to gie them when they huniry rowt:

I hae four-score ewes, twa-score o’ them’s tippet,
And weighty their flecces wey whan they are clippet;
Twunty gates I hae now, I ance had but nine,
A sow and a boar, and sax ither swine,

Twa tykes, sax cats, but ye'll see them a’,

My bonnie young lassie, gin ye’ll come awa.
How happy we’ll be in my father’s auld house,
We'll sit and we'll clatter wi’ ither fu’ crouse;
Yeé'll link on the pan, and fry braxy hams
While the herd and me try a game at the dams.
For o! in my kitchen the hams do hing

Sac thrang they canna get room to swing;

I hae sackfu’s o’ carrots, and sybows and pease,
How fuely we'll live, my dear lass, at our ease;
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My peatclaig is fu’ o’ links o’ gude peats,

Whilk the breath o’ the north sae finely heats,
And my presses wi’ blankets are weel panged a’,
As thou shall't see, lassie, gin thou'lt come awa.

The milliner, methinks, would have been foolish if she had
not left the bare trade of the need/e for the laird and his doun-
sitting.

DowppowN—Squatting ; or to squat out of sight suddenly.
DoyL'p—Crazed in mind.

DovLocHs—Persons doyled. Burns, the poet, was for many
years thought to be “doyled” by those who lived with him
and saw his ways. This was when he was composing those
poems which nature’s library will ever contain.

DrasB—A colour between white and dun.
DraBBLES—Droppings when sipping food.
DracHLED—Wet, covered with mud.

DRrAIDGIE—A funeral entertainment. The following is a
question, ¢ Whether it is more,proper to have a feast on
a person’s entering this world, than one when it bids fare-
well ?”

The case much depends on circumstances: if it be an
heir to an estate that has made entrée, then a roaring feast
over him cannot be thought improper; but if any other
almost, it is not just reasonable to do so. " Why should
we rejoice at a being’s coming into this world so full of
sin, crime, trial, wretchedness, and woe? Surely, it is
rather mockery to hail it with gladness into a land of sorrow.
Was it into a paradise, the thing would be proper; and
when it is a child of poor parents, the thing is a burlesque
on common sense. On the other side of the question,
an old bachelor, turning the corner, and leaving behind
nothing that will miss him, is not unlike the heir in
the other case. A good dredgie over him cannot be far
wrong. Let the gossips take a hearty bumper over him,
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and wish his soul a safe landing on the far distant shore :
That shore to which many a Columbus sails for, but
never returns.

But if it be any other, the thing has not reason with
it to say it is right ; for all others almost will be missed and
mourned for by some. Moreover, we know not how soon

_we shall follow, so should not be merry. Were we sure
we should all go to Heaven when we died, then might we
rejoice at the death of a friend; but this we are never
sure of. The question therefore, nearly hangs on even
balance :—

For not to be ashamed to live,
Nor yet afraid to die,

What would I not with pleasure give,
If had the giving I.

A million earths, if they were mine,
Composed of solid gold,

I’d give without remorse or whine,
To have my soul inrolled.

Perhaps there is a den in Hell
A fitting up for me,

Where I eternally must yell
In horrid misery.

Never to have a moment’s ease,
Nor feel one spring of joy,

For torturing demons, who will tease,
And all delights destroy.

O'! would some angel in mine ear
This intimation sound—

*¢ Mactaggart, thou hast nought to fear,
‘¢ Heaven hath thee worthy found.

‘‘ In patience wait a little time,
‘* Soon thou shalt be at rest,

‘¢ Be in the grand Empyrean clime,
* Amongst thy Father's blast.”

But long on earth I may remain
In doubt and darkness drear,

A sinner marked with many a stain,
Before such things I hear.

And there’s a chance I never may
Hear such like things at all,

Yet for them I will ever pray,
Tho' I should downward fall.
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I read the Scriptures, and believe,
But whiles I them forget,

Vice her webs around me weave,
And I can’t break the net.

I’m told it is the heat of youth,
And that ’twill wear away,

O'! would it so, and let the truth
Ne'er leave me night nor day.

DraprprIE—A little spirits.
DRrAPPYKINS—Drops or drams of spirituous liquors.
DRraP-RIPE—Drop-ripe.

Draw—A curling term, meaning to give the stone all the pith
in the arm. ’

Draw A WUTTER SHOT—A curling phrase, signifying to give
the stone so much strength that it may slide the length of
the mark, and no farther.

DrawiNg CuTs—Casting lots ; pieces of straw or wood are
cut of various lengths, according to the numbers that mean
to try their luck. One then takes and arranges them in
private, putting all their ends close together in one hand, so
that none of them may project beyond one another; the
other hand is laid on this, so that nothing may be seen but
the ends. So the drawing goes on, and the one who draws
the longest cut is Jonah of the party. Bessie Bell and
Mary Grey, they war sic bonny lasses, that their Foe,
by Allan Ramsey’s advice, draws cuts to know which he
shall have.

DREADNOUGHT—A top coat.

DRrReEe—To endure.

’

DreecH—To be plodding, constant at work, steady as the
water running.

DreeL—To drill, to exercise soldiers. When volunters
lately started in every parish to defend the country, in case
of a Buonaparte invasion, a country laird who commanded,
or dree/’d a party of these raw military lads, used fre-
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quently to forget the technical words of command, when he
had need of them, to the no small amusement of both his
company and its spectators. Once, when the order should
have been, ¢ Rear rank, step forward,” he cried out, for-
getting the proper term, dack raw, stan forret. At another
time, when “right about wheel” should have been the thing,
he came out with the homely phrase, come roun’ like a ligget.
I should have liked to have heard this captain’s orders at
such a place as Waterloo.

DREsSSER—A piece of furniture in kitchens for holding plates,
bowls, nogyies, &c. )

DriBBLE—A small quantity of spirits; a few drops, not a
mighty gush; a dribbling day, a day that does not know
well whether to be wet or dry.

DrippLE—To saunter, to step about carelessly.

DriFFLIN—Raining slowly.

Drirr—A flock, a drove, also intention.

DriNGIN—Not working, hanging about.

DR1IvE A RiG—A person is said to be able to “drive a rig”
when able to reap as well as other reapers, and as fast. He
is thought to be a youth of strength who can do this at
fifteen years of age, and the rustics applaud him accord-
ingly ; though I would advise all young lads not to strain
themselves for this praise, they will get no thanks for it
when old age attacks them sooner than it should do, bring-
ing with it a thousand evils, as they may plainly see if they
look round them. Be not men, therefore, in any respect,
until nature says it is full time.

DriviNGg THE PLEUCH—This is done away with in Scotland
now, and it would be well for the farmers in England if
they did so also. It is the using a number of horses
far more than needful, and employing a man more than
enough to manage one plough. This man, or rather boy,
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was called with us anciently, the “driver o' the pleuch”
and had mostly a poor life of it from the ploughman,
or the one who steered the plough, as, when any thing
went wrong, the boy was always blamed. Sometimes
these boys would have got angry, drove the horses fast,
run the plough against rocks, and caused the crusty old
ploughman to be flung breathless from the stis, with a
broken rib or so.

DroCHEN—A very short little man. I have heard some say
of such, that “they cud na breest a ratton af a peat ;” that
is to say, they could not mount unto the back of a rat,
even of a turf, being so short; and that when they were
on horseback, they look like a fade on a tammock ; a toad
on a little hill.

DroGGET—Woollen cloth strangely dyed, worn by country
girls ; it is a slatish blue.

DrouGHT—Dryness.
DroukeT—Drenched, as with rain.

DroucHTY—Inclining to dryness ; some tiplers are still in that
state, and would drink fire and brimstone, and put them in a
brandy glass.

Drow—An undefinable quantity of water.

DROWNING THE MILLER—We are said to be drowning the
miller, when we are pouring in too large a quantity of
water among the whisky to be mixed into grog; and when
we over-do the thing thus—we have drowned the miller;
the phrase is very ancient, and comes from a just cause;
if too much water be let run on a mill, the wheel
becomes drowned, as it were, and will not move the
machinery ; now, if the dig or outer whee/ be drowned,
the miller may be said to be also drowned, for he is flung
idle, and useless, when his mill will not work. “ Dinna
drown the miller then,” ye who take grog by a time,
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for it will render the machinery of your frames no good ;
swallow little water, and then the miller, which is in this
case the heart, will not be drowned, but beat away quite
active.

DruckeENsoME—Inclined to drink to excess.
DrumMock—Cold water mixed with oatmeal.

DrumMyLAN—Wet land of gentle curves, and of cold till bot-
tom.

DruMs—Curved wet land.

DruNTED—Petted, huffed, &c.

DrunTts—Fits of pettedness.

DRUTTLE—AN useless, good-for-nothing person.
DuBskeLPERS—Persons who ride fast on horseback—* And

send the wash (or dubs) about on both sides of the way”—
Like John Gilpin.

DuDDERON—A person in rags.
DuFFArRT—A dull person.

DuLLBERT—The same as above.

DuLse—Sea-weed which grows on the rocks ; some are fond of
eating it.

Durrts—That pupil at the foot of his class.

DumcHASERS—A species of male sheep, which seem to be
eunuchs by nature ; they chace and spoil the ewes in the rut-
ting season.

DuvrouNDER'D—Stupified, quite overthrown, foundered in
some voyage of ambition.

DummiE—A dumb person; or one so deaf that will not
hear.
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DuMNED—A hard, constant step in walking.

DumpLINs—Puddings made of sheep’s blood, fat, and oat-
meal.

Dum-swauL—Dumb-swell. A swell of the ocean, that
maketh no noise; commonly these swells are the largest
waves that are seen before storms and after them. Sailors
dread no waves but those which curve at the top, or are
made up of droken water. 1t is singular to see these large
waves, called Dumb-swauls, when there is no wind, when the
weather is quite calm, this is only though a little before
the coming of the tempest. The cause is the undulating
motion of the mighty waters; when this motion is given
to the deep, it spreads over it much quicker than the
hurricane which gives it ; the storm enters the “ wame o the
waves,” as Eddie Ochiltree would say—silently it rolls on,
till it encounters the rock-bound shore, and there in surges
wild it roars. I wonder what makes this Eddie so often
cross my mind, it is because he is the most poetical character
ever Scott drew, and will live the longest of all his original
family.

DUNNERBREEKS—A person, such as an old cobler, with
breeches so bdarkened or stiff and slek wi dirt, that
they dunner, when struck, like a dried shecpskin ; that is
to say, makes a noise like distant thunder. I have seen
a somewhat curious poem, which I may here give,
ycleped

THE DEATH O’ Dr. DUNNERBREEKS.

What doolfu’ news are thae we hear,
Our tenner hearts will never bear,
They canna stan’ sic thumps ava,
They'll burst befuter'd ane and 2’
Down sink our spirits faith wi’ speed,
For Dr. Dunnerbrecks is dead.

The mighty Dr. pang’d wi’ lair,

Or rather wi’ infectious air,
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The lengthen’d lecturing representer,
The original experimenter ;
His haurn pan was aye sae fu’,
The mirkest scene he cud ilowne through.
He drew out wonners by the slump,
The deepest ocean he cud pump,
ust at a glance he mair wad ken,

an hal? a hunner thoughty men,
The theory o’ the yirth at ance,
He lighted on as if by chance ;
And set at nought the silly clatters,
()’ ithers wi’ their lues and waters,
For being an acute discerner,
Nae Hutton was a match nor Werner ;
Sae weel he kend the lay o’ Stratas,
His judgment ne’er contained erratas.
He traced the cause o’ burning mountains,
And queer Icelandic boiling fountains,
Shaw’d reasons mair than ony can show,
Why bursteth out the fell volcano ;
"Twas just as reek comes frae the lum,
Or wun frae out his ain braid bam ;
For he delighted much in air,
He lo’ed his nether end to rair,
And ae night as he gaed to bed,
Wi’ supper in his kyte weel fed,
Composed 0’ unco mixie maxies,
Whilk stough thegether waur than braxies.
He thought he’d an exPerimem
Try then, tho’ he shou'd it repent ;
Whilk was to ken if he was able,
Gin kyted air was inflammable,
Like oxygen, or hydrogen,
As said by mony chymic men,
Sae did he find his bounded wame,
Contained meikle o’ the same,
For he cud never stir nor stoop,
But out in strings twad quickly proop ;
And whan he let it frae him flee,
Without restraint unsmother'd free.
The room wharin he was wad dinnle,
‘V\\y a’ the plenishen wad trinnle ;

eel then he fin’s a2 quantom form,
Sae he prepareth for the storm,
To ken exactly gif it was,
Composed o’ a flaming gas.
He gat a burning glim then ready,
To hand it to, wi’ hand fu’ steady ;
What was the singular effect,
Say ye wha sit and deep reflect,
Ye wha do owre ilk ither craw,
In drouthy arts like Algebra.
Wha lye and think, and think again,
And plot awa wi’ haurns in pain;
The truth o’ here, is sad to tell,
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A tragic fate our sage befel,
'l'h:“tgelars frae baibt?lg:)ur een do drap,
And on the yird do light and hap.
The gr.nd experiment proved fatal,

- The Dr. fell, and lost the battle ;
His f—t took fire in a crack,
And to gasometer flew back,
When there the blue inflated air,
Exploded wi’ tremendous rair,
And at the time the bag did burst,
Some say philosophy he curst.
Thus went the man wi’ mighty head,
Thus Dunnerbrecks gaed to the dead,
Was buried deep amang the mools,
In comner set aside for fools ;
There let him sleep, there let him smell,
His saul will stink the de'ils frae hell.

Dunsu—To but, to push, &c.
DuNT—A blow, also to palpitate.
DusTy—A name for a miller.
DwaMLE—To faint, or look like fainting.
DwaMLOoCK—A very sickly person.
DwiNING—Pining, decaying.

DvkE—A fence. Anciently dykes were built for confining
mankind to certain portions of the earth; as those the
Romans built in Scotland, to keep at bay the daring Scots ;
and that one by the Chinese to hold out Tartars; considered
one of the wonders of the world ; now they are only used to
inclose brute cattle ; some people make a trade of building
dykes, one of these must have been Davie the Dyker, as the
following Poem doth testify :

‘What horrid news are thae we hear,
Owre true they be, we fear, we fear,
Our een begin to brew the tear,

Wi’ sabbing speed :
Puir Davie wham we lo'ed dear,

Is smother’d dead.
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The sclateban o’ the quarry shott,
Afore our worthy out o't got,
And crush’d him lifeless’ on the spot,
Without remorse ;
Sae he was carried to his cot,
Ane mangl’d corse.

O! dreadfu’ shocking news thae be,
The body we’ll awa and see,
Upon his back, and eke his knee,
We aft war borne ;
Us boys about may lang for he,
. Lament and mourn.

He never fley’d us frae nor fun,
The bluchgon and the billet gun—
Ay glakes that birl'd in the wun,
Did Davie make ;
By him too dragons ne’er the sun,
Their tails did shake.

And was there ever ere his like,

At bigging o’ a strang Stanadyke,

He was na fractious, dip na fyke,
For meikle doon ;

He sought for through-ban’s that wad rike,
And capes wad croon.

His dykes had ne’er the sleek’d skin,
Ne'er fair without and fause within,
He didna ébatter, line, and pin,
To please the e’e ;
There ne’er was heard a clanking din,
Whar bigged he.

A rickl’d rood ne’er left his han’,
His dykes for centries will stan’
A slap wi’ clutter’s never fa'en,
In ane o’ em pet ;
May they the name o’ he puir man,
For ages get.

Ower moor and dale for mony a year,
Mafy Davie’s famous dykes appear,
Né'er bilged out wi’ wather-wear,
But just the same ;
As when, puir cheel, he left them there—
To bear his name.

Nae wadder fleet can ower them jump,
If ¢’re they try't back on their rump,
They will recoil wi’ whulting bump,
E'en Rigling Rallions ;
Wi’ rattling doddles arset stump,
Our down gae brallions.
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Had he been wi’ the chaps lang syne,
Wha wad the ancient Scots confine,
(The Romans war thez if we min’)
Wi’ meikle dyke ;
Brave Grakm wad been waur to haud in,
The norlan tyke.

Auld Agricola had na ane,
In a’ his core cud bed a stane,
Let learn’d historians write, and grane
Out what they like ;
Wi’ our puir Davie they had nane,
Cud big a dyke.

The thing is queer to think o't yet,
For a’ the fowk the Romans beat,
Our countrymen they ne’er cud get
Squeez'd ’neath their pride ;
Our Claymores gaed them a’ the pet,
Sair tools to ﬁde.

But Davie, what’s a’ this to thee,
It wunna change the stern decree,
Whilk sinners us we sadly see,
For ever mair ;
In thy cauld den thou soun will't be,
Our hearts are sair.

Wi’ you nane cud the Gellock wield,
The yellest craigs for you boud yeal'd,
What hoolochs down ye clantering reel’d,

At ae gude pgrize ;
And junrells till the echoes peal'd,
O’ munstrous size.

Wi’ jumper too, ye whiles wad bore,
And make the rocks wi’ powther roar,
Whilk scar’d the pellocks frae the shore
Wi’ smacking fin ;
What Maukins too wad scud afore
The dundering din.

O’ war we rhymesters sae profite,
As epitaphs on thee to write,
To thee the muses should indite
(Our honest Cronnie) ;
Ane that nae saul alive cud wyte,
"Twad be sae bonny.

But hoh-anee we'er a’ unfit,
The attempt wad only be a skit,
For want o’ pith then, we’ll submit—
¢ Na faith (cries out,
Ane honest muse) come hae at it,
‘ We'll do ne'er doubt.”
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““ Our dyker Davie, flesh and bane,
‘¢ Is streeked un’erneath this stane,
‘‘ But sure to heaven his saul is gane,

““ Gif ony gangs ;
‘¢ The rulers there, o’ never ane,
¢¢ Deserving’t wrangs.”
Dvykie—A little bird of the chattering species, common about
old Dykes; it is of various colours, lays five small white
eggs, and is not unlike a cock sparrow, but not quite so

large.

E.

EakiN—Adding to, making larger.

Eak o Woo'—A kind of oil that is on wool when newly shorn
from the sheep.

EasLe—Eastwards.
EazLEs-—The eves of houses.
EBBIE—Ebenezer, the name.

EcHo-sTANE—A black hard stone, full of holes, common in
meadows and bogs. They can be made into good ckannle-
stanes. Their cavities make them of a sound-returning
nature, hence the name.

Epp1E—The name for Edward.
EekeEp—Joined to.
Eexow—Even now.

E’EnsHANKs—This term has the same meaning with Ancrum or
Antrim, which see. It was that food our ancestors took about
five o’clock in the evening, now designated by the title of four-
hours, and being thus taken about the close or end, or shanks
of €en, or evening, the name L'enskanks arose. At an E'en-
shanks neither tea nor sugar made their appearance ; no Indian
nor Chinese spicery were to be seen. Magellan had then

doubled Cape Horn, nor Gama, its brother, Good Hope.
N
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Nothing but Scotia’s kard-four’ food graced the table in thesee
days. The poet would never have had cause to spout the
following verse extempore, upon a young lady who took no
sugar to her tea, (as is the way with many a delicate Miss)
gif the feast O’ E'enshanks had yet existed—
¢¢ Methinks, my dear, you scorn the sugar-bowl,
‘““ Yes, leave’t to those who're sour and tough ;

¢ For O! my darling, lovely soul,
“ Thou art already sweet enough.”

EERlE—Terror,‘fear, &c. ; for beings of a supernatural stamp
many are afraid to walk alone under night; these are of an
eerie nature.

EeTrcH—The adze, the carpenter’s tool.
EccED—Stirred up.
Ein—Even, direct, &c.

EniNg Fowk—The country people had a fashion some
time ago of pairing the young folks about; that is to say,
if a young man had taken a girl to be his partner at a
dancing school, or if he had been seen speaking to one
about the Airk-stile, or any other popular gathering, these
two were instantly efind, evened to one another; and when
a pair became thus e/nd, the very c/ashk of the parish brought
them soon to be ¢ried. So this eining did some good to the
cause of marriage. Now, however, people are got more
hard o the mouth, and set such a small value on daskes and
sneers, that efning fowk becomes a vain trade. Manners,
somewhat similar to these, will be found treated upon in the
article—Gaun to a House. For sometime past, the matrimonial
market has been far from being &7is#, like many others, so
that in some parishes a wedding has not taken place in a
twallmonth, which is the space of a year in time :—

What’s come owre the lads, lasses,
1ae they ta’en the thraw,

When sae few o’ em marry, lasses,
Few or nane ava?
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Cupid, waefu’ cheel, lasses,
is dear arrows a’,
He has shot awa, lasses,
Fairly shot awa,

Bachelors grow grey, lasses,
Frosty they are a’,

They lae ye to grow auld, lasses,
Rising scories twa.

This wark will never do, lasses,
Never do ava,

Nature, ay, respect the lasses,
Gar us feel thy law.

Again fill Cupid’s quiver,
And bid him shoot awa,
For the lasses, never, never,
Maun be despised ava.

EvLpEN—Firing.

ELDRICH—AnN c¢erie sound. The shrieking of a ghost, any
wild supernatural noise that creates fear.

EL¥-ARROW-HEADS—Triangular pieces of sharp flint-stone,
which our forefathers pointed their arrows with. They
are sometimes found in Galloway, as they are all over Scot-
land, and being of stone, not of steel, are found as per-
fect as when used in war, for flint rusts not. They are
called “clf-arrow-heads,” because it was long thought
they were the workmanship of elves, and used by them
when shooting children, cows, what not. They were
indeed used by curious elves, as in the 2s5th verse of
Hardyknute—

““The king o’ Norse, he socht to find
“ With him to mense the faucht,
““ But on his forehead there did licht
‘¢ A sharp onsonsie shaft.
“* As he is his hand put up to find
* The wound, an arrow kene,
O ! waefu’ chance ! there pinn'd his hand,
¢ In midst betwene his e’en.”
ELFGIRSE—A kind of grass yerbunuzes find, and give to cattle

they conceive injured by elves.
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ELFRINGS—On old pasture land, that slopes about at righes
angles to the rays of the Midsummer sun, circles, of all
diameters, from three to thirty feet, are to be seen ; and these
circles are beautifully defined by a kind of white mushroom
growing thickly all round the circumference, except about a
foot or two in some ; these spaces, unstudded with fungj,
are called the “ ¢/fdoors,” the openings by which the elves go
into their circle or ring to hold the lightsome dance. As
superstition crows over philosophy, when the latter is not able
to point out the errors of the former, so with ¢/frings she has
every reason almost to clap her wings, for no sage nor naturalist
hath yet shewn the cause why these 7ings are formed. For
my own part, I have marked the matter with all the attention
I am capable of giving any thing, and yet must I own myself
partly overcome with it. That they are formed by the solar
rays, I doubt not a moment ; no animal on the earth has any
thing to do with their formation, because, on places where
the ground is not of the same declivous nature, these rings
deviate from the true circle, and the unevener the slope,
the greater the variety of circles, or ellipses of wvarious
eccentricities ; and where the rays strike at about a right
angle to the plane, there they are of equal radii.

But here comes the difficulty ; if the figures and situations
of the ¢/frings prove them to be the work of the sun’s rays,
how do the sun’s rays produce them? Before the mush-
rooms grow, the grass of the ring seems as if it had been
withered by a scorching heat; now, this must either
proceed from lightning, or from the sun; that it proceeds
not from the former is evident by the form of "the sings,
for mathematically it can be shewn, that on the plane
where is described an ellipse, if that plane had been of
the same angle with that on which is described a circle, that
ellipse would have been a circle also, which seems to prove
that the circles, let them be of what form they will,
have all one grand centre, which is the sun, and that they
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only vary because their planes vary. Lightning could
singe out nothing of such regularity. About the summer
solstice, the rings are first observed singed, and in August
they get covered with mushraoms : this is a natural conse-
quence, because wherever grass is singed or blasted, there
start up clusters of the mushroom tribe.

I have heard of coup-de-soleils or sun-blows of the
tropical climates, and of people who have suffered by
such blows ; but I have never seen the account of any one
respecting how the sun inflicts them, and am inclined
to think that the way in which he does the one, he also does
the other. Were there for instance a ray of the Midsum-
mer's sun confined in a tube, and the motion of this ray
marked, on the /s//side, from his rising until his going down,
I am almost sure that we would behold the manner in which
the grass is scorched and the eircles struck out. But I
leave the matter until future observations can be made.
As for the elves having anything to do with them, is at least
rustic nonsense; let the superstitious hold it out so or not.
For,

Like the mermaid and unicorn,
Talk'd oftener about than seen,

Are warlocks and worricows,
And elves upon the green.

They all are cattle that
Do feed upon the Fancy's farm,

And they love those fancy pastures best
That are fertile and warm.

The poet’s nozot they truly are,
And if he keeps them fu’ and hale,
When he brings them forth to market
He will meet with a sale.

But if they are not fat and good
His sale will be but small,

The critic butchers sneer at him,
They will not sell at all.

For their beef, when lean is bad,
It will not take the salt and keep,
And it plays the curse with honest folks,
And makes them fall as/cep.
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ELrsHOT—2 disorder with cows.

EiLwaN’ o' Starrs—Those three bright stars of the firt
magnitude, or at least of the second, in the northern con-
stellation Lyra, the harp, I believe, if memory can be de-
pended on. These stars are among the most obvious to
naked eyes of any that bestud the welkin. Them, and the
“ Cluster,” as the country people call the constellation of
Orion, the Hunter, and “ Pefer’s Pleuch,” otherwise Ursa
Major, or the Big Bear, strike at once the most rustic of
astronomers, and have struck them more than the rest in all
ages. In the ancient poetic bookllof Job a verse says
“Cans’t thou bind the sweet influences of the Pleiades, or
loose the bands of Orion?”

Now, what are the Pleiades, but those seven bright stars
in the constellation of the Big Bear above mentioned, called,
some time ago, Charly Wain, but more anciently, Peter'’s
Pleuch, and"Orion, the Cluster ?

These stars then which draw the attention of men in all
ages deserve particular consideration, and none more so in
my opinion, than these tArec called by the Scotch the
“ Ellwand,” from their seeming to the eye to be about
equally distant from other, and in a straight line. Who
knows yet but this e/wand may indeed be used as an o/
wand for measuring all over the earth. It is long now
since an universal standard for measuring has been called
for by the philosophic world, and none to give satisfaction
hath yet been produced. The earth has been actually
measured with a chain, I may say, from Pole to Pole, for
this purpose chiefly; and the great complaint always is,
the changeableness of the works of nature, The earth
alters of itself; the Poles flatten away, the Equator keeps
swelling out, the large luminaries of heaven are always
altering in size and situation with respect to the earth, and
nothing but the stars in any propriety can be said to be
fixed.
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From them, then, let a standard for measuring be taken,
one which will not alter, and one whose original may be
easily referred to by all nations. And what shall we
better get than the “Elwand o' Starrs,” a measurement
held out to us by nature as it were. Let the apparent
length of this e/wand be taken, either by beads on a line,
or holes in a flat slip of wood, and so we may form an
universal e¢llwand. The natives of Iceland, Timbuctoo,
Pekin, Washington, and London; yes, the great body of
the inhabitants of the earth, be their situations on it where
they will, will understand by this at once the foundation
of the measure, for the constellation in which is the
“ellwand” being Orion’s Girdle (nigh the range of the
ecliptic), it may be seen every uncloudy night by mostly
all men on the globe.

EMmMerRs—Embers.

ExLANG--Endlong. I have heard country people frequently
discussing about the propriety of these sayings; the first is,
¢ I came owre the brig.” This is wrong they argue, it should
be, I came enlang the brig, the other meaning as much
that I went over the side of it or Jedge, and into the
river. Now, both expressions are perfectly right. 1
came over the bridge, and I came endlong the bridge,
are one and the same thing; for why not as well come
over the bridge as the road comes, as go ower its side.
Secondly, “It is not right to say we are going #p when
we are going soutk; we should always say dvwn to the
south, and up to the north.”

Now it is not proper nor right to say whether we are
either going up or down when going either south or north-
ward. There is no occasion to add either the one or the
other. Up and down refers to high and low; and the
south is just as high as the rorth.
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EppiE—The female name Euphemia. Who ever heard rny
old witch, Eppie Foggrehorn, sing

O! my love was a fairy,
And could dance round the moon,
My path, too, was airy,
In the welkin aboon :
But a damn’d worricow
Cam between us somehow,
And hath sinner'd us now,
The auld grim badger loon.

Sae nae mair on the carry
We will ride now away,

And in regions sae starry
We will never mair stray :

For we're baith in the dark,

O ! Hell is our mark,

And auld Nick is our Clark,
He tells us what to say.

Then the sea it may ebb,
And the sun it may shine,
I hate whan my neb
Smells on earth aught divine,
Arise thou black blast,
Obey every cast,
Let the warl stand aghast,
And the tempest be mine.

Now the deep is in foam,
Now the sky it is black,

Now the wild waters roam,
And the waves ither smack.

Fling the yirth af her whirl,

O ! strike her a skirl,

That nae mair she may birl
On her auld batter'd track.

EveN DowNPOUR—A shower of rain which falls almost
perpendicular from the clouds. These showers are frequen®
in sultry weather ; and, when the air is charged with elec—
tricity, they are something akin to the water-spout.
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"a—Fall ; also to become.
“appoM—Fathom, plumb, &c.
TAE—From ; also foe.
AEDUM—Witchcraft.

"AEM—Foam. In stormy weather, the foam which gathers on
the margin of the sea is often lifted by the wind and carried
miles into the country.

TacGep—Fatigued.
TAGGENs—The weary ends of anything.

FaiGHLOCHS or FaisHocHs—Sorry working labourers ; alwa y
seeming busy, yet putting little work pas? them.

FA1r-FARRAND—Open, free, inclined to flattery.

Fairies—These beings are yet often to be seen and heard of
in the South of Scotland. One came to a gudewife once, and
wished her to give an “awmons” of meal. The mistress
complained she had little meal in the house. “Gie ay,
(quoth the fairie) a part o’ what ye hae to a poor body, and
ye'll never lose.” The wife obeyed her, and, continued the
fairy, “sae lang as ye never look in the girnel ye shall ay
bring plenty o’ meal out o' it wi’ your hand.” She did so for
some time, but one day feeling a curiosity to behold the ex-
haustless store, she looked in, and there was an empty girnel;
so ever afterwards she had to fill it herself.

Another time 2 man met on an evening a funeral. The
people with it seemed fatigued, and desired the honest
man ‘““fo tak a lift 0 the corpse.” “Tll do that (quoth he) in
gude's name,” which he had no sooner said than they all
disappeared, leaving him with an empty coffin. The man
died soon after. This was a Fairy Funeral.
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FaIriNs—Presents given at fairs.

FairNTICKLES—FTeckly spots on the skin.

FaLLDERALLOES—Foolish unneedful things.

FaNnkLE—When cloth is in unrid folds, it is said to be in a
Sankle.

FaANNERs—Machines for winnowing corn.

FaNnkep—Warped in cloth.

FarkaGE—A bundle of cordage, so confusedly warped, that
there is no ridding it out; or a bundle of various things in
a similar state.

FarkLE—This word, and the one above, are one and the
same ; none of them, be it known, are what the Latins called
““verba recens ficta,” new coined words, though I am not able
to ferret out their proper derivations.

FARLE O0' BREAD—A cake of bread of oatmeal, bent with
toasting.

FaucH-BLUE—Bleached blue.

FaucH-LAN—Fallow land.

FauL aBouT THE MoON—Fold about the moon.

FEeckLEss—Weak in both body and mind.

FEEDING O' FROST—A slight thaw, amid frosty weather ; after
thaws of this kind, the frost commonly becomes more severe
than ever ; hence they are said to _feed the frost.

FeeriE—Fearless, strong ; a fearie auld man, a hale old man,
considering his age ; strong amid the years of infirmity ; a
[fearie wight, a being that can endure much trouble :

* Wallace Wight, upon a night,
*“Did burn the barns o’ Ayr,
““ And claw’d the croons o’ southern loons,
* Whilk they mind cver mair.”—
Auld sang.

FeGes---Faith.  Upon my fegrs, upon my faith.
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FEIGH—AnD exclamation of disgust.

FeLL—The broad muscles of the body; it is between the
“fell and the flesh,” say country doctors, that water in the
“dropsy ” gathers.

FeLL—Strong, hardy, perhaps from having good muscles.
FELL—Biting hard ; also, a wild rocky range.

FeLL o’ BARULLION—A lofty fe//, or range of high hills in
Wigtonshire, famous merely for the name; where find we
a stranger name for a mountain than Barullion? Barool,
the chief mount in the Isle of Man, is somewhat like
it, but not so sounding; and as for Efna, Heckla, or
mount Blanc, they have nothing to say to it on this
score; even Chimborazo, the loftiest in the world, has not a
more lofty name.

FEND—A way of living on the border of want, but not in
absolute want either.

FewLs—Fowls, if large.
Fip—A lie, an untruth,
FiLLie-TraiLs—Little ragged clouds, something resembling

uncut Aorse-fails, hence the name, they forbode windy
weather :
¢ When frae the south whusk filly-tails,
¢¢ Than high ships wear low sails.”—
Auld say.

FiMMERING— Moving the feet swiftly, either in dancing or
walking ; yet moving them at the same time with a singular
grace of person.

FINNIE—A feel with the hand, or ratherly a feel which returns
with good tidings to the senses; persons purchasing grain,
generally estimate the price of it, by its finnie, or the way in
which it feels :

A wat May and a winnie,
‘‘ Bring a fu’ stack-yard and a finnie."—
Auld say.
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The meaning of which is, that a wet and windy May month,
is such weather that makes crops grow good; so that they
fill the stack-yard, and the grain feels weel.

FippLE—The underlip ; when dull about any thing, we are said
to ““ hing the lip ;” and when those around us wish us roused,
they say we would answer well for eating Peclock potatoes ;
for why ? we might be cooling one in our figple, while eating
another.

Firep—Milk is said to be so when it gets ill tasted, in sultry
weather ; also, any part of our skin, injured by walking in
warm weather, is said to be “ fired.”

FIRE-FLAUCHT—A broad body of fiery meteoric matter, fre-
quently seen flashing through the regions of the atmosphere;
the common name is a fire-faucht, but sometimes a firey
dragon ; and some say * they have heard them fa’ in the sea
aften, and gae fizzing to death,” which is reckoned a great
kindness of Providence ; for had they lighted on the land.
“The Lord be near us, it is thought they wad hae cramped
the folk up rump and stump, wi’ fusks o' red gaud aim.”

FIRESPANG—A quick tempered person.

FissLe—To make a rustling noise.

FirstEps—Marks of the feet.

Frrrie—Having good feet, safe enough to walk with; also an
imaginary personage, of an extremely useless nature,
with which we compare real persons, as “ye’re as useless
as fittie,” or ye can do a certain job, “nae mair than
Sittie?

FrrTiNG-PEATS—The art of setting peats on end to dry.

Fizzing—Hissing, the noise red iron makes when flung in
water, or ale in bottles when uncorked.

FizzionLEss—Sapless, without pith.

FLADGE—A broad-bottomed person, any thing broad; the
same with bladge.
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FLAFF—A puff of wind, raised with one’s hand, or a fan.

FraipER—A foolish person, both in dress and manner ; more
particularly if this manner aims at something out of that
person’s sphere of action.

FLAIPERING—-FlaShing about in foolish clothes.

FLAKEs —Parts of fences which cross darns; they are a kind
of gate hanging the wrong way.

FrappawbproN—A tall illclad person, viz. clad in clothes not
befitting the body.

FrLaucHT—Anything broad.

FraucHTERS—Broad tufts.

FLAUCHTER-SPADE—A spade for fleying land.

FravMing—Flaming, exerting, &c.

Fraws—The points of those nails which hold shoes on horse-

hoofs ; the smith twists them off when they get through the
hoof.

FLEckED—Pied, black and white.

FLEEING-BUSS—A rapid burning fire is said to go like a
Sleeing buss, or a whin-buss on fire ; for when one of these
bushes is set fire to in a windy day, we think by looking at,
that the blaze is, as it were, taking the bush with it, before
really it has it consumed; hence Afeeing-buss, or fleeing,
SAaming-buss. The cause of this optical delusion is, that by
looking at a rapid burning fire, our eyes dazzle ; they mount
with the flame, as it were, and take with them the what feeds
it also—it is just refraction ; we see the swn, after he is in
truth set.

FLEeTrcH—To insist and whine ; to entreat kindly.
FLEETER—A full. A bumper.
FLEG—A swinging blow ; also, to walk with a swinging step.

FLEGGIN—Walking fast.
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FLEUCHING—Anything very light; to what it seems, more in
bulk than weight, the Zight chaff or flowing, is sometimes
termed fleuching, but more commonly light grain.

FrLeEuks—Flounder fish. Boys, in the neighbourhood of sandy
shores, have great work framping fleuks, which is accom-
plished by wading softly on the sand banks ; and when the
feet framp on the backs of the fish, they are held, until the
hands dive and grapple them more secure.

FLEUPs—Broad feet.
FLicHAN—A light person, and small.

FritcHErs—Light flying flakes, such as of snow; when the
snow, at the first of a storm, is like fine dust, as it
comes from the air, it is a sure sign that the storm is
going to be one of long continuance, but if the fitchers
be broad, it will upple sooner. It is the same way with
the drops of rain. Rain never falls in large drops long,
and never falls in large drops at all, unless there is much
heat in the atmosphere. For warm water runs through
a sieve much sooner than cold; from this we may infer
the cause of the severe snow storm, when it begins to
fall like dust, or what is called “smasfowre:” for then a
most intense cold prevails, caused by a frosty air, and dense
clouds.

FLiM—Film. Matter of a mucous nature, which gathers in
the throat.  Zipplers say, ““ that a dram o' strong farintosh
in the morning, cuts the fim.”—See more of this under
“ Floom.”

FrLing—To drive with the feet in walking.
FLINGBAG—A bag or wallet for the shoulder.
FLINGSTICK—A rowly-powly man.

Fripe—To peel ; to flipe the skin off any part ot the body, is
to peel or strip it off.
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FLirDs—Pcople of a valn, silly, dressy disposition.

Frisk—To fret, to flaunt, to whisk the tail, &c., as an ill-
natured horse does.

FLiTTING—Removing from one place to another; also the
things removed. “ As ane flits, anither sits,” is an o/d
proverd, .

FLoaM—The same Him. 1 am rather at a loss to know
whether this word is a corruption of FZim, thin pellicle, or
phlegm humours of the stomach, probably the latter.

FLocHTER—A person looking extremely big, and wishing
all eyes to observe.

FrLoccAN—Walking fast.

FrLoNk1Es—Waiting men, lackeys ; I wonder gentlemen keep
so many of these creatures about them ; for, instead of
adding anything to their dignity as noblemen, they detract
from it.

FLOrRY—A very dressy person.
FrowpEATs—Peats of a soft nature, cut out of flows.

Frows—Large soft marshes, of a spongy nature, haunts of
snipes ; and it is fine fun to wade in them, and shoot at
these nimble birds on the wing ; to catch young wild ducks
too, in them, is a favourite job with sportsmen when they
have good water dogs.

FrLucariEs—Nonsensical pieces of dress, furniture, or any
unneedful article of a foolish appearance; a person fond
of such is called a fugarie: also one mad in love is said to
be in a flagarie; the words mecan the same, for be it
known they are burning for a mean person, or one quite
out of their station; perhaps this word, and the Latin
Sagro, “to burn with love,” may be of a kin.

FLUMRIE—Sce Sowcens.
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FLusu—A wet soft piece of land; also, to be too liberal in
flinging away money.

FLUSTER—A person is said to be in a “fuster,” when seeming
more drowned in business than needful, and driving all to
destruction.

FrLutHER—To flutter in dust, as chickens and partridges do.

Fryam—Those large tangle sea-weeds, which grow round
shores ; yet the tide seldom ebbs from around them.—
There are few finer scenes than those seen out of a boat,
on a calm sunny summer day; down amongst these tangle
one is' most forcibly struck with the abode of nymphs
of the sea; the tangle waving so beautifully beneath the
translucent fluid, and sweetly gleaming in the darkened sun
beams.

FoArDsDAY—Thursday.

FocGIN Ewes.—Old ewes, past the days of lamb-bearing.

Fore-NicHTs—The fore part of the winter nights ; in summer
there are no fore-nichts. They are the spaces of time
between gloaming and going to bed; spaces taken off
the long nights, and added to the short days, as it were.
But of all the hours which wing their way over a pea-
sant’s head, none are so dear to him as those of the fore
nichts. For if he has a wife and family, then he may be
said to enjoy them and be happy. If he be a bachelor of
social disposition, then he is out at parties amongst his
neebours, or some of them are with him; and if he be
of a studious habit, then he may read books, enjoy him-
self with feasting on literature, and pondering the abstruse
sciences.

Many a famous self-taught scholar the fore-nights have
made in Scotland ; many a notable tale and song they
have produced; they are the delights of all classes of
kintra folks, to none more so than lovers, and the rare
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sons of rustic genius ; these latter revel in extacy during this
season.

Wunnoing, otherwise cleaning corn; knitting stockings,
muffetees, and loofies, cobbling shoon, and what not, may
somewhat run contrary to the employments of pleasure ;
yet, still the joy of joys is to be found in the lang wunter
Jfore-nichts.—Dear to my soul is the country ; long was I a
Ruricola.

O ! but I love the country well,
But true I love its labours ill,
Sweet 'tis in rural world to dwell,
But sour to mow, and shear, and till.

And this proceeds all from the heart,
For some delight to sweat and toil,

Dear nature scorn—and relish art,
Poor greedy grubworms of the soil.

They never hear the burdies sing,
Tiey never feel the evening breeze,

In vain for them primroses spring,
Or leaf in majesty the trees.

Give them the what their kytes will cram,
Or lumps of ore to fill the purse—
They want no more, all else they damn,
What I consider joy, they curse.
But let ilk man pursue his plan,
Let all have liberty of soul,
Let every man stand by his clan,
And slavery have no control.
ForrocHTEN—Sorely fatigued.
ForGETTLE—Having a bad memory.

ForNENT—Over against, right before. A female which dances
right before her partner.

Fou—Intoxicated with spirits ; also, a full of anything.

FouMarT—The polecat ; anciently fou/mart, from its horrible
smell ; mart, from its being of the species of martin.

FouRPARTDISH—AnN old measure, the fourth of a peck.

Fows—The house-leek, said to cure the dropsy.
o
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Fows—Prongs. Forks for hay.

Fov—A parting feast ; the same with Bonnello.
Fozzie—Not solid, porous, &c.
Fracriovs—Fretful.

FrEE—Anything brittle, such as free-stone.

FREETs—Superstitious observances, with respeet to omens good
or bad, more commonly bad ; the greater part of which now-
a-days, though they be observed, are not paid great attention
to; yet, on the whole, they are ratherly respected. A aup ¢
saut is yet to be put on a corpse, from the time it is straughted
until it be coffined; also the dead are waked with great
solemnity. The shoes are yet twisted of the hoofs of mares
before they bring forth their young, and they are by no means
allowed to foa/ in stables. An horse-shoe is put thrice
through beneath the belly, and over the back of a cow that
is considered c/fshot.  Elfgirse is given to this cow ; a burn-
ing peat is laid down on the threshold of the dyre door ; she
is set free from her sfake, and driven out; if she walks
quietly over the peat, she remains uncured ; but if she first
smells, then lets a spang over it with a &/ly, she is then
shaned, cured. If at the funeral one at the ‘Aandspakes
misses his foot, and falls bencath the bier, he will soon be
in a coffin himself. If we are on the way to rid an crrand,
yet forget something, we will have no luck that day. A
hare, to cross our path, is a bad omen. If a knife be
found lying open on the road, few will dare to lift it
Even a preen, if the broadside is not found lying towards
the face, will not be touched. A broom or cew is thrown
after curlers, when they leave a house; this is shaning
them good luck: and the #/ue dead lights, which appear
before a death, what omens are they ; these lights are seen
in the air, about the height a corpse is carried, and bobbing
up and down, the undulating motion of corpse bearers ;
they are seen to lcave the house where the person is to
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die, and go to the grave where the interment will take
place; to %¢p these lights is not right conduct; a man did
so once, when the corpse came to #iaf place on its journey
to the grave, there a fear came over the burial folks, they
could not move farther, until the man told the tale of the
dead light; three things are ay sonsy, but why need I note
so? I could tell more than a hundred, without being any
way exhausted ; let these be a swatch, however. I shall still
continue saying a little more on the subject with respect to
those freets, which come from one generation to another, in
the shape of little rhymes :

¢ Sit and see the swallow flee,
‘¢ Gang and hear the gowk yell,
¢ See the foal afore its minnie’s €’e,
¢ And luck that year will fa’ thysell.”

Which means, when we are sitting, the first time we see the
swallow flying ; walking, when we first hear the cuckoo; and
the first foal we meet with, if it be before the eyes of its
mother, that will be a fortunate year. The great anxiety
young women are in to know any thing about the husbands
they are to have, gives rise to numberless freefs,; one of these
is, when the new moon is first beheld, they sally out to the
green braes in bevies, and there each pull a handful of grass,
saying, at the same time,

¢ New moon, true moon, tell me if you can,
¢ Gif I hae here a hair like the hair o’ my gude man.”

Viz. Among the grass pulled, which is carefully searched,
and if a hair be found among it, which is generally the case,
the colour of that hair determines the hue of the expected
gude man's.

The three first days of April are called borrowing days, and
the freets of them run so—

¢ March borrows frae April

*¢ Three days, and they are ill ;

¢ The first o’ them is wun and weet,

¢ The second it is snaw and sleet,

‘¢ The third o’ them’s a peel-a-bane,

¢ And freezes the wee burds neb tae stane,”
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Magpies cause other curious freefs, according to the number
of them seen at any one time together.

¢ Ane's sorrow— 7Twa's mirth,

$¢ Thred's a burial—Four's a birth,

¢ Five's a wedding—Six brings s:aith,
‘¢ Seven’s sillar—Aucht’s death.”

A mist about the last days of the moon’s age, brings with it
a freet.

¢¢ An auld moon mist,
¢¢ Never dees o’ thrist.”

It is said of February—

¢¢ That February fills the dyke,
¢¢ Either wi’ the black or white.”

And of Candlemas day—

¢ Gif Cannelmas day be fair and clear,
‘ We’ll hae twa wunters in that year.”

And “Gin the Laverock sings afore Cannelmas, she’ll mourn
as lang aftert.”—I conclude with the following bunch of
freets . —

¢ Grumpkie smells the weather,

¢ And Grumphic sees the wun,

¢ He kens whan cluds will gather,

¢ And smoor the blinking sun ;

““ Wi’ his mouth fu’ o strae,

¢ He to his den will gae;

““ Grumphie is a prophet, wat weather we will hae.”

¢ Whan we steer the greeshoch,
¢¢ Gif the lowe be blue,

*¢ Storms o’ wun and weather,

“ Will very soon ensue.”

¢ Whan flares o’ Easlin light,

¢¢ As the sun starts frae his bed,

¢ Makes the cluds a bluidy sight,

¢¢ Changing them frae blue to red,

¢ Or the blazing cheel wuns owre,

“ The Keystane o’ the lift ;

¢ The weather wet will pour,

‘ For the wun it will shift,

¢ The wun it will shift, and the deep it will swaul,

¢ The faem it will flee, and the broyliment will brawl.”

FRENCH BUTTERFLEES — The common white butterflies .
the Pontia of learned insect men, I believe, and of the
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class Lepidoptera; when war raged between this country
and France, our patriotic youths hunted these poor but-
terflies over hill and dale, armed with wkun cows, and
destroyed as many of them as they possibly could ; having
the idea that they really were from France, and being of
the colour of the French flag, white, decided the matter.
The red butterfly was called the British one, the Apatura
of naturalists; it was venerated; to slay one of them was
considered a horrid crime.

FrerTiE—Fretful. Many people are naturally so, and keep
their circle of acquaintances about them in Aef water. Give
them the whole world, they would not be half contented ;
the following is a rhymed sketch of a

FRETFUL FARMER.

We hate to hear a body whinning,
For ever frettie and repining,
Like Robin o’ the risk ;
He never wears a joyfu’ €'e,
Nor taks a laugh right merrilee,
The blockhead ne’er looks brisk.
There’s something wi’ him ever wrang,
He’s yawping ay a yammering sang.

Wi’ nature he is ay at war,
And wi’ her weather he dis spar,
For never half she pleases;
Altho’ his crap waved rich and gude,
Tho’ swaul’d his nowt wi’ beef and blude,
Sweet joy his heart ne'er eases.
Nor wadna tho’ the hale yirth’s skin,
Belang’d to him baith out and in.

Wi’ a big rent he is na racket,
His lair claps on him nae strai? jacket,
He may be a free farmer;
May Elough whare’er he will, or maw,
And he has bonnie bairnies twa,
Wi’ ane wife just a charmer.
Nae matter still, still the poor saul’s yurning,
And ever about naithing mourning.
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Weel really he deserves to get,
Ane actual something for to fret,
Sin he be sae dooms keen o't ;
We wadna wonner but or lang,
The fool maun sing anither sang,
And kenna what's the mean o't.
Like yon big bairn wha whumper'd ay and grat,
Gat frae 2’ Wulliewan ance what it ne’er forgat.

Than will his corn look weel i’e braird,
His scythes row owre a famous swaird,
And no a silly whittery ;
Nae fleuchan than will grow his wheat,
His peelocks will be sweet to eat,
And no puir scabbed chittery.
The weather then won’t be owre wat or dry,
But pleasure than flow baith frac yirth and sky.

At nature ay to girn and thraw,
Whan she’s doing us na ill ava,
Is sure a sin infernal ;
And even suppose she sooks the purse,
Still her we ne’er sud dare to curse,
But wi’ her live fraternal.
A man has power whiles owre his fellow man,
But nature scorns it do he a’ he can.

Whane'er she likes a storm she’ll blaw,
Lither o’ rain, or hail, or snaw,
And we puir sauls maun bear it ;
For no a single doit cares she,
Whether wi’ it we happy be,
Or whether we do sncer it,
Sae Robin think and look about ye fool,
Or gang some months to Reason’s Boarding School.

FriLs—Ruffles.

I'roap—Froth.

FrusH—Unsound, decayed, &c,

Fupp—The tail or dunn of a hare.

Fupnie—A spell at tippling.

FupjeLLs—Fat contented persons.

Furr—To puff.

Furrnr—To tufile.
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FurBeasT—The horse which walks in the furrow when
ploughing.

Furper—To aid, to prosper.

FurTHY—Forward.

Fvaam o auLp GLENs—It is a thing quite impossible for
me to express the meaning of this fyaam, or fume pro-
ceeding from old glens, except to keen naturalists, who
have felt it. It is the scent of Melancholy, as it were, in
her abode in lonely glens. So soon as the smelling organs
feel it, the soul is alive to all the charms of solitude, and to
unutterable objects in the wild bosom of nature. It is
a something like the poet’s “ Hollow hum in the dark green
wode.”

““ There is a pleasure in the pathless wooxl,
*¢ There is a rapture on the lonely shore "—=Sayeth Byron.

And Byron is a wild strong bard, with some little errors
hanging about him, thought great by some, whereas the
truth is, they are the mere dust on the sandal soles of
mighty Madam Genius.

What curse is this within my brain,
Which sinks me thus so gloomy sad,
With beating heart, and head in pain,
Upon the point of running mad ?
Am [ a sinner black and bad,
And know not how I can repent,
Knew I my crime, 1 would be glad,
And bear with peace my punishment,
But what I am, I know not the extent.

My mind, I feel’s a mighty wilderness,
A mass of something quite irregular,
Which sadness wisheth to compress ;
But o'er the world "twill stretch afar,
Tho’ alligators fling their jaws ajar,
And snap their tusks in fell array,
Beyond yon moon, ay, and yon argol star,
Will fancy wing her sunward way,
And scorn the clouds that would befoul the day.

Shall savage man, with all his gold,
Be fit to clip the poet’s wings,

Or turn his heart by freezing cold,
And cut its tenderest feeling strings?
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Nay, he defies unmanly things,
In spite of fortune energy doth burn,
And genius, like a giant springs,
Tho’ gloominess the brains may churn,
All what’s not independent he doth spurn.

O! happy he again would be,
To stroll along yon sunny shore,
Or by the glen and hawthorn tree,
Sweet nature’s self but to adore.
But oh, how mad, how sick and sore,
The breast is too devoid of love;
O'! would this withering gale blow o'er,
And let the rustic bard go rove,
Singing his song, and trusting in his God above.

How wavering is the human mind; full of changes.
Melancholy gives it strength; all great minds have felt a
great deal of melancholy—from gloominess to gaiety how
swiftly it alters.

Hah, ha, this morn how merry’s a
The tyke, he laughing barks,

The cock ay now and than dis craw,
The lift’s fu’ o’ cheery larks.

The pyet wags her tail fu’ green,
Plays hap and charks awa,

‘Whiles on yon tammock she is seen,
Then wi’ the hoodicraw.

The de’il the haet dis girn and snarl,
And snuff wi’ wrath and blaw,
For Jock’s come back to the rural warl,
Gieing mony a loud gaffa.
Poets and poetry dumfounder me; let them get hence, and
the Fyaam o' the auld Glen.

FyaseLEs—Foibles ; foolish things.
FvacHLE—To work at any thing softly; to fyackle downm,
to fall softly down. Fyackling, moving about in a Silly

manner, and seeming to work at something in a feckless
way.

Fykes—Trivial troubles.

Fykes FAIR—A singular fair, held annually at the Clau-
chan o Auchencairn ; it begins at fen o'clock at night, con-
tinuing to the morning, and through part of the next day.
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All the drinkers, floriers, cutty gléiers, and curious folks,
attend from all parts of Galloway; and when so many
such characters are met, any one may conclude, what for
a fair it is ; that it is one of the most blackguard gatherings
in the south of Scotland.

FyLe—Make dirty.

¢¢ Her face wad fyle the Logan water.” —BURNs.

G.

GaA’—Gall
GaB—The mouth ; also to talk pertly.

GasBiE LaBeie—Confused talking; the way in which we
think foreigners talk when we know not their language.

GaeBIT—Did talk.

GABERLUNZIE—A wallet.

GABERLUNZIE MAN—A man who carries a wallet.

GAI1G—A rend or crack in flesh brought on with dry weather.
GaAIsLINS—Young geese.

GAISTCOAL—A coal, that when it is burned it becomes white.
They are more of a stone nature than coal.

GALDROCH—A greedy, long-necked, ill-shaped person.

GALLBUSSES—A shrub which grows plentifully in wild moor-
land marshes. Its leaves are something like the willow,
but its scent is different from that of any other shrub. The
scent of it is extremely strong, and though it be cut, retains
its fumes and freshness for many months. It is thought
to be able to extirpate insect vermin out of rooms. I
wonder something is not tried with this astonishing smelling
plant ; who knows but it is highly medical.
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Garrowa'—A large district or shire, ranging along the south of
Scotland, anciently much larger than now, stretching, in the
days of yore, from the English border to the Irish Firth, a
distance of more than a hundred miles. Its breadth has not
varied much, being naturally cut off; as it were, from the rest
of Scotland, by a range of wild bleak moors. This has con-
tinued much the same. It had its own kings once ; Galdus
“or Galders, whose tomb and name yet exist in the country,
was one of them, and it is thought Galloway had its name
from him, which is not unlikely. AMurray, in his literary
account of the district, quotes various authorities respecting
the name, and in this, shows considerable genius and re-
search, though, as to the true derivation, it yet remains
doubtful. The manners, customs, and language of the
peasantry differing widely from those belonging to the rest of
Scotland, I was induced to say something respecting them,
being fond of curiosity, and I have not confined myself to
the Galloway of modern days, but to the ancient Gallovadia,
Gallwallia, or Galluegia, for doing which, if any thank me,
it is well, and if none do so, I have myself to thank, which I
do with Dboldness; because, in saying what I have said,
I have felt' great pleasure, so should #iank myself that 1
found out this little source of happiness; and even had
those manners and what not, not differed so widely as they
do from their neighbours, still I would have said something
respecting them, not that I may know matters that the
world knows not, and perhaps cares little about, and not
that I like to hear myself talking, but just to show, that the
peasants, though an extremely modest race, have bred one
amongst them full of impudence.

(GaMF—An idle meddling person.
GaMpiN—Gaping, like an half-hanged dog.

(GGanG 0’ Water—The water that is brought from the well
at once.
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GansH—To snap greedily at any thing, like a swine.
Gar—To cause, to make do.
GARDY-PICK—An expression of great disgust.

GARDY-VINE—A large beautiful oblong-shaped glass bottle, used
for holding spirits. It is from the German, “ a gin bottle.”

GARTEN—Garter.
Gates—Goats.  Gale-skin, goat skin.

GATE-WHEY—The whey of goat’s milk. People of consump-
tive habits drink it; so a draught of goat’s whey, and
a week’s recreation in the moors, are as much relished by
people living on sea-shores, as these latter places are to the
moorlanders.

GATIN-CorRN—That bad plan of drying grain, by binding the
sheaves near the top, spreading them wide below, and setting
them on end singly They dry, to be sure, pretty soon, but
then they are loose, and wet as soon; so, if it be variable
weather, they commonly are rotted useless.

Gaucy—]Jolly, well-dressed and well-fed.

GaAuN 1O A House—About forty or fifty years ago, zisiting
in the country was a very serious matter; that is to say,
there was no such thing as Aintra ncebours going to see
how other were at their houses, unless there was some
urgent business in hand between the parties, and even if
there were, the visitor would seldom go into the house,
but execute his mission, or what not, on the green in the
open air ; for if he had, he would not have come out
again, if a young man, without having himself e/nd with
one of the daughters of that establishment, which being
done, marriage had to ensue. The natives waited for the
pair to be cried every Sabbath-day that came, in the Airé,
and if no proclamation took place, the fellow was badgered
and bantered about the girl where ever he went ; at shoot-
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ings, kirns, prentice-loosings, &c. The poor lassie would
never be matched to another ; so his soul would give way to
the foolish scandal and cowntry dask afloat, and he would
enter the matrimonial estate to get clear of them ; thus, gaun
to a house, as it was called, proved to be a sad matter often,
if the lads and the lasses had not previously engaged other
at kirk-stiles, or some such famous courting Aoufs or haunts.

GAUT—A male swine.

GaursaME—Hog’s lard.

GavLE—Gable of a house.

GAawkIE—A foolish girl.

Gep—The pike, the fresh water shark.

GEDWING—AN ancient looking person; an antiquary, and
fisher of geds.

GEE—A species of madness. “My wife she’s ta’en the gee,”
as the aw/d sang goes. My wife has taken some mad fit, and
is almost unmanageable.

GEENs—Wild cherries.

GELL—A rend, an open in any thing, such as in wood.

GELLOCK—An iron crow-bar for making “ Gells™ or rends, use-
ful in quarrying stones.

GEeLLocks—Insects which haunt the “Gells” of rocks,
probably of the earwig species. It is lobster shaped,
about an inch long, of a black colour, inclosed in a hard
rind. They bite savagelike, and their bite is attended
always with a little poison.

GEMMLE—A long-legged man.

GEORDIE WUSHART—AnN eminent rustic bard, and one of
the most honest and social of men. He is chief salmon-
fisher on the Dee, but was born and bred somewhere on
the Scottish border. In his ways all—he is quite an origi-
nal ; every motion of either his body or mind attests it. He
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can tell the most humorous tale without giving a single
smile with his countenance : he will have all around him in
a roar of laughter, and himself sitting the while as serious as
Socrates.—He is one of the most patient and contented men
on earth, nor is this happy temper annoyed by him having a
hell of a woman for a wife, as the unfortunate sage lately
mentioned had, for, on the contrary, she is a worthy and
amiable female.

As to his poetic talents, few there are who have the
pleasure of estimating them, as they have not yet been
fairly laid before the world’s microscopic eye; but I
for one, have been honoured with a peep at his MSS. in
their present state, so am able to say what I think of
them, which, without the “decimal fraction of a doit’s-
worth of flattery, I say they are extremely natural and
pleasant, and ought to have got a squeeze in the press
long ago.” There is not much wildness and madness
about them ; they are simple and halesome, not unlike the
strain of Allan Ramsay. .

His General Review and Eternal Almanack are indeed
superior to most rustic poems in my knowing. Their plots,
and the way in which they are handled, prove Geordy
to be a.man of genius. He is not only a poet, but a
very clever mathematician, understanding Algebra well, and
can engrave beautiful sun-dials. I once sent him a
dial of rather a singular construction, when he thanked me
as follows :—

I gat the dial that ye sent,

It was ane handsome compliment,

And thanks are due on cent. per cent.
In gratitude frae Geordy.

I ne'er saw ought like it afore,
I glowered at it owre and owre,
Tﬁe farer I did it explore,
It gied mair joy to Geordy.
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O ! cud I write the vera best
That ever was in words express'’t,
*Twas due to thee boon a’ the rest
That ere sent ought to Geordy.

But, O, alas ! my muse is dull,
The pen is frail, and thick the scull,
But for the deed ye'll tak the wull
Frae a well-wisher Geordy.

Though there may be rather too much sweet oi/ in these
thanks, yet any one of penetration may see they flow from
a tender and good heart. In truth, there is no man more
beloved by all who know him than Geordy. His honest face
brightens up every company he is in ; whether that company
be in the Hall o' Barnicwater, Auld Ned's Antichamber, or
St. Cuthbert's Mason Lodge. He is fond of shooting, and
in Galloway there is none can wield a double barriie so well
as Geordy. When the game springs, whether on foot or
wing, he takes a snuff deliberately, brings the gun quietly up
to his e’e, lets fly, and if he misses, it is a wonder. But, to
give a further proot of his poetic powers, and firstly then, a
piece, entitled

THE THOW.

The bitter-biting frost now seems to fail,
And safter zephyrs wave the leafless trees,
How quick the thow dissolves the snaw and hail,
And sets the ice-bound waters at their ease.

The chittering burdies, draigglin forlorn,

Now find their sustenance with ecasy care,
Nor do they come at e'ening and at morn

To touch the borders of the schoolboy’s snare.

The wakefu’ lark, that by the early dawn,
Wi’ vocal notes doth warn the approach of day,
When that the flakey snaw o’erspread the lawn,
Amaist became destructive Famine's prey.

But now the sun extends a warmer glance,

His cheering rays again doth gladness bring,
A’ nature now enjoys unbounded dance,

And welcomes back the sweet returning spring.
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Again the finny ¢tribe will glad the stream,
The artfu’ angler a’ his wiles will try,

The cheerfu’ ploughman whistling by the team,
His ma:mj; place will faithfully supply.

Rejoice, rejoice, a’ nature at the sight,
Again the fields assume a verdant green,

Again the woolly flocks do take the height,
And lowing herds are in the vallies seen.

The above poem is tolerable, but had it been more
Scotchified, 1 would have liked it better; however, he
makes this up in his answer to a friend who sent him some
good snuff.

MACABAA.

Sir—I gat yer sang wi’ the fine Macabaa,
For which I gie naething but thanks that are sma’,
To see sic a poet, and few there do Anow it,
Why do ye conceal sic a talen? ava?
There’s some silly asses wha clim up Parnassus,
And think there to shine on the poetic /aze,
But truly 7 tell ye, few, few can excell ye
In yer funny wee sang o’ the rare Macabaa.

Y our halesome advices sac canty and braw
About the drap whusky, the saul-case and a’,
Ye surely are right, for by day and by night,
We sud keep frae the hizzies when tippling awa.
But now ae request I maun ask o’ ye neist,
Altho’ it be bracking discretion’s gude law,
Neist time ye gang north, by the Clyde or the Forth,
Ye maun bring me a treat o’ this same Macabaa.

Lang life to yersell then, the mistress, and a’,
May happiness crown ye by Harmony's law ;

May your faes ay be few, and your friens ay cnew,
Until your last breath on this warl ye draw :

And through a’ our lives, wi’ our fricns and our wives,
May temperance ay be the rule to us a’,

Wi’ a wee drap o’ Toddy to nourish the body,
And sometimes a teat o’ the gude Macabaa.

Fare-thee-1ell then, my worthy Geordy.

SERROND the PoET—What a difference there is between
this bard, and the one just sketched. John Gerrond the
.gow, and George Wishart the sage. The first, an honour to
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the Muses, the other a disgrace. He was bred a blacksmith ;
went to America ; drank and frolicked in the world beyond
the flood; came back again, tilting over the whiste topd
surges of the Gulf of Florida, to use his own language, then
published at various times stuff he termed poems; shameless
trash, appearing as if they had been dug out of the lovely
bosom of an Assmidding.

For all there is much about him deserving my attention.
Some genuine madness, vanity, and folly ; and I will dare to
say, that if he had had ten times more industry than what he
has, he would have wrote some tolerable verses, as his madness
is ratherly that of a poet’s. In truth, his Red Lion Frolic is
as fine a specimen of gowishness as 1 have seen. He says
he is the first of Vuican's sons who strives to climb the
sliddery brae, and that as music was first produced by striking
on an anvil, he expects that even something greater yet may
be produced in a smiddy, and that nothing ever came from
those whose ears hear little but the ckirping of the yarn-beam.
Indeed, was not the tender Zannakhsi/l a weaver; poor
Gerrond, 1 won't hurt thee, thou hast been injured much
already by the destiny of thy stars ; for Burns, you say, was
very lucky in appearing at the time he did. He got just the
start of you by a few years, and took up all those subjects
which was befitting your muse : just so ; but if he had never
wrote, neither would ye have done so, nor ever have thought
that Halloween and the Holyfair were frolics that a poet
could make exist to eternity; so Gerrond is a strange
creature, and perhaps there never was any being moved
about more independent than he in clogs and a ruffled sark,
for which he has my highest praise ; for poverty, in all its
shapes, he values nothing. Give him a glass or two of
whisky, and he would not call the 4ing his cousin ; and
no one deserves a glass more than he, for he both loves it
dearly, and will give thanks for it either in cnk or other-
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ways. The Peatmoss is his longest poem, beginning
with
‘¢ Some delight to sing o’ battle,
‘¢ Whether victory or loss ;

¢ But whaever owre a bottle
¢¢ Sang the scenes o’ a Peatmoss.”

While ranging for subseribers once through the country,
a priest was so impudent as to tell him he was 7o poet.
“ Don’t you think (returned our hero), that the Almighty is
as potent now as he was in the days of old?” Surely,
(replied the priest) “ Wi than (quoth Gerrond), he has
opened the mouth of another ass to-day, methinks.” This
retort was not so far amiss ; on the whole, he is a harmless
soul, and reels about like a true poet, contented, in rags,
and commonly as fow as the Baltic. It is far from me to
discourage the efforts of genius; I am quite on the side of
a young poet, if I have any penetration to see he is on the
right side 0 the dyke ; but, hoh, ho, Gerrond was never there,
and is too old now to spe over. Merit will work its
way, under a million disadvantages, to the Temple of Fame ;
nothing else will do. But oh !

¢ 11k clauchans pang’d wi’ gcafish bards,
¢ The de’il a mailins free o’ them ;

‘¢ Tie their bladders to their tails,
¢ And owre the brig o’ Dee wi’ them.”

Auld Galloway song.
G1BB Cats—Male cats.

Gi1e—To pry.

G1EAN CARLINS—A set of carlins common in the days away,
but now so much unknown, that account of them is almost
lost. They were of a prying nature, and if they had found
any one alone on Auld Halloween, they would have stuffed
it with « beerazons and butter.”

GIEING UP THE NaMmes—The ceremony attending the giving

in to the Precentor the names of those to be ¢rsed or pro-
P
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claimed to church congregations, previous to marriage ; so
that any who wish to object to such and such matrimonial
concerns going forward, may do so; they have then the
power to fling down sixpence, and protest against proceedings
going farther, a thing seldom done. Though they be a7dd
three times, if the three c7yings be put all past on one day, as
is now commonly the case, the Precentor’s loof must be better
ereeched than if he took three separate days to it, which is
the strict point of church law. Those names are generally
given in on a Saturday night. The parties meet in a pub-
lic house ; no females attend ; the father or brother of the
bride is her representative ; the bridegroom is present, and
his dest man, on the Precentor being called in to the meeting
(a business he generally likes, as he gets plenty both to eat
and drink for nothing), the mames are wrote down on a slip
of paper ; the bride’s name by one of her relations present,
and the bridegroom’s by his man ; after this is done, the
bowsing goes merrily on; the whisky punch dashes about
like dishwater; all present get fuddled, and the Precentor
worst of all, as fozr as a witch.

Such is the fourth bout, in the regular routine of a proper
matrimonial transaction ; first faking the notion; secondly,
courting ; thirdly, getting consent of the auld folks, and buy-
ing the braws; and fourthly, gleing up the names ; then
comes the crying, the wedding, the kirking, and lastly the
laking up house.

GieziE—A person fond of prying into matters which concerns
him nothing.

G1FT 0’ GAB—Having power to gabble.

GiLL—This word comes from the same root as ge/l. It is, as
it were, a small rend in the earth; a little glen, through
which runs a brook. A gil, a glen, a cleugh, and a
haugh are all of the same family, but differing in magni-
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tude, all excavations of this planet caused by the running of
water.

GrLr—A leech. This word, and “ge//"” are one, for the
leech is a creature that makes “ge//s” in the flesh. The
word ge/Z, I am not sure whether it is of Norman or Erse
extraction ; I am inclined to think the latter. If cream be
rubbed on those parts of the body where leeches are to
be put, they will take hold sooner than without it. The
bite of a leech is poisonous when newly taken out of its
native place : they should be kept some time before used ;
the water they are put in should be changed every day,
and that water should be much of the nature of their native
water, of an half putrid nature, for it is on the viewless
animals of this water they live. Spring water is death
to them, and they should have, if possible, fresh air. A
bottle is not a good thing to keep them in; it should be
a wider vessel, with a lid holed like a sieve.

The wound they make is of a singular shape, something
like the letter Y; three legs striking off from a centre, having
the angle of sixty degrees between them. Nature, thou art
a wonderful mathematician ; what wound would answer so
well as one of this form, both for letting out blood, and
healing soon. Like the bees, with their hexagonal combs,
no other solid would answer them so well. Leeches deserve
attention ; when we wish them to vomit, nothing but their
mouths should touch the salt.

GILL-GATHERERS—People who gather leeches in the marshes.
These are commonly old women; they wade about with
their coats Aited high; the vampires lay hold of them
by the legs, when the gill-gatherers take them off, and
bottle them up. These persons have commonly a long
stick, called a gil-rung, with them. When they come
to a deep hole, they plunge in it with this, and start the
leeches, singing a strange song at the same time to the
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rouses of the pole. Annexed to this, is Mally Messlin, the
gllawive's one :—

Gilly, gilly, gilly,

Lon!e E:’ld so%lk{hy filly :
Hear'st thou Mally plunging
Wi’ the rung a ng ?
Bubbles up are boxi Y

Am kirning and am toiling ;
Ye dinna hear my swashes,
For blue seag-roots and rashes ;

My gilly, striped gll}_ly
Come and sook thy flly

Let me see ye wimple,

And make the water dimple ;
Start now frae the boddum,
Tho’ it I canna fadom :
Come and see thy Mally,
The body'’s living brawly;
Tho’ warroching in mires,
Puir Mally never tires;
Come awa, my gilly,

And sook thy filly, ﬁll)

My under-cotie’s hie now,

Gif ony bodies see now,

The water’s boon my knee now,
Aye faith, aboon mid thee, now
Amang my yallow spawlies,
There ye come and crawlies ;
Bonny's the moss lilly,

But bonnier far my gilly :

Now thou sticks, my gilly,

Sook thy filly, filly.

GiLL-HA's—Snug little thatched huts erected in gids, or
small glens. These are often, in Galloway, and other
places, the birth-places of genius. OQut of these issue
young men, whiles excellent at climbing the slippery
Mount Parnassus. The Ettrick Shepherd was doubtless
born in a gill-ha’. They are the famous archives for
legendary tales; there are the cream of the milk of ages;
the food of pleasure.

GiLL-piES—Young tight girls, looking out for husbands.

GiLL-RONNIES—Glens full of bushes, haunts of poets, and
people a sproging ; sweet rural solitudes.
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GiLL-rowALs—The horse-leeches. These leeches are of no
use to man, as the others are; they won’t bite when wished.
The country people, however, think otherways, and would
not allow one of them to be “/aid f0” for a good deal, as
report goes ; that if they be “/aid t0,” they won't, like the
others, “fall off,” but continue sucking so long as they can
get a drop of blood, while the life-stream flows out of their
nether end, whence the name “ Zowals,” or tails, leeches at
either end.

GILLY-GAWKIE—A long-made and rompish girl.

GiLLy-GawpocK—Nearly the same as above, only the other
is, or was, the name of a farm once in Galloway. ¢ Gaping
glens” may be about the English of it.

GinNErs—The gills of a fish. “I gaed my way on tae saun
the ither day, and raised a pickle bait (quoth the celebrated
John M‘Clellan), and wad awa, and try the fishing. The
wun was aff the lan’, so I thought I might get a cod or twa
about the Laird's Point, or aff the Redcraig, but 1 had na
row’d the boat to the ¢ witck wive's haen, whan the wun cam
ahead, and I was obliged to bring her to aff the Oyster Craig.
Weel, there I sat, and gat naething but plenty o' wee
¢ bleuchens, but owre i’ the afternoon, just as I was thinking on
starting for hame, I fin’ an awfu’ tugging at the line, owre the
scullrow ; my coat I flang aff, the better to manage the
meikle fish, drew the ¢ dart click’ to me, to double huik him,
whan I brought him near the tap o’ the water. Sae up I
brought him slowly, the biggest fusZ ever I saw ; nae com-
mon pan wad hae ta’en him in at hauf a dizzen times. I
brought him safely intae boat; he had swallowed the bait
greedily, the huik was sticking in his ¢ ginners’ 1 took out
my knife, ripped up his un’er-jaw, to get back the huik ; but
just as I lifted him, to fling aft a bit, lord ! he gaed a de'il's
wallop, slipped out o’ my han’, and o’er the gunnel o’ the
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boat again intae water. I let dive after him wi’ my arms to
the oxters, but he slided awa. O! I was vexed; I drew up
the penter, gaed awa ashore to Meg wi’ the tear in my eye.
Sinsyne, I hae thought it was na a fleuk, but some watch in
the shape o’ ane, may be, Eppie Hanna; gif that be sae, she
has sair ginners the day, be she whar she wull.

GIrRD—A hoop, a blow.

Girps 0’ THE WuN—Blasts of the storm.

GIRNELL—A box or barrel for holding oatmeal.

Girse—Grass.

GIRSE-GAWD—Cut by grass. Those who run bare-foot, as
“ herds ™ do, know well what these cuts are.

GIRSLE—A gristle.

Girzy or GrizzLe—Name for Grace.

GLAKEs—Playthings for children.

GrauMeErR—VWitchery, the black art. Man can do nothing
supernatural, yet he has powers to make some of his weaker
brethren think he can. Man can invent singular things, and
so bemistify them, that others may gape and wonder ; but
there is no genuine glaumer about him, nor there is no
glaumer at the present day in existence, unless the eyes of
fair females contain a little.

sLAUMs—Instruments used by horse-gelders, when gelding.

GLAUR—Soft mire or moss. .

GLeBorRING—Talking carelessly.

GLEDGE—To hang about thief-like.

GLED's-cLAWs—We say of anything that has got into greedy
keeping, that it has got into the gled’s claws, where it will be
kept until it be savagely devoured.

GLEED—A comfortable little fire ; when the embers of the gleed
are stirred, and a blue flame appears, it betokens bad
weather.
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GLED’s-NEsTs—Nests of the kite. These are common in
moorland glens: they build there on what the shepherds
call scurrie thorns, low dwarfish thorns ; and these nests,
when young gleds are in them, are kept well filled with
mice and moles, which proves that this bird not only preys
on animals of its own tribe, but on quadrupeds. It is a greedy
bird, the kite, and extremely useless in bearing up against
the rudeness of winter ; one would think, that when the
frost and snow reduced the little birds to a sad forlorn
state, that those of prey would then be feasting. This is
not so, though ; a mark of the wisdom of Providence: cold
sets upon the prowling vagabonds in a manner that naturalists
have not found out ; for, frequently in winter, they not only
want strength of wing to catch their prey, but can neither
kill nor eat it when it is catched, as I have often seen proved.

“‘ The tod’s a beast no easy fed,
¢ Lykewise the burd they ca’ the g/ed,
** The wasp, the speedard, and the ged
‘¢ Are greedy curses ;
‘“ And factor Jock is damn’d ill-bred
‘¢ Wi’ our light purses.”

Auld poem of the Kent Day.

GLED's-WHUssLE—Kites, when they fall in with prey, give
a kind of wild whistling scream. We apply this, meta-
phorically, to the ways of men, in the phrase, “It's no for
nought the gled-whussles :” meaning, it is not for nothing
that greedy men whistle ; it is the good fee makes the lawyer
whistle.

‘GLED WvyLIE—The name of a singular game played at
country schools. One of the largest of the boys steals
away from his comrades, in an angry like mood, to some
dyke-side or sequestered nus4, and there begins to work as
if putting a pot on a fire. The others seem'alarmed at his
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manner, and gather round him, when the following dialogue
takes place :—

They say first to him,

What are ye for wi’ the pot, gudeman ?
S? what are ye for w1’ the pot ?

We dinna like to see ye, gudeman,
Sae thrang about this spot.

We dinna like ye ava, gudeman,
We dinna like ye ava,

Are ye gaun to grow a gled, gudeman ?
And our necks draw and thraw ?

He answers,

Your minnie burdies ye maun lae,
Ten to my nocket {maun hae,

Ten to my €’enshanks, and or I gae lye,
In my wame I'll lay twa dizzen o’ ye by.

The mother of them, as it were, returns,

Try’t than, try’t than, do what ye can,
Maybe ye maun toomer sleep the night, gudeman ;
Try't than, try’t than, Gled-wylie frae the heugh,
Am no sae saft, Gled-wylie, ye'll fin’ me bauld and teugh.
After these rhymes are said, the chickens cling to the
mother all in a string.  She fronts the flock, and does all she
can to keep the kite from her brood ; but often he breaks

the row, and catches his prey. Such is the sport of Gld-
wylie.

GLENKENS—A glen amongst rocks. This is the largest
and wildest glen in Galloway, extending into many
parishes. In the heart of it is the Zock o' Ken, a lovely
lake, Newgalloway Clauchan, and the ancient seat of the
Gordons of Kenmore. It is a most romantic place: it was
on his way through it (in riding from Dumfries to Gate
house), that Burns composed the chief of national songs,
““ Scots wha hae wi' Wallace bled.” He did this during a
storm of rain ; the storm, and the wild situation in which
it catched the poet, must have aided those uncommon
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manly breathings of the song to burst forth. He was
accompanied in his journey by his friend, Mr. Sims, who
wrote out the story. Galloway, then, must have some
share in the honour of giving birth to the famous effusion,
and a small share even, is surely a great honour.

GLENT—To gleam suddenly, or a sudden gleam of light.

GLiBB—Quick, sharp, more so than needful. A person too
quick, as it were, for the world, or “e/ib4,” is generally
disliked.

GLIBBANS—A glibb person.
GLIFF—A transient view of any thing.

GLisk—A glimpse of light. A little light flung suddenly on a
dark object. G/Uff is the short view ; glisk, the little light
which gave the short view.

GLiTr—Oily matter, which makes the stones of brooks slippery
in summer.

GLOCKEN—A start from a fright.
GroiTt—A soft delicate person.

GLoss—A comfortable little fire of embers.
GLuMF—A sulky fool.

GruncH—To look sulky.

GLuNDY—A fellow with a sulky look, but not sulky for
all: one who deceives by appearances; also a plough-
ridder.

GLUNNER—AD ignorant sour-tempered fellow.
GrutTED—Swallowed.

GLyING—Looking with one eye.

Goave—To gaze with fear.

Goirs—Young birds unplumed.
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GomF—A fool, or one who wishes to seem so.
GoMRELL—The same as above.
GoNKED—Cheated.

GooL—The seed of wild herbs. That seed which is taken out
amongst corn.

Goosers—Pieces of cloth set in at certain angular points
of clothing, so that they may better befit the body. Little
out-lets, as it were, well known to the sewers of whste-seam.

GorBLE—To eat ravenously.

GorDED LozEnNs—Panes of window-glass, in the time of frost,
are so termed. What beautiful objects like trees do there
appear in the frigid season.

GoRLIN-HAIR—The first hair which grows on body or
beast. That hair on young birds before the feathers
cometh.

GorLINS or GorBs—Young birds.
GorrocH—To mix and spoil porridge, or such food.

GoTH—An exclamation, and a bad one, for it is no less than a
molification of the sacred word God; goth man, goth ay,
goth this, and goth that, are by far too common sayings;
many are led to prologue their words by them, who know
not the meaning of the language they are using; let all
desist from tampering with this word in the time to come ;
let goth become obsolete, so will we be respecting the name
of our Almighty Creator; also, let 4asth, which is used for
Jfaith, sink to oblivion.

Gou—A bad taste or smell.

GourLINS—The black bulbous roots of an herb with a white
bushy flower, good to eat, called Hornecks in some parts of
Scotland.
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Gow—A name for a fool.

GowpiE—Mr. John Goldie, a young gentleman, for some time
editor of the “ Ayr and Wigtonshire Courier,” born and bred
in Ayrshire, but being the manager of this newspaper, and it
having ado with part of Galloway, of course it behoves me to
take notice of him. And I do this with much pleasure, for
why, I consider my friend very worthy of it, he is a poe#, that’s
enough; yes, and a poet too, agreeable to my taste, as also
I should think of every peasant in Scotland; and I would
much rather be a bard that could 4:#t/e up the feelings of the
country folks, than one who was a favourite at court; but
the truth is, a peasant’s poet is also a prince’s, for who are
not moved with the mellow voice of nature? it thrills through
the breast enstarred, as quick as through that covered with
the corner of a plaid; it works its way to the heart, be
that heart in what situation it may. Mr. Goldie has cer-
tainly much of the right ore about him, ready to be brought
forth, and (without much amalgamation with other metals),
stampt in that mint, which issues out the genuine coin
that endures for ages. Lately he published a volume of
sweet little pieces, some of them reminded me not a little
of the strain of Tom Moore. He is the author of that
song which took such a hold of the stage in the days of
dandyism, and partly helped to bring these #oy-shop gentry
into ridicule ; it begins with, as many know,

There’s the wealthy widow Watt,
She’s as ugly as her cat,
" She's toothless, dull of hearing, crooked and bandy O !
Tho’ her skin’s as dark as my hat,
Yet her cash can cover that,
For the cash you know’s the thing that’s for the dandy O.

When editor of the newspaper, he was the means of bring-
ing many a gem out of the gulf of oblivion; he lent not a

deaf ear to the whisperings of Genius, but freely gave the
goddess a corner whenever he heard her voice. He was one of
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the chief instruments by which was completed with so much
eclat on the banks o' bonny Doon, a monument to the me-
mory of Burns, or ratherly a land-mark to guide the pilgrim
in after ages to the venerable Kirk Allowa; as also the one
who constituted an Ayr Burns' Club, to commemorate the
anniversary of the bard in his native town ; on the whole, this
gentleman’s conduct has not been unlike that of Mr
M‘Diarmid’s, Dumfries, to be afterwards spoken of : he has
the love of mankind and literature at heart; is like myself
now driving away in London, so God speed the war#, and
ever sing ‘“success to the cause.” I may here treat my
readers to an effusion of his muse, never before in print:—

THE FOUNDLING.

When sick or wae, the puir man’s wean
Kens that a mither’s smile is sweet,
The joyless orphan left alane,
Aboon a father’s grave can greet ;
Sic bless alake is no for me,
For ne'er has't been my lot to prove
How sweet’s the blink o’ mither’s ¢’e,
How warm the glow o’ father’s love.

My birth-night saw me at yon door,

The cauld, cauld yird my cradle’s place,
And Winter’s snaws were driftin o’er,

My sichtless e’en an tender face ;
December’s blasts were blawin chill,

An cauld an nippin was the air—
The mither’s heart was caulder still,

That laid her sinless baby there.

The han’ that fed and cled was kin’,
An aye sall be richt dear to me,
But warmer luve I fain wad ken,
Than warmest gratitude can be;
A mither’s luve I fain wad share,
For oh ! this heart to love was made—
‘Wad hear a father’s e’enin prayer,
Ca’ Heaven’s blessins on my head.

When join’d wi’ younkers in their play,
I whiles forget a mither’s wrang,
But when the weet or closin’ day,
Gars ilka playmate hameward gang ;
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O! then I fin my bosom swell,

Wi’ feelings that it lang has nurst,
And yearn a parent’s love to feel,

Till whiles I think my heart will burst.

When seated by the ingle side,
Some neighbour’s blythsome weans I see,
While luiks that speak a father’s pride,
Are beamin frae their father’s e'e;
I strive to chock the burstin sigh,
And dicht awa the burnin tear,
Syne luik uqon yon §ouden sky,
An houp I hae a’ father there.

Mr. Goldie has a half brother, a sailor, now settled in South
Anmerica, who seems, by what I have seen of his MSS,, to
have very much of the rustic poet about him, and as he
is strikingly original, I cannot refrain from giving a few
verses also of his—

¢ A tar I am, proud o’ the name,
“ And a head fu’ hie can carry O |

‘“ I've conquering fought, and will again,
¢ Or I loss my Charming Mary O !”

¢ I've cross'd the wide Atlantic sea,
‘¢ And been in regions dreary O !
““ But a bonnier lass I never saw,
** Than my lovely Irwine Mary O !”

Again, behold the man of genius in another strain.

“1 left Paisley about 1 p.M. with my little frigate in
tow,—stood through the moor,—reached Neilston at half
past two,—the weather squally, with some rain. Brought
to, at the Black Bull, got some grog for myself and
storeships ; breeze freshens; fell in with a strange sail, on
the homeward-bound passage; stood on for Stewarton,
under a press of canvas, wind S.S.W., took a ship in
distress in oz, ran on for Killmaur fore land, parted
convoy, dropped anchor with my girl for the night, though
still in good sailing trim.”

But my favourite piece of this poet’s is his “ Elegy on
Robbin Smith,” a wandering botanist; here his rusticity,
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indeed, refreshes me; the following verses are a spec
men :—

Mourn, mourn, ilk s theezing frien,
Let sorrow’s tears fay?rsea your :’in,
The queerest shaver e’er was seen,
T’ll tak my aith ;
Lies in below that sod sae green,
Poor Robbin Smith.

The hauf o’ terra firma owre,
He trod in quest o’ yirb and flower,
Through ilka glen and wud he’d cour,
And by-way path ;
But death at last led to his bower
Poor Robbin Smith.

‘Whan father Addie was the laird,
O’ Eden's ance delightfu’ yard,
He delved awa—and never cared,
Nor dreaded skaith ;
Weel, every plant that €’er he rear'd,
Kend Robbin Smith,

He wi’ great skill too, cud explain,
What brought the snaw, and what the rain,
The sun, and moon too, he made Ylain,

War warls baith ;
Qur ancient dads war a’ mistaen,

Quoth Robbin Smith.

’Bout every fish, and every shell,
In sea, or river, he cud tell,
E’en frae a beardoc to a whale;
Nor was he laith,
To learn puir doaffies like mysell,
Kind Robbin Smith.

The mawbag o’ a butterflee,
Weel dried and stuff’d, ahame had he,
The baw too, o’ a midges e’e,
Its dirk and sheath ;
Wi’ belts o’ mony a queer bumbee
Had Robbin Smith.

And strings on strings o’ seddar’s eggs,
Wi’ mony a creature stuck on pegs,
The skin o’ beetles, flees, and clegs,
Blawn up wi’ pith ;
But hoh anee ! dung af his legs,
Is Robbin Smith.
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The roons had he o’ Eve’s first sark,
A snuff box made o’ Noah’s Ark,
The stane king Davie did the wark,
O’ Gulliea Gath ;
The knife too, whilk slew Mungo Park,
Had Robbin Smith.

Amang the lassies whiles he ran,
And gard them sometimes coup the cran,
Forgie ye hizzies gif ye can,

He’s tint his breath ;
Just frailty like anither man,

Was Robbin Smith.

Ye bretheren o’ the rake and dibble,
O ! let your e’en a twalmonth dribble,
Weel may ye greet and yurn and bibble,
And flee in wrath
At death for withering like a stibble,
Puir Robbin Smith, &c., &c.

Such a Poem is not amiss ; I am in love with the Poet, and
intend, some day or other, to publish his works, which I
have beside me; I am going to write to him, in America;
such a genius should not be kicked to a corner.

GOWK-SPITTLES — A white frothy matter, common on the
leaves of plants about the latter end of the summer, and
beginning of autumn ; in the interior of these spittles, a little
insect is always found, some say a young c/g, or gad-fly, and
that it lives on this froth until it be strong enough to hop
elsewhere ; these spittles are said to be the gow#’s or cuckow’s,
as at that season they are in the greatest plenty ; this bird
gets hoarse, or seems, by its voice, to have a clocker or
spittle in its throat, ready to void; but the truth is, this
matter is the production of some insect, and perhaps for the
purpose already spoken of.

GowL—A sharp howl.

GowpPEN—The cavity two hands can make when their sides
are laid together ; or the quantity of anything that cavity
can hold : the double of a “ neifu’.”

GowsTED—Boasted.
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Gras—Little prizes.
GraMasHEs—Overall hoze, to ride with.

GrANNIE—Grandmother. These old women are always fond
of giving advices to the rising generation ; what follows, is a
specimen of this :—

Howt’s Bauldy my boy, ye're gaun a’ to devil,
But harken your grannie a minute or twa,

Puir body, she wishes ye’d learn to be civil,
And no fling your health and your sillar awa.

This rinning at night, Bauldy, which ye delight in,
And baiming the hizzies wharever ye gang,

Is vile wark I true, and weel worthy the righting,
Believe me ye waur yoursell unco far wrang.

Come marry thy Maggie wha liv’d wi’ the Millar,
And sifted the meal that was grun at the mill,

Wi’ her ye’ll fine pleasure in wauring your sillar,
And get, man, o’ a war'ly comforts thy fill.

Than I shall bequeeth thee my five hunner marks man
And gie thee a shielling to bid in and a’,

She’ll mak a’ thy claise, and synn a’ thy sarks man,
For thou canna do, but a wiffie ava.

GRANNIE MoIiL—A very old, flattering, false woman.
GRrassMEAL—The grass that will keep a cow for a season.

GRrassNaIL—A long piece of hooked iron, which has one end
fixed to the blade of a scythe, and the other to the scythe’s
handle ; so that (as mowers say), * her runt may sleep
steady 1’ the den.”

GRAULSE—A young salmon.

Gray BEARDIE—A bottle of the larger class, made of
earthenware ; it is made to hold generally about three
gallons, but whiles they have double lugs, and hold a much
larger quantity ; the whusky pig, in farm houses, is a pig
of this kind : “hae ye ought i’ the pig the day?” is a com-
mon salutation, when friendly neighbours meet at others
houses ; and although whisky be not mentioned, it is well
understood to be the thing wanted ; answers to salute are
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various, such as, “I dare say there is a dregping,"— Ay,
I heard the gude wife say it could ginkle pankle,” &c.

Gray-HEADS—Heads of gray-coloured oats, growing among
others that are not.

Gray StaNes—Here and there, over all the face of the
country, round gray stones make their appearance; there
are two things which strike us strongly on looking at this
scene, “what brought them there,” and * what made them of
a globular form;” that cause which brought them to their
present situations, also, has been the cause of rounding
them ; it is evident from these sfanes alone, that some awful
revolution has taken place at some distant period, on the
earth, and this revolution has been a tremendous flood of
water.

GREDDON—The remains of fuel, the sweeping out of the
peatclaig ; the same with coom, almost, only the first brings
the idea, that stones and earth are among the remains,
the second not.

GREEN LiNTy—The green linnet. This is a beautiful bird,
easily tamed, but it can sing none.

GRrEEesHocHs— Fires of embers ; a greeshock is much the same
with gleed and gloss.

GRIER 0' LoGG—Grierson, laird of Lagg, in the parish of Dun-
score I believe, anciently, the infamous persecutor of the
stern and worthy covenanters, the accomplice of the base
Claverhouse, and one of the most infernal villains Scotland
ever gave birth to; not a church-yard do we go into through-
out all the land of Galloway, but we meet with stones, perhaps
cleared of their fog by Auld Mortality, testimonies to the in-
human fact ; there we think we hear the poor martyrs speak-
ing from their graves, and informing us how they were
butchered by the bloody Grier o’ Lagg; the heart melts with

the detail of their fate, and we feel ready to revenge the
Q
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cause, were that not done for us already ; even on our wild
moors, and in our dark glens, we trace the fell tract of the
savage. The tower yet remains in a partly ruined state,
where he lived when a# Aome, it is a small square keep full of
loop-holes ; when the venerable old man, Fokn Bell, of Whit:-
side, begged of Grierson a little while to pray, before he was
shot, the murderer replied—* What, devil, have ye been
doing, have ye not prayed enough these many years in the
hills ?” was there ever a colder, and more unholy expression?
Poor John was slain in the parish of Tongueland, February,
1685. .“ Robert Grierson, of Lagghall, was a persecutor for
upwards of ten years, and though excommunicated for being
an adulterer, and every thing bad, impertinently obstinate he
keeped still being Justice of the Peace.” When he was dying,
tradition says, that he made a wish to have his feet bathed in
cold water, but the moment they were immersed, they made
it fizz, and boil wi’ hellish heat ; indeed, to this day, the
horrid word /%e//, is ever coupled with his name ; the country
people say sometimes, when enforcing a fact, * that they are
as sure such and such is the case, as they are of the laird o'
Lagg's being in hell,” and about the time of his death, which
happened in 1700, a ship at sea met with a singular
sail, a chariot drawn by six horses, and conducted by three
drivers, all of the Pandemonium stamp, coming plunging
and snoring over the wild waves, attended by black clouds,
vomiting forth thunder and lightning. The sailors hailed,
where bound, when the answer received was, from Hell to
Colinn. This was the vehicle sent to bring Zagg to the land
of Demons.

When his bodily remains were a taking to the kirkyard
for burial, the horses employed in that service seemed to
be much fatigued, and at a certain place on the road they
stuck up altogether, could go no farther, and appeared
ready to perish; a gentleman present sent home for four
of the strongest horses in his stud, yoked them in to the
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dead carr, they drew it, indeed, to the place required,
but the poor animals were so forfoughten out with the
job, that they could do nothing afterwards while they
lived ;—so much then, for Grier o Lagg, those wishing
to know more of him, may consult the Cloud of Witnesses,
a good book, and those bunches of tales in prose and rhyme,
which help to bound out the wallet of every ballad hawker
in Scotland. '

GRINNING Hares—The devilish art of setting gins in holes of
dykes, or on walks, to hang hares; this is the meanest way
of all poaching, there is no sport with it, being purely for
gain, and truly savage.

Grist — The texture of yarns; also, a miller's fee for
grinding. The phrase, “he has got anither grist to his mill
now,” means, he has got another way of making a liveli-
hood.

GRroozLE—To breathe uneasily.

Grour—To sleep restlessly.

GRUE—To nauseate.

GRuUEsoME—Frightful, but that kind of fright which brings on
vomiting.

GRUFF—A short, thick, well-dressed man.

GRULCH—A fat child.

GRULL—A stone bruised to dust.

GRULLION—A mixture of various food; a hotch podge.

GRUN—Ground, a farm ; also, any thing grinded.

GRruUNs—Sediment of any liquid matter.

GRUPPING—A disorder amongst sheep; it grips them in the

neck, as it were, rendering them unfit to turn their head but
one way.

GrusHIE—Fat, flabby, &c.
GuppLE—To botch with a knife, to cut rudely.
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Gune FaTHER—Father-in-law.
GupE MITHER—Good mother.
GGUuDE MAN—The master of the house.
The Gallovidian way of the old Scotch Song,

THERE’S NAE LUCK ABOUT THE HOUSE.

There's nae luck about the house,
There's nac luck ava,
What luck can be about the house,
When our gude man's awa ?—Chorus.

Therc’s no an hour in a’ the day,
But something gaes athraw,
The servants a’ arec masters grown,
And nought is done ava ;
The cauves brak through the milking slap,
Their minnics’ pawps they draw,
The de'il a kebbuck now I get,
Or ought tae kirn ava—
There’s nae luck, &c.

The tinklers they come up the gate,
To thieve and gie ill jaw,
Whan there's no a body i’ the house,
To fley the de’ils awa ;
The sheep grow mawket on the hill,
And sair themsells they claw,
And whan their hips are no laid bare,
Wi’ faith they dee awa—
There’s nac luck, &c.

The bairnies winna tae school,
They trone it ane ami a',
What care they for the Dominie,
Whan our gude man’s awa ?
The drovers they come smackin roun,
And ’bout their stots they bla,
But what ken I about yell nowt,
Whan our gude man's awa >—
There’s nae luck, &ec.

The tod comes scoolin’ frae the cleuch,
And snaps the laggies a’,
For the terriers they winna hunt,
Whan our gude man’s awa ;
The fire claucht the raunle tree,
And brunt the lum and a’,
For what had I to sloken them,
Whan Archie was awa >—
There’s nae luck, &c.
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O ! gin he war back again,
*Twill be a month or twa,
Or his dear spouse will condescend,
To let him gang awa ;
For there’s nae luck about the house,
There’s nae luck ava,
Na the fynt a luck’s about the house,
Whan our gude man’s awa—
O, there’s no luck, &c.

GuLbeErR—To rave like a domineer, or angry turkey cock ; to
tyrannize.

GuLDpIE—A tall, black faced, gloomy looking man.
GuLLION—A stinking, rotten marsh.
GumrrioN—Wisdom, genius, &c.

GUMPING—A piece cut off the gump, or whole of any thing ;
when a danwun of reapers are kemping up a lan’, the weak of
course fall behind the stronger, and when a skift o' riggs
takes place, those forward cut through their weak neighbours
rigg, behind, duly opposize the place they left their own,
so leave a part of thai 7igg uncut, between them and
the weak reaper; this picce is called the gumping. Two
cronnies, or a lad and lass in love, never cut the gumping
on one another, the cause for why, needs no explana-
tion.

GuNPOWTHER—A well known combustible matter, pro-
perly named gunpowder; an original poem I give here
respecting it, which my readers may relish as they think
proper:

Guapowther, thou’s a won’erous thing,
Weelwordy that a bard should sing,
A sturdy sang on thee ;
Some bard o’ genius pang’d wi’ might,
Weel up to art and nature’s slight,
And no a gow like me.
For true it is the haurns o’ man,
Hae ne’er made ought to match ye,
As a strong tool, for death’s snell han’,
Damnation wha did hatch thee—
In hell man, lie still man,
We dinna want your name,
Gae row there, i'e lowe there,
Infernal is thy fame.
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For you to sit and plot wi’ death,
How best to tak your brither’s breath,
] What sin was ought like this ;
Auld Shanks was fit enough himsell,
For forming plots to niP us snell,
"Thout adding your’s to his—
Your stour combustible and quick,
The sad black chymic nitre,
Made frae the hauf brunt shunner stick,
The sulphur and sautpetre—
Invention—to mention,
It gars the flesh to grue,
For, 0! man, what foe man,
To us has been like you.

The ancient arrows, darts, and slings,

To muskets be but harmless things,
And cannon fu’ o’ grape ;

Af nae brass shields the balls will bounce,

They come wi’ a determined whunce,
E’in on their course they shape.

Through beef and bane, and wud and stane,

Without a howst they whunner,

While roun’ the air dic rift and grane,

Wi’ artificial thunner—
The auld wars—war bauld wars,
Whan man wi’ man cud fight,
But now faith, we vow faith,
’Tis murder a’ downright.

For now a feckless wabster chap,
Or far spent blackguard wi’ the clap,
Can bravely draw the tricker :
And reel a fae down on the fiel’,
As fast’s a strong-baned raekless cheel,
And some will say €’en quicker.
Sae scalbert bodies limping spruce,
And scurrs belike the gallows.
Suit war as weel as Robbin Bruce,
Or glorious Wullie Wallace—
Now strang men—and hangmen,
And dukes are a’ the same,
A wight now, o’ might now,
By powther gains nae fame.

And now the castles ane and a’,
Our fathers thought wad never fa’
In junrells are dung down ;
*Twas powther caus'd them first to wag,
As they sat on the towering craig,
And glowered a’ aroun'.
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Mons Maggie’s balls are battering rams,
Which hae the hardy crooms,
They dunch down strengths like wiggiewams,
And hornie wa's roun towns—
They crash them, they smash them,
And gar their gates to flee,
While roareth, and snoreth,
The mad artilliree.

E’en on the sea as at the Nile,

Whan Nelson grool’d the French iu stile,
Gunpowther shaw’d its might ;

There blazing to the skies it sent,

The Franks’ chief boat La Orient,
To light the fleysome night.

At Gibraltar too, we may

Gie it a puff o’ flattery,

Whan Efliot het balls did play,

On Spanish floating battery—
What burning, and yurning,
And blawing up was there ;
What whizzing, and bizzing,
O’ red shot every where.

But whar Black Smeddum best ye shine,
Is in the dark and dreary mine,
’Mang orie ciaigs fu’ yell ;
For sad ye in a jumper bore,
The stratas stiff by you are tore,
That laugh’d at wadge and mell,
Ye rive up Sweden’s hard aim wyme,
And gars her trollies flee,
The clints we stew to gie us lime,
By you too raised be—
Thou’s ne'er laith, to do baith,
The what is gu(le and ill,
Ye howk whiles, ye choke whiles,
Ye quarry, and can kill.

Ablins that cheel wha did ye fin,
That gouty Chinese Mandarin,
Or thoughty Jesuit ;
Invented thee for doing gude, :
And no for shedding human blude,
The job ye sae weel hit.
Gif sic was the slee bodie’s plan,
He's weel deserving praise,
And fame may hie exalt the man,
Her tooting horn gae raise—
Nae duel, fu’ cruel,
Perhaps did cross his brain,
Nor battles, that brattles,
Blude sumping mony a plain.
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Whan men war huff’d wi’ crabbit words,
They anciently drew out their swords,
Sharp gleamers frae Toledo ;
And flegg’d at either dreigh and lang,
Till sculls and shields fu’ wildly rang,
And thumbs and knuckles bled O !
A gash wi’ them was but a scart,
It only mair did warm them,
For blude they didna care a f—t,
A wee thing didna harm them—

Nae fleeching, but bleaching,
And skelping on at will,
Was seen than on green than,
Fair play attending still.

But now a futtie banker’s clark,

A flonkie ance wi’ ruffi’d sark,
Or hauf pay idle sodger ;

Will mak a flash, and tak the pen,

And gab ’bout honourable men,
To raise some honest codger.

Till nought will please but pistols for’t,

It’s fit to gar ane scunner,

The worthy man is shot in sport,

For what’s ca’d wounded honour—
Nae neive now maun deave now,
The gentrie’s ill faurd din,
Nae stick now maun lick now,
The yeucky yallow skin.

Hech, nature’s laws are laughen at,
Gunpowther thou’s the cause o’ that,
Thou ticklish de’il uncanny ;
Had thou been kend in days o’ yore,
Whan eastern blackguards fought and swore,
Like Macedonian Sawny.
And that rough handled Casar chap,
Wi’ nameless rascals mony,
Wha pranc’d about through blude and lap,
Like our de’il, Modern Bonny—
Our lan’ now, o’ man now,
Wad had few stucks ava,
Sic weeders, few breaders,
Wad here been left to craw.

Fell fae to life, and love sae sweet,
Ye gar baith bairns and mithers greet,
Sae fu’ o’ wae’s thy tale ;
E’en beasts and burds, on lan and sea,
Sair dread the savage might o’ thze,
As Puss and Whaup and Wale.
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The supple shank, the wing, the fin,

Are racers no thy match,

For like the flares o’ light ye rin,

And deadly aft ye catch—
Sae now than, adieu than,
About ye I’ll nae mair,
Gae string than, or sing than,
For my saul wi’ ye's sair.

GURLIE—Blustery, given to squalls.

GURNEL—A strange shaped, thick man; also, a fisherman’s
implement, used in inserting “s#obs,” or stakes in the sand,
to spread nets on.

GuTrcHER—Grandfather.

GutTer-HOLE—The place where all filth is flung out of the
kitchen to.

GUTTRELLS—Young fat swine.

GuTTYy—A Dbig-bellied person.

GyTe—Deranged, simply.

Gvzent—Shrunk with the sun’s rays; drinkers say of them-
selves, whiles that they are gyzent, when they have not been
drinking for some time.

H

Ha'—Hall.

HaBBERSACK—A bread bag, French haversack.

HagpBLE—To hobble, to walk lamely.

HaBBocraws—A shout the peasants give to frighten the crows
of the corn fields, throwing up their bonnets or hats at the
same time. A person once fell a sleeping and snoring in
a church, the priest being a dull orator; when the psalm
began to be sung, he believed himself amongst the rooks,
and started up, roaring with outspread arms, Aabdocraws, to
the astonishment of the holy congregation.
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Hackep—Rough, cracked, &c.
Hacks—Rocky, mossy, black wilds.

Hacks o ANwoTH — A very wild moorish place, in that
parish of Anwoth.

HacksToN—An old Borgue bard, he had a vein for rhyme ;
some say but a small zesz; he once wrote to the king, to
know if he would have him be laureate, subscribing him-
self poet and private English teacker, parish of Borgue ;
what a valuable curiosity would this address to royalty be ;
Oh! for a copy, but alas, I am afraid it is lost for ever.
His song of Paul jones is tolerable, and is not yet forgot by
some :—

¢¢ She came from Flambro’ I{ead,
¢ Did she not, did she not,
‘¢ She was a ship o’ dread,
‘“ Was she not, was she not,” &c.
Blair, the queer laird of Senwick, was wont to have some
fun with him, when a party of gentlemen was with the
singular landlord, Hackston, the poet (who was commonly
about the house) was allowed to come amongst the
company ; then whisky would be given him, a thing he was
always very fond of, and so when they had him half drunk,
they diverted themselves at the poor poet's expence ;
once they got a sword, and made the poor wretch believe
he was about to be run through with it, but ere this was
done they would grease the blade, so that it might transfix
him a slecker manner ; it is needless to sketch the auld wight
farther.

HarrFERs—Sharing half in anything.
HarrLINs—Half-ways.
HarrmaNor—Having land in partnership, between two.

HarFrED —Animals are said to be hafted, when they live con-
tented on strange pastures, when they have made a haunt.

Hac—To hew.
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HaGELOG—A clog of wood to hew on.
Hacs—Rocky, moor ground ; the same with Hacks.

HAG-vARD—A stack-yard. The phrase, “clear the hag,” means,
clear all out of the way.

HaincHING—Throwing, by springing the arm on the haunch.
HAIR—A small quantity of any thing.

Haivers—Foolish chat; idle conversation.
HaiverarLs—Fools, who talk Haivers.

HaLLaNs—Mid-walls through cottages, composed of cross bars,
and overlaid with straw plastered with clay, called ca? ciay ;
also, those abutments or batteries, built against weak walls to
keep them from falling, are termed /Aallans.

Havrricker—Fools.  Thoughtless, restless beings, who cannot
haul ; who must be running every where, and talking a great
deal on subjects they know nothing about.

HaLrioN—A blackguard.

HaLLow-EEN — Hallow-eve, or eve of All Saints. Before
the incomparable Burns brought the superstitious ob-
servances of this night into ridicule, it was a wonderful
one all over Scotland; and even yet, though superstition
be laid aside, it is a night much attended to, and full of
frolics; thus a large deep tub is filled with water, in
which is put a large apple, so the rustics strip off their
upper garments, and try to catch it with their teeth; this
they find impossible to do, while it swims on the surface,
so they dive down with it under the mouth, and when it
strikes the bottom, they dart their tusks in, and so tri-
umphantly brings it up.

A candle, and apple too, are hung both by one string, at
one place ; to have a bite of this, without burning the face,
creates much fun.

Then songs are sung, and whisky goes round, which
are cheering things, and if attended by a fiddle, much
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more so. I have been speaking with respect to the way
the lower classes now observe it; the higher again meet
in large parties together, play cards, feast, drink,
dance, &c.

But I must own there is nothing so poetical now about
the matter, as was in the days o lang syne. “When blue-
clues, fair water and foul, eating apples at glasses, washing
sark-sleeves at rare burns, pulling kailrunts, &c. went for-
ward.” I have seen the old plan tried too, but superstition
cannot be mimicated.

HaLLyocH—A term used to express that strange gabbling noise
people make, who are talking in a language we do not under-
stand. Thus, a club of Manxmen together are said to Aaud
an unco gabbie labbie &’ a hallyock wi’ ither.

HAaMMER, BLock, and STupy—A school game. A fellow lies
on all fours, this is the d/ock,; one steadies him before, this is
the study; a third is made a ““Aammer” of, and swung by
boys, against the dlock ; it is a rude game.

Hampers—Large baskets, carried on the backs of asses.
HanBarRrOW—A spoked barrow, carried by the hands.

HanBeasT—The horse a ploughman directs with the left

" hand.

HancH—To eat like a swine.

HanNiE—Handy.

Han owre HEeEap—A phrase, signifying “choosing with-
out selecting ;” thus, in large droves of cattle, there are
some fat and others lean. Drovers, in purchasing these,
will sometimes take the good, and leave the bad, this is
called shooting; others will take the lot as it is, this is
buying them #kand owre head; both plans are ruled by
the way the bargain is made; to leave skoffs and have
all good, the price for each will be larger, of course, than
taking them at random.
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HaND-REEL—AN old 7ee/ or machine, used for winding and
numbering the hanks of yarn; while winding, the auld
7eipes counted thus :—* There’s ane, and there’s no ane, and
there’s ane a’ out.”

HANSLE—A morning lunch.

HANTLE—A quantity of anything, and it may either mean
a large or a small quantity, there being no limitation to the
term ; “he has a kantle o’ yon sillar dune now ” means, that
a good sum of the money is spent, but how much or how
little it does not determine. An English woodcutter was
assisting once to hew down a Gallovidian forest, when a
native came up to him and said, “he had a Aantle o’ that
timmer down now.” The Englishman stood mute, and the
traveller, thinking him sullen, passed on; the other duckerons
observing this, gathered round their fellow, and began to
quiz him about not answering the man; “I knew (said our
hero of the hatchet) well enough what the fellow said, but
how could I answer him? If he had told me how many
acres of wood he mean’d by a Aantle, then 1 might have
been able to give him some satisfaction.”

Harp—To cover : also a cover.

HapsHACKLED-—An horse is said to be so when an hind
and fore foot are confined by a rope fixed to them ; this
is to hinder them to “hop " or leap.

HapP, sTEP, AND JUMP—A way of taking three leaps—first hop,
then step, and again leap.

Har THE BEDs—A singular game gone through by hopping
on one foot, and with that foot sliding a little flat stone out
of an oblong bed, rudely drawn on a smooth piece of ground ;
this bed is divided into eight parts, the two of which at
the farther end of it are called the kai/ pots; if the player
then stands at one end, and pitches the smooth stone
into all the divisions one after the other, following the
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same on a foot (at every throw), and bringing it out of —
the figure, this player wins not only the game, but is-
considered a first-rate daub at it; failing, however, to gom
through all the parts so, without missing either a throws
or a hop, yet keeping before the other gamblers (for many
play at one bed), still wins the curious rustic game.

Hap WwEEL—RAP WEEL—A phrase, meaning ‘“hit or
miss.”

HarGLE BarcLIN—Higgling, disputing about bargain-
making.

HarL—To trail ; a £a7/, a trail.

HarrisT—Harvest ; sometimes Hairst.

HARRrIST BROTH—The broth made use of as food in harvest,
allowed to be the best 4702 to be met with in the
country all the year round, for then the vegetable world
is in perfection ; then indeed they sparkle with rik een,
and a drose made with the éroc taken out of the /e side o
the kail pof, is quite an exquisite dish at this season,
setting at nought the boasted skill of the French in the
art of cookery.

HArrIST MooN—The moon in the harvest or Michael-
mas time of the year. At this season she presents us
with one of the most vivid marks we have of the Al-
mighty directing the movements of nature towards the good
of man ; by attending to her emotions at this period, can
any rational creature deny the existence of Deity ? it is im-
possible. Though we may know by the sublime science
of Astronomy—

¢ That the Harrist Moon,
‘¢ Rises nine nights alike soon,” or will rise.

That as she is passing through one of her northern nodes,
or ascending, while the sun is southing beyond the Equator,
and descending, her march round the earth becomes as it
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were obvious on the horizon; every night for about nine
together, we find her having her thirteen degrees of more
amplitude from the south, which are about her daily number,
and so waning away to the north. Yet who gave her orders
for this; who caused her wanderings to be this way at this
season, and at no other? Who but he whom all should
adore, in the fulness of soul.

By fixing her this way, how is the husbandman befriended,
and when this is so, is not all mankind befriended? for the
farmer feeds the world. Was the moon not to shine forth in
harvest-time, was darkness to come on the moment the sun
sank in the west, how much would it retard the gathering in
the fruits of the earth ; but as it is otherways, the farmer has
the liberty of adding whatever part of the night he pleases to
the day, in order to forward his labours, and assist him in
wunning up the year's wark. Anciently, though, this moon,
which was called the Mickaelmas moon, was hailed by some
of our ancestree as a mighty useful thing for other purposes—
viz. in reaving and making inroads, many a marauder made
a good fortune in her beams. The focker which a doughty
borderer gave a daughter, was the result of his reaving during
this moon. But surely Providence never intended her to
favour such as the Elliots, the Armstrongs, and Focks o
the Side of yore.

Hartscaup—The heart-burn.

Hasin—An impudent young man.
HasuLocu—Waste, refuse, &c.

Hasky—Husky, rough, &c., not clean nor smooth.
HaspLE—A sloven in every sense of the word.

HATTIE—A game with preens, pins, on the crown of a hat ; two
or more may play; each lay on a pin, then with the hand
they strike the side of the hat, time about, and whoever
makes the pins by a stroke cross each other, lift those so
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crossed. It is quite delightful to describe the Scotch games.
Navigators sail away by the pole, and travellers pop their
noses into Africa, yet bring not home accounts of the
manners of any people half so strange as our own, when
truly described.

HaucHs—Wide glens, with some level land in them, and a
river running down the middle. Haughs, cleuchs, glens, and
gills, are all of the same “ genera,” as a naturalist would say,
but different in species and character.

HAUurRk—A term much used by Scwitck foxhunters, when the
hounds find the scent of reynard in one of his keeps, or
challenge him ; the terriers or little dogs are brought to the
place, and desired by Nimrod to get below, far ancath the
yird, the which they will do without much entreaty; but
when they come near the throne of his majesty, his Aighness
places himself so in a jamb or chink, that they cannot get be-
hind him ; there stand the little vicious creatures, and keep up
a continued barking. When the /unfer hears by them the
situation they are in, he bawls down to Zaurk to him, haurk
to him, ye wee blasties; so, in defiance of the tusks of the fox,
they seize on, and drag out the crafty villain.

HaurL—A female careless of dress.

HaurNpAN—The scull.

HAURRAGE—A blackguard crew of people.

HAvVERON—A goat a year old, gelded.

Havoc-surps—Those large flocks of small birds which fly
about the fields after harvest; they are of different sorts,
though all of the linnet tribe.  IPhunlinties form the greatest
number.

HawckiN—The noise made to clear the throat.

HawkIE—An affectionate name for a favorite cow. Burns
ta'ks about “ fwall-pint Hawkie” Hurly Hawhkie is the call
milk-maids use to call the cows home to be milked.
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It is somewhat a curious song, that one of Hurlie Hawhkie ;

the world may have a sight of it ;—
O yonder’s my Nannie gathering the kye,
Whar the e’ening sun is beaming,
Awa on the hazley brae down by,
Whar the yellow nits are leaming.
And ay she cries ¢ Hurly IHawkie.
¢ String awa, my crommies, to the milking loan,
¢ Hurly, Hurly, Hawky.”

How sweetly her voice dinnles through my heart,
I'll wyle roun’ and her foregather,
Tak a kiss or twa, and then gae part,
For fear o' her crusty father.
And ay she cries, “ Hurly Ilawkie,
“¢ String, string awa hame to the milking loan,
¢ Hurly, Hurly, Hawky.”

Now a’ in a flutter she lies in my arms,
On the hinny smelling bank o’ clover,
Wha wad be sae base as steal her charms !
It shall na be me her lover.
I'll let her cry, *‘ Hurly Hawkie,
¢ And wize the kye hame to the milking loan,
* Hurly, Hurly, Hawkie.”

Hawk-sTupYIN—The way Hawks steadily hover above their
prey before they pounce on it ; they anchor themselves in the
air, as it were, and always with their “bow” or breast to the
wind. No other birds but them seem to be able to “bring
to ” in the aerial element ; no wonder this was taken notice of
by the ancients, as in the question put to the Man of Uzz,
“ Dost thou know how the /a4 flies?” Indeed, none can
say how ; none human.

Hawse-BaANE—That rise beneath the chin and the throat.

Heapim AND CorsiM—A game with pins.  Pins are
hid with fingers in the palms of the hands; the same
number is laid alongside them, and either Aeadim or corsim
called out by those who do so; when the fingers are lifted,
if the heads of the pins hid, and those beside them, be
lying one way, when the crier cried Aeadim, then that
player wins; but if corsim, the one who hid the pins wins.
This is the king of all the games, at the preens, and let

it not be thought that it is a bairn’s play ; by no means;
R
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it is played by lads and lasses as 4fg as ever they will be,
and by those whom age has again made young; the game
is simple and harmless, and not uninteresting ; the Peasant
is as anxious about gaining a preen, as my Lord Dike would
be about ten thousand pounds; when the stakes run high,
barnmen and ploughmen get noisy over them, and play
open-mouthed, taking such hearty laughs whiles, that sparrows
who have “taken up lodging for the night,” in the thacked
easings, flutter frightened from their holes. Cheatery is
sometimes heard of in this game too; then is the saying
sounded, “ They wha begin to steal needles and pins, end
wi’ stealing horned kye;” (as the twig is bent the tree’s
inclined.)

HEeabpric—The ridge which runs along the ends of the
others.

Heaps aAND TaiLs—That plan for deciding matters by the
“birl 0 abawbee.” The one side cries Aeads, (when the piece
is a whirling in the air) and the other #a//s ; so whichever is
up when the piece alights, that gains, or settles the matter;
heads standing for the king’s head, Zas/s for she who represents
Britannia. Some will doubtless laugh at me for explaining
things minutely which seem to them to be so well known as
to need no explanation ; I may just laugh at these in return,
for there is not one in a hundred “could explain” what is—
heads and tails.

HEATHER-BLEET—The mire snipe.

¢ The laverock and the lark,
‘“ The bawkic and the bat,

*“ 'The keather-blect, the mire-sniPe,
* How many burds be that ?’

There are some who must think awhile before they
answer this question rightly, by saying #iree. The snipe
is called /eather-blect, from her loving wild heathery
marshes, and when soaring aloft,  bleating” with her wings,
in the spring time. Yes, dleating with her wings, not
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with her mouth ; she vibrates her wings quick against the
air, causing the sweet bleating noise to take place.

HEATHER-cOW—A heath-broom.
HEecH —An exclamation used almost on every emergency.

HEecH-HOW ! —The same as the above; only it is the name of
the poisonous herb, hemlock, also.

HEecH-HOw-HUM '—An exclamation much like those above,
only, it is always accompanied with a yawn.

HEeck—A hay-rick. Also the toothed thing which guides the
spun-thread on to the pirn, in spinning-wheels.

HeppLEs—Those parts of a weaver's loom through which
the threads come to be wove. They are connected with the
“threadles,’ and can be altered any way at the weaver's
pleasure, by his touching the * ¢readles ” with his feet.

HEeezie—A mighty lift.

HEeLL's-HoLEs—Those dark nooks which are dreaded as being
haunted with bogles.

HELTER-SKELTER—Bounding forward, fearless of every
thing ; not caring whether the way is right or wrong.
confused or not.

Hewmr-riGGs—Ridges of fat land whereon hemp was sown
in the olden time; and in these modern days, when land
is a praising for goodness, it is said to be as strong as
hemp-riggs.

HeNcHVENTs—The same with “gores,” pieces of linen put
into the lower farts of a shirt, to make that end wider than
the other, to give “ vent” or room for the  haunch.”

HeroN, the Historian—Sketches of the life and character
of this ill-fated Gallovidian, have now frequently been given,
so I only mean to say a few things not spoken of by any.
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When he was in his seventeenth or eighteenth year, he taught
some farmers’ families in the Parisk o’ Borgue. My mother
had the honour to be one of his pupils. He /asked his
scholars sometimes dreadfully, for his temper was easily
ruffled. A big /ad at his school being called up for punish-
ment once, the fellow burst out ¢ that he would not be /Zasked
by any Heron that ever lap on twa legs ;” so the teacher and
he had a set-fo, both came madly to the scratck, the domine
was floored, his breadbasket was almost broken on a dink, and
from his nose claret leaked profusely.

In those days he was a great reader : the book was never
out of his hand, and the manner in which he punished the
boys was hitting them a ske/p on the side of the head with
a book, which made the tears start in their eyes. He fre-
quented the oop of a burn much: this was an out-of-the-way
nusk. Here did he study with deep attention the mazy
world of literature. When the house-maid would have
wanted him to come to dinner, in vain might she have
stood at a distance and called on Ar. Heron; he heard her
not, being so deeply absorbed with his books, so she
had no other shift than always go, and puf at iim with her
hand, saying whiles, “O! wad the burn rise some day
and swoop Heron afore’t into the sea.” These natural
touches, trivial looking though they be, strike at the foun-
dation of this wayward character. He was fretful and
ambitious, fond to excess of learning; had he read nature
though, more than books, it would have been as well for
his fame now-a-days. He is not an original writer; his
thoughts commonly are at second or third hand. Had he
given the world a history of his native dawchan, New
Galloway, I do not know but it would have been as much
to his fame as his History of Scotland, good though that
work be. His sentences are much too long, a reader is
apt to lose the thread of the discourse. Poor fellow !
but why say any thing against him? few, few are born with
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half his talents. The heart melts when thinking of his
latter end ; had I been in London when he was inhumanly
incarcerated in a lazar house, if I had not found some
means to relieve, I would have perished with him.

HeT-AHAME—It is said of those who wander abroad
when they have no need to do so, and happen to fare
ill, that they “ war owre het ahame.”

HET-BITCH—A bitch in her rutting season.

HEeT-DRINKS—Warm drinks of the cordial nature, which gude-
wives bumper at “Kimmerins.’

HEeucHs—Precipices. Some of these in Galloway are very
steep and deep ; perhaps those of Cruggleton and Rascar-
re/ are the largest on the shore, but those of Cairnsmoor,
in the inland, are far larger. Many kill themselves clam-
bering about on these for birds' eggs and “ pasper,” and
cattle often fall over them no more to rise with the life.
Davie Maben, an old cross-grained kerd, once quarrelled
with his dog, when he catched him by the /Zind heels, and
tossed him over the  Raen Nest Heuch” of the ¢ Nether-
law,” exclaiming, when the poor {yke was suffering below,
“ Did you not know that I was a passionate man?”  Per-
haps Shakespeare or Scott have expressed nothing more
genuine than this, of mad feeling.

"Hey WuLLie WINE, and How WuLLlE WINE—An old
fire-side play of the peasantry, hinted at by Cromek ; but
there are many ways of drawing out the merry concern.
Suppose, seated round the ingle, in the fore-night, a large
party of lads and lasses, full of mirth, beauty, honesty,
and simplicity ; in short, bairnies of nature. One of the
lasses, for instance, addresses one of the lads so—

“ Hey, Wullie Wine, and Ilow Wullic Wine,
1 hog)c for hame ye’ll no incline,

“Ye'll better light, and stay a’ night,
“ And T'll gie thee a lady fine.”
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When he was in his seventeenth or eighteenth year, he taught
some farmers' families in the Parisk o' Borgue. My mother
had the honour to be one of his pupils. He /lasked his
scholars sometimes dreadfully, for his temper was easily
ruffled. A dig /ad at his school being called up for punish-
ment once, the fellow burst out ¢ that he would not be Zasked
by any Heron that ever lap on twa legs ;” so the teacher and
he had a set-fo, both came madly to the scratch, the dominie
was floored, his breadbasket was almost broken on a &ink, and
from his nose c/aret leaked profusely.

In those days he was a great reader : the book was never
out of his hand, and the manner in which he punished the
boys was hitting them a ske/p on the side of the head with
a book, which made the tears start in their eyes. He fre-
quented the /op of a burn much: this was an out-of-the-way
nutk. Here did he study with deep attention the: mazy
world of literature. When the house-maid would have
wanted him to come to dinner, in vain might she have
stood at a distance and called on AMr. Heron; he heard her
not, being so deeply absorbed with his books, so she
had no other shift than always go, and pu? a? kim with her
hand, saying whiles, “O! wad the burn rise some day
and swoop Heron afore’t into the sea.” These natural
touches, trivial looking though they be, strike at the foun-
dation of this wayward character. He was fretful and
ambitious, fond to excess of learning ; had he read nature
though, more than books, it would have been as well for
his fame now-a-days. He is not an original writer; his
thoughts commonly are at second or third hand. Had he
given the world a history of his native dauckan, New
Galloway, I do not know but it would have been as much
to his fame as his History of Scotland, good though that
work be. His sentences are much too long, a reader is
apt to lose the thread of the discourse. Poor fellow!
but why say any thing against him? few, few are born with
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half his talents. The heart melts when thinking of his
latter end ; had I been in London when he was inhumanly
incarcerated in a lazar house, if 1 had not found some
means to relieve, I would have perished with him.

HEeT-AHAME—It is said of those who wander abroad
when they have no need to do so, and happen to fare
ill, that they “ war vwre het ahame.”

HET-BITCH—A bitch in her rutting season.

HEer-DriNks—Warm drinks of the cordial nature, which gude-
wives bumper at “Kimmerins.”

HEuGHs—Precipices. Some of these in Galloway are very
steep and deep ; perhaps those of Cruggleton and Rascar-
re/ are the largest on the shore, but those of Cairnsmoor,
in the inland, are far larger. Many kill themselves clam-
bering about on these for birds’ eggs and “ pasper,” and
cattle often fall over them no more to rise with the life.
Davie Maben, an old cross-grained kerd, once quarrelled
with his dog, when he catched him by the Aind Aeels, and
tossed him over the  Raen Nest Heuch” of the ¢ Nether-
law,” exclaiming, when the poor fyke was suffering below,
“ Did you not know that I was a passionate man?” Per-
haps Shakespeare or Scott have expressed nothing more
genuine than this, of mad feeling.

"Hey WuLLie WiINg, and How WuLLlE WINE—An old
fire-side play of the peasantry, hinted at by Cromek ; but
there are many ways of drawing out the merry concern.
Suppose, seated round the fngle, in the fore-night, a large
party of lads and lasses, full of mirth, beauty, honesty,
and simplicity ; in short, dairnies of nature. One of the
lasses, for instance, addresses one of the lads so— .

¢ Hey, Wullie Wine, and How Wullie Wine,
e ye’ll no incline,

- light, and stay a’ night,
¢ thee a lady fine.”
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Then he answers,

““ Wha will ye gie if I wi’ ye bide,
““To be my bonny blooming bride,
*¢ And lie down lovely by my side?”

Again she—-
*¢ I'll gie thee Kate o’ Dinglebe!l,
*¢ A bonny body like yersell.”
Then he —-
*¢I'll stick her up in the pear-tree,
“ Sweet and meek and sae is she ;

] lo’ed her ance, but she’s no for me,
““Yet I thank ye for your courtesy.”

She—

‘“I'll gie thee Rozie o’ the Cleugh,

*‘ I’m sure she’ll please thee weel eneugh.”™
He—

¢ Up wi’ her on the bane dyke,

‘¢ She’ll be rotten or I be ripe ;

¢¢ She’s made for some ither, and no for me,

““Yet I thank ye for your courtesy.”
She—

““ Then I’ll gie ye Nell o’ sweet Sprinkell,

¢ Owre Gallowa she bears the bell.”
He—

*“ Il set her up in my bed-head,

*¢ And feed her weel wi’ milk and bread ;
*¢ She’s for nae ither but jist for me,

‘¢ Sae I thank ye for your courtesy.”

Such is a specimen of the concern. The /ad, before
the questions are put, whispers to another, the girl he will
stop with—so this one must be given before the dialogue
ends. The chief drift of this singular amusement seems
to be, to discover the sweethearts of one another, and such
discoveries are thought valuable, but not so much so as they
were anciently.



HID ——— HIE 263
HippLiNs—In a hidden way, not open.

Hie-cocker HAT—A hat with the brim thrice cocked. It is said
to be ‘“the life of an old hat to cock it.” Anciently these
hats were very commonly wore ; also hair tied and clubbed in
a ribbon fand; coats long in the waist with large buttons;
waistcoats with pouch-flups side on the thee, and mostly of a
demity cut, with broad mother o' pear! buttons ; breeches with-
out braces, but with buckles and duckle-flaps, and these breeks
were generally of either a hoddan grey or slate-blue colour;
stockings knitted ahame, with many ribs ; shoes sharp-toed,
with buckles, and often with buckles and fawse-tags. Thus
adorned, Zag-rag and bob-tail, our forefathers were no joke.
A dandy at a country kirk in these times would have been
hailed as a most astonishing object; the awld wives would
have thought /¢ had drapped frae the moon.” The first
umbrella that ever was braced in Galloway belonged to a
Sutor, who won’d about the Gate-house fifty years ago; he
ran allwheres through the country to display the fairly, and
being at Borgue kirk one windy day, while coming over
the Airk-stile, all eyes on him, a gur/ came, when all sail
was set, and away went the fappin /lift, down came the
pikes clashing about his Jugs, and one of them transfixed
his cheek to the effusion of Crispan’s blood. O'! but I glory
to keek back into the days of yore, and take a laugh.

HieLaN FLING—A rustic dance.

HiELAN-MAN's BuriAL—A funeral which lasts more than
a day. These are common yet in the Highlands of Scot-
land, but rarely now to be met with in the Lowlands;
however, funerals nigh approaching to them sometimes
happen. The mourners get ‘fow ” at the burial house,
and have a dancing time with the corpse on the road from
thence to the kirk-yard. If the old “freet” be true
“that those who fall when at the kandspake aneath the
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corpse, will soon be the corpse themsell,” there would
soon be a good few corpses; for at these *drumbken”
concerns, the bearers are falling some of them every now
and then. The following is a verbatim account of ome
of these burials :—*“ At length the laird o’ the Bowwer-
tree Buss, gaed his last pawt, was straughted, dressed,
coffined and a’; and I was bidden to his burial the Tues-
day after.”

“There I gaed, and there were met a wheen fine boys.
Tam o the Todkoles, and Wull o the Slack war there; Neil
Wulson, the fisher, and Wull Rain, the gunner, too; the
first service that came roun’ was strong farintosh, famous peat
reek, there was nae grief amang us. The laird had plenty,
had neither a wife nor a wean, sae wha cud greet. We drew
close to-ither, and began the cracks ding dang, while every
minute roun’ came anither reamin service. I faun’ the bees
i’ my head bizzin strong, in a wee time. The inside of the
burial house was like the inside o’ a Kelton-hill tent ; a banter
came frae the tae side of the room, and was sent back wi'
a jibe frae the ither. Lifting at last began to be talked about,
and at last lift we did. ¢Whaever wished for a pouchfu’ o’
drink might tak it.” This was the order; sae mony a douce
black coat hang side wi’ a heavy bottle. On we gaed wi
the laird, his weight we faun na’. Wull IWVeer we left ahin
drunk on the spot. Rob Fisher took a sheer as we came
down the green brae, and landed himsell in a rvssen o
breers: Whaup-nebbed Samuel fell aff the drift too. I
saw him as we came cross Howmcraig ; the drink was gaen
frae him like couters. Whan we came to the Zaffdyke that
rins cross Barrend, there we laid the laird down till we
took a rest a wee. The inside o’ pouches war than turned
out, bottle after bottle was touted owre; we rowed about,
and some warsled. At last a game at the quoits was pro-
posed ; we played, but how we played I kenna. Whan we
got tae the kirk-yard the sin was just plumpin down; we
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pat the coffin twice in the grave wrang, and as often had to
draw’t out again. We got it to fit at last, and in wi’ the
moulds on't. The grave-digger we made a beast o’. Sic a
funeral I was ne’er at afore ; surely, I ay think that it was
na unlike a Hielan'man’s Burial.”

I may follow the sketch of the Hielandman's, with

THE BIG MAN’S BURIAL.

Whan simmer suns were blazing high,
And clegs made cattle startle,
Whan gussey in the dub did lie,
And hardly gaed a spartle ;
Frae Bath came hame to Oxterlee
Lord Burble’s stinking ca y
Pack’d up in coffins ane, twa, tgree,
A most infernal farkage
To yird some day.

His honest tenant folks about
Were glad the same to hear,
For lang the scurr had screw’d the snout,
And damn’d the fa'ing tear ;
But that disease reserved by death
For hallions sic as he,
Which works by Zice, hotch’d out his breath,
And left him to the e’e
Grey sight ae day.

Now, as it often is the gate
Wi’ sic like purse-proud fools,
Whan dead, to lie a while in state
Afore they gang tae mools,
Sae in a bonny airy room
The great Lord Burble loll'd,
While clowns and chambermaids did come
Grand torches to behold
As bright as day.

What gowden bobs and siller cords
Wi’ raws o' tackets clear,
Did glister on the varnish’d boards
That held the lousy peer ;
Through a’ the lan’ o’ Gallowa
The news like muir-burn ran,
And o'er the seas and far awa
That death this nobleman
Had down'd ae day.
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And that upon the coming twault
O’ mochy sultry July,
He wadhbe rowed to I:‘us vault,
Which beggars minded truly ;
They left Maybole and MinniZivc,
Fu’ ragged and fu’ merry,
And many a loon wha ne’er did thrive
In counties Down and Derry,
For that big day.

Behold them limping out the roads
‘That led to Oxterlee,
And hurkeling in glen abodes,
A dusty sight to see ;
High were their hopes for food and cash,
And drink to keep them strunting,
Which cures the ylsﬁ and waterbrash,
And sets the pipes a lunting
Sure grab that day.

What skinless cuddies hobbling by,
What troops come flagging on
Frae the auld clauchan o’ Dalry,
And grim Damellinton ;
What sarkless randy hizzies there
Just bubbeling wi’ bawdery,
Their hips, outkeeking, did declare
They cared na much for gaudery
To shine that day.

*¢ Rike me out my blackish breeks,”
Quoth Rab o’ Braxy Brae,
To Mall, the wife—sae she them seeks,
Deep hid amang the lae.
He clags them on his rustic doup,
Sae hairy and sae yellow,
And af tae burial did loup,
A raw-baned country fallow,
To help that day.

And there was need o’ some strong folk
To en’ him down the stair,
For faith, lead coffins are nae joke,
They gall the shouther sair ;
This, Factor Glunch did brawly ken,
Sae sought the crowds fu’ neatly
For sax or aught strong sturdy men,
To do the business featly
And right that day.
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The first twa that he picked on
War Rab and Jock the Tar,
Rough Jock wha mony a year had shone,
On board a man o’ war ;
Than Putting Tam, Black Boxing Ned,
And Pate, the mighty thrasher ;
Marle-throwing Wull, sh Sam the Blade
Wi’ Jeamy Jirk, the smasher,
To lift that day.

But tho’ they war the strongest chiels,
That day upon the ground, -
They often stagger'd on their heels,
When his great weight they found ;
And coming slowly, step by step,
‘Thus rather overpowered,
Hoch ! ane o’ them a fit did slip,
Sae down his lordshif low’red
‘u’ fast that day.

The swearing now fu’ loud began,
Crush’d taes were felt 2’ quaking,

And skin, torn aff a leg or han’,
Gaed subjects for coarse talking.

Fat Jock, the man-o’-war’s-man, damn’d
Rab for a rotten lubber ;

While thrasher Pate the sailor blamed
For nought but stinking blubber,

And filth that day.

The tinklers on the gowany green
Upstarted frae their hurdies,
And now about my lord were seen
Outspuing bonny wordies ;
Nae bossness then they felt ava’
Within the pow and crappin’,
For plenty had been gien to a’,
And nane refused their chappin’
To glutt that day.

Some weil-dress’d bloods now seem’d to tak
Upon them a’ the trouble,
The ragabash were ordered back,
And then began the hubble ;
For cudjells now war seen to bounce
AfF sculls and bloody noses,
While, some unfit to stan’ a whunce,
Sten’d aff, and missed the doses
O’ that wild day.

267
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At last the beggars clear'd the field,

For wha could stan’ their whunners ?
The verra ploughmen had to yield,

Wi’ hides as black as shuners. ’
Then on four rollers they did place

His lordship and his coffins,
And haurl’d him to his vault wi’ grace,

"Thout either sneers or scoffins,

To close that day.

Sae snuTIy now he rots awa
In hole below the grun,
Auld Shanky values no ae fla’
Slump fifty thousan’ pun’.
May every curse wha lives like he
By vermin sae be crumped,
Yea, like him too, interred be,
And in Hell bravely thumped
Wi’ pith, some day.

HiLca—A singular halt.
HiLLaNs—Small artificial hills of any thing.

HiLLrowk—Those truly religious and independent people,
the Covenanters, well known to all the world ages ago,
and the inhuman manner in which they were persecuted
anciently, makes all men of feeling admire them. That
person is never of a great character who laughs at the /Z#//-
Jowk ; there is less patriotic blood in the veins of such than
would fill a nut-shell, and the heart is as rotten as a
yellow puddock stool. They are called the Adil-forok, from
their love of the primitive plan of worshipping the Creator,
as his son did, amongst the hills and mountains in the
open air, under the cerulean canopy. Of all the sects of
Christians in the world, these and the Quakers for me;
because the last say little, and wrangle less, respecting
religious matters, but venerate the whole with solemn and
silent awe, moving about, on this sinful planet, an honor
to the human race; and the first for why, they do speak
but in a natural and manly manner. I have felt myself
frequently very much refreshed with hearing a Ail-preach-
ing, and once was foolish enough to scrawl a little pam-
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phlet respecting /%ill-preackers, which was published in
Galloway, intitled Osborn and Syminton on the Weighbeam.
The Hill-fowk are the forwk to whom the kirk of Scotland
owes all her beauty; for this they paid dearly with their
blood at Drumclog, Bothwell Brigg, and elsewhere—scenes
never to be forgotten.

HiLt Nor HaIR—When anything is lost, and cannot be found,
we say, that we “canna see A/t nor kair o't,” not the
slightest vestige. To English the phrase closely, we may
say, ¢ Top nor tail.”

HINGING-LUGGED—A person is said to be kinging-lugged when
having an ill-will at any one, and apparently sulky. “ Such
a one has a Ainging-lugg at me,” means that that one is not
well disposed towards me. For my own part, I am in love
with all mankind ; I never had a very great outcast with any,
and at present have not a Ainging-lugg at a living soul. The
kicks and thousand rebuffs of this world, thank God, I can
take with pleasure, and give none. This phrase comes from
the way dogs, and some other brutes, have, of letting their
ears—/ugygs, droop when on the eve of battle.

HinciNs—Bed curtains.

HIN-HAN-PLAYERS — For common, the best players at the
game of curling of their party; they play after all the
others have played, and their throw is always much
depended on. Some argue that the best player should
not play last, as then the 74 is made so foul with stones
that they have no chance to do anything. However, the
nature of man is always for having something good to rest
his hopes on at the /ast; so good players must always finish
the splore.

HiIN-HARREST-TIME—That time of the year between harvest
and winter. The same with Back-en, which see.

HinNERLITHS—The hind parts.
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HiNNIE-PIGS—A school game ; also pots to hold honey. The
boys who try this sport sit down in rows, hands locked
beneath their hams. Round comes one of them, the
honey-merchant, who feels those who are sweet or sour, by
lifting them by the arm-pits, and giving them three shakes;
if they stand these without the hands unlocking below, they
are then sweet and saleable, fit for being office-bearers of other
ploys. As to the pigs, real honey-pots, an old bee-man once
had a very bad boy for a son, who longed to get at his
father’s Ainnie-pigs, which were kept secure in a strong chest.
Long the boy attempted to get a /ick of the treasure, but in
vain. At last he hit on the infernal plan of loading the lid
of the bunker so with stones, that it gave way, and smashed
the hale o' the Asnnie-pigs. His father, hearing the crash,
hunted him through the c/auckan, bawling out, “I never saw
the like o’ him, ye never saw the like o' him, nor mortal
man ever saw the like o’ him.”

HiNTINGS—The furrows which ploughmen finish their ridges
with. These furrows are not like the others ; they are lifted
out of the bottom of the main *fur»,” and are soil of a
different nature.

The greatest difficulty young ploughmen have to surmount
when learning the tilth trade, is the proper way to /it
hintins.” This is the key-stone of the business, and
ploughing-matches are always decided by the way in which
this is done. I may here add, that it is never those who
gain prizes at the art of Cain who are the most useful
ploughmen to the farmer; they are too conceited, always
running to the forge with their airns, and still flattering and
fattening their horses ; a common hand is always worth any
two of these.

HirLocHs—The coarse wool which grows about the hips of
sheep.
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HirrLE—To walk in a lame-like manner.

Hirr—The call to a dog to make him hunt.

HirsLe—A flock of animals; also, to slide softly on our bottom.
HitcH—A noose, a knot, a turn of a rope round any thing.

Hi1vING-souGH—A singular sound bees are heard to make
before they Aize or cast, or leave their parents, Only Bee-
Jowk who understand the nature of the insect well, know
any thing about this so#gh or sound. It is commonly
heard the evening before their departure. The &ee's
bonello probably it may be. It is a continued buzzing
hum, full of melancholy-like cadences. While on bees, I
may note a few of the many curiosities respecting them,
unspoke of by Virgi/ in his Georgics ; Bonar, or any one
else. When a swarm intends to have a long flight, they
gather close together into the space of a few yards square,
or, as the peasantry say, into the breath o' a gude grey plaid.
When they assume this figure, it is vanity to follow them.
This is the method they take of easing their flight, a plan
Poet Milton discovered, respecting wild-geese, and other
migrating birds. And what is singular, bees, in this state,
always wing their way right against the wind; now, know
they where they intend to journey to before they start,
or fly they at random? If they know the place, then they
must look out for a fasr wind, though with us that is
a head one, in present maritime law; but methinks, at
these times they know not where they wander, as fre-
quently they alight on a spot open to the elements, and so
perish, whereas they might have easily found a snug place.
Bees, taken to the torrid zone, do well the first year, but
learning there is no winter, but summer for ever, they soon
turn lazy, as when brought from the Moorlands to the Dale.
Some fancy we may take the honey from them without
killing, but this cannot be done. Let Bonar reason as he
will.  Mine original Mossie Cloon would once turn a Bec-
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man, so followed one through the country awhile, to leam
the trade of faking and Zaving a part. At last he thought
himself fit for the trick, so a friend would let him try; a
crowd gathered round, and Mossie began operations. The
bees became crusty; out they rushed in legions, vowing
revenge. The mob of spectators fled; friend Fames was
indeed the last to f#y, but had to do it, and to take his
bed for some time after, being so stinged, and never more
would he profess to be a Bee-man.

Hoast—To cough ; to have the “ Hoast,” to have the cold.
HoeBLE—To make a rocking motion.
HoBBLE-TE-HOY—An unfeeling lad towards the ladies—

A kobble-te-hoy,
¢¢ Neither a man nor a boy.”

They are indeed * senseless asses, O,” who do not love
the sweetest work in all creation.

Hocu—The back of the leg.
HocH ANEE —An exclamation of grief.

O ! what’s come owre my Sawnie,
Wha ance was sae blythe and free,
And what’s befa’en Nanny,
Wha lo’ed the blink o’ his e’e;
Alas, puir chiel, he sank in a wave,
Awa i’ the foaming sea,
And she broke her heart, and’s now in her grave,
Sad, sad news—Hock Anee?

Whan thegether they ay war funny,
It was nice to see them sae free,

And they ran on the braes sac sunny,
That haud in the river Dee ;

But sinner’d they were I kenna how,
And meikle grief they did dree,

Till they war ta’en to whar they’re now,
Sad, sad news—Hock Anee!

And sae we are left a sobbing,
The tears blob in the e’e,
The heart wi’ grief is throbbing,
For them nac mair we'll see ;
O ! they're fled awa and left our shore,
In the gude place may they be,
Tho’ the twasome’s fate we’l(lang deplore,
Sad, sad news—Zfock Anee!
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Hocu-BAN'—A band which confines one of the legs of a rest-
less animal ; it passes round the neck and one of the legs.

HocHLE—To tumble lewdly with women in open day.

HoppaN—To have a kind of jog when either waiking or
riding.

Hoc-MA-NAY, or Huc-ME-NaAYy—The last day of the
year. Dr. Jamieson, with a research that would have
frightened even a Murray or a Scalinger to engage in, has
at last owned, like a worthy honest man as he is, that the
origin of this term is quite uncertain; and so should I say
also, did I not like to be throwing out a hint now and
then on various things, even suppose I be laughed at for
doing so.

Then here I give, like myself, whom am a being of small
scholarcraft, a few Aindish speculations respecting this
mystic phrase; to be plain, I think /Aog-ma-nay means
hug-me-now— Hawse and ney, the old nurse term, meaning,
“Kkiss me, and I'm pleased,” runs somewhat near it : sey or
nay, may be a variation that time has made on #now.
Kissing, long ago, was a thing much more common than
at present. People, in the days gone by, saluted other in
churches, according to Scripture, with Aoly kisses; and this
smacking system was only laid aside when priests began to
see that it was not /Aoliness alone prompted their congrega-
tions to hold up their gabs to one another like Amous diskes,
as Burns says. And in “ane compendious buik o’ Godly and
Spiritual Sangs, for the avoiding of Sinne and Harlotree,”
printed in the old black letter, by Andro Hart, at Edinburgh,
in 1590, the song of  Fokn, come kiss me now,” made
its appearance as a suitable one to be sung in the
kirk—

¢¢ John, come kiss me now,

‘¢ John, come kiss me now,

‘¢ John, come kiss me by and by,

¢ And mak nae mair ado,” &c.
S
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At weddings too, what a kissing there was ; and even to
this day, at these occasions much of it goes on : and on the
happy nights of %og-ma-nay, the kissing trade is extremely
brisk, particularly in Auld Reckie ; then the lasses must kiss

with all the stranger lads they meet, while phrases not unlike
to—

¢¢ John, come kiss me now,

or

¢ John, come Aug me now,”

are frequently heard. From such causes, methinks, Aog-

ma-nay has started. The Augging day, the time to Aug-me-
now.

Hoc-scores—Distance-lines in the game of curling. They
are made in the form of a wave, and are placed one-
fifth part of the whole 7774 from either zstter ; that is to say
if the 777k be fifty yards long, from fee to Zec,the Aog-scores
of that 7#nk are thirty yards distant from other.

If the bottom of a stone gets over this « score,” and its
upper bulb not, still that stone is no * 4oge.” If the stones
come not over this line, they are flung out of the game.
Sweeping is not allowed until the stone comes over the kogy,
unless by the person who played it.

HorLin w¥ HunNGeEk—Those a-gnawing with hunger, are
said to be “holing wi’ hunger,” or that the worms are
eating up their empty “smgangs,” and loiing their
bodies.

HoocH—A shout of joy. “Hooch if's like a wadding,”
shout the peasantry, when dancing, making their heels
crack on other at the same time. Hovock is sure to inspire
glee, while #ribbling Bob Major, or cutling double quick
time. This call is considered cxtremely zuigar by the
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genteel, but what the devil cares the honest rustic about the
genteel.  One of his terms, warm from the heat of nature, is
worth a million of artful gentilities ; it carries a strong sough
always.

Hoobicraws—Carrion, or grey<rows, called hoodicrazes, for
when they get old, they become white in colour all but
the feathers of the head; these keep black, and look as if
the bird had on a cowl or 4Aud. About wild sea-shores,
these fowls mark the outgoing of the tide, so to get at the
shell-fish called wilk, or periwinkle, a kind of sea-snail,
cased in a strong castle, but not impregnable to the hoodi-
craw ; he lifts them into the air thirty or forty yards, then
entrusts them to the care of gravity, which brings them
crashing down on the rocks, followed close by the voracious
bird, who picks up the uncastled gentry as dainty food for
the gizzeron.

The whut-throat or weazle, and the #Aoodie, have often
bloody wars with other about a piece of food they both
relish, such as the egg of a hen. Once, Squire Weazle
seemed rather too many for his hudded lordship, who flew
up into the air, thinking to get rid in that element of his
vicious opponent; but no, the weazle would keep his hold,
fly as he would, and as high as he pleased. At length,
when they had almost got above the clouds, poor Aoodie was
beheld coming owre the body and owre the body to the earth ;
and, on going up to where they fell, there was the crow
lying with spread wings, quite dead, the weazle, with its
sharp teeth, having nicked the wizen, and pumped the blood
from his heart.

HoorocH, or HURLOCH—A hurl of stones, an avalanche.
Boys go to the Aeughs whiles to tumble down Aoolocks,
receiving much pleasure from seeing them roll and clanter
down the steeps. It is dangerous sport though, for some-
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times they miss the balance, and make part of the Aovlock
themselves.

HosHeEns—Hose without feet.
HoOTTER—A person over-run with vermin, who Aofckes.

HoTTER-BONNET—A person much the same as above.

HorTLE—Any thing which has not a firm base of itself, such
as a young child, when beginning to walk ; the same with
ottle.

Howper—To hide ; also a game at scu/l-duddery.

HowpiE—A midwife. Midwives shine respectable in history
from the days of Moses downward to the present day.
Anciently in Scotland, the superstitious made some observes
respecting them—

‘¢ For, Wattie’s mare stood still, and swat wi’ fright,
“ Whan she brought east the ¢ Aowdie’ un’ernight,”

says Allan Ramsay.
Howk—To dig.
HowMm—Flat pieces of land by a river or burn-side.
How’s A’>—A common salutation.

HowsPEAKING—Speaking like ventriloquists, from the belly, as
it were. Burns has death speaking this way. “He spak
right Ao, My name is Death,” &c. Country folk say of
those who speak this way, “that they speak as if the soun’
cam out 0’ a Aogyet.”

Howts—Huts. The word which sometimes prefaces one
thing, sometimes another; such as, /Aowfs—nonsense;
howts—ay ; and so howts means a something between yes
and no, which is not easy to express.

How-wecHTs—Circular implements, of sheep-skin stretched on
a hoop, used about barns and mills to lift grain and such
things with. See IWechts.
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Huam—The moan of the owl in the warm days of summer;
it retires into the darkest recesses of woods, and continues
repeating, with a moaning air, “/Awuam.” 1 had some
work before I found the sound proceeded from the owl;
the people about me said, as their ancestors had no doubt
done, that the sound “was the humming o' bogles i’ the
dark green wud.” But I discovered the “ boggies.”

Hupp—A builder’s implement for bearing mortar on the
shoulder.

HupbpErON—A dirty, ragged person.

HucGER MUGGERIN—Doing business not openly, quibbling
about trifles, and raising misunderstandings.

HuLpiE—A night-cap ; see Prrnic.

HuLe—Some will have /Aule to be a demon of some kind or
other, but I am inclined to think that “ Aule” is little else
but another way of mouthing Ae/l. “ He's a terrible Aule,”
“He’s a Aule's boy,” and “Saw ye the /kule?” these phrases,
for instance, may all be explained by using 4e/ instead of
hule. Hule, therefore, does not express any kind of creature,
unless that creature be a moving /%e// of itself.

Hum-DRUM—A person of careless habits; one who pays
attention to nothing under the sun; who has no business,
and no /Aobbies, and who keeps the intellects in a * strait-
Jacket.”

HuMmMEL'D—Chew'd in a careless manner.

Hummock-—The fingers of the hand, put so together by
themselves, that the tops of them are all on a level with
one another; when the hand is cold, it is impossible to
fling the fingers into this form. People in frosty weather
try who stands cold best, by the way the /Aummock can be
made. This word and fmack are connected, they both
mean little hillocks.
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Humpr'p—Food of any kind, but particularly fresh meat, is
said to be Aump/’'d, when it has a putrid taste and smell.

Hums—Mouthfuls of chewed matter.

Hunker-sLiDE—To slide, sitting on the hams or hunkers,
down shuttles o' ice, or braes, made sleek by a basking sun ;
young people slide on their Aunkers.

HurpoN—A big-hipped woman.

Hurroo—A halloa. A noisy hurry started, a Aurly-burly,
a hurlubrelu, as the French call it; and the Hottentots,
hurrocks ; a murmuring noise, as the sea surge on a peebly
shore. How wonderful it is to see strange tribes of man-
kind, laying hold of the universal language of nature !

HursoN—A whoreson, a name of reproach.

HusHie-BAwW-BaBBiE—The cradle-song to babes.

Husnock —A loose quantity of any thing.

Hussock—A lump of hair.

Huzzy--A woman's purse.

Hyxe—To move the body suddenly, by the back joint.

Hyves—Rushes which come out at times on the skin of

infants ; the most dangerous hives are those which come
out in the interior.—See “ Bowell-hyre.”

ICRER.—An ear of corn.

IDLESET—A turn of idleness.

ILL-FE—Some people are yet suspected of having an /i<,
otherwise, having an eye hurtful to everything it looks on.
Blacksmiths pretend to know of many this way, and will not
allow them to stand in their forges, when joining or wielding
pieces of iron together, as they are sure of loosing the
wauling heat, if such be present.
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ILL-GATED—To be bad inclined.

ILL-Jaw—Bad tongue, or bad things spoken with the tongue.

IL-wiLLy—Of a bad disposition. ¢ Ill-willy kye sud hae nae
horns,” as the Scotch proverb goes; and which means that
¢ people of a bad disposition should have no hellish weapons
to work with.”

IMrIE—The scent of roasted meat.

INcH—Any small island, such as the *“ Zuch o the Isle,” well
known to wild ducks; and “ Zuch Keith,” as well known to
the natives about the Firth o' Forth.

INGLEBERRIES—Fleshy wens, which grow on the tender
parts of oxen; they are of a fiery nature, which may be
the cause of them being named as they are ; when cut they
bleed profusely, and must always be seared off with a
red hot iron.

INjINE—Genius. We say of any with a dungeon of a head,
that that person is a “ great injine,” Burns has the Bauld
Lapraik o Muirkirk, an injine, because he was a deacon at
song making ; and I hold his son Geordy Laprask, in London,
a worthy man, if not an injine ; he is quite a cAip of the old
block, whereas the eldest son of Burns, 1 am sorry to say
is, no, I will not say what. Our Scotch songs are all
immense flights of genius, all composed by persons having
infine ; they are mostly of a melancholy nature, and this
lives much longer than mirth ; indeed, a tinge of melancholy
gilds every thing that lives long. The Duncan Grey, and
Tam Glen, of Burns, are just humorous touches of melan-
choly, the same as Shakspeare’s comedies are; this melan-
choly then, is the foundation of a poet’s genius, this is his
injine.  “But why seek to know (as the Swiss philosopher
says), what is genius ? if thou hast it, thy feelings will tell
what it is; if thou hast it not, thou never canst know it. If
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thou art calm and tranquil, amid the works of nature, and
transports of music ; if thou feelest no delirium, no exstacy ; if
thou art only moved with pleasure, at what should transport
thee with rapture ; dost thou dare to ask what genius is?
profane not, vulgar man, that name sublime, what im-
ports thee to know what thou canst never feel.”—
Rousseau—sur le mot genie, on the word genius. O! that I
knew what it was. O! that I had #njine: but alas!
poor me !

INKs—On muddy, level shores, there are pieces of land over-
flowed with spring tides, and not touched by common
ones, according to the laws of nature; on these grow
a coarse kind of grass, good for sheep threatened with the
rot; this saline food sometimes cures them. When
there comes a roaring spring tide before a storm, its
whirling motion washes out circular holes in the
sludge ; these are left filled with water, which soon stag-
nates, and becomes of an inky colour, but I do not think
that it is from ink the word 7nks arises, for all that ; such
land is called Znks,in various districts of Scotland, and
I am inclined to fancy the word derives its origin from
some ancient tongue.

INLEAK—A coming in of measure.

INNERLY HEARTED—OS a feeling disposition.

InNs—Those places in many school games which the gaining
side hold; to obtain the ¢nns, is the object of these
games.

INrRING—That segment of the surface of a channlestone which
is nearest the “ fee.”

INnwick—This term is somewhat different from snring; to
inwick a stone, is to come up a port or wick, and strike
the inring of a stone seen through that wick; now this is
different from a common open fn7ing—the two are often
confounded with other, but they are quite different; to
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take an inwick, is considered by all curlers, the finest trick in
the game.

IrkED—Teased, forced to become a foe.

IRR—t0 call, to hunt a curr.

Isn-wisi—The call on the cat to her food.

Is-kiss—The call on a curr-dog to his food.

.

JaBBLE—A slight agitation of the waters of the sea, with the
wind ; small irregular waves, and running in all directions :
such a state of the ocean makes open boat navigation some-
times more dangerous than if the swells of the sea were larger.

JasBLocH—Weak, watery, spirituous liquors.

JarrLED—Fatigued looking, down in body and clothes.

Jac—To prick ; jagging, pricking.

Jamp—Did leap.

JANNERER—A person who ever talks, and all he says in the
course of a year is not worth a gowkspittle.

JAarBLE—An old tattered garment.

Jaw—Insulting language.

Jawckep—Baffled in some attempt, deceived with Aoge.

JawnoLE—A hole out of kitchens, where all refuse is
poured.

JawpPED—Bespattered.

Jaws—The waves of the sea, when they rush with fury
against the rocks of the shore. *Jaw,” in some of the
ancient tongues, means “pour;” we use it yet for that
in ours ; so jaws may mean a pouring out, or a wasting of
the wrath of the ocean.
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take an tnwick, is considered by all curlers, the finest trick in
the game.

IrkED—Teased, forced to become a foe.
IrRrR—to call, to hunt a curr.
Isn-wisi—The call on the cat to her food.

Is-k1ss—The call on a curr-dog to his food.

J.

JaBBLE—A slight agitation of the waters of the sea, with the
wind ; small irregular waves, and running in all directions :
such a state of the ocean makes open boat navigation some-
times more dangerous than if the swells of the sea were larger.

JasBLocH—Weak, watery, spirituous liquors.

JarrLED—Fatigued looking, down in body and clothes.

Jac—To prick ; jagging, pricking.

Jamp—Did leap.

JANNERER—A person who ever talks, and all he says in the
course of a year is not worth a gowkspittle.

JARBLE—AnN old tattered garment.

Jaw—Insulting language.

Jawckep—Baffled in some attempt, deceived with /gge.

JawnoLE—A hole out of kitchens, where all refuse is
poured.

JawPED—Bespattered.

Jaws—The waves of the sea, when they rush with fury
against the rocks of the shore. “Jaw,” in some of the
ancient tongues, means “pour;” we use it yet for that
in ours ; so jaws may mean a pouring out, or a wasting of
the wrath of the ocean.
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JEAMIE's HOLE—A very singular hole at the Borrowhkead ; it
goes right through and through a reef of rocks : the tide runs
a little way into it.

JEEGETS or SHIEGETs—Little sounding boards, pegs and wheels,
in a piece of machinery, such as a mill. I heard an original
say once, That the head of any party was like a mill-dam,
grasping, as it were, all the little streams that flow into it, and
by lifting the s/uick board when any emergency appeared, it
flowed down on the meikle wheel, the next head, the which
set all the jegets in motion. The same worthy once made a
remark that I could never forget; he said, that the old Scottish
proverb, “what’s gude to gic is gude to keep,” was not only
true ; but ““ what was gien was sometimes not worth the tak-
ing,”—though thought otherways by the giver; this was “ cast-
ing an awl/d coat to a pusr body, but afore doing sae, to set to,
and cut the butfons out o't,” which rendered the present.
indeed, not worth the taking.

But 'tis not right, as the old Roman distich says,

- =-—— ——= ‘‘auditaque lingua,
“ Auget, & ex humili tumulo producit olympum,”

Englished, thus—

¢ Add not our what to what we hear,
‘“ And of a mole-hill do a mountain rear.”

JENNIE SPINNER—A toy ; also a fly with long legs ; a spinner
as the bard of Avon calls it.

JerkiNs—Meetings or gatherings of people for a certain
purpose ; these are not ancient; they have been introduced
by the Irish intruders some time ago; they are called
whiles drinkings and whiles fea drinkings, about Dumfries :
a poor woman, such as a widow, gets some tea and
whisky ; she then awakens the country to her meaning:
some fling in the mite to her jerkins, but go not thither,
as jerkins are truly meetings of the low wulgar; a real
Scot won’'t look near one of them; they are commonly
attended by full bred and mongrel Insh.
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J18B—To milk closely.

JiBBINGS—The last milk that can be drawn out of a cow’s
udder.

JICKERING—A female is said to be jickering when she is rather
better dressed than she should ; “mair braw than she is
fine.”

JINGLE—To ring, or the sound that metals make when moved
together.

Jink—To make quick motions.

JinkiNGg's HEN—A hen that never knew the cock; me-
taphorically used for an old maid—‘ she pined awa like
Finkin's hen,"—saith Nicholson ; the old maids are great
favourites of mine, but not so bachelors; listen to a
maiden’s tongue, in the Gallovidian way, of

HAUD AWA FRAE ME, DONALD.

Haud awa, bide awa,
Haud awa frae me, Donald,
Keep your hands to yoursell,
Wha can suffer thee, Donald. —Chorus.

Ye ha’e cheated mony a dear.

But ye shall ne'er cheat me, Donald ;
Ye hae drawn the sobbing tear,

Frae mony a downcast e’e, Donald.

The lassies they are sairly blamed,
For being fause a wee, Donald ;
But that ane was never named,
Could lee sae base as thee, Donald.

. Afore I'd be a wretch like thee,
I’d fling mysell i’e sea, Donald,
Or tak a rape and hing me hie,
On yon auld scruntet tree, Donald.

And after thou had graned thy last,
Nae corbie wad paik thee, Donald ;
The hoodicraw gude faith wad fast,
Or thy curst flesh she'd prie, Donald.

To live and die an auld grey maid,

Be naught to heeding thee, Donald ;
Was I a man, I’d be a man,

Sae there’s the last o’ me, Donald.

JircING—The noise %0 dry shoes make when walking
with.
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JrTr—To squirt.
J1sp—A stain, or a piece decayed in a web of cloth.
Jock—John ; also a name for the bull.

JockiE Faw, the Gypsie LADDIE—A celebrated gypsie who
flourished about two hundred years ago, in the south
of Scotland. Mention is made of him in various traditions;
and in the old song of the Annandale Thieves, honourable
notice is taken. However, he himself is immortalized
in an ancient ballad, in which he is the hero; which
informs us of his enticing away the lady of ZLord Cassk
in Ayrshire ; the tale says he gave her a certain kind of
ginger, which cuist such a glamoury over her, that she
followed the gypsie through thick and thin ; whether this
ginger was the dodgell recpan already spoken of, is not
known, but it had had a similar effect to it. I have heard
of an herb of the daffie-down-dilly stamp, which, if got into
a lady’s shoe, that lady will follow the herbalist every-
where ; and that on its being put so once, when the lady
had to take off her shoes for the purpose of wading a river,
she changed her notion in the middle of the stream,
returned to the bank, extremely vexed with herself that she
had been so foolish ; but the moment she put on her shoes
again, the #id took her, and made her wade and return, and
wade again, until she was quite exhausted. But to my
subject—Many editions of the song of the Gypsie Laddie
have now been given the world, but was ever this one of
mine given? Never—And I believe it to be as genuine as
any that have ever appeared :(—

The gypsies they came to Lord Cassle’s yet,
And o! but they sang ready,

They sang sae sweet and sae complete,
That down came the lord’s fair lady.

O she came tripping down the stair,
Wi’ a’ her maids afore her,

And as soon as they saw her weelfared face,
They cuist their glaumry ower her.
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She gae;} to them the gude white bread,
And they gaed to her the ginger, .

Then she gaed to them a far brawer thing,
The gowd rings af her finger.

(Quo’ she) to her maids, *there’s my gay mantle,
‘¢ And bring to me my plaidy,

¢ And tell my lord whan Ee comes hame,
“I'm awa wi’ a gypsie laddie.”

For her lord he had to the hounting gane,
Awa in the wild green wuddie,

And Jockie Faw, the gypsie king,
Saw him there wi’ his cheeks sae ruddy.

On they mounted and af they rade,
11k gypsie had a cuddy,

And whan through the Stincher they did prance,
They made the water muddy.

(Quo’ she) “ aft times this water I hae rade,
‘“ Wi’ many a lord and lady,

‘¢ But never afore did I it wade,
¢ To follow a gypsie laddie.”

‘¢ Aft hae I lain, in a saft feather bed,
““ Wi’ my gude lord aside me,

¢ But now I maun sleep in an auld reeky kill,
““ Alang wi’ a gypsie laddie.”

Sae whan that the yirl he came hame,
His servants a’ stood ready,

Some took his horse, and some drew his boots,
But gane was his fair lady.

And whan he came ben to the parlour door,
He asked for his fair lady,

But some denied, and ithers some replied,
¢ She’s awa wi’ a gypsie laddie.”

¢ Then saddle ” (quoth he) * my gude black naig,
¢ For the brown is never sae speedy,

¢ As I will neither eat nor drink,
““Till 1 see my fair lady.”

¢ T met wi’ a cheel as I rade hame,
¢ And thae queer stories said he,
¢ Sir, I saw this day a fairy queen,
““ Fu’ pack wi’ a gypsie laddie.”

¢ 1 hae been east and I hae been west,
‘¢ And in the lang town o’ Kircadie,

‘¢ But the bonniest lass that ever I saw,
“ Was following a gypsie laddie.”

Sae his lordship has rade owre hills and dales,
And owre mony a wild hie mountain,
Until that he heard his ain lady say,
‘ Now my lord will be hame frae the hounting.”

285
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‘' Than will ye come hame my hinnie and my love,
(Quoth he) to his charming dearie,

¢ And I'll keep ye ay in a braw close room,
¢ Wher<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>