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PREFACE. 

THE Author of the following Poems was de- 

barred by nature from the power of motion, 

and of following any employment to procure 

his subsistence. He lost his father in early 

youth ; his mother has long been dead, and 

his surviving brothers are married, and settled 

at some distance; so that, for many years past, 

he has been a forlorn and solitary being, with- 

out a human creature to take care of him, ex- 

cepting the woman who comes at stated hours 

to clean his house, and prepare his food. 

The hardships of his lot have lately been 

severely aggravated by the attacks of an incu- 
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rable malady, and thus, increasing bodily in- 

firmities with advancing years, combine to ren- 

der his helpless and desolate condition daily 

more deplorable. Under these circumstances, 

by the advice of his friends, he has at length 

ventured to obtrude this little volume upon 

the notice of the public, in the hope of raising 

a small sum of money to enable him to procure 

the personal attendance that has now become 

indispensable to his wants. 

To those, whose benevolent subscriptions 

have already, in a great measure, secured the 

attainment of this object, his humble and heart- 

felt thanks are now most respectfully offered. 

The Editor feels, that, in reporting them, it 

is impossible to do justice to his warm expres- 

sion of that gratitude, which will be commen- 

surate with his life; but his benefactors will 

find their best recompence in the certainty that 

they have contributed to alleviate the sufferings 
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of his latter years ; and the knowledge that the 

very sight of their names, and the honour of 

their patronage, have given him a pleasure far 

surpassing any other this world could have be- 

stowed. 

Nature seems to have compensated for his 

mal-conformation of body by the qualities of his 

mind and heart. And here let the testimony 

of one, who has known him from infancy, be 

paid to that modest worth and excellence, which 

ought to be esteemed and honoured wherever 

it be found. His ardent affection and grati- 

tude towards those who have befriended him, 

and his warm sympathy in the happiness which 

he can never share, are peculiarly touching in 

a being cut off from the common pleasures and 

privileges of our nature, and condemned to 

struggle with more than its usual sufferings 

and privations; while the mild resignation and 

unrepining patience with which he bears the 
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peculiar evils of his lot—evils aggravated by 

disease, and poverty, and loneliness, and the 

contentment and gratitude that breathe in 

every word and action of his life, may afford a 

useful lesson to those favourites of nature and 

fortune, who, in the very lap of prosperity, 

pass their lives in thoughtless forgetfulness of 

the blessings they enjoy, and heartless repi- 

ning after unattainable wishes and aspirations. 

The following letter, written at the request 

of a friend, and containing his own simple his- 

tory of his life, will prove much more interest- 

ing to those who may honour this little volume 

with their perusal, than any thing the Editor 

can offer. 



MEMOIR 

OF 

THE AUTHOR. 

MY father was the son of a gardener in Aln- 

wick ; my mother, a native of the parish of 

Whitsome, in Berwickshire. I was their eighth 

child, and was bom in a cottage in the village 

of Ednam, the birth-place of the immortal poet 

Thomson, where I now live. 

I was ten years old before I began to learn 

to read. My father then taught me my let- 

ters, and I was soon able to peruse the Bible, 

and the few other books which my parents 

possessed. But I exhausted their little library 



in a very short time, and I have often heard 

my mother tell, how I used to cry when I had 

nothing to read; but of this I had soon no 

cause to complain. Miss Christian Robertson 

(now Mrs Rogers of Selkirk) had the goodness 

one day to bring me the first volume of the 

Spectator, and she and her friends supphed 

me with books for more than a year. The 

works of the poets delighted me far the most. 

At the same time I must acknowledge, that I 

could not then perfectly comprehend much of 

what I read. Burns was the first that fell into 

my hands, and I well remember the inexpres- 

sible pleasure I received from his exquisite 

poems. Nothing that I now read ever gives 

me the same thrilling delight. About this 

time, with the assistance of my father, and my 

worthy cousin Mr William Romanes of Kelso, 

I learned to write; and to my excellent and 

much valued friend Mr Ralph Walker, I am 
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indebted for some instruction in the principles 

of English Grammar. 

The first thing which I remember to have 

attempted in verse was an elegy on a young 

woman who died of a consumption in this 

neighbourhood. It happened to fall into the 

hands of the late excellent Mr Samuel Ro- 

bertson of Ednam, who advised me to go on 

amusing myself in this way, and gave me 

hopes that I might do better in time. Thus * 

encouraged, I continued occasionally to write 

little pieces in verse, one of which, the Tears 

of Switzerland, was published, with an ac- 

count of me, in the summer of 1803, by my 

estimable benefactress, Mrs Waldie of Hen- 

dersyde, who set on foot a subscription for 

me, which has materially increased the num- 

ber of my friends, as well as the comforts of 

my life. 
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Two years before this period my father 

died ; and my brother, whose labour was the 

chief support of my mother and myself, re- 

turned with us to live at Ednam, in the house 

in which I was born. You well remember 

how bitterly I regretted quitting Ferny Hill, 

and its sweet, quiet fields, where I first learn- 

ed to read, and where you first began to dis- 

tinguish me with your friendship. To me who 

had never been a mile from the cottage in 

which I had passed my days, the distance* 

seemed a complete exile from my friend, but 

I quickly became reconciled to the change, 

when I found that you could still come to see 

me; and when Mr Samuel Robertson pre- 

sented me with a little wheel-chair, which en- 

abled me more easily to get out to receive 

the benefit of the fresh air, I was happy. 

Scarcely three quarters of a mile. 
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As joyful and careless as the wild bird which 

flew over my head, I sat beneath the shade 

of my favourite tree, reading from morning 

till night, my heart filled with gratitude to 

the merciful Being who had raised me up so 

many friends, and my warmest wish to make 

myself worthy of them. But the prospect 

which had been long bright and fair, began 

to be over-clouded, and the time was ap 

proaching in which I was to be left alone. 

In the beginning of the year 1812, I was 

deprived of my mother; she had reared my 

infancy with all a mother’s love, and through 

sickness, and deformity, and poverty, I was 

still dear to her heart. She was my kind and 

most affectionate nurse for thirty helpless 

years—my constant companion; and my grief 

for the loss was indescribable; but I bowed 

in humble submission to the will of the Al- 

mighty. 



XVI MEMOIR. 

After her death my brother married, and 

took me to live with him in a cottage at New- 

ton Don, the beautiful seat of the late Sir 

Alexander Don, when the present Baronet, 

then Mr Don, honoured me with his notice, 

and frequently had the kindness to lend me 

books. 

In the following spring, to be more in the 

way of your visits, I came down to my little 

cottage at Ednam, granted me by the liberali- 

ty of Mr Cuthbert. This was the first time 

that I had lived alone. The wife of a neigh- 

bouring cottager came in to clean the house 

and prepare my little meals, and the summer 

passed away happily enough ; but at. that 

time I durst not venture to remain alone du- 

ring the long evenings of winter. 

In November, therefore, I went to my 

youngest brother, then residing at Hume- 

Hall, and continued under his roof until the 
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following May, when I returned to spend the 

fine season at Ednam. The ensuing winter I 

passed once more at Newton ; but having ex- 

perienced many discomforts attendant on so 

frequent a change of residence, I came back 

to my own tranquil little cottage, which I re- 

solved never to leave more. 

Having thus fulfilled your commands in 

relating the few simple incidents of my life, I 

shall briefly mention my manner of passing my 

time. My life glides on in the same uniform 

manner, so uninterruptedly, that the history 

of one day is the history of my life. In sum- 

mer I generally rise at six, or sometimes ear- 

lier ; and as soon as I am dressed I open the 

window, and sit enjoying the morning air un- 

til about nine, when I breakfast; and then, 

if the weather is favourable, I get myself con- 

veyed into the village church-yard, where I 

often read, or meditate, till the sun goes down. 
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In winter, I sit constantly on your sofa by 

the fire, with my books and writing materials 

on a small table within reach, and all the year 

round I retire to rest about ten o’clock. 

My occupations and amusements were once 

much more diversified than they are at pre- 

sent. I studied the French language, learned 

to play on the German flute, and attempted 

drawing; but the asthma obliged me to give 

up my music and drawing, so that reading, 

writing letters, and occasionally composing 

verses, are the sole occupations that now be- 

guile my lonely hours, except when some kind 

friend cheers me with a welcome visit. 

Finally, my honoured friend, I am con- 

tented with the lot assigned me by Provi- 

dence, and grateful for the blessings his mercy 

has bestowed upon me. At times I do in- 

deed feel my extreme loneliness, and my ut- 

ter helplessness, especially in the long solitary 
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evenings of winter ; but every returning sum- 

mer restores me your society as a sweet re- 

compence for every sorrow. 

That the blessings which your watchful 

kindness has shed around my path, from your 

childhood to the present hour, may be re- 

turned tenfold upon your head, is the fervent 

prayer of 

Your most obliged, and 

Devoted humble Servant, 

WILLIAM WIGHT. 

EDNAM, Oct. 29, 1819. 
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COTTAGE POEMS. 

VERSES 
ADDRESSED TO BUONAPARTE ON THE THREATENED 

INVASION OF BRITAIN. 

Tyrant ! thou arm’st thy slaves in vain; 
In vain, proud man, thou -waft’st them o’er 

To Britain’s Isle ; thou ne’er shalt gain 
A footing on her happy shore. 

Her happy shore, her happy state, 
Where Freedom’s glorious tree does rise; 

Her happy shore, fair Freedom’s seat, 
And brightest reign below the skies. 
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Though Austria trembles at thy name, 

Italia’s sons confess thy sway. 
Unmindful of their ancient fame. 

Thee and thy parasites obey; 

Though dull Batavia owns thy power. 
And thy dread mandates on her plains ; 

Though Switzerland, in evil hour. 
Be forced to wear and drag thy chains ; 

Yet still Britannia shall be free ; 
Her sons triumphant o’er the waves 

Still proudly ride, a dread to thee, 
O tyrant! and thy wretched slaves. 

She calls her sons, the flame they feel, 
The patriot flame, avow’d and bold ; 

They rush in bands, they grasp the steel, 
And emulate their sires of old. 

9 
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Tyrant! thou arra’st thy slaves in vain; 

In vain, proud man, thou waft’st them o’er 
To Britain’s Isle ; thou ne’er shalt gain 

A footing on her happy shore. 
1803. 



6‘ COTTAGE POEMS. 

TO 
THE SHADE 

OF THE UNKNOWN AUTHOR OF THE ANCIENT RALLAD 
OF CHEVY-CHASE. 

O thou unknown and ill-fated Bard ! say. Was 
the morning of thy life fair ? Did Fortune smile 
in thy youth ? Did thy friends come often to thy 
dwelling to cheer thee, and hear the wild but 
sweet warblings of thy well strung harp ? Say, 
why they placed no stone over thy lonely grave, 
that the bards of future times might come and 
pour over it sad sighs and tears of sorrow to thy 
memory. Poor unhappy Bard! perhaps Envy 
combined with Poverty to blast thy rising genius. 
Perhaps Misfortune bereaved thee of the friends 
who would have told the social virtues of thy 
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heart to posterity, and saved thy name from sink- 
ing into oblivion. 

Whether thou glidest through the ambient air, 
or whether thou soarest on the golden wing of 
Cherub above the stars which light the night, 
hear and rejoice. Though thou art unknown— 
though no grey stone points out thy grave to the 
traveller, thou shalt survive in thy strains for ages. 
The simple inmates of the hamlet shall often re- 
hearse them, while sitting at the hearth of win- 
ter. Yes, thy strains shall be admired till genius 
droop, and Scotia be no more. Peace to thee. 
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LINES 
WRITTEN FOR THOMSON’S ANNIVERSARY. 

T homson ! the day which gave thee birth, 
(Hear from thy sainted sphere above !) 

We hail and dedicate to joy. 
Such as thy soul on earth did love. 

The good learn from thy moral page 
With goodness more in love to grow ; 

And the humane of heart to shed 
A warmer tear for others’ woe. 

His country’s welfare to promote. 
Thy lays the patriot’s bosom fire ; 

By them, too, is the poet taught 
To string in virtue’s praise his lyre. 
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Rejoice ! while many a poet’s strain. 

Which has been famed, and lived its day. 
Sinks in oblivion with his name, 

And all his laurels fade away; 

Each future age shall thee revere; 
The warblings of thy heaven-taught lyre. 

Thou gentle Poet of the year! 
Shall but with Nature's self expire. 

2 
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TO A THRUSH. 

A much loved and a friendly pair,* 
Awhile have bid farewell 

To Fortha’s far famed banks, and come 
On Eden’s side to dwell. 

'' Within their pure and spotless hearts 
Virtue hath fix’d her throne ; 

They love thy lays, their bosoms are 
As gentle as thine own. 

Then come again, my bonny bird ! 
As thou wast wont in spring. 

And take thy seat upon some tree, 
Nigh to that bower, and sing. 

The Miss Andersens. 
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Full sweetly at the dawn of day, 
And fall of dewy night; 

Perhaps thy artless ditties may 
To them afford delight. 

And sing on thus ’till they again 
From Eden’s side depart; 

So may joy all thy days, sweet bird ! 
Reign thrilling in thy heart. 

So may the mate whom thou dost love 
Unfaithful never be; 

And hips and haws on hedges hang 
Throughout the year for thee. 

Aug. 1807. 
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THE REDBREAST. 

December show’d his hoary locks. 
And from the north the wind did blow ; 

The storm set in; frost chill’d the air. 
And all around was white with snow. 

'Twas then a Redbreast, with sad heart. 
And drooping wings, by hunger led. 

Flew to the window of my cot. 
Where chance some scanty crumbs had spread. 

“ I pity thee and all thy kind! 
Come here each day. I’ll happy be 

To think I have it in my power 
From meagre want to shelter thee.” 
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’Twas sad no more; its flutt’ring wings 
Express’d its joy; it flew away ; 

Sweet gentle Bird ! and as it fled 
It seem’d in Fancy’s ear to say, 

“ I will, when Winter has resign’d 
To joy-inspiring Spring the year. 

Sit near thy cot at morn and eve. 
And sweetly sing thy heart to cheer.” 



14 COTTAGE POEMS. 

TO 

SOME FLOWERS, 

PRESENTED TO ME BY A YOUNG LADY. 

Ye Flowers, which so lately fresh, blooming, and gay. 
With blossoms of gold did my cottage adorn, 

I behold you now languish, droop, and decay. 
And my bosom with bitter reflections is torn. 

O bloom still and flourish, lest fate from my mi'nd, 
Or misfortune should cause the remembrance to flee. 

Of the lily-white hand, and the heart warm and kind 
Of Anna, who brought you from Ednam to me. 
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Say, what shall I do to preserve your fair hue ? 

No flowrets were e’er so much loved or so dear ; 
shall I warm you with sighs ? shall I often bedew 

Your petals and soft downy leaves with a tear ? 

\h, no ! ’tis in vain ; you are ceasing to bloom. 
Your fragrance is fled, and your bright tints decay; 

Faithful emblems of me, thus my old age will come, 
Thus my youth and its raptures will vanish away. 

But old age may come, and youth’s raptures may flee. 
Fate combine with misfortune to sadden my heart; 

0 Anna, my friend! the remembrance of thee 
Shall never, till death, from my bosom depart. 

August 15, 1804. 
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TO ANNA, IN CORNWALL, 

WHERE SHE WAS RESIDING FOR THE BENEFIT OF HER 
HEALTH. 

Bleak Winter hath resign’d his sway. 
And to the northward fled away; 
And all Creation’s glad and gay. 

Fair Anna! 

Let him that now from care is free. 
Rejoice aloud and happy be; 
’Tis gloomy winter still with me. 

Fair Anna! 
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The sun that in a cloudless sky 
Shines all the day, yields me no joy ; 
All night I weep, all day I sigh. 

Fair Anna! 

And still this breast with sighs shall swell. 
Until that thou again art well. 
And com’st back near my cot to dwell. 

Fair Anna! 

Because, when well and nigh to me, 
(Days ever dear to memory,) 
Thou wast as kind as friend could be. 

Fair Anna! 

For well I know, though on a plain. 
That’s distant far from Ednam-green, 
Thou still to think on me dost deign. 

Fair Anna! 
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And well I know that still to cheer, 
Thou’lt oft on Eden’s banks appear. 
When thou again art well and near. 

Fair Anna 

May, 1808. 
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LINES 

COMPOSED ONE MORNING DURING A STORM, 
OCTOBER, 1808. 

Thick darkness covers all; down pours the rain; 
The wild wind howls and raves along the plain. 
Scatters the leaves and bends the naked wood ; 
The Eden swells, and foams and rolls a flood; 
And forked lightnings flash with awful glare. 
And loud the thunder rolls and stuns the ear. 

This is Devotion’s hour, this is the time 
In which sensation makes the soul sublime. 
And lifts her from this transitory earth. 
To Him who gave to her and all things birth. 
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TO A WILD-FLOWER, 
PRESENTED TO ME BY MISS M. S. A. IN AUGUST, 1807, 

On accidentally meeting with it betwixt two leaves 
of a Book, in August, 1808. 

Though thou art now no longer gay. 
Though thou art now no longer fair. 
Though all thy fragrance now is fled. 
Thou still unto my heart art dear. 

Yes, still I value thee, my flower. 
And long thou still preserv’d shalt be. 
For a memorial of the friend 
Who brought thee in thy bloom to me. 
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ELEGY. 

The Raven croak’d above my head in air, 
And mournful more than usual grew my mind 

Sad sounds assail’d the frighted peasant’s ear. 
And in an instant vanish’d on the wind. 

“ Some of us soon,” with terror in their breast. 
The village matrons said, “ will sleep in death !” 

A mournful truth, for ere one hour was past. 
The gentle William had resign’d his breath. 

Though lowly born was the departed swain. 
And far from towns, yet much was his desert; 

Though from his birth he drudged on hill and plain. 
Yet many were the virtues of his heart. 
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His bosom ever felt for others’ woe, 

And though oppressing Penury bade forbear. 
He gave, and when he could no more bestow. 

He sigh’d and shed a sympathetic tear. 

Learning to gain was ne’er, alas, his fate ! 
Learning which leads to fame, yet was his mind 

With knowledge far above his mind replete. 
Beyond his fellows learned and refined. 

Nature he loved; I’ve seen him oft with joy. 
List to the lark sweet-whistling o’er the lea. 

Or gaze at even with enraptured eye. 
On Phcebus sinking in the western sea. 

How blithe was he! oft when my heart was sad. 
He with his tales and jokes has made me gay ; 

Oftimes the simple village lass and lad 
Have in his cottage pass’d the night away. 
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Farewell, my Friend ! when other years are come. 
When round the village youth I sporting see. 

I’ll call to mem’ry thy untimely doom, 
And heave a sigh and shed a tear for thee. 
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VERSES TO MRS  , 
ON HER GOING TO JOIN HER HUSBAND, DESTINED WITH 

HIS REGIMENT FOR THE CONTINENT. 

E’er since the day that Anna came 
To dwell on Ednam-green, 

She unto me, poor peasant Bard, 
A pleasant friend has been. 

For many a time has she repaired 
Unto my humble cot, 

And banish’d sorrow from my breast. 
And made me bless my lot. 
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Oft with her pleasant converse she 
Has made me blithe and gay; 

Full fast, I ween, when she was nigh, 
My moments wing’d their way. 

But lonely now my cot will grow. 
Slow, slow my time will move. 

Since Anna far from Ednam-green, 
Is destined soon to rove. 

Soon she, alas !—but since your fate 
Will have it to be so, 

O deign, my warmest, fondest prayer. 
To take before you go. 

To whate’er distant place, or land. 
You’re doom’d your way to wend ; 

May Health, Hope, Joy, with safety wait. 
As handmaids on my Friend 
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And when your hero’s in the fight, 

Let that not you alarm, 
For Heaven will for your virtues’ sake, 

Him shield from every harm. 

May victory still his valour crown ; 
And when the war is o’er, 

May you in safety both return 
To your dear native shore. 

July 1, 1813. 
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OX THE 

LATE ABUNDANT HARVEST. 

Now Winter wraps the scene in gloom. 
And drives sweet Summer from our Isle; 

But we’re prepared, our Harvest’s home, 
And Plenty cheers us with her smile. 

The hearts of thousands who have been 
Long by stern want compell’d to sigh, 

Shall now rejoice; for now again 
They bread, the staff of life, enjoy. 
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Oj let the Nation grateful prove ! 

Let every fane with praise resound 
To the Almighty Power above. 

Who hath the year with goodness crown’d. 

Oct. 25, 1813. 
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WRITTEN EARLY IN SPRING 1814. 

Now Winter, that sadden’d my bosom so sore. 
At length to the fair blooming Spring-time gives 

place:— 
O, how I rejoice to see Nature once more 

Becoming all harmony, beauty, and grace! 

Long—long, quite deserted my cottage has been. 
And heavily by my dull moments did move; 

But the sweet month of May is returning again. 
To restore me the friends whom I tenderly love. 
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Then Charlotte, the friend tried for many a year. 

With Jane and Maria, will oftentimes come. 
My heart with their sweet conversation to cheer. 

And grace with their presence my lone cottage 
home. 
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ON 

THE RETURN OF PEACE. 

At length the Almighty to our prayers 
A gracious ear has given; 

At his behest the Cherub, Peace, 
Once more descends from heaven. 

Oh ! welcome to this warring world. 
Bright stranger of the skies ! 

Lo ! proud Ambition from his throne 
Is hurl’d, no more to rise. 
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Dread War is fled—with Want, and Woe, 

And Havock in his train ; 
And safe within his humble cot 

The peasant smiles again. 

The soldier—all his dangers past. 
His toils and sufferings o’er. 

Enjoys the well-earn’d meed of fame 
Upon his native shore. 

The captive who, in hostile lands. 
Shed many a hopeless tear. 

Restored to home—now clasps again 
All that his heart holds dear. 

The sailor, safe from ocean’s storms. 
His faithful sweetheart meets; 

The merchant now, with joyful heart. 
Reviving commerce greets. 
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Blest Peace ! thou com’st with Hope and Joy, 

And Plenty in thy train; 
Welcome on earth, thou smiling fair. 

And lasting be thy reign! 

June, 1814. 



34 COTTAGE POEMS. 

TO A 

ROBIN REDBREAST. 

IV hat makes my sweet Robin sit lonely all day. 
Without ever trying to compass a lay ? 
Give over, my warbler ! Well might’st thou repine, 
If thy fate had but been as ungentle as mine. 

Thou mourn’st to see rude winds now baring each 
tree. 

Hedge and field, which did yield food and shelter 
to thee: 

I mourn Friends who lie in graves silent and cold. 
And whose like upon earth I shall never behold. 
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Pass but a few months, and dull Winter is o'er, 
And Spring will again all thy pleasures restore : 
But on while I journey through life, I must mourn. 
For my joys are departed no more to return. 

Oct. 26, 1814. 



36 COTTAGE POEMS. 

ON THE 

DEATH OF THE AUTHOR’S NIECE, 
AGED THREE YEARS. 

Fair Flower of Hope ! the Muse laments that fate 
Has to thy bloom allow’d so short a date ; 
Laments thee blasted in thy infant years. 
And to thy parents’ joins her sighs and tears. 

Painful thy passage to the darksome tomb; 
But bless’d are all thy moments now to come: 
Lo ! thy pure spirit wings its flight through air, 
The transports of the blest in heaven to share. 

June, 1815. 
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MY ABSENT FRIEND. 

My Absent Friend is good and kind. 
Of gentlest manners she’s possess’d, 

I ne’er had lonely sat and pined. 
Had fate near mine her dwelling placed ; 

For many a time would sympathy 
Have led her steps to visit me. 

My Absent Friend is jocund too. 
She many a pleasant tale can tell; 

Great is her wit, and there are few 
Who can at singing her excel— 

How merrily, if she were nigh. 
Would all my days and nights pass by ! 
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But though I’m not to be so blest. 

And though she dwells far far from me. 
Dear shall she still be to this breast, 

And still its fondest prayer shall be. 
That every blessing may attend 
Through life—upon my Absent Friend. 

1815. 
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TO 
MASTER ROBERT IRVING. 

I to my little fav’rite Friend 
The accustom’d yearly present send. 

With many an ardent prayer 
And heart-felt wish, that night and day. 
And that from youth to age, he may 

Be" Heaven’s peculiar care. 

Long life be thine; likewise with health 
And happiness, the only wealth 

That’s real below the skies ; 
And whate’er other good there be 
That's prized on earth. Heaven grant it thee. 

And make thee good and wise. 
9 
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To thee may knowledge ope her page ; 
Or to instruct, or charm the age. 

Be thine the art, I pray; 
And mine the fate be to become 
With thee, dear Boy ! acquaint on some 

Not very distant day. 

1816. 
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EMBLEMS OF HUMAN LIFE. 

By the brook which steals away. 
Without stop, or without stay. 
To the ocean, taught am I 
How my months and years pass by. 
The leaf falling from the tree, 
A just emblem is of me. 
Lately it was fresh and fair; 
But it now (grown brown and sere) 
Drops to earth; so must this frame 
Turn to dust from whence it came. 
Day resembles human life. 
With its noise, and cares, and strife. 
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Night reminds me of the tomb. 
With its silence and its gloom. 
As the taper, which yields light 
To my cottage-room at night. 
When extinguish’d or burnt out. 
Spreads a stench   
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INVITATION TO THE MUSE. 

Return, my Muse ! and plume thy wing; 
Too long hast thou a vagrant been ; 

Return once more, my Muse ! and sing, 
To charm my lonely hours again. 

Return, my Muse ! no longer fear 
The Winter’s chilling cold and gloom; 

The air is balm, the sky is clear. 
And earth all fragrance and all bloom. 

Green is our pleasant Summer-seat, 
And leaves our fav’rite tree adorn; 

O deign with me there oft to meet. 
As thou wast wont at eve and morn ! 
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Come, gentle Muse ! without delay. 

And sing till Echo in the grove 
Repeats the sound, and let the lay 

Be such as Anna may approve. 
July. 
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TO 

AN ACQUAINTANCE, 
INCLINED TO EMIGRATE ON ACCOUNT OF HIS BEING 

UNSUCCESSFUL IN LOVE. 

Why wilt thou leave thy native vale behind. 
Thy peaceful home, and every well-known scene ? 

Why wilt thou quit thy friends and parents kind. 
For some strange clime beyond the western main ? 

What though thy Mary false to thee has proved ? 
Still many a maiden dwells on Eden’s side. 

Who well by thee may be esteem’d and loved• 
Choose from the throng a more deserving bride. 
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To Hymen’s fane conduct the willing maid. 

Whose beauty charms, whose modest worth en- 
dears ; 

And filial love, too, calls on thee to aid 
Thy parents dear ii» their declining years. 

Thy faithful wife, thy children, and thy cot. 
Shall prove to thee the source of pleasures true; 

Of nameless pleasures, which can ne’er be bought 
By all the wealth of India or Peru. 

Apkil, 1817. 
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TO 
MRS A.r 

Dear Madam, send back the little Scotch poem. 
Entitled the “ Braes of Drumlee,” 

Which you borrow’d to read, and carried away. 
One day when you visited me. 

Tis a trifle, I own, yet my boldness (I trust) 
In begging it will not offend ; 

For well dost thou know that a trifle is dear. 
When it is bestow’d by a Friend. 



48 COTTAGE POEMS. 

TO 

MISS C. A. W. 
ON HER BIRTH-DAY, SEPTEMBER 28. 

That all thy future days may be 
As free as this from care. 

As this thy natal day, my Friend, 
Shall ever be my prayer. 

Still fair and gaily may’st thou bloom. 
Improve in every art. 

And every grace, and virtue rare. 
Which wins or charms the heart. 
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May Fortune ever smile on thee ; 

May Health be ever thine ; 
And Love and Friendship, for my Friend, 

A lasting wreath entwine. 

May Hope and Joy, too, on thee wait, 
And many a year roll past. 

Ere thou retirest from earth to charm 
The mansions of the blest. 



50 COTTAGE POEMS. 

OBERON TO HENDERSYDE PARK. 

Ere Anna left thy bowers, sweet Hendersyde ! 
Anna, thy pride, within whose bosom fair 

Good-nature, Truth, and Innocence reside. 
Thou wert to me and all my train most dear. 

Then oft, while closed in sleep was every eye, 
I sported with delight, and tripp'd unseen. 

What time pale Cynthia mildly shone on high. 
Or in thy wood, or o’er thy flow’ry green. 

But now no more I in thy wood will play, 
Or o’er thy green with printless footsteps glide. 

What time pale Cynthia shines, since far away 
From thee the Nymph in quest of health has hied. 
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To some far distant, lonely cave, my way 

I’ll now repair, with all my weeping train. 
And lie forlorn till Health renews her sway. 

And my fair Friend returns to thee again. 



52 COTTAGE POEMS. 

STANZAS 

ON HEADING IN THE NEWSPAPERS OF THE DEATH OF 
HIS* A  M— OF A WHO VISITED ME AT 
FERNEY-HILL IN MAY 1806. 

My heart with bitter anguish bleeds, 
I sigh and weep full sore; 

For I have learn’d from that sad -page, 
That Anna is no more. 

Still in my mem’ry lives the hour 
That she from Ednam hied. 

And sat with me on my green seat, 
The hawthorn hedge beside. 
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Health then was smiling on her cheek ; 
She bloom’d so fair and gay, 

I little thought, alas ! how soon 
She’d join her parent clay ! 

I little thought how very soon 
The grass would o’er her wave; 

That Alne of her sweetest flower 
Death would so soon bereave. 

Artless and mild her manners were ; 
Hers was each virtue rare; 

. She loved to succour the distress’d. 
And dry the mourner’s tear. 

Oh, sun ! shine sweetly on the grave. 
Where Anna lies at rest; 

Oh ! lightly, lightly lie, thou turf, 
Upon her gentle breast. 

June, 1806. 
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There is a grave by that lime tree. 
Whose green leaves rustle with the air. 

To which at morning, and at noon. 
And silent eve, I will repair: 

To which I duly will repair. 
O’er it a sorrowing sigh to heave. 

And with a briny tear to bathe 
The grass which over it doth wave : 

By which I’ll often pensive sit. 
And which I often will bestrew 

With many a bud, with many a flow’r 
Of sweet perfume and lovely hue: 
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For in that grave the Friend is laid. 

The Friend who was so dear to me. 
The youthful Friend, whose like again 

I never more can hope to see. 



ON 
SAINT PETER’S DENIAL OF CHRIST. 

A FRAGMENT. 

Not know the Man who lately in thy sight 
Made the dumb speak, the cripple walk upright. 
Made gladness spring up in the mourner’s breast. 
And gave unto the heavy-laden rest ? 
And raised the dead, and walk’d upon the deep. 
And lull’d the tempest by his word asleep ? 
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THE SEA-GULL, 
OCCASIONED BY THE DRAINING OF THE BERRY-MOSS. 

Hude Winter flew off to the north. 
Where blasts long had sadden’d the year. 

And Spring softly-smiling came forth, 
Again drooping Nature to cheer. 

The birds to their songs them betook, 
That sat all the winter and mourn’d ; 

And the Sea-gull the ocean forsook. 
And back to her old haunt return’d. 
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Joy fill’d her fond heart as she hied 

Again from the wave-beaten shore. 
But it vanish’d away when she spied 

Her favourite waters no more. 

With bosom fast-heaving with sighs. 
She flew ’neath a neighbouring shade. 

Then cast all around her sad eyes, 
And thus (so the Muse thought) she said 

“ Ah ! where shall I now bend my flight ? 
Ah ! whither shall I now repair ? 

The waters no more meet my sight. 
Which were to my bosom so dear. 

“ No longer, alas ! in the Spring, 
My flight from the sea must I bend— 

No longer with joy on the wing 
Fly thither the Summer to spend. 
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“ Or search in these fields for my fare. 

Or joyfully sit all the day. 
Along with my fellows, to rear 

My brood ’mongst these rushes in May. 

“ Ye hills and ye vallies, farewell! 
Fate now hath exiled me from you ; 

My haunt, which I’ve long loved so well, 
I bid you forever adieu !’’ 

The poor helpless bird said no more. 
But on the wing mounted again. 

And sorrowing flew to the shore. 
Unto the hoarse waves to complain. 
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WAR SONG. 

Long has our Isle, firm as the rock 
Upon her sea-girt shore, the shock 

Of envious foes withstood. 
And still she shall be blest and free. 
We arm to guard that liberty 

Our sires bought with their blood. 

Shall we e’er crouch to Gallia’s sway. 
Or live to mourn that fatal day. 

To Europe’s hopes a grave ? 
No ! though destruction ’whelm the land, 
Against our foes we’ll bravely stand, 

And George and Britain save. 
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Yes, in the day that to our coasts 
Gaul’s Ruler dares to lead his hosts. 

Fast forward rush will we. 
Like patriots brave, like brothers true. 
The rash invaders to subdue, 

And hail our country free. 

O thou, to all our bosoms dear. 
Freedom ! revered and loved, we swear 

With thee to live or die: 
That hour (if such the will of Heaven) 
In which thou from our Isle art driven. 

Shall see us breathless lie. 



COTTAGE POEMS. 

ON SEEING THE 
FIRST FLOWERS OF THE SPRING, 

(march 1818.) 

The sorrow to which I have long been a prey. 
With the gloom of the Winter is flying away; 
The flowers on the earth have begun to appear. 
And they tell that my time of enjoyment draws near. 

Joy, joy to my heart! Now quickly I’ll get 
Oft abroad from the hearth in the sunshine to sit. 
Or to lie at my ease on the green sward reclined. 
And ponder and read as my fancy’s inclined. 
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And soon shall the pleasure be mine to enjoy 
The sight of the fields, and the trees, and the sky; 
To inhale the fresh breeze, and to hear the bird’s 

song. 
Or mine own native stream as it babbles along. 

And ere July’s sweet flowers from the earth dis- 
appear. 

My dearly-loved wandering friend will be here ; 
And her presence will rapture recall to my breast; 
This, this is the joy which will crown all the rest. 



64 COTTAGE POEMS. 

ON THE 

RETURN OF THE FINE WEATHER, 
(SEPTEMBER 9, 1817.) v 

The drenching rains are o’er at last; 
The clouds which long have overcast 
The face of Heaven, now fly away, 
And smiling is the solar ray. 

Again the Eden limpid grows. 
And gently down the valley flows ; 
And Redbreasts chaunt their joys with glee 
From cottage-roof, and hedge, and tree. 

10 
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The Fowler’s at his cruel sport— 
Hark ! ’tis his fatal tube’s report; 
And see, the jovial reaper bands, 
O’erspread the ready harvest lands ! 

Joyous each heart,—Why cannot I 
Share as I wont the general joy ? 
Why sit I sadly all the day ? 
Why fails my Muse the wonted lay ? 

The Friend, whose presence did impart 
Full many a rapture to my heart. 
For many a well-remember’d year. 
Now cannot bend her way to cheer. 

The fav’rite Friend, whose praise was fame. 
For whom I nursed a poet’s flame ; 
My pride and glofy now resides. 
Where Amo or famed Tiber glides. 
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But I perchance may yet be blest; 
The hours, the days, roll onward fast; 
And she, in health’s fresh bloom, once more 
Will seek her loved her native shore. 

And when she has re-cross’d the main. 
Each scene will have its charms again ; 
And then I’ll take my lyre, and sing 
Till all my native valleys ring. 
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FAIR ANNA. 

W ho, through the wood from Hendersyde, 
Oft to my lonely cottage hied. 
And me with looks of pity eyed ? 

Fair Anna! 

Who books to me would bring or send. 
And shake my hand and call me friend. 
While her soft eyes on me did bend ? 

Fair Anna! 
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Who oft to me with her hand fair. 
An apple brought or honey pear, 
And in their season berries rare ? 

Fair Anna! 

Who brought me flowers of fairest hue. 
Which round their sweetest odours threw. 
And for my muse gave me themes new ? 

Fair Anna ! 

At smiling morn, whose willing feet 
Conducted to my grassy seat,, 
And cheer’d me with her converse sweet ? 

Fair Anna ! 

Who mark’d with me, at dawn of day. 
The glow which on the landscape lay. 
Shown by the sun’s declining ray ? 

Fair Anna! 
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My simple lays who did applaud. 
And sooth’d my heart when it was sad. 
And when she saw me well was glad ? 

Fair Anna! 

Can I of her unmindful be ? 
No ! no ! while there is life in me, 
I will—I will remember thee. 

Fair Anna! 



70 COTTAGE POEMS. 

ON 
THE RETURN OF SPRING, 

(1818.) 

Now Winter away to the north takes his flight, 
And Spring coming forth to cheer nature I see, 

With bosom-felt rapture, with tears of delight. 
That season was wont to be welcomed by me. 

But in vain now to me that sweet season doth come, 
I sigh and I weep now to see it appear; 

For now 'twill bring flow’rets to strew on the tomb 
Of the friend who was unto my bosom so dear. 
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LINES 
ON COMING TO LIVE AT EDNAM, IN THE COTTAGE IN 

WHICH I WAS BORN. (JUNE 16, 1806.) 

T he years of my youth I’ve been longforced to spend 
Frae my dear native village awa, 

Frae Eden’s sweet banks, frae the dear little cot, 
Whar the light o’ the day I first saw. 

But as the puir hare, when wi’ sair bursting heart, 
She’s chaced wi’ the hounds o’er the fields. 

Returns to the spot where she started at first, 
And, panting, her life on it yields ; 



72 COTTAGE POEMS. 
Sae I to my dear native village come back, 

To this cot of my mother’s and mine. 
And there where my first breath unconscious 

drawn. 
My last I will also resign. 



COTTAGE POEMS. 73 

TO MISS  , 
ON THE APPROACH OF WINTER. (OCTOBER 10, 1804.) 

Rude Winter, O Anna, now frowning draws nigh. 
And before him the sweet smiling Summer does fly— 
A tear dims mine eye, and a sigh rends my heart, 
For with that sweet season you’ll from me depart. 

How happy I am while you dwell near my cot. 
What joys and what raptures then fall to my lot! 
They in mine eyes glisten, and glow in my heart. 
I’d tell them, but language it cannot impart. 
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What I feel when thou dost to my lonely cot hie. 
To sooth me when sick, and my wants to supply; 
Nor yet when thou com’st to my green grassy seat 
With a book, and to cheer with thy converse so sweet. 

Clouds darken the hills, chill and cold is the air. 
The hawthorn which shelter’d my green seat grows 

bare; 
My heart heaves a sigh, no kind friend to my home. 
In the dull days of Winter, to cheer me will come. 

But while I sit lonely, may happiness be, 
With health, hope, and joy, never absent from thee; 
I pray, too, that Heaven its angels may send, 
To guard thee from danger, O Anna, my Friend! 



COTTAGE POEMS. 75 

LINES 
ON THE DEATH OF ME S ■— R  ■ 

The soul of R from earth’s now flown, 
And from my sight for ever he is gone; 
No more his heart for me will friendship warm. 
No more his social converse will me charm. 

At morn, or noon, or at the close of day. 
No more he’ll teach me how to frame the lay; 
Ah! why did I escape the fatal blow. 
Which laid my worthy Friend and Patron low ! 



76 COTTAGE POEMS. 
But soft! I’ll stop the unavailing sigh— 
When a few more short, weary years pass by. 
My soul will leave this dust-sprung frame and rise, 
To meet and dwell with his above the skies. 



COTTAGE POEMS. 77 

WRITTEN JANUARY 1, 1810. 

Another year is now begun, 
And still myself I find 

With Health, the truest riches, blest. 
And a contented mind. 

Bread and a home are still my lot. 
And still I’ve clothes to wear ; 

And still some friends are left, my life 
To sweeten and to cheer. 

For these, and thousand blessings more, 
Thy goodness lends to me. 

My God ! my gratitude sincere 
I render unto thee. 



78 COTTAGE POEMS. 
j 

VERSES TO MISS ANDERSON. 

Thou might’st have come, thou might’st have gone. 
And all unknown to me. 

But well thou knew’st that William’s heart 
Still faithful is to thee. 

Thy name was not upon his tongue, 
But never shall his heart 

With the remembrance of thy worth. 
And gentle virtues part. 

Still sacred shall his mem’ry hold 
Thy heart sincere and kind. 

Thy heart with each fine feeling fraught. 
And graces of thy mind. 
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This heart is thine—thou might’st have pass'd 
Upon thy destined way. 

But still his heart shall be thine own 
Until life’s latest day. 

August, 1816. 



80 COTTAGE POEMS-. 

EPITAPH. 

Though he that moulders in this silent clay 
Was doom’d in life’s sequester'd vale to stray. 
Yet he possess’d, what few can boast, a mind 
Firm and sincere, and generous and kind. 

If Heav’n had bless’d him with wealth’s plenteous 
store. 

The poor and houseless would have sought his door; 
He was in life the father and the friend— 
His was the dying Christian’s peaceful end. 
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Soft be thy sleep, my father ! may my mind 
Like thine be ever to God’s will resign’d ; 
And when this mortal life I shall resign. 
Oh, may some kind friend lay my bones with thine! 



COTTAGE POEMS. 

TO CHEERFULNESS. 

Come, Cheerfulness, soft smiling queen ! 
Come, soft enchantress of the soul! 

Come, with thy always pleasing mien. 
And reign in me without controul. 

Best good that Heaven has lent mankind. 
With smiles thy face has always dress’d 

Come, dwell for ever in my mind! 
Come, take possession of my breast! 

Thy presence then will care beguile, 
I’ll think no more on my sad state; 

On all the ills of life I’ll smile. 
And be contented with my fate. 
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My hours will then with pleasure move. 

My moments all be free from care; 
Free as the linnets of the grove. 

The wing’d inhabitants of air. 

My years will pass as in a dream. 
On pleasure’s wings fly quickly o’er. 

Like the soft murmuring halcyon stream, 
Which glides along its happy shore. 

My humble cot, O deign to cheer ! 
Bright visitant! Oh smile on me. 

Loveliest of nymphs! my fond prayer hear. 
Celestial fair ! come dwell with me. 



84 COTTAGE POEMS. 

TO THE 
OLD WHEELED CARRIAGE, 

WHICH HAD CARRIED ME FOR MANY YEARS. 

Now, since thji service I no longer need, 
Shalt thou for children be a play-thing made. 
Or yet neglected, like old lumber lie ? 
No; thou shalt now a holiday enjoy. 
A little cot (thanks to kind friends) is mine. 
And I'll to thee a place in it assign. 
Where thou shalt stand, and oft to memory 
Recall the happy hours I’ve pass’d in thee; 
And till the vital spark hath left my heart. 
I’ll never with my good old servant part. 
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DIRGE. 

On dear departed Johnny’s grave 
Shall grow the earliest grass of Spring j 

And Redbreasts there at mom and eve 
Throughout the varied year shall sing. 

And there shall fall Night’s softest dew; 
And there shall maidens bend their feet; 

And village hinds their flowers shall strew. 
And bid his sleep be soft and sweet. 

And Pity, with her melting mien. 
Shall often with the Muse repair; 

And sacred Friendship’s weeping train, 
O’er Johnny’s grave to shed the tear. 



86 COTTAGE POEMS. 

A PRAYER 
FOR A REVEREND FRIEND IN DISTRESS. 

(april 1806.) 

Thou Great Supreme, who rulest in Heaven, 
In earth, and sea, and air. 

From whom all things which are have sprung, 
O hear my prayer sincere! 

If ’tis thy holy will, restore 
Health to the Friend again, 

Who outstretch’d lies upon the bed 
Of sickness and of pain. 
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Or, if thy wisdom hath decreed 

That he must pass the bourne. 
Leave this low scene of guilt and tears. 

And unto dust return,— 

Be with him in the hour of death, 
And bear his soul on high. 

To dwell in everlasting bliss 
With thee above the sky! 



88 COTTAGE POEMS. 

TO 
MISS  . 

Since thou again from hence must fly, 
Anna, my best, my dearest Friend! 

May guardian angels leave the sky. 
And guide thy steps where’er they bend. 

When thou forsakest thy native land. 
And seek’st yon Isle,* so fair and gay, 

May gentle gales thy sail expand. 
And waft thee o'er the watery way. 

Madeira. 
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And while thy footsteps linger there, 

May every day pass with delight; 
And visions of thy friends so dear. 

Descend to cheer thee every night. 

Farewell, my Friend ! to think on me 
I crave that thou wilt sometimes deign ; 

My bosom dead to joy shall be. 
Until I meet with thee again. 

Sept. 20, 1808. 



90 COTTAGE POEMS. 

ON DEATH. 

Death is the dread of every clime ; 
How powerful is his sway ! 

All things that breathe the breath of life 
His powerful arm obey. 

All that live on the earth, in air. 
Or sea, confess his might; 

But on mankind to wreck his hate 
His soul takes most delight. 

He leaves the wretched to prolong 
Their days of pain and care; 

And hurries off the fortunate 
In midst of their career. 
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He, shadow like, the aged leaves 

Upon the earth to stray; 
And shoots his arrows at the youtlg. 

Who think not of his day. 

He to the grave joys to behold 
The weak the vigorous bear; 

And the sad sire erect a tomb. 
To hold his children dear. 

All flesh, without distinction, he 
Sweeps from below the skies; 

And lays them soon like to the clod. 
Which in the valley lies. 

Shall Death o’er all the human race 
Thus triumph evermore ? 

No; the hour hastens on apace. 
When his reign shall be o’er. 
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Yes ! Man’s triumphing day anon 

Comes, when it said shall be, 
“ O Death! where is thy sting ? O Grave 

Where is thy victory ?" 
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WRITTEN BEFORE GOING TO SLEEP. 

Now the bright orb of day is gone 
To light up other skies; 

And hidden with night’s sable robes, 
The face of Nature lies. 

Care, with his daily toils, is done. 
And hush’d is every sound 

With which the village rang all day. 
And silence reigns around. 

The inmates of the neighbouring cots 
To their repose have gone; 

And I within my lonesome shed 
Sit pensive and alone. 

10 
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Apart I sit with no kind friend. 

Nor sweet companion near. 
With social talk or jocund tale. 

The weary hours to cheer. 

Ah me ! should danger now intrude— 
Put there’s a Power above. 

Who ne’er fails those who trust his care. 
Who will my safety prove. 

My mind, enliven’d by this thought. 
Hath every fear forgot ; 

And I’ll likewise to rest repair, 
Contented with my lot. 
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ON HEARING 
MISS M. S. A. 

SING ON A STORMY DAY IN AUTUMN. 

The chilling wind and rain one day 
Beat hard against my humble cot. 

As in it pensively I sat. 
Reflecting on my wayward lot. 

But quickly ceased my heart to mourn— 
Quickly to heave the sigh forgot ; 

For Margaret, careless of the storm. 
That hour came to my humble cot. 
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She sat and sang—O, in that hour, 

What rapture to my bosom sprung ! 
How was I charm’d ! I thought ’twas some 

Inhabitant of heaven who sung. 

The peasants heard—“ Wrhat means that sound 
Which falls so sweetly on the ear ?” 

“ Ah ! ’tis from William’s cot,” they cried. 
And gather’d round in haste to hear. 

She sang the Exiled* Youth so sweet. 
My soul was lost in ecstacy; 

More sweetly soothing was the strain. 
For Pity bade it flow for me. 

The wind grew calm, the rain it ceas’d, 
Nature rejoiced and smiled anew ; 

And gentle Margaret arose, 
And bade me for that day adieu. 

* Song of an Exile by Miss Bannerman. 
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She’s distant far from Ednam now— 

From me, yet still her strains I hear; 
Still when the blast howls round my cot. 

They come to sooth my fancy's ear. 
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TO A 
LITTLE BOY PLAYING. 

Be thy heart still strung to joy; 
Still then, little Boy, hold on, 

While thou’rt innocent and young. 
While thou’rt to the world unknown ; 

While thy life is in its morn, 
And thy fancy new and gay. 

And wild passion hath not drawn 
Thee aside from virtue’s way 

Ere that trifles cease to please; 
Ere thou feel’st the sorrows, cares. 

And the thousand other ills 
That attend on riper years. 
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Still, dear Boy ! thy sports pursue 

On the flower-enamell’d lea ; 
Happier, gayer hours than these 

Never more expect to see. 
June, 1811. 



100 COTTAGE POEMS. 

TO 
A FRIEND, 

ON LEAVING THE COUNTRY. 

No longer now, on Summer even, 
My gentle Friend will sit by me. 

While sweetly smiles the earth and heaven. 
Beneath my fav’rite church-yard tree; 

Or to my humble cot repair. 
And with her social converse cheer. 

No longer now, while Winter reigns. 
And rudely blows the chilling wind, 

And snow-wreaths cover all the plains, 
And I am to the hearth confined. 

She’ll come at noon, or close of day, 
And talk and sing my cares away. 
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She destined is these vales to leave. 

These vales of which she is the pride; 
Nor must the simple poet grieve 

Since she’s to be a happy bride; 
Since the benignant powers above 
Smile on her constancy and love. 

June 20,1814. 
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THE 

TEARS OF SWITZERLAND. 

How blasted now, how changed my state. 
How fall’n from glory and renown ! 

No more I’m mark’d fair Freedom’s seat. 
No more my sons are call’d her own. 

Fair Freedom from my sons is fled— 
Fled in some happier clime to reign ; 

And low they droop, and bow the head. 
Beneath proud Gallia’s galling chain. 
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Long they for me like patriots fought, 

And stood, though on all sides assail’d ; 
For me and Freedom wonders wrought. 

But Fate and Gallia prevail’d. 

How are they sunk ! upon my dales 
No virgin’s heard to pour her lay ; 

Nor pastoral pipe within my vales. 
Nor shepherd’s song to cheer the day. 

But sadness dwells in every breast; 
Complaints and sighs from every vale. 

Of virgin’s wrong’d, and swains oppress’d, 
Sound mournfully upon the gale. 

The maid bemoans her piteous case. 
Sighs, beats her breast, and sits forlorn ; 

The youth (some tyrant’s train to grace) 
She loved, from her embrace is torn. 



]04 COTTAGE POEMS. 
Does not thy patriot bosom swell. 

Where thou sitt’st in immortal day, 
'to see thy country thus, O Tell, 

Of Gallia’s lawless sons the prey ? 

Infuse thy soul in some bold heart. 
That he may rise all great like thee. 

Again my freedom to assert. 
And from oppression hail me free. 

1803. 
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ANNA, 
A PASTORAt. 

The moon brightly shone in the sky, 
And still were the breezes of night, 

When Anna to Tweed’s banks did hie. 
Where oft she had stray’d with delight. 

Her Colin had left her forlorn. 
And ’twas now to stray and complain; 

Or under some beech-tree to mourn. 
And grieve for the loss of the swain. 

She thus:—“ In these vallies so green. 
On the.°e banks, when my Colin was by. 

Sure never a maiden was seen 
More happy and cheerful than I. 

e2 
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None e’er was so cheerful and gay ; 

How swift then the minutes did flee ! 
Not a moment did then pass away, 

But the next had new raptures for me. 

“ But now come the moments of pain ; 
How heavy, how dull is my heart! 

Since the day that my dear shepherd swain 
To a far distant place did depart. 

That day of my joy was the last; 
For Colin has left me to mourn— 

Has left me ; the day is gone past, 
And the hour that he was to return. 

“ He’s gone to the wars, or has met. 
And loves some more fortunate maid. 

Whose beauty has made him forget 
Poor me, and the banks of the Tweed. 

Adieu now to joy and delight! 
No longer to Colin I’m dear.” 
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She ceased—for a gale of the night 

Brought the song of a swain to her ear. 

Soon after a shepherd appear’d : 
’Twas Colin who hasten’d along; 

She knew him ; with rapture she heard 
That herself was the theme of his song. 

And soon all her jealous alarms 
Did vanish away from her mind 

When Colin flew into her arms. 
And vow’d that he’d ever be kind. 
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A BALLAD. 

When Mary had twall summers seen, 
She was, alas ! bereft 

By death o’ baith her parents dear. 
An’ a poor orphan left. 

1’ th’ warl’ wide there was nae frien’ 
Her tender years to e’e ; 

Sae forced by strang necessity, 
Awa’ to beg gaed she. 

For mony ae lang month an’ day. 
She daunder’d up an’ down, 

Beggin’ an’ tellin’ her sad tale 
To a’ the country roun’. 
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But chance, or else the will o’ heav’n. 

Upon a winter’s day. 
Just at the close, amang the snaw, 

Gart her to tine her way. 

Not knowin’ how or where to gang. 
Nor yet what course to take, 

She sat her down, an’ loudly grat, 
An’ sair she maen did make. 

Young Sandy heard her piteous sabs. 
As frae his sheep he came. 

An’ ran an’ tuik her by the han’. 
An’ led her to his hame. 

An’ placed her upon the hearth. 
An’ up the lire did blaw. 

To warm her feet, baith wat an’ caul’ 
Wi’ wadin’ through the snaw. 
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Bein’ warmed now, she taulid her tale. 

An’ a’ her waes express’d:— 
Compassion saften'd Sandy’s hairt 

Towards his little guest. 

“ Ye’se through the country beg nae mair, 
Thus unto her he said; 

“ But ye sail now here dwall wi’ me. 
An’ be my cottage maid." 

He said nae mair, but silent sate, 
O’erjoy’d she gae consent— 

He knew the treasure not whilk Heaven 
That night unto him sent. 

Full five years dwalt she i’ his cot. 
An’ ilka day saw he 

Proofs o’ the guidness o’ her hairt. 
Truth an’ fidelity. 
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She waxed taper, straight, an’ tall. 
An’ grew unto the view 

Far bonnier than the new-blawn rose 
Whan wat wi’ mornin’ dew. 

Blue were her e’en, her temper mild 
As that o’ lamb or dove ; 

He lang esteem’d her, but at length. 
Esteem grew into love. 

He tauld the wishes o’ his hairt. 
He woo’d her for his bride. 

An’ she, a’ innocence an’ truth, 
Not lang the lad denied. 

He led her blushin’ to the kirk. 
An’ there he pledged his vow. 

That to his faithfu’ cottage lass 
He wad through life prove true. 
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INVITATION TO MISS A  
JUNE, is<xr 

O leave Edina for a while, 
Thou loved, thou friendly fair. 

And to the Ednam pastor’s cot 
Without delay repair. 

The blasts of wayward spring have ceased. 
The summer’s in the prime, 

The west wind blows to warm the earth. 
And happy is the time. 
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The flowers all are in the bloom. 
Their odour fills the air, 

And every hedge, and tree, and field. 
Is pleasant, green, and fair. 

The merry lark, high in the air. 
Sings all the live-long day; 

The thrush and blackbird from each tree 
Poiir their sweet mellow lay. 

Love, peace, and health, walk hand in hand. 
The Eden’s haughs among; 

And sweet she murmurs as she rolls 
Her pebbled bed along. 

Full soon the Summer takes his flight, 
O from Edina hie. 

Thou loved, thou best of friends, and taste 
His pleasures ere they fly. 
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The friends you have on Eden’s banks, 

All long, long you to see ; 
Their kindest welcome they will give. 

Believe the bard, to thee. 

They will prove kind, believe thy bard. 
And as for him, his breast 

Shall glow with joy unfeign’d, whene’er 
You deign to be his guest. 

Clean shall his floor be swept, and blithe 
He on his flute will play ; 

And often thee to entertain 
He’ll frame some pleasing lay. 

O leave Edina for a while. 
Thou loved, thou friendly fair. 

And to the Ednam pastor’s cot 
Without delay repair. 



COTTAGE POEMS. 115 

VERSES 
OCCASIONED BY THE DEATH OP SIK WILLIAM FORBES 

OF PITSLIGO, BART. DECEMBER 28, 1806. 

Forbes, from all the ills of life at rest. 
Now lies within the peaceful grave reclined ; 

He all the virtues and the arts possess’d 
Which ever bless’d, or e’er adorn’d mankind. 

His bosom was humane ; a pitying ear 
To sorrow’s wail he ne’er refused to lend ; 

He loved to wipe away the mourner’s tear, 
And be to every helpless man a friend. 



116 COTTAGE POEMS. 
Many to independence raised has he. 

Many who houseless o’er the heath did roam 
A prey to winter’s cold and penury, 

Has he restored to plenty and a home. 

Thousands were daily by his bounty fed ; 
His soul was pious, just, sincere, and wise— 

But cease, my Muse ! the merit of the dead 
Is best read in his country’s tears and sighs. 
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THE 
SOLDIER’S FATHER’S LAMENT. 

The youth who was so dear to me, 
The boy whom I did so adore. 

Has fallen in the victory. 
And I shall ne’er behold him more. 

Enchanting was his youthful air. 
And manly was his form and fine : 

I thought he would live many a year, 
To gladden this fond heart of mine. 
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I hoped, and often said, that he. 

When time these locks had render’d grey. 
Would with his filial piety 

My love and all my cares repay. 

But all my thoughts and hopes were vain. 
Was ever father so distress’d ! 

Thrice bless’d, I ween, I would have been. 
If he at home had breath’d his last. 

For I had then catch’d his last sigh. 
And then I likewise would have hied 

Oft times with melancholy joy. 
And wept his silent bed beside. 

But that relentless fate denied, 
Mine this sad joy must hever be. 

My comely boy was slain, and lies 
Far from his native land and me. 



COTTAGE POEMS. 119 
Now unto joy I’ll bid farewell. 

Let hope to happier fathers flee; 
And come, O grief! and in me dwell. 

And ever my companion be. 

1809- 

THE END. 
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