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Farewell to a' our Scottish fame,

Farewell our ancient glory
;

Farewell eVn to the Scottish name,

Sae famed in ancient story !

Now Sark rins ower the Solway sands,

And Tweed rins to the ocean,

To mark where England's province stands

Such a parcel of rogues in a nation !

What force or guile could not subdue,

Through many warlike ages,

Is wrought now by a coward few,

For hireling traitors' wages.

The English steel we could disdain,

Secure in valour's station
;

But English gold has been our bane

:

Such a parcel of rogues in a nation !

I would, ere I had seen the day,

That treason thus could sell us,

My auld gray head had lain in clay,

Wi' Bruce and loyal Wallace !

But pith and power, to my last h<?ur

I '11 make this declaration,

We 're bought and sold for English gold :

Such a parcel of rogues in a nation !

THE WEE, WEE GEKMAN LAIEDIE.

The Scottish Jacobites affected to consider the line chosen in

the act of succession as one of very poor account among European

sovereignties. George, the elector of Hanover, was, in their

esteem, but a small squire, in comparison with the old race of

monarchs whom he superseded. A song pouring unsparing

derision upon him under the name of The Wee, Wee German
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Lairdie, and couched, it must be admitted, in vigorous poetical

language, appeared in Cromek's Beliques of Nithsclale and

Galloway Song, 1810, with a note stating that it was one version

out of several which the editor had heard sung. This was trans-

ferred, with some verbal alterations, to Hogg's Jacobite Relics,

with an additional verse at the end, part of which the editor

said was from an older collection. Cromek—the victim of

the singular impostures of Allan Cunningham—and James

Hogg, are but fallacious authorities to rest upon. No matter.

The song has obtained a deserved poptdarity, and may be here

repeated, along with the air supplied by Hogg.
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Wha the deil hae we got -ten for a king, But a
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wee, wee Ger-man lair - die? And, when we gaed to
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bring him hame, He was delv - ing in his yar - die :
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Sheughing kail, and lay -ing leeks, But the hose, and
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but the breeks ; And up his beg - gar duds he cleeks—This
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Wha the deil hae we gotten for a king,

But a wee, wee German lairdie ?

And, when we gaed to bring him hanie,

He was delving in his yardie :

Sheughing kail, and laying leeks,

But 1 the hose, and but the breeks
;

And up his beggar duds he cleeks

—

This wee, wee German lairdie.

And he 's clapt down in our guidman's chair,

The wee, wee German lairdie
;

And he 's brought fouth o' foreign trash,

And dibbled them in his yardie.

He 's pu'd the rose o' English loons,

And broken the harp o' Irish clowns
;

But our thistle taps will jag his thumbs

—

This wee, wee German lairdie.

Come up amang our Highland hills,

Thou wee, wee German lairdie,

And see how the Stuarts' lang-kail thrive

They dibbled in our yardie :

And if a stock ye dare to pu',

Or haud the yoking o' a plough,

We '11 break your sceptre o'er your mou',

Thou wee bit German lairdie.

Our hills are steep, our glens are deep,

Nae fitting for a yardie
;

And our Norland thistles winna pu',

Thou wee bit German lairdie :

And we 've the trenching blades o' weir,

Wad prune ye o' your German gear

—

We '11 pass ye 'neath the claymore's shear,

Thou feckless German lairdie !

1 "Without.
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Auld Scotland, thou 'rt ower cauld a hole

For nursin' siccan vermin

;

But the very dogs o' England's court

They hark and howl in German.

Then keep thy dibble in thy ain hand,

Thy spade but and thy yardie
;

For wha the deil now claims your land,

But a wee, wee German lairdie ?

THE PIPER O' DUNDEE.

Dundee, as the winter haunt of the Forfarshire gentry, was,

in 1 7 15, as remarkable for its Jacobite prepossessions as it has

since been for the meritorious industry which in sixty years has

quadrupled its population. So much may be said in partial

explanation of an enigmatical song, called The Piper 0' Dundee,

which seems to hint at a private meeting of the Jacobite party

in preparation for the rising under the Earl of Marr. It can

only be added, that if Carnegie of Finhaven was the person

meant by the piper of Dundee, he proved a roguey indeed, as he

afterwards deserted his party—not to speak of his proving the

best runner from the field of Sheriff-muir.
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The pip - er came to our town, To
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our town, to our town, The pip - er came to
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our town, And he played bon - ni - lie.
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