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Though lyart he ray locks and gray,

And. eild has crook'd me down—what matter

!

I'll dance and sing ae other day,

The day our king comes ower the water.

A curse on dull and drawling Whig,

The whining, ranting, low deceiver,

Wi' heart sae black, and look sae big,

And canting tongue o' clisk-ma-claver !

My father was a guid lord's son,

My mother was an earl's daughter ;

And I'll be Lady Keith again,

That day our king comes ower the water.

OVER THE WATER TO CHARLIE.

g^p^^^^i
Come boat me o'er, Come row me o'er, Come

fm^^f&^mm^
boat me o'er to Char-lie; I'll gie John Ross an-

pf^M$=^mm?mf
o - ther baw - bee To fer - rj me o'er to Char - lie.

jpM^^m^ig-j^Hr
We '11 o'er the wa - ter and o'er the sea, We '11
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pEgEs^E^mmm^m
o'er the wa - ter to Char - lie ; Come weal, come woe, we 11

p^^f^^^^m
gather and go, And live and die wi' Char -lie.

Come boat me o'er, come row me o'er,

Come boat me o'er to Charlie
;

I'll gie John Ross another bawbee

To ferry me o'er to Charlie.

We'll o'er the water and o'er the sea,

We'll o'er the water to Charlie
;

Come weal, come woe, we '11 gather and go,

And live and die wi' Charlie.

Weel, weel, I lo'e my Charlie's name,

Though some there be that abhor him ;

But oh to see Auld Nick gaun hame,

And Charne's foes before him !

I swear by moon and stars sae bright,

And the sun that glances early,

If I had twenty thousand lives,

I 'd risk them a' for Charlie !

I once had sons, I now hae nane,

I bred them, toiling sairly ;

And I wad bear them a' again,

And lose them a' for Charlie !

This song probably took its rise about the time when a section

of the people of Scotland acted with such sad results upon its

sentiment. In coming to us, however, through the hands of

Burns and Hogg, it has doubtless sustained some changes. The
tune appeared in the fourth volume of Oswald's Pocket Companion.




