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SCOTCH WORDS.

BY ROBERT LEIGHTON.

They speak in riddles,north beyond the Tweed

The plain, pure English, they can deftly read;

Yet when without the book they come to
speak, -

Their lingo seems half English and half
-Greek.

Their jaws are OHAFTS! “their hands, when

_closed are NEIVES ;.
Their bread’s not cut in slice, but in sHEIVES ,
Their armpits are their oxTers; palms their
LUIFS ; 3
Their men are oHIELDS ; their timid fools are
CUIFS ;

Their lads are caLLaxTs, and their women
LIMMERS, '

Good lasses. dainty QUEAM, and bad ones
LIMMERS.

They THoLE when they endure, SCART when
.they scratch;

And when they give a sample it's a rwatch.

Scolding is flytin’ and a long palaver

Is nothing but a BLETHFR or a HAVBR.

This room they call the surr, and that the
BEN,

And what they do not know, they DINNA KEN.

-

On keen cold days t-hey say the wind BLAWS

SNELL,
And when they wipe %heu' nose they DICHT
their BIKE ;
nd they have words that Johnson could not’
spell
As, UxPn M which means—just anything you
like :
“’_l)lle’ some, though purely English and well
known,
Have yet a Scottish meaning of theu' own.—
To pric's to plead, beat down a thing in
cost ;
To crorr's to purchase and a cough's a host ;
To cRACK is to converse; the LiFr's the sky;
And BairNs are said to ¢reer when children
cry. '
“Wen lost, folk neverask the way they want—
They sriir the gate,and when they yawn they
GAUNT.
A flame’s a LowE; a br 1dge is named a BRIG,
A piece of crockely ware they call a riq.
Speaking of pigs, when Lady Delacour
Was on her celebrated Scottish tour,
One night Asho made lher quarters at the
“Crown.”
“I'he head inn of a we ll knewn county town.
The chambermaid, in lighting her to bed,
Before withdrawing, curtsied low and said—
“This night is cauld, my lady, wad ye please
To hae a pig i’ the bed to warm yer taes?”

“ A pigin the bed to tease! What's that you
say, '

“Me impident! na mem—I mrent: no hardi;
But just the graybeard pig to keep yewarm.”’

‘“Insolent hussy, to afront me 50!

This very instant shall your mistress know.
The bell—there's none, of course—go send
her here.” _ v

“ My mistress, mem, I'dinna need to fear;
In sooth it was hersel’ that bade me spier,

Nae insult,ment ; we thought ye wad be glad
On this cold night, to a'pig i’ the bed.”

h
“Stay, girJj—your wqrdﬁre strange}lf out of
. place,
And yet I see no insult in your face,
Is it a custom in your ‘tountry, then,
For ladies to have pigs in bed with them ?”

“Oh, qﬁita a custom wi’ the gentles mem—
Wi’ gentle ladies, ay, and gentlemen—
And, troth, if single, they would sairly miss

Their hot pig on ageauldrif nicht like_this.”

y . %
“T've seen strange countries—but thig surely.
beats .
Their rudest makeshifts for a warming pan.
Suppose, my girl, I should adopt your plan,
You wou'd not put the pig betwcen the
- sheets.”

 Surely, my l’ldy and nae itherwhere,
Please, mem, ye'll fmd it do the maist gude
there.”

“Fie, fie, 'twould dirty them, and if I keep
In fear of that I know I could not sleep,”’

“YQ'JLJ}ép far better mem. Take my

advice ;
The nicht blaws §nell—the ‘sheets are cauld
as ice ; N

I'll fetch'ye up a fine, warm, cosy pig :
I'll mak’ ye sa comfortable and trig

Wi’ curtins, blankets, ilka kin v" hap,
And warrant ye to‘slccp as sound’s a tap.
As for the fylin o' the sheets—dear me,
The pig's as clean outside as pig can be.
A weel-closed mouth eneuch for ither folk,
But if you like, I'l!l put in a poke.”

“ But Effie—that's your name, I think you
snid—
Do you/yourself, now take & pig to bed?”

“ Eh ! na mem, pigs are only for the grent,
Wha lie on feather beds and sit up late.
Feathers and pigs are no far puir riff raff—

Me and my neiber lassie lie on cauff.”

“ What's that—a calf!
gather,

You and the other lassie sleep together,

Two in a bed with a calf between—

That, 1 suppose, my gh‘l, is what you mean ?”’

If T your sense can

“Ni, na my 1udy—'0d ye're jokin' noo—
We sleep thegether, that isrvery true—
But nocht between us; we lie upon-the vauff.’”

“Well, well, my giyl! T am surprised to hear
Such bm:bn\\ ous ct stoms—Eftie, you may go ;

As for the pig, 7 1 thank you, bu’t—no—no—

You are impertinent-—away. away.”

Ha, ha ! good nwht—excuee me if I laugh—

T'd rather be without both pi

On the retﬁr@ of lady Delacour,
She wrote a.book about her northe tour,
Whereir the facts are graphically told,

That Scottish gentlefolks, when nights are
cold,

Take into bed fat pigs to keep them warm—
While common folks who share their bed in
halves— 7 :
Denied the richer comforts of the farm— .
Can only warm their sheets with lean, cheap
calves. i
' [Liverpool Mercury,

Whe%is a cat like a teapot? When you're
teasin’ it.

TALKS WITH YOUNG MEN.

Bovs, let us be men.~ Lt usbe honest,earnest,
working men, and we shall be noble men. Noble-
1 ess and greatness are not ore, and rerely do we
find them living in prace with -each other. We
may never be what the world calls great,—but
we can be robl: men, and our nobleness can
commencc this very hour and just where we are,
A young man’s first and truest act of nobility is
(o love, honor and protect his parents.  When he
becomes 100’ proud to be seen walking as the staff
of a tottering, helpless fatirer, or to stand by the
bedside of her who is waiting a mowment this side
the river to catch one more ‘gaz>, through the’
fading shadow of the past, of her litile boy lost in
manhood, he is surely fast going dcwn the emi-
negee of manliness.
en we launch our ships on the 'mornil}g"
waves of Thegreatl Sea of life, let us guide them
by the light of home, with the helm of the cradle-
words of our mother. Not until we have left
thome and are wanderers in the curious strange-
aess of a strange land, unnoticed, unleeded,
lunely and weary, will we know, of a truth, what
a mother is.  Then we feel that she is good, and
we bless hcr. Never can I repay my mother's
lkindncss, Her wearied form and her silvering
braids shall be defendgd till that day cometh when
e shall make up Hi&a‘-\vel.e,—nnd then,l wecn,
Heaven will know no kinder,no purer,no brighter
angel than she. When the ever-shining stars
shall wane in the fading of my vision, and the
noisy wotld grow still in my sleep of death, will
i forget her; not till then.

<

Our nextduty we owe fo our country, In pros-
perity she looks with a mother's hope and a
mother’s care upon us, and in the night time of
adversity she leans upoy us asjher staff  Her
glory is our glory, and-her shame is ours also.
What we do for our country we do fqr Gop anl
generations to come. But, boys, would you live
a peaceful, an honest, and a happy life, be not
mere politicians.  Stand by your principles, if
you belicve them to be just. When you barter
them for place you sell all'ydsn are and all you
hope to b=, It is treason to sélf,—.n a<on thacall
elernity cannot wipe out. Let your deeds df\ne
talking ; they are the ne plus ultra of eloqu
WELLINGTON'S speech of s won Waterloo. I"Ie
knew BLUCHER was coming, and, 1iling amid
the ranks, commandd, bold iers, listen!"
Snatching his sword from its scabbard he eut his




