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This lovely youth of whom I sing,

Is fitted for to be a king
;

On his breast he wears a star :

Yon 'd tak him for the god of war.

! to see this princely one

Seated on a royal throne !

Disasters a' would disappear

;

Then begins the jub'lee year.

YOU'RE WELCOME, CHAELIE STUART.

Under the general feeling of irritation left in Scotland by
the behaviour of the victorious army of Cumberland, a warm
welcome was given, beyond Jacobite circles, to a song which

then came into circulation, being set to a tune called Miss

Steioartfs Reel.
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You 're wel - come, Char - lie Stu - art, You 're welcome, Char - lie
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Stuart, You're welcome, Char- He Stuart, There 's none so right as
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thou art ! Had I the pow'r as I 're the will, I 'd
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make thee fam - ous by my quill, Thy foes I 'd scat - ter,
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take, and kill, Frae Billingsgate to Du - art.
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You 're welcome, Charlie Stuart,

You 're welcome, Charlie Stuart,

You 're welcome, Charlie Stuart,

There 's none so right as thou art

!

Had I the power as I 've the will,

I 'd make thee famous by my quill,

Thy foes I 'd scatter, take, and kill,

Frae Billingsgate to Duart.

Thy sympathising complaisance,

Made thee believe intriguing France

;

But woe is me for thy mischance,

Which saddens every true heart.

Had'st thou Culloden battle won,

Poor Scotland had not been undone,

Nor butchered been with sword and gun
By Lockhart and such cowards.

Kind Providence, to thee a friend,

A lovely maid did timely send,

To save thee from a fearful end,

Thou charming Charlie Stuart

!

Great glorious prince, we firmly pray,

That she and we may see the day,

When Britons all with joy shall say,

You 're welcome, Charlie Stuart.

Though Cumberland, the tyrant proud,

Doth thirst and hunger after blood,

Just Heaven will preserve the good,

To fight for Charlie Stuart.1

Upon the anniversary of the Battle of Culloden in 1749,

Borne military officers attending the theatre in the Canongate,

1 There are three verses more, of inferior merit.
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Edinburgh, called to the musicians for the tune of Culloden;

whereupon the audience, in resentment, demanded You're

Welcome, Charlie Stuart, and had their request complied with.

A riot, ending in the complete humiliation of the officers, was
the consequence.

LADY KEITH'S LAMENT.

The following song appears in Hogg's Collection, without any

indication of its origin. Its very beauty as a pathetic effusion

provokes a suspicion of its genuineness ; and, indeed, it bears

all the marks of having proceeded from Hogg's own pen. The
air is a variety of The Boyne Water.
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I may sit in my wee croo house, At the
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rock and the reel to toil fu' drea - ry;
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I may think on the day that's gane, And
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sigh and sab till I grow wea - ry.
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I ne'er could brook, I ne'er could brook, A




