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The Lad by The Reverend W.F Marshall

| mind the year he took up with me,
The ploughin’ had just begun,

I’d watch him leadin’ the horses roun’,
The dhrunken scutcher’s son!
Little | thought that afterwards
More than a son he'd be,

For his father died in a water-shough
An’ he come to live with me.

He was odd in a way; | think he heered
What nobody else could hear,
An’ he seen what | could never see,
The more my sight was clear.
The top of a hill bewitched him still,
An’ the flame at the mountain’s rim,
But a running’ burn was the best of all
For he sayed it sung till him.

There were some that went that far as to say

He was sure to turn out wil’,
But the wee lad grew till he grew man big
An’ kep the heart of a chile
The longer he lived about the place
The less | had to fear.
There was never a word from him to me
But done me good to hear.

I’'m feelin’ oul’ since he went away,
An’ my sight is gettin’ dim;
| niver axed for to keep him back
When they needed men like him.
He’s sleepin’ now where the poppies grow,

In the coat that the bullets tore,

An’ what’'s a wheen of medals to me

When my own wee lad’s no more?
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To a Mouse by Robert Burns
On Turning her up in her Nest, with the Plough, November 1785.

Wee, sleeket, cowran, tim’rous beastie,
O, what a panic’s in thy breastie!
Thou need na start awa sae hasty,

Wi’ bickerin brattle!
| wad be laith to rin an’ chase thee
Wi’ murd’ring pattle!

I’'m truly sorry Man’s dominion
Has broken Nature’s social union,
An’ justifies that ill opinion,
Which makes thee startle,
At me, thy poor, earth-born companion,
An’ fellow-mortall

| doubt na, whyles, but thou may thieve;
What then? poor beastie, thou maun live!
A daimen-icker in a thrave
'S a sma’ request:
I'll get a blessin wi’ the lave,
An’ never miss 't!

Thy wee-bit housie, too, in ruin!
It's silly wa’s the win’s are strewin!
An’ naething, now, to big a new ane,

O’ foggage green!
An’ bleak December’s winds ensuin,
Baith snell an’ keen!

Thou saw the fields laid bare an’ waste,
An’ weary Winter comin fast,
An’ cozie here, beneath the blast,
Thou thought to dwell,
Till crash! the cruel coulter past
Out thro’ thy cell.
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Hunter's Song by Sir Walter Scott

The toils are pitched, and the stakes are set,
Ever sing merrily, merrily;
The bows they bend, and the knives they whet,
Hunters live so cheerily.

It was a stag, a stag of ten,
Bearing its branches sturdily;
He came silently down the glen,
Ever sing hardily, hardily.

It was there he met with a wounded doe,
She was bleeding deathfully;
She warned him of the toils below,
O so faithfully, faithfully!

He had an eye, and he could heed,
Ever sing so warily, warily;
He had a foot, and he could speed—
Hunters watch so narrowly.




