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THE IUSTING AND DEBAIT VP AT THE DRUM.

CXL.

Followis the Tufling and Debast vp at the Dyum betuix
William Adamfone and Folhine Sym.

HE grit debait and turnament,
Off trewth no toung can tell,
Wes for a lufty lady gent,
Betuix twa freikis fell.
For Mars the god armipotent
Wes nocht fa ferfs him fell,
Nor Hercules, that aikkis vprent,
And dang the devill of hell, with hornis;
Vp at the Drum, that day.

Doutles wes nocht fo duchty deidis

Amangis the dowfy peiris,

Nor yit no clerk in ftory reidis

Off fa tryvmphand weiris;

To fe fo ftowtly on thair fteidis

Tha ftalwart knychtis fteiris,

Quhill bellyis bair for brodding bleidis,

With fpurris als fcherp as breiris, and kene;
Vp at the Drum that day.

Vp at the Drum the day wes fett,

And fixt wes the feild,

Quhair baith thir noble chiftanis mett,

Enarmit vndir fcheild.

Thay wer fa haifty and fa hett,

That nane of thame wald yeild,

Bot to debait or be doun bett,

And in the quarrell keild, or flane;
Vp at the Drum that day.
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366 THE IUSTING AND DEBAIT VP AT THE DRUAM.

Thair wes anc bettir and ane worfs,

I wald that it wer wittin,

For William wichttar wes of corfs 30

Nor Sym, and bettir knittin.

Sym faid he fett nocht by his forfs,

Bot hecht he fowld be hittin,

And he micht counter Will on horfs,

For Sym wes bettir fittin, nor Will; 35
Vp at the Drum that day.

To fe the ftryfc come yunkeirs ftowt,
And mony galyart man;
All denteis deir wes thair but dowt,
The wyne on broich it ran. P
Trumpettis and fchalmis with a fchowt
Playid or the rink began;
And eikwall juges fatt abowt
To fe quha tynt or wan the feild;
Vp at the Drum that day. 45

With twa blunt trincher fpeiris fquair, Fol.130.b.
It wes thair interpryifs,
To fecht with baith thair facis bair
For lufe, as is the gyifs.
Ane freynd of thairis throw hap come thair, 50
And hard the rumor ryifs,
Quha ftall away thair ftyngis bath clair,
And hid in fecreit wayifs, for fkaith;
Vp at the Drum that day.

Strangmen of armes and of micht $5
Wer fett thame for to fidder;

The harraldis cryd, God fchaw the rycht;

Syne bad thame go togidder.

Qubhair is my fpeir? fayis Sym the knycht,

Sum man go bring it hidder; 6o



THE IUSTING AND DEBAIT VP AT THE DRUM. 367

Bot wald thay tary thair all nycht,
Thair lancifs come to lidder, and flaw;
Vp at the Drum that day. ——

Syme flew als fery as a fowne,
Doun fra the horfs he flaid; 65
Sayis, He fall rew my ftalf hes ftowin,
For 1 falbe his deid. ’
William his vow plicht to the powin,
For favour or for feid;
Als gude the tre had nevir growin, 70
Qubhairof my fpeir wes maid, to juft;
Vp at the Drum that day.

Thir vowis maid to fyn and mone,

Thay raikit baith to reft,

Thame to refrefs with thair difione, 75

And of thair armour ketft.

Nocht knawing of the deid wes done,

Qubhen thay fuld haif fairin beft,

The fyre wes pifcht out lang or none,

Thair dennaris fuld haif dreft, and dicht; 80
Vp at the Drum that day.

Than wer thay movit owt of mynd,
Far mair than of beforne;
Thay wift nocht how to get him pynd,
That thame had drevin to fkorne. 8s
Thair wes no deth mycht be devynd,
Bot ethis haif thay fworne,
He fuld deir by be thay had dynd,
And ban that he wes borne, or bred;
Vp at the Drum that day, %0

Than to Dalkeith thai maid thame boun, Fol.131.a.
Reidwod of this reproche;
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Thair wes baith wyne and vennifoun,

And barrellis ran on broche.

Thay band vp kyndnes in that toun

Nane fra his feir to foche;

For thair wes nowdir lad nor loun

Mycht eit ane baikin loche, for fownefs;
Vp at Dalkeith that day.

Syne eftir denner raifs the din,

And all the toun on fteir;

William wes wyifs and held him in,

For he wes in a feir.

Sym to haif bargan cowld nocht blin,

Bot bukkit Will on weir;

Sayis, Gife thow wald this lady win,

Cum furth and brek a fpeir, with me;
Vp at Dalkeyth that day.

This ftill for bargan Sym abyddis,

And fchowttit Will to fchame;

Will faw his fais on bath the fyddis,

Full fair he dred for blame.

Will fchortly to his horfs he flydis,

And fayis to Sym be name,

Bettir we bath wer byand hyddis,

And weddir fkynnis at hame, nor heir;
Vp at Dalkeyth that day.

Now is the growme, that wes fo grym,
Rycht glaid to leif in lie;

Fy, theif, for fchame! fayis littill Sym,
Will thow nocht fecht with me?

Thow art moir lerge of lyth and lym,
Nor I am be fic thre;

THE IUSTING AND DEBAIT VP AT THE DRUM.
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THE IUSTING AND DEBAIT VP AT THE DRUM. 369

And all the feild cryd fy on him,
Sa cowartly tuk the fle, for feir; 12§
Vp at Dalkeyth that day.

Than every man gaif Will a mok,

And faid he wes our meik;

Sayis Sym, Send for thy broder Jok,

I fall nocht be to feik; 130

For wer ye fourfum in a flok,

I compt yow nocht a leik;

Thocht I had rycht nocht bot a rok,

To gar your rumpill reik, behynd; Fol.131 b.
Vp at Dalkeith that day. 135

Thair wes rycht nocht bot haif and ga,
With lawchter lowd thay lewche,
Quhen thay faw Sym fic curage ta,
And Will mak it fa twche.
Sym lap on horfbak lyk a ra, 140
And ran him till a huche;
Sayis William, Cum ryd doun this bra,
Thocht ye fuld brek ane bwche, fo lufe;
Vp at Dalkeith that day.

Sone doun the bra Sym braid lyk thunder, 145
And bad Will fallow faft;
To grund for ferfnefs he did funder,
Be he midhill had paft.
William faw Sym in fic a blunder,
To ga he wes agaft, 150
For he affeird it wes na winder
His curfour fuld him caft, and hurt him;
Vp at Dalkeith that day.

Than all the yungkerris bad Will yeild,
Or doun the glen to gang; 155
2Z
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Sum cryd the koward fuld be keild,

Sum doun the hewche he thrang.

Sum rufcht, fum rummyld, fum reild,

Sum be the bewche he hang;

Thair avairis fyld vp all the feild,

Thay wer fo fow and pang, with drafe;
Vp at Dalkeith that day.

Than gelly Johine come in a jak,

To feild quhair he wes feidit;

Abone his brand ane bucklar blak,

Baill fell the bern thad bedit.

He flippit fwiftly to the flak,

And rudly doun he raid it;

Befoir his curpall wes a crak,

Culd na man tell quha maid it, for lawchter;
Vp at Dalkeith that day.

Be than the bowgill gan to blaw,

For nycht had thame ourtanc;

Allaifs! faid Sym, For falt of law,

That bargan get I nane,

Thufs hame with mony crak and flaw,

Thay paffid every ane;

Syne pairtit at the Potter raw,

And findry gaitis ar gane, to reft thame;
Within the toun that nycht.

L’envoy.

This Will was he begyld the may,
And did hir marriage fpill;

He promeift hir to lat him play,
Hir purpofs to fulfill.
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THUS I PROPONE IN MY CARPING.

Fra fcho fell fow he fled away,

And come na mair hir till;

Qubhairfoir he tynt the feild that day,

And tuk him to ane mill, to hyd him;
As coward fals of fey.

Finis quod Scott.

CXLI
[Thus I progone in my Carping.)

HUS 1 propone in my carping,

All myne allone thus I propone;
Makand my mone to hevnis king,
This I propone in my carping.

Welcum be werd as evir God will,
Quhill I be berd welcum be werd;
In to this erd ay to fulfill,

Welcum be werd as evir God will.

I {all wey bath in ane ballance,
Wynnyng and fkaith I fall wey beth;
As God will graith his purveance,

I fall wey bayth in ane ballance.

Eifs or difeifs, quhilk God fall fend,
Allyk fall pleifs, cifs or difeifs;

Ay till obeyifs, till lyfe mak end,
Eifs or difeifs, quhilk God will fend.

Quhat mendis it ane man to mvrn,
In fyte to fitt, quhat mendis it?

185
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THIS NYCHT IN MY SLEIP I WES AGAST.

For or men witt this warld will turn,
Quhat mendis it ane man to mvrn?

I falbe blyth and meik with all,
Kyndnes to kyth I falbe blyth;
For windir futh pryd hes ane fall,
I falbe blyth and meik with all.

My freindis deir, luk yc do fo,

I yow requeir, my freyndis deir;

Ye mak gud cheir quhair evir ye go,
My frendis deir, luk ye do fo.

Finis.

CXLIL
[ This Nycht in my Sleip I wes agafl.]

HIS nycht in my fleip I wes agaft,
Mc thocht the Devill wes tempand faft
The peple with aithis of crewaltic;
Sayand as throw the mercat he paft,
Renunce thy God and cum to me.

Me thocht as he went throw the way,
Anc preift fweirit be God verey,
Quihilk at the alter reffauit he;

Thow art my clerk, the Devill can fay,
Renunce thy God and cum to me.

Than fwoir ane courtyour mekle of pryd,
Be Chryftis windis bludy and wyd,

35
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THIS NYCHT IN MY SLEIP I WES AGAST.

And be his harmes wes rent on tre;
Than {pak the Devill hard him befyd,
Renunce thy God and cum to me.

Ane merchand, his geir as he did fell,
Renuncit his pairt of Hevin and Hell;
The Devill faid, Welcum mot thow be,
Thow falbe merchand for my fell,
Renunce thy God and cum to me.

Ane goldfmyth faid The goldis fa fyne,

That all the workmanfchip I tyne,

The Feind reffaif me gif I le;

Think on, quod the Devill, That thow art myne,
Renunce thy God and cum to me.

Ane tailyour faid In all this toun
Be thair ane bettir weilmaid goun,
I gif me to the Feynd all fre;
Gramercy, telyour, faid Mahoun,
Renunce thy God and cum to me.

Ane fowttar faid In gud effek,

Nor I be hangit be the nek,

Gife bettir butis of ledder ma be;

Fy, quod the Feynd, Thow fairis of blek,
Ga clenge the clene and cum to me.

Ane baxftar fayd I forfaik God,

And all his werkis evin and od,

Gif fairar ftuff neidis to be;

The Dyvill luche and on him qwoth nod,
Renunce thy God and cum to me.

Ane flefchour fwoir be the facrament,
And be Chryftis blud maift innocent,

15
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THIS NYCHT IN MY SLEIP I WES AGAST.

Nevir fatter flefch faw man with e;
The Devill faid, Hald on thy intent,
Renunce thy God and cum to me.

The maltman fais I God forfaik,
And that the Devill of Hell me taik,
Gif ony bettir malt may be,

And of this kill I haif inlaik;
Renunce thy God and cum to me.

Ane browftar fwoir the malt wes ill,
Bath reid and reikit on the kill,
That it will be na aill for me,

Ane boll will nocht fex gallonis fill;
Renunce thy God and cum to me.

The fmyth fwoir be rude and raip,

In till a gallowis mot I gaip,

Gif I ten dayis wan pennyis thre,

For with that craft I can nocht thraip;
Renunce thy God and cum to me.

Anc menttrall faid The Feind me ryfe,
Gif I do ocht bot drynk and fwyfe;
The Devill faid, Hardly mot it be,
Exerfs that craft in all thy lyfe;
Renunce thy God and cum to me.

Ane dyfour faid with wirdis of ftryfe,
The Devill mot ftik him with a knyfe,
Bot he keft vp fair fyifis thre;

The Devill faid, Endit is thy lyfe,
Renunce thy God and cum to me.

Ane theif faid, God, that cvir I chaip,
Nor ane ftark widdy gar me gaip,

45
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Bot I in Hell for geir wald be;
The Devill faid, Welcum in a raip,
Renunce thy God and cum to me.

The fifche wyffis flett and {woir with granis,
And to the Feind, faule, flefch and banis,
Thay gaif thame, with ane fchowt on hie;
The Devill faid, Welcum all att anis,
Renunce thy God and cum to me.

Me thocht the Devillis, als blak as pik,
Soliftand wer as beis thik,

Ay tempand folk with wayis fle;
Rownand to Robene and to Dik,
Renunce thy God and cum to me.

Quod Dumbar.

CXLIIIL
[Lucina fchynnyng in Silence of the Nicht.)

Ane vthir UCINA fchynnyng in filence of the nicht,
:‘}""P‘;‘;ﬂ"‘. The hevin being all full of fternis bricht,
fame abbatin To bed I went bot thair I tuke no reft;
the 1171eil.  With havy thocht I wes fo foir oppreft,

That fair I langit eftir dayis licht.

Off Fortoun I complenit hevely,

That fcho to me ftude fo contrariowdly;
And at the laft quhen I had turnyt oft,
For weirines on me ane flummer foft
Come with ane dremyng and a fantefy.

75
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ALL TO LUFE AND NOCHT TO FENYIE.

Quhen I awoik my dreme it wes fo nyce,
Fra every wicht I hid it as a vyce;
Quhill T hard tell be mony futhfaft wy,
Fle wald ane abbot vp in to the fky,

And all his fethreme maid wes at devyce.

Within my hairt confort I tuke full fone;
Adew, quod I, My drery dayis ar done;

Full weill I wift to me wald nevir cum thrift,
Quhill that twa monis wer fene vp in the lift,
Or quhill ane abbot flew aboif the mone.

Quod Dumbar.

CXLIV.
[AU to Lufe and nockt to Fenyie.)

LL to lufe and nocht to fenyie,
11 to pure and nocht to plenyie;
Sic freitis I hald nocht wirth a fafs,
Harkin and I fall tell yow fow it wafs.
Befoir the evin, with licht of day,
I hard ane fweit full foftly fay,
Ga way, my ioy, and latt me be,
Put nocht your hand abone my kne.
Ye hurt me now, fchirro your fais,
Quhy lift ye vp fa heiche my clais?
My moder heiris ye gar me cry;
Do away man for your courtefy.
My heid gois to and all is bair;
Be God, me think, na thing ye {pair.
3A
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ALL 70 LUFE AND NOCHT TO FENYI/E.

Is nocht this ane joly werk?

Schirro your thowmis, ye ryfe my fark.
Be God ye ar our leth to leif,

Qubhat devill is that in to your neif?
Ye hurt me with your quhinyear heft,
Will nocht yit this rippet be left?

I wald nocht trewly for twenty pound,
In to this place we twa wer found.
He fayis, My luve, my joy, my blifs,
Now all the warld will wit of thifs;
Quhat garris yow cry me for to fkar?
Be God ye fall nocht be the war;
Quha faw evir the maikis of yow,
God latt nevir your hairt be fow.
Quha faw evir a man fa thra?

Hald vp your handis and latt me ga.
And he faid nevir a word agane,

Bot ay he faid, Latt me allane.

I fchro your hairt, ye hurt my theifs:
Now all this toun this rippet feifs.
Haill or haill quhat do ye now?
Allace! allace! ye thrift me throw.
Now, walloway, is thair no help?

Yit fall I gif your cheik a fkelp,

I fall yow fkart quhill that ye bleid.
He faid than, Ya, ya, God forbeid,
Your bonat I fall kaft away,

Bot gif ye ceifs your fowle deray,
Wes nevir nane dreft on thifs wyifs.
I cry yow mercy a thowfand fyifs,

A gentill man gif that ye be,

Ye will me fchaw fum courtafie;
Your labour is nocht wirth a leik,
Ye ar the war fen we wer meik.

Do away, fcho faid, Or yie be band,
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MONY MAN MAKIS RYME.

The toder wird is evin at hand.

Be God I put yow out of weir,

Ye did nocht of forfs this fevin yeir;
Nor yit nocht ane of your breder,

I fchiro the feit that brocht yow hedder.
Now, mon, I latt yow all allane,

Sa help me God my end is gane;
Yit I will nocht ga fla my fell;

Bot, be yone kirk, I fall fure tell,
Als faft as I fall cum hame,

Sa help me God, Ifs tell my deme;
And ony body fynd ws heir,

We ar bath fchamit all this yeir,
That we haif dwelt heir fo lang.
Hame, in faith, I dar nocht gang;
Go with me to yone yairdis end,
Quhair we may pafs away vnkend.
Than he and fcho went on togidder;
With that his hairt begowd to fwidder;
He tuke his leif and kift the bricht,
And fyne he went out of hir ficht.
How it wes eftir I can nocht tell,
For fpeiking fpair I nocht to fpell.

Explicst.

CXLV.

[Mony Man makis Ryme and lukis to no Reffoun.]

ONY man makis ryme and lukis to no reffoun.

Ane king fekand trefoun

He may fynd land. Treft nocht in the band
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That is oft brokin. A fule quhen he hes fpokkin

He is all done. He fuld weir yrn fchone

Suld byd a manis deid. Quhen the falt is in the heid
The menbaris ar feik. A woman thocht fcho be meik
Scho is ill to knaw. Men glofifs the law

Oft aganis the pure. Quha fpendis his gud on a hure
He hes bayth fkayth and fchame. He that can nocht gang hame
Is a pure man. Menis or thay began

Suld think on the end. Prefs nocht to fpend

Bot gife thow think to win. Commounly auld fyn
Makis new fchame. Bettir is gud name

Nor evill win geir. He that vfis maift to fweir

Is nocht beft trowd. A tre is beft bowd

Qubhen that it is young. Quha rewlis weill his toung
He may be comptit wyifs. Gud win at the dyifs
Riches nocht the air. And a woman that is fair

Is nocht happin gude. Ane colt of a gud ftude
Happynnis to be beft. Gud ma nocht lang left

That is evill win. A work weill begon

Hes the bettir end. Preifs nocht to fpend

Our mekle on a fule. It is dith to cry yule

On ane vder manis coift. He fall hounger in froft

In heit that will nocht wirk. Obey weill to the kirk
And thow fall fair the better. A woman keipit in fetter
Is ane ill trefflour. Eit and drynk with mefour

And defy the leich. A man mekle of fpeiche
Quhylomis mon lie. Think ay that thow mon de

And thow fall nocht glaidly fyn. A man may be of grit kin
And rycht littill worth. A fule bidis job furth

And hes baith fpur and wand. Bettir is a man but land
Nor land but man. He that cumis of evill clan

Wyifs men fuspeckis. A fkabbit fcheip infeckis

All the haill flok. Qubhairof ferwis the lok

And the theif in the houfs. It makis a perte mowfs
Ane vnhardy catt. A fwyne that is richt fatt
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Cauffis hir awin deid. Pairte nevir at feid

Fra hame with thy wyfe. Fle ay fra ftryfe, 40
A fweit thing is peifs. All may nocht be leifs

That every man fayifs. Thow ma mend twa nayifs

With anis faid ye. He is nocht fa waik a fae

Bot he may quhylome noy. It is efiar to diftroy

Befer, nor till big. He that is vfd to thig 45
Is laith to leif the craft. Ane awld man is fow daft

That weddis a young woman. Thow mon trow in fum man

Or thow hes ill lyfe. Be thow joloufs of thy wyfe

Scho will do the war. Quha handillis pik or tar

He is nocht haifty clene. A wound quhen it is grene 50
Is the foner heilit. A byle that is lang beilit

Brekis at the laft. Auld kyndnes paft

Suld nocht be foryett. Be blyth at thi meit,

Devoit in diftrefs. For littill mair or lefs

Mak thow na debait. Bettir is the hie gait - ssFol.135.b.

Nor the by rod. He that dowttis nocht God

Sall nocht faill to fall. He that cuvatis all

Is abill to tyne, About myne and thyne

Ryfsis mekle ftryfe. He hes a gratius lyfe

That can be content. A bow that is lang bent 60
It will wax dull. He that wattis quhen he is full

He is na fule. Put mony to the fcule,

All will nocht be clerkis. At every dowg that berkis

Men fuld nocht be movit! A man weill luvit

He is nocht pure. Grit lawbor and cure 65
Makis a man auld. A gud taill evill tald

Is fpilt in the telling. In bying and felling

Is mony fals aith. Commounly gud cleth

Is beft cheip. Quha cuvattis farreft to leip

Mon quhylumis gang abak. 70
Thus fchortnes of wit movit me to mak.

Expliat.
! Crabit firft written and deleted.
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MY GUDDAME WES ANE GAY WYFE.

CXLVL
| My Guddame wes anc gay Wyfe.]

Y guddame wes ane gay wyfe, bot fcho wes rycht gend,
Scho dwelt far furth in France on Falkland fell;
Thay callit hir Kynd Kittok fa quha weill hir kend;
Scho wes lyk a caldrone cruk cleir vnder kell,
Thay threipit fcho deid of thrift and maid a gud end. 5
Eftir hir deid fcho dreidit nocht in Hevin to dwell.
And fo to Hevin the hie way drcidles fcho wend,
Yit fcho wanderit and yeid by to ane elrich well;
And thair fcho met, as T wene,
Ane afk rydand on ane fnaill; 10
Scho cryd, Ourtane fallow, haill, haill,
And raid ane inch bchind the taill,
Quhill it wes neir enc.

Sua fcho had hap to be horft to hir harbry,

At ane ailhoufs neir Hevin it nychtit thame thair; 15

Scho deit for thrift in this warld that gart hir be fo dry,

Scho eit nevir meit bot drank our miffour and mair;

Scho fleipit quhill the morne at none and raifs airly ;

And to the yettis of Hevin faft cowd fcho fair,

And by Sanét Petir, in at the yett fcho ftall prevely. 2

God lukit and faw hir lattin in and luch his hairt fair;

And thair yeiris fevin

Scho levit anc gud lyfe,

And wes our Leddeis henwyfe,

And held San&t Petir in ftryfe, 25
Ay quhill fcho wes in Hevin.

Scho lukit owt on a day and thocht verry lang, Fol.136.a.
To fe the ailhoufs befyd in till ane evill hour;
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And out of Hevin the hic gait cowth the wyfe gang
For to gett anc frefche drink, the haill of Hevin wes four. 30
Scho come agane to Hevinis yet, quhen that the bell rang,
Sanét Petir hit hir with a club, quhill a grit clour
Raifs on hir heid behind, becaufs the wyfe yeid wrang;
And than to the ailhoufs aganc fcho ran the pitfcheris to pour,
Thair to brew and to baik. 35
Freyndis, 1 pray yow hairtfully,
Gife ye be thrifty or dry,
Drynk with my guddame, quhen ye gang by,

Anis for my faik.

Explicat.

CXLVIL
[ Man fen thy Lyfe is ay in Weir.]

AN fen thy lyfe is ay in weir,
And Decid is evir drawand neir,
The tyme vnficker and the place;
Thynce awin gude fpend quhill thow hes fpace.

Gif it be thyne thy felf it viis,

Gif it be nocht the it refufis,

Ane vthir of it the proffcit hefs;

Thyne awin gud {pend quhill thow hes fpaifs.

wr

Thow may to day haif gude to fpend,

And heftely to morne fra it wend, 10
And leif ane vthir thy baggis to braifs;

Thy awin gud fpend quhill thow hes fpace.

Quiill thow hes fpace fe thow difpone,
That for thy geir quhen thow art gone,

383
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No wicht ane vder flay nor chace;

Thyne awin gud fpend quhill thow hes fpace.

Sum all his dayis dryvis our in vane,
Ay gadderand geir with forrow and pane,
And nevir is glaid at Yule nor Paifs;

Thyne awin gud fpend quhill thow hes fpace.

Syne cumis ane vder glaid of his forrow,
That for him prayit nowdir evin nor morrow,
And fangis it all with mirrynais;

Thyne awin gud fpend quhill thow hes fpace.

Sum grit gud gadderis and ay it fpairis,
And eftir him thair cumis yung airis,
That his auld thrift fettis on ane efs;

Man, thyne awin gud fpend quhill thow hes fpace.

It is all thyne that thow heir fpendis,

And nocht all that on the dependis,

Bot his to fpend it that hes grace;

Thyne awin gud fpend quhill thow hes fpais.

Treft nocht ane vthir will do the to,

It that thy felf wald nevir do,

For gife thow dois, ftrenge is thy cace;
Thyne awin gud fpend quhill thow hes fpais.

Luke how the bairne dois to the muder,
And tak example be nane vdder,
That it nocht eftir be thy cace;

Thyne awin gud fpend quhill thow hes fpace.

Quod Dumbar.
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IN TIBERUS TYME. 385

CXLVIIL
[fn Tiberus tyme, the trew Imperiour.)

N Tiberus tyme, the trew Imperiour,

Quhen Tynto hillis fra fkraiping of toun henis wes keipit,
Thair dwelt ane grit gyre carling in awld Betokis bour,
That levit vpoun chriftiane menis flefche and rewth heidis vnleipit.
Thair wynnit ane hir by, on the weft fyd, callit Blafour, 5
For luve of hir lawchane lippis he walit and he weipit;
He gadderit ane menyie of modwartis to warp doun the tour.
The carling with ane yrne club, quhen that Blafour fleipit,
Behind the heill fcho hatt him fic ane blaw;
Quhill Blafour bled ane quart 10
Off milk pottage inwart,
The carling luche, and lut fart

North Berwik Law.

The king of Fary than come with elffis mony ane,
And fett ane fege and ane falt with grit penfallis of pryd; 15
And all the doggis fra Dumbar wes thair to Dumblane,
With all the tykis of Tervey come to thame that tyd;
Thay gnew doun with thair gomes mony grit ftane.
The carling fchup hir in ane fow and is hir gaitis gane,
Gruntlyng our the Greik fie, and durft na langer byd, 20
For brukling of bargane and breking of browis.
The carling now for difpyte
Is mareit with Mahomyte,
And will the doggis interdyte,
For fcho is quene of Jowis. 25

Senfyne the cokkis of Crawmound crew nevir a day,

For dule of that devillifch deme wes with Mahoun mareit,

And the hennis of Hadingtoun fenfyne wald nocht lay,

For this wyld wilroun wich thame widlit fa and wareit.

And the fame North Berwik Law, as I heir wyvis fay, 30
3B



386 RYCHT AIRLIE ON ASK WEDDINSDAY.

This carling with a fals caft wald away carreit,
For to luk on quha fa lykis na langer fcho tareit.
All this langour for lufe befoirtymes fell, Fol.137.a.
Lang or Betok wes born,
Scho bred of ane accorne. 35
The laif of the ftory to morne
To yow I fall tell.

Expliat.

CXLIX.
[Rycht asrite on Afk Weddinfday.)

YCHT airlic on Afk Weddinfday,
Drynkand the wyne fatt cumeris tway;
The tane cowth to the tother complene,
Graneand and fuppand cowd fcho fay,
This lang Lentern makis me lene. 5

On cowch befyd the fyre fcho fatt,

God wait gif fcho wes grit and fatt,

Yit to be feble fcho did hir fene;

And ay fcho faid, Latt preif of that,

This lang Lentern makis mec lene. 10

My fair, fweit cummer, quod the tuder,

Ye tak that nigirtnefs of your muder;

All wyne to teft fcho wald difdane

Bot mavafy, fcho bad nane vder;

This lang Lentern makis me lene. 15

Cummer, be glaid both evin and morrow,
Thocht ye {uld bayth beg and borrow,



THE WOWING OF FOK AND ¥ YNNY.

Fra our lang fafting ye yow refrene,
And latt your hufband dre the forrow;
This lang Lantern makis me lene.

Your counfale, cummer, is gud, quod fcho,
All is to tene him that I do,

In bed he is nocht wirth a bcn’e;

Fill fow the glafs and drynk me to;

This lang Lentern makis me lene.

Off wyne owt of ane choppyne ftowp,
They drank twa quartis, fowp and fowp,
Of drowth fic excefs did thame conftrene;
Be than to mend thay had gud howp;
This lang Lentroun makis me lene.

Quod Dumbar.

CL.
The Wowing of Fok and Fynny.

OBEYNS Jok come to wow our Jynny,
On our feift evin quhen we wer fow;
Scho brankit faft and maid hir bony,
And faid, Jok, come ye for to wow?
Scho birneift her, baith breift and brow,
And maid hir cleir as ony clok;
Than fpak hir deme, and faid, I trow
Ye come to wow our Jynny, Jok.

Jok faid, Forfuth I yern full fane

To luk my heid, and fit down by yow;

Than fpak hir modir and faid agane,

My bairne hes tocher gud annwch to ge yow.
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THE WOWING OF ¥OK AND F YNVNY.

Te he, quod Jynny, Keik, keik, I fe yow:
Muder, yone man makis yow a mok.

I fchro the, lyar, full leis me yow,

I come to wow your Jynny, quod Jok.

My berne, fcho fayis, hes of hir awin,
Ane gufs, ane gryce, ane cok, ane hen,
Anc calf, ane hog, ane futebraid fawin,
Anec kirn, ane pin, that ye weill ken,
Anc pig, ane pot, anc raip thair ben,
Ane fork, ane flaik, anc reill, anc rok,
Difchis and dublaris nine or ten;
Comc yc to wow our Jynny, Jok?

Ane blanket, and ane wecht alfo,

Ane fchule, ane fcheit, and ane lang flail,
Ane ark, ane almry, and laidillis two,
Ane milk fyth, with anc fwyne taill,

Ane rowfty quhittill to fcheir the kaill,
Ane quheill, anc mell the beir to knok,
Ane coig, ane caird wantand anc naill;
Come yc to wow our Jynny, Jok?

Ane furme, ane furlet, anc pott, ane pek,
Anc tub, ane barrow, with ane quheilband,
Ane turf, ane troch, and ane meil fek,
Ane fpurtill braid, and ane elwand.

Jok tuk Jynny be the hand,

And cryd ane feift, and flew ane cok,

And maid a brydell vp alland;

Now haif I gottin your Jynny, quod Jok.

Now, deme, I haif your bairnc mareit,
Suppoifs ye mak it nevir fa twche,

I latt yow wit fchofs nocht mifkareit,
It is weill kend I haif annwch;*

V Firft written four lang flailis.
2 Originally written gnd haif I anmioch.
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Ane crukit gloyd fell our ane huch, 45
Ane fpaid, ane fpeit, ane fpur, ane fok,

Withouttin oxin I haif a pluche;

To gang to giddir Jynny and Jok.

I haif ane helter, and eik ane hek,

Ane cord, ane creill, and als ane cradill, 50Fol.138.a.
Fyve fidder of raggis to ftuff ane jak,

Ane auld pannell of ane laid fadill,

Ane pepper polk maid of a padill,

Ane fpounge, ane {pindill wantand anc nok,

Twa lufty lippis to lik ane laiddill; 55

To gang to gidder Jynny and Jok.

Ane brechame, and twa brochis fyne,

Weill buklit with a brydill renye,

Ane fark maid of the lynkome twyne,

Ane gay grene cloke that will nocht ftenye, 60
And yit for mifter I will nocht fenye,

Fyive hundreth fleis now in a flok;

Call ye that nocht ane joly menye?

To go to giddir Jynny and Jok.

Ane trene truncheour, ane ramehorne fpone, 65
Twa buttis of barkit blafnit ledder,

All graith that ganis to hobbill fchone,

Ane thrawcruk to twyne ane tedder,

Ane brydill, ane girth, and ane fwyne bledder,

Ane mafkenec fatt, ane fetterit lok, 70
Ane fcheip weill keipit fra ill wedder;

To gang to giddir, Jynny and Jok.

Tak thair for my pairte of the feift,

It is weill knawin I am weill bodin;

Ye may nocht fay my pairte is leift. 75
The wyfe faid, Speid, the kaill are foddin,
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And als the laverok is fuft and loddin;
Quhen ye haif done tak hame the brok.
The roft wes twche, fa wer thay bodin;
Syne gaid to giddir bayth Jynny and Jok. %o

Explicit)

CLIL
\O Gallandis all, I cry and call.]

GALLANDIS all, I cry and call,
Keip ftrenth quhill that ye haif it;
Repent ye fall quhen ye ar thrall,
Fra tyme that dub be lavit.

With wantoun yowth thocht ye be cowth, 5
With curage he on loft,

Suppoifs girt drowth cum in your mowth,

Be war drynk nocht our oft.

Tak bot at lift fuppoifs ye thrift,

Your mowth at lafer cule; 0

In mynd folift weill to refift, Fol.138.b.
Langer leftis yeir nor Yule.

Thocht ye ryd foft, caft nocht ouer oft

Your fpcir in to the reift;

With ftufe uncoft fett vpoun loft, 15
Anwch is evin a feift.

In luvis grace fuppoifs ye trace,
Thinkand your fell abone,

! Quod Clerk has been written here, but afterwards erafed.



O GALLANDIS ALL.

Ye ma percaifs caft daweifs efs,
And fwa be lothit fone.

Fra tyme ye ftank in to the bank,

And drypoynt puttis in play,

Ye tyne the thank, man, hald ane hank,
Or all be paft away.

Fra thow ryn towme, als I prefowme,
Thow hes bayth fkaith and fkorn,
The to confowme with fir allowme,
That bourd may be forborne.

Far in that play, gif I futh fay,

Gud will is nocht allowit;

Gife thow nocht may, ga way, ga way,
Than art thow all forhowit.

Confiderance hes no lovance,
Fra thow be bair thair ben;

At that femlance is no plefance,
Qubhen pithlefs is thy pen.

Quhen thow hes done thy dett abone,
Forfochin in the feild,

Scho will fay fone, Gett the ane fpone,
Adew baith fpeir and fcheild.

Fra thow inlaikis to lay on ftraikis,

Fra hyne, my fone, adew;

Than thy rowme waikis ane vder taikis,
That folace to perfew.

Quhill branys ar big abone to lig,
Gud is in tyme to ceifs;

To tar and tig, fyne grace to thig,
That is ane petoufs preifs.
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O GALLANDIS ALL.

Thairfoir be war, hald the on far,
Sic chaif wair for to pryifs;

To tig and tar, fyne get the war,
It is evill merchandyifs.

Mak thow na vant our oft to hant

In places dern thair down;

Fra tyme thow want, that ftuff is fkant,
To borrow in the town.

Few honour wynnis in to that innys,
For fchutting at the {chellis;

Out of thair fchynnis the fubftance rynnis,

Thay gett no genyell cllis.

In tyme latt be, I counfall the,

Ufe nocht that offerand ftok;

Quhen thay the fe thay bleir thyne ¢,
And makis at thc anc mok.

Thocht thow fuppoifs haif at thy choifs,
I reid the for the nanis,

Keip ftuff in poifs, tyne nocht thy hoifs,
Wair nocht all in that wanis.

Fra tyme fcho fe vndir thyne e,
The brawin away doun muntis,
Than game and gle ganis nocht for the,
Thow man, latt be fic huntis. -

Fra thow luk cheft, adew that faift,
To hunt in to that fchaw,

Quhen on that bcift at thy requeift,
Thy kennettis will nocht kaw.

Within that ftowp fra tyme thow fowp,
And wirdis to be fweir,

Fol.139.a.
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O GALLANDIS ALL. 393

And makis a ftop quhen they fuld hop,
Adew the thriffill deir. L

Thairfoir albeid thy houndis haif fpeid,
To ryn our oft latt be;

In thy maift neid, fum tyme but dreid,
Thay will rebutit be.

Ouer oft to hound in vnkowth ground, 85
Thow ma tak vp vnbaittit;

Thairfoir had bound thocht fcho be found,

Or dreid thy doggis be flaittit.

Scho is nocht ill that fittis ftill, .
Perfewit in the fait; 90
That beift fcho will gif the thy fill,

Quhill thow be evin chakmait.

Suppoifs thow renge our all the grenge,

And feik baith fyk and fwche,

Till will fcho menge and mak it ftrenge, 95 Fol.139.b.
And gif the evin anwche.

Thair with awyifs fuppoifs fcho ryifs,

Laich vndir thy fute,

Bot thow be wyifs, fcho will fuppryifs

Thy houndis and thame rebute. 100

In tyme abyd, the feildis ar wyde,

I counfall the, gude bruder;

Evill is the gyd that faillis but tyde,
Syne raklefs is the ruder.

Hunttaris, adew, gif ye perfew 105
To hunt at every beift,
Ye will it rew, thair is anew,
Thairto haif ye no haift.
3C
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With ane O and ane I,

Ye huntaris all and fum, 110
Quhen bett is play, pafs hame away,

Or dreid war eftir cum.

Quotk Balnevis.

The Flytting betuix the Sowtar and the Taslyour.
CLIL
[Thow leifs, Loun, thow lesfs.)

HOW leifs, loun, thow leifs,
Yone are fowttaris that thow feifs,
Law kneiland on thair kneifs,
Thair godis till adorne.
Be San&t Garnega that grym gaift, 5
To heir thair hairfnefs in haift,
Of moltin tauche thay tak a teft,
On Monondayis at morn.

To hald thame helfum at hairt.

Sum of vlly fpewis ane quairt, 10

Sum ane pynt to his pairt,
Off fowll fowttar blek.

Sum fittis and fum fewis,

Vthir fum vly fpewis,

Bot he keipis weill his kewifs, 15
Spowttis in his marrowis nek.

Of moltin tawch quhen they want,
Sir Garnyga will gif ane gant,
And fpew ane pynt at a pant,
Off fowll vly ba. 20



FALSS CLATTERAND KENSY.

Wald every man do as I,
Quhan evir we faw thame we fuld cry,
Fy on thame, fy, fy,

Out fowll Garniga.

Explict.

CLIIL
[Falfs clatterand Kenfy, kuckald Knaif.]

ALSS clatterand kenfy, kuckald knaif,
Blafphemand baird in thy backbytting,
Off me thow fall an anfwer haif;
Cum furth, fowmart, and face thy flytting.
War nor ane warlo in thy wrytting,
Thow Sathanas feid ay fett to evill,
Mandrag, mymmerkyn and mifmaid mytting,
I fall the counger lyk the Devill.

Fy on the telyour that never wes trew,
Fra claith weill can thow clyth ane clowt;
Of ftowin ftommokis baith reid and blew,
Ane bagfow anis thow bur abowt.

They fallowit the with cry and fchowt,
Ha, hald the theif that ftall the claith;
Thow wilbe hangit, haif thou no dowt,
For mony prefumptoufs forfworn aith.

Amangis the wyffis it falbe wittin,

Thow wes ane knakcatt in the way,

For lowfy feims that thow haft bittin,

Thy gwmis are giltin quhair evir thow gay.
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70 THE SOWTAR.

Thy cowche is on a fonk of ftray,
Peild pricloufs of ane pudding pryce,
Breik bowchour on ane fonny bray;
Wa worth the, waiflour, wirriar of lyce.

Thow yeid with elwand, fcheir and thymmill,
Full mony a day feikand thy craft;

For halfpennyis thy hand yeid nymmill,
Gritt bladis and bittis thow ftall full aft.
Quha delt with the thay wer fow daft,

For on thy bak, as all men kennis,

Wer brokin full mony ane gud ax fchaft,
For wrangus geir of vthir menis.

Thy wyif wount anc man fcho gatt,

Of the quhen that thow wes weill brankit,
And fcho gat but anc cur knakcatt,

Ane fowll taid cairle, all tailyour fchankit.
For clayis that thow mifmaid and mankit,
Thow dar nocht dwell quhair thow wes born;
Yit eftirwart thow falbe thankit,

Betuix Kirkcaldy and Kingorne.

Explicit.

CLIV.
Zo the Soivtar.

HOU lcis, loun, be this licht,
Yone ar fowttaris be ficht,
With hiddoufs hoift vpoun hicht,
Herkin and heir.
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Tha blaifit, bla, bubly baggis,
Tha monftrowfs mandraggis
Wall myre ane ftudfull of ftaggis,
And fle thame throw beir.

Thair brym beir and thair boift,
To heir fa hairtly thay hoift,
In to the cranra and froft,

Tha freikis ar fa fant.
The fowttaris of this toun,
Off vly blek and talloun,
Ik ane ane round galloun,

Thay gif at ane gant.

Qubhen thair ganting is gane,
Thay gaip, thay glour, thay grane,
To heir the mvrnyng and the mane

They mak quhen they meit.

Thair teith fo bawthfs and bluntis,
For cumring off cow cuntis,
And freting of yawd fruntis,

Thay yowyll and thay greit.

Thay greit ay glewand in glitt,
Thay hoft, thay fpew, thay fpitt,
As thay war woid out of witt,

Thay vary thair weird.
The laich ledder thay litt,
Oft in tene thay it titt,
And in forrow ay thay fitt,

Bowdin and bleird.

Thay boldin blerit bawch blobbis,
Vncunnand catyvis, curft crobbis,
Faft vnfrely fowll flobbis,

And bubillis full lyk.
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70 THE SOWTAR.

I dreid thir folkis do it fynd,

Thay haif the hurle ay behind,

The ftynk that thay mak in the wind
Will Flanderis infeck.

Infeck Flanderis and fyle,

And abowt mony a myle,

Kulrofs, Karrik and Kyle,
Linlythgw and Lude.

Fra fons and feill we thame fyle,

And givis thamce ane hie ftyle,

Off all the warld the moft vyle,
Schortly to conclude.

Your girnand god, grit Garnega,

For butis and fchone that ye deir fell,

In to this warld mot wirk yow wa,
Syne haif yow harlottis vnto Hell,
To fitt in to that futty fell,
With Sathan in that deip dungeoun.
We fall pray for yow be the? bell,
Sa that this derth ye will put doun;
Do ye nocht thifs,
Hairtly to pray,
Be God verrey,
That ye nevir gay
To Hevins blifs.

Quod Stewart.
Anfrer to this foirfaid in folio r44.

I MS. has 7Ae repeated.
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IN SOMER QUHEN FLOURIS WILL SMELL. 399

CLV.
[{n Somer quhen Flouris will fmell.)

N fomer quhen flouris will fmell,
As I fure our fair feildis and fell,
Allone I wanderit by ane well,
On Weddinfday;
I met a cleir vndir kell, 5
A weilfaird may.

Scho had ane hatt vpoun hir heid,
Off claver cleir bayth quhyt and reid,
With catclukis ftrynklit in that fteid,
And fynkill grene; 10
Wit ye weill to weir that weid
Wald weill hir feme.

Ane pair of beidis abowt hir thrott,

Ane Agnus Day with nobill nott,

Jyngland weill with mony joitt, 15
War fingand doun;

It wes full ill to fynd ane moit
Vpoun hir goun.

Alfs fone as I that fchene cowth fe,
I halfit hir with hairt maift fre; 20
I luve yow leill, and nocht to le,
Wald ye me lane?
Out hay, quod fcho, My joy, latt be,
Ye fpeik in vane.

Quhat is the thing that ye wald haif? 25
Na thing bot a kifs I craif,
As T that luvis yow our the laif,

Wald ye me trow.
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IN SOMER QUHEN FLOURIS WILL SMELL.

Gif that yow may of forrow faif,
Cum tak it now.

Than kiffit I hir ainis or twyifs,

And fcho to gruntill as a gryifs;

Allace! quod fcho, I am vnwyifs,
That is fo meik;

It is! lyk that ye had eitin pyifs,
Ye are fo fweit.

My hatt is youris of proper dett.

And on my heid fcho cowth it fett,

Than in my armes I cowth hir plett,
And fcho to thraw.

Allace! quod fcho, ye gar me fwett,
Ye wirk fo flaw.

Than doun we fell bayth in feir.
Allace! quod fcho, that I come heir,
I trow this labour I may yow leir,
Thocht I be ying;
Yit I feir I fall by full deir,
Your fweet kifling.

Qubhen I was grathit in hir geir,
Scho faid fcho comptit me nocht a peir.
Sen ye haif wonnyn me on weir,
Do furth at anis.
Thairwith I fchot be neth hir fcheir,
Deip to the ftanis.

Than to ly ftill fcho wald nocht blin.

Allace! faid fcho, my awin fweit thing,

Your courtly fukking garis me fling,
Ye wirk fo weill;

IMS. has / ss.
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SUM PRACTYSIS OF MEDECYNE.

I fall yow cuver quhen that ye clyng,
So haif T feill.

Sen ye ftummer nocht for my fkippis,

Bot hald your taikill by my hippis,

I byd a quafill of your quhippis,
Thocht it be mirk;

Bot and ye will, I fchrew the lippis,
That firft fall irk.

Als fone as we our deid had done,
Scho reifs fone vp and afkit hir fchone,
Als tyrd as fcho had wefchin a fpone.
To yow I fay,
This aventur anis to me come,
On Weddinfday.

Expliait.

CLVL

Sum Prallyfis of Medecyne.

UK, guk, gud day, fchir, gaip quhill ye get it,
Sic greting may gane weill gud laik in your hude;

Ye wald deir me, I trow, becaufs I am dottit,

To ruffill me with a ryme, na, fchir, be the rude,

Your faying I haif fene, and on fyd fet it,
As geir of all gaddering, glaikit nocht gude;

Als your medicyne by mefour I haif meit met it,

The quhilk I ftand ford ye nocht vnderftude,
Bot wrett on as ye culd to gar folk wene;
3D
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SUM PRACTYSIS OF MEDECVYNE.

For feir my lougis wes flaft,
Or I wes dottit or daft,
Gife I can ocht of the craft,
Heir be it fene.

Becaus I ken your cunnyng in to cure
Is clowtit and clampit and nocht weill cleird,
My prettik in pottingary ye trow be als pure,
And lyk to your lawitnes, I fchrew thame that leid;
Is nowdir fevir, nor fell, that our the feild fure,
Seiknes nor fairnes in tyme gif I feid,
Bot Ican libthame and leichethamefra lame and lefure,
With fawis thame found mak: on your faule beid
That ye be ficker of this fedull 1 fend yow,
With the futhfaft feggis,
That glean all egeis,
With Dia and dreggis,

Of malis to mend yow.

Dia Culcakit.

Cape cuk maid and crop the collerige,
Ane medecyne for the maw and ye cowth mak it,
With fueit fatlingis and fowrokis the fop of the fege,
The crud of my culome, with your teith crakit;
Lawrean and linget feid, and the luffage,
The hair of the hurcheoun nocht half deill hakkit,
With the fnowt of ane felch, ane fwelling to fwage:
This cure is callit in our craft Dia Culcakkit.
Put all thir in ane pan with pepper and pik,
Syne fottin to thifs,
The count of ane fow kifs,
Is nocht bettir I wifs,

For the collik.
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SUM PRACTYSIS OF MEDECYNE.

Dia Longum.

Recipe: thre ruggis of the reid ruke,
The gant of ane gray meir, the claik of ane gufs,
The dram of ane drekterfs, the douk of ane duke,
The gaw of ane grene dow, the leg of ane lowfs,
Fyve vnce of ane fle wing, the fyn of ane fluke,
With ane fleisfull of flak that growis in the flufs:
Myng all thir in ane mafs with the mone cruke;;
This vntment is rycht ganand for your awin vfs,
With reid nettill feid in ftrang wefche to fteip,
For to bath your ba cod,
Quhen ye wald nop and nod,
Is nocht bettir, be God,

To latt yow to fleip.

Dia Glaconicon.

This Dia is rycht deir and denteit in daill,
Caufs it is treft and trew, thairfoir that ye tak

Sevin fobbis of ane felche, the quhidder of ane quhaill,

The lug of ane lempet is nocht to forfaik,

The harnis of ane haddok, hakkit or haill,
With ane buftfull of blude of the fcho bak,
With ane brewing caldrun full of hait caill,

For it wilbe the foftar and fweittar of the fmak;

Thair is nocht fic ane lechecraft fra Lawdian to Lundin;

It is clippit in our cannon
Dia Glecolicon,
For till fle awaye fon,
Quhair fulis ar fundin.

Dia Cuftrum.

The ferd feifik is fyne, and of ane felloun pryce,
Gud for haifing, and hofting, or heit at the hairt.
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404 SYM OF LYNTOUN, BE THE RAMIS HORM.

Recipe: thre fponfull of the blak fpyce,
With ane grit gowpene of the gowk fart;
The lug of ane lyoun, the gufe of ane grycc;
Ane vnce of ane ofter poik at the ncther parte,
Annoyntit with nurice doung, for it is rycht nyce.
Myngit with myfedirt and with muftart:
Ye may clamp to this cure, and ye will mak coft,
Bayth the bellox of ane brok,
With three crawis of the cok,
The fchadow of anc yule ftok,

Is gud for the hoft.

Gud nycht, guk, guk, for fa I began,
1 haif no come at this tyme langer to tary,
Bot luk on this lettir, and leird gif ye can,
The pre&tik and poyntis of this pottingary;
Sir, minifter this medecyne at evin to fum man,
And, or pryme be paft, my powder 1 pary,
They fall blifs yow or ellis bittirly yow ban;
For it fall fle thame, in faith, out of the fary:
Bot luk quhen ye gadder thir greffis and gerfs,
Outhir fawrand or four,
That it be in ane gud our;
It is ane mirk mirrour,

Ane vthir manis erfs.

Quod Mr. Ro' Henryfone.

CLVIIL
[ Sym of Lyntoun, be the Ramis Horn.)

YM of Lyntoun, be the ramis horn,
Quhen Phebus rang in fing of Capricorn,



SYM OF LYNTOUN, BE THE RAMIS HORMN.

And the mone wes paft the guffis cro,

Thair fell in France ane jeperdie forlo,

Be the grit kin of Babilon, Berdok,

That dwelt in fymmer in till ane bowkaill ftok;
And in to winter, quhen the froftis are fell,

He dwelt for cauld in till a cokkil fchell;
Kingis vfit nocht to weir clayis in tha dayis,
Bot yeid naikit as myne auétor fayis.

Weill cowd he play in clarfchocht and on lute,
And bend ane aiprim bow, and nipfchot fchute,
He wes ane ftalwart man of hairt and hand;
He wowit the golk fevin yeir of maryland,
Mayiola, and fcho wes bot yeiris thre,

Ane bony bird and had bot ane e;

Neuirthelefs king Berdok luvit hir weill,

For hir foirfute wes langar than hir heill.

The King Berdok he fure our fe and land,

To reveifs Mayok the golk of maryland,

And nane with him bot anc bow and ane bowtt;
Syne hapnit him to cum amang the nowtt,
And as this Berdok about him cowd efpy,

He faw Mayok milkand his mvderis ky,

And in ane creill vpoun hir bak hir keft;
Quhen he come hame it wes ane howlat neft,
Full of fkait birdis, and than this Berdok grett,
And ran agane Meyok for to gett.

The King of Fary hir fader than blew out,
And focht Berdok all the land abowt,

And Berdok fled in till a killogy;

Thair wes no grace bot gett him or ellis die.
Thair wes the kingis of Pechtis and Portingaill,
The king of Naippillis and Navern alhaill,
With bowis and brandis with fegis they vmbefet him,

Sum bad tak, fum flay, fum bad byd quhill thayget him;

Thay ftellit gunis to the killogy laich,
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1 MET MY LADY WEIl. ARRAVYIT.

And proppit gunis with bulettis of raw daich.
Than Jupiter prayit to god Saturn,

In liknes of ane tod he wald him turn;

Bot fone thc gratioufs god Mercurius

Turnit Berdok in till ane braikane bufs;
And quhen thay faw the bufs waig to and fra,
Thay trowd it wes ane gaift, and thay to ga;
Thir fell kingis thus Berdok wald haif flane,
All this for lufe, luveris fufferis pane;

Boece faid, of poyettis that wes flour,
Thocht lufe be fweit, aft {yifs it is full four.

Explicit.

CLVIIL
L mict my lady weil arvayst.]

MET my lady weil arrayit,

I halfit hir all vnaffreyit;
Scho wald nocht fpeik to me, as than
Scho blenkit on fyd and fone fcho fayit,
Quhois aw yonc man?

I faid to hir, my lady deir,

I am and wes your prefoneir,
With all the feruice that I can.

At anc befyd fyn cowth fcho fpeir,
Ken ye¢ yon man?

Haif ye fo fone foryet! my name,
And all my feruice tynt bygane?

1 MS. has foyet.
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! MET MY LADY WEIL ARRAYIT.

Allace! the tyme I may fair ban.
Be ftill, quod fcho, greit nocht for fchame;
Quhat wald ye, man?

Your ftrangenes fair dois truble me,
Quhill that I am in poynt to de;
Sen firft to lufe yow I began,

I ken your wirdis ar fals and fle;
Ga glaik yow, man.

Qubha is this in my ledder fo lait,
A ftrange man gane by the gait?
I fchrew yow, for na gud ye cam;
Ye handill me, quhill I am hait;

Qubhair ar ye, man?

Quhat neids yow girtly for to fpeir,
Feill ye nocht me and I fo neir?

I am nocht fra your hairt a fpan,

I knaw your labour is foft and fweir;
Put fra yow, man.

He fayis, maiftres, I haif gon mifs,

And T durft tell yow how it is.

Quoth fcho, Me thocht ye dwelt to lang;
Now tak yow all that evir thair is;

Be blyth, yung man.

Trow ye thus gait me to trane?
I fe your labour is all in vane.
I man hald to als a woman,

Or ye haif endit ye wilbe gane;
Haif at yow, man.

Quhen he had done he lichtit doun,
To ryd his way he maid him boun.
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! SAW, ME THOCHT, THIS HINDER NYCHT.

Scho fayis to him, Be fweit Sanét An,
Me think ye ar in poynt to foun;
Yc¢ dow nocht, man. 45

Expliait.

CLIX.
[ faw, me thockt, this hindir Nycht.)

l SAW, me thocht, this hindir nycht,
A fquyar and ane madin bricht,

Vi till a chalmer faft thame fped,

Bot ony vthir crdly wicht,

Allone to mak the lairdis bed.

v

Quhen that the bed wes reddy maid,

[le braift hir in his armes, and faid,

Wald yc your fchankis lat me fched,

Y fuld be myne, and thairin laid,

And we durfl fpill the lairdis bed. 10

He put his hand in at hir {pair,
And cedpic dommwart, ve wadt quhai
G i ot e e ted
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RYCHT FANE WALD I MY QUENTANS MAK.

And I had yow in fum vthir place,
That I micht fpeik, and no thing fpair.
Quod fcho, Ye ma haif me vnled,
Suppoifs it war ane myill and mair,
With yow to {pill the lairdis bed.

Yit I wald draw yow doun, he fayis,
Wer nocht for fyling of your clayis.
Quhat rek? quod fcho, I am weill cled;
Ye ar our red for windil ftrayis,

That dar nocht fpill the lairdis bed.

Thair wes na bowk in till his breik;
His doingis wes nocht wirth a leik.
Fy on him, fowmart, now is he fled,
And left the madin fwownyng feik,
And durft nocht fpill the lairdis bed.

Explicit.

CLX.
[Rycht fane wald I my Quentans mak.)

YCHT fane wald I my quentans mak

With Schir Penny; and wat ye quhy?
He is a man will vndertak
Landis for to fell and by;
Thairfoir, me think, rycht fane wald I,
With him in fellofchip to repair,
Becaus he is in cumpany
Ane noble gyd bayth laid and air.
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RYCHT FANE WALD I MY QUENTANS MAK.

Sir Penny for till hald in hand,
His cumpany thay think fo fweit,
Sum givis na cair to fell his land,
With gud Schir Penny for to meit;
Becaufs he is a noble fpreit,

Ane firthy man, and ane foirfeand;
Thair is no mater to end compleit,
Quhill he fett to his feill and hand.

Sir Penny is a vailycant man,

Off mekle ftrenth and dignitie,

And evir fen the warld began,

In to this land autoreift is he;

With King and Quene may ye nocht fe,
Thay treit him ay fo tendirly,

That thair can na thing endit be,
Without him in thair cumpany.

Sir Penny is a man of law,

Witt ye weill, bayth wyifs and war,
And mony reffonis can furth fchaw,
Qubhen he is ftandand at the bar;
Is nane fo wyifs can him defar,
Quhen he proponis furth ane ple,
Nor yit fa hardy man that dar

Sir Penny tyne or diffobey.

Sir Penny is baith fcherp and wyifs,
The kirkis to fteir he takkis on hand;
Difponar he is of benefyifs,

In to this rcalme, our all the land;

Is non fo wicht dar him ganeftand,
So wyifly can Schir Penny wirk,
And als Schir Symony his ferwand,
That now is gydar of the kirk.
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THE SOWTAR INVEYAND AGANIS THE TELYEOUR. 411

Gif to the courte thow makis repair,

And thow haif materis to proclame,

Thow art vnable weill to fair,

Sir Penny and thow leif at hame;

To bring him furth thynk thow na fchame, 45
I do the weill to vndirftand;

In to thy bag beir thow his name,

Thy mater cumis the bettir till hand.

Sir Penny now is maid ane owille,

Thay wirk him mekle tray and tene, 50
Thay hald him in quhill he hair mowle,

And makis him blind of baith his ene;

Thairowt he is bot feyndill fene,

Sa faft thairin thay can him fteik,

That pure commownis can nocht obtene 55
Anc dey to byd with him to fpeik.

CLXI.
The Sowtar snveyand aganis the Telyeour fayis.

UHEN I come by yone telyeouris ftall,

I faw ane lowifs creipand vp his wall;
Snop, quod the telyeour, fnap, quod the fcheiris,
Cokkis bownis, quod the lowifs, I haif loft mine eiris.

Ane vder.

Betuix twa foxis a crawing cok, 5
Betuix two freiris a maid in hir fmok,

Betuix twa cattis a mowifs,

Betuix twa telyeouris a lowifs;
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HE THAT HESS NA WILL TO WIRK.

Schaw me, gud fchir, nocht as a ftranger,
Quhilk of thais four is gritteft in denger?

Anfuer.

Foxis ar fell at crawing cokkis,

Freiris ar ferfs at maidis in thair fmokkis,
Cattis ar cawtelus in taking of myifs,
Telyeouris ar tyrranis in kelling of lyifs.

Explict.

CLXIIL
[He that hefs na Will to wirk.)]

E that hefs na will to wirk;

Nor luvis nocht God nor haly kirk;
And hes no gudis for to fpend;
Nor yit no freyndis, that will him mend;
And als no rentis, quhairon to leif;
And will nocht beg, thocht men wald geif;
And fyne is fund bayth fatt and fair;
How fall he byde the iuftice air?

Explict.

CLXIIL

[And thow be drunkin thow fuld nockt think.]

ND thow be drunkin thow fuld nocht think,
To fett the wytt vpoun the drynk;

Fol.145.a.



THAIR WES ANE CHANNONE IN THIS TOUN.

Nor fett nocht the blame vpoun the wyne,
Gif thow it drinkis the wytt is thyne.

Explicit.

CLXIV.
[ Thair wes ane Channone in this Toun.)

HAIR wes anc channone in this toun,
He had ane kaip and that wes broun;
He gaif it ane ja hir for to jaip,
And fcho wes yaip, and tuk the kaip,
And of the fame fcho maid ane goun.

Explicit.

CLXV.
[Quka hes gud Malt and nakss ill Drynk.)

UHA hes gud malt and makis ill drynk,
Wa mot be hir werd;
I pray to God fcho rott and ftynk,
Sevin yeir abone the erd;
Abowt hir beir na bell to clynk,
Nor clerk fing, lawid nor lerd;
Bot quytt to hell that fcho may fink,
The taptre quhyll fcho fteird.
This beis my prayer
For that man fleyar,
Quhill Chrift in Hevin fall heird.

413
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SYM AND HIS BRUDIR.

Quha brewis and gevis me of the beft,
Sa it be ftark and ftaill,
Quhyt and cleir, weill to degeft,
In Hevin meit hir that aill.
Lang mot fcho leif, lang mot fcho left,
In lyking ane gude faill;
In Hevin or erd that wyfe be beft,
Without barcett or bail.
Qubhen fcho is deid,
Withowttin pleid,
Scho pafs to Hevin all haill.

Quod Allanis fubdert.

Followis Sym and lis Brudir.

CLXVI

[ Thair is no Story that I of heir.]

HAIR is no ftory that I of heir
Of Johine nor Robene Hude,
Nor yit of Wallace wicht but weir,
That mc thinkis half fo gude,
As of thir palmaris twa but peir,
To heir how thay conclude;
In to begging, 1 trow, fyve yeir
In Sanét Androis thay ftude
Togidder,
Bayth Sym and his bruder.

Thocht thay war wicht, I warrand yow
Thay had no will to wirk;

15
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SYM AND HIS BRUDIR.

Thay maid thame burdownis nocht to bow,
Twa bewis of the birk,
Weill ftobbit with fteill, I trow,
To ftik in to the mirk;
Bot fen thair bairdis grew on thair mow,
They faw nevir the Kirk
Within,
Nowthir Sym nor his bruder.

Syne fchupe thame vp to lowp our leifs,
Twa tabartis of the tartane;
Thay comptit nocht quhat thair clowtis weis,
Wes fewit thair on incertane;
Syne clampit vp Sanét Peteris keifs,
Bot of ane auld reid gartane;
Sanét James fchellis on the tothir fyd fleuis,
As pretty as ony pertane

Ta,
On Sym and his bruder.

Thus quhen thai had reddit thair ragis,
To Rome thay war infpyrit;
Tuk vp thair jaipis and all thair jaggis,
Fure furth as thay war hyrit;
And ay the eldeft bure the baggis,
Quhen that the yungeft tyrit;
Tuk counfall at Kinkellis craggis,
Come hame as thay war hyrit

Agane,
Bath Sim and his bruther.

Than held thay houfs, as men me tellis,
And fpendit of thair feis;

Quhen meit wes weit thay flew our fellis,
Als biffy as ony beis;
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SYM AND HIS BRUDIR.

Syne clengit San&t Jameis fchellis,
And pecis of palme treis;
To fe quha beft the pardone fpellis.
I fchrew thame that ay leifs

But lauchter,
Quod Syme to his bruder.

Quhen thay wer welthfull in thair wynning,

Thay puft thame vp in pryd,
Bot quhair that Symy levit in fynnyng,
His bruder wald haif ane bryd.
Hir wedoheid fra the begynning
Wes neir anc moneth tyd];
Gif fcho wes fpedy ay in fpynning,
Tak witnefs of thame befyd
11k ane,
Baith Sym and his bruder.

The carlis thay thikkit faft in cludis,
Agane the man was mareit,
With breid and beif and vthir budis,
Sym to the kirk thay kareit;
Bot or thay twynd him and his dudis,
The tymec of none wes tareit;
Wa worth this wedding, for be thir widis,
The meit is all mifkareit

To day,
Quod Sym and his bruder.

Our all the houfs, be lyne and levall,
The ladis come to luk him,

To tak a jufting of that javell,

The bryd wount nocht to bruk him;
Thay maneift him with mony nevell,
Than Symme raifs and fchuk him;
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SYM AND HIS BRUDIR.

I cleme to clergy, quod the cavell,

How dar thow cum to luk him
Yondir,

Quod Sum and his bruder.

With that the carle begowth to crak,
Glowrit vp and gaf a glufe;
His beird it wes als lang and blak,
That it hang our his moif;
He wes als lang vpoun the bak,
As evir wes Angus Dufe;
He fayis, This jufting I vndirtak,
My coit is of gud ftuffe,

Call to,
Quod Sym and his bruder.

He hoppit fa mycht na man hald him,
Said, Blame me bot I bind him;

I fall ourtak him, and that I tald him,
In yone feild, gife I fynd him.

On his gray meir faft furth thay cald him,

The flokis flew furth behind him,

Thay dafchit him doun, the dirt ourhaild him,

Than ftart thay to and tird him
Tycht,
Baith Sym and his bruder.

Than brak he lowfs, the horfs that bair him

Ran ftartling to Stratyrum,

And he gat vp, and Symme fwair him,
Ye meit nocht bot ye myr him;

Off that fowll courfs for to declair him,
The cairlis come to requyr him,

Than all the laddis tryd with a lairrum,
To flud him and to flyr him

Bayth,
Quod Syme and his bruder.
3F
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418 SYM AND HIS BRUDIR.

This was no bourdene to brown Hill,
That gatt betwene the browis,
And had no thing ado thairtill,
As mony vder trowis;
Bot comc furth on his awin gud will, s
To fquyar Johine of Mowis,
He gatt ane fit vp in the fchill,
And that the laddis allowis
Ilk ane,
To Syme and his bruder. 120

Yob Symmer was the ftirrepman,
Was nolthird of the toun,
He faid, T will juft as I can,
Sen he is ftrickin doun.
He gatt twa plaitis of anc awld pan, 125
Ane breiftplait maid him boun;
The firft rynk raif his mowth a fpan,
And thair he fell in fwoun
Almaift,
Bayth Sym and his bruder. 130

Doun fra the leggis quhen he wes laift,
He maid a peteoufs panting,
He fwownit and he fivclt almaift,
For gaping and for ganting.
Abyd, quod the leich, I fc a waitt, 135
His wrangtwth is in wanting,
God faif him, and the Haly Gaift,
And keip the man fra manting
Mckle,
Quod Suym and his bruder. 140

His mowth wes {chent and fa forfchorne,

Held nowdir wind nor watter, Fol.147.a.
Fair weill all blaft of blawing horne,

He mycht nocht do bot blatter.



IT THAT I GIFE I HAIF. 419

He endis the ftory with harme forlorne; 145
The nolt begowth till {katter,
The ky ran ftartling to the corne;
Wa worth the tyme thow gat hir
Now,
Quod Symme till his bruder. 150

Explicit

CLXVIL
[t that I gife I Aasf, it that I len I craif)

T that I gife I haif, it that I len I craif]
It that I fpend is myne, it that I leif I tyne;
Gett and faif, and thou fall haif;
Len and grant, and thou fall want.
Quha in welth takis no heid, 5
He fall haif falt in tyme of neid;
Quhen I len I am a freynd,
And quhen 1 craif I am vnkynd;
Thus of my freynd I mak a fo,
I fchrew me and I moir do fo. 10
A yong man chiftane, witlefs;
A pure man fpendar, getles;
A auld man trechour, trewthlefs;
A woman lowpar, landlefs.
Be Sanét Jeill, fall nevir ane of thir do weill. 15
Tak tyme in tyme, and nocht diffar;
Quhen tyme is paft ye ma do war.
Almichty God, grant till our king,
Sic grace that he in vertew ring,

1 The author’s name has been effaced here.
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THE FLYTING OF DUMBAR AND KENNEDIE.

Sa that this rcalme ay gydit be

With juftice, peax and dignite.

Bettir is to fuffer, and fortoun abyd,

Than haiftely to clym, and foddonly to flyd.

Quod quhay to quhome.

CLXVIIIL

The Flyting of Dumbar and Kennedie.
Heir efter followss jocound and mirrie.

[Dumbar to Kennedy.)

CHIR Johine the Rofs, ane thing thair is compild,
In generale be Kennedy and Quinting,

Quhilk hes thame felf aboif the fternis ftyld;

Bot had thay maid of mannace ony mynting,

In fpeciall fic ftryfe fould ryfs but ftynting;

Howbeit with boft thair breiftis wer als bendit,

As Lucifer that fra the Hevin difcendit,

Hell fould nocht hyd thair harnis fra harmis hynting.

The erd fould trymbill, the firmament fould fchaik,
And all the air in vennaum fuddane ftink,

And all the diuillis of hell for redour quaik,

To heir quhat I fuld wryt with pen and ynk;

For and I flyt, fum fege for fchame fould fink,

The fe fould birn, the mone fould thoill ecclippis,
Rochis fould ryfe, the warld fould hald no grippis,
Sa loud of cair the commoun bell fould clynk.

Bot wondir laith wer I to be ane baird,
Flyting to vfe, for gritly I efchame,
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THE FLYTING OF DUMBAR AND KENNEDIE. 421

For it is nowthir wynnyng nor rewaird,

Bot tinfale baith of honour and of fame, 20
Increfs of forrow, fklander and evill name;

Yit mycht thay be fa bald in thair bakbytting,

To gar me ryme and raifs the Feynd with flytting,

And throw all cuntreis and kinrikis thame proclame.

Quod Dumbar to Kennedy.

[Kennedy to Dumbar.]

Dirtin Dumbar, quhome on blawis thow thy boitft, 25
Pretendand the to wryte fic fkaldit fkrowis?

Ramowd rebald, thow fall doun att the roift,

My laureat lettres at the and I lowis.

Mandrag, mymmerkyn, maid maifter bot in mowfs,
Thryfs fcheild trumpir with ane threid bair goun; 3o
Say, Deo mercy, or I cry the doun,

And leif thy ryming, rebald, and thy rowis.

Dreid, dirtfaft dearch, that thow hes diffobeyit

My coufing Quintene, and my commiffar;

Fantaftik fule, treft weill thow falbe fleyit; 35
Ignorant elf] aip, owll irregular,

Skaldit fkaitbird, and commoun fkamelar,

Wan fukkit funling that natour maid ane yrle,

Baith Johine the Rofs and thow fall fqueill and fkirle,
And evir I heir ocht of your making mair. 40

Heir I put fylence to the in all pairtis,

Obey and ceifs the play that thow pretendis;

Waik walidrag, and werlot of the cairtis,

Se fone thow mak my commiffar amendis, Fol.148.2.
And lat him lay fax leichis on thy lendis, - 45
Meikly in recompanfing of thi fcorne;
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THE FLYTING OF DUMBAR AND KENNEDIE.

Or thow fall ban the tyme that thow wes borne,
For Kennedy to the this cedull fendis.

Quod Kennedy to Dumbar.
Fuge in the nixt quha gat the war.

[Dumbar to Kennedy.]

Ierfche brybour baird, wyle beggar with thy brattis,
Cuntbittin crawdoun Kennedy, coward of kynd,
Evill farit and dryit, as denfeman on the rattis,

Lyk as the gleddis had on thy gulefnowt dynd;
Mifmaid monftour, ilk mone owt of thy mynd,
Renunce, rebald, thy ryming, thow bot royis,

Thy trechour tung hes tane ane Heland ftrynd,

Ane Lawland erfs wald mak a bettir noyis.

Revin, raggit ruke, and full of rebaldrie,

Scarth fra fcorpione, fcaldit in fcurrilitic,

I fe the haltane in thy harlotrie,

And in to vthir fcience no thing flie;

Off every vertew woyd, as men may fie,
Quytclame clergie, and cleik to the ane club,
Ane baird blafphemar, in brybrie ay to be,

For wit and woifdome ane wifp fra the may rub.

Thow fpeiris, daftard, gif I dar with the fecht;
Ye dagone, dowbart, thairof haif thow no dowt,
Quhair evir we meit thairto my hand I hecht,
To red thy rebald ryming with a rowt;

Throw all Bretane it falbe blawin owt,

How that thow, poyfonit pelour, gat thy paikis;
With ane doig leich I fchepe to gar the fchowt,
And nowthir to the tak knyfe, fwerd nor aix.

Thow crop and rute of traitouris treflonable,
The fathir and moder of morthour and mifcheif,
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THE FLYTING OF DUMBAR AND KENNEDIE.

Diffaitfull tyrand, with ferpentis tung, vnftable,
Cukcald cradoun, cowart, and commoun theif;
Thow purpett for to vndo our Lordis cheif

In Paiflay, with ane poyfone that wes fell,

For quhilk, brybour, yit fall thow thoill a breif;
Pelour, on the I fall it preif my fell.

Thocht I wald lie, thy frawart phifnomy
Dois manifeft thy malice to all men;

Fy! traitour theif, fy! glengoir loun, fy! fy!
Fy! feyndly front, far fowlar than ane fen,
My freyindis thow reprovit with thy pen;
Thow leis, tratour, quhilk I fall on the preif;
Suppois thy heid war armit tymis ten,
Thow fall recryat, or thy croun fall cleif.

Or thow durft move thy mynd malitius,

Thow faw the faill abone my heid up draw;

Bot Eolus full woid, and Neptunus,

Mirk and monelefs, wes met with woundis waw;
And mony hundreth myll hyne cowd ws blaw,
By Holland, Seland, Zetland and Northway coift,
In defert qubair we wer famift aw;

Yit come I hame, fals baird, to lay thy boift.

Thow callis the rethory with thy goldin lippis;
Na, glowrand, gaipand fule, thow art begyld;
Thow art bot gluntoch with thy giltin hippis,
That for thy lounry mony a leifch hes fyld;

Wan wifaged widdefow, out of thy wit gane wyld,
Laithly and lowfy, als lathand as ane leik,

Sen thow with wirfchep wald fa fane be ftyld,
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Haill, fouerane fenyeour, thy bawis hingis throw thy breik.

Forworthin fule, of all the warld reffufe,
Quhat ferly is thocht thow reioys to flyte?

105



424 THE FLYTING OF DUMBAR AND KENNEDIE.

Sic cloquence as thay in Erfchry vfe,

In fic is fett thy thraward appectyte,

Thow hes full littill feill of fair indyte;

I tak on mec ane pair of Lowthianc hippis 110
Sall fairar Inglis mak, and mair parfyte,

Than thow can blabbar with thy Carrik lippis.

Bettir thow ganis to leid anc doig to fkomer,

Pynit pykpuris pelour, than with thy maifter pingill.
Thow lay full prydlefs in the peifs this fomer, 115
And fanc at evin for to bring hame a fingle,

Syne rubbit at ane vthir auld wyfis ingle;

But now in winter, for purteth thow art traikit,

Thow hes na breik to latt thy bellokis gyngill;

Beg the ane club, for, baird, thow fall go naikit. 120

Lenc larbar, loungeour, baith lowl(y in lifk and lonye,

Fy! fkolderit fkyn, thow art bot fkyre and fkrumple; Fol.149.a.
For he that roftit Lawarance had thy grunye,

And he that hid Sanét Johnis cne with ane wimple,

And he that dang San& Auguftine with ane rumple, 125

Thy fowll front had, and he that Bartilmo flaid;

The gallowis gaipis eftir thy graccles gruntill,

As thow wald for ane haggeis, hungry gled.

Commirwald crawdoun, na man comptis the ane kerfs,
Sueir fwappit fwvanky, fwynckepir ay for fwaittis; 130
Thy commiffar Quintyne biddis the cum kifs his erfs,

He luvis nocht fic ane forlane loun of laittis;

He fayis, Thow fkaffis and beggis mair beir and aitis,
Nor ony cripill in Karrik land abowt;

Vthir purc beggaris and thow ar at debaittis, 135
Decrepit karlingis on Kennedy cryis owt.

Matir annwche I haif, I bid nocht fenyic,
Thocht thow, fowll trumpour, thus vpoun me leid,



THE FLYTING OF DUMBAR AND KENNEDIE.

Corruptit carioun, he fall I cry thy fenyie;

Thinkis thow nocht how thow cum in grit neid, 140
Greitand in Galloway, lyk to ane gallow breid,

Ramand and rolpand, beggand koy and ox;

I faw the thair, in to thy wachmanis weid,

Quhilk wes nocht worth ane pair of auld gray fox.

Erfch Katherene, with thy polk breik and rilling, 145
Thow and thy quene, as gredy gleddis ye gang

With polkis to mylne, and beggis baith meill and fchilling,

Thair is bot lyfs, and lang nailis yow amang:

Fowll heggirbald, for henis thus will ye hang,

Thow hes ane perrellus face to play with lambis; 150
Ane thowfand kiddis, wer thay in faldis full ftrang,

Thy lymmerfull luke wald fle thame and thair damis.

In till ane glen thow hes, owt of repair,

Ane laithly luge that wes the lippir menis;

With the ane fowtaris wyfe, off blis als bair; 155
And lyk twa ftalkaris fteilis in cokis and henis,

Thow plukkis the pultre, and fcho pullis off the penis;

All Karrik cryis, God gif this dowfy be drownd;

And quhen thow heiris ane gufe cry in the glenis,

Thow thinkis it fwetar than facrand?! bell of found. 160

Thow Lazarus, thow laithly lene tramort,
To all the warld thow may example be,

425

To luk vpoun thy gryflie peteous port, Fol.149.b.

For hiddowis, haw, and holkit is thyne e,

Thy cheik bane bair, and blaiknit is thy ble; 165
Thy choip, thy choll garris men for to leif cheft;

Thy gane it garris ws think that we mon de:

I coniure the, thow hungert Heland gaift.

The larbar lukis of thy lang lene craig,
Thy pure pynit thrott, peilit and owt of ply, 170
3G

1This word is very indiftin&®.
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Thy fkolderit fkin, hewd lyk ane faffrone bag,
Garris men difpyt thar flefche, thow fpreit of Gy:
Fy! feyndly front, fy! tykifs face, fy! fy!

Ay loungand lyk ane loikman on ane ledder;
[Thy ghaiftly luke fleys folkis that pas the by,!]
Lyk to ane ftark theif glowrand in ane tedder.

Nyfe nagus, nipcaik with thy fchulderis narrow,
Thow lukis lowfy, loun of lownis aw;

Hard hurcheoun, hirpland, hippit as ane harrow,
Thy rigbanc rattillis, and thy ribbis on raw;

Thy hanchis hirklis, with hukebanis harth and haw,
Thy laithly lymis ar lene as ony treis;

Obey, theif baird, or I fall brek thy gaw;

Fowll carrybald, cry mercy on thy kneis.

Thow purehippit, vgly averill,

With hurkland banis, holkand throw thy hyd,
Reciftit and crynit as hangitman on hill,

And oft befwakkit with ane ourhie tyd,

Quhilk brewis mekle barret to thy bryd;

Hir cair is all to clenge thy cabroch howis,
Qubhair thow lyis fawfy in faphron, bak and fyd,
Powderit with prymrofs, fawrand all with clowifs.

Forworthin wirling, I warne the it is wittin,

How, fkyttand fkarth, thow hes the hurle behind;
Wan wraiglane wafp, ma wormifs hes thow befchittin,
Nor thair is gerfs on grund, or leif on lind;

Thocht thow did firft fic foly to my fynd,

Thow fall agane with ma witnefs than I;

Thy gulfoch gane dois on thy back it bind,

Thy hoftand hippis lattis nevir thy hofs go dry.

Thow held the burcht lang with ane borrowit goun,
And ane caprowfy barkit all with fweit,

1 This line, wanting in Bannatyne MS., is taken from Maitland MS.
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And quhen the laidis faw the fa lyk a loun,

Thay bickerit the with mony bae and bleit: Fol.150.a.
Now vpaland thow leivis on rubbit quheit, 205

Oft for ane caufs thy burdclaith neidis no fpredding,

For thow hes nowthir for to drink nor eit,

Bot lyk ane berdles baird, that had no bedding.

Strait Gibbonis air, that nevir ourftred ane horfs,

Bla berfute berne, in bair tyme wes thow borne; 210
Thow bringis the Carrik clay to Edinburgh corfs

Vpoun thy botingis, hobland hard as horne;

Stra wifpis hingis owt, quhair that the wattis ar worne.
Cum thow agane to fkar ws with thy ftrais,

We fall gar fcale our fculis all the to fcorne, 215
And ftane the vp the calfay quhair thow gais.

Off Edinburcht the boyis as beis owt thrawis,

And cryis owt, Ay, heir cumis our awin queir clerk;
Than fleis thow, lyk ane howlat cheft with crawis,

Quhill all the bichis at thy botingis dois bark; 220
Than carlingis cryis, Keip curches in the merk,

Our gallowis gaipis, lo, quhair ane greceles gais;

Ane vthir fayis, I fee him want ane fark,

I reid yow, cummter, tak in your lynning clais.

Than rynis thow doun the gait, with gild of boyis, 225
And all the toun tykis hingand in thy heilis;

Of laidis and lownis thair ryffis fic ane noyis,

Quhill runfyis rynnis away with cairt and quheilis,

And cager aviris caftis bayth coillis and creilis;

For rerd of the, and rattling of thy butis, 230
Fifche wyvis cryis, Fy! and caftis doun fkillis and fkeilis;
Sum clafchis the, fum cloddis the on the cutis.

Loun, lyk Mahoun, be boun me till obey,
Theif, or in greif, mifcheif fall the betyd;
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Cry grace, tykis face, or I the chece and fley; 235
Oule, rare and yowle, I fall defowll thy pryd;

Peilit gled, baith fed, and bred of bichis fyd,

And lyk ane tyk, purfpyk, quhat man fettis by the.
Forflittin, countbittin, befchittin, barkit hyd,

Clym ledder, fyle tedder, foule edder, I defy the. 240

Mauch muttoun, bylc buttoun, peilit gluttoun, air to Hilhou[fs] ;
Rank beggar, oftir dregar, foule fleggar, in the flet; Fol.150.b.
Chittir lilling, ruch rilling, lik fchilling in the milhoufs;

Baird rchator, theif of nator, fals tratour, feyindis gett;

Filling of tauch, rak fauch, cry crauch, thow art our fett; 245
Muttoun dryver, girnall ryver, yadfwyvar, fowll fell the;

Herretyk, lunatyk, purfpyk, carlingis pet,

Rottin crok, dirtin dok, cry cok, or I fall quell the.

Quod Dumbar to Kennedy.

[Kennedy to Dumbar.)

Dathane diuillis fone, and dragone difpitous,

Abironis birth, and bred with Beliall; 250
Wod werwoif, worme, and fcorpion vennemous,

Lucifers laid, fowll feyindis face infernall;

Sodomyt, fyphareit fra fanétis celeftiall,

Put I nocht fylence to the, fchiphird knaif,

And thow of new begynis to ryme and raif, 255
Thow falbe maid blait, bleir eit beftiall.

How thy forbearis come, I haif a feill,

At Cokburnis peth, the writ makis me war,

Generit betuix ane fcho beir and a deill,

Sa wes he callit Dewlbeir, and nocht Dumbar: 260
This Dewlbeir, generit of a meir of Mar,

Wes Corfpatrik, Erle of Merche; and be illufioun,

The firft that evir put Scotland to confufioun

Wes that fals tratour, hardely fay I dar.
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Quhen Bruce and Balioll differit for the croun, 265
Scottis lordis could nocht obey Inglis lawis;

This Corfpatrik betrafit Berwik toun,

And flew vij thowfand Scottifmen within thay wawis;
The battall fyne of Spottifmuir he gart caufs,

And come with Edwart Langfchankis to the feild, 270
Quhair xij thowfand trew Scottifmen wer keild,

And Wallace cheft, as the carnicle fchawis.

Scottis lordis chiftanis he gart hald and cheflone

In firmance faft, quhill all the feild wes done,

Within Dumbar, that awld fpelunk of trefioun; 275 Fol.151.a.
Sa Inglis tykis in Scotland wes abone:

Than fpulyeit thay the haly ftane of Scone,

The croce of Halyrudhoufs, and vthir jowellis.

He birnis in hell, body, banis and bowellis,

This Corfpatrik that Scotland hes vndone. 280

Wallace gart cry ane counfale in to Perth,

And callit Corfpatrik tratour be his ftyle;

That dampnit dragone drew him in diferth,

And fayd he kend bot Wallace king in Kyle.

Out of Dumbar that theif he maid exyle 28g
Vnto Edward, and Inglis grund agane:

Tigiris, ferpentis and taidis will remane

In Dumbar wallis, todis, wolffis and beiftis wyle.

Na fowlis of effeCtis amangis thay binkis

Biggis, nor abydis for no thing that may be; 290
Thay ftanis of treflone as the bruntftane ftinkis.
Dewlbeiris moder, caflin in by the fe,

The wariet apill of the forbiddin tre,

That Adame eit quhen he tint paradyce,

Scho eit invennomit lyk a cokkatryce, 295
Syne marreit with the Diuill for dignite.
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Yit of new treflone I can tell the tailis,

That cumis on nycht in vifioun in my fleip;

Archbard Dumbar betrafd the houfs of Hailis,

Becaus the yung lord had Dumbar to keip; 300
Pretendand throw that to thair rowmis to creip,

Rycht crewaly his caftell he perfewit,

Brocht him furth boundin, and the place refkewit,

Sett him in fetteris in ane dungeoun deip.

It war aganis bayth natur and gud reffoun 305
That Dewlbeiris bairnis wer trew to God or man;
Quhilkis wer baith gottin, borne and bred with treffoun,
Belgebubbis oyis, and curft Corfpatrikis clan:

Thow wes preftyt, and ordanit be Sathan,

For to be borne to do thy kin defame, 310
And gar me fchaw thy anteceffouris fchame;

Thy kin that leivis may wary the and ban.

Sen thow on me thus, lymmer, leis and trattillis,

And fyndis fentence foundit of invy, Fol.151.b.
Thy clderis banis ilk nycht ryflis and rattillis, 315

And on thy corfs, Vengance, vengence, thay cry.

Thow art the caufs thay may noth reft nor ly;

Thow fayis for thame few falptaris, falmis or creidis,

Bot garis mc tell thair rentellis and mifdeidis,

And thair auld fyn with new fchame certefy. 320

Infenfwat fow, ceifs fals Ewftace air,

And knaw, kene fkald, I hald of Alathia,

And caufs me nocht the caufs lang to declair

Of thy curft kin, Dewlbeir and his Allia:

Cum to the corfs on kneis and mak a cria; 325
Confefs thy cryme, hald Kennedy thy king,

And with ane authorne fkurge thy felf and ding;

Thus dre thy pennance, Delequifti quia.
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Paft to my commiffar, and be confeft,

Cour befoir him on kneis, and cum in will;

And fyne gar Stobo for thy life proteft;
Renunce thy rymis, baith ban and birn thy bill,
Heive to the hevin thy handis, and hald the ftill.
Do thow nocht thus, brigane, thow falbe brint,
With pik, fyre, ter, gun powlder and lint,

On Arthowr Sait or on ane hiear hill.

I perambulat of Pernafo the montane,

Enfpyrit with Mercury fra his goldin fpheir;
And dulely drank of eloquence the fontane,
Qubhen it wes purefeit with froft, and flowit cleir:
And thow come, fule, in Merche or Februeir,
Thair till ane pule, and drank the paddok rude,
That garris the ryme in to thy termis gude,
And blabbaris that noyis menis heiris to heir.

Thow luvis nane Erfche, elf, I vndirftand,

Bot it fowld be all trew Scottifmennis leid;

It wes the gud langage of this land,

And Scota it caufit to multeply and (preid;
Quhill Corfpatrik, that we of treffoun reid,
Thy forfader, maid Erfche and Erfchmen thin,
Throw his trefloun brocht Inglis rumpillis in,
Sa wald thy felf, mycht thow to him fucceid.

Ignorant fule, in to thy mowis and mokkis,

It may be verifeit that thy wit is thin;

Quhair thow wryttis Denfmen dryit on the rattis,
Denfmen of Denmark ar of the kingis kin.

The wit thow fowld haif had, wes caffin in

Evin at thy erfs, bakwart, with ane ftalf flung.
Heirfoir, fals harlott, hurfone, hald thy tung:

Dewlbeir, thow deivis the Devill, thy eme, with din.
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Qubhair, as thow faid, I ftaw henis and lammis,

I lat the wit, I haif landis, ftoir and ftakkis.

Thow wald be fane to knaw, laird with thy gamis,

Vndir my burde, fnoch banis behind doggis bakkis:
Thow hes ane tome purfs, I haif fteidis and takkis, 365
Thow tynt coulter, I haif culter and pluch;

For fubftance and geir thow hes a widdy twch,

On Mont Falcone, abowt thy craig to rax.

And yit Mont Falcone gallowis is our fair,

For to be fylit with fic ane frutlefs face, 370
Cum hame, and hing vndir our gallowis of Air;

To erd the vndir it I fall purchefs grace;

To eit thy flefch the doggis fall haif na fpace,

The revynis fall ryfe na thing bot thy tung ruttis,

For thow fick malice of thy maifter mutis, 375
It is weill fett that thow fic barret brace.

Small fynance amangis thy freyndis thow beggit,

To ftanche thy fcorne, with haly muldis thow loft;

Thow falit to get a dowkar for to dregg it,

It lyis clofit in ane clowt on Northway coft: 380
Sic rewll garris the be feruit with cauld roft,

And fitt onfwpit oft beyond the fe,

Cryand at durris, Carritas amore Dei,

Bairfute, breiklefs, and all in duddis vpdoft.

Dewllbeir hes nocht ado with ane Dumbiar, 385
The Erle of Murray bure that furname rycht,

That evir trew and conftant to the King grace war,

And of that kin come Dumbar of Weftfeild knycht:
That fucceffioun is hardy, wyfe and wicht,

And hes na thing ado now with the, diuill; 390
Bot Dewlbeir is thy kin, and kennis the weill,

And hes in Hell for the anc chalmer dycht.
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Curft cropand craw, I fall gar crop thy toung,

And thow fall cry, Cor mundum, on thy kneis;

Derch,I fall ding the, quhill thow bayth dryt and doung, 395
And thow fall lik thy lippis, and fueir thow leifs:

I fall degraid the, gracelefs, of thy greis;

Scale the for fcorne, and fcar the of thy fwle,

Gar round thy heid, transforme the as a fule,

And with trefifone gar trone the on the treis. 400

Rawmowd rebald, rannegald rehatour, Fol.152.b.
My lynnage and forbearis wer ay leill;

It cumis oft to th