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SCOTS SONGS.

H A R D Y K N U T E,

AN HEROIC BALLAU,

^ART 1.

Otately ftapt he eall the ha,

And ftately ftapt he weft :

¥ull feventy zeirs he now had fenc,

With fkerce fevin zeirs of reiL

He livit quhen Britons breach of faith

Wroucht Scotland meikle wae
;

And ay his fword tauld to their Ikaith,

He was their deadly fae.

Hie on a hill his caftle ftude,

With halls and towirs a hicht,

And guidly chambers fair to fee,

Ouhaii- he lodgitmony a knicht.

A
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2 SCOTS SONGS.

His dame fae peirlefs anes and fair,

For cliail and bewtie fene,

Nae marrow liad in a the land, jj
Saif Emergard the quene.

Full thirtein fons to him flie bare,

All men of valour flout
j

In bludy fecht with fword in hand

Nyne loft their lives bot doubt
j 20

Four zit remain, lang mote they live

To ftand by liege and land :

Hie was their fame, hie was their micht,

And hie was their command.

Great luve they bare to Fairly fair, 25

Their fifter faft and deir
j

Her girdle ftiawd her middle gimp,

And gowden glift her hair.

Quhat waefou wae her bewtie bred,

Waefou to zung and auld, 30
Waefou I trow to kyth and kin.

As ilory ever tauld !

The King of Norfe, in fummer tyde,

Puft up wi powir and micht,

Landed in fair Scotland the yle, 3^^

Wi mony a hardy knicht.

The tydings to our gude Scots King'

Came, as he fat at dyne,

Wi noble chiefs in braive aray.

Drinking the blude-reid wyne« 40



SCOTS SONGS. 3
^^ To liorfe, to horfe, my royal Liege,

" Zour faes ftand on tlie ilrand
j

" Full twenty thoufand glittering fpears

" The Chiefs of Norfe command."
" Bring me my flead Mage dapple gray," 45

Our gude King raife and cryM,

*' A truflier beiit in all the land

" A Scots King nevir feyd.

" Gae, little page, tell Hardyknute,

" Wha lives on hill fae hie, 5^3

*' To draw his fword, the dreid of faes,

" And hall and follow me."

The little page flew fwift as dart

Flung by his mailer's arm :

*' Cum down, cum, down, Lord Hardyknute, 55
" And rid zour King frae harm."

Then reid reid grew his dark brown cheiks,

Sae did his dark brown brow
j

His luiks grew kene, as they were wont,

In danger grit, to do : 60

He hes tane a horn as grene as glafs,

A.nd gien five founds fae flirill,

That treis in grene wod fchuke thereat^

Sae loud rang ilka hill.

His fons In manly fport and gli'e 6

Had pail that fummer's morn,

Quhen low, down in a graify dale

They heard their father's horn :

A 2 /.



4 SCOTS SONGS.

That horn, quoth they, neir founds in peace
^

We half other fport to byde : 70

And fune they hey'd them up the hill.

And fune were at his ^de.

^- Late late zeil:rene I weind m peace
'•' To end my iength'ned life,

^^ Jsly age micht weil excufe my arm 75
" Frae manly feats of ftryfe

^

'-'- But now that Norfe dols proudly boail

" Fair Scotland to inthrall,

" It's neir be faid of Hardyknute,
" He fear'd to fecht or fall. 80

•.' Robin of Rothfay, bend thy bowj
^'' T'hy arrows fchute fae leil,

" Thr.t mony a comely countenance

^* 'i'hey haif turned to deadly pale.

• Brave Thomas, tak ze but zour lance, Sj
• Ze neid nae weapons mair,

'• Gif ze fecht wie't as ze did anes

• Gainil Weftmorland's ferce heir.

••' And Malcolm, licht of fute as ftag

'' That runs in forefi: wyld, 9©
•' Get me my tlioufands thrie of men,

" Weil bred to fword and fchield •,

'• Bring me my horfe and harnifme,

'' My blade of metal clear :

• If faes but kend the hand it baro^

" They fune had fled for feir-.
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*^ Farewell my dame fa peirlefs gude,

" (And tuke hlr by the hand),

" Fairer to me in age zou feem,

" Than maids for bewtie fam'd : J OO
*' My zoungeil fon fall here remain

"To guard thefe ftately towirs,

'» And fchut the filver bolt that keips

" Sae fait zour painted bowirs."

And firft ihe wet hir comely cheiks, j o

j

And then hir bodice grene,

The iilken cords of twirtle twiil^

Weil plait with filver fchene
3

And apron fet with mony a dice

Of neidie-wark fae rare, z i cv

Wove by nae hand, as ze may guefs,

Saif that of Fairly fair.

And he has ridden owre muir and mofs,

Owre hills and mony a glen,

Quhen he came to a wounded knicht, 215

Making a heavy mane
5

** Here maun I lye, here maun I dye,

" By treacherie's falfe gyles
;

" Witlefs I was that eir gaif faith

" To wicked woman's fmyles.'* 120

** Sir Knicht, gin ze were in my bowir,

" To lean on filken feat,

*' My ladyis kyndlie care zou'd prove,

" Quha neir kend deidly hate :

A3



6 SCOTS SONGS.

*' Hirfell wald watcn ze all the day, 1.25

" Hir m aids at deid of niclit
j

^' And Fairly fair zour heart wald cheir,

" As ilie ftands in zour ficht.

<< Aryfe, young knicht, and mount zour fteid,

^'- Bright lows the fliynand day : l 30
*' Chufe frae my menzle quhom ze pleis

" To leid ze on the way,"

Wi fmylefs luke, and vifage wan,

The wounded knicht reply'd

*' Kind chiftain, zour intent purfue, 135
*^ For heir I maun abyde,

** To xne nae after day nor nicht

'^ Can eir be fweit or fail',

'' But fune beneath fum draping tree

" Cauld dethe fall end my care." 140

Still him to win ftrave Hardyknute,

Nor ih'ave he lang in vain
j

Short pleiding eithly micht prevale,

Him to his lure to gain.

'' I will return wi fpeid to bide 145
" Your plaint, and mend your wae :

*' Eut private grudge maun neir be quellM,

" Before our count rie's fae.

*' Mordac, thy eild may bell: be fpaird

" The fields of ilryfe fraemang
J 150

^* Convey Sir knicht to my abode,

" And meife his egre pang."
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Syne he has gane far hynd attowre

Lord Chattan's land fae wyde y

That Lord a worthy wicht was ay, i
^j;,

Quhen faes his courage feyd :

Of Piftiili race by mother's fyde,

Quhen Picls rul'd Caledon,

Lord Chattan claimM the princely maid;,,

Quhen he faift Piftilh crown. l6o

Now with his ferce and fialwart train.

He recht a ryiing heicht,

Quhair braid encampit on the dale,

Norfe menzie lay in licht.

** Zonder, my valiant fons and ferce, t6^
" Our raging rievers v\rait,

" On the unconquerit Scottifh fwaird,

" To try with us their fate.

<< Mak orifons to Him that faift

" Our fauls upon the rude
j 170

^^ Syne braifly fchaw zour veins are fill'd

" Wi Caledonian blude."

Then furth he drew his trufty glaive,

Quhile thoufands all around,

Drawn frae their fheaths glanft in the fan, 175

And loud the bugils found.

To join his King adovs^-n the hill,

In hafte his merch he made,

Quhile, pi ayand pibrochs, minilrals meit.

Afore him ftately flrade. iSo,

' A4
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** Thryfe welcum valiant ftoup of weii'y

" Thy nations fcheild and pryde
j

"< Thy king nae reafon has to feir

*' Quhen thou art be his fyde."

Qahen bows were bent and darts were thrawn,

For thrang fcarce could they fiie, i86

The darts clave arrows as they met,

Eir fais their dint mote drie.

Lang did they rag^ and fecht fu ferce^

Wi little fkaith to man
j

i^o

But bludy bludy was the fields

Or that lang day wa.s done.

The King of Scots that finale bruilsL'd

The war that lukt like play,

Drew his braid fword, and brake his bow, 195

Sen bows feimt but delay.

Quoth noble Rothfay, " Myne I'll keip,

" I wate its bleid a Ikore."

*• Haft up, my merry men," cry'd the King,

As he rade on before. 200

The King of Norfe he focht to find,

Wi him to menfe the faucht,

But on his forehead there did licht

A fharp unfonfie lliaft :

As he his hand pat up to fell 2'Oi

The wound, an arrow kene,

O waefou chance ! there pinnM his hand

In midft atween his eiiC.
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*•' Revenge, revenge !" cry'd Rotlifay's heir,

" Your mail-coat fall nocht byde 2t3

" The ftrengtli and fharpnefs of my dart i''

Then fent it throuch his fyde.

Anither arrow weil he markt,

It perc'd liis neck in twa
j

His hands then quat the filver reins, 2
1

5

He law as eard did fa.

^^ Sair bleids my Liege, fair fair he bleids I'*

Again with micht he drew.

And gefture dreid, his flurdy bow,

Fall the braid arrow iiew : 2.20.

Wae to the knicht he ettled at,

Lament now. Queen Elgreid,

Hire dames to wail zour darling's fall,

His zouth and comely meid.

*' Tak aif, tak aff his cofUy jupe, 225,

" (Of gold weil was it twyn'd,

*^ Knit lyke the fowler's net, throuch quhilk

" His fteily harnefs fhyn'd),

" Tak Norfe that gift frae me, and bid

" Him venge the bluid it weirs j 2;30;

*' Sae, if he face my bended bow,.

" He fure nae weapon feirs."

Proud Norfe with giant body tall,

Braid {houlder and arms ftrong,

Gry'd, " Quhair is Hardyknute fae fam'd, 235-

** And feir'd at Briton's throne ?

A 5
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' The' Britons tremble at his name,

" I fune fall mak him wail,

<' That eir tny fword was made fae fharp,

" Sae faft his coat of mail." 240

That brag his ilout heart coud na byde,

It lent him zouth fou micht
j

'' I'm Hardyknute. This day," he cry'd,

" To Scotland's king I hecht/

*^ To lay thee law, as horfe's hufe
}

" My word I mean to keip."

Syne with the firll dint eir he flrake,

He garr'd his body bleid.

Norfe ene like gray gofehauk ftair'd wyldj

He ficht wi fhame and fpyte; 250
i^ Difgrac'd is' now my far-fam'd arm,

" That left thee power to iiryke:"

Syn gaif his head a blaw fae fell,

It made liim down to ftoup,

Sae law as he to ladies ufit 255
In courtly guife to lout.

jFull foon he rais'd his bent body^

His bow he marvell'd fair,

Sen blaws till then on him but darr'd

As touch of Fairly fair : 260

Norfe ferlit too as fair as he,

To fee his ftately luke
5

Sae fune as eir he drake a fae,

Sae fune his lyfe he tuke.
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Quhair, like a fyre to hether fet,. .265.

Bauld Tliomas did advance,

A fturdy fae, with luke enrag'd,

Up towards liim did prance;

He fpurr'd liis iteid throw thickeil ranks,

The hardy zouth to quell,- 270

Quha ftude unmovit at his approach,

His furie to repel.

" That fchort brown fhaft fae meanly trim'd,

" Lukes lyke poor Scotland's gier
j

*' But driedfu feims the rufty point !" 275,

and loud he leuch in jeir.

^'- Aft Briton's blude has dimmM its fchyne
j

" Its poynt cut fchort their vaunt :"

Syne pierc'd the bofter's bearded chiek
j

Nae tyme he tuke to taunt. 280

Schort quhyle he in his fadill fwang;,

His llirrup was nae ftay
j

Sae feible hang his unbent knee,

Sure taken he was fey :

Swith on the harden'd clay he fell^ 28^

Richt far was heard the thud
j

But Thomas luk'd not as he lay

All waltering in his blude.

Wi cairles gefture, mind unmov'd;

On raid he north the plain
;

^Ofj.

He feim in peace or fiercefl; ftryfe.

Ay reckiefs and the fame j

A 6
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Nor zit his heart dames dimpel'd chiek

Could meife faft luve to bruik,

Till vengeful Ann return'd his fcorn, 295
Then languid grew his luke.

Ill thraws of death, wi wallow 't cheik,

All panting on the plain,

The bleiding corps of warriors lay,

Neir to aryfe again : 3©0
Neir tO; return to native land,

Nae mair wi blythfom founds

To boall the glories of that day,

And fchaw their fliynand wounds.

There on a lee, quhair ftands a crofs, 3,05

Set up for monument,

Thoufands fu ferce that fummer's day

Fill'd kene Wars black intent.

Let Scots, quhile Scots, praife Hardyknute,

Let Norfe the name ay dried : 3_jO

Ay how he faucht, aft how he fpair'd,

Sal lateft ages reid.

On Norv^-ay's coaft the widow't dame.

May wafh the rocks wi teirs,

May lang luke owre tlie fchiples feis ^i j
Before hir mate appeirs.

Celfe, Emma, ceife to hope in vain y
Thy Lord lyis in the clay

j

The valziant Scots nae rievers thole

To carry lyfe away» 3^0,
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Loud: and chill blew the wefllin wind,

Sair beat the heavy fhowlr,

Mirk grew the nicht, eir Hardyknute

Wan neir his ftately towir.

His towir that us'd with torches bleife 325

To iliyne fae far at nicht,

Seem'd now as black as naourning weid
j

Nae marvel fair he fich'd.

** Th air's nae licht in my lady's bowir,

" Thair's nae licht in my haj 33®
" Nae blink fchynes round my Fairly fair,

" Nor ward ftands on my wa,

' Quhat bodes it ? Robert—Thomas, fay ?"—

-

Nae anfwer fits their dried.

** Stand back, my fons, I'll be zour gyde :" 335
But by they paft wi fpeid.

** As faft I ha fped owr Scotland's faes—

"

There ceis'd his brag of weir,

Sair fham'd to mind ocht but his dame,

And maiden Fairly fair. 340
Black feir he felt, but wha to feir

He wift nae yet wi dreid :

Sair (huke his body, fair his limbs,

And a' tke, warriour flied.
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PART II.

" RETU5.N, return, ye men of bluid,

"^ And bring me back my cbylde !"

A dolefu voice frae mid the ha

Reculd, wi echoes wylde.

Beftraught wi dule and'dreid, nae pouir ^
Had Hardyknute at a

,

Pull thriie he raught his ported fpier,

And thrife he let it fa.

^^ O haly God, for his deir fake,

" ^A/Tia fav'd us on the rude" I®

He tint his praier, and drew his glaive,

Yet reid wi Norland bluid.

** Brayd on, brayd on, my llalwart fons,

" Grit caufe w^e ha to feir
j

" But ay the canny ferce contemn 1

5

" The hap they canna veir."

" Return, return, ye men of bluid,

" And bring me back my chylde I"

The dolefu voice frae mid the ha

Recul'd wi^ echoes wylde. 2CX
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The ftorm grew ryie, tliroucli a the lift

The rattling thunder rang

The black rain Ihour'd, and lichtning glent

Their harnifine alang.

What feir poffefl their boding breeils 25

Whan, by the gloomy glour,

The caflle ditch wi deed bodies

They faw vv^as fill'd out owr !

Quoth Hardyknute, " I wold to Chryfte

" The Norfe had wan the day, 30
'' Sae I had keipt at hame but anes,

" Thilk bluidy feats to Hay."

Wi fpeid they paft, and fyne they recht

The bafe-courts founding bound
j

Deip groans fith heard, and throuch the mirk ^^
Luk'd willfully around.

The moon, frae hind a fable cloud,

Wi fudden twinkle fhane,

Whan, on the caldriff eard, they fand

The gude Sir Mordac iayn. 40

Befprent wi gore, fra helm to fpur,

Was the trew-heartit knicht
;

Swith frae his fteid fprang Hardyknute

Muv'd wi the heavy iicht.

" O fay, thy matter's {heild in weir, 4j
" His fawmen in the ha,

*^ What hatefu chance cold ha the pouir

^ To lay thy eild fae law- 1"
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To his complaint the blelding knicht

Retuni'd a piteous mane, re

And recht his hand, whilk Hardyknute

Claucht ftreitly in his ain :

" Gin eir ye fee lord Hardyknute,

" Frae Mordac ye maun fay,

" Lord Draffan"'s treafoun to confute 55
" He uf'd his fteddiefl fay."

He micht na mair, for cruel dethe

Forbad him to proceid
j

'' I vow to God, I winna fleip

" Till I fee Draftan bleid. 60
" My fons, your lifter was owr fair :

" But bruik he fall na iang

'^ His gude betide y my laft forbode

" He'll trow belyve na fang».

,

" Bown ye my eydent friends to kyth

" To me your luve fae deir
j 65

** The Norfe' defeat mote weill pe.rfuade.

** Nae riever ye neid feir."

The fpeirmen v/i a michty fliout,

Cry'd, " Save our mafter deir !

*' While he dow beir the fv/ay bot care 70
*' Nae riever we fall feir."

** Return, return, ye men of bluid,

'' And bring me back my chylde !'

The dolefu voice frae mid the ha

.Recul'd wi echoes wylde, 75
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*' I am to wyte, my valiant friends :"

And to the ha they ran
j

The {lately dore full flreitly fteiked

Wi iron boltis thrie they fand.

The llately dore, thouch ftreitly fleiked $<s

. Wi waddin iron JDoltis thrie,

Richt fune his might can eitly gar

Frae aflf its hinges flie.

*' Whar ha ye tane my dochter deir ?

" Mair wold I fee her deid, l^j

'' Than fee her in your bridal bed,

" For a your portly meid.

*^ What thouch my gude and valiant lord

*' Ly ftretcht on the cauld clay ?

*' My fons the dethe may ablins fpair 90
" To wreak their filler's wae."

Sae did fhe crune wi heavy cheir,

Hyt luiks, and bleirit eyne
j

Then teir? firft wet his manly cheik

And fnowy baird bedeene. 55

\ Na riever here, my dame fae deir,

" But your leil lord you fee
;

*^ May hieft harm betide his life

" Wha brocht lie harm on thee !

" Gin anes ye may beliete my v/ord, iss

" Nor am I uf 'd to lie,

'' By day-prime he or Hardyknute
*^ The bluidy death (liall die.''
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The lia, wliar late the linkis bricht

Sae gladfum fhin'd at een, 105

Whar penants gleit a gowdeu bleife

Our knichts and ladys fhene,

Was now fae mirk, that, throuch the bound,

Nocht mote they wem to fee

Alfe throuch the fouthren port the moon 10

1

Let fa a blinkand glie.

*' Are ye in fuith my deir luv'd lord 1'*

Nae mair Ihe docht to fay,

But fwounit on his harneft neck

\Vi joy and tender fay. 115

To fee her in fic balefu fort.

Revived his felcouth feirs
;

But fune Ihe raif 'd her comely luik,

And faw his fa'ing tears.

^' Ye are nae wont to greit v/i wreuch, 120

" Grit caufe ye ha I dreid
^

^' Hae a our fons their lives redem'd

" Frae furth the dowie feid ?

*' Saif are our valiant fons, ye fee,

^' But lack their fitter deir
j IZ^

" When (he's awa, bot any doubt,

*' We ha grit caufe to feir."

" Of a our wrangs, and her depart,

^' Whan ye the fuith fall heir,

^' Na marvel that ye ha mair caufe, 1 30
'' Than ye yit weit, to feir.
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** O v/narefore "heir yon feignand kniclit

" "Wi Mordac did you fend ?

*' Ye funer wald lia perced his heart,

'' Had ye his ettling kend." . 135

*' What may ye mein my peirles dame ?

" That knicht did muve my ruthe

" We balefu mane j I didna doubt

" His curtefle and truthe.

" He maun ha tint wi fma renown 140
" His life in this fell relief

j

"** Richt fair it grieves that he heir

'' Pvlet lie an ill relief."

Quoth flie, wi teirs that down her cheiks

Ran like a filver (liouir, 145
" May ill befa the tide that brocht

" That faufe knicht to our tour :

" Ken ye na Draiian's lordly port,

" Thouch cled in knichtly graith,

/^ Tho hidden was his hautie luik, 150
" The vifor black benethe ?

*'' Now, as I am a knicht of weir,

" I tliocht his feeming trewj

*' But, that he fae deceived my ruthe,

^' Full fairly he fall rue." 155
*' Sir Mordac to the founding ha

'-^ Came wi his cative fere y''

" Pvly lire has fent this wounded knicht

" To pruve your kyndlie care.
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^' Your fell maun watch him a the day, i-6©

" Your maids at deid of night
;

*' And Fairly fair his heart maun cheir

*' As ihe ftands in his ficht."

•' Ne funer was Sir Mordac gane,

" Than up the featour fprang j" 165
*' The luve alfe o your dochtir deir,

" I feil na ither pang.

" Tho Hardyknute lord DrafFan's fuit

" Refuf 'd wi mickle pryde
j

^^ By his gude dame and Fairly fair 17©
" Let him not be deny'd."

^' Nocht muvit wi the cative's fpeech,

" Nor wi his ilern command
j

*^ I treafoun ! cry'd, and Kenneth's blade

*' Was gUfterand in his hand. 175

" My fon lord Draffan heir you fee,

" Wha means your lifter's fay

*' To win by guile, when Hardyknute
'' Strives in the irie frae."

" Turn thee ! thou riever Baron, turn !" 180
" Bauid Kenneth cry'd aloud

;

^^ But, fune as Draffan fpent his glaiv-Cj

" My fon lay in his bluid."

*' I did nocht grein that bluming face

" That dethe fae fune fold pale
5 185

^^ Far lefs that my trew luve, throuch me,
^' Her blither's death fold waik
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" But fyne ye fey our force to prlve^

" Our force we fall ye fliaw !"

" Syne the fhrill-foundlng horn bedeen I9<|

. " He tuik frae down the wa.

^^ E'er the portculie could be flung,

" His kyth the bafe-court fand
j

*^ When fcantly o their count a teind

'' Their entrie might gainlland. -

195
" Richt fune the raging rievers flude

" At their faufe mailer's fyde,

<' Wha, by the haly maiden, fware,

" Na harm fold us betide.

*' What fyne befel ye weil may guefs, 200
^* Reft to our eilds delicht."

" We fall na lang be reft 5 by morne
" Sail Fairly glad your licht.

" Let us be ganc, my fons, or now
" Our meny chide our ftay

; 205
f.' Farewell my dame

j
your dochter's luve

" Will fune cheir your eiiray.'^

Then pale pale grew her teirfu cheik
j

" Let ane o my fons thrie

" Alane gyde this emprize, your elld 2 10
" May ill fie travel drie.

'' O whar were I, were my deir lord,

" And a my fons, to bleid !

'- Better to bruik the wrang than fae

'' To wreak the hie mifdede." 2 J c
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The galtant Rotlifaj rofe bedeeii

His richt of age to pleid
)

And Thomas fhawd his ftrenthy fpeir
j

And Malcolm meia'd his fpeid.

" My fons, your llryfe I gladly fee^ 22a
" But it fall neir be fayne,

" That Hardyknute fat in his ha,

*' And heird his fon was ilayne.

" My lady deir, ye neld na leirj

" The richt is on our fyde :" 225

Sane rifing with richt frawart hafte

Nae parly wald he byde.

The lady fat in heavy mude,

Their tunefu march to heir,

While, far ayont her ken, the found 230

Na mair mote roun her eir.

O ha ye fein fum glitterand towlr,

We mirrie archers crown'd,

VvHia vaunt to fee their trembling fae

Keipt frae their country's bound? 235
Sic aufum ilrenth iliawd Hardyknute

j

Sic feini'd his ftately meld
j

Sic pryde he to his meny bald.

Sic fcir his faes he gied.

Wi glie they paf!: our mountains rude, 240
Our muirs and moiTes weit

5

Sune as theyTaw the rifing fun,

On DrafFan's touris it gleit*
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O Fairly briclit I marvel fair

That featour e'er ye lued, 245

Whafe treaicun wroclit your father's bale,

And (lied your brither's blude !

The ward ran to his youthfu lord,

Wha fleipd his bouir intill

:

" Nae time for fleuth, your raging faes 250

" Far doun the weftlin hill.

" And, by the libbard's gowdeii low

" In his blue banner braid,

" That Hardyknute his dochtir feiks,

" And Draffan's dethe, I rede." 255

*' Say to my bands of matchlefs micht,

" Wha camp law in the dale,

" To bulk their arrows for the fecht,

" And ftreitly gird their mail.

<' Syne meit me here, and wein to find 260

*' Nae juit or turney play
j

** Whan Hardyknute braids to the field,

" War bruiks na lank delay."

His halbrlk bright he brac'd bedeen
3

Fva ilka fkaith and harm 265

Securit by a warlike auld,

Wi mony a fairy charm.

A feimiy knicht cam to the ha ;

" Lord Draffen I thee braive,

" Frae Hardyknute m.y worthy lord; 270
*"' To techt wi fpeir or glave,"
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^' Your hautie lord me braves In vain

^' Alane his might to prive,

" For wha, in fingle feat of weir,

" Wi Hardyknute may ftrlve ? 275
" But fith he meins our ftrenth to fey,

" On cafe he fune will find,

" That thouch his bands leave mine in ire,

•" In force they're far behind,

^^ Yet cold I wete that he wald yield 28'*

" To what bruiks nae remeid,

^'^ I for his dochter wald nae hain

" To ae half o my fteid."

Sad Hardyknute apart frae a

Leand on his birnift fpeirj 285

And, whan he on his Fairly deim'd,

He fpar'd nae lich nor teir.

V* What meins the felon cative vile ?

'' Bruiks this reif na remeid ?

^^ I fcorn his gylefu vows, eln though 39*
" They recht to a his fteid."

Bound was lord Draifan for the fecht,

Whan lo! his Fairly deir

Ran frae her hie bouir to the ha

Wi a the fpeid of feir.
'

295

Ein as the,,rudie ftar cf mcrne

Peirs throuch a cloud of dew,

Sae did (he feim, as round his neck

H-er fnawy arms (he threw-. "^c*
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'' O why, O wlij, did Fairly wair

" On thee lier thouchtlefs luve ?

" Wliafe cruel heart can ettle aye

" Her father's dethe to pruve 1"

And firft he kifs'd her bluming cheik, 30J

And fyne her bofom deir
j

Than fadly ftrade athwart the ha.

And drap'd ae tendir teir.

''• My meiny hide my words wi care,

" Gin ony weit to flay 3 10

" Lord Hardyknute, by hevin I fwear

" Wi lyfe he fall nae gae."

^'- My maiden?, bring my bridal gowne,

" I little trewd yeftrene,

'-' To rife frae boiiny Draffan's bed,
^

315
*' His bluidy dethe to fene."

Syne up to the high baconie

She has gane wi a her train, _

And fane (he faw her ftalwart lord

Attain the bleiilng plain. 32c

Owr Neithan's weily llreim he far'd

Wi feeming ire and pride
\

Kis biafon, gliilerand owr his helm,

Bare Allan by his fyde.

Richt fune the bugils blew, and lang 325
And bludy was the fray

9

Eir hour of nunc, that elric tyde,

Had hundreds tint their day.

B
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Like beacon briglit at deid of nigKtj

The michty chief muv'd on
j 330

His bafnet, bleifing to the fun,

We deidly lichtning (hone.

Draffan he focht, wi him at anes

To end the cruel firyfe
5

But aye his fpeirmen thranging round ^^^
Forfend their leider's lyre.

The winding Clyde wi valiant bluid

Ran reiking mony a mile
j

Few ftude the faught, yet dethe alane 340
Cold end their irie toil.

^^ Wha flie, I vow, fall frae my fpeir

" Receive the dethe they dreid 1"

Cry'd Draffan, as alang the .plain

He fpurr'd his bluid-red lleid.

Up to him fune a knight can prance, 34^
A graith'd in filver mail

:

'' Lang have I fought thee throuch the Seld,

" This lance will tell my tale."

Rude was the fray, till Draiian's lldll

O'ercame his youthfu micht
j 350

Perc'd throuch the vifor to the eie

"Was flayne the comely knicht.

The vifor on the fpeir was deft,

And Draffan Malcolm fpeid ;

" Ye fhould your vanted fpeid this day, ^^^
^* And not your flrenth, ha fey'd."
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Cative, awa ye maun na flie,"

Stout Rothfay cry'd bedeeii,

Till, frae my glaive, ye vvi ye beir

*' The wound ye feia'd yefltrene." 360

i^ Mail- o your kins bluid ha I fpilt

" Thau I docht ever grein
;

" See Rothfay whar your brither lyes

" In dethe afore your tyne."

Bold Rothfay cry'd wi lion's rage, 36J
" O hatefu curfed deid !

" Sae Draifan feiks our nfter's luve,

" Nor feirs far ither meid !"

Swlth on the word an arrow cam

Frae ane o Rothfay 's band, 3*73

And fmote on Drattan's lifted targe
j

Syne Rothfay's fplent it fand.

Perc'd throuch the knie to his fierce fl:eid,

Wha pranc'd wi egre pain,

The chief was forc'd to quit the flryfe, 375
And feik the nether plain.

His minerals there wt dolefu care

The bludy fhaft withdrew
^

Eut that he fae was barr'd the fight,

Sair did the leider rue.

*^ Cheir ye my mirrie men," Draff'an cry'd

Wi meikle pryde and glie
j

*' The praife is ours j nae chieftan bides

" Wi us to bate the grie."

B z

3^0



.\S SC0T5 SONGS.

That liauty boafi; heard Hardyknute, 385
Whar he lein'd on his fpeir,

Sah- welried \Ni the nune tide heat,

i^nd toilfum deids of weir.

The firft ficht, v;hen he pail the thrang, -

Was Malcolm on the fwaird : 390
" Wold hevin that dethe my eild had tane,

" And thy youtheid had fpar'd !

^' Draffan I ken thy ire, but now
" Thy micht I mein to fee."

But eir he ftrak the deidly dint, 395
Thy fyre was on his knie.

^- Lord Hardyknute, ftryke gif ye may,

" I neir v*^ill ilryve wi thee
5

'^' Forfend your dochter fee you llayne

" Frae whar fhe fits on hie ! 400

^'^ Yeilrene the prieft in haly band

" Me join'd wi Fairly deir
^

^^ For her fake, let us part in peace,

" And neir meet mair in weir."

^' Oh king of hevin, what feimly fpeech 405
" A featour's lips can fend !

'' And art thou he wha balth my fons

'' Brocht to a bluidy end ?

" Hafte, mount thy fceld, or I fall licht,

" And meit thee on the plain
j 41O

^' For, by my forbere's faul, we neir

*' Sail part till ane be llayne,"
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" Now mind thy aitli," fyne Draitan Rout

To Allan loudly cry'd,

Wha drew the Ihynand blade bet dield, 415

And perc'd his mailer ""s fyde.

Law to the bleiding eard lie fell,

And dethe fune clos'd his ein.

^^ Draffan, till now, I did na ken
" Thy dethe cold muve my tein. 420

^^ I wold to ChryRe, thou valiant youth^

" Thou ^vert in life again
;

i ^ May ill befa my ruthlefs wa-auth

" That brocht thee to lie pain !

<' Fairly, anes a my joy and pryde, 425
" Now a my grief and bale,

" Ye maun wi haly maidens byde
'• Your deidly faut to wail

^' To Icolm beir ye DraiFan's corfe,

" And dochter anes fae deir, 42 q
^' Whar {he may pay his heidles luve

" Wi monv a mournfu teir."

B
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GIL MORRICE.

VTiL MoRRics was an erle's fon,

His name it waxed wide :

It was nae for his great riches,

Nor zet his melkle pride
j

Bot it was for a lady gay, '-f

That liv'd on Carron fide.

Quhair fall I get a bonny boy,

That will win hoes and fhoen
5

That will gae to Lord Barnard's ha'.

And bid his lady cum ? 10

And ze maun rin errand, Willie^

And ze maun rin wi Ipeed
;

Quhen other boys gae on their foot,

On horfeback ze fall ride.

Oh no ! oh no I my mafler dear ! I ^

I dar nae for my life
;

I'll no gae to the bauld baron's,

For to trieft furth his wife.

My bird Willie, my boy Willie
5

My dear Willie, he fayd : 20

How can ze flri\-e agalnfc the dream ?

For I fall be obey\L
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But, O my mafter dear I he cryM,

In grene v;od ze're zour lain ;

Gi owre fie thoclits, I wald ze rede, 25

For fear ze'fhould be tain.

Hafte, hafle, I fay, gae to tlie ha',

Bid hir cum here \vi' fpeid :

If ze refufe my high command,

Til gar zour body bleid. ^0

Gae bid hir tak this gay mantel,

'Tis a' gowd but the hem j

Bid hir cum to the gude grene wode,

And bring nane but hir lain :

And there it is, a filken farke, 3 5,

Hir ain hand few'd the flieve
j

And bid hir come to Gil Morrice
5

Spier nae bauld baron's leave.

Yes, I will gae zour black errand,

Tho' it be to zour coll
^ 40

Sen ze 6y me will nae be warn'd,

In it ze fall find frofi:.

The baron he's a man of might,

lie neir could bide to taunt,

As ze will fee before its night,
4j^

How fma' ze hae to vaunt.

And fen I maun zour errand rin

Sae fair againft my will,

I"fe mak a vow and keip it trow.

It fall be done for ill.

B 4
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And wKen he came to Broken Brigiie,

He bent his bow and fwani
j

And Vv'hen he came to grafs growing,

Set down his feet and ran.

And when he cam to Barnard's ha', ^^
V^ould neither chap nor ca'

3

Eot fet his bent bow to his brief!:,

And lightly lap the w^a'.

He wadna tell the man his errand,

Tho' he flude at the gait

;

60

Eot llraight into the ha' he cam,

Quhair they were fet at xneit.

Hail ! Hail ! my gentle fire and dame !

My meffage winna waite *,

Dame, ze maun to the gude grene wod 65
Before that it be late.

Ze're bidden tack this gay mantel,

'Tis a' gowd bot the hem :

Zou maun gae to the gude grene wod^

Ev'n by yourfel alane. ^0

And there it is, a filken farke, .

Your ain hand few'd the ilieve;

Ze maun gae fpeik to Gil Morrice
j

Speir nae bauld baroirs leiy;.

The lady ftamped yjV liir foot, 75
And winked wi' hir ee

j

Bot a' that ihe cou'd fay or do,

Forbidden he vfad nae bae.
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It's farely to my bow'r-woman y

It neir could be to me. 80

. I brought it to Lord Barnard's lady
5

I trow that ze be fhe.

Then up and fpack the wylie nurfe,

(The bairn upon her knee),

If it be cum from Gil Morrice, Sy

Its dear vvelcum to mee.

Ze leid, ze leid, ze filthy nurfe,

Sae loud's I heire ze lee
j

I brought it to Lord Barnard's lady,.

I trow ze be nae iliee. CjO

Then up and fp»ck the bauld baron^

An angry man was hee
j

He's tain the table wi' his foot,

Sae has he wi' his knee
;

Till filver cup and ezar dilb. vjj

In flinders he gard flee.

Gae bring a robe of zour eliding,

That hings upon the pin
j

And I'll gae to the gude grene wode,

And fpeik wi' zour lemman. IC >

O bide at hame, now Lord Barnard,

I ward ze bide at ham^e
j

Neir wyte a man for violence,

That neir wyte ze wi' nane.

B K
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Gil Morrlce fat In gude grene vvode, 105

He whlftled and Le fang :

O what means a' the folk coming ?

My mother tarries lang.

His hair was iy.s.e the threds of gowd.

Drawn from Minerva's loome : no
His lips like rofes drapplng dew,

His breath was a perfume.

His brow was like the mountain fna

Gilt by the morning beam ',

His chelks like living rofes glow : 115

His een like azure llream.

The boy was clad in robes of grene,

Sweet as the Infant fpriiig :

And like the Mavis on the buili.,

He gart the vailies ring. 120

The baron came to the grene wode,.

Wi' muckle dule and. care,

And there he firft (pied Gil Morrlce,

Kalming his zellow hair.

That fweetly waved round his face, 12^5

That face beyond compare :

He fang fae fweet j it might difpel

A' rage but fell defpair.

Nae wonder, nae wonder, Gil Morrlce,

• My lady loed thee v^^eel

:

130

The fairefc part of my body

Is blacker than thy he.eL,.
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Zet zeir-the-lefs now, Gil Mori-Ice^

For a' thy great bewty,

Ze's rew the day ze eir was born
5 135

That head fall gae wi' me.

Now he has drawn his trufly brand,

And ilaited on the ilrae
j

And thro' Gil Moriice' fair body

He's gard cauld iron gae. I40

And he has tain Gil Morrice' head,

Ajid fet it on a fpeir :

The meanefl man in a' his train .

Has gotten that head to bear.

And he has tain Gil Morrice up, 145
Laid him acrofs his fteid,

And brought him to his painted bow'r,

And laid him on a bed.

The lady fat on caftil wa',

Beheld baith dale and doun, 150

And there fiie faw Gil Morrice' head

Cum trailing to the toun.

Tar better I loe that bluidy head,

Bot and that zellow hair,

Than Lord Barnard and a' his lands, 155
As they lig here and thair.

And fhe has tain her Gil Morrice,

And kifs'd baith mouth and cliin :

I was ance as fow of Gil. Morrice

As the hip is 0' the ilean. 160

B 6
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I got ze In my father's houfe,

Wi' mickle fin and lliame
j

I broclit ze up in gude grene wode.

Under the heavy rain :

Oft have I by thy craddle fitten, 1 65
And fondly feen thee fleip

;

Bot now I gae about thy grave,

The faut teirs for to v^eip.

And fyne flie klfs'd his bluidy cheik,.

And fyne his blaidy chin : 1 70

O better I loe my Gil Mortice

Than a' my kith and kin I

Away, Away, ze iii woman,

And an ill deitli ma.it ze dee :

Gin I had kend he'd been zour fon, 175
He'd neir been flain for mee^

Obraid me not, my Lord Barnard !

Obraid me not for ihame !

Wi' that fame fpeir O pierce my heart !

And put me out o' pain. 180

Since naething but Gil Morrice' head

Thy jealous rage could quell.

Let that faim hand now tack hir life

That neir to thee did ill.

To me nae afier days nor nichts 185

Will eir be faft or kind
5

I'll fill the air with heavy fighs^

And greet till I am. blind*.
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Enoucl'i of bkiid by me's bin fpilt,

Seek not zour death frae mec
j 1 90

I rather lourd it had been myfel

Than eather him or thee.

"With waefou wae I hear zour plaint
j

Sair, fair I rew the deld,

That eir this curfed hand of mine ipj'

Had gard his body bleid.

Dry up zour tears, my winfom dame^

Ze neir can heal the wound
j

Ze fee his head upon the fpeir,

His heart's blude on the ground. 20O

I curfe the hand that did the deid,

The heart that thocht the ill j •

The feit that bore me wi' lie fpeid,

The comely zouth to kill.

I'll ay lament for Gil Morrice, 20 C

As gin he were my ain
5

I'll neir forget the driery day

On which the zouth was flain.
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EDOM O' GORDON.

It fell about the Martimas,

Qulien the wind blew fchrili and cauld^

Said Edom o' Gordon to his men,

We maun draw to a hauld :

And what a hauld fall w^e draw to, 5
My merry men and me ?

We waul gae to the houfe o' the Rhodes,

To fee that fair ladie.

The ladie ftude on her caRle wa'y

Beheld baith dale and down
\

lO

There Ihe was ware of a hoft of men

Cum ryding towards the toun.

O fee ze not, my miriy men a' ?

fee ze not quhat I fee ?

Methinks I fee an hoft of men :

"

15

1 merveil quhat they be.

She weend it had been hir luvely lord,

As he came riding hame
j

It was the traitor Edom o' Gordon,

Ouha reckt nae fin nor Ihame, 2^*
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She liad iiae fooner buiklt herfel,

And putten on her goun,

Till Edom o' Gordon and his men
Were round about the toun.

They had nae fooner fupper fett, 2^
Nae fooner faid the grace,

Till Edom o' Gordon and his men
Were light about the place.

The lady ran up to hir towir head,

Sae h.a as {he could drie, 30
To fee if by hir fair fpeeches

She could wi' him agree.

But quhan he fee this lady faif

And hir yates all locked fait,

He fell into a rage of wrath, 3 5

And his hart was all aghait.

Cum down to me, ze lady gay,

Cum doun, come doun to me :

This night fall ye lig within mine arms^

To^toorrow my bride fall be. 40-

I winnae cum doun, ze fals Gordon,

I winnae cum doun to thee
j

I winnae forfake my ain dear lord,

That is fae. far frae me.

Give owre zour houfe, ze lady fair, 45
Give owre zour houfe to me^
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Or I fall breiin yourfel tlierein,

Bot and zour babies three.

I winnae give owre, ze fals Gordon,

To nae fie traitor as zee
j 50

And if ze brenn niy ain dear babes,

My Lord fall make ze drie.

Eut reach my piilol, Glaud, my man,

And charge ze weil my gun

:

For, but if I pierce that bluidy butcher, ^^
My babes we been undone.

She ftude upon hir caftle wa,

And let twa bullets flee :

She mill that bluidy butcher's hart.

And only raz'd his knee. 60

Set fire to the houfe, quo' fals Gordon,

All wood vn'' dule and ire :

Fals lady, ze fall rue this deid,

As ze brenn in the fire.

"Wae worth, wae worth ze, Jock my man, 65
I paid ze weil zour fee

j

Quhy pow ze out the ground-wa fhane,

XiCts in the reek to me ?

And een wae worth ze, Jock my man^

I paid ze weil z-our hire: jo
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Quliy pow ze out the ground-wa llane,

To me lets in tlie iire ?

Ze paid me weil my hire, ladj ',

Ze paid me weii my fee: 75
But now Pm Edom o' Gordon's man.

Maun either doe or die.

than befpak hir little fon,

Sate on the nourice' knee :

Says, mither dear, gi ov/re this houfe, 80

For the reek it {hiithers me.

1 wad gie a' my gowd, my childe,

Saejvad I a' my fee,

For ane blail o' the welllin wind,

To blaw the reek frae thee. ,£j

O then befpack hir dochtir dear,

She was baith jimp and fma :

O row nie in a pair o' flieits,

And tow me owre the wa.

They rowd hir in a pair o' (heits, pa
And towd her owre the wa :

But on the point of Gordon's fpeir,

She gat a deadly fa.

O bonnie bonnie v^as her mouth,

And cherry v^^er hir cheLLs, 9$
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And clear clear was hir zellov>r liair,

Whereon the reid bluid dreips.

Then wl' his fpear he turn'd hir owre,

gin her face was wan !

He faid, ze are the firft that eir I GO

1 wiiht alive again.

He turn'd her owre and owre again,

O gin her lliin was whyte !

I naight ha fpared that bonny face

To hae been fome man's delyte. 1 05

Bufk and bomi, my merry men a'

For ill dooms I do guefs
^

I cannae luik in that bonnie face,

As it lyes on the grafs.

Thame luiks to freits, my mailer deir, no
Then freits will follow thame :

Let it neir be faid'brat^e Edom o' Gordon

Was daunted by a dame.

But qulien the ladye fee the fire

Cum flaming owre hir head, 1 15
She wept and kill her children twain,

Sayd, bairns, w^e been but dead.

The Gordon then his bugil blew,

And faid, awa', aw a'
3
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This houfe o' tlie Rhodes Is a' In flame, I20

I hauld It time to ga.

O then befpied hir ain dear lord

As he came owre the lee
j

He lied his caftle all In blaze,

Sae far as he could fee. 12^

Then fair, O fair his mind mifgave,

And all his hart was wae :

Put on, put on, my wighty men,

Sae fail as ze can gae j

Put on, put on, my wighty men, I30

Sae fail: as ze can drie
j

For he that is hlndmoil of the thrang,

Sail neir get guide o' me.

Than fum they rade, and fum they rln,

Fou fail out-owre the bent
, 13^

But eir the foremoit could get up,

Balth lady and babes were brent.

He wrang his hands, he rent his hair,

And wept in teenefu' muid :

,0 traitors, for this cruel deed I4.<S

Ze fall welp teirs o' bluld.

And after the Gordon he is gane,
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And foon i' the Gordon's foul liartls bluid,

He's wroken his dear ladie. • 14^

JOHNIE ARMSTRANG.

DuM fpeiks of lords, fum fpeiks of lairds^,

And iicklike men of hie degrie
j

Of a gentleman I iing a fang,

Sumtyme cal'd Laird of Gilnockie.

The king he wrytes a laving letter
jj

"Wi' his ain hand fae tenderlie,

And he hath fent it to Johny Armflrang,

To cum and fpeik with him fpeedily.

The Elliots and Armftrangs did convene
j

They v/ere a gallant compariie : 10

"We'll ryde and rneit our lawfull king,

And bring him fare to Gilnockie.

rdake kinnen and capon ready then,

And venifsn in great plentie
;

We'll welcum hame our royal king, 15
'

I hope he'll dyne at Gilnockie.

They ran their horfe on the Langum Haw]/(, U^

And brake their fpeirs with meikle main
5

The ladys lukit frae their loft windows, -

God ifring our men well back again 23
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Qulien Joliny came before tlie King,

Witli all liis men fae brave to fee,

The King he movlt his bonnet to him,

He weind he was a king as well as he.

May I find grace, my (bvereign Liege, 25

Grace for rny loyal men and me,

For my name it is Johnie Armftrang,

And fubje£l of zours, my Liege, faid he.

^way^ away, thou traytorJlrang,

Out offuyjlcht thou mayjifune be, 30
I grantlt nemr a traytor^s iyfe,

And now PII not begin vji' thee.

Grant me my Ijfe, my Liege, my King,

And a bonny gift I will gi' to thee.

Full lour-and-twenty milk-whyt fteids,
3j;

Vv'^ere a' foal'd in a zeir to me.

I'll gie thee all thefe milk-whyt ileids,

That prance and nicher at a fpeir.

With as meikle gude Inglis gilt,

As four of their braid backs dow beir. 40

Away, away, thou troytor, &c.

Grant me my lyfe, my Liege, my King,

^. And a bonny gift I'll gie to thee,

Gude four-and-twenty ganging mills,

That gang throw a' the zeirto me, 45
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Tliefe four-and-twenty mills complete,

Sail gang for tliee throw a' the zeir,

And as meikle of gude reid quhelt,

As all tliair liappers dow to belr.

Aivay^ awiiy, thou traytor, &c. 50

Grant me my lyfe, my liege, my king,

And a great gift I'll gie to thee,

Bauld four and twenty lifters fons,

Sail for the fecht tho' a' fould flee

Away^ away thou traytor^ &c. ^^

Grant me my lyfe, my liege, my king,

And a brave gift I'll gie to thee
\

All between heir and Newcaftle town.

Sail pay thair zeirly rent to thee.

Avjay^ away^ thou traytor^ &c. 60

Ze lied, ze lied now, king, he fays,

Althocht a king and prince ze be y
For I luid naithing in all my lyfe,

I dare v^^ell fay it, but honefty :

But a fat horfe and a fair v/oman, 65

Twa bonny dogs to kill a deir
^

But Ingland fuld haif fund me mell and mat

Gif I had liv'd this hundred zeir.
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Sclie fuld liaif fund me meal and malt,

And beef and mutton in all plentle
j Jo

But neir a Scots wyfe could liaif faid,

That eir I ikaith'd her a pure flie.

To feik het water beneath cauld yce,

Surel}^ it is a great folic
j

I haif alked grace at a graclefs face, 75
But there is nane for my men and me.

But had I kend or I cam frae ham.e,

How thou unkind w^^dil bene to me,

I wad half kept the border-fyde,

In fpyt of all thy force and thee. 80

'Will Ingland's king that I was tane,

O gin a bljth man wad he be
j

For ancc i flew his iiiler's fon,

And on his brieft-bane brak a trie.

John wore a girdle abut his middle, 85

Imbroidred owre wi burning gold, *

Befpangled wi the fame mettle,

Maift be vvtiful was to beheld.

Ther hang nine targats at Johnie's hat,

And ilka ane worth thrie hundred pound : 90

What voants that knave that a kmgfuld have,

But thefvjord ofhonour and the crown.

whar got thou thefe targats Johttie,

That blinkfae hrawly abune thy brie !

1 gat t1 ti'i in the fild fechting, 95
Quher, cruel king,«thou duril not be.
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Had I my liorfe and my liarnefs gude,

And ryaing as I ^Yont to be,

it fuld have been tald this hundred zeir, 1 00

The melting of my king and me.

God be wl' tbee, Kirily, my brither,^

Lang live thou laird of Mangertoun •,

Lang mayfl thou dw^eli on the border fyde,

Or thou fe thy brither ryde up and doun : 105

And God be wi thee, Kirfty, my fon,

Quhair thou fits on thy nurfe's nee
j

But an thou live this hundred zeir.

Thy father's better thoult never be.

Farweil, my bonny Gilnockhall, 1 1 o

Quhair on Efk iide thou ftandefl: ftoiit :

Gif I had lieved but feven zeirs mair,

I wuld liaif gilt thee round about,

John murdred was at Carlingrigg,

And all his gallant companie
j I T j;

But Scotland's heart was neir fo wae,

To fee fae mony brave men die.

Becaufe they fav'd their country delr

Frae Inglifhm^en j nane were fae bald,

Quhyle Johnie liv'd on the border fyde, 120

Nane of them durfl cum neir his hald.
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ZOUNG WATERS.

About Zule, quhen the wind blew cule,

And the round tables began,

A' I ther is cum to our king's curt

Mony a well-favoured man.

The Quein lulkt owre the caftle wa, ^
Beheld baith dale and down,

And then (he faw zoung Waters

Cum ryding to the town.

His footmen they did rin before,

His horfemen rade behind,

Ane mantel of the burning gowd jr q

Did keip hira frae the wind.

Gowden graith'd his horfe before,

And filler (hod behind
j

The horfe zoung Waters rade upon jj
Was fleeter than the wind.

But then fpack a wylie lord,

Unto the queen faid he,

O tell me quha's the fairell face

Rides in the companie ? 20
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JVe feen iords, and I've feen lairds^

And knights cf high degree
;

Bot a fairer face than zoung Waters

Mine eyne did never fee.

Out then fpack the jealous king, 25

(And an angry man was he),

O if he had been twice as fair,

Zou might have excepted me.

ZouVe neither Liird nor lord, {he fays,

Eot the king that weirs the crown
j 30

"'i her is not a knight in fair Scotland,

Eut to thee rnaun bovf down

I'cr a' that fhe could do or fay,

Appeaf 'd he wadne be
j

But for the words that fhe had faid, 35
Zoung Water he maun die.

They hae taen zoung Waters, and

Put fetters on his feet
j

They hae taen zoung Waters, and

Thrown him in dungeon deep. 40'

Aft I hae ridden thru Stirling towne

In the wind bot and the weit,

Bot I neir rade thru Stirling towne

W'l fetters at my feit.

Aft I hae ridden thru Stirling towne 4J
In the wind bot and the rain.
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Bot I neir rade thru Stirling towne

Neir to return again.

They hae taen to the heiding hill

His zoung fon in his craddle. j;#

And they hae taen to the heiding hill

Hi^ horfe bot and his faddle.

'"i'hey hae taen to the heiding hill

His lady fair to fee.

And for the words the queen had fpoke, ^^

Zoung Waters he did die.

BONNY BARBARA ALLAN.

It was in and about the Martinmas time,

When the green leaves were a falling,

That Sir John Graeme in the weft countrie

Tell in love wi Barbara Allan.

He fent his man down thro' the town, 5
To the place where ftie was dwelling :

O haft and cum to my mafter dear,

Gin ye be Barbara Allan.

O hooly, hooly rofe ilie up,

To the place where he was lying, lO

€2
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And wlieii fine drew the curtin by

Young man, I think you're dying.

O its I'm fick, and very very lick,

And 'tis a' for Barbara Allan.

O the better for me ye's never be, i r

Tho' your heart's blood were a fpilling.

O dinna ye mind, young man, faid flie,

AVhen ye was in the tavern a drinking,

That ye made the healths gae round and round,

And flighted Barbara Allan ? 20

He turn'd his face into the wa',

And death was with him dealing,

Adieu, adieu, my dear friends a',

And be kind to Barbara Allan.

And (lowly, {lowly raife fhe up, 2$

And flowly, flowly left him 5

And fighing, faid, fhe cou'd not flay,

Since death of life had reft him.

She had nae gane a mile but twa,

When fhe heard the deid-bell ringing, 30

And ev'ry jow that the deid-bell geid,

It cry'd, Woe to Barbara Allan I

O mother, mother, rnak my bed,

O make it fall and narrow ',

Since my luve died for me to-day, 35
I'll die for him to-morrow.
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BONNY EARL OF MURRAY.

x E Highlands and ye Lawlands,

Oil ! where hae ye been ?

They hae flain the Earl of Murray,

And they hae laid him on the green I

They hae
J
&.c. e

Now wae be to thee, Huntly,

And wherefore did you fae ?

I bade you bring him wi' you,

But Torbade you him to flay.

I bade ^ &c. SO

He was a bra gallant,

And he ^id at the ring
j

And the bonny Earl of Murray,

Oh ! he might hae been a king,

yind the^ &c. jfj

He was a bra gallant,

And he play'd at the ba'

And the bonny Earl of Murray
Was the flower amang them a'

And the ^ &.c. 30
C3
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He was a bra gallant,

And lie play'd at the gluve :

And the bonny Earl of Murray,

Oh ! he was the queen's luve.

And tie, ^c, 25

Oh ! lang will his lady

Look o'er the caftle Down,

E'er fhe fee the Earl of Murray

Cum founding through the town.

. THE YOUNG LAIRD OF CCHILTRIE,

\J LISTEN, gude people, to my tale,

LKten to quhat I tell to thee.

The king has taiken a poor prifoner,

The wanton laird of Ochiltrie.

Quhen news came to our guidly queen^ 5

She ficht, and faid right mournfuUie,

O quhat will cum of lady Margaret,

Quha beirs fic luve to Ochiltrie ?

Lady Margaret tore hir yallow hair,

{>!.ihen as the queen told hir the faim : 10

T iv;, tl/'-.t I h.-^id, ntir bin born,

Nor neir had known Ochiltiit-s nalm.
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Fie na, quotli tlie queen, that maunna be,

Fie na, tliat maunna be
j

I'll fynd ze out a better way i 5

To iaif the lyfe cf Ocliiltrie.

Tlie queen fclie trlppet up the Hair,

And lowly kneilt upon hir knie :

The firil boon quhich I cum to craive

Is the life of gentle Ochiltrie. 20

O if you had aiked me caflels and towirs,

I wad hae gin thaim twa or thiie :

Bot a' the monie in fair Scotland

Winna buy the lyfe of Ochiltrie.

The queen fche trippet down the ftair, " 25.

And down fche gaed richt mournfullie^

It's a' the monie in fair Scotland

Winna buy the lyfe of Ochiltrie.

Lady Margaret tore her yallow hair,

Quhen as the queen tald hir the faim
3 30

I'll tack a knife and end my lyfe,

And be in the grave as foon as him.

Ah ! na, fie ! na, quoth the queen,

Fie ! na^ fie ! na, this maunna be
;

I''ll let ze on a better way 2 c

To loofe and fet Ochiltrie frie.

The queen (lie ilippet up the flair,

And fche gaid up richt privatly,

C4



$6 SCOTS SONGS,

And fche has ftoun the prifon-keys,

And gane and fet Ochiltrie frie. 40

And fches gien him a purfe of gowd,

And another of whyt monj^
Sches gien him twa piftoles by's fide,

Saying to him, fhute quhen ze win frie.

And quhen he cam to the queen's window, 45
Quhaten a joyfou fhute gae he !

Peace be to our royal queen,

And peace be in her companie !

O quhaten a voice is that ? quoth the king,

Quhaten a voice is that ? quoth he, jo
Quhaten a voice is that ? quoth the king

5

I think its the voyce of Ochiltrie.

Call to me a' my gaolours,

Call thaim by thirtie and by thrie
5

Quhalrfor the morn at twelve a clock C^

Its hangit fchall they ilk ane be.

O didna ze fend zour keyis to us ?

Ze fent thaim be thirtie and be thrie,

And wi them fent a ftrait command.

To fet at large zoung Ochiltrie. 60

Ah I na, iie ! na, quoth the queen,

Fie, my dear luve ! this maunna be :

And iff ye're gawn to hang thaim a',

Indeed ze maun begin wi me.
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The tane was fcliippit at the pier of Lieth, 6$

The ither at the Queensferrie
j

And now the lady has gotten hir luve.

The winfom laird of Ochiltrie.

LORD THOMAS AND FAIR ANNET.

XjOrd Thomas and fair Annet

Sat a' day on a hill
j

"Whan niclit was cum, and fun was fett,

They had not talkt their fill.

Lord Thomas fald a word in jeft, ef

Fair Annet took it ill
5

A* ! I wuU never wed a wyfe

Againft my ain friends wulL

GIf ye wuU never wed a wife,

A wife wuU neir wed yee. 10
Sae he is hame to tell his mither,

And knelt upon his knee :

O rede, O rede, mither, he faysj

A gude rede gie to mee :

O fall I tak the nut-browne bride,

Aiad let fair Annet bee ?

cs-
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The nut-browne bride lias gowd and gear,

Fair Annet, file's gat nane
j

And the little bewtie fair Aiinet haes,
j

O it wuU foon be gane ! 20

And he has till his brither gane :

Now, brither, rede ye mee
j

A' ! fall I marrie the nut browne bride,

And let fair Annet bee ?

The nut-browne bride has oxen, brither, 25.

The nut-browne bride has kye
y

I wad hae ye marrie the nut-browne bride^

And caft fair Annet bye.

Her oxen may die i' the houfe, Billie,

And her kye into the byre
j 30

And I fall hae naething to myfeil

Bot a fat fadge by the fyre.

And he has till his filter gane :

Now, lifter, rede ye me :

O fall I marrie the nut-browne bride, ^^
And fet fair Annet free ?

Ife rede ye take fair Annet, Thomas,

And let the brown bride alane
;

Left ye fould figh, and fay, alace

!

What is this we brought hame ?' 4a

No, I wull tak my mither's counfel,

And marrie me owt o' hand
j
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And I will tak the nut browne bride
^

Fair Annet may leive the land.

Up then rofe fair Annet's father 45
Twa hours or it wer day,

And he is gane into the bower

Wherein fair Annet lay.

Rife up, rife up, fair Annet, he fays,

Put on your filken iheene
j 53

Let us gae to St. Marie's kirke,

And fee that rich wedden.

My maides, gae to my drefting-roome.

And drefs to me my hair
j

\Vhair-eir yee laid a plait before, 5j
See yee lay ten times mair.

My maides, gae to my dreffing-roome,

And drefs to me my fmoke
j

The one half is o' the holiand fine,

The other o' needle-work. 60

The horfe fair Annet rade upon,

He amblit like the wind,

Wi' filler he was fliod before,

Wi' burning gowd behind.

Four and twenty filler bells 6^
Wer a tied till his mane,

C6
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Wi' yae tift o' the norland windy

They tinkled ane by ane.

Four and twenty gay gude knichts"

Rade l>y fair Annet's fide, 70
And four and twenty fair ladies,

As gin flie had been a bride.

And when fhe cam to Marie's kirke,

She fat on Marie's ftean
j

The cXeadmg that fair Annet had on, ^5
It Ikinkled in their een.

And whan (he cam into the kirke,

• She Ikimmer'd like the fun
5

The belt that was about her waifl

Was a' wi' pearles bedone. So

She fat her by the nut brown bride,

And hir een they w^er fae clear,

iiOrd Thomas he clean forgat the bridej

"When fair Annet drew near..

Jle had a rofe into his hand, S5.

He gae it kilTes three,

And reaching by the nut-brown bridCj,

Laid it on fair Annet's knee.

Up then fpak the nut-browne bride,

She fpak wi' meikle fpite
5 ^0
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And wlialr gat ye that rofe-water

That does mak yee fae white ?

O I did get the rofe water

Whair ye will neir get nane
^

For I did get that very rofe-water ^^5

Into my mither's wame.

The bride fhe drew a long bodkin

Frae out her gay head-gear,

And ftrake fair Annet unto the heart,

That word fpak nevir mair. lOO

Lord Thomas faw fair Annet wex pale,

And marvelit what mote be
;

Bot whan he faw her dear heart's bludc,

A' wood-wroth wexed hee.

He drew hi^ dagger that was fae fharp, 205

Tliat was fae iharp and meet,

And drave it into the nut-browne bride,

That fell deid at his feit.

Now flay for me, dear Annet, he faid,

Now ftay, ray dear, he cry'd *, HO
Then ftrake the dagger untill his heart

And fell deid by hir fide.

Lord Thomas was buryd without kirk-wa^,

Fair Annet within the q^uiere
j
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And o' tlie tane tliair grew a birk, iij

The other a bonny briere.

And ay they grew, and ay they threw,

As they wad fain be neare
^

And by this ye may ken right weil,

They wer twa luvers deare. i 2Q

SIR PATRICK S PENCE.

XHE King fits in Dumfermling toune,

Drinking the blude-reid wine :

O quhar wull I get a guid failor^

To fail this fchip of mine ?

¥p and fpak an eldern knicht, 5

•Sat at the king'^s richt kne

:

Sir Patrick Spence is the beft failor,

That fails upon the fe.

The king has written a braid letter,

And lign'd it wi' his hand
j

lO

And fent it to Sir Patrick Spence,

Was walking on the fand.

The firft line that Sir Patrick red;^^^

A loud lauch lauched he :
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The next line tliat Sir Patrick red^ 15

The teir blinded his ee,

O quha is this has don this deid,

This ill deid don to me ',

To fend me out this time o' the zeir,

To fail upon the fe ? 2®

Mak halle, mak hafte, my mirry men all,

Our guid fchip fails the morne.

O fay na fae, my mailer deir,

For I feir a deadlie ftorme.

Late late yeilreen I faw the new moone 25

Wi' the auld moone in her arme y

And I feir, I feir, my deir mailer,

That we will cum to harme.

O our Scots nobles wer richt laith

To weet their cork-heild Ihoone
j 30

Bot lang or a' the play were play''d

They wat thair heads aboone.

O lang, lang, may thair ladies lit

Wi' thair fans into thair hand,

Or eir they fe Sir Patrick Spence ^^
Cum failing to the land.

O lang, lang, may thair ladies ftand

Wi' thair gold kerns in their hair.
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Waiting for tliair ain deir lordes,

For they'll fe thame nae mair,

Haff owre, liaff owre to Aberdour.

It's fiftie fadorn deip :

And tliair lies guid Sir Patrick Spence.

\Vi' the Scots lordes at his feit.

SIR JAMES THE ROSE.

Of all the Scottlfh northern chiefs

Of his high warlike name,

The braveil was Sir James the Rofe,

A knicht of meikle fame.

His growth was as the tufted fir, 5
That crowns the mountain's brow

;

And waving o'er his ihoulders broad,

His locks of yallow flew.

The chieftian of the brave clan Rofs,

A firm undaunted band
J lo

J'ive hundred warriors drew the fword,

Beneath his high command.

la bloody fecht thrice had he flood,

Agaiaft the Englilh keen ^
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65

E'er two and twenty op'ning fprlngs 15

This blooming youth had feen.

The fair Matilda dear he lov'd,

A maid of beauty rare
j

Even Maxg'ret on the Scottiih throne,

Was nevir half fo fair. 20

Lang had he woo'd, lang fhe refus'd,

Wi feeming fcorn and pride ; .

Yet aft her eyes confefs'd the love,

Her fearful words deny'd.

At laft fhe blefs'd his well-try'd faith, 25

Allow'd his tender claim :

She vow'd to him her virgin heart,

And own'd an equal flame.

Her father, Buchan's cruel lord,

Their paffion difapprovM, 30
And bade her wed Sir John the Graeme,

And leave the youth flie lov'd.

Ae night they met, as they were wont,

Deep in a fnady wood,

Where on a bank, belide the burn, ^^
A blooming faugh-tree Hood.

Conceal'd among the under-wood,

The crafty Donald lay,
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The brotHer of Sir Jolm the Graeme,

To hear what they would fay. 4*

Wlien thus the maid began •, My fire

Your paflion difapproves,

And bids me wed Sir John the Grseme :

to here mull end our loves.

My father's will mufl be obey'd, 45
Nought boots me to withftand :

Some fairer maid in beauty's bloom

Mull blefs thee wi her hand.

Matilda foon Ihall be forgot,

And from thy mind defac'd : 5«

But may that happinefs be thine

Which I can never tafte.

Wliat do I hear ? Is this thy vow ?

Sir James the Rofe reply'd }

And will Matilda wed the Gr^me, 55

"Though fworn to be my bride ?

His fword lliall fooner pierce my hear

Than reave me of thy charms.

Then clafp'd her to his beating breall.

Fail lock'd into his arms. 60

I fpake to try thy love, Hie faid
;

Til ne'er wed man but thee
;,
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My grave fliall be my bridal bed,

E''er Graeme my huiband be.

Take then, dear youtb, this faithful kifs, 65

In witnefs of my troth
j

And every plague become my lot

That day I break my oath

!

They parted thus :
'. the fun was fet

:

Up hafty Donald flies •, ^o

And, turn thee, turn thee, beardlefs youth
j

He loud iniulting cries.

Soon turn'd about the fearlefs chief,

And foon his fword he drew
j

For Donald's blade before his breaft, 75

Had piercM his tartans through.

' This for my brother's flighted love
j

" His wrongs lit on my arm."

Three paces back, the youth retir'd;,

And favM himfelf frae harm. So

Returning rwlit, his hand he rear'd

Frae Dc:.ald's head above.

And thro :i2e brain and crafhing bones,

His fha : :cg'd weapon drove.

He ilagg\ '

. reel'd ; then tumbled dovva 8^
A luirp of breathlefs clay :
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So fall my foes, quo' valiant Rofe,

And ftately llrode away. /

Thro' the Green-wood he quickly hy'd

Unto Lord Buchan's hall
j 90

And at Matilda's window flood,

And thus began to call ;

Art thou afleep, Matilda deai i*

Awake, my love, awake :

Thy lucklefs lover on thee calls,
pj;

A long farewell to take. .

For I have flain fierce Donald Graeme
j

His blood is on my fword :

And diftant are my faithful men,

Nor can affill their Lord. JOO

To Sky I'll now dire6: my way,

Where my twa brothers bide.

And raife the valiant of the Illes

To combat on my fide.

O do not fo, the maid replies
j

1 05
With me till morning flay :

For dark and dreary is the night,

And dangerous the way.

All night I'll watch you in the park
j

My faithful page I'll fend, II®

To run and raife the Rofe's clan,

Their mafter to defend.
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Beneath a bufli lie laid I'lim down,

And wrapp'd him in his plaid,

While trembling lor her lover's fate ii^

At dillance flood the maid.

Swift ran the page o'er hill and dale.

Till in a lowly glen

He met the furious Sir John Graeme

With twenty oi. ^ns men. 120

Where go'!! thou, little page ? he faid,

So late who did thee fend ?

I go to raife the Rofe's clan.

Their mafter to defend :

For he hatn llain fierce Donald Graeme ', 125
His Mood is on his fword

j

And far, far diftant are his men,

That Ihould affift their lord.

And has he flain my brother dear ? '^^

The furious Graeme replies. iqo

Dilhonour blafi; my name, but he

By me e'er morning dies I

Tell me where is Sir James the Rofe ?

I will thee well reward.

He ileeps into Lord Buchan's park
5 13 J

Matilda is-his guard.

They fpurr'd their fleeds in furious moodj

And fcour'd along the lee i
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They reach'd Lord Buchan's lofty tow'rs

By dawning of the day. i/^t

Matilda flood without the gate
5

To whom thus Graeme did fay,

Saw you Sir James the Rofe la ft night ?

Or did he pafs this way ?

Laft day at noon, Matilda faid, 14^

Sir James the Rofe pafs'd by

:

He furious prick'd his fweaty fteed,

And onwards faft did hye

:

By this he is at Edinburgh

If horfe and man hold good.— 1 ijs

Your page then lied, who faid he was

Now lleeping in the wood.

She wrung her hands, and tore her hair,

Brave Rofe thou art betray'd,

And ruin'd by thofe means, fne cry'd, 1 ^
:;

From whence I hop'd thine aid.

By this the valiant knight awak'd,

The virgin's ftirieks he heard
;

And up he rofe, and drew his fword,

When the fierce band appear'd. 160

Your fword laH night my brother flew
j

His blood yet dims its iliine :

And e'er the letting of the fun

Your blood ihall reek on mine.
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You word it well, the cliief reply'd, 1 6^

But deeds approve the man :

Set by your men, and hand to hand

We'll try what valour can.

Oft boafting hides a coward heart
j

My weighty fword you fear, I/O

Which fhone in front in Flowden- field,

When you kept in the rear.

With dauntlefs Hep he forward flrode,

And dar'd him to the fight :

Then Graeme gave back, and fear'd his arm, 175

For well he knew its might.

Four of his men, the braveft four,

Sunk down beneath his fword :

But ilill he fcorn'd the poor revenge,

And fought their haughty lord. 180

Behind him bafely came the Graeme,

, And v/ounded liim in the fide ;

Out fpouting came the purple tide,

And all his tartans dy'd.

But yet his fword not quat the grip, 185

Nor dropt he to the ground,

Till thro' his en'my's heart his fleel

Had forc'd a mortal wound.

Graeme, like a tree with wind c'erthrown

Fell breathlefs on the clay
j 19
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And down belide him funk the Rofe,

And faint and dying lay.

The fad Matilda faw him fall:

O fpare his life ! flie cry'd
j

Lord Buchan's daughter begs his life
5 ip c

Let her not be denied.

Her well-known voice the hero heard
j

He raisM his death-clos'd eyes,

And fix'd them on the weeping maid.

And weakly thus replies : 2CO

In vain Matilda begs the life

By death's arreit denied :

My race is run—adieu, my love-

Then clos'd his eyes, and died.

The fword yet warm from his left fide 205

With frantic hand ilie drew :

I come, Sir James the Rofe, Ihe cry'd,

I come to follow you !

She lean'd the hilt againft the ground.

And bar'd her fnowy breafl
j

210

Then fell upon her lover's face,

And funk to endlefs refl.
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THE BATTLE OF HARLAW.

r RAE Dunidier as I cam tliroucli,

Doun by the hill of Banocliie,

Alangft the lands of Carioch '

Grit pitie was to heir and fe

The noys and dulefum hermonie, ^

Tbat ev'ir that drelry day did daw,

Cryand the Corynoch on hie,

Alas i alas ! for the Harlaw.

I marvlit quliat the matter melnt,

All folks war in a fiery fairy : lo

I wift not quha was fae or friend
j

Zit quietly I did me carrie.

But fen the days of auld king Hairie,

Sic (laughter was not herde nor fene,

And thair I had nae tyme to tairy, 15

For biilhiefs in Aberdene.

Thus as I walkit on the way,

To Inverury as I went,

I met a man, and bad him Hay,

Requeifling him to make me quaint, 2i)

Vol. I, J)
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, Of tlie beginning and the event,

That happenit thair at the Harlaw
^

Then he entreited me tak tent.

And he the truth fould to me fchaw.

Grit Donald of the Yles did claim * 25

Unto the lands of Rofs fome richt,

And to the Governor he came,

Thaim for to haif gif that he micht
j

Quha faw his intereil was but flicht
j

And thairfore anfwerit wi difdain
; 30

He haitit hame baith day and nicht,

And fent nae bodward back again.

But Donald richt impatient

Of that anfwer Duke Robert gaif,

He vowed to God omnipotent, 35
All the haill lands of Rofs to haif,

Or ells be graithed in his graif.

Pie wald not quat his richt for nocht,

Nor be abuiit lyh a flaif,

That bargain fould be deirly bocht. 40

Then haiftylie he did command,

That all his weir-men (liould convene,

Ilk ane w^ell harnifit frae hand,

To melt and heir quhat he did mein
5

He waxit wrath and vowit tein, 45
Sweirand he wald furpryfe the North,

Subdew the burgh of Aberdene,

Mearns, Angus, and all Fyfe to Forth,
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Thus with tlie weir-men of the Yles,

Quha war ay at his bidding bown, 50

Wi money maid, wi fors and wyls,

Richt far and neir, baith up and doun,

Throw mount and niuir, frae town to town,

Alangil the lands cf Rofs he roars,

And all obey'd at his bandown, 55
Evin frae the North to Suthren llioars,

Then all the countrie men did zield
j

For nae reliilans durfl: they mak,

Nor offer battil in the feild,

Be fors of arms to beir him bak
j 60

Syne they refolvit all and fpak,

That bell it was for thair behoif,

They fould him for thair chiftain tak,

Believing well he did them luve.

Then he a proclamation maid 65

All men to meet at Invernefs,

Throw Murray land to mak a raid,

Frae Arthurfyre unto Speynefs.

And furthermair, he fent exprefs,

To fchaw his colours andenfenzie, 70
To all and findry, mair and lefs,

Throchout the bounds of Byne and Enzie.

And then throw fair Strathbogie land,

His purpofe was for to purfew,

And quhafoevir durfl gainftand, 7^
That race they iliould full fairly rew.

D2
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Then he bade a' his men be trew^

A.nd him defend by fors and flicht,

And promift them rewardis anew,

And mak them men of meikle micht. 8ci

Vv^itlioiit refiilans, as he fald,

T'hrow all thefe parts he ftoutly pafi:,

l^hair fum .war wae, and fum war glaid.

But Garioch was all agaft.

Throw all thefe feilds he fped him faft
j S^

For iic a ficht was never fene
;

And then, forfuith, he lano-'d at lafl:

'i'u (zc the brucll of Aberdene.

To hinder this pro\^;d enterprife,

The ftont and michty Erie of P.Iarr pa

With all his men in arms did ryfe,

Even frae Curgarf to Craigyvar,

And down the fyde of Don riclit far,

Angus and Mearns did all convene

To fecht, or Donald came fae nar p"j

I'he royal bruch of Aberdene.

And thus the martial Erie of Mar,

Marcht v^^Ith his men in richt array,

Befoir the enemie was aw an*,

His banner bauldly did difplay. ioq

For well enewch they kend the way,

And all their ferablance weil they faw^

Without all dangir, or delay,

Cum haillily to the Harlaw.
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With him the braif Loid Ogilvy, 10$

Of Angus flieriff pnnclpall,

The conftabill of gnde Dunde,

The vanguard led before them all.

Suppofe in number they war fmall,

Thay firfl richt bauldlie did perfew, I lO

And maid thair faes before them fall,

Quha then that race did fairly rew.

And then the worthy Lord Salton,

The ftrong undoubted laird of Drum, 115

The ftalwart laird of Lauriftone,

With ilk thair forces all and fum :

Panmuir with all his men did cum
5

The provoil; of braif Aberdene,

Wi trumpets: and wi tuicke of drum, 12©

Came fchortly in thair armour fchene.

Thefe with the Erie of Marr came on,

In the reir-ward richt orderlie,

Thair enemies to fet upon
j

In awful manner hardily, 125

Togither vowit to live and die,

Since they had marchit mony mylis

For to fupprefs the tyrannic

Of doubted Donald of the Yles.

But he in number ten to ane,
1 2®

Richt fubtilie alang did ryde,

With Malcomtofch and fell Maclean,

W'ith all thair pov/er at thair fyde,

» 3
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Prefumeand on thair ilrengtli and pryde,

Without all feir or ony aw, 135
Richt bauldlie battil did abyde,

Hard by the town of fair Harlaw.

The armies met, the trumpet founds.

The dandring drums aloud did tuik,

Baith armies byding on the bounds,

Till ane of them the feild fuid biuik. 140

Nae help w^as thairfor, nane wald jouk,

Fers was the fecht on ilka fyde,

And on the ground lay mony a bouk

Of them that thair did battill byd.

With doutfum viftorie they dealt, 145
The bluidy battill laflit lang,

Each man his nibours fors thair felt
j

The weakeil aft times gat the wrang :

Thair was nae mov^is thair them amang,

Naithing was hard but heavy knocks, 130

That Echo maid a dulefull fang,

Thairto refounding frae the rocks.

But Donald's men at laft gaif back 3

For they wer all out of array.

The Erie of Marr's rnen throw them brak, i ^5

Purfewing fliarply in thair way,

Thair enemys to tak or (lay,

Be dynt of fors to gar them yield',

Quha w^ar richt blyth to win away,

And fae for feirdnefs tint the fidd, 160
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Then Donald fled, and that full fail,

To mountains hich for all his niicht
j

For he and his war all agafl, ,

And ran till thej v;ar out of ficht
\

And fae cf Rofs he loft his richt, 165

Thocht mony men with him he brocht

Towards the Yles fled day and nicht,

And ail he w^an was dearly bocht.

This is (quod he) the richt report

Of all that I did hear and knaw, 170

Thocht my difcourfe be fumthing fcliort,

Tak this to be a right futhe faw
\

Contrairie God and the king's law,

Thair was fpilt meikle Chriftian blude,

Into the battil of Harlaw : 1 75
This is the fum , fae I conclude.

But zit a bonny quhyle abyde,

And I fall mak thee clearly ken

Quhat flauchter was on ilka fyde,

Of Lowland and of Highland men, 1 80

Quha for thair awin half evir been :

Thefe lazie lowns micht weil be fpair'd,

Cheffit lyke deirs into their dens,

And gat thair v/ages for reward.

Malcomtoui of the clan held chclt"

Maclean with his grit haughty heid,

With all thair fuccour and relief,

War dulefuUy dung to the deid :

D 4
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And now we are freid o£ tliair feld,

They will not lang to come agen •, 190
Thoufands with thern without remeid,

On Donald's fyde that day war llain.

And on the other fyde war loft,

Into the feild that difmal day,

Chief men of w^orth (of meikle eoft) 195

To be lamentit fair for ay

:

The Lord Salton of Rothemay,

A man of micht and meikle main
j

Grit dolour was for his decay,

That fae unhappylie was flain. 20©

Of the beft men amang them was,

The gracious gude Lord Ogilvy,

The fheriff-principall of Angus
j

Renownit for truth and equitie,

For faith and magnanimitie
^ 205

He had few fallows in the feild,

Zet fell by fatal deftinie,

For he nae ways wad grant to zield.

Sir James Scrimgeor of Duddap, knicht,

Grit conftabill of fair Dunde, 2i©

Unto the duleful deith was diclit
j

The king's chief bannerman was he,

A valziant man of chevalrie,

Quhais predeceiTors wan the place

At Spey, wi gude King William frie, 215

Gainft Murray and Macduncan's r?xe.
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Gude Sir Alexander Irving,

The mucli renownit laird of Drum,

Nane in his days was better fene,

Quhen they war femblet all and fum 5 2 2S

To praife him we fould not be dum,

For valour, witt, and worthynefsr,

To end his days he ther did cum,

Q ihois ranfom is remeidylefs.

And thair the knight of Lauriilon 225^

Was flain into his armour fchencj

And gude Sir Robert Davidfon,

Quha provoft was of Aberdene,

The knicht of Panmure, as was fene,

A mortal man in armour bricht, 235

Sir Thomas Murray flout and kene,

Left to the warld their laft gude nicht,

Thair was not fen king Kenneth's days

Sic ftrange inteftine crewel flryfe

In Scotland fene, as ilk man fays, 235
Quhair mony liklle loft thair lyfe

j

Quhilk maid divorce tv\rene man and wyfe.

And mony children fatherlefs,

Quhilk In this realme has been full ryfe :

Lord help thefe lands, our wrangs redrefs ! 249

In July, on Saint James his even,

That four and twenty difmal day,

Tvirelve hundred, ten fcore and eleven

Of zeirs fen Chryft, the futhe to fay
5

D S
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Men will remember as they may, 245
Qubeii tlius tlie veritie they knaw,

And mony a ane may mourn for ay.

The brim, battil of the Harla\¥» 248^

BINNORIE.

To preferve the tone as ivell as thefenfe ofthis ^aif-

lady the burden f,dOuld be repeated through the

whole, though it is here omitted for thefake of

'

concifenefs,

JL HERE were twa fillers liv'd in a bouir
j

'Einnorie, O binnorie •

Their father was a baron of pouir,

By the bonny mildams of Binnorie.

The youngeft was meek, and fair as the May, 5,

Whan fhe fprings in the eaiV wi the gowden day X

The eldefl auttern as the winter cauld,

Ferce was her faul, and her feiming was bald.

A gallant fquire cam fweet Ifabel to wooe
j

Her lifter had naething to luve I true
j i®

But fillM was the wi dolour and ire,

To fee that to her the comelie fquire.

Preferr'd the debonair Ifabef:

Their hevin of luve of fpyte was her hell.

Till ae eln Ihe to her lifter can fay, i^^

^ Swdt fifterj cum let us wauk and play."
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Tliey waaked up, and they wauked dowiij

Sweit fang the birdis in the vallle loun

!

Whan they came to the roarmg lin,

She drave- unwitting I label in. 3®

" O filter I filter ! tak my hand,

" And ye fall hae my Hlver fan ;

" O lifter ! lifter ! tak my middle,

'' And ye fall hae my gowden girdleo"

Sumtimes fiie fank, furatimes ftie fwam, 25,

Till flie cam to the miller's dam :

The miller's dochter was out that eiii

And faw her rowing down the ftreim.

" O father deir ! in your mill dam
'' There is either a lady or a milk white fwan !"

Twa days were gane whan to her deir

Her wraith at deid of nicht cold appeir

:

^' My luve, ray deir, how can ye fleip,

" VvHian your Ifabel lyes in the deip ?

" My deir, how can you fleip hot pain, ^^,

" Whan fhe by her cruel lifter is flain ?"

Up raife he fune in frichtfu made,

" Bulk ye, my meiny, and feik the fludeJ'

They focht her up and they focht her doun,

And fpy'd at laft her glifterin gown : 40
They rais'd her wi richt meikle care

j

Pale was her cheik, and greia was her hair !

^' Gae, faddle to me my fwifteft fteid,

" Her fere, by my fae, for her death fall bleid."

A page cam rinning out owr the lie, 45
''' O iieavie tiding I bring ! quoth he

D 6
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'^ My luvely lady is far awa gane,
'' We weit the fairy liae her tane

,

" Her filler gaed wood v;i dule and rage,

" Nocht cold we do her mind to fuage. 50
" O Ifabel ! my filler !" fhe wold cry,

" For thee v/ill I weip, for thee will I die I"

" Till late yeflreene in an elric hour
*' She lap frae aft the hichell touir."

"^' Now lleip fhe in peace !" quoth the gallant

fquire,

" Her dethe was the maiil that I cold require 56
" But I'll main for thee my Ifabel deir,

" Binnorie, O Binnorie I

^' Full mony a dreiry day, hot weir,

" By the bonny mildams of Binnorie." 60

THE DEATH OF MENTEITH.

Ohrilly fhriek'd the raging wind,

And rudely blew the blall
j

Wi awfum blink, throuch the dark ha.

The fpeidy lichtning paft.

" O hear ye nae, frae raid the lochj

" Arife a deldly grane ?

*' Sae ever does the fpirit warn,

" Whan we fum dethe maun mane.
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'• I feir, I feir me, gade Sir John,

" Ye are nae I^fe wi me : its

^'- What wae wald fill my heart gin ye
*^' Sold in my caftle diel"

" Ye neld nae feir, my leman deir,

" I'm ay fafe when wi thee
j

" And gin I maun nae wi thee live, 15
" I here w^ad wilh to die."

His man cam rinning to the ha

Wi wallow cheik belyve :

" Sir John Menteith, your faes are neir,

" And ye maun flie or ftrive. 20

" What count fyne leads the cruel knight ?''•

" Thrie fpeirmen to your ane

:

" I red ye fiie, my mafter deir,

" Wi fpeid, or ye'll be ilain."

" Tak ye this gown, my deir Sir John, 25
" To hyde your fhynlng mail

:

" A boat waits at the hinder port

" Owr the braid loch to fail."

" O whattea a piteous fliriek was yon

" That fough'd upo' my cir ?" 30
" Nae piteous Ihriek I trow, ladle,

" Bot the rough blaft, ye heir."

They focht the caftle, till the morn,

Whan they were bown to gae,
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They faw the boat turn'd on the loch,

Sir John's corfe on the brae. 36

FLODDEN FIELD.

Jl ROM Spey to the border was peace' and good

order,

The fway of our monarch was mild as the May,

Peace be adored, whilk Soudrons abhorred.

Our marches they plunder, our wardens they^flay.

'Gainil: Louis our ally their Henry did fally, 5,

Tho' James but in vain did his herauld advance,

Renouncing alliance, and denouncing defiance

To Soudrons, if langer abiding iii France.

Many were the omens our ruin was coming.

E'er the flower of our nation was call'd to array

:

Our king at devotion St. Andrew did caution, 1

1

And figh'd as with forrow he to him did fay,

Sir, in this expedition you muft have ambition
5

From the company of all women you fhou'd keep

away.

When the fpe6lre this declar'd, it quickly difap-

pear'dj 15-

But where it retired no man could efpy
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The f-low'rs of tlie nation were call'd on their

ftation,

Wi valiant inclination their banner to difclay ^

To Burrow Muir reforting, their right for fap-

porting, ^

And there rendevouzing, encamped did lay. 20

But another bad omen, that vengeance was com-

At midnight, in Edinburgh, a voice loud did crjj

As heraulds, in their ilation, ^j^i loud procla-

mation,

Did name all our barons in England to die.

Thefe words the demon fpoke, at the throne o£

Plotcock, '

25

It charged their appearing, appointing the day.

The provoft, in its hearing, the fummons greatly

fearing,

Appeal'd to his Maker, the fame did deny.

At this was many griev'd, as many difbeliev'd
^

But forward they marched to the dellinyj 30
From thence to the border they march'd in good

order ,

The Merfe men and Forefl theyjoin'd the array.

England's invafion, it was their perfuafion,

To make refiiitution for their cruelty.

But O fatal Flodoun I there came the wo down
5

And our royal nation was brought to decay. ^6'
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After fpoiling and burning, raany hameward re-

turning,

With our king ftill the nobles and vaffals abide.

To Surry's proud vaunting he anfwersbut daunting;

The king would await him whatever betide. 40

The Engliih advanced to where they were franc ed j

Half entrenched by nature, the field it fo lay
j

To fight the Englifh fearing, and fham'd their

retiring

:

But alas ! unperceived was their fubtilty.

Our Highland battalion, fo forward and valiant 45
They broke from their ranks, and they ruih'd on

to flay :

With hacking and fiafhing, and broad fwords a-

daihing.

Thro' the front of the Engliih they cut a full way.

But alas to their ruin 1 an ambufh purfuing,

They were furrounded with numbers too high : 5®

The Merfe men and Foreft, they fuffer'd the foreft,

Upon the left wing was inclofed the fame way.

Our men into parties, the battle in three quarters,

Upon our main body the markfmen did play :

The fpearmen were furrounded, and all v/as con-

founded
} ^^

The fatal devaftation of that woiul day !

Our nobles all enfnared^our king he was not fparedj

For of that fate he (hared, and v/ould not run away;
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The whole were Intercepted, that very few efcaped

The fatal conflagration of that woful day. 60

This fet the whole nation into grief and vexation:

The widows did weep, and the maidens did fay,

Wliy tarries my lover ? the battle's furely over :

Is there none left to tell us the fates of the day ?

I've heard a lilting at our ewes milking, 6^

Laffes a-lilting afore the break of day :

But now there's a moaning on ilka green loaning.

Since our bra foreilers are a' wed away.

At buchts i' the morning nae blyth lads arc

feorning :

The laffes are lonely, dowie, and wae : 70

Nae daffin, nae gabbin, but fighing and fabbing,

Ilk ane lifts her leglen, and hies her away.

At e'en in the glomin nae fwankeys are roaming,

Mang ftacks wi' the lalies at bogle to play
j

But ilk ane fits dreary, lamenting her deary, 75

The flowers of the foreft that are wed away.

In herft at the fliearing nae younkers are jeering
;

The banilers are lyart, runkled, and gray.

At fairs nor at preaching, nae wooing, nae fleecli-

ing,

Since our bra Forefters are a' wed away. 80

O dool for the order fent our lads to the border !

The Engliili for anes by guile got the day i
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The flowers of the foreft that ay (hone the fore-

moft,

The prime of our land, lyes cauld in the clay.

We'll hear nae mair lilting at our ewes milking :

The women and bairns are dowie and wae, ^ 86

Sighing and moaning on ilka green loaning,

Since our bra Foreiters are a' weda way.

I've feen the fmiling of fortune beguiling
j

I've felt all her favours, and found her decay. 90-

Sweet is her blefling, and kind her carreffing ^

But now it is fled, it is fled far away.

I've feen the forefl adorned the foremofl:

With flowers of the fairefl: both pleafant and gay :

Sae bonny was their blooming, their fcent the

air perfuming
j 9.5

But now they are withered, and all gone away.

I've feen the morning with gold the hills adorn-

ing.

And loud tempefl: llorming before mid-day

:

I have feen Tweed's filver ftreams fliining i' the

funny beams.

Grow drumly and dark as it roll'd on the v/ay. 100

O fickle fortune ! why this cruel fpcrting ?

Why thus perplexing poor fons of a day ?

Thy frowns cannot fear me, nor fmiles cannot

cheer me,

Since the flovv'ers of the forell are a.' wed away.
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THE BATTLE OF REID-SQIJAIR.

On July feventh, the futlie to fay,

At the Reid-Squair the try11 was fet*

Our wardens they affixt the day,

And as they promift, fae they met

:

Allace ! that day I'll neir, forget, li*

Was fure fae feir'd, and then fae fain,

They cam thair julHce for to get,

Will nevir grein to cum again.

Carmichael was our warden then ;

He cauHt the countrey to convene, IQ

And the laird Watt, that worthy man,

Erocht in his furname, weil be fene :

The Armilrangs that ay half bene

A hardy houfe, but not a hail
j

The Elliot's lionours to mentain, I_j

Brought in the laif of Liddifdale.

Then Tv/idail came to with fpeid,

The ScheriiT brccht the Douglas dor.n,

With Cranllane, Glodfcane, gude at neid,

B?ith RtY^ls-water and Hawick town. 20
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Beangeddert bauldly maid him boun,

Wich ail the Trumbles ftrang and ftout
5

The Ruthirfuirds, with grit renoun,

Convoyit the town of Jedbruch out.

With other clanns I can nocht tell, 25
Becaufe our wairning was nocht wyde,

Be this our folk hes tane the fell,

And plantit pallions thair to byde :

We lukit down the uther fyde,

And faw cum brielling owr the brae, 30
And Sir George Foiter was thair gydc,

With fyftene hundri'd men and mae.

It greivt him fair that day I trow,

With Sir John Hinrome of Schipfydehoufe,

Becaufe we were not men enow, 35

He counted us not worth a foufe
j

Sir George was gentil, meik, and doufe,

^ut he was hail and het as fyre :

But zet for all his cracking croufe

He rew'd the raid of the Reid Squyre. 40

To dell wi proud men is but pain,

For ether ze maun fecht or tlie,

Or els nae anfwer mack again,

But play the beift, and let him be.

It was nae wondir tho' he was hie, 45

Had Tyndall, Redfdaile at his hand,

With Cuckfdaile, Gladfdaile on the lie,

And Hebfiime and Northumberlaiid.
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Zit was our melting meik enougli,

Begun wi mirrinefs and mov/s, 5®

And at the brae abune the hcugh

The clerk fat doun to call the rows,

And fura for ky and fum for ewis,

Callit in of Dandrie Hob and Jock,

I faw cum merching owre the knows, ^^
Fyve hundred Fennicks in a flock.

Wi jack and fpeir, and bowis all bent,

And warlike weapons at their will
j

Howbeit they wer not weil content,

^ Zit be me trouth v^e feird nae ill : 60

Sum zeid to drink, and fum ftude ftill,

And fum to cards and dyce them fped,

Quhyle on ane Farftein they fyld a bill,

And he was fugitive that fled.

Carmichael bad them fpeik out plainly, 6^
And cloke nae caufe for 111 nor gude 5

The uther anfwering him full vainly,

Begouth to reckon kin and blude
;

He raife and rax'd him quhair he ftude,

And bade him match him wihis marrows
; 70

Then Tyndal hard thefe refeuns rude,

And they lute aff a flight of arrows.

Then was ther nocht but bow and fpeir,

And ilka man pull it out a brand,

A Schaftan and a Fennick their, 75

Gude Symington was ilain frae hand»
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The Scotiftnen cryd on utlier to fland,

Frae tyme they faw John Robfon flahi :

Quhat fuld they cry ! The King's command

Could caufe nae coward turn again. 80

Up raife the laird to rid the cumber,

Quhilk wald not be for all his boiftj

Quhat fuld we do wi lie a number,

Fyve thoufand men into an hoiii ?

Then Henry Purdie proud hes coil, 85

And verie narrowlie had mifchiefd him,

And ther we hed our Warden loft,

Wart not the grit God he reliv'd him.

Ane uther throw the breiks him bair,

Quhyle flatlines to the ground he fell ; 90
Then thocht I, v/e had loft him thair,

Into my heart it ftruck a knell
j

Zit up he raife, the truth to tell,

And laid about him dunts full dour
j

His horfemen they faucht ftout and fnell, 95
And ftude about him in the ftour.

Then rals'd the flogan with an fchout,

Fy, Tyndall to it, Jedburgh heir :

I trow he was not half fae ftout,

But anes his ftomak was afteir, loO

With gun and genzie, bow and fpeir.

He micht fe mony a crakit crown,

But up amang the merchant geir,

They bufie wer as we wcr doun.
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Tiie fwallow- tails frae teckles flew, 105

Fyve hundred flain into the flight,

But we had peftellets anew,

And fchot amang them as we micht.

With help of God the game gade richt,

Frae tyme the foremoll of them fell
5 IIO

Hynd owre the know, without gude-nicht,

They ran with raony a fchout and zell.

And after they had turn'd again,

Zit Tyndall's men they tarn'd again,

And had not bene the merchant packs, 1 1 j
There had bene mae of Scotland ilain :

But Jefu gif the folk was fain

To put the buffing on thair theis,

And fae they fled with all thair main,

Doun owir the brae, lyke clogged beis I2G

Sir Francis RulTel tane was thair,

And hurt, as we heir men reherfe
;

Proud Wallingtoun was wourded fair,

Albeit he was a Fennick ferce
j

But gif ze wald a fouldier ferche 125
Amang them all was tane that night,

Was nane fae wordie of our verfe

As Colingwoodj that courteous knight.

Zung Henry flcapit hame, is hurt,

A fouldier fchot him with a bow, 1 3c

Scotland has caufe to make great fturt,

For laiming of the Laird of Mow,
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The Laird Watt did well indeid,

His friends ftude iloutly by liimfell,

WitK little Gladftane, gude In neld, 135
For Gretein kend not gude be ill.

The ScherlfF -wantit not gude -will,

Howbeit he might not feeht fae fait :

Benjeadert, Hundlle, and Hunthill,

Three, on they laid well at the lafl;,, 14'^

Except the horfemen of the gaird «

If I could put men to avail,

Nane iioutller fcude out for their laird.

Nor did the lads of LIddifdale.

But little harnefs had we thair, 143

But auld Badrule had on a jack,

And did richt weill, I zou declair,

With all the Trumbulls at his back.

Gude Ederftane %¥as not to lack,

W"ith Kirktoun, Newtoun, nobill man j ic^ii

Thir is all the fpecials I haif fpack,

Forby them that I could nocht ken.

Quha did invent that day of play.

We neid nocht feir to find him fune
j

For Sir John Foiler, I dare well fay, ijj

Maid us that noyfome afternune ;

Not that I fpeik precifely out.

That he fuppos'd It wald be peril!,

But pryde and breaking out, but dout,

Gart Tyndall lads begin the quarrell. 16©
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CHEVY -CHACE.

VTOD profper long our noble king,

Our lives and fafetyes all
j

A woeful hunting once there did

In Chevy-chace befall
j

To drive the deere with hound and home
Earl Percy took his way

;

The child may rue that is unborne,

The hunting of that day.

The ftout Earl of Northumberland

A vow to God did make,

His pleafure in the Scottiih woods

Three fummer days to take
j

The cheefefl harts in Chevy-Chacc

To kill and beare away.

Thefe tydings to Earl Douglas came, j r

In Scotland, where he lay :

Who fent Earl Percy prefent word,

He would prevent his fport.

The Englifh earl not fearing this

Did to the woods refort, 2©

lo
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With fifteen hundred bowmen boki^

All chofen men of might,

Who knew full well in time of neede,

To aiine their fhafts aright.

The gallant greyhounds quickly -ran, 25

To chafe the fallow-deere :

On F/Ionday they began to hunt,

E'er day-light did appear
j

And long before high neon, they had

An hundred fat buckes ilaine
j ^O

1 hen having din'd, the drovers wont

To rouze them up again.

'The bov/-men muiier'd on the hills.

Well able to endure
,

Their backfides all, with fpecial care, 3^
That day were guarded lure.

The hounds ran fv/iftly thro' the woods.

The nimble deere to take.

And with their cryes the hills and dales :

An echo Ihrill did make. 40

Lord Percy to the quarry went,

To view the tender deere ',

Quoth he, Earl Douglas promifed

This day to meet me heere :

But if I thought he would not come;, 45
No longer would I ftay.
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With that, a brave young gentleman

Thus to the Earl did fay :

Loe yonder doth Earl Douglas come,

His men in armour bright
^ 50

Full twenty hundred Scottilh fpeares

All marching in our fight
j

All men of pleafant Tivydale,

Fafl; by the river Tweede.

Then ceafe your fport, Earl Percy fald, 5 ^

And take your bov;3 v/ith fpecde :

And now with me, my countrymen,

Your courage forth advance •,

For never was there champion yet

In Scotland or in France, 60

That ever did on horfsback come,

But if my hap it w^ere,

I durft encounter man for man,

With him to break a fpeare.

Earl Douglas on a milk-white fteede, 6^
Moft like a baron bold.

Rode foremoft of his company,

Whofe armour (hone like gold :

Show me, fayd he, whofe men you bee,

That hunt fae boldly. heere, 7©
E 2
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That, witKout my confent, do chafe

And kill my fallow- deere ?

The man that firfl did anfwer make,

Was noble Percy liee
j

V^-^ho fayd, We liil: not to declare,

Nor fhew whofe men we bee :

Yet will we fpend our deerefl blood,

Thy chiefefi: harts to flay.

Then Douglas fwore a folemn oathe,

And thus in rage did fay.

One of us two fhall dye :

I know thee well, an earl thou art
3

Lord Percy, fo am I
j

But truft me, Percy, pity it were,

And great offence to kill

Any of thefe our harmleife meK,

For they have done no ill.

Let thou and I the battel trye,

And fet our men aiide.

Accurs'd bee hee, Lord Percy fayd,

By whom this is denyed.

^hen ftept a gallant fquire forth,

Wotherington was his .namcp
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Who faid, I wold not have it told 95
To Henry our king for fhame,

That e'er my captaine fought on foote,

And I fhood looking on.

You bee two earls, fayd Witherington,

And I a fquire alone : 109

I'll doe the beft that doe I may,

While I have power to fhand :

While I have power to weeld my fword,

I'll fight with heart and hand.

Our Englifh archers bent their bowes, j^$
Their hearts were good and trew

j

At the firft flight of arrows fent^

Full threefcore Scots they flew.

To drive the deere with hound and horn,

Earl Douglas had the bent
j no

Two captaines mov'd with mickle pride
j

Their fpeares to fliivers went.

They clos'd full fafl: on everye fide,

No flacknefs there was found
j

And many a gallant gentleman II5

Lay gafping on the ground.

O Chrifl ! It was a griefe to fee,

And likev/ife for to heare,.

E3
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The cries of men lying In tlieir gore,

And fcatter'd here and there. l2o

At laft thefe two flout carles did meet,

Like captalnes of great might
j

Like lyons wood, they layd on load,

And made a cruel fight :

They fought untUl they both did fweat, i^Jf

With fwords of temper'd fteele y

UntlUthe blood, like drops of rain,

They trickling downe did feele.

Yeeld thee, Lord Percy, Douglas fayd
;

In faith I will thee bring, J 30

Where thou Ihalt high advanced bee

By James our Scottifli king :

Thy ranfom I will freely give,

And thus report, of thee,

Thou art the mofl: courageous knight 135
That ever I did fee.

No, Douglas, quoth earl Percy then.

Thy proffer I doe fcorne
j

I will not yeelde to any Scot,

That ever yet was borne. 140

With that, there came an arrow keene

Out of an Engliih bow,
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Which ftrucke Earl Douglas to the heart,

A deep and deadlye blow :

VvHio never fpoke more words thanthefe, 145

Fight on, my merry men all
j

For why, my life is at an end j

Lord Percy fees me fall.

Then leaving life, Earl Percy tooke

The dead man by the hand
j 1 50

And faid, Earl Douglas, for thy life

Would I had loft my land.

O Chrifl ! my very heart doth bleed,

With forrow for thy fake
j

For fure, a more renowned knight X$S

Mifchance did never take.

A knight amongfl the Scots there was,

Who faw Earl Douglas dye,

Who ftreight in wrath did vow revenge

Upon the Lord Percy : 160

Sir Hugh Mountgomery v/as he call'd,

Who, with a fpeare moft bright,

Well-mounted on a gallant fteed,

Ran fiercely thro' the fight
j

And pafl the Englifh archers all, 16^

Without all dread or feare
j
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And thro' Earl Percy's body then

He thruft his hatefull fpeare
j

With fuch a vehement force and might

He did his body gore, 17®

l"hc fpeare went thro' the other lide

A large cloth-yard and more.

80 thus did both thefe nobles dye,

Whofe courage none could ftaine :

An Englifh archer then perceiv'd 175

The noble earl was flain :

He had a bow bent in his hand>

Made of a trufty tree
j

An arrow of a cloth-yard long-

Up to the head drew hee : i8o

Againll Sir Hugh Mountgomery,

So right the (haft he fett,

The grey goofe v/ing that was thereon,

In his heart's blood was wett.

This fight did laft from break of day, 1 85
Till fetting of the fun

j

For when they rung the evening-bell,

The battel fcarce was done.

With brave Earl Percy, there was flain

Sir John of Ogerton, i9»
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Sir Robert Ratcliff, and Sir Johii^

Sir James that bold baron.

And with Sir George and flout Sir James,

Both knights of good account,

Good Sir Ralph Rabby there was flaine, 195

Whofe proweffe did furmount.

Por Witherington needs mufl I wayle,

As one in doleful dumps
5

For when his legs were fmitten ofF,

He fought upon his ftumpes. 200

And with Earl Douglas, there was (lain

Sir Hugh Montgomery
;

Sir Charles Murray, that from the feeld

One foote would never flee.

Sir Charles Murray of Ratcliff, too, io^

His lifter's fone was hee
^

Sir David Lamb, fo well efteem'd,..

Yet faved could not be.

And the Lord Maxwell in like cafe

Did with Earl Douglas dye : 210,

Of twenty hundred Scottifn fpeeires,

Scarce twenty-five did flye.

Of fifteen hundred Englilli men,

Went home but fifty-three
;

E 5



job ^ SCOTS SONGS.

The reft were flain in Cnevy-chace : 215

Under the green-woode tree.

Next day did many widowes come,

Their hufbands to bewayle
j

They walht their wounds in briniih teares,

But all would not prevayle. 220

Their bodyes, bath'd in purple gore,

They bare with them away
j

They kift them dead a thoufand times,

When they were cladd in elay.

This newes was brought to Edenborrow, 225

Where Scotland's king; did rayne,

-That brave Earl Douglas fuddenlye

Was with an arrow flaine :

heavy newes ! King James did fay,

Scotland can witnefle bee, 230

1 have not any captain more

Of fuch account as hee.

Like tydings to King Henry came,

"Within as ihort a fpace,

That Percy of Northumberland 235*

Was llain in Chevy-chafe :

Now God be with him, faid our king,

Sith it will no better bee
j

I truft I have within my realme,

Five hundred as good as hee : 240
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Yet fliall not Scots nor Scotland fay,

But I will vengeance take
j

I'll be revenged on theni all,

For brave Earl Percy's fake.

This vow the king full well perform'd 245
After, on Humbledowne j

In one day, fifty knights were flayne^

With Lords of great renowne.

And of the reft, of fmall account,

Did many thoufands dye : 250

Thus ended the hunting of Chevy-chafe,

Made by the Earl Percy.

God fave the king, and blefs this land

In plenty, joy, and peace
j

And grant henceforth, that foule debate

'Twixt noblemen may ceafe. 256

LADY BOTHWELL'S LAMENT.

jl5alow, my boy, ly ilill and deep.

It grieves me fair to hear thee weep :

If thou'it be fiient, I'll be glad,

Thy mourning makes my heart full fad.

E6
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Bal.ovv, my boy, tliy mother's joy,. 5

Thy father bred me great annoy.

Balow, my dear, lieJ}ill andJleep^

It grieves mefair to hear thee weep.

Balow, my darling, ileep a while,

And when thou wak'ft, then fweetly fmile j 20

Eut fmile not as thy father did^

To cozen maids, nay, God forbid
j

For in thine eye his look I fee,

The tempting look that ruin'd rae^

Balo%L\ fuyhoy^ &c. 15

When he began to court my love,

And with his fugar'd words to move,

His tempting face, and flatt'ring cheer.

In time to me did not appear
j

But now I fee that cruel he 20

Cares neither for his babe nor me.

BaloWy my boy ^ &c.

Fareweel, fareweel, thou falfeft youth

That ever kift a woman's mouth j

Let never any after me 2j

Submit unto thy courtefy :

For, if they do, O I cruel thou

Wilt her abufe, and care not how.

Balow, my boy, &c.

I was too cred'lous at the firft, 30

To yield thee all a maiden durll j
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Thou fwore for ever true to prove,

Thy faith unchangM, unchang'd thy love
;

But quick as thought the change is wrought,

Thy love nae mair, thy promife nought. 35
Ba/ow, my boy^ &:c.

gin I were a maid again,

From young men's flatt'ry I'd refrain
j

For now unto my grief I find

They all are perjur'd and unkind

:

40

Bewitching charms bred all my harms,

Witnefs my babe lyes in my arms.

Balow, my boy, &c.

1 tak my fate from bad to worfe.

That I mult needs be now a nurfe, 45
And lull my young fon on my lap :

From me, fweet orphan, tak the pap :

Balow, my child, thy mother mild

Shall wail as from all blifs exil'd.

Balow^ my boy^ &c. 50

Balow, my boy, weep not for me,

Whofe greateft grief's for wranging thee,

Nor pity her deferved fmart, j

Who can blame none but her fond heart
j

For, too foon trufting latefl finds, ^^
With faireft tongues are falfeft minds.

BaloWj my boy, &:c.

Balow, my boy, thy father's fled,

When he the thriftlefs fon hath play j

E7
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Of vows and oatlis forgetfulj he 60

Preferr'd the wars to thee and me.

But now, perhaps, thy curfe and mine

Make him eat acorns with the fwine.

Balow
J
my boy^ &c.

But curfe not him
j
perhaps now he, ^^

Stung with remcrfe, is bleffing thee :

Perhaps at death j for who can tell,

Whether the judge of heaven or hell,

By fome proud foe has ftruck the blow,

And laid the dear deceiver low ? 70

Balow, viy boy., &c.

I wlfh he v/ere into the bounds,

Where he lies fmother'd in his wounds,

Repeating, as he pants for air.

My name, whom once he call'd his fair
j 75

No woman's yet fo fiercely fet,

But (he'll forgive, though not forget.

Balow, my boy., &c.

If linen lacks, for my love's fake,

Then quickly to him would I make 80

My fmoke once for his body meet,

And wrap him in that winding-fheet.

Ah me ! how happy had I been,

If he had ne'er been wrapt therein.

Balow, my boy, &c. S5

Balow, my boy, I'll weep for thee :

Too foon, alake, thou'lt weep for me :
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Thy griefs are growing to a furn,

God grant thee patience when they come ;

Born to fuftain thy mother's fliame,

A haplefs fate, a baftard's name. 90

Ba/ow, my boy^ lieJlill andjleep,

It grieves 77ie fair to hear thee weep.

THE BRAES OF YARROW.

^' J3u£K ye, bufk ye, my bonny bonny bride,

Bufk ye, buik ye, my winfome marrow
5

Bulk ye, bulk ye, my bonny bonny bride.

And think nae mair on the braes of Yarrow.

B. Wliere gat ye that bonny bonny bride ? 5
Where gat ye that winfome marrow ?

^. I gat her where I dare nae weil be feen,

Puing the birks on the braes of Yarrow.

Weep not, weep not, my bonny bonny bride,

Weep not, weep not, my winfome marrow, IQ

Nor let thy heart lament to lieve
^^

Puing the birks on the braes of Yarrow.

B. Why does (he weep, thy bonny bonny bride ?

Why does Ihe weep, thy winfome marrow i
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And why dare ye nae mair well be feen i ^_^

Puing the birks on the braes of Yarrow.

^. Lang maun die weep, larig maun fhe weep,

Lang maua fhe weep with dule and forrovv^j

And lang maun I nae maIr well be feen

Puing the birk on the braes of Yarrow: 20

Por (he has tint hir luver luver dear,

Hir luver dear, the caufe of forrow,

And I hae {lain the comelieft fwain

That e'er pu'd birk on the braes of Yarrow.

Why run thy flreams O Yarrow, Yarrow, red ? 2 5

Why on thy braes heard the voice of forrow ?•

And why yon melancholeous weeds,

Hung on thy bonny birks of Yarrow ?

What's yonder floats on the rueful, rueful ftream ?

What's yonder floats ? O dule and forrow ! 30

'Tis he, the comely fwain I flew

Upon the doleful bxaes of Yarrow.,

Wafh, O wafli his wounds, his wounds in tears-, .

His wounds in tears, with dule and forrow

.

And wrap his limbs in mourning weids, ^^
And lay him on the braes of Yarrow.

Then build, then build, ye fillers fifl:ers fadj

Ye fillers fad, his tomb with forrow,

And weep around in waeful wife^,

His haplefs fate on the braes of Yarrow. 40
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Curfe ye, curfe ye, his ufelefs ufelefs ftiield,

My arm that wrought the deid of forrow,

The fatal fpear that pierced his breail,

His comely breaft on the braes of Yarrow.

Did I not warn thee not to lue, 45

And warn from fight j but to my forrow,

O'er rafhly bald a flronger arm

Thou met'ft, and fell on the braes of Yarrow.

Sweet fmells the birk, green grows, green grows

the grafs,

Yallow on Yarrow's banks the gowan, JO

Fair hangs the apple frae the rock,

Sweet the wave of Yarrow flowan.

Flows Yarrow fweet ? as fweet as fweet flows

Tweed,

As green its grafs, its gowan as yellow,

As fweet fmells on its brae the birk, $^

The apple frae the rock as mellow.

Fair was thy luve, fair fair indeed thy luve,

In flowry bands thou him didft fetter
j

Tho' he was fair and well beluv'd again,

Than me he never lued thee better. 60

Bulk ye, then bulk, my bonny bonny bride,

Bulk ye, bulk ye, my winfome marrow,

BuCc ye, and lue me on the banks of Tweed,

And think nae mair on the ^raes of Yarrow.
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C. How can I bulk a bonny bonny bride ^ 65
How can I bulk a wlnfome marrow ?

How iue him on the banks of Tweed,

That flew my love on the braes of Yarrow.

O Yarrow fields, let never never rain,

No dew thy tender blolToms cover
j ^0

For there was bafely llain my luve,

My luve, as he had not been a lover.

The boy put on his robes, -his robes of green.

His purple veil, 'twas my awn feuing !

Ah ! wretched me ! I little kend ^j-

He was in thefe to meet his ruin.

The boy took out his milk-white milk-white fleed,

Unheedful of my dule and forrow
j

But e'er the toofal of the night

He lay a corps on the braes of Yarrow. 80

Much I rejolc'd that waeful waeful day
j

I fang, my voice the woods returning :

But lang e'er night, the fpear was flown

That flew my love, and left me mourning.

What can my barbarous barbarous father do, ^^

But with his cruel rage purfue me ?

IMy luver's blood is on thy fpear.

How can'ft thou, barbarous man, then woo me ?

My happy fiflers may be may be proud ;

With cruel and ungentle fcoffin, 90
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May bid me feek on Yarrow braes

My luver nailed in his coffin.

My brotlier Douglas rnay upbraid,

And ftrive with threat'ning words to move me

:

My luver's blood is on thy fpear, g^
How can'ft thou ever bid me luve thee.

Yes, yeS;, prepare the bed, the bed of luve ?

With bridal fheets my body cover
j

Unbar, ye bridal maids, the door,

Let in the expe£led hufhand lover. 1 00

But who the expected hufband hufband is ?

His hands, methinks, are bath'd in llaughter
5

Ah me ! What ghaltly fpeftre's yon,

Comes in his pale fhroud, bleeding after ?

Pale as he is, here lay him, lay him down, 105

O lay his cold head on my pillow
j

Tak aff, tak aff thcfe bridal weids,

And crown my careful head with willow.

Pale tho' thou art, yet befl, yet bell; beluv'd,

O could my warmth to life reftore thee I 1 1 o

Yet lye all night between my briefts,

No youth lay ever there before thee.

Pale pale indeed, O luvely luvely youth,

Forgive, forgive fo foul a flaughter !

And lye all night between my breifts
j

1 15
No youth fhall ever lye there after.
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A, Return, return, O mournful mournful bride, '\

Return^and dry thy ufelefs forrow
j

Thy lover heeds nought of thy fighs,

He lyes a corps on the braes of Yarrow. 1 20

THE BRAES OF YARROW,
BY MR. LOGAN.

" i H Y braes were bonny, Yarrow ilream,

" When firft on them I met my lover,

** Thy braes how dreary, Yarrow ftream I

" Whea now thy waves his body cover !

" For ever now, O Yarrow flream ! 5
" Thou art to me a ftream of forrow

5

" For never on thy banks fliall I

" Behold my love, the flower of Yarrow.

" He promis'd me a milk-white fteed,

" To bear me to his father's bowers
j

I a
" He promifed me a little page,

" To 'fquire me to his father's tow'rs 5

'' He promifed me a wedding-ring,-—

" The wedding-day was fix'd to-morrow j

—

*' Now he is wedded to his grave, J 5

" Alas ! his watery grave, in Yarrow.

" Sweet were his words when-lall we met
5

" My pafTion I as freely told him I

^' Clafp'd in his arms, I little thought

" That I fliould never more behold him ! 20
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<* Scarce was he gone, I faw his ghofl
j

" It vanidi'd with a fnriek of forrow
^

'' Thrice did the water-wralth afcend,

" And gave a doleful groan thro' Yarrow.

'< His mother from tke window look'd, 25
" With all the longing of a mother

j

" His little fifter weeping walk'd

" The green-wood path to meet her brother :

*' They fought him eaft, they fought him weft,

*' They fought him all the forelf thorough
j 30

" Thfy only faw the cloud of night,

" They only heard the roar of Yarrow I

" No longer from thy window look,

" Thou haft no fon, thou tender mother I

<* No longer walk, thou lovely maid ! a c

" Alas, thou haft no more a brother

!

*"* No longer fcek him eaft or weft,

" And fearch no more the foreft thorough :

" For wandering in the night fo dark,

*' He fell a lifelefs corfe in Yarrow. 40

<* The tear did never leave her cheek,

" No other youth ftiall be my marrow
5 ,

" I'll feek thy body in the ftxeam,

" And then with thee I'll lleep in Yarrow."

The tear did never leave her cheek, 45
No other youth became her marrow 5

She found his body in the ftream,

And now with him fbe lleeps in Yarrow.
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THE CHILD OF F.LLE.

V_/^f yonder hill a caiile (lands,

Wi "walles and towres bedlght ;

And yonder lives the child of Elle,

A younge and comely knighte.

The Child of Elle to his garden went,
j;

And flood at his garden pale.

Whan low, he beheld fair Erameline's page,

Come tripping doun the dale.

The Child of Elle he hy'd him thence,

Y-wis he ftoode not ftille, 10

And foone he mette fair Emmeline^s page

Come climbing up the hille.

Now Chrille thee fave thou little foot page,

Now Chrifte thee fave and fee
j

Oh tell me how does thy lady gaye, 15

And Vv'hat may thy tidings be ?

My lady fiie is all woe-begone,

And the teares they fall from her eyne
j

And aye fhe lament b the deadly feude

Betweene her houfe and thine. 2©
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And iiere fliee fends tliee a filken fcarfe,

Bedewde with many a teare
j

And bids tliee fometimes think on her

Who loved thee fo deare.

And here {hee fends thee a ring of gold, 25

The laft boon thou mayTt have ;

And biddes thee Vv^eare it for her fake

Whan fne is laid in grave.

For-'ah ! her gentle heart is broke,

And in grave foone mult fxiee bee, 30

Sith her father hath chofe her a new love,

And forbldde her to think of thee.

Her father hath broucht her a carlifli kniglit,

Sir John of the north countraye,

And within three dayes fhe mult him wedde, 35
Or he vowes he will her flaye.

Now hye thee backe, thou little foot page,

And greet thy ladye from mee.

And telle her that I, her owne true love,

Will dye or fette her free, ^o

Nov7 hye thee backe, thou little foot page,

And let thy fair ladye know
This night will I be at her bowre-windowe.

Betide me weale or woe.

The boye he tripp'd, the boye he ranne, 45
He neither ftint na ftayd;,
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Untlll he came to fair EmmeUne's bowre,

Whan kneeling downe he fayd 5

O ladye ! I've been wi thy own true love,

And he greets thee well by mee
j 50

This night will he bee at thy bowre windowe,

And die or fett thee free.

Now day was gone, and night was come,

And all were faft alleep :

All fave the lady Emmeline, ^^

Who fate in her bowre to weepe.

And fune ilie heard her true love's voice,

Lowe whifpering at the walle
j

Awake, awake, my dear ladye,

'Tis I thy true love call. 60

Awake, awake, my lady deare,

Come mount this fair palfrye
;

This ladder of ropes will lette thee downe,

I'll carrye thee hence awaye.

Now naye, now naye, thou gentle knicht, 6$

Now naye, this maye not bee
j

For aye fliould I tine my maiden fame,

If alone I fliould wend wi thee.

O ladye ! thou with a knight fo true

Mayft fafeiy wend alone
5 ^0

To my lady mother I will thee bring,

Where marriage fhall make us one.
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" My father he is a baron bolde,

" Of lynage proud and hye,

*' And what would he fay if his daughter 75
" Away with a knight (hould fly ?

"^ Ah well I wot he nevir would reft,

" Nor his meate ihould do him no goode,

" Till he had flayne thee, Child of Elle,

" And feene thy deare heart's bloode." 80

I lady, wert thou in thy faddle fet,

And a little fpace him fro,

1 would not care for thy cruel father,

Nor the woril that he could doe.

i lady, wert thou in thy faddl efet, 85
And once without this walle,

1 would not care for thy cruel father.

Nor the worit that might befalle.

Fair Emmeline figh'd, fair Emmeline wept,

And aye her heart was woe, go
At lengthe he feizde her lilly-white hand,

And doune the ladder he drewe.

And thrice he clafpde her to his brefte,

And kift her tenderlie
;

The tears that fell from her fair eyes 05
Ranne like the fountayne free.

F
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He mounted liimfelfe on his fteede fo talle,

And her on a fair palfraye,

And flung his bugle about his necke.

And roundlye they rode awaye. 1 00

All this beheard her own damfelle,

In her bed whereas (he lay
j

Quoth fiiee, My lord fliall knowe of this,

So I fliall have gold and fee.

Awake, awake, thou baron bold I 105

Awake, my noble dame !

Your daughter is fled wi the Child of Elle,

To doe the deede of fliame.

The baron he woke, the baron he rofe,

And callde his merry men all
j no

>'• And come thou forth. Sir John the knighte,

" The ladye is carried to thrall."

Fair Emmeline fcant had ridden a mile,

A mile forth of the towne,

When (he was aware of her father's men 115

Come galloping over the downe.

And foremoft came the carlifh knight,

Sir John of the north countraye,

''^ Nowe Hop, nowe Hop, thou falfe traitour,

''' Nor carry that lady awaye. I2G



'scots songs. 123

^' For flie is come ofhye lynage,

" And was of a lady borne
j

^^ And ill it befeems thee a falfe cliurle's fonne, .

" To carry her hence to fcorne."

Novr loud thou lyeft, Sir John the knight, 125

Nowe thou doeil lye of me
j

A knight me gott, and a ladye me bore,

Soe never did none by thee.

T.r'"- '^;ht nowe doune, my lady faire,

L _;.it down and hold my ileed, 13*

While I and this difcourteous knighte

Do try this arduous deede.

Fair Emmeline iigh'd, fair Emmeline weept,

And aye her heart v^as w^oe
j

While twixt her love and the carliih knight, 135

Pail many a baleful blow.

The Child of EUe he fought foe well,

As his weapon he wavde amaine,

That foone he had flaine the carlifh knight,

And layd him upon the playne. 1 4©

And now the baron and all his men
Full fail approached nye.

Ah ! what m.ay ladye Emmeline doe ?

'Twere now no boote to Ave.

F 2
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Her lover lie put his liorne to his moutH, ii*,5

And blew both loud and fhrill,

And foone he fawe his owne merry men
Come ryding o'er the hill.

Now hold thy hand thou bold baron,

I pray thee hold thy hand*, 15^

Kor ruthlefs rend two gentle hearts

Fail; knit in true love's band.

Tliy daughter I have dearly lovde,

Full long and many a day.

But with fuch love as holy kirke 1 55

iialh freelye faid wee may.

O give confent Ihe may be mine,

And ble3*e a faithful pare
5

luy lands and livings are not fmall,

My houfe and lynagefaire. l6cJ

IVly, mother fhe was an erle's daughter,

And a noble knight my fire

The baron he frownde, and turn'd away^

With meikle dole and ire.

Fair Emmeline figh'd, fair Emmeline wept, 165

And did all trembling ftand
; ] \

At lengthe ihe fprang upon her knee,

4-nd held his lifted hand.
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Pardon, my lord and father deare,

This fair young knight and mee
j 17©

Ttuft me, but for the carliih knight,

I never had fled from thee.

Oft have you calPd your Emmeline

Your darling and your joye
;

O let not then your harlli refolves I7j^

Your Emmeline deftroye.

The baron he ftroak'd his dark-broun cheeke.

And turn'd his head afyde,

To wipe away the flarting teare

He proudly llrave to hyde. 38®

In deep revolving thought he ftoodc,

And mus'd a little fpacej

Then rais'd fair Emmeline from the groundc^

With many a fond embrace.

Here take her, Child of Elle, he faydj 185
And gave her lillye hand :

Here take my deare and only child.

And wi her half my land,

Thy father once mine honour wrong'd,

In dayes of youthful pride
j ip#

Do thou the injury repayre

In fondnefs for thy bride.
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And as tliou love her, and hold her deare,

Heaven profper thee and thine
5

And now my bleffing wend v/i' thee,

My lovely Emmeline. ic)6

G I L D E R O Y.

\jrihDEKOY was a bonny boy,

Had rofes till his moon
j

His fiockings were of filkeii foy,

Wi garters hanging down.

It was, I ween, a cornelie fight 5
To fee fae trim a boy :

He was my joy,, and heart's delight^

My handfome Gildsroy.

O iic twa charming een he had I

Breath fv^eet as ony rofe : 10

He never ware a Highland plaid,

But coilly filken clothes.

He gainM the luve of ladies gay,

Nane e'er to him was coy :

Ah ! vv^ae is me, I mourn the day 15

For my dear Gilderoy.

My Gilderoy and I vvere born

Baitli in ae town together :.
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We. fcant were feven years beforu

We 'gan to iuve ilk ither : 20

Our dadles and our mamies tliay

Were iilPd wi mickle joy,

To think upon the bridal day

Of me and Gilderoy.

For Gilderoy, that lave of mine 25

Gude faith, I freely bought

A wedding fark of Holland fine,

Vvi dainty ruftles wrought
j

And he gied me a wedding ring

Which I recciv'd wi joy : 30

Nae lad nor lafiie e'er coald iing

Like me p.Ljd Gilderoy.

Wi mickle joy we fpent our prime

Till we were baitli fixteen,

And aft we pail the langfame time 3^
Amang the leaves fae green :

Aft on the banks we'd fit us thaii*,

And fweetly kifs and toy
j

While he vn garlands deck'd my hair,

My handfome Gilderoy. 40

Oh that he fiill had been, content

Wi me to lead his life !.

But, ah ! his manfu heart was bent

To flir in feats of ftrife :

And he in many a ventrous deed 45
His courage bauld wad try

j

F4
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And now this gars my heart to' bleed

For my dear Gilderoy,

And when of me his leave he tuik,

The tears that wat mme ee : ^ij

I gied him fic a parting luik !

" My bennifon gang wi thee !

" God fpeed thee weil, mine ain dear heart,

" For gane is all my joy
j

" My heart is rent, lith we maun part, jt
" My handfome Gilderoy."

My Gilderoy, baith far and near

Was fear'd in every toun
5

And bauldly bare awa the geir,

Of mony a lawland loan. 60

For man to man duril meet him nane.

He was fae brave a boy
j

At length wi numbers he was tane,

My winfome Gilderoy.

Wae worth the louns that made the laws 65

To hang a man for gear
j

To reave of life for lie a caufe

As ftealing horfe or mare !

Had not their laws been made fae flrick

I ne'er had loft my joy
j 70

Wi forrow ne'er had wat my cheek

For my dear Gilderoy.

Gif Gilderoy had done amifs,

He n-^ou2;lit liae baiuCut been ;---
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All what fair cruelty Is this, 75
To hang fie handfome men !

To hang the flower o' Scottifh land,

Sae fweet and fair a boy :

—

Nae lady had fae white a hand

As thee, my Gilderoy. 8«

Of Gilderoy fae fearM they were,

Wi Irons his limbs they ftrung y

To Edinborow led him thair,

And on a gallows hung.

They hung him high aboon the reft, 85

He was fae bauld a boy
j

Thair dyed the youth wham I lued beft,

My handfome Gilderoy.

Sune as he yielded up his breath,

I bare his corfe away
5 p®

Wi tears, that trickled for his death,

I wafh'd his comelie clay
j

And ficker in a grave right deep

I laid the dear lued boy :

And now for ever I maun weep, q r

My winfome Gilderoy.

F s
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EDWARD.

V\' HY does your brand fae drap wi bluid,,

Edward, Edward ?

Why does your brand fae drap wi bluid,

And vdiy fae fad gang ye, O 1

O I hae kill'd my hauk fae gude
; $

Mitlier, mither :

O I bae kill'd my hauk fae gude
j

And I had nae mair but he. O !

Your haukis bluid was nevir fae reid,

Edward, Edward. 10

Your haukis bluid was nevir fae reid,

My deir fon I tell thee O !

i hae kill'd my reid roan fteid,

Mither, mither :

O I kill'd my reid roan fteid 15

That erft was fair and frie, O !

Your field was auld, and ye hae mair,

Edward, Edward !

Your lleid was auld, and ye hae mair,

Sum ither dule ye drie, O ! 20

O I hae kilPd my fadir deir,

Mither^ mither i
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O I hae kiird my fadir deir,

Alas and wae is me, O !

What penance will ye drie for tliat, 25

Edward, Edward ?

What penance will ye drie for that,

lily deir fon, now tell me, O I

I'll fet my feet in yonder boat,

Mither, mither : 3€

I'll fet my feet in yonder boat
5

And I'll fare owr the fea, O !

V/hat will ye do wi touirs and ha,

Edward, Edward ?

What will ye do wi touris and ha, q^

That were fae fair to fee, O !

I'll let them ftand till they down fa,

Mither, mither :

I'll let them Hand till they doun fa,

For heir I maunae be O I ,40

What will ye leive to bairns and wife,

Edward, Edward ?

What will ye leive to bairns and wife,

When ye gang owr the fea,^ O !

The warld's rcom to beg throuch life, 45
Mither, mither :

The warld's room to beg throuch life,

For them I neir maun fee, O !

What will ye leive to your mither deir,

Edward, Edward ? ^^
Fo
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What will you lelve to your mither deir,

My deir fon, now tell me, O !

The curfe of hell frae me fall ye beir,

Mither, mither

:

The curfe of hell frae me fall ye beir, ^^

Sic counfels ye gied me, O !

LORD LIVINGSTON.

'^ Vjtraith my fwiftePc Held," faid Livlngfton,

" But nane of ye gae wi me
;

''' For I maun awa by myfel alane

" To the foot of the grenewode tree."

Up fpak his dame wi meikle fpeid : 5
" My lord I red ye bide

j

''^ I dreim'd a drelry drelm laft nicht
j

^' Nae gude fall you betide."

'"' What fret is this, my lady deir,

" That vv^ald my will gainftand ?" lO
''* I dreim'd that I gaed to my bouir dore,

" And a deid mantuke my hand."

^* Suith drelms are fcant," faid the proud baron,

And leuch wi jearing glie
5

'* But for this fweit kifs my winfum dame 15
*" Neiii time drcim better o' me^
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" For I heclit to meit with lord Rothmar,

" To chafe the fallow deer
j

" And fpeid we well, by the hour o nunc,

*/2 \% fall return bot felr." 2®

Frae his fair lady's ficht he flrave

His ettling fae to hide
5

But frae the grenewode he came nae back,

Sin eir that deidly tide.

For Rothmar met him there bot fail, 25

And bluidy was the ftrife
j

Lang eir the nunetide mefs was rung,

They baith war twin'd o' life.

" Forgie, forgie me, Livingfton I

" That I lichtly fet by your dame
j 39

" For furely in a' the warld lives not

" A lady mair free frae blame.

*^ Accurfed be my lawles luve

" That wrocht us baith iic tein I

" As 1 forgie my friend anes delr^ 35
" Sae may I be forgien.

" Thouch ye my counfeil fold ha tane

" The gate of gyle to efchew
;

*" Yet may my faul receive fie grac6

" As I now gle to you." 4©

The lady in her mournfu bouir

Sat wi richt heavy cheir..
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In ilka fougli tliat tlie laigh wind gied,

Siie weind lier deir lord to lieir.

Whan tlie fun gaed down, and mirk niclit came/r

O teirfu were hir eyne ! 4^
" I feir, I feir, it was na for noclit

" Mj dreims were fae dowie yeftrene !"

Lang was tlie nicht j but wlian the morn cam,

She faid to her menzie ilk ane
j 5®

" Haile, faddle your lleids, and feik the grene-

wode,

" For I feir my deir lord is (lain."

E.icht fmie they fand their lord and Rothmar

Deid in ilk ither's arm :

" I guefs, my deir lord, that luve of my name ^^
'' Alane brocht thee to iic harm.

" Neir will I forget they feimly meld,

" Nor yet thy gentle luve
5

" For fevin lang yeirs my welds of black

" That I luv'd thee as weil fall pruve." 6©

WILLIAM'S GHAIST.

X HERE came a ghaill to Margaret's doorj

With many a grievous groan^



And ay lie tirled at tlie pin,

Eut anfwer made (lie none.,

'

Is that my fstther PliiJlIp ? 5
Or is't my brother John ?

Or is't my true love Yv'iliie

From Scotland new come home.

'Tis not thy father Phillip,

Nor yet thy brother John j 13

But 'tis thy true love Willie,

From Scotland new come home.

O fweet Marg'ret ! O dear Marg'ret !

I pray thee fpeak to me
j

Give me my faith and troth, Marg'ret ! 1 j
As I gave it to thee.

Thy faith and troth thou's never get,

Nor yet will I thee lend.

Till that thou come within my bower,

And kifs my cheek and chin. 20

rf I fhould come within tliy bower,

I am no earthly man
^

And iliould I kifs thy rofy lips,

Thy days would not be lang.

O fweet Marg'ret ! O dear Pvlarg'ret ! 2 K.

I pray thee fpeak to me
j

Give me my faith and troth^ Marg'ret I

As I gave it to thee.



136 SCOTS SONGS.

Thy faith and troth ihou's never get,

Nor yet will I thee lend, 3®

Till you take me to yon kiik-yiird,

And wed me with a ring.

My bones are buried in yon kirk-yard,

Afar beyond the fea
j

And it is but my f[)'rit, Marg'ret, 35

That's now fpeaking to thee.

She flretched out her lily-white hand,

And for to do her bell:
j

Hae, there's your faith and troth, Willie ",

God fend your faul good reft! 40

Now fhe has kilted her robes of green

A piece below her knee,

And a' the live-lang winter-night

The dead corpfe follow'd fhe.

Is there any room at your head, Willie, 45
Or any room at your feet,

Or any room at your fide, Willie,

Wherein that I may creep ?

There is no room at my head, Marg'ret,

There's no room at my feet, 5*

There's no room at my fide, Marg'ret,

My coffin's made fo meet.

Theai up and crew the red cock,

And up then crew the gray,.



SCOTS SONGS. i^y

'Tis time, 'tis time, my dear Marg'ret, 55
That you were going away. ^

No more the ghaift to Marg'ret faid,

But, with a grievous groan,

Evaniili'd in a cloud of mift,

And left her all alone. 60

O flay, my only true love, flay,

The conllant Marg'ret cry'd
j

Wan grew her cheeks, fhe closM her een,

Stretch'd her foft limbs, and dyM.

WILLIAM AND MAAGARET.

1 WAS at the fearful midnight hour,

When all were fafl afleep,

In glided Margaret's grimly ghoft,

And flood at William's feet.

Her face was pale like April morn.

Clad in a wintry cloud
j

And clay cold was her lily-hand

That held her fable (liroud.

So fliall the faireft face appear,

Whe« youth and years are flown :
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Such is tlie robe that kings -mufl; wear,

When death has reft their crown.

Her bloom was like the fp-ringing ilowcrj

That aps tiie iilver dew
j

The rofe was budded in her check, ij

Jufc op'ning to the view :

But love had, like the canker-worm,

Confum'd her early prime :

The I'OLQ grew pale, and left her cheek y
She dy'd before her time. ' 20

Awake ! (lie cry'd, thy true love calls,

Come from her niidnight grave
j

New let thy pity hear the maid,

Thy love refus'd to fave.

This is the dumb and dreary hour, 25

When injur'd gholls, complain,

And aid the fecret fears of night,

To fright the faithlefs man.

Bethink thee, William, of thy fault,

Thy pledged and broken oath, 3@
And give me back my maiden-vow,

And give me back my trotli.

How could you fay rny face was fair,

And yet that face forfake ?

How could you win my virgin-heart, 35
Yet leave that heart to break ?



SCOTS SONGS, 159

WliV did you promiie lovt to rae,

And not that promife keep ?

Why fald you that my eye<? were bright,

Yet left thefe eyes to weep ? 4^

How could you fwear my Ijp was fweet

And made the fcarlet r^.t: :

And why did I, young wlileis maid,

Eelieve the flattering tale, ?

That face, alas ! no more is fair
j 45

Thefe lips no longer red
]

Dark are my eyes, now c_lGS'd in death,

And every charm is fled.

The hungry worm my fiilcr is
j

This winding-fheet I wear : jO

And cold and weary lads pur night.

Till that laft morn appear.

But hark—the cock has warn'd me hence-~

A long and late adieu !

Come fee, falfe man ! ho\Y low ihe lyes, 55
That dy\i for love of you.

The lark fang out, the rrorning frail'd,

And rais'd her gilftning head
j

Pale William quak'ci in every limb,

Then, raving, left his bed. ^9
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He hy'd him to the fatal place

Where Marg'ret's body lay,

And ftretch'd him o'er the green grafs-turf

That wrappM her breathlefs clay.

And thrice he calPd on Marg'ret's name. 65

And thrice he wept full fore
j^

Then laid his cheek on her cold grave^

And word fpoke never more.

WALY, WALY.

\J WALY waly up the bank,

And waly waly down the brae,

And waly waly by yOn burn-fide,

Where I and my love were wont to gac,

I leant my back unto an aik, 5
I thought it was a truftie trie

;

,But firft it bow'd, and fyne it brake,

And fae my true love did lyghtlie me.

O waly waly gin love be bonny,

A little time while it is new
;

19

But when its auld, it waxeth cauld,

And fades awa' like morning-dew.

O wherefore fhu'd I buili my head ?

O wherefore fnu'd I k^me my hair ?
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For my true love has me forfook, 15

And fays he'll never loe me mair.

Now Arthur-feat fall be my bed,
^

The rt\eits fall neir be fyl'd by me :

Saint Anton's wall fall be my drink,

Since my true love has forfaken me. 20

Marti'mas wind, whan wilt thou blaw,

And fhake the green leaves afF the trie ?

gentle death, whan wilt thou cum ?

For of my life I am wearie,

'Tis not the froll that freezes fell, 25

Nor blawing fnaw's inclemencie ',

'Tis not fick cauld that makes me cry,

But my love's heart grown cauld to me.

Whan we came in by Glafgow town,

We w^ere a comely fight to fee ; 50

My love was cled i' th' black velvet,

And I myfell in cramalie.

!But had I will before I kifst,

That love had been fae ill to win,

1 had lockt my heart in a cafe of gowd, 35
And pinn'd it wi' a filler pin.

Oh, oh! if my young babe were borne,

And fet upon the nurfe's knee.

And I myfell were dead and gone,

For a maid again I'll never be !
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WILLIE'S DROWN'D IN YARROW.

W illie's rare, and Willie's fair,

Aiid Willie's wondrous ])onny,

And Willie hecht to marry me,

Gill e'er lie married ony.

Yellreen I made my bed fu' braid, 5

This night I'll make it narrow
5

For a' the live lar:;.-- winter-night

I'll ly twin'd of my marrow.

O came you by yon water-fide ?

Pu'd you the rofe or lily ? I#

Or camj.e you by yon meadow-green ?

Or few ye my Avzct Willie ?

She fought him r - ":ught him wefl,

She fou;^hL 1:: . _. ._„ ..nd narrow/

j

Syne hi the cleaving of a craig 1

5

She found hlin drowii'd in Yarrow.

^1
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BOTHWELL.

As BoTHWELL was Walking in the lowlands alane,

Hey dovjn^ and a down,

He met fix ladies fae gallant and fine,

Hey doivn, and a down *.

He call his lot amang them a', 5

And on the youngeft his lot did fa'.

He's brought her frae her mother's bowerj

Unto his ftrongell caillc and tower.

But ay llie cry'd and made great moany

And ay the tear came trickling dovvn. I®

Come up, come up, faid the foremoil man
j

I think our bride comes (lowly on.

O Lady, fits your faddle awry ?

Or is your fteed for you owre high ?

My faddle is not fet awry, l^

Nor carries me my deed owre high :

But I am weary of my life,

Since I maua be Lord Bothwell's wife.

He's blawn his horn fae fliarp and fhrill,

Wp ftart the deer on every hill. 2©
He's blawn his horn fae lang and loud,

Up flart the deer in gude green wood.

His Lady mother lookit owre the caftie wa'.

And fne faw them riding ane and a'. c

* The Chorus repeated at the end of each line.
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She's call'd upon her maids by feven, 25

To mak his bed baith faft and even :

She's callM upon her cooks by nine,

To make their dinner fair and fine.

When day was gane, and night was come,

Wliat ails my love on me to frown ? 3®

Or does the wind blow in your glove ?

Or runs your mind on another love
;

Nor blows the wind within my glove,

Nor runs my mind on another lovej

But I not maid nor maiden am, 3 5

For I'm wi' bairn to another man,

I thought I'd a maiden fae meek and fae mild,

But I've nought but a woman wi' child.

His mother's taen her up to a tower,

And lockit her in her fecret bower : 4©

Nov?, doughter mine, come tell to me,

Wha's bairn this is that you are wi' ?

mother dear, I canna learn

Wha is the father of my bairn :

But as I walk'd in the lowlands my lane, 45
1 met a gentleman gallant and nne

j

He keepit me there fae late and fae lang,

Frae the ev'ning late till the morning dawn,

And a' that he geid me to my propine,

"Was a pair of green gloves and a gay gold ring
j

Three lauchters of his yellow hair, 51

In cafe that we fhou'd meet nae rnair.

His Lady Mother went down the ftair.

Now fon, now fon, come tell to me,

Where's the green gloves I gave to thee.
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I gied to a lady fae fair and fo fine,

The green gloves and a gay gold ring )

But I wad gic my caftles and towers,

I had that lady within my bowers

:

But I wad gie my very life, 6©

I had that lady to be my wife.

Now keep, now keep your caftles and towers,

You have that lady within your bowers
j

Now keep, nov/ keep your very life,

You have that lady to be your wife. 6^

O row my lady in fattin and filk,

And waih my fon in the morning milk.

FAIP. MARGAPvET AND SWEET WILLIAM.

J\s it fell out on a long fummer's day

Two lovers they fat on a hill

;

They fat together a long fummer's day, ^

And could not talk their fill.

I fee no harm by you, Margaret,

And you fee none by mee:

Before to-morrow at eight o'clock

A rich vrcdding you ihall fee.

a
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Fair Margaret fate in her bower-window,

A combing of her huir
5 IC

She ipy'd Sweet William and his bride,

As they v/ere a riding near.

Down fhe iay'd her ivory combe,

And up file bound her hair
;

She \vent her \Yay forth of the bower, i^

Eut never more came there.

When day was gone, and night was come,

And all )nen faft afleep,

ITjere came tlis fpirit of tair Marg"'ret.

And ilcod at William's feet. 26

God g've you joy, you lovers true,

in bride-bed fail aileep
j

Lo 1 I am going to my green -grafs grave,

And I'm in my winding-flieet.

When GTij was come, and night was gone, 25

And all men wak'd from ileep,

Sweet William to his lady fay'd,

My dear, I have caufe to weep. ,
'

j

i dref.mt a dream, my dear lady,
I

Such dreames are never good
j ^<)

I dreamt my bower was full of red fwine.

And my bride-bed full of blood.

Siich dreams, fuch dreams, my honoured Sir,

They never do prove good
j
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To dream thy bower was full of red fwine. 35

And tliy bride-bed full of blood.

He called up his merry men all,

By one, by two, and by three :

Saying, I'll away to Fair Marg'ret's bower.

By the leave of my lady. 40

And when he came to fair Marg-'ret's bowerj

He knocked at the ring
j

So ready were her feven brethren

To let fweet William in.

Then he turned up the covering-Iheet, 43
Pray let me fee thee deadj

Methinks flie does look pale and wan,

She has loft her cherry red.

I'll do more for thee, Margaret.

Than any of thy kin
j 5©

For I will kifs thy pale wan lips,

Though a fmile I cannot win.

With that befpake the feven brethren.

Making moft piteous mone :

You may go kifs your jolly brown bride, ^^
And let our fifter alone.

If I do kifs my jolly brown bride,

I do but what is right
5

G 3,
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For I made no vow to your filler dear,

By day, nor yet by night. 6»

Pray tell me then how much you'll deal

Of your white bread and your wine
j

So much as is dealt at the funeral to-day,

To morrow fliall be dealt at mine

.

65

Fair Margaret dyed to-day, to-day,

Sweet William dyed the morrow :

Fair Margaret dyed for pure true love,

Sweet William dyed for forrow.

Margaret was buryed in the lower chancel, ^0
And William in the higher :

Out of her breafl there fprang a rofe,

And out of his a briar.

They grew as high as the church-top, 75
Till they could grow no higher

;

And there they grew in a true lover's knot,

Made all the folke admire.

Then came the clerk of the parlfh,

As you this truth {hall hear, 8c?

And by misfortune cut them down,

Or they had ftiU been there.
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FINE FLOWERS O' THE VALLEY.

X HERE was three ladies In a ha'.

Fine flowers i' the valley j

There came three lords amang them a',

The red, green, and the yellow.

The firfl; of them was clad in red, .f

Fine flowers i' the valley ;

O lady fair, will ye be my bride ?

Wi' the red, green, and the yellow. ~

The fecond of them was clad in green,

Fine flowers i' the valley
j

O lady fair, will ye be my queen ? Jt

Wi' the red, green, and the yellow.

The third of them was clad in yellow,

Fine flowers i' the valley
j

O lady fair, will ye be my marrow ?

Wi' the red, green, and the yellow. 1

5

You mufl: afk my father dear,

Fine flowers i' the valley
5

G3
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Likewife the motlier that did me bear,

Wi' the red, green, and the yellow-.

You mult alk my filler Ann, 20

Fine flo-wers i' the valley
5

And not forget my brother John,

Wi' the red, green, and the yellow.

I have alk't thy father dear,

Fine flowers i' the valley
j 35

Likewife the mother that did thee bear,

Vv-^i' the red, green, and the yellow,

J have aiK't thy fifter Ann,

Fine flowers i' the valley
j

But I forgot thy brother John, 30
Wi' the red, green, and the yellow.

Her father led her through the ha',

Fine flowers i' the valley
j

Pier mother danc'd before them a',

Wi' the red, green, and the yellow, ^^

Her iifler Ann led her through the clofe,

Fine flowers i' the valley
^

Her brother John put he? on her horfe,

Wi' tlie red; green, and the yellow.

You are high and I am low, 40

Fine flowers i' the valley
;

Let me have a kifs before you go,

Wi' the red, green, and the yellow^
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Siie was louting down to kifs 1-am fw-eet^

Fine flowers i' the valley
5 45

Wi' Ills penknife he wounded her deep,

Wi' the red, green, and the yellow.

O lead me over into yon ftlle,

Fine flowers i' the valley
j

That I may fl:op and breathe a while. 5©

Wi' the red, green, and the yelioVv^

O lead me over into yon flair,

Fine flowers i' the valley
3

For there I'll ly and bleed nae mair,

V/i' the red, green, and the yellow.' 55

O what will yoLi leave your father dear ?

Fine flowers i' the valley
3

That milk-white fl:eed that brought me heie^

Wi' the red, green, and the yellow.

O what will you leave your mother dear ? 60
Fine flowers i' the valley

3

The nlken gown that I did v/ear,

V»'i' the red, green, and the yellow.

What will you leave ""your filler Ann ?

Fine flowers i' the valley
j

5-

My filken liiood and golden fan,

Wi' the red, green, and the vellovv.
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What win you leave your brother John ?

Fine flowers i' the valley
j

The higheft gallows to hing him on : 70
Wi' the redj green, and the yellow.

Wliat will you leave your brother John's wife ?

Fine flowers i' the valley
j

Grief and forrow to end her life,

Wi' the red, green, and the yellow, yj

What will you leave your brother John's bairns •?

Fine flowers i' the valley
5

The world wide for them to range,

Wi' the red, green, and the yello-w.

She louted down to gie a kifs, So

With a hey and a lily gay
5

He fluck his penknife in her hafs,

And the rofe it fwells fo fweetly.

Ride up, ride up, cry'd the foremofl man,

With a hey and a lily gay
5 §5

I think our bride locks pale and wan,

And the lofs it fmelis fo fweetly.
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MAY COLVIN.

Jr ALSE Sir John a wooing came,

To a maid of beauty fair j

May Colvin was this lady's name^

Her father's only heir.

He woo'd her butt, he woo'd her ben, 3
He woo'd her in the ha',

Until he got this lady's confent,

To mount and ride awa.

He went down to her father's bower,

Where all the fields did (land, ::o

And he's taken one of the bell fleeds

That was in her fath<jr's hand.

He's got on, and fhe's got on,

And faft as they could flee,

Until they came to a lonefome part, 15
A rock by the lide of the fea.

Loup oiF the fteid, fays falfe Sir John,

Your bridal bed you fee,

For I have drowned feven young ladies

The eight ane yoiv Ihall be, ^^

G ?
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Caft off, cafl off, my May Colvin,

All, and your filken gown,

For it's o'er good, and o'er coflly,

To rot in the fait fea foam.

Caft off, call off, my May Colvin, 2 5

All, and your embroidered fhune.

For they are o'er good and o'er collly,

To rot in the fait fea foam.

O turn you about, O falfe Sir John,

And look to the leaf of the tree, 30

/or it never became a gentleman,

A naked woman to fee.

He turn'd hirnfelf ftraight round about,

To look to the leaf of the tree,

So fwift as May Colvin was 35
' Fo throw him in the fea.

O help, O help, my P/Lay Colvin,

O help, or elfe I'll drown :

I'll take you hame to your father's bower,

And fet you down fafe and found. 40

No help, no help, you falfe Sir John,

No help, nor pity thee
j

Though feven kings daughters you have drown'd,

But the eighth fliall not be me.

So fhe went on her father's fteedy 45
As fwift as fhe could flee,
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And ilie cam hame to her father's bower,

Before it was break of day.

Up then fpak the pretty parrot
;

May Colvin where have you been f 50

What has become of falfe Sir John,

That wooM you fo late the flreen ?

He woo'd you butt, he woo'd you ben,

He woo'd you In the ha',

Until he got your own confent 55

For to mount and gang awa',

O hold your tongue, my pretty parrot,

Lay not the blame upon me
j

Your cup fhall be of the flovvrered gold,

Your cage of the root of the tree. 60

Up then fpake the king himfelf,

In the bed chamber where he lay,

"What ails the pretty parrot

That prattles fo long e'er day ?

There came a cat to my cage door, 6^

It almoil worried me,

And I was calling on May Colvin

To take the cat from me.
G 6
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THE WEE WEE MAN.

^\h I was walking all alone,

Between a water and a wa',

And there I fpy'd a wee wee man,

And he was the leall that e'er I faw.

His les^s were fcarce a fhathmont's length, 5

And thick and thimber was his thigh,

Between his brows there was a fpan,

And between his ihoulders there was three.

He took up a meikle flane,

And he ilang't as far as I could fee, lO

Though I had been a Wallace wight,

I coudna liften't to my knee.

O wee wee man., but thou be ftrong,

O tell me where thy dwelling be ?

My dwelling's down at yon bonny bower, 15

O will you go with me and fee ?

On we lap, and awa we rade.

Till we came to yon bonny green
;

We 'lighted down for to brit our horfe,

And out there came a lady fine, 20
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Four-and-twenty at her back,

And they were a' .clad out in green,

Thougli the K'mg of Scotland had been there,

The warll o' them might ha' been his (lueeu.

On we lap, and awa we rade, 2 c

Till we came to yon bonny ha',

Wliere the roof was o' the bcatt 11 gould,

And the floor was o' the cryilal a'.

When we came to the flair foot,

Ladies were dancing jimp and fma'
j ^(jj

But in the twinkling of an eye,

My wee wee man was clean awa'.

SIR HUGH.

x\.' THE boys of merry Linkim,

War playing at the ba',

An up it fl;ands him fweet Sir Hugh,

The flower among them a'.

He keppit the ba' than wi' his foot,

And catcht it wi his knee,

And evea in at the Jew's window,

He gart the bonny ba' flee>
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Call out the ba' to me, fair maid,

Caft out the ba' to me. lo

Ah never a bit of it, fne fays,

Till ye come up to me.

Come up, fweet Hugh, come up, dear Hugh,
Come up and get the ba\

I v/inna come, I mayna come, ij

Without my bonny boys a'.

Come up, fweet Hugh, come up, dear Hugh,
Come up, and fpeak to me

;

I mayna come, I winna come,

Without my bonny boys three. 20

She's taen her to the Jew's garden,

Whar the grafs grew lang and green^

She's puM an apple red and white,

To wyie the bonny boy in.

She's wyl'd him in through ae chamber, 25

She's wyl'd him in through twa.

She's wyPd him till hir ain chamberj

The flower out owr them a'.

She's laid him on a dreflin board,

Whar fhe did often dine, 3©

She Hack a penknife to his heart,

And drefs'd him like a fwine.

She row'd him in a cake of lead,

Bade him ly ilill and lleep^
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She threw him i' th^ Jew's draw-well, 25
It was fifty fathom deep.

Whan bells were rung, and mafs was fung,

And a' man bound to bed,

Every lady got hame her fon.

But fweet fir Hugh was dead. 4a

BONNY MAY,

It was on an ev'nnig fae faft and fae clear^.

A bonny lafs was milking the kye,

And by came a troup of gentlemen,

And rode the bonny laiTie by.

Then one of them faid unto her, 5

Bonny lafs, pry'thee ftiew me the way.

O if I do fae it may breed me wae,

For langer I dare nae ilay.

But dark and mifty was the night

Before the bonny laffie came hame
5 l@

Now where hae you been, my ae doughter ?

I am fure you was nae your lane.

O father, a tod has come o'er your lamb j

A gentleman of high degree,
'
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And ay whan he fpake^ he lifted his hat, 15
And bonny bonny blinkit his ee.

Or e'er fix months were paft and gane,

Six months but and other three,

The laffie begud for to fret and to frown,

x\nd think lang for his blinkin ee. 20

O wae be to my father's Ihepherd,

An ill death may he die
5

He bigged the bughts fae far frae hame,

And tryfted a gentleman to me.

It fell upon another fair evening, 2j

The bonny laffie was milking her ky,

And by came the troop of gentlemen,

And rode the bonny laffie by.

Then one of them llopt, and faid to her,

Wha's aught that baby ye are wi' ? 30

The laffie began for to blufh, and think

To a father as good as ye.

O had your tongue, my bonny May,

Sae loud I hear you lie
j

O dinnae you mind the mifty night 3 :^

I was in the bught wi thee.

Now he^ come afF his milk-white Heed^

And he has taen her hame :
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Now let your father bring hame the ky,

You ne'er mair (hall ca' them agen. 40

I am a lord of caftles and towers,

Wi fifty ploughs of land and three,

And I have gotten the bonnieft lafs

That is in this countrie. 44

MACPHERSON'S RANT.

I've fpent my time in rioting,

Debauch'd my health and llrength
j

I've piilag'd, plunder'd, murdered

But now, alas ! at length,

I'm brought to punifhment direft, 5
Pale death draws near to me j

This end I never did proje6l,

To hang upon a tree,.

To hang upon a tree 1 a tree !

That curs'd unhappy death ! fS

Like to a wolf to worried be,

And choaked in the breath.

My very heart would furely break,

When this I think upon,

Did not my courage lingular, J J
Bid penlive thoughts begone.
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No man on earth that draweth breath,

More courage had than I
5

I dar'd my foes unto their face,

And would not from them tiy
j

2*

This grandeur fcout, I did keep out,

Like He£lor manfuUie :

Then wonder one like me, fo ftout.

Should hang upon a tree.

Th' Egyptian band I did command, 25

\¥ith courage more by far,

Than ever did a general

His foldiers in the war.

Being fear'd by all, both great and fmallj

I liv'd moll joyfuUie : 3®
O ! curfe upon this fate of mine,

To hang upon a tree.

As for my life, I do not care,

If juftice would take place,

And bring my fellow plunderers ^S
Unto this fame difgrace.

For Peter Brown, that notour loon,

Efcap'd and was made free
;

O ! curfe upon this fate of mine,

To hang upon a tree. 4®

Both law and juftice buried are,

And fraud and guile fucceed ;

riie guilty pafs unpunifhedj

If money intercede.
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The Laird of Grant, that Higliland faints 45

His miglity majeille,

lie pleads the caufe of Peter Brown,

And lets Macpherfon die.

The deft'ny of my life contriv'd

By thofe whom I oblig'd, 5©

Rewarded me much ill for good,

And lefc me no refuge.

For Braco Duif, in rage enough,

He firft laid hands on me
j

And if that death would not prevent, 5 e;

Avenged would I be.

As for my life, it is but fhort.

When I Ihail be no more
5

To part with life I am ccntsnt,

As any heretofore. 6®

Therefore, good people all, take heedj

This warning take by me,

According to the lives you lead,

Rew^ardad you ihall be.

GILLICRANXIE.

V^LAVERS, and his Highlandraen,

Came down upo' the raw, man,
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Who being fliout, gave mony a clout
y

The lads began to claw then.

With fword and terge into their hand, .5

Wi which they were nae flaw, man,

Wi mony a fearful heavy figh,

The lads began to claw then.

O'e.: bufh, o'er bank, o'er ditch, o'er ftank,

She flang amang them a', man
j

i€

The Butter-box got mony knocks,

Their riggings paid for a' then.

They, got their paiks, wi fudden llraiks,

Which to their grief they faw, man ;

Wi clinkum clankum o'er their crownSj 15

The lads began to fa' then.

Hur Ikipt about, hur leapt about,

And flang amang them a', man
5

The Englifh blades got broken heads,

Their crowns were cleav'd in twa then. 2©

The durk and door made their la ft hour,

And prov'd their final fa', man
j

They thought the devil had been there.

That play'd them fic a paw then.

The folemn league and covenant 2^
Came whigging up the hills, man

j

Thought Highland trews durft not refuie

For to fubfcribe their bills then.

In Willie's name, tliey thought nae ane

Duril ftop their courfe at a', man, 3Q
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But hur nane fell, wi mony a knock,

Cry'd, Furlck-^^niigs awa' man.

Sir Evan Du, and his men true,

Came linking up the brink, man
j

The Hogan Dutch they feared fuch, 35^

They bred a horrid ftink then.

The true Maclean, and his fierce men,

Came In amang them a' man •,

Nane durft withfland his heavy hand,

All fled and ran awa' then. 4»

Oh'' on a ri, Oh'' on a ri^

Wliy Ihould (lie lofe King Shames, man ?

Oh'' rig in di, Oh'' rig in di^

She fhall break a' her banes then
j

With.furichinijh, an' ftay a while, 45
And fpeak a word or twa, man,

She^s gi' a flraike, out o'er the neck,

Before ye win awa' then.

O fy for fhame, ye're three for ane,

Hur nane-fell's won the day, man. 50

King Shames' red-coats fliould be hung up^

Becaufe they ran awa' then
j

Had bent their brows, like Highland trows,

And made as lang a flay, man,

They'd fav'd their king, that facred thing, 55

And V\/'illIe'd ran awa' then.
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TRANENT MUIR,

X HE Chevalier, being void of fear,

Did march up Brifle brae, man,

And tliro' Tranent, e'er he did ftent,

As faft as he could gae, man :

While General Cope did taunt and mock, 5

Wi mony a loud huzza, man :

But e'er next morn proclaim'd the cock,

We heard another cravv^, man.

The brave Lochiel, as I heard tell,

Led Camerons an in clouds, man : 10

The morning fair, and clear the air.

They loosM with devililh thuds, man
j

Down guns they threw, and fwords they drew )

And foon did chace them alF, man 5

On Scaton Crafts they buft their chafts, 15

And gart them_ rin like daft, man.

The buff dragoons fwore blood and 'oons,

They'd make the rebels run, man •,

And yet they flee when them they fee,

And winna fire a gun, man. 2®

They turn'd their back, the foot they brake^

Such terror feiz'd them a', man y
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Some wet their cheeks, feme fyl'd their breaks,

And feme for fear did fa', man.

The volunteers prick'd up their ears, 25

And vow gin they were croufe, man
j

But when the bairns faw't turn to earn'll,

They were not worth a loufe, manj

Maift feck gade hame j O fy for {hame I

They'd better llaid awa', man, 3®

Than wi' cockade to make parade,

And do nae good at a', man.

M h the great, when herfell (hit,

Un'wares did ding him o'er, man,

Yet wad nae Hand to bear a hand, 35
But aff fou fad did fcour, man

,

O'er Soutra hill, e'er he flood iHil,

Before he tailed meat, man :

froth he may brag of his fwift nag,

That bare him aiF fae fleet, man. 40

And S———n keen to clear the een

O rebels far in wrang;, man
j

Did never ftrive wi' piftols five,

But gallop'd with the thrang, manj

He turn'd his back, aitd in a crack, 45
Was cleanly out of fight, man

5

And thought it bell 5 it was nae jefl

Wi' Highlanders to fight, man.

Mangft a' the gang nane bade the bang

But twa. and^ane was tane, man 5 5
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For Campbell rade, but Myrie flaid,

And lair he paid the kain, man j

Fell {kelps he got, v/as war than fliot^

Frae the fliarp-edg'd claymore, man
j

Frae many a fpout came runmng out 55
His reeking-het red gore, man.

But Gard'ner brave did flill behave

Like to a hero bright, man
j

His courage true, like him were few

That ftill defpiled flight, man
j 6»

For King and laws, and country's caufe,

In Honour's bed he lay, man
;

His life, but not his courage, fled,

While he had breath to draw, man.

And Major Bowie that worthy foul, 6^
Was brought down to the ground, man j

His horfe being fliot, it was his lot

For to get mony a wound, m&n
j

Lieutenant S .. n h, of Irifli birth,

Frae from he call'd for aid, man, >jq

Being full of dread, lap o'er his head,_

And wadna be gainfaid, man,

He made fick hade, fae fpur'd his beafl, 75
'Twas little there he faw, man

;

To Berwick rade, and fafely faid,

The Scots were rebels a', man
;

But let that end, for well 'tis kend

His ufe and wont to lie, man
5 8(S
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The Teague is naught, he never faught,

When he had room to Hee, man.

And Caddell dreil, amang the reft,

With gun and good claymore, man
j

On gelding grey he rode that way, 85

With piilols iet before, m'an
)

The caufe was good, he'd fpend his blood,

Before that he would yield, man
j

But the night before he left the cor,

And never fac'd the field, man. 00

But gallant Roger, like a foger,

Stood and bravely fought, man 3

I'm wae to tell, at laft he fell,

But mae dovvn \7V him brought, man.

At point of death, wi' his laft breath, g^
(Some ftanding round in ring, man),

On's back lying fiat, he ivav'd his hat.

And cry'd, God fave the King, man.

Some Highland rogues, like hungry dogs,

. Negleftlng to purfue, man, 1 00
About they fac'd, and in

,
great hafte

Upon the booty flev/, man •

And they as gain, for all their pala,
Are deck'd wi' fpoils of war, man

j

Fow bald can tell how her nainfell

Was ne'er fae pra before, man.

H

105
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At the tnorii tree, whicli you may fee _

Bewefi the ineadow-mili, man,

There mony Hain lay on the plain
j

The clans purfuing flill, man-, lie»

Sick unco hacks, and deadly whacks,

I never faw the like, man.

Lofl: hands and heads coil; them their dead>^

That fell near PreRcn-ajdie, man.

That afternoon, when a' was done, 115

I gaed to fee the fray man,

But had I wift what after pafl,

I'd better ftaid away, man •,

On Seaton's fands, wi' nimble hands,

They pic'd my pockets bare, man : 120

But I wifh ne'er to drie fick fear,

For a' the fiim and mair, man.

S H E R I F F-M U I R.

X hee.e's fonie fay that we wan,

'

, Some fay that they wan.

Some fay that nane wan at a- man
j

Eut one thing Ihri fure,

That at SherifF-muir, 5

A battle there vvas, which I faw, man
;

And we ran., and they ran^ and they ran, and

we rari^ and lOe ran^ and they ran aiVa maUi
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I

Brave Argyle and Eelliaveii,

Not like frighted L n, lo

Which Rothes and Haddington favv'' man
5

For they all with Wiglitman

Advanced on the right, man,

While others took flight, being rav/, man,

^na' we jxiu^ and they ron, &c. jj

Lord Roxburgh was there,

In order to fliaie

V71th Douglas, who Hood not' in awe, man,

Volunteerly to ramble

With Lord Loudon Campbell, tQ
Brave Hay did fufFer for a', man,

y^nd they ran, and we ran, &c.

Sir John Schaw, that great knight,

With broad fword mofl bright.

On horfeback he ftrangely 'did charge, man, 25
An hero that's bold.

None could him" with-hold.

He ftoutly encounterM the targeraen,

y^nd we ran, and they ran, &c.

For the cowardly W—-—m, 30
For fear they iliould cut him,

Seeing- glittering broad-fwords v/ith a paw, rnan^

And that in fuch thrang

Made Baird edicang,

And from the brave clans ran awa', man. '^^

Andwe ran^ and they ran, &c.

H %
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Brave Mar and Panmure

Were firm I am fure,

The latter was kidnapt awa, man.

Willi brilk men about, 40
Brave Harry retook

His brother, and laught at them a', man.

And we ratiy and they ran^ &.c.

Grave Marflial and Lithgow,

And Glen garj's pith too, 45
Affiiied by brave Loggia-man,

And Gordon's the bright,

So boldly did fight,

The red- coats took flight and awa, man.

And we ran^ and they ran^ &:c. 50

Strathmore and Clanronald

.,

' CryM ftill, advance Donald,

Till both tliefe heroes did fa', man j

For there was fuch hafhing,

And broad fwords a clafhing, ^ ^"^

Brave Forfar himfelf got a cla' m.an.

And we ran, and they i^an^ &c.

Lord Perth ftood the llorm,

Seaforth but lukewarm,

Kilfyth and Strathallan not fla', man
j 60

And Hamilton pled,

The men were not bred,

li'or he had no fancy to fa', man,

And we ran, and they ran, &c.
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Brave generous Southelk, 6^

Tilebairn was briik,

Whofe father Indeed would not drav/, man,

Into the fame yoke,

Which ferv'd for a cloak,

To keep the eftate 'twixt them twa, man. 70

udnd we ran^ and they ran^ &c.

Lord Rollo not fear'd,

Kintore and his beard,

Pitlligo and Ogilvie a', man,

And brothers Balfours, 75
They flood the firft ihow'rs,

Clackmannan and Burleigh did cla', man.

And we ran^ and they ran, &c^

But Cleppan a£led pretty,

And Strowan the witty, 80

A poet that pleafes us a', man j

For mine is but rhime,

In refpe6l of what's fine,

Or what he is able to draw, man,

Though we ran, and they ran, &c. 85

For Huntly and Sinclair,

They both pl-^y'd the tlnclalr,

With confciences black like a craw man.

Some Angus and Fifemen

They ran for their life, man, 90
And ne'er a Lot's wife there at a', man.

And ive ran, and they I'an, &c.
H3
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Then L——e the traytcr,

Who betray'd his mailer,

His king, and his country, and a', man, t)^

Pretending Mar might

Give order to fight,

To the right of the army awa. man.

And ix)e ran, and they ran^ ^c»

Then L -e for fear, 100

Of what he might hear,

Took Drummpnd's befi; horfe and awa, man,

Inftead of going to Perth,

He croiTed the Firth,

Alongft Stirling-bridge and awa, man. 105

Andwe ran, and they ran^.^c.

To London he prefs'd,

And there he addr&iVd,

That he behav'd bed of them a', man 5

And there without ftfife HO
Got fettled for life,

An hundred a-year to his fa' man.

And we ran, and they ran^ &c,

Jn Borrow flounnefs

He refidcs vvith difgrace, 115

Till his neck flands in need of a draw, man,

And then in a tether

He'll fwing from a ladder,

Go olf the fcage with a pa', man^

And vjs ran, and they ran^ &c.
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Rob Roy flood watch

On a hiil for to catch

The booty for ought that I faw, maiij

For he ne'er advanc'd,

From the place he was ftanc'd, 125-

•Till no more to do there at a' man,

For we ran, and they ran, &c.

So we all took, the flight,

And M——-y the wright
j

But D—.^—m the fmith was a bra-man, 130

For he took the gout

Which truly was wit,

By judging it time tq withdra', man.

And we ran^ and they ran^ &c.

And trumpet M -e, 135

"ViUiofe breeks were not clean,

Thro' misfortune he happened to fa', man,

By faving his neck,

His trumpet did break,

Came off without muiick at a', man.

Andxne ran, and they ran^ &c.

So there fuch a race was,

As ne'er in that place was.

And as little chafe was at a', man
5

From other they ran, ^45
Without tuck of drum

j

They did not make ufe of a pa', man.

And we ran, and they ran, and they ran, and

we ran, and we ran, and they ran awa man-..

H4



lyS SCOTS SONGS.

GENEP.AL LESLIE'S MARCH.

iVl APXH, march, marcLj

Why the d don't ye march ?

Stand to your arms, my lads,

Fight in good order,

Front about, ye muiketeers all 5
-Till ye come to the Englifh border,

Stand tilPt and fight like men,

True gofpel to maintain, '

The parliament's blyth to fee us a' coming j

V/hen to the kirk we conie, lo

We'll purge it illia room,

Frae Popifh relicks, and a' fuch innovation,

That a' the vvarld may fee.

There's nane i' the right but we,-

Of the auld Scottiili nation. 1

5

Jenny iliall v^^ear the hood,

J ocky the fark of God
j

And the kill fou of whiftles.

That make lie a cleiro,

Our pipers bra, fhall hae them a', whate'er comes

on it
;

20

Bu& up your plaids, my lads, codv up your bon-

nets.

March, march
J
&c^
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HIGHLAND MARCH.

In the garb of old Gavil, wi the fire of old Rome^

From the heath-cover'd mountains of Scotia wer

come,

Where the Romans endeavour'd our country to*

gain,

Bat oar anceiiors fought, and they fought not in

vain..

Such our love of liberty^ our country^ and our laws.

Thai like our ancejiors of old, wefland by Free-

dom's caufe

;

6

We''II bravely fight like heroes bold, for honour

and applaufe,

And defy the French ^ mith all their art, to alter

our laws.

No effeminate cuftoms our finews unbrace,

No luxurious tables enervate our race, 10

Our loud-founding pipe bears the true martial

llrain,

Sx) do we the old Scottifh valour retain.

Such our love, &.c.

We''re tall as the oak on the mount of the vale,

As fwift as the xoe which the hound doth affail;-

Hi
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Ag the full moon in autumn our fhields do ap-

pear, 16

Minerva would dread to encounter our fpear

Such our love, &c.

As a dorm in the ocean v;hen Boreas blows,

So are v/e enraged when we ruili on our foes j 20
We fons of the mountains, tremendous as rocks,

Dafh the force of our foes with our thundering

firokes.

Such our love, &c.

Quebec and Cape Breton, the pride of old France.

In their troops fondly boafted till we did advance
5

But w^hen our claymores they faw us produce, 26

Jlieir courage did fail, and they fued for a truce,

Such our love^ &c.

In our realm' may the fury of faclion long ceafe,

May our councils be wife, and our commerce in-

creafe
j 30

And in Scotia's cold climate may each of us find.

That our fri^nd^ ftill prove true, and our beauties

prove kind.

Then we''II defend our liberty, our country, and

our laws,

.And teach our late pojlerity to fight in freedom''S'

canfe,

That they like our anceflors bold. &c, "^^
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LITTLE WAT YE, &c.

J-j IT7LE vjat ye wha''s coinings

Little wat ye wha^s comings

Little wat ye wba'^s coming,

Jock and Tarv. and a''s co??iing.

Duncan's coiTiing, Donald's coming-^ 5
Colin's coming, Ronald's coming,

Dougal's coming, Lauclilan's coming,

Alaller and a's coming.

Little wat ye whd^s comings

Jock and Tarn and a''s coming. jO

Borland and liis men's comings

The Camerons and M'Lean's comings

The Gordons and M'Gregors. coming^

A' the Dunywaftles' coming,

Little wat ye, &c. 1 -

M'Gihrey of Drumglafs is co??iing.

Wigton's coming, Nithfdale's coming,

Carnwath's coming, Kenmure's corning,

Derwentwater and FoUer's coming,

Y/ithrington and Nairn's coming. ^o
Li- tie wat ye, &c.

?/;;;/:> Cowhill and ah^ coming.

H 6
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The Laird of M'Intofh Is coming,

M'Crabie and McDonald's coming,

The M^Kenzie's and M'Pherfon's coming, 25,

A' the wild M'Craws' coming.

Little wat ye, &c,

Donald Gun and a's comings

They gloom, they glowr, they look fae big^.

At ilka ftroke they'll fell a whig
\ 30

They'll fright the fuds of the Pockpuds,

Far mony a buttock bare's coming.

'Little vjat v<?, &c..

THE APvCHERS MARCH..

DouND, found the mufic, found it,

Let hills and dales rebound it,

Let hills and dales rebound itj.

In praife of archery
j

Its origin divine is, 5^,

The praiSlice brave and fine is,

Which generoufly inclines us

To guard our liberty^

Art by the gods employed,

By which heroes enjoyed, la

By which heroes enjoyed

The wre-iith of vidory.
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The deitj of Parnaflus.

The god of foft careffes,

Chafte Cyntliia and her lalTes t^

Delight in archery.

See, fee yon bow extended,

'Tis Jove himfelf that bends it,

'Tis Jove himfelf that bends it
j

O'er clouds on high it glows. 20

All nations, Turks and Parthians,

The Tartars and the Scythians,

The Arabs, Moors, and Indians,

With bravery draw their bows.

Our own true records tells us,- 25

That none could e'er excel us,

That none cou'd e'er excel us

In martjal archery
5

With fhafts our fires engaging,

Oppos'd the Romans raging,. 30:

Defeat the fierce Norvegian^

And fpar'd few Danes to flee,

Witnefs Largs and Loncartie,

Dunkel and Aberlemny,

Dunkel and Aberlemny, 3^:

Rofiin and Bannockburn.

The Cheviots all the border

Were bowmen in brave order,

Told enemies, if further
^

They mov'd; they'd ne'er return. 4'pi:
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Sound found tlie mufic, found It^

Let hills and dales rebound it,

Let hills and dales rebound it.

In praife of archery :

UsM as a game it pleafes, 4.^

The mind to joy it raifes,

And throws off all difeafes

Of lazy luxury.

Now no more care beguiling,

When all the year looks fmiling, ro

When all the year looks fmiling

With healthful harmony :

The fun in glory glowing,

^ Vv^ith morning dew beftowing

Sweet fragrance, life, and growing, jj
To flowers and ev'ry tree.

'Tis nov^ the archers royal.

An hearty band and loyal,

An hearty band and loyal.

That in juli thoughts agree, 60

Appear in ancient bravery,

Defpiling all bafe knavery,

Which tends to bring in flavery

Souls worthy to live free.

Sound, found the mulic, found it, 65
Fill up the glafs and round wi't,

Fill up the glafs and round wi't-
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Health and profperity

To our great chief and officers,

T' our Prelident and Counfeliors

;

To all who, like their brave forbears,

Delight in archery.
. 7

1

FRAGMENTS.

JIjArl Douglas then wham nevir knicht

Had valour mair nae courtefie,

Is now fair blani'd by a the land

For lichtlying o' his gay ladie.

" Gae little page, and tell my lord^

*' Gin he will cum and dytie wi' me,

" I'll fet him on a feat o' gowd,

" And ferve him on my bended knie.

^ Now wae betide ye black Faflne's,

" Bot and >n ill deed may ye die ! 10'

''- Ye was the nrft and fo.emoft man-

^' Whapairted my true lord and ms,"
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SKe has called to her her hour maidens^

She has called them ane by ane •,

*' Ther lyes a deid man in my bourj,

" I wiili that he war gane."

They hae booted him and fpurred him, ^,

As he was wont to ryde.

A hunting horn ty'd round his waiH,

A Iharp fword by liis fyde.

Then up and fpak a bonnie bird.

That fat upo' the trie
j

lO-;

«* What hae ye done wi' Earl Rich=ard,

" Ye was his gay ladie ?"

" Cum doun, cum doun, my bonnie bird,

" And licht upo' my hand
;

*^ And ye Ihall hae a cage o' gowd, -
15.

" Whare ye hae but the wand."

*' Awa, awa, ye ill woman

!

" Nae cage o' gowd for me
;

^^ As ye hae done to Earl Richard,

" Sae wad ye; doe to me." -^ 20
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See ye tlie cable's lonlie wa,

That rifes In yon yle ?

There Angus mourns that e'er he did

His fovereign's luve begyle.

*' O will ye gae wi' me fair maid ? 5
" O will ye gae wi' me ?

" I'll fet you on a bouir o' gowd
" Nae haly cell ye'fe drie.'»

'^ O meikle lever wald I gang
*' To bide for ay wi' thee, la

*' Then heid the king my father's will,

" The haly cell to drie=

''' Sin I maun nevir fee nor fpeke

" Wi' him I luve fae deir,

" Ye are the £rfi: man in the land 15
" I wald cheis for my fere,"

Whar yon cleir burn frae down the k>ch|

Rins faftlie to the fea,
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Th=re btelie batliM in hete o"" nune

A i quire of valoar hie.

He kend nae that the faufe mermaid

Thec" us'd to belk and play,

Or he had neir 'gane to the bathe,

I trow, that dreirie day.

Nae funer had he deft his clalths,

N'ae funer gan to fwim,

Than up fhe rais'd her bonnie face

* Aboon the glittering ftreim.

10

" O comelie youth, gin ye will cum
" And be my leman deir,

" Ye fall ha pleafance o' ilk fort,

" Bot any end or feir.

15

^' I'll tak ye to my emraud ha

" Wi' perles lichted round
j

" Whar ye fall live wi' luve and me,

" And ne'er by bale be found. 20
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pUNCAN.

Daw ye tlie thane o' meikle pride,

P*.ed anger in his ee ?

I faw him not, aor care, he cry'd,

Red anger frights na me.

For I have flude whar honour bad, 5

Though d-^th trod on his hscl ; -

Mean is the crefl: that floops to fear,

Nae fic may Duncan feel.

Hark ! hark ! or was it but the wind,

That through the ha' did ling
5

10'

Hark ! hark ! agen ; a warlike found,

The black woods round do ring.

'Tis na for naught, bauld Duncan cry'd^

Sic (houtings on the wind.

Syne up he ftarted frae his feat, I^

A thrang of fpears behind.

Hade, halle, my valiant hearts, he faid,

Aiies mair to follow me
3
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We'll meet yon Hiouters by the burn,

I guefs wlia they may be. 20

But wha is he that fpeids fae faft,

Frae the flaw marching thrang
j

Sae frae the mirk cloud flioots a beam,

The &y's blue face alang.

Some meiTenger It is, mayhap, 25
Then not at peace I trow.

My maifter, Duncan bade me rin,

And fay thefe words to you :

Reflore again that blooming rofe,

Your rude hand pluckt awa'
5 ^a

Reftore again his Mary fair,

Or you fhall rue his fa'.

Three flrides the gallant Duncan tuikj

He ftruck his forward fpear :

Gae tell thy mafter, beardlefs youth, 35
We are nae wont to fear.

He comes na on a walTail rout,

Of revel, fport, and play
j

Our fwords gart Fame proclaim us men,

Lang e'er this ruefu' day. 4®

The lofe I pluckt o' right Is mine,

Our hearts together grew,

Like twa fweet rofes on ae ftak,

Frae hate to love (he flew,.
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Swift as a "wliiged Tnaft he fped j 45
Bald Duncan faid in jeer,

Gae tell thy mailer, beardlefs youthy

We are nae wont to fear.

He comes na on a waffail rout,

Of revels, fport, and play j 50

Our fwords gart Fame proclaim us men,

Lang e'er this ruefu' day.

The rofe I pluckt o' right is mine,

Our hearts together grew
;

Like twa fweet rofes on ae llak, 55
Frae hate to love they flew.

He flampt his foot upo' the ground,

And thus in wrath did fay.

God flrike my faul, if frae this field,

We baith in life" (liall gae I 60

He wav'd his hand : the pipers play'd,

The targets clattered round
j

And now between the meeting faes

Was little fpace of ground.

But wha is fhe that rins fae faft ?

Her feet nae flap they find
j 65

Sae fwiftly rides the milky cloud,

Upo' the fimmer's wind.

Ker face a mantle fcreen'd afoi'e^

She fhow'd of lily hue
5

'

70
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Sae frae tne grey mift breaks tlie luii,

To drink the morning dew.

Alack ! my -friends, wliat figlit is this ?

O, ftap your rage ! (he cry'd
j

Whar love with honeyM lips iliould be, ^j
Mak not a breach fo wide.

Can then my vmcle draw his fword,

My huiband's breail to bleed ?

Or can ray fweet Lord do to him

Sic foul and luthlefs deed ? 80

Bethink you, uncle, of the time,

My gray-hair'd father died,

Frae Vv^ar your ihrill horn (buck the wood,

He fent for you with fpeed.

My brother, guard my bairn, he faid, 85
She'll hae nae father foon

j

Regard her, Donald, as your ain,

I'll aik nae uther boon.

Would then my uncle force my love,

VvHiar love it coudna be ?

Or wed nie to the man I hate ?

Was this his care of me ?

90

Can thefe brave m.en, who but of late,

Together clias'd the deer,

Againft their comrades bend their bows, g^
In. bluidy hunting- here I
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Slie fpake, while trickling ran tlie tear

Her bluilnna" cheek alang ',

And iilence, like a heavy cloud,

O'er a' the warriors hang. 1 00

Syne fiapt the red-halr'd Malcolm fatth,

Three-fcore his years and trr.ec^ ,

Yet a' tk:- itren-th of ilroligeiL youth,

In lie an eild had he.

Nac pity was there in hJs breaft, 105

For war alane he loc''d
j

His grey een fparkled at the fight

Of plunder, death, and bluid.

What ! fhall our hearts of fieel, he faid,

Bend to a woman's fang ? HO
Or can her words our honour quit,

For fic diQioneil wrang ?

For this did a' thefe w^arriors come,

To hear an idle tale ?

And o'er our death-accullomed arms, 115

Shall filly tears prevail ?

They gied a fhout, their bows they tuik,

They clafliM their ileely fwotds
j

Like the loud waves of Barra's fliore,

There was nae room for words. 120
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A cry the weepieg Mary gied^

O uncle hear my prayer 5

Heidna that man of bluidy look—

She had na time for mair
j

For in the midft anon there came, 12

A blind unwetting dart,

That glanc'd frae aff her Duncan's targe,

And flrack her to the heart.

Awhile ilie ftagger'd, fyne Hie fell,

And Duncan fee'd her fa'
j 130

Ailound he flood, for in his limbs

There was nae power at a'.

The rpear he meant at faes to fling,

Stood fix'd within his hand
j

His lips half open cou'dna fpeak, 135
His life was at a Hand.

Sae the black ftum.p of fome auld aik.

With arms in triumph dight,

Seem.s to the traveller like a man.
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KENNETH.

1 WEIRD, I weird, hard-hearted lord,

Thy fa' fhall foon be feen
j

Proud was the lily of the morn,

The cald froft nipt or een :

Thou leughfi: in fcorn when puir menweep'd, r

And llrack the lov/ly down
3

Sae fall nae widow weep for thine,

When a' their joys are flown.

This night ye drink the fparkly wine
j

I redd you drink your fill
j

I @

The morrow's fun fhall drink your bluid,

Afore he reach the hill.

I fee the fnaw-maned horfes ride,

Their glitt'ring fwords they draw
j

Their fwords that ftiall nae glitter lang, 15

Till Kenneth's pride ihall fa'

'he black Dog youl'd j he faw the fight

Nae man but I could fee
j
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High on fair Marg'ret's breaft her fheet^

And deadly fix'd her ee : 2^

Sae fpake the feer *, wild in his een

His frighted fpirit gaz'd ;

Pale were his cheeks, and itiff his hair

Like boary briltles raiPd.

Loud, loud in Kenneth's lighted ha'^ 25
The fang of joy was heard

j

And mony a cup they fill'd again,

Afore the light appear'd.

" War my fon William novf but here,

" He wad na fail the pledge" -30

" Wi' that in at the door there ran

" A ghoufty-looking page.

'' I faw them, Mailer, O ! I faw,

^' Beneath the thorney brae,

^' Of black-mail'd warriors mony a rank
5 ^^

*' Revenge ! he cried, and gae."

The youth that bare Lord Kenneth's cup,

The faft fmile on his cheek,

Frae his white hand let fa' the drink.

Nor did the baldeil fpeak. 40

Sae have I feen the gray-wing'd fhaft

That ilrak the nobleft deer
5

Aftounded gaz'd the trembling herd';,

Nor could they flee for fear.
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'^ Ride, ride, and bid Lord William come : 45.

" His fathers fair befet."

" It was Lord William's horfe that neigh'd
j

" I heard them bar the yate."

'^ Welcome, my valiant fon," he faid j

" Or fliould I welcome fay, 50
*' In fic an ill hour, when you come

*' To meet thy father's fae ?"

^^ Curs'd be that thought," bald William faid
j

" My father's faes are mine ;

Lang has my breaft frae Kenneth learn'd ^^
" Sic baby fear to tine." .

** O William ! had v/e kent yeftreen."^—

—

" Father, we ken it now
j

Let women tell what women willi."—

—

Syne three ihrill blafls he blew. 6©

3J iFair Marg'ret lay on downy bed
5

Yet was na found her reft
j

She waken'd wi' Lord William's horn,

And down flie came in hafte.

'* What mean you, Kenneth, by that blaft ? 6^
jor •" I wifh my dreams bode guid

j

^ Upon a bed of lilies fair

" I thought there rain'd red bluid.

I z



1^6 SCOTS SONGS.

" My foil ! my fon ! may peace be tliere

" Whar noble William ftands."

" We are the lilies", anfwer'd he,

^' May their bluid weit our hands."

7«

" "\^»niat means my William by fie words ?

" Whafe bluid would William fpill ?

^' I thought that horn had blawn in peace, 75
" That wak'd the night fae IHIL"

She luik'd t, but nane durft anfwer make,

Till gallant William faid,

*' Aft has my mother bade us joy,

" When we to battail gade. 80

*^ Again thy hands may work the plaid

^' For him that fought the beft-j

^' Again may I hing up my^arge
** Upon the pin to reft.

^' But William never liv'd to fee
; 85

*' Nor did his mother hear

*^ A warrior cry on William's name,

^' That was na found for fear.

^* And if we fa', my gallant friends,

** We fhall na fa' alane
j ^0

** Some honefl hand fhall write our deeds

^^ Upon the talleft ftane."

'^ Hafte, Kenneth, hafte j for in the field

'"^The fire ey'd Walter rides
j
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" His men, that come fae thraii^ \\V kafle, 95
« For flaw delay he chides."

'' By Mary, we will meet him there,^'

" The angry William cry'd
j

" Thy fon will try this Lion-fae,

" And you with Margaret bide.'* 1 c#

" No, on my faith, the fword of youth

" Thy father yet can wield
;

'* If that I ftirink frae fiercell: faes^

" My babies mock my eild.'*

Then forth they rufh'd, afore the yate 105

The warriors fallied out :

Lord William fmil'd upon their ranks
;

They anfwer'd wi' a (hout,

^ Gae rin, and fay to Walter thus :

" What feek thae warriours here ? 11*
it- Or why the din of fiery war

" Allounds the peaceful ear ?"

" Swift ran the page. " Thus Kenneth fays,

" "^AHiat feek thae warriours here !

" Or why the din of fiery war 115
" Allounds the peaceful ear ?"

" Gae tell thy mailer, frae this arm
" Mine anfwer will I gl'e y

I ^
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'* Remind him of his tyrant deeds,

" And bid him anfwer me. 3 2Q

'"^ Wha was't that ilew my father dear ?

" That bar'd my calile wa' ?

*' Wha was't that bade wild ruin bruid

" Whar pipes did glad the ha' ?"

**' Nor half way had the meffage fped, 125
" When their tough bows they drew ?,

'•' But far attour the warriors heads

" The Hiafts for anger flew.

'' Sae ever fiiute Lord Kenneth's faes,"

The valiant William faid
; 130

" Wi' this I war nae wi' the wind."

And drew his glittering blade.

Below the arrow's arch they rufh'd

Wi' mony a fhout, fae fail
5

Beneath the rainbow the big clouds 135
Sae drives the roaring blaft.

Bald Walter fprang frae aff his iktld,

And drave him o'er the lee
;

" Curs'd be the name of that bafe cow'rd

" That could but think to flee." 140

Firmly he fet his manly foot,

And firm his t;^,rge he bare ^
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J 99

Never may Walter greet liis friendsv

If Kenneth fee him mair.

Muha defunt.

Fair Margaret wi' lier maidens fat 145^

Within the painted wa'
j

She flatted at ilk breath of wind

That whiftied through the ha'*

**" Wlia was't that gi'd yon cry below ?—
" Say, page, does ill betide ?" 15«-

<* Kenneth and William baith are ilain j

" Mak hafte, mak hafte and ride."

Her maidens fcriech'd : but any fpeech,

Nor wail of wae, had fhe 5

She bow'd her head, and fair flie ligh'dy 155

And cald death clos'd her ee.

FRENNET HALL. PART I.

W HEN Frennet caflle's ivied wall

Thro' yallow leaves were feen ;

I 4
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When birds forfook the faplefs boiighsj

And bees the faded green
j

The Lady Frennet, vengeful darnCj j
Did wander frae the ha',

To the wild foreil's dewie gloom,

Among the leaves that fa'.

Her page, the fwifteft of- her train^,

Had dumb a lofty tree, l®-

Whafe branches to the angry blaft

Were fouching mournfullie.

He turn'd his een towards the path

That near the caftle lay,

Where good lord John and Rothemay i^

Were riding down the brae.

Swift darts the eagle from the &.y,

When prey beneath is feen i

As quickly he forgot his hold,

And perch'd upon the green. 29

O hie thee, hie thee ! lady gay,

Frae this dark wood awa :

Some viiitors of gallant mein

Are hailing to the ha\

riien round flie row'd her filken plaid, 25

Her feet (he did na fpate.

Until (lie left the forell Hurts

A lanp; bow-fhot and mair.
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O where, O where, my good lord John,

tell me where you ride ? 3Q

Within my caftle-wall this night

1 hope you mean to bide.

Kind nobles, will ye Ijut alight,

In yonder hour to ffay
j

Saft eafe fhall teach you to forget ^i;

The hardnefs of the way.

Forbear entreaty, gentle dame^

How can we here remain ?

Full well you ken your huiband dear

Was by our father llain. 43

The thoughts of which with fell revenge

Your angry bofom fwell

:

Enraged you've fworn that blood for blood

Should this black paffion quell.

O fear not, fear not, good lord John, 45
That I will you betray,

Or fue requital fora debt

Which nature cannot pay.

Bear witnefs, a' ye powers on high,

Ye lights that 'gin to fhine, j®.

This night fhall prove the facred cord

That knits your faith and mine.

1 5-
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The lady flee witK honeyed words

Entic'd thir youths to flay :

But mornnig fun ne'er flione upon ^^
Lord John nor Rothemay.

7o the tune cfLeaderhaughs and Tarroic,

1 dream'd a dreary dream laft night
j

God keep us a' frae forrow :

I dream'd I pu'd the birk fae green

Wi' m^y true luve on Yarrow.

I""!! read your dream^ my iiiler dear, ^^

I'll tell you a' your forrow :

You pu'd the birk wi' your true luve
j

^ He's kill'd he's kill'd on.Yarrow.

gentle wind, that blow^eth fouth

To where my love repaireth, lo

Convey a kifs from his dear mouthy

And tell me how he fareth 1

But o'er yon glen run armed men,

Have wrought me dule and forrow :

They've ilain, they've flain the comliefl fwain^ 15

He bleeding lies on Yarrow.
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LAMMIKIN.

To the tune of Gil Morrice.

J\ BETTER mafon than Lammlkin

Never builded wi' the ftane :

Quha builded Lord Weires callell,

But wages nevir gat nane.

" Sen ze winnae gie me my guerdon, lord, ^
" Sen ze winna gie me my hyre,

" Yon proud caftle, fae ftately built,

", I fall gar rock wi' the fyre.

" Sen ye winna gie me my wages, Lord^

" Ze fall hae caufe to rue." I6R

And fyne he brewed a black revenge,

And fyne he vowed a vow.

** Now byde at hame, my luve, my life,

" I warde ze byde at hame :
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" O gang nae to this day's huntings 15

" To leave me a' my lane !

'' Zeflreene, zelxreene, I dreamt my bower

" Of red, red blude was fu',

»• Gin ye gang to this black hunting,

" I fall hae caufe to rue." 20

•^ Quha looks to dreams, my winfome dame ?

" Ze hae nae caufe to feare."

^* And fyne he's kift her comely cheek,

'^ And fyne the ftarting teare.

And fyne he's gane to the good greene wode, 25

And (he to her painted bowlr
j

And ihe's gard fteek doors, windows, yates^

Of callle, ha, and towir.

They fleeked doors, they ileeked yates,

Clofe to the cheek and chin
j 30

They iteeked them a' but a little wicket,

And Lammikin crap in.

Now quhere's the lady of this caflle,

Nurfe tell to Lammikin ?

She's fewing up intill her bowir : z^

The fals Nourice fne fung.

Larnmikin nipped the bonnie babe,

Quhile loud fals Nourice fmgs :

Lammikin hipped the bonnie babe,

Quhile Mq|i the red blue fprings. 40
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gentle Nourlce ! pleafe my babe,

O pleafe him wi' the keys

!

It'll no be pleafed, gay lady,

Gin I'd lit on my knees.

Gude gentle Nourice, pleafe my babe, 45

O pleafe him wi' a knife 1

He winna be pleafed millrefs myne.

Gin I wad lay down my life»

Sweet Nourice, loud, loud cries my babe,

O pleafe hini wi' the bell

!

^#

He winna be plafed, gay lady,

Till ze cum down yourfelL

And quhen fhe faw the red, red blude,

A loud fcrich fchriched ftie,

O monller, monfter I fpare my child, 55,

Quha nevir ikaithed thee.

O fpare ! gif in your bludy breall

Albergs not heart of ftane-

!

fpare ! and ye fall hae of goud 6©

1

Quhat ze can carrie hame.

Dame, I want not your goud, he faid y

Dame, I want not your fee
5

1 hae been wranged by your Lord,

2e fall black vengeance drie. 65

Here are nae ferfs to guard your halls^^

Nae trully fpeirmen here y
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They found tlie liorn in glide grene wode^.

And chafie the doe and deer.

The' merry founds the gude grene wode, 79
Wi' huntfmen, hounds, and horn,

Zour Lord fall rue, e'er fets yon fun,

He hath done me fkaith and fcorn»

THE BONNY LASS OF LOCHROYAN,

vJ WHA will fhoe thy bonny feet ?

Or wha will glove thy hand ?

Or wha will lace thy middle-jimp,

With a lang, lang London whanS'

And wha will kame thy borny head 5
With a Tabean birben kame ?

And wha will be my bairn's father,

Till love Gregory come hame ?

Thy father'll (hoe his oon^i / feet
5

Thy mcther'U glove his hand
5

20.

Thy brither will h.'?: his middle jimp

With a lang lang London whang.

Myfell will kame his bonny head

With a Tabean birben kamev
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And the Lord will be the bairn's father 15

Till Gregory come hame.

Then ihe''s gart build a bonny fhip,

It's a' cover'd o'er with pearl

:

And at every needle-tack \vas in't

There hang a liller-beli. 20

And fte's awa ——

-

To fail upon the fea :

She's gane to feek love Gregory

In lands whare'er he be.

She hadna fail'd a league but twa, 25

Or fcantly had Hie three,

Till ftie met with a rude rover

Was failing on the fea.

O whether art thou the queen herfell ?

Or ane o' her Maries three ', 30
Or art thou ;he Jafs of Lochroyan

Seeking love Gregory ?

O I am not the queen herfellj

Nor ane of her Maries three
;

But I a_n ihe lafs of Lochrcyan sj

Seeking love Gregory.

O fees na thou yon bonny bower,

It's a' cover'd o'er with tin :

When thou hall: fail'd it rouud about,

Love Gregory is within. 40
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When flie had faiPd It round about^

She tirled at the pin :

O open, open, love Gregory,

Open and let me In !

For I am the lafs of Lochroyan, 45-

Banlfht frae a' my kin.

[ His mother/peaks to her from the boufe, andjhe

thinks it him,~\

If thou be the lafs of Lochroyan,

As I know na thou be,
\

TfeU me fome of the true takens

That paft between me and thee» 5a

Haft thou na mind, Love Gregory,

As we fat at the wine.

We changed the rings afF Ithers hands,

And ay the beft was mine ?

For mine was o' the gude red gould, S$

But thine was o' the tin
;

And mine was true and trufty baith,

JBut thine was faufe within.

And haft thou na mind, love Gregory,

As we fat on yon hill, 60

Thou twin'd me of my maidenhead

Right fair againft my will ?.
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Now Open, open, love Gregory,

Open, and let me in
;

For the rain rains on my gude deeding^ 65

And the dew flands on my chin.

If thou be the lafs of Lochroyan,

As I know na thou be,

Tell me fome mair o' the takens

Paft between me and thee. 7#

Then fhe has turn'd her round about,

Well, fmce it will be fae,

Let never woman who has born a foa

Hae a heart fae full of wae*

Take down, take down that mafl of gould, 7.5.

Set up a mail of tree
j

For it difna become a forfaken lady

To fail fae royallie.

[Thefan fp^aks,']

I dream't a dream this night, mother,

I wiih it may prove true, 8.a

That the bonny lafs of Lochroyau

Was at the yate juil now.

Lie ftill, lie ftill, my only fon,

And found lleep mayfl thou get •^.

For it's but an hour or little mair

Since ftie was at the yate., S|:
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Aw a, awa, ye wicked woman,

And an ill deed may you die
;

Ye miglit have either letten her in,

Or elfe have wakened me. 9«

Gar faddle to me the black, he faid.

Gar faddle to me the brown,

Gar faddle to me the fwlfteft ileed

That is in a' the town.

Now the firft town he came to, 95
The bells were ringing there J

And the neiil town he came to,

Her corpfe was coming there.

Set down, fet down that comely corpfe,

Set dov/n and let me fee, 10»

Gin that be the lafs of Lochroyan,

That died for love 0' me.

And he took out his little penknife,

That hang down by his gare
j

And he's ripp'd up her winding -fheet, lo_^

A lang claith yard and mair.

And firll he kift her cherry-cheeky.

And fyne he kill her chin,

And neifl he kill her rofy lips
j

There was nae breath within. 11^

And he has ta.'en his little penknife,

With a heart that was fou fair v
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He has given lilmfelf a deadly wound,

And word fpoke never mair.

THE BATTLE OF OTTERBURN.

It fell, and about tlie Lammas time,

When huft)andmen do win their haj,

Earl Douglas is to the Engliih woods,

And a' with him to fetch a prey. .

He has chofen the Lindfays light, ^
With them the gallant Gordons gay,

And the Earl of Fyfe withouten flrife,

And Sir Hugh Montgomery upon a grey.

They hae taken Northumberland,

And fae hae they the north-fnire, 10.

And the Otter-dale they burnt it hale,

And fet it a' into a fire.

Out then fpack a bonny boy,

That ferv'd ane o' Earl Douglas' kin,

Methinks I fee an EngUfti hod 1

5

A-coming brankeii us upon.

If this be true, my little boy.

An it be troth that thou ttlls me.
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The braweft bower in Otterburii

This day ftiall be thy morning fee, 1©

But if it be falfe, my little boy,

But and a lie that thou tells me,

On the higheft tree that's in Otterburn

With my awin hands I'll hing thee hie.

The boy's taen out his little penknife, 25

That hanget low down by his gare,

And he gae Earl Douglas a deadly wound,

Alas ! a deep wound and a fare^

Earl Douglas faid to Sir Hugh Montgomery,

Tack thou the vanguard o' the three
j gO^

And bury me at yon bracken bu(h,

That itands upon yon lilly lee*

Then Percy and Montgomery met,

And weel I wat they war na fain
;

They fwapped fwords, and they twa fwat, 3^
And ay the blood ran down between.

O yield thee, yield thee, Percy, he faid,

Or elfe I vow I'll lay thee low.

Whom to fhall I yield ? faid Earl Percy
j

Now that I fee It maun be fo. 40

O yield thee to yon braken bufh.

That grows upon yon lilly lle^



SCOTS SONGS. 213

I winna yield to a braken bufh,

Nor yet will I unto a brier
5

But I wald yield to Earl Douglas, 45
Or Sir Hugh Montgomery, if he was here.

As foon as he knew it was Montgomery,

He ftuck his fword's point in the ground :

And Sir Hugh Montgomery was a courteous

knight,

And he quickly brought him by the hand. 59

This deed was done at Otterburn,

About the breaking o' the day.

Earl Douglas was buried at the braken bufh,

And Percy led captive away. ca

THERE GOWANS ARE GAY.

1 HERE gowans are gay, my joy,

There gowans are gay
5

They gar me wake when I fhould fleep,

The firft morning of May.

About the fields as I did pafs,

There gowans are gay j

I chanc'd to meet a proper lafs,

The firft morning of May.
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Iligiit bufy was that bonny maid,

There gowans are gayj !•

I halft her, fyne to her I fald,

The firlt morning of May :

O miilrefs fair, what do you here ?

There gowans are gay
j

Gathering the dew, what neid ye fpeir ? 15

The firfl morning of May.

The dew, quoth I, what can that mean ?

There gowans are gay v

Quoth fhe, to wafli my miftrefs clean,

The firfl: morning of May. 2©

I alked farder at hir fyne,

There gowans are gay,

Gif to my will flie wad incline f

The firlt morning of May.

She faid, her errand was not there^ 25

Where gowans are gay
j

Her maidenhood on me to ware.

The firft morning of May.

Then like an arrow frae a bow,

There gowans are gay j 3«
She fkift away out o'er the know,

The firll morning of May
j

And left me in the garth my lane^

There gowans are gay
j
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And In my lieart a twang of pain, 3 J

The firil morning o£.May.

The little birds they fang full fweet,

. There gowans are gay
j

Unto my comfort was right meet,

The nril morning of May. 4®

And thereabout I pall my time,

There gowans are gay
;

Until it was the hour of prlmCj

The firil morning of May.

And then returned hame bedeen, 45
There gow^ans are gay ;

Panfand what maiden that had beeiij

The firft morning of May.

KERTONHA' : OR, THE FAIRY COURT.

Dhe's prickt herfell and prin'd herfell,

By the ae light o' the moon,

And fhe's awa to Kertonha',

As fail as ihe can gang.

^' What gars ye pu' the rofe, Jenny ?

*' What gars ye break the tree ?
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" What gars you gang to Kertonha'

" Without the leave of me ?"

^' Yes, I will pu* the rofe, Thomas,
" And I will break the tree

5 jc
^' For Kertonha' ihou'd be my ain,

^^ Nor aik I leave of thee.

^ Full pleafant is the fairy land,

*' And happy there to dwell j

*' I am a fairy lyth and limb, 1

5

*' Fair maiden view me well.

^' O pleafant is the fairy land !

'^ How happy there to dwell !

" But ay at every feven years end,

" We're a' dung down to hell. ~20

^' The morn is good Hallow-e^en,

"' And our court a' will ride
j

^^ If ony maiden wins her man,

^' Then {he may be his bride.

^^ But firft ye'll let the black gae hy, 25
" And then ye'll let the brown :

^' Then I'll ride on a milk-white fleed,

** You'll pu' me to the ground.

^' And firft, I'll grow into your arms,

*' An elk, but and an edder
j

^t

*' Had me faft, let me not gang,

" I'll be your bairn's father.
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Next, I'll grow into your armSj

A tod, but and an eel y

Had me fall, let me not gang, 3^
If you do love me weel.

Lafl, I'll grow into your arms

A dove, but and a fwan
j

Then, maiden fair, you'll let me go,

I'll be a perfe6l man. aq

CLERK COLVILL: OR, THE MERMAID.

t^LERK CoLviLL and his lufty dame
Were walking in the garden green

5

The belt around her ftately waill

Coil Clerk Colvill of pounds fifteen.

O promife me now, Clerk Colvill^

Or it will coft ye muckle llrife
j

Ride never by the wells of Slane,

If ye wad live and brook your life.

N"ow fpeak nae mair, my lufty dame,
Now fpeak nae mair of that to me

5

Vol. I. K
10
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Did I ne^er fee a fair woman,

But I wad fin with her fair body f"

He's ta''en leave o' his g-ay lady,

Nought minding what his lady faid
^

And he's rode by the wells of Slane, ij;

Yv~here wafiiing was a bonny maidi

" Waih on, waili on, my bonny maid,

'' That waih fae clean your fark of filk j"

"• And weel fa' you, fair gentleman,

" Your body's whiter than the milk." 20

Then loud, loud cry'd the Clerk Colvill,

O my head it pains me fair
j

•' Then take, then take," the maiden faid,

^' And frae my fark you'll cut a gare."

Then (he's gi'ed him a little bane-knife, 2§
And frae his fark he cut a fhare

;

She's ty'd it round his whey-white face,

' But ay his head it aked mair.

I'hen louder cry'd the Clerk Colvill,

" O fairer, fairer akes my head j" 30
^^ And fairer, fairer ever will,"

The raaiden crys, " 'till you be dead."

Out then he drew his (hining blade,

Thinking to flick her where fhe ilood j
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But ilie was vanifli'd to a fifh, 35

And fwam far off a fair mermaid.

O mother, mother, braid my hair
j

My lufty lady, make my bed
j

O brother, take my fword and fpear,

For I have feen the falfc mermaid. ^tC

WILLIE AND ANNET.

Xjiv'd ancc twa luvers in yon dale

And they lov'd ither weel,

Frae ev'ning late to morning aire

Of luving luv'd their fill.

''^ Now, Willie, gif you luve me weel, J
" As fae it feems to me,

" Gar build, gar build a bonny fchip,

*' Gar build it fpeedilie.

*' And we will fail the fea fae green,

" Unto fome far countrie, 10

Or we'll fail to fome bonie ille

" Stands lanely midfi Hit fea."
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But lang or e'er the fchip was built,

Or deck'd, or rigged out,

Came lick a pain in Annet's back, 15

That down fhe ccuM na lout.

'•' Now, Willie, gif ye luve me weel,

'' As f:ie it feems to me,

'- O hafie, haire, bring me to my bow'r,

" And my bow'r maidens three." 20'

He's taen her in his arms twa,

Aaid kifs'd her cheik and chin
,

He's brocht her to her ain fweet bow'r.

But nae bovv'r-maid was in.

*' Now, leave my bower, Willie, fhe faid, 25
^* Now leave me to my lane

^

" Was nevir man in a lady's bower,

"" When {lie was travelling."

He's Hepped three Heps down the ftair,

Upon the marble ilane : 20

Bd,e loud's he heard his young fon's greet,

Eut and his lady's mane I

^^ Now come, now*come, Willie, fhe faid,

" Tak your young fon frae me,

<* And hie him to your mother's bower^ :? f

**' With fpeed and privacie."
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He's taen his young fon in his arms,

He's kifsM him cheik and chin,

He's hied him to his mother's bower

By th' ae light of the moon. 40

And with him came the bold baron.

And he fpake up wi' pride,

" Gar feek, gar feek the bower-maidens,

" Gar bulk, gar bulk the bryde."

" My maidens, eafy with my back, - 45
" And eafy with my fide.

" O fet my faddle faft, Willie,

" I am a tender bryde."

VvTien ilie came to the burrow town,

They gied her a broach and ring, 5®

And when fhe oame to * * *

They had a fair wedding.

O up then fpake the Norland Lord,

And blinkit wi' his ee,

" I trow this lady's born a bairn j'' '
- 55

Then laucht loud lauchters three.

And up then fpake the bri.lk bridegroom.

And he fpake up wi pryde, -

"^ Gin I ihould pawn my wedding-gloves,
'•' I will dance wi the bryde." 6o

K3
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*^ Now had your tongue, my Lord, {he fald,

" Wi dancing let me be,

" I am fae thin in flefli and blude,

'* Sma' dancing will ferve me."

But fhe's taen Willie be the hand, 6^
The tear blinded her ee

;

'' But I wad dance wi my true luve—
^' But burlls ray heart in three."

She's taen her bracelet frae her arm,

Her garter frae her knee, *7o

^' Gie that, gie that to my young fon,

'* He'll ne^er his mother fee."

Gar deal, gar deal the bread, mother,

" Gar deal, gar deal the wine
j

This day hath feen ray true love's death, ^5
^' This nicht j[hall witnefs mine."

THE CRUEL KNIGHT.

i HZ Knight flands in the flable-door,

h:^ he was for to ryde,
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Wlien.out then came his fair lady,

Defiring him to byde.

" How can I byde, how dare I byde, 5

" How can I byde with thee ?

*^ Have I not kilFd thy ae brother !

^' Thou hadil nae mair but he."

"' If you have kill'd my ae brother,

'' Alas I and woe is me ! 10

" But if I fave your fair body,

" The better you'll like me."

She's taen him to her fecret bower,

Pinn'd with a filler-pin,

And ihe's up to her highefl tower, 15

To watch that none come in.

She had na well gane up the Hair,

And entered in her tower,

When four-and-twenty armed knights

Came riding to the door. 2^'y

** Nov/, God you fave, my fair lady,

" I pray you tell to me,

" Saw you not a wounded knight

" Come riding by this way ?

" Yes j bloody, bloody v/as his fword, 25
'' And bloody were his hands 5

K4
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'' Eut if the fteed he rides be good,

*' He's paft fair Scotland's ftrands.

" Light down, light down, then, gentlemen,

" And take fome bread and wine
; 30

" The better you will him purfue,

" When you {hall lightly dine."

" We thank you for your bread, Lady,

" We thank you for your wine.

*' I would gie thrice three thoufand pounds 55
'' Your fair body was mine."

Then (he's gane to her fecret bower,

Her huihand dear to meet
;

But out he drew his bloody fword,

And wounded her very deep. 45

" Wliat aileth thee^now, good my Lord,

" What aileth thee at me ?

' Have you not got my father's gold,

, " Eut and my mother's fee?"

'' Now live, now live, my fair lady, 45
" O live but half an hour,

*• There's ne'er a leech in fair Scotland
'• But faall be at thy bower."

'•'• How can I live, how Ihall I live,

" How can I live for thee s* 50
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^^ See you not where my red heart's blood

*' Runs trickling down my knee !

WHi\ WILL BAKE, &c.

W HA will bake my bridal bread,

And brew my bridal ale ?

And wha will welcome my brilk bride

That I bring ©""er the dale ?

I will bake your bridal bread, ^
And brew your bridal ale,

And I will welcome your brifk bride

That you bring o'er th2 dale..

But (he that welcomes my brilk bride

Maun gang like maiden fair, lO

She maun lace on her robe fae jimp,

And braid her yellow hair.

Eut how can I gang maiden-like,

When m^aiden I am nane ?

Have I not born feven fons to thee, i C'

And am with child agen ?
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She's taen her young fon in her armsj

Another in her hand,

And (he's up to the higheft tower,

To fee him come to land. 20

You're welcome to your houfe, mafler,

You're welcome to your land,

You're welcome with your fair lady,

That you lead by the hand.

And ay fhe ferv'd the iang tables .25

With white bread and with wine^

And ay flie drank the wan water,

To had her colour fine.

Now he's taen down a filk napkin

Hung on the {ilver-pin, 30

And ay he wipes the tear trickling

Adown her cheek and chin.

I'LL WAGER, I'LL WAGER, &c.

I'll wager, I'll wager, I'll wager with you.

Five hundred merks and ten^
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That a maid fha'nae go to yon bonny green wood,

And a maiden return agen,

I'll wager, I'll wager, I'll wager with you, 5

Five hundred merks and ten,

. That a maid fhall go to yon bonnj gr^en wood.

And a maiden return agen.

She's pu'd the blooms afF the broom-bufli,

And ftrew'd them on's white hafs-bane j lO

This is a fign whereby ye may know

That a maiden was here, but {lie's gaiie.

O where was you, my good grey fleed,

That I hae lo'ed fae dear ?

why did you not waken me l^

When my true love was here ?

1 ftamped with my foot, mafter,

And gar'd my bridle ring^

But you wadnae waken frow your ileep,

Till your love was pall and gaufia a{>

Now I may fing as dreary a fang^

As the bird fung on the brier,

For my true love is far remov'd,

And I'll ne'er fee her mair. 24

K6
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JOHNNY'S GRAY BREEKS,

W HEN I was in my fe'enteenth year,

I was baitli blythe and bonny, O 5

The lads iuM me balth far and near,

But I lu'd nane but Jphnny, O,

He gain'd my heart in twa three weeks, 5
He fpak fae blythe and kindly, O y

And I made him new gray breeks

That fitted him moft finely, Q.

He was a handfome fellow

—

His humour was baith frank and free, 10

His bonny locks fae yellow,

Like gou'd they glitter'd in my ee
5

His dimpled chin and rofy cheeks,

And face fo fair and ruddy, O 3

And, then, a-day, his grey breeks ij.

Were neither avild nor duddy, O.

But now they are thread-bare worn,

They're wider than they wont to be :„

They're tafhed like and torn^

And clouted fair on ilka knee. 20

But gin I had a fummer's day,

A$ I have had right mony^ O5
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I'll mak a web o' new gray,

To be breaks to my Jolinny, G.

For he's weel wordy o' them, 2-5

And better gin I had to gi^e.

And I'll tak pains upon them,

Frae faults I'll ftrive to keep them free.

To clad him weel fhall be my care,

And pleafe him a' my fludy, O
j 30.

Eut he maun wear the auld pair

A wee, tho' they be duddy, 0»

To the tune of Apron Deary,

JVIy ftieep I negle£led, I loiV my fheep-hook.

And all the gay haunts of. my youth I forfook.j

Nae mair for Amynta frefti garlands I wove,

For ambition, I faid, would foon cure me of love,

what hadmy youth with ambition to do ? 5
Why left I Amynta .«* why broke Imy vow .^

gi"* me my Jheepy and my Jheep-hooh refiore^

Vll wanderfrae love and Amynta no tnore.

Through regions remote in vain do I rove,

And bid the wild Qcean fecure me from love !

O fool ! to imagine that ought can fubduc 113

A love fo well founded, a paffion fo true,

O.what had my yokthf &c.
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Alas ! 'tis o'er late at thy fate to repine ',

Poor Ihepherd, Amynta nae mair can be thine :

Thy tears are a' fruitlefs, thy wifhes are vain, 16

The moments neglected return nae again,

what had my youth with ambition to do ?

Why left I Amynta ? why broke I my voiv ?

O gi'' me my Jheep, aTid my Jheep-hook rejiore^

Vll wanderfrae love and Amynta no mare.

ALLOA-HOUSE.

X HE fpring-time returns, and clothes the green

plains.

And Alloa fliines more cheerful and gay
j

The lark tunes his throat, and the neighbouring

fwains

Sing merrily round me where-ever I llray :

But Sandy nae mair returns to my view
5 5

Nae fpring-time me cheers, nae mufic can

charm j

He's gane ! and, I fear me, for ever 5 adieu !

Adieu every pleafure this bofom can warm !

O AUoa-houfe I how much art thou chang'd !

How filent, how dull to me is each grove ! 1©
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Alane I here wander where ance we both rang'd,.

Alas for to pleafe me my Sandy ance ftrove !

Here, Sandy, I heard the tales that you tauld,

Here liften'd too fond whenever you fung
5

Am I grown lels fair then, that you are turn'd

cauld ? 1

5

Or foolilh, believ'd a falfe, flattering tongue ?

So fpoke the fair maid, when forrow's keen pain,

And fhame, her lall fault'ring accents fuppreft
j,

For fate, at that moment, brought back her dear

fwain,

Who heard, and, wi' rapture, his Nelly ad>

drcft : 20

My Nelly ! my fair, I come j O my luve I

Nae power Ihall thee tear again from my arms,

And, Nelly, nae mair thy fond fhepherd reprove,

Who knows thy fair worth, and adores a* thy

charms.

She heard 5 and new joy fhot thro' her faft

frame : 25

And will you, my luve ! be true ? ftie replied i

And live I to meet my fond fhepherd the fame ?

Or dream I that Sandy will make me his bride ?

O Nelly ! I live to find thee ftill kind
j

Still true to thy fwain, and luvely as true : 30

Then adieu to a' forrow j what foul is fo blind^

As not to live happy for ever with you ?
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Same Tune.

On I how cciiM I venture to luve an like theej..

And you not defpife a poor conqueil like me ?

On lordsj thy admirers, cou'd look wi' difdain,

And knew I was naethlng, yet pity'd my pain ?

You fald, while they teaz'd you with nonfenfe

and'drefs^ 5

When real the paffion, the vanity's lefsj

You fav/ thro' that iilence which others defpife,

And, v/hile beaux were a-tauking, read luye ii>

my eyes.

O ! how fnall I fauld thee, and kifs a' thy charms.

Till fainting wi' pleafure. I die in your arms j r®"

Thro' a' the wild tranfports of ecftafy toft,

Till linking together, together we're loft !

Oh ! where is the maid that, like thee, ne'er can-

cloy.

Whofe wit does enliven each dull paufe of joy
j

And when the ftiort raptures are all at an end, i 5

Krom beautiful miftrefs turns feniible friend ?

In vain do T praife thee, or ftrive to reveal,

To9 nice for expreftion^ which only we feel..
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In a' that you do, in each look and each meinj

The graces in waiting adorn you unfeen. 20

When I fee you, I luve you j when hearings

adore
^

I wonder, and think you a woman no more
5

Till mad wi' admiring, I cannot contain,

And kiffing your lips, you turn woman ^gain.

With thee in my bofom, how can I defpair ? 25

I'll gaze on thy beauties, and look awa care :

I'll aik thy advice when with troubles oppreft,

Which never difpleafes, but always is belt.

In all that I write I'll thy judgment enquire
;

Thy wit Ihall corred what thy love did in»

fpire : 30

I'll kifs thee, and prefs thee, till youth is all o'er>

And then live in friendihip, when paiTion's no

more.

AULD .LANG SYNE.

Qhou'd auld ;-

"
'.'-:•. £0

Ti.c- they:-:,-;,::: vn,;;i icars .?

Thsfe :.::- tLe i'cble hero's lot,

ObtainM in glo ^
- :;

Welcome, my Varo, i._ ,. , .rt,

Thy arms about me twine,

LgOl,
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And mak me ance again as blefl^

As I was lang fyne.

Methinks around us on each bough

A thoufand Cupids play, i4

Whilfl through the groves I wauk with you/

Each objeft makes me gay : ^ ,

»

Since your return, the fun and moon

With brighter beams do fliine,
^

Streams murmur foft notes while they run, rj'

As they did lang fyne.

Defpife the court and din o' ftate
;

Let that to their ihare fa',

Who can efteem fuch flav'ry great
^

While bounded like a ba' : 20

But funk in luve, upo' my arms

Let your brave head recline
;

We'll pleafe ourfels wi' mutual charms^

As we did lang fyne»
j

O'er moor and dale wi' your gay friend ;*5

You may purfue the chace.

And, after a blyth bottle, end

A' cares in my embrace :

And in a vacant rainy day, i

You Ihali be wholly mine
5 30

We'll mak the hours run fmooth away,

And laugh at lang fyne.

The heroe, pleaf'd wi' the fweet air^

The figns of gen'rous love,
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Wlucli had beeii utterM by the falr^ 35

Bow'd to the powers above
j

Next day, wi' glad confent and haile,

Th' approach'd the facred fhrlne
j

Where the good priefl the couple blefl,

And put them out o' puie. 4e

Bame Tune*

W HEN floury meadows deck the year.

And fporting lambkins play,

When fpangled fields renew'd appear,

And mufic Vr ak'd the day ?

Then did my Chloe leave her bow'r, 5
To hear my am'rous lay,

Warm'd by my love, (he vow'd no powe-r

ShouM lead hti heart aftray.

The warbling quires from ev'ry bough

Surround our couch in thrangs^ XO

And a' their tunefu' art beftow,

To gi' us change o' fangs

:

Scenes o' delight my foul poffefs'd,

I blefs'd, then hagg'd my maid
5

I robbM the kiffes frae her breaft^ 15
Sweet as a noon-day's fliade.

,
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But joy tranfporting never fails

To flee awa' as air
j

Another fwain wi' her prevails i

To be as faufe as fair. 2«

What can my fatal pafiion cure ?

I'll never woo again y

A' her difdain I maun endure,

Adoring her in vain.

Wliat pity 'tis to hear the boy 25

Thus lighing wi' his pain !

Eut time and fcorn may gi'e him joy,

To hear her iigh again.

Ah ! fickle Chloe, be advis'd.

Do not thyfeP beguile
5 3»

A faithful lover fhould be prizM,

Then cure him wi' a fmile.

ALLAN WATER.

W HAT numbers (hall the mufe repeat ?

What verfe be found to praife my Annie ?

On her ten thoufand graces waitj

Each iwain admires, and owns (he's bciin;)

Since tirll llie trod the happy pi?ir

She let each youthful h-iurt cl: Ere :
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Eacla nymph does to her fwain complairi,

That Annie kindles new defire.

This lovely darling, deareft care,

This new delight, this charming Annie, 10

Like fummer's dawn, Ihe's frefh and fair,

When Flora's fragrant breezes fan ye.

A' day the am'rous youths conveen
j

Joyous they fport and play before her
j

A' night, when flie nae mair is feen, I c

In blifsful dreams they ftill adore her.

Amang the crowd Amyntor came
j

He look'd, he luvM, he bow'd to Annie
3

His rifmg fighs exprefs his flame,

His words were few, his wifhes many. 20

Wi' fmiles the luvely maid reply 'd,

Kind ihepherd, why fhou'd I deceive ye ?

Alas ! your love maun be deny'd,

This deftin'd breall can ne*er relieve ye,.

Young Damon came, with Cupid's art, 25
Kis wiles, his fmiles, his charms beguiling.

He ilaw av/a' my virgin heart
3

Ceafe, poor Amintor, ceafe bewailing.

Some brighter beauty you may find,

On yonder plain the nymphs are many
; 30

Then charm fome heart that's unconfin'd

And leave to Damon his own Annie.



:23§ SCOTS SONGS,

BROOM OF COWDENKNOWl

XTow blythe, ilk morn, was I to fee

My fwain com€ o'er the hill !

He ikipt the burn, and flew to me j

I met him wl' good will.

the broom, the bonny, bonny broom, 5

The broom 0' Cowdenknoius ;

1 wijh I were wP my dearfwain
^

WP his pipe and my ewes, ^

1 neither wanted ew nor lamb,

While his flock near me lay ; Jtt

He gathered in my fheep at night,

And chear'd me a* the day.

the broom, &c.

He tun'd his pipe and reed fae fweet,

The birds fl:ood lifl;'ning by
j 15

Ev'n the dull cattle ftood and gaz'd,

Charm 'dwi" his melody.

the broom, &,c.

While thus we fpent our time, by turns

Betwixt our flocks and play, 2©
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I envy'd not the falreft dame,

Tho' ne'er fo rich and gay.

the broom^ &c.

Hard fate ! that I {hou*d banifli'd be,

Gang, heavily and mourn,, 25

Becaufe I lov'd the kindeft fwain

That ever yet was born !

the bi^ooJUy &c. /

J

He did oblige me ev'ry hour y

Cou'd I but faithfu' be ? 3®

He ftaw my heart 5 cou*d I refufe

Whate'er he alk'd of me ?

the broom^ &c.

My doggie, and my little kit,

That held my wee foup whey, ^^
My plaidy, broach and crooked flick,

May now ly ufelefs by.

the broo7n, &c.

Adieu, ye Cowdenknows, adieu,

. Farewell a* pleafures there 5 40
"Ve gods reftore me to my fwain.

Is a' I crave, or care.

the broo?7iy the bonny, bonny broofUj

The broom of Cowdenknows ;

1 wifh I were with my dearfwain

^

With bis pipe and my ewes..
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Same Tune.

W HEN fummer comes, the fwains on Tweed
Sing their fuccefsful loves

j

Around the ewes and lambkins feed,

And mufic fills the groves.

But my lov'd fong is then the broom 5

So fair on Cowdenknows
^

For fure fo fweet, fo foft a bloom

Elfewhere there never grows.

There Colin tun'd his oaken reed,

And won my yielding heart
j

XO

No fhepherd e'er that dwelt on Tweed

Cou'd play with half fuch art.

He fung of Tay, of Forth, of Clyde,

The hills and dales all round,

Of Leaderhaughs and Leaderlide, ;I5

Oh ! how I blefs'd the found.

Yet more delightful is the broom

So fair on Cowdenknows
5

For fure fo frefh, fo bright a bloom

.Elfewhere there never grows. 20
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Not Tivlot braes fo green and gay-

May witli this broom compare,

Nor Yarrow banks In flowry May,

Nor the bufh aboon Traquair.

More pkafmg far are Cowdenknows, 2$

My peaceful happy home,

Where I was wont to milk my ewes

At ev'n among the broom.

Yc powers that haunt the woods and plains

Where Tweed wnth Tiviot flows. 30

Convey me to the befl of fwains,

And my lov'd Cowdenknows.

BONNY JEAN.

1_jove's goddefs, In a myrtle grove,

Said, Cupldj bend thy bow with fpeed,

Nor let thy fhaft at random rove.

For Jenny's haughty heart maun bleed.

The fmiling boy with art divine,

From Paphos fhot an arrow keen,

Which flew, unerring, to the heart.

And kill'd the ptide of bonny Jean.

Vol, L L
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Nae mair tlie nympli, wi haughty air,

Refufes Willy's kmd addrefs
j 10

Her yielding bluflies fliew nae care,

But too much fondnefs to fupprefs.

Nae mair the youth is fullen now,

But looks the gayeft on the green,

Whilft ev'ry day he fpiesfome new ij

Surpriling charms in bonny Jean.

A thoufand tranfports crowd his breaft,

He moves as light as fleeting wind
5

His former forrows feem a jefl,

Now when his Jenny is turn'd kind : 20

Riches he looks on wi difdain
j

The glorious fields of war look mean
5

The cheerful hound and horn give pain,

If abfent from his bonny Jean.

The day he fpends in amorous gaze, 25

"Which ev'n in fummer fhorten'd feems
j

When funk in downs, wi glad amaze.

He wonders at her in his dreams.
;

A' charms difclos'd, fne looks more bright I

Than Troy's fair prize, the Spartan qiieen) 30 .

Wi breaking day he lifts his fight,

And pants to be wi bonny Jean,
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Sa??ie Tiaiei

JL^ ow Spring begins her fmiling round.

And lavifh paints th' enamell'd ground
j

The birds now lift their cheerful voice,

And gay on every bough rejoice :

The lovely Graces, hand in hand, 5

Knit fail in Love's eternal band,

With early flep, at morning dawn,

Tread lightly o'er the dewy lawn.

Where-e'er the youthful fifters move,

They fire the foul to genial love : 10

Now, by the river's painted fide,

The fwain delights his country bride
;

While, pleas'd, fhe hears his artlefs vows,

Each bird his feather'd confort wooes :

vSoon will the ripen 'd fummer yield 15

Her various gifts to ev'ry field. «,

The fertile trees, a lovely (how !

With ruby-tin6lur'd -birth (hall glow
j

Sweet fmells from beds of lilies borne,

Perfume the breezes of the morn : 20

The fmiling day and dewy night,

To rural fcenes my fair invite
^

L 2
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With fummer-fweets to feaft her cycj

Yet foon, foonwill the fummer fly.

Attend, my lovely maid, and know 2J
To profit by th' inftruftive fliow.

Now young and blooming thou appears,

All in the flourilli of thy years
j

The lovely bud fnall foon difclofe

To ev'ry eye the bluihing rofe
j ^0

Now, now, the tender llalk is feen.

With beauty freQi, and ever green :

But when the funny hours are paft,

Think not the coz'ning fcene will laft
j

Xet not the flatterer, Hope, perfuade, ^^
Ah ! muft I fay that it will fade ?

Tor fee the fummer flies away,

Sad emblem of our own decay I

Now winter from the frozen north,

Drives fwift his iron chariot forth. 4©

His grifly hands in icy chains

Fair Tweda's lilver llream conllrains:

Caft up thy eyes, how bleak and bare

He wanders on the tops of Yare I

Behold his footflieps dire are feen 45
Confeii o'er ev'ry withering green,

Griev'd at the light, when thou ihalt fee

A fnowy wreath to cloath each tree
5

Frequenting now the ftream no more,

Tliou fieeft, difpleas'd, the frozen ihore. 5O
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When tliou fhalt mifs the flow'rs that grew

But late, to charm thy raviih'd view
j

Then fliall a figh thy foul Invade,

And o'er thy pleafures call a (hade
j

Shall I, ah ! horrid ! v/ilt thou fay, S5

Be like to this fome other day ?

But when in fnow and dreary froft

The pleafure of the field is loft,

To blazing hearths at home we'run,

And fires fupply the diftant fun
j

6c

In gay delights our hours employ,

And do not lofe, but change our joy :

Happy ! abandon ev'ry care,

To lead the dance, to court the fair.

To turn the page of facred bards, 65':

To drain the bowl, and deal the cards*

In cities thus, with v/itty friends,

In fmiles the hoary feafon ends.

But when the lovely white and red.

it'rom the pale aftiy cheek is fled, 70-

Then v/rinkles dire and age fevere,

Make beauty fly we know not where.

The fair, whom Fates unkind difarm,

Ah ! rnufl; they ever ceafe to charm ?

Or is there left fome pleaiing art,
'J^y.

To keep ftcure a captive heart ?

^ 3
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Unhappy love ! may lovers fay,

Beauty, thy food does fwift decay;

When once that fhort-llv'd ilock is fpent,

What is't thy famine can prevent ? 80

Lay in good fenfe with timeous care,

That Love may live on Wifdom's fare j.

Tho' Ecftacy with Beauty flies,

Efteem is born when Beauty dies.

Happy the man whom Fates decree 85
Their richefl gift in giving thee ;

Thy beauty fhall his youth engage, '

Thy wifdom fnall delight his age.

BANKS OF FORTH.

xtLwake, my love, with genial ray

The fun returning glads the day ,

Awake, the balmy zephyr blows j

The hawthorn blooms, the daifie glows
5

The trees regain their verdant pride, 5

The turtle wooes his tender bride
j

To love each warbler tunes the fong,

And Forth in dimples glides akng.

O more than blooinlng daifies fair !

More fragrant than the vernal air ! 10
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More gentle than the turtle-dove,

Or ftreams that murmur through the grove !

Bethmk thee all is on the wing,

Thefe loleafures wait on waiHng fpring >

Then come, the tranfient blifs enjoy
j 1

5

Nor fear what fleets fo fail will cloy.

Same Tune^

\ E fylvan pow'rs that rule the plain, *

"Where fweetly winding Fortha glides,

Condu6l me to thefe banks again,

Since there my charming Molly bides.

Thefe banks that breathe their vernal fweets, 5

Where ev'ry fmiling beauty meets
3

Where Molly's charms adorn the plain,

And cheer the heart of evVy fwain.

Thrice happy were the golden days,

When I, amidft the rural throng, \o

On Fortha's meadows breath'd my lays,

And Molly's charms were all my fong.

While flie was prefent, all were gay,

No forrow did our mirth allay
j

We fung of pleafure, fung of love, i ^

And mufic breath'd in every grove.

L 4
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then was I tlie happieft fwain !

No adverfe fortune marr'd my joy
5

The (hepherd iigh'd for her in vain,

On me rtie fmil'd. to them was coy. 20

O'er Fortha's mazy banks we liray'd:

1 woo'd, I lov'd the beauteous maid
j

The beauteous maid my love returnM,

And both with equal ardour burn'd.

Once on the graiTy bank reclin'd, 25

Where Forth ran by in murmurs deep.

It was my happy chance to find

The charming Molly lulFd aileep :

Tvly heart then leap'd with inward blifs,

I foftly floop'd, and flole a kifs
j 3©

She wak'd, ftie blufh'd, and faintly blam'd
j

Why, Damon, are you not alham'd ?

Oft in the thick emboxv'ring groves,

Where birds their mulic chirp'd aloud,

Alternately we fung our loves, 3.5

And Fortha's fair meanders viev^^'d.

The meadows wore a gen'ral fmile,

I^ove was our banquet all the while
5

The lovely profpecl charm'd the eye,

To where the ocean met the fljy. 40

Ye fylvan pov/ers, ye ryral gods,

To, whom we iwains our cares impart,

Reilore me to thefe blefs'd abodes,

And eafe, oh eafe ! my love-fick heart |
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THefe happy days again reilore, 45

When Moll and I ihall part no more 'y

When {lie ihall fill thefe longing arms,

And crown my blifs with all her charms.

BUSH ABOON TRAQUAIR.

JlXear me, ye nymphs, and ev'ry fwain,

I'll tell how Peggy grieves me
j

Though thus I languifh, thus complain,

Alas ! fhe ne'er believes me.

My vows and fighs, like filent air,. '^

Unheeded never move her.

At the bonny bu(h aboon Traquair^,

'Twas there I firft did love her.

That day fhe fmiPd, and made me glad,

No maid feem'd ever kinder
5 l^S*

I thought myfelf the luckieft lad.

So fweetly there to find her.

I try'd to foothe my am'rous flame,

In words that I thought tender;

=^f more there pafs'd, I'm not to blarne, 15,

1meant not to offend her.
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Yet now fhe fcornful flies the plaliij

The fields we then frequented
j

If e'er we meet, Die fliews difdain,

She looks a3 ne'er acquainted. 2©

The bonny bufli bloom'd fair in Pvlay,,

Its fweets I'll ay reinembeii.5

But now her frowns make it decay,

It fades as in December.

Ye rural pow'rs, who hear my ftrains, 25
Why t(^us fliould Peggy grieve me f'

Oh ! raak her partner In-*my pains,

Then let her fmiles relieve me.

If not, my love will turn defpair,

My paffion nae mair tender
j 30

i'U leave the bufh aboon Traquaiv,

To lonely wilds I'll wander,.

EIRKS OF INVERMAT.

i HE fmiling morn, the breathing fpring:

Invite the tuneful birds to fing
j

And while they warble from each fpray^

Love melts the univerfal lay
j

Let us, Amanda, timely wife,

Like them ixjiprove the hour that flies.
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And in faft raptures wafte the day

Amang the birks of Invermay.

For foon the winter of the year,

And age, life's winter, will appear j
10

At this thy lively bloom will fade,

As that will ftrip the verdant (liade j

Our tafte of pleafure then is o'er,

The feather'd fongfters pleafe no more
j

And when they droop and we decay, 15

Adieu the birks of Invermay.

The lav'rocks now and lintwhites fing^

The rocks around wi' echoes ring,

The mavis and the blackbird vie

In tunefu' ftrains to glad the day
j 20

The woods now wear their fummer-fults,

To mirth a' nature now invites
j

Let us be blythfome then, and gay;^

Arnang the birks of Invermay.

Behold the hills and vales around

With lowing herds and flocks abound
3

The wanton kids and friiking lambs

Gambol and dance about their dams
5

The bufy bees with humming noife,

And a' the reptile kind rejoice
j

Let us, like them, then iing and play

About the birks of Invermay.

L 6

25
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Hark liow tfi8 waters, as they fa'.

Loudly my love to gladnefs ca'
j

The wanton waves fport in the beams, 35
And fiihes play throughout the ftreams

^

The circling fun does now advance,

And all the planets round him dance ^

XiCt us as jovial be as they

Amang the birks of Inverniay. 4c

To the Tune qf
^^ I'll never leave thee^"

Oh fpare that dreadful thought^

If I ftiould leave thee !

May I all pleafure leave,

Lafs, when I leave thee I

Leave thee, leave thee !

Hov^ can I leave thee ?

May I all pleafure leave^

Lafs, when I leave thee t

Ey all the joys of love

I'll never leave thee. 7.0

May I all pleafure leave,

Lafs, when I leave thee !.

Leave thee, leave thee !

How can I leave thee ?

May I all pleafure leave, %^

Lafs, when I leave thee!
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RONDEL OF LUFE.

X-JO quHat it is to lufe.

Leni ye that lift to prufe ,

Be me, I fay, that no ways may
The grund of grief remufe :

Bot ftill decay both nicht and day, 5

Lo quhat it is to lufe I

Lufe is ane fervent fyre

Kendillet with defyre
j

Schort plefour, lang difplefour^

Repentance is the hyre
j 10

Ane puir trefour without melTouiV

Lufe is ane fervent fyre.

To "lufe and to be wyifs ',

To rege with gude advyifs
j

Now thus, now than, fo goes the game
5 15

Incertaine is the dyifs.

Thair is no man, I fay, that can

Both lufe and to be wyifs.

Fie alwayis frome the fnair ;

Lerne at me to beware. 20
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It is ane pane, and double trane,

Of endlefs wo and calr.

For to refrane that danger plane,

Fie alwyis frome the fnair. ^ 24

TWINE WEEL THE PLAIDEN,

vJh! I hae lolt my filkln fnood,

That tied my hair fae yellow :

I've gi'en my heart to the lad I looM
5

He was a gallant fellow.

jlnd twine it weel, tny bonny doi{.ij ^
u4ndtwine it weel^ theplaiden ;

The la/fie lojl herJillien fnood^

In pu*i7ig of the bracken.

He praisM my een fae bonny blue,

Sae lily white my fkin o', i©

And fyne he prie'd my bonny mou,

And fwore it was nae iin o\

y^nd twine it weeI, my bonny doiv,

And twine it %veel, tJye plaiden ;

The lajfie Iq/I herJilken fnood^ 1

5

In pu'ing of the bracken.

But he has left the lafs he loo'd,

;His ain true love forfaken^
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Which gars me lair to greet the fnood,

I loft amang the bracken, 20

And twine it %veel, my honny iloiVy

And twine it weel, tJoe plaiden ;

The lajfie loji herjVken fnood^

In piCing of the bracken.

AULD ROBIN GRAY.

VV HEN the Iheep are in the fauld and the kye at

hame,

And a' the weary warld to reft are gane
j

The waes of my heart fa' in flio-w'rs frae my ee,

While my gudeman lies found by me.

Young Jamie loo'd me weel, and he -fought me
for his bride, 5

But faving a crown, he had naething befide
3

To niak' the crown a poun^', my Jamie gaid to fea,

And the crown and the poun' were baith for me.

He had na been away a twelmonth and a day

When my mrther ihe fell ftck, and the cow was

ftoun away
j

I©

My father brak' his arm, and my Jamie at the fea^

And auld Robin Gray came a courting me.
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My heart it faid na, and I look'd for Jamie back r ^

But the wind it blew hard, and the fliip it was a

wrack.

The fhip it was a wrack, why didna' Jenny dee ?

why was fhe fpar'd to cry^ Wae's me ?

My father coudna' work, and my mither doughtna^

^
fpin •,

1 toil'd day and night, but their bread I coudna*"

win
J

Auld Rob maintained them baith, and with tears-

in his ee, 1

5

Said, Jenny, for their fakes, oh marry me.

My father argued fair 5 and my mither didna

fpeak,

But fhe lookM in my face till my heart was like.

to break
j

Sae I gae him my hand, but my heart was om
the fea

5

And auld Robin Gray was gudeman to me.

I hadna' been a wife a week but only four, 25:

When fitting fae mournfully ae night at the door,

i faw my Jamie's wraith, for I coudna' think it

he,

Till he faid, I'm come hame, love, to marry thee,.

O fair did we greet j and little did we fay •,

We took but ae kifs^ and we tore ourfelves a^

•way.- SP
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I Willi I were dead *, but I'm nae like to die
5

How lang iliall I live to cry, O waes me ?

I gang like a gliaifh, and I downa' tliink to fpin
5

I darena' think on Jamie j for that would be a

ill! -y

But rU e'en do my beft a gude wife to be, 35

For auld Robin Gray is ay kind to me.

FAIR HElLEN.

1 WISH I were where Helen lies,

Who night and day upon me cries, ,

~

Who night and day^ upon me cries 5

I wiih I were where Helen lies,

On fair Kirkonnel Lee. J

Helen fair, O Helen chafle.

If I were with thee, I were bleft;

Where low thou lieit, and at thy reft,

Oh ! were I with thee, I'd be bieft,

On fair Kirkonnel Lee.
'

10

1 wilh my grave were growing green,

And winding-iheet put o'er ray een.

And winding-dieet put o'er my een
5

I wiih ray grave were growing green,

On fair K,irkonnel I.ce, i^
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Wae to the Iieart that fram'd the thought.

And curfl the hand that fir'd the fliot,

And curft the hand that fir'd the iliot,

Wlien in my arms my Helen dropt,

And died for love of me. 20

LEANDER ON THE BAY.

JLeander on the Bay

Of Hellefpont all naked flood,

Impatient of delay,

He leapt into the fatal flood,

The raging feas, "^

Whom none can pleafe,

'Gainfl him their malice fhow :

The heav'ns lowr'd,

The rain down pour'd,

And loud the winds did blow. 10

Then cafling round his eyes,

Thus of his fate he did complain :

Ye cruel rocks and fkies !

Ye ilormy winds, and angry main !

What 'tis to mifs J 5

The lover's blifs,

Alas ! ye do not know -,

Make me your wreck

As I come back,

But fpare me as I go, 20
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Lo ! yonder ftands the tower

Where my beloved Hero lies.

And this is the appointed hour

Which fets to watch her longing eyes.

To his fond fult 25

The gods were mute j

The billov/s anfwer, no :

Up to the fkies

The furges rife,

But funk the youth as low. 30

Meanwhile the wifhing maid,

Divided 'twixt her care and love,

Now does his flay upbraid
j

Now dreads he fhou'd the paflage prove

:

O fate ! faid (he, ^$
Nor heav'n, nor thee,

Our vows (hall e'er divide
j

I'd leap this wall,

Cou'd I but fall

By my Leauder's lide. 40

At length the rifmg fun

Did to her fight reveal, too late,

That Hero was undone
)

Not by Leander's fault, but fate.

45
Tho'^we are two,

Our loves were ever one :

This proof' I'll give,

I will not live,

Nor fhall he die alone. 50
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Down from the wall llie leapt

Into the raging feas to him,

Courting each wave fhe met,

To teach her wearied arms to fwim :

The fea-gods wept, 55
Nor longer kept

Her from her lover's Me :

When, join'd at lafl.

She grafp'd him faft.

Then ilgh'd, embracMj and died, 60

BLACKFORD HILL.

1 HE man wha lues fair nature's charms,,

Let him gae to Blackford hill
5

And wander there amang the craigs,

Or down afide the rill
j

That murmuring through the pebbles plays, S"

And banks whar daifies fpring
j

While, fra ilk bufn and' tree, the birds

In f'.veeteft concert iing. '

The lintie the fharp treble founds
j

The laverock tenor plays
j

10

The blackbird and the mavis join

To form a folemn bafe ;
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Sweet Echo the loud air repeats,

Till a' the valley rings :

While odorous fcents the weflliii wind 15

Frae thoufand wild flowers brings.

The Hermitage afide the burn

In fhady covert lyes,

Frae Pride and Folly's noify rounds

Fit refuge for the wife
j JZO

Wha there may lludy as they lift,

And pleafures talle at will,

Yet never leave the varied bounds

Of bonny Blackford hill.

BRAES OF BALLENDEN.

BY MR. BLACKLOCK.

JJeneath a green fhade, a lovely young fwain

Ae ev'ning reclin'd to difcover his pain :

So fad, yet fo fweetly he warbled his woe,

The wind ceas'd to breathe, and the fountains to

flow
y

Rude winds, wi' compallion, cou'd hear him com-

plain, • 5
Yet Chloe, lefs gentle, was deaf to his ftrain.
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How happy, he cryM, my moments once flew,

E'er Chloe's bright charms firft flafh'd in my^
|

view J

Thofe eyes then, wi pleafure, the dawn cou'd fur-

vey,

Nor fmiPd the fair morning mair cheerfu' than

they
J

lo

Now fcenes of diilrefs pleafe only my light,

I'm tortur'd in pleafure, and languilli in light.

Thro' changes, in vain, relief I purfue,

All, all but confpire my griefs to renew j

From funfliine to zephyrs and (hades we repair, 15

To funfliine we fly from too piercing an air :

But love's ardent fever burns always the fame
j

No winter can cool it, no fummer inflame.

But fee the pale moon, all clouded, retires.

The breezes grow cool, not Strephon's defires: 20

I fly from the dangers of tempeft and wind.

Yet nourifli the madnefs that preys on my mind

:

Ah, wretch ! how can life be worthy thy care >

To' lengthen its moments, but lengthens defpair.

BRAES OF YARROW.

JlSusK ye, bulk ye, my bonny bride,

Bufk ye, bulli ye, ray winfome marrow^
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Bulk je, bufk ye, my bonny bride,

Bufk and go to the braes of Yarrow.

There will we fport and gather dew, 5

Dancing while lav'rocks iing the morning :

There learn from turtles to prove true
j

O Bell, ne'er vex me with thy fcorning.

To weftlin breezes Flora yields.

And when the beams are kindly warming, 10

Blythnefs appears o'er all the fields,

And nature looks mair frefh and charming.

Learn frae the burns that trace the mead,

Tho' on their banks the rofes blolTom,

Yet haflily they flow to Tweed, 15

And pour their fweetnefs in his bofom.

Halle ye, hafle ye, my bonny Bell,

Hafte to my arms, and there I'll guard thee,

Wi' free confent my fears repel,

I'll wi' my love and care reward thee. 20

Thus fang I faftly to my fair.

Who rais'd my hopes with kind relenting
5

O queen of fmiles, I aj(k nae mair.

Since now my bonny Bell's confenting.
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BONNY BOATMAN.

X E gales that gently wave the Tea,

And pleafe the canny boatman,

Bear me frae hence, or bring to me
My brave, my bonny Scot—man :

In haly bands 5
We join'd our hands,

Yet may not this difcover,

While parents rate

A large eftate.

Before a faithfu' lover. lO

But I loor chufe in Highland glens

To herd the kid and goat—man,

E'er I cou'd for lie little ends

Refufe my bonny Scot—man.

Wae worth the man 1

5

Wha firll began

The bafe ungen'rous fafhion,

Frae greedy views

Love's arts to ufe,

While ftranger to its paffion. 20

Frae foreign fields, my lovely youths

Halle to thy longing laflie^
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Who pants to prefs thy bawmy youth.

And ill her bofom haufe thee.

Love gi'es the word, 25

Then hafle on board,

Fair winds and tenty boatman^

Waft o'er, waft o'er

Frae yonder Ihore,

My blyth, my bonny Scot—man. 30

BLINK OVER THE BURN, SWEET BETTY.

Xjeave kindred and friends, fweet Betty,

Leave kindred and friends for me :

Affur'd thy fervant is fteady

To love, to honour, and thee.

The gifts of nature and fortune ^

May flee by chance as they came
j

They're grounds the deftinies fport on,

But virtue is ever the fame.

Altho' my fancy were roving,

Thy charms fo heav'nly appear, XQ

That other beauties difproving,

I'd worfliip thine only, my dear.

And fliou'd life's forrows embitter

The pleafure we promis'd our loves,

Vol. L M
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To fliare tliem together is fitter, j^

Than moan afunder like doves.

Oh ! were I but ance fo bleffed,

To grafp my love in my arms !

By thee to be grafpM, and kiffed !

And live on thy heaven of charms

!

2#

I'd laugh at Fortune's caprices,

Shou'd Fortune capricious pruve j -

Though death (hould tear me to pieces,

I'd die a martyr to luve.

BONNY BESSY.

Jjessy's beauties fhine fae bright ;

Were her mony virtues fewer,

She wad ever gie delight,

And in tranfport mak me view her.

Bonny Beffy, thee alane 5

Love I, naething elfe about thee
j

With thy comelinefs I'm tane,

And langer canna live without thee.

EelTy's bofom's faft and warm,

Milk-VN^hite fingers flill employ'd, lO

He who taks her to his arm.

Of her fweets can ne'er be cloy'd.
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My dear Befly •, when the rofes

Leave thy cheek, as thou grows aulder,

Virtue, v/hich thy mind difclofes, I^

Will keep love from growing caulder.

Beffy's tocher is but fcanty,

Yet her face and foul difcovers

Thofe enchanting fweets in plenty

Maun entice a thoufand lovers. 20

It's not money, but a woman

Of a temper kind and eafy,

That' gives happlnefs uncommon
5

Petted things can nought but teaze ye.

BO'NIEST LASS IN A' THE Vv^ARLD.

Ljook where my dear Hamllla fmlles,

Hamilla I heavenly charmer •,

Jee how wl' a' their arts and wiles

The Loves and Graces arm her.

blufli dwells glowing on her cheeks.

Fair feats of youthful pleafures,

here love in fmiling language fpeaks.

There fpreads his rofy treafures.

U 2
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O fairell maid ! I own thy power,

I gaze, I iigh, and languifh,

Yet ever, ever will adore,

And triumph in my anguiih.

But eafe, O charmer ! eafe my care.

And let my torments move thee j

As thou art fairefl of the fair,

So I the dearell love thee.

BONNY CHRISTY.

Xdow fweetly fmells the limmer green !

Sweet tafte the peach and cherry
j

Painting and order pleafe our een,

And claret makes us merry :

But iineft colours, fruits, and flow'rs,

And wine, though I be thirfty,

Lofe a' their charms and weaker powers,

Compar'd with thofe of Chriily.

When wand'ring o'er the flow'ry park,

Nae nat'ral beauty wanting.

How lightfome is't to hear the larkj,

And birds in concert chanting ?

But if my Chrifty tunes her voice,

I'm wrapt in admiration >
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My thoughts with ecftacies rejoice, 15

And drap the hale creation,

"Whene'er fhe fmiles a kindly glance,

I tak the happy omen,

And aften mint to make advance,

Hoping (he-ll prove a woman : ^ 20

But, dubious of my ain def^rt,

My fentiments I fmother
j

With fecret fighs 1 vex my heart,

For fear fhe loves another.

Thus fang blate Edie by a burn, 25

His Chrifty did o'er-hear him
5

She d'QUghtna let her lover mourn,

But, e'er he will, drew near him.

She fpake her favour with a look,

"Which left nae room to doubt her
5 30

He v/ifely this white minute took,

And ilang his arm_s about her.

My Chriily !~~witnefs, bonny ilreamj ^^

Sic joys frae tears ariiing, \

J wiih this may na be a dream '^ '

^^
O love the raaiil furprifmg !

Time was too precious now for tauk
j

This point of a' his wifhes

He wadna with fet fpeeches bauk,

But warM it a' on kifles. ^^
M3



:270 SCOTS SONGS.

BESSY BELL AND MARY GRAY.

\J Bessy Bell and Mary Gray,

They war twa bonny lafies,

They bigg'd a bower on yon burn brae

And theeked it o'er wV rafhes.

Fair Beiry Bell I loa'ed yeitreen, ^
And thought I ne'er could alter :

B ut Mary Gray's twa pawky een

,

They gar my fancy falter.

Now Beffy's hair's like a lint-tap
^

She fmiles like a PJay morning. lO

When Phoebus ilarts £rae Thetis' lap,

The hills with rays adorning :

White is her neck, faft is her hand,

Her waifl and feet's fu' genty }

With ilka grace llie can command
; 15

Her lips, O v/ow ! they're dainty.

And Pvlary's locks are like a craw,

Her een like diamonds glances j

She's ay fae clean, red up and braw,

She kills whene'er (he dances : 20

Blyth as a kid, v/ith wit at will.

She blooming, tight and tall is
5
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I

And guides her airs fae gracefu' llillj

O Jove, {lie's like thy Pallas.

Dear BelTy Bell and Mary Gray, 25
Ye unco fair opprefs us

\

Our fancies jee between you twae,

Ye are lie bonny laiTes :

Waes me ! for baith I canna get,

To ane by law we're ilented y 30

Then I'll draw cuts, and tak' my fate,

And be with, ane contented.

BONNY LASS OF BRANKSOME,

x\.s I came in by Tiviot-lide,

And by the braes of Brankfome,

There firft I faw my bonny bride,

Young, fmiling, fweet, and handfomc
\

Her fldn was fafter than the down,

And white as alaballer j

Her hair a fhining wavy brown
3

In flraightnefs nane furpaft her.

Life glow'd upon her lip and chee^

Her clear een were furpriiing,

M4
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And beautifully turn'd her neck,

Her little breafts juft riiing.

,Nae filken liofe wi' goolhets fine,

Or flioon wi' glancing laces,

On her bare leg forbade to Ihine^ f 5
Well-fhapen native graces.

Ae little coat, and bodice white,

Was fum of a' her ciaithing
j

Ev'n thefe o'er meikle j mair delyte

She'd given cled ,wi' naething. • 20

She lean'd upon a flowry brae,

Ey which a burnie trotted
5

On her I glowr'd my faul away,

While on her fweets I doated.

A thoufaiid beauties of defert 2J
Before had fcarce alarm'd me,

Till this dear artlefs flruck my heart,

And, but defigning, charm.'d me»

Hurry'd by love, clofe to my breail

I grafp'd this fund of biifles
j 30

Wha fraiPd, and faid, Without a priefl,

Sir, hope for nought but kifleSa

I had nae heart to do her harm^

And yet I couMna want her
j

What ihe demanded, ilka charm -
3.3

Of hers pled, I ihou'd grant her.
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since Heav'n had dealt to me a routh,

Straight to the kirk I led her
,

There plighted her my faith and trowth,

And a young lady made her. 40

CHARMS OF LOVELY PEGGY.

i>NCE more I'll tune the vocal fliell,

To hills and dales my paflion tell
j

A tlame which time can never quell,

That burns for thee, my Peggy.

Yet greater bards the lyre fliould hit
j ^

For pray what fubjeft is more fit,

Than to record the facred wit,

And bloom of lovely Peggy ?

The fun jufl rifing in the morn,

That paints the new-befpangled thorn;, 30

Does not fo much the day adorn

As does my lovely Peggy.

And when in Thetis' lap to reft, '

He ftreaks with gold the ruddy weft,

He's not fo beauteous, as undreft, 1^
Appears my lovely Peggy.

Ms
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Were Pae array'd in rulHc v/eed,

With her the bleating flocks I'd feed,

And pipe upon my oaten reed,

To pleafe my lovely Peggy. 2©

With her a cottage would delight,

All pleafes while ilie's in my fight
;

But when Ihe's gone, 'tis endlefs night,

All dark without my Peggy.

When Zephyr on the violet blows, z^-

Or breathes upon the damaili role,.

They do not half the fweets difclofe,.

As does my lovely Peggy.

I ftole a kifs the other day,

And, truft me, nought but truth I fay, 30-

The fragrant breath of blooming May
Was not fo fvveet as Peggy.

While bees from flow'r to flow'r do rove,

And linnets warble thro' the grove,

Or ftately fwans the waters love,, ^^
So lang Pll love my Peggy.

And when Death, with his pointed dart,

Shall ftrike the blow that wounds my heart;

My words fnall be, when I depart,

Adieu, roy lovely Peggy ». 40
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COLD FROSTY MORNING.

W HEN innocent paftime our plearures did crown^

Upon a green meadow, or under a tree,

E'er Annie became a fine lady in town,

^ow lovely, and loving, and bomiy was fhe ?

Roufe up thy reafon, my beautiful Annie, 5

Let ne'er a new whim ding thy fancy a-jee ;

O ! as thou art bonny, be faithful and canny,

And favour thy Jamie wha dotes upon thee,

JDoes the death of alintwhite give Annie the fpleen r

Can tyning of trifles, be un^afy to thee ? 10

Can lapdogs or monkies draw tears from thofe een,

That look with indiff'rence on poor dying me ?

Roufe up thy reafon, my beautiful Annie,

And dinna prefer a paroquet to me :

O I as thou art bonny, be prudent and canny, 15-

And think upon Jamie wha doats- upon thee.

Ah ! fhould a new- mantua or Flanders lace head^

Or yet a wee coatie, though never fo fine,

Gar thee grow forgetful, or let his heart bleed,

Thatanes hadfomehope of purchafing thine ? 2Q

M-6
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Roufe up tliy i-eafon, my beautiful Annfey

And dinna prefer ye'r fleegarles to me :

O ! as thou art bonny, be folid and camiy^

And tent a true lover that doats upon thee.

Shall a Paris edition of new-fangled Sany, 25

Tho' gilt o'er wi' laces and fringes he be,

By adoring himfelf, be admir'd by fair Annie,

And aim at thofe bennifons promised to me ?

Roufe up thy reafon, my beautiful Annie,

.And never prefer a light dancer to me : 3.0

O ! as thou art bonay, be^ conftant and canny,

Love only thy Jamie wha dotes upon thee.

O think, my dear charmer ! on ilka, fweet houfy.

That flade away faftly bel^een tKee and. me,

.E'er fquirrels, or beaus, or fopp'ry had pow'r 35

To rival my love, or impofe upon thee.

Roufe up thy reafon, my beautiful Annie,

And let thy deiires be a' eenter'd in me :

O ! as thou art bonny, be faithful and canny,

And love him wha's langing to center in thee. 40

CORN RTGGS ARE BONNY,

jVl Y Patie is a lover gay,

l^h mind is B,^ver muddy
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His breath Is fweeter than new hay,

His face is fair and ruddy.

His fhape is handfome, middle iize j 5

He's liately in his wawking
;

The fliining of his een furprife
j

'Tis heav'n to hear him tawking.

Laft night I met him on a bawk,.

V/here yellow corn was growing, 10

There mony a kindly word he fpake,

That fet my h.eart a-glowing.

He kifs'd, and vow'd he wad be mine,

And loo'd me bell of ony
j

That gars me like to fing linfynie, 15

corn riggs are bonny.

Let maidens of a filly mind

Refufe what maill they're wanting,

Since we for yielding are defign'd,

We chaflely fhould be granting : 20

Then I'll comply and marry Pate,

And fyne my cockernony

He's free to touzle air or late

Where corn riggs are bonny »-
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COLLIER'S BONNY LASSIE.

i HE collier has a daughter,

And O ilie's wond'rous bonny 5.

A laird he was that fought her,

Rich baith In lands and money :

The tutors watch'd the motion. ^
Of this young honeft lover

j

But love is like the ocean
;

Wlia can its depth difcover !

He had the art to pleafe ye,

And was by a' refpefted
; lO

His airs fat round him eafy,

Gented, but unafFefted.

The colli- r's bonny laffie,

Fair as the new-born lilie,

Ay fweet, and never fancy, j^j

SecurM the heart of Willie.

He lov'd beyond exprelTion

The charms that were about her->

And panted for polTeffion,

His life was dull without hen 2a^
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After mature refolving-,

Clofe to his breall he held her,

In fafteft flames dillolving,

He tenderly thus tellM her :

My bonny collier's daughter, 2^-

Let naething diicompofe ye,,

'Tis no your fcanty tocher

Shall ever gar me lofe ye :

For I have gear in plenty,

And love fays, 'tis my duty 3Q.

To ware what Heaven has lent me^

Upon your wit and beauty.

DOWN THE BURN, DAVIE,

vV HEN trees did' bud, and fields were green^

And broom bloom'd fair to fee
j

When Mary was complete fifteen,

And love laugh 'd in her ee y

Blyth Davie's. blinks her heart did move 5

To fpeak her mind thus free,

Gang down the burn, Dame^ iove,

Jnd Ifiallfollow thee.

Now Davie did each lad furpafs,

That dwelt on this burn fide. .

''26



iHo scots SONCS.

And Mary was tlie bonnicfl; lafs,

juli meet to I)c a bride :

Her cheeks were rode, red and white,

lier een were bonny 1)1 ue :

Her looks were like Aurora blight, 15

Her lips like dropping dew.

As down the burn they took their way,

What tender tales they laid !

]lis i;heek to hers he aft did lay,

And with her bofom j)lay'd
j

2(S

I'ill bailh at len^vtli impatient grown,

To be Hiair iiilly blcll',

In yonder vale they lean'd them down
j

Love only faw the reih

WImi l)afx''d^ 1 gucfsj was harmhjs play

^

25

^nd nacthingJure unmeet ;

For ,^'f"i,iii"g hame, I heard them Jay ^

Ihey iilPd a ivawk J'ae fivcet ;

^nd that they often Jhoii'd return

Sick pleafure to renew. 3^

^oth Mary, Love, I like the burn^

And ayJhallfollow you.
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DUMBARTON DRUMS.

XJumbarton's drums beat bonny—

O

"When they mind me of my dear Johnny

—

O.

How liappy am I,

When my foldier is by,

While he kiffes and blefles his Annie—O ! 5

'Tis a foldier alone can delight me—O,

For his graceful looks do invite me—O :

While guarded in his arms,

I'll fear no war's alarms,

Neither danger nor death Ihull e'er irignt me—O.

My love is a handfome laddie—O, H
Genteel, but ne'er foppifh nor gaudy—O :

Tho' commlflions are dear,

Yet I'll buy him one this year
y

For he fliall fcrve no longer a cadlc—-O. 15

A foldier has honour and bravery—(3,

UnLiC([iiaInted with rogues and their knavery—O :

lie minds no other thing

But the ladies or the king :

For every other care is but ilavery—O. 20

Tlien I'll be the captain's lady—O :

^'aruvvcU ull my friends, and niy daddy—O
j
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I'll wait no more at home,.

But I'll follow with the drum, ^
And whene'er that beats I'll be ready^O. 23

Dumbarton's drums found bonny O,

They are fprightly like my dear Johnny—O

:

How happy fhall I be,

When on my foldier's knee,

And he kifles and blelies his Annie—O ! qo

BUNT, DUNT, PITTIE, PATTIE,.

wN Whitfundav morninr

I w^ent to the fair,

My yellow-hair'd laddie

Was felling his ware
j

He gied me fick a blyth blink g
With his bonny black ce.

And a dear blink, and a fair blink

It was unto me.

I wift not what ail'd me
When my laddie came in, !•>

The little wee ftarnies

Flew ay frae my een
j

And the fweat it dropt down

Frae my very ee-bi:ie.,
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And my heart play'd ay 1

5

Dunt, dunt, duiit, pittle, pattie.

I will not what aiPd me,

When I went to my bed y

I toffed and tumbled,

And lleep frae me fled. 26

Now, its fleeping and waking

He's ay in my ee,

And my heart play'd ay

Dunt, dunt, dunt, pittie, pattie.

THE DECEIVER.

W SETH tuneful pipe and hearty glce^

Young Watty wan my heart
5

A bljther lad ye coudna fee,

All beauty without art.

His winning tale >
Did foon prevail >

To gain my fond belief
j

But foon the fwain

Gangs o'er the plain,

And leaves me full, and leaves me full, 1%

And leaves me full of grief.

\
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Thougli Colhi courts with tuneful fang,

Yet few regard his mane
5

The laiTes a' round Watty thrang,

While Colin^s left alane : 15

In Aberdeen

Was never feen

A lad that gave fie pain
j

He dally woos,

And mil purfues, 2©

Till he does all, till he does all,

Till he does all obtain.

But fooii as he has gain'd the blifs.

Away then does he run,

And hardly will afford a kifs 25

To filly me undone :

Bonny Katty,

Maggy, Beatty,

Avoid the roving fwain
j

His wyly tongue 3©

Be fure to fhun,

Or you like me, or you like me,

Like me will be undoue.
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ETTRICK BANKS.

V/N Ettrick banks, in a fummer's night,

At glowming when tlie llieep drave hame,

I met my laflie braw and tight,

Come wading barefoot a' her lane :

My heart grew light j I ran, I flang ^

My arms about her lily neck,

And kifs'd and clapt her there fou lang,

My words they were na mony feck.

I faid, my laffie, will ye go

To the Highland hills, the Erfe to learn ? 10

I'll baith gie thee a cow and ew,

When ye come to the brig of Earn.

At Leith auld meal comes in, ne'er fafli,

And herrings at the Broomy Law
j

Cheer up your heart, my bonny lafs, 15

There's gear to win we never faw.

All day when we have wrought enough,

When winter, frofts, and fnaw begin,

Soon as the fun gaes weft the loch,

At night when we fit down to fpin, 2©
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I'll fcrew my pipes, and play a fpring
j

And tlius the weary night we'll end,

Till tViC tender kid and lamb-time bring

Our pleafant limmer back again.

Syne when the trees are In their bloom, 25

And gowans gient o'er ilka field,

I'll meet my lafs amang the broom,

And lead you to my iimmer fhield.

Then far frae a' their fcornfu' din,

That make the kindly hearts their fport, 3®
We'll laugh, and kifs, and dance, and fing,

And gar the langell day feem fhcrt.

EWE-BUCHTS, MARION.

Will ye gae to the ewe-buchts, Marion^

And wear in the flieip wi' me ?

The fun fliines fwelt, my Marion,

But nae ha'f fae fweit as thee.

O Marion's a bonnie lafs,
'

1^

And the blyth blinks in her ee
j

And fain wad I marrie Marion,

Gin Marion wad marry me.

There's gowd in your garters, Marlon,

And filler on your white-haufe bane
j 1#
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Fou falne wad I kiffe ray Marion

,At ene quliau I cum name.

There's braw lads in Earnflaw, Marion,

Quha gap and glow'r wi' their ee',

At kirk quhan they fee my Marion
j i^

Eot nane of them lues like me.

I've nine milk-ewes, my Marion,

A cow, and a brawny quay
5

Ife gie them a' to my Marion

Upon her bridal day. 2<B

And ye's get a green fey apron,

And waiftcote o' London broun
j

And wow but ye will be vapering

Quhan e'er ye gang to the town,

I'm young and flout, my Marion, 25
Nane dance like me on the green

3

And gin ye forfake me, Marion,

Ife een gae draw up wi' Jeane.

Sae put on your pearlins, Marion,

And kirtle of the cramafie
; ^^

And fune as my chin has nae hair on

1 fall cum weft and fee ye.
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FLOWERS OF THE FOREST.

I've feen the fmiling

Of Fortune beguiling,

I've felt all its favours, and found it§ decay 5

Sweet was its blefling,

Kind its carefling, •

5

But now 'tis fled, fled far away.

I've feen the foreft

Adorn'd the foremoll,

With flowers of the faireil, mofi: pleafant and gay
j

Sae bonny was their blooming, i o

Their fcent the air perfuming ; .

But now they are wlther'd and wedded away.j

I've feen the morning,

With gold the hills adorning, 15

And loud tempefl: fliormlpg before the mid-day.

I've feen Tweed's filver fl:reams

Shining In the funny beams,

Grow drumbly and dark as he row'd on his way.

O fickle Fortune ! 20
Why this cruel fporting ?
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O why mil perplex us^ poor fons of a day'?

Nae mair your fmiles can cheer me,

Nae mair your frowns can fear me.

For the flowers of the foreft are withered a-

way, 25

Same Tune<,

x\dieu, ye ilreams that fmoothly glide

Through mazy windings o'er the plaiup

I'll in fome lonely cave reilde,

And ever mourn my faithful fwain.

Flower of the forefc was my love, ^

Soft as the fighing fummer's gale,

Gentle and confcant as the dove,

Blooming as rofes in the vale.

Alas I by Tweed my love did flray,

For me he fearch'd the banks around
j 10

But, ah ! the fad and fatal day.

My love, the pride of Rvains, Vv^as drown'd.

(Now droops the willow o'er the flream
5

Pale ftalks his ghoft in yonder grove
j

Dire Fancy paints him in my dream
j I f

Awake I mourn- my hopelefs love
j

Vol. T N
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FLOWERS OE EDINBOP.GH.

IVXy love was once ri bonny laJ,

He was the flower of all his kin.

*I'he abfence of lils bonny face

Has rent ray tender heart in twain.

I d'Ay nor night find no delight •,

In iilent tears I lUll complain
;

And exclaim 'gainft thofe my rival foes,

That hu'e ta'en from me my darling fwain.

Defpair and anguifh fills my bread,

Since I have loft my blooming rofe
j

i

I figh and rnoan v/hile others rell
j

His abfence yields me no repofe.

To fcek my love I'll range and rove,

Thro' every grove and diftant plain
,

Thus I'll ne'er ceafe, but fpend my days, i

To hear tidings from my darling fwain.

There's naething ilrange in Nature's change,

Since parents Ihew fuch cruelty
j

They caus'd my love from me to range,

And knows not to what delliny. ^0 M
The pretty kids and tender lambs

May ccafe to fport upon the phiin
5
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But PU mouni and lament in deep difcontent

For the abfence of my darling fwain.

Kind Neptune, let me thee entreat, 25

To fend a fair and pleafant gale
j

Ye dolphins fweet, upon me wait,

And convey me on your tail
j

Heaven blefs my voyage with fuccefs,

While crofling of the raging main,
^

3c

And fend me fafe o'er to that diflant fliore,

To meet my lovely darling fwain.

All joy and mirth at our return

iShall then abound from Tweed to Tay
5

The bells fliall ring and fweet birds fnig, 35
'Jo grace and crown our nuptial day.

'i'lius blel's'd wi* charms in my love's arms,

My heart once more I will regain
5

"Then I'll range no more to a ditlant fliore,

But in love will enjoy my darling fwain. 40

FOURTEEN'ril OF OCTOBER.

1 E god_s ! was Strephon's pitlure bleft

With the fair heaven of Chloe's bread ?

Move fofter, thou fond flutt'rlng heart,

Oh gently throb,—too fierce thou art.

N 2
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Teil me, tliou brighteH; of thy kind, ;'

For Streplion was ths blifs defiguM ?

For Streplion's fake, dear cli arming maid,

Didit tlioii prefer his wand'iing fliade ?

And thou, blefl Tnade, that fweetly art

'Lodg'd fo near my Chloe's heart, i®

For me the tender hour improve,

And foftly tell hovj dear I love.

Ungrateful thing I' it Icorns to hear

Its wretched miaaer's ardent prayer,

Ingroffing all that, beauteous heaven, . j^

That Chloe, lavilh maid, has given.

I cannot blame thee j were I lord

Of all the vv^ealth tliefe breads afford,

I'd be a mifer too, nor give

An alms to keep a god alive. 20

Oh ! fmile not thus mj lovely fair.

On thefe cold looks that lifelefs are ',

Prize him whofe bofom glows v/ith fire,

With eager love and foft defire.

'Tis true, thy charms, O pow'rful maid, 25

To life can bring the filent fliade :

Thou canil furpafs the painter's art,

And real warmth and flames impart.

But, oh ! it ne'er can love like me,

I ever lov'd, and lov'd -but thee : o^o

Then, charmer, grant m_y fond requefi
j

Say, thou canft love, and make me blefl.
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FAIREST OF JrlEPv DAYS.

VV hoe'er beliolds my Helen's face,

And fays not that good liap has ilie
)

"V/lio hiar§ her fpeak, and tents her gi'see,

Sail think nang ever fpake but ihe,

Thefiort %vay to refhufia her prayer 5

She is thefmrejl ofher days.

Who knows her wit, and not admires,

He maun be deem'd devoid of ikili
j

Her virtues kindle llrong defircs

In them that think upon her i'till. lo.

IheJJjort way
J
&c.

Her red is like unto the rofe

Whafe buds are op'ning to the fun.

Her comely colours do difclofe

The firfh degree of ripenefs won, 15.

Thefoort way, &c.

And with the red is mixt the white,

Like to the ftm and fair moonQune,

That does upon clear waters light,

And makes the colour feem divine. 2®:

The /hort w^y to refound her praife^

She is the fairejl of her days.
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GlLDEROy.

Ah ! Chlofis, could I now but fit

As unconcern'd as when

Your infant-beauty could beget

No happinefs nor pain.

When I this dawning did admire, j
And prais'd the coming day,

I little thought that rifmg fire

Would take ray reil away.

Your charms in harmlefs childhood lay,

As metals in a mine, 3Q

Age from no face takes more away,

Than youth conceaPd in thine.

But as your charms infenlibly

To their perfedion prefl :

So love as unperceiv'd did fly, j ^
And center'd in my breail.

My paiTion with your beauty grew,

While Cupid at my heart.

Still as his mother favour'd you,

Threw a new-iiaming dart. 20
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Each gloried in their wanton part :

To make a lover, he

EmployM the utmoil of his art y

To make a beauty, fhe. 36

GALLOWSHIELS.
// '. '

,

' '

Ah the fhepherd's mournful fate !

When doom'd to love, and doom'd to languifh?-

To bear the fcornful fair one's hate,

Nor dare difclofe his anguifh !

Yet eager looks, and dying fighs, 5

My fecret foul difcover,

While rapture trembling through mine eyes,

Reveals how much I love her :

The tender glance, the red'ning cheek,

O'erfpread with riling blufhes, 10

A thoufand various ways they fpeak

A thoufaud various wilhes.

For oh ! that form fo heavenly fair,

Thofe languid eyes fo fweetly fmiling,

That artlefs blufh, and modefl air, 15:

So fatally beguiling.

Thy every look, and every grace,

§0 charm, whene'er I. view thee
j

N 4..
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Till deatli o'ertake me in tlie chace,

Still will my hopes purfue thee. 20

Then when my tedious hours are pall,

Be this laft bleffing given,

Low at thy feet to breathe my lall,

And die in fight of heaven. 24

GREEN SLEEVES. • .

X E watchful guardians of the fair,

Who Ikiff on wings of ambient air,

Of my dear Delia take a care,

And reprefent her lover

With all the gaiety of youth,

"With honour, juilice, love, and truth ',

Till I return, her paiTions foothe,

For me in whifpers move her.

"

Be careful no bafe fordid Have,

With foul funk in a golden grave,

Who knows no virtue but to fave,

With glaring gold bewitch her.

Tell her, for me (he was deiign'd,

For me v/ho know how to be kind,

And have mair plenty in my mind,

Than ane v/lio's ten times .richer.
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L'et all the warld turn uplide dowrij

And fools run an eternal round,

In queil of what can ne'er be found^

To pleafe their vain ambition
5

20

Let little minds great charms efpy,

In (liadows which at diftance ly,

Whofe hop'd-for pleafure when come nigh^

Proves nothing in fruition :

But call into a mold divine, 25

Fair Delia does with luftre fliine,

Her virtuous foul's an ample mine,

Which yields a conftant treafare.

Let poets in fublimeft lays,

Employ their Ikill her fame to raife ', 30,

Let fons of mufic pafs whole days,

With weli-tun'd reeds to pleafe her»

HIGHLAND LADDIE*

X HE lawland lads think they are fine
j

But O, they're vain and idly gawdy !

How much unlike that gracefu' mien,

And manly looks of my highland laddie I

my bonny, bonny highland ladclle,

My handfome charming highland laddie ;

May heavenJlillguard, and love reward

Our lawland lafs, and her highland laddie^
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If I were free at will to cliufe,

To be the wealthiell lawland lady^ lO
I'd take young Donald without trews,

With bonnet blew, and belted plaidj^

my bonny^ &c..

The braweft beau in burrow^s-town,

In a' his airs, with art made ready, i^.

Compared to him he's but a clown
j

He's finer far in's tartan plaidyv

my bonny^ &c.

O'er benty hill with him I'll run,

And leave my lawland kin and daddy, 2'0

Fxae winter's cauld, and furamer's fun,

He'll fcreen me with his highland plaidy.

tny bonny^ &c.

A painted room, and iilken bed,

May pleafe a lawland laird and lady
j 2:5

But I can kifs and be as glad,

Eehind a buih in's highland plaidy.

my bonny^ &.c.

Few compliments -between us pafs,

I ca' him my dear highland laddie, 30-

And he ca's me his lawland lafs,

Syne rows me in beneath his plaidie,

my boiuiy^ &c=

Nae greater joy I'll e'er pretend,

Than that his love prove true and flead^"; '^$.
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Like mine to him, which ne'*er Ihall end,

While Heaven preferves my highland laddie,

O my bonny^ &c.

Same Tune,

'

X HE lawland maids gang trig and fine,

But aft they're four and unco fawcy
;

Sae proud, they never can be kind

Like my good-humour'd highland laffie.

my bonny, bonny highland /affie, 5.

My hearty fmiling highland lajjie ;

May never care make thee lefs fair,

But bloom of youthJim blefs my laJjie,.

Than ony lafs in burrow's-town,

Wha mak their cheeks with patches mottie, lO:

I'd take my Katty but a gown,

Bare-footed in her little coatie»

my bonny, ^c.

Beneath the brier or brecken bufh,

Whene'er I kifs and court my dawtie
5 1,5;

Happy and blyth as ane wad wifli,

My flighteren heart gangs pittie pattie,

Q:my bonny
J

&c<.

N 6-
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O'er liiglieft hetliery bills I'll ilien,

Witli cockit gun and ratches tenty, 20

To drive the deer out of tlieir den,

To feaft my lafs on diflies dainty.

my bonny, &c.

There's nane fluiU dare by deed or word,

'Gainft her to wag a tongue or finger, 25

While I can wield my trufty fword, .

Or frae my lide wbilk out a whinger.

my bonny, &c.

The mountains clad with purple bloom,

And berries ripe, invite my treafure 30

To range with me \ let great fowk gloom,

While wealth and pride confound their pleafure.

my bonny, bonny highland lajjie,

My lovelyfmiiing highland laJJie,

May never care f?iahe thee lefs fair, 35
But bloom ofyouthJiill blefs ?ny lajjie»

HAD AWA' FRAE ME, DONALD.

\J COME awa', come awa',

Come awa' wi' me, Jenny 5

Sick frowns I canna bear frae ane

VsHinfe fmiles ance ravifti'd me, Jenn}^ 3-
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If you'll be kind, you'll never find 5

That ouglit fall alter me, Jenny ;

For you're the mlftrefs of my mmd,

Whate'er you think of me, Jenny.

Firft when your fweets enflav'd my heart,

You feem'd to favour me, Jenny y lO

But now, alas ! you ad: a part

That fpeaks unconftancy, Jenny :

Unconllancy is lie a vice,

'Tis not befitting thee, Jenny j

It fuits not wi' your virtue nice 15

To carry fae to me, Jenny.

HER ANSWER.

yj HAD awa, had awa'.

Had awa' frae me, Donald ',

Your heart is made o'er large for anCj

It is not meet for me, Donald.

Some fickle miftrefs you may find, 5
Will jilt as faft as thee, Donald

5

To ilka fwain Ihe will prove kind,

And nac lefs kind to thee, Donald,

But I've a heart that's naething fuch^

'Tis fill'd with honefly, Donald y 10-
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I'll ne'er love money, I'll love mucB,

I hate all levity, Donald*

Therefore nae mair, with art, pretend

Your heart is chaln'd to mine, Donald ?

For words of falfehood ill defend 1 5;

A roving love like thine, Donald*.

Firft when you courted, I mull own

I frankly favour'd you, Donald
j

Apparent worth and fair renown.

Made me believe you true, Donald. 20;

Ilk virtue then feem'd to adorn

The man efteem'd by me, Donald
j

But now, the maik fall'n aff, I fcorn

To ware a thought on thee, Donald,

And now, for ever, had awa', 25;

Had awa' frae me, Donald
j

Gae feek a heart that's like your ain,

And come nae mair to me, Donald
j

For I'll referve myfell for ane, ' .

For ane that's liker me, Donald
5 305

If fie a ane 1 canna find,

I'll ne'er loe man, nor thee, Donald.

Donald.

Then I'm thy man, and falfe report

Has only tald a lie, Jenny ?

To try thy truth, and make us fport 35:

The tale was rais'd by me, Jenny.
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Jenny.

Wlien this ye prove, and ftill caa lore,

Then come awa' to mCj Donald
j

I'rn weel content, ne'er to repent

That I hae fmiPd on thee, Donald. 6^'Q

HAY'S BONNY LASSIE.

Ijy fmooth-winding Tay a fwain was reclining^

Alt cry'd he, Oh hey I maun I ilill live pining

Myfell thus awa, and darna difcover

To my bonny Hay that I am her lover ?

Nae mair it will hide, the fiame waxes ftronger !

If (lie's not my bride, my. days are nae longer j 6

Then I'll take a heart, and try at a venture,

May be, e'er we part, my vows may content her.

She's freih as the fpring, and fweet as Aurora,

When birds mount and ling, bidding Day a good

morrow
j

4

The fwaird of the mead, enamell'd with dailies,

Looks wither'd and dead when twin'd of \i^x

graces.
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But if flie appear where verdure invites lier,

The fountains run clear, and flowers fmell the

fweeter
j

'Tis heaven to be by when her v/it is a-flowing, 15

Her frailes and bright eye fet my fpirits a-glow-

ing.

The mair that I gaze, the deeper I'm Vv'ounded *,

Struck dumb with amaze, my mind is confound-

edj

I'm all in a fire, dear maid, to carefs ye, 20

For a' my defire is Hay's bonny lafTie. •

HAP ME Wr THY PETTICOAT.

O Bell, thy looks hae kill'd my heart,

I pafs the day in pain
;

WiLen night returns, I feel the fmart,

And v/ifh for thee in vain.

I'm ftarving cold, while thou art warm
5 5

Have pity and incline.

And grant me for a hap that charm-

ing petticoat of thine.

My ravilh'd fancy in amaze

Still wanders o'er thy charms, iQ

Delufive dreams ten thoufand ways

Prefcnt thee to my arms.



SCOTS SONGS. 305

But waking, think what I endure.

While cruel you decline

Thofe pleafures, which alone can cure 15

. This panting breafl of mine.

I faint, I fail, and wildly rove,

Becaufe you ftill d*iny

The juft reward that's due to love,

And let true pafllon die. 20

Oh I turn, and let compaffion feize

That lovely breaft of thine ',

Thy petticoat could give me eafe,

If thou and it were mine.

Sure heaven has fitted for delight 25
That beauteous form of thine,

And thou'rt too good its law to flight,

By hind'ring the defign.

May all the powers of love agree.

At length to make thee mine
; 30

Or loofe my chains, and fet me free

From ev'ry charm of thine.

HAPPY CLOWN.

Xiow happy Is the rural clown,

Wlio, far removM from noife of tovv'n,

Contemns the glory of a crown,
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And in his fafe retreat,

Is pleas'd with his low degree, 5-

Is rich in decent poverty,

From flrife, from care, and bus'nefs free,

At once baith good and great ?

Nae drums diflurb his morning fleep,

He fears nae danger of the deep, lt3

Nor iiaify law, nor courts ne'er heap

Vexation on his. mind
j

No trumpets rouze. him to the war,

No hopes can bribe, no threats can dare y

From ftate intrigues he holds afar, 15

And liveth unconfinM.

Like thofe in golden ages born,

He labours gently to adorn

His fmall paternal fields of corn,

And on their produdl feeds
j

20-

Each feafon of the wheeling year,

Induftrious he improves with care,

And ftill fome ripen'd fruits appear,

So well his toil fucceeds.

Now by a filver ftream he lies, 25

And angles with his baits and flies,

And next the fylvan fcene he tries,

His fplrits to regale
j

Now from the rock or height he views

His fleecy flock, or teeming cows j 39
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Then tunes his reed, or tries his mufe^

That waits his honeii call.

Amldil his harmlefs eafy joys,

No care his peate of mind deftroys,

Nor does he pafs his time in toys 3^
Beneath his juil regard :

He's fond to feel the zephyr's brefeze^

To plant and fned his tender trees
|

And for attending well his bees.

Enjoys their fweet reward, 40

The flow'ry meads and filent coves,

The fcenes of faithful rural loves,

And warbling birds on blooming groves,

AiTord a v/ifh'd delight
5

But O how pleafant is this life ! 4^
Bleft vv^ith a chafte and virtuous wife,

And children prattling, void of ftrife,

Around his fire at night !

HALLOW EVEN,

Why hangs that cloud upon thy brow,

That beauteous heaven e'erwhile ferene ?

Whence do thc-fe ilorms and tempefts flow I

Or what this guft of paffion mean ?
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And mufl- tlien mankind lofe tliat liglit, ^
"Which in thine eyes was wont to iliine,

And lie obfcurM in endlefs night,

For each poor filly fpeech of mine ?

Dear child, how can I wrong thy name,

Since it's acknowledg'd at all hands^ lo

That could ill tongues abufe thy fame,

Thy beauty could make large amends ?

Or if I durfl profanely try

Thy beauty's pow'rful charms t' upbraid,

Thy virtue well migh: give the lye, 15

Nor call thy beauty to its aid.

For Venus, ev'ry heart t' enfnarc,

With all her charms has deck'd thy face
5

And Pallas, with unufual care,

Bids V/ifdom heighten ev'ry grace. 2&

Who can the double pain endure ?

Or who muft not refign the field

To thee, celeftial maid, fecure

With Cupid's bow, and Pallas' fhield ?

If then to thee fuch pow'r is given, 2^5

Let not a wretch in torment live,

But fmile, and learn to copy Heaven,

Since we mull fin e'er it forgive.

But pitying Heaven not only does

Forgive ta' offender and th' orTencc, 30'

But even itfelf, appeas'd, beftows.

As the reward of penitence.
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I'LL NEVER LEAVE THEE.

1. ho' for feven years and mair honour fnou'd

reave me.

To fields where cannons rair, thou need na grieve

thee •,

For deep in my fjDirits thy fweets are indented,

And love (liall preierve ay what love has imprinted.

Leave thee, leave thee, I'll never leave thee, 5

Gang the warld as it v/ill, dearefl:, believe me.

Nelly.

O Johny ! I'm jealous whene'er ye difcover

My fentiments yielding, ye'll turn a loofe rover
^

And nought i' the warld wad vex my heart fairer

If you prove unconftant, and fancy ane fairer. 10

Grieve me, grieve me, oh it wad grieve me !

A' the lang night and day, if you deceive me.

Johny,

My Nelly, let never iick fancies opprefs ye,

Vox while my blood's warm I'll kindly carefs ye

:

Your blooming faft beauties firft beeted Love's fire,

,Your virtue and v/it make it ay flame the higher. 16

Leave thee, leave thee, I'll never leave thee,

Gang the warld as it w^ill, dearell, believe me.
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IS'elly.

Tlien, Johny, I frankly tills minute allow ye

To think me your miftrefs, for love gars me trow

ye
J 20

And gin you prove fa'fe, to ye'rfeli be It faid then •

Ye'll Win but fma' honour to wrang a kind maiden-

Reave me, reave me, Heav'ns ! it wad reave me
Of my rell: night and day, if ye deceive me.

'johny.

Bid icefiiogles hammer red gads on the ftuddy, 25

And fair iirom.er mornings nae mair appear ruddy
j

Bid Britons think ae gait, and when they obey ye,

But never till that time JDelieve I'll betray ye.

Leave thee, leave thee. I'll never leave thee ;'

The ftarns fhall gang witherfhins e'er I deceive

thee. 30

Sarne Tune^

\Jn-E day I heard Mary fay,

How fiiail I leave thee ?

Stay, detireft Adonis, ftay,

Why wilt thou grieve me ?

Alas I my fond heart v/ill break.

If thou (hcu'd leave me

:
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I'll live and die for tliy fake,

Yet never leave thee.

Say, lovely Adonis, fay,

Has Mary deceiv'd thee ? lO

Did eV^r her young heart betray

New love, that's griev'd thee ?

My conftant mind ne'er fliall ftray,

Thou mayll believe me,

I'll love thee, lad, night and day, jc

And never leave thee.

Adonis, m)^ charming youth,

What can relieve thee ?

Can Mary thy anguifli foothe !

This breail ihall receive thee. ^O

My paffion can ne'er decay,

Never deceive thee :

Delight {liall drive pain av;ay,

Pleafure revive thee.

But leave thee, leave thee, lad, 25
How fliall I leave thee ?

O I that thought makes me fad,

I'll never leave thee.

Where would my Adonis fly ?

Why does he grieve me ? * 30

Alas I my poor heart will die,

If I Ihould leave thee. .-^f^
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I WISH MY LOVE WERE IN A MYRE.

1>LEST as til' immortal gods is lie,

The youth who fondly fits by thee,

And hears and fees thee all the while

Softly fpeak and fweetly fmile !

'Twas this bereav'd my foul of reft,

And rais'd fuch tumults in my breaft
j

I'or while I gazM in tranfport toft,

My breath was gone, my voice was loft :

My bofom glow'd ; the fubtile flame

R.an quick through all my vital frame
j

O'er my dim eyes a darknefs hung,

My ears with hollow rxiurmurs rung :

In dewy damps my limbs were chilPd;

My blood with gentle horrors thrilPd^

My feeble pulfe forgot to play,

I fainted, funk, and dy'd away.

I?
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JOCKY BLYTH AND GAY.

xSlyth Jocky young and gay, is all my heart's

deliglit 'y

He's all my talk by day, and all my dream by

niglit.

If from the lad I be, it's winter then with me
,

But when he tarries here, it's fummer all the

year.

When I and Jocky met firil on the flowery dale, 5

Right fvveetly he me tret, and love was a' his tale.

You are the lafs, faid he, that flaw my heart

frae me.

O eafe me of my pain, and never (haw difdain.

Well can my Jocky kyth his love and courtelie.

He made my heart fu' blyth when he fir ft fpake

to rne.
"

10

His fuit I ill deny'dj he kifs'd, and I comply'd ;

Sae Jocky promis'd me, that he wad faithful be.

I'm glad \'\hen Jocky comes, fad when he gangs

away
j

'Tis night .hen Jocky glooms, but when he fmiles

'tis day.

Vol. I. O
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When our eyes meet I pant, I colour, figliv and

"faint; I5

What lafs that wad be kind can better tell her

mind ?

I'LL NE'ER LOVE THEE MORE.

SY THE GREAT MARq_U13 Or M0NTRO6E»

PART FIRST.

jVIy dear and only love, I pray.

That little world of thee,

Be govern'd by no other fway,

But pureil monarchy :

Por if confu on have a part, J
Which virtuous fouls abhor,

I'll call a fynod in my heart.

And never love thee more*

As Alexander I will reign,

And I will reign alone ;
10

My thoughts did evermore difdam

A rival on my throne.

He either fears his fate too much^

Or his deferts are fmall,
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Who Hares not put it to the touch, i^

To gain or lofe it all.

But I will reign and govern ftlllj

And always give the law
;

And have each fubjecl at my will,

And all to ftand in awe
j 2©

Eut 'gainft my batt'ries if I find

Thou ftorm or vex me fore,

And if thou fet me as a blind,

I'll nc /er love thee more.

A-nd in the empire of thy heart, 25
Where I fliould folely be,

[f others do pretend a part,

LOr dare to ihare with me
;

r committees if thou ere6l,

Or go on fuch a fcore, 2^
'11, fmiling, mock at thy negle6l,

And never love thee more.

Jut if no faithlefs a61:ion ftain

Thy love and conftant word,

11 make thee famous by my pen, or

And glorious by my fword.

11 ferve thee in fuch noble ways,

As ne'er was known before
;

11 deck and crown thy head. with bays.

And love thee more and more. 40

O 2
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SECOND PART.

JVLy dear and only love, take heed,

Left thou thyfelf expofe •,

And let all longing lovers feed

Upon fuch looks as thofe.

A marble wall then build about,

Befet without a door
j

But if thou let thy heart fly out,

I'll never love thee more.

iet not their oaths, like vollies lliot,

Make any breach at all,

Nor fmoothnefs of their language plot,

Which way to fcale the wall
\

Nor balls of wild-fire love confume

The ihrine which I adore :

For if fuch imoak about thee fume,

V\\ never love thee more.

I think thy virtues be too ilrong

To fuiTer by furprife j

"Which vlcluai'd by my love fo long,

The fiege at length muft rife
j

And leave thee ruled in that health

And ilate thou was before ;
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But if thou turn a commonwealth,

I'll never love thee more. '
y

But if by fraud, or by confent, 25

Thy heart to ruin come,

I'll found no trumpet, as I wont,

Nor march by tuk of drum j

But hold my arms, like enligns up,

Thy falfehood to deplore, 30

And bitterly will figh and weep,

And never love thee more.

I'll do with thee as Nero did.

When Rome was fet on fire j

Not only all relief forbid, 35
But to a hill retire

j

And fcorn to fhed a tear to fee,

The fpirit grow fo poor
;

But, fmiling, ling until I die,

I'll never love thee more. 40

Yet for the love I bore thee once,

Left that, thy name fliould die,

A monument of marble-ftone

The truth fnall teftifie
;

That every pilgrim paffing by, ^ j;

May pity and deplore

My cafe, and read the reafon why
I can love thee no more.

03
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The golden laws of love fhall be

Upon this pillar hung, ro

** A fimple heart, a fingie eve,

" A true and conftant tongue.

** Let no man for more love pretend

'* Than he has hearts in llore :

" True love begun (liall never end
j ^ r

*' Love one and love no more."

Then (hall thy heart be fet by mine,

But in far different cafe
j

For mine was true, fo was not thine,

But lookt like Janus' face. 60

For as the waves with every wind,

So fails thou every iliore.

And leaves my conflant heart behind
5

How can I love thee more ?

My heart {hall with the fun be iixt, 6^
For conftancy moll ftrange,

And thine fliall with the moon be mixt,

Delighting ay in change.

Thy beauty fliln'd at firft moll: bright,

And woe is me therefor, 70

That e'er I found thy love fo light,

I could love thee no more.

The miily mountains, fmoaking lakes,
,

The rocks refounding iecho
;

The whillling wind that murmur makes, 75
Shall all with me ling hey ho^
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The tolling feas, the tumbling boats,

Tears dropping from each fhore,

Shall tune with me their turtle notes,

I'll never love thee more. 8o

As doth the turtle chafte and true

Her fellow's death regret,

And daily mourns for his adieu,

And ne'er renews her mate j

So, though thy faith was never faft, S5

"Which grieves me wond'rous fore,

Yet I {hall live in love fo chaftc,

That I fhall love no more.

And when all gallants ride about,

Thefe monuments to view, 90
Whereon is written in and out,

*' Thou trait'rous and untrue j"

Then in a paflion they fhall paufe,

And thus fay, fighing fore,

Alas ! he had too juft a caufe g^
Never to love thee more.

And when that tracing goddefs Fame
From cafl to weft fhall flee,

She {hall record it to thy {hame,

How thou hail loved me
j

100

And how in odds our love was fuch

As few has been before
j

Thou lov'd too many, I too much,

That I can love no more. 104

O 4
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I FIXT MY FANCY ON HER.

Ijright Cyntliia's power divinely great,

What heart s not obeying ?

A thoufand Cuoids on her wait,

And in her eyes are playing.

She feems the quee of love to reign
j 5

For fhe alone difpenfes

Such weets c s bell can entertain

The gufl of all the fenfes.

Her face a charming profpe61 brings,

Her breath gives balmy bliffes
j I®

I hear an angel when fhe lings,

And tafte of heav'n in kifles.

Four fenfes thus fhe feafts with joy,

From Nature's richeft treafure
j

Let me the other fenfe employ, 15

And I fhall die with pleafure*
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I'LL GAR YE BE FAIN TO FOLLOW ME,

He.

xl-DiEu, for a wliile, my native green plains^

My neareft relations, my neighbouring fwains
|

Dear Nelly, frae tliofe I'd ftart eafily free,

Were minutes not ages, while abfent frae thee»

She.

Then tell me the reafon, thou deft not obey 5

The pleadings of love, but thus hurry away ?

Alake ! thou deceiver, o'er plainly I fee,

A lover fae roving will never mind me»

He.

The reafon unhappy is owing to fate,

That gave me a being Vv^ithout an eftate, Igi

Which lays a neceflity now upon me,

To purchafe a fortune for pleafure to thee.

She,

Small fortune may ferve where love has the

fway,

Then Johnny be counfel'd na langer to llray ;-

O 5
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For vvKile tliou proves conftant in kindnefs to me'

Contented I'll ay find a treafare in thee. i6

He.

O ceafe, my dear charmer, elfe foon I'll betray

A weaknefs unmanly, and quickly give way

To fondnefs, which may prove a ruin to thee,

A pain to us. baith, and difhonour to me.

Eear witnefs, ye ftreams, and witnefs ye flow-

ers, 20

Bear witnefs, ye watchful invilible powers,

If ever my heart be unfaithful to thee,

May naething propitious e'er fmile upon me.

JOHN ANDERSON MY JOa

J. IS not your beauty nor your wit^

That can my heart obtain
5

For they could never conquer yet

Either my breaft or brain ;

For if you'll not prove kind to me,. 5

And true as heretofore,

Henceforth your flave I'll fcorn to be^

Nor doat upon you more.

Think not my fancy to o'ercome,

By proving thus unkind ^ . J^
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No fmootlied figh, nor fmiling frown,

Can fatisfy my mind.

Pray let Platonics play fuch pranks.

Such follies I deride
j

For love at leaft I will have thanks, 15

And fomething elfe belide.

Then open-hearted be with me,

As I fhall be with you,

And let your a£lions be as free

As virtue will allow. 2®
If you'll prove loving, I'll prove kind :

If true, I'll conftant be :

If Fortune chance to change your mind^

I'll turn as foon as ye»

Since our afFe6lions well ye know 25
In equal terms do Hand,

'Tis in your pow'r to love or no,

Mine's likewife in my hand»

Difpenfe with your aufterity,

Inconflancy abhor j 3®
Or, by great Cupid's deity,

I'll never love you more.

O ^
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JOCKY AND JENNY.

Jochy.

W HEN Jocky was blefl with your love and your

truth,

Not on Tweed's pleafant banks dwelt , fo blyth-

fomc a youth :

With Jenny I fported it all the day long.

And her name was the burden and joy of my
fong.

^nd her name was the burden andjoy ofmyfong.^

Jenny.

E'er Jocky had ceasM all his kindnefs to me,

There liv'd in a vale not fo happy a fhe :

Such pleafures with Jocky his Jenny had known.

That (he fcorn'd in a cot the fme folks of the

town.

Jocky.

jAh ! Jocky, what fear now poffeffes thy mind, lo

That Jenny fo conftant, to Willie's been kind !

Vv'^hen drinclng fo gay with the nymphs on the

plain,

She yielded her hand and her heart to the fwain^
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Jenny.

You falfely upbraid,—-but remember tlie day

"With Lucy you toy'd it beneath the new hay 5 25

When alone v/ith your Lucy, the Taepherds have

faid,

You forgot all the vows that to Jenny you made.,

Jocly.

Believe not, fweet Jenny, my heart ftray'd from

thee,

For Lucy the wanton's a maid Hill for me :

From a lafs that's fo true your fond Jocky ne'er

rov'd, 20

Nor once could forfakc the kind Jenny he lov'd>

Jetiny.

My heart for young Willy ne'er panted nor figh'd
j

For you of that heart was the joy and the pride.

While Tweed's waters glide, Ihall your Jenny be

tiue.

Nor love, my dear Jocky, a fhepherd like you. 25

JocJiy.

No fliepherd e'er met with fo faithful a fair j

For kindnefs no youth can with Jocky compare*

We'll love then, and live from fierce jealoufy freCj,

And none on the plain iliall be happy as we^
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KATHARINE OGIE.

XiS walking forth to view the plain^

Upon a morning early,

While May's fweet fcent did cheer my bralii^

From flow'rs which grew fo rarely ;,

I chanc'd to meet a pretty maid, j
She fhin'd though it was foggy :

I afk'd her name : Sweet Sir, fhe faid,

My name is Katharine Ogie.

I flood a while, and did admire,

To fee a nymph fo ftately
j 10

So brifk an air there did appear,

In a country maid fo neatly :

Such natural fweetnefs fhe difplay'd,

Like a lilie in a bogie ;

Diana's felf was ne'er array'd j j*

Like this fame Katharine Ogie*

Thou flow'r of females, Beauty's queen,

Wlio fees thee fure muft prize thee
j

Though thou art dreft in robes but mean,

Yet thefe cannot difguife thee
j 2t-

Thy handfome air and graceful look,

Far excells any clownifh regie ^
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Thou'rt match for laird, or lord, or duke,

My charming Katharine Ogle.

O were I but a (liepherd fwaln ! 25

To feed my flock befide thee,

At boughting time to leave the plain,

In milking to abide thee
5

I'd think myfelf a happier man,

With Kate, my club, and dogle, 50

Than he that hugs his thoufands ten.

Had I but Katharine Ogle.

Then I'd defplfe th' imperial throne,

And flatefmen's dangerous ftations :

I'd be no king, I'd wear no crown, 3^1

I'd fmile at conqu'ring nations :

Might I carefs and ftill poffefs

This lafs of whom I'm vogle
5

For thefe are toys, and ftill look lefs,

Compar'd with Katharine Ogle. 40

But I fear the gods have not decreed

For me fo fine a creature

Whofe beauty rare makes her exceed

All other works in nature.

Clouds of defpair furround my love, 45

That are both dark and foggy ;

Pity my cafe, ye powers above,

Elfe I die for Katharine Ogie,
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KIND ROBIN LO'ES ME.

V V HiLST I alone your foul poTeff,

And none more lovM your bofom prell.

Ye gods, what king like me was blell,

When kind Jenny lo'ed me

!

Hey ho, Jenny, quoth he^ ^

5
Kind Robin lo''es thee,

Jeany.

Whilft you ador'd no other fair,

Nor Kate with me your heart did fliare,

What queen v;ith Jenny cou'd compare,

When kind Robin lo'ed me ! s*

Hey ho, Jenny^ (b'l^*

Robin.

Katy now commands my heart,

Kate who fings with fo much art,

Whofe life to fave with mine I'd part
j

For kind Katy lo'es me. jrj
Hey ho, Jenny, ^c.

Jeany,

Patie now delig^-'tg mine eyes,

He with ecjual ardour dieSj.
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Wliofe life to fave I'd perifli twice
5

For kind Patie lo'es me. 2®

Hey ho, Robin, is^c.

Robin.

What if Kate for tliee difdain,

And former love return again,

To link us in the ftrongeft chain :

For kind Robin lo'es thee. 35
Hey ho, Jenny, <b'c,

Jenny.

Though Patie's kind, as kind can be,

And thou more ftormy than the fea,

I'd chufe to live and die with thee,

If kind Robin lo'es me. 30
Hey ho, Robin, <b'c»

THE LAST TIME I CAME O'ER THE MUIR.

1 HE lafl time I came o'er the muir,

I left my love behind me !

Ye pov;ers .! what pain do I endure,

When foft ideas mind me ?

Soon as the ruddy morn difpiayM

The beaming day enfuing,

I met betimes my lovely maid.

In fit retreats for wooing.
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Beneatli the cooling fhade we lay,

Gazing and chaftely fporting
; le

We kifs'd and promis'd time away,

Till Night fpread her black curtain.

I pitied all beneath the fkies,

Ev'n kings, when (he was nigh me
5

In raptures I beheld her eyes, I^

Which cou'd but ill deny me.

ShouM I be call'd where cannons roar,

Wliere mortal fteel may wound me,

Or caft upon fome foreign Ihore,

Where dangers may fuiround me : 2«

Yet hopes again to fee my love,

To feaft on glowing kifles,

Shall make my care at diftance move,

In profped of fuch blilTes.

In all my foul there's not one place, 25
To let a rival enter

5

Since fhe excels in ev'ry grace,

In her my love fhall center.

Sooner the feas ihall ceafe to flow,

Their waves the Alps fliall cover, 30
On Greenland-ice fhall rofes grow.

Before I ceafe to love her.

The next time I gang o'er the muir.

She fliall a lover find me
j

And that my faith is firm and pure, 35
Tho' I left her behind me :
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Then Hymen's facred bonds fhall chain

My heart to her fair bofom
5

There, while my being does remain,

My love more frefh fliall bloflbm. 40

LOGAN WATER.

X OR ever, Fortune, wilt thou prove

An unrelenting foe to love
j

And when we meet a mutual heart,

Come in between and bid them part

)

Bid them %h on from day to day, 5
And wifli, and pine their foul away,

Till youth and genial years are flown,

• And all the life of Love is gone ?

But bufy, bufy ftill art thou,

To bind the lovelefs, joylefs vow, 1$

The heart from pleafure to delude,

And join the gentle to the rude.

For once, O Fortune, hear my pray'r,

And I abfolve thy future care
j

All other wiihes I refign, t§

Make but the dear Amanda mine.
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Sar>:<} Tune,

,1 ELL me, Hamllla, t r^l mt why
Thou dofl from him that ) ves thee run ?

Why from his foft embraces .'y,

And all his kind endearments ihun ?
"

So flies the fawn, with fear oppreft, 5

Seeking its mother every where,

It ftarts at ev'ry empty blaft,

And trembles when no danger's near.

And yet I keep thee but in view,

To gaze the glories of thy face
5 19

Nor with a hateful ftep purfue,

As age, to rifle ev'ry grace.

Ceafe then, dear Wildnefs, ceafe to toy,

But halle all rivals to outfliine,

And, grown mature and ripe for joy, l^

Leave Mamma's arms, and come to mine.
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LEADER-HAUGHS.

W HEN Phoebus bright the azure fkies

With golden rays enllght'netli,

He makes all Nature's beauties rife,

Herbs, trees, and flow'rs he quick'neth :

Amongil all thofe he makes his choice, 5
And with delight goes thorough.

With radiant beams and filver ftreams

O'er Leader-haughs and Yarrow.

When Aries the day and night

In equal length divideth, I©

And frofty Saturn takes his flight,

Nae langer he abidetii ..

Then Flora Que.n, with mantle green,

Calls aff hei former foirovv,

And vows to dwell v/ith Ceres' fell, 15

In Leader-haughs and '/arrow.

Pan, playing on his aiten reed.

And Ihepherds him 'r.Tt -riding,

Do here refort th.^i. -oj. - feed,

The hiils and haughs comraending
j 2©
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with cur and kent upon the bent,

Sing to the fun good-morrow,

And fwear nae fields mair pleafure yield

Than Leader-haughs and Yarrow.

An houfe there Hands on Leader-lide, 25
Surmounting my defcriving,

With rooms fae rare, and windows fair,

Like Dedalus' contriving
j

Men pafling by, do aften cry,

In footh It hath no marrow
; 2®

It ftands as fweet on Leader-fide,

As Newark does on Yarrow.

A mile below wha lifts to ride,

They'll hear the mavis finging
;

Into St. Leonard's banks (he'll bide, 35
Sweet birks her head o'erhinging

j

The iintwhite loud and Progne proud,

With tuneful throats and narrow,

Into St. Leonard's banks they fing

As fweetly as in Yarrow, 40

The lapwing lilting o'er the lee,

With nimble wings fhe fporteth
5

But vows fhe'll flee far from the tree

Where Philomel reforteth :

By break of day the lark can fay, .45 ,

I'll bid you a good-morrow,

I'll ftretch my wing, and mounting, fing

O'er Leader-haughs and Yarrow.
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J

Park, Wantonwaws, and Woodencleugh,

The Eaft and Weftern Mainfes, 50
The wood of Lauder's fair enough,

The corns are good in Blainfties
5

Where aits are fine, and fold by kind,

That if ye fearch all thorough,

Mearns, Buchan, Mar, nane better are 55
Than Leader-Laughs and Yarrow.

Jn Burnmill Bog, and Wliiteflade Shaws,

The fearful hare ihe haunteth
;

Brighaugh and Braidwoodlhiel fhe knaws,

And Chapel-wood frequenteth
; 60

Yet when (he irks, to Kaidfly birks

She rins, and lighs for forrow,

That Hie (hould leave fweet Leader-haughs,

And cannot win to Yarrow.

What fweeter mufic wad ye hear, 65
Than hounds and beigles crying ?

The ftarted hare rins hard with fear,

Upon her fpeed relying ;

But yet her ftrength it fails at length,

Nae bielding can Ihe borrow ' yo

In Sorrel's fields, Cleckman, or Hags,

Andfighs to be in Yarrow.

For Rockwood, Ringwood, Spotty, Shag,

With fight, and fcent purfue her,

Till, ah ! her pith begins to flag, ^j
.Nae cunnisig cun refcue her

;
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O'er dub and dyke, o'er feugh and fyke

She'll rin the fields all thorough,

Till fail'd fhe fa's in Leader-haughs,

And bids farewell to Yarrow. 8©

Sing Erflington and Cowdenknows,

Where Homes had anes commanding
;

And Drygrange with the milk-white ews,

'Twixt Tweed and Leader ftanding :

The birds that flee thro' Redpath trees, S^

And Gledfwood banks ilk morrow,

May chant and fing fweet Leader-haughs,

And bonny howms of Yarrow.

But Minftrel-burn cannot aiTuage

His grief while life endureth, p®
To fee the changes of this age,

That fleeting time procureth :

For mony a place fl:ands in hard cafe,

Where blyth fowk kend nae forrow,

With Homes that dwelt on Leader-fide, 95
And Scots that dwelt on Yarrow.

Same Tune>

1 HE morn was fair, faft was the air,

All nature's fweets were fpringing.
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Tlie buds did bow with filver dew,

Ten thoufand birds were Tinging
5

When on tbe bent, with blyth content, 5

Young Jamie fang his marrow,

Nae bonnier lafs e'er trod the grafs

On Leader-haughs and Yarrow.

How fweet her face, where every grace

In heavenly beauty's planted
j 10

Her fmiling een, and comely mien.

That nae perfedlion wanted !

I'll never fret, nor bane my fate,

But blefs my bonny marrow :

If her dear fmile my doubts beguile,, I^

My mind Ihall ken nae forrow.

Yet tho' (he's fair, and has full Ihare

Of every charm inchanting.

Each good turns ill, and foon will kill

Poor me, if love be wanting. Z©

O bonny lafs ! have but the grace

To think e'er ye -gae further,

Your joys maun flit, if you commit

The crying fin of murder.

My wand'ring ghaifl will ne'er get reft, 25

And night and day affright ye
5

But if ye're kind, with joyful mind

I'll ftudy to delight ye
j

Our years around with love thus crown'd,

From all things joy fhall borrow
5 30

Vol. I. P
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Thus none fhall be more blefl than we,

On Leader-haughs and Yarrow.

O fweetefl: Sue ! 'tis only 3^ou

Can make life worth my w lilies
j

If equal love your mind can move 3 j;

To grant this bell of bliffes.

Thou art my fun, and thy leaft frown

Would blaft me in the bloffom
5

But if thou Ihine, and make me thine,

I'll flourifh in thy bofom. 40

LOCHABER NO MORE.

Jr AREwA-L to Lochaber, and farewell, my Jeart,

Where heartfome with thee I have mony a day

been
j

For Lochaber no more, Lochaber no more,

We'll may be return to Lochaber no more.

Thefe tears that I fhed they are a' for my dear, ^

And no for the dangers attending on weir

;

Tho' bore on rough Teas to a far bloody Ihore,

May be to return to Lochaber no more.

Tho' hurricanes rife, and raife every wind.

They'll ne'er make a tempelt like that In my
mind

j l^
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Though loudeft of thunder on louder waves roir^

That's naething like leaving my love on the fliore.

To leave thee behind me, my heart Is fair pain'd
j

By eafe that's inglorious no fame can be gain'd
j

And beauty and love's the reward of the brave,

And I maun deferve it before I can crave. i6

Then glory, my Jeany, maun plead my excufe
j

Since honour commands me, how can I refufe ?

Without it I ne'er can have merit for thee.

And without thy favour I'd better not be. 20

1 gae then, my lafs, to win honour and fame.

And if I fhould luck to come glorioufly hame,

I'll bring a heart to thee with love running o'er,

And then I'll leave thee and Lochaber no more,.

LOVE IS THE CAUSE OF MY MOURNING,

Jl5y a murmuring ftream a fair fhepherdefs lay,

Be fo kind, O ye nymphs, I oft-times heard her fayj

Tell Strephon I die, if he paffes this way,

^nd that love is the caufe of my mourning.

Falfe (hepherds, that tell me of beauty and charm_s,

You deceive me, for Strephon's cold heart never

warms
j

y Yet bring me this Strephon, let me die in his armSj

Oh I Strephon I the caufe of my mourning.

P 2
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But firft, faid fhe, let me go down to the fiiades

below,

E'er ye let Strephon know that I have lov'd him
foj 10

Then on my pale cheek no blufhes will fhow,

Thai love %vas the caufe of my mourning.

Her eyes were fcarce clofed when Strephon came

by;

He thought fhe'd been fleeping, and foftly drew

nigh : -

But finding her breathlefs, Oh heavens ! he did cry,

Ah^ Chioris ! the caufe ofmy mourning, i6

Reitore me my Chioris
j
ye nymphs, ufe your art. If

They, fighing, reply'd, 'Twas your eyes iliot thej

dart,

That wounded the tender young fhepherdefs's

heart,
\

And kill''d the poor Chioris with mourning.

Ah then is Chioris dead, wounded by me ! he faid 5

1

m
Tl

Si

Re:

Yoi

s head.]

Expir''d the poor Strephon with mourning.

I'll follow thee, chafte maid, dow^n to the filentf

^^^^*
if

Then on her cold fnowy breaft leaning his head
'
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FOR THE SAKE OF GOLD.

1} OR tlie fake of gold (lie lias left me,

And of all that's dear has bereft me
5

She me forfook for a great duke,

And to endlefs woe {he has left me.

A ftar and garter have more art j
Than youth, a true and faithful heart

5

For empty titles we muil part
j

For glittering (how (h-e has left me.

No cruel fair fhall ever move

My Injured heart again to love
5 iQ

Thro' dillant climates I muil; rove

Since Jeany fhe has left me.

Ye Powers above, I to your care

Refign my faithlefs lovely fair
;

Your choiceli bleffings be her iliare, Ij.

Tho' fne has ever left me !

P3
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LASS OF LIVINGSTON.

Jl ain'd witli lier flighting Jamie's love,

Bell dropt a tear—-Bell dropt a tearj

The gods defcended from above,

Well pleas'd to hear—well pleas'd to hear ^

They heard the praifes of the youth, 5

From her own tongue—^from her own tongue,

"Who now converted was to truth,

And thus Ihe fung—and thus fhe fung :

Blefs'd days i when our Ingenuous fex,

More frank and kind—more frank and kind, 10

Did not their lovM adorers vex,

But fpoke their mind—but fpoke their mind.

Repenting now, (he promised fair,

Would he return—would he return,

She ne'er again would give him care, 15

Or caufe him mourn—or caufe him mourn,

Wliy lov'd I the deferving fwain.

Yet {lill thought fiiame-—yet ftlil thought iliame,

Vv'"hen he my yielding heart did gain,

To own my iiame—to own my liame ? 20

Why teok I pleafure to torment,

And feem too coy—and feeiii too coy ?
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Which makes me now, alas ! lament

My flighted joy,—my ilighted joy.

Ye fair, while beauty's in its fpring, 25

Own your deflre—own your defire
j

While Love's young power, with his foft wing

Fans up the fire—fans up the fire.

Oh ! do not with a filly pride,

Or low defign—or low defign, 30

Refufe to be a happy bride,

But anfwer plain-^but anfwer plain.

Thus the fair mourner wail'd her crime,

With flowing eyes—with flowing eyes
j

Glad Jamie heard her all the time, 35
With fweet furprize—with fweet furprize.

Some god had led him to the grove.

His mind unchang'd—his mind unchang'd,

Flew to her arms, and cry'd, My love,

I am reveng'd—I am reveng'd.

MARY SCOTT.

JtIappy's the lox'e which meets return,

When in foft flames fouls equal burn
j

But words are wanting to difcover

The torments of a hopelefs lover.

p 4
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Ye regifters of Heav'n, relate, j
If looking o'er the rolls of Fate,

Did you there fee me mark'd to marraw

Mary Scott the flower of Yarrow ?

Ah no ! her form's too heav'nly fair,

Her love the gods above muft ihare
j lO

While mortals with defpair explore her,

And at diftance due adore her.

O lovely maid ! my doubts beguile,

Revive and blefs me with a fmile :

Alas ! if not, you'll foon debar a 15

Sighing fwain the banks of Yarrow.

Be hu(h, ye fears, I'll not defpair.

My Mary's tender as fhe's fair -^

Then I'll go tell her all mine anguifh,

She is too good to let me languiih
5 2©

With fuccefs crown'd, I'll not envy

The folks who dwell above the iky
j

When Mary Scott's become my marrow,

We'll make a paradife in Yarrow^

MARY'S DREAM.

J HE moon had climb'd the hlgheft hill;

Y/hich rifes o'er the fource of Dee,
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And from tlie eallern funimit flied

Her filver light on tow'r and tree.

When Mary laid her down to fleep, 5.

Her thoughts on Sandy far at fea
j

When foft and low a voice was heard,

Say, " Mary, weep no more for me."

She from her pillow gently rais'd

Pier head to alk, who there might be ? 10

She faw young Sandy fhiv'ring ttand,

With vifage pale and hollow eye ',

'-' O Mary dear, cold is my clay,

" It lies beneath a. ftormy Ita,

" Far, far from thee, I ileep in death, 15

" So, Mary, weep no more for me.

" Three ftormy nights and llormy days

'•' We tofs'd upon the raging main :

" And long we Itrove our bark to fave,

" But all our ftrlving w^as in vain. 2Q
°' Ev'n then, when horror chillM my blood,

" My heart was filPd with love for thee :

*^ The ftorm is paft, and I at reft,

" So, Mary, weep no more for me.

^^ O maiden dear, thyfelf prepare, 25
" We foon Ihall meet upon that (hore,

'' Where love is free from doubt and care,

" And thou and I fliall part no inore."

Loud crow'd the cock, the ihadow fledj

No more of Sandy could Ihe fee 5
3©"

p 5
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But foft tlie paffing fpirit faid,

'^ Sweet Mary, weep no more for me.'

lliE MILL, MILL—0.

Ijeneath a green fliade I fand a fair maid,

Was ileeping found and ftill—O y

A' lowan wi' love, my fancy did rove

Around her wi' good will—O :

Her bofom I preil; -, but funk in her reft, ^
She ftir'd na my joy to fpili—O :

"While kindly flie flept, clofe to her I crept,

And kifs'd, and kifs'd her my fill—O.

Oblig'd by command in Flanders to land,

T' employ my courage and Ikill—O, lo

Frae her quietly I flaw, hoifl. fails and awa,

For the wind blew fair on the bill—O.

Twa years brought me hame, where loud-fraifing'^

fame

Tald me with a voice right fiirill—O,

My lafs, like a fool, had mounted the ftool, 15

Nor kend wha had dene her the ill—-O.

Mair fond of her charms, with my fon In her arms,

I ferlying fpeir'd how fhe fell—O.

Wi' the tear in her eye, quoth fhe, Let me die,

Sweet Sir^ gin I can tell—0* so
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Love gave tlie command, I took her by the hand>

And bade her a' fears expel—O,

And nae mair look wan, for I was the man

Wha had done her the deed myfel—-O.

My bonny fweet lafs, on the gowany grafs, 25

Beneath the Shilling-hill—O,
If I did offence, Pfe make ye amends

Before I leave Peggy's mill—O.

O the mill, mill—O, and the kill, kill—O,
And the coggin of the wheel—O : 3a

The fack and the fieve, a' that ye maun leave,

And round with a fodger reel—O.

MY DEARY AN' THOU DIE.

Xjove never more fliall give me pain.

My fancy's fix'd on thee
j

Nor ever maid my heart fnall gain.

My Peggy, if thou die.

Thy beauties did fuch pleafure give, J
Thy love's fo true to me.

Without thee I ihall never live,

My deary, if thou die.

If fate fhall tear thee from my breaft,

How Ihall I lonely ftray ? I®

P 6
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In dreary dreams the nigKt I'll waile^

In fighs the filent day.

I ne'er can fo much virtue find^

Nor fuch perfection fee y

Then I'll renounce all woman kind, 15
My Peggy, after thee.

No new-blown beauty fires my heart

With Cupid's raving rage,

But thine, which can fuch fweets impart,

Muft ail the world engage.
'

• 2C

'Twas this that like the morning fun

Gave joy and life to me y

And when it's deilin'd day is done,

With Peggy let me die»

Ye powers th^t fmile on virtuous love, 115

And in fuch pleafure fhare
;

You who its faithful flames approv-e,

With pity view the fair,

Reflore my Peggy's wonted charms,

Thofe charms fo dear to me
; 2©

Oh ! never rob me from thofe arms :

X'aa loft if -Peggy die*
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NANNY—O,

vV HiLE feme for pleafure pawn their healthy

'Twixt Lais and the Eagnio,

I'll lave myfellj and without Health,

Kifs and carefs my Nanny—O.

She bids more fair t' engage a Jove, e

Than Leda did, or Danae—O :

Were I to paint the queen of Love,

None elfe would fit but Nanny—0=^-

How joyfully my fpirits rife,

Wlien dancing fne moves finely—O ! to

I guefs what heaven is by her eyes,

Which fparkle fo divinely—O.

Attend my vow, ye gods, while I

Breathe in the blefh Britannia,

None's happinefs I Ihall envy, I
-

As lang's ye grant my Nanny—O,

CHORUS.

My Bonny, bonny Nafiny—0,

My lovely charming Nanny— i

Icare not though the world know

How dearly I love ]^anny.~^0^.
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O'ER BOGIE.

A WILL awa^ wP fny love,

^ will auoa' w? her,

Tho'' «' my hin hadfivorn and/aid^

ni o'er Bogie wi'' her,

If I can get but her confent, 5
I dlnna care a ftrae

j

Though ilka ane be difcontent,

Awa' wi' her I'll ga&.

/ will awa\ <b'c.

For now, fhe's mlllrefs of my heart, I®

And wordy of my hand,

And well I wat we fhanna part

For filler or for land.

Let rakes delyte to fwear and drink,

And beaus admire fine lace
; I j

But my chief pleafure is to blink

On Betty's bonny face.

/ will awa', h'c.

There a' the beauties do combine,

Of colour, treats, and air 5 , 20
The faul that fparkles in her een,

Makes her a jewel rare y.
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Her flowing wit gives Ihining life

To a' her other charms
j

How blefl I'll be when (lie's my wife, 25
And lock'd up in my arms I

/ wi// awa, dye.

There blythly will I rant and fing,

While o'er her fweets I range,

I'll cry, Your humble fervant, king, 30
Shame fa' them that wad change.

A kifs of Betty and a fmile,

A beit ye wad lay down

The right ye hae to Britain's ifle

And offer me your crown. - 35

/ wi// awa'', (b'c„

PINKY HOUSE.

x5y Pinky Houfe oft let me walk^

While circled in my arms,

I hear my Nelly fweetly talk
j

And gaze o'er all her charms y

let me ever fond behold

Thofe graces void of art !

Thofe cheerful fmiles that fweetly hold

In willing chains my heart !
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O come, my Love ! and bring a-nev/

That gentle turn of mind
, 10

That gracefulnefs of air, in you^

By nature's hand defign'd ;

What beauty, like the blufliing rofe,

Firft lighted up this flame j

Which, like the fun, for ever glows IJ

Within my breall the fanie ?

Ye light coquets ! ye airy things !

How vain is all your art !

How feldom it a lover brings !

How rarely keeps a heart ! 2i>'

O gather from my Nelly's charms,.

That fweet, that graceful eafe y

That blufliing modeliy that warms,.

That native art to pleafe I

Come then, my love ! O come along ! 25
And feed me with thy charms

j

Come, fair infpirer of my fong !

O fill my longing arms !

A flame like mine can never die,

While charms, fo bright as thine, of

So heav'nly fair, both pleafe the eye,

And fill the foul divine I
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Same Tune»

As Sylvia in a foreft lay,

To vent her woe alone
j

Her fwain Sylvander came that way,

And heard her dying moan.

Ah I is my love, ihe faid, to you ^
So worthlefs and fo vain ?

Why is your 4Vonted fondnefs now
Converted to difdain ?

You vow'd the light ihou'd darknefs turn,

E'er you'd exchange your love
j 20

In fhades now may creation mourn.

Since you unfaithful prove.

Was it for this I credit gave

To ev'ry oath you fwore ?

But ah ! it feeras they mofl deceive, 15

Who moft our charms adore.

'Tis plain your drift was all deceit,

The pradice of mankind :

Alas ! I fee it, but too late,

. My love had made me blind. 2Q,

For you delighted, I could die
5

But oh I with grief I'm fill'd,
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To think tLat credulous conftant I

Shou'd by yourfelf be kill'd.

This faid -all breatlilefs, lick, and pale 25

Her head upon her hand,

She found her vital fpirits fail,

And fenfes at a Hand.

Sylvander then began to melt
j

But e'er the word was given, ^0

The heavy hand of death fhe felt,

And iigh'd her foul to Heaven.

PEGGY, I MUST LOVE THEE.

iOLS from a rock pall all relief,

The fliipwreckt Colin fpying

Jiis native foil, o'ercome with grief.

Half funk in waves, and dying :

With the next morning fun he fpies ^
A fhip, which gives unhop'd furprife

j

New life fprings up, he lifts his eyes

With joy, and waits her motion.

So when by her whom long I lovM,

I fcorn-d was, and deferted, 10

Low with defpair my fpirits mov'dy

To be for ever parted :
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Thus droopt I, till diviner grace

J found in Peggy's mind and face
j

Ingratitude appeared then bafe, 1

5

But virtue more engaging.

Then, now fince happily I've hit,

I'll have no more delaying ?

Let beauty yield to manly wit,

We lofe ourfelves In Haying : 20

I'll haile dull courtfhip to a clofe,

Since marriage can my fears oppofe t,

"Why fhould we happy minutes lofe ?

Since Peggy, I muft love tliee.

Men may be foolifh, if they pleafe, 2$

And deem't a lover's duty,

To figh, and facrifice their eafe,

Doating on a proud beauty :

Such was my cafe for many a year,

Still hope fucceeding to my fear, 30

Falfe Betty's charms now difappear

Since Peggy's far outfhine them.

Same Tune,

IJENEATH a beech's grateful iliade

Young Colin lay complaining '^
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He figli'd, and feem'd to love a maid,

Without hopes of obtaining :

For thus the fwain indulg'd his grief, 5
Tho' pity cannot move thee,

Tho' thy hard heart gives no relief,

Yet, Peggy, I mull love thee.

Say Peggy, what has Colin done,

That thus you cruelly ufe him ? 10

If love's a fault, 'tis that alone

For which you (hould excufe him !

'Twas thy dear felf firll raisM this flame.

This fire by which I languifli
j

'Tis thou alone can quench the fame^, 15

And cool its fcorching anguiih»

For thee I leave the fportive plain,

Where ev'ry maid invites me
j

For thee, fole caufe of all my pain,

For thee that only flights me : 29

This love that fires, my faithful heart

By all but thee's commended.

Oh ! would thou afl; fo good a part,

My grief might foon be ended.

That beaviteous breafl: fo foft to feel, 25
Seem'd tendernefs all over,

Yet it defends thy heart like fteel,

'Gainft thy defpairing lover.

Alas ! tho' fhould it ne'er relent,

Nor Colin's care e'er move thee, 30
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Yet till life's lateft breath is fpent,

My Peggy, I muft love thee.

POLWART ON THE GREEN.

J\t Polwart on the green,

If you'll meet me the morn,

Where laffes do convene

To dance about the thorn,

A kindly welcome you fhall meet, 5
Frae her wha likes to view

A lover and a lad complete.

The lad and lover you^

Let dorty dames fay Na,

As lang as e'er they pleafe, 10

Seem caulder than the fna',

While inwardly they bleeze
5

But I will frankly (haw my mind,

And yield.my heart to thee
j

Be ever to the captive kind, 1^

That langs na to be free.

At Polwart on the green,

Amang the new-mawn hay,

With fangs and dancing keen,

We'll pafs the heartfome day. 2Q
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At nigKt^ if beds be o'er tbrang laid,

And thou be twiiiM of thine,

Thou fhalt be welcome, my dear lad,

To tak a part of mine. 24

Same Tune.

x. Ho' beauty, like the rofe,

That fmiles on Polwart green.

In various colours fhovvs.

As 'tis by fancy feen :

Yet all its diff'rent glories ly 5

United in thy face,

And virtue, like the fun on high,

Gives rays to every grace.

So charming is her air,

So fmooth, fo calm her mind, 10

That to fome angel's care

Each motion feems affign'd r

But yet fo cheerful, fprightly, gay,

The joyful moments fly,

As if for wings they dole the ray 15

She darteth from her eye.

Kind, am'rous Cupids, while

"With tuneful voice fhe fings,
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Perfume her breath, and fmile,

And wave their balmy wings : 20

But as the tender blufhes rife,

Soft innocence doth warm,

The foul in blifsful extalies

DilTolveth in the charm. 24

PEATY's MILL.

J- HE lafs of Peaty's mill,

So bonny, blyth, and gay,

In fpite of all my fkill,

Hath Hole my heart away.

"When tedding of the hay ^
Bare-headed on the green,

Love 'midft her looks did play,

And wanton'd in her een.

Her arms, white, round, and fmooth,

Brealls rilin-, in their dayv'n, IQ

To age it would give y uth.

To prefs 'em with his hand ;

Through all my fpirits ran

An extafy of blifs,

When I fuch fweetnefs fand 1$

Wrapt in a balmy kifs.
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Without the help of aft,

Like flowers which grace the wild,

She did her fweets impart,

Whene'er fhe fpoke or fmil'd. 20

Her looks they wejre fo mild,

Free from affefted pride,

She me to love beguil'd,

I wiih'd her for my bride.

O had I all that wealth ' 25

Hoptoun's high mountains fill,

Infur'd long life and health,

And pleafures at my will
5

I'd promife and fulfil,

That none but bonny fhcj, 20

The lafs of Peaty's mill

-Shou'd fliare the fame with me.
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