






/

«m*,, &oi c

^'



*-4r-~'
£*?

s^%D' /*v ;?

<
\ y





/r
r

i ij ]>i
L\.iJ JJ JS'EV}

;

y 'rs/sj/r/// . /'crwrfr/f'ff Yf> ( 7/tr

BY]

vol. im ^^j*^?^

EDIN-K-Pre'nted& Sp&t-.fyJ&BNSON. &• Co, Mu/te Setter Atdct of
La(fr/Sta(A (Yo/€,La?i^i Market; n'-Ae/'e ???ai/ Ye Aad iwratfp of
Mufc, ScMuftcal' Z?iftr/n?it>?ifo, Z///7/'/f/ne/?fc Ze??Yrt<Y, Ten? c6'ScEdhaYrk'



Digitized by the Internet Archive

in 2011 with funding from

National Library of Scotland

http://www.archive.org/details/scotsmusicalmuse04rugg



Ill

PRE FACE.

TiTHEN the Editor Publifhcd tie third Volume of this work,

he had reafon to conclude that one volume mor« would finifh the

Publication Still however, he has a confiderable number of Scot*

Airs and Songs more than his plan allowed him to include in this

fourth volume Thefe, though in all probability they will not amount

to what he has hitherto publifhed as one volume, he fhall yet give to

the world; that the Scots Mufical Mufeum may be a Collection of

every Scots Song extant. To thofe who object that his Publication

contains pieces of inferior, or little value, the Editor anfwers, by

referring to his plan All our Songs cannot have equal merit.

—

BeOdee, as the world have not yet agreed on any unerring balance,

any undifputed ftandard, in matters of Tafte, what to one perfon

yields no manner of pleafure, may to another be a high enjoyment.

Edin? Auguft 13. 1792.

Entered in Stationers Mall. ;>^
••*
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Index to Volume Fourth.

Note, the Songs marked B. R. X. &c. are originals

bv different hands, but all of them Scots gentlemen, who

have favoured the Editor and the Public at large with

their compofitions : thefe marked Z, are old verfes, with

corrections or additions.

Firft line of each Song. Authors Names Page

A
A Southland Jenny that was right bonie - - - - _ - - -318
As I came down by yon caftle W--------- 336

All hail to thee thou- bawmy bud- ------- - •- 34U

Altho' I be but a country lafs _-__--«- - 4jg
Ae fond kifs and then we fever- - - - -_-- -. - 358

As I was a wandering ae midfummer eenin _ - _ - - - >WJ

An O for ane and twenty Tarn! ---------366
As I was a walking all alone _ _ _-- - - - - -3b2

A nobleman liv'd in a village of late_ _ _ - - - - - ^
Av waking oh waking ay and wearie.-See another- fet,bong N, 2IJJ _ 3gg

As Patie cam up frae the glen _ - - - - - - - - 396

As I went out, ae may morning --------- 3*M

By yonfaftle wa' at the clofe of the day- - . - - - - - 326

Bonie wee thing canie wee thing - - - - - - ~ ~

Comin thro' the craiges o' Kyle - - Mifs Jean Glover _ - - - 338

Come here's to the nymph that I love _/ - - ----- 3S4

F
Frae the friends and land I love -__ - - - - - 312

Forbear gentle youth to purfue me in vain _
' - - - - - 344

Farewell to £ our Scottilh Fame _ - - - -• - ' - -
JJJ

Farewell thou fair day thou green earth & ye fkles _ Burns - - 3»»

Flow gentle fweet Afton among thy green braes - - - - - *UU

Gone is the day and mirk the night -------- 323

Fley Donald how Donald _ - - - - - - - - - -
J£|

Hey how my Johnie Lad --------- -

Harken and I will tell you how _ _ - - - - - -- 30V

316
I've been courting at a Lafs _ _ - - - - £ - - -

I ficur of a -Whittle a Whiffle of worth - Burns-(Tee the end of
) _ 3° the Index _ f

I do confefs thou art fae fair _- - - -/-••* -.
' - - " ~ .

2
I hae been at Crookieden - - - - ;- ' *- - - - - ~4~

It is na Jean thy bonie face - - Mufic by Ofwald - - - -
||

J

I hae a wife o' my ain ----------- __

In fummer when the hay was maun --------
..Jg

Jockey fou and Jenny fain --------- -

It was in fweet Senegal ---------- ~ aqa
I love my jovial Sailor -- - -- -----.-

.
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N D E X
Keen blaws the wind o'er Donochthead _ - - - - _ Page _ 388

Late in an evening forth I went _ _ _ ______ 328

M „4
My Soger Laddie is over the fea ___----- -W
My htroi mv hero my beautious my brave _ _ _ _ - - 352

Now weftlin winds and flaughterin guns _ _ Burn* _ _ 363

Our Lords are to the mountains gane _- - _.- -- - - 312

O mighty natures bandy work _ _ MfLearmont at Dalkieth _ _ 314

O John come kifs me now now _ _ ___,__- (
315

O Ladie I maun io'e thee ___ - - - ____ 320

O meikle thinks my love o my beauty _ 322

O how can 1 be blythe and glad __________ 328

O as 1 was kift yeftreen _ Compofed on an amour of John Duke)
of Argyle _ J"

330

O where wad bonie Annie ly _ - - - _ _ - - - _ 335

O Galloway Tam cam here to woo _'.'-_ _ _ _ ___ 336

O where hae ye been Lord Ronald my fon- _ - - _ - _ 337

O (aw.ye my dearie my Eppie M? Nab -- - _____ 346

O how fhall I unfkiifu try _ _ _ _ _'. __- - 360
O when fhe came ben fhe bobbed _ _______ 364

O fare ye weel my auld wife __ ____---- 365

O Logie o Buchan O Logic the Laird _ _ ._ _ _ _ - 368
O Kenmures on and awa Willie -. • - -- - ---- 370
O Lee/e me on my Spinning Wheel _ Burns _The Mufic by Qfwald - 371

O Luve will venture __-. __ _______ - 386

O Lady Mary Ann looks o'er the caftle wa _ _ _ _. _ _ - 390
O can ye labor lea young man __•_ _ - - - - - 407
O all ye luves and groves lament___--- ____ 408
O Love thou delights in mans ruin _ faid to be a Seceding 1

Clergyman at Biggar _J
~" "" 41d

H.
Roys wife of Aldivalloch _ _ - MT8 Grant of C++++n _ _ 352

s
Sweet clofes the evening on Craigieburn Wood _____ 311

She fat down below a thorn ___------- 331

Senfibility how charming _ Burns _ the Mufic by M. M.S. _ 339

Some fpicks of Lords, fome fpicks of Lairds __ _ _ __367
Sleepy body droufy body ___------- 404
She's fair and faufe that caufe my fmart- _ _ - _ - - 411

T
The country Swain that haunts the plain _ _ _ - - - - 316

Thou art gane awa, thou art gane awa _ _ _ _ - 348
The tears I fhed muft ever fall _ _ _ Mifs C+++++n _ 350
The tither morn when I forlorn ____ _____ 355

There was a battle in the north _ _______ 357

The weary pund the weary pund _ _ _______ 362

The Shepherds wife cries o'er .the knowe _ - - - - 372

There came a Ghoft to Margarets door _ _ _____ 374

The noble Maxwels and their rowers - The Mufic by Rob. Riddel 375

EfqT of Glenriddel _ _
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VI

N D E X
Page

There liv'd a man in yonder glen _ This Song & Tune ftem to")

-be the original of Song N? 300 in Volume 3? _ Tradition [ _ 376
_ _ fays Johnie Blunt lived fbmewhere in Crawford Muirs _

\

Turn again thou fair Eli/a _________:: _378
There lived a Carl in Kellybum braes _______ 392
The fnnling fpring comes in rejoicing _ ______ 401
The Ducks dung o'er my daddy_________ 409
The Deil cam fiddlen thro' the Town _ _ _ _ _ " _ _ 412

u
Up wf the Carls of Dvfart ________ _ 405p w
When firft my brave Johnie Lad _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ 319
What can a young Lafsie __ _ _ ____ __ 327
When 1 was a young lad my fortune was bad _ _

"*""

_. _ 332
Wha's that at my bower door _______ _ 347
Whars live ye mv bonie lafs ____ _ . _ _ _ 372
WiUie Waftle dw^lt on Tweed _____ _ I 389
When dear Evanthe we were young __•_ _ _ _ _394
Where Cart rins rowin to the fea ______ 403
While hopelefs and almoft reduced to difpair _M? R. Mundell _ 406

. y
.

Yon wild mofsy mountains fae lofty and wide _ _ _ _ 340
Ye Jacobits by name give an ear __ _ _ __ __ 383
Ye Banks and braes o' bonie Don_ Burns, the Mufic by MM

James Millar Writer in Edinr
. _

f
' " 387

Ye watchfull guardians of the Fair _ Ramfay _ _ _ -* _ 302

As the authentic Profe hiftory of the Whiftle is curious, we fhall here
fubjoin it. _In the train of Anne, Princefs of Denmark, when ihe came to Scot-

-land with her hufband, Janes the Sixth, there came over alfo a Danifh gentle-

-man of gigantic Stature and great prowefs,and a matchlefs devotee of Bacchus.

He had a curious ebony Ca' or Whiftle, which, at the beginning of the
orgies he laid on the table, and whoever was laft able to blow theWhifile,
every body elfe being difabled by the potency of the bottle, was to carry
off the Whiftle as a trophy of victory. The Dane produced credentials of
his victories, without a fingle defeat, at the courts of Copenhagen, Stock-
-holm, Mofcow, Warfaw, and feveral of the petty courts of Germany; and
challenged the Scotifh Bacchanalians to the alternative of trying his prowefs,

or elfe of acknowledging their inferiority. _ After many overthrows on the

part of the Sco+a the Dane was encountered by Sir Robert I owrie of Max-
-wclton, anoefror to the prtfent Sir Robert, who after three days fc nights

Claret -fried, left 'he fcand;navian dead_drunk,"And blew on the Whiftle
his requiem fhri II'.' Sir Walter Lowrie, fon to Sir Robert before menti-
oned, afterwards loft the VHnftle to Walter Riddel of Glenriddel, who
had married the filter of Sir Walter. -On Friday, the Sixteenth of
October 1790, the VVt Iftle was once more contended for, as related in

the Ballad, by the prefenl Sir Robert Lowrieof Maxwelton; Rob! Riddel
EfqV of Glenriddel, lineal defcendant and reprefentative of Walter Riddel
who won the Whiftle, and in whole Family it had continued; and Alex F

Fergufon EfqT of Craigdarroch, likewife dtfeended of the great Sir

Robeit, which laf' gentleman carried off the hard-won honors of the

Field. __-_.^^-^___»______—
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Craigie-bnru Wood.

AMm&gm^im t-^im
301

< %. Sweet clofes the evening on Craigie_burn_wood,And blytbelw

-legm-fi,~

^=^2 fe*
Slow with, much expression

_wood, Can jield me nothing but forrow. Beyond thee deaf_ ie be.-

pintmMm
i/r O.

I fee the Spreading leaves and flowers
I hear the wild birds finging;

But pleafure they hae nane for roe

While care my heart is wringing.
Beyond thee, fee.

I can na tell, I maun na tell,

I dare na for your anger:
But Secret love will break my heart,

If I conceal it langer.

Beyond thee, fee.

[ fee thee graeefu> Straight and '&!!,

I fee thee Sweet tr.d boi
6.i Oh, is hat will a

If thou refufe thy Johnie!

Beyond thee, fee.

To fee thee in another s arms,

-

In love to lie and languith,

Twad be my dead, that vsill be Seen,

My heart wad bru ft wi' anguifh .
'

Beeyond thee, fee.

But Jeanie, fay ihou wilt be mine,

Say, thou loes nane btfore me;

A.,d &' n ', dsj f r> life to coiue

I'ji gratefu] adore th



>]2

Frae the fr.ends .id Laud I Love,

Tur.e, Carron Side

plMTfcj^
305 "V* Frae the friends and Land 1 love,Drivn by Fortunes

fel _ ly fpite, Frae my belt BeJov d 1 rove never mair to tafte delight

Brighteft climes fhall mirk appear,

Defart ilka blooming fhore;

Till the Fates, nae mair fevere,

Friendfhip, Love and Peace reftore.

Till Revenge, wi laurell'd head

Bring our Banifhed hame again;

And ilk loyal, bonie lad

Crofs the feas and win his ain.

Hughie Graham.

303^** ®UT ,orc' 8 a,c t0 **](' w0 'J-nt&:,r[B g aTie
<
A hunting

'mm i
Slov

SWfcr



And they hae tied him hand and foot,

And led him up thro' Stirling town;

The lads and lafses met him there,

'Cried, Hughie Graham thou art a loun

.

O lowfe my right hand free, he fays,

And put my braid fword in the fame;

He's no in Stirling town this day,

Daur tell the tale to Hughie Graham.

Up then befpake the brave Whitefoord

,

As he fat by the bifhop's knee,

Five hundred white ftots I'll gie you,

If ye'll let Hughie Graham gae free.

O haud your tongue, the bifhop fays,

And wi* your pleading let me be;

For tho' ten Grahams were in his coat,

Hughie Graham this day fhall die.

Up then befpake the fair Whitefoord,

As fhe fat by the bifhop's knee;

Five hundred white pence I'll gee you,

If ye'U gie Hughie Graham to me.

O haud your tongue now lady fair,

And wi' your pleading let it be,

SfAltho fen Grahams were in his coat,

Its for try honor he maun die.

They ve taen him to the galfows knowe,

He 'ooked to the gallows tree,

Yet never colourleft his cheek,

Nor ever did he blm' his ee.

At length he looked round about,- •

To fee whatever he could fpy;

And there he faw his auld father,

And he was weeping bitterly.

haud your tongue, my father dear,

And wi' your weeping let it be;

Thy weepings fairer on my heart,

Than a' that they can do to me.

And ye may gie my brother- John,

My fword that's bent in the middle du»r,

And let him come at twelve o clock

,

And fee me pay the bifhop's mare.

And ye may gie jny brother James.

My fword that's bent in the middle brow-

And bid him come at four o' clock,

And fee his brother Hugh cut down.

Remember me to Maggy my wife,

The nieft time ye gang oer the moor,

Tell her, fhe ftaw the bifhop's mare,

Tell her, fhe was the bifhop's whore.

And ye may tell my kith and kin,

1 never did difgrace their blood;

And when they meet the bifhop's clcA

To mak it fhoiter bv the hood.



The Sailor fpreads tie daring- fail, A Monarch lea'es his golden throne,

Thro angry feas a foaming; Wi* other men in common,

The jewels, gems o' foreign fhores, He flings afide his crown, and kneels

He gies to pleafe a Woman. A Subject to a Woman.

The Sodger fights o'er crimfonfields, Tho' I had i e'er man pofsefs'd,

In diftant climates roaming} Barbarian, Greek, or Roman;

Yet lays, yn pride, his laurels down, It wad nae a' be worth a ftrae.

Before al'l_ conquering Woman. Without my goddefs, Worran.
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John come Kifs me now.

305<i O John, come kifs me now, now, noi

m

Lively

^'*-/

John, my luve, come kift me now, O John, come" kifs ire by &

J*^ by, For weel ye ken the way to woo. O fome will court and

m 3§i i»=* f id

SnH S
r r. r nr ¥=j=

my gudeman, My ain gude _ man, it is nae faute

.

fiui J jij.r j- mi i

O fome will court and compliment,

And ither fome will prie their mou.

And fome will haufe in ithers arms,

And that's the way I like to do.

O John &c.
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306

I've been Courting at a his.

fa^j. f.JJ.U J
l j j, j .

j J-~p
w—w~-—•—*~

5 ~^% I've been courting at a lafs, Theft- twenty da\s At mair; Her

Slow f
,,

i j J. J J. fej qp
*—

r

_j

—

j. « • # M 3
father winna gi'e me her, She's fick a gleib o' gear. Ru

1^1^^M ^ fe

^
f3^the he _ thegin 1 had her where I wou 'd Amangj the he _ ther here, I'd»

I
I I

£==£

f. JI3J.J ^m$m ^*^

—

*-.—•—

»

ftrive to win her kind- nefs, For a her fathers care

For fhe's a bonny fonfy lafs, For when fhe's abfent frae my fight,

An armfu' I fwear; I think upon her ftill;

I wou'd marry her without a coat, And when 1 fleep, or when I wake,

Or e'er a plack o' gear. She does my fenfes fill.

For, truft me, when I faw her lirft, May Heavens guard the bonny lafs

She gae me fick a wound, That fweetens a' my life;

That a' the doctors i' the earth And fhame fa' me gin e'er I feek

Can never mak me found. Anither tor my wife.

\ '

Peas Strae.
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Continued,

Fair Jenny raife, pat on her claife,

Syne tuned her voice to fing;

She fang fae fweet, wi* notes complect,

Gard a' the echoes ring;

And a' the males lay by their flails,

And dance moft merrily;

And blefs the hour that fhe had power

To fhake the peafe_ftrae.

Tie mufing fwain difturb'd in brain,

Faft to her arms he flew,

And' ftrave a while, then wi' a. fmiU,

Sweet Jenny red in hue,

She faid right aft, I think ye're doit,

That tempts a Jaffie fae;

Ye'll do me wrang, prav let me gang,

And fhake the peafe_{tra?.

My heart, faid he, fair woundc-d be,

For thee, my Jenny fair;

Without a jeft, I g-et nae reft,

My bed it proves a fn:u

Thy image fine, prefents me fyne,

And takes a' reft me frae;

And while I dream, in your efteero

You reckon me your fae.

Which is a fign ye will be mine,

Dear Jenny fay nae na;

But foon comply, or elfe I die,

Sae tell me but a flaw,

If you can love, for none above

Thee 1 can fancy fae,

I would be bleft if I but wift,

That you would fhake my ftrae.

Then Jenny (mild, faid,youre beguilH.

I canna fancy thee;

My minnybauld, fhe would me fcaftld,

Sae dinna die for n*e

But yet I own. I am near grown,

A woman; fir.ee its fae, ,

I'll marry thee, f, re you'll get me
To fhake " <> . oeaCe {*;>.
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A Southland Jennv.

^ Jl.g § J? J I J1JTTTP
308^** -^ South _ land Jenny that was right bo_nie, She

Slow

i i

r cr g

I r cj? is ttM i j Jin
he could fcarce _ ly fpeak un _ to her

j in

But blinks o her beauty and hopes o' her filler,

Forced him at laft to tell his mind till her:

My Dear, quo he, we'll nae langer tarry,

Gin ye can lo'e me, let's o'er the moor and marry.

Come awa then, my Norland laddie,

Tho' we gang neat, fome are mair gaudy;

Albiet I hae neither land nor money,

Come, and I'll ware my beauty on thee.

Ye lafses o* the South, ye're a' for drefsin;

Lafses o' the North mind milkin and threfhin:

My minnie wad be angry, and fae wad my daddie,

Should I marry ane as dink as a lady.

I maun hae a wife that will rife i' the mornin,

Crudle a' the milk, and keep the houfe a fcauldin,

Tulzie wi' her neiebors, and learn at my minnie,

A Norland Jockie maun hae a Norland Jenny.

My father's 'only dochter, wi' farms and filler ready,

Wad be ill beftowed upon fie a clownifh body;

A that I faid was to try what was in thee,

Gae hame,ye Norland Jockie, and court your Norland Jenny,
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Let me in this ae night.
Ghorus

afsie are ye fleepin yet, Or are ye waukin, I wad wit, For

fcf,
r

i

r- r
|P^



in this ae night, and I'll no come back a _ gain jo^
The morn it is the term-day,

I maun awa, I carina ftay,

O-pity me before I gae,

'' And rife and let me in, jo.

Cho? O let me in&c.

The night it is baith cauld and weet,

The morn it will be fnaw and fleet,

My fhoon are frozen to my feet

In ftanding here my lane, jo.

Cho? O let me in &c\

I am the laird o' Windy-was,

I cam na here without a caufe,

A.^d I hae gotten mony fa's

Tn comin thro' the plain, jo.

Cho? O let me in &c.

My father's walking in the ftrect,

i*My mither the chamber keys does keep.

my chamber-door does chirp and cheep,

"l daur na let you in, jo.

Cho^'t) gae your ways this ae night,

"This ae, ae, ae night;

"O gae your ways this ae night
~"

'For I daur na let you in, jo!'

But I'll come ftealing faftly in.

And cannily mak little din;

My fittftep-tread there's nane can ken

For the fughin wind and rain, jo. •

Cho! O let me in &c.

"Caft up the door unto the weet,

"Caft aff your fhoon frae affyour feet.

'Syne to my chamber ye may creep,

"But ye maunna do't again, jo.

Cho? O Lee/,e me on this ae night,

This ae, ae, ae ni^hti

The joys we've had this at higr.T,

Your chamber >v& within, jo J
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Mv Tochers the Jewel.

312

?^£
¥ m » f £

O meikle thinks my Luve o" n:y beauty, And

Slow
m p^=p

Your proffer o luves an airle_penny,

My tocher's the bargain ye wad buy;

But an ye be crafty, I am cunnin,

Sae ye wi* anither -your fortune maun try.

Ye're like to the timmer o' yon rotten wood.
Ye 're like to the bark o' \on rotten tree,

Ye'll flip frae me like a knotlefs thread,

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



Then Guidwife count thr tawin.

There's wealth and eafe for gentlemen,

And femple_folk maun fecht and fen;

But here we're a in ae accord,

Fo- ilka man that's drunk's a lord.

Cho? Then goodvvife count &c.

My coggio is a haly pool,

That heals the wounds o. care and dool;

And pleafure is a wanton trout,

An ye drink it a', ye'll find him out

Cho? Then goodwife count <<Zc.

*



324
The Whittle.

314 v* I fing of a Whittle, a Whittle of worth, I

1 • * —

.

T~€

Slowifh

of our good Scotifh king& long with this Whiftle all Scotland (halt ring

•*• Old Loda ftill rueing the arm of Fingal,

The god of the bottle fends down from his hall_
"This Whiftle's jour challenge, to Scotland get o'er,

"And drink them to hell, Sir, or ne'er fee me more, Fal de dal &c.

Old Poets have fang, and old Chronicles tell,

What champions ventur'd, what champions fell

:

The fon of great Loda was conqueror ftill,

And blew on the whiftle their requiem fhrill, Fal de dal &c.

Till Robert, the lord of the Cairn and the Scaur,

Unmatchd at the bottle, unconquer'd in war,

He drank his poor godfhip as deep as the fea,

No tide of the Baltic e'er drunker than he, Fal de dal &c.

Thus Bobert, victorious, the trophy has gain'd,

Which now in his houfe has for ages remain d,

Till three noble Chieftans, and all of his blood,

The jovial conteft again have renew'd, Fal de dal &c.

Three joyous good fellows with hearts clear of flaw,

Craigdarroch, fo famous for wit, worth and law;

And trufty Glenriddel, fo verjs'd in old coins;

And gallant Sir Bobert, deep read in old wines. Fal de dal &c.
* ^.

Craigdarroch began with a tongue fmooth as oil,

Defining Glenriddel to yield up the fpoil,

.% See, Ofsian's Caruc-thura
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Continued.

Or elfe he would mufter the heads of the clan,

And once more in claret try which waa the man. Fal de dal fee.

By the gods of the Anciente! Glenriddel repliea,

Before I furrender fo glorious, a prize,

I'll conjure the ghoft of the great Rorie More, '%'

And bumper his horn with him twenty timea o'er! Falde dal fee.

Sir Robert, a Soldier, no fpeech would pretend,

But he ne'er turn'd his back on his foe —or his friend,

Said, tofs down the Whiftle prize of the field,

And knee-deep in claret he'd die or he'd yield. Falde dal fee.

To the board of Glenriddel our heroes repair,

So noted for drowning of forrow and care;
(

-— ?

But for wine and for welcome not more known, to fame,

Than the fenfe,wit and tafte of a fweet lovely Dame. Fal de dal fee.

A Bard was felected to witnefs the fray,

And tell future ages the feats of the day:

A Bard who detelted all fadnefs and fpleen,

And wifh'd that Parnafsus a vineyard had been. Fal de dal fee.

The dinner being over, the claret they ply,

And every new cork is a new fpring of joy, '

In the bands of old friendship and kindred fo fet,

And the bands grew the tighter the; more theywere vve$.-Falde"dalfe.

Gay Pleafure ran riot as bumpers ran o er,

Bright Phebus ne'er witnefs'd fo joyous a corps,

And vow'd that to leave them he was quite forlorn,

Till Cynthia hinted he'd find them next morn. Fal de dal fee.

Six bottles a piece had well wore out the night.

When gallant Sir Robert, to finifh the fight,

Turn'd o'er in one bumper a bottle of red,

And fwore 'twas the way that their Anceftor did. F;tl de dal fee.

Then worthy Glenriddel fo cautious and fage

No longer the warfare ungodly would wage;

A high Ruling Elder to wallow in wine I ' '

He left the foul bufinefs to folks lefs divine. Falde dal fee.

The gallant Sir Robert fought hard to the end,'

But who can with Fate and quart-bumpers contend;
Tho' Fate faid, a hero fhould perifh in light,

So uprofe bright Phebus _and down fell the Knight. Fal de dal fee

Next uprofe our Bard, like a prophet in drink,

"Craigdarroch, thou It foar when Creation fhall finki

But if thou wouldft floufifh immortal in rhyme,
Come, one bottle more, and have at, the fublrmeili Fal de dal fee.

Thy Line that have ftruggled for freedom with Bruce, 4 ~~

'Shall Heroes and Patriots ever produce:
'So' thine be the laurel, and mine be the bay, ((

The field thou haft won, b1 - yon bright goJ of day! Fal de dal fee

•3"C» -See Johnsons tour t'nrougb Scotland.
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There'll never be peace till Jamie comes hame

Ot

came, There'll never be peace till Jamie comes hame. The

blame, There'll never be peace till Jamie comes hame

My feven braw fons for Jamie drew fvvord,

And now I greet round their green beds in the yerd;

It birak the fweet heart of my faithfu'auld Dame,

There'll never be peace till Jamie comes hame.

Now life is a burden that bows me down,

Sin I tint my bairns, and he tint his crown;

But till my laft moments my words are the fame,

There'll never be peace till Jamie comes hame.
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What can a young hfs'w do wi' an auld man.

316 \i What can a J oung lafsie.what fhall a young Iafoie, What

tempted my min_nie To fell her poor Jen_ny for
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Minnie to fell her poor Jen_ ny for fil_ler and Ian

d'#» l£ S^^
He's always compleenin frae mornin to e enin,

He hofts and he hirpls the weary d.y lang:

He's doyl't and he's do/in, his blude it is fro/en,

O, dreary's the night wi' a cra^y auld man!

He hums and he hankers, he frets and he cankers,

I .never can pleafe him, do a' that I can;

He's peevifh, and jealous of a' the young fellows,
.

O, dool on the day I met wi' an auld man!

My auld auntie Katie upon me ^aks -pity,

I'll do my endeavour to follow her plan;

I'll cr)f'- him, and wrack him untill I heart break him,

And then his auld brafs will buy me a new pan. R
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The bonie laci that's far awa

317 # O how can I be bl_vthe and glad, Or how can J gang
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o'er the hills and far a_wa When the bo, nie Ud that
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I loe beft, Is o'er the hills and far a _ wa.
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My father pat me frae his door, A pair o' gloves he bought to me,

My friends they hae difown'd me a; And lilken fnoods he gae me twa,

But there is ane will tak my part, And I will wear them for his fake,

The bonie lad that's far awa. The bonie lad that's far awa.

But there &c. And I will &c.

O weary winter foon will pafs,

And fpring will deed the birken fhaw;

And my young babie will be born.,

And he'll be hame that's far awa.

And my &c. *
t

The Anld Goodman.
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nna weel tell ye how it be_gan; But ay fhe wail'd her
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Thy auld goodman that thou tells of,

The country kens where he was born,

Was but a filly poor vagabond,
And ilka ane leugh him to fcorn;

For he did fpend and mak an end
Of gear that his forefathers wan,

He gart the poor ftand frae the door,

Sae tell nae mair of thy auld goodman.

My heart, alake, is liken to break, •>

When I think on my winfbme John,
His biinken ee, and gait fae free,(drone
Was naething like thee, thou do/end-

His rofy face, and flaxen hair,

And a fkin as white as ory fwan,
Wa9 large and tall, and comely withal,

And thou It never be like mv auld goodman

Why dolt thou pleeri? I thee maintain,

For meal and mawt thou di'ha want;
'BiK thy wild bees 1 canna plesie,

Now when our gear gins to grow fcant,

Of household ftuff thou haft enough,

Thou wants for neither pat nor pan;

Of ficklike ware he left thee bare,

Sae tell nae mair o' thy auld goodman

.

Yes, I may tell, and fret my fell,

To think on thefe blyth days I had,

When he and I together lay,

In arms into a weel made bed

:

But now I figh and may be fad,

Thy courage is cauld, thy colour wan,

Thou falds thy feet, and fa's afleep,

And thoult ne'er be like my auld good
/'-man

.

Then coming was the night fae dark

,

And gane was a' the light o' day;

The carl was fear'd to mils his mark

,

And therefore wad nae langer ftav.

Then up he gat, and he ran his way,
1 trow the wife the day fhe wan.

And ay the o'erword o' the fray

Waa e\er, Alake, my auld goodman.
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O as T was lei ft veftree.u
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O, as I was kift: ye_ftrtcn, (), as I w.-.s
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never forget till the day that I die.Sae mony braw kifses his Grace gae me.

^m

Kift the ftreen, kift the ftreen.

Up the Gallowgate, down the Green:

I'll never forget till the day that I. die,

Sae mony braw kiffes his Grare gae me



Fine flowers in the Valley.
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"% She fat down be_low a thorn, Fine flowers in the
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val _ ley And there {he has her fweet babe born And the
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green leaves they grow rare - ly.
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Smile na fae fweet, my bonie babe

Fine flowers in the valley, -

And ye fmile fae fweet, ye'll fmile me dead,

And the green leaves they grow rarely.

Sfces taen out her little penknife

Fine flowers &c.
And twinn'd the fweet babe o' its life

.

And the green &c.

She's howket a grave by the light o' the moon,
Fine flowers &c

And there fhes buried tier fweet babe in,

And the green tec.

As fhe was going to the church,

Fine flowers tec. •*

She faw a fweet babe in the porch.

And the green tee.

fweet babe and thou were mine,

Fine flowers tec.

1 wad deed thee in the filk fo fine.

And the green tec..

O mother dear, when I was thine,

Fine flowers tec.

You did ?na prove to me fae kind.

And the green tec.~
»•xxxxxx xxxxxxxxxxxxx
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I do confVfs thou art fae frir.
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heart could muve. I do confefs thee fvveet, but find, Thou art fae thriftlefs

f
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See yonder rofe_bud, rich in dew,

Amang its native briers fae coy,

How fune it tines its fcent and hue

When pu'd and worn a common toy!

Sic fate e'er lang fhall thee betide;

Tho' thou may gayly bloom a while,

Yet fune thou (halt be thrown afide,

Like ony common weed and vile. Z

If e'er I do well 'tis a wonder.

m i i j -i =H£^£^im
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The hat I have on,

So greafy is grown,

Remarkable 'tis for its fhining;

Tis ftitch'd all about,

Without button or lopp,

And never a bit of a lining.

The coat I have on,

So thread -bare is grown,

So oiit at the armpits and elbows,

That I Look as abfurd

As a fail or on board,

That has ly'n fifteen months in the bi

My fhirt it is tore

Both behind and before,^

The colour is much like a cinder;

'Tis fo thin and fo fine,

That it is my de-fign

My blue fuftian breeches

Is wore to the ftitches,

My legs you may fee whats between them;

My pockets all' four,

I'm the fori of a whore.

If there's ever one farthing within them.

I have ftockirigs, 'tis true,

But the devil a fhoe,

I m oblig'd to wear boots in aUvvtatheir,

Be damn'd the boot foal,

Cdrfe on the fpur-roll,

boes.Confounded be the upper- leather.

Had ye then but feen

The fad pligl i ! v% ;,s in,

Veil not feen fu( h a poet a

I have ccthing that's full,

But u\ fhirt and my fkult,

poet ambngft tvu'

To prefent it to the mules for tinder. For my pockets and belli, are empty.
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The Soger Laddie.

Lively

i g eg SEeg J g J' I r^^
money to me; And when he con:

fe 4b±=fc£
comes name, he'll make me a Lady, My

r f r j

r r pifprffJ i
fff^te

handfome and brave,& can as a foger & lover behave; Hes true to his
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country, to love he is fteddy,Theres few to compare wi* my foger laddie

pii

O Shield him, ye angels, frae death in alarms,

'

Return him with laurels to my langing arms

.

Syne frae all my care ye'll pleafantly free me,

When back to my wifhes my foger ye gie me.

O foon may his honours bloom fair on his brow,

As quickly they muft, if he get his due:

For in noble actions his courage is ready,

Which makes me delight in my foger-laddie.

X



Where Wad bonie Annie ly.

ly; Wad ye a good -man try, Is that the thing ye're
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lacking, O can a iafs fae young as I, Ven_ture on the
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brid _ al _tye Syne down with a good- man ly I'm
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flee d he'd keep me wauk _ ing.

pB
Never judge until ye try,

Mak me your good man, I

Shanna hinder you to ly.

And fleep till ye be weary.

In my bofom thou fhalt ly,

When thou wakrife art, or dry,

Healthy cordial ftanding by,

Shall prefently revive thee".

What if I fhou'd wauking ly,

When the hoboys are gawu by,

Will ye tent me when I cry,

My dear, I'm faint and iry

To your will I {hen comply,

Join us, prieft. and let me try,

How I'll wi' a goodman ly,

_^ • Wha can a cordial ei e me.
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32v3 "S ^ Galloway Tarn came here to woo, Icl rather we'd gin iiim the
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As I cam down bj yon caftle wa',
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A bony bony lafsie (he was, Talk not fo very high bony lafs,
"

As ever mine eyes did fee: O talk not fo very, very high:

O five hundred pounds would I give, The man at the fair that wad fell,

For to have fuch a pretty bride as thee. He maun learn at the man that wad-F
C-huv.

To have fuch a pretty bride as me,

Young man ye are fairly miftaen;

Tho' ye were king o' fair Scotland,

I wad difdain to be your queen

I truft to climb a far higher trfee,

And herry a far richer neft:

Tak this advice o* me bony lafs,

Humility wad fet thee beft. •
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Lord Ronald my fon.

-<^ bed foon, For I m weary wi' the hu

^ fe±=±* XX
nimg and fain wad lie down.

What got ye frae your fweetheart Lord" Ronald, my fon.

What got ye frae your fweetheart Lord Ronald, my fon.

I hae got deadly poifon, mother, make ny bed foon;

For life is a burden that foon I'll lav down.

X *
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O'er the moor amanf* the heather.

(3^8 "Vt* Cbmin .thro' the craigs o' Kyle* A_'mahg the bo_ny

m i
Lively, but Slow.

Says I my dear whare is thy hame,

In moor, or dale, pray tell me whether,

She fays, I tent thae fleecy flocks

That-feed 'amang the blooming heather.

Cho? O'er the moor Sic.

O'er the moor Sic.

She iays,I tent thae fleecy flocks

That feed amang the blooming heather.

We laid us down upon a bank,

Sae warm and funny was the weather,

She left her flocks at large to rove,

Amang the bonie blooming heather.

Cho? O'er the moor Sic.

O'er the moor.&c.

She left her flocks at large to rove,

Amang the bonie blooming heather.

While thus we lay fhe fang a fang,

Till echo rang a mile and farther,

And ay the burden o' the fang

Was, o'er the moor amang the^heather.

Cho? O'er the moor Sic.

O'er the moor Sic.

And ay the burden o' the fang

Was, o'er the moor amang the heather.

She charm'd my heart, and ay finfyne

I could na think on ony ither:

By fea and fkyi fhe fhall be mine!

The bonie lafs amang the heather.

Cho? O'er the moor Sic.

O'er the moor Sic.

By fea and fkyi fhe 'fhall be mine!

The bonie lafs amang the heather.

• X
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p\QQ'\*(r Sen_fl-.bi-.li-.ty Row ch ar in ing. Deareft Nancy, thou canfta
Plaintive
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Hear the woodlark charm the foreft,

Telling oer his little joys:

Haplefs bird! a prey the fureft

To each pirate of the fkies.

IS'. Dearly bought the hidden treafure,

Finer Feelings can beftow:

Chords that vibrate fweeteft pleafure,

Thrill the deepeft notes of woe. .'S*.
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To the Rofe bad.

All Hail to thee thou baw_my bud, Thou charmintJ>(30"*(*^ All Hail to thee thou baw_ffiy bud, Thou charming
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wood Does nod thy wel _ come to the Valesip^pi^s
See on thy lovely faulded form
Glad Phsebus fmiles wi' chearing eye,

While on thy head the dewy morn
Has fhed the tears o' filent joy.

The tuneful tribes frae yonder bower
Wi' fangs of joy thy prefence hail,

Then hafte thou bawmy fragrant 0ower
And gie thy bofbm to the gale.

And fhe the fair induftrious Bee,

With airy wheel and foothing hum,
Flies ceafelefs round thy parent tree,

While gentle breezes trembling come.

If ruthlefs Liza pafs this way,

She'll pou thee frae thy thorny ftem;

;

A while thou'lt grace her Virgin breaft!

But foon thou'lt fade my bonny gem.

Ah fhort, too fhort, thy rural reign,

And yield to fate alas thou muft.
Bright emblem of the Virgin train,

Thou blooms alas, to mix wi' duft.

Sae bonny Liza hence may learn,

Wi' every youthfu maiden gay,

That Beauty like the fimmers rofe

In time fhall wither and decay.
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Not Gowries rich valley, nor Forth s funny fhores,

To me hae the charms o' yon wild, mofsy moors;

For there, by a lanely, fequeftred ftream,

Refides a fweet Lafsie, my thought and my dream.

Amangthae wild mountains fhall ftill be my path,

Ilk ftream 'foaming down its ain green>narrow ftrath,

For there, wi my Lafsie, the day- larig I rove,

-While o'er us unheeded, flie the fwift hours o Love.

She is not the faireft, altho' fhe is fair;

O' nice education but fma' is her fhare;

Her parentage humble as humble can be;

But I loe the dear Lafsie becaufe fhe loes me.

To Beauty what man- but maun yield him a prize,

In her armour of glances, and blufhes, and fighs;

And when Wit and Refinement hae polifh'd her darts,

They dazzle our een, as they flie to our hearts.

But Kindnefs, fweet Kindnefs, in the fond - fparkling e'e,

Has luftre outfhining the diamond to me;
And the heart beating love as I'm clafp'd in her arms,

O, theft are wy Lafsie's all-conquering charms.
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Bonie laddie Highland bdd

335 "V* * hae ^een at Croo_kie_den, My bon_ie Jad-di

fin^un
Highland laddie, Viewing Willie and his men my bonie laddie
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High land lad _ die. There our faes that burnt and flew, My

bo_nie lad_die High- land lad_die There, at laft, they

Satan fits in his black neuk,

My bonie laddie, Highland laddie,

Breaking; {ticks to roaft the Duke,

My bonie laddie, Highland laddie,

The bloody ironfter gae a yell,

My bonie laddie, Highland laddie,

And loud the laugh gaed round a' hell I

My bonie laddie, Highland laddie.
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rt o thee To praife, to love, I find, But dear as

thy form to me. Still dear_er is thy mind

Nae' uiair ungen reus vvifh T hae,

Nor ftronger in my breaft,

Than, if I canna mak thee fae.

At leaft to fee thee bleft.

Content am 1, if Heaven fhall give

But happinefs to thee:

Ant* as va thee I'd wifh to live,

For thee I'd 'b tar to die.
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O Donald Couper and his man,Held to a Highland fair, man, And
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a—to feek a bo_ nie lafs, But fient a' ane was there, man.
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At length he got a Carlin gray,

And (he's come hirplin hame, man;

And fheVfa'n o'er the buffet ftool, . <

"And brak her rumpie-bane, man. ^

Hey Donald &c.

i- • jfc »*« ^t •*« it * 'A* -'- ^ -* *1" -*- ""j" -* ^' * it "
'fr*

* t^L *- "*&' " 4k * 'V * it * ^ * ^t^* ^- * -^» • ^k«*»^t«* *** -*
*A*

The Vain Purfnit.
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beau_tiful happy and wife in evlry accomplifhment deftind to
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_las the dear youth was too charming for mine.
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He faw me he lovd me, his pafsion confc-fs d,

The foft declaration ftiil founds in my ear;

My image, he faid, on his foul was rmprefs'd,

And faithful his flame, as his heart was fincere.

His wifhes tho' fond, I as fondly repaid,

For ohl a warm heart it is eafy to gain,

Which kind profefsions already perfuade,

Our pleafure was mutual and mutual our pain.

Still fortune relentlefs our union denied,

In queft of more treafure to India he went,

But there, haplefs youth, to my forrow he died,

And left me for ever his fate to lament.

Gay hopes and delightful prefages adieu,

Adieu ye foft whifpers of tender defire;

From thee my dear fw-ain thefe emotions firft grew,

In deep difappointment with thee they expire.
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Eppie M? Nab.

336 V* ° faw i* ™7 dearie my Eppie M*r Nab.O few ye .11,3

What fays fhe, my dearie, my Eppie M? Nab.

What fays fhe, my dearie, my Eppie M? Nab.

She lets thee to vvit, that fhe has thee forgot,

And for ever difowns thee, her ain Jock Rab.

O had I ne'er feen thee, my Eppie M? Nab!

O had I ne'er feen thee, my Eppie M. Nab!

As light as the air, and faufe as thou s fair,

Thoi^'s broken the heart o* thy ain Jock Rab.
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_deed maun I, quo' Findlay. What mak ye, fae like a thief? O
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come and fee, quo* Findlay; Be _ fore the morn* ye'll
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work mifchief; In _ deed will I quo Findlay.

Gif I rife and let you in,

Let me in, quo' Findlay;

Ye'll keep me waukin wi your din;

Indeed will I, quo' Findlay.

In my bower if ye fhould ftay,

Let me ftay, quo' Findlay;

I fear ye'll bide till break o' day;

Indeed will I, quo' Findlay.

Here this night if ye remain,

I'll remain, quo' Findlay;

I dread ye'll learn the~gate again;

Indeed will I, quo Findlay.

What may* pafs within this bower,

Let it pafs, quo' Find lay;

le maun conceal till jour laft hour!

Indeed will I, quo' Findlay.
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Thoa art ga ne awa.
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gane a_wa frae me Ma_ry, nor friends nor I could

T f J- JIJ m

make thee ftay.Thou haft chea_ted them and me Ma_ry.

W #̂^=at
V^ ^ p "T^

£J N fe
r* g ^j^^-^w^^T'y^̂ .

Un"_ til this hour 1 ne _ ver thought That ought could
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W^al _ ter thee, Ma _ ry, Thou "it ftill the Miftrefs of my
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heart, Think what you will of me, Ma _ ry.
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Thon art gane awa, New Sett.
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Thou art gane a _ wa thou art gane a _ wa,Thou art
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way frae me, Ma - ry, nor friends -nor I could
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{
_ till this hour T ne _ ver thought, That ought could
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al_ter thee, Ma _ ry, Thou'rt ftill the Miftrefs of my

heart, Think what you will., of me Ms
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What e'er he faid or might pretend,

That ftaw that heart o' thine, Mary;

True love I'm fure was ne'er his end,

Or nae fie love as mine, Mary.

F fpake fincere nor flatterd much,

Nae felfifh thoughts in me, Mary,

Ambition, wealth, nor naething fuch;

No f lov'd only thee, Mary.

Tho' you've been falfe yet while I live,

I'll lp'e nae maid but thee, Mary,

Let- friends forget, as I forgive
.

Thy wrangs to them and me, Mary.

Ho Then fareweellof this be fure, .

Since you ve been falfe to me, Mary;

For a' the world I'd not endure,

Half what I've done for tbee,Mary.
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The tears I Hied 8Cc.
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muft ev_ er fall, I mourn not for an
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ab_fent fwain, For thought may paft delights recall, And par _ ted

toils are paft, their forrows o er, And thofe they lov'd their lteps^ fiyjl

Tho' boundlefs oceans rolld between, Even confcious virtue cannot cure
If certain that his heart is near, The pangs to every feeling due:
A confcious tranfport glads each fcene, Ungenerous youth.' thy boaft how poor,'

Soft is the figh, and fweet the tear. To fteal a heart, and break it too!

Even when by Deaths cold hand remov'd, In vain does memory renew,
We mourn the tenant of the tomb; The hours once tingcl in tranfport's dye
To think that even in death he lov'd,

Can gild the horrors of the gloom.

But bitter, bitter are the tears,

Of her who flighted love bewails;

No hope her dreary profpect chears,

No pleafing melancholy hails.

The fad reverfe foon ftarts to view,

And turns the thought to agony.

No cold approach, no alter d mien,

Juft what would make fufpicion ftart;

No paufe the dire extremes between,
He made me bleft _ and broke my heart!

Her's are the pangs of wounded pride, From hope, the wretcheds anchor torn,

Of blafted hopcy-of wither'd joy: Neglected, and neglecting all,

The prop (he lean'd on piercd her fide, Friendlefs, forfaken, and forlorn,

The flame fhe fed, burns to deftroy. The tears I fhed muft ever fall.



The bonny wee thin^
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In that bon_ie face of thine; An

a . i^»ace of thine; And my heart it ftounds wi
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Wit, and Grace, and Love, and Beauty,

In ae conftellation fhine;

To adore thee is my duty,

Goddefs o' this foul o' minei

Bonie wee &c.
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Rovs Wife of Alldivaloch

< She vow'd fhe fwore fhe wad be mine She faid that fhe lo'ed me beft of

O She was a can ty quean, Her hair fee fair, her e'en feed*

And we'll cou'd fhe dance the highland walloch,Her wee bit moujfb facet and boi

How happy I, had fhe been mine To me fhe ever will be dear

Or I'd been Roy of Alldivaloch Tho'fhe's forever left her Johriia

Roys wife &c. Hoys wife &c.

Lady Randolphs Complaint

343
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Tune, Earl Douglas's Lament

^ My herol my hero, my beauteus n!y brave, How proud was my
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Plaintive
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*^ foul of thy virtues and thee Doom'd here prematurely to find a cold
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gen'rous* endeavours, was this thy re_ward.The Lord of this manfion
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from foes to de -fend; Henceforth hof_pi_ ta„li_ty wha fhall re
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_ gard; What' man oh the friendfhip of man fhall de_ pend
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With tranfport this day, my fond heart overflowd,

When keenly indulging the pleafing prefage,

How warm with maternal affection, it glow'd,

Midft an offspring of thine whilft I hop'd for old agei

Whofe prattle endearing, and irflkocent play

To me might the lofs of thy childhood atone;

Thofe actions, the fame of your houfe might difplay,

Adorn'd with a hufbands dear name, and thy own.

Thy gallant deportment, thy cxquifite bloom,
Which mercilefs foes might, with rapture, admire,

With them my dear hopes ate all quench'd in the tomb,
With thee they were born, and with thee they expire.

In conjugal union how fhort my delight!

In a mothers high rank how much fhorter my boafti

With planets malignant, no more let me fight,

No longer in life's cruel tempeft be toft!

Forgive, gracious powers, in compafsionmy ftate,

Whilft by forrow compella1

, with reluctance T fei/c

The only fweet moment referved me by fate,

The moment which renders me juft what T pleafe.

My Douglas, my darling, my glory, my pride!

How happy was T but to name- thee my fon!

For thee would to heaven a fond mother had died,

Since livjng without the*:, is? living und'-K-
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Came here's to the nymph that I love.

Tune, Auld Sir Symon the King
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Far lience be the fad and the penfive, Come fill up the glafses around We'll
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drink till our faces be ruddy, And all our vain fbrrows are drown'd.
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Tis done, and my fancy s exulting,

With every gay blooming defire,

My blood with brifk ardour is glowing,

Soft pleafures my bofom infpire.

My fou! now to love is diffolving,

Oh fatei had I here my fair charmer,

I'd clafp her^Ll'd clafp her lb eager,

Of all her difdain I'd difarm her.

But hold, what has love to do here,

With his troops of vain cares in array.

A _vaunt, idle penfive intruder,-

He triumphs, he will not away,

I'll drown him, come give me a bumper
Young Cupid, heres to thy confufion_

Now, now he's departing, he's vanquifh'd,

Adieu to his anxious delufion.

Come jolly god Bacchus, heres to~thee;

Huzza, boys, huz/a boys, huzza;

Sing I o, fing I o to Bacchus

Hence all ye dull thinkers, withdraw.

Come, what fhould we do but be jovial,

Come tune up our voices and fing;

What foul is fb dull to be heavy,

When wine lets our fancies on wing.

Come,Pegauis lies in this bottle,

He'll mount us, he'll mount us on high,

Each of us a gallant young Perfeus,

Sublime we'll afcend to the fky.

Come mount or. adieu I arife,

In feas of wide sether I'm drown'd;

The clouds far beneath me are failing,

I fee the fpheres whirling around.

What darknefs, what rattling is this.

Thro' Chaos' dark regions Im hurlH,/

And now,-0 my head it is knock'd

Upon fome confounded new world.

Now, now thefe dark fhades are retiring,

See yonder bright blazes a ftar;

Where am \l behold the Empyreum,
With flaming light ftreaming from far.
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The tither morn.
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34^3 "V* ^te tither morn > When I forlorn Aneath an aik fat
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Lively with exprefsion
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*^ moaning, I did na trow, I'd fee my jo Be _ fide me gain the
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His bonnet he,

A thought ajee

Cock'd fprufh when firft he claipil me;

And I, I wat,

Wi' fainnefsgrat,

While in his grips he prefscl me

De'il tak the war!

I late and air

Hae wifh'd fince Jock departed

But now as glad

I'm wi' my lad,

As fhot'tfyne broken' hearted.

Fu aft at e'en

Wi' dancing keen,

When a' >vere blvth and merry,

I cardna by,

Sae fad was T

In abfence o' my deary

But praife be blf;ft,

My mind s at reft

,

I'm happy wi' my Johjxy,

At kirk and fair,

I'fe ay be there;

And be as canty's ony.
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A Country La/s.

Altho' my gown be hame-fpun grey, Altho' my parents cannot raife

My fkin it is as foft _0, Great bags of fhining gold_0,
As them that fattin weeds do wear, Like them whofe daughters now a days

And carry their heads aloft_0. Like fwine are bought and fold-O;

What tho' I keep my fathers fheep. Yet my fair body it fhall keep
The thing that muft be done _6, An honeft heart within -O,

With garlands of the fineft flow'rs And for twice fifty thoufand crowns
To fhade me frae the fun_0. I value not a pin_Or

When they are feeding pleafantly, I ufe nae gums upon my hair,

Where grafs and flowers do {pring_0, Nor chains about my neck_0,
Then on a flowry bank at noon, Nor fhining rings upon my hands,

1 fet me down and fing_0 My fingers ftraight to deck -O

My Paifiey piggy corkd with fage, But for that lad to me fhall fa',

Contains my drink but thin_0. And I have grace to wed_0,
No wines do e'er my brain enrage, I'll keep a jewel worth them a',

Or tempt my mind to fin _0. J mean my maidenhead _0.

My country curds and wooden fpoon If canny Fortune give to me
I think them unco fine _0, The man I dearly love _0,

And on a flowery bank at noon Tho' we want gear I dinna care,

I fet me down and dine _0. My hands I can improve _0.

Expecting for a blefsing ftill

Defcending from above _0,
Then we'll embrace and fweetly kifs,

Repeating tales of love^O.



Geordie An old Ballad,

36J
Same Tune.

There was a battle in the north, O fhes down on her bended knee,

And nobles there was many. I wat fhes pale and weary,

And they hae kill cl Sir Charlie Hay, O pardon, pardon, noble king,

And they laid the wyte on Geordie. And gie me back my Deariel

*"*
(^dear,

I hae born feven fons to my GeorduO he has written a lang letter,

He fent it to his lady;

Ye maun cum up to Enbrugh town

To fee what words o Geordie.

t
When firft fhe look'd the letter on,

She was baith red and rofy;

But fhe had na read a word but twa,

Till fhe wallow't like a lily.

Gar get to me my gude grey fteed,

My menzie a gae wi me;

For I fhall neither eat nor drink, <

Till Enbrugh town fhall fee me.

The feventh ne'er faw his daddie:

O pardon, pardon, noble king.

Pity a waefu' lady!

\

Gar bid the headin-man fyak haffei

Our king-reply'd fu lorclly:

O noble king, tak a thats mine,

But gie me back my Geordie.

V.ran,

The Gordons cam and the Gordons-

And they were ftark and fteady;

And ay the word amang them a'

Was, Gordons keep you ready.

And fhe has mountit her gude grey

Her menzie a gaed wi her;

And fhe did neither eat nor drink

Till Enbrugh town did fee her.

And firft appear 'd the fatal block,

And fyne the aix to head him;

And Geordie cumin down the ftair,

And bands o aim upon him.

fteed,An aged lord at the kings right hand

Says noble king, but hear me;

Gar her tell down five thoufand pound

And gie her back her Dearie

.

(-wns,
Some gae her marks fome gae her cro

Some gae her dollars many; r ,

And fhes tell'd down five thoufand po

And fhe s gotten again her Dearie

.

But tho he was chaind in fetters ftrang. She blinkit blythe in her Geordies face.

O aim and fttel fae heavy, Says, dear I ve bought thee,Qtord;e:

There was na ane in a the court. But there fud been bluidybouks on the

Sae bra' » man as Geordie. Or I had tint my laddie. /"green,

He clafpit her by ths middle fma,

And he kiit. he;r hps fae rofy:

The faireft flower o woman -kind

Is my fweet, bonie Lady.
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Rorj Dalls Port.
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then for ev_er! Deep in heart-wrung tears I'll pledge thee,Warring

^m 13'i. r 3=
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While the ftar of hope (he leaves him? Me, nae chear_ fu'
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twinkle lights me; Dark defpair a_ round benights me
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I'll ne'er blame my partial fancy,

Natthing could refift my Nancy:

But to fee her, was to love her;

I.ove but her, and love for ever.

Had we never lov'd fae kindly,

Had we never Iov'd fae blindly,

Never met _ or never parted,

We had ne'er been broken-hearted.

Fare thee weel, thou firft and faireft!

Fare thee weel, thou beft and dearefti

Thine be ilka joy and treafure,

Peace, Enjoyment, Love and Pleafure!

Ae fond kifs, and then we fever;

Ae fareweel, Alas! for ever!

Deep in heart-wrung tears I'll pledge t

Warring fighs and groans I'll wa^e the

X
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Tune, Rinn m'eudial mo mhcalladh. A Gaelic Air

I could na get fleepin till dawin, for greetin;
The tears trickl'd down like the hail and the rain:

Had T na got greetin, my heart wad a broken,
For oh, luve forfaken's a tormenting pain!

,,*Weel fince he has Ac.

^Although he has left me for greed o' the filler,

J dinna envy* him the gains he can win: •

I. rather wad bear a' the lade o' my forrow,
Than ever hae acted fae faithlefs to him.

Weel fince he has &c.
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Lovely Davies.
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Continued.
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morning, When paft the fhowr, and every flower The
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heart when we maun part Frae charming, loverly Dayies

£ 3 1P O" m
Her fmiles a gift frae boon the lift,

That maks us mair than princes;

A fcepter'd hand, a kings command,

Is in her darting glances:

The man in arms 'gainft female charms,

Even he her willing flave is;

He hugs his chain, and owns the, reign

Of conquering lovely Davies.

My Mufe to dream of fuch a theme,

Her feeble powers furrender;

The eagle's gaze alone furveys

The fun's meridian fplendor:

I wad in vain efsay the ftrain,

The. deed too daring brave is;

I'll drap the lyre, and mute, admire*

The charms t> lovely Davies.
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The wearv Pnnci O* Tow.

There fat a bottle in a bole,

Beyont the ingle low;

And ay fhe took the tither fouk,

To drouk* the ftourie tow.

The weary Sic.

Quoth 1, for fhame, ye dirty dame,

Gae fpin your tap o' towi

She took the rock, and wi' a knock,

She brak it o er my pow.

The weary &c.

At laft her feet, I fang to fee't,

Gaed foremoft o'er the knowe;

And or I wad anither jad,

I'll wallop in a tow.

The weary &c

.



Now Welti in winds.

Tune.Come kifs wi'me.corr.e cLp wi'me.
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3<31 "vV Now weftlin winds, and Daughterin guns Brings Autumns
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rove by night, To mufe u _ pon nay charmer
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The Pairtrick lo'es the fruitfu' fells

;

The Plover lo'es the mountains;

The Woodcock haunts the lanely dells;

The foaring Hern the fountains:

Thro' lofty groves the Cufhat roves,

The path o' Man to fhun it;

The ha/el bufh o'erhangs the Thrufh,

The fpreading thorn the Linnet.

Thus every kind their pleafure find,

The favage and the tender;

Some, focial join* and leagues combine,

Some folitary wander:

Avaunt,away! the cruel fway,

Tyrannic Man's dominion;
The Sportsman's joy, the murdering cry

The fluttering gory pinion.

But Peggy dear the evenings clear,

Thick flies the fkimming fwallow;

The fky is blue the fields in view

All fading-green and yellow:

Come let us ftray our gladfome way*

And view the charms o' Nature,

The ruftling corn, the fruited thorn.

And ilka happy creature.

We'll gently walk, and fwtetly talk,

While the filent moon fhines clearly;

I'll clafp thy waift, and fondly preft,

Swear
r
how F lo'e thee dearly.

Not vernal fhowtrs to budding flowers

Not Autumn to the Farmer,

So dear can be as thou to me,

Mv fan m) lovely Charmer:
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I hae a wife o* my ain

I am . naebody's lord,

I'll be flave to naebody;

I hae a gude braid fword,

I'll tak dunts frae naebody.

I'll be merry and free,

I'll be fad for naebody;

Naebody cares for me,

I care for naebody. B

When fhe cam ben fhe bobbed.

<3 {3<J'\% O when fhe cam ben fhe bobbed fu' law, O

Lively but not too faft

*—Mm — , , m
T- M 7—-P P g \

~

¥==¥
when fhe cam ben fhe bobbed fu' law, And when fhe cam ben fhe.
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And was na Cockpen right faucy witha,

And was na Cockpen right faucy witha',

In leaving the dochter of a lord,

And kifsiU a Collier lafsie an a'.

O never look down, my lafsie at a,

O never look down, my lafsie at a',-

Thy lips are as fweet and thy figure compleat,

As the fineft dame in caftle or ha'.

Tho' thou has nae filk and holland fae fma,

Tho' thou has nae filk and holland fae fma,

Thy coat and thy fark are thy ain handywark

And Lady Jean was never fae braw.

O Fare

364

fare ye weel my auld wife flng bum O fare
v
ye weel my

% mu
meal the night wi fome.

m m

An fare ye weel, my pjke-ftaff,

Sing bum bibery bum.
An fare ye weel, my pyke-ftaff,

Sifg bum.
An fare y e weel, my pyke- ftaff,

Nae mair wi'you my wife I'll baff,

The maut's aboon the meal th: night

Wi'fome.



sm
O, for ane and twenty Tarn!

Tune/The Moudiewort.

Ok5<3-~\ # An O, for ane and twenty Tam! An hey,fweet ane & twenty,
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Tam! I'll learn my kin a rattlin fang, An I faw ane and twenty Tam
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They fnool me fair,& haud me down,And gar me look like bluntie,Tam;But
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An p, for ane and twenty Tam! And hey,fweet ane & twenty,Tarn! I'll
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learn my kin a rattlin fang, An I faw ane and twenty, Tam.
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A gleib o' Ian', a claut o gear,

Was left me by my Auntie,Tam;

At kith or kin I need na fpier,

An I faw ane and twentyTam.

An O, for tec.

They'll hae me wed a wealthy coof,

Tho I myfel hae plenty, Tam;

But hearft thou, laddie, there's my loof

f'm thine at ane and twenty, Tam!

An O, for Sic.

B



Johnie Armilrang.
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en of hie degree; Of a gentle_man f ling a ^"ang fum _

The Elliots and Armftrangs did convene;

They were a gallant com panic:

We'll ryde and meit our lawful king,

And bring him (afe Gilnockie.

Make kinnen and capon ready then,

And venifon in great plentie;

We'll welcum hame our royal king,

I hope he'll dyne at Gilnockie.

They ran their horfe on the Langumholm
And brake their fpeirs with meikle main;

The Ladies hikit frae their lofty windows
God bring our men weil back again.

Quhen Johnie came before the King,
With all his men fae brave to fee,

The King he movit his bonnet to him,

He weind he was king as well as he.

May I find grace, my fovereign Liege,

Grace for my loyal men and me,

For my name it is Johnie Armftrang,

And fub|e<9:,of /ours,my Liege, (aid he.

Away, away, thou traytor ftrang,

Out of my ficht thou ma) ft fune be,

I grantit nevir a traytor s lyfe,

And now I'll not begin with thee.

Grant me my lyfe, my Liege,my Kin^,

And a bonny gift I wiUgi'to* thee,

Pull four-and-tnc n(y ii;ilk-wh\ t fteids,

Were a foald in a /eir to me.

I'll gie thee all thefe milk whyt ffeids.

That pranc and nicher at a /peir.

With as irietkle gude Inglis gilt,

As four of their braid backs dow be r.

^way, amy, thou traytor,&c&c&<

.



H ey how Johnie Lad,
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<Okj7 ~\%- Hey, how, my Johnie lad, ye re no fae kinds ye fiid hae been'

fe^4-^ *^-* ^
assnm f^f ^^
Lively

Gin your voice I had na kent, T cou'd na eithly trow my'een. Sa(

|g^
»r F C'J J.M^ir.T~r-^^^
weels ye might hae touzled me, and fweetly pried my mou bedeen;

Im p^s ^
fc^, j.j fete ^^B4%^ j-./ *E=mmmim
Hey, how, my Johnie lad,ye're no fae kindsye fudfud hae been.

mm#^
„ My Father he was at the pleugh, my Mither fhe was at the mill,

My Billie he was at the mofe, and no ane near our {port to fpill,

The feint a Body was therein there was nae fear of being feen,

Hey, how, my Johnie tad, ye re no fae kindsye fud hae been.

Wad ony lad wha lo'ed her weel, hae left his bonny lafs her lane,

To figh and greet ilk langfome hour, and think her fweeteft minutes gan

O, had ye been a wooer leal, we fhu'd hae met wi' hearts mair keen, I

Hey how my Johnie lad,ye're no fae kind's ye fud hae been.

But I maun hae anither joe, whafe love gangs never out o mind,

And winna let the moment pafs, when to a lafs he can be kind,

Then gang your was to blinken Befs, nae mair for Johnie fhall fMgrea

Hey,how, my Johnie l.id,ye*re no fae kinds ye fud hae been./

. i/ •_ 4f .' -A* * \U_ •^-•.afc-f **> » vie. ». \i* .'.>!/..*. ^.* \i^.*. ^L .*. ^.*. vk * *j£.*. ^il&.*. sjt .*. jjr .*. >le .*. 'X'. .*. vi* .'. ile..\-

Lojne o' Bachan.
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Slomfh & tend'e;
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Contlnned.
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taen a_Wa Jamie that wrought in the yard, Wh:

m L-U J "m ^^
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play'd on the pipe an the VI _ ol fae fma' They ve

m^ f
'U-f r,-=t ¥^£ *EEE*—^-$

taen a_wa Jamie the flower o them a'.

m^m^m
O think na lang, lafsie, tho' T be awa,

An' think na lang, lafsie, tho I be awa;

The fimmer is come and the winter's awa,

And I'll come and fee thee in fpite o' them a'.

O"Sandy has owfen, and filler, and kye,

A houfe and a haddin, and a' things forbye,

But I wad hae Jamie wi' s bonnet in's hand.

Before I'd hae Sandy wi' houfes and land.

fThe 2. verfe fung here^) O think na lang, fee.

My daddie was fulkie, my minnie was four,

They gloom'd on my Jamie becaufe he was poor;

But daddie and minnie altho that they be,

There's nane o' them a' like my Jamie to me

.

TThe 2. verfe fung hexe,^ O think na lang, &c.

I'll fit*on my funkie and fpin at my wheel,

And fing o' my Jamie wha loes me fae weel;

He took a white faxpence and brak it in twa, .•

And gae me the hauf o't when he gaed awa.

Sayin, think upon't lafsie when I am awa.

An' think upon't lafsie when I am awa:

., The fimmer is come, and the winter's awa,

And I'll come and fee thee fn fpite o' theni a'. /
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O Kenmures on and awa, Willie,

369 -r* O Kenmures on and a_wa,WiUie, O Kenmures on and a_

e_ver Galloway faw, _ . Succefs to Kenmures band, Wil lie.' Sue

wr i j. r ip

£ ^-ttf-r^^
_ cefs to Ken_ mures band, - _ ' There's no a heart that

r

i>

Whig That rides by Ken _ mures hand

gj 1 j3lt-JEB
Here s Kenmure's health in wine, Willie,

Here's Kenmure's health in wine,

There ne'er was a coward o' Kenmure's blude,

Nor yet o Gordons Line

O Kenmure s lads are men, Willie,

O Kenmures lads are men, '

Their hearts and fwords are metal.* rue,

And that their faes fhall ken

They'll live, or die wi' fame, Willie,

They'll live, or die wi' fame, •

But foon wi' founding victorie

May Kenmure s Lord come hame

Here's Him that's far awa, Willie,

Here's Him that's far awa,

And here's the flower that I lo'e beft,

The rofe that's like the fnaw



3M
Befs and her Spinning Wheel.

laigh defcenda the fimmer fun, Blcft wi' con _ tent, and

^¥4 J J ^

On ilka hand the burnies trot,

And meet below my theekit cot;

The fcented birk and hawthorn white

Acrofs the pool their arms unite,

Alike to fcreen the birdie's neft,

And little fifties caller- reft:

The fun blinks kindly in the biel,'

Where, blythe I turn my fpinnin t\heel

On lofty aiks the cufhats wail,

And Echo cons the doolfu' tale;

The lintwhites in the ha/el braes,

Delighted, rival ithers lays:

The craik amang the claver hay,

The pairtrick whirrin o'er the ley,

The fwallow jinkin round my fhiel,

Amufe me at my fpinnin wheel.

Wi' firm to fell, and lefs to buy,

Aboon diftrefs, below envy,

O wha wad leave this humble ftate,

For a' the pride of a the great?

Amid their flairing, idle toys,

Amid their cumbrous, dinfome joys,

Can they the peace and ph .lure fe< 1

Of Befsy at her fpinnin v\hreli
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My Collier Laddie

m
My name, file fays is Miftrefs Jean,And I follow the Collier laddie

.

IW^ ^ i

See you not yon hills and dales And embrace my Collier laddie.

The fun fhines on fae brawliei I wad turn &c.

They a' are mine and they (hall be thine,

Gin ye'll leave your Collier laddie, f can win my five pennies in a day,

They a' are &c. And- fpen't at night fu' brawlie:

And make my bed in the Colliers neul

And lie down wi' my Collier laddie.

And make my bed &c.

Ye fhall gang in gay attire,

Weel bufkit up fae gaudy;

And ane to wait on every hand,

Gin ye'll leave your Collier laddie. Loove for loove is the bargain for me,

And ane to wait &c.

Tho' ye . had a' the fun fhines on,

And the earth conceals fae lowly;

I wad turn my back on you and it a',

Tho' the wee Cot_houfe fhould haud r

And the warld before me to win my bre

And fair fa' my Collier laddie

And the warld before me to win my bw
And fair fa' my Collier laddie.

*. ^ .*. jfc * A -*. ^ -*- ^. * ^ ,
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The Shepherds Wife.

I
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The Shepherds wife cries o'er the knowe,Will ye come

Canty

I
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hame, will ye come hame; The Shepherds wife cries o'er the knowe,Will



Ye'se get a panfu o plumpin parridge,

And butter in them, and butter in them,

Yes get a panfu o' plumpin parridge,

Gin yell come hame again een,jo!

Ha, ha, how! that's naething that dow,

T winna come hame, I canna come hame;

Ha, ha, howl that's naething that dow,

I winna come hame gin een jo.

The Shephc-rsd's wife.fee.

(the ll
1 & 2d verfes fung here)

A reekin fat hen,weel fryth'd i' the pan,

Gin ye'll come hame, gin ye'll come hame,

A reekin fat hen weet fryth'd i'tlie pan,

Gin ye'll come hame again een jo.

Ha, ha, how! &c.

(the 4
th

verfe here)

The Shepherds wife &c.

(the firft & 24 verfes here)

( -fheets,

A weel made bed and a pair o clean .

Gin ye*ll come hame, gin ye'll come ham*

A weel made bed & a pair o' clean fheets.

Gin ye'll come hame again een jo.

Ha, ha, how! &c.

(the 4 . verfe here)

The fhepherd s wife &c

.

(the I
s* & 2d verfes here)

A luving wife in lily white linens,

Gin ye'll come hame, gin ye'll come ham

A luving wife in lily white linens.

Gin ye'll come hame again een, jo.

Ha ha how! that's fomething that dow.

I will come hame, T will come hame;

Ha ha how! that's fomething that dow

I will come hame again een jo

.



William's Ghofl.
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363 "\ *" There came a ghofl to Marg'ret's door with many a grievous
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groan And ay he tirled at the pin, But anfwtr made (he none

P^TOi
Is that my father Philip.

Or is't my brother John.
Or is't my true love Willie
From Scotland new come home.

'Tis not thy father Philip,

Nor yet thy brother John;
But 'tis thy true love Willie,

From Scotland new come home.

O fwett Marg'reti O dear Marg'reti
I pray thee fpeak to me,

Give me my faith and troth, Marg'ret i

As I gave it to thee.

Thy faith and troth thou's never get,
We twa will never twin,

Till that thou come within my bower,
And kifs my cheek and chin.

If I fhould come within thy bower,
I am no ear' hi \- man;

And fhould I kifs thy rofy lips,

Thy days wotrld not be lang.

O fweet Marg'ret I O dear Marg'reti
T pray thee fpeak to me;

Give me my faith and troth, Marg'reti
As I gave it to thee.

' ' i*
~~

Thy faith and troth thou's never get,
We twa Will never twin,

Till you take me to yon kirk-yard,

And wed me with a ring.

My bones are buried in yon kirk-yard,
Alar beyond the fea;

And it is but my fprit, Marg'ret,
That's now fpeaking to thee.

,
She ftretched out her lily-white hand
And for to do her beft;

Hae, there's your faith and troth.Willie;

God fend your faul good refti

Now fhe has kilted her robes of green
A piece below her knee,

And a the live-lang winter-night
The dead corpfe follow 'd fhe.

Js there any room at your head, Willie,
Or any room at your feet,

Or any room at your fide, Willie,

Wherein that I may creep.

There's no room at my head, Marg'ret,
There's no room at my feet,

There's no room a* my fide, Marg'ret,
My coffin's made fo meet.

Then up and crew the red cock,
And up then crew the gray,

'Tis time, 'tis time, my dear Marg'ret,
That you were going away.

No more the ghoft to Marg'ret laid,

But, with a grievous groan, .

Evanifh'd in a cloud of mift,

And left her all alone.

O ftay, my only true-love, ftay, -.,

The conftant Marg'ret cry'd;

Wan grew her cheeks, fhe close! her eei

Stretrh'd her foft limbs, and d\'d.



Nithfdalls welcome hame.
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** And they declare, Terreagles fair, For their abode they chufe It, There's

i i *U''k-0~W
*==*
^1*' V \4 J

no a heart in a' the land, But's lighter at the news o't . And
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they declare, Terreagles fair, For their abode they chufe it, There's

Tho ftars in fkies may difappear,

And angry tempefts gather;

The happy hour may foon be near

That brings us pleafant weather:

The weary right o' care and grief

May hae a joyfu' morrow,
-So dawning- day has brought relief,

Fareweel our night o for row.
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Johnie Blunt.

36^3 ~\~# There liv'd a man in yonder Glen, -And John Blunt

^=&
Recitat.iye

f ^==t

mm.^w
was his name 0; He maks gude maut, and he brews gude

r n^> ^^m
i ±n 1 1

jm^m tEi
ale, And he bears a wondrous fame, O.
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The wind blew in the'hallan ae night,

Fu' fnell out o'er the moor, O;

Rife up, rife up, auld Luckie,'he fays,

Rife up and bjar the door, O'.

They made a paction tween them twa,

They made it firm and fure O,

Whae'er fud fpeak the foremof* word,

Should rife and bar the door, O.

Three travellers that had tint their gal

As thro' the hills they foor, O,

They airted by the line o' light

Fu' ftraught to Johnie Blunts door,l

They haur I'd auld Luckie out o her.bi

And laid her on the floor, O;

But never a word auld Luckie wad fay,

For barrin o' the door, O.

I Ye've eaten my bread, ye hae druken my ale,

"And ye'll mak my auld wife a whore, O,

A ha, Johnie Blunt! ye hae fpoke the firft word,

Get up and bar the door, O.

Country Lafsie.

366

Slowifh



Its ye hae wooers mony ane,

And lafsie ye're but young ye ken;

Then wait a wee, and canie wale,

A routhie butt, a routhie ben:

There's Johnie o the Qufkie glen,

Fu' is his barn, fu' is his byre;

Tak this frae me, my bonie hen,

It's p lcrit>' beets the luver's fire.

For Johnie o' the Bufkie_glen,

I dinna care a fingle flie;

He loes fae weel his craps and kye.

Iff has nae loove to fpare for me:

Hut blylhe's the blink o Robie's e'e,

And weel I wat he loes me dear;

Ac blink a him I wad na gie

For Bufkie-gleri and a' his gear.

O thoughtlefs lafsie, life's a fanght,

The cannieft gate, the ftrife is fair;

But ay fulhan't is fechtin beff,

A hungry care's an unco care:

But fome will fpend,and fome will fpait

An wilfu'folk maun hae their will;

Syne as ye brew, my maiden fair,

Keep mind that ye maun drink the _

O gear will buy me rigs o land,

And gear will buy me fheep and kye;

But the tender heart o.Jt efome loove,

The gowd and filler canna buy:

We may be poor, Robie and I,

Light is the burden Loove lavs on;
o -

.

*

Content and Loove brings peace & joy,

What mair hnr Queens upon a throne/

R
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Fair Eliza. A Gaelic Air.

36/ "*( * Turn a_ gain thou fair E_ Ii_/a, Ae kind
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Canft thou break his faithfu hearti Turn a -gain,thou fair E_
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fen_tence Under frier i _ (hip's kind dif-guife!
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Thee, dear ^maid, hae I offended.

The offence is loving thee:

Canft thou wreck his peace for ever,

Wha for thine wad gladly diel

While the life beats in my bofom,

Thou fhalt mix in ilka throe:

Turn again, thou lovely maiden,

Ae fweet fmile on me beftow.

Not the bee upon the blofsom,

In the pride o finny noon;

Not the little fporting fairy,

All beneath the fimmer moon;

Not the Poet in the moment

Fancy lightens in his e'e,

Kens the pleafure, feels the rapture,

That thy prefenre gies to me.

B



Fair Eliza

Same Song to another Gaelic Air.
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Thee, dear Maid, hae I offended.

The offence is luving thee:

Can thou wreck his peace for ever,

Wha for thine wad gladly djei

O, while the life beats in ny bofom,

Thou fhalt mix in ilka throe;

Turn again, thou lovely maiden,

Ae fweet fmile on ire beftow.

Not the bee upon the blofsom,

In the pride o' finny noon;

Not the little fporting fairy,

All beneath the fimmer moon:

Not the Poet, in the moment

Fancy lightens in his e'e;

Kens the pleafure, feels the rapture,

That thy prefence gies to me.

B



Muirland Willie.

On his gray yad as he did ride,

With durk and piftol by his ftde,

He prick d her on wi'meikle pride,

Wi'meikle mirth and glee.

Out o er yon mofs, out o'er yon muir.

Till he came to her Dad's door.

With a fal,dal,&c.

Goodman, quoth he, be ye within,

I'm come your doughter's lo>e to to,

I carena for making meikle din;

What anfwcr gi' ye me?

Now, wooer, quoth he, will ye come in,

I'll gie ye my doughtcrs love to win,

With a fal, dal, Hie.
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Continued.

Now, wooer, fin ye are lighted down,

Where do ye won, or in what town.

I think my doughter winna gloom,

On fie a lad as ye.

The wooer he ftep'd up the houfe.

Your doughter wad na fay me na,

But to yourfell fhe'as left it a',

As we cou'd gree between us twa;

Say, what'll ye gie me wi' her.

Now, wooer, quo' he, I hae na meikle,

And wow but he was wondrous croufe, But fick's I hae,ye's get a pickle,

With a fal, dal, fee. With a fal, dal, fee.

I have three owfen in a pleugh,

Twa gude gaun yades, and gear enough.

The place they ca' it Cadeneugh;

I fcorn to tell a lie:

Befides, I hae frae the-great laird,

A peat_pat, and a lang kail-yard

With a fal, dal, fee.

The maid put on her kirtle brown,

She was the braweft in a' the town;

1 wat on him fhe did na gloom,

But blinkit bonnilie.

The lover he ftended up in hafte,

And gript her hard about the wafte,

With a fal, dal, fee.

A kilnfu' of coffi I'll gie to thee,

Three foums of fheep,twa good milk kye,

Ye's hae the wadding dinner free; „

Troth I dow do nae mair.

Content, quo' he, a bargain*be't,

I'm far frae hame, mak hafte, let'a greet,

With a fal, dal, fee.

The bridal-day it came to pafs,

Wi'mony a^lythfome lad and lafs;

But ficken a day there never was,

•Sick mirth was never feen.

This winfome couple ftraked hands,

Mefs John ty'd up the riTarriage-bands.

With a fal, dal, fee.

To win your love, maid, I m come here, And our bride's maidens were na few,

I'm young, and hae enough o'gear; Wi' tap-knots, lug-knots, a* in blew,

And for myfell you need na fear, Frae tap to tae they were bra' new,

Troth try me whan you like. And blinkit bonnilie.

He took aff his bonnet,& /pat in his chow.Their toys and mutches were fae clean,

He dighted his gab, and he prie'd her mou' They glanced in our Udfes' een,

With a fal, dal, fee. With a fal, dal, fee.

The maiden blufhd and bing'd fu law, S-iok hirdum,dirdum, and fick din,

She had na will to fav him na, Wi'he o'er her, and fhe o'er him;

But to her daddy fhe left it a'. The minftrcls they did never blin.

As they twa coud agree. .Wi' meikle mirth and glee.

The lover he ga'e her the tither kifs, And ay they bobit.and ay"they beck't.

Syne ran to her daddy, fe tell'd him this. And ay their wames together met.

With a fal, dal, fee. With a fal, dal* fee.
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The wee wee Man.

< and a wa', And there I fpy'd a wee wet- man, And

<*
.

lie was the leaft that e'er I faw. His le/»s were f<carce a

He took up a meikle ftane, Four and twenty at her back,
And he flang't as far as I could fee, And theywere a' clad out in green,

Though I had been a Wallace wight, Though the King of Scotland had been there
I coudna liftent to my knee. The warft o' them might ha been his cjueei

O wee wee man,? but thou be ftrong,

O tell me^ where thy dwelling be. On we lap and awa we rade,
My dwellings down at yon bonny bower, Till we came to yon bonny ha',

O will you go with me and fee. Where the roof was o' the beaten gould,

And the floor was o' the cryftal a'.

On ne lap and awa we rade, When we came to the ftair foot,

•"•Till we came to yon bonny green; Ladies were dancing jimp and fma, •

Wc 'lighted down for to bait our horfe, But in the twinkling of an eye,
And out there came a lady fine. My wee wee man was clean awa.

4f Shathmont, in old Scotifh, means the fift.clofed with the thumb extended.
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Ye Jacobites by Name
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*^ doctrines I maun blame, you fhall hearP^ mp XI

What is Right, and what is Wrang, by the law, by the law?

What is Right, and what is Wrang, by the law?

What is Right, and what is Wrang?

A fhort fword, and a lang,

A weak arm, and a ftrang

For to draw.

What makes heroic ftrife, fam'd a fair, fam'd a far?

What makes heroic ftrife, famd a far?

What makes heroic ftrife?

To whet th afsafsins knife,

Or hunt a Parents life

Wi' bludie war.

Then let your fchemes alone, in the ftate, in the ftate,

Then let your fchemes alone, in the ftate,

Then let your fchemes alone.

Adore the rifin£( fun,

And leave a man undone

To his fate.
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The poor Threfher.
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ut his lanought but his labor to keep them up all.
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This poor man was feen to go early to work,

He never was known for to idle or lurk;

With his flail on his back and his bottle of beer,

As happy as thofe that have thoufands a year.

In fummer he toil'd thro' the faint, fultry heat;

Alike in the winter, the cold, and the weet:

So blythe and fo merry he'd whiffle and fing

As canty as ever a bird in the Spring

One evening this Nobleman, taking his walk,

Did meet the poor Threfher and freely did talk;

And many a queftion he afk'd him at large, .

And ftill his difcourfe was concerning his charge.

You ''have many children T very well know,

Your labor is hard and your wages are low,

And yet you are chearful, I. pray tell me how
That you do maintain them fo well as you do.

'

I moil, and I toil, and 1 harrow and plough,

And fomefimes a hedging and ditching I go;

No work comes me wrong for 1 fhear and I mow,
And thus earn my bread by the fUeat of my brow.
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Continued.

My wife fhe is willing to draw in the yoke,

We live like two lambs and we feldom provoke;

Each one loves the other, we join with the ant,

And do our endeavour to keep us from want.

I moil and I toil and I labor all day,

At night I do bring my full wages away:

What tho' it be pofsible we do live poor,

We ftill keep the ravening wolf from the door.

And when I come home from my labor at night

To my wife and children in whom I delight,

To fee them come round me with prattling noife,

O, thefe are the pleafures the poor man enjoys.

Tho' I am as weary as weary can be,

The youngeft ay chiefly does dance on my knee;

I find that contentment's an abfolute feaft,

And 1 never repine at my lot in the leaft.

The Nobleman hearing him what he did fay,

Invited him home to dine with him next day;

His wife and his children he charg'd him to bring,

And in token of favor he gave him a ring.

He thanked his Lordfhip and taking his leave

Went home to his wife who fcarce could believe,

Thinking the ftory himfelf he did raife,

But feeing the ring, then fhe ftood in ama/e.

Early next morning the goodwife arofe,

And drefsed them all in the beft of their cTothrs

There was he, and his wife, and his feven children finall,

They all went to dine at the Nobleman's hall.

The dinner being ended, he then let them know.

What he intended on them to beftow;

A farm of full forty good acres of land

.He gave him the rights of it all in his hand.

Becaufe thou art loving and kind to thy wife,

I'll make thy days eafy the reft of thy life;

I give it for ever to thee and thy heirs,

So hold thy induftry with diligent cares.

No tongue then was able their joy to exprefs,

Their tokens of love, and their true thankful nefs;

And many a low humble bow to the ground:

But fuch Noblemen there's but few to b<* found.
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a to pu' a pofie to my ain dear May.
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The primrofe T will pu', the firftling o the year;
And 1 will pu' the pink, the emblem o' my Dear,

For fhe is the pink o' womankind, and blooms without a peer;

And a' to be a pofie^ to my ain dear May.

I'll pu' the budding rofe when Phebus peeps in view,

For it's like a baumy kils o' her fweet, bonie mou;
The hyacinth's for conftancy wi'its unchanging blue,

And a' to be a pofie to my ain dear May.

The lily it is pure, and the lily it is fair,

And in her lovely bofbm I'll place the lily there;

The daily's for fimplicity and unaffected air,

And a' to be a pofie to my ain dear May.

The hawthorn I will pu, wi* it s locks o filler grey,

Where" like an aged man it ftands at break o' day,

But the fongfter's neft within the bufh I winna tak away;

And a' to- be a pofie to my *in dear May.

The woodbine I will pu when the e ening ftar is near,

And the diamond draps o* dew fhall be her een fae clear;

The violet's for modefty which weel fhe fa's to wear,

And a' to be a pofie to my ain dear May.

I'll tie the pofie round wi the filken band o luve,

And I'll place it in her breaft, and I'll fwear by a' abuve,

That to my lateft draught o' life the band fhall ne'er remuve,

And this will be a pofie to my ain dear May. _
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Oft hae I rov'd by bonie Doon,

To fee the role and woodbine twine;

And ilka bird fang o its luve,
,

A.nd fondly fae did I o mine.

Wf lightfome heart T pu'd a rofe,

Fu' fweet upon its thorny tree;

And my faufe luver ftaw ny rofe,

But, ah! he left the thorn wi' ne.



\m

376

Dono. lit .Head.
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Full ninety winters hae I feen, But when it's tun'd to forrows fale.

And pip'd where gor_cocks whirring flew, O haith, it's doubly dear to me.

A' 1 i ony a day jeNe danc'd, I ween. Come in, auld Carl! I'll fteer my fire,

To lilts which frae my drone I blew. I'll male itbleeze a bonie flame;

M> Eppie wak'd, and foon fhe cry'd, Your blude is thin,ye\e tint the gate,

Get up, Guidman, and let him in; Ye fhould na ftrav fae far frae hame.

For weel ye ken the winter night

Was ihort when he began his din. Nae hame have I, the Minftrel faid,

Sad party- ftrife o'erturndmy ha;

My F.ppies voice, O wow its fweetl And, weeping at the eve o life,

Een tho' file, bans and foaulds a wee; I wander thro' a wreath o' fnaw.

+ + + ++++ + + + + + + + +
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Willie had I wad na gie a button for her
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She has an ee, fhe has but ane,

The cat has twa the very colour;

Five rufty teeth forbye a ftuiiip,

A clapper tongue wad cleave a miller;

A vkhifkin beard about htr uiou,

Her nofe and chin they threaten ithtr;

Sic a wife as Willie had,

I wad na gie a button for her".

She 8 bow-hough'd, fhes hem fhind,

Ae limpin leg a hand breed Quarter J

She's twifted i i j<rl fne's twifted left

,

To balance fa'ir in ilka quarter:

She has a hump upon her breaft,

The twin o that upon her Cboutter;

Sic a wife as Willie had,

I wad na gie a button for her.

Auld baudrans by the ingle fits,

An' wi' her loof her face- a wafhin

But Willie's wife is nae, fae trig,

She dights her grun/.ic wi a hulhio

Htrwalie riieyes like, midden _t reels.

Her face wad fyfe the" Logan wait i

Sic a wife as Willie had,

1 wad na gie a button tor her.
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O Father, O Father, an ye think it fit,

We'll fend him a year to the College yet,

We'll few a green ribban round about his hat,

And that will ltt them ken he's to marry yet.

Lady Mary Ann was a flower in the dew,

Sweet was its fmell and bonie was its hue,

And the langer it blofsom'd, the fweeter it grew,

For the lily in the bud will be bonier yet.

Young Charlie Cochran was the fprout of an aik,

Bonie, and bloomin and ftraught was its make,

The fun took delight to fhine for its fake,

And it will be the brag o' the foreft yet.

The fimmer is gane when the leaves they wrere green,

And the da\s are awa that we hae feen,

"But far better days I truft will com* again,

For my bonie laddies young but he's growin yet.
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Tweed rins to the oc_ can To mark where England^"
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province ftands,Such a parcel of rogues in a nation.

What force or guile could not fubdue, O would, or I had feen the day

Thro' many warlike ages, That treafon thus could fell us,

Is wrought now by a coward few, My auld grey head had lien in clay,

For hireling traitors wages. Wi' Bruce and loj-al Wallacel

The Englifh fteel we could difdain, But pith fe power, till my laft hour,

Secure in valours ftation; I'll mak this declaration;

But Englifh gold has been our bane, We're bbught fe fold for Englifh gold

Such a parcel of rogues in a nation! Such a parcrilot rogues in a nation.



392
Kellyburnbraes '.

Ifc* Nra ti K k Ip^^jgTOTTnTTrnp
q3/9 "\* There lived a carl in Kellyburnbraes, Hey,& the rue grows

p?3E=5E

Lively
^p^toe^e l p i-f

« Eg 1
-'

I =W^~l=f p
bonie wi' thyme, And he had a vvife was the plague of Ms

fe^^-^-f+^^^-.pil |

£± ^^rrTT^loJ i j i j i
^̂ days And the thyme it is wither'd and rue is in prime.

fa§ j p i
f
=^ ^m

Ae day as the carl gaed up the lang_glen,

Hey and the rue grows bonie wi thyme;

He met wi' the d-V-1, fays, how do ye fen ?

And the thyme it is wither'd and rue is in prime.

I've got a bad wife, Sir, that's a' my complaint,

Hey fee.

For, faving your prefence, to her ye re a faint,

And &c.

It's neither your ftot nor your flaig I fhall crave,

Hey &c.

But gie me your wife, man, for her I muft have,

And &c.

O, welcomemoft kindly! the blythe carl faid;

Hey&c.
But if ye can match her _je're waur than ye re ca'd.

And &c.

The d_v_l has got the auld wife on his back,

Hey&c.
And like a poor ped!;;r heV"carried his pack,
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He's carried her hame to his ain hallan_door, -* .... •

Hey &c.

Syne bade her gae in for a/ b_ _ and a w_ -_

And &c.

Then ftraight he makes fifty, the pick o' his band,

Hey &c.

Turn out on her guard in the clap of a hand,

And &c .

The carlin gaed thro* them like ony wud bear,

Hey &c.

Whae'er fhe gat hands on, cam near her nae mair,

And &c

A reekit,wee dtevil looks over the wa,

Hey&c.

help, Mafter, help! or fhe'll ruin us a','

And fee.

The d-V-1 he fwore by the edge o' his knife,

Hey &c.

He pitied the man that was ty'd to a wife,

And &c.

The d_v.l he fwore by the kirk and the, bell,

Hey &c.

He was not in- wedlock, thank Heaven, but in h _

,

And &c.

Then Satan has travell'd again wi' his pack,

Hey&c.

And to her auld hufband he's carried her back,

And-&c.

1 hae been a d_v-l the feck o' my life,

Hey and the rue grows btfnie wi5 thyme;

But ne'er was in~h_ll till I met wi' a wife,

An the thyme it is wither'd, and rue .is in prime.
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fweet than Phi_lo_mela's lay. But cruel time with en_vious

wing, Blafts every charm that decks our year, With pleafure you no

Tho' unexprefsed by human hands From nerve to nerve thro' all my frame,
For art efsays the-.tafk in vain, With more than magic force, it darts,

Deep on up foul inferibed it ftands, And all the power of youthful flame,

.
And frill I feel the potent ftrain To 'frozen age at once imparts

Should fancy lofe the enchanting found, But tho' lifes winter now fevere,

Your heavenly voice fo fweet & clear, To hiirt us all it's plagues may bring
Alone could chain the echoes round, Once more with tranfport 1 fhall hear
And give it to my lift'riing ear Whilft you once more with pleafure fin!
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Ithers feek they kenna what,

Features, carriage, and a' that;

Gie me loove in her 1 court;

Loove to loove maks a' the fport.

Let loove fparkle in her e'e;

Let her loe nae man but me;

That's the tocher gude I pri/e,

There the Luver's treafure lies.

Colours mingl'd unco fine,

Common motives lang finfyne,

Never can engage my loove;

Let iry fancy firft. approve.

Nae the meat, but appetite

Maks our eating a delyt:

Beauty is at beft deceit; »

Fancy only kens nae cheat.
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rather had broken my leg, Be -fore fie a bargain m ifcarried.

Na Patie _0 wha's tell'd you that Then Patie came in wi' a ftend,

I think that of news they've been fcantySaid, peace be here to the biggi%,

You're welcome, quo' William,come btn,

Or I wifh it may rive frae the rigging.

Now draw in your feat and fit down,

And tell's a' your news in a hurry;

And hafte ye, Meg, and be done,

And hing on the pan wi' the berry.

Quoth Patie, My news is nae thrang;

Yeftreen\l was wi' his Honour;

I've taen three riggs of bra' land,

And hae bound myfel under a bonoiir

And now my errant to you

Is for Meggy tQ help me to labour;

I think you maun gie's the belt cow%

Becaufe that our haddin's but fobt r.

Well, now for to help you through,

I'll be at the coft of the bridal;

I'fe cut the craig of the ewe

That had amaift deid of the fide-ill.

And that 'ill be plenty of bree,

Sae lang as our well is nae reifted,

To all the good neighbours and we,

And I think wis 11 no be that ill feafted

Quoth Patie, O that'il do well,

And I'll gie you your brofe in the_
O kail that was madeyeftreen /morning,

For I like them belt in the forenoon,
Sae Tam the piper did play,

And ilka ane danc'd that was willing.

And a' the lave they ranked through,
And they held the ftoupy ay filling.

It was nae lang after that, The auld wives fat and they chew'd,
Wha came to our blgging but Patie, And when that the carles grew nappy,

Weel dreft in a braw new coat, They danc'd as weel as they dow'd,And wow but he thought himfelf pretty. Wi'a crack d their thumbs & a kapp,e.His bannet was little frae new, The lad that wore the white bahd*
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That I fhould be married lb foon,

Or vet fhould hae been fae flantly:

I winna be married, the year,

Suppofe I were courted by twenty?

Sae, Patie,ye need nae mair (pear,

For weel a wat I dinna want ye.

Now, Meggie, what maks ye fae fweer,

Is't caufe that 1 henna a maillin,

The lad that has plenty o'gear

Need ne'er want a half or a hail ane.

My dad 'has a good gray mare,

And yours has twa cows and a filly;

And that will be plenty o gear,

Sae Maggie, be no fae ill_willy.

Indeed, Patie, I dinna ken,

But firft ye maun fpeir at my daddy
You're as well born as Ben,
And I canna fay but I'm ready.

There's plenty o' yarn in clues,

To make me a coat and a jimpy,

And plaiden enough to be trews,

Gif ye get it, I fhanna fcrimp ye.

Now fair fa' ye, my bonny Meg,
Is let a wee fmacky fa' on you;

May my neck be as lang as my leg,

If I be an ill hufband unto you.
Sae gang your way hame e'now,
Make ready gin this day fifteen days,

And tell your father the news,
That I'll be his fon in great kindnefs.
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more, And a_ las 1 am weary weary Ol

Ml on that charming coaft is,no bitter fnow and froft,

f.ike the lands of Virginia _ginia O;
There ftreams forever flow, and there flowers for ever blow,

And alasi I am weary, weary Ol

There ftreams &c.

The burden I muft bear, while the cruel fcourge I fear,

In the lands of Virginia _ ginia O;
And I think on friends moft dear with the bitter, bitter tear,

And alasi I am wear}', weary Oi

And I think fee. r
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coward and flave! Go teach them to tremble, fell t\-rant! but
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know, No terrors haft thou to ufe Brave.
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Thou ftrik st the dull peafant, he finks in the dark,

Nor faves e'en the wreck of a name:

Thou ftrik st the young hero, a glorious mark;

He falls in the bla/e of his fame.

In the field of proud henor, our fiords in our hands,

Our King and our. Country 'o fave.

While victory fhines on life's tair ebbing fands,

O, who would not d;e wit.' 1 the R:. ei



Afton Water

Thou ftock dove whole echo refounds thro' the glen,

Ye wild whittling blackbirds in yon thorny den,

Thou green crefted lapwing thy fcreaming forbear,

t charge you difturb not my Qumbering Fair.

How lofty, fweet Afton, thy neighbouring hills,

Far mark'd with the courfes of clear, winding rills;

There daily I wander as noon rifes high,

My flocks and my 'Mary's fweet Cot in my eye.

How pleafant thy banks and green vallies below,
Where wild in the woodlands the primrofes blow;.

There oft as mild ev'ning weeps over the lea,

The fweet fecnted birk (hades my Mary and me

.

Thy chryftal ftream, Afton, how lovely it glides,

And winds by the cot where my Mary refides;

How wanton thy waters her fnowy feet lave,

As gathering fweet flowerets fhe ftems thy clear wave.

Flow gently, fweet Alton, among thy green braes,

Flow gently, fweet River, the theme of my lays

;

My Mary's afleep by thy murmuring ftream,

Flow- gently, fweet Afton, difturb not her dream.
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grimly flies; Now cryftal clear are the falling waters, And bonny
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i m £

r J
J pi J H i^

funs returning, And I rejoice in my Bonie Bell.
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The flowery Spring leads funny Summer,

And yellow Autumn prefses near,

Then in his turn comes gloomy Winter,

Till fmiling Spring again appear.

Thus feafons dancing, life advancing,

Old Time and Nature their changes tell,

But never, ranging, ftill unchanging,

1 adore my Bonie Bell.-
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(38S "^% Ye watchful guardians of the fair, Who fluff on wings of
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pafsions foothe, For me in whifpers move her

Be careful no bafe fordid flave,

With foul funk in a golden grave,

Who knows no virtue but to fave,

With glaring gold bewitch her.

Tell her, for me fhe was defign'd,

For me who know how to be kind,

Arid have mair plenty in my mind,

Than ane who's ten times richer.

Let all the wiarld turn upfide down,

And fools run an eternal round,

In queft of what can ne'er be found,

To pleafe their vain ambition;

Let little minds great charms efpy,

In fhadows which at diftance ly,

Whofe hop d- for pleafure when come nigh

Proves nothing in fruition:

But caft into a mold divine,

Fair Delia does with luftre fhine,

Her virtuous foul's an ample mine,

Which yields a conftant treafure.

Let poets in fublimeft lays,

Employ their (kill her fame to raife;

Let fons of mufic pafs whole days,

With well-tun'd reeds to pleafe her.
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fpreading tree, There lives a lad, the lad for me, He is a

gallant Weaver. Oh T had woo., era aught or nine, They
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My daddie fign'd my tocher_band

To gie tlie lad that has the land,

But to my- heart I'll add my hand,

And give it to the Weaver.

While birds rejoice in leafy bowers;

While bees delight in opening flowers;

While corn grows green in fimmer fhowers,

T love my gallant Weaver.
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To drivel and draunt while I figh and gaunt gies me good reafon to
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When thoti fhouldft be kind,

me good reafon to fcorn thee.

Thou turns fleepy and blind,

And fnoter8 and fnoreS far frae me.

_ Wae light on thy fac«,

* Thy drowfy embrace

Is enough to gar me betray thee.

T love ray Jovial Sailor.

m

MlFHr- 1 ^
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T.ho' he maun face the cannon amid the line o battle,

Forby the mony dangers upon the roaring fea

Yet I truft the Heavenly Power will fhield him in that hour,

And fafe and found return him, my dear boy, to me.
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Hey Ca' thro.
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And the Kim _ mers o* Lar_ go, And the lafses o' Leven.
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Hey ca' thro' ca* thro' For we hae mic _ kle a do,
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Hey ca' thro' ca* thro' for we hae mickle a do.< Hey ca tnro ca thro for we hae mickJ S

We hae tales to tell,

And we hae fangs to fing;

We hae pennies to fpend,

And we hae pints to bring.

Hey ca* thro* fee.

We'll live a' our days,

And them that comes behin,

Let them do the like,

And fpend the gear they win.

Hey ca' thro'.fcc.



406
While hopelei's 8Ci\

fte J 'mf.J jr-«f mJ.j J' i mrr—p*—

;

,
' ,

=-*—r—B— =—* -

—

my grief, Tho Fortune at prefent feems rather to frown. with

calm re .. fig _ nation I'll wait for re lief, She
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yet with fuccefs all my wifhes may crown.
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O can je labor lea, young man.
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"^ can ye labor lea, young man, O can ye labor Iea;Gae
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fee'd a man at martin _ mas, Wi' airle _ pen _ nies three; But
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*^ a the faute I had to him. He could na labor lea.
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can ye labor lea, young man, O can ye labor lea; Ga
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O clappin s gude in Febarwar, O kifsin is the key o luve,

An kifsin s fweet in May; An clappin is the lock,

But what fignifies a young man's love, An makin_of s the beft thing,

Ant dinna laft for ay. That e'er a young Thing got.

O can ye fee. O can ve fee.
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On the Death of Delia's Linnet.
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39c) K * G» aU ye loves and groves lament, And you of hearts hu_ i
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mane, Our dar_ ling lin_ nets breath is fpent, And all our

.Sweet bird! whole quick inftinctive fenfe,

As well my Delia knew,

As fhe her mother, far
sfrom hence

You prematurely flewt

No more fhalt thou expecting ftand,

From her a boon to wait;

No more pick fugar from her hand,

Detain'd by cruel fate.

No more when danger threatens nigh,

-Shall thou afcend the wind,

To Delia's gentle bofom fly,

There fweet afylum find . _

For ever ftopt thy bufy wing
Thy tongue in filencelies,

No kind return of grateful fpring

Again fhall bid thee rife.

Torpid and cold> thy beauteous frame,

Our fight no more fhall dharm;

Thy lofs the deepeft woe fhall claim,

The brighteft eyes difarvn.

Long fhall my Delia mourn thy doom
With undifsembl'd woe,

Before her clouded charms refiime

Their animating glow.
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&9Q-\ & The bairns gat out wi? an un _ co fhout, The deuks dang
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o'er my daddie O! The fien.-ma_can,, quo the feirrie auld wife, He, quo the

£

e* r a§t vi j. j
-

»

^^te^^^±rricrr^^
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paidles late and ear_ ly, Ol This feven lang years I
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fide. An' he is but a fufionlefs car_ lie. O.lien by his fide. An' he is but a fufionlefs car_ lie, O.
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O had your tongue, my feirrie auld wife,

O had yoxir tongue, now Nanfie, O

:

f 've feen the day, and fae hae ye,

Ye wad na been fae donfie,0.

fve feen the day ye butter'd my brofe,

And cuddled me late and early, O;

But dovvna do's come o'er me now.

And, Oh, T find it fairly, Ol
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As I went out ae May morning
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As I went out, ae may morn _ ing,
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Lively

«,'-'- may morning it chancd to be; There I was aware of amay morning it chancd

a?s
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***' weelfar'd maid Cam lin_ kin o'er the lea to nu
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but fhe was a weelfard maid,

The bonieft lafs that's under the fun;

1 fpier'd gin fhe could fancy me,

But her anfwer was, I am too young.

To be your bride I am too young,
To be your loun wad fhame my kin,

.So therefore pray young man begone,
For you never, never fhall my favour win.

^ But amang yon birks and hawthorns green,

Where rofes blaw and woodbines hing,

O there I learn'd my bonie lafs,

That fhe was not a fingle hour too young.

The lafsie blufh'd, the lafsie figh'd,

And the tear ftood twinklin in her e'e;

O kind Sir, fince ye hae done me this wrang,
Its 'bray when will ye marry me.

Its of that day tak ye nae heed,

For that's a day ye ne'er fhall fee;

For ought that pafs'd between us twa, -

Ye had your fhare as weel as me.

She wrang her hands, fhe tore her hair,

rtShe cried out moft bitterlie*

O what will I fay to my mammie
'

j When I gae hame wi' my big bellie!

O as ye maut, fo maun ve brew,

And' as >e brew, fo maun ye tun;

But come to my anus, nu ae bonie lafs,

For ye never fhall rut what \o now hue done.
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She's fair and fanfc $C<
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ken her vow, Shes broken my keart,And
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r may e'en gae hang. A coof cam in wi' routho'

Whae'er ye be that woman love,

To this be never blind,

Nae ferlie 'tis tho' fickle fhe prove,

A woman has't by kind:

O woman lovely woman fair;

An angel form's faun to thy fhare.

*Twad been o'er meikle to gien thee mair,

I mean an angel mind.



41*
The Deil's awa wi* th' Excifeman,
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deils awa The deils awa wi th Excifeman, He's dancd awa he s
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danc'd a_wa He's danc'd a _ wa wi th' Ex_cife_man
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We'll mak our maut and we'll brew our drink,

We'll laugh, fing, and rejoice, man;

And mony braw thanks to the meikle black deil,

That danc'd awa wi' th' Excifeman.

The deil's awa &c.

.There s threefome reels, there s fourfome reels,

There's hornpipes and ftrathfpeys, man,

But the ae beft dance e'er cam to the Land

Was, the deil's awa wi' th' Excifeman.

The deil's awa &c.
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400 ^ O love, thou deiighrs in roans ruin,Thv conquefts they

Slow

As down in yon valley a walking, O, Cupid, my head it is muddy,

Whare nae chirften'd creature was near, I wifli it may ever be clear!

The birds all around me were talking For ay when I fit down to ftudy,

O' naething but charming Mifs Weir. My mind rins on charming Mifs Weir.

That fweet, little bird ca'd the linnet, Im toft like a Chip on the ocean,

In accents delightfully dear, That kens na what ccuvfe for to fleer,

Declar'd to the world, that in it Yet at times I'm as vain in my notion

Was nought like the lovely Mifs Weir. As hope for the lovely Mifs Weir.

End of Volume Fourth.
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