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PREFACE

In bringing together for the first time the songs of Robert
Burns with the melodies for which they were written I do not
propose to criticize either. So far as the verses are concerned they
have remained famous for more than a century, and are likely to
continue famous independent of any literary criticism. So far as
the airs are concerned—airs which go to make up the folk-music
of Scotland, that particular form of unconscious art of which the
vehemence, pathos, and often eccentric progressions have been
known outside the limits of the country for the last 250 years—
want of space forbids any criticism. A merely verbal description
of music cannot convey any real impression to the general reader,
and an imperfect technical account of Scottish music would be
unsatisfactory to the expert. Both will doubtless prefer to read
the music for themselves and form their own opinions. For this
reason the Preface will be confined to an explanation of (1)
Burns’s own theory as a song-writer, (2) how he carried it into
practice, and (3) what his "qualifications were for writing and
adapting his verses to pre-existing music.

To begin with, then, the term song as it is now used admits of
more than one meaning. Originally it meant—and was invari-
ably—a combination of poetry and music, something to be sung.
It did not mean, as it often means nowadays, verse with or with-
out tune ; nor was it, like the songs of most modern poets, purely
literary verse to which music might accidentally be attached. For
Burns’s songs, peculiarly, this latter meaning is insufficient, and
I designate Burns a tone-poet because he wrote for music, and
his songs with their airs are a study in tone-poetry.

His Commonplace Book (recording his experience about the age
of twenty-three, and before he was known to the world) makes
this evident, and shows beyond all doubt that he always associated
music with his songs. Speaking, for example, of a forgotten old
song of which he remembered that the verse and the tune were
‘in fine unison with one another,’ he says that when one would
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compose to these Scottish airs ‘to sough [hum] the tune over and
over is the readiest way to catch the inspiration and raise the Bard
into that glorious enthusiasm so strongly characteristic of our old
Scotch poetry &’ Again, late in life, when he declined to write for
an unfamiliar air, he explains that until he was master of a tune
in his own singing he never could comypose for it, adding that his
invariable way was to consider the expression of the music and
choose his theme, ¢ humming every now and then the air with the
verses I have framed?’ So invariable with him was this way of
writing that his first song was made for the favourite reel of the
girl he loved, and his last for the ‘difficult measure’ of a ‘beautiful
strathspey’; and (though it may be that he was elevating the
music he wrote for at the expense of his own reputation as a
poet) when he said that some of his songs were often mere
rhymes to express airs, he spoke a literal truth.

Nevertheless, though he knew more of the popular music of
his country than any man of his time, and he is unique® among
distinguished poets in writing for pre-existing music, this side of
him has been rarely noticed, if at all. His achievement in the
reconstruction of old poetry.seems to have blinded his critics’
eyes to his knowledge of its sister art, Scottish music, of which
he was the apostle. Perhaps his very uniqueness in this respect
has caused it to escape notice. Old melodies as a vehicle for
song have been despised or ignored by literary poets themselves,
from Corneille, who execrated the commands of his royal master to
write for them, saying that a hundred verses cost him less than two
words of a song* (que deux mots de chanson), to Lord Byron, who,
after trial, flatly refused to be harnessed in music®. And though
the exquisite songs of the Elizabethan poets were made to be sung,
and many of them are to be found only in contemporary music
books, there is this difference between their work and Burns, that
the music was composed to fit their words, but his words were

L Commonplace Book, 1872, s2. 2 Cf. Note 101.

% Unless we accept Marot, whose psalms for secular airs are still in the
Genevan: Psalter, and Luther, who led the Reformation by adopting popular
melodies for the hymns sung in the Reformed churches.

* See Tiersot’s Chanson Populaire, Paris, 1889, 441.

5 See an important letter of Byron in Hadden’s George Zhomson, 1898, 191.
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written for music’. Burns adopted what other poets rejected—
popular airs—and he adopted them consciously. Just as when
he was taunted with ‘the ignominy of the Excise,” he replied that
he would rather be thought to do credit to his profession than
borrow credit from it; so when Thomson implied a censure on
his musical taste, he said that although many cultured persons
found no merit in his favourite tunes, that was no reason why
being cheaply pleased ‘I should deny myself that pleasure 2’ He
did not deny himself that pleasure, and as the result his songs are
an epitome of Scottish music still known and still admired.
Considering this it is the more remarkable that Burns’s
biographers should with one accord have ignored or omitted
a description of his musical perception and his treatment of
music. One would have thought that, apart from his peculiar
method of writing always to airs—a method which probably goes
a long way towards explaining why his songs have outlived and
made of no account the songs of so many other poets—his mere
musical-editorial talent must have attracted notice. If he com-
municated to Johnson’s Museum only one-half of the forty-five
traditional airs which Stenhouse assigns to him, the record is
remarkable enough for an amateur musician. But his biographers
have not allowed him any musical standing whatever. Currie
obviously accepted without comment Murdoch’s opinion, who said
of him that he was a remarkably dull boy and his voice untunable,
and that it was long before he learned to distinguish one tune
from another® A verdict of tune-deafness seems to have been

1 Dr. Thomas Campion, a musician as well as a poet, composed for his verses,
but the music, like all conscious art of the polyphonic period, is now forgotten
and known only to the student. All artistic music fades before the continuous
progress of the art; whereas the unconscious and untutored music of nature,
the simple anonymous airs of the people, which are the basis of the art, remain
unimpaired by age.

2 Works of Robert Burns (Edin. 18779, 8vo, 6 vols.), vi. 304,

3 As John Murdoch, the only schoolmaster of Burns, at the same time said
that he was the most unlikely boy to be a poet, his observations—from what’
was but an immature and dormant intellect—may be disregarded in the light of
what came after. Here follows what Murdoch said of Burns and his brother
Gilbert :—¢ I attempted to teach them a little church music. Here they were
left far behind by all the rest of the school. Robert’s ear, in particular, was
remarkably dull, and his voice untunable. It was long before I could get
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considered proven against Burns, and little or nothing said to
counteract the belief. So that we find Tom Moore in 1841
expressing surprise that ‘the rare art of adapting words success-
. fully to notes’ should have been exercised by Burns, ‘who was
wholly unskilled in music?,’ and Robert Chambers, in his garrulous
Life of Burns, ineptly remarking on the subject that Burns thought
himself a kind of musician. Thus widely may biographers miss
the point. _

From the writings of Burns, and particularly from the Thomson
letters and MSS. in the British Museum, it is possible to describe
with some accuracy his musical knowledge and acquirements. It
may be granted at once that about the higher forms of the musical
art he knew little and cared less. He never heard a symphony
or a string quartette? and though at the houses of some of his
friends he listened to sonatas on the harpsichord, they raised in
him neither emotion nor interest. His knowledge of music was
in fact elemental; his taste lay entirely in melody, without ever
reaching an appreciation of contrapuntal or harmonious music.
Nor, though in his youth he had learned the grammar of music
and become acquainted with clefs, keys, and notes at the re-
hearsals of church music, which were in his day a practical part
of the education of the Scottish peasantry?, did he ever arrive at

them to distinguish one tune from another . . . and certainly, if any person who
knew the two boys had been asked, which of them was the most likely to
court the muses, he would surely never have guessed that Robert had a pro-
pensity of that kind’ (Currie’s Works of Robert Burns, Liverpool, 1800,
i. 9I). .

! Moore, in the Preface to his W#orks, 1841, vol. v., says, ¢ Robert Burns was
wholly unskilled in music; yet the rare art of adapting words successfully to
notes, of wedding verse in congenial union with melody, which, were it not for his
example, I should say none but a poet versed in the sister art ought to attempt,
has yet, by him, with the aid of a music, to which my own country’s strains are
alone comparable, been exercised with so workmanly a hand, as well as with so
rich a variety of passion, playfulness, and power, as no song-writer, perhaps, but
himself, has ever yet displayed.” Farquhar Graham, in his Notes on the Songs
of Scotland, stated briefly the result of an inquiry into the musical training
and acquirements of Burns, but it received no attention and has been
forgotten.

Z At a performance of 7%e Messiak of Hindel he remarked on the infinite
pathos of the air * He was despised.’

3 Currie, i. z1.
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composition, except in the case of one melody which he composed
for a song of his own at the age of about twenty-three, and this
melody displeased him so much that he destroyed it and never
attempted another!. In the same way, although he practised the
violin, he did not attain to excellence in execution, his playing
being confined to strathspeys and other slow airs of the pathetic
kind2 On the other hand, his perception and his love of music
are undeniable. For example, he possessed copies of the prin-
cipal collections of Scottish vocal and instrumental music of the
eighteenth century, and repeatedly refers to them in the Miuseum
MS. and in his letters. His copy of the Caledonian Pocket
Companion (the largest collection of Scottish music), which copy
still exists with pencil notes in his handwriting, proves that he was
familiar with the whole contents. At intervals in his writings he
names at least a dozen different collections to which he refers and
from which he quotes with a personal knowledge. Also he knew
several hundred different airs, not vaguely and in a misty way, but
accurately as regards tune, time, and rhythm, so that he could
distinguish one from another, and describe minute variations in
the several copies of any tune which passed through his hands.
The Thomson letters (and particularly one about September,
1793, only published in part by Currie) contain a description or
criticism of over one hundred melodies. Many of the airs he
studied and selected for his verses were either pure instrumental
tunes, never before set to words, or the airs (from dance books) of
lost songs, with the first lines as titles. That he sometimes
esteemed the air of a song more than the words is clear from his
saying, ‘ Better to have mediocre verses to a favourite air than
none at all %’ It is hard to believe that a poet with such prefer-

1 Cf. Note 312.

2 On a private copy of his Epistle to Davie he describes himself as a brother
fiddler, and in Lis humorous anonymous letter to Sharpe of Hoddam he styles
himself a fiddler and a poet (Works, v. 366).

3 Note gt. Compare his statement made in requesting permission to insert
a song of the Duke of Gordon'’s in the Museum—that he was assisting in
collecting old poetry and for a fine air making a stanza when it had no words
(Works, iv. 293). Also his apology for many trifling songs, which, as he
explains, are due to the fact that many beautiful airs wanted words, and
he was obliged to pass in a hurry what he had written (Note 19).
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ences should have been considered tone-deaf. Of his practical
acquaintance with music, his letters to his publishers, wherein he
details how he wrote for airs, where the best sets of them are to
be found, and how he wished them printed with his verses, show
the truth. Concerning Song No. 726, for example, he gives
instructions that ¢ the chorus is the first or lower part of the tune,
and each verse must be repeated to go through the high or second
part.” For another song (No. z52) he refers the printer to the
book where the music is to be found. With all the knowledge
of an antiquarian he tells Thomson how the notation of the
humorous tune Wken she cam ben she bobbit should be printed ?,
and for another? he technically describes the music as it appears
in the collection where he found it, with the alterations that are
necessary to make it fit his verses.

Such instances go to show the critical interest Burns took in
music. But besides this it was his practice to spend considerable
time in listening to the playing of tunes, that he might become
familiar with the correct swing and cadence of the melodies and
form an impression of their meaning. Professor Walker relates
how he was calling on Burns in Edinburgh for some particular
purpose, and found him so engrossed in correcting his songs, while
the tunes were being played on the harpsichord, that he would
listen to nothing else. Burns himself tells Clarinda, ‘I have just
been composing to different tunes?®’ and tells Cunningham that
The Suter’'s Dochter ¢is a first-rate favourite of mine, and I have
written what I reckon one of my best songs to it*’ And it was
this practice of listening to airs and studying their meaning that
made of him not merely an enthusiastic collector of traditional
airs, but also the means of getting them printed. At home,
during the Highland tours, and in his excursions through the
South of Scotland, he collected unknown and rare melodies as if
it were his business. As he writes to Thomson, ‘I have still
several MS. Scots airs which I picked up mostly from the singing
of country girls®’ The book in which he copied these traditional
airs, if it still exists, is not known (though, as I have said, Sten-

1 Note 151. 2 Note 43. * Note 84. * Note 87.
5 Works, vi. 247, where he sends a beautiful little air which he ¢ had taken
down from viva voce.’ :
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house assigns to him about forty-five of those in the Museum?);
and it has been doubted whether Burns was capable of writing
the notation of viva voce airs. It is true that Clarke, the musical
editor of the Museum,often did this for him ; but it is equally true
that Clarke could not always be present when wanted, and it is
more than probable that Burns in many cases did it alone with the
aid of his violin. For, gifted as he was with a retentive memory,
and—as has been shown—with an acute ear for musical sound,
combined with a passionate love of Scottish melody, his genius
would enable him to do readily what would be laborious for an
ordinary amateur, nor can I see any reason why his remark,
“T took down the tune from the voice of a girl,’ or some other
unconditional statement, should not be accepted literally. In
fact he obtained many of the fugitive airs from his wife, who was
a good natural singer, and from Kirsty Flint, among others, a
masculine woman who took pleasure in showing off her vocal
powers to him 2. Two of the best airs discovered by Burns were
obtained in the same manner ; one, Ca’ #ke Yowes®, from the voice
of a friendly minister of the Kirk, and Craigicburn Wood * (for
which he wrote two sets of verses) from the singing of a girl. He
first heard the Gaelic air of Song No. 25, Z%e Banks of the Devon,
from a lady in Inverness, and ‘got the notes taken down’ for the
Museum, and obtained for Johnson a better set of the tune of
No. 797 than that supplied by Dr. Blacklock ®.

So much for Burns’s musical experience, about which there is
little more to say, except that he was himself a mediocre vocalist
with a rough but not an untunable voice. He was constrained
in company sometimes to sing, but he was conscious of his defect,
and avoided any exhibition of the kind as much as possible®.
But though his musical training and practice may have been no

t The MSS. of most of his historical and traditionary airs have disappeared,
except two or three pieces from his hand, of which one, 7%e German lairdie, is
now printed for the first time on p. 336.

. % Professor Gillespie, from personal observation, related how Burns was in the
habit of tying his horse outside her cottage door and sitting by her fireside while
she sang ¢ with a pipe of the most overpowering pitch.’

3 No. 114. 4 No. go.

% Extensive references to Burns and music will be found on p. 535 infra.

® To a friend, no more gifted than himself, he exclaimed, ¢ Heaven knows we
are no singers |’ (Works, v. 364).
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more than that of any ordinary amateur, his attachment to melody
and wide knowledge of Scottish music, together with his genius,
fully equipped him for writing verse to illustrate the anonymous
airs of his country.

It was in the year 1787 that Burns’s opportunity came, and he
was able to get his verses published with music. From that time
forwards he wrote scarcely anything else but songs. For the mere
love of the thing, and without fee or reward, ungrudgingly he
worked day and night for the last nine years of his life to illus-
trate the airs of Scotland, and he died with the pen in his hand.
His farming brought him no riches, his business of gauger only
weariness, his songs nothing at all—then, But it is by his songs
that he is best known and will be longest remembered. This he
forecast himself: yet, curiously enough, only sixteen songs are in
the last authorized edition of his Works?, though by this time he
had probably contributed upwards of two hundred to both John-
son’s Miuseum and Thomson’s Scofish Airs. These he never
publicly claimed, only disclosing himself as the author of some of
them in private letters to intimate friends® So that besides
working voluntarily and simultaneously for these two collectors—
neither of whom would have succeeded without his constant help
—he even denied himself the name of author %,

A few words about the general musical rage of this time, and
about these two music books in particular, may be useful at this
place. It must be borne in mind that when Burns began to write

1 Edition of 1794.

% It is important to remember, as a consequence of this, that all his songs in
modern editions of his Works (except a fraction) have been accumulated by
degrees, and are the insertions of a succession of editors, When Burns resolved
in 1796 to publish a musical selection of his songs, death prevented him from
carrying the resolution into effect (Worés, vi. 255).

® With the exception of a few songs bearing his name in the Index, all his
writings in Johnson’s Muscum were published anonymously during his life.
His name is attached toa large number of songs in many copies of the Museum,
but not in those of the first issue; the insertion of it in later reprints being
posthumous. Many erroneous inferences have been drawn from the assumption
that Burns acknowledged the insertion of his name. Compare the copy of the
Museum in the British Museum, where Burns’s songs in vols. ii.—v. are all
anonymous, except a few with B. and R. marked by the publisher. A description
of the original edition of the Museum is in the Bibliography following, I
possess three copies of some of the early volumes, all with different title-pages.
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for the Museum he had comparatively only a small number of
vocal airs to choose from. In all the various collections pub-
lished up to 1787 there were not two hundred different Scottish
airs printed with verses, and of these Johnson had utilized a good
proportion in the first volume of the Musewm—that is, before
Burns became connected with it. The greater number, therefore,
of the airs for which Burns wrote were only to be found in instru-
mental or dance books, and consisted of pure reels and strathspeys,
which had never before had words, or of the tunes of lost and
forgotten songs *.

In these numerous instrumental collections of the eighteenth
century, and particularly those of the latter half, when Burns
flourished, is stored the most characteristic Scottish music in
peculiar scales and with eccentric intervals. Never before had
there been such a plentiful crop of Scottish dance and other
music, and never has there been since. Dancing in Scotland?
had reached its climax. In Edinburgh every coterie had ‘Assem-
blies,” and each of the resident dancing-masters followed suit.
Captain Topham? on a visit to Edinburgh, was amazed at the
vigorous dancing practised in the Northern Capital. Every class
indulged in it—duchess and housemaid and grave professor alike
—and danced for dancing’s sake. And it was to find.appropriate
words for some of these dance tunes that Burns set himself.
Before he could do this he was obliged to study their accent
and rhythm. This was no difficult task for him as long as he
was free to choose or reject ; but when the egregious Thomson
not only selected airs for him, but tried even to dictate the.ortho-
graphy of his text, it became hard enough. ‘These English
“verses gravel me to death,” he groans ; or, when criticized, declines
to alter his words, and says with regard to a disliked air, ‘ the stuff
won’t bear mending.” And, as a result of his compliance in other
cases, the Thomson series contain—among a number of brilliant

1 Tn some cases Burns utilized the whole tune, in others he selected particular
movements or measures of the air for the verses he proposed to write.

2 At the close of the century reels and strathspeys became fashionable in
London, and the %abitués of Almack’s engaged Niel Gow, the famous fiddler in
the North, to lead the music in their ball-room,

3 Letters from Edinburghk, 1776, 262,
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songs—many no better than the average artificial product of the
eighteenth-century song books, and quite beneath the standard of
the genius of Burns™. ‘

Nevertheless it was from his intimate connexion with this pub-
lication and with the Sco#s Musical Museum that Burns became an
extensive writer of songs. To Scotisk Airs he contributed verses,
partly at his own discretion, partly at the request of the proprietor
—though in neither case had he power to decide what should
be published ®.  Of the Museum he was the real though concealed
editor from a little after the time when, being engaged then in
correcting the proofs of the Edinburgh edition of his Wor#s, he
made Johnson’s acquaintance. James Johnson was a practical
engraver in Edinburgh. In February, 1787, with the assistance
of two gentlemen interested in the anthology of Scotland, he
had projected and advertised a ‘ Collection of Scots, English, and
Irish Songs in two neat 8vo volumes. ... The first volume was
nearlyready when Johnson met Burns, and it is surmised that Burns
suggested the title of Scots Musical Museum, under which title the
volume-—despite the more accurate description given of it in
the advertisement—appeared in May. Burns eagerly grasped the
opportunity of associating himself with a work which eventually
he remodelled and extended into six volumes. His position of
author, editor, and contributor of verse became more and more
established as the original advisers of the publication fell into the
rear. His sole assistant was a professional musician, Stephen
- Clarke, who corrected technical errors in the music and fitted the
tunes for presentation to the public in the prescri‘t-)ed form.
Johnson was unfitted to conduct any work of the kind. He was
of a simple confiding.nature, entirely illiterate, and as poor as
Burns himself. However, like Burns also, he was an enthusiast
for the Songs of Scotland. He undertook the cost of printing

1 The peculiar rhythm of the Caledonian Hunts Delight only fetched one
poor stanza of English verses, although it is the popular and favourite air of the
vernacular Banks o’ Doon (No. 123). The beautiful strathspey Rothiemurche
for his last song (No. 72) is practically obscured because he was constrained
to write verses of the ordinary sort to please Thomson.

% There were fundamental differences between Burns and Thomson, for which
reason Scotish Airs contains a large number of Burns's songs with editorial
insertions (both in verse and air) for which Burns is in no way responsible.
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and publishing the work. Burns neither expected nor received
reward, and the tacit understanding between the two continued,
and the connexion remained unbroken, up to the death of Burns
in 1796. Burns always knew Johnson as an ‘honest worthy
fellow,” and in his first extant letter said that he had ‘met with
few whose sentiments were so congenial with his own.” Johnson
seems to have belonged to the social Crochallan Club, and must
have had some qualifications to be admitted as one of its‘members,
considering that among them were ‘rantin roarin Willy’ Dunbar,
the President ; the grisly philosopher—printer Smellie ; the iras-
cible Latinist Nicol, the writer Cunningham, ‘auld Tennant’
of Glenconner, Masterton the composer of Willy brew'd a peck
o maut, and probably Henry Erskine, the most brilliant member
of the Scottish bar. This was the society in which Burns re-
created himself after dining with more formal company in the
then New Town. -

It was after the inspiring Highland tours, in which Burns had
laid in a good stock of new poetic ideas, that he set to work in
Edinburgh to reorganize the Museum. The venerable author of
Tullockgorum, and other friends, were put under contribution, so
much so that about this time Burns informed a correspondent
that he had ‘collected, begged, borrowed, and stolen all the
songs’ he could find®. An accident which confined him to the
house for a considerable time enabled him within ten months
from the publication of the first volume to issue the second volunie
of a hundred songs, of which forty were his own, all bright and
merry and flashing with wit and humour. In the buoyant and
aggressive preface he remarks that ‘ignorance and prejudice may
perhaps affect to sneer at the simplicity of the poetry or music of
some of these pieces, but their having been for ages the favourites
of Nature’s judges—the common people—was to the Editor a suf-
ficient test of their merit.” Here we have partly exposed the reason
why Burns concealed himself, and the meaning of the phrase put
against many of his songs, ¢ Mr. Burns’s old words.’ '

The third volume, containing a ‘flaming preface,” took nearly
two years to complete and publish. During the interval he was

Y Works, iv. 298.
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partly in Mauchline and partly at Ellisland—a period which
included many sorrows, ending in a prudent marriage and a soli-
tary residence on the banks of the Nith preparing a home for his -
wife. Such was his life while he wrote the Honeymoon and other
songs ! for the Museunm.

More than fifty songs in this third volume are his own, and
during the process of preparation for the press he was constantly -
informed of the progress of the volume and exhibited the greatest
interest in it. He asks Johnson ‘to send any tunes or anything
to correct,” and afterwards tells him that when he comes to Edin-
burgh he will overhaul the whole collection.

Immediately after the publication of the fourth volume, in
August, 1792, the attention of Burns was diverted from the Museum
by the intervention of George Thomson, and four years elapsed be-
tween the appearance of the fourth and the posthumousfifth volume,
which, however, was all sketched and nearly ready for publication
at the poet’s death. Thus, about the end of 1793, Burns informed .
Johnson that he was laying out materials for the fifth volume ; a few
months later he sent forty-one songs,” and still later he requests
that ‘those tunes and verses that Clarke and you cannot make
out’ should be sent to him. In June, 1794, Johnson intimated
that the fifth volume was actually begun. In March, 1795, Burns
returned a packet of songs, and a year afterwards had proofs sent
him to correct. In this way Burns knew the contents of the
posthuinous volume, which was indeed far advanced in the press
when he died. The surplus songs left over from this and the
previous volumes constitute nearly one-third of the last and
sixth volume, yet it took Johnson seven years to complete and
publish it.

The Scots Musical Museum remains the standard collection of
Scottish Song, and as a work of reference cannot be superseded.
Considerably more than one-half of the pieces in the following
pages were originally published there, and next to the authorized

1 A facsimile, which follows the Bibliography, of the holograph list of songs
proposed for the third volume and heretofore unnoticed is an important
document. Tt discloses Burns as the author of a considerable number of songs
hitherto unsuspected and anonymous, among which may be named Sir jokn

Cope (No. 291), The Campbells are comin (No. 336), Johnie Blunt (No. 335),
and many others.
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editions it is the most important authority on the works of Burns.
It contains, moreover, his most happy and spontaneous effusions,
published with their melodies, as he wrote them, free from outside
interference. Johnson without remark acted upon instructions,
accepted what was sent to him, and printed the verses with the
tunes selected. And Burns, by portraying in that collection the
morals and manners of his country with a rare fidelity and
sympathetic humour, became famous.

But in the meanwhile Burns had become associated with
another publication. Immediately after the appearance of the
fourth volume of Johnson’s Museum, George Thomson, a govern-
ment clerk and amateur musician (who, by the way, always de-
spised the Museun), applied to Burns to assist him with verses
for a collection of twenty-five Scottish airs which he would select.
He said he wanted the poetry improved for ‘some charming
melodies,” and he would ‘spare neither pains nor expense in the
publication.” He declared himself in favour of ¢ English’ verses,
which English ¢ becomes more and more the language of Scotland’;
and he said elsewhere, but not to Burns, that the vernacular was
to be avoided as much as possible, ¢ because young people are
taught to consider it vulgar,” and, with an eye to business, ‘we
must accommodate our tastes to our readers’” How the partner-
ship with this opportunist in art was maintained is set out in the
long series of letters now in Brechin Castle. It is amusing to
remember that Thomson, who engaged Burns to destroy the
Scottish vernacular, should have been the unconscious instrument
of its preservation. Burns, although fully occupied with Johnson,
promptly accepted the invitation conveyed to him, but with con-
ditions. He would accept no wages, fee, or hire, he would alter
no songs unless he could amend them, and his own would be

“either above or below price,” and, if not approved, they could be
rejected without offence. ‘I have long ago,” he says, ‘made up
my mind as to my reputation of authorship, and have nothing to
be pleased or offended at your adoption or rejection of my verses.’

The conventional clerk, who was very early impressed with the
genius, enthusiasm, and industry of his correspondent, rapidly
extended his aim, and resolved to include in his collection’ ¢ every
Scotch air and song worth singing.’ All through the long corre-

]
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spondence he tenaciously held his original opinion of ¢ English’
verses and his choice of airs. So far he had the best of the
arrangement, for Burns wrote many pieces which he disapproved,
and for airs which he disliked. Only five songs written for Sco-
ish Airs were published in Burns’s lifetime, and these are more
or less incorrectly printed. For the rest, Thomson was under no
control, and without compunction altered the text when it suited
him, added stanzas, and adapted them for unauthorized airs.
There was, as I have said, little sympathy between the two men.
Thomson cared nothing for a human lyric, and preferred the
insipid compositions then current. Burns told him ¢exotic rural
imagery is always comparatively flat,” and, in another place, ‘ You
are apt to sacrifice simplicity in a ballad for pathos, sentiment, and
point.” Again, he tries to console Thomson by saying that the
English singer will find no difficulty in the sprinkling of the Scot-
tish language in his songs?'; or refuses pointblank to change the
orthography of a piece with the remark, ‘ I'll rather write a new
song altogether than make this English 2’ But Thomson meddled
and muddled on without regarding him. Airs and verses alike
had to submit to his editorial jurisdiction. Burnshad to complain
that the accent of his Z%e-Zea 74g had been altered, and advised
him to ‘let our natural airs preserve their native features” But
Thomson preferred his own way; and when Burns refused to
rewrite some disputed lines, he altered them for him. The story
of Scots wha %ae (which I have told in Note 255) illustrates
particularly the fashion in which Burns was constrained to change
metre in order to have his ode fitted to a melody which he had
not contemplated. And though most of the songs written for
Thomson were spontaneous, and sent to him for approval, he
would never return those he considered unsuitable, but retained
them in the manner described. Nevertheless, shortly before
Burns died, he assigned to Thomson without consideration the
absolute copyright of the songs he had sent to him.

Thus Scotish Airs, in five sumptuous folio volumes completed in
1818, came to contain much of the text of Burns in an untrust-
worthy form. Its airs, too, with their many editorial improvements,
are to be disregarded as too artificial. When it is known that

1 Works, vi. 247. 2 Note 5I.
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Thomson had the audacity to suggest alterations in the composi-
tions of the great Beethoven?, who told him that his music was
not written for schoolgirls, no one need wonder that the songs of
the amiable Burns were altered and excised. The most that can
be said for the collection is that it is interesting in so far as it con-
tains accompaniments by some eminent composers, who failed in
what they attempted ; and for Thomson the most that can be
said is that in selecting the famous air for the verses of dwld Lang
Syne, he achieved a success which covers a multitude of sins.
Since I am resolved, for want of space, not to enter in this
Preface upon any criticism, nor yet to insist (further than is neces-
sary for an explanation of the purposes of this book) on the
musical aspect of Burns’s songs so uniquely made to melodies,
nothing really remains to be said except a few words about the
Text. This, which is unexpurgated, has been drawn from original
MSS. and the authorized editions, and from the Scofs Musical
Museum, and it is collated with the two modern standard editions
of the Works of Burns. I have left unnoticed, with a few excep-
tions, readings in the various writings of the poet other than those
here selected. Every song and ballad which ¢ould be published
is entire, and the collection is so complete that it includes many
pieces now printed for the first time as Burns’s work. The greater
number of these pieces appeared originally in the Scofs Musical
Museum from Burns’s MSS., most of which are still available for
reference. More or less all have been reprinted as anonymous
in miscellaneous publications. The chief authority for inserting
many of them is Zaw's MS. List. This list confirms many
statements of Stenhouse, who had the Musewn MSS. through
his hands early in the nineteenth century. As regards those
pieces which Burns himself has designated ‘Mr. Burns’s old
words,” the evidence is for the most part negative, and further
investigation may reveal that the original publication was earlier
than Burns. The presumption is that some of the narrative or
historical ballads previously existed in some form ; but how little
or how much Burns altered or amended is unknown to me except
! A German editor asserts that in the Scottish collection Thomson has

‘not only incorrectly printed, but wilfully altered and abridged ’ the music of
Beethoven (Hadden’s George Zhomson, 345).

b2
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in so far as is recorded in the Notes, which are the result of an
examination of several hundred song books of the seventeenth
and eighteenth centuries. Until positive evidence is produced
they, with many others, may remain at least as editorial originals
of Burns. Among the original authorities which I have consulted
it is necessary to name the interleaved Scofs Musical Museum, in
which Burns wrote a large number of ‘Strictures’ or Notes on
Scottish Song. By a singular fatality these four important volumes
have not been publicly examined until now for nearly a century.
They contain an unsuspected holograph copy of Auld Lang Syne,
which is printed on page 208. In the Notes the numerous wilful
and negligent errors in Cromek’s Religues of Robert Burns (1808)
are now pointed out for the first time and corrected, and an abstract
of Cromek’s misdeeds will be found in the Bibliography following.
For the 303 Airs the AUTHORITIES are the poet’s writings and
— occasionally—Johnson’s Musexm. The tunes in that collection,
in a few cases, are not those selected by Burns, for the reason
that the latter had previously appeared in the first volume of the
collection with other verses. Certain of Burns’s songs have not
until now been printed with any air. ~ Such, for example, are the
best set of verses of Zhe Banks o Doon (‘Ye flowery banks o’
Bonie Doon’), and the powerful invective, Zke Kirk's Alarm
(‘ Orthodox, orthodox ! wha believe in John Knox’), which few
realize is a song at all; and ¢ Amang the trees where humming
bees’ to the curious air 7% King o France he rade a race. On
the other hand, many songs are nearly always published with wrong
airs. Among others Rantin rovin Robin and ‘ The gloomy night is
gathering fast,” which belongs to the beautiful air RosZn Castle.
The TunEs have been drawn from early MSS. and from the
numerous vocal and instrumental collections of the eighteenth
century, including the Museum. Two are from the MSS. of
Burns and therefore interesting, and a few are rare examples.
If there has been any system in selecting any particular set of the
tune, it has been to form a representative collection of examples
from the earliest sources to the close of the eighteenth century,
sometimes even at the expense of the verses. Some of the airs are
at least three hundred years old, and obviously none are less than
a hundred. Excluding the exceptional English and Irish airs,
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they form an epitome of Scottish music which probably would
have been more attractive to the general reader with pianoforte
accompaniments. But this is not a music book in the modern
sense, only a quarry for the constructive composer and for the
student of folk-songs. Most of the airs are anonymous. They
floated in the air for an indefinite time until caught and chained
by the printing-press. Of a few alone are the composers known,
those by the friends of the poet, too amiably adopted, being
among the worst in the collection, with the brilliant exception of
Willie brew'd a peck o maut.

I have only to add that, although great care has been taken in
revising and correcting the NoTEs, it would be vain to expect that
all the references are complete. To discover the historical origin
of the airs, much time has been spent in the examination of a large
number of musical collections, and those who have experience of
research among undated books will most readily forgive editorial
imperfections and errors which have escaped notice in revision.

My thanks are due for much valuable assistance in the compila-
tion of this volume. Among others I am indebted to the late
Thomas Law, of Littleborough, for permission to insert a facsimile
of the original MS. of Burns, which is referred to under the title
Law's MS. List, and also for the loan of the copy of the Caledo-
nian Pocket Companion, which belonged to Burns ; tothe Scottish
Text Society for permission to reprint the verses of Welum
Fortoun, on p. xxix, from Zhe Gude and Godlie Ballatis, 1897 ;
to Mr. George Gray, of the County Buildings, Glasgow, for the
use of the detached sheets which are referred to in the Notes as
Gray's MS. Lists, and for the use of some rare song books ; to
Mr. John Glen, of Edinburgh, for the dates of publication of some
scarce musical collections, and for the loan of old music books
and assistance in tracing airs; to. Miss Oakshott, of Arundel
Square, Barnsbury, London, who permitted me to copy for in-
sertion the Notes of Burns in the /Juferleaved Museum ; and,
though last not least, to Professor Joseph Wright, of Oxford, the
editor of the colossal Dialect Dictionary, for valuable suggestions
in compiling the Glossary.

11 OSBORNE AVENUE,
NEWCASTLE-UPON-TYNE, fzly, 1903.
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BIBLIOGRAPHY

I. WORKS OF BURNS..

[Burns was born January 25, 1759 ; he wrote his first song in the antumn of
17473 or 1774 ; published the first edition of his Works in 1786, and the last in
1794. His connexion with Johnson’s Scots Musical Museum began in the
spring or summer of 1787, and with Thomson’s Scofisz Airs in September,
1792, and he continued to contribute to both collections until his death on
July 21, 1796. The Bibliography of Burns in the ¢ Memorial Catalogue of the
Burns Exhibition, 1896. Glasgow: Hodge, 1898, describes 696 editions of
the Works of Burns published in the United Kingdom.]

Hastie MSS., in the British Museum (No. 22,307),include 162 songs, mostly
in the handwriting of Burns, which he contributed to the Scofs Musical
Museum.

Dalhousie MS., in Brechin Castle, consists of Letters to George Thomson,
and songs intended for publication in Scotésh Azrs.

Gray’s MS. Lists, belonging to George Gray, Esq., of the County Buildings,
Glasgow, are a number of detached sheets containing the titles of songs pro-
posed for insertion in the second and subsequent volumes of the Scozs Musical
Museum. The lists are partly in the handwriting of Burns and partly in that
of James Johnson.

Law’s MS. List, lately in the possession of William Law, Littleborough,
is a holograph of Burns, entitled ¢ List of Songs for 3rd Volume of the Scozs
Musical Museum, which he sent to Johnson in a letter dated April 24, 1789.
This MS., now referred to for the first time, definitely settles the authorship of
many songs, some of which in the following pages are printed for the first time
as the work of Burns. See facsimile following,

Glenriddell MSS., in the Atheneeum Library, Liverpool, consist of Poems
and Letters of Burns, presented to Robert Riddell of Glenriddell.

Interleaved Museum is a copy of the first four volumes of the Scots
Musical Museum which belonged to Robert Riddell of Glenriddell, and in
which Burns wrote numerous Notes (or Strictures as he called them) on Songs,
many of them his own. R. H. Cromek was permitted to examine the volumes
by the owner, Eliza Bayley, and pages 187 to 306 of his Religues of Robert
Burns, 1808, contain a transcript of the Notes, which are the most interesting
part of the work. Every editor of Bums has relied implicitly on the accuracy
of Cromek. Upon the recent discovery of the Znzerieaved Museum after a
sequestration of nearly a century, I have been permitted to collate it with
the Religues with the following result: Out of 173 Notes printed by
Cromek only 127 are verbatim copies; eighteen are garbled or imperfect, of
which four differ entirely from the MS,, and another four are written partly by
Burns and partly by Riddell ; fourteen are written entirely by Riddell or other
than Burns; lastly, fourteen are not in the MS, at all, and the leaves of four of
these have been cnt out and are now missing. On the other hand seven short
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Notes by Burns are not printed, and in place of that on Auld Lang Syne in
Religues, 282, which is a pure invention, there is a complete and hitherto
unsuspected holograph copy of the verses of Auld Lang Syne, for which see
page 208 infra.

Numerous references and quotations in the following pages from the Religues
were set up in type before discovery. These have been since corrected from
the MS., and so far as they go can be compared with Cromek’s work. The
four volumes of the Jnterlecaved Museum, with the autograph of Robert Riddell,
were left by Mrs. Riddell to her niece Eliza Bayley, of Manchester. A London
bookseller acquired them for ‘an old song,’ and, with other Burns’s rarities,
sold them in 1870 out of his catalogue to A. F. Nichols, who bought them
on the express condition that neither his name nor address should be disclosed.
"After his death in Feb., 1902, the volumes passed into the possession of
Miss Oakshott, who permitted me to examine them.

¢ Poems, chiefly in the Scottish Dialect. By Robert Burns. Kilmarnock :
Printed by John Wilson, MDcCLXXxVL.” 8vo. The Kilmarnock edition con-
sisted of 600 copics at a subscription price of three shillings each.

¢ Poems, chiefly in the Scottish Dialect. By Robert Burns. Edinburgh:
Printed for the Author, and sold by William Creech, M,DccC,LXXxXVIL' 8vo.
Two separate issues, the skinking and the stinking, so called from a printer’s
error on p. 263. The text of the latter generally agrees with that of the first
Kilmarnock edition, so far as it goes.

‘Poems, chiefly in the Scottish Dialect. By Robert Burns. In two
volumes. The second edition, considerably enlarged. Edinburgh: Printed for
T. Cadell, London, and William Creech, Edinburgh, M,ncc,xCIIL.”  Sm. 8vo.
Contains twenty additional pieces.

¢ Poems, chiefly in the Scottish Dialect. By Robert Burns. In two
volumes. A new edition considerably enlarged. Edinburgh: Printed for
T. Cadell, London, and William Creech, Edinburgh, Mbpccxciv.’ 8vo. This
is a reprint of the 1793 edition with a few alterations. It is the last edition of
the author. :

‘The Works of Robert Burns; with an account of his life, and a criti-
cism on his writings. To which are prefixed, some observations on the
character and condition of the Scottish peasantry. In four volumes. [By Dr.
Currie.] Liverpool, printed by J. M¢Creery, Houghton Street ; for T. Cadell,
Jun., and W, Davies, Strand, London; and W. Creech, Edinburgh . .. 1800.’
8vo. 4 vols.

¢ Poems ascribed to Robert Burns, the Ayrshire Bard, not contained in
any edition of his works hitherto published. Glasgow, printed by Chapman
& Lang, for Thomas Stewart . .. 1801’ 8vo. pp. viand 94.

‘ Reliques of Robert Burns ; consisting chiefly of original letters, poems,
and critical observations on Scottish Songs. Collected and published by R. H.
Cromek. London: Printed by J. M¢Creery, for T. Cadell, and"W. Davies,
Strand. 1808. 8vo.

This is the volume referred to in the preceding note on the Znferleaved
Museum.

¢ Life of Robert Burns. By J. G. Lockhart, LL.B. Edinburgh : Con-
stable & Co. 1828 8vo. The second edition in 1829.

‘The Works of Robert Burns. Edited by the Ettrick Shepherd and
William Motherwell. Glasgow: A. Fullarton & Co. 1834-6. 12mo.
& vols.
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‘Kilmarnoek Edition. In two volumes, revised and extended. The
Complete Poetical Works of Robert Burns, arranged in the order of
their earliest publication. Volume First., Pieces published by the author,
with new annotations, biographical notices, &c. Edited by William Scott-
Douglas. Kilmarnock: Me¢Kie & Drennan. MDCCCLXXVI Cr. 8vo. Volume
Second. ¢ Pieces published posthumously.’

¢ Robert Burns’® Commonplace Book. Printed from the original manu-
script in the possession of John Adam, Esq., Greenock. Edinburgh: privately
printed. 1872 8vo.

‘The Works of Robert Burns. [By W. Scott-Douglas.] Edinburgh :
William Paterson. 1877-9.” Imp. 8vo. 6 vols.

¢ Centenary Edition.” ¢The Poetry of Robert Burns. Edited by
William Ernest Henley and Thomas F. Henderson.” Edinburgh: T. C. &
E. C. Jack, Causewayside. 1896-7. 8vo. 4 vols.

Together, the Scott-Douglas and the Centenary are the modern standard
editions of the complete Works of Burns,

¢ Robert Burns. [Vol. i.] La Vie. [Vol. ii.] Les (Euvres. Auguste
Angellier. Paris: Hachette & Cle. 1893, Large 8vo. pp. 1038, Remark-
able as containing the most comprehensive life of Burns yet published, and a
lengthy description and criticism of Scottish poetry prior to Burns. Angellier
does not claim Burns as a Frenchman, but he thinks that he is more French
than English.

¢ Poésies Complétes de Robert Burns. Traduites de 1'écossais par
M. Leén de Wailly, avec une Introduction du méme. Paris: Adolphe Dela-
hays, Libraire. 1843 Izmo.

¢Gedichte von Robert Burns. Ubersetzt von Philipp Kaufmann, Stuttgart
und Tiibingen : Verlag der J. G. Cotta’schen Buchhandlung. 1839." 8vo.

¢De schoonste Liederen van Robert Burns. Uit het Schotsch vertaald
door Frans de Cort. Brussel : L. Truyts. 1862.” Cr. 8vo.

¢Poesie di Roberto Burns. Prima versione italiana di Ulisse Ortensi.
Parte prima. Modena : E. Sarasino. 1893.

¢ Vijftig uitgesogte Afrikaanse Gedigte, versameld door ¥. W. Reitz,
Hoofregter in d’Oranje Vrijstaat. 1888.” Contains translations into the Zaa/
of The Cottar’s Saturday Night, Tam o’ Shanter, and Duncan Gray, which are
curious as being the work of the Secretary of State.of the Transvaal, who wrote
the Ultimatum which precipitated the war in South Africa.

Other published translations of Burns exist in Welsh, Gaelic, Bohemian,
Danish, Dutch, Flemish, French, Frisian, German, Swiss-German, Hungarian,
Italian, Norwegian, Russian, Swedish, and Latin.

The Merry Muses of Caledonia. A collection of favourite Scotch Songs
ancient and modern, selected for the use of the Crochallan Fencibles. ¢. 1800.

A small surreptitious 18mo volume of 127 pages without imprint or date,
containing about ninety songs assumed to be copied from a private manuscript
volume which Burns intended to destroy, and which it is believed does not now
exist. The references in our Notes are from a genuine copy which belonged to
the late W, Scott-Douglas.
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II. SONGS AND SONG LITERATURE WITHOUT MUSIC.

Cowkelbie Sow. A poem of the fifteenth century in the Bansnatyne MS.
and printed in Laing’s ¢ Select Remains of the Amncient Popular Poctry of
Scotland.” Edinburgh, 1822. A large number of airs, songs, and dances are
named in the poem, all of which are otherwise unknown.

Asloan MS., of about the beginning of the sixteenth century, is a collection
of early poetry. The MS. is imperfect; and of sixty pieces named in the
contents thirty-four are missing. It has never been properly examined, and the
present owner declines access to it.

¢ The Complaynt of Scotland, written in 1548, with a preliminary Disserta-
tion and Glossary, Edinburgh: Archibald Constable, 1801’ [By John
Leyden.] 8vo. Of the airs, dances, songs, and tales named in the work
the greater number are unknown.

Maitland MS., in the Pepysian Library, Cambridge, was compiled by Sir
Richard Maitland, of Lethington (1496-1586). Itwasbought at the Lauderdale
sale in 1692 by the diarist, Pepys, who bequeathed it to Magdalen College in
1703. It consists of two volumes of poetry written from about 1420 to 1585.
Vol. i., folio, pp. 366, contains 176 pieces. Vol.ii., quarto, 138 leaves, contains
96 pieces. See Pinkerton’s Anczent Scotish Poems, London, 1786 ; and Poems,
Maitland Club, Glasgow, 1830.

‘Ane compendious buik of godlie Psalmes and spirituall Sangis collectit
furthe of sindrie partis of the Scripture, with diueris Vtheris Ballatis changeit
out of prophane Sangis in godlie Sangis for auoyding of sin and harlatrie. With
augmentation of sindrie gude and godlie Ballatis not contenit in the first
editioun, Imprentit at Edinbrugh be Johne Ros for Henrie Charteris.
MDLxxviil, Cum prinilegio Regali.” 16mo, pp. 16 and 207. [A literal reprint
was issued by David Laing, Edinburgh, 1868 ; and the Scottish Text Society
has since reprinted an earlier edition of 1567. The contents are metrical
versions of some of the Psalms, a selection of hymns, chiefly translations, from
the German, and (for our purpose) a number of imitations or religious parodies
of popular secular sangs then current. This kind of poetry was written for the
use of the Reformers in England, Holland, Germany, France, and Italy prior
to the Scottish collection. The two last-named countries suppressed it.
Coverdale wrote a ‘ godlie’ song which would be impossible to print in a
hymnary of the present day. The ¢ psalmes’ of a noble lord of Holland,
Nievelte by name, were published in 1540,and sung in the families and private
assemblies of the Protestants, ‘ut homines ab amatoriis, haud raro obscoenis,
aliisque vanis canticis, quibus omnia in urbibus et vicis personabant, avocaret,’
&c.  The spéritual songs of Colletet published in France as late as 1660 are
scandalonsly bad. The subject is sketched in M¢Crie’s ZLife of John Knox,
Edinburgh, 1840, 799. See also Douen’s Le Psautier Huguenot, Paris, 1878,
2 vols. 8vo. In connexion with this subject a sang which had been sought in
vain for many years has just come to light. In 1568 the General Assembly of
the Kirk unanimously ordered Thomas Bassandine to call in all the copies of
a psalm Jui% which he had published without licence, and to keep ‘the rest
unsauld’ until he deleted ‘a baundie song out of the end of the psalm booke.’
Now that a copy of Welcum Fortoun has been discovered it is difficult to
understand why it should have been singled out for opprobrium and the printer
so severely punished. The decorum of the verses as compared with some lively
sangis in the Godlie ballads is presumptive evidence that the Assembly wanted
an excuse to punish the unlicensed printer. By permission of the Scottish Text
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Society I reprint the verses as follows from the Gude and Godlie Ballatis,

Edinburgh, 1897, 222.

¢ Welcum Fortoun, welcum againe,
The day and hour I may weill blis
Thow hes exilit all my paine,
Quhilk to my hart greit plesour is.
For I may say that few men may,
Seing of paine I am drest,
I haif obtenit all my pay
The love of hir that I lufe best.

I knaw nae sic as scho is one,
Sa trew, sa kynde, sa luiffandlie,

Quhat suld I do, an scho war gone?
Allace! zit I had leuer die.

To me scho is baith trew and kynde,
Worthie it war scho had the praise,
For na disdaine in hir I find,
I pray to God I may hir pleis.
Quhen that I heir hir name exprest,
My hart for Ioy dois loup thairfoir,
Abufe all vther T lufe hir best,
Until I die, quhat wald scho moir ?’

Bannatyne MS. 1568. In the Advocates’ Library, Edinburgh. Compiled
in 1568 by George Bannatyne (1545-¢. 1606) in a folio containing about 340
pieces and other additional poems by later hands. A complete catalogue is
in Memorials of George Bannatyne, Edinburgh, 1829. The whole has been
reprinted for the Hunterian Club. Selections are in Ancient Scottish Poems,
Edinburgh, 1770 ; and Sibbald’s Chronicle of Scottish Poetry, Edinburgh, 1802.

¢ A handefull of pleasant delites, containing Sundrie new Sonets and
delectable Histories, in diuers Kindes of meeter. Newly deuised to the newest
tunes that are now in use, to be sung: euerie Sonet orderly pointed to his
proper Tune With new additions of Certain Songs, to very lately denised Notes,
not commonly knowen, nor vsed heretofore, By Clement Robinson and diuers
others. At London : Richard Jhones, 1584’ 12mo, pp. 63. Only a unique
copy imperfect is known. Reprinted in Arber’s English Scholar’s Library, 18%8.
Of the first edition of 1566 not any portion has been verified. It is the first
miscellaneous collection of songs, marked for popular tunes, issued in England.

¢ Merry Drollery, or a collection of Jovial Poems, Merry Songs, Witty
Drolleries. Intermixed with Merry Catches. The first part. Collected by
W.N.; C.B.; R.S.; L. G.; London, Printed by I. W. for P. H.,” &c. [1661].
The Second Part with additions in 1671. I2mo.

‘Westminster Drollery. Or a choice Collection of the Newest Songs and
Poems both at Court and Theaters. By a Person of Quality. With additions.
London : Printed for H. Brome at the Gun in St. Paul’s Church Yard, &c. 1671.
12mo.

8cotch Presbyterian Eloquence Display'd; or, The folly of their teaching
discover’d from their Books, Sermons, Prayers, &c. With additions. London,
1694." Second edition, 4to.

‘A choice Collection of Comic and Serious Scots Poems both ancient
and modern. By several hands. Part i. Edinburgh: printed by James
Watson. Sold by John Vallange. 1706. Cr. 8vo. Part ii. in 1709, and
Part iii. in 1711. :

This is the first miscellaneous collection of Scottish Secular Poetry published
in Scotland. It contains only a few vernacular songs.

¢ A Collection of Old Ballads corrected from the best and most ancient
copies extant. With Introductions historical, critical, or humorous. Illustrated
with copper plates. London: printed for J. Roberts,” &c., 1723-5. 16mo,
3 vols.

The Tea-Table Miscellany : a collection of the most Choice Songs, Scots
and English. By Allan Ramsay. Edinburgh, 18mo.

Original copies of the several volumes of this work are exceedinglyrare. The
following are the dates of publication: Vol. i. in 1724; vol. ii. in 1724 or
1725; vol. iil. in 172%; and vol. iv. in 1740. The third volume contains no
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Scottish songs, the others are a. mixed collection. The eighteenth edition
appeared in 1792. A presumably unauthorized edition, two volumes in one, has
the following title : ¢ The Tea-Table Miscellany; or Allan Ramsay’s Collection
of Scots Songs. London: Printed by J. Watson over against Hungerford
Market in the Strand, 1730.” 18mo. pp. 230. In the preface it is styled the
¢ fifth edition.’

The Hive, a Collection of the most Celebrated Songs. London:
Printed for J. Walthoe, Jun., 1724. 16mo. 4 vols. The last in 1732
Contains a criticism on Song Writing by ¢ Namby-pamby ’ Philips.

¢The Vocal Miscellany, a collection of above four hundred celebrated songs ;
many of which were never before printed. With the names of the tunes
prefixed to each song. The third edition corrected with additions. Dublin :
Printed by W. Rhames in Capel Street ... 1738." 16mo. pp. xx and 340.
The first edition, London, 1733. .

‘The Lark : containing a collection of above Four hundred and seventy
celebrated English and Scotch Songs none of which are contained in the other
collections of the same size called 7%e Syren and The Nightingale. With
a curious and copious alphabetical glossary for explaining the Scotch words,
London: printed for John Osborn . . . 1740.” 18mo. pp. 416.

¢ The Charmer, a choice collection of Songs, Scots and English. Edinburgh:
Printed for J. Yair...1749. 12mo.” The second volume in 1751. 'The
second edition in 17523 the third in 1765 is subscribed ¢ Edinburgh: Printed
for M. Yair, bookseller.’

¢ Orpheus : a collection of One thousand nine hundred and seventy-four of the
most celebrated English and Scotch songs. With a glossary explaining the
Scotch words. In three volumes. London: Printed for C. Hitch and J.
Osborn .. . 1749. 16mo.” This is a collection of three volumes under the titles

—Tke Linnet, The Thrusk, and The Robin, published the same year.

Collection of Loyal Songs, Poems, &c. London, 1750. Privately
printed.

Herd’s MS8., now in the British Museum, contains songs, ballads, and
remnants ; it is the foundation of Herd's Collections of Songs published in
1769 and 1776. Many unpublished pieces are referred to in the Notes.
Sir Walter Scott and other ballad editors since his time have examined it and
drawn from it.

¢ A Collection of Songs. Edinburgh: Printed by A. Donaldson and J. Reid.
1762 12mo.

A choice Collection of Scotch and English Songs, taken from the
Amyrillis, Phoenix, &c. . . . Glasgow, 1764. 12mo.

The Blackbird : a choice collection of the most celebrated songs. .. , by
William Hunter, Philo-Architechtonicae. Edinburgh, 1764. 16mo.

The Lark: being a select collection of the most celebrated and newest songs,
Scots and English. Edinburgh: W. Gordon, 1765. Vol.i, 1z2mo. Only one
volume published.

‘The Masque : a new and select collection of the best English, Scotch, and
Irish Songs ... with a great number of valuable originals. ... A new edition
with great additions. London: printed for Richardson & Urquhart under the
Royal Exchange,”’ n. d. 12mo. The first edition in 1761, another in 1768.
That described above is a few years later.

‘Reliques of Ancient English Poetry : consisting of old Heroic Ballads,
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Songs, and other pieces of our earlier Poets (chiefly of the lyric kind).
Together with some few of later date. By Thomas Percy. London, 1765."
3 vols. Second English edition in 1767, third in 1775, fourth edition improved
1794, fifth in 1812,

‘The ancient and modern Scots S8ongs, Heroic Ballads, &c. Now first
collected into one body, from the various miscellanies wherein they formerly
lay dispersed. Containing likewise, a great number of original songs from
manuscripts, never before published. = Edinburgh : printed by, and for, Martin
& Wotherspoon. MDccLXIX. I2mo. This is Herd’s original edition in one
volume, which is very rare.

The Glasgow Miscellany : a select collection of Scots and English Songs.
Glasgow, n. d. 8vo.

‘The Caledoniad. A collection of Poems, written chiefly by Scottish
authors. London: Printed by W, Hay ... 1775 16mo. 3 vols. A curious
and rare collection of Poems and Songs, including satirical pieces by Sir Robert
Keith Murray (1732-95), Ambassador-Extraordinary to the Court of
Vienna.

¢ Ancient and Modern Scottish Songs, Heroic Ballads, &c. Collected
from memory, tradition, and ancient authors. The second edition. In two
volumes. Edinburgh : Printed by John Wotherspoon for James Dickson and
Charles Elliot,” MpccLxxvi. 12mo. This is the second edition of Herd’s
Collection. Another and different edition in 1791 by Laurie and Symington.

‘The Nightingale : a collection of ancient and modern Songs, Scots and
English, none of which are in Ramsay. . . . Edinburgh: Printed for J. Murray,
1776, 12mo.

Essay on Poetry and Music . .. [Dr. Beattie.] Edinburgh; 1776. 8vo.

¢ Lietters from Edinburgh. [Captain Edward Topham.] Written in the
years 1774 and 1775: containing some Observations on the Diversions, Customs,
Manners, and Laws of the Scotch nation, during a six months’ residence in
Edinburgh. London: J. Dodsley, 1776.” 8vo.

‘The Scots Nightingale; or Edinburgh Vocal Miscellany. A new and
select collection of the best Scots and English Songs, and a great number of
valuable originals by Drs. Beattie, Goldsmith, Blacklock, Scrymgeour, Webster,
Innes, Sir Harry Erskine, Messrs. Tait, Boswell, Ferguson. ... The second
edition: with the addition of one hundred modern Songs. Edinburgh: Printed
by James Murray, Parliament Square, 1779.” 18mo.

Dissertation on the Scottish Music by W. Tytler, of Woodhouslee.
First printed at the end of Armnot’s History of Edinburgh, 1779.

¢The True Loyalist; or Chevalier’s Favourite. Being a collection of
elegant songs, never before printed. Also several other loyal compositions,
wrote by eminent hands. Printed in the year 1779.” 18mo.

‘The Sky-Lark ; or the Lady’s and Gentleman’s Harmonious Companion.
Edinburgh,’ n.d. 12mo.

¢ 8t. Cecilia ; orthe Lady’s and Gentleman’s Harmonious Companion : being
a select collection of Scots and English Songs; many of which are originals....
Edinburgh : Printed by W, Darling for C. Wilson .. . 1779." 16mo.

¢ Scottish Tragic Ballads. [John Pinkerton.] London: J.Nichols, 1781,
Cr. 8vo.
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‘The Goldfinch; or New Modern Songster. Being a select collection of the
most admired and favourite Scots and English Songs, Cantatas, &c. Edinburgh :
Printed for A. Brown,’ n.d. [1782]. 12mo. The first edition was published in
1777

‘The Charmer: a collection of songs, chiefly such as are eminent for
Poetical merit; among which are many originals and others that were never
before printed in a Song Book. In two volumes. Vol.i. Fourth edition with
improvements, Edinburgh: Printed for J. Sibbald, &c., 1782.” 12mo. Vol.ii.
‘ an entire new collection.” The first volume is a reprint of that of 1765 with
the exception of thirteen songs substituted for twelve others omitted. \

¢ Select Scotish Ballads. [John Pinkerton.] London: J. Nichols, 1783/
Cr. 8vo. -

¢ The Chearful Companion, containing a select collection of favourite Scots
and English Songs, Catches, &c., many of which are originals. Second edition.
Perth. .. . J. Gillies, Bookseller, 1783.” 16mo.

‘The Poetical Museum. Containing Songs and Poems on almost every
subject. Mosily from periodical publications. Hawick: printed for G. Carr,
1784.” 16mo.

The New British Songster. A collection of Songs, Scots and English,
with toasts and sentiments for the Dottle. Falkirk, 1785. 12mo.

‘The Humming Bird: or a compleat collection of the most esteemed Songs.
Containing about Fourteen hundred of the most celebrated English, Scotch, and
Irish Songs. . . . Canterbury: printed and sold by Simmons and Kirby...
1785.” Square I2mo.

The British Songster, being a select collection of favourite Scots and
English Songs, Catches, &c. Glasgow: A. Tillock ... 1786. 16mo.

‘Ancient Scotish Poems, never beforein print, but now published from the
MS. collections of Sir Richard Maitland of Lethington. ... With large notes
and a Glossary. ... London: Printed for Charles Dilly... 1786.” 2 vols.
cr. 8vo. This is the collection of Pinkerton, who anticipated Ritson in the
history of Scottish Song.

¢ The Busy Bee or Vocal Repository; being a selection of the most
favourite songs .. . and a variety of Scotch and Irish Ballads, &c. London :
J. S. Barr,” n.d. [1790]. 12mo. 3 vols.

The Edinburgh Syren or Musical Bouquet; being a new selection of
Modern Songs. . . . Edinburgh: Thomas Brown, 1792. 24mo.

Essay on Scottish Songs by John Ramsay of Ochtertyre. Printed in Z%e
Bee, Edinburgh, 1794, and signed /. Runcole.

Poetry; Original and Selected. Glasgow : Printed for and sold by
Brash & Reed, n. d. [1796—7]. 4 vols. 16mo.

The Nightingale, a collection of Songs, Scots, English, and Irish. Printed
for and sold by the Booksellers, 1798. 24mo.

¢ Bangs of the Lowlands of Scotland, carefully compared with the original .
editions, and embellished with characteristic designs composed and engraved
by the late David Allan, Esq., historical painter. Edinburgh: printed and sold
by David Foulis. .. 1799.” 4to. pp. 222.
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The Polyhymnia: being a collection of Poetry, original and selected, by
a Society of Gentlemen. Glasgow: John Murdoch, n. d. [1799]. 16mo.
Twenty Nos. of eight pages each.

Minstrelsy of the Scottish Border: consisting of historical and romantic
ballads, collected in the southern counties of Scotland, with a few of modern
date founded upon local tradition. Kelso, 1802, for vols. i. and ii; Edinburgh,
1803, vol. iii. The final authorized edition of this collection by Sir Walter
Scott was edited by J. G. Lockhart, and published in 1833.

. The Principal Collections of Scottish Ballads are : Jamieson’s Popular Ballads
and Songs, Edinburgh, 1806; Finlay's Scottisk Historical and Romantic
Ballads, Edinburgh, 1808 ; Zllustrations of Northern Antiguities, Edinburgh,
1814; Gilchrist’'s Ancient and Modern Scottish Ballads, Edinburgh, 1815}
Struther’s British Minstrel, Glasgow, 1821 ; Laing’s dncient Popular Poetry
of Scotland, Edinburgh, 1824 ; Laing’s Z%e Thistle of Scotland, Aberdeen, 1823 ;
Sharpe’s 4 Ballad Book, Edinburgh, 1823; Maidment’s 4 Nortk Countrie
Garland, Edinburgh, 1824 ; Motherwell's Minstrelsy, Ancient and Modern,
Glasgow, 1824 ; Kinloch’s Ancient Scottish Ballads, London, 1827 ; Kinloch’s
ZThe Ballad Book, Edinburgh, 182%; and Maidment's 4 New Book of 0ld
Ballads, Edinburgh, 1844.

¢ Select Scotish Songs, Ancient and Modern. With critical observations
and biographical notices, by Robert Burns, Edited by R. H. Cromek. London :
Printed for T. Cadell and W, Davies, Strand, by J. McCreery. 1810. 2 vols.
Cr. 8vo. The Notes quoted from Burns in these volumes must be received with
caution.

¢ Illustrations of the Lyrie Poetry and Music of Scotland. By the late
William Stenhouse. Originally compiled to accompany the Scots Musical
Museum, and now published separately, with additional Notes and llustrations.
William Blackwood & Sons: Edinburgh and London. 1853. 8vo. About
9oo pages. Contains a facsimile Letter of Robeft Burns. This important
work on Scottish verse and air was begun prior to the year 1817, was printed
at the close of 1820, was delayed and ultimately laid aside until 1839, when it
was first published with additional Illustrations and a copious Bibliography of
Scottish Music to accompany a new issue of the Scols Musical Museum.
Stenhouse had the use of the MSS., of Burns’s songs which were printed in
the Museum, and he is more to be depended upon as a commentator of Burns
than as an historical annotator on music. Although his work is defaced by
numberless erroneous dates and quotations which have to be verified, it must
be admitted that he was the first investigator of Scottish music; and all who
undertake the subject are obliged to refer to his work as a starting-point. His
volume contains numerous melodies dispersed in the text.

¢ The Poems of the Sempills of Beltrees. Now first collected, with Notes
and Biographical Notices of their lives. By James Paterson. . . . Edinburgh :
Stevenson, 1849.” I2mo.

Musical Memoirs of Scotland. With Historical Annotations and
numerous illustrative plates. By Sir John Graham Dalyell. Edinburgh, 1849.
4to.

¢ Scotish Ballads and Songs. [James Maidment.] Edinburgh: Steven-
son, 1859." 16mo.

¢ The Dialect of the Southern Counties of Scotland : its pronunciation,
grammar, and historical relations. With an appendix on the present limits of

C
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the Gaelic and Lowland Scotch, and, the dialectical divisions of the Lowland
tongue, and a linguistical map of Scotland. By James A. H. Murray ... London:
Asher & Co., 1873.” 8vo. pp. 243.

The English and Scottish Ballads. Edited by Francis James Child. 4to.
In ten parts, or five volumes. 1882-98. The most comprehensive work of
its kind.

I1I. SONGS AND SONG LITERATURE WITH MUSIC

This list includes all the known original collections of Scottish Song with
Music, published in Scotland during the eighteenth century. The first printed
music book was ¢ The whole Psalmes of David in English meter’ at Edinburgh,
by Robert Lekprevik, 1564, included in Anox’s Liturgy.

¢ Cantus, Songs and Fancies. To thre, foure, or five Partes, both apt for
voices and viols. With a briefe Introduction to Musick, as is taught in the
Musick-schole of Aberdene by T.D., M™ of Musick. Aberdene: Printed by
John Forbes, and are to be sold at his shop, MDCLXIL’ Sm. ob.

The second and third editions, varied and enlarged, appeared in 1666 and
1632 respectively. The collection is chiefly English scholastic part-music.

¢A choice Collection of 180 Lioyal Songs, all of them written since the
two late Plots, viz. the horrid Salamanca Plot in 1678 and the Fanatical Con-
spiracy in 1683. Intermixt with some new Love Songs. With a table to find
every song. To which is added the musical notes to each song. The third
edition with many additions. London : Printed by N. T. ... Old Spring-
Garden . .. 1685 16mo. pp. 372.

¢Wit and Mirth ; or, Pills to purge melancholy. Being a collection of the
best merry ballads and songs, old and new. Fitted to all Humours, having
each their proper tune for either voice, or instrument : Most of the songs being
new set. London:...Printed by W. Pearson for I. Tonson, &c., 1719-1720.”
12mo. 6 vols.

This is known as Durfey’s 2#/s. The first edition was published in 1699,
and the third in 1707, That described above is the fourth edition, the most
complete, and contains some genuine Scottish airs, with numerous parodies
of Scottish songs and Anglo-Scottish airs.

‘ Orpheus Caledonius: or, a collection of the best Scotch songs set to
musick by W. Thomson.” London: engraved and printed for the author...
n. d. [1725]. Folio. Contains fifty songs. This is the earliest collection
proper of Scottish songs.

‘The Musical Miscellany : being a collection of choice songs, ... &c.
London : John Watts,’ 1729~31.” Sm. 8vo. 6 vols. The title-pages of vols.
iii, to vi. are slightly different from above. Contains reprints of some songs in
the Orpheus Caledonius, and other Scottish Songs.

A Collection of Original Scotch Songs, with a thorough Bass to each
song, for the Harpsichord. London: Printed for and sold by J. Walsh, &c.,
n.d. [1731]. Folio. Another collection in 1734 also undated.

¢ Orpheus Caledonius; or, a collection of Scots songs. Set to musick by
W. Thomson. London: Printed for the author. .. 1733.” 8vo. 2 vols.
The first volume is a near reprint of that of 1725, the second volume contains
an additional fifty songs.
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‘Bickham’s Musical Entertainer. Printed for C. Corbett at Addison’s
Head, Fleet Street, n, d. [1737].- Folio. 2 vols. Contains verses, music,
pictorial head-pieces and ornamental borders, finely engraved throughout by
Gravelot and Bickham, of zoo songs, printed on one side of the leaf.

¢ Calliope ; or, English Harmony. A collection of the most celebrated Eng-
lish and Scots Songs. Neatly Engrav’d and embellish’d with designs adapted
to the subject of each song. . . . London : Engrav’d and sold by Henry Roberts
.. .in High Holbom, 1739." 8vo. 2 vols.

¢ Universal Harmony ; or, the Gentleman and Ladies Sotial Companion.
Consisting of a great variety of the best and most favourite English and Scots
Songs . . . all neatly engraved on quarto copper plates and set to music for the
voice. . . . London : Printed for J. Newbury ... 1745." 4to. pp. 129.

¢ The Muses Delight. An accurate collection of English and Italian songs
.. .set to music . . . and several hundred English, Irish, and Scots Songs,
without the music. Liverpool : John Sadler,” 1754, 8vo. pp. 328.

¢ Thirty Scots Songs for a voice and harpsichord. The music taken from
the most genuine sets extant; the words from Allan Ramsay. Edinburgh:
Printed and sold by R. Bremner at the Harp and Hoboy,” n.d. [1757].
Folio. pp. 33.

‘A Second Set of Scots Songs for a voice and harpsichord. Edinburgh :
[as above] R. Bremner,” n. d. [1757]. Folio. pp. 33.

Twelve Scots Songs for a voice or guitar, with a thorough Bass adapted
for that instrument. By Robert Bremner. Edinburgh, n.d. [1760]. Ob. 4to.
pp- 18.

A Collection of the best old Scotch and English Songs set for the
voice, with accompaniments, and thorough Bass for the harpsichord. ...
London : Printed for J. Oswald, n.d. Folio. pp. 36.

Anthologie Frangoise, ou Chansons Choisies [by Meusnier de
Querlon], depuis le 13° si¢cle jusqu'a présent. 1765. 8vo. 3 vols.

Twelve Songs for the voice and harpsichord. Composed by Cornforth
Gilson. Edinburgh, 1769. Folio. pp. 14.

¢Vocal Music; or, the Songster’s Companion, Containing a new and
choice collection of the greatest variety of Songs, Cantatas,” &c. London:
Printed for Robert Horsfield, n. d. [1770-5]. Izmo. 3 vols.

Thirty Scots Songs adapted for a voice and harpsichord. The words by
Allan Ramsay. Edinburgh. ... N. Stewart & Co., n.d. [¢. 1772]. First Book.
Folio. 3 books. g2 pp. in all.

A Collection of Scots Songs adapted for a voice or harpsichord. Edin-
burgh: Printed and sold by Neil Stewart. . . . n.d. [1772]. Folio. pp. 28.

A new and complete Collection of the most favourite Scots ‘Songs,
including a few English and Irish, with proper graces. ... By Signor Corri.
Edinburgh . . . Corri & Sutherland, n. d. [1783]. Folio. 2 vols. pp. 35
each. :

Rosina. A Comic Opera as performed at the Theatre Royal, Covent
Garden (a new edition). Composed and selected by W. Shield. London:
Printed by Goulding, &c., n.d. Folio. ARosina was performed for the first
time in 1783.

The Musical Miscellany. A select collection of the most approved Scots,
English, and Irish Songs, set to music. Perth: Printed by J. Brown,
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MDCCLXXXVI. I2mo. pp.347. Inscribed to the Provost, Baillies, and Town
Council of Perth. The first handbook of songs with music printed in Scotland.
All preceding collections were 4to or folio size,

‘The Scots Musical Museum, humbly dedicated to the Catch Club, insti-
tuted at Edin®, June, 1771. By James Johnson. Vol.i. Price 6s. [vignette
without border]. Edinburgh: Sold and subscriptions taken in by and for the
publisher, N. Stewart, R. Bremner, Corri and Sutherland, R. Ross, Edin". and
all the musi¢ sellers in London.” Preface dated May 22, 1787. In the text
Burns is named once. .

Vol. ii. has the same title-page as that of vol. i. so far as the address at foot,
which is altered to ¢ Edinburgh: Printed and sold by James Johnson, Engraver,
Bells Wynd. Sold also by N. Stewart, R. Bremner, Corri and Sutherland,
R. Ross, C. Elliot, W. Creech, J. Sibbald, Edin™. ; A. M¢Gowan and W. Gould,
Glasgow ; Boyd, Dumfries; More, Dundee; Sherriffs, Aberdeen ; Fisher and
Atkinson, Newcastle ; Massey, Manchester ; C. Elliot, T. Kay & Co., No. 332
Strand ; Longman and Broadrip, No. 26 Cheapside, London.” Preface dated
March 1, 1788. Burns is named once, and that in the Index.

Vol. iii. Same title-page as vol. ii, except that the vignette has an orna-
mental border surmounted by a thistle, and the address at foot is enlarged,
ending with ¢ J. Preston, No. 97 Strand, London.” Preface dated February 2,
1790, ends with ‘ materials for the 4th and in all probability the last volume are
in great forwardness.’ In the Index Burns is marked as the author of six
songs.

Vol. iiii. has the same title-page as vol. iii. with the ornamental vignette as
above described, but with a changed address, which is ¢ Edin®. Printed and sold by
Johnson & Co., Music Sellers, head of Lady Stair’s Close, Lawnmarket, where
may be had variety of music and musical instruments lent out, Tun’d and Re-
paired.” Preface is dated August 13, 1792. In the Index Burns is named as
the author of six songs.

Vol.v. Thetitle-page is throughout identical with that of vol. iiii. as follows :
¢ The Scots Musical Musexm humbly dedicated to the Catch Club instituted at
Edinburgh, June 1771. By James Johnson. Vol. v. Price 6s. [Vignette with
an ornamented border surmounted by a thistle.] Edin®. Printed and sold by
Johnson & Co., Music Sellers, head of Lady Stair’s Close, Lawnmarket, where
may be had variety of music and musical instraments lent out, Tun’d and
Repaired” Undated [Dec. 1796]. Preface undated. In the Index only Bums
is named as the author of fifteen songs, one of which, however, is not his.

Vol. vi. and last is titled as follows: ¢ The Scots Musical Museum in six
volumes consisting of six hundred Scots Songs with proper Basses for the
pianoforte, &c. Humbly dedicated to the Society of Antiquaries of Scotland.
By James Johnson. In this publication the original simplicity of our ancient
national airs is retained unincumbered with useless accompaniments and graces
depriving the hearers of the sweet simplicity of their native melodies, Vol. vi.
7s. Printed and sold by Johnson, music seller, Edinburgh, to be had at T.
Preston, 97 Strand, London; MacFadyen, Glasgow, and at all the principal
music sellers.” Preface is dated June 4, 1803, and in the Index and Text Burns
is marked as the author of twenty-six songs. Each volume contains one
hundred songs. On the completion of the work in 1803 the title-pages of the
preceding volumes were altered and made uniform with that of the sixth; the
Prefaces were revised and corrected; and under the titles in the Text of many
of the songs of vols. ii. to v. were added: ¢ Written for this work by Robert
Burns.” During his lifetime all the songs of Burns in Johnson’s #useun: were
published anonymously, except those marked in the Indexes referred to above.
A complete set of the original issues is very rare, and hitherto difficult to
recognize. During the long course of publication the title-pages of some of the
early volumes were altered more than once.
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Calliope ; or the Musical Miscellany. A sclect collection of the most
approved English, Scots, and Irish Songs, set to music. London: Printed for
C. Elliot and T. Kay. ... and C. Elliot, Edinburgh, 1788. 8vo. pp. 472.

A Selection of the most favourite Bcots Songs, chiefly pastoral, adapted
for the harpsichord, with an accompaniment for a violin. By eminent masters.
. London. . .. William Napier, n.d. [1790]. Folio. pp. 77.

A Selection of Original Scots Songs in three parts, the harmony by
Haydn. . .. London. ... William Napier, n. d. {1792]. Folio. pp. 101. This
is the second volume of the above. Vol.iii. published in 1794.

The Eldinburgh Musical Miscellany. A collection of the most approved
Scotch, English, and Irish Songs; set to music. Selected by D. Sime, Edin-
burgh: printed for W. Gordon ... 1792. 12mo. Vol.ii. printed by John Elder,

1793

¢ A Selection of Scots Songs, harmonised and improved, with simple and
adapted Graces. ... By Peter Urbani, professor of Music. Printed for the
author and sold at his shop, foot of Carruber’s Close. ... Edinburgh,’ n. d.
[1793). Folio. pp.51. Book ii. in 1794, pp. 50; Books iii. and iv. in 1799,
PP- 54 each.

¢ A Select Collection of Original Scotish Airs, with select and charac-
teristic Scotch and English verses, the most part of which written by the
celebrated R, Burns; arranged for the voice, with introductory and concluding
symphoni¢s and accompaniments for the pianoforte. ... by P. Urbani. Edin-
burgh : Printed and sold by Urbani & Liston, 10 Princes Street,’ n. d. Folio.
pp. 59. This is Books v. and vi. of Urbani’s Collection.

Scotish Songs. In two volumes [Joseph Ritson]. London: printed by
J. Johnson . .. 1794. 12mo. This contains the valuable Historical Essay on

Scotish Song.

Dale’s Collection of Sixty Favourite Scotch Songs, taken from the
original manuscripts of the most celebrated authors and composers.
London ... J. Dale, n.d. [1794]. Folio. Books ii. and iii. same year, containing
sixty songs each.

‘A Select Collection of Orlglnal Scotish Airs for the voice. To each of
which are added introductory and concluding symphonies and accompanyments
for the violin and pianoforte by Pleyel, with select and characteristic verses by
the most admired Scotish Poets, adapted to each air; many of them entirely
new. Also suitable English verses in addition to each of the songs as written in
the Scotish dialect, price 10s. 64. First set. London: printed and sold by
Preston & Son ... Strand, for the proprietor, (signed) G. Thomson,” n. d.
Folio. Contains twenty-five airs, pp. 1-25. Preface dated May 1, 1793.

Second set, with varied title: ‘accompanyments’ by Kozeluch and the “greater
number ’ of the songs ¢ written for this work by Bums,” n.d. [1798]. Twenty-
five airs, pp. 26-50.

Third set same title as second set {1 799], Pp- 51-75.

Fourth set: ends vol. ii, accompts. ‘chiefly by Kozeluch and partly by
Pleyel,” otherwise same as third set [1799], pp. 76-100. Vol. iii. pub. in 18071}
vol. iv. ¢ Printed by J. Moir, 1805,” containing fifty airs each, harmonized by
Haydn; and vol. v., preface dated June, 1818, containing ’[hlrty airs harmonized
by Beethoven, and a mutilated version of The Jolly Beggars by Burns, set to
music by Henry R. Bishop. The editor expresses ¢ the satisfaction he felt when
he saw the practicability of excluding those passages without depriving the Poem
of its unity, its raciness of humour, or its interest’!

The above describes the original edition of George Thomson’s collection, to
which Burns contributed so largely. The title is rarely quoted correctly and

c3
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the original volumes are difficult to recognize, as Thomson made numerous
altcrations in all the volumes during the many years of issue.

The Voeal Magazine, containing a selection of the most esteemed English,
Scots, and TIrish songs, ancient and modern: adapted for the harpsichord or
violin. Edinburgh . .. C. Stewart & Co., 1797. 8vo. Vol. ii. in 1798;
vol. iii. in 1799.

The Musical Repository, a collection of Scotch, English, and Irish songs
set to music. Glasgow: Printed by Alex. Adams, 1799. 16mo. pp. 278.

The Jacobite Relics of Scotland: being the songs, airs, and legends of
the adherents to the house of Stuart. Collected and illustrated by James Hogg.
Edinburgh, 1819 and 1821, 2 vols. 8vo.

The Select Melodies of Scctland, interspersed with those of Ireland and
Wales, united to the songs of Robert Burns, Sir Walter Scott, and other dis-
tinguished poets : with symphonies and accompaniments for the pianoforte by
Pleyel, Kozeluch, Haydn, and Beethoven. The whole composed for and arranged
by George Thomson in five vols. ILondon: Preston, n.d. 8vo. [1822-3]
with a sixth volume in 1823.

The Ballad Literature and Popular Music of the Olden Time, a history
of the ancient songs, ballads, and of the dance tunes of England with numerous
anecdotes and entire ballads . . . by W. Chappell, F.S. A, The whole of the airs
harmonized by G. A. Macfarren. London: Chappell & Co., n.d. [1859].
2 vols. 8vo. Continuous pages 823. Under a somewhat differept title the
work was issued to snbscribers in 1855, and to the public in 1859. Although
the author found it very inconvenient and troublesome to ascertain the date of
publication of many of the airs, he nevertheless perpetuated the trade custom.
His own work bears no date of publication either on the title or introduction.

Traditional Ballad Airs, arranged and harmonized for the pianoforte and
harmonium from copies procured in the counties of Aberdeen, Banff, and
Moray. By W. A. Christiec & Co. Edinburgh, 1876. 4to. 2 vols.

Histoire de la Chanson Populaire en France, par Julien Tiersot.
Paris: Librarie Plon, 1889. pp. viii and 441.

Barly Scottish Melodies : including samples from MSS. and early printed
works, along with a number of comparative Tunes, Notes on former annotators,
- . . Written and arranged by John Glen. Edinburgh: J. & R. Glen, 1900.

IV. INSTRUMENTAL MUSIC

‘Orchesographie, metode et teorie en forme de discours et tablature pour
apprendre & dancer, battre le tambour en toute sorte et diversité de batteries,
jouer du fifre et arigot, tirer des armes et escrimer, avec autres honnestes
exercices fort convenables 4 la jeunesse, affin d’estre bien venue et toute joyeuse
compagnie et y montrer sa dexterité et agileté de corps. Par Thoinet Arbean,
demeurant 4 Lengres. A Lengres, par Jehan des Preyz, imprimeur et libraire
tenant sa boutique en la rue des Merciers dicte les Pilliers. MDLXXXIX. Avec
privilége du Roi.” This is the full title of a rare volume in the Bibliothéque
Nationale written by a priest, Jean Tabouret, Canon of Lengres, whose anagram
is Thoinet Arbeau. On pages 80 and 81 are the music and description of a
Scottish dance entitled Branle d’'Escosse, as opposite.

Brantome records that he accompanied in Scotland the young Duc d’ Angouléme,
the son of Henri II by Lady Fleming the governess of Mary, Queen of Scots,
and mother of Mary Fleming, one of the Queen’s Maries. The Duc is described
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[VT Premier Branle d’ Escosse. N Second Branle dFEscosse.

___? Step to left.
Step to left. +
__u Right foot approach.

Right foot approach. 4
Step to left. li Step to left.
Right foot across. 1 j Right foot across.
Step to right. :% Step to right.

1 Left foot approach. F’| Left foot across.

Step to right. ]
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Left foot across. .
|1 Right foot across.
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Left foot approach.
Step to right. | 185

Left foot across. Step to right.
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CORRECTIONS

Page 11, No, 12, for tune see No. 103.

13,

483,
501,

2

14, » No. 112.
16, . No. 284.
65, . No. 112,
66, line 13 from foot for wan'dring read wana’ring.
68, for tune see No. 252 or 309.
81, ’ No. 302.
102, for No. 228 read No. 225.
104, ,, No. 228 ,, No. 225.
107, for tune see No. 308.
135, . No. 308.
154, title, Thou %as?, &c.
164, for tune see No. 239.
214, ”» No. 249.
222, title and first line, for woo read woo’.
236, for tune see No. 329.
261, N No. 283.
266, crotchet D on fourth syllable should be dotted
315, end of first line of music should be barred.
341, crotchet E in second line should be dotted.
358, stanza 3, for Zunzie-bane read lunzie-banes.
5, for Gud read Gude.
33, for W.S. read Writer.
40, last line, for Scottisk read Scotish.
69, last line, for Scottzsh read Scotish.
198, second last line, 7 should be /2.

, 275, line 5, for sufra read supra.

279, second last line, 7797 should be r796.
323, add iz Kilmarnock ed. 1786.
356, second last line, for Gedde's read Geddes’
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TONE-POETRY OF ROBERT BURNS

———

I. LOVE—PERSONAL

——

No. 1. O, once I lbov'd a bonie lass.

Tune: I am a man unmarried. (Unknown. )
O, oxce I lov’d a bonie lass, But Nelly’s looks are blythe and
Ay, and I love her still, sweet ;
And whilst that virtue warms my And, what is best of a’,
breast Her reputation is compleat,
T'll love my handsome Nell. And fair without a flaw.

She dresses ay sae clean and neat,
Both decent and genteel ;
And then there’s something in her
gate,
Gars ony dress look weel,

As bonie lasses I hae seen,
And monie full as braw;

But for a modest, gracefu’ mien,
The like I never saw.

A bonie lass, I will confess, A gaudy dress and gentle air
Is pleasant to the e’e; May slightly touch the heart;

But without some better qualities But it’s innocence and modesty
She’s no a lass for me. That polishes the dart.

’Tis this in Nelly pleases me;
"Tis this inchants my soul,

For absolutely in my breast
She reigns without controul.

No. 2. /n Tarbolton, ye fken.
(Tune unknown.)

IN Tarbolton, ye ken, there are proper young men,
And proper young lasses and a’, man;

But ken ye the Ronalds that live in the Bennals?
They carry the gree frae them a’, man,

Their father’s a laird, and weel he can spare't,
Braid money to tocher them a’, man;
To proper young men, he'll clink in the hand
Gowd guineas a hunder or twa, man.
B
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There’s ane they ca’ Jean, I'll warrant ye’ve seen
As bonie a lass or as braw, man;

But for sense and guid taste she’ll vie wi’ the best,
And a conduct that beautifies a’, man,

The charms o’ the min’, the langer they shine
The mair admiration they draw, man;

While peaches and cherries, and roses and lilies,
They fade and they wither awa, man.

If ye be for Miss Jean, tak this frae a frien’,
A hint o’ a rival or twa, man;

The Laird o’ Blackbyre wad gang through the fire,
If that wad entice her awa, man.

The Laird o’ Braehead has been on his speed
For mair than a towmond or twa, man;

The Laird o’ the Ford will straught on a board,
If he canna get her at a’, man.

Then Anna comes in, the pride o’ her kin,
The boast of our bachelors a’y, man;

Sae sonsy and sweet, sae fully complete,
She steals our affections awa, man.

If I should detail the pick and the wale
O’ lasses that live here awa, man,

The faut wad be mine, if they didna shine
The sweetest and best o’ them a’, man.

I lIo’e her mysel, but darena weel tell,
My poverty keeps me in awe, man,

For making o’ rhymes, and working at timnes,
Does little or nacthing at a’, man.

Yet I wadna choose to let her refuse,
Nor hae’t in her power to say na, man;
For though I be poor, unnoticed, obscure,
My stomach’s as proud as them a’, man.

Though I canna ride in weel-booted pride,
And flee o’er the hills like a craw, man,

I can haud up my head wi’ the best o’ the breed,
Though fluttering ever so braw, man.

My coat and my vest, they are Scotch o’ the best;
O’ pairs o’ guid breeks I hae twa, man,

And stockings and pumps to put on my stumps,
And ne’er a wrang steek in them a’, man.
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My sarks they are few, but five o’ them new,
Twal’ hundred, as white as the snaw, man;
A ten-shillings hat, a Holland cravat ;
There are no mony poets sae braw, man,

I never had friens weel stockit in means,
To leave me a hundred or twa, man;

Nae weel-tocher’d aunts, to wait on their drants,
And wish them in hell for it a’, man.

I never was cannie for hoarding o’ money,
Or claughtin’t together at a’, man,

I've little to spend and naething to lend,
But deevil a shilling I awe, man.

—_———

No. 3. Altho wy bed were in yon muir.
Tune : Galla Water. Scots Musical Musern, 1788, No. 125.
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ArtHO my bed were in yon muir,
Amang the heather, in my plaidie,
Yet happy, happy would I be,
Had I my dear Montgomerie’s Peggy.

‘When o’er the hill beat surly storms,
And winter nights were dark and rainy,
I'd seek some dell, and in my arms
I'd shelter dear Montgomerie’s Peggy.

Were I a Baron proud and high,
And horse and servants waiting ready,
Then a’ ‘twad gie o’ joy to me—
The shairin’t with Montgomerie’s Peggy
B2
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No. 4. Yestreen I met you on the moor.

Tune : Invercauld’s Reel,

Stewart's Reels, 1762, p. 3I.
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I'm poor, But ﬁmt a

hair care 1,

O Tibbie, I hae seen the day,

Ye wadna been sae shy;
For laik o’ gear ye lightly me,
But, trowth, I care na by.

YesTREEN | met you on the moor,

Ye spak na but gaed by like stoure :

Ye geck at me because I'm poor,
But fient a hair care I.

When comin hame on Sunday last,

Upon the road as I cam past,

Ye snuflt an’ gae your head a cast—
But, trowth, I care’t na by.

1 doubt na, lass, but ye may think,

Because ye hae the name o’ clink,

That ye can please me at a wink,
‘Whene'er ye like to try.

But sorrow tak him that’s sae mean,
Altho’ his pouch o’ coin were clean,
‘Wha follows ony saucy quean,

That looks sae proud and high!

Altho’ a lad were €’er sae smart,

If that he want the yellow dirt,

Ye’ll cast your head anither airt,
And answer him fu’ dry.

But if he hae the name o’ gear,

Ye’ll fasten to him like a brier,

Tho’ hardly he, for sense or lear
Be better than the kye.

But, Tibbie, lass, tak my advice,

Your daddie’s gear maks you sae nice;

The deil a ane wad speir your price,
Were ye as poor as L.

There lives a lass beside yon park,

I'd rather hae her in her sark

Than you, wi’ 2’ your thousand mark
That gars you look sae high,
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No. 5. If ye gae up to yon lell-tap.

(Tune unknown.)

IF ye gae up to yon hill-tap,
Ye'll there see bonie Peggy;

She kens her father is a laird,
And she forsooth’s a leddy.

There’s Sophy tight, a lassie bright,
Besides a handsome fortune ;

‘Wha canna win her in a night
Has little art in courtin.

Gae down by Faile, and taste the
ale,
And tak a look o’ Mysie;
She’s dour and din, a deil within,
But aiblins she may please ye.

If she be shy, her sister try,
Ye'll maybe fancy Jenny;

If ye'll dispense wi’ want o’ sense —
She kens hersel she’s bonie.

As ye gae up by yon hillside,
Speir in for bonie Bessy;
She’'ll gie ye a beck, and bid ye
light,
And handsomely address ye.

There’s few sae bonie, nane sae guid
In 2’ King George’ dominion;
If ye should doubt the truth of this—

It’s Bessy’s ain opinion!

No. 6. Her flowing locks, the ravew's wing.
(Tune unknown.)

Her flowing locks, the raven’s wing,

Adown lher neck and bosom hing;

How sweet unto that breast to cling,
And round that neck entwine her!

Her lips are roses wat wi’ dew ;

O, what a feast, her bonie mou’!

Her cheeks a mair celestial hue,
A crimson still diviner!

No. 7. Had [ a cave.

Tune : Robin Adair or Aileen a voon (see No. 45).

Hap I a cave on some wild distant
shore,
Where the winds howl to the wave’s
dashing roar,
There would I weep my woes,
There seek my lost repose,
Till grief my eyes should close,
Ne’er to wake more!

Falsest of womankind, canst thou
declare
All thy fond, plighted vows fleeting
as air ?
To thy new lover hie,
Laugh o'er thy perjury,
Then in thy bosom try
‘What peace is there!
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No. 8. It was upon a Lammas night.

Tune : Corn rigs. Craig’s Scots Tunes, 1730, p. 42.
Lively
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It was upon a Lammas night,
When corn rigs are bonie,
Eeneath the moon’s unclouded light,
I held awa to Annie:
The time flew by, wi’ tentless heed*,
Till, ’tween the late and early,
Wi’ sma’ persuasion she agreed
To see me thro’ the barley.

CHorus. Corn rigs, an’ bavley rigs,
An’ corn rigs are bonie:
Dl néer forget that happy wight,
Amang the rigs wi’ Annie.

The sky was blue, the wind was still,
The moon was shining clearly ;

I set her down, wi’ right good will,
Amang the rigs o’ barley:

I kent her heart was a’ my ain;
I lov’d her most sincerely;

I kiss’d her owre and owre again,
Amang the rigs o’ barley.

I lock’d her in my fond embrace;
Her heart was beating rarely :
My blessings on that happy place,

Amang the rigs o’ barley!

But by the moon and stars so bright,
That shone that hour so clearly!
She ay shall bless that happy night

Amang the rigs o’ barley.

I hae been blythe wi’ comrades dear;
I hae been merry drinking;
I hae been joyfu’ gath’rin gear;
I hae been happy thinking:
But a’ the pleasures e’er I saw,
Tho’ three times doubled fairly,
That happy night was worth them a’,
Amang the rigs o’ barley.

* In editions 1786 and 1787, ‘head’; editions 1793 and 1794, fheed.’
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No. 9. O, leave novéls, ye Mauchline belles.

Tune: Ye Mauchline belles. Scots Musical Museum, 1803, No. 573.
Lively
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O, LEAVE novéls, ye Mauchline belles,
Ye're safer at your spinning-wheel !
Such witching books are baited hooks
For rakish rooks like Rob Mossgiel.

Your fine Tom Jones and Grandisons
They make your youthful fancies reel;
They heat your brains, and fire your veins,
And then you're prey for Rob Mossgiel,

Beware a tongue that’s smoothly hung,
A heart that warmly seems to feel;

That feeling heart but acts a part—
*Tis rakish art in Rob Mossgiel.

The frank address, the soft caress,

Are worse than poisoned darts of steel;
The frank address, and politesse,

Are all finesse in Rob Mossgiel.

* An 8ve lower in original,
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No. 10. O, wha my babic-clouts will buy ?

Tune : Whare wad bonie Annie lie. Scots Musical Museum, 1792, No. 324.
Lively n
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O, wHA my babie-clouts will buy ?

‘Wha will tent me when I cry?

‘Wha will kiss me where 1 lie ?—
The rantin dog, the daddie o't.

Wha will own he did the faut?

Wha will buy the groanin maut?

‘Wha will tell me how to ca’t ?—
The rantin dog, the daddie o't.

‘When I mount the creepie-chair,

‘Wha will sit beside me there?

Gie me Rob, I'll seek nae mair,—
The rantin dog, the daddie o't.

Wha will crack to me my lane?

Wha will mak me fidgin fain?

‘Wha will kiss me o’er again 9—
The rantin dog, the daddie o't
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No. 11. Now westlin winds and slaughtring guns.

Tune: Port Gordon. Cal. Pocket Companion, c. 1756, viil. p. 25.
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Now westlin winds and slaught’ring guns
Bring autumn’s pleasant weather;

And the moorcock springs, on whirring wings,
Amang the blooming heather :

Now waving grain, wide o’er the plain,
Delights the weary farmer;

And the moon shines bright, when I rove at night,
To muse upon my charmer.

The partridge loves the fruitful fells;
The plover loves the mountains;
The woodcock haunts the lonely dells,
The soaring hern the fountains:
Thro’ lofty groves the cushat roves,

The path of man to shun it;
The hazel bush o’erhangs the thrush,
The spreading thorn ‘the linnet,
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Thus ev'ry kind their pleasure find,
The savage and the tender;

Some social join, and leagues combine;
Some solitary wander :

Avaunt, away! the cruel sway,
Tyrannic man’s dominion;

The sportsman’s joy, the murd’ring cry,
The fluttering, gory pinion !

But Peggy dear, the evening’s clear,
Thick flies the skimming swallow;

The sky is blue, the fields in view,
All fading green and yellow :

Come let us stray our gladsome way,
And view the charms of Nature;

The rustling corn, the fruited thorn,
And ev'ry happy creature.

We'll gently walk, and sweetly talk,
Till the silent moon shine clearly ;
I'll grasp thy waist, and fondly prest,
Swear how I love thee dearly:

Not vernal show'rs to budding flow’rs,
Not autumn to the farmer,

So dear can be, as thou to me,
My fair, my lovely charmer!

No. 12. Full well thou know'st I love thee, dear.

Tune : Rothiemurchic's rant.

Cuorvus. Fairest maid on Devon banks,
Crystal Devon, winding Devon,
Wilt thou lay thai frown aside,

And smile as thou wert woni lo do?

Furr well thou know'st I love thee, dear,
Couldst thou to malice lend an ear?
0O, did not love exclaim :—* Forbear,

Nor use a faithful lover so!’

Then come, thou fairest of the fair,
Those wonted smiles, O let me share;
And by thy beauteous self I swear

No love but thine my heart shall know.
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No. 13. Bekind yon hills where Lugar flows.
Tune : My Nanze, O. Orphens Caledonius, 1725, No. 38.
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BeHIND yon hills where Lugar flows
’Mang moors an’ mosses many, O,

The wintry sun the day has clos'd,
And I'll awa to Nanie, O.

The westlin wind blaws loud an’ shill ;
The night’s baith mirk and rainy, O;

But I'll get my plaid, an’ out I'll steal,
An’ owre the hill to Nanie, O.

.
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My Nanie’s charming, sweet an’ young;
Nae artfu’ wiles to win ye, O;
May ill befa’ the flattering tongue
That wad beguile my Nanie, O.
Her face is fair, her heart is true;
As spotless as she’s bonie, O;
The op’ning gowan, wat wi’ dew,
Nae purer is than Nanie, O.
A country lad is my degree,
An’ few there be that ken me, O;
But what care I how few they be,
I'm welcome ay to Nanie, O.
My riches a’s my penny-fee,
An' I maun guide it cannie, O;
But warl’s gear ne'er troubles me,
My thoughts are a’, my Nanie, O.
Our auld guidman delights to view
His sheep an’ kye thrive bonie, O;
But I'm as blythe that hauds his pleugh,
An’ has nae care but Nanie, O.
Come weel, come woe, I care na by,
I'll tak what Heav'n will sen’ me, O;
Nae ither care in life have I,
But live, an’ love my Nanie, O!

No. 14. True-hearted was he, the sad swain

0 the Yarrvow.
Tune : Bonie Dundee.

TrRUE-HEARTED was he, the sad swain o’ the Yarrow,
And fair are the maids on the banks of the Ayr;
But by the sweet side o’ the Nith’s winding river
Are lovers as faithful and maidens as fair:
To equal young Jessie seek Scotia all over:
To equal young Jessie you seek it in vain;
Grace, beautly, and elegance fetter her lover,
And maidenly modesty fixes the chain,

Fresh is the rose in the gay, dewy morning,
And sweet is the lily at evening close;

But in the fair presence o’ lovely young Jessie
Unseen is the lily, unheeded the rose.

Love sits in her smile, a wizard ensnaring ;
Enthron’d in her een he delivers his law;

And still to her charms she alone is a stranger—
Her modest demeanour’s the jewel of a’!
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No. 15. Young Peogy blooms our boniest lass.
Tune: Loch Evoch Side. Scots Musical Museun, 1787, No. 78.
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Youne Peggy blooms our boniest lass,
Her blush is like the morning,

The rosy dawn, the springing grass,
With early gems adorning;

Her eyes outshine the radiant beams
That gild the passing shower,

And glitter o'er the chrystal streams,
-And chear each fresh’ning flower.
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Her lips, more than the cherries bright—
A richer dye has graced them—

They charm th’ admiring gazer's sight,
And sweetly tempt to taste them;

Her smile is as the ev'ning mild,
When feather’d pairs are courting,

And little lambkins wanton wild,
In playful bands disporting.

Were Fortune lovely Peggy’s foe,
Such sweetness would relent her:
As blooming Spring unbends the brow

Of surly, savage Winter.
Detraction’s eye no aim can gain

Her winning powers to lessen,
And fretful envy grins in vain

The poison’d tooth to fasten.

Ye Powers of Honor, Love, and Truth,
From ev'ry ill defend her!

Inspire the highly-favour’d youth
The destinies intend her!

Still fan the sweet connubial flame
Responsive in each bosom;

And bless the dear parental name
With many a filial blossom.

————

No. 16. Altho thow maun never be mine.

Tune: Here’s a health to them that’s awa.

Cuorus. Here’s a healih to ane I lo’e dear,
Heve’s a health to ane I lo'e dear;
Thou art sweet as the smile when fond lovers meet,
And soft as their parting tear— Jessy,
ArtrO’ thou maun never be mine,
Altho’ even hope is denied;
’Tis sweeter for thee despairing
Than ought in the world beside— Jessy.

I mourn thro’ the gay, gaudy day,
As hopeless I muse on thy charms;

But welcome the dream o’ sweet slumber,
For then I am lockt in thine arms—Jessy.

I guess by the dear angel smile,
I guess by the love-rolling e’e;

But why urge the tender confession,
’Gainst Fortune’s fell cruel decree?—Jessy.
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No. 17. Zhe Catvine woods were yellow seen.

Tune: The braes o Ballochmyle. Scots Musical Museum, 1790, No, 276.
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Tue Catrine woods were yellow seen,
The flowers decay’d on Catrine lea;
Nae lav'rock sang on hillock green,
But Nature sicken’d on the e'e;
Thro’ faded groves Maria sang,
Hersel’ in beauty’s bloom the while;
And ay the wild-wood echoes rang ;—
¢ Fareweel the braes o’ Ballochmyle!’
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‘Low in your wintry beds, ye flowers,
Again ye’ll flourish fresh and fair;

Ye birdies, dumb in with'ring bowers,
Again ye'll charm the vocal air;

But here, alas! for me nae mair
Shall birdie charm, or floweret smile;

Fareweel the bonie banks of Ayr,
Fareweel ! fareweel sweet Ballochmyle!’

No. 18. Stay, my charmer, can you leave me?

Tune : An gille dubh ciar dubh. Scots Musical Museum, 1788, No. 129.
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Stay, my charmer, can you leave me?
Cruel, cruel to deceive me!
Well you know how much you grieve me:
Cruel charmer, can you go?
Cruel charmer, can you go?

By my love so ill requited,
By the faith you fondly plighted,
By the pangs of lovers slighted,
Do not, do not leave me so!
Do not, do not leave me so!
c
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No. 19. My heart was ance as blythe and fiee.

Tune : To the weaver’s gin ye go, Scots Musical Museum, 1788, No. 103.
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lang; But a  bonie, west - ]m weaver lad Has gart me change my sang.

CHORUS.
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Zo the weaver's gin ye  go, fair maids, To the weaver's gin ye
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£0, I rede youright, gang né'er at night,To the weaver's gin ye  £o.

My heart was ance as blythe and free
As simmer days were lang;

But a bonie, westlin weaver lad
Has gart me change my sang.

Cuorus. 7o the weaver's gin ye go, fair aids,
To the weaver's gin ye go,
I vede you right, gang ne'er at night,
To the weaver's gin ye go.

My mither sent me to the town,
To warp a plaiden wab;

But the weary, weary warpin o't
Has gart me sigh and sab.

A bonie, westlin weaver lad
Sat working at his loom ;

He took my heart, as wi’ a net,
In every knot and thrum.

I sat.beside my warpin-wheel,
And ay I ca’d it roun’;

But every shot and every knock,
My heart it gae a stoun.
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The moon was sinking in the west
W1’ visage pale and wan,

As my bonie, westlin weaver lad
Convoy'd me through the glen,

But what was said, or what was done,
Shame fa’ me gin I tell;

But O! 1 fear the kintra soon
Will ken as weel’s mysel!

No. 20. How long and dreary s the night.

Tune: A Gaclic air. ‘Scots Musical Museum, 1788, No. 175.
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How long and dreary is the night,
" When I am frae my dearie!
I sleepless lye frae e’en to morn, % bis
Tho’ I were ne’er sae weary.

‘When I think on the happy days
I spent wi’ you, my dearie:

And now what lands between us lye, % bis
How can I be but eerie!

How slow ye move, ye heavy hours,
As ye were wae and weary !
It wasna sae ye glinted by, ;bt's
When I was wi’ my dearie.
c2
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No. 21. Yon wild mossy mountains.

Tune : Phoebe. Cal. Pocket Compambn, 1752, iv. p. 19.

» 7g/aw—j§
P g g I — 1 9 o — > |
e F:Eﬁﬁgf¥§ﬁl$5ﬁ
o/ [——
Yon wild mos - sy mount-ains sae lof - ty and wide,
— = ﬁ’ ﬁ
N L:‘— E’ o B ——
gAI:“” o _F‘“ —r—_—«\r— : gﬁ@
That nurse in thur bo - som the youth o’ the  Clyde,

o, N ir

s ~- —F !AF-—'— e —
5 ral e e E«?jf“ =

— /«Ll_yéﬁ I \——N—— ,,,,,,,

Where the grouse lead thelr cov-eys thro’the heath - er to feed

s{ﬁlﬁ% = E—J_T:jﬁlv.—%-—c]— —

And the shep - herd tents his flock as he pipes on his reed

A i

G et

‘Where the grouse lead their cov-eys thro’ the heath-er feed,
£
— N_ N
Ll*&——i—- — o - —p~— —]—
e EreE e ae s e e mIEE

And the shep-herd tents his flock as he  pipes on

Yon wild mossy mountains sae lofty and wide,

That nurse in their bosom the youth o’ the Clyde,

Where the grouse lead their coveys thro’ the heather to feed, | , .
And the shepherd tents his flock as he pipes on his reed. }

Not Gowrie’s rich valley nor Forth’s sunny shores,
To me hae the charms o’ yon wild mossy moors ;
For there, by a lanely, sequesteréd stream,

Resides a sweet lassie, my thought and my dream.

Amang thae wild mountains shall still be my path,
Ilk stream foaming down its ain green, narrow strath ;

For there wi’ my lassie the day-lang I rove, bis
‘While o’er us unheeded flie the swift hours o’ love.

She is not the fairest, altho’ she is fair;
O’ nice education but sma’ is her share;
Her parentage humble as humble can be;

b
But I lo’e the dear lassie because she lo’es me, % "
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To Beauty what man but maun yield him a prize,

In her armour of glances, and blushes, and sighs?

And when wit and refinement hae polish’d her darts, ) bis
They dazzle our een, as they flie to our hearts,

But kindness, sweet kindness, in the fond sparkling e’e
Has lustre outshining the diamond to me,

And the heart-beating love as I'm clasp’d in her arms, ) bis
O, these are my lassie’s all-conquering charms!

No. 22. Anna, thy charms niy bosom fire.
Tune: Bouny Mary. Cal. Pocket Companion, 1743, i. p. 24.
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ANNA, thy charms my bosom fire,
And waste my soul with care;

But ah! how bootless to admire
‘When fated to despair!

Yet in thy presence, lovely Fair,
To hope may be forgiven ;

For sure 'twere impious to despair
So much in sight of Heaven,
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No. 23. 'Twas even—ihe dewy fields were green.
Tune : Ettrick Banks. Orpheus Caledonius, 1733, No. 45.

Maderate
ﬁiﬁ? E‘: ?:i_l F ':rd);**:f*ﬁi:_—;j
'"Twas even—-t;e dew - y fields were green,On  ev -ery blade the
= ﬁu. ; T P — P
%‘ﬁ:‘ e e ]
o9 ° [ O R

pearls hang, The Ze - phyr wan - ton’d round the bean, And

(SEEEssessemm=ssaes

bore  its fra - grant sweets a - lang; In ev' - ry
S — —3—4-1—¢ e
§ = 4?{” JEH—F hj'l- j
glen the ma - vis sang, All Na - ture list’ - nmg
&“ — 1
gi . M!—P*- —e— !:F-F !~"P =
_f!__ B S W e R—— ‘ e ™
s&,emd the while, Ex - cept where green-wood e - choes
_"9‘$u. . N R
e ES s =t
rang A - mang the braes o' Bal - loch - myle.

"Twas even—the dewy fields were green,
On every blade the pearls hang,

The zephyr wanton’d round the bean,
And bore its fragrant sweets alang;
In ev’ry glen the mavis sang,

All Nature list'ning seem’d the while,
Eicept where greenwood echoes rang

Amang the braes o’ Ballochmyle.

With careless step I onward stray'd,
My heart rejoic’d in Nature’s joy,
‘When, musing in a lonely glade,
A maiden fair I chanced to spy:
Her look was like the morning’s eye,
Her air like Nature's vernal smile;
Perfection whisper'd, passing by:—
‘Behold the lass o’ Ballochmylei’
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Fair is the morn in flowery May,

And sweet is night in autumn mild,
‘When roving thro’ the garden gay,

Or wand’ring in the lonely wild:

But woman, Nature’s darling child—
There all her charms she does compile ;

Even there her other works are foil’d
By the bonie lass o’ Ballochmyle.

O, had she been a country maid,
And I the happy country swain,
Tho’ shelter’d in the lowest shed
That ever rose on Scotia’s plain!
Thro’ weary winter’s wind and rain
With joy, with rapture, I would toil,
And nightly to my bosom strain
The bonie lass o’ Ballochmyle!

Then pride might climb the slipp’ry steep,
‘Where fame and honours lofty shine;
And thirst of gold might tempt the deep,
Or downward seek the Indian mine:

Give me the cot below the pine,
To tend the flocks or till the soil,
And ev’ry day have joys divine
With the bonie lass o’ Ballochmyle.

No. 24. As I gaed up by yon gale-end.
(Tune unknown.)

As I gaed up by yon gate-end,
When day was waxin weary,

Wha did I meet come down the street
But pretty Peg, my dearie ?

Her air sae sweet, her shape complete,
Wi’ nae proportion wanting,

The Queen of Love did never move
Wi’ motion mair enchanting!

Wi’ linkeéd hands we took the sands
Adoun yon winding river;

O, that sweet hour and shady bower
Forget it shall I never.
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No. 25. How pleasant the banks.

Tune : Bhannerach dhon na chrie.  Scots Musical Museum, 1788, No. 157.
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That  steals on the even - ing each  leaf to re - new!

How pleasant the banks of the clear winding Devon,
With green spreading bushes and flow'rs blooming fair!
But the boniest flow'r on the banks of the Devon
‘Was once a sweet bud on the braes of the Ayr.
Mild be the sun on this sweet blushing flower,
In the gay rosy morn, as it bathes in the dew!
And gentle the fall of the soft vernal shower,
That steals on the evening each leaf to renew!
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O, spare the dear blossom, ye orient breezes,
With chill, hoary wing as ye usher the dawn!
And far be thou distant, thou reptile that seizes
The verdure and pride of the garden or lawn!
Let Bourbon exult in his gay gilded lilies,
And England triumphant display her proud rose!
A fairer than either adorns the green vallies,
‘Where Devon, sweet Devon, meandering flows.

———

No. 26. 7T/e flower it blaws, it fades, it fa's.

Tune: Ye’re welcome Charlie Stewart.  Scots Musical Museum, 1796, No, 471.

Lively
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Cuorus. O lovely Polly Stewart,
O charming Polly Stewart,
There’s ne'er a flower that blooms in May,
That’s half so fair as thou art!

Tue flower it blaws, it fades, it fa’s,
And art can ne’er renew it;

But worth and truth eternal youth
Will gie to Polly Stewart!

May he whase arms shall fauld thy charms
Possess a leal and true heart! )

To him be given to ken the heaven
He grasps in Polly Stewart!
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No. 27. From thee Eliza, I must go.

Tune: Gideroy. Orpheus Caledonius, 1733, No. 47.
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From thee Eliza, I must go,
And from my native shore:

The cruel fates between us throw
A boundless ocean’s roar;

But boundless oceans, roaring wide
Between my love and me,

They never, never can divide
My heart and soul from thee.

Farewell, farewell, Eliza dear,
The maid that I adore!

A boding voice is in mine ear,
We part to meet no more!

But the latest throb that leaves my heart,
While Death stands victor by,

That throb, Eliza, is thy part,

, And thine that latest sigh!
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No. 28. Where, braving angry winter’s storms.
Tune: Lament for Abercairney. Scots Musical Museum, 1788, No. 195.

Moderate time

s Eﬁ¢$ ?—L_F;zf's?

o-
‘Where, brav- ing an - gry win-ter's storms, The lof -

'ﬁ
H ]
i _._ |
d‘j—d:r_ 5 .__g_l

chils rise, Far ;:_ theu‘ shade my Peg-gy's charms First

= N

* L A _-.;,_J:_
s —E;'—ﬂ 4 . —
e —— e '—‘—H—r___lﬁ—“__lyF — —

blest my wonder - ing eyes; As  one who by <ome

N
t NN
—I\— -—av
GEEE- s
—ee— i
I —a

sav-age stream A lone - ly gem sur - veys, A - ston ish’d

' 4*#“-}? - oy ‘\ ‘)—n
e e e B
gy
doub - ly, marks it beam With art’s most pol - ish’d  blaze.

‘WHERE, braving angry winter’s storms,
The lofty Ochils rise,

Far in their shade my Peggy’s charms
First blest my wondering eyes;

As one who by some savage stream
A lonely gem surveys,

Astonish’d doubly, marks it beam
With art’s most polish’d blaze.

Blest be the wild sequester’d shade,
And blest the day and hour,

Where Peggy’s charms I first survey’d,
When first I felt their pow’r!

The tyrant Death with grim control
May seize my fleeting breath ;

But tearing Peggy from my soul
Must be a stronger death.
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No. 29. My Peggy's face, my Peggy's form

Tune: My Peggy's face. Scots Musical Museum, 1803, No. 501.

Slowly
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My Peggy’s face, my Peggy's form
The frost of hermit age might warm ;
My Peggy's worth, my Peggy’s mind
Might charm the first of human kind.
I love my Peggy’s angel air,

Her face so truly heavenly fair,

Her native grace so void of art;

But I adore my Peggy’s heart,

The lily’s hue, the rose's dye,

The kindling lustre of an eye—
Who but owns their magic sway ?
Who but knows they all decay ?
The tender thrill, the pitying tear,
The generous purpose nobly dear,
The gentle look that rage disarms—
These are all immortal charms,
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No. 30. By Oughtertyre grows the aik.

Tune: Andro and his culty gun.  Scots Musical Museum, 1788, No. 180.
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By Ough-ter - tyre grows the aik, On Yarrow banks the blr-ken shaw;

But Phe-mie was a bon - ier lass Than braes o’ Yar-row ev-er

saw,

Cuorus, Blythe, Blythe and merry was she,
Blythe was she but and ben ;
Blythe by the banks of Earn,
Aund blythe in Glenturit glen!

By Oughtertyre grows the aik,

On Yarrow banks the birken shaw ;
But Phemie was a bonier lass

Than braes o’ Yarrow ever saw.

Her looks were like a flow’r in May,
Her smile was like a simmer morn :
She trippéd by the banks o’ Earn
As light’s a bird upon a thorn.

Her bonie face it was as meek
As ony lamb upon a lea:

The evening sun was ne’er sae sweet
As was the blink o’ Phemie’s e’e.

The Highland hills I've wander’d wide,
As o’er the Lawlands 1 hae been,
But Phemie was the blithest lass
That ever trode the dewy green.
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No. 31. A rosebud, by my early walk.

Tune : A rosebud. Scots Musical Museum, 1788, No. 189.
Slow
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A ROSEBUD, by my early walk
Adown a corn-incloséd bawk,
Sae gently bent its thorny stalk,
All on a dewy morning.
Ere twice the shades o’ dawn are fled,
In a’ its crimson glory spread,
And drooping rich the dewy head,
It scents the early morning.

Within the bush, her covert nest
A little linnet fondly prest,
The dew sat chilly on her breast,
Sae early in the morning.
She soon shall see her tender brood,
The pride, the pleasure o> the wood,
Amang the fresh green leaves bedew’d,
Awake the early morning.
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So thou, dear bird, young Jeany fair,
On trembling string or vocal air
Shall sweetly pay the tender care

That tents thy early morning!
So thou, sweet Rosebud, young and gay,
Shalt beauteous blaze upon the day,
And bless the parent’s evening ray

That watch’'d thy early morning.

————
No. 32. Musing on the roaring occan.

" Tune: Druimionn dubh. Mc<Donald’s Highland Airs, 1784, No. 8.
Slow
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MusinG on the roaring ocean,
‘Which divides my love and me,
Wearying Heav'n in warm devotion

For his weal where’er he be.

Hope and fear’s alternate billow
Yielding late to Nature's law,
‘Whisp’ring spirits round my pillow,

Talk of him that’s far awa.
Ye whom sorrow never wounded,
Ye who never shed a tear,
Care-untroubled, joy-surrounded,
Gaudy Day to you is dear,

Gentle Night, do thou befriend me;
Downy Sleep, the curtain draw:
Spirits kind, again attend me,
Talk of him that’s far awa!
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No. 33. She’s fair and fause that causes my smart.

Tune: The lads of Leith. Cal. Pocket Companion, 1752, iv, p. 31,
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wo - man is but warld’s gear, Sae let the bon-ie lass gang!

SuE’s fair and fause that causes my smart ;
I lo’ed her meikle and lang;

She’s broken her vow, she’s broken my heart,
And I may e’en gae hang.

A coof cam in wi’ routh o’ gear,

And I hae tint my dearest dear;

But Woman is but warld’s gear,
Sae let the bonie lass gang!

‘Whae’er ye be that woman love,
To this be never blind;

Nae ferlie ’tis tho’ fickle she prove,
A Woman has’t by kind,

O Woman lovely, Woman fair,

An angel form’s faun to thy share,

"Twad been o’er meikle to gien thee mair!—
I mean an angel mind.
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No: 34. Now Spring has clad the grove in grecn.
(Tune unknown.)

Now Spring has clad the grove in green,
And strew’d the lea wi’ flowers;

The furrow’d, waving corn is seen
Rejoice in fostering showers;

While ilka thing in Nature join
Their sorrows to forego,

O, why thus all alone are mine
The weary steps o’ woe!

The trout within yon wimpling burn
That glides, a silver dart,

And, safe beneath the shady thorn,
Defies the angler’s art—

My life was ance that careless stream,
That wanton trout was I,

But love wi’ unrelenting beam
Has scorch’d my fountains dry.

The little floweret’s peaceful lot,
In yonder cliff that grows,

Which, save the linnet’s flight, I wot,
Nae ruder visit knows,

Was mine, till love has o’er me past,
And blighted a’ my bloom ;

And now beneath the withering blast
My youth and joy consume.

The waken’d laverock warbling springs,
And climbs the early sky,
‘Winnowing blythe his dewy wings
In morning’s rosy eye;
As little reck’t I sorrow’s power
Until the flowery snare
O’ witching love in luckless hour
Made me the thrall o’ care!

O, had my fate been Greenland snows
Or Afric’s burning zone,
‘Wi man and Nature leagu'd my foes,
So Peggy ne’er I'd known!
The wretch whase doom is, ¢ Hope nae mair,’
‘What tongue his woes can tell,
Within whase bosom, save despair,
Nae kinder spirits dwell.
D
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No. 35. O, wilt thou go wi’ me, sweet Tibbiec Dunbar.

Tune: Johnny MCGill. Scots Musical Museum, 1790, No. 207.
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Bat  say  that thou'lt hae me for bet - ter or waur,
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And come in thy coa - tie, sweet Tib - bie  Dun - bar.

O, wirt thou go wi' me, sweet Tibbie Dunbar ?
O. wilt thou go wi’ me, sweet Tibbie Dunbar ?
Wilt thou ride on a horse, or be drawn in a car,
Or walk by my side, O sweet Tibbic Dunbar?

I care na thy daddie, his lands and his money ;
I care na thy kin, sae high and sae lordly:

But say that thou'lt hae me for better or waur,
And come in thy coatie, sweet Tibbie Dunbar.
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No. 36. Fate gave the word—the arvow sped.

Tune: Finlaysion house. Scots Musical Museum, 1790, No. 271,
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FatE gave the word—the arrowsped, | The mother-linnet in the brake

And pierc’d my darling’s heart; | Bewails her ravish’d young;
And with him all the joys are fled | So I for my lost darling’s sake
Life can to me impart. Lament the live-day long.

In dust dishonour’'d laid: Now fond I bare my breast!
So fell the pride of all my hopes, 0O, do thou kindly lay me low

By cruel hands the sapling drops, ’ Death, oft I've fear’d thy fatal blow,
\
My age’s future shade. | With him I love at rest!
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No. 37. 7he day returns, my bosom burns.

Tune: Seventh of November. Scots Musical Museum, 1790, No. 224.
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globes, Heav’'n gave me more — it made thee mine!

Tue day returns, my bosom burns,
The blissful day we twa did meet;
Tho’ winter wild in tempest toil'd,
Ne’er summer sun was half sae sweet.
Than a' the pride that loads the tide,
And crosses o’er the sultry line,
Than kingly robes, than crowns and globes,
Heav'n gave me more—it made thee mine!

While day and night can bring delight,
Or Nature aught of pleasurc give;
‘While joys above my mind can move,
For thee, and thee alone, I live!
‘When that grim foe of life below
Comes in between to make us part,
The iron hand that breaks our band,
It breaks my bliss, it breaks my heart!
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No. 38. Ye gallants bright, I rede you right.

Tune: Bonic Ann. Scots Musical Museum, 1790, No. 215,
Slawly
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YE gallants bright, I rede you right,
Beware o’ bonie Ann;

Her comely face sae fu’ o' grace,
Your heart she will trepan:

Her een sae bright like stars by night,
Her skin is like the swan ;

Sae jimply lac’d her genty waist,
That sweetly ye might span.

Youth, Grace, and Love attendant move,
And Pleasure leads the van:

In a’ their charms, and conquering arms,
They wait on bonie Ann,

The captive bands may chain the hands,
But love enslaves the man :

Ye gallants braw, I rede you a’,
Beware o’ bonie Ann!
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No. 39. 1 gaed a waefu’ gale yestreen.

Tune : The blue ey'd lassie. Scots Musical Museum, 1790, No. 294.

Moderate tine
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I ¢aep a waefu’ gate yestreen,
A gate I fear I'll dearly rue;
I gat my death frae twa sweet een,
Twa lovely een o’ bonie blue!
"Twas not her golden ringlets bright,
Her lips like roses wat wi’ dew,
Her heaving bosom lily-white—
It was her ecn sae bonie blue.
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She talk’d, she smil’d, my heart she wyl'd,
She charm’d my soul I wist na how;

And aye the stound, the deadly wound,
Cam frae her een sae bonie blue.

But ‘spare to speak, and spare to speed’—
She’ll aiblins listen to my vow :

Should she refuse, I'll lay my dead
To her twa een sae bonie blue.

No. 40. Blythe hac I been on yon hill.

Tune : The Quaker's Wife.
Stow
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Bremner's Reels, 1759, p. 53.
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BrytHE hae I been on yon hill
As the lambs before me,
Careless ilka thought, and free
As the breeze flew o'er me; *
Now nae langer sport and play,
Mirth or sang can please me;
Lesley is sae fair and coy,
Care and anguish seize me.

- o
Care and an - guish seize  1me.

Heavy, heavy is the task,
Hopeless love declaring;
Trembling, I dow nocht but glow'r,
Sighing, dumb despairing !
If she winna ease the thraws
In my bosom swelling,
Underneath the grass-green sod
Soon maun be my dwelling.
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No. 41.

Tune: Banks of Banna.

Merrily

Yestreen I had a pint 0 wine.
Perth Musical Miscellany, 1786, p. 75.
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YesTREEN I had a pint o’ wine,
A place where body saw na;
Yestreen lay on this breast o’

mine
The gowden locks of Anna.
The hungry Jew in wilderness
Rejoicing o’er his manna
‘Was naething to my hiney bliss
Upon the lips of Anna.

Ye monarchs take the east and
west

Frae Indus to Savannah;

Gie me within my straining grasp
The melting form of Anna:

There I'll despise imperial charms,
An Empress or Sultana,

While dying raptures in her arms
I give and take wi’ Anna!

Awa, thou flaunting god of day!
Awa, thou pale Diana!

Ilk star, gae hide thy twinkling ray,
When I'm to meet my Anna!
Come, in thy raven plumage, Night !

(Sun, moon, and stars, withdrawn
a"),
And bring an angel-pen to write
My transports with my Anna!

POSTSCRIPT,

The kirk an’ state may join, an’ tell
To do sic things-I maunna:

The kirk an’ state may gae to hell,
And I'll gae to my Anna.

She is the sunshine o’ my e'e
To live but her I canna:

Had I on earth but wishes three,
The first should be my Anna.
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No. 42. Wishfully I look and languish.

Tune : Bonie wee thing. Scots Musical Museumt, 1792, No. 341.

Slowly
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CHoRruUs. Bonie wee thing, canwnie wee thing,
Lovely wee thing, wert thou mine,
I wad wear thee in my bosom
Lest my jewel it should tine.

Wisurvurry I look and languish
In that bonie face o’ thine,

And my heart it stounds wi’ anguish,
Lest my wee thing be na mine,

Wit and Grace and Love and Beauty
In ae constellation shine;

To adore thee is my duty,
Goddess o’ this soul o’ mine!
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No. 43. O, how shall I, unskilfi’, try.

Tune: Miss Muir. Scots Musical Museum, 1792, No. 349.
Cheerfully
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O, now shall I, unskilfu’ try
The poet’s occupation ?

The tunefu’ powers, in happy hours
That whisper inspiration ;

Even they maun dare an effort mair
Than aught they ever gave us,

Ere they rehearse in equal verse
The charms o’ lovely Davies.

Each eye, it cheers, when she appears,
Like Pheebus in the morning,

‘When past the shower, and every flower
The garden is adorning!

As the wretch looks o’er Siberia’s shore,
‘When winter-bound the wave is,

Sae droops our heart when we maun part
Frae charming, lovely Davies,

Her smile’s a gift frac *boon the lift,
That maks us wmair than princes;

A sceptred hand, a king’s command,
Is in her darting glances:

The man in arms ’gainst female charms,
Even he her willing slave is:

He hugs his chain, and owns the reign
Of conquering lovely Davies.

My Muse to dream of such a theme
Her feeble powers surrenders;

The eagle’s gaze alone surveys
The sun’s meridian splendours:

I wad in vain essay the strain:
The deed too daring brave is!

T'll drap the lyre, and, mute, admire
The charms o’ lovely Davies.
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No. 44. O, saw ye bonie Lesley ?

Tune! The Collier's bonie lasste. Thomson’s Scotish Airs, 1798, No. 33.

Merrily .
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O, saw ye bonie Lesley,
As she gaed o’er the Border?
She’s gane, like Alexander,
To spread her conquests farther!
To see her is to love her,
And love but her for ever;
For Nature made her what she is,
And never made anither!

That art a queen, fair Lesley—

Thy subjects, we before thee:
Thou art divine, fair Lesley—

The hearts o’ men adore thee.
The deil he couldna skaith thee,

Or aught that wad belang thee;
He'd look into thy bonie face,

And say:—*I canna wrang thee!’
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The Powers aboon will tent thee,
Misfortune sha’ na steer thee:
Thou'rt like themsel’, sae lovely,
That ill they’ll ne’er let near thee.
Return again, fair Lesley,
Return to Caledonie!
That we may brag we hae a lass
There’s nane again sae bonie.

No. 45. While larks with lLittle wing.

Tune : Atleen a roon. Cal. Pocket Companion, 1753, v. p. 21.
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Witk larks with little wing
Fann’d the pure air,

Viewing the breathing spring,
Forth I did fare:

Gay, the sun’s golden eye

Peep’d o’er the mountains high ;

¢Such thy bloom,” did I cry—
¢Phillis the fair.’

In each bird’s careless song,
Glad, I did share;

‘While yon wild-flowers among,
Chance led me there:

¢

thy bloom® did I cry —

‘Phil - lis  the fair.’

Sweet to the op’ning day,

Rosebuds bent the dewy spray;

¢Such thy bloom,” did I say—
¢ Phillis the fair)’

Down in a shady walk
Doves cooing were ;

I mark’d the cruel hawk
Caught in a snare:

So kind may Fortune be,

Such make his destiny,

He who would injure thee,
Phillis the fair.
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No. 46. Farewell, thow stream that winding flows.

Tune: Alace yat I came owr the moor. Skene MS., c. 1630.
Slow
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FarewEeLL, thou stream that winding flows
Around Eliza’s dwelling !
O mem'ry, spare the cruel throes
Within my bosom swelling:
Condemn'd to drag a hopeless chain
And yet in secret languish,
To feel a fire in every vein,
Nor dare disclose my anguish!

Love's veriest wretch, unseen, unknown,
I fain my griefs would cover:

The bursting sigh, th’ unweeting groan
Betray the hapless lover.

I know thou doom’st me to despair,
Nor wilt, nor canst relieve me

But, O Eliza, hear one prayer—
For pity’s sake forgive me!
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The music of thy voice I heard,
Nor wist while it enslav’d me ;
I saw thine eyes, yet nothing fear’d,
Till fears no more had saved me:
The unwary sailor thus, aghast,
The wheeling torrent viewing,
’Mid circling horrors sinks at last
In overwhelming ruin.

No. 47. A slave to loves unbounded sway.

Tune : The Cordwainer's march. Scots Musical Museum, 1803, No. 574.
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Cuorus. O, lay thy loof in wmine, lass,
In wiine, lass, tn wmine, lass,

And swear on thy white hand, less,
That thou wilt be my ain.

A sLAVE to love's unbounded sway,

He aft has wrought me mecikle wae;

But now he is my deadly fae,
Unless thou be my ain.

There’s monie a lass has broke my rest,

That for a blink I hae lo’ed best;

But thou art queen within my breast,
For ever to remain,
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No. 48. 7wrn again, thouw fair Eliza!

Tune: A4 Gaelic aiv, Scots Musical Museum, 1792, No. 368,
S/ﬂ‘ZU

— g_‘:"___,,,,.h
s E s rpe e

Turn a - gain, thou fair E - L - za! Ae kind

i — .
% — MA,’*‘\ e — s e e e 3

0 - — = S~ —
& -
Dblink be - fore we part; Rue on thy des - pair - ing
Y B S VI S Y-
ﬁ_ —# F | 7 P i,,,__?_‘—* —— ﬂ
4 B B ]
lov. - er— Canst thou break his faith - fu’  heart?
7 & ———r r‘—H—j“ ——
e e
P A—— - n o9 |
) 4
Turn a - gain, thon fair E - 1i - za! If to
sex
'._.g‘,_-_“ I
love thy  heart de - nies For pi - ty  hide the
PN o — A
Ao Jom— — N — - :E7 v
iﬁi ;_”4%1_ - j} e — 2 Lj*i.,_ N o iH
i - ® — —
cru - el sen - tence Un - der friend - ship’s kind dis - guise.

TurN again, thou fair Eliza!
Ae kind blink before we part;
Rue on thy despairing lover—
Canst thou break his faithfu’ heart?
Turn again, thou fair Eliza!
If to love thy heart denies,
For pity hide the cruel sentence
Under friendship’s kind disguise !

Thee, dear maid, hae I offended ?
The offence is loving thee:

Canst thou wreck his peace for ever,
Wha for thine wad gladly die?
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No. 49.

While the life beats in my bosom,
Thou shalt mix in ilka throe:

Turn again, thou lovely maiden,
Ae sweet smile on me bestow !

Not the bee upon the blossom,
In the pride o’ sinny noon;
Not the little sporting fairy
All beneath the simmer moon,
Not the poet, in the moment
Fancy lightens in his €’e,
Kens the pleasure, feels the rapture,
That thy presence gies to me.

There was a lass, and she was fair.

To its ain tune. (Unknown.)

THERE was a lass, and she was fair,
At kirk and market to be seen

When a’ our fairest maids were met,
The fairest maid was bonie Jean,

And ay she wrought her country wark,
And ay she sang sae merrilie ;

The blythest bird upon the bush
Had ne’er a lighter heart than she!

But hawks will rob the tender joys,
That bless the little lintwhite’s nest,
And frost will blight the fairest flowers,

And love will break the soundest rest.

Young Robie was the brawest lad,
The flower and pride of a’ the glen,

And he had owsen, sheep, and kye,
And wanton naigies nine or ten.

He gaed wi' Jeanie to the tryste,
He danced wi’ Jeanie on the down,
And, lang ere witless Jeanie wist,
Her heart was tint, her peace was stown!

As in the bosom of the stream
The moonbeam dwells at dewy €’en,
So, trembling pure, was tender love
Within the breast of bonie Jean.
E
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And now she works her country's wark,
And ay she sighs wi’ care and pain,
Yet wist na what her ail might be,
Or what wad make her weel again.

But did na Jeanie's heart loup light,
And did na joy blink in her e'e,
As Robie tauld a tale o’ love
Ae €’enin on the lily lea?

The sun was sinking in the west,

The birds sang sweet in ilka grove;
His cheek to hers he fondly laid,

And whisper’d thus his tale o’ love :—

‘O Jeanie fair, I lo'e thee dear—
O, canst thou think to fancy me?
Or wilt thou leave thy mammie’s cot,
And learn to tent the farms wi’ me?

¢At barn or byre thou shalt na drudge,
Or naething else to trouble thee,

But stray amang the heather-bells,
And tent the waving corn wi’ me.’

Now what could artless Jeanie do?
She had nae will to say him na:
At length she blush’d a sweet consent,

And love was ay between them twa.

No. s0. O Plhilly, happy be that day.

Tune : The Sow's tail to Geordie. McGlashan’s Scofs Measures, 1781, p. 30.
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O  Phil-ly, hap-py bethatday When, rov-ing thro’ the gath-er'd hay, My

youth - fu’ heart was stown a way, And by  thycharms, my Phil-ly.
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Cuorus, For a’ the joys that gowd can gie,

Both.

He.

She.

He.

She.

He.

She.

She.

" He.

She.

I dinva cave a single flie!

lad - lad
The 3/“58 I love’s the % lass} Jor wme,
, . Willy.
And that’s my ain dear %Phil{y.

O PuiLLy, happy be that day

‘When, roving thro’ the gather’d hay,

My youthfu’ heart was stown away,
And by thy charms, my Philly.

O, Willy, ay I bless the grove

‘Where first I own’d my maiden love,

‘Whilst thou did pledge the Powers above
To be my ain dear Willy.

As songsters of the early year
Are ilka day mair sweet to hear,
So ilka day to me mair dear

And charming is my Philly.
As on the brier the budding rose
Still richer breathes, and fairer blows,
So in my tender bosom grows

The love 1 bear my Willy.

The milder sun and bluer sky,
That crown my harvest cares wi' joy,
Were ne’er sae welcome to my eye
As is a sight o’ Philly.
The little swallow’s wanton wing,
Tho’ wafting o’er the flowery spring,
Did ne’er to me sic tidings bring,
As meeting o' my Willy.

The bee, that thro’ the sunny hour
Sips nectar in the op’ning flower,
Compar’d wi’ my delight is poor

Upon the lips o’ Philly.
The woodbine in the dewy weet,
‘When ev'ning shades in silence meet,
Is nocht sae fragrant or sae sweet

As is a kiss o’ Willy.
Let Fortune’s wheel at random rin,
And fools may tyne, and knaves may win;
My thoughts are a’ bound up in ane,

And that’s my ain dear Philly.
What'’s a’ the joys that gowd can gie?
1 dinna care a single flie!
The lad I love’s the lad for me,

And that’s my ain dear Willy,
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No. 51. Adown winding Nith I did wander.

Tune : The muckin o’ Geordy's byre. Orpheus Caledonius, 1725, No. 33.
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Phil - lis, Has omet wi® the queen o0 the Fair.

ApownN winding Nith I did wander

To mark the sweet flowers as they spring;
Adown winding Nith I did wander

Of Phillis to muse and to sing.

CHorus. Awa wi’ your belles and your beauties—
They never wi' her can compare!
Whaever hae met wi’ my Phillis,
Has wmet wi’ the queen o' the Fair.

The daisy amus’d my fond fancy,
So artless, so simple, so wild;

¢Thou emblem,’ said I, ‘0o’ my Phillis’—
For she is Simplicity’s child,
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The rosebud’s the blush o’ my charmer,
Her sweet balmy lip when ’tis prest:

How fair and how pure is the lily!
But fairer and purer her breast.

Yon knot of gay flowers in the arbour,
They ne’er wi’ my Phillis can vie:

Her breath is the breath of the woodbine,
Its dew-drop o’ diamond her eye.

Her voice is the song o’ the morning,

That wakes thro’ the green-spreading grove,
When Phebus peeps over the mountains

On music, and pleasure, and love,

But beauty, how frail and how fleeting !
The bloom of a fine summer’s day!
‘While worth in the mind o’ my Phillis,

Will flourish without a decay,

No. 52. Here is the glen, and here the bower.
Tune : Banks of Cree. (Unknown.)

Here is the glen, and here the bower
All underneath the birchen shade,
The village bell has told the hour—
O, what can stay my lovely maid ?
*Tis not Maria’s whispering call—
"Tis but the balmy-breathing gale,
Mixt with some warbler’s dying fall
The dewy star of eve to hail.

It is Maria's voice I hear;—
So calls the woodlark in the grove
His little faithful mate to cheer:
At once ’tis music and ’tis love!
And art thou come? and art thou true?
O, welcome, dear, to love and me,
And let us all our vows renew
Along the flowery banks of Cree.

~
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No. 53. O, wert thou in the cauld blast.

Tune: Lenox love to Blantyre. Scots Musical Museum, 1796, No. 483.
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bield should be my bo .som, To share it a’, to share it a’.

O, werT thou in the cauld blast
On yonder lea, on yonder lea,
My plaidie to the angry airt,
I’d shelter thee, I’d shelter thee;
Or did Misfortune’s bitter storms
Around thee blaw, around thee blaw,
Thy bield should be my bosom,
To share it a'; to share it a’.

Or were I in the wildest waste,

Sae black and bare, sae black and bare,
The desert were a paradise,

If thou wert there, if thou wert there;
Or were I monarch of the globe,

Wi’ thee to reign, wi' thee to reign,
The brightest jewel in my crown

Wad be my queen, wad be my queen.
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No. 54. 1l care and fear, when thou art near.

Tune: Braes o’ Balguhidder.  Scots Musical Museum, 1788, No. 193.
Slow
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Young kings upon their hansel throne Are no sae blest as I am, O!

Cuorvus. And I’ll kiss thee yet, yet,
And I'll kiss thee o'er again ;

And I'll kiss thee yet, yet,

My bonie Peggy Alison.

ILk care and fear, when thou art near,
I ever mair defy them, O;

Young kings upon their hansel throne
Are no sae blest as I am, O!

When in my arms, wi’ a’ thy charms,
I clasp my countless treasure, O;

1 seek nae mair o’ Heav'n to share
Than sic a moment’s pleasure, O!

And by thy een, sae bonie blue,
I swear I'm thine for ever, O!
And on thy lips I seal my vow,
And break it shall I never, O!
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No. 55 On Cessnock banks a lassie dwells.

Tune: The butcher boy. Scots Musical Museum, 1792, No. 304.
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o’er the lawn; An’ she has twa sparkling rogue - ish een.

On Cessnock banks a lassie dwells ;

Could I describe her shape and mien;
Our lasses a’ she far excels;

An’ she has twa sparkling, rogueish een.

She’s sweeter than the morning dawn,
When rising Pheebus first is seen;

When dew-drops twinkle o’er the lawn;
An’ she has twa sparkling, rogueish een.

She’s stately like yon youthful ash,
That grows the cowslip braes between,
And drinks the stream with vigour fresh ;
An’ she has twa sparkling, rogueish een.

She’s spotless like the flow'ring thorn,

With flow'rs so white and leaves so green,
When purest in the dewy morn;

An’ she has twa sparkling, rogueish een.
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Her looks are like the vernal May,

‘When ev'ning Pheebus shines serene;
‘While birds rejoice on every spray;

An’ she has twa sparkling, rogueish een.

Her hair is like the curling mist,

That climbs the mountain-sides at €’en,
When flow’r-reviving rains are past;

An’ she has twa sparkling, rogueish een.

Her forehead’s like the show'’ry bow,
When gleaming sunbeams intervene,

And gild the distant mountain’s brow;
An’ she has twa sparkling, rogueish een,

Her cheeks are like yon crimson gem,
The pride of all the flowery scene,

Just opening on its thorny stem;
An’ she has twa sparkling, rogueish een.

Her bosom’s like the nightly snow,
When pale the morning rises keen;
‘While hid the murmuring streamlets flow ;
An’ she has twa sparkling, rogueish een.

Her voice is like the ev’ning thrush,
That sings on Cessnock banks unseen ;
‘While his mate sits nestling in the bush;
An’ she has twa sparkling, rogueish een.

Her lips are like yon cherries ripe,
That sunny walls from Boreas screen ;
They tempt the taste and charm the sight;
An’ she has twa sparkling, rogueish een.

Her teeth are like a flock of sheep,
With fleeces newly washen clean:
That slowly mount the rising steep,
An’ she has twa sparkling, rogueish een.

Her breath is like the fragrant breeze
That gently stirs the blossom’d bean ;
When Phcebus sinks behind the seas;
An’ she has twa sparkling, rogueish een.

But it’s not her air, her form, her face,
Tho’ matching beauty’s fabled queen ;
'Tis the mind that shines in every grace,

An’ chiefly in her rogueish een,
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No. 56. O Mary, at thy window be.

Tune : Duncan Davison. Scots Musical Muscum, 1788, No. 149.
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O, Ma-ry at thy window be, It is the wish'd, the trysted hour!
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Those smiles and glances let me see, That make the miser's treasure poor.
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How blithely wad I  bide the stoure, A weary slave frae sun to sun,

Sty

Could I the rich re - ward secure—Thelove-ly Ma-ry Mor-i - son.

O Mary, at thy window be,
It is the wish’d, the trysted hour!
Those smiles and glances let me see,
That make the miser’s treasure poor.
How blithely wad I bide the stoure,
A weary slave frae sun to sun,
Could I the rich reward secure—
The lovely Mary Morison.

Yestreen, when to the trembling string
The dance gaed thro’ the lighted ha’,
To thee my fancy took its wing,
I sat, but neither heard nor saw :
Tho’ this was fair, and that was braw,
And yon the toast of a’ the town,
I sigh'd and said amang them a’;—
‘Ye are na Mary Morison!’

O Mary, canst thou wreck his peace
Wha for thy sake wad gladly die?
Or canst thou break that heart of his
‘Whase only faut is loving thee?
If love for love thou wilt na gie,
At least be pity to me shown;

A thought ungentle canna be
The thought o’ Mary Morison,
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No. 57. Wil ye go io the Indies, my Mary?

Tune : Fwe-bughts Marion. Orphens Caledonius, 1733, No. 15.

Very slow
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WiLe ye go to the Indies, my Mary,
And leave auld Scotia's shore?
“Will ye go to the Indies, my Mary,

Across th' Atlantic roar ?

O, sweet grows the lime and the orange,
And the apple on the pine;

But a' the charms o’ the Indies
Can never equal thine.

I hae sworn by the Heavens to my Mary,
I hae sworn by the Heavens to be true,

And sae may the Heavens forget me,
When 1 forget my vow!

O, plight me your faith, my Mary,
And plight me your lily-white hand;

O, plight me your faith, my Mary,
Before I leave Scotia's strand!

We hae plighted our troth, my Mary,
In mutual affection to join;

And curst be the cause that shall part us!
The hour and the moment o' time!
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No. 58. Flow gently, sweet Afton.

Tune : Afton Water. Scots Musical Musewm, 1792, No. 386.
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sing thee a song in thy praise; My Ma-ry's a - sleep by thy mur-
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mur - ing stream, Flow gently, sweet ~ Af-ton, dis - turb not  her dream!

Frow gently, sweet Afton, among thy green braes,
Flow gently, I'll sing thee a song in thy praise;
My Mary’s asleep by thy murmuring stream,

Flow gently, sweet Afton, disturb not her dream!

Thou stock-dove whose echo resounds thro’ the glen,
Ye wild whistling blackbirds in yon thorny den,
Thou green-crested lapwing, thy screaming forbear,

I charge you, disturb not my slumbering fair.

How lofiy, sweet Afton, thy neighbouring hills,
Far mark’d with the courses of clear, winding rills;
There daily I wander, as noon rises high,

My flocks and my Mary’s sweet cot in my eye.

How pleasant thy banks and green vallies below,
Where wild in the woodlands the primroses blow
There oft, as mild ev'ning weeps over the lea,
The sweet-scented birk shades my Mary and me.

The crystal stream, Afton, how lovely it glides,
And winds by the cot where my Mary resides;
- How wanton thy waters her snowy feet lave,
As, gathering sweet flow'rets, she stems thy clear wave,

Flow gently, sweet Afton, among thy green braes,
Flow gently, sweet river, the theme of my lays;
My Mary’s asleep by thy murmuring stream,
Flow gently, sweet Afton, disturb not her dream !
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No. 59. Nae gentle dames, tho néer sac fair.

Tune ¢+ M¢Lauchlin’s Scofs-measure.
Slowly

Scots Musical Museum, 1788, No. 117.
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NaE gentle dames, tho’ ne’er sae
fair,

Shall ever be my Muse’s care :

Their titles a’ are empty show —

Gie me my Highland lassie, O.

CHoRus.
Within the glen sae bushy, O!
Aboon the plain sae rashy, O!
1 set me down wi’ vight gude will
To sing my Highland lassie, O'!

O, were yon hills and vallies mine,

Yon palace and yon gardens fine,

The world then the love should
know

1 bear my Highland lassie, O.

But fickle Fortune frowns on me,
And I maun cross the raging sea;
But while my crimson currents flow
I'll love my Highland lassie, O.

my  High - land las = EZ o/

Altho’ thro’ foreign climes I range,

I know her heart will never change ;

For her bosom burns with honour’s
glow,

My faithful Highland lassie, O.

For her I'll dare the billows’ roar,
For her I'll trace a distant shore,
That Indian wealth may lustre throw
Around my Highland lassie, O.

She has my heart, she has my hand,

By secret troth and honor’s band !

"Till the mortal stroke shall lay me
low,

I'm thine, my Highland lassie, O.

CHoRus.
Fareweel the glen sae bushy, O!
Fareweel the plain sae rashy, O!
To other lands I now must go
To sing my Highland lassie, O'!
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No. 60. Zhow ling’ring stav with lessming ray.

Tune : Captain Cook's death. Scots Musical Museum, 1790, No. 279.
Slow
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laid? Hear'st thou the groans that rend his breast?

Trou ling’ring star with less’ning ray,
That lov'st to greet the early morn,
Again thou usher'st in the day
My Mary from my soul was torn.
O Mary, dear departed shade!
‘Where is thy place of blissful rest?
See’st thou thy lover lowly laid ?
Hear'st thou the groans that rend his breast?

That sacred hour can I forget,

Can I forget the hallow’d grove,
‘Where, by the winding Ayr, we met

To live one day of parting love?
Eternity can not efface

Those records dear of transports past,
Thy image at our last embrace:

Ah'! little thought we ’twas our last !
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Ayr, gurgling, kiss’d his pebbled shore,
O’erhung with wild woods thickening green;
The fragrant birch and hawthorn hoar
Twin’d amorous round the raptur'd scene;
The flowers sprang wanton to be prest,
The birds sang love on every spray;
Till too, too soon, the glowing west
Proclaim’d the speed of winged day.

Still o’er these scenes my mem’ry wakes,
And fondly broods with miser care.
Time but th’ impression stronger makes,
As streams their channels deeper wear.
O Mary, dear departed shade!
Where is thy place of blissful rest?
See’st thou thy lover lowly laid ?
Hear’st thou the groans that rend his breast ?

No. 61. Ye banks and braes and streams around.

Tune: Lady Catherine Ogle. Apollo’s Banquet, 1686,
Slow
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YE banks and braes and streams around
The castle o’ Montgomery,
Green be your woods, and fair your flowers,
Your waters never drumlie :
There Simmer first unfald her robes,
And there the langest tarry;
For there I took the last fareweel
O’ my sweet Highland Mary.
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How sweetly bloom'd the gay, green birk,
How rich the hawthorn’s blossom,
As underneath their fragrant shade,
I clasp’d her to my bosom !
The golden hours on angel wings
Flew o'er me and my dearie;
For dear to me as light and life
‘Was my sweet Highland Mary.

Wi’ monie a vow and lock'd embrace
Our parting was fu’ tender;
And, pledging aft to meet again,
‘We tore oursels asunder.
But O, fell Death’s untimely frost,
That nipt my flower sae early!
Now green’s the sod, and cauld’s the clay,
That wraps my Highland Mary !

O, pale, pale now, those rosy lips
I aft hae kiss’d sae fondly;

And clos’d for ay the sparkling glance
That dwalt on me sae kindly;

And mouldering now in silent dust
That heart that lo'ed me dearly!

But still within my bosom’s core
Shall live my Highland Mary.

No. 62. 7%o cruel fate should bid us part.

Tune: She rose and lfi me in. Orpheus Caledonius, 1733, No. 14.
N Slowly
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Tro’ cruel fate should bid us part
Far as the pole and line,
Her dear idea round my heart
Should tenderly entwine.
Tho' mountains rise, and deserts howl,
And oceans roar between ;
Yet dearer than my deathless soul
I still would love my Jean.

No. 63. Althd my back be al the wa'.

Tune : The job of journey work. From Burns’s MS. (Key G).
Brtsk
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my back be at thewa’, Yet here’slishealthin wa-ter! O, wae gae
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by his wan-ton sides, Sae braw-lie’'s he could ﬂat-ter; Till for
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his sake I'm  slighted sair, And dree the kin - tra clat - ter! But,

tho’ my back be at the wa’, Yet here’s his healthin wa - ter!

AvrtHO’ my back be at the wa’,
And tho’ he be the fautor,

Altho’ my back be at the wa’,
Yet here’s his health in water!

O, wae gae by his wanton sides,
Sae brawlie’s he could flatter;

Till for Lis sake I’'m slighted sair
And dree the kintra clatter!

But, tho’ my back be at the wa’,
Yet here’s his health in water!

F
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No. 64. When first I came lo Stewart Kyle.

Tune: I had a horse, and I had nae mair. Scots Mus. Museum, 1788, No. 185.
Moderate time
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Wuen first I came {o Stewart Kyle
My mind it was na steady;

Where'er 1 gaed, where’er I rade,
A mistress still I had ay;

But when I came roun’ by Mauchline toun,
Not dreadin any body,

My heart was caught, before I thought,
And by a Mauchline lady.

No. 65. In Mauchline there dwells six proper
young belles.
Tune : Bonte Dundee.

IN Mauchline there dwells six proper young belles,
The pride of the place and its neighbourhood 2’,
Their carriage and dress, a stranger would guess,
In Lon’on or Paris they'd gotten it a’,
Miss Miller is fine, Miss Markland’s divine,
Miss Smith she has wit, and Miss Betty is braw;
There’s beauty and fortune to get wi’ Miss Morton,
But Armour’s the jewel for me o’ them a’,
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No. 66. O thou pale Orb that silent shines.

Tune : Scots Queen, Scots Musical Museum, 1788, No. 190.
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O thou pale Orb that si - lent shines While care - un - trou - bled
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gils keep Be - neath thy wan, un - warm - ingbeam; And mourn, in

la - men - ta - tion deep, How life ;d love are all a dream!
O THOU pale Orb that silent shines
‘While care-untroubled mortals sleep !
Thou seest a wretch who inly pines,
And wanders here to wail and weep !
‘With woe I nightly vigils keep,
Beneath thy wan, unwarming beam ;
And mourn, in lamentation deep,
How life and love are all a dream!
O, thou bright Queen, who o’er th’expanse
Now highest reign’st with boundless sway !
Oft has thy silent-marking glance
Observ’d us, fondly-wan’dring, stray!
The time, unheeded, sped away,
While Love’s luxurious pulse beat high,
Beneath thy silver-gleaming ray,
To mark the mutual-kindling eye.
O scenes in strong remembrance set !
Scenes, never, never to return !
Scenes if in stupor I forget,
Again I feel, again I burn!
From ev'ry joy and pleasure torn,
Life’s weary vale I'll. wander thro’,
And hopeless, comfortless, I'll mourn
A faithless woman’s broken vow,
F2
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No. 67. Again reoicing Nature sees.

Tune : Jockey's gray brecks. Cal. Pocket Companion, c. 1745, ii. p. 32.
Brisk
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bear the scorn that's in her ee? For if’s jet,  jel black, and
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like a hawk, And it 'wzn -na let bo - dy bc?

AcGaIN rejoicing Nature sees
Her robe assume its vernal hues;
Her leafy locks wave in the breeze,
All freshly steep’d in morning dews.

CHorus. And maun I still on Menie doa?,
And bear the scorn that’s in her ¢'e?
For it’s jet, jet-black, and it’s like a lawk,
And 1t winna let a body be!

In vain to me the cowslips blaw,
In vain to me the vi'lets spring;

In vain to me in glen or shaw,
The mavis and the lintwhite sing.

The merry ploughboy cheers his team,
Wi’ joy the tentie seedsman stalks,
But life to me’s a weary dream,
A dream of ane that never wauks.

The wanton coot the water skims,
Amang the reeds the ducklings cry,

And stately swan majestic swims,
And ev'rything is blest but I.
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The sheep-herd steeks his faulding slap,
And o’er the moorlands whistles shill,
W1’ wild, unequal, wand'ring step,
I meet him on the dewy hill,

And when the lark, 'tween light and dark,
Blythe waukens by the daisy’s side,

And mounts and sings on flittering wings,
A woe-worn ghaist I hameward glide.

Come Winter, with thine angry how],
And raging, bend the naked tree;

Thy gloom will soothe my cheerless soul,
When Nature all is sad like me !

No. 68. 740" womerd's minds like winter winds.
Tune : For o’ that.

Tuo’ women’s minds like winter winds
May shift, and turn, an’ a’ that,

The noblest breast adores them maist—
A consequence, I draw that,

Cuorus, [or a' that, an’ @' that,
And twice as mickle’s a* that,
The bonie lass that I loe best,
She'll be my ain for @ that!

Great love I bear to a’ the fair,
Their humble slave, an’ a’ that;
But lordly will, I hold it still
A mortal sin to thraw that.

But there is ane aboon the lave
Has wit, and sense, an’ a’ that;
A bonie lass, I like her best,
And wha a crime dare ca' that?

In rapture sweet this hour we meet,
Wi’ mutual love an’ a’ that,

But for how lang the flie may stang,
Let inclination law that,

Their tricks an’ craft hae put me daft,
They’ve taen me in an’ a’ that,

But clear your decks, and here’s—‘The sex ™!
I like the jads for a’ that!
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No. 69. Of a the airts the wind can blaw.
Tune: MzssAdm{ml Gordon's Strathspey.  Scots Mus. Museum, 1790, No. 233.
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There's not a bon-ie bird that sings, But mindsme o' my Jean.

Or a’ the airts the wind can blaw
I dearly like the west,
For there the bonie lassie lives,
The lassie 1 lo’e best.
There’s wild-woods grow, and rivers rosw,
And mony a hill between,
But day and night my fancy's flight
Is ever wi’ my Jean.
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I see her in the dewy flowers,
I see her sweet and fair:
I hear her in the tunefu’ birds,
I hear her charm the air:
There's not a bonie flower that springs
By fountain, shaw, or green,
There’s not a bonie bird that sings,
But minds me o’ my Jean,

No. 70. O, how can I be blythe and glad ?

Tune : The bonse lad that’s far awa.  Scots Musical Museum, 1792, No. 317.
Stow
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O. how can I beblythe and glad Or howcan I  gang brisk and braw,
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bo - mnie lad that I lo’e best Is o'er the hillsand far a - wa!

O, mow can I be blythe and glad,
Or how can I gang brisk and braw,
When the bonie lad that I lo’e best 2 bs
Is o'er the hills and far awa.
It’s no the frosty winter wind,
It’s no the driving drift and snaw ;
But ay the tear comes in my e'e % is
To think on him that’s far awa.
My father pat me frae his door,
My friends they hae disown’d me a’;
But I hae ane will tak my part—) , .
The bonie lad that’s far awa.
A pair o’ glooves he bought to me,
And silken snoods he gae me twa,
And I will wear them for his sake, % bis
The bonie lad that’s far awa.
O, weary winter soon will pass,
And spring will cleed the birken-shaw,
And my sweet baby will be born, % bis
And he’ll be hame that’s far awa.
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No. 71. 7 hae a wife 0 my an.

Tune : I hae a wife o’ my an. Scots Musical Museum, 1792, No. 352.
Quick
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I hae a wife o’ my ain, Ill partake wi’ nae-bo-dy; I'll tak cuckold

frae nane, I'll gie cuckold to nae-bo-dy. I hae a pen-ny tospend,There—
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thanks to nae-bo-dy! I hae me hmg tu lend I Il bor-row frae nae-ho-dy.

1 HAE a wife o’ my ain, I am naebody’s lord,
I'll partake wi’ naebody ; I'll be slave to naebody:
I'll tak cuckold frae nane, I hae a gude braid-sword,
I'll gie cuckold to naebody. I'll tak dunts frae naebody.
I hae a penny to spend, I'll be merry and free,
There—thanks to naebody ! I'll be sad for naebody,
I hae naething to lend, Naebody cares for me,
I'll borrow frae naebody. I care for naebody.
—_—

No. 72. [t is na, Fean, thy bonie face.

Tune : The maid’s complaint. Scots Musical Museum, 1792, No. 333.
Slow
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It is na, Jean, thy bonie face
Nor shape that I admire,

Altho’ thy beauty and thy grace
Might weel awauk desire.

Something in ilka part o’ thee
To praise, to love, I find;

But, dear as is thy form to me,
Still dearer is thy mind,

Nae mair ungen'rous wish I hae,
Nor stronger in my breast,
Than, if I canna mak thee sae,
At least to see thee blest.
Content am I, if Heaven shall give
But happiness to thee,
And, as wi’ thee I'd wish to live,
For thee I'd bear to die.

+ o

No. 73. Louzs, what reck I by thee?

Tune : Louds, what reck. Scots Musical Museum, 1796, No. 414.

b Boldly
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Dy - vor beg-gar loons to me! I reignin Jea-nie's bo-som.

Louis, what reck I by thee,
Or Geordie on his ocean?
Dyvor beggar loons to me!
I reign in Jeanie’s bosom.

Let her crown my love her law,
And in her breast enthrone me:

Kings and nations—swith awa!
Reif randies, I disown ye!
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No. 74. O, were I on Parnassus’ hill.

Tune : My love is lost to me. Caledonian Pocket Companion, 1753, V. p. 25.
Mod. .7uz£k
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O, were I on Parnassus’ hill,
Or had o’ Helicon my fill,
That I might catch poetic skill

To sing how dear I love thee!
But Nith maun be my Muse's well,
My Muse maun be thy bonie sel’,
On Corsincon I'll glow'r and spell,

And write how dear I love thee.
Then come, sweet Muse, inspire my lay!
For a’ the lee-lang simmer’s day
I couldna sing, I couldna say

How much, how dear I love thee.

I see thee dancing o'er the green,
Thy waist sae jimp, thy limbs sae clean,
Thy tempting lips, thy rogueish een—

By heaven and earth I love thee!
By night, by day, a-field, at hame,

The thoughts o’ thee my breast inflame,
And ay I muse and sing thy name—

I only live to love thee.

Tho' I were doom’d to wander on,
Beyond the sea, beyond the sun,
Till my last weary sand was run;

Till then—and then—TI'd love thee!
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No. 75. OQut over the Forth, I look to the north.

Tune: Charles Grahaw's welcome hame.  Scots Mus. Muscunt, 1796, No. 421.

Slow
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Out o-ver the Forth; I  look to the north—But what is the north and
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its High-lands to me? The south nor the east gie ease to my breast, The
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far foreign land, or the wide roll-ing sea! But I look to the west, When 1

gae  to rest, That hap-py mydreams and my slumbers may be For far in
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the west lives he Ilo’ebest, The man that is dear to my ba-bie and me,
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Our over the Forth, I look to the north—

But what is the north, and its Highlands to me?
The south nor the east gie ease to my breast,

The far foreign land or the wide rolling sea!

But I look to the west, when I gae to rest,

That happy my dreams and my slambers may be;
For far in the west lives he I lo’e best,

That man that is dear to my babie and me,

No. 76. For thee is laughing Nature gay.
Tune: Scots Queen (see No. 66).

Far thee is laughing Nature gay,
For thee she pours the vernal day:
For me in vain is Nature drest,
While Joy's a stranger to my breast.
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No. 77. Your friecndship much can make me blest.
Tune: Banks of Spey. Scots Musical Museum, 1788 No. 186.

Very slow tr
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from my bo - som tear The ve - ry friend 1 sought.
Your friendship much can make me blest—
O, why that bliss destroy ?
Why urge the only, one request
You know I will deny?
Your thought, if Love must harbour there,
Conceal it in that thought,
Nor cause me from my bosom tear
The very friend I sought.
No. 78. Zhine am I, my faithful fair.
Tune : The Quaker's Wife (see No. 40).

THINE am I, my faithful fair, Take away those rosy lips
Thine my lovely Nancy! Rich with balmy treasure!
Every pulse along my veins, Turn away thine eyes of love,
Ev’ry roving fancy! Lest 1 die with pleasure !

To thy bosom lay my heart What is life when wanting love ?
There to throb and languish : Night without a morning:

Tho’ despair had wrung its core, Love’s the cloudless summer sun,
That would heal its anguish, Nature gay adorning.
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No. 79. Behold the hour, the boat arvive!

Tune : Oran gaoil. Scots Musical Museum, 1790, No. 273.
Slow
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surg-ing swell, Yon dis-tant isle will oft - en hall :—'E’en here I
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took the last fare - well; There, la-test mark’d her van - ish'd sail!’

Beuorp the hour, the boat arrive !

Thou goest, the darling of my heart!
Sever’d from thee, can I survive?

But Fate has will'd and we must part.
I'll ‘often greet the surging swell,

Yon distant isle will often hail :—
¢E’en here I took the last farewell ;

There, latest mark’d her vanish’d sail!’

Along the solitary shore,
‘While flitting sea-fowl round me cry,
Across the rolling, dashing roar,
I'll westward turn my wistful eye :—
¢Happy, thou Indian grove,’ I'll say,
¢Where now my Nancy's path may be!
‘While thro’ thy sweets she loves to stray,
O, tell me, does she muse on me?’
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No. 8o. Clarinda, mistvess of my soul.

Tune : Clarinda. Scots Musical Museum, 1788, No. 198
Stow
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CLARINDA, mistress of my soul,
The measur’d time is run!

The wretch beneath the dreary pole
So marks his latest sun.

To what dark cave of frozen night
Shall poor Sylvander hie,

Depriv'd of thee, his life and light,
The sun of all his joy?

We part—but, by these precious drops
That fill thy lovely eyes,

No other light shall guide my steps,
Till thy bright beams arise!

She, the fair sun of all her sex,
Has blest my glorious day ;

And shall a glimmering planet fix
My worship to its ray?

No. 81. Now in her green mantle blythe
Nature arrays.
Tune : There are few good fellows when Jamie’s awa.

Now in her green mantle blythe Nature arrays,
And listens the lambkins that bleat o’er the braes,
‘While birds warble welcomes in ilka green shaw,
But to me it’s delightless—my Nanie’s awa.

The snaw-drap and primrose our woodlands adorn,
And violets bathe in the weet o’ the morn,

They pain my sad bosom, sae sweetly they blaw,
They mind me o’ Nanie,—and Nanie’s awa!



I. LOVE : PERSONAL 79

Thou lav’rock, that springs frae the dews of the lawn,
The shepherd to warn o’ the grey-breaking dawn,
And thou mellow mavis, that hails the night-fa’,

Give over for pity-——my Nanie’s awa.

Come Autumn, sae pensive in yellow and grey,
And soothe me wi' tidings o’ Nature’s decay !
The dark, dreary winter and wild driving snaw
Alane can delight me—now Nanie's awa.

No. 82. O May, thy morn was néer so sweet,
Tune : The rashes. Caledonian Pocket Companion, 1753, v. p. 26.

Moderaie time
A —— e
“gj Y :JJ::_—w
;:“—,'—. - ‘i.j,: ?\i P
O -

%ﬁ.ej -

(6] May, thy morn was ne'er sae sweet As the mirk night o' De - cem-ber! For

“te 317:&}:@;_@4- ~
it e e —1:;_—;5: o iﬁ—égj ﬁ~-j

|

R
,L‘__f{:t#

T

spark-ling was the ro-sy wine, And pri-vate was the cham»ber And

LSe=sbSiE s e

B
| 3

[ J ! <l_,,
dear was she dare na name, But I will ay re - mem-ber: And
tr
s &Eﬁ B P e
E iif_ p=a—
o
dcar was she dare na name; But I will ay re - mem - ber.

O May, thy morn was ne'er sae sweet
As the mirk night o’ December!

For sparkling was the rosy wine,
And private was the chamber:

And dear was she I dare na name, ) bis
But I will ay remember.

And here’s to them that, like oursel,
Can push about the jorum;

And here’s to them that wish us weel—
May a’ that’s guid watch o’er 'em;

And here’s to them we dare na tell,

bi's
The dearest o’ the quorum!
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No. 83. Ance mair I hail thee, thou gloomy December.

Tune : Thro' the lang nioor. Scots Musical Museum, 1796, No. 499.
Slow i
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Ance mair I hail thee, thou gloomy December !
Ance mair I hail thee wi’ sorrow and care!
Sad was the parting thou makes me remember ;
Parting wi’ Nancy, O, ne’er to meet mair!

Fond lovers’ parting is sweet, painful pleasure,
Hope beaming mild on the soft parting hour;

But the dire feeling, O, farewell for ever!
Anguish unmingled and agony pure!

Wild as the winter now tearing the forest,
Till the last leaf o' the summer is flown —

Such is the tempest has shaken my bosom,
Till my last hope and last comfort is gone!
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Still as I hail thee, thou gloomy December,
Still shall I hail thee wi’ sorrow and care ;

For sad was the parting thou makes me remember ;
Parting wi' Nancy, O, ne’er to meet mair!

No. 84. Ae fond Fkiss, and then we sever!

Tune : Rory Dall's Port. Scots Musical Museums, 1792, No. 347.
Slow
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Ac fond kiss, and then we se-ver! Ae fare-well, and then for ev-er!
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Deep in heart-wrung tears I'll pledge thee, Warring sighs and groans I'll wage thee.

Ax fond kiss, and then we sever!

Ae farewell, and then for ever!

Deep in heart-wrung tears I'll pledge thee,
Warring sighs and groans I'll wage thee.

‘Who shall say that Fortune grieves him,
‘While the star of hope she leaves him?
Me, nae cheerfu’ twinkle lights me,
Dark despair around benights me.

I'll ne’er blame my partial fancy—
Naething could resist my Nancy!
But to see her was to love her,
Love but her, and love for ever.

Had we never lov’d sae kindly,
Had we never lov'd sae blindly,
Never met—or never parted—

We had ne’er been broken-hearted.

Fare-thee-weel, thou first and fairest !

Fare-thee-weel, thou best and dearest!
Thine be ilka joy and treasure,

Peace, Enjoyment, Love and Pleasure!

Ae fond kiss, and then we sever!

Ae farewell, alas, for ever!

Deep in heart-wrung tears I'll pledge thee,

Warring sighs and groans I'll wage thee.
G
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No. 85. Sensibility how charming.

Tune: Cornwallis’s lament. Scots Musical Museum, 1792, No. 329.
» Plaintive
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Sen - si - bil -i-ty how charm i mg, Dear-est Nan- cy, thou canst

Aﬁg% &iﬁﬁaﬁg:f .:r“ﬁﬁ—ﬂ

tell; But dis - tress with hor-rors arm»mg, Thou a-las ! hast known too well!
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Fair-est flow-er, be-hold the li-ly Bloom-ing in the sun - ny ray:
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Let the blast sweep o'er the val-ley, See it pros-trate in the clay.

SeNsIBILITY how charming,
Dearest Nancy, thou canst tell ;
But distress with horrors arming,
Thou alas! hast known too well!
Fairest flower, behold the lily
Blooming in the sunny ray: bis
Let the blast sweep o'er the valley,
See it prostrate in the clay.

Hear the woodlark charm the forest,
Telling o’er his little joys;

But alas! a prey the surest
To each pirate of the skies.

Dearly bought the hidden treasure
Finer feelings can bestow :

Chords that vibrate sweetest pleasure
Thrill the deepest notes of woe.

bis

No. 86. From the white-blossond'd sloe.

(Tune unknown.)

From the white-blossom’d sloe my dear Chloris requested
-A sprig, her fair breast to adorn :

¢No, by Heaven !’—1I exclaim'd—¢let me perish for ever,
Ere I plant in that bosom a thorn!’
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No. 87. Wilt thou be my dearie?

Tune : The sutor's dochter. Scots Musical Museum, 1796, No. 470.
A Slow
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Wilt thou be my dear-ie? When sor-row wrings thy gen-tle heart, O,
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wilt thou let me cheer thee? By the treasure of my soul—That's the love I bear
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thee— I swear and vow that on-ly thon Shall ev - er be my dear-ie!
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On - ly thou, I swear and vow Shall ev - er be my dear-ie

‘WiLt thou be my dearie ?
When sorrow wrings thy gentle heart,
O, wilt thou let me cheer thee?
By the treasure of my soul—
That’s the love I bear thee—
I swear and vow that only thou
Shall ever be my dearie!
Only thou, I swear and vow,
Shall ever be my dearie.

Lassie, say thou lo’es me,
Or, if thou wilt na be my ain,
Say na thou'lt refuse me!
If it winna, canna be,
Thou for thine may choose me,
Let me, lassie, quickly die,
Trusting that thou lo’es me !
Lassie, let me quickly die,
Trusting that thou lo’es me!

No. 88. Why, why tell thy lover.

Tune : Caledonian Hunt's delight (see No. 123).

WHay, why tell thy lover O, why, while Fancy, raptur'd,
Bliss he never must enjoy ? slumbers,
Why, why undeceive him, ¢ Chloris, Chloris,” all the theme ;
And give all his hopes the Why, why wouldst thou, cruel,
lie? |  Wake thy lover from his dream ?
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No. 89. Sleep’st thou, or walk’st thou?

Tune : Deé'il tak the Wars. Durfey’s Pills, 1719, i. p. 204.
C/ze.erfully
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Sleep st thou, or wak’st thou, fair - est crea-ture‘ Ro - sy morn now
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up the heathy mountain The hart, hind, and roe, free-ly wild-ly wan - ton
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stray; In twining ha-zel bo“ rs His ]ay the lin-net pours; The lave-rock to
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the sky Ascends wi sangs o’ joy,While the sun and thou a-rise to bless the day

SLEEP’ST thou, or wak’st thou, fairest creature ?
Rosy morn now lifts his eye,
Numbering ilka bud, which Nature
Waters wi’ the tears o’ joy.
Now to the streaming fountain
Or up the heathy mountain
The hart, hind, and roe, freely, wildly-wanton stray ;
In twining hazel bow'rs
His lay the linnet pours;
The laverock to the sky
Ascends wi’ sangs o’ joy,
‘While the sun and thou arise to bless the day.

Pheebus, gilding the brow of morning,
Banishes ilk darksome shade,

Nature gladdening and adorning ;
Such to me my lovely maid!
When frae my Chloris parted
Sad, cheerless, broken-hearted,
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The night’s gloomy shades, cloudy, dark, o’ercast my sky ;
But when she charms my sight
In pride of beauty’s light,
When thro’ my very heart
Her beaming glories dart—
*Tis then—"'tis then, I wake to life and joy.

No. go. Sweet fo's the eve on Craigicburn.

Tune : Craigie-burn Wood.

With ex/; ression

Scots Musical Museumn, 1792, No, 301.
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spread - ing trees, 1 hear the

wea - ry wight can please,

SweET fa's the eve on Craigieburn,
And blythe awakes the morrow,
But a’ the pride o’ Spring’s return
Can yield me nocht but sorrow.
I see the flowers and spreading
trees,
I hear the wild birds singing ;
But what a weary wight can please,

And Care his bosom wringing?

wild birds sing-ing; But what a

P

And

his

Care bo - som wring - ing?

Fain, fain would I my griefs impart,
Yet dare na for your anger;
But secret love will break my heart,
If I conceal it langer.
If thou refuse to pity me,
If thou shalt love another,
‘When yon green leaves fade frae
the tree,
Around my grave they’ll wither.
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No. 91. Sae flaxen were her ringlets.

Tune : Oonagh's Waterfall. Scots Musical Museum, 1796, No. 447.
Cheerfully
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Sae flax - en were her ring-lets, Her eye-brows of a dark-er hue, Be-witch -
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ing-ly o er-arch-mg Twa laugh-ing een o’ bon - ie blue, Her smil-ing, sae wyl-ing,
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Wad make a wretch for-get his woe! What pleasure, what treasure, Un - to those
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ro - sy lips to grow! Such was my Chloris' bon - ie face, ‘When first that bon.-ie
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face I saw, And ay my Chloris’ dearest charm—She says she lo’es me best of a’.

SaE flaxen were her ringlets,

Her eyebrows of a darker hue,
Bewitchingly o’erarching

Twa laughing een o’ bonie blue.
Her smiling, sae wyling,

Wad make a wretch forget his woe!
What pleasure, what treasure,

Unto those rosy lips to grow!
Such was my Chloris’ bonie face,

When first that bonie face I saw,
And ay my Chloris’ dearest charm—

She says she lo’es me best of a’.

Like harmony her motion,

Her pretty ankle is a spy
Betraying fair proportion

Wad mak a saint forget the sky !
Sae warming, sae charming,

Her faultless form and gracefu’ air;
Ik feature—auld Nature

Declared that she could do nae mair!
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Hers are the willing chains o’ love
By conquering Beauty's sovereign law,
And ay my Chloris’ dearest charm—
She says she lo’es me best of a'.

Let others love the city,

And gaudy show at sunny noon;
Gie me the lonely valley,

The dewy eve, and rising moon,
Fair beaming, and streaming,

Her silver light the boughs amang;
While falling, recalling,

The amorous thrush concludes his sang!
There, dearest Chloris, wilt thou rove

By wimpling burn and leafy shaw,
And hear my vows o’ truth and love,

And say thou lo'es me best of a’?

No. 92. Can I ccase to care?

Tune : Ay, waukin, O. Scots Musical Museum, 1790, No. 213.
Stow
o 4
e 1=
gﬁﬁjj i‘é :Izi—i_d_—‘_—-‘i:]‘j*i:é

CHORUS. Long, long the night, Heavy comes the mor-vow, While my soul’s dz-/zg/zt
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Is on her bed of sor-row. Can I cease to care? Can 1 cease
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to lan-guish, While my  dar - ling fair Is on the couch of an - guish!

CHoRus. Long, long the night, ; Ev'ry hope is fled,
Heavy comes the morrow, | Ev'ry fear is terror;
While my soul's delight Slumber ev'n I dread,
Is on her bed of sorvow. | Ev'ry dream is horror.,
\
Can I cease to care? | Hear me, Powers divine !
Can I cease to languish, O, in pity, hear me!
‘While my darling fair Take aught else of mine,

Is on the couch of anguish! But my Chloris spare me!
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No. 93. Zherr groves o sweet myrtle.
Tune : Humours of Glen. Thomson's Scotish Airs, 1799, p. 95.

Moa’emle tzme

§: v e sjﬂ\%!ﬂj—wwrd—?—-—
— oo VYV o o

The1r groves o' sweet myr-tle let foreign lands reckon, Where bright-beam -

—N I - -
: N Nig @ —Ne PFre j—qx:N—\ —
: —\-—_o' 7 R — el 7
ing sum-mers ex-alt the per-fume; Far dear-er to me yon lone glen o’
#:r—"-:wml:f = :S s ~ i =
R _74 ?—o
green breckan ‘Wi’ the burn steal - ing un - der the lang, yel-low broom ;

ﬁﬁ*ﬁ}?ﬂiﬁyﬂjﬁf

Far dearer to me are yon hum ble broom bowers, Where the blue-bell and
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ﬁ%—;’" Hﬁgﬁf?s EjEN -

wild flow - ers, - list’-ning the lin - wan-ders my Jean.

THEIR groves o' sweet myrtle let foreign lands reckon,
Where bright-beaming summers exalt the perfume;
Far dearer to me yon lone glen o’ green breckan,
Wi’ the burn stealing under the lang, yellow broom;
Far dearer to me are yon humble broom bowers,
Where the bluebell and gowan lurk lowly, unseen ;
For there, lightly tripping amang the wild flowers,
A-list'ning the linnet, aft wanders my Jean.

Tho’ rich is the breeze in their gay, sunny vallies,
And cauld Caledonia’s blast on the wave,
Their sweet-scented woodlands that skirt the proud palace,
What are they ?—The haunt of the tyrant and slave!
The slave’s spicy forests and gold-bubbling fountains
The brave Caledonian views wi’ disdain ;
He wanders as free as the winds of his mountains,
Save Love’s willing fetters—the chains o’ his Jean.
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No. 94. Mark yonder pomp of costly fashion.

Tune : Deil tak the Wars (see No. 89).

MArk yonder pomp of costly fashion
Round the wealthy, titled bride;
But, when compar’d with real passion,
Poor is all that princely pride.
‘What are the showy treasures?
‘What are the noisy pleasures ?
The gay, gaudy glare of vanity and art!
The polish’d jewel's blaze
May draw the wond’ring gaze,
And courtly grandeur bright
The fancy may delight,
But never, never can come near the heart.

‘But did you see my dearest Chloris
In simplicity’s array,
Lovely as yonder sweet opening flower is,
Shrinking from the gaze of day!
O then, the heart alarming
And all resistless charming,
In Love's delightful fetters she chains the willing soul !
Ambition would disown
The world’s imperial crown !
Ev'n Avarice would deny
His worshipp’d deity,
And feel thro’ every vein Love'’s raptures roll !

No. 95. Ak, Chloris, since it may not be.
Tune : Major Graham (see No. 152).

Amn, Chloris, since it may not be
That thou of love wilt hear,

If from the lover thou maun flee,
Yet let the friend be dear.

Altho’ I love my Chloris mair
Than ever tongue could tell,
My passion I will ne’er declare
I'll say, I wish thee well.

Tho' a’ my daily care thou art,
And a' my nightly dream,

I'll hide the struggle in my heart,
And say it is esteem.
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No. 96. 7 see a form, I see a face.

Tune: This is no mine ain house. Orpheus Caledonius, 1733, No. 32.
Moderate time
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wants to me the witch - ing grace, The kmd love that's in her ee.

Cuorus. This is no my ain lassie,
Fair tho' the lassie be ;

Weel ken I my ain lassie—
Kind love is in her ee.

I see a form, 1 see a face,

Ye weel may wi’ the fairest place :

It wants to me the witching grace,
The kind love that's in her e’e.

She’s bonie, blooming, straight, and tall,
And lang has had my heart in thrall;
And ay it charms my very saul,

The kind love that’s in her €'e.

A thief sae pawkie is my Jean,

To steal a blink by a’ unseen!

But gleg as light are lovers’ een,
When kind love is in the e’e.

It may escape the courtly sparks,

It may escape the learnéd clerks;

But well the watching lover marks
The kind love that’s in her e’e.
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No. 97. O, bonie was yon rosy brier.

Tune : I wish my love were in a wmire. Orpheus Caledonius, 1725, No. 5.
Moderate time
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lo - ver's vow They wit-ness’'d in their  shade yestr- een.

O, BONIE was yon rosy brier

That blooms sae far frae haunt o’ man,
And bonie she—and ah, how dear!

It shaded frae the e’enin sun.
Yon rosebuds in the morning dew,

How pure amang the leaves sae green—
But purer was the lover’s vow

They witness'd in their shade yestreen.

All in its rude and prickly bower,
That crimson rose how sweet and fair;
But love is far a sweeter flower
Amid life’s thorny path o' care.
The pathless wild and wimpling burn,
‘Wi’ Chloris in my arms, be mine,
And I the world nor wish nor scorn—
Its joys and griefs alike resign!
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No. 98. O, wat ye wha that lo'es me.

Tune : Morag. Scots Musical Museum, 1788, No. 143.
Gmczful]y
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O, wat ye wha that lo’es me, And hasmy heart a keep-ing? O, sweet is

%%‘”:L:ﬁ:;j; e ,5;;5}——:_-

she thatlo'es me As dews o' sum-mer weep-ing, In tears the rose.buds
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O, that's the queen o' wo-man-kind And ne'er a ane 1o peer her!
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0O, waT ye wha that lo’es me,
And has my heart a keeping ?

O, sweet is she that lo'es me
As dews o' summer weeping,
In tears the rosebuds steeping!

Cuorus, O, that’s the lassie o' my heart,
My lassie ever deaver ;
O, that's the queen o womankind,
And ne'er a ane to peer her!

If thou shalt meet a lassie
In grace and beauty charming,
That e’en thy chosen lassie,
Erewhile thy breast sae warming,
Had ne’er sic powers alarming :—

If thou hadst heard her talking
(And thy attention’s plighted),
That ilka body talking
But her, by thee is slighted,
And thou art all delighted :—
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If thou hast met this fair one,
. When frae her thou hast parted,
If every other fair one
But her thou hast deserted,
And thou art broken-hearted;

O, that's the lassie o' my hear?,
My lassie ever deaver;

O, that’s the queen o' womankind,
And né'er a ane to peer her!

No. 99. Zhere's nane shall ken, there’s nane
can guess.

Tune: I'll gae nae mair to your town. Bremner's Scots Reels, 1757, p. 6.
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Cuorus. I'll ay ca’ in by yon town
And by yon garden-green again!
Il ay ca’ in by yon town,
And see my bonie Jean again.

There’s nane shall ken, there’s nane can guess
What brings me back the gate again,

But she, my fairest faithfu’ lass,
And stownlins we shall meet again.

She’ll wander by the aiken tree,

When trystin time draws near again;
And when her lovely form T see,

O, haith! she’s doubly dear again.
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No. 100. Behold, my love, how green the groves.

Tune : On the cold ground. Playford’s Dancing Master, 1665.
Slowly
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Be-hold, my love, how green the groves, The prim-rose banks how fair!
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’Ihe bal -my gales a-wake the flowers, and wave thy flax - en hair.
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The lav'-rock shunsthe pa-lace gay, And o'er thecottage sings:
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For Na-ture smiles as sweet, I ween, To sllep herds as to kmgs

BexoLp, my love, how green the groves,
The primrose banks how fair !
The balmy gales awake the flowers,
And wave thy flaxen hair.
The lav'rock shuns the palace gay,
And o’er the cottage sings:
For Nature smiles as sweet, I ween,
To shepherds as to kings.

Let minstrels sweep the skilfu’ string
In lordly, lighted ha’;

The shepherd stops his simple reed,
Blythe in the birken shaw,

The princely revel may survey
Our rustic dance wi’ scorn ;

But are their hearts as light as ours,
Beneath the milk-white thorn?

The shepherd in the flowery glen,
In shepherd’s phrase will woo :

The courtier tells a finer tale—
But is his heart as true?

These wild-wood flowers I've pu'd, to deck
That spotless breast o’ thine:

The courtiers’ gems may witness love—
But, ’tis na love like mine!
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No. 101. "Twas na her bonie blue ée was my ruin.

Tune : Laddie lie near me (see No. 142).

'Twas na her bonie blue e’e was my ruin,

Fair tho’ she be, that was ne'er my undoin’:

"Twas the dear smile when naebody did mind us,
"Twas the bewitching, sweet, stown glance o’ kindness.

Sair do I fear that to hope is denied me,
Sair do I fear that despair maun abide me;
But tho’ fell Fortune should fate us to sever,
Queen shall she be in my bosom for ever.

Chloris, I'm thine wi’ a passion sincerest,

And thou hast plighted me love o’ the dearest,
And thou'rt the angel that never can alter—
Sooner the sun in his motion would falter!

No. 102. O, poortith caunld and restless love.
Tune : Cauld kail (see No. 228).

O, poorTITH cauld and restless love,
Ye wrack my peace between ye;
Yet poortith a’ I could forgive,
An ’twere na for my Jeanie.

Cuorus. O, why should Fale sic pleasure have
Life's dearest bands untwining?
Or why sae sweet a flower as love
Depend on Fortune's shining ?

The warld’s wealth when I think on
Its pride, and a’ the lave o’t;

My curse on silly coward man,
That he should be the slave o’t!

Her een sae bonie blue betray
How she repays my passion ;
But prudence is her o’erword ay,
She talks o’ rank and fashion.

O, wha can prudence think upon,
And sic a lassie by him ?

O, wha can prudence think upon,
And sae in love, as I am?

How blest the wild-wood Indian’s fate !
He woos his artless dearie ;

The silly bogles, wealth and state,
Can never make him eerie.
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No. 103. Now Nature cleeds the flowery lea.

Tune : Rothiemurche's rant. Bremner’s Reels, 1759, p. 42.
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wilt thou share its joys wi' me, And say thou'lt be my dear-ie, O?

Cuorus. Lasste wi’ the lint-white locks,
Bonie lassie, artless lasste,
Wilt thou wi' me tent the flocks—
Wilt thou be my dearie, O?

Now Nature cleeds the flowery lea,

And a’ is young and sweet like thee,

O, wilt thou share its joys wi' me,
And say thou'lt be my dearie, O?

The primrose bank, the wimpling burn,
The cuckoo on the milk-white thorn,
The wanton lambs at early morn

Shall welcome thee, my dearie, O.

And when the welcome simmer shower

Has cheer’d ilk drooping little flower,

We'll to the breathing woodbine-bower
At sultry noon, my dearie, O,

When Cynthia lights, wi’ silver ray,

The weary shearer’s hameward way,

Thro’ yellow waving fields we’ll stray,
And talk o’ love, my dearie, O.

And when the howling wintry blast
Disturbs my lassie’s midnight rest,
Enclasped to my faithfu’ breast,

I'll comfort thee, my dearie, O.
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No. 104. Come, let me take thee to my breast.
Tune : Canld Kail (see No. 228).

ComEe, let me take thee to my breast,
And pledge we ne’er shall sunder,
And I shall spurn as vilest dust
The world’s wealth and grandeur;
And do I hear my Jeanie own
That equal transports move her?
I ask for dearest life alone,
That I may live to love her.

Thus in my arms, wi’' a’ her charms,
I clasp my countless treasure,

I'll seek nae mair o’ heav'n to share
Than sic a moment’s pleasure:

And by thy een sae bonie blue
I swear I’'m thine for ever,

And on thy lips I seal my vow,
And break it shall I never!

No. 105. Forlorn my love, no comfort near.
Tune : Let me in this ae night (see No. 150).

ForrLorN my love, no comfort near,

Far, far from thee I wander here;

Far, far from thee, the fate severe,
At which I most repine, love.

Cuorus. O, wert thou, love, but near me,
But near, near, near me,
How kindly thou would’st cheer me,
And mingle sighs with mine, love!

Around me scowls a wintry sky,

Blasting each bud of hope and joy,

And shelter, shade, nor home have I
Save in these arms of thine, love.

Cold, alter'd friends, with cruel art,

Poisoning fell misfortune’s dart—

Let me not break thy faithful heart,
And say that fate is mine, love,

But dreary tho’ the moments fleet,
O, let me think we yet shall meet;
That only ray of solace sweet

Can on thy Chloris shine, love.

H
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No. 106. Now haply down yon gay green shaw.

Tune: I'll gae nae mair to yon town (see No. 99).

Cuorus. O, wat ye wha’s in yon town,
Ye see the enin sun wupon ?
The deavest maid’s in yon town
That enin sun is shining on!

Now haply down yon gay green shaw
She wanders by yon spreading tree;

How blest ye flowers that round her blaw,
Ye catch the glances o’ her e’e!

How blest ye birds that round her sing,
And welcome in the blooming year!

And doubly welcome be the spring,
The season to my Jeanie dear!

The sun blinks blythe in yon town,
Among the broomy braes sae green;
But my delight in yon town,
And dearest pleasure, is my Jean.

Without my Love, not a’ the charms
O’ Paradise could yield me joy;
But gie me Jeanie in my arms,
And welcome Lapland’s dreary sky !

My cave wad be a lover’s bower,
Tho’ raging winter rent the air,
And she a lovely little flower,
That I wad tent and shelter there.

O, sweet is she in yon town

The sinkin sun’s gane down upon!
A fairer than’s in yon town

His setting beam ne’er shone upon.

If angry fate be sworn my foe,

And suff'ring I am doom’'d to bear;
I'd careless quit aught else below,

But spare, O, spare me Jeanie dear!

For, while life’s dearest blood is warm,
Ae thought frae her shall ne’er depart,
And she, as fairest is her form,
She has the truest, kindest heart,
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No. 107. /[t was the charming month of May.
Tune : Dainty Davie (see infra).

Cuorvus. Lovely was she by the dawn,
Youthful Chloe, charming Chloe,
Tripping o'er the pearly lawn,
The youthful, charming Chloe.

It was the charming month of May,
When all the flow’rs were fresh and gay,
One morning, by the break of day,
The youthful, charming Chloe,
From peaceful slumber she arose,
Girt on her mantle and her hose,
And o'er the flow’ry mead she goes—
The youthful, charming Chloe—

The feather'd people you might see
Perch’d all around on every tree!
In notes of sweetest melody

They hail the charming Chloe
Till, painting gay the eastern skies,
The glorious sun began to rise,
Out-rivall'd by the radiant eyes

Of youthful, charming Chloe.

No. 108. Let not woman éev complain.
Tune : Duncan Gray (see No. 173).

Ler not woman e’er complain

Of inconstancy in love;
Let not woman e’er complain,

Fickle man is apt to rove:
Look abroad through Nature’s range,
Nature’s mighty law is change;
Ladies, would it not be strange

Man should then a monster prove?

Mark the winds, and mark the skies,
Ocean’s ebb and ocean’s flow.

Sun and moon but set to rise;
Round and round the seasons go.

‘Why, then, ask of silly man

To oppose great Nature’s plan?

We'll be constant while we can—
You can be no more, you know.

H2
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No. 109. Where are the joys I hae met in
the morning.

Tune : Saw ye my father? Scots Musical Museum, 1787, No. 76.

Slow and pointed
8}
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‘Where are the joys I hae met in the morning, That danc’d
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to the lark's ear-ly sang? Where is the peace that a - wait -
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ed my wand'-ring At e'en - ing the wild woods a - mang?

‘WHERE are the joys I hae met in the morning,
That danc'd to the lark’s early sang?

‘Where is the peace that awaited my wand’ring
At e’ening the wild woods amang?

Nae mair a-winding the course o’ yon river
And marking sweet flow'rets sae fair,

Nae mair I trace the light footsteps o’ pleasure,
But sorrow and sad sighing care.

Is it that Summer’s forsaken our vallies,
And grim, surly Winter is near?

No, no, the bees humming round the gay roses
Proclaim it the pride o’ the year!

Fain would I hide what I fear to discover,
Yet lang, lang, too well hae I known :
A’ that has causéd the wreck in my bosom,

Is Jenny, fair Jenny alone.

Time cannot aid me, my griefs are immortal,
Not Hope dare a comfort bestow:

Come then, enamour’d and fond of my anguish,
Enjoyment I'll seek in my woe.
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No. 110. My Sandy gied to me a ring.

Tune : I love my love in secvet. Mc<Gibbon's Scots Tunes, 1742, p. 4
Smoothly
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My  San-dy gied to me a ring Was a’ be - set wi' diamonds
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fine; But I gied him a far  bet - ter thing, 1 gled my
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heart in pledge o' his ring. My Saz-dy O, my San dy O,
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bon - te, bown-ie Sam-dy O; Tho the love that I owe to
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thee I dave na show, Yet I love mylove in se - cret, mySan - dy

My Sandy gied to me a ring

‘Was a’ beset wi’ diamonds fine ;

But I gied him a far better thing,

I gied my heart in pledge o’ his ring.

Cuorus. My Sandy O, my Sandy O,
My bonie, bonie Sandy O;
Tho' the love that I owe to thee I dave na show,
Yet I love my love in secret, my Sandy O!

My Sandy brak a piece o' gowd,

While down his cheeks the saut tears row'd,
He took a hauf, and gied it to me,

And I'll keep it till the hour I die.
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No. 111. Zhere’s nought but cave on ev'ry han'.
Tune: Green grow the rashes, O. Scots Musical Museum, 1787, No. 77.
Lively .
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There’s nought butcare on ev-'ry han’,In ev-’ry hour that passes, O; What
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sig - ni-fies the life o' man, An 'twere na for the las-sies, O?

Cuorus. Green grow the rashes, O!
Green grow the rashes, O!
The sweetest hours that ev I spend,
Are spent amang the lasses, O!

THERE’s nought but care on ev’ry han’,
In ev'ry hour that passes, O;

‘What signifies the life o’ man,
An ’twere na for the lasses, O?

The warl’y race may riches chase,
An’ riches still may fly them, O;
An’ tho' at last they catch them fast,
Their hearts can ne'er enjoy them, O.

But gie me a cannie hour at e'en,
My arms about my dearie, O ;
An’ warl’y cares, an’ warl'y men,

May a' gae tapsalteerie, O !

For you sae douce, ye sneer at this,
Ye're nought but senseless asses, O ;
The wisest man the warl’ saw,
He dearly lov'd the lasses, O'!

Auld Nature swears, the lovely dears
Her noblest work she classes, O :
Her prentice han’ she tried on man,

An’ then she made the lasses, O.
* * * * * * * *
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No. 112. O, whar gat ye that hawver-meal
bannock ?
Tune : Adew Dundee. Skene MS. c. 1630.

Moderate time
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‘ O whar gat ye that hauv-er - meal ban-nock?' ‘O sil - ly blind
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bo-dy, O din-na ye see? I gat it frae a young,
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brisk sod-ger lad - die, Between Saint Johnston and bo - nie Dun-dee.
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O, gin I saw the lad-dle that gac me't! Aft has he
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lad - die, Andsend him safe hame to his ba-bie and me!

‘0O, wHAR gat ye that hauver-meal bannock ?’
¢Q silly blind body, O dinna ye see?

I gat it frae a young, brisk sodger laddie,
Between Saint Johnston and bonie Dundee.

O, gin I saw the laddie that gae me't!
Aft has he doudl’d me up on his knee;

May Heaven protect my bonie Scots laddie,
And send him safe hame to his babie and me!

¢ My blessins upon thy sweet wee lippie!
My blessins upon thy bonie e'e-brie !
Thy smiles are sae like my blythe sodger laddie,
Thou'’s ay the dearer and dearer to me!
But I'll big a bow’r on yon bonie banks,
Whar Tay rins wimplin by sae clear;
And T'll cleed thee in the tartan sae fine,
And mak thee a man like thy daddie dear.’
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No. 113. Now simmer blinks on flow'ry braes.
Tune : The Birks of Abergeldie. Scots Musical Museum, 1788, No. 113,
Lively -
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plays, Come, let us spend the lightsome days In the birks of A - ber-feld - y.

CHoRrus. Bonie lassie, will ye go,
Will ye go, will ye go?
Bonie lasste, will ye go
To the birks of Aberfeldy?
Now simmer blinks on flow’ry braes,
And o'er the crystal streamlets plays,

Come, let us spend the lightsome days
In the birks of Aberfeldy.

The little birdies blythely sing,
‘While o’er their heads the hazels hing,
Or lightly flit on wanton wing

In the birks of Aberfeldy.

The braes ascend like lofty wa’s,

The foaming stream, deep-roaring, fa's

O’crhung wi’ fragrant spreading shaws,
The birks of Aberfeldy.

The hoary cliffs are crown’d wi’ flowers,

White o'er the linns the burnie pours,

And, rising, weets wi’ misty showers
The birks of Aberfeldy.

Let Fortune's gifts at random flee,
They ne’er shall draw a wish frae me,
Supremely blest wi’ love and thee,

In the birks of Aberfeldy.
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No. 114. As I gaed down the water-side.

Tune: Ca’ the yowes. Scots Musical Museum, 1790, No. 264,
Slow
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Ca’ the yowes to the knowes, Ca’ them whare the heath.er grows,
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Ca' them whare the bur - nie rowes, My bon - ie dear - ie.

CHorus. Ca’ the yowes to the knowes,
Ca’ them whave the heather grows,
Ca’ them whare the burnie rowes,
My bonie dearie.

As I gaed down the water-side,

There I met my shepherd lad :

He row’d me sweetly in his plaid,
An he ca’d me his dearie.

¢Will ye gang down the water-side,

And see the waves sae sweetly glide

Beneath the hazels spreading wide ?
The moon it shines fu’ clearly.’

‘] was bred up in nae sic school,

My shepherd lad to play the fool,

And a’ the day to sit in dool,
And nae body to see me.’

‘Ye sall get gowns and ribbons meet,

Cauf-leather shoon upon your feet,

And in my arms thou’lt lie and sleep,
An’ ay sall be my dearie.’

¢If ye’ll but stand to what ye’ve said,

I'se gang wi’ you my shepherd lad,

And ye may row me in your plaid,
And 1 sall be your dearie.’

¢ While waters wimple to the sea,

While day blinks in the lift sae hie,

Till clay-cauld death sall blin' my e€’e,
Ye sall be my dearie.”
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No. 115. On a bank of flowers in a summer day.

Tune: The bashful lover. Watts's Musical Miscellany, 1729, i. p. 30.
Gracefu!ly
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Willie, wand‘rmgthrough thewood, ‘Who for her fa-vour oft had sued; He
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gaz’d, he wish'd, he fear’d, he blush’d, And trembled where lie stood.

On a bank of flowers in a summer day,
For summer lightly drest,

The youthful, blooming Nelly lay
With love and sleep opprest;

When Willie, wand'ring through the wood,
‘Who for her favour oft had sued ;

He gaz'd, he wish'd, he fear'd, he blush’d,
And trembled where he stood.

Her closéd eyes, like weapons sheath’d,
Were seal'd in soft repose ;

Her lips, still as she fragrant breath'd,
It richer dyed the rose;

The springing lilies, sweetly prest,
Wild-wanton kiss'd her rival breast ;

He gaz’d, he wish’d, he fear’d, he blush’d,
His bosom ill at rest.

Her robes, light-waving in the breeze,
Her tender limbs embrace ;

Her lovely form, her native ease,
All harmony and grace.

Tumultuous tides his pulses roll,
A faltering, ardent kiss he stole;

He gaz’'d, he wish'd, he fear’d, he blush’d,
And sigh’d his very soul.
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As flies the partridge from the brake
On fear-inspired wings,

So Nelly starting, half-awake,
Away affrighted springs ;

But Willie follow'd—as he should ;
He overtook her in the wood ;

He vow'd, he pray'd, he found the maid
Forgiving all, and good.

No. 116. When rosy May comes in wi' flowers.

Tune : The gardener's march. Scots Musical Museum, 1790, No. 220.
Slow and fa:’nfzd
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Then bu - sy, bu-sy are his hours——,The gard ner wi' hlS pai-dle. The
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crystal wa-ters gently fa’, The merrybirdsare lo - vers a, The
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scented breezes round him blaw—The  gard'ner his pai -dle.

‘WHEN rosy May comes in wi’ flowers,
To deck her gay, green-spreading bowers,
Then busy, busy are his hours—
The gard'ner wi’ his paidle.
The crystal waters gently fa’,
The merry birds are lovers a’,
The scented breezes round him blaw—
The gard'ner wi’ his paidle.

‘When purple morning starts the hare

To steal upon her early fare;

Then through the dew he maun repair—
The gard’ner wi’ his paidle.

When day, expiring in the west,

The curtain draws o’ Nature's rest,

He flies to her arms he lo'es best—
The gard'ner wi' his paidle.
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No. 117. If thou should ask my love.

Tune : Jamide, come try me.  Caledonian Pocket Companion, c. 1745, il. p. 34.

Stowly L r
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ask my love Could I de - ny thee? It
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thou would win my love, Ja - mie come

CHoRrus. Jamie, come try me,
Jamie, come try me ;

If thou would win my love,
Jamie, come try me.

If thou should ask my love, If thou should kiss me, love,
Could I deny thee? Wha could espy thee?

If thou would win my love, If thou wad be my love,
Jamie, come try me. Jamie, come try me.

No. 118. Hark the mavis cening sang.
Tune : Ca’' the yowes (see No. 114).

CuoRus, (@’ the yowes to the knowes,
Ca’ them where the heather grows,
Ca’ them where the burnie rowes,
My bonie dearie.

Harg, the mavis’ e’ening sang We'll gae down by Clouden side,

Sounding Clouden’s woods amang, | Thro’ the hazels, spreading wide

Then a-faulding let us gang, O'er the waves that sweetly glide
My bonie dearie. To the moon sae clearly.
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Yonder Clouden’s silent towers Ghaist nor bogle shalt thou fear,
Where, at moonshine’s midnight | Thou’rt to Love and Heav’n sae
hours, dear,
O’er the dewy bending flowers Nocht of ill may come thee near,
Fairies dance sae cheery. My bonie dearie.

Fair and lovely as thou art,
Thou hast stown my very heart;
I can die—but canna part,

My bonie dearie.

No. 119. When the drums do beat.
Tune : The Captain’s lady. Scots Musical Museum, 1790, No. 233.
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And the can - nons rat-tle, Thoushalt sit in state, And see thy love
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in bat - tle. When the drums do beat, And the «can - nons
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CHorus. O, mount and go,
Mount and make ye ready ;

O, mount and go,
And be the Captain’s lady!

WaeN the drums do beat, When the vanquish'd foe
And the cannons rattle, bis Sues for peace and quiet, bis
Thou shalt sit in state, To the shades we’ll go,

And see thy love in battle. And in love enjoy it.
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No. 120. Young Fockic was the blythest lad.

Tune : Jockie was the blythest lad. Scots Musical Museum, 1790, No. 287.

Slowly r
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my  mou, When ne'er . . a bo-dy heard or saw.

YounG Jockie was the blythest lad,
In a’ our town or here awa;
Fu’ blythe he whistled at the gaud,
Fu’ lightly danc’d he in the ha’,
He roos’d my een sae bonie blue,
He roos'd my waist sae genty sma’,
An’ ay my heart cam to my mou,
When ne'er a body heard or saw.

My Jockie toils upon the plain,
Thro’ wind and weet, thro’ frost and snaw ;
And o’er the lea I leuk fu' fain,
When Jockie's owsen hameward ca’.
And ay the night comes round again,
When in his arms he taks me a’;
And ay he vows he'll be my ain
As lang’s he has a breath to draw.
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No. 121. Sweet are the banks—the banks o Doon.

(FIRST VERSION.)

Tune : Cambdelmore. Bremner’s Reels, 1761, p. 92.
A d Slow
1

G A

Sweet are the banks—the banks o’ Doon, The spreading flowers are fair, And

oL,
il

Fs e

every-thing is blythe and glad, But I am fu’ o' care. Thou'il break my heart,
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thou bo-nie bird, That sings up-on the bough ! Thou minds me o’ the hap-py days
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‘When my fause Luve was true : Thou'll break my heart, thou bo-nie bird That sings
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be-side thy mate, For sae I sat, and sae Isang, And wist na o' my fate.

SwEeET are the banks—the banks o’ Doon,
The spreading flowers are fair,

And everything is blythe and glad,
But I am fu’ o’ care,

Thou’ll break my heart, thou bonie bird
That sings upon the bough!

Thou minds me o' the happy days
When my fause Luve was true:

Thou'll break my heart, thou bonie bird
That sings beside thy mate,

For sae I sat, and sae I sang,
And wist na o’ my fate!

Aft hae I rov’d by bonie Doon
To see the woodbine twine,

And ilka bird sang o’ its Luve,
And sae did I o' mine.

‘Wi’ lightsome heart I pu’d a rose
Upon its thorny tree,

But my fause luver staw my rose,
And left the thorn wi' me:

Wi’ lightsome heart I pu’d a rose
Upon a morn in June,

And sae I flourished on the morn,
And sae was pu'd or noon.
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No. 122, Ye flowery banks o bonie Doon.
(SECOND VERSION.)
See Tune : Ballendallock’s Reel, or Cambdelmore (see No, 121).

YE flowery banks o’ bonie Doon,
How can ye blume sae fair?
How can ye chant, ye little birds,

And I sae fu’ o’ care?

Thou'll break my heart, thou bonie' bird
That sings upon the bough :

Thou minds me o’ the happy days
When my fause Luve was true!

Thou'll break my heart, thou bonie bird
That sings beside thy mate ;

For sae I sat, and sae I sang,
And wist na o’ my fate.

Aft hae I rov'd by bonie Doon
To see the woodbine twine,
And ilka bird sang o’ its Luve,

And sae did I o’ mine.

Wi’ lightsome heart I pu'd a rose
Frae aff its thorny tree;

And my fause luver staw my rose,
But left the thorn wi' me.

No. 123. Ye banks and braes o bonie Doon.

(THIRD VERSION.)

Tune : Caledonian Hunt’s delight. Scots Musical Museum, 1792, No. 374.
Slow
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No. 124. O, stay, sweet warbling woodlark,
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de - part-ed joys, De - part-ed nmev - er to/

YE banks and braes o’ bonie Doon,
How can ye bloom sae fresh and fair?
How can ye chant, ye little birds,
And I sae weary fu’ o’ care!
Thou’ll break my heart, thou warbling bird,
That wantons thro’ the flowering thorn :
Thou minds me o’ departed joys,
Departed never to return!

Aft hae I roved by bonie Doon
To see the rose and woodbine twine,
And ilka bird sang o’ its Luve,
And fondly sae did I o’ mine;
Wi’ lightsome heart I pu'd a rose,
Fu’ sweet upon its thorny tree!
And my fause luver staw my rose—
But ah! he left the thorn wi' me.

—_——

Tune : Whare shall our gudeman lie (see No. 10).

O, stAy, sweet warbling woodlark, stay,
Nor quit for me the trembling spray!
A hapless lover courts thy lay,
Thy soothing, fond complaining.
Again, again that tender part,
That I may catch thy melting art!
For surely that wad touch her heart
Wha kills me wi’ disdaining.

Say, was thy little mate unkind,
And heard thee as the careless wind ?
O, nocht but love and sorrow join'd
Sic notes o’ woe could wauken !
Thou tells o' never-ending care,
O’ speechless grief and dark despair—
For pity’s sake, sweet bird, nae mair,
Or my poor heart is broken!
1
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stay.
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No. 125. O, saw ye my dearie, my Eppie M°Nab?
Tune : Eppie MNab. Scots Musical Museum, 1792, No. 336.
Stow
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O, saw ye my dearie, my Eppie M¢Nab?
O, saw ye my dearie, my Eppie M°Nab?

¢She’s down in the yard, she’s kissin the laird,
She winna come hame to her ain Jock Rab.’

O, come thy ways to me, my Eppie M¢Nab!

O, come thy ways to me, my Eppie M¢Nab!
Whate’er thou has done, be it late, be it soon,

Thou’s welcome again to thy ain Jock Rab.



II. LOVE: GENERAL 115

What says she, my dearie, my Eppie M¢Nab?

What says she, my dearie, my Eppie M¢Nab?
‘She lets thee to wit that she has thee forgot,

And for ever disowns thee, her ain Jock Rab.’

O, had I ne'er seen thee, my Eppie M¢Nab!
O, had I ne’er seen thee, my Eppie McNab!

As light as the air and as fause as thou'’s fair,
Thou’s broken the heart o’ thy ain Jock Rab.

No. 126. By love and by beauty.

Tune : Eppie Adair. Scots Musical Museum, 1790, No. 281.
Slow
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CHORUS. A?‘ O my Eppie, My jew-el, my Ep-pic: Whawadna be happy

Fine.
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W Ep-pie A dazr> By love and by beau-ty, By law and by du-ty,
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swear to be true to My Ep-pie A-dair! Bylove and by beauty, By
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law and by du - ty, \I swear to be true to My Ep-pie A - dair!

Cuorus. An' O my Eppie,
My jewel, my Eppie;
Wha wadna be happy
Wi Eppie Adair?
By love and by beauty,
By law and by duty,
I swear to be true to
My Eppie Adair!

bis

A’ pleasure exile me,
Dishonour defile me, Bis
If e’er I beguile thee,
My Eppie Adair!
12
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No. 127. O, luve will venture in.

Tune : The posie. Scots Musical Museum, 1792, No. 373.
Moderale time
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O, luve will ven-turein where it daur na weel be seen; O, luve will
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ven ture in, where wisdom ance hath been; But I will doun yon river rove a -
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mang the wood sae green, And a’ to pu’ a po-sie to my ain dear May!
O, Luve will venture in where it daur na weel be seen;

O, luve will venture in, where wisdom ance hath been;

But I will doun yon river rove amang the wood sae green,

And a’ to pu’ a posie to my ain dear May!

The primrose I will pu’, the firstling o’ the year,

And T will pu’ the pink, the emblem o’ my dear,

For she’s the pink o’ womankind, and blooms without a peer—
And a’ to be a posie to my ain dear May!

I'll pu’ the budding rose when Pheabus peeps in view,
For it’s like a baumy kiss o’ her sweet, bonie mou’.
The hyacinth’s for constancy wi’ its unchanging blue—
And a’ to be a posie to my ain dear May.

The lily it is pure, and the lily it is fair,

And in her lovely bosom I'll place the lily there;

The daisy’s for simplicity and unaflected air—

And a’ to be a posie to my ain dear May.

The hawthorn I will pu’, wi’ its locks o’ siller gray,
Where, like an aged man, it stands at break o’ day;

But the songster’s nest within the bush I winna tak away—
And a' to be a posie to my ain dear May.

The woodbine I will pu’ when the e’ening star is near,
And the diamond draps o’ dew shall be her een sae clear!
The violet’s for modesty, which weel she fa's to wear—
And a’ to be a posie to my ain dear May.

I'll tie the posie round wi’ the silken band o’ luve,

And I'll place it in her breast, and I'll swear by a’ above,
That to my latest draught o’ life the band shall ne’er remove,
And this will be a posie to my ain dear May.
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No. 128. Let loove sparkle in her ce.

Tune : Jockey fou and Jenny fain. Scots Musical Museum, 1792, No. 381.

Lively
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Ith.ers seek they ken - na what, Fea-tures, car- ndge and a’ that;
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Gie me loove in her I court, Looveto loove maks a' the sport.
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Let loove spar - kle in her e'e, Let her loe nae man but me;
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That's the toch - er gude I prize, There the 1uv - er's treasure hes.

[ITHERS seek they kenna what,
Features, carriage and a’ that;
Gie me loove in her I court—
Loove to loove maks a' the sport.]
Let loove sparkle in her e’e,

Let her lo’e nae man but me;
That’s the tocher gude I prize,
There the luver's treasure lies.

No. 129. How cruel are the parents.
Tune: John Anderson my jo (see No. 212).

How cruel are the parents . The ravening hawk pursuing,
‘Who riches only prize, The trembling dove thus flies,
And to the wealithy booby To shun impelling ruin
Poor woman sacrifice ! Awhile her pinion tries,
Meanwhile the hapless daughter Till, of escape despairing,
Has but a choice of strife ; No shelter or retreat,
To shun a tyrant father’s hate She trusts the ruthless falconer,

Become a wretched wife ! i And drops beneath his feet!
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No. 130. The smiling Spring comes in rejorcing.

Tune : Bonie Bell. Scots Musical Museum, 1792, No. 387.

Lively
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THE smiling Spring comes in rejoicing,
And surly Winter grimly flies;
Now crystal clear are the falling waters,
And bonie blue are the sunny skies.
Fresh o’er the mountains breaks forth the morning,
The ev'ning gilds the ocean’s swell ;
All creatures joy in the sun’s returning,
And I rejoice in my bonie Bell,

The flowery Spring leads sunny Summer,
The yellow Autumn presses near;
Then in his turn comes gloomy Winter,
Till smiling Spring again appear.
Thus seasons dancing, life advancing,
Old Time and Nature their changes tell;
But never ranging, still unchanging,
I adore my bonie Bell
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No. 131. Where Cart vins rowin to the sca.

Tune: The gallant weaver. Scots Musical Museum, 1792, No. 389.
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spreading tree, There lives a lad, the lad for me— He is
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a gal- lant  weav - er. 0, I had woo-ers aught or
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nine, They gied me rings and rib-bons fine, And I \vas
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‘ fear‘d my heart wad tine, And I  gied it to the weav - er.

Wauere Cart rins rowin to the sea

By monie a flower and spreading tree,

There lives a lad, the lad for me—
He is a gallant weaver!

O, I bad wooers aught or nine,

They gied me rings and ribbons fine,

And I was fear’d my heart wad tine,
And I gied it to the weaver.

My daddie sign’d my tocher-band

To gie the lad that has the land;

But to my beart I'll add my hand,
And give it to the weaver.

‘While birds rejoice in leafy bowers,

While bees delight in opening flowers,

‘While corn grows green in summer showers,
I love my gallant weaver.
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No. 132. [ do confess thon art sae fair.

Tune : The cuckoo. Scots Musical Museus, 1792, No, 321.
A[ademizly quick
e E@aﬂ o —
ﬁ—«w—--a < SeEpes e

j-‘
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he sil - ly wind That Kiss - es il - ka thing it meets.

I po confess thou art sae fair,
I wad been o’er the lugs in luve,
Had I na found the slightest prayer
That lips could speak thy heart could muve.
I do confess thee sweet, but find
Thou art so thriftless o’ thy sweets,
Thy favours are the silly wind
That kisses ilka thing it meets.

See yonder rosebud rich in dew,
Amang its native briers sae coy,
How sune it tines its scent and hue,
When pu’d and worn a common toy !
Sic fate ere lang shall thee betide,
Tho’ thou may gaily bloom a while,
And sune thou shalt be thrown aside,
Like onie common weed, an’ vile.
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No. 133. Whare live ye, my bonie lass?

Tune : My collier laddie. Scots Musical Museum, 1792, No. 361.

Gracefully
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Jean, And I fol - low the Col - - lier Lad . die.’

¢ WHARE live ye, my bonie lass,
And tell me what they ca’ ye?’

‘My name,’ she says, ‘is Mistress Jean, % bis
And 1 follow the Collier Laddie.’

¢See you not yon hills and dales
The sun shines on sae brawlie ?

They a’ are mine, and they shall be thine,
Gin ye'll leave your Collier Laddie.

bis

¢An’ ye shall gang in gay attire,
Weel buskit up sae gaudy,

And ane to wait on every hand, E bis
Gin ye'll leave your Collier Laddie.’

¢Tho’ ye had a’ the sun shines on,
And the earth conceals sae lowly,

I wad turn my back on you and it a’, 2 bis
And embrace my Collier Laddie.

‘I can win my five pennies in a day,
An’ spend it at night fu’ brawlie,

And make my bed in the Collier’s neuk% .
And lie down wi’ my Collier Laddie,

¢ Luve for luve is the bargain for me,
Tho’ the wee cot-house should haud me,

And the warld before me to win my bread— % bis
And fair fa’ my Collier Laddie!’



122 TONE-POETRY OF ROBERT BURNS

No. 134. In simmer, when the hay was mawn.
9 1

Tune : The country lass. Orpheus Caledonius, 1733, No. 38.
Raiker slow
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shiel, Says ‘I'll be wed, come o't what will’; Ont spake a dama in
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wrinkled eild :— guid ad - vise - ment comes nae ill.’

IN simmer, when the hay was mawn
And corn wav’d green in ilka field,
‘While claver blooms white o’er the lea,

And roses blaw in ilka bield,

Blythe Bessie in the milking shiel,
Says—*‘I'll be wed, come o't what will”;

Out spake a dame in wrinkled eild :—
fO’ guid advisement comes nae ill.

¢It's ye hae wooers mony ane,

And lassie, ye're but young, ye ken;
Then wait a wee, and cannie wale

A routhie butt, a routhie ben :

There’s Johnie o’ the Buskie-Glen,
Fu' is his barn, fu’ is his byre :

Tak this frae me, my bonie hen :—
It’s plenty beets the luver’s fire.’

¢For Johnie o’ the Buskie-Glen
I dinna care a single flie:

He lo'es sae weel his craps and kye,
He has nae luve to spare for me:



II. LOVE : GENERAL 123

But blythe’s the blink o’ Robie’s €’e,
And weel I wat he lo’es me dear:

Ae blink ¢’ him I wadna gie
For Buskie-Glen and a’ his gear.'

‘O thoughtless lassie, life’s a faught !
The canniest gate, the strife is sair;
But ay fu’-hant is fechtin best;
A hungry care’s an unco care.
But some will spend, and some will spare,
And wilfu’ folk maun hae their will.
Syne as ye brew, my maiden fair,
Keep mind that ye maun drink the yill.’

‘0, gear will buy me rigs o’ land,

And gear will buy me sheep and kye!
But the tender heart o’ leesome luve

The gowd and siller canna buy :

‘We may be poor, Robie and I;
Light is the burden luve lays on;

Content and luve brings peace and joy—
‘What mair hae queens upon a throne?’

No. 135. Now rosy May comes in wi’ flowers.
Tune : Dainty Davie (see infra).

CHoRUS. Meet me on the warlock knowe,
Dainty Davie, Dainty Davie;
There I’ll spend the day w’ you,
My ain dear Dainty Davie.

Now rosy May comes in wi' flowers | When purple morning starts the
To deck her gay, green-spreading hare
bowers ; To steal upon her early fare,

And now comes in the happy hours | Then thro’ the dews I will repair

To wander wi’ my Davie. To meet my faithfu’ Davie.
The crystal waters round us fa’, ‘When day, expiring in the west,
The merry birds are lovers a’, The curtain draws o’ Nature's rest,
The scented breezes round us blaw, I flee to his arms I lo’e the best :

A wandering wi’ my Davie. And that’s my ain dear Davie !
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No. 136. When der the hill the ening star.

Tune : My ain kind dearie, O. Scots Musical Museum, 1787, No. 40.
Slowly
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meet thee on the lea - rig, My ain kind dea - rie, O.

WHEN o’er the hill the e’ening star
Tells bughtin time is near, my jo,
And owsen frae the furrow’d field
Return sae dowf and weary, O,
Down by the burn, where scented birks
Wi’ dew are hangin clear, my jo,
I'll meet thee on the lea-rig,
My ain kind dearie, O.

At midnight hour in mirkest glen
I'd rove, and ne'er be eerie, O,
If thro' that glen I gaed to thee,
My ain kind dearie, O
Altho’ the night were ne'er sae wild,
And I were ne’er sae weary, O,
I'll meet thee on the lea-rig,
My ain kind dearie, O.
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The hunter lo’es the morning sun

To rouse the mountain deer, my jo;
At noon the fisher takes the glen

Adown the burn to steer, my jo;
Gie me the hour o’ gloamin grey,

It maks my heart sae cheery, O,
To meet thee on the lea-rig,

My ain kind dearie, O!

No. 137. Braw, braw lads on Yarrow braes.

/

Tune : The brave lads of Galla Water. Cal, Pocket Comp.,, c. 1756, viii. p. 28,
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Braw, braw lads on Yar-row braes, They rove a-mang the bloom-ing heather;
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But Yar-row braes, nor Et-trick shaws Can match thelads o° Gal-la Water.

Braw, braw lads on Yarrow braes,

They rove amang the blooming heather;
But Yarrow braes nor Ettrick shaws

Can match the lads o’ Galla Water.

But there is ane, a secret ane,
Aboon them a’ I lo’e him better;

And TI'll be his, and he’ll be mine,
The bonie lad o’ Galla Water.

Altho’ his daddie was nae laird,

And tho’ I hae nae meikle tocher,
Yet, rich in kindest, truest love,

We'll tent our flocks by Galla Water.

It ne'er was wealth, it ne’er was wealth

That coft contentment, peace, and pleasure:
The bands and bliss o’ mutual love,

O, that’s the chiefest warld’s treasure,
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No. 138. O, mirk, mirk s this midnight hour.
Tune : Lord Gregory. Scots Musical Museum, 1787, No. 5.

Slow .
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And a' for sake o'  thee, At least some

pi - ty on me shaw, If love it may na  be.

O, mirx, mirk is this midnight hour,
And loud the tempest’s roar;

A waefu' wanderer seeks thy tower—
Lord Gregory, ope thy door!

An exile frae her father’s ha,’
And a’ for sake o’ thee,

At least some pity on me shaw,
If love it may na be.

Lord Gregory mind’st thou not the grove
By bonie Irwine side,

‘Where first I own'd that virgin love
I lang, lang had denied?

How aften didst thou pledge and vow,
Thou wad for ay be mine!

And my fond heart, itsel sae true,
It ne’er mistrusted thine.

Hard is thy heart, Lord Gregory,
And flinty is thy breast:

Thou bolt of heaven that flashest by,
O, wilt thou bring me rest!
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Ye mustering thunders from above,
Your willing victim see,

But spare and pardon my fause love
His wrangs to Heaven and me!

No. 139. Zhere’s auld Rob Morris that wons

i yon glen.

Tune : Auld Rob Morris. Orpheus Calea’om'us, 1725, No.
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THERE’s auld Rob Morris that wons in yon glen,

~
and mine.

He’s the king o’ gude fellows and wale of auld men;

He has gowd in his coffers, he has owsen and kine,
And ae bonie lassie, his dautie and mine.

She’s fresh as the morning the fairest in May,
She’s sweet as the ev'ning amang the new hay,

- As blythe and as artless as the lambs on the lea,

And dear to my heart as the light to my e’e.

But O, she’s an heiress—auld Robin’s a laird,

And my daddie has noucht but a cot-house and yard;

A wooer like me maunna hope to come speed,
The wounds I must hide that will soon be my dead.

The day comes to me, but delight brings me nane;
The night comes to me, but my rest it is gane:

I wander my lane like a night-troubled ghaist,
And I sigh as my heart it wad burst in my breast.

O, had she but been of a lower degree,

I then might hae hop'd she wad smil’d upon me!
O, how past descriving had then been my bliss,
As now my distraction no words can express!
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No. 140. Here awa, there awa, wandering Willie.

Tune : Here awa, theve awa. Scots Musical Museum, 1787, No. 57.
Stow tr
). - 1 [ -
- f':rir—!*—%—ﬂ—l—i—\“j‘l*4—9;inf‘:ﬂil
SRR e B

Here a - wa, there a-wa, wan-der-ing Wil - lie, Here a - wa,

fay 1 1. ) ] e -
e et e et I et e~
3 :i;-*"-—i“tz;"—’ = | Jﬁ ¥ r—%jj_'?

[« 2BK)
there a-wa, haud a-wa hame; Come to my bo-som, my ae

r
epm— s o o S~ e - n
ﬁﬁjﬁﬁ?"‘?“lﬁ:— e

on - ly dear.ie, And tell me thou bring'st me my Wil.lie the same.

HEeRe awa, there awa, wandering Willie,
Here awa, there awa, haud awa hame;
Come to my bosom, my ae only dearie,
And tell me thou bring’st me my Willie the same.

Loud tho’ the winter blew cauld at our parting,
'Twas na the blast brought the tear in my e'e:

Welcome now simmer, and welcome my Willie,
The simmer to nature, my Willie to me.

Rest, ye wild storms in the cave o’ your slumbers—
How your wild howling a lover alarms!

Wauken, ye breezes, row gently, ye billows,
And waft my dear laddie ance mair to my arms.

But O, if he’s faithless, and minds na his Nannie,
Flow still between us, thou wide roaring main!
May I never see it, may I never trow it,
But, dying, believe that my Willie’s my ain!

No. 141. O, open the door some pity to shew.

Tune : Open the door softly. Bunting’s Irish Melodies, 1796.
Witk pathos
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O, open thedoor some pi-tytoshew,If love it may na be, O! Tho

thou hast been false, I'll ev-er prove true—O, op - en the door to me, O!
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O, opeN the door some pity to shew,
If love it may na be, O!

Tho' thou hast been false, I'll ever prove true—
O, open the door to me, O!

Cauld is the blast upon my pale cheek,
But caulder thy love for me, O:

The frost, that freezes the life at my heart,
Is naught to my pains frae thee, O!

The wan moon sets behind the white wave,
And Time is setting with me, O:

False friends, false love, farewell! for mair
I'll ne’er trouble them, nor thee, O'!

She has open’d the door, she has open'd it wide,
She sees the pale corse on the plain, O!

‘My true love,” she cried, and sank down by his side—
Never to rise again, O!

No. 142. Lang hae we parted been.

Tune : Laddie lie near me. Scots Musical Museum, 1790, No. 218.
Rather slow
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near e, Lang hast thow lien thy lane, Las - sie, lze near  ine.

Lane hae we parted been, CHoRUS. Near me, near me,
Lassie, my dearie; Lassie, lie near me!
Now we are met again, Lang hast thou lien thy lane,
Lassie, lie near me! Lasste, lie near me.

A’ that I hae endur'd,
Lassie, my dearie,
Here in thy arms is cur'd!
Lassie, lie near me.
X
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No. 143. By Allan stream I chancdd to rove.

Tune : Allan Water. Orpheus Caledonius, 1733, No. 28.
Slowly
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By Allan stream I chanc'd to rove,
While Pheebus sank beyond Benledi;
The winds were whisp’ring thro’ the grove,
The yellow corn was waving ready :
I listen’d to a lover’s sang,
An’ thought on youthfu’ pleasures monie,
And ay the wild wood echoes rang :—
‘O, my love Annie’s very bonie!

‘0, happy be the woodbine bower,
Nae nightly bogle make it eerie!
Nor ever sorrow stain the hour,
The place and time I met my dearie!
Her head upon my throbbing breast,
She, sinking, said :—‘I'm thine for ever!”
While monie a kiss the seal imprest—
The sacred vow we ne'er should sever.’
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The haunt o’ Spring’s the primrose-brae,
The Summer joys the flocks to follow.
How cheery thro’ her short’'ning day,
Is Autumn in her weeds o’ yellow;
But can they melt the glowing heart,
Or chain the soul in speechless pleasure?
Or thro’ each nerve the rapture dart,
Like meeting her, our bosom’s treasure ?

No. 144. 7 feed a man at Martinmas.
Tune : O can ye labour lea. Scots Mustcal Museum, 1792, No. 394.
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CHORUS can ye la-bor lea, young man, O, can ye
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lea? It jfee nor bountith shall us twine Gin ye can labor lea,
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I fee'’d a man at Mar - tin-mas Wi' airle pen - nies
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three: But a’ the faut I bhad to him, He couldna la - bor lea.

Cuorus. O, can ye labor lea, young man,
O, can ye labor lea?
It fee nor bountith shall us twine
Gin ye can labor lea.
I FEE'D a man at Martinmas
‘W7’ airle pennies three;
But a’ the faut I had to him
He could na labor lea.
O, clappin’s gude in Febarwar,
An' kissin’s sweet in May;
But my delight’s the ploughman lad
That weel can labor lea.
O, kissin is the key o' luve,
An’ clappin is the lock;
An’ makin o’s the best thing yet
That €’er a young thing got!
K 2
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No. 145. As down the burn they took thetr way.

Tune : Down the burn, Davie. Orphens Caledonius, 1725, No. 50.
Moderate time
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As down the burn they took their way, And thro’the flower - ¥

dale; His cheek to hérs he aft did lay, And love was ay the
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tale, With:—*‘Mary, when shall we  re-turn, b(c pleasure to re -
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As down the burn they took their way,
And thro’ the flowery dale;

His cheek to hers he aft did lay,
And love was ay the tale,

With : —‘Mary, when shall we return,
Sic pleasure to renew ?’

Quoth Mary :—‘Love, I like the burn,
And ay shall follow you.’

No. 146. O, were my love yon lilac fair.

Tune : Gin my love were yon ved rose. Scots Musical Museum, 1803, No. 562.
;Smaollzly
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O weremyloveyon li - lac fair W1 pur- ple blossoms to the spring, And
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a bird to shel - ter there, When wearied on my lit - tle wing.




1. LOVE: GENERAL 133

O, were my love yon lilac fair

Wi’ purple blossoms to the spring,
And 1 a bird to shelter there,

When wearied on my little wing,

How I wad mourn when it was torn
By autumn wild and winter rude!

But I wad sing on wanton wing,
‘When youthfu’ May its bloom renew’d.

[O, gin my love were yon red rose,
That grows upon the castle wa’,
And I mysel a drap o’ dew
Into her bonie. breast to fa’,

O, there, beyond expression blest,
I'd feast on beauty a’ the night,
Seal'd on her silk-saft faulds to rest,
Till fley’d awa’ by Pheebus’ light.]

No. 147. Stmmer’s a pleasant time.

Tune : Ay, wankin, O. Napier’s Scots Songs, 1790, i, p. 61.
Slow
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CHORUS. Ay, wan-kin, O, Wau-kin still and wear-ie! Slecp I can get nane
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For think-ing on my dearie. Simmer’'s a pleasant time: Flowers of ev'ry
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colour; The water rins o’er the heugh, And I long for my true lov - er.

Cuorus. 4y, waukin, O. When I sleep I dream,
Wankin still and wearie! When 1 wauk I'm eerie,
Sleep I can get nane Sleep I can get nane
For thinking on wy dearie. For thinking on my dearle.
S1MMER’s a pleasant time; Lanely night comes on,
Flowers of ev'ry colour; A’ the lave are sleepin,
The water rins o’er the heugh, I think on my bonie lad,
And 1 long for my true lover. And I blear my een wi’ greetin.
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No. 148. Go, fetch to me a pint 0 wine.

Tune : The secret kiss. Scots Musical Museum, 1790, No. 231.
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o 5
fIENCe e e e e S
o o -
Go, fetch to me a pint o' wine, And fill it in a sil -
A F/ 2N 1
—— 1 R e, o ——
ﬁ“E‘LT_;N:&i j i —'1jl i
> = =
ver tas-sie, That I  may drink be - fore I go A ser-vice to
tr D
—— —
[ ESiEpE e p e
_‘—'~ LS =
ho - me las-sie!  The boat rocks . at the pier o'
tr N
% ey N Meaer
—1‘—4—7’\ i - — T
T ,~ jj—-f S "—H’— oo —1=

Leith, Fu’ loud the wind blaws frae the fer - ry, The ship rides by
o

@%jﬁ =3F ~-—i’_aii:a~}j_—!;j: =

>
—I
|4
he  Ber-wick - Law, And I maun leave . my bo - nie Ma-ry.

Go, fetch to me a pint o' wine,
And fill it in a silver tassie,
That I may drink before I go
A service to my bonie lassie!
The boat rocks at the pier o’ Leith,
Fu’ loud the wind blaws frae the ferry,
The ship rides by the Berwick-law,
And I maun leave my bonie Mary.

The trumpets sound, the banners fly,
The glittering spears are rankéd ready,
The shouts o’ war are heard afar,
The battle closes deep and bloody,
It’s not the roar o' sea or shore
Wad mak me langer wish to tarry,
Nor shouts o’ war that’s heard afar—
It’s leaving thee, my bonie Mary!
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No. 149. Young Famie, pride of & the plain.

Tune : The carlin o’ the glen. Scots Musical Museus, 1796, No. 420,

With gravity
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Youne Jamie, pride of a’ the plain,

Sae gallant and sae gay a swain,

Thro’ a’ our lassies he did rove,

And reign’d resistless king of love.

But now, wi’ sighs and starting tears,
He strays amang the woods and breers;
Or in the glens and rocky caves,

His sad complaining dowie raves :-—

¢1, wha sae late did range and rove,
And chang’d with every moon my love;
I little thought the time was near
Repentance I should buy sae dear:
The slighted maids my torments see,
And laugh at a’ the pangs I dree;
While she, my cruel, scornfu’ fair,
Forbids me e’er to see her mair!’
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No. 150. Hee balown, my sweet wee Donald.
Tune : The highland balow. Scots Musical Museum, 1796, No. 472.

Hee ba - lou, my sweetwee Donald, Pic-ture o’ the great Clanronald!
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Braw - lie kens our wan - ton chief Wha gat my young Highland thief.

Hze balou, my sweet wee Donald,
Picture o’ the great Clanronald!
Brawlie kens our wanton chief
‘Wha gat my young Highland thief.

Leeze me on thy bonie craigie!
An thou live, thou'll steal a naigie.
Travel the country thro’ and thro’,
And bring hame a Carlisle cow.

Thro’ the Lawlands, o’er the Border,
‘Weel, my babie, may thou furder,
Herry the louns o’ the laigh countrie,
Syne to the Highlands hame to me.

No. 151. O, saw ye my dear, my Philly.

Tune : When she cam ben she bobbit.  Scots Musical Museum, 1792, No. 353.

Slow
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a new love, She win-nacomehame to her Wil-ly.
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O, saw ye my dear, my Philly?

O, saw ye my dear, my Philly?

She’s down i’ the grove, she'’s wi’ a new love,
She winna come hame to her Willy.

What says she my dear, my Philly ?

What says she my dear, my Philly ?

She lets thee to wit she has thee forgot,
And for ever disowns thee, her Willy.

O, had I ne’er seen thee, my Philly!

O, had I ne'er seen thee, my Philly!

As light as the air, and fause as thou'’s fair,
Thou’s broken the heart o’ thy Willy.

S —

No. 152, My luve s like a red, red rose.

Tune : Major Graham. Scots Musical Museum, 1796, No. 402.
Moderate time
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My luve is like a red,redrose,That's newly sprungin June: My luve is like

the me - lo-diethat’s swi eetly play‘d in tune. As  fairart thou, my bonie lass,

So deep inluveam I, And I willluve thee still,my dear,Till a’ theseasgang dry.

My luve is like a red, red rose,
That’s newly sprung in June:
My luve is like the melodie,
That's sweetly play’d in tune.
As fair art thou, my bonie lass,
So deep in luve am I, bis
And I will luve thee still, my dear,
Till a’ the seas gang dry.

Till a’ the seas gang dry, my dear,
And the rocks melt wi’ the sun!

And I will luve thee still, my dear,
While the sands o’ life shall run.

And fare-thee-weel, my only luve,
And fare-thee-weel a while!

And I will come again, my luve,
Tho' it were ten thousand mile.

bis
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No. 153. The ploughman, he’s a bonie lad.

Tune : The Ploughman. Perth Musical Miscellany, 1786, p. 248.
Briskly
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His gar-ters knit be - low his knee, His bon-net it is blue, jo.

THE ploughman, he’s a bonie lad,
His mind is ever true, jo!

His garters knit below his knee,
His bonnet it is blue, jo.

Cuorus. Then up wi't @', my ploughman lad,
And hey, my merry ploughman!
Of a’ the trades that I do ken,
Commend me to the ploughman!

I hae been east, I hae been west,
I hae been at Saint Johnston;

The boniest sight that e’er I saw
Was the ploughman laddie dancin.

Snaw-white stockins on his legs,
And siller buckles glancin,

A gude blue bonnet on his head,
And O, but he was handsome!

Commend me to the barn-yard
And the corn-mou, man!

I never gat my coggie fou
Till T met wi’ the ploughman.
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No. 154. Thou has left me cver, Famie.

Tune : Fee him father, fee him. Bremner’s Scots Songs, 1757, p. 6.
Slow
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Thou hast left me ev-er, Ja-mie, Thou hast left me ev-er! Thou hast
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left me ev-er, Ja - mie, Thouhastleft me ev-.er! Aft-en hast
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thou vow'd that death On - ly should us
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se - ver ; Now thou’st left thy lass for

ay— I maun see thee never,

Trou hast left me ever, Jamie,
Thou hast left me ever!

Thou hast left me ever, Jamie,
Thou hast left me ever!

Aften hast thou vow’d that death
Only should us sever;

Now thou'st left thy lass for ay—
I maun see thee never, Jamie,

I'll see thee never!

Ja - mie, I‘ll see thee never!

Thou hast me forsaken, Jamie,
Thou hast me forsaken!
Thou hast me forsaken, Jamie,
Thou hast me forsaken!
Thou canst love another jo,
While my heart is breaking ;
Soon my weary een I'll close,
Never mair to waken, Jamie,
Never mair to waken!

No. 155. My heart is sair—I darvena tell.

Tune : For the sake o’ Somebody.
Slow

Scots Musical Museum, 1796, No. 436.
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My heart is sair— I dare-na telll— My heart is sair for
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Some-bo - dy.
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O - hon! for Some-bo - dy!

O - hey! for Some-bo - dy‘
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I could range the world a - round For the sake

My heart is sair — 1 darena
tell,—
My heart is sair for Somebody ;
I could wake a winter night
For the sake o’ Somebody.
O-hon! for Somebody !
O-hey! for Somebody !
I could range the world around
For the sake o' Somebody.
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o' Some - bo - dy.

Ye Powers that smile on virtuous
love,

O, sweetly smile on Somebody !
Frae ilka danger keep him free,
And send me safe my Somebody.

O-hon! for Somebody !
O-hey! for Somebody!
I wad do—what wad I not?—

For the sake o' Somebody !



140 TONE-POETRY OF ROBERT BURNS

No. 156. Zhe winter it s past.

Tune : The winter it is past. Scots Musical Museum, 1788, No. 200.
Slowly
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The win-ter it is past, and the sim-mer comesat last, And the
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small birds singon ev’ - ry tree : The hearts of these are glad,
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ut mine is ve -ry sad, Formy lo-ver has part ed from me.

TuE winter it is past, and the simmer comes at last,
And the small birds sing on ev’ry tree:

The hearts of these are glad, but mine is very sad,
For my lover has parted from me.

The rose upon the brier by the waters running clear
May have charms for the linnet or the bee:

Their little loves are blest, and their little hearts at rest,
But my lover is parted from me.

[My love is like the sun in the firmament does run—
For ever constant and true;

But his is like the moon, that wanders up and down
And every month it is new.

All you that are in love, and cannot it remove,
I pity the pains you endure,

For experience makes me know that your hearts are full of woe,
A woe that no mortal can cure.]

No. 157. Comin thro' the rye, poor body.
Tune: Miller's wedding. Scots Musical Musenmn, 1796, No. 417.
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draigl't  a'  her pet - ti - coa - tie, Com-in thro' the rye!
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Crorus. O, Jen-ny’s a' weet poorbo-dy, Jen-ny'ssel-dom dry; She
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draigl't o her pet -t - coa - te, Com-in thro' the rye!
Comin thro' the rye, poor body, Gin a body meet a body
Comin thro’ the rye, Comin thro’ the rye;
She draigl’t a’ her petticoatie, Gin a body kiss a body
Comin thro’ the rye! Need a body cry?
Cuorus. O, Jenny’s a’weet, poor body, Gin a body meet a body
Jenny’s seldom dry ; Comin thro’ the glen;
She draigl’t @ her petticoatie, Gin a body kiss a body
Comin thro’ the rye! Need the warld ken ?

————

No. 158. Wae is my heart.

Tune: Waeis my heart. Scots Musical Museum, 1796, No. 476.
Slow  tr
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Wae is my heart and the tear’s in my e'e; Lang, lang joy's been a
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WaE is my heart, and the tear’s in my e'e;

Lang, lang joy’s been a stranger to me:

Forsaken and friendless my burden I bear,

And the sweet voice o’ pity ne'er sounds in my ear.

Love, thou hast pleasures—and deep hae I luv'd!
Love, thou hast sorrows—and sair hae T pruv'd!
But this bruiséd heart that now bleeds in my breast,
I can feel by its throbbings, will soon be at rest.

0, if I were where happy I hae been,

Down by yon stream and yon bonie castle-green !

For there he is wand’ring and musing on me,

Wha wad soon dry the tear-drop that clings to my c’c.
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No. 159. O lassie, are ye slecpin yet ?

Tune : Will ye lend me your loom, lass? Cal. Pocket Companion, 1752, iv. p. 21.
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band an' fit, And 1 would fain be in, jo.

CHoRrUS. O, let me in this ae night,
This ae, ae, ae night;
O, let me in this ae night,
I'll no come back again, jo!

O 'LassIE, are ye sleepin yet,

Or are ye waukin, I wad wit?

For love has bound me hand an’ fit,
And I would fain be in, jo.

O, hear’st thou not the wind an’ weet?
Nae star blinks thro’ the driving sleet;
Tak pity on my weary feet,

And shield me frae the rain, jo,

The bitter blast that round me blaws,

Unheeded howls, unheeded fa's :

The cauldness o’ thy heart’s the cause
Of a’ my grief and pine, jo.



II. LOVE: GENERAL I43

HER ANSWER.

Cuorus. [ el you now this ae night,
This ae, ae, ae night,
And ance for o’ this ae night,
I winna let ye in, jo.

O, tell na me o' wind an’ rain,

Upbraid na me wi' cauld disdain,

Gae back the gate ye cam again,
1 winna let you in, jo.

The snellest blast at mirkest hours,

That round the pathless wand’rer pours,

Is nocht to what poor she endures
That’s trusted faithless man, jo.

The sweetest flower that deck’d the mead,
Now trodden like the vilest weed—
Let simple maid the lesson read

The weird may be her ain, jo.

The bird that charm’d his summer day,
And now the cruel fowler’s prey;
Let that to witless woman say

¢The gratefu’ heart of man,’ jo.

No.160. Will ye go to the Highlands, Leezie Lindsay ?

Tune : Leezie Lindsay. Scots Musical Museum, 1796, No. 434.
Moderately
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go to the H1gh -lands  wi’ me? Will ye go to the ngh
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lands, Leezie Lind-say, My pride and my dar-ling to

e

WiLL ye go to the Highlands, Leezie Lindsay?
Will ye go to the Highlands wi’ me?

Will ye go to the Highlands, Leezie Lindsay,
My pride and my darling to be.
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No. 161. 'Zwas past one o'clock.

Tune : Cold frosty morning. McGibbon’s Scofs Tunes, c. 1766, p. 119,
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"Twas past one o’clock in a cauld frosty morning

When cankert November blaws over the plain,
I heard the kirk-bell repeat the loud warning

As restless I sought for sweet slumber in vain :
Then up I arose, the silver moon shining bright,
Mountains and vallies appearing all hoary white ;
Forth I would go amid the pale, silent night,

To visit the fair one, the cause of my pain.
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Sae gently I staw to my lovely maid’s chamber,
And rapp’d at her window, low down on my knee,
Begging that she would awauk from sweet slumber,
Awauk from sweet slumber and pity me:
For, that a stranger to a’ pleasure, peace and rest,
Love into madness had fired my tortur’d breast,
And that I should be of a’ men the maist unblest,
Unless she would pity my sad miserie!

My true love arose and whisperéd to me—

(The moon looked in and envy'd my love’s charms ;—)
¢ An innocent maiden, ah, would you undo me!’

I made no reply, but leapt into her arms:
Bright Pheebus peep’d over the hills and found me there;
As he has done, now, seven lang years and mair,
A faithfuller, constanter, kinder, more loving pair,

His sweet chearing beam nor enlightens nor warms.
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No. 162. Fockic’s taen the parting kiss.

Tune: Bounie lass tak a man. Scols Musical Museum, 1803, No. 570.
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Jockie’s taen the part- mg kiss, O'er the moun- tams
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with him is a’ my bliss—Nought but
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he is gane, And

griefs with me re-main.
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Spare my luve ye winds that blaw, Plashy sleets and beat-ing rain! Spare
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my luve thou

Jockie’s taen the parting kiss,
Q’er the mountains he is gane,
And with hiin is a’ my bliss—
Nought but griefs with me remain.
Spare my luve ye winds that blaw,
Plashy sleets and beating rain!
Spare my luve thou feathery snaw,
Drifting o’er the frozen plain!

N~
feath - ery snaw, Drift-ing o'er the
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fro-zen plain!

When the shades of evening creep
O'er the day's fair gladsome e'e,
Sound and safely may he sleep,
Sweetly blythe his waukening be!
He will think on her he loves—
Fondly he’ll repeat her name,
For where’er he distant roves,
Jockie’s heart is still at hame.
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No. 163. As I was walking up the street.
Tune : Mally’s meek, Mally’s sweet.  Scots Musical Museum, 1803, No. 597.

Gracefully
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CHORUS Mally 's meek, Mally’s sweet, Mally’s mo-dest and dis- creet Mally s
Fine.
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the road was ve - ry hard For that fair mai- dens ten - der feet'

Cuorus. Mally's meeck, Mally ’s sweet,
Mally’s modest and discreet,
Mally's rave, Mally's fair,
Mally’s ev'ry way complete.
As I was walking up the street,
A barefit maid I chanc’d to meet;
But O, the road was very hard
For that fair maiden’s tender feet !

It were mair meet that those fine feet
Were weel lac’d up in silken shoon!

An’ ’twere more fit that she should sit
Within yon chariot gilt aboon !

Her yellow hair, beyond compare,

Comes trinklin down her swan-white neck,
And her two eyes like stars in skies,

Would keep a sinking ship frae wreck.

No. 164. Is this thy plighted, fond regard ?

Tune : Ruffian’s rant (see infra).

Cuorus. Canst thou leave me thus, my Katie!
Canst thou leave me thus, my Katie!
Well thou know'st my aching heart,
And canst thou leave me thus for pity ?
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Is this thy plighted, fond regard,
Thus cruelly to part, my Katie?

Is this thy faithful swain’s reward—
An aching broken heart, my Katie ?

Farewell! and ne’er such sorrows tear
That fickle heart of thine, my Katie !
Thou may’st find those will love thee dear,
But not a love like mine, my Katie!

—_———

No. 165. 7here was a bonie lass.

Tune : 4 bonie lass. Scots Musical Museum, 1803, No. 586.
Briskly
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There was a bon-ie lass, and a bon-le, bon-je  lass, And
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sigh and a  tear. O-ver sea, overshore wherethecannons loudly
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roar, He still was a stranger to fear, Andnocht could him quail, or his
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bo - som as -sail, But the bon - ie lass he lo’ed sae dear.

THERE was a bonie lass, and a bonie, bonie lass,
And she lo’ed her bonie laddie dear,

Till war’s loud alarms tore her laddie frae her arms
‘Wi’ monie a sigh and a tear.

Over sea, over shore, where the cannons loudly roar,
He still was a stranger to fear,

And nocht could him quail, or his bosom assail,
But the bonie lass he lo’ed sae dear.

L2
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No. 166. As late by a sodger I chanced lo pass.

Tune : I’ll mak you be fain to follow me. Scots Mus. Museumn, 1790, No, 268,

LT i

As late by a sodg-er I chancéd to pass, I heard him a courtin

a bon-ic young lass; ‘My hin-ny, my life, my dear-est, quo' he, ‘I'll
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mak you be fain to fol -lowme. ‘Gin I shouldfol-low you a poor
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sodger lad, Ilk ane o' mycummers wad think I wasmad: For battles I nev-
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er shall lang to see, I'll nev-er be fain to fol - low thee.

As late by a sodger I chanced to pass,

I Leard him a courtin a bonie young lass,
¢My hinny, my life, my dearest,” quo’ he,
‘I'll mak you be fain to follow me.’

¢Gin I should follow you a poor sodger lad
Ilk ane o’ my cummers wad think I was mad.
For battles I never shall lang to see,

I'll never be fain to follow thee,’

‘To follow me, I think ye may be glad,

A part o' my supper, a part o’ my bed,

A part o' my bed, wherever it be,

I'll mak ye be fain to follow me.

Come try my knapsack on your back,
Alang the king’s highgate we’ll pack,
Between Saint Johnston and bonie Dundee,
I'll mak you be fain to follow me.’
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No. 167. O dear nmunny, what shall I do?

Tune : O dear minny. Ancient MS. (Stenhouse’s II).
Moderate time
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CHORUS. O dear min-ny, what shall I do? O dear min - ny,
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what shall 1 do? O dear min - ny, what shkall T do?

Fine.
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can-na be loed; If I be fair I can-na be gude; If I be
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lord-ly, the lads will ook by me: O dear min-ny, whatshall I do?

CuoruUs. O dear minny, what shall I do ?
O dear minny, what shall I do?
O dear minny, what shall I do?
¢ Daft thing, doyll thing, do as I do.

If I be black, I canna be lo'ed;

If I be fair I canna be gude;

If I be lordly, the lads will look by me:
O dear minny, what shall I do?
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III. LOVE—HUMOROUS.

No. 168. Here's to thy health, my bonie lass/

Tune : Laggan burn. Scots Musical Museum, 1796, No. 495.
Briskly
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Here’s to thy health, my bon-e lass; Gude night and joy be wi' thee;
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I'll  come nae mair to thy bower-door To tell thee that I loe thee.
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0, din - na think, my pret - ty pmk, But I can hve with - out

EEREESEe s e PR AL S|

thee: 1 vow and swear 1 din - nacare How lang ye look a - bout ye!

HEere'’s to thy health, my bonie lass!
Gude night and joy be wi’ thee;
I'll come nae mair to thy bower-door

To tell thee that I lo’e thee.
O, dinna think, my pretty pink,
But I can live without thee:

I vow and swear I dinna care
How lang ye look about ye!

Thou’rt ay sae free informing me
Thou hast nae mind to marry,
I'll be as free informing thee
Nae time hae I to tarry.
I ken thy freens try ilka means
Frae wedlock to delay thee—
Depending on some higher chance,—
But fortune may betray thee.

I ken they scorn my low estate,
But that does never grieve me,

For I'm as free as any he,—
Sma’ siller will relieve me!
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I'll count my health my greatest wealth
Sae lang as I'll enjoy it:

I'll fear nae scant, I'll bode nae want
As lang’s I get employment.

But far off fowls hae feathers fair,
And ay until ye try them,
Tho’ they seem fair, still have a care—
They may prove as bad as I am!
But at twel at night, when the moon shines bright,
My dear, I'll come and see thee,
For the man that loves his mistress weel,
Nae travel makes him weary.

No. 169. Zhe taylor fell thro' the bed.

Tune : I rede ye beware o' the ripells young man. Scots M. M., 1790, No. 212,

Cheerzly
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The tay lor fell thro’ the bed, thim-ble an’ a’, The tay - lor
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fell thro' the bed, thim-ble an' a'; The b[ankets were thin, and
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the sheets they were sma’, The tay - lor fell thro’ the bed, thim-ble an’ a'!

THE taylor fell thro’ the bed, thimble an’ a’,
The taylor fell thro’ the bed, thimble an’ a’,
The blankets were thin, and the sheets they were sma’,—
The taylor fell thro’ the bed, thimble an’ a’!

The sleepy bit lassie, she dreaded nae ill,

The sleepy bit lassie, she dreaded nae ill;

The weather was cauld, and the lassie lay still ;
She thought that a taylor could do her nae ili!
Gie me the groat again, cannie young man!
Gie me the groat again, cannie young man !
The day it is short, and the night it is lang—
The dearest siller that ever I wan!

There’s somebody weary wi’ lying her lane,
There’s somebody weary wi’ lying her lane,
There ’s some that are dowie, I trow wad be fain
To see the bit taylor come skippin again.
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No. 170. O, merry hae I been tecthin a heckle.
Tune : Lom’ Breadalbine’s March. Scots Musical Museum, 1790, No. 270,
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O, mer -ry hae I  been teeth-in a heckle, An’ mer-ry
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hae 1 been shap-in  a spoon; O, mer-ry hae I been clout-in
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a ket-tle, An’ kiss-in my Ka-tie when a’ was  done.
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day I whis - tle and sing; O, a’ thelang night I cud-dle
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my kim - mer, An’ a
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the lang night as hap - py's a king!
O, MERRY hae I been teethin a heckle,
An’ merry hae I been shapin a spoon;
O, merry hae I been cloutin a kettle,
An’ kissin my Katie when a’ was done.
O, a’ the lang day I ca’ at my hammer,
An’ 2’ the lang day I whistle and sing;
O, &’ the lang night I cuddle my kimmer,
An’ a’ the lang night as happy’s a king!

Bitter in dool, I lickit my winnins

O’ marrying Bess, to gie her a slave:
Blest be the hour she cool'd in her linens,

And blythe be the bird that sings on her grave!
Come to my arms, my Katie, my Katie,

An’ come to my arms, and kiss me again!
Drucken or sober, here’s to thee, Katie,

An’ blest be the day I did it again!
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No. 171. My lord a-hunting he is gane.

Tune : My lady’s gown. Scots Musical Museum, 1803, No. 554.
Brisk
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CHORUS. My lady's gown, there's gairs upon't, And gowden flowers sae vare wpon't;
Fine.
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But fJenny's jimps and jir-kin - et, My lord thinks meikle mair up-on't.
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My lord ahunt ing he is gane, But hounds orhawkswl him are nane,
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Colin's cot-tage lies his game, If  Colin’s Jen-ny be at hame

Cuorus. My lady’s gown, there’s gairs upon't,
And gowden flowers sae vave upon’t;
But Jenny's jimps and jirkinet,
My lord thinks meikle mair upon’t,

My lord a-hunting he is gane,

But hounds or hawks wi’ him are nane;

By Colin’s cottage lies his game,

If Colin’s Jenny be at hame.

My lady’s white, my lady’s red,

And kith and kin o’ Cassillis’ blude ;

But her ten-pund lands o’ tocher gude

Were a’ the charms his lordship lo’ed.

Out o’er yon muir, out o’er yon moss,
‘Whare gor-cocks thro’ the heather pass,
There wons auld Colin’s bonie lass,

A lily in a wilderness.

Sae sweetly move her genty limbs,
Like music-notes o’ lovers’ hymns:

The diamond-dew in her een sae blue,
‘Where laughing love sae wanton swims.

My lady’s dink, my lady’s drest,
The flower and fancy o’ the west;
But the lassie that a man lo’es best,
O, that’s the lass to mak him blest!
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No. 172. 7The heather was blooming.

Tune: The Tailor's March.
Cheerily
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The  heath-er was bloommg, the meadows were mawn, Our  lads gaed
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- hunt-ing ae day at the dawn, O'er moorsand o’er moss-es and
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mon -ie a glenj At length they dis- cov - er d a  bon - ie moor-hen.
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CHORUS. [  rede you, beware at i}ze hunt-ing young men! I rede you be -
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ware at the hunting, young men! Take some on the wing, and
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some asthey spring, But can - ni -1y steal on a  bon-ie moor-hen.

TrE heather was blooming, the meadows were mawn,
Our lads gaed a-hunting ae day at the dawn,

O’er moors and o’er mosses and monie a glen;

At length they discover’d a bonie moor-hen.

Cuorus., [ rede you, beware at the hunting, young wmen!
I rede you, beware at the hunting, young men!
Take some on the wing, and some as they spring,
But cannily steal on a bonie moor-hen,

Sweet-brushing the dew from the brown heather bells,
Her colours betrayed her on yon mossy fells;

Her plumage outlustred the pride o’ the spring,

And O! as she wanton’d sae gay on the wing,

Auld Pheebus himsel, as he peeped o’er the hill,

In spite at her plumage he tried his skill;

He levell’d his rays where she bask’d on the brae—
His rays were outshone, and but mark’d where she lay.
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They hunted the valley, they hunted the hill,
The best of our lads wi’ the best o' their skill;
But still as the fairest she sat in their sight,
Then, whirr! she was over, a mile at a flight.

* * * * * *

No. 173. Weary fa' you, Duncan Gray.
(oLD WORDs.)

Tune : Duncan Gray. Caledonian Pocket Companion, 1751, iii. p. 8.

Moderately ir
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Wea - ry fa' you, Dun-can Gray! Ha, ha, the gird-in o't! Wae
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gae by you, Dun-can Gray! Ha, ha, the gird-in o't! When a’ the
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lave gae to their play, Then I maun sit the lee - lang day, And
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jeeg the cra -dle wi' my tae, and a' for the gird -in o't!
WEaRY fa’ you, Duncan Gray! Bonie was the Lammas moon—
Ha, ha, the girdin o’t! Ha, ha, the girdin o’t!
Wae gae by you, Duncan Gray! Glowrin a’ the hills aboon,—
Ha, ha, the girdin o't! Ha, ha, the girdin o’t!

When a’ the lave gae to their play, | The girdin brak, the beast cam down,

Then I maun sit the lee-lang day, | I tint my curch and baith my shoon,

And jeeg the cradle wi' my tae, And, Duncan, ye’re an unco loun—
And 2’ for the girdin o’t! Wae on the bad girdin o’t!

But Duncan, gin ye'll keep your aith,
Ha, ha, the girdin o't!

I'se bless you wi’ my hindmost breath,
Ha, ha, the girdin o't!

Duncan, gin ye'll keep your aith,

The beast again can bear us baith,

And auld Mess John will mend the skaith
And clout the bad girdin o't.
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No. 174. W7 braw new branks in meikle pride.

(Tune unknown.)

Wr’ braw new branks in meikle pride,
And eke a braw new brechan,

My Pegasus I'm got astride,
And up Parnassus pechin;

Whiles owre a bush wi’ downward crush
The doited beastie stammers;

Then up he gets, and off he sets
For sake o’ Willie Chalmers.

I doubt na, lass, that weel-kenn’d name
May cost a pair o' blushes;

I am nae stranger to your fame,
Nor his warm-urgéd wishes :

Your bonie face, sac mild and sweet,
His honest heart enamours;

And faith! ye'll no be lost a whit,
Tho’ wair'd on Willie Chalmers.

Auld Truth hersel might swear ye're fair,
And Honor safely back her ;
And Modesty assume your air,
And ne’er a ane mistak her:
And sic twa love-inspiring een
Might fire even holy palmers;
Nae wonder then they've fatal been
To honest Willic Chalmers.

I doubt na Fortune may you shore
Some mim-mou’d, pouther’d priestie,
Fu’ lifted up wi’ Hebrew lore,
And band upon his breastie :
But O, what signifies to you
His lexicons and grammars ?
The feeling heart’s the royal blue,
And that’s wi’ Willie Chalmers.

Some gapin, glowrin countra laird
May warsle for your favour;

May claw his lug, and straik his beard,
And hoast up some palaver.

My bonie maid, before ye wed
Sic clumsy-witted hammers,

Seek Heaven for help, and barefit skelp
Awa’ wi' Willie Chalmers.

Forgive the Bard! my fond regard
For ane that shares my bosom
Inspires my Muse to gie’'m his dues,

For deil a hair I roose him.
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May powers aboon unite you soon,
And fructify your amours,

And every year come in mair dear
To you and Willie Chalmers!

No. 175. 7 am my mammy's ae bairn.

Tune : I'm o'er young to marry yet.  Scots Musical Museum, 1788, No. 107.
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I am my mammy's ae bairn, Wi’ un.co folk I wea-ry, sir,
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And ly-ing in a man's bed, I'm fley'd it mak me eer-ie, sir.
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CHORUS. I'm  oO'er young, I'm o'er young, I'm oer young to marry yet!
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Dm  o'er young, 'twad be a sin To tak me jfrae my mammy yet.

I AM my mammy’s ae bairn,

W1’ unco folk I weary, sir,
And lying in a man’s bed,

I'm fley’d it mak me eerie, sir.

Cuorus. I'm o'er young, I'm o'er young,
DI'm o'er young to marry yet!
I'm o'er young, 'twad be a sin
To tak me frae my mawumy yel.

Hallowmas is come and gane,

The nights are lang in winter, sir;
And you an’ I in ae bed—

In trowth, I dare na venture, sir,

Fu’ loud and shill the frosty wind
Blaws thro’ the leafless timmer, sir,
But if ye come this gate again,
I’ll aulder be gin simmer, sir.
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| No. 176. 7here was a lass, they ca'd her Meg.

Tune : Ye'll ay be welcome back again.  Bremner’s Scofs Reels, 1759, p. 56.
Merrily
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There was a lass, they ca'd her Meg, And she held o’er the moors to spin;
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There was a lad that fol-low'd her, They ca’d him Dun-can Da- vi - son.
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The moor was dreigh, and Meg was skeigh, Her fa - vour Dun - can could - na
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win; For wi' the rock she wad him knock, And ay she shook the tem - per - pin.
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THERE was a lass, they ca'd her Meg,
And she held o'er the moors to spin;
There was a lad that follow’d her,
They ca'd him Duncan Davison.
The moor was dreigh, and Meg was skeigh,
Her favour Duncan couldna win;
For wi’ the rock she wad him knock,
And ay she shook the temper-pin.

As o’er the moor they lightly foor,

A burn was clear, a glen was green;
Upon the banks they eas'd their shanks,
And ay she set the wheel between :

But Duncan swoor a haly aith,
That Meg should be a bride the morn;
Then Meg took up her spinnin graith,
And flang them a’ out o'er the burn.

We will big a wee, wee house,
And we will live like king and queen,
Sae blythe and merry 's we will be,
When ye set by the wheel at e’en!
A man may drink, and no be drunk;
A man may fight, and no be slain;
A man may kiss a bonie lass,
And ay be welcome back again!
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No. 177. The blude-ved rose at Yule may blaw. ~

Tune: To daunton me. Cal. Pocket Companion, 1743, i. p. 16.

Slow
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CHORUS Zo daun - ton me, to daun - on me, auld man
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shall never daun- Ion me. The blude red rose at Yule may
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blaw, The sim - mer  lil -lies bloom in snaw, The frost may freeze the
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deep - est sea; Butan auld man shall nev - r daun - ton me.

Cuorus. To daunton me, to daunton me, % s
An auld man shall never daunton me.

THE blude-red rose at Yule may blaw,
The simmer lilies bloom in snaw,

The frost may freeze the deepest sea,
But an auld man shall never daunton me.

To daunton me, and me sae young,

Wi’ his fause heart and flatt’ring tongue :
That is the thing you ne’er shall see,
For an auld man shall never daunton me.

For a’ his meal and a' his maut,

For a’ his fresh beef and his saut,
For a’ his gold and white monie,

An auld man shall never daunton me.

His gear may buy him kye and yowes,
His gear may buy him glens and knowes;
But me he shall not buy nor fee,

For an auld man shall never daunton me,

He hirples twa fauld as he dow,

‘Wi his teethless gab and his auld beld pow,

And the rain rains down frae his red blear’d e’e—
That auld man shall never daunton me.
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No. 178. Her daddie forbad, her minnie foréad.

Tune : Jumpin John. Scots Musical Museum, 1788, No. 138.
Brisk
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Her dad-die for - bad, her min-nie for-bad; For-bid-den she “ad na
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She wad-na trow’t the browst she brew'd Wad taate sae bit - ter -

CHORUS.
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The lang lad they ca' Jumpin John Begmld the bo-nie las - sie!
Her daddie forbad, her minnie forbad;
Forbidden she wadna be :
She wadna trow’t the browst she brew’d
Wad taste sae bitterlie !
CHorus. The lang lad they ca’ Jumpin John
Beguil'd the bonie lassie!
The lang lad they ca’ Jumpin John
Beguil'd the bonie lassie !

A cow and a cauf, a yowe and a hauf,
And thretty gude shillins and three;

A vera gude tocher, a cottar-man’s dochter,
The lass wi’ the bonie black e’e,

No. 179. Duncan Gray cam here to woo.
Tune : Duncan Gray (see No. 173).

DuxcaN Gray cam here to woo
Ha, ha, the wooing o’t!

On blythe yule-night when we were fou
Ha, ha, the wooing o’t!

Maggie coost her head fu’ high,

Look’d asklent and unco skeigh,

Gart poor Duncan stand abeigh—
Ha, ha, the wooing o't!
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Duncan 'ﬂeech’d, and Duncan How it comes, let doctors tell,
pray'd— Ha, ha, the wooing o't!

Ha, ha, the wooing o’t! Meg grew sick, as he grew hale
Meg was deaf as Ailsa Craig Ha, ha, the wooing o't!

Ha, ha, the wooing o’t! Something in her bosom wrings,
Duncan sigh’d baith out and in, For relief a sigh she brings,
Grat his een baith bleer't and blin’, | And O! her een they spak sic
Spak o' lowpin o’er a linn— things 1—

Ha, ha, the wooing o't! Ha, ha, the wooing o’t.
Time and chance are but a tide, Duncan was a lad o’ grace,

Ha, ha, the wooing o’t! Ha, ha, the wooing o't,
Slighted love is sair to bide Maggie’s was a piteous case,

Ha, ha, the wooing o't! -Ha, ha, the wooing o’t:
¢Shall I, like a fool,” quoth he, Duncan couldna be her death,
¢For a haughty hizzie die? Swelling pity smoor’d his wrath
She may gae to—France for me !~ | Now they’re crouse and cantybaith —

Ha, ha, the wooing. o't! Ha, ha, the wooing o't.

No. 180. Hey the dusty miller.

Tune : Dusty miller. Scots Musical Museum, 1788, No. 144.
Quickly
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Hey the dus-ty mil.ler And his dus-ty coat; He will win a

shil-ling Or he spend a groat: Dus-ty was the coat, Dus-ty
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was the colour, Dus-ty was the kiss That I gat frae the mil-ler.

.
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Hey the dusty miller Hey the dusty miller
And his dusty coat; And his dusty sack;
He will win a shilling Leeze me on the-calling
" Or he spend a groat : Fills the dusty peck.
Dusty was the coat, Fills the dusty peck,
Dusty was the colour, Brings the dusty siller;
Dusty was’the kiss I wad gie my coatie

That I gat frae the miller. For the dusty miller.
M :
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No. 181. 7 gaed wp to Dunse.

Tune : Rob shear'd tn hairst.

Brisk
-

Cal. Pocket Companion, 1753, V. p. II.
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CHorus. Robin shure in hairst,
- I shuve ws’ him ;
Fient a heuk had I,

Yet I stack by him.

I gaed up to Dunse

To warp a wab o’ plaiden;
At his daddy’s yett

‘Wha met me but Robin!

No. 182.

Tune : My love, she’s but a lassie yet.
Lively . .

Was na Robin bauld,

Tho' I was a cottar?
Play’d me sic a trick,

An’ me the Eller's dochter!

Robin promis’d me
A’ my winter vittle;

Fient haet he had but three
Guse feathers and a whittle!

My love, she’s but a lassie yet.

Scots Musical Museum, 1790, No. 225.
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My love, she's but a

las - sie  yet,
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My love, she'sbut a las-sie yet;
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We'll let her stand a year or twa, She'll no

To-
be hauf sae sau-cy yet,
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rue the day I soughther, O! I rue the day I sought her o!
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No. 183. [ murder hate by field or floéd.
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‘Wha gets her needna say he’s woo'd, But he may say he’s bought hér, O!

My love, she’s but a lassie yet,
My love, she’s but a lassie yet;

We'll let her stand a year or twa,
She’ll no be hauf sae saucy yet;
I rue the day I sought her, O!
I rue the day I sought her, O!

‘Wha gets her needna say he's woo'd,
But he may say he has bought her, O!

Come draw a drap o’ the best o't yet,
Come draw a drap o' the best o't yet;
Gae seek for pleasure whar ye will,
But here I never miss'd it yet.
[We're a’ dry wi’ drinkin o't,
We're a’ dry wi' drinkin o't}
The minister kiss'd the fiddler’s wife—
He couldna preach for thinkin o't.]

(Tune unknown.)

I murDER hate by field or flood,
Tho’ glory’s name may screen us;

In wars at hame I'll spend my blood—
Life-giving wars of Venus.

The deities that I adore
Are social Peace and Plenty;

I’m better pleas’d to make one more,
Than be the death of twenty.

I would not die like Socrates,
For all the fuss of Plato;
Nor would I with Leonidas,
Nor yet would I with Cato:
The zealots of the Church and State
Shall ne’er my mortal foes be;
But let me have bold Zimri’s fate
Within the arms of Cozbi.
M 2
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No: 184. Wha s that at my bower-door ?
Tune : Lass, an I cone near thee. Scots Musical Musenm, 1792, No. 337.
Lwely
‘Wha is that at my bower-door?' O, wha is it but Find-lay.
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‘Then gae your gate, ye'se nac be here:’ ‘In-deed, maun I’ quo Findlay.

‘What mak ye sae like a thief?’ ‘O, come and see’ quo’ Find-lay; ‘Be -
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- fore the morn ye'll work mis-chief?’ ‘In-deed will I,' quo’ Find-lay.

¢WHa is that at my bower-door ?’
¢0O, wha is it but Findlay ?’

¢Then gae your gate, ye'se nae be here:’
‘Indeed, maun I,” quo’ Findlay.

¢What mak ye sae like a thief?’
‘0O, come and see,” quo’ Findlay ;

¢ Before the morn ye’ll work mischief?’
‘Indeed will I, quo’ Findlay.

¢Gif I rise and let you in’—
‘Let me in,’ quo’ Findlay—

“Ye'll keep me waukin wi’ your din?’
¢Indeed will 1,” quo’ Findlay.

‘In my bower if ye should stay’—
‘Let me stay,” quo’ Findlay;

¢I fear ye'll bide till break o’ day?'—
¢Indeed will I,’ quo’ Findlay.

‘Here this night if ye remain’'—
‘I'll remain,” quo’ Findlay—

¢] dread ye'll learn the gate again ?’—
¢Indeed will I, quo’ Findlay.

¢What may pass within this bower’—
¢Let it pass,” quo’ Findlay;

¢Ye maun conceal till your last hour’—
¢Indeed will I, quo’ Findlay.
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No. 185. Zhere’s a youth in this city.
Tune : Niel Gow's lament. Scots Musical Museum, 1790, No. 258,

Modera lely
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There’s a youth in this ci=-ty, it were a great pi - ty That he from
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fa - vor'd, with-a'. An’ hls hair has a na - tu-ral buckle and a'.
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His coat is the hue o' his bon-net sae blue, HlS feck - et is
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white as  the new - driv-en snaw, His hose they are blae, and his
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shoon like the slae, And his clear sil -ler buck-les, they daz - zle us a’.

[THERE’s a youth in this city, it were a great pity
That he from our lasses should wander awa;

For he’s bonie and braw, weel-favor'd witha’,

An’ his hair has 'a natural buckle an’ a’.]

His coat is the hue o’ his bonnet sae blue,

His fecket is white as the new-driven snaw,

His hose they are blae, and his shoon like the slae,
And his clear siller buckles, they dazzle us a'.

For beauty and fortune the laddie’s been courtin;
Weel-featured, weel-tocher’d, weel-mounted, an’ braw ;
But chiefly the siller that gars him gang till her,

The penny’s the jewel that beautifies a’;

There’s Meg wi' the mailen, that fain wad a haen him,
And Susie, whase daddy was laird o’ the ha’;

There’s lang-tocher'd Nancy maist fetters his fancy;
But the laddie’s dear sel he lo’es dearest of a',
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No. 186. O, meikle thinks my luve 0 my beauty.

Tune: The highway to Edinburgh. Seots Musical Museum, 1792, No. 312.
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0O, 1mei-klethinksmy luve o  my beau-ty, And mei-kle thinks
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my luve o my kin; But llt tle thinks my luve I
NN
%t;'—a~p—~ ~H~—v—;:—'——i_ FEE Eﬂ\ﬂ:& ;ﬁ
o/

ken braw-lie My  to-cher’sthe jew-el has charms for him. It’s
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he ap - ple he'll nour-ish the tree; It's a' for the
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wi' the sil-ler, . He can-na hae luve to spare for me!

O, MEIKLE thinks my luve o’ my beauty,
And meikle thinks my luve o’ my kin; -
But little thinks my luve I ken brawlie
My tocher’s the jewel has charms for him,
[It’s a’ for the apple he’ll nourish the tree;
It’s a’ for the hiney he’ll cherish the bee!]
My laddie’s sae meikle in luve wi’ the siller,
He canna hae live to spare for me!

Your proffer o’ luve’s an airle-penny!

My tocher’s the bargain ye wad buy;
But an ye be crafty, I am cunnin,

Sae ye wi’ anither your fortune may try.
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[Ye're like to the timmer o’ yon rotten wood,
Ye're like to the bark o’ yon rotten tree,
Ye'll slip frae me like a knotless thread,
An’ ye'll crack your credit wi’ mair nor me!]

No. 187. Whare are you gaun, my bonie lass.

Tune : 4 waukrife nunnie. Scots Musical Museum, 1790, No. 288.

‘Whare are yougaun, my bon -ie lass, Whare are yougaun,my hin- ey ?’
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She answer’d me right sau - ci - lie,—~‘An  er-rand for my min - nie.

¢WHARE are you gaun, my bonie lass,
Whare are you gaun, my hiney?’
She answer’'d me right saucilie,—
¢An errand for my minnie.’

€0, whare live ye, my bonie lass,
O, whare live ye, my hiney?’

¢By yon burnside, gin ye maun ken,
In a wee house wi' my minnie.’

But I foor up the glen at e’en
To see my bonie lassie ;

And lang before the grey morn cam
She was na hauf sae saucie.

O, wearie fa’ the waukrife cock,
And the foumart lay his crawin !

He' wauken’d the auld wife frae her sleep
A wee blink or the dawin.

An angry wife I wat she raise,

And o’er the bed she brocht her;
And wi' a meikle hazel rung

She made her a weel-pay’d dochter.

€0, fare-thee-weel, my bonie lass !
O, fare-thee-weel, my hiney!

Thou art a gay and a bonie lass,
But thou hast a waukrife minnie !’
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No. 188. My heart is a-breaking, dear Tittie.

Tune : Tam Glen. Scots Musical Museum, 1790, No. 296.
Brisk
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My heart is  a- break-ing, dear Tit - tie, Some coun-sel un-to me come

len':

To an-gerthem 2’ is a pi-ty, But what will I do wi' Tam Glen?
My heart is a-breaking, dear Tittie,
Some counsel unto me come len’:
To anger them a’ is a pity,
But what will I do wi’ Tam Glen?

I’m thinking, wi’ sic a braw fellow
In poortith I might mak a fen’:

What care I in riches to wallow,
If I mauna marry Tam Glen?

There’s Lowrie the Laird o' Dummeller;
¢Guid day to you'j;—brute! he comes ben :
He brags and he blaws o’ his siller,
But when will he dance like Tam Glen ?

My minnie does constantly deave me,
And bids me beware 0’ young men:

They flatter, she says, to deceive me:
But wha can think sae o’ Tam Glen?

My daddie says, gin I'll forsake him,
He’d gie me guid hunder marks ten:

But if it’s ordain’d I maun take him,
O, wha will I get but Tam Glen?

Yestreen at the valentines’ dealing,
My heart to my mou’ gied a sten,

For thrice I drew ane without failing,
And thrice it was written—¢ Tam Glen’!

The last Hallowe’en I was waukin
My droukit sark-sleeve, as ye ken;

His likeness came up the house staukin,
And the very grey breeks o’ Tam Glen!

Come, counsel, dear Tittie, don’t tarry!
I'll gie ye my bonny black hen,
Gif ye will advise me to marry
. The lad I lo’e dearly—Tam Glen,



III. LOVE: HUMOROUS 169

-No. 189. Zhey snool me sair, and haud me down.

Tune: The moudiewart. Caledonian Pocket Companion, c. 1752, iv. p. 8.
Brisk
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saw awe-and - twen-1y, Tam. They snool me sair, and haud me
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down, And gar me look like blun-tie, Tam; But three short years
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will soon wheel roun’— And then comes ane - and -twen - ty, Tam!

Cuorus, Awn' O, for ane-and-twenty, Tam!
And hey, sweet ane-and-twenty, Tam !
Dl learn my kin a rattlin sang
An I saw ane-and-twenty, Tam.

THEY snool me sair, and haud me down, -
And gar me look like bluntie, Tam;

But three short years will soon wheel roun’—
And then comes ane-and-twenty, Tam!

A gleib o’ lan’, a claut o’ gear
Was left me by my auntie, Tam:
At kith or kin I needna spier,
An I saw ane-and-twenty, Tam.

They’ll hae me wed a wealthy coof,
Tho’ I mysel hae plenty, Tam;

But hear’st thou, laddie! there’s my loof;
I'm thine at ane-and-twenty, Tam!



170 TONE-POETRY OF ROBERT BURNS

No. 190. But wartly tent when ye come to court me.
Tune : Whistle an’ I'll come to ye, my lad.  Scots Mus. Museum, 1788, No. 106.

LN

““_i E’va _~5
— 2
O g
CHORUS. O, whistle an’ DIl come fto ye, mylad! O, whistle an’

b T NN q
s —— I —
ﬁﬂ__:-ﬁgﬁ e L *._‘\TJ&E%Z:

“o-
L'l come to ye, my lad) Tho fa-ther an' mo-ther an' o s/:oula'gae
Fine.

%E%%aﬂ}iiﬁﬁg ;@“}Pﬁw

mad, O, whistle an’' Ill come to ye, my lad! But war-i- ly tent
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when ye come to courtme, And come nae un-less the back-yett be a-jee;

Syne up the back-style and let nae-bo - dy see, And come as ye were
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na com-in to me. And come as ye wcre na com-in to me.

Cuorus. O, whistle an’ I'll come to ye, my lad!
O, whistle an’ I'll come fo ye, my lad !
Tho' father an’ mother an’ a’ should gae mad,
O, whistle an’ I'll come to ye, my lad!

Bur warily tent when ye come to court me,
And come nae unless the back-yett be a-jee;
Syne up the back-style, and let naebody see,
And come as ye were na comin to me. bis

At kirk, or at market, whene’er ye meet me,
Gang by me as tho’ that ye car'd na a flie;
But steal me a blink o’ your bonie black e’e,
Yet look as .ye were na looking to me. bis
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Ay vow and protest that ye care na for me,
And whiles ye may lightly my beauty awee;
But court na anither, tho’ jokin ye be,

For fear that she wile your fancy frae me, bis

No. 191. O, when she cam ben, she bobbed fu' law !

Tune : When she cam ben she bobbit,  Scots Musical Museum, 1792, No. 353.
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O, when she cam ben, she bob-bed fu' law! O, when she
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cam ben, she bob.bed fu' law! And when she cam ben, she

kiss'd Cock - pen, And syneshe de-ny'd she did it _at a'.

[O, wHEN she cam ben, she bobbed fu’ law!
O, when she cam ben, she bobbed fu’ law!

And when she cam ben, she kiss'd Cockpen,
And syne she deny’d she did it at a’.

And was na Cockpen right saucy witha’?

And was na Cockpen right saucy witha’?]
In leaving the dochter o’ a lord,

And kissin a collier lassie an’ a’?

O, never look down, my lassie, at a’!
O, never look down, my lassie, at a’!

Thy lips are as sweet, and thy figure complete,
As the finest dame in castle or ha’.

Tho’ thou hast nae silk, and holland sae sma’,
Tho’ thou hast nae silk, and holland sae sma’,

Thy coat and thy sark are thy ain handywark,
And Lady Jean was never sae braw.
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No. 192. O, ken ye what Meg 0 the Mill
has gotten ?
(FIRST VERSION.)

Tune : O ken ye what Meg. Scots Musical Museum, 1803, No. 566.
Moderately
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O, ken yewhatMeg o' the Mill has gotten? An' ken ye what
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Meg o the Mill has got-ten? A braw new naig wi' the tail o
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rot-tan, And  that’'s whatMeg o' the Mill has got—ten' O, ken ye
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what Meg o the Mxll lo’es dear-ly? An’ ken yewhat Meg o' the Mill
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lo'es dear-ly? A dram o gude strunt in morn - mg
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ear -ly, And that’s what Meg o the Mill = lo’es dear-ly!

O, kEN ye what Meg o’ the Mill has gotten ?
An’ ken ye what Meg o’ the Mill has gotten ?
A braw new naig wi’ the tail o’ a rottan,
And that’s what Meg o’ the Mill has gotten!

O, ken ye what Meg o’ the Mill lo’es dearly?
An’ ken ye what Meg o’ the Mill lo’es dearly?
A dram o’ gude strunt in a morning early,

And that’s what Meg o’ the Mill lo’es dearly!

O, ken you how Meg o’ the Mill was married ?
An’ ken ye how Meg o’ the Mill was married ?
The priest he was oxter’d, the clark he was carried,
And that’s how Meg o’ the Mill was married!
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O, ken ye how Meg o’ the Mill was bedded?
An’ ken ye how Meg o' the Mill was bedded?
The groom gat sae fu’, he fell awald beside it,
And that’s how Meg o’ the Mill was bedded!

No. 193. O, ken ye what Meg 0 the Mill
has gotten ?
(SECOND VERSION.)

Tune : O bonie lass, will ye lie in a barrack? Napier’s Scofs Songs, 1792, ii. p.go.

O, ken ye what Meg o' the Mill has gotten? An’ ken ye what Meg

the Mill has got-ten? She's gotten 'a coof wi' a claut
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o sil ler, And bro-ken the heart o’  the bar - ley mil;ler!

O, keN ye what Meg o’ the Mill has gotten?
An’ ken ye what Meg o’ the Mill has gotten?
She’s gotten a coof wi’ a claut o’ siller,

And broken the heart o’ the barley miller!

The miller was strappin, the miller was ruddy,
A heart like a lord, and a hue like a lady.
The laird was a widdifu’, bleerit knurl—

She'’s left the gude fellow, and taen the churl!

The miller, he hecht her a heart leal and loving,
The laird did address her wi' matter mair moving ;
A fine pacing horse wi’ a clear, chainéd bridle,

A whip by her side, and a bonie side-saddle.

O, wae on the siller, it is sae prevailin,

And wae on the love that is fixed on a mailen!
A tocher’s nae word in a true lover’s parl,

But gie mé my love and a fig for the warl!
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No. 194. Cawld is the cenin blast.
Tune : Peggy Ramsay. Scots Musical Museum, 1803, No. 583.

Slowly A
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Cauld is the €'en - in blast O’ Bo -reas o'er the pool, An’ daw - in
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is drea-ry When birks are bare at Yule. O, cauld blawsthe e'en -

- in blast, When b:t-ter bites the frost, And in the mirk and drea - ry drift,
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The hills and glens are lost‘ Ne'er sae mur-ky blew the night That drift - ed
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o’er the hill, But bun ie Peg - a - Ram-say Gat grist to her m111.

CauLp is the e’enin blast And in the mirk and dreary drift,
O’ Boreas o’er the pool, The hills and glens are lost!
An’ dawin it is dreary Ne'er sae murky blew the night

When birks are bare at Yule. That drifted o’er the hill,
O, cauld blaws the e’enin blast, But bonie Peg-a-Ramsay
When bitter bites the frost, Gat grist to her mill.

No. 195. 7/e taylov he cam here to sew.

Tune: The Drummer. Aird’s Airs, 1782, i. No. 129.
Lively
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The tay-lor he cam here to sew, And weel he kend the way
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to. woo, For ay he pree'd the las-sie’'s mou’, As he gaed but and




1L

LOVE:

HUMOROUS 175

N

===t

EE=E=

=

O! For weel he kend the way,

THE taylor he cam here to sew,
And weel he kend the way to
w00,
For ay he pree’d the lassie’s mou’,
As he gaed but and ben, O,
For weel he kend the way, O,
The way, O, the way, O'!
For weel he kend the way, O,
The lassie’s heart to win, O!

O, The las-sie’s heart to win, O!

The taylor rase and shook his duds,
The flaes they flew awa in cluds!
And them that stay’d gat fearfu’
thuds,—
The taylor prov’d a man, O'!
For now it was the gloamin,
The gloamin, the gloamin,
For now it was the gloamin,
‘When a’ to rest are gaun, Q!

No. 196. O,

Steer her up.
Merrily

Tune:

IaY

steer her up.

Scots Musical Museum, 1803, No. 504.

0, steer her up,
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an’ haud her gaun—Her mither's at the
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her
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will, jo: First shore her wi’

a  gen-tle kiss, And ca’ a-nith - er
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gill, jo, An’ gin she tak the thing a-miss, E'en let her flyte her

O, sTEER her up, an’ haud her
gaun—

Her mither’s at the mill, jo,

An’ gin she winna tak a man,
‘E’en let her tak her willy jo:

First shore her wi’ a gentle kiss,
And ca’ anither gill, jo,

An’ gin she tak the thing amiss,
E’en let her flyte her fill, jo.

-
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fill, jo.

O, steer her up, an’ be na blate,
An’ gin she tak it ill, jo,
Then leave the lassie till her fate,
And time na langer spill, jo!
Ne’er break your heart for ae re-
bute,
But think upon it still, jo,
That gin the lassie winna do't,
Ye’ll fin’ anither will, jo.
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No. 197. What can a young lassie?

Tune: What shall I do with an auld man?  Scots Mus. Mus., 1792, No. 316,
Merrily

‘What can  a young las - sie, what shall a young las -sie, Whatcan a young
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las - sie do wi' an auld man? Bad Iuck on the pen-ny that tempt-ed my
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min-nie To sellher puir Jen-ny for sil-ler an’lan’! Bad luck on the pen -

e e e

- ny that tempted my min-nie To sell her puir Jen-ny for sil-ler an’ lan’

‘WHAT can a young lassie, what shall a young lassie,
What can a young lassie do wi’ an auld man?

Bad luck on the penny that tempted my minnie % bis
To sell her puir Jenny for siller an’ lan’!
He’s always compleenin frae mornin to €’enin;
He hoasts and he hirples the weary day lang :
He’'s doylt and he’s dozin; his blude it is frozen, % Bis
O, dreary’s the night wi’ a crazy auld man!

He hums and he hankers, he frets and he cankers,
I never can please him, do a’ that I can:

He's peevish an’ jealous of a' the young fellows : g bi
O, dool on the day I met wi' an auld man!

My auld auntie Katie upon me taks pity,
I'll do my endeavour to follow her plan:
I'll cross him and wrack him, until I heartbreak him,

b
And then his auld brass will buy me a new pan. % s
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No. 198. Awa wi’ your witcheraft o Beauty's
alarms.

Tune : Balin a mone, Thumoth’s English and Irish Airs, c. 1760, p. 26,
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~ wa' wi' your witch-craft o' Beau- ty s a-larms, The slen-der bit
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beau-ty you grasp in your arms, O, gie me the lass that hasacres o

CHORUS.
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charms! O, gie me the lass wi' the weel-stock-it farms! ZV%en key for
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a lass wi a loclz ~ey, Then hey for a lass wi® a tock - ey, Then hey for
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G s

a lass wi’ a toch-er. The nice Jel low guin-eas for me!

Awa’ wi’ your witchcraft o' Beauty’s alarms,
The slender bit beauty you grasp in your arms,
O, gie me the lass that has acres o' charms!
O, gie me the lass wi’ the weel-stockit farms!

CHORrus. Then hey for a lass wi’ a tocher,
Then hey for a lass wi’ a tocher,

Then hey for a lass wi' a tocher,

The nice yellow guineas for me!

Your Beauty’s a flower in the morning that blows,
And withers the faster the faster it grows;

But the rapturous charm o’ the bonie green knowes,
Ilk Spring they’re new deckit wi’' bonie white yowes!

And e’en when this beauty your bosom has blest,
The brightest o’ beauty may cloy when possess'd ;
But the sweet, yellow darlings wi' Geordie impress’d,
The langer ye hae them, the mair they're carest!

N
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No. 199. Had I the wyte.

Tune : Come kiss with me. Orpheus Caledonius, 1733, No. 39.
Briskly

e P LB

Had I the wyte,had I thewyte, Had I the wyte?—she bade me; She

watch’d me the hie- gate side, And up the loan she shaw’d me; And

G s e

when I wad-na ven-ture in, A cow-ardloonshe ca’d me: Had

b s R e

kirk and state been in the gate, I'd light- ed when she bade me.

Hap I the wyte, had I the wyte,
Had I the wyte ?—she bade me;
She watch’d me by the hie-gate side,
And up the loan she shaw’d me;

And when I wadna venture in,
A coward loon she ca'd me:

Had kirk and state been in the gate,
I'd lighted when she bade me.

Sae craftilie she took me ben
And bade me mak nae clatter:—
¢For our ramgunshoch, glum guidman
Is o’er ayont the water:* ’
Whae'er shall say I wanted grace,
When I did kiss and dawte her,
Let him be planted in my place,
Syne say I was the fautor!

Could I for shame, could I for shame,
Could I for shame refus'd her?

And wadna manhood been to blame
Had I unkindly used her?

He claw’d her wi’ the ripplin-kame,
And blae and bluidy bruised her—

When sic a husband was frae hame,
What wife but wad excused her?
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I.dighted ay her een sac blue,
An’ bann’d the cruel randy;
And, weel I wat, her willin mou’ .
Was sweet as sugar-candy.
At gloamin-shot it was, I wot,
I lighted on the Monday,
But I cam thro’ the Tyesday’s dew
To wanton Willie's brandy.

No. 200. Gat ye me, O, gat ye me.

Tune : Jack Latin. Scots Musical Museum, 1796, No. 430.
Jovially .
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‘Gat ye me, O, gat ye me, O, gat ye me wi' naething?

-
Rock an' reel, an’'spin-ning wheel, A mic-kle quarter ' ba . son:
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Bye  at - tour,my gutch-er has a heichhouseand a laigh ane,
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5 for- bye my bon - ie sel, The toss o' Ec-cle - fe - chan.'

¢GaT ye me, O, gat ye me,
O, gat ye me wi’ naething?
Rock an’ reel, an’ spinning wheel,
A mickle quarter bason:
Bye attour, my gutcher has
A heich house and a laigh ane,
A’ forbye my bonie sel,
The toss o' Ecclefechan.’

¢0, haud your tongue now, Lucky Lang,
O, haud your tongue and jauner!
I held the gate till you I met,
Syne I began to wander:
I tint my whistle and my sang,
I tint my peace and pleasure;
But your green graff, now Lucky Lang,
Wad airt me to my treasure.
N2
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No. 201. Last May a braw wooer.

Tune: The Lothian lassie. Thomson's -Scotish Airs, 1799, p. 52.
Lively
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Last May a braw woo-ercam down the lang glen, And sair wi
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his love he dxd deave me. I said there was nde-thing 1

hat - ed like men— The deuce gae wi’ lnm to be - lieve me,

»

be - lieve me— The deuce gae  wi’ him, to be - lieve me!

Last May a braw wooer cam down the lang glen,
Angd sair wi’ his love he did deave me.

I said there was naething I hated like men—
The deuce gae wi'm to believe me, believe me—
The deuce gae wi'm, to believe me!

He spak o’ the darts in my bonie black een,
And vow’d for my love he was diein.

1 said, he might die when he liket for Jean —
The Lord forgie me for liein, for .liein—
The Lord forgie me for liein!

A weel-stockét mailen, himsel for the laird,
And marriage aff-hand were his proffers ;

I never loot on that I kenn'd it, or car'd,
But thought I might hae waur offers, waur offers—
But thought I might hae waur offers.

But what wad ye think?—in a fortnight or less—
The deil tak his taste to gae near her—

He up the lang loan to my black cousin, Bess,
Guess ye how, the jad! I could bear her, could bear her—
Guess ye how, the jad! I could bear her,

But a’ the neist week, as I petted wi’ care,
1 gaed to the tryste o’ Dalgarnock,

And wha but my fine fickle lover was there?
I glowr’d as I'd seen a warlock, a warlock,
I glowr’d as I'd seen a warlock,
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But owre my left shouther I gae him a blink,
Lest neibors might say I was saucy;

My wooer he caper’d as he'd been in drink,
And vow’d I was his dear lassie, dear lassie—
And vow’d 1 was his dear lassie.

I spier’d for my cousin fu’ couthy and sweet,
Gin she had recover’d her hearin ?

And how her new shoon fit her auld, shachl’d feet?
But heavens! how he fell a swearin, a swearin—
But heavens! how he fell a swearin!

He begged, for gudesake, I wad be his wife,
Or else I wad kill him wi’ sorrow ;

So e’en to preserve the poor body in life,
I think I maun wed him to-morrcw, to-morrow—
I think I maun wed him to-morrow.

No. 202. Wantonness for cvermair.

Tune: Wantonness. Scots Musical Museum, 1796, No. 422.
Slow i ’
) T S
— : —ao 21 %0 o —I- —
% c-—— £~ = » - - ;—‘q_:.'—lI—j—F—«EF
o, = — / - } .
‘Wan - ton - ness  for ev - er -mair, Wan - ton-ness has been
e W .l;
:ifi__:J—:!ETI e &H@
.. S S —_—'-l‘ Q——
- 1\n Yet for -a my dool and care It’s
tr

|
»
I hae lo'ed the Black,
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wan - ton - ness for ev - er - mair.
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the Brown: I hae lo'ed the Fair, the Go\v-den
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co - lours in the town I hae won  their wan - ton fa - vour
‘WanToNNEss for evermair, I hae lo’ed the Black, the Brown:
Wantonness has been my ruin. I hae lo’ed the Fair, the Gowden;
Yet for a’ my dool and care A’ the colours in the town—

It’s wantonness for -evermair, I hae won their wanton favour,
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No. 203. Zhe Robin cam fo the Wren's nest.

Tune: The wren's nest, Scots Musical Museum, 1796, No. 406.

| ﬁ_&;ﬂ?&lﬁ'ﬂﬁ—gﬁtﬁﬁ

Rob - in cam to the Wren'snest And keek - it in,
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keek - it in; O, weel's me on your auld pow, Wad
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iny, wad ye be in? Ye se mne'er get lea.\e to lie with -
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out, And I  with - in, with - in; Sae lang's X
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hae an auld clout To sowe ye n, rowe ye in.

Tue Robin cam to the Wren’s nest
And keekit in, and keekit in ;

O, weel’s me on your auld pow,
‘Wad ye be in, wad ye be in?
Ye’se ne’er get leave to lie without,
And I within, and I within;

Sae lang’s'I hae an auld clout
To rowe ye in, to rowe ye in.

No. 204. Lassie, lend me your braw hemp heckle.

Tune : The Bob ¢’ Dumblane. Orphens Caledonius, 1725, No. 45.
Rather slow
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Las-sie, lend me  your braw hemphec-kle, And I'll lend
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you my thripp-ling- kame My hec-kle is brok-en, It can -
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. -mna be got-ten, And we'll gae dance the Bob o' Dum-blane.

Lassig, lend me your braw hemp heckle,-
And I'll lend you my thrippling-kame ;

My heckle is broken, it canna be gotten,
And we'll gae dance the Bob o' Dumblane.

Twa gaed to the wood, to the wood, to the wood,
Twa gaed to the wood—three cam hame;

An it be na weel bobbit, weel bobbit, weel bobbit,
An it be na weel bobbit, we’'ll bob it again.

No. 205. My daddie was a fiddler fine.

Tune: The reel 0 Stumpie, Scots Musical Museum, 1796, No. 457.
A Lively
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CHORUS. Wapand rowe, wap- and rowe, Wap and rowe the feetie o't; I

thought I was a wmaiden fa:r, Tin I /mzrd the grzetze ol.
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My dad-die was a fid-dler fine, My min-nie she made mantie, O; And
D.C.
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I my-sel a thumpinquine, And danc’d the reel o' Stumpie, O.

Cuorus. Wap and rowe, wap and rowe,
Wap and rowe the feetie 0’t;
I thought I was a maiden fair,

Till I heard the greetie o't

My daddie was a fiddler fine,
- My minnie she made mantie, O;
And I mysel a thumpin quine,
And danc’d the reel o’ Stumpie, O.
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No. 206. There's news, lasses, news.

Tune: There’s news, lasses. Scots Musical Museum, 1803, No. 589.

. Briskly
O—lo
- — DI L E— _ o—
Gresle o el . efen
17 - A - 1 Vi@ 2 -
o ¥ i ¥ 7 i~
There's news, lass - es, news, Gude news I've to tell! There’s a  boat
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o' lads Come to our town to sell! The  wean
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wants a cra - dle, And the cra - dlewants a cod, An' DIl
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7o gang o my bed Un - &l I get a nod,

THERE's news, lasses, news,
Gude news I've to telll

There’s a boatfu’ o’ lads
Come to our town to sell!

Cuorus. The wean wants a cradle,
And the cradle wants a cod,
An’ I'll no gang to my bed
Until 1 get a nod.

¢ Father,” quo’ she, ‘Mither,” quo’ she,
¢ Do what you can:

I'll no gang to my bed
Till I get a man!’

I hae as gude a craft rig
As made o’ yird and stane;
And waly fa’ the ley-crap,
For I maun till'd again,
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No. 207. O, Galloway Tam cam here to woo.

Tune: Galloway Tam. Caledonian Pocket Companion, 1754, Vi. p. 25.
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O, Gal-lo-way Tam cam here to woo; I'd ra - ther
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we'd gien him the  braw - nit cow; For our lass Bess may
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curse and ban The wan - ton wit o' Gal - lo - way Tam.
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O, ‘Gal-lo-way Tam cam here to shear; I'd ra - ther

we'd gien him the gude gray mare; He kist the gude-wxfe
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and strack the gudeman; And that’s the tricks o Gal-lo-way Tam,

O, Garroway Tam cam here to woo;

I’d rather we'd gien him the brawnit cow;
For our lass Bess may curse and ban

The wanton wit o’ Galloway Tam.

O, Galloway Tam cam here to shear;

I’d rather we'd gien him the gude gray mare;
He kist the gudewife and strack the gudeman;
Aud that’s the tricks o’ Galloway Tam.
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No. 208. Z74e Collier has a dockhter.

Tune : The Collier's bonie lassie. ~ Orpheus Caledonius, 1725, No. 44.
Blythely
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The Col - lier has a doch-ter, And O, she’swon-der bon-ie! A
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laird he wasthat sought her, Rich baith in lands and mon-ey: She

f;s:‘%g e e
s s

wad - na hae a  laird Nor wad she: be a 1la- dy, But she
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wad hae a col - lier The co - lor o' her dad - die

Tue Collier has a dochter,
And O, she’s wonder bonie!
A laird he was that sought her,
Rich baith in lands and money :
She wadna hae a laird,
Nor wad she be a lady,
But she wad hae a collier
The color o’ her daddie.

* * * * *
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IV. CONNUBIAL

No. 209. First when Maggie was my care.

Tune : Whistle o'er the lave 0't. Seots Musical Museum, 1790, No. 249.

Slowly
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First when Mag-gie was my care, Heav'n, I thought, wasin her air;

Now we're mar-ried, spier nae mair, But whis - tle o’er the lave o't!
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Meg was meek, and Meg was mild, Sweet and harm-less as  a child—
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Wis - er men thanme’s be - guiled— Whis-tle o'er the lave o't.

FirsT when Maggie was my care,
Heav'n, 1 thought, was in her air;
. Now we’re married, spier nae mair,
But whistle o'er the lave o't!
Meg was meek, and Meg was mild,
Sweet and harmless as a child—
Wiser men than me’s beguiled—
‘Whistle o'er the lave o't.

How we live, my Meg and me,

How we love, and how we gree,

I care na by how few may see—
‘Whistle o’er the lave o’t!

Wha 1 wish were maggots’ meat,

Dish’d up in her winding sheet,

I could write—but Meg maun see’t—
Whistle o'er the lave o’t.
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No. 210. O, sone will court and compliment.
Tune : John, come kiss me now. Playford’s Sk:ll of Music, 1674, p. 120,
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John, come kiss me mnow, now, now; O John, my luve,
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come kiss me mnow! O John, come kiss me by
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by, l'or weel ye ken  the way to  woo!

Cuorvus. O John, come kiss me now, now, now ;
O John, my luve, come kiss me now!

O John, come kiss me by and by,

For weel ye ken the way fo woo!

O somE will court and compliment,
And ither some will kiss and daut;
But I will mak o’ my gudeman,
My ain gudeman,—it is nae faute.

O, some will court and compliment,
And ither some will prie their mou’,

And some will hause in ither’s arms,
And that’s the way I like to do!

No. 211. There was. a wife wonn'd in Cockpen.
Tune: Scroggam.  Scots Musical Museum, 1803, No. 539.

Slow
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There was a wife wonn'd in Cock pen, Scrog gam' She
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brew’d gude ale for gen - tle men: Sing  auld Cowl, lay yon
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down Dby me— Scrog - gam, my dear - ie, ruf - fum!
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TuERE was a wife wonn'd in Cockpen,
Scroggam !

She brew'd gude ale for gentlemen :

Sing auld Cowl, lay you down by me—

Scroggam, my dearie, ruffum!

The gudewife’s dochter fell in a fever,
Scroggam !

The priest o’ the parish fell in anither:

Sing auld Cowl, lay you down by me—

Scroggam, my dearie, ruffum!

They laid the twa i’ the bed thegither,
Scroggam !

That the heat o’ the tane might cool the tither:

Sing auld Cowl, lay you down by me—

Scroggam, my dearie, ruffum!

No. 212. Fohn Anderson my jo, Fokn.
Tune: John Anderson my jo, John.  Scots Musical Museum, 1790, No. 260,
Slow
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An - der-son my jo, John, When we were first’ ac - quent,
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rav - en, Your
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Your lockswere like the

_.Q__

bon - ie brow was brent ;
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But now your brow is beld, John, Your locksarelike the snaw,
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But  bless-ings on your fros - ty pow, John

JouN Anderson my jo, John,
When we were first acquent,

Your locks were like the raven,
Your bonie brow was brent ;

But now your brow is beld, John,
Your locks are like the snaw,

But blessings on your frosty pow,
John Anderson my jo}

Eeemes

An-der-son my jo!

John Anderson my jo, John,
We clamb the hill thegither;
And mony a cantie day, John,
We've had wi’ ane anither :
Now we maun totter down, John,
And hand in hand we'll go,
And sleep thegither at the foot,
John Anderson my jo!
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No. 213. Willic Wastle dwalt on Tweed,

Tune : Sic a wife as Willie had. Scots Musical Museum, 1792, No. 376.

Moderate itme

Ghe, menkaaliee s

wil - he Was - tle  dwalt on Tweed, The spot they ca'd it
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Lin-kum-dod -die; Wil - lie was a wabs-ter gude Could stoun a
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clue wi' o-ny bod-je: He had a wife was dour and din,
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O, Tink.ler Maid.gie was her mit-her; Sic a wife as
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Wil - lie had, I wad - na gie a but - ton for her.

WiLLie Wastle dwalt on Tweed,

The spot they ca'd it Linkumdoddie ;
Willie was a wabster gude

Could stoun a clue wi' ony bodie:
He had a wife was dour and din,

O, Tinkler Maidgie was her mither;
Sic a wife as Willie had,

I wadna gie a button for her.

She has an e’e—she has but ane,—

The cat has twa the very colour,
Five rusty teeth, forbye a stump,

A clapper tongue wad deave a miller;
A whiskin beard about her mou’,

Her nose and chin they threaten ither:
Sic a wife as Willie had,

I wadna gie a button for her.
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She’s bow-hough’d, she’s hem-shinn’d,
Ae limpin leg-a hand-breed shorter;
She’s twisted right, she’s twisted left,
To balance fair in ilka quarter:
She has a hump upon her breast,
The twin o’ that upon her shouther:
Sic a wife as Willie had,
I wadna gie a button for her.

Auld baudrans by the ingle sits,

An’ wi’ her loof her face a-washin;
But Willie’s wife is nae sae trig,

She dights her grunzie wi’ a hushion;
Her walie nieves like midden-creels,

Her face wad fyle the Logan Water:
Sic a wife as Willie had,

I wadna gie a button for her.

No. 214. There’s sax ¢ggs in the pan, gudeman.
. Tune: O, an ye were dead guidman (see infra).

CuHorus. O, an ye werve dead, gudeman!
A green tusf on your head, gudeman!
I wad bestow my widowhood
Upon a rvantin Highlandman !

THERE’s sax eggs in the pan, gudeman,
There’s sax eggs in the pan, gudeman ;
There’s ane to you, and twa to me,
And three to our John Highlandman!

A sheep’s head in the pot, gudeman,

A sheep’s head in the pot, gudeman,

The flesh to him, the broo to me,

An’ the horns become your brow, gudeman!

Sing, round about the fire wi' a rung-she ran,
An’ round about the fire wi’ a rung she ran:—
¢Your horns shall tie you to the staw,
An’ I shall bang your hide, gudeman!’
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No. 215. 7 bought my wife a stane o' lint. .

Tune: The weary pund o' tow. Scots Musical Museum, 1792, No. 350.

Slow
.Y
— O — —
-
CHORUS. /e wea - vy pund, the wea-rypund, The wea-ry pund o  tow/

Fine.

I think my wife will end her life Be-jfore she spin her tow.
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Ibought mywxfe a stane o' lint As gude as e'er did grow, And
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a' that she has made o' that, Is ae poor pund o' tow,

Cuorus. The weary pund, the weary pund,
The weary pund o tow !

I think my wife will end her life
Before she spin her fow.

I BouGcHT my wife a stane o’ lint
As gude as e’er did grow,

And a’ that she has made o' that
Is ae poor pund o’ tow.

There sat a bottle in a bole
Beyont the ingle low;

And ay she took the tither souk
To drouk the stourie tow.

Quoth I: ¢For shame, ye dirty dame,
Gae spin your tap o’ tow!’

She took the rock, and wi’ a knock
She brak it o’er my pow.

At last her feet—I sang to see’t!—
Gaed foremost o’er the knowe,
And or I wad anither jad,
I'll wallop in a tow.
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No. 216. The batrns gat out wi' an wnco shoul.

Tune: The deuks dang o'ev my daddie.  Scots Mus. Museum, 1792, No. 396.
Merrzly
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The bairns gat out wi’ an un - co shout :—*'The deuks dang o'er my
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dad-die, O!" ‘The fien - ma-care,’ quo’ the fei - rie auld wife, ‘He was but
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a paid lm bo - dy, O' ‘He pald-]es out, and he paid - les in,
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An’ he pald es late and ear - ly, O! This se-ven lang years I hae

<o - -
lien by hls side, An' he is but a fus-jon-less car . lie, O

TuE bairns gat out wi' an unco shout:—
¢The deuks dang o’er my daddie, O!’

¢The fien-ma-care,” quo’ the feirie auld wife,
‘He was but a paidlin body, O!

He paidles out, and he paidles in,
An’ he paidles late and early, O!

This seven lang years I hae lien by his side,
Ar’ he is but a fusionless carlie, O!’

‘0, haud your tongue, my feirie auld wife,
O, haud your tongue, now Nansie, O!
I've seen the day, and sae hae ye,
Ye wadna been sae donsie, O!
I've seen the day ye butter'd my brose,
And cuddl'd me late and early, O;
But downa-do’s come o’er me now,
And, och, I find it sairly, O!’

(]
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No. 217. Husband, husband, cease your strife.

Tune : My jo, Janet.
Slow and pointed.

Or_phvt;s Caledonius, 1733, No. 36.
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Is it man or wo - man, say, My spouse Nan - cy?’

‘ HusBanDp, husband, cease your | ‘My poor heart, then break it
strife, must,

Nor longer idly rave, sir!
Tho” I am your wedded wife,
Yet I'am not your slave, sir!’
¢One of two must still obey,
Nancy, Nancy;
Is it man or woman, say,
My spouse Nancy ?’

¢If tis still the lordly word,
Service and obedience,

I'll desert my sov’reign lord,
And so good-bye, allegiance !’

‘Sad will T be so bereft,
Nancy, Nancy;

Yet T'll try to make a shift,

My spouse Nancy.’

My last hour I am near it:
When you lay me in the dust,
Think, how you will bear it."
‘I will hope and trust in Heaven,
Nancy, Nancy ;
Strength to bear it will be given.
My spouse Nancy.’

¢ Well, sir, from the silent dead,
Still T'll try to daunt you:

Ever-round your midnight bed
Horrid sprites shall haunt you!’

‘I'll wed another like my dear
Nancy, Nancy;

Then all hell will fly for fear,
My spouse Nancy.’

—— e

No. 218. 7 never saw a fairver.

Tune : My wife’s a wanton wee thing (see No. 220).

CHORUS,

She is a winsome wee thing,

She is a handsome wee thing,
She is a lo'esome wee thing,
This sweet wee wife ¢ mine!
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I NEVER saw a fairer,

I never lo’ed a dearer,

And neist my heart I'll wear her,
For fear my jewel tine.

The warld’s wrack, we share o't,

The warstle and the care o’t,

‘W1’ her I'll blythely bear it,
And think my lot divine.

No. 219. O, that I had néer been marvied.

Tune r Crowdie. Scots Musical Museum, 1803, No. 593.
Slowly

| ﬁg{g—_;«;@ e

O, that I  had ne’erbeen mar-ried, I wad ne - ver had nae care!
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Now I've got - ten wife an’ weans, An' they cry ‘crow - die’ ev - er - mair.

CHORUS.~Aznce crow-die, iwice crow-die, Threelimes cvow-die in o day; Gin
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ye ‘crow-die® on - fe mair, Yo'/l crow-die @ my meal a-way.

[O, AT I had ne'er been married,
I wad never had nae care;

Now I've gotten wife an’ weans,
An’ they cry ‘crowdie’ evermair,

CHORUS. Ance crowdse, twice crowdie,
Three times crowdie in a day;
Gin ye ‘crowdie’ onie mair,
Yo'l crowdie o’ my meal away.)

Waefu' want and hl;nger fley me,
Glow’rin by the hallan en’:
Sair I fecht them at the door,
But ay I'm eerie they come ben.
o2
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No. 220. She play'd the loon or she was married.

Tune : My wife’s a wanton wee thing. Stewart’s Reels, 1762, p. 30.
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- ried, She play’d the loon or she was mar - ried, She play'd the loon
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or she was mar - ried, She'll do it - gain or she die.
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Cuorvus. [My wife’s a wanton wee thing,
My wife’s a wanlon wee thing,

My wife’s a wanton wee thing,

She winna be guided by wme.

She play’d the loon or she was married,

She play’d the loon or she was married,

She play’d the loon or she was married,
She’ll do it again or she die.]

She sell’d her coat and she drank it,

She sell’d her coat and she drank it,

She row’d hersell in a blanket,—
She winna be guided by me.

She mind’t na when I forbade her,
She mind’t na when I forbade her,
I took a rung and I claw’d her,

And a braw gude bairn was she.
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No. 221. On peace aw’ rest my mind was bent.
Tune : My wife she dang me. Scots Musical Musenm, 1803, No. 532.

ﬁj‘}_ﬁ =TT~

e P e

CHORUS. 0, ay my wife She dang m.e, An aft my wife
'
s!xe bang'd me/ [f ye gie a wo - man a
Fine.
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her  will, Gude faith! she'll  soon Oer - gang  ye.
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On peace an' rest my mind was bent And, fool
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was ! mar -1i - ed; But nev - er hon - est man's
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in - tent Sae curs - ed ly mis - car - ried.

Cuorus. O, ay my wife she dang me,
An' aft my wife she bang'd me!
If ye gie a woman a’ her will,
Gude faith! she'll soon O'ergang ye.

ON peace an’ rest my mind was bent,
And, fool I was! I married;

But never honest man’s intent
Sae cursedly miscarried.

Some sairie comfort at the last,
When 2’ thir days are done, man;

My ¢pains o’ hell’ on earth is past,
I'm sure o' bliss aboon, man.
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No. 222. 7 coft a stane o haslock woo.
Tune: The cardin o't. Scots Musical Museum, 1796, No. 437.
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1 coft a stane o' has - lock woo, To mak a wab
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a  groat, T he  tal - lor staw  the byn - in ot

I coFT a stane o’ haslock woo,
To mak a wab to Johnie o't}
For Johnie is my only jo—
I lo’e him best of onie yet!

CHorus. The cardin 0't, the spinnin o't
The warpin 0't, the winnin o't;

When tlka ell cost me a groat,

The tadlor staw the lynin o't.

For tho’ his locks be lyart gray,
And tho’ his brow be beld aboon,
Yet I hae seen him on a day
The pride of a’ the parishen.
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No. 223. 7The cooper o Cuddie came here awa.

Tune: Bab at the bowster. Scots Musical Museum, 1796, No. 431I.
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CHORUS. We'll kide the coop - er be - hint the door, Be hint the door, be -
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- hint the door, Well hide the coop-er be - lint the door, And

Fine.
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cov - er him un-der a mawn, O/ The coop-er o' Cud-die came
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here a-wa, He ca’d the girrs out owre us a’y, An' our gude -
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- wife has got-ten a ca’, That’s an-ger'd the sil-ly gude-man, O.

Cuorus, We'll hide the coopcr behint the door,
Behint the door, behint the door,

We'll hide the cooper behint the door,

And cover him under a mawn, O.

THE cooper o’ Cuddie came here awa,

He ca’d the girrs out owre us a’,

An’ our gudewife has gotten a ca’,
That’s anger’d the silly gudeman, O.

He sought them out, he sought them in,

Wi, ¢Deil hae her!’ and, ‘Deil hae him!’

But the body he was sae doited and blin’,
He wistna where he was gaun, O.

They cooper’d at e'en, they cooper’d at morn,
Till our gudeman has gotten the scorn;
On ilka brow she's planted a horn,

And swears that there they sall stan’, O!
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No. 224. Guidéen to you, kimmer.

Tune: We're a’ noddin. Scots Musical Museum, 1803, No. 523.

e

‘(_xuul een to you, kim-mer, And how do you do?' ‘Hic-cup,

CHORUS.
e o
v quo’ kim-mer, ‘The bet - ter that I'm fou.’ Weve o' nod - din,
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nid, nid, nod - din, Were a mnod-din at our ljouse at hame!

¢GUIDE'EN to you, kimmer,
And how do you do?’
¢ Hiccup,” quo’ kimmer,
¢The better that I'm fou’.’
Cuorus. We're a’ noddin, nid, nid, noddin,
We've & noddin at our house at hawme!

[Kate sits i’ the neuk,
Suppin hen broo;

Deil tak Kate,
An she be na noddin too!]

‘How's a’ wi' you, kimmer,
And how do ye fare?’

‘A pint o' the best o't,
And twa pints mair.’

‘How’s a’ wi’ you, kimmer,
And how do ye thrive?
How mony bairns hae ye?’

Quo’ kimmer, ‘1 hae five.!

‘Are they a' Johnie’s?’
‘Eh! atweel, na

Twa o’ them were gotten
‘When Johnny was awa!’

[Cats like milk,
And dogs like broo;
Lads like lasses weel,
And lasses lads too.]
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No. 225. There’s canld kail in Aberdeen.

Tune: Canld kail,  Scots Musical Museum, 1788, No. 162.

There's cauld kail in A -ber-deen, And cas-tocks in Strath - bo - gie,
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When il - ka lad maun hae his lass, Then fye, gie me my Cog-gie.

%$#‘H AR e R R e

CHORUS. My Cog-gie, Sirs, My Cog-gie, Strs, I can-not want my Cog - gie: I

v

wad - na gie my threegiry'd cap For der agquean om Bog - e,

THERE’s cauld kail in Aberdeen,
And castocks in Strathbogie,
When ilka lad maun hae his lass,
Then fye, gie me my coggie.

Cuorus. My coggie, Sirs, my coggie, Sirs,
I cannot want my coggie:

I wadna gie my three-givr'd cap,
For der a guean on Bogie.

There’s Johnie Smith has got a wife
That scrimps him o’ his coggie,

If she were mine, upon my life
1 wad douk her in a bogie.
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V. BACCHANALIAN AND SOCIAL

No. 226. Zhe deil cam fiddlin thro the town.

Tune : The Hemp-dresser. Scots Musical Museum, 1792, No. 399.
Merrily
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The deil cam fidd - lin thro the  town, And danc’d a - wa
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wi’ the Excise-man, And il - ka wife cries: ‘Auld Ma - houn, I
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a - wa, The deil’s a-wa wi the Excz'semaﬂ ! He's dandd a -
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wa, he’s dandd a - wa He's danc’d a - wa wi' the Excise-man!

TuEe deil cam fiddlin thro’ the town,
And danc’d awa wi’ the Exciseman,

And ilka wife cries :—¢ Auld Mahoun,
I wish you luck o’ the prize, man!’

Cuorus., The deil’s awa, the deil’s awa,
The deil’s awa wi’ the Exciseman!
He’s danc'd awa, he'’s danc'd awa,
He’s danc’'d awa wi’ the Exciseman!

‘We’ll mak our maut, and we'll brew our drink,
We'll laugh, sing, and rejoice, man,

And monie braw thanks to the meikle black deil,
That danc’d awa wi’ the Exciseman.

¢There’s threesome reels, there’s foursome reels,
There’s hornpipes and strathspeys, man,

But the ae best dance e’er cam to the land,
Was Zhe ded’s awa wi' the Exciseman!’
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No. 227. Landlady, count the lawin.

Tune: Hey tulti, taiti. Scots Musical Museum, 1788, No. 170.
Lively
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Land-la-dy, count the law-in, The day is near the daw-in; Ye're a’

CHORUS.
RN e

blind drunk, boys, And I'm but jol - ly fou. Hey tuz- 4, laz - 1
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How tut - t, tai i, Hey itut-i, fta7 - tz, Wha's fau now ?

LanpLADY, count the lawin, Cog, and ye were ay fou,
The day is near the dawin; Cog, and ye were ay fou,
Ye're a’ blind drunk, boys, I wad sit and sing to you,
And I'm but jolly fou. If ye were ay fou!

CHoORUS. Hey tutti, taili, Weel may we a’ be!

How tutti, taiti, Ill may we never see!

Hey tutti, iaits, God bless the king

Wha’s fou now? And the companie !

No. 228, A’ the lads o Thornie-bank.

Tune: Ruffiaw’s rant (see No. 239).

A’ tHE lads o’ Thornie-bank,

‘When they gae to the shore o’ Bucky,
They’ll step in an’ tak a pint

Wi’ Lady Onlie, honest lucky.

Cuorus. Lady Onlie, honest lucky,
Brews guid ale at shore o’ Bucky;
I wish her sale jfor her guid ale,
The best on & the shore o’ Bucky.

Her house sae bien, her curch sae clean—
I wat she is a dainty chuckie,

And cheery blinks the ingle-gleede
O’ Lady Onlie, honest lucky!
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No. 229. 7 sing of a whistle.

Tune : The Whistle. Scots Musical Museumn, 1792, No. 314.
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sing of a whis-tle, a whistle of worth, I sing of a whis-tle,
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the pride of the North, Wasbrought to the court of our good Scot-ish

CHORUS.

king, And long with this whistle all Scot-land shall ring. Fa/ de
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rval lal lal lay, And lanngt}t this whistle al! Scotland shall ring.

I sing of a whistle, a whistle of worth,

I sing of a whistle, the pride of the North,

Was brought to the court of our good Scotish king,
And long with this whistle all Scotland shall ring.

Cuorus. Ful de val lal lal lay
And long with this whistle all Scotland shall ning.

Old Loda, still rueing the arm of Fingal,

The god of the bottle sends down from his hall—
¢This whistle’s your challenge, to Scotland get o'er,
And drink them to hell, sir, or ne’er see me more!’

Old poets have sung, and old chronicles tell,
‘What champions ventur'd, what champions fell ;
The son of great Loda was conqueror still,
And blew on the whistle their requiem shrill.

Till Robert, the lord of the Cairn and the Scaur,
Unmatch'd at the bottle, unconquer'd in war,

He drank his poor god-ship as deep as the sea:
No tide of the Baltic e’er drunker than he.
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Thus Robert, victorious, the trophy has gain'd;
Which now in his house has for ages remain’d ;
Till three noble chieftains, and all of his blood,
The jovial contest again have renew’d.

Three joyous good fellows, with hearts clear of flaw ;
Craigdarroch, so famous for wit, worth, and law ;
And trusty Glenriddel, so skill'd in old coins;

And gallant Sir Robert, deep-read in old wines.

Craigdarroch began, with a tongue smooth as oil,
Desiring Glenriddel to yield up the spoil ;

Or else he would muster the heads of the clan,
And once more, in claret, try which was the man.

‘By the gods of the ancients!’ Glenriddel replies,
¢Before 1 surrender so glorious a prize,

I’ll conjure the ghost of the great Rorie More,
And bumper his horn with him twenty times o’er.’

Sir Robert, a soldier, no speech would pretend,

But he ne’er turn’d his back on his foe, or his friend;
Said, ‘Toss down the whistle, the prize of the field,’
And, knee-deep in claret, he'd die ere he'd yield.

To the board of Glenriddel our heroes repair,

So noted for drowning of sorrow and care;

But for wine and for welcome not more known to fame,
Than the sense, wit, and taste of a sweet lovely dame.

A Bard was selected to witness the fray,

And tell future ages the feats of the day;

A Bard who detested all sadness and spleen,
And wish’d that Parnassus a vineyard had been.

The dinner being over, the claret they ply,

And ev'ry new cork is a new spring of joy;

In the bands of old friendship and kindred so set,

And the bands grew the tighter the more they were wet.

Gay Pleasure ran riot as bumpers ran o'er;

Bright Pheebus ne'er witness'd so joyous a core,
And vow'd that to leave them he was quite forlorn,
Till Cynthia hinted he'd see them next morn.

Six bottles apiece had well wore out the night,
When gallant Sir Robert, to finish the fight,
Turn'd o’er in one bumper a bottle of red,

And swore ’'twas the way that their ancestor did.
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Then worthy Glenriddel, so cautious and sage,
No longer the warfare ungodly would wage ;
A high ruling-elder to wallow in wine!

He left the foul business to folks less divine.

The gallant Sir Robert fought hard to the end;

But who can with Fate and quart-bumpers contend ?
Though Fate said, ‘A hero should perish in light:’
So up rose bright Phebus—and down fell the knight.

Next up rose our Bard, like a prophet in drink :—
¢Craigdarroch, thou’ll soar when creation shall sink ;
But if thou would flourish immortal in rhyme,
Come—one bottle more—and have at the sublime!

¢Thy line, that have struggled for Freedom with Bruce,
Shall heroes and patriots ever produce:

So thine be the laurel, and mine be the bay;

The field thou hast won, by yon bright god of day!’

No. 230. Ye sons of old Killie, "

Tune : Over the waler o Charlie (see infra).

YE sons of old Killie, assembled by Willie
_To follow the noble vocation,

Your thrifty old mother has scarce such another
To sit in that honoréd station.

I've little to say, but only to pray,—
As praying’s the fon of your fashion—

A prayer from the Muse you well may excuse—
'Tis seldom her favourite passion :—

‘Ye powers who preside o’er the wind and the tide,
Who marked each element’s border,

Who formeéd this frame with beneficent aim,
Whose sovereign statute is order :—

Within this dear mansion may wayward Contention
Or witheréd Envy ne’er enter;

May secrecy round be the mystical bound
And brotherly Love be the centre!’
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No. 231. It’s now the day is dawin.
Tune: Three gude fellows ayont the glen.  Scots Mus. Museum, 1796, No. 442.

Lively
e S
%—H— o e e e = }-hp-,
% -
CHORUS. There's three true gude fellows, There's three lrm gude fel-lows,

- ﬂ Fz'ne
__A — Y
R e |

There's three  true gude fel - lows, Down a - yont yon glenl!

%%,%t::ﬁ::—r_:‘—_\r*;:ﬁ_‘_r .*,,_

It’s now the day is daw - in, But or night do fa’ in,
~
- ’7—1.—-%'—:; — ‘p:;‘j——PH—Jﬁ—'N—{—J—*x——ﬁ
@‘9 L e

Whase cock’s best at craw - in, Wil - lie, thou sall ken!

Cuorus. There’s three true gude fellows,
There’s three true gude fellows,
Theve’s three true gude fellows,

Down ayont yon glen!

It’s now the day is dawin,
But or night do fa’ in,

Whase cock’s best at crawin,
Willie, thou sall ken!

No. 232. Deluded swain, the pleasure.

Tune : The Collier's bonie lassie (see No. 44).

DeLUDED swain, the pleasure Oh! art thou not ashamed
The fickle fair can give thee To doat upon a feature ?

Is but a fairy treasure— If man thou wouldst be naméd,
Thy hopes will soon deceive thee : Despise the silly creature!

The billows on the ocean, Go, find an honest fellow ;
The breezes idly roaming, Good claret set before thee.

The clouds’ uncertain motion— Hold on till thou art mellow,

They are but types of woman. And then to bed in glory!
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No. 233. Should auld acquaintance be forgot ?

(Now first printed from a holograph of Burns in the Interleaved Musenm,
who states:—* The original and by much the best set of the words of
this song is as follows.”)

(Auld Lang Syne.)

Tune: Auld lang syne. Scots Musical Museum, 1796, No. 413.
Moderate time.
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And for auld lang syne, my jo, For auld lang syne, We'll
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SHoUuLD auld acquaintance be forgot,
And never brought to mind?
Should auld acquaintance be forgot,
And days o’ lang syne?
CHorUs. And for auld lang syne, my jo,
For auld lang syne,
Well tak a cup o' kindness yet,
For auld lang syne.

And surely ye’ll be your pint-stowp!
And surely I'll be mine !

And we'll tak a cup o kindness yet,
For auld lang syne.

We twa hae run about the braes,
And pou’d the gowans fine;

But we've wander’d mony a weary foot
Sin auld lang syne.

We twa hae paidl'd i’ the burn,
Frae mornin sun till dine;

But seas between us braid hae roar'd
Sin auld lang syne.

And there’s a hand my trusty fiere!
And gie’s a hand o’ thine!

And we’ll tak a right gude-willy waught,
For auld lang syne.
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No. 224. Should auld acquaintance be forgot.
(Tromson’s Copy.)
Tune: Auld lang syne. Thomson’s Scotish Airs, 1799, No. 68.

Cheerily
x « N i
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Should auld ac-quaint-ance be for-got, And nev.er brought to mind?
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Should auld ac'quaint-ance be for-got, And days o lang syne?

CHORUS.
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For auld lang  syne, my dear, For auld T lang Syne,
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We'll tak a cup 0 Fkind-ness yef, For  auld  lang  syne.

SuouLp auld acquaintance be forgot,
And never brought to mind?

Should auld acquaintance be forgot,
And days o’ lang syne?

Cuorus. For anld lang syne, my dmr
For auld lang syey
Well tak a cup o kindness yet
For auld lang syne.

We twa ha’e run about the braes,
And pu'd the gowans fine;

But we've wander'd mony a weary foot,
Sin’ auld lang syne.

We twa ha'e paidlet i’ the burn,
Frae morning sun ’till dine:

But seas between us braid ha’e roar'd
Sin’ -auld lang syne.

And there’s a hand, m) trusty felrc
And gie’s a hand o’ thine;

And we’ll tak a right gude-willie waught,
For auld lang syne.

And surely ye’ll be your pint-stoup,
- And surely I'll be mine;
And we'll tak a cup o’ kindness yet,
For auld lang syne.
P
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No. 235. O, Willke brew'd a peck 0 maut.

Tune: Willie brew'd a peck 0 maut,  Scots Musical Museunz, 1790, No. 291.
B/ythel:y
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O, WiLLIE brew’d a peck o’ maut,
And Rob and Allan cam to see;

Three blyther hearts that lee-lang night
Ye wadna found in Christendie.

Cuorus, We are na fou, we've nae that fou,
But just a drappie in our e'e;
The cock may craw, the day wmay daw,
And ay we'll taste the barley bree.

Here are we met three merry boys,
Three merry boys I trow are we;
And monie a night we've merry been,
And monie mae we hope to be!
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It is the mocn, I ken her horn,
That's blinkin in the lift sae hie:
She shines sae bright to wyle us hame,
But, by my sooth, she'll wait a wee!

‘Wha first shall rise to gang awa,
A cuckold, coward loun is he!
‘Wha first beside his chair shall fa’,
He is the king amang us three!

No. 236. No churchman am I for to rail
and to write.
Tune : Come let us prepare (see infra).

No churchman am I for to rail and to write,
No statesman nor soldier to plot or to fight,
No sly man of business contriving a snare,

For a big-belly'd bottle’s the whole of my care.

The peer I don’t envy, I give him his bow;

I scorn not the peasant, tho’ ever so low;

~But a club of good fellows, like those that are here,
And a bottle like this, are my glory and care.

Here passes the squire on his brother—his horse,
There centum per centum, the cit with his purse,
But see you The Crown, how it waves in the air?
There a big-belly’d bottle still eases my care.

The wife of my bosom, alas! she did die;
For -sweet consolation to church I did fly;

I found that old Solomon provéd it fair,
That a big-belly’d bottle’s a cure for all care.

I once was persuaded a venture to make;

A letter inform’d me that all was to wreck;

But the pursy old landlord just waddléd upstairs
- With a glorious bottle that ended my cares.

¢ Life’s cares they are comforts’—a maxim laid down

By the bard, what d’ye call him? that wore the black gown;
And faith I agree with th’ old prig to a hair;

For a big-belly’d bottle’s a heav’'n of a care.

A STANZA ADDED IN A MASON LODGE,

Then fill up a bumper and make it o’erflow,

And honours masonic prepare for to throw;

May every true brother of the compass and square

Have.a big-belly’d bottle, when harass’d with care!
P2
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No. 237. O, rattlin, roarin Wille.

Tune : Rattlin, voarin Willie.
Lively

Scots Musical Museum, 1788, No. 194.
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[O, raTTLIN, roarin Willie,
O, he held to the fair,
An’ for to sell his fiddle
And buy some other ware;
But parting wi’ his fiddle,
The saut tear blin’t his e’e—
And, rattlin, roarin Willie,
Ye're welcome hame to me!

¢O Willie, come sell your fiddle,

O, sell your fiddle sae fine;
O Willie come sell your fiddle
And buy a pint o’ wine!’
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wel - come hame to me!

¢If I should sell my fiddle,
The warl’ would think I was mad;
For mony a rantin day

My fiddle and I hae had.’]

As I cam by Crochallan,

I cannily keekit ben,
Rattlin, roarin Willie

Was sitting at yon boord-en’;
Sitting at yon boord-en’,

And amang guid companie;
Rattlin, roarin Willie,

Ye're welcome hame to me,

No. 238. Here’s a bottle and an honest friend.-

(Tune unknown.)

There’s nane that's blest of human kind
But the cheerful and the gay, man.

HEere’s a bottle and an honest friend !
What wad you wish for mair, man!

Wha kens, before his life may end,
What his share may be o’ care, manl
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Then catch the moments as they fly,
" And use them as ye ought, man!
Believe me, happiness is shy,

And comes not aye when sought, man!

No. 239. In comin by the brig 0 Dye.

Tune : Ruffian’s rant, Scots Musical Museum, 1788, No. 156.
Sprightly

In comin by the brig o’ Dye, At Dar-let we a blink did tar-ry;

As day was dawm in the sky, We drank a health to bon -ic Ma- -1y.
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CHORUS. Zheniel Menzies' bon - te¢ Ma-ry, Theniel Menzies' bon - ie Ma-vy,
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Charlic Grigov tint his plaidie, Kissin Theniel's bon -ie Ma - #y.

IN comin by the brig o’ Dye,

At Darlet we a blink did tarry;
As day was dawin in the sky,

We drank a health to bonie Mary.

CHorUS, Theniel Mensies' bonie Mary,
Theniel Menzies’ bonie Mary,
Charlie Grigor tint his plaidie,
Kissin Theniel's bonie Mary.

Her een sae bright, her brow sae white,
Her haffet locks as brown’s a berry;
And ay they dimpl't wi’ a smile,
The rosy cheeks o’ bonie Mary.

We lap and danc'd the lee-lang day,
Till piper lads were wae and weary;
But Charlie gat the spring to pay,
For kissin Theniel's bonie Mary.
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No. 240. Adiew! a heart-warm, fond adieu.

Tune: Good night and joy be wi’ you a’.  Scots Mus. Museum, 1803, No. 600.
Lively

fé  — T N
O g ] ; 3N - T
ﬁ__(:ivpp_l P — g1 i 7S T W
[ B A . N S L ot M. |
(=) r Ld ® =
A - dien! a heart-warm, fond a-dieu; Dear bro - thers
e —
e e e
A _ = = = - — o —
of the mys -tic  iye, Ye fa - vour-ed en - Jgh - ten'd
! 1 ~—
fL _W, — T N e ¥
T —— | —t——]— — | — ——
e === scacs
- =l
few, Com - pa - nions of my so - cial joy! Tho' I
o | \ - ! ~— \ N
o 5 — | | - ! N B Y SO o
g_—'._d;!_zm?lgﬂ_:jjr_'_—i_ P e e T
= —_
to for - eign lands must hie; Pur - su . ing For -
: L K Ty
e .
A o —
G e e
o/ - —
tune’'s  slid - &'ry ba'; With melt - ifig heart and brim -
—
bt O
{ o—+—— —H
L — —*® P p—
L) L 4 &
ful eye, I'll mind  you sull tho’ far a - wa

Apiev! a heart-warm, fond adieu;
Dear brothers of the mystic tye,
Ye favouréd, enlighten'd few,
Companions of my social joy!
Tho' I to foreign lands must hie,
Pursuing Fortune’s slidd’ry ba’;
With melting heart and brimful eye,
I'll mind you still, tho’ far awa.

Oft have I met your social band,
And spent the chearful, festive night ;
Oft, honour’d with supreme command,
Presided o’er the sons of light:
And by that Aderoglyphic bright,
‘Which none but craffsmen ever saw!
Strong Mem’ry on my heart shall write
Those happy scenes, when far awa !
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May Freedom, Harmony, and Love,
Unite you in the grand design,
Beneath th’ Omniscient eye above—
The glorious ArcHiTECT Divine—
That you may keep th' unerving line,
Still rising by the plumamet’s law,
Till Order bright, completely shine,
Shall be my pray’r when far awa.

And you, farewell! whose merits claim
Justly that kighest badge to wear :
Heav'n bless your honour’d, noble name,
To Masonry and Scotia dear!
A last request permit me here,—
When yearly ye assemble a’,
One round, 1 ask it with a feaz,
To him, the Bard that’s far awa.

No. 241. Up we’ the carls o Dysar!.

Tune: Hey ca’ tho'. Scots Musical Museum, 1792, No. 392.
With spivit

Up wi' the carls o Dy-sart And the lads o’ Buckhaven, And the kimmers

CHORUS
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o' Lar-go And the las-ses o' Leven. Hey, ca’ thro', ea’ thvo', For we hae

Qs

mei-kle a-do; Hey, ca thro, ca’ thvo', For we hae mei-kle a -do!

Upr wi’ the carls o' Dysart We hae tales to tell,
And the lads o’ Buckhaven, And we hae sangs to sing ;
And the kimmers o’ Largo We hae pennies to spend,
And the lasses o’ Leven. And we hae pints to bring.
Cuorus., Hey, ca’ thro', ca’ thvo’, We'll live a’ our days,
For we hae meikle ado ; And them that comes behin’,
Hey, ca’ thro'y ca' thro, Let them do the like,
For we hae meikle ado! And spend the gear they win.



216 TONE-POETRY OF ROBERT BURNS

No. 242. Gane is the day.

Tune : Gudewife, count the lawin. Scots Musical Museum, 1792, No, 313.
Brightly ’
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Gane is the day, and mirk’sthe night,But we'll ne'er stray for faut o
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light, For ale andbran-dy’s stars and moon, And blude. red wine's the

CHORUS.

ry - sin sun. Then, gudewife count the law - tn, The law - in, the low -

in; Then, gudewife, count the low - tn, And bring a cog-gie mair.

GaNE is the day, and mirk’s the night,
But we’ll ne’er stray for faut o’ light,
For ale and brandy’s stars and moon,
And blude-red wine’s the rysin sun.
Cuorus. Then, gudewife, count the lawin,
The lawin, the lawin ;
Then, gudewsfe, count the lawin,
And bring a coggie mair.

There’s wealth and ease for gentlemen,
And simple folk maun fecht and fen’;
But here we're a' in ae accord,

For ilka man that's drunk’s a lord.

My coggie is a haly pool,

That heals the wounds o’ care and dool,
And pleasure is a wanton trout:

And ye drink it a’, ye’ll find him out!

No. 243. Come, bumpers high! express your joy !
Tune : Ye've welcome Charlie Stewart (see No. 26),
Cuorus. You're welcome, Willie Stewart!
You're welcome, Willie Stewart!
There’s ne'er a flow'y that blooms in May,
That’s half sae welcome’s thou art!
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Comg, bumpers high! express your joy!
The bowl 'we maun renew it—

The tappet-hen, gae bring her ben,
To welcome Willie Stewart!

May foes be strang, and friends be slack!
Ilk action may he rue it;

May woman on him turn her back,
That wrangs thee, Willie Stewart!

— e

No. 244. Contented wi’ little and canty wi’ mair.

Tune : Lumps of Pudding. Durfey's Pills, 1720, vi. p. 300.
C/’zeerzly
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gmd swats and an auld Scot - tish sang.

ContEnTED Wi’ little and cantie wi' mair,
‘Whene'er I forgather wi’ sorrow and care,

I gie them a skelp as they're creepin alang,

Wi’ a cog o’ guid swats and an auld Scottish sang.

I whyles claw the elbow o’ troublesome thought ;

But man is a soger, and life is a faught;

My mirth and guid humour are coin in my pouch,

And my freedom’s my lairdship nae monarch daur touch.

A towmond o’ trouble, should that be my fa’,

A night o’ guid fellowship sowthers it a’:

‘When at the blythe end o’ our journey at last,
‘Wha the deil ever thinks o' the road he has past!

Blind Chance, let her snapper and stoyte on her way,
Be't to me, be't frae me, e’en let the jade gae!
Come ease or come travail, come pleasure or pain,
My warst word is:—¢ Welcome, and welcome again!’
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No. 245. 7 had sax owsen in a pleugh.

Tune : The bottomn of the punch bowl. Scots Musical Museum, 1803, No. 542.
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CHoRrus. O gude ale comes, and gude ale goes,
Gude ale gars me sell my hose,
Sell my hose, and pawn my shoon—
Gude ale kecps my heart aboon !

I HAD sax owsen in a pleugh,
And they drew a’ weel eneugh:
I sell'd them a’ just ane by ane—
Gude ale keeps the heart aboon.

Gude ale hauds me bare and busy,
Gars me moop wi’ the servant hizzie,
Stand i’ the stool when I hae dune—
Gude ale keeps the heart aboon.
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VI. THE JOLLY BEGGARS.

Loanen 2 o d

A Cantata.

[No. 246.]

RECITATIVO,

‘WHEN lyart leaves bestrow the yird,
Or, wavering like the bauckie-bird,
Bedim cauld Boreas’ blast;

When hailstanes drive wi’ bitter skyte,
And infant frosts begin to bite,
In hoary cranreuch drest ;
Ae night at e’en a merry core
O’ randie, gangrel bodies
In Poosie Nansie’s held the splore,
To drink their orra duddies :
Wi’ quaffing and laughing
They ranted an’ they sang,
Wi’ jumping an’ thumping,
The vera girdle rang,

First, niest the fire, in auld red rags
Ane sat; weel braced wi’ mealy bags
And knapsack @’ in order;
His doxy lay within his arm,
‘Wi usquebae and blankets warm
She blinket on her sodger:
An’ ay he gies the tozie drab
The tither skelpin kiss,
While she held up her greedy gab
Just like an aumous dish :
Ilk smack still, did crack still,
Just like a cadger’s whip,
Then staggering an’ swaggering
He roar’d this ditty up :—
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AIR.
Tune : Soldier’s joy. [MeGlashan’s Scots Measures, 1781, p. 32.]
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I am a son of Mars, who have been in many wars,
And show my cuts and scars wherever I come;

This here was for a wench, and that other in a trench
When welcoming the French at the sound of the drum.

Cuorus. Lal de daudle, &c.

My prenticeship I past, where my leader breath’d his last,
When the bloody die was cast on the heights of Abram :

And I servéd out my trade, when the gallant game was play’d,
And the Moro low was laid at the sound of the drum.

I lastly was with Curtis, among the floating batt'ries,
And there I left for witness an arm and a limb;

Yet let my country need me, with Elliot to head me,
I'd clatter on my stumps at the sound of a drum.

And now, tho’ I must beg with a wooden arm and leg,
And many a tatter’d rag hanging over my bum,

I'm as happy with my wallet, my bottle, and my callet,
As when I us'd in scarlet to follow a drum.
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What tho’ with hoary locks I must stand the winter shocks,
Beneath the woods and rocks oftentimes for a home !

When the t'other bag I sell, and the t’other bottle tell,

I could meet a troop of hell at the sound of a drum.

[N 0. 247 ] RECITATIVO,

He ended; and the kebars sheuk
Aboon the chorus roar;

While frighted rattons backward leuk,
An’ seek the benmost bore :

A fairy fiddler frae the neuk,
He skirl’d out, ‘Encore!’

But up arose the martial chuck,
An’ laid the loud uproar :(—

AIR.

Tune : Sodger laddie. [Orpheus Caledonius, 1733, No. 27.]
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I oNcE was a maid tho’ I cannot tell when,

And still my delight is in proper young men;
Some one of a troop of dragoons was my dadie;
No wonder I'm fond of a sodger laddie.

Cuorus. Sing, Lal de lal, &ec.

The first of my loves was a swaggering blade ;
To rattle the thundering drum was his trade ;
His leg was so tight and his cheek was so ruddy,
Transported I was with my sodger laddie.

But the godly old chaplain left him in the lurch;
The sword I forsook for the sake of the church;
He ventur’d the soul, and I risked the body ;
"Twas then I proved false to my sodger laddie.

Full soon I grew sick of my sanctified sot;
The regiment at large for a husband I got;
From the gilded spontoon to the fife I was ready ;
I askéd no more but a sodger laddie. '

But the peace it reduc’d me to beg in despair,
Till I met my old boy in a Cunningham fair;
His rags regimental they flutter’d so gaudy ;
My heart it rejoic’'d at a sodger laddie.

And now I have lived—I know not how long!

" And still I can join in a cup and a song;
But whilst with both hands I can hold the glass steady,
Here's to thee, my hero, my sodger laddie.

[No. 248.]

RECITATIVO.

Poor Merry Andrew, in the neuk
Sat guzzling wi’ a tinkler-hizzie ;
They mind't na wha the chorus teuk,
Between themsels they were sae busy:
At length wi’ drink an’ courting dizzy,
He stoiter’d up an’ made a face;
Then turn’d an’ laid a smack on Grizzie,
Syne tun’d his pipes wi’ grave grimace:—
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AIR,

Tune : Auld Sir Symon. [Pills to Purge Melancholy, 1719, iii. p. 143.]

Andante
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Sir Wisdom’s a fool when he's fou ; Sir Knaveis a fool in a ses- sion,
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He’s there but a prentice I trow, But I am a fool by pro-fes-sion.

S1rR Wisdom’s a fool when he’s fou; | I ance was tied up like a stirk

Sir Knave is a fool in a session, For civilly swearing and quaffing ;
He’s there but a prentice I trow, I ance was abus’d i’ the kirk -
But I am a fool by profession. For towsing a lass i’ my daffin.

My grannie she bought me a beuk, Poor Andrew that tumbles for sport

An’ I held awa to the school ; Let nacbody name wi’ a jeer:
I fear I my talent misteuk, There’s even, I'm tauld, i’ the Court
But what will ye hae of a fool ? A tumbler ca’d the Premier.

For drink T would venture myneck; | Observ’d ye yon reverend lad

A hizzie’s the half of my craft; Mak faces to tickle the mob ;
But what could ye other expect He rails at our mountebank squad,—
Of ane that’s avowedly daft ? It’s rivalship just i’ the job !

And now my conclusion I'll tell,
For faith! I'm confoundedly dry;
The chiel that’s a fool for himsel,
Gude Lord! he’s far dafter than L

[No. 249.]

THEN niest outspak a raucle carlin,
‘Wha kent fu’ weel to cleek the sterling
For mony a pursie she had hooked, .
An’ had in mony a well been doukéd.
Her love had been a Highland laddie,
But weary fa’ the waefu’.woodie!

‘Wi’ sighs an' sobs she thus began

To wail her braw John Highlandman :—

. RECITATIVO,
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AIR.
Tune : O, an ye were dead, Guidman. [Cal. Pocket Companion, 1752, iv. p. 24.]

Clzeerzly tr
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hlgh land lad my love was born, The lal-land laws he held in
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scorn, But he still was faith-fu®* to  his clan, My gal-lant, braw
CHORUS. —
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High-land-man.
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Stng  hey my braw John High-land- man!
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Sing ho
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Gieal—

John

my braw John Highlandman! There's not ‘a lad

r

in a the law’ Was match for my John High - land-man!

A Hicuianp lad my love was born,
The lalland laws he held in scorn,

But he still was faithfu’ to his clan,
My gallant, braw John Highlandman.

CHORUS.

Sing hey my braw John Highlandman !

Sing ho my braw John Highlandman!
There’s not a lad in o the law’
Was maich for my John Highlandman!

With his philabeg an’ tartan plaid,
An’ guid claymore down by his side,
The ladies’” hearts he did trepan,

My gallant,braw John Highlandman.

We ranged a' from Tweed to Spey,
An’ liv'd like lords an’ ladies gay ;
For a lalland face he fearéd none,—
My gallant, braw John Highland-

man.

They banish’d him beyond the sea, »
But ere the bud-was on the tree,

Adown my cheeks the pearls ran,
Embracing my John Highlandman.

But, och! they catch’d him at the last,

And boind him in a dungeon fast ;

My curse upon them every one—

They've hang'd my braw John High-
landman !

And now a widow I must mourn
The pleasures that will ne’er return ;
No comfort but a hearty can,

When I think on John Highlandman.
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[NO. 250.] © RECITATIVO.

A riemy scraper wi' his fiddle,
Wha us'd to trystes an’ fairs to driddle,
Her strappan limb an’ gausy middle
(He reach’d nae higher)
Had hol’d his heartie like a riddle,
An’ blawn’t on fire.

Wi’ hand on hainch, and upward e'e,
He croon’d his gamut, one, two, three,
Then in an arioso key

The wee Apollo,
Set off wi’ allegretto glee

His giga solo:—

AIR. .
Tune : Whistle owre the lave 0'¢. [Bremner’s Scots Reels, 1759, p. 56.]
Moderately i
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Let me ryke up to dlght that tear, An' go wi’ me an’ be my

dear, An then your ev - ry care an’ fear May whis-tle owre the lave o't.
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iy }m sweek - est slz/'[ fo w:fe or maid Was—Whistle owre ihe lave o't

LET me ryke up to dight that tear, We'll bowse about till Dadie Care
An’ go wi’ me an’ be my dear, Sing, Whistle owre the lave 0t
An’ then your every care an’ fear

s iy’ ;
May whistle owre the lave o't. ae merrily’s the banes we'll pyke,

An’ sun oursels about the dyke ;
CHORUS. ) An’ at our leisure, when ye like
I am a fiddler to my trade, We'll whistle owre the lave o’t.
A’ & the tunes that eer I play’d,
The sweetest still to wife or maid
Was— Whistle owre the lave 0’1,

But bless me wi’ your heav'n o’
charms,
An’ while I kittle hair on thairms,
At kirns an’ weddins we'se be there, | Hunger, cauld, an’ a’ sic harms
An' O, sae nicely’s we will fare ! May whistle owre the lave o’t.
Q
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[No. 2

L]
RECITATIVO.

Her charms had struck a sturdy caird
As weel as poor gut-scraper ;

He taks the fiddler by the beard,
An’ draws a roosty rapier—

He swoor by a’ was swearing worth
To speet him like a pliver,

Unless he would from that time forth
Relinquish her for ever.

‘Wi’ ghastly e’e, poor Tweedle dee
Upon his hunkers bended,

An’ pray'd for grace wi' ruefu’ face,
An’ so the quarrel ended.

But tho’ his little heart did grieve
When round the tinkler prest her,

He feign'd to snirtle in his sfeeve
When thus the caird address’d hér :—

AIR.

Tune : Clout the caudron. . [Scots Musical Museum, 1787, No. 23.]

Lively
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My bon -je lass, I work in brass, A tink-ler is my sta-tion; l‘ve
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tra-vell'd round all Christian ground In this my oc - cu - pa - tion; I've
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ta'en the gold, an’ been en-roil’d In many a

no - ble squadron: But vain
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they search’d, when off I march’d To go an’' clout the caudron.

My bonie lass, I work in brass,
A tinkler is my station;
I've travell’d round all Christian ground
In this my occupation;
I’ve ta’en the gold, an’ been enroll’d
In many a noble squadron :
But vain they search’d, when off I march’d
To go an’ clout the caudron.
I've ta'en the gold, &c.
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Despise that shrimp, that wither’d imp,
With a’ his noise an’ cap'rin,

An’ take a share with those that bear
The budget and the apron:

And by that stowp, my faith and houpe,
And by that dear Kilbaigie,

If e’er ye want, or meet with scant,
May I ne’er weet my craigie!

' And by that stowp, &c,

[No. 252.]

RECITATIVO.

THE caird prevail'd—th’ unblushing fair .
In his embraces sunk, ‘ .
Partly wi’ love, o’ercome sae sair,
An’ partly she was drunk.
Sir Violino, with an air
That show’d a man o’ spunk,
Wish’d unison between the pair,
An’ made the bottle clunk
To their health that night.

But hurchin Cupid shot a shaft
That play’d a dame a shavie;

The fiddler rak’d her fore and aft,
Behint the chicken cavie.

Her lord, a wight of Homer’s* craft,
Tho' limpan wi’ the spavie,

He hirpl'd up, and lap like daft,
And shor’d them Dainty Davie

o’ boot that night.

He was a care-defying blade
As ever Bacchus listed!
Tho’ Fortune sair upon him laid,
His heart, she ever miss'd it.
He had no wish but—to be glad,
Nor want but—when he thristed ;
He hated nought but—to be sad;
An’ thus the Muse suggested
His sang that night:—

* Homer is allowed to be the eldest ballad singer on record.—Burns.
Q2
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Tune :(— For @’ that, an’ @’ lhat.

A mizmte

AIR.

[Bremner’s Scofts Reels, 1759, p- 52.]
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I am a bard, of no
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re-gard Wi gen-tle folks an' a' that;
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But Homer like, the glow-ran byke, Frae town to town I draw that.
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CHORUS. For a2 that, an® a

t/zat,

An’ twice as muckle’s & that;
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ve  lost but ane, 1 ve twa be hin', I've 'wzﬁ

I Ay a bard, of no regard
Wi’ gentle folks an’ a’ that;

But Homer-like, the glowran byke,
Frae town to town I draw that.

CHORUS.
For &’ that, an’ & that,
An’ twice as muckle’s a’ that ;
D've lost but ane, I've twa behin’,
Tve wife eneugh for a' that.

I never drank the Muses’ stank,
Castalia’s burn, an’ a’ that ;

But there it streams, an’richly reams,
My Helicon I ca’ that.

Great love I bear to all the fair,
Their humble slave an’ a’ that.;

[No. 253.]

So sung the bard—and Nansie’s

wa's
Shook with a thunder of applause
Re-echoed from each mouth!

They toom’d their pocks, they pawn’d

their duds,
They scarcely left to coor their fuds
To quench their lowan drouth :

e-neugh for o' that.

But lordly will, I hold it still
A mortal sin to thraw that.

In raptures sweet, this hour we meet,
Wi' mutual love an’ a’ that :

But for how lang the flie may stang,
Let inclination law that.

Their tricks an’ craft hae put me daft,
They’ve tacn me in, an’ a’ that ;
But clear your decks, an’ here’s ¢ the

Sex!’
I like the jads for a’ that.

For a’ that, an’ &’ that,
An’ twice as muckle’s a’ that ;
My dearest bluid, to do them guid,
They' ve welcome 4ll't for &’ that.

RECITATIVO.

Then owre again, the jovial thrang,
The poet did request
To lowse his pack and wale a sang,
A ballad o’ the best ;
He rising, rejoicing,
Between his twa Deborahs,
Looks round him, an’found them
Impatient for the chorus :(—



VI. THE JOLLY BEGGARS 229

AIR.

Tune : Jolly Mortals, fill your glasses.

o4

[Ritson’s English Songs, 1783.]
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up the  chor - us, in rap - tures let wus sing,—

SEE the smoking bowl before us,
Mark our jovial, ragged ring!

Round and round take up the chorus,
And in raptures let us sing,—

CHORUS.

A fig for those by law protected!

Liberty’s a glovious feast !
Courts for cowards were evected,
Churches built to please the priest !

What is title, what is treasure,
What is reputation’s care?

If we lead a life of pleasure,
*Tis no matter how or where!

With the ready trick and fable
Round we wander all the day;

And at night, in barn or stable
Hug our doxies on the hay.

Does the train-attended carriage
Thro’ the country lighter rove ?

Does the sober bed of marriage
Witness brighter scenes of love ?

Life is all a variorum,
‘We regard not how it goes;
Let them cant about decorum,
Who have character to lose.

Here’s to budgets, bags, and wallets!
Here’s to all the wandering train !

Here’s our ragged brats and callets !
One and all, cry out,—¢‘Amen !

A fig for those by law protected!
Liberty’s a glovious feast!

Courts jfor cowards were ervected,
Churches built to please the priest!




230 TONE-POETRY OF ROBERT BURNS

VII. PATRIOTIC AND POLITICAL

No. 254. Amang the trees, where humming becs.
Tune: The king of France he vade a vace.  Cal. Pock. Comp., c. 1756, viii. p. 26.
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A - mang tbe trees, vshere hum-ming bees At buds and flow'rs were
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pipe was sing -ing, 0: Twas plbrOCh sang, strath-speys, and reels,
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She dirl'dthem aff fu' clear - ly, O, Whenthere cam a yell
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[ foreign squeels, That dang her tap - sal - tee-rie, O!

Amane the trees, where humming bees
At buds and flow'rs were hinging, O,
Auld Caledon drew out her drone,
And to her pipe was singing, O:
*Twas pibroch, sang, strathspeys, and reels —
She dirl’d them aff fu’ clearly, O,
‘When there cam a yell o’ foreign squeels,
That dang her tapsalteerie, O!

Their capon craws and queer ‘ha, ha's)
They made our lugs grow eerie, O;

The hungry bike did scrape and fyke,
Till we were wae and weary, O.

But a royal ghaist, wha ance was cased
A prisoner aughteen year awa,

He fir'd a fiddler in the north,
That dang them tapsalteerie, O !
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No. 255. Scots, wha hae wi’ Wallace bled.

Tune: Hey, tutli taitie. Thomson's Scotish Airs, 1801.
Boldly
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Scots, wha hae wi’ Wallace bled, Scots, wham Bruce has af -
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Wel-come to your gor - y Or ‘to vic - tor - ie!
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Now’s the day, and now’sthe hour: See the front o' bat-tle lour,

Gl e e s

See approach proud Ed - ward's power— Chains and sla - ver - ie!

Scors, wha hae wi’ WaLLAcE bled,
Scots, wham BRuck has aften led,
Welcome to your gory bed

Or to victorie!

Now'’s the day, and now’s the hour:

See the front o’ battle lour,

See approach proud Edward’s power—
Chains and slaverie!

Wha will be a traitor knave?

Wha can fill a coward’s grave ¢

Wha sae base as be a slave ?—
Let him turn, and flee!

‘Wha for Scorranp’s king and law
FreEpOoM's sword will strongly draw,
Freeman stand or freeman fa’,

Let him follow me!

By Oppression’s woes and pains,

By your sons in servile chains,

We will drain our dearest veins
But they shall be free!

Lay the proud usurpers low!

Tyrants fall in every foe!

LiBertY’s in every blow !—
Let us do, or die!
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No. 256. O, wha will to Saint Stephen's house.

Tune : Killicerankie. Scots Musical Museus, 1788, No. 102.

Briskly
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Scot - land a’ he mei - kle Ur Ma - jor?

O, wua will to Saint Stephen’s house,
To do our errands there, man?

O, wha will to Saint Stephen's house
O’ th’ merry lads of Ayr, man?

Or will ye send a man o’ law?
Or will ye send a sodger ?

Or him wha led o’er Scotland a’
The meikle Ursa Major?

Come, will ye court a noble lord,
Or buy a score o’ lairds, man?

For worth and honour pawn their word,
Their vote shall be Glencaird’s, man ?
Ane gies them coin, ane gies them wine,

Anither gies them clatter;
Annbank, wha guessed the ladies’ taste,
He gies a Féte Champétre.
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‘When Love and Beauty heard the news
The gay greenwoods amang, man ;
‘Where, gathering flowers and busking bowers,
They heard the blackbird’s sang, man ;
A vow, they seal'd it with a kiss,
Sir Politics to fetter;
As theirs alone, the patent bliss
To hold a Féte Champétre.

Then mounted Mirth on gleesome wing,
O’er hill and dale she flew, man;

Ilk wimpling burn, ilk crystal spring,
Ilk glen and shaw she knew, man:

She summon’d every social sprite,
That sports by wood or water,

On th’ bonie banks of Ayr to meet
And keep this Féte Champétre,

Cauld Boreas wi' his boisterous crew
Were bound to stakes like kye, man;
And Cynthia’s car, o’ silver fi’,
Clamb up the starry sky, man:
Reflected beams dwell in the streams,
Or down the current shatter;
The western breeze steals thro’ the trees
To view this Féte Champétre,

How many a robe sae gaily floats,
What sparkling jewels glance, man,
To Harmony's enchanting notes,
As moves the mazy -dance, man!
The echoing wood, the winding flood
Like paradise did glitter,
When angels met at Adam's yett
To hold their Féte Champétre.

When Politics came there to mix
And make his ether-stane, man!
He circled round the magic ground,
But entrance found he nane, man:
He blush'd for shame, he quat his name,
Forswore it every letter,
Wi’ humble prayer to join and share
This festive Fete Champétre.
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No. 257. How can my poor heart be glad ?
Tune: O'er the hills andfar away. Durfey's Pills, 1719, v. p. 3(6
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How can my poor heart be glad When ab - sent from my
CHORUS, On the seas and far a-way, On storm -y seas and
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sai - lor 1ad? How can I the thought forego— He's on the seas to
Jar a-way; Night-ly dreams and thoughts by day Are ay with him that's
Fine.
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meet the foe? Let me wander, Let merove, Still myheart is  withmy love:
far a-way.
D. C. jor Chorus.
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Night - ly dreams and thoughts by day Are with him that's far a - way.

How can my poor heart be glad
When absent from my sailor lad?
How can I the thought forego—
He’s on the seas to meet the foe?
Let me wander, let me rove,
Still my heart is with my love:
Nightly dreams and thoughts by day
Are with him that’s far away.
On the seas and far away,
On stormy seas and far away;
Nightly dreams and thoughts by day
Are ay with him that’s far away.

‘When in summer noon I faint,
As weary flocks around me pant,
Haply in this scorching sun
My sailor’s thund'ring at his gun.
Bullets, spare my only joy!
Bullets, spare my darling boy !
Fate, do with me what you may,
Spare but him that’s far away!
On the seas and far away,
On stormy seas and far away—
Fate, do with me what you may,
Spare but him that’s far away !



VII. PATRIOTIC AND POLITICAL

235

At the starless, midnight hour,
When winter rules with boundless power,
As the storms the forest tear,
And thunders rend the howling air,
Listening to the doubling roar
Surging on the rocky shore,
All I can—I weep and pray
For his weal that’s far away.
On the seas and far away,
On stormy seas and far away,
All T can—I weep and pray
For his weal that’s far away.

Peace, thy olive wand extend
And bid wild War his ravage end;
Man with brother Man to meet,
And as brother kindly greet!
Then may Heaven with prosperous gales
Fill my sailor’s welcome sails,
To my arms their charge convey
My dear lad that’s far away.
On the seas and far away,
On stormy seas and far away,
To my arms their charge convey
My dear lad that’s far away!

No. 258. Zere was on a time.
Tune: Caledonian hunt's delight (see No. 123).

THERE was on a time, but old Time was then young,
That brave Caledonia, the chief of her line,
From some of your northern deities sprung,
(Who knows not that brave Caledonia’s divine?)
From Tweed to the Orcades was her domain,
To hunt, or to pasture, or do what she would :
Her heav'nly relations there fixéd her reign,
And pledged her their godheads to warrant it good.

A lambkin in peace, but a lion in war,
The pride of her kindred the heroine grew;
Her grandsire, old Odin, triumphantly swore :(—
¢Whoe’er shall provoke thee, th’ encounter shall rue!’
With tillage or pasture at times she would sport,
To feed her fair flocks by her green rustling corn;
But chiefly the woods were her fav'rite resort,
Her darling amusement the hounds and the horn.
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Long quiet she reign'd, till thitherward steers
A flight of bold eagles from Adria’s strand:
Repeated, successive, for many long years,
They darken’d the air, and they plunder’d the land.
Their pounces were murder, and horror their cry;
They'd conquer’d and ravag’d a world beside.
She took to ler hills, and her arrows let fly—
The daring invaders, they fled or they died.

The fell harpy-raven took wing from the north,

The scourge of the seas, and the dread of the shore;
The wild Scandinavian boar issued forth

To wanton in carnage and wallow in gore :
O’er countries and kingdoms their fury prevailed,

No arts could appease them, no arms could repel;
But brave Caledonia in vain they assail'd,

As Largs well can witness, and Longecartie tell.

The Cameleon-savage disturb’d her repose,

With tumult, disquiet, rebellion, and strife ;
Provok’d beyond bearing, at last she arose,

And robb'd him at once of his hopes and his life.
The Anglian lion, the terror of France,

Oft, prowling, ensanguin'd the Tweed'’s silver flood,
But, taught by the bright Caledonian lance,

He learnéd to fear in his own native wood.

Thus bold, independent, unconquer’d, and free,
Her bright course of glory for ever shall run,
For brave Caledonia immeortal must be,
I'll prove it from Euclid as clear as the sun:—
Rectangle-triangle, the figure we'll chuse;
The upright is Chance, and old Time is the base,
But brave Caledonia’s the hypothenuse;
Then, exgo, she’ll match them, and match them always'!

No. 259. Does haunghty Gawl invasion thveat ?
Tune: Push about the jorum. Chappell’s Popular Music, p. 685.
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We'll ne'er per-mit a forelgn foe On  British ground to

Doks haughty Gaul invasion threat?
Then let the louns beware, sir;
There’s wooden walls upon our seas,
And volunteers on shore, sir!
The Nith shall run to Corsincon,
The Criffel sink in Solway,
Ere we permit a foreign foe
On British ground to rally!
We'll ne’er permit a foreign foe
On British ground to rally!

O, let us not, like snarling tykes,
In wrangling be divided,

Till, slap! come in an unco loun,
And wi’ a rung decide it!

Be Britain still to Britain true,
Amang oursels united!

For never but by British hands %
Maun British wrangs be righted !

The kettle o’ the kirk and state,
Perhaps a clout may fail in’t;

But deil a foreign tinkler loun
Shall ever ca’ a nail in't!

Our fathers’ blude the kettle bought,
And wha wad dare to spoil it;

By heavens! the sacrilegious dog bis
Shall fuel be to boil it!

The wretch that would a tyrant own,
And the wretch, his true-sworn brother,

Who would set the mob above the throne,
May they be damn’d together!

Who will not sing God save the King
Shall hang as high's the steeple;

But while we sing God save the King, bis
We'll ne'er forget the People!

SESssiEessie—
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No. 260. As I stood by yon roofless tower,

Tune : Cusmnock Psalms. Scots Musical Museumn, 1796, No. 405.
A Recit.
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As I stood by yon roofless tower,
Where the wa'-flow’r scents the dewy air,
‘Where the houlet mourns in her ivy bower,
And tells the midnight moon her care:

Cuorus. A lassie all alone was making her moan,
Lamenting our lads beyond the sea ;—
“In the bluidy wars they fa’,
“And our honor’s gane an’ a’,
And broken hearted we maun die.

The winds were laid, the air was still,
The stars they shot along the sky,

The tod was howling on the hill,
And the distant-echoing glens reply.
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The burn, adown its hazelly path,
Was rushing by the ruin’d wa’,
Hasting to join the sweeping Nith,
‘Whase roarings seem’d to rise and fa’,

The cauld blae North was streaming forth
Her lights, wi’ hissin, eerie din:
. Athort the lift they start and shift,
Like Fortune’s favors, tint as win! '

Now, looking over firth and fauld,

Her horn the pale-fac’d Cynthia rear'd,
‘When lo! in form of minstrel auld

A stern and stalwart ghaist appear’d.

And frae his harp sic strains did flow,
Might rous’d the slumb’ring dead to hear,
But O, it was a tale of woe
As ever met a Briton's ear!

He sang wi’ joy his former day,
He, weeping, wail'd his latter times:
But what he said—it was nae play!—
I winna ventur’t in my rhymes,

No. 261. 7e laddies by the banks o Nith.

Tune : Up an’ waur them & Willie (see infra).

Cuorus. Up and waur them &, Jamie,
Up and waunr them a’!
The jJohnstones hae the guidin o't :
Ye turncoat Whigs, awal

THE laddies by the banks o’ Nith
‘Wad trust his Grace wi' a', Jamie;

But he'll sair them as he sair'd the king—
Turn tail and rin awa, Jamie!

The day he stude his country’s friend,
Or gied her faes a claw, Jamie,

Or frae puir man a blessin wan,—
That day the Duke ne’er saw, Jamie.

But wha is he, his country’s boast ?
Like him there is na twa, Jamie !

There’s no a callant tents the kye,
But kens o’ Westerha’, Jamie.
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To end the wark, here’s Whistlebirk !
Lang may his whistle blaw, Jamie!-—

And Maxwell true, o' sterling blue,
And we'll be Johnstone's a'y Jamie,

No. 262. As I cam down the banks o Nith.
(ANOTHER VERSION.)
Tune : The black watch (see No. 269).

As I cam down the banks o’ Nith
And by Glenriddell’s ha, man,

There I heard a piper play
Turncoat Whigs awa, man.

Drumlanrig’s towers hae tint the powers
That kept the lands in awe, man :

The eagle’s dead, and in his stead
We're gotten a hoodie-craw, man.

The turncoat Duke his King forsook,
When his back was at the wa, man:
The rattan ran wi’ a’ his clan
For fear the house should fa’, man.

The lads about the banks o’ Nith
They trust his Grace for a’, man:
But he'll sair them as he sair’t his king,
Turn tail and rin awa’, man,

No. 263. Farewell to the Highlands.

Tune : The musket salute, Scots Musical Museum, 1790, No. 259.
w
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Crorus. My heart’s in the Highlands, my heart is not here,
My heart’s in the Highlands a-chasing the deer,
A-chasing the wild deer and following the roe—
My heart’s in the Highlands, wherever I go.

FarewrLL to the Highlands, farewell to the North,
The birthplace of valour, the country of worth;
Wherever I wander, wherever I rove,

The hills of the Highlands for ever I love. ’

Farewell to the mountains high cover'd with snow,

Farewell to the straths and green vallies below,

Farewell to the forests and wild-hanging woods,

Farewell to the torrents and loud-pouring floods !
R
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No. 264. Fareweel to & our Scottish fame.
Tune: A parcel of vogues in a nation. Scots Musical Museum, 1792, No. 378.
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FAREWEEL to a’ our Scottish fame,
Fareweel our ancient glory;

Fareweel even to the Scottish name,
Sae fam’d in martial story!

Now Sark rins over Solway sands,
An’ Tweed rins to the ocean,

To mark where England's province stands—
Such a parcel of rogues in a nation!

What force or guile could not subdue
Thro' many warlike ages,

Is wrought now by a coward few
For hireling traitors’ wages.

The English steel we could disdain,
Secure in valour’s station :

But English gold has been our bane—
Such a parcel of rogues in a nation!
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O, would, or I had seen the day
That treason thus could sell us,
My auld grey head bad lien in clay’
‘Wi’ Bruce and loyal Wallace !
But pith and power, till my last hour
I'll mak this declaration :—
¢ We're bought and sold for English gold’—
Such a parcel of rogues in a nation!

No. 265. 7he T hames Slows proudly to the sea.

Tune : Robie donna gorach. Scots Musical Museum, 1790, No. 257.
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Tue Thames flows proudly to the sea,
‘Where royal cities stately stand;

But sweeter flows the Nith to me,
‘Where Cummins ance had high command.

When shall I see that honour’d land,
That winding stream I love so dear!

Must wayward Fortune’s adverse hand
For ever—ever keep me here?

How lovely, Nith, thy fruitful vales,
‘Where bounding hawthorns gaily bloom,

And sweetly spread thy sloping dales,
‘Where lambkins wanton thro’ the broom!

Tho' wandering now must be my doom
Far from thy bonie banks and braes,
May there my latest hours consume
Amang the friends of early days!
R 2
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No. 266. When wild war's deadly blast was blawn.
Tune: The mill, mill O. Scots Musical Museum, 1790, No. 242,
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WueN wild war’s deadly blast was blawn,
And gentle peace returning,
‘Wi’ monie a sweet babe fatherless
And monie a widow mourning,
I left the lines and tented field,
Where lang I'd been a lodger,
My humble knapsack a’ my wealth,
A poor and honest sodger.

A leal, light heart was in my breast,
My hand unstain’d wi' plunder;
And for fair Scotia, hame again,
I cheery on did wander:
I thought upon the banks o’ Coil,
I thought upon my Nancy,
And ay I mind't the witching smile
That caught my youthful fancy.

At length I reach’d the bonie glen,
Where early life I sported;

I pass’d the mill and trysting thorn,
Where Nancy aft I courted.
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‘Wha spied I but my ain dear maid,
Down by her mother’s dwelling,

And turn’d me round to hide the flood
That in my een was swelling}

Wi’ alter'd voice, quoth I:—‘Sweet lass,
Sweet as yon hawthorn’s blossom,

O, happy, happy may he be,
That’s dearest to thy bosom!

My purse is light, I've far to gang,
And fain wad be thy lodger;

I've served my king and country lang—
Take pity on a sodger.’

Sae wistfully she gazed on me,
And lovelier was than ever:

Quo’ she:—*‘A sodger ance I lo’ed,
Forget him shall I never:

Our humble cot, and hamely fare,
Ye freely shall partake it;

That gallant badge—the dear cockade—
Ye're welcome for the sake o't.

She gaz'd, she redden’d like a rose,
Syne, pale like onie lily,

She sank within my arms, and cried :—
¢ Art thou my ain dear Willie?’

¢By Him who made yon sun and sky,
By whom true love’s regarded,

I am the man! and thus may still
True lovers be rewarded!

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

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

Quo’ she :—¢ My grandsire left me gowd,
A mailen plenish’d fairly ;

And come, my faithfu’ sodger lad,
Thou'rt welcome to it dearly!’

For gold the merchant ploughs the main,
The farmer ploughs the manor ;
But glory is the sodger’s prize,
The sodger’s wealth is honor:
The brave poor sodger ne’er despise,
Nor count him as a stranger;
Remember he’s his country’s stay
In day and hour of danger,
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No. 267. There was five carlins in the South.

Tune: Chevy chase.

McGibbon's Scots Tunes, 1768, iv. p. 108 (adapted).
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To send a lad to

TueRE was five carlins in the South,
They fell upon a scheme

To send a lad to London Town
To bring them tidings hame :

Not only bring them tidings hame,
But do their errands there;

And aiblins gowd and honor baith
Might be that laddie’s share,

There was Maggie by the banks o’
Nith,
A dame wi’ pride eneugh;
And Marjory o’ the monie Lochs,
A carlin auld and teugh :

And Blinkin Bess of Annandale,
That dwelt near Solway-side ;

And Whisky Jean, that took her gill
In Galloway sae wide ;

And Black Joan frae Crichton Peel,
O’ gipsy kith an’ kin—

Five wighter carlins were na found
The South countrie within,

To send a lad to London Town
They met upon a day ;

And monie a knight and monie a laird
This errand fain wad gae.

O, mnonie a knight and monie a laird
This errand fain wad gae;
But nae ane could their fancy
please,
O, ne'er a ane but twae.

Lon-don Town To bring them ti- dings hame.

The first ane was a belted knight,
Bred of a Border band ;

And he wad gae to London Town,
Might nae man him withstand ;

And he wad do their errands weel,
And meikle he wad say;

And ilka ane at London court
Wad bid to him gude-day.

Then neist cam in, a soger boy,
And spak wi’ modest grace ;

And he wad gae to London Town,
If sae their pleasure was.

He wadna hecht them courtly gifts,
Nor meikle speech pretend ;

But he wad hecht an honest heart
‘Wad ne’er desert his friend.

Now, wham to chuse and wham
refuse
At strife thir carlms fell ;
For some had gentlefolks to please,
And some wad please themsel.

Thenoutspak mim-mou’d Mego’Nith,
And she spak up wi’ pride,

Aund she wad send the Soger lad,
‘Whatever might betide,

For the auld gudeman o' London
court
She didna care a pin;
But she wad send the Soger lad
To greet his eldest son.
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Then up sprang Bess o' Annandale,
And a deadly aith she’s ta'en,

That she wad vote the Border knight,
Tho’ she should vote her lane.

* For far-off fowls hae feathers fair,
And fools o’ change are fain;

But I hae tried the Border knight,
And I'll try him yet again,

Then Whisky Jean spak owre her
drink :
‘Ye weel ken, kimmers a’,
The auld gudeman o’ London court,
His back ’s been at the wa’:

¢And monie a friend that kiss’d his
caup
Is now a fremit wight ;
But it’s ne'er be sae wi’ Whisky
Jean—
I'll send the Border knight.’

Says Black Joan frae Crichton Peel,
A carlin stoor and grim :—
¢The auld gudeman, or the young
gudeman,
For me may sink or swim ;

¢For fools will prate o'right or wrang,
‘While knaves laugh them to scorn;
But the Soger’s friends hae blawn
the best,
So he shall bear the horn.’

Then slow raise Marjory o'the Lochs,
And wrinkled was her brow,

Her ancient weed was russet grey,
Her auld Scots bluid was true ;—

¢ There’s some great folk set light
by me,
I set as light by them ;—
But I will send to London Town
Wham I like best at hame.’

Sae how this sturt and strife may’ end,
Nae mortal wight can tell:

God grant the king, and ilka man,
May look weel to himsel!

No. 268. You're welcome to despots, Dumourier ?
Tune : Robin Adair (see No. 45).

You're welcome to despots, Dumourier ;
You're welcome to despots, Dumourier;
How does Dampiere do?
Ay, and Bournonville too?
Why did they not come along with you, Dumourier ?

1 will fight France with you, Dumourier ;
I will fight France with you, Dumourier;
I will fight France with you,
I will take my chance with you,
By my soul, I'll dance with you, Dumourier !

Then let us fight about, Dumourier ;
Then let us fight about, Dumourier ;
Then let us fight about,
Till Freedom’s spark be out,
Then we'll be damn’d, no doubt, Dumourier.
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No. 269.
Tune : The black watch.

When Guilford good our pilot stood.

Me¢Glashan’s Strathspey Reels, 1780, p. 6.
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WaeN Guilford good our pilot stood,
An’ did our hellim thraw, man,

Ae night, at tea, began a plea,
‘Within America, man:

Then up they gat the maskin-pat,
And in the sea did jaw, man;

An’ did nae less, in full Congress,
Than quite refuse our law, man,

Then thro’ the lakes Montgomery takes,
I wat he wasna slaw, man;

Down Lowrie’s burn he took a turn,
And Carleton did ca’, man:

But yet, whatreck, he at Quebec,
Montgomery-like did fa’, man:

Wi’ sword in hand, before his band,
Amang his en'mies, a’, man,

Poor Tammy Gage within a cage
Was kept at Boston-ha', man;

Till Willie Howe took o’er the knowe
For Philadelphia, man:

Wi’ sword an’ gun he thought a sin
Guid Christian bluid to draw, man;

But at New York, wi’ knife an’ fork,
Sir-Loin he hackéd sma’, man.
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Burgoyne gaed up, like spur an’ whip,
Till Fraser brave did fa’, man;
Then lost his way, ae misty day,
In Saratoga shaw, man.

Cornwallis fought as lang’s he dought,
An’ did the buckskins claw, man ;
But Clinton’s glaive frae rust to save,

He hung it to the wa’, man.

Then Montague, and Guilford too,
Began to fear a fa', man;
And Sackville doure, wha stood the stoure,
The German chief to thraw, man:
For Paddy Burke, like onie Turk,
Nae mercy had at a', man;
An’ Charlie Fox threw by the box,
An’ lows'd his tinkler jaw, man.

Then Rockingham took up the game,
Till death did on him ca’, man;
‘When Shelburne meek held up his cheek,
Conform to gospel law, man;
Saint Stephen’s boys, wi’ jarring noise,
They did his measures thraw, man;
For North an’ Fox united stocks,
An’ bore him to the wa’, man.

Then clubs an’ hearts were Charlie’s cartes ;
He swept the stakes awa’, man,
Till the diamond's ace, of Indian race,
Led him a sair faux pas, man;
The Saxon lads, wi’ loud placads,
On Chatham’s boy did ca’, man;
An’ Scotland drew her pipe an’ blew:
¢Up, Willie, waur them a', man!’

Behind the throne then Granville’s gone,
A secret word or twa, man;

While slee Dundas arous’d the class
Be-north the Roman wa’, man :

And Chatham’s wraith, in heav’nly graith
(Inspiréd bardies saw, man),

Wi’ kindling eyes cried, ¢ Willie, rise!
Would I hae fear'd them a’, man?’

But, word an’ blow, North, Fox, and Co.
Gowff’d Willie like a ba’, man,

Till Suthron raise, an’ coost their claes
Behind him in a raw, man;

An’ Caledon threw by the drone,
An’ did her whittle draw, man;

An’ swoor fu' rude, thro’ dirt and bluid,
To make it guid in law, man,
* * * * * x
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No. 270. Fy, let us & to Kirkcudbright.

Tune: Fy, let us a’ to the bridal. Orpheus Caledonius, 1725, No. 36.
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Fy, let us a’ to Kirkcudbright,
For there will be bickerin there;

For Murray's light horse are to muster,
An’ O, how the heroes will swear!
And there will be Murray, commander,

An’ Gordon the battle to win;
Like brothers they’ll stan’ by each other,
Sae knit in alliance and kin,

And there will be black-nebbit Johnie,
The tongue o’ the trump to them a’:

An’ he get na Hell for his haddin,
The deil gets nae justice awa!

And there will be Kempleton’s birkie,
A boy no sae black at the bane;

But?as to his fine nabob fortune,—
We'll e’en let the subject alane!

And there will be Wigton's new Sheriff;
Dame Justice fu' brawly has sped ;
She’s gotten the heart of a Bushby,
But Lord! what’s become o' the head?
And there will be Cardoness, Esquire,
Sae mighty in Cardoness’ eyes;
A wight that will weather damnation,
For the devil the prey would despise.
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And there will be Douglasses doughty,
New christening towns far and near;

Abjuring their democrat doings
By kissing the doup of a Peer:

And there will be folk frae Saint Mary'’s,
A house o’ great merit and note ;

The deil ane but honors them highly—
The deil ane will gie them his vote!

And there will be Kenmure sae gen'rous
Whose honor is proof to the storm,
To save them from stark reprobation,
He lent them his name in the firm:
And there will be lads o’ the gospel:
Muirhead, wha's as gude as he’s true;
And there will be Buittle’s apostle,
Wha's mair o' the black than the blue!

And there will be Logan’s M¢Dowall,—
Sculdudd’ry an’ he will be there,
An’ also the Wild Scot o' Galloway,
Sogering, gunpowder Blair!
But we winna mention Redcastle,
The body—e’en let him escape !
He'd venture the gallows for siller,
An ’'twere na the cost o’ the rape!

But where is the Doggerbank hero,
That made ‘Hogan-Mogan’ to Skulk?
Poor Keith’s gane to hell to be fuel,
The auld rotten wreck of a hulk.
And where is our King’s Lord Lieutenant,
Sae fam’d for his gratefu’ return?
The birkie is gettin’ his Questions
To say in St. Stephen’s the morn!

But mark ye there’s trusty Kerroughtree,
‘Whose honor was ever his law;
If the virtues were pack'd in a parcel,
His worth might be sample for a’;
And strang an’ respectfu’s his backing,
The maist o’ the lairds wi’ him stand ;
Nae gipsy-like nominal barons
‘Whase property’s paper—not land.

And there frae the Niddisdale borders,
The Maxwells will gather in droves,

Teugh Jockie, staunch Geordie an’ Wattie,
That girns for the fishes and loaves;
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And there will be Heron, the Major
Wha'll ne’er be forgot in the Greys:

Our flatt'ry we’ll keep for some other:
Him only its justice to praise!

And there will be maiden Kilkerran,
An’ also Barskimming’s gude Knight ;

And there will be roarin Birtwhistle,
Yet luckily roars in the right!

And there’ll be Stamp Office Johnnie
(Tak tent how ye purchase a dram).

And there will be gay Cassencarry
And there’ll be gleg Colonel Tam,

And there'll be wealthy young Richard,
Dame Fortune should hing by the neck:
For prodigal, thriftless bestowing—
His merit had won him respect.
And there will be rich brother Nabobs,
(Tho’ nabobs, yet men not the first,)
And there will be Collieston’s whiskers,
An’ Quinton—o’ lads no the worst !

Then hey! the chaste interest o’ Broughton,
And hey! for the blessings ’twill bring ;
It may send Balmaghie to the Commons—
In Sodom ’twould make him a king;
An’ hey! for the sanctified Murray,
Our land wha wi’ chapels has stor'd ;
He founder’d his horse among harlots,
But gied the auld naig to the Lord!

No. 271. O Logan, sweetly didsé thou glide.

Tune : Logan Water. Orpheus Caledonius, 1733, No. 23.
Slow
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O Logan, sweetly didst thou glide
That day I was my Willie’s bride,
And years sinsyne hae o’er us run
Like Logan to the simmer sun:

But now thy flowery banks appear
Like drumlie Winter, dark and drear,
While my dear lad maun face his faes
Far, far frae me and Logan braes.

Again the merry month of May

Has made our hills and vallies gay;

The birds rejoice in leafy bowers,

The bees hum round the breathing flowers;
Blythe morning lifts his rosy eye,

And evening’s tears are tears o' joy:

My soul delightless a’ surveys,

‘While Willie’s far frae Logan braes.

‘Within yon milk-white hawthorn bush,
Amang her nestlings sits the thrush;
Her faithfu’ mate will share her toil,
Or wi’ his song her cares beguile:
But I wi’ my sweet nurslings here,
Nae mate to help, nae mate to cheer,
Pass widow’d nights and joyless days,
‘While Willie’s far frae Logan braes.

O, wae upon you, Men o’ State,

That brethren rouse in deadly hate!
As ye make monie a fond heart mourn,
Sae may it on your heads return!

Ye mindna 'mid your cruel joys

The widow's tears, the orphan’s cries,
But soon may peace bring happy days,
And Willie hame to Logan braes!
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No. 272. Farewell, thou fair day.

Tune : Oran an aoig. Scots Musical Museum, 1792, No. 38s.
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FAREwWELL, thou fair day, thou green earth, and ye skies,
Now gay with the broad setting sun;

Farewell, loves and friendships, ye dear tender ties—
Our race of existence is run!

Thou grim King of Terrors! thou life’s gloomy foe,
Go, frighten the coward and slave!

Go, teach them to tremble, fell tyrant! but know,
No terrors hast thou to the brave!

Thou strik’st the dull peasant—he sinks in the dark,
Nor saves e'en the wreck of a name!

Thou strik’st the young hero—a glorious mark;
He falls in the blaze of his fame!

In the field of proud honor—our swords in our hands,
Our king and our country to save,

While victory shines on life’s last ebbing sands,
O, who would not die with the brave!
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No. 273. Wha will buy my troggin?

(The Trogger.)

Tune : Buy broom besoms. Northumbrian Minstrelsy, p. 118.
%~ N ® N
ﬁ:t_,"’"‘; LZ‘*L“ __E,E':“:E _lj
Wha will buy my troggm fine e - lec-tionware, Brok-en trade

# CHORUS.
:’zzf;iq_“t;]\:—,’?;—_yb‘; —i‘ig_* __q:EL**

o' Broughton, a' in high re - pair? Buybrew trog - gm Jrae the

===

banks o Dee; Wha wants irog - gﬂz let /um come fo  me.

‘Waa will buy my troggin, fine election ware,

Broken trade o’ Broughton, a’ in high repair?

CHoRrUS. Buy braw troggin frae the banks o' Dee ;
Wha wants troggin let him come to me.

There’s a noble Earl’s fame and high renown,
For an auld sang—it’s thought the gudes were stown—

Here’s the worth o’ Broughton in a needle’s e'e.
Here’s a reputation tint by Balmaghie.

Here’s its stuff and lining, Cardoness’s head—
Fine for a soger, a’ the wale o’ lead.

Here’s a little wadset,—Buittles scrap o’ truth,
Pawn’d in a gin-shop, quenching holy drouth.
Here's an honest conscience might a prince adorn,
Frae the downs o’ Tinwald —~so was never worn!
Here's armorial bearings frae the manse o' Urr:
The crest, a sour crab-apple rotten at the core.
Here is Satan’s picture, like a blizzard gled
Pouncing poor Redcastle, sprawlin like a taed.
Here’s the font where Douglas stane and mortar names,
Lately used at Caily christening Murray's crimes.
Here’s the worth and wisdom Collieston can boast ;
By a thievish midge they had been nearly lost.
Here is Murray’s fragments o’ the ten commands,
Gifted by black Jock to get them aff his hands,

Saw ye €'er sic troggin? if to buy ye're slack,
Hornie’s turnin chapman—he’ll buy a’ the pack!
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No. 274. 'Twas in the seventeen hunder year.

Tune : The children in the wood.

Chappell's Popular Music, p. 201.
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That year I was

"Twas in the seventeen hunder year
O’ grace, and ninety-five,

That year I was the wae'est man
Of onie man alive.

In March the three-an’-twentieth
morn,
The sun rase clear an’ bright;
But O! I was a waefu’ man,
Ere to-fa’ o’ the night.

Yerl Galloway lang did rule this
land
Wi’ equal right and fame,
And thereto was his kinsman join'd
The Murray’s noble name.

Yerl Galloway's man o’ men was I,
And chief o® Broughton’s host ;
So twa blind beggars, on a string,

The faithfu’ tyke will trust.

But now Yerl Galloway’s sceptre’s
broke,
And Broughton’s wi’ the slain,
And I my ancient craft may try,
Sin’ honesty is gane.

*Twas by the banks o’ bonie Dee,
Beside Kirkcudbright's towers,
The Stewart and the Murray there

Did muster a’ their powers.

Then Murray on the auld grey yaud,
Wi’ winged spurs did ride:
That auld grey yaud a’' Nidsdale
rade,
He staw upon Nidside.

the wae'-est man

of on-ie man a - live,
An’ there had na been the Y