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O LET ME IN THIS AE NIGHT.
BURNS.
TuNE—O let me in this ac night.

O LASSIE, art thou sleeping yet ?
Or art thou waukin’, I would wit ?
For love has bound me hand and foot,
And I would fain be in, jo.
O let me in this ae nig]
This ae, ae, ae night ;
For pity’s sake, this ae night,
O rise and let me in, jo.

Out ower the moss, out ower the muir,
I came this dark and drearie hour ;
And here I stand without the door,
Amid the pouring storm, jo.
O let me in, &ec.

Thou hear'st the winter wind and weet ;
Nae star blinks through the driving sleet ;
Tak’ pity on my wearie feet,
And shield me frae the rain, jo.
O let me in, &ec. .

The bitter blast that round me blaws,
Unheeded howls, unheeded fa’s ;
The cauldness o’ thy heart’s the cause
O’ 8’ my grief and pain, jo.
O let me in, &ec.

HER ANSWER.
BURNS.

O TELL nae me of wind and rain,
Upbraid na me wi’ cauld disdain !
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Gae back the gate ye cam again ;
I winna let you in, jo.
I tell you now, this ae night,
This ae, ae, ae night;
And, ance for a’, this ae night,
I winna let you in, jo.

The enellest blast, at mirkest hours,
That round the pathless wand'rer pours,
Is nought to what poor she endures,
That’s trusted faithless man, jo.
I tell you now, &e.

The sweetest flower that deck’d the mead,
Now trodden like the vilest weed ;
Let simple maid the lesson read,
The weird may be her ain, jo.
I tell you now, &ec.

The bird that charm’d this summer day,
Is now the cruel fowler's prey ;
Let witless, trusting woman say,
How aft her fate’s the same, jo.
I tell you now, &ec.

O STAY, SWEET WARBLING WOOD-
LARK.

BURNS.
TuNE—Loch-Erroch side.

O sTAY, sweet warbling wood-lark, stay,
Nor quit for me the trembling spray !
A hapless lover courts thy lay,
Thy soothing fond complaining.
%Ein, again that tender part,
at I may catch thy melting art ;



For surely that wad touch her heart,
Wha kills me wi’ disdaining.

Say, was thy little mate unkind,

And heard thee as the careless wind ?
Oh, nocht but love and sorrow join'd,
Sic notes of woe could wauken.

Thou tells o’ never-ending care,

O’ speechless grief, and dark despair ;

For pity’s sake, sweet bird, nae mair [
Or my poor heart is broken !

THIS IS NO MY AIN LASSIE.
BURNS.
TuNE—This is no my ain House,

O THIS is no my ain lassie,
Fair though the lassie be ;

O weel ken I my ain lassie,
Kind love is in her ee.

I see a form, I see a face,

Ye weel may wi’ the fairest place ;
It wants to me the witching grace,
The kind love that’s in her ee.

O this is no, &c.

She’s bonnie, blooming, straight, and tall,
And lang has had my heart in thrall ;
And aye it charms my vera saul,
The kind love that’s in her ee.
O this is no, 8c.

A thief sae pawkie is my Jean ;
She’ll steal a blink by &’ unseen ;
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Baut as light are lovers’ een,
When kind love is in the ee.
O this is no, &ec.

It may escape the courtly sparks,
It may escape the learned clarks ;
But weel the watching lover marks
The kind love that's in her ee.
O this is no my ain lassie, &ec.

YOUNG LOCHINVAR.*

SIR WALTER SCOTT.

O, YounG Lochinvar has come out of the west;
Through all the wide Border his steed was the best ;
And, save his good broadsword, he weapons had none :
He rode all unarm’d, and he rode all alone.

So faithful in love, and so gallant in war!

There never was knight like the young Lochinvar.

He stay’d not for brake, and he stopp’d not for stone ;
He swam the Esk river, where ford there was none:
Bat, ere he alighted at Netherby gate,

The bride had consented—the gallant came late—
For a laggard in love, and a dastard in war,

‘Was to wed the fair Helen of brave Lochinvar.

So boldly he enter'd the Netherby hall,
clansmen, and kinsmen, and brothers and all !
Then spake the bride's father, his hand on his sword,
g?or the poor craven bridegroom said never a word,)
, come ye in peace here, or come ye in war,
Or to dance at our bridal, young Lord Lochinvar 7—

© This admirable ballad, which first in Marmion, is founded
upon an old one, called ¢ Katherine J: »

v
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I long woo'd your danghter—my suit you denied ;
Lov?awelll hyke the Solway, but ebboylike its tide;
And now I am come, with this lost love of mine
To lead but one measure, drink one cup of wine.
There are maidens in Scotland more lovely by far,
That would gladly be bride to the young Lochinvar.

The bride kiss'd the goblet ; the knight took it up ;
He quaff’d off the wine, and he threw dewn the cup.
She look'd down to blush, and she look'd up to :lzg,
With a smile on her lips and a tear in her eye.

He took her soft hand ere her mother could bar:
Now tread we a measure | said young Lochinvar.

One touch on her hand, and one word in her ear,

When they reach’d the hall-door, and the charger stood
* mears;

So light to the the fair lady he s y

Soll;gl‘;:wthempsaddlebefmher{wspmngmgl'

She is won! we are gone, over bush, loch, and scaur ;

They'll bave fleet steeds that follow, quoth young
Lochinvar,

There was mounting ‘'mong Greemes of the Netherby
clan; .
Fosters, Fenwicks, and Musgraves, they rode and they

ran;
There was racing and chasing on Cannobie Lee,
But the lost bride of Netherby ne'er did they see.
So daring in love, and so dauntless in war,
Have ye e’er heard of gallant like young Lochinvar ?
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BESSIE BELL, AND MARY GRAY.

RAMSAY.
TuxE—Bessy Bell, and Mary Gray.

O, Bessie BeLL, and Mary Gray,
They were twa bonnie lasses ;
They biggit a bouir on yon burn-brae,
And theekit it ower wi’ rashes.
Bessie Bell I 1o’ed yestreen,
And thocht I ne’er could alter;
But Mary Gray’s twa pawky een
Gar'd 8’ my fancy falter.

Bessie’s hair’s like a lint-tap,
She smiles like a May mornin’,
When Pheebus starts frae Thetis’ lap,
- 'The hills with rays adornin’:
‘White is her neck, saft is her hand,
Her waist and feet fu’ genty,
With ilka grace she can command :
Her lips, O, wow ! they’re denty.

Mary’s locks are like the craw,
Her een like diamonds glances ;
She's aye sae clean, redd-up, and braw ;
She kills whene’er she dances.
Blythe as a kid, wi’ wit at will,
She blooming, tight, and tall is,
And guides her airs sae gracefu’ still;
0, Jove, she’s like thy Pallas !

Young Bessie Bell and Mary Gray,
Ye unco sair oppress us;

Our fancies jee between ye twa,
Ye are sic bonnie lasses.
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To ane by law we're stentit ; .
Then I'll draw cuts, and tak’ my fate,

Wae's me ! for baith I canna get;
And be wi’ ane contentit.®

Arsrsrssereseres

O, THIS IS MY DEPARTING TIME.

'TuNE—Go0d night, and joy be wi® you a’.

O, THIS is my departing time, '

ger maun I stay ;

s not a friend or foe o’ mine
But wishes that I were away.
What I hae done for lack o’ wit,

For here nae lan

There’

I never, never can recall !
Good night, and joy be with you all.+

I hope you're 2’ my friends as yet ;
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THE LAD THATS FAR AWA.

BURNS.*
TuNE—O’er: the hills and far awa.

O, now can I be blithe and glad,
Or how can I gang brisk and braw,

When the bonnie lad that I lo’e best '
Is o'er the hills and far awa ?

Tt’s no the frosty winter wind, :
It’s no the driving drift and snaw ;
But aye the tear comes in my ee
To think on him that'’s far awa.

My father pat me frae his door,
friends they hae disown'd me a’;
Bntfhaeanewilltakemypart,
The bonnie lad that's far awa.

A pair o’ gloves he gae to me,
And silken snoods he gae me twa;
And I will wear them for his sake,
The bonnie lad that’s far awa.

The weary winter soon will pass,

And spring will cleed the birken shaw ;
And my sweet babie will be born,

And he’ll come hame that’s far awa.

-mmmmwmrmmmmmdn
old song.



0, LOGAN, SWEETLY DIDST THOU
GLIDE.

BURNS.
TuNE—Logan Water.

O, LogaN, sweetly didst thou glide,
That day I was my Willie's bride ;
And years sinsyne hae ower us run,
Like Logan to the summer sun:

But now thy flowery banks appear
Like drumlie winter, dark and drear,
While my dear lad maun face his faes,
Far, far frae me and Logan braes.

Again the merry month of May
Has made o::tbyﬂls and valleys gay ;
The birds rejoice in leafy bowers,
The bees hum round the breathing flowers
Blythe morning lifts his rosy eye,
And evening’s tears are tears of joy :
%sonl, delightless, a’ surveys,
ile Willie’s far frae Logan braes.

Within yon milk-white hawthorn bush,
Amang her nestlings sits the thrush ;
Her faithfu’ mate will share her toil,
Or wi’ his sang her cares beguile:

But I, wi’ my sweet nurslings here,
Nae mate to help, nae mate to cheer,
Pass widow’d nights and joyless days,
While Willie's far frae Logan braes.

O, wae upon you, men o’ state,

" That bre rouse to deadly hate !
As ye make many a fond heart mourn,
Sae may it on your heads return!
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How can your flinty hearts enjoy

The widow’s tears, the orphan’s cry ?
But soon may peace bring happy days,
And Willie hame to Logan braes !

BOTHWELL BANK.
JOHN PINKERTON.
TUuNE—Bothwell Bank, thou blumest fair.
OxtheblytboBeltane,u I went
mysell attour the green bent,
V;Lereby the glancin® waves of Clyde,
Throch unchs and bangin’ hazels glide;
There, sadly sittin’ on a bras,
I heard a damsel speak her wae.

¢« Ob, Bothwell Bank, thow blumest fair,
But, ob, thou maks my heart fa’ sair !
Fora’ beneththyholumgrem

My luve and I wad sit at e’en;

W{Ale imroses and daisies, mixt

Wi’ blue bells, in my locks he fixt.

¢ But he left me ae drearie day,
And haply now lies in the clay;
Without ae sich his death to roun,
Without ae flowir his grave to croun !
Oh, Bothwell Bank, thou blumest fair,
But, oh, thou maks my heart fu’ sair.” *
*n thamﬁthyolnthuttheairw'hieh  song is

and of its beautiful owerword, or burden, a
work entitled ¢ Vem;au Restitution of Demyod lnu.l?gm
%pﬁmdum the year 1605. In journeying throug!

;é?i

at some period even then a saw 8 ntho
dootolahwn her child to the air of Bothwell Bank. Surprise
possession of his breast, and he imme-

dhhlymd fair singer. She turned out to be & native of Scot-
land, who, having wandered thither, was married to & Turk of rank, and
who still, far removed from her native land, tly reverted
to it in t, and oocasionally called up image by chanting the

it its
ditties in which its banks and braes, its woods and streams, were 20 freshly
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THE MILLER.
SIR JOHN CLERK OF PENNYCUICK.
TuNE—Merry may the Maid be.

O, MERRY may the maid be
"That marries the miller !
For, foul day or fair day,
He’s aye bringing till her.
H'as aye a penny in his pouch,
For dinner or for supper;
Wi’ beef, and pease, and melting cheese,
An’ lamps o’ yellow butter.

Behind the door stand bags o’ meal,
And in the ark is plenty,

And good hard cakes his mither bakes,
Andmonyasweeterdamty
A good fat sow, a sleeky cow,
Aresta.ndmgmthebyre,

Whilst winking puss, wi’ mealy mou,
Is playing round the fire.

Good signs are these, my mither says,
And bld! me take the miller;
A miller’s wife’s a merry wife,
And he’s aye bringing till her.
For meal or maut she’ll never want,
Till wood and water’s scanty ;
and 50 ly delinested. She introduced, the traveller to her bus-
hnd,whou uence in the country was eventually of much service to

him; an advan whhhhcemﬂdmzhnvemjand.hsdmtnothwdl
Bank bloomed mtonpou'leye,mdbemﬂumofmpmm

b’l;l:ahnl,imlf, o}h “:; .odlrudlln‘ ble notice, is
8 beautifully wooded piece , descen a steep semicircular
y > %mhhue)mthcbﬂnk

sweep from the foundaiions of Bothwell Casf
of theClydc.whlehhd:mn rlvetolnoble
the distance of



241

As lang as cocks and cackling hens,
She'll aye hae eggs in plenty.

In winter time, when wind and sleet
Shake ha-house, barn, and byre,

He sits aside a clean hemh-stane,
Before a rousing fire ;

O’er foaming ale he tells his tale ;
And aye, to show he’s happy,

He claps his weans, and dawtes his wife
Wi’ kisses warm and sappy.*

KENMURE'S ON AND AWA, WILLIE.
TUNE—=Kenmure’s on and awa.

O, KENMURE'’S on and awa, Willie,
O, Kenmure's on and awa ;

And Kenmure’s lord’s the bravest lord
That ever Galloway saw.

Success to Kenmure's band, Willie, .
Success to Kenmure’s band |

There's no a heart that fears a Whig,
'That rides by Kenmaure’s hand.

Here’s Kenmure's bealth in wine, Willie,
Here’s Kenmure’s health in wine!

There ne'er was a coward o’ Kenmure’s blude,
Nor yet o’ Gordon’s line.

0, Kenmure's lads are men, Willie,
O, Kenmure’s lads are men !
Their hearts and swords are metal true;
- And that their faes shall ken.
. !'ot another

ldmhu-xe"dl.md.“ y Euloll‘dhmm-
Thll IOII' first appeared in Yair's Chmnet.
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They'll live or die wi’ fame, Willie,
,T{ey’ll live or die wi’ fame ;

But sune wi' sound and victorie
May Kenmure's lord come hame !

Here's Ahim that’s far awa, Willie,
Here's Aim that’s far awa ;

And here’s the flower that I lo’e best,
The rose that’s like the snaw.*®

O! AS I WAS KIST YESTREEN.

TuNE—O, as I was kist yestreen.

O, as I was kist yestreen !

O, as I was kist yestreen !

T'll never forget till the day that I dee,
Sae mony braw kisses his grace gae me!

My father was sleeping, my mother was out,
And I was my lane, and in cam the Duke :
TI'll never forget till the day that I dee,

Sae mony braw kisses his grace gae me.

Kist yestreen, kist yestreen,

Up the Gallowgate, down the Green :
T'll never forget till the day that I dee,
Sae mony braw kisses his grace gae me.t

® From Cromek’s Remains of Nithsdale and Galloway Song, 1810.

t From Herd’s Collection, 1776, where it is mznﬁonex that the song was
written ¢ on the late Duke of le.” In Johnson’s Scots Musical Mu-
seum the Duke of Argyle is more distinctly . Thesong
is there said to have been ‘¢ composed on an amour of John Duke of Ar-
gyle,” the hero of Sheriff-muir, and whom Pope 80 justly described as

L le, the state’s whole thunder born to wield,
And alike the senate and the field.”
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