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TARRY WOO.

TUNE Taffy w oo .

TARRY w o o , tarry woo,
Tarry woo is ill to spin ;

Card it we il , card it we il,
Card it we il , e re ye begin ,

When it’s cardit , ro w
’

d, and spun,
Then the wark is haflins done
But, when woven, dre ss

’

d
,
and clean,

It m ay be cle adin for a que en .

Sing my bonn ie harmle ss she ep,
That fe e d upon the mountains ste ep,
Ble ating swe e t ly, as ye go
Through the winte r’s frost and snow.

Hart, and hynd, and fallow-de e r,
No by hal f sae use ful are
Frae kings, to him that hauds the plou

’

,

All are oblige d to tarry woo.

Up, ye shepherds , dance and skip ;
Ower the h ills and val leys trip
Sing up the praise of tarry woo
Sing the flocks that bear it too
Harmle ss cre ature s, without blame ,
That cle ad the back, and cram the wame ;
Ke ep us warm and he arty fou
L e eze m e on the tarry woo I

How happy is the shephe rd ’s l ife ,
Far frae courts and fre e of strife 1

.
Wh ile the gimm e rs bleat

.

and bae ,
And the lambkins answe r m ae ;

No such music to his e ar l
Of thie f o r fox he has no fear
Sturdy ken t, and collie true ,
We il de fend the tarry woo.

He l ive s content, and envie s none
Not e ven a monarch on his throne ,
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Though he the royal sceptre sways,
Has such ple asant holidays.
Who’d be king, can ony t e l l,
When a shepherd sings sae we ll
Sings sae we ll, and pays his due
With hone st he art and tarry woof“

THE LASS 0
’

FATIE’S MILLqL

RAMSAY.

TUNE—The L ass o’ P a tze 8 M ill.

THE lass
,
o' Patie ’s Mill,

Sae bonnie , blythe , and gay,
In spite of a ’ my skill ,
She stole my he art away.

When t eddin out the hay,
Barehe ade d o n the gre en ,

Love m id her locks did play,
And w anton

’

d in he r e en .

Without the he lp of art ,
Like flowe rs that grace the wild,

She did her sw e e ts impart,
Whene ’

e r she spak o r sm il
’

d

He r looks the y were so m ild,
Fre e from affe cte d pride ,

She m e to love beguil
’

d

I w ish’

d her fo r my bride .

From th e Tea-Table M isce llany, 1 724.

1 T h e scene of th i s song li e s o n th e south e rn bank of the Irvine Wate r,
n e ar Newm i lls, in th e e aste rn part ofAyrshire . I visited th e Spot in Sep
t e m be r 1 826, and took an exact note ofth e local ity. Fa t ie ’s Mi ll , o r ra th e r
Pate ’s Ml ll, for th e poe t se em s to h ave eked o ut th e n am e fo r th e sake of
h is ve rsrfica t i on , stands about a ston e -cast from th e tow n ofNew m i lls, and
a m ile from Loudoun Cast le . T h e m i ll and all th e con tiguous ten em ents

h ave be en rene w ed sm e e Ram say
’

s t i m e , except part ofo n e cottage . Th ey
occupy both sid es ofth e road to Ga lston . A fie ld 1 5 poin te d o ut a t th e d is
tance oftwo hundred yards from th e m fl‘ as th at in Wt h th e lass” was
w orking a t th e t i m e sh e w as se en by th e poe t. Ram say h ad be e n taking a

fore noon rid e W i th th e Earl ofLoudoun along th e opposi te bank ofth e river,
w h en th ey obse rved th e rura l nym ph , and th e Ea rl poin ted h e r out to h is
com pan ion as a fit sub

‘

ect fo r 11 1 8 m use . Al lan hung beh ind h is lordsh ip,
m orde r to co m se w at was re qui red , and produce d th e song a t th e d in
ner-tab le that a ternoo n .

One stanza too m inute ly de scrip
tive ofh cr ch arm s, is om itted in th e

o

I

above COPY h e song app ared r the first ti e in th e Tea~Table Mis
ce llany, 1 724. 4. ( a A .” g 1 f, 2 m g

“
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Oh I had I a
'

the wea l th
Hope toun

’

s high m ountains fill,
Insure d lang l ife and health ,
And pleasure at my will

I ’d promise , and fulfil,
That nane but bonn ie she ,

The lass o’ Pat ie ’s Mill,
Should share the sam e W1 m e .

THE YELLOW-HAIR
’

D LADD IE.

[OLD vs nsas.)

TUNE The yellow -bair
’
d Laddie .

THE yeIIOW
ohair

’

d laddie sat doun on yon brae ,
Cried, Milk the yowe s, lassie , le t nane o

’ the m gae

And aye as she m ilkit, she me rri ly sang,
The ye l low-bair

’d laddie shal l be my gudeman.

And aye as she m ilkit , she merri ly sang,
The ye llow-bair’d laddie sha ll be my gudeman .

The we ather is cauld, and my cleadin is th in,
The yowe s are new clipt, and the y winna bucht in
They winna bucht in, a lthough I should de e
Oh, ye llow-bair’d laddie , be kind unto m e .

The gu dewife crie s butt the house,Je nn ie , come hen ;
The che e se is to m ak, and the butter

’s to kim .

Though butte r, and che e se , and 3
’ should gang sour,

I’l l crack and I’ l l kiss w i’ my love se ha lf hour.

It’s as lang half hour, and we
’ l l e ’

e n m ak it three ,
Igor the ye llow -hair

’

d laddie my gudeman shall be .
*

From the Tea-Table Miscellany, 1 724.



THE YELLOW-HAIR
'

D LADDIE.

[NEW

RAM SAY.

TUNE—The Yellow -ba ir
’

d Ladd ie.

IN April , when primrose s paint the swe e t plain,
And sum m er approaching rejoice th the swain ,
The ye llow-bair’d laddie would often t ime s go
To woods and de ep glens where the hawthorn tre e s

grow.

There , under the shade of an old sacre d thorn,
W ith fre e dom he sung his love s, e ven ing and m om

He sung with so soft and e n chanting a sound,
That sylvan s and fairie s, unse en , dance d around .

The shepherd thus sung Though young Maddie he

Her be auty is dash’

d with a scornful proud air ;
But Susie w as handsom e , and swe e tly could sing
Her breath’s like the bre eze s perfume d in the sprm g.

That Maddie , in all the gay bloom of her youth,
L ike the m oon , w as inconstan t , and n e ver spoke truth ;
But Susie w as fa ithful, good—hum our

’

d, and fre e ,
And fair as the godde ss that sprung from the se a.

That m am ma’s fine daughter, with all her great
dowe r,

Was awkw ardly a iry, and frequently sour.

Then sighing, he w ish
’

d , would but parents agre e ,
The Wl tty swe e t Susie his mistre ss might be .

*

THOU HAST LEFT ME EVER
, JAMIE

BURNS .
TUNIS—F ee h im , F a ther.

THOU hast le ft m e e ver, Jamie ,
Thou hast le ft m e e ve r
From the Tea-Table Misce llany, 1 724.
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Tho u hast le ft m e e ver, Jamie ;
Thou hast le ft m e e ve r.

Afte n hast thou vo w
’

d that de ath
On ly should us se ve r ;

Now thou
’

st le ft thy lass fo r aye
I m e an se e the e n e ver, Jamie ,
I ’l l se e the e ne ve r.

Thou hast m e forsaken, Jamie ,
Thou hast m e forsaken

Thou hast m e forsaken , Jamie ,
Thou hast m e forsaken .

Thou canst love anothe r jo ,
While my heart is breaking

Soon my weary e e n I ’ll close ,
Ne ve r more to waken , Jamie ,
Ne ver more to w akenfi“

“ M M " “ M

THE AULD STUARTS BACK AGAIN.

TUNE—Auld S tuarts back ag a in.

THE auld Stuarts back aga in l
The auld Stuarts back aga in I
L e t howle t Whigs do what the y can,
The Stuarts wil l be back again .

Wha care s fo r a ’

the ir cre e shie duds,
And a

’

Kilm am o ck
’

s sow e n suds ?
We

’l l wauk the ir hide s, and fyle the ir
And bring the Stuarts back again.

it I e nclose you,

”
says Burns to Mr Thom son , Correspondm we , No.XLI I . Frazer’s se t of Fee h im , fa th e r.

’ Wh en h e p ys i t slow , h e m akes
i t , in act, th e languag e of de s a i r. I shal l h e re g i ve yo u tw o stan zas in
th at style , m e re ly to try if i t w i be any im prove m en t. Were i t possib le ,
in sm ng , to g i ve i t ha lf th e pa thos w h ich Frazer gi ve s it in playing . it
w oul m ake an ad m irable path e t ic song . I d o n o t give th ese verse s fo r any
m eri t th e y h ave . I com po sed th e m a t th e ti m e Pa tie Alla n

’

s m oth er d ied
tha t w as abo ut th e ba ck ofm id n ig h t and by th e lee srd e ofa bow l ofpunch ,
w h i ch h ad overse t e very m orta l m com pany, e xcept th e hautbois and the
m use .

”

.

Th e ed itor ofthi s w ork had th e leasure ofh ear
'ipg
Mr Frazer play Fee

h i m
,
fath e r,

”
in th e exqu i si te sty e above descri a t his ben efit in th e

Th eatre-Roya l, Ed inburg h , 1 822. Afte r hav ing fo r m any years occupied
th e sta t ion o fh autbois-playe r, in th e orch estra ofthat place ofam use m en t,
h e d ied i n 1 825, w i th th e ch aracte r ofh avin be e n th e ve

g
best pe rform er

on th is d ifficult, but beautiful instrum ent, 0 his tun e , in d.
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There
’s Ayr, and Irvine , w i

’

the rest,
And a

’

the cron ie s o
’

the we st ;
Lord l sic a scaw

’d and scahhit ne st,
And they

’

ll se t up the ir crack again l
But w ad they com e , or daur they come ,
Afore the bagpipe and the drum,

We
’ll e ither gar the m a

’ sing dumb,
Or Auld Stuar ts back again.

”

Give e ar unto this loyal sang,
A’

ye that ken the richt frae wrang,
And a

’

that look, and think it lang,
For auld Stuarts ’

hack again
We re ye w i

'

m e t o chase the m e
,

Out ow e r t he hills and far away,
And saw

'

the Lords come there that
To bring the Stuarts back again

There ye might se e the noble Mar
,

Wi’ Athole
,
Hunt ly, and Traquair,

Seaforth , Kilsyth , and Auldublair,
And m ony m ae , w hat re ck, aga in.

Then what are a
’

the ir we stlin ’ crews ?
We

’ ll gar the tailors tack again
Can they forstand the tartan trews,
And Auld Stuarts back again i”

SHE ROSE AND LET ME IN.

SEMPLE .

TUNE—She rose and let m e in .

THE n ight her silent sable wore ,
And gloomy we re the skie s

Of glit t
’

ring stars appear
’

d no more
Than those in Ne lly’s e ye s.
When t o her fathe r’s door I came ,
Where I had often be en ,

I begg
’

d m y fair, my love ly dame ,
To rise and le t m e in.
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But she , w ith acce nts all divine ,
Did my fond suit reprove ;

And while she chid my rash de sign,
She but inflame d my love .

He r be auty oft had ple ase d be fore ,
While her bright e ye s did roll

But virtue had the very power
To charm my very soul .

Then who would crue ll y de ce ive ,
1 Or from such be auty part
I love d her so, I could no t leave
The charme r of my heart .

My e age r fondne ss I obe y
’d,

Re solve d she should be mine ,
Til l Hymen to my arms convey

’

d

My treasure so divine .

Now, happy in my Ne l ly
’s love ,

Tran sport ing is my joy ;
No greater ble ssing can I prove ,
So ble st a m an am I

For be auty m ay a While re tain
The conque r’d flutt’ring heart

But virtue only 1 8 the chain ,
Holds, ne ve r to de part.

W W N M

THE WEE WIFIKIE .

DR A. GEDDES.

TUNE—The w ee bi t Wifikie.

THERE w as a w e e bit w ifikie w as comin’ frae the fa ir,
Had

’got a w e e bit drappikie , that bre d her muckle care
It gae d about the w ifie ’

s heart , and she began to spew
O l quo’ the w ifikie , I w ish I binna fou.

I wish I binna fou, I wish I binna fou,
O l quo

’

the w ifikie , I w ish I binna fou .

i t Altered from the original, which appeared in the Tea Table Misceh
lany, 1 724.
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If Johnnie find m e barley- sick, I
’

m sure he
’

ll claw my
skin ;

But I
’l l lie doun and tak a nap be fore that I gae in .

Sit t in’

at the dyke
~side , and takin

’

0
’

he r nap,
By cam a packman laddie , w i

’

a little pack.

Wi’ a l ittle pack, quo
’

she , w i
’

a lit tle pack,
By cam a packman laddie , W 1 a l i ttle pack.

He
’

s clippit a
’

her gowden locks, sae bonnie and sae

lang
He

’

s ta’e n her purse and a
’

her placks, and fast aw a he
ran

And when the w ifie wakened, her he ad w as l ike a be e ,
Oh I quo’ the w ifikie , this is nae m e .

This is nae m e , quo
’

she , this is nae m e

Somebody has be en fe llin ’

m e , and this is nae m e .

I m e t W1 kindly com pany, and birl
’

d my bawbe e
And still, if this he Be ssikie , thre e placks remain w i

’

m e

And I will look the pursie n euks
, se e gin the cunyie

he

There
’

s n e ither purse n or plack about m e i This is nae

This is nae m e , &c.

I have a l ittle housikie , but and a kindly m an

A dog, they ca
’ him D oussikie ; if this be m e

,
he

’ ll
faw n

And Johnn ie he
’

ll come to the door
, and kindly w el

com e gie ,
And a

’

the bairns on the floor-head will dance , if this
be m e .

Will dance , if this be m e , Sac.

During th e last century, w h e n borrow ed locks w ere fashionab le , ped .

Iars used to buy h air from pe rsons in hum b le life through out th e coun try,to be d i sposed ofagai n to pe ruke -m akers i n large tow ns, for th e purpose ofbe i ng converted in to W i gs for fine lad i e s and g entle m e n . I have be en inform e d by an age d re lat i ve , th a t a particular i nd i v i dual, w h o lived about
a hundre d years ag o at Pe eb le s, used to ge t a guin e a eve r year fr

o
m atra velling m erchan t ,

”
or ped lar , fo r h e r h a ir, w h ich w as 0 a particu larlyfin e golden colour. Thus, th e ped lar in th e song w as on] prosecut ing partof h is ca lling , when h e cli pped all Bess1kie

’

s gowden ocks, sae bonn ieand sae lang.”
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The n icht w as late , and dang out we e t, and oh, but i t
w as dark

heard a body’ s fit , and he be gan to bark
e he ard the doggie bark, and kenn in

’ it w as
he ,

0, we e l ken ye , D oussikie , quo
’

she , thi s is nae m e .

This is nae m e , 850.

When Johnnie heard his Be ssie ’s word, fast to the door
he ran

Is that you, Be ssikie P—Wow , na , m an

Be kin d to the bairn s a’

, and we i l m at ye be

And farew e el, Johnn ie , quo
’

she , this is nae m e .

This is nae m e , See .

John ran to the min ister ; his hair stood a
’

on end

I
’

ve gotten si c a fricht , sir, I fe ar I
’ll n e ve r mend ;

My wife ’s come hame w ithout a head, crying out most

p ite ouslie

Oh , farew e e l, Johnn ie , quo
’

she , this is nae m e I

This is nae m e , SEC.

The tale you te ll, the pe rson said, is wonderful to m e
,

How that a wife without a he ad should speak, or hear,
o r se e 1

But things that happenhereabout so strange lyalter’d be ,
That I could maist w i’ Be ssie say,

’Tis ne ither you nor
she l "

Ne ither yo u no r she , quo
’

be , n e ither you nor she ;
Wow ,

na, Johnnie m an ,

’tis ne ither you nor she .

Now Johnn ie he cam hame again, and w ow , but he w as
fain ,

To se e his l ittle Be ssikie come to he rse ll again .

He go t he r sitt in
’

on a stool , w i
’

Tibbock o n her kne e
O come aw a, Johnn ie , quo

’

she , come aw a t o m e ;

For I
’

ve go t a dia p w i
’

Tibbikie , and this is now m e .

This is n ow m e , quo
’

she , this is n ow m e

I
’

ve go t a drap w i
’

Tibbikie , and this is now m e .

i! A Jacob ite a llusion, probably to the change of th e S tuart for the
Brunsm ck dynasty, in 1 71 4.
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KATE OF ABERDEEN.

CUNN INGHAM .

TUNE—Kate ofAberdeen .

THE silver moon
’s enam our

’

d beam
St eals soft ly through the n ight,

To wanton with the w inding stream,

And kiss refle cte d light .
To beds of state go, balm y sle ep,
(
"

l
’

is whe re you’ve se ldom be en ,)
May’s vigils while the shepherds ke ep
With Kate of Aberde en.

Upon the gre en the virgins wait,
In rosy chaple ts gay,

Till morn unbar he r golden gate ,
And give the prom ise d May.

Me thinks I he ar the maids de clare ,
The

‘

p ro m ise d May, when se en ,
No t half so fragrant or so fair
As Kate of Aberde en .

Strike up the tabor’s bolde st note s,
We

’ll rouse the nodding grove
The n e ste d birds shall raise the ir throats,
And hail the maid I love

And se e the m atin lark mistake s,
He quits the tufted gre en

Fond bird l ’

tis no t the morn ing breaks
’Tis Kate of Abe rde en .

Now lightsome o
’

er the leve l mead,
Where midn ight fa irie s rove ,

Like them the jocund dance we ’l l lead,
Or tune the re e d to love

For se e the rosy May draws nigh ,
She clai m s a virgin que en ;

Aiid hark, the happy shepherds cry,
’

Tis Kat e of Aberde en .

*

if From Mr Crom ek’
s Se lect Scottish Songs, 2 vols. 1 8 10. Gunn in ham ,

th e author of th e son was a I
d ied about forty years

g
ago .

poor p ayer in the north ofEnglanfl, and
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THE LASS OF BAL LOCHMYLE .

BURN S .

TUNE— The Lass ofB allo chm yle .

’TWA S e ven , the dewy fie lds were gre en,
On ilka blade the pe arl s hang

The zephyr w ant on
’

d round the be an ,
And bore its fragrant swe e ts alang

In e v’ry glen the mavis sang
All nature list ’n ing se e m

’

d the while ,
Except where gre enwood e choe s rang,
Am ang the brae s o’ Ballochm yle .

With care le ss step I onward stray
’

d,
My heart rejoice d in Nature

’s j oy ;
When , musing in a l on e ly glade ,
A maide n fa ir I chan ce d t o spy

He r look w as l ike the morn ing’s eye ,
Her air l ike Nature ’s ve rna l smile

The lily’s hue , and rose ’s dye ,
Be spake the lass o ’ Ballo chm yle .

Eair is the morn in flowe ry May,
And swe e t is n ight in Autum n mild

,

When roving through the garde n gay,
Or w and

’

ring in the lon e ly wild
But woman , Nature

’s darl ing child !
T he re all her charms she doe s compile

Even there her othe r works are fo il’d ,
By the bonn ie lass o’ Ballo chm yle .

Oh , had she be en a country m aid,
And I the happy coun try swa in,

Though she lter’d in the lowe st she d
That e ver rose o n Scot land’s plain l

Through we ary winte r’s wind and ra in
,

With joy, with rapture , I would toil
And n ight ly to my bosom stra in
The bonnie lass o ’ Ballo chm yle .

Then pride might cl imb the slipp
’

ry ste ep ,
Whe re fame and honours lofty shine
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And thiis t of gold might tempt the deep,
Or downward dig the Indian mi ne .

Give m e the cot be low the pine ,
To t end the flocks, or til l the soil ,

And e v’ry day have joys divine ,
Wi’ the bonnie lass o

’

Ballo chm ylefi
"

WERE NA MY HEART LICHT I WAD

DEE.

LADY GR IZZEL BAIL L I Exl
’

TUNE Were no m y heart licht.

THERE w as ane s a m ay, and she loo
’

d na m en

The y biggit her a bouir doun i
’

yon gle n ;
But now she crie s Dule and we l l-a-day l
Come doun the gre en gate , and come he re away.

But now she crie s, 850.

When bonn ie young Jam ie cam ower the sea,

He said he saw nae thing sae love ly as m e ;

He he cht m e baith rings and mon ie braw things ;
And were na my he art l icht I w ad de e .

He he cht m e , 850.

He had a w e e titty that loo’d na m e ,

Be cause I w as tw ice as bonn ie as she ;
She raise d such a pothe r ’

twixt him and his mother,
That were na my heart licht I w ad de e .

She raised,

This song w as wri tten in praise ofMiss Alexander of Ballochm yle .Burns h appened one fine e venin to m e e t th is young lady, wh en w alkin
through th e beaut iful w oods of allochm yle , w h ich lie a t th e d istance 0

tw o m i les from h i s farm ofMossgie l, near Mauch l in e . Struck w i th a se nse

of h er passi ng be auty, h e w rote th is nob le lyric ; w hich h e soon afte r sen t

to h er, enclosed in a le tte r, as full of d e l i cate and rom antic sen tim ent as
i tse lf He w as som ewh at m ort ified to find , th at e ith er m aid enly m od esty ,
o r

p
ride ofsuperior sta tion , preven ted h er from acknow ledg in g th e rece ipt

of i s com pl im ent.

t Daugh te r of th e patri otic Patri ck , first Earl of Marchm ont , and w ife
ofGeorge Bai ll i e , Esq. ofJervisw ood a lady ofSingular ta len t and streng th
of m ind . and adorned w ith all th e dom est ic Vi rtues. Her Mem oirs, w ri t
ten by h e r daugh ter, Lady Murray ofStanhope , and late ] publi sh ed , form
o ne of the m ost de li gh tful volum es of the kind in the l

'

Sh e d ied, a w idow , m 1 746.
“ g 1 5“ language
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The day i t w as se t , and the brida l to be
The wife took a dwam , and lay down to de e .

She m ain
’

d , and she graned , out o
’ dolour and pain,

Till he vow’

d he n eve r w ad see m e aga in .

She m ain
’

d, 8 m .

His kin w as fo r an e of a higher de gre e ,
Said , w hat had he to do w i

’

the l ike of m e 7

Albe it I w as bonn ie , I w as na fo r John ie
And we re na my he art l icht I w ad de e .

Albe it I w as bonn ie , 8 m .

They sa id I had ne ithe r cow no r cafl
’

,

No r dribble s o’ drink rin s through the d i al},
No r pickle s o’ me al rins through the m il l-cc
And we re na my heart licht I w ad de e .

Nor pickle s, 811 0.

His titty she w as ba ith wylie and sle e ,
She spie d m e as I ca m owe r the lea ;
And the n she ran in , and made a loud din ;
Be l ie ve your a in e e n an ye trow na m e .

And then she ran in,

His bonne t stood aye fou round o n his brow ;
His auld an e lo ok

’

d aye as we ll as som e
’s new ;

But now he le ts ’

t we ar o ny gate it will hing,
And casts h imse lf dowie upon the corn -hing.

But now be , 850.

And now he gae s daund i in about the dyke s ,
And a

’

he dow do i s to hund t he tyke s
The live -lang n icht he ne

’

e r ste eks his cc
And we re na my he art l icht I w ad de e .

’
The l ive - lang n icht, 8 m .

We re I young fo r the e as I hae be e n,
We should ha ’

be e n gallop in down o n yo n green,
And l iukiu it o n yo u lil ie -white le a ;
And wow g in I we re but young fo r the e !
And l iukiu it , &c.

*

From the Tea-Table M isce l lany, 1 724.
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AULD ROB MORRIS .

BURNS .

TUNE—Auld Rob Jl/I orr is.

THERE’S auld Rob Morris, that wons in yon gle n ,
He

’

s the king 0 ’ gude fe llows and wale o
’

auld m en ;

He has gowd in his coffe rs , and owsen and kine ,
And as bonn ie lassie , his darl ing and mine .

She ’s fre sh as the morning, the faire st in May ;
She ’s sw e e t as the e v

’

ning am ang the n ew hay ;
As blythe and as artle ss as the lam bs on the lea,
And dear to my heart as the l icht 0’ my cc.

But, oh , she
’s an he ire ss, auld Robin

’s
‘
a laird ,

And m y daddie has nocht but a ,
co t -house and yard ;

A wooe r like m e maunna hope t o com e spe e d ;
The wounds I maun hide that will soon be my de id .

The day come s to m e , but de l ight brings m e nane ;

The n icht com e s t o m e , but m y re st it is gane ;
I w ande r m y lan e , l ike a n icht - trouble d ghaist ,
And I sigh as my he art it w ad burst in m y bre ist.

Oh , had she but be en of a lower degre e ,
I then micht hae hoped she w ad sm ile d upon m e !
Oh , how past de scriving had then be en m y bliss,
As now my distraction no words can expre ss !

THE LAST TIME I CAM OWER THE
MUIR.

RAMSAY.

TUNE—The last t im e I ca m ow e r the Mu ir.

THE last time I cam owe r the m uir
,

I le ft m y love behind m e

Ye powers, w hat pains do I endure
When soft ide as mind m e !
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GREEN GROW THE RASHES.

BURNS .

TUNE—Grant ’s S trathsp ey.

THERE’S nought but care on e very hand,
In e ve ry hour that passe s, O
What sign ifie s the l ife 0

’

m an,

A1 1
’

t w e re n a fo r the lasse s, O P
Gre e n grow the rash e s , 0 ,

Gre en grow the rashe s, O
The sw e e t e st hours that e ’

e r I spent
We re spen t amang the lass

'

e s, O .

The warly race m ay riche s chase ,
And riche s st il l m ay fly the m , 0 ;

And though at last the y catch them fast,
The ir heart s can ‘

ne
’

e r e njoy them, 0

Gie m e a canny hour at e ’en ,
My arm s about my de arie , O

And warly care s, and warly m en ,

May a
’ gang tapsalte irie , O i

For you sae douce , ye sne er at this,
Ye ’

re nought but se nse le ss asse s, O
The wise st m an the w arld e

’

e r saw ,

He de arly lo’e d the lasse s, O l

Auld Nature swears, the l ove ly de ars
He r noble st works she classe s,0 ;

Her
’pren t ice -hand she trie d o n m an ,

And then she made the lasse s, O .

*

There is an o ld rud e song to th is a ir, h aving th e sam e ow erw ord .

I subj o m , by w ay of cur ios1 ty. a G e rm an t ransla t i on of th is favourite
Scot ti sh song , w hi ch h as be en h ande d to m e by a fri end .

D IE WE IBERCHEN.

SCHOTTI SCHES L IED.

Es ist nur Sorge liberall
In Jed er Stund ’

der Irdischen ;
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GALA WATER .
*

BURN S .

TUNE— Ga la Wa te r.

THERE’S braw ,
braw lads o n Yarrow brae s ,

That w ande r through the blum ing he athe r
But Yarrow brae s, no r Ett rick shaws,
Can match the lads o

’

Gala Water.

Das Lebe n w are le ere r Scha ll ,
Ve rsch o nte n

’
s n i ch t d ie We ibe rch en.

G rtln sprosst das B inse nk raut,
Gril n sprosst d as B in senkraut ;
Doch m e ine Tag

’

, d ie fr6h lichsten ,
Ve rbring’ ich be i d e n We ibe rchen .

Nach Re ich thum jag t das Volk sich m att ,
Doch Sleh l’. m an ste ts d e n Re i ch th um fl ieh

Und w e r zule tzt e rh asch t 1hn h at ,
G eni e sse t auch n ich t e in m a l ihn.

Nur e ine Stun d ’
an je dem T ag ,

D i e Ann e um m e in L i ebch en schon
M Erd e nvo lk und Erd e np lag

o pfube r dann , kopfun te r gehn .

Doch w e r m ir das fii r Th o rh e it halt,
Ist vo n d en Unve rnli nft igen ;

D e r klll te Mann aufd i e se r We l t,
D er ls h te ste ts d ie We iberchen .

Frag t be i Natur, de r Alten , an,
Und sxe Wll'd ge m es Euch ge stehn ,

lh r L e h rli ngstllck w ar nur d e r Mann ,
lhr Me iste rw erk d i e We iberch e n .

B . WOL FF.

f The
‘

ori
'

nal song o fGala Wa te r w as thus irecited to m e by a person
res ident in t at inte re st i ng d i strict ofScot land :

Bonn ie lass o ’

Gala Wa ter,
Braw , braw lass o ’ Gala Wa te r !

I could w ad e th e stream sae

Fo r yon braw lass o’ Ga la Wa te r.

Sae fa ir h e r h a ir, sae bren t h er brow ,

Sae bonn ie b lue he r ee n , and ch e eri e ,
Th e m a ir I l S h e r ch erry li

T h e m an I W ish h er for m y earie .

Bonn i e lass, are .

Ower yonde r m oss, ow er yonder m uir,
Through a

’

you m ossy m u irs and h ea th er,
0 . I could rm , Wl

’

h eart s
'

a e l ich t ,
W i

’

m y d e ar lassie to forgath erBonnie lass, are.
It is other wise given, as follows, in Herd’s Collection, 1 776.

Braw , b raw lads o fGala Wa te r,
0 , braw lads o fGa la Wate r,

I ’l l k i lt m y coa ts aboon m y knee ,
And fo l low m y love thro ugh ‘

th e wa ter.



Abune the m a
’

I lo e him be tter ;

And I
’ll be his , and he

’

ll be mine ,

The bonnie lad o
’

Gala Water.

Although his daddie w as nae laird,
And though I hae na mickle tocher ;

Ye t rich in kinde st , true st love ,
We

’ ll tent our flocks on GalaWater.

It ne ’er w as we alth , it ne
’

er w as wealth ,
That coft contentment, peace , or pleasure

The bands and bliss o
’ mutual love ,

0 that’s the chie fe st w arld
’

s tre asure !

THE LOVELY LASS OF INVERNESS.

BURNS .

THE love ly lass o
’ Inverne ss,

Nae joy no r pleasure can she se e ,

For e
’

en and morn she crie s , Alas l
And aye the saut tears blind he r se

Drum m o ssie muir, Drum m o ssie day,

A wae fu’ day it w as to m e

For there I lost my father de ar,
My father dear and bre thren thre e .

The ir Winding- she e ts, the bluidy clay ;
The ir grave s are growing gre en to se e ;

And by the m lie s the de are st lad
That e ver ble ss

’

d a wom an
’

s e e I

Se e fair h er hair, sae brent h er brow ,

Sae bonn ie b lue h e r e en , m y d e ari e ,

Sae w h i te h er t e e th , sae sw e e t h er m ou
’

,

I aften kiss h e r t i l l I’m w e arie .

Ow e r yon bank , an d ow e r yon b rae ,Ow er yon m oss am ang th e h e ath er,
I’l l k i lt m y coats aboon m y kne e ,
And follow m y love th rough th e w ater.

Down am ang th e broom , th e broom ,

Down am ang th e broom , m y deari e ;
Th e lassie lost h er si lken snood ,
That gart her greet ti ll she was wearie.



Now , w as to thee , thou crue l lord l
A bluidy m an I trow thou be

Fo r many a he art thou hast made sair,
That ne

’

er di d wrang to thine o r the e .

GIN YE MEET A BONNIE LASSIE.

RAM SAY.

TUNE—Fy, g ar rub her ow er w i
’
strae.

GIN ye me e t a bonn ie lassie ,
G ie he r a kiss and le t her gae ;

But if ye me e t a dirt ie hizzie ,
Fy, gar rub her ower w i

’ strae .

Be sure ye dinna quit the grip
Of ilka joy when ye are young,

Be fore auld age , your Vitals n ip,
And lay ye tw a

-fauld owe r a rung.

Sw e e t youth’s a blythe and he artsome time
Then , lads and lasse s, while it

’s May,
Gae pou the gowan in its prime ,
Be fore it withe r and de cay.

Watch the saft minute s 0 ’ de light,
When Jenny speaks be low he r breath,

And kisse s, layin
’

a
’

the wyte
On you if she kep ony skaithu

Haith , ye
’

re il l-bre d, she
’l l emilin’

say,
Ye ’ll worry m e , ye gre e dy rook ;

Syne frae your arm s she ’l l rin away,
And hide he rse ll in som e dark neuk.

Her lauch will le ad ye to the place ,
Whe re l ie s the happine ss ye want

And pla inly te l l ye to your face ,
Nine te e n nay

- says are hauf a grant.

Now to her heavin’ bosom cl ing,
And sw e itly tuilyie for a kiss

Frae he r fair finge r whup a ring,
As taiken o

’

a future bl iss .



2 94

The se ben isons , I
’m ve ry sure ,

Are of kind he aven
’

s indulgent grant ;
Then , surly carle s , w he e sli t , forbe ar
To plague us W i your w hin in

’

cant I3“

ANNIE LAURIE ?

MAXWELTON banks are bonn ie ,
Whe re e arly fa ’

s the dew ;

Wh e re m e and Ann ie Laurie
Made up the prom ise true ;

Made up the prom ise true ,
And n eve r forge t w il l I ;

And fo r bonn ie Annie Laurie
I’ l l lay m e doun and die .

She ’s backit l ike the peacock ;
She ’s bi ' e istit like the sw an

She
’s Ji m p about the middle
Her waist ye we e l micht span

From th e Tew Table M isce l lany, Connected w ith th is song ,
w h ich few read e rs w i ll requ ire to be i nform ed i s a paraph rase , and a ve ry
h app o n e , of th e ce lebra te d Vi d es ut a lta” ofHorace , th e follow ing
ane c o te m ay be told -In a large m i xe d com pau w h i ch h ad a ssem b led
o ne n i gh t in th e h ouse ofa ci ti ze n ofEd inburgh , where Robe rt Burns h ap
pen ed to b e presen t , som ebody sung , G in ye m e e t a bonn i e Lassi e ,” W i th
e xce llent effe ct , insom uch as to th row all pre sen t i n to a sort o f rapture .
T h e o n ly excep t ion lay W i th a st iff ped an t ic o ld schoolm aste r, w h o , in a ll

th e consciousn ess ofsupe ri or cri t ical acum e n , and d e te rm ined to be please d
W i th noth ing w h ich w as no t stri ct ly classica l , sa t e re ct in h is ch ai r, W i th
a coun tenance fu ll of d i sda in , and ri gi d ly absta in e d from expressm g th e
sli gh tes t sym ptom of sa t i sfact i on . Wh a t a i ls you a t th e sang , Mr

0

i nqui red an hon e st cit i zen of th e n am e or Boog , w h o h ad be en
particularly d e l i gh ted W i th i t . Oh , noth ing ,” answ e red th e m an ofle arn
i ng ; on ly th e w hole o t i t is stolen from Horace .

” Houts , m an ,
”
re

pl i ed Mr Boog , HOi ace h as rath e r stow n from th e auld sang .

”—Th is lu
d i crous obse rvation w as m e t w i th absolute shou ts o flaugh te r, th e w hole of
w h i ch w as at th e expe nse of th e d i sco m fited crit ic ; and Burns w as pleased
to expre ss h i s h earty th anks to th e ci t izen fo r h a i ing se t th e m at te r to

righ ts. He se em s, from a passage in Cro m ek
’

s Rehque s, to ha ve afterwards
m ad e use ofth e obse rva t ion a s h i s o w n.

fTh e se tw o verse s, w h i ch are in a style w onderfully tender an d ch aste
fo r th e i r age , w ere w ri t ten by a Mr Doug las o f F i ngland , upon Ann e , o ne
o fth e four daugh ters ofS i r Rob e rt L au i i e , first b arone t ofMax w e lto n , bv
h i s second W ife , w h o w as a daugh te r of R idde ll ofM i n to. As S i r Robe rt
w as cre ate d a barone t in th e ye ar 1 685, i t i s proba b le tha t th e ve rse s w e re
com posed about th e end of t he se ven te e n th o r th e be g i nn ing o f th e e igh
te en th century. I t is pa i nful to record , th at , notw i th stand i ng th e ard e n t
and ch ivalrous affecti on d i splaye d by Mr Doug las in h is poe m , h e d i d no t

ob ta in th e h ero m e fo r a W ife : Sh e w as m arr i e d to Mr Fe rguson of Cra ig
darroch .

—Scc A Ba llad B ook, (p rinted a t Ed i nburg h in p. 1 07.
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He r waist
"

ye we e l micht span ,
And she has a rolling eye ;

An d fo r bonn ie Ann ie Laurie
I ’l l lay m e doun and die .

LOVELY JEAN.

BURNS .

TUNE—M iss Adm ira l Gordon ’
s S trathsp ey.

OF a
’

the airts the Wind can blaw,
I de arly like the we st ;

Fo r the re the bonn ie lassie live s,
The lass that I lo ’

e be st
Though wild woods grow, and rivers
W i ’ mon ie a hill be tw e en ,

B aith day and n igh t my fancy’s flight
Is eve r w i’ my Jean .

I se e he r in the dewy flow’

re
,

Sae love ly, swe e t , and fa ir ;
I he ar he r voice in i lka bird
W1 music charm s the air

The re ’s no t a bonn ie flow
’

r that springs
By fountain , shaw,

or gre en,
No r ye t a bonn ie bird that sings,
But m inds m e 0

’ my Jean .

0 blaw, ye we stl in winds , blaw saft,
Amang the le afy tre e s I

Wi’ ge n t le gale , frae muir and dale ,
B ring ham e the lade n be e s I

And bring the lassie back t o m e ,

That ’s aye sae n eat and cle an
Ae blink 0

’

he r w ad ban ish care
Sae love ly is my Je an .

What sighs and vows, amang the know e s ,
Hae past atwe en us tw a

How fain to me e t, how w ae to part,
That day she gae d aw a l
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The powe rs aboon can on ly ken,
To whom the heart is se en ,

That nane can be sae dear to m e

As my swe e t love ly Jcan.
*

SONG.

BURNS .

T UNE—H zm zours ofGlen.

THE IR grove s 0’ swe e t myrtle le t fore ign lands reckon ,
Whe re bright-beam ing sum mers exhale the pe rfume

Far de arer to m e
’

s yo n lone vale 0
’ gre en bre ckan,

Wi’ the burn steal ing under the long ye llow broom .

Far dearer to m e are you humble broom bowers,
Whe re the blue -be ll and gowan lurk low ly un se en

For the re , light ly tripping amang the wild flowers,
A-list

’

ning the l inne t, aft wanders my Je an .

Though ri ch is the bre eze in the ir gay sunny valleys,
And cauld Caledon ia’s blast on the wave ,

The ir swe e t-scented woodlands, that skirt the proud
palace ,

What are they —the haunt of the tyrant and slave l

The slave ’s Spicy fore sts and gold-bubbl ing fountains
The brave Cale donian views w i’ disdain ;

He wanders as fre e as the Wind on his moun tains,
Save love ’s willing fe tters, the chains of his Je an .

4“ Burns wrote th is song in com plim ent to Mrs Burns during th e ir h oney
m oon . Th e a ir, W i th m any oth e rs ofequal beauty, w as th e com position of
a Mr Marsh all, w h o , in Burn s’s t i m e , w as but le r to th e Duke ofGordon .

fTh is beaut iful song—b e autifu l for both i ts am atory and i ts patriotic
se nt im e nt—se e m s to h ave be en com posed by Burns during th e pe riod w h en
h e w as court ing th e lady w h o afte rw ards becam e h i s Wi fe . T h e pre sent
ge nerat ion i s m uch in te reste d i n th is lady, and d e se rve d ly ; as, in add i t ion.

to h e r poe t ical h istory , w h i ch is an extrem e ly i n te re sting on e , sh e is a

Eg
rso nage of th e gre ate st pri vat e w orth , and in e very respe ct d e servi i i to
este e m e d as th e W i dow ofScotland ’

s b est and m ost e nd e are d bard . h e
fo llo w m g anecdote W i ll pe rh a s be h e ld as testifyin i n no i nconsid erab le
d egre e , to a quali ty w h ich 3 e m ay no t h i th erto have be en supposed to
posse s s—h er Wi t.
I t i s generally known , that Mrs Burn s has, ever sm ce h er husband

’
s

d ea th , occupi ed exactly th e sam e h ouse in Dum fries, w h i ch sh e inh ab i ted
before tha t event , and tha t i t i s custom ary for strangers, w h o happe n t o

pass through orVHS“: the town, to pay the ir respects to he r, With orWi thout
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There lay a deuk-dub be fore the do or,
And there fe ll he , I trow l

Out cam the guidm an , and high he shouted
Out cam the guidwife , and laigh she loute d

0

And a
’

the toun-ne ebo rs we re gather
’

d about i t ;
And the re lay he , I trow I

Then out cam I , and sne e r
’

d and smiled
Ye cam to w o o , but ye

’

re a
’ beguiled

Ye ’ve fa ’

e n l the dirt , and ye
’

re a
’

befyled

We
’ll hae nae ma ir 0

’ you P“

WEBSTER’S LINES.

OH,
how could I venture to love one l ike the e ,

And you n o t de spise a poor conquest l ike m e ,

On lords, thy adm ire rs , could look W i disdain ,
And kn e w I w as nae thing, ye t pit ie d m y pain
You said ,While they t e ase d you w ith non sense and dre ss,
When re al the passion , the van ity

’s le ss
Yo u saw through that silence w hich others de spise ,
And, while be aux were a-talking, re ad love in my eye s.

Oh , how shall I fauld the e , and kiss a
’

thy charms,
Till , fain t ing w i

’ ple asure , I die in your arm s
Through all the w ild transport s of e cstasy tost,
Till, sinking toge the r, toge ther we

’

re lost 1
Oh , where is the m aid that like the e n e

’

er can cloy,
Whose w it can e nliven e ach dul l pause of joy ;
And when the short rapture s are all at an end,
From beautiful m istre ss turn sensible friend P

In vain do I pra ise the e , or strive to re ve al ,
00 n ice fo r expre ssion ,) w hat on ly w e fe e l
a
’

that ye do, in e ach look and e ach m ien ,
The grace s in wa it ing adorn you unse en .

When I se e you I love you, when he aring adore
I wonder and think you a woman no more

From Herd ’

s Collection, 1 776.
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Till , m ad w i
’

admiring, I canna contain,
And, kissing your lips, you turn woman again .

With the e in my bosom , how can I de spair ?
I ’l l gaze o n thy be aut ie s, and look aw a care
I

’

ll ask thy advice , whe n Wi th trouble s oppre st ,
Which ne ve r disple ase s , but always is be st.
In all that I write I ’ll thy judgm e nt re quire
Thy w it shal l corre ct what thy charms did inspire . .

I
’

ll kiss th e e and pre ss the e t ill you th is all o ’

e r,

And then l ive in friendship , when passion
’s no m o refi‘

I ,
'

tu r f / h ip

COME UNDER MY PLAIDIE.

MA CN IEL .

T UN i l— J ohnny i
’

iI ‘Gill.

COM E unde r my pla idie the n igh t ’s gaun to fa’

Come in frae the cauld blast , the drift , and the snaw

Th is im passioned lyric is said to have be en th e com posit ion of D r

Alexand e rWebst e r, o ne o fth e m in i ste rs o fEd i nburgh , Wh o d i ed in 1 78 4.
Th e re i s a trad i t ion . th a t h e w rote i t in e arly l ife , i n con seque nce ofa lad y
o fsupe rior rank , Whom h e was engag e d to w o o fo r anoth e r, conde scend ing
to be tray a pass i on fo r h im . He w as a young m an abou t th e

t
ye ar 1 7 1 0,

w h e n h e w as d i st i ngui sh ed by h i s conce rn in a strange spe c i e s 0 re l ig ious
m ad ne ss , w h ich posse sse d th e people o fCam buslang i n Lana rksh i re , gene
ral ly te rm ed T h e Cam buslang Wark .

I subjo m a d iffe re n t and le ss cop ious ve rsion , copied fro m th e Sco ts Ma

gazm e fo r Nove m be r, 1 747. It i s probab le tha t t h i s is th e author’s first
draugh t ofth e song , and that i t ne ver w as prin ted i n any shape before .

0 , h ow could I ve n ture to love o n e l ike th ee ,
O r thou no t d e spise a poor conque st l i ke m e

On lords thy adm i re rs could look W i th d i sd a in ,
And th ough I w as noth i ng , ye t p i ty m y pa in
Yo u sa id , w h en th ey tease d yo u W i th nonse nse and dress,
Wh en re a l th e p assm n , th e vam ty

’
s less ;

Yo u saw th rough th a t S i le nce w h i ch oth e rs d espise ,
And , w h i le b e aux w e re pra t ing , read lm e i n m y eyes.

Oh w h ere i s th e nym ph that l ike th e e ne ’e r can cloy,Whose Wi t can en l i ven th e dul l pause ofJoy
And , w he n th e sw e e t transport i s all at an end,
From beaut iful m istress turn sens iblefr iend

Wh e n I se e th e e I love th e e , but h eari ng adore ,
I w ond e r and th ink you a w om an no m ore ;
T i ll m ad W i th adm iri ng , I cannot conta in ,

And k i ssm g those lips, find you w om an again.

In all th at I w rite I 'l l thy jud m e ri t require ;
Th y taste shal l correct w ha t Sly love d id inspire.
l
’

ll k i ss th e e and press th e e ti ll youth is all o ’

e r,

And then li ve on friendsh ip, when passw n’

s no m ore .
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Come under my plaidie , and sit down be side m e

There
’s room in ’

t, dear lassie , be l ieve m e , fo r tw a.

Come under my plaidie , and sit down be side m e

I ’l l hap ye frae e ve ry cauld blast that can blaw
Com e under my pla idie , and sit down be Si de m e

There ’s room in ’

t , de ar lassie , be l ie ve m e , for tw a.

Gae
’

w a W i ye re pla idie l auld Donald, gae
’

w a ;

I fe ar na the cauld blast, the drift , nor the snaw l
Gae

’

w a w i
’ your plaidie I I

’ll n o sit be side ye ;
Ye micht be m y gutcher l auld Donald , gae

’

w a.

I
’

m gaun t o m e e t Johnn ie— he
’

s young and he
’

s bonn ie
He

’

s be en at Me g’s bridal . fou trig and fou braw l
Nane dance s sae lich tly, sae gracefu

’

, o r t ichtly,
His che ek’s like the n ew rose , his brow

’s like the snaw 1

Dear Marion , le t that fle e stick to the w a
’

;

Your Jo ek’

s but a gow k, and has nae thing ava ;
The hail] 0’

m s pack he has now o n his back
He

’

s thre t ty, and I am but thre e score and tw a .

Be frank n o w and kindly— I’ll busk ye aye fine ly ;
To kirk o r to m arke t th e re ’ ll few gang sae braw ;
A bien house to hide in , a cha ise fo r t o ride in ,
And flunkie s to ’

t e nd ye as aft as ye ca
’

.

My father aye tauld m e , my m othe r and a
’

,

Ye
’

d m ak a gude husband, and ke ep m e aye braw
It

’

s true , I lo
’

e Johnn ie ; he
’

s young and he ’

s bonn ie
But, wae

’s m e l I ken he has nae thing ava l

I has l it tle tocher ; ye
’ve made a gude offer ;

I
’

m now mair than twenty ; my tim e is but sm a
’ l

Sae g ie m e your plaidie I’ll cre ep in be side ye
I thocht ye

’

d be en aulder than thre e score and tw a 1

She crap in ayont him, be side the stan e w a
’

,

Whare Johnnie w as listnin
’

, and he ard he r t e l l a
The day w as appointe d l— his proud he art it dunte d,
And strack ’gainst his side , as if hure t in

’

in tw a .

He w ander
’

d ham e w e arie , the n icht it w as dre arie ,
And, thow le ss, he tin t his gate

’mang the de ep snaw
The howle t w as scream in ’

,while Johnn ie cried,Women
Wad marry auld Nick, if he

’

d ke e p them aye braw.
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O
,
the de il

’s in the lasse s l the y gang now sae braw ,

The y’ll lie down w i
’

auld m e n 0
’ four score and tw a

The baill 0
’ the ir marriage is gowd and a carriage ;

Plain love is the caulde st blast now that can blaw.

Auld dotards, be wary ! tak te nt when ye marry ;
Young wive s, w i

’ the ir coache s, they
’l l whip and they’l l

ca
’

Till the y me e t w r some Johnnie that
’s youthfu

’

and

bonn ie ,
And they’l l gie ye horns on ilk hafl

'

e t to claw.

AULD ROB IN GRAY.

LADY ANNE L IND SAY.
i t

TUNE—Auld Robin Gray.

WHEN the she ep are in the fauld, and the kye at hame ,
And a

’

the w arld to sle e p are gane
The wae s 0’ my he art fa ’

in showe rs frae my cc,
When my gudeman l ie s sound by m e .

Th e auth orsh ip of th is beautiful bal lad w as fo r a long tim e d isputed
i t w as , ind ee d , about th i rty years ago , a sort o fques tio vexa ta am ong anti

quaries and oth e rs ; insom uch th at a t o ne t im e som ebody adve rt ised in th e
new spapers th at h e w ould g i ve tw en ty gu ine as to any o ne w h o should aso e r
ta in th e poin t past a d oub t. T he que stion w as no t fina lly de term ined till
th e year 1 823, w h en Lady Ann e Barnard com m unicated , i n a le tte r to S ir
Wal te r Scott , a co nfessm n ofth e authorsh i p, and a re la t ion ofth e c ircum
stance s attending th e com posi tion ofth e ba llad ; w h ich le tte r has be e n since

a
rt in to p’ri n t by S i r Wa lte r, along w i th an auth en ticate d version ofAuld
ob in Gray, and i ts Second Part,” fo r th e use of th e m em bers of th e
Banna n e Club.
T he lad w as wri tten early in th e ye ar 1 779, by Lady Anne Lind

say (afterw ards Barnard , ) at Balcarras, in Fife , th e reside nce of h er lad y
sh i p’s fath er , th e Earl ofBalca rras. Th e fai r authore ss, th e n a ve ry young
lady, w as induced to w ri te i t, by a d esi re to see an o ld pla in t i ve Scot
tish air, Th e Brid e groom gra t w h en the sun gaed w h i ch was
a favouri te w i th h e r, fitte d Wi th w ords m ore sui ta b le to i ts charact e r than
the r iba ld verses w h ich had a lw ays h i th e rto, for w an t of be tt e r, been
sung to i t. Sh e had pre viously bee n e nd e avouri to begu ile th e ted ium
occasione d by h e r S i ste r’s m arriage and d e parture o r Lond on , by th e co m
posi t ion ofve rse s ; but of a ll th a t she h as wri t ten , e ith er before o r since ,
none have reach e d th e m e ri t of th is ad m irab le l i t t le poe m . It struck h er
tha t som e ta le ofv ir tuous d istre ss in hum ble hfe w ou ld be m ost sui ta ble
to t h e plai n t i ve characte r of h e r favouri te a ir ; and sh e accord ing ly se t
about such an a tte m pt , taking th e nam e of Auld Robin Gray from an an

ci e n t h erd a t Ba lca rras. Wh en sh e had w ritten tw o o r th ree of th e ve rses,
sh e ca l led to h e r Jun ior siste r, (afte rwards Lady HardWicke , ) w ho w as th e
on l

p
e rso n near h er, and thus addre ssed her : I h ave be en w ri ting a

bath m y d ear ; I am Oppressing m y
~h e ro ine w i th m any m isfortun es ; I

ha ve already se n t her Jam m to sea—and broken h e r fath er’s arm —and m ad e
her m oth e r fa ll sick—an d

‘

ven h er auld Robin Gray for her lover ; but I
w ish to load h er w i th a sorrow Wi th in the four hnes,

fi
r thing ! Help

m e to one.
”

Steal the cow , sisterAnne,
”
said the li ttle The



Young Jam ie loo
’d m e we il , and socht m e fo r hi s bride

But saving a croun, he had nae th i ng e l se be s ide
To m ak that ercun a pund, young Jam ie gae d to sea

And the cro un and the pund we re bai th for m e .

He hadna be en aw a a we ek but onl y tw a ,
When my mother she fe ll s ick, and the cow w as stown

aw a ;

My father brak his arm , and young Jam i e at the sea,

And auld Robin Gray cam a-courtin
’

m e .

My father couldna work, and my mothe r couldna spin
I t o il’d day and n icht , but the ir bread I couldna

o

w m ;
Auld Rob m ain tain

’

d them baith , and, W i
’ tears i n hi s

cc

Said, Jen i
’

i ie , for the ir sake s, Oh, marry m e i

cow ,

”
adds Lady Anne in h er le tter, was im m ediate ly lifted by m e, and

th e song com ple ted .

”

Auld Rob i n Gray w as no sooner ush ered i n to th e w orld , th an i t he

cam e exce ssw e ly popular. It w as adm i tte d into Herd ’
s Colle ct i on o f1 776,

on ly four ye ars afte r i ts com posi tion ; and a d i spute at once arose . as to

w h e th e r i t w as a song of th e Si xte e n th cen tury, o r o n e o f th e e i gh teen th .

Som e sa id i t w as a b a llad by Dav i d Ri zzio. T he Ant i quari an Soci e ty
though t th e quest ion so i m portant , th at th ey sent an am bassador, 3 MY

Je rn ingh am , to end eavour to w orm th e secre t o ut of Lady Ann e . But

sh e scrupulously W i th h e ld a co nfe ssw n , no t on ly to strangers, but even
to h e r o wn nea rest re lat ions. He r reasons w ere t w ofold sh e h ad a dre ad

o f be ing suspe cte d ofw rit ing any th i ng , from se e m th e shyne ss wh ich i t

crea te d in th ose w h o could w ri te noth i ng ; and sh e e lt , as a lady , th at t o
confess b avin w ri tten Auld Rob in Gray” to t h e tune of T h e

O

Bride
00m g rat whe n th e sun gaed dow n , w as l ike ly to involve h e r in a d i

e m m a ofd e l icacy, w h i ch n o lady should b e expose d to , but e spe ci ally a
youn g one ofquali ty. It w as on ly w h e n advanced to th e e xtre m i ty ofo ld age ,
th at she m ade th e cand i d avow al from w h i ch th is note h as b ee n d e ri ved .

To sh ow th e w ay Lady iAnne w as in th e h ab i t of spe ak i ng ofh e r poem
wh en th e au thorsh ip w as put to h er, I m ay m e n t i on an anecd ote , w hi ch I
rece i ve d from th e ge ntle m an conce rn e d , and w h ich m ay th e refore be d e
t ided upon as auth en t ic. Th i s gen tlem an , h aving m any Opportun it i es to
in h e r ladysh ip's com pany—it w as about th e beginn ing of th e pre sen t

century—and fe e l i ng no li t tle curiosi ty re ard ing h e r se cre t , at le ngth , one
e ven ing , w h en sh e w as o n extre m e ly co r ial t e rm s w ith h i m , though t h e
m i

g
h t ventu re to say, By th e by, Lady Anne , w e h ave a ve ry popular

bal ad dow n in Scot land , w h i ch e very body says is by you : Au ld Rob in
Gray. th ey ca ll i t—Is i t re ally yours o r no t Ind e ed ,” answ ered h er

ladysh i p, w ith a gay coque t tish sm i le , l d inna th i nk i t w as m e . But, if
i t w as, i t

’

s rea lly sae lang sm syn e , th a t I
’
ve qui te forgot l"

A ge ntle m an ofth e n am e ofAtki n son w as m uch a ttach e d to Lady Anne
before sh e w as m arri ed . He w as m uch olde r than sh e , and ve ry rich . He
used to say, tha t ifLady Ann e w ould take h im as an Auld Rob i n Gray, sh e
m i gh t se ek out fo r 3. Jam i e w h e n h e w as gone .

He r ladysh i p w as m arri e d to S ir And rew Barnard , th e inti m a te friend
o fD r John son. S h e d ie d at h er resid ence in Berke ley Square , London , o n
th e 6 th ofMay, 1 825.

T h e tune of Th e Bridegroom grat
” h as, since th e com position of th e

bal lad , bee n supplan ted b o ne ofst i ll g re ate r m eri t , to w h i ch i t is no w in
vari ably sung . Th is m o e rn a ir w as com posed by th e Rev. W. L e eves,
rector ofWrington , w h o d i ed in th e ye ar at th e age ofe igh ty. I t m a
b e prope r, how eve r, to add , th at th e first ve rse ofAuld Robin Gray IS 8
usually sung to. th e air of ‘ sThe Bri degroom grat.

”
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My heart it said nay, for I lo ok
’

d fo r Jamie back
But the wind i t ble w high , and the ship it w as a wre ck
The ship it w as a wre ck— w hy didna Jamie (le e ?

Or w hy do I l ive to say, Wae
’s m e ?

My fathe r argue d sair : my mother didna spe ak ;
But she lo okit in my face t i l l my he art w as l ike to bre ak
Sae th e y gie d him m y hand, though my he art w as in

the se a

And auld Robin Gray w as gudeman to m e .

I hadna be en a wife a we ek but onl y four,
Whe n , sitt ing sae mournfully at the door,
I saw my Jam ie ’s wra ith, fo r I couldna think it he ,
Till he said, I

'm come back for to marry the e .

Oh , sair did w e gre e t, and mickle did w e say
We took but ae kiss , and w e tore ourse lve s away
I wish I we re de id l but I

’

m n o l ike to de e
And why do I l ive to say, Wae

’s m e

I gang l ike a ghaist, and I carena to spin
I daurna think o n Jamie , fo r that w ad be a sin

But I’ll do my be s t a gude wife to be ,
Fo r auld Robin Gray is kind unto m e .

LANGSYNE.

M I S S B LAM IRE .

TU NE—Aq lang syne .

WH EN silen t time , W I l ightl y foot,
Had trod on thirty ye ars,

I sought my lang -lost hom e again,
W i’ mony hope s and fe ars .

Wha ke ns , thought I, if frie nds I le ft,
May st il l cont inue mine

Or
, if I e

'

e r again shal l se e
The joys I le ft langsyne P



As I came by my father
’

s tow
’

rs
,

My heart be at a
’

the w ay
Ilk thing I saw put m e in mind
0

’ som e dear forme r day
The days that fo llo w

’

d m e afar,
Those happy days 0’ mine ,

Which gars m e think the joys at
Are nae thing to langsyne .

The se ivy
’

d towers now m e t my cc,
Whe re minstre ls use d to blaw ;

Nae friend came forth W l open arms,
Nae we e l-kenn

’d face I saw ;

Till Donald t o tter’d frae the door,
Whom I le ft in his prime ,

And grat to se e the lad com e back,
He bore about langsyne .

I ran through e ve ry we e l -kenn ’d room ,

In hope s to me e t fri ends there
I saw whe re ilk an e use d t o sit,
And hang o

’

e r ilka chair,
Till warm remembran ce ’ gushing tear
Did dim the se e e n o’ m ine

I ste ek’

d the door, and sobb
’

d aloud,
To think on langsyne .

A new -sprung race , of motley kind,
Would now the ir we lcom e pay,
Wha shudder

’

d at my Gothic waa’s,
And w ish

’

d my grove s away
Cut down the se gloomy tre e s, they cried,
L ay low yon mourn ful pine .

Ah , n o 1 my fathers
'

name s are there
,

Memorials o’ langsyne .

To w in m e frae the se wae fu’ thoughts ,
They took m e t o the toun ;

Where soon , in i lka we e l -kenn
’d face ,

I m iss’d the youthfu
’ bloom .

At balls they pointe d to a nymph
Whom all de clare

d
divine
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Whe n Arie s the day and night
In equal le ngth divide th,

And frosty Saturn take s his flight,
Nae lange r he abide th

The n Flora que en , w i th mantle gre en ,
Cast s afl

'

he r form e r sorrow,

And vows t o dw e l l with Ce re s’ se ll ,
In Le ade r Haughs and Yarrow.

Pan , playing on his aiten re e d,
And she phe rds , him at t ending,

Do he re re so rt , the ir flo cks t o fe e d ,
The hills and haughs com mending ;
With cur and ken t , upon the bent ,
Sing to the sun , Good-morrow ,

And sw e ar nae fie lds m a ir ple asure s yie ld,
Than Le ade r Haughs and Yarrow.

A house th e re stands o n Le ader side ,
Surm oun t ing my de scriving,

With room s sae rare , and w indows fair,
L ike Daeda lus’ con triving

Men passing by do afte n cry,
In sooth it hath n o m arrow

It stands as fa ir o n Le ade r side ,
As Newark doe s on Yarrow.

A mile be low, w ho lists to ride ,
Wil l he ar the m avis s inging ;

Into St Le onard’s banks she bide s,
Sw e e t birks he r head ow e rhinging .

The lin t -white loud , and Progne proud,
With tune ful throats and n arrow ,

Into St Le onard’s banks they sing,
As swe e tly as in Yarrow.

The lapwing lilte th ower the le a ,
With n im ble wing she sporte th

But vows she ’ll fle e far from the tre e
Where Philome l re sorte th

By bre ak of day the lark can say,
I ’ll bid you a good morrow ;
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I ’l l stre tch my wing, and, moun ting, sing
O

’

er Le ade r Haughs and Yarrow .

Park, Wanton w a
’

s, and Woode n -clench ,
The East and We ster Mainse s,

The wood of Laude r
’

s fair en euch,
The corn s are good in the Blainslies

There a its are fine , and sald by kind,
That if ye se arch all thorough

Mearns, Buchan , Marr, nane be tter are
Than Leade r Haughs and Yarrow.

In Burn-mill-hog andWhitslaid Shaws,
The fe arful hare she haunt e th

Brig-haugh and Bra idw o odshie l she knaw s,
And Chape l wood frequen t e th

Ye t, when she irks, to Kaidslie Birks,
She rins , and sighs fo r sorrow,

That she should leave swe e t Leader Haughs,
And cannot w in to Yarrow.

What swe e te r music w ad ye hear,
Than hounds and beagle s crying

The starte d hare rins hard with fear,
Upon he r spe e d re lying

But ye t he r stre ngth it fa ils at length
Nae bie lding can she borrow ,

In Sorrowle ss-fie lds, Clackm ae , or Hags ;
And sighs to be in Yarrow .

For Rockwood, R ingwood, Spotty, Shag,
With sight and sce nt pursue he r ;

Till , ah , he r pi th begins t o flag ;
Nae cunn ing can re scue he r :

Owe r dub and dyke , owe r sheuch and syke ,
She

’

l l rin the fie lds all thorough,
Till, fa il

’

d, she fa
’

s in Le ade r Haughs,
And bids farew e e l to Yarrow.

S ing Erslington and Cow denknow e s,
Where Hume s had ane s commanding

i t Earlston , form e rly s lied Ercildoun . Th e ed itor th inks i t rope r
to m enti on, tha t th i s i s 9 first copy of Leader Haughs and arrow

” in



And Drygrange , with the milk-white yowe s,
’Tw ixt Tw e e d and Le ade r standing :

The bird that fle e s through Redpath tre e s
And Gladswood banks ilk m orrow,

May chan t and sing swe e t Le ader Haughs
And bonny how m s of Yair ow .

But Minstre l B
'

u
'

rn e can no t assuage
His grie f, w h i le life e ndure th

,

To se e the change s of this age ,
Which fle e t ing t im e pro cure tli

For m ony a place s tands in hard case ,
Whe re blythe folk ke nd nae sorrow ,

With Hum e s that dw e l t o n Le ade r- side ,
And Scotts tha t dwe lt o n Yarrow.

THE YOWE—BUCHTS, MARION.

T UNE— The Yow e-buckle .

WILL ye go to the yowe -buchte , Marion,
And we ir in the she e p w i’ m e ?

The sun shine s swe e t , m y Marion ,
But nae hauf sae sw e e t as the e .

O, Marion ’s abonn ie lass,
And the blythe blink

’

s in her cc ;
And fain w ad I m arry Marion ,
Gin

' Marion w ad marry m e .

There ’s gowd in your garters , Marion ,*

And silk o n your white hause -bane ;
Fou fain w ad I kiss m y Marion ,
At e

’

en ,
.w hen I com e ham e .

The re ’s braw lads in Earnslaw ,
Marion ,

W’

ha gap e , and glowe r W i the ir cc,

any at tem pt h as b e en m ad e to spe ll th e nam e s ofth e place s correctly.
Th e spe ll ing and punctua ti on h i th e rto adopted h ave be en such as to rende r
th e song alm ost un i n te ll ig i b le

At th e t im e wh en th e lad i e s w ore h oops, th ey also w ore fin ely-e m bro i
d e red garte rs for exh ib i t i on ; because , e spe ciall i n dancing , th e h oop often
sh e lved aside , and expose d th e leg to tha t b e ig t. -See Trad i t ions ofEd in
burg h , vol. I I. page 57
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At kirk when they se e my Marion
But nan e o

’ them lo’e s l ike m e .

I
’

ve n ine milk-yowe s, my Marion ,
A co w and a brawny que y ;

I ’l l g ie them a
’

t o my Marion
,

Just on he r bridal -day.

And ye ’se ge t a gre en sey apron ,
And waistcoat 0’ London broun ;

And wow but we ’se be vap
’

rin
’

Whe ne ’e r ye gang to the toun .

I ’m young and stout, my Marion ;
Nane dance s like m e o n the gre e n

And, gin ye forsake m e , Marion ,
I ’ll e ’

e n gae draw up w i
’ Je an .

Sae put o n your pe arl ins, Marion ,
And kirtle o’ cram asie ;

And, as sune as my chin has nae hair
I will com e we st , and se e ye .

*

fit From the T ea-Table M isce llany, 1 724, wh e re it is m arked wi th th e
signature le tte r Q .

In a ve rsi on of Th e Yow e -buch ts,
” popular in th e south of Scotland,

th e fo llow m g chorus i s adde d :
Com e round about th e Merry-know es, m y Marion
Com e round about th e Me rr -know e s yvi

’

m e ;

Com e round about th e Me rry now e s, m y Mari on ;
Fo r Wh i tsled is lying lee .

AsWh itsled ' is a farm in th e parish ofAshkirk, and coun of Se lkirk ,
w h i le th e Me rry-know e s i s th e nam e of a part i cu lar spot o n t e farm , i t is

proba b le tha t th e song is a na t ive of that Arcad ia ofS co b and , th e Vale of
the Tw e e d .

It h as be e n sugge ste d to th e ed i tor, th at , to re ad e rs offastid ious taste ,
th e fo llow m g w ould be a m ore acce ptab le versi on of th e last stanza :

I
’
m young and stout, m y Marion ;Nan e dance s l ike m e o n th e green ;
I cou ld w ork a b a i l l day,

’

m y Marion ,
Fo r ae b l i nk 0’

your ee n .

Sae put o n your pea rlins, Marion,
And k i rt le o’ cram asie

And , as sune as i t is th e gloa m in ,I Wi ll com e w est, and see ye .



TODL IN HAME.

TUNE—Todlin ham e.

WHEN I hae a saxpence under my thoom,

Then I ge t credit in ilka toun
But

, aye when I
’m puir they bid m e gang by ;

Oh
,
poverty parts gude company !

To dlin hame , t odlin hame ,
Couldna my lo ove come todlin hame .

Fair fa’ the gudewife , and send her gude sale !
She gie s us white bannocks to re l ish her ale
Syne , if that he r t ippenny chance to be sm a

’

,

We tak
’

a gude scour o
’

t , and ca
’

t aw a .

Todlin hame , t o dlin hame ,
As round as a ne ep come todlin hame .

My kimmer and I lay doun to sle e p,
And tw a pint-stoups at our be d’s fe e t ;
And aye when w e w aken

’

d w e drank them dry
What think ye 0

’

m y w e e kimmer and I ?
To dlin butt, and t odlin hen,
Sae round as my lo ove come s todlin hame .

Le cze m e on l iquor, m y t odlin dow,

Ye ’

re aye sae gude -hum our
’

d when ws e tin your mou’ l
When sobe r sae sour, ye

’ll fe cht w i’ a fle e ,
That ’tis a blythe n icht to the bairns and m e ,

When t odlin hame , todlin hame ,
When, round as a ne ep, ye come todlin ham efi

f

THE ABSENT LOVER .

M I SS BLAMIRE .

WHAT ail s this he art 0’ mine 9
What ails this watery se

s From the Te a-Tab le Misce llany wh ere i t is m arked as a song
ofunknown antiqui ty.



31 1

What make s m e aye turn cauld as death
Whe n I tak leave 0

’ the e ?
When thou art far aw a ,

Thou’lt de are r grow to m e ;

But change 0
’ fouk and change 0

’ place
May gar thy fancy je e .

Then I ’l l sit dow n and moan,
Just by you spreadin

’

t re e ,

And gin a le af fa ’

in my lap
I ’l l ca ’

t a word frae the e .

Sync I
’ll gang to the bowe r,

Which thou W 1 rose s tie d
’Twas there , by mony a blushing
I strove my love to hide .

I ’l l doat on ilka spot
Where I has be e n w i

’

the e ;
I ’l l ca’ to mind some fond love -tale ,
By e very burn and tre e .

’Tis hope that che e rs the mind
,

Though love rs absent be
And when I think I se e the e still,
I’ll think I’m stil l w i the e .

TWEEDSIDE.

[OLD vs a ss sJ

L ORD YE STER .

T'

UNE Tw eedside.

WHEN Maggy and I we re acquaint,
I carried my noddle fu

’

hie ;

i t John , e ven tua lly second Marquis of Tw eedda le , bo rn in 1 645—d ied
1 71 5 . Th is i s e v iden t from th e d ed icati on ofScot t of Satch e lls'
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Nae l intwhite in a
’

the gay plain ,
Nae gowdspink sae bonn ie as she l

I whist led , I piped, and I sang ;
I woo’d

,
but I cam nae gre at spe e d ;

There fore I maun wande r abroad,
And lay my hane s far frae the Tweed.

To Maggy my love I did te ll
My t e ars did my passion expre ss

Alas l for I lo’e d he r owe r we e l,
And the wom en lo e sic a m an le ss .

He r he art it w as frozen and cauld
He r pride had my ruin de cre e d

The re fore I m aun wander abroad ,
And lay my ban e s far frae the Tw e ed.

“ W M N A O”

TWEEDSIDE.

[MODERN VER SE S .)

CRAWFORD .

WHAT beaut ie s doe s Flora disclo se l
How swe e t are her smile s upon Twe ed 1

Ye t Mary’s, stil l swe e te r than those ,
Both nature and fancy exce ed.

0 daisy, n o r swe e t blushing r
‘ose ,

Not all the gay flowe rs of the fie ld,
Not Twe ed, gl iding gently through those ,
Such beauty and ple asure doe s yie ld .

The warblers are he ard in the grove ,
The l inne t , the lark, and the thrush

The blackbird, and swe e t cooing dove ,
With music enchan t ev’

ry hush .

m uch a m an of honour, and h o t w h en piqued ; is h igh ly este em ed in h is
coun try, and m ay m ake a consi d e rab le figure in i t n ow . He is a sh ort
brown m an , tow ards Sixty years o ld .

”
Th e song m ust h ave b e en w ri tten

before 1 697, wh en h e cea se d to be Lord Ye ste r, by succe e d ing h is fa th er.

N e i dpa th Castle , near Pe eble s, w h i ch overh angs th e Tw eed , m ust be th e
loca l i ty of th e song—that b e i n then th e pro rty, and o n e of the re S i v

d e nce s, of th e Tw eeddal f
Co llection , 1 776.

e am i y Th e song rst appeared i n Mr He rd s
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We
’l l m ak our maut, we

’l l brew our drink,
We

’ll laugh, sing, and rejoice , m an ;

And mony braw thanks to the me ikle black de il,
That dance d aw a w i

’

the e xciseman .

There ’s thre e som e re els, there
’s foursome re e ls,

The re ’s hornpipe s and strathspeys, m an

But the ac be st dance e
’

er cam to the land,
Was, The de il

’s aw a W i the excise m an .

if

Mr Lockhart , in h is exce l lent Life of Burns, g ives th e follow ing
accoun t of th e com posi t ion of th i s poe m At tha t period , a

gre at de a l o fcon traband traffic, ch i efly from th e I sle ofMan , w as going o n

a long th e coasts of Ga llow ay and Ayrsh ire , and th e Whole of th e reven ue
ofiice rs from Gre tna to Dum fri e s, w e re placed unde r th e ord ers of a supe r
intendent resi d ing i n Annan , w h o exe rted h i m se lf zea lously i n i n tercept ing
th e d escen t of th e sm uggl i ng ve sse ls. On the 27th of Fe bruary, a susp i

cions- looking brig w a s d i scove red in th e Solw ay Fri th , and Burns w as o ne
of th e party w h om th e superi n te nden t conducte d to w atch h e r m ot i ons.
Sh e go t in to sh a llow w a te r th e day afterw ard s, and th e office rs w ere e na

b led to d i scover th at h er cre w w ere num e rous, arm e d , and no t l ike ly to
yie ld W i thout a strugg le . Le w ars, a broth er e xci se m an , an int i m a te fri end

o f our poe t , w as accord i ng ly sen t to Dum fri es fo r a guard of d ragoons ;
th e supe rin tend ent , Mr Crawford , proce ed e d h im se lf o n a sim i lar e rrand

to Ecclefe chan , and Burn s w as left, W i th som e m en unde r h i s orde rs, to
w atch th e brig , and preven t land i ng o r e scape . From th e pri va te journa l
of on e of th e excisem e n , (no w in m y h ands, ) i t appears th at Burn s m an i

feste d consi d erab le im pa t i ence w h i le thus occupi e d , b e i ng left fo r m any
h ours in a w e t sa l t-m arsh , W i th a force w h ich h e kne w to be inade quate
fo r th e purpose i t w as m e an t to fulfil. One of h i s friends h e aring h i m

abuse Lew ars in part i cular , fo r be ing sl ow about h is journ ey, the m an

answ ered , t hat h e a lso W i sh e d th e d e vi l h ad h i m fo r h i s pa ins, and thatBurns, in th e m e an t i m e , w ou ld d o w e l l to ind i te a song upon the slug
gard . Burns sa id nothing ; bu t afte r taking a fe w stri de s by h i m se lfam on

gth e ree d s and sh i ng le , rej oined h is party, and ch an te d to th em th e w e ]

know n d i tty, Th e De i l’s aw a Wi ’ th e Exci sem an .

’ Lew ars arrived sbo t t l

afte r w i th th e d ragoons ; and Burns, putt ing h im se lfa t th e ir h e ad , w ade
sw ord in h and , to th e b rig . and w as th e first to he ard h e r. T h e cre w lost
h e art , and subm i t te d , th ough t h e ir num be rs w ere grea te r than those ofth e
a ssa i l i ng force . Th e ve sse l w as cond em n ed , and , W i th a ll h er arm s and

stores, sold by auction n ext day a t Dum fri es ; u o n w h i ch occasion Burn s ,
w hose beh av i our h ad b e en h i gh ly com m end ed , t ough t fit to purchase four
carronade s, by w ay of trophy. But h is g le e , con t inue s Mr Lockh art,
w en t a ste p farth e r ; h e sen t th e guns W i th a le t te r to th e French Con

vent i on , reque st ing that body to accept th em as a m ark of h is adm irat ion
and re spect. Th e present , and i ts acco m pam m en t, w e re in te rcepted at th e
custom house at Dove r ; and h ere , th ere appe ars to be li ttle room to doubt,
w as th e prm cxpal circum stance that d rew o n Burns th e not ice of h is j ea
lous supe riors. We w e re no t, i t i s true , at w ar w i th France ; but e very o ne
kne w and fe lt th at w e w ere to be so e re long ; and nobody can pre tend
that Burns was no t gui lty, on th is occasion, ofa m ost absurd and presum p
tuous breach of decorum .

”
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TO DANTON ME.

TUNE To danton m e.

THE hlude -red rose at Yule m ay blaw,
The summe r l ilie s blume in snaw,

The frost m ay fre e ze the de epe st sea ;
But an auld m an shal l n e ve r dan ton m e !

To danton m e , and m e sae young,
Wi ’ his fause he art and flatte rin ’ tongue
That is the thing ye n e

’

e r shall se e ;
Fo r an auld m an shal l ne ver danton m e .

For a
’ his m e al , fo r a

’ his maut,
Fo r a

’ his fre sh be e f and his saut,
Fo r a

’ his gowd and white mon ie ,
An auld m an shall neve r danton m e .

His gear m ay buy him kye and yowe s,
His ge ar m ay buy h im glens and knowe s ;
But m e he shal l no t buy. n or fe e

Fo r an auld m an shal l ne ve r danton m e .

He hirple s tw a-fauld, as he dow,

Wi ’ his te e thle ss gab and auld bald po w ,

And the rain rins doun frae his red-ble ar
’

d cc

That auld m an shal l ne ver danton m e .

‘

TO DANTON ME.

[JACOB I TE SONGJ

To danton m e , and m e sae young,
And guid King Jame s’s aulde st son
O , that

’s the thing that ne ’e r can be ;
For the m an is unborn that’ll danton m e

0 , se t m e ance o n Scottish land,
My guid braidsw o rd into my hand,

From Johnson’
s Sco ts Musica l Museum , vol. I I. l788 .



My blue bonne t abune my bre e ,
And shaw m e the m an that’l l danton m e

It
’

s nae the battle ’s de adly stoure ,
Nor frie nds prove d false , that

’l l gar m e cower ;
But the reckle ss hand 0

’

pove rtie ,

0 ,
that alan e can danton m e .

High w as I born to kingly ge ar,
But a cuif cam in m y cap to we ar ;
But w i

’

m y braidsw o rd I’ll le t him se e

He
’

s nae the m an to danton m e .

O , I has scarce to lay m e on
,

Of kingly fie lds we re an ce m y ain,
Wi ’ the m uiri co ck on the m oun tain bre e
But hardship ne

’

e r can dan ton m e .

Up cam the gal lant chie fLochie l ,
And drew his glaive o’ nut -brown ste e l ,
Says, Charl ie , se t your fit to m e ,

And shaw m e w ha will dan ton the e

ROSLIN CASTLE.

HEWIT.

TUNE—Roslin Castle .

’

Tw As in that se ason of the ye ar,
Whe n all things gay and swe e t appe ar,
That Colin , with the m orn ing ray,
Arose and sung his rura l lay.

Of Nann ie ’s charms the shephe rd sung
The hills and dale s with Nann ie rung ;
While Rosl in Cast le he ard the swain ,
And e choe d back his che e rful strain .

Awake , swe e t Muse ! The bre athing spring
With rapture warms : awake , and sing !
Awake and join the vocal throng

,

And hail the morning with a song
To Nann ie raise the che e rful lay ;
0 , bid her haste and come away



31 7

In swe e te st smile s he rse lf adorn ,
And add ne w grace s to the morn

0 look, my love I on e ve ry spray
A feathe r

'

d warble r tune s his lay ;
’Tis beauty fire s the ravish

’

i l throng,
And love inspire s the me l t ing song
Then le t the rapture d note s arise
Fo r be auty darts from Nann ie ’s e ye s ;
And love my rising bosom warm s ,
And fills my soul wi th swe e t alarms .

Oh , come , my love Thy Colin ’s lay
W ith rapture calls : 0 , com e away !
Come , w hile the Muse this wre ath shall twine
Aro und that mode st brow of thine .

O l hithe r haste y and with the e bring
That be auty bloom ing l ike the spring,
Those grace s that divin e ly shine ,
And charm this ravish

’

d he art of mine !

LUCY ’S

\VIL L IAM LA I DLAW .

’

Tw As when the w an le af frae the birk-tre e w as fa in
’

,

And Mart inm as dowie had wound up the ye ar,
That Lucy ro w

’

d up he r w e e kist w i’ he r a ’

in
’

t ,

And le ft he r auld maiste r and n e ebo urs sae dear
Fox Lucy had served i n the Gle n a

’

the sim m e r ;

She carri the re afore the flo vve r blum e d o n the pea ;
An orphan w as she , and the y had be e n kind t ill he r,
Sure that w as the. thing bi o cht the te ar to he r cc.

lit Rich ard HeWi t , the author of th is song , w as e m ploye d by th e b l ind
e t Blacklock to act as h i s le ade r o r gu ide durm h is re sid ence i n Cum

rland ; and fo r som e yea rs afte rw ards h e s e rved im as h i s am anuens is.

l have no t be en ab le to pe rce i ve th e song in any old e r collecti on th an tha t
o fHe rd , 1 776. Th e a i r w as com pose d by Osw a ld , about th e beg inn ing of
th e e i g h teen th cen tury.

1 It is aa som ew h at re m arkab le circum stance rd ing th is exquisite ly
pa the ti c and be aut iful h t t le poe m , that i ts author as w ri tten hard ly any
o the r th i ng ofany descri pt ion .



She gaed by the stable whe re Jamie w as stann in
’

Richt sair w as his kind heart, the flit t in
’

t o se e

Fare ye we e l , Lucy ! quo Jamie , and ran in ;
The gathe rin

’ te ars trickle d fast frae his cc.

As down the burn -side she gaed slow w i
’

the fiittin
’

,

Fare ye we e l , Lucy ! w as ilka bird
’s sang ;

She h e ard the craw sayin
’

t , high on the tre e sittin
’

,

And Robin w as chirpin
’

t the brown le ave s amang.

Oh
,
what is’t that pits my puir heart in a flutter ?

And what gars the te ars come sae fast to my cc ?
If I wasna e ttle d to be o ny be tte r,
Then what gars m e wish ony be tter to be P

I ’m just l ike a lamm ie that lose s its m ither ;
Nae mithe r o r friend the pa ir lammie can se e ;

I fe ar I hae t in t my puir he art a’

thegithe r,
Nae wonder the tear fa’

s sae fast frae my e e .

Wi the re st 0’ my clae s I hae row
’

d up the ribbon,
The bonnie blue ribbon that Jamie gae m e ;

Ye stre en , when he gae m e
’

t , and saw I w as sabbih ’

,

I’l l n e ver forge t the w as blink 0
’ his e e .

Though now he said nae thing but Fare ye we e l, Lucy
It made m e I n e ithe r could spe ak, he ar, n or se e

He could nae say m air but just, Fare ye w e e l, Lucy !
Ye t that I wi ll mind till the day that I de e .

The lamb like s the gowan w i
’

dew whe n its droukit ;
The hare l ike s the brake and the braird o n the lea

But Lucy l ike s Jam ie — she turn
’

d and she lo okit ,
She thocht the de ar place she w ad n e ve r mair se e .

Ah , we e l m ay young Jam ie gang dowie and che erle ss
And we e l m ay he gre e t on the bank 0

’

the burn !
For bonn ie swe e t Lucy, sae gentle and pe e rle ss,
Lies cauld in her grave , and will never re turn !
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THE JOLLIE BEGGAR.

SUPPOSED TO B E BY K ING JAM E S V .

TU NE—The j ollie begg ar.

THERE w as a joll ie be ggar, and a beggin
’

he w as boun
’

,

And he took up his quarte rs into a landw art t oun .

And we
’ l l gang nae mair a -rovin ’

, a-rovin ’

in the

n icht,
And w e

’ll gang nae mair a-rovin ’

, boys, le t the moon
sh ine n e

'

e r sae bricht
And we

’l l gang nae ma ir a-rovin’

.

He w ad n e ithe r lie in barn , no r ye t w ad he in byre ,
But in ahint the ha’ door, o r e lse afore the fire .

The beggar
’s be d w as made at e

’

e n w i
’ gude clean strae

and hay,
And in ahint the ha’ door, and there the beggar lay.

Up rose the gude man ’s dochte r, and fo r to bar the door ;
And there she saw the beggar, standin

’ i’ the floor.

He took the lassie in h is arms, and to the be d he ran ;
0 , hoolie , hool ie , W i m e , sir ; ye

’l l wauken our gude
m an .

The be ggar w as a cunnin
’ loon , and n e

’

e r a word he
spak ,

Until the cock began to craw ; sync he began to crack.

Is there o ny dow gs into this toun ? maide n , te l l m e

true .

And what w ad ye do W 1 them , my binn ie and my
dow ?

The y
’

ll ryve a
’ my me al -pocks, and do m e mickle wrang.

Oh, dule fo r the do o in
’

o
’

t are ye the puir m an ?

0

Then she took up the me al -pocks, and flang them ower
the w a

’

;

The de il gae w i
’

the me al-pocks,mymaide nhead, and a
’

l



I took ye fo r some gentleman, at le ast the Laird o
’

Brodie
Oh

,
dule fo r the doin

’

o
’

t are ye the puir bodie P

He took the lassie in his arms, and gae her kisse s thre e ,
And four-and- twe nty hunde r merks, to pay the nourice

‘

fe e .

He took a horn frae his side , and blew baith loud and
shrill ,

And four-and-twenty heltit knichts cam e skippin
’ owe r

the hill.

And he took out his l ittle knife , loot a
’ his duddie s fa ’

,

And he w as the brawe st gen tleman that w as amang
them a

’
.

The beggar w as a clever loun, and he lap shouther-hicht,
And, aye for siccan quarte i s as I ga t ye stern icht 1
And we ’ l l gang nae mair a ~ 1 0VIIl

’

, a -rovin ’

in the

n icht ,
And w e

’l l gang nae m air a-rovin ’

, boys, le t the moon
shin e n e

’

e r sae bi icht

And we ’ll gang nae m air a

THE GABERLUNYIE MAN.

SUPPOSED TO B E BY K ING JAMES V.

TUNE The Gaberlunyie m an .

TH E pawky auld carle cam ower the le e ,
Wi’ m on ie gude -e

’

e ns and days t o m e ,

Saying ,
'

Gude w ife , fo r your court e sie ,
Wi ll ye lodge a silly puir m an

The n icht w as cauld, the carle w as w e t ,

And doun ayon t the ingle he sat

My doucht e r’s shouthe rs he ’

gan to clap,
And cadgily rante d and sang .

i t From Herd’s Collection , 1 776.
7
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And fast to her gudewife
’

gan say,
She ’s afl

’

w i
’

the gaberlunyie m an

Oh, fye gar ride , and fye gar rin,
And haste ye find thae traitors aga in ;
For she ’s be burnt, and he

’

s be slain ,
The w ean

’

fu
’

gabe rlunyie m an !

Some rade upo’ horse , some ran a-fit ,
The wife w as w ud, and out 0

’

her w it

She couldna gan g, nor ye t could she sit,
But aye she cursed and she bann

’

d .

Me antime , far hind out ower the le e ,
Fu

’ snug in a glen , whe re nane could see ,
The tw a, with kindly sport and gle e ,
Cut frae a new che e se a whang.

The prievin w as gude—it ple ase d them baith
To lo e her for aye he gae he r his a ith
Quo she , To leave the e I w il l be laith,
My Winsome gaberlunyie m an .

0 , kend my minn ie I were w i
’ you

,

Ill-faurdly w ad she crook her mou’

Sic a puir m an she
’ll n ever trow,

Afte r the gaberlunyie m an .

My de ar, quo he , ye
’

re ye t ower young,
And ha’na le arn ’

d the be ggars’ tongue ,
To follow m e frae toun to toun,
And carry the gaberlunyie on .

W1 cauk and ke e l I’l l w in your bread,
And spinle s and w horle s for them w ha
Whilk is a gentle trade inde ed,
To carry the gaberlunyie on .

I ’ll how my leg , and crook my kne e ,
And draw a black clout ower my cc

A cri pple and blind they will ca’

m e ,

While we ’ll be merry and sing.*

From th e Tea-Table M isce llany, ( 1 724) wh ere i t is m arked Wi th th e
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TRANENT MUIR .

ALEXANDER SKIRVING .

TONE—Killiecra nkie .

THE Che val ier, be ing void of fear,
Did march up Birslie brae , m an ,

And through Tranent, e re he did stent,
As fast as he could gae , m an ;

While Gene ral Cope did taun t and mock,
Wi’ mony a loud huzza, m an

But e re n ext morn proclaim
’

d the cock,
We heard an ither craw, m an .

The brave Lochie l, as I heard te l l,
L ed Came rons on in cluds, m an ;

The morn ing fair, and cle ar the a ir,
The y lowse d with de vilish thuds, m an

Dow n guns the y threw, and swords the y drew,
And soon did chase them afl

’

, m an

On Seaton Cra fts they bufl t the ir chafts,
And gart the m rin like daft, m an .

The blufi
'

dragoons swore , Blood and
’oons,

The y’d make the rebe ls run, m an ;

And y e t the y fle e whe n the m the y se e ,
And winna fire a gun , m an .

They turn’

d the ir back, the foot they brake ,
Such te rror se ize d them a

’

, m an

Som e w e t the ir che eks, som e fyle d the ir bre eks,
And some for fe ar did fa’, m an .

The volunte e rs prick
’

d up the ir e ars,
And vow gin the y we re crouse , m an

But when the bairns saw
’t turn t o e arn

’

st ,

The y we re no t worth a louse , m an :

Maist fe ck gae d hame— O, fy fo r shame
They’d be tte r stay

’

d aw a , m an,

Than w i
’ cockade to make parade ,

And do nae good at a
’

, m an .



Men te ith the gre at , whe re He rse ll sate ,
Un ’ware s did ding her ower, m an

Ye t wadna stand to be ar a hand,
But afl fou fast did scour, m an

Ow er Soutra hill, e re he stood still,
Be fore he tast e d me at , m an

Troth
,
he m ay brag of his swift nag ,

That bare him afl
'

sae fle e t, m an .

And Sim son keen , t o cle ar the e en

Of rebe ls far in wrang, m an ,

Did never strive W i pistols five ,
But gallop

’

d w i
’

the thrang, m an

He turu’d his back
,
and in a crack

Was cle anly out of sight , m an

And thought it best ; it w as nae je st
Wi ’ Highlanders to fight, m an .

’Mangst a
’

the gang, nan e bade the bang
But tw a , and an e w as tane , m an ;

For Campbe ll rade , but Myrie staid,
And sair he paid the kain , m an

Fe l l ske lps he got, w as waur than shot,
Frae the sharp -e dge d Claymore , m an

Frae mony a spout came runn ing out
His re eking-he t red gore , m an .

But Gard’n er brave did stil l behave
L ike to a he ro bright, m an

His courage true , l ike him were fe w ,

That still de spise d flight , m an

Fo r king and laws, and coun try
’s cause ,

In honour’s bed he lay, m an ;

His life , but no t his courage , fled,
While he bad bre ath to draw, m an .

And Major Bowle , that wort hy soul,
Was brought down to the ground

, m an

His horse be ing shot
,
it w as his lot

Fo r to ge t mony a wound, m an .

Lieutenan t Sm ith, of Irish birth,
Frae whom he call

’

d for aid, m an,
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Be ing ful l of dread, lap ower his head,
And wadna be ga insaid, m an .

He made sic haste , sae spurr
’

d his be ast,
’Twas l itt le there he saw , m an ;

To Berwick rade , and safe ly sa id,
The Scots we re re be ls a ’

, m an .

But le t that end, for we e l
’

t is kend
H is use and wont to lie , m an

The Teague is naught, he n e ve r fought,
When he had room to fle e , m an .

And Cade l l dre st, amang the re st,
With gun and good Claym ore , m an ,

On ge lding gre y, he rode that w ay,
With pistols se t be fore , m an

The cause w as good
,
he

’

d spe nd h is blood,
Be fore that he would yie ld, m an ;

But the n ight be fore , he le ft the cor
’

,

And neve r took the fie ld, m an .

But gallant Roger, l ike a soge r,
Stood and brave l y fought, m an

I ’m w ae to te l l , at last he fe ll,
But m ae down W i him brought, m an

At point of de ath , w i
’ his last bre ath ,

Some standing round in ring, m an ,)
On s back lying flat , he wave d his ha t ,
And cry

’

d, God save the king, m an .

Some Highland rogue s, l ike hungry dogs ,
Negle cting to pursue , m an ,

About the y face d
,
and in gre at haste

U o n the bo o ty flew , m an ;

And hey, as ga in for all the ir pain ,
Are de ck

’

d w i
’ spoils of w ar, m an

Fu
’ bauld can te l l how he r nainse l l
Was ne

’

e r sae pra pefo re , m an .

At the thorn tre e , which you m ay se e

Bewe st the Me adow-mill
,
m an ,

There m ony sla in lay o n the pla in ,
The clans pursuing still , m an .
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Sic unco hacks, and deadly whacks,
I n e ver saw the l ike , m an

Lost hands and heads cost them the ir deads,
That fe l l near Pre ston-dyke , m an .

That afternoon , when a
’

w as done ,
I gae d to se e the fray, m an

But had I Wist what after past,
I’d be tte r staid away, m an

In Seaton Sands, w i
’

n imble hands,
They pick

’

d my pocke ts bare , m an

But I w ish ne ’er t o drie sic fear,
For a

’

the sum and mair, m anfi"

MY NANIE, O .

ALLAN CUNN INGHAM .

TUNE—My N a nie , 0.

RED rowe s the Nith ’twe en bank and brae ,
Mirk is the n icht and rain ie , O

Though he aven and e arth should mix in storm,

I
’

ll gang and se e my Nan ie , 0
My Nanie , O, my Nen ie , O
My kind and Winsome Nan ie , O

She halds my he art in love ’s de ar hands,
And nan e can do’t but Nan ic, O .

In pre achin
’
-time , sae me ek she stands,

Sae saint-l ike and sae bonnie , O,

From Herd ’s Collection , 1 776. Th is w as fo r a long t im e th e only song
regard ing th e Insurre ct ion of 1 745 , w h i ch could b e sung by e i th er party
w i th out offence t o th e oth er. Th e auth or w as a farm er n e ar Hadd ing ton,
and fath er to th e la te Mr Sk irvi ng , portra i t-pa in te r, ofe ccentric m e m ory.

Th e re is a story told in conn exi on W i th th e song , th at proves th e auth or to
h ave be e n a m an of gre at h um our. T h e Li e utenan t Sm i th of th e
n in th stan za th ough t rope r, som e t im e after, to send a frie nd t o th e h onest
farm e r, reques t ing to ave sa tisfact i on fo r th e i nj ury w h i ch i t h ad done to
h is honour. Sk irving , w h o h appene d to be forking h is dungh i ll a t th e
m om e n t th e m an arri ved , first put th at safe barri er b e tw e en h i m se lf and
th e m essen e r, and th en addressed h i m in th ese w ords : Gang aw a back
to Mr Sm i t and te ll h i m tha t I h ae na ti m e to gang to Haddi ngton to se e
h im ; but , ifh e l ikes to com e h ere , I

’

ll tak a look 0’
h im and if I th i nk

I
’

m fit to fech t hum , I’ ll fech t h i m ; and if no , I
’

ll tust do as he did—I’ll
r m aw a 2

”
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I canna ge t
Fo r thie ving

My Nanie , O,

~

m y Nanie , O I

The w arld
’

s in love w i ’ Nan ie , O I
That heart is hardly worth the wear,
That wadna love my Nan ie , 0.

My bre ist can scarce conte en my heart,
When , dancin

’

, she move s fine ly, O
I gue ss what he aven i s by her e ye s,
The y sparkle sae divine ly, 0

My Nan ie , O, my Nan ic, O l
The flowe r 0

’

Nithisdale
’

s Nan ie , O I
Love loo ks frae ’

neath he r lang brown hair,
And says I dwe l l w i

’

Nanie , 0 .

Te l l no t, thou star at grey day- l icht,
'

O
’

e r Tinwal d-tap sae bonn ie , 0 ,

My fitsteps
’mang the m o rn in

’

de w ,

When comin ’ frae my Nan ie , O
M
q

an ie , O, my Nam ie , O I
ane ke n 0

’

m e and Nanie , O i

The stars and mune m ay te ll
’t abune ,

The y winna wrang my Nanic, O .

WE’RE A’

NODDIN.

TUNE—N id nodd in.

O , WE
’RE a

’

n oddin , n id , n id , noddin,
0 , We

’

re a
’

noddin , at our house at hame .

How’s h ’

W i ye , kimmer P and how do ye thrive
And how mony bairns hae ye now — Ba irns I hae five .

And are the y a ’

at hame w i ’ you — Na, na, na ;
For tw a o’ them’s be en be rdin’

sin
’ Jamie gae d aw a.

And we ’

re a
’

noddin, n id, n id, noddin ;
And we

’

re a
’

noddin at our house at hame .

Grann ie nods i’ the n euk , and fends as she m ay,
And brags that we

’l l ne
’

er be what she
’s be en in her day.
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Vow but she w as bonnie and vow but she w as braw,

And she had row th o
’ wooers ance , I

’

se warrant, gre at
and sm a

’

.

And we
’

re a
’

noddin, 850.

Weary fa’ Kate , that she winna no d too
She sits i

’

the corner, suppin
’

a
’

the b ro o ;

And when the bit bairn ie s w ad e
’

en hae the ir share ,
She gie s them the ladle , but de il a drap

’

s there .

And we
’

re a
’

noddin, 8 m .

Now
, farew e e l, kimmer, and we e l m ayye thrive

They sae the French is rinn in
’ for’t, and we

’

ll hae pe ace
belyve .

The bear’s i
’

the bre ar, an d the hay
’s i’ the stack,

And a
’ ’

ll be right w i’ us, gin Jamie we re come back.

And we
’

re a
’

n oddin, &c.

DUNCAN DAVISON.

BURNS .

TUNE—Duncan Davison.

THERE w as a lass , they ca
’

d her Meg,
And she he ld o

’

e r the moor to spin
There w as a laddie follow ’

d her,
They ca

’

d him Duncan Davison
The m oor w as dre igh, and Meg w as ske igh ;
Her favour Duncan couldna w in

For w i
’

the roke she shore d to knock,
And aye she shook the t emper-pin .

As ower the moor they lightly foor,*

A burn ran cle ar, a glen w as gre en
Upon the banks they e ased the ir shanks ,
And aye she se t the whe e l be twe en ;

But Duncan swore a holy a ith ,
That Meg should be a bride the morn—L

Wen t .
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SHE SAYS SHE LO ’ES ME BEST OF A
’

.

BURN S.

TUNE Unag
-it
’
s Lock.

SAE flaxen were her ringle ts ,
Her eye ~brows of a darker hue ,

Bewitchingly o ’

erarching
Tw a laughing e en o’ bonn ie blue .

He r smiling, sae wyling,
Wad m ak a wre tch forge t his w oe
What ple asure , what tre asure ,
Unto those rosy l ips to grow !

Such w as m y Chloris
’ bonn ie face ,

Whe n first her bonn ie face I saw
And, aye my Chloris

’ deare st charm ,

She says she lo
’

e s m e be st of a ’

.

Like harmony her motion ;
Her pre tty ankle i s a spy,

Be traying fair pi oportion ,
Wad m ak a saint forge t the sky.

Sae .warming, sae charming,
Her fault le s s form and gracefu

’

air ;
Ilk fe ature— auld nature
De clare d that she could do nae mair.

Hers are the willing chains 0 ’ love ,
By conque ring beauty

’

s sovere ign law ;

And aye my Chloris
’ deare st charm ,

She says she lo’e s m e be st of a’

.

L e t others love the city,
And gaudy show at sunny noon ;

Gie m e the lon e ly valley,
The dewy eve , and ri sing moon ,

Fair-be aming, and stre am ing,
Her silver ligh t the boughs amang
While fall ing, re calling,
The am orous thrush conclude s her sang

The i e , deare st Chloris, wilt thou rove
By wimpling burn and leafy shaw,
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o’ truth and love ,
l o

’

e s m e be st of a
’

HALF A FUND O
’

TOW.

FROM REC ITAT I ON .

TUNE—The w eary pund 0
’
tow .

I BOUGHT my maiden and my wife
A half a pund o

’ tow,
And it will serve the m a

’ the ir life ,
L e t them spin as the y dow.

I thought my tow w as e ndi te
It wasna we e l be gun !

I think my wife will end her life
Afore the tow be spun .

I lo okit to my yarn-nag ,
And it grew ne ve r mair ;

I lo okit to my be e f-stand
My heart grew wonder sair ;

I lo okit to my me al-boat,
And 0 , but it w as howe

I think my wife will e nd her l ife
Afore she spin her tow .

But if your wife and my wife
We re in a boat thegithe r,

And you other man
’s wife

We re in to ste e r the ruther
And if the boat were bottomle ss,
And seven mile to row,

I think they’d ne ’e r come hame again,
To spin the pund o

’ tow If
if Rudder.

be lon
probai.
t Be s id es th e foregoing th ree stanzas , th ere is anoth e r, w hich appears to

to th e sa m e so ng, but cann ot be placed an w h e re as a part o fi t
ly som e in terve n ing stan zas are lost . T h e de n uen t h ouse w ife h er

se lfis in troduced , endeavouring to bo rrow l inen to m a e sh i rts fo r h er hus
band , and prom ising resti tution at a pe riod synonym ous, according to all
appearance , Wi th th e Gree k Ca lends

O w e e l ‘s us a’ o n our gudem an ,
For he

’

s co rn ed h em e ,
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THE SOCIAL CUP.

CHARLE S GRAY, E SQ .

TUNE—Andra and his ca tty g un .

THE glo am in
’

saw us a ’ sit down,
And mickle m irth has be en our fa

’

But ca’

the othe r toast aroun’

,

Till Chanticle e r begins to craw.

Blythe , blythe , and merry are w e ,

Blythe are w e , ane and a
’

Aften hae w e canty be en ,
But sic a n icht w e n e ve r saw .

The auld kirk be ll has chappit twal
Wha care s though she had chapp it tw a l
We

’

re l icht 0’ he art, and winna part,
Though time and tide should rin aw a .

Tut ! ne ver spe ir how wears the morn ,
The moon’s st ill blii ikin ’ i’ the sky

And, gif like he r w e fil l our bo rn ,
I dinna doubt we

’l l drink it dry.

Should w e gang by the Auld irk-Latchf
Or round the haunte d hum lo ck knowe ,

Auld Cloot ie there some chie ld might catch,
Or fleg us w i

’

a worricow 1

Then fill us up a social cup,
And ne ver mind the dapple dawn

Just sit a while , the sun m ay smile,
And l ight us a ’

across the lawn .

Wi’ a sui t 0’
new claes ;

But sarkin h e ’s go t nane.
Com e lend to m e som e sarkin,
W i

’

a
’
th e h aste ye dow ,

And ye
’

se be w ee l pay’d back again,Wh en aine e I spin m y to w .

A haunted spot near Anstruther, in Fife, the residence ofthe author.



333

THE CROOK AND PLAID.

H ENRY S . R I DDELL .

I W INNA lo e the laddie that ca ’

s the cart and pleugh,
Though he should ow n that te nder l ove that’s onl y

fe lt by fe w
Fo r he that has this bosom a

’ to fonde st love be tray
’

d ,
Is the kind and faithfu

’

laddie that wears the crook and
plaid .

‘At morn he climbs the mounta ins wild, his fle ecy flock
to view,

When the larks sing in the he aven aboon , and the

flowers wake ’mang the de w ,

When the thin mist me l ts afore the beam, owe r gair
and glen convey

’

d,
Where the laddie love s to wande r still, that wears the

crook and plaid .

At noon he l e ans him down , high on the he athy fe ll ,
When his flocks fe e d a ’

sac bonn ilie be low him in the

de l l
And there he sings o’ fa ithful love , til l the wi lds around

are glad ;
Oh , how h appy is the laddie that wears the crook and

pla id

He pu’s the blooms o’ heather pure , and the l ily-flouir
sae me e k ;

For he we ens the l ily l ike my brow, and the heath-be ll
l ike my che ek.

His words are soft and tender as the dew frae heaven
s he d ;

And nane can charm m e like the lad that wears the
crook and plaid .

Bene ath the flowery hawthorn-tre e , wild growing in
the glen,

He mee ts m e in the gloam in
’ grey, when nam e on earth

can ken
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And leal and tender is his heart beneath the spreading
shade

,

For we e l he kens the w ay, I trow, to row m e in his
plaid.

The youth 0
’ mony riche s m ay to his fair one ride ,

And woo across a table his man y-title d bride
But w e will woo beneath the tree , where che ek to che ek

is laid
Oh

,
nae wooer’s like the laddie that rows m e in his

plaid l

To ow n the tale s o
’

faithfu
’ love , oh, w haw ad no complyP

Sin
’ pure love gie s mair o

’ happ ine ss than aught aneath
the sky.

Where love is in the bosom thus, the heart can ne
’

er

be sad

Sae , through life , I
’ll lo e the laddie that wears the

crook and plaid.

MY WIFE
’

S A WANTON WEE THING.

TUNE—My w ife
’
s a w anton w ee th ing .

MY wife ’s a wan ton w e e thing,
My w ife ’s a wanton w e e thing

,

My wife ’s a wanton w e e thing ;
She winna be guide d by m e .

She play
’

d the loon ere she w as marrie d ,
She play

’

d the loon e re she w as marrie d,
She play

’

d the 1001 1 e re she w as marrie d ;
She ’l l do’t again e re she die 1

She sell
’

d her coat, and she drank it
,

She se ll
’

d he r coat, and she drank it
,

She row
’

d herse ll in a blanke t
She winna be guide d by m e .

She w ind’t na when I forbade her,
She m ind

’

t na when I forbade her
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I took a m ug and I claw '

d her,
And a braw gude bairn w as she 1

MY WIFE’S A WINSOME WEE TH ING .

BURN S.

TUNE—My w ife
’
s a w anton w ee thing .

SHE is a Winsome w e e thing,
She is a handsome w e e thing,
She is a bonn ie w e e thing,
This swe e t w e e wife 0

’

mine i

I ne ver saw a faire r,
I neve r l oo

’d a de arer
And ne is t my heart I ’l l wear her,
For fe ar my jewe l tine .

She is a Winsome w e e thing,
She is a handsome w e e th ing,
She i s a bonn ie w e e thing,
This swe e t w e e wife 0

’ mine .

The w arld s wrack w e share o
’

t ,

The warstle and the care o
’

t

Wi’ he r I ’ll blythe ly be ar it,
And think my lot divine .

JOHNIE
’S GRAY BREEKS .

0

TUNE—J ohnie ’s g ray breeks.

WHEN I w as in m y se
’

nte en ye ar,
I w as baith blythe and bonn ie , O

The lads lo’e d m e baith far and near,

But I lo ’e d nane but John ie , O

From Johnson’

s Scots Musica l Museum , vo l. 1 1 1 . 1 790. The two first
stanzas, howe ver, appear in Herd ’

s Collecti on, 1 776.
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He gain
’

d my he art in tw a thre e we eks,
He spake sae blythe and kindly

,
O

And I m ade him n ew gray bre eks,
That fitte d him most fine ly, 0 .

He w as a handsome fe llow
His humour w as ba ith frank and fre e

His bonni e locks sae ye llow ,

Like gowd the y glit te r
’

d in m y e e

His dim ple d chin and rosy che eks,
And face sae fair and ruddy, O

And then -a-days his gray bre eks
We re n e ither auld nor duddy, 0 .

But now they ’

re thre adbare worn
They’re w ide r than the y wont to

They’re tash’

d - like and sair torn ,
And cloute d upon ilka kn e e .

But gin I had a simme r’s day,
As I hae bad right mon ie , O,

I
’

d make a w eb 0
’

ne w gray,
T0 be bre eks to my John ie , O .

For he
’

s we e l wordy o’ them ,

And be tt e r, gin I had to g ie ,
And I’l l tak pain s upo

’

the m ,

Frae faults I’l l strive t o ke ep them
To cle id him we e l shall be m y care ,
To ple ase him a

’

m y study, O I
But he maun we ar the auld pair
A w e e , though the y be duddy, O .

For wh e n the lad w as in his prim e ,

L ike him the re warna mon ie , O .

He ca
’

d m e aye his bonn ie thing,
Sae w ha wadna lo e John ie , O P

O, I lo e Johnie
’

s gray bre eks,
Fo r a

’

the care the y’ve gi’en m e ye t ,
And gin w e live anothe r year,
We

’

ll m ak the m hale be twe en us ye t .
2
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Till the house he rinn in
’

roun’

about, it
’

s time enough
to flit

When w e fe ll w e aye got up again, and sae will w e ye t .

And sae will w e ye t, St e .

M W N A Q

DAINTY DAVIE.

B URNS.

TUNE—Dainty Davie.

No w rosy May come s in w i
’

flowe rs,
To de ck her gay gre en birke n bowe rs,
And now come in my happy hours,
To wander w i’ my Davie .

Me e t m e on the warlock knowe ,
Dain ty Davie , dainty Davie

There I’ll spend the day w i
’

you,
My ain dear dainty Davie .

The crystal waters round us fa’,
The merry birds are lovers a’

,

The scente d bre e ze s round us blaw,
A-Wandering Wi ’ my Davie .

When purple morn ing starts the bare ,
To steal upon her e arly fare ,
Then through the dews I will repair,
To me e t my faithfu’ Davie .

When day, expiring in the we st,
The curtain draws o’ Nature ’s re st,
I
’

l l fle e to his arms I lo e be st,
And that’s my dainty Davie .
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OH, WERT THOU IN THE CAULD BLAST.

BURN&

OH, wert thou in the cauld blast,
On yonde r le a, o n yonde r lea ;

My pla idie to the angry a irt,
I’d she lte r the e , I

’d she lte r the e
Or did misfortune ’s bitte r storms
Around the e blaw, around the e

Thy bie ld should be my bosom,

To share it a’

, to share it a
’

.

Or were I in the wilde st waste ,
Sae black and bare , sae black and bare ,

The de sert we re a para dise ,
If thou wert the re , if thou we rt there .

Or we re I monarch of the globe ,
With the e to re ign , wi th the e to re ign

The brighte st j ewe l in my crown
Wad be my que en, w ad be my que en .

AULD LANG SYNE .

BURN&

TUNE—Auld lang sync.

SHOULD auld acquaintance he forgot,
And ne ve r brought to m in

’

P

Should auld acqua in tance he forgot,
And days 0’ lang syne P.

Fo r auld lang sync, my dear,
Fo r auld lang syne ,

We
’l l tak a cup 0

’ kindne ss ye t,
For auld lang syne .

We tw a hae run about the brae s,
pu

’

d the gowans fine ;
we

’

ve w ande r’

d mony a we ary fit,
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We tw a hae paidl
’

t in the burn,
Frae morning sun till dine

But seas be twe en us braid hae roar
’

d,

Sin
’

auld lang syne .

And there
’s a hand, m y trusty frien

’

,

And gie ’s a hand 0
" thine

And we
’ll tak

“

a richt gude -Wi llie waught,

And sure ly ye ’l l be your pint-stoup,
And sure ly I’ll be mine

And we
’ll tak a cup 0

’ kindne s s ye t,
For auld lang syne .

OLD LONG SYNE.

F IR ST PART.

SHOULD old acquaintance he forgot,
And ne ver thought upon ,

The flame s of love extinguished,
And fre e ly past and gone P

Is thy kind he art now grown so cold
In that loving breast of thine ,

That thou canst neve r
’

once reflect
On old long syne P

Where are thy prote stations,
Thy vows, and oaths, my dear,

Thou m ad
’

st to m e and I to thee ,
In register ye t clear P

Is faith and truth so violate
To th’ immortal gods divine ,

That thou canst n e ve r once refle ct
On old long syne P

Is’t Cupid’s fears, or frosty care s,
That make thys pirits de cay P

Or is
’

t some obje ct of more worth
That

’

s stolen thy heart away ?



34 1

Or some de se rt make s thee neglect
Him , so much once w as thin e ,

That thou canst ne ver once reflect
On old long syne P

Is’t worldly cares, so de spe rate ,
That make the e to de spair ?

Is’t that make s the e exasperate ,
And make s the e to forbear P

Ifthou of that were fre e as I,
Thou sure ly should be mine ;

If this we re true , w e should renew
Kind old long syne .

But since that nothing can prevai l,
And all hope i s in vain ,

From the se dej e cte d e ye s of mine
Still showe rs of tears shal l rain

And though thou hast m e now forgo t,
Ye t I

’

l l continue thine ,
And ne

’

e r forge t for to re fle ct
On old long syne .

If e ’

e r I have a house , my dear,
That truly is call

’

d mine ,
And can afford but country che er,
Or ought that’s good there in ;

Though thou w ere re be l to the king,
And be at with wind and rain ,

Assure thyse lf ofwe lcome , love ,
For old long syne .

SECOND PART.

My soul is ravish’d with de l ight
When you I think upon

All grie fs and sorrows take the flight,
And hastily are gone ;

The fair re semblance of your face
So fills this bre ast of mine ,

No fate no r force can it displace ,
Fo r old long syne .
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’

r
'

i
’

t e thoughts of you do banish grie f,
When I’m from you remove d

And if in them I find re lie f,
When with sad care s I’m moved,

How doth your pre sence m e affe ct
With e cstasie s divine ,

Espe cially whe n I refle ct
On old long syne .

Since thou hast robb
’

d m e of my he art,
By those re sistle ss powe rs
Which Madam Nature doth impart
To those fa ir e ye s of yours,

With honour it doth no t consist
To hold a slave in pyne

Pray le t your rigour, then, de sist,
For old long syne .

’

Tis no t my fre e dom I do crave ,
By depre cating pains ;

Sure , liberty he would no t have
Who glorie s in his chain

But this I wish— the gods would move
That noble soul of thine

To pity, if thou canst no t love ,
For old long syne .

*

CROMLET’

S LILT.

TUNE—Robin Ada ir.

S INCE all thy vows, false maid,
Are blown to ai r,

And my poor heart be tray
’

d

To sad de spair
Into some wilde rne ss
My grie f I will expre ss,
And thy hard-hearte dne ss,
Oh, crue l fair !

From Watso n
’

s Col lect ion of Scots Poem s, Part I I I., 1 71 6. Th is
i s. th erefore . the olde st known set ofverses to the popular a ir of AuldLang Syne .

”



343

Have I no t graven our love s
On e ve ry tre e

In yonde r spre ading grove ,
Though false thou be P

Was n o t a solemn oath
Plighte d be twixt us both,
Thou thy faith , I my troth,
Constant to be ?

Some gloomy place I ’ll find,
Some dole ful shade ,
Where ne ither sun nor wind
E

’

er entrance had .

Into that hol low cave
There will I sigh and rave

,

Be cause thou dost behave
So faithle ssl y.

Wild fm it shal l be my me at,
I ’l l drink the spring ;

Cold e arth shal l be my seat ;
Fo r covering,

I
’

l l have the starry sky
My head to canopy,
Until my soul on high
Shal l spre ad its wing.

' I’l l have no funeral fire ,
No te ars , n o r sighs ;

No grave do I require ,
Nor obse quie s

The courte ous re d-bre ast, be
With leave s wil l cove r m e ,

And sing my e legy
With dole ful voice .

And when a ghost I am ,

I ’l l visit the e ,
Oh

,
thou de ce itful dame ,
Whose crue lty

Has kill
’

d the kinde st he art
That e ’

e r fe lt Cupid ’s dart ,
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And ne ver can de se rt
From loving the e

SHE’S FAIR AND FAUSE.

BURNS .

TUNE—She ’sfa ir andfause .

SHE’ S fair and fause that cause s my smart,
I loo’d her m ickle and lang

She ’s broken he r vo w , she
’s broken my heart,

And I m ay e
’

e n gae hang.

A cuif cam in W I i
'

ow th o
’

ge ar,
And I hae tint m y de are st de ar ;
But woman is but w arld

’

s ge ar,
Sae le t the bonn ie lass gang.

VVhae
’

e r ye be that woman love ,
To this he n e ve r blind,

Nae fe rlie ’

t is though fickle she prove
A woman has’t by kind

O wom an , love ly wom an fair !
An ange l’s form ’s faun to thy share ,
’

Tw ad be en owe r m ickle to hae gi e n the e
I mean an ange l mind .

Th e story wh ich gave rise to th is song is re la ted by Burns. Th e h e

roin e w as o n e of th e th i rty-one ch i ld ren of S t i rl ing of Ardoch , in Pe rth
sh i re , a g ent le m an w ho se e m s to h ave l ived i n th e re i n o fJam es the S ixth .

On accoun t of he r great be auty, sh e w as usual ly ca le d Fa i r He len ofAr

d och . Sh e w as b e loved by th e e lde st so n ofCh i sh olm of ( lro m li x , a fam i ly
of the n e igh bourhood , w h i ch w as so re s e ctab le as to ha ve g iven m ore
th an one b i sh op to Dum bla i i e . During t e fore ign trave ls of th is young
ge n tle m an , a pe rson w hom h e h ad appo m ted to m anag e h i s corre spond enceW i th Fai r He len , conce i ve d a strong passion fo r h er, an d re solve d to sup
plan t h is fri end . By pre posse ssi ng h e r Wi th stori e s to the d isadvan tage of

young Cro m lix . and supp re ssm g h i s le t te rs, h e succe e ded in ine ensm g both
aga inst e ach oth e r. A ll connex i on b e tw e e n th e m w as con seque n t ly broken
Off, and th e t ra i tor soon afte r succee de d in p rocurin from h e r a conse n t to
accept of h i m se lffo r a h usband . At th e m om e nt , o w eve r, w h en sh e w as

put i n to the bri da l be d , consci ence pre ven te d th e consum m a tion Ofh e r
love r

’

s V i llainy. Sh e started from h is e m brace s, excla im i i i g th a t sh e h ad

h eard Cro m lix
’

s Volce , crying , He len , He len , m ind m e ;
”
and no force

o r argum e nts could pre va i l upon h e r to resum e h e r place . T h e i njured
Cro m lix soon afte r cam e hom e , procured h er m arriag e i o b e d i sannulled ,
and m arri e d h e r h im se lf.
T h e song w as pub l i sh e d in th e T ea-Table M isce llany w ith th e

signature le tte r X ,
.

w h i ch se em s to m ark all th e songs in th at collecti on
supposed by th e ed i tor to be ofEnglish origi n .
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Then hum ple d be out in a hurry,
While Jane t his courage bewails,

And crie d out, Dear Symon , be wary !
And t eue hly she hung by his tails .

L e t be w i
’ your kindne ss, crie d Symon ,

Nor vex m e w i
’ tears and w i

’ care s ;
Fo r, now to be rule d by a woman ,
Nae laure ls shal l crown my gre y hairs .

Then hear m e , quo Jan e t, I pray the e ,
I’ll te nd the e , love , l ivin

’

o r de ed ,
And if thou should fa ’

, I
’ll de e W 1 the e ,

Or t ie up thy wounds if thou ble ed.

Quo Jane t, 0 , ke ep frae the riot l
Last n icht, m an , I dreamt ye w as de id ;

This aught days I t ent it a pyot
Sit chatt’rin

’ upon the house -he id .

As ye sterday, workin
’ my stockin

’

,

And you w i
’

the She ep on the hill ,
A muckle black corbie sat croaking ;
I kend it fo rebodit som e ill .

Hout, che er up, dear Jane t, be hearty ;
Fo r, e re the n e ist sun m ay gae down ,
Wha kens but I’ ll shoot Bonaparte

,

And end my auld days in renown.

Syne ofl
’

in a hurry he stum pled,
W1 bulle ts, and pouther, and gun
At’s curpin auld Jane t, too, hum pled
Aw a to the ne ist n e ebour-toun :

The re footm en and ye om e n paradin’

,

To scour offin dirdum we re se en
And wive s and young lasse s a ’

sheddin
’

The briny saut te ars frae the ir e en .

Then afl
’

w i
’ his bonne t got Sym ie ,

And to the commander he gae s,
Quo he , sir, I me an to gae w i

’

ye ,
And he lp ye to lounder our fae s

I
’

m auld, ye t I
’m teuch as the wire ,

Sae we
’

l l at the rogue s hae a dash,
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And fe gs , if my gun winna fire ,
I ’l l turn her but-end and I ’l l thrash .

We l l spoke n , my he arty old hero 1
The capta in did sm ilin

’

reply ;
But begg

’

d he w ad stay til l to -morrow,

Till day-l icht should gle nt in the sky.

What re ck, a
’

the stoure cam
’

to nae thing ;
Sae Symon , and Jane t his dame ,

Hale scart, frae the wars, without ska ithing,
Gae d, bann in

’

the French , away hame .

SPEAK ON, SPEAK THUS.

*

RAM SAY.

TUNE—Wac
’
s m y heart that w e should sander.

SPEAK on , spe ak thus, and stil l my grie f
Hold up a he art that

’s sinkin’ unde r
The se fe ars, that soon wil l want re l ie f,
Whe n Pate must from his Pe ggie sunder.

A ge ntle r face , and silk attire ,
A lady rich in be auty’s blossom,

Alake , poor m e , will now conspire
To ste al thee from thy Peggie

’s bosom .

No more the shepherd , w ho exce ll
’

d

The re st, whose wit made the m to wonde r,
Shal l now his Pe ggie ’s praise s te l l ;
Oh I can die , but ne ver sunde r.

Ye me adows, w he re w e often stray
’

d ,

Ye banks, where w e we re won t to wander,
Swe e t-scente d rocks, round which w e play

’

d,
You ’l l lose your swe e ts when we

’

re asunder.

Again , ah , shal l I ne ver cre e p
Around the knowe , with sile nt duty,

Kindly to watch the e while as le ep,
And wonde r at thy man ly be auty ?

Gentle Sh eph erd . In th is song Ram say dis lays a degree of
sentim ent which h e has nowhere e lse re ach ed or attem
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Hear,
Heaven, while solemnly I vow,

Though thou shouldst prove a w and
’

ring love r,
Through life to the e I shal l prove true ,
No r be a wife to any other.

MY JO JANET.

TUNE—My J o J anet.

SWEET sir, for your courte sie ,
When ye come by the Bass, then,

For the love ye be ar to m e ,

Buy m e a he ekin
’ glass, then .

Keck into the draw-we ll,
Jane t, Jane t

There ye ’ l l se e your bonn ie se ll,
My jo Jane t.

Ke ekin
’

in the draw-we l l clear,
What if I fa’ in , sir ?

Then a
’ my kin will say and swear

I droun’

d myse l l for sin , sir .

Haud the be tter by the brae ,
Jane t , Jane t ;

Haud the be tter by the brae ,
My jo Jane t.

Gude sir, for your courte sie ,
Comin ’ through Aberde en, then ,

For the love ye be ar to m e ,

Buy m e a pair 0
’ she en, then .

Clout the auld— the new are dear,
Jan e t, Jan e t

Ae pair m ay gain ye hauf a year,
My jo Jane t.

But, if, dancin
’

o n the gre en ,
And skippin

’ l ike a maukin ,
They should se e my cloute d she en,
Of m e

'

the y will be taukin ’

.
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Dance aye laigh and late at e
’

e n,

Jane t, Jane t
Syne the ir fauts will no be se en,

My jo Jane t.

Kind sir, fo r your courte sie ,
Whe n ye gae to the Cross, then,

For the love ye be ar to m e ,

Buy m e a pacin ’

ho rse ,
'

then .

Pace upon your spinnin
’ whe e l,

Jane t, Jane t ;
Pace upon your spinnin

’ whee l,
My jo Jan e t.

My Spinn in
’ whe e l is auld and still",

The rock o
’

t winna stand, sir
To ke ep the tempe r-pin in t ifl

’

Em ploys richt aft my hand, sir.
Mak

’

the be st o ’

t that ye can ,

Jane t, Jan e t
But like it n e ve r wale a m an ,

My jo Jane tfi‘

ROY’S WIFE OF ALD IVALLOCH.

MRS GRANT OF CARBON.

TUNE— The Rafi an
’
s Ran t.

ROY
’

S wife of Aldivallo ch,
Roy’s wife of Aldivallo ch,
Wat ye how she che ate d m e ,

As I came o
’

er the brae s of Bal loch P

She vow
’

d , she swore , she w ad be m ine ;
She sa id she l o ’e d m e be st of on ie ;

But, ah l the fickle , faithle ss quean ,
She ’s ta ’

en the ca rle , and le ft he r John ie .

From the Tea-Tab le Misce llany where it is printed w i thout
any m ark.
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,
she w as a canty que an ,

And we e l could dance the Hie land w allo ch l
Ho w happy I , had she be en mine ,
Or I be en Roy of Aldivalloch l

Her hair sae fair, her e en sae clear,
He r w e e bit mou’ sae swe e t and bonn ie l

To m e she e ver will be de ar,
Though she ’s fo r e ver le ft her John ie .

THE WOOING OF JENNY AND JOCK.

TUNE—H ey, J enny, com e down to J ock.

ROB’ S Jock cam to w o o o ur Jenny,
On ae fe ast-day when he w as fou

She buskit her, and m ade her bonn ie ,
When she he ard Jock w as come to woo

She burnish
’

d he r, bai th bre ist and brow,

Made he r as cle ar as ony clock.

Then spake o ur dam e , and sa id, I trow
Ye

’

re come to woo our Jenny, Jock !

Ay, dame , says be , for that I yearn
To lout my he ad, and sit down by you.

Then spak’
.

our dame , and sa id, My bairn
Has toche r of he r aw n to gie you.

Te -he e l quo Jenny ; Ke ek, I se e you ;
Minn ie , this m an make s but a mock.

Why say ye se e ? n ow le cze m e 0
’ you !

I come to woo your Jenny, quo Jock.

My ba irn has toche r 0
’

he r aw n
,

Although her frie nds do nane her lend
A stirk, a staig, an acre sawn ,
A goose , a gryce , a clocking-hen ;

Tw a kits, a cogue , a kirn there -hen ,
A kaim, but and a ka iming-stock ;

Of dishe s and ladle s n ine or t en

Come ye to w o o our Jenny, Jock P
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A tro cli , a tre nche r, and a tap,
A ts inge , a tullie , and a tub,

A sey
-dish, and a milking caup,

A graip into a gruip to grub,
A shod- shool of a hollan club,
A froth - stick, can , a cre e l, a knock,

A brake fo r hemp , that she m ay rub,
If ye will marry o ur Jenny, Jock .

A farm, a furlo t , and a pe ek,
A rock, a re e l , a gay e lw and,

A she e t, a happe r, and a sack,
A girdle , and a gude whe e l band .

sync Jock took Jenny by the hand,
And crie d a banque t, and slew a cock ;

They he ld the bridal upon land
That w as be twe en our Je nny and Jock .

The bride , upon her we dding, went
Bare foot upon a hemlock hil l ;

The bride ’s garte r w as 0
’ bent,

And she w as born a t Ke l ly mill.
The first propine he he cht her til l,
He he cht to hit he r he ad a knock,

She be ckit , and she he ld her stil l
And this gate ge t our Jenny Jock.

When she w as w eddit i n his name ,
And unto him She w as made spouse ,

The y bastit the m sune ham e again,
To dinner at the bridal house .

Jenny sat jouking l ike a mouse ,
But Jock w as kne efas ony cock ;

Says he to he r, Haud up your brows,
And fa

’ to your me at, my Jenny, quo

What meat Shal l w e se t them befo rn P
To Jock service loud can they cry ;

Serve them w i
’ sowce and sodde n corn ,

Till a ’ the ir wame s do stand awry.

Of swine ’s fle sh there w as great plenty,
Whilk w as a very pleasant meat ;



And garlick w as a sauce right dainty
To ony m an that ple ase d to e at .

They had sax laverocks, fat and laden ,
Wi’ lang kail, mutton, be e f, and brose ,

A wame of painche s, t euch like plaiden ,
With gude May butter, milk, and che e se .

Jenny sat up e ven at the m e ace ,

And a
’

he r friends sat he r be side
The y were a ’ se rve d w ith shrewd service ,
And se e w as se en upon the bride .

Now, dame , says Jock, your daughte r I
’

ve married ,
Although you hold it ne ver so t euch,

Your friends shal l se e she ’s nae miscarried,
For I w at I have ge ar e neuch

An auld gaw e d glyde fe l l ove r the heuch ,
A e at , a crumm ie , and a cock ;

I wan te d e ight ow sen , though I had the pleuch
May no t this serve your Jenny ? quo Jock.

I have guid fire fo r winter we ather,
A cod 0

’

cafi
’

w ad fil l a cradle ,
A halter and a guid hay-t e the r,
A deuk about the doors t o paidle

The pumme l o’ a guid auld saddle ,
And Rob, my e m e , he cht m e a sock ;

Tw a love ly lips to l ick a ladle ;
Gif Jenny and I agre e , quo Jock.

A tre e n spit, a ram -horn spoon
,

A pa ir 0 ’ boots 0’

barkit le athe r,
A graith that ’s m e e t to cobble shoon ,
A thraw-crook fo r to twin e a te ther ;

A sword , a swive l , a swin e
’s ble the r,

A trump 0
’ ste e l , a fe athe r

’

d lock,
An auld skul l -hat for Winte r we ather,
And muckle mair, my Jenny, quo Jock .



https://www.forgottenbooks.com/join


354

That w e m ay brag w e hae a lass
There ’s nane again se e bonn ie .

*

WILLIE BREW’

D A PECK O ’ MAUT.

BURNS .

TUNE—Wi llie brew ’
d a Peck o

’ Maut .

O
, WILL IE brew

’

d a pe ek o
’ maut ,

And Rob and Allan cam
’ to prie ;

Thre e blyther lads, that le e lang n ight,
Ye wadna fund in Christe ndie .

We are na fou, we
’

re no that fou,
But just a w e e drap in our e e ;

The cock m ay craw, the day m ay daw ,

But aye we
’ l l taste the barley bre e .

Here are w e m e t , thre e merry boys ;
Thre e me rry boys I trow are w e

And mony a n icht we ’ve merry be en ,
And mony m ae w e hope to be

It is the mune— I ken her horn
That ’s blinkin’

in the lift sae hie ;
She shine s sae bricht to wyle us hame ,
But by my sooth she ’ll wai t a w e e .

Wha first shal l rise to gang aw a,

A cuckold coward loun is he
Wha last be side his chair shal l fa’

,

He is the king amang us thre e .

’

r

Written in honour ofMiss Lesley Bai ll ie ofAyrshire , (now Mrs Cum
m ing ofLogi e , ) w h en on h er w ay to Eng land , th rough Dum fri e s.
f Th i s a ir is Masterto n

’

s ; th e song m in e . T h e occasion ofi t w as this
—MrW i l li am Nicol , of th e High Sch ool, Ed inburgh , duri ng th e autum n

vaca t ion , be ing at Mo fl
‘

at , h one st Allan ,
w ho w as at th at t i m e o n a V isit to

Dalsw in ton , and I , w en t to pay Nicol a fl a t. We h ad such a joyous m e e t

i n

g
, th a t MrMasterton and I agree d , e ach in our ow n w ay, that w e should

ce ebrate th e busine ss.
”

B urns , apud Crom ek
’
s Select Scott ish Songs ,

vo l. 1 1 . p. 1 35. Currie , w ho m en tions that N i col’s farm w as th at of Lag
gan , i n N i thsdale , adds, tha t th e se th re e h on e st fe llows—all m en of uh
com m on talents, w ere i n 1 798 all under th e turf.”



THE POSIE .

BURN&

TUNE- The P osie.

OH,
luve will venture in wh ere it daurna we e l be se en ;

Oh
, luve will ve nture in whe re wisdom ance has be en

But I will doun yo n river rove , amang the wood sae

gre e n ,
And a

’ to pu
’

a posic to my ain dear May.

The primrose I will pou, the firstlin o
’

the ye ar ;
And I w ill pou the pink, the emblem o’ my de ar ;
For she

’s the pink 0
’ womankind, and blooms without

a pe e r
And a

’ to be a posic to my ain de ar May.

I ’l l pou the buddin ’

rose , when Phoebus pe eps in view,
For it’s l ike a baum y kiss 0

’

he r swe e t bonn ie mou ;
The hyacin th ’s for constan cy, W 1 its unchanging blue
And a

’ to be a po sie to my ain de ar May.

The l ily it is pure , and the l ily it is fair,
And in he r love ly bosom I’ ll place the l ily there ;
The daisy’s for simplicity, of unafl

’

e cte d air

And a
’ to be a posic to my ain dear May.

The hawthorn I wil l pu
’

, w i
’ its lo oks o’ Sille r grey,

Where , l ike an aged m an , it stands at break 0
’

day ;
But the songste r’s n e st w ithin the bush I winna take

away :
And a

’ to be a posic to m y ain dear May.

0

The woodbine I will pou
’

w hen the o
’

en in ’ star is ne ar
,

And the diam ond-draps o ’

de w shal lbe her e en sae clear ;
The Viole t

’

s for mode sty, which we e l She fa
’

s to we ar
And a

’ to be a posic to my ain de ar May.

I
’

ll t ie the po sie round W 1 the silke n band 0’ lave ,
And I

’

ll place it in her breast, and I
’

l l swear by a
’

above ,
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That to my late st breath 0
’ life the band shall ne ’

e r re

move
And this wil l be a po sie to my ain dear May.

A/ KIND ROB IN LO ’

ES ME.

TUNE—Robin lo ’es m e.

ROB IN is my on ly jo ,
For Robin has the art to lo

’

e ;

Sae to his suit I me an to bow,

Be cause I ken he lo
’

e s m e .

Happy, happy w as the shower,
That le d m e to his birken bower,
Where first of love I fand the powe r

,

And kenn ’d that Robin lo’e d m e .

They spe ak of napkins, spe ak of rings,
Speak of gluve s and kissin

’ stri ngs
And name a thousan d bonn ie things

,

And ca
’ them sign s he lo’e s m e .

But I’d pre fe r a smack 0
’

Rob
,

Seate d on the ve lve t fog,
To gifts as lang’s a plaiden w ab ;
Be cause I ke n he lo’e s m e .

He
’

s tal l and sonsie , frank and fre e ,
Lo’e d by a’

, and de ar to m e ;

Wi’ him I ’d live , w i
’ him I ’d de e ,

Be cause my Robin lo’e s m e .

My titt ie Mary said to m e ;

Our courtship but a joke w ad be ,
And I o r lang be m ade to se e
That Robin didna lo ’

e m e .

But l itt le kens she
’

w hat has be en,
Me and m y hone st Rob be twe en
And in his wooing, O sae ke en
Kind Robin i s that lo’e s m e.

4
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Then fly, ye lazy hours, away,
And hasten on the happy day,
When, Join your hands, Me ss John will say,
And m ak him mine that lo

’

e s m e .

Till then , le t e ve ry chance un ite
To fix our love and give de l ight,
And I

’l l look down on such w i’ spite ,
Wha doubt that Robin lo

’

e s m e .

0 hey, Robin l quo she ,
0 hey, Robin ! quo she ,
0 hey, Robin ! quo she ;
Kind Robin lo’e s m e .

*

DIRGE OF A HIGHLAND CHIEF,

WHO WAS EXECUTED AFTER THE REBELL I ON OF

SON ofthe mighty and the fre e ,
Love d le ade r of the fa ithful brave ,
Was it fo r high -rank

’

d chie f l ike the e
To fil l a name le ss grave P

Oh, hadst thou slum ber
’

d with the slain ,
Had glory’s de ath -be d be en thy lo t ,

Even
’

though on re d Cullode n’s plain ,
We then had m ourn

’

d the e no t .

But darkly close d thy m o m of fame ,
That morn whose Si inbe am s rose so

Revenge alone m ay bre athe thy name ,
The watch-word of de spair.

Ye t , oh, if gal lant Spirit
’s power

Has e
’

e r ennoble d de ath l ike thine ,
Then glory m ark

’

d thy palt ing hour,
Last of a mighty l ine .

O
’

e r thy ow n bowe rs the sunshine fal ls,
But cannot che e r the ir lone ly gloom ;

From Herd’s Colle ction, 1 776.
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Those beams that gild thy native wal ls
Are sle eping on thy tomb.

Spring on the moun tains laughs the while ,
Thy gre en woods wave in ve rnal air ;

But the love d scene s m ay vain ly smile
Not e ’

en thy dust is there .

On thy blue hills n o bugle
’s sound

Is m ixing with the t orren t ’s roar ;
Unm ark

’

d the red de er Sport around
Thou lead’st the chase n o more .

Thy gate s are close d, thy halls are still
Those hal ls whe re sw e ll

’

d the chora l strain ;
They he ar the wild winds murmuring shrill,
And all is hush

’

d again .

Thy bard his pe aling harp has broke
His fire , his joy of song, is past I

One lay to mourn thy fate he woke ,
His sadde st , and his last.

No othe r theme to him is de ar
Than lofty de e ds of thine

Hush
’

d be the strain thou canst n o t hear,
Last of a mighty line .

*

WOO’D, AND MARRIED, AND A ’

TUNE—Woo
’
d
,
and M arried, and a

’
.

THE bride cam out o’ the byre ,
And , O, as she dighte d he r che eks l

Sirs , I
’

m to be marrie d the n ight,
And have n e ithe r blanke ts n or She e ts ;

Have n e ithe r blanke t s n or she e ts,
No r scarce a coverle t too ;

The bride that has a
’

thing to borrow,

Has e
’

e n righ t m uckle ado .

VVo o
’

d, and marrie d, and a
’

,

Marrie d, and woo
’d

, and a
’

!

From The Scotti sh M instre l, 1 824-8.
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And w as she nae ve ry we e l off,
That w as woo’d , and married, and a

’

P

Out spake the bride ’s fathe r,
As he cam

’

in frae the pleugh
0 ,
hand your tongue , my dochter,
And ye ’se ge t ge ar e neugh

The stirk stands i
’

th
’

t e ther,
And our bra

’ bawsin t yade ,
Will carry ye hame your corn
What w ad ye be at , ye jade P

Out Spake the bride ’s mithe r,
What de il ne e ds a ’ this pride ?

I had nae a plack in my pouch
That n ight I w as a bride

My gown w as linsy
-woolsy,

. And ne
’

e r a sark ava ;

And ye hae ribbon s and buskins,
Mae than ane o r tw a .

VVhat
’

s the matter, quo Wil lie ;
Though w e be scant o’ clae s,

We
’ll cre e p the close r the githe r,
And we ’l l smoor a ’

the fleas
Simm e r is coming o n,

And we ’l l ge t taits o
’ woo ;

And we ’ll ge t a lass 0
’

our ain ,
And she ’l l spin claiths an ew.

Out spake the bride ’s brither,
As he came in w i

’

the kye ;
Poor Will ie w ad n e

’

e r hae ta ’

e n ye ,
Had he kent ye as we e l as I

Fo r ye ’

re baith proud and saucy,
And n o fo r a poor man ’s wife

Gin I canna ge t a be tt e r,
I
’

se ne
’

e r tak ane i
’ my life .

Out spake the bride ’s Siste r
AS she came in frae the byre ;

O gin I we re but marrie d,
It

’

s a’ that I de sire :
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But w e poor folk m aui i l ive single ,
And do the be st that w e can ;

I dinna care what I shou
’

d want
If I cou’d ge t but a m an .

*

WOOED, AND MARRIED, AND A
’

M RS SCOTT OF DUM BARTONSH IRE.

THE grass had nae fre e dom 0
’

grow in
’

As lang as she wasna aw a ;

Nor in the toun could the re be stow in
’

Fo r wooers that wante d to ca’.
Sic boxin’

, sic brawlin
’

,
sic dancin’

,

Sic bowin ’

and shakin ’

a paw ;

The toun w as fo r e ve r in brulyie s
But now the lassie ’s aw a .

Wooe d
,
and marrie d, an d a

’

,

Marrie d
,
and wooed, and a

’

;

The dandalie toast of the parish,
She ’s wooed, and she

’s carrie d aw a.

But had he a
’ kenn’d he r as I did,

His w o o in ’ it w ad hae be en sm a
’

She ken s ne ither bakin ’

, nor brew in
’

,

Nor cardin ’

, no r spinnin
’

ava

But a’ her Skill l ie s in he r busk in
And, 0, if her

‘

braws we re
”

aw a,

She sun e w ad we ar out 0’ fash ion ,
And knit up her buggers w i

’ straw.

But ye ste rday I gae d to se e her,
And

, 0 ,
she w as bonn ie and braw ;

She crie d on he r gude m an t o gie he r
An e ll 0

’

red ribbon or tw a .

‘

He took, and he se t down be side he r
A whe e l and a re e l for ' to ca ’

;
She cried, Was he that w ay to ~

guide her ?
And out at the door and aw a.

From Herd’s Col lection, 1 7761
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PRINCE CHARLES AND FLORA
MACDONALD’S WELCOME TO SKYE.

SA I D TO B E FROM THE GAEL I C .

TUNE—Charlie ’s w elcom e to Skye .

TERE are tw o ponny m aitens, and tre e ponny m aite ns,
Come ove r t e Minch, and com e ove r te main ,

With t e w ind fo r te ir w ay, and t e corrie for te ir hame ;
L e t us we lcome t e m prave ly unto Skhe e akain .

Com e along, come along, w it your po atie and your song,
Yo u tw o ponny m aitens, and tre e ponny m aitens ;

Fo r t e n icht it is dark, and t e re d -coat is gane ,
‘And you’re prave ly we lcom e unto Skhe e akain .

Te re is Flora, my honey, so tear and so ponny,
And one that is tall, and come ly w itall ;

Put t e o ne as my khing, and t e other as my que en,
Tey

’

re we lcom e un to t e isle of Skhe e akain .

Come along, come a long,w it your poe tic and your song,
You tw o ponny m aiten s, and tre e ponny m aitens ;

Fo r t e lhady ofMacoula in she l ie th he r lan e ,
And you’re prave ly we lcome to Skhe e a kain .

He r arm it is strong, and her pe tticoat i s long,
My one p o nny m aiten , and tw o p onny m aitens ;

Put t e ir bed Shal l be clain o n t e he athe r most crain
And t ey

’

re we lcome unto t e isle of Skhe e akain .

Com e al ong, come along,w it your po at ie and your song,
You o ne po nny maiten , and two ponny m aitens ;

Py t e sea-m oullit
’

s n e st I will watch ye owe r te main ;
And you’re t early we lcome to Skhe e akain .

Tere ’s a wind on t e tre e , and a ship on te sea,

My two ponny m aite ns, and tre e ponny m aitens ;
On t e le a of the rock shal l your cradle be rock ;
And you’re we lcom e un t o t e i sle of Skhe e akain .

Come along, come along, w it your po at ie and your song,
My two ponny m aitens, and tre e ponny m aitens

More sound shall you sle ep, when you rock o n te de ep ;
And you’s aye pe we lcome to Skhe e akain .

*

i t From th e Jacob i te Re lics, 1 821 .
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THE BATTLE OF SHERIFF-MUIR.

1

TUNE We ran, and they ran.

THERE ’S some say that w e w an,

And some say that the y w an ,
And some say that nam e w an at a

’

, m an

But ao thing I’m sure ,
That at Sheriff-muir

A battle there w as, that I saw ,
m an

And w e ran , and they ran ; and they ran,

And w e ran, and the y ran aw a, m an .

Brave Argyle and Be lhaven ,2

Not l ike frighte d Le ven ,5

Which Rothe s " and Haddington 5 saw ,
m an ;

For the y all, with Wightm an,
6

Advance d o n the right , m an ,

While othe rs took flight, be ing raw , m an .

Lord Roxburgh
'

7
w as there ,

In orde r to Share
With Douglas,8 w ho stood no t in aw e , m an,

Volunte e rly to ramble
With Lord Loudoun Campbe l l ; 9

Brave Ilay 1 0 did sufl
’

er fo r a
’

, m an .

Sir
’

John Shaw,1 1 that gre at knight,
With broadsword most bii gbt ,

1 Fou
l
gh t o n the 1 3th ofNove m be r, 1 71 5, be tw een th e force s of K ingGeo rge under John Duke of Ar le , and th o se of th e Pre tend e r,

com m anded by Joh n Earl ofMar. h e issue ofth i s bat tle w as unce rta in ,

th e ri gh t w ings ofboth arm i e s be i ng successful , w h i le both left w ings w e re
d efe ated . I t i s th i s w i nn ing and runn ing , com m on to b o th parti es , w h i ch
form s the principa l hum our o fth e song .

2 3 4 5 Lord Be lhave n , th e Earl of Le ven , and th e Earls ofRoth es and

Hadd ing ton , w h o all bore arm s as volun te e rs in th e royal arm y.

6 Maj or-Ge ne ra l Jose ph W igh tm an , w h o com m anded th e ce ntre of th e
roya l arm y.

7 Joh n , fifth Duke ofRoxburgh , a loya l volun te e r.

8 Arch iba ld , Duke ofDoug las, w h o com m and ed a body ofh is vesse ls in
th e roya l a rm y.

9 Hug h Cam pbe ll , th ird Earl OfLoudoun , ofth e royal a rm y.

1 0 T h e Earl ofI lay, broth e r to th e Duke ofArgyle . He cam e up to th e
fie ld
finely

a few h ours before th e ba tt le , and had th e m ist
“ ‘

o rtune to be
w oun
1 1 S ir Joh n Shaw of Greenock , an officer in th e tr00p of volun teers,

no ted for h is keenWhiggish Spiri t.
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On horseback he bri skly did charge , m an ;

An he ro that
’s bold,

None could him withhold,
He stout ly encounter

’

d the targe m en .

For the cowardly Whittam ,

Fo r fe ar the y should cut him ,

Se e ing glitt eri ng broadswo rds with a pa
’

,
m an,

And that in such thrang,
Made Baird aid~du~cam p ,

And from the brave clan s ra n aw a, m an .

The gre at Colon e l Dow,

Gae d foremost, I trow,

When Whitta m ’

s dragoons ran aw a, m an ;

Except Sandy Baird,
And Naughton , the la ird,

The ir horse show’d the ir he e ls to them a
’

, m an.

Brave Mar and Panmure
We re firm , I am sure

The latte r w as kidnapp
’

d aw a, m an

But with brisk m e n about ,
Brave HarryM re took

His brothe r, and laugh
’

d at them a
’

,
m an .

Grave Marshallw and Lithgow,

And Glengary’s 1 7 pith , too,
Assist ed by brave

'

L og ie A
’mon ’

,

And Gordons the bright ,
Sae boldly did fight ,

The red-coat s took flight and aw a, m an .

Strathmore 1 9 and Clanro nald 9°

Cried still , Advance , Donald 1

ari

l

ri
’ Major-General Wh i th am , Wh o com m anded th e left w ing ofth e K ing ’

s

y.

1 3 Jam e s, Earl ofPanm ure .
1 4 Th e Honourab le Harry Maule o f Ke l lie , broth er to th e foregoing .

wh om h e re capture d afte r th e enga g e m en t.
1 5 1 6 T h e Earls ofMarischa l and L m li thgo w .

1 7 Th e Ch iefofGle ngary.

1 8 Thom as Drum m ond o fL o gic Alm ond .

1 9 T h e Earl ofStrathm ore . ki lled in the ba ttl
i 90 Th e Ch i efofClanranald.

c
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Till both of the se heroe s did fa ’

, m an ;
Fo r the re w as sic hashing,
And broadswords a-clash ing,

Brave Forfar$21 him se ll got
'

a claw, m an .

Lord Pe rth 22 stood the storm ,

Se afo rth Q" but lukewarm,

Kilsyth 24 and Strathal lan ” no t slaw, m an

And Hamilton ? 6 ple d
The m en we re n o t bre d,

Fo r he had no fancy to fa’

, m an .

Brave , ge ne rous Southe sk,”

Tullibardine 28 w as brisk,
Whose fathe r, inde e d, would no t draw, m an ,

Into the same yoke ,
Which serve d for a cloak ,

To ke ep the e state ’twixt the m tw a, m an .

Lord Rollo,’29 n o t fear
’

d
,

Kintore 30 and his be ard ,
Pitsl igo 5 1 and Ogilvie 32 a ’

, m an ,

And brothers Bal fours,
The y stood the first stours

Clackmannan 33 and Burle igh34 did m an .

But Cleppan
35

acte d pre tty,
And Strow an ,

"6 the witty,
A poe t that please s us a ’

, m an

For mine is but rhyme ,
In

'

re spe ct of what
’s fine ,

Or what he is able to draw , m an .

9-1 Th e Earl ofForfar—o n th e King ’s side—w ounded in th e engag em en t .
22 Jam es, Lord Drum m ond , e ld es t so n of th e Earl of Pe rth , w as L i eu

tenant-genera l o fh orse unde r Mar, and b e haved W i th grea t gallan try.

93 W i ll iam Macke nzi e , fifth Earl ofSeaforth .

94 T h e Vi scoun t K i lsyth .
25 T he Viscount Strathal lan.

26 Lieutenan t-general George Ham ilton , com m and i ng under t h e Earl of
Mar.

27 Jam es, fifth Earl ofSouth esk .

28 T h e Mar uis ofTullibardi ne , e ld e st so n ofth e Duke ofAthole.
29 Lord R0 1 0.

30 Th e Earl ofKin tore .
31 Lord P i tsl igo. 32 ‘ Lord Ogilvie , son ofth e Earl o fAi rly.

33 Bruce , Lai rd ofClackm annan—th e husband , I be lie ve , of th e o ld lad y
¥
ho kn igh ted Robe rt Burns wi th th e sw ord of Bruce , at Clackm anna n

ow er.
84 Lord Burle igh .

35 Major William Clephane .

36 Alexand e r Robe rtson cfStruan , ch iefofth e Robertsons.
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For Huntly37 and Sinclair,38

They baith play
’

d the tinkle r,
With conscience s black l ike a craw, m an ;

Some Angus and Fife m en ,

The y ran fo r the ir l ife , m an ,

And ne
’

er a Lot
’s wife there at a

’

,
m an I

Then Lawrie , the traitor,
Who be tray

’

d his maste r,
His king, and his country, and a

’

, m an ,

Pre tending Mar might
Give order t o fight

To the right of the army aw a, m an

Then Lawrie , fo r fe ar
Of what he m ight he ar,

Took Drum m ond’s be st horse , and aw a, m an ;
’Ste ad of going to Pe rth,
He crosse d the Firth ,

Alongst S t irl ing Bridge , and aw a, m an.

To London he pre ss
’

d ,

And there he addre ss
’

d,
That he behave d best 0’ them a

'

, m an

And the re , without strife ,
Got se tt le d for l ife ,

An hundre d a-year to his fa’, m an .

In Borrowstounne ss,
He ride s w ith disgrace ,

Till his ne ck stand in n e e d of a draw, m an

And then in a te ther,
He

’ll swing from a ladder,
And go offthe stage with a pa

’

, m an .

Rob Roy 40 stood watch
On a hill

,
for to cat ch

87 Alexand er, Marquis ofHuntly, afterwards Duke ofGordon.

33 Th e Master ofS incla ir.

39 Th e se four stan zas se em to refe r t o a circum stance reporte d at th e
t i m e ; n am e ly , tha t a pe rson h ad left th e Duke ofArgyle ’

s arm y, and 3o m
e d th e Earl ofMar’s, before th e bat tle , in tend i ng to act as a spy ; and that,
b e ing em ployed by Mar to inform th e left W ing th at th e righ t w as V i e to
r i ous, h e gave a contrary sta tem ent , and , after see i ng th em re t ire accord
i ngly, w ent back aga in to th e roya l arm y.

40 Th e ce lebrated Rob Roy. Th is redoubted hero w as prevented, by
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The booty, fo r ought that I saw , m an

Fo r he ne
’

e r advance d
From the place he w as stance d,

Till no more to do the re at a
’

, m an .

So w e all took the flight,
And Mowbray the wright,

But Le the m , the smith, w e ; a braw m an ,

Fo r he took the gout,
Which truly w as w it ,

By judging it time to withdraw, m an .

And t r umpe t M‘L e an ,
Whose bre eks we re no t cle an ,

Through misfortune he happen ’d to fa’, m an

By saving his ne ck ,
His trumpe t d id bre ak,

Came afi
'

without music at a
’

, m an .

So there such a race w as,

As ne ’

e r in that place w as,

And as l ittle chase w as at a
’

, m an

From othe r the y ran ,
Without touk of drum,

The y did no t make use of a pa
’

,
m an .

Whe ther w e ran , o r they ran ,
Or w e w an , o r they w an ,

Or if the ic w as winn ing at a ’

, m an,

There ’s n o m an can t e ll ,
Save our brave ge ne ral],

Wha first be gan runn ing aw a, m an,

W1 the Earl o’ Se aforth,
And-the Cock 0

’

the North
But Florence ran faste st ava, m an ,

Save the laird o ’ Phinevenf’2

Who swore t o be e ve n
Wi’ any gene ral o r pe er o

’ them a
’

, m an .

m ixed m ot i ves, from join ing e i th er party : h e could no t figh t against th eEarl o fMar, consiste n t w i th h i s consc i ence , no r could h e Oppose the Duke
ofArgyle , Wi thout forfe i t ing th e

p
rotecti on ofa pow erful friend .

4 1 An honorary popular ti t le 0 th e Duke ofGordon .

49 Carnegy ofF i nhaven .
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And w e ran , and they ran and the y ran, and w e
ran

And w e ran, and they ran aw a, m an .

43

THE BATTLE
e
o F SHERIFF-MUIR .

. I URNa

TUNE—The Cam eronian Ran t .

0, CAM ye he re the fe cht to shun ,
Or herd the shee p w i’ m e , m an

Or w as ye at the Shirra -muir,
And did the batt le se e , m an P

I saw the battle , sair and teuch ,
And re ekin re d ran mony a sheuch
My he art , for fear, ga

’

e sough fo r sough ,
To he ar the thuds, and se e the e lude ,
O’ clan s frae wuds, in tartan duds,
Wha glaum

’

d at kingdoms thre e , m an .

The re d-coat lads, w i
’ black cockade s,

To me e t them we re na slaw,
m an

They rush’d, and push
’d

, and bluid out-gush
’

d,
And mony a bouk did fa ’

, m an

The great Argyle le d on his file s,
I w at they glanced

'

tw enty mile s
The y hough

’

d the clans like n ine -

pin kyle s
Theyhack’

d and hash
’

d,while broadswords clash
’

d,
’

And through the y dash’

d, and he w
’

d and sm ash
’

d,
Till fey m en die d aw a, m an .

But had you se en the philabegs,
And skyrin ’ tartan t rews, m an,

Whe n in the te e th the y daur’d our Whigs
And cove nan t true -blue s, m an

In l ine s exte nde d lang and large ,
When bayone ts oppose d the targe ,

43 From
‘

Herd 's Collect ion, 1 776, e xcept th e sixth and the two last
ve rses, wh i ch are added from th e Jacob i te Re l i cs, a lthough th ey con tain a

contrad ict ion regard ing th e conduct oftheEarl of
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THE cARLE HE CAM OWER THE CRAFT.

TUNE—The Carla he cam ow er the Craft.

THE carle he cam ow e r the craft,
Wi ’ his be ard n e w - shave n

He looke d at m e as he
’

d be en daft,
The carle trowed that I w ad hae

Hout aw a l I winna hae him I
Na, forsooth, I winna hae him

Fo r a
’ his be ard n ew - shaven ,

Ne
’

er a bit 0 ’

m e will hae him .

A siller brooch he gae m e ne ist,
To faste n o n m y curchie no okit

I w ore ’

t a w e e upon my bre ist,
But soon, alake the tongue o

’

t cro oki t

And sae m ay his I winna hae him 1
Na, forsooth , I winna hae him

Twice - a -bairn ’s a lassie ’s je st ;
Sae ony fool for m e m ay hae him .

The carle has nae fault but ane
For he has land and dollars ple nty ;

But, wae
’s m e for him ,

skin and bane
Is no for a plump lass of twe nty.

Hout aw a, I winna hae him
Na, fors ooth , I winna hae him
What signifie s h is dirty riggs,
And cash, without a m an W 1 them

But should my cankert daddie gar
Me tak him

’gainst my inclination,
I warn the fum ble r to beware
That ant le rs dinna cla im the ir station .

Hout aw a l I winna hae him 1
Na , forsooth , I winna hae him I

I
’

m fleye d to crack the holy band,
Sae law ty says, I should na ha e him fi

‘i

it From th e Te a-Tab le M isce llany, 1 724.
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THE B IRKS OF INVERMAY .
*

DAV I D MALLET.

TUNE—The B irks ofI nvcrm ay.

THE smiling morn, the bre ath ing spring,
Invite the tunefu’ birds to sing ;
And, while the y warble from the spray,
Love me lts the un ive rsal lay.

L e t us, Amanda, time ly wise ,
L ike them ,

im prove the hour that flie s
And in so ft rapture s waste the day,
Among the birks of Inve rmay.

Fo r soon the winter of the year,
And age , l ife

’s winter, w i ll appe ar
At this thy l iving bloom will fade ,
As that wil l strip the ve rdant shade .

Our taste of ple asure then is o
’

e r,

The fe ather
’

d songste rs are n o more ;
And when they drop, and w e de cay,
Adieu the birks of Invermay

[REV. DR BRYCE o r K IRKNEWTON .)

The lav
’

e rocks, now , and lin twhite s sing,
The rocks around with e choe s ring ;
The mavis and the blackbird vie ,
In tun e ful stra in s, to glad the day ;
The wood s n ow we ar the ir sum me r suits ;
To mirth all nature now invite s

O

Inverm ay is a sm a ll w oody glen , w ate red by th e rivule t May, wh ich
th ere joins th e river Earn . I t i s about five m i le s above th e bridge ofEarn ,

and n early n in e from Pe rth . Th e se a t o fMr B e lschcs, the propri e tor of
th i s poe t i ca l re gion , and w h o takes from i t h is te rr i toria l d esignat ion ,

stands at th e bo t tom ofth e g len . Both S i d es o fth e l i ttle va le are com ple te
ly w ood ed , ch i efly W i th b i t ch es ; and it is a ltoge th e r, in po m t o f na tural
love liness. a scen e w orthy ofth e a tte nti on ofth e am atory m use . Th e course
o fth e May is so sunk am ong rocks, th a t i t cannot be se e n , but i t can e asi ly
be traced i n its progre ss by anoth e r se nse . T h e pecul i ar so und w h ich i t

m ake s in rush in

g
th rough o ne part icular part o f i ts n arrow , rugged , and

tortuous ch anne has occasion ed th e d e script ive appe lla tion ofth e Hum ble
Bum bl c to be a ttach ed to th a t uarte r of th e va le . lnve rrnay m ay be a t

once and co ri ectly d escribed as t e fai re st possible l i ttle m inia ture specim en

ofcascade scene ry.

Th e song appeared in th e 4th
w

ofth e Tea-Table M isce llany.
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L e t us be blythe som e , then, and gay,
Among the birks of Inve rmay.

Behold the hills and vale s around ,
With lowing herds and flocks abound ;
The wanton kids and frisking lambs
Gan ibol and dance around the ir dams
The busy be e s, with humming noise ,
And all the reptile kind rejoice
L e t us, l ike them, then , sing and play
About the birks of Invermay.

Hark, how the waters, as they fall ,
Loudly my love t o gladne ss cal l ;
The wanton wave s sport in the be ams,
And fishe s play throughout the streams
The circling sun doe s now advance ,
And all the plane ts round him dance
L e t us as jovial be as they,
Among the birks of Inve rmay.

THE MUCKIN’ O ’ GEORDIE’S BYRE.

TUNE The m ackin
’
o
’
Geordie

’

s Eyre .

THE m i i ckin
’ o’ Ge ordie ’s byre ,

And the sho olin
’

the gra ip sae clean,
Has gar’d m e we it my che eks,
And gre it w i’ ba ith m y e en .

It w as ne ’

er my fathe r’s will ,
Nor ye t my mother

’s de sire ,
That e ’

e r I should fyle my fingers ,
Wi’ m uckin

’ o’ Geordie ’s byre .

The mouse is a
'

merry beast,
The moudiewort wants the e en

But the w arld shall n ’

e
’

e r ge t w it,
*

Sae merry as w e hae be en .

It w as ne
’

e r,&c.

J
r

a i . e . Never be inform ed . 1 From He rd’s Collection, 1 776.
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Now fair fa’ ye , my bonnie Meg !

I
’

se e
’

e n le t a sm ackie gae w i
’

ye

May my ne ck be as lang as my leg,
If I be an il l husband unto ye l

Sae gang yourways hame e
’

en now ;

Mak ready gin this day fifte en days
And te ll your father frae m e ,

I ’l l be his gude -son i i in great kindne ss.

Maggi e s as blythe as a wran ,
Bodin ’

the blast o’ il l we ather ;
And a

’

the gaite singin
’

she ran,

To te ll the news t o her father.

But aye the auld m an crie d out,
He

’l l n o be 0
’

that m ind on Sunday.

The re ’s nae fear 0 ’ that, quo
’ Meg

For I gat a kiss on the bounty.

And what w as the matte r 0
’ that P

It w as nae thing out 0
’ his pocke t .

I wish the news were true ,
And w e had him fairly bookit.

For Pat ie
’

s a ve ry gude lad,
And wedde rs has l itt le frae twenty,

And mony gude trifle s be side ;
He

’

s no to fl ing at, gin he want ye .

A ve ry w e e while after that,
Wha cam to our biggin but Fatie P

Dre ss
’

d up in a braw n ew coat
,

And w ow but he thocht him sell pre tty 1

His bonne t w as l ittle frae new ,

And in it a loop and a slit tie ,
To draw in a ribbon sae blue ,
To bab at the ne ck 0

’ his coatie .

Then Patic cam in w i
’

a stend
Cried, Peace be under the biggin I

if Son-ih -law .
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You’re we lcome , quo
’ Wi lliam , Come hen ,

Or I wish it m ay rive frae the riggin 1

Come in your ways, Pate , and sit doun,
And te l l

’s a’ your news in a hurry ;
And haste ye , Meg , and be dune ,
And hing o n the pan w i

’

the be rry.

Quoth Pat ie , My news is na thrang
Ye stre e n I w as w i

’ h is honour ;
I
’

ve taen thre e rigs o’ braw land,
And bound myse l l unde r a honour

And
,
now , my errand to you,

Is fo r Maggie to he lp m e t o labour ;
But I ’m fe ar

’

d we ’l l n e e d your be st cow,

Be cause that our hadd in ’

s but sobe r.

Quoth William, To harl ye through,
I

’

ll be at the cost 0 ’

the bridal
I
’

se cut the craig o’ the e w e
,

That had amaist de e
’d o’ the side -ill

And that ’l l be plenty o’ broe ,
Sae lang as our we l l is na re e sted,

To a ’

the n e ebors and you ;
Sae I think we

’l l be nae that ill feasted.

Quoth Pat ie , O that
’ll do we e l ,

And I’l l gie you your brose i
’

the m ornin
’

,

O ’ kai l that w as made ye stre en ,
Fo r I like them be st i’ the forenoon .

Sae Tam , the piper, did play
And ilka an e dance d that w as willin ’

And a
’

the lave they rankit through
And the y he ld the w e e stoupie aye fillin

’

.

The auld wive s sat and the y chew
’

d

And when that the carle s grew nappy,
The y dance d as we e l as the y dow

’d,
Wi’ a crack 0

’ the ir tho o m s and a happie .
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The lad that wore the white hand,
I think the y ca

’

d him Jamie Mather,
He took the bride by the hand,
And cried to play up Maggie Lauder fi‘

JACKY LATIN.

[NEVER BEFORE PUBL ISHED ]

HEY my Jack, howe my Jack,
Hey my Jacky Latin 1

Be cause he couldna ge t a kiss,
His he art w as at the bre akin

’

.

A lad th ere cam to Pe eble s toun,
They ca’d him Jacky Latin

Pe arl in bands upon his hands,
And, oh but he w as handsome .

He
’

s come vapourin
’

up the toun
He

’

s come w i’ sic an air

And he
’

s gane into a barber’s shop ,
For the dressin

’

0
’ his hair.

Up the gate , and doun the gate ,
And in the gaun hame ,

A bonnie lass gie d him the slicht,
And gar’d him gang his lane .

As he gaed doun by Fe rn ie -haugh,
And in by Scott’s Mill

,

There he saw the bonn ie lass
Upon Cardrona Hill .

He had a merry wanton cc,

But and a wylie look

“ Th is
.

rude but hum orous o ld song first appeared in He rd ’s Collecti on .

Th e versi on h ere gi ven IS
.

com posed oftha t w h ich Mr He rd pub l ish ed , and
anoth er wh i ch appe ared i n th e la te r w ork ofMr Robe rt Jam ie son , Fopu
l

e

a

zfd
l

f
allads and Songs, 1 806 ; th e best lines and stanzas be ing adopted from
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TIBBIE FOWLER.
it

TUNE— Tibbie F ow ler .

T I BB IE FOWLER o’ the Gle n ,
The re ’s ower mony wooing at he r

Tibbie Fowle r 0
’

the Glen ,
The re ’s ower mony wooing at he r.

Wo o in
’

at he r, pu
’in ’

at he r,
Courtin’

he r, and canna ge t he r
Filthy e lf, it

’

s fo r he r pe l f
That a’

the lads are w o o in
’

at he r.

Te n cam e ast, and t e n cam we st
Te n cam rowin ’ ower the wate r ;

Tw a cam down the lang dyke -side
There ’s tw a-and-thirty w o o in

’

at he r.

The re ’s seven but , and se ve n ben,
Seven in the pantry w i

’

he r ;
Twenty he ad about the door
There ’s ane -and-forty w o o in

’

at he r

She ’s got p endle s in he r lugs
Cockle -she lls w ad se t her be tte r

High-he el
’

d sho on ,
'

and sille r tags
And a

’

the lads are w o o in’

at her.

Be a lassie e
’

e r sae black,
G in she has the penny sille r,

Se t he r up o n Tinto ck tap ,
The wind will blaw a m an till her.

Be a lassie e
’

e r so fair,
An she want the penny sille r,

Said to h ave be en w ritten by th e Rev. D r S trach an , late m in ister o f

Carnw ath , a lthough ce rta in ly ground ed upon a song o fOld e r stan d i ng , th e
nam e ofw h ich i s m e n t ione d i n th e T e a-Tab le M i sce llany. Th e tw o first
ve rse s ofth e song appeare d in He rd ’

s Colle ct i on , 1 776 .

Th ere is a trad i t ion at Le i th th at T i bb i e Fow ler w as a real person , and

m a rri ed , som e t i m e duri ng th e se ven te e n th cen tury, to th e re pre se n ta t i ve o f
th e a t ta i n ted fam i ly ofLogan OfRe stalr ig , w hose tow n -house , da te d 1 636,
i s sti l l po m ted o ut a t th e h ead of a stree t in Le i th , ca l led th e Sh erifii brae .

Th e m arriag e -contract be tw ee n Log an and Isabe lla Fow le r is st i l l e xtan t ,
in th e posse ssi on o fa gentlem an resident at Lai tlt —Sce Cam p bell’s H istory
ofLe ith , no te, p. 5 1 1 .
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A flie m ay fe l l her in the air,

Be fore a m an be eve n
’

d till her.

JOCKIE SAID TO JENNY.

TUNE—J ack ie sa id to J enny.

JOCKIE said to Jenny , Je nny wilt thou w ed P

Ne
’

e r a fit , quo Jenny, for my tocher-gude
Fo r my tocher-gude , I winna marry the e .

E
’

en
’

s ye l ike , q
’

uo’ Johnn ie ye m ay le t i t be

I hae gowd and ge ar ; I hae land eneuch
I hae se ven good owsen gangin ’

in a pleuch
Gangin ’

in a pleuch , and l iukiu
’ owe r the le a

And, gin ye winna tak m e
,
I can le t ye be .

I hae a gude ha’ house , a barn, and a byre ,
A stack afore the door ; I

’

ll m a k a rant in fire

I ’l l m ak a rant in fire , and merry shal l w e be
And, gin ye winna tak m e , I can le t ye be .

Je nny said to Jo ckie , Gin ye winna te ll,
Ye shal l be the lad I ’l l be the lass mysell
Ye ’

re a bonnie lad, and I
’m a lassie fre e

Ye
’

re we lcome r to tak m e than to le t m e be ) “

BLINK OVER THE BURN, SWEET
BETTY!

TUNE— B link over the B urn , sw ee t B e tty.

IN simme r I m aw
’

d my m eadows,
In harve st I shure my corn

In winte r I marrie d a widow
I wish I w as fre e the m o m I

From th e T ea -Tab le M isce llany, ( 1 794) wh ere it is m arked w i th th e
s igna ture Z , ind i ca t ing
Jooki e and Je nny, i t m ust be Obse rve d , w e re nam e s w h ich , fo r a long

th a t i t w as th e n a song of unknown an t iqu i ty.

riod pre v ious to th e e arly part of th e last cen tury, acted as ge neral ti t es
fo r e ve ry Scotti sh pa ir in hum ble l ife . Th e m a le nam e , in particular, w as
th en invariab ly use d by th e Engl ish as appropria te to th e pe rsoni fied id e a
ofa Scotsm an—exact ly as Sandy i s used at th e present day.
1 From Herd ’

s Collection, 1 776.
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Blink over the burn, swe e t Be tty,
Blink over the burn to m e

Oh , it is a thousand pitie s,
But I w as a widow * fo r the e .

WILL YE GANG TO THE HIGHLANDS .

TUNE The Yow e-buchts.

WILL ye gang W 1 m e , Lizzy Lindsay,
Wil l ye gang to the Highlands w i

’

m e ?

Will ye gang W l m e , Lizzy L indsay,
My bride and my darl ing to be P

To gang to the Highlands w 1 you, sir,
I dinna ken ho w that m ay be

For I ke n nae the land that ye l ive in,
Nor ken I the lad I’m gaun w i

’

.

O L izzy, lass, ye maun ken l ittle ,
If sae ye dinna ken m e

FOi my name is Lord Ronald MacDonald,
A chie ftain 0

’ high degi e .e

She has kilte d her coats 0’ gre en satin,
She has kilte d them up to the kne e ,

And she ’s afl
’

w i
’

Lord Ronald MacD onald,
His bride and his darl ing to be .

HAUD AWA FRAE ME
,
DONALD .

TUNE—Donald .

DONALD .

O COM E aw a
,
come aw a,

Come aw a w 1 m e , Je nny l

Sic fi owns I canna bear frae ane ,

Whase smile s ance l avish ’d m e , Jenny.

In Scotland, w idow signifie s m ale and fem ale indiscrim inate ly.

“
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And now for e ve r baud aw a,

Haud aw a frae m e , Donald 1
Sae , se e k a heart that’s like your aim ,
And come nae m air to m e , Donald

For I
’ll re serve myse l l fo r ane ,

Fo r ane that’s like r m e , Donald.

If sic a ane I canna find,
I’l l ne

’

er lo
’

e m an , nor the e , Donald .

DONALD .

Then I’m the m an , and fause report
Has only tauld a lie , Jenny ;

To try thy truth, and make us sport ,
The tale w as raise d by m e , Je nny .

JENNY.

When this ye prove , and stil l can love ,
Then com e aw a to m e , Donald

I’m we e l content n e ’e r to repen t
That I hae smiled on the e , Donald 1

HAUD AWA FRAE ME, DONALD .

TUNE—Donald.

O, WILL ye hae ta tartan plaid,
Or will ye hae ta ring, m atam ?

Or wil l ye hae ta kiss 0
’

m e P

And tat’s a pre tty ting, matam l
Haud aw a , bide aw a,

Haud aw a frae m e , Donald !
I’ll n e ither kiss nor hae ta ring
Nae tartan plaids for m e , Donald !

O, se e you no t he r ponny progue s,
Her fe cke t-pla id , plue , cre en , matam

Her tw a short hose , and her t w a spo igs ,
And shouder-pe lt ape enfit m atam ?

From th e Tea-Tab le Misce llany, 1 724. 1 Above .
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Haud aw a, bide aw a,

Bide aw a frae m e , Donald !
Nae shoude r-be lts, nae trinkabouts,
Nae tartan hose for m e , Donald

Her can pe show a pe tte r hough
Tan him tat we ars ta croun, matam

He rse ll hae pistol and claymore ,
To flie ta L allant loon ,

’

matam .

Haud aw a, baud aw a,
Haud aw a frae m e , Donald !

Fo r a
’ your boughs and warlike arms,

You’

re no a match fo r m e , Donald .

Hersell has a short coat pi pote ,
No trail my fe e ts a t rin, matam

A cutty sark of good barn she e t,
My motter she pe spin, matam .

Haud aw a, baud aw a,

Haud aw a frae m e , Donald
Gae bame and hap your nake d boughs,
And fash nae m air

'

w i
’

m e , Donald .

Ye
’

s ne
’

er pe pidden work a turn
At o ny kind 0

’ spin , matam ;

But shug your le nno in a skull ,
And t idel Highland sing, matam .

Haud aw a, baud aw a
,

Haud aw a frae m e
,
Donald !

’

Your jogging sculls and Highland sang
Will sound but harsh w i ’ m e , Donald .

In ta morning, when him rise ,
Ye

’

s ge t fre sh wheyfo r t ea , matam
Swe e t milk and ream as much you ple ase ,
Far she eper tan Bobe e , matam .

Haud aw a, baud aw a,
Haud aw a frae m e , Donald !

I winna quit my morn ing’s t e a
Your whe y wil l ne

’

e r agre e , Donald.

Haper Gae l ic ye
’se pe le arn ,

And tat
’s ta ponny spe ak, matam ;
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Ye ’se ge t a she e se , and putte r kirn
Come w i’ m e kin ye like , matam .

Haud aw a, baud aw a,
Haud aw a frae m e , Donald

Your Gae l ic and your Highland che er
Will n e ’

er gae down w i
’

m e , Donald .

Fait, ye
’se pe ge t a siller pro tch,

Pe pigge r tan ta moon , matam
Ye ’se ride in currach ’ste ad o’ coach

,

And w ow put ye ’ l l pe fine , matam .

Haud aw a, baud aw a,
Haud aw a frae

'

m e , Donald !
Fo r a

’ your Highland raritie s ,
Ye ’

re no a match for m e
,
Donald .

What ’tis ta w ay tat ye
’l l pe kind

To a pre tty m an l ike m e , matam !
Sae lang’s claymore hangs py my side
I’l l n efer marry t e e , matam

0 , come aw a, come aw a,

Come aw a w i
’

m e , Donald !
I wadna quit m y Highland m an ;

Frae Lawlands se t m e fre e , Donald ! T

DAME, DO THE THING WHILK I

DESIREJ;

GET up, gudewife , don on your claise ,
And to the marke t m ak you boune
Tis lai i g tim e sin

’ your n e ebors rase ;
They’re we e l n igh gotten into the toune .

Boat.
i From Herd’s Collection , 1 776. Ri tson expresses a conjecture , that this

i s th e song to w h ich th e nam e and th e tun e orig inally b e long ed ; but as i t
d id no t appear in any coll ect ion t i l l fifty ye ars afte r th e pre ced ing song
Was pub l i sh ed i n th e T e a-Table M i sce l lany, and as i ts lan age and hu
m our ev i d en tly b e long to a late r age , I am tem pted to th inflii

l

th at th e re

verse w as the case .

l Th i s curious o ld song , w hich se em s to belong to th e sam e class Of hu
m orons Scot t i sh com po sm ons W i th the Barring o’ th e Door.

”
and Tak

your auld Cloak about
’

ye ,
” is given by Ri tson , in h i s Scoti sh Son s,

1 794, from a m anuscript of Charles th e Fi rst’s t im e , in the Bri ti sh u
seum , (Bib. Sloan .
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Gudeman, ye m ay we e l a-begging gang,
Ye se em sae we e l t o be ar the pocke :

Ye m ay as we e l gang sune as syne ,
To se ek your me at am ang gude folke .

In ilka house ye ’ll ge t a locke ,*
When ye come whar your gossips dwe ll .
Nay, 10 you luik sae like a gow ke ,

I ’l l do but what I l ist myse ll.

Gudewife , you promised, when w e were
That ye w ad m e truly obey ;

Me ss John can witne ss what you said,
And I ’l l go fe tch him in this day :

And gif that haly m an will say,
Ye ’se do the thing that I de syre ,
Then sal l w e sune end up this fray,

And ye sal l do what I re quire .

I now the r care for John no r Jacke
I’l l tak my pleasure at my e ase ;

I care no t what you say a placke
Ye m ay go fe tch him gin ye ple ase .

And, gin ye wan t an e of a me ase ,
Ye m ay e

’

e n gae fe tch the de il frae he lle ;
I w ad you w ad le t your japin ce ase ,

Fo r I’ll do but what I like mysell.

We l l , sin
’ it wil l nae be tte r bee ,

I’ll tak my share o r a
’

be e gane
The warst card in my hand sal l fle e ,
And, i

’ faith, I w ait I can shifte fo r ane .

I ’ll se l l the plow, and lay t o wadd the waine ,
And the gre ate st spender sall be are the be ll
And then , when all the gude s are gane ,

Dame , do the thing ye list yoursell.

if Handful.



THE HAWTHORN TREE.

TUNE— There g row s a bonn ie B ri er B ush .

O SWEET are the blossoms o’ the haw thorn tree ,
The bonnie m ilky blossom s o ’

the hawthorn tre e ,

Whe n the saft w astlin wind , as it w ande rs owe r the le a ,
Com e s lade n w i

’

the bre a th o’ the hawthorn tre e .

Love ly is the rose in the de w y m onth 0
’ Jun e ,

And the lily ge nt ly bending be ne ath the sunny noon ;
But the de w y rose , no r lily fa ir, is half sae swe e t to

m e ,

As the bonn ie milky blossoms o’ the hawthorn tre e .

0 , blythe a t fa ir and marke t fu’

aften bae I be en ,
And w i

’

a crony frank and lea] som e happy hours I
’

ve

se en
But the blythe st hours I e

’

e r e njoy
’

d we re sha re d, my
love , W I the e ,

In the glo am in
’

,

’

n e ath the bonn ie bonn ie hawthorn
tre e .

Swe e tly sang the blackbird, low in the woody glen ,

And fragrance swe e t spre ad on the gale
,
licht owe r the

dewy pla in ;
But thy saft voice and sighing bre ath we re swe e te r far

t o m e ,

While w hispe ring 0
’ love bene ath the hawthorn tre e .

Auld Tim e m aywave his dusky wing, and Chance m ay
cast his die ,

And the ra inbow -hue s o’ flatt ’ring hope m ay darken in
the sky,

Gay sum m er pass, and winte r stalk stern owe r the fro
‘
ze n le a ,

No r le af n or m ilky blossom de ck the hawthorn tre e ;

But st ill
’

d maun be the pulse that wake s this glowing
he art of m ine ,

For m e nae mair the spring maun bud , nor summe r
blossoms shine

,



And low maun be my hame , swe e t maid, ere I be false
to the e ,

Or forge t the vows I breathed beneath the hawthorn

THE POETS, WHAT FOOLS THEY’RE
TO DEAVE US.

ROBERT G ILF ILLAN .

TUNE—Fy, let us a
’
to the br idal.

THE poe ts, what fools they
’

re to ( leave us,
How ilka an e

’s lassie
’s sae fine

The tan e is an ange l— and, save us !
The n e ist ane you me e t w i’s divine

And then there ’s a lang-nebbit sonne t,
Be

’

t Katie , or Jane t, o r Jean ;
And the moon , or some far-aw a plane t

’s
Compare d to the blink 0

’

her e en .

The earth an’

the sea they’ve ransacki t

For sim
’

lie s to se t offthe ir charms
And no a w e e flow

’

r but’s attackit
By poe ts, like bum bee s, i ii swarms.

Now, what sign ifie s a
’ this clatte r,

By chie ls that the truth winn‘

a te l l ?
Wad it no he se ttlin

’

the matter
,

To say, Lass, ye
’

re just like your se l l ?

An
’ then there ’s nae end to the e vil,
Fo r they are no deaf to the din

Tbat l ike m e ony puir luckle ss de evil
Daur scarce look the gate they are in !

But e ’e n le t them b e , w i
’ the ir sco rnin

’

:

There ’s a lassie whase name I could te l l
Her smile is as swe e t as the m ornin

’

But whisht ! I am ravin ’ myse l l .

But he that 0 ’

ravin’s convickit ,
When a bonnie swe e t lass he thinks on,
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CAM YE BY ATHOLE.

HOGG .

CAM ye by Athole brae s, lad w i
’

the philabeg,
Down by the Tumme l , o r banks of the Garry ?

Saw ye m y lad, w i
’ his bonne t and white cockade ,

Le aving his m ountains to follow Prince Charlie ?
Charl ie , Charl ie , w ha wadna follow the e P
Lang hast thou loved and truste d us fairly !

Charlie , Charlie , w ha w adna follow the e P
King of the Highland he arts, bonny Prince

Charl ie

I hae but ae son , my brave young Donald !
But

,
if I had t e n

,
the y should follo w Gle ngary

Heal th to MacD onald and gallan t Clan -Ronald ,
For they are the m en that w ad die for the ir Charl ie .

Charlie , Charlie , 850.

I ’ll to Lochie l , and Appin , and kn e e l t o them
Down by Lord Murray, and Roy of Kildarlie ;

Brave MacInto sh he shall fly t o the fie ld w ith them ;

They are the lads I can trust w i’ my Charl ie .

Charl ie , Charl ie , 850.

Down through the L ow lands,dow n w i
’

the Whigam ore ,

Loyal true Highlande rs, down w i
’

the m rare ly !
Ronald and Donald, drive o n with the braid claymore ,
Ove r the n e cks of the foe s of Prince Charlie !

Charl ie , Charlie , 8 m .

THERE GROWS A BONNIE BRIER BUSH .

TUNE— There g row s a bonn ie B r ie r B ush.

THERE grow s a bo nn ie brier bush in our ka il- yard
The re gro w s a bonn ie brie r bush in our kail-yard
And o n that bonn ie bush the re ’s tw a rose s I lo e de ar,
And they

’

re busy busy court ing in our kail -yard .
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The y shal l hing nae mair upon the bush in our kail-yard,
The y shal l hing nae ma ir upon the bush in our kai l-yard
The y shal l bob o n Athole gre en, and there the y will be

se en ,
And the rocks and the tre e s shal l be the ir safe guard.

O my bonn ie bonnie flouirs, the y shal l bloom owe r
them a

’

,

When the y gang to the dancin
’

in Carl isle ha’

Where Donald and Sandy, I
’m sure , wil l ding them a

’

,

When they gang to the dancin
’

in Carl isle ha ’

.

0 what wi l l I do fo r a lad, whe n Sandy gangs aw a P
0 what will I do fo r a lad, when Sandy gangs aw a ?
I will aw a to Edinburgh , and w in a pe nny fe e ,
And se e gin o ny bonn ie laddie

’

ll fancy m e .

He
’

s com ing frae the north that’s to marry m e ,

He
’

s coming frae the north that ’s t o m arry m e

A fe a the r in his bonne t , a rose abune his bre e
He

’

s a bonnie bonnie lad, an yo u be he .

‘

THE LAIRD O ’

COCKPEN.

T UNE— The La ird 0
’

C ockp cn.

TH E Laird o’ Co ckpe n , he
’

s proud an
’

he
’

s great ;
His mind is ta ’

e n up w i
’

the things 0 ’

the state
He wante d a wife his braw house to ke ep ;
But favour w i’ w o o in ’

w as fashio ns to se ek.

Doun by the dyke -side a lady did dwe l l ,
At his table -he ad he thought she ’d look we ll
M‘Clish

’

s ae daughte r 0
’

Clave rse -ha
’

L e e ,
A peiinyle ss lass w i

’

a lang pe digr e e .

His wig w as we e l pouther
’

d , as guid as whe n new ,

His wai stcoat w as w hit e , his coat it w as blue
He put o n a ring, a sword , and co ck

’

d hat

And w ha could re fuse the La ird w i
’

a
’ that ?

From Mr Hogg ’s Jacob ite Re l ics.
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He t ook the grey mare , and rade cannilie

And rapped at the ye tt o
’

Claverse -ha
’

L e e ;

Gae te ll Mistre ss Je an to come spe edily ben
She ’s wanted to speak w i

’

the Laird o’ Co ckpen .

Mistre ss Jean she w as makin ’

the e lder-flow e r win e ;
And what brings the Laird at sic a l ike time P”

She put afl
’

her apron , and on he r silk gown ,
He r mutch w i

’

red ribbons, and gaed aw a down .

And when she cam hen , he boued fu
’ low ;

And what w as his e rrand he soon le t he r know.

Amaze d w as the Laird, w hen the lady said, Na,
And w i

’

a laigh curtsie she turne d aw a .

Dum founder
’

d he w as, but nae sigh did he gie
He m oun te d his mare , and rade cann ilie ;
And

'

aften he thought , as he gae d through the glen,
She ’s daft to re fuse the Laird o’ Co ckpen .

”

And now that the Laird his exit had made ,
Mistre ss Je an she refle cte d o n what she had said ;
Oh fo r ane I ’ll ge t be tte r, it

’s waur I’l l ge t t en
I w as daft to re fuse the Laird o’ Co ckpe n .

Ne ist time that the Laird and the lady we re se en ,
They were gaun arm in arm to the kirk o n the gre en
Now she sit s in the ha

’ l ike a we e l-tappit hen ,
But as ye t there

’s nae chicken s appe are d at Co ckpenfi“

THE KAIL-BROSE OF AULD SCOTLAND
.

TUNE— The Roast-beef
'

ofOld E ng land.

WHEN our ancient fore fathe rs agre e d w i’ the laird
Fo r a w e e pie ce 0

’ grund, t o be a ka il -yard,
It w as to the brose that the y paid t he ir regard

O the ka il-brose o’ auld Scotland, .

And 0 the auld Scottish kail-brose .

th e excep tion
.

of th e tw o last verse s, (wh ich are sup
the com posn ion of the accom pli sh ed authoress of
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OH,
ARE YE SLEEPIN

’

, MAGGIE ?

TANNAH ILL .

TUNE—S leepy M agg ie .

O
, ARE ye sle epin

’

, Maggie ?
O

, are ye sle e pin
’

, Maggie ?
L e t m e in , fo r loud the linri
Is roarin ’

o
’

e r the warlock craigie

Mirk and rainy is the n ight ;
No a starn in a

’

the cai
'ie ;

Ligh tn ings gle am a thwart the lift ,
And winds drive o n w i

’ win t e r
’

s fury.

Fearfu
’ soughs the boor-tre e bank ;

The rifte d w ood roars wild and drearie ;
Loud the iron ye tt doe s clank
And cry 0

’ howle t s m aks m e e e rie .

Aboon m y breath I daurna speak ,
Fo r fe ar I raise your w aukrife daddy ;

Cauld’s the blast upon m y che ck ;
0 rise , rise , m y bonny lady !

She ope d the door ; she le t him in ;
He cuist aside his dre epin

’ plaidie ;

m ul ti tudinous im pression of Burns
’
s poem s w as issued next spring

from a ri va l t i n t ing
-h ouse , and Mr cursed th e m a l-a -

p mp os cau

t io usncss w h i c had lost h i m so exce llen t and so p ro m ism g a Jo b. With
th e usua l b l indness ofall pe rsons connected Wi th h i s profe ssion , w h i ch sup
pose s, that because one th ing h as succee d ed , anoth e r th ing of th e sam e ex

terna l nature Wi ll also succe ed , h e re solved no t to le t sl i p anoth er o ppo rtu
n i t ofprin ti ng th e efi

’
usions ofa rust ic m use . It fe l l to th e lo t ofMr Sh e

ri to afford h i m th i s opportun i ty. Th e Abe rd e e n sh i re poe t w as o ne ofth e

very first ofthose ind iv i duals w h o w e re e ncourage d by th e success o fBurns
to atte m pt sim i lar poe t ical publicat i on s. Mr th e prin te r, agre ed ,W i thout a m om en t

’
s hesita t i on , to unde rtake th e ri sk ofputt ing h i s lucu

brat i on s i nto th e sh ape of a book . An e norm ous e d i t i on w as pri n te d in
tw o duod e ci m o volum es. T h e w ork w a s pub lish e d but , alas fo r th e cal
cula t i o ns ofth e pub l i sh e r, al th ough th e po e try posse ssed a e r respectable
d egre e o fm e ri t, an d se e m ed to b e exact ] ofth e sam e sort w i t that ofth e
Ayrsh i re bard , a t i th e of i t d id n o t se l Th e lucky m om en t and th e
lucky m an w e re lost ; and Mr in add i t ion to h is form e r n e gat i ve
m i sfortun e , h ad no w to regre t one o f a po suive nature , and wh i ch w as ten
t i m e s h ard er to be ar.

Th is anecdote , th e p oet icalj ustice of w h ich is ve r striking , m ay be d epen ded o u as true , be ing d e ri ved from th e m e m ory 0 a re spe ctab le pri n te r ,
w ho w as in Mr

’

s em ploym en t at th e tim e wh en th e whole circum
stances took place .
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Blaw your warst , ye wind and ra in ,
Since , Maggie , now I

’

m in be side ye !

No w , since ye
’

re w aukin
’

, Maggie ,
Now, since ye

’

re w aukin
’

, Maggie ,
What care I fo r how le t ’s cry,
For boor- tre e bank and w arlock craggie

WE’

LL MEET BESIDE THE DUSKY
GLEN.

TANNAH ILL .

TUNE— There g row s a bonnie B rier B ush .

WE’L L me e t be side the dusky glen o n you burn
v side ,

Whe re the bushe s form a co zie de n , o n you burn -side
Though the broom y know e s be gre e n ,
Ye t the re w e m ay be se e n ;

But we ’ll me e t— we ’ll me e t at e ’

en , down by yo n burn
side .

I
’

l l le ad the e to the birke n bowe r o n yo n burn-side ,
Sae sw e itly wove w i

’

w oodbin e flo w e r, o n you bum
side

The re the busy prying eye

Ne
’

e r disturbs the love r’s jo y,
While i n othe r’s arms the y lie , down by you burn -side .

Aw a , ye rude unfe e lin
’ cre w , frae yon burn -side 1

Those fa iry sce ne s are n o fo r you, by yo n burn -side
The re fan cy sm ooths he r the m e ,

By the sw e e t ly m urm urin
’ stre am ,

And the rock lodge d e choe s skim , down by you burn
side .

Now the plantin ’

taps are t inge d W 1 gowd on you

burn - side ,
And glo am in

’

draws he r foggie shroud o
’

e r you burn
side
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Far frae the noisy scene ,
I ’ll through the

'

fields a lane ;
There we ’ll m e e t, m y ain de ar Jean l down by you

burn ~ side .

LUCKY NANSY.

MODERN I SED BY LORD PRE S IDENT FORBES .

TUNE—Da inty Davie.

WH ILE fops, in saft Ital ian vers e ,
Ilk fair an e ’s e en and bre ist rehe arse ;
While sangs abound, and w it is scarce ,
The se l in e s I have indite d

But n e ither darts n or arrows, here ,
Venus nor Cupid, shal l appear ;
Although with the se fine sounds, I swear,
The ma idens are de lighte d.
I w as aye te l ling you,
Lucky Nansy, Lucky Nansy,

Auld springs w ad ding the n ew ,

But ye w ad never trow m e .

Nor snaw with crimson will I m ix
,

To spread upon my lassie ’s che eks ;
And syne the unme an ing name prefix,
Miranda, Cloe , Phillis ;

I ’ll fe tch nae sim ile frae Jove ,
My he ight of e cstasy to prove ,
Nor sighing— thus— pre sent my love
With rose s eke and l ilie s.

But, stay— I had amaist forgot
My m istre ss, and my sang to boot,
An d that’s an unco faut , I wot
But, Nansy,

’

t is nae matter
Ye se e I clink my ve rse w i

’

rhyme ,
And ken ye that atone s the crime
Forbye , how swe e t my numbe rs chime ,
And glide away like water !
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Ha-diddle , how-didille , ha -diddle , how-diddle ,wen t the
pipe rs thre e

Fiddle -d iddle , fiddle -diddle , we nt the fiddle rs thre e
And the re ’s n o a lass in a

’

the land,
Com pare d to our swe e t Marjorie .

Old King Coul w as a jolly old son],
And a jo lly old soul w as he

Old King Coul , he had a brow n bow l ,
And the y brough t him in harpers thre e

Tw ingle - tw angle , tw ingle -t w angle , we nt the harpe rs
Ha-diddle , ho w -diddle , ha -diddle , how-diddle , we nt the

pipe rs
Fiddle -diddle , fiddle -diddle , went the fiddle rs thre e
And the re ’s n o a lass in a

’

the land,
Com pare d to our sw e e t Marjorie .

Old King Coul w as a jolly old soul,
And a jolly old soul w as he

Old King Coul
,
he had a brow n bowl

,

And the y brought him in trum pe te rs thre e
Tw arra -rang, tw arra-rang, wen t the trum pe te rs
Tw ingle -twangle , twingle -tw angle , w e n t the harpe rs ;
Ha-diddle , bow -diddle , ha-diddle , ho w -diddle

,
we n t the

pipe rs
Fiddle -diddle , fiddle -diddle , w e n t the fiddle rs thre e
And the re ’s no a lass in a

’ Scot land,
Com pare d t o swe e t Marjorie .

Old King Coul w as a jolly old soul,
And a jo lly old soul w as he ;

Old King Coul , he had a brow n bowl ,
And the y brought him in drum me rs thre e

Rub-a-dub, rub-a-dub
,
we nt the drum m e rs ;

Tw arra-rang, tw arra-rang, went the trumpe t ers
Twingle -twangle , twingl e -tw angle ,

'

w e n t the harpers
Ha-diddle , how-diddle , ha - diddle , how-diddle , went

the pipe rs
Fiddle -diddle , fiddle -diddle , we n t the fiddle rs thre e
And there ’ s no a lass in a

’

the land ,
Compare d to sw e e t Marj o riefi"

i t From Herd ’s Collect ion, 1 776 .
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OVER THE WATER TO CHARLIE.

[JAco s i TE SONG .]

T UNE— Over the Wa ter to Charlie .

COM E
,
boat m e owe r, come , ro w m e owe r,

Come , boat m e owe r to Charlie ;
I ’l l gie John Ross ano the i bawbe e ,
To fe rry m e ow e r t o Charlie .

We
’ll ove r the wate r, and ove r the se a ,

We
’ll ove r the wate r to Charlie

Come we e l , come w o e , we
’l l gather and

And l ive and die w i
’ Charlie .

It
’

s we e l I lo e my Charl ie ’s name ,
Though some the re be that abhor him

But O
,
to se e Auld Nick gaun hame ,

And Charlie
’s fae s be fore him i

I swe ar by moon and stars sae brich t ,
And the sun that glance s e arly,

If I had twenty thousand l ive s,
I’d gie them a

’

fo r Charl ie .

I ance had sons, I now hae nane

I bre d them , toiling sairly
.

And I w ad hear them a
’

aga in ,
And lose them a

’

for Charl ie I

THE WAEFU’ HEART .

TUNE The w aefu
’
hea rt.

GIN l ivin
’ worth could w in my heart,

You would no t spe ak i n va in ;
But i n the darksome grave it’s laid,
Ne ve r to rise again .

My wae fu’ he art lie s low W 1 his,
Whose he art w as only mine
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And, oh l what a heart w as that to lose
But I maun no repine .

Ye t , oh i gin heaven in mercy soon
Would grant the boon I crave ,

And take this life , n ow nae

Sin
’ Jamie ’s in his grave

And se e , his gentle spirit come s,
To show m e on my w ay ;

Surprised, nae doubt, I st ill am here ,
Sair wonde ring at my stay.

I come , I come , my Jam ie dear ;
And, oh , w r what gude will

I follow, where soe
’

e r ye lead 1
Ye canna lead to ill.

She said, and soon a de adly pale
Her fade d che ek po sse ss

’

d

Her wae fu’ he art forgot t o beat ;
Her sorrows sunk to re st.ale

CUTTIE’S WEDDING.

TUNE—Cuttie’s Wedding .

BUSK and go
,
busk and go

,

Busk and go to Cuttie ’s we dding
Wha w ad be the lass o r lad
That wadna gang an they were hidde n ?

Cuttie he ’

s a lang m an ,

0 he ’ll ge t a l ittle w ifie
But he ’ll tak on to the town l oan
When she taks on he r fickie -fykie .

Cuttie he cam here ye stre en ;
Cuttie he fe l l ower the midden

i t From Johnson’s Musical Museum , vol. III. 1 790.
2
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There ’s nane o’ them yours, but there
’s tw a o’ them

m ine ,
And the lave is our John H ighlandman s .

MAGGIE LAUDERRF

SEMPLE .

TUNE—Magg ie Lauder.

WHA wadna be in love
Wi’ bonn ie Maggie Laude r P

A piper m e t he r gaun t o Fife ,
And spie r

’

d what was ’t they ca
’

d

R ich t scornfully she answ e r
’

d him ,

Begone , you hallanshake r l 1
Jog on your gate , you bladde rskate
My name is Maggie Lauder.

Maggie l quoth he ; and, by my bags,
I’m fidgin

’ fain to se e the e l
Sit doun by m e , my bonn ie bird ;
In troth I winna ste er the e

For I
’m a pipe r to my trade ;

My nam e is Rob the Ranter
The lasse s loup as they we re daft,
When I blaw up my chanter.

Piper, quo Meg, hae ye your bags,
Or is your drone in order P

From Herd’s Collection, 1 776.
1 Th is o ld song , so pregnan t w i th Scot tish naivete and energy, is

m uch re lish ed by all ranks, notw i ths tand ing i ts broad w i t and palpab le allu
sions. Its language is a precious m ode l of im i tat ion ; sly, Sprigh t ly, and
forcibly expre ssive . Maggie ’s tongue w ags o ut th e n icknam e s of Rob th e
Pipe r W i th a ll th e care le ss ligh tsom ene ss ofunre strain ed gaie ty.

” —BUnNS .

1: Ha lla nsha/cer is w h at th e o ld pe ople ca l l a ra m b l ing m isch ievous fe l
low ; one w h o sods up th e burns, ti e s th e doors , and w orks oth e r pranks of
innocen t m e rrim ent. T h e h a llan i s a bund le com posed of th e longest
broom , en tw isted W i th w i llow s, placed m ovab le to w ard th e w ind from th e
door. Th e part i t ion wh ich d i vid ed th e spence from th e h al l w as fre quently
nam ed th e Hal lan , ’ be ing form e d ofSi m i lar m ateria ls.

”—CROMEK .

fl 5 ‘ Bladderskate ough t t o be B leth er-skyte . Ye ble th eri n
’ loon , ’ Ye

v ile sk te ,
’
are te rm s of fam i li ar reproach st i l l in use , and are innocen t]

applic to th ose sa t iric rogue s w h o h ave th e art ofm inglin falsehood w i t
truth w i th ad m irab le art , annoying w i th i t the sage rem ar s of the sobe ra
m i nded and Wise .” —IDEM.
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If ye be Rob, I
’

ve he ard 0
’ you

Live you upo’ the Borde r ?
The lasse s a

’

, baith far and n e ar,

Have he ard 0
’ Rob the Ran te r

I’ll shake my foot w i’ richt gude will,
Gif ye ’l l blaw up your chanter.

Then to his bag s he fle w W i spee d ;
About the dron e he twiste d

Me g up and w allo p
’

d owe r the gre en
Fo r brawly could she frisk it i

We e l done I quo he . Play up i quo she .

We e l bobb’

d l quo B ob the Ran te r ;
It

’

s worth my while to play, inde ed,
Whe n I hae sic a dance r 1

We e l hae ye play
’

d your part i quo Meg
Your che cks are l ike the crimson 1

The re ’s nan e in Scotland plays sae we e l ,
Sin

’

w e lost Habbie Sim pso nfi
“

I
’

ve l ive d in Fife , baith maid and wife ,
This t en ye ars and a quarte r ;

Gin ye should come to An ste r Fain
-

l
Spie r ye fo r Maggie L aude rgl:

A ce lebrated p i r at K ilbarch an , Renfrew sh ire , whose m em ory and
m eri t s are preserve in an exce ll en t e legy by Sem ple . He flourish ed about
th e m iddle ofth e seven te en th cen tury .

t In consequen ce of an e n thusi asm upon such subjects, th e writer of
th ese pages d id no t n eg lect , on v isi t ing An struth e r, to spie r fo r MaggieLaude r. He w as please d to fin d , tha t th e i nhab i tan ts ofth e town have no t
on ly preserved th e trad i ti on ofh e r exi stence , but e ven know the exact place
ofh e r resid ence . Sh e l ived , and pract i sed ( i t se e m s) no t th e m ost reputa
ble profession , in th e E a st Green ofAnster , a lo w stre e t, conn ecting th e

town Wi th th e ad ’

acen t fish ing
-V i l lage ofCe llardyk es. He r house w as a co t

of o ne story , an stood upon th e n orth Sid e of th e stree t, a t th e w est end
o ftw o m ore m od e rn l i ttle co t e s , alm ost opposite to a tannery. T h e spot
is n o w occupied by a gard en. w ich extends a good w ay back. Th e h ouse
i tse lfhas no t e i t i sted w i th i n th e m e m ory ofth e prese n t ge ne ration ; but all
th e people concur in pa in ting o ut th i s as i ts si te . I t o n h t, h ow e ver , to be
m ent i oned , th at , in Opposi t i on to th e popular lege n re

g
ard ing this re

n ow ne i

g
lady, th e Ansti uth e r fam i ly h ave a trad i ti on tha t s e w as a pe rson

o f co n i tiou, and conn ected w ith th e ir anci ent house .

"—Picture of Scot
la nd , vol. 2, a rticle F I F E .

1 From Herd ’

s Collect ion , 1 776. It is certa in ly a start ling fact, and one
wh i ch m i li ta tes strong ly aga inst th e trad i t ion of Se m ple ’s authorship, that
th e song does no t appear in the T ea-Table M isce llany.



THE Q UEEN OF SLUTS .

[FROM REC ITAT IONJ

I MARR IED a wife , and I broch t he r hame
Sing n iddle , sing noddle , sing n o o , n o o , no o l

I se t he r i’ the neuk, and I ca
’

d he r dam e

Sing ben willie walle ts , sing n iddle , sing noddle
Sing n iddle , sing noddle , sing no o , no o , no o l

I bocht my wife twenty m ilk-kye ;
Sing n iddle , sing noddle , 8 m .

She sat 1 the n euk t ill she drank them dry ;
Sing ben willie walle ts, 8 m .

When she kirn
’

d, she kiru
’d in a boot ;

Sing n iddle , sing noddle , Sac.

And, inste ad 0
’

the kirn -staff, she stapp
’

d in her kute ;
Sing ben willie walle ts, &c.

She ro astit a hen , baith fe athers and guts
Sing n iddle , sing n oddle , Sac.

I think that m y wife w as the Que en 0
’

Sluts I
Sing ben willie w alle ts, .8t c.

My wife she took a pain in he r head ;
Sing n iddle , sing noddle , 860.

And the Lord be praise d l fo r no o she is dead l
Sing he n willie walle ts, 850.

I wish the m o m m ay be a gude day
Sing n iddle , sing noddle , si ng n o o , n o o , no o i

To ge t the auld filthy slu t ho ist it away
Sing he n willie walle t s , sm g n iddle , sing noddle ;
Sing niddle , sing noddle , sing no o , no o , no o i

i f Ankle .
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BRUCE’S ADDRESS

TO HI S TROOP S BEFORE THE BATTLE OF
BANNOCKBURN.

BURNS .

TUNE—H ey ta ttie tai ttie.

SCOTS
, w ha hae w i

’ Wallace ble d l
Scots, Wham Bruce has aften led !
We lcome t o your gory be d,
Or to victorie l

Now’s the day, and now’s the hour
Se e the front of battle l our
Se e approach proud Edward’s power
Chains and slaverie l

Wha will be a traitor knave
Wha can fil l a coward’s grave P
Wha sae base as be a slave
L e t him turn and fle e

Wha, for Scotland
’s king and law ,

Fre e dom’s sword will strongly draw,

Fre eman stand, o r fre eman fa
’

,

L e t him follow m e l

By oppre ssion ’s woe s and pains ,
By your sons in servile chains,
We will drain our deare st ve ins,
But they shal l be fre e .

L ay the proud usurpe rs low l
Tyrants fal l in e ve ry fo e !
Libe rty’s in e very blow l
L e t us do or die l

Burns conce ived th is m ost spirited lyric wh ile ri d ing , along w ith Mr

Sym e ofDumfries, o n a storm n igh t, (July o r August th rough the
“ his w h i ch intervene be tw i xt enm ure and Ga te house , in Gal loway. He
adopted th e a ir of He tutti e ta itti e ,

”
because h e had h eard a trad i tion

in d ifferent parts ofSco and , and especially near Stirling, that that was th e
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SYMON BRODIE.

TUN IB—Sym on B rodie.

SYMON Brodie had a cow
The co w w as lost , and he couldna find her

a ir to wh ich th e Scot tish troops m arch ed , in going forward to encounter the
Ench sh at th e ba t t le o fBann ockb urn .

T h e a i r of He y tutt i e ta i . ti e
”
see m s to be al lude d to in th e follow ing

curious poe m , wh ich appe ars to h ave be en pub l i sh ed , fo r th e first and only
t i m e . in Watson ’

s Co llec t ion ofSco ts Poe m s , 1 71 1 . It is on e ofa se ri es o f

com ic do gre ls, w h ich th e collector re presen ts as h avm be e n w ri t te n upon
a pub li c i o use , ke pt by o ne Pe te r But te r. a t th e g ate 0 th e Earl ofErrol’s
Cas t le o f Sla i nes, Abe rd e cnsh i re ; Wt h publ ic-house w as ca l le d , by th e
classica l Wi ts th a t fre quen ted i t , Colle gium But te rense .

” Th is pa rt icu lar
ind i vidua l of the se t , w h ich i tse lfb e ars som e rese m b lance to a song , is th e
add ress of a se t ofcand i dates to Alexander Crookshanks, patron of the
Colleg e

Most w orthy patron , we ,

Praefa i i cand ida ti ,
W ith th ’

O ld sch oolm en agree ,
As w e sha l l le t you see ,

0 Tit e, Ta te, Tat i.

'Tw as Ari stot le ’s w i sh ,
Wh o g lam t a t th e truth ,

And t ip led ike a fish ,
To drin w e l l and to
And no t to die fo r drouth .

The best o four gre at ns

Refresh
’

d h i m se lfw en dry
To Wi t , John Scot ofDuns,
S w ept Offso m any ounce ,

And gave his reasons w hy.

Borh Cart es and L e Grand ,
Though th ey d id b re ak no g lasse s,
To t i pple d id n o t stand

50 d id Pope H ild eb rand ,
As eve ry m an confesses.

Mes. George Buch anan , yea
E t m ult i re ce n

gg
res,

At ale an d usque e ,

Sat som e t im e s n i gh t and day,
And told Jus Reg m ’

stori es.

S ince Car i es to ok h is glass,
And so d id Ari sto d e ,
Le t ' s ca ll th e College Lass
Wh en th i rsty, h e

’

s an ass,

Wi th
’

s fri end W i l l baulk a bot tle.
Le t Mah om e t d rink w ine ,
And Me rcury dri nk ne ctar ;

Se t thou thy foot to m in e ,

We
’ll h old o ur a le 's as fine
As Olive r’s it Protector.

i t A Bai lie and Apoth ecary in Pe te rh ead ; a boon com panion, no t only
£2;

(
é

ra

jl
i

p
l

j
e , but also refers to his fath er’s keeping a brewery.

”
- Note by

0 c or .
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Whe n he had done what m an could do,
The cow cam

“ ham‘

e , and he i: tail behind he r.

Honest auld Symon Brodie ,
Stupid auld doitit bodie I
I’l l aw a to the North countrie ,

And se e my ain de ar Sym on Brodie .

Symon Brodie had a wife ,
And, wow but she w as braw and bonnie

She took the dish-clout afi
’

the buik,
And pre en

'

d it to he r co cke rnon ie .

Hon e st auld Symon Brodie , St effi

Th e reade r w i ll find Burns’s o wn opin ion of th is favouri te war-song , in
th e fo llo w m g le tte r, w h ich w as w ri tten by h i m , a t Dum fri es, o n th e 5 th of

Dece m ber 1 793, to a coun try e n tle m an of Pe rth sh ire , w h o w as re Si d iii g
th e re in com m and ofa party 0 Fe ncib les. I am ind eb ted fo r th i s ve ry i n

t ere st ing docum en t , w h i ch is h e re prin ted w i th all th e l i tera l pe cul i a ri t i es
o fth e origi na l, to Mr S tewart of Dalguise . It is pe rhaps o ne of th e m ost
characteri stic le tters Burns e ver wrote

S IR,
Heated as I was W i th w ine yester h t , I was pe rhaps rath e r se e m ing ly

i m pe rtin en t in m y anxious W i sh to b e onoured w i th your acquain tance .

You Wi ll forgi ve i t : ’
tw as th e im pulse ofh e artfe lt respe ct He i s th e fa

th er of th e Scotch Coun ty Reform , and i s a m an w h o doe s h onour to th e
busine ss, at th e sam e ti m e th at th e busine ss doe s h onour to h i m said m y
w orthy fri end Glenridde l, to som ebody b m e , w h o w as ta lking of your
com ing to th i s coun try W i th your corps. he n , I repl i ed , I h ave a w om an

’

s

long ing to take h i m by th e h and, and say to h i m , S ir, I h onour you as a

m an to w h om th e in te rests ofhum ani ty are clear, and as a Pa tri ot to w hom
th e Righ ts ofyour Coun try are sacred .

In t im e s such as th ese , si r, w h en o ur Com m one rs are bare ly ab le , by
th e g lim m er of th e ir own tw i l igh t unde rstand ings, to scraw l a frank ; and
w h en Lords are - w hat gen tle m e n w ould be asham e d to b e ; to w hom sh al l
a sinking coun try cal l fo r h e lp To th e ind ep endan t coun try g en tlem a n
To h im wh o h as t oo d eep a stake i n h is coun try , no t to b e i n earnest fo r
h e r w e lfare ; and w h o , i n th e h onest pride ofm an , can v iew W i th e qua l con
t em pt , th e insolence ofoffice , and th e a llure m ents ofcorrupt ion .

I m ention ed to you a Scots Od e or song I had la te ly com pose d , and
w h i ch , I th ink , h as som e m e rit. Allow m e to enclose i t. Wh en I fa l l in
W i th you a t th e Th e atre , I sh all be g lad to h ave your Opin ion ofi t. Acce pt
of i t , si r ; as a ve ry hum ble , but m ost since re tribute of re spect , from a

lif
r

ii
’

i

’

i

l

d
who , d ear as h e prize s Poe ti c Fam e , ye t h olds d earer an Indepe ndant

1 h ave th e honor to be ,

Your ve ry hum ble se rvt.
Roar. BURN s .

Tue sday m orn i ng .

it From Herd’s Colle ction, 1 776
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The Wind
’s drift ing bail and snaw

Ower frozen haggs, l ike a foot-ba ’

;

Nae stam s ke ek through the azure slit ;
’Tis cauld, and m irk as ony pit.

The m an in the m oon
Is carousing aboon ;

D
’

ye se e , d
’

ye se e , d
’

ye se e him ye t ?

Take your glass to cle ar your e en .

’Tis the e lixir he als the sple e n ;
Baith w it and m irth it will inspire ,
And gen tly be e ts the love r

’s fire .

Up in the air,
It drive s away care ;

Hae w i
’ you

, hae W i you, has w i
’ you,

Ste ek the doors ke e p out the frost ;
Com e , Willie , gie

’s about your t o ast l
Fill it , lads, and tilt i t out ,
And le t us bae a blythe so m e bout .

Up w i’t l the re , there !
Dinna cheat, but drink fair.

Huzza, huzza, and huzza, lads, ye t i

THROUGH THE WOOD, LADDIE.

TUNE— Throug h the PVood, Laddie .

O, SANDY, w hy leave thus thy Ne l ly to mourn ?
Thy pre sence could e ase m e ,

When nae thing can please m e ;

From th e T ea-Tab le M isce llany, 1 724. Th e re is an o ld ballad (of
wh i ch , how ever. I have b e en unab le to procure a copy ) th at appears to h ave
g i ven th e poe t th e first h in t o fth is com posi tion . It represe n ts a tyrann ica l
uncle pursuing a young gen tlem an , h is n e ph e w , w h o h ad just b e en p a ing
h i s ad d resse s to h i s co usm , th e daugh te r of th e sa id uncle . Th e yout ful
lover h as had th e good sense to le ave b e h ind a se rvant , o r com pan i on , W i th
i nstruct ions to m i sle ad th e vengeful m an , in case h e should com e up and
i n

qi
u i re w h i ch w ay th e fug i t ive h ad o n e . Wh e n th e uncle co m es up , th i s

i n 1vrdual answ ers to h is i nqui ri e s, t at th e pe rson h e w as i n que st o i
is up in th e air

On h i s bonn ie gray m are ,
And I see h i m , and I se e him , and I se e h im ye t.

”

T he effect ofw hich bam boozl ing is such as to perm it th e lover’s' escape.
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Now dowie I sigh on the bank 0
’

the burn ,
Or through the wood, laddie , until thou re turn .

Though woods now are bonn ie and morn ings are cle ar,
While lavrocks are siif

’

ing,
And primrose s springing ;

Ye t nan e o’ the m ple ase s my eye o r my car,

Whe n through the wood , laddie , ye dinna appe ar.

That I am forsaken , some spare n o t to te l l
I

’

m fash
’

d w i
’ the ir sco rnin ’

Ba ith e
’

enin
’

and m o rn in
’

;

The ir je e ring gae s aft t o my he art w i’ a kne ll ,
When through the wood, laddie , I wande r myse l l .

Then stay, my de ar Sandy, nae lange r away ;
But, quick as an arrow,

Haste he re t o thy marrow,

Wbn
’

s living in languor til l that happy day,
When through the wood, laddie , thegither we

’

l l gae .

*

BIDE YE YET.

TUNE— B ide ye ye t.

Orr, had I a house and a cant ie w e e fire ,
A bOnn ie w e e w ifie to pra ise and admire ,
A bonn ie w e e yardie be side a w e e burn ,

Fare w e e l t o the bodie s that yam me r and m ourn .

And bide ye ye t , and hide ye ye t ,
Ye little ke n what m ay be tide m e ye t ;
Some bonn ie w e e bodie m ay fa

’

to my lot,
.And I’l l aye be can t ic w 1 thinkin

’

o
’

t .

When
’

I gang a -fie ld and come hame at e
’

e n ,

I ’ll find m y w e e w ifie fu
’

n e at and fu
’ cle an ;

And a bonn ie w e e ba irn ie upon he r kne e ,
That ’

11 cry Papa, o r Daddie , t o m e .

From the Tea-Table Misce llany, 1 724.
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I carena a button for sacks fu
’

0
’ cash

L e t w izen
’

d auld bache lors think o n sic trash
G ie m e my de ar lassie to sit on my kne e ;
A kiss 0

’

he r m ou
’ is worth thousands t o m e .

And if the re e ver should happe n to be
A diffe rence atwe e n m y w e e w ifie and m e ;

In he arty good-hum our, al though she be t e ased,
I ’ll kiss he r and clap he r un t il she be ple ased .

*

MARY MORISONAF

BURNS .

TUNE—B ide ye ye t.

O, MARY, at thy window be
It is the w i she d, the tryst e d hour

Those sm ile s and glance s le t m e se e

That m ake the m ise r’s tre asure poor.

How blythe ly w ad I byde the stoure ,
A we ary slave frae sun t o sun ,

Could I the rich reward se cure ,
The love ly Mary Morison !

Ye stre en , w hen to the ste nte d string
The dance gae d through the licht it ha’

,

To the e my fancy took its wing
I sat , but n e ithe r he ard n o r saw .

Though this w as fair, and that w as braw,

And you the toast O
’

a
’

the town ,
I sigh

’

d, and said am ang them a
’

,

Ye are na Mary Morison .

O, Mary, canst thou wre ck his pe ace ,
Wha fo r thy sake w ad gladly (le e ?

Or canst thou bre ak that he art of his ,
Whase

.
only faut is loving the e

at From Herd ’
s Colle ction , 1 776.

1 Th e h igh se n t im ent o fth i s song and e spee i all ofi ts second verse has
be en rem arked byMr Hazli tt i n one

’

ofh i s cri tical
y

publicat ions.
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Ocho n , ochon, oh, Donald, oh l
Ochon , ochon, o chrie !

Nae woman in this w arld wide
Sae wre tche d now as m e .

*

A RED RED ROSE.

BURNS .

TUNE- u L oze dow n in the B ra m e .

0 , MY luve
’

s l ike a re d re d rose ,
That’s n ewly sprung in June

O
,
my luve ’

s l ike the m e lo dic,
That’s swe e tly play

’

d in tune .

As fair art thou, my bonn ie lass,
Sae de e p in luy e am I

And I will love the e still, my de ar,
Till a’

the se as gang dry.

Till a ’

the seas gang dry, my de ar,
And the rocks m e lt w i ’ the sun ;

I will love the e st il l, my de ar,
While the sands 0 ’ life shal l run .

And fare the e we e l , my only luve ,
And fare the e we e l a while !

And I will come again
,
m y luve ,

Though it were t en thousand mile .

0 , WHISTLE AND I ’LL COME TO YOU,

MY LAD .

BURNS .

TUNE Whistle and I ’
ll com e to you, m y L ad.

O , WH I STLE, and I
’l l com e t o you

,
my lad ;

O
, w histle , and I

’

ll com e to you, my lad ;
i t From th e Jacobi te Re lics, 1 821 .
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Though fathe r, and mothe r, and a
’ should gae m ad,

O , whistle , and I
’l l come to you

,
my lad .

But warily tent, when you come to court m e ,
And come na unle ss the back-ye tt be aje e
Syn e up the back- st ile , and le t naebody se e ,

And com e as ye were na com in ’ to m e ,

And com e as ye we re na comin ’ to m e .

O, whistle , 850.

At kirk o r at marke t, whe ne
’

er ye me e t m e ,

Gang by m e as though that ye care d na a flie ;
But ste a l m e a bl ink 0

’ your bonn ie black cc

'

,

Ye t look as ye were na lookin ’

a t m e ,

Ye t look as ye we re na lookin
’

at m e .

O , whistle , 860.

Aye vow and prote st that ye care na for m e ,

And w hyle s ye m ay l ich t ly m y be auty a w e e ;

But court na an ithe r, though jokin
’

ye be ,
Fo r fe ar that she wyle your fancy frae m e ,

Fo r fe ar that she wyle your fancy frae m e .

O, whistle , 850.

OH, GIN MY LOVE WERE YON RED

ROSE.

TUNE—H ug hi e Graham .

OH, gin my love we re yon re d rose
That grow s upon the cast le w a

’

,

And I myse l l a drap o’ dew ,

Into he r bonn ie bre ast t o fa’ l
Oh , the re , be yond expre ssion ble st,
I
’

d .fe ast o n be auty a
’

the n icht ‘ ;
Se at e d o n he r silk-saft faulds to re st ,
Till fleyed aw a by Phoebus ’ l ich t . *

From Herd ’

s Collecti on, 1 776.



[ADD ITI ONA L STANZA BY BURNSJ

O
,
WERE m y love you lilac

'

fa ir,

Wi’ purple blossom s t o the spring ;
And I a bird t o she lt e r there ,
Whe n we arie d on m y l itt le wing

How I w ad mourn when it w as torn
By autum n wild, and win te r rude l

How I w ad sing o n w anton wing,
When youthfu

’ May its bloom renewe d.

PUIRTITH CAULD .

BURNS .

TUNE—I had a fl am e .

O ,
PUIRTITH cauld, and re stle ss love

,

Ye wre ck my pe ace be twe en ye
Ye t puirt ith a

’ I could forgie ,
An

’

tw ere na fo r my Jean ie .

0 , w hy should fat e sic ple asure have ,
Life ’s de are st bands un tw in ing ?

Or w hy sae swe e t ,
a flower as love

Depend o n Fortune ’s shin ing ?

This world’s we alth when I think on ,

Its pride , and a
’

the lave o
’

t ;

Fie , fie on silly coward m an ,

That he should be the slave o
’

t .

Her e en , sae bonn ie blue , be tray
How she re pays my passion ;

But prudence is her owerw ord aye ,
She t alks of rank and fashion .

O , Wha can prude nce think upon
,

And sic a leesie byhim
O , w ha can prude nce think upon ,
And sae in love as I am

2
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But if my Chirsty tune s her vo ice ,
l
’

m rapt in admiration
My thoughts with e cstasie s rejoice ,
And drap the haill creat ion .

Whene ’

e r she sm ile s a kindly glance ,
I take the happy om en ,

And afte n min t t o make advance ,
Hoping she ’l l prove a woman :

But , dubious of m y ain de sert ,
My se nt iments I smother ;

With se cre t sighs I vex my heart,
For fe ar she love anothe r.

Thus sung blate Edie by a burn ;
His Chirsty did o

’

e rhe ar him
She (loughtna le t her lover mourn ,
But , e re he Wist , drew ne arh im .

She spak he r favour with a look,
Which le ft n ae room to doubt her ;

He wise ly this white minute took,
And flung his arms about her.

My Chirsty ! Witne ss, bonn ie stream ,

Sic joys frae te ars arising !
I w ish this m ay na be a dre am !
Oh, love the m aist surprising 1

Time w as too pre cious n ow fo r tank

This poin t 0’

a
’ his wishe s

He wadna w ith se t Spe e che s baulk,
But wared it a ’

on kisse s .

MARY.

BURNS .

TU NE The Yow e-buch i s.

WILL ye go to the Indie s, my Mary,
And lea ve auld Scotia’s shore
Will ye go to the Indie s, my Mary

,

Across the Atlantic’s roar ?
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Oh
,
swe e t grow the l ime and the orange ,
And the apple on the pine ;

But a ’

the charms o
’

the Indie s
Can n e ver equal thine .

I hae sworn by the he avens, my Mary,
I hae sworn by the he ave ns to be true ;

And sae m ay the he aven s forge t m e ,

When I forge t my vow !

O
,
plight m e your fa ith , my Mary,
And plight m e your l ily-white hand ;

0 ,
plight m e your faith , my Mary,
Be fore I l eave Scotia

’s strand.

We hae plighte d our troth , my Mary,
In mutual affe ction to join

And curst be the cause that shal l part us l
The hour and the moment 0

’

t ime l

FAIREST OF THE FAIR.

DR PERCY.

[ SCOTTI SH VER S I ON.)

TUNE—N anny, w i lt thou g ang m i
’
m e 9

O NANN IE wilt thou gang w 1 m e ,

No r sigh to leave the flaunt ing town
Can silen t glens have charms fo r the e ,
The lowly cot and russe t gown ?

Nae lange r dre st in silken she en ,
Nae lange r de ck

’

d w i
’ jewe ls rare ,

Say, canst t hou quit e ach courtly scene ,
Where thou wert faire st of the fair ?

0 Nann ie , when thou
’

rt far aw a ,

Wilt thou no t cast a l ook behind ?

fit Wh e n Burns w as designi h is vo e to th e West Indies , h e Wrote
th i s song as a farew ell to a gi r w h om zghappe ned to re

fi
rd , at the t i m e ,

W i th co nsnde rab le adm irati on . He afte rw ards sen t it to r Thom son for
publica tion in h is splendid collection of th e nati onal m usic and m usical
poe try ofScotland .
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Say, canst thou face the flaky snaw,

Nor shrink be fore the win ter wind ?
0 can that soft and gentle mien
Severe st hardships learn t o be ar,

Nor, sad, regre t e ach court ly scene ,
Where thou wert faire st of the fair ?

0 Nann ie , canst thou love so true ,
Through perils ke en w i

’

m e to gae
Or, whe n thy swain mishap shall rue ,
To share with him the pang of w ae

Say, should dise ase o r pain be fall,
Wilt thou assume the nurse ’s care ,

No r, wishful, those gay scene s re call ,
Where thou wert faire st of the fair ?

And whe n at last thy love shal l die ,
Wil t thou re ce ive his part ing bre ath
Wilt thou repre ss e ach struggling sigh,
And che e r with sm ile s the be d of de ath ?

And wilt thou o
’

er his much - love d clay
Strew flowers, and drop the tender tear ?

No r then regre t those scene s so gay,
Where thou wert faire st of the fair

THE BLACK B IRD.

[JACOB I TE SONGJ

UPON a fair morn ing, for soft re creation ,
I he ard a fair lady w as making he r moan ,
With sighing and sobbing, and sad lamen tation ,
Saying, My black bird m ost royal is flown .

My thoughts they de ce ive m e , refle ction s do grie ve m e ,

And I am o
’

e rburden
’

d w i
’

sad miserie
Ye t if death should blind m e , as true love incline s m e ,

My black bird I’ll se ek out where ver he be .

Th is song , which appeared in Ram say
’

s T e a-Tab le M isce llany, is in
se t t ed h e re as a specim en of th e al legorical poe try un d er w hi ch th e Jaco
b i tes, about th e bfi

'

nm n g of th e last century; couch ed th e ir tre asonab le
sen tim ents. Th e ego ry ofth is poe m is curious enough . Th e bla ck bird
w as on e of th e n i ck-nam es ofth e Ch evalier d e St George , be ing suggested
by h is com plexion, which was so excessive ly dark as to form a m iraculous
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Who is constant and kind, and noble of mind,
De serving all ble ssings, wherever he be !

It is n o t the ocean can fright m e with danger,
Nor that like a pilgrim I wande r forlorn ;

I m ay me e t with frie ndship from o ne is a stranger,
More than of one that in Britain is born .

I pray Heaven, so spacious, to Britain be gracious,
Though som e the re be odious t o both him and m e .

Ye t joy and renown , and laure ls shal l crown
My black bird with honour, whe re ve r he be .

JOHN OF BADENYON.

REV. MR SK INNER.

TU NE—J ol m 0
’
B adenyon.

WHEN first I came to be a m an , of twenty ye ars, or so,
I thought myse lf a handsome youth , and fain the world

would know
In be st attire I stept abroad, with spirits brisk and gay
And here , and there , and e ve ry where , w as like a m o m

in May.

No care Ihad, no fe ar ofw an t ,but ramble d up and down ;
And for a be au I m ight have pass

’

d in country or in town
I still w as please d where ’er I went and, when I w as

alone ,
I tuned my pipe , and please d myse lf W1 John of Ba

denyon .

Now in the days of youthful prime , a mistre ss Im ust find
Fo r love , they say, give s one an air, and ev

’

n improve s
the m ind

On Phillis fair, above the re st, kind fortun e fix
’

d mine
eye s ;

Her pie rcing beauty struck my he art, and she be came
m y choice .

ToCupid
, now ,w ith he artypraye r, I ofl

’

e r
’

d many a v0W ,

And dance d and sung, and sigh
’

d and swore , as othe r
lovers do
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But when at last I bre athe d my flame , I found he r co ld
as stone

I le ft the girl , and tune d my pipe to John of Bade nyon.

\Vhen love had thus my he art beguile d with foolish
hope s and vain ,

To friendship ’s port I ste e r’

d my course
, and laugh

’

d

at love rs’ pa in ;
A friend I go t by lucky chance—

’

twas some thing l ike
divine ;

An hone st friend’s a pre cious gift, and such a gift w as
mine .

And n ow , w hate ve r m ay be tide , a happy m an w as I,
In any strait I knew to whom I fre e ly might apply.

A strait soon came ; my frie nd I trie d— ho laugh
'd, and

spurn
’

d my moan ;
I hie d m e home , and tune d my pipe to John of Ba

denyon .

I thought I should be wise r n ext , andwould a patriot turn,
Began to doat o n Johnn ie Wilke s, and cry up parson

Horne
The irnoble spirit I adm ire d, and pra ise d the ir noble ze al,
Who had, with flaming tongue and pen, m ain tain

’

d the

public we al .
But, e re a m onth o r two had pass

’

d, I found myse lf
be tray

’

d ;
’Twas Se lf and Party, aft e r all, for all the stir the y made .

At las t I saw the se fact io ns knave s insult the ve ry throne ;
I curse d the m all, and tune d my pipe to John of Ba

denyon .

What ne xt to do I m use d awhile , still hoping to succe e d
I pitch ’d o n books for com pany, and grave ly trie d to

re ad
I bought and bOi ro w e d e ve l y who l e

,
and studie d n ight

and day,
No r m iss

’

d what de an o r doctor wrote , that happen
’d

in my w ay.

Philosophy I no w e ste em ’

d the Oi nam ent of youth,
And care ful ly, thi ougb many a page , I hunte d afte i

truth
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A thousand various scheme s I tried, and ye t w as

pleased with none
I threw them by, and tuned my pipe to John of Ba

denyon.

And now ,ye youngste rs e very where ,w ho wish to make
a show,

Take he ed in t ime , nor vainly hope fo r happine ss be l ow ;
Whatyoum ayfancypleasure here is but an emptynam e ;

And girls, and fii e nds, and books also, you
’l l find them

all the same .

Then he advised, and warn ing take from such a m an

as m e ;

I
’

m ne ithe r pope nor cardinal , n o r o ne of high degre e ;
You’l l me e t displeasure e ve ry where ; then do as I have

done
E

’

en tune your pipe , and please yourse lf with John of

Badenyon fl
“

WALY, WALY, GIN LOVE BE BONNIE )
,

TUNE Wa ly, waly.

O WALY, waly up the bankqfi
And waly, waly down the brae ,

From Johnson’
s Scots Musica l Museum , vol. I I I. 1 790.

1 Th i s beautiful o ld song h as h ith erto be e n supposed to refer to som e

cucum stance o

in th e life of Q ue en Mary, o r a t le ast to som e unfortunate
love affai r wh i ch h appene d in h e r court. I t is now d iscovere d, from a copy
w h ich h as b een found as form ing part ofa ba l lad , in th e Pepysian Library
at Cambri dge ; (pub l i sh ed in ,

Mo th erw e ll
’

s M i nstre ls Ancien t and Mo
d ern , Glasgow , to h ave b e en occasioned by t e afl

'

ect in tale of

Lady Barbara Erskine , daugh te r ofJohn , n in th Earl ofMar, an w ife of
Jam es, second Marquis ofDoug las. Th i s lady, w h o w as m arri ed in 1 670,
w as d i vorced , o r a t least expe l le d from th e som e ty of h e r h usband , in co n

se quence of
.

som e m a lignan t scandals, w h ich a form er and d isappoin ted
lover, Low rie of Blackw ood , w a s so base as to i nsm ua te i n to th e e ar of
th e Marqu i s. Wh a t ad de d gre at ly to th e d i stre ss o fh e r case , sh e w as confi
ned i n ch i ld-bed at th e t i m e w h en th e b ase plot took effect against h e r. LordDouglas ne ver again saw h e r. He r fath er, on learn ing w h at had taken
place , cam e to th e hous e and conveye d h er aw ay. T h e line ofth e D o n las
fam i ly h as no t be en con t i nued th rough h e r. Her only son d i ed Ear of
An gus , at the bat tle ofS te inkirk , unm arri ed ; and th e la te ven e rab le Lord
Doug las w as grandson of h e r l adysh ip

’

s husband by h i s second W ife . It
m ust be al low ed to add grea tly to th e path e t i c i n te re st of th e song , that i tth us refers, no t , as h i th e rto suppo sed to an unfortunate am our but to
the m ore m eri tori ous d i stresse s of w edd e d love.”
t Waly, a Scottish exclam ation ofd i stress. Th e first verse m ay be thus
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I ’d lo ck’

d m y he art in a case of gold,
‘

And pinn
’

d it w i
’

a sille r pin .

Oh
,
oh ! if my young babe w e re born,
And se t upon the nurse ’s kne e ,

And I myse lf we re de ad and gane ,
And the gre en grass growing over m e ! i“

THE WEE THING.

MACNE IL .

TUNE—B onn ie Dundee .

SAW ye my w e e thing ? saw ye my ain thing ?
Saw ye m y true love down o n you le a ?

Cro ss
’

d she the me adow ye stre en at the glo am in ?

Sought she the burn ie whar flo w
’

rs the haw -tre e

Her hair it is l int-white ; her skin it is milk-white ;
Dark is the blue 0

’

he r saft -rolling e e ;
Re d re d he r ripe lips, and swe e te r than rose s
t ar could m y w e e thing wande r frae m e ?

I saw nae your w e e thing, I saw nae your a in thing
,

Nor saw I your true love dow n o n yo u le a ;
But I m e t m y bonn ie thing late in the glo am in,
Down by the bur

p
ie whar flo w ’

rs the haw -tre e .

He r hair it w as l int-white ; her skin it w as milk-white ;
Dark w as the blue 0

’

he r saft s ro lling e e ;

Red we re her ripe l ips
,
and swe e te r than rose s ;

Swe e t we re the kisse s that she gae to m e

It w as na m y w e e thing, it w as na my ain th ing,
It w as na m y true love ye m e t by the tre e

Proud is he r le al he art ! and m ode st he r n ature !
She never loe d on ie t ill ance she loe d m e .

This last line is substituted from an o ld nurse
’

s copy, fo r one less de li
cate and pathe ti c, w h ich h as alw ays h ith e rto be en pri n ted. T h e song ape

peared first in th e T ea-Tab le Mi sce llan m arked wi th the si nature Z in
d icat ing that the ed i tor d id no t know its

y
ii ge .

g
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He r name i t is Mary ; she
’s frae Castle -Cary

Aft has she sat , when a bairn , on my kne e
Fair as your face is , w ar

’

t fifty tim e s faire r,
Young bragge r, she ne

’

e r would gie kisse s to the e

It w as, then , your Mary ; she
’s frae Castle -Cary

It w as, then , your true l ove I m e t by the tre e
Proud as he r he art is, and mode st he r nature ,
Swee t we re the kisse s that she gae to m e .

Sairglo o m
’

d his dark brow— blood -red his che e k grew
Wild flash ’

d the fire frae his re d- rolling e e !
Ye

’

se rue sair, this morn ing, your boasts and your
sco rnm g

De fend ye , fause traitor I fo r loudly ye lie .
“

Aw a W 1 be guiling I crie d the youth , sm il ing
Afl

’

went the bonn e t ; the l int -white locks fle e ;
The be l te d plaid fa’ing, he r whit e bosom shawing
Fair s tood the love d maid w i’ the dark-rolling e e '

Is it my w e e thing ! is it mine a in thing !
Is it my true love h e re that I se e I

O Jamie , forgie m e ; your h e art
’s con stan t to m e ;

I
’

l l n e ve r mair wande r, de ar laddie , frae the e

OH ! TELL ME HOW FOR TO WOO.

HECTOR MACNE IL .

TUNE—B onn ie Dundee.

OH te l l m e , oh te ll m e , bonnie young lassie ,
Oh te l l m e , young lassie , how for to woo ?

Oh te l l m e , oh te l l m e , bonn ie swe e t lassie ,
Oh te l l m e , swe e t lassie , how fo r to woo ?

Say, maun I roose your che eks l ike the morn ing
Lips l ike the roses fresh m o iste n

’

d w i
’

dew
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Say.
maun I roose your e en

’

s paw kie scorn ing ?
Oh te ll m e , o h te ll m e , how fo r to woo ?

Far has I w ande r
’

d to se e the e , de ar lassie !
Far hae I ven ture d across the saut se a

Far hae I ven ture d ower m uirland and m ountain ,
House le ss and we ary, slept cauld o n the le a !

Ne
’

e r hae I tried ye t to m ak luve to ony,
For ne

’

e r l ove d I o ny t il l ance I love d you
Now we ’

re alane in the gre e n wood sae bonnie ,
‘ Oh t e l l m e , oh te l l m e , ho w fo r to woo

What care I for your wand ri ng, young laddie !
What care I for your crossing the se a !

It w as nae for na e thing ye le ft puir young Peggy ;
It w as for my tocher ye cam to court m e .

Say, hae ye gowd to busk m e aye gaudy ?
R ibbons, and pe arl ins , and bre ist-knot s enew ?

A house that is cantic, w i
’ wal th in ’

t , my laddie
Without this ye ne ver ne ed try for to woo.

I hae nae gowd to busk ye aye gaudy !
I canna buy pe arlins and ribbo ns e new

I
’

ve nae thing to brag 0’ house o r 0
’ ple nty !

I
’

ve l ittle to gie but a he art that is true .

I cam na fo r toche r— I n e ’

e r he ard 0
’

o ny ;
I ne ver love d Pe ggy, no r e

’

e r brak my vow
I
’

ve w ande r
’

d, puir fule , fo r a face fause as bonnie !
I l it t le thocht this w as the w ay for to woo

Hae na ye roose d my che eks like the m orn i ng
Hae na ye roose d my cherry-re d mou ?

Hae na ye com e ower se a, muir, and mountain ?
What mair, my de ar Johnn ie , n e e d ye fo r t o w o o

Far hae ye w ande r
’

d, I ken , my de ar laddie !
Now that ye ’ve found m e , th e re

’s nae cause to rue ;
W1 heal th we ’ll hae ple nty— I’ll n e ver gan g gaudy
I ne

’

e r w ish
’

d fo r m air than a he art that is true .

She hid he r fair face in he r true lover’s bosom ;
The saft it e ar of transport fill’d ilk lover’s cc ;

The burn ie ran swe e t by the ir side as they sabbit,
And swee t sang the m avis abune on the tre e .
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Oh that ’s the lassie O
’ my he art,

My lassie e ver de arer
Oh that’s the que e n of womankind ,
And ne

’

er a ane to pe er he r.

THE OLD MAN ’S SoNGfir

THE REV . J OHN SK INNER .

TUNE—D um barton
’
s Drum s.

0 WHY should old age so much wound us, O ?
There is nothing in ’

t all to confound us, O
Fo r how happy n ow am I,
With m y Old wife sit ting by,

And o ur bairn s and our oye s all around us, O .

We began in the world W 1 nae thing, 0 ,

And we ’ve jogge d on and toile d for the ac thing, O

if Th e author of th is exce l lent song , Of w h ose m i ld and w e l l-re lated
m ind i t i s a m ost fa i th ful reflect ion , w as a cle rgym an Of th e Scott i s Ep is
( Opa l Ch urch at Longsi de , a V i llage in Ab e rd e ensh i re , about Six m i les w e st
from Pe te rh e ad . Fo r th e last fi fty o r sixty ye ars Of a life protracted be

yond th e usua l span , th i s ven e rab le m an li i ed i n a style Ofa lm ost aDOStOh C
sim pl i ci ty , i n a low ly cottag e , o r farm -house Ofth e Old fash i on . ca l le d L in

sh art , h alf a m i le from th e V i llage w h e re h i s li tt le straw clad ch ape l re ared
i ts m od e st form . T h e e d i tor o i th is colle ct ion visi te d th e place in 1 896,
wh en h e h ad t h e sa t i sfact ion Offi nd ing th e w h ole dom i ci le in pre ci se ly th e
sam e ord e r as w h e n th e poe t l i ved i n i t. Th e pri m i t ive Sim p llC lty Of th e

w hole d e tai ls furni sh e d a m ost ad m i rab le com m e n tary o n th e h um b le e i r

cum stan ce s of th e Episcopa l cle rgy du ri ng th e pe riod Of th e i r d e pre ssm n ,

w h i ch succe e ded th e i nsurre ct i on Of 1 745 . T h e w a lls w e re , as th e song re
late s, no t ofston e and l i m e

”—th e floor w as Of e arth— th e ch a i rs, tab le s,
and be ds, w e re com posed Ofplain fir, o r o ak—th e ch im neys, accord ing to a
fashion sti ll un iversa l i i i th e cot tage s Of Buch an , w e re unprov i ded W i th
grate s. Around th e w a lls of th e princi pa l room hung portra i ts, in w ater

colours, of th e poe t , h is w ife , and ch i ld re n ,
—taken se ven ty ye ars ago by a

w andering art i st , and now a lm ost sm oke d out Ofcoun tenance . In th at hum
b le place , during th e pe riod w h en i t w as un law fu l fo r an Episcopa l i an cle rgy
m a n to perform d i vm e se rvice to above four pe rsons, Skinn e r h ad Often
read praye rs an d pre ach ed , W i th h i s ow n fam i ly aroun d h im , and h i s li tt le
congregat i on arran o e d o n th e outside of an Open W indow—ah exped i en t
to e lud e th e t e rm s Ofth e pe na l act .
It i s told Of th is ve nerab le m an , th a t w h en h e d ied , in 1 808 , h e had th e

sat i sfact ion Of se e ing no t on ly h i s oyes aroun d h i m ,

”
but th e ch i ldre n of

th e se oye s. Som e t im e b efore h i s d e ath , h e pa id a visi t w i th som e Of h i s
fam i ly, w h en i t w as found tha t th e re w e re four J ohn Skinners in com pany,
all i n d i re ct descen t ; nam e ly, th e poe t h i m se lf- h i s so n , t h e late Bish op of
Abe rde en—th e pre sent bishops—arid an i nfant son of th e latter righ t reve
rend gentlem an.
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We made use of what w e had,
And our thankfu

’ he arts were glad,
Whe n w e got the bit me at and the claithing, 0 .

We have l ive d all our l ife time conten te d, 0 ,

Since the day w e be came first acquainted , 0 ;

It
’

s true we
'

ve be en but poor,
And w e are so to this hour,

Ye t w e n e ver pine d n o r lamente d, 0 .

We n e
’

e r thought 0
’ scheme s to be we al thy, 0 ,

By ways that w e re cunn ing o r st e althie , O
But w e always had the bl iss
And what farthe r could w e wiss

To be ple ase d w i’ ourse l ve s and be he althy, 0 .

What though w e cai ina bo ast of our guine as, 0 ,

We have plen ty of Jo ckie s and Jennie s, 0 ;

And the se , I
’m cert a in, are

More de sirable by far,
Than a pock full of poor ye l low stee n ie s, O .

We have se e n many a wonde r and fe rl ie , 0 ,

Of change s that a lm ost are ye arl y, 0 ,

Am ong rich folks up and down ,
Both in country and in t own ,

Who now l ive but scrim ply and bare ly, O .

r

l hen why should pe ople bi ag of prospe rity, O .
9

A strait e n e d l ife , w e se e , is no rarity, O
Inde e d, w e

’

ve be en in want,
And o ur l iving be en but scant,

Ye t w e ne ve r we re reduce d to ne e d chari ty, 0 .

In this house w e first came toge ther, 0 ,

Where w e
’

ve long be e n a fa the r and m other, 0
And though n o t of stone and l ime ,
I t will last us a ’

e m t ime
And I ho pe w e shal l n e ver n ee d an ithe r, 0 .

And when w e le ave this habitat ion , O ,

We
’

l l de part with a good commendation , O
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We
'll go hand in hand, I wiss,

To a be tter house than t his,
To make room for the n ext generation, 0 .

Then w hy should old age so much wound us, 0
The re is nothing i n

’

t all to confound us
, 0

For how happy now am I,
With m y auld wife

'

s it t ing by,
And our bairns and o ur e ye s all around us ! 0 .

’TWASWITHIN A MILE OF EDINBURGH
'

TOWN.

TUNE Wi thin a m ile ofE dinburg h.

’

TwAs within a m ile of Edinburgh town,
In the rosy time of the ye ar ;
Sw e e t flowe rs blo o m

’

d, and the grass w as down,
And e ach shephe rd woo’d his de ar.

Bonny Jocke y, blythe and gay,
Kiss

’

d swe e t Jenny, m aking hay,
The lassie blush’

d
,
and frowning, crie d No, no , it

will no t do ;
I cannot, cannot, wonnot, wonnot, manne t buckle too.

Jockey w as a w ag that ne ver would w e d,
Though long he had followe d the lass

Contented she e arne d and e at he r brown bre ad,
And me rrily turu’d up the grass .

Bonny Jocke y
,
blythe and fre e ,

Won her he art right m errily
Ye t still she blush’

d, and frown ing cried, No
, no , it

will no t do
I cannot, cannot, wonnot, wonnot, manne t buckle too.

But when he vow
’

d he would make her his bride ,
Though his flocks and he rds were n o t few ,

She gave him her hand , and a kiss be side ,
And vow

’

d she ’d fo r e ver be true .

Bonny Jocke y, blythe and fre e ,
Won her heart right merrily

6
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WHA’LL BE KING BUT CHARL IE ?

TUNE W e
’
ll be King but Charlie 2

THE news frae Mo idart cam
’ ye stre en ,

Will soon gar mony ferl ie
That ships 0

’

w ar hae Just come i n
,

And lande d royal Charl ie I
Com e through the he athe r, around him gather ;
Ye ’

re a
’

the we lcom er e arly
Around him cling, w i

’

a
’ your kin

For w li a
’

ll be king but Charl ie
Come through the heathe r, around him gathe r,
Come Ronald , come Donald, come a

’ thegithe r
And crown your rightfu

’

law fu
’ King,

For wha
’ll be King but Charl ie P

The Highland clans, Wi sword in hand,
Frae John 0

’ Groat s to Airl y,
Hae to a m an declar

’

d to stand,
Or fa

’

, w i
’

royal Charl ie .

Come through the heathe r, 8 m.

The Lowlands a,
’ baith great and sm a

’

,

Wi’ mony a lord and laird, hae
De clar

’

d for Scot ia’s King an ’

law ,

And sp ier ye w ha but Charl ie .

Come through the heather, 8 m.

There
’

s n e ’er a lass in a
’

the land,
But vows baith late and e arly,

To m an she ’l l n e ’

e r gie he art or hand,
Wha wadna fe cht fo r Charl ie .

Come through the heather, 850.

Then here
’

s a he alth to Charl i e s cause ,
And be

’

t comple te and e arly ;
His very name m y he art

’s blood warms
To arms for royal Charl ie I
Come through the heather,
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KELVIN GROVE .

JOH N LYLE .

TUNE—Kelvin Grove.

L ET us haste to Ke l vin grove , bonn ie lassie , O
its maze s le t us rove , bonnie lass ie , O ;

in all its pride
D e cks the hollow dingle ’s side ,

Where the midnight fairie s glide , bonn ie lassie , 0 .

We will wander by the mill , bonnie lassie , 0,

To the cove be side the ril l, bonn ie lassie , 0 ;

Whe re the glens re bo und the call
Of the lofty

”a

Waterfall,
Through the mountain s rocky hal l, bonnie lassie , 0 .

Then we ’l l up to yonder glade , bonnie lass ie , 0 ,

Whe re so oft , bene ath its shade , bo nn ie la ssie , 0,

With the son ste rs in the grove ,
We have to] our ta le of love ,

And have Sport ive garlands wove , bonn ie lassie , 0 .

Ah l I soon must bid adieu, bonn ie lassie , 0 ,

To this fairy sce ne and you, bonn ie lassie , O,

To the streamle t winding clear,
To the fra grant-scen te d brier,

E
’

e n to the e of all most dear, bonn ie lassie , O .

For the frown s of fortune low’

r, bonn ie lassie , 0,

On thy love r at this hour, bonn ie lassie , O
Ere the golden o rb of day,
Wake s the warblers from the spray

,

From this land I must away, bonn ie lassie , 0 .

And when on a distant shore
,
bonn ie lassie , 0 ,

Should I fal l ’midst battle ’s roar, bonn ie lassie , O,

Wilt thou, He len ,
when you he ar

Of thy lover on his bie r,
To his memory she d a tear, bonn ie lassie ? O.

Ke lvin Grove i s a beautifully w ooded d e ll , about tw o m iles from
gow , form ing a sort oflovers’ walk for th e lads and losses ofthat ci ty.
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BLUE BONNETS OVER THE BORDER.

S IR WALTER SCOTT.

TUNE—B lue B onne ts over the B order.

MARCH, march , Ettrick and Tevio tdale ,
Why, my lads, dinna ye march forward in order ?

March , m arch, Eskdale and Lidde sdale
All the blue bonne ts are ove r the Borde r.

Many a banne r spre ad flutters above your head
Many a cre st that is famous in story

Mount and make ready, then , son s of the m oun tain glen ;
Fight for your Que en and the old Scottish glory.

Com e from the hills whe re your hirse ls are grazing ;
Com e from the gle n of the buck and the ro e

Come to the crag whe re the be acon is blazing ;
Come with the buckle r, the lan ce , and the bo w .

Trum pe ts are sounding, w ar ste e ds are bounding ;
Stand to your arm s, and m arch in good order.

England shall many a day te ll of the bloody fray,
When the blue bonne ts came over the Border.

COMIN ’ THROUGH THE RYE.

TUNE—Gin a B ody m eet a B ody.

GIN a body m e e t a body
Co ni in

’ through the rye ,
Gin a body kiss a body

,

Ne e d a body cry P

Ev’ry lassie has he r laddie ,
Nan e , they say, hae I l

Ye t a
’

the lads they sm ile at m e ,

When com in ’

through the rye .

Amang the tra in the re is a .swain
I de arly lo ’

e myse ll
But whaur his ham e o r what his name ,
I dinna care to te ll.
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HURRAH FOR THE BONNETS OF BLUE.

TUNE—Hurrahfor the B onnets 0
’

B lue.

HERE’ S a health to them that
’

s aw a,
Here

’s a he alth to the m that
’s aw a

And w ha winna wish for guid luck to our cause ,
May never guid luck be the ir fa

’

.

It’s gui d to be merry and wise ,
It’s guid to be hone st and true

It’s guid to support Caledon ia’s cause ,
And bide by the bonne ts of blue .

Hurrah for the bonne ts of blue 1
Hurrah for the bonne ts of blue !

It’s guid to support Cale don ia ’s cause ,
And bide by the bonn e ts of blue .

Here
’s a health to the m that’s aw a,

Here
’s a health to the m that’s aw a

Here
’s a he alth to Charl ie

,
the chie f 0

Although that his hand he sae sm a
’

.

Here
’s fre edom to him that would read,

Here
’

s fre e dom to him that would write
There ’s nane e ve r fe ar’d that the truth should
But they whom the truth w ad indite .

Hurrah for the bonne ts of blue l
Hurrah for the bonne ts of blue 1

It
’

s guid to be wise , to be hone st and true,
And bide by the bonne ts of blue .

*

M‘LEAN
’

S INVITATION TO PRINCE
CHARLES.

HOGG.

COME o
’

er the stream, Charlie , dear Charl ie , brave
Charl ie ,

Com e o
’

er the stream, Charl ie , and dine W 1 M‘L ean

Altered by a m odern hand, from a w e ll-known song by Bum s.
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And, though yoube w e ary,we
’l l make your heart che ery

,

And we lcom e o ur Charl ie and his l oyal train .

We
’ll bring down the track-de e r, we

’ll bring down the
black ste er,

The lamb from the bucht and the do e from the glen
The sa lt se a we

’

l l harry, and bring to our Charl ie ,
The cream . from the bothy, and curd from the pen .

And you sha ll drink fre e ly the dews of Glen -she erly,
That stre am in the star-l ight whe n kings dinna ke n

And de e p shal l your me e d be of wine that i s ruddy,
To drink to your sire , and his friend the M‘L e an.

If aught will invite you, or more will de l ight you,
’Tis ready—i a troop of our bold Highlandme n

Shal l range o
’

e r the he athe r, with bonne t and fe ather,
Strong arms and broad claymores, three hundre d and
te n.

OH i D INNA ASK ME GIN I
'

LO 'E YE .

TUNE—Gin a B ody m ee t a B ody.

OH 1 dinna ask m e g in I lo
’

e the e ;
Troth , I darna te ll

Dinna ask m e gin I lo
’

e ye ;
Ask it o’ yoursell.

' Oh ! dinna l ook sae sair at m e ,

Fo r we e l ye ke n m e true
0 , gin ye lo ok sae sair at m e ,

I daurna l ook at you.

When ye gang to you braw braw town,
And bonnie r lasse s se e ,

0, dinna, Jamie , look at them ,

Le st you should mind na m e .

For I could ne ve r hide the lass,
That ye

’

d lo
’

e mair than m e ;

And 0, I
’m sure, my heart would break,

Gin ye
’

d prove false to m e .
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BEWARE O
’

BONNIE ANN.

BURNS.

YE gal lants braw, I re de ye right,
Beware o

’ bonn ie Ann ;
Her come ly face sae fu

’ o
’

grace ,
Your he art she wi ll trepan .

Her e en sae bright, l ike stars by n ight,
Her skin is l ike the swan

Sae j im ply laced, her genty waist,
That swe e tly ye m ight Span .

Youth
,
grace , and love , atte ndant move ,

And pleasure le ads the van ;

In a
’

the ir charms, and conquering arms,
They wa it o n bonn ie Ann .

The capt ive bands m ay chain the hands,
But love enslave s the m an ;

Ye gal lants braw, I re de ye a
’

,

Beware o
’ bonn ie Annfile

JOCK O
’

HAZELDEAN.

S IR WALTER SCOTT .

TUNE—J ock o’ H azeldean.

WHY we ep ye by the tide , ladys
Why we ep ye by the tide

I ’ll w e d ye t o my younge st son ,
And ye shal l be his bride

And ye Shall be his bride , ladye ,
Sae com e ly t o be se en

But aye she loot the t e ars down fa ’

,

For Jock o’ Haze lde an .

j“ Written in com pli m en t to M i ssAnn Masterton , daugh ter ofth e auth or
’
s

fri en d, Allan Maste rton , th e Al lan” of Wi lly brew e d a e ck o
’ Maut .”

M ISSMasterm n afterwards becam e th e W ife of John Derby e , Esq. sur

geon i n London.
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O whare gat ye that le al maiden ,
Sae j impy-lace d and sm a ?

O whare gat ye that young damse l ,
Wha dings our lassie s a

’

O whare gat ye that bonnie bonn ie lass,
Wi’ he aven in he r e e
O he re ’s ae drap o

’

the damask Wine ,
Swe e t maiden, will ye pri e

Fou white white w as he r bonn ie n e ck,
Twist w i’ the satin twine

But ruddie ruddie grew he r hause ,
When she sippe d the blude -red wine .

Com e , here
’s thy he alth, young stranger

Wha we ars the gow de n kame :
This n icht will mony drink thy health,
And ke n na w ha to name I

”

Play m e up Sw e it Marie , I crie d
And loud the pipe r blew

But the fiddle r playe d ay struntum strum ,

And down his how he threw
He re

’s thy kind he alth i’ the
‘

ruddie -red

Fair dame o’ the stranger land,
For n eve r a pair 0’ blue e en be fore ,
Could m ar my gude bo w -hand.

”

Her l ips were a cloven hinnie -cherrie ,
Sae t em ptin

’ to the sicht
He r locks, owe r alabaster brows,
Fe ll like the m ornin

’ licht.
And, 0 l her binn ie bre ath l ift her locks,
As through the dance she flew ;

While love lanche d in her bonnie blue , e en,

And dw alt on her come ly mou.

Lowse hings your broide re d gowd garter,
Fair lady, daur I spe ak ?

”

She , trembling, l ift he r silky hand

$
0 her red red flushin

’ che ek.

e
’

ve drapp
’

d, e
’

ve dra
’

d our bre ach 0
’

Thou lord’s daiic’hter salepgazl”
The tears o

’

erbrim m ed her bonnie blue e e ,
0 come , 0 com e

'

aw ay l
”
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O maid, undo the s il ler bar ;
To my chamber le t m e w in

And tak th is kiss, tho u pe asant youth
I daurna le t the e in .

And tak,
” quoth she , th is kame O’ gowd

,

W1 my lock 0
’ ye ll ow ha ir ;

For me ikle my he art forebode s to m e ,

I never maun me e t the e mair.

”

B ONN IE LADY ANN .

ALLAN CUNN IN GHAM .

THERE’S kame s o’ binn ie ’twe en my lave ’s lips ,
And gowd amang he r hair

Her bre ists are lapt in a holy ve il
Nae mortal e en ke ek the re .

What l ips daur kiss, or what hand daur touch,
Or what arm 0

’

luve daur span,
The binn ie lips, t he cre amy lufe ,
Or the waist 0’

Lady Ann P

She kisse s the l ips 0 ’

her bonn ie red rose ,
Wat w i

’

the blobs O ’

de w ;

But nae gen tle l ip, n o r semple l ip,
Mann touch he r ladie mou.

But .a broidere d be lt, w i
’

a buckle o’ gowd,
He r j im py w aist maun span :

Oh , she
' s an arm fu

’

fit fo r heaven
My bonn ie Lady Ann .

He r bower casement is lattice d w i
’

flowers,
Tie d up w i

’ siller thre ad ;
An d come ly sits she in the m idst,
Me n

’s langing e en to fe e d :
She wave s the ringle ts frae her cheek,
Wi’ he r milky milky hand

And he r every look beams w i’ grace divine ;
My bonn ie Lady Ann.
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The m ornin
’

clud is tasselt W i gowd,
Like m y luvs

’s broidere d cap
And o n the mantle that my luve wears,
Is m ony a gowde n drap .

Her bonn ie cc-bre e
’s a holy arch,

Cast by nae e arthlyhan
’

And the bre ath o’ he aven i s atwe e n the
O ’ my bonn ie Lady Ann .

I w onderin ’ gaze on her state ly steps,
And I be e t a hope le ss flame !

To my luve , alas ! she m aunna stoop ;
It w ad stain her honoure d nam e .

My e en are bauld, the y dw all o n a place
Whe re I daurna m in t my hand

But I wate r, and te nd, and kiss the flowers
0

’ my bonn ie Lady Ann.

I am but he r father’s gardener lad,
And puir puir is m y fa

’

My auld m ithe r ge t s m y w e e w e e fe e ,
Wi’ fatherle ss bairn ie s tw a .

My lady com e s
,
m y lady gae s,

Wi’ a fou and kindly han
0 the ir bl e ssin’

m aun m ix w 1 my luve ,
And fa

’

on Lady Ann .

THE LEA-RIG.

BURNS .

iTUNE The L ea-Rig .

WHEN o
’

er the hills the e astern star
Te lls bucht in -t im e is n e ar, m y jO ;

And owsen frae the furrowe d fie ld
Re turn sae doufl

’

and we ary, O
Down by the burn , where scent e d birks
Wi’ dew are hanging clear, my jo ,

I
’

ll me e t the e on the lea-rig ,
My ain kind dearie O .
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For horne d beasts the truth atte st,
That live in Annandale , boys .

But if on e drink, or shrewdly think,
A bishop e ’

e r w as save d,
No charit ie from pre sbytrie ,
For that ne e d once he crave d .

You lie , you lust, you break your truét,
And act all kind of e vil

Your covenant make s you a sain t,
Although you live a de vil .

From m urders too, as soldiers true ,
You are advance d we ll, boys

You fought like devils, your only rivals,
When you were at Dunke ld, boys .

Your wondrous things great slaughter brings,
You kill’d m ore than you saw , boys ;

At Pe ntland hills you got your fil ls,
And now you se em to craw, boys .

L e t Websters pre ach, and ladie s teach
The art of cucko ldrie , boys
When crue l zeal come s in the ir tail ,
Then we lcome pre sbytrie , boys .

KingWilliam ’s hands, w i th love ly bands,
You’re de cking with good spe e d

,
boys

If you ge t le ave you
’l l re ach his sle e ve ,

And then have at his he ad, boys.
You’re we lcome , Jack, we

’l l j oin a plack,
To drink your last confusion,

That grace and truth you m ay posse ss
Once more without delusionfi"

MY LUVE
’

S IN GERMANIE .

TUNE—My la ne ’s i n Germ an ic.

MY luve ’s in German ic
Send him hame , send him hame

i fTh is severe tirad e u n th e Presbyteri ans, from
'

se veral a llusions, as to
th e ski rm i sh at Dunke l an d to Webste r, w h o w as a popular preach er in
Ed inburgh at th e close of th e seven te en th centu seem s to have
wri t ten be twe en th e years 1 690and 1 700.

ry,
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My luve ’

s in German ic
Send him ham c.

My luve ’

s in German ic,
Fight ing brave fo r roya lty
He m ay ne

’

e r h is Je an ie se c

Send him hame , se nd him hame
He m ay ne

’

e r his Je an ie see ;

Send him hame .

He
’

s as brave as brave can be

Se nd him hame , se nd him hame ;
Our fae s are t en to thre e ;
Se nd him hame .

Our facs are t en to thre e
He maun e ithe r fa ’

o r fle e ,
In the cause of loyal ty ;
Send him ham c, send him hame ;

In the cause of loyal ty ;
Send him hame .

Your luve ne
’

e r learnt to fle e ,
Bonn ie dame , Winsome dame

Your luvc n e
’

e r learnt to fle e ,
Winsome dame .

Your luvc n e
’

e r learnt to fle e ,
But he fe l l in German ic ,
Fighting brave fo r loyal ty,
Mournfu

’ dame , m ournfu
’ damé;

Fighting brave fo r loyalty,
Mournfu

’ dame .

He
’l l ne ’

e r come owe r the sea ;

Willie ’s slain , Will ie
’s slain ;

He
’ll ne ’e r come ower the sea ;

Wil l ie ’s ganc
He will ne

’

e r come owe r the sea,

To his luvc and ain countrie .

This w arld’

s nae mair fo r m e ;

Will ie ’s gan e , Will ie
’ s gane

This w arld’

s nae mair fo r m e

Willie ’s ganc l
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BONNIE DUNDEE.

TU NE—B onn ie Dundee.

O WHARE did ye ge t that have r-m cal bannock ?
O, silly auld body, 0 , dinna ye se e ,

I gat it frae a young brisk sodge r laddie ,
Be tw e e n St John ston and bonn ie Dunde e .

O, gin I saw the laddie that gae m e
’

t

Aft has he dandled m e upon his kne e
May he ave n prote ct m y bonn ie Scots laddie ,
And send him safe ham c to his baby and m e .

My ble ssings upon thy swe e t w e e l ippie
My ble ssings upon thy bonn ie cc-bre c

Thy sm ile s are sac like m y blythe sodge r laddie ,
Thou’s aye be the de are r and de are r t o m e l

But I ’l l bigg a bow ir on yon bonn ie banks,
Whe re Tay rins wim pling bye sac cle ar ;

And I’ll cle id the e in the tartan sac fine ,
And m ak

’ the e a m an like thy daddie sac dear.

JENNY’

S BAWBEE.

[EARL i E sT VERSES .]
TUNE—J enny

’
s B aw bee .

AND a
’ that c’

e r m y Jenny had,
My Jenny had, m y Jenny bad ;
And a

’ that e ’

cr my Jenny had,
Was ac bawbe e .

There
’

s your plack, and my plack ,
And your plack, and m y plack,
And m y plack and your plack,
And Jenny’s bawbe e .

We
’

ll put it a
’

in the pint-stoup,
The pint-stoup, the pint-stoup,
We

’

ll put it in the p int u stoup ,
And birle ’

t a
’

thre a t
The Second verse ofth is song is b Burns. The first i s old .

1 From Herd’s Collection, 1 776.

y
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THE MAID THAT TENDS THE GOATS.

DUDGEON.
*

UP amang yon cliffy rocks,
Swe e tly rings th e rising e cho,
To the m aid that tends the goats,
Lilting o ’

e r her native notes .

Hark, she sings, Young Sandy
’s kind,

And has promise d aye to lo
’

e m e ;

Here
’s a broach I ne

’

e r shall tine ,
Till he ’s fa irly marrie d to m e :

Drive aw a, ye drone , time ,
And bring about our bridal day.

Sandy herds a flock 0
’ she ep ;

Aften doe s he blaw the whistle ,
In a strain sac saft ly swe e t,
L am m ics list

’

ning darena blcat .
He

’

s as fle e t
’

s the m ountain ro e ,

Hardy as the Highland he ather,
Wading through the win ter snaw,

Ke eping aye his flocks the gither ;
But a plaid, w i

’ bare boughs,
He brave s the bleake st norlan blast.

Brawly can he dance and sing,
Cantic gle e , or Highland cronach ;
Nanc can e ver match his fling,
At a re e l , o r roun d a ring.
Wightly can he wie ld a rung ;
In a brawl he ’s aye the bangster
A’ his praise can n e

’

e r be sung
By the lange st-w inded sangster.

Sangs, that sing 03Sandy,
Seem short, though they were c

’

er

it The son we are inf
Wickshire .

I arm ed by Burns, of a respectable farm er in Be i
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DONOCHT HEAD.

~W
I
LL I

AM P ICKERING .

KEEN blaws the wind ower D onocht Head ;
The snaw drive s sne l ly through the dale ;

The gaberlunzie tirl s my sne ck,
And shive ring te lls h is wae fu’ tale
Cauld is the n icht ; 0 le t m e in,
And dinna le t your minstre l fa’

,

And dinna le t his winding-she e t
Be nae thing but a wreath o

’ snaw.

Full n ine ty winte rs hae I see n,
And pipe d where gorcocks whirring flew ;

And mony a. day ye
’ve dance d, I we en,

To lilts which ha s m y drone I blew .

”

My Eppie wake d, and sunc she cried ,
Ge t up, gudeman, and le t him in ;

For w e e l ye ken the winte r n icht
Was short when he began his din .

M
g
Eppie ’s voice , 0 w ow it

’

s swe e t,
v
’

n though she ban s and scaulds a w e e ;
But when it’s tune d to sorrow

’

s tale ,
Oh baith, it

’s doubly de ar to m e !

Come in , auld carle ! I
’ l l ste er my fire ;

I ’ll m ak i t ble eze a bonn ie flame .

Your blude is th in ; ye
’ve tint the gate ;

Ye shouldna stray sac far frae hame .

”

Nae ham e have I, the minstre l said
Sad party-strife ow erturned my ha’

;

And, we eping, at the close 0
’ life ,

I wande r through a wreath o
’

snaw.

”

Wae
’

s m e , auld carle ! sad is your tale ;
Your scrip is toom , your claithing thin

Mine ’s no the hand to ste e k the door,
When want and wae w ad fain be in.

A m ountain in the north ofSco tland.
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Wi tottering step he reached the spence ,
Whar sunc the ingle ble ezed fa

’

.hie

The auld m an thought him sell at hame ,
While the te ar stood twinkling in his ce .

He took his pipe s, and playe d a spring ;
But

,
oh

,
it w as a strain of w o e ;

It spoke of Scotland
’s chie fs and king,

And wailed a nation’s overthrow.

*

LASSIE
,
LIE NEAR ME.

TUNE—Laddie , lie near m e.

LANG hac w e parte d be en ,
Lassie , my dearie ;

Now w e are m e t again,
Lassie , lie near m e .

Near m e , near m e ,

Lassie , lie near m e

Lang hast thou lain thy lane ;
Lassie , lie near m e .

A’ that I hae endured,
Lassie , my dearie ,

Here in thy arms is cured ;
Lassie , lie near m ed

The first three and a halfstanzas ofth is poem w ere sh ed , as a frag
m ent , in Johnson ’

s Musical Museum , Part IV, 1 792 be en sen t to

th e edi tor ofthat w ork in an anonym ous le tte r, w h ich
N ew cast le post -m ark. Th ey w e re at first attributed to Burn s, but w e re af
t erw ards d iscovered to be th e com po si t i on ofWi llia m P icke ring , 3 poor
North ofEngland poe t, w ho never wrote an th ing e lse of th e le ast m e rit.
Th e additiona l li nes have be en presented to e ed itor ofth i s w ork by th e ir
author, Captain Charles Gray, o f th e Royal Marines, auth or of th e live ly
d rinking son to th e tune of Andre and his Cutty Gun,” inserted in ano
th er rt oft is collection .

t m Johnson'

s Musical Museum , Part III, 1 790.
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And wasna Cockpen richt saucy witha
’

,

And wasna Cockpen richt saucy witha
’

,

In le aving the dochter of a lord,
And kissing a collier lassie an

’

a
’

0 never look doun, my lassie , at a
’

,

0 neve r look doun , my lassie , at a
’

;

Thy lips are as swe e t, and thy figure comple te ,
As the fine st dame in castle or ha

’

.

Though thou hae nae silk and holland sae sm a
’

,

Though thou hae nae silk and holland sae sm a
’

,

Thy coat and thy sark are thy ain handywark,
And Lady Je an w as ne ver sae braw.

*

THE CAMPBELLS ARE COMING.

TUNE—The Cam p be lls are com ing .

THE Campbe lls are coming, O-ho , O-ho !
The Cam pbe l ls are coming, O-ho l

The Cam pbe lls are coming to bonn ie Lochle ven l
The Campbe lls are coming, O-ho , O-ho !

Upon the L o m onds I lay, I lay ;
Upon the L o m onds I lay ;

I lo okit doun t o bonn ie Lochleven ,
And saw thre e perche s play.

The Campbe lls are coming,

Great Argyle he goe s be fore ;
He make s the cannons and guns to roar ;
With sound 0

’ trumpe t, pipe , and drum
The Campbe l ls are coming, O-ho , O-ho l

The Campbe lls they are a’ in arms,
The ir loyal faith and truth to show

,

From Johnson’

s Musical Museum , Part IV, 1 792. Th ere is, howeve r,
an earl i e r and less d eh ca te version in He rd ’

s Collection 1 776. Th e t e
sent was probably im proved fo r Johnson by Burns.

p



With banners rattl ing in the wind
The Cam pbe l ls are coming, O-ho , O-ho l*

MERRY HAE I BEEN TEETHING A
HECKLE.

TUNE—Lord B readalbane’s March.

O MERRY hae I be en te e thing a he ckle ,
And merry hae I be en shapin a apune ;

O merry hae I been cloutin a ke ttle ,
And kissin my Katie when a

’

w as dune
O a

’

the lang day I ca
’

at my hammer,
And a

’

the lang day I whistle and sing
A’

the lang n icht I cuddle my kim m er,

And a
’

the lang n icht as happy’s a king.

Bitter in dule I lickit my w innins,
O ’ marrying Be ss, to gie her a slave

B le st be the hour she coole d in her l ine ns,
And blythe be the bird that sings ove r her grave I

Come to my arms, my Katie , my Katie ,
And come to my arms, my Katie again !

Drucken o r sober, here
’s to the e , Katie 1

And ble st be the day I did it again if

i t From Johnson’
s Musica l Museum , Part I II, 1 790 where i t is insinua

ted , as an on d i t , th at i t w as com posed o n th e im prisonm en t ofQ ueen Mary
in Loch le ven Cas t le. Th e Lo m ond s are tw o w e ll-know n h ills, overhang
ing Loch leve n to th e e ast, and vi sib le from Ed inbu h. The air is th e

w e l l-known fam ily tune o r m arch ofth e Clan Cam pbe l.
1 From Johnson’

s Mus ical Muse um , Part I I I, 1 790. The object of th is
song se em s to be a d e l inea tion ofth e l igh t se n ti m en ts w hich a gipsy o r ti nker
m ay be suppose d to e n te rta in o n th e sacre d subj ect ofm atrim ony. Tha t it
is no t ove rcharged , I can at te st by an an ecdote ofa pe rson in a si m ilar rank
in socie ty—Gi ng c’bre id Ned , w h o m ay be re m e m bered by m any of m y
readers as a not e d figure a t th e south -coun tryfai rs, from th irty to forty
years a d o ; i t be i ng h i s profession to d ea l in g inge rbread . N ed had been

m arri ed in 1 1 1 8 t i m e to n o fe w e r th an se ven W i ve s, e ach ofw hom —at least
scandal never asse rt e d th e co ntrar —h ad d i ed before h e r successor cam e

upon th e carpe t. Som ebod y aske the fe llow o n e day w hat h e though t o f
h i m se lf fo r hav ing gone th rough such an im m ense num ber of spouse s, o r

wha t w as th e chi ef im pressm n of h is m ind o n th e subje ct. Deed , sir,
”

answ e red th e m an ofgi nge rbread , a
’

th at I can say about i t, is, tha t I aye
go t an auld kist wr’ th e m , and th ey took away a new ane T he firs t ch est
w as that in w h ich th e brough t th e ir cloth es, & c. (cal led in Scotland th e ir
p rovidi ng th e m m was the coffin whi ch transported th em to th e grave l
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WHISTLE OWER THE L AVE O
’

T.

BURNS .

TUNE—Wh istle ow er the lave o ’
t.

FIRST when Maggie w as my care ,
Heaven , I thought , w as in he r air
Now we ’

re marr ied— spe ir nae m an

But whistle ower the lave o
’

t .

Meg w as me ek and Meg w as mild,
Swe e t and harmle ss as a child ;
Wise r m en than m e

’

s beguile d ;
Sae , whistle ower the lave o

’

t .

How w e l ive , m y Meg and m e ,

How w e love , and how w e gre e ,
I carena by how few m ay se e ;

Sae , whistle ower the lave o
’

t .

Wha I wish were maggots’ meat,
Dishe d up in her winding-she e t,
I could write - but Meg maun sec

’t ;
Sae , whistle ower the lave o

’

t .*

MARY ’S DREAM.

LOWE .

TUNE—Mary
’
s Dream .

THE moon had clim be d the highe st hill
,

Which rise s o ’

e r the source of D e e ,

And from the e astern sum mit she d
Her silver light on towe r and tre e ;

When Mary laid her down to sle e p,
Her thought s o n Sandy far at sea ;
When, soft and low, a voice w as he ard,
Saying, Mary, we ep no more for m e !

I

ifBurns w rote
”

th is song
‘

for a very o ld and v ery popular Scot tish
”

a ir,
w h ich was form erly unprov ided Wi th verses that w ere fit fo r prin t.
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THE LEA-RIG.

FERGUSSON .

TUNE The L ea-rig .

WI LL ye gang ower the 1 ea-rig,*
My ain kind dearie , O P

And cuddlef there sae kindly,
My kind dearie , 0 ?

At thorny dike j: and birken tre e ,
We

’ll dafi
’

and ne
’

e r he we ary, O ;

They’ll scug !! il l e en frae you and m e ,

Mine ain kind dearie , O .

Nae herds, w i
’ kent or collyfi} there ,

Shall ever come to fear ye , 0,

But laverocks, whistling in the air,
Shall woo, l ike m e , the ir dearie , 0 .

While others herd the ir lambs and yowe s,
And toil for w arld’s gear, my jo

Upon the le e my pleasure grows,
Wi’ the e , my kind dearie , O l**

THE DAY RETURNS—MY BOSOM BURNS .

B URN S.

TUNE—The seventh ofN ovem ber.

The day re turns— m y bosom burns
The bl issful day w e tw a did me e t.

Though winter wild in tempe st toile d,
Ne

’

er summer sun w as hal f sae swe e t.
Than a

’

the pride that loads the tide ,
And crosse s o ’

er the sultry l in e ,
ifA ridge left fa llow , be twe en two oth ers wh ich bear grain .

1 Caress m utua l ly. 1 Enclosure .Disport. Ward of.

1 ] Sh eph erds, w ith staffand dog .

l

”EFrom Johnson’
s Musica l Museum , Part I, 1 787.
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Than kingly robe s, than crowns and globe s,
It gave m e more— it made thee mine .

While day and night can bring de l ight,
Or nature aught of pleasure give ,
While joys above my mind can move ,
Fo r thee, and the e alone , I live 1
Whe n that grim fo e of life be low
Come s in be twe en to make us part,

The iron han d that breaks our band,
It breaks my bliss—it breaks my heart! “

MY SODGER LADD IE.

[THE SOLD IER
i

S Do xr
’

s SONG IN THE JOLLY
BEGGAR S .

BURN S.

TUNE—S odger la ddie .

I ONCE w as a maid, though I cannot te l l when,
And stil l my de light is in proper young m en ;

Some one of a troop of dragoons w as my daddie ,
No wonder I’m fond of a sodge r laddie .

The first of my love s w as a swaggering blade ,
To rattle the thundering drum w as his trade
His leg

'

w as so tight, and his che ck w as so ruddy,
Transporte d I w as with my sodge r laddi e .

But the godly old chaplain le ft him in the lurch,
The sword I forsook fo r the sake of the church
He ven ture d the soul , and I riske d the body ;
’Twas then I prove d fal se to my sodger laddie .

Full soon I grew sick of my sanctifie d sot,
The re giment at large for a husband I got ;

at Th is song , w hich first ap ed in Johnson ’

s Musica l Museum , Part
i i i, 1 790, w as wri tten in com p m en t to Mr and Mrs Ridd le , ofGlenrid d e l,
tw o o fth e poe t’s deare st and m ost valuable fri e nd s. The read er Wi ll o h
se rve that i t is a sort ofann i versary ode for the recurrence ofth e m arri age
day ofth is worthy couple .
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From the ; gilded spontoon‘ to the fife I w as ready,
I asked no more than a sodger laddie .

But the peace it re duce d m e to beg in de spair,
Till I m e t my old boy at a Cunningham fair ;
His rags re gimental they fiutte red so gaudy,
My heart it rej oice d at my sodge r laddie .

And now I have l ive d I know n o t how long,
And still I can join in a cup and a song ;
But whilst with both hands I can hold the glass ste ady,
Here ’s to thee , my hero, my sodger laddie .

SEE THE SMOKING BOWL BEFORE US.

[THE BARD
’

S SONG I N THE JOLLY BEGGARS

BURN S .

TUNIS—J olly m ortals,fill your g lasses.

SEE the smoking howl be fore us,
Mark our jovial ragge d ring

Round and round take up the chorus,
And in rapture s le t us sing

A fig for those by law prote cte d,
Liberty’s a glorious feast l

Courts for cowards we re e re cte d,
Churche s built to please the prie st.

What is tit le what is tre asure ,
What i s reputation ’s care

If .w e le ad a life of pleasure ,
’Tis no matter how o r where .

Life is all a variorum ,

We regard no t how it goe s
L e t them cant about de corum

,

Who have characters to lose .

1 0
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With true de sign to stand our ground,
And chase our fe e s aw a, Will ie ,

Lairds and lords cam there hede en ,
And vow gin they were braw,Willie

Up and waur " them a
’

, Willie l
Up and waur the m a

’

, Will ie

But when our standard w as se t up,
Sae fierce the w ind ~did blaw, Willie ,

The royal n it upon the tap
Down to the ground did fa

’

, Will ie .

Then se cond-sichte d Sandy said,
We

’

d do nae gude at a
’

, Willie . 1
~

Up and waur, 8m .

But when the army joined at Pe rth,
The brave st e ’er ye saw , Will ie ,

We didna doubt the rogue s to rout,
Re store our king and a

’

, Wil lie ;
Pipers playe d frae richt to le ft,

Fy, furich, Whigs, aw a l
”

j: Will ie .

Up and waur, 8 m.

But when w e marche d to Sherra-muir,
And the re the rebe ls [I saw , Willie ,

Brave Argyle attacke d our right,
Our flank and front and a

’

, Willie .

Traitor Huntly soon gave w ay,
Seaforth, St Clair, and a

’

, Willie .

Up and waur,

But brave Glengary, on our right,
The rebe ls’ le ft did claw , Willie .

He there the greate st slaughte r made
That e ver Donald saw , Will ie .

And Whittam turne d about fo r fe ar,
And fast did rin aw a, Willie .

Up and waur
,
&c.

Burns contends th at th is should be warn , in allusion to th e Cran tara,
o r w arning ofa Highland clan to arm s. But I have preferred th e w ordWh ich i s invari ably used in th e Low lands. To waur is to worst o r defeat.
i Th i s is an historica l fact.
i A Jacobi te p i air.

te r
l
ldg

he arm y n George , so cal led by th e adh erents Of th e Pre
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He had ca
’

d us a Highland mob,
Sa id he w ad slay us a

’

, Willie ;
But w e chase d him back to Stirling brig,
Dragoons, and foot, and a

’

, Willie !
At length w e ral l ie d on a hill ,
And briskly up did draw, Wil l ie .

Up and waur,

But w hen Argyle did view our line
,

And them in orde r saw , Willie ,
He straught gaed to Dunblane agai n,
And back his le ft did draw, Wi llie ;

And w e to Auchte rarde r gaed,
To wait a be tte r fa ’

, Willie .

Up and waur, 8m .

Now if ye spie r w ha w an the day,
I
’

ve t e lle d ye what I saw , Wil lie ;
We baith did fight

,
and baith did beat,

And ba ith did rin aw a, Will ie .

So there ’s my canty Highland sang
About the thing I saw , Will ie .

Up and waur the m a
’

, Willie ,
Up and waur the m a

’

, Willie .

at

A version of th is song , a paren tly from som e stall com , is in Herd ’

s

Collection . But, in form ing t e presen t e d i tion , recourse has been h ad fo r
be t ter read ings to tw o oth er co ies, o ne of w h ich is pri n ted in th e se cond
volum e of Johnson’

s Musica l useum , and th e oth e r in Cro m ek
’
s Se lect

Songs th e la tte r be ing a version w h ich Bum swrote down from th e sing ing
ofan eccen tric ch aracte r Ofth e nam e ofTam Ne i l , w h o w as rece n to r in
th e High Church , Ed inburgh , w h i le Dr Bla irw as m inister, an w h o had an

exqui

f
srte knack at Si nging o ld Scottish songs w ith appropria te expres

sxon.

i Tam w as a sort ofhum ourist on h is own bo tto m , besides. Dr B la ir
having bee n in th e co un try o ne Sunday, happened to m ee t h is precentor
n ext m orn i o n th e stree t , as h e w as procee d i ng hom e wards. We ll ,
T o m ,

”
said t e m in iste r, how d i d th ey com e on in the church yeste rda 3

”

—“ D e ed , I be lieve , no ve w ee l, " answ ered Tam ; I was us th ere , oc

tor, ony m air than yoursell.
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WANDERING WILLIE.

[OLD VERSESJ

TUNE Wandering Willie.

Here aw a, there aw a, wandering Willie !
Here aw a, the re aw a, haud aw a hame l

Lang have I sought the e , de ar have I bought the e
Now I have gotte n my Willie again .

Through the lang muir I have followe d my Will ie
Through the lang muir I have fol lowe d him hame .

Whatever be tide us, nought shall divide us
Love now rewards all my sorrow and pain .

Here aw a, there aw a, here aw a, Will ie !
Here aw a, there aw a, here aw a, hame

Come , love , be lieve m e , nothing can grie ve m e ,

Ilka thing ple ase s, when Willie
’s at hamed‘

SWEET ANNIE FRAE THE SEA-BEACH
CAME.

TUNE—Sw eet Anniefrae th e sea-beach cam e .

SWEET Annie frae the sea -beach came ,
Where Jocky spe e led -

l the ve sse l
’s s ide .

Ah w ha can ke ep the ir heart at hame ,
When Jocky

’

s tossed abune the tide
Far afi

'

to distant lands he gangs ;
Ye t I

’

ll be true , as he has be en
And w hen ilk lass about him thrangs,
He

’

ll think on Ann ie , his faithfu
’

ain

I m et our we althy laird ye stre en
Wi

’

gowd in hand he t empte d m e .

4“ From Herd ’s Collection , 1 776.

1 Clim bed .
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The surly auld” carle did n aet hing hut snarl,
And John ie ’s face it grew re d

Ye t , though he often sighed, he ne
’

er a word replied,
Till all were aslee p in bed.

Up Johnie rose , and to the door he goe s ,
And gent ly tirle d at the pin .

The lassie , tak ing tent, un to the door she went,
And she opene d and le t him in .

And are ye come at last , and do I hold ye fast ?
And is my John ie true P”

I have nae time to te l l, but se e lang
’s I like myse l l,

Sae lang sal l I love you.”

Fle e up, fle e up , my bonn ie gre y cock,
And craw w han it is day

Your n e ck shal l he l ike the bonn ie beaten gowd,
And your wings of the silver gre y.

”

The cock proved fause , and un true he w as
Fo r he crew an hour owe r sune .

The las sie thought it day, whe n she sent her love away,
And it w as but a blink o’ the mune .

*

WHAT CAN A YOUNG LASSIE DO WI’

AN AULD MAN ?

BURNS .

TUNE What Can a young lassie do m i
’
an auld m an 2

WHAT can a young lassie , what shal l a young lassie ,
What can a young lassie do w i’ an auld m an P

Bad luck on the pe nny, that te m pt e d my minn ie
To se ll her puir Jeanie for siller and land.

He
’

s always com ple enin , frae m o rnin to c’e n ih
He hosts and he hirple s the weary day lang ;

i f From Herd 's Collection, 1 776.
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He
’

s doil t , and he
’

s dozen t ; his blude it is frozen
Oh

,
dre ary’s the time w i

’

a crazy auld m an !

He burns and he bankers, he fre ts and he cankers ;
I ne ve r can ple ase him, do a

’

that I can
He

’

s pe e vish and jeal ous of a ’

the young fe l lows
Oh

,
dule on the day I m e t w i

'

an auld m an 1

My auld auntie Katie , upon m e taks pity
I’ll do my endeavour to follow her plan ;

I
’

ll cross him and wrack him, until I he art- break him ,

And then his auld brass will buy m e a new pan.

NEIL GOW’

S FAREWELL TO WHISKY.

TUNE—F arew ell to whisky.

YOU’

VE sure ly heard 0
’ famous Ne il ,

The m an that playe d the fiddle we e l
I w at be

_

was a can ty chie l,
And de arly lo’e d the whisky, O

And, aye sin he wore the tartan trews,
He de arly lo’e d the Athole brose
And w as w as be , you m ay suppose ,

To play farewe ll to whisky, O .

Alake , quoth Ne il , I
’m frail and auld,

And find my blude grow unco cauld
I think ’

tw ad m ake m e bly’the and bauld,
A w e e drap Highland whisky, O .

Ye t the doctors the y do a
’

agre e ,
That whisky’s n o the drink for m e .

Saul l quoth Ne il,
’twill spo il my glee ,

Should they part m e and whisky, 0 .

Though I can baith ge t wine and ale ,
And find my he ad and finge rs hale ,
I
’

ll be con te nt, thoug h le gs should fail,
To play farewe ll to whisky, O .
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But still I think on auld lang syne ,
When Paradise our friends did tyn e ,
Be cause some thing ran in the ir mind ,

Forbid like Highland whisky, O.

Come , a
’

ye powers 0
’ music, come

I find my heart grows unco glum
My fiddle -strings will no play hum ,

To say, Farewe l l to whisky, 0 .

Ye t I’ll take my fiddle in m y hand,
And screw the pegs up while the y’ll stand,
To make a lamen tat ion grand,

On gude auld Highland whisky, 0 .

THE LAMMIE.

HECTOR MACNE ILL .

TUNE Whar ha e ye been a
’
day.

WHAR hae ye be en a
’

day,
My boy Tammy

I
’

ve be e n by burn and flow’

ry b rae ,
Meadow gre en and mountain gre y,
Courting 0

’ this young thing,
Just come frae her mammy.

And whar gat ye that young thing,
My boy Tammy

I got her down in yonder howe ,
Sm iling on a bonny knowe ,
He rding ae w e e lamb and ew e ,

For her poor mammy.

What said ye to the bonn ie bairn,
My boy Tam m y P

I praise d he r e en , sae love ly blue ,
He r dim ple

’

d che ek and cherry mou
I pre e ’d it aft , as ye m ay trow

She said she ’d te ll her mammy.
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Only thou, I swear and vow,
Shall e ver be m y dearie .

Lassie , say thou lo
’

e s m e ,

Or if thou wilt no t be my ain,
Say na thou’lt refuse m e

If it winna, canna be ,
Thou for thine m ay choose m e ,

L e t m e , las sie , quickly die,
Trusting that tho u lo’e s m e .

Lassie , le t m e quickly die ,
Trust ing that thou lo

’

e s m e .

ARMSTRONG’

S GOODNIGHT.

TUNE—Gude nicht, and j oy be m i ’ ye a
’
.

TH I S n ight is my departing n ight
Fo r here nae langer must I stay

There ’s n o a frie nd or fae of mine ,
But wishe s that I we re away.

My time is come ; I maun demit,
And frae your company re ca’

I hope ye ’

re a
’ my friends as ye t ;

Gude n icht, and joy be w i
’ you a’

i

I
’

ve spent some time , I maun confess,
In your swe e t civil com pan ie

Fo r ony offe nce that I hae dune ,
I n e e ds that I fo rgi

’

en m ay be .

What I hae dune for lack o’ Wit,
I ne ver n ever can re ca’

I hope ye ’

re a
’ my frie nds as ye t ;

Gude n icht, and joy be W1 you a
’

.

Th e first four and the last four lines ofth is com posi tion w ere found byBum s as a fragm en t , and w ere by hi m very m uch and ve ry justly adm i

re d , as giving th e h in t of som e d isastrous tale . Th ey w e re pub lish ed in
th e Borde r Mm strelsy, unde r th e ti tle tof Arm strong ’

s Goodn igh t , w i th
a note , quoting a trad i ti on , by which th ey w ere sa i d to have be en com po
sed by one of th at ce lebrated preda tory clan, executed for th e m urde r of
S l l' John Carm ichae l ofEdrom , w ard e r ofth e m iddl e m arch es, in th e year
1 600. Mr Buch an of Pe terh ead h as latter ly printed , in h is An cien t
Ballads

'

and Songs ofth e North ofScotland ,” th ese esteem ed h nes, in co m

pany Wl th t ce as m any, which , he th inks, m ay be suppo sed to com plete
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FOR THE SAKE OF SOMEBODY .

[OLD VERSES.]

TUNE—Som ebody.

FOR the sake of some body,
For the sake of somebody,

I co uld wake a winte r n icht,
For the sake of somebody.

I am .gaun to se ek a wife ,
I am gaun to buy a plaidy ;

I have thre e stane o’ w oo

Carline , is thy daughte r ready
For the sake of somebo dy, 8 m .

Be tty, lassy, say
’t thyse ll,

Though thy dame be i ll to shoe
First we ’l l buckle , 1 then we ’ l l te l l ;
L e t he r flyte , § and syn e come to .

What sign ifie s a mothe r’s gloom ,

Whe n love and kisse s come in p lay ?
Sho uld w e wi ther in our b loom ,

And in sim mer m ak nae hay ?

Bonny lad, I care na by,
Though I try my luck W 1 thee ,

Since ye are content t o t ie
The half-mark brida l-band Hw i

’

m e .

I
’

ll sl ip hame and wash my fee t,“
And st ea l on linen s fa i r and clean ;

Sync at the trysting-plae e we
’l l me e t,

To do but what m y dam e has done .

th e ng, though they are in an inferior style of ry and fee ling . By 3
ac! on from Mr Buch an ’

s addi t ional m a tte r, an a colla ti on ofth e w hole
W i th th e copie s pub l ish ed in Joh nson ’

s Musica l Museum , and the Borde r
M instre ls

y
, th e p resen t ed i tor has end eavoured to m ake up a song of th e

ord inary eng th .

Th e air is very
Kr
o

cl
m ’ar’ an d has been ad opted by m ore than one m o

de
i
n po e t ,

h
as a ve e for verses.

Wate

1 Old w om an. 1: Mar Sco ld .

It A runaw ay m arriage is com m on ly ca ed a ha lf-m ark bridal, in Sco t
land , from th e sum , probably, which w as form erly gi ven as hire to the
cle rgym an

1KConsidered in Scotland an ind i Spensable pre lim inary to m arriage.



Now my love ly Be tty give s
COnsent in sic a he artsome gate ,

It m e frae a
’ my care re l ieve s ,

And doubts that gart m e aft look blate .

The n le t us gang and ge t the grace ;
Fo r the y that have an appe t ite

Should e at ; and lovers should embrace
If the se he faults,

’

t is nature
’

s wyte .

SANDY O’

ER THE LEE.

TUNE—Sandy o
’

er the lee.

I WINNA marry ony m an but Sandy ower the le e ,
I winna marry ony m an but Sandy ow e r the le e ;
I winna hae the dom in ie , fo r gude he canna be ;
But I w ill hae my Sandy lad, my Sandy ower the le e
For he

’

s aye a-kissing, kissm g,
'

aye a -kissm g m e ;

He
’

s aye a-kissing, kissing, aye a -kissing m e .

I winna hae the minister, for all his godly looks ;
No r ye t will I the law ye r hae , for a

’ his wily crooks
I winna hae the ploughman lad, n or ye t will I the

m ille r,
But I w il l hae my Sandy lad , without a pe nny siller.

For he
’

s aye a-kissing, &c.

I winna hae the soldier lad, fo r he gangs to the wars ;
I w inna hae the sailor lad; be cause he sm e lls o’ tar ;
I winna hae the lord, o r laird , fo r , a

’ the ir me ikle ge ar,
But I will hae m y Sandy lad, m y Sandy o

’

e r the muir.
Fo r he

’

s aye a-kissing, &c.1
~

fl From
’

th e Tea -Tab le M isce llany, w h ere i t is prin te d w i thout any si g
n ature , be i ng probab ly th e product i on of th e e d i tor, of wh ose m anne r i t

b e ars m any m arks .

1 From Johnson’s Scots Musical Museum , Part HI 1 790.
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The lassie lost her silken snood,
In pu’in

’ o’ the bracken .

He praise d my e en sae bonnie blue ,
Sae lily-white my skin , O ;

And syn e he pri e d my bonn ie mou,
And swore it w as nae sin, 0 .

But he has le ft the lass he looe d,
His ain true love forsaken ;
Which gars m e sair to gre e t the snoo d
I lost amang the bracken .

"s

THE PLOUGHMAN.

TUNE The Ploughm an.

THE ploughman he
’

s a bonn ie lad,
And a

’ his wark’s at le isure
And, when that he come s hame at e

’

e n,

He kisse s m e w i
’ ple asure .

Up w i ’t n ow ,

-

t
~ my ploughman lad l

Up w i’t n ow , my ploughman
Of a ’

the lads that I do se e ,
Comme nd m e to the ploughman .

Now the blooming spring come s on ,
He take s his yoking e arly,

And, whistling o ’

e r the furrowed land, 1:
He goe s to fallow cle arly.

When my ploughman come s hame at e ’

en,

He
’

s often w e t and w earie ;

From th e Scots Musical Museum , Part I . , 1 787. Ri tson , how ever,
wh o give s it in h is Scot tish Songs,” 1 794, professe s to h ave copi ed i t
from Napie r’s Collection ,

”
w h ich w as probably pub li sh e d e arl i er than

th e
.

Musica l Museum , th ough n o t so early as Herd ’

s Collecti on in
w h ich th is song does n o t appea r.
1' A Scot tish phrase ofh igh exulta tion , which seem s to be only used in

songs :

Up w i’t, Ailie , Ai lie ,
Up w i

’
t, Al lie , now ”

I

’

d SO o

i M ILTON.

ng
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Cast aft the w e t,put on the dry,
And gae to bed , my dearie .

I will wash my ploughman
’s hose ,

And I will wash his o w erlay,

And I will make my ploughman
’s bed,

And che er him late and early.

Me rry but, and merry be n ,
Me rry is my ploughman ;

Of a’

the trade s that I do ken ,

Commend m e to the ploughman.

Plough yon hill, and plough yon dale ,
Plough yon faugh and fallow ;

Wha winna drink the ploughm an
’

s health,
Is but a dirty fe llow l

o , AY MY W IFE SHE DANGME.

BURN S.

TUNE—0, ay m y Wife she dang m e .

O , AY my wife she dang m e ,

And aft my wife she bange d m e l

If ye gie a woman a
’

he r will,
Gude fai th, she

’ll soo n owe rgang ye .

On pe ace and rest my mind w as ben t,
And

,
fool I w as, I m arrie d ;

But ne ve r hone st man ’s in te n t
As cursedly m iscarrie d l
O; ay m y wife , 8rc.

Some sair o ’ comfort stil l at last,
When a

’ th ir days are dune , m an

From Herd’s Collecti on. 1 776. A difi
‘

eren t version is in th e Musica l
Museum , Part IL ; and th ere is ano the r, very m uch corrupted, in Cun
ningham

’

s Songs ofScotland .
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My pains 0
’

he l l on e arth is past,
I’m sure 0

’ he aven aboon , m an .

0, ay my wife , &c.
*

ANNA .

BURNS .

TUNE—B anks ofE m m a .

YESTREEN I had a pint 0’ wine ,
A place whe re body saw na ;

Ye stre e n lay on this bre ast o’ mine
Th e raven locks of Anna .

The hungry Jew in wilde rne ss,
Rejoicing ower his manna,

Was nae thing to my hinny bliss,
Upon the l ips of Anna.

Ye monarchs tak the e ast and we st,
Frae Indus to Savannah !

Gie m e within m y strain ing grasp
The m e lting form ofAnna.

There I’l l de spise im pe rial charms,
An e m pre ss o r sultana,
While dying rapture s

,
in her arms,

I give and take with Anna.

Aw a, thou Haun t ing god of day l
Aw a, thou pale Diana l

Ilk star gae hide thy twinkling ray,
When I ’m t o m e e t my Anna .

Come , in thy rave n plumage , n ight,
Sun, moon , and stars , withdrawn

And bring an ange l pen to write
My transports with my Anna.1

~

From th e Scots Musica l Museum , Part VI. 1 803.
‘

t Th i s song , like H igh land Mary.” affords a strong proofofth e powe r
w h i ch poe try posse sses ofra ism

g
and sub li m i ng obJects naturally m e an and

im pure . High land Mar
y
w as t e dai ry-m a i d ofCOi lsfie ld ; Anna i s said to

h ave be en som eth ing st i l m eane r i n the scale ofsoci e ty.
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I wee p not for the sile nt dea d
The ir toils

“

are past , the ir sorrows o
’

er ;

And those the y love d the ir steps shall tread,
And de ath shal l join to part no more .

Though boundle ss ocean s roll’d be twe en,
If certain that his he art is n e ar,

A conscious transport glads e ach scene ,
Soft is the sigh , and swe e t the te ar.

E
’

e n when by de ath
’s cold hand removed,

We mourn the tenant of the tomb
To think that e

’

en in de ath he love d,
Can gild the horrors of the gloom .

But bitter, bitte r are the te ars
Of he r who slighte d love bewail s

No hope her dre ary prospe ct che ers,
No ple asing me lancholy hails .

He rs are the pangs of wounde d pride ,
Of blast e d hope

,
of withe re d j oy ;

The fiat t
’

ring ve il i s rent aside
The flame of love burns to de stroy.

In vain doe s memory renew
The hours once tinge d in transport’s dye ;

The sad re ve rse soon start s to view,
And turn s the past to agony.

E
’

e n time itse lf de spairs to cure
“ Those pangs to e v’ry fe e ling due
Ungene rous youth I thy boa st how poo r,
To w in a he art —and break it too.

No cold approach , no alter
’

d mien ,
Just what would m ake suspicion start

fNo pause the dire e xtreme s be twee n,
He made m e ble st— and broke my he art.

From hope , the w re tche d
’

s an chor
,
torn

Negle cte d and n egle ct ing all
Frie ndle ss, forsaken , and forlorn ;
The t ears I she d m ust e ve r fall.

3“ Th e qua train ending h ere w as suppl ied by Burns , to m ake the stanzas
s uit th e m usi c. Th is be aut iful in first a ared in Johnson’

s Musical
Museum , Part IV, 1 792.

po e ppe
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THE SOUTERS 0
' SELKIRK.

TUNE—The Souters ofSelkirk.

I '

r
’

s up with the soute rs o
’ Se lkirk,

And doun w i
’

the Earl 0’ Home I
And he re is to a ’

the braw laddie s
That wear the single

n so led shoo n l

Fye upon ye llow and ye llow,

And fye upon ye llow and gre en
But up w i’ the true blue and scarle t,
And up w i’ the single -soled shoon.

It
’

s up W 1 the soute rs o’ Se lkirk,
Fo r the y are ba ith trusty and le al

And up w i’ the lads o’ the Fore st,
And doun with the Merse to the de il l*

4“ Th e first and th ird verse o fth is strange rant are from Johnson’
s Musi

cal Museum , vo l . v , ci rca T he second verse is suppli ed from a copy
pub l ish ed in t e M instre lsy ofth e Scot t i sh Borde r. Th e re are various w ays
o faccoun t i ng fo r th e orig i n and com m on of th e song ; but i t se e m s proba
b le th at th e w ri t er ofth e S ta t i sti ca l Accoun t ofth e pari sh ofSe lki rk is righ t ,
w h en h e says that i t refers to a m a tch a t foot-bal l w h ich took place a t som e

re m ote pe ri od be tw ee n th e Hom e and Ph i liph augh fam i lies , and in w h ich

th e sh oe m akers ofSe lkirk acte d a co nspi cuous part. Th e colours execra ted
in th e second ve rse are those ofth e Earl ofHom e

’
s live ry.

.

T h e follow ing i s an expanded versxm of th e song from Mr Al lan Cun
m ngham

’

s Collection :

0

Up w ith th e souters ofSe lkirk,
And dow n Wi th th e Ea rl ofHom e !

And up w i
’
a
’

th e brave lads,
W

'

h a sew th e sing le-sole d sh oon

0 fye upon ye llow and ye l low ,

And fye u ye llow and e e n ;

And up wi
’

e true b lue an scarle t,
An d up Wl

’
th e sm gle-soled sh oon !

Up w i ’ th e souters ofSe lkirk
Up W l

’
th e lm gle a

nd last
Th e re ’

s fam e W i th e days th at
’
s com ing,

And g loryWi ’ th em th at are past.

Up w i ’ th e souters ofSe lkirk
Lads tha t are trusty and lea l

And up Wi th th e m en ofth e Fore st ,
And dow n Wi ' th e Me rse to th e de il !

O m itre s are m ad e fo r nodd les,
Bu t fe e t th ey are m ade fo r shoon ;

And fam e is as SID to Selki rk
As ligh t is true to the m oon .
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0 , MAY, THY MORN.

BURNS .

0 , MAY, thy m om w as n e
’

e r sae swe e t
As the mirk n icht 0 ’ De ce m ber ;

Fo r sparkling w as the rosy wine ,
And private w as the chamber

And dear w as she , I darena name ,
But I will aye remember ;

And de ar w as she , I darena name ,
But I will aye remember.

And here ’s to them that, like oursell,
Can push about the j orum

And here ’s to them tha t wish us we e l ;
May a

’ that
’

s gude watch o
’

er them I
And here ’s to them w e darena te ll,
The de are st o’ the quorum ;

And he re ’s to the m w e darena te ll,
The deare st o

’

the quorum .

CHARLIE, HE
’

S MY DARLING.

[OLD VERSESJ

TUNE—Charli e is m y darling .

’TWA S on a Monday morn ing,
R icht early in the year,

That Charl ie cam to our toun,
The young Che val ier.

And Charl ie he ’s my darling
,

My darl ing, my darl ing ;

Th ere S i ts a sout er in Se lkirk.
Wh a Si n 3 as h e draw s h i s thread
Th e re ’s ga lan t souters in Se lkirk
As lang’s th ere ’s w ater in Tw e ed .

9



https://www.forgottenbooks.com/join


48 2

Take it aff, and le t
’s have mair o ’

t

Pox on fighting, trade , and books !
Le t’s have ple asure , while we

’

re able
Bring us in the me ikle bowl ;

Place
’

t o n the middle of the table ;
And le t wind and weather gowl .

Cal l the drawe r ; le t him fil l it
Fou as e ver it can hold

Oh
, t ak te nt ye dinna spill it ;

’Tis mair precious far than gold.

By you’ve drunk a dozen bumpers,
Bacchus will begin to prove ,

Spite of Venus and her mumpers,
Drinking be tte r is than lo ve .

*

CLOUT THE CALDRONJ‘

TUNE— Clo ut the Ca ldron .

HAVE ye any pots o r pans,
Or any broken chandle rs 191

I am a t inker to my trade ,
And n ewly com e frae Flanders,

As scant of siller as of grace
Disbanded, we

’ve a bad r un ;

Gar te ll the lady of the place ,
I’m come to clout he r ca’dron .

F a , adrie , diddle , d iddle , &e .

From th e Tea-Tab le Misce l lany, 1 724.
1

.

A trad i t ion is m en t ioned in T h e Be e ,
’
th at th e second B ish op

Ch ish olm ofDunb lan e use d to say, th at ifh e w ere going to be h ang ed , no
th i ng w ould sooth e h is m ind so m uch by th e w ay, as to h ear Clout the
Caldron ’ played .

I have m e t w ith anoth er tradit ion , tha t th e o ld song to this tune

Hae ye ony pots o r pans,
Or o ny broken ch an d lers

w as com posed on one ofth e K enm ure fam i ly, in th e e arl ier tim es, and al
luded to an am our h e h ad , w h i le und er h id ing , in th e d i sguise o fan i t i
ran t ti nker. T h e a i r is a lso know n by th e nam e of T he b lacksm ith and
h i s apron ,

’
w h i ch , from th e rhyth m , see m s to have been a line ofsom e o ld

song to th e tun e .

”—BunNs d
i Cand lest icks.

apu Crom ek
’

s Setect Scottish Song s, I, 1 1
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Madam, if you have wark fo r m e ,

I
’

ll do’t to your cont entm en t ;
And dinna care a single die
For any man

’s resentme nt
For, lady fair, though I app
To e very ane a tinker,

Ye t to yoursell I
’m bauld to te l l ,

I am a gentle jinker.

Love Jupiter int o a swan
Turn ed, for his love d Leda ;

He like a bull ower me adows ran,
To carry ofi

'

Eum pa.

Then m ay no t I, as we ll as he ,
To cheat your Argus blinke r,

And w in your love , l ike mighty Jove ,
Thus hide m e in a t inke r ?

Sir, ye appear a cunning m an
But this fine plot you ’ ll fail in ;

Fo r there is ne ither pot nor pan,
Of min e , you

’l l drive a na i l in .

Then bind your budge t on your back,
And nai ls up in your apron

For I
’

ve a tinke r under tack,
That’s use d to clout m y ca

’

dron .
*

TanBONNIE BRUCKET LASSIE.

JAMES TYTLER.

TUNE The bonnie bracket lassie .

THE bonn ie brucke t lassie ,
She ’s blue beneath the e en ;

She w as the faire st lass ie
That dan ce d on the gre en .

A lad he l oo’d he r dearly ;
She did his love re turn

From the Tea-Tab le M isce llany, where i t is prin ted without any m ark.
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But he his vows has broken ,
And le ft her for to mourn .

My shape
,
she says, w as handsome ,

My face w as fair and cle an ;
But now I’m bonn ie brucke t ,
And blue bene ath the e e n.

My e ye s we re bright and sparkling,
Be fore that the y turne d blue ;

But n ow they’re dul l with we eping,
And a

’

, my love , fo r you.

My person it w as come ly ;
My shape , the y sa id, w as neat

But no w I am quite change d ;
My stays the y winna m e e t.

A’

n icht I sle epe d soundly ;
My m ind w as ne ve r sad ;

But n o w m y re s t is broken
I

i
’

thinking 0
’ my lad .

0 could I l ive in darkne ss,
Or hide m e in the s e a ,

Since my love is unfaithful,
And has forsake n m e !

No other love I suffe re d
Within my bre ast t o dwe l l ;

In nought I have offe nde d ,
But loving him too we ll.

He r love r he ard her mourning,
As by he chance d to pass

And pre sse d unto his bosom
The love ly brucke t lass.

My de ar, he sa id , ce ase grie ving ;
Since that you lo

’

e d so true ,
My bonn ie brucke t lassie ,
I’l l fa ithful prove t o you.

*

From Johnson ’
s Scots Musical Museum , Part I , 1 787

Th e idea ofth i s song ,” says Burns, 1 8 to m e ve ry orig i nal th e first tw o
li n es of i t are all of i t t ha t i s o ld . T h e rest of t h e song , a s w e ll as those
son 3 i n th e Museum [J ohnson

’

s Musical Museum ] m arked T , are th e
w o r s o fan obscure , tipplin g

, but extraord i nary body of th e nam e ofTyt
1 9 1 ) com m on ly known by th e nam e ofBa lloon Ty tler, from h is having pro
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Then, le t her gae where she m ay spe ed,
For fient a crum o

’ the e she faws .

Be cause she said I took it ill,
For her depart my heart w as sair,

But w a s beguiled ; gae where she will,
Be shrew the he art that first taks care
But be thou wary, late and air,

This is the final end and clause ,
And le t he r fe e d and fu

’

ly fare ;
For fient a crum o

’

the e she faws.

Ne
’

er dunt aga in w ithin my breast,
Ne ’

e r le t her slights thy courage spill ,
Nor gie a sob although she sne ist :

She ’s faire st paid that ge ts he r will .
She ge eks as gif I me ane d he r ill,

When she glaiks pauchty in
‘

he r braws ;
Now le t her snirt and fyke her fill,

For fient a crum o
’ the e she faws .*

OH, WHAT A PARISH !

ADAM CRAWFORD .

TUNE—B onnie Dundee.

0 ,
WHAT a parish , what a terrible parish,
0 , what a parish is that of Dunkell I

They hae hangit the min ister, drouned the pre centor,
Dung down the ste eple , and

'

drucken the be l l !

Though the ste eple w as doun , the kirk w as still stann in
They biggit a lum where the be ll use d to hang ;

i t Prin ted by Allan Ram say, in h is Tea-Table Miscellan w i th th e m ark
ofan o ld song. I t is to a later and m ore accurate ed i tor, r Davld
o fEd inbur h , that w e are indeb ted fo r th e di scovery ofth e auth or’s nam e .

Alexande r
‘

cott li ved in th e t im e of Q ue e n Mar and w as o ne of th e
b righ test of tha t conste lla t ion of Scottish poe ts w ch preced ed th e dark
age ofthe Re i pua Troub les On accoun t of th e am t nature of th e

grea ter part of s poe try, h e i s usua lly called th e Scottis Anacreon .

”
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A ste l l-Spa
t the y gat , and they brewe d Hie land whisky

On undays the y (1e it, and ran t it and sang !

Oh , had you but se en how gracefu
’ it luikit ,

To see the cramme d pews sae social ly join !
Macdonald, the pipe r, stuck up i

’

the po upit,
He made the pipe s skirl swe e t music divine !

When the he art-che e rin spirit had m ount it the garre t,
To a bal l o n the gre en the y a

’ did adjourn
Maids, W i the ir coats kiltit , the y ski pi t and lilt i t
When tired, they shoo k hands, an a

’ hame did re
turn .

Wad the kirks in our Britain haud sic so cial me e tings
,

Nae warn ing they
’d ne e d frae a far- tinkling be ll

For true l ove and frie ndship w ad ca
’ the m thegither,

Far be tter than roaring o’ horrors 0’

he ll .*

MY WIFE SALL HAE HER WILL .

IF my dear wife should chance to gang,
Wi ’ m e , to Edinburgh t oun ,

Into a shop I wil l he r tak,
And buy he r a ne w goun.

But if my dear wife should hain-

l the charge ,
As I expe ct she will,

And if she says, The auld will do,
By my word she shall hae her will.

If my dear wife should wish to gang,
To se e a ne ebor o r a fri e nd,

A horse o r a chair I will provide ,
0 And a se rvant to a tte nd .

But if my de ar sha l l hain the charge ,
As I e xpe ct she wi ll ,

And if she says, I
' l l walk on foot,

By my word she shal l hae her wil l .

i t Crawford , th e in diter ofthis curious frolic, w as a tailor in Edinburgh ,

an

t

d

S
th e author ofsom e oth er good songs.
ave.
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Ifm y
'

de ar wife shall bring m e a son ,

As I expe ct
,

she will,
Cake and wine I will provide ,
And a nurse to nurse the child.

But jifm y dear wife shal l ha in the charge ,
As I expe ct she will ,

And if she says , She
’l l nurs ’t he rsell,

By my word she shal l hae he r

PUIR AULD MAIDENS .

THERE are thre e score and te n 0
’ us

,

Puir auld m a id e ns ;
The re are thre e score and ten 0

’ us,
Puir auld maiden s ;

There are thre e score and t en 0
’ us,

And nae a penny in our purse ;
Lam e , blind, and comfortle ss,

Puir auld maidens.

It’s very hard w e canna ge t w ed,
Puir auld m aide ns

It
’

s very hard w e canna ge t w e d,
Puir auld maiden s ;

It
’

s hard that w e canna ge t w ed,
Or lie but in a single be d ;
Oh l nae thing can be dune or said,

To com fort auld maidens .

0 w e are 0
’

a willing mind
,

Puir auld maiden s ;
O w e are 0

’

a willing mind
,

Puir auld maide ns ;
0 w e are 0

’

a willing mind,
G in o ny m an w ad be se e kind
As pity us that ’s lam e and bl ind,

Puir auld m aidens .

it Th i s
”
and the preced ing song are copied from th e North Coui i trie

Garland , 1 824 ; a collect ion of o ld ba l lads alm ost as g ood a s m anuscript ,
sm ce only th i rty copi es w ere printed .



https://www.forgottenbooks.com/join


490

With courage attack he r, baith e arly and late
To kiss her and clap he r ye maunna be blate
Spe ak we ll, and do be tte r ; for that

’s the be st gate
To w in a young widow, my laddie .

The widow she ’s youthfu
’

, and n e ver ae hair
The waur of the wearing, and has a good skair
Of e ve ry thing love l y ; she

’s witty and fair,
And has a rich jointure , my laddie .

What could ye wish be tte r, your plea sure to crown,
Than a widow, the bonn ie st toast in the town ,
With, Nae thing but— draw in your stool and sit down ,*
And sport with the widow, my laddie

Then till her, and ki l l her with court e sie dead,
Though stark love and kindn e ss be all you can ple ad ;
Be he artsome and a iry, and hope to succe e d
With the bonn ie gay widow, my laddie .

Strike iron while ’tis be t , if ye
’

d have it to w eld ;
For fortune ay favours the active and bauld,
But ruins the wooer that ’s thowle ss and cauld,
Unfit fo r the widow , my laddies

/
“

t

THE LOVER’S MORNING SALUTE TO
HIS MISTRESS.

BURNS .

TUNE—De il tak the wars.

SLEEP
’

ST thou or w ak
’

st thou, faire st creature ?
Rosy morn now l ift s his eye ,

Numbe ring ilka bud which Nature
Waters w i’ the te ars of joy
Now through the le afy woods,
And by the re eking floods

,

at Apro verbial phrase use d in Scot land to d escribe th e otium sine d ig
n ita te ,

”
w h ich a you thful adven ture r enerall e riences on m arr i a

w e ll-join tured Wi dow .

g y xpe y 11g

t From th e Tea-Table Misce llany, 1 794.
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Wild Nature
’s te nants free ly, gladly stray

The l intwhite in his bowe r
Chan ts o

’

e r the brea thing flower ;
The laverock to the sky
Ascends w i’ sangs of joy,

Whi le the sun and thou arise , to ble ss the day.

Phoebus gilding the brow o
’ morn ing,

a Ban ishe s ilka darksome shade ,
Nature gladden ing and adorn ing ;

Such to m e my love ly maid.

When absent frae m
y
fair,

The murky shade s 0 care
With starle ss gloom o’e rcast my sul len sky ;

But when , i n be auty
’

8 light,
She me e ts my ravishe d sight,
Whe n through my very heart
He r be aming glorie s dart ,

’Tis then I wake to l ife , to light, to j oy.*

h.

MY AULD MAN.

TUNE—Saw ye m y F a ther

IN the land of Fife there l ive d a wicke d wife ,
And in the town of Cupar th en ,
Who sore ly did lame n t

,
and m ade her complaint,

Oh when will ye die , my auld m an ?

In cam her cous in Kate , when it w as growing late ,
She said, What

’s gude for an auld m an

O w he it-bre id and wine , and a kinne u new sla in ;
That’s gude fo r an auld m an,

Cam ye in to je er, or cam ye in to scorn ,
And what fo r came ye in

For be ar-bread and wa te r, I
’m sure , is much be tter

It
’

s owe r gude for an auld m an .

Burns co m this song late in an e ven '

of Octobe r 1 794, as he
w as re turn i n m m a fri e nd

’
s h ouse in th e ne igh hood of Dum fri es,

w h ere h e ha se en at d inner one of h is favouri te heroines, M iss Phi lad el
phia Macm urdo .
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No w the auld man
’s de id

,
and , without reme id,

In to his cauld grave he ’

s gai ie

L ie still w i
’

m y ble ssing ! of the e I ha e nae missing ;
I ’ll n e ’e r m ourn fo r an auld m an .

Within a l ittle mair than thre e quarters of a ye ar,
She w as m arrie d to a young m an the n ,

Who drank at the w ine, and t ipple d at the be e r;
And spent m ore ge ar than he w an .

0 black grew her
‘ brows, and howe grew he r e e n,

And cauld grew her pat and he r pan :

And n ow she sighs, and aye she says ,
I wish I had my silly auld m an

SAW YE MY PEGGY.

“

TUNE— Saw ye m y Peggy

SAW ye nae my Pe
’

ggy,
Saw ye na e my Peggy,
Saw ye nae my Peggy,
Coming ow e r the lea P

Sure a fine r cre ature
Ne

’

e r w as fo rm e d by Na ture ,
So com ple te e ach fe ature ,
So divin e is she !

O how Pe ggy charms m e ;

Eve ry look st il l warms m e ;

Eve ry thought alarms m e ;

Le st she lo e nae m e .

Peggy doth discove r
Nought but charms all ove r

it From Ri tso n
’
s Scot tish Songs,” 1 795 , in to w hich th e editor m en

fi m e th at i t w as copied from som e com m on colle ct ion , w h ose t i tle h e d i d
n o t re m em b er. I t h as often b e en th e task of th e Scot ti sh m use to po in t
o ut th e e v i ls ofill-assort e d a ll i ance s ; but sh e h as scarce ly e ve r don e so w ith
so m uch hum our, and , a t th e sam e t i m e , so m uch force of m ora l pa i n ting ,
a s i n th e pre se n t case . No tune i s assigne d t o th e song in Ritso n ’

s Colle e
t ion ; but th e presen t e d i tor has ve n tured to sugge st th e fine a ir, Sa w ye
m y fath e r,

”
rath e r as be i ng sui ta b le to th e peculiar rhyth m ofth e verse s,

th an to th e sp iri t ofthe com po sm on.
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THE BRIDAL O ’ T.

ALEXANDER ROS S .*

TUNE—Lucy Cam p bell.

THEY say that Jo ckey
’

ll spe ed we e l o ’

t ,

They say that Jockey
’

ll spe e d we e l o ’

t ,

For he grows brawer ilka day ;
I hope we ’ll hae a bridal o ’

t

For ye ste rn ight, nae farthe r gan e ,
The back-house at the side -w a

’

o
’

t ,

He the re w i’ Meg w as m irdin
’

1 se e n ;
I hope we ’l l hae a bridal o ’

t .

An w e had but a bridal o ’

t,

An w e had but a bridal o ’

t ,

We
’

d le ave the re st unto good luck,
Although there might be tide ill '

q

o
’

t .

For bridal days are me rry time s,
And young folk like the Coming o

’

t,

And scribblers the y hang up the ir rhyme s,
And pipers they the hum m ing o

’

t .

The lasse s like a bridal o ’

t ,

The lasse s like a bridal o ’

t

The ir braws maun be in rank and file ,
Although that they should guide i l l o ’

t .

The boddo m o’ the kist is then
Turne d up into the inmost o ’

t ;

The end that he ld the ke eks sae
'

cle an,
Is now be come the t e em est o

’

t .

The bangster a t the thre shing o ’

t ,

The bangst er at the thre shing o
’

t,

Afore it come s is fidgin fain ,
And ilka day’s a clashing o ’

t

He
’

l l se l l his j erkin fo r a groat,
His linder fo r another o ’

t ,

dzlefia
i thor of th e Fortunate Sh epherdess, a dram atic poem in the Meam s

l

t Chatting, w ith fam i liar dal liance .
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And ere he want to cle ar his shot,
His sark

’

ll pay the tothe r o
’

t .

The pipers and the fiddle rs o
’

t ,

The pipers and the fiddle rs o
’

t ,

Can sme l l a brida l unco far,
And like to be the middle rs o

’

t

Fan thick and three -fauld the y convene ,
s Ilk ane envie s the tother o

’

t ,

And wishe s nane but him alane
May eve r se e anothe r o

’

t .

Fan they hae done W1 eating o
’

t ,

Fan the y hae done w i
’

e at ing o
’

t ,

Fo r dancing they e to the gre en ,
And a ibl ins to t bea t in o

’

t

He dance s be st that dance s fast,
And loups at ilka re e sing o

’

t ,

And claps his hands frae hough to hough,
And furls 1 about the fe ezings o

’

t . 1;

ROYAL CHARL IE.

TUNE— The auld Wife ayont the j irc.

OUR gallan t Scottish prince w as clad
Wi ’ bonne t blue and tartan plaid ,
And oh , he w as a handsom e lad l
Nane could com pare w i

’ Charl ie .

The wale o
’ chie fs, the gre at Lochie l,

At Boradale his prince did ha il
And me ikle friendship did pre va il
Be twe en the chie f and Charl ie .

Wh en—th e vulgar dia lect ofthe north -e ast coast ofSco tland.
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0 but ye
’ve be en lang 0 ’ coming

,

Lang 0
’ coming, lang 0

’ com ing
,

0 but ye
’ve be en lang 0

’ coming ;
We l com e , royal Charl ie l

Arouse , ilk valian t kilte d clan ,

L e t Highland he arts le ad o n the van ,

And charge the fo e , claym ore in hand,
Fo r sake 0

’

royal Charlie .

O we lcom e , Charl ie , ower the main ;
Our Highland hills are a

’ your ain ;
Thrice we lcome to o ur isle again ,
Our gallan t royal Charl ie

Auld Scot ia’s sons,
’

m ang he a ther
’

hills,
Can, fe arle ss, face the w arst

'

ofills
,

Fo r kindre d wfire ilk b osom fil ls,
At sight of royal Charl ie .

Her an cient thist le wags he r pow ,

And proudly wave s ow e r hill 'and knowe ,
To hear our ple dge and sacre d vo w ,

To live or die w i
’ Charl ie .

We daurna brew a pe ek o
’ maut,

But Ge ordie aye is finding faut ;
We canna m ak a pickle saut ,
Fo r want o" roya l Charlie .

The n up and quafi
’

, a lang W 1 m e ,

A bum pe r crowne d w i’ t en tim es

To him that ’s com e to se t us fre e
Huzza fo r royal Charl ie I

From a
’

the wilds o ’ Cale don ,
We

’ll gathe r e very hardy son ,

Till thousands to his standard run ,
And ral ly round Prince Charl ie .

Come le t the flow ing que ch go round,
And boldly bid the pibroch sound

,

Till e ve ry gle n and rock re sound
The name 0

’

royal Charlie !

Co iad , by Mr Thom son ‘

s kind pe rm i ssion , from
d ies of co tland ,

”

( 1 822 ) wh e re i t is sta te d to have b e e n
to th e ed itor i n m anuscri t . T he cen tral part of. th e song w a s, h ow e ver ,
prin te d se veral years be o re , as the com posit ion of a gent lem an of the
nam e ofGlen .
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For deep in my spiri t thy swe e ts are indente d ;
And love shall pre serve ay what love has imprinted.
Leave the e , leave the e , I

’ll ne ve r leave the e ,
Gang the w arld as it wi ll, deare st, be l ieve m e I

NELLY.

Oh
,
Johnny, I

’m je alous, whene
’

er ye discover
My se nt iments yie lding, ye

’l l t urn a loose rove r ;
And nought in the world would vex m y he art sairer,
If you prove incon stan t, and fancy an e fairer.
Grie ve m e , grie ve m e , oh , it w ad grie ve m e ,

A’

the lang n ight and day, ifyou de ce ive m e l

JOHNNY.

My Ne lly, le t ne ver sic fancie s oppre ss ye ;
Fo r, while my blood

’s warm , I
’l l kindly care ss ye

Your saft blooming be autie s first kindle d love ’s fire ,
Your virtue and w it m ak it ay flame the highe r.

Leave the e , le ave the e , I
’l l n e ve r leave the e ,

Gang the world as it will,
"

de are st, be l ie v
'

e ine l

NELLY.

Then , Johnny ! I frankly this minute allow ye
To think m e your mistre ss, fo r love gars m e trow ye ;
And gin ye prove false , to yo ursell be it said, the n,
Ye w in but sm a

’ honour t o wrang a puir maiden .

Re ave m e , re ave m e , oh , it would re ave m e

Of my re st, n ight and day, if you de ce ive m e !

JOHNNY.

Bid ice - shogle s hammer re d gauds on the studdy,
And fair sum m er mornings nae mair appe ar ruddy ;
Bid Britons think ae gate , and w he n the y obey the e ,
But ne ve r t ill that time , be lie ve I

’l l be tray the e .

Leave the e , le ave the e l I
’l l n e ve r le ave the e

The starns shall gae withersh ins ere I de ce ive the e l"

From th e Tea-Table Miscellany, 1 724.
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THE WEARY FUND O
’

TOW.

[OLD VERSESJ

TUNE The weary Fund 0
’
Tow .

THE weary pund , the weary pund,
The weary pund o

’

tow ;

I thought my wife w ad end her life
Be fore she span her tow .

I bought my wife a stane o’ lint,
As good as e ’e r did grow ,

And a
’ that she could m ak 0

’ that
Was ae we ary pand o’ tow .

The weary pand, 8m .

There sat a bottle in a ho le ,
Ayon t the ingle low ,

And aye she t ook the tither sook,
To drook the stoury tow.

The weary pund, 8m .

For shame , sa id I, you dirty dame ,
Gae spin your tap o

’

tow :

She took the roke , and, w i
’

a kno ck,
She brak it ower m y pow .

The weary pund, 8m .

At length her feet— I sang to se e it
Gae d foremost owe r the know e ;

And e re I w ed another jade
I’ll wal lop in a tow.

The weary pand,
0 Sta? in orig. ; but th e w ord , i be lieve , sh ould be d rack , wh ich im plies

th e act of m ak i ng up a po w dery , or oth er dry stuff, into a consi sten ce by
m eans ofw ate r. A w om an , for m tance , in baking oatm ea l cakes, first
d racks th e m ea l w i th w ater .

t From Thom son’
s Select Melod es ofScotland,” 1 822.
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JENNY
’

S BA‘WBEE.

S IR ALEXANDER BOSWELL , BART.

TUNE—J enny’s B aw bee .

l MET four chaps yon birks
Wi ’ binging lugs and face s lang
I spie re d a t n e ebour Bauldy Strang,
Wha’

s thae I se e ?
Quo’ he , ilk cre am-face d pawky chie l,
Thought be w as cunn ing as the de il,
And here the y earn , aw a to stea l

Jenny’s bawbe e .

The first, a Capta in to his trade ,
Wi’ skul l ill-lined, but back we e l-clad,
March

’

d round the barn
,
and by the shed,

And pappe d on h is kne e
Quo’ he , My godde ss, nymph, and quee n ,
Your be auty’s .dazzle d baith my e en 1
But de il a be auty .he had se en

But—Jenny’s bawbe e .

A Law yer ne ist, w i
’

blatherin gab,
Wha spe e che s wove like ony w ab ,
In ilk an e

’s corn aye took a dab ,
And a

’

for a fe e

Accounts he owe d through a
’
the town ,

And t i ade sm en
’s tongues nae mair could

But now he thought to clout his goun
Wi’ Jenny s bawbe e .

A Norland Laird ne ist trotted up ,
Wi ’ _baw se nd nag and sille r whup,
Crie d, ‘5There

’s m y beast, lad, hand the grup,
Or tie

’

t til l a tre e :
What’s gowd to m e - I

’

ve walth o’ lan’

l

Be stow o n ane 0
’ worth youi han ’

.

l”

He thought t o pay w hat he w as aw n
Wi’ Je nny’s bawbe e .



https://www.forgottenbooks.com/join


502

I ’d prize her cot be fore a ha
’

,

Wi
’ Jenny’s ae bawbe e .

Nae daisy, w i
’ its love ly form,

Nor dew -drap shin ing frae the corn,
Nor e cho frae the distant horn ,
Is half sae swe e t to m e I

And if the lassie were my ain,
For her I’d toil through wind and rain,
And gowd and siller I would gain
Wi’ Jenny

’s s e

PIBROCH OF DONUIL DHU.

S IR WALTER SCOTT.

PI BROCH of Donuil Dhu,
Pibroch of Donuil,
Wake thy wi ld voice anew

,

Summon Clan Conuil.
Come away, come away,
Hark to the summons

Come in your w ar array,
Ge ntle s and commons 1

Come from de ep glen , and
From mounta in so rocky ;

The w ar-pipe and pennon
Are at

Come e very hill-plaid, and
True he art that wears one ;

Come e very ste e l blade , and
Strong hand that bears one I

Leave the de er, le ave the ste er,
Le ave ne ts and barge s ;

Come with your fightin g gear,
Broadswords and targe s .

Th is song , th e com sitiou (as I have been inform ed) of a clergym an
i n Galloway, was never o re pri nted .
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Leave unte nded the herd ,
The flock without she lte r ;

Leave the corpse un inte rr’d,
The bride at the altar.

Come as the winds come , w he n
Fore sts are rende d

Com e as the waves come , w hen
Navie s are strande d.

Faste r com e , faste r com e ,
Faster and faster

Chie f, vassal , page , and groo m ,

Tenant and master.

Fast they come , fast they com e ;
Se e how the y gathe r :

Wide wave s the e agle plume ,
Blende d with he ather.

Cast your plaids, draw your blade s,
Forward e ach m an se t ;

Pibroch of D onuil Dhu,
Now for the onse t l*

B ONNY LADDIE, HIGHLAND LADD IE.

[JACOB I TE SONG.]

TUNE—B onny Laddie , H ig hland Laddie .

WHERE hae ye be e n a
’

day,
Bonny laddie , Highland laddie ?

Saw ye him that
’s far

Bonny laddie , Highland laddie
On his head a bonne t blue ,
Bonny laddie , Highland laddie ,

Tartan pla id and Highland tre w s,
Bonn y laddie , Highland laddie .

f
‘ Wri tten fo rMr Thom son’

s exce llent Collection, on th e return of the
H ighland regim en ts from Waterloo .

1 2
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When he drew his gude braidsw ord,
Bonny laddie , Highland ladd ie ,

Then he gave his royal word,
Bonny laddie , Highland laddie ,

That frae the fie ld he n e ’

e r would flee ,
Bonny laddie , Highland laddie ,

But w i’ his friends would live or die ,
Bonny laddie , Highland laddie .

Weary fa’ the Lawland loon,
Bonny laddi e , Highland laddie ,

Wha took frae him the British crown ,
Bonny laddie , Highland laddie

But ble ssings on the kilte d clan s,
Bonny laddie , Highland laddie ;

The y fought for him at Pre stonpans,
Bonny laddie , Highland laddie .

Ge ordie sits in Charlie
’s chair,

Bonny laddie , Highland laddie ;
De il cock him gln he bide the re ,
Bonny laddie, Highland laddie .

Charl ie ye t shal l moun t the throne ,
Bonny laddie , Highland laddie ;
We e l ye ken it is h is ow n ,
Bonny laddie , Highland laddie .

Ken ye the news I hae to te ll,
Bonny laddie , Highland laddie ?

Cumberland
’

s aw a to he ll,
Bonny laddie , Highland laddie ;
When he cam to the Stygi an shore ,
Bonny laddie , Highland laddie ,

The de il him sell w i
’ fright did roar,

Bonny laddie , Highland laddie.

Charon grim cam out to him,

Bonny laddie , Highland laddie ,
Ye

’

re we lcome here , ye de evil
’s l imb,

Bonny laddie , Highland laddie
He towe d him ower w i’ curse and ban ,
Bonny laddie , Highland laddie
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And roasted him ba ith head and fe e t,
Bonny laddie , Highland laddie .

Th ey at e him up baith stoop and roop,
Bonny laddie , Highlan d laddie

And that
’s the gate the y serve d the Duke ,

Bonny laddie , Highland laddie .

DOES HAUGHTY GAUL INVASION
THREAT ?

BURN S.

[WR I TTEN IN

TUNE The B arrz
’

n 0
’
the Door .

DOE S haughty Gaul invasion thre at ?
Then le t the loon s bew are ,

’

sir,
There ’s wooden walls upon our seas,
And volunt e ers on shore , sir.

The Nith shall run to Co rsinconfi
‘

And Crifi
’

e lf s ink in Solway,
Ere w e pe rmit a fore ign fo e
On British ground t o ral ly.

0 le t us no t , like snarl ing curs,
In wrangling be divide d,

Til l slap come in an unco loon,
And w i

’

a rung de cide it.
Be Britain still to Britain true ,
Am ong ourse lve s unite d ;

For n
’

e ve r but by British hands
Must Brit ish wrongs be righte d.

The ke tt le o’ the kirk and state ,
Perhaps a clout m ay fail in

’

t

But de il a fore ign tinkle r loon
Shall e ver ca’

a nail in ’

t .

A h
'

h h i ll at th e source ofth e N i th , in Dum fri
t A h at th e m outh ofth e sam e river, on the Solway Fn lh o
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Our fathers
’ bloo d the ke ttle bought,

And w ho would dare to spoil it ?
By heaven , the sacri le gious dog
Shall fue l be to bo il it l

The wre tch that would a tyrant ow n ;
And the wre tch , his true -born brother,
Who’d se t the mob aboon the throne ;
May t hey be damn e d toge the r !
Who ,w ill no t sing, God save the King !
Shal l h ing as high

’s the ste eple
But while w e sing, God save the King !
We

’l l ne
’

er forge t the people .

BESSY AND HER SPINN ING WHEEL.

BURNS .

TUNE—The bottom ofthe P unch B owl.

O LEEZE m e
’
on my spinning-whee l l

O le cze m e on my rock and ree l l
Frae tap to tae that cle e ds m e bien ,
And haps m e fe il 1

~
and warm at e

’

en

I’l l se t m e doun, and s ing, and spin,
Wh ile laigh de scends the simmer sun

Ble st w i’ conten t, and milk, and me al
0 le cze m e on my spinn ing-whe e l

Oh ilka hand the burn ie s trot,
And me e t be low my the ekit cot ;
The scente d birk and hawthorn white
Across the pool the ir arms un ite ,
Alike to scre en the birdie ’s ne st,
And l ittle fishe s’ calle r re st
.The sun blinks kindly in the bie l,
Where blythe I turn my spinning-whee l.

On lofty aika the cushats wail
,

And e cho cons the doolfu’ tale ;

1“ An exclam a tion ofend earm en t.

l Covers m e with a stuffagreeable to th e skin.
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The l intwhite s in the haze l brae s,
De l ighte d, rival ither

’

s lays
The craik amang the clover bay,
The paitrick whirring ower the lea,
The swallow Jinkin

’

round my shie l
Am use m e at my spinn ing-whe e l .

Wi’ sm a
’ to se ll, and le ss to buy,

Aboon distre ss, be low envy,
O w ha w ad leave this humble state ,
Fo r a

’

the pride of a ’

the gre at ?
Amid the ir flaring idle toys,
Amid the ir cumbrous, dinsome joys,
Can the y the peace and pleasure fe e l
Of Be ssy at her Spinn ing-whe e l ?

ONE DAY I HEARD MARY SAY.

CRAWFORD .

TUNE—I ’ll never leave thee.

ONE day I heard Mary say,
How shall I le ave the e P

Stay, deare st Adon is, stay ;
Why w ilt thou grieve m e

Alas I my fo nd ;he art wi ll break,
If thou should le ave m e

I ’l l l ive and die for thy sake ,
Ye t ne ve r leave the e .

Say, love ly Adonis,
’

say,
Has Mary de ce ive d the e ?

Did e ’

er her youn he art be tray
New love , that as grie ve d the e

My constant m ind n e ’e r shall stray ;
Thou m ay be l ie ve m e .

I’ll love the e , lad, n ight and day,
And ne ver leave thee .

Adon is, my charm ing youth,
What can re l ieve the e P
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Ah l should a new mante au or Flanders lace head,
Or ye t a w e e coatie , though ne ver so fine ,

Gar the e grow forge tfu
’

, and le t his heart ble ed,
That ane s had some hope of purchasing thine ?

Rouse up thy re ason, my beautiful Ann ie ,
And dinna pre fer your flage erie s to m e

Oh as thou art bonn ie , be Solid and cann ie ,
And ten t a true lover that doats upon the e .

Shall a Paris edition of newfangle d Sawney,
Though gilt o ’

e r w i
’ lace s and fri nge s he be ,

By adoring him se lf, he adore d by fa ir Annie ,
And aim at those ben ison s prom ise d to m e ?

Rouse up thy re aso n, my be aut iful Ann ie ,
And n e ve r pre fer a light dance r to m e

Oh as thou art bonn ie , be prudent and cann ie
Love only thy Jamie w ha doats upon the e .

Oh ! think, my de ar charmer, on i lka swe e t hour,
That slade away saft ly be twe en the e and m e ,

Ere squirre ls, o r beaux, o r foppery, had powe r
To rival my love and im pose upon the e .

Rouse up thy re ason, my beautiful Ann ie ,
And le t thy de sire s a ’

be centre d i n m e

Oh as thou art bonn ie , be fai thfu
’

and cannie ,
And love ane w ha lang has be en loving to the e .

*

A HIGHLAND LAD MY LOVEWAS BORN.

[THE RAUCLE CARL INE
’

s
”
S ONG IN THE JOLLY

BURNS .

TUNE—0 an ye w ere dead, g uidm an

A H IGHLAND lad my love w as born ,
The Lawland laws he he ld in scorn ;

This cle ver old song appears in th e Tea-TableMiscellany, 1 724, with
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But he still w as faithful to his clan,
My gallan t, braw John Highlandman !

Sing hey, my braw John Highlandman
Sing ho, my braw John Highlandman
The re ’s no t a lad in a

’

the land ,
Was match for my braw John Highlandm an

With his philabe g and tartan plaid,
And gude claymore down by his side ,
The ladie s’ hearts he did tre pan,
My gallant braw John Highlandman .

We range d a’ from Twe e d to Spe y,
And l ive d l ike lords and ladie s gay ;
Fo r a Lawland face he fe are d none ,
My gal lant braw John Highlandman .

They ban ishe d him be yond the se a ;

But, ere the bud w as on the tre e ,
Adown my che eks the pearls ran ,
Embracing my braw John Highlandman .

But , och the y catche d him at the last,
And bound him in a dunge on fast
My curse upon the m e ve ry o ne ,

The y’ve hange d my braw John Highlandm an !

And now , a widow, I must mourn
Departe d joys that ne ’

e r re turn
No comfort but a he arty can ,
When I think o n John Highlandman .

WHA’

S AT THE WINDOW, WHA ?

ALEXANDER CARLYLE .

WHA
’

S at the window , w ha, w ha,
O w ha

’

s at the window, w ha, w ha ?
Wha but blythe Jamie Glen ,
He

’

s come sax miles and t en ,



To tak bonn ie Jean ie aw a, aw a,

Bridal maidens are braw, braw,

O bridal maide ns are hinw, braw ;
But the bride ’s modest cc,
And w arm che ek are to m e ,
’Boon pearl ins and brooche s, an

’

a
’

, an
’

a
’

,
’

Boon pearl ins and brooche s, an
’

a
’

.

The re ’s mirth on the gre en, in the ha
’

, the ha
’

,

There ’s mirth on the gre e n, in the ha
’

, the ha
’

;

The re ’s lau
'ghing, the re

’s quafling,
The re ’s je sting, the re

’s daffing ;
But the ,

bride ’s father’s blythest of a
’

, of a
’

,

But the bride ’s father’s blythest of a
’

.

It’s no that she ’s Jamie ’s ava, ava
It’s no that s he ’s Jamie ’s ava, ava,
That my heart is sae w earie,
When a

’

the lave ’s cheerie ,
But it’s just that she ’ ll aye be aw a, aw a,
But it’s just that she ’l l aye be aw a.

KATE O ’

GOWRIE.

TUNE—L ockerroch-si de .

WHEN Katie w as scarce out n ine teen,
0 but she had tw a coal-black een ;
A bonn ier lass ye wadna se en ,
In a

’

the Carse o’ Gow rie .

Quite tire d o’ l ivin’

a
’ his lane ,

Pate to her did his love e xplain,
And swore he

’

d he , we re she his ain,
The happiest lad in Gow rie .

Quo’ she , I winna marry the e
For a

’

the ge ar that ye can gie ;
No r will I gang a step ajie ,
For a

’

the gowd in Gowrie .
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AE HAPPY HOUR .

LA ING .

TUNE The Cook La ird .

THE dark grey o
'

gloam in ,
The lone leafy shaw,

The coo o’ the cushat,
The scent o

’

the haw ,

The brae o’ the burn ie ,
A’

blum in in flouir,
And tw a faithfu

’ l ove rs,
Mak ae happy hour.

A kind winsome w ifie ,
A cle an can tic hame ,

And smiling swe e t babie s,
To l isp the de ar name ;
Wi’ plenty o’ labour,
And health to endure ,

Make time to row round ay
The ae happy hour.

Ye lost to afl
’

ect ion ,
Whom avari ce can move

To woo and to marry
For a

’

thing but love ;
Aw a w i

’ your sorrows,
Aw a w i

’ your store ,
Ye ken na the ple asure
0

’

ae happy hour !

W M “ M

0 WHERE ARE YOU GOING, SWEET
ROBIN ?

0 WHERE are you going, swe e t Robin ?
What make s you sae proud and sae shy ?

’
7
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I once saw the day, l it t le Robin ,
My frie ndship you would no t de ny,

But w in te r aga in is re turning,
And we ather both s torm y and sne l l

G in ye wil l come back, lit t le Robin,
I ’l l fe e d ye w 1 moulins" myse l l .

Whe n summe r come s in , l it t l e Robin
Forge ts all his frie nds and his care ;

Away to the fie lds flie s swe e t Robin ,
To wander the grove s he re and the re .

Though you be m y de btor, swe e t Robin ,
On you I wil l n e ve r lay blam e ;

Fo r I
’

ve had as de ar frie nds as Robin,
Who often have serve d m e the sam e .

I once had a lover l ike Robin ,

Who long fo r my love did implore
At last he took flight, just like Robin ,
And him I ne ’

e r saw any more .

But sh ould the ste rn blast of m isfortune
Re turn him , as wint e r doe s the e ,

Though sligh te d by both
,
l ittle Robin ,

Ye t both of your faults I
’ll forgie .1

~

THE DEY
’S SONG!

ROBERT JAM I ESON , E S Q .

Pbro o , pbro o ! my bonn ie cow,

Pbro o , haw kie l ho , haw kie l
Crum bs.

f Th i s fine sen tim en ta l song i s copied from an anonym ous sh e e t of m u

sic. It m ay be sung to th e tun e o fTh e Ew e-bug h ts .

1: Th i s i s in te nd e d as a speci m en ofth a t kind o funpre m ed ita ted song , fo r
w h ich th e Scot t i sh H igh land e rs are so re m arkable . Th e supposed sce ne

be i ng pe culi ar and ch aracte rist i c, i t W i l l be prope r to g ive So m e account o f
it, in ord e r tha t the nature o fth e pi ece m ay be th e be t te r unde rstood .

On a ve ry h o t day in th e begi nn ing of autum n , th e au thor, w h e n a

stripl ing , w as trave lli ng a-foo t ove r th e m oun ta ins ofLoch abe r, fro m Fort
Augustus to lnve rn e ss ; an d w he n h e ca m e to th e house w h ere h e w as to

have bre akfasted , th ere w as no pe rson a t h om e , no r w as th ere any place
w h ere refresh m en t w as to be h ad nearer than Dun s, w h ich is e igh te e n m i les
from Fort Augustus. Wi th thi s d isagre eab le prospect , h e proceed ed about
th ree m iles furth e r, and turned aside t o th e first cotta ge he saw , wh ere h e
found a hale-look ing , l ive ly, t i dy, l i t t le , m idd le-aged w om an , spinning
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Ye ken the hand that
’s

‘

kind
'

to you,
Sae le t the drappie go, hawkie .

Y0ur caufie
’

s sle epin in the pen ,
Pbro o , haw kie l ho, haw kie l

He
’ll soon w in to the pap again
Sae le t the drappie go, hawkie .

Pbro o , pbro o ,

The stranger is come he re the day,
Pbro o , haw kie l ho, haw kie l

We
’l l send him singin o n his w ay ;
Sae le t the drappie go, hawkie .

The day is me e th and we ary he ,
Pbro o

,
haw kie l ho , haw kie l

While cozie in the bie ld we re ye ;
Sae le t the drappie go, hawkie .

He
’ ll ble ss your bouk when far away,
Pbro o , haw kie l ho, haw kie l

And scafi
’

and rafi
’

ye ay shal l hae ;
Sae le t the drappie go, haw kie .

w ool, wi th a p o t on th e fire , and som e gre ens re ady to be put into it . Sh e
understood no Eng lish , an d h is Gae l i c w as th e n by no m e ans good , th ough
h e spoke i t w e l l e nough to be in t e lligi ble . Sh e inform ed h im , th at sh e had

n oth ing in th e h ouse that cou ld be e at en , exce pt ch e e se , a l it t le sour cre am ,

and som e w h i sky. On b e ing aske d , rath e r sh arply , h ow sh e cou ld dress

th e green s w i th out m e a l , sh e good hum oured ly told h i m , that th ere w as

plen ty of m eal i n th e croft , p o m t ing to som e unre aped barley th at stood
d ead -ripe and dry b efore th e door ; and i fh e cou ld w a it h a lf-an -h our, h e
sh ould h ave brose and but ter, bread and ch e ese , bre ad and m i lk, o r any
th ing e lse tha t h e chose . To th i s h e m ost read ily asse n ted , as w e l l o n ac

coun t o f th e singula ri ty of th e pr0po sal, as of th e n ece ssi ty of th e t i m e ;
and th e good dam e se t w i th a ll possi ble expe d i t ion about h e r arduous un

d e rtak ing
—Sh e first o fall brough t h i m som e cream i n a bottle , te ll ing h im

He tha t w i ll no t w ork , n e i th e r sha l l h e e at if h e w ish e d fo r but te r, h e
m ust sh ake th a t bot tle W i th a ll h is m igh t , and S ing to i t li ke a m avis a ll th e
t i m e ; for un less h e sung to i t , no but te r w ou ld com e . Sh e th en w e n t to
th e croft ; cut dow n som e barley ; burn t th e s traw to dry th e grain ; rubbed
th e gra in be tw e en h e r h an d s, and th re w i t up before th e W ind . to separate
i t from th e ash e s ; ground i t upon a que ri i ; sifte d i t ; m ad e a bannock of
th e m e al ; se t i t up to bake b efore th e fire ; lastly, w en t to m i lk h e r co w ,

that w as re po sm g during t h e h eat ofth e day , and ea t ing som e outsi de cab
bag e leaves ayont th e hallan .

’
Sh e sung l ike a lark th e whole ti m e , vary

i ng th e strain accord ing to th e em plo ym e n t to w h ich i t w as adapted . 1

3th e m e an w h i le , a h en cackle d under th e e ave s ofth e cot tag e ; tw o n ewJai
eggs w ere im m ed ia te ly plunge d i n to th e b oi l ing po t ; and i n le ss th an half
an-hour, th e poor, starvm g , fa int , and w ay

-w orn m i nstre l, w i th w onder and
d e li gh t . sa t dow n t o a re

pas
t , tha t, un de r such circum sta nces, w ou ld have

been a feast fo r a pri nce .

’
Jam i e son

'
s Popu lar Ba llads and Songs, I I, 358 ,
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But gradde n
’

is the ballast gars
I t ste ady gang, and fa irly.

Then loe s m e
,
8 m .

Though winte r ste eks the door W i drift,
And ow e r the ingle hings us,

L e t but the l it tle que rnie gae ,
We

’

re blythe , what e ve r dings us .
Then loe s m e , &C.

And how it che e rs the herd at e ’

e n ,

And se ts his he art-strings dirlin
,

When , coming frae the hungry hil l,
He hears the quernie birlin 1

The n loe s m e , 8t c.

Though sta rt and strife , w i
’ young and auld,

And flytin but and he n be ;
L e t but the que rn ie play, the y

’ll soon
A’ lown and fidgin-fa in be .

Then loe s m e , &c.

THE WREN.

TUNE—Lenn ox ’ Love to B lantyre.

THE wren scho lye s in care ’s bed,
In care ’s be d, in care

’s bed
The Wre n scho lye s in care ’s bed,

‘ In
fiine ikle dule and pyn e , 0 .

Whe n in cam Robin Re dbre ist,
Re dbre ist , Re dbre ist

When in cam Robin Re dbre ist ,
Wi’ succar- saps and wine , 0 .

No w , maiden , will ye taste 0
’ this,

Taste 0
’

this, taste 0
’

this
Now , maiden , w ill ye taste 0

’ th is
It

’

s succar-saps and wine , 0 .
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Na, n e
’

e r a drap, Robin,
Robin , Robin ;

Na, ne
’

e r a drap, Robin ,
Though it we re ne

’

e r sae fine , 0 .

And where
’

s the ring that I gie d ye ,
That I gie d ye , that I gie d ye ;

And where ’s the ring that I gie d ye ,
Ye litt le cutty-que an , O

I gie d it t il l a soge r,
A soge r, a soge r

I gie d it til l a soge r,
A true swe e theart o

’ mine , 0 .

m u m

MY FATHER HAS FORTY GOOD SHIL
L INGS .

MY fathe r has forty good shillings,
Ha 1 ha ! good shillings

And ne ver had daughte r but I ;
My mother she is right willing,

Ha ha l right willing I
That I shal l have all when t he y die .

And I Wonde r when I ’l l be marrie d,
Ha 1 ha 1 be marrie d 1

My be auty be gins to de cay
It’s time to catch hold of some body

Ah , some body !
Before it be all run away.

My shoe s the y are at the mending ;
My buckle s they are in the che st

My stockings are re ady fo r sending
Then I ’ l l be as brave as the re st.
And I wonde r, 8 m .

0 From Herd 's Col lect ion , 1 776.



520

My fathe r w il l buy m e a ladle ;
At my wedding we ’ll ha ve a go od song ;

Fo r my uncle will buy m e a cradle ,
To rock my child in when it ’s young.

And I wonde r, &c.
*

LOVE .WILL FIND OUT THE WAY.

TUNE—Love w illfind out the way.

OVER the moun ta ins,
And over the wave s,

Unde r the fountains,
And unde r the grave s,

Unde r floods that are dee pe st,
Which Ne ptun e obey,

Over rocks which are ste epe st,
Love will find out the w ay.

Where there is n o place
Fo r the glow-worm to lie ,
Whe re there is no space
Fo r re ce ipt of a fly
Where the midge dare s no t venture ,
Le st herse lf fast she lay

If love com e , he will ent er,
And soon find his w ay.

You m ay e ste em him
A child fo r his might,

From Scottish Songs , (2 vols . collected by Ri tson , wh o states
th at h e copi e d i t from an ord inary collection ofw h ich h e di d no t pre se rve
th e nam e . He a lso sta tes th a t h e a l te red th e w ord i t

”
in th e last l in e of

th e first stanza , from th ey.

”
w h i ch w as th e orig inal reading ; adopti ng

th e form e r from an o ld Eng lish b lack-print ballad exactly resem b ling this,
and ofwh ich the first verse ran as follows :

0 wh en sh a l l I be m arried ,
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THE COUNTRY LASS .

TUNE—Althoug h I be but a country lass.

ALTHOUGH I be but a country lass,
Ye t a lofty m ind I he ar, O

And think myse ll as rich as those
That rich appare l we ar, 0 .

Although my gown be hame - spun gre y,
My skin it is as saft , 0 ,

As the m that sa t in we e ds do we ar,
And carry the ir he ads aloft , 0 .

What though - I ke ep my fathe r’s she e p,
The thing that maun be done , O

With garlands o’ the fine st flowe rs,
To shade m e frae the sun , O P

When they are fe eding ple asantly,
Whe re grass a nd flowe rs do spring, O

The n, ou
'

a flowe ry bank, at noon,
I se t m e doun and sing, 0 .

My Paisle y piggy,* corke d with sage ,
Contains m y drink but thin, O ;

No win e s did e
’

e r my brains e ngage ,
To t e m pt my mind to sin ,

My coun try curds and wooden spoon,
‘ I think the m unco fine , 0

And o n a flowery bank, at noon ,
I se t m e doun and din e , 0 .

Although my parents cannot rais e
Great bags of shin ing gold, O,

Like them whase daughte rs, now -a-days,
Like swin e , are bought and sold, O

Ye t my fair body it sha ll ke e p
An hone st heart within, 0

A specie s ofpipkin , m anufactured , I suppose , at Paisley.
1 I t i s a ve com m on not ion to th i s day, am ong th e hum bler ord e rs ofpe ople in Sco nd , that th e greater d egre e of l i cent i ousne ss w h i ch th ey

th ink ob ta ins am ongst th e uppe r ranks , is occasioned by th e ir be tter food ,
and especi ally by the use ofstrong drinks.
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And fo r twice fifty thousand crowns,
I value no t a prin, O .

I use nae gums upon my ha ir,
No r chains about my n e ck, 0 ,

No r shining rings upon my hands,
My finge rs s traight to de ck, O.

But fo r that lad t o m e shal l fa '

,

And I have grace t o w e d , O ,

I’ll ke ep wfibraw lhatlslworth the m
I m e an my silken snood, O .

‘

If canny fortune give to m e

The m an I dearly love , 0 ,

Though w e wan t ge ar, I dinna care ,
My hands I can im prove , O

Expe ct ing fo r a ble ssing still
De sce nding from above , 0

Then we ’ll embrace , and swe e tly kiss,
Repeat ing tale s of love , Os t

’

BANNOCKS O ’

BARLEY.

TUNE— B annocks o
’
B arley.

BANNOC K S o’ be ar-me al , bannocks o
’ barle y

He re
’

s
'
t o the Highlandm an

’s bannocks o’ barley !
Wha in a brulyie w il l first m y’ a parle y P
Ne ve r the lads w i

’

the bannocks o ’ barley !
Bannocks o’ be ar- m e al , bannocks 0

’ barley !
He re

’s t o the Highlandrh an
’

s bannocks o’ barley !

Wha, in his w ae days, we re loyal to Charl ie
Wha but the lads w i’ the bannocks o ’ barle y ?
Bannocks o’ be ar-me al , &c. j;

Th e silken snood , w h ich occurs so frequen tly in Sco ttish poe try, was
a narrow ri bbon w orn i n form e r t i m e s by m a id e ns of th e hum b le r rank.

As i t w as a lw ays abandoned o n th e loss ofm ai den ly re putatton, and changed
fo r a curch , o r cap , in case of m atri m ony, i t has com e to serve in po e try
as th e em ble m o fm ai d enh ood .

t From th e T ea-Tab le M isce llany, w h ere it is m arked as be ing an old
song e ven at th e ti m e ofth e publ icati on ofth at w ork .

1: From Johnson ’

s MuSical Museum , vo l. V. Ci rca 1 798.
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GO TO BERWICK, JOHNIE.

TUNE—Go to B erw ick, J ohnie .

Go to Berw ick, John ie ;
Bring her frae the Border ;

Yon swe e t bonn ie lassie ,
L e t he r gae nae farther.

Engl ish loons wil l twine ye
O ’

the love ly treasure ;
But we ’ll le t the m ken,
A sword w i’ the m we ’l l me asure .

Go to Be rwick, John ie ,
And rega in your honour ;

Drive them ower the Twe e d,
And show our Scottish bann er.

I am Rob the king,
And ye are Jock, my brither ;

But, be fore w e lose her,
We

’ll a ’ the re thegither.

ROB IN SHURE IN HAIRST.

B URNS .

TUNE—Robin sha re in ha irst.

ROB IN shure
I shure w i’

Fien t a heuk had I,
Ye t I stack by him .

0

ii Th is incom preh ensib le , th ough popular rant, is from Johnson ’
s Mu

sical Museum , vo l. VI., 1 805 . Ri tson , in h is Scottish Son 8 , 1 795, m en

t i ons, that h e h ad h eard i t grave ly asserted a t Edinburgh , t a foolish

G0. go , go . o to Berw ick, Johnie !
Thou sha lt ave th e h orse , and I sha ll have the poney !
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I ga
’

e him a dram o’ the brandy sae strang,
Wi’ his auld be ard n ewlin shaven .

My mothe r bade m e put him t o be d
,

Ha, ha , but I
’ll no hae him

I put him to be d, and he sw ore he w ad w e d,
Wi’ his auld be ard new l in shave nfl ‘

HERE
'

S A HEALTH TO THEM THAT’S
AWA .

TU NE m - H ere
’

s a health to the m tha t
’

s aw a.

HERE’S a heal th to the m that ’s aw a,
He re

’s a he al th t o them that ’s aw a ;

Here
’s a he al th to them that we re here short syne ,

And canna be he re the day.

It’s gude to be m erry and wise ;
It

’

s gude t o be hone st and true ;
It’s gude t o be afi

'

W1 the auld love ,
Be fore ye be on W 1 the

HEY, CA
’ THROUGH .

TUNE—H ey, ca
’
throug h .

UP w i’ the carle s o’ Dysart,
And the lads o’ Buckhaven ,

And the kimm ers 0 ’

Largo,
And the lasse s o’ Le ven .

Hey, ca
’ through , ca

’ through,
For w e bae muckle ado

Hey, ca
’

through, ca
’

through,
Fo r w e hae m uckle ado .

We hae tale s to te ll ,
And w e hae sangs to sing

4“ From Johnson ’
s Musica l Museum , PartV. circa 1 798 .

t From Johnson ’

s Musical Museum , Part V. ci rca 1 798 .
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We liae penn ie s to spend,
And w e hae pin t s to bring.

We
’l l l ive a

’

our days ;
And them that come s behin

’

,

L e t them do the l ike ,
And spe nd the ge ar they w in .

*

HOW SWEET THIS LONE VALE.

HON . ANDREW ER SK INE .

To a Gaelic a ir .

Ho w swe e t th is lon e vale , and how soothing to fe e ling
Yo n n ightingale ’s note s , which in me lody me l t !

Oblivion of w o e o
’

e r my mind ge nt l y ste al ing,
A pause from ke en anguish one m oment is fe lt.

The moon
’s ye llow light o ’

e r the still lake is sle e ping ;
Ah

,
ne ar the sad spot Mary sle eps in her tomb !

Again the he art swe l l s, the eye flows with we e ping,
And the swe e ts of the vale are all shade d with gloom .1

~

0 THAT 1 HAD NE
’

ER BEEN MARRIED.

TUNE—Crow die .

O THAT I had n e
’

e r be en married !
I w ad n e ver had nae care ;

Now I ’ve gotten wife and bairn s,
And the y cry Crowdie eve rm air.

Ance crowdie , twice crowdie ,
Thre e tim e s crowdie in a (lay

Gin ye crowdie o ny mair,
Ye ’l l crowdie a

’ my me al away.

From Johnson’
s Musica l Museum , Part IV. 1 792.

1 From Johnson '

s Musica l Museum , Vo l.V 1 . 1 803.
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Wae fu’ want and hunge r fley m e ,

Glow riii by the hal lan e n
’

Sa ir I fe cht them at the door ;
But aye I

’

m ee rie the y come be n.

Ance crowdie , &c.
*

IN YON GARDEN.

TUNE—In yon g ardenfine and g ay.

IN yon garde n fine and gay,
Picking lilie s a ’

the day,
Gathering flowe rs 0’ ilka hue ,
I w istna then what love could do .

Whe re love is plante d the re it grows
It buds and blows like any rose ;
It has a swe e t and pleasant sme ll ;
No flower on e arth can it exce l .

I put my hand into the bush ,
And thought the swe e te st rose to find ;

But pricke d my finger to the bone ,
And le ft the swe e te st rose be hind .

FAIRLY SHOT O ’ HER.

TU NE _ Faz
'

r ly shot 0
’
her.

0 GIN I we re fa irly shot 0 ’

he r !

Fa irly, fairly, fairly shot 0
’

he r !

O gin I we re fa irly shot 0
’

her !

If she were de ad, I w ad dance (in the top 0
’

he r !

Th e first verse of th is so and th e ch orus, w ere correcte d fo r theMaswa l Museum by Burns. T 9 se cond ve rse w as entire ly th e com posi
t i on ofth e poe t.
1 From Johnson’

s Musical Museum , Vol.
'

VI.
'

1 803:
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Stand 1 the stool , when I hae done "5

Gude ale ke eps my he art aboon .

O gfide ale come s , and gude ale goe s ;
Gude ale gars m e se l l my hose ,
Se l l m y hose , and pawn my shoon ;
Gude ale ke eps my heart abo onrl

‘

THE COLLIER’S BONNIE LASSIE.

RAM SAY.

T UNE— The Co llie r
’
s bonn i e lassi e.

THE bollierhas a d aughter,
And O she

’s wondrous bonn ie .

A laird he w as that sought he r,
R ich baith in lands and m oney.

The tutors watche d the motion
Of this young hone st love r

But love is like the oce an ;
Wha

”

can itsfdepthé discover ?

He had the art t o please ye ,
And w as by a

’

re spe cte d ;
His a irs sat round him easy

,

Gen te el, but unaffe cted .

The coll ier ’s bonn ie lassie ,
Fair as the new -blown lil ie ,

Gars m e work wh en I am d i zzy
Spend m y w ag e w h en a

’

is done .
”

Va ria t ion in a stall copy .

fTh is is no t precise ly an ori ginal com posi ti on of Burns
’

s, but w as on ly
m od ifie d and tr i m m e d up by h i m fo r th e MuSi cal Museum . Th e pre sen t
versi on is from th e MuSi cal Muse um , collate d w i th on e in Crom ek

’

s Se

lect Scot t i sh Songs, ” w h ere th e fo llo w m g stanza is i n se rted inste ad of that
beginn ing , Gude ale hauds m e bare and busy.

”

I h ad forty sh i llings in a clout,Gud e ale ga i t m e pyke th em out
That ge ar should m oule I th ough t a sin ;Gud e ale ke eps m y h eart aboon .

Th e song,” says Burns, sin to th e tune cal led th e Bottom of th e

Punch Bow l, ofwh ich a v ery g copy m ay be found in M‘G ibbon
’

s Co l
le ct i on .

”
Crom ek

’
s Re lique s.
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Aye swe e t, and ne ve r saucy,
Se cure d the heart 0

’ Willie .

He love d , be yond expre ssion ,
The charms

‘

that we re about he r,
And pante d fo r posse ssion ;
His l ife w as (

‘

lull without he r.

Afte r mature
‘

re solvin
'

g,
Close t o ,

his .b
‘

re ast he h e ld he r ;
In safte st flam e s

-

.d isso lvii ig,
He tende rly thus t e lled he r

My bonn ie collie r’s daugh t er,
L e tm ae thing discompose ye ;

I t
’

s n o your‘ sha'nty’ toche r,
Sha ll e ve r gar m e lose ye

Fo r I have g e ar i i i plent y ;
And love says , it

’

s my duty
To ware what he ave n has le n t m e

Upon your wit and beauty.
*

a Fro m th e Tea-Table M isce llany, We are inform ed by Burns
tha t t he first ha lfsta n za of th i s song is old e r th an th e days ofRam say, and

tha t th e w hole first ve rse ofth e orig ina l song runs thus

Th e coll i e r has a daugh te r, and O sh e
’

s w ondrous bonn ie
A lan d h e w as th a t sough t h er , ri ch ba i th i n land s and m oney.

Sh e w adna hae a la ird , no r w ad sh e be a lady ;
But sh e w ad hae a colli e r, th e colour 9 ’

her dadd ie .

Wh ich w as pe rhaps a w ise r l in e of co nduct on th e part of the Col lie r’s
Bonn i e Lassi e ,” than w ha t w e are led to suppose sh e ado w d

cgy
Ram sa y

’

s

song . A rig som ew h at sim i lar is g iven in Johnson ’

s us i Museum ,

Part III. 1 90. I t is e nti tled ,

MY COLLIER LADDIE.

TUNE—Th e Colliefs bonn ie la ss.

What elive ye , m y bonni e lass,
And te l l m e w h a t th ey ca

’

ye ?

My nam e ; sh e says, i s MISm S Je an ,
An d I follow th e co lli er ladd ie .

Se e
y
e no t you h il ls and da les ,

T e sun sh ines o n se e braw l i e
Th ey a

’

are m in e , and th ey sha l l be th ine ,
G in ye

'

ll leave your colli e r lad d i e .

Ye sha ll gang in gay att ire ,Wee l busk i t up sae gaudy,
And sue to w a i t o n e ve ry h and ,

G i n ye
’

ll leave your coa l li e r laddie.
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JOCKEY FOU,AND JENNY FAIN.

TUNE—J ockeyfim ; arid J em yfa in .

JOCKEY~fou, Je nny fa in
Jenny w as na ill to gain ;
She -was couthie , he w as kind ;
And thus the wooer te l l

’

d his mind

Jenny, I
’ll nae mair be n ice

Gie m e love at
‘

ony pri ce
I winna prig for re d ' or white
Love alane can gie delyte .

Othe rs se ek the y kenna what ,
In looks , in carriage , and a

’ that
Gie m e love fo r he r I co urt
Love in '

love make s a’

the sporty.
‘

L e t lo ve sparkle j n he r cc
L e t he r love nae m an but m e

That ’s the tbcbe r-gude I prize ;
There the lover

’

s

'

tre asure l ies.

Colours mingl e d unco fine ,
Common notions lang sin syne ,
Ne ver can ‘

e ngage my love ,
’

Until my fancy first approve .

Though ye h ad a’ the sun sh ines o n ,
An d th e earth conceals sae low ly,I w ad turn m y back o n you and i t a

’

,

And e m brace m y collier laddie .

I can w inm y five pe nn ies in a da
And 3 n

’

t at n ich t fu
’

braw lie
An d m a m y be d in the collier’s neuk ,
And h e doun Wi ’ m y colli e r laddie .

Lo ve for love is th e bar in fo r m e ,

Th ough th e w e e co t ouse sh ould hand m e ,
And th e warld before m e to Win m y bread ,
And fair fa

’

m y co lli e r laddie .

Burns says of My Collie r I do no t know /a b lyther'
th an th i s." Crom ek

’

s Se lect Scottish Song s, Ii. 9
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As in the bosom o’ the
“stre am

The m oonbe am dwe ll s at dewy e
’

en,

So tre m bling, pure , w as

'

t ende r love ,
Within the bre ast o’ bonn ie Jean .

And now she w orks he r mammie ’s wark,
And aye she sighs w i care and pain ;

Ye t w istna w hat he r a il migh t be ,
Or w hat wad m ake he i we e l aga in .

But didna Je anie ’

s he art loup light,
And didna joy blink in her cc,

As Robie tauld a tale 0
’ love ,

As e
’

e ning, on the l ily le a ?

The sun w as sinking in the we st,
’

The birds
'

sang
‘

sw e e t in ilka grove
His che ek t o he rs he fondly pre st,
And w hisper

’

d thus his tale (iflove

0 Je an ie fair, I lo
’

e the e de ar ;
O canst thou think t o fan cy m e ?

Or wilt thou le ave thy m am mie ’s co t ,
And le arn to tent

‘

thé farm s W i m e ?

At barn n or byre thou shal t na drudge ,
Or

,
nae thing e lse to trouble the e ;

But stray am ang the he athe r-be lls,
And

‘
ten t the Waving corn w i

’

m e .

Now w hat could artle s
'

s Je anie do
She had nae w ill

.
t o say him na

At length she blush
’

d a swe e t con sent,
And l ove w as aye be tw e en

‘

the m
I

a Th e h eroin e o f th is song w as M iss Je an Macm urdo , ofDum frie s, SIS
ter to th e M i ss Ph i lad e lph i a Macm urdo , w hom th e poe t h as ce lebrated i n so

m any ofh i s songs. I t i s prope r , h o w e ver, to re m ark , tha t th e poe t has no t
pa in ted h e r h ere i n th e rank sh e h e ld in life , but in th e dress and character
ofa co ttager.
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~NANCY.

BURN S.

TUNE The Q uaker
’
s Wife .

TH INE am I, my fa ithful fair,
Thine , my love ly Nancy ;

Every pulse al ong my ve ins ,
Eve ry roving fancy.

To thy bosom lay this heart ,
There to throb and langui sh ;

Though de spair had wrung its core ,
That would he al its anguish .

Take away those rosy lips,
Rich with ba lm y treasure

Turn away thine e ye s of love ,
Le st I die with ple asure .

What i s life when wanting love
Night without a morn ing

Love ’s the cloudle ss summe r sun ,
Nature gay adorn ing.

THE LANDART LAIRD .

THERE live s a landart laird in Fife ,
And he has m arried a dandily wife :
She wadna shape , nor ye t w ad she sew ,

But sit w i’ he r sum m e rs, and fill herse ll fu
'

.

oShe wadna spin , nor ye t w ad she card ;
But she w ad sit and crack w i’ the laird .

Sae he is doun to the she e p- fauld,
And cle ekit a we ther 1 by the spauld. i

it Landw ard—that is, li ving in a part of th e country at som e di stance
from an town.

i We de r. 1 Shoulder.



He
’

s whirle d afi
'

the gude we ther’s skin,
And wrappe d the dandily lady there in .

I downa pay kin ;
But wee l m ay ske lp my we the

'

r
’s

’

skin .

”

KEEP THE COUNTRY, B ONNIE LASSIE.

TUNE—Keep the Country, bm m ie
'

L assie.

KEEP the country, bonn ie lassie ,
Ke ep the country, ke ep the country ;

Ke ep the country, bo nn ie lassie ;
Lads will a’

gie gowd for ye :
Gowd for ye , bo

'

nn ie lassie ,
Gowd for ye , gowd for ye

Ke ep the country, bonn ie lassie ;
Lads will a’

gie gowd for yed
'

HAP AND ROW THE FEETIE O
’

T.

WILL IAM CREECH . i

TUNE—Hap and from thefe et ie o
’

t.

WE ’LL hap and row , we
’ l l

We
’l l hap and row

It is a we e bit weary thing
I dow ii a bide

‘
the greet ie o

’

tz
’

And .w e
'

pat on the w e e bi t pan ,
To boil the lick o’ meatic o

’

t ;

Th is curious old di tty is from Mr Jam ieson
‘
s Po
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Col in
,
poor Colin thus changes his lay,

And dat e s all his plague s from his we dding day.

Ye bache lors, warne d by the shepherd
’ s distre ss,

Be taught from your fre edom to m e asure your bliss ,
No r fal l t o the wi tchcraft of be auty a pre y,
And blast all your joys o n your we dding day.

Horns are the gift of a we dding day ;
Wan t and a scold cfow n a wedding day

'

Happy and gallant, w ho ,fw ise when
“

he m ay,
Pre fe rs a

"

stout rope t o a we dding day

RATTLIN ROARIN WILL IEHr

TUNE—Rattlin roarin Willie .

O RATTL IN roarin Will ie ,
0 he he ld to the fa ir,

And fo r t o se l l his fiddle ,
And buy some othe r ware

But parting wi ‘his fiddle ,
.The saut tear blin ’t his cc

And rattlin roarin Willie ,
Ye ’

re we l com e ham e to m e .

O Willie , come se l l your fiddle ,
O se ll your fiddle sae fin

'

e

O Willie come se ll your fiddle ,
And buy a pint 0’ wine .

If I should se l l my fiddle ,
The warl

’

w ad think I w as m ad

Froin Johnson ’
s Musica l Museum , Part I I. 1 788 .

f B att l ing Roari n Wi ll i e w as th e d escr ipti ve n icknam e of a m usician
ofgre a t ce lebri ty, W o lived , prob ably during th e se ven te enth cen tury, o n
th e Border, and wh o w as at last e xecuted a t Jed burgh for m urd e ri ng a

b roth e r i n t rad e , w h ose n icknam e w as Sw eet Mil/c. A rude ba llad o n Rat
t l i ng Roari ng Wi ll i e , w i th som e rose inform a t ion regard ing

h i m , m ay be
found in the Note s to th e Lay o th e Last M i n stre l . Fopu ar tradit ion i n

L i dd isdale prese rves anoth e r ba l lad regard ing him , th e first verse of w hich
has been thus reci ted to th e presen t ed i tor

Rattlin roarin Willi e ,
Wh ere h ave ye been so late ?
I have bee n a t m y aw in kind d earie ’s
Sae w ee l as I ken th e gate !
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Fo r mony a ranting day
My fiddle and I hae had

As I cam in by Cro challan,
I cannily ke ekit be n ,

Rat tlin roarinWil lie
Was sit t ing at you boord- en

’

Sitting
’

at yo n bo ord- en
’

,

And am ang gude compan ie
Rat t l in roarin Wi llie ,
Ye ’

re we l com e haméto m efii"

DUSTY MILLER .

TUNE— The Dusty M ille r .

HEY, the dusty mille r,
And his dusty coat !

He will w in a shill ing,
Ere he spe nd a groat.

Dusty w as the coat ,
Dusty w as the colour ;

Dusty w as the kiss ,
That I ge t frae the miller !

Hey, the dusty mille r,
And his dusty sack l

Le cze m e o n the calling
F i lls the dusty pe ck

Fills the dusty pe ck,
Brings the dusty sil le r

I w ad gie m y coat ie
Fo r the dusty m ille rd

‘

Fro m Johnson ’
s Musica l Museum , Part I I. 1 788 . Th i s so ng w as re

cove red by Burn s , w ho adde d th e last ve rse i n com pl i m en t to W i ll iam Dun

bar, Esq. W . S . Ed inbur h , Colone l of w h a t w as cal le d th e Croch a llan
corps , a club ofw its, w h io took i ts rise at th e t i m e of th e ra is m

g
o f th e

fencib le reg i m en ts fo r th e Fre nch Re volut i onary War, and ofw i ch th e
t w as a m e m be r. It i s w orth ofre m ark , th at th e re i s a m od ern song

u th e Tea-Tab le Misce l lany, to t e tun e o f Ran tin roar in W i l li e .

”

1 From John son ’
5 Musica l Museum ,

Part I I . 1 78 8 . Th i s is on e of th e
fe w o ld Sco tt i sh songs , of w h ich i t can be sa id that th e se n tim ent is in

e ve ry re spect i rreproachab le .
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JUMPIN JOHN
.

TUNE—J um p in J ohn.

HER daddie forbade , her m innie forbade
Forbidden she wadna be .

She wadna trow
’

t , the browst she brewed,
Wad tas te sae bitterlie .

The lang lad they ca’ Jum pin John
Beguile d the bonn ie lassie ;

The lang lad the y ca ’

Jum pin John
Beguile d the bonnie lassie .

A cow and a cauf, a yowe and a hauf,
And thre tty gude shillings and three ;

A ve ry gude tocher, a co ttarm an
’

s docther,
The lass w i’ the bonn ie black cc.

The lang lad, &c.*

THE CAPTAIN’S LADY.

TUNE—M ount your bagg ag e .

O MOUNT and go ,
Moun t and make you ready ;

0 mount and go,
And be the captain’s lady.

When the
'

drum s do beat,
And the canno ns rattle ,

Thou shalt sit in state ,
And se e thy love in battle .

0 mount and go , 8 m.

He w i li win a shi lling,
Ere h e spen d a groat,”

54? a passage ofwh ich it is im possible to s in term s of sufiicient lauda
t lon. There sh ould be m ore songs in r erence to dom estic econom y and
dcm
gsg
i
lf
enjoym ents, and a great deal few er on the subject ofantenuptia l

From Johnson’
sMusicalMuseum , Part I I. 1 788.
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KILLIECRANKIE.

TUNE—The braes 0’ Ki lliecrankie.

WHERE hae ye be e n sae braw, lad ?

Whe re hae ye be en sae brankie , O
Where hae ye be e n sae braw, lad ?

Cam ye by Killie crankie,O

An ye had be en w here
’

I bae be en ,
Ye wadna be en sae can tic, O

An ye had se en what I hae see n
On the brae s o’ Killie crankie , 0 .

I
’

ve faught a t land, I’ve faught a t se a ;
At hame I faught my aun t ie , O

But I m e t the de evil and Dunde e ,
On the brae s o

’ Killie crankie , O l

The bauld Pitcur fe ll in a fur,
An d Clave rse gat a clankie , 0 ;

Or I had fe d an Athole gle d,
On the brae s o’ Killie crankie , O.

*

DONALD COUPER .

TUNE—Donald Coup er, and his m an .

Hey Donald, howe Donald,
Hey Donald Couper l

He
’

s gan e aw a to se ek a wife,
And he

’

s com e hame without he r.

0 Donald Couper and his m an

He ld to 9. Highland fair, m an

And a
’ to se ek a bonnie lass

But fie n t a ane we s ' tbere , m an .

From Joh nson ’

s Musica l Museum , Part I I I . 1 796 wh e re i t is m arked
w i th th e le tte r Z , sign ifying that i t w as an o ld song , corre cted and en la rged
fo r th at pub licat ion .
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At le ngth he got a carline grey,
And she

’s come hirplih hame , m an

And she
's fawn owe r the buffe t stool ,

And brak he r. rumple -ban e , man i "t

LITTLE WAT YE WHA’

S COMING !

TUNE—Li ttle w a t ye wha
’

e com ing

LITTLE w a t ye w ha
’

s
.com ing,

L ittle w at ye w ha
’

s com ing,
L it t le w at ye w ha

’

s com ing ;
Jo ck and Tam and a

’ ’

s co m ing l

Dun can
’s coming, Donald

’s com ing,
Colin ’s coming, Ronald

’s coming,
Douga l ’s coming, L auchlan

’

s coming,
Alis te r and a

’ ’

s co m ing l

L itt le w at ye wbs
’s coming,

L itt le w at ye
-w ha

’

s coming,
L ittle w at ye w ha

’

s com ing
Jock and Tam and a

’ ’

s coming !

Borland and his men ’s coming,
The Came rons and Macle an ’s coming,
The Gordon s and Macgre gor’s com i ng,
A ’

the Dun iew astle s co m ing l

L ittle w at ye wbs
’s coming,

L it t le w at ye w ha
’
s coming,

Lit tle w at ye w ha
’

s com ing
MacGilvray o

’

Drum glass is com ing l

Winton ’s coming, Nithsdale
’

s com ing,
Carnw ath

’

s coming, Ke nm ure
’

s com ing,
D erwe n twate r and Foste r’s coming,
Withringt on and Nairu

’s coming l 1

From Johnson’
s Musica l Museum , Part IV. 1 792 .

fLow land and Eng lish part ié
ans.
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Little w at ye w ba
’

s coming,

Little w a
'

t
'

yéw ha
’

s coming
Blythe Cow hill and a

’

.

’

s coming !

The Laird o’ . Macin tosh is coming,
Macrabie and Macdonald’s coming,
The Mackenzie s and Macpherson s coming,
A’

the wild MacCraw s coming 2

Little w at ye wbs
’s coming,

L ittle w at ye w ha
’

s com ing,
L it t le w at ye w ha

’

s coming ;
Donald Gun and a

’ ’

s co m ing l

They gloom, they glow r, the y loo k se e big,
At ilka stroke the y’ll fe l l a Whig
The y’l l fright the fuds of the Po ckpuds ;
Fo r mony a buttock bare

’

s coming.

L ittle w at ye w ha
’

s coming,
L ittle w at ye Wha

’

s coming,
L ittle w at ye wha

’

e coming ;
Mony a buttock bare

’s coming I 1

Agentlem an

'

ofDum fries-shire .
1 From Joh nson’

s Musica l Museum , vol. V I. 1 805 . Th e following anec

dote is hum b ly subm it ted as an i l lustrati on of
,
th e a llusion to th e High

land dress ih the last line.

i t was

h e h eard th is ludicrous re i teration of th e phrase barezfaced rebe llion ,

”

h i s m ind w as im presse d w ith a grot ue idea w h ich , th ough ind e lica te , h e
found i t utterly Im possib le to keep to im se lf. Edg ing h i s cha ir to w ards
th e lady-di sputan t , li e thus addressed h er sidew ays, W i th th e soft and sly
ex ression peculiar to him I

’
m no just clear, m adam , th at i t could be

ca d a ba refa ced rebe llion ; but w ee l I wat, th ere’s naebody can dispute but
I t Was a ba re-bo ttom ed am .

” It is unnecessa to d escribe th e convulsive
roar of transport, w hich in stantaneou

s?
t from all quarte rs of th e

{g
o

rg
l

érz
nd beneath which the unhappy sputant w as im m ed iate ly obliged
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MY GODDESS, WOMAN.

JOHN LEARMONTfi“

OF mighty Nature
’s handy-works,

The common or uncom m on ,

There ’s nought through a
’

he r l imits Wide
Can be compare d t o woman .

The farmer toils, the me rchant troke s,
From dawing to the glo am in

The farmer
’s care s, the me rchant

’s toils ,
Are a

’ to ple ase the e
,
wom an .

The sailor spre ads the daring sail
Through billows chafe d and foaming

,

Fo r ge m s, and gold, and jewe ls rare ,
To ple ase the e , love ly woman .

The soldie r fights o
’

e r crim son
’

d fie lds,
In distant climate roaming ;

But lays, w i
’ pride

,
his laure ls down,

Be fore thee , conque ring woman .

The monarch leave s his golden throne ,
W ith othe r m e n in common ,

And lays aside his crown , and knee ls
A subje ct to the e , wom an .

Though all we re mine , e
’

e r m an posse ss
’

d,
Barbarian , Gre ek, o r Roman ,
What would e arth be , frae e ast to we st,
Without my godde ss, woman I

WILL YE GO TO FLANDERS ?

TUNE Will ya g o to Flanders 52

W ILL ye go to Flanders, my Mally, O P
Wil l ye go to Flande rs, my Mally, O ?

4! Recently a gardener at Dalke ith .
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There we ’l l ge t wine and brandy,
And sack and sugar-candy !

Wil l ye go to Flande rs, my Ma lly, O

Wil l ye go to Flanders, my Mally, 0,

And se e the chie f commanders, my Mally, 0 ?
You’ll se e the bulle ts fly, a ,

And the soldiers how the y die ,
And the ladi e s loudly cry, my Mally, O l"

MY HEART’S MY AIN.

’

Ti s use ve ry lang sinsyne ,
That I had a lad 0

’ my ain
But now he ’s aw a to another,
And le ft m e a

’ my lane .

The lass he
’

s court ing has siller,
And I hae nan e at a

’

;

And
’tis nocht but the l ove 0

’

the tocher
That

’s taen my lad aw a.

But I’m blythe that my heart’s my sin
And I ’l l ke e p it a ’ my life ,

Until that I me e t w i’ a lad
Wha has sense to wale a good wife .

For though I say’t myse ll ,
That shouldna say’

t ,
’

t is true ,1
~

The lad that ge ts m e fo r a wife
,

He
’l l hae nae occasion to rue .

I gang aye fou cle an and fou
As a ’

the ne ebours can te l l ;
Though I ’ve se ldom a goun on my back,
But sic as I spin myse l l.

But whe n I am clad in my curtsey,
I th ink myse l l as braw

From He rd ’
s Collection , 1 776 . It se e m s probable , h ow e ver, that the

song w as wri tten duri ng som e of th e Continen ta l w ars, at an earlier period
in t h e ce n tur

y
.

1 Th ou I say’t m yse ll, that shouldna se
’

t,
" is a very com m on e x

pressm n in cot land , w h en o ne is ob l iged , by t e curren t o f conversation ,
to

{
3

13
a

ny
th ing in h is o w n favour.

ea
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As Susie , Wl a
’

her pe arlins,
That

’s taen my lad aw a.

But I wish the y were buckled thegither ;
And m ay the y live happy for l ife l

T hough Will ie doe s sl icht m e , and
’s le ft m e ,

The chie ld, he de se rve s a gude wife .

But oh , I
’m blythe that I ’ve missed him ,

As blythe as I we e l can be ;
For ane that’s sae ke en o’ the siller,
Wil l ne ’

er agre e w i
’

m e .

But as the truth is, I
’m hearty ;

I hate t o be scrimpit o r scan t ;
The w e e thing I hae I

’ll m ak. use o
’

t
,

And nae an e about m e shal l wan t .
For I ’m a gude guide 0

’

the w arld ;
I ken when to baud and to gie

Fo r w hingin and eringin for siller
Will ne ’er agre e w i’ m e .

Contentment is be tter than riche s,
And he w ha has that has eneuch

The master is se ldom sae happy
As Robin that drive s the pleuch .

But if a young lad w ad cast up ,
To m ak m e his partn e r fo r life ,

If the chie ld has the sense to be happy,
He

’l l fa ’

on his fe e t for a w ifefi“

‘ L

ON A BANK OF FLOWERS .

BURN S .

TUNE—On a bank offlow e rs .

ON a bank of flowe rs, o n a summer day,
For summer l ightly dre st,

The youthful , blooming Ne lly lay,
With love and sle ep oppre st ; o

3! Th is exce l lent ph ilosorih ical song isfrom Herd’s Collect ion, 1 776
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The she ep are cow rin in the be nch

O l sirs, it
’s winte r fairly.

Now up in the m orn in
’

s no for m e ,

Up in the m ornin e arly ;
I’d rather gae supperle ss t o my bed,
Than rise

'

in the morn ing e arly
fl‘

Loud roars the blast amang the woods
,

And tirls the branche s bare ly ;
On hill and house he ar how it thuds l
The frost is n ipping sairly.

Now up in the m ornin
’

s no for m e ,

Up in the m orn in e arly
To sit a’

n ich t w ad be t t er agre e ,
Than rise in the m ornin e arly.

The sun pe eps ower yon southland hills,
L ike o ny t imorous carlie ,

Just blinks a w e e , then sinks again
And that w e find severe ly.

Now up in the morn ing’s no for m e ,

Up in the morn ing e arly ;
When snaw blaws in at the chimley cheek,
Wha’

d rise in the m o rnin e arly

Nae l intie s lilt on hedge or bush
Poor things, the y suffer sairly ;

In cauldrife quarters a’

the n icht ;
A’

day the y fe e d but spare ly.

Now up in the morn ing’s n o fo r m e ,

Up in the morning e arly ;
A pennyle ss purse I w ad rathe r dre e
Than rise in the morn ing e arly.

A cosie house and canty wife ,
Aye ke ep a body che e rly ;

And pantrie s stowe d W 1 me at and drink,
They answer unco rare ly.

But up in the morn ing— na, na, na l

Up in the morn ing e arly l

f Part ofth is stanza w as taken from an o ld song, for som e notice of
w h ich se e the Introduction .
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The gowans maun glent on bank and brae ,
When I rise in the m ornin e arly.

WILL YE GO TO SHERRAMUIR ?

TANNAH ILL .

TUNE We
’
ll area to Sherra m uir, to baud the Wh ig : in order

WILL ye go to She rram uir,
Bauld John of Inn isture ,
The re to se e the noble Mar,

And his Highland laddie s P
A’

the true m e n 0
’

the north ,
Angus , Hunt ly, and Se aforth,
Scouring on to cross the Forth,
Wi ’ the ir white co ckadie s l

There you’ll se e the bann ers flare ,
There you ’ll he ar the bagpipe s rair,
And the trumpe t’s de adly blare ,
Wi’ the cannon ’s rat t le !

There you ’l l se e the bauld M‘Craw s,
Came ron ’s and Clanronald

’

s raws,
And a

’

the clans, WI loud huzzas,
Rushing to the battle !

THE HARPER OF MULL.

TANNAH ILL .

WHEN Rosie w as faithful, how happy w as I !
S t ill gladsome as summe r the t ime glide d by
I playe d my harp che e rie , while fondly I sang
Of the charms of my Rosie the win te r n ights lang.

But now I’m as wae fu’ as wae fu’ can be ,
Come simmer, come winte r,

’

t is a
’

ane to m e ;

Fo r the dark gloom of falsehood sae clouds my sad soul,
That che erle ss for aye is the Harper of Mull.
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I wande r the glens and the wild woods alane
In the ir de epe st re ce sse s I make my sad mane ;
My harp’s m oum ful me lody j oins in the strain ,
While sadly I sing of the days that are gane .

Though Rosie is faithle ss, she
’s no t the le ss fair,

And the thought of he r beauty but fe eds my despair
With painful remembrance my bosom is full,
And we ary of life is the Harper of Mul l .

As slum b ring I lay by the dark mountain stream,

My love ly young Rosie appe ar
’

d in my dre am ;

I thought he r st il l kind, and I n e
’

e r w as more ble st,
As in fan cy I clasp

’

d the dear nymph to my bre ast.
Thou false , fle e t ing vision , too soon thou wert o ’

e r ;

Thou w akedst m e to torture s unequall
’

d be fore
But death’s silen t slumbe rs my griefs soon shall lull,
And the gre en gras s wave over the Harper of Mull .

V M N N N N N

WAKEN, LORDS AND LADIES GAY !

S IR WALTER SCOTT.

WAKEN, lords and ladie s gay l
On the mountain dawn s the day ;
All the jolly chase is

p

here ,
With hawk, and horse , and hunting spear.

Hounds are in the ir couple s ye lling,
Hawks are whistling, horns are kne ll ing ;
Me rrily, merril y m ingle

’

they
Waken, lords and ladie s gay !

Waken , lords and ladie s gay I
The mist has le ft the mountain gray ;
Spli ngle ts in the dawn are stre am ing,
Diam onds in the brake are gle aming ;
And fore sters have busy be en ,
To track the buck in thicke t gre en
Now w e come to chant our lay
Wake n, lords and ladie s gay !
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O l have ye se en he r at the kirk,
Her brow with me ek de vot ion glowing ?

Or got ae glance of he r bright eye ,
Frae ’

ne ath her tre sse s dark and flowing ?
Or h eard her voice bre athe out such words
As ange ls use— swe e t, but no t many ?

And have ye dre am
’

d of aught sinsyne ,
Save he r, my fair, my love ly Jeanie ?

KELLYBURNBRAES .

BURNS .

TUNE—K e llyburn brae s.

THERE l ive d a carle on K e llyburnbrae s ;

(Hey, and the rue grews bonn ie w i
’ thym e

And he had a wife w as the plague of his days

(And the thy m e it is withered, and rue is in prim e .)

Ae day, as the carle gaed up the lang glen,*
He m e t w i

’

the dccvil, says, How do ye fen
’

I
’

ve got a bad wife , sir ; that
’s a’ my complaint ;

For, saving your pre sence , t o her ye
’

re a saint ’

It
’

s n e ither your stot nor your staig I shal l crave
But gie m e your wife , m an , for her I maun have .

”

0 , we l come most kindly, the blythe carle said ;
But if ye can match her, ye

’

re waur than ye
’

i e ca
’
d l

The deevil has got the auld wife on his back,
And l ike a poor pe dlar he ’

s carried his pack.

He carrie d her hame to h is ain hal lan door ;
Syne bade her gae in, for a bitch and a

it Th e parenth e tica l l ines of th e first verse are repeated in all the suc
ceed i ng stanzas.
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The n straight he make s fifty, the pick of his band,
Turn out on her guard, in the clap of a hand .

The carl ine gae d through them like ony w ud bear
Whae ’

e r she got hands on cam ne ar her nae mair

A re ekit w e e de evil looks over the w af

Oh he lp, maste r, he lp i o r she
’l l ruin us a

The de evil he swore by the edge of his kn ife ,
He pitie d the m an that w as tie d to a wife .

The de evil he swore by the kirk and the be ll,
He w as no t in we dlock, thank heave n ! but in he ll .

Then Satan has trave lle d aga in w r h is pack,
And to he r auld husband he ’

s carrie d he r back.

I hae be en a de evil the fe ck 0
’ my life ;

(Hey, and the rue grows bonn ie w i’ thyme
But ne ’

e r w as in he ll t ill I m e t w i
’

a wife

(And the thyme it is w ithere d, and rue is in prime .

PHILLIS THE FAIR.

BURN S .

TUNE—Robin Ada ir .

WH ILE larks w ith l ittle wing
Fanne d the pure air,

Tasting the bre athing spring
,

Forth I did fare
Gay the sun

’s golde n e ye

Pe e ped o
’

e r the mountains high
Such thy m om ! did I cry,
Phillis the fair.

Burns confesses, in h is Notes o n Johnson’
s Musica l Museum , tha t he

com posed th is Wi ldly hum orous di tty out of th e old tradi tionary ve rses.
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In e ach bird ’s care le ss song
Glad I did share ,

While you wild flow ers among,
Chance led m e there

Swe e t to the open ing day,
Rosebuds bent the dewy spi ay
Such thy bloom ! did I say,
Phillis the fair.

Down in a shady walk
,

Dove s cooing were ;
I marke d the crue l hawk
Caught in a snare ;

So kind m ay fortune be
Such make his de st iny,
He who would injure the e ,
Phillis the fair

PEGGY AND PATIE .

[ FROM TH E GENTLE SHEPHERDJ

A LLAN RAM SAY.

TUNE—The Yallow -ha ired La dd ie .

PEGGY.

WHEN first my de ar laddie gae d to the gre en hill,
And I at e w e -milking first seye d my young skill,
To he ar the milk bowie nae

-pain w as to m e ,

When I at the bughting forgathe r
’

d with the e .

PATIE .

When corn -riggswaved ye l low, and blue he ather-be ll s
Bloome d bonny o n moorland and swe e t rising fe lls,
Nae hirn s, brier, o r b i acken , gave trouble t o m e ,

If I found but the berrie s right ripene d for the e .

PEGGY.

Whe n thou ran , o r wre st led, o r putte d the stane ,
And cam affthe victor, my heart w as aye fain
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But when tha t the clud lays its che eks to t he flood,
And the se a lays its shouther to the shore

,

When the wind sings high , and the se a-whe lps cry,
As they rise frae the white ning roar ;

It
’

s then that I look through the blacken ing rook,
And watch by the m idnicht tide

I ken that the wind brings my rove r hame ,
On the sea that he glorie s to ride .

O, m e rry he sits ’mang his jovial crew,

Wi’ the he lm -haft in his hand ;
And he sings aloud to his boys in blue ,
As his e e

’

s upon Galloway’s land .

Unstent and slack e ach re e f and tack,
G ie he r sail, boys, while it m ay sit

She has roare d through a heavie r se a be fore ,
And she ’ll roar through a heavier ye t

Whe n landsmen sle ep , o r wake and cre ep,
In the tempe st’s angry moan ,
We dash through the drift , and sing to the l ift
O ’

the wave that heave s us on .

It
’

s brave , boys, to se e the mom
’s blythe cc,

When the n ight ’s be en dark and dre ar ;
But it ’s be tte r far to lie , and our storm-locks dry,
In the bosom 0

’

her that is dear.

Gie he r sail , gie her sail , till she burie s her wale ,
G ie her sail , boys, while it m ay sit

She has roare d through a he avie r sea be fore ,
And she ’ll roar through a he avier ye t

THE FORAY.

SIR WALTER SCOTT .

THE last of our ste e rs on the board has be en
’

spread :
And the last flask of wine in our goble ts is fe d



Up, up, my brave k insmen l— be lt swords and begone
The re are dangers to dare , and there

’s spoil to be w on l

The e ye s that so late l y mixe d glance s with ours
,

Fo r a space must be dim , as the y gaze from the towe rs ,
And strive to dist inguish , through t empe st and gloom ,

The prance of the ste eds and the top of the plume .

The rain is de scending, the wind rise s loud,
The moon he r re d beacon has ve ile d with a c loud
’Tis the be tte r, my mate s , fo r the warder

’s dull eye
Shal l in confidence slumber, nor dream w e are nigh .

Our ste eds are impatient— I he ar my blythe gre y
The re is l ife in his hoof-clang and hope in his ne igh
Like the flash of a me te or, the glance of his mane
Shall marshal yourmarch through the darkne ss and rain .

The draw-bridge has dropped, and the bugle has blown
One pledge is to quafl

’

ye t
— the n mount and begone

To the ir honour and pe ace tha t shal l re st with the slain l
To their heal th and the ir gle e that se e Te viot again

TAM 0
’ THE B ALLOCH.

H . AINSL IE .

TUNE The Ca m p be lls a re com ing .

IN the Nick 0
’

the Bal loch l ive d Muirland Tam ,

We e l sten t it w i
’ brochan and braxie -ham

A bre ist like a buird, and a back like a door,
And a wapping wame that hung down afore .

0

But what
’s come ower ye , Muirland Tam

Fo r your leg
’s no w grown l ike a whe e l-barrow tram

Your e e it
’s faun iii— your nose it

’

s faun out,
And the skin 0

’ your che ek’s l ike a dirty clout.

O ance, l ike a yaud, ye spankit the ben t,
Wi’ a fe cke t sae fou, and a stocking sae ste nt,
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The strength 0
’

a stot— the we cht o’ a cow ;
Now ,

Tammy, my m an, ye
’

re grown like a grew.

I mind sin’

the blink o’ a canty quean
Could watere d your mou and licht it your e en
Now ye leuk like a yowe , when ye should be a ram

0 what can be wrang WI ye , Muirland Tam

Has some dow g o
’

the yirth se t your ge ar abre e d
Hae the y broken your head
Hae they rackit w i’ rungs o r kittle d w i’ ste e l ?
Or

, Tammy, my m an, hae ye se en the de il ?

Wha ance w as your match at a stoup and a tale
Wi’ a voice l ike a se a, and a drouth like a whale
Now ye pe ep l ike a pow t ye glum ph and ye gaunt
Oh , Tammy, my m an

, are ye turned a saunt ?

Come , lowse your he art, ye m an 0
’

the muir
We te ll our distre ss e re We look for a cure
There ’s laws fo r a wrang, and sa

’

s for a sair
Sae , Tammy, my m an, what w ad ye hae mair

Oh ne ebour, it ne ither w as thre sher nor thie f,
That de epene d my e e , and licht ened my be e f ;
But the word t hat m ake s m e sae wae fu an d w an,
Is— Tam o’ the Ballo ch ’

s a marrie d m an

LOUDON ’S BONNIE WOODS AND
B RAES .

TANNAH ILL .

LOUDON ’

S bonn ie woods and brae s,
I maun le ave the m a

’

,
lassie ;

Wha can - thole
'

-whe n Britain’

s fae s

Would gie t o Britons law ,
lassie ?

Wha would shun the fie ld 0’

dange r
Wba to fame would l ive a strange r
Now when fre edom bids avenge her,

8
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Q UEEN MARIE.

[SAID To HAVE B EEN WR ITTEN BY LORD DARNLEY
,
i N

PRA I SE o r THE BEAUTY o r Q UEE N MARY, BEF ORE
DIARR I

Which poorly satisfy our eye s,
More by your number than your light ,
L ike common-pe ople of the skie s,
What are ye whe n the moon doth rise

Ye viole ts, that first appear,
By your purple man t le s known ,

Like proud virgins of the ye ar,
As if the Spring we re all your o w n ,

What are ye when the rose is blow n ?

Ye wandering chante rs of the wood,
That fil l the air with nature ’s lays,

Making your fe e l ings understood
In accents weak—What is your praise ,
When Philome l he r voice shal l raise

You glancing j ewe ls of the East ,
Whose e stimation fancie s ra ise ,

Pe arls, rubie s, sapphire s, and the re st
Of gl itte ring gems, what is your prai se ,
When the bright diamond shows his rays ?

But ah, poor light, ge m , voice , and sound,
What are ye if my Mary shine

Moon , diamond, flowe rs, and Philome l ,
Light, lustre , sce nt, and music tine ,
And yie ld to meri t more divine .

The rose and l il y, the whole spring,
Unto he r bre ath for swe e tne ss spe e d ;

Fo r som e not ice ofth e l i terary ab il itie s ofth is unfortunate oung m an ,

w e T he Life o f Q ue e n Mary, by l l . G . Be l l , Esq.

”

publish e in Consta
h lc

’

s M isce llany.
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The diamond darken s in the ring ;
Whe n she appe ars, the moon looks dead ,
As when Sol lifts his radiant he adfi"

w ~ ~ m ~

MACGREGOR’S GATHERING.

S I R WALTER SCOTT.

TUNE—filacg reg or
’
s Ga the ring .

THE moon’s on the lake , and the mist
’s o n the brae ,

And the clan has a name that is name le ss by day
Then gather, gathe r, gather, Gregalich !

Our signal for fight, which from monarchs w e drew,

Must be he ard but by n ight, in our ve nge ful halloo
Then halloo, halloo, halloo, Gregalich !

Glenorchy
’

sproud mountains, Calchuirn and he r towe rs ,
Glenstrae , and Glenlyon , no longer are ours
We

’

re landle ss, landle ss, landle ss, Gregalich

But, doome d and devoted by vassal and lord,
Macgre gor has still both his he art and h is sword

Then courage , courage , courage , Gregalich

If they rob us of name , and pursue us with be agles ,
Give the ir roof to the flame s, and the ir fle sh to the

e agle s
Come then, Gregalich, come then !
0

While there ’s leave s on the fore st, o r foam on the river,
Macgregor, de spite them , shal l flourish fo r e ve r I

Then gather, gather, gather, Gregalich !

4“ Ram say prints a ve rsion ofth is son sl igh tly d ifferen t from th e above ,
w h ich h e state s h im se lfto have copied m an o ld m anuscri pt collection
by an Abe rd eensh ire gentlem an .
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THE FLOWER O ’ DUNBLANE.

TANNAH ILL .

TUNE Thefl olzive r ofD un bla ne .

‘

THE sun has gane down on the l ofty Ben Lomond,
And le ft the re d

’

clouds to pre side o
’

e r the
’

sce ne ,
While lon e ly I stray, in the calm summer glo am in ,
To m use o n swe e t Je ssie , the flow e r 0

’ Dunblan e .

How swe e t is the brie r, w i
’

its saft fauld in blossom !
And swe e t is the birk, w i

’

its mant le - o
’ gre e n ;

Ye t swe e te r and fa ire r, and de ar to this bosom ,

Is love ly young Je ssie , the flowe r 0
’ Dunblane .

She ’s mode st as onie , and blythe as she ’s bonn ie ;
Fo r guile le ss sim pl icity marks he r its ain ;

And far be the villa in , dive ste d o
’ fe e l ing,

Wha
’

d blight in its bloom the swe e t flowe r 0’

Dun ~

blane .

Sing o n , t hou swe e t mavis, thy sang to the e
’

an i ng,
Thou

’

rt de ar to the e choe s of Calde rwood glen ;
Sae de ar to this bosom , sae art le ss and winning,
Is charming young Je ssie , the flower 0

’ Dunblane .

How lost we re my days t ill I m e t W 1 my Je ssie
.

The sports 0’

the city se eme d foolish and vain ;
I ne ’e r saw a nymph I could ca

’ my dear lassie ,
Ti l l charm e d w i’ swe e t Je ssie , the flowe r 0

’

Dun

blane .

Though mine we re the stat ion 0
’ loftie st grandeur,

Am idst i ts profusion I’d languish in pain ,

And re ckon as nae thing the he ight 0 ’ its splendour,
If wanting swe e t Je ssie , the flower 0’ Dunblan e .

0 P

Th is air, ce rtainly one o f th e m ost successful of all m bde rn im ita t ions
ofth e ancien t Scottish m e lody, was the com posi tion ofTannah ill

’

sfri end ,
th e late Mr R . A. Sm i th .
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Be ar m e frae hence , or bring to m e

My brave , my bonny Scot-m an .

In haly bands w e joine d our hands,
Ye t m ay no t this discover,
While parents rate a large e state
Be fore a faithfu

’ love r.

But I loor chuse , in Highland glens
To he rd the kid an d goat, m an ,

Ere I could, for s ic l ittle ends,
Re fuse my bonny Scot-m an .

Wae worth the m an, w ha first began
The base ungen erous fashion ,

Frae gre edy views love
’s art to use ,

While strangers to its passion

Frae fore ign fie lds, my love ly youth,
Haste t o thy longing lassie ,

Who pants to pi e ss thy balmy mouth,
And i n he r bosom hause the e .

Love gie s the word ; then , haste on board;
Fa ir winds and tenty boatman,

Waft o
’

e r, waft o
’

e r, frae yonde r shore ,
My blythe , my bonny Scot-m an .

*

SONG.

BURNS .

TUNE—Ladd ie , lie near m e.

’

TWAs na her bonn ie blue e e w as my ruin
Fa ir though she be , that w as n e

’

e r my undo in’

’Twas the de ar sm ile when naebody did mind us,
" I

“

w as the bewitching, swe e t, stown glance o
’ kindne ss .

by the Rev.

at
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Sa ir do I fe ar tha t t o h op e is d e n ie d m e ,

S air do I fe ar that despair maun abide m e

But though fe l l fortune should fate us to se ve r,
Que e n shall she be in my bosom fo r e ve r.

Mary, I
’m thine W i a passion since re st,

And thou hast plighte d m e love 0
’

the deare st
And thou

’

rt the ange l that ne ver can alter ;
Sooner the sun in his motion shall falte r.

THE ELECTION

B URNs

TUNE—Pg , le t us d
’
to the B rida l.

FY, let us a
'

to Kirkcudbright,
For the re wi l l be bickering the re ,

Fo r Murray’s light horse are to muste r ;
And oh , how the he roe s will swear

And the re will be Murray commande r,
And Gordon the battle to w in

L ike brithers they
’l l stand by e ach other,

Sae knit in al liance and sin .

And .there will be black-nebbed Johnn ie ,
The tongue of the trump to the m a

’

If he ge t na he l l fo r his haddin
’

,

The de il ge ts nae justice ava

And there will be Temple ton
’s birkie ,

A boy no sae black at the bane
But , as to his fine Nabob fortune ,
We

’ll e ’

en le t the subje ct alane .

it Th is poem is h ere printed for th efirst t im e . Its inte rest m ust be co n .

side rably i m pa ired in th e eyes ofa gene ra l re ad er, b th e loca l and m o m !
a llusions in w h ich it concrete but it is, neve rth e css , w e ll w o r y ofa
place , as contain ing m any th ings in Buras

'

s very bestm anne r.
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And the re Will be “W ig t o n
’

s I l p w sherifl
"

Dame Just ice fu ’ braw ly has spe d
She

’

s got ten the he art of a B by,
But what has be come of the head

And the re will be Cardon ess
’ squire ,

So m ighty in C ardon e ss e ye s ;
A wight that w ill we athe r damnation ,
Fo r the de vil the pre y wil l de spise .

And the re w il l be D o uglasse s doughty,
New christ e ning towns far and near ;

Abjuring the ir de m ocra t doings,
By kissing the doup of a pe e r.

And there w il l be Ke nm ure sae ge ne rous ,
Whose honour is proof ’gainst the storm

To save the m frae s tark reprobation ,
He lent them his name to the firm .

But w e winna m e ntion Redcastle ;
The body, e

’

e n le t him e scape
He

’

d venture the gal low s fo r sille r,
An

’

tw erena the cost 0’

the rape .

And the re i s , our King
’

s Lord Lieutenant,
Sae fam e d fo r his gra teful re turn ?

The billie is ge t t ing his que stion s,
To say

’

in St
'

S tephe n
’

s the m orn .

And the rewill be ladsof the gospe l,
Muirhe ad , w ha’s as gude

'

as he ’

s true 5
And the re w il l be Buit tle ’

s apost le ,
Wha’s mair o’ the black than th

'

e
'

blue .

And the re w ill be folk frae St
A house 0

’

gre a t m e rit and
The de il ane but ho n ours t he m highly
The de il ane w ill gie the m his vot e .

4 Mean ing th e fam ily ofth e Earl ofSe lkirk , resident a t St Mary’s i sle ;
near K i rkcudbrigh t.
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It m ay send Balm aghie to the Commons ;
In Sodom ’tw ould make him a king.

’

And hey ! fo r the sanctified M— r— y,
Our land w ha w i

’ chape ls has store d ;
He foundere d his horse among harlots,
But gied the auld m a re to the Lord .

STEER HER UP, AND HAUD HER GAUN .

BURN&

TUNE—5 7662
5
he r up .

a

O STEER he r up and hand her gaun ;
Her niithe r

’

s at the mill, j o ;
And gin she winna tak a m an,

E
’

e n le t her tak he r will, jo .

First shore her w i’ a kindly kiss,
And ca

’

anothe r gill , jo ;
And gin she tak the thing amiss,

’

E
’

e n le t he r flyte he r fi ll, jo .

O ste er her up, and be na blate ;
And gin she tak it ill, jo ,

Then lea’

the lassie to her fate ,
And time nae langer spill, jo .

Ne
’

e r bre ak your heart for ae rebut,
“

But think upon it still, jo ,
That gin the lassi e winna do

’t,
Ye ’ll find another will,

at Th is song , and th e four wh ich follow , are from Johnson'

s Musica l
Museum . i t i s som e w hat strang e that th ey sh ould h ave be en ove rlooked
by Dr Curri e , and st i l l m ore so , th at th ey sh ould h ave also escaped th e
re se arch of th e m any less scrupulous ed i tors w h o h ave laboured since .

Th e y are no t , pe rhaps, in Burns’s best style ; but, as Johnson ’
s w ork i s so

rare as to rend er th e m a lm ost as good as m anuscript, the ir insert ion h ere
se em s a t least justifiable .



THERE
’

S NEWS, LASSES .

BURN&

TH ERE' S news, lasse s, news,
Gude news hae I to te l l ;

There ’s ’

a boat fu’ o’ lads
Come to our toun to se ll.

The we an wants a cradle ,
And the cradle wants a cod ;

And I ’l l no gang to my bed ,
Until I ge t a nod .

Father, quo
’

she , Mothe r, quo
’

she ,
Do ye what ye can ,

I ’l l no gang to my bed
Till I ge t a m an .

I hae as gude a craft-rig
As made 0

’ yird and stane ;
\nd waly fa’

the lay crap ,
For I maun t ill’t again .

LAY THY LOOF IN M INE, LASS.

BURN&

TUNE—0 lay thy loofin m in e , la ss.

O LAY thy loof in mine , lass ,
In mine , lass, in mine , lass ;
And swe ar o n thy white hand, lass ,
That thou wilt be m y ain .

A slave to love
’s unbounde d sway,

He aft has wrought m e muckle w ae

But now he 1 8 my dead ly fae ,
Unle ss thou be my a in .
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The re 's m Q IlXa lass has broke my re st,
That fo r a blink I hae lo’e d be st ;
But thou art que en w ithin my bre ast,
Fo r e ve r to rema in .

HERE’S TO THY HEALTH, MY BONNIE
LASS .

BURN S .

T UN E—Logan B um .

HERE’S to thyhe alth , my bonn ie lass !
Gude n icht , and joy be w i

’

the e !
I’ll com e nae ma ir to th

'

y bouir door,
To t e l l the e that I lo e the e .

Oh dinna think, my pre tty pink,
But I can l ive without the e :

I vow and sw e ar I dinna care
How lang ye look about ye .

Thou
’

rt aye sac fre e informing
Thou hast nae m ind t o marry

I’ll be as fre e inform ing th e e ,
Nae t im e hae I t o tarry.

I ke n thy frie nds try ilka m e ans
Frae w edlock t o . de lay the e ,

Depending o n som e higher chance
But fortune m ay be tray the e .

I ken the y scorn my lo w e state ;
But that doe s n e ve r grie ve m e ;

Fo r I’m as fre e as o ny he

Sm a
’ sille r will re lie ve m e .

I
’

ll coun t my he al th m y gre ate st We alth ,
Sae lang as I’l l e njoy it

I ’ l l fe ar nae scan t , I
’ ll bode nae wan t ,

Sae lang’s I ge t em ploym e n t .

But far afl
’

fowls hae fe athers air,
And aye until ye try them ;
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The happy w ae night that w e parted,
She vow

’

d she w ad constant remain
My heart- strings a ’

d irl
’

d w i
’ fondne ss ;

I kiss’d and I kiss
’

d he r aga lu.

’Tis no t that her che eks are l ike rose s,
Nor ye t for her dark-rowing e e ;

’Tis n o t for her swe e t come ly fe ature s
The se charm s are a

’

nae thing to m e .

The storms 0’

this l ife m ay soon blast them ,

Or sickne ss m ay snatch them away ;
But virtue , when fix

’

d in the bosom,

Wil l flourish and n e ve r de cay.

Nae langer I
’l l spend a’ my siller ;

Nae langer I
’l l no w he my lane

Nae langer I
’l l hun t after lasse s ;

I ’l l soon hae a wife 0
’ my ain .

Fo r mony a wild foot have I w ander
’

d,
And mony a n ight spent in vain,

Wi’ drinking, and dancing, and courting
But I ’l l soon hae a wife 0

’ my ain.

Her mothe r’s aye roaring and flyt ing
I re de ye , tak t en t 0

’ that chie l ;
He

’

ll no be that canny to lce ve w i
’

;

He
’ll ne ’e r be l ike douce Ge ordie Ste e le .

He
’

s courtit far ower mony lasse s
To slight them he thinks it gude fun ;

He ’l l m ak but a sobe r half-marrow
Ye

’

d be st rue be fore ye be

Though Ge ordie be laird o’ a housie ,
And brags 0

’

his kye and his pe l f,
And w arld

’

s ge ar I be right scan t o’ ;
A fig for’t as lang’s I ’ve my health I

If ance I we re kipple d w i
’ Ailie ,

She ’ll se ldom hae cause to compla in
We

’l l jog o n through life aye right cannie ,
When I ge t a wife 0

’ my ain .

But if that my Ailie prove faithle ss,
And marry be fore I re turn,
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I
’

ll ne
’

e r, l ike a coof, gre e t about he r,
No r ye t fo r ae minute I

’ll mourn .

Aw a stra ight to some othe r be auty
Without loss 0 ’ time I wil l hie ,

And shaw to the lasse s I’m care le ss,
Unle ss the y’re as willing as I .

THE BONNIE BANKS OF AYE.

BURN S .

TUNE—B a nks ofAyr .

THE gloomy n ight is gath rlng fast,
Loud roars the wild inconstan t blast,
Yo n murky cloud is foul with rain ,
I se e it driving o

’

e r the plain .

The hunter n ow has le ft the moor,
The scat ter

’

d coveys me e t se cure ,
While here I wander, pre st with care ,
Along the lone l y banks of Ayr.

The autumn mourn s her ripen ing corn ,
By e arly winte r’s ravage torn ;
Across her placid azure sky
She se e s the scowling te m pe st fly
Chil l run s m y blood t o he ar it rave ,
I think upon the stormy wave ,
Where m any a dange r I m ust dare ,
Far from the bonn ie banks of Ayr.

’Tis n o t the surging billows , roar,
’Tis no t that fatal, de adly shore
fI

’

hough death ill e very shape appe ar,
The wre tche d have no more to fea r :
But round my he art the t ie s are bound ,

That he art transpie rce d with m any a w ound

The auth o r of th is song is a w e ave r at th e v illag e o f Biggar, in La
narksh lre . T h e heroine ’

s nam e w as Al ison Bog le .
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The se ble e d afre sh , those tie s I t ear,
To leave the bonn ie banks of Ayr.

Farewe l l old Coila
’s hills and

’

dale s
,

He r he athy moors and winding vale s
The scene w he re wre tche d fancy rove s,
Pursuing past, unhappy love s l
Farewe ll, m y frie nds, farewe ll, my foe s,
My pe ace with the se , my love with those ;
The burst ing t e ars m y heart de clare ;
Farewe l l the bonn ie banks of Ayrfi“

“ W M “ M “

A SOUTH-SEA SONGHr

RAMSAY.

TUNE—F or our lanZg bid ing he re .

WHEN w e cam to London toun ,

We dre am e d of gowd in gow pens j: here ,
And ran t ingly ran up and doun

,

In rising stocks to buy a ska ir z§
We daft ly thought t o ro w in row th ,
But fo r our dafli n

’ paid richt de ar
The lave q]w il l fare the waur irr t ro w th,
For our lahg hiding he re .

But when w e fand our purse s
And dainty

,

stocks be gan t o fa
’

,

We hung o ur lugs ,—H and , w 1 a gloom ,

Girne d at stock-jobbing, ane and a
’

.

Burns w rote th is song , wh ile convoy ing h is ch est so far on the road
from Ayrsh ire to Gre enock, w h e re h e in ten de d to e m bark in a. few d ays fo r

Jam aica . He d esigned i t , h e says, as h is farew e ll d irg e to h is na ti ve co untry.

1 Wri tten on th e fam ous South -Se a Bubb le , 1 790.

i A g m p en , in th e Scotti sh language , sign ifies as m uch as one can h old
m both hands toge th er.

Sh are .

II Dafii n’—sport ive b eh aviour. Fo r instance , a late professor ofth e Col
l
t

ege

ao
f Ed i nburgh use d to translate Dulce est desipe re in loco,” w eel

zm e dem a
’
.

1 } Th e re st . H Em pty.

“

H Ears.
s
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Nane l -and dow ie now I
Through the house the hale nicht lang,
Cro onin ower some simple sang
0

’

her that
’s far aw a.

Now I downa hide to le uk
the che e rle ss ingle neuk,
aft I read the haly be uk

To her that’s far aw a.

Haste , my deare st ! haste ye hame ,
Come , my ain be love d dame l
Ferry, .ower loch, sea, and stream ,

And ne
’

er gae m a
'

ir awa!

SONG.

JOHN GR IEVE .

TUNE—P olw ar t on the Gre en .

’TWA S summe r t ide ; the cushat sang
His am

’

rous rounde lay
And dews, lik e cluste r

’

d diamonds, hang
On flowe r and le afy spray

The co verle t p fgle am ing gre y
On e very thing w as se en ,
When lads and lasse s took the ir w ay

, ,
T0

,
Polw art on the Gre en .

The spirit-m oving dance went on,
And harmle ss re ve lry

Of young hearts all in uniso n ,
Wi’ love ’

5 sOft w itcherie

The il hal l the open-daisied lea ,
Whi le frae the w elkin she en,

The moon shone
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Dark e en and rave n curls tw ere there ,
And che e ks of rosy hue ,

And fine r fo lms, without compare ,
.Than pencil e ve r drew

But ane , w i
’

e enof bonnie blue ,
A ’

he al t s confe ss ’d the que e n,
And pride of grace and be auty tOo ,
At Po lw art o n the Gre en.

The miser hoards his go lden store ,
And kings domin ion ga in ;
While othe rs in the batt le ’s roar
Fo r honour

’

s trifle s strain .

Away, such
'

pleasures ! false and va in
Far de are r min e have be en,

Among the lowly rura l tra in,
At Polw art on the Gre en.

MAGGIE
’

S TOCHER.

TUNE—Magg ie
’

s Too/zen

THE me al w as dear short syne
We buckle d us a ’

thegithe r :
And Maggle w as in he r prim e ,

Whe n Willie made courtship ti l l
Tw a pistols charged begue ss,
To gie the court ing shot ;

And syne cam e ben the lass ,
Wi ’ sw ats drawn frae the butt.

He spe ir
’

d at the gude m an ,

And syn e at Giles the
'

mithe r,
An ye w ad gie

’s a bit land
,

We
’

d buckle us e ’

e n thegithe r.

My doch te r ye s hall hae ,
I ’l l g ie you he r by the hand ;

But I’ll part w i’ my wife , by my fay,
Or I part w i’ my land .
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Your tocher it shal l be good ,
The re ’s nane shall hae its maik,

The lass bound in her snood,
And crummie w ha kens her stake ,
Wi’ an auld be dding 0

’

clae s,
Was le ft m e by my mithe r ;

They’re je t black o
’

er w i
’

flae s

Ye m ay cuddle ln
’

them thegi ther.

Ye spe ak richt we e l , gudeman,
But ye m aun mend your hand,

And think o
’ mode sty,

G in ye ’ll no quit your land.
We are but young, ye ke n ,
And n ow we

’

re gaun thegither,
A house 1 8 but and ben ,
And Crum m ie will want her fother.

The bairn s are coming o n,
And they’ll cry, 0 the ir mither !
We

’ve n e ither p at nor pan ,
But four bare legs thegither.

Your tocher’s be good eneuch,
For that ye ne edna fear,

Tw a good stilts to the pleuch,
And ye yourse ll maun ste er

Ye sall hae t wa good pocks ,
That .ance were 0

’

the twe e l,
The tane to haud the gro ats,
The tither to haud the me al

Wi’ an auld kist made 0
’

the wands,
And that sall be your cofi

'

er,

Wi’ a iken woody hands,
And that m ay hand your tocher.

Consider we e l, gudeman ,
We hae but borrowe d gear

The horse that I ride on

Is Sandy lVilson ’

s mare
The saddle ’s nane o’ my a m ,
And thae ’s but borrow’d boots,

And whe n t hat I gae hame ,
I maun tak to my coots
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A hempen he ckle , and a me ll ,
A tar-barn, and a we ther

’

8 be ll
,

A muck fork, and an auld pe at cre e l ,
The spoke s Ofour auld spinn ing w he e l

A pair of branks , ye a, and a saddle ,
With oul auld bm n t an d broke n ladle ,
A whang but and a sn ifile bit ;
Che er up , my bairns, and dance a fit.

A flail ing-staff, a tim mer-spit,
An auld kim , and a hole in it,
Yarn -winnle s, and a re e l ,
A fe t te l lock, a trum p of ste e l,
A whist le , and a tup horn spoon ,
lVi

’

an auld pair 0
’ cloute d shoon ,

A timm er spade , and a glcg sh e ar,
A bonne t -for my bairn s to we ar.

A timmer tong, a broke n cradle ,
The pinnio n of an auld car-saddle ,
A gullie -kn ife , and a horse -wand,
A mit ten for the le ft -hand,
With an auld broke n pan of brass,

a a at a a:

An auld band , and a
‘

ho o dling
-how

I hope , my bairns, ye
’

re a
’ we e l n ow .

Aft h ave I bo’rne ye on my back,
With a ’ this riff-rafl

’

in my pack
And it w as a

’

fo r want ' o’ ge ’

ar,

That gart m e ste al Me ss John ’s gr e y mare
But n ow , m y ba irn s, w ha t ail s ye now ?

Fo r ye hae n e ige enough t o plow,

An d hose and sho on fit fo r your fe e t ;
Ch e er up; m y bairn s, and dinna gre e t .

Then w ith myse ll I~ did advise ,
Edy daddy

’s ge ar fo r to comprise
Som e n e ighbours I ca

’

d m t o se e

What ge ar m y daddy le ft to m e .

They sat thre e quarte rs of a ye ar,
Com prising of m y daddy

’s ge ar ;
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And when the y had gieh a
’

the ir vote s,
Twas scarcely 8 ’

worth four pounds Scots .

MY AIN
'

COUNTRIE.

"

AL LAN CUNN INGHAM .

THE sun rise s bright in France ,
And fair se ts he

But he has tint the blythe blink he had
In my ain coun trie .

O l gladne ss come s to m any,
But sorrow co m e s to m e ,

As I look o
’

er the wide oce an
To my ain countrie .

O l l t s no t my ain ruin
That sadde ns aye my cc,

But the love I le ft in Gal loway,
‘

Wi’ bonn ie ba irns three
My ham e ly he arth burnt bonn ie ,
And smile d my fair Marie :

I
’

ve le ft my he art behind m e ,

In my ain countrie .

The bud com e s back to summe r,
And the blossom to the tree ,

But I w in back— oh , ne ver,
To my sin countrie .

I
’

m le al to the high heaven,
Which will be lea l to m e

And the re I
’l l me e t ye a

’ sune .

Frae my sin countrie .

0 From Herd ’o Co llectio n , 1 776.
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HALLOW FAIR .

TUNE— Fy, le t us a
’
to the brida l.

THERE’S fouth o’ braw Jo ckie s and Jenn ie s
Co m e sfr w e el buskit in to the fair,
Wi th ribbon s on the ir cocke rnon ies ,
And fouth o’ fine flour o n the ir hair.

Maggie she w assae we e l”hush it,
That Will ie w as t ie d to his bride ;

The pown ie w as n e
’

cl be t te r whiske t '

Wi’ cudge l that hang h as his side .

But Maggie w as wondrous j ealous,
To se e Willie buskit sae braw

And Sandy he sat in the alehouse ,
And hard a t the l iquor did ca

’
.

The re w as Ge ordie , that
‘

w e e l looe d his lassie ,
He took the pin t -stoup in his arms ,

And hugge d it , and said, Trouth the y
’

re sancie ,
That loe s na a guid-father’s baim .

The re w as Wat tie , the m ui1 land laddie ,
Tha t ride s o n the bonn ie grey cow t ,

With sword by his side l ike a cadie
To drive ln the sheep and the nowt.

His double t sae we e l i t did fit him
,

I t scarce ly cam down t o m id- thie ,
With hai r pouthe red, hat , and a fe athe r,
And housing at ca rpen and t e e .

But Bruckie playe d boo to Bassiefi’
And afl

’

scoure d the cout l ike the Wind
Puir Wa ttle he fe l l o n the caussey,
And birzed a

’

the ban e s in his skin
His pistols fe ll o ut o’ the hulste rs,
And were a

’ bedaube d w i’ dirt
The folk they cam round him in clusters
Some leuch, and cried , L ad, w as ye hurt

Th e cow played boo to th e horse.
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v “

Tuna—B essy B ell and M a ry Gray.

FORG IVE m e if I thought .your lo oks
Did once some change discove r ;

To be toolj ealous is the fault
Of e very faithful love r.

My looks that ke en re se ntment shew ,
Which .you blame iso se ve re ly ;

A sign , alas , you little know
What ’tis to love sincere ly:

The torments of a long de spair
I could in silence sm other ;

But ’tis a thing I cannot be ar,
To think you love another.

My fate depends alone (in y ou;
I am but what you

’

make m e ;

Divinely ble st if you
'

prove
‘

true ,
Undone if you forsake m e .

SONG

IN BURLE S Q UE OF PRINCE CHARLEs
’

s MAN IFE STO .

M R S COCKBURN .

TUNE- Clou t the Ca ldron .

HAVE you any law s . t o mend ?
Or have you any grie vance

I am a he ro to m y trade , _

And truly a most le al prince .

Th 1s song , and th e six songs and e igh t fragm en ts wh ich follow , are

from a m anuscript colle cti on , m ade , during the d ecad e of1 770-80, by a lady
resid ing at Ed inburgh . I am on ly pe rm i t ted to m ention th at th e com pi ler
w as an 1 nt 1 m a te friend o fMrs Ca th erin e Cockburn , auth or of th e la te r se t
ofw ords to th e tune o f th e Flow ers of th e Forest, ” and of the b urle sque
on th e Young Ch e val ier’s Declaration , w hich im m ed iately follow s.
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Would you have w ar, would you have pe ace ,
Would yen be fre e of taxes,

‘

Come chapping to my fathe r’s door,
You ne e d no t doubt of acces s.

Re l igion , laws , and l iberty,
Ye ken ,

are bonn ie words, s ifs
The y sha l l be a

’ made sure to you,
If you’ll fe cht w i’ your swords, sire.

The nat ion ’s deb t w e so o n
'

shall pay,
Ifye

’ l l support our right
,
boys ;

No sooner w e are brought in play
Than all things shal l be tight , boys .

Ye ken that, by a Union base ,
Your ancie n t kingdom

’s undone ,
That a’ your lad ie s, lords, and lairds ,
Gang up and l ive at London .

Nae lange r that w e will al low,

Fo r, crack— it goe s asunde r
What took sic time and pain s . to do ;
And le t the w arld wonde r:

I ’m sure , fo r se ven years and mair,
Ye ’ve he ard 0 ’

sad oppression ;
And this is all the good ye go t
By the Hanover succe ssi on .

Fo r absolute power and popery,
Ye ke n it

’

s a
’

but n onse nse :

I here swe ar to se cure to you
.

Your libe rty of conscience .

And, fo r your mair e ncouragement,
Ye shall be p ardoned

' by
-ganes ;

Nae ma ir figh t o n t he Continen t,
And leave ' be hind yoh r dry-bane s .

The n com e away, and dinna stay
What gars ye look se e landart ?

I ’d have ye run , and no t de lay
To join my fathe r’ s standard l*

‘i An anecdote connected w i th th is song is printed in th e H istor ica l Essay
a t th e be g inn ing ofth e co llection.
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DEAR AND A-WALY, HINNIE .

DEAR and a-wal y, binn ie ,
De ar and a -waly, die ,

Dear and a-waly, binnie ,
It’s braw milking the kye .

I’l l hae nae mair sour-milk suppers ,
I’ll hae nae ma ir lappers o’ kail ;

But I’ll hae the bonn ie young lad
That drinks the be rry-brown ale .

De ar and a-waly, 8 m.

I ’ll hae nae mair sour-milk suppe rs,
I’ l l hae nae mair lappers o’ whey ;

But I’l l hae the bonn ie young lad
That’s carrie d my he art away.

Dear and a-waly, 8 m .

Summe r’s a se emly se ason ;
The re ’s clave r in ilka cleuch ;

Sae merri ly sings the mavis
The burn rin s owe r the heuch.

De ar and a-waly, 8cc.

Se ll hawkie , minn ie ,
Se ll hawkie , ye

Se l l hawkie , minn ie ,
And buy the be e ts to m e .

De ar and a-waly, 8 m .

I ’d rather se ll my pe tticoat,
Though it were made 0

’ silk,
Than se l l my bonn ie brown hawkie ,
That gie s us the w e e soup milk.
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Some cry up our great General fo r managing the w ar,
Though a t the battle 0

’ Dunblane he pushed the fo e
too far.

BUt Ofiall, &Cc

I have nae skill In po l itics ; the re fore I hand my tongue
But you’l l think I hae gab enough, though I be some

wha t young.

But I’ll te l l you a se cre t, my fairy Binning e lf,
Emilin e, Em ilius, I swe ar i t is yourse lf I

THERE’S A LAD IN THIS TOWN HAS A

FANCY FOR ME
'

TUNE The Ta i lorfe ll t hrough the bed, thim bles a nd a
'
.

THERE’s a lad In this town has a fancy for m e ,

The re ’s a lad 1 1 1 this town has a fancy fo r m e ;
But th ey’re ne are r my he art that’s fare r frae m e ,

And he
’

s blacker that I lo e be tter than he .

The re ’s be tte r and be tter providing fo r m e ,

There ’s be tter and be tt er providing .fo r m e ,

There ’s be tte r and be tter providing fo r m e

There ’s a coach and six horse s a-riding for m e .

THE MASON LADDIE .

TUNE—S a n dy ow er the lea .

LEAN ING ow e r a window, and looking owe r a mound,
I spie d a mason laddie , w ha gave my he art a wound
A woundrand a wound, and s deadly w ound g sve he
Arid I w ad wash his apro ri an he wadfahcym e .

a t

John. Duke ofArgyle and Gree nw i ch .
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I w inna hae the m inister, fo r a’ hisb

inany beaks ;
I winna hae the dom inie , fo r a

’

his wylie lo o ks
I will hae nane o’ thae tw a, though the y w ad fancy m e ;

But my bonnie m ason laddie he he ars aw a’

the gree .

I winna hae the m autm an , for a
’

his muckle sho
’

el
Nor will I hae the m iller, for a

’ his mity m eal ;
I w ad hae nane O’ thae tw a, though the y w ad fancy m e ;

I"or my bonnie mason laddi e he
’

s

'

up the scaffold hie .

I winna has the ploughman, that gangs at the pleuch
No r ye t wil l I the chaplain , though he has gean e ne uch ;
I w ad hae nane O

’ thae tw a, though the y w ad fan cy m e

For mybonn ie mason laddie has st ow n
'

the heart frae m e .

I winna has the sout e r, that rubs upon the shoon ;
Nor ye t will I the weave r, that gingles o n the l oom
I w ad hae nane O

’ thae tw a, thoug h the y w ad fancy m e

For my bonn ie mason laddie he he ars a
'

w a
’

the gre e .

The smith that canna lay an axe is no a m an 0
’ craft

The wright that canna seam a dea l can scarce ly lay a

left .

The lad that canna kiss a lass is ha s lad for m e

But my bonnie m ason laddie he can do a
’

the thre e .

G ALA W
'

A’TER.

TUNE-LGa la Wa te r.

OUT ower yo n moss, out ow e r yo n muir.
Out ow

'

e r yon
'

bo nn ie
’

bu
'

sh
'

o’ hea the r l
0 all ye lads, w hae

’

e r ye be ,
Show m e the w ay to Gala Wate r.
Braw, braw lads O

’ Gala Wate r,
Bonni e lads O’

Gala Wate r ;

The Lothian lads maun ne
’

e r compare
Wi’ the braw lad s O

’ Gala Wat e r.

At Ne t tlie -fis t w e will be gin ,
And at Halltre e we

’

l l write a le tte r ;
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We
’l l down by the . Bowe r, and take a scour,
And drink to the lads o

’ Gala Water.

There ’s Blindlie and Torwoodle e,
And Galashie ls is muckle be tter ;

But young To rsonce he he ars the gre e
.Ofa

’

the Pringle s O
’ Gala Wate r.

Buckham is a bonnie place
But Apple tre e -le ave s is muckle be tte r ;

But Co ckleferry be ars the gre e
Frae ilka la ird on Gala Wate r.

Lords and lairds came here to woo,
And gent leme n w i

’ sword and dagger ;
But the black-e yed lass

'

O
’ Galashiels

Wad hae nane but the gre e O
’

Gala Wate r.

Lothian lad s are black w i’ re ek,
And Tevio tdale lads are l ittle be tte r

But she ’s kiltit
'

her coats abune her kn ee,
And gane w i’ the lad O

’ Gala Wate r.

Though com -rigs are gude to se e ,
Ye t flocks 0

’ she ep are muckle be tter ;
For oats wi ll shake in a windy day,
When the lambs will play in Gala Wate r.

Adieu, sour plo om s O
’ Galashie ls,

Farewe l l, my father and my mothe r ;
For I’l l aw a’

w i
’

the black he rd lad
Wha ke eps his flocks on Gala Wate r.

Braw, braw lads O
’ Gala Water,

Bonn ie lads O’ Gala Wate r !
L e t them a

’

say w hat the y will,
The gre e gae s aye to GalaWat er.

"t

it Ifth is song be (w hat i t probab ly is) th e first song wri tten to the
OfGa la Wa te r, w e m ust conclud e that th e ce lebri ty ofthat d i strict ofScot
land In song and m usic, h as been en tire ly ow ing to th e charm s ofone bona

n it (an . So m uch m ay one pe rson do fo r a coun try .

1 8
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TUNE—J oy g aed dow n the loaning w i
’
her .

JOY gae d down the loan ing WI he r,
And jo y gae d dow n t he lo an ing w i’ he r
She wadna hae m e , but sh e

’s tae n anothe r,
And a

’

m an
’s j oy bu t m ine gae d w i ’ he r.

TUNE—The D euks da ng ow e r m y daddi e .

THE n ine -

pin t bicke r
’s faun afl

'

the bink,
And broke n the t e n -pint canny.

The w ife and he r cum m e rs sat down to drink,
But n e ’

e r a drap gae the go o dm anny.

The bairns the y se t up the cry,
The deuks hae dung ow e r m

y
daddy

The re ’s nae m uckle mat t e r, quo the gudewife ,
Fo r he w as but a daidling bodie .

W M ~ ~

T UNE— Ga llow ay Tam .

BONNEYNE SS gae d to the wate r to wash,
And Pre t tyne ss gae d t o the barn t o thrash .

Gar t e ll my mast e r to ~pa y m e myfe e ,
Fo r Pre ttyness w inna le t Bonnyne ss be .

TUNE— The Q uake r
’
s w ife .

THE quake r’s wife sat down to bake ,
And a

’

he r ba irns about her
Ilk ane go t the ir quart e r cake ,
The mille r gat his m ou’te r .

Me rrily, m errily, m errily, merri ly,
Me rrily dance d the quake rs ;

Me rrily danced the quake r
’

s w ife ,
And me rrily danced the quakers .
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TUNE The Q uake r
’

s w ife .

ON Saturday my wife she die d
On Sunday she w as burie d

On Mono nday I courte d a wife ,
On Tue sday I w as married.

On We dne sday I ste alt a horse ,
On Thursday w as appre hende d ;

On Friday I w as condemn e d to die ,
On Saturday I w as hanged .

“ N OW N N OM

WHEN THE SUN GAES DOWN.

W ILL IAM WIL SON .

WH EN the sun gae s dow n , whe n the sun gae s down ,
I ’l l me e t thee , bonny Mary, whe n the sun gae s down ;
I ’l l row my apron up, and I

’l l le ave the re eky town ,
And me e t the e by the burn ie when the

‘

sun gae s down .

By the burn ie there ’s a bower ; w e wil l gen t ly le an us
the re ,

And forge t in ither’s arms e very earthly care ;
Fo r the chie fe st O’ my joys in this weary morta l roun

’

,

Is the burn-side , w i
’ Mary, when the sun gae s down.

There the ruine d castle tower on the distant st e ep ap
pe ars,

Like a hoary aul d warrior fade d W l ye ars
And the burn ie , ste alin

’ by w i’ a fairy silve r soun’

,

Will soothe us w i’ its mus ic, when the sun gaes down.

The burnside is swe e t when the de w i s o n the flowe r,
But it

’

s l ike a l it tle he ave n at the tryst in
’ hour !

And W I pi ty I would loo k on ‘ the cilicl that we ars a
crown ,

When w i’ the e , by the burn ie , when the sun gae s down .

When the sun ge e s dow n , whe n the sun gae s down ,

I’ll me e t the e by the burn ie , whe n the sun gae s down ;
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Come In thy pett ico at t ie and thy l it tle drugge t gown ,
And I

’

ll m e e t the e , bonnie Ma i y, when the sun gae s
down .

CALLUM-A-GLEN.

FROM THE GA EL IC , BY JAM ES HOGG.

WA S e ve r Old warrior Ofsuffe ring so we ary
Was e ve r the wild be ast SO baye d In his den P

The South on bloodhounds lie In ke nn e l s so ne ar m e ,

That de ath would be fre e dom to Cal lum-a-Glen .

My sons are all slain and my daughte rs have le ft m e

NO child to pro t e ct m e , whe re once there were t e n
My chie f they have slain , and Of stay have bere ft rise ,
And w o to the gre y he irs of Gallum ~a~Gle n .

The hom e s of m y kindre d are blazing to he ave n ,
The h igh sun Ofm OI ning has blushe d a t the view

The moon has stood st ill o n the ve rge of the e ven ,
TO wipe fl om her pale che ek the t i nt of the de w

h o r the de w it l ie s re d on the vale s of Lochaber ;
It sprinkles the co t and it flows from the pe n .

The pride of my coun try is fal len fo r e ver !

De ath , hast thou no shaft fo r Old Cal lum -a-Glen

The sun in his glory has looke d on o ur sorrow,

The stars have wep t blood over hamle t and le a
Oh , is the re n o day

-spring fo r. Scotland ? n o morrow
Of bright reno vation fo r souls of

’

the fre e
'

P
'

Ye s o ne above all has be he ld o ur de votion ;
Our valour and faith are no t bid from his ken ;

The day i s abiding of ste rn re tribution
On all the proud foe s of old Cal lum-a-Gle n.
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TOhear him sing a cantic air,

He l ilts it ower sae chaI m ingly,
Tha t I n a moment affflie s care

,
When Wil lie ge ts his w ig a -

j e e .

L e t dI one s cI o on ow e i a wi nter night ;
A fig for the m w ho e

’

e r

For I could sit till morn ing
Wi’Willie and his w ig a-je efi

‘“

MARY .

H . A INSL I E.

IT
’

S do w Ie in the hint O’ hairst,
At the w a

’
-gang O

’

the swa llow,

When the wind grows cauld, and the burns grow bauld,
And the wuds are hingin

’ ye llow ;
But Oh, its dowie r far t o se e

The w a
’

-gang 0' her the he art gangs w i
’

,

The de ad-se t O
’

a shin in
’

e e ,

That darkens the w e arie w arld o n the e .

There w as mickle love atwe en us tw a
Oh, tw a could ne

’

er be fonde r
And the thing o n yerd w as n e ver made
That could hae gart us sunde r.

But the w ay 0
’

He av
’

n
’

s abun e a
’

ken

And w e maun he ar what it l ike s to se n
It’s comfort, though, t o w e arie m e n,

That the warst O’ th is w arld
’

s w ae s Inaun

There ’s mony things that come and gae

Just ke n t and just forgotten
And the flowe rs that husk a bonn ie
G in an ithe r year lie rotten .

But the last look 0
’

tha t love ly e e ,
And the dying grip she gae t o m e ,

They’re se ttled like e te rnit ie

Oh, Mary ! tha t I we re W 1 the e .

By a gentlem an Of th e nam e ofCh alm ers, resident at Paisley.
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YOUNG MAXWELL.

AI R—Auld M agg i e Sha rp .

0, WH ER E gang ye , thou silly auld carle
And wha t do ye carry the re P

I ’m gaun t o the hil l-side , thou so dge r-m an,
To shift my she ep the ir lair.

Ao stride o r tw a took the sill y auld carle ,
And a guid lang s tride took he

I trow , thou he a fe ck auld carle ;
Wil l ye shaw the w ay to m e ?

And he has gane w i
’

the silly auld carle ,
Adow n by the gre e nw ood side ;

Licht down and gang, thou sodge r-m an,

Fo r he re ye canna ride .

He dre w the re ins 0
’

his bonny grey st e ed,
And l ich tly doun he sprang ;

Of the com e lie st scarle t w as his we ir-coat,
Whaur the gowden tasse ls bang.

He has thrawn at? his plaid , the silly auld carle ,
And his bo nne t fin e

’bune his bre e
And w ha w as it but the Young Maxw e ll l

And his guid broun sword drew he .

Thou kille d my father, thou vi le Southron,
And t hou k i lle d my bre thre n thre e ,
Whilk brak the he art 0’ my ae siste r,
I love d as the light 0 ’ my ee .

Draw out your sword , you vile Southron,
Re d w a t w i

’

blade 0
’ my kin

That sword it crappit the bonn ie st flouir
E

’

er l ift e d i ts he ad to the sun.

The re
'

s as sad stroke fo r my fa th e r de ar,
There ’

s tw a for my bret hren thre e



s o
’

o

Arid the re 's ane to thy heart for my as siste r,
Whom I loved as the l ight 0

’

my cc.

’

MY AIN FIRE- SIDE.

O
,
I HAE se en gre at ane s, and sat in gre at ha

’s,
'Mang lords, and

’mang ladie s, a
’ covere d w i

’ braws
But a sight sae de lightful , I trow, I ne

’

e r spie d,
As the bonn ie blythe blink 0

’

m y ain fire -side .

My ain fire - side , my ain fiI e -side ,
As the bonn ie blithe blink 0

’ my ain fire-side .

Ance mair, he aven be pra ise d ! round my ain heart
some ingle ,

Wi’ th e friends 0
’ my youth, I cordial ly mingle

Nae force now upon m e , to se em w ae o r glad ,
I m ay laugh whe n I

’

m me rry, and sigh when I
’

m sad .

My ain fire side , my ain fire side ,
0 swe e t is the bl ink 0

’ my ain fire - side .

Nae falsehood to dre ad , nae malice to fear,
But truth to de light m e , and kindne ss to che er ;
0

’

a
’

roads to ple asure t hat e ve r we re tried,
The re ’s nane half sae sure as a

'

ne
’s ain fire-side .

My ain fire -side , my ain fire -side ,
0 swe e t i s the blink 0

’

m y ain fire side .

OUR LADYE
’

S BLESSED WELL.

f

A LLAN CUNN ING HAM.

THE moo n is gle aming far and near,

The stars are streaming free

This balladis sta ted , in Mr R . A. Sm ith ’

s Scottish Minstre l,” to be
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O blesse d fountain, give he r back
The brightne ss of her brow l

O ble ssed wate r, bid her che eks
Like sum mer rose s glow l

’Tis a smal l gift , thou ble sse d we ll,
To thing d ivine as the e ,

But , kingdom s t o a mother’s heart,
Fu

’ de ar is Ann to m e .

DUNT, DUNT, DUNT, PITTIE PATTIE.

TUNE—The ye llow -W ed ladd ie .

ON Whitsunday morn ing,
I wen t to the fair

My ye llow-ha ired laddie
Was se l l ing his ware

He g ied‘rm e si c a bl ithe blink,
With his bo nny black e e ,

And a de ar blink, and a fair bl ink,
It w as un to m e .

I wist n o t what ailed m e ,

Whe n my laddie cam in ;

The l it t le w e e st e rnie s

Flew aye frae m y e en ;

And the sweat it dropt down
Frae my ve ry e e -bre e ,

For my he art aye playe d
Dunt, dunt, dunt , pitt ie pattie .

I wist no t what a ile d m e ,

When I went t o my be d,
I tosse d and I tumble d,
And sle e p frae m e fled .

Now ,
it

’

s
,
sle eping and waking,

He
’

s aye in my e e ,
And my he art aye plays
Dunt

,
dunt, dun t , pit tie pat t ie .

“k

From th e Tea-Table M isce llany, 1 724.
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THE SAILOR AND SHEPHERDESS .

SA ILOR .

WHEN l ightn ing parts the thunder-cloud,
That blackens all the sea,

And te m es ts sough through sail and shroud,
Ev

’

n en I
’l l th ink o n the e , Mary.

SHEPHERDE SS .
I wrap m e in tha t ke e psake plaid,
And lie down amang the snaw

While frozen are the te ars I she d,
Fo r him that

’

s far aw a, Wil lie !

SA ILOR .

We sai l past mony a bonny isle ;
Wi’ maids the shore s are thrang ;

Be fore my s e the re
’s but s e sm ile ,

Within my e ar ae sang, Ma
r y.

SHEPHEBDE SS .

In kirk, on e ve ry Sabbath-day,
Fe r ane on the gre at de ep,

Unto my God I humbly pray
And while I pray, I we ep, Will ie .

SA ILOR .

The sands are brigh t w i
’ golde n she lls,

The grove s w i
’ blossom s fair ;

And I think upon the he athe r-be l ls
,

That de ck thy glossy ha ir, Mary.

SH EPHERDE S S .
I read thy le tte rs se n t from far,
And aft I kiss thy name ,

And ask my Make r, frae the w ar

If e ver thou
’lt come ham s, Wil lie .

SA ILOR.

What though your fathe r
’s but be low n

Aneath the gree n hill- side ?



6047

The ship that Willie sa ils III, blown
L ike chaffby wind and tide , Mary

SHEPHERDES S .
Oh ! we e l I ken the

'

raging se a,
And a

’

the stea dfast land,
Are he ld, w i

’ spe cks like the e and m e ,

In the hollow of Hish a
’

nd, Willie .

SA ILOR .

He se e s the e sitt ing o n t he br
a
e,

Me b inging OII the .mas t ;
And 0

’

e x us baith, in d e w or spray,
His savm g shie ld 1 5 cast, Mary.

WHAT AILS THE LASSES AT ME ?

ALEXANDER ROSS .

‘

l
‘

I AM a young bache lor winsome ,
A farm er by rank and de gre e ,

And few I se e gang out moi e handsome ,
To kirk o r to marke t , than m e.

I
’

ve out sight , and insight, and credit ,
And frae on ie e e list I R] fre e

I’m we e l e ne uch bo aI ded and bedde d
What ails -the lasse s at m e ?

My bughts of good store are na scanty,
My byers are we e l sto cke d .w i

’

kye ;
Of me al In my g ii ne lsthere

’s ple n ty,
And two o r thre e easeme n ts forbye .

A horse to ride out when they’I a we ary,
And cock w i’ the be st the y can se e ;

And then he ca
’

t dauty and de ary
I wonde r what a ils the m at m e .

i t From Blackw ood ’s Ed inburgh Maga zine , 1 829.
1 Auth or of an e xte nded Scot tish p ,astora l e n t i t le d T he Fortuna te
Sh eph e rdess.

" He w as a conte m porar
y] .

and early frie nd of Beatt ie , who
addressed a hobb ling Scottish Im on t he pub lica tion of h is 5

tora l. He w as sch oolm aster of th e w ild parish o fLoch le e , in Fo rfars re ,

during the latte r h alfofthe last century.
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Hair auld gudeman drapped in at e
’

e n ,

‘

Wi’ harve st he ukJ—sair toile d w as he
‘

Sm a
’

Was his cog and cauld his kail ;
Ye t anger n e ve r raise d his e e ;
He ~ ble sse d the l it t le , and w as bl ithe ,
While spak the dam e , w i

’

clam OI ous tongue ,
0 , sorrow clap

your auld he ld pow ,

And dance w i
’

ye to the mools , gudeman.

He hang his bonne t o n the p in,
And dow n he lay, his dool t o drie
While she sat singing in the n euk,
An d tast ing at the barle y bre e .

The lark ,

’mid morn ing’s sille r gre y,
That wont to che e r him w arkw ard gaun ,
Next m orning misse d am ang the de w
The bl ithe and dain ty auld gude m an .

The third morn’s de w o n flower and tre e
’

Gan glorious in the sun to glow,

When sung the wanton w ife t o mark
His fe e t gaun foremost o ’

e r the know.

The first flight 0’

the winter’s rime
That on the kirkyard sward had faun,
The wanton wife Skiffe d afl

'

his grave,
A-kirking -

w i
’

her n ew gudeman .

A dain ty dame I w a t w as She ,
High brent and burn ishe d w as he r brow,
’Mang lint locks curling and he r lips
Twin daisie s dawne d thI ough hone y dew .

And ligh t and lo e so m e in the dance ,
When ha’

w as be t, o r kirn w as w o n

He r bre asts tw a drifts o’ pure st snaw,
In cauld De cember’s bosom faun .

But lang ci e win te r
’s winds blew by

,

She skirled In he r lone som e how ;

Her n e w gudeman, w i
’

hazle rung,
Began to kame he I w antOn pow.

He r he ar th w as sloke nt out w i’ cal e ,
Toom grew herkist and cauld her pan ,
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And dre igh and dow ie w axed the night ,
Ere Be ltane , w i

’

he r new gudem an ;

She dre ary sits ’twe en nake d w a ’

s,

He r che ek ne
’

e r dim ple d into mirth
Half-happit, haurling out 0

’ doo rs,
And hunge r-haunte d at he r he arth.

And se e the t ears fa
’ frae he r ee n,

Warm happin down he r haflits w an ;
But gue ss he r bitte rne ss of saul
In sorrow for her auld gude m an

Q UEEN MARY
’S LAMENT.

BURNS .

No w nature hangs he r mantle gre e n
On ilka blo oming tree ,

And spreads he r She e ts 0 ’ daisie s white
Out ow er the grassy le a .

No w Phoebus che ers the crysta l stre am s,

And glads the azure skie s ;
But nough t can glad the w e ary wicht,
That fast in durance lie s.

Now blo o m s the l ily by the bank,
The prim rose doun the brae ;

The haw thorn
’s budding in the glen ,

And m ilk -white is the slae .

Ne w lm e rw ks wake the m e rry m o rn,

Aloft o n dewy wing,
The me rle , in his noont ide bo w e r,
Make s w e odland e cho es ring.
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The m avis, mild w i
’ mony a note ,

Sings drowsy day to re st
In love and fre e dom the y rejoice ,
Wi’ care nor thral l o ppre st .

The meane st hind in fa ir Scotland
May rove the se swe e ts amang

But I, the Que e n 0
’

a
’ Scotland,

Mann; lie in prison strang.

I w as the Q ue e n 0
’ bonnie France ,

Whe re happy I hae be en ;
Fu

’ light l
y
rase I in the morn ,

AS blit e lay down a t e
’

en.

And I
’

m the sove re ign of Scotland,
And mony a tra itor there ;

Ye t he re I lie in fore ign hands,
And ne ve r-ending care .

But as for the e , thou false woman ,
My siste r and my fae ,

Grim venge an ce ye t sha ll whe t a Sword,
That through thy soul Shal l gae .

The we eping blood in woman
’s bre ast,

Was ne ve r known to the e
Nor the balm that draps on wounds of w oe ,
From woman

’s pi tying cc.

My son my son ! m ay kinder stars
Upon thy fortune shine ;

And m ay those ple asure s gild thy re ign,
That ne ’e r would blink on mine .

God ke e p thee frae thy mother’ s fae s,
Or turn the ir heart s to the e

And whe re thou me e t ’st thy m o ther
’

S
’friend,

Remember him for m e .

Oh, soon t o m e m ay summe r suns
Nae mair licht up the morn
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Dinna think, bonn ie lassie , I
’m to le ave the e

t e ne
’

e r the sun gae s out 0 ’

I
’

ll come aga in
and se e the e .

Wave s are rISIng o
’

e r the se a ; winds blaw loud and

fe ar m e

Wave s are rising o ’

e r the se a .w inds blaw loud and

While the winds and wave s do roar, I am w ae and

dre arie ,
Andgin ye lo e m e as ye say, ye winna gang and le ave m e .

I

0 n e ve r mair, bonn ie lassie , will I gang and l e ave the e ;
Ne ve r m air

, ,
bo nn ie lassie , w il l I gang and le ave the e ;

Ne ve r mair, bonn ie lassie , wil l I gang and le ave the e ;
E

’

e n le t t he world gang as it will, I
’

ll stay a t he m e

and che e r the e .

Frae his hand he coost his st ick ; I winna gang and

le ave the e ;
Threw his plaid into the I IeiIk ; ne ver can I grieve thee ;
Drew his boots

, and flang them by ; crie d,My lass, be
che e rie ;

I’l l kiss the tear frae affthy che ek, and ne ve r le ave my
dearie .

BONNIE MARY HAY .

CRAWFORD .

BONN IE MaryHay, I wil l Ioe the e ye t
Fo r thine eye is the S lae , and thy hair is the je t ;
The snaw is thy skin , and the rose is thy che ek
O, bonn ie Mary Hay, I will loe the e ye t !

0 , bonn ie Mary Hay, will ye gang W I m e ,

Whe n the sun ’s in the w e st , to the haw thorn tre e ,
To the hawthorn tre e , and the bonn ie be rry de n ?
And I

’

l l te ll the e , Mary Hay,
how I lo e the e the n .



OH

O , bo nnie Mary Hay, it is a haliday to m e ,

When thou art co uthie , kind , and fre e ;
The re

’s nae clouds in the lift , no r s torms in the sky,
Bonn ie Mary Hay , whe n thou art nigh.

O, bonn ie Mary Hay, thou mauna say m e nay,
But come to the bowe r by the hawthorn brae ;
But come to the bowe r, and I

’

l l te l l ye a
’ what’s t rue

,

Ho w , bonn ie Mary Hay, I can loe nane but you .
*

BEHAVE YOURSEL L BEFORE FOLK .

T UNE Good m orn ing to you r nig ht-rap .

B EHA V E yourse ll be fore folk,
Be have yo urse ll be fore folk,

And dinna be se e rude to m e ,

As kiss m e se e be fo re fo lk .

It w ouldna give m e m e ikle pain ,
G in w e we re se e n and heard by nane ,

To tak a kiss o r grant you ane
But gude sake ! no be fore folk .

Be have yourse ll be fore folk,
Be have yo urse ll befo re fo lk,

W'hate
’

e r you do w he n o ut of View,

Be caut ious aye be fore folk.

Con side r, lad , how fo lks w il l crack,
And what a gre a t affair the y

’ ll m ak

O
’

nae thing but a sim ple sm ack
Tha t ’s gie n o r tae n be fore fo lk .

B ehave yourse ll be fore folk,
Behave yourse ll be fore folk,

No r gie the tongue 0
’

auld o r young
Occa sion t o come o

’

e r folk.

I’m sure W I you I’ve be e n as fre e ,
As o ny mode st lass should be ,
But ye t it doe an e do t o se e

From an am usm g su m s of Scottish trad it ionary stori es , entitled
Ta les ofm y Grandm othe r.” ISQ 5 .



Sic e e do m use d be IOI e folk,
Behave ; youI se ll be f01 e folk ,
Behave yo urse ll be fore folk,

I
’ll ne ’

e I s ubmit again t o it

So m ind you that —be fOI e fo lk.

Ye te l l m e that my face is fair ;
It m ay be sae— I dinna care
But ne

’

e r aga in gar’t blush sae sair
As ye hae done be fore folk.

Be have yoursell be fore folk,
Behave yourse ll be fore folk,

No r beat my che eks w i’ your m ad fre aks ,
But aye be douce be fore folk.

Ye te ll m e that my lips m e swe e t ;
Sic tale s, I doubt , are a

’ de ce it
At ony rate , it

’s hardly me e t
To prie the ir swe e ts be fore folk.

Behave yourse ll be fore folk,
Behave yourse ll be fore folk,

Gin that’s the case
,
there ’s time and

But sure ly no be fore folk.

But gin e re a lly do insist
That I should sufi

’

e r to be kiss
’

d,

Gae ge t a l icense frae the prie st ,
And m ak m e yours be fore folk .

Behave yo ursell be fore folk,
Behave yourse ll be fore folk,

An d whe n we
’

re ane , baith fle sh and
Ye m ay tak t en

— be fore folk.

THE GOWAN O
’

THE -WEST.

H . A INSL IE .

GA E bring to m e a stoup 0
’ wine ,

Gae fil l it to the e e ,

That I m ay dI ink a de e p de e p he alth
To he I my he aI t gangs w i’.
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But though w e ge t fou , we
’

l l n e ve r forge t
Our Friend an’

o ur La ssie— Sac drink it ye t .

Drink it ye t , &c.

The y say w hen drink’s in , that w it it is out,
But he that says sae is a knave and a lout ;
Fo r what gi

’

e th l ife to frie ndship an
’ wit

Like a fu
’

sparklin
’ glass — Sae drink it ye t .

Drink it ye t , 8 m.

It is nae sae afte II I me e t WI ye a

Time e nough to be sad whe n gangin ’

aw a

A cha rm
’

s in the bowl round which gude frie nds sit,
An

’

the sp e ll to aw aken
’

t , is Drink it ye t
Drink it ye t , 8 m .

Whe n Fate , fickle jade ! throws friends in our w ay,
’Tis a moment 0’ sunshine in l ife ’s winter day
Then, e re the clouds gathe r, and j oy

’s sun se t ,

L e t the pass-word t o ple asure he Drink it ye t .
Drink it ye t , drink it ye t ,
We

’

re no just sae fou but we ’ll drink it ye t
To the name that i s de ar, though w e winna t e ll here ,
In a fu

’

flow in
’ bumpe r we

’l l think it y e t .



INDEX

A COCK- LAIRD fu
’

cadg ie ,
Adieu a heart-w arm fond adi eu,
Adow n w in d ing N ith I d id w and er ,
Ac fond k iss, an d th e n w e sever,

A frie nd 0
’

m in e cam e h ere yestreen ,
As m orn last o uk, as I gaed out ,

A galla n t auld carle a -court ing cam e
,

Aga in rej oicing na tur e See s,

Ah , Chloris ! could I n ow but sit ,
Ah , th e po or Sheph erd

’

s m oum ful fate ,
A H igh land lad m y love w as born ,
A ladd ie and a lassie fa ir,
A lass tha t w as laden w i

’

care ,

A w eary lo t is th in e, fair m aid,

Alas, m y so n , you lit tle know ,

All lov ely, on th e sultry bea ch ,
Although I be but a coun try lass ,
And far e ye w ee l, m y auld w ife ,

And oh , for an e -an d- tw e nty, Tam ,

And I
’

ll o
’

er th e m u ir to Maggy,

And a
’

th at e
’

er m y Jenny had ,
i t 'And ye Shall w alk in silk at t ire ,

And w as ye e
’

er in Crail toun ,
An thou w ere m y a in th ing ,

Argyle
'

Is m y n am e , and ye m ay think it

(Arouse , arouse , each kilted clan ,
As I cam in by Te vi o t side ,
AS I cam dow n th e Can ongate ,
As I gaed do w n by Tw eedside ,

As w alkin g forth t o view th e plain ,
As I cam by Loch E rroch side,

As late by a sodger I happe n ed to pass,
As Pa t ie cam in frae th e dale ,
At Polw arth on th e green ,

At se t t ing sun and rising m orn ,

t fi n of 3 “ w i u t w
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Auld gude m an , ye
‘

re a druck en carle ,

Auld Rob Morris th at w on s in you glen ,

A w e e b ird cam to o ur h a
’

doo r,

A w eary bodie
’

s blyth e w h en th e sun gaes dow n ,

Aw a w i
’

your w itch craft o ’ b eauty
’

s alarm s,

Aw ak e , m y love ! w i th g en ial ray,

B aloo , baloo, m y w e e w e e thi ng ,

B ann ocks o ’

b ear -m eal , ban n ocks o
’

barley,

B eh a ve your sell before folk ,
B ehi nd yo n hills, w h ere Lugar flow s,

B eh old , th e h our , th e b oat arr i ves,
B en ea th a gre en sh ad e , a lovely young sw a in ,
B lyth e , blyt h e , an d m erry w as sh e ,

B lyth e , blyth e , aroun d th e nappie ,

B lyth e h ae I b e en on yo n h ill,

B lyt h e young B ess to Jea n d id say,

B oatm an , h aste , launch your sk ifl
’

,

B onn ie lassie , w ill ye go , w ill ye go ,
B onn ie Mary Hay , I w ill loe th e e yet ,

B onn eyness gaed to th e w at er to w ash ,

B onn ie w e e th ing , cann ie w ee th in g ,
B usk an d go, bus} : an d go ,
B ut are you sure th e n ew s is true ,
But lately seen in gladsom e gre en ,

B y Allan
’

s stream s I chanced t o rove ,
By Logan

’

s stream s th at r in sae d eep ,
By Pinki e House , oft le t m e w alk ,

By sm ooth w ind ing Tay a sw a in w as reclin ing ,

B y yon castle w a
’

, a t the close 0
’

th e day,

Cam ye by Ath ol braes, lad w i
’

th e ph ilabeg ,

C an I be ar to part w i
’

th e e ,

Canst
,
th ou lea v e m e thus, m y Katy,

Can ye lo e , m y dear lassie ,
Carle , an the king com e,

Ca
’

th e yow es to th e know e s,

Cauld blaw s th e w ind frae n orth to south ,
Cauld ka il m Aberde en ,
Cla vers an d hi s H ighlan dm en ,

Com e , all ye j olly sh epherds that w h istle through
Com e , boat m e ow er, com e , row m e ow er ,

Com e , fill m e a bum per, m y brave j olly boys,
Com e g ie

’

s a sang, Montgom ery cried ,
C om e le t m e tak e th e e to m y breast ,
C om e o

’

er the stream , Charlie ,
Co m e un der m y pla idi e , th e n igh t s gaun to fa ,
Com in

’

through the craigs 0
’

Kyle ,
Con tent it w i

’

lit tle , and can t is w i
’

m air,

O
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Go to h im , th en , ifth ou can st go ,

Gude n igh t and j oy be w i
’

you a
’

,

Gude day, n ow , bonnie Robin ,

Ham e , h am e , h am e ! O ham e fa in w ad I be ,
Happy

’

s th e love w hi ch m e e ts r e turn ,

Hard is th e fat e ofhi m w h o loves ,

Ha v e ye any pots or pan s,
Have you any law s to m end,

Hear m e , ye nym phs , an d e very sw ain ,

H ear w h at H ighlan d No ra sa id ,

H eark en , an d I w ill te ll ye h ow ,

H e e , baloo , m y w e e sw e e t Don ald,
Her daddie forbade , h er m inn i e forbade ,
H ere aw a, th ere aw a , ww an dering Willie , (m odern)
Here aw a , th ere aw a , w an de ring Willi e , (o ld)
H ere i s th e glen , an d h ere th e b ow er ,

H ere
’

s a h ealth t o an e I loe dear,

H ere
’

8 a h ealth to th em tha t
’

s aw a,

H ere
’

s a h eal th to th em th at
’
s aw a,

H ere
’

s to th e year th at
’

s aw a,

H ere
’

8 t o th e king , sir,

H ere
’

3 t o thy h ealth , m y bonn ie lass,
H ersell b e aueh ty years and tw a,

H ersell b e H igh lan d sh en tlem an ,

H e
’

s a terrible m an John Tod , John Tod,
“ H ey, Donald, h ow e , Donald ,
H ey, m y Jack , h ow e , m y Jack ,

~

H ey, th e bonn ie , h ow e , th e bon n ie,
« H ey , th e dus ty m iller,
H ie , bo nn ie lassie, blink over th e burn ,
H on e st m an, John Ochi ltre e ,
H ow blyth e , ilk m orn , .w as I to see ,

How can m y p oor h eart be glad ,

H ow lan g and dre ary i s th e n igh t ,

How pleasant th e banks ofth e clear-w indi ng Devon ,
H ow ’

s a
’

w i
’

m y auld dam e ,

How sw ee tly sm ells th e sim m er gre en ,

H ow sw ee t this lon e vale, an d ho w soo thing to fee ling
Husban d, husband, cease your st rife , 1 01

I am a pu ir s illy auld m an ,

I am a young bach elor w insom e ,

I so ugh t m y m aiden and m y .w ife,
I ch anced to m ee t an a iry blade ,
I co uldn a get sleep yestreen for gree t ing ,
I
’

d rath er h ae a p iece as a k iss 0
’

m y j oe ,
I do confe ss th ou’

rt sm oo th and fa ir,
Ifd ough ty deed s m y lady please ,
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Iflove
‘

s a sw ee t passion , w hy does it torm en t ,

Ifm y d ear w ife should chance to gang ,
I gaed a w aefu

’

ga te yes tree n ,
I has bough t Boulie Will ie

’

s lum e , m y lassie ,
I h as laid a h err ing in saut ,

I hae laid a h errin
’

in saut (second version )
I la t ely lived in quiet case ,
I
’
ll aye ca

’

in hy yo n toun ,
I
’

ll gar our gudem an trow ,

I loed n ee r a laddie but an e ,
I m arried m y w ife and I brough t her hem e,

I m ay s it in m y w ee croo h ouse ,
I

’

m w ear ing aw a , Jea n ,
I m e t four chaps yo n b irks am ang ,
In April, w h en prim roses pa in t th e sw ee t plain ,
In Scotlan d th ere lived a hum ble begga r,
In s im m er I m aw ed m y m ead ow s,

In sum m er w h en th e hay w as m aun ,

In th e lan d ofFife th ere li ved a w icked w ife ,
In th e Nick 0

'

the Balloch lived Mui rlan d Tam ,

In w in ter, w h en th e rain rained cauld ,
In yon gard en fine and gay, 0

I o nce w as a m a id , th ough I ca nn ot te ll w h en ,
I scorn th e sta te oftha t love r’8 co n d it ion ,
I s th ere , for h on est poverty,
I t fell abo ut th e Martinm as tim e ,

It fell o n a m orni ng , w h en w e w ere thrang ,

It
’

s I has se ven braw n ew g ow n s,

I t
’

s up w i
’

the soute rs o
’

Se lkirk ,

I t
'

s dow ie i n th e hi n t o
’

ha irst ,

I t w as a
’

for our rightfu
’
k ing ,

I t w as in and abou t the Martinm as t im e ,

It w as upon a Lem m as n igh t,

I
’
ve h eard a lilting , at our ew e m ilking ,

I
’
ve seen th e sm iling ,

I
’

ve spen t m y t im e in rioting ,
I w as o nce a w eel-toeh er

’

d lass,
I w ill aw a

’

w i
'
m y love ,

I w inna loe th e ladd ie that ca
’
s the cart and pleugh ,

I w ish I w ere w h ere Helen di es,

Jack ie sa id to Jenny, Jenny w ilt thou wed,
Jackie

’

s ta
’

en th e parting k iss,

Jock ey fou, and Jenny fain ,
Jockey h e cam h ere to w oo ,

John Anderso n , m y jo , Joh n ,
Joy gaed dow n th e loan ing w i

'

h er,

Ke en blaw s th e w ind o
'

e r th e brae s o
'

Glen ifl
'

e r,



Ke en blaw s th e w ind ow er D on och t Head ,

Lang h ae w epar t ed been ,
La ssie W i th e lin t -w hi te locks,
Last May a braw w oo er,

La te in an e v en ing forth I w en t ,

Lean ing ow er a w indow , and look ing ow er a m ound ,
L e t n o t w om an e

’

er com pla in ,
L e t th em boast ofth e coun try ga v e Patrick h is b ir th ,
L e t us g o , lassie , go ,

L e t u s h ast e t o Kelv in grove , bonn ie lassi e , 0 ,

Li tt le w a t ye w h a
’

s com ing ,
L o ndon

’

s bo nn ie w oods
«

an d brae s,
Lov e n e v er m ore sh all g i ve m e pa in ,

W an d lassie , w ilt t h ou go ,

Magg ie , m ytdow ; IVIagg ie , m y dow ,

March , m arch , E t trick an d Teviotdale ,

March , m arch , w hy th e d e il d inn a ye m arch ?

Maxw elt on banks are b on n ie ,
Mourn , h aple ss Caledon ia, m ourn ,

My Chloris, m ark h ow gre en th e groves,
My dadd ie is a cank ert carle ,

My dadd ie left m e gear en euch ,

My dear an d only love , I pray ,
My fa th er h as forty good shillings,

My Harry w as a gallan t gay,

l\l y h eart i s a -breaki ng , d ea r t it ty,
My h ear t i s sa ir—

S
I daurn a t ell,

My h ear t
’

s in th a H ighlan ds,
My lady

’

s gow n there
’

s ga irs upo n
’

t ,

t love ’s b on n ie , bon n ie , b onn ie ,
My loy e h e

’

s bui lt a bonn ie ship ,
My love h e

’

s built a bo nn ie bouir,
My love

’

3 in Germ an ie,

My love i s but a lassie ye t ,

My loy e w as b orn i n Ab erde en ,
'

My m oth er ’

s aye glow rin g ow er m e,

My nam e is Bauldy Frazer, m an ,

My nam e it is Don ald Macdon ald,
My Fat ie is a lover gay,
My Peggi e i s a youn g thing ,
My sh e ep I n eglect ed— I lost m y sh e ep-h ook,
My soger ladd ie

'

i s ow er th e sea ,

My sw e e te st May, le t love inclin e th e e ,
My w ife

’

s a w an t on W e e th ing ,

Nancy
’

s to th e gree nw ood gan e ,
N i th , trem blin g to th e reape r

’

s sang ,
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O leeze m e on m y sp inn ing w heel,

0 lich t is th e h eart and th e cc,

0 Logan , sw ee tly,
d idst th ou glide ,

0 L ogic 0
’

B uchan , 0 L og ic th e la ird,
0 , Mary, a t .

thy w indow be ,

0 , Mary, ye
’

se b e clad in silk ,

0 , May, thy m om w as n e
’
er sac sw e e t ,

0 m e ikle th ink s m y love 0
’

m y beau ty
O m erry h ae I b e en t e e th ing a h eckle ,
O m erry m ay th e m aid be ,

O m oun t an d go ,
O, m y lassie , our joy to com ple te again ,
0 m y love is a coun try lass,
O, m y luve

’

s like a red red rose ,

On a bank offl ow ers, on a sum m er
’

s day,

On Whi tsunday m orn ing ,
On Sa turday m y w ife sh e d ie d,

0 , Nann i e , w ilt th ou gang w i
’

m e ,

On Ann an
’

3 bank s, in life
’

8 gay m orn ,

On e day I h eard Mary say,

On e n igh t as young Colin lay m us ing in bed,
On E ttrick banks , ae sum m er

’

s nich t,

On th e banks ofAllan w ater ,

On th e blyth e B eltan e as I w en t ,

0 Phi lly, happy be th at day ,
O puil ti th cauld, and re stle ss love ,
0 San dy, w hy le a ve thus thy Nelly to m ourn ,

O rat tlin roar ing Wi lli e ,
0 saw ye bonn ie Lesley,
0 saw ye John ie com in ’

, quo
’

sh e ,

0 saw ye m y fa th er, o r saw ye m y m oth er,
0 saw ye Willie frae th e w est ,

0 sen d Lew ie Gord on ham e ,

0 spring
’

s a pleasan t t im e ,

O stay, sw e e t w arbling w oodlark , stay,
0 ste er h er up an d h aud h er gaun ,

O ste er
‘

h er up an d h an d h er gaun ,

0 sw ee t are th e blosso m s o’ th e h aw th orn tre e ,

0 t ell n ae m e ofw ind and ra in ,

0 th a t I h ad n e
’

er be en m arried ,
O th is is m y d epart ing t im e ,

0 th is i s n o m y a in lassie ,
Our gallan t Scot tish prin ce w as clad ,
Our gudem an cam ham e a t e

’

en ,

Our gude w ife
’

s aw a,

Our n at ive lan d , our n a t i ve vale ,
Our thi stles flour ish ed fresh and fa ir,
Out ow er yon m oss, out ow er yon m u ir,
Over th e m ounta ins,

PAGE
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O w as to a
’

th e Wh igs o
’

Fife ,
O w aly, w aly up you bank ,
O w a t ye w h a

’

s in you to un ,

O w ee l m ay th e bo a t ie row ,

O , w e
’

re a
’

n odd in
’

, n id , n id, n odd in
’

,

O, w ere I able t o reh earse ,

0 , w ere I o n Parn assus hi ll,
O w hare d id ye ge t tha t h a ve r-m eal bannock,
O w ha

'

s th at a t m y cham ber d oo r,
O w ha is sh e th at loe ’

s m e,

0 , w ha t a par ish , a t err ible parish ,

0 w h en sh e cam be n she hobbit fu
’

low ,

O w h ere are you going , sw ee t Rob in ,
0 , w he re gang ye , th ou silly auld ca rle ,

0 w h ere , an d 0 w h ere d oe s your H ighlan d ladd ie
O , w h istle an d I 1 1 com e t o yo u, m y lad ,

O w hy sh ould o ld ag e so m uch w ound us, 0 ,

O, Wi llie brew
’

d a pe ek o
’

m aut ,

O , w ill ye ha e ta tartan pla id ,

O, young Loch in var has com e out o
’

the w est ,

Phre o pbroo ! m y bo nn ie cow ,

Pibroch ofD onui l Dhu,

Red row e s th e Ni th
’

t w ee n bauk and hrae

Re turn ham ew ard , m y heart again ,
Rob in 1 3 m y only j o ,
Rob in sh ure in h a irs t ,

Ro b
’

s Jock cam t o w o o our Jen ny,
Ro y

’

s w ife ofAld ivalloch ,

Sae flaxen w ere h er r ingle ts ,

Sair, sa ir w as m y h eart , w h en I part edw 1 m y Jean ,
Saw ye m y w e e th ing , saw ye m y a in thi ng ,

Saw ye n ae m y Peggy,

Scots w h a hae w i
’ Wallace bled ,

Se e th e sm oking b ow l b efore us,

She 1 s a w insom e w e e th ing ,

She
'

8 fa ir an d fause th a t cause s m y sm art,

Sh ould auld acqua in tan ce he forgot ,
Sh ould o ld am ua in tan e e be forgo t ,
S ince all thy vow s, false m a id ,

S it ye dow n h ere , m y e m n ies, an d g ie us your crack,

S le epe st th ou o r w akest th ou , fairest cre a ture ,
Som e cry up li t tle Hynd y fo r thi s thing and fo r tha t ,

So n ofth e m igh ty a n d th e free ,

Speak on ,
spe ak thus, and st ill m y gr ief,

S tay, m y Wi llie— ye t b elie ve m e ,

Sw ee t Ann ie frae th e sea-be ach ram ,
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Sw ee t fa
’

s th e eve o n Cra ig ie-burn w ood ,

Sw e e t sir, for your court e sie ,

Surr oun ded w i
’

ben t an d w i
’

_
h ea th er ,

Sym onB rodie had a co w ,

Tam 0
’

L in
'

1 8 n o t v ery w ise ,

Tarry w oo , tarry w oo ,

Th e auld m an
’

s m ar e
’

s de ad ,

Th e auld Stuart s back ag ain ,
Th e blude-red rose a t Yule m ay blaw ,

Th e bon n ie bruch e t lassie ,
Th e br ide cam out o

’

th e byr e ,

Th e Cam pb ells are com ing , O -h o , O -h o ,

Th e carle h e cam ow e r th e craft ,

Th e Ch e valier, be in g vo id offear ,

Th e collier h as a daugh t er,

Th e cron ach st ills th e d ow ie h eart ,
Th e dark gr ey o

’

gle am ing ,

Th e day re turn s— m y bosom burn s,

Th e d e il cam fiddling th rough th e t ow n ,

Th e gle am ing saw u s a
’

s i t d ow n

Th e gloom y n igh t is gath er ing fas t ,

Th e grass h ad n ae fre edom 0
’

grow in ,
Th e ir g i ov e s 0

’

sw e et m yrtle ,

Th e la ird o’ Cockpen , h e
’

s proud an
’

h e
’

s gr eat ,

Th e lass o
’

Fa t ie
’

8 m ill,

Th e last ofour st eers on th e bo ai d h as b e en spread ,

Th e last t im e I cam o
’

er th e m u ir ,

Th e Lord ’

s hIarie h as k epp it h er looks,
Th e lov ely lass ofIn v ern ess ,
Th e luvo that I h ae ch ose n ,
Th e Low lan d lad s th ey th ink th ey

’

re fin e ,
Th e m oon h ad clim bed th e h igh est h ill,

Th e m oon ’

s o n th e lake , an d th e m ist
’

s o n th e bra e ,
Th e m uckin

’ o’ G e ord ie ’

s byre ,

Th e poe t s, w h at fools th ey
’

re t o d ea v e us,

Th e n ew s fi ae Mo idar t cam ye stre en ,

Th e n igh t h er silen t sable w ore ,
Th e n in e -p in t b ick er

’

s faun afl
'

th e bink ,
Th e quak e r

’

s w ife sa t dow n t o bak e ,
T he sm all b irds rej oice in th e gr e en lea v e s re turn ing,
Th e m eal w as d ear sh ort syn e ,
Th e su n r ise s brigh t in Fran ce ,
Th e m oon is gleam ing fan an d n ew ,

Th e plough m an h e
’

s a bonn i e lad ,
Th e paw ky auld ca i le cam ow er th e le e ,
Th e i e are th 1 e e score an d te n 0

’

us,

Th e re a re t w o p e nny m a i t en s,
r

0

I h e re cam 11 youn g m an to m y dadd i e
’

s door ,

PAGE
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’
Tw as w h en th e w an leaffrae th e b irk tree w as fa

’

en ,
’

Tw as w i th in a m ile ofEd inburgh tow n
,

Up am ang yon clifi
'

y rocks,
Upo n a fa ir m orn ing , for soft recreat ion ,
Up w i

’

th e carle s o’ Dysart ,

Wak en , lords and ladie s gay,
Was e ver o ld w arr ior ofsuffe ring so w eary,
We

’

ll m e et b e side th e dusky glen ,

We
’

ll h ap an d row , w e
’

ll hap an ro w ,

Wh ar h ae ye b e en a
’

day,

Wha’

s at th e w in dow , w h a, w ha,

Wha t a ils th is h e art 0’
m in e ,

Wh a t can a young lassie , w h a t sha ll a young lassi e ,
Wh a th e devil h a e w e got ten for a k ing ,

Wh a m y k e t tle n ow w ill boil,
Wh at b eaut ie s d oe s Flora d isclose ,
Wh a w adna b e in love ,
Wh en first I cam e t o b e a m an ,

Wh en
'

first m y d ear laddie gaed to th e green hill,
IVh en gloam in o

’

er

'

th e w elkin steals,

Wh en Januar w inds w ere blaw in
’

cauld ,

Wh en I h ae a saxp ence un der m y thum b,
Wh en inn ocen t past im e our pleasure d id crow n,

Wh en John an d m e w ere m arried,
Wh en I th ink on thi s w arld

’

s pelf,
Wh en I up on thy bosom le an ,

Wh en I w as in m y se
’

en t een year ,

Wh en Kat ie w as scarce out n in e te en ,

Wh en k im m er an d I w ere groom an d bride ,
Wh en ligh tn ing par ts th e thun d er-cloud ,
Wh en Magg ie an d I w e re acqua in t ,

Wh en o
’

er th e h ills th e east ern star,

Wh en our an cien t forefa th ers agre ed w 1 th e laird,
Wh en Ph oeb li s brigh t th e azure ski es,

Wh en Rosie w as fa i thful, h ow h appy w as I, 0

Wh en silen t t im e , wi
’

ligh tly foot ,
Wh en sum m er com e s, th e sw a in s o n Tw eed,
Wh en th e sun gae s

'

d ow n , w h en th e sun gae} dow n,

Wh en th e sh eep ar e in th e fauld ,
Wh en tr ees did bud, and fields w ere green ,
Wh en w e cam to Lond on tow n ,

Wh en w e w en t to th e braes 0
’ Mar ,

Wh e n w h ite w as m y 0
’

erlay,
Wh en w ild w ar

’

s deadly blast w as blaw n ,

Wh ere hae ye be en a
’

day,
Wh ere has ye been sa e braw , lad,

’

Wh ere shall th e lo ver rest ,
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While fo ps , in saft Italian verse ,
Wh ile larks w ith litt le w ing ;
Why w eep ye by th e t ide , ladye ,
Will ie w as a w an ton w ag ,

Willi e Westle dw alt on Tw eed ,

Will ye gang o
’

er th e lea-rig ,

Will ye gang w i
’

m e, Lizzy L indsay,
W ill ye go to Flanders , m y Mally 0 ,

Will ye go to Sh erram uir,
Wi ll ye go t o th e Ind ies , m y Mary,

Will ye go to th e yow e-buch ts, Marion ,
Wilt th ou be m y d eari e ,

Ye banks and braes and stream s around ,
Ye banks and braes o

’

bo n n ie Doo n ,
Ye gales tha t gen tly w ave th e sea ,

Ye gallan t s braw , I rede ye righ t ,
Ye stree n I had a p in t 0

’
w in e ,

You m eaner beaut ies ofth e n igh t ,

Young Jockie w as th e blyth e st lad ,

You
’
re w elcom e , Wh igs, fro m B othw e ll brig ,

You
’

ve surely h eard 0
’

fam ous Ne il,

THE END .

xn m sva e a

ra m
-
n o av 1 11 1 1 , “ m Aim 001mm " ,

m u m
’

s w ons , 04 1 1 011 9 4 1 1 1 .


