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ROBERT BURNS
1759-1796

This selection has been as difficult a task as this series will
encounter.  Critical revaluation of Burns is overdue. Or
has it been tacitly accomplished—except by Burnsians and
anthologists?  Perhaps poetry-lovers have carried the
winnowing process too far. Reacting from hackneyed
favourites, and immune from " the Cult," they have not
troubled to go over his work again—still less considered it
from the standpoint of what is best by Scottish, if not by
English, standards. Vet it will have to be considered from
that standpoint. Much of the best, and least-known, of
Burns depends for appreciation on a thorough knowledge
of Scots. This is its " growing end "—witness its part
to-day in stimulating the most vital Scots poetry for over
a century. The reputation of Burns, and the distinctive
arts of Scotland, have everything to gain by our " removing
the rubbish."

Probably all of Burns that, judged purely as poetry,
qualifies by the standards 1 have tried to apply does not
exceed twice what is given here. 1 have tried to show his
range. It will be agreed that most of his love-songs have
a deadly sameness. Some allowance for popular predilec-
tion is unavoidable, however, and to that extent our prin-
ciples of selection—quality and difference of kind—have
been moderated. And, if we eschew "cuts,"” some of his
best work, embedded in shoddy contexts, is foregone. Any
choice from Burns must bring the hornets round the
chooser; but 1 console myself with remembering that Burns
was a better critic of his work than most Burnsians, and am
comforted by the fact that my ideas generally coincide with
his, especially where these are at odds with conventional
opinion.

C. M. GRIEVE.
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1

Address to the Deil

" 0 Prince! 0 chief of many throned TS
That led th' embeattl'd seraphim to Warpﬂ{y
MILTON.

THOU! whatever title suit thee—
AuldHornie, Satan, Nick, or Clootie,
Whain yon cavern grim an' sootie,
Closd under hetches
Spairges' about the brunstane cootie,?
To scaud poor wretches!

Hear me, auld Hangie, for awes,

An® let poor damned bodies be;

I'm sure amd plessure it can gie,
Ev'n to a delil,

To skelp an' scaud poor dogs like me,
An® hear us squesl!

Greet is thy pow'r an' grest thy fame,

Far ken'd an' noted is thy name;

An' tho' yon lowin' heuch's thy hame,
Thou traves far;

An' faith! thou's neither lag® nor lame,
Nor blate! nor scaur®

Whiles, ranging like a roarin lion,
For prey, @ holes and corners tryin;
Whiles, on the strong-wing'd tempest flyin,
Tirlin" the kirks;
Whiles, in the human bosom pryin,
Unseen thou lurks.

Pve heard my reverend graunie say,
In landly glens ye like to stray;
Or where auld ruin'd cadles grey
Nod to the moon,
Yefright the nightly wanderer's way,
Wi" eldritch croon.

Splashes 2 A gmdl pail. 2 Pit. 4 Slow.

5 Backward. ® Timid. " Stripping.
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When twilight did my graunie summon,
To say her pray'rs, douse, honest woman!
Aft 'yont the dyke she's heard you bummin,
W i' eerie drone;
Or, rustlin, thro' the boortrees' comin,
W i ' heavy groan.

Aedreary, windy, winter night,
The tars shot down wi ' sklentin?light,
Wi' you mysel' | gat a fright,
Ayont the lough;
Ye, like arash-buss, stood in sight,
W i " wavin sough.

The cudgel in my nieve3 did shake,
Each bristl'd hair stood like a stake,
Whenwi" an eldritch, stoor " quaick, quaick,"
Amang the springs,
Awa ye squatter'd like a drake,
On whistling wings.

L et warlocksgrim, an' wither'd hags,
Tell how wi'you, on ragweed nags,
They skim the muirs an' dizzy crags,
W i " wicked speed;
And in kirk-yards renew their Ieagu&s,
Owre howkit* dead.

Thence contrawives, wi' toil and pam
May plunge an' plunge the kirn®in vain;
For oh! the yellow treasure's talen

By witchin sk|II
An' dawtit,® twal-pint hawkie's’ gane

As yel's the bill.®

! Elder-trees. 2 danting. ® Fist.
* Dug up. ® Churn. 6 Petted.
" Cow. ® Dry asthe bull.
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Thence mydtic knots mek grest abuse
On young guidmen, fond, keen an' crouse!
When the bes wark-lume i' the house,
By cantrip® wit,
Is intant mede no worth a louse,
Jugt at the bit.?

When thowes dissolve the shawvy hoord,
An' float the jinglin icy boord,
Then water-kelpies haunt the foord,

By your direction,
And 'nighted trav'lers are allur'd

To their dedtruction.

And &t your mosstraversn Spunkies'

Decoy the wight thet laie an' drunk is:

The bleezin, ° curgt, mischievous monkies
Dedude his eyes

Till in some miry dough he sunk is,
Neer mar to rise.

When mesons mystic word a grip
In sorms an' tempest raise you up,
Some cock or ¢ your rage meun Sop,
Or, drange to tell!
The youngest brither ye wad whip
Aff draught to hell.

Lang syre in Eden's bonie yard,
When youthfu' lovers first were pair'd,
An' al the soul of love they shar'd,
The raptur'd hour,
Svedt on the fragrant flow'ry swaird,

In shedy bower;
! Merry. 2 Magic. ® Important moment.
4 Will "o Wigs ® Blazing.



Then you, ye auld, snickl1 -drawing dog!

Ye can to Paradise incog

An' play'd on man a cursed brogue,?
(Black be your fat)

An' gied the infant warld a shog,®
‘Maist ruin'd a.

D'ye mind that day when in a bizz*
Wi' reekit duds, an' reestit gizz,
Ye did present your smoutie phiz
‘Mang better folk
An' sklented on the man of Uzz
Your spitefu’ joke?

An' how ye gat him i' your thrall,

An' brak him out o' house an hal’,

While scabs and botches did him gall,
Wi' bitter claw;

An' lowsd his ill-tongu'd wicked scaul’,
Was warst ava?

But & your doings to rehearse,
Your wily snares an' fechtin fierce,
Sin' that day Michael did you pierce,
Down to this time,
Wad ding a Lallan tongue® or Erse,
In prose or rhyme.

An' now, auld Cloots, | ken yere thinkin,

A certain bardie's rantin, drinkin,

Some luckless hour will send him linkin’
To your black pit;

But faith! he'll turn a corner jinkin,®
An' cheet you yet

! Latch. 2 Trick.  Sheke * Bugtle.
> With smutted clothes and smoking wig.
® Would beat a Lowland tongue. 7 Tripping.  ® Frisking
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But fare'you-wed, auld Nickie-ben!
0 wad ye tak a thought an' men!
Ye ablins might—I dinna ken—
Still hee a stake:
['m wee to think upo' yon den,
Ev'n for your ske

Tam o' Shanter

" Of Brownyis and of Bogill is full is this Buke."
GAWIN DOUGLAS.

HEN chgomen hillies leave the dredt,
And drouthy nelbors nelbors mest;
As maket-days are wearing late,
And folk begin to tak the gae,
While we st bousing at the nappy,
An' getting fou and unco happy,
We think na on the lang Scots miles,
The mosss waters, dgps and diles,
That lie between us ad our hame,
Where gts our sulky, sullen dame,
Gathering her brows like gathering storm,
Nursing her wrath to kesp it warm.

This truth fand honest TAM O' SHANTER,
As he frae Ayr ae night did canter:
(Auld Ayr, wham néer a town Srpesses
For honest men and bonnie lasses)

0 Tam! hadd thou but ben se wise
As taen thy an wife Kate's advicd
Sre tauld thee wed thou was a skellum,’
A blethering, blustering, drunken blellum;?
That free November till October,
Ae maket-day thou wes na ober;

! Rascal 2 Noisy fellow,
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That ilka mder’ wi' the Miller,

Thou s as lang as thou hed siller;

That ev'ry naig was cad a shoe on

The Smith and thee gat roarir fou on;

That a the Lord's house, ev'n on Sunday,
Thou drank wi' Kirkton Jeen till Monday;
Se prophesed that late or soon,

Thou wad be found, degp drown'd in Doon,
Or catich'd wi' warlocks in the mirk,

By Alloway's auld, haunted kirk.

Ah, gentle damed it gars me grest,
To think how mony counsds swed,
How mony lengthen'd, ssge advices,
The husband frae the wife despised

But to our tale:—Ae market night,
Tarn had got planted unco right,
Fast by an ingle, bleezing findly,
Wi' reaming swas’ that drank divinely;
And a his dbow, Souter® Johnie,
His ancient, trusty, drouthy crony :
Tarn lo'ed him like a very brither;
They hed been fou for weeks thegither.
The night drave on wi' sangs an' clatter;
And aye the de was growing better :
The Landlady and Tarn grew gracious,
W ' favours secret, sweet and precious:
The Souter tauld his queerest stones,
The Landlord's laugh was ready chorus:
The storm without might rair and rustle,
Tarn did na mind the storm a whistle.

Cae, mad to & a man se happy,
E'en drowned himsd' amang the nappy.*
1 Corn grinding. 2 Frothing de
$ Cobbler. “ Ale,
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As bassflee hame wi' lades 0 treasure,

The minutes wing'd their way wi' pleasure:
Kings may be blest, but Tarn was glorious,
Oe & the ills o' life victorious!

But plessures are like poppies spreed,
Y ou sze the flow', its bloom is shed;
Or like the show fdls in the river,
A moment white—then mdlts for ever;
Or like the Boredlis race,
That flit ere you can point their place
Or like the Rainbow's lovely form
Evanishing amid the storm.—
Nae man can tether Time nor Tide,
The hour goproaches Tarn meun ride; .
That hour, o' night's black arch the key-dtane,
That dreary hour he mounts his bestt in;
And dc anight hetekstheroad in,
As neer poor snner was aoroed in.

The wind blew as 'twad blawn its last;
The rattling showers rose on the blagt;
The gesdy gleams the darkness swallow'd:
Loud, deep, and lang the thunder bellow'd:
That night, achild might understand,

The deil had busness on his hand.

Wedl-mounted on his grey mare Meg,
A better never lifted leg,
Tarn skelpit on thro' dub and mire,
Despising wind, and rain, and fire;
Whiles holding fast his gude blue bonnet,
Whiles crooning oer some auld Soots sonnd,
Whilesglow'rin round wi' prudent cares,
Lest bogles catch him unawares,
Kirk-Alloway wes drawing nigh,
Where ghaists and houlets nightly cry.
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By this time he was cross the ford,
Where in the snaw the chapman smoor'd;*
And pagt the birks and meikle stane,
Where drunken Charlie brak's neck-bane;
And thro' the whins, and by the cairn,
Where hunters fand the murder'd bairn;
And near the thorn, aboon the well,

Where Mungo's mither hang'd hersel'.
Before him Doon pours al his floods,

The doubling storm roars thro' the woods,
The lightningsflash from pole to pole,

Near and more near the thunders roll,
When, glimmering thro' the groaning trees,
Kirk-AlToway seemd in ableeze,

Thro' ilka bore” the beams were glancing,
And loud resounded mirth and dancing.

Inspiring bold John Barleycorn!
What dangers thou canst make us scorn!
Wi tippenny, we fear nee evil;
W' usquabeae, we'll face the devil!
The swats se ream'd in Tammie's noddle,
Fair play, he car'd na deils a boddle,?
But Maggie stood, right sar astonish'd,
Till, by the hed and hand admonish'd,
Se ventur'd forward on the light;
And, wow! Tarn saw an unco sight!

Warlocks and witches in a dance:
Nae cotillon, brent* new frae France,
But hornpipes, jigs, drathspeys, and reds,
Put life and mettle in their heds.
A winnock-bunker®in the e,
There s auld Nick, in shgoe 0' bess;

! Smothered. 2 Chink.
® A sgmdl coin (twopence, Scots).
* Bright. ® Window-seat.
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A touse tyke, black, grim, and large,
To gie them musc wes his charge:

He srewed the pipes and gart them skirl,
Till roof and rafters & did dirl.'—
Coffins stood round, like open presses,
That shaw'd the Dead in their last dresses
And (by some devilish cantraip deight)
Each in its cauld hand held alight.

By which heroic Tam was die

To note upon the hay table,

A murderer's banes, in gibbet-airns;
Twa span-lang, wee, unchristened bairns;
A thief, new-cutted frae a rape,?

Wi' hislagt gagp his gab did gape;

Five tomahawks, wi' blude red-rusted;
Five scimitars, wi' murder crusted;

A garter which a babe had strangled;

A knife, a father's throat had mangled,
Whom his ain son of life bereft,

The grey hairs yet dack to the heft;

Wi mair of horrible and awfu',

Which even to name wad be unlawfu'.

As Tammie glowr'd, amazd and curious,
The mirth and fun grew fagt and furious;
The Piper loud and louder blew,
The dancers quick and quicker flew,
They reel'd, they &, they crossd, they cleekit,?
Till ilka carlin® swat and reekit,
And cood her duddies to the wark,
And linkitat it in her sark!

Now Tam, O Tam! had they been queans,
A' plump and strapping in their teend

! Rattle. 2 Rope.
% joined hands 4 Old woman.
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Their sarks, instead o' cresshie flainen,*
Been snaw-white seventeen-hunder linen!—
Thir breeks o' mine, my only pair,

That ance were plush, o' guid blue hair,

| wad hee gien them off my hurdies’

For ae blink o' the bonnie burdies!

But wither'd beldams, auld and droll,
Rigwoodie® hags wad speen” afoal,
Louping an' flinging on a crummock,’

| wonder did na turn thy stomech.

But Tarn kent what was what fu' brawlie:
There was ae winsome wench and waulie®
That night enlisted in the core,

Lang after ken'd on Carrick shore

(For mony a beat to dead de shot,
And perish'd mony a bonie boat,

An shook baith meikle corn and bear,’
And kept the country-side in fear);

Her cutty sark® o' Paidey hamn,’

That while a lasse she had worn,

In longitude tho' sordy scanty,

It wes her bedt, and dhe was vauntie.
Ah! little ken'd th% reverend grannie,
That sk dhe coft™ for her wee Nannie,
Wi' twa pund Soots (‘twas d her riches),
Wad ever grac'd a dance of witches!

But here my Muse her wing maun cour,
Sc flights are far beyond her power;
To sing how Nannie lgp and flang
(A souple jade she was and Strang),
And how Tarn stood, like ane bewitch'd,
And thought his very en enrich'd:

! Gressy flannd. 2 Buttocks. & Bony.

* Wean. ° At 6 Jolly.

" Barley. 8 Short shirt.  ° Coare cloth.
1 Bought.
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Even Saan glowr'd, andfidg'd" fu fain,
And hotch'd” and blew wi' might and main:
Till firgt & cgper, yre anither,

Tarn tint his reason & thegither,

And roars out, "Weel done, Cutty-sark!"
And in an indant al wes dark:

And scarcdy hed he Maggie rallied,

When out the hdllish legion sdlied.

As bess bizz out wi' angry fyke?
When plundering herds assal their byke*
As open pusses morta foes
When, pop! e dats before their nose
As eege runs the market-crowd,

When "Catch the thief!® resounds aloud;
So Maggie runs, the witches follow,
Wi' mony an edritch skreich and hollo.

Ah, Tarn!  Ah, Tarn! thou'll get thy fairin®
In hell they'll roagt thee like a herrin!
In vain thy Kate awaits thy comin!
Kate soon will be a woefu' woman!
Now, do thy ety utmogt, Meg,
And win the key-dane o' the brig;
There, a them thou thy tail may toss
A running dream they dare na 0oss
But ere the key-gane e could make,
The fient® a tail she hed to shekel
For Nannie, far before the regt,
Hard upon noble Maggie pres,
And flew at Tan wi' furious ettle;’
But little wist $e Maggie's mettle!
Ae soring brought off her meger hde,
But left behind her an grey tail:
The carlin daught her by the rump,
And left poor Maggie sace a gump.
! Fidgeted. ® Jerked.  * Busle 4 Hive.
® Fairing (reward).  ° Devil (fiend). " Aim.
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Now, wha this tae o' truth shall read,
[Tk man, and mother's son, take heed:
Whene'er to Drink you are inclin'd,

Or Cutty-sarks rin in your mind,
Think ye may buy the joys O'er dear;
Remember Tarn o' Shanter's mare.

Willie Brewd a Peck d Maut

WILLIEbrew'dapek o' maut,
And Rob and Allen can to se
Three blyther hearts, that lee-lang® night,
Y e wadnafound in Christendie.

Chorus

We ae nafou, were nee that fou,
But just a drappie in our eg

The cock may craw, the day may daw,
And aye we'll tagte the barley bree.

Here are we met, three merry boys,
Three merry boys | trow are we;
And mony anight we've merry been,
And mony mae we hope to be!

It is the moon, | ken her horn,
That's blinkin' in the lift se hig
She shines se bright to wile us hame,
But, by my sooth, shell wait awee!

Whafirst shdl rise to gang awa,
A cuckold, coward loun is he!
Whafirst besde his chair shdll fa,
He is the King amang us three.
! Livelong.
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Awa' Whigs, Awa'

AW A" Whigs, awal
Awa Whigs, awa!
Ye're but a pack o' traitor louns,
Ye'll do nee good a a

Our thrisdes flourish'd fresh and fair,
And bonnie bloom'd our ross,

But Whigs cam' like a frost in June,
An" wither'd @ our poses.

Our ancient crown's faen in the dust—
Deil blin' them wi' the stour* o't!
An® write their names in his black beuk,
Wha gee the Whigs the power o't.

Our sad decay in church and date
Surpases my descriving:

The Whlgs cam' oer us for a curse,
An® we hee done wi' thriving.

Grim vengeance lang hes taen a nap,
But we may s him wauken :

Gude help the day when Royal heads
Are hunted like a maukin!?

Merry Hae | Been Teethin' a He

OMERRY hee | been teethin a heckle?
An® merry hee | been shapin a spoon;
@) merry hee | been cloutin® akettle
An® kissin my Katie when & was done.
! Dust. 2 Hare.

% Board with shap pins for dressing hemp.
* Patching.



O a thelang day | ca a my hammer,
An' a thelang day | whistle and sing;

O a the lang night | cuddle my kimmer,*
An' @ thelang night as happy's a king.

Bitter in dool | lickit my winnins®

O' marrying Bess, to gie her a slave:
Blest be the hour she cool'd in her linens,

And blythe be the bird that sings on her grave!
Come to my arms, my Katie, my Katie;

O come to my arms and kiss me again!
Drucken or sober, here's to thee, Katie!

An°® blest be the day | did it again.

0 Whistle an I'lll Come to Ye, My Lad

Chorus

WHISTLE an' I'll come to ye, my lad,

O whistle an' I'll come to ye, my lad,
Tho' father an' mother an' @ should gee mad,
O whistle an' I'll come to ye, my lad.

But warily tent®* when ye come to court me,
And come rce unless the back-yett be ajee;
Syne* up the back-stile, and let nagbody s,
And come as ye were na comin to me,

And come as ye were na comin to me.

At kirk, or at market, wheneer ye meet me,
Gang by me as tho' that ye car'd naa flie;

But steal me a blink o' your bonnie black €e,
Yet look as ye were na lookin to me,

Yet look as ye were na lookin to me.

! Wench.
2 Bltter in grief | despised even What | had gained by marrying Bess.
% Heed. * Then.
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Aye vow and protest that ye care na for me,
And whiles ye may lightly* my beauty awee
But court na anither, tho' jokin ye be,

For fear that e wile your fancy free me,
For fear that dhe wile your fancy frae me.

Green Grow the Rashes

REEN grow the reshes 0;
Green grow the raghes 0O
The swegtes hours that €er | spend,

Are spent amang the leses 0.

There's nought but care on ev'ry han,
In ev'ry hour that pesses O:
What dgnifies the life o' man,
An 'twere na for the lassss 0.

The war'ly race may riches chas,
An® riches still may fly them, O;

An' tho' at last they caich them fadt,
Their hearts can néer enjoy them, O.

But gie me a cannie hour a €en,
My ams about my dearie, (X

An' war'ly caes an' war'ly men,
May a gee tgpsdteerie, O!

For you se douce? ye sner & this;
Yere nought but sndHes asss O:

The wises man the warl' er saw,
He dearly lov'd the lasses O.

1 ek slightingly of. 2 solemn.
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Auld Nature swears, the lovely dears
Her noblest work she dasses O:

Her prentice han' she try'd on man,
An® then she made the lasses, O.

To a Mouse

ON TURNI NG HER UP I N HER NEST W TH THE PLOUGH,
NOVEMBER, 1785

EE, sleekit, cow'rin, tim'rous beastie,
O, what a panic's in thy breastie!
Thou need na start awa se hasty,
Wi ' bickering brattle!*
| wad belaith to rin an' chase thee,
Wi ' murd'ring pattle!?

I'm truly sorry man's dominion,
Has broken nature's socid union,
An'justifiesthat ill opinion,
Which makes thee startle
At me, thy poor, earth-born companion,
An' fellow-mortal!

| doubt na, whiles, but thou may thieve;
What then? poor beastie, thou maun live!
A daimen icker in a thrave®
'Sasma request;

I'll get a blessin' wi' the lave,*

An' never misst!
Scampering hurry.
2 Small spade for cleaning plough.

3 An occasiona e in two shocks of corn.
4 Rest.

1
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Thy wee bit housie, too, inruin!

[t's silly was the win's are strewin!

An' nathing, now, to big anew ane,
0" foggage green!

An' blesk December's winds ensuin,
Baith snell* an' keen!

Thou saw the fidds laid bare an' wadte,
An' weary winter comin fagt,
An' cozie here, beneeth the blast,
Thou thought to dwell—
Till crash! the cruel coulter past
Out thro' thy cell.

That wee bit hegp o' leaves an' stibble,’
Has cogt thee mony a weary nibble!
Now thou's turn'd out, for a thy trouble,
But house or hald,
To thole? the winter's degty dribble,
An' cranreuch® cauld!

But Mousie, thou art no thy lane,

In proving foresight may be vain;

The begt-laid shames o' mice an' men
Gang &t agley,

An' lede us nought but grief an' pain,
For promisd joy!

Still thou art blest, compar'd wi' me;
The present only toucheth thee:
But och! | backward cas my €e,

On prospects drear!

An'forward, tho' | canna s
| guess an' fear!
! Sharp. 2 Endure  ® Hoarfrog,
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0 Wert Thou in the Cauld Blast

WERT thou in the cauld blast,
On yonder lea, on yonder lea,
My plaidie to the angry airt,
|'d shelter thee, 1'd shelter thee;
Or did Misfortune's bitter storms
Around thee blaw, around thee blaw,
Thy bield" should be my bosom,
To share it &, to share it &.

Or were | in the wildest waste,

Se black and bare, s black and bare,
The desert were a Paradise,

If thou wert there, if thou wert there;
Or were | Monarch o' the globe,

W' thee to reign, wi' thee to reign,
The brightest jewel in my Crown

Wad be my Queen, wad be my Queen.

Of a the Airts the Wind Can Blaw

F & the airts the wind can blaw,
| dearly like the west,
For there the bonnie lasse lives,
The lasse | [0'e best;
There's wild-woods grow, and rivers row,
And mony a hill between :
But day and night my fancy's flight
Isever wi' my Jean.

| s her in the dewy flowers,
| = her sweet and fair:
| hear her in the tunefu' birds,
| hear her charm the air :
1 Shdlter.
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There's not a bonnie flower that springs,
By fountain, shaw, or green;

There's not a bonnie bird that sings,
But minds me o' my Jean.

The Banks o' Doon

E banks and braes o' bonnie Doon,
How can ye bloom se fresh and fair ?
How can ye chant, ye little birds,
And | seweary fu' o' cae
Thou'll bregk my heart, thou warbling bird,
That wantonsthro' the flowering thorn:
Thou minds me o' departed joys,
Departed never to return.

Aft heel rov'd by bonnie Doon,
To = the rose and woodbine twine:
And ilka bird sang o' its luve,
And fondly se did | o' mine.
Wi ' lightsome heart | pu'd arose,
Fu' swest upon its thorny tree!
And my fause luver daw my ros,
But ah! he left the thorn wi' me.

Highland Mary

Y E banks and braes and streams around

The cadle o' Montgomery!

Green be your woods, and fair your flowers,
Y our weters never drumlie:



There Smmer firgt unfaulds her robes,
And there the langest tarry;

For there | took the last farewed
O' my swet Highland Mary.

How swedtly bloom'd the gay, green birk,
How rich the hawthorn's blossom,
As underneath their fragrant shede,
| clagpd her to my bosom!
The golden Hours on angd wings
Flew oer me and my dearie;
For dear to me as light and life
Was my swvest Highland Mary.

Wi' mony avow, and lock'd embrace,
Our parting wes fu' tender;

And, pledging &t to meet again,
We tore oursdls asunder;

But O, fell Death's untimely frogt,
That nipt my flower s early !

Now green's the sod, and cauld's the day
That wrgps my Highland Mary!

O pde, pde now those rosy lips,
| aft hae kissd sz fondly!

And closd for aye the sparkling glance
That dwat on me se kindly!

And mouldering now in slent dust
That heart that |o'ed me dearly!

But still within my bosom's core
Shdl live my Highland Mary.
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Mary Morison

MARY, at thy window be—
It is the wish'd, the trysted hour!
Those smiles and glances let me seg,
That make the miser's treasure poor:
How blythely wad | bide the stour,
A weary dave frae sun to sun,
Could I the rich reward secure,
The lovely Mary Morison.

Yestreen, when to the trembling string
The dance gaed thro' the lighted ha,
To thee my fancy took its wing,
| sat, but neither heard nor saw:
Tho' this was fair, and that was braw,
And yon the toast of & the town,
| sigh'd, and said amang them &,
" Ye ae na Mary Morison."

Oh, Mary, canst thou wreck his peace,
Wha for thy sake wad gladly die?
Or canst thou break that heart of his,
Whase only faut is loving thee?
If love for love thou wilt na gie,
At least be pity to me shown;
A thought ungentle canna be
The thought o' Mary Morison.

My Luve's Like a Red, Red Ro

MY luve's like a red, red rose,
hat's newly sprung in June:
O my luve's like the melodie
That's sweetly play'd in tune.
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Asfair art thou, my bonnie lass,
So degp in luve am |;

And | will luve thee still, my dear,
Till & the sses gang dry.

Till @ the sss gang dry, my dear,
And the rocks melt wi' the sun;

And | will luve thee still, my dear,
While the sands o' life shadl run.

And fare thee weel, my only luve!
And fare thee wed awhile!

And | will come again, my luve,
Tho' it were ten thousand mile.

Ae Fond Kiss

E fond kiss, and then we sever;

Ae farewed, and then for ever!
Deep in heart-wrung tears I'll pledge thee,
Warring sighs and groans I'll wage thee.
Who shall sy that Fortune grieves him,
While the gar of hope she leaves him?
Me, nae cheerful twinkle lights me;
Dark despair around benights me.

Il neer blame my partia fancy;
Naething could resst my Nancy:
But to s her was to love her;
Love but her, and love for ever.
Had we never lov'd s kindly,
Had we never lov'd se blindly,
Never met—or never parted—
We had néer been broken-hearted.
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Fare thee wed, thou firg and fairest!
Fare thee wed, thou bet and deared!
Thine be ilkajoy and treasure,

Peacg, Enjoyment, Love and Pleasurel
Aefond kiss, and then we sever!

Ae faewed, das for eval

Desp in heart-wrung tears 1'l | pledge thee
Warring 9ghs and groans |'l | wage thee

was a for our Rightfu' King

T was & for our rightfu' King
We left fair Scotland's strand,

It wes @ for our rightfu' King
We éa saw Irish land, my desr,
We e sw Irish land.

Now 4d is done that men can do,
And & isdoneinvain;

My Love and Native Land farewed,
For | maun aoss the main, my ded,
For | maun aoss the main.

He turn'd him right and round about,
Upon the Irish shore;

And gee hisbridie reins a sheke,
With adieu for evermore, my desr,
And adieu for evermore.

The soger frae the wars returns,
The slor frae the main;

But | hee parted frae my love,
Never to medt again, my ded,
Never to med agan.
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When day is gane, and night is come,
And a folk bound to deep;

| think on him that's far awa,
The lee-lang night and weep, my dear,
The lee-lang night and weep.

The Lovely Lass o' Inverness

THE lovely lass o' Inverness,

Nae joy nor plessure can de =

For €en to morn e cries " dad"
And aye the saut tear blin's her e

"Drumossie’ moor, Drumossie day—
A waefu' day it wes to me;

For there | lost my father deer,
My father dear, and brethren three.

" Their winding-sheet the bluidy clay,
Their graves are growin green to s
And by them lies the dearest lad
That ever bles a woman's €el

" Now wee to thee, thou crue lord,
A bluidy man | trow thou be;

For mony a heart thou hes mede sair,
That neer did wrang to thine or thee!"

1 culloden.
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Auld Lang Syne

OULD auld acquaintance be forgot,
nd never brought to mind?
Should auld acquaintance be forgot,
And days o' lang syne ?

Chorus

And for auld lang syne, my jo,
For auld lang syne

We'll tak a cup o' kindness yet,
For auld lang syne.

And surely ye'll be your pint-stowp!
And surely I'll be mine!

And we'll tak a cup o' kindness yet,
For auld lang syne.

We twa hee run about the braes
And pu'd the gowans fine;

But we've wander'd mony a weary foot,
Sin auld lang syne.

We twa hee paidl'd i' the burn
Frae mornin' sun till dine;

But s between us braid hae roar'd,
Sin auld lang syne.

And there's a hand, my trusty fiere!
And gie's ahand o' thine,

And we'll tak aright gude-willy waught,
For auld lang syre.

! Draught of goodwill.

1
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A Bard's Epitaph

S there awhim-inspired fool,
Owre fag for thought, owre hot for rule,
Owre blate to ss&k, owre proud to snool,*
Let him draw near;
And owre this grassy hegp sing dooal,
And drgp a tear.

Is there a bard of rustic song,
Who, notdess, geds the crowds among,
That weekly this aea throng,

0, pess not by!
But, with afrater-feding strong,

Here heave a Sgh.

Is there a man, whose judgment deer

Can others teech the course to deer,

Yet runs, himsdf, life's mad care,
Wild as the wave,

Here pause—and, thro' the dtarting tear,
Survey this grave.

The poor inhabitant below
Weas quick to learn and wise to know,
And keenly felt the friendly glow,
And ofter flame;
But thoughtless follies laid him low,
And gtaind his namel

Reeder, atend! whether thy soul
Soas fancy's flights beyond the pole,
Or darkling grubs this earthly hole,

In low pursuit:
Know, prudent, cautious, sdlf-control

Is wisdom's root.

! Cringe
30



Contented wi' Little

ONTENTED wi' little, and cantie" wi' mair,
Whene'er | forgather wi' Sorrow and Care,

| gie them a skelp as they're creeping aang,

Wi' acog’ o gude swas and an auld Scottish sang.

| whiles clan® the elbow o' troublesome thought;

But Man is a oger, and Life is a faught;*

My mirth and gude humour are coin in my pouch,

And my Freedom's my lairdship nee monarch dare touch,

A towmond® o' trouble, should that be my fa!,
A night o' gude fellowship sowthers® it &
When at the blythe end o' our journey at last,
Wha the dell ever thinks o' the road he hes pedt!-

Blind Chance, let her snapper’ and stoyte® on her way;
Bet to me, bet free me, €en let the jade gae:

Come Ease, or come Travail, come Pleasure or Pain,
My warst words is: "Welcome, and welcome again!”

! Merry. 2 Wooden cup.
% Scratch. * Fight.

5 Twelvemonth. 6 Solders.

" Stumble. 8 Sagger.
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