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TO THE SCOTCH FOLKS AND THEIR DL'SCE'V[)AVTS
! IN AMERICA :—

IT may not be generally known that there has been for & year past a
paper printed by us fer ‘Scotch folks calied '

“THE SCOTTISH GANADIAN”

And which has had & kindly reception in Canads and the States by the
“Sons o the Heather,” and also for the reason that it is the oaly Scotch
papler in America that gives some. of its space every week 4o the GAELIC
LANGUAGE as a department, and also gives the WORDS AND MUSIC
of an “ auld Scotch sang” every issue, with remarks as to their authors and
history, together with News (Scottish and American), Scotch Readings,
Poetry, Story, Folk Lore, and general Scottish Society News from all over.
Illustrations of well-known Castles, ete., are occasionally given. The
paper is issned every Thursday, and contains 16 pages royal quarto
size, and is of a handy shape for the purpose of preserving from week
to week for binding purposes at the end of the year.

- " A beautiful Photo-Litho. Gilt Portrait 18 inches by 24 mcbes of

the Poet , ¢ .
‘ SIR WALTER SCOTT |
THE GATHERING OF THE CLANS

s given a8 a premium to subseribers on receipt of the price, which is only $1.50
per annum. The pioture is well worth at least half of the subscription price, and
fit to adorn any parlour in the land.

A SAMPLE COPY OF THE PAPER SENT POST FREE
to any address for five cents in stamps, 50 you have no excuse for not having seen
the Boorrisa Caxapax and thmbyjnd;ing of its merits.

J'Lv
', THE SCOTTISH CANADIAN

'c‘\\? 20 PAGES WEEKLY ‘ 1
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For One Year and this useful Book—*“ The Cream” of

SCOTCH SONGS—Words and Music
All FOR ONE DOLLAR.

SEND YOUR NAME AND LDDIISS TO \

IMRIE & GRAHAM,

pusLisHERs, - CHURCH AND GOLBORNE STS., TORONTO, CAN.. 1

MR. rg]&ﬂ ESON , | J



'FAREWELL TO LOCHABER.,
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1. Fare - well to Loch - a - ber, fare-well to my Jean, Where
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Tho’ hurricanes rlse,lsnd rise ev'ry wind,
They'll ne’er make a tempest like that in my

mind ; )

Tho' loudest of thunders on louder waves
roar,

There’s nacthing like leaving my love on the
shore,

To leave thee behind me, my heart is sair
pain’d ;

Bat by ease that’s inglorious no fame can be
gain’d ;

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

And 1 maun deserve it before I can crave.
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Loch - ber no  more.
Thewr glovy, my Jeanic, waun piead my
excuse :
Since honor commands. me, how can I

refuse !
Without it, I ne'er can have merit for thee;
And losing thy favor, I'd better not be.

I gae, then, my lass, to win honor and
fame ; !

“And if I should chance to come glorious'y
hame,

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

And then I'll leave thee and Tochaber ne
more,
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ROBIN ADAIR.

Espressiv:, . | Irish and Seoteh form of melody. .
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1. +What's this dull town + to me? Ro-bih’s not near

What wast [ _ wish/d to- see, What wish'd to  hear?
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Wherc‘ all the joy and mirth Made this town heav'n on earth?
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Oh, they're all  fed with thee, Ro-bin A - dair

What made th assembly shine ! But now thou'rt cold to me,
- Robin Adair. - + Robin Adair,
P What made the ball so fine ? , But now thou'rt cold to me,
Robin was there. & E Robin Adair,
What when the {:lay was o'er, . Yet he I lov'd so well
What made my heart so sorp Still in my heart shall dwell ;
Oh, it was parting with Oh, I can ne'ep forget
Hobin Adair. - 1 Hobin Adaif
’ 7 p
AFTON WATER. -7
Andante. BURNS,
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stream, %\v gent-ly, gveet Af - ton, dis - turb not Aher dream.

Thou stock-dove,
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How lofty, swe
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AFTOS WATE

Thou stock-dove, whose echo resounds through

. '(fo glen,
Ye dr:whhtling blackbirds in yon thorny

' .
Thou -crested lapwing, thy screamin
form pwing, thy 8
I charge you disturb not my slumbering fair,
Howmlﬁny, sweet Afton, thy neighboring

; 8, -
Far marked with ocourses of clear winding

rills! ,- .
There dAily(! wander as morn rises high,
My flocks and my Mary's sweet cot in my eye.

How brllunnt thy banks and green valleys
ow,
Where wild in the woodlands the primroses

1
R. — ConTinued. S -

There oft as mild evening creeps ov;r the lea,
The sweet-scented birk shades my Mary snd
me.

ﬁy rystal stream, Afton, hoW lovely it

glides
And winds by the cot where m; Mary resides !
How wanton thy waters her mowyu?oet lave
As gath'ring sweet flow'rets she stems thy
clear wave.
4
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Flow gently, sweet Affon, amang thy green .
braes, ! ’
Flow gently, sweet river, the theme of my °

y8 :
My Mary’s asleep by thy murmuring stream,
Flow mly, sweet 'Afton, disturb not her

blow! =~
KELVIN GROVE.
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1. Let us haste to Kel-vin grove, bon-nie

las“ sie, O; Through its
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ma-zes let us rove, bon-nie las-sie, O; Wheréthe ro -ses in their pride Dx‘kthe
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bﬁn-nie din - gle side, Where the t}xidnighl fairies glide, bon - nie las - sie, O,

Let us wander by the mill; bonnie lassie, O,
To the cove beside the rill, bonnie lassie, O,
Where the glens rebound. the call
Of the ng water's fall,
Through the mountains’ rocky hall, bonnie
ie, O

O Kelvin banks are fair, bonnie lassie, O,
‘When the summer we are there, bonnie lassie,

There the May-pink’s crimson plume
. Throws a soft but sweet perfume
Round the yellow banks o’.broom, bonnie
lassie, O.«

Though I dare not call thee mine, bonnie
lassie, O,
As the smile of fortune’s thine, bonnie lassie,
.0,
“Yot with fortune on my side,
I could stay thy father's pride,
And win thee for my bride, bonnie lassie, O.

‘ But the frowns of fortune lour, bonnie lassie,

Ov
On thy lover at this hour, bonnie lassie, O,
Ere yon golden orb of day
Wake the warblers on the spray,
From this land I must away, bonnie lassie,
0. X

Then farewell to Kelvin grove, bonnie lassie,

0,
And adieu to all I love, bonnie lassie, O,
To the river winding clear, ° .
To the fragrant scented brier,
Even % thee of all most dear, bonnie lassie,

Should t battle’s roar, bonnie
lassie, O,
Then, He(an, shouldst thou hear
Of thy lover on his bier,
To his memory shed a tear, bonnie lassie, O !

When u a foreign shore, bonnie lassie, O,
mdl mlisl:
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swift flew the year that’s a - wa'l And here’s to
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las - sie  we Nlo'ed, While swift flew the year that's a « wa'..... ’ =
Here's to the soldier who hled— . . Here's to the Irlend% can trust Sleep
To the sailor who bravely'did fa’ ! When the storms of adversity blaw!
Their fame is alive, thongh their spirits have May  they live in our song, and be nearest *
fletl our hearts, . I ﬁ__——
On the wings of the year that's awa’, Nor depart like the year that's awa’. P
Their fame is alive, etc. . May they live in our song, ete, * 1o 1 S
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The snaw-drap and pnmroue our woodlands And thou mellow mavis, that hnlu the mpht
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And vmleu bathe in the weet o’ the morn ; ; i
. They pain my sad bosom, sae sweetly they (?Tve i pity—uy .\.aum.e-.uawa.
) blaw ! Give over for pity —my .\nunie'u awa',
They , mind me o' Nlnum—-md Nannie's | \ ' .
n 4 : Cawe’. Come, \autumn, sae pengive, in yellow and
. They mind me o’ Nannie—and Nannie’s grey,
. awa’, . And soothe me wi’ tidings o’ Nature's dway i
The dark,' d t
Thou laverock, that springs frae the lle\w b'e esx::w (ra‘nry FHokeiSed ik, d“va-
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The shepherd to ‘warn 6° the grey-bredking Alane can delight me—now Nannie's awa’,

dawn, 2 Alane can dehght me—now Nnmm.- s awa',
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‘ h When I sleep 1 dream, e Lanely nicht comes on,
/ When I wake I'm eerie ; A’ the lave are sleepin’ ;
| ! Rest I canna get, I think on my bonnie lnd
~ [ - For thinkin’ o my dune An’ blear my een wi’ g'metm .
s A e wakin’, O ! wakin’ aye an’ weme $ Aye wakin’, O! wakin’ aye an’ wesne 3
Sleep I canna get for thinkin' o’ my dearie. Sleep I canna get for thinkin’ o’ my dearis,
) Copa.—Aye wakin', O |

Copa,—Aye wakin’, O!
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OH, WERT THOU IN THE CAULD BLAST?
z.m}’Lum. L Burne.
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bield should ber my bo - som, To share it - a’, 4 share it a'.

bright - est jew - el in m{ crown Wad be my queen, wad be my queen.
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MO NIGHEAN DONN BHOIDHEACH.

(My Brown-HaIrRep MAIDEN.)

Translation by LACHLAN MacBEAN.
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bhoidheach, Cha phosainn ach  thu.

maid - en, ru wed none  but  thee,

A Pheigi dhonr
4 Gur trom a tho
Tha d’ iomhaig
‘ A ghnat
Cha cheil mi ai
Gu bheil mo n
'8 ged chaidh 1
Cha cha

Nuair bha ann
Bu shona bha
A sealbhachad
1s aille

Gnuis acidhei
Na h-oigh is ¢

1 suairce, ceal
Lan gr

’S ann tha mc
Far bheil mo
Mar ros am fi
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MO NIGHEAN DONN BHOIDHEACH.—Continued.

A Pheigi dhonn nam blath-shuil,
Gur trom a thug mi gradh dhuit,

_Tha d’ iomhaigh, ghaoil, is d’ ailleachd

A ghnath tigh’n fo m'uidh.
Cha cheil mi air an t-saoghal
Gu bheil mo mhiann’s mo ghaol ort,
'8 ged chaidh mi uat air faondradh
Cha chaochail mo run.
Nuair bha ann ad lathair
Bu shona bha mo laithean,
A sealbhachadh do mhanrain
Is aille do ghnuis.
(Gnuis aoidheil, bhanail, mhalda,
Na h-oigh is caomha nadur,
1 suairce, ceanail baigheil,
Lan grais agus muirn.
'S ann tha mo run ’'s na beanntaibh,
Far bheil mo ribhinn ghreannar,
Mar ros am fasach shamhraidh,
An gleann fad o shuil.

O maid whose face is fairest,
The beauty that thou bearest,
Thy witching smile the rarest,
Are ever with me.
Though far from thee I'm ranging
My love is not estranging,
My heart is still unch.niing
And aye true to thee.
Oh, blest was I when near thee,
To see thee and to hear thee
These memories still endear thee,
For ever to me.
Thy smile is brightest, purest,
Best, kindliest, demurest,
With which thou still allurest
My heart’s love to thee.
Where Highland hills are swelling
My darling has her dwelling ;
A fair wild rose excelling
In sweetness is she.

YE BANKS AND BRAES.

dndante cantabile,
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/ LOUDON'S BONNIE WOODS AND BRAES.

Allegro Moderato.
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1. Loudon’s bon-nie woods and braes, I maun lea’ them a’, les - sie 3
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Wha can thole when Britain's faes @ Wad gi'e Bn tons law, lassie ?
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Wha would shun the field o’ dan-ger? Wha to fame would live

a stnngcr?
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Now when free-dom bids a-venge her, Wha wad shun her ca’,

lassie ?
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Loudon’s bonnie woods and braes Hae seen

our hap - py bn dal days; And

¥
gen - tle hope sh'\ll sooth thy waes When 1 am far

Hark ! the swelling bugle rings,
" Yielding joy to thes, laddie
Bat the doleful bugle brings
Waefu’ thochts to me, laddie.
Lauely 1 maun climb the mountain,
Lanely stray beside the fountain,
Still the weary moments countin’,
Far frae love and thee, laddie.
On the gory field of war,
Where vengeance drives his crimson car,
Thou’lt may-be fa', frae mejnfnr,

And nane to close thy e’e, laddie.
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a-wa', las-sie.

0, resume thy wonted smile,
0O, suppress thy fears, lassie ;
Glorious honor crowns the toil
That the soldier shares, lassie.
Heaven will shield thy faithful lover
Till the vengeful strife is over ;
Then we'll meot’ nae mair to sever
Till the day we dee, lassie.
’Midst our bonnie woods and braes
We'll spend our peaceful, happy days,
As blythe's yon lightsome lamb that plays,
On Loudon’s flow'ry lea, lassie.
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Doun by the dyk
At his table-head
McCleish’s ae do
A pennyless lass

His wig was wee
new,

His waistcoat 1
blue ;

He put on & ril

And wha could

He mounted hi
An’ rapp'd at t!
“Gae tell Mis
ben ;
She's wanted
Cockpen.”

Mistress Jean t
wine—
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LAIRD O’

COCKPEN.
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he's proud an’ he's great, His
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fa - wvour\ wi’ woo - in'

Doun by the dyke-side a lady did dwell,
At his table-head he thocht she’d look well:
McCleish’s ae dochter a Clavers’-ha' Lee,
A pennyless lass, wi’a lang pedigree.-

His wig was weel-pouthered, as gude as when
new, .

His waistcoat was white, his coat it was
blue ;

He put on a ring, a nu;rd, and cock'd hat ;

And wha could refuse the Laird wi’a that !

He mounted his mare, and he rade cannilie ;

An’ rapp'd at the yett o’ Clavers'-ha' Lee.

““Gae tell Mistress Jean to come speedily
ben ;

She's wanted to speak wi' the Laird o
Cockpen.”

Mistress Jean she was makin’ the elder-flower
wine— /

“ What the deil brings the Laird here at sio
a like time 1"

She put aff het apron, an’on her silk g'oun,'
-Her mutch wi' red ribbons, an’gaed Myl'

doun., .
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was fash - ious to seek.

An’ when she came ben, he bobbit fu’ lew ;

An' what was his errand he soon let her
know.

Amazed was the Laird when the lady said—
“Na,”

An’ wi' a laigh curtsie she turned awa’.

Dumbfounder’'d was he—but nae sigh did he
gi'e;
He mounted his mare, and he rade cannilie ;
An’ aften he thocht, as he gaed through the
glen,
¢ She was daft to refuse the Laird o’ Cockpen.”

And now that the Laird his exit had made,

Mistress Jean she reflected on what she had
said ;

“Oh ! for ane I'll get better, it's waur ['ll
get ten—

I was daft to refuse the Laird o’ Cockpen.”

Neist time that the Laird and the Lady were
mn,‘ v
They were gaun arm and arm to the kirk on
* the green
Now she sits in the ha’ likea wul;mplt hen,
But as yet there's nae chickens appear’d at
Cockpen.
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AULD LANG SYNE.

Affetuoso, . BURNA
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Should auld acquaintance be for - got, And nev . er brought to
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min'? Should awld acquaintance be for-got, And days o' lang
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syne? For auld lang syne, my dear, For auld lang syne, We'll
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tak" a cup- o' kind - ness yet, For auld lang  syne.
We twa hag run about the braes, And there’s a hand, my trusty frien’,
And pu'd the gowans fine ; . And gie's a hand o’ thine ;
ut we've wander'd mony a weary foot, And we'll tak’ a right gude willy-waught
Sin’ auld lang syne. For auld lang syne.
For auld lang syne, ete. For auld lang syne, etc.
We twa haq paidl’t in the burn And surely ye'll be your pint stoup
Frae ng sun till dine ; And surely I'll be mine !
But seas between us braid hae roar'd And we'll tak’ a cup o’ kindness yet, .
Sin’ auld lang syne. For auld lang syne.
For auld lang syne, ete. ! For auld lang syne, ete.
AE FOND KISS, AND THEN WE SEVER. >~
Andante. 'BURNS.
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T'll ne'er blam
Naething cou!
But to see hei
Love but her
Had we never
Had we nevel
Never met or
We had ne'er
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How sweet!
How ricl

| As undern¢
\ I clasp'd
The golden

Flew o'e
TFor dear t
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twin - kle lights me; Dark de - sppir a - round be - nights me.

T'll ne'er blame my partial fancy, Fare thee weel, thou first and fairest !
Naething could resist my Nancy : Fare thee weel, thou best and dearest !
But to see her was to love her ; Thine be ilka joy and treasure,
Love but her and love for ever, Peace, enjoyment, love, and pleasure !
Had we never lov'd sae kindly, Ae fond kiss, and then we sever ;
Had we never lov’d sae blindly, Ae fareweel, alas, for ever !

Never met or never parted, Deep in heart-wrung tears I'll pledge thee
We had ne’er been broken-hearted.

Warring sighs and groans I'll wage thee.
HIGHLAND MARY,
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Ye banks and braes, and streams a - round, The
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| g0 - me-ry, Green be your woods and E your flow'rs, Your
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— How sweetly bloom’d the gay green birk But, oh ! fell death’s untimely frost,
= - | How rich the hawthorn’s blossom, That nipt my flower so early !
i As underneath their fragrant shade, How green's the sod, and cauld’s the clay,
— ‘ I clasp’d her tolmy bosom ! That wraps my Highland Mary !
- The golden hours, on angel wings, ’
id Flew o’er me and my dearie ; O pale, pale now those ro? lips
For dear to me as light and life aft ha'e kiss'd sae fondly
Was my sweet Highland Mary. And clos'd for aye the sparkling glance
That dwelt on me sae kindly ;
) ‘Wi’ mony a vow, and igck’d embrace, And mouldering now in silent dust,
1 Our parting was fu’ tender ; That heart that lo’ed me dearly !
t | And pledging aft to meet again, But still within my bosom’s core
. Shall live my Highland Mary.

We tore ourselves asunder ;
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ROBIN TAMSON'S SMIDDY.

AEEX. RODGER.

With sly humor.
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1. My mither men’t

my -auld breeks,An’ wow! but they were duddy ; She
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Ro - bin Tamson's smiddy :. The
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smid-dy stands Dbe - side

the burn That wimples thro' the clachnn
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the. door,
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nev - er yet gae by

Now Robin was a wealthy carle,
An’ had ae bonnie dochter,

Yet ne’er wad let her tak’ a man,
Tho’ mony lads had sought her,
But what think ye o’ my expleit t—
The time our mare was shoein’,

I slippit up beside the lass,
An’ briskly fell a-wooin’,

An’ aye she e’éd my auld breeks,
The time that we sat crackin’ ;
Quo’ I, my lass, ne’er mind the clouts,
I've new anes for the makin’ ; !
But gin ye’ll just come hame wi’ me,
An’ lea’ the carle, your father,
Ye'ugctnybluhtoknpinuil‘n,
Mysel’, an’ a’ thegither,
"Deed, lad, quo’ she, your offer’s fair,
I really think I'll tak’ it ;

Sae, gang awa’, get out the mare,
We'll baith slip on the back o’t,

But  aye fa’  a - laugh-in’. .

7 For gin I wait my father’s time,

I'll wait till I be fifty ;
But na |—I'll marry in my prime,
An’' mak’ a wife most thrifty.

Wow ! Robin was an angry man
At tyning o’ his dochter :
Through a’ the kintra-side he ran,
An’ far an’ near he sought her ;
But when he cam’ to our fire-end,
An’ fand us baith thegither,
Quo’ I, gudeman, I've ta’en your bairn,
An’ ye my tak’ my mither.

Auld Robin girn'd an’ sheuk his pow,
Guid sooth ! quo’ he, you're merry,

But I'll just tak’ ye at your word,
An’ end this hurry-burry.

So Robin an’ our auld gudewife ,
Agreed to creep thegither ;

Now, I ha’e Robin Tamson's pet,
An’ Robin has my mither.
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JESSIE, THE FLOWER O' DUMBLANE.
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1. The sun has gane down o'er the lpf - ty Ben- Lo-mond, And
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left the red (.louds to preside o'er thesscene : While lanc-ly I stray in the
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| calm simmer gloamin’, To muse on'sweet Jessie, the flower o' Dumblane. How
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-f sweet is the brier wi’ its saft faulding blossom, And 3wcﬂ is the birk wi' its
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| man-tle o' green ; But sweeter and fair-er, and dear to this bo-som, Is
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love - ly young Jessie, the flower "o Dumblane, Is love-ly young Jessie, Is
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love - ly young Jessie, Is love - ly young Jes-sie, the flower o' Dumblane.

She's modest as ony, and blythe as she’s How lost were my days till I met wi' my

y bonnie, Jessie ! )
For guileless simplicity marks her its ain ; The sports o’ the city seem’d foolish and
And far be the villain, divested of feeling, vai j
Wha'd blight in its bloom the sweet flower I ne'er saw a nymph 1 would ca’ my dear
o' Dumblane. lassie,
Sing on, thou sweet mavis, thy hymn to the  Till charm'd wi’ sweet Jessie, the flowcr &
e'enin’, Dumblane,

# Thou'rt dear to the echoes o' Calderwool Tho’ mine were the station o’ loftiest grandeur
Amidst its profusion I'd languish in pain,

len ;
Sne(lgv.srwthubouom mnrtl&esmluinning And reckon as naething the height o' it:
Is charming young Jmue, the flower o spleudor,
Dumblane. If wanting sweet Jessie, the flower o
Is charming young Jessie, cte. Dumblane. \

If wanting sweet Jessie, cte.
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THE TWA- -LQVE:RS.

(A DUET.)
Words by JOHN IMRIE, Toronto. ~ Mausic by GEO. W. GRANT.
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He—Twa lov-ers stood up-on the quay; Noo, I maun cross the
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main, las-sie, It grieves me sair to pdn wi’ thee, Or
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think to gie ye pain,  las | sie. I leave the bon-nie
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you shall be my bonnie bride When I come back to  thee, las-sie.
DUET.
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She—I1  win-na greet, sae din-na fear, I'll aye be true to  thee, laddie ; Oor
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He—Sae din-na greet, my bonnie dear, - Pll aye be true to  thee, lassie ; Oor
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lives shall yet be Alu' o' cheer, An’ I will wait for thee, Iladdie.

lives shall yet be fu’ o' cheer, When I come back to  thee, lassie,.

He—Twa lovers stéod upon the quay— Cuorus,—
Noo I maun cross the mm, ie ; He —Sae dinna greet, my bonnie dear !
It gﬂevn me sair to pairt wi’ thee, She—1 winna greet, sae dinna fear !
think to gie thee pcin lassie ! He —I'll aye be true to thee, lassie ;
I leave the bonnie bankso’ Clyde She—1I'll aye be true to thee, llddie
Wi’ sad an’ tearfu’ e’e, lassie, He —Oor lives shall yet be fu’ o oheer,
But yéu shall be my bonnie bride She—Oor lives shall yet be fu’ o’ cheer,
en I come back to thee, lassie ! Me —When I come back for thee, lassie

She—An’' 1 will wait for thee, laddie !
¢
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—When yon
Sus Au"

T'll pray {
A voysy
An" when
A note
Wi’ word
When |

CHORUS,—
8 he—Farewe(
¢ —Farewel
- She—Ye'll
He —T'll ¢
She—While ¢
He —While|
She—1'll &
He —1'll 2

shor
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THE TWA LOVERS.—Continued.
He—When five lang years had come and gang

Sus—When yon braw ship has sailed awa
Au'{ am left to dree, laddie, And sunny Fortune smiled on me ;
I'll pray the waves an’ wind may blaw True love is aye as fond an’ fain
A voyage safe to thee, laddie ! As if there were nae land or sea !
An" when ye reach the ither shore, Sae I maun back to hameand love,
A note ye'll send to me, laddie, To &’ that is sae denr to me ;
Wi’ words sae kind I've heard before, An’ I nae'mair shall need to rove
When ye were courtin’ me, laddie ! Frae her that’s mair than life to me !
Crorus,— - CroORUS, — ‘
She—Fareweel ! fareweel | my ain deif Jo!  He —Love is nac love that is nae tn%
He —Fareweel | fareweel 1 I now must go, She—Love i= nae love that is nae triié,
She—Ye'll come again to me, laddie ; He —As yours has been to me, lassie !
He —I'll come again to thee, lassie ; She—As yours has been to me, laddie !
She—While sun gies licht or waters flow, He —I've come across the sea for you,
He —While sun gies licht or waters flow, She—An’ 1 have come to welcome you,
. He —We'll never pairted be, lassie !

She—1I'll aye be true to thee, laddie !

He —I'll aye be true to thee, lassie ! She—We'll never pairted be, laddie !

GAE BRING TO ME A PINT O’ WINE. | .
BURNS. |
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R ae h'i'ng to me a pint o' wine And fill it in a  sil- ver
2, The trum-pets sound, the ban-ners fly, The glit'-ring spears are ranked
Cho.~-Gae bring to me a pint o wine And All it in a sil - ver
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tas - sie, at I may drink  be - fore I go A ser-vice
rea - dy ; The shouts o' war are heard a - far, The bat-tle

tas - sie, That I may drink  be - fore I go A ser-vice
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las - sie.  The boat rocks at the pier o

to  my bon - nie
clos - es deep and bloody ! It's not the  roar o' sea or

to my bon - nie las - sie.
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Leith, Fu' loud the wind blaws frae the fer - ry,  The ship rides
shore Wad mak’ me Igpg - er wish to tar - ry, Nor shouts o’
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the Berwick Law, And I maun leave my bon - nie Ma-ry.—(,:ﬁo.
thee, my bon - nie  Ma - ry.—Cha
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war that's heard a - far, It's leav-ing
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HEY, JOHNNIE COPE.

e '
ope sent a chal - lenge frae Dunbar,.... *‘Charlie, m\.e! me
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an’ ye  daur, And Il learn you the art o' war, If you'l
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meet  wi’ me in  the mom «ing.” Hey! John-nie Cope, are ye
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wauk - in' yet? Or. are your drums a - Dbeat- yet2 If
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were wauk - in’

When Charlie look’d the letter upon,
He drew his sword the scabbard from ;
¢ Comf¥, follow me, my merry men,

And we'll meet Johnnie Cope i’ the morn-

ins‘”
Hey ! Johmnie Cope, &e

““ Now, Johnnie, be as good as your word,

, Come, let us try baith fire and sword,

And dinna flee like a frighted bird
That's chased frae its nest ¥ the morning.
Hey ! Johnnie Cope, &c.

When Johnnie Cope he heard of this,
He thought it wadna be amiss
To hae a horse in readiness

To flee awa’ i’ the morning.

Hey ! Johnnie Cope, &c

Fye, now, Johnnie, get up an’ rin,
The Highland bagpipes mak’ a din ;

I wad wait, ?. gang to the cocls i’ the morn - ing.

It's best to sleep in a hale skin,
For "twill be a bluidie morning. \
Hey ! Johnnie Cope, &c.

When Johnnie Cope to Dunbar came,
They speir'd at him, *‘ Where's &’ your menf”
““The deil confound me gin I ken,

For Ileft them a' i’ the morning.”

Hey ! Johnuie Cope, &c

Now, Johnnie, troth, ye were na blate,
To come wi' the news o’ your ain defeaf,
And leave your men in sic a strait,

80 early in the morning.

Hey ! Johnnie Cope, &c.

“In faith,” quo' Johnnie, ‘I got sic fiegs,
Wi’ their claymores and filabegs,
If I fave them deil break my legs,
So I wisk you a’ good morning."
Hey ! Johnnie Cope, &c.
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CALLER HERRIN'.
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1. Wha'll buy cal - ler her - rin'? They’re bonnie fish, and halesome far - in’;

S e —— Sy — — ._
— —r— N———t—— e ——t
___—at.'_.__ e [ -
_..J: - _'.._‘ ____‘—~="— — g —— .
Wha'll buy cal - ler her - rin’, New drawn frae the Forth. When
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ye were sleep-in' on your pil-lows, Dream’d ye aught o' our puir fel-lows,
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Darkling as they faced the bil-lows, A' to fill the wo - ven wil-lows.
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Buy my cal - ler her -rin’? New drawn frae the Forth. Wha'll
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buy my cal - ler her - rin’, They're no brought here without brave dar-in’,
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Buy my cal - ler her - rin’, Ye lit - tle kes their worth. Wha’ll

——
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buy my cal - ler her - rin’? Oh ye may ca’ them vul-gar far - in’,
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Wives and mi - thers maist de-spair -in’, Ca’ them lives o' men,
Wha'll buy caller herrin' ! : When the bonnie fish ye're seltin’,
They're bonnie fish, and halesome farin’ ; At a word aye be your dealin’,
Wha'll buy caller herrin'{ Truth will stand when a’ thing's failin’,
New drawn frae the Forth, Buy my caller herrin’,

But neighbour wives, now tent my tellin’, New drawn frae the Forth.



AuLD ROBIN' GRAY.
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+ Young Jamie lo'ed me weel, and sought me for his bride, But sav - ing & crown, ke bad
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nae - thing be- side. To make the crowh a wmr/J:mth sea, And the
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crown and the pound were baith
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week but on-ly twa, when my father brake his arm, and our cow wasstown a-wa; My

When the sheep are in the fauld, and the kye My father couldna work—my mither couldna

a' at hame, )
‘When a' the weary world to sleep are gane,
The waes o’ my heart fa’in showers frae my

e'e,

‘While my gudeman lies sound by me.

Young Jamie lo'ed me weel, and sought me
for his bride ;

But saving a crown he had naething else be-
side,

To make the crown a pound, my Jamie gaed
to sea ;

And the crown and the pound, they were
baith for me !

He hadna been awa’ a week but only twa,

When my mither she fell sick, and the cow
was stown awa ;

My father brake his arm—my Jamie at the
sea—

And Au'd Robin Gray came a-gourting me.

»

spin ;

I toil'd day and night, but their Lread I
couldna win ;

Auld Robin maintain’d them baith, and wi”
tears in his e'e,

® Said, ‘“Jenny for their sakes, will you no

marry me !”

My heart it said na, for I looked for Jamie
back ;

But the wind it blew high, and the ship it
was & wrack ;%

The ship it was a wreck ! Why didna Jenny
dee !

Oh why do I live to say, Oh wae's me i,/

My father argued sair—my mither didna
speak,

But she look’d in my face till my heart wae
like to break ;

Sae 1 gied to Rob my hand, tho' my heart
was at the sea ; ) '

And Auld Robin Gray is gudeman to me,

1 hadna been &
‘When mournf
door
[ saw my Jam

. he,
Till he said,
marry the
|
O, sair, sair di
say ;

1 ha'e but

But if I
garry

Health_ ¢
Ronal

For they
Prince

I

T to I
them
Down by



dna

d 1

no

g CHEL U wn fray E O

&

R —— e —— s i S R

i) | B S e Ty . e L
o ﬁﬁ‘dv' = i o’ _.-_;E':E :;Nt::,-_;:_'-i

19

AULD ROBIN GRAY .—Continved.

1 hadna been a wife a week but only four, We took but ae kiss, and we tore ourselves
away

i ournfu’ as I sat on the stane at the Away -
o W " * T wish that I were dead, but I'm no like to

door
P . = . dce H
I “womy Jamie's ghaist—1I couldna think it Oh, why do I live to say, O wae's me.

Till he said, ““I'm come hame, my love,to [ gang like a ghaist, and I carena to spin ;
marry thee, ) I darena think o' Jamie, for that wad be a °
| . sin, ‘
O, sair, sair did we greet, and muckle did we But I will do my best a gude wife aye to be,
say ; For Auld Robin Grgy is a kind man to me.

i BONNIE PRINCE CHARLIE.

1. Cam’ ye’ by A - thol, lad wi’ the phi- la-beg, Down by the Tummel or

B 0L
s il s o . e, i —’-v‘-——.——'
bon-net an’ white cockade, Leaving his mountains to fol-low Prince Charlie ?
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Fol - low  thee, fol-low thee, wha wad-na fol-low thee?

Ty B e ' T e e e el
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Lang hast thou lo’ed and trust-ed us “fair lyt Char - lie, Char - iie,
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wha wad-na fol-low thee? King o' the Highland hearts, bonnie Prince Charlie.

gl)onnld, Brave Maclntosh, he shall fly to the field
0

llow Glen- wi’ them,
These are the lads I can trust wi’ my Charlie.

1 ha’e but ae son, my brave youn
But if I had ten they should

garry !
He-llca_o?d Macdonald, and gallant clan Follow thee, follow thee, eto.
nal ‘ X #
For they are the lads that would die for pown through the Lowlands, down wi’ the
Prince Charlie, ‘Whigamores,

Follow thee, follow thee, ete. Loyal. true Highlanders, down wi’ them

rarely,
s X Ronald aud Donald drive on wi’ your braid
T'll to Lochiel and Appin .and knecl to claymores,
them, Over the necks o’ the foes o* Prince Charlie.

Down by Lord Murray and’ Roy ¢' Kildarlie ; Follow thee, follow thee, ete.
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FLORA MACDONALDS LAMENT.

Musie bv Niel Gow, Jun.

Words by James Hogg.
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Far o - ver yon hills

O A

of the heath-er sae green, And
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down by the cor- rie that sings to

-
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the sea, The bon-nie young Flora sat
-

—o- 1y
sigh - ing her  lane,

The dew on her plaid an' the
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tear in her e'e.
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the bree - z&§ that

She look'd at a boat wi'

swung A-
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way on the wave, like a bird of the main; An’ as it les-sen’d she

v
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sigh'd  an’

ng, Fare -weel to I shall

e
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ne'er see a « gain; Fare -

weel to my he - ro, lhc

S=sestesaatoross |

v
knl-lv,nt and young, Fare-weel

The muircock that craws on the brows o’ Ben-

Connal,
He kens o' his bed in a sweet mossy hame;
Thauglotlnt soars o'er the cliffis of Clan-

Unnwed and unhunted his eerie can claim ; $
The solan can sleep on hisshelves on the shore,
The cormorant roost on his rock of the sea ;
But ah | there is ane whose hard iate I deplore,
Nor house, ha’, nor hame in his country has
he ; [more ;
The conflict is past, and our name is no
There's nocht left but sorrow for Scotland
an’ me.

The target is torn from the arms of the just,

’

to the lad I shall ne’er see a-gain,

Tbl:n helmet is cleft on the brow of tlu.

ve,
The claymore for ever in darkness must
Buf red is the sword of the stranger
slave ;

The hoof of the horse and the foot ot the:

proud,

Have trod o'er the p]nmu on the bonnet
of blue.

Why slept the red bolt in the breast of the
eou ,

When tryanny reyell'd in blood of the true ¢
Fareweel, my ywﬂ'g heroy the gallant and

The crovn of thy fathers is torn from thy
brow.
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Words by JOHN IMF

You sha
Tar-nish
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Let
Ours

§ s it
un -

nev -

Like the wate

¢ Giving stre!
Like the thist
Harmless, i

Qurs to shiel¢

Qurs to pul

Ours to stand

And, if nee
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SONS OF SCOTLAND.

Musio by GEO. W. STRATHY, Mus. Doo,, Toronto.

Words by JOHN IMRIE, Teronto.
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1. Sons of Scotland! land of free-dom! Sons of no - ble
2. Sons  of Scot-land! bards his - to - ric Sang your deeds of
» a , ~
1 ' el - —_ H rpes.
4 v o s - vt o r—f—g“—
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sires, all hail! "Let your watchword aye  be “Freedom !”
s no . "wble fame, Let not ty - ran « ny ple - thor - ic
- ] ~ S — X =
. T e e s & e
Nt &i—g— e,

You shall ev - er - more_prevail !
Tar-nish your un -

/

Let the wrong be deep-ly ha - ted,
sul - lied name ; His-tory gives us what we cherish,

Rall,
—'-1—‘:,__‘__1 —
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the right be prized like love, Mar - tyr cour-age
Oun to still main - tain the right, May that his - tory
o " ® — N
p ) = 4 [ o re
N
VA > gy 4 T omle v v
e o I
un - a - ba - ted, Trust - ing in your God a-bovel!
nev - er  per - ish, Though we ' per ish in the fight!
3 4

Like the waters from our fountains,
Giving strength to flesh and bone ;

Like the thistle on our mountains,
Harmless, if but let alone !

Ours to shield the needy stranger,
Ours to put the erring right ;

Ours to stand in time of danger,
And, if need be, ours to fight1

Dear old Scotia? land of flowers,
Land of mountain, hill and vale !
Land of sunshine, shade and showers,

Land of river, loch and dale ;
Land of ever-changing beauty,

Land of liberty and love ;—
Scotchmen | tread the path of duty,

Till you reach the land above !

Copyrighted
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ding to Act of Parli
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WHEN LOVE IS KING

Words by JOHN IMRIE, Toronte. Music by GEO. W. GRANT, Toronto. ' @
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1. Love's youth r {::v" are swift nn sweet, An’ fu' o' hope sae
2. Bind u wi’ e sae firm an’ fast, Nae bands like his ean
) |

)
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chee - rie, O! Whan heart wi’ heart in un - ion meet + O : s
teth « er, Ol Love’s sun - ny smiles through life should last, An’
E threats'
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love c¥ \ev -er wear-ie, O! This life to them is ——
brave life’'s win - try weath-er, O! Our rip - er years shall 1o'es
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naught but bhss, To each they're a’ that’s dear - ie, O! Whan ups
frult ful be, An’ hap - py a’ the - gith - er, O! It’s { .
g ~ ’ B““ My Crumn
s T~ . v i J— ‘ An’ shei
e N o, T = ‘
gt Afthas sh
E —E ﬁj;—j o—o R s An' I ar
vows are ans - wer'd wi’ a kiss How can this life be Get up, g
timt e-nough to wish to dee Whan ower us grows the The sun
Sloth nev
/N CHORUS. . s ~ ) Gae, ta
e sk
o i g X ——g-- Wheni
g:::;'_':'" Oi; ; Noo, din-na fash your head a - va’, wi* B“I:o:o:'l

) Let’s spe
g :‘:_A._,c_ jl ‘. - A

g AL :1 i o ) We lit
r_,:_g :E e "] _?T_'LL._E.,. Tl

~
cares an’ wor - ries drear-ie, O! Whan Love 1is king joui

In days

( ~ Rail ¢ dim. ~ His b
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mind his law, O’ thnt you'll nev - er wear - ie, O1 Ax’ "hf

It's pri

Sae t
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TAK' YOUR AULD CLOAK ABOUT YE.

Oid Ballad
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In  win - ter when the rain rain'd cauld,

An' frost an’ smaw on«
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il - ka hill, An' Bo - reas, wi’

his blasts sae bauld,

Was
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Then Bell, my wife,

wha

o/
threat-'ning 2’ our kye to kill;
NP
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: I — 7
lo'es nae stnfe, She said to me, right has - ti-ly, Get
EH'H‘ o i 1 —ere]
s . v
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gundrran. save Crummie’s life,

upy
My Crummie is a usefn’ cow, ‘
An’ she is coge o' a guid kin’;
Aft has she wet the baifnies’ mou,

An’ I am laith that she should tyne.
Get up, guidman, it is fu’ time,

The sun shines in the lift sae hie ;
Sloth never made a gracious end,

Gae, tak’ your auld cloak about ye.

My cloak was ance a guid grey cloak,
When it was fitting for my wear ;

But now it’s scantly worth a groat,
For I ha'e worn’t this thretty year.

Let’s spend the gear that we ha'’e won,
We little ken the day we'll dee ;

Then I'll be proud, sin’ I ha'e sworn
To ha’e a new cloak about me.

In days when guid King Robert rang,
His trews they cost but half-a-croun ;

He said theg were a groat ower dear,
An’ ca’d th¥tailor thief an’ loon.

He was the king that wore the croun,

An’ thou’rt a man o’ laigh degree ;

It’s pride puts a’ the country doun,
Sae tak’ your auld cloak about ye.

.

An’ tak’ your auld cloak a -

1lka

Ilk kind o' corn has its ain hool ;
I think the warl is a’ gane daft,

Jand has its ain lauch,

bout ye.

When ilka wife her man wad rule.
~Do you not see Rab, Jack, and Hab,
How they are girded gallantlie ;

While I sit hurklin’ i’ the ase ;
I'll ha'’e a new cloak about me, !

Guidman, I wat it's thretty year
8in’ we did ane anither ken ;
An’ we ha'e had atween us twa,
0’ lads and bonnie lasses ten.
Now they are womendgrown an’ men,
I wish an’ pray weel may they be ;
Av’ if you'd prove a guid husband,
E’en tak’ your auld cloak about ye.

Bell, my wife, she lo’es nae strife,
But she wad guide me if she can ;
An’ to maintain an easy life i
I aft maun yield, tho’ I'm guidman.
Nocht's to be gain'd at woman’s han’,
Unless ye gi'e her a’ the plea ;
Then I'll leave aff where I began,
An’ tak’ my auld cloak about me.
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THE BRAES OF YARROW,
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bon - nie, bon - nie bride,
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win - - some mar - row,
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Busk ye, busk ye, my bonnie, bonnie bride, And ' think nac mair o the
= PR T . A —
e bl ¢ " el ~
o - = 1y ——_
braes of Yar «row. Where got ye that bon -nie, bon - nie bride?
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Where got ye that win - some mar-row? I got her where I

b e RS S

« « - ing the birks on the braes of Yar - row,

i

dare - na well be seen, Pu’

“‘Weip not, weip not, my bonnie, bonnie

‘“ Why runs thy stream, O Yarrow red !
bride, Why on thy braes heard the voice of sor-
Weip not, weip not, my winsome marrow ! row !

Nor let thy heart lament to leive

And why yon melancholious weids,
Puing the birks on the braes of Yarrow v

Hung on the bonnie birks of Yarrow !
““Why does she weip, thy bonnie, bonnie «

. ‘ What's yonder floats on the rueful flude !
bride ! What’s yonder floatst—Oh, dule and
Why does she weip, thy winsome marrow ! sorrow |

And why daur ye nae mair weel be seen,
Puing the birks on the braes of Yarrow !”

“‘ Lang maun she weip, lang, lang maun she

"Tis he, the comely swain I slew
Upon the dulefu’ braes of Yarrow !

weip “‘ Wash, oh, wash his wounds in tears,
Laag i she welp wi' dile sad w. His wounds in tears o’ dule and sorrew
And lang maun I nae mair weel be seen And wrep M,' limbe in mourning weids,
Puing the birks on the | of Y. ' And lay him on the banks of Yarrow.
““ For she has tint her luver deir,

*“Then build, then build, ye sisters sad,
Ye sisters sad, his tomb wi’ sorrow ;*
And weip around, in waefu’ wise,
His hapless fate on the braes of Yarrow |

Her luver deir, the cause of sorrow :
And I ha'e slain the comliest swain
Thau e’er pu'd birks on the braes of Yarrow.

* Curse ye, cur
tha

The fatal speai
His comely |

“Did I not w1
And warn fr
Too rashly bol
‘l'houmot'lt.

 Sweit smells
Yellow on
Fair hangs th
Sweit the v

« Flows Yarr
As green it
As sweit smel
The apple |

« Fair was q
love !

In flowery
Though he w
Than me b

o Bﬂlk.. ye,
bride
Busk ye, t
Busk ye, an(
And think

* How can |
How can
How can 1]
That slew

«Qh, Yarr
Nor dew

For there w
My love,

“The boy |
His purp
. Ah, wretch
He was i

+“The boy
Unmind'
But, ere th
He lay ¢
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THE BRAES OF YARROW.—Continued.

“Curse ye, curse ye, his useless shield, “Much I rejoiced, that waefu’ day ;
The that wrocht the deed of sorrow, I sang my voice the woods returning ;
The fatal speay that pierced his briest, But, long ere nicht, the spear was flown

His cémely briest, on the braes of Yarrow | That slew my love, and left me mourning.

““Did I not warn thee not to love, ‘“ What can my barbarous father do,
And warn from fight? But, to my sorrow,  But with hiscruel rage pursue me !

Too rashly bold, a stronger arm thou met'st, My lover’s blude is on thy spear—
Thoumet'st, and fell on the braesof Yarrow.  How canst thou, barbarous man, then, woo

me !
‘* Sweit smells the birk ; green grows the grass;
Yellow on Yarrow’s braes the gowan ; ‘‘ My happy.sisters may be proud,
Fair hangs the apple frae the rock ; With eruel and ungentle scoffing,
Sweit the wave of Yarrow flowin’! May bid me seek, on Yarrow braes,

My lover nailed in his coffin.

.7

*“ Flows Yarrow sweit ! as swift flows Tweed ;
‘“ My brother Douglas may upbraid,

As green its grass ; its gowan as yellow ;
As sweit smells on its braes the birk;  And strive, with threst'ning words, to
The apple from its rocks as mellow. move me ;
L My lover’s blude is on thy spear—

“Fair was thy love! fair, fair, indeed thy How canst thou ever bid me love thee !

love ! 8
In flowery bands thou didst him fetter; ' Yes, yes, prepare the bed of love !
Though he was fair, and well-beloved again,  With bridal-sheets my body cover !
Than me he never loved thee better. Unbar, ye bridal-maids, the door !

Let in th’ expected husband-lover !

“‘Busk,, ye, then, busk, my bonnie, bonnie

bride ! ‘“ But who the expected husband is !

Busk ye, busk ye, my winsome marrow ! His hands, methinks, are bathed in slaugh-

Busk ye, and 1o’e me on the banks of Tweed, ter !

And think nae mair on the braes of Yarrow,” Ah, me ! what ghastly spectre’s yon,
Comes, in his pale shroud, bleeding after ¥

‘* How can I 'busk & bonnie, bonnie bridet -
How can | busk & winsome marrow ! P‘k“hﬂ"bmhl 7 him down ;
How can I lo’e him on the banks of Tweed T(:h’ﬂhi' o:I:lhth o:my P ‘i:”
T 1 the b 'ake off, tak ese bridal-weids,

g hia dbaad b e -wrmod bt And crown my careful head with willow.

*‘Oh, Yarrow fields, may never rain + Pale th
ough thou art, yet best beloved,
Nor dew thy tender H,°.°m' cover | Oh could my warmth to life restore thee!
F°;"hl'" babnd m'h'::;l”l" , Yet lie all night between my breasts—
K790, 2526 205 2 utitan No youth lay ever there before thee !
*“The boy put on hl.- robes of green, “* Pale, pale indeed, oh lovely youth,
His purple vest—'twas my ain sewin’ ; Forgive, forgive so foul a slaughter,’
- Ah, wretched me ! I little, little kenn'd And lie all night between my breasts,
He was in these to meet his ruin. No youth shall ever lie there after 1™
*“ The boy took out his milk-white steed, ‘“ Return, return, O mournful bride !
Unmindful of my dule and sorrow ; Return, and dry thy useless sorrow !

But, ere the too-fa’ of the nicht, . Thy lover heids nocht of thy sighs ;
Hehyloorpuontkohnhof‘hmw! He lies a corpee on the braes of Yarrow.”
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BONNIE
ATegretto.

DUNDEE.

Bir Waiter Seott.

EEEEESiis=SES TS

v o o

1. To the Lords of Con-ven-tion, "twas Claver'se who spoke, “Ere the
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King's cro\vn&ll fall,thereare crowns to be broke, So let each ca-va - lier who loves
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hon-our and me, Come fol- low ﬁ bon-net of Bon-nie Dundee. Come
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fill up my cup, come fill up mym.Oomuddlcyourhotm lnd call out your men; Un-
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hook the West Port, and let me gang free, And its room for the bonnets of Bonnie Dundee.”

Dundee he is mounted—he rides up the street,

“The bells are rung backward, the drums they
are beat,

But the Provolt, douce man, said, *‘ Just
e’en let him be,
g‘:lde toon is weel quit of that deil of

Come, fill up, ete.
As he rode down the sanctified bends: of the

Bow,
Tik carline was flyting and shaking her pow ;
But the young plants of grace, they look’ (‘
couthie and slee
Thlnkmg—[mck to thy bonnet, thou Bonnie
Dundee !
Come, fill up, ete.

With sour-featured Whigs the Grassmarket
was crammed,

Asiif half of the West had set tryste to be
hanged ;

There was lpm in each look, there was fear
in each e'e,

As they watched for the bonnets ot Bonnie
Dundee.

Come, fill up, ete.

These cowls of Kilmarnock had spits and had

spears,
And h -hafted gullies to kill cavaliers ;
But they shrunk to close-heads, and the
causeway was free,
At a toss of the bonnet of Bonnie Dundee.
Come, fill up, ete.

L )
He |pumd to the foot of the proud Castle
rock
And to the gay Gordon he gallantly spoke :
‘“ Let Mons Meg and her marrows speak’ twa
words or three
For the love of the bonnet of Bonnie Dundee.”

The Gordon demands of him which way he

| goes:
‘‘ Where'er shall direct me the shade of Mont-
rose,

" Your Grace in short space shall hear tidings

of me,
Or tl:int low lies the bonnet of Bonnie Dun-
ee,
Come, fill up, ete.

*“There are hills bqond Pentland, and lands
bayond Forth ;

If there's lords in the Lowlands, there's chiefs
in the North,

There are wild dunn!awunh three thousand
times three,

Will cry, ‘llmyhl for the bonnets of Bonnie
Dundee,

Come, fill up, ete,

“ Thley(e;u brass on the target of barken’d bull-
hide,

There's steel in the scabbard that dangles

beside,
The brass shall be burnilhed the steel shall
flash free
At the toss of the bonnet of Bonnie Dundee.
Come. fill up, etc.

" A'.y to tho
Mk'f
Ere 1 own a usu
And tremble, fi
our g\“»
Yehavenot seen
Come, fil

He waved his p
were blown

The kettledrun
rode on,

My Nanni
Nae artl
May ill bel
That wa

Her face it
As spotl
The op’nir
Nae pur

A country
An’ few
But what
I'm wel
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BONNIE DUNDEE.—Continued.
“ Away to tho/ hills, to the caves, to the Till on Ravelston cliffs and on Clermiston’s

rocks, . lea,
Ere I own a usurper I'll couch with the fox, . ) : - .
And tremble, false Whigs, in the midst of D‘edD:::iZe the wild war-notes of Bonnie

our glee
Yehu’ve‘ot seen the last of my bonnet and me.* .
Come, fill up, etee Come, fill up my cup, come, fill lur my can,
Come, saddle my horses and call out
He waved his proud hand, and the trumpets men,
were blown, Come, open your gates, and let me gae free,
The kettledrums clash’d, and the horsemen  For it's up with the bonnets of Bonnie
rode on, Dundee.
.
\
MY NANNIE, O.
\ Words by Burns.
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. Be - hind yon hills where Lu - gar ﬂ(‘ws. "Mang muirs and mos - ses
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day has clos'd, And
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loud and shnll, The night’s baith mirk and rain . y, o, But I'll
e A e, e — ]
==ty ———t—— @y O ¥ -
— s e R )~ - — "~ — iyt —— e
i * % .

get my plaid, and out I'll i\(ﬂl, And owre - - the hills - - to Nm-ﬁz. 0.
My riches a's my penny-.ce,

An’ I maun guide it cannie, O ;
But warl's gear ne’er troubles me,

My thoughts area’ my Nannie, O,

My Nannie’s charming, sweet, an’ young,
Nae artless wiles Lo win yu, O
May ill befa’ the flattering tongue
That wad beguile my Nannie, O,
Her face is fair, her heart is true, Our auld guidman delights to view
As spotless as she’s bonnje, O ; His sheep an’ kye thrive bonnie, O ;
The op’ning gowan, wat wi’ dew, But I'm as blithe that hauds his plengh,
Nae purer is than Nannie, O. An’ has nae care but Nannie, O,
Come weal, come woe, 1 care na by,
I'll tak’ what Heav'n will send me, ¢ ;
Nae ither care in life have I,
But live and love my Nannie, O.

A country lad is my degree,
An’ few there be that kens me, O ;
But what care I how few there be,
I'm welcome aye to Nannic, O.

e e et i e



TULLOCHGORUM.

*Words by the Rev. John Skipner, *
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Come, gi'es a sang, Montgom’ry cried, And lay your dis-putes a’
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to chide For what was done be - fore them.
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Let Whig and To - ry a'
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a-gree, Whigand To - ry, Whigand To - ry,
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Whig and To - ry a’ a-gree, To spend their whig-mig-’mo-mm;bet
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a-gree, To spend kthu nicht
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Whig and To-ry a'
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in mirth and glee, And
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cheer - fu’ sing,

0, Tullogomm s my delight
lt us a’ in ane unite,
ony sumph that keeps up lpiu,

ln conscience I abhor him.
Blythe and merry we'll be a’,
Blythe and merry, blythe and merry,
Blyﬂu and merry we'll be o',

An’ mak’ a cheerfu’ quorum.
For blythe and merry we'll be a’
As lang as we hae breath to draw
And dance till we be like to fa’

The reel o’ Tullochgorum.

Wi dringin, dull Tatan oy,
i’ n’, talian
1 wadna gi'e our ain strat! =
l‘u f-a-hunder score o’ them.
They're dowf and dowie at the best,
Dowf and dowie, dowf and dowie,
Dowf and dowie at the best,
Wi’ &’ their variorum ;
‘re dowf and dowi. at the best,
allegros and a’ the rest,
Thoy canna please a Scottish taste,
Compared wi’ Tullochgorum.

a-lang wi' me,

P ¢ Loty * Jns
The reel o' Tul- loch-go - rum.

Let warldly souls their minds oppress,
Wi’ fears o’ want and double cess,
And sullen sots themsel’s distress
Wi’ keeping up decorum.
Shall we sae sour and sulky sit !
Sour and sulky, sour and sulky,
Shall we sae sour and sulky sit ;
Like auld philosophorum t
Shall we sae sour and sulky sit
Wi’ neither sense, nor mlrth nor wit
Nor ever rise toliuhc fit
To the reel o’ Tullochgorum ?

choicest blessings aye nmnd
&o‘: honest open-| hurtu’l
Andodmundquhtbohhnd,
“Andu tlnt; ';t:{:oluhlm.
ay an is lot,
Pmop:l.:i'phty, pouo‘y and plenty,
Peace and plonty be his lot,
And nd plcn bomhil‘; them ;
peace a ot,
Uuhun'd by ony vanu
And may he never want & pmt
That’ s fond o' Tullochgorum.
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But for the d

Wha wants b

May envy gn
And discon

May dool an

Dool and soti
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TULI{)CHGOR UM.—-Continued.
Dool and sorrow be his chance,
And nane say, ‘‘ Wae's me, for him,”
May dool and sorrow be his chance,
And a' the ills that come frae France,
ﬂ hae'er he bo that winna dance
The reel o’ Tullochgorum.

’
But for the discontented fool,
Wha wants to be oppression’s tool,
May envy gnaw his rotten soul,
And discontent devour him ;
May dool and sorrow be his chance]
Dool and soirow, dool and sorrow,

~

PIBROCH OF DONUIL DHU.

— I
l__;"'":&-"

-u_______

1. Pi-broch of Don-uil Dhu, Pi broch of Don-uil, Wake thy wild voice a-new,
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Summon Clan Con - uil. Come a-way, come a - way, Hark, to the summons !
Chorus.
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ar-ray, Gentles and com-mons! Come a-way, come a-way,

Come in your war
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Hark to the summons! Come in your war ar-ray ! Gentles and com-mons !

Come as the winds come, when

Come from deep glen, and

From mountains so rocky, Forests cre rended ;
The war-pipe and pennon Come as the waves come, when
Are at Inverlochy ; Navies are stranded ;
Come ev'ry hill-plaid, and Faster come, faster come,
 Faster and faster ;

True heart that wears one,
Come ev'ry steel blade, and
Strong hand that bears one !

Come ev'ry hill-plaid, &ec,

Leave untended the herd
The flock without shelter ;
Leave the corpse uninterr'd,
The bride at the altar ;
Leave the deer, leave the steer,
Leave nets and barges ;
Come with your fighting gear,
Broadsword and targes !
Leave the deer, &c,

Chief, vassal, page, and groom,
Tenant and master !
Faster come, &c.

Fast they come, fast they come,

See how they gather !
* Wide waves the eagle plume,

Blended with heather.

Cast your plaids, draw your blades,
Forward each man set !

Pibroch of Donuil Dhu,

Knell for the onset !

Cast your plaids, &c.



’

80

(| THE FLOWERS O' THE FOREST.

Modern Air, . Words by Mrs. Cockburn.
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bon-nie  was their blooming! Their scent the air per-fum . ing! But
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now .+ they -are wi - r.hcl'd ~wede a- way,
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I have scen the mornmg ° Oh, fickle Fortune,
_, With gold the. hills adorning, . Why this cruel sporting !
And the loud tempest roaring before parting Oh, why still perplex us, puir sons of ¢
" day; day ?
I've seen Tweed’s silver at.re:m, Thy frown cannot fear me
Glitt'ring in the sunny beam, Thy smile cannot cheer me,—
Growing drumly and dark as it roll'd on its Since the Flowers o’ the Forest are a’ wed.

way. away.,
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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,—

-

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.



\

82

AWAY, YE GAY LANDSCAPES.

With animation. £ Loro Braon,
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. A - way, ye gay landscapes, ye gar - dens of ros-es, In
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snow-flake re - pos-es, If still they are sa-cred to ﬁee?doln and love.
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Yet, Ca-le-don -ia, dear are thy moun-tains, Round their white m;mitl tho’

fres it iy
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e

e - le-ments war, Tho' ca - ta - racts foam ’stead of r.mooth - flow - ing

Lentando. A\ ~ddagio,
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foun-tains, I sigh ﬁot the val -ley of dark Loch - na-garr,

Ah! there my young footsteps in infy cy Round Ioch -na-garr while the stormy mist
wander'd,

ly ca vu the bonnet. my closk was the Wﬁm in his cold icy car;

& Clouds there enclmlo the forms of wy
On hfhlm departed my memory ponder- fathers

They dwell 'mid the tempests of dark Loch-
As ‘Ii:(il]y I stray'd through the pine cover'd na-garr,
e

[
hmulht not my gomo till the day's dying Il .::l'd though brave, did no vision fore-

B!
Gov:rglm to the rays of the bright polar = Tell you tlut fate had forsaken your cause!
star, Ah ! were ye then destined wdxe at Cullo-
For fanoy was cheer'd by traditional story, den,
mtiv

Disclos'd by the es of dark Loch-na-  Though victory crown'd not your fall with
garr. applause !
Still were ye happy in death’s earthly slum-
Shades of the dud have I mot heard your

bers ;
voices Yourest with your clan in the caves of
Rise on the mght rolling breath of the Brae 3

le 1 The pibroc ds to the piper's loud
Surely the soul of the hero rej -~

numbers,
And rides on the wind o'er his own High-  Your deeds to the echoes of wild Loch-ns-

\Ynd vale. garr.
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Yolﬂ h.ve rolh
left you !

Yeoars must el
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beuﬁ you,

Yetstill thou!

Is that &



ne
e

Years have rolled on, Loch-na-garr,
left you |

Years must elapse ere I cee you again
Though lutwe of verdure n’nd ﬂowm has O

AWAY; YE GAY LJND!JCAPES.—(‘M tued.

sinoyy Ll
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2, thy beauties are tame ud domestic
m wio has rov'd on the mountains

h!for".cnglthatsnmldmd eal] 3
The steep h'ovmng glories of dumql/x'l

bereft y.
Yetstill thon art dearer than Albion's plain. na-garr
——— —— 'J
- WAE'S ME FOR PRINCE CHARLIE.
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2 1. A wee bu'd cam’ tq our B door, He war-bled sweet and
re,
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— clear - ly, An’ aye e oer-come o i sang Was
ho’ .
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L “Wae's me for Prince Char - lie!® Oh, when I heard the
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ﬂ bon - nie, bon-nie bird, The tears cam’ drap-pin' rare - ly, I
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Wit took my aff my head, For weel I lo'ed Prince Char-lie !
Quoth I, *“my bird, my bonnie, bonnie bird, ‘‘ Dark night cam’ on, the ton;put roor'd
wy Is that a tale ye borrow t Loud o’er the hills and valleys ;
woch- Are thae some words ye've learnt by rote, An’ where was't that your Prince lay doun,
Or a lilt o’ dool an’ sorrow 1" Whase hame should be a palace !
bore “ Oh, no, no, no ! ” the wee bird sang, He row’d him in a Highland plaid,
pe: *“ I've flown sin’ mornin’ early, Which covered him but sparely,
use? But sic a day o’ wind aud rain !—' An’ slept beneath a bush o’ broom—
allo- Oh ! wae's me for Prince Charlie. Oh ! wae's me for Prince Charlie.”
with ““On hills that are by right his ain, But now the bird saw some red coats,
lum- He roves a lanely stranger ; An’ he shook his wings wi’ anger ;
On every side he's press'd by want— ‘“Oh ! this is no a land for me,
. of On every side is danger, I'll tarry here nae langer.”
loud Yestreen I saw him in a glen, He hover’d on the wing a while
My heart maist burstit fairly, Ere he departed fairly ;
-be- For sadly changed indeed was he But weel I mind the farewell strain,

Oh ! wae's me for Prince Charlie.

Was ‘“ Wae's me for Prince Charlie,”
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OH, SAW YE MY WEE THING. &

Andawts Bepressivo,
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‘I (.){ saw ye my wee thmg? saw ye my ain thing? Saw ye my true love
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meadow yes-treen at the gloamin’?
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Sought she the bur -nie whar flow’rs the
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skin it is milk-white, Dark is the blue o* her saft rollin’e’e, Red, red her
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ripe lips, and sweeter than ros-es! Whar could my wee thinghde wander'd frae me?

1 saw na your wee thing, I saw na your ain
thing,

Nor saw I your true love down by yon-

lea ;”
'« ButI metabonnie thing late in the gloam-
in’,
Down by the burnie whar flow’rs the haw-
tr
Her haifit was lint-white, her skin it was

milk-white,
Dark was the blue o’ her saft rolling e’e,
~— Red wm her xipe lips, and sweeter than
Swoet were the kisses that she ga'e to me.,

It was na my wee thing, it was na my ain
thing,
It was na my true love-ye met by the tree ;
Proud was her leal heart, an’ modest her
nature,
She never 1o’ed ony till ance she lo'ed me.
Her name it is Mary, she's frae Castle-Cary,
Aft has she sat, when a bairn, on my
knee !
Fair as your face is, wer’t fifty times fairer,

Young bragger, she ne'er wad gie kisses to
thee.

It was then your Mary, she's fraa Castle-Cary,
It was then your true love I met by the
* tred;

I’rﬁd as her heart is, and modest her nature,
Sweet were the kisses that she ga'e to me,
Sair gloom'd his dark brow, blood-red his

cheek grew,
And wild flash'd the fire frae his red-rolling

ee;

Ye'se rue sair this morning your boasts nnd. ‘

your scorning
Defend ye, fause traitor, fu’ loudly ye leo !

Awa' wi' beguiling, cried the youth, smil-

ing ;—
Aff went the bonnet, the lint-white locks
flee,
The belted plaid fa'ing, her white hosom
shawing,

Fair stood the lov'd maid wi' the dark
rolling e’e. -
Is it my wee thing? Is it my ain thing?
Is it my true love here that I sce !

0, Jamie, forgie’s me, your heart’sconstant to
me
In never mair wander, dear laddie, frae
thee.
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"Tis not be
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-7 WHEN THE KYE COMES HAME.

:_ Air—"Shame fa’ the gear.” Wordas by James Hogg.
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Lo
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LBy the gloa - min’ and the mirk, When the kye comes “hame.
r nature,
to me, Tis not benelth the eurgonet, nor yet be- See yonder pawky shepherd that lingers on the
l-red his neath the crown, hill—
) "Tis not on.couch of velvet, nor yet on bed of His yowes are in fauld, and his lambs are
d-rolling down ; lying still;
wots and. "Tis beneath the spreading birk, in the dell Yet he downa gang to rest, for his heart is in
L without a néme, a flame
elee ! Wi’ a bonnie, bonmie lassic when the kye To meet his bonnie lassic when the kye comes
A, smil- romes hnm‘p,‘ﬂlh bame.
ihe-losks Then the eyo shines sae bright, and haill soul Awa’ wi’ fame and fortune—what pleasure cau
to beguile, they gie ?
e bosom There is love in every whisper, and joy in And a’ the arts that prey upon man's life znd
‘ every smile ; liberty !
the dark O wha would choose a ' crown, wi'its perils Gie me the highest joy that the heart o’ man
ng! and its fame, can frame,
And miss a bonnie lassic when the kye comes My bonnie, bonnie lassie, when the kye comes
mstant to hame, hame.
Idie, frae
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O, TILL, A LEANNAIN--RETURN, MY DARLING.

Kny Bb. —Moderato, beating twice in the measure. ,

Seisp—O, till a leann -ain, O, till, 0, till, 0,
CHorus—Re - turn, my dar -ling, re - turn, re -tun! Re-
PSSR =5 E
~M &—0— + g L [‘t -+ —ﬁ —4———::
till, a leahn-ain O, till, O, till! Dean cabh- aig a Mhai-li a
turn, my dar-ling, re - turn, re-turn! O, haste thee, my fair one, Re -
N
—— PR [t Ty
Se=mmmmme s miee e
e e e o e e ]
, -
duth- aich nan Gall- ach, No theid mi le h-aimh-eal'do’n chill, do’n.chill!

turn now, my rare one, Nor leave me thus dai-ly to mourn, to mourn.

O thus’ a gheibh sealladh de m' ghaol, de m' If ever my loved one you see, you see,

ghaol, . O, tell her that she was to me, to'me,
{l’hoir fios dh'i gu 'n robh i dhomh fein, A chart for life's :
dhomh fein, ,
Mar chridhe do m' bhroilleach, A heart for each motion,
Mar iul-chairt do 'n mharaioh’, My sun and my portion was she, was she.
Mar ait-ghrein an Earraich do 'n t-saogh’l, .
do 'n t-saogh’l.

O, what with my love may compare, compare!

0; o site 'm bheil colmeas do m’,luaidh, do Not the swan or the rose so fair, so fair ;

m’' luaidh t
Mar ros air uchd eala tha 'grusidh, tha Much whiter I trow,
"gruaidh ; Than snow is her brow,
Clar-aghaidh a's gile Or the sun setting low, so fair, so fair.

Na 'm bainne g a shileadh,
No ’'ghrian 's i gu luidhe 's 8’ chuan, s a’
chuan. . If you on my dear one should gaze, should
Na 'm faiceadh tu ’pearsa gun mheang, gun gaze,
mho‘ng:— If you were to hear what she says, she says,
Na 'n cluinneadh tu 'labbairt gun sgraing, If you heard my pretty
gun sgraing— One singing her ditty,

Na 'm biodh tu le 'm chruinneig )
N am il nen Juinneag, Your bosom would get in a blaze, a blaze.

Gu 'n lasadh do’chridhe gan taing, gun taing.
Mo chridhe-sa 's tusa 'bhios truagh, 'bhios But if she forsake me, my glgom, my gloom !

truagh. All pleasure and strength shall consume,
Mur pill 1’ 'thog oirre gu Cluaidh, gu PO
Cluaidh :— ’
Gu 'm b’ fhearr na bhi maille A!Td vather than slee;
Ri te eil’ air thalamh, With another away,

'Bhi sinnte ri m"” Mhaili 's an uaigh, ‘s an .édvould lie with my May in the tomb, the
uaigh ! tomb.
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‘MY HEART IS SCOTLAND'S YET.

) . S S —
i Words by Jomx Tsmx, Toronto, Music by Paor. J. ¥, Jomxsrons,
O,Ht_cgd Expression, "l‘mnw.
g S L - . e
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" . et g L =
a 1. Oh, weel I loetbosooﬂilhlongu.'l'hohagugo'm hame; An' weel I loe" a
Re 2. When t.nvehQ" in a foreign lan' I hear a tﬁn{x voice, In-stinc-tive-ly 1
o - A

v I r. - A X _'—R
ﬂ ] e 5 o — ~
it o " : ——a _‘—E‘Eﬂ .
urn. sang that's sung Inyniuo‘ Scotland'sfame; They mak'methink o' hap-py days An’

‘s fame, Re-

gie my hav', An’ baith o' us re-joice; An' them we crack o’ Sco

FmrIr=—=—== P

— H 1 = E
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the. goenes o' beau - ty rare, There's som>thing in my heart that says: There's
’ cite her bat -tles ower, An' feel we yet could daur the same Our
mpare! _——y CHORUS, With Spirit. : 5
e i t ~)
-~
S0 A e p o My heart is Scotland's yet, Though I bide o'er the
. |
" M ~
f—— N ~ P e
should %ﬁ— a1t ﬂ
1 o 4 1 - L A
10 says, sea; I mev-er ean for get The lan’, the lan’' sae dear tae me.
&"i : 4
. OL, Scotland is a bonnie place, In every lan' roun’ a’ the earth
Wi' scenery sublime ; Are leal hearts true tae thee,
Whaur Nature smiles wi’ fairest face An’ prood are they tae own their birth
Soom ! That stan’s the test o’ time ! Ayont the wide saut sea ;
[ apinc Each mountain, river, loch, or glen, Whaur towers the mountains, bold an’ gran’,
‘nsume, " Are fu’ o' storied fame; Like guardians o’ the free,—
V¥/ha reads the history o' her men Oh, here’s my heart, an' there’s my han',

nb, the

* Cen ne'er forget their name 1 —Cho.
Copyrighted according to Act of Parliameut, >

Dear Scotlaad, aye tae thee |—Cho.
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0! ARE YE SLEEPING, MAGGIE ?

* Words by Tannahill.

‘Wha wad be
,_nﬁ “Wha wad fil
hazse | me—— e u__' _J__—b—u:—— 1 ‘Wha sae bas
) ) . « Lethim
Mirk and rai-ny is tlxnight, No a stam in a' the car-ry;
{ \ Wha, for Sc
Bl L B Freedom’s &
— NN - .,_“ ", —_'—-rIL-g:k—’-’-*‘l_ﬁi Freeman sta
—— — -~ st e e S Lok hin

Lightnings gleam athwart the ‘lit, And winds drive wi' win - ter's fu - ry.

e e \

are ye sleep ing, Mag -gie? O! are ye sleep-ing, Mag - gie?

ﬁkL sEsnasd | %

me in, for loud thelinn Is roar-ing o’er the war-lock crai -gie: ' ¢
Fearfu’ the boor-tree bank, 8he opt the door, she let him in ;
The rifted wood roars wild and drearis ; He coost aside his dreepi plaidie 5 s
Loud the iron yett does clank, Blaw your warst, ye rain and win’,
And cry o’ howlets makes me eerie, Since, )hggle, now I'm in aside ye.
Aboon my breath I daurna speak Now since ye're waukin’, Maggie !
For fhi 1 rouse your waukrife daddie ; Now since ,e're waukin’, > Maggiel ' ” -
Cauld’s the blast upon my cheek, What eare 1 for howlet's ery, 1
O.! rise, rise, my bonnie lady ! For boor-tree bank or warlock craigie, P
SCOTS WHA WI' WALLACE BLED, %_‘:_-

i - .
N w
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e s

Scots, wha ha'e  wi' Wal - lace bled! Soots, wham Bruce has af - ten Jed!

4 evemm— - i -

sl -
_u_ﬁ_g_ﬁ_‘;’_’_?_t‘“_ e j“_!::l‘_ﬁ_ — w
s The first
Wel -come to your go - ry bed, Or w vie . w . oyl She led
: An’ wi'a
o o She let
==c=s=cocass o= N R
” Said n
Now's the day, and now's the hour; See the front of bat . tle lour; She thoe
Before

P -

—0 g | Then bel
=t e = T
Y, v ¥ Maybe t
See  ap-proach pro#d Ed-ward's pow’ss Chains and sla =+ ve -« ryl An’ di

\,
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SC\O‘PS WHA HAE.—Continued.

‘Wha wad be a traitor knave 1 By oppression’s woes and pains,

“Wha wad fill a coward's grave ! By our scns in servile chains,

‘Wha sae base as be a slave ! ‘We will drain our dearest veins,
But they shall be free !

Let him turn and flee !

L1y the proud usurper low
Tyrants fall in every foe,

Liberty's in every blow !
Lot us do or die | )

Wha, for Scotland’s King and Law,
Freedom’s sword will strongly draw,
Freeman stand, or freeman fa’,

Let him on wi’ me? '

WILLIE'S GANE TAE MELVILLE CASTLE.

Allegretto, mf
< 4

o ) —y
O, Willie's gane tae Melville Castle, Boots an’spurs an’ a’, Tae

9
e S 5 e s 3 o 1
O e T e e p
> bid the led-dies o' fareweel Be-fore he gaed a-wa'
» 4 . mf
- ] T . e o  ——
pE = eassumrasoair
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o/ .
what will ‘2’ the las-ses dae When Willie gaes a - wa'?
‘The first he met was Lady Kate, Doon the stair trip’t Lady Jean,
The flow’r amang them a':

She led him thro’ the ha’ ;
“ O lasses, trust in Providence,

An’ wi' a sad an’ sorry heart
She let the tear doonfa’, An’ ye'll get husbends a’.”
. Beside the fire stood Lady Grace,
Said ne'er a word ava ; * When op his horse he rode awa’,
She thocht that she was sure o' him They gathered round the door :
Before he gaed awa’. S He gaily waved his bonnet blue ;

Thes?set up sic a roar !
Their cries, their tears, brocht Willie back ;

Then ben the hoose cam’ Lady Bell :
He kissed them ane an’ a’;

‘‘Gude troth, ye needna craw,
Maybe the lad will fancy me, 0 lasses, bide till I come hame,
An’ disappoint ye a’,” An’ then I'll wed ye a’.’
L
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WHISTLE O'ER THE LAVE OT.

Words by Burns
—_~ re

&Wﬁ—dj—v—tﬁi
o L *

First when Mag-gie

was my care, Heav'n I thought was in her air;

_ﬁ—:ﬁ_f_‘f i

Now we're mar-ried, spier nae mair, But whis- tle}- o'etf

the lave o't

&‘*-—F“"—'Hf S5

—o—#—ﬁ

Meg was meek, and Meg was mild, Sweet and hlmleu as

a dnld'

-

H L

F_l_;icﬂi

Wis - er men than me's

How we live, my Meg and me,

How we love, and how we gree,

1 inn-n-!_ry how few may see,
Sae whistle o'er the lave o\

begnﬂ'd Sae whis - tle o'er

the lave o't

‘Wha I wish were maggot's meat,

Row’d into her windin' sheet,

~ could write, but Meg wad see’t,
Sae whistle o'er the lave o’t.

MY DEAR HIGHLAND LADDIE, O\

Tannahill

e s
s I f‘g o Py -, =
Blythe wes the time when he fee'd wi' my fai - ther, O

:

—— |

N
@m—_ ==

Hap-py were the days when we  herd - ed  the-gith - a. Kl

===

. — N J_J—_jb_:'__"L"'{.._
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Sweet were the hours when he row'd me in  his plaid - ie, O! An’

e #i —
e —t —E;:E:
vow'd to be mine, my dear High * land lad - die,

early, 0.
T
The me !

g
g

|

Ne'er crouch’c
But foremor
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MY DEAR HIGHLAND LADDIE, O !—Continued.
Bat, Ah! mml wi’ their sodgering sae He pn'd me the orawberry, ripe frae the boggy
Thm-syl'd away my braw Highland He pnid me the strawberry, red frae the foggy
btzl 0 tho .luu and the dark hills sse Bop;i'gméhom'nlmth wild steep sae
obdy, O
That & -mnd-e blithe wi’' my dear H Sae loving and kind was my dear Highland
hnd"hdd 0. y |gh hd:l’b 0 d

(NEET

. ¢

‘The blae- banks noo are lanesome and Fareweel, my ewes, and farewell, my doggie, O,
Fareweel, yeo knowu, noo sae chperless and

reary,
Muddy are the streams that gush’d down sae mrgx

early, O, Fareweel Glonﬂoch my mafhmy and my
Silent are the rocks that echoed sae gladl If dadd; lo, 0;
ml'ﬁ?“:ﬂ:n strains o' my dear xgh I will logo ye a’ for wy degf Highland lad-

Wy =S

THE SCOTCH EMIGRANT'S FAREWELL.
Written and Composed by Alexander Hume.

FEicere e meeE

—
we

L —a‘.—‘ —'“—"L—‘* -
1 rue-weel. fn{e-week my na - tive hame, Thy lone » ly glens an’
R — —
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heath - clad mountains, Fare - weel thy fields o - ried fame, Thy.

GETTENS R I
T i ir I'll climb the

leaf -y shaws an' spark - lin’ foun-tains. Nae mair

—— TENRNES TR ;
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— el — Lo
Pent-land’s steep, Nor wan - der by the [Esk's clear ri-ver, I
— A —
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-~ .
seck a hame far o'er the deep, My na . u e land, fare - weel for ev-er.

Thou land wi’ love And freedom crown’d, Tho' {ar frae thee, my native shore,
In ilk weo oot an’ lordly dwellin’, An’ toss'd on life’s tempestuous ocean ;
-.Ind youths be ﬁound My heart, aye Scottish to the core,
lu{h in ev'ry grace excellin’, Bhnll cling to thee wi’ warm devotion.
The land where Brnoo and Wallace t, An’ while the wavin’ heather rows,
And onward rows the windin’ river,

I S ITHER. T

For Freedom fought in d&yn o' dan
Ne'er crouch’d to proud n’ r'lgh{,.r The toast be *‘ Scotland’s broomy knowes,
;': stern avenger. Her mountains, rocks, an’ glens forever "

! But foremost stood, wron,

o

o
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FEAR A" BHATA
(THE BOATMAN.) o
Slowly. Transiation by L, Macbeam.
2 N
'A‘ N J. + _ 1Y 5 - :
S - Ae—— L |
*Stric mi sealltuinn o'n chnoc a’s air - de, Dh'fheuch am

I climb the meun-tains, and scan the o' - cean For thee, my

Seisd.~—Fhir a

bha - ta, na ho - ro ei - le Fhir a

Chorus.—0, my boat - man, pa ho - ro ai - la, O, my

ﬁ' e S
g E;":"::I——_‘h_ _..;_C.T‘—‘q = o -

faic mi fear a  bha -

ta, An tig thu'n diugh no an tig thu

boat - man, with fond de - vo - tion, When shall I see thee? to-day? to-

bha - ta, na ho - ro ei -
boat - man, na ho - ro ai -

le¢ Fhir a bha-ta na ho-ro
la, O, my lx')at-mnn, na ho -ro

g

i

maireach ?’S mar tig tha i
mor - row? Oh! do not
eir < le, Gu - ma  slan

ai - la, Hap - py be
Tha mo chridhe-sa briste, bruite ;
'8 tric na deoir a ruith o m’ shuilean ;
An tig thu nochd, na m’ bi mo dhuil riut ?
Na 'n duin mi 'n dorus, le osna thursaich ?
Fhir a bhata, na horo eile, &e,

*S tric mi foighneachd de luchd nam bata,
Am fac iad thu, na'm bheil thu sabhailt ;
Ach 's ann a tha gach aon diubh g raite,
Gur gorach mi, ma thug mi gradh dhuit.
Fhir a bhata, na horo eile, &c.

Gheall mo leannan domh gunn do’u t-sioda,

Gheall e sid agus breacan riomhach ;

Fain oir anns am faicinn iomhaigh ;

Ach "s eagal leam gun dean e di-chuimhu’.
Fhir a bhata, no horo eile, &c.

Ged a thuirt iad gu’n robh thu aotrom,

Cha do lugh sid mo ghaol ort ;

Bi'dh tu m’ aisling anns an oidhche,

A’s anns a mhadainn bi'dh mi ga d'fhoigh-

neachd.
Fhir a bhata, na horo eile, &ec.

Thug mi gaol duit's cha’n fhoad mi sicheadh ;
Cha ghaol bliadhna, ’s cha ghaol raidhe ;

Ach gaol a thoisich 'nuair bha mi 'm phaisde,
'Bn;c.l:u'ugtchoidh,gunchoidhnm

mi,
Fhir a bhata, na horo eile, &c.

Tha mo chairdean gu tric l&rinnmdh,
Gu'm feum mi d’aogas a chuir air dichuimhn’;
Ach tha 'n comhairle dhomh cho diomhain,
'8 bhi pilleadh mara 's i tabhairt lionaidh.

a bhata, na horo eile, &c.

dir gur truafh a ta’- mi!
leave me in lonely sor - row.
duit's gach ait’ an teid thul

thou where - 'er thou sail - est!

Broken-hearted I droop and languish

And frequant tears show my bosom's n’nguhh 3

Shall I expect thee to-night to cheer me?

Or close the door sighing sad and weary !

0, my boatman, &c. &‘

From passing boatmen I'd fain discover

If they've heard of or seen my lover ;

They never tell me—I'm only chided,

AJ told my heart has been sore misguided.
0, my boatman, &c.

My lover promised to bring his lady
A silken gown and a tartan plaidie,
A ﬂnﬁ gold which would show his sem-

blance,
But, ah | I fear me for his remembrance.
O, my boatman, &c

That thou’rt a rover my friends have told me,
But not the less to my heart I hold thee ;
And every t in my dreams I see thee,
And still at night the vision flee me.

0, my boatman, &c.

I may not hide it—my heart’s devotion
Is not a season’s brief emotion ;

Thy love in childhood to seize me,
And ne'er shall fade until death release me.
0, my boatman, &c.

My friends oft tell me that I must sever
Al{ thought of thee from my heart forever ;

Their words are idle—my passion’s swelling,
Untamed as ocean, can ﬁo quelling.

O, my boatman, ¥t.

Bi'dh mi tuil
Mar Eala bhs
Guileag bais |
As caoh gu l¢

Fhir s




isguided.

his sem-

s told me,
thee ;
) thee,

tion

» me,
ase me.
sever

orever ;

ling.
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FEAR A’ BHATA ; or, TugE BoATMAN.—Continued.

heart is weary with ceaseless wailing,

Bi'dh mi tuille gu tursach, deurach, {
Mar Eala bhan 's i an deigh a reubadh ; Like wonnded swan when her strength is fail
Guileag bais aic’ air lochan feurach, ing,

2 o Her notes of lYl ish the lake awaken,
As caoh gu leir an deigh a treigsinn. By all her comr‘c‘dnu at last forsaken,

Fhir a bhata, na horo eile, &c. O, my boatman, &c

>

BLUE BONNETS OVER THE BORDER.

Sir Walter Seott.
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March! March! Ett-rick and Te - viot-dale, Why, my lads, din-na ye march

oo st . i i~ w—
&L_“_,_._ SIS TR TR

— e
forward in or - der? March! marchl Esk-dale and Lid - des-dale.
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All  the blue bon - nets are o - ver the bor - der.,

e T e _i- .

3-—4«——9—0 N 43—-5-?.— 3
% i ————0— :V‘V:._‘Lt—_i':-o———y:ﬁ =3

et L e =

1. Many a banner spread, flutters a
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bove your head, Ma-ny a crest thatis
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in sto - ry: Mount and make ready then, sons of the mountain glen,

famous
m -
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Fight for your Queen and . the old Scot-tish glo - ry.
Come from the hills where your' hirsels are Trumﬁeu are sounding, war steeds are bound-
grazing o ing
Come from the glen of the buck and the Stand to your arms and march in good
roe, order,
England shall many a day tell of the blooly

Come to the crag where the beacon is blazing, f
Come with the buckler, the lance and the Rk
bow. When blue honnets came over the border.
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THERE'S RAE LUCK ABOOT THE HOOSE.
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And are

sure the news

is true? And are ye sure he's weel? Is
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this a mne to think o' wark, Ye jades, fling by your wheel ! Is this a time to

——N—*—h——
S S B .
éi_ 4—_—'_—2:_” J’*

P ‘~ '-PJ
e L g 7 —— o~
e i—u:;:!{:_fi s

r

N

AN ] o + W e~
=TTk S et
s e e

© =" et

ogsl s

see him come a - shore. For there’s nae luck a-boot the hoose, There's nae luck a -
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L

.n:'l'lnn'slhh plea-sure in  the hoose,When our guid man's a - wa"

And gie to me my biggonet,
My bishop's satin gown,

For I maun tell the bailie's wife
That Colin’s come to town.

My turkey slippers maun gae on,
My hose o' pearl blue ;

'Tis a’ to please my ain gudeman,
For he's baith leal and true.

CnHo.—For there's nae luck, ete.

Rise up and mak’ a clean fireside,
Put on the muckle pot ;

Gie little Kate her button gown,
And Jock his Sunday coat ;

An’ mak their shoon as black as slaes,

Their hose as white as snaw ;
It's &’ to please my ain gudeman,
For he's been lang awa’.

Cuo,—For there’s nae luck, etc.

There's twa fat hens upon the bank,
They're fed this month and mair ;

Mak® haste and thraw their necks lbtmt

That Colin weel may fare.

And spread the table neat and clean,

Gar ilka thing look braw ;
For