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THE BONNETS OP BONNIE DUNDEE. 

To the Lords of Convention 
'Twas Claverhouse spoke— 

Ere the King's crown go down 
There are crowns to be broke; 

So let each cavalier 
Who loves honour and me, 

Come follow the bonnet 
Of Bonnie Dundee. 

CHOKUS—Come fill up my cup, 
Come fill up my can; 

Come saddle my horses 
And call up my men ; 

Come open the West Port, 
And let me gae free— 

For it's up with the bonnets 
Of Bonnie Dundee. 

Dundee ho is mounted, 
He rides up the street; 

The bolls are rung backwards, 
The drums they are boat; 

But the Provost, douce man, 
Said,  " Just e'en let him be— 

The Town is weel quit 
Of that Deil of Dundee." 

Come fill up my cup, &c. 

A s he rode down tlie sanctified 
Bends of the How, 

Tlk carline was flyting 
And shaking her pow ; 

But the young plants of grace 
They looked couthie and sloe, 

Thinking luck to thy boimet 
Thou Bonnie Dundee. 

Come fill up my cup, &c. 

With sour-featured Whigs 
The Grass Market was cramm'd, 
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Hi sair Cuigsc 'n Duneidiunn 
Tliuirt Cleibliers' mar so— 

Mu'n d' tliig criin an Rigli'nuas 
'Sioma cnuaclid a bliios goirt; 

Gaoh lascaire treun 
Leis an eil)lmcas glonn-glmiondi, 

'Nis tdgadli air, 's loanadli c 
- Boineid Dliiliiidiaig)i ! 

J''oNN—Llonai'uio cliopau, 
Dciii^lionar mo cliuacli, 

'Us diolaidear m' eachraidii, 
A mach biodli mo shluagli ; 

'Glirad fliosglar an t-Iar-pliovt, 
'Us Icigear dhonili trial],— 

Tlia togail fo blioineidibli 
Corraoli DhiiindiaigU. 

Leum Cleibhers' air 'each 
Agus mliarcaioh tre 'n t-sraid 

Sheinn na cluig air an ais, 
Bliuail gach druma Ic stMriin ; 

Ars' am Prothaistc c6ir, 
" Leigear f5il lois a slirian, 

Oir 's maith as iir comimn 
An Kosad, Diludiagli." 

Lionav mo eliojum, &<•■ 

Mar mharcaich Ic silrd 
Trc na Liibaitli, 'nii still 

Blia gach cailleacli a' tathunn, 
'S a' cratliadli a cinn ; 

'S na li-ogana grasmhor, 
'G amluir bl^tii air an t-sonn, 

'S a' guidlio  'buaidli-l^racli,' 
Do dli' Armunn nan glonn.' 

Lionar mo cliopan, &v. 

Lion Cuigsielic scarbli-ghiiiliscaeli 
Mavgadh-an-fhcMr; 



As if half the West 
Had set tryst to be hang'd ; 

There was spite in each look— 
There was fear in each e'e, 

As they watch'd for the bonnets 
Of Bonnie Dundee. 

Come fill up my cup, &c. 

These Cowls of Killmarnock 
Had spits and had spears, 

And long hafted gullies 
To kill Cavaliers; 

But they shrunk to close-heads 
And the causeway was free, 

At the toss of the bonnet 
Of Bonnie Dundee. 

Come fill up my cup, &c. 

He spurr'd to the foot 
Of the proud (Jastle rock, 

And witli the gay Gordon 
He gallantly spoke; 

" Let Mons Meg and her marrows 
Speak twa words or three. 

For the love of the bonnet 
Of Bonnie Dundee." 

Come fill up my cup, &c. 

The Gordon demands of him— 
Which way he goes '? 

" Where'er sliall direct me 
The shade of Montrose ! 

And your Grace in short space 
Shall hear tidings of me, 

Or that low lies the bonnet 
Of Bonnie Dundee. 

Come fill up my cup, &c. 

" There arc hills beyond Pentland, 
And lands beyond Forth ; 

If there's Lords in the Lowlands 
There's Chiefs in the North ; 

There are brave Duinewassals 
Three thousand times three. 

Will ory haigh ! for the bonnet 
Of Bonnie Dundee. 

Come fill uji my cup, &c. 



Mar dhaoiuo rl'ii crochadh 
B'e coltas a' ph5ir, 

'N uair' blia iad a' coimhead, 
Lc goigh, 'us Ic fiamli, 

Am faiceadh iad scolladh 
De bhoineid DhAindiaigh. 

Lionar mo chopan, &c. 

B'airm sleagh, 'us bior-fo61a 
Do na ceftsaioli o'n lar, 

A gus core air bli^rr bata, 
A chasgradh nan cliar ; 

Acli tlieicli as an ratliad, 
Le h-atliadli fo dhion, 

Aig faotainn doibli platliadh 
De mhaithibh Dhiiindiaigli. 

Lionar mo eliopan, &c. 

Spuir'eacli gu cois oraigc sin, 
Caistcil nan stiladli, 

Thuirt grad ris ii Clieann— 
Coileacli sar an Taoibla-tuadli— 

"Canadh 'Moig,"sa co-blirath'rean, 
Diog bldatli'-c5ig no sea— 

A labliras teas graidh, 
Do blioincid aird-ghuirm Dhuindiaigh" 

Lionar mo chojian, &c. 

Dili G6rdon 'sin dh' iarr, 
' Cean is triall gliliit a Shcoid ?' 

" An eeum sin a dli'flioillsichoas 
Taihhse Mhointrois ! 

' Us cluinnidli blmr Griisan, 
Gun diiil ormsa sgial; 

No 's iosal 's an arfhaicli 
Boincid ard-ghorm Dhiiindiaigli 

Lionar mo cliopan, ifcc. 

" Ma tha Moirfhearan pailt, ,     • 
Arm am magh-thir man (Jail, 

Gur lionndior Cinn-ehinnidh, 
'N tir ghlinuloh uam beaiiii, 

'S naoi mile JJuin'uasal, 
'J)li' eireas 'svlas leom gun fliiamh 

'Us iolaoli a thogas 
Air blioineid Dhuindiaigh 

Lionar mo cliopan, &c. 



" Tlicrc's brass on the target 
Of barken'd bull-hide; 

There's steel in the Seabbard 
That dangles beside ; 

The brass shall be b'uriiish'd, 
The steel Shall flash I'rco 

At a toss of the bohiiet 
Of Bonnie of Dundee. 

Gome fill up my cUp, &c. 

Away to the hill, 
To the Wbods, to the i-ocks— 

E'er I own a usurper, 
I'll couch with the fox ;— 

And tremble, false Whigs, 
In the midst of your glee 

You have not seen the last 
Of my bonnets and me !" 

Come fill up rny clip, &e. 

He waved his proud hand, 
And the trumj)ts Were blown, 

The kettle-drums clashed. 
And the horsemen rode on : 

Till on Ravelston's cliffs, 
Ahd Clcrmiston's Lea— 

Died away the wild war-notes 
Of Bonnie Dundee. 

Come fill up niy cup. 
Come fill up raj can ; 

Come saddle my horses. 
And call out my men ; 

Fling open the West Port 
And let me gae free— 

For it's up with the bonnets 
Of Bonnie Dundee. 
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Air an sgeitbidh tlia prais,— 
Seiche lau chairte 'n tairbli— 

'S an truaille 'tlia lamb ri', 
Tha staillinn gun mheirg; 

Agus dcarsaidli a' phrilis, 
Drillidh 'n st^illinn mar 'glirian 

'N" uair' thogar le h-ardan 
Boineid ard-gborm Dbiiindiaigb. 

Lionar mo chopan, &o. 

Air falbli tbun nan coilltibb, 
Nan creag, 'us nam beann ; 

Ni mo leaba 's an t-Saobhaidh, 
Mu 'n taobh lo rigli fcall. 

Gabhaibh oillt, a cbealg-chuigsieli, 
'S gearr-mbairiann bluir rian, 

Dh' fbeobh fathast garbh-sheolladh 
De bhoincid Dhuindiaigh. 

Lionar mo chopan, &c. 

Chrath e rithc nan euclid, 
Agus sheid an stoc, cruaidh, 

'Choirc-dbruma bhuail bras, 
Am marc-sbluagb 'glirad ghluais ; 

Seach Stiuic Bhailo-raobhaill, 
Agus Eaon Bliailo-cliar— 

Gu'n 'chailleadh, 'san astar, 
Oeol tatrach Dhflindiaigh. 

Lionar mo chopan 
Dearr-lionar mo chuach, 

'Us diolaidcar m' eachraidh, 
Amah biodh mo shluagh, 

'Ghrad fhosglar an t-Iar-phort, 
'Us leigcar dhomh triall— 

Tha togail fo bhoineidibh, 
Corrach Dhiiindiaigh ! 

A13RACH. 
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