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PREFACE
TO THE

SCOTISH MINSTREL.

In presenting the Scotish Minstkel to the Public, we trust that we have

amply fulfilled the engagements into which we entered in the Prospectus,—not

only by the careful selection of the Airs, but also by the addition of Accompani-

ments for the Piano-Forte, composed expressly for the work, and in a style which,

it is hoped, will be found to support the voice without overwhelming it. As this

improvement formed no part of our original plan, the Lovers of Scotish Song

must be satisfied of our anxious desire to render it as generally acceptable as pos-

sible. With regard to the Music and Poetry, we can truly say that is national,

as we have scrupulously avoided the insertion of any airs or verses, however

beautiful, that are not of Scotish origin.

The Scots have been often accused of claiming the Irish music as their own,

and though we wish to act fairly by them, we cannot but doubt the exclusive

right which, in many instances, has been asserted in favour of the sister country.

Burns says, " The wandering minstrels, harpers, and pipers, used to go fre-

quently errant through the wilds of Scotland and Ireland, and so some favourite

airs might be common to both.
1
' From this intercourse, the itinerant minstrels

of either country might widely disseminate their tunes, and each nation might

gradually mould them to its own peculiar character. Of this many instances, we

think, may be traced. The air adapted in this collection to Burns1
song, " The

gloomy night is gatheringfast? which we carefully noted from the singing of an

aged Highland woman several years ago, is very like, in the second strain, to a

well-known Irish tune. If it be of Irish origin, the Highlanders have altered it

to their own scale, which gives it quite a Scotish character ; but may not the

Irish have taken the same liberty ? The similarity of " / Med ns'er a laddie but

ane? to the air, claimed by the Irish, " My lodging is on the cold ground? is also

very striking ; yet this air has long been considered in Scotland to be of native

growth. The air adapted to " Lord Ronald came to his lady's bower? which has

never, that we are aware of, been committed to writing till now, and which ap-

_i
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pears to be formed from the same materials, has been from time immemorial

known among our peasantry ; and " The widow's waiV seems to have been con-

structed from it. The curious in these matters may amuse themselves with tracing

several others, in which the ground-work will be found the same, while the super-

structure varies in its features according to the distinguishing characteristics of

the two countries. We think, therefore, that this point can never be satisfactorily

determined; and if we have inserted any disputed airs, we must just make our

apology in the words of an old song, and say,

" Ireland is a fine countrie,

And the Scots to them are kin."

Besides the songs familiar to every Caledonian, many hitherto unpublished will

be found in this collection,* which, we doubt not, will be highly relished by

those who prefer the simple " breathings of nature
11

to the laboured combina-

tions of art. Not a few of these wild flowers have been gathered from the peasantry

of our country. Several of them, from their extreme simplicity, and the scale

from which they are framed, must satisfy every one acquainted with the charac-

teristics of Scotish music, that they are the compositions of minstrels of a remote

age. Many of the Jacobite songs and airs were taken from the withered lips of

auld himmers and carles, whose bluid yet warms at ilie remembrance of Prince

Charlie,
-f-

According to the plan of this work, several airs have been arranged to the

simple stanzas of olden time, in preference to the more polished verse of modern

days ; for this we need make no apology to him who feels that

" Each simple air his mother sung

Placed on her knee, when helpless young,

Still vibrates on his ear !"

* For many very important contributions of this kind, we have been indebted to several cor-

respondents, who have sent us their offerings with no restriction, but that their names should be

concealed.

-f-
Our obligations have been particularly great, in this way, to old Alister M'Alpine, an

eccentric, but worthy character, well known in the " west countrie ;" who sings snatches of

these Jacobite relics, when they happen to burst on his fast-decaying memory, with a degree of

enthusiasm which we scarcely remember to have seen equalled. It is much to be regretted, that

some person had not committed his songs to writing before the encroachments of time had so

far impaired his recollection ; we feel happy, however, in having been the means of preserving

from unmerited oblivion what yet remains, as in a few short years, in all human probability,

they would have no longer been in existence.
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But, besides our predilection for old rhymes, we fear our good taste will be called

in question for admitting so many lilts and rants into the collection ; and some

may even reckon them silly, and perhaps vulgar. We appeal, however, to all true

Scotish hearts, if these ditties, with all their defects, have-not a nameless charm,

an undefinable attraction, associated, as they often are, with our earliest and

fondest recollections, and

" Intwined with every tender tie,

Memorials dear of youth and infancy."

Some beautiful verses from Leyden, Fergusson, Tannahill, Gall, the Ettrick

Shepherd, &c. will be found in these volumes, which were never before united to

music ; and many of the best songs of Burns, and other well-known lyric poets,

adorn their pages.

It may appear extraordinary to some of the unqualified admirers of Burns,

that we should exclude any of his standard songs from this collection. In some

instances this has arisen from accidental circumstances not worth explaining, and

in others from design ; for though we deeply feel his beauties, and exult in him

as a countryman, yet we have made it an invariable rule to prefer dulness to wit,

if it bordered on profanity, and doggerel rhyme to all the witchery of poesy, when

the bard could not " claim the palm for purity of song." A wise philanthropist

has said, " Let who will make the laws, but let me make the ballads.
1'

1 Convinced

of the force of this remark, and of the influence, good or evil, which the union of

poetry and music must have, we have been most anxious to preserve our pages

unsullied by any thing likely to offend against delicacy or decorum. As the hours

of recreation are the most critical for morals, it is of the utmost importance that

virtuous feelings be excited in the mind by those exercises of which that recreation

consists. When disengaged from the active pursuits of business, and during the

hours of relaxation and festivity, no higher virtues can be brought before our

view than those of friendship, love, patriotism, hospitality, and good humour

;

in no form can they be introduced more acceptable than in that of song ; and

they never appear more delightful than when chanted to such artless and simple

music as awakens the feelings and penetrates at once to the heart.

That these untutored effusions, which come more immediately under the deno-

mination of National Melody, possess, in an eminent degree, the power of making-

deep and powerful impressions, none we believe will have the hardihood to deny ;

however little they may be relished by persons destitute of musical feeling on the

one hand, or on the other by those who, lost in the labyrinths of musical science,

can derive gratification only from suspensions, fugues, and other mechanical con-

trivances—the dry and elaborate pedantries' of art. To the first description of
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persons we shall make no reply ; but to those who affect to despise these artless

strains on account of their extreme simplicity, we do not hesitate to give it as our

opinion, that, while many of the laboured productions of art shall gradually be

growing antiquated, and at length be lost in the shifting revolutions of fashion,

—

so long as human passions and human feelings remain the same, the simple effu-

sions of nature will be fondly cherished and listened to with rapture.

We beg, however, not to be misunderstood on this subject, as none can have

a greater relish than ourselves for many of the beautiful compositions of classical

composers ; and none, we presume, have received higher gratification from those

charming specimens of melody, united to the most exquisite and powerful har-

mony, that have been given to the world by a Haydn, a Mozart, and a Beeth-

oven. We only desire to advocate the cause of simplicity and nature, particularly

in music united to poetry ; for we are perfectly aware, that the human voice is

wonderfully supported by a chaste instrumental accompaniment, and that when

good harmony is attached to pleasing melody, the effect is truly enchanting.

The opinion, that our melodies are more indebted to the feelings of nature

than the exertions of art for their existence, appears, we think, to be founded on

just grounds. Music and song are natural to mankind—they have one common

origin—both of them proceed from the native sympathies and susceptibilities of

the heart ; and according as the heart is affected with joy or sorrow, they will be

o-ay and sprightly in the one case, or sad and plaintive in the other, and will

express all those varieties of emotion with which the mind may be affected by the

prosperities and adversities of life.

The primary scale of music has been ever the same throughout the habitable

globe ; and although the music of each country might possess a character peculiar

to itself, varying according to the different manners and dispositions of its inhabi-

tants, yet its general features must be nearly the same ; and it is only when so-

ciety has attained some degree of refinement, and music has assumed somewhat of

the character of a science, that those more artificial modes of composition can find

place. Thus it is very evident, that the fourth and seventh in the major mode,

and the second and sixth in the minor mode, were not introduced until music

came to be cultivated as a science ; and the flat seventh in the major mode, which

gives such a tender and impassioned expression to so many of our melodies,

although now in some measure ancient, was certainly not to be found in the

music of very remote ages.

For the amusement of those who may be curious to trace the antiquity of our

airs, we shall subjoin a few observations and quotations.—A late writer on

Scotish music remarks, that " The excellence and sweetness of the Scotish

melodies has been widely felt and frequently acknowledged. How so much
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sweetness came to be infused into the strains of a rude people, compelled to con-

tend with a barren soil, a tempestuous climate, and frequently involved in the

horrors of anarchy and civil discord, are questions which have been often put, and

considered to militate against the opinion of their being very ancient. By whom,

or under what circumstances, a great number of the Scotish melodies were com-

posed, it is now impossible to ascertain ; and to approximate by inference, that

a very considerable number of them are ancient, is perhaps all that ever will be

attainable on the subject.'"—Dr Johnson says, " A Scotchman must be a very

sturdy moralist who does not love Scotland better than truth : he will always love

it better than inquiry ; and if falsehood flatters his vanity, will not be very diligent

to detect it."—We have no wish to deny this charge on our nationality, as we

indeed love Scotland, though, we hope, not better than truth ; we therefore shall

proceed to inquiry. On Mr Tytler's inference, that the songs of " Waly, waly?

" O, laddie, I maun lo'e thee,'"'' and " Hap me with thy petticoat? from their

artless simplicity, belong to an age prior to the reign of James I., Ritson observes,

" There is in fact no bound to conjecture ; and it would be just as easy, and

possibly just as true, to fancy that all the Scotish songs and tunes, as now extant,

were sung and played every day before Fingal, as he sat in his great chair after

dinner, ' drinking the blude-red wine ;' " and again, " Scotch traditions are to be

received with great caution.'"—We may remark, that though Tytler's inference

cannot be satisfactorily established, still it is consonant with probability. But it

will be proper to fix a time before which music may be termed ancient. Taking Dr
Busby as sufficient authority, it is defined thus in his Dictionary :

—" The epi-

thet ancient, when applied to the term music, is not, as when conjoined with the

word literature, to be referred to the productions of the classical Greeks and Ro-

mans. The eleventh century of the Christian era arrived before the appearance

of Guido's scale. To the age of De Muris (the fourteenth century) we are indebted

for the introduction of the bass, tenor, and treble cliffs ; and half of the seven-

teenth century had elapsed before the art was attained of composing in a plurality

of real and distinct simultaneous parts. It is therefore chiefly to the composers

of the early part of the eighteenth century that the expression ancient music pro-

perly relates, and indeed it seldom alludes to productions of an earlier date."

—

The justness of the preceding definition is supported by Dr Burney, when treat-

ing of the introduction of the recitative into the Italian music :—" Till this time,"

says he, " musicians were chiefly employed in gratifying the ear with the ' con-

cord of sweet sounds,' without respect to poetry, or aspiring at energy, passion,

intellectual pleasure," &c.

Claudio Montevarde, who was, as it is generally thought, the first composer of

the musical drama called Opera, published a set of madrigals in 1638, in the
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preface to which he says, that " he is the first who has attempted to express the

livelier passions." Still it is not single melody ; and in the compositions of Italian

masters of the present day, we frequently see prefixed to particular movements,

and even to whole pieces of music, the term Alia Scozzese ; which does not

always signify that the style is directly Scotish, but that it is so far of a Caledoilian

cast, or tinge, as to remind us of the Scotish music. If the Italians had

originally been possessed of this kind of style, would they have made this open

acknowledgment? Certainly not; and their employing the term is evidence

sufficient that they are conscious of its not being their own invention. Carlo

Gesualdo, Prince of Venosa, who died in 1614, and who appears to have been

esteemed as the first musician of his day, is candidly acknowledged by Tassoni

to have been an imitator of our King James I. All the Scotish historians

agree in James' being an admirable performer as well as composer. They, how-

ever, may be suspected of partiality to their king ; the testimony of an illustrious

foreigner is therefore much to be prized:—" Noi ancora possiamo connumerar,

tra nostri, Jacopo Re di Scozia, che non pur cose sacre compose in canto, ma
trova da se stesso, una nuova musica, lamentevole e mesta, differente da tutte

Taltre. Nel che poi e stato imitato da Carlo Gesualdo, Principe di Venosa, che in

questa nostra eta, ha illustrata anch
1

egli la musica con nuove rnirabili inventioni."

See Tassoni " Pensieri Diversi" lib. 10.—It would therefore be unnecessary to

dilate upon the vague hypothesis that has assigned an Italian origin to our

Scotish airs. Before hazarding any opinion upon their origin, it will be proper

to ascertain if there are sufficient documents to"warrant designating any of them

ancient.

Allan Ramsay published his Tea-Table Miscellany in 1724, and a Collection

of Tunes or Airs, for the songs in that work, was published in 1725 ; and they

are described in the preface as " having an agreeable gayety and sweetness, that

makes them acceptable wherever they are known ; and what farther adds to the

esteem we have for them, is their antiquity, and being universally known." This

is certainly sufficient to entitle them to the appellation of ancient ; but, as this is

advancing about one quarter into the eighteenth century, we shall refer to earlier

documents.

We have seen two MS. Collections,* which consist principally of Scotish airs,

written for the Viol de Gamoa. The first is dated, Glasgow, 1683, and the

second, 1692. They contain nearly the same airs, and are evidently in the

hand-writing of the same person. The names attached to several of them are

different from those by which they are now known ; which plainly proves, that

* In the possession of Mr Andrew Blaikie, engraver in Paisley.
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other songs were sung to them at that period : for instance, " Nancy's to the

greenwood gane," is called " Toxo to spin ,•" " My mither's aye glow'ring o'er me,"

" A health to Bettie ;" " Lochaber no more," " King James 1 march to Ireland ,•"

" Tweedside," " Doun Tweedside." There are many other well-known tunes, a

few of the most popular of which we shall mention, viz.—" Allan Water,''''

" Where Helen lies,"" " For lack of gold she left me," " Hand awd Jrae me,

Donald" " Maggie, I must lo'e thee,'''' and " The last time I came o'er the muir.""

" Kathrine Ogie" was sung by Abel in 1686 ; " Waly, waly," is in an antique

Medley-book, 1666; " Leslies march"
1
'
1 was known in 1644; " Tak your auld

cloak about ye" is mentioned in Othello, written about 1611; " O'er the hills and

Jar awa',''' and " Brose and butter,''
1 were both popular before the Restoration

;

" John Anderson,'1 '' and " Kind Robin lo^es me" are said to have been used as

chants in the Catholic church. " John Anderson," from its compass, simplicity,

and chasteness, might have had the honour of being chanted in that service, and

accompanied by the " kist fu
1

o
1
whistles ;" but it is fully as probable, that even

John was an associate of the profane ballads of his day, along with other vagrants

of the olden time. The fact we believe is, that instead of the secular music being

any way indebted to the music of the church, the Reformers seized upon the most

popular national airs as fit companions to their satirical songs upon the Papists.

" John Anderson" may then be considered prior to 1590 ; " The banks of Heli-

con," and " The wooing of Jock and Jenny," may be dated at 1586 ; the air of

" Whip megmorum" mentioned by Skinner in " Tullochgorum" is about the

same age ; and the battle of Harlaw, in 1411, gave birth to a famous pipe-tune,

which was a great favourite till the middle of the 17th century. It is provoking to

search, and search in vain, for tunes which appear to have been great favourites

with minstrels, pipers, poets, and the populace, from the 15th to the end of the

16th century. " Hunts up" " Hey trix cum trixie" and " The day it dawes,"

noticed familiarly by Douglas, Dunbar, and Sempil, are no longer known, unless

they exist under other titles. " Gilderoy" is commemorative of the outlaw

M'Gregor, executed in the reign of James V. " Johnny Armstrong" was a

famous freebooter who suffered in the same reign. In " Scotland^ Complaynt"

the shepherds have a dance named Johnny Ermstrang. It is likely that these are

coeval with the events they record. Of " Theflowers of the Forest," commemo-

rative of the battle of Flodden, 1513, the Editor of the " Minstrelsy qf the

Scotish Border" states, that the first and fourth lines of the first stanza are old,

as well as the tune. The old sone- beg-an thus :

" I've heard a lilting at the ewes milking."
• •••«»

" The flowers of the Forest are all wede away."
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The rest of the song was written by a lady of Roxburghshire. Another lady fa-

voured him also with a line of the old song, which runs thus

:

" I ride single on my saddle ;

For the flowers of the Forest are a' wede away."

" The Souters ofSelkirk" is another, which takes its origin from the fatal field of

Flodden. Tytler relates the peculiar circumstances of the Selkirk souters ; but

Ritson seems to have had considerable scruples of conscience, and discredits it,

because some wag at Aberdeen told Dr Johnson that the Scots learned the art of

making- slwesjrom Cromwell's army. " Hey tutti tatti" is said to have been the

march played to Robert Bruce's troops at the battle of Bannockburn. This has

been doubted; because Barbour mentions nothing but the blowing of horns.

Other instruments, however, besides horns were in use prior to this period.

Bromton, an Irish chronicler in the reign of Henry II., says the Scots had the

lyre, the tympano, and choro. Now the choro, or chorus, is found to be " a

musical instrument made of a skin, with two brass pipes—the one to be blown

into, the other to let out the sound ;" and the bagpipe is an instrument of great

antiquity among the northern nations. Though there is nothing but tradition to

rest on, the want of instruments will not hold good as an objection.

" The bonnie Erie o
1 Morray"* and many other old songs and ballads, we have

been obliged to exclude, for the present, from the pages of the Scotish Minstrel,

for want of room ; but, from the liberal contributions that have been sent us, we

have a store of materials, which are now in preparation for a Supplementary

Volume. There are some Scotch bards to whom we have not had the courage

to make any application ; but if they would twine a wreath for the Minstrel,

proud would he be to wear it. We now send him forth, with all his imperfections

on his head, like other Minstrels, to wander through the mountains of his native

land—to traverse the green wilds of Erin, and the sequestered vales of Cambria

;

and, we trust, to be hospitably received " 'mong merry England's cultured fields."

* Slain hy Huntly in 1592.
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ROB ROV MCGREGOR.

Rob Roy fyae the High—lands eam,Anel to theLaw_land bor_dcr, To

g^-ir r r u\ti±j-
.

t$=&
«—

#

i a2 " " "
' 9^

steal a _wa_ a gay La _ die To haud liis house in or_ dcr. And

a^W if^

1 1 1 1 i
rr ^ r

i

r
i i

f n i I
he earn oer the Lough o' Linn, Twenty men his arms did car _ ry, Him_

* 3 ^^
fe f ^f I i i i g N ft

J *

sel gacd in to fetch her out, In_sist_ing she would
-
mar _*ry

.

se mm
Oh will ye gae wi' mcfhc says,

And will ye he my honey?
And will ye he my wedded wife?

I loc'yc best o' ony.''

I winna gae wi' you} she says,

Ye ne'er tan, be m> honey:
I winna be your wedded wife

Ye loV me lor mi mone a !

Rut je sal gHng.wi' me" he saiil,

And n.ic mair words about it;

And ..sfn* ye'li no gangf wi' your will.

Ye sail gang without it''

He set her on a glide black steed.,

Himsel lap on aliint Ik r,

And he's awa t„ „„ Hirland r.ilK

"Wharc her I riend's canna find hit.

'Rob Roy was my laither ca'ci
,

M'.' Grcgor was his name , Lady,
He le<l a hand.o' heroes bauld,

An' r am here- the -same , Lad> .

Be content, lie content-,

B< content, and hide, Lady;
For thou art my wedded wife

Cntil thy dying day , 'Laely.

He was a hedge unto his friends,

A heckle to his faes, Lady,
And e\'ery anc that duTst him wr.iiiy,

They harl gude cause to rue , L .>h ,

lm as bauld, I'm as bauld
,

Tm as haul el, ami mair. I.ad\ ;

\nel he that dares disjui.re my w ore! ,

Sal feel my g"Uelo clayinoW , Lad\ ."
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O BAGIJVG F0Jt7TjVE,

S WlTHEBIJVG BLAST.
Air, Tarn Lin.

Slow

igfee^-^f-f^j

\ \

i
O rag„, ing for _ tune's with' ring- Mas* Has laid my leaf full

rp^s^fi | J^c£l- r^r-)-^
:

:fc=jgjs :

EE3

s s
zrrfer^-^u ippi

low-! O rag_ing for—tone's wirli'ring; blast Has laid my leaf full low!

My stem was fair, my bod was green, But luckless fortunes northern storms

My blossom sweet did blow'

The dew fell fresh, the sun rose mild,

And marie my branches grow. :

Laid a' my blossoms low:

But luckless fortunes northern storms

Laid a' mv blossoms low.

O LOGIE O' BUCHAJV.

j j
lU J N Ui'^W r

O Lo_gie o' Buch_an, O Lo_gic the Laird, Tliey liae

'Xl'ff P

*f
m £ =i

pTO^M j j
l^ J. n , 4 I -r

ta'en a_«a Ja_mie that delv'd in the yard; "Wha play'd on the pipe wi' the

M#N#m*?

i_ol sae sma; They hae ta'en a _wa Ja _ mie, the flow'r o» them a'.



Chorus

fPIP i 3
'• p pipp

o" T
He said,"think na lang> las_sic, riio' I gan^r a_wa*,'He saidj'think na liny,

*? £

Umid! 5 4 *

las _ sic, tho' T gang- a _wa; The sim _mer is com _ in , cauld

Sandy has owsen, has gear, and has kyc,

A house and a haddin, and siller forby;

But Id fak my ain lad,wi' his staff in his hand,

Before Id ha'c him wi» his houses and land.

He said,-'think na lang,lassie, tho' I gang awa,

For I 11 come and see thee in spite n» tin m a'."

My Daddy looks sulky, my Minny looks sour,

They frown upon Jamie because he is poor:

Tlio' I lo'e them as mccI as a Daughter can do,

And hlythe were their lassie, gin they wad lo'e you.

He said, think na lang, lassie, tho' I gang awa;

For 1 II come and see thee in spite o> (hem a'."

I sit on my creepie, and spin at my wheel,

And think on (he Laddie that lo'cd me sae weel;

He had bnt ae saxpence,hc hrak it in twa,

And he gied me the ha'f o't when he gaed awa .

But simmer is coming, cairtd winter's awa,

And he'll come and sop me in spite o» them a'.



The braes aboojt bonaw.

• ivi \y

Chorus

.

H^H^7~rr •• -' »—»r—f— a . *

Wilt thou go, my bon_nie Las_sie, Wilt thou go, my braw Lassie,

^gff

I r t r

fe- > > R^^^T=?= Mi=1
CS K

ff^
Wilt thou go, say ay or no, To the braes a_boon Bo_haw, Las_sie. Tho'

^m9 'I 1==?
o

i ;.
i M M -T i U ^=t

Don—aid hac nae mic_klc frasc, Wi' law—land speeches fine, Las_sic, What

f
.

t r u ^

When simmer days deed a' the braes 111 hunt the roe, the hart, the doe,

Wi1 blossom'd broom,' sac fine, Lassie,' The ptarmigan, sac sliy, Las.sie,

At milking- shcel well join the reel, For duck and drake 1 11 beat the brake.

My flocks shall a' be thine, Lassie. Nae want shall thee come nigh, Lassie.

Wilt thon go, &-c. Wilt thou go, grr .

For front and par, wi' eanny rare,

I'll, wiley, skim tlie flic, Lassie;

Wi? sir—like chcar I'll please my dear,

Then eome awa wi' me, Lassie,

"Yes, I'll go, my bonnie. Laddie,

Yes, I'll go, my braw Laddie •,

Tlk joy and carc,w-i' thee I'll "share,

*Maiig" the braes aboon Bonaw , Laddie.



The voujvg highland rover.

Loud hlaws the fros_ty breez_es, The snavrs the mountains

EgES

N feK ^mMM 1 mm % ..: d

o_ver; Like -win—ter on me sei— zes, Since my young High— land

:& ir^r-lf gflipp

rtl^I Jte
»—

*

*^^ £
*M- -#

er he strav, May Hea—ven he his war_den! Rc_turn him safe to-

^w^j-u
Ul-J . J'rftj-trj., | pi

fea^
fair Strath — spey, And bon _ie Cas _ tie — G-or _ .Ion.

^^LI l [j-t
The trees now naked groaning,

Shall soon with leaves be hinging;

The birdies dowie_ moaning.
Shall a' be blyfhely singings

And every flower be springing.

Sac I'll rejoice the lee—lang day,

"When, by his mijjbty "Warden,

My youth's returned to fair Strathspey,

And bonie Castle Gordon.
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EON LJMK OF GOLD.

SI. v.l\ For lack of G/.lii she's left me, Oh! And of all (hat's dear berclt me,

i"r-#Jf_i r

^. '
' I

^
V CT^nir -j jnijiin

Oil! For AfJi_<>]s Duke she mo forsook, And to endless < xr< has lef r me, OIi! A

^^ I nvrpTa ^uTilr^,»r gs I=?*=

i
i

^
i , § j

gj ^^4^^
star an'l g-ar-ltrhavt more art Than youth, a true and faith—ftil heart; For

H—

r

*-^-p^T ^=s

^4to^»^
emp— t)' ti_tles we must part; And for flitt'rino; show shcslcJt tne. Oh.'

x)'4*$fv* i
% *.

I

I I J*—fc IS p-r

;* ->•

No cruel fair shall ever move,
My injnr'd heart again to love?

. Thro' distant climates 1 mnst rove,

Since Jcanie she has left me, Oh!
Ye

.
jiovtVs above, I to yonr care

Pranmit my lovely, charming' fair ^

Yonr choicest blessing's he her share,

Tho' she's forever left me, Oh!

My: lady's GOhjr There's gaees ipo^Y.

in m !« r.(

tunc .

/!." -.-..A . * 1. At _J- _ M-1 '.-.- --.^
-»- 3: J. rJ. • • • -4- • " -a- • -*•

,

My I.a_dy's g-ov«Tj there's gares np— on?
t, And gv>w-_dcn (1™ rs sae



rare upon'f; But Jenny's simple Jir_ke„_ct , 6, I think mickle mair mpnlTt. My

* ' f 1 g I I ^
La_dy-'s white, my La _d\'s rod, And kith anil kin o' Cas_sil_lis blade; She

gll J :I

ij^ j i
j\ I I Uj

Chorus .

*fg^=*=

his h.iitJi lands and tocher glide, By Lords and-Knig-hts my LajI)S wood. My

i

tf'iii.r Ui.iu.i f
hrr

'

^
La_dy\ frown there's gates ap_on't, And fjOW-<len ilow'rs sae rare up-on't; But

St - N

Jcimy's Sim_ple Jir_kcn_et, O, I think mic.kle mair ap_on'f.

J II I I =
Out owre yon muir, oaf owre yon moss,
Whare g-or-cocks thro' the heather pass,
Tliere wons aald Colin's bonnic lass,

A lily in a wilderness .

My Lady's gown, &c.

Sat sweetly move her g-enty limbs,
Like masie notes o» lovers' hymns;
The diamond dew in her cen sae. blue

Like laughing- love sae play fit' swims.
My Lady's g-own, &c.

My Lady's dink, my Lady'* drcst
"Wii gowden flowers around, her waist*
But. the bonniest flower in a' the west

Is the Lassie that I l,,e the best.
My Lady's gown, Arc.
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AWA, WHIGS, AWA.

Jacobite.

^m fe- r* fr-r=fc
*—r ±£i±££^M

liloom'il sae fresh and fair, And bo_nie were our ro_scs; But Whig's cam^ W P^

j^LL^jte^^Rp^fP|^^
owre us like ir< st in Ji Anri with _ er'd a' our Pn-Mesi

32^2
o S eg

I

gjg£a r

Our antient Crown's fa'n in the dust,

T"> 1 blind them wi* the stowr.e oV,

And write their names in his black buik,

_.Wha gae the-Whigs tbe power o*t.

Awa Whig's, awa, Arc.

Our sad decay, in Tiirk and State,

Surpasses my desoriving-

;

The Whig's cam our as like a flight

And we hae done wi' thriving;

Awa Whigs, awa, &c.

Crrim Vengeance lang has taen a nap,

But we may see him w.uikcn?

Wae's me! to see that royal heads

Am:_ hunted like a maukin,

Awa,Whigs, »wa, &:<



This is jvo jut aijt lassie.

d! ken I my ain Las _ sic, Kind love is in iict e e

.

ft 1

1

She's

i r- J P f^ Eg
«
-»—*

_ny, blooming, straight, and tall, And lang' lias liaen my licart in_thral,And

-j C1 Q\Q O-
r r '?

. p

i=s=# ^-TTTTI
it charms my ve _ ry saul, Tiie kind blink that's in her e'e.

g— r? rn life^f==f
I sec a form, I sec a face

That wee) may wi' the fairest |>lace,

But wants, to mc, the witching1 grace,

The kind blink tliats in her e'e.

This is no, <^-e.

A thief sac patiky is my Jean,

To steal a blink by a' unseen;

Bu< gleg as light is lo-vers' cen,

VVhcu kin<i love is in ':!(: e'e.

This is no, Arc

.

It " may escape the courtly sparks,

It may escape the learned darks;

But weel the watchful lover marks

The kind love that's in tin e'e.

This is no, .Ve

.
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•/HE CARIK HE CAM OER THE CRAE7

^H^-H-nM^^
The carlo Ik. fame oer the craft, And his beard new shu—ven,

&^-^ttt^ r r r

T 3=
f^1

N
3SE t-r, t\tf i j ^y* • » i

a

ŝ 3

Glowrd a( me as lie'd been daft I The carle trows that I'll hae him.

v *t.n ^ i M J j ;E
H'>w t j_m, T win_na hae him; Na, for _ sooth , I'll no hae him,

i^

New hose and new shoon, And his beard new sha _ ven .

j TTJm r r r j r r ^
"=1 T

The carle has nae faut but ane,

Kor he has lands and dollars plenty;

•Rut, waes me! he is Saxty_ane,

An' I am little mair than twenty.

Howt awa! 1 winna hae him

;

Na , forsooth , I winna hae him

;

What signifies his dirty rigg-s

An' cash, wi' sic a man wi' them.

nrxcAJf DAy^iDsox.

-€"#-#-€-•€»

There was lass, they ca'd her Meg, And



li

f ; r, j r_ 1 1
r
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Dun — —can ciud _ na win} Fur

i i i
r

-r -r -r --n i
wad him knock, And ay she shook the tern _ per _ pin.

As o'er the moor they lightly foor, 'We will big- a wee, wee house ,

A burn was clear, a glen was g-reen; And we will live like king- and queen;

Upon the banks they eas'd their shanks, Sac blythe and merry's we will b< ,

And ay .she set the wheel between: When ye set by the w^heel At c'< n
*

A weel, says he,'then let it be, A man may drink and no be drunk

,

T like the omen unco weel, A man may fight and no be slain,

I ve been yoxrr scorn frae e'en to morn, A bonny lass 'may chancre her mind,

Now, turn iyc I ike a spinnin wheel '.' And e'en tak Duncan Davidson , .
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THE WIDOWS WAIL.

f^ii\^\
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\

l^mm^
-< Nowclos'd for aye thy coal-black een,That fondlygaz'd onmc,iyWilly, An<i
'
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life—less lic-s that man—ly form, I aye was fain to see , my Wil— lie. Ah!

J~1 J—1 J"

j j
;~t

t-fU. f f-
'lH: fjf.f^j^ J gl

luck—less hour, thon strave for hamc Last night across tlie. Clyde,-dcar "Willie, This

1

fU M te ^^ im
morn a stiffen'd corse brought hamc, A—lakel'trs hard to bide, O "Wil—lie

.

ifei=

The owlet hooted sair yestreen,

And thrice the soot it fell, dearWilly;

The tyke cam late, and howl d aloud,

It seem'd the dying knell o' "Willy.

Oeep were the snaw-s,keen were my Maes,

The bairns oft cried for thee_thcir"Willy,

I trembling said, he'll soon be here,

The wee thing's ne'er clos'd e'e, foi Willy.

And when I saw the thick sleet fa',

A blcczing fire I made for "Willy;

Then watch'd, and watch'd,as it grew dark,

And I grew mair afraid for "Willy.

I thought I heard the pony's foot,

Ami ran thy voice to hear, ah,"Willy,

The wind blew- hollow, but nac sound

M> sinking heart did chocr,_0 Willy.

The clock struck ane, _thc clock struck twa,

The clock struck three and four,_noWilly,

1 thought. I heard the, pony's foot,

And flew to ope the door to Willy.

The pony neigh'd_ but thou wert lost J

T Sank upon the snaw, for "Willy;

Thj wraith appear*! e'en where I lay,

And whisner'd thou wert drown'd _0 Willy.

The moon was up, in vain I sought

The stiffen'd corse o' thine, lost Willy,

'Twill soon, soon mingle wi' the dust,

And near it sae will mine,_0 "Willy.

Gae dry your tears, my bairnies five,

Gac dry your tears o' sorrow, dearies,

Your father's cares are at an end,

And sae will mine ere morrow, dearies..



The klaThrie o'T.

m fa==s:

^^m fei «Sf

"When I think on " this warld's pol'i • And tlie

PP ^
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lit _ tic wee sha n't I hac to my _ self, And
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how the 'Lass that wants it is by the Lads for _"ijof, May thtmm ^ms
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shame fa' the g;ear and the hlath _rie o't,

F^W
Jnckie -was the laddie that held the pleng-h,

But now he's got g-owd and gear enengh;

He thinks nae mair of me that wears the plaiden <-oat

:

May the shame fa' the g-c ar and the hlathrie o't.

Jenny was the lassie lh.it marked the byre,

Bat now she is c lad in hcr/silken attire,

And Jnckie says he lo'es her",and swears he's meforg-ot:

May the shame fa' the g-ear and the blathrje tit .

But a' Ihis shall never danton me,

Sae lang- as I keep my/fancy free]

For the lad thats sae inconstant, he's no worth a groat;

May the shame fa' the gxar and the blathrie o't.



14 peggy i must' lote Thee.

m
'son a rock, past all relief, Theshipwreck'd Co—lin, spy—ing Hisw i j rifJ+H^i ^[^ji^-^m

M M mi ^
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native soil, oer_come with grief, Half sunk in waves and dy_ing. With

qr r r j.ir rrj^ ^
mj 'f r si

the next morning sun he spies A ship, which gives unhop'd sur_prise; New

itJX—f: ,—

,

_ _^iC

gffrfcr^ gj f r r j-P
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hie springs lip, he lifts his eyes "With joy, and waits her mo — tion.

_ I m^m mm ^
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So when by her, whom long I lov'd,

[ scorn'*! was, and deserted}

Low with despair my spirits mov\l

To he forever parted:

Thus droop'd I, till diviner grace

I found in Peggy's mind and face;

Ingratitude appeard then base,

For virtue more engaging.

FAREWELL TO LOCHABER.
<§"€"<g"^"€"<§"<3"*'-

A

m jn
|

j.i-ji|< I m p i J fir
Fare-well to Lnch.a.ber, and farewell my Jean,"Whcreheartsome ,vvit U
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thee I have mojiy days been; For Loch.a.ber no more, Lnch.a-ber no more, We'll
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lie rc.tnrn to Lnthj.bcr no mure. These tears that I shed, they are
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*' for my dear, And no for the dangers at^tenrLinjj; on weir} Tho1 borneon rough
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seas to a far bloody shore, May—be| to re_turn to Loeh_a_bcr no more.

3 ,-r-y. . ..Tfau, t-+
tntM\> rinrcj^i*e

Tho' hurricanes rise, and rise ev'ry wind,

They'll ne'er make a tempest like that in my mind.

Tho' loudest of thtrnder on louder waves roar,

That's naithingf like leaving my love on the shore.

To leaVe the behind me my heart is sair pain'd
;

By ease that's inglorious no fame can be g-ain'd;

And beauty and love's the reward of the brave,

And I must deserve it before I can crave.

Then g-lory, my Jt any, maun plead my excuse;

Since Honour commands me, how can I refuse?

Without it I ne'er can have merit for thee,

And without thy favour I'd better not be .

I pit then,my lass, to win honour and fame,

And if I shouldelMiKcto come gloriously hame,

A heartl will bringf thee with love running o cr,

And then I'll leave thee and Lochaber no more.
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sail a _ wa ! O 'twas a fa _ ta) day to mey.' That day he

lie R'r_»ifk Law! Hnw joy__less now secmd all l>c_liind! I
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-Hng-^r ring" stray'd a _ l°ng" the
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shore; Dark ho _ ding' fears hung-
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my jmind, -^ That I migitt tic — ver sec him more.
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The night came on -with heavy rain,

Loud, fierce,andwild, the tempest blew;

In mountains roll'd the awful main _

Ah, hapless maid! my fears how true;

The landsmen heard their drowning? cries ,

The wreck was s'een "with dawning day;
.

\ly love was found, and now he lies

Low in the gloomy Isle of "May.

A

O Boatman, kindly waft me o'er .

The cavern'd rock shall he my home;

'Twill ease mybtrrthen'd heart, to pour

Its sorrows o'er his grassy tomb:

With sweetest flow'rs Til deck his grave,

And tend them fhro'fhe langsomeyear;

Til water them, ilk morn and eve,

With deepest sorrow's warmest tear.
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Jacobite.
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Prince Char-lie lies cum owre frac Franrc, In Scot-land to |.r.._
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claim his d..d_die, May Hcav_en still his cause advance, and shield him
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Hic_ land plai— die. O my bon_ nie Hie— land Lad —die! My
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hand _ some char— ming- Hie — land Lad —die! May Heaven still his
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anse ad_vanec, and shield him in his Hie — land jdai— die.

f &i
First when he ram to view otrr land,

The graccfu 1 looks o' the Princely laddie

Maile a' our true Scots hearts to warm,
And blythe to wear the tartan (daidie.

O, mybonie T &c.

But when Geordie heard the news,

How he.was cum afore his daddie,

He thirty thousand pound wad g-ic

To catch him in his Hieland plaii

O, my bonie, &v.

But tho1 the hieland f'ouks are puir,

Yet, O their hearts are leal and steady;

An' thcre^s no ane amang them a"1

That wad bctrav their Hieland I,addie.

O, mv home, &c.
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WILL YOV GO TO SHF.RIFF.MVIR.

"Will you go to Sherilimuir, Bauld Jolin n* Innisfure,Thereto seethe

no-hle Mar.And his Highland Laddies. A1
tlic true men o'thcnorth,Angtrs,Huntly

and Scaforth, Scouring' on to cross theFortli, Wi' their -white cock—a -dies

.

There you'll sec the banners flare,

There you'll hear the hag-pipes rair,

And the trumpets deadly blan .

Wi' the cannons rattle.

There you'll see the hauld M° Craws',

Camerons,and Clanronald's raws,

And a' the clans, wi? loud huzzas,

Rushing to the battle.

Out HAME, HAME, HAME WAD I BE.
Jacobite.
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Ob! hame, hame, hamc- wad I be ; Hame, hame, to m>
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in conn— trie; The green leal o1 loy— al tys be — gun for to faj The
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bon _ nie white rose il is with'- -ring a _ wa

leal o' (lie land, a' wtia ven _ tur'd [< save, Th< green grass is

S
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^r(.w_irig", al_as, on Their grave! They Hvtl and they 'fic<! wi' rruc If'y^_al_
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lit, And l.no- will be mourntl in their ain conn -trie.

Oh. Hame, Lame, fain wad 1 | )t ,

Hame, hame to my ain iountric:

Oh! there 'mang the glens to wander my lane,

And greet in the gloamiii' for those wha art ganc.
Of battles triumphant to me, dinna tell

My Donald he conquered my Donald he fell!

Ye may rejoice but my sorrow forgic,
Wi' me they will mourn in my ain eountrie.

Oh. Hame, hame, to (ell whan we're glad,
Oh] Hainc, hame, to sigh whan we're sad!

Hame frat a w-arld oT fell cruelty;
Hide me,ye mountains, frae a" freacherie .

There s nought now frae ruin our eountrie can sa\t,

Traitors deserting, and fallen the brave
Wi' hopes a' withered wi' tears in their ce
The wand rers n turn to their ain eountrie.
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/HE LAWLAXD LADS 1HIJCK THEY ARE FhYE,
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The Lavr_ land lads think they are fine; But Oh, theyre vain and

^ PP w l=E

mt^rHW^i44U^
womlrnns gau_dy! How much un— like that grace— fu 1 mien, And manly looks of my
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High—1'an'd; Lsd_die. O my bon _ nie, him — nie .High— land Lad _ die!
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O my hand — some High— land Lad _ die! "When I was sick and
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like to die, He row'd me in his High - land plai _ die.
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If I were free,at will to chuse,

To he the wealthiest Lawland Lady,

I'd tak young- Donald in his trews,

His bannct blue, and belted plaidy.

O my tinniiy,tc.

Nae greater joy Til e'er pretend,

Than that his love prove true and steady-

Like mine to him,which ne'er can end,

While Heaven preserves my Highland Laddie,

t) my bonny, &<;,
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held in srorn; But lit still was faith _ In' to his clan, My
o
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Chorus.
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Gal _ lant braw John High_land_ man! Sing, hey, my braw John
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Hijjh _ land _ man ] Sing-, ho, my braw John High _ lanil _ man! There's

f f f

f

'f i f^
not a lad in a' the Ian' < an match wi' braw Jolm Hiu;h_land -man

.

Wi' his philabcg and tartan plaid,

And glide claymore down by liis side,

The Ladies licarts he did tr.epan,

My gallant braw John Highlandman.

SingyJiej , Ar< .

They banish d him beyond the sea;

Brit ere the bud was on the tr< e,

A'hiwn my cheeks the pearls rnn,

F.nibracing my John Higiilandman .

Sinjf,hey, &<-.
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3f>r OF ,V/r EARLIEST' DAY'S.

Air, 111 never leave thee.
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Thrme of my fond _ est lays, How canst tlion bticvc mi! grieve inr
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When mem'— tv oer (he past i. .11 stray, Ma __ ry, he _ licve me,
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Thy Ik art will mourn that day Thotrdtdst de_ ceive me. reive mo
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Hide nut the strug'g'Hnjr tear"

Fain would I borrow

A . twilight of hojie, to cheer

From thy soft sorrow •

Tho' clouds obscure our northern sky,

Oark ning' its gleaming,

Still will the waudrcr turn his eye

Wlierc light was streaming.

THERE GROWS A BOJTJfJE BRIER BUSH.
Jacobite.

ffH)j:N'J:Jl£J^^PP
There grows a bonnie brier biisb in our kail-yard, And white are the
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blossoms o't in our kail yard. T^ike wee liil white c<>c:kauds,for our loyal hicland

S piping msm
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lads, And the lass_es lo'e tlie bon _ nie bus.li in our kail yard,

T~g~J~iri

Ru1 were they a' true, that were Car awa ?

Oil! were, tliey a' true, dial wire- far awa?

They drew up wil glakit Kny lisbers at Carlisle ha',

Anil forgot auld Men's, when far awa.

Ye'll come nac mair, Jamie, when ah xe'ave been;

Ye'll come nar mair,Jamir, to Allicdl's green;

Ye loed owre wee I the dancin at Carlisle ha',

And forgot the In. land bills, that were far awa.

'He's comin frac the North that's to lanoy me;

He's comin frae the North that's to lancy me;

A feather in bis bannet, a ribbon at his knee;

He's a bonny bicland laddie, and y-' ;u be na lie'.'

I ne'er loed a dance but on Athnll!s jjrctn,'

I necr loed a lassie but my dorty Jean;

Sair, sair against my will, did 1 bide sae lang awa,

And my heart was ay in Atholl's green at Carlisle ba1.'

* * * •* .* * • * # # *

Tlie brier hush was bonny ance in our kail-yard;

The brier busb was bonny ance in our kail-yard;

A blast blew oure the bill, that g-ac Atboll's flowers a chill,

And the blooms. Mawn all the bonny bush in our kail-yard.
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Sair,sairwas my licarl when T parjred frac my Jean; An'sair,sair I
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sma* It far", me leavemy native Ca.Ie.do.ni_a . "When I f liink on days now jxanc, an'sse
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wae toJeavemv lassie,an'daddie's rot a.va ,Or>n leave the liqalfhfcr'brecze o'Calcdoji'La.
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But wherever I wander, still happy be my Jean,

Nae eare disturb her bosom, where peace lias ever been;

Then, tho 1 ills on ills befa' me, for her I'll bear them a',

Til-.' aft I'll heave a si-jfli for Caledonia.

But should riches e'er be mine, anil my Jcanie -still )>c true,

Then blaw,ye favVinfr breeze,till my native land T view-;

Then I'll kneel on Scotia's shore-while the heartfelt (ear shall fa;

And never leave mv Jean, nor P.ilcdonia.



BLI.KK OVER I'HE BVRJf,MY SWEET BEl'l'V.
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bnrn.love, fo me;, O langf faae 1 look'<l, my <lca-r Bct_ty, To
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get hat a hlink o» thine e'e. The birds are a' s|>ort —irig- a _
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round as, And sweet_ly they siny on the tree; But the voice o' my
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hon_nie sweet Bet— ty, I trow, is far dear_er tra- - me,
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The ring-lets , my lovely young Betty,

That ware o'er- thy bonilie e'e-brce,

I'll twine wi» the flowVs o* the Mountain,
That blossom sae sweetly, like thee.

Then come o'er the hum? my sweet Betty,

r»me/»ver the hum, love, to me;
O sweet is the bliss, my dear Betty,

To live in the hlink- o* thine cc.
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O: thou hast seen the li_ly fair, All bathd in nior _ nine1
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•lew? And thou hast seen the love_ly rose, Just o]> _ninjj to tl ie view,
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The li ^_ ly ' bath'd in mor_nint> 'lew, The rose so fair to see. Are
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But soon before time's withering' blast,

The rose an<l lily fade;

Nor ev'n will beatify such as thine

Outlive ils dark'nino; shade.

Yet there is that within thy breast

"Will ruthless time defy,

A mind will bloom when beauty fades,

Will flourish in yon sky.
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H001.Y- A.VP FAIRLY

Oh! ~hat had I a_do for to mar.ry, My wife she drinks
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naething- but sack and ca_na_ry; I to her friends com_plaind right
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O, gin my wife wou'd drink hoo_ly and fair—ly: Hoo_ly and fair
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hoo_]y and fair_ly, C),g-in my wife wou'd drink lu>o_]y and fair_ly !

——

i
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First slip drank Crnmmie, and syne she drank Garie

;

Now she lias druken my bonny jj-rey niairie*,
Thar parried me thro' fhe dub and the lairic;

0,g-in my wife wou'd drink hooly and fairly!

She lias druken her sfoekins, sae lias she her shorn,
And she has druken her bonny new g-ijwn

:

Her wee bit dud sark, that Cfi'erd her fu' rarelx;
0,gin my wife wou'd drink hooly and fairl) !

If shed drink hilt her ain thing's I wad na much fare,
But she drinks my claiths that I canna well spare;
To fhe kirk and the market I gang- fu' barely,

f*,K'in my w ife wou'd drink hooly and fairly!

The vera grey mittens that g-acd on my hands,
To her neebonr wife she lias laid them in pawns;
My bane-headed staff, that I lo'ed sae dearly,

t),g-in my wife wou'd drink ho.oly and fairly!

If there's any siller she maun keep the purse;
If I seek but a bauhce, she'll seauld and she'll curse

JShe g-ang-s like a queen, I scrimped and sparely;
0,g-in my wife wou'd drink hooly and fairly!

I never was g-iven to wrangding- nor strife,
Nor e'er did refuse her the comforts of life;
K er it come to a war fm ay for a parley;

f),g-iri my wife wou'd drink hooly and fairly!

A pint w-i' her cummers I wad her allow;
But when she sits down she fills herscll fou,
And when she is fou she's uneo ramstairic;

";0, g-in my wife wou'd drink hooly and fairly!

Anil when she conies hame she lays on tlie lads,
She ca's the lasses baith limmers and jads,
And I, my ain sell, an auld doited Carlie;

0,gin my wife wou'd drink hooly and fairly!
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Old Ballad.
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Qnhair will I lay my hcde, Qnliair lay my ho _ die
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'O ! hlythsonie was the time

That I liae spent wi' thee;

Aft kiss'd that cheik o» thine,

As zc sat '>n my knee!

But eanld fhoxr art now,hairnie,

0,dull thy hlinkin e'e!

Quhairfor do I lirir farry,

And eanna win to thee:?"

He sat downe on a stane,

His liame -was far awa;

He sicht an'made a mane,

An' sicht, O, Frenet Ha!



geT up Ajrn bar The door.
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Old Ballal.
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It fell a bout the Martin _ mas time, Ami a

f ? ? !
1 £ £

ffay t lm c it was
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then ,

O
, When nur (fuM _ wife got

pud _ ding's to mak And she's boil'l them in tlie' l^an, O

i F^

The wind sae canld blew south and north,

And blew into the floor, O
J

Quoth our goodman to our goodwife,

Get up and bar the door, O'.'

And first they ate the white puddings,

And then they ate the black, O;

Tho'mu< kle thought the goodwife to hersel,

Yet ne'er a Word she spak , O .

My hand is in my hus*i[~skap, Then says the tane unto the tifher,

G-oodman, as ye may sec,0, "O now I'm uneo dry, O;

An it shou'd nae be barr'd this hundred year, Tlie amrie door Its stanninwidc,

Its no be barr'd for me, O '. Gae see what ye can spy, O'.'

They made a paction 'tween them twa, 'O here's a bottle o> "Whisky In"

They made it firm and surc,0, Just ready ..^"o my han' O;
That the first who shou'd speak the forcmostworrt,- Ye's ^drink to -me, and Ise drink to you,

Shou'd rise and bar the door, O. And soon we'll foom the Can, O'.

Then by there came two gentlemen, Then up started our g-oodman,

At twelve o'clock at night, O, And an angary man was he, O

,

And they could neither see house nor hall, "He's pay for't wi' a broken crown.
Nor coal nor candle' light, O.

Now, whether is this a rich man's house ?

Or whether is it a poor, O?
But never a word w-ad ane o' them speak

For barring of the door, O .

That pries my Barley brie, O'.'

Then up and started our goodwife,

Gied three skips on the floor, O,
Goodman,youVe spoken the foremost word.

Get tip and bar the door, O',

-Lt_
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EA JREJfEEL MY DAME AJfD MY BAWDIES TWAl
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Farcwccl myDamc and my Hairnios twalFarcwoel to a' I lo'e sac dear.'
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Wlia wad—na U|>,ati' fur
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Oiar_lic draw, An' try the brunt o» doad_lie weir.
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Here's to Charlie, an' wcel may he be;

Up, thou Pijier, an' londlie blaw;

The Clans are a' kilted to the knee,

An1 soon Ihey will drive the wliie's awa.

Our glens are dee]), an' our hills are stcc]>,

Their airy summits are eocrd wi' snaw,

An' the white rosr that waves in Charlie's bonnet,

It never will wither, it never will la'.

7HE MAID OF ISLAY.
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Rising- o'er the heaving billow, Evening gilds the o_eean's swell,

=fe£

• i

i=fc

=\

^^
^^fW^ I '

r

i
i i ii np

*~n r r
"While with thee,on grassy pillow, So_li_tude I lnve/ to—dwell. Lonely, to the
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sea-breeze blowing-

, Of ( T chant my love—lorn stra"fn;Tothestreamlet,sweetty flowing-,.
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Mnrmur oft a lover's pain. 'Twas for her, the Maid of Is—lay, Time flew o'er me
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wing-d with joyj'Twas for her (he cheering- smile aye Beam'dwith rapture in my eye.

Not the tempest raving- round mc

,

I\,ig-ht ning-'s flash, or thunder's roll;
Not the ocean's rag-e could wound me,

"While her Imag-e fill fl my soul.
Farewell days of purest pleasure.

Long- your loss my heart shall mourn;
Farewell hours of bliss, the measure,

Bliss that never can return.
Cheerless o'er the wild heath wand'ring-,

Cheerless o'er the wave-worn shore,
On the past with sadness pond'ring-,

Hope's fair visions charm no more.
«s> -£»•-£».«=> .-s. . -s> .-s> . -s».. •^•-^•-^•^•^-•^•^-•^-•^•^-•^-^-^-•(g-.^.fa-f'-e^.^..^.

M.4RTT, SWEEl'EST JMAID, FAREWELlI Same Air.

(Ui)O Mary, sweetest maid, farewell!
My hopes are flown, for a's to wreck;

Heaven guard your love, and healyourhear
Tho' mine, alas J I fear,maun break.

(Shc)Dearest lad,what ills betide?
Is "Willie to his love untrue?

Pledg-ed this morn to be your bride,
Ah.haeye? hae ye taen the rue?

(He)Ye canna wear a rag-g-ed g-own,
Or beggar wed wi' nought ava ;My Kye are drown'd , my house is down,
My last sheep lies aneath the snaw.

(She)Tell na me o' storm or flood;
Or sheep a'smoor'd ayont the hill;

For Willie's sake I "Willie loe'd,
Tho' poor ye are my "Willie still .

The half of the second strain must

(He) Ye canna thole the wind an' rain,
Nor wander friendless far frae hame,

t, Cheer, cheer your heart,some richer swain
"Will soon bl.of" out-lost "Willie's name.

(She) I II tak my bundle in my hand,
And wipe the d'ew.drap frae my eej

Til wander wi' ye o'er the land,
I 11 wander wi'ye o'er the sea,

(He) Pardon, love,'twas but a snare,
The flocks are safe,we needna part

;

Id forfeit them,and ten times mair
To clasp thee,Mary,to my heart.

(She)How couldye wi' my feeling-s sport,
Or doubt a heart sae w-arm and true;

I should wish mischief on ye for t
,But canna wish ought ill to you .

only bo sung- to the additional Song. A
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The Camp—bells are cnm_in, O_ho . O_ho! The Camp_bells
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— min', O_ho, 0_ho! The Camp _ bolls are com __in? to bon _ nie Lof:h_

IP3 .
' I

-^—

j

f

i * l^ l

f f. f.T;¥ azr. i r~ *

—

m

le_vcn; The Camp bells are com_in',0_ho, 0_hn! T Tp_on the I>n_mons I
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ray, I lay, TJp_on the Ln_mons I lay, J lay; I look _ed down
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bon_nie L.bch_le _ven, -And saw three bon_nie perch _es play,
End with

the Chorus.

1^¥ f^
Great Argylc he jxoes before,

Hr maks
v
his cannons 'and grins to roar,

"Wi* sound o' trumpet, pipe, and drum,

The Campbells are romin^ Oho, Oho!

The Campbe lis , &r.

"A '

Tlie Campbells they are a' in arms,

Their loyal faith and truth to show;

Wi' banners rattling- in the wind,

The Campbell's are comin',Oho, Oho!

The Campbells, <S-e . >



0, WEF.VS ^IF. OJV MY AIJT MAJS\
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Air, Landlady count theTL,airn.

0,wcels mc on my ain man,my ain man, my ain man] O Wcels me <-\n m\

E%"l|-J ^m ^f
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airt g'uikmanl He'll ay be welcome hamc. Im war I hlam'd him ycs_tcr_night, For

i^^ 1=£
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now my heart is featb_er light, For gowd I wad — na gie the sight) I

r n is p^

£̂##£ Chorus. (v

• < 'Hi
««6z^lttfa>wl^RjU*H-«Vif<v.the height. O, wcels me on my ain man; My ain man, my^ C^yggJ:^ I ^^
mi r ^Nf-H^hrjfjjji^

ain man; O, wheels me on my ain glide mam He'll ay lie welcome hame.

mw 1 i 1 H t
Rin, Jcanie, bring the Kebbuck )>cn,

An' fin' ancath the spreckl rl hen
J

Meg-, rise and sweep about the fire

,

Syft cry on Johnnie frae (he- byre:

For wcels mc on my ain man!

My ain man, my ain man;
For wcels mc on my ain gnde man]

I see him rinnin hamc
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GO, BRIJTG TO ME A PIJCT O' ALE

.

Air, Annan Water,

^"j l | :
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Go, bring to me a pint o 1 air, That I may drink the

mi s P§? Um &z&
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health o' An_nic; An' cvl ry ane, be _ fore I sail, Maun drink t<W f^^^
ninn-ir riiifnn *5 §

her that's guid an' bon_nie. Ye say I'll no lang con_slant lie. But
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I ken weel, I ncVr can al _ tor; She is the |>ri<f C O?

^^^^^^^ 1
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My Mitlicr greets to part wi' mc,

Rut langcr here to bide I (anna
;

The Lassie's wae T too rart see,

Tlio1 ne'er a word she says, my Annie.

Fareweel, fareweel,a' I lo'e dear!

Grits my heart,and maist I falter:

Mae rest, nac joy will light on me,

Till I return to Annan Water'.^
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Old Ballad.
Annan Water'* wading deep,

An'I my love Annie** wond'rous bonnic;

And I am laifh she suld wcot her feet,

Because I Inve lier best of ony.

"Gar saddle me the bonny black?

Gar saddle tunc, anil make him ready;

For I will down the Gatehope^slack,

And a' to see my bonny Lady.**

He has loupen on the bonny black,

He stirrVl him wi? the spur right sairly;

But, or he wan the Gatehope—slack,

I tliink the steed was wae and weary.

He has loupen on the bonny gray.

He rade the right gate and the ready;

I trow he wad neither stint nor stay,

For he was seeking his bonny Lady

he has ridden o\* re field and fell,

> Thro' ninir and moss, and mony a mire;

His spurs o 1 steel were sair to bide,

And frac her fore-feet flew' the fitc . '

"Now .bonny grey, now- play your parti

Gin ye lie the steed that wins my deary,

Wi' corn and hay yc'se be fed for .iy e,

And never spur sail mak ye wearii-V

The grey was a marc, and a right gtide nun

,

But whan she wan the Annan Water,

She could na lia'e ridden a furlong inair,

Had a thousand marks been wadded at her.

"O boatmen, boatmen, pit aff jour boat!

Pit aff your boat for gowden monk!
1 cross the drumlie stream the night,

Or never mair I see my honey?'

O I was sworn sae late yestreen,

And not by ae aifh, but by many;
And for a' the gowd in fair Scotland,

I dare na tak ye through to Annie'.

O he has poxr'd aff his drappcrpy coat,

The silver buttons glanced bonny"
The waistcoat bursted aff his breast,

He was sae full o' melancholy.

He has ta'en the ford at that stream tail,

I wot he swam baith strong and steady;

But the stream was braid, and his strength did fail,

And he never saw his bonny Lady;
' O wae betide the frush saugh wand!

And wye betide the bush o' brier,

If brake into my true love's hand
When his strength did fail, and his limbs did fire.

And wae betide ye, Annan Water,
This night that ye are a drumlie river!

For over thee I'll build a bridge

,

' That ye never mair true love may sever?'
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O meiklc thinks my I.irve o' my beatify, And meikle thinks my JLtive
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o' my kin; Bnf lit_tle thinks my T„tive I ken braw_lie, My to_cher's the

m
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jewLel \lias 'harms for him. It's a' for the an _ pie he'll noti_rish the
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tree; . It's a* for the liin_cy he'll cher_ish • the bee; My lad _ die's sac

m iF^ ^
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mei_kle in love wi' the sil_ler, He ean_na hae love to spare for me

J - r t *
EmE^m w^m^

Yotir proffer o' love's an airlc—penny,

My tocher's the bargain ye wad by;

Bnt an ye be crafty,- I am cunnin,

Sae ye wi' anither your fortune matin try.

Ye're like to the fimmer o' yon rotten wood,

Ye're like to the bark o' yon' rotten tree,

Yc'll slip frae me like a knotless thread,-

And ye'll crack your credit wi' mae nor mc .



.>/r BO.MVZX MARY",

Go bring' to me a pint t}' wine, And fill it in a

sil_vcr tas_sie, Tliaf I may drink, be_fore I go, A ser _ vice

\\ \ jlU J'H mk fS3

to my bon_riio las— sic. The boat rocks at the Pier . o' -Leifli , TT"'
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loud the wind blaws frae the Fcr _ ry , The Ship rides by 'he

3=£ ^£=£=P=g itf

The trumpets sound, the banners fly,

The glitf'ring- spears are ranked ready-

The shouts o' war are heard afar

,

The battle closes, deep and bloody !

It's not the roar e>> sen, or shore,

Wad mak me langer wish to tarry •

Nor shouts o< war, tliats heard afar,

It's leaving thee, my Bonnie Mary.
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F.4BE fllEE VTEEL% tHOV FIRST' AJTD FAIREST1
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Slow and

Tinder.

ffl itijin ^rnijj j \ tenr
Fare thee weel, thou first and fairest.' Fare tlice wccl,th»u best and dearest ,'
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Thine he il_ka joy and trcas — tire. Peace, cn_joy_mcnt, love, and pleasure.
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Ac fare_weel, and then we sc_vcr] Ac fare—wccl, a_l;!s! for cv_er
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j Df ( |i in fieart—wrung tears 1 11 pledge thee, Warring' siglis and groans 1 II wage tliee.
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Wha can say, that fortune grieves him,

While a ray of hope she leaves him?

But nae chcerfa 1 twinkle lights me,

Dark despair around benights me.

Had wc never lov'd sac kindly,

Had we never lnv'd sae blindly,

Never met or never parted,

Wc had ncner been broken-hearted .

fare Thee wf.el, Thov first" ajvd fairest! g'.'su.

Slow and

Tender.

mm m
4 * M

Fare thee weel, thou first and fairest! Fare thee weel,thou best and dear-est.

m •

r m m^^
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Thine be il_k» joy and treas-urc, Peace, en—joy— ment, love, and picas _nrc.

I'll ne'er blame my |>ar_tial fan— cy* Nae— thinjj could re_sist my Nan — ry;
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Chorus .

H-r
]. j-

j m ^-^i.jj.j- j
i=i=£

Fare thee weel, thou first and fair— est 2 Fife thee weel, thou best and .dearies*
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Thine be il—ka joy and treas —ure, Peace, en—joy—ment, love, and picas—or
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Wha can say that Fortune grieves hit

While a ray of. hope she leaves him:

Rut nae cheerful twinkle lights me^

Dark despair around benights me.

Fare thee wed <, Arc

.

Had we never lov d sac kindly*

Had we never lov'd sae blindlv^

Never met . or never parted i

We had ne'er been broken—hearted.

Fart theO;v>veel^ Arc.



VLL JfEER BEGUILE 7'fIEE.
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Bet_ty ear_ly g-nne a may_ing-, Mrt her In _ ver
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"Wil _ lie stray— inff, Iirilf or rhanre . no mat _ tcr whc _ (her,
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Tims, we know, he rea _ son'd -with lirr! M.y dear Bess, let love in.
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oline tliee To tak the heart which he de_si^ns thee, And as year constantm^ ^^
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slave ro_jJard if. Syne for it's faith _ ful _ ness re _ ward it,
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"Dearest maid! nay, do not fly mo
5

Lei your pride no more deny me;

Never doubt ynur faithful Willie;

There's my thumb, I'll ne'er beg-uile thee .

Oh, dear lassie! tis but daffin

Tohaudyour wooer ay niff naffin,

That, na,na,I hate if vilely;

Oh,say yes,and f 11 ne'er beg-uile thee."



SWEEt AJ/IYIE FEAE THE SEA-BEACH CAME.
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Sncct Annie frae the sca-bcach camc,Wlicre Jiitk.y spccld Ihcvcvstls
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side; Ah! wha can keep t^eir hcaf^TfVhwrjc , When Jocky's tost aJiuon the tide
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Far aff to dis_tant realms he gang's, Yet 111 prove true, as he has been, And
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vhen ilk lass a_bout him thrangs, He'll think on An_nic his faith-Ju1 ain.

m^ £¥
Blaw saft, ye gales, round Jocky's head.

And g-ar jour waves be calm and still;

His hameward sail with breezes speed.

And dinna a1 my pleasure spill.

What tlio' in> Jocky's far avayj

Yet he will braw in siller sliinc:

III keep my heart anither day,
Since Jocky may again be mine.

O MARY! I HAD KJVOh'JV THEE LCATG. Same Air.

O Mary! 1 had known thee long-,

Amid the g-ay, the thoughtless throng-.

Where mien loaves modesty behind,
And manner takes the place of mind:
Where woman, tho' delig-hrful still,

Quits Nature's ease for Fashion's skill,

Hides, by the g-audy g-loss of art,

The. simple- beauty of her heart.

And born to lift our souls to heaven,

Strives for the gfaze dcs-jMscd when g-iven,

Forgets her being^s godlike power
To shine the wonder of an hour:
Oft had I sig-h'd to think that thou,

An Angel fair, could stoop so low;

Regret rose from thy causeless mirth
That Heaven could thus be stain'd by Eartli

A
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JuliTi Anderson,un jo, John, When » <" ' « ' re- first Acquaint, Your

^F-Ti r .1-^i^^
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looks were like- the ra _vcn , Your b/n_riy brow was brent; II uf^ I I r ff
p
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now your brow is b^M, John, Yoxrr locks are like flic snaw, Rut

^
^

^#^£ iHgwm f9 « ::

bless—lug's on your fros— ty |tow, John An—der_son, my Jo,

»w ^fT±^ w m3=
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John Anderson,my jo, John,
"We elanib the hill the gither,

And mony a canty dayi John,
WAc had wi' ane anj titer;

Now we maun totter down, John;
Tut hand-in-hand we'll go,

And -sleep'thc gither at the foot,

John Anderson, my jo.

LAXD OF MY" FATHERS,
.Music by Smith.

With Si' 11"' 1

* F'.ling
Land of my Fathers! though no mangrove here Ocr thy blue streams her
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flexile branches rear.* Nnr sca_ly palm her fin-ger'n scions shoot, Nor lus_cious

^^
guava wave her yellow fruit, Nor gol_dcn apples glimmer from the tree;
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Land of dark deaths and nviiintains, thou* art free. Free as his Lord the

f
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peasant (reads the plain. And heaps his harvest on the groan—ing -wain

mm m m
Protld of his laws, tenacious of his right,
And vain of Scotias old uneoncprcr'd might:
Dear native vallies! may ye long' retain
The charter\l freedom of the mountain swain;
Long, mid your sounding- glades, in union sweet,
May rural innocence and beauty meet?
And still he duly heard, al twilight calm,
From every cot the peasant's chaunted psalm!

it
Then,'Jedworth, though thy ancient choirs shall fade,

And time lay bare each lofty colonnade,
Fr'>m the damp roof the massy sculptures die,

And in their vaults thy rifted arches lie,"

Null in these vales shall Angel harps prolong,
By Jeds pure stream a sweeter cVning song
Than long processions, once, with mystic zeal,
Pourd to the harp and solemn organ's peal.

% The old Abbey at Jedburgh.
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LEM'lE GORDON.

Jacobite. rC\
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Oh! send I-,ew_ie Gor.don haifle, And the lad I winjia name;
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Tho' his bark be at the wa', Here's to him that's fir a.wa,

™horas

Trnorc.
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Oh lion' my High— land_man ! Oh my bon_nie High _ land _ man !

Treble. iy
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Oh hnn! my High _land_man ! Oh my bon_nie Hig-h^Jand _man

!
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Weel won'd I my trtie love ten A_manp ten thotr_sand High_land _men

t-t-J.tNnpii.hSj t-t'trl I
Weel wonVi I my true love ken A- mang1 ten thou—sand Hig\h_land _men

,
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Oh! to see his tartan—trews,

Bonnet blue, and laig*h—heel'd shoes;

Philabeg" aboon his knee*,

That's the lad that I'll g-ang- wi;

Oh hon! Sec.

The Princely yotith that I do sing:,

Is fitted for to be a king-;

On his breast he wears a star,

You'd take him for the god of -war.

Oh hon ! <fce.

Oh! to see this Princely One,
Seated on a royal throne',

Disasters a' would disappear;

Then beg-ins the Jnb'lee year.

Oh hon! &c.
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I wish I ken'd my Mag'—g'ie's mind. If she's for me 01
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still to Tam _ my. An' yet she lo'es me no that
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ill* If I he _ lieve her Gran _ ny^ O. sure she maun h>
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woaii'_ rons nice, If she'll neifli _ er hae me nor Tam _ my.

sag Up ^p^
I've spier d her anee ,1 ve spierd her twice, Rut if she's a f uil, and -Hg-htlies me,

And still she says she canna;

Til try her a train, and that maks thrice,

And thrice,they say, is canny.

Wi' him she'll hae a chaise and pair,

Wi» me she'll hae shanks—nagrtrie
;

He s anld and Mark, I'm young- and fair;

She'll surely ne'er tak Tammy.

I'se e'e-n draw np wi' Nancy?

There's as guid fish into the sea

As e'er cam out, I fancy.

And tho' I say't that shou'dna say't,

I'm nwrc crtrid a match for Majj-oie;

Sae m.ik np yonr mind without delay,

Are ye for me, or Tammy?
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Da-n—cing, -while lav'_roeks sins' in t'ie morningjj There learn fraetlrr— tics

To wcstlin breezes Flora fields,

And when the beams are kindly -warming-,

Rlythness appears o'er all the fields,

And nature looks more* fresh and charming.

I^earn frae the burns that trace the mead

,

Tho' on their banks the roses blossom,

Vet hastily they flow to Tweed,

And pour their sweetness in his bosom

.



THE FLOWER OF YARROW.

Thy braes were bunny, Yarrow stream,

When first >m .them I met my lovers

Thy braes, how dreary, Yarrow 'stream,

When now thy waves his body cover !

For ever bow, O Yarrow stream!

Thou art to me a stream of sorrow;

For never on thy hanks shall I

Behold my love, the flower of Yarrow.

He promised me a milk-white steed

To bear me to his father's bowers',

He promised me a little page

To s'jnire me to his father's towers
;

He promised me a wedding1—ring-,

The wedding-—day -was fixed to—morrow;

Now he is wedded to his grave,

Alas! his watery grave's in Yarrow.

Sweet were his words when last we met,

My passion I as freely told him;

f'lasp'd in his arms, I little thought

That I should never more behold him.

Scarce was he gone, I saw his ghost,

It vanished with a shriek of sorrow!

Thrice did the water wraith ascend,

And gave a doleful groan thro' Yarrow!

His mother from the window looked,

"With all the longing of a mother;
His little sister, weeping, walked

The greenwood pa(h to meet her brother.

They sought him east, they sought him west,

They sought him all the forest thorough;

They only saw (he cloud of night,"

They only heard the roar of Yarrow,

k
No longer from thy window lo<'k 9

Thou hast no son, thou tender mother;

No longer walk, thou lovely maid,

Alas! thou hast no more a brother;

No longer seek him east or west,

And search no more the forest thorough,

For, -wandering in the night so dark,

He fell a lifeless corse in Yarrow.

The tear shall never leave my cheek, -"

No other youtli shall be my marrow;

I II seek thy body in the stream,

And then with thee I 11 sleep in Yarrow!
The tear did never leave her cheek,

No other youth became her marrow,
She found his body in the stream,

And now -with him she sleeps in Yarrow!

47

Same. Air.
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Shril—Iy shrie-kd the raging wind,And rudely blew the hlas^W
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jwsome blink, thro' the dark ha' Tlic speed—y light _ning past. "Oli[

mm ju.j. J.,;

ĥear ye nae, frae mid the loch, A — rise a dead_ly grant? Sae

fel

£sk i
iiuJ m i iIv

fv^cr does the spi rir warn, When we sam dethe mann mane.

%m
"l feir, I feir me,gnde Sir John,

Ve are nae safe wi'me^
What wat nald fill my hcart,gin ye

Sh&nd in my castle dee.

"

Yc need nae I eii ,my tadye dcir,

I'm ay safe when wi' thee,

And gin J marrn nae wi» thee live,

I here wad wish to dee .'

flifi man earn rtinning to the ha'

Wi' wallow cheek belyvej
* Sir John Mont ci!h,yoTrr faes are near,

And ye mann flee or strive *

=F
What corxnt syne lead the'erucl knichti11

"Three spiermen to yonr anev

T redd yc,f lie, my master deir,

Wi' spied, or ye'll be slain!'

"Tak ye this gown, my dear Sir John,

To hide yonr shining rr. . ; 1 ,

A boat waits at the hinder port,

Owre the braid loch to sail.

Oh! whatten a piteons shriek was yon,

That songhed rrpon my eir?"

'Nae piteous shriek,I trow, Ladye,
Brit the rough blast ye heir!

i They socht the castle till the morn,
Whan they were bown to gae;

They saw the boat tnrn'd on the Loch
. Sir Johns corse on the brae,

^ Supposed to be thefanse Monteith,, -who betrayed the renowned Wallace.



fHE BRAES 0' HALQll'tHER.
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I will twine thee a how'r
By tlie clear siller fountain,

And I'll cover it o'er

Wi' the flowVs vfl the mountain.
Will yc y'"i &-< .

I will rangre thro' the wilds,
And the deep p-Iens sac dreary,

And return wi' their spoils

To the bciwV o' my deary.
Will ye cpci, A-c.

When the rude wintr\ *wn?
Idly raves round our dwelling*.

And the roar ol the lin

On the nio'ul hrcczc is swelling; ,

Will ye go, $-c.

So merrily we'll sinw-
9

As the storm rattles wor us,

'Till the dear Kneeling 1 ring

Wi' the light— lilting r horns
Will ye g-o, fro.

Now the summer is in prime,
Wi' the (lowers richly hlooriiiny,

And the wild mountain thyme
A' the moorlands perfuming'.

Wi 1 1 ye y'o, <&rc .

To our dear native scenes
I-et us journey tog'etln r.

Where glad innocence reigns
\V1 tng- the braes <»' Balqu hither .

Will ye gr», &x.
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FOB A* THA'f, AND A' I HAT.
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a' that . Fnr a' that, and a' thai, Our toils nb— ftctirc and a' that ; The
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but the jf'i'n _ ea Mamp, The man's the gowil for a' that
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What tlm' on h.imclx fare we dine, .

"Wear hnddin jrr< } , an' a' that;

Gii fools their silks, an* knaves their wine,

A man's a man for a* that;

For a1 that, an1 a1 that,

Their tinsel show, an 1 a' that?

The honest man, though e'er sae pour,

Is chief o1 men L for a 1 that.

Ye see yon birkie, ca'd a lord,

Wha struts, an' stares, an1 a 1 that;

Tli" 1 hundreds worship at his word,

He's but a roof for a* that:

For y that, an" a1 that,

Hi^ ribband, star, an" a1 that.

Tin man of independent mind

fin look in 1 laugh at a' that.

A Kiiiy can inak a belted Knight,

A Mar<(tiis, Duke, and a 1 that;

But an honest man's alioon his might,

Guile faith, he mauna fa"1 that,

For a1 -that, an' a 1 that,

Their dignities, an' a1 that,

The pith o' sense, an1 pride ni worth,

Are highi r ranks then a 1 that.

Then let us pray that emne it may,

As come it will for a" that,

That sense an* worth, o'er a' the earth,

May bear the grce, an 1 a' that.

For »i that, an 1 a1 that,

It's coming yet, for a 1 that,

That man to man, tin warld oer,

Shall brothers be for a' that.
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O GF.ORDIE BE1G*VS fJV SADIE'S STE.4d!

Stine Air.

Geordie reigns in Jamie's stead!

I'm griev'd, but scorn to slia' that;

1 11 no cast down, nor hang my head,

On Rebel Whigs for a' that.

And a' that, and a' that.

And thrice as micklc as a' that,

I'll no ca,st down, nor hang my head,

On Rebel Whigs for a' that.

But still 111 trust in Providence, He wears a broad Sword by his sidi ,

And ay 111 laugh at a' that, He kens wed how to draw (hat;

And sing he's owre the hills the night, The T^i^ii and the Highland plaid,

That I lo'e weel for a' that. Tin shoulder belt, and a' that.

And a' that, &c. And a
1 that, <V< .

He's far beyond ICillabrae the night A bonnet bound wi' ribbons blue,

That 1 lo'e weel lor a' that: The white cockade, and a' that,

He wears a Pi^to] on his side, He wears, that owre the hills this night.

That males me blj th for a 1 that. That 111 gae wi', for a 1 that.

And a1 that, &c. And a' that, Arc.

The Highland Coat, and Philabcg, The Whigs they think that "Willie's mine,

The Tartan trews, and a' that, But 'deed they in.iuii.i fa' that

5

He wears, that's owre the hills the night, The} think our hearts will be east down.

That I'll go w-i', for a' that. But well be Myth for a 1 that.

And a' that, &o . And a1 that. Ace.

For a' your powdcr'l perri_wigs,

And a^ your muslin <-rav.it s,

And a' your fifteen hundred marks,

You'll no be King for a' that.

And a 1 that, and a' thai,

And thrice as mickle' as a'-that,

He's coming down ahoon Dunkeld,

"Will be our King for a' that.
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O StA'tELY STOOD 1HE BARONS HA\
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O stately st.mrt the Ba_rons ha'. His I^a_dy fair as <>n_y; Her
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heir <>f a' the Ba^rons wealth, A man _ly hairn was he, O, An<l
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aye lie' I riri, and play liis lane, A _ neath the greenwood tree, (
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Rut wac,wae was the h< .*\ v mane,

Gacd thro' that Castle ha', O,

When gloamin cam, ac simmers een

,

Young' Ronald ius awa, O.

The-v sought him cast , they sought him west.

O north and south they sought him,

And noble was the offered boon

To them that -wad hae brought him.

The X*ady pined, her cheek grew wan.

The wound was past a' cui-iii*,

And the bowers whar first she lostcred him

"Were jiast her hearts eiidurin\

Her lovin Tord wi 1 tender eare

Took !i< r to wander far, O,
And iIk only thought ere dried her ee,

Fbw abooii the niornin star.O!

Her feckless frame could little bide,

Slow turned the tardy wheels,O,

They saw a nut—brown, bonny boy,

Fast riimin at their heels, O.

"Stay, Faither, Mither,stay for me!

Ill never never leave- ye;

It was na me that gaed awa,

Twas the gypsies took me frae ye"

Now, tell wha may, their joy that day,

Wha ne'er thought joy to meet, O;

Fresh roses budded on her cheek.,

And her smile it dimpled sweet, O.

Frae green wood bowers, and stately towers,

Nae mair they wandered far,0,

And their gratefu' lays, o' joy and praise,

Flew aboon the mornin star, O.
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Air t -wish my loTe were In a mire.
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hlaw, In vain to me the vi'_ lets spring; In vain to me, in
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glen or shaw, The ma vis and the lint — white sing.
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The merry ploughboy cheers his team,

Wi' joy thetentie seedsman stalks;

Bat life to me's a dreary dream,

A dream of ane that never wanks

.

The shepherd stceks his fanlding slap,

And o'er the moorlands whistles shill,

Wi'wiM, uneqTral,wand'ring step

1 meet him on the dewy hill.

But when the lark, 'tween light and dark

Blyth waukens by the daisie's side,

And mounts and sing's, on flirt'ringwing-,

Awae worn ghaist, Ihameward glide.

Come, winter,wi' thine angry howl,

And raging bend the naked tree,

Thy gloom will soothe my cheerless sou I

When Nature all is sad like ni<- .

A
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* "Battle of FL.dden where James 4-,.
h ami bis Nobles fell.
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gra^ ; At fair, or at preach _ ing , nae woo _ ing, nae fleech —ing^ The
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flowYs of the For — est are a' we<ie a_ -way
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At e'en, in the gloaming, nac younkers are roaming

'Boat stacks, with the lasses at bogle to play;

Bet ilk main! sits dreary, lamenting her deary

—

The flowers of the Forest are weded away.

Dool and wae for the order sent onr lads to the border;

The English for ance by guile wan the dayi

The flowers of the Forest, that fought aye the foremost,

The prime of our land arc eauld in the clay.

We'll hear nae mair lilting at the ewe-milking,

Women and bairns are heartless and wae;

Sighing and moaning on ilka green .loaning

The flowers of thcFnrcsl arc ^wc'lc awaA •
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To the Maid t.hat tends the goats, I^ilt ino; o'er her na _ tive notes.
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Hark, she sing's, 'young- San_dy's kind. An' he's pro _mis'd aye to lo'e me;
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Here's a hroteh -I n<*<r shall tync 'Till he's f.iir_ ly mar_ ried to me:
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Drive a_wa, ye drone, time, And bring' a _bont our bri_dal —day,
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"Sandy he'rds a flock o' sheep,

Aften does he blaw the whittle

In a strain sae saftly sweet,

l.immies listning dare-nae bleat

.

Hr's as fleel's the mountain roe,.

Hardy as the highland heather,

Wading' thro' the winter snow,

Keeping- ay his flocksthctrether;

Hut a plaid wi'barc knees

He braves the bleakest norlin blast.

"Rrawly he can dance and sing-

Canty glce.or highland crTinach}

Vain <an ever match his fling

At a reel, or round a ring:

Wightly can he wield a rung-;

In a brawl he's ay the bang-ster
;

A' his praise can ne'er be song

By the lang-cst winded sangstcr:

Sangs that sing o'Sandy

Seem short, rim' f hey were e'er sae lang.'
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ry; For there I took the last fare—'weel Of my sweet Higlrifland Ma _ ry,
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Birl oil! fell death's untimely frost,

That hi^it my flower sae earl\ !

N(iw greens the sod, and ratilds the clay,

That wrajis my Highland Mary

And mouldering now in silcnl iln-.t,

Tliat heart that lo'ed rnc dearly!

Hut still within try bosom's core

Shall live rny Highland Mary.
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Jacobite.
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fast as he could gac ? man; While tren'—ral Cope did ' faunf and
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I h< brave Lochiel, as I heard tell,

Led r^mcrnns on in clouds, man;

The morning fair, and clear the air,

They loosVl wi' devilish thnds, nun .

Down guns /hey 'Iirtw, and swr.rds they drew

And sor.n did chace them aff , man;

i)n Seafi.n Trails they haft their ehafts,

\nd jj-art thrm rin like daft, man.

The bluff dragoons swore,blood and 'oonsj

They'd make the rebels run, man , ,

And yet they flee when them thty see,

And winna fire a gnn, man:

They ttrrn'd their back, the foot they- brake,

Snch terror seiz'el them a\ man;

Some they roared, and somethey grat,

And some for fear die) fa', man .
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The Volunteers prick'd up their ears
,

Ami vow gin they were crouse, man;

Bnt when the bairns saWt torn to parn's't,

They were na worth a lousc,man;

Maist feck gade hame: O, fy for shame .

They'd better sfayd awa^man,

Than wi' cockade to make parade,

And do nac good at a',man .

Monteith the great, in a great fright,

TJn'wares did ding him o'er, mitt,

Yet wad na stand to bear a hand,

But aff foil fast did scour, man,

O'er Sontra hill , e'er he stood still,

Before he tasted meat, man;

Troth,he may brag of his swift nag,

That bare him af f sae fleet,man .

He made sic haste, sae spurd his beast,

Twas little there he saw, man;

To Berwick rade,and falsely said,

The Scolds were rebels a', man:

Bnt let that end,for well 'tis kend

His use and wont to lie, man;

The Te <guc is naught, he never faughf.,

When he had room to flee, man .

And Caddell drcst amang the rest,

With gun and good claymore, man,

On gelding grey he rode that way,

With pistols set before, man:

The cause was good , he d spend his blood

Before lliat he would yield, man;

But the night before he left the core,

Ami nt-vc-r fae'd the field, man.

And Simpson,keen to clear the een

Of rebels far in wrang,ma.n,

Did never strive wi' pistols five,

But gallop1
*! wi the thrang, man;

He turn'd his back, and in a crack

Was cleanly out o'sight, man,

And thought it best, it was nae jest

Wi' Highlanders to fight, man.

'Mantjst a' the gang, nane bade the bang
Bat twa,and ane was tane, man

;

For Campbell rade, but Myrie stay'd,

And sair he paid thekain, man;
Fell skelps he got was waur than shot,

Frae the sharp-edgd claymore, man;
Frae mony a spout came running out

His rceking-het red gore, man ,

But gaLlant Ki'ger, like a sodger,

Stood, and bravely fought-, man;
I'm wa'e to tell, at lasthe fell,

But mae down wi' him brought, man :

At point of death,wi' his last breath,

(Some standing round in ring, man;)

On's back lying flat, he wav'd his hat

And cryd, God save the King, man,

Some Highland rogues, like hungry dogs,

Neglecting to pursuc,nian.

About they fae'd, and in great haste

Upon the booty flew, man:

And thcy,as gain for a' their pain,

Are deck'd wi' spoils of war, man;
Fu'bald can tell, how her nainsell

Was ne'er sae pra before, man .

But (yard'ner brave did still behave

Like to a hero bright, man",

His courage true, like him were few

That still despised flight, man

;

For King, and laws, and country's cause,

In honour's bed he lay, man;
His life* but not his conrage, fled

,

While he had breath to draw, man .

At the thorn-tree, which you may see

Be-west the meadow mill, man,"

There mony slain lay on the plain,"

The clans pursuing still, man: -

Sic unco hacks, and d-eadly whacks,
I never saw the like, man,

Lost hands and heads cost them their dead,

That fell near Preston-dyke, man.

And Major Bowie, that worthy .ioul

,

Was brought down to the ground, man;
His horse being shot , it w as his lot

For to get mony a wound,man;
Lieutenant Smith, of Irish birth,

Frae Whom he cali'd for aid, man,
Being full of dread, lap o'er his head,

And wadna be g-ainsaid, man.

That .tl'ternoon, whena'was done,

I gaed to see the tray, man;
Bnf had I wist what after past,

1 d better stay'd away,man;
On St'aton sands, wi' nimble hands

,

They pick'd my pockets bare, man;
Hut I wish ne'er to drie sic fear,

For a' the sum and mair, man . A
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'tHE PLOVGHJtiAiY.
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new, man; But east and west his trade's the hest, That kens to ra' the ph>U£h,man.
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Thcii,oome,weel speed my plotigliman lad, And hey my mcr_ry plough .*man; Of

His dreams are sweet upon his bed,

His cares are light and few, man;

His mother's blessing's on his head,

That tents her weel, the plough-man

Then, come, weel speed, &c.

The l.irk s,:c sweet, that starts to meet

The morning fresh and new, man;

Blythe tho' she be, as blythe is he

That sings as sweet, the plough- man.

Then, come, weel speed, &x.

All fresh and ffay, at dawn of day

Their labours they renew, man;

Heaven bless the seed, and bless the soil,

And Heaven bless the plough—man!

Then, come, weel speed, &e.
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"Whar hae ye liccn a'day, my boy Tam_my ? Whar hae ye been a' day,
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hoy- Tam_my? 'I've been by burn and fli)w'_ry brae, mca_dow green and
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tountain grey coin-tin o' this young- thing- just come frae' her Mam_my.'

"And whar gat ye lliat young thing, my boy Tammy.'"'

I gat her down in yonder howe
,

1 Smiling- on a broomy knowe,

Herding ac wee T„anib and Ewe for her (.our Mjirnnv,'-

What said ye to the bonny bairn, my boy Tammy?"
I hae a»housc, if cost me dear,

I ve waltk o' jilenishen and gear,

Yese get it a',war't ten times mair, gin ye will leave your M.imnn J
.

The smile gade aff her bonny face_i'l manna leave my Mammy !

She's gi'en me meat, she's gi'en me rlaise,

She's been my comfort a' my days,

My Father's death brought mony waes I < anna leave my Mammy."

We'll tak her hame and mak her fain, my ain kind-hearted Lammy,
We'll gi'e her meat, we'll gi'e her elaes,

We'll be her comfort a' her days;'

The wee thing gi'es her hand, and saysJ'There, gang and ask my Mammy."

..Has she been to kirk wi> thee, my boy Tammy?"
She has been to kirk wi''me,

And the tear was in her ee,

But Oh! she's but a young thing just come frae her Mammy!
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Old Set.
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The love_Iy moon had climh'd the hill, "Where ea_gles big a_
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She lifted np her wankening een,

To see from whence the voice might be,

And there she saw young Sandie stand,

Pale, bending on her his hollowee!

"O Mary, dear, lament nae mair,

I'm in. death's thraws an< aththe sea;

Thyweeping' makes me sad in bliss,

Sac, Mary ,weep nae mair for me-.

"The wind slept whenwe left the bay,

Bnt soon it waked and raised the main,

And God,he bore us down the deep,

"Wha strive wi' him, bnt strive in vain!

Hestreteh'd his arm and took menp,
Tho1 laith I was togangfout thee:

I look frae Heaven aboon the storni,

Sae, Mary,weep nae mair £>">r me."
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Modern Set.

m^mm
The moon had climh'd the high-est hill, Whirh ri_ses o'er" the
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She from her pillow gently rais\l

Her head, to ask who there might he;

She saw young Sandy shiVring stand,
With visage |>al_e and hollow e1e;

"O Mary, dear, cold is my (lay,

It lies beneath a stormy sea;
Far, far from thee, I sleep in death,

So, Mary, weep no more for me.

"Three stormy nights and stormy days,

"We toss'd upon the raging main?
And long we strove our hark to save;

But all our striving was in vain.

F.v'n then, when horror chill d my blood,'

My heart was fill'd with love for thee.-

The storm is past, and I at rest;

So, Mary, weep no more lor me.

"O maiden, dear, thyself prepare,

We soon shall meet upon that shore
Where love is free from doubt and care,

And thou and I shall part no more.1 '

I_oud crow'd the cock, the shadow fled,

No more of Sandy could she see,

But soft the passing spirit said,

"Sweet Mary, weep no more for me.11
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O, Botlu-»e]l bank, thou bloom _ est fair; But, ah! thou-
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Sad he left me a(- dreary day,

And hal»lic inn* sleeps in the clay,

Without ae siph his death to moan,

Without ae flow V his grave to crown

O whither is my loyrr pone;

Alas! I fear he'll ne'er return.

O,Roth-well baTik,tbou hloomest fair?

But, ah! thou mak'st my heart fu' sair.
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Ye hanks and braes o' bon nie Doon, Hiw can ye bloom sac fresh and

Ye banks and braes o" bon.nie Doon, Him can ye bloom sae fresh and

mm
fair? How can ye chan(,yc lit_tlc birds. And I sae wea_rie fit' o' careTThoult

Fair? How can ye chant,ye lit.flc birds. And I sae wea_rie fn' C care? Thou1
!!
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break niv heart thouwarlvling bird. That »-an.tons thro' the flowery thjnrn; Thou
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break my heart,thonwarbIing bird. That waiutons thro' the flowery tliom: Thou
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mind st me o' dc_part_cd joys, De_par_tcd nt_vcr to re_txrrn.

ttf^n nnjAiiiJUJH T=T
mind st me o' de_part_ed joys, De_par_ted ne_ver to re_furn

Oft have I rov'd by bdnnie Doon,
To see the rose and woodbine twine J

Where ilka bird sang- o' its luve,

And fondly sac did I <>\ mine,

Wi' . lightsome heart I |>u<l a rose,

Fw' sweet, upon its thorny tree^

And my fa use lover staw my rose,

But, ah! lie left the thorn wi' me.
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THE TAILOR FKLt fHRO* THE BED.

The Tav-.l«>r foil thro' the bed, thimble and a*, The Taulor loll

^^ 1 r j r M ji• •>

«T
thru* the bed* thim—Wc and a\ The . hlan_kcts were thin, and theM m
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stu ets they were sma'; The Tai-lor fell thru' the bed, t liim hlc- aTid a'.

*.'

m* m
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Afore it -was lii>'ht, the Tailor he raise,

Afore it was light, he pat on his clahhs! ._, •

"The blankets are thin, the sheetst^-thcy arc sma\
^i And I canna pet rest, so 111 eVn gang mal

Loud rair'd the Turkic, when she gaed ben,
*"Sie » like triek, -wha-eYr di<l ken.
The warkV no done, and the Tailor's awa^
He's all wi* his shears, his thimble, and a'.'

FOY^'.S H'IFE OF ALDITALLOCH.

kiil.i i
r nU.i j ::U i

Roy's "Wife of Al_di._v.Jl_lueh, Koys "Wife of Al_cTi-val _loeh,

M
,

J
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how she cheat_ed me, As I came o'er tl>' braes •>' Bal—loehf Sh

O
3^^ ^
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vow'd, She swore, She wad be mine, She said she loed fnc best of .o_*iyj llu*

i» f

s
3 j IjTTl ^

oil. Hie lie—kit l.iiili_less rincan. She's ta'en the carle, and left f»tr Joltttnu.'. Old

"i^a l_* : jx

A little quicker.

\ i mil J '-ri i-i B I i-
Roy's Wife of Al _di _ vjl _ loch , Roy's Wife ol Al _ «li _ val _ loch.

Wat ye how .she cheat_cd me, As I came o'er the braes o'. Bal_loth?

My ,Ji
E'ku'i^p

O she was a canty quean, • .

And >weel could dance the Highland watlochj

How happy I, had she been mine,
Or I'd been Roy of Aldivailocfj

!

Oil, Roy's Wife, &c

.

î u j

i i p m
Her hair sae fair, her een sae clear,

Her wee bit motr .sac-, sweet and bonnie;

To me she ever will be dear,

Tho' she's f,,r ever It If her Johnnie.

Oh, Boy's Wife, &% .



68
BESS ^JVD HER SPIJV^/JVG-WHEEL.

Sliwly

IV-i I*-

fiPPPP ^Wj i^ f
O leeze mc on my spin _m'ng_whcel, And leeze me on my rock and

i «= ^
1 T PP£
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recl,Frae tap'to tae that deedsme hien , And haps me fiel and warm at e'en. Ill

m t=fp^ŝ jiWT
fig Mmmm

set me down and sing- and spin, While laig'h descends the simmer sun. Blest

»
pr J J

»=p

wi' con_tcnt, and milk and meal, O leeze me on my spin_ning—wheel

a ,l j ^ J"1i-Tl r.
i iiPP ? f^

On ilka hand the burnics trot,

And meet below my theekit cot;

Tlie sceiited birk and hawthorn white

Across the pool their arms unite;

Alike to screen the birdie's nest,

And little fishes caller rest:

The snn blinks kindly in the biel'

Wh< re,blythc,l torn my spinnin wheel .

On lofty aiks the cushats wail,

And echo cons the doolfu' talc;

The lintwhitcs in the hazel braes,

Delighted, rival ithers lays.

The 'craik amang the claver hay,

The pai trick whirrin o'er the lea,

The swallow jinkin rotmd my shicl,

Anra*c me at my spinnin wheel

.

Wi' sma* to sell , and less to buy,

Aboon distress, below envy<

O wha -wad 'leave this humble state.

For a» the pride of a' the great ?

Amid their flairing,idlc toys , ,

Amid their cumbrous, dinsomc joys,

Can they the peace and pleasure feel

Of Bessy, at her spinnin wheel.



( K.4 1GIF.-RI HJV WOOD.

Slew with

Exyrcssioi
Swf'el fa's the eve on Craig' j- ic — burn wood, And blytlie .t _
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>w; Bui a] the pride o' Craig _ ie - btmu_wood , Can
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>ield me nouglrt hut sor _ row. tin- spread _ in
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Leave* hikI flowers, I hear the wild birds sing _ nig* But |>lca — sur

f¥ £

a•nm
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they hae nanc fur me, "While care my heart is wring _ in u-

.

Fain, lain would 1 my griefs impart,

Yet dare na for your ang'er;

Rut secret love will break my licart.

If I coneeal it langor.'

H thou refuse to pity uic,

II tliou shall love another.

When yon green luave'-s (ade frae The tree.

Around my grave they'll wither.
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F.PPIF. ADAIR*
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JJ ggpili
An'oh,my ~Ej>i>ie, My jewel, my Epvie,WJia trad na be hap_py "Wi'

*tfi r i.-prrt-im pp^p
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K|i_pie A_dairT By love. and lij beau_ ty, By law and by du/_ty, 111

, . j i

J J w m^
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oy_er be true to my E)>_|>ie A dair. Mis -i. for — tunc \\onld fake mo, And

m l±i^ \ 'jnjjM5 a S3S:
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ffiiil — ty fears shake me, II I sliguld for_sa£e ye, My Kp-

p

ic A_dair.

:t-f^i-t-' Efiv m—r^^gfgppjfi

liuJ »h\ 1'iims alliim it."

YeVc no nmv l<> learn it 5

Y(Hir merit ("ulirms it,

Sae glide and ^r ('air.

The lassie that's peerless,

CV rivals is (earless;

H.'ll ne'er lo'e but ane.

Thai loYs Eppic Adair.

•j,.- *.-v».->.-2».-^.-f=».-^.-5»^.,>.->..-;J.,^.-^.^.-?=>.
s^:-^-.^-te-.^-.«^-«-'^--'^--^--'^--4']--#-.<35-'<=-.ft-"#--

'I'HE FOEAT.
Air, Baddich na brig-an.

The last of onr steers on our lu.ard has been spread^JVWffheJast flask of
\nimati -nT\

A V^
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The rain is descending, the wind rises loud.
And the moon her red beacon has veil'd with a cloud:
'Tis (he hctter, my mates; lor the Warder's .lull eye
Shall in confidence slumber, nor dream we are nigh.
Our steeds are impatient! I hear m\ blythe £'rey!

There is life in his hoof—eUIng, and hope in his neigh;
Like the Hash ol a meteor, the glance of his mane
Shall marshal your march through the darkness and rain.

The drawbridge has tiro|>|>\l , and the bugle has blown;
One pledge is to quaff yet then mount and be gone.
To their honor and peace, that shall rest with the slain,

To thrir health and their "l<c, that see Teviot again!

NT.B.The last four lines of the PoetM to |„ sunjr to the second strain of thcMeh.dx , repct< .1.
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aT MOBjnjTG si;j>r on' o'ef The lea.

Air, Lassie are ye sleeping,

J j t
,
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A( m<>r_irinir sun "lit o'er tlic lea, When bir_dics ehaunt their

fj~fc
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notes sac liie,'Wlicn vcr_diiro glad_dens ev'_ry e'e, 'Tis then I meet my ain Jo.

:»mr Ur l r:
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Chorus,
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My lovc_.ly Jean, my ain Jean, My ain Jean, my «*in Jean* O

mt-a' I
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there meet my ain Joan, My ain my on _ ly ain J<

^m n rr] in ;CP^
When fjnwrots paint the meadows green,

When dew hang's an the scented hcan,

"When hums thchee the- leaves atw-ccn,

'Tis then 1 meet my ain Jo.

My lovely Jean, my ain Jean,

My ain Jean, my ain J: an;

O then 1 meet my ain Jean,

My ain, my <>fiK ain Ji>.

"When trees are deckel in simmer sheen.

When ilka bud in beauty's seen,

Wlicn nature smiles in every .scene,

'Tis then I meet my ain Jo.

My lovely Jean, my ain Jean,

Mv ain Jean, my ain Jean;

O then I meet my ain Jean,

Mv ain my only ain Jo.

Wliar dmvn the' glen the burnic rows,

An' sporting1 plays between the how cs

,

"Wliar lam'ics frisk out—o'er the knowes,

'Tis there 1 meet my ain Jo

.

Mv lovely Jean,,my ain Joan,

. My ain Jean, my ain Jean;

'Tis there I meet my ain Joan,

My ain my only ain Jo.



The chiefs reTi'bjt from jt^ir.

Air, Leit h "W-\ >i

7/5

O wha will ride: and wha will rinfAnd wha will s^il f I r M,,r.\ml

#^##f I^Mill
ha will go to [s_ la kill, "Where we wen wont to her O

^^^dkidi^^ 4 UTi Hil
O. lor ea _ gle's wines," he cried, 'To hear me to her side.

w& m
"A hlink shines <m m\ stately tow'r,

O.'thal I there might he,

Wharc Mary tents her infant son,

And weeps and prays lor me!"
The wind was hush'd, the waves were still,

Fast flew- the dashing' oar,

His bounding heart niaist hurst it hands,

As they drew near the shore.

Had eagle's wings been lent him now,
Vlair swilt they eon Id na he;

But, ok. the sight that met him there,

Was soon enough to see.

His Bahie, in a hireling's arms,

Waild out its Mather's name;
His men and maidens durst nae speak,

Nor tell the news for shame.

"Wharc, wharc's my Mary: 'L_ loud lie tried-

''What means this heavy gloom?

False she is not Oh! is she dead:

III 'lie upon her tomb.

No voice replied afl still as death

Yet tears ay fill'd their ee.

And ay the wailing bahie tried,

'Mamie crime back to me.'

Speak, I command, auld Donald speak,' 1

Sob*, kepit Donald's breath;

The nurse, unbidden, told the tale,

That scaired him like a wraith.

Now- shame burns on his manly * heck.

Grief rankles at his heart.

The morrow ne'er will bring relief.

The past's a poisoned dart,

\
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ZOHjriE OGLE.

M \
m I m

Old Ballad.

to1
O hark ye, Lads, and I v.i]l tell ye

^Tp—

|

Of

1P—* #

kin _ tra Lad and a kin _ tra Lass, Wha seven lany years theym m
f-H-f F

jpf¥^ ^H^gf=t^Biliig
were in court _ ship * And mo „ny fine thing's 'tween rhem rf i< i j>

**#it nJS =S5
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Hut when the Mitlior eame to know it,

Shc'said, "jc disobedient .Son,

I've p-i'en ye schulin,and g-icnye learnin,

Andwouldye to yere ruin run r

Hts ffane to find his luvc sac dear.

And said, "Lirve-, luve, if winna rl",

E'e-ausc that Mither's sac unwillin

That ever 1 srrd marry you .

"Tve gi'en yc schulin, and v< re learnin,

And edication o' f lie best,

Andwouldye marry anc sar mean,

And <|iiite bereave me o' my rest:'

The bonny c'rcatiirc,ivi' sweet behaviour,

While fears cam trinklin to flit jjrund.

Said, "Bairns mnst obey their liarents,

Because- they are by Scripture boTrnd .

'There's nac Coae h,luvc, em the- sh<ire, hive

,

Veil- a Be.at, luve, e>n the tide,

Anel in a Ship, luve rrpon the sca,Iuvc,

Wi' nane but Johnie Ogle wael I ride."

-=-<=-^-

EARL MAR1SCHAL. In Iff ,51.

&^i-H&£ifm
"When rc>vali>owcr was hunted down,And Cromwell bore Hie hclI,Sir, How^

i f m ^mm
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safe and semnd lay Se of _lanels crown, Be_had,Im £>aun to tell, Sir. On
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fair Kin_ear_dinc's rock _v coast, There's few- that <lin_lla ken, yet, Dun.
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t_ter Cas_tlc, bald and strong, Stands tow-'r_ing oer Hie main', yet

i wm
There Keith, Karl Marise hal,w-arlike wight, The Crown, the Sceptre \ Sword, and a',

Sac noble and sac loyal, The lint she happit round them,

He gat the guardln' o' thc-m a", .And, a' unktild to Ogilvic,

An Id Scotia's ensigns royal. Safe in the sack she hound them.

When irms like his could ill he spared,

And he fought for the Stewart,

I He gac them ow-re to Ogilvie,

A trusty and a true heart

.

A simple lass upon her back,

Willi*.uten fear or danger.

Soon brought them t<> the minister

Qf Kinncff, girid James Granger,

Siring to the stronger still maun yield,

The rebels ruled the nation,

Brave Ogilvie and a' his men,

They ex.uld na keep their station.

Aneath the pulpit's sel they're laid,

To mak the secret faster,

As low as lay the royal head,

Short sync their rightfu' master.

His Laely, w-i' a manly heart,

She tuik it a' upon her.

To save from skaith her Captain dear,

And eke her Country's honr»r.

The darkest nifjht will wear awa

}

Monk £>ae the bowls a row, man,

A old monarchy was up again,

A nei Round-heads down, I trow, m.in

The Marisehal he -cam frae- the wars,

Sae blythe was he that day. Sir.

When Ojrilvic gac back his trust.

In spite o' a> the fray, Sir.
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rp /.v The .MORjrrjvG early.
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Cauld bl.iws the wind frac north to south, And drift is dri _ving
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sair_lyj The *,hccp arc coTrring" in flit 7* hen^n, O sirs! its win-tor. fair_ly . New
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np in The mor^nin^s no for mc^ T
T
p in the mor_ ning* ear_ly$ Td r'ather £"ac
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trp_pQE_less t<» my hed, Than rise in the mor_ ning" car _Iy.

'fiir M ffrirM vfn;;
1 ,'ind rairs the blast aniang' the woods,

The branches tirlin barely,

Amang the chimley taps ft fluids,

And frost is nippin sairly .

Vow up in the morning's no for me,
Up in the morning' early*,

To sit a1 the night I'd rather agree,

Than rise in the morning early .

The sun peeps o'er the southlan' hill

,

Like ony tim'rous c.arlic;

Just blinks a wee, then sinks again,

And that we find severely.

Now np in (hie mominer's no for me,
..» Up in the morning early;

When snaw blaws into the chimley cheek,

Wha'd rise in the morning early.

Nac linfics lilt on hedge or hrrsh

,

Poor things, they suffer sairly;

Tn canldrife fjoarters a 1 the night,

A1 day they feed but sparely.

Now up in the morning's no for me,

Up in the morning early}

Mac fate ran be wanr, in winter time.

Than rise in the morning early.
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SOMEBODY.
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M\ heart is sair, T dare ria fell, My heart is sair f<>r
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Some — bo _*iy ; ' could , wake a win _ fcr nig-ht Kor rhe .sake
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Sninc — l>o -p.dy. Oh honl for Snmp.l>"_r|}! Oh he- for Some- bo—rfl

rr a rm
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I could range rhe world a _ round , For the sake o* Some_bo_dy,

How aft Ivo wander'rl by the l.urn,

At g-loamin' hour,wi' Somebody

^

And listened to the tale o' love,

Sac sweetly told by Somebody .

Oh hem ! for Somebody!

Oli licy! for Somebody]

Wintrd wi' joy the moments flew,

Sae blest was I wi» Somebody.

But now the tear-drap dims my ee.

Whene'er ! think o' Somebody;
For weel I l>*e the honm'e lad

Tint's far awa, my .Somebody.

Oh lion!', for Somebody]
~ Oh liey! lor Somebody!

While I live I'll ne'er forget

The parting- look o' Somebodj .

Ye powers, that smile on virtuous love,

O, sweetly smile on Somebody?

Fr.ie ilka danger keep him free?.

And send me safe my Somebody.

Oh hon! for Smnchoidyl

Oh hey! for Somebody]

The-y Mini love fan only say

What I el do for Somebody.
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DIRGE OF A HIGHLAND CHIEF,

h'lio pas Executed after thy defeat of Prince (nettles.
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me
Son of the <nigh_,ty and the free I.ovM lea_dcr »f the
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faith _ful brave, Was it for high — rank'd chief! like thee To
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fill a name— less grave? Oh! hadst thou slum _ ber'd with the
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.lain, Had g-lo _ ry's death — bed been thy lot, F.'en tho' on red Cul _
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y.1 Verse.
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lo — denV )>lain, "We then had mournM thee not. But

(_te-j—#=^ i^?
-._!_. --——-— ,—

dark — ly closet tliy morn <>f fame, That morn whose sun— beams
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fair; Re— venge a _ lone may breathe thy name, Tl

tfi ^
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watch _word of des _ pair. "Yet, oh ! if gal _ lant *•!>!
:
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Has en n<ib led death like thine, Then glo _ r\-

/r cspres:mmm M ^p
mark'd thy par — ting hour, Last migh _ t> liin

Ocr thy own bowers tlic sunshine falls, . On thy blue hills no bugle—sound
But cannot cheer their lonely gloom; Is mixing with the torrent's roar:

Those beams that gild thy native walls t
Tnmark'd.thc red deer sport around

Are sleeping- on thy tomb. . Thou lead's! the eha.ee no more.
Spring on thy inoiintains laughs the while, Thy gates arc clos'd , thy halls are still,

Thy green woods wave in vernal air, Those halls where swcll'd thechoral strain;

Hut the lov'd scenes may vainly smile
, They hear the wild winds murmuring shrill,

Not e'en thy dust is there. And all is hush'd again.

Thy bard his pealing harp has broke;

His /ire, his joy of song, is past;

One lay to mourn thy fate he woke.

His saddest, and his last.

No other theme to him is dear

Than lofty deeds of thine:

Hush'd be the strain thou ean'st not hear,

Last of a mighty line.
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TVIy Lnves in Ger_ma_ny; Send liim hame, Send liim hame; My^ j n j a
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I.nvc's in Ger_ma_ny, Send liim hamet My Luves in Ger_ma_ny, Fight

£O^ I
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ing- fop Roy_al_ty; Ho may ne'er his Jean _ ie see; Send liim
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He's brave as brave fan be,

- Send bim hame-, send lrim hame;

He's brave as brave tan be,

Send bim hame.
He's brave as brave ean lie,

Ho wad ratber fa' tban flee;

But his life is dear to me,
Send him bame, send him hame;

Ob! his life is dear f<> me,
Send him- bame.

"Our faes are ten tr> three,

Send him hame, send him hame;

Our faes arc ten to rhree,

Send him hame.
Our faes are ten to three,

He in aim either fa', or floe,

In the cause , o' Loyalty;

.
cend him hame, send him lwme;

In the cause o' Loyalty,
Send him hame!'

Your Iirve ne'er learnt to lice,

Ronnie Dame, winsome Dame ?

Yotiij Iirve ne'er learnt to flee,

Winsome Dame.
Your luvo ne'er learnt to flee,

Rnt he. fell in Germany,
Kio'lifine; brave for Loyalty,

Mournfn' Dame, bonnic Dame,
Kiohfino- brave for Loyalty,

Mournftr' Dame?

'He'll ne'er come- ow re the sea,

Willie's-slain, Willie's slain?

He'll ne'er come nwr< the sea,

Willie's pane!

He'll ne'er come mvrt the sea,

To his Love and ain Cotmfrio

—

This warld's nae mair for me,

Willie's g-ane, Willie's ganc !

This warld's nae mair for me
Willie's slain !" '
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Slowly
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trc lint ivarld s g-car, Sac let the Ix.n — me lass £*'«ni£
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WlutVr ye l>e that unman love.

To tliis be never hliinl,

Nae lei-lie 'tis flio' liikli she prove/,

A uiidjjii ha.Ot l>y kind:

O woman, lovely woman lair!

An Angel form's IjVii in Ihy share,

Twail lieen oVr liieikU In UfUn thee mair.

1 mean an Anj»<l miml.
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Wizard

§ jri i

^j^:;, ^^
JS^i

T.,orh_iel! Loehiel!- beware of the day When the Low_lands shall
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meet thee in hat _tlc ar_ray! For a field of the dead rush_es red on my
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.sig-ht, And the clans of iCtrl_)o_den are sraffcr'd in fight: They rally, they
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hjeed, for their kiT]g-_dom and crown ! Woe, woe to the ri „ ders that
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trample them down! Proud Cnm_ber_land pranees, inj;al_ting' the slain, And theirs , n m . , n jtts
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hoof—beaten bo_sr ms are trod to the plain. Weep, Al_bin! to death and cap
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ti\_i_/y led! Oh,wccp.'but thy fears cannot number Ihc dead; For a mcr_< i_ kss
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sword on Cul—lo_dcn shall wave; OiLlb-fit-n'itliaf reek&.-with (lie blood off flic brave
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G-o, preach to the coward, thou death—telling" st er.

Or, if gory Calloden so dreadful appoar,

Draw, dotard, around thy old wavering sight,

This mantle, to cover the phantoms of fright;

"WIZARD. v

Ha! laugli'st thou, Loehiel, my vision to scorn?

Proud bird of the mountain, thy plume shall be torn!

Why flames the far summit? why shoot to tho blast

Those embers, like stars from the firmament cast f

Heaven's fire is around thee, to blast and to burn}

Return to thy dwelling"! all lonely, return

!

For the blackness of ashes shall mark where it stood
,

And a wild mother scream o'er her famishing- brood..

LOCHIF.L.
False Wizard, avaunt ! I have marshall'd my Clan:

Their swords are a thousand, their bosoms are one!

They are true to the last of their blood and their breath,

And like reapers descend to the harvest of death.

Then welcome be Cumberland's steed to the shock
,

Let him dash his proud foam like a wave on the r.nk;

Hut woe to his kindred, and. woe to his cause,

When Albin her claymore indignantly draws ,

Lochiel shall exult, or in death be laid low,

With his back to the field, and his feet to the foe!

And leaving- in battle no blot on his name,

Look proudly to heaven from his death-bed of fame.
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O LAY Thy loof /„v mijve, lass,
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O lay tliy loof in mine,Lass, in mine, Lass, in minc^-iss, And
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swear' on tliy white hanH,L.as>;,
(
That thou wilt be my ain. A slave to love's un_^ [jr-tj-^p
^ ^pp^ ^
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bound—e/l sway, He aft lias w roiig-ht me mei_kle irae; But now lie i* my
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dead—lie f.K , O*-—less thoii l»c iny un. O I*y thy loof in mine, I^ass
9
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minc,T...ass, in minr,T..ass, Anrl swear on thy white hanH,L,ass,That thou wilt he my ain

There's nionic a lass has broke my rest,

That for a blink I ha'e ln'ed best;

But thou art queen within iny breast,

For ever to remain.

O lay thy loof. &c.
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The luve that I hae chosen, I 11 therewith be content, The
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saut sea will he froz_en Be — Tore that 1 re pent; Rt
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pent it will I ne_ver Un — til the day I <lee, Tho' the

My luve lies in the salt sea,

And I am on the side,

Enough to break a young- thing's heart

Wha lately was a bride;

Wha lately was a bonny, bride,

And pleasure in her e'e;

But the lawlands o' Holland

Hae twined my love and me. ,

New Holland is a barren place,

In it there grows nac grain,

Nor ony habitation,

Wherein for to remain;

But the sugar canes are plenty,

And the wine rt rap's frae the tree;

But the lawlands o' Holland
Hae twined my love and me.

My luve he built a bonnie ship,

And sent her to the sea,

Wi 1 seven—score brave mariners

To bear her companie;

Threescore g-aed to the bottom,

And threescore died at sea,

And the lawlands o' Holland

Hae twined my luve and me.

My luve has built anither ship,

And se-tft her to the main,

He had but twenty mariners,

And a' to bring- her hame;
The stormy clouds did roar again,

The raging waves did. rout,

And my ltrve, and his bonnie ship,

Turn'd widdershins about.
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GALA WATER.
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Braw, braw lads on Yar _ row liracs, Ye wan _ der
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through the bloom — ing- heath _ er; But Yar _ row braes, nor
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Ft— trick shaws, Can match the lads o' Ga — la— wa — tcr
,
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But there is ane, a secret ane,

Alxion them a' T loe him better,

And 1*11 be his, and he'll be mine,
The bonny lad o' Gala—water. #

\
Altho' his.daddie was nae laird,

And tlid' T hae nae meikle tocher,

Yet rich in kindest, truest love,

"We'll tent nnr flocks by Gala-water.

Tt ne'er was wealth, it ne'er was wealth,

That coft contentment, peace, or pleasure;

Tbe bands and bliss o' mutual love,

O! that's the chiefest warld's treasure.

-:--?»•'-—?• ~5*>

CHARLIE IS My DARLING.
Jacobite.^^fP3**^in-.i

Oh! Char_lie is my dar-Iing, my dar_Hng-, my dar_ling-;Oh.
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Char_lie is my dar_ling, The young Che_va_lier: 'Twas on a Mun _day
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jor_ning, right ear_ly in the year, "When Char-lie came to our town, the
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dar_ ling; Oli! Char_lie is my dar_-ling, The young' Che-va_lier.
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As lie came marching' tip the street,

Tlie pipes play'd loud and clear,

And a' the folk came running out

To meet the Chevalier

.

Wi' hieland bonnets on their heads,
And claymores bright and clear,

They came to fight for Scotland's right

And the young Chevalier.

They've left their bonny hielands hills,

Their wives- and bairriies dear,

To draw the sword for Scotland's Lord,
The young Chevalier,.,

Oh! there were mony beating hearts,

And mony hopes and fears;

And mom were rile- prayers put up .

For the yriuli'ltf Chevalier.
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Morril V.
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A bonnie boat fame o'er the sea, It brought mickle joy to my
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kim—mer and tne; An' wha has it brought? I wat, ye ken, It
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cres;
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brought the King, ami the wale o' men. O its Charlie yet, An<) it

^
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Char-lie yet, We-1

!! hac m To— ny braw ilays wi' our C)iar_li e yet

,
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O.Jie was\ lang o' comiiijf hame,

But weelwe kerr'-wlia was to blame; -

But sin' that lie
1
* come we'll dance and sing',

And drink a health lo.our rigMlu' King-.

O its Charlie yet, &c . .

The pibreoch is sounding, the Clans are out,

An' there'll be brulzies bauld and stout;

But, I trow-, we'll ne'er flinch frae Charlie's side,

He s worth a crown and a kingdom beside.

O its Charlie yet, <Stc.
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O poortifh cauM and resiles* love,Yc»Te<.k my peace Uctween jc;Y«»
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poor—tith a' I could for_g-ie, An' 'twere na for my Jcari C ie
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why should fate sic plea sure have, life's dearest bands an_twining-? O
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»hy sae sweet a flow'r as love De_pcnd on for _ tune's sliin_ing,

i
>

This warlds wealth when I ihink on,
Its pride, and a' the lave o't

;

Kie, fie on silly coward man,
That he should be the slave <Jt .

O why, &c.

Her een sae bonny bine betray
How she repays .my passion!

But prudence is her o'erword ay,

She talks of rank and fashion .

O why, &< .

O wha can prndence think upon,
And sic a lassie by him?

O wha can prudence think upon,
And sae in love as I am :

O why, &ci"

How blest the humble cottars fate,

He wooes his simple dearie;
The silly bodies, wealth and state,

Can never make them eerie.

O why, &< .
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MTt" WIFE'S A WIJVSOME WEE T~HIJVG.
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My Wife's a win _ some -wee thing-, She is a hand _
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, And ' neist my heart I U wear her, For fear my Jew—.cl tine .
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O. leo2?e me on my wee thing-

,

My boTinie blithsome wee thing,

Sae'lang's T hae my wee thing'

III think my lot divine..

Tho' warld's care we share o't,

And may sae mcikle mair o't,

Wi' her I'll hlithly hear it,

And ne'er a word repine

.

iVe seejt -The smilmtg of fori'ujve.
2rt Set.

Sl..«

tti-rffr^f.P p i$g
I've seen the smi — ling- tut for_tune l>e_g-uil_ing", Ive felt all its
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fa_vours, and- found its de_cay; Sweet whs its hlcss_ings, Kind its c.i_

rcss_ing. But now'tis fled, fieri far a_«ay, 1 ve s<-tn the Ko_rcst a_
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£fay; So hon^ny was their bloom_ing*9 their scent the air j)cr_ frx_min£", But
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now 'hey are with _ er _ cd and weed _ ed a _ way .
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Ive seen the morning' with gold the hills adorning,

And loud tempest storming before the mid day;

Ive sec-n Tweed s silver streams shining in- the sunny beams,

G-row drumly and dark as he row'd on his way.

O fickle f .rtune 1 why this cruel sporting! »

O why still perplex us, poor sons of a day. -

No more yotrr smiles ran cheer me, no more your frowns can fi ,.r

For the flowers of the T~nrc_st are withered away.



92
sewsiBiLtTY' now cm4H.\ii*\'c,l

S«Mi_s.i-.lii — H _ty, how char- mingl TIiott, my frjepd,ean».f truly
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telljRut distress, -with horrors arming-

, Thou hast aljso known too well. Fairest
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flow'r, hc_hold the li_ly Bloom_ing- in the sun.ny ray! Lot rlie
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blast sweep oer the val_ley. See it pros _ trafc on the flay! Let the
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hlast sweep o'er the val,_ley, See it pros_trate on the clay'
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Hear the woodlark charm the forest,

Telling- oer his little joys:

Hapless bird] a prey, the surest

,

To each pirate of the skies .

Dearly bought the hidden treasure

Finer feeling can bestow;

Chords that vibrate sweetest pleasure.

Thrill the deepest notes of woe

.
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S lowly Brt-lrt loo, lam-my, now l>a — loo, my dear; Now, ba — la loo'A-
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lam — my, ,ain min — nie is here: "What ails my wee hair— — nief what
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ails it this night \ "What ails my wee lam —my is hair— nie no riglit-
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Ba la loo, lammy; now baloo, my dear;

Does wee lammy ken that it's daddies no here:

YeVe rockin fu' sweetly on mammies warm knee,

But daddie's a rockin uj>on the saut sea.

Now hush— a—ba, tammy; hush— a, my <learj

Now hush—a— ba, l.immy; ain minhie is here;

The wild wind is ravin, and mammie's heart's sair;

The wild wind is ravin, and ye dinna care.

Sing, ba la loo, lammyi sing baloo, my dear,

Sing, ba la loo, I am my, ain minnie is here;

My wee hairnie's dozin', its dozin now fine,

And, oh! may its wauk'nin be blyther than mine.
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TllF. BRAES O* BAI.LOCH..MVLF.
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The Catrincwoods were yellow sccn,Tlieflow'rs decay'donOatrinelcajNaeinel<
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lav—roe k saner on hil_loek green , But na_turc sirk_cn'd on flic e'e.
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Fa_rfer| groves Ma Jr ri — a sang, Hcr_sel in lie au — ty's Moom the while; And

Tow in \<>ur winf rv beds , ye flowers,
Acrain ye'll flourish fresh and fair;

Ye birdies dumb, ifi with'ring bowers,
Again ye'll ' harm the vocal air .

But here, alas! for '-f^i ,nae mair ,

Shall birdie 'harm , or floweret smife;
Fareweel the bonnie banks of Ayr,

' Farewce I, f arcwerl ! sweet Ballochmylc!
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}'F yLL MOTW/'-GUDF MAJT.
Air, 111 makyoa fain to follow me.

fl . _j IS N \

;^
low' n the Loch side, Then un'mang* the hills, and thro1 muir and hcath_er, AnrJ
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join great Arjjyle, wlicre loyal men gather. In—deed, honest Lui kic, I thinJcycVc n
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Mate,To hid loy—al men gang' o_ny sic gate, For 1 m gaun to fight f<
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true Loyaltie; Had the Prince ne'er a_nitlujer, lie ;iyc will hae me;
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"About Charlie Stnart we ne'er could agree*,

But, dearie, for ance he eottnsell'd by mc
;

Tak nac pairt at a', hide quietly at hamc,
And ne'er heed a Campbell, McDonnell, or Graham'.'

Na , na,gndewifcj tor that winna do,
My Prince is in need, his friends are hut few:
I aye lo'ed the Stuarts, I'll join them the. day,
Sap p'c me my hoots, for my hoots I* \*Hl i'ha,e J

'Oli! saftly frii(f(man,I think ye're gane mad ,
••'

I hae nae the heart to pfin on your Coekanele •.

The Prince, as ye pa' him,will never, succeed:
Ye-'U lose yotir esta,te,and may he ytmr head'.

Come, cheer ye, my dear, and dry 'up your tears,

I hae- .my hopes, and I hae my fears ;

Rut I'll raise my men, and a' that is g-iven,

To aid ,thc g-ude cause, then leave it to Heaven.

But, haste ye now, haste ye, for I maun he g-aun
,

The mare's at the yett, the bugle is blawh;
Gie me my hannet, it's far in the day,
I'm no .jEeir a Cup, there's nae time to stay?

Oli! tak hut ane-, it, may do ye- gudc'','

But,\\nat ails the womanrshe surely is wud; ...

*

Sin's lifted the kettle, but somehow it rotiped

On the leg-s o' the Laird, vlia roar'd and wha loupe d

I'm brent! I'm brent! how cam it this way?
I fear I'll no ride for mony a eiay,

Send aff the men , and to Prince- Charles say,
My heart is wi' him, but I'm tieel by the tae'.

The wily Wife fleet h'd,and the Laird did nae see
The smile on her cheek tfirp'ihe tear in her ee—
Had I kent the g-ude—man wad hae had siccen pain,
The Kettle for me sud hae coirpe'd ils lane!"

This Lady Iras' one of the Home's of "Wcdderhurn

.

" A
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What ails thiv heart o' mine? "What means tliis waliry cc? What
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thou art far a _ wa, Thou'lt d car __ er be me} Bui
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change o> fimk, and change o' place, May gar thy fan _ ey jee
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Then I 11 sit down and moan,

Just l>y yon spreading1 tree,

And gin a leaf fa1 in my lap,

1 11 ra t a word frae thee.

Sync I'll gang" to the ImwV,

Which thou fli' roses tied;

'Twas there, l>y many a blushing" bud,

T strove my love to -hide .

*

I'll doat on ilka spot

Wliarc I hae been wi* thee;

I'll ca' to mind some fond love—tale,

By cv'ry burn and tree.

"Tis hope that cheers the mind,

Tho 1 lovers , absent be,

And when I think I sec thee still,

Al think Iin-srill with thee.
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Al_Ian need na sjjeak to me, For nae Fife Laird T
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e'er will tak; If I was spar d to cross the sea, I m
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sure I ne'er could ven _ tare back. Fife' and a' the lands a.
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bout it, fjn_ de _ sir— ing- I can see; Mo _ ny a Laird, ye
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need na doubt it, A' his lands for life 'wad g-ie
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I'll no gang- to spend my life,--

Far frae a' my frien's in Fife;

If sice an a thing- I e'er can do,

I maun lo'e mair than I lo'e you.

Fife, and a' the lands about it,

Fndesiring- I can see}

Mony a Laird,ye need na doubt it,

A' his lands for Ijfe wad g-ie .
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LOrE IS /HE CAVSE O* MY JMOUBJflJVG.
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By yon roar_ing- lin, a l>o_nie lass sat, And sad_Iy and
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lane_ly the las _ sic- rlir] mourn; She lnok'd tju -to Hea_vcn, hermm n
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eyes they were wet; Slie pn'd the wild rose, as slie gfaz'd on ttie
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burn; I m now a' my lane, I may yield to my grief, To
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grttl to mv . " I, O, what hear! re __ lief! Nae nic _ Ii nrs t
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Ja _ mie was dear. I'm thrany a' the day, I'll do like the
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, Nae ransc o' com. plaint my Mifh_er shall have
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ay in the gloa_min, a_fore the night fa', I'll pray for my
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ove, that's a'—Tva'. The- ^iijse o' my monr _ nintj
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I strive to look chearlirl , but canna be gay;

Wi' lads and wi' lasses nae langer I play;

At bogle,when ramping, I think they're gaun mad,

The loader they laugh, the mair I am sad

.

Far sweeter to me to gang down t^e langglen,

'Manf heather and whins to yon bonie den,

Where the mavis does sing-, and the wild rose does blaw,

And a' thing- reminds me o' him thats awa,

Should he ne'er come back

A' joy it will wither,

And for his
;
dear sake

I'll think o» nae ither-

Bat ay in the gloaming afore the night fa^

I'll pray for' my Jamie, my love, that's awa',

The catrse o' my mourning.
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T'HE MILLER.
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O nif-r . ry may the maid be That mar_ries with the
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Mil_lei-, For foul day and fair day He's ay hring_ing till her; He'
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ay a ]>en _ ny in his ptrrsej For din_ner and for sup_per, And
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gin she please a good fat cheese, -And lumps o' yel _low but_ter.

P
When Jamie first did woo -me,

I speir'd whatwas his calling:

"Fair maid, says he, O rome and see;

Te're -welcome-to my dwalling."

Tho' I was shy, ye*- 1 could spy

The truth of what'he told me,
And that his house was warm and < oulli,

And room in it to hold me .

Behind the door a bag of meal,

And in the kist was plenty

Of good hard cakes, his mither bakes,

And bannocks -were na scanty;

\ good fat sow, a sleeky cow

Was standing in the byre ;

While lazy pnss -with mealy mouse
» Was playing at the fire.

G-pod sig-ns are these1
, my mither says,

And bids me tak the miller;

For foul -day ftnd fair day
He's ay bringing till her;

For meal and mant she does na want,

Nor ony thing thats dainty,

And now and then a keekling- hen

To lay her eggs in plenty.

In winter,when the wind and rain

Blaws o'er the house and byre,

He sits beside a clean liearth-stane,

Before a ronsing fire:

His canty wife has a' things right,

A supper warm and sappy;

Wha'd be a King, a petty thing,

When a Miller lives sae happy?
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liajr, Ami vow! but Wil_lie he was braw. And at his shoul _ der

He was a man without a (lag*,

His heart was frank -without a flaw;

And ay, whatever Willy said,

If was still hadden as a law.

His hoots they were made of the jay,

"When he went to the weapon—shaw;
P|»"n the tfre'ii n.me durst him hrajf,

The lient a ane amanir them a*.

fV |3 <§;$
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O, hand yinir limt'ia now, ljiickic Kaing',

O, hand \ncir tmtf>iic and jamicr;

! held the gate till jnn I met,

Sync 1 hegan t.» .vander.;

1 tint my "whistle and my "-any,

I tint my peace and- pleasure;

Jiuf your green j^ral'l, now-,Luck ie Lalny,

Wa<l airt me to mv treasure.
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A IKIN DRV.M.
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Tlni' livd a matt id "!ir town, In otir 1m\n, in our ttrvxn, Th< ro
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I*\<1 m man in mir town , And his n.imc was Aik — in Dnim
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And
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_ ijer, a so _ ger, a so _ g-cr, And he wad

Aim! Iiis ctt.it -was n' the g-udc saut meat,

Tlit gude saut meat, the gude saut meat;

Ami a waistcoat <>' the hagyis—bag-,

Ay wore Aikin Drum.
<)' tin guile lang kail, and thcAtholc brose,

\i they made his trews and hosc$

And he luikct wcel,as ye may suppose.

Ami his name Mas Aikin Drum.

\ml his liaiinit was made n'liyo crust,

<)' pye crust, o1 pyc crust,

\nd his banner was made o' pye crust,

Built liaith thii k anil rnon

;

And he played upon a razor,

A razor, a razor,

And he player] upon a razor,

And whiles upon the kame.

And lie locjil we'd the crappit heads,

The crappit heads,' and sing-it. heads,

And he lend w i el the crappit heads,

And jifngit In ads-, and a\

And he Ifted wcel the ait cake,

The ait lake, the ait cake;

And hi loVd well the ait lake,

And' scons and bannocks a'.

But,waes me. lie- turned sutler,

A silver, a sogerj

l'ut,wacs me! |ie turned soger,

And he was man I'd ;iu a .

Bout him the t'arls were g-.ibhin,

For him the laddies sabhin,

And a' the lassies grcetin,

For Aikin Drum's aw'a.

•<S- •€—«T- €-•€- -C- €- <»•

THE ATTAINTED SCOTlSH NOBLES, Samt Air.

O some will turn their mourniu' strains,

To tell o' hamc—made sorrow-

And if they cheat you o 1 yuur tears,

They'll dry afore the morrow.
O some will sing their airy dreams,

~Wi' veritj they're sporting-,

My sang's o' nae sic thieve] ess themes,
But wakin trui misfortune.

Ve Scottish Nobles, ant and a',

For loyalty attainted,

A nameless Bardy's wac to see

Your sorrows uulanit nted
5

For, il your Fathers ne'er had fought
For heirs of ancient royalty,

Ye're down llie day that might hae lion
At the to]j o' honours tree a'.

For fair hereditary right,

For conscience sake, they stoutly stood;

And lor the Crown, their valiant sons,

Themselves have shed their injured blood.

And if their Fathers ne'er had fought,
For heirs of ancient royalty,

They're down tin day that might a' been
At the top of honour's tree a\
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Air, Lochiels awa to France.
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O! wert . thou in the caul d blast, On >"on_der lea, on
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storms A _ found thee 1)1aw, A _roimd (}ic Maw; Thy heil'l slion'd
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be my bo _ s<>m, To share it a
1
, to share it a'.

Or -were 1 in the wildest waste,

Sae bleak and bare, sac bleak and bare;

The desart were a paradise,

II thou wert there, if thoti wert Ihere.

Or were I monarch of the globe,

Wi' thee to reign, wi' thee to reign;

The brightest jewel o' my crown

Wad be my Jean, wad be my Jean.
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You mean _er hean_tics of tlie night, Which poor_ly sat _ is
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fie our. eyes, More )>y your num_l>cr than your light , Like com — mon
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p̂eo_ple of the skies, What are ye 'when the moon doth rise
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Ye violets that first appearc

,

By your purple mantles known,

Like proud virgins of the ye arc-

,

As if the spring- were all your own,

What are ye v)icn the rose is hlnwn.f

You glane-ing Jewels of the east,

Whose estimation fancies raise,

Pearls, rubies, , sapphires, and the rest

Of glittering gems, what is your praise

When the hrig-ht diamond shews his rays.

Ye wand'ring chaunters of the wood ,

That fill the ayre wi' natures layes,

Making your feelings understood

In accent weak What is your praise

When Philomel her voyce shall raiser

But, ah! poor light , |fem,voycc,and sound,

What .re ye if my MaTy shine ?

Moon, diamond, flowers, and Philomel
,

Light , lustre, scent, and music k tine
,

And yield to merit more divine.

There rose and lily, the hale spring,

Around her face for sweetness speed.

The diamond darkens in the ring?

When she appears, the moon looks dead.

As when Sol lifts his radiant head.
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Brightest climes shall mirk appear,

Desart ilka blooming1 shore;

Till the Kates, nac mair severe,

Friendship, Ijove, and Peat c, restore.

Till revenge, -wi' laurcll'd head,

Bring' our hanish'd hime again;

And ilk loyal, lionnie lad,

Cross the sc-as,and win his ain.

0„V I'HE RESTORATION OF THE FORFEITED ESTATES 1784.
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As oVr theHighland hills T hied, The Camcrons in ar.ray 1 spied; Loch—
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iel?s proud stan_dard wav_ ing wide In all its an _ cient glo_ry . Til
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va_l.oirr, faith, and loy_al_ty, That sliinc in Scot—. fish -sto_ry.
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No more the trumpet calls to arms,

Ay.-aki.nfj battles fierce alarms;

But every heroes bosom warms

With song's of exultation.

While brave Lochicl at length regains,

Thro 1 toils of -war, his native plains,

And won by glorious wounds, attains,

His high paternal station.

M'.' I.cod, M'J Donald, join the strain,

M'. TMicrson, Fraser, and M'.- Lean,
Thro all jour bounds let gladness reig'n,

Botii prince and patriot praising »•

Whose generous bounty richly pours

The streams of plenty round vour shores.

To Scotia's hills their pride restores,.

Her faded honours raising.

Let now the voice of joy prevail,

And echo wide Irom hill to vale>

Ye warlike Clans, arise, and hail

Your laurell d Chief's returning.

Oir ev'ry mount ain,cvry isle,

Let peace in all her lustre smile,

\nd discord ncer her day defile

With sullen shades of mourning'.

Let all the joyous hancjuet share,

Nor eer Jet Gothic grandeur dare,

With scowling brow, to overbear

A vassals rights invading;

Let freedoms conscious sons disdain

To croud his fawning timid train,

Nor even own his haughty reign,

Their dignity degrading.

Ye northern Chiefs, whose rage,tmbroke,

Has still repcll'd the tyrant., shock,

Mho ncer ha\e bowd beneaih her yoke

With servile base prostration

;

Let each now train his trusty band,

'G-ainst foreign foes alone to stand,

With undivided heart and band

For freedom, king" and nation.
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I.i-. !>•" "Will ye g-fi fe> In_ver_ness, Be,n_nie lad_die, Hie_land Iarl_diej?^—<=# e -, i
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ere yr'll see the Hie_land dress, Be>n_nie Iad_die, Hie_ land lael_die
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Fhi_la_heg; ^nd hem —net blue, Bon_nie lad_die, Hie_lanel lad_die.
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Fe,r (he I.k! rhaf wears the trew, Bem_nie- lad_die, Hie_]atid lad_<!it
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Geordie sits in Charlie's (hair,

Bonnie laddie, Hieland laddie"

H.id I my will, he'd nn sit there,

Bonnie laddie, Hieland laddie-.

And thn' rieeu our sky may lower,

Bonnie laddie, Hieland laddie,

It's only like an April shower,

Bojinic laddie, Hieland laddie.

\i\r reflect on sorrows past,

Bonnie laddie, Hieland laddie;

Charlie will he King; at last,

Bonnie laddie, Hieland laddie.

Time and tide eome round to a^

Bonnie laddie, Hieland laddie;

And upstart pride will g-et a fa',

Bonnie ladelie, Hieland laddie.

Keep Tip your heart, for Charlie fig'ht,

Bonnie laddie, Hieland laddie;

And,ee.me what may,yr've de>ne- what s- right,

Bonnie ladelie, Hieland laddie.

r.sr> OF VOLUME FIRST.


