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' THE FLOWERS O’ THE FOREST.

{Ix OLp MovaL Foru Ox 5th or Tax SCALR.)

With expression and deep feeling. Oup MxLopy. From the Skene MSS., about 1600.
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il + ka green Icu in’, The Flowers o' the l'c!utlll 8’ wede a - way.
blythe lads are scorn-  But ilk "ane sits drearie, lamentin’ her dearie,—
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At bu&u, in the mornin’, s pe
The Flowers o' the Forest are a' wede aWay.
l‘-. are lanely, and dowie, and wae ;
. Nae daffin’, nae gabbin’, but -nﬁ-‘m and sabbin’, Dule l:grdwu for the order sent our lads to the
1k leglin, 9 er
Tk ane lifie her e “The English for ance by guile wan the day

InBTn"l" at tho;hdﬂ:m nae ykolnthl naw are jeerin’, The In'low:'n o' the Forest, that fought aye the foee.
dsters are lyart, jrun "
At fair or at préachin’, nae wooin’, nuﬁeodrln The prime o oor land, are cauld in the clay.
The Flowers o' the Forest are a' Wede away. We bae nae malr liltin’ at oor yoweanilkin’,
Women and bairns are heartless and wae ;
At e'en, in the g kies are i hin' and llmnin on ilka green loanin'
'Bout stacks vl the lu-u at bogle to play : 'he Flowers o' the Forest are a' wede awa,

" THE LAND O' THE LEAL.

Written by Laoy Nainws—Ouo A, * Hey, How the Day Dewle.”
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0’ the leal, There's nae sor-rcw there, John, There's
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falr I the land o the leal

Oh! d your glist'nin’ e'e, John,
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weither cauld nor ocare, John; The day's aye

Our bonnie bairn's there, John, »
She was baith guid and fair, John : My saul langs to be free, John,
And, oh ! we kmdged hersair | And angels beckon me

To the land o' the leal, To the land o the leal.
But sorrow’s sel’ wears past, John Oh! haud ye leal and true, John,
And joy's a-comin’ fast, John Your day it's wearin’ throughd John,
The ]o) that's aye to last And I'll welcome you

In'the land o' the leal. To the land o' the leal.
Saednr that joy was bought, John, Now fare-ve-weel, my ain John,
Sae free the battle fought, John * This warld s cares are vain, John,
That sinfu’ man e’'er bronght We'll meet, and we'll be fain

In the land o' the leal.

To the land o' the leal.



