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INDEX TO VOLUME FOURTH.

Adieu, dear stream, that smoothly glides,

Adieu to rock and to waterfall,,

A friend o' mine came here yestreen

Aften hae I played at the ring,

Again the breeze blaws thro' the trees,™.

A heavenly muse in green Erin is singing,.

A laddie and a lassie dwalt,.

A lady looked out at a castle wa',

Ance mair I hail thee,

And a' the fear my Jenny had,

An' thou wert my ain thing, „.

An' was you e'er in Crail toune,~_

As I came in by Auchindown,—

As I was a-walking all along,.

Bannocks o' bear-meal,.

Blithe hae I been on yon hill,

.

Boatman, haste, launch your skiff,..

By smooth-winding Tay,.
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Gin I had a wee house, -

Gloomy winter's now awa,

.
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7"HY CHEEK IS O j 7HE ROSES HIE*
1

Tliy check is o' the ro-se's liuei My »ii-ly
j
n and

5?i=

d-mm ~m^ -^
lea-rie, O", Thy neck is- like the sil - Icr dew Uj> _ <m the

'

I

'

1
r

' L£XJ r i pi

^E^T^^ :M .# ^ ^ §i§
sweet's tlie twin— kle o* thine e'e. Nae joy, nac v'^as _ tire,

m^ '* T-T r
= ^^

•j-nrr^S^3 W± i i |g5=7

blinks* on me. Mv on — lv and dca rie, O .

m i==i ±^ igJ
' Lu; i

The birdie sing's upon the thorn

Its sang* o' joy, In 1 chcerie, Oj

Rejoicing in the simmer morn,

Nae care to iruk' it eerie, O;

But little kens the sangstcr sweet,

Aught o' the care I hae to meet,

Thai gars my restless bosom beat,

My only jo ami dearie, O,

Whan we war bairnies on yon brae,

An' youth was blinkin 1 bonnyO,

Alt we wad daff the lee-lang day,

Our joys fti' sweet and monic, O -

,

Alt I wad chace thee o'er the lea,

And round about the thornic trie;

Or V'U"1 the wild-flowers a' for thee.

My only jo and dearie, O.

I ha'e a -wish I canna tine,

'Mang a' the cares that jrrievc mc,0;

I w-ish that thou wTcrt ever mine.

Anil never mair to leave me, O:

Then I wad daut thee night and da\. .

Nor ither w-arly care wad hat,

Till life's warm stream forgat, to |>la\.

My only jo and dearie, O.



2 a jv Thou were .wr aijv Thiag.

mkmm i ju t=m3
t

An thoti were my ain thing, O; T would love thee,

£ #P^ ^^
£ ^^f *—

>

5
I wnttd love thee, An thou were my ain thing', how dear_ly

• c- Wt^^gg^E

Of race divine thou needs must be,

.Since nothing earthly equals thee;

With ang«-l pity Jook on me,"

Wha only lives to love' tlu?e.

An thotr were, &:c.

n

To merit I no claim can make,

But that I love, and,for thy sake,

What' man can do Til undertake;

So dearly do I love thee.

An thon were,&c.



S.4W YE JVAE .MV PEGGY.

Saw ye n^c my Fcir_ g"V? Saw vn nao my Pep- -{?}"•

Saw yi Peg_py, eom_in

-" !—- T#

by Til_li_bcl_ton's broom? lm Irae A_ l>cr_ da _t>it,

p=?p u- r cj
i f^—t^-t^-Z=R

#^#jpUpi* a be CI: Sim 1^a J J '

j £ ^^ 13 ^
OwTe llit- eralts o 1 Craiefie-'For aiiw'hl I ken o» Pce.g-Vi She's a_vont. Hit- moon.

: ' t j
i

j a .' • a j j
i g ^ , =b331£

frtr^jh
i j.rnbiiriN rfl^

TTTZTT\va* hut at the riaw-in, Clear the < f.rk was rrHWk.in, I saw Peff—tiy eau_ii

g££i=s ^ ^^ r^r i ^ a^#_

g^j^ nn'j^ nii" 1 r ^n
Haw r ky l>y the brier. Ear— ly bells were ring_ ing-, Blvthcst birds ;wcre sinking-,

^^xui^k- r
l-J* !

i i rjr ^
1 I '

r
!

n,l n^§i?=^m
Sweet _est llim'rs were si>rin£_ injf, A' her heart to ehear

Now the temiiestl blow-in,

Almond water's flowin,

IDcen and ford unknowin,
Slie maun eros.s the day.

Almond water, sj>are her,

Safe to Lyndoeh bear her,

Its braes ne'er saw a fairer,

Bess Bell nor Mary Gray.

O,- now to be wi' tier'

Or but anee to see her

Skairhless, Jar or near,

Id g-ie Scotland* crown.

Bye-word blinds a lover _
WhA yon I discover.

Just yerc ain fair rover,

Stately sta|»t>in (town

.

I)
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.\n- HE.Aftf's FJV The HIGHL.4JVDS.

Air_ Crnchallan.

qa^i^^^rt^-^^^
Mv hori "s'in. the Highlands, my heart is not here; Mv hearts in the

;«iflr i

j
r-tfrH£m 01] J3

1 rj Mr?
fe^Sm §§ CE5 i ^

-=r

Highlands, ' a-chasiny the deer; A_ chasing the wild deer, and following the

4 -+ -m- -

m^ i
i ji- i

r
f M t hm^S
fe§e

H * "

,.?

&
-I

^^
fci My heart's in the High- lands -where ever 1 ffn

—:i.L|: ffl Si -•:

Farewell to the Highlands! farewell to the north!

The birth- v'ace of valour, the country of worth;

Wherever I wander, wherever I rove,

The hills o' the Highlands for ever I love.

Farewell to the mountains high-coverd wilh snow.

Farewell to the straths and green vallies below.

Farewell to the forests and wild- hanging-woods.

Farewell to the torrents and loud-|>ouring- floods

M> 'heart's in the Hiohkands, my heart" is not- here;

M> heart's in the Highlands, a-chasing the dcer.5

A-cliasing the wild deer, -and following the roe,

My heart's in the Highlands wherever I go.

S|,.„|>

V.*THE EXILE OF VLDOOJViAJV;
Air—Cia mar a Surra1 sinn fuirach

ll\ \ir. 1 .it. lv introduced as Irish under the name ol 'The Lccrarv!' has been (nrrent in the north of^

S tl.md for Stictv Years as the eomtiosition of John MV Murdo of Kintail.
rrCa, ,

f
. Frasers Melodies.

!.-•
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Albyn's hills, A long a_dicu, Ul-doon-an: And all thy wild-wuod steeps, and th\

^ i^
i m ^ ^^E ipPil~i i 1

y—6c*

sparkling rills. From the dreams of my childhood and yotrth 1 a_wa_ken, And

all the sweet vi_sions that fa.ii_.cy wove; A_dieu. ye lone glens, and ye

braes of green hra_ken, En—deard by friendship, and hope, and love.

rn rt~k^==s JJ- jT^
i
Cl , j

The stranger came, and adversity's wind

Blew cold and chill on my father's hearth:

I strove, but vainly, some shelter to find

Among' the fields of my father's birth:

But my desolate spirit shall never be severed

From the home where a sister and mother once smiled,

Though within its bare walls lies the roof—tree all shivered.

And mouldering' rubbish is spread and piled.

I hear before me the waters roar;

I see the galley in yonder bay,

All ready and trim, she beckons the shore,

And seems to chide my longer sta% .

Uldoonari! when lingering' alar Iroin thy valley,

At my pilgrimage (lose o'er the "billowy brine.

Harps long will be strung', and new voices will hail thee,

Without devotion and love like mine.

I)



The sujt rises bright /.r France.
Jacobite.

SI,

mi\\jMsmm
The sun ris_es bright in France, And fair sets he$ But he has tint tin

i J- '3
1 J gfilil f. I

j .
m.fll J.f .U .^g^l

blink lie had In my ain cormtrie. Its nac my ain ru_in That wests aye my

W^ i i
-

i
J H m^^ +—*

L
1 ^ i

r
fij| i jjj m

(

(V, Rut the dear Ma _ ric I left a _ bin "Wi' sweet bair-nics three.

3i_j_J j -i 1 1
1
i^i-^j i r^g i§

Fu' beinly low'it my ain hearth,

And sini Id my ain Marie'

O I ve left a' my heart behind.

In my ain countric!

O I'm leal to high heaven,

Which aye was leal to me
And it's there I 11 meet you a' soon,

Frac my ain corintrie.

LORD ABOYJTE.
S

OM Ballad.

ffi-C-j-r^ 7w-t:
• T 6 i im j.i

i—

i

Af_f<n hac I jdajd at the ring and the ba', And lang' was a

j.=S
t!^=riir-r-r-r-+TtJ-^:^̂

i s fe £^m -C
4 «

lit — tie ran — tin las _ sie; But now I maun sit in my^ w



For my father he will not me own,
And my mother she neglects mcj

AnH a' my friends hae lightlied me,
And their servants, they do slight me.

But had I a servant at my command,
As aft times I ve had many,

That wad rin wi' a letter to bonny Glenswood,
Wi' a letter to my rantin laddie.

Oh! is he cither a laird, or a lord?

Or is he but a cadie

?

.

That ye do him ca' sac aftcn by name
Your bonny, bonny, rantin laddie.

Indeed he is baith a laird and a lord;

Think ye I married a cadic?

But he is the Karl <>' bonny Aboyne,
And lie is my rantin laddie

.

O yese get a servant at your command,
As aft times ye've had many,

That sail rin wi' a letter. to bonny Glcnswood,
A letter to your rantin ladflie.

When Lord Aboyne did the letter get,

I urt lie blinkct bonic;

But, or he had read three lines of it,

1 think his heart was sorry .

His face it reddened like a flame,

And grasriing his sword sae massy,

O wha is this that danr be sac hanld,

Sde cruelly to use my lassie?

For her father lie will not her know,
And her mother she docs slight h< r,

And a' her friends hae lightlied her,

And their servants they neglect her .

Go raise to me my live hundred men;
Make haste and make them ready,

With a milk-white steed under every anc,

For to bring hamo my lady.

As they came in thro' Buchan- shire,

They were a company bonny,
With a gude claymore in every hand,

And C but they shifl'd bonny.

I)



CRA1L fOUJVE.
Old.

V> ' If
*Mt/-J3-

And was ye- ere in Trail touncJ 1 _ go and a - go; And

g=p ^=¥ ^
f'jj- J

1

I I ^-=f^TTTTTP=^
saw, ye there Clerk Dish_in -ton ? Sing, i-rom i_gon a _ go

T/'ff j

r 'r r

j n j tm^
His \\ ig was like a droiiket lien,

Igo and ago;

Th« tail o't like a goose pen,

Sing, ir-.m igon ago.

To hear them o» their travels talk,

Igo and ago;

To gae to London's bnt a walk,

Sing, irom igon ago.

And iIiimm ye ken Sir John Makom,
Igo and ago;

Gin he lie wise enough 1 mistak him,

Sing, irom ig«in ago.

To. see the "wonders o' the deep,

Igo and ago;

Would gar a man haith wail and weep

Sing, irom ig"n ago.

And had ye wcel fro Sandy Don,

Igo and ago;

He's muckle daffer nor. Sir John-,

S'ng, irom igon ago.

To see the Leviathan skip,

Igo and ago;

An' wi' his tail ding owre a ship,

Sing, irom igon ago.

"^-^-#-^-g>-^-^'^»-0> ~> '& Z>-^~» £> ;3-^-^-^"€"#-#-€-€-»e-€"^"#"^-'<g"€-€-#"

1)

S'i Voi

no.4 Tma vv; hasi'e.
cc part ad lib:

The Cow Boy.

*—t§
Boatman, haste, lannch your skiff; Row me <|ui< k o'er the ferry.

m g^E =i—
+* * m.

siiig
t

Boatman, haste, launch your skiff; Row me qui< k o'er the ferry.



Hi,it aim, hasten, man your whcr- rvj Row me quick_ly uer the fer_ry

UMm dL

ow me quick _iy uer the tei

f r f l_i '
I

'
L. I.| g ^

T]
>5g Tr=i^r-

Boatman, hasten, man your wher-rj; Row me quick- ly oer the ler_r> .

kto rfn 1 r ciijj- v^

s=£# ^^^f 5^
I

Snow-white surges of_tcn rearing. Warn the dreaded storm is nearinff."

'j-H^-fi^rr ^j
n

i J.J ' « i ;

=£=F
Snow_wbltj? surges of— ten rearing, Warn the dreaded storm is nearing."

*=£ tITM b ,r r rri=^ =?

Sail and oar swiftly bore

Him alar from the mooring;

But before he -was oVr,

Winds and waves loud were roaring",

Soon, alas! the w-elterinjf billow,

Is his cold and restless j>i""w i

Where he sleeps without commotion.

Sheeted with the foam of ocean.



10
CHARLIE, YE ARE WELCOME*

Jacobite.

I.i\. ly

mmU_i j
i

I M j i^^
Char- He, ye arc w c I _ come, wcl _ come, wcl_comc; Cbar_lic, yc arc

f^-^M-^

»J i f
i
f Im i Ui

^ wel _ come to Scot _ land, and to me. There's'some fok in yon town, yon town,

& fe^ii
r r ' ; r

*

n 'i
i i i rn r f i t

'
rr M i

yon town; There's some fo'k in yon town, I trow, that should na b'm m iw ^m ^^r=f
- Cliarlie, we'll no name them, name them, name them;

Charlie we'll no name them, we ken wha they be.
The swords they arc ready, ready, ready;

The swords they are ready, I trow, to mak them lice.

Charlic,ye'll get backing', backing, backing;
Charlie ye^ll get backing, baith here and oWTe the sea:

Tl^c clans they are gathering, gathering', gathering;
The clans they are gathering, to set their kintra free.

Charlie it's the ' warning, warning, warning;
Charlie it's the warning we hear, owtc hill and lea;

The colours they are flying, flying, flying;
The colours they are flying, will lead to victoric.

There's Three good fellows ayonT yon glen,
Jacobite.

£§ w mm
There's three true good fcl _lows, Three brave loy_al f'el —lows.Therefi

i F* fcp-
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fel.-lows Down a _y<>nt yon gr1 ;n

.

It's. n. vr the day
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lawLingj But, ere- Hie night is fa—ing, Wlia.se cock's best at crawling,
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Wil — lie, thou shalt Jten. There's three true good fel_lowsj Three brave loyal

^r^ a:1 1 \

'

F
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fel _ lows, There's three true pood fel_lows Down a—y«»nt yon £jlen .

r r. r 1 1 J ^^ m
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There is Graliatn, and Gordon,And L,ind _ say brave is com _ ing;

Tjjrrr^^ilh m M ji m
Ken je wha is running- Wi' his Highlandmcn? There's three true good fcI_lows,&r.

'Tis he that's ay the foremost,

When t)ic battle is warmest.

The bravest and the kindest

Of all High I andmen .

There's three true g-ood fellow's , &c.

There's Sky's noble chieftain,

Hector and bold Kvan,

Reoch, Bane Afacrabach '

And the true Maclean.

There's three true good felh.\\s,A

There's now no retreating-,

The clans are a' Availing,

And iljt heart is beating-

For honour and fame.

There's three true good fellows,

Whate'er they may tell us,

Thrice three good fellows

Down ayont yon g'lcn.-

D
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SivVG OJV; THOV LI'tfLK BIRD*
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Sing on thou lit- He bird, Thy -wild notes sae loud, O

*m^H Lji.r^gf?—

g
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On yon bnnnic heather hnnwes

We pledged oiir mutual vows,

Ami dear is the spot unto mi;

Tho' "pleasure I hae nane,

While 1 wantlcr alanc.

Ami mv Jamie is far oVr'the sea.

But -why should 1 mourn,

The seasons -will return,

And verdure again clothe the lea;

The flowVcts shall spring,

And the saft breeze shall bring

My dear Laddie again back .to me.

JThou star! give thy light,

Guide my lover aright,

Frae rocks and frae shoals keep him free;

Now gold I hae in store,

He shall "wander no more,

No, no more shall he sail o'er the sea.

-^•^•^->-^'^-->->-->-<*-->'^'^'^'^-^'^-«=--»=--#--^--«=--'s--«=5-- ,=- ,#*'^--^- ,«--€--€--^--€--
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CASWELL GLOOM.*

m i \
i
i Mm r M r

Oh,Castell Gloom, thy strength is gone. The green grass o'er theegrowinj

=^S
"3" f^T

jlf Castcll Gloom belonging- to the family of Argylc, «as burned down
in the civil wars by Montrose about \P4-3

.
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On liill of- care thou art a-lonc,Tlie surriiw round thee flow-in"1 Oil

##^M
hou_lit flits a_mang thy ha's, And wild birds __ there arc scream _in\

Oh! mourn the woe, oh mourn the crime^ From civil 'war that flows; Oh.

P J J': j4£JNJM | g J ^-^==1
*J

mourn Ar-gyle, thy fal_lcn line, And mourn the great Mon_trosc.

Here ladies bricht were aitcn seen,

- Here valient warriors trod?...

And Jierc great Knox lias often been,

Who fcar'd nought but his God!

But a' are g-ane. the guid, the great,

And naething- now remains,

But ruin sittin on thy wA,
And crumblin dounc the statics.

Oh. mourn the woe, Szc.

The lofty Ochills bricht did glow,

Xbo' slc-eiiin1 was the sun;

But morninV licht did sadly show

What rag-in 1 flames liad done!

Oh mirk, mirk, was the misty cloud,

That hang's oVr thy wild wood;

Thou wert like beauty in a shroud

And all was solitude.

Ohl mourn the woe, ire .

It is worthy of remark that the name of the hill on which the picturesque ruins of the. Castle stand,

tignifys in Gaelic the hill of Care. the burn of Sorrow murmnrs armtjnd it; and the village r,

of Dollar lies at the foot of the glen.
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LADY* MARY* A,VJf.

Old Ballad.

n-jilj'jjrjjjif jUtm
O La_dy Ma_ry Ann looks oer the cas_tle wa', She saw three

i r f cf'j. r r rq.r

Mi j. j j i i i i

r " fm
bo-nie boys piny _ ing at the ha'" The young' _ est he was the

r"=J=^Pf
tefet pi &pi* s j.

flowr j .ounu them a'; My bo_nie lad_dies young, but he's grow _ in yet

m mg~nrti ?m
O Father! O Father! an ye think it fit,

We'll send him a year to the College yet;

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

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

J.ady Mary Ann was a flower in the dew,
Sweet "was its smell, and bonie was its hue,
And the langer it blossom d the fairer it grew,

For the lily in the bud will be bonier yet

.

Young Charlt'e Cochran was the sprout of an aik,

Bonie and bl'oomin, and straught was its make,
The sun took delight to shine for its sake,

And it will be the brag o? the forest yet. .

The simmer is gane when the leaves they.were green,
And 'he days are awa that we hae seen J

But far better days, I trust will come again,

For my bonie laddie's young, but he's growin yet.

MY AIJ*~ KIJVD DEARIE 0.

n
i
jirj.

x jju- nruw n g
Will ye gang o'er the lea- rig, My ain kind

, .
dea rie Or- Will

pHM t Ffff
|

|T] if \

D
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ye'll tak heart, .and gang wi' me, Mis— hap will nc _ ver steep yc

b\$ x j ;fl JsncmH r an
O; Glide luck lies owre the lea .. rig My ain kind dca _ rie O.

'mrnj ^s
There's wealth owre yon green lea-riff,

My ain kind dearie O;
There's 'wealth owre yon green lea-rig,

My ain kind dearie O.
It's neither land,nor gowd,nor braws,

Let them gang tapscy teerie O',

ll's walth o' peace o' love, and trnth,

Mv ain kind dearie 'O.

.-^.-s>.-^.-^.-s>.-s>.-s>..=»..^.

JTHEJV O'ER THE MUIR

When oer the muir the twilight grey
Spreads o'er the lawn sae eerie O,

And frae the hill the weary hind
Comes hame baith douf and weary O;

Out oer the sward I tak my road,
Nae bog or hag can fear mc, Jo,

To meet thee on the lea-ri
My ain kind dearie O,

g

The Twilight" grey.
Same Air.

Tis sweet, in yonder lonely glen,
At gloamin when the moon shines hie,

To see the burnie "trotting down
Out-o'er the lin beneath the tree;

When at thy side upon the brae,

My heart grows light and cheery O,
Upon the trysting lea-rig,

My ain kind dearie O.

When labours o'er, at close of day,
How blythsome is the ingle en'

J

The joke, the laugh, the "langsyne crack,
Gaes roun' and roun',baith but and ben.

But frae their mirtli I steal awa,
Altho' Im wet an' weary O,

To meet thee on the lea-rig,
My ain kind dearie O .

At morning, sun the lavrock sings,

And in the air he tunes his lay,

And frae the scented dewy woods
The blackbird chaunts at close of day;

But at the gloamin', happy hour!

When a' is dull and dreary O,
O meet me on the lea-rig, .,

My ain kind dearie O.
h
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Air— Miss Carmkhael.
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Strath- earn Oil! how shall I quit thy sweet groves? How hid thee a
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long, Oh! an cud- less a— dieu? Sad mem- o — ry o. vcr snth
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hap _ ]>i — ness roves, As not hopes own ma_ gic can ev_ er re—new*.

i > j
pj.m 'ir.r'j r r ' i *•»-

Sw<(( sjene of my childhood, delight of my youth!

Thy far—winding waters, no more I must sec;

Thy high-wTaving bowers, thy gay woodland flowers,

They wave now-, they bloom now, no longer for me

-=>-^-8»"^"l=»

^•-&-^>-

A HEATEDLY JWUSE.
Same Air.

A heavenly muse in green Erin is singing,

His strains all seraphic ascend to the skies 1

Fair blossoms of Eden, around him all springing,

The soft balmy ether perfume as they rise.

Sweet poet! be true to thy lofty aspiring,

While bound by thy magic, the skies half unfurl'd,

Youth, beauty, and taste, are with rapture admiring;

Oh! spread not around them the fumes of this world!

*COLOJTEL GARDINER.

Sb.v

T*—

~

£ i=i=i P^N
l_emn midnight hour, Be-fore the first cock's

P^=?
D This hr^ve Sc good man was tilled at the battle of Frestonpans 1^4^_See Simpsons Hist,
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trow- ing, "When west - land winds shook Stir— ling towV, With
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hol-low mur — murs Wow— ing. When Fan-ny fair, all woe he
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gone, Sad on her bed was ly— ing, And from the ruind
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she heard Thie ho<i — mif screech — owl crv— l"t

P7-E LLU ' l ^i
"O dismal night! she said, and wept;

"O night presaging sorrow.'

O dismal night! she said, and wept;
But more I dread to-morrow.

For now the bloody hour draws nigh,

Each host to Preston bending
At morn shall sons their fathers slay,

With deadly hate contending-.

Even in the visions of the night,

I saw fell death wide sweeping,
And all the matrons of the land,

And all the virgins, weeping" .

And now she heard the massy gates

Harsh on their hinges turning?
And now through all the castle heard

The woeful voice of mourning.

Aghast, she started from her bed,
The fatal tidings dreading.

'0, speak: 'she cry'd,"my fathers slain!

I see, I sec him bleeding.'"

A pale corpse on the sullen shore,

At morn, fair maid, I left him?

Even at the thresh— bold of his gate.

The foe of life bereft him. ""

Bold, in the battle's front, he fell,

With many a wound deformed?

A braver knight, nor better., man.

This fair Isle ne'er adortred .'

While thus he spoke, the grief-struck maid

A deadly swoon invaded?

Lost -was the lustre of her eyes,

And all I'^r beauty faded.

Sad was the sight, and sad the news.
And sad was our complaining?1

But oh. for thee, my native land,

What woes are still remaining.
But, why complain, the her.Ts soul

Is high in heaven shining?

May providence defend our iOo
From all our foes designing.



IS CILLER HE HE IJT.*
Musio by Naih.Citvw.
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WhaTI boy caller herrin ; TlieyVc bonnic fish, and liailMim flirinsf;

m
tall hny caller nerrin ; I liey

I=ii3*rrr*

p, The common, cry of the EdinbTirg-h Fish "Women during- the Herring- season
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Wha'll buy caller hcrrin ?

Bonnie fish anil halcsomc f'^n-ivi 9
^

Wha'll buy caller licrrin f

Hauled tbro'wind am) rain;

A' our lads at lierrin' lishin',

Costly vampum, dinner dreksin',

Sole nor Turbot, how distressin',

Fine folks scorn sboals o' blessiii'.

Wlia'll buy caller bcrrin r

Ve may ca' tlicm vulgar lairin';

Buy my caller hcrrin,

Hauled thro 1 wind and rain.

Wha'll buy my caller lierrin ?

What they've cost ye're little carin';

Buy my caller hcrrin,

Aye tlie puir man's friend.

Wha'll buy my caller hcrrin ?

What they've cost yeVc little cariu':

Siller (.iiiii.i pay

"For the lives o' honest men.

Wha'll buy caller hcrrin ? &e.

When the creel o' hcrrin passes,

Ladies, clad in silks and laces,

G-ather in their braw pelisses,

Cast their heads,&scrcw their laces,

Wha'll buy caller hcrrin? &c.

Wha'll buj caller In rrin ? &i .

Caller hcrrin's no to lightlic,

Ye can trip the sprint;- In' tightlic,

Spite o'.t-auntiii', llauntin', llingin',

Gow lias st t .vou a' a sing'in',

Wha'll bu> caller hcrrin ? &c.

Wha'll buy caller hcrrin ? &i-.. r .

Neibour wives, now tent my tcllin'
f

Whin the bonny fish ye're scllin'

At' a word aye be ypur dcalin',

Truth wijl stand when a' things' failin',

Wha'll buy caller hcrrin ? &c.

I)
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I -wish I were where He_lcn lies, For night and day nn
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ine she cries, For night and day 'on me .she cries; And like nn Angel—V zrz 4 m
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to the skies, Still seems to beck on me! For'" me she liv'd, tor

$m r u ^s m i=i
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me slit sighVl, For me she wish'd to he a bride, For m'e she wishM to

UTT & ^^
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be a bride; For me, in life's sweet morn, she died On fair Kirkcon_nel lea.
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f

Where Hirlle waters gently wind.

As Helen on my arm —reclined,

\ rival, with a ruthless ~ mind ,

Took deadly aim at me:

M> love, to disappoint the foe.

Rushed in between mc and the blow;

\nd now- her corse, is lying low,

On fair Kirkconncl lea.

O.'when I'm sleepin* in my grave,

And o'er my head the rank weeds wave,

May he who life and spirit ga\ c

TTnito mv love and me.'

Then from this world of doubts o>d sighs*

My soul on wings of peace shall r'f-i.

And joining Helen in the skies,

Forget Kirkconncl lea.

I)
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O Bcs_sy Bell, and Mh _ry Gray, They are twa l.on_m

gaOMJ -J • If
• wmm IS* f
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lass _es; They bigg'd a bower' on yon burn brae," And
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theek d it o'er wi' rash._ es Bes j. sy Bell I
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lo ed ye _ streen , And thought I ne'er conld al _ ter; But

5P£ w*-
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Ma_ry Gray's twa paw _ ky een G.ird a' my fan _ ey fal_ter.

Now Bessy's hair's like a lint tap,

She smiles like a May morning-,
When Phoebus starts frae Thetis' lap,

The hills wit-h rays adorning-.
White is. her neck, soft is her hand,

Her waist and feet fa' genty;
With ilka grace she can command;

O wow. but she is dainty.

And Mary's locks are like a craw,
Her een like diamonds glances;

She's ay sae ctcan, redd up, and braw,
She kills whene'er she dances:

Blyth as a kid, with wit at will,

She,blooming, tight, and fall is^

And gttides her air sae gracefu' still,

O Jove! she's like thy Pallas.

Dear Bessy Bell, and Mary Gray,
Ye unco sair oppress us,

Our fancies jee between ye twa,
Ye are sic bonny lasses.

Wac's me! for baith I eanna get;
To ane by law we're stentcd

,

Then Til draw cuts, and tak m\ f.t ,

And be with ane content; d .

I)



22 HEY StEJVJVY COME DOWN To SOCK.
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Jocky lie came ]icrc to who, "Wi' tar _ tan plaid an<l
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Jenny she {jaed up the stair,

Sac privily, to change her smock;

•And ay sae lotfd as her mither ilid rair,

Hey, Jenny, come down to Joek .

.Jenny she came down the stair.

And she came bobbin andbeckin ben;

Jenny lookit, and syne she lc-ugh;

Ye first maun get my mither's consent:

A weel, guidwife, and what say ye:

Quo' she, Jock, I'm weel content.

Jenny to her mither did say,

O mither, fetch ns some gude meat;

II<r stays they were lacd,&-hcr waist ftwasjinip, A piece of the butter was kirn'd the day,
And a braw new—made manco gown .

Jocky took her by the hand;
O, Jenny, can ye fancy me?

My father is dead &: has left me some land,

And braw houses twa or three

:

That Jocky and I thegither may eat.

Jocky onto Jenny did say,

Jenny, my dear, I want nac meat;
It was nac for meat that I came here,

But a' for the love of you,Jenny,my dear.

Jenny she gacd up the gait,

"Wi' a green gown as side as her smock;
And ay sae loud as her mither did rair,

Vow, sirs! has nac Jenny got Jock.

And I will gie them a' to thee.

A haith, quo1 Jenny, I fear you mock:
Tin n, f<uil fa'me,gin I scorn thee;

If ye'll be my Jenny, 1 11 be your Jock

Sb.W
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HUGHIE GRAHAM.

m
Old Ballad.

Our Lords are to the

3^"

moun _ tains , ganc
f
'A hunt — lng
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And they hac grip_ et Hugh _ i<
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Graham, For steal _ ing o> the Bish _ op's
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And they hae tied him hand and foot,

And led hiin up thro' Stirling town;

The lads and lasses met him there,

Cried, Hughie Graliam,thou arl a loon,

They've taen him to the. gallow s-knowe,

He looked to the gallows- tree;

Yet never colour left his cheek,

Nor ever did he blin' his ec.

O low-se my right hand free, he says,

And put mv braid sword in the same;

He's no in Stirling town this day,

Danr tell the tale to Hughie Graham,

At length he looked round about,

To sec whatever he could spy}

And there he saw his atild Father,

Anil he was weeping bitterly.

Up then bespakc the brave 'Whitefoord,

As lie sat by the bishop's knee,

Five hundred white stots I 11 gie you,

If ye'll let Hughie Graham gae free.

O baud your tongue, my Father dear,

And wi' your weeping let it be}

Thy weeping's sairer on my heart,

Than a* that they" can do to me

O haud your tongue , the bishop says,

And wi' your pleading let me be;

For, tho' ten Grahams were in his coat,

Hughie Graham this day shall die .

And ye may gie my brother John,

My sword that's bent in the middle clear.

And let him come at twelve o'clock,

And see me pay the bishop's marc-.

Up then bespake the fairWhitctoord,

As she sat by the bishop's knee
,

Five hundred white pence III gie you,

If ye'll gie Hnghie Graham to me

.

O baud your tongue now larly,fair,

And wi' your pleading let it be,

Alibi^ ten Grahams were in his coat,

It's lor m\ honor lie maun die ,

And ye may gie my brother James

My sword that's bent in the middle brown.

And bid him come at lour o'clock,

And sec his brother Hugh cut down .

And ye may tell my kith and kin,

I never did disgrace their blood;

And when they meet the bishop's cloak,

To mak it shorter by the hood . ?
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Nine times bleak winter's cranrcuch sncll,Dcsj<oild o' bloom thedasied Jca;>fc
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-nine times his the |>rim_rosc pale, Spread round the dells of Coir_in_shec. Since,
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\Vha then could think otir joys wad fade?

Iiove's dearest pleasure's a' w knew'

And not a cloud was seen to shade

The blissful scenes young fancy drew.

Rut ah! misfortune overcasts

Our fairest hopes full oft we see.

Alas' I ve borne her rudest blasts,

Yet blue-eyed Ann still smiles on me.

Now safe retird, no more 111 stray

Ambition's faithless path alang;

But calmly spend the careless day

Dunoon's green winding vales amang".

Anil oft I II climb the hoary pile,

"When spring' revives each flower and tree,

To view yon sweet -sequestcrd isle,

AVhcrc blue-eyed Ann first smiled on me.
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hap _ |iy he the hi* of a* That wish the boat _ ic speed.

When Jamie vowel he wad he- mine,

And wan frac mc my heart',

()mi(klc lighter grew my creel •

He swore we'd never part .

The boatie rows , the boatie- rows,
The boatie rows fir' weel

;

And mi< klc lighter is the load,

When love bears up the creel.

M\ kurtch I put nj>o' my head.

And dressd myscl' fit' hraw*
Rut, rfowic, dowie was my heart

Wlien Jamie gae'J awa.
But weel max the boatie row,"

r

And lucky Vic her -part

;

And lightsome be tlie lassie's ear'
,

That yields an honest heart.

When Sandy, Joe k, an' Jane tic.

Arc Tip an ? gotten lear.

They'll help to g-ar the boatie row
,

And lighten a' our care

.

The boatie rows, the boatie xows,
The boatie rows fu' wecl'i '

Anef lightsome be her heart, th;rt bears

The murlain an' the creel .

When we arc aulel, and sair bow d down.
And hirplin' at the door,-

Thcy'll row, te> keep u"s dry an' warm,
As we did them before .

Then weel rnay tlie boatie row,

And better may it speed
J

And happy be the lot of a'

That Wish the boatie speed.
I)
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oft we've wept tin. I.._tal day, That fill'd our Stot_ish hearts wi» wac, To»rrr r g r
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mo_ny a high-born lass and dame, Their Sires and I-orris nae'nrair tame hamc;Bnl

r r r J t-
•
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wae—tu' in their lias a — lane, They heard the sad C»_ Fo — Uachs mane.^^ 1 J

l
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Coronachs, that not heavy now,

Are left to "sing- o'er thousands |owi

..Arc, raisd ocr chiefs of nohle name,

That with their King to baffle tame.
That^ round him tfft-re remain^! to die,

Fighting" till dcath^' right royally,

How many, that fought at morn so brave,

Before e'en—fide had found their p-ra\ e 1

Raise, raise the loud Coronach's crj,

Let every Highland glen re|>ly,

And sadly let each lowland plain

Return the waefn sound again
'

IOur King is dead, let true hearts mourn;

Sad Scotland s choicest flowrs are shorn

.

Let Berwick's towrs be rob'd in gloom!

Let Lothian's sons lament their doom!

Oh- there amongst fu 1 many a name,

Still dear to Scotland and to lame,

Brave Hume^*> that led the- right band wing",

Sank down in death beside his King.
And with him fell his daughter's spouse,

The noble laird of Cockburn's house; .-

Two Sons, and twice four knights beside,

Of Coekburn's chieftain bravely died .

Oh Cockburns and on Langtons tow'rs

The (loud of desolation lowVsi

Their widows wail their perish d lords,

Whilst oft their bairns, in lisping words,

Demand their Sire, whose face no more

Shall bless with smiles, which once it wore,

Those ha's shall ncer be gay again,

Their chiefs arc in the battle slain.

*~Kail of Home. The chief of Cockburn (Son in law to Earl of Home) with his two sons,

and eight knights of his name and kindred, died with their King. In Berwick and

Lothian the Humes and Cockburns were chiefly settled. The two principal seats of

the C01 kburns, in Berwickshire, remains of which still exist, Cot khurn /now CocRimriiV |uith

Tower) bad been in the family since the days of Macbeth.
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7"HE TAYLOR.
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The Taylor lra_sy at his scam, Ay tuik a luik at son_sy Jean, Wha,
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tho' slie made a great a _ do, At length she gied eon _ sent

,
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Jacobite.

O far, far frae hamc, frae liamc, T wad be; It's far, far fra<

hamc, to a strange conn _ trie; To tar _ ry bnt a

pi m
r i

turn speed—i—Iie, And bring- back the hon_ny lad to Ins am ronn_trie.

Pa^S^-P f
QT^gg^^^

O doukit be the Dntch in their ain sleepy sea,

^Cadogfan and all such, wherever they may be;

Wae worth the volunteers, and shame to them be,

That wad fig-ht against their Prince in his ain cotintrie.

Blest be our royal King-, from dang-er keep him free,

When heconuners all his foes that oppose his majesty;

And bless ihoriuke of Mar, and all his cavalry,

"Wha first began the war for the King- and our coiintrie

.

The Quaker's wife.m m i i^p
k

Mer_ri_lie dancd the Quakers Wife, And merrilie dancd the Quaker;^ F~»~ P
J'Jj I mm i.jU'J1

• •

Mcr_ri_lie dane'd the Qua_ker's Wife, And mer_ri_lie dane'd the Qua_ker. The

o
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Qua_ker he sat down to hake, Wi' a' his bairns a bout him;

K
J^B fc »i

—

* mm
Ilk o' them did steal a scone. The Qua — Iter lie was new _ter„

il-Xfty y—c

P
When ben then came the Quaker's Wife,

And O she was in a passion;
Bairns, says she, ye plague my life,

To steal is a very bad fashion:

Nac sooner can my back be turned,
Rut what the cakes are eat or burned;

O'a' that I left there's nanc to be seen,

Ye' ve eaten the cakes and lickct the cream.

HLIT'HE HAE
Blythe hae I been on yon hill,

As the lambs before me;
Careless ilka thought, and free,

As the breeze flew oer me.
Now nae langer sport and play,

Mirth or sang can please me;
Lesley is sae fair and coy;

Care and anguish seize me

.

t'he regalia.
Sam*? Air.

The thistle ance it flourish'! fair,

/ been ojv y*ojv* hill.
Same Air.

Heavy, heavy is the task,

Hopeless love declaring;

Trembling", T dow nought but glim r,

Sighing, dumb, despairing.
If she winna ease the thraws

In my bosom swelling.

Underneath the grass green- soil

Soon maun be my dwelling;.

We hae the Crown without a head,
The Sceptre but a hand O;

The ancient warlike royal blade
Might be a willow wand O.

Gin they had tongues to tell the wrangs
That laid them useless bye a'

;

Fu' wtel 1 wot, there's ne'er a Scot
Could boast his cheek was dry a'.

O for a touch o' Warlock's wand,
The bye-gane back to bring a,

And gie us ae lang simmers day,
O a true born Scotish King" a.

Weil put the Crown upon his head,
The Sceptre in his hand a',

Wed rend the welkin wi' the shout,
Bruit and his native land a'.

An' grew maist like a tree a

}

They've stunted down its stately tap, *

That roses might luik hie a.
But tho its head lie in the dust;

The stump is stout and steady^
The thistle is the warrior vet;

The rose its tocher^f lady*

Then flourish, thistle, flourish fair,

Tho' ye" ve the crown nae langer,
They'll hae the skaith that cross ye yets

Your jags grow aye the stranger.
The rose it blooms in safter soil,

And strangers up could root it;

Aboon the grund was ne'er the hand.
That pud the thistle out yet.

i)
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O CAJT VE SEW CUSHIONS.

Old Ballad.

Slow

f.fl
i

.r g j jMTifeiâ^
can ye sing' bal _ lu - -loo, -when tlic bairn gTeetsf And lice and In™,

hir _ die, and hee and baw, lamb; and lice and baw, bir _ die, my

Lively.

1^ -i-4^m
Hlc O wee! O ->\hat wnu'd I do wi' yon?

Hfff i j Wrnnr

==£
->—&-

5 1fc=a ^ F
a^S

black's the life that T lead wi' v>i»? Mo - ny o' you, lit -tie for t<

ii
P^Erf i r^ ^f^

g&
Slow.

J i J 1 viTl
^ ^g

gic you; Hee O wee! O: what would I do wj ' you?

^ i'

m Miff h^ isIFF
I biggit the cradle on the tret top,

And the wind it did blaw, and the cradle did rock.

And hee and baw, birdie, &( .

I")



FINE FLOWERS A.V* 7//E t\il.r.r^\
Old Ball-i.

3

^S «—

«

A la_dy lookd out at a cas_tlc wa', Fine (lowers in the val _lryj She

^fe* ^MSt-g^-PPff
J-^JhR

i H-
;

J
;.j*Fp^^|f

jgr<iw rarely.

f

J^ TTT
rwa bo_nie babes |>lay_ing" at the ha', And the green leave*, they

ggrf J J J
| f

B
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my liniillie babes, an' ye were mine,
Fine flowers in tlie valley;

1 would deed ye i' the scarlet sac fine,

And the green leaves they g'row rarely.

I<1 lay ye saft in beds <>' down!
Fine flowers in the valley;

Ami watch ye morning', niglit, and noon,
And the green leaves they grow rarely.

O mither dear, when we were thine,

Fine flowers in the valley;

Ye didna eleed us i
? the scarlet sac fine-

And tlie green leaves they gTow rarely.

Rut ye took out ycrc little l»cn knife,

Fine flowers in the valleyj

And parted xrs frac our sweet life,

And the green leaves they grow rarely.

Ye howkit a- hole ancath the moon,
Fine flowers in the valley;

And there ye laid our bodies down,
And the green leaves they gTow rarely.

Ye hai>j>it the hole wi' mossy stanes,

Fine flowers in the valfeyj

And there ye left our wee bit bancs,
And the green leaves they gT<fw rarely.

But ye ken weel, O mither dear,

Fine flowers in the valley;

Ye never cam that g"ate for fear,

And the green leaves they trrow rarely.

Seven lang years ye'll ring- the bell,

Fine flowers in the valley,

And see sic sights as ye darna tell,

And the crreen leaves they grow rarely.



34 I\M O'ER YOUNG TO MARRY YET.

&&
Ta i v r 1 v
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I am my Mam-imy's ac hairn, Wi' «n_co folk I wea_ry Sir, And

m i j j,
] H^zrtH-^^FWp^

liv_injj in a lunrsc my lane, I'm fley'i it m.ak me ee_rie Sir. In

o'er v°'!nsf
Qfwad irj To fak me frae my Mam .my yet

For I've aye had my ain will,

Nane dar'd to - rnntradiot me, Sir,

And now to say I ward obey,

In troth, I, dar na venture, Sir.

I'm o er young, &c ,

Fu' loud and shill the frosty wind

Blaws thro' the leafless timmers,Sir;

Bnt if ye eome this grate again,

I'll aulder be gin Simmer, Sir.

I'm o'er young', 4c .

3>OHjT. HAY'S BOJTJTY LASSIE.

A ndaiHe

D

By smooth wrnd_ing Tay a swain s'af re„( linking, Aft

i ' «
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'far_na tl is co.ver To my bon—nic Lass fha' I am her l<>_ver. Nat

33 EhS £ PP*Ie
£Sm

lair it will hide, the flame wix_es sfrcng_fr, If she's not my hride my

i^J^^Ldf-nr^ij^ \ v\ rj \H jjipp =fcrr

## fegi m
i

.ir h tH=pt*3
days are nae )ong_er; Then I'll tak a heart and try at a

*rrr=3*#^n i flfl j| i

j j
is

veii_turei May he e'er we part, my vows may cnn —tent, her.

fes^ ^ f-HU-i-L^J& 5S

She's fresh as the spring, and sweet as Aurora,
When birds mount and sing, bidding day a goodmorrow:
The swart of the mead, enamell'd with daisies,

Look wither'd and dead, when twin'd of her graces.

But if she appear where verdures invite her,

The fountains run clear, and flo'wrs smell the sweeter;

Tis heaven to be by when her wit is a flowing-.

Her smiles and bright eye set my spirits a grlortiiii"-.

I)



The raTTle of harlajt.*

JUJIJJ p fcte^^^
Frac Dunidier its I cam through,Doun Ivy the hill (if Ba_noch_ic, A

.

il 'l l
'41Tl
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langst the lands of Ga_ri_och, Grit jii _'tie 'twas to hear and sec. Tin

i i pupr^
g=&fei U«i

• h
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noys ami dnle_sum har_mon_ic, Tlial e'er that drca_ry day did Haw', Cry,

4 1 ' 4 1 ' 4 1 '4 - 3

jgfei fppi ^Pi T=J

and (tic Co _ ry_ noch on/ hie, A-las] a_Ias! for the Har _ Is

1^*wm ^f
I marvlit <nihat the matter meint

All folks war in a licry fairy;

I wist, nocht qua was fae or friend,

Zit. "quietly 1 did me.. Carrie.

But sen the days of auld king1 Hairic,

Sic slaughter was not herde nor sent;

And thair I had nae tyme to tairy,

For hissiness in "Abcrdene.

Tims as I walkif, on the way
To Tnverury as I went,

I met a man, and bad him stay,

Rcqucisting him to mak tnc <|iraint

Of the beginning;, and the event,

That hanpenit thair at the Harlaw.
Tlien he c-ntreited me tak tent

Ami he the truth should to me shaw.

Grit Donald of the Ylcs did claim

Unto fjie lands of Boss some right,

And to the GiivcrnonrThc came,
Thaim for to haif gif that he mi'ht;

Qulia saw his interest was but slicht,

And thairfore answert wi' disdain

;

He hastit hamc baitji day an<l nicht,

And sent nae bodward back ag-ain

.

But Donald, richt impatient

Of that answer Duke Robert gail,

He vowed to God omnipotent,

A11 the hale lands of Ross to haif;

Or ells be graithed in his graif;

He wald not quat his richt for nocht;

Nor be abusit like a slaif

,

That bargain sould be deirly bocht.

-#- Fought upon Friday July 24-t
.'
1 14-11 against Donald of the Isles.

TRobertjDuke of Albany, uncle to king James I. The account of this famous

battle- mav be seen in our Scots histories

.



THE RIJCAWA BRIDE.

jiu.i fi|; i 1 — 1\ m
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A laddie and a lassie Dwelt in llie south coun -trie, And

5 N

n j mmUj^mmi i ":—
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tlicy liae cas-sen their claiths thc_gi_thcr, and mar_ricd t lie j. -w.nl |><

^^ ^M*=?=

r^-^-h^frrr^^ £
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On Tysc_clay \\as tlie l>ri_dal <ixy A]>_ point - cd for to Ik-3 Then,

m ^
[^^^^aaff^-j^H^ ^ijjj »•

licy, play up the rin - a _wa bride, For she has ta-cn (lie gee

.

f—%-j^
She had nae run a mile or tw-a,

WTicn she began to consider

The angering of her father dear,

The displeasing of her mither,

The slighting o' the silly bridegroom,

The w eel -w arst o' the three
;

Then, hey, play Tin the rin-awa bride,

For she has tacn the gee.

Her father and her mother

Ran after her wi' speed,

And ay they ran until they cam

Unto the water of Tweed"

And when they came to Kelso town,

They gart the clap ^^* c thro';

Then, hey, play up .the "rin-aw-a bride,

For she has taen the gee.

Saw- ye a lass wi' a hoo.d and a mantle,

The face o't Hud up w-i' bine; .

The face o't lind up wi' blue;

And the tail lind- round wi' green

Saw y*-- a lass, wi' a hood and a mantle

"Sud been married on Tysday 'tctn,

Then, lie\, f>lay up the rin-awa bride,

For she has taen the g'ee

.

Now wally tu' fa' the silly bridegroom,

He was as salt as butter;

For, had she play d the like to me,

Id neer made sit h splutter;

1 -I taen a tune o' m^ hoboy-

And set my fancy free;

Ami, sync, playd up the rin-awa brid<
,

And lllltell her tak tli<

D
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T'URJV AGvilJT fHOV FAIP ELIZA.

Air-Thc bunny bracket lassie.

fm±±±4*3&fr. j . ? \ j g J.ji

Turn a_gain, thou fair F._li_za, Ae kind blink be_fore w<

m f m
jzj^ja j.jij^l j.^i i>« i j.

part, Hue on thy des_pair_ing- io_ver, Canst thou break bis faith—fu'

s^Pl mw& i
£jN=fa#^Pi%^

heart? Txirn a_pf3in thou, lair F_li_za, If to love thy heart de_nies, For

4r .r f^
4— "—p-

Mr r BM i
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pi_ty hide the tTnel sen_tenee, Un-der friend—ship's kind dis_guise.

sm Iu r r 1

r

i n wm
Tbee,dear maid, have I offended?

.The offence is loving1 thee-;

r*anst thoft wrfck bis peace for ever,

Wha for thine wad ijladly die?

While the life beats in my bosom,

Thou shalt mix in ilka throe;

Turn again, thou lovely maiden,

Ae sweet smil<- on me bestow..

Not the bee upon the blossom,

In the pride of sunny noon;

Not the little sporting" fairy,

All- beneath the summer moon:

Not the Poet, in the moment,

Fancy -lightens in his ee,

Kens the pleasure, feels the rapture,

That thy presence gi es to me.

ZOHjrjfY-S GHAT BREEKS.

?^m% ^£ ^n J'.j'j^'ij
1

"When I was in my nineteenth year, I was baitb bljthand bonny,0;The

I)
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gain'd my heart in twa three weeks, He spak sae blythe and k:nd_ly, O; And

»
1 3 i •"

' -a- Tfa ^
then his new gray hreeks,And foal that fit_ted fine_ly, O. *i"

gain d my heart in twa three weeks, He s,pak' sae blythe and kind _ ly, O ; And

i, F f f iV ^fU;
he wore then his new gray breeks,And coat that fi;_fed fin.e-.ly, O ;

3^^^ 5= mm m<-

His coat was bltre, his waistcoat red,

Bis bannet jtist a thought a jee;

His.-bonny hair sae yellow,

Like goad it glittered in my ee}

His dimpled chin and rosy cheeks,

And face sac fair and ruddy, O ,

I think ye canna "wonder now,

That I loed weel my Johnny, O .

He waited for a year and mair,

Till Faither his consent wad gie;

His coat was tashed and thread-bare,

His brccks were clouted on the knit.

But gin T had a simmers day,

As I had right iuony, O,

I U spin a wab o' new gray,

And inak claes to my Johnny, O.



40 7HE ATLD MAJV'S JUEAR'S DEAD.
Cho? x

&%G

The auld man's mcitr's dead! The jmir man's meal's dead. Thr

s^sr * ^

r j | r
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cut - lut>_ git, paincir lip _ pit, Steel _ wai _ met, stain _ tl:r r fit _ let

m
h

u^ m =t i^=l3ES ^^1i

-f r
Ci.anler- chaft _it, lang. neck - it, Yet the brute Tlirl rli

i.

Repeat

the Clio?

u m^

iP^^^
The auld man's mear's dead.

The puir man's mear's deadl

The peats, and neeps, and a' to lead,

And she is gane wacs me 1

The auld, &c.

The puir man's head's sair,

Wi' grcetin for his grey mcar;

He's like to die himsel wi' care,

Aside the green kirk-yard .

The auld, &e.

He's, thinkin on. the hygaiie days,

Ajid a' her douce and canny ways;

And how- his ain gudewije, auld Meg,

Miiht maist as •weel been spared .

The auld, &«'

.

r>



The wome^ are a* gajve itud.
41

Chorus,
WhifT Sung-.

-g , 4-

The women arc a' ganc wud;0 that he had bid_den a _wa] He's

turnd tJicir heads the lad, And ruin will bring- on us

1 r J
l f Jt mw^ mm p f

ay was a pcace_a_ hie man, My wife she did douce _ly he_ have* But

P Hi I"

I
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do that I can. She's

Repeat
just as wild as the lave. ttieCho*

m r \
» m

My wife she wears the cockaude,

Tho' she kens 'tis the thing that I hate;

There's ane too j>rined on her maid,

An' haith will tak their ain gate.

The women, &c.

Ive licvd a' my days in the strath;

Now Tories- infest me at hamc;

An' tho' I tak nae part at a',

Baitli sides do gie me the blame.

The women, Arc.

The senseless creatures neer think,

"What ill the lad would bring back;

We'd hac the Pope and the Deil,

An' a' the rest o' his pack.

The women, &<.

The wild Hicland Lads they did pass,

The yetts wide open did flee;

;
Tliey cat the very house bare,

And spicred nae leave o' me

.

The women, &e.
.

But "when the red coats g-aed bye,

Dye think they'd let them alane;

They aye the louder did cry,

Prince Charlie will soon get his ain.

The women, Arc

.

D



42 90CKY SAID 70 &EJVJVY,

Lively.

gg
Jock_y said to Jcn_ny, Jfjj_ny wilt thou wed? Ne'er a fit, quo

J.*J> J>.3 g a
, J
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my to _ rhcr g-ood,

v yif r i=i
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win_na mar—ry thee; F. ens ye like, qtrn' Jock_y, ye ma) let me br

km . a-k=M =n ma
I hae gowd and gear, I hae land enengh;
I hae sax good owsce ganging in a plengh;
Ganging in a plough, and linking o'er the lee;

And gin ye winna tak me, I can let ye be .

I hae a good ha' house, a barn, and a byre,
A stack afore the door; I'll make a rantin fire,

I'll make a rantin fire, and merry shall we be;
And gin ye winna tak me, I can let ye be.

Jenny said to Joeky, gin ye winna tell

,

Ye shall be the lad, I'll be the lass mysell;
Ye're a bonny lad, and I'm a lassie free,

Ye're welcomer to tak me than to let me be.

OF^H 7'IIE HILLS AJVD FAR AWAY.

\nrl;tnte,

mm\wi \A\m̂
Joek_y met with Jen_ny fair, Aft by the dawn—ing of the d.iy;But
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Jo< k-V now is fir' of care, Since Jcn —ny staw his heart a_jway» -AI _

S£ 33==£ £ ^fj-F^&m
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tho' she pr.>_mis'd to be true, She pro_ven has, a _lake! n,n_kjnd; "Which

ars poor Jock-y of_ten rue, That e'er he lov'd a fir-kle mind. And its

m i f n nu i w r n

m

i i

:
,

,i

o"_ver the hills and far a-wny, T vcr the hills and far a_way.

^^ 4-¥
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0_ver the hills and far a—way, The wind has blawn my plaid a_way.

33^ rF^^£ ^F?
Now Jocky was a bonny lad

As e'er was born in Scotland fair;

But now,poor man! he's e'en gane wud,
Since Jenny has gart him despair.

Young Jocky "was a piper's son,

And fell in love when he was young-;
But a' (he springs that he could play,
Was o'er the hills, and far away.

And it's oe'r the hills, ic.

He sung: _When first my Jenny's face
I saw, she seem'd sae fu' of grace,
With meiklc joy my heart was fill'd,

That's now, alas: with sorrow kill'd

,

Oh! was she but as true as fair,

'Twad put an end to my despair;
Instead of that she is unkind,
And wavers like the winter wind.

And its o'er the hills, Sec.

Ah.' could she find the dismal wae,
That for her sake I underg-ae,
SliTuuld nar chase but grant relief,

And pnt an end to a' my grief.

Bnt,oh! she is as fause as fair
,

"Which causes a' my sighs and care;

But she triumphs in proud disdain,

And takes a pleasure in my pain.

And its o'er the hills, <fcc.

Hard was my hap to fa' in love

With ane that does sae faithless prove;

Hard was my fate to court a maid,
That has my constant heart betray d .

A thousanrl times to me she swore,
She wad be true for evermore;
But, to my grief,ala'ke! I say,

She staw my heart and ran away.

And its o'er the hills,&c.

Since that she will nae pity take,
I maun gae wander for her sake,
And, in ilk wood and g-loomy grove,
I'll sighing- sing-, Adieu to love.
Since she is fause whom I adore,
I'll never trust a woman more;
Frae a' their charms I'll flee awav.
And on my pipe 1*11 sweetly pla\.

And its o'er the HlsAt . |j
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A friend o' mine came here yes_trecn, And he wad hae me
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down, "To drink a pot of ale wi' him In the neist bor . rows town. But
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We sat. sac laic, and drank sac slnu(,

The .truth I tcjl to_yon,

That lang or ever midnight eam'e

We were a' roaring foil .

My wile sits at the fire- side,

And the tear blinds ay her ee;

The ne'er a bed will she g.ic to,

But sit and tak the ffec.

In the morning" soon when T came flown,

The ne'er a word she spake;

But mony a sad and sour look,

And ay her head she'd shake:

My dear, quoth I, what ailcth thee,

To look sac sour on me;

III never do the like again,

II you'll ne'er tak the g"ee

.

When that she heard, she ran, she flang-

Her arms about my neck,

And twenty kisses, in a crack,

And poor w~ee thing" she g-rat;

II you'll ne'er do the like again,

But bide at hame wi' me,

III lay my life Ise be the wife,

That's never tak the g-cc.
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rns it h. sf'iwd, But the best thing o* as yet want— ing* mi't ,
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There's a but hiiiI a. lien, a stable, a byre,

A glide kail yard, and a weel siicckct yet,

Wi' plenty o' peats to throw i' the fire;

But the best thing o' aV a -wanting yet.

I thought o' a wife for ten years and mair,

But nane will answer that stops here about,

And I hae nac time to gang here and there;

A wantcr I am, and 111 bide sac, 1 doubt

.

A bonny tame pat rick I wared upon Bell,

A sweet singing mavis to Jeanic I geed,

To Betty 1 plainly did offer my scl;

She saw the green purse, but I didna succeed,

So Ive done my duryj farcweel to all folly.

1 tak up my buik, and 1 Ml in my chair,

Wi' my red night-cap, my cat, and my colly,

Contented and chcertu', tho' sixty and mair.

:i
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The hi tide red ruse at "^ule may bla'w, The simmer liUies bloom in
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snaw, The frost may freeze the deepest sea , But an an Id man shall nc_ver datinton me.
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To ff^unfon me, and mc sae youn^'Wi* his faiise heart ami flattYing' tongue 'That is the
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fning" yo'n neVr shall see , For an auld man shall ne.ver n"aim— ton me,
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Kur a' his meal and a' his maut, His g"car may buy liim Uyr & jnwes,

E"or a' his fr-ush beef and Ms van. His gear may buy him glens <fe klLuwes;

For a' his gold and white monk. Rut me he snail not buy nor fee,

An auld man shall never datmfon me. For an auld man shall never datinton me.

To datinton me . To.datrnton me*

FROM 7'HF.E, ELIZA, I MUST GO.
Air Donald.
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From thee, K _ li _f;a, I must go, And from my

t>
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na _ five shore; The cru_ _el fates be _ fween us throw A
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bound— less O _ cean's roar, E _ li_za: But bound _ less . O _ ccans
?

Fare-well, farewell, Eliza clear,

The maid that I adore!

A boding- voice is in my ear,

We part to meet no more, Eliza!

But the last fhrob that leaves my heart,

While death stands victor hy,

That throb, Eliza, is thy part,

And thine that latest sigh, Eliza.

DO,\\4LD.

«§»€-•€-«'-

When first yon conrted me, I own,
I fondly favour'd you;

Apparent worth and high renown,
Made me believe you true, Donald

.

Each virtue then secm'l to adorn,
The man estcem'd by me,

But now the masks thrown off, I scorn
To waste one thought on thee, Donald.

O, then, forever haste away,

Away from love and mc
f

Go seek a heart that's like your own,
And come no more to me, Donald.

Eor I'll reserve myself alone,

For one that' more like me;
If such a one I cannot find,

I'll fly from love and thee, Donald.
I)
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ca'H- a sy _ nod in my heart. And ne- _ ver Jove thee more,
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\s Alexander.! will reign,

Ami I will reign aloncj

M_\ sihouglits Hid evermore disdain

A rival on my throne .

He either fear's his I'atf too muili,

Or his deserts are small,

Who litres not put it to the touch,

To gain or lose it all.

Rill 1 .will reign and govern still,

Anil always give the law,

And bavc each subject at my will,

And all to stand in awe;

Rut 'gainst my batt'ries, il 1 find

Tboii storm or vex mc sore,

And il 1h"U set me as a blind,

111 never love thee more.

Anil in. the empire of thy heart,

Where I should solely be,

If others do pretend a part,

Or dare to share with mi;

Or committees if thou erect,

Or go on such a score,

111 smiling mock at the neglect,

And never love the more.

But if no faithless action stain

Thy love and constant word,

Til make thee famons by my pen,

And glorious by my sword:

III serve thee in such noble ways,

As ne'er was known before;

I'll d"ck and crown thy head with bays,

And love the more and more.

O'



from The chase o.y The MOVJf,TAW>*s.
Air_M? Gregor a Rnira.
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Kike a flash ol rc<i lig'ht'ning- <?cr the heath' came Macara,

More licet than the roc-buck on the lolty Beinn-laraj

Oh. where is Macgregor? Say where does he hoverf

Thou son of hold Oalmar, why tarries my lover?

Tin ii the voice of- soft sorrow from his bosom thus sounded:

Low lies your MacgTcgor, pale, mangled, and wounded I

Overcome with deep slumber, to the rock I eonvcy'd him,

Where the sons oC black malice to his foes have bctray'd him!

As the bl;ist from the mountain sonn nips the fresh blossom,

So died the fair bud of fond hope in her bosom j

MacgTcgor, Mar gregor, loud echo resounded.

And the hills rung' in pity, MacgTcgor is wounded;

N'ear the brook in the valley the green turf did hide her,

Ami they laid down MacgTcgor sound sleeping beside her!

Secure is their dwelling from foes and black slander,

Near the roaring-loud waters their spirits off wander. D
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St AJVDBEW's TOVJVE.
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O hae ye been by Ma_ gus muir, Or by St And — rew's
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Tonnes Or hae yc seen the ruin\i wj's, Tliat hon_est folk yuVl dounef
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And o' the bluidy Cardinal,

Ye sorely hae - beard tell?

And the persecutin Bishop Sharye,

And a' that them befell?

The ticht that niartyr'd "Wishart saw,

Rcd-risin ourc the sea*,

I wal it soon cam to the land,

And brake on the castelle hie.

The death the Wicked Bishop dceM*
Some folk will murder u'j

But, by a* it is agreed,

That he is weel awa,.

*May 3'.1 1679.

REWEEL ED r*ABl'RGH.
Air_M«? M? Leod

.
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Fare_weel E_din —burgh, wharc haj>_py I hae been^ Fare _ weel

1".
E-„din_bor_oug1i, Ca -le-do-nia's Queen! Auld Keek_ie

p
fare ye weel, Ami
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"
'

-^ *-1 *J—', Q J Q ' f1
Reek_ie New be_sidc; Ye're like a chief _tain auld and gray, Wi' a



51

young bon_nie bride. Farc_wccl E _ din _ btrrgli, your trus_ty vo_lun
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teersj Your Coun-cil, a' sac cir_ cum_spcet, your Pr<r_,vosfs,. without peers; Your
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gib, the lick, the roguish trick, Tlie ghaisls <>'. auM tovtii- guard ,

MM
?^3== rJ N»

Fareweel, Edinburgh, your philosophic men;
Your Scribes, thai set ye a' to rights,and wield the golden ]>en;

Tlit Session -court, your thrang resort, big" wigs, ami 1 ang gowns a'}

And if ye dinna keep the peace, it's no for Want <>' law.

Fareweel, Edinburgh, and a' your glittering' wealth;

Yur Bc-rnaidsvcil your Caltoxi hill whar every breathis health

An", spite o' a' jour fresh sea-gales, if ony chance to dee,

It's no for want o' recipe, the doctor, and the lee.

Fareweel, Edinburgh, your Hospitals, anil Ha's,

The rich man's friend, the Cross lang kend,auld Ports, and city wa? ;

The Kirks that grace their honoured place, and pcaeefu as they stand;

Wharc'cr they're fund on Scotish grand, the bulwarks o' the land.

Farevt eel, Edinburgh, jour sons o' genius line,

That send your name on wings r»' fame beyond the burnin line;

A name that's stood maist since the flood, and just whan its forgot,
Your bard will be forgotten too, your ain Sir "Walter Scott.

Fareweel, Edinburgh, and a' your daughters fair;

Your palace in the shelter'd glen, your castelle in the air;

Your rocky brows, your grassy knows, and eke your mountain bauld;

Were I to tell your beauties a\ my tale wad ne'er be taulrt.

Now, fareweel, Edinburgh, whare happy we hae been;
Fareweel, Edinburgh, Caledonia's Queenl
Prosperity to .Edinburgh wi' everv risin sun.
And blessin's be on Fdinburgh, till time his race has run.

n
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r.4 r The kites to 1"he tc.*ron°Es.

.Will ye ffaitg".flown the- water- side,

And see the waves m> -swvcetly jxlide.

Beneath- the hazels spreading" wide*.

The moon it shines fa' clearly.

Ca' the ewes, Arc,

Wliilc waters wimple to the sea}

While day blinks in the lift sac hie;

Till clay-caiild death shall blind my ee,

Ye shall be my dearie.

Ca' the ewes , &c .

7*HE ,S PI,\WIJsrG OV.

N«.w, San_rty, tlic win_tcr's caiild blasts are a_wa, And sim-mcr wc'\<
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The morning's were cauld, and tlic keen frost and mi.hv

War blawin', I mind the beginning- o't,

When j-c gacd to wark, be it frost or be it thaw,

My task was nac- less at the spinning o't:

lint now weve a pantry, haith mucklc and lti'

O'ilka tiling guid for to gaiig in the rmi';

A barrel o' ale, wi' some matit for to brew,

To niak us forget the beginning- n't •

And when winter comes hack, wi' the sncll hail and r.iin,

Nae mair I sit down to the spinning ot,

Nor you gang to toil in the cau]d fields ag-ain,

As little think on the beginning of:

O' sheep we hae seores, and <>' kyc twenty— live,

Far less we liae seen wad made lis fn' hlytlie:

Bui thrift and industry maks poor look to thrive,

A clear proof <>' that is the spinning <?f.

Altho' at oirr marriage our stock was but sma',

Ant] heartless and hard the Ik ginning- o't,

Wlien ye was engaged the owsen to ca',

And first my young- skill tried the spinning ot;

But now we can dress in our plaidics sat' snia%

Fn' neat and fu' clean, gae to kirk or to ha'.

And look ay as blythe as the best o1 them a%

Sic luck has been at the beginning c't.
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7"HE BXSH ABOO*.\" TRAQJUAIR.

wf
mm IP 3fe

i FFF? ' 9-*~3

—

Hear me, yc nymphs, and ev _ ry swain, I'll tell how Pcg-gy grieves
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That day she smil d, and made me g-lad$

No maid scemd ever kinder}

I thought myself <hc luckiest lad,

So .sweetly there to find her.

The bonny bush bloom d fair in May,
It's . sweets I II ay remember;

But new her frowns make it decay,

It fades as in December.

Yc rural powrs, who hear my strains,

Why thus should Pcg'g-v grieve me:

Oil! make her partner in my pains;

Then, let her smiles relieve me.
If not, my love will turn despair,

My passion no more tender}

I II leave the bush aboon Traqxiair,

To lonely wilds III wander.

hap ajtd row The fee'Iy* o'"f.
Chorus

We'll hap and row, we'll hap and row,wcll hap and rov. the feet _y

g^̂ij r
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bair_nie s<|uall'd, the mith _er bawld,The nurse dang owre the cree_jiy <>'t, And
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then she r in t<» scan tlic pan, And clap it to the feet—y <>\
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Fii' sair it grat, Au ii.ior wee brat,

And ay it ki(k,
l the feety <*t,

"Till poor wee elf, it tirM itself.

And then began the sleepy o^t,

The skirling- ,brat nae parrirch gat,

"When it gaed to the sleepy o t;

Tis waesome true, instead oVs m<m,
TlicyVt round about the he' , <t.

Well hap and row, Are.

U
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no i heart but he trc -pans; They're a' in lnvc wi' Char-lie .
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He's marching on" to Lon'on town,

To kick yon doited carlic:

Wlia hut a king should wear a crimn:

An' wha is kino- hut Charlie:

Wha now dare say he whs to 1)1aim:

Or, wha dare cry a parley:

Ijcf him gae hack the road he came,

Nac cow-ard hearts for Charlie.

.Our Highland and our law-land maids,

O but thej like him dearly!

And weel they like the tartan plaids

Tliats buekled on for Charlie.

The bruilzie now- is wcel begun,

Then heart an' han' tillt fairly
J

Wi' Highland sword an' Highland gun,

We'll mak a road for Charlie.

brite's a ddress Yo his .4R„\n\

R, Id

1)



J J

VMi.t will he a Traitor kn^c :

Wha can fill a cowards grave.

Wha sac- base as be a slave:

C'<>\\ aid! turn and flee!

Wha lor Scotland's king and law

""Freedom's sw-ord will strongly draw?

Free-—man stand, or free—man fa 1
,

I

By oppressions •.'.'woes and pains*

Let him on 1 wi' me

By jour sons in se rvile<- chains!

We "will drain otrr dearest veins,

But they shall he free!

Lay the proud usurpers \tn\ .

Tyrants fall in every foe!

Liberty s in e\cry blowl

Forward! do, or die !
•

<3"<S-

waTf.r loo. Same. Air.

Revolving time has brought ilie day,

That beams w-ith glory's brightest raj,

In hist'rys page, or poets laj

The day of Waterloo!

Kach British heart with ardour burns,

As tliis resplendent day returns,

While humbled France in secret mourns

The day of Waterloo.

Then lift the brimful goblet high.

While rapture beams in every eye!

Let shouts c.I triumph rend the sk\,

The toast be Waterloo!
To all who can the honor claim,

From Wellington's immortal name
To the humblest son of martial fame,

Wh fought at Watc

Fill, fill the wine -cup yet again;

But altered l;c the- joyous strain;

To those, the cup now silent drain,

Who fell at Waterloo!

Soft sigh,ye breezes, 'o'er the gTave,

Where rests flic "relics of the brave!

And sweetest tlowrcts o'er them wave,
W|„, sleep on W.terlo„!

From their rnsanguind honourd bed.

The- olive rears its peaceful head,

Nurs'd by the sacred blood they •heel

At jrlorious Waterloo.

In freedom's sacred cause to die!

In victory's embrace to lie.

Who would not breathe bis latest sigl

Like those at "Waterloo!

)J
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SIR PATRICK SPEJTCE,

2

The king sits in Dun.-ferm—line tow n, Drinking- the blude red wine; O

shese

U|j and spak an cldcrh knicht,

Sat . at the king's richt knee,

Sir Patrick Spencc is the best sailor,

That sails upon the sea.

The king- has written a brairl letter,

And sig-rid it wi' his hand,

And sent it to Sir Patrick Spencc,

Was walking" nn the sand .

The first line that Sir Patrif k red,

A loud l.iiuli lauchcd he;

The next lint that Sir Patrick red,

The tear Minded his ce.

O quha is this has Hone this dcid,

This ill dcid done to me;

To send me out this time o1 the zeir,

To sail upon the sea.

Mak haste, mak haste, my mirry men a',

Our g;uid schip sails the morne.

O say na sac, my master dear,

For I feir a.dca.d-he storme

.

I-ate late yestreen I saw the new moon,

Wi'thc auld moon in her armc,

And I feir, I feir, my dear master,

That we wull come to harmc .

O our Scotch nobles were richt laith,

To weet their cork heel d shoone;

Bot,lang; or a' the play was play'd,

They wat thair heads abonne.

O lang-

, lang
-

, may thair ladies sit

Wi' thair fans into their hand,

Or eir they see Sir Patrick Spcnce

Cum sailing- to the land.

O lang, lang-

, may thair ladies stand

Wi'' thair gold kerns in thair hair,

"Waiting for thair ain deir lordes,

For they'll see thame na mair.

Haff owre, half owre to Aberdour,

It's fiftic fadom deip;

And thair lies gnid Sir Patrick Spencc

Wi' the Scotch lordes at his feit

.
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I'HF. HAWS OF CROMDALE.

As 1 came in by Achindown, A lit _tlo wee bit frae the town, Wlien
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Wc were in lied, sir, every man,
When the English host upon us came;
A bloody battle then began

Upon the haws of Cromdale.
The English horse, they were so rude.

They bath'd their hoofs in Highland blood;

Bnt imr brave elans they boldly stood
Upon the haws of Cromdale.

Rut, alas, we could no longer stay,

For o'er the hills we came away,
And sure we do lament the day

That e'er we came to Cromdale.
Thus the great. Montrose 1 did sa^

,

Can you direct the nearest way,
For I will o'er the hills this day,

And view the haws of Cromdale.

Alas, my- lord,you're not so strong;
You scarcely have two thousand men,
And there's twenty thousand on the plain,

Stand rank and file on Cromdale .

Thus the great Montrose did say,

I say direct the nearest waj

,

,

For I will iiVr the hills this day
And see- the haws of Cromdale.

They were at dinner cverv man.
When great Montrose .upon them tame;
A second battle.then began

Upon the haws of Cromdale.
The Grants, Mackcuzics, and Mac kays,
Soon as Montrose they did espy,

O. then they fought most vchmently
Cpon the haws of Cromdale.

The MV Donalds they return'd again,
The Camcrons did their standard join,

M'. Tntosh playd a bonny game
Upon the haws of Cromdale,

The MV Gregors fought like lions hold,
MV 1'hcrsons none could them controul,

MV Lauchlans fought like loyal souls
Upon (he haws of Cromdale.

MV Leans, MV Doug-als, and MV Neals,

So boldly as they took the field,
And made their enemies to yield

Upon the haws of Cromdale.
The Gordons boldly did advance,
The Frazers fought wi' sword andlante,
The Grahams they made their heads to dance

Upon the haws of Cromdale.

The loyal Stewarts with Montrose,
So boldly set upon their foes,
And brought them down with Highland blows

Upon the haws of Cromdale.
Of twenty thousand Cromwell! men,
Five hundred fled to Aberdeen,
The rest of them lies on the plain

Upon the haws of Cromdale'.

D
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Gloom—y «i»-i>rV now a _wa, Salt the wcst_lin brcc_zes blaw,
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Mangf the hirks o' Stan _ Icy shaw Tin m.i - \is sings In' chcer_ic Om mm ^m***"^- m
Sweet the craw — flow1™ car _ ly bell Decks Glen _ ll . krV il< w _ \ 'I'll,

^ -frt

*£ *^

>nm_intr like ili\ bon _iiie sol'. M\ vonne". mv art _ less dear- ic O.Bloom _intj" like thj b»n_iiic scl', My young', my art _ less dear- ie
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Come, my las — sic, let us stray Oct Glen _'kil _ loci's sun _ ny

^ _c^_
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hat no _vcr wca _ ric O,
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Blyth_ly sj>cnd tlie g-owd _ en Hay Midst joys that ne _ver wca _ ric^ SB

D

T'.wVino" oer the Newton woods,
I.avVocks fan the snaw—white clouds,
Siller saug'hs, wi? d'^vvny buds,

Adorn the bank sac briery O :

Round the sylvan Fairy nooks,
TVath'ry breckans Iiingt the rocks,
'Neath the brae the btitnie jouks,

And ilka thing" is cheery O.
Trees may bud, and birds may sing',

Flowers may bloom and verdure suring",
Joy to me they canna bring",

Unless wi' thee, my dearie O.
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As I was a walking' all a _ lone Bc_twcen a wa_ter and a w a' And

!!
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^UiJk^
there I spied a -wee, wee man, The w*ee_cst man that c-er; 1 saw. His
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leg was scarce a shath _ monts T length, And thick and thimher was his thie; Be-

as m- n .
i u m

j
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twecn his brows there was a span, And between his shoulders there were three..

1^^ r
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He took up a mcikle static,

And he flangt as far as I couhl see J

Tho' I had been a Wallace wight,

I couldna lift en* t to my knee.

O wee, wee man, bin tliotl be strong!

O tell me where thy dwelling be.

My dwelling's down at yon bonny bower,

O will you go with mc and see?

On we lap, and awa we rade,

Till we came to y>n bonny .green;

We lighted down for to bait vntv horse,

And out there came a lady fine

.

Four and twenty at her back,

And they were a' clad out in green;.

Though the king of Scotland had been 1herc,

The warst u' them might ha'been his ijik«i

On we lap, and awa we rade,

Till we came to yon bonny ha',

Where the roof was o1 the bonny beaten gould,
And the floor was o' the crystal a*.

When we came to the stair foot,

Ladies were dancing jimp and sma\
But, in the twinkling of an e'e,

My wee, wee man, was clean awa.

T Shathmont in old Scotch, means the fist closed with the thumb extended.

I)
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7°HE YELLOW HAIRED LADDIE,

*tim_mer ap-proarliinjj- re_joir-_et.il the swain. In A_pril when prim_roses

fij pjjiu j.in jr if ^ i i^ iii n
paint tlic sweet plain, -And smn_mer ap_proaehing re_joieeth the swain, The
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yeUow -hair'd lad_die wou'd of _ ten times g-o, To wilds and deep
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g-Iens, where the haw _ thorn trees grow. The yellow- haird laddie wou'd
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There, under (lie shade of an old sacred thorn,

VVifh freedom lie song' his loves, ev'ning and morn;

He sang- with so safr and enchanting a sound,

That sylvan*, and fairies, unseen, danc'd around

.

The shepherd thus sung: »ho' young Mary he fair,

Her beauty is dash'd with a scorn fu' proud air?

But Susie was handsome, and sweetly could sing-,

Her breath like the breezes, pcrfum'd in the spring.

That Maddie, in all the gay bloom of her youth,

Like the moon whs inconstant, and never spoke truth;

But Susie was faithful, good humour'd, and free,

And fair as the goddess who sprung from the sea.

That mamma's fine daughter, with all her great dnw'r,

"Was aukwardly airy, and frequently sour!

Then sighing, he wish'd, would Parents agree,

The witty sw^.it Susie his mistress might be.

7'HE TEL LOT*' HAlR yD LADDIE*

The yellow— hair'd laddie sat on yon burn brae,

Cries ^ milk the ewes lassie, let nane of them gac;

And ay as she milked, and ay as she sang,

The yellow— hair'd laddie shall be my goodman .

And ay-as she milked, Sic.

The weather is cauld, and my claithinjj is thin;

The ewes are new clipped they winna bught in J

They winna bught in, altho' I shoxi'd die,

O yellow— hair'd laddie, be kind and help me.

They winna bught in , Sic.

The good w-ife cries butt the house, Jenny come ben;

The cheese is to mak, and the butter to kirn;

Tho' butter, and cheese, and £ ..shou'd be soar,

I'll crack wi' my love for ae ha'f hour;

It's ae ha'f hour, and we\ e'en make it three,

When the. yellow-hair'd laddie my Guidman shall be .

Siime Air.

D



f>4 THE LA DTE GRANGE.

Oh. lang the I^a _ dy Grange did Hevc TT_pon St K.il_da's

» r

—•"*
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Far far re_movd irae kith and kin, And a' that liie en_dcars, She

i=lw ^
F«3

il m i 1 1 m ^j^f —
p. TO

aft look H oer the wat' — ry waste, Whare Deer a Schip ap — pears
,

i?m ^^
O! is it for my fait herVF crime

That I'm thus banish't far?

Or was it »ny faut <>' mine
That kindled civil war:

M'.' I-eod and Lovar, weel I trow,

Hae wroght this- treacherie;

Rut wherefore has their cruel spite

Facn on helpless me;

And thus she mtirned; fair Ladye Grange
Thus sped her life away;

The m'ornin strn it brought nae joy^

And night did close the day}
Anil nought was heard but sea-birds cry

To cheer her solitude,

Or the raging billows roar

That broke o'er rj>cks so rude

.

At length, a fav ring wind did bring

An auld and worthy pair,

Wriase kindest charitic

Her sorrows a' did share 1

•

They taught her pridefu' heart to bend
Aneath the chastening rod;

And then she kt nt her prison walls'

Had been a blest abode.

"•Oifisly of Dairy, who shot the I..nrrP- President , Sir George Lockhart

1^
about the \?06 for deciding a law suit against him.
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Out o_ver the Forth I look to the north; But what is tin
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north and its High_lands t.. me, The south nor the oast gie ease to my
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88 HAME CAM OUB GUDEMAJST At F. F.JT.

Rccit: In tim<
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Rcrit.

Hamc cam mire gudcman at ecn, And liame cam lie, And

±
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In timein ume ^« k^

there lie saw a sad _ die horse, "Where horse sud .na be. Olii

Si*

1 r
i ! r r ii

r
ii 1

1

r
r

how's tliis? and what's this? And wha's may he he? How cam this
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horse litre yrrfh - out the leave o' me? Ye sil __ ]y9 bliiid,

In lime
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loit - cd carl, and hlind _ er may ye be; Its but a bon _ nie
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milk— cow my min —ny sent to me. Milk cow! quo' he;
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In time
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milk cira, quo* she; O far liac I rid _den, and mie _ kle liac I

^ P^
Rccit: ^bi In time. . _ |v
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£{acn, But a sad _ die on a milk -cow saw I lie _\cr Iianc

,

£ PP^P^
Hamc cam oure gudeman at een,

And liamc cam he,

And there he saw a siller gun,

"Whar nae sic gun sud be.

How's this? and what's this?

And how cam this to be?

How cam this pun here

"Without the leave o' me?

Ye stupid auld doited carl,

Yc'rc unco blind I sec

;

It's but a bonnie parritch-stic k

My Minnie sent to me.

Parritch-stick]quo'hc-a\,parritch-stick,quo'slK;

Far liac I ridden, and mickle liac I seen,

But siller muntcd parritch—sticks

Saw I never iianc

.

Hamc .can) oure guile-nan at e'en,

And liame cam he,

And there he saw a leather- cap,

, , "Whar nae cap sud be.

How's this? and what's this?

And h<*w cam this to bef

How cam tliis bannct hcrc.'i

"Without the leave o' me?
Ye're a silly auld donard bodie,

And unco blind 1 see*

It's but a tappit clocken hen

My minnie sent to me.

A clocken hen.quo'he-a chicken hen,quo' she;

Far hae I ridden,and farcr hac I jr-aen,

But white cockauds on clocken hens

Saw I never nanc

.

Ben the house gaed the g-udeman,

And ben gaed he,

And there he spied a'Hicland plaid,

"Whar nae plaid sud be.

How's tliis?and what's this?

And how cam this to be?

How cam the plaid here

"Without the leave o' rne ?

Oh hooly, hooly, my gudeman , -

And dinna angered be

;

It cam wi' cojjsin M'. Intosli

Frac the north count rie .

Your Cousin.quo he-, aye cousin,quo she-

Blind as ye may jibe me,Ive sight enough to see,

Ye're hidin tories in the house

"Without the leave o' me.

D



HH WHA WUDJVA FIGHT" FOR CHARLIE,

Chorus.
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r

Wha wad — na fight for Char— lie? Wha wad - na draw- flic sword?

^i r ' r I Lif
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f
"Wha . vend _ iir* up - and ral _ Iy

?
At their roy _ al Priri _ ce*s wordf

" :
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Think on Sco _ tia's an_cient lie —roes; Think on for- eign foes re _ pell d;

1 1
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Think on glorious Bruce and WT

al -lace, Wha the proud usurpers <|uelld. ,lu . f| 1()
s

Rouse, rouse, ye kilted warriors;

Rouse ve heroes ol' the north",

Rouse, and join your chieftains banners,

Tis your Prince that leads yaa forth,

"Wha wadna light, &c.

Ste the northern clans advancing*;

Sec Glengary and Lochiel I

See the brandish d broad swords glancing -

,

Hig'hland hearts are true as steel.

Wha u-arlna fight, &c.

Shall mc basely crouch to tyrants.'

S"h ill we own a foreig"n sway?

Shall a royal Stuart be banish d,

While a strar.g'er rules the day.

Wha wadna fight, <fc< .

Now our prince has rcard his banner;

Now triumphant is oirr cause;

Now- the Scotish lion rallies,

Let us strike for prince and laws

Wha wadna fight, &rc.

I)
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Anil a' that e'er my Jen_ny had, my Jen_ny had, my Jen_ny had; And

Chorus.
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Jcjuiys l>aw_bie. And a' that e'er my Jcn_ny had, my Jen_ny had, my

£1 T^Tt-fJ s» SEE*

We'll pit it a' in the- penny-pig-

,,

The pcnny_pig. the penny-pitr;

We'll pit it a' in the penny-pig -

,

And birl't a' tlirf c

.

And a' that e'er, &c

.

D
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The emigrant*

Air,".Si do mholla'?
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From his booth on tl.c hill fhc sad shcp_herd retires, Down thi

^^^^^^
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lorg slo_ping vale to the sea_bca_tcn shore; From the scenes ol his youth, from the

gj , J "J I J^f f=P=FS I g

<f»j ^ ifr7#^#a^p^pppii
home of his sins, A new home to seek o'er tin wild o_cean's roar

K^fg^^^^^LRf^M
On his ami hung" his partner of jo\ and of wot

;

On her check ihe smile- strn\r to oppose the hii»" tear;

'Twas vain; for the past still reiurrf'il to her vitw^

Anil the Future Avas dar-ken'-d with sorrow and care

,

By (heir side the dear pledges of love cheerful smild.

For they knew not the cause why their fond lather mntirn'd;

And the old shepherd dog-, as he follow 'd, how l'd wild,

And oft to the dear lonely mansion return'd

.

O hard, cruel I^ordliny, thy mandate's severe,

That sends yon sad hand o'er the- wide western wave ;

Oct tliv hicr weeping Pin shall ne'er shed a tear,

Nor l"\c sa.liv sigh n'< r i\\y dark narrow- grave

.

There's jtojve To sooThe my soil To resT.
Gaelic.

fesJ^-^^4 1 i-i a

There's none to soothe my sclul to rcst,Thcrc's none my load of g-ritf to share.

K^—-r-^J
r fU i'F^

D
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Or wake to joy this lonc_ly breast", Or lijjlit the gloom of dark i1c._i.air.

Oft to the winds my grief I tell;

They bear along the mournful t-ilc

To dreary echo's rocky cell,

That heaves it back upon the gale.

The little wild bird's merry lay,

That wont niy lightsome hear* to cheer.

In murmuring echoes dies away,

And melts like sorrow on my ear.

The voice of joy no more can cheer,

The look of love no more can warm,

Since mute for aycTs that voice so dear,

And closd that eye alone could charm.

FAREWEEL, FAREWEELl
Very Old.^4-P# f

4=^=#
Fare _ \\ eel, O fare _ weel mi heart it

IS!!!! =F^ J 4_j \=&=\=

*M-i-$HrQ± i UU-"
r; Far<_wctl, O inrc_ wcelj I'll see him tiac mair.

fernm ^_^
I,any, laiig- was he mine.

I^any, laiig', but nac mair;

f m<iun-nn repine,

But my heart it is suit.

But,Ol lie's at rest,

"Why sud T compiceiif

Gin my saul be blest,

Pll meet him agfain .

His stall's at the wa,

Toom, toom is his chair;

The bannct an 1 a'!

AnrI I maun be here.

OI to meet him ag'ain -.

Whar hearts neer were sair,

O! to meet him ag-ain
,

To part never mair.

r>
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•fHE SOUT'EFS 0' SELKIRK.

Pgj I
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Its up wi' the Sout __ ers o' Sel _ kirk, And dfiwn wi*' the
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Earl o' Hume; And here is to a' the braw lad dies, That
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Sel _ kirk, For they are baitli trns - ty and leal; And trp wi' the
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lads o* the Fo _ rest, And down - wi' the Merse to the deil
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Fye upon yellow and yellow,

Fye n|)OQ yellow and green;

Btit up wi' the true blue and scarlet,

And trp wi' the single soald sheen.

tTp wi' the Sotiter* o' Selkirk,

For they are baith trusty and leal

;

And up wi' the men o' the Forest,

And down wi' the Merse to -the deil.
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O' might _iy. na _ tures hanl_dy_ warks, Tlie (ura'-mnii,

j^=f=^4lnN4*^M^
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trokc-s, FVae daw_ in m the g,loam'_ in, The !ar_ mors paiifs , tlir

mcr _ chant's gains, Arc liaifli to please a Wo _ man

The Sailor spreads the- daring sail,

Tlitf.' angry seas a foaming;

The jewels, gems n» foreign shores,

Ho gies, to please a Woman.
TJ10 Sodgcr l;o'lit s o'er crimson fields,

In distant climates roaming;

Yt» lays,wi' pride, iiis laurels down,

Before all—conquering Woman.

A Monarch Ica'cs his golden throne,

Wi' other men in common,

He flings aside his crown, ami km < !<.

A subject to a Woman.
The' I had a* cer man possess <1,

Barbarian, Greek or Roman;
It wad nae a' he worth » strae,

Without my goddess.*Woman'-,

D



74 MT LOrE HAS FORSAKE JT ME.

My love has for_sa_kcn me; Ken yc fur wrhyr Be _ cause lie has

^^^^^^^^^
Alas.' that tcr poortith

On leal hearts should fa;

For love if turns cauldrife.

And soon' flies awa

.

Km Xvlrcthcr T yet him, &<

The fairest o' maidens,

If pour (hey may be,

Wi^l aft si, fu' wacfu'

Wi* the tear in their cc.

Whether I g-et him, &e,

He vim d, and he promisd.
And I did believe;

But, since that lie's faithless,

'lis folly f« grieve.

Wliether I get him, Scr

.

RAJsWOCKS 0' HEAR MEAL.
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Ban_no<ks «>' hear meal, and han_nocks o' bar_ley; Here s to the
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high _ land _ man's ban _ nocks o' bar_ley. Wha in a brill — zie will
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bar _ Icy. Ban -Docks <>' bear meal, and ban _ ice k.. ' liar _ ley

&rmre
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ocks o' bc.tr 'mt.^1, au<\ h,u\
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Wlia, in liis wjt (lays, were loyal to Charlief

Whit was it co-w 'd the Knolish loons rarely?

Ann" claw'd their backs it Falkirk fairly?

Wlia, but the lads wi* the bannocks o' barley?

Bannocks o' bear meal, &c.

Wha was't, when hope -was blaster! fairly,

Stood in ruin wi' bonnie Prince Cliarlie?

And 'neHth the Duke's bluidy paw dreed In' sairlj ?

Wha, but the lads wi1 the bannocks o' barley?

Bannocks u*1 bear meal, &c.

Wha for auld rG curdle, at Egypt and Maida,
Scotland's proud banner sac fearless displayd_a?
Broke the Invincible ranks blade to Made .a?

Wha, but the lads wi1 the bannocks o' barley?

Bannocks o' bear meal, &c.

Wha on the Waterloo - heights waukened early?

Wlia, when the bullets raire'.H on them righ(_, sairly,

Charged back the faemen, an' studc their grund fairly?

Wlia but the lads wi' (he bannocks o' barley?

Bannocks o* bear meal, &c

Wha, when the coward loons first gan to S"withcr,

Poured like the blcc-ze o1 their ain mountain heather:

Wha frae the Eagles wing- plucked its last feather?

Wha, bill the 1 ids i\ i' the bannocks o1 barley?

Bannocks o 1 bear meal, &c.

D
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c _ m>" my moan; A_las: if in _ creas_es my pain. When I
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tin" nk fif Mir rfays tfi.it are g»one« Thro' (ho grate ''I my j>ri __ son 1
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T)»e IvirHs ^a* *h^y wan _ ton in air, My heart how

SitU—

£

^ PP

rVliove.JIm' opjiresl by my Van,

? btirn with contempt If »r my foe's,

lii
s

i' 'it uri' - has ahcrd my staff1
,

She? iK-V-r can subdue me fo those.

t'..t> woman I in ages to crime,

Tliv malice detested shall lie.

An'! win n ive arc cold in flie Tomb,

Snini heart still will .sorrow for mo.

D

Yc roofs where cold damps ami dismay,

With silence and solitude dwell

,

How comfortless passes the day,

How sad tolls tilt evening- l>r!l.

The owls from the battlements ' ,

TTnllrmr winds seem to murtimr ..r imd,

O Mary! prepare Ihce to ilje,

My blood it rims colli at rhr Minit

.
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^tune- ful birds to sing, And while they war_blc from each spray, Love
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melts the u _ ni _ ver _ sal lay. Let us, \ _ man__da, time — ly

3$
Cf i

r 4 jf r i
r-H J j-i J J-

jj.au nn i

flflfl u jjfig7?—+
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Behold the hills and vales around,
With lowing herds and flocks abound;
The wanton kids, and frisking lambs,
Gambol and dance about their dams;
The busy bees,with humming noise,

And all the reptile-kind rejoice;

Let us, like them, r^joicing^stray .

About the Birks of lnvermay.

Hark, how the waters , as they fall
,

Loudly my love to gladness call;

The wanton waves.sport in the beams,
And fishes play throughout (he streams:

The circling sun does now advance,

And all the planets round him dance;

Let us as jovial be as they,

Amang the Birks of lnvermay.

For soon the winter of the year,

And age, life's winter, will appear;

At this thy living bloom will fade,

As that will strip the verdant shade -

Our taste of pleasure then fs o'er,

The leathered song-sfc-rs arc no ni'<r< ;

And when they droop, and we- «le-< a)
,

Adieu (lu Birks of Invcrm.iy. P
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O Love-ly PoUly Stcw-artj O charm-ing Pol_l> Slew .,nl J There's

c, i r

pjgij ,
| Lr ^^W J

- J i J^i-jiiii J
i

ne'er a flnw'r that blooms in Mav, That's half so fair as thoti art. The
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flow'r it Maws, it fades, it fa's. And art can ne'er re . new it; But

i fj^j* I ^y y s
rth and truth, e_ter_nal youth "Will gic to Pol_ly Stew— art.

O lovely Tolly Stewart!

O charming- Polly Stewart'

There's ne'er a flower that blooms in May,
That's half sae sweet as thon art.

M.iy hc> whase arms shall fauld thy charms.

Possess a leal and true heart;

To hhn be given, to ken the heaven,

He gTasps in Polly Stewart.

GLEJVQGIE.

N Es.

Old Ballad.
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Three- score o' No_blcs rade u\> the King's ha', But bon_ny Glen
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og_jc'!» the flovrV o' Them a> W{* his milk - white i!«-il, .md lu«

hon_ny Mark ee, GIen_o£_ie, dear Mi _ther', GIen_og-_ic- for me
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O had your tongue, dochter, ye'll get better than, ho;

O say nae sae, mither, for that canna he;

Tho' Dmmlie is richer, and greater than he,

Yet if I maun tak him, I'll certainly dee.

"Where "will I get a bonny boy, to win hose and shoon,

Will gae to Glenogie, and cam shune again?

O here am 1, a bonny boy, to win hose and shoon,

Will gae to Glenogie, and cum shune again.

When he gaed to Glenogie, 'twas wash and go dine;

'Twas wash ye, my pretty boy, wash and go dine;

O 'twas ne'er my Faither's fashion, and it neer shall be mine,

To gar a Lady's hasty errand wait till I dine

;

But there is, Glenogfie, a letter .to thee;

The first line that he read, a low smile gae he;

The next line that he read, the tear blindit his ee;

But the last line that he read, he gart the table flee .

Gar saddle the black horse, gae saddle the hrowD (

Gar saddle the swiftest steed e'er rade frae a town;
But lang ere the horse was driwn, anil broujjht to the green,

O bonny Glenogie was twa mile his lane .

When he cam to Glenfeldy's door, little mirth "was there,

Bonny Jean's Mother was tearing her hair;

Ye're welcome, Glenogie , ye're welcome; said she;

Ye're -relcome, Glenogie, your Jeanie to see.

Pale and wan w^as she, ulicn Glenogie gaed ben;
But red and rosy grew she whene'er he sat down;
She turned awa her head, but the smile was in her ee

;

O binna feared, Mither, I'll may be no dee .

I)
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A_gain the breeze blaws thro' the trees,The flowrs bloom by tlie burn,
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Willie,* Gay spring' is seen in fai_ry green, The year nae mair shall mourn,Willie. -

The tender burls hang- on the woods,

An 1 lowly slaethorn tree, Willie;

Its blossi/m spreads, nor cauld blast dreads,

But may be nipt like me, Willie.

The frien'less hare is rhasrl nae mair;

She whids along the lea, Willie,

Thro' dewy show'rs the lavVoek towVs,

An' sings, but not for me, Willie.

When far frae thee, a' nature's charms,

What pleasure (an they gic, Willie?

My spring is past, my sky oercast;

It's sleepless nights wi' me, Willie.

Silent and shy, they now gac bye,

That us'd to speak wi' me, 'Willie;

Nae tale, nae sang, the hale day lang;

It's a' for loving thee, Willie.

Wi' wily art ye wan my heart,

That heart nae mair is free, Willie

;

Then, O: be kind, sin' now its thine,

I had nae mair to gie, Willie

.

But vain Ive pled, for thou hast wed
A wealthier bride than me,- Willie

;

Ni>w nought can heal the wound I feel,

But lay me down an' die, Willie.

Farcweel ye braes and happier days 1

By rrystal-%vinding' Oreo Willie;

When o'er my grave the green grass waves,

O wilt thou think on me, Willie.
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The craw's kill'd the poussie 0,The craw's kill'd the poussie O; Tin
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c_klc cat sat clown and grat, In Wil- lie's wee hit hous _ ie O .
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The craw's kill'd the pous_sie O, Tlie craw's kill'd the pons _ sic O; Aw\
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aye, aye, the kit _ tlcn cried, Oh wha'll bring ' me a mou_sio Ol

Comin' by the rockie O,

Comin' by the rockie O'

I licket out tlie pickle meal,

And play'd me wi' the pockie O.

The Colly dog' he sat and growl'd
,

But never stirr d the poussie O *,

But, waur than a', the mickle craw

Has taen and killd our poussie O.
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THE ROJVJVIE LAD THAT'S FAR AWA,
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Oj how can I he blythe and glad; Or how can I gang

|:*.r' 5 1 1m wm r^n-rr
^ * M I i i

'

i

J
i i mtf-tr

hrisk and braw; When the bon_nie lad, that I lo'e best, Is
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i Per the hills and far a — wa ; "When the bon _ nic
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lad, that
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a _ _a\ a :1 1(»V best , Is oVr the hills an<i far

£ ^^B
Â j>air o' gloves he bought tci nic,

And silken snoods he gac nic Iwaj

And 1 will ^ wenr them lor his saki ,

The bonnie lad that's lar a-wa.

And I will, &c.

GZ.OO.W DECEMBER*

Ance niair I hail thee, thou g|nom-.y Dc^_ccm—bcr. Ance mair 1
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hail thee wi' sor-row 'land care; Sad was the part _ ing, thon

mak'st me re - mem - her; Part-ing wi' Nan-cy, oh! nt'or i" "meet mair.
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milil on the soft part — ing hour; But the dire feel

i!m
1

well, lor e— vcr, An-truish un — min — gled and a — go _L ny pure.
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Wild as the winter now tearing the, forest,

Till the last leal o' the summer is flown;

Such is the tempest", has shaken my bosom,

Till my last hope and last comfort is gojae .

Still as I hail thec, thou gloomy December!

Still shall 1 hail tin? wi' sorrow- and care*

For sad was the partino, thou makes ane remember;

Parting wi* Nancy; '>'>. ne'er to meet mair.

I)



84 LORD EGLIJVT'OJr's AVLD MAN.
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The aisld gudeman cam liame at night Sair wearied wi' the wayj His
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looks were like an evening' bright, His hair was sil __ ler gray; He^ 1TH I
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spak <>' days lang' past an ' gane, "When life beat high in ,ev?_ry vein, When
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he HSkas lore —most on the plain On evt_ ry blyth _ some day
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The lile o' man's a winter day;

Look back, 'tis gane as soon;

But yet his pleasures halve the way,

An' lly before 'tis noon.

But conscious virtue still maintains

The honest heart thro' toils an' pains,

An' hope o' better days remains,

An' hands the hcarl aboon.

D
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Jacobife.

Lively. It's here a _ wa, tlicrc a _\\a, H>m thc\ did rin, When fhey
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the dans march, rind in ear — nest he _ gin: Its lie re a -. W»j
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there a _ wa, how they did flee, When they heard tlMt Prince Charlie -was
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They ffi't to their lect, just as sure as a tl'"",

Whcn-ecr they heard Charlie to Scotland "was come.

"Haste-, haste ye WJ quo the atild wives wi' glee;

O joy to the day Charlie cam owre the sta,"

An* loons ye maun gae hame.

Whiff's, fare ye a 1 wcel, ye may scamper aw a,

For haith here nae langer ye'll whip an' yc'll ca'

;

Nor mair look on Scotland wi' lightlHu1 e'e,

For Charlie at last has come over the sea

.

An' loons ye maun gae hame.

Our Iang Scotish miles they will tire ye right sair,

An', aiblins, in mosses an'.hog's jc will lair;

Rut, rest an' he thanftfir' gin hame ye may see,

I rede ye that Charlie has tome owre the sea.

An' loons ye maun g-ae hame.
J)
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Dun^can Gray cam here to woo, A' but tlie wor_ din n't;

^m
m £e£ee£ i %^Wn

He cftnM scrape, and he coiled bow; Mum was the burden '>t,
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j Mo_ny hums and mn_ny beys, Thumbs be twlrld twenty ways;
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But a sound lie nmnl n.i raise; Mum was tbe bur_den o't

-^.
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Mejr was blythe and MoJJ was bra, Mrjj bethought her it was time,

Herh, hey, the wooin o't

;

Hech, hey, the wooin o't;

She had scorned ane or twa, Hearth o' words it was nae crime;

And ne'er tuik tlie men fort _ Heih, hey, the wooin o't.;

Dummy lad,, now ye^ll can spay, Duncan yellow crowd coud tell,

Tell me wha for lif< I'll hae?" Walth had he o 1 maut an' meal,

He has written Duncan Gray; She wad find the words hersell,

Fair fa' the wordin o't. Hcch, hey, the wooin o't.
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Tak vovf acid cloak AFor-r' xf.

In winter when therain raind eauld, And frost and snawon il-Ua lull, And

agm SEg^SMSSH
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Bor—eas «i 1 his blasts sac hauld, Was thrcat'—iuiiy a ' "ur ky *i>

kill. Then
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Bell my wife, wha ln'es na strife. She said to me, right li.is— ti — ly, Get
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"Vi gudeman, save Cromies lile. And tak your auld cloak a_boiit ye.
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My Cromie* is a useful cuw,

And she is come of a good kync;

Oft has she wet the bairns' mou.

And I am laith that she should tyne;

Get up, gvdeman, it is fou time.

The sttn shines in the lift sae hie;

Sloth never made a gracious end,

Gae tak yonr auld cloak about ye.

Every land has its ain laugh
j

Ilk kind of corn it has its hool,^

I think the warld is a' run wrang,

When ilka wife her man wad rule;

Do ye not see Rob, Jock, and Halt,.

Aff they are girdeVl gallantly,

While I sit hurkling in tlie a.scf

III hi'c a new cloak about me.

My cloak was ance a gfood grey cloak,

When it was fitting1 for my wear;

But now its scantly worth a groat,

For I have worn't this thirty year;

Let's spend the gear that we have won,
We little ken the day we'll die;

Then 111 be proud, since I have sworn,

To ha'e a new cloak about me.

-In days when our King Robert rang,

His trews they cost but half a crown;

He said they, were a groat o'er dear,

And ca'd the taylor thief and loun.

He was the king that wore a crown,

And thou the man of laigh degree;

Tis pride puts a' the country down,

Sae tak thy auld clo^k about ye;

Goodman, I wat 'tis thirty years

Since we did ane anither ken;

And we ha'e had, between us twa

Of lads and bonny lasses ten;

Now they are women grown and men,

I wish and pr^y well may they he;

And if you prove a good husband,

Ken tak your auld cloak about ye.

Bell my wife, she lo'es na strife,

But she Wad guide me, if she can,

And to maintain an easy life,

I aft maun yield, tho' Im gudeman:
Nought's to be won at woman's hand.

Unless ye gi'e her a1 the plea;

Then 111 leave aff whare I began.

And tak mv auld cloak about m < .

D
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T'HF. L^MEJCI' OF WALLACE,

^fter the Battle of Falkirk. 1299.
Air_Maids of Arrochar.

ne—vex brincr plea-sure a_gain; My bra"! c Ca_ le _ don _ tarn lie low- nn the

r i m r r<
^ Pi

t^r * ' \ 4 j— .̂

base- heart — cd trcach1- ry has doom'd our on — do _ ing'J My poor bleed _il)g'
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[Ollll - 'ry, what more can 1 do? F/\'n va _ lour looks pal the

Pg&
red field ol ni -in, And free— dom ]>c -holds lier best warriors laid low;
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Farewell, ye dear partners of peril, farewell.

Tlio' buried ye lie in one wide bloody grave,

Your deeds shall ennoble tTie plaee where yoti b II,

And yoxir names be enroll d with the sons of the bravj

Rut I, a poor outcast, in exile must wander;

Perhaps, like a traitor ionohlv mttst die;
1On thy WTongs, O my Country, indignant T ponder;

Ah! woe to the hour when thv Wallace most lly.
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Andante. Let us j)-.., Las_sie, go To tlie braes 63 Bal_uuhi_thcr, Where tin
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Mae bcr_rics grow'Mang the bon_nie high-land h eathe r; "Where the deer and the
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rae, Light—Iy bound—ing to_ge_ther, Sport the lang sum mer day on the
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braes o' Bal — quhi — thcr. Where the deer and the rae, Light—ly bound—ing to —
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g"c-— t!icr, Sport the l^ng- sum.mer day On the braes Bal. <(u|ii_. titer*
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I will twine thee a IkiwV

By the clear siller fountain,

And I'll cover it o'er

Wi' the flow'rs o' the mountain;
I will range thro' the wilds,

And the d«iej) glens sac dreary,
And return wi' their spoils

To the bow'r o' my deary.

o
Wht n tin ruilc wintry win'

ldlyra\cs round ourdwtlling,
And the roar oT the lin

On the night brcezeis swelling,
So merrily we'll sing,.

As the storm rattles o'er us,
'Till the dear sheeling1 ring

Wi' the light lilting chorus.

Now the summer is in prime,
Wi' the flow'rs richly blooming,

And the wild mountain thyme -

A' the moorlands perfuming;
To our dear native scenes

Let us journey together,
Where gflad innocence reigns

'Man"g the braes o' Babpuhitner.
I)
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Old Ballad.

LIZZIE RAIL1E+

It fell a_ bont the Lam ,ma« time, When the trees were fresh anil
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green, Liz„zic Bai_Iie gaed tci Gar_ter town To see her sis _ tcr ' Jean
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She'd no been lang" in Garter town And she's oast all her heigh-hcel d shoon,

Till she met wi' Duncan Graham, "Matte o' the moi roco leather,

Wha kindly there saluted her, And she's put on the Highland brogues',

And wail convey Ik r hamc

.

.To skip amang' the heather.

My bonny Lizzie Bailie,

Ye's bac a tartan plaidie,

Gin ye will g"ang- alang' wi' me
Ami he a Hig-land Lady.

Im sure- they wad tiac ea' me wise,

Gin I wad.g'ang- wi' ynn Sir;

For I can neither card nor spin,

Nor >et milk ewe or cow-, Sir.

My bonny Lizzie Bailie,

Let nane o' these thing's daunt ye;

Yi'll bac nae need to. card or.: spin:

Your mithcr weel can want ye.

And she's put aft' her lowland braw-s,

Made o' the silk and satin,

And she's put on the worset gown,
To skip amang- the breckin

.

She wad nae bac a Law-land laird,

Nor be an Kng'lish lady,

But she wad gang wi' Duncan Graham,
And wear a tartan plaidic ."

She was nae ten miles frac the town,

Wlien she began to wear%,

And ayeshelookcd back and cried,

Farewell to Castlccarry!

Vnw, wae be to you, logger—heads,

Tbat dwell near Castlccarry,

To let aw-a sic a bonny lass

Bauld Duncan 'Graham to marry]

KITTY* REin^S HOUSE OJT THE GREE.Y, ZO.
Air Country Bumpkin.

j i 1 J. g j- £=£=£=£¥
.' *™i r

•

Hcch. hcyl the mirth that was there, the mirth that was there, the
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house on the green, Jo, There wis laugh-in "and sing -in, and dan_ciii and
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glee, In Kit_ty Reid's house, In Kit_ty Reid s house,- Tlicrc was laiii<h_in andM m

ing-in, and dan-tin and glee, In Kit_ty Reid's house on the green, X
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Heth. hey! (lit fright that was there,

The fright that was (here,

The fright that was (litre;

HerliMiowI (he fright that was there,

In Kitty Reid's house on the green, Jo.

The light glimmer d in thro' a track i' tlic'

An' a' body thought the lilt it wad fa',

An 1 lads an' lasses they soon ran aw a
,

Frac Kitty Reid's house on the green, Jo

Httt ! hey! there.the dule that was
The dule that was (here,

The dule that was there;

The birds and beasts it waulteii'd them a'

In Kitty Reid's house on the green, Jo.

The wa' gacd a hurly and scatter d tliem a',

The Piper, the Fidjer, auld Kitty, and a' ;

The Kye fell a routin, the cocks they did craw,

In Kitty Reid's house on the grten, Jo.
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Saw ye John_ie oom.in'i qtro' she; Saw ye John_ie c<im_in ,
r
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O saw jo J lni_ie com _ in'? quo 1 she; Saw yc John _ ic
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com _ in'f Wi* a blue bon _ net on his head, And his flog- _ gric
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Fee him, fattu r, fee him, <|in. she;

Fee him, father, fee him,

For he is a gallant lad,

And a wcel d>>in",

And a*the "wark about the house

Gacs wi'Bc w hen 1 see him,<|iio, she,

Wi'me when I see him .

What will I do wi' him, hussy?

Wha( will I do wi'liini?

He's ni'cr a s.irk njion his hack,

Ami I hae nane to jriV him.

I h.'c twa sarks into my kist,

And ane o' them 1*11 trie him;

And for a mcrk of mair fee

Dinna stand wi' him, quo* she;

Dinnri stand wi' him .

I>

For w-eol do 1 lo*e him, qrjo'she;

Weel do 1 Io'e him;

O fee him, father, l< r him, quo" she.

Fee him, father, fee him;

Hell hand the),lenjj-h, thrash in the barn,

And crack w i* me at eVn, quo'she;

t'raek wi* me At eVn .
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fcr _ file plains, Where ro _ sy health and peace - re _ sides, To
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beech— en shade, "Where wild i'lowrs scent the j>ass_iiij£ ii'-ile, 1 sal with
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MTo more along" thy .flowery side,

111 view the fishes eager spring

To catch the fly, which on thy title ,

Skims unconcern'l, with playful wing-.

Those scenes for ever I'll hold dear,

Tim' hoary Ocean roll between

,

And oft at eve will shed the tear,

And heave the hnrsting sigh unseen.
D



94 MY RONALD WAS A GALLANT GAW
Jacobite.
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My Ronald was a gallant gay, Fu' stately stradc lie on the plain; But
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ruiw lie's banislwl far, awa, I II never scehim back a_gain. O for Mm back a — gain!
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O for bim ba<k a'-gain! I wad gic a KnockhasjiieVland For HiMand Ronald back again.

w& r~t<J r-

=3= EEES
5=

n^p

"^i-i^*—
S-EHE

When * a 1 the lave jjae to their bed.

I wander dowic \\y the glen;

I set me down and greet my fill,

Atid ay I wish him baf k again.

O for him, k< .

O were some villains hangit, hig'h,

And ilka body bad fheir ain!

Then I might sec the Jn'yfn' siglit.

My Highland Ronald back a",ain.

O for him, ic,
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Thro'' The wood, laddie.
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O San_dy, why leaves thon tliy Nel_ly to mmrrn: Thy
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siy-h on the banks of the hum; Or thro1 the wood, lad_dtc , hrn—fil thou re _

>r my ear, Mhen tliro' die wond, lad_die, I ye din _na a|>^_J<oar

ft
Th.il I am forsaken, some spire na t" tell;

I'm ftsli'd wi' their scirning,

I! nili evening and morning".

Their jecriry gaes a if to my lieart wi' a knell,

'When thro' the -wood laddie, I wander my sell

,

Then stay, my dear Sandy, nir lang-er away.

But quick as an arrow,

Haste*, haste here tomorrow}

For I lr\e in anguish, till that happy day.

When thro' the wood laddie, well danee, siii£»" Llld sllt\

I)
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-The bridal gY.

Air Lucy Campbell.

.An we had but a bridal o't

,

An we had but a bridal o't

,

Wed leave the rest unto gude luck,

Altho' there should betide ill o't,

For bridal days are merry times,

And young- folks like the coming' ot,

And Scribblers they hangup their rhymes,

And Pipers they the bumming- ot.

The lasses like a bridal o't,

The lasses like a bridal o't;

Their braws maun be in rank and file,

Altho' that they should guide ill o't.

The boddom o' the kist is then

Turn'd up unto the inmost ot,

The end that held the kecks sac clean

Is now become the teemest ot

.

r>

The bangster at -"the threshing ot,

The bangster at the threshing -o
1
'.

Afore it comes is fidgin fain,

And ilka day's a clashinVjt.

The Pipers and the Fiddlers ot,

The Pipers and the Fiddlers o't,

Can smel) a bridal unco far,

Avid like to-be the middlers o'f .



SAE. BIDE YE TEf. y?

"When I gang- afield and come hame at e'en, An1 if there should happen ever to |>e

1 11 get my wee Wifie fu' neat an' fu' clean, Adiffrence atween my wceWifie an' me,

Wi'a bonny wee bairnie upon her knee,

That will cry Papa,or Daddy,- to me.

Sae bide ye yet, &c.

In hearty good humour, altho1 she be teaz'd ,

I'll kiss her, an' clap her,until she be pleas').

Sae bide ye yet, Sec.

I)
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The dvke of gobdojv h.4s Three daughters.

Old Ballad.

The Duke of Gor_don lias three daugh _tcrs, F. _ li _ za _ bcth,

$m jpp^j
l*
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Mar — gfa _ ret, am) Jean; Tlicy would na stay in hon_nic Oas _ tit

5#
J
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Gor-d-m, But they would 00 tt» boil __ nic A _ bcr _ deen

,

Bf *-*-

Tlicy hail not been in Aberdeen O wo to you, Captain Ogilvie,

A twelvemonth' and a day, And an ill death thou shalt die,

TillL.idy Jean fell in love with Capt Ogilvie, For takingawa my daughter Jean
And away with him she would gae

.

Hanged thou shalt be.

Word came to the Dnkc of Gordon,

Tn the chamber where he lay,

Lady Jean has fell in love -with Cap*. Ogilvie,

And away with him she would gae.

Go saddle me the black horse,

And you'll ride on the gre^

,

\nd I will ride to bonny Aberdeen,
"Where I have been many a day,

,

They were not a mile from Aberdeen,

A mile but only a no,

Till he met with his two daughters walking,

But away was Lady Jean.

Where is your sister, maidens?
Where is your sister, now

:

Where is your sister, maidens,

That she is not walking with you : .

() pardon us, honoured father;

O pardon us! they did say,

L'ady Jean is with Captain Ogilvie,

And away with him she will gae.

And -when he came to Aberdeen,

And down upon the green,

There did lie see Captain Ogilvie

Training' up his men

.

Duke Gordon has wrote a broad letter,

And sent it to the king-,

To cause hang Captain Ogilvie,

If ever he hanged a man.

I will not hang Captain Ogilvie

For no lord that I see;

But I'll cause him to put off the lace and scarlet,

And put on the single livery.

Word fame to Captain Ogilvie,

In the chamber where he lay,

To east off the gold-lace and scarlet,

And put on the single live-ry.

II this be for bonny Jcany Gordon,
This penance 111 tak wi';

If this be for bonny Jeany Gordon
All this and mair I '.will dree.

Lady Jean had not been married

Not a year but only three,

Till she had a babe in cvVy arm,

And a third upon her knee.

O, but 1 m weary of wandering-.

O, but my fortune is had..

It sets not the Duke of Gordons daughter
To follow a soldier lad.

n
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What think ye o» (lie scorn-lu'fiaean/ShcUiio *it d<m-n l»y mo? I i*

cc the tiny that she'll rc_j>inc, Vn _ less she does .1 _ Jfrco

.
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she did hoot, and toot, and flotit, Cause I bade her sit. down; But
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the neist time that eer 1 do't, III he whip_ped like a Ioon»'.- . Wj'
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tir _ ry, ^liir- ry, tir _ ry, whir _ ry,
,
tir — ry, whir _ ry, tec; Wliat
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tliir the scorn _ fu' Quean, She'll no sit down by

1 laid my head iipo' my lnof,

I did 11a care a strac;

1 kend In 1 weel, tliat in a jo'of

Stand lanaf she wad na sae

.

At last a blythsomc lass did cry,

Come, San.dy, i*ic's a san^j 1

;

() now, Mepr Dorts, 1 11 fairly try,

Your heart-strings lor to tvianff.

Wi' a tirry, &fi



100 flBBIE FOWLER.
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Tib—bie Fow_ler t*"1 the ^flcn, There s o'er mo_ny wno^in at hcr$
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Til>-bie Fnw- ler o', the glen. There's o'er mo— ny woo_in at iler:
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Won_in at her, pu 1- in at her, Court- in at her, can _ na g-et her;

I 1^ h
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^fflm
Sil-ly elf, it's for her pel} That a' the lads arc won- in at her.

Tt 11 came east, and ten came west,

Ten came rowinoVr the water,

Twa came down the lang dyke-side;

There's twa and thirty wooin at her.

Wooin at her, &c.

She's got jicndles in her lug's,

Cockle-shells -wad s.et her better;

High-heeld shoon and siller tags,

And a' the. lads are -wooin at her.

Wooin at her, <fec.

There's seven hutt, and seven ben,

Sivcn in the pantry wi1 • her;

Twenty head about the doorf

There's ane and forty wooin at her.

'Wooin at her, &c.

Be a lassie e'er sac black,

An' she hae the name o' siller,

Set her upon Tintock-tap,

The wind will blaw a man till her.

Wooin at her, &c.

She sits queen aniang them a' Be a lassie e'er sae fair,

Ilka chicM expects to get her; An' she want the penny siller,

Kin she but let her thimble fa', A ffie may fell her in the air,

The're .like to knock their heads thegether. Before a. man be even till het.

WVjoin at her, &-C. Wooin at her, &£-.

r>
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Ye Hi'lands and ye Lowlands, Ohl.where have you been? Tiny ha\i
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slain the Earl of Mo -ray, And they laid him on the green! Tiny have
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slain the Karl of Mo - ray, And they laid him on the green I

1 -#§

Now wae be to thee, Huntly.

'And wherefore did yon saer

1 hade you bring" him wi 1 you.

But forbade \-ou him to slay,

I bade, &e.

He was a braw gallant.

And he play'd at the h.C _

And the bonny Earl of Mora}-

Was. the flower amang them a'.

And the, &e.

He was a braw gallant,

And he rid at the ring —

And the bunny Earl of Moray,

Oh! he might have been a king'.

And the, &c.

He was a braw gallant,

And he playM at the glove —

.

And the bonny Earl of Moray

Oh! he was the Queen's true Ion e.

And the, Art.

Oh. laug- will his lady

'

Look oVr the Castle Down,

Ere she sec the Earl of Moray

Come sounding through the town.

Ere she. Ace-.

The bonnic Earl of Moray, here celebrated the handsomest man of his time was

slain by Huntly in 1392. ^%
,. „v2*
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/T/.W; BOBLST LOES .ME.
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Ro_l)in is my ain good_man, O! match him ear_lins,gin >•<

fftrr i[_fcj_Lr i

r t-r
r

f

£

=£
J J j .pi 1 1

J

can, Ft ilk ;m< y>hif_tst^ thinks her swan,.. Bui kind Ro_bin ln'cs mc

.
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To mak my boast Lll e'en, be'bauld, For Ro.liin's lo'ed me young' an'anld, In

w-t ^^ £^N^ » • p m
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sim_niers heat and .\cin_tefs canld My kind Kn — bin lo'es me.

Robin lie romes hame at et-n,

Wi' ple'asnre gflanoin ;n his een;

He tells me a' he's heard an*' seen,

And S3 ne how lie lo'cs me.

There's some hae land , and some hae g-owd,

And some w«l hae them g'in they con'd,

Bnt a' I wisti o' warld s gTrid

Is Robin aye v to ' loe me

.

The gathering of The cla»ys.

Chorus.

Lir-tle war ye wha's <om_ing-, Lif-tlc wat ye «has com-rng-,

™̂ =$
O
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Lif_tle «( yc wha* com_ing, Jock and Tarn and a's com—ing.
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Dim_ can's eom_ing, Doni-alds coming, Co_lin's pominy, Ron_aId's com—iDg-,
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Donald's com—ing', LaxrcMin's com-ing-, A —lis— tor and a's coming*.

. -^
f)*\ the t !i(ir;
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The Laird o' Mackintosh is comin

,

M? Crabie and M? Leod is comin

,

M'.' Kenzic and M? Pherson's comin,

And a' the wild M? Craws cumin.

Hark how the Clans arc crying-:

See how the plaids are flying]

There's Kejijiuch, and Clanronald,

Wi' a' the Sandies, and the Donalds.

Wigton, Nairne, Withrington,

Earl Mar, depend upon, .

Theres F.lcho, and K.il merino,

Kilmarnock's band we a' know;
Brave Kenmure he's comin,

Carnwarth he is rnnnin,

Primrose too' o' Dunnypaicc,
And mony tnair will rin' the race.

Atholes men they are comin,
Perth's men they are comin,

Glengary's men they're comin,

And a' die nolde" Grants are omin
The -Strang, the great, are coxnin on,

Loehiel, Lovat, Fergusson,
Appin, Cluny^ and Maclean,
The big, the wee, the fat, the lean.

Nithsdales cumin, Kenmure's comin,
Derwentwater and Fosters comin,

Borland and Mac-Grcgor's comin,

Mac—Gillavry and a's comin.

Mony a bonny Lord I see,

Cromarty and Ogilvie,

Lewie Gordon and Glenbuiket,

The Whigs were ne'er in sic a rai kef ,

Lords and Lairds, and -a's comin,

Borland and his mci's (omin;

Blythe Cowhill he is comin,

And ilka Dtrnnywastlcs comin,
Jiark, now, the clans are near] - - -

Wi' Pipers playing loud and clear.

The Whigs will find its nae fun,

When they fa? in wi1 Donald Gun.

O! bravely do the lads fight,

Whan they ken they're in the right;

And, oh; it is a bonny sight

To see the hielanid Clans comin!

They gloom, they o-low'r, they luik sae bio,

At every stroke (hey fell a whifif

They maun ri"n, or they'll be dead,
For a' the hi' land Clans art comin.

D
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t*E£E A> J\~0DDI,Y AT 01 F JHOVSE Af HAME,

; S ^-i [I I I
.

^- N S Si & S i,

0,we're a' noddin, nid nid noddin; O, -we're a' nod _ din at
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our house at hamc. How%i a s wi* ye, kimmc-r; And how do ye thrive? And howM
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mo-ny bairns hae ye nowi-Bairns I hae five- And are they a^ at liatnc -w i* \izZ
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Na^ na, na; Fur twa <>' them's a_herdin aye, Sin1 J.i_mie gaed a_wa: Anil we're
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a"* ii' <i<lin, nid. nid nodding O, w c^rc a1 noddin at our house at hamc
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Granny nods 'i' the nnik, and fends as she may,
And brags that -we'll ne'er be -what she's been in her day.

Vow] but she "was bonnie, and vow! but she was braw,
And she had routh o' wooers anee, I's warrant, great an' sm^

And we're- a' noddin, &c.

Weary fa' Kate, that she winna nod foo;

She sits i' the corner suripin' a^ -the bruo}
And when the bit bairnics wadeVn hae their sliarc,

She gi'es them the ladle, but ne'er a dran's there:

For she's aye noddin, <fcc.

Now-, fareweel, kimmcr, and weel may ye thrive; ^
They say th' French is rinnin' for't, and we'll, hae jicae e belyve.*

The bear's i' the brier, and the hay's i< the stack,
.

And a' will be right wi's gin Jamie w&re cum back:
For we're a' noddin, Arc.

D END OF VOLUME FOURTH. -* Soon.






