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LILIES OP THE T*LLL<;. 

betrcn hills sad flowsry daLs 

Oter teas and distant shares 
Ithh ok try ton^s an ^ jocund tales, 

I've pars'd some pU ma t kon s, 
Tin wandering thus, l ne’er could fe* 

A %*■ 1 ike bliihreome Sa’lj 
Who pkkt ard cull* and dies alund, 

** Street lilies of the valley**’ 

Prwn whistling o’er the haneweJ iw^ 
P>om nes lia; of each trea ^ 

I ^iose a sol .ier’a life to wed, 
80 eociai tray and free 

Vet tho1 t ie las e* love me well, 
And often try to rally. 

K«ne pleases me I k<* her who cries, 
M Sweet lilies of the vatley.” 

Tm now return'd of late discharge 
To see my native soil ; 

.Fro™ fighting in ray country's caoM, 

To jleogh my ceuatrj’s mil: v 
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I oue aot vluch »itfa either pleeec«ls 

So i prMea< my S^lly 
Tbct little merry nymph, «rho cries* 

“ Sweet li!ic« of the vniley.'' 

TH S IS NO MY PLA-'D. 

' < ' • ./ ' ■ -v - •• 
9 this i* no ray plaid. 

My plaid, ray plaid, 
9 thi> is • o my plaid, 

Benny though the colours he. 

Ihe ground o' m ne was mix'd wi‘ bloe* 
I gat it free the lad ( lo'e, 

tone er ht’ »i’en me cause to rue^ 
And 0 ! tt e p'aia is dear to me. 

Y-toearell ye lowland phiids o grey, 
Nae kindly charm for me ye hae. 

The tartan shall be mine for sye, 
For O ! the colour^ ccaf te me. 

CBMe was silky soft an* warm, 
Et wrapp'd me roun i fiae arm to ana 

AjaA Ace himself n bore a charm, 

And 0 i the p aid is dear to me< 



4; i 
A'thsug^i the Jai the p ai { who wane. 

Is r.o.v upon a di tar.t shore, 
Asti cruel seas between ui roar, 

1*11 mind ill- piaid that shelter’d 

The lad that gied mr't likes me wed, 
AUbou^h hi< name 1 dan na tell, 

tie lilies me just *s we i’» hiiusel’, 

And O ! the plaid is sear to me. 

0 may the plaidie yet b : worn, 
By Caledo iang yei unborn, 

Hit IV the wretgh wha e er *h *il scorn, L-il*' ? i' ’i ::.K- \ f 
The plaidie that’s sac dear to mo, 

Ff*e surly blasts it eov< is me, 
He'll me himsei' p o^ c ion gi’e-, 

1 11 lo‘e bim till tb< ib v 1 die, 
And 01 bis plaid is dear to me. 

« vi \ 

'•i *4 

I hope he’ll no forget m'3- now. 
Each afien plu 4e^ aith and tow, 

I hope he'll yet ie ur i to w o 

Me in the pla d me dear i > me. 
 —' ^  — ' • «’' a.iari 

UP IN l HE MORNING. 

GafuM blaws the win 1 ft*e north to ^<lth ’ 
A»d drift is dtiviOg sairly, * 1 
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The *fe»sp are eauMng in tbe heugV 
O iirsl u'a winter faidy 

N*w np in the momyg's no fnr mei 
Up in the aorning early, 

I'd raihsr gang *m porlejS3 to 
tlia^ rise in the morning early. 

Lend roar* the bla t amang the b!a*L 
lira branches tiding birley, 

Aifting the chimley taps it thuds, 
And frost is nipping sairly. 

Now up in the morning’* no for me, 
Up is the morning csriy. 

To '.it a* night I'd rather agree, 
Than fi*e ia the muraing early. 

The *un peep*-ohr the aouthlan. hi’V, 
Like ony tiaorous ca lie, 

JuH blinks a wee, then sinks agata, 
And that we find *everelv. 

Sow up in the morning's r o for mev / 
Up in the morning early 

Whoa anaw blaws into the chimley tapt, 

Wha’d rire in the morning early. 

1 Nm liatlea lilt on ^edge or bush, ,, ^ 

F^or <’ tog» they suffer #airly, . 
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Is o£u1'rife qaifter* all V'.e night, 
4' <5sy they feed but sparely. 

up in the morning'* no for me, 

Ur» ra tVe nanrni g early ; 
y*£ fit# sin be Voiir in wintSf time, 

Tkfea ri « in the nnming eatly. 

A e/scyheoss and canty wife, 

Kcc] s aye a b > >y ehre ly; 
A*d pant y stow'd vrV m^al and aaaut ^ 

It antwer* unco rarely 
loi up in the m rriag na, ra1, na; 

Up in the rocr; ing early : 
y(k.J gewan. maun glrnt on bank and brae. 

When £ rijs in the morrfrg early. 

F£0 RA'S L \ M ENT FOR Ctd A HI-Y, 

9 by. my Cha-Iy thus to leave me, 
Thas to dee thy Floral arra-:. 

lybre yon vow* but to deceive me. 
Valiant o'er my yielding charms ? 

Ail I bore for thee sweet Charly 
Want • s eep fatigu d wi' care, 

Et»v*d the ocean late and early, 

Lceft my friends for thaw waet fair. 



Sleep j* w>n’* t^at waft him r>a? tv* 

Blow ye rrntern br ea ■ blow, 
Swell ihe for lo#? Charly— 

Ah I they whijpcr Flo a no. 
Bold ahe sink* beneath jo bl! o«, 

De^b’o from y-^nci^r rn^ky, fiioce 
Fiire pride .r*l flo-rcr of Lla 

MtM to meet her Chvty moie 

Bark the night t e empest h<,wiirg,; 

Bl-ak along tew stern rkv 
Bear the ore^ifui thunder o liag, 

6e4 the darted il^ht in^ fly. 
No more w 'll heat tlv? maid of Lie, 

Penrive o'er the wi lding deep . 
Her iast wor a we e O mr Charlf, 

Aa she su k into ihe d ip. 

JOHNNY BLUSTER D’V\LT ON CtYPJ 

Johnny B;a*ter dwaL or Tw cd 
The place th y ca'a it i ra'idletony, 

Johnny was a j nner gu e 
N*re couio w el i a plane like Johar y. 

>.ia e P inch w*8 Jonnny,» wife, 
•^n’ ailly Matty was htr mijier, 
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Sic p wife *8 Jfrbflny Isad, 

I wadpa.gi'e » f?r .Kv > . 

Jabjiay was snce iralfin !ovo» ^ 

Hia fa^cy was by be»utj- haiinei r 

Keavon shore in Johnny's fee, 
But tio the beauty Johnny wantfi: 

Fa; John-.y cou tei TJzie Pa in oh 
’Cause l.izie Painch she had the sil .r, 

Brrt sic a wifi as Lizie Painch, 

I waasa gie a bu.ton fjr^hlPf- 

Us»e's tiofe was like t^e itfodo, 
Her shou bet's maist as braid as Sas^sani 

Ker very picture's like the siMn> 
That hin^s aboon'suli Rabin ^amsM’s* 

But de'il * prin does J ihbny C»r<5. 
* Were Uzie like the witch of Encor? 

J ebony faiten's on her gear, 
Jle wadna gie a but;en for Wet- 

njsis n ■’ > ■ 


