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Raise vour voice bravely to aissert the riglt ; and "' oalin r* thy niotild'in' towers ay fa
in vour huîsehiol see uit it is done. Forbid the Thy rev'rend ruins fade awa,
late shoppiig-forbid even all trading with the And time his levellin' ploughîshare ca'
houses iat do keep open. Think, too, it is the Whare ye hae stood,
merrv month of Mav-bright suniner, golden But that sweet air thy name will shaw,
autunm, are befove us thien turni in thought, as For ay and gude.

you bre:ithe ihe perfuie of flowers, or inhale the
fresh breeze, to thon "Iow saftly sighs that tender touch 1
their il, heart-cruhed denizens !Yct they Sure music's god my lugs bewitch!

iglh! hiav-e the morninig and evening walk in the Haud thcre, O haud I another such !-

bright suim er, and in the winter the cheerful But, ah its stîhi,

fireside, the frien iy converse, and the pleasant Heugh! Rabbîe, lad; yc'd gic, how muchi
book. IIealth 1ni0ht bloom on their cheeks, and For half that skill i
0y sparkle in thîeir eyes !' " But, whist-the strings are tun'd again,

O for anither sic a stnadn I
'l'il E FI DD LE. Mark i there he's to't, baith night and main 1

A si:Rio-cosic arsoDV On TIE rOWERS OF MUSIo Ay, what the deil i
Ai i.N.Xismox- ow'R TRUE A TALE, "-A Heugh ! now for lads and lasses fain,
iIMEZ £F LANG sYM:. To dance a reel.
Carc worn and sad, Rab sat him down,
W'hupt aff a dram, and play'd a tune, Up wi't, my lad, whae'er ye be-
To heaze his spirits up; 'twas donc: Heugh! "Moneymusk's,"' Uhe thing for me;

Rab was refrcsh'd, "The Rufian8 Rant,"z or let me die;
Now, bcst of ony,Ilis fiddle lie gratefu' gaz'd upon, No, best grec:

An' tus adressd: "McDonad's Rct,"3 bears a' the greec:An' tug anuressu
Now " Bcrwick Johnny!"4

lair fa' ve, sonsy bit o'timenir 1
Sae featly form'd.-wi' neck sac slimmer, " Hoot, toot, (cried Rab,) l'Il thole nae mair;

F atnier here's my elbo' chair ;
Diel fa' me, but Il hae a steer:For ony foce:

E'en bonny Meg, than wha nanc's trimmer, Gae wa' my fiddle!"

I'd yield to thece. Be said, and quat the scraper dear,
And aff did sidle.

Let Pan gae crack o 's whistle fine,
Apollo brag o 's lyre,-the Nine, But wae's his case; a tawty pecli'
O musics various; but to mine, Unkent gat neth his frisky heel, an'

They a' maun bowh; wist, wi' awfu' reelin'

For wha or what, my winsome frien', He ow'r did cowp-
Can sing like youl Ill starrd Cremona wi' him wheelin',

Smash, neath his doup 1
" H ow droll that sie a simple thing,
\Vi four sma' bits o' catgut string, Yes; there the scatter'd flinders lie !
BY horse hair scrap'd shiould instant ring, For ever mute; foll fancy's prey,

A tone sae sweet; As Rab's poor bancs can testify,
Sure ilka god a lelp did bring, . By sair felt token,

Thee to complete! While curses follow ilka sigh,
[Hereil -For 's fiddle broken.'[flcre 'te poct is supposed suddenly to recog-

ze, Close by, the masterly touch of a friend, * * * * * * *
equally noted for his tasteful exceutiòn of favourite Ye hair-braincd birkics, ane an a',

ro Scottish airs, and popular recels and strath- Poets, fiddlers, wits, et cecra,
"* ha yield to Fancy's flighty ca',
But, whisht !-what notes mclodious floatt . Tak timous note;

.Upo' the brecze frac yonder grot. IAnd fen' your glaiket noddles a',
Blaw saft ye winds aroun' the spot; T e Rab' suad lot.

Ye leaves lie still I 0 The well known favourite Scottiah air of "Rosn
Ye burdie hush your varied note; Cais."

1,2, 3, 4.-AU favourite res, well known to trippers
Learn thus to trill. d on the igt fatasti too.


