THE MUSICAL REPOSITCRY.

I

SONG XLV.

TUE LAST TIME 1 CAME O’ER TIIE MUIR.
— .
. S

N T T Tt —‘?: r— |
BiC ity T
prw o

The kLt time 1 came oer the muir, |

[

g uplifieg. g ol

i iy . S——— i

what pain do

s

ie-dew-~as mind me.

™~

R

mddy mom difjlay’d, the beaming day




THE NUSICAL RIEPOSITORY. 173
K -"':J—E "':::
g i E
- __:-—--- (e —m—— "“j—
::% ﬁ_ligg, I mct betimes oy lm'::: -~y maid
£,
e ‘"“"Eﬁ 'i i %
U __.._ﬁ: BLX N, Smm—
_— \_ b’ e
| Il fiL sz---treats  for  woo-iug.
A
| Renezath the cocling fiade we lay,
o Gazing and chalftely {porting ;
| ;;‘t' We kifs'd and promisd time 2V,
] "Till night {pread her black curtzin,
-+ 1 pitied all beneath the fkics,
Ev'n kings, when fhe was nigh me ;
* In raptures 1 beheld her eyes, ‘
n} Which conld but ill deny me.
|
" should T be cali’d where cannons roar, .
I Where mortal fteel may wound me ;
I'J;:\ Or catt upvn fome foreivn fhore,
5 Where dangers may furround me ;
,Ilr: Vet liopes aguin to fee my love,
& To feaft on glowing kifles,
¥

W shall make my care at dittance move,
In prolpedt of fuch bliffos,

{h all my foul there’s not one plice
To Lot arival enter
smee fhe execls in every grace,
I hermy*love Gzl centre,
Q
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¢ooner the feas fhall ceafc to flow,
Their waves the Alps (hall cover;

Gn Greenland’s ice fhall rofcs grow,
Before 1 ceafe to love her.

‘The next time ¥ gang o'er the muir,
She, thall a lover find me;

And that my faith is firm and pure,
Though I left her behind me.

"Then Hymen's facred bands fhall chain

My heart to her fair bofom;
"There, while my being docs remain,
My love more frefh fhall bloffom.
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fodg~--cr laddie?

9 yes, bonny lad, T will ly in a barrack;

nil masry a fodger, and carry his wallet;

ll neither afk leave of my mammy nor d.,uhly,
:.B”«t all and away with my dear fodger laddic.

P fiy, bonny lafs, will you go a campaigning ¢ R
Cfnd bear all the hardfhips of battle and famine !

“ hen wonnded and bleedin g, then wilt thou draw ncarme?
[ An:l kindly fuppost me, and tenderly cheer me
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O yes, I will brave all thefe perils vou mention,
And twenty times more, if you had the invention s
Neither hunger, nor cold, nor dangers alarm me,
‘While 1 have my Harry, my deareft to charm me..
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SONG XLVII.

INKLE ANXND YARICO,

Lo the forcgoing Tune.
INKLE,

G-SAY, {imple maid, have you form’d any notion
Of all the rude dangers in croffing the ocean? f
‘When winds whiftle thrilly, ah! won’t they remind you |
To-figh. with regret for the grot left behind you?

Y ARICO. |
Ah! no, 1 could follow, and fail the world over,
Nor think of miy grot, when I look at my lover!
'The winds which blow round us, your arms for my pillow,
Will'lull us to fleep, whilft we're rock’d by each bitlow.

! INXLE, ‘

Then fay, lovely lafs, what if haply efpying
A rich gallant veflel with gay colours flying ?

Yarico,
Pl jourmey with thice, love, to where the land narrows,
And fling all my cares at my back with my arrows.”

BoTin,
O fay then, my true love, we never will funder,
Nor fhrink from the tempeft, nor drcad the loud thuader,
Whillt conftant, we'll laugh at all changes of weather,
And journcy all over the world both together,
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SONG XLVII,

I'LL NEVER LEAVE THEE.
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Why wilt thou griecve mc?

break, If thou

g fhould feave mec! Pl live and die
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for thy fake, Yet nc--ver leave thee,

las, my fond  heart  will
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Say, lovely Adonis, fay,

Has Mary deceiv’d thee?
Did e’er her young heart betray,
New love to grieve thee?

"My conftant mind nc'er fhall ftray,

Thou mavft belicve mc;
Pl love thee, lad, night and day,
And never leave thee.

Adonis, my charming youth,
What can relieve thee?

Can Mary thy anguifh foothe,

This breaft fhall receive thee.

‘My paflion can ne’cr decay,

Never deceive thee:

" Delight fhall drive pain away,

Pleafure revive thee.

But leave thee, lad, leave thee, lad,

How fhall I leave thee?

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

Where would my Adonis fly ¢
Why does’he grieve me?

Alas! my poor heart will dic,
If 1 fhould leave thee.
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SONG XLIX.
TWEILD=-8IDE.
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" Tweed glid--ing -gent-ly thro’ thole, Such
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The warblers are heard in the grove,
The linnet, the lark, and the thruth,
The blackbird and fiveet cooing dove,
With mufic enchant cvery bulh.
Come, let us go forth to the mead, !
Let us fec how the primrofes {pring; |
,'qu’ll lodge in fomc village on "Tweed,
And love while the feathier'd folks fing.

How docs my love pafs the lang day ?
Does Mary not tend a few theep ?

Do thcy'nm'ur carclefsly {tray,

~ While, happily, the lics afleep ?
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‘Tweed’s murmurs {fhould lull her to reft:
Kind nature indulging my blifs,

To relieve the fuft pains of my breaft,
I'd {teal an ambrofial kifs,

“T'is fhe does the virgins excel,
No beauty with her may compare;
Yove’s graces around her do dwell:
She’s faireft, where thoufands are fair.
Say, charmer, where do thy flocks flray ?
Oh! tell me at noon where they feed s
Shall T feek them on fiveet winding Tay,
Or pleafanter banks of the Tweed ?
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SONG L.

JENNY DANG THE WEAVER.
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fol-ly kent, Ter Jen-- ny dang the weaver.

Jenny dang, dang, dang, Jen-ny dang the

F{-Fi .:%Eéif::‘f

weaver; DBut foon the fool his fol -1y kent,

Atilka country dance or reel, o
Wi’ hey he wou'd be bobbing ; -
Whenyfhe fat down, he fat down,
} And to her would be pabbing
«  Where'er fhe gade, baith but and ben,
% The coof wou'd never leave her,
it Ay keckling like a clocking hen,
4 But Jenny dang the weaver,

‘;,l
[’{ﬂ Jenvy dang, &e,
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Quo” he, * My lafs, to {peak my mind,
¢ In troth I needna fwither,
& You've bonny een, and if yc¢'re kind,
« P’ll never feek anither?”
 He humm’d and haw’d; the lafs cricd peugh !
And bade the coof no deave her;
Syne- fnapt her fingers, lap and leugh, .
And dang the filly .weaver.
And Jenny dang, dang, dang,
Jenny dang the weaver;
Syne fnapt her fingers, lap and lcugh,
And dang the filly weaver.
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SONG Li.

HOW STANDS THE GLASS AROUND ?

-

take no care, my boys, How flands the glaly o
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flymng, boys, To fight, kill, or wound, May
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we (till be found Content with our hard
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fatc, my boys, On the cold ground.

Why, foldicrs, why,
Should we be melancholy, boys?
Why, foldiers, why?

Whofe bufinefs "tis to die!
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What, fighing? fic!

Don't fear, drink on, be jolly, boys! -
"T'is he, you, orx 1!
Cold, bot, wet, or dry,

We're always bound to follow, boys,

And {com to fly '

*Tis but in vain —

I mean not to upbraid you, boys,~—
“I'1s but in vain,
For foldicrs to complain:
Should next campaipn

Send us to him who made us, boys,
We're free from pain!
But if we remain,

A bottle and kind landlady
Cwe all again.

SONG LIL

PINKIE HOUSE,
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While cii--cled in my arms,

my Ncl-—ly' ﬁ‘aLLt--I} talk, And gaze o’cr
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all  her charms.

fond  bchold  Thefe pra--ces void of
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O come, my love, and bring ancw
That gentle turn of mind ;
That graccfulnefs of air, in you,
By nature’s hand defign’d
That beauty, like the bluthing rofc,
Fir{t lighted up this flame!
Which, like the fun, for ever olows
Within my breaft the {fame.

Ye light coquets! y¢ airy things!
Hosv vain is all your art!

How ftldom it a lover brings!
How rarely keeps a heart!

O gather from my Nelly’s charms,
rfhat {weet, that araceful eafe;

That blufhing modefty that warms;
That native art to pleafe!

Come then, my love, O! come along,
And feed me with thy charms;
Come, fair infpircr of my {fong,
O fill my longing arms ! '
A flame ltkc mie can never die,
While charms, fo bright as thine,
o heav'nly fair, both pleafe the ¢y,
And fl the foul divinc,
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SONG LIIL

ANNA'S URN.
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nCver moig return, Al NeYeEr  MOIe  rea
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my An-na’s Urn!

Can 1 forget that bhis refin’d,
‘Which, bleft with her, 1 knew ?

Our hearts, in facred bonds entwin'd,
Were bound by love too true.

"That rural train, which once were us'd
In feftive dance to turn,

So pleas’d, when Anna they amus'd,
Now weeping deck her Urn,

'The foul efeaping from its chain,
She clafp’d me to her Lireadl,

¢ To part with thee is all my pain I®
She eried, then fiunk to reft!
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While mem’ry fhall her feat retain,
I'om heauteous Anna torn,

My heart thall breathe its ceafelefs frain
Of {forrow o'cr her Urn.,

There, with the cardict dawn, a dove
Laments oy muder'd mate s

There Philommela, 1ol to love,
Telis the pale moon her fate,

With yew and vy round me fpread,
My Anna tiese Ul mourn

for all my foul, now the is dead,
Ccncmt{ﬂs i her Uin,

T
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SONG LIV.

THE BROOM OF THE COWDENKNOWS.
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broom, The broom of the Cow = denknows:
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" I neither wanted ewe nor lamb,
- When his flocks round me lay:
. He gather'd in the theep at night,
. - And cheer’d me all the day.
E; O, the broom, &c.
)

1

.
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1
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¢ % Hetund his pipe and reed fo fwect,

; The birds fat lift’ning by ;

i3 The fleecy theep ftood f¥ill and gaz'd,
Charm’d with his melody.

O, the broom, &,

‘While thus we [pent our time by turns
Betwixt our flocks and play;
1 envy'd not the faireft dume,
Though ¢'cr 1o rich and gay.
O, the bhroom, &ec.

]
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He did oblige me ev’ry hour,
Cou’d 1 but faithful be?
He ftole my heart, cou’d I refufe
Whate’er he afk’d of me?
O, the broom, &ec.

L .l..."'n.-ﬂ."r'-' :_-Lp-i-r;-l '-l'l'ﬂ-—-—--l'*ﬂ'l'-‘ ____._.‘m

Hard fate that I muft banifh'd be,
Gang heavily and mourn,
Becaufe I lov’d the kindeft fwain
That ever yet was born.
O, the broom, the bonny honny broom,
Where laft was my repofe :
I wifh 1 were with my dear {wain,
With his pipe and my cwes,

SONG LV.

GUARDIAN ANGELS.
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'Wiid fecluded dales I'll wander,

Silent as the fhades of night,
Near fome bubbling rill’s meander,

Where he erft has bleft my fight:
'There to weep the night away,
There to walte in fighs the day,
Think, fond youth, what vows you {wore,
And muft I never fee thee more?

Then reclufe fhall be my dweclling,
Deep in fome fequefter’d vale;

'There, with mournful cadence {fwelling,
Oft repeat my love-fick tale.

And the Lark and Philomcl

Oft (hall hear a-'virgin tell,

What ‘the pain to bid adieu

"T'o joy, to happinefs, and you.
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SONG LVI.

JOCKEY S EETURN.
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T

His bonnet he, a thought a-jce,
Cock’d fpruce, when firft he clafp’d nmye 3
And [, T wat, wi’ fainnefs grat,
While i his grips he preft’d me.
Deil tak’ the war! 1 late and air
Huve will'd, fince Jock departed,,
But now as glad 'm wi’ my lad,
As fhertfyne broken-hearted.

- ¥’ aft at ¢'en, wi' dancing keen,

When a’” were blyth and merty,

1 car'd na by, {ae {ud was I,
In abience of my deary.

Dut praife be blefs'd! my mind’s at rcli,
I'm happy wi’ my Johuny;

At kirk and fair {c ay be there,
And be as canty’s ony.

SON G LVIL
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be thoupght of but with  a  fud tear!
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How often to love me fhe fondly has {worn,

And when parted from me would ne'er ccafe to-mourn
All hardfhips for me fhe would cheerfully bear,

And at night on my bofom forget all her cave.

"To fome diftant climate together we'll roam,

And forget all the hardthips we meet with at home
Fate, now be propitious, and grant me thine aid,
Give me my Paftore, and I'm morc than repaid.

SONG LVIIL

FAIR SALLY.
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her at home. She view’d the fea from oft the
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hill, And while fhe tarn’d thc {pinning

wheel, Sung of her bonny

IE;, . The winds blew loud, and fhe grew paler,
v To fve the weather-cock turn round,
: ~ When lo! fhe fpicd her bonny failor
Come {inging o’er the fallow ground:
With nimble hafte he leap’d the ftyle,
ind Sally met him with a finile,
And hugg’d her bonny failor.
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Faft round the wafte he took his Sally,
But firft around his monuth wip'd he,
Like home-hred fpark he could not dally,

But kifs'd and prefs'd her with a glec:
Thro' winds and waves and dathing rain,
Cry'd he, thy Tom's return'd again,

And brings a heart for Sidf}r.
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swelcome! fhe cried, my conftant Thomas,
Tho' out of fight, ne'er out of mind;

OQur hearts tho” feas have parted from us,
Vet they my thoughts did cave behind :

So much my thoughts took Tommy's part,

That- time nor abfence from my heart
Could drive my conftant ‘Thomas-

"This knife, the gift of lovely Sally,
I {till have kept for her dear {fake s
A thoufand times, in am’rous folly,
Thy name Uve carv'd upon the dedk.
Again this happy pledge returns,
To tell how truly Thomas burns,
How truly burns for Sally.

This thimble did{t thou give to Sally,
whilft this I fee 1 think of you;

Then why does Tom ftand (hilly fhally,
While yonder fteeple’s in our view ¢

'Tom, never to occafion blind,

Now took her in the coming mind,

And went to church with Sally.
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SS)NG LIX.

SWEET ANNIE,
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the  tide.
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been; And wheén ilk lafs 9 =-ae=bout him

Si=sE

thrangs, Hf:’ll think on An---gie,

faith -« =-ful ane.

1 met onr wealthy laivd yeftreen,
Wi goud in hand he thptLd me,
¥Ie prais’d my brow, my volling een,
And made a biag of what he'd gie.

What thongh my Jockey's far away,
Toft up and down the awfome maie,
1l keep my heart anither day,
Since Jockey may return aguin.
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Nae mair, falfe Jamie, {ing nae mair,
And fairly caft your pipe away;
My Jockey wad be trouhled fair,
T'o fee his friend his love betray s
For a’ your fongs and verfe are vain,
While Jockey’s notes do faithful flow :
My heart to him {hall true remain,
I'll keep it for my conftant lo.

Blaw faft, ye gales, round Jockey’s head,

And gar your waves be calm and ftill ;
tlis hameward fail with breezes fpeed,

And dinna a’ my pleafure fpill.
What tho’ my Jockey's far away,

Yet he will braw in filler fhine ;
Yl keep my heart anither day,

duice Jockey may aguin be mine.
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SONG LX.

KATE QF DOVER.
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world all o-ver, Had fen his  mefsmates

oft Ilaid low, Yect would he figh, yet would he

- IJ'I

1
Il
F
1
r
F
o
T
]
-l
e
g L
""F-F

v
y
L
|

Fair was the-morn’, when on the thore,
Ned flew to take of Kate his leave,
Says he, My love your grief give o’er,
For Ned can nc’er his Kate deceive,
Let Tortune fmile, or let her frown,
To you I ne'er will prove a rover,

All cares in gencrous flip Il drown,
And ftill be true to Kate of Dover.

Ill_-""-"-"
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The tow'ring cliffs they bade adieu,
'T'o brave all dangers on the main,
When lo! a fail appear'd in view,

And Ned with many a tar was flain,

1 ——— e I SR i ———u :
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Thus death, who lays each forrow fow,
Robl’d Kitty of her faithful lover,

The tars ot tell the tale of woe,

And heave a figh for Katc of Dover,. .
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to her fa-ther’s door

I came, Where 1 had nf---ten bf.en,
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begg'd my fair, my lave----;ly dame, To

rife and let me 1.

But fhe, with accents all divine,
Did my fond fuit xeprove ;

And while the chid my rath defign,
She but inflam’d my love.

Her beauty oft had pleas’d Lefore,
‘While her bright eyes did roll:

But virtuc only had the pow'r
"To charm my very {oul
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Then who would cruelly deccive,
Or from fuch beauty part ?

1 lov’d her fo, 1 could not leave
The charimer of my heart.

My eager fonduefs 1 obey’d,
R efolv’d fhe fhould be mine,

Till Hymen to my arms convey'd
My treafure fo divine.

Now happy in my Nelly’s love,
Tranfporting 1s my joy :

No greater blefling can I prove,
So blefs'd a mad am 1:

“For beauty may 3 while retain
The conquer’d flutt’ring heart;

But virtue only is the chain
Holds, never to depart.

...r"'"--
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CNG LXil

MART OF CASTLE-LARY.
Plaintive.
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Saw ye my wee thing? faw  yc' mine

ain thing? Saw ye my truec  love  down

by yon lcai Crofs'd fhe the mcndaw, yefs
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treen  at t‘hd glc}anmtg? Sought fhe the -
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"., whar flow’rs the haw-tiee?

X
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¢ Yler hair it is lint-white! her fkin it is milk-white!
“ Davk is the blue of her faft 10lling e’c !

¢ Red, ved her ripe lip is, and {ivecter than rofes?
“ Whar could my wee thing wander fiac me

¢ I faw na your wee thing, T faw na your ain thing,
' ¢ Nor faw 1 your true love down by yon lee;
¢ But 1 met My bonny thing late in the gloaming,
¢ Down by the burnie, whar flow’rs the haw-trcee,

¢ Her hair it was lint-white, her flin it was milk—a o
¢ Dark was the blue 0" her faft rolling e'e !’

¢ Red war her ripe lips, and {weeter than rofes s
¢ Sweet war the Kifles that fhe gae to me !

“ It was na my wee thing? it was na mine ain thing *
“ It was na my true love ye met by the tree!

¢ Proud is her liel heart, and modeft her nature,
¢ She never loo'd Le-man till ance fhe loo’d me.

% Ter name’it 1s Mary, fhe’s frae Caftle-Cary,

“ Aft has fhe fat, when a bairn, on my knce)
« Tair as your face is, war't fifty times fairer,

“ Young braggart, fhe nc’er wad gi’s kifles to thee!V

* Ttavas then your Mary, fhe's frae Caftle-Cary,
¢ 1t was then vounr true love I met by the tree !
¢« . Proud as her heart is, and modeflk hier natare,
¢ Sweet war the kifles that fhe gae to me?

Sair gloom’d his diwk brow, blood.red Iv's check grew,
Wild flafh’d the fire frac Lis red solling ¢'v;
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o Ve's rue {air this morning, vour boafting and fcecrnings
« Defend, ye faufe traitor, foi loudly ye lic!”

¢ Awa wi' beguiling,’ then cried the youth finiling ;
Afl gaed the bonnet; the lint-white locks flee
'The belted plaid fa’ing, her white bofom fhawing,

Fair {tood the lov’d maid wi’ the dark rolling e'et

# Isit my wee thing? is it mine ain thing?

“Is it my true love herc that I fee ?”
¢ O Jamie! forgi’e me, your heart’s conflant to me:-
* 'l never wir wander, my teue love, frae thee®
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"8ONG LXIL

DAINTIE DAVIE.
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W hen friends an’ fouk at bridals mcet,
“rheir drouthy mou’s and craigs to weet,
'The ftory canna be complete

Without they’ve Daimty Davic.
Sae ladies tune your fpinnets weel,
An’ lilt it up wi® a* your fkitl,
There's nae {trathipcy norx highlan' reel,

Comes up to Daintie Davie.

O, Daintie Davie, &¢.

Tho' bardies 2', in former times,
Ha’e ftain’d my fang, wac-wortl their rhymes’
They had but little menfe wi' crifcs,

To blaft my Daintie Davic.
‘The rankeft weeds the garden {poil,
When labour tak’s the play a while,
'The lamp paes out for want o’ wil,

And fae it far'd wi' Davie.

0, Deuintie Davie; &ec.

‘[here’s nd’er a bar but what’s complete,
While ilka note is ay fac fiveet,
"That auld an® young get to their feet,
When they hear Daintie Davic.
Until the latelt hour of time,
«When mufic 2’ her pow'r (hall tine,
£ach hill, an’ dale, an’ grove fhall ring.
Wy bonny Dainty Davic,
Q, Daintie Davie, &e
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f o SONG LXIV.

E THE YELLOW HAIR'D LADDIE.
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“There, under the thade of an old facred thorn,
With freedom he fung his loves cvening and mormn,
‘He fang with to foft and enchanting a found,
“That Sylvans and Fairics unfeen danc’d around.

“Fhe thepherd thus fung: Tho’ yourng Muaddie be fair,
Her beauty is dafh'd with 2 feornful proud ale:

But Sufic was handfome, and fweetly could fing;
Herx breath, like the breezes, perfam’d in the fprivg.

That Maddie, in all the gay bloom of her youth,
Like the moon, was incondtant, and never.fpoke truth:
But Sufic was faithful, good-humouwr’d, and fyee,
And fair as the godde(s that fprung from the fea.

That mamma’s fine daughter, with all her great dow's,
Was awkwardly airy, and {vequently four:

Then, figling; he wifh'd, would parents agree,

The witty, fweet Sufan, his mifteefs might b,
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SONG LXV.

EWE-BUGHTS, MARION.

e half fae fiveet as  thee.

v .
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O Marion’s a bonny lafs,
And the blyth blink’s in her c'c;

And fain wad 1 marry Marion,
Gin Marion wad marry me.

There's goud in your gariers, Marion,
And filk on your white baufe-bane;
o’ fain wad I kifs my Marion,
At ¢en when I come hame.

Tve nine milk ewes, my Marion,
A cow and a brawny quey,

¥ll gi'e them a’ to my Marion,
Tuft on her bridal day.

And ye’s get a green fey apron,
And waiftcoat of the Londan brown,
And vow but ye will be vap’ring,
‘Whene'er ye gang to the town.

I'm young and ftout, my Marion s
Nanc dances like me on the green;
And gin ye forfake me, Marion,
I'll ¢’en draw up wi' Jean.

Sae put on your pearlins, Maricn,
And kyrtle of the cramafic!

And foon as my chin has nae hair on,
I thall come welt, and {t¢ thee.
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SONG LXVI.

To the foregoing Tune.

JOW blyth have I been with my Sandy,
As we {at in the how o’ the glen!

But nac mair can [ meet wi’ my Sandy,
To the banks o” the Rhine he has panes

Alas! that the trumpet’s loud cldrion,
Thus draws a’ our (hepherds afar,

O could not the ewe-bughts and Marion,
Plcafe mair than the horrors of war?

Not a plough in our land has been ganping,
'The oufen ha’e {tood in their {ta’:

Nae flails in our barns ha'e been banging,
For mair than this towmond or twa.

Wae's me, that the trumpct’s {hiill clarion,
Thus draws a’ our thepherds afar!

0 I wiih that the cwe-bughts and Marion
Could charm fromthe hoyrors of wat.

-~
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SONG LXVIL

sWfET ELLLN,

Andante,
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Cold\‘*h v th'c wind, no gleam of lhight, Wiy

El ---len left l'-er home, &nt
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She long was William's promisd bride,
But ah! hew {ad her doom!

The gentle youth, in beauty’s pride,
Wus fummon'd to the tomb.

No mors thofe joys thall Ellen prove,
Which many an hour beguil'd;

From morn to cve fhe mourns her love,
Sweet Ellen, forrow’s child,

With falt'ring flep away the flics,
O'er William's grave to weep;
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For Ellen there, with tears and {ighs,
' Her watch would often keep.
- The pitying angel fatv her woc,
And came with afpect mild;
Thy tears fhall now no longer flow,
Sweet Ellen, forrow’s child.

Thy plaintive notes were heard above,
Where thou fhalt foon find reft;
Again thou fhalt behold thy love,

; And be for ever bleft.
Ah! can fuch blifs be mine! fhe Crlt_d,

With voice and looks fo wild;  ~
Then funk upon the earth and died,
Sweet Ellen, forrow’s child.

SONG LXVIIIL.

M A RIA.

"T'was ncar 2 thlclu,ts calm re - - treal,
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caofe her

lone--1y feat, To mourn her

forrows free. Her love--ly form was

%—’%-—-—-—-—-—— L Y ()

L

{veg® to vie\;r, As dawn at op’ning day;

wept her  cares @ - - way.,

§ The brook flow'd gently at ‘her fect,
¥ In murmurs fimooth along;

: Her pipe, which ence fhe tan'd fo fweet,
Ead now forgot its fong.
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‘No more to charm. the vale fhe trics,
For grief has fill'd her breaft ;
Fled are the joys fhe us'd to prizc,
And fled with them her reft:

Poor haplefs maid! who can behold
'Thy anguifh fo fevere,

Or hear thy love-lorn flory told,
Without a pitying tear!

Maria, haples maid, adieu!
Thy forrows foon muft ccafe

Soon heaven will take 2 maid {o true

To everlafting peace.

SONG LXIX.

PRAES OF BALLENDINE,
Ctr.
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How happy, he cry'd, my moments once flew,
Yer Chloe’s bright charms firft flafb’d on my view !

Thofe eyes, then, with pleafore, the dawn could furver-
Nor fmil’d the fair morning more cheerful than they;
Now feenes of diftrefs pleafe only my fight,

I ficken in pleafure, and languith in light.

"Thro’ changes, in vain, relief I purfue:

All, all but confpire my griefs to renew:
From funfhine, to zephyrs and fhades we repair;

'To funfhine we fly from too picrcing an air:
But love’s ardent fever burns always the fame!
No winter can cool it, no fummer inflame.

But, fee! the pale moon, all clouded, retires!

The breezes grow cool, not Strephon’s defires!

X fly from the dangers of tempeft and wind,

Yet nourifh the madnefs that preys on my mind.
Ah, wretch! how can life be worthy thy care,
Since length'ning its moments but lengthens defpaix
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SONG LXX..

TIHIE GRACEFUL MOVE,
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When firft X faw thee graceful move,

Ah! me, what meant my throb ~ bing,
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With gentle fmilcs afluage the pain,
"Thofe gentle fmiles did Grft create,

And though you cannot love again,
In pity, ah! forbear to hate.

SONG LXXI

%rWAS WHEN THE SEAS WERE ROARING.

*Twas when the feas wcere roar - ing Vﬁ m’;
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plor-mg, All on a rock reclin'd. wWide
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ocr the rolling billows, She cuft a withful
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lecok; Her head was crown’d with wil-
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lows, That trembled o'er the brook.

Twelve months were gone and over,
And nine long tedious days;
Why didft thou, vent’rous lover,
Whay didft thou truft the feas?
Ceafe, cecafe, thou troubled ocean,
And let my lover reft;
Ah! what’s thy troubled motion
To that within my breaft? \

The merchant, robb’d of treafure,
Views tempefls with defpair;
But what’s the lofs of treafure,
To lofing of my dear?
Should you fome coaft be laid on,
Where gold and diamonds grow,
You'd find a richer maiden,

But none that loves you fo.

How can they fuy that nature
Has nothing made in vain ?
Why then, beneath the watey

Do hideous rocks remain 2
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No eyes the rocks difcover
That lurk beneath the deep,

To wreck the wand’ring lover,
And leave the maid to weep.

"FThus melancholy lying,
Thus wail’d fhe for her dear:
Repaid each blaft with fighing,
Each billow with a tear:
When o'er the white waves {tooping,
His floating corpfe fhe {pied;
‘Then, like a lily drooping,
She bow’d her head,~—and dicd.

SON G LXXI,

BUSH ABOON TRAQUAIR.
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That day fhe fmil’d and made me glad;
No maid feem’d ever kinder;

I thought myfelf the luckieft lad,
So fweetly there to find her.

I try’d to foothe my am’rous flame,
In words that I thought tender;

If more there pafs’d I'm not to blame ;
I meant not to offend her.

vet now fhe fecornful flees the plain,
'The fields we then frequented

If e’er we meet fhe thows difdain,
She looks as ne'er acquainted.

The bonny buth bloom’d fair in May,
Its fivects I’ ay remember;

But now her frowns make it decay;
It fades as in Deccmber.

Ye rural pow’rs, who hear my f{trains,
Why thus fhould Peggy grieve me?

Oh, make her partner in my pains}
And let her fimiles relieve me!

if not, my love will turn defpair;
My paffion no more tenders;

'l leave the bufh aboon Traquair ;
To lonely wilds I'll wander.
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50NG LXXIIL

TIHE HIGHLAND LADDIE,
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il gty S— el o P . TE— i,

RS e

fmilinp Highland laddie, May heav’n (il cuaid,
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love reward, The lawland lag and he
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nghlan.d laddie.

If I were free at will to chufe,
To be the wealthieft lawland lady,
~ T'd take young Donald without trews, .

With bonnet blue, and belted plaidy.
O my bonny, &e.

The braweft beaun in burrow’s town,
In a’ his airs, with art midde ready;
Compar'd to him he's but a clown;
He's fincr far in’s tartan pladic.
O my bonny, &<,

O’cr benty hill with him 'l run,
. And leave my lawland kin and dadidy,
Frae winter's canld, and fummer's fun,
He'll fkreen me with his Highland plady.
O my bhonny, &,
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A painted room and fitken bed,

Muy pleafe a lawland laird and lady
But I can Kifs and be as glad,

Bebind a bull in's Highland plaidy,

O my bonny, &c.

Few compliments hetween us pafs,
1 c’ him my dear Highland laddic,
And he ¢a’s me his lawland lafs,
Syne rows mec 1n beneath his plaidy.
O my bonny, &c.

Nac greater joy I’ll €’cr pretend,
Than that his love prove tiue and fteady,
Like mine to him, which ne'er fhall end,
While heav'n piefcrves my Highland laddies
O my bomny, &c.

Aa 3
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SONG LX3IV.
THE HIGHLAND LASSIE.

Tp the foregquing Tunc.

THE lawland maids gang trig and fine,
But aft they’re four and unco foucy ;
Sae proud, they never can be kind,
Like my good-humour'd Highland laflie.
O my bonny Highland laffie,
My hearty, finiling ¥lighlund laflic,
May never care make thee lefs fair,
Rt bloom of vouth flill blefs my laffiz.

Than ony lafs in burrow’s-town,
Wha mak’ their cheeks with patches mottie,
I'd tak’ my Katty butt a gown,
Bare-footcd in her little coatie
O my bonny, &c.

Benecath the brier or brecken bufh,
Whene'er 1 kifs and court my dawtie,
Happy and blyth as ane wad wifh,
My flighterin’ heart gangs pittie pattic.
O my bonny, &ec.

O'cr higheft heathery hills T {ten,
With cockit gun and ratches tenty,
'T'o drive the deer out of their den,

T'o feaft my lafs on difhes dainty.
Q my bonny, &¢-
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:
. There’s nanc fhall dare, by deed or word,
'Gainft her to wag a tongue or finger,
_. While T can weild my trufty Gvord,
p Or frae my fide whifk out & whinecr.
: O my bounv, &ec.

The mountains clad with purple bloom,
And berries ripe, invite my treafure
Torange with me; let great fowk gloom,
‘While wealth und pride confound their pleafure,
O my bonny, &c.

oON G LXXV,

OLYD TOWLER.
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The cordial takes its merry round,
The laugh and joke prevail,

fhe huntfman blows a jovial found,
The dogs fouff up the pale :

‘The upland winds they fweep along,
O’cr fields through brakes they flys

The game is rous’d, too truc the fong,

‘This day a {tag muft die,
wWith a hey ho chivy, &c.

Poor {tag, the dogs thy haunchces gorc,
'The tcars run down thy face;

The hurtfinan’s pleafure 1s no more,
His joys were in the chace:

Alike the fportfmen of the town,
The virgin game in view,

Are full content to run them down,

Theo they in turn purfue.
Wwith a hey ho chivy, &e.

-k
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SONG LXXVL

5 CIN A BODY MEET A BODY.
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Gin a body mect a body
Comin frae the well,
Gin a body kifs a body,
Need a body tcll?
1ika body has a body,
Ne'er a ane hae {3
But a* the lads they lo’e me weel,
And what the war am 1?¢

- Gin a body meet a body

Comin frae the town,
Gin a body kifs a body,
Need a body gloom ?
ilka Jenny has her Jockey,
Ne'er a ane hae [
But a the lads they lo’e me weel,
And what the war am 1?

SONG LXXVIL
Original words sf the foregoing Tune.

COMIN through the rye, poor body,

Comin through the rye,
She draipl't 2’ her petticotie,
Comin tiwwough the rye.
Oh Jeouy's a° weet, poor body,
Jenny's feldom dry,
She draigl't a her petticotie,
Comin through the rye.




THE MUSICAL REPOSITORY.

5in a body mect a body
Comin through the rye,
Cin a body Kkifs 2 body,
Need a body cry?
O Jenny's 3’ wect, &ec.

Gin a body meet a body
Comin through the glen

Gin a body kifs a body,
Need the warld ken ?
Oh Jenny’s a’ weet, &c.

ICifTin is the key of love,

And clappin is the lock,
And makin o's the beft thing

That c’er a young thing got.
Oh Jenny’s a’ weet, &

BL 2

yo3



156 THIE MUSICAL REPOSITORY.

SONG LXXVItL

CAROLINE OF LITCHFIELD,
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The nllarrc hind, with toil had donce, And
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Litchficld ftrove all  feem-ing--ly  to

borrow The plintive wail-ings of  the
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dove, To. aid a while her for-row, The
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plaih - tive wail-ings of the dove,
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As dews diftilling on the rofe, |
In brightnefs oft appear ;

So Cavoling, amid her wocs,
Seem’d lovelicy with a tear,




xg8 THE MUSICAL REPOSITORY.

“ Ah me!” fhe cried, * life has no charms,
“ Tor, 'neath the drooping wiliow,

% My lover flecps in death’s cold arms,
¢« Upon a moiften’d pillow.

* For me he brav’d the dang'rous part,
¢ And found a watery tomb,
“ Can {ilence reign then in the hcart,
“ Or gratitude be dumb?
“ Ah, no! affcétion’s tcar fhall flow,
“ Purec as the cryftal fountzin,
“ Tl death fhall end this life of woe,
“« Which now's beyond furmounting.”

Then fighing with a wilhful look,
A loofe to grief fhe gave,
And headlong plung’d into the brook,
There funk beneath the wave.
The village maids the tale relate,
At cve aud early morning,
How love was nipt by adverfe fate,
Erc fearcely it was dawning,

SONG LXNI1X.

HONNY DUNDFEE.

wlmr gdt yo that bon~-ny bl
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on o his knec; But now he's a - Wi, and I
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dinna  ken whar he’s; O! gin he war bak
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to his Minny and me.

My heart has nae room when I think on my dawty,
His dear rofy haffets bring tears in my ¢’c;

But now he's awa, and 1 dinna ken whar he’s,

Gin we cow’d anfe mcet, we's nc’er part till we die,
And O! gic [ faw but my bonny Scots Callan,

Fu' aft has he dondled me on his knce;

But now hc’s away, and Idinna kcn whar he's,

©! gin he was back to his Minny aod mnr.
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SONG LXKXX.

Tune~—Draxww fads o Galla wate

e et
; _§;_§3:: — e [E=

b Nia -ry’s charms fub ~-du'd iny b;'caﬂ:, Hee
i"‘ fr.
_'_—.—-‘f——-——.--—hi-r—-—--—--——— P T syt — el " S

3‘";‘- t e e

- glowm g youth, hecr manuer winning,

== i‘"‘“j = ?‘E&*

gl -—-l_-—-—h

faitbful vows 1| fond--—-ly prcfa'd, And mark'd

P+ --HII-—-—_- — ey iy, s -—--»-—.—--— e Ryl Ay —
r L T R

e S S

E — . el g g} S

[ e e i ety Ve i S e
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Faney kindly on my mind,
Tt paints that ev'eing's dear declining,
; 3 When raptue’d et I found her kind,
Ter melting fon! to Jove refigning.
Cc
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Ye}rs of nuptial blifs have roll'd;

And fiill ve found her more endearing;
_Tach wayward paffion fhe cotrtroul’d,

Each anxious care, each {orrow cheering.

Children now in ruddy bloom,
With artlefs look attention courting,
With infant finiles difpcl each gloom,
Arouad our hat fo gaily {porting.

- '
W_-—_'—__-—-—_-—-—-__--—_——-—_—H -

SONG LXXXIL

BRAW, BRAW LADS ON YARROW BRAES.

" AT the foregoing Tune.

 BRAW, braw lads on Yarrow Ltaes,
. Ye wander through-the blooming heatheors

,But Yarrow bracs, nor Ettrick {haws,

Can match the lads o' Galla water,

‘But there is ane, a feeret anc,
Aboon them o’ [ lo’c him better,

+And T'll b his, and be'll be mine,
The ,ﬁdl!u‘y-,,lftd o’ Galla water.

¥
i
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Although his daddie was nae laird,

And though I ha’e nae mcikle tocher,
Vet rich in kindeft, trueft love,

We'll tent our flocks by Galla water.

It ne’er was wealth, it neer was wealth,
That coft contentment, peace, or pleafure ;i
The bands and blifs o> mutual love,
O that’s the chjefelt. warld’s trealures

v}
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SOMN G LXXXIL

TIIE SONS OF TIHE CLYDEW

Tune—Rural Felicity,
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demands owr heawts and our bands, A-way, let
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us cenquer or  fall by her fide: Coms, fee
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Courage and Li-berty no-bly in-fpir-ing the
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fons of the Clyde,

"T'was Liberty gave us owr commerce and treafure,
She taupht us to cuitivate {éience and mirth,
To patronize learning and focial pleafure,
To lishten the heart, and give jollity birth:
Come, come Britons all, it is Liberty’s call,
. Let’s hafte to her Mrine, let us garlands provide ;.
Come, f(ve
Courage and Liberty,
Mobly infpixing the fons of the Clyde.
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By Freedom we hold all our focs in defiance,
 The banner of Britain o’er earth fhe’s unfurl’d,
And fovereigns of nations now court her alliance,
The terror of ftates, and the pride of the world.
Long, long o'er out ifle may Liberty fmile,
And blefs her with monarchs us wilely to suides
Come, fee
Courage and Liberty, \
Nobly infpiring the fons of the Clyde.

Madke happy, ye fair ones, thofe heroesf fpirit,
‘Wheo've courage and freedom the land to defend;
Be partial to valour, to worth, and to \erit,
For.who well deferves you but Liberty’s friend 2
To guard love and heauty we make it our duty,
'To aid their felicity il be our pride :
Come, {ce
Daughters of Liberty
" Greeting, with rapture, the fons of the Clyde..

SONG LXIXXIL

DOWN TIHE BURN, DAVIE,

When trees did bud,  und. fiolds”
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Davie, love, down the burn, Davie, love, und
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will follow thee, 'down the burn, Davie, love,

CESESGEPESS

T e e T—— g -h-l-———-i-—-_ F— )

—:-—-5}.{(

down the burn, Davie, love, down the Lurn, Dave,

-E:Eééfiié

el fug s Sl el R S = T T

down the burn, Davie, love, An!
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I will followw thee.

Now Davic did cach lad furpafk
That dwelt on this burn fide;
And Mary was the bonniclt lafs,
Juft mect to be his bride.
Blyth Davie'’s blinks, &e.
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Her checks were rofy, red and whitc,
Fer e'en were bonny blue,
Her looks wcre like Aurora bright,

Her lips like dropping dew,
Blyth Davie’s blinks, &ec.

What pafs’d, I guefs, was harmlefs play,
And nothing fure unmeet ;
For, yranging hame, [ heard them fay,
They lik'd a walk {0 fiveet.
Blyth Davies blinks, &ec.

His cheeks to hers hie fondly laid;
She cry'd, ¢ Sweet love, be true;

¢ And when a wife, as now 2 matd,
¢« To death 'l follow you.”
Blyth Davie's tlinks, &e,

As fate had dealt to him a ronth,

- Straight ¢o the kirk he-led her,
There plighted her his faith and tiuth,
And a bonny bride he madc her.
No more afham’d to own her love,

Or fpeak lher mind thus free;
“ Gang down the burn, Davie, love,
“ And ¥ will follow thee.”

100
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SONG LXXXIV.

THE FLOWERS OF TUHE FORE:T.
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At ¢’en at the gloaming, nae fwankies are roaming

"Mangft ftacks, with the laffes at bogle to play,
But ilk ane fits dreary, lamenting her deary,

The flowers of the foreft that are wede away.
At har't, at the fheering, nae younkers are jeering,
The ban’fters are runkled, lyart, and grey;
At a fair or a preaching, nae wooing, nae flceching,
Since our braw forzfters are o’ wede away.

O dool for the order fent our lads to the border!
Thec Englifh, for ancs, by guile gat the day;
'The Aowers of the foreft, that ay fhone the forcmoft,
The prime of our land lies cauld in the clay.
‘We'll hear nae mair lilting at our ewes milking,
The women and bairns are dowie and wac,
Sighing and moaning on ilka green loaning,
Since our braw forefters are a’ wede away.

SONG LXXXV,

To the forcgoing Tuac.

VL fcen the fmiling of fortune beguiling ;
~ Pve fedt all its favours, and found its decay ;.
Swcet was its blefling, kind its carcfling,

But now it is fled—Med far away.
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(ve ween the fore(lt aderned the foremof:
With flowers of the faireflt, moft plodant and gay s

4e bonpy was their blooming, their feent the air perfoming,
Put now they are withered, and weeded away. '

[ve fven the morni»o with pold the hilis adorning,
 And loud tempet fterming before the mid-day;
Pee feen "T'werd’s (lver fircams fhining in the funny Leams,
 Grow drumly and durk as they rolPd on their wav,
0 fickle tortune ! wiy this cruel fporting ?
O why [till perpiex us, poor fons of a day !
Nae mair your finiles can cheer me, nac mair yvour frowhgs
can fear me,
Tor the fiower: of the forefl are withored awar,
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SONG LXXXVL

ALONE BY THE LIGHT OF T!HE MOON,
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moon, A-lone by the light of the wmoon,
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! cannot, when prefent, unfold what 1 feel ;
- I figh——caun a lover do more ?
Fler name to the fhepherds 1 never reveal,
Yet I think of her all the day o’cr.
Maria, my love! do you long for the grove,
Do you {igh for an interview foon:
Does ¢’er a kind thought run on me as you rove,
- Alonc by the light of the moon?

Your name from the thepherds, whenever 1 hear,
'My bofom is all in a glow;

Your voice, when it vibrates fo fweet thro® mine car,
My heart thrills—my eyes overflow,

Ye pow'rs of the fky! will your bounty divine
Indulge. a fond lover his boon s

shall heart fpring to heart, and Maria be mine,
Alone by the light of the moon?
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SONGC LIENYXVIL
AMIANDA,
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love there 1s no. fprmg
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SONG LXXXVIIL

To the foregoing Tune.

VT, banks and braes of bonny Douu,
How can yc bloom fo frefh and fai?
"How can ye chant, ye little bieds,
‘While 'm fo wac and {fu’ o’ care ? R
Ye'll break my heart ye little birds,
"'That wanton throuph the flowering thorn,
Ye mind me of departed joys,
* Departed, never to retuen,
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Oft have [ roam’d by bopny Doun,
To f{ce the rofe and woodbine twine, <

Where ilka bird fung o’er its note,, Aéf AT
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And cheerfully T jein’d with mine. |~

Wi’ heartfome glee I puld a rofg, o
A rofc out of yon thorny tree;
But my falfe love has ftoln the rofe,
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1

SONG Y.XXXIX.

L1TTLE TUINKS THE TOWNSMAN’'S WIFE,
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li--ra  H-erma la, With her jol---ly
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fol - - - dier,

In the camp at night {he lics,
Wind.and weather feorning,
Only pricv’d her love mult rife,
And quit her in the morning ;
But the doubtful fkirmi(l: done
Blyth fhe fings at fet of fun,
Lira lira la, liva lira Ia,

With her jolly foldicr.
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Should the captain of her dear
Lfe his vain endeavour,
Whifp'ring nonfenfe in her ear,
Tywo fond hearts to fever
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At his paflion fhe will {coff’;

Laughing fhe will put him off,
Lira lira la, lira lira la,

Tor her jolly foldicr.

SONG XC.

QUEEN MARY' S LAMENTATION,

E:ﬂ: H—"— iii -Ei bﬂ“—lj
I fisgh and lament me in wvain, Thef
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walls can but ¢-~-cho my moan, A
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las, it ineescreafts my pain, When !
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think of the days that are gone: Thro’

birds as they wan-ton In  ain,
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heart how it pants to be  free!
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; looks they are  wild with
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Above, tho' oppreft by my fate,
[ burn with contempt for my foes,
Tho' fortune has alter’d my ftate,
She ne’er can fubdue me to thofe.
Falie woman! in ages to comc
Thy malice detefted fhall bes
And when we are cold in the tomb,
Some heart {Hill will forrow for mz.

e roofs where cold damps and difmay,
with filence and folitude dwell,
HHow comfortlefs pafles the days
tiow fad tolls the evening bell;
The 6wls from the battlemcnts cry,
Hollow wind fcems to murmur ar
% @ Mary, préparc thee to die,’
My blood.it runs cold at the found.

ound,
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SONG XCL

L™

FAM GLLEOXN,

e

My heart s a breaking, dcar Tittie, Some

_EE%EE?EE???&

counfc! un-to me come len’, To an-ger

“_ gl —

it-

But what will X

them a’ were a  pi-ty,

_:?" L ”:Efi

do wil' Tam Glen? I'm thinking  wi’

S, Ryt S Selanil]

e

fic a braw fallow, In  poortith I might mak’
¥t
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a fem; What care rich - s to
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wallow, I manna mar-ry Tam Glen?
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‘What cage in rich -~ es ta wallow, [
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I manna manry Tam Glen.

rafiviemnypniial, Speieir g

There's Lowrie the laird o’ Dumeller
¢ Gugde day to yon brute,” he comes ben,
¥1¢ brags and he blaws o’ his filley,
But when will he dance like 'Tam Glen ?
My Minnie does conftantly deave me,
And bids me beware o' young mien;
They flatter, fhe fays, to deceive me,
Bat whu can think fic o' "t'am Glen?
They flutter, &,
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My Daddie fays gin Vll forfuke him,
He'll gi'e me gude bunder marks ten,
RBut if it’s ordain’d I maun tak’ him,
O wha will I get but Tam Glen?
Veftreen, at the valentines dealing,
My heart to my mou’ gaed a ften,
For thrice 1 drew ane without failing,
And thrice it was written, Tam Glern.
For thrice 1 drew, &ec.

The laft hallowe’sn I was wauking
My drouket fark-flecve, as ye ken,
His likenefs cam’ up the houfe {tauking,
And the very grey brecks o® Tam C:-lf:.r..
Come counfel, deat Tittie, don’t tayry;
P’ll gi'e you my bonnic black hen,
Gif ye will advifc me to marry,
The lad 1 lo’e dearly, Tam Glen.
 Gif ye will, &c.

o
b
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SONG XCIIL

"TOPSAILS SHIVER IN THE WIND.

= ﬁ—glﬁ

'The topfails hi-~-ver In the wind, The

my mind, are, Ith -==TY,

moor’d with  thee. For tho’

\‘_ \__ — \._
lor’s bound @a--far, Still love. fhall he his
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lead - ing ftary;  Tor though thy {ai-lor’s
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bound a--far, Stil love (hall be  his

lead -- - - ing  ftar.

y  Should landmen flatter when we're fuil'd,
! O doubt their artful taless
Wo gallant failor ever fail'd,
If love breath’d conftant gales
Thou art the compafs of my foul,
Which ftecrs my heart from pole to pole.

Sitens in cvery port we meet,
More fell than rocks or waves
But fuch as grace the Britith flect,
Arc lovers and not flaves:
No foes our courage fhall fubdue,
Altho' we've left our hearts with you

e R
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Thefe are our caresy—but if you're kind,
we'll {corn the dathing main,

The rocks, the billows, and the wind,
The power of France and Spain:

Mow England’s glory refts with you,

Our fails are full, fweet girls, Adieu!

SONG XCIHL

NIE YOUNG LAIRD AND EDINBURGH KATY.

BiET e

Now wat ye wha I  met  yeltreen,

Coming down the ftreet, my joc? My miftreds

§g§§§§£§§?’§;gg
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in her tir-tan foreen, Fu' bonnie, braw and
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fiveet, my joe, My dear, quoth I, thanks to

the night, That ncver wifh’d 2 lover ill, Since

s

up ttJ the hill,

i O Katy, wiltu’ gany wi' me,

And leave the dinfome town a while,
The bloflom’s {prouting frac the tree,

And a' the fimmer’s gawn to fmile:
'The mavis, nightingale, and lark,

The bleating lambs and whiftling hind,
In ilka dale, green fhaw, and park,

Will nourith health, and glad ye'r mind.

- e T e e e, g L m
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Soon as the clear gudeman of day
Inhales his morning dvaught of dew,
Wwe'll gae to fome burn-fide and play,
And gather flow'rs to bufk ye'r brow :
we'll pu’ the daifies on the green,
The lucken gowans frae the bog;
Retween hands, now and then we'll lcan

And fport upo’ the velvet fog.

There’s up into 2 pleafant glen,
A wee piece frae my father’s tow T,
A canny, faft, and flow’ry den,
Where circling birks have form'd a bower;
Whene'cr the fun grows high and warm,
we'll to that cauler (hade remove,

There will { lock thee in my arms,
and love and kifs, and kifs and love.
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i SONG XCIV.
KATIRINE OGIE.
Siow
ESECE =
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‘5;5 walk - mﬂr forth to view the plain,
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a morn~ing  car---ly, 'W'hde
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P.‘Iay s fweet feent did  checr my brain, From

T

Flow’rs which grow f{o  rarc-ly:

cinc’d  to meet & pret-~ty maid, She
Cg
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S
(hin’d thongh 1t  was fo----aie, |

aik’d her name: Sweet  Sir, {he faid, DM,

pame 15 Iathrine Ogie.

f flood a while, and did adinire,
To fte a nymph fo ftately;

So brifk an air there did appear
In_this dear maid {o neatly.

Snch nat’ral fwectnefs fhe difplay’d,
Like lillies in a bogie;

Diana’s {cIf was ne'er array’d
Like this fame Katbh’riue Ogie. .

. 'Thou flow'r of females, beauty’s queen,

Who foes thee, fure mult prize thees

Tho’ thou art drefs'd in robes hut mean,
Vet thefe cannot difguile they
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7hry handfome air and graceful look,
Fxcels a clowniih 1oaie 3

Thou'rt match for laird, or lord, or duke,
My charming Kath'rine Oyric.

0O were I but fome {hepherd twain ;
To feed my flock befide thee,

At bughting-time to leave the plain,
In milking to abide thee;

Pd think myfelf a happler man,
with Kate, my club, and doge,
Than he that hogs his thoufands ten,

Had I but Kath'rine Ogtc.

Then I'd defpife th' imperial throae,
And ftatefinen's dang’rous {tation::
I'd be no kiug, I'd wear no crow,
I'd finile at congu'ring natiens
Mizhe ¥ carefs and (3 pefieds
""is Iafs of whom I'm vogic;
For thefe are tovs, aud fiill look lels,
Compar’'d with Kuth'rine Ogie.

[ *ear the gods have not decrred
Vor me {o fine a creature,
Whole beauty rare makes her exeeed,
AN other works 1n nature,
Clouds of defpair furrolind my love,
'That arc hoth dark and fopic
Pity my caft, ye pow 1s ahove,
I Jie for Kath'tiue Opte.

.0
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SONG XCV.

HENRY'S COTTAGCE MAID.

Ah, where can fly my foul’s true
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fled Thy love
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e

me thou diudit int - - part, Thy

love foon  won  my VIf =~ = -~ gin
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heast:  But, dear-cft  Henry, thov’lt he-
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nay cl ----- love w:th thy poor
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cot - tape  muaid.

Throngh the vale my griel appeure,
Siphing fad, with pearly tears,

Oft thy image is my theme,

As 1 wander on the green:
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See, from my cheek the colour flics,
And love’s fweet hope within me dies;
For oh! dear Henry, thouw'ft betray'd
Thy love, with thy dear village maid.

THE MILLER.

=S

O mer-ry may the m'ud be  That

SRR
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with the mil-ler, Tor i{}ul

mauarrics
%-E **’
---“r-'-
35___.._._. g _.:c::::“ﬂ
| day and fair  day, ¥lc's '1 bringing
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eill her., Has ay o pene-ny in
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l
i .
5 purﬁ:, For dinner and for fup-per; And,

et

—_'

ain fhe pleaﬁ., a goad fat. chcefc, And lumps

g___:aéi::‘:

of yellow  butter.

Ay, i, S e ey S
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When Jamie firft did woo me,
I {peir’d what was his calling s
Fair maid, faYS hE, O come and fﬁc,
Ye're welcome to my dwalling
i  Though I was (hy, yet I could fpy
The truth of what he told me,
And that his houfe was warm and couthy
And room in it to hold me,

Behind the door a bag of meal,
And in the kit was plenty

Of good hard calces his mither bakes,
Aund bannocks were na feanty ;

A good fat fow, a flecky cow

] Was {tanding in the byre;

y Whillt lazy pufs with mealy moule

1 Was playing ut the fire,



THE MUSICAL REPOSITORY.

Good figns are thefe, my mither fays,
And bids me tak® the miller s
Yor foul day and fair day
He's ay bringing till her;
" For meal and malt (he does na want,

Nor ony thing that's dainty ;
Awnd now aud then a keckling hen,

To lay her eggs in plenty.

1

g, winter, when the wind and tain
Blaws o’cr the houfe and byre,

e fits befide a clean hearth ftane,
Before a roufing fire;

with nut-brown ale he tells his tale,
which rows him o'er fu’ nappy;

who'd be a king !—a petty thiog,
When a miller lives fo happy-

{

2
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SONG XCVIL

£ IND ROBIN LOES ME.
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Ro - - bin my 10, I'm

; Andantine.

{uit

to his

I ken he lo'es mic.

Was thc fiow'r, That led mc¢ to lm
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bisk-en bow'r, Where fult of love
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fand the pow'r, And kend that Ro-bin

i -_-—-—_.——_——--—-—-—--l—- igeniiel )

lo'¢’'d me.

-

They fiseak of napkins, fpeak of rings,

Speak of gloves and kiffing-ftrings,

JAnd name a thoufand bonny things,
And ca’ them figns he lo'es me:

But I'd prefer a fmack of Rob,

Seated on the velvet fog,

To gifts as lang’s a plaiden wab,
Becawe 1'ken he lo’cs me.

'H.c‘s tall and fonfy, frank and free,
'Loe'd by a' and dear to me,
wi' him ['d live, wi’ him I’d die,

Becaule my Robin lo'es me.
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My Titty Mary {aid to me,
Our courtfhip but a joke wad be,

And 1, epe-tang, be made to {ec,
1hat Robin did nae lo’e mc.

But little kens e what has been

~ Me and my honeft Rob between,
And in his wooing, O fue keen

| Kind Robin is that lo’cs me.

. Then fly ye lazy hours away,

And haften on the happy day,

When ¢ join vour hands, Mefs John fhall Gy,
And mak’ him mine that lo'es me.

Till then, let ev’ry chance unite,
To weigh onr love and fix delight,
Aand I'll look on 2’ fuch wY' ipite,
Wha doubt that Robin lo'es ma.
O hev, Robin, quo’ {2,
O hey, Robin, quo’ {he,
O hey, Robin, quo’ fhe.
Kind Robin lo'es m«,

IR
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SONG XCVII.

THE DISCONSOLATE ‘SAILOR.
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When my mo-ney was gone, that 1

frown on my fate, Wlmt matterd my zcl,
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ot my ho--nour-- cd ftars, When in-
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dif « « ferenee {tood at  sach  gate
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The face that would finile when my purfe was well lin'd,
Shew’d a different afpet to me;
And when [ could nought but ingratitude find,
I hied once again to the fa,

! thought'it unwifc to repine at my lot,
7Or to bear w1th coll looks on the fhore,
So 1 pack’d up the trifling remnants 1'd gut; ‘
And a trifle, alas! was my ftore.

A handkerchief held all the treafure L had,
Which over my fthoulder I threw,

Away then ¥ trmadg’d, with a heart rather {ad, -
To join with fome jolly fhip’s crew. o

The fea was lefs troubled by far thar my mind,
For when tiic wide main 1 furvey'd,
lcould not help thinking the world was unkind,

And Fortune a {lippery jade :

And voew'd, if once morc 1 could take her in tow,
I'd let the ungrateful ones {ce,

That the turbulent winds and the billows cauld how
Is’Iorc kindnefs than they did to me.
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" SONGC XCIX.

UNGRATEFUL NANNY.

Allegretto,

Did c---ver fwain a nymf)h a-dore, As

——%E——-——-ﬁ-#:—-ﬁ-

e

un -~ grate - fﬂl

'€ == Ver fhcphcnd' heart fo forc, Was
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¢ -ver bro=ken  heart {o  true?
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cheeks are fwell'd with gears, Dbut fhe Tl
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never fhed a tear for mec.

If Nanny call’d, didRﬂbln (ay,
Or linger when fhe bid me run?
She only had the word to-fay,
And all fhe afk'd was quickly donc:
1 always thenght on her, but fhe
‘Would ne’er beftow ‘a thought on me.
1 always thought, &c.

To let her cows my clovér tafte,
Have 1 not rofe by break of day?

When did her heifers ever faflt, .o
If Robin in his yard had hay? -

Tho' to my ficlds they welcome were,

1 ncver welcome was to her,
Tho' to my, &e.



248 THE MUSICAL REPOSITORY.

If Nanny ever loft a fheep,
1 cheerfully did give her two:
Did not her lambs in fafety fleep
Within my folds in froft and {now ¢
Have they not there from cold becn free !
But Nanny ftill is cold to mc.
Have they not, &c.

Whene'er I climb’d our orchard trees,
The ripeft fruit was kept for Nan;
‘Oh how thafe hands that drown’d her becs
Were ftung! Tl ne’er forget the pain:
Swecet were the combs as fweet could bey
" Put Nanny ne’er look'd fweet on mc.
Sweet were, &C.

1f Nanny to the well did come,
»Twas I that did her pitchers fill;
Full as they were I brought them home,
Her corn I carry’d to the mill:
'My back did bear her facks, but fhe
would never bear the fight of me.
My ‘back did bear, &ec.

Muft Robin always Nanny woo?
And Nanny flill on Robin frown?!

Alas! poor wretch! what (hall I do,
If Nanny docs not love me foon?
If no relicf to me fhe'll bring,

1'll hang me in her apron ftring.
If no selict, &
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SONG G

sALLY IMN OUR ALLEY,
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Qf all the. girls that ,are
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{mart, There s nanf: like prct- -ty Sal - - - 1y,
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Sle is the dar--ling of my  heatt,
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et

half fo fweet as Sal--<ly, Yor fhe’s the
t’;
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darling of my heat, And ‘fhe hves in

Her father he makes cabbage nets
For thofe that want to buy ’cm,
ey mother fhe makes laces long,
. And thro the flrects does cry ‘ems:
But fure fuch folks cou'd ne'er beget
So fwect a girl as Sally,
. §he is the darling of my heart,
And the lives in our alley.

When fhe is by 1 leave my work,
I love her fo fincevcly,

My mafter comes like any Turk,
And bangs me moft feverely:

But let him bang his belly full,
Tl bear it all-for Sally,
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Hor fhe's the darling of my foul,
And fhe lives in our alley.-

Of all the days into the week,

I dearly love but one day,
And that's the day that comes betwceerd

A Saturday and Monday;
For then V'm dreft in all my beft,
" To walk abroad with: Sally,
For fhe’s the darling of my foul,
And fhe lives in our alley.

My mafter carries me to church,
Where often I am blamed,

Becaufe 1 leave him in the lurch,
As foon as text is named.

1 leave the church in fermon time,
And flink away to Sally,

For fhe's the darling of my foul,
And fhe lives in our alley.

My mafter, and the neighbours all, -
Make game of me and Sally,

Wer't not for her, I'd better be
A flave and vow a galley;

TFor when my feven long years are out,
Why then P'll marry Sally,

Then we'll wed—and then we'll bed,
But not into our alley.

) IS



25% THE MUSICAL REPOSITORY.

5 O.NG CL

NOW M1 ING SPRING AGAIN APPEARS.
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naturc now appesr, The lambkmns frifking
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o'cr the le.m,It Sweet feather'd fung fters - now

we hear, While jcnny feeks
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fwain. How gay does. nature  now appear, The
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lambkins fritking o'er the plain, Sweet fea-

focks her  gentle fwain,
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Ye nymphs, O! Jead me to the grove,
Thro' which your ftreams in filénce mouriy
There with my Johnny let me rove,
*Tiii once his flcecy flock return:
Young Johnny is my loving {wain,
He {weetly pipes along the mead,
3p foon’s the lambkins hear his {traim,
With eager fteps return in fpecd.

'The focks, now all in fportive play,
Come frifking round the piping fwain,
Then, fearful of too long delay,
Run bleating to their dams again:
Within the frefh green myrtle grove,
‘The feather'd choir in rapture {ing,
And {fweetly warble forth their love,
To welcome the returning {pring; -

. — e R IINT -

SONG CIl
EMDMA.

To the foregoing Tune.

CREATION finiles on ilka fide,

In lively green the fields appear,
while cuckoos publith far and wide,

That fummer's florid beauty’s near.
And fhall I pecrlefs Emma find

Still blufhing fweet with native charms?
And will the faireft o' her kind

Confent to blefs my langing arms ?
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Afain we tryft, and pundtual meet,
Far, far beyond yon rifing hill,

SWhere black birds fing and lambkins bleat,

In concert with the gurgling rill.

Nae mifce's wealth, nae ftatefmen’s famec,
Nae toper's joy envied I fce,

“While room within her breaft I claim,
That's wealth, and fame, and joy to me.

-VVith counterfcited flee defign,

Equipt the angler, aft T gang,
Vet flee, or bait, or art of mine,
The fpeckled trouts but feldom wrang

. Enjoy your wanton random {pouts,

Ve harmlefs tenants of-the {tream,

‘¥ hile T enjoy what better {uits

A thrilling heart—my love’s cfieem.

Where fcented woodbines form a {hade,
" And birks their neighbour birks embrace,
¥11 kifs the dear enticing maid,
While fiwceteft blufhes paint her face.
May friendthip bleeze with Hymen’s flamc,
A doubly-tendcr tye to caft,
And time row round ilk day the fame,

The fature happy as the paft.

Ve woodland fang(ters join with me,
Ye dimpling fireams that curling glide,
Ve winds that fough thro® ilka tree,
Hail, Emma—Hail my charming bride.
Thon Fortune at thy fhrine I'll bow,
Indulgent hear my anxious prayer;
“ A frugal competence allow,
t Nor free, nor deep harafs'd with case.”

55
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SONG Clll

’BANK‘S OF THE SHANNON.
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Teddy then declar’d his love, His artlefs
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fove to mc: On Shannon's fAow'ry bank
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Pat -ty, foft-elt of thy fex, Oh It fond

et

love vprevails Ah well-a « day, You fee me

“l-'---—-

grief and care,”—<¢ Aly no, dear youth, 1 [oft-

by faid, Such love demands my thanks:
Kk
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And here vow cC--ter-nal truth on
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Shannon’s  flow'ry banks.

And then we vow'd eternal truth
On Shannon’s flow’ry banks,

And ther we gather'd fweetefl flowers,
And play’d fuch artlefs pranks:

Tut, woe is me, the prefs-gang came,

. And forc’d my Ned away,

Juft when we nam’d next morning fuir,

To be our wedding day.

My love, he ¢ry’d, they force me hence,
But fhll my heart is thine, «

All peace be yours, my pentle Pat,
‘While war and toil is mine.

With riches I'll return to thee,
1 {fobb'd out words of thanky,

And then we vow'd cternal toeh,
On Shannon’s flow'ry banks.

And then we vow’d cternal inth,
On Shannon’s flow’ry banks,

And then 1w him fuil away,
And join the boftile ranks,
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I'yom morn to cve, for twelve duil months,
His abfence fad I mourn'd,

"I'he peace was made, the fhip came back,
But Teddy ne'er returin«..

11is beauteous face and maniy form
JHus won a nobler fair;

My Teddy's falle, and 1, forlorn,
Muft dic in {ad defpair.

Ye grentle maidens, fee me laid,
While you ftand round in ranks,

And plant a willow o’er my head,
On Shannon's flow’ry banks.

L
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SONG ClV.

AT SETTING DAY AND RISING MORN.,

Tune—AZill, Mill, O.
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buth, \Where fuft thou Kind ---ly tald me

SHEEE

Swect tales of love, and hid my bluth, Whilft

ﬁe?i-- e T . .
Al

round thou didft en««-=~~--old me.

To a* our haunts 1 will repair,
By grecenwood fhaw or fountain;
Or where the fimmer day 1'd fhare
Wi' thee upun yen mountain :
There will 1 tell the trees and flow'ss,
Trom thoughts unfeign’d and tender,
By vows you've mine, by love is yours
A heart which cannot wander.
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SONG CV.

NG w1’ ME?

ol NANNY, WILT THOU GA

-

Nor figh to lcave the flaunting town? Can
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Gl -~ent glens have charms for thee, The
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No longer diefsd in filk - ¢cn fheen, Ne
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fonger  deck’d  with jew-—els rare,  Say,

can’'{t thon quit the bu-fy {cene, Where

thouw art fair «.-=-eft of the fair,

O Nanny, when tho’rt far awa,
Wilt thou not caft a wifh behind?
Say, can'{t thou face the fiaky fnaw,
Nor fhrink before the warping wind ¢
O can that faft and gentleft mien
Severe(t hardthips learn to bear?
Nor fad, regret each courtly fcene,
Where thou wert faireft of the fair?

O Nanny, can'{t thou love fo tiuc,
Thro' perils kecn wi' me to gac,
Or when thy fwain mithap (hall rue,
To fhare with him the pang of wac?
And when invading pains befal,
WwWilt thou affume the nurfe's care,
Nor, wilhful, thoft pay fcenes recal,
Where thou wert faireft of the fair?
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‘And when, at laft; thy fove fhall die, .
wilt thou recelve his parting breath?

Wilt thon reprefs each frupgeling figh,
And cheer with {miles the bed of death ?

And wilt thou, o¢er his ‘much lov'd clay;
Strew flowers, and drop the tender tear,
 Nor then regret thofe {cenés {o gays
-+ Where thou wert faireft-of the fair?

.

—_—
— _marw. w—
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SONG. VL.

THE WAWRKING OF THE FAULD

-ﬁ. 1 [I ante.

My Peg-gy is a young thing, Jult enter'd
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in  her teens, Fair as the day, and fweet as

May, F;).ir as thc day, and always gay, My

veery auld, Yet wiel T like to meet her at
1.1
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SR

wawking of the fauld. My Peg - gy
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fpeaks fae fectly, Whene'er we meet alane,

SEEEEm

wilth nae mair to lay my care, wifh mac

______ {—%ﬁiﬁ‘%

- mair of &' that's rare; My Pegpy {pcaks fac

fweet-ly, To a' the lave I'm cauld; But

Eﬁez%f* =

fhe gars @' my fpirits glow at  wawking
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éﬁm? =
of the fauld.

My Peggy fmilcs fae kindly,
. Whene’er I whifper love,
'That 1 look down on a’ the town,
That I look down upon a crown ;
My Peggy fmiles fae kindly,
It makes me blyth and bauld,
And nacthing gi'es me fic delight
As wawking of the fauld.

My Peggy fings fae faftly,
When on my pipe | play
By a' the reft it is confeft,
By a’ the reft that fhe {ings beft :
My Pegay fings fac fuftly,
And in her fangs are tald,

W1’ innocence, the wale of fenfe,

At wuwking of the faunld.

I.1 2
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SONGC CVI.

CUMBERNAULD HOUS.
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the vale, Fond Stre - phon,  once
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(hep - herd  gay, "Did
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hl-—--—ly fair, More blooming than the
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op’ ~ning rofe, How can thy Dbreaft re-

lent - lefs wear A heart more cold than
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W'mtc s fhows.
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, Yet mpping Winter's keeneft rcign,
But for a fhort-liv’d fpace prevails s

I Spring time returns, and cheers each fwain,
‘ Scented with Flora's fragrant gales.
Come, Julia, come, thy love abey,

"Thou miftrefs of angehie charms,
Come finiling fike the morp of Muy, |

And centre in thy Strephon’s agme,
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Elfe, haunted by the fiend Defpair,
He'll court fome folitary srove,

Where mortal foot did ne’er repair,
But {wains opprefs'd with haplefs love.

From the once-pleafing rural throng
Remov'd, he’ll bend his lonely way,

Where Philomela’s mournful fong
Shall join his melancholy lay.

ey P e
____.____—_——_—_—_—_——-—-—_-___-—-

SONG CVIIIL.

To the foregoing Tune.

FROM anxious zeal and faétious flrife,
And all th’uneafy cares of life,

From beauty, ftill to merit blind,

And ftill to fools and coxcombs kind;
T'o where the woods, in brighteft green,
I.ike rifing theatres are fcen,

Where gently murm’ring runs the rill,
And draws frefh ftreams from ev’ry hill -

Where Philomel, in mournful flrains,
I.ike mt, of hopelefs love complains;,
Retir'd T pafs the livelong day,

And idly trifi¢ life away:
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My lyre to tender accents {trung,

I teil each flight, each {corn and wrong,
Then reafon to my aid 1 call,

Review paft fcenes, and fcorn them all,

Superior thoughts my mind engage,

Allur'd by Newton’s tempting page,
Through new-found worlds 1 wing my flight,
And trace the glorious fource of light:

But fhould Clarinda there appear,

With all her charms of fhape and airg

How frail my fixt refolves would prove!
Again I'd yield, again I'd love!
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SONG QIX.

-

THE.LAKE. 0%, KILLARNEY.
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On the Lake of Xile~lap~-ney

By

firt faow the Tad, Who with fong and with
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I
bagpipe could make sy heart glad, On the
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Yake of Killar-ncy I £irfl faw the lad, Who
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with fong and with bagpflpe cou’l make my

hcart glad: And his hair was fo red, and s

gttt

eyes were fo  bright, h they fhone like the
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look’d like the fairics  that dance on tht.: EYCCIN
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Andanttno.
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On the, &c. All the girls of Killar-ney wore

— T
fung love fales to me, .Oh ‘he fung and -he
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danc'd, .and he .won my fond heart,
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fave JHS dcar l-lf(.., with my own I wou'd part.
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SONG CX,
‘Tune—Broom of Cowden-Knows.

Sce page 142.

WHEN fummer comes, the fivains on Taveed
Sing their fuccefsful loves, ‘

Around the ewes and lambkins feed, y
And mufic fills the groves.

But my lov’d fong is then the broom, -
So fair on Cowdcn-knows:

For fure fo fiveet, fo {oft a bloom
Elfewhere there never grows.

There Colin tun’d his caten recd,
And wott my yiclding heart g

-No fhepherd ¢'er that dwelt on Tweed
Could play with half fuch art.

i fung of Tay, of Forth, and Clyde, '
The hills and dales all round,

Of Leader-haughs, and Leader-fide
Oh! how I blefs'd the found!

Yet more delightful is the broom
So fair on Cowden-knows:

For fure fo freth, fo bright o bloom
Elfcwhete there never grows.

Not 'Tiviot bracs, {o green and gay,
May with this broom compare,
Mot Yarrow banks in flow’ry I'\’Ta}'..
Nor. the bufh aboon Traguair.

Mln .
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More pleafing far are Cowden-knows,
My pcaceful happy home,

Where 1 was wont to milk my ewes
At ¢'cn among the broom.

Ye powers that haunt the woods and plaing,
Where Tweed with Tiviot flows,

Convey me to the beft of fivains,
And my lov'd Cowden-Enows.

SONG CXIL

THE ADIEU.
Amdrofu. )
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--d:cu, ve f{trcams that finoothr- - ly

%i:fi{%éj:“EEEE =

flow, Yc¢ ver--nal airs that foft --«--ly
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blow, Yc¢ plins by bloom-ing  Spring
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ar-1ay’'d, Ye birds that war-Dble through
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the glade, Ye birds  that war-~=-ble
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thm the gl.ade, Un - hurt  fron- )ﬂu my

gy il el . SR . I T T "=

foul could fly, er drop one tear,
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nor  heave one  figh, But forcd “from
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Ce v w=»lin’s fmiles to part,  All
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. heart, All - joy dc--forts my

droop -~ ing  hearts

O fairer than the rofy morn,
When flow'rs the dewy fields adorn,
Unfully’d as the genial ray,

“That warms the gentle breeze of May;
Thy charms divinely fiwwcet appear,
And add new fplender to the year,
Improve the day with frefh delight,.
And gild with joy the dreary night.
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