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Tune, Gallowfhiels. 
AH! the poor lhepherd's mournful fate, 

When doom'd to love, and doom'd to languifli, 
To bear the fcornful fair one's hate, 

Nor dare difclofe his anguifli. 
Yet eager looks, and dying fighs, 

My fecret foul difcover, 
While rapture trembling thro' mine eyes, 

Reveals how much I love her. 

The tender glance, the red'ning cheek, 
O'erfpread with riling blulhes, 

A thoufand various ways they fpeak 
A thoufand various wifhes. 

For oh! that form fo heavenly fair, 
Thofe languid eyes fo fweetly fmiling, 

That artlefs blufh, and modeft air, 
So fatally beguiling. 

Thy every look, and every grace, 
So charm whene'er I view thee; 

'Till death o'ertake me in the chace, 
Still will my hopes purfue thee. 

Then when my tedious hours are paft, 
Be this laft blefling given, 

Low at thy feet to breathe my laft, 
And die in light of Heaven. 

Polwart on the Green, 
AT Polwart on the green 

If you'll meet me the morn, 
Where lafTes do conveen 
To dance about the thorn, 
A kindly welcome you Jhall meet 

Frae her wha likes to view 
A Lover and a Lad compleat, 

The Lad and Lover you. 

Let dorty Dames fay na, 
As lang as e'er they pleafe, 
Seem caulder than the fnaw, 
While inwardly they bleeze; 

But I will frankly lhaw my mind, 
And yield my heart to thee j 

Be ever to the captive kind, 
That langs nae to be free. 

At Polwart on the green, 
Amang the new-mawn hay, 
With fangs and dancing keen 
We'll pafs the heartfome day, 
At night, if beds be o'er thrang laid, 

And thou be twin'd of thine, 
Thou fhall be welcome, my dear Lad, 

To take a part of mine. 
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The Banks of Forth. 

YE Sylvan powers that rule the plain, 
Where fweetly winding Fortha glides j 

Conduct me to her banks again, 
Since there my charming Mary bides. 

Tbefe banks that breathe their vernal Tweets, 
Where every fmiling beauty meets ; 
Where Mary's charms adorn the plain, 

And chear the heart of every fwain. 

Oft in the thick cmbow'ring groves, 
Where birds their mufick chirp aloud, 

Alternately we Tung our loves, 
And Fortba's fair meanders view'd. 

The meadows wore a gen'ral fmile, 
Love was our banquet all the while; 

The lovely profpedt charm'd the eye, 
To where the ocean met the Iky. 

Once on the grafly bank reclin'd, 
Where Forth ran by in murmurs deep, 

It was my happy chance to find 
The charming Mary lull'd afleep; 

My heart then leap'd with inward blifs, 
I lbftly floop'd and Hole a kifs; 
She wak'd, (he blufli'd, and gently blam'd, 

Why, Damon !   are you not afham'd ? 

Ye Sylvan Powers, ye Rural Gods, 
To whom we Swains our cares impart, 

Reftore me to thefc bleft abodes, 
And eafe, oh ! eafe my love-fick heart ; 

Thefe happy days again reftore, 
When Mall and I fhall part no more, 
When fhe fhall fill thefe longing arms, 
And crown my blifs with all her charms. 

Tune, I wifti my Love were in a Mire. 

BLEST as the immortal gods is he, 
The youth that fondly fits by thee, 

And hears and fees thee all the while 
Softly fpeak and fweetly fmilc. 

'Twas this bereav'd my foul of reft, 
And rais'd fuch tumults in my breaft; 
For while I gaz'd in tranfport toft, 
My breath was gone, my voice was loft! 

My bofom glow'd ; the fubtile flame 
Ran quick thro' all my vital frame; 
O'er my dimb eyes a darknefs hung, 
My ears with hollow murmurs rung. 

In dewy damps my limbs were chil'd, 
My blood with gentle horrors thrill'd, 
My feeble pulfe forgot to play, 
I fainted, funk, and dy'd away ! 
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Dumbarton's Drums. 
DUMBARTON'S drums beat bonny—O, 

When they mind me of my dear Jonny—O 
How happy am I 

When my Soldier is by, 

While he kifles and bleffes his Annie—Q\ 

'Tis a Soldier alone can delight me O, 

For his graceful looks do invite me—O : 

While guarded in his arms, 

I'll fear no wars alarms, 

Neither danger nor death mall e'er fright me—O. 

My Love is a handfome Laddie—O, 

Genteel, but ne'er foppifli nor gaudy—O : 

Tho' commiiTions are dear, 

Yet I'll buy him one this year, 

For he {hall ferve no longer a Cadie—O. 

A Soldier has honour and bravery—O, 

Unacquainted with rogues and their knavery—O: 
He minds no other thing, 

But the Ladies or the King! 
For every other care is but flavery—O. 

Then I'll be the Captain's Lady—O, 

Farewell all my friends and my Daddy—O : 
I'll wait no more at home, 

But I'll follow with the drum, 

And whene'er that beats, I'll be ready—O. 
Dumbarton's drums found bonny—O, 

They are fprightly, like my dear Jonny—O: 

How happy fhall I be, 

When on my Soldier's knee, 

And he kiffes and bleffes his Annie—O ? 

Etrick Banks. 
/"\N Etrick banks ae Summer's night, 

^-^ At gloaming when the Sheep came hame, 
I met my laffy bra' and tight, 

While wandring throw the miff her lane. 

My heart grew light, I ran, and flang 

My arms about her bonny neck; 

I kifs'd and clap'd her there fu' lang, 

My words they were na' mony feck. 

I faid, my Lalfy, will you go 

To Highland hills, the Erfh ro learn ? 

And there ye fhall have cow and yew, 

When you come to the brigg of Earn. 

At Leitb, auld meal comes in, (ne'er faih) 

And herring at the Broomy law; 

Chear up your heart my bonny Lafs, 

There's gear to win we never faw. 

All day, when we ha' toil'd enough, 

When winter's froft and fnaw begin, 

And when the fun goes weft the Loch, 

At night when you fa' faft to fpin, 

I'll fcrew my drons, and play a fpring : 

And thus the dreary night we'll end, 

Till tender kids, and lamb-time bring 

Our pleafant fummer back again. 
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Love is the Caufe of my Mourning. 

BY a murmuring ftream a fair Shepherdefs lay, 
Be fo kind, O ye Nymphs, I oft heard her fay, 

Tell Slrephon I die, if he paffes this way, 
And that love is the caufe of my mourning. 

Falfe fhepherds that tell me of beauty and charms, 
Deceive me,  for Strephon's   cold  heart  never 

warms; 
Yet bring me this Slrephon, I'll die in his arms, 

Oh Strephm! the caufe of my mourning. 
But firft, faid (he1, let me go 
Down to the fhades below, 
Ere ye let Slrephon know 
That I have lov'd him fo: 

Then on my pale cheek no blufhes will fhow 

That love is the caufe of my mourning. 

Her eyes were ftarce clos'd when Slrephon came by, 
He thought fhe'd been fleeping and foftly drew nighi 
But finding her brcathlefs, oh Heaven's-! did hecry, 

Ah Chloris ! the caufe of my mourning. 
Reftore me, my Chloris, ye Nymphs ufe your art. 
They iighing, reply'd, 'twas yourfelf (hot the dart, 
That wounded the tenderyoung Shepherdefs' heart, 

And kill'd the poor Chloris with mourning. 
Ah then, is Chloris dead, 
Wounded by me 1 he faid, 
I'll follow thee, chafte maid, 
Down to the filent fhade. 

Then on her cold fnovvy breaft leaning his head, 
Expir'd the poor Strephon with mourning. 

Here awa there awa- 

HERE awa, there awa, here awa Willie ; 
Here awa, there awa, here awa hame ; 

Lang have I fought thee, dear have I bought thee, 

Now I have gotten my Willie again. 

Through the lang muir I have followed my Willie, 
Through the lang muir I have followed him hame, 

Whatever betide us, nought fhall divide us; 
Love now rewards all my forrow and pain. 

Here awa, there awa, here awa Willie; 
Here awa, there awa, here awa hame ; 
Come Love, believe me, nothing can grieve me, 

Ilka thing pleafes while Willie's at hame. 
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Sae Merry as we ha'e been. 

ALafs that was Ieaden'd with cafe 
Sat heavily under yon Thorn, 

I liften'd a while for to hear, 
When thus fiie began for to mourn: 

When e'er my dear Shepherd was there, 
The birds did melodioufly ling, 

And cold nipping Winter did wear 
A face that refembled the Spring. 

Sae merry as we twa ha'e been, 
Sae merry as me tzva ba'e Been; 

My heart it is like for to break 
When I think on the days we bavefetn. 

Our flocks feeding clofe by his fide, 
He gently prefling my hand, 

I view'd the wide world in its pride, 
And laugh'd at the pomp of command! 

My dear, he wou'd oft to me fay, 
What makes you hard-hearted tome; 

Oh ! why do you thus turn away, 
From him who is dying for thee ? 

Sae merry, &c. 

But now he is far from my fight, 
Perhaps a Deceiver  may prove, 

Which makes me lament day and night, 
That ever I granted my love. 

At eve, when the reft of the folk 
Were merrily feated to fpin, 

I fet myfelf under an oak, 
Arid heavily fighed for him. 

Sae merry, &c. 

I 

■ 

! 

Waly, Waly. 
Owaly, waly up yon bank, 

And waly, waly down yon brae, 
And waly, by yon River's fide, 

Where I and my Love wont to gae. 
0 Waly, waly,  love is bonny, 

A little while when it is new; 
Bat when 'its auld, it waxes cauld, 

And wears away, like morning dew. 

1 leant my back unto an aik, 
I thought it was a trufty tree j 

But firft it bow'd, and fine it brake, 
And fae did my faufe Love to me. 

When cockle-lhells turn filler bells, 
And muffels grow on ev'ry tree; 

When Froft and Snaw mall warm us a% 
Then fhall my Love prove true to me. 

Now Arthur's feat fliall be my bed, 
The fheets fliall ne'er be fyl'd by me : 

St. Anton's, well mall be my drink, 
Since my true Love's forfaken me. 

O Mart'mas wind, when wile thou blow, 
And fhake the green leaves off the tree \ 

O gentle Death, when wilt thou come, 
And tak a life that wearies me ? 

'Tisnot the Froft that freezes fell, 
Nor blawing Snaw's inclemency; 

'Tis not fie cauld that makes me cry, 
But my Love's heart grown cauld to me, 

When we came in by Glafgow town, 
We were a comely fight to fee j 

My Love was cled in velvet black, 
And I my fell in cramafie. 

But had I wift before I kifs'd, 
That love had been fae ill to win; 

I'd lock'd my heart in cafe of Gold, 
And pin'd it with a filver pin. 

Oh, oh ! if my young Babe were born, 
And fet upon the Nurfe's knee, 

And I my fell were dead and gane, 
For Maid again I'll never be. 
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My Deary, if thou die. 

LO VE never more fhall give me pain, 

My fancy's fix'd on thee ; 
Nor ever Maid my heart fhall gain, 

My Peggy, if thou die. 
Thy beauty doth fuch pleafure give, 

Thy love fo true to me : 
Without thee I can never live, 

My Deary, if thou die. 

If fate fhall tear thee from my Breaft, 

How fhall I lonely ft ray f 

In dreary dreams the night I'll wafte, 

In fighs the filent day. 

I ne'er can fo much virtue find, 

Nor fuch perfection fee: 

Then I'll renounce all Woman-kind, 

My Peggy, after thee. 

No new-blown beauty fires my heart 

With Cupid's raving rage, 
But thine which can fuch fweets impart, 

Muft all the world engage. 

'Twas this, that like the morning fun, 

Gave joy and life to me ; 
And when it's deftin'd day is done, 

With Peggy let me die. 

Ye Powers that fmile on virtuous love, 

And in fuch Pleafure fliare; 

You who it's faithful flames approve, 

With pity view the fair. 

Reftore my Peggy's wonted charms, 

Thofe charms fo dear to me ; 

Oh! never rob them from thefe arms: 

I'm loft, if Peggy die. 

Lochaber- 

i 

FArewell to Lochaber, and farewell my Jean, 
Where heartfome with thee I've mony days 

been ; 
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 feas to a far bloody Shore, 

May be to return to Locbaber no more. 

Tho' hurricanes rife, and rife ev'ry wind, 

They'll ne'er make a tempeft like that in my mind. 

Tho' loudeft of thunder on louder waves roar, 

That's naithing like leaving my Love on the fhore. 

To leave thee behind me, my heart is fair pain'd, 

By eafe that's inglorious, no fame can be gain'd : 

And beauty and love's the reward of the brave, 

And I muft deferve it before I can crave. 

Then glory, my Jeany, maun plead my excufe, 

Since Honour commands me, how can I refufe I 

Without it I ne'er can have merit for thee; 
And without thy favour, I'd better not be 1 

I gae then, my Lafs, to win honour and fame, 
And if I fhould luck to come glorioufly hame, 

A heart I'll bring  thee with love running o'er, 

And then I'll leave thee and Lochaber no more. 

M^K 



■a— 

My JJeaiy an'f diow.JJie 

. *  # wjvj r 
JLove never mow? shall give me paimny Faucev s fixt on thee, nor    e    ver   maid my 

m ' 
6 6 

heart shall lall gain.my &ypf     it  thou Die.        Thy Beauty  doth such pleahire   give   thy 

mmmm^^t^ f r r - PP^3 

love fo true to me. with-out thee Jean   never live my   Deary  if   thou die 

■i r •>• 

Lochaber 
« ' ' f 4 ' m 
M^s^m 

Farewell     fo  Loo/uderKA   . farewell myffea.n.whereheart somewith^ieej have monyday 

beenibrZ"rtW,?^no  moteZ^/iatr, no more.^-e'U may be return ioLorhn/mrno more      These 

I tears (hat! shade they are   all for my Dear and „0 for the dlnp^rTat^nd 
* /t~ 1 ■ 1—- 1 —J—i  — O ^ _ 

ac-renotoo   on  Weir  tb 

^oughSeas to a far bloody Shore may be fo reC^S^ 

~z—# ' /• -L—u 

l^fc^ 
* 

a 
r no  more . 

+   5 



mm^mmtmjimam 

Throw die wood Laddie. 

u/te why leaves thou thyvV£vfyto mourn, thy prefencecoud easemewhen nai thing eoud 

m r i J 1 irj—jj+?$ f i^ r J i j. £e 

g^wifrfj'JjijjjJiy jg^^^pe 
as>e,me niwdowie  J f ioh.on the banks of the Bunx,or throw the wood Laddie,until thou return . inks 

m =t-t |    q I 5 £ £ £ E 33 
/ 

Tfffgfti » ■«■# P5OT    if i fVH*# 
53 gi ffi^F^ 

ffl H 'jl ES l-B 1 *M- 

Tho-vyoods now are oay and mornings {ae clear while Eavrocks are tinging andPrirnrofes fptinging.yet 

^ fe 
* w ^ #—f- f -+-r X3 rr 

*4- 
14" nJ'Ill UlCiu l]&Jfy4> OlJJJJ^^B 
i none of thero please my Eye or my Ear, when throw the wood  Laddie,ye   dinoa   appear. 

Pg£S£ S i riri-*>u r r i Ep -F—F f T3TFT1 

0 

My Nan ny 0 
6 

tvfZ _»_~£.._ *i__* I. *i.i. JTW"i  r     ■> i ,L.n •/')   I'II r _..   i«ir While some for pleafure pawn their health, twixt .£«?///and VDS&riaauO, I'll fave my felf   and 

HV^J J J i j Uj|^r d  T ^^ 

s £ flJ^p l|^ilL%fT^tfrWg 
without Ifealthblefs and carets  tay^fuiM O.       She bids more fair tengage a£v*»thanZW*did for 

^P ^ JIJ-fri|fi# f|r r rPP^ ^g 

^Af^f^fA 
i/—g 

^-* 

Eantu-O.-YKX* J to paint the Queen of Love,none else tnoud fir butMvn?p>/&. 

^m i JU i i ingpq^pn^ 

-M 



*7 
Thro' the Wood Laddie. 

O  Sandy, why leaves thou thy Nelly to mourn ? 
Thy prefence cou'd eafe me, 
When naething can pleafe me : 

Now dowie I figh on the banks of the burn, 
Or thro' the wood, Laddie, until thou return. 

Tho' woods now are gay, and mornings lae clear^ 
While lav'rocks are finging, 
And primrofes fpringing; 

Yet none of them pleafe my eye or my ear, 
When thro' the wood, Laddie, ye dinna appear, 

That I am forfaken, fome fpare na to tell: 
I'm faih'd wi' their fcorning, 
Baith evening and morning; 

Their jeering gaes aft to my heart vrt a knell, 
When thro' the wood, Laddie, I wander my fell. 

Then ftay, my dear Sandy nae langer away, 
But quick as an arrow, 
Hafte here to thy marrow, 

Wha's living in langour, till that happy day, 
When thro* the wood, Laddie, we'll dance, fing 

and play. 

My Nanny-O- 
WHILE fome for pleafure pawn their health 

'Twixt Lais and the Bagnio, 
I'll fave myfelf, and without Health, 
Blefs and carefs my Nanny-O. 
She bids more fair t'engage a Jove 
Than Leda did for Danae-0 : 
Were I to paint the Queen of Love, 
None elfefhould fit but Nanny-O. 

How joyfully my fpirits rife, 
When dancing flie moves finely^O, 

I guefs what heav'n is by her eyes, 
Which fparkle fo divinely—O. 
Attend my vow, ye Gods, while I 
Breathe in the blefl Britannia, 
None's Happinefs I mall envy, 
As long's ye grant me Nanny—0. 

My bonny, bonny Nanny—0, 
My lovely charming Nanny—0; 
I care not tho' the whole world know 
How dearly I love Nanny—0. 

hi 
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Young Philander. 
YOUNG Philander woo'd me lang, 

But I was peevifh, and forbad him, 

I wou'd na tent his loving fang, 

But now I wifh, I wifh I had him: 

Ilk morning when I view my glafs, 

Then I perceive my beauty going; 

And when the wrinkles feize the face, 

Then we may bid adieu to wooing. 

My beauty, anes fo much admir'd, 

I find it fading fall, and flying ; 

My cheeks, which coral-like appear'd, 

Grow pale, the broken blood decaying : 

Ah ! we may fee ourfelves to be 

Like fummer fruit that is unihaken. 

When ripe, they foon fall down and die, 

And by corruption quickly taken. 

Ufe then your time ye virgins fair, 

Employ your day before 'tis evil; 

Fifteen is a feafon rare, 

But five and twenty is the devil. 

Juft when ripe, confent unto't, 

Hug nae mair your lanely pillow; 

Women are like other fruit, 

They lofe their reliih when too mellow. 

If opportunity be loll, 

You'll find it hard to be regained; 

Which now I may tell to my coft, 

Tho' but my fell nane can be blamed i 

If then your fortune you refpeel, 

Take the occafion when it offers ; 

Nor a true lover's fuit neglect, 

Left you be fcoff'd for being fcoflers. 

I, by his fond exprellions, thought 

That in his love he'd ne'er prove changing ; 

But now, alas! 'tis turn'd to nought, 

And, paft my hope, he's gane a ranging. 

Dear Maidens, then, take my advice, 

And let na coynefs prove your ruin ; 

For if ye be o'er foolilh nice, 

Your fuiters will give over wooing. 

Then Maidens auld you nam'd will be 

And in that fretful rank be number'd, 

As lang as life; and when ye die, 

With leading apes be ever cumber'd: 

A punifhment, and hated brand, 

With which we ahnot be contented ; 

Then be not wife behind the hand, 

That the millakemay be prevented. 

Mary Scot. 
HAPPY's the Love which meejs return, 

When in foft flames fouls equal burn. 

But words are wanting to difcover 

The torments of a hopelefs Lover. 

Ye regiflers of Heaven, relate, 

If looking o'er the rolls of fate, 

Did you there fee me mark'd to marrow 

Mary Scot the flower of Yarrow ? 

Ah no! her form's too heav'nly fair, 

Her love the Gods above muft fhare; 

While mortals with defpair explore her, 

And at a diftance due adore her. 

O lovely Maid ! my doubts beguile, 

Revive and blefsmewith a fmilei 

Alas! if not, you'll foon debar a 

Sighing fwain the banks of Tarrow. 

Be hum, ye fears, I'll not defpair, 

My Mary's tender as (he's fair; 

Then V\\ g0 tell her all mine Anguifh, 

She is too good to let me languiiu : 

With fuccefs crown'd, I'll not envy 

The folks who dwell above the fky ; 

When Mary Sea's become my marrow. 

We'll make a paradife of Tarrow. 
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The Highland Laddie 
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The Highland Laddie. 
npH E Lawland Lads think they are fine; 
X    But O they're vain and wondrous gawdy ! 

How much unlike that gracefu' mien, 
And manly looks of my Highland Laddie ? 

O my bonny bonny Highland Laddie, 
O my handfome Highland Laddie, 
When Iwasfuk and like to die, 
He row'd me in his Highland Plaidy. 

If I were free at will to chufe 
To be the wealthieft Lawland Lady, 

I'd take young Donald without trews, 
With bonnet blew, and belted plaidy. 

0 my bonny, &c. 

The braweft beau in borrows-town, 
In a' his airs, with art made ready, 

Compar'd to him, he's but a clown ; 
He's finer far in's tartan plaidy. 

O my bonny, &c. 

O'er benty hill with him I'll run, 
And leave my Lawland kin and dady. 

Frae winter's cauld, and fummer's fVj 

He'll fcreen me with his Highland plaidy. 
0 my bonny, &c. 

A painted room, and filken bed, 
May pleafe a Lawland Laird and Lady j 

But I can kifs, and be as glad 
Behind a bum in's Highland plaidy. 

0 my bonny, &c. 

Few compliments between us pafs, 
I ca'him my dear Highland Laddie, 

And he ca's me his Lawland Lafs, 
Syne rows me in beneath his plaidy. 

0 my bonny, &c. 

Nae greater joy I'll e'er pretend, 
Than that his love prove true and fteady, 

Like mine to him, which ne'er mail end, 
While Heaven preferves my Highland Laddie. 

O my bonny, &c. 

T> U S K ye, bufk ye, my bonny Bride; 
-U Bufk ye, bufk ye, my winfome marrow j 
Bufk ye, bufk ye, my bonny Bride, 

And let us to the braes of Yarrow; 
There will we fport and gather dew, 

Dancing while lav'rocks fing i'the morning; 
There learn frae turtles to prove true • 

O Bell, ne'er vex me with thy fcorning. 

To weftlin breezes Flora yields, 
And when the beams are kindly warming, 

BIythnefs appears o'er all the fields, 
And nature looks mair frefh and charming. 

Bufk ye, bufk ye. 

Learn frae the burns that trace the mead, 
Tho' on their banks the rofes bloflbm, 

Yet haftylie they flow to Tweed, 
And pour their fweetnefs in his bofom. 

Hafte ye, hafte ye, my bonny Bell, 

Hafte to my arms, and there I'll guard thee, 
With free confent my fears repel, 

I'll with my love and care reward thee. 
Thus fang I faftly to my fair, 

Wha rais'd my hopes with kind relenting. 
O queen of fmiles, I afk na mair, 

Since now my bonny Bell's confenting. 
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John Hay's bonny Laffie. 

BY fniooth winding fay a Swain was reclining, 
Aft cry'd he, oh hey! maun I ftill live pining 

My fell this away, and darna difcover 
To my bonny Lafs, that I am her Lover ? 

Nae- mair it will hide, the flame waxes ftranger; 
If fhe's nae my. Bride, my days are nae langer : 
Than I'll take a heart, and try at a venture, 
May be, e'er we part, my vows may content her. 

She's frefh as the fpring, and fweet as Aurora, 

When birds mount and fing, bidding day a good- 

morrow : 

The fward of the mead, ennamel'd with daifies, 
Look wither'd and dead, when twin'd of her graces. 

But if ihe appear where verdures invite her, 
The fountains run  clear, and fiow'rs  fmell the 

fweeter : 
'Tis Heaven to be by, when her wit is a flowing, 
Her fmiles and bright eye fet my fpirits a glowing. 

The mair that I gaze, the deeper I'm wounded; 
Struck dumb with amaze, my mind is confounded : 
I'm all in a fire, dear Maid, to carefs ye, 
For a' my defire is Hafs bonny Laflie. 

The bonnieft Lafs in a' the Warld. 

LOOK where my dear Hamillia fmiles, 
Hamillia! heavenly charmer; 

See how with all their arts and wiles, 
The Loves and Graces arm her. 

A blulh dwells glowing on her cheek, 
Fair feat of youthful pleafure; 

There Love in fmiling language fpeaks, 
There fpreads the rofy treafure. 

O faireft Maid, I own thy power, 
I gaze, 1 figh and languifli, 

Yet ever, ever will adore, 
And triumph in my anguifh. 

But eafe, O Charmer, eafe my care, 
And let my torments move thee; 

As thou art faireft of the fair, 
So I the deareft love thee. 
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SAW ye nae my Peggy t 
Saw ye nae my Peggy, 

Saw ye nae my Peggy, 
Coming o'er the lee? 
Sure a finer creature 
Ne'er was form'd by nature, 
So compleat each feature, 
So divine is flie. 
O! how Peggy charms me; 
Ev'ry look ftill warms me, 
Ev'ry thought alarms me 
Left fhe love nae me. 
Peggy doth difcover 
Nought but charms all over; 
Nature bids me love her 
That's a law to me* 

Saw ye nae my Peggy. 

2S 

Who would leave a Lover* 
To become a Rover? 
No, I'll ne'er give over, 
Till I happy be. 

For fince love infpires me, 
As her beauty fires me, 
And her abfence tires me, 
Nought can pleafe but fhe. 
When I hope to gain her, 
Fate feems to detain her; 
Cou'd I but obtain her, 
Happy would I be! 
I'll Iy down before her, 
Blefs, figh, and adore her, 
With faint looks implore her^ 
'Till flie pity me* 

Bonny Jean. 

LOVE's goddefs in a myrtle grove, 
Said, Cupid, bend thy bow with fpeed, 

Nor let the fliaft at random rove, 
For Jeanyh haughty heart muft bleed. 
The fmiling boy, with divine art, 
From Paphos fliot an arrow keen, 
Which flew, unerring, to the heart,' 
And kill'd the pride of bonny Jean. 

No more the Nymph, with haughty air, 
Refufes Willy's kind addrefs; 
Her yielding blufhes fhew no care, 
But too much fondnefs to fupprefs. 
No more the youth is full en now, 
But looks the gayeft on the green, 
Whilft every day he fpies fome new 
Surprifing charms in bonny Jean, 

A thoufand tranfports crowd his breaft, 
He moves as light as fleeting wind, 
His former forrows feem a jeft, 
Now when his Jeany is turn'd kind : 
Riches he looks on with difdain, 
The glorious fields of war look mean; 
The chearful hound and horn give pain, 
If abfent from his bonny Jean. 

The day he fpcnds in am'rous gaze, 
Which ev'n in fummer (liort'ned feems; 
When funk in downs, with glad amaze, 
He wonders at her in his dreams. 
All charms difclos'd, lhe looks more bright 
Than -Troy's prize, the Spartan Queen, 
With breaking day, he lifts his fight, 
And pants to be with bonny Jean. 
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Rofline Caftle. 

I 

''T^W A S in that feafon of the year, 
JL   When all things gay and fweet appear, 

That Colin, with the morning ray, 
Arofe and fung his rural lay : 
Of Nanny's charms the Shepherd fung; 
The hills and dales with Nanny rung, 
While Rcjline Caftle heard the fwain, 
And echo'd back the chearful flrain. 

Awake, fweet Mufe! the breathing fpring 
With rapture warms; awake and fing; 

Awake and join the vocal throng, 
WTho hail the morning with a fong: 
To Nanny raife the chearful lay ; 
O ! bid her hafte and come away ; 
In fweeteft fmiles herfelf adorn, 
And add new graces to the morn. 

O hark, my Love ! on ev'ry fpray> 
Each feather'd warbler tunes his lay; 
'Tis beauty fires the ravifh'd throng; 

And love infpires the melting fong: 
Then let my raptur'd notes arife ; 
For beauty darts from Nanny's eyes; 
And love my rifing bofom warms, 
And fills my foul with fweet alarms. 

O! come, my Love! thy Colin's lay 
With rapture calls, O come away! 

Come, while the Mufe this wreath mall twine 
Around that modeft brow of thine! 
O ! hither hade, and with thee bring 
That beauty blooming like the fpring, 
Thofe graces that divinely mine, 
And charm this ravifh'd breaft of mine! 

Pinky Houfe. 
BY Pinky Houfe oft let me walk, 

While circled in my arms, 
I hear my Nelly fweetly talk; 

And gaze o'er all her charms: 
O let me ever fond behold 

Thofe graces void of art! 
Thofe chearful fmiles that fweetly hold 

In willing chains my heart! 

O come, my Love! and bring a-new 
That gentle turn of mind ; 

That gracefulnefs of air, in you, 
By nature's hand defign'd ; 

What beauty, like the blufhing rofe, 
Firft lighted up this flame; 

Which, like the Sun, for ever glows 
Within my breaft the fame. 

Ye light Coquets! ye air'y things! 
How vain is all your art! 

How feldom it a Lover brings! 
How rarely keeps a heart! 

O! gather from my Nelly's charms, 
That fweet, that graceful eafe; 

That blufhing modefty that warms; 
That native art to pleafe! 

Come then, my Love ! O come along! 
And feed me with thy charms; 

Come fair infpirer of my fong! 
Ofill my longing arms! 

A flame like mine can never die, 
While charms, fo bright as thine, 

So heav'nly fair, both plcafe the eye, 
And fill the foul divine! 
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Alloa Houfe- 

THE fpring time returns arid clothes the 
green plains; 

And Alloa fliines more chearful and gay •, 

The Lark tunes his throat; and the neighbouring- 

Swains 

Sing merrily round me, where ever I ftray : 

But Sandy no more returns to my view ; 

No fpring time me chears, no mufic can charm ; 

He's gone I and, I fear me, for ever adieu! 

Adieu ev'ry pleafure this bofom can warm ! 

O Alloa Houfe! how much art thou chang'd! 

How filent, how dull to me is each grove ! 
Alone I here wander where once we both rang'd, 

Alas! where to pleafe me my Sandy once ftrove! 

Here Sandy I heard the tales that you told ; 

Here liftned too fond, whenever you fung ; 
Am I grown lefs fair,  then, that you are turn'd 

cold? 
Or foolilh, believ'd a falfe, flattering tongue I 

So fpoke the fair Maid ;*when forrow's keen pain, 

And fhame, her laft fault'ring accents fuppreft ; 

For fate at that moment brought back her dear 

Swain, 
Who heard, and, with rapture, his Nelly addreft, 

My Nelly! my fair! I come; O my Love ; 

No Pow'r fliall thee tear again from my arms, 

And, Nelly ! no more thy fond Shepherd reprove, 

Who knows thy fair worth,  and adores all thy 

charms. 

She heard ; and new joy fliot thro' her foft frame, 

And will you, my Love ! be true ? fhe reply'd. 

And live 1 to meet my fond Shepherd the fame ? 

Or dream I that Sandy will make me his bride ? 

O Nelly! 1 live to find thee frill kind; 

Still true to thy Swain, and lovely as true : 
Then adieu ! to all borrow; what foul is fo blind, 

As not to live happy for ever with you ? 

GO D profpcr long our noble king, 

Our lives and fafeties all, 

A woful hunting once there did 

In Chrvy-cbace befal. 

To drive the deer with hound and horn, 

Earl Piercy took his way, 

The child may rue that was unborn, 

The hunting of that day. 

The ftout Earl of Northumberland 

A vow to GOD did make. 

His pleafure in the Scottifh woods 

Three fummer days to take; 

The choiceft harts of Cbevy-ebaci 

To kill and bear away. 

Thefe tidings to Earl Douglas came, 

In Scotland where he lay ; 

Who fent Earl Piercy prefent word, 

He would prevent the fport. 

The Englifh Earl not fearing him, 

Did to the woods refort, 

With twenty hundred bow-men bold, 

All chofen men of might, 

Who knew full well, in time of need, 

To aim their (hafts aright. 

The gallant gray-hounds fwiftly ran, 

'    To chace the fallow-deer. 

On Monday they began to hunt, 

When day-light did appear ; 

Chevy Chace. 
And long before high noon they had 

An hundred fat bucks (lain. 

Then having din'd, the drovers went 

To roufe them up again. 

The bow-men mufter'd on the hill, 

Well able to endure'; 

Their backfides all with fpecial care, 

That day were guarded fure. 

The hounds ran fwiftly thro' the wood, 

The nimble deer to take ; 

And with their cries the hills and dales 

An echo fhrill did make. 

Earl Piercy to the quarry went, 

To view the tender deer; 

Quoth he, Earl Douglas promifed 

This day to meet me here : 

But if I thought he would not come, 

No longer would I flay. 

With that a brave young gentleman 

Thus to the Earl did fay: 

Lo yonder doth Lord Douglas come, 

His men in armour bright ; 

Full fifteen hundred Scottifh fpears, 

All marching in our fight; 

AH pleafant men of ftviitJalt, 

Dwell by the river Tweed. 

Then ceafe,y9ur fports. Earl Piercy faid, 

And take your bows with fpeed. 

And now with me my countrymen, 

Your courage to advance; 

For there was ne'er a champion yet. 

In Scotland or in France, 

That ever did on horfe-back come ; 

But if my hap it were, 

I durft encounter man for man 

With liim to break a fpear. 

Lord Douglas on a milk-white fteed, 

Moll like a baron bold. 

Rode furemoft of the company, 

Whofe armour fhin'd like gold. 

Shew me (faid he) whofe men you be, 

That hunt fo boldly here, 

That, without my confent,  do chace 

And kill my fallow-deer. 

The firft man that did anfwer make, 

Was noble Piercy he, 

Who faid, We lift not to declare, 

Nor fhew whcfe men we be; 

Yet we will fpend our deareft blood 

The choiceit harts to flay. 

Then Douglas fwore a folemr. oath' 

And thus in rage did fay. 

Ere thus I will out-braved be, 

One of us two fhall die. 

I know thee well an Earl thou art, 

Lord Piercy, fo am I. 

HI 



But truft ire, Pierey, pity it were, 

And great offence to kill 

Any of thofe our harmlefs men ; 

Foi they have dene no ill; 

Let thee and me the battle fry, 

And fet our men afide. 

Accurfl.be he, faid Earl Piercy, 

By whom this is denied. 

Then fteps a gallant Squire forth, 

Witherington by name ; 

Who laid, He would not have it told 

To Henry, his King, for fhame, 

That ere my captain fought on foot, 

And 1 flood looking on. 

You be Iwo Earls faid Witherington, 

And J a Squire alone. 
I'll dc the bei! that I may do, 

While I have power to ftand ; 

While I have power to wield my fword, 

I'll fight with heart and hand. 

Our Scottifh archers bent their bows, 

Their hcans were good and true ; 

At the fird flight of arrows fent, 
Full fourfcore Englifii flew. 

To drive the detr with hound and horn, 

Douglas bade on the bent, 

A captain mov'd with meik^e pride ; 

The fpears in (hivers went. 

They clos'd full fair on every fide, 

No flacknefs there was found; 

And many a gallant gentleman 

Lay gaf'ing on the ground. 

O but it was a grief to fee, 

And likewife for to hear, 

The cries of men lying in their gore. 

Were fcatter'd here and there! 

At lad, thefe two flout Earls did meet, 

Like chiftains of great might; 

Like lions mov'd, they fear'd no lord, 

And made a cruel fight. 

They fought until they both did fweatt 

With fwords of temp'red fteel, 

Until the blood, like drops of rain, 

They trickling down did feel. 

Yield thee, Lord Piercy,  Douglas faid, 
Tn faith T will thee bring 

Where thou (halt high advanced be, 

By James, our Scottilh King. 

Thy ranfom 1 will freely give, 
And this report of thee, 

Thcu art the moft couragicus knight 

That ever I did fee. 

No, Deltas, quoth Lord Piercy then, 

Thy ptofer I do fcorn. 
I will nor yield to any Scot 

That ever yet was born. 

With that there came an arrow keen, 

Out of an Englifli bow, 

Which flruck Lord Douglas to the heart 

A deep and deadly blow.; 

Who never fpake more words than thefe, 

Fight on my merry men all ; 

For why, my life is at an end : 

Lord Pierey fees me fall. 

Then, leaving life, Lord Piercy took 
The dead man by the hand, 

And faid, Lord Douglas,, for thy life 

Would I had loll my land. 

Oh but my very heart doth bleed 

With forrow for thy fake : 

For furea more renowned knight 

Mifchance did never take. 

A knight among the Scots there was, 

Which faw Earl Douglas die j 

Who ftraight, in wrath, did vow revenge 

Upon the Earl Piercy. 

Sir Hugh Montgomery was he c.ill'd, 

Who, with a fpear full bright, 

Weil mounted on a gallant deed, 
Ran fiercely thro' the fight. 

He pafs"d the Englifii archers all, 

Without all dread or fear, 

And through Earl Piercy's body then. 

He thrud his hateful fpear: 

With fuch a vehement force and might. 

It did his body gore, 

The fpear ran through the other fide, 

A large cloth-yard and more. 

So thus did both thefe nobles die, 

Whofe courage none could (lain. 

An Englifh archer then percciv'd 

His noble Lord was (lain ; 

He had a bow bent in his band, 

Made of a trufty tree, 

An arrow of a cloth-yard's length. 

Unto the head drew he ; 
Againft Sir Hugh Montgomery then, 

So right his draft he fet, 
The grey-goofe wing that was thereon, 

In his heartTblood was wet. 

This fight did lad from break of day 

Till fetting of the fun ; 

For when they rang the evening bell, 

The battle fcarce was done. 

With the Lord Piercy there were Haiti 

Sir John of Ogerton, 

Sir Robert Ratelifznc] Sir John, 

Sir James that bold baron ; 

Sir George, and alfo good Sir Hugh, 

Both knights of good account ; 

Good Sir Ralph Roby there was (lain, 

Whofe prowefs did furmount. 

For IVitheringtonl needs mud wail, 

As one in doleful dumps; 

For when his legs were i'nvtten off, 

He fought dill on his dumps. 

And with Earl Owglas there were ilain 
Sir Hugh Montgomery; 

Sir Charles Murray, that from the field, 

One foot would never fly; 

Sl'r Charles Murray of Ratclif too, 

His filler's fon was he; 

Sir David Lamb fo well efleem'd, 
Yet faved could not be ; 

And the Lord Maxwel in likewife 

Did with Earl Douglas die. 

Of fifteen hundred Scottifh fpears 

Went home but fifty three: 

Of twenty bundled Engliflimen 

Scarce fifty five did flee : 

The reft were (lain at Chemy-chace, 

Under the green-wood tree. 

Next day did many widows come, 

Their hulbands to bewail; 

They wafli'd their wounds in brinifli tear 
But all could not prevail. 

Their bodies, bath'd in purple blood, 

They bare with them away ; 

They kifs'd them dead a thoufand time^ 

When they were cold as clay. 

The news were brought to Edinburgh, 

Where Scotland's King did reign. 

That brave Earl Douglas fuddenly 

Was wjth an arrow (lain. 

Now GOD be with him, faid our King, 
S;th 'twill no better be : 

I trufl I have in my realm 

Five hundred as good as he. 

Like tidings to King Henry came, 

Within as fliort a fpace, 

That Piercy of Northumberland 

Was (lain at Chevy-chace. 

0 heavy news, King Henry faid, 

England can witnefs be, 

1 have not any captain more, 

Of fuch account as he. 

Now of the reft of fmall account, 

Did many hundreds die. 

Thus ended the hunting of Cbt<vy-thfit\ 

Made by the Earl Piercy. 

GOD fave the King, and blefs the land 
With plenty, joy and peace ; 

And grant henceforth, that foul debate* 

Twixt noblemen may ceafe. 
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