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JOHN GRUMLIE.

John Grumlie swore by the light o’ the moon,
And the green leafs on the tree,
That he could do more work in a day
Than his wife could do in three.
His wife rese up in the morning
Wi’ cares and troubles enow—
John Grumlie bide at hame, John,
And I'll go haud the plow.

First ye maun dress your children fair,
And put them &’ in their gear ;

And ye maun turn the malt, John,
Or else ye'll spoil the beer:

And ye maun reel the tweel, John,
That I span yesterday ;

And ye maun ca’ in the hens, John,
Else they’ll all lay away.

O he did dress his children fair,
And put them &’ in their gear;
Baut he forgot to turn the malt,
And so he spoil'd the beer :
And he sang loud as he reeled the tweel
That his wife span yesterday ;
Baut he forgot to put up the hens,
And the hens all layed away.
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The hawket crummie loot down nae milk ;
He kirned, nor butter gat ;

And o’ gade wrang, and nought gade right,
He danced with rage and grat:

Then up he ran to the head o’ the knowe
Wi mony a wave and shout—

She heard him as she heard him not,
And steered the stots about.

John Grumlie’s wife came hame at e’en,
A weary wife and sad,
And burst into a lsughter loud,
And laughed as she’d been mad ;
While John Grumlie swore by the light o’ the moon
And the green leafs on the tree,
If my wife should na win a pennie a day
She’s aye have her.will for me.

The resemblance of the story of honest John Grumlie
to the Gude-wife of Auchtermuchty must strike every
reader: but I by no means imagine it to be the original
of that exquisite production. The humour is less vigor-
ous and free, and the portrait of domestic manners and
mishaps less ample and striking. It is however an old
song and a favourite among the peasantry of Nithadale,
where it was formerly sung at weddings, househeatings,
prentice-bindings, and other times of fixed or casual con-
viviality. I took it from the recitation of Mr. George
Duff of Dumfries, with whose father it was a great
favourite. It was once the fashion to conceal a moral or
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convey a character under a name ; and « Lusty Juventis”
and “John Grombell,” and many others of the same great
families, had each their characteristic part assigned them
in the old instructive moralities. Ritson imagined he
saw the rudiments of the Wife of Auchtermuchty in a
story in the Silva Sermonum jocundissimorum, published
in 1568 ; and Mr. David Laing, who has obliged the
lovers of old world lore with a very beautiful edition of
the Scottish poem, says there is a striking similarity in
many of the incidents. I know not how far this resem-
blance goes, but the genius which transferred it out of
the peculiarities of a foreign tongue with such felicity
and rustic grace into our homely dialect had a task
nearly equalling original composition. In the Banna-
tyne Manuscripts the poem has the signature of < Mofat,”
and tradition ascribes it to Sir John Moffatt, one of the
Pope’s knights.

THERE DWALT A MAN INTO THE ' WEST.

There dwalt a man into the west,
And O gin he was cruel,

For on his bridal night at e’en

- He gat up and grat for gruel.
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They brought to him a gude sheep head,
A napkin and a towel : '

Gar tak thae whim-whams far frae me,
And bring to me my gruel.

But there’s nae meal in a’ the house,
What will we do, my jewel ?

Get up the powk and shake it out,
I winna want my gruel.

But there’s nae milk in &’ the house,
Nor yet a spunk o’ fuel :

Gae warm it in the light o’ the moon,
I winna want my gruel.

O lake-a-day for my first wife,
Wha was baith white and rosie,

She cheered me aye at e’ening fa’
Wi’ something warm and cozie :

Farewell to pleasant draps o’ drink,
To buttered brose and gruel ;

And farewell to my first sweet wife,
My cannie Nancie Newell.

I owe whatever is curious and humorous of this sn-
cient song to the kindness of Sir Walter Scott, from whose
recitation I wrote it. Whatever is new and dull must
be attributed to me, since I ventured to alter the last
lines of the second verse, and to add the third. Our
ancestors had a lively sense of the humorous and the
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droll, since they sought and found them in many a
situation and circumstance where few lyric poets of the
Ppresent age would venture to seek for them. Who would
now, when the stockirig is thrown and the bridesmaid
barred out, make the bridegroom get up and greet for
gruel? Yet our forefathers laughed sometimes when we
should think mirth unpolite. I remember the remains
of an old song which, bequeathing its name to a popular
air, still survives as a specimen of the humour of ancient
days. It may still be remembered under the name of
¢« The Bridegroom greets when the sun gangs down.”
Of the little left I shall give a specimen :~-

It’s lang till day, quo’ the silly bridegroom,
I'll sit a wee while langer and clout my shoon ;
I'll gie any man a hundred marks an’ three
This night that wad bed wi’ a bride for me.

Come in to your bride, thou silly bridegroom, |
The lily white sheets they are weel spread down !

But I dare not quote any more of this lively lyric: the
invitation of the bridesmaid and the answer of the bride-
groom might please a less scrupulous generation, but
they would make ours blush.
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OER BOGIE.

I will awa’ wi’ my love, -
I will awa’ wi’ her,
The’ &’ my kin had sworn and said,
I'll o’er Bogie wi’ her.
If I can get but her consent,
I dinna care a strae;
Tho’ ilka ane be discontent,
Awa’ wi her I'll gae.

For now she’s mistress of my heart,
And wordy of my hand,

And well I wat we shanna part
For siller or for land.

Let rakes delyte to swear and drink,
And beaus admire fine lace,

But my chief pleasure is to blink
On Betty’s bonny face.

There a’ the beauties do combine,
Of colour, treats, and air,

The soul that sparkles in her een
Makes her a jewel rare:

Her flowing wit gives shining life
To a’ her other charms ;

How bless’d I'll be when she’s my wife,
And lock’d up in my arms!
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There blithely will I rant and sing,
While o’er her sweets I range,
I'll cry, Your humble servant, king !
Shame fa’ them that wa'd change

A kiss of Betty and a amile,
Albeit ye wad lay dowa

The right ye hae to Britain’s isle,
And offer me ye'r crown.

The oral fragments I have collected of this song are
unworthy of the popular air. ¢ O’er Bogie” is used as
a8 proverbial expression; those who are wedded by a
magistrate instead of their parish minister make what
is called an “ O’er Bogie marriage,” which merits and
generally obtains the censure of the kirk. Some of the
fragments are curious.

I'll awa’ wi’:my love,
I'll swa’ wi’ her—

Though all her kin had sworn her dead,
I'll o’er Bogie wi’ her:

I'll o’er Bogie, o’er Bogie,
O’er Bogie wi’ her ;

. She’s far far o'er sweet a quean

For me to stay frae her.

From the old verses Allan Ramsay borrowed the
chorus, and added. the song for his collection. It was
published by Thomson in 1725. The air is a great
favourite. I am not so certain of the popularity of the
words.

VOL. I1I. K
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In the song of “ Cauld Kale in Aberdeen,” frequent
allusion is made to the Reel of Bogie; but the Bogie of
the old song seems a district :

I wadnae want my cegie, lass,
I wadna want my cegie :

I wadnse gie my three girr'd cog
For o’ the queans in Bogie. -

SIR HUGH.

Sir Hugh rode o’er the moorland brown,
And through the greenwood free,
And high o’er head a bonnie bird
Sang loud frae tree to tree:
Make haste! make haste now! good Sir Hugh,
And stir your steed mair rude ;
Gin ye kenn'd wha lay in your bower,
Ye’d dip yere spurs in blude.

Sir Hugh rode through the good greenwood,
And down the moonlight river,

While o’er his head the bonnie bird
Sung louder far than ever:

Make haste! make haste now! good Sir Hugh,
And spur your courser free—

For there’s 2 knight in thy lady’s bower,
Whom she loves mair than thee.
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Ye lie! ye He! my bonnie bird,
On my true-love ye lie!

And gin ye sing that song sgain,
I'll shoot my shaft at thee.

Sharp is your shaft, the sweet bird sang,
Bat ere it leaves the string,

O! I'll have flown to a higher tree,
Ard londer shall I sing.

O! I was one of gorlines four,.
Nursed 'neath the hollin tree;

'There canre a kite wi’ a yellow foot,
And ate them all but me :

He looked on me wi’ his big bright een,
And weighed me in his claw,

When frae Sir Hugh’s bow came a shaft,
And merry I flew awa’.

O! I have wandered much on land,
And sailed far on the sea ;

And the birdie that can spoak and sing
Is a welcome bird to me.

O! first I ate the red witch berry,
The green buds of the beech,

And syne I drank of the fairy well,

And changed my sang to speech.

Away he rode, and the sweet bird flew,
The live long summer night ;
K2
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And when he. came: to his lady’s bower,
The east was streaked wi’ light:

And loud and loud the wee bird sang—
The night dawns into day, .

And he that's abed wi’ another man’s wife,
May wish he were weel away.

The day dawns, quo’ the fause, fause knight,
The bird sings on the tree,

And the bird that can baith speak and sing
Comes for nae mirth to me.

She linked her left arm round his neck,
And syne she linked the right,

While all her bosom’s drifted sngw
Was flushed with morning light.

Your hounds feed in my- cellar, love,
On white bread and on gray—
Your horse stands in my stable, love,
O'er winnowed corn and hay—
Your hawk is perched on my perch-tree,
And ye are close wound in my twa arms— -
How can ye lang for day?

The light shone on that fause knight’s plume,
And on his green attire,

When he rushed through the secret porch
As fast as flashing fire. '
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O! I'd sung wi’ a corncrake’s pipe,
And flown wi’ wings o’ lead,

Had your sharp arrow failed to cast
A dead man from yon steed !

Many of my readers are acquainted with this ancient
lyric under the name of The Bonnie Birdie, and some-
thing of a similar story is popular under the name of
Little Musgrave and Lord Barnard. The Bonnie Birdie,
wild and singular as it is, with a dramatic boldness
shout it, and much of the true feeling of Gothie ro-
mmnce, seems deformed by the everlasting chirrup of
“ O dear! gin it were day,” and.the senseless recur-
rence of ‘ diddle,” which, whatever emotions it may
have excited in ancient times, has lost its power to
please now, and can only be considered as a dead bough
on a green tree. The account which the wondrous
bird gives of itself is equally fanciful and curious in all
the copies, but there is a difference far too remarkable
to escape notice :

- O! where was ye gotten—where was ye clecked ?
My bonnie bird, tell me.
© O! I was clecked in the good green wood,
In the midst o’ 8 holly tree ;
And ye came ae day and harried my nest,
And gae me to thy ladie:

Wi’ good white bread and new milked milk
Ye bade her feed me oft,
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And gae in her hand a simmer wand,
To ding me sindle and soft. .

I got nae bread nor new milked milk,
But I got the wand full oft ;—

Had her hand been kind as it was white,
Wad I talled her gude lord sught?

I have chpsen to adhere to the variation retained.in a
recited copy, and have ventured to eke out an imperfect
passage or two, that the narrative, startling and. shrupt
8 it is, might continue connected. Poets have for a
lang while deprived birds of the use.of speech, and have
sought to’ commuanicate to their readers the romantic
peortions of their narratives in a less fanciful way.

I'LL NEVER LOVE THEE MORE.

My dear and only love, I pray
That little world of thee -

Be govern’d by no other sway,
But purest monarchy ;

For if confusion have a part,
Which virtnous souls abhor,

I'll call a synod in my heart,
And never love thee more.
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As Alegander I will reign,
And I will reign alone,

My thoughts did evérmore disdain
A rival on my throne.

He either fears his fate too much,
Or his deserts are small,

Who dares not put it to the touch,
To gain or lose it all.

Bat I will reign, and govern still,
And always give the law,

And have each subject st my will,
And all to stand in awe:

Bat ’gainst my batt’ries if I find
Thou storm or vex me sore,

As if thou set me as.a blind,
I'll never love thee more.

And in the empire of thy heart, -
Where I should solely be,

If others do pretend a part,
Or dare to share with me ;

Or committees if thou erect,
Or go on such a score, -

I'll smiling mock at thy neglect,
And never love thee more.

But if no faithless action stain
Thy love and constant word,
I’ll make thee famous by my pen,

And glarious by my sword.
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I'il werrve thee in sueh oble waysy <: "
As ne'er was known before;: . .
¥’H deck and orown thy head with bays,
And love thee' more snd nve. . -~ ¢ '
This is the eomponﬂon ofJames Gnhule,vth xllum
trious Marquis of Mentrose, and seems much more like
a manifesto of his political feelings-and principles than
a record of ardent and romantic affection. But as John
Knox preached when .he wooed, so -Montrose may be
allowed to make a speech on the state of the nation
when he wrote a song en ‘his lady. -Certainly the ari-
stocyatic principles are better adapted for the machinery
of a domestic poem, full of fond attachment and single-
ness of heart, than those of a democracy; and the wisk
to reign alone, expressed by the mnorthern hero, will be
echoed, in household matters, fromi John o’ Groat’s to
the Land's-end. The following have always appeared
to me four noble and tharscteristio lines:

He either fears his fate tao much,
Or his deserts are small, -
Whoduunotputitwthetmeh.

Togamorlueltall

ﬂefollowingspodmoﬁkirkdildplimiscnﬁms,
and gives us an accurate picture of a period when far
more power than religion ought to possess was lodged in
the hands of the pastors. It is fromthe session book of
one of the Scottish parishes :— Seturdsy, 19 Dec. 1646,
Compeared James Hutcheon, mur. and confessed his
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groes fault in drinking James Grahame’s health : is or-
dained to acknowledge .his offence upen his bare knees
in the sessien-house, and pay one dollar to the poor.”—
On his bare knees to brother-worms and fellow-mortals !
~—Well done, ye meek and humble christiaus of the year
of grace 1646

THE COCK LAIRD. .

A Cock laird fou cadgie

With Jenay did meet,
He haws'd her, he kise'd ber, .

And ca’d her his sweet.
Wilt thou gee alang

Wi’ me, Jenny, Jenmie?
Thouse be my ain leman,

Jo Jenny, quoth be..

If I gue alang wi’ ye,
Ye mauna fail -
To feast me with caddels
And good hacket-kail.
The deel’s in your nicety,
Jenny, quoth he, .
Masyna bannocks of bear-meal
Be better for thee?
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And I msun hae pinners,
With pearling set roun,
A skirt of the puddy,
And a waistcoat of brown.
Awa with sic vanities,
Jenny, quoth he,
For kurchys and kirtles
Are fitter for thee.

My lairdship can yield me .
As meikle a-year,
As had us in pottage
And good knockit bear :
But baving nae tenants,
O Jeany, Jennle,
To buy aught I ne'er have
A penny, quoth he.

The Borrowstoun merchants
Will sell ye on tick,
For we maun hae braw things,
Albeit they shoud break.
When broken, frae care
The fools are set free,
When we make them lairds
In the Abbey, queth she.

The humour of this ancient song was far broader in
Allan Ramsay's days: he lessened the vulgarity, height-
ened the humour, and rendered it more pure and pass-
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able for good company, and then put it in his Miscel-
lany. Al this seems not to have satisfied the editor of
the Orpheus Caledonius, who admired the old words so
much that he printed them boldly; and I have yet.to
learn that any critie accused him of indelicacy :—to us
the words appear gross and inexcusable. One of the
verses is so characteristic of female vanity, that it de-
serves to be restored to the text:

Gin you’d hae me look bonnie
And shine like the moon,

I maun hae katlets and patlets
And camrel-heeled shoon,

And craig-claiths and Ing-babs,
And rings twa or three.

Hout! the deel’s in your vanity,
Jenny, quo’ he.

Those verses which differ from Ramsay’s copy differ
so much in an indelicate way, that I ean quote no more ;
and they are very worthy of the oblivion which awaits
them.
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JOCKIE, FOU AND JENNY FAIN.

Jockie fou and Jenny fain,

. Jenny was nse ill to gain ;

; She wasconthy, he wis kind, <
Thus the wooer tell'd his mind :
Jenny, I'll nae mair be nice—
Gie me love at ony price ;

I’ll ne’er-stand for red or white,
Love alane can give delight.

Ithers seek, they kenna what,
Features, carrisge, and a’-that ;
Gie me love in her I court, -
Love to love makes a’ the sport:
Let love sparkle in her ee,

Let her love nge man bat me,—
That's the tocher gude I prise,
There the lover’s treasure lies.

Colours mingled unco fine,
Common metives lang sinsyne,
Never can engage my love—
Let my fancy first approve :
*Tis na’ meat but appetite
Makes our eating a delight—«
Beauty is at best deceit,
Fancy only kens nae cheat.
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Who the author of this original and pithy song was,
it is in vain to inquire. It first appeared in Allan
Ramsay’s collection; where it is marked: as an old song
with additions. How much is old, and how much be-
longs to the days of Allan, cannot be ascertained; in
truth, it seems all alike old, even including the four
lines which have been added by Johmsen im his Museum.
The song itself enters more deeply than many of its more
flashy brethren into the sources of love and enjoyment.

LESLEY'S MARCH TO LONGMARSTON.

March! march! Why don’t ye maich?
Stand to your arms, lads! fight in good order!
8et your pikes like a wall |—level, musketeers all !
We are passing the English border.
Fight, fight, Soottishmen !
The true kirk to maintain ;
Hasten your march to the call of the Commons:
When to St. Paul’s we come, -
We'll purge it, ilka roomn,
Of mitre, of bishop, of surplice, and canons.

March ! march! Ye righteous ones; march !
The fair land of promise is lying before ye.
Though Tweed be in flood—through rivers of blood
We’'ll march, and raise the kirk in its glory.
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Fight! fight! the false Faith,
See, is gasping for breath |—
Before you is glory, behind you a halter:
To a godly pealm tune
Shall 8t. Paul’s ring aboon,
As we stable our steeds at the foot of the altar.

When Caled, with his Moslems, shouted “ Fight,
fight! Paradise, Paradise!” and the Arabian youths, as
they spurred regardlessly among the Roman spears, saw
black-eyed maidens leaning from the clouds to convey
their spirits to ‘the whitest bosoms in paradise, they
scarcely experienced a more ardent or more martial en-
thusiasm than that which moved our ancestors when
they overthrew Charles the First and his chivalry. That
the Covenanters stabled their steéds by the dltar, the
cathedrals of England can yet testify: it is but lately
that the iron rings to which the bridles were fastened
were removed from that of Lichfield. In the Lesley’s
March printed by Allan Ramsay I find two lines which
have probably pertained to a song of the days of the
Reformation.

Jocky shall wear the hood,
Jenny the sark of God.
This is a scoff which suits popery certainly better
than prelacy, and Lesley knew the world too well to
promise such. visionary relics to his martial followers.
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JOCKIE AND PEGGY.

O Jockie, lad! I am sae sick—
Bat marriage nought will men’ me:
I've been sae oft wi’ thee at e'en,
My friends they scarcely ken me.
My mother looks on me, and sighs,
For my complexion dashes ;
Axnd this, alas | has been wi’ thee,
Sae late amang the rashes.

O Peggy! I'll do all I've vowed,
To free thee frae her anger ;
Come, then, and let us buckle to,
And play the fool nse langer.
A gallant bridal will mend a’,
And cure the country clashes ;
Though wedlock makes nae softer bed
Than love made ‘mang the rashes.

Now, Jockie, since thy love is true,
Let them laugh on, I’'m easy—
Sae lang’s I live, I ne'er shall rue
For what I've done to please ye:
I've been o'er happy to complain,
Sae weel’s me on the rashes—
We’ve done nought but we’ll do again,
And a fig for a’ their clashes.
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In Allan Ramsay’s collection this seng is introduced
as old ; and there can be no doubt that much of it be-
longs to a peried far beyond his time. It is directed
to be sung to the tune of *“ Come, kiss wi' me, and clap
wi' me!” the title of an old free song, which wonld be &
curiosity after its kind if a perfect copy could be ob-
tained. The song, as Ramsay printed it, seems to have
.enjoyed the benefit of some emendations, and deserved
more. The bed of rushes, of which it sings, was a fa-
vourite couch in the simpler times, when beds of brekan
and beds of hay were reckened worthy of being pressed
by beauty. Our barons’ halls in times of high festivity
were strewn with new rushes. The song is certainly
modest for the period of its composition, when licentious
songs abounded, and ladies were often in a sitnation
which marriage alone could mend. The old ballads are
full of cases in point, and their story is often the detail
of an intrigue.

KATH'RINE OGIE.

As walking forth to view the plain,
Upon a morning early,
While May’s sweet scent did cheer my bmin,
From flowers which grew so rarely;
I chanc’d to meet a pretty maid,
She shin’d, though it was foggie ;
I ask’d her name: Kind Sir, she said,
My name is Kath’rine Ogie.
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1 stood a while, and did admire, ~ '
" 'To sée a nymph o stately’;

8¢ Brisk an air there did appear

. In d country-maid so neatly :

~" Sucl natural sweetness she’ display'd,

: Like a lilie in a bogie ;

" Diana’s self was ne'er array'd -
Iaket!usmnel(athnne!)gn. b

Thou flow’r of females, beauty’s queen,
‘Who sees thee, sure must prize thee;
Though thou art dress'd in robes but mean,

, Yet these cannot disguise thee ;

Thy handsome air, and gracefal look,
Far excel any clownish rogie;

Thon’rt match for laird, or lord, or duke,
My charming Kath'rine Ogie.

O were I but some shepherd swain !
To feed my flock beside thee,

At bughting-time to leave the plain,
In milking to abide thee ;

I'd think myself a happier man,
With Kate, my club, and dogie,
Than he that hugs his thousands ten,

Had I but Kath’rine Ogie.

Then I'd despise th’ imperial throne,
And statemmnen’s dang’rous statiens:

VOL. IT. L
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I'd be no king, I'd wear no crown,
I'd smile at conqu’ring nations:

Might I caress and still possess
This lass of whom I'm vogie ;

For these are toys, and still look less,
Compar'd with Kath’rine Ogie.

But I fear the gods have not decreed
For me so fine a creature,

Whose beauty rare makes her exceed
All other works in nature.

Clouds of despair surround my love,
That are both dark and foggie:

Pity my case, ye powers above,
Else I die for Kath’rine Ogie!

Of this genuine, old, and. excellent Scottish song,
Burns says, in a letter to Thomson, “ I agree with yon
that the song of Katherine Ogie is very poor stuff, and
altogether unworthy of so beautiful an air. I tried to
mend it, but the awkward sound, ¢ Ogie,’ recurring so
often in the rhyme, spoils every attempt at introducing
sentiment into the piece.” The poet wrote Highland
Mary to the music—and if the imperfections of the one
obliged him to compose the other, I can forgive him for
speaking contemptuously of a song which possesses great
merit, and has been, and will continue, populai': it is,
besides, a very ancient song, and I have some suspicion
that the original name was Katherine Logie. It found
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its way to London, and came back deprived of the first
letter of the name, and so it has remained. Ramsay, in
transcribing the song, made some emendations which
seem judicious; they are not many nor important. I
have heard it sung many times; and its tone of genuine
gaiety, and sympathy with woman’s loveliness and the
beauty of the season, appeared always to move the
audience. ’ :

AND SAE YE'VE TREATED ME.

And sae ye've treated me,
And sse ye've treated me;
I'll never love anither man
Sae weel as I loved thee.
All the day I sigh,
And all the night I weep;
And never shall I rest again
Save in & winding sheet.

And sae ye've treated me,
And sae ye've treated me;
O monie monie loves ye'll get,
But nane who loves like me.
A woman’s curse fa’s sair,
A woman’s curse ye’ll dree—
The diel put on your winding-sheet
Three hours before ye die !
L2
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‘The singular and ungentle conclusion of this song is
unlike that of any other lyric; but the lady may have
measured her language by the nature of the injury ; and
8 man who is faithless ought not.to be pitied for the
strange companion whom his mistress irivokes to look to
his dying moments. I found eight of the lines—the
best eight—in the ¢ Ballad Book” of Charles Kirkpatrick
Sharpe, Esq. In a quaint, sly, and curious preface, we
are informed how some of these reliques were obtained.
¢¢ These have been gathered fronr the mouths of nurses,
wet and dry, singing to their babes and sucklings—
dairy maids pursuing their vocation in the cow-house—
and tenants’ daughters while giving the lady a spinning
day, whilom an anniversary tribute in Annandale. Se-
veral, too, were picked up from tailors, who were wont
to reside in my futher’s castle, while misshaping clothes
for the children and servants.”

CROMLET'S LILT.

Since all thy vows, false maid,
Are blown to air,

And my poor heart betray’d
To sad despair,

Into some wilderness

My grief I will express,

And thy hard-heartedness,
O cruel fair.
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Have I not graven our loves

, On every tree,

In yonder spreading groves,

) Though false thou be?

Was not a solemn oath

Plighted betwixt us both,

Thou thy faith, I my troth,
Constant to be?

Some gloomy place I'll find,
Some doleful shade,

Where neither sun nor wind -
F’er entrance had :

Into that hollow cave,

There will I sigh and rave,

Because thou dost behave
) So faithlessly.

Wild fruit shall be my meat,
I'll drink the spring,
Cold éarth shall be my seat :
For covering
I'll have the starry sky
My head to canopy,
Until my soul on high
Shall spread its wing.

1’11 have no funeral fire,

Nor tears for me:
No grave do I desire,

Nor obsequies :
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The courteons red-breast he
With leaves will cover me,
And sing my elegy

With doleful voice. *

And when a ghost I am,
I'll visit thee,
O thou deceitful dame,
Whoee cruelty
Has kill'd the kindest heart
That e’er felt Cupid’s dart,
And never can desert
From loving thee.

The fair Helen, on whose infidelity this song was
made, was one of the thirty-one children of the laird
-of Ardoch, and her maternal grandfather was one of
the seventeen sons of Tullibardine. She was exceed-
ingly beautiful and of a fruitful house. Her lover,
young Chisholm of Cromleck, pessed into France; but
by the perfidy of & confidant his letters were withheld
from Helen, and tales injurious to his honour were
anxiously circulated. She renounced him in disdain.
The sorrow which he felt inspired this complaint;
but tradition, while it preserved the lyric, contrived
. to wrong the author by changing his name to Cromlet
—and so it remains. Meantime his treacherous friend
paid his addresses to Helen; and overcome, more by
the persuasion of her relatives—and they were many
—than by affection, she consented and was married.
When the nuptial dance was ended, and the bride
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maidens had conveyed her to the bridal bed, she started
back, declaring she heard the voice of Cromleck, cry-
ing, ““ Helen! Helen!” It might be no imaginary
voice ; for her lover at that moment entered the house—
vindicated his faith—punished his perfidious rival—and
married the lady. The song has been praised and imi-
tated by Burns. '

SCORNFU’ NANCY.

Nancy s to the green wood gane,

To hear the gowdspink chatt'ring,
And Willie he has follow’d her,

To gain her love by flatt’ring :
But &’ that he cou’d say or do,

She geck’d and scorned at him ;
Arid aye when he began to woo,

She bade him mind wha gat him.

What ails ye at my dad, quoth ke,
My minny, or my auntie?

With crowdymoudy they fed me,.
Langkail and rantytanty :

With bannocks of good berley-meal,.
Of thae there was right plenty,
With chapped kail butter’d fu* weel ;
And was not that right dainty?
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Althe’ my daddy was nae laird,
Tis dsffin to be vaunty,

He keepit ay a good kail-yard,
A ha'-house, and a pantry ;

A guid blue bonnet on his head,
An o'erlay ‘bout his craigy ;

And aye until the day he died
He rade on good shanks-naigy.

Now wae and wonder on your snout,
Wad ye hae bonnie Nancy ?
Wad ye compare yoursel’ to me,
A docken to a tansy ?
I hae a wooer o’ my ain,
They ca’ him souple Sandy,
‘And weel I wat his bonnie mou’
Is sweet as sngarcandy.

Wow, Nancy, what needs a’ this din ?
Do I no ken this Sandy?
I'm sure the chief o” o’ his kin
‘Was Rab the beggar randy ;
His minny Meg upo’ her back
. Bare baith him and his billy ;
Will ye compare a nasty pack '
To mé, your winsome Willie?

My gutcher left a good braid-sword,
Tho' it be auld and rusty,

Yet ye may tak it on my word,
It is baith stout and trusty ;
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And if I can but get it drawn,
Which will be right unessy,

1 shall lay baith my lugs in pawn,
That he shall get a heezy.

Then Nancy turn’d her round about, -
And said, Did Sandy hear ye,
Ye wadna miss to get a clout;
I ken he disna fear ye:
Sae hand your tongue and say nse mair,
Set somewhere else your fancy ;
For as lang’s Sandy’s to the fore,
Ye never shall get Nancy.

This is another admirable old song for which we are
indebted to the care of Allan Ramsay. The humour is
broad and natural, and there is'a life and character about
it which belong to an early period of Scottish song. It
seems to have suggested the more modern but very ex-
quisite song of Bess the Gawkie ; and no peet of rustic
manners need be ashamed to owe some of his lines to its
influence. There appears an imitation of Christ's Kirk
on the Green, in the second part of the first verse.

She scorned Jock, and skraipet at him,
And murgeond him wi’ mokkis :

He would have luvit, she would not let him,
For all his yellow lokkis. :

He cherish’d her, she bade gae chat him,
She comptit him not twa clokki

'
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And the reason why Gillie scorned Jock, who had a
short gown and yellow locks, and every thing handsome
about him, was, that she loved Willie. Of Willie's
personal attractions we have no account ; but it is pro-
bable he could not boast of a more respectable descent
than the lover of Nancy, who in his youth had been
carried round the country on the back of a public mendi-
cant, from whom he sprung.

FIENT A CRUM OF THEE SHE FAWS.

Return hameward, my heart, again,
And bide where thou was wont to be,
Thou art a fool to suffer pain

For love of ane that loves mot thee.
My heart, let be sic fantasie,

Love only where thou hast good cause ;
Since scorn and liking ne’er agree,
The fient a crum of thee she faws.

To what effect should thon be thrall ?
Be happy in thine ain free-will,

My heart, be not_so bestial,

But ken wha does thee good or ill :

At hame with me then tarry still,
And see wha can best play their paws,
And let the filly fling her fill,

For fient a crum of thee she faws.
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Though she be fair, I will not fenzie,
8he’s of & kind with mony mae ;
For why, they are a felon menzie
That seemeth goed, and are not sae.
My heart, take neither sturt nor wae
For Meg, for Marjory, or Mause,
But be thon blythe, and let ker gae,
For fient a crum of thee she faws.

Becanse she said I took it ill,

For her depart my heart was sair,

But was begnil'd ; gae where she will,
Beshrew the heart that first takes care:
But be thou merry late and air,

This is the final end and clause ;

And let her feed and foully fare,

For fient a crum of thee she faws.

Ne'er dunt again within my breast,
Neé'er let her slights thy courage spill.
Nor gie a sob, although she sneest,

She’s sairest paid that gets her will.

She gecks as gif I mean’d her ill,

When she glaicks paughty in her braws ;
Now let her snirt and fyke her fil,

For fient & crum of thee she faws.

For this clever song we are indebted to a Muse as old
as the reign of Queen Mary. It was found, I know not
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where, by Allan Ramsay; and printed as an old song,
and afterwards copied into. many collections ; but Mr.
David Laing restored it to its autbor, Alexander Scott.
The spelling is modernised, and those parts which the
vicissitudes of pronunciation had rendered umnelodious
have been softened, and softened too in the spirit of the
original. I wish some such kind and cunning intellect
would reanimate;, or rather refreshen anew, some of the
faded beauties of our ancient poetry. I have omitted
a verse which sung of the calamities brought on the old
world by the beauty or the folly of woman-—of Cressid,
whose life has been continued in the very spirit of
Chgucer by old Henryson, and of Helen, whoee:charms

Brought Troy frae bliss unto bare waas.

ETTRICK BANKS.

On Ettrick banks, in a summer's night,
At gloaming when the sheep drave hame,
I met my lassie braw and tight,
Came wading, barefoot, a’ her lane:
My heart grew light, I ran, I flang
My arms about her lily neck,
And kiss'd and clapp’d her there fou lang ;
My words they were na mony feck.



SCOT'TISH :BONGS. . Y

.'l:uid,.My Mv will yego
To the highland hills, the Erse tolearn?
I'll gi’e thee baith a cow and ewe,
When ye come to the brigg of Earn.
,At Lgith. auld meal comes in, ne’er fash,
And herrings at the Broomy Law ;
Chear up your heart, my bonny lass,
There’s gear to win we never saw.

All day when we have wrought enough,
‘When winter, frosts, and snaw begin,

Soon as the sun gaes weit the loch,

. At night when you sit down to spin,

I'll screw my pipes and play a spring :
And thus the weary night will en’,

Till the tender kid and lamb-time bring
Our pleasant summer back again.

Syne when the trees are in their bloom,
And gowans glent o'er ilka fiel',
I’'ll meet my lass amang the broom,
And lead you to my summer-shiel.
Then far frae a’ their scornfu’ din,
That make the kindly hearts their sport,
We’ll laugh and kiss, and dance and sing,
And gar the langest day seem short.

It is singular that Burns in his notes on Scottish song
has passed this beautiful pastoral without notice or com-
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ment. Ramsay inserted it in his Miscellany without
any mark to denote age or author: and from the place
which it occupies in the collection, it seems either to
have been composed or discovered after some progress
had been made in the work- It seems older than the
days of Allan ; and from its localities, less than its spirit,
we may suppose it the production of some border minstrel
from the vale of Yarrow, a place fruitful in song. I have
never met with a highlander of such laborious habits as
the hero of the song, or one who was willing to draw a
true and natural picture of homely felicity ; they are all
gentlemen of a romantic turn of mind, and carry them-
selves more loftily than he who got meal at Leith, and
herrings at the Broomy Law.

JOCKIE S8AID TO JEANIE.

Jockie said to Jeanie, Jeanie wilt thou do’t ?—
Né'er & fit, quo’ Jeanie, for my tocher good—
For my tocher good I winna marry thee.
E’en’s ye like, quo’ Jockie, ye may let me be.

I hae gowd and gear, I hae land eneugh ;
I hae seven good owsen ganging in a plengh—
Ganging in a pleugh, and linking o’er the les,
And gin ye winna tak me, I can let ye be.
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I hae a good ha-house, a barn and a byre,

A stack afore the door, I'll make a rousing fire—
I'll make a rantin fire, and merry shall we be,
And gin ye winna tak me, I can let ye be.

Jeanie said to Jockie, gin ye winna tell,

Ye shall be the lad—1I'll be the lass mysel.
Ye're a bonnie lad, and I'm a lassie free—
Ye’re welcomer to tak me than to let me be.

There was an everlasting flow of mirth and humour
about our ancestors, which has come but in a scanty
stream to the firesides of their descendants. They
laughed in story, and they laughed in song, aud gave a
voice of merriment to many airs to which we have given
words of sadness and sorrow. The song of Jockie and
Jeanie is very old, and is printed by Allan Ramsay as a
lyric the age of which was unknown. It will ever be
fresh and young—for natural glee and lively humour
can never grow old. It is for this reason that I love our
ancient strains so much ; they carry upon them the sharp
fire-edge of nature and truth. Humour and pathos must
ever descend to particulars, and so, in some measure,

must all that is simple and great.
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THE BLATHRIE O'T.

When I think on this weary warld’s pelf,

And the little wee share I have ot to myuelf,

And how the lass that wants it is by the lads forgot,
May the shame fa’ the gear and the blathrie o’t.

Jockie was the laddie that held the plengh,

But now he’s got gowd and gear eneugh,

He thinks nae mair of me that wears the plaiden coat;
May the shame fa’ the gear and the blathrie o't.

Jenny was the lassie that mucked the byre,

But now she is clad in her silken attire ;

And Jockie says he loes her, and swears he’s me forgot ;
May the shame fa’ the gear and the blathrie o’t.

But all this shall never danton me,
Sae lang as I can keep my fancy free:

_For the lad that’s sae inconstant, he’s not worth a groat ;
May the shame fa’ the gear and the blathrie o’t.

Of this excellent song there are various versions ; the
one of Johnson’s Museum is the best, and I have followed
it. Herd and Ritson found another copy in Yair’s werks,
but it is inferior to this ; yet this decided inferiority has
not excluded it from our collections. Only compare the
pithy complaint of the heroine with the idle words of the
spurious copy-
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THE JOYFUL WIDOWER.

I murried with a scalding wife,
- The fourteenth of November ;
She made me weary of 1y life,
By one unruly member.
Long did I bear the heavy yoke,
And many griefs attended ;
But, to my comfort be it spoke,
Now, now her din is ended.

We lived full one and twenty year
A man and wife together ;
At length from me she wish’d to steer,
And went I wotna whither.
If I could guess, I do profess,
I speak it not to flatter,
Of all the women in the world
I never would come at her.

Her body is bestowed well,
A handsome grave does hide her :
I'm sure her soul is not in hell,
‘The deil conld ne’er abide her.
I think she mounted up on high,
"For in the last great thunder,
Her tongue I heard it in the aky,
Rending the clouds asunder.

VOL. 11.
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I know not where Johnson got the first verse of this
satiric song ; the second and third verses are to be found,
with some slight difference of words, in & merry old En-
glish book, called « A Banquet of Jests, or a Change of
Cheare,” printed in 1634. I imagine the first verse is
as old as the rest; and though it was first printed in
part in England, I cannot forego the claim of Scotland
to it, from a circumstance of authorship so dubious. The
unruly member of which the old poet sings has been
celebrated by many bards, and the theme is never likely
to become obsolete.

GET UP AND BAR THE DOOR. .
There dwalt a man on Crawford moor,
And John Blunt was his name ;
He made gude maut, and brew’d gude ale,
And bore a wond’rous fame.
Now it fell about the Martinmas time,
And a gay time it was than,
That Johnie’s wife had puddings to make,
And she boil’d them in a pan.

The wind swept cauld frae north to south,
And blew into the floor ;

Quoth our gudeman to our gudewife,
Get up and bar the door.
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My hand is in my husewife-cap,
Gudeman, a3 ye may see;

If it’s no barr’d this hunder years,
It’s no be barr'd by me.

They made a paction "tween them twa,’
A paction firm and sure,

Whoever spoke the foremost word,
‘Should rise and bar the door.

Twa travellers had tint their gate,
As o'er the hills they foor,

And, airted by the line o’ light,
Made straight to Johnie's door.

Now whether is this a rich man’s house,
Or whether is it a poor?

But ne'er 2 waord wad ane o them speak,
For barring of the door.

Ang first they ate the white puddings,
And syne they ate the black:

O muckle thought our gudewife to hersel,
But ne’er a word she spake.

The young ane to the auld ane said,
Here, man, take ye my knife,

And gang and shave the gudeman’s besrd,
Till T kiss the gudewife.

But there’s nae water in the house,
And what shall I do than?— A

’ M2
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What ails ye at the pudding broo,
That’s simmering in the.pan?

O, up then started our gudeman,
An angry man was he—
Will ye kiss my wife afore my face,
And scaud me wi’ pudding bree!
Ar’ up an’ started our gudewife,
Gae three skips on the floor, -
Gudeman, ye've spoke the foremost word,
Get up and bar the door.

The residence which tradition has long assigned to
Johnie Blunt and his capricious dame is on Crawford
Moor ; and the oral version of the ballad justifies this
localization. The history of John's fireside for one night
is truly a humorous one ; and so much is the sabject a
favourite, that several versions, all composed to similar
music, and recording the same whimsical .occurrences,
are common among the peasantry. David Herd seems
to have been the first who had the good -fortune to
find this original and comic strain. ° In Johnson’s
Museum I find two copies, both of merit, but one of
them ie marked by too free a spirit for insertion here.
The Scottish Muse, like Fielding the novelist, was fond
of laying her scenes of drollery and humour in alehouses.
The wife of Whittlecotkpen was a wife of infinite
glee, but of equal freedom; and the landlady who
brought the kebbuck and knuckled cakes to « Andrew
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and his cutty gun” was a wife who had an eye for the
enjoyment of mirth and her own profit at the same
time.

WOO'D AND MARRIED AND A’

The bride cam’ out o’ the byre,
An’ O as she dighted her cheeks! .
Sirs, I’'m to be married the night,
An’ have neither blankets nor sheets :
Have neither blankets nor sheets,
Nor scarce a coverlet too;
The bride that has a’ to borrow
Has ¢’en right mickle ado..
Woo'd and woo'd and married,
Married and woo’d and «’,
And was she nae very well off
That was woo'd and married and a’.

Out spake the bride’s father,
As he cam’ in frae the pleugh ;
O haud your tongue, my dochter,
And ye's get gear enough ;
The stirk that stands i’ th’ tether,
And our bra’ bawsint yade,
Will carry ye hame your corn,
What wad ye be at, ye jade ?
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Out spake the bride’s mither,
What deil needs &’ this pride :

I had nae a plack in my pouch
That night I was a bride ;

My gown was linsy-woolsy,
And ne'er a sark ava ;

An’ ye hae ribbons an’ buskins,
Mae than ane or twa.

What's the matter, quo” Willie,
The’ we be seant o’ claes,
We'll croep the closer thegither,
And we’ll smore a the fleas :
Simmer is eoming on,
And we'll g“ teats o’ woe,
And we’ll get a lass o’ our sin,
And she’ll spin claiths anew.

Out spake the bride’s brither,

As he cam’ in wi’ the kye;
Peor Willie wad ne’er hae ta'en ye
Had he kent ye as weel as I ;
For ye're baith proud and saucy,

And no for a poor man’s wife ;
Gin I canna get a better,
Ise ne‘er tak ane i’ my life.

Out spake the bride’s sister,

As she came in frae the byre;
O gin I were but married,

It’s a’ that I desire:
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But we poor fouk maun live single,
And do the best we can:

I dinna care what I shou’d want,
If X cou’d but get a man.

If I am asked why Allin Ramsay omitted this ex-
cellent and ancient song in his miscellany, and why
Burns passed it without notice in his notes on Scot-
tish song, I can return no satisfactory answer. There
is humour enough to have won both their hearts, and
graphic delineation of old manners and old feeling, such
as they both loved, and their silence is unaccountable.
The song, however, keeps held of public affection, and
pleases a thousand companies, as songs full of life and
glee will always do. The lamentation of the bride for her
want of bridal bravery—the consolation which her father
gives her—and the reproach of her mother for her idle
pride, are only equalled by the spirit of accommodation
in the bridegroom, by the bitter truths which the
bride's brother speaks, and by the pleasant wish of her
sister. Herd published the song in his collection, and
it speedily won its way to universal favour.
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SAW YE JOHNIE COMING

O saw ye Johnie coming, quo’ she,
Saw ye Johnie coming ;

O saw ye Johnie coming, quo’ she,
Saw ye Johnie coming :

Wi’ his blue bonnet on his head,
And his doggie running, quo’ she,
And his doggie running.

Fee him, father, fee him, quo’ she,
Fee him, father, fee him ;-
Fee him, father, fee him, quo’ she,
Fee him, father, fee him ;
For he is a gallant lad,
And a weel-doins ;
And o’ the wark about the house
Gaes wi’ me when I see him, quo’ she,
Wi’ me when I see him.

What will I do wi’ him, hizzie,
What will I do wi’ him ?

He’s ne’er a sark upon his back,
And I hae nane to gi'e him.

I hae twa sarks into my kist,
And ane o’ them I'll gi’e him ;

And for a merk of mair fee
Dinna stand wi’ him, quo’ she,
Dinna stand wi’ him.
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For weel do I lo’e him, quo’ she,
Weel do I lo’e him ;

For weel do I lo’e him, quo’ she,
Weel do I lo’e him.

O fee him, father, fee him, quo’ she,
Fee him, father, fee him ;

He’ll hand the pleugh, thrash in the barn,
And crack wi’ me at e’en, quo’ she,
And crack wi’ me at e’en.

This is a very old and a very admirable song. Burns
praises it for the genuine humour of the delineation :
it is an unconscious humour, the humour of simpli-
city, always the richest and happiest. What can be
better than the way in which the heroine presses on
her father the succession of important duties- which
she expects from her lover? and what can express the
delight more forcibly which his presence inspired than
the declaration, that all the work she undertook went
prosperously on when he was near her? Besides, he
was a gallant lad, though ill provided with linen: but
love finds a remedy for all things; and I hope many
a maiden of our own particular times would, in such
circumstances, re-echo the words of our lively heroine : —

Fee him, father, fee him,
Fee him, father, fee him ;

And for a merk o’ mair fee
Dinna stand wi’ him.
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\
THE FUMBLER'S RANT.

Come carls 8’ of fumblers h’,
And I will tell you of our fate,

Since we have married wives that’s braw,
And canna please them when ’tis late :

A pint we'll take, our hearts to cheer ;

, What fauts we have, our wives can tell:
. Gar bring us in baith ale and beer,

The auldest bairn we hae’s oursel.

Christ'ning of weans we are rid of,
The parish-priest "tis he can tell,
We owe him nought but a gray groat,
The off’ring for the house we dwell.
Our bairns’s tocher is a’ paid,
We're masters of the gear oursel ;
Let either well or wae betide,
Here’s a health to a’ the wives that’s yell.

Our neibour’s auld son and the lass,
Into the barn amang the strae,
He grips her in the dark beguess,
" And after that comes meikle wae.
Repentance ay comes afterhin’,
It cost the carl baith corn and rye,
We’re quat of that with little din,
Sic crosses haunt nor you nor I.
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Now merry, merry may we be,
When we think on enr meibour Robie,
The vy the earl does, we see,
Wi kis auld son and datighter Maggie:
Boots he maun hine, pistols, why not ;
The hudsy matn hae corkit shoon :
We are na sae; gar fill the pot,
We'll dtink to &’ the hours at ¢’en.

Here's a health to John Mackay we’ll drink,
To Hughie, Andrew, Rob, and Tam :
We'll sit and drink, we'll nod and wink,
It is o'er soon for us to gang.
Foul fa the cock, he ’as spilt the play,
And I do trow he’s but a fool;
We'll sit a while, ’tis lang to day,
A mirk night makes a merry yool.

Since we have met, we’ll merry be,

The foremost hame shall bear the mell ;
I’ll set me down, lest I be fey,

For fear that I sheu'd bear’t mysel.
And I, quoth Reb, and down sat he,

The gear shall never me outride,
We'll take a soup of the barley-bree,

And drink to every yell fireside.

Those whese marriage-beds are unfruitful are in-
debted to the old poet for the happy manner m which
he has suggested topics of comsolation ; and for
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the tenderness he has’ shown ‘in handling a subject
equally perilous and unpleasant. I wish his humour
had been more accordant with the spirit of this age;
but to have abated the freedom would have spoiled the
sharpness of the humour ; and I thought it better to let
the old poet’s words remuin. A much more ancient
and less modest song once existed; but it has long
been mute, or if living at all, it only lives here and
there in the present song, which, in adopting its title,
caught up a little of its manner and a few of its words.
I have copied it from Allan Ramsay’s collection ; and I
cannot help suspecting that in several places I see his
ready and happy hand. 8till the stamp-mark of the
song is old.

BARBARA ALLAN.

It was in and about the Martinmas time,
When the green leaves were a-falling,
That Sir John Greeme o’ the west country

Fell in love with Barbara Allan.

He sent his man down through the town,
To the place where she was dwelling,

O haste and come to my master dear,
Gin ye he Barbara Allan.
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O hooly rose she up, and came
To the place where he was lying,
And drew the curtain by, and said,
Young man, I think you’re dying.

O its I'm sick, and very very sick,
And ’tis 8’ for Barbara Allan.
O the better for me ye’s never be,
Tho’ your heart’s blood were a-spilling.

O dinns ye mind, young man, she said,
‘When the red wine ye were fillin,

That ye made the healths gae round and round,
And slighted Barbara Allan ?

He turn’d his face unto the wall,
*  And death was with him dealing ;
Adieu, adieu, my dear friends all,
And be kind to Barbara Allan.

O slowly, slowly raise she up,
And slowly, slowly left him ;

And sighing, said, she cou’d not stay,
Since death of life had reft him.

She had not gane a mile but twa,

" When she heard the dead bell knellan,

And every jow that the dead bell gied,
It cry’d, wo to Barbara Allan.
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O mother, mother, make my hed,
O make it saft and narrow,

Since my love died for me to-day,
I'll die for him to-morrow.

The song of Barbara Allan is very old and very po-
pular ; and its beauty and pathos have carried it from
cottage to castle, and from cestle to palace. I have seen
several embellished versions: but simplicity and nature
resume their rights, and we return to the plain rude
copy of Allan Ramsay; and by that I think we had
better adhere. Never was a tale of love sorrow so simply
or 50 soon told: yet we learn all we wish to know, and
any further incidents would only encumber the nparra-
tive and impair the effect. I have often admired the
ease and simplicity of the first verse, and the dramatic
beaunty of the second: the former tells the time, the .
place, the name of the hero and the heroine, and that love
was the matter of the song; the latter sends a mes-
senger to the unrelenting maiden: the simple and ef-
fectual way in which he delivers his master’s message
has been imitated in Hardyknute :—

The little page flew swift as dart -
Flung by his master’s arm ;

Come down, come down, Lord Hardyknute,
And redd your king from harm.

I have heard Scarlet-town introduced by a singer as the
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name of the lady’s residence, and Sir John Greme of
the west country changed into Jemmy Grove. Some of
the English variations are very beautiful :

All in the merry month of May,
When green buds they were swellin’,
Young Jemmye Grove on his death-bed lay
Foar love of Barbara Allan.

THE GYPSIE LADDIE.

The gypsies came to our good lord’s gate,
And vow but they sang sweetly;

They sang sae sweet, and sae very complete,
That down came the fair lady.

And she came tripping down the stair,
Wi’ a’ her maids before her ;

As soon as they saw her well-faur'd face,
‘They coost the glamour o’er her.

Gae tak frae me this gay mantile,
And bring to me a plaidie,

For if kith and kin, and &’ had sworn,
I'll follow the gypsie laddie.

Yestreen I lay in a well-made bed,
And my good lord beside me:

This night I'll lie in a farmer’s barn,
Whatever shall betide me.
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Come to your bed, says Johny Faa,
Oh come to your bed, my deary ;
For I vow and I swear, by the hilt of my sword,
That your lord shall nae mair come near ye.
I'll go to bed to my Johny Faa,
I'll go to bed to my deary ;
‘For I vow and swear by what past yestreen,
That my lord shall nge mair come near me.

I'll make a hap to my Johnie Faa,
And I'll make 8 hap to my deary,
And he’s get &’ the coat gaes round,
And my lord shall nae mair come near me.
O when our lord came hame at een,
He speir'd for his fair lady,
The tane she cry’d, and the other reply'd,
She’s away with the gypsie laddie.

Gae saddle to me the black black steed,
Gae saddle and make him ready ;
Before that I either eat or sleep,
I'll gae seek my fair lady.
O we were fifteen well-made men,
Altho’ we were na bonny :
And we were ' put down for ane,
A fair young wanton lady.

Tradition tells the story of the wayward Countess of
Cassilis the same way the poet has done, and adds that
her beauty was unequalled .and resistless. But Mr.
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Finlay, with more zea) than succéss, has sought to lessen
the lady’s shame by knighting her lover, and by givimg
her the influence of early love to plead for her folly.
The song attributes her frailty to the sweetness of the
gypsy’s song and the potency of glamour—an excuse
that might pass current in earlier times: but Mr.
Finlay was not satisfied with it; he makes the knight
assume the dress of the gypsy, and carry away the lady
towards Dunbar. The ear]l missed-his countess, pursued
the ravisher, and slew him with all his followers except
one, whom he seemed to spare for the express purpose of
having his own dishonour sung and set to music—for to
the survivor we owe the song of the «“ Gypsie Laddie.” I
know not if any person imagines the countess less to
blame since the discovery or the comjecture of Mr:
Finlay ; but the explanation has come too late ; the
world is possessed with the metrical version of her dis-
honour ; and I see not how such a belief can be shaken.

The countess was imprisoned in the castle of May-
bhole, in Ayrshire; and, according to Mr. Finlay, soothed
her seclusion by working the story of her seduction in
tapestry, which is still preserved in Culzean Castle. If
this piece of art is not a labour of fiction, it will be de-
cisive of the story ; for the lady would work her lover
" like a knight, or with at least some knightly attribute,
if he had any right to such distinction.

VOL. II. N
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1 saw not your fither, T saw'nét your ook, 222l o r
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Yt now ten at night, dnd the stars gie msgtg:-“‘
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And she open’d and let him in.

And are ye come at last ! and do I hold ye fast !
And is my Johnie true ?

I have nae time to tell, lmtnehnglllikemyld
Sae lang shall I like you.



SOOTUSH- SONGS. 179

Flee up, flee up, my bonnie gray cock,
And craw when it is day;
Andyonrneckshallbehkethebonmebeatengdd
Andymrﬁn\gluﬂ'hesﬂ‘ver-yny '

mmekwdfahe,qnduumhem
Forheaewanhourownwm

The lassie thought it day whenchelenthu',loveaway,
And it was but a blink of the moan.

This'ntveyyold song. It is contained, jndeed, in
none of our earlier collections ; but it bears too many
tokens of the olden time to have its antiquity doubted.
I cannot, however, help thinking that it has either been
unskilfully condensed from a longer composition, or has
been made from fragments which the rustic verse-maker
wanted the tact to unite with .that invisible cement
which helds together so many disjointed members of old
song. We have several variations ; same aspire to speak
pure English, and others revel in all the luxury of pro-
vincial licenge.- But noue of them .equal the origingi
song in the simplicity of its langusge and the truth of its
pictures.—~We owe its preservation to Devid Herd. .

N2
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THE BONNIE EARL OF MURRAY.

Ye highlands, and ye lowlands,
O where have ye been?

They have slain the Earl of Murray,
And have laid him on the green.

Now woe be to thee, Huntley—
And wherefore did ye sae ?

I bade you bring him hame wi’ you,
And forbade you him to slay.

He was a braw gallant,
And he rode at the ring;
And the bonnie Earl of Murray
Was a man to make a king:
He was a braw gallant,
And he played at the ba’;
And the bonnie Earl of Murray
Was the flower among them a’.

He was a braw gallant,
And he played at the glove ;
And the bonnie Earl of Murray,
Oh, he was the queen’s love.
Ob, lang may his lady
Look o’er the Castle-Doun,
Ere she see the Earl of Murray
Coming sounding through the town.
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James Stuart, Earl of Murtay, was slain in 1592, at
his house at Dunibrissel in Fife, by George Gordon, Earl
of Huntley. He was a handsome and accomplished
nobleman, and tradition says he had made an impression
on the heart of the queen, which led to his tragic death.
It appears that the queen publicly praised the looks and
the gallantry of the earl ; at which the king took offence.
A few days afterwards a commission was given to
Huntley to pursue the Earl of Bothwell, a proclaimed
traitor ; and under pretence of executing the royal plea-
sure, he basely murdered an innocent and worthy noble-
man. .

The Earl of Murray has a picture of his ancestor
naked afid pierced with wounds, which was borne about
to inflame the people to revenge his death. Gordon of
Buckey struck Murray on the face with his sword, and
the latter said, half expiring, You have spoiled a better
face than your own.

THE LOWLANDS OF HOLLAND.

The love that I had chosen
Was to my heart’s content ;
"The salt sea shall be frozen
Before that I repent—
Repent it shall I never,
Until the day I die ;
But the lowlands of Holland
Hae twinn'd my love and me.
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"My love lies in the sglt ges,

And I live on the side; i
Enough to break a young thing’s heart ,
‘Wha lately was a bride— C
Wha lately was a bonnie bride

Wi’ pleasure in her ee; y
But the lowlands of Holland

. Hae twinn’d my love and me,

My love he sought a spicy land,
Where there is never rain ;

Nor tongues of cruel kindred
To sunder us again :

| Where the sugar-caues are plenty,

And the wine drops from the tree ;
But the lowlands of Hollaad
Hae twinn'd my love and me.

My love he built a bonnie ship,
And set her on the sea,

Wi’ seven score good mariners
To bear him companie:

O three score died in battle,
And three score sank at sea ;

And the lowlands of Holland
Hae twinn'd my love and me.

My love he built dnother ship,
And set her on the faem ;

He had but twenty mariners,
And all to bring her hame:
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Themywmasdfdmﬁmin M
Themgmgwﬂmiﬂdmt )
And’mylwemd'hisbonnieahip !
Turn'd wxﬁhenlﬂns ﬁbdut’.
'ﬂueshllmemmﬁemmyhck
Nor comb come in my hair;
Neither shilf coal or candle light
Shine in my bower mair ;
Nor shalt 1 have andther love

Until the day I die:
I never loved a love but ane, *
And he’s drowned in the sea.

O hsud yere tongue, my daughter,
Be still and be content; - ¢ '
There are mae lads in ‘Gallowny,
Ye need nae sair lament.
O there is nane fn Galloway—
There’s nane at 8’ for me ;
For I never loved a lad but ane,
And he's drowned in the sea.

Much of this pathetic song is old; and there is a
tradition in Galloway which attributes it to 4 young lady,
who felt in her own person the sorrow she has so touch-
ingly deseribed. It is so old and so new—so interpo-
lated, eked out, and amended, that little, perhaps, of the
original strain remains; and what I cap believe to be
old seems older than the period which tradition assigns
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for the date of its composition. . Burms has paséed the
song, though it lay in his way, witheus:notice ot com-
ment. The very imperfect and inocbnsistent oopy'in the
Museum deserved his sttention,-and & few of his feli-
citous touches would have made it ome of she: finest
songs in the language. Ldke all our popalas lyrics, it
has many variations: one copy makes the heroine be-
lieve in the existence of her lover, and go-to sea in a little
boat with the hope of finding him ; while another version
imputes his absence to witchoraft.

THE WINTER TIME IS PAST.

The winter time is past—

Sunny summer’s come at last;

The little birdies sing on ilka tree—
The hearts of these are glad :

But mine is mair than sad ;

For my true love has parted frae me.

‘The bloom upon the breer,

By the waters running clear,

May have charms for the linnet and the bee—
Their little loves are blest,

And their little hearts at rest ;

But my true love is parted frac me.
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My love is like yon sun,

Whose hright course is begun,

And is constant for ever and true;
While his love’s like the moon

That wanders up and down,

Cold, comfortless, changing, untrue.

Oh you that are in love !—

And may it not remove—

O, I pity the pangs that you endure:
Sad knowledge makes me know
That your hearts are full of woe—
A woe that no mortal can cure.

This very tender little song is copied from the Mu~
seum ; but I have used some immsterial liberties with
the text, and adopted some variations presented by
fugitive copies. I have never heard the author named ;
nor do I know that any one has ever made inquiry on
the subject. The subdued sorrowfulness and the meek
complaint of the fair mourner have not been felt as such
excellence deserves. I expect to be told that it was
written by a lady—and there are few ladies on whom it
would not’confer honour. IfI am asked why I concede
the merit of the song to the fair sex, my answer is, that
man expresses sorrow less meekly, and wants that quiet
composure of settled grief which characterises this lyric.
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Thero wad a battle in the north, - - il
And it wes fonght right’ prootilie; -« ‘D
And they have slain 8ir Chartie Huy, -’
And laid the wyte on Geotdie. - * *
Now he has written a lang letter— _
O busk my bonnie ladie; -~ ¢ 4
And haste, andeometoEdmbmghm !
And see what comes ¢’ Geordie.’ °

Whan first she losked the letter on, *
She grew baith red und rosie; "

But when she resd a word or twa,.

- She wallow't like a lfie: -

O saddle to me my gude gray steed—
My Gordons all dotne wi’ me }

For I shall neither eut hor drink
Till my gade lord ahall see me. -

And soon she came-to the water broad, *
Nor boat nor burge was'ready; ~ - -

She turned her horsé’s head to the flood; °
And swam through at Queerisferry : - -

But when she to the presence came,
*Mang earls, high and lordlie ;

There hat on head sat every man—
While hat in-hand stood Geordie. -



And there it stood, the fatal block ;
The axe was sharp and ready:
Nor did the coloux yuit hiy cheek,

Nor was his step unsteady.
Though he was chained ia fetters strang,
He Jooked:hoth, bold and lenilie s

O monie.q gallant earl I'vg seen, ..
But neer a ane.like. Gegrdie. ...
That lady knelt low en her knee—
I wot both pale and. wearie : —
O pardon, pardan, noble king,
And gie me back my dearie!
I have borne seven sons to my gude lard—
* The seventh ne'er saw his daddie :—
O pity a woeful lady !

Gae bid the heading-men make haste, -
The king seid, sterm and lordlie.
O noble king, take all that’s mine—
But gie me back my Geordie. /
The Gordon’s gude came gathering round—
A stark band and a steady ;
And ay the word among them o’
Was, Gordons keep you ready.

An old lord at the king’s right hand
Says, noble king, but hear me :—

Gar her pay down five thousgnd pound,
And gie her back her dearie.
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Some gae her merks, some gae her crowns,
" And bonnet pieces many ;
And she’s tald down five thomsand panndy,
And gotten again her dearie.

She blinkit biythe in her Geordie’s face,
8Says, dear I've bought thee, Geordie ;
But there should been bloody sarks in the gourt
Ere I had tint my laddie. .
He claspet-her by the middle sse sma,
And he kist her lips fu’ ready—
The fairest flower of womankind
Is my sweet bonnie lady.

This genuine old zang relates to some forgotten feud
between the powerful Gordons and Hays. The third
verse is restored from the recitation of Mrs. Cun-
ningham, and is one of the finest verses in the song.
The courage of the lady in braving the flood, and the
appearance of her lord abiding the judgment of his
peers and his king, are briefly and naturally told. The
concluding verse, too, is very characteristic. The lady
" was alike prepared to purchase her husband's- fizedom
by silver or by sword ; and like & prudent hereine, she
chose the safest way and the best. It was fixst printed
in the Museum, from a copy supplied by Bums, which,
perhaps, accounts for the excellence of the concluding

verse.



HEY, HOW MY JOHNIE LAD.

Hey, how my Johnie lad,
Ye're no sae kind’s yo shon’d hae been ;
For gin ye're voice I had na kent,
- ¥m suare I couldma trust my een:
Sae weels ye might hae courted me,
And sweetly tousled me bedeen :
Hey, how my Johnie lad,
Ye're no sae kind's ye shou’d bue been.

My father, he was at the moor ;
My mither, she was at the mill ;
My brother, he was at the plough,
" And to ane near our sport to spill :
A lug to listen was na there,
And still less fear o’ being seen :
Hey, how my Jolmie lad,
"~ Ye're no sae kind’s ye shon’d hse been.

Wad ony lad who lo’ed me weel
Hbae left me 2’ my liefu’ lane,
To count the minutes as they crawled,

And think life’s sweetest moments gane.

I wonder what was in ye're head,

I wonder what was in ye're een :
Hey, how my Johnie lad,

Ye're no sae kind’s ye shou’d hae been.

189
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But I shall seek some other lad,

‘Whoee love is upmost in his mind ;

As gleg as light, wha has the slight

O’ kenning when he shew'd be kind.
Then ye may woo wi’ blinkin Bess—
Foryo}lmml’ll»khmdm
Hey, how my Johpie lad, . Y
Yeremnehndlye-hou'dhum .

To David Herdwe owethapreqervmnn of“Hq,
how my Johnie lad,” in whose collection it appeared in
1776. The, present version seems superior to his; the
humour is improved, and the smoothuess and eese in-

The hercine is a gay and lively maiden, not more
than scrupulous in her cheice of words, and willing to
trust herself- with her lover in a necturnsal interview.
The lady who figured. in a move ancient vession :4f the
song had equal naiveté, with less discretion of speech.
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- O never look down, my fasale, ata’!”
- 'Thy lips are us sweet, andthyﬁgu:eeomplete, !
' As the fafrest lady in castlé or he?, ©

Thoughthonhumenlknorhollndmem,
Nor jewels to glitter in castle or ha’,

Thy coat and thy sark are thy ain handy wark,
And Lady Jean’s sel was never sae braw.

‘Wi’ thy hawslock coat and thy hamespun sark,
Thy looks like light and thy voice like the lark,
Thou comest along with a smile and a song—
And, sweet a3 dew, thou comes with the dark.
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Some sensible and judicibtd‘person Brushéd'the:fith
and the folly out of this song, and printed it'éa'the
Museum. I believe the original i as old as the dys of
Charles the Second : "indeed, 1 am inclined to ‘baditve
that the hero of the song was the furetious daivdi-of
Cockpen, the companion in arms, in Muméuy;: asd .in
levity, of Charles himself ;—they resemble asth-éther
in their love of mirth and their lack of -morality.
The traditional story of Cockpen-is crious+-Heving
fought at Worcester, he followed the fortunes of Charles,
and made one of his little ceurt at the Hague, where he
distinguished himself by his wit and bumour, and as
much by his skill in Scottish music. The favourite
tune with Charles was Brose and Butter,” and in
playing this Cockpen excelled. The hopes of Cockpen
were high at the Restoration, but the benevolence of the
king was not retrospective ; ‘thote who fought and suf-
fered were supplanted by pimps and parasites, by bucks
and bullies. Cockpen sought personal interviews; wrote
letters, prayers, and petitions, which were all forgotten
in the obscene wit of Rochester or Buckinghsut,or in
the smiles of the wives and daughters ef his nobility.
At last he hit on a happy expedient: he prevuiled with
the organist of the royal chapel to admit ‘hivh as his
asgistant, and he conducted himself with equal skill and
propriety till the moment the ldug ros¢ to- deave the
church ; then, instead of the nsual ‘solemn depurting
air, the deputy organist made the aisles ring to tie pro-
fane tone of ‘ Brose and Butter.” The king sent in
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haste for his erganiet, who came and fell on his krieces,
exclaiming, * Ob, my sire! it was not-L"—¢ Thou "
said Charles,  wlhio the fiend thinks it was thou?. thou
never couldst play such a tune in thy life—Ah, Cock-
pen !” said the king, recognising his old companion, who
knew how to time his appearance,  is this you? Come
to the palace with me, and we will find- something for
ye to do.—But, Lord, man ! I was like to dance as I
came out——and I’'m no sure but that I did.”

THE COLLIER LADDIE.. -

Now whete live ye, my winsome lass,
And tell me what they ca’ thee?

My name, she says, is mistress Jean, -
And I follow the collier laddie.

O see ye nae 2’ yon hills and dales, .
Where the sun shines-on so gaily ?

They o’ are mine, and they shall be thine,.
Gin ye’ll leave your collier laddie. :

Though ye had a’ the sun shines on,
And the earth conceals sae lowly,
I'd tarm my back on you and it o’,
And follow my collier laddie.
VOL. II. °
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But:.ye sliall gang in gay attire,
Weel buskit up sse gaudie;

Aod e tp it on every hand, ...
Gin ye'll leave your collier hddle

Ican win sixpence ina day,
And wage't 3¢ night fu’ brawhe,
And find a biel in a hamely shiel,
And daut wi’ my collier laddie. =~ |
Love for love is the bargain for me, .
Though the wee cot-house should haud.me,
Andthewwldbeforemetnwinmy‘brea.d:
And fair fa’ my collier laddie.

Though mistress Jean seems incurably fond of low
company, and upwilling to forsake the vulgar joys of
spending her daily wages when night comes, yet she
vindicates the fyeedom of love with unexpected spirit
and truth in the Jast verse, and jnduces us to com-
mendhercommdmughwemyqotqmnmdher
taste. Itumdeedabhtheandhurtyﬂdmg.vmh
here and there a tonch from some modern hand, to
render it more acceptable. to fastidjons people., It was
well known among the pessantry for mapg years before
it found its way into Johnson's Museum. = . |
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FARE YE WEEL, MY AULD WIFE.

O fare ye weel, my auld wife !
Sing bum, biberry bum,’
O fare ye weel, my : auld mfe !
Sing bum.
O fare ye weel, my auld wife,
Thou steerer up o’ sturt and strife !
The maut’s aboen the meel the mght
Wi’ some. .

And fare ye weel, my pike-staff!
8ing bum, biberry bum. -

And fare ye weel, my pike-staﬂ'
Sing bum.

And fare ye weel, my plke-staﬂ'— :

Nae mair with thee my wife I'll baff!

~ The maut’s aboon the meal the night

wi some.

Fu’ white white was her winding-sheet !
8ing bum, biberry bum."

Fu’ white white was her winding-sheet !
Sing bum.

I was o’er gladsome far to greet,

I danced my lane, and sang to see’t—

The mant’s aboon the meal the night

Wi’ some.
02,
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Farallmyresearchand anxiety, this song must still
remain a fragment. I know not where David Herd,
who was a capital finder of curious verses, chanced upon
it; it was first printed in his collection, and transferred,
with some slight alterations, into the Museum : -and
here it is, with the addition of a verse. It is a very
singular and original chant. The hero seems mtoxwated
as much with joy as with liguor, and bursts out into a
strain which no one has been able yet suoousfully to
imitate.

THE SHEPHERD’S WIFE.

The shepherd’s wife cried o’er the knowe,
Will ye come hame, will ye come hame ?
The shepherd’s wife cried o’er the knowe,
Will ye come hame again ¢'en, jo?
I'll have something warm and cozie,
If I come hame, if I come hame;’
I’ll hae something warm and cozie,
Gin I come home again e'en, jo. -
Yese get a cog o’ plumpet porridge,
And cream wi' them, and cream wi’ them,
Yese get a cog o' plumpet porridge, '
Gin ye’ll com hame again e’en, jo.
Eh, wow! that’s little ado— )
I'll no come hame, I’ll no come hame ;
Eh, wow! that’s little ado—
I winna come hame again e’en, jo!
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The shepherd's wife she shouted syne,

' "'Will ye come hame, will ye come hame ?
K '!'he sbepherd s wife she shouted’ syne,

“wil ye come ‘hame again e‘en, jo?
Have ye got something warm and cozie,

Gin I come hame, gin I come hame ?
Have ye get somethlng warm and cozie,

Gm T come hame again e’en, jo?
"A reekmg hen weel boil’d in the pan,

Gin ye’ll comeé hame, gin ye’ll come hame ;
A reeking hen weel boiled in the pan,

Gin ye’ll come hame again e’en, jo.
Eh, wow ! that’s little ado—

I winna come hame, I winna come hame ;
Eh, wow! that’s little ado—

I winna come hame again e’en, jo !

The shepherd’s wife clamb up the lm,owe
And shouted down, and shouted down ; ;
The shepherd’s wife cried frae the knowe,
Will ye come hame again e’en, jo?
I'll hae something sweet and cozie,
Gin I come hame, gin I come hame ;
I'll hae something sweet and cosie,
Gin I come hame again €en, jo.
‘A soft-made bed, and burn-bleach’d sheets,
Gin ye come hame, gin ye come hame ;
- A soft-made bed, and burn-bleach’d sheets,
Gin ye’ll come hame again ¢’en, jo.



108 SCOTTISH SONGS
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Towﬂemehmnagnhe’en,'jo! Pt i

LN " .. oo nf

"The shepherd’s wife cried o'er the knowe, "
" 'Will ye come hame, will ye come hamhe? + -
The shepherd’s wife cried o'er the knowe, * - 7 *°
Will ye come hame again e'en, jo?
1 maun hae somewhat sweet and cozie,
Gin I come hame, gin I come hame;
- A wife’s that leal, and a wife that’s rosie,
Might wile me hame again €'en, jo.
A rosie dame in dainty linen,
Gin ye’ll come home, gin ye’ll come hame,
A wxlhng dame in lily-white Linen,
Gin ye'll come hame aggin €’en, jo.
Ha, how! that’s something ado—
I'm coming hame, I'm coming hame ;
Ha, how! that’s something ado—
I’m coming hame again e’en, jo.

To David Herd we owe the preservation of this clever
old song; but with honest David’s version some neces-
sary liberties have been taken, and some omissions
made, which more readers will commend than regret.
Free and particular in its description of the allurements
with which the shepherd’s dame sought to entice héme
her wayward husband, and by no means nice in the
language in which her wishes were conveyed, the eong
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mhhﬁﬁdhltmm.tb@uwﬁm
and became the conipanion of & hridal sang or chent of
‘the same character, bearing the .graphiq title of ““.Bab
at the Bolster.” To omit a ang carrying the stamp
of other days %0 legibly apon it-could not be done in &
work which exhibits the lxbours of the, lyric Muse, from
the rude and lively verses of her early days dgwn to
the more dainty aud polished productions of the pregent
time; and to republish it as the.voice.of tradition pres
mdxthHﬂdwwldhuebmnnﬁenccm
proprietymddnmm .

.

THE CARLE OF KELLIEBURN BRAES.

There dwalt a carle on Kellicburn braes,

And he had a wife was the plague o’ his days ;
Ae day us the carle was hauding the plow,

Up came the devil, says, « how d’ye do?”

I've got a bad wife, sir,—that’s a’ my complaint,
For, saving your presence, to her you’re a saint.

It’s neither your colt nor your cow that I crave,

But gie me your wife, man, and her I shall have.
O welcome ! most kindly, the glad carle said,

.Ye'll no keep her lang, and that I'm afraid.

'l lay baith my plow and my pettle to wad,

That if ye can match her, ye're waur than ye're ca'd.
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Auld Clootie sdok kismmer. fir, kind g his bagh,.... .,
And away liks. o pedler. he trmdged:wi, his pack 3 . .«
He came -t tha pit; and ba shook heg sboen; - ...
Till the brass buckles melted like:gnow; in her shopn. ;i
The ‘wee fiends look’d up wi’ loud laughter and din,
AﬂMgmaMMMwb@dihﬂ% o
'Shewmhrtbt.udanwim

- Bhe clept hereelf down with so regal am air, . ..
:mmhdwwmdmamwam
And she gae them a kick, snd she.lent. them a-cloot.
On Belzebub's deg, at the dqor o’ his dew,
Shoﬁku'd-thetykebvwl'd,ondthecuhngaedhu.

Aaeeht*wnezdanl glower'd over the wa’,

O help | master, helpl ‘else she’ll rain-us '’

The deil canght the carlin wi' mickle ado,

And sought out the-anld man hauding the plow :
Anxd londly the-gray carle ranted and sang,

In treth, my friend Spankie; ye’ll no keep her lang.

In sorrow he look’d up, and saw her, and said

Ye're bringing me back-my auld wife; I'm afraid ;

But bide ye a blink, for the day is but young,

Hae ye mended her manners, or silenced her tongue?
Her niifls are grown longer, her look has grown doanrer—
Alss! wha can mend her, if ye canna cure her?

Says Satan, I vow, by the edge of my knife,
I pity the man who is tied to a wife.
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I swear By-thé Risk, arid rejolee by dho.baly o) Lo s
That F Hve wot-in “wedloek, ' think Hyaven'! bt heldc/
There hae I'béert aweHing the madst ot mylife,
Buf'!‘tievtrenula tlmkrihf! hitd & wife. . |
Buris® ﬂumd this very ‘strunge;: vid, and. ling-lﬂ-
old song, and improved its humour; increased its wit,
and printed it-in the Museun : still that work dlaims
too much whent §¢ cliitas it'ae hie sde productien ; for
the song, when divested of the poet's altetations, suffers
no chatige in natureor in story; and ne great shatement
in humour. Another wild version was printed by Mr
Croinek; which had much of the origimal sang sbeut it.
Out of these two, assisted by some fugitive copies, I
have tried to make s more convplete version than has
hitherto appeared : I have dismissed’ sonze of the verses,
and omitted the idle and :unmeaning chotus, which
augmented the eong one half without adding one ward
to the story, or sharpeningthe wit, or pointing the hu~
mour. To soothe the antiquarian, I give a' verse en-
cumbered with all the ancient honours of the chorus:

There was an auld man was hauding his plow—
Hey! and the rue grows bonnie wi’ thyme ;

By came the devil, says, « how d’ye do?”
Andﬂlcthym xtuthherd,andmexsmpnme.
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CAN YE: LABGUR LEA? -

fee’dnnnnatMntmmas

WY arle-pennies thoee, . : .- .
But o’ the faut I fand wi’ him .

He couldna labour lea. .
- And can ye labotir lea, young man,

And can yo labour lea?
.v%hckﬁow-yemw.
Yueuvummu .

. antmﬂ-etrm gloesy black,
-+ Bright brow and. mesry ¢'e—

. That shapelyfoot and wanten leg,

. Unless yo labour lea?

Q can ye labour les; young man,
O can ye lshour lea?

Red is your cheek, and light your look,
But can ye labour lea?

O gowans grow in Feberwar,
And lilies bloom in May,
But true love is an evergreen
That lasts for ance and ay.
And can ye Iabour les, young man,
And can ye labour lea?
O sweet’s the drink, and soft the bed,
O’ him that labours lea.



SOOTTISH- BONGS:. 203

O, kissing is the key of love,
And clasping is the lock,
And making of’a thie best ‘thing
That ever a lassie got.
And can ye labour les, young man;
And can ye labour lea ?
Your chin is bave, lmynng,lum&lr,
8ae come and labour lea. -

Among the many mﬂﬁonsol’tlmmg some de-
scending into grossness, others rising mere into purity,
but all somewhat tinctured with the fresdom of olden
days, it is not easy to satisfy expectation by a copy which
may give the life and naiveté of «ll-the versivias. ' The
heroine of this song is represented at » hiring.-fair, dis-
cussing the qualifications of & candidate for a sftuation
as ploughman: and as the last youth who-was fee'd at
Martinmas had proved unfit, the capability of the other
is more anxiously inquired about. In Dumfriesshire the
young men and women who wish to hire attend the fair
with sprigs of broom or holly in ‘their hat or girdle.
will not distinctly say but that to some the song conveys
a different meaning than skill in plonghmanship ; and
this is countenanced strongly by some variations. They
degenerate into vulgarity and grossness. :
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“THE CARLES OF DYSART.

* Cantie carles of Dysart,

Merry lads of Buckhaven,

" Baucie immers of Largo,

. Bonnie lasses of Leven.
Hey ca through, ca through,
" We have little for spénding ;
Hey speed on, speed on,

" i We have less for lending.

Some have tales for telling,
Soine have sangs for singing,
Some have pennies for spending,
Some have pints for bringing.
Hey ca through, ca through,
See the moon is sporting
On the seas where we
Daily seek our fortune.

We’ll heve mirth and laughter,
We that live by water ;
Leave them that come after
To spend the gear they gather.
Hey ca through, ca through,
Maidens dinna doubt it,
There’s better fish i° the sea
Thun ever yct came out o't.
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This fisherman's chant is gathered together from
various versions, oral and written : the one to which it
is chiefly indebted is printed in Johnson's Museum—a
sanctuary for many a curious verse. I am very fond of
many of our snatches of maritime songs; and I feel
grieved that our bards have consecrated so many battle
fields with their strains and neglected the actions of our
mariners. Dibdin has, indeed, sought to .supply this
national want, and many passages in his lyrics are
worthy of the subject. But the language of Dibdin’s
mariners is not the language of the heroes of Camper-
down and Trafalgar—it is the monatonous .and vulgar
slang of the watermen ofLondon—ofcmnecouten
and inland bnrgemen -

GALLOWAY TAM.

O, Galloway Tam came here to woo.

I'd better hae gi'en him the bawsent cow, -
For our lass Bess may curse and ban

The waiton wit o’ Galloway Tam.

A cannie tongue and a glance fu’ gleg, .

A boordly back and a lordly leg, .

A heart like a fox, a look like a lamb—
And these are the marks of Galloway Tam. .
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O, Galloway Tato canie heve te shewry.~ .- i ..
I'd better hae gi'en him-our gude gray meves * - - 4
.. He kissed the gudewife and dang the gudeman,
.. And thess are the tricks of Galloway Tam. -
He owed the kirk o twalmonth's soore, , . ‘!
And doffed his bonnet at the door: ’
. The loon eriéd out, wha sung the psalm, - .’
Room on the stool for Galloway Tam !

Ye maids of Galloway, frank and fair, ~
Take text o' your hearts and something mair ;
And bar yeur doors, your windows steek,

. For he comes stealing like night and sleep :
O nought free Tam bat woe ye'll ‘win,

He'll sing yé domb and he’ll dance ye blin’;
And aff your balance he’ll wile ye than,
Take tent o’ the deil and Galloway Tem.

Tradition bas negletted to inform us who this Gallo-
vidisn hero was, of whose prowtss sa many old bards
have sung. I believe that he was a personage in ome of
our old rude dramas ; amd that like < Lustie Javentus*
he had a characteristic paxt to perform. . Burris heard the
air, to which the ‘song gocs, ployed:at a wedding to o
kind of rustic interlude, called « The Wooing of the
Maiden ;” and others have heard a part of the song
sung on a similar occasion. We have abundance of
wandering verses belonging to this song or to the sub-
ject; some of them carry Tam to the kirk, and place
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hxmmtherepuhu-ﬁnlhmﬁ dmnuﬁnm the
priest speaks figuresively :— -

Sir,qwhthap:iat,thewnnlondeil

Has put his birn. ‘been gospel: kiel, K
Andbonndyerclooh»inhhbhckhln
Formemyloost,qmﬂdlmy'l‘m. cee

In"our kirk-fauld we maun ye bar,

And smear your flavce wi' Calwin’s tarw-
And pettle and mgke ye o duipty lamb. . -
Amen! so be it, que’. Gallowsy Tam. -
Eased of a twalmonth’s graceless deedsy ... ¢
He gayly doff'd his. sackaloth weeda; . .. . .1
And 'mang the mpidens Ne Jaughfing.cami~%. ..
Take tent o’ yonr hearte, giw/; Galloyay, Tam. :

There is a rude and: biting saide- agaiset. this “bad
eminence” on which Tam was placed, called ¢~ Rome’s
Legaey to the Kirk of Sostland,”  L'am no ememy to
wholesome discipline: sinee the parish ministers dis-
pensed with public rebuke, and took: pecunisry oame
pensation, the nunhadunddatuﬁrkrkeemc bas
wofiilly ineredsed. . .

;
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GORDON OF mmnx S
o LIRS N

Down Dee side antoe Jareeyme. 4 5
Whm‘imm ‘ok
Andedledloﬂ-nw”!

Ere the day dawing: . © .3
Proud Goedon, come-Soirn;

There’s a sword at your thraheld . 7
mmh"m’.x oot

Arise, now, gay Garden, - Teer
His lady ‘gan cry, Co
Look here is bold Tuvesaye '
Driving your kye: - "'
How can I go, lady,
And - win them ageni? -
1 have but ae sivord,. . '
And rude Inversyeten...

Arise up, my maidass, -
With roke aud with fan ;
How blest had I been cooend
Had I married a man: :
Arise up, my maidens,
Take spear and take sword<~—
Go milk the ewes, Gordon,
And I will be lord.
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The Gerden sprung up :
With his helnt en his head,

Laid kis Imaid on iris swerd” © - -

And his thigh o his steed :

'And be stosp'd lew and mid,

As be ki'd his young deme,

There’s & Gorden rides out
Thtwillmﬂahu-

Thnmdeﬂi“lm
Thirty sad shres, - -
But wi’ Brackley wewe nane -
8ave his brother and he:
Two gallanter Gorderss
Aguinst swords four and shisty,
Woe is me, what are tws ? .

Wi’ sword and wi’ degger-

Theynuhedonhimnh,
The twa gallant Gerdens

Lsehuthedmﬂmrblude
Frae the source of theDee

To the mouth.of the-Spay,
The Gordons mourn for him

And curse Inveraye.

O were ye at. Brackley,
And what saw. ye there?
VOL. I1. ‘
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Was his young widowe wesping, -
Ilooked in ot Besckley, .. .
I looked in, sad Ob, . . 1
There was mirth, there was feasting,

But nothing of woel .

As a rose bloom’d the ledy,. -
And blithe as a bride—

As a bridegroom bold Invemaye . .

~ Smiled by her side:

Oh, she feasted him there
As she ne'er feasted.lord,. .

While the blood of her hushend
‘Was moist on his sword.

In ber chamber she kept him
Till morning grew grey,
Through the davk woods of Brackley
8he showed him the wa§ :
Yon wild hill, she aaid,
‘Wheve the sun’s shiniag on,
Is the hill of Glentanner ; .
Now kiss and begone.

There is grief in the cottage,
There’s mirth in the ba’,

For the good gallant Gordon
That’s dead and awa:
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To the bush comes the bud, -
And the flower to the plais, -

But the good andthe trave
They come never again.

This pathetic lyric seems s narrative of a fead between
the Farquharsons and the Gordons in 1666. Tradition
paints the chief of the former as a fierce and desperate
freebooter, who brought to the aid of his petsgnal strength
and prowess that very precarious auxiliary, necromancy :
while the chief of the latter, drawn by a'mere affection-
ate or more delicate band, appears a brave and gallant
gentleman. Some proverbial sayings still express the
fears of the peasantry for Farquharson as a freebooter
and a warlock ; while their affection for Gordon is abun-
dantly displayed in the poetic way in which the story of
his death is preserved. For his ¢reacherous and incon-
stant lady I can find no more veritable historian than
the poet; but I believe the tradition of Gordons and
Farquharsons alike unite in sanctioning the accuracy of
the verse. There are some rude lines which are hardly
worth remembering, though I believe they are more cor-
rect than poetical, which punish the lady by the im-
mediate scorn and desertion of her lover. ’

r2
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MONTGOMBRY’S MA‘!‘GI'HJESS MAMARET.

Yeloveﬂlenlfo:henhﬁyle

! -Your Jndies faivest of the fhir;

*+ Apurerlightiscomeonemth, - - -
And they maun hope to shine nas maly,
There is a genr without comvpare, . - -
The brightest e’er in crowns was set,
A lady fair, and sweet as rare,
Mmtgm«yamatchlesMarpret

- Her better nature far excels
Her noble birth and royal blood ;
Fairest wheve all-are fair, and full
Of native gifts and graces gosd—
The wit and wale of womsnhoed,
Mair sweet than veses newly wet
With thrice distilled dews—I wooed,
But won nrot matchless Margaret.

O mind me, Fomuo, whnyon.uin
Your idle crowns and sceptres down ;
O Love, make me seem in her sight
The noblest that’s beneath the sun:
O lang I've loved bt never won,
And wander'd till my locks were wet
In midnight dew-dreps, musing on
My loved, my matchless Margaret.
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¢ Montgomety’s matchless Margaret” was the Lady
Margaret Montgomery whose beanty the poet celebrates
in o,variety: of lytic produttions, with seme happiness,
and no small. akill in the very ancient art of hyperbole
and praise. In extrqoting:these three verses from a song
which extends te acven, I was desirous. of.giving an
ampler specimen, bk bing sppesed by Pygmslion and
his bresthing marhle, and by the jndgment-of Paris, I
was of course compelled tn court brevity as a lesser evil.

AS 1 CAME DOWN BY YON CASTLE WA'. -

As I came down by yon castle wa',
And in by yon. garden green,
O there I saw & very bonnie lass,
But the flowers bloomer ns hetwees.’
My bonnie lses, my very bonzie lass,
Could ye fancy a man like me?
I would gi'e the ewes of twenty green hills
For a-bounie bonnie bride like thee.

The maiden she turned her round about,
And smiled wi’ meikle scorn ;

For to marry a man such ss you, fair sir,
I would rather have been unborn :

The blood that’s flowing along my veins
Winna mix wi’ sught that’s mean,
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And ye're but a churl of poor Seotland,
And I might be its queen.

O speak not in scorn, my very bonnie lass,
Ard wdlk ot 80 very very proud;
A modest tongue aid a mddest heart
‘Are higher than gentle blood : .

= Itrust toclimb a far higher tree,
And herry a far richier hest; .
And take this advice frae me, bonmie lass, -
Humility would set thee best.

This song was very popular in Ayrshire during the
youth of Burns. It fivé¢t appeared in Johneon’s Mustnm,
but like many other original lyrics in that very original
collection, it was imperfect, and mixed with inferior
matter. The author is upknown. The song gives ut-
terance to the feelings of two very haughty hearts, and
merits much more notice then it has ever obtainied. In-
deed it is of listle import what the wards are which
are meant for public singing, if they.are smooth, Hquid,
and melodious. The poetry is drowned in a stream of
delicious music—asound puts déwn sense, and the science
overcomes the verse.



