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A canty sang, O, a canty sang ..
A cogie 0’ yill ...

A cock laird fu’ cadgie
A friend o’ mine came here yestreen ...

A laddie and a lassie fair
A lass that was laden with care e
A lassie cam’ to our gate yestreen
A rose bud by my early walk

A soldier for gallant achievements renown'd
A Southland Jenny, that was right bonnie
A steed, a steed, of matchlesse speede .
A weary lot is mine, fair maid -
A wee bird cam’ to our ha’ door ...
A wet sheet and a flowing sea ~
About the closin’ 0’ the day
Accuse me not inconstant fair
Adieu to rock and to waterfall ...
Admiring nature’s simple charms
Ae fond kiss, and then we sever ...
Ae morn last ouk as I gaed out
Again rejoicing nature sees

Mary, sweetest maid farewell! ...
Ah! the poor shepherd’s mournful fate
Alake for the lassie, she’s no right ava’
Alas my son you little know
Allen-a-dale has no faggot for burning

All joy was bereft me the day that you left me :

All lovely on the sultry beach
Although his back be at the wa’ ...
Although T be but a country lass

Amang the birks sae blythe and gay

An’ o’ that ere my Jenny had

An’ oh! for ane an’ twenty Tam

Ar’ thou wert my ain thing
And are ye sure the news is true
And can thy bosom bear the thought ...

And fare ye weel my auld wife ...

And I'll owre the muix to Maggy
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And oh! my Eppie

Argyll is my name, and you may “think it strauge
Asl cam by Loch "Erroch-side ...

AsI ca.m down the Canongate

As] cam’ in by Teviot side

As I came by Lochmaben gate

As I came through Glendochart vale

As I sail'd past green Jura’s isle

As I was walking ae May morning

As I went forth to view the plain

As Jenny sat down wi’ her wheel by the fire

As Patie cam’ up frae the glen
As walking forth to view the plain

At Polwarth on the green ...

At setting day and rising.morn ... -

At Willie's wedding on the green
Auld gudeman, ye're a drucken carle
Auld Rob Morris that wons in yon glen

Auld Rob the Laird o’ muckle land
Awake my love! with genial ray
Awa’ Whigs awa’ .
Awa’ wi' your witcheraft o beauty salarms ...

Bannocks 0’ bear meal, bannocks o’ barley .

Behave yoursel’ before folk ... oo
Behind yon hills where Lugar flows
Beneath a beach’s grateful shade e
Beneath a green shade, a lovely young swain
Bird of the wilderness ~b -

Blink o’er the burn sweet Betty
Blythe, blythe, and merry was she ...

Blythe, blythe, and merry was she—Second version
Blythe, blythe, around the nappie ...
Blythe are we set wi’ ither

Blythe was the time when he fee'd wi’ my father O
Blythe young Bess to Jean did say

Bonny Charlie’s now awa’ ... oo
Bonuie lassie will ye go

Bonnie Mary Halliday

Bonnie wee thmg, cannie wee thing

Braw, braw lads o’ Gala water

Busk ye, busk ye, my bonny bonny bride

By Camoustie’s auld wa’s at the close o’ theday ...
By Logan’s streams that rin sae deep

By Pinkie house oft let me walk
By smooth wmdmg Tay, a swum was reclining

By yon castle wa’ at the close o’ the day

Ca’ the yowes to the knowes

Caledonia! thou land of the mountain and rock
Can I behave, can I behavo
Carle an’ the king come .., o o
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ix

Cauld blaws the wind, frae north to south

Cauld kail in Aberdeen &3
Chaunt no more thy roundelay
Chill the wintry winds were blowing
Clavers an’ his Highlandmen
Come all ye jolly shepherds

Come along my brave clans

Come boat me o'er, come row me o’er

Come, gies a sang, Montgomery cried ...
Come hame to your lingels ye neer-do-weel loon

Come o’er the stream, Charlie, dear Charlie, brave Charlic ...

Come under my plaidie, the night’s gaun to fa’
Come ye by Athol, lad wi’ the philabeg
Comin’ through the Craigs o’ Kyle
Contented wi’ little an’ canty w1’ mair 0
Cope sent a challenge frae Dunbar %

Dark lowers the night o’er the wild stormy main

Dear Doctor, be clever, an’ fling off your beaver o
Dear land of my birth, of my friends, of my love

Dear Roger if your Jenny geck ... {i
Did ever swain a nymph adore

Do you weep for the woes of poor wandering Nelly ...
Does haughty Gaul invasion threat ... e
Donald Caird’s come again ase s e
Donald’s gane up the hill hard and hungry
Doon i’ the glen by the lowm o’ the trees ...

Dorothy sits in the cauld ingle neuk ...
Dumbarton’s drums beat bonnie O b

Duncan Gray cam’ here to woo ves
Down in yon meadow a couple did tarry ...
Earl March look’d on his dying child

Fair lady mourn the memory ...
Fair modest flower of matchless worth

Far frae the giddy court of mirth
Far lone amang the Highland hills ...

Far o’er yon hills of the heather so green ...
Farewell thou fair day, thou green earth and ye skies
Farewell to a’ our Scottish fame ...
Tarewell to Glen-Shalloch ...
Farewell to Lochaber, and farewell to my Jean
Tarewell to pleasant Ditson Hall o
Fare-thee-weel, my native cot ... C5
Farewell ye dungeons dark and strong
First when Maggy was my care ...
Flow gently, sweet Afton, amang thy green bracs

Fly we to some distant isle

For lack of gold she hasleftme O ... o

For mony lang year I hae heard frae my granny
Fortune frowning most severe e "o

From Roslin Castle’s echoing walls
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Frao the friends and the land I love
From thee, Eliza, I must go ~

From the rude bustling camp, to the calin rural p]am
From the wllage of Lesly, with a heart fu’ o’ glee

Fy let us a’ to the bridal e

Gae bring my gude auld harp ance mair
Gane is the day, an’ mirk’s the nicht
General Cope is now come down
Geordie sits in Charlie’s chair ;

Get up gudewife, don on your claise

Gie me a lass wi’ a lump o’ land

Gin a body meet a body ..

Gin I had a wee house, an’ a canty wee fire
Gin ye meet a bonnie lassie
Gloomy winter’s now awa’

Go fetch to me a pint o’ wine

Go to Berwick, Johnnie %
Go to him then if thou canst go
Gude day now bonnie robin

Ha’e ye seen in the calm dewy morning
Had I a cave on some wild distant shore

Hame, hame, hame, hame fain wad I be

Happy’s the love which meets return
Hard fate that I should banish’d be
Hark yonder eagle lonely wails

Harken and I will tell you how
Have ye ony pots or pans e
Hay! now the day dawis ...
Hear me ye nymphs, and every swain
Heard ye e’er 0’ Donald Gunn
He is gone on the mountain
Here around the mgle bleezin

Here awa’ there awa’ here awa’, Willie
Here awa’ there awa’ wandermg Willie
Here’s to the year that’s awa’

Here’s to the King, Sir

He’s a terrible man, John Tod, John Tod
He’s owre the hills’ that I lo%e weel ...
Hersell be Highland shentleman

Here’s a health to them that’s awa, &

Hey how Johnnie lad .

Hey Donald, how Donald ...
Hey for bobbmg John o

Hey the bonnie, how the bonnie
Hey the dusty miller

Hié bonnie lassie blink over the burn
Hoo are ye, kimmer

How brightly beams the bonnie moon
How blythe ilk morn was I to see

How dear to think on former days ..

oo
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How lang shall our land thus suffer distresses

How pleasant the banks of the clear windihg Devon

How sweetly smells the simmer green
How sweet the modest light to view ...
Husband, husband cease your strife
I am a puir silly auld man ... .
I chanc’d to meet an airy blade ... e

I do confess thou’rt smooth and fair ...

I dream’d I lay where flowers were springing
I gae’d a waefu’ gate yestreen

I ha’e a wife 0’ my ain
I ha'e laid a herring in sant

I ha’e nae kith, I ha’e nae kin ...

I ha’e seen great anes, and sat in great ha’s

I heard the evening linnet’s voice, the woodland tufts

1 lately lived in quiet ease
Ilo’ed ne’er a laddie but ane e

I loved thee once, I love thee no more

I mark’d a gem o’ pearly dew

I married w1’ a scolding wife

I may sit in my wee croo-house i

I wadna’ gie my ain wife e

I was ance a weel tochered lass

I will awa’ wi’ my love
I winna gang back to my mammy again

I winna lo’e the laddie that ca’s the cart and plen

I wish I were where Helen lies
Second version
If doughty deeds my ladye please
If my dear wife should chance o gang

I'll aye ca’ in by yon town ...
I'll gar our guidman trow o oo
T’ll hie me to the shieling hill B0
I'll sing o’ yon glen o’ red heather

I'm now a gude farmer, I've acres o’ land

I'm owre young to marry yet ...
I'm wearing awa’, John e s

I met four chaps yon birks amang e
In a saft simmer gloaming ...

In April when primroses paint the sweet plain
In Scotland there liv’d a humble beggar

In summer I maw’d my meadow

In the garb of 0ld Gaul with the fire of old Rome

In the land of Fife there livid a wicked wife
In winter when the rain rain’d cauld ...
Is there for honest povertie o

It fell abont the Martinmas time e
It fell on a morning when we were thrang
It was in and about the Martinmas time
It was at a wedding near Tranent

It was upon a Lammas night “

oh

amang
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It’s Greordie’s now come hereabout ot
It’s Hanover, Hanover, fast ag you can over

It’s no that thow'rt bonnie, it’s no that thow’rt bmw A

T've heard a lilting at our yowe milking
Tve seen the smiling ... 5
T've spent my time in rioting
T've wandered east, I've wandered West .
It wasna for our nghtfu King e

Jenny’s heart was frank and freo .
Jocky fou, Jenny fain e
Jock he came bere to woo .-
Jocky said to Jenny, Jenny wilt thou do't?’
John Anderson my Jo, John = ...

John Grumlie swore by the light of the moon ..

Keen blaws the wind o’er the braes o’ Gleniffer

Land of my fathers, though no mangrove here
Langsyne beside the woodland burn
Lassies, look na sourly meek
Lassie wi’ the lint-white locks ...

Last May a braw wooer cam’ doon the lang glen
Late in an evening forth I went ot

Let us go, lassie, go
Let us haste to Kelvin grove, ‘bonnie lassie O

Like bees that suck the morning dew

Little wat ye wha’s comin’ i
Lo, what it is to lufe /Y o
Long have I pined for thee
Look where my Hamilla smiles

Loose the yett, and let me in

Louder than the trump o’ fame

Loudon’s bonnie woods and braes

Love never more shall give me pain ...
Love’s goddess in & myrtle grove

March, march, Ettrick and Teviotdale
March, march, why the deil do ye na march
Mark yonder pomp of costly fashion

Mary, why thus waste thy youth time in sorrow
Maxweltown banks are bonnie

May morning had shed her first streamors on hlgh
Meg muckin at Geordie’s byre
Merry may the maid be

My daddy had a riding mare
My daddie is a cankert carle
My daddie left me gear enough
My dear little lassie why what’s a’ the ‘matter
My dear and only love, I pray

My father was a farmer, upon the Carrick border
My gudeman says aye to me
My Harry was a gallant gay

s .o

.. e
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PAGE.

My hawk ig tired of perch and hood ... v 393
My heart is a breaking, dear Tittie oot 225
My heart’s in the Highlands, my heart is not here 257
My laddie is gane far away o’er the plain .., we 262
My heart is sair, I daurna tell 219
My heart is sair, I daurna tell ... . 532
My love come let us wander 430
My love’s in Germany e W 305
My love she’s but a lassie yet 232
My love she’s but a lassie yet ... ate oo 419
My love was born in Aberdeen 556
My love was once a bonnie lad ... 126
My Mary is a bonnie lassie - 328
My mither’s aye glowrin ower me o 71
My mither ment my auld breeks 5 476
My name is Donald MacDonald ... w 416
My Patie is a lover gay ... e 96
My Peggie is a young thing e o e 96
My sheep I neglected, I lost my sheep hook 135
My sweetest May, let love incline thee ... 93
My wife’s a wanton wee thing X, 164
Nae Gentle dames thoe’er sae fair o o w203
Nancy’s to the Greenwood gane ot 15
Neath the wave thy lover sleeps w430
Never wedding, ever wooing 463
Nith, trembling to the reapers sang 444
No Churchman am I for to rail and to write ... 217
Now Charles asserts his father’s right 548
Now fy let us a’ to the treaty 503
Now in her green mantle blythe nature arrays w231
Now, Jenny lass, my bonnie bird 5 300
Now rosy May comes in wi’ flowers w226
Now smiling summer’s balmy breeze 370
Now the sun’s gaen out o’ sight 23 83
Now there’s peace on the shore, now there’s calm on the sea 457
Now wat ye wha I met yestreen Sacriig, 40
Now winter wi’ his cloudy brow 331
O Allister McAllister ... e o 400
0, an ye were dead gudeman 265
0O, are ye. sleepin, Maggie . 3816
0, Bell thy looks hae killed my heart ... 81
O, Bessie Bell and Mary Gray ... 80
O cam ye here the fight to shun 524
O can ye sew cushions s 264
O come awa, come awa iy 66
O gin my love were yon red rose 53
O how could I venture to love one like thee 122
O hush thee my babie, thy sire was a knight e 895
O, I had a wee bit mailin ... 499
O Kenmure’s on, and awa, Willie w528
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O ken ye Meg o’ Marley glen ...

O lassie I loe dearest

(0) Logle, of Buchan, O Lovxe the laid ...
O lovers’ eyes are sharp to seo 5

O lustie May with Flora quene ..

O mother tell the laird o't ... -

O my lassie, our joy to complete agam

0 onceIlovid a bonniclass ...

O sair I rue the witless wish s

0 Sandy why leave thou thy Nelly to mourn ...

0 saw ye my wee thing, saw ye my ain thing
0 saw ye my father, saw ye my mither

O say is there ane wha does not rejoice ..
O sdy not love will never ...

O say not my love, with that mortified air
O the ewe buchting’s bonnie baith e’ening and morn

O the sun frae the castward was pcepmg
O this is no my ain house ...

0 waly, waly, up the bank o 4

O weel may I mind on the folk at Lindores

O weel may the boatie row e

O were I able to rehearse ...

O wha are sae happy as me and my Janet

O wha’s for Scotland and Charlie ...

O wha’s that at my chamber door
O what will 2’ the lads do ...

O what’s the rhyme to Porringer
O when she cam ben she bobbit fu’ low

O where, tell me where, is your highland laddie gone

O why should old age so much wound us, O

O wilt thoun go wi’ me, sweet Tibbie Dunbar (5
Och hey Johnnie lad
October winds wi’ biting breath -

Of &’ the airts the wind can blaw

Of all the days that’s in the year ...

Oh aye my wife she dang me

Oh dinna ask me gin I loe thee ... w
Oh dinna think, bonnie lassie, I'm gaun to leave thee’
Oh how can I be blythe and glad
Oh I am come to the low countrie ...

Oh lay thy loof in mine lass ...

Oh leeze me on my spinning wheel ..,

Oh love will venture in, where it daurna weel be secn

Oh Logan sweetly didst thou ghdo
Oh Mally’s meek, Mally’s sweet .
Oh Mary at thy window be o

Oh meikle thinks my love o’ my beauty ...

Oh mirk, mirk, is this midnight hour ...

Oh my love'slike a red, red rose ...

Oh neighbours what had I ado for to m:m'y
Oh open the door, some pity to show e

PAGE.

422
372
131
396

421
411
195
325

303
166
278
467
396
456
876
500

381
284
180
432
536

425
500
259
348
184
258
333
347
209
515
251
431
304
222
566
223
228
234
213
246
197
229
251
218

224



INDEX OF FIRST LINES. XV

PAGE,
Oh pity an auld Highlan’ piper 436
Oh poortith cauld, and restless love e 221
Oh Rowan tree, oh Rowan tree 283
Oh saw ye bonnie Lesley or w243
Oh send Lewie Gordon hame o) 577
Oh sisters there are midnight dreams o 479
Oh take me to yon sunny isle that stands in Fortha’s sea ... 434
Oh tell me, oh tell me bonnie young lassie 806
Oh Tibbie, I hae seen the day 217
Oh the auld house, the auld house £A (=281
Oh this is no my ain lassie .., 230
Oh wae be to the orders that march’d my love awa ... 51190
Oh weel befa’ the busy toon 426
Oh! were I on Parnassus hill .., = R A22P!
Oh! whistle, and I'll come to you my lad 226
Oh why left I my hame ; why did I cross the dee s o 432
Oh Willie brew’d a peck o’ maut 234
O’er the mist shrouded clifts of the gray mountain straying el 1872
On Cessnock banks there lives a lass ... 196
On Ettrick banks ae simmer’s night - % 63
On Gallia’s shore we sat and wept ... 561
On the banks of the burn, while I pensively wander Lt 14898
On the blyth Beltane as I went kR 7150
On the wild braes of Calder, I found a fair lily ... 470
One day I heard Mary say s . 108
One night as young Colin lay musing in bed ... 176
Once on a morning of sweet recreation o 505
Our bonnie Scots lads in their green tartan plaids 327
Our gallant Prince is now come hame o e D47
Our goodman cam hame at e’en 151
Our gudewife’s awa’ ... w440
Our native land, our native vale 455
Our’s is the land of gallant hearts sod . 478
Ower the hills and far away aalnd d 531
Pardon now the bold outlaw e 402
Pibroch of Donuil Dhu ik 389
Powers Celestial ! whose protection 203
Preserve us a’; what shall we do w 267
Quoth Rab to Kate, my sonsy dear slteriy SO
Return thee hameward, heart again ... o 5
Rising o'er the heaving billow ... w345
Robin is my only jo i oo 0 165
Robin shure in hairst ... o 2BT
Rob’s Jock cam to woo our Jenny " i
Row weel my hoatie, row weel ... w 369
Royal Charlie’s now awa ... [ b73
Roy’s wife o’ Aldivalloch oD o e e 802
Sae flaxen were her ringlets (% o & 215

Saw ye Johnny comin’, quoth she o o w62
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Saw ye nae my Peggie
Scotia’s thistle guards the grave ...
Scotland and England must now be ...
Scots wha hae wi’ Wallace bled
See the glow-worm lits her fairy lamp ase
See the moon o’er cloudless Jura

See aff and awa’ like the lang summer days
She’s fair and fause that causes my smart

She is a winsome wee thing
She was a sunbeam in the storm .
Should old acquaintance be forgot ...
Should auld acquaintance be forgot
Should auld acquaintance be forgot ...
Simmer’s a pleasant time aee
Since all thy vows, false maid oo one
Since uncle’s death, I've lads enew o
Sing &’ ye bards wi’ loud acclaims ...
Sing on, sing on, my bonnie bird ad

Sir John Cope rode to the north right far ~ ~ ...
Sit ye down here my cronies and gie us your crack

Soldier rest! thy warfare o’er &

Some say that kissing’s a sin
Surrounded wi’ bent and wi’ heather ...
Symon Brodie had a cow
Sweet fa’s the eve on Cragieburn 1
Sweet sir, for your courtesie
Sweet’s the dew-deck’d rose in June ...
Tarry woo, tarry woo ... oo
Taste life’s glad moments ...
That life’s a faught; there is nae doubt ...

The auld man’s mear’s dead

The auld Stuarts back again

The bride cam’ oot 0’ the byre
The bride she is winsome and bonnie

The bloom hath fled thy cheek, Mary ..,
The blude red rose at yule may blow e

The bonnie brucket lassie ...
The Campbells are comin’, O ho, O ho t)
The Catrine woods were yellow seen ...
The collier has a daughter - ..,

The cronach stills the dowie heart ...

The cuckop’s a bonny bird, when he comes hame

The day returns, my bosom burns
The deil cam fiddling through the town ...

The e’e o’ the dawn, Eliza ...

The gloomy night is gath’ring fast

The gowan glitters on the sward

The grass had nae freedom o’ growin’
The heath this night must be my bed
The highlandmen came down the hill '

The laird o’ Cockpen, he’s proud and he’s gﬂéat
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The lass of Patle s mill o o ot 3 94
The lassies &’ leugh an’ the carlin flate’ we w838
The last time I cam’ owre the muir .., - 86
The Lawland lads think they are fine e 82
The-love that I had chosen " 124
The lovely lass o’ Inverncss s . 564
The meal was dear short syne 50
The midges dance aboon the burn W 832
The moon, had climbed the highest hill 144
The moon’s on the lake, and the mist’s on the brao 390
The moon was fair, saft was the air ... 102
The murmur of the merry brook 2 4¢9
The news frae Moidart cam’ yestreen By 537
The nicht is mirk, and the wind blaws schill & . 485
The pawkie auld carle came o’er the lea e o 1
The piper came to our town Fg YALTE5 )
The ploughman he’s a bonnie lad v 52
The small birds rejoice in the green leaves returmn" ooty o D12
The smiling morn, the breathing spring 5 124
The smiling plain profusely gay ads k2 126
The spring time retums, and clothes the gay plam 121
The storm is raging o’er the Kyle 53 o B70
The sun has gone down ¢’er the lofty Ben Lomond e 812
The sun raise sae rosy the green hills adorning we 305
The standard on the braes o’ Mar o 519
The tears I shed must ever fall ... w384
The Thames flows proudly to the sea 247
The widow can bake, an’ the widow can brew . o 79
The wind comes frae the land I love ... e & 538
The winter sat lang on the spring o’ the year o w292
The wren scho lyes in care’s bed . 26
The year is wearin’ to the wane .., w416
The yellow haired laddie sat down on yon brae ... 59
The youth that should hae been our King ... 579
Their groves of sweet myrtle let foreign lands reckon s 210
There are twa bonnie maidens ... e sl DL
There cam a braw lad to my daddie’s door o 166
There dwelt & man into the west < o 448
There grows a bonnie brier bush in our kail yard 552
There lived a lass in Inverness ... % w564
There lives a landart laird in Fife 367
There lives a lassie on the brae ... WL D
There lives a young lassie ... (7 439
There was a lad was born in Kyle Somistlns
There was a lass, they ca’d her Meg ... 215
There was a wife wonn’d in a glen o 64
There was an auld wife had a wee pickle tow o 171
There was anes a maid and she 100’d na men & af< 57
There were twa doos sat in a dookit ... oEY Ao 279
There’s Anld Rob Morris that wons in yon glen e el TR253
There’s braw braw lads on Yarrow braes 219
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There’s Cauld Kail in Aberdeen
There’s Cauld Kml in Aberdeen
There’s fowth o’ braw Jockies and Jennies
There’s kames o’ hinnie *tween my love’s lipes e
There’s nae laddie comin’ for thee, my dear J ean o

There’s nae covenant now lassie

There’s nought but eare on every han’

There’s some say that wo wan

There’s waefu’ news in yon town

There’s was a wee bit wifukie was comin’ frac thie fair
They lighted a taper at the dead of night o
They say that Jockey'll speed well o't
Thickest night o’erhangs my dwelling 3
This is no mine ain house S5

Tho’ summer smiles on bank and brae

Thou art gane awa’, thou art gane awa’

Thou bonnie wood o’ Craigielea

Thou cauld gloomy Feber'war

Thou dark winding Carron onece pleasing to seo
Thou hast left me ever Jamie, thou hast left me ever
Thou ling’ring star with less’ning ray

Though dowie’s the winter sae gloomy and drear
Though Geordie reigns wi’ Jamie’s stead oo
Through Crookston Castle’s lanely wa’s ...

Thy cheek is o’ the rose’s hue

Tibby has a store of charms "
Tibbie Fowler o’ the glen ...
"Tis hinna ye heard man o’ Barrochan Je ean i

’Tis no very lang sinsyne .. o it

Tune your fiddles, tune them sweetly

To curb usurpation by th’ assistance of France
To daunton me, to daunton me

To daunton me, an’ me sae young ol

To your arms, to your arms, my bonnie H:ghland lads

To the Lords of Convention, ’twas Claverhouse spoke
Touch once more a sober measure
Turn again, thou fair Eliza
"Twas even, the dewy fields were green
*Tsvas na her bonnie blue o ’e was my ruin ...

*T'was on a Monday morning

‘Twas on a summer afternoon ..
"Twas summer, and saftly the breezes were blowm”
’Twas summer tide! the Cushat sang £
"Twas when the wan leaf frae the birk tree was fo'in

Up amang yon chffy rocks

Up, and rin awa’ Hawley
Up in the mommg s no for me

Upon a summer’s afternoon

Was ever old warrior of sufferings so weary
Weary f# you Duncan Gray b4
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‘We'll hap and row, we’ll hap and row . 288
‘We'll meet beside the dusky glen, on yon burnside o8 331
Wha the deil hae we gotten for a kmg . 508
‘Wha wadna be in love oo 32
‘Wha wadna fight for Charlie . 536
‘Wha will ride wi gallant Murray = 534
‘Wha'll buy my caller herrin’ 277
‘Whar hae ye been a’ day 308
‘Whare hae ye been sae braw lads . 496
‘What beauties does Flora disclose A 101
‘What can a young lassie, what shall a young Tassie Rl i
‘What gude the present day can gie 274
What ails you now my daintie Pate. A )
‘What’s this wi’ voice o' music sweet ... T 273
Where live ye my bonnie lass ... 263
When a’ ither bairnies are hush’d to their hnme 466
‘When cities of old days 465
‘When first I cam’ to be 8 man of twenty years or 50 oy 181
‘When first my dear laddie gaed to the greenhill 5 95
‘When France had her assistance lent 533
‘When gloamin o’er the welkin steals 381
‘When gowans sprinkled a’ the lea ... 383
‘When I began the world first vl 179
When I hae a saxpence under my thumb o 49
‘When innocent pastime our pleasures did erown 87
‘When I think on the sweet smiles 0’ my lassie ... 364
‘When I think on the world’s pelf & 5 61
‘When I upon thy bosom lean 3 187
‘When I was a miller in Fife . 449
‘When I left thee bonnie Scotland 560
‘When John and me were married 333
‘When Katie was scarce out nineteen ... - 357
‘When lonely thou wandered along by the wildwood ... . 384
‘When Maggie and me were acquaint 58
‘When my flocks upon the heathy hill are lying o at Test SE4TT
‘When o’er the hill the eastern star .. 1 243
‘When our ancient forefathers agreed with the laird 188
When Phoebus bright the azure skyes : 33
‘When poortith cauld, and sour disdain rah a0
When Rosie was faithful how happy was I 335
‘When shall the lover rest £ s . 392
‘When summer comes the swains on Tweed 117
‘When the sheep are in the fauld, and the kye o’ at hame 270
When trees did bud and fields were green 106
‘When we gaed to the braes o’ Mar 526
When we think on the days of auld ... 501
‘When white was my o'erlay as foam o’ the linn 350
‘When wild war’s deadly blast was blawn 235
‘Where Cart rins rowin to the sea 209
‘Where is your daddie gane, my little May L % 563
‘Where Quair rins sweet amang the flowers o w293



XX INDEX OF FIRST LINES.

While fops in saft Italian verse ...
‘While frequent on Tweed and on Tay

‘While the gray pinioned lark early mounts to the skies
‘Why hangs that eloud upon thy brow
‘Why, my Charlie, dost thou leave me

Why weep ye by the tlde, ladye
‘Wi’ a hundred pipers an’a’ an’ a’ oes
Will ye gae to the ewe buchts, Marion
Will ye gang o’er the lea rig o
Will ye gang wi’ me, lassie ...
Will ye gang wi’ me, Lizzie Lindsay

Will ye go to the Indies, my Mary e
‘Will ye come to the board I’vc prepared for you
Willie was a wanton wag ...
Willie Wastle dwelt on Tweed ...

Willy’s rare, and Willy’s fair 5
With broken words and downcast cyes e
‘With tuneful pipe and hearty glee ...
With waefu’ heart and sorrowing e’e
Ye banks and braes, and streams around

Ye banks and braes o’ bonnie Doon

Ye echoes that ring 'round the woods of Bowgrecn

Ye gales, that gently wave the sca e
Ye gallants bright, I rede ye right ..,
Ye gods was Strephon’s picture blest aed

Ye rivers so limpid and clear

Ye shepherds and nymphs that adormn the gay plam

Ye sunny braes that skirt the Clyde ...

Ye watchful guardian of the fair
Ye whigs are a rebellious crew

Ye wooer lads wha greet and grane

Ye'll 2’ ba’e heard tell o’ Rab Roryson’s bonnet

You may sing o’ your Wallace, and bmg o your Bruce
Young Charlie is a gallant lad

Young Peggie blooms our bonniest lass ..
Youre welcome, whigs, from Bothwell Brigs ...
You've surely heard o’ famous Neil o
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