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Saw ye rajw« thing, sawye my ain tiling? Sawve oxy true love down onyon

lea? Cross'd-sTxe the meadow yestreen at.tnegLonmLxig, Songnt snetKeTournie

whare flowers the haw-tree ? Her hai_ ^tislinfc^vhite.nersJnTiitisTralt-vvhit^DaTk

is tile blue o'her saft rolling ee,RecLredher ripehjts, and sweeter than roses, Wltere

could. -nvy wee thing -vrander frae me.

•V nae yoai' tree tiring,Isaw na« .yoiir ain thing,

irsavvlyour truelave down by yon lea ;

timet. wimv oooriie tkinglateiu thegloaming,

*Wn hy theburme whore flowers ike haw tree

;

Jair it was liiit*wliL*.e.herskinitwa.s milh-wlute,

fcvcas the blue of ber soft rolling eV ;

were.her ripe lips,and sweeter than roses—
mitwi'if bheltisKe.s that she u'ave to me.

«S Wite my wee l.hing.it-wii* oav my am thing ,

Was naemy true love yemet Lv the tree;:

ad isher Leal heart,mode at her nature.
U never lo'ed i>ny till ance ahe lo'ed u»e-

name it is 'Mary, she's I'rae Castle-cary

,

ft has she sat when a. Lair« onmy knee :

r.asyour face ia,were't fifty titrves fairer,

otiTigbragj/er. she ne'er wadgiekisses h» thci-

Itwan thenyour Mary, she's frae Castle-cary,
Itvras thenyour true loveImet lay the tree ;

Troud as herheart is and modesthernature,
Sweetwere thekisses that site gave to me

Sair gloom'd hisdarkbrow -.« «td blood-redkis chee.k g.ne»v

i
Wild flash'd the fire frae his -wild rolling e't

• Y«i'se ruesair this morniugyourioasts andyour si--»iiing,

! ne£endye£ause traitor, fuloudlyye lie

.

JAway wi' beguiling, cried theyouth suriling—

Offwent the bonnet, like lint-whitelocks flee.

The. netted plaid fn'in^ her .\-Kite hoacini shawing.
Fair stood thelovedn mid Withe dark tolling e'e.

Is it my wee tKiug.is it tny a in thing

,

Is it uty trite lovehere th.i+ I see?

OJawie forjrienieyi'Jtru^irt:; constanttome,
111 never mair wvm- or dea i" laddie trrtetluse.
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