
WOE'S MY HEART THAT WE SHOULD SUNDER. 329

Without the help of art,

Like flowers that grace the wild,

She did her sweets impart,

Whene'er she spoke or smiled
;

Her looks they were so mild,

Free from affected pride,

She me to love beguiled,

I wished her for my bride.

0, had I all that wealth,

Hopetoun's high mountains fill,

Insured lang life and health,

And pleasure at my will

;

I 'd promise and fulfil,

That none but bonnie she,

The lass o' Patie's Mill,

Shoidd share the same wi' me.

WOE'S MY HEART THAT WE SHOULD SUNDER.
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With brofc - en words and down - cast eyes, Poor
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Col - in spoke his pas - sion ten - der, And
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part - ing with his Griz - zy cries, Ah woe's my heart that
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we should sun - der; To oth - ers I
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cold as snow, But kin - die with thine
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eyes like tin - der, From thee with pain I 'm forced to go, It
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breaks my heart that we should sun -der.

With, broken words and downcast eyes,

Poor Colin spoke his passion tender,

And parting with his Grizzy cries,

Ah woe 's my heart that we should sunder
;

To others I am cold as snow,

But kindle with thine eyes like tinder,

From thee with pain I 'm forced to go,

It breaks my heart that we should sunder.

Chained to thy charms, I cannot range,

No beauty now my love shall hinder,

Nor time, nor place, shall ever change

My vows, though we 're obliged to sunder.

The image of thy graceful air,

And beauties which invite our wonder,

Thy lively wit, and prudence rare,

Shall still be present though we sunder.

Dear nymph, believe thy swain in this,

You '11 ne'er engage a heart that 's kinder,

Then seal a promise with a kiss,

Always to love me, though we sunder.
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Ye powers, take care of my dear lass,

That as I leave her I may find her.

When that blessed time shall come to pass,

We '11 meet again, and never sunder.

This song was composed by Eamsay, to supersede a homely

one which had long possessed popidar favour. An air under the

title of Alace my Heart that toe should Sunder appears in Play-

ford's Collection, 1700. There is also one, essentially different

from the above, in the Skene Manuscript, under the title of

Alace this Night that we suld Sinder.

THE HIGHLAND LADDIE.

The old tune of the Highland Laddie, consisting of but one

part, was fitted by Eamsay with the following words, and

published in the Orpheus Caledonius. A second part was after-

wards added. The song, however, has long been adapted by the

irresistible will of the people to the air here subjoined.
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The Low -land lads they think they're fine, But they're vain and
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id - ly gaw-dy! How much un-like the graceful mien And
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man - ly looks of my Highland lad - die. my bon - me

E^fcfr^EjfgEgEgSgJ-^-Mm
Highland lad - die, My handsome, charming, Highland lad - die ! May




