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A SELECT - COLLECTION |

OF

ORIGINAL SCOTISH AIRS

FOR THE VOICE.

To each of which are added
Introductory & Concluding Symphonies &

Accompanyments. for the Violin & Piano Forte, by

PLEYEL
With Select & Characteristic Verses by the most admired Scotish
Poets gdapted to each Air, many of them entirely new.
ALSO

Suitable English Verses in addition to such of the Songs as are written inthe

® o . s
Scotlsh dialect. Pricc 8:1h

DUBLIN Publishcd by HIME at his Musical circulating Library N234 College Greenywhere may

had by the same Author, 12 SONATA’S in which arc lntm ced for the Subject of the Ad lg'ma and
Inst movements scleet Scotish Airs,with an Accompany ment Tor a Violin Price cach SONATA 3 8h.

NB. Great varicty of new Music and Single Songs.
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THLIL SMILING MORDN, &c.

AIR.~—THLE BIRKS OF INVLERMNMAY.

TIIE fmting morn, the breathingdpriﬁg, For {von the winter of the year,

Invite the tuneful birds to fing ; And age, Ll winter, wili appear;
And while they warble from each fpray, At this thy Hvely bloom el fule,
[.ove melts the umverlal lay As thor will ftep che verdant fhade
L.et us, Amanda, timely wife, Our taile of pleature then s o'er,

Like them improve the hour that flies, Thc (cather'd fnafters pleale no more
And in {oft raptures watte the day, And when they droop, and we decay,

Among the birks of Invermay. Adicu the birks of invermay.
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HERE AW d, THERE AWA &c.

WRITTEN FOR THIS WORK,

BY ROBERT BURNS.

I_{ERE awa, there awa, wandering WWillie, Reft, ye wild ftorms, in the cave of your flumbers,
Iere awa, there awa, haud awa hame; IHow your dread howling a lover alarms!

Come to my bofom, my ain only deary, Wauken, ye breezes! row gently, ye billows
1Tcll me thou brng’{t me, my Wille, the fame. And waft my dear Laddie ance nair to my, arms.

Winter winds blew, loud and cauld, at our parting,  But oh, if he’s faithlefs, and minds na his Nanie,
I'ears for my Willie brought tears in my e’e; Flow ftill between us, thou wide roaring main,
Welcome, now Sunmer, and welcome my Willie;  May I never fee it, may I never trow it,

The Simmer to Nature, my Willie to me. But, dying, believe that my Willie’s my am,

ENGLISH VERSLES, To THE SAME AIR,

WRITTLEN FOR THIS WORK,

BY PETER PINDAR, Esq

-Vifm-:mz 1s the fmile that was heav’n to our eye?  Marian, thy form was a fun to our fhade,

Where 1s the voice that enchanted our car? Chac’d were the glooms when it beam’d on our plan,
Nouaht now around us is heard but the figh; Leave not, O leave not the verdures to fade;
Nought n the valley 1s feen but the tear ¢ Let not chill durknefs furround us again,

Bleft 1s the cottage thy charms hall adorn ; T'cll us what tempts thee to fly from our grove !
There will the moments be wing'd with delight ; What 1s our crime that our valley fhould pine !
Pleafure with thee fhall arife at the morn ; Say, doft thou pant for the conquefls of love ?
Rapture retire with thy beautes at mighe. L'he hearts of our fhepherds already are thine,
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WHAT BEAUTIES DOES FLORA DISCLOSE?

BY Mr, CRAWFORD, (of the Aucaxames Family.)

AIR.~—TWEEDSIDE.

W uaT beauties does Flora difclofe 2

Flow f{weet are her {miles upon Tweed 2

How does my love pafs the long day ¢

Does Mary not tend a few f{heep?

Yet Mary’s ftill fivceter than thofe;
Both Nature and Fancy exceed.
No daify, nor fweet-blufhing rofe,
Not all the gay flowers of the field,
Nor Tweed gliding gently through thole,

Such beauty and pleafure can yield,

The warblers are heard in cach grove,
The linnet, the lark, and the thrufh,
The black-bird, and fweet-cooing dove,

With mufic inchant ev’ry bufh.,

- Do they never carelefsly ftray,

While happily fhe lies afleep?
Tweed’s murmurs fhould lull her to reft,
Kind Nature indulging my blifs;
To relieve the foft pains of my brealt,
I'd fleal an ambrofial kifs.

'Tis fhe does the virgins excell,
No beauty with her can compare ;
Love's graces around her do dwell,

She's faireflt where thoufands are fair.

Come, let us go forth to the mead, Say, charmer, where do thy flocks ftray ¢

Let us {ee how the primrofes {pring; Oh! tell me at noon where they feed:

We'll lodge in fome village on T weed, Shall I feek them on {weet-winding Tay ¢

And Jove while the feather'd folks fing, Or the pleafanter banks of the Tweed ?

| alialiieliney S e S S ey S eyl S
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BEHIND YON HILLS, G&ec.

BY

ROBERT BURNS.

AIR-"_I\EY N-.ANIE, Qe

_g.rznmn yon hulls where Lugar flows,
‘Mang murs, and molfices many, O,

The wint'ry fun the day has clos’d ;
And I'll awa to Nanie. Q.

Tho' welthn winds blaw loud and fhill;
And 1’s baith nurk and rainy, O ;

I'll get my plaid, and out Il fteal,
And o’er the hill to Nanie, O.

My Nante’s charming, fweet and young ;
Nac artfu’ wiles to win ye, O

Nay 1l] befa’ the flattering tongue
‘Thar wad bepuile my Nanie, O.

Fler face 1s fair, her heart 1s true,
Al i‘}}ot](‘ﬂi as The's bonic, O 5

F he op'ning gowan, wat wi' dew,
e peier 1s than Name, O. ,

ENGLISH FERSES,
DY

0 Naxcy, wilt thou go witit me,
Nor figh 1o leave the flaunting town?

Can filent glens have charms for thee,
'L'he lowly cot and ruffet gown ?

No longer dreft in filken {lieen,
No longer deck’d with jewels rare;
Say, canil thou quit cach courtly fcene,
Where thou wert fanredt of the far,

O Nancv, when thou'rt far away,
Wile thou not caflt a with behind ?
Say, canil thou face the parching ray,

Nor fhtink before the wintry wind?

O can that folt and gentle mien
Loxtremes of hardfhip learn to bear

Nor, fad, regret cach courtly feene,
Where thou wert faireft of the fair ?

D n.

A country lad 1s my degree,
And few there be that ken me, O3
But what care 1 how few they be,
I’'m welcome ay to Nante, O.

My riches a’s my penny fee,
And I maun guide it cannie, O;
But warld’s gear ne’er rroubles me,
My thoughts are a’, my Nanie, O.

Qur auld Guidman dehights to view
I-hs fheep and kye thrive bonie O
But I’m as blythe that hauds his pleugh,
And has nae care but Nanie, O.

Come well, come woe, I care na by,
T’ll tak svhat Heav'n will fend me, O
Nae ither care i hfe have I,
But live, and love my Nanme, O,

%

TO THE SAME AIR,

PERCY,

O Nancy, canft thou love fo true,
Througn penils kkeen with me to go ©

Or when thy fwain mifhap fhall rue,
To fhare with him the pangs of wo?

Say, fhou'd difeafe, or pain befal,
Wilt thou affume the nurfe’s care ?

Nor, wiltful, thofe gay fcences recal,
Where thou wert fairetl of the fuir?

And when at lalt chy love fhall dig,
Wilt thou receive his parting breath ¢

Wilt thou reprefs cach flruggling figh,
And cheer with fmiles the bed of death?

And wilt thou o’cr his breathlefs clay
Strew flow’rs, and drop the tender tear ¢

Nor then repret thofe feenes fo gay,
Where thou wert {airelt of the fair 2

W T o devleunionign ek e— e - S
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HEAR ME, YE NYMPHS, &c,

BY Mr.,. CRAWIFEOQORD.

AIR.~—THE BUSH ABOON TRAQUAIR.

I_IEAR me, ye nymphs, and ev’ry [wain,
I’ll tell you how Pegay grieves me;

Though thus I languifh, thus complain,
Alas! fhe nc’er beheves me.

My vows and fighs, like filent air,

Unheeded never move her.,

At the bonny bufh aboon Traquair,

*Twas therc I rft did love her.

lllllllll AR N EE N NNNNEE.

Yet now fhe fcornful flies the plain,
The fields we then frequented ;

If ¢’er we meet, the fhews dildain,
She looks as ne’er acquainted.

T he bonny bufh bloom’d fair in May,
Its {weets I'll ay remember;

But now her frowns make 1t decay,

It fades as 1n December.

Te rural powers, who hear my ftrains,
Why thus fhould Peggy gricve me ¢

Oh! make her partner in my pains,
‘T'hen let her fmiles relieve me.

If not, my love will turn defpair,
My paflion no more tender;

I'll lIecave the bufh aboon Traquair,

To loncly wilds I'll wander.

s
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ONE DAY I HEARD MARY §4Y.

BY AMr., CRAWLEFORD,

AIR.~—J'LL NEVER LEAVE THELE.

ONE day I heard Mary fay,
How f{hall 1 leave thee?
Stay, dearelt Adonts, ftay,
Why wilt thou grieve me?
Alist my fond heart will break,
I1f thou (hou’dft leave me;
P’ll ive and die for thy fake,

Y ¢t never Jeave thee,

Say, lovcly Adonts, fay,
IHas Mary deceiv'd thee ?

Did ¢’er her young heart betray
New Jove that’s griev’d thee?
My conliant mind ne’er fhall ftray,

Thou may’ft believe me,
I'll love thee, lad, night and day,

And ncver leave thee.

Adonis, my charming youth,
What can relieve thee?

Can Mary thy anguifh foothe!
This breaft fhall receive thee.

My paflion can ne€’er decay,
Never deceive thee:

Dehght fhall drive pain away,

Pleafure revive thee.

But leave thee, leave thee, lad,
How f{hall I leave thce?

O ! that thought makes me fad,
I'll never leave thee.

Where would my Adgnis fly !
Why does he grieve me?

Alas! my poor heart will die,

If I fhould lcave thee.

Ay fehgesieieie—
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MY PATIE IS A4 LOVER GV,

BY

MY Patie 1s a lover gay,
Flis mind is never muddy,
His breath is fweeter than new hay,

His face is fair and ruddy.

His fhape is handfome, middle fize s
He’s ftately in his wawking;
The fhining of his een {urprize;

'Tis heav’'n to hear him tawking.

ENGLISH

COME, dear Amanda, quit the town,
And to the rural hamlets fly ;

Behold, the wint'ry ftorms are gone,
A gentle radiance glads the fky.

The birds awake, the fow’rs appear,
Lsarth fpreads a verdant couch for thee;

"T'is joy and mufic all we hear !

'T1s love and beauty all we fee !

ALLAN RAMGSAY.

AIR,~—CORN RIGGS,

Laft night T met hun on a bawk,
Where yellow corn was growing,
There mony a kindly word he {pake,

That fee my heart a-glowing,

He kify’d, and vow’d he wad be mine,
And loo’d me belt of ony ; -
That gars me like to fing finfyne,

‘““ O corn riges are bonny.”

VERSES, To THE SAME AIR,

H

Come, let us mark the gradual fpring,

How peep the buds, the blofflom blows,
Tl Philomel begins to fing,

And perfeét May to fpread the rofe,
Let us fecure the fhort delight,

And wilely crop the blooming day :
I'or {foon, too foon it will be night,

Anfe, my love, and come away.,

el et ol iy e e S



WILL YE GO 90 THE EWE-BUGHYTS, MARION?

e gl r——— il

ﬂVV ILL y¢ go to the ewe-bughts, Marion, I’ve nine milk-ewes, my Marion,
And wear in the fheep wi’ me? A cow and a brawny quey;
The fun fhines {weet, my Marion, _ I’'ll g’ them a’ to my Marion
But nae half fae fweet as thee. Upon her bridal-day :
The fun, &c. I'll o', &c.
O Marion's a bonny lafs, And ye’s. get a green {ey apron,
And the blych blinks in her €’e; And waiftcoat o’ L.ondon brown:
And fain wad I marry Manon, And wow but ye will be vap’ring ;
Gin Marion wad marry me. Whene’er ye gang to the town,
And fain, &c. And wow, &c.

I’'m young and ftout, my Marion;
Nane dances like me on the green:
And gin ye forfake me, Marion,
I'll e’en'draw up w1’ Jean.
And gin, &c.

ENGLISH VERSES, T0 THE SAME AIR;

WRITTEN FOR THIS WORK,

BY PETER PINDAR, Esq

O Marian, fo {weet are thy kiffes,

Thou fhouldft not thy fhepherd refufe.
Behold ! they are {fo many bliffes,

And nought, my dear girl, wilt thou lofc,

Thofe lips were created for pleafure,
Then, whercfore, deny thy poor fwain ¢

Say, thou feeleft the lofs of the treafure,
I’ll give thee thy kiffes again.

Then, Marian, moft cheerfully deal ’em,
By fuch prefents thou can’ft not be poor;
So fruitful thy lips when I fteal ’em,
They quickly are clufter'd with more.

[ R R S
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MY SHEEP I NEGLECTED, &c.

LY SIR GILBERT ELLIOT.

AIRe==MY APRON DEARY.

MY fheep 1 negleCled, I loft my fheep-hook, Thrdugh regions remote in vain do I rove,
And all the gay haunts of my vouth I forfook, And bid the wide ocean fecure me from love ;
No more for Amynta frefh garlands I wove; O fool! to imagine that ought can {ubdue,

For ambition, I faid, would foon cure me of love. A love fo well founded, a paffion fo true.

O what had my youth with ambition to do! O! what had my youth with ambition to do!
Why left I Amynta, why broke I my vow? Why left I Amynta, why broke I my vow ?

O give me my fheep, and my (heep-hook reftore, O give me my fheep, and my fheep-hook reftore,
I’ll wander from love, and Amynta no more. [’ll wander from love and Amynta no more.

Alas! ’us too late at thy fate to repine ;

Poor thepherd, Amynta no more can be thine:
Thy tears are all fruitlefs, thy wifhes are vain,
The moments neglected return not again.

O what had my youth, &ec.

[N T
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FAREWEL 90 LOCHABER, &

BY ALLAN

RAMSAY.

AIR~—LOCHABER.

-
1‘ arewil to Lochaber, farewel to my Jean,
Where heartfome with thee I have mony day been;
I'or Lochaber no more, Lochaber no more,

We'll may-be return to Lochaber no more.

Thefe tears that I fhed chey are o’ for my dear,
And not for the dangers attending on weir ;

Tho’ bore on rough feas to a far bloody fhore,

May-be to return to Loochaber no more.

Tho’ hurricanes rife, and raife every wind,
They’ll ne’er make a tempeft like that in my mind;
Though loudeft of thunder on louder waves roar,

T hat’s naething like leaving my love on the fhore.
To lcave thee behind me, my heart is fair pain’d ;
But by cale that’s inglorious no fame can be gain’d;
And beauty and love’s the reward of the brave,
And I maun deferve 1t before I can crave.

T hen glory, my Jeany, maun plead my excufe ;

Since hconour coimmands me, how can T refufe 2

Without ir, I ne’er can have mernit for thee,

And lofing thy favour I'd

better not be.

I gae then, my lafs, to win honour and fame,

And if I thould chance to

came glorioufly hame,

I’ll bring a heart to thee with love running o’er,
And then I'll leave thee and Lochaber no more.

)’ SHEPHERDS AND NYMPHS THAT ADORN, &e.

BY WILLIAM HAMILTON, Es. OF BANGOUR.

I . (el ep—— S

THE SAME AIR,

Y e fhepherds and nymphs that adorn the gay plain,
Approach from your fpores, and attend to my {train;
Among!l all your number a lover fo true,

VWas ne'er fo undone with fuch blifs in his view.
Was ever a nymph fo hard-hearted as mine?

She knows me hincere, and fhe fees how 1 pme:
She does not difdain me, nor frown in her wrath;

But calmly and miklly refigns me to death,

She calls me her friend, but her lover denies;;

She finiles when I'm cheerfuly but hears not my fighs.
A bofom fo flinty, {fo gentle an air,

Infpires me with hope, and yet bids e defpair.

I fall at her feet, and implore her with tears;
Her anfwer confounds, while her manner endears ;
When foftly the tells me to hope no relief,

My trembling lips blifs her in fpite of my gricef.

By night while I flumber, ftill haunted with care,

I (tart up in anguifh, and figh for the for:

T"he fair fleeps in peace; may fhe ever do {o!

And only when dreaming 1magine my woc.

T'hen gaze at a diftance, nor farther afpire,

Nor think fhe fhouw’d love whom fhe cannot admire.
Hufh all thy complaning; and, dying her flave,
Commiend her to heav’n, and thylelf to the grave.
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BRAW' LADS ON YARROW BRAES
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BRAW L ADS

I ]

ON YARROW DBRAES.

WRITTEN FOR THIS WORY,

BY ROBERT BURNS. -

AIR-—GALLA ATER.

BRAW, braw lads on Yarrow braes,
Ye wander thro’ the blooming heather ;
But Yarrow braes, nor Ettrick fhaws,

Can match the lads o> Galla water.

But there i1s ane, a {ccret ane,
Aboon them a’ I loo him better;

And I'll be his, and he'll be mine,

The bonnie lad o’ Galla water.

Alctho’ his daddie was nae laird,
And tho’ [ hae na meikle tocher,
Yet rich in kindeft, trueft love,

We'll tent our flocks by Galla water.

It ne’er was wealth, 10 ne’er was wealth,
That coft contentmenr, peace, or pleafure;
T he bands and bhifs o’ mutual love,

O that’s the chiefefl warld’s treafure !

e e U R IR SR TR MOt =~

MARY'S CHARMS

SUBDULD MY BREAST.

WRITTEN [FOR THIS WORK,

By rur Hon., ANDR

EW ERSKINE, or KLELLIEL,

THE SAMELE AIR.

MARY 's charms {ubdued my breaft,
IHer glowing youth, her manner winning;,
My faithful vows I fondly prefs’d,

And mark’d the {weet return beginning.

Fancy warmly on my mind.

Yet pamts that ev’ning’s dear declining ;
When raprur’d firfl I found her kind,

Her melting foul to love refligning.

Yecars of nupral blifs have roll’d,
And full 've found her vivre endearine
Lach wayvward paflion fhe controul’d,

F.ach anxious care, cach {urrow chearino.

Children now in ruddy bloom,
With ardels 1ok wtrention courting ;

Their infant fmiles difpel cach <loom,

Around our hut {o gaily {poitine,



BUSK YE, BUSK

[ 2]

E, &c. '

- bLY WILLIAM HAMILTON, Esq

A.Busm ve, bufli ye, my bonny bonny hiide,
Bufk yc, bufk ye, my winfome marrow ;
Bufk ye, bufk ye, my bonny bonny bride,
And rhiink na: mair on the braes of Yarrow.
B. VWhere gat ye that bonny bonny bride ?
Where gat ye that winfome marrow ?
A. 1 gt her where 1 dare nae weil be feen,
Puing the birks on the braes of Yarrow.

Veep noty, weep not, my bonny bunny bride,
Weep not, weep not, my winfome marrow,
Nor let thy heart lament to teave
Puing the birks on the braes of Yarrow,
B. Why does (he weep, thy bonny bonny bride ?
Why does the weep, thy winfonie marrow ;
And why dare ye nae mair weil be feen,
Puing the birks on the braes of Yarrow ?

A. Lang maun fhe weep, lang maun fhe, maun fhe weep,
Lanz maun fhe weep with dule and forrow,
And lang maun I nae mair weil be feen
Puing the birks on the braes of Yarrow ;
For ihe has tint hir luver luver dear,
Hir luver dear, the caufe of forrow,
And T hae flain the comelieft fivain
That ¢’er pu'd birks on the braes of Yerrow.

Why runs thy fiream, O Yarrow, Yarrow, red ?
Why on thy braes heard the voice of forrow ?
And why yon melancholeous weeds,
Hung on the bonny birks of Yarrow ?
What sonder {1 ats on the rueful, rueful ftream ?
Vlor yvander floats O dule and forrow !
"I hey the comedy fwain 1 flew
Uponth dokcful braes of Yarow.

VWi'hy, O wa'li Lis wounds, hiz wounds in tears,
ITi: wounds 11 tears, with dule and {orrow ;
And wrip his limbs in mourning welds,
And lay him on the bracs of Y arrow.
1hen build, then build, ye fifders fifters fad,
Ve fitersfad, his tomb with {orrow,
And weep around in waeful wife
Hi, haplefs fate on the braes of Yarrow.

AIR,~THE BRAES

P A———t i e e ——t

Curfe ye, curle ye, his ufelefs ufelefs fiield,

My arm vxhat wrought the deid of forrow,
The fatal fpear that pierced his breaft,

His comely breaft on the breas of Yarrow.
Did I not warn thee not to lue,

And warn from fight ? But to my forrow,

Q’er rathly bald a ftronger arm
Thou met'ft, and fell on the braes of Yarrow.

Sweet fmells the birk, green grows green grows the grafs,
Ycllow on Yarrow's banks the gowan,
Fair hangs the apple frae the rock,

Sweet the wave of Yarrow flowan,
Flows Yarrow fweet? as fweet as fweet flows Tweed,

As green its grafs, its gowan yellow,
As fweet fmells on its braes the birk,
The apple frac the rocks as meliow,

Fair was thy luve, fair fair indeed thy luve,
In flow'ry bands thou him did{t fetter;

Tho' he was fair and well beluv'd again,
Than me he never lued thee better,

Bufk ye, then bufk, my bonny bonny bride,
Bufk ye, bulk ye, my winfome marrow,
Bufk ye, and lue me on the banks of Tweed,

And think nac mair on the braes of Yanow.

C. How can I bufk a bonny bonny bride ?
How can | butk a win{fome marrow ?
How lue him on the banks of Tweed,
That flew my luve on the braes of Yarrow ?
O Yarrow ficlds, may never never rain,
No dew thy tender blofloms cover
For there was bafely flain my luve,
My luve, as he had not been a luver.

The boy put on his robes, his robes of green,
His purple velt, "twas my ain fewing !
Al wretched me ! ¥ hittle little kend

He was in thefe to meet his ruin.
The boy took out his milk-white milk-white teed,

Unhecedful of my dule and forrow;

But ere the toolal of the night,
e lay a corps on the braes of Yarrow.

et e een g L NS St et et

OFF YARROW,

Much T rejoic’d that waeful waeful day ;
I fang, my voice the woods returning ;

But lang ere night, the fpear was flown
That fleww my luve and left me mourning,

What can my barbarous barbarous father do,
But with his cruel rage purfue me ?

My luver’s blood is on thy {pear, -
How can'ft thou, barbarous man, then woo me 2

My happy fifters may be may be proud ;
With cruel and ungentle feofiin,
May bid me feek on Yarrow braes
My luver nailed in his coffin.
My brother Douglas may upbraid,
And ftrive with threat’ning words to movye ne ;
My luver’s blood is on thy fpear,
How can’{t thou ever bid ne luye thee ?

Yes, yes, prepare the bed, the bed of luve;
'With bridal fheets my body cover
Unbar, ye bridal maids, the dnor,
Let in the expe€ted hufband lover.
But who the expefled hufband hufband is?
His hands, miethinks, are bath'd in flaughter ;
Ah me! What ghaﬂly fp(*&!’u'ﬁ Ol
Come in his pale fhroud, bleedirg arter?

Pale as he is, here lay i, lay him down,
O lay his cold head on my pillow;
Tale afty tale afl” thede bridal weids,

And crown my careful head with willow.
Pale tho' thou art, yet beft, yet beft beluv'd,
O could my warmth tolife reftore thee !
Yet lye all night between my breafis

No youth lay ever there before thee,

Pale pale indeed, O luvely luvely youth,
Forgive, forgive fo foul x flaughter !

Andlye all night between my breafts;
No youth thall ever lye there after,

A. Return, return, O mournful mournful biide,
Return and dry thy ufelefs forrow ;

Thy lover heeds noughtof thy fighs,
He lyes a corps onthe bracs of Yarrow,

THY BRAES WERE BONNY, e
Y THE REV. Mr. LOGAN.

B

TH v bracs were bonny, O ¥ Yarrow fircam,
When firft on them I met my lover,

They biaes how dreay, O Yarrow fhicam !
VWhen now thy wave. Lis body cover !

For ever nowy, O Yarow ream !
Thew artto me a fream of foryow g

For never on thy bants il |
Behold my love, the ower of Yarrow.

e pramis™d me a niilz- white foed,

"o Loar me to i, I'Jtht-r'u bhoawers ]
Fi+pronns"d me a hotle page,

'To Mguire me to e fatho s tow'rs
I1. 13 e d e 4w wh‘.'mi; 11y e

The wodding-dy was Ix"d to- 1Mo row o
Now he s veedd d ot by prave,

Ale ! Tos watary grave tn Yatiow,

iy ey S —

THE SAME AIR.

Sweet were his words when Iaft we met;

My paffion Tas freely told him !
Clafp'd in Lis atne, T hittle thought

'That 1 thould never more behold him,
Scarce was he pgone, law his ghott ;

It vanith'd with a fhiick of forrow s
Thrice did the water-wraith afcend,

And gave adoleful groan thio' Yarrow,

11is mother from the window dook’d,
With ail the lonping of a mother;
His little fifler weeping walld'd
‘The green-wood path to mect her brother
'l'ht'y fnu;_;ht him catt, t]u'y ﬁnu;ht him weft,
They Gughit him all the foreit tholough

'They only faw the coudof nil;ht,

‘I hey only heard the roar of Yariow !

¥

No longer from thy window look,

Thou haft no fon, thou tender mother!
No longer walle, thou loyely mad,

Alxs, thou haft nominre a brother!
No longer fock him eal or wefl,

And fearch no moie the forett thorough s
For wandering n the night (o datk,

He fell a lifelefs corfe in Yartow.

The tear thall never leave my cheek,

No other youth flall be my marrow,
Pl feek thy body in the fircam,

And then with thee ' fleep tn Yariow,
The tear did never teave her cheels,

No other youth bhecame her minrrow
5Lic found hiv body in the ftream,

And now with him fhe ecps in Yarow,

* ‘I'lhe cntical reader will obferve, thatin the it and third lines of the irfl verfe, the interje&lion O is alded, to fuit the meafure of the alr j=—but in generaly that hix

.an'..

thiu Kind are talzen only when found abfolutely neceflary,
ftis here to be obferved, alfo, with tefpedt to this as well as other Sonps, that where the Alrrequiics the Sfirh word of the line to be emphatic, and the Peet fumetimes .

tently throws this anphafis upon the fecond word o1 fyllable=—the Singer has only In fuch & cafe to fupply a quaver for the unemphatic (it word.

A e e .



BUSK YE BUSK YE.

\ °S.

, h ---- . L

i
- VLAY - 1 .t X ' 1 1 & & e JF | oL SN B
: 9 L, 4 £ I’ ! ..« 8 =~ I I & 9 —_=

i
Ty - 4 ¢ B - I ;F w ] _ __J I
-

#

—c_ h
-t . ¥ - ) _

W e 1 A em X o | —
Ry ) Ul R S

:; . P B S

.—*

T i —————

1 1 'S A e T g
"

F " e

- . - Y
[ P = [ b (- | & ] {  Ea,, o ¥ 1% JF .
Y . AR ' T e e B Y B D A Y M e NN 1N D A R e D .l ™ I RN bR D |
W Lan . ¥ 1 1 _ ! o r~ & ¢ ' 1 " I s o 1 ' t | W y J J f 3% |

Busk ye, busk ye, my bonny homny bride, and think nae mair on the bracs of Yar_ row.

e e—— e, . » —
- 5 4 I ! ¥ I -~ — " g I S T
]| - N 4 ! I -~ F T " e e . r I 1o
e . _ —_____ &~ 4 I ] & ¢ . |
—r— ¢ !

aa ?

I . - T T
e e 4 e 1 s 1 ] >, I

i -l A
-y .

|
I
|

e —— =

| 1- :.

|
I_I"

iiii
i

Il
.
Ll

™™
bracs of Yar_row.

y 4 1 1 I ) e




_"_I'-ll-i".i-ﬁ'-"‘-_"

_.‘.‘h'r"‘-
L)
I

IN APRIL WHEN PRIMROSES.

13

sl
=1 |

e
-
e J 1 olead |
7 o .. e .

=_

il

of tcntlmes

m__, . ___

4

o p
..m.
7E
-~
x: I
,_m __ ___ i
i : _“ R
.,.m ._m = ___ =_
.m _ hl] ____ 1l
..* 3 _E 3 __ R
: i I
el __ fhz e i
RER = w_ w_— —- _ . ]
T & LD ST .__
1/ I 3 (30 E
__m_-_ . __n N .w. - == E
» a Q i
3] 1R ____" 4 Y _
ﬂ mm. mw ,.h...__. f vum.” -_,m- -E“
B | P
___ : [l E 3
s “__ - Ik
$ g M & 3 =
. .._. -AIIE: £ i
_.. ...num ~ Hhis _ __ ..m
1 WL g (o .
"..m._“,“ & ;_w = §: ___ <
. _ mmnm ’ {[ o HiE .- __“. S _=. Il e
e Al S A i n__ i
. M < ([P o Al o .._-
/% m :“ = “—— T....
- T .w - ..m ..m 19 2 —.:. =— —
| . I : ™ &
23 o 'a Y -
_, k \ —— _ 54 —_ ..:....
S i .
= _ h3 NG by
= 3 . 3 -



s

IN APRIL, WHEN PRIMROSES, &c.

BY ALLAN RAMSAY.

el - gl g b ———

AIR.—THE YELLOW IHAIR D LADDIE.

IN April, when primrofes paint the {weet plain, The fhepherd thus {fung,—Tho’ young Madie be {er,
And fummer approaching rejoiceth the {wain ; Her beauty 1s dafh’d with a fcornful proud air ;
The yellow-han’d laddie would oftentimes go But Sufie 1s handfome, and fweetly can fing,

T o wilds and deep glens, where the hawthorn trees grow. Her breath’s like the breezes perfum’d in the {prina.

There, under the fhade of an old facred thorn, ~ That Madie, in all the gay bloom of her youth,
With freedom he fung his loves ev’ning and morn; Like the moon is inconftant, and never {poke cruth,
He fung with fo foft and inchanting a {found, RBut Sufie is faithful, good-humour’d, and frec,
That Sylvans and Fairies unfeen danc’d around. And fair as the goddefs who fprung from the {ca,

That mamma’s fine daughter with all her great dow'r,
Was aukwardly airy, and frequently four:
Then, lighing, he wifh’d, would parents agree,

The witty fweet Sufie his miftrefs fhould be.



T WAS IN THAT SEASON OF THE YEAR.

Y RICHARD HEWIT,

A . Sy

;1-1‘%5 in that feafon of the year,
When all things gay and {weet appear,
That Colin, with the morning ray,
Arofle and fung his rural lay;

Of Nanny’s charms the fhepherd fung,

‘The hills and dales with Nanny rung,

YV hile Rofline caftle heard the {wain,
And echo’d back the chearful {train.

Awake, fweet mufe, the breathing {pring
With rapture warms, awake and {ing ;
Awake and join the vocal throng,

And hail the morning with a {ong:
T'o Nanny raife the chearful lay,
O bid her hafte and come away;

In fweeteft fmiles herfelf adorn,

And add new graces to the morn.

O hark, my love, on ev'ry fpray
Each feather'd warbler tunes his lay;
*T1s beauty fires the ravifh’d throng,
And love infpires the mclung fong:
T hen Iet my ravifh’d notes arife,

For beauty darts from Nanny’s eyes,
And love my rifing bofom warms,

And fills my foul with fweet alarms.

O come, my love, thy Colin’s lay
With rapture calls, O come away ;
Come while the mufe this wreath fhall twine,
Around that modeft brow of thine;
O hither hafte, and with thee bring
‘That beauty blooming like the ipring,
Thofe graces that divinely fhine,

And charm this ravifih’d heart of mine.

e~ F " __"“"§ " "
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.’TWAS}_ IN THAT SEASON OF THE YEAR

.

h - W -
Lt B I Ul "__ et
g " ! IilsE
m% __—_ —_—“ mmm o _ A” mmm wm — _
© b
Al b 7 | ;

_ =m == .___ (il ( mmm .Nn fiLJE ____
_M : _ _._n - ____ __n_ w __ .m“ :
—. 2 ma =_ = IWE
B 5 i : _ Atk
1 & il i E: _ .m_ :
] = “‘_— o s "_—_ |
° Ml 1 1.3 e
s (M = __ i
0 &
% _ ([H b (J4N 2
“_ il _T __ I8
% |~ R Hling . ...m— m
-3 ““_ i 5 mmnwml | _ iy
I __ g chii i %

-y | : = I
.... Y : r2 (W A
AEsaypeng
: 1l 2 _ |[1] =
_ _ (11, 114 Y] : il
m_ = | £ P =
i | _.__ I : _ [l
Ly
o __ ___ > > __ I &
= _=. == h"" . z e
)5 % m ___ == I
: S
I ._ i (g

Al e i ﬂ= hs

,;“1;Jx1;,r1\

h

(il il ~

i ____ A____

_"_ i
1) _=_

e

 —————r e R I L 1

g

==

|
___

-

_j_mﬂmm_m_m
"y -n-—-_-_:;-_-

/..



— L I
P ——

|

FROM THEE ELIZA I MUST GO.
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FROM THEE, ELIZA, I MUST GO.

BY ROBERT BURNS,

el i ————

AIR.~—DONALD.

Fﬁom thee, Eliza, I muft 00, Farewel, ﬁircwcl, Eliza dear,
And from my native fhore: The mad that I adore |
The cruel fates between us throw A boding voice 1s in mine ear,
A boundlefs ocean’s roar: We part to mecet no more !
But boundlefs oceans, roaring wide, But the Jaft throb that leaves my heart;
Between my love and me, While death ftands victor by,
They never never can divide That throb, Eliza, 15 thy part,
My heart and foul from thee. And thine, that lateft figh'!

_-l_-——-__-—-_.‘-—-“—-‘
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GIN LIVING WORTH, &c.

AIR.~—~THE WAEFU HEART.

GIN living worth could win my heart, Yet oh! g heav’n 1n mercy [oon
You wou’d na’ fpeak in vain; Would grant the boon I crave,

But in the darkfome grave it’s laid, And tak this life, now naething worth,
Never to rife again, Sin Jamie’s in his grave.

My waefu’ heart lies Jow wi’ his, And fee his gentle {pirit comes
Whofe heart was only mine: To fhew me on my way,

And oh! what a heart was that to lofe ; Surpris’d, nae doubt, I ftill am here
But 1 maun no repine. Sair wond’ring at my flay,

I come, I come, my Jamie dear,
And oh! w1’ what gude will

I follow, wherfoe’er ye lead,
Ye canna lead to 1ll.

She faid, and foon a deadlie pale
Her faded cheek pofleft,

Her waefu’ heart forgot to beat

Fler {forrows funk to reft.

ENGLISH VFERSES, TO THE SAME AIR,

et A ———
i R —— el

O CEASE to mourn, unhappy youth ! My wafted day, m endlefs fighs,
Or think this bofom hard : No found of comfort hears:;

My tears, alas! muft own your truth, And morn but breaks on Delia's eyes
And wilh 1t could reward. To wake her into tears,

Th’ excefs of unabating woc, If flecp fhould lend her friendly aid,
This tortur’d brealt endures, In fancy 1 complain,

Too welly, alas! mufl make me know And hear fome {ad, fome wretched maid,
‘The pain that dwells in your’s, Or fee fome perjur’d fwain.

Condemn’d Like you to weep 1 vain, Then ceafe thy furt, fond youth, O ccale!
I feek the darkeft grove, Or blame the fates alone

And fondly bear the fharpeft pain - I'or how can I reflore your peace,

Of never-hoping love, . Who quite have loft my own?

m“-m“
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THERLE'S AUL D ROD MORRIS, &

WRITTEN FOR TIIIS WORK,

BY ROBERT BURN S,

AIR.—AULD ROB MORRIS.

[ nere’s auld Rob Morris that wons i yon glen, But oh, {he’s an herrefs, auld Robin's a laird ;
He's the king of gude fcllows, and wale of auld men;  And my daddie has nought but a cot-houfe and yard:

e has gowd in his coficrs, he has theep, he has kine, A wooer Iike me maunna hope to come fpeed ;

And ae bonnie laflie, lus darling and mine. The wounds T muft hide which will foon be my dead.

She's frefh as the morning, the farreft in May, The day comes to me, but delight brings me nane ;

She’s {weet as the ev’ning amang the new hay; The nmight comes to me, but my reft it 15 gane :

As biythe and as artlefs as the Iambs on the lea, I wander imy lane, Iike amght-troubled ghaift,

And dear to my heart as the hight to my ¢’e. And I figh as my heart 1t wad burll in my breaff,

O had fhe but been of a lower deaiec,
I then mizht hae hop’d fhe wad finil'd upon me'!
O, how paft deferiving had then been iy binls,

AAS how My diltraltion no words can c:-::prcié!

e S AR A e derd e E

THE NYMPH THAT UNDOES ME, &

THE SADME AIR,.

rui

E HE nymph that undocs me 1s fair and unkind,
No lefs than a wonder by nature defign'd ;

She’s the grief of my heart, and the joy of my eye,

And the caufe of a flame that never can die.

Her mouth, from whence wit obhigingly flows,
s the beaua{ul bluM, and the fmell of the rofe -
L.ove and deftiny both attend on her will;

She wounds with a look, with a frown fhe can kill.

‘The defperate lover can hope no redrefs,
Where beauty and rnigour are both in excefs ;
In Sylvia they meet; {o unhappy am I,

Who {ces her mufl love her, who loves her muft die.



ONE MORNING VERY EARLY, e
SAID TO HAVE BEEN WRITTEN IN BEDLAM,

BY A NEGRAO.

S, e S ]

AIR—GRAMACHREE.

b

,
ONE morning very early, one morning in the {pring, I'll make a firawy garland, I’ll make it wond'rous fine;

I heard a maid in Bedlam who mournfully did {ing; With rofes, hllies, daifies, I'll mix the eglantine;

Her chains fhe rattled on her hands, while fweetly thus fung fhe;  And I’ll prefent it to my Love when he returns from fea ;

I love my Love, becaufe I know my Love loves me. For I love my Love, becaufe I know my Love loves me.

O cruel were his parents, who fent my love to {ca, Oh, 1f I were a litde bird, to build upon his breaft !

And cruel, cruel was the thip that bore my Love {from me: Orif I were a nightingale, to fing my love to refl |

Yet Ilove his parents, fince they’re his, altho’ they’ve ruin’d me; To gaze upon his lovely cyes, all my reward {hould be;

And I love my Love, becaufe I know my Love loves me. For I love my Love, becaufe I know my Love loves mic.

O fhould it pleafe the pitying pow'rs to call me to the {ky, Oh, if I were an eagle, to foar into‘the fky !

I'd claim a guardian angel’s charge around my love to fly; I'd gaze around with piercing eyes where Iimy Love might {py;

To guard him from all dangers how happy fhould I be! But ah, unhappy maiden! that Love you ne’er {hall fee;

For 1 love my Love, becaufe I know my Love loves me. Yet I love my Love, becaufe I know my Love loves me.

——-—-—-—W

HAD I A4 HEART FOR FALSEHOOD FRAM’D, &
BY R. B. SHERIDAN, Esq

THE SAME AIR.

I—IAﬁ I a heart for falfchood fram’d, I nc’er could injure you;
For tho’ your tongue no promife claim’d, your charms would make me true;
To you no foul fhall bear deceit, no ftranger ofter wrong ;

But friends in all the ag’d you’l meet, and lovers in the young.

But when they learn, that you have bleft another with your heant,
They’ll bid afpiring paffion reft, and at a brother’s part:
Then, lady, dread not their deceit, nor fear to fufler wrong;

- For friends in all the ag’d you’ll meet, and brothers 1 the young.



18

-

Adagio

4 L L Fl - [
¥ Py RN B N N\ . ’ RS S N\
T 4 3L A f ] U e T R a s Y g T O™ 1S & N
I P A -2 NN AN . ey N T AR P P .
mLCRr _r_'_mf_:,.—

One morning ve_ry ecar _ly, one morning in the springy, I heard a maid in

2

N e 8 I
1 = __J9. ! _____ 3 ] ¢

P — P
e ol W e e Ve ¥

- VY NL
.. i
ML N " S

-- ~
_Bed _1

am, who mourn_ful_ly did singy, Her chains she rat_tled on her hands, while

love my love because I know
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O WALY WwWALY, e

O waLy waly up the bank,
- And waly waly down the brae,
And waly waly yon burn-fide,
Where I and my love wont to gae.
I leant my back unto an aik,
I thought it was a truftie tree;
But firft it bow’d, and {yne 1t brake,
Sae my true love did lightly me.

O waly waly love 1s bonny,
A lictle ttme while 1t 1s new;
But when 1t’s auld, 1t waxeth cauld,
And fades awa’ like morning dew:.
O wherefore thou’d I bufk my head ?
O whercfore thou’d I kame my hair?
For my truc love has me forfook,

And fays he’ll never loe me mair.

e ey S L S —

AIR———WALY WALY.

Now A-rthur-feat fall be my bed,
The fheets fall ne’er be warm’d by me;
Saint Anton’s wall fall be my drink,
Since my true love’s forfaken me.
O Mart’mas wind, when wilt thou blaw,
And fhake the green leaves aff the tree?
O gentle death, when wilt thou come ?
For of my hfe [ am wearie.

"T1s not the {roft that freezes fell,
Nor blawing fnaw’s 1nclemencie ;
“T'1s not fic cauld that makes me cry,
But my love’s heart grown cauld to me.
Whan we came in by Glalgow town,
We were a comely fight to {ce;
My love was 1’ the black velvet,
And I myfell in cramafie.

But had T wilt before T kifst,
That love had been fae ill to win,

I had lockt my heart in a cafe of gowd,
And pin’d 1t wi’ a filler pin.

Oh, oh! if

my young babe were born,

And fet upon the Nurfe’s knee,
And I myfell were dead and gone,
For a maid again I'll never be.

HARD IS THE

I‘IM{D 1s the fate of lnim who loves,
Yet dares not tell his trembling pain,
But to the fympathetic groves,
But to the lonely ift’ning plain,

Oh, when fhe blefles next your fhade,
Oh, when her footfteps next are {een,
In flow'ry tracks along the mead,
In frefher mazes o'er the grecea,

Ye gentle fpiries of the vale,

To whom the tears of love are dear,
From dying lillics wafc a galce,

And figh my forrows i her car,

FATE OF HIM WHO LOVES.
BY THOMSON.

L

THE SAME AIR.

O, tell her what fhe cannot blame,
Tho’ fear my tongue muft ever bind;
Obh, tell her that my vircuous flame
Is as her fpotlefs foul refin'd.

Not her own guardian angel eyes
With chafter tendernefs his care,
Nor purer her own withes rife,
Not holier her own fighs in pray’r,

But if, at firlt, her virgin fear
Should ftart at love's fufpeéted name,
With that of friendfhip foothe her ear—
‘Truc love and friendfbip are the fame.




AH! CHLORIS COULD I NOW BUT SIT.

Z_& 2 H ! Chl(;)ris, could I now but fit, Y our charms in harmlefs childhood lay
As unconcern’d as when As metals in a mine;

Your infant beauty could beget Age from no face takes more away,
No happinefs nor pain. Than youth conceal’d in thine.

‘When I this drawing did admire, But as your charms infenfibly
And prais’d the coming day, To thetr perfection preft;

I hetle thought thnttriﬁng fire, So love as unperceiv’d did fly,
Would take my reft away. And center’d in my brealft.

My paffion with your beauty grew,
While Cupid, at my heart,

Still as his mother favour’d you,
Threw a new flaming dart.

Each gloried in their wanton part ;
To make a beauty, fhe

Employ’d the utmoft of her art;

T o make a lover, le.
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OH., OPEN THE DOOR, &
AS :AL'I‘ERED

BY ROBERT BURNS.

OH, open the door, fome pity to fhew, ‘The wan moon 1s {etting behind the white wave,
Oh, open the door to me, Oh; And time 1s fetting with me, Oh;

Tho’ thou halt been falfe, I'll ever PI’O‘;?C true, Falfe friends, falle love, farewel! for more,
Oh, open the door to me, Oh. ['’ll ne’er trouble them, nor thee, Oh.

Oh, cold is the blaft upon my pale cheek, She has open’d the door, fhe has open’d 1t wide,
But colder thy love for me, Oh: She {ees his pale corfe on the plain, Oh ;

‘The froft that freezes the life at my breaft, My true love! fhe cried,~—and {unk down by his fide,

Is nought to my pains from thee, Oh, - Never to rnfe again, Oh'!
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WHEN WILD WARS DEADLY BLAST, &¢

WRITTEN FOR THIS WORK,
BY ROBERT BURNS.

AIR.—THE MILL MILL O.

EVVHEN wild War’s deadly blaft was blawn,

And gentle Peace returning,
And cyes again with pleafure beam’d
T'hat had been blear’d with mourning ;
I left the Iines, and tented field,
Vi here lang 1°d been a lodger,
My humble knaplack a’ my wealth,
A poor and honeft foldter.

A leal, light heart was in my breaft,
My hand unftain’d wi’ plunder;

And for fair Scotta, hame again,
I cheery on did wander.

I thought upon the banks o’ Coll,
I thought upon my Nancy,

I thouchr upon the witching fmile
I'hat caught my youthful fancy :

At length I reach’d the bonny glen,
Where early hfe I {ported;

I paft the mill, and trylting thorn,
Where Ivancy aft I courted:

Wha fpied T but my amn dear maid,
Down by her mother’s dwelling !

And turn’d me round to hide the food
Thyt in my een was {welling.

Wi aleer'd voice, quoth 1, fweet lafs,
Sweet as yon hawthorn’s bloffom,
O happy, happy may he be,
had’s dearefl to thy bofom:
My purfe s hght, Ive far to gang,
be chy lodger;
king and country ling,

Anrd fam wac

Uve ferv'd my
Take pity on a foldier,

N

AT SETTING DAY,
B Y

A'r fetting day, and nfing morn,
With foul that full fhall love thee,
'l afk of heav'n thy fafe return,
\With all that can improve thee,
I'Il vifit oft the birken buth,
Where {irQl thou kindly told me
Syeect tales of love, and hid my blufh,
W hilfl round thou didft enfold me.

Sae wiftfully fhe gaz’d on me,
And lovelier was than ever;

Quo’ fhe, a foldier ance I 1o’ed,
Forget hun fhall I never:

Our humble cot, and hamely fare,
Ye treely fhall partake 1t,

T hat gallant badge, the dear cockade,
Ye're welcome for the fake o't

She gaz’d—fhe redden’d like a rofe—
Syne pale like ony hly,

She fank within my arms, and cried,
Art thou my ain dear Willhe 71—

By Him who made yon fun and fky!
By whom true love’s regarded,

I am the man—and thus may {till

True lovers be rewarded.

The wars are o’er, and I'm come hame,
And find thee Ll true-hearted ;

Tho’ poor in gear, we're rich in love,
And mair, we’{e ne’er be parted.

Quo’ fhe, my grandfire lefc me gowd,
A matlin plemfh’d fairly ;

And come, my faith{ul foldier Iad,
Thou’rt welcome to 1t dearly |

For gold the merchant ploughs the main,
The farmer ploughs the manor ;

But glory is the {foldier’s pnze,

' The foldier’s wealth 1s honor ; |

The brave poor foldier ne’er defpile,
Nor count him as a flranger,

Remember, he’s his country’s ftay
In day and hour of danger.

e R I TR PR Lo W s e i

AND RISING MORN.
ALLAN RAMSAY,

el sy

SAMIE AIR.

‘Tl

To all our haunts, T will repair,
By greenwood-thaw or fountain
Or where the fummer-day 1'd fhare
With thee, upon yon mountain.
There will T tell the trees and flow'rs,
From thoughts unfeign’d and tender,
By vows you're mine,—Dby leve 1y your's
A heart that cannot wander,

NN L e
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THE NIGHT HER SILENT SABLE /WORLE,

AIR~~SHE ROSE AND LOOT ME IN.

THB night her filent fable wore,
And cloomy were the fkies;

Of glitt’ring ftars appear’d no morc
T han thofe in Nelly’s eyes.

When to her father’s door 1*came,

- Where I had often been,

I begg’d my fair, my lovely dame,
To rife and let me in.

But the, with accents all divine,
Did my tH)nd {uir reprove;
And while fhe chid my rath dehan,
She but infian’d my love. |
IHer beauty oft had pleas’d before,
While her bright eyes did roll:
But virtue only had the pow’r
To charm my very {foul.

Then who would cruceilyv deceive,
Or from fuch beauty part

I lov'd her fo, I could nor leave
The charmer of my heuit.

My cager fondnels T obey’d,
Reiolv’'d fhe hould Le ininge,

Tl Flymen®to my arn. coon e 'd,

My trealure fo divine.

Now happy in my Nelly’s love,
Tranfportng 15 my oy ;

No greater blefiing can I prove;
So blefs’d a man am 1.

[‘or beauty may a while rerain
The conquer'd flute’ring hearr,

But virtue only 1s the chain

Holds never to depart,

THE HEAVY HOURS ARL ALMOST PAST.

BY LORD LYTTLE'TON.

TI-IE heavy hours are almoft palft,

T hat part my love and me;
My longing cyes may hope at laft
Their only with to fee.
But how, my Delia, will you meet
The man you've loft fo long ?
Will love in all your pulfes beat,
And tremble on your tongue ¢

Will you, in every look, declarc
Your heart s {lill the fame ?
And heal each idle anxious care
Qur fears in ablence frame?

THE SAME AIR,

Thus Delia, thus I paint the fcene
When fhorty we thall mecr,
And oy what yet remains between

Of loit’ring time to chiear.

But il the dream that foothes my mind,
Shall falfe and groundlefs prove ;

If T am doonm’d, at length, to find
Y ou have forgot to love;

All T of Venus afk s this,
No more to Iet us join;

But grant me here the flaet’ringr blifs,

To die, and 2hit you mine,
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SWEET ANNIE FRAE THE SEA-BEACH CAME.

e

AIR~——SWEET ANNIE.

S'WEET Annie frae the fea-beach came, Nae mair falfe Jamie, {ing nae marr,
Where Jocky fpéel’d the veffel’s fide ; And fairly caft your pipe away;

Ah'! wha can keep their heart at hame, My Jocky wad be troubled fair,
When Jocky’s toft aboon the tyde: To fee his friend his love betray;

Far aft to diftant realms he gangs, For a’ your fongs and verfe are vain,
Yer I'll be true as he has been;; While Jocky’s notes do faithful flow,

And when ilk lafs about him thrangs, My heart to him, fhall true remain,
He’ll think on Annie, his faithful am. I’ll keep it for my conftant jo.

I met our wealthy laird yeltreen, Blaw faft, ye gales, round Jocky’s head,
W1’ gowd in hand he tempted me, And gar your waves be calm and (till ¢

He prais’d my brow, my rolling een, His hameward fail with breezes {pecd,
And made a brag of what he’d gie: And dinna a’ my pleafure {pill:

W hat though my Jocky’s far away What though my Jocky’s far away,
Tolt up and down the awfome main, Yet he will braw in filler fhine;

I’ll keep my heart another day, I’ll keep my heart anither day,
Since Jocky may return again. Since Jocky may again be mine.

70 FAIR FIDELE'S GRASSY TO MB.
BY COLLINAS.

ey S S ————

THE SAME AIR.

’—I‘o fair Fidele’s grafly tomb, The red-breaft oft at ev’ning hours,
Soft maids and village-hinds fhall bring Shall kindly lend his little aid,
Each op’ning fweet of earlieft bloom, With hoary mofs and gather’d flow’rs,
And rifie all the breathing {pring. To deck the ground where thou art laid.
No wailing ghoft (hall dare appear When howling winds and beating rain
To vex with fhricks this quict grove ; In tempcﬂ:s (hake the fy]van cell ;
But fhepherd lads affemble here, Or midft the chace upon the plain,
And melting virgins own their love. The tender thoughteon thee fhall dwell,
No wither'd witch fhall here be feen, Lach lonely fcene fhall thee reftore,
No goblins lead their nightly crew ; For thee the tear be duly fhed;
But female fays fhall haunt the green, ~ Belov'd all life can charm no more,

And drefs thy grave with pearly dew, And mourn'd till pity’s felf be dead.
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SWEET ANNIE FRAE THE SEA BEACH.
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SHEPHERDS, I HAVE LOST MY LO/IL,

AIRy~THE BANKS OF BANNA.

SIIEPHERDS, I have loft my love ; Never fhall I fee them more
Flave vou {een my Anna? Unal her returning
Pride of ev’ry fhady grove, Al the jovs of Lile are o’er,
Upon the banks of Banna! ' I'rom gladncts chang’d to mourning.
I for her my home forfock, W hither 1s my charmer flown ?
Near yon mifly mountain ; Shepherds, tell me wlather ?
Left my flock, my pipe, my crook, Ah! woe for me, perlips he'’s gone

Greenwood fhade, and fountain. For c¢ver and for ever.
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