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AtJLt) LANCTSVXE 

Sri'Oc’6 auk! arqaaiatar.t tfiie forget, 
• An’-never brought to mind ? ' 0- 

Sitou’uauid acquaintance be forfotf 
An’ days o’ langsyne ? 

‘ For au'id langs^ne, my- dear, 
For a!jjd iangsyne, 

We’iI tak a cup o' Lincaess ye*., 
• ‘For uuld langsyuc. 

Wqkwa bae. run about tbe braes* 
Ah pu'd the gowans fine ;• 

Bat we've wander’d mony a weary fpe-i 
Sin' au!d lang-Synn.. 

. ‘For auld langsync.. 

Wc tva hae paidek't if the burr, 
When.siromer-days were prime; 

Bat sea? hatwen.us. braid hag roarai 
‘>ird dn!d 'cbgsyno, 

For auUI langsync, &e. 

Nov/ there’s a Ivnrd, my trusty feito, 
An’/gi’es a hand o’ thine, 

Syne tocm the stoop to iViendship's erowth,. 
Ap.hauld langsyne, * ' 

[For .auld langsyne. 6x* 

But sarely■ye’ll be your.pint-stoup. 
And iare'y I’Jl bo iihos; 

Aud -ive’ll tal:,a right gude willic-waugh^ 
*.or atxld langsyne.- 

Fdr.uiiiii, iangsyae, &«, 

* 

/ 



l'’]ow’-r o’ DmnbUue. , 

The Sun_ his gaiie o'er the lafiy r^nlomotd,' 
and !elt tiie red clouds to preside o er tire scengi 
hilc lanelyl-stray in the simmer gloaming, 
to muse on sweet Jessierthe fWr oiDumbkine. 

Slow sweet is tliebfierjwi'its saiVl’sculding blossdnr! 
j aud sweet is the birk, wi’ its mantle o’ green! 
: iet sweeter an fairer, an dear to this borcan, 

is lovely young Jessie, the tkrw'r o’ DumMabe, 
I 4jii 'o.[i 3K‘r/Ht( ’ 
She’s modest as ony, an’ blythe as she bonny; 

for guileless simplicitymarks her its aiil ; 
'An far be the villain, divested o’feeling, 

wha d blight in its blossom, the s-ve^t fio w'f , 
o' Du nblane* i ; . 

rSing on thou sweet mavis, thy hymn to the e'ening, 

,u rt <lea,‘to die echoed o’Calderwood glett; !^ae dear to this bosom, sae artless and womin^ 
is charming young Jessie, the fiow’r o’ I>umblano. 

How lost were my days, 'till T met with my Je^ie* 
the sports o’ the city seem’d foolish and vain • ‘ 

I ne w saw a rymph I would ca’ my dear hristm 
tili cuana d wf sweet Jessie, the flow’r 

1 , , o’ Duinblane. 
llho mine were the station o’ left re 

amidst its profusion I’d tangnish 
! And reckon as nastbing the height o’ 

* watting swejt.J’esaie, tljti flow r 

st grandeufr, 
ih t>aih, 
ft3_sple^ 

;r.ej 
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Up in the Morning early. 

Catjld btaws the win* frae north to souri:, 
an’drift is driving sairly; 

The sheep is couring in the heugh, 
O Sirs ! it’s Winter fairly. 

Now up in the morning’s no for me, 
up in the morning early; 

I’d rather gae supperlees to my bed,, 
than rise in the morning early. 

Hude rairs the blast amang the woods,, 
the branches tirlin’ barely; 

Amang the chimney-taps it thuds, 
an’ frost is nippin’ sairly.. 

Now up in the morning's no for me, 
up in the morning; early ; 

To sit a’ the night wad better agree, 
than rise in the morning early. 

The Sun peeps o’er the Southlan’ hills, 
like ony timerous carlie, , > 

Just Minks a wee, then sinks again, 
an’ that we fin’ severely. 

Now up in the morning’s no for me, , 
up in the morning early; . 

When snaw blows in to the chimley-checks 
wha d rise in the morning early ? 

Nac Linties lilt on hedge or bush, 
poor things they suffer sairly, 

la cauidrife quarters a’ the night, 
a’ day they feed buy sparely 



>no fate can lie yi-juic,; la .th^.wij'ter-ttmCi. •; 
than rise ia the morning early. 

A cosey iTOUffi aa cant y 'vne, 
keeps ay, a Ipfly cheyrfy; ' 

An’ pantry stow'd wt' an’ iHacit, 
it answers unco rarely. 

But up in tliC.inorminjf.iwy napkia?!1 

up in tire mornin« ecrlVy •*, ' ’ 
The gowms. maun giint en bank an bra^y 

when L rise in ilie'inefnirrgteaily. • 

London’s Bonny AVoi>.ds Sc Br^ie 
jj • . ’ 

Loudon's bemnie- woods apd byaes^. T 
I maun lea”them a’, Lassie; 

Vha can thole when Britaih's faea 
Wou’d gi'e Britons law; Lassie? 

Wha wou’d shun tiie field of danccy? 
Wha to Fame wou’d iive a stranger? 
F>ow, when Freedom, bids avenge ueijP 

ev . • ! .1 . . T . . 
\Vba wou d shun her c#, Lassie. , .^y 

■ Loudon’s bonnie weodstapd iH-dcs» ».•*- 
Ha’e seen our happy bridal days; 
And‘gentle hope shall soothe thy waes. 

Wheb I am fur awa’, Lassie. 

(JJ
 



Yielding joy lo thee,;T^ddie ; 
I3u: thd'dolefu’ bugle brings 

Wacfu’ tbougii'ts to /iie/Liu'Idie: 

Lanely I may elirtib ttie-mountain, 
J.anely stray"ijeiide thc'frfiintai'n, 
titili the wefery nibments countin’^ 

Far frac love and thee, Lauldie. <■■■ 
O er the gory iields of war., 
W be tie irengeatce drives his crimson -car, 
Ihou It may he la’ true me.afar, 

An’ nane to close thy e’e, Laddie. 
# ./ a .5*5 v; ..v. 

resvme-thy wonted smile. 
0 suppress thy Fears. Lassie ! 

Glorious honor crowns the toil 
That the Seedier shares, Lassie: 

Heav’n will shield thy FaithruUover, . 
' Till the vengcFu’l strife is over, 
Then we’ll meet nae mair to sever^ 

Till the day we die, Lassie. 

"Midst our bonnie woods and brans. 
We'll spend our peaceful happy days, 
As blythe’s yon lightsome lamb that playa 

O-a Leudoir's doir'rjr lee, Lasaf* 



MGULIS’ES HAMM 

‘TivAs-rcar-a thicket's‘calnV Picrtsjt, 
Under a Poplar tree; 

Maria ohfess her lonely scat, ' i.. i / 
To mourn her sorrows freec 

Her lovely form was sweet to view. 
As eluwe. at op’ning day ! // 

fltjtahf site meam’d her loi'e not taae, 
■ And'V/eph l>3t cares-awoyi n\ 

" ■ • trjsg '. nh 
Tire Wook^ew'd yeHtly-at lKT-feet^ 

In muianiics smooth along ; 
ITer pipe, which-onceshe tun’d mosScvrcsi, 

had now forgot its -song ! , r ,'1 

Nn .men; to chami )ha vaJe.she tries, ' 
Eor grief iwts fill'd her hreasti 

Those joys which once she us’d to price^- 
Ikit love ivaswohb’d her rest. 

V ' 
Poor hap’ers maid! who can behold- 

Thy sorrows so strere,, . 
And hear thy lovelorn story told, 

Without a falling tear ? 
Mdria-^—luckless maid!—adieu,* 

Thy sorrows soon must cease; 
Tor Meav’n will lake a maid sc tcue, 

To everlasting peace! 



The llaulfs bf^fhe Devon. 

How jiieosaut the Banks til'the clear wirfflhig 
Devon, • i . ' 

With green spreotling bushes,■ and flow’rs 
blooming fait! 

But the bonniest fuwr on.the.Banks oftheDevon, 
Was once a sweet bade on the.Braes of the Air. 

Mildr-a'iipe the Sun on this.sweet blushingilower,. 
In the gay imv ,w?ra, -as.it bathes in the dew; 

And o-entie the'"fall of the soft vernal shower, 
That steals onthe eveningycach leaf to renew, 

O spareothe dear blossom, ye -orient breezes. 
With chill hoary wing as ye usher the dawn; 

And far be thou distant, thou reptile that seizest 
the verdure aad-piide of the garden or lawn. 

Let Bourbon exult in his gay gilded -Lillies, 
And Kngland, triumpliant display her proud 

Rose, 
A fairer than either adorn the green vallies 

Where Devon, sweet Devon meandering fbws 
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