POOR MALILIES ELEGY.,

AMENT inrhyme, lament in profe,
W1’ {faut tears trickling down your nofe;
Our Bard:es fate 1s at a clofe,
Paft a’ remead!
The laft, {ad cape-ftane of his woes
Poor Mailie’s dead !

It’s no the lofs o’ warl’s gear,
‘That could {fae bitter draw the tear,

Or make our Bardie, dowie, wear

The mourning weed :
He’s loft a friend and neebor dear,
In Maziiie dead.

Thro’ a’ the town fhe trotted by him ;

A lang half-mile the could defcry him;
W1’ kindly bleat, when fhe did {py him,

She ran wi’ fpeed:
A friend mair faithfu’ ne’er camne nigh him,

"Than Mailie dead.
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I wat {he-was a fbeep o’ {enfe,
An’ could behave herfel wi’ menfe:
I'll fay’t, the never brak a fence, _
Thro’ thievith greed.

Qur Baordie, lanely, keeps the {pence
' Sin’ Mailic’s dead. L

i |
Or, 1f hesvanders up the howe, i E 1
Her living amage 1n ber yowe, E*Ef:
Comes bleating t1ll him, owre the knowe, ‘ |
For bits o’ bread ; lITLEF} |
An’ down the briny pearls rowe | tfl ? m
- Yor Mailie dead. 51[ ;;jil ;
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She was nae get o moorlan tips, E
W1 tauted ket, an’ hairy hips; it
For her forbears were brought in fhips,
Frae 'yont the TWEED: I
A bonier flee/b ne’er crofs’d the clips |
Than Maiie's dead. 1; il

’ I
Wae worth that man wha firft did {hape, | i

That vile, wanchancie thing—a raep / ft]
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It maks guid fellows girn an’ gape,
W1 chokin dread ;
An’ Robin’s bonnet wave wi’ crape
For Mailie dead.

O, a’ ye Bards on bonie DOON!!
An’ wha on AIRE your chanters tune!
Come, join the melancholious croon

O’ Robin’s reed !

His heart will never get aboon !
His Mailie’s dead!
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