
THE FLOWERS O’ THE FOREST.
(I* Old Modal For» os 6th or thr Scald.)

With erpre$tUm and dtrp/etling. Old Milodt. From the Sbene MSS., About 1600
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i la<ls are scorn-At buohte, In the momin', nae Mythe 1

Lasses are lanely, and dowle, and wae ;
Nae daffin', nae gahbin', but sighin'and sabbin’,

Ilk ane lifts her leglin, and hies b«r uwaj.
4

In hairst, at the ahearin', nae youths now are jeerin', 
Bandsters arel>art, and ,runkled, and grey ;

At fair or at prêachln’ nae wooin', nae fleeemn*,
The Flowers o' the Forest are a* wede away.

At e’en, in the gloannn’, nae swankies are roarnin 
'Bout stacks wi’ the lasses at bogle to play :

But ilk 'ane sits drearie, lamentin’ her dearie,—
The Flowers o' the Forest are a' wede stray.

Dale and wae for the order sent our lads to the 
border 1 *

‘The English for anee by guile wan the day ;
The Flowers o’ the horest, that fought aye the fore-

The prime o’ oor land, are cauld in the clay.
We bae njte malr liltin' at oor yowejnilkin’,

Women and bairns are heartless and wae ;
Sighin’ and moanin' on ilka green loanin',—

The Flowers o’ the Forest are a’ wede away.

THE LAND O’ THE LEAL.
mmd end PelJUM*. WrittM by Last Naims—Old Aid, “ B.y, How tbs Dsy Dswk.*

tbsw, John: I'm

r-rcw there, John, There'sï To the land o’ the leal. There's

r the land o’ the leaLJohn ; The day’s ayeneither canid nor
Our bonnie bairn's there, John, • 
She was liaith guid and fais, John ; 
And, oh ! we grudged hersair ,

To the land o’ the leal.
But sorrow 's sel’ wears past, John 
And joy’s a-cornin' fast, John 
The joy that’s aye to last 
’ In the land o' the leal.

Sae dear that joy was bought, John, 
8ae free the Itattle fought, John • 
That sinfu' man e'er brought 

To the laud o’ the leal.

Oh 1 dry your glist'nin' e’e, John,
My sauf lange to be free, John,
And angels beckon me 

To the land o’ the leal.
Oh! hand ye leal and tme, John, 
Your day it’s wearin' through? John, 
And I'll welcome you 

To the land o’ the leal.
Now fare-ye-weel, my ain John,
This warid s cares are vain, John, 
We'll meet, and we’ll he fain 

In the land o' the leal.
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