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Inhuman nuuilcuw on thy barb'rou. art.
""

Instead of ajwng.boya. Ml give you a toast.".':
'^

Is there for honest Poverty *W
It is Na, Jean, thy bonie face. **4
It was upon a Lamnws night. '"'*

Jockey's taen the parting Idss. »43
John Anderson, my Jo. John »7S
Last May a braw wooer came down' the lang'glcn

'^*
Lord help me thro- this world o- carel

'°7
Louis, what reck I by thee... '69
My father wa* a farmer upon the'carricic' border

'"
My heart is a-breaklng. dear Tittle ^3
My -art is salr—I dare na tell.

'^'
My lovd my honor'd. much respected" friend!

"*'
My luve is like a red, red rose

'^~ '""«"
66

My Peggy's face, my Peggy's form".
".".." »"

My Son, these maxims make a rule *34
Nae gentle dames, tho' ne'er sae fali-

"»
No more, ye warblers of the wood I no more

"'
No «:ulptured marble here, nor pompous lay."

"°
No Spartan tube, no Celtic sheU «»
Now In her green mantle blythe Nature array.

'"
Now Nature deeds the flowery lea "'
Now Nature hangs her mantle green

'.'. '45
Now Simmer bUnks on flowery braes *«
Now westlin winds and slaughfring guns.'

'"
U bonle was yon rosy brier »94
O luve wiU venture in wher« it daur'na weel besee'n

'^'
O Mary, at thy window be.

==' oe seen ,,^
O mirk, mirk is this midnight hour ^'^
O once I lov'd a bonle lass. '16
O PhiUy. happy be that day. »«"
O stay, sweet warbling woodlark. stay '5'
O Thou, at 6rst. the greatest friend ''»4

O were I on Parnassus hill '41
O wert thou in the cauld blast! *"
O ye wha are sae guid yoursel' '*°
O ye whose cheek the tear of pity stains^

."

."

"»
"f a the airts the wind can blaw 34
On Cessnock banks a Ussie dwells *°3
Once fondly lov'd. and still remember'd"dear."

." '^
Scots, wha hae wl' Wallace bled 'W
Sensibility, how charming ^^6
She is a winsome wee thing. "8
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