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In England my black bird and I were together,

Where he was still noble and generous of heart.

Ah ! woe to the time that first he went thither !

Alas ! he was forced from thence to depart

!

In Scotland he 's deem'd, and highly esteem'd
;

In England he seemeth a stranger to he ;

Yet his fame shall remain in France and in Spain ;

—

All bliss to my black bird, wherever he be !

What if the fowler my black bird has taken !

Then sighing and sobbing will be all my tune
;

But if he is safe I '11 not be forsaken,

And hope yet to see him in May or in June.

For him, through the fire, through mud and through mire,

I '11 go ; for I love him to such a degree,

Who is constant and kind, and noble of mind,

Deserving all blessings, wherever he be !

It is not the ocean can fright me with danger,

Nor that like a pilgrim I wander forlorn
';

I may meet with friendship from one is a stranger,

More than of one that in Britain is born.

I pray Heaven, so spacious, to Britain be gracious, .

Though some there be odious to both him and me.

Yet joy and renown, and laurels shall crown

My black bird with honour, wherever he be.

THE WHITE COCKADE.
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My love was born in A- ber-deen, The bonniest lad that
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e'er was seen, But now he maks my heart full sad, He's
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ta'en the field wi' his white cockade. he's a rantin'
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rov - in' blade, he 's a brisk and bonnie lad, Be -
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tide what may, my heart is glad To see my lad wi' his

fffcDq
white cockade

!

My love was born in Aberdeen,

The bonniest lad that e'er was seen,

But now be maks my heart full sad,

He 's ta'en the field wi' his white cockade.

he's a rantin' rovin' blade,

Ohe'sa brisk and bonnie lad,

Betide what may, my heart is glad

To see my lad wi' his white cockade I
1

I '11 sell my rock, I '11 sell my reel,

My rippling-kaim and spinning-wheel,

To buy my lad a tartan plaid,

A braid sword, durk, and a white cockade.

1 Variation in Herd's Collection :

: Betide what will, I '11 get me ready,

And follow the lad wi' the tartan plaidie.'
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I '11 sell my rokelay and my tow,

My guid gray mare and hackit cow,

That every loyal Buchan lad,

May tak' the field wi' his white cockade.1

JOHNIE COPE.

The sad mismanagement of Sir John Cope, as commander of

the little government army at first opposed to Prince Charles

Stuart, September 1745, formed a subject of triumphant scorn

to the Jacobites, and indeed of general derision. The feeling

of the hour was embodied in a rustic song to a tune called

Fy to the Hills in the Morning, which was at once taken up
as a general favourite, and has ever, since so remained, as it

probably will for a long time to come.
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Cope sent a let - ter frae Dun - tar :— 0,
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Charlie, meet me an ye daur, And I '11 learn you the
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art 0' war, If you'll meet me in the morn-ing. Hey,
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Johnie Cope, are ye wauking yet? Or are your drums a-

1 A version of this song, slightly different from the above, appears in

Herd's Collection. We have here mainly followed Hogg.




