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'E:' AIR F A’ the honelt ruftic {wain,

£ The pride o' a’ our Scottifh plain;

Thou gi'es us joy to hear thy ftrain, |
And notes {ae {weet;

éld Ramfay’s fhade, reviv'd again,
In thee we greet.

Lov’d Thallia, that delightful mufe,
Seem’d long fhut up as a reclufe:

To all fhe did her aid refufe,
Since Allan’s day,
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Till Burns arofe, then did ihe choofe

To grace his lay.

To hear thy fong, all ranks defire;
Sae well thou {trik’{t the dormant lyre,
Apollo, wi’ poetic fire,

Thy breaft did warm,
An’ critics filently admire

Thy art to charm.

Czfar an’ Luath weel can {peak;
‘Tis pity €’er their gabs thould f{leek:
They into human nature keek,

An’ knots unravel;
To hear their leCtures ance a week,

Ten miles I'd travel.

f

Thy dedication to G H i

In unco bonny, hamefpun fpeéch,

Wi winfome glee the heart can teach
A better leflon,

Than fervile bards wha fawn an’ fleech,

- Like beggar’s meflin.
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When flighted love becomes thy theme,
An’ woman’s faithlefs vows you blame,
With fosmuch pathos you exclaim,

In your Lament,
But glanc’'d by the moft frigid dame,

Sl_le wad relent.

The datfy too, you fing wi’ {kill ;
An’ weel ye praife the whitky gill.
- In vain I blunt my fecklefs quill,
| Your fame toraife,
While echo founds, frae ilka hill,
To Burns’s praife.

Did Addifon or Pope but hear,

Or Sam, that critic moft {evere,

A plough-boy fing, wi’ throat fae élear,
They, 1n a rage,

8 ; e ‘
I heir works wad a’ 1n pieces teai

An’ curfe your page.

If I fhould ftrain my rupy throat,

To raife thy praife wi’ {welling note,
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My rude, unpolifh’d ftrokes wad blot
Thy brilliant fhine,
An’ evry paflage I would quote

Seem le{s {fublime,

The tafk I'll drop; wi’ heart fincere
To heav’'n prefent a humble prayer,
That a’ the bleflings mortals fhare
May be, by turns,
Difpens’d with an indulgent care
'T'o Robert Burns.



