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But when Argyle did view our line,

And them in order saw, Willie,

He straught gaed to Dunblane again,

And back has left did draw, Willie
;

And we to Auchterarder gaed,

To wait a better fa', Willie.

Up and waur, &c.

Now if ye spier wha wan the day,

I 've telled ye what I saw, Willie
;

We baith did fight, and baith did beat,

And baith did rin awa', Willie.

So there 's my canty Highland sang

About the thing I saw, Willie.

Up and waur them a', Willie,

Up and waur them a', Willie.

It will be readily observed that the air of There 's nae Luck
about the House is merely a slightly modified version of Up and
Waur them a\ Willie.

THE CAMPBELLS ABE COMING.
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The Campbells are com - in', - ho, - ho, The
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Campbells are com - in', - ho, - ho, The
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Campbells are com - in' to bon - nie Loch - le - ven, The
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Campbells are com - in', - ho, - ho
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Up-
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the Lo - monds I lay, lay, Up -
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on the Lo - monds I lay, lay,
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look - it down to bon - nie Loch - le - ven, And

^Mi=N^
saw three perch - es play, play.

The Campbells are comin', Olio, Olio,

The Campbells are comin', Oho, Oho,

The Campbells are comin' to bonnie Lochleven,

The Campbells are comin', Oho, Oho !

Upon the Lomonds I lay, I lay,

Upon the Lomonds I lay, I lay,

I lookit down to bonnie Lochleven,

And saw three perches play, play.

Great Argyle he goes before,

He mats his cannons and guns to roar
;

Wi' sound o' trumpet, fife, and drum,

The Campbells are comin', Oho, Oho

!
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The Campbells they are a' in arms,

Their loyal faith and truth to shew,

WI' banners rattlin' in the wind,

The Campbells are cornin', Oho, Oho !

The tune has in this case preserved a rather foolish and not

very intelligible song : it has long been considered as the

Cam'pbells' March. Most probably the verses took their rise in

some of the movements connected with the insurrection of

1715.
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AWA', WHIGS, AWA'
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wa', Whigs, a - wa' ! A - Tva', Whigs, a
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wa'! Ye 're but a pack o* trait - or loons, Ye '11
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do nae guid at a'
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Our thris - ties flourished
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fre3h and fair, And bon - nie bloomed our ros - es ; But
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Whigs cam like a frost in June, And
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vn - thered a' our pos - ies!




