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From his bofom that heav’d, the laft torrent was {treaming,
And pale was his vifage, deep mark’d with a {car,

And dim was that cye, once expreflively beaming,

"That melted in love, and that kindled in war ;

How {mit was poor Adelaid’s hcart at the fight!

¥ow bitter fhe wept o’er the victim of war!

¢ Haft thou come, my fond love, this laft {forrowful night,
'T'o cheer the lone heart of your wounded huffar.”

“ 'Thou fhalt live!” fhe replied, “ heaven’s mercy relieving,
Each anguifhing wound fhall forbid mc to mourn;”

* Ah! no, the laft pang in my bofom is heaving,

No light of the morn fhall to Henry return;

‘Thou charmer of life, ever tender and true,

Ye babes of my love, that await me afar—"

His falt’ring tongue fcarcely murmur’d adien,

‘When he furk in hier arms, the poor wounded buffar,
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SONG 1L
To the forcgoing Tunc.

BE hufh’d the loud breeze, and foft roll the rough billow

That curls its rude head o’er my fiveet Billy’s grave;

No peace ere fhall gladden the heart of his Anna,

-Her hope is entombed in the Texel’s proud wave.

On the coaft of Mynheer, with his broad pendant flying,
Tho’ Duncan his enfign of triumph could rear,

Britannia fhall weep when her warriors are dying,

And the cves of her fair be bedew’d with a teay.

No more my fond bofom, with rapture reclining,

My Billy fhall tell of the laurcls he won;

How mid{l the wide carnage he thought of his Anna,
And nec'er was the man that would flinch from his gun.
No danger he fecar'd when the foe was aflailing,

Nor minded the ftorin, nor the cannon’s loud roar,

In hopes foon at home to be moor’d with his Anna,
And figh in her arms when the battle vras o'er.

The day dawns with joy when the heart feels no {forrow,
But heart-foothing flicep flies the pillow of care,

On the hopclefs eye dawns no happy to-morrow,

It rifvs in fadnefs to fet in defpair.

Yet a few other funs, and the conflict is over,

This poor aching trembler to beat will give o'cr,

In the cold arms of death I'll reft with my lover,

When the fate of the battle fhall part us no more,
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SONG IIL

THE MAID THAT TENDS THE GOATS,.

Slow.
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Up amang yon cliffy rocks, chr_‘tly rings t]n

Lilting o’cr her native notes. Iark! fhe fings
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Till he’s fairly marry’d to me. Drive away, ye

drone, T'ime, An’ bring about our bridal day.

s« Sandy herds a flock o’ fheep,

« Aften does he blaw the whiflle,

« In a fhrain fae faftly fweet,

« ].ammies, lift’ning, dare nae blecat,
«« He's as fleet’s the mountain roc,

¢« Hardy as the Highland heather,

« Wading thro’ the winter fnow,

« Keeping ay his flock together,

« PBut a plaid, wi’ bare houghs,

« He braves the bleakeft norlin Lilaft.

« Brawly he can dance and fing,

« Canty glec or Highland cronachj

¢ Nanc can ever match his fling

“ At a 1‘{;:1:1, or round A |‘ing.

« Wightly can he wicld a rung s

« Ina brawl he's ay the bangfter;

“ A’ his praifc can ne'er be fung

“ By the langeft winded fangfler,

“ Sanps that ing o' Sandy

# Come fhort, tho' they were ¢'ev fae lapng ™
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SONG IV,

THOU SOFT FLOWING AVON,
Largcttn

B e Tt

Thou f{foft flowing Avon, by thy filver
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{tream, Of things more than mor-~tal thy
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Sllakefpearc would dream, would dream, woul
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fairics, Dy moon - light, dance round his
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glu.:n bed; For hallow'd the turl is which
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pil-low’d _1115 head: "T'he fairics, by moon-
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light', dance round his grecn beds For hal-

low’d the turf is which  pil - low'd his head.

_The love-ftricken maiden, the {foft fighing fivain,
Here rove without danger, and figh without pain.
The fiveet bud of beauty no blight thall here dread ;

For hallow’d the turf is which pillow’d his head.

Here youth fhall be fam’d for theise love and their truth ;
And cheerful old age feel the fpirit of youth,

For the rvaptures of fancy here pocets thall tread

For hallow'd the turf is which pillow'd his head.

Flow on, filver Avon, in fong ever flow!

Bé the fwais on thy borders (HIl whiter than firow !

Lver full be thy ftream 3 like his fame may it fpread !
And the toef ever hallow'd which pillow’d his head!

(.
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SONG V.,

THE SNUG LITTLE ISLAND.

Allegretto.
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Daddy Neptune onec day to Freedom did
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All the globc round, mnone can be found So

?E:ﬁlliﬁé H==

happy as this lit-tle ifland.

Julius Cefar the Roman, who yielded to no mai>~ -
Came by water, he couldn’t come by land;

And Dane, Pit, and Saxon their homes turn’d their hacks on,
And all for the fake of cur ifland.

Oh what a foug little ifland,

They'd all have a touch at the ifland;
Some were fhot dead,—fome of them fled,

And fomce fiaid to live in the ifland.

Then a vcﬁy great war-man, call’d Billy the Norman, -
Cried, D—n it, 1 never liked my land, o
It wou'd be much morc handy to leave this Normandy,

And live on yon beautiful ifland. |
Says he, "I's 1 foug little ifland,
Shan't us go 'vifit thL ifland ;
Hop, fkip, and jump,—there he was plump,
- And he kick’d up 2 duft in the ifland.
‘, C 2
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Yet party deceit_help’d the Normans to beat,
Of traitors they managed to buy land;
By Dane, Saxon, or Pl& we ne'er had been lick’ d
Had they ftuck to the king of the ifland.
Poor Harold the king of the ifland,
He loft both his life and his iftand
That’s very true,~what could.he do?
Like a Briton he died for the ifland.

‘I'hen the Spanith Armada fet ont to invade a,
Quite fure, if they cver came nigh land,
They cow’dn’t do lefs than tuck up Queen Befs,
And take their full fwmg in the ifland.
Oh the poor queen and the ifland,
The drones came to plunder the ifland ;
But {fhng in her hive—the queen was alive,
And buz was the word at the ifland.

The prond puff'd up cpkes thought to make ducks and drak:
Of our wealth, but they fcarcely could {py land,
F'er Drake had the luck to make their pride duck,
And ftoop to the lads of the ifland.
Huzza! for the lads of the iland,
"T'he good wooden walls of the ifland
Devil or Don,—lct em come on,

But how would they come off at the ifland ?

[ don’t wonder much that the French and the Dutely
Have {ince been oft tempted to try Land,

And I wonder much lefs they have met no fuceefs,
For why thould we pive up our ifland?
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Oh ’tis a wonderful ifland!
All of ’em long for the ifland ;
‘Hold 2 bit there, (let 'ecm)—takc firc and air,
| But we'll have the fea and the ifland.

Then fince Frcedom and Neptune have hitherto kept tune,
1In cach faying, This (hall be my land,
Showd the army of England or all they cou’d bring, land,

" We'd thow ’em fomce play for the ifland;

we'd fight for our right to the ifland,
- We'd give ’em enough of the ifland;
Frenchmen fhou’d juft—Dbite at our duft,
But not a bit more of the ifland.
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SONG VI.

HEARTS OF OAK.

Allegro Moderato.
. Py
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Come cheer up my lads, ’tis to glory we fteer, To
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fight and we'll conquer a-gain and  again.

Wc ne'er {ce our foes but we with them to flay,

They never fee us but they with us away,

If they run, why we follow, and run them athore,

For if they won’t fight us we cannot do more.
Hearts of oak, &c.

'fﬁcy fwear they'll invade us thefe terrible foes,

Thﬁy frightcn. our womcen, our childrcn? aud beaux,

But fhou’d their flat bottomns in darknefi ‘gct o'er,

Still Britons they’ll find to reccive them on fMore.
Hearts of cak, &e.

We'll ftill make "em run, and we'll (41 make 'em fweant,

In.dpite of the devil and Bruflels Gazette s

Then cheer up my lads, with one heart let us fine,

Qur foidicrs, our fiilors, our {tatefimen, and kinr.
Hearts of valr, &«

r
-
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- . ©  SONG VIL -

ON ADMIRAL DUNCAN'S VICTORY,

Enroll’d in our bright an-nals lives fuil

many a gillant name,

never  Britifh llem-t con - ceivid, DBut ncver
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O&@ober the eleventh it was, he fpied the Dutch at ninc,

‘T"he Britifh fignal flew to break thelr clofc embattled linc

‘Fheir line was broke, for all our tars, on that aufpictous day,

All bitter memory of the paft had vowed to wipe away.
Their line was broke, &e.

At three o'clock ninc mighty fhips bad ftruck their colour,

proud,
And two brave admirals at his feok their vanqaifh’d fags hal
bow’d;

Our Duncan’s towering colours ftream’d all honour to the L
For, in the battle’s fierceft rage, he mail’d them to the mudl,
Our Duncan's fowering colours, &c.

'[he vidtory was now eomplete ; the cannon ceas’d to roar;
"Fhe featter’d remnants of the foe flunk to their native {hore;
No power the pride of conquelt had his heart to lead aftray,
He fummon’d bis triumphant crew, and this was heard to fuy

CuoRrus.
“ Let every madn now bend the knee, and here in folemn pray
“ Give thanks to God, whe in this ight has made our
his care.” |

Then on the deek, the noble ficld of that proud day’s renow
Brave Duncan’ with his ¢rew devont before their God ki

down,

And humbly blefs’d his Providence, and hail’d his guai,
power,

Who valour, ftrength, and fkill infpir'd in that dread batt
hour, .

And humbly blefs’d; &
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The captive Dutch this folemn feene furvey’d with fifent awe,
And rue’d the day when IHollund join’d to Francd’s impious
, law,

And marked how virtue, couraze, faith, unite to form this

fand,

For victory, for fame and power, juft vule, and bigh commiind,
s And marked, &ec.

"T'he Venerable was the fhip that hore his flag o fame,

Our veteran hero well becomes his gallant veflel’s name;

Behold his locks! they fpeak the toill of many a ftormy day
For fifty ycars and more, my boys, has fohting been his way.

Grannp Cuonus,.

Behold his locks! they fpeak the toil of many a flormy dusr,
For fifty years and more, my bovs, has fiphting heen his wav;
'The Venerable was the fhip that bore his flag to fame,

And vencrable ever be our vet'ran Dunciny’s name!
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SONG VI

THLE TIRKS OF INVERMALY.
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them  improve the  hour
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the birks of In - «veyr - ITiav,

For foon the winter of the yen

- And age, life’s winter, will nppcur -
©Ar this thiy living bloom will fade,

Aa‘tlmt will ﬁrlp t]w veradnt ﬂmrlc;

Our talte of pleafure then is o'er,

The feather'd fonpfters are o moie ;

And when théy droop, and we decas,

Adicu the birks of Iuvernay.,

Behold the hills and vales arowmnd,
Wit lowing herds and Hoclis .:hmmd
The waaton Lids and frifking Limbs,
Gambol and dance about thelr dams:
The bufy bees with huzaming neifi,
And all the reptile Kind rejoiec
Let us, like thern, then [ing and ylas
About the birks of Inverm: v,
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‘Hark, how the waters as they fall,
Loudly my love to gladnefs call:
The wanton waves fport in the beams,
And fifhes play throughout the flreams;
'T'he circling fun das now advance,
And all the planets round him dance:
Let us as jovial be as they
Among the birks of Invermay.

SON G IX.

THE VICAR AND MOSES.

At the fign of the horfe, old  Spintext

of courfe, Yach night took his pipe and bhis

Sty
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pot, O'cr a jorum of nap .- py, qute
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pleafant and happy, Wuas plac’'d this ca - no-

dol di dol.

‘The evening was dark, when in came the clerk,
With reverence due and fubmifiion

Firlt ftrok’d his cravat, then twirl’d round his hat,
And bowing, preferr'd his petition.

I'm come, Sir, fuid he, to beg, look d'ye fee,

Of your reverend worthip and glory,
To inter a poor baby, with s much fpeed as may be,
o And Pl walk with the Linthoin before you,

.'f'I'hr: bedy we'll bury, but pray where's the hugry ?

' Why Lord, Sir, the corpfe it docs flay

You fool hold your peace, fince mitacles ceafe,

5 A corple, Mofcs, can’t run awiy,

Y

}

Then Mofus he fmil’d, faying, Sir, a fmall child
Cannot long doday your intenti ng

LY
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Why that'strue, by St. Paul, a child that is fm'tll
Can never Lnlmg:., its dimenfions,

Bring Mofes fome Deer, and bring me fome, d'ye heat,
I hate to be call'd from my liquor:
Come, Mofes, the King, ’tis a feandulouns thing,

Such a fubjet fhould be but a Vicar.

Then Mofes he fpoke, Sir, tis paft twelve o'clock,
Befides there's a terrible fhower;
Why Mofes, you clf, fince the clncl\ has ﬂ:mcl-._ twelve,

I'm furc it can never {trike more.

Befides, my dear friend, this leflon attend,

 Which to fav and to fwear T'll be bold,

"That the corpfe, fhow or rain, can’t endanger, that’s plain,
But perhaps you or I may take cold.

Then Mofes went on, Sir the clock has ftruck one,
Pray mafter lonk up at the hand;

Why it ncer can (trike lefs, tis a fu]ly to profs
A man for to oo that can’t fland.

v

At length hat and cleak old Orthodox took,
Dut cram'd his jaw with a quid;

Ilach tipt oft a gill for fear they hould chill,
And then flaseer'd away fide by fide.

Vvihen come to the mave, the elerk m'd a flave,
Whilfl the forplice was wrapt round the pricit;

Where fo droll was the figure of Mofes and Viear,
That the parifh (il talk of the jft.
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Good people, let's pray, put the corpfe fother way,
. . Or perchance I will over it ftumblc;
*Tis belt to take care,. tho' the fages declare,

A ngriunm caput can’t tremble.

b

Woman that's born of a man, that's wrong, «fic fcaf’s torn;

“A man, that 1s born of u woman,
Can't continue an hour, but’s cut down like 2 fow'r;
You fee, Mofes, death {pareth no man.

Here Mofes do ook, what a confounded bork,
Sure the letters are turn’d upfide down,

Such a feandalous print! fure the devil is in'e,
That this Balkcet fhould print for the Crowrn.

Prithee, Mofes, you read, for I cannoct proceed,
And bury the corple in my f{tead.
{ dmer, Amen.)
Why, Mofes, you're wrong pray hold ftill vour toagmse.
Youve taken the tail for the head,

O where's thy (ting, Death! put the corpfe in the earth,
For, believe me, 'tis terrible sweather:
S0 the corple was iuterr’d, without praying a svord,
And away they both (tagoer'd together,
Singing 'T'ol de rol ti dol di dol.
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SONG X.

FHE “AILOR'S CONSULATION.
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Whifling Tom ftill of mifchicf or fun in the midile,
Through life in all weathers at random would jog,
He'd dance and he’d fing, and he’d play on the fiddie,
And fwvig with an air his ajlowance of grog:
Long fide of 2 Don in the Terrible frigate,
As yard arm and yard arm we lay oft the fhore,
In and out whitling T'om did fo caper and jig 1t,
'T'hat his head was fhot off, and we ne’er faw him more!
But grievine’s a folly, &<

Bonny Ben was to each jolly mefsmate a brother,
He was manly and honc't, goad natur'd and free,
i ever one tar was more true than another,
- To his friend and his duty, that failor washe:
One day with the davit to heave the cadge anchor,
Ben went in the boat on a bold cragay fhore,
the overboard tipt, when a fhark and 2 tpanker
Soon nipt hiny in two, zand we ne’er faw him more!
But grieving's a folly, &ec.

But whut of it ull ads? fhall we be down hearted,
" Becanft that mayhap we now take our Lafl fup ?

Life’s cable mufl one day or othicr be purted,

. And death in fafl mooring will Lring us all up.

But ’tis always the way on’ty one feares finds a brother,
Yond as pitch, honefl, hearty, and true to the core,
But by battle or ftorm, or forne d—u'd thing or other, .
Hle's popp'd oft the 11001'-5, and we neler {ec hism more.

But grieving's o folly, &e.
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SONG XL
JENNY'S BAWELEE,
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The firft, a captain to his trade,
wi ill-lin'd fcull, and back weel clad,
March'd roun’ the barn and by the fhed,
And papped on his knce ;s
Quoth he, “ My soddefs, nymph, and queen,
« Your beauty's dazzi'd baith my cen 5
But deil a bezuty he had {ren,
But Jenny's bawbee.

A norlan’ laird neift trotted up,
Wi ba{fen’d nag und {iller whup,
Cry’d, « Herc's my beatt, 1ad had the gmp,
« Or t'e him to a tree
¢ What’s goud to me? T've wealth o' lan’,
« Beftow on ane o° worth your han’s”

He thought to pay what he was awn,
W1 Jenny's bawbee.

A lawyer neift, wy’ hlatherin® gab,
Wi fpeeches wove like ony wulb,
" In ilk 2ncs corn he took 2 dab,
And a’ for a fec;
‘Accounts he owed thro’ a the town,
And tradefmens tongnes nac mair con’d drowr,

But now he thought to clout liis gown,
Wi’ jt,nny‘s ' awlee.

Quite fpruce, juft frae thie wafhing tubs,
A fool came neift, tut life has rubs,
Foul were the roads, and {u” the dubs,
And fair beamear'd was 1€ ;
11e danc'd up, fquintin® thro’ a plafs,
And grinn'd, « P faith a bonny lafe,”
e thousht Lo win, wi’ ftontof brats,
Jenny's bawbee,

—iom mr mp L'
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Ghe bad the Iaird gae kaim his wag,
The foger not to {orut fae big,
"T'hie lawyer uot to be a prig,
The fool he cried, ¢ Tce-hee.
4 T ken'd that T could never fail)”
‘But fhe piinn’d the dith-clout to his tail,
And cool'd him wi' a water-pail,
And kept hers bawbee.

Then Johnnes camy’, a lad o fenfe,

Altho’ hie had na mony pence,

He ok voung jenny to the {pence,

' MWT her to crack a wee:
Now Johnny was a clever chiel,

And here hits fuit he prefs’] fic weel,

That Jenny's heart grew faft as jeel,

_- Anud fhe birl’d her bawbee.

39
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SONG XII.

CRAZY JTANE,

FThe following was written in conftquence of a Lady
having in her welks, during a refidence in the country,
mect 2 poor mad woman, known by the above ap-
pellation, at whofe appearance the Lady was much }

‘Tune—Gin ye mect a E:mz:{y laffie.

alarmed. ]
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Why, fair maid, in  ev' - feature, Are {uch
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fipns of fear exprefs'd? Can a wand’ring, wretch-
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ed creature, W’:th fuch taror Al thy brta&?
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Do my frenzied looks a--larm  thee? 'Truft me
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fiveot, thy foars wre vainy  Not for kingdoms would
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I harm thee; Shun not then peor

-
cra - zy Jilllt!.

Doft thou weep to fve my anguifh?
Taik mic, and avoid my woe;
When men flatter, fish, and languifk,

'Think them falfe—7 tound thom fo.
For 1 lov'd, oh fo fincerely !

None could ever love arain!
Jut the yﬂllth 1 Iﬂv'd i dL':H'I:,-,

Stole the wits of crazy Jane.

Fondly my yvoung hcart recenv’d him,
Which was doom'd to love Lut one;
I1e figh’d——he vow'd—and 1 believ’d him,

He was falfz, and 1 undonte. *
From that hour, has reafon never

Hcld ber empire o'er miy briing
Henry fled— with him for ever

Fled the wits of crazy Jane.

Now forlorn and broken hearted,
And with frenzied thoughts befet,
On that fpot where once we patted,
On that fpot where firl me mat,
still T fing my love-lorn ditty,
Still 1 flowly pace the plain ;
Whiltt each pafler-by, In pity,
Cries, % God help thes, crazy Jane”
)
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SONG XU

~nr COTTAGE ON THE MOOR,
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neat  lit--tle  cottage, VYon ncut lit-tlo

' cot - tage that ftands on

T'he IntK's early fong dees to labour invite ;
Contented, we juft keep the wolf from the door;
And, Pheebus 1ctiring, trip home with delioht,
T'o our neat little cottage that ftands on the moer.

Yon neat little cottage, &,

Our meals are bus bomely, mirth fvcetens our chizer,
Affeétion’s our inmatre, the oucft we adore ;

And heart-cafe and health make a paluce appear
Of our neat little cottape that ftunds i the moov,

Yon nett little cottuge, &
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SONG XIV,

CLLEBEATED DLATII-S50ONG OF JTIHIE CHTRONLEE INDIAN,.
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the fon of  _Alknomook
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will nec - ver cnmplum.

Re mcmhcr;.hc arrows he fhot from his how,
Remember your chicfs by his hatchet laid low;
Why fo flov ?—Do you wait till I fhrink from the pain?
No'!—the Hn of Alknomook fhall never complain.,
Mo l~—the fon, &c.

Remembeithe wood where in ambufl we lay,
And the folps which we bore from your natien away,
wow the lame rifes faft, they exult in my pain;
But the fin of Alknomook czn never complain.
But the fon, &e.

I coto th: land where my father is gone;

Hlis ghoft hall rejoice in the fume of his fon.

Death cones as a friend, he relicves me from paing

And the fon of Alknomook has feorn’! to complain!
And the fon, &«

th
I
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SONG XV.

ROSLIN CASTLL,
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;{uf--lin caftle heard the fivain, And
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c.-cho'd  back  the cheerful  ffrain,

.f‘.ﬂ.'.r:il:c, {iwvcet mufe! the Lreathing fpring
With rapture warms; awake and fino!
Awa ¢ and join the vocal throng
Whahail the morning with a fong!

'I'o Nanny raife the cheerful lay

O bit her hafte and come away;

In {veetelt files herlelf adorn,

Andadd new graces to the morn.

O hak, my love! on ¢v'ry fpray
Fach feather’d warbler tunes hig lay !
"Fis beauty fires the ravifh'd {ong,
And fove infpires the melting throng.,
Then let my raptur’d notes 2rife:

For beauty darts trom Nanny's eyes;;
And love my rifing bofom warms,
And fills my foul with fiveet 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 madeft brow of thine!

O hither hafte, and with thee bring

‘That beuty blooming like the f'pri'ng

'Thofe praces {hat ;li'.'inuly (hine!

And charm this ravif’d breaft of mine
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SONG X VI

To the forcgoing Tune.

FR.OM Roflin Caftle’s cchoing walls
Refounds my fhepherd’s ardent calls;
My Colin bids m¢ come away,

And love demands 1 fhould obey. i
His mclting ftrain and tuncful lay j
So much the charms of love difplay,

I yicld,—nor longer can rel rain

To own my love, and blefs my {waii.

- N

Mo longer can my heart conceal
The painful pleafing flame | feel; |
My foul retorts the am’rous {train, |
And echoes back in love again. | |
Where lurks my fongfter? From what gI‘DV%
Does Colin pour his notes of love ? |

O bring me to the happy bow'r

Where mutual love may biifs {ecure.

7o vocal hills that catch the fong,
Repeating, as it flics along,

7o Colin’s car my ftrain convey,
And fiy, 1 hafte to comc away.
Ye zephyrs foft that fan the gale,
Waft to my love the foothing tale;
In whifpers all my foul exprefs,

And tell, I hafte his arms to blefs.
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SONG AN

BANNEL AND FLOXRA,
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¢ Loud howls the northern blait,
¢« Pleak is the dreary wafte;—
« I{afte then, O Donnel haite,
« Flafte to thy Flora.
¢« Twice twelve long months arc 0 ¢,
¢ Since in a forelgn fhore
* You promis’d to fight no more,
« Put meet me in Mora.

¢« Where now is Donnel dear?”
«“ Maids cry with taunting {necr,
i Say, is he {iill fincere
“« To his lov'd Flora¢”
# Parents upbrald my moan,
« Facl heart is turn’d to {tone—
¢ Ah, Flora! thou’rt now alonc,
« Frendlefs in Mora!

”~

« Come then, O come away,

“ Donnel no longﬂr {tay ;

¢ Where can my rover f{tray
¢ TFrom his dear Flora?

« Al fure he ne'cr conld be

¢ Falfe to his vows to me—

“ O heaven ! is not yonder he
“ Bounding in Mora¢”

“ Naver, O wretghed fair, ©
(Sigh'd the fad meflenger)
. % Never thall Donnel maiy
é,*:" « Mect his lov’d Flora,
oot Coldy cold, hevond the maln,
e «« Donnel thy love lies flamng
L “ e fent me to feothe thy pain.
“ Weeping tn Moi,

"
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« Well fought our galiant men,
« Plcaded by brave Burgoyne;
« Our heroes were thrice led on
¢«« To Britith glory:
« Put ah! tho' our foes did flee,
. Sad was the lofs to thee,
.« While every frefh victory
« Drown’d us in forrow.”

« }iere, take this trafty blade,”

. Donnel expiring, faicd)

w Give it to yon dear maid
« Weeping in Mora,

« Tell her, O Allan, tell,

« Toundd thus bravely fcll,

« And that in bis laft farcwell,
« He thought on his Flora.”

~7ute (tood the trembling fair,

gpeechlefs with wild defpair, »

T'hen {triking her bofom bare,
Sigh'd out, « Poor Flora !

« Oh Donncl! Oh welladay 17

Was all the fond heart could fay-;

As length the found dicd away,

, Yuebly In Nora.

51
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SONG XVIIL

DWLET LILLIES OF TUE VALLEY.

(Fer  barren hills and ﬁmw'r}* dales, O'er
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From whiftling o’cr the harrow’d turd,
From nefting of cach tree,

1 chiofe a {oldier’s life to lead,
So focial, gay, and free:

Yt tho' the lafles love as well,
And often try to rally,

None pleafes me like her that cres,
Sweet LEllies of the valley,

I'm now return’'d (of late difcharpg’d)
T'o ufe my native toil,

From fighiing in my country’s caule,
To plough my country’s foil ;

1 care not which, with cither plers'd,
So I poflefs my Sally,

"That little merry nymph that cries;
Sweet lillics of the valloy.



THE MUSICAL REPOSITORY. 55

SONG XIiX.

OLD ENGLAND 0,
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brow of Old Eupland O.

Old Neptune’s pride is England O,

Old Neptune’s pride is England O,

'T'o her mild and equal reign,

Ie relign’d the liguid main,

And the queen of the feas is Old England O,
To her mild, &c.

We dearly love Old England O,

We dearly love Old England O

Iet us then our rights maintain,

And in {tcady faith rema'n,

The loyal fons of Old Enclund O.
L.t us then, &e.

For fhamce! ve fons of Fnaland O,
Ye baftard {fons of England O,
To forge the trait’rous pike and lance,
And court the finiles of mad’ning I'ran ¢,
All intent on the ruin of England 0,

T'o forue, &c.

Refle@, ye fons of England O,

Deluded fons of England O,

Is not vour peace and fafety fled ?

Where doth freedom reft her head,

LBut fecure in the bofom of Enghlind O«
Is nog, .
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Then w by fall out with England O?

Or wlhy difpute with Enasland O

I; fhe not a parent kind?

Then pive refentment to the wind,

And asain be the friends of Old Enpland O.
I; the not, &

Vour glaffes fll to Enpland O,

A bumper charge to England G

1.ong may fhe pive the nations peace,

And may her empire nevee ceale,

Sor Frunch mobs be thought friends of Cld Eagland O-
Long may, &c

)t
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SONG XX,

*RIOUNWSTER NONG TONG PAW,
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nentend  pas.

tonn to the Palais Royal comg,

[ts Iplendear almoft (fruck him dunh;
Elav, whﬂﬁ; Loufe is that there heve ?
Totle T Je vous n'entends pas Hionfieur.
Whint Nnng Tong Pavy again? crivs Tolay,

"This fellow is {fume miuht}' Don'l

No doubt Was plenty for the maw,
U Dreakfufll with this Nung T'ong Paw.

John fiw Verfuilles from Marli’s height,

And cricd, aftonif’d at the fight,
Whefe fine eftate 15 that there here ?

Stat! Je vous nentends pas Monfieur.
Tis ¢ what the land and houfes too?

'The felow’s richer thun o Jew!

On cvery thing he lays his elaw,

I thould like Lo dine with Nong 'l‘nu:._; PPawn

N et tripping cime a courtly fuir;

Johm erted, enchanted with her wy,

W hat lovely wonelds that there hove !
Ventei! Je vous wentends pas Nonficar.
What, he apam 2 up we my Lifes

A palace, lawds, and then o wife

Sir Jothna mipght delipht to draw s

tehould fike 1o fup with None Tope Puw
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But hold, whofc funerals that? cries John;
Te vous n'entends pas: what! is he gone ¢
Wealth, fame, and beauty could not fave
Poor Nnnrr 'Tong Paw then from the grave
His race is ran, his game is up,

I'd with him breakfa{’t dine, and fup,

But {ince he chufes to withdraw,
Good-nioht t'ye Niounfver Nonz Tong DPaw.

SONG XX

TA58 D TO THID IICLA.
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on thy charms. 'T'he  troubled nwin, hc, wisid
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When rocks appear on ev'ry fide,
And art is vain the fhip to guide,
In vavicd fhapes when death appears,
'The thoughts of thce my bofom cheers -
The troubled main,
The wind and rain,
My ardent paflion prove s
LaflY’d to the helm,
Shou'd feas o’erwhelm,
I'd think on thee my love.

But thou’d the gracious powrs be kind,
Difpel the gloom and @il the wind,
And waft me to thy arms once more,
Safe to my long-lof native fhore:
No more the main
I'd tempt again,
But tender joys imiprove
I then with thee
Show’d happy be,
And think on nought but love.
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SONG XXIIL

TUE SATLOR'S JOURNAL,

W lidastt oo,

"Twas polt me -=-ri---dian, half paft  {ouyr,
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By Ng--nal 1 from Nancy parted; At fix
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twas fancy; At cight we all got under
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weigh,
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And  bid a Jong adicu to Nancy.

"TI'was night, and now cight bells had rung,
When carelefs failors ever cheery,

On the mid-watch (o cheerfu] fung,
With tempers labours cannot wea; y.

1, little to their mirth inclin’d,
For tender withes fill’d my fancy,

And my warm fighs increas’d the wind,
L.ook’d on the mwoon, and thouglit on Nanecy.

#And now arrivd that jovial night,
When evry true bred tar caroufes,
Around the grog all hands delight,
To toaft their fweethearts and their fpoufes.
‘Round went the fong, the jeft, the glee,
And youthful thoughts £l cvery fancy,
And when in turn it came to me,

I heav'd a figh, and toafled Nuncy.

Next morn a florm came on at four
At fix the elements in motion,
Plung'd me, and three poor failors more,
Headlong into the foaming covan ;
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2001 wretehes, they feon found thiir graves,
For me it may be only funcy,
But love feem’d to forbid the waves

To fnatch me firom the arms of Nancy-

Scarce the foul hurricane was clear'd,
Scarce winds and waves had ccas’d ¢ ratéle.
When a bold enemy appear'd,

And dauntlefs we prapar’d for battle,
And now, while fome loy’] fricnd or wife
Like lightning rufh'd on every fancy,

Lo Providence I trafted life,

Put vp a pray'’r, and taought on Nancw,

At faft, “twas in the month of Mav,
The crew, it being lovely weather,
At three, A M. difcover'd day,
And England’s chalky cliffs together
At feven, up channel how we Dore!
While hopes and fears rufh'd on my fancs ;
At twelve, I gaily jump’d afhore,
And to my throbbing heart pref’d N Ancy,



iia MUSICATL 2EPOSITOR™

it

—— — il el —— T ‘*—;T T Ruleegfeg H'I---l

l— S a Eﬁ-uln-'f " Al __'_.::-___f - —:--.-__- el
l F': - ﬁ: » __"iﬁ_ R _.e__n._.(.',}_
. —" r F_‘: } = '-""--l"i-—-'-

L]
| Ml 3 el

I e e ey

)

moment was fad when my love wind

Y 1 .. N Y. - e
_._;bﬁ..__f—ﬁ-_-—:. ,jﬂ_ PR . W S S
& '_—_F'" | I "i_.._"__i_g_g_ _
—-—I'*‘"Eﬂ--;:%- gz
! paried, Sa - vour - - N

—— | - _-.-—-..-—.-u-._a l.h-- — e | . p—
vﬁ - Il-l-—----'I i e -:Jr L-— e T
'v ———— [ S L ——
-—b—h.-u-ﬂ__—i Fep———

R e By ] ﬁ-m———--'—l-
‘ al
]

e L pagariie o
! I'|

ninh broken hearted,




TIIE MUSICAI. REPOSITORY. 47

T KPR PPy Py T
e St . E' A—-} b
e ---r—-‘ ot sl i e t——--d—-u-.- .-.!{_} —i-—.-‘f---_ by

__i___
-

e B e S i Wt
= B g Y e

bung on my thwlder, Vamp was Loy haud, no

o F .
D P
-'-_.".- .r:u.:'-—--—ﬂlri —= . e el el —— -I-—-f--"] -'t--_il-‘-_--- .

R P E e e

i — Py S —---T---'-l--.-l—u—-u

S L SO LT I — i
L g r 4"
marble was colder, T flt that 1T nevey

r m

e e
i R BE AT T

Tl g ey

- e = e —— ____'__ —_— e _.,,.- -';(J_L....___l.._L ——
= ” - B 9

a-oain theuald Le - hold Ler; Sa-reur--aa

i
- Fa— W .-—--..-- -'_—-H_--b ——l e Pl S i —"—

<Y ARV S i ;ﬂ: ) e et e
< m-—-_izétd E_’ F__ &k .__.-....1 Y I
&

e gy | PP p— - o e . ey, Ay ey gl e W

'H"

iyx - < Lifh El‘:’:gh.}.n Oh.

When the word of command §ut our men 1elo mot,
Savournn, &Ke.

Fhuechi’d my hneplack to ceds the wile ceean,
Savowtia, &,

itk weore our troops, all renving like thunder,

Pleas’d with the vovage, bmpaticut for plunder,

Ny Lolom with grtef wiis alimoft tory afimudey.
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Iong T fought for my country, far, far from my truc love,
Savouina, <&c.

All my pay and my booty I hourded for you love,
Savourna, &

Peace was proclim’d ; cfeap’d from the flanghter,

L.anded at home, my fweet givl, 1 fousht her,

But {forrow, alas! to her cold grave had broueht her.
Sevourna, &c.

SON G XXIV.

JOIN ANDIRSON, MY JOL.
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Jchn Anderfon my joe, Johu, when we were
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fufl acquaint, Y our locks were like the raven, your
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Lonwy brow was brenty DBat  uoew you'ru Lurned
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bald, John, vour locks are hke the fnow, Yet

bleMngs on  your {rofty pow, John

my  joc.

John Anderfon my joe, John, ye were my firlt concuit,

And ay at Kirk and market 've kept vou trim and neat;

There’s fome folk fay your failing, John, but T fearce believe
it's fo,

For you're ay the fame kind man to e, Jehn Anderfon
my Joc.

John Anderfon my joe, John, we've feen our bairns’ bairns,

And yet, my dear John Anderfon, I'm happy in your arms,

And fae are ye in mine, John, 'm fure ye'll ne'er fay no,

Tho' the days are gane thut we hae feen, John Anderfon
niy joc.

John Anderfon my joe, John, owr filler ne’cr was rife,
And yet we nd'er faw poverty fin' we were man and wifey
We've ay haen it and brar, John, great bletlings here belows,
And thathelps to Leop peace ot hame, John Anderfon my joe,
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Jobn Anderfon my joe, Johin, the warld lo'es us baith,

We nc'er fpake il o' neighbours, John, ner ald them ony
{kaith,

To live in peace and quietnefs was 2’ our care, ye know,

And I'm fure they'll preet whenwe are dead,  John Anderfon
my joe.

John Anderfon my joe, John, frar vear to vear we've palt,

And foon that year muun come, john, wili brig us to our
Intl;

Jut let na’ that afliipht ws, John, onr hoarts were ne'er owr
foe,

While in innocent dedight we livid, John Anderfon, my joc.

John Anderfon my joc, Tohn, we clamb the Lill thegither,
And mony a canty day, John, we’ve had w1’ ane unither;

i M

Now we maun tetter down, Jobn, Lbut hatd in hand we',

5%
And we'll fleep thegither at the foot, Johia Anderfon my joc,
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SONG XXV.

oW SWEET IN THE WOODDLANDS.
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is viewy  She's  loft, Fair
;._..___....... ___EE
aphnc is loft  to my view.

ALt me, chafte Dian, the nymph to regain,
“More wild than the roe-buck, and wing'd with difdain,
In pity o'ertake her, who wounds as (he flies,
Tho' Daphne’s purfu'd, ’tis Myrtillo that dics,—
‘That dies!
'Tho' Daphne’s purfird, &ec.
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SONG XXV,

LEANDER ON THE £ 1VY.
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Then cafting reund his eyes,
'Thus of his fatc he did complain:
Ye cruel rocks and fkies!
Ye ftormy winds, and angry mait.
‘What ’tis to mifs
The lover’s blifs,
Alas! ye do not know;
Make me your wreck
As I come back,
But fpare me as 1 go.

{.o! yonder ftands the tower
Where my beloved Hero lics,
And this th’ appointed hour
WWhich fets to watch her longing eyes.
To his fond fuit
'The gods were mute;
The billowg anfwer, No;
Up to the fkies
'The furges rife,
But fuuk the youth as low.

Meanwhile the wifhing maid,
Divided “twixt lver care and love,
Now does his {tay upbraid;
Now dreads he thou'd the paflage prove;
O fate! faid fhe,
Nor heaven nor thee
Our vews {hall d'er divide;
. 1'd leap this wall,
Could 1 but fall
By my Leander's fide.
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At lchgth the rifing fun
Did to her {ight reveud, too ldte,
That Hero was undone;
Not by Leandcr’s fault, but foixs
Said the, Vil hew,
'Tho' xwe are two,
Our loves were ever oue s
'This proof I'll give
I will not lLive,
Nor thall he die alone.

Down from the wall fhe leapt
Into the raging feas {o him,
Cousrting cach wave (he met
T'o teach her weary'd arms to fwim
The fea gods wept,
Mor longer kept:
der from her lover's fide;
" When join'd ut’!aﬂ',
She prafp’d him faft,
hen fivlyd, embrac’d, and died.

L. 2
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SONG XXNVIil

GRAMACUREE MOFRLLY,
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THE MUSICAL REPOSITORY.

i'he daify pied, and all the fiveets,
The dawn of nature yiclds;

"The primrofc pale, the vi’let blue,
Lay featter'd o’er the fiells:

Such fragrance in the bofom lics
Of her whom [ adore.

Ah Gromachree, &c.

I Lzid me down upon a bank,
Bewailing my fad fate,

That doom’d me thus the flave of love,
And erucl Molly’s hate :

How can fhe break the honeft heart
That wears her in its core ?

Ah Gramachree, &ec.

You faid you lov'd me, Molly dear!
Ah! why did T beiieve ?
Yet, who could think fuch tender words
Were mceant but to deceive ?
That love was all 1 aik’d on earth,
Nay, heaven could give no more.
Al Gramachree, &ec.

Oh had I all the flocks that graze
On yonder yellow hill,
Or low'd for me the numy’rous herds
" “I'hat yon green pafture fill;
With her T love I'd gladly fhase
My Kine and flecey ftore.
Ah Gramachree, &ec.

Two turtle doves abave my head
¥at courting o a bough ;
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I envied not their happincfs,
'To {ee them bill and coo:
Such fondne{s once for me fhe fhew'd;

Dut now, alas! ’tis o’er. |
Ah Gramachree, &c.

Then fare thee well, my Molly dear,
'Thy lofs I ¢’er fhall mourn;
Whilft lifc remains in Strephon’s heart,
*Twill beat for thee alone :
Tho’ thou art falfe, may heav’'n on thee
Its choiceft bleflings pour.
| Ah Gramachree, &c.

SONG XXVIIL

THE MAID IN BEDLANDM,

To the forcgoing Tune.

ONE morning very early, one morning in the {pring,

I heard a maid in Bedlam, who mournfully did fing;

Fler chains fhe rattled on her hands, while fsveetly thus fune
| fhe:

1love my love, becaufe T know my love loves me.

Oh cruel were his parents, who fent my love to fea;

And cruel, cruel was the fhip that bore my love from me:

Yet 1 lovehis parents, fince they’re his, wltho’ they've ruin'
me ;

dAaud 1 love my love, becaufe T Lknow my loye Joves me,
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Oh fhould it pleafc the pitying pow’rs to call me to the fky,
"1'd claim a puardian angel’s charge, around my love to fly;
To guard him from all dangers, how happy fhould I be!
~Yor I love my love, becaufe | know my love loves me.

. 11l make a ftrawy garland, I'l make it wond'rous fine;

- With vofes, lillics, daifies, T'll mix the eglantine;

~Aand PU prefent it te my love when he returns from fea
Vor 1 love my love, becaufe | know my love loves me.

Oh if T were a little bird, to build upon his breaft!

Or if [ were a'nightingale, to fing my love to reft!
To gaze upon his lovely eyes, all my rewand fhou'd bej;
For { love my love, becaute 1 Know my love loves me.

'Oh if T were an eagle, to {oar into the fky!

I'd gaze around with piercing cyes, where I my love might
{py:

But ah! unhappy maiden! that love you ne’er fhall fee;

Yot Llove my love, becaufe | know my love loves me,
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SONG XXIX.

THEN $SAY, MY S§WEET GI!RIL, CAN YOU LCVE ME!
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Tho' others mav boaft of mere riches than ming,
. And rate my attraétions e’en fewer;
At their jeers and ili-nature Tll feorn to-repine,
Can they boaft of a heart that is truer?-
Or, will they for thee plough the bazardous main,
Brave the {eafons both ftormy and wet?
If not, why I'll do it agnin and again,
And all for my pretty Brunettc.
Then fay, my fweet givl, &e.

When order’d afar in purfuit of the foc,
} figh'd at the bodings of fancy,
Which fain wou'd perfuade mc I might be’hid low,
And ah! never more fee my Nancy:
But hope, like an angel, foon banifh’d the thought,
And bade me fuch nonfenfe forget;
‘1 took the advice, and undauntedly fought,
And all for my pretty Brunette,
Then fay, my fwecet pirl, &e.

SONG XXX,

"BILACK EYED SUSAN,

SgiEsiz e

All in the Downs the flect,  was moor’d,
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William, who hiph upon the yard,
Rock’d with the billows to and fro,
Soon as her well-known voice he heard,
He figlvd, and caft his eyes below;
The cord flides fwiftly thro’ his glowing bands,
And, quick as lightning, on the deck he ftands.

So the fwcet lark, high pois’d in air, '
Shuts clofc his pinions to his.breaft,
If chance his mate’s fhrill cry he hear,
And drops into her welcome neft.
‘The nobleft captain in the Britith fleet,
Might envy William’s lips thofe kifles fiveet,

O Sufan, Sufan, lovely dear,
My vows fhall ever true remain g
Let me kifs off that falling tear,
We only part to mect again ;
Change as ye lift, ye winds, my heart fhall be
"The faithful compafs that flill points to thee.

Believe not what the landmen fay,
Who tempt with doubts.thy conftant mind s
They'll tell thee failors, when away,
In every port 2 miftrefs find.:
Yes, yes, belicve them when they tell thee 1o,

For thou art prefent wherefoc'er 1 go.

If to fair India'’s coaft we fail,
Thy eyes are feen in diamonds bright,.
Thy breath’s in Afric's {picy gale,
Thy fkin is ivory fo white:
Thus every beautcous object that I view,
Wakes in my foul fome charms of lovely Suc.
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Though battle calls me from thy arms,
Lct not my pretty Sufan mourn 3
'rho’ cannons roar, yet fafe from harms,
William fhiall to his dear return.
L.ove turns afide the balls that round me fly,

Left precious tears (hould drop from Sufan’s cye.

The boatfwain pave the dreadful word,
"The fails their fwelling bofom fpread,
No Jenger mult fhe ftay aboard;
'Tney kus'd, fhe figh'd, he hung bis heud,
Her leis'ning boat unwilling rows to lund :
Adiew, (he crice, and way'd her lily band.
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SONG XXXI,

TAMMY'S COURTSHI
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And where gat ye that young thing? my boy Tammy.
And where gat ye that young thing? my boy Tammy.
1 gat her down in yonder how,

‘Smiling on a hroomy know,

Herding a wee lamb and ewe for her poor Muammy.

What faid ye to that young thing? my boy Tammy,
‘What faid ye to that young thing? my boy Tammy.
1 prais’d her een fae bonny blue,

Her dimpled cheek and cherry mou';

1 pree’d it-aft, as.ye may trow, fhe faid fhe’d tell her Mammy,

Iheld her to my beating breaft; “My young, fmiling Lammy,

1 held her to my beating breafl ;5 ¢ My young, fmiling Lammy,
“ I hae a houfe, it coft me dear,

“ 've walth o' plenifhin® and gear,
“ Yo'fe get it a’, wart ten-times mair, ginye will lIeave your
« Mammy.”

The fmile gade aft’ her bonny face; « I manna leave n‘;}r
“ Mammy;

The fmile gade aff her bonny fuce; © I maana leave my
“ Mammy;
She's pi'en me meat, fhe's gi'en me claife,
She’s been my comfort a’ my days,
L1

My father’s death brought mony waes; I canna leave my
“ NMammy.”

¢

1!

“ W'l tak” her hame, and mak’ her fain, my ain kind-
“ hearted Lammy

Wl tak’ her bame, and mak® her fain, my ain kind-
‘““ hearted Lammv

We'll pi'e her meat; we'll ai'c her claift;

We'll be her comfort a® her days 3”

1he wee thing gi'es her hand, and fiys, « There! gang and

“ atk my Mammy,

L1

‘f



88 ‘THE MUSICAL REPOSITORY.

‘SONG XXXIL

ALLOA HOUSE.

fpring time Te-turns, and clothes
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Als! where to pleaft me my Sandy once firove!
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Here Sandy T heard the tales that vou told ;

Here lifténed; too fond, whenever yon fung;

Am I grown lefs fair then, that you are turn’d cold 2
Or foolith, belicv'd a falfe, fattering tongue?

So fpoke the fair maid; when forrow’s keen pain,

And fhame, her laft fault’ring accents fuppreft

For fate at that moment brougzht back her dear fiwain,
Who heard, and, with rapture, his Nelly addreft :

_ 1\’ Nelly ! my fair, 1 come; O my love, .

No power fhall thee tear again from my anmns,

And, Nelly! no more thy fond fhepherd reprove,

W lo knows thy fair woith, and adores all thy charms.

She heard; and new joy fhot thro’ her foft frame,
. And will you, my love! be true? fhe reply’d;
And live [ to mect my fond fhepherd the fame ?
Or drecam [ that Sandy witl make me his bride ?
O Nelly! T live to find thee il kind;

Stiil true to thy fvain, and lovely as true;

T'hen. adicu to all {forrow ! what foul is fo blind
As not to live bappy for ever with you?

L

—- SONG XXXIIIL

TAR YOUR AULD CLOAK ATOUT YI.
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My Crummy is an ufeful cow,
And fhe is come of a puid kine;
Aft has (he wet the bairns mov’,
And I am laith that fhe fhould tyne -
Get vp, mdeman, il 1s fu’ time,
The fun fhines in the lift {ac hie,
Sloth never made a gracious end,
Gae tak’ your auld clonk about yc.

ANy cloak was anes a guid grey cloak, .
When it was fitting for my wear;
But now its {cantly worth a groat,
For I have worn’t this thirly year.
Let’s fpend the gear that we have womn, |

We little ken the day wc'll dies
Then V'll be proud, fince ! have fivorn
"o have a new cloak about me.

in days when cur king Robert rang,

Eiis trews they coft but half-a-crownj -
He faid they were a groat o'er dear,

And ca'd the taylor thief and lown.
He was the king that wore the crown,

And thou'tt a man of luigh degree,
"T'is pride puts a’ the country down,

Sac tak’ thy auld cloak about ye.

Every land has its ain laugh,
Itk 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 fee Robh, Jock, and 1lab,
As they are girded gallantly ?
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While 1 fit hurklen in the afe—
I'il have a new cloak about mec.

Gudeman, 1 wat ’tis thirty years
Since we did ane anither ken g
And we have had between us twa
Of lads and bonnoy lafles ten:
Now they are women grown and mcn,
1 with and pray well may they be s
And if you prove a good hufbund,
E'en tak’ your auld clouk about ye.

Bell my wife fhe lo’es nae (zrife,
Lut Mie wad guide me it {he cang
And, to maintain an eafy life,
I aft maun vicld, though 1'm gudemail..
Nought’s to be won at woman’s hand,.
Unlefs ve oi'c her o’ the plea :
‘"hen Il leave 4ff where I began,
Aud tak’ my aunld cloak asout me,
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SSON G XXXI1V,

FAREWELL, DEAR GLENOQWERN,

Tune—The’ Leixlip is proud, &c.

Farewell, dear Glen-ow-en! a-dicu to thy
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wide iuumy waters I'm  deftin'd to travel, A

while the dark fates fhall my for---tunec un-

=

ra - - vel, My thouahts, my “affec ~tions  fhall
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{lill  be  thy own,

'Thy citics, prond Gallia, thy wide-{preading treafurces,
‘Thy vallies, where Niture lnxuriantly roves,

- May bid the heart, dancing to Fancy's wild meafures,
orget, lor a moment, its own native proves:

T
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‘But where 1s the bofom that fighs not in forrow,
Eftrang’d from dear objeéts, to wander alone,

Still counting the moments, from morrow to morrow,
A poor wesary traveller, loft and unknown?

oweet viftas of myrtle, and paths of gay rofis,
And hills deck’d with vineyards, and woodlands with {halder
Frefh banks of young vi'lets where fancy repofis,
And courts gentle flumbers her vifions to aid;
The dark ilent grotto, the foft-flowing fountngus,
Where Nature’s own mufic flow murmurs along;
The fun-beams that dance on the pine-cover’d mountains
May wzken to rapture their own native throng.

But thou, dear Glenowcen ! canft biing fwecter pleafure,

All barren aud bleak as thy fumimits appear

And tho’ thou canft boaft of no rich gaudy treafire,
Still memory traces thy charms with a tear!

The keen blafts may howl o'er thy vallies and mountains.
And ftrip the rich verdure that mantles cach tree:

~And Winter may bind, in cold fetters, thy fountains,
And ftill thou art dear, O Glenowen! to me.
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SONG XXXV,

M ARY'S DEREE A M,
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Ma=---ry wceep no more for me.

She from her pillow gently rais'd

Her head, to afk who there misght bes

She faw yougpg Sandy thiviring ftand,
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amy,

4

WwWith vifage pale and hollow eye:

O Mary dear, cold is my clay,

¢ It lies beneath a ftormy fua,

Far, far from thee, I (leep in death,
« So Mary, weep no more for me.

Three ftormy nights aond fformy days

¢ We tofs’d upon the raging main;
And long we f{trove our bark to fave,

¢« But all our flriving was in vain :

Evn then, when horrvor chill'd my Llood,
My heart was All'd with love for the fy
The florm is paft, and T at reft,

“ So Mary, weep no more fer me,

O maiden dear, thyfelf prepure,

v We foon thall meet upon that thore,
Where love is free from deubt and care,
« And theun and 1kal! put no mere”

—_— e s
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7 ond crow'd the cock, the fhadow fied,
No nrore of Sandy could fhe {ce:

ut fuit the p:lf'ﬁnﬂ f.p:lrit faid,
«osyeeet Mary, weep ne more for me.”

CVETYTY
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S 0 N G }:}:KT‘rI‘
THE SAIIOR,
To the feregeing Ture.

O, ve who fleep on beds of dewn,
Who never lcel the {ting of wou, ]
Whom Tortane areets with happic(t fmiles
Wwhott bours of varicd pleafures How
Abfent vouwlilves from joy a while,
And vifit yonder troubled waves
‘There view with pain that fatal place;

it 35 the common failor's Qrave !

5:-1111'1;1\; to hun @ ﬁgh, a tear,
And fome fow tender theughts are dues
1hink that Le kit the fiveets of lite,
T'o ﬁght-—tu Llced—1to die for you;
Tis wite, perhaps, (sh! wife no merce!)
s LifUning Lo the hollow Llalt,
Whide hope s o lnipum" bis veturn,
INor khow s the, hicur of death is pafl!

Perliaps Lis fietle orp:hans too,
While playiny round their mothar’s knee,
Liave enried,  ‘T'o.morrow Lie will come "
Ob neter will fun ruar morrow el

N 2
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WVhaen they hall hear—" o comes no more ™
What bitter moments will they fpena ?
+ "Tis yeurs te {foothe the widew's avief,
"To be the helpicts erplian’s Triend,

Feedlefs of dunger, to the focne
Of war the IL‘“.-I} hero came,
There {0 manetic’d, and unkposvne—
“Uhe werld's o fronger to his name!
Feorn not to think on enc fo yoor,
Viarth oft adorrs the humble mind
i it a contamon fnlor's heart
Tradd! virones of wo coMmuion kind.
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The hedger who wotks in the ditches all day,
And-labours {o very hard at the ploupgh tail,

He'll talk of great things, about princes and kings,
When once he fhakes hands with a tankard of ale.

The beggar that beps without uny lces,

She's fearce pot a rag to cover her tail,

Yet's as merry with yags as a mifer with bags,
‘When once flic thakes hands with a tankard of ale.

The widow that butied Ler hufband of late,

She's {carcely forgotten to weep or to wail,

But thinks every day ten till fhe’s marricd again,
‘When once flie {hakes hands with a tarkard of ale.

The old paiifh vicar, when he's in his liquor,

Will mexrily at his parifhioners yail,

Come pay ail your tithes, or I'll kifs all your wives,
'When once he fhakes hands with a tankard of ale.

The old parifh clerk, with his eyes in the dark,
And letter fo fimall that he fearcely can tell,

He'll read every letter; and fing the plalms better,
When once e fhakes hands with a tankasd of ale.

If wrangling and jangling, ovany fuch {trife,

Or any things elfc may happen to full,

From words turn to blows dnl a fharp bloody nofe,
'W're friends again over a tankurd cf ale.

SONG IHNXVIIL

TIIE 1.ASS OF PEATIE'S MILI..
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Her arms, white, round, and fmooth :
Breafts rifing in theiwr dawn;
To age it would give vouth,
To prefs them with his hand.
Througlt all my {pirits rar
An extacy of blifs,
When I fuch fivectnefs fand,
Wiapt in a balmy Kkifs.

Without the help of art,
Like flow'rs which grace the wild.
Her fweets fhe did impart,
Whene'er fhe {poke or fmil'd;
Her looks they were fo mild,
Free from affe&led pride,
She me to love beguil’d;
I with’d her for my bride.

Oh! had I all that wealth
Hopetoun's high mountains flt

Iufur'd long life and health,
And pleafure at my will;

I'd promifc, and fulfil,
'T"hat none but bonny fhe,

'The lafs of Peatie’s mill,

- Should fhare the Lme with me.
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SONG XXXNIX.

THE SEA-STORM,.
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LiveLy,
Hark ! the boatfivain hoarfely bawling,—
By topfail fheets and haulyards (tand!

Down top-gallants quick be hauling!
" Down your f{tay-fails, hand, boys, hand!
Now it frefhens, fet the braces;

Quick the topfail fheets let 90 ;
Luff, boys, luff, don’t make wry faces!?

Up your topfoils nimbly clew!

SLOw.
Now all you on down-beds {porting,
Fondly lock’d in beauty’s arms,
Frelh enjoyments wanton courting,
Free from all but love’s alarms,—
Round us roar the tempeft louder ;
Think what fear our mind enthrals:
‘Harder yct, it yet blows harder;
Now again the boatfwain calls:

Quick.

. . 'The topfail-yards point to the wind, boys!
See all clear to reef each courfe!
~ Lct the fore-fhects go; don’t mind, boys,

Though the weather fhould be worfe.

Fore and aft the fpritfailyard pet
Reef the mizeng fee all cear:

Jand up! cach preveuter-brace fet
Man the forc-yard; cheer, lads, cheer!

‘ SLow,
Now the dreadful thundur's yoaring !
"Peals on peuls contending clafh !
On our heads fievee rain falls pouring !
In owr eyes'blue lightninas fafl !

-*
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One wide water all around us,
All ubove us one black fky!

Diff rent deaths at once furround us—
Flatk ! what means that dreadful iy ?

Quick.

The forcmafl’s gone, crics every tonguce out,
O'cr the lee, twelve feet "hove deck :
A leak beneath the cheft-tree’s fprung ount ;
Call all hands to clear the wrecek.,
Quick the knyards cut to picges!
Come, my hcarts, be ftout and bold !
Plumb the well, the lcak increafes;
Four fcet water’s in the hold!

SLow.
While o’er the fhip wild waves are beating,
We for wives or children mourn ¢
Alas! from hence there’s no rctreating ;
Alas! from hence there’s no return,
~ S.ll the leak is gaining on us;
Both chain-pumps are choak'd below,
Heav'n have mercy here upon us!
For only that can fave us now !

Quick.

C'er the lee-beam is the Jand, boys;
Lt the puns o'erboard be thrown !
To the pump come every hand, bﬂ}%%
Sce our mizen-maft is pone.
"Thic leak we've fonnd y it cannot pour faft :
We've lighten'd her a foot or more ;
Up, and rig a jury fore-maft:

She rights, fhie rights, boys! wear off fthote,

O 2
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Now once more on joys we're thinking,
Since kind Fortune fpar'd our lives;
Come, the can, boys, kt’s be drinking
To cur fivecthearts and our wives.
Fill it up, about fhip wheel it ;
Clofe to the lips a brimmer join,
Where's the tempeft now ? who feels it ?
Nonc! our danger’s drown'd in wine !

SONG XL.

RULE, BRITANNIA,
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L T

Still more majeftic thalt thou rife,
More dreadful, from each foreign ftroke ;
" More dreadful, from each forcign ftroke:
As the loud blaft that—loud blaft that tears the fkies.
Serves but to root the native ok,
Rule, Britannia, &c.

Thee haughty tyrants nc'er fhall tame;
All their attempts to bend thee down,
All their attempts to bend thee down,
‘Will but aroufe thy-—aroufe thy gen’rous flame,
- But work their woe and thy renown.
Rule, Britannia, &ec.

‘To thee belongs the rural reign;
Thy cities {hall with ccmmerce fhine
Thy cittes fhall with commerce fhine;
And thine fhall be the—fhall be the fubject main ;
And ev'ry fhore it circles, thine.
Rule, Britannia, &c
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SONG XLL

ROY'S WIFE OF ALDIVALLOCH.

Roy's wife of Al - di - vallech, - Roy’s wifc of ,r
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Al--d 1-1.alloch Wat ye how fhe cheated me, As
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Her hair’s fae fair, her ecn’s fae clear,
Her wee bit mou’s fae fiveet and bonny,
T'o me fhe ever will be dear,

'Tho® fhe’s for ever left her Johnnie,
Roy's wife, &c.

But O, fhe was the canty quean,
And weel could dance the Highland walloch ;
How happy I, had fhe been mine,

Or I'd been Roy of Aldivalloch!
Roy’s wife, &c.

SONG XLIL ‘

COME UNDER MY PLAIDY.
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¢« Gae 'wa wi' your plaidy! auld Donald, gae 'wa'

¢ | fear na’ the cauld blaft, the drift, nor the fnaw :

« Gae 'wa wi' your plaidy! Tll no lic befide ye

¢« Ye might be my gutchard; auld Donald gac 'wa !

“ I’m gaun to mcct Johnny, he's young and lie’s bonnys
¢« He's been at Meg's bridal, fou trig and fon braw |

« O there’s nane dance fac lightly, fae gracefu’, fac tioht'y,
¢« is cheeks are like rofus, his brow’s like the fnaw.”

. « Dear Marion, Ict that fee ftick faft to the wa,

« Your Jock's but a gowk, and has naething ava’;
« The hale o’ his pack he has now on his hack 5

« He's thretty, and I'm but threclcore and twa.

« Be frank now and Kindly: T'll bufk you ay fincly ;
« At kirk or at market theyll nane gang fae braw;
¢ A hein houft to bide in, a chaife for to ride 1n,

« And funkies to *tend ye as faft as ye ca’.”

¢« My father ay tell'd me, my mither and a’

« yverd mak’ a gude hufband, and keep me ay braw;
« It's true I lo’e Johnny, he's'gude and he¢'s bonny,

¢ But, wae's me! T ken he has naething ava !

« § ha'e little togher; youve made a gude offer;

« I'm now mair than twenty; my timg is but fma’!
¢« Sae gi'c me your plaidy, Tl creep in befide ye,

« | thought yé'd been aulder than threefeore and twa A

She crap in ayont him, belude the {tane wa',
Whar Johnny was lift'ning, and heard her tell !
The day was appointed, his proud licart it Jdunted;
And [track 'gainft his fide, as if burfting i tws.
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73e wander'd hame weary, the night it was dreary,

And thowlefs, he tint his gate decep 'mang the fnaw ;

"The howlet was fereaming, while Johnny cried, ¢ Women

« Wad marry Auld Nick, if be'd keep them ay braw.”
.

O. the deil’s in the lafles! they gang now fac braw,

They'll lie down wi’ auld men o’ four-{fcore and twaj

The hale o their marriage is gowd and a carrisye ;

Plain luve is the cauldeft blaft now that can blaw!

But loe them I canna, nor matry I winna,

Wi’ ony daft laffic! tho' fair as a qucen;

rTill love ha'e a fhare o't, the never a hair o't

Shall gang in my wallct at mosning or ¢'en.
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Beneath the flill cow, Nancy preffes the tcat,
Her face like the ruddy-fac’d morn;
Loud ftrokes in the barn the ftrong threfhers repeat,

-"Or winnow for market the corn.

Induftrious, their wives, at the doors of their cots,
Sit fpinning, drefs'd cleanly, tho’ coarfe;

To their babes, while unhceding the traveller trots,
They fhew the fine man and his horfe.

At the heels of the fteed bark the bafe village whelps,
Each puppy rude echo beftirs,
But the horfe, too high bred, bounds away from their yelps,

Difregarding the clamonr of cuis.

Iiliberal Rairers thus envy betray,
When merit above them they view
But Genius difdains to turn out of his way,
Or afford a reply to the crew,
To contempt and defpair, fuch infanes we commit ;

But to gencrous rivals a toaft,—
May rich men reward honeft fellows of wit,—

Here’s a health to thofe dunces hate molh

by
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SONG XLIV,

THE AUCTION MORALIZED,
L,
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Harmonioufly mingling here, the woiks of ages lie;
Flcre,Wit and Fancy’s fairef(t flow’rs, and truths that never -
Rcepofing in their letter’d tombs, the wits of Grecee and Rop
Mementos give, that fome may langh, and others mourn th
doom.

Hcre's Sophiftry wirc-woven, bound, and Picty in fheet
FHypocrify, wholie gilded cafe, the pazer’s eve foon mees,.
Iere ftands the judge, with lifted arm, his juftize to dithey”
But nc'er decides without a bribe—{till trics their weieln i,

pence.
Now throng the hall both great and fmall, of high and ln
degrec,

And fage and favage clufter’d clofe, as Luds arc on a tie:.

Somc come their empty heads to fill; fome in the way of t.2°

Others their librarics to {toie, their fortunes being made

Some, from the plenteous thow of weeds, a few fweet fiuu'.’

' to cu!l; |

And fome for lcarning, to reduce, the thicknefs of their i |

The “ Book of Sports,” with fmiling face, the judge diﬁih}r[

r to vicw |

Now bid! he crics, how fiveet in youth, when eviry thig
is new! |

The younkers bid, and fafter Lid, it owce! 1w,
rTarick ! tis gone,

As quickly as the mogning ray, which on us lately fhone

“ Imnginationr’s Pleafures” now, are open'd to their ey,

And many bid, but going! gonc!! thc;r (ink, no morc ton:

"l'hceugh Virgil and though Homer bring their herous to thes
aid, *

Yet, going! going! gonc! at laft they vanifh in the fhade.

Demofthenes and Cicero are next expos'd to fulg,

Aand, who would not be cloguent? to bid you cannot Ll
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'But orators and ftatefmen too can’t ftand the hammer's firoke,
“For preflo! gone! they flect away, as does the pafling joke.
'I'o ¢ Hiftories” of Nations all, both favage and refin'd,
- ¢ The Ruins of Empires” foon fucceed, and blot them from
the mind.
~ & The World,” at length, embellithed with heads, and prefled
. hot, " J
st nompoufly exhibited, and {tyl'd a precious lot.
.Now bid at once a hundred tongues, cach other to outftrip ;
. A few draw Dback and meditate, left they fhould make a flip.
Lo! turmult’s all throughout the hall, till gone! at faft they
hear:

“"The found is like the cannon’s roar,that thuanders on tlte eat.

g& The above fong may likewife be fung to the Tune of~
L “ ‘There was a jolly miller once,” &e.

vy !




