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Ol'm wat, wat,

I 'm wat and weary ;

Yet fain I 'd rise and run

If I thought to meet my dearie.

When I sleep I dream,

When I wauk I 'm eerie ;

Sleep I can get nane,

For thinkin' o' my dearie.

Lanely night comes on
;

A' the lave are sleeping ;

I think on my love,

And blear my een wi' greeting.

Feather-beds are soft,

Painted rooms are bonnie ;

But a kiss o' my dear love

Is better far than ony.

for Friday's night,

Friday at the gloaming !

for Friday's night

!

Friday 's lang o' coming.

THE LEE-EIG.

There was an old rustic song, of which the first verse only Las

been preserved

:

I '11 rowe thee o'er the lee-rig,

My ain kind dearie, O ;

I '11 rowe thee o'er the lee-rig,

My ain kind dearie, 0.

Although the night were ne'er sae wet,

And I were ne'er sae weary, 0,

I'll rowe thee o'er the lee-rig,

My ain kind dearie, 0.
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"While the verses were homely and unfit for the polite, the

air had liveliness and character sufficient to recommend it for

preservation in Oswald's Collection. Robert Fergusson after-

wards composed to it the song here presented. At a subsequent

period, Burns composed a song to the same air.
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Will ye gang o'er the lee-rig,

My ain kind dearie, 0,

And cuddle there sae kindly

Wi' me, my kind dearie, ?

At thorny dike and birken-tree,

We '11 daff and ne'er be weary, O,

They '11 scug ill een frae you and me,

My ain kind dearie, 0.

Nae herds wi' kent and colly there

Shall ever come to fear ye, ;

But laverocks whistling in the air

Shall woo, like me, their dearie, O.

While others herd their lambs and ewes,

And toil for warld's gear, my jo,

Upon the lee my pleasure grows,

Wi' you, my kind dearie, 0.

KIND ROBIN LO'ES ME.

There was a very old song called Kind Robin Lo'es Me, but of

a rude and homely character, and of which no more than

two verses have been preserved :

Hech, hey, Robin, quo' she,

Hech, hey, Robin, quo' she,

Hech, hey, Robin, quo' she,

Kind Robin lo'es me, &c.

In Herd's Collection appeared the song here presented, which
has been much a favourite in Scotland.




