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Neil Gow's Farewel to Whisky.. 

OU'VE furely.1oeard o' famous Neil, 
a The man that playa the fiddle weel, 

I wat be v:,as a caety chief, 
And dearly Wed the WhiG:y, ©. 
nd ay, fence he wore tartan tsewe, 

He dcaily lo'n3 the Atholc broft : 

And was was he, you may fappofe, TO play fareweel to whiflcy, O. 

l, I'm frail and auld, Make, quoth Nei 
a And find my blude groin unco cauld ; 
I t•Itinlc ' twsa make me blythe and bauld, • 
A wee drap HifgtAnd tNhiiky, n 
et the &,Flora they do a' agree, 

That WhifKy,q nae the drink for me; 
Saul! nuotu t'teil, "toil► fpo" My- glee, 

Shouid they part me and Whiftcy, O. 

Though I can get baith wise and all 
And find my head and .fingcrs hale, 
9111 be content, though legs Qaould fait, 

To play fareweel to Whifiq, O. 
Iut (fill I think on auld long fyne, 
When Faradife cur friends did lyne, 

a %,-- 1kcau f=ething ran in their min', 
Forbid,like 14ighland Whiffcp, O 

Come -JI ye po:vers Of mnGc come. 
_I fied my heart grown nnco glum, 
';?y fidd;, ftr-,:Zs they'll rAot pla7 bona, 



'to fay fartwell to whisky, O. 
)But I'll take my fiddlc in my hand, 
,And fcrew he pegs while ftringa will Hand, 
'To make a lamentation grand, 

For good old Highland whisky, G. ;:: 7,P:` .k W' 
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The Stirling/hire Plougbman: t t, is 

I am a young ploughman, in Stirlingfhire was bred,' 
!And from my own country my faney me led, 
R_ I left my friends, likewife my foes, 
Ana fail'd for Edinburgh town, 

'But alas my love is far from me when I lie down. 
,l 

:Excruciating is my pain to think the is behind, 
'For night and morning fhe'a always in eny mind. 

There theatres, plays, and' dances. 
By O'Neil of great renown, 

IBut none of them can cheer my heart wizen Ili" down. 

'It's hear I am a ftranger and from nttive land. 
(Sometimes I do amufe myfelf compofing of,a fong; 

I'll never conceit a laIIie here, 
Though white black or brown, ° ti• 

since, a4si my love is far from me when I lie down.-

filler cheeks are red as rotes, her eyes as black as floes 
i Her image is always present wheree'r I go; 

If I should wander terra o'er. 
And the whole country round, 

I will think upon my lovely lafs when I lie dogs, I' 
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WAE ••  s my heart when I parted wjtl my jean, 
And fair, fair I Ggh d, while the tears flood in my 
` een 

But my da(Akbeing poor, Ind my portion it wa 
fma' 

Which made me leave my jean and Cale•dQia. 
1• I , , } 

Whea I think oa thre, and the happy days I've beepji 
While wandering with with my deary, where th 

I*► priuirofe blows unfeen, 
I am was to leave my jenny and my, daddy's eot•• 

•L and a • 7 ., 4 
Or A leave the healthfome braes of Caledonia. 
t • r 

, But wherever I wander, Rill happy be my Jean, l 
'. Nae cares disturb her bofom. where peace has eve 

been, 
When though ills and ill befal me, for her I'll bea 

them a' 
'And I'll often heave a'figh for her and Caledonia. 

But if fhould fortune be mine) and m y jeanny ffi14 
: ; ` , prove true, q 
O blaw ye favourite brecas till my native land I view 
When we'll meet on;fcot 'a fhore, where gratcfa' 

tears fhall fa', 
Then I'll never IcAvc any andfjeanCaledonia.• 
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From. the Fortb to, the Earn. 

FROM the Forth-to the banks of °«€et Earm, 
I have travelled many a lcug mile. 

The tbonghts of my deareft lafs Jeanny, 
The wearieforne ho-irs did beguil ; 

The very laft night that vre parted, 
She prcmifed Hill true to remain, 

My heart it was dirling with fandnJ x . 
I lcifs'd her again and agalnz  

Nap, langer will I fpend my SLer, 
E Nae langer will I lye my lane, 
N?.c langer 1'11 ria 1- ftcr Mks, 

I'll foon hae a wife d my sin. 
For many a wild foot I hae waader'd,'. 
And many long night fp:nt in vabi, 

Dancing and drinking, and courting, 
But I'll foon get a wife of my pin. 

I It's no'caufe her cheeks are like rofes 
Nor yet for her dark rolling e'e 

It's not for her fweet comely featurea, ? 
Thefe charms they are nothing to me ; 

The florms of life may foon blaft theca, 
Or fieknefs make them fade away, 

s But virtue, when fix'd in the befom, 
Will aourifh and never decay. 

Uer mother is grewling and fretting, 
I red you tape care of yon crab, 

He'll no be that eafy to live with, 
Hv't] never be like doufc Mofes Rob; 

a c 



6 

-For hes courte l over many laf es, 
To flight them he thinks it toad fan'; 

He will make but a fober half marrow, 
You'll bettxr rue ere ye be boun'. 

Though Mofes be laird off' fome houfes. 
And brags of his uilar and p:[f. 

Though of watld's gear'I be right fcant o'6 
A fig fort as hog's I have my health. 

For when I am buckel?d we Jcnny, 
She'll feldom hae caufe to complain, 

W:'II jog-through the world right canny, 
When fhe'1l be a Wife of my ain. 

Bat if that my laffie proves fait}_lefs, 
And marry before I return, 

I'll no, like Mofes, greet about her, 
Nor for her ae minute will moarn. 

But ftraight 1'.11 to fom'• other beauty, 
Without lofs of time I will h;gti, 

I'll fhow to the laffes I'm carelers, 
Uillefs they're as willing as I. 

The Traq lire Shepherds. 
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O Shepherd the weather loops-miry and changing, 
will you fhow me over the hills of Traquire? 

O yes, gentle $ranger, where have you been ranging, 
for fueh a gentleman walking is rare. 

I've been in the foreft amang the brave lafses, 
I've fang with each fepherd on ilka green pill, 

And I have a mind to give over my rambling, 
,base in every thing in.it I have had my 'Will. i 
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71 am fear'd you have fame bonny laffie beguiled, 
you're the figeft young gentlemawl ever fEw, 

Your cheeks like the rotes, your hair's like the gowan 
I'm afraid you & them have been bre;king the law, 

O gentle fliepherd have you got a wife yet? 
or do you live fingle, pray tell me the trhth, 

For if you live fingle, you're ft•re to live happy, 
for the b'oomiag young laffes are of fuc4 a ruth. 

O I'm fingle,, for all the maids in the foreft, , 
I mind them no more than the leaf of the tree, 

Save ont, pretty gill to whom I have promis'd 
to marry, as loon as my flock it is free. 

She's handfome and witty, fhe% charming and pretty 
fhe's jufl like a fsvan to a new fallen pool. 

` She's modefl a:sd witty fhe'll foun make me ha p py 
I liked her ay fence I waa at the fchool. 

O fhepbcrd, you're foolifh to bind to a %roman_ 
indeed you will rue it and that very foon, 

For if fhe prcves conftant, you'll fcarce find 
another one under the moon. 

As for_ me, I'm no ways umied for to marry, 
but kifs all the fair maids that come in my may, 

For the very la!I winter between Etrick and S arrow,_ 
I kife'd more than twenty that never faid me nay, 

There v as ae bonny lafs I chane'd for to meet 
`- fhe liv'd with her mammy, fhe had nae mair ava, 
And that very ni-ht I went for to fee her, 
U it waa lucy, the old wife was awa. 

She made me r bed pnd fhe bade rr.e go to it, 
file gave all I afked without ever a frown, 

She kife':3 me and bleft me, before that we parted, , 
and proui•e'$ to fec me 'next winter in town. 

••® v bat is tl a n2rre of that honny young lafiie, 
© what is Lcr ::ame, and what age might fhe feemt 
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ECT matte it is Jeanny, fhe,livea in Plantanie, 
a tall p:ztfy girl about •zventcen. 

My curfc lig5t upon you and he that begat Yo-1, 
and all your ancelYors, ye limb of the de'il, p 

For if y e've deftroy'(1 jitfr v^ villain., here's at ye, JO 
for Chit's juft the laflie that I like fo weel. 

O fliepherd your tbrezt'nings ttre very unmanly, 
r fhe'll leafs for a maiden w  ony but you, 
You're welcnrae to wed her and free to enjoy her, 

for unto fuch as her I now bid adieu. 1' 
Z'aith do you think that I am -fo finrple, 

before I wad wed her I'd put out her breath, 
-,end if I could fee her when tbia fury, is on me 

with this hsztl rung I would finifli you baitla. 
O Jamie, O Jamie, with patience look round yr,, 
. ye ke nna the looks nor the voice of your jean. 
O Jamie, Ithought that your mind had been changed, 

its thirty lang wceks rinse I faw you and twe, r` 
I borrowed this dealing frae one of the neigboursi,, 
I never had a wifli you would ken me ava. 

O Jeanie, O Jeanie, why did you fae thafe me, 
I'll no be myfel' thefe eight. days and mair, 

Come into my arms before I forgi'e you, 
and gic's all the kiffes you hae for to (pare. 

And now he is wed on his own lovely Jeanie, 
F' and now they' do live on the hills of t'raquire, 1, 
Now he is wee on his own lovely Je-+nit, 

she lacgcr he keca her he liken tier the mair. .•' 
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