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THE following1 obscrvaiions on the SeoHifli M usn by William Tyt l< r Hlq 

have been thought too pertinent^ and Valuable, to be omitted as a prefa< e . 

to the prefent Selection 

As^ the Scottitli fbngs are the flights of genius-* devoid of art* they 
bid defiance to artificial graces and affected cadences. A Scots long can . 
only be lung in taste by a Scottifh voice. To a fwcet * liquid* flowing 

voice* capable of IVelling a note from the fofteft to the fullcft tone* and 

vhat the Italians call a voce di petto*, muft be joined lenfibility and feel 

ing, and a - perfect understanding of the fubject and words of the 

long* fo as to know the fignificant word on which to fwell or (often 

the tone* and lay the force of the note. From a want of knowledge of 

the language* it generally happens* that, to moft of the foreign matters* 

our melodies* at first* must leem wild and uncouth* for which reason* 
in their performance* they generally fall fhort of our expectation. We 

fometimes* however, find a foreig'n matter* who, with a genius for the 

pathetic* and a knowledge of the fubjcct and words* has afforded very, 
high pleasure in a Scottish long, who could hear 4with infenfibility, or 

without being moved in the greateft degree, Tenducci fing 'i’ll never 

leave thee* or' The braes of Ballendine!  or'will ye go to the ewebughts 
Marion* fung by Signora Corri > 

It is a common defect in lb me who pretend to fing* to affect to fmothcr 

the words* by not articulating them* lb as we fcarce can find out either 

the fubject or language of their long. This is always a 1 ign of want of 

feeling* and the mark of a bad finger* particularly of Scottifh longs* 

where there is generally fo intimate a correspondence between their air 

and fubject. Indeed* there can be no good vocal music without it. 

^The proper accompaniment of a Scottish fong is a plain* thin* dropping 

bafs * on the harpfichord or guittar. The fine breathings* those heartfelt 

touches* which genius alone can exprefs* in our longs* arc loft in a 

noify accompaniment of inftruments. The full chords of a thorough bals 

fhou 1 d be used fparingly, and with judgment not to overpower, but to 

fupport and raife the voice at proper paufes . 
Wwhere * with a fine voice* is Joined fome fkill and execution on either 

of thofe i-nftruments * the air* by way of fymphony or introduction to the 
fong, fhould always be first played over, and* at the clofe of every ftanza, 

the last part of the air fhould be repeated, as a relief for the voict,which 

it gracefully lets off. In this fytnphonic part, the performer may flu * 

his tafte and fare y on the inftrument, be varying it ad libitum. 
V A Scottifh for admits of no cadence ; 1 mean by this, no fanciful or 

eapruiocis d*. : fi» uj oi thr i loir of the tune. There is one embcllilh 
ho we*, '-r, ' *•. •> tjnger x* easily a exj uire * that is* an ealy Omf* 
This.,while th** organs air 5 rvhl- in a young voire, may* with practice*!)!* 
< a f'i ■ v alia in \ . 



ttA Scott ifh fon^, thus performed, v .i i* >r.^ Ids Uv he t w i eirt^rva ' n-• 

-ments to a mufical genius But is tdvi > ^’;uh\s to h a in 
the performer or hearer? It cannot; Genius in imil’ic, as in poetrv,is the 
g*ift of heaven. It is horn vdth us ^ it is not to be learned. 

ttAn artift on the violin may difplay the ma^ic of his finders,in running- 
from the top to the bottom of the finger-hoard^ in various intricate 
capricious, vhich,at most, vi! 1 only excite furprife^ while a very middle 
= ing p erformer, of tafte and feeling, in a fuhject that admits of the 
pathos, veil] touch the heart in its fineft fenfations. The fineft of the Italian 
compofers, and many of their fingers, poffefs this to an amazing degree. 
The opera airs of these great mafters, Pergolefe, Jomelli, Galuppi, Perez, 
and many others of the prefent age , are aftonifhingly pathetic and mov^ 
i ing. Genius, hoveever, and feeling, are not confined to country or climate. 
A maid, at her fpinning wheel, who knew not a note in mufic, with a 
fweet voice, and the force of a nathe genius, has oft drawn tears from 
my eyes. That gift of heaven, in fhort, is not to he defined^ It can 

cnly he felt 
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Upon the bunks of flowing; Clyde,the Ijafses husk them hraw, 
Hut when tlieir best they hue put on,my Jeanie ding's tljem 
In hamely weeds Ibe fur exceeds,the fairest of the town, 
K uith fugre and gay confefs it 1'ae, tlio drefs’d in rustic gown«» 
Tlie gamesome lamb,that fucks the Dam jnair harmlefs canna be. 
She has nae faiftfif fic we cat) except her love for me,. 
The ff) ark ling dew, of clearest hue, is like her fliining een, 
In Hi ape an’ air wfa can com/are, wi-’my fweet lovely Jean. 

, S 
O.blawye weslin' winds, blaw fufr,amang the leafy trees, 
Wi gentle breath frae muir an"1 dale,bring hame the laden bees^ 
An"1 bring the lafsie back to me that's ay fae neat an1 clean; 
Ae blink oher wad banish care,fae rharmingis my Jean. 
Wli at 1‘ighs an-1 vows amang tlie knowes,hae jiast atween us twa, 
How fain to meet, how wae to part,that day Die gade awa; 
Hie powTrs aboon can only ken, to whom the heart is feen. 
That nane can be fae dear to me, as try fweet lovely Jean . 
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The variy race may riches chasCj 
An' riches itill may tl-y them, O* 

Aii'tlm’ at last, they cati h them fast. 
Tin ir hearts can ne’er < njr,y tlnm, Ol 

Green jite^w . 

3 
Jhit jtie me a canny h< ur at e\n, 

Mv ains a bent my dearie, O; 
An v arl v cauS, an’’ v ariy nun, 

VTay u’’ gae tapsaltcerie, Oi 
Green gmw Sec. 

4- 
I r y.u iVe <1. ti'?’ ye Inner at this, 

Y■’re nfiiight l:ut lenselcis aist s, O; 
'I 'h visest nnn the ivarl’ fav, 

H( «!early lov’d tin* lafses, O, 
t; ret n « r K <. 

Auld nature fy<ars, the lovely ilears 
Ht r n< Hlest w<>rk Ihe daises,O. 

Her ’finnt'ue ban* flu try’d c.n m. n, 
An<l them ihe made the 1 1’sts O. 

Green gi-.v Ss*. 

K r the German Tlute 



/y me 

/'wnfalW/jOA O, /i ^lu/tO SAop. 
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Is there for ho nest po ver-^.t^ Wha hanj^s his head and 
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a’ tiiat^ The coward Slave we pais him And dare be poor for a’ that. 

t 



o 

Wliat thi < \ li n hamely fare we dine, 

Wear ii *<!tlen f^cAy^ and a that; 
Gie fools their i'iifc, and knaves their win 

A man’s a man for a’ that. 
For a* thyt and a'that > * 

Their tinsel fhew anti a’ that* 
An honest man> though n or fae poor 

Is chief o’men for a’that. 

3 
Ye fee ^on birkie^ ca’d a lord^ 

Wh.t Itrnts and ft a re S^ and a’that, 
Tliou^h hundreds worship at his word. 

He’s hut a cuif for a’ that. 
For a that, and a’ that, 

H is ribband, ftar, and a’thatj 
A man of independent mind. 

Can look^and laugh at a' that. 

4 
Tlie king can make a belted knight, 

A marquis, duke, and a’ that, 
Hut an honest man’s aboon his might, 

Guidsfaith, lie manna fa’that. 

For a’ that, and a’ that, 
His dignities^ and a’ ttiatj 

d'h*1 pith f’ fen.se, and pride o’ worth, 

Are grander far than a’ that. 

3 
Then let us praj^, that come it ma^, 

As come it fhall, for a’ thatj 

That fense and worth, o’er a’ the earth. 
Shall bear tlm ffree, and a’ that* 

For a’ that, and a’ that, 
It’s coming y°t, for a’ thatj 

Whan man, and man, tho world o’er. 
Shall brothers b'-, and a’ that. 



Her hair fae fi irf s Vn IVe clear 
H er wee bit mouj fo I'v *:et and br rny 

'J'fi llie ever will be c!ear 
Tho1 Die'S for rvtr left b<r Jnbj.ic 
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O.' mer_ry may the maid be,lhat marries ivith tlie miller. For foul day and 

’ \LjjjCJ 
3t^S: -d- 

Wlien Jamie first did w(x> me, 
1 f[>eir’d tvbat was liis calling1, 
lair Alaiil lays h(, C. c(in e and fee, 
Fe’rt welcome to my dwelling 
Tbough J w as lliy, y« t I could fpy, 
Hie truth of what he told me, 
And that his house was warm and couth. 
And room in it to hold me. 

8 
Behind the door a hug of mea*, 
Ami in the hist was plenty. 
Of food hard calces, his Mither mates. 
And bannocts were na fcanty, 
A good fat fow, a fleepy cowv, 
Was ftanding in the byre, 
W hile lazy poufs, with mealy mouse, 
Was playing at the fire. 

Good figns are these,my \lither f^ys. 
And bids me tak the Miller, 
For foul day and fair day, 
H»’s aye a bringing till her. 
For meal and malt, l ive does nae want, 
N< r ony thing that's dainty. 
And now and then a heel ling hen. 
To lay her eggs in plenty, 

5 
In winter, when the wind and rain, 
Blawrs o’er the house and byre. 
He fits beside a clean hearth ftane. 
Before a rousing tire* 
With nutbrown ale he tells his tale. 
Which rows him o’er fou ii fppy, 
Who’d be a king a petty thing. 
While a Miller lives f - happy. 

For the German Flute. 
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O li.'irk.my Jove.on vv'ey i‘j>rav. 

K ;u ' t eat he r’d m afta 1 c r tunes his 1 a \ a 
Tis beauty fires the ravifh’d thron<>' 
\nd !<>\s in1 pi res the meltin*;'to n»^; 

Then let my ra ptur’d notes a rife, 
Tor beauty darts from Nannys eyes; 

And love my riliu<^boibmwarms. 
And fills my foul with fweet alarms', 

O. co me; my 1 o ve t h s Co 1 i n’s 1 ay 
Kith rapture i a !1 s,0ce>me aw a> 
Come,while the mufe tins wreath fhall tw ine 
Around that mode ft brow of thine; 
O hither hafte.and with thee brinp; 
That beauty blooming’like the fpring, 
Thofe graces that divinely fhine, 
And charm this ravifhd breaft of mine* 

GERM /V N FLUTE 
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A w'ahe. t weet mufe the b re at hi ne ip rn<>” 
ith '.ipture warms; a wake and lintr 

^ i 
A wake and p)in the vocal throng, 
Who hail the niovnine w itil a fon«r 
To Nan n \ raise the chearful lav. 

0-hid lie, hafte and cm m e a w ay; 

In Iwecteit tmiles her fell ado r n. 
And add new graces to the morn. 
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Vnin^ Sun is fhining* on. Non, haply, don^n yon 
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^ay green ihaw, She zanders by yon fpreading tree* hcK^ bleit ye 
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How blel’t ye birds that round her fing1. 

And wanton in the blooming1 jrear; 

But doubly welcome be the tpring-* 

The leason to my jeanie dear. 

. - 

The fun blinks blithe on yon town ^ 

Amang the broomy braes fae green ^ 

But my delight in yon town, 

And deareft pleafure is my Jean, 

without my fair not a’the charms 

O paradife could yield me Joy$ 

But gie me jeanie in my arms? 

And welcome Laplandk dreary fky. 

My cave would be a lover’s bower, 

Though raging winter rent the air. 

And fhe a lovely little flower. 

That 1 would tent and fheltcr there. 

O fweet is file in yon town 

The finking fun’s g*aun down upon; 

The dearelt maid’s in yon town 

His fetting beam e’er fhone upon. 

if angry fate be fworn my foe, 

And fuffVing 1 am doom’d to bear, 

Id carelefs quit ought elfe below; 

But fpare,oh! fpare my Jeanie dear. 

For while life’s deareft blood runs warm, 

My thoughts frae her fliall ne'er depart; 

For as moft lovely is her form, 

She lias the trueff, kindelV heart. 
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That day fbe frail’d, and wade me g-]ad 
Wo maid teem’d ever kinder} 

I thought myielf the luckieft ] ad 7 

So fVeetly there to find her. 
I tryd to footh my am’rous flame. 

In vords that I thought tender I 
if more there pafs’d, Hn not tobiame, 

I meant not to offend her. 

Ye rural poir’rs, «rho hear my ft rains , 
why thus Ihould Peggy g-rieve me • 

Ohi make her partner in my pains } 

Then let her fmiles relieve me. 
if not , my love will turn defpair, 

My paffion no more tender} 
i'll 1 cave the bufh aboon Traquair, 

To lonely wilds i’ll wander . 

Vet now fhe fcornful flees the plain } 
The fields we then frequented; 

if eVr we meet fhe fhews difdain , 
She looks as ne’er acquainted. 

The bonny bufh bloom’d fair in May 
Its fweets fll ay remember} 

But now her frowns make it decay} 
It fades as in December . 



A TraPiuent, 

^ ^. rr.e* 
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when Guilford ^oodour Pilof flood-, An"1 did our hellim thrav ma'n Ac 

night,at tea,heg*n a plea,within A me ri ca,man: 

m 

An did naeleish 

^ vif —1 r' i* 
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full Co ngrefs then quite refixfe our lawman An did nae lets in full Congrefs Then 

k; 

Then thro’> the lakes Montgomery takes 
I vat he vas na flav, man^ 

Dovrie^s burn lie took a turn? 
And C rl.t.n did cabman; 



But yet what reck he at Quebec, 
Montgomery/like dill la'*, ii;an.> 

u;i fVorcl in fiend') fiefom kis bandy 
Amang his t‘n“)mics a"1, men « 

Poor Tammy G-g'e witkin a cage 
Was kept at Bofton ha'linan; 

Till Willie H-e took oVr the knowe 
For Philadelphia, man*. 

wi1 tVord an7 gun he thought a fin 
Guid Chriftian blood to draw,mani 

But at New Yorky wi’’knife an"* fork y 
Sir Loin he hacked fma^man, 

B-rg ne gaed up,like fpur an’’whip, _ 
Till Frafer brave did fa7 mani 

Then Joft his way, ae mifty day, 
In Saratoga fhaw, man . 

C rnw 11 s fought as langk he dought, 
An7 did the Huckfkins claw, man i 

But Cl-nt uls glaive frae rult to fave 
He hung it to the wa7 man. 

Then M_nt-gue, an7 Guilford too, 
Beg-an to fear a fa7, man^ 

And S-ckv-Iie doure,vha ftood the Itourey 
The German Chief to thraMr, man: 

For Paddy B.rke,like ony Turk, 
Nae mercy had at a7 man j 

An7 Charlie F-x threw by the box, 
An7lows7d his tinkler yaw,man. 

Then R-ck ngh-m took up the game-J 
Till Death did on him t a7 man j 

when sh-lb-me meek held up his check. 
Conform to Gofpel law, manV 

Saint Stephen’s boys, wi7 jarring noife. 
They did his meafures tlirav, man , 

For N-rth_an7 F_x united ftochsy 
An7 ho re him to the wa7, man . 

Then Clubs an7 Hearts were charlie7s cartes. 
He fwept the ftakes awa7man, 

Till the Diamond! Aceyof Indian race 
Led him a fair faux pas,man; 

The Saxon ladsywi7loud placads. 
On Chatham7s Boy did ca7 man* 

An7 Scoland drew her pipe an’blew. 
Up,Willie, waur them a7 man 1 

Behind the throne then Gr-nv-lle"! gone, 
A fecret word or twa, man j 

while flee D_nd-s arous’d the clafs 
Be north the Roman wa7man; 

An7 Chatham’s wraitliyin heavenly graith, 
Infpired Bardies law, man 

Wi^kmdling eyes cry’d, cwillie,rife ! 
4Would I hae fear’d them a7,man'.7 

But word an7 bh>w,N-rth F-x and Co, 
Gowff7d Willie like a ba7 man, 

Till Suthron raife,and cooft their claife 
Behind him in a raw. man! 

An7 Caledon threw by tfie drone, 
An7did her whittle draw,man: 

An7fwoor fu7 rude,thro7 dirt an7blood 
To mak it g'u;d in law, man. 
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wretch for get his woe*, what pleafure, what treasure, un  



Like harmony her motion; 
Her pretty ancle is a spy, 
Betrayi n”: fair proportion. 
Wad make a taint forget the Iky, 
Sae v^arniingj tae charming. 
Her fauteleis form and gracefu' air; 
ilk feature auld iVature 
Declar'd tliat fhe could do nae mair*. 
Her’s are the filing chains o' love. 
By conquering Beauty’s fovereign lav) 
And ay my Chloris deareft charm. 
She lays, fhe lo'es me heft of a' 

3 
Let others love the city. 
And gaudy fhew at funny noon; 
Gie me the lonely valley. 
The deny eve, and rising moon 
Fair beaming, and ftreaming 
Her lilver light the houghs amang; 
while falling, recalling. 
The amorous thrufh concludes his-sang; 
There, deareft Chloris, wilt thou rove 
by vimpling burn and leafy fhaw. 
And hear my vows o' truth and love. 
And lay, thou lo’es me best of a' 
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Her face Is fair her heart Is true. 

As fpotlefs as flit's bonnle^ O; 
The op'ninjr jrowan wat wi*1 deiv 

Nae purer is than Nannie, O. 
3 

A Country lad is my degree^ 
An’ few there be that hen me, O; 

But what care I how few they be, ' 
I’m welcome ay to Nannie, Oj 

My riches a's my penny fee. 
An’ 'I maun guide it cannie, O,* 

But warlds gear ne’er troubles me. 
My thoughts are a1 my Nannie,0. 

4 
Our auld guidman delights to view. 

His fheep ah' kye thrive bonnie O,* 
But I’m as blythe that bauds his pleugh. 

An’ has nae care but Nannie, O; 
Come wcrl,come woe, I care na by. 

I’ll tah what Heav’n will fen' me, 0,* 
Nae ither care in life have I, 

But liye^ and love my Nannie, O. 
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N ovr Davy tli<l each IjiuI furpafs. 

That dwelt on this burn i'ide. 
And Mary was the bonniest Lafs^ 

Just meet to be a Bride. 

Blithe Davy’s blinks Stc. 

Her Cheeks were rosie red and white^ 

Her Ken was bonny blue/ 

Her looks were like Aurora bright. 

Her X^ips like dropping Dew. 

Blithe Davy's blinks Stc. 

As Fate had dealt to him a Routh, 

Straight to the "Kirk he led her. 

There plighted her his Faith and Truth, 

And a bonny Bride he made her. 

No more asham’d to own her love, 

Or fpeak her mind thus free. 

Gang down the burn Davy love. 

And J will follow thee. 
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The moon was fhining clearly 

1 let her down wi rig'ht glide will, 

Amang "the Rigs of Barley; 

I Iceivt her hear! was a'my ain^ 

I lov’d her mo ft fincerely^ 

I kifs’t her o*wre and o’vre again, 

Amang tire Rigs of Barley. 

Her heart was heading rarely 

Myblefsingson that happy place,, 

Amang the Rigs of Barley . 

But byi the moon and ftars fae bright 

That fhone that hour fae clearly 

111 ne’er forget our happincfs 

Amang the Rigs of Barley 

I ha’e been blyth wi* comerades dear, 

1 ha’c been merry drinking, 
/ t 

1 ha’e been joyfu' gathring gear, 

I ha’e been happy thinking, 

But a* the pleasure’s e’er 1 had > 

Tho three times doubled fairly 

That happy night was worth them a , 

Among the Rigs of Barley* 

GERMAN FLUTE • 
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Tliou ling* fririg* ftar, m ifh Itlfe’-ning* ray, That lov'ft to 



Jr%£'=t=rZ:0<L— 
is thy place of blifsful reit?^ Seeit thou thv Lov__cr 
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That facred hour can 1 forget. 
Can I forget the halloVd grove 

where, by the winding Ayr, we met 
To live one day of parting love’. 

Eternity cannot efface 
Thofe. records dear of transports paft. 

Thy image at our Jaft embrace, 
Ah, little thought we ’twas our laft* 

* 
Ayr gurgling kifs’d his pebbled fhore, 

O’erhung with wild_v»oods thickening green 
The fragrant birch & hast horn hoar 

Tsin’d amorous round the raptur'd fcenel 
The tloners i'prang wanton to be prest, 

The birds tang love on everv fpray, 
Till too,too foon the gloving weft 

Proclaim’d the fpeed of iving<-‘d day. 

.Still (j’er thefe fcenes my mem’ry sakes 
And fondly broods with mifer-care‘, 

Time but th'in:prefsiou ftronger n akes, 
As ft reams tbeir channels deept •• wear'. 

My Mary, dear depaited Shade' 
where is thy place of blifsfuJ reft? 

See ft thou thy Lover lowly laid 
Hear’ft thou the g’rOan s that rend his h re a ft ! 



Ye birdies dumb, in vith'rin^* borers,. 
A^ain ye'll charm the vocal air. 
But here alas' for me nae mair; 
Shall birdie charm, or floweret Irnilei 
Fa re wee! the bonnie banks of Ayr, 

Fareweel, fareweel! fweet Bailocbnnle 
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lovlel> een o bonnie blue Tvas not her golden ring ^ lets 
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She tailed the fmild my heart fhe w^yld 
She charmd my foul 1 vift na how 
And ay the ftound the deadly wound 
Cam frae her een lae honnie blue 
But ipare to fpeak and Ipare to fpeed 

Shell aiblins liften to my vow 
should fhe refufe ill lay my dead 
To her twa-een fao bomue blue 



On the Green Sedgy Banks . 
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fweet winding Tay, as blith as the Woodlark tliat car rols in may, I 
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tent crown’d the night, till loye taught young hope my youth to deceive, what we 
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wish to be true, what we wish to be true, what we wish to be true, love 
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Where ever I wander o’er .hill, dale or grove. 
Young Sandy wou’d foil o'w with foft tales of love, 
Enraptur’d he’d prefs me, then vow with a l'igh. 
If Jenny was cruel, alafs he must die,* 
A youth fo engaging with ease might deceive. 

What we wish to be true, 1-ove bids us beleive, 

S' 
He ftole my fond heart, then he left me to mourn 
Eor peace and content,*that ne’er can return, 
Erom the clown to the beau, the i'ex are all art. 
They complain of the wound, but we feel the fmart,* 
We join in the fraud, and ourselves We deceive. 
What we wish to be true, love bids us beleive. 

For the German Flute. 
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foreign foe, on Britifh ground to ral—ly 

'* ) y 
0 let us not,like fnarling ctirs, 

In wrangling he divided. 

Till ,fl;p[ come in an unco loun. 

And wi a rung decide it; 

Be Britain itill to Britain true, 

Amang ourfels united* 

For never hut by Britifh hands 

Maun Britifh wrangsbe righted... 

For never hut ate. 

(3 J 
The kettle o' the Kirk and State, 

 Perhaps a clout may fail intf 

But deil a foreign tinkler loun 

Shall ever ca' a nail iht* 

Our fathers hi ude the kettle bought' 

German Flute. 

And wha wad dare to fpoil it. 

By Heavns,the facreligdous dog 

Shall fuel he to boil iti 

By Heavens ate. 

The w.retch that would a Tyrant own. 

And the wretch,his true fworn hroti.er, 

who wo uld fet the Mob above the throne, 

May they be d*mn’d together.f 

who wdll not fing.God fave the king, 

Shall hang as high's the fteeplcj 

But while we fing.God lave the king, 

We ll ne’er forget the People. 

But while we fing Ac. 

fjtfr r i if fifefr i 

Chorus 
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* 
Sac craftilie file toolc me ben, 
And bade me mak nae clatter; 

'For our ramgunfhoch.glum goodman 
Is o’er ayoirtLtlie water:" 
whae'er thal] Fay I wanted grace, 

when I did kits and dawte her,‘*“ 
Let him be planted in my plaee, 

Syne, lay, I was a fautor . 

Could I for fhame, could I for Fhame/ 

Could I for fhame refut'd her, 
And wad na Manhood been to blame, 
Had I unkindly us’d her: 
He claw’d her wi' the ripplin.kame, 

And blae and bluidy bruis’d her; 

wlien fit a hufband was frae bane, 
what wife but wad exeuid her' 

I dighted ay her ten lae blue. 
And bann’d the cruel randy, 
And weel I >iat her willin niou 
Was e’en like fuccarcandie 
At gdomin-fhote it was.T wat, 

I lighted on the Monday; 
But I cam thro’ the Tifeday’s dew. 

To wanton Willie’s brandy. 
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L ad he loo\l a L afs more fair and oft I Sunr o’er bray and 

mm 

2 
He loo’d a Lafs wf fickle mind^ 
Was fometimes cauld and fometimes.kindj 
Wliicli made the love-fick I^addie rue. 
For flie was cauld when he was true. 
He mourn’d and fung o’er brae and burn. 

How fweet the love that meets return. 

4 
Just then he met my tell tale e'en. 
And love fo true is foonest feen. 
Hear T^ afs faid he my heart is thine. 

For thy foft wishes are like mine. 
Now Jenny in her turn may mourn. 
How fweet the love that meets return. 

3 
One day a pretty wreath he twin’d. 

Where Lflacks \vrith fweet Cowslips Join’d, 
To make a garland for her hair. 
But fhe refus’d a gift fo fair. 
This fcorn he cry’d can ne’er be born. 
But fweet the love that meets return. 

My answer was both frank and kind, 
I loo’d the lad and toll’d my mind. 
To Kirk we went wi’ hea rty glee. 
Ami wha fa blest as he and me, 
N ow blith we fing o’er brae and burn. 
How fweet the love that meets return. 
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long vith thV \hiftle all Scotland fhall ring Fal de 



‘Tff Old Loda ftill rueing* the arm of Fing*a]j 
The g’od of the bottle fends dovn from his hall — 
This whittles your challeng-e^to Scotland g-et o'er, 
And drink them to hell,Sir^or ne’er fee me more, Fal de dal &c 

old Poets have fling, and Chronicles tell, 
what champions ventunl 'what champions fell: 
The ton of great Loda leas conqueror ftill. 
And bjei^ on the whistle their requiem fbrill, Fal de dal Ac 

Till Robert, the lord of the Cairn and the Scaur, 
Unmatch’d at the bottle unconquerd in war 
He drank his poor godfhip as deep as the fea> 
No tide of the Baltic e’er drunker than he, Fal de dal Ac 

Thus Robert, victorious, the trophy has g'am’d 
which now in his bouse has for ages rernaind 
Till three noble Chieftansj and all of his blood, . 
The jovial conteft again have fenewd, Fai de da l Ac 

Three joyous good fellows with hearts clear of flaw, 
Craigdarroch to famous for wit,worth and law/ 
And trutty Glenriddehfo vers’d in old coins; 
And gallant Sir Robert,deep read in old wines,Far ue da Ac 

Craigdarroch began with a tongue Imooth as oil. 
Defiring Glenriddel to yield up the Ip oil. 
Or elfe he would muster the heads of tile clan 
And once more in claret try which was the man.Fal 

By the gods of the Ancients! Glenriddel replies. 
Before I lurrerider fo glorious a prize, 
ill conjure the ghoft of the great Porie More, ( . 
And bumper his horn with him twenty times o’er Fal dedal 

Sir Robert, a Soldier no fpeech would pretend.^ ^ ^ 
But he neer turnd his back on his foe-or his iide.m 
Said to Is down the whittle pri/e of the Held, 
And knee-deep in claret bed die orbed yield. < 

See Ossiaus C;.ruc thura 



To "the board of Glenriddel our heroes repair. 
So noted for drowning- of forrow and care; 
But for wine and for welcome not more known to fame. 
Than the fenle,wit and tafte of a fweet lovely Dame. Fal de dal Ac 

A Bard was felected towitnefsthe fray. 
And tell future a^es the feats of the day* 
A Bard who detelled all fadnefs and fpleen. 
And wifh’d that Parnafsus a vineyard had been. Fal de dal ac 

The dinner being- over/the claret they ply,/ 
And every new cork is a new fpring- of joy/ 
In the bands of old friendfhip and kindred fo fet/ 
And the bands grew the tighter the more they were wet.Fal de dal >c 

Gay Pleasure ran riot as bumpers ran o'er, 
Bright Phebus ne’er witnefsd fo joyous a corps- 
And vow’d .that to leave them he was quite forlorn. 
Till Cynthia hinted he'd find them next morn. Fal dedal Ac 

Six bottles a piece had well wore out the night. 
When gallant sir Robert, to finillv the fight. 
Turn'd o'er in one bumper a bottle of red, 
And fwore twas 'the way that their Anceftor did.Fal dedal &c 

Then worthy Glenriddel fo cautious and fage 
No longer the warfare ungodly would wage; 
A high Ruling Elder to w allow in wine! 
Be left the foul bufinefs to folks lets divine. Fal de dal Ac 

The gallant sir Robert fought hard to the end, 
* But who can wdtliFate and quart bumpers contend^ 

Tho’ Fate faid,a hero fhould perilli in light. 
So uprole bright_Phebus and down fell the Knight. ,, 

Next uprofe our Bard, like a prophet in drink, 
,/Craig<farroch, thou'lt 1 o; r when C reation fhall fi nk 
“But ii thou wouldlt flourilh immortal in rhyme, 
“Come, one bottle more, and have at the i’ublimell.'Fal de dal Ac 

/‘Thy Line that have ftruggled for freedom with Bruce, 
./Shall Herqes and Patriots ever produce*. 
,/So thine he the laurel, and mine be the bay, 
“The field thou haft won,by yon bright god of day! Fal de dal Ac 

As the authentic Prole hiftory of the whittle is curious, we fhall hear fubjoin it _In the 
train of Anne, Prin cels of DeJunark, when Ihe came to Scotland with her hufband, James the 

* Sixth, there came over allb a Danilh gentleman of gigantic Stature and great prowefs.and a ^^^^h-ls devotee of Bacchus .He had a curious ebony Ca!or whittle,which,at the beginning 
^ jhe orgies^ he laid on the table, and whoever was last able to blow the whittle,every Body 
elle being difabled by the potency of the bottle, was to carry off the whittle as a trophy 

° v^c —The Dane produced credentials of his victories,without a fingle defeat,at the 
courts ol Copenhagen,Stockholm, Mofcow,Warfaw,and leveral of the petty courts of Germany 
a"( thailenged the Scotifh Bacchanalians to the alternative of trying his prowefs.or elte 
0 acknowledging their inferiority^After many overthrows on the part of the Scots the 
Dane was encountered by sir Robert Lowrie of Maxwelton,ancetlor to tilt* prelent Sir Robert, who at 

—tei thiee nights Claret tiled left the fcand in avian dead drunk, And blew on the whistle his 
requiem , nrill.—Air WalterLowrie,fon of .sir Robert before mentioned afterwards loll the whittle to 
vTaiKPKKhl^flcitrddle,v hp had marl i cdTlteTfift< r of Sir Walter__On Friday,the i« ’of 0< :ob< r 
1 zyc.the whittle was once more contended for.as related in the Ballad,by the prefent Sir Robert, 
Low rie oi Maxwelton’.Rob^Ridddl Bfqrof Glenriddel lineal defeendant A representative of Walter, 
Riddel who won the whiftle,and in whofe Family it had continued; and Alex| Fcrgufon EfqT 
of Craigdarroclwlikewise defeended of the great Sir Robert, which laft gentleman carried 
off the hard_Won honors of the Fheld. -  Johnsons Tour thro Scotland ) 
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PATIE. , . 
Wlien com rig-g-s wav’d yellow, and blue lietlier bell*» 

Kloom’d bonny on imrirl - nd and fweet rising fells, 

NV>e birns,briers, or breclcens ga’e trouble to me. 
If T found til'' berries riglit ripen’d for thee. 

PEGGY. 
When thou ran, or wrestled, or putted the ftane. 
And came aff the victor, my heart was ay fain,* 

Thy ilfca fport manly gave pleasure to me,* 
For nane can putt, wrestle, or rim fwift as thee. 

PATIE. 
Our Jenny fings faftly the COWDEN broom VOOWS, 

And Rosie lilts fweetly the MILLING THE EWS; 

There’s few JENNY NETTLES like Nancv can fing* 
At thro’the wood, LAI^DIE, Befs gars our lugs ring. 

But when my dear Peggy fings wi’bett r f’dil. 
The BOATMAN, TWEEDS IDE, or the LASS OF THE MILL, 
’Tls mony times fweeter and pleasing to me* 

For tho’ they fing nicely, they cannot like thee. 

PE GGY. 
How easy can lafses trow what they desire. 

And praises fa'4 kindly increases love’s fire; 
Gi’e me ftill this pleasure, my ftudy fhalibe. 

To make mysell better and fweeter for thee. 
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Tliere untler tlie Shade of an old furred thorn, 
With freedom he fang: his Love’s Lvning: Morn- 
He fang: with fo faft and inclianting- a found. 
That Sylvans and Fairies unseen danc’d around. 

3 
The Shepherd thus fungr, tho’ young- Maya be fair, 
Her beauty is dash’d with a fcornfu proud air/ 
But Susie whs handsome and fweetly cou’d Sing, 
He»* Ttr^ath like the breezes perfirm’d in the Spring. 

4 
Th<*t Madd i» in all the gay bloom of her youth, 
Li’s0 th»‘ Moon was inconstant, and never fpolce truth/ 
Rut Susie was faithfull good humour’d and free. 
And fair as the G-oddefs who fprang from the Sea. 

That Mamas fine Daughter with all her great dow’r. 
Was aukwardly -iry and frequently four,*. 
Then fighing He- wished would parents agree. 
The witty Sweet Susie his Mist refs might be. 



Tlie weatlier is cauld, and my claitliiftg- is thin. 
The ews are new clipped thev winna h’rrht in, 
Tliey winna bug-ht in tlio’ I fhouM die, 
O yellow liair’d laddie, be Icin^i to me. 
They winna buglit in tlio’ I fhoud die, 
O yellowr hair’d laddie be kind to me, 

3 
The good wife cries butt the house, Jenny come ben, 
The cheese is to mak, and the butter’s tp Kirn 
Tho’ butter and cheese, and a1 fhould four, 
111 crack and kifs wi’ mv love ae haff hour. 
It’s ae haff hour, and we’s e’en mak it three, 
Tor the yellow hair’d Laddie my husband fhall b*-. 
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Come ur.der my plaidy them'g-hts g’aen to fa’; Come 
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My fathers ay tell’dme^my jnHher and a' 
YeHmak’a gnde husband and keep me a braw; 
It’s true Iloo Johnny he’s gude and he’s bonny , 
Butwaes melye ken he has naething ava. 

Gae'wa wi’your plaidy, auld Dcnald gae’-wa, 
I fear nae the canid blast the drift or the smaw : 
Gae wa wi vour plaidy I’ll no lie beside ye 
Ye may be my gutchard— auld Donald gae'wa. 
I m gae'nto meet Johrny he’s young and he’s bonny I hae little tocher; youvemade a gude offer. 
He’s been atMeg’s bridal, fou trig and fou braw I’m now mair than twenty,'my time is but sma ; 
Othere's nane da.ce sae lightly, saegracefui sae tightlySaegi meyourplaidy 111 creep inbesideye. 
His c heeks like the new rose,hisbrows (ike tb'1 s'nawT. I thought ye’d been aulder than threescore andtwa. 

/ 3 , .5 
Dear Marion let that flee stick fast to the wa , 
Your Jock’s hut a gowk,and has naithing ava; 
The hale o’ his pack he has now on his back ; 
He’s thretty and I am but threescore and twn, 
Be frank now and kindly,Til busk you aye finely. 
At kirk or at market they’ll few gang sae braw 
A bein house to bide in a chaise for to ride in , 
And flunkies to tend ye as aft as ye ca. 

She crap in ayont him,beside the stane wa’ 
WHiar Johnny was list’ning and heard her tell a’ 
The day was appointed,his proud heart it dunted 
And strack ’gainst his side as if bursting in twa. 
He wander'd hame weary the night it was dreary. 
And thowless he tint his gate deep ’mang the snaw. 
The howlet was screaming,while Johnny cried,AVomen 
Wad marry anld nick if he’d keep them ay bra'. 

O the deel sinthelasses they gang now sae bra. Yet dotards be wary,tak’ tent wba ye marry, 
They’lllie down wi’auld men ©’fourscore andtwa; Young wives in their coaches will whip and will ca’,* 
Thehale o’ their marriage is gowd and a carriage. Till they meet wi’some Johnny.thatsyouthfulandhonny, 
Plain luve is the cauldest blast now that can blaw: And he’ll gie ye horns on ilk haffit to .claw '. 
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birds That wan-ton throug-h ti e flow!.-ring- thorn. Ye mind me of de, 
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-par--ted joys, de—par-ted ne—ver to re—turn 

Oft have I roam'd by bonny Doon 
To fee the rose and woodbine twme^ 
Wh ere ilJca bird fungo’er its note. 
And chearfully I join'<l with mine. 
Wi heartsom glee I pullcl a rose, 
A rose out of yon thorny tree; 
Hut my false love h^s ftol’n the rose. 
And left the thorn behind to me. 

For the German Flute. 
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A Tavorite Scotch. Song 
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heaven to hear him tav king- 
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Last nig’ht I met him on the havk? 

whe^e yellow corn was growing* 

There mony a kindly nord he i'pake^ 

That fet my heart a gdowingr 

He kils’d, and vow"Vl he wad be mine^ 

And loold me best of ony. 

That g*ars me like to firig1 finlyne, 

ol corn rig*g*s are bonny! 

Let maidens of a filly mind. 

Refuse what maift thryVe wanting*. 

Since we for yielding ai-e defign'd. 

We chattelv ihould be granting. 

Then i^ll comply and marry Pate 

And fyne my Cockernony, 

He^s free to touzle air or late ^ 

Whare corn riggs are bonny. 

For the German Flute. 
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aunty Kate fits at her whee^ 

Anti fair fhe lightlies me* 
But wed keen I its a* envy* 

For ne’er a jo has fhe. 
But let them fa}' Stc; 

3 
Mv cousin Kat^ was fair beguile^ 

Wi Johnnie in the glen; 
And aye fince-fyne^ Hie rri^s} beware 

Of false deluding men. 
But let her fay,See; 

4 
Glee’d Sandy he came wast ae nighty 

And fpeer’d when I faw Feat, 
And <ye fince.fyne the neighbours round, 

Theyieer me air and late. 
But let them fvy (»r let them do. 

It’s a’ ane to me; 
For I'llgae to the bomy lad^ 

That’s waiting on me; 

Waiting on me Stc; 

For the German Flute. 
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Hitrhland Plaidie 

igisii 
II. 

, If I were free ai will to thufe 

To he the wealthieft Lawland Lady, 

lid take young1 D onal d without trews * 
with bonnet blew and belted plaidy. 

O my bonny ate 

The braweft beau in borrows town , 
In a1 his airs, with art made ready , r 

Comparli to him,he‘>s but a clown^ 
He’s finer far in’s Tartan plaidy. 

O my bonny ate 

oVr Benty hill with him i’ll run, 

And leave my Lawland kin at dady, 
Frae winter’s cauld and fummer’s fun, 

He’ll fereen me with his Hig-hlaiid plaidy 

O my bonny &c 

GERMAN FLUTE 

A painted room and filken bed, 

May pleafe a Lawland Laird A Lady* 
But I can kifs and be as gdad 

Behind a bufh in’s Highland plaidy. 
O my bonny Ac 

Few compliments between us pafsT 
I ca’him my dear Highland Laddie^ 

And he ca’s me his Lawland Lafs^ 
Sync rows me in beneath his plaidy . 

O my bonny Ac 

Ttae greater joy i ll e’er pretend, 
Than that his love prove true Afteady 

Like mine to him, which ne’er fhall end, 

while heaven preferves my Highland 
O my bonny Ac. Laddie. 

i mJ 





The Pairtrick lo'es the fruitfu' fells*, 
The Plover lo'es the mountains; 

The Woodcock haunts the laneh dells; 
The fearing* Hern the fountains; 

Thro' lofty groves the tufhat roves, 
The patli o' Man to fhun it. 

The hazel bufh o’erliang’s the Thruih, 
The fpreading* thorn the Linnet- 

Thus e\ery kind their plealiire find. 
The lavag*e and tht; tender; 

.Some fotial join,and leagaies combine, 
Some lul if a ry wan de r; 

Avaunt, away’.the cruel iVay. 
Tyrannh Man’s dominion’, 

The Sportsman's joy, the murdering* t r y, 
The fluttering* g^ory pinion. 

But Peg*g*v d-ar th<* evening,s clear. 
Thick flies the fkimming* fn allow,* 

The fky is blue the fields in view 
All fading*_green and yellow* 

Come let us ft ray our g'ladibme way, 
And vien the charms o' Nature, 

Tlie ruffling* corn. the fruited thorn. 
And ilka happy creature. 

We'll g*cntly walk, and fweetly talk, 
while the filent moon fhines elerrlv ; 

i’ll <lafp thy vail’t *and fondly pre!f . 
Swear how ] lo’e thee dearly ' 

Not vernal fhowers to landing* flovtrs 
Not Autumn to the Farn’er, 

So dear can be as thou to me, 
My iair my lovely Charmer. 
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Sandy why leaves thou thy Nelly to mournythy 
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Laddie,. ye dinna ap-pear 

i ^=at 

That I am forfaken fome fpare na to tell' Then ftay,my dear Sandy, nae lancer away, 
Im fafhd wi’their fcorniirg*, But quick as an arrow, 
Baifh evening-and morning*. Haste here to thy marrow; 

Their ‘jee ringgaes aft to my li eart wi"a knell, Wha’s living in langou^til 1 that happy day 
whenthrd the wood,Laddie I wander my lei . Wlien thro1 the wood.Laddie.we’lldance^ing-Aplay 
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The warblers are heard in the grove y 
The linnet, the lark and the thrufh 
The blackbird and IVeet cooing dove , 
With music enchant ev’ry bufiij 
Come let us go forth to the mead, 

^ Let us fee how the Primroses springy 
WeTl] lodge in fome Village on Tweed, 

/ 
\{ How does my love pafs the long day, 
\i Does Mary not tend a few fherp, 
L Do they never caresly i‘tra\ , 

yl1 while happily file lies asleep^ 
\ Tweeds murmurs fhouldlull her to rest, 

y* Riiui nature indulging myblifs. 
To relieve the foft pains of my breast. 

And love while the feather’d flock fing, 1 ft cal an ambrofia! kifs 

^Tis fhe does the virgins excel, 
No beauty with her can compare, 
Lovers graces all round her do dwell, 
Ahe’s fairest where thoufands are fair ^ 
Say charmer, where do thy flocks stray, 
Oh tell me at noon where they feed. 
Shall I feek them on fweet winding Tay, 
Or the pleasanter hanks of the Tweed. 

German Flute . 
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len' To an^jrer them a1 is a1 pi „ - ty liut what vvill I Jo wi’Tam Glen. 

grbr-g :'.a 
i 

i 
ISor-,^clpi 

I’m tliink^ing; wi’ fic a braHr felJ-low, In poor-tith I mig-ht male a fen^ Wliat 
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He brags and he Maws o’ his filler 
15ut wlien will be dance like Tam Glen. 

Mv Minnie does constantly deave me. 
And hi<ls me beware o^young men* 

Tliey flatter the 1'ays^ to deceive me^ 

Hut wha can tbink fae o'Tam Glen. 
They flatter See. 

3 
My Daddie fays gin i’ll forsake him. 

He’ll gie me 'gude hunder marks ten* 
Hut if it’s ordain(l 1 maun taf’ him, 

O wha will I get but Tam Glen. 
Yestreen at the Valentines dealing. 

My heart to my tu a gied a ften; 
"For thrice I drew ane without filling. 

And thrice it was written,Tam Glen. 
''For thrice. See; 

4 
The last Hallowe’en I was wailkin, 

Mv. droukit fark f leeve, as ye ken, 
. His likenefs cam’ irp the house ft an kin. 

And the very grey breek s o’ Tam Glen. 
Come counsel,dear Tittie, don't fariy* 

i’ll gie you my bonnie black hen. 
Gif ye will advise me to Many, 

The lad I lo’e dearly Tam Glen. 
Gif ve will, Stc. 

Tor the German Flute. 





•i 
Her doled eyes like weapons 1'h eat hid 

Were feal’d in loft repose'. 

Her lips i’till as 1'he fragrant breathd 
It richer dyd the rose. 

The fpringing lilies IVeetly preft, 

Wild/wanton kifsrd her rival breaft 
He g^iz’d he wiih’d; he fear’d, he blufhdy 

Hi*s bosom ill at reft. 

3 
Her robes light waving in the breeze/ 

Her tender limbs embrace; 
Her lovely form/ her native eafe. 

All harmony and grace*. 

Tumultuous tides his pulfes roll/ 
A faltering/ ardent kifs he ftole) 

He gaz'd, he wiflid, he fear'd, he blufh’d, 

And figh'd his very foul. 

4» 
As flies the partridge from the brake 

On fear, .infpired wings,, 
So Nelly ftarting, half - awake. 

Away affrighted fprings; 

But willy follow'd — as he dhould/ 

He overtook her in the wood; 
He vow'dP he pray'd, he found, the maid 

Forgiving all and good. 
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My Peg'gy is a young’thin^'ju^i entt rd in her teens fair 
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as the day and fweet asMayFair as the day a.< ? vaysgaymy Pe«r^ is a youn^thmg*: 
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Im not very auld yet ^cel I like tomeetheratthe wawkingof the Fauid 

TMy Peg-gy ipeaks fae fweetlvwheneer ve meet alang L \rish nac mair tolaymycar* 
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Mv PeggyI'miles fae kindly, 

Whene’er I whiiper love» 
That I look down on a the town» 
That I lookdown upon a crown , 
My Peggy fmiles fae kindly, 

It makes me Blyth and bauld 
And naithing gies me l ie delight 
As wawkingof the faud , 

My Peggy fings fae faftly, 

W hen on my pipe I play. 

By a'the reft it is co nfeft» 
By a the reft,that fhe fings beft • 
M y Peggy fings fae faff ly, 

A nd in her fangs are tauld# 
IVith innocence,the wale of fenfe 

At wawkingof the faud • 

GERMAN ELUTE 
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Favorite Song, 

• QiyfAe C'et. A’r.fi? 
c^Azr/iy/Ay >1//,r, i/utff ’Aytyf/ifj’rli/rjts/'/'/cj/.tf/rr/m- Jt/tl /'W/tfo 

ET 
A g’ain re joicing TSa.. fure'**sces Her robe af : fume . its 

^ locks vave in the bree/eall frefh^ly fteepH in mor* - ning’ devs^ 

. .j -i-i*'j-J-J jf— i 
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Chorus* 

^ And maun I IVill on Me-_nie ! doat and bear the fcorn tm!ts m her e? 

i 
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For its Jet black an its like a hawk An it win na let a body 
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In vain to me tile coietlips l|law, 
In vain to me thfe- vflet^s fpring‘d 

In vain to me^in* glen or fhaV} 
Tlie mavis and the lintvllite fing. 

And maan I ftill, Ac, 
. *** 

The merry Plonghhoy clieers })is team^ 
wi1 joy the tentie Seedtrsian ftalks^ 

But life to me^s a weary? dreamy 
A dream of ane that nevet vauks. 

And maun 1 ftill, Ac, . 
, + < s . / 

The leanton coot the v:ater fkims^ 
Amang the reeds the ducklings cry^ 

The ftatcly fnan majeltic tVims^ 
And every thing is bleft hut I . 

And maim I ftill^ Ac. 
s 

The fheep herd fteeks his faulding flap^. 
And ov're the moorlands vhiltles fhill.j 

wi1 wild, unequalivandVing ftep 
I meet him on the devy hill. 

And maud I ft ill. Ac • / ' 
6 

And when the lark^ Hween light and dark} 
Blythe waukens by the daily's fide> 

And mounts and fings on flittering wings* 
A woe worn ghaift I hameward glide. 

And maun 1 ftill?Ac. 

Come winter, with thine angry howl , 
And raging bend the naked tree. 

Thy gloom vdll foothe my chearlefs foul? 
W7hen Nature all is fad like me] 

8 
And maun 1 ftill on Menic doat? 

s;And bear the fcorn that^s in her eVl 
For ifs jet, jet black, an** it?s like a hawk, 

An^ it winna let a body be. 

This Chorus is part of a fong compofed by » gentle 
Edinburgh a particular frieno of the Author^s, 

enie is the common abbreviation ol Marianine • 

man in 
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Slow Iprcads the g^loom my foul defires^ The 
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fun. from India’s fhore retires; To R . .van . .banks ^ith 
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temp__rate ray^ Home of my youths he leads the day. 
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And file, in fimple beauty dreft, 
iVliofe imag’e lives irithin m^y hieaft) 

'who 'trembling' heard my paiting* figh/ 
And long puriued me vith her eye; 
Doei file inflit heart unchang’d as mine, 
Oft in the vocal hovers recline? 
Or vhere yon grot o'erhangs the tide, 
Mute vhile the Bvan leeks the Clyde5 

J 
Ye lofty banks that Evan bound! 
Ve lavifli woods that wave around» 
Aiid o’er the ftream your fhadovs throw* 
which fveetly winds fo far below; 
What fee ret charm to mem’ry brings, 
All that on Evan’s border fprin,r,s, 
Sweet banks! ye bloom by Mary's fide. 
Bleit ft ream' fhe views thee hafte to Clyde. 

4 

/ 

V 

tile wealth of India’s coaft 
Alone for years in ah fence l0ft? 
Return, ye moments of delight, 
with richer treafures blefs my fight! 
Sh’ft from this defart let me part, 
And fly to meet a kindred heart; 
ffov more may aught my ftens divide 

rom that dear ftream which flov£ to Clyde 

w) 
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—t- 
:wz'z 

rareljy^, I chanc’d to meet a pret-ty Maid} she fhin’d, tho’ it was 

rarely. chanc’d to meet a pret-ty Maid} She t'hin’d, tho’ it was 
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fog-ie. I afk’d her name Sweet fir, fhe faid my name is KATHJRIKF OgIE 

afield her name Sweet fir,flic faid my name is KATHRIKE OCIE 

f >. If-rfeS 
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T v 1 I Tfr *>7* 
I ftood a while, and did admire 

To fee- a nymph fo ftately } 
So brifk an air there did appear 

In a country maid fo neatly! 
Such natural fweetnefs Ihe display’d, 

Like a lillie in a bogie} 
Diana’s felf was ic’er array’d 

Like this fame KATHARINE OGIB. 

Q were I but fome fhepherd IVain, 
To feed my flock befide thec^ 

At boughting time to leave the plain,. 
In milking to abide thee} 

fd think myfelf a happier man , 
With Kate,my club,and dogie. 

Than he that hugs his thoufands ten. 
Had 1 but KATHARINE OGIE . 

Thou fiow’r of females, beauty’s queen* 
Who fees thee fure mult prize thee } 

Tho’ thou art dreft in robes but mean, 
Yet thefe cannot disguise thee! 

Thy handfome air,and graceful look, 
Far exc els any clownish rogie } 

Thou’rt match for laird or lord, or duke. 
My charming KATHARINE OGIE. 

Then Id defpise th’ imperial throne, 
And ftatefmens dangerous ftations £ 

1(1 be no king,l’d wear no crown. 
Id fnile at conquering nations} 

Might I carefs and ftill poffefs 
This lafs,of whom I’m vogie} 

For these are toys and ftill look lefs 
Compar’d with KATHARINE OGIE . 

But I fear the gods have not decreed 
For me fo fine a creature , 

Whofe beauty rare makes her exceed 
All other works of nature; 

Clouds of defpair furround my love, 
That are both dark and fogie} 

Wty my cafe, ye powers above! 
Rife Tdie for KATHARINE OGIE . 
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How happjjlie cry^d my moments once flew 
Ere Cliloe^s bright cbarms firft flafb^d in my view* 
Those eyes then with ,pleafure the dawn could furvey^ 
^for fmilh the fair morning more chearful than they* 
Now icenes of distrefs please only my fight, 

\ Im tortured in pleafure, and languifh in light. 

Thro*1 changes in vain relief I purfuc 
All, all but confjpir« my griefs to renew 
From funfhine to zephyrs and fhades we repair 
Tofunfhine we fly from too piercing an air 
But love‘,s ardent fever burns always the fame 
No winter can cool it, no fummer inflame. 

But,feci the pale moon all clouded retires, 
The breezes grow cool, not Strephoifs defires; 
I fly from the dangers of tempeft and wind, 
Yet nourifh the madnefs that preys on my mind . 
Ah wretch', how can life be worthy thy care, 
To lengthen its moments,but lengthens despair. 

 German Flut e 
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This lovely darling dearest cafe^ 
This new delig-ht,this charmi»g,Annie) 

Likefummers dawn^Hie'sfrcfli anH falr^ i 
when Flora's fragrant breezes fan ye. ; » 

All Dajrthe am'rous youths conveen, ' 
Joyous they fport and play before hei^] 

All nig-ht/when the no more^is feen^ 
In blilTul dreams they ftill adore her.’lj 

Among* the croud Amyntor came. 
He lock’d he lov’d he bov’d to Annie*, 

His rifing* fig-hs exprefscf liis flame. 
His words were few,his wif'lies many. 

With fmiles the lovely maid reply’d 
Kind fhepherd/why fhould I deceive y*? 

Alastyour love muft be deny’d, 
This destin'd breaft can ne’er relieve ye. 

Young* Damon, came with Cupid’s art> 
His wiles^his fmiles,his charms beg'uiling*^ 

He ftole away my virg*?!! heart) 
Cease, poor Amyntor’ceafe bewailing*. 

Some b rig'nter bea at \ you mav find 
On yonder plain)! he nymphs are many. 

Then < huse lo me hrart. that's unconfin’d, 
‘\od leave to Pamon his own Ann re, 
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Here are we met, three merry boys 

Three merry boys i trow are we \ 
And mony a ni*^ht we've merry been, 

And mony mae we hope to be * 
Chos we are na fou,, acc. 

3 
It is the moon,I ken her horn, 

That’s blinkin in the lift fae hie; 
She fhines liie bright to wyle us harne 

But by my footh fhe’ll wait a wee’. 
Chos We are na foil, At . 

4» 
wha firft fhall rife to aw a, 

A cuckold, coward.]oun is he.’ 
Wha firft befide his chair fhall fa, 

He is the king' amang* us three*. 
C'hos We are na fou, Ac’ 
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The- Jtdrds by the Celebrated H- OM „ 
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Very S lo^ Wilt tliou be Dear--ie’» when sorrow vrring-s thy gentle heart,0 
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vilt thou let me chear thee; By the treasure oi my soul, That's the love 1 
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bear thec'I swear and vow, that only thou fhal! ev..er be mv dearie. 

Onl, thou i swear and vow, .Shall ev r be niy Dearie. 

r \jT j. ii 

Laisie* f a> thou Ides me'. 

Or if thou wilt na be my ain, 

Say na thou’lt retiile me.' 

If it winna, cauna be, 

Thou for thine may thuse me , 

Let me, Lal' ie .quickly die, 

Trusting' that thou lo’es me 
Lal'.ie, let me qujckly die. 

Trusting that thou lo'es me 
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Tiicir g'rovcs o’ IVeet myrtles let foreign lands rcekon,V?liere bright beaming 
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Summers ex-alt thri per fwme^far dearer to me yon lone Glen o’ green b re clean, vitli the 

t>urn itealing under the lang yellow broom: Far dearer to me yon hum—hie broom 
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bowers where the blue bell and gowan lurk lowly unfeen,For there lightly tripping a.. 
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te 

mang the wild fiower^a1 KlVning the lin.net aft wanders my Jean. 

Et 

Tho' rich is the breeze in their gay funny valleys/ 
And cauld Caledonias blast on the wave; 

Their Iweet feented woodlands that fkirt the proud palace*, 

what are they]--the haunt o’the tyrant and flavel 
The flave's fpicy fore its, and gold bubbling fountains 

The brave Caledonian views wi’ difdain 
He wanders as free as the wind on his mountains 

Save love's willing fetters/ the chains of his Jean! 
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Beneath, the cooling’ ihade wc layj 
Gazing and chaftly fporting^ 

We hiis'd and promis'd time away> 
Til] night ipread hei black c ertain. 

.1 pitied all beneath the i‘kies» 
Ev’n kingsfwhen He was nigli me*, 

In raptures I beheld her eyesj 
which could but ill deny me. 

1\ 
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Shou’d I he calld where cannons roar, 

Where mortal fteel may wonnd me 
Or caft upon feme foreign fhore/ 

Where dangers may furround me ^ 
Yet hopes again to fee my love, 

To feast on glowing hiffes » 
Shall make my cares at diftance moye> , 

In prospect of fuch bliffes „ 

J 
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In all my foul there's not one place 
To let a rival enter: * 

Since fhe excels in ev'ry grace, , 
In her my love fhall center. 

Sooner the leas fhall ceaie to flow, 
Their waves the Alps fhall cover, 

On Greenland ice fhall rofes grow/ 
Before I cease to love her • 

The next time I go o'er the moor 
She fhall a lover find me*, 

And that my faith is firm and pure, 
Tho'I left her behind me i 

Then Hymen's facred bonds shall chain 
My heart to her fair bofom*» 

There .while my being does remain. 

My love more fresh Ihall bloffoni . 

German Flute 
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She 
O yes bonny Lad I coidd Jye in y j'arraclc^ 
-And many'u Soldier ami carry his walletf 

1*1 neitber ask leave ofiry Mitl»er or Daddyr 

. But follow my dearest my Soldier Laddie. 
He 

O fay bonny T^afs would yd\ go a Campaining, 

She 
O yes bonny Lad 111 think naithingof it. 
But follow my Harry and carry his wallet.. 
Nor danger nor famine nor wars can alarm me, 
IVfy Soldier is near me and nothing can harm me. 

He 
But fay bormy Lafs when I go into Battle. 

And bear all the hardships of\K attleand Limine, <vjWbere dying Men groan fcthe loud Cannons rattle. 
Wlienwoun<led&bleetlingthenwrbuld'stthou draw near me. C) then bonny Lad I will flvare all thy harms . 
And kindly iupport me and tenderly chear me, And fhould*St thou be kill'd I will die in thy arms. 

She DDITTO 

r j-jU j 1 ■ [j* *5 

O then bonny I ad I will lliare all thy harms andfhouldthoirbe kill’d I will 
1Ll_ “““ 

i 

all thy harms andIhould I be kill'd I ^i then bonny Lafs I villfhare all thy 
W 

will 

g r r r i i 

i 

die in thy Arms I’ll ftill be near to thee and ihield thee from harms -And 
jL.  

pg£b^-iX"JrjTj J-j 
in thy -Arms I^ll ftill be near to thee ani 

 • 

die in thy .Arms Li 1 ftill be near to thee and fhi eld thee from barn*s And 

£ 
-mt-  m‘~"a  

i «F 
fhoukBstthou be kill^ I will die in thy Armsr I’ll ftill be near to thee and 

je kill'd I will die in thy Arms 
• » -~8 

£S 

fl:ould I be kill'd I will . die in thy Arms, 1*11 ftill bo 7iear to thee and 
. If -i-JE 

fl)ield thee from harms and Ihouldkt thou be hil^l I will die in thy arms. 

i I 
fliield thee from harms and Ihould I be kill’d- I wilf* die* in thy arms. 

P 

jarzrrw: 

 #- m 
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I fee tKe fpreading leaves and flowers, 
I hear the wild birds fincring; 

But p leaf lire they hae nane for me 

while care my heart is wringing*. 
Beyond thee, 8cc. 

/v 
I can na tell, I maun na tell * 

I dare na for your anger*. 

But iecret love will break my heart , 

if I conceal it langer. 
Beyond thee. &c 

Ay _ 
I fee thee gracefu ftraiht and fall, 

1 fee thee fweet and bonie. 

But 0, what ^ill my torments be* 

if thou refufe thy Johnie! 
Beyond thee,&c 

(*) 
To fee thee in another’s arms. 

In love to lie and languifh, 
’Twad be my dead,that will be feen. 

My heart wad bruft wi anguifli. ' ^ 
Beyond thee, &c. 

Ay 
But Jeanie, fay tbou wilt be mine* 

Say, thou loes nane before me," 

And a' my days o’ life to come 
ill gratefully adore thee. 

Beyond thee„ &c. 



^) 

is: 
» 9 

Recitativo As I flood by yon rooflefs to^er^ where the 

ru.-. . 

J-J J 
i—r .r'n r^r'i: 

wa' flower fcents the devy air, where the e houlet mourns in her 

J 
? 
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lafsie all alone was making her moan^ La. menting’ our lads^ be 

SSfc 
-©- 

you < 

-N*—J" 

tile lea^ In the bluidy wars they fa* a?id our 

in time very Siovv 

' i--}- ?—‘ r •; • > v > / y 

honor’s gane and a. And broken..hearted we maun die. 

The winds were laid the air was ftill. 
The ftars they fhot alang* the /‘ky; 
The tod was howling- on the hill^ 
And the diftant-echoing* glens reply, 

A Lafsie Ac . 

The burn, adown its hazelly path. 
Was r nfiling* by the ruind wa* 
Halting to join the fweeping Nith 
whale roarings feemd to rile and fa, 

A Lafsie Ac. 
The cauld blae north was ftreaming forth 
Her lights, wi' hifsing, eerie din; 
Athort the lift they Itart and fhift, 
Like Fortune's favors,tint as win. 

A Lafsie Ac. 

Now, looking over firth and fauld. 
Her horn the pale-fac'd Cynthia reai'd. 
When, lo, in form of Minltrel auld, 
A Item and Italwart ghaift appear'd 

A Lafsie Ac. 
And frae his harp fie ftrains did flow. 
Might rous'd the flumbering Dead to hear; 
But oh, it was a tale of woe. 
As ever met a Britons ear. 

A Lafsie Ac. 

He fang wi' joy his former day. 
He weeping waifd his latter times; 
But what he laid it was nae play, 
I winna ventuft in my rhyms. 

A Lafsie. 
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Gi] a bo ~dy kifs a bo-dy. Need a bo- dy cry; 

5^ 
£ ii 

II lea bo-dy has a bo-dy, 

f _ JL- ‘ 

i.. 
T'r* ?*. 0 .. - .f I in K.^N-Fj^ 

g- P [T; fe--^. P 1^1 J «T^|zH: 

N e’er a ane bae I; But a1 tlie lads they loe me weel And what the war am I» 

r n i --^i 



Gin a bo-ly meet a bo<ly, 

Comin frao tlie wellj , 

Gin a body Icifs a body, 

‘N'v.'d i body tell* 
IP i body,Rtc. 

3 
Gin a bwly 'meet a body, 

Comin t'rae the town; 
Gin i bcxly kifs •• body, 

Meed a body gdoom. 
Ilka Jenny lias li'.vr vTorVey,8cc. 

1 
MODERN Comin tb^ou^b tb” rye, poor body, 

Comin tb^ou^h tbe rye, 

Sbe drai^l't a1 her petticotie, 
Comin throu'>K th<‘ rye. 

Oh Jenny’s a weet, ?>oor body^ 
Jenny's feldom <l»‘y, 

She (^’ is^l’t a’ her p«ttirotie, 
Comin tb*'oMa:h th” rye. 

Gin a body ^meet a body, 

Comin through the rye. 
Gin a body Icifs a body. 

Need a body rry. 
Oh Jenny’s a1 weet,^’, 

3 
Gin a body meet a body, 

Comin through the gden* 

Gin a body Vifs a body. 

Need the warld ken. 

O Jenny’s a’ weet,Sic. 

4. 
Kifsin is the key o love. 

And clap pin is the lock. 
And makin o’s the best thing-, 

That e’er a young thing got. 

0 Jenny’s a’ weet, btc. 
For tlie Gernv.inFlute * 

\ 
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A Favorite Seoteh Song, 

JTteWbrds fry tb^Celefrratedy^^/^t^OUrm t 

JZdapted to tbe^Mill.3fitl fo . p, fc? o 

A 0?ldo??’d?'t iitottfrofrfr/i/ Tj^BooiyaZ/u^pffrt^pfrft^WPPn'atJhPwtdePirifoJnsJfr 7/ tv/ttr. 

A leal lig’ht heart beat in my breaft , 
My hand unftairi’d vP plunder^ 

And for fair Scotia^ hame ag-ain? 
I ciieerl^ on did wander. 

I thought upon the banks o^Coili 
I thought upon my Wancy, 

I thought upon her 'witching smile 
That caught my youthful fancy. 



J?p ) 

M length I reach’d the bonny g’len^ 

vchere early life I sported^ 

i paiVd the and try ft eng* thorn, 

^here Nancy aft I courted. 

wha spied I but mine ain dear maid 

Down by her mothefk dwelling! 

And turn’d me round to hide the flood 

That in, my e'en was fwelling. 

wi^alter’d voice,quoth I,fweet lafs, 

Sweet as yon hawthorn blofsom, 

Oihappy happy,may he be, 

That’s dear eft to thy bofom. 

My purfe is light,iVe far to gang, 

Fain wad I be* thy lodger^ 

iVe fervcl my King and country lang, 

Take pity on a foldier • 

' 
Sae wiftfully the gaz’d on me, 

And lovelier grew than ever} 

Quo’ she,a foldier ance.I lo’ed. 

Forget him \ shall never. 

Our hunihl < cot, and hamelyfare. 

Ye freely tliall partafe c?t. 

That gallant badge,the cockade. 

You’re welcome for the fake o’!. 

She gaz’d file redden’d like v rose. 

Syne pale like only lily5 

She sunk within mine arms^md cried, 

Art thou mine ain dear Willie, 

By Him who made yon fun and fky, 

By whom true love’s regarded, 

I am the man! and thus may ftill 

True lovers be rewarded • 

The w ars are o’er, and I’m come ha me. 

And find thee ftill true hearted} 

Tho^poor in gear, we’re rich in lovp, 

And mai^we’se ne’er be parted. 

Quo’fheymy grandsire left me gowd, 

And mailin’plenifh’d fairly* 

Come then,my faithful soldier lad, 

Thou’rt welcome to it dearly. 

For gold the merchant ploughs the main. 

The farmer ploughs the manor} 

But glory is the soldier’s prize. 

The soldier’s wealth is honour. 

The brave poor soldier ne’er despise. 

Nor count him as a ft ranger} 

Remember,he’s his country’s stay. 

In day and hour of danger . 
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Efrick Banks ae Summers nig-kt* at 

i 

gloaming* vken the Sheep camehame^I 
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Ifaid, my Laffy, "ril 1 jou o;o 
To Hig-hlandhills,thc Rri'e to learn. 

And there ye I'hall have cow yew, 

when you come to the brig-^of Earn. 

At Leith^ auld meal comes in^ fne'er faih^ 

An herring* at the Broomy lawj 

Chear up your heart my bonny Lals^ 

There'* gear to win we never law, 

AH day, when we ha toild enough, 

when winter’s froft and fnaw begin > 

Ajid when the fun goes west theLochf 

At night when you Sit down to spin 

i'll fcrew mypipes ,and play a fpring: 

And thus the dreary night we'll end, 

Till tender kids and lamb time bring 

Our pleafant fummer back again • 

GERMAN FLUTE 

Song^' 
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wien January ivnuds urcre biasing cauld^ As to the Itortb. I 

± 

fc=i 
a 

i»ri»-- f —» » » 

bent my way^ The darkfome night did me enfauld, I kend na vhere to 

¥ ¥ 

r--r r ii ilii^-TfnWfti-F-rgs 

lodge till day^ By my good luck a lal's I met^Juft in the middle 

i 
rfqc 
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walk -in to a Chamber fair 

gg^Zlf-T" Y-tf-J 

9 
I l)oWd,fu'low unto this maidj 

And thank’d her for her courtefie; - 
I oowd fudow unto this maid, 

And bad her mak abed for me 
She made theBed baith large and wide > 

wi’twa white hands the spread it down’, 
she put the cup to her roiy lips* 

And drank/Young man fleep ye found’, 
3 

She fnatchd the candle in her hand. 
And frae my chamber went wi’ fpeed; 

But I cal I’d her quickly back again, 
To lay lb me mail* below my headT 

A cod file laid below my head; 
And ferved me wi’due refpect’, 

And to ialute her wi’ a kifs, 
I put my arms about her neck. 

4 
Baud aff your hands young man/fhe fays> 

Andbinna fae uncivil be> 
Gif ye hae ony luve for me, 

0 wrang na my virginitj J 
Her hair was like the links d guwd, 

Her teeth ware like the ivorie, 
Her cheeks like lilies dipt in wine, 

The lafs that made the bed to me, 

5 
Hcrbofom was the driven In aw, 

Twa drifted heaps fae iatr to fee, 
Her limbs the polish'd marble ftane 

The lafs that made the bed to me* 
I kifsd her oVr and o’e is again. 

And ay fhe wift nawhat to layi 
I laid her between me and the wa’ 

The lafsie thought na lang till day. 
6 

Upon the morrow when we rafe, 
I thank’d her for her courtefiei ^ 

But ay fhe blufh’d and ay fhe fighd 
And faid/Alas! y^ve mind me’’ 

I clafp’d her waift and kifs’d her lyne, 
while thetfearftoodtwinklin inher eV* 

I faid.my lafsie dinna cry 
For ye ay fhall mak the bed to me* 

n 
she took her mithers holland fheets, 

And made them a’in farksto mej 
Blythe and merry may fhe be, 

The lafs that made the bed to me. 
The bonielafs made the bed to me, 

The braw lafs made the bed to roc, 
ill ne’er forget till the day that I die, 

The lafs that made the bed to me» 
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i 

I Saw not your Father, 

I Saw not your Mother, 

But I Saw your true love John, 

He h as met with fome delay. 

Which has Caused him to ftay. 

But he will be here Anon, 

5 

Up Johnny rose. 

And to the door he goes. 

And Gently tirled at the PiOj 

The Lialsie took the hint. 

And to the "Door fhe went. 

And fhe Letcher true I^ove in, 

4 
Flpe up. Flee up. 

My Bonny Grey Cork, 

And Crow when it is Fay, 

Your Comb fhall be, 

Ijike the Bonny Beaming Gold, 

And your win^s of the Silver Grey, 

£ 
The Cock he proved false. 

And untrue he was. 

For he Crowed an hour to foon. 

The Jjafsie thought it Hay, 

So She lent Ivr T^ove away. 

And ft was but the Blink of the Moon, 
/ ' 



Lowd on 

fo'iluM'm^Xifhw;j/'mj 

rf/l (h'eali/unutil&Jj uwoisu TnnJf telcls. 

Slow and Plaintive S Fare thee weei thou First and Fair eft, 

m 
3E 
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Ae fond k il's and 
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■then IV v 

3^ 

ttaething can refift my Anna^ 

if to fee her he to love her. 

Love but ance, and love forever. 

Had we never lov'd fat' kindlv. 

Had we never lov'd fae blindly, 

Never met, nor never parted# 

We had ne'er been broken hearted. 

» * ♦ 

whil a rav of Ho pe I'he leaves him; 

But nae chearfu* twinkle lights mei 

Care and fighs fo close benightme 

Ae fond kifif and then we fever. 

This embrace, then part forever; 

Still my heart is in thy bosom. 

Thou my firft and only chofen. 

GERMAN FLUTE 
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r 
laird an aV that His ,<j*raT an’ lands at 

i 
3 

--S 
i t± 

my command An muckle mair than a that 

v 

He left me,wi his dying1 lufalh, 
A dialling house an’a' th/it 
A harn^a hyre,an*Ma»>s o’ claith, 
A big peat.*ffack an’a* that; 

A mare a foal an* a'that, 
A mare a foal an* a'thr-t. 

Sax gudr fat kye,a ca’f forh.t , 
An* tua uct-.ewes an'a' that. 

3 
A yard,a meadoTv,lang braid lees, 
An’f tacks o’ corn an’a'that, 
Inclosed weel vV thorns an’trees, 
An’carts an’cars an’a' that; 

A Pleugh an’graith an* a* that, 
A Pleugh an’graith an’a*that, 

Gude harrows tva, rockdu ns an* a* 
A gricie too, an* a'that, 

4> 
Ive heaps o* claife for i^ ka f'.r. s, 
For sundavs too, an »’ that, 
iVc hills an* ban’s on lairds aii' Iandst 
An’ filler, goud an’ a'that* 

what think ye lafs o* a* that, 
w* >,at think ye lafs o’ a’ tha+» 

Vi bat »/ant I now,my dainty dow, 
Hut just a wife to a’ that. 

5 
NVw ’ F.NNY dear, nil cr rand lie re, 
Ss to f-e!v y* to a* that, 
Mi h» ai t\ a loupiir while,! fpier, 
r,i o yell faV n*c w i’ a' that*, 

fei nsy gear an* a’ tliat, 
N’V IVf S‘.v gear an’ a'thaf, 

* ’MH' g,cs ><>ur loof, to be a proof, 
Yell he a* wife to a* that. 

6 
Syru- JKVXY laid her nieve' in his, 
Said,thed tak’ him wi* a’ that*, 
An’ he gied her a heart> kifs/ 
*n’ dan ted her an’ a* that;. 

They fet the day an* a’ that, 
( They fet the day an’ a’that, 

U 1 <
1
n 1 trang hame to be his dame* 

An' ha'e a rant an* a* that. 

For the German 
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duce tak’ liim to be— lieve me. 

I 
m 

A ^eelftoeketmailen biml'ell dt the laird. 

An bridal aff ban’was the proffer, 

I never loot on.that 1 ken’d or I cafd. 

But thought I might gtet a waur offer. 
/fi/ 

He fpake o' the darts o’ my bonny black een, 

An'o.fbr my love he was dicin'; 

lfaid,he might die when he liketfor Jean» 

The Gude for one me for liein’, 
A/ 

But what do ye think, in a fortnight or lefs, 

(rhe diets in his taite to gae near herJ 

He’s down to the Castle to black CoufinBefs, 

Think how the jade I cou’d endure her. 

Ad a’the nielt ouk as I frefcd wi care, 

| Igade to the tryft o' Dulgarlock’, 

|An’ wha but my bra’fickle Wooer was there, 

wha g-lowfd as if he’d teen a Warlock. 
Ay 

Out owre mv left tboutlier li^ie’d him ablins 

Left neighbour fhoiid think 1 was fancy; 

My wooer he caper’d as he'd been in drink, • 

An’ vowd that I was a dear lafsie . 
'V 

I fpier’d for my Coufin.fu couthie aiffweet, 

An'iffhe’d recover'd her hear in’; ^ ^ 

An’ howmiy auld»fhoon fitted her fhacliel’d 

Gude laf us how he fell a fweariif. 

He beg’d me for gudefake that Id be his wife, 

! ' Or elfe I wad kill him wi Ibrrow; 

An* juft to prefervethe poor bodie in life, 

t I think I will wed him to morrow. — 
For the Guitar orClarinet. 

♦ An old Lover 
r 
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2 

The primrose I will pu’ the firftling- o’ the jear. 
And 1 will pu' the pink, the emblem o' my dear, 
For file’s the pink o' womankind (l will her ay el’teem) 
And a' to be a Pofie to my ain dear Jean. 

a 
i'll pu’ the budding rose, when it glitters wir the dew. 
For it's like a bawmy kits, of her tweet bonny mow. 
The daisey for fimplicity, and unaffected mien. 
And a’ to be a Pofie to my ain dear Jean. 

4 

The liDy it is pure, and the lilly it is fair. 
And in her lovely breaft. i'll place the lillj there; 
The hyacinth for conftancy, and fweetly fm cl ling bean. 
And a' to be a Posie to my ain dear Jean. 

& 

The woodbine 1 will pu| when the e’enin' ftar is near, 
i’ll pu* the vilet too, which weel fhe fa’s to wear, 
Wi'ilka flow’r on hill or dale, that iweet or cornel) let in, 
And a' to be a Pofie to my ain dear Jean. 

6 

i'll tie the Pofie cord o hive. 

And place it in her bofom, then fwear by all abovej 
That to my lateft breath o’ life, the band fall ay remain. 
And this will be a Pofie to my aih dear Jean . 

german flute 
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3 * 
On ilka hand "the burnies <rot, 
And meet below my t heck it cot, 
The i'cented birk.and hawthorn white 
Acrols the pool their arms unite, 
Alike to fcreen the birdie’s neft, 
And littJe fifhes taller reft: 
The lun blinks kindly in the biel,’ 
where, blythe I turn my ipinnin wheel. 

j 
On lofty aiks the cufhats vail, 
And Echo cons the doolfu’ tale; 

The lint whites in the hazel braes, 
Delighted, rival ithers lays; 
The craik amang- the claver ha>, 
The pairtriek vhirrin o’er the ley, 
The fvallov jinkin round my fhiel, 
Amuse me at my ipinnin wheel. 

wi ima' to fell,and lefs to buy, 
Aboon diftrefs, below envy, 
0 wha wad leave this humble ftate, 
For a’the pride of a’ the g-reat? 
Amid their Hairing'( idle "toys, 
Amid their cumbious.dinfome joys, 
C:,n ike> the peace and pltrafure fee] 
01 Hel ri her ipinnin wheel’., 
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Sen-fi _ bi-li.ty hoV cJiamiing* DeaWiI t Kancy thou c*nft tell^But dif,— 

Telling' o’er his little Joys: 
Hapleis bird a prey the iixrelt > 

To each pirate of the fkies 
1st Dearly bought the hidden treasure 

Finer feelings can befton- 
Chords that vibrate IVeetej't pleafure 

Thrill the deep eft notes of H oe *S * 
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Faro^ cJ] tlicxi fair day^thou green earth^and ye fkies^nov gay with, "tlie broad lettmg 
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r7r7+— 
l’im,Farewell loves and friendfllij s ye dear fen-der fiesyOur race moi ex-if—feme i 

m 

lcno>vr
y No terrors haft thou to the Brave 

feSEEE^ 

Thou ftrikst the dull peafant, he finks in the dark. 
Nor laves e'en the wreck of a name: 

Thou ftrikst the young hero, a glorious mark*. 
He falls in the blaze of his fame. 

In the field of proud honor, our fwords in our hands. 
Our King and our Country to fave, 

while victory fhines on life's latt ebbing lands, 
O,who would not die with the Brave [ 

. * 



A Favorite Scotch Sond 
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LIVELY 
%j , 

p —p 
i 

lil ay ca"’ in "by yon town? And ly yon garden 

sis: 

J J J~f9i=J'-:r :T ~-f 
p 

reen? a g*aini ill ay ca’ in by yon town? And ice my 

mm 

aip 
i i 

P 
# T."1* 

- bonnie Jean a gain. There"’* nane tall hen there’s nane full 

l i 

Ji-J J j.-Jj-J 
p 

guefs? what brings me bach the gate again? But fhe my faireit 

J--I i -1 m 

m-f ^-i.-J f j J i J i 
faithfu1 lafs? And ftow’nlins we fall meet again 

m—t i ^-1 1 -jll 

She^ll wander by the aihen tree, 
when try If in time draws near again^ 

And when her lovely form I fee? 
O haifh Die’s doubly dear againl 

ill ay ca’ Ac. 
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C^razioso 
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g-ciin tc Fift^ And i’pcir\I ^hat •v/as’t they ca’d lier^Ki^lit fcomfully Hie answer’d him. Be 
 t  ^^  —0 — 

3 m 

—V1 

jff ne ye hallan flxaker, J( .g on yottr gait, ye hi add erskfre^M / name is Ma^Ti® Lawder, 

Mu^a:ie quoth he and by my ba£S, 
I’m fidging fuin to lee ye. 

Sit down bv me my bonny bird. 
In troth I winna I’teer ’thee,* 

For I’m a hi per to my trade. 
My name is Rob the ranter. 

The Liaises loup as they were daft, 
When I bl aw up my chanter, 
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Pip er quoth Meg, hae you your Bags, 

And is your Drone in order. 
If ye be Rob I Ve heard of thee. 

Live ye upo’ the border. 
Hie Lafses a baitli far and near, 

H ave heard of Rob the ranter. 
I’ll fhuke my foot wi’ right good will. 

Gif ye’ll bLw up your chanter. 

For the Ger. Flute. 

Tlien to his bags he flew wi’ fpeed,- 
About the drone he twisted, 

Meg up and wallop’d o’er the green, 
lor brawly could Ihe frisk it. 

Weel d one quoth he play up quoth ihe, 
We el bob’d quoth Rob the ranter. 

’Tis worth my while to play indeed. 
When I hae lie a dancer. 
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Weel hae ye play’d your part quoth Meg, 

Your checks are like the crimson. 
There’s nane in Scotland plays fae weel. 

Since we lost Habby Simpson, 
I’ve liv’d in Fife baith Maid and Wife, 

These ten years ant1 a quarter, 
Gin ye fhould come to Foster Fail; 

Spcir ye for Maggie Lawder. 



M u^ie L auclei v\ ith \ ';iri:ilions . 
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