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VANITY FATIR. MAECH 24, 1800,]

THE GENTLE SHEPHERD o
A FEW SCOTS PASTORAL.

Far from that ceone of mn’nﬁ: wordy war,
Where Fulton croeses birbulent Nassan,

Where, when gome charot overtums thelr stalls,
Pomona's virging mourn theie loss with squalls ;
Where rattling engines *neath the pavement move,
In senso the vivils of mechines ahove 3 o
Far from those dens where, gworn the mails to cheat,
Paris, Vienna, London, Berlin meet ;

Where o'er soma forelzn journal's hacked remaina,
Paste-pot and shears perform the work of brains ;
Where "neath thelr master's most nreertuin eye,
Unhappy toilersstale lnmpoons supply ;

Where, Tneath the infloence of thal mogie squint,
They smenr 11es libels on the smallest Lint 3
From mud familiar sod eongenial noise,

Jamde vetired to taste bucolic Joys.

At leisurs stretehed beneath nmbengeous trees,

He snoosed inquict—sorteh’d himself ut ease;
Aud, as some butcher when his toils ate o'er,
Slanghters and snores and anifs a fancled gors ;
Az goma etale punk, shut ng in Blackwell's leep,
Dresins of Mive Paints, nod pilfers in her sleep,

B0 Jumie dreamed, buranial towers below,

OF wicions joya, to wake to victuons we,

Orlike a it who epulent has grown,

Hy midnight scouringe of te fragmnt town,

On many an ancient seent, in memory dweli
And ploes, ‘mong roser, for secustonted smells
And weeps, uirheeding the perfumer's art,

Th' Arablsn gales that hovered Yroond Dis el ;
Onr Jamie mourned, as each descending sun,

© Baw him to bed, no dirty bosiness done ;

Ho "midet the blossoass of his blsoming seat,
wl:ﬂptbe retirenent that aill kept lim sweet ;
T py Qorgdon! of what avail

To drenimn of %, atil attend his kail 7

Vainly with honest Scoteh he fecds his nose ;
Vainly he snifis the strongest Athol brose ;

. Vainly for lim neat Phylifs boils or bakes

e wonlly sheep’s-head or the oaten eakos,
80 when great Edwin with acoostomed din,

Az bluel ongside as Jamie is within,)

thetlo plays, the pulleries benr hin mourn—
And wish *iwas troe—his ecenpation gose.

 Better than this, eries Jeems, © the poignant
My shoulders felt, when ol the uplifted cane ;
Batter than this ihat numeless moist galute ;
The doubled fisé, the high, uplifted boot ;

Batter the thrusts of e Tonest pen,

‘The fear of woman and the seorn of men;
Better the general town's indiznant hiss
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|

Or gtill contempt, than such o fate pe this." The® wi & scorn too desp for wards or blows, ‘ ‘
|

‘ |

i

He gpake ; and summoniog o bis ancient side, Indignant fingers seek that comely nose ;

The bairn he loved, his own and Flumgut's pride, Bear, a8 I've borne, a still unshrinking part ;

He sang his sovrows, and the bairn replied. Eicks are not kicks, when coppers beal the smart,
O Janrs, FProve 1o the world, agningt the general mind,

That moral monsters can repeat their kind,
Ye ken, my wean, in days of auld lang ayne,

Before thess bigging and this gear were mine, Youxa Jaus.

My eiller sma’, | aften felt afrid I hear you, give, but these evening airs
To by the oinfment that my pangs allay'd. Bhould chill your aged frame, we,ll g0 to grayors,
Foortith the bogls dogg'd me lang and sair ; (1 &ey_adcr the nastla.)

Bannocke I'd nane—of bawbees had nae mair § T

Aweorne oy fate! but when I'd tarried lang,

Linclk cam' at last and cam’ too wl' & bang.
Youss Jase

Go on mon pére, and to yonr bairm relate,
What Plumgut suved you from a pavper's fade.

Oup Jamre.

Abling ye've heard or rend of banld Rob Roy 3

How he agreed, if Lonlands paid him weel,

Tae fanid to scatter and n * b0 steal,

He took their gowd and spar i them, head and tail

The gowd ha teok was aften ca’d Black Mail.

Bao when T chanc’d to ken some ruefn’ gent

Had done the deed he wad na hae in prent, !

I gard him bring me meikle cash ye eee

And gif he brought enow, he went Scot free.
Vouka Jami

|
Gie me your Ing, and hear the lave, my boy ! ‘ |
|
|

Go on, my sire!  But say, twixt you and I, -
Buppose he paid noi?

i
| Onp Jamrz,
! Paid vl 1ot iy ¢
|
| ‘

| Gif he had freends, T made them o furn cauld §
| | Gif he had faes, T made them mockle bauld,

J Had be a wite, and wad no hee his shame

] Break her s

Bae when he, cannier, tried bis lnok anee mair,
He took enow, and Jumie had his ghare,

Youse Jamre

t heart, I brolie it &* the same,

Your wisdom striles with awe » simple tar ;
Go ony T pray yout my segacions pal

Oon Jamg,
Hont tont, mon ! wad ye ken my varions wiles ? L ||
Can ve nee resd ¥ Gae read my nobls files ! i ] !
Read how wi' mony a lnp |
der Enapp ; |

i, in hideous black and white,

at, God ' baptismal rita ;

And av'ry morning brnwher blasphem'd

The thinga that daft auld leddies boly desm?d !
3 ule unusual noise,

wanton hoys,

-] e
While charch and brothel figu
The blow that laid puir Ellen Jewett dead
Gave we s boost, #nd so T went ahaad |
Wad yelen muin?
. Yousg Jamis.
Tha vest, my father, tell !
Onn Jamis,

T put your mither, bairn, in prent as well, i

To ' the mob ker mony virtuee told ; !

Folk star’d astonish'd—but the papers sold, I |
|

When you, a wae thing, in this warld were born,
Fondly I wrote with w' a deddy’s y

i Call'd you Le Jeune and Editesr besi ¥ I
| Bre ye were famous from your earfiest day. | I
Wi Jawrm, i
Such kindness, sire, O how can T repay 1 \ |
Onp Jamr. |
Wad ye repay me O beloved son ! H

|

Keep up the d, and Jdo as T hae done, I
When I'm nae mair, the' on thy sonnding back |

The cudgels cruel fall wi' mony & thwaek ;




