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My Love is Like a Red, Red Rose
O my Luve's like a red, red rose

That’s newly sprung in June:

O my Luve's like the melodie

That’s sweetly play'd in tune.

As fair art thou, my bonnie lass,
So deep in luve am I:

And | will luve thee still, my dear,
Till 3’ the seas gang dry:

Till 3’ the seas gang dry, my dear,
And the rocks melt wi’ the sun;

| will luve thee still, my dear,
While the sands o’ life shall run.

And fare thee weel, my only Luve
And fare thee weel, a while!

And | will come again, my Luve,
Tho' it were ten thousand mile.

A Man’s A Man for A’ That
Is there for honest poverty

That hangs his head, an' a' that

The coward slave, we pass him by
We dare be poor for a' that

For a' that, an' a' that

Our toil's obscure and a' that

The rank is but the guinea's stamp
The man's the gowd for a' that

What though on hamely fare we dine
Wear hoddin grey, an' a' that

Gie fools their silks, and knaves their wine
A man's a man, for a' that

For a' that, an' a' that

Their tinsel show an' a' that

The honest man, though e'er sae poor

Is king o' men for a' that

Ye see yon birkie ca'd a lord

Wha struts an' stares an' a' that
Tho' hundreds worship at his word
He's but a coof for a' that

For a' that, an' a' that



His ribband, star and a' that
The man o' independent mind
He looks an' laughs at a' that

A prince can mak' a belted knight

A marquise, duke, an' a' that

But an honest man's aboon his might
Gude faith, he maunna fa' that

For a' that an'a' that

Their dignities an' a' that

The pith o' sense an' pride o' worth
Are higher rank that a' that

Then let us pray that come it may

(as come it will for a' that)

That Sense and Worth, o'er a' the earth
Shall bear the gree an' a' that

For a' that an'a' that

It's coming yet for a' that

That man to man, the world o'er

Shall brithers be for a' that

To a Louse, on seeing one on a
Lady's Bonnet at Church

Ha! whare ye gaun, ye crowlin ferlie!
Your impudence protects you sairly:
| canna say by ye strunt rarely,
Owre gauze and lace;

Tho' faith, | fear, ye dine but sparely
On sic a place.

Ye ugly, creepin’, blastit wonner,

Detested, shunn'd, by saunt an' sinner,
How dare you set your fit upon her,

Sae fine a lady!

Gae somewhere else, and seek your dinner
On some poor body.

Swith, in some beggar's haffet squattle;

There ye may creep, and sprawl, and sprattle

Wi' ither kindred, jumping cattle,

In shoals and nations;
Whare horn nor bane ne'er daur unsettle
Your thick plantations.

Now haud you there, ye're out o' sight,
Below the fatt'rells, snug an' tight;

Na, faith ye yet! ye'll no be right

'Till ye've got on it,

The vera topmost, tow'ring height

O' Miss's bonnet.

My sooth! right bauld ye set your nose out,
As plump an' gray as onie grozet;

O for some rank, mercurial rozet,

Or fell, red smeddum,

I'd gie you sic a hearty doze o't,

Wad dross your droddum!

| wad na been surpris'd to spy
You on an auld wife's flainen toy;
Or aiblins some bit duddie boy,
On's wyliecoat;

But Miss's fine Lunardi! fie!

How daur ye do't?

0, Jenny, dinna toss your head,

An' set your beauties a' abread!

Ye little ken what cursed speed

The blastie's makin'!

Thae winks and finger-ends, | dread,
Are notice takin'!

O wad some Power the giftie gie us

To see oursels as others see us!

It wad frae monie a blunder free us
An' foolish notion;

What airs in dress an' gait wad lea'e us,
And ev'n devotion!

To a Mouse

Wee, sleekit, cowrin, tim'rous beastie,
O, what a panic's in thy breastie!



Thou need na start awa sae hasty

Wi bickering brattle!

| wad be laith to rin an' chase thee,

Wi' murdering pattle.

I'm truly sorry man's dominion

Has broken Nature's social union,

An' justifies that ill opinion

Which makes thee startle

At me, thy poor, earth born companion
An' fellow mortal!

| doubt na, whyles, but thou may thieve;
What then? poor beastie, thou maun live!
A daimen icker in a thrave

'S a sma' request;

I'll get a blessin wi' the lave,

An' never miss't.

Thy wee-bit housie, too, in ruin!

It's silly wa's the win's are strewin!

An' naething, now, to big a new ane,

O' foggage green!

An' bleak December's win's ensuin,
Baith snell an' keen!

Thou saw the fields laid bare an' waste,
An' weary winter comin fast,

An' cozie here, beneath the blast,

Thou thought to dwell,

Till crash! the cruel coulter past

Out thro' thy cell.

That wee bit heap o' leaves an' stibble,
Has cost thee monie a weary nibble!
Now thou's turned out, for a' thy trouble,
But house or hald,

To thole the winter's sleety dribble,

An' cranreuch cauld.

But Mousie, thou art no thy lane,

In proving foresight may be vain:

The best laid schemes o' mice an' men
Gang aft agley,

An' lea'e us nought but grief an' pain,
For promis'd joy!

Still thou are blest, compared wi' me!
The present only toucheth thee:

But och! | backward cast my e'e,
On prospects drear!

An' forward, tho' | canna see,

| guess an' fear!

The Battle of Sherramuir
O cam ye here the fight to shun,

Or herd the sheep wi' me, man?

Or were ye at the Sherra-moor,

Or did the battle see, man?"

| saw the battle, sair and teugh,

And reekin-red ran mony a sheugh;
My heart, for fear, gaed sough for sough,
To hear the thuds, and see the cluds
O' clans frae woods, in tartan duds,
Wha glaum'd at kingdoms three, man.
La, la, la, la, &c.

The red-coat lads, wi' black cockauds,
To meet them were na slaw, man;

They rush'd and push'd, and blude outgush'd

And mony a bouk did fa', man:

The great Argyle led on his files,

| wat they glanced twenty miles;

They hough'd the clans like nine-pin kyles,
They hack'd and hash'd, while braid-swords,
clash'd,

And thro' they dash'd, and hew'd and smash'd,

Till fey men died awa, man.
La, I3, la, la, &c.

But had ye seen the philibegs,

And skyrin tartan trews, man;

When in the teeth they dar'd our Whigs,
And covenant True-blues, man:

In lines extended lang and large,

When baiginets o'erpower'd the targe,
And thousands hasten'd to the charge;
Wi' Highland wrath they frae the sheath
Drew blades o' death, till, out o' breath,
They fled like frighted dows, man!



La, I3, la, la, &c.

"O how deil, Tam, can that be true?
The chase gaed frae the north, man;
| saw mysel, they did pursue,

The horsemen back to Forth, man;
And at Dunblane, in my ain sight,
They took the brig wi' a' their might,
And straught to Stirling wing'd their flight;
But, cursed lot! the gates were shut;
And mony a huntit poor red-coat,
For fear amaist did swarf, man!"

La, I3, la, la, &c.

My sister Kate cam up the gate

Wi' crowdie unto me, man;

She swoor she saw some rebels run

To Perth unto Dundee, man;

Their left-hand general had nae skill;
The Angus lads had nae gude will

That day their neibors' blude to spill;
For fear, for foes, that they should lose
Their cogs o' brose; they scar'd at blows,
And hameward fast did flee, man.

La, I3, la, la, &c.

They've lost some gallant gentlemen,
Amang the Highland clans, man!

| fear my Lord Panmure is slain,

Or fallen in Whiggish hands, man,
Now wad ye sing this double fight,
Some fell for wrang, and some for right;
But mony bade the world gude-night;
Then ye may tell, how pell and mell,
By red claymores, and muskets knell,
Wi' dying vyell, the Tories fell,

And Whigs to hell did flee, man.

La, I3, la, la, &c.

Tam o' Shanter. A Tale

When chapman billies leave the street,
And drouthy neebors neebors meet,

As market-days are wearing late,

An' folk begin to tak' the gate;

While we sit bousing at the nappy,

An' gettin' fou and unco happy,

We think na on the lang Scots miles,

The mosses, waters, slaps, and stiles,
That lie between us and our hame,
Where sits our sulky sullen dame,
Gathering her brows like gathering storm,
Nursing her wrath to keep it warm.

This truth fand honest Tam O' Shanter,
As he frae Ayr ae night did canter,

(Auld Ayr, wham ne'er a town surpasses,
For honest men and bonny lasses.)

O Tam! hadst thou but been sae wise,

As ta'en thy ain wife Kate's advice!

She tauld thee weel thou was a skellum,
A blethering, blustering, drunken blellum;
That frae November till October,

Ae market-day thou wasna sober;

That ilka melder, wi' the miller,

Thou sat as lang as thou had siller;

That ev'ry naig was ca'd a shoe on,

The smith and thee gat roaring fou on;
That at the Lord's house, ev'n on Sunday,
Thou drank wi' Kirton Jean till Monday.
She prophesy'd, that late or soon,

Thou would be found deep drown'd in Doon;

Or catch'd wi' warlocks in the mirk,
By Alloway's auld haunted kirk.

Ah, gentle dames! it gars me greet,

To think how mony counsels sweet,
How mony lengthen'd sage advices,
The husband frae the wife despises!
But to our tale:--Ae market night,

Tam had got planted unco right;

Fast by an ingle bleezing finely,

Wi' reaming swats, that drank divinely;
And at his elbow, Souter Johnny,

His ancient, trusty, drouthy crony;



Tam lo'ed him like a vera brither;

They had been fou' for weeks thegither!
The night drave on wi' sangs an' clatter;
And ay the ale was growing better:

The landlady and Tam grew gracious;

Wi' favors secret, sweet, and precious;

The Souter tauld his queerest stories;

The landlord's laugh was ready chorus:[105]
The storm without might rair and rustle--
Tam did na mind the storm a whistle.

Care, mad to see a man sae happy,

E'en drown'd himself amang the nappy!
As bees flee hame wi' lades o' treasure,
The minutes wing'd their way wi' pleasure:
Kings may be blest, but Tam was glorious,
O'er a' the ills o' life victorious.

But pleasures are like poppies spread,
You seize the flow'r, its bloom is shed;
Or like the snow falls in the river,

A moment white--then melts for ever;
Or like the borealis race,

That flit ere you can point their place;
Or like the rainbow's lovely form
Evanishing amid the storm.

Nae man can tether time or tide;

The hour approaches Tam maun ride;
That hour, o' night's black arch the key-stane,
That dreary hour he mounts his beast in;
And sic a night he taks the road in

As ne'er poor sinner was abroad in.

The wind blew as 'twad blawn its last;

The rattling show'rs rose on the blast;

The speedy gleams the darkness swallow'd;
Loud, deep, and lang the thunder bellow'd:
That night, a child might understand,

The de'il had business on his hand.

Weel mounted on his gray mare, Meg,
A better never lifted leg,

Tam skelpit on thro' dub and mire,

Despising wind, and rain, and fire;

Whiles holding fast his guid blue bonnet;
Whiles crooning o'er some auld Scots sonnet;
Whiles glow'ring round wi' prudent cares,
Lest bogles catch him unawares;
Kirk-Alloway was drawing nigh,

Whare ghaists and houlets nightly cry.--

By this time he was cross the foord,
Whare in the snaw the chapman smoor'd;
And past the birks and meikle stane,
Where drunken Charlie brak's neck-bane;
And thro' the whins, and by the cairn,
Where hunters fand the murder'd bairn;
And near the thorn, aboon the well,
Where Mungo's mither hang'd hersel'.
Before him Doon pours all his floods;

The doubling storm roars thro' the woods;
The lightnings flash from pole to pole;
Near and more the thunders roll;

When, glimmering thro' the groaning trees,
Kirk-Alloway seem'd in a bleeze;

Thro' ilka bore the beams were glancing;
And loud resounded mirth and dancing.

Inspiring, bold John Barleycorn!

What dangers thou canst make us scorn!
Wi' tippenny, we fear nae evil;

Wi' usquabae we'll face the devil!

The swats sae ream'd in Tammie's noddle,
Fair play, he car'd nae deils a boddle.

But Maggie stood right sair astonish'd,
'Till, by the heel and hand admonish'd,
She ventur'd forward on the light;

And wow! Tam saw an unco sight!
Warlocks and witches in a dance;

Nae cotillion brent new frae France,

But hornpipes, jigs, strathspeys, and reels,
Put life and mettle in their heels:

A winnock-bunker in the east,

There sat auld Nick, in shape o' beast;



A towzie tyke, black, grim, and large,

To gie them music was his charge;

He screw'd the pipes and gart them skirl,
Till roof and rafters a' did dirl.--

Coffins stood round, like open presses;
That shaw'd the dead in their last dresses;
And by some devilish cantrip slight

Each in its cauld hand held a light--

By which heroic Tam was able

To note upon the haly table,

A murderer's banes in gibbet airns;

Twa span-lang, wee, unchristen'd bairns;
A thief, new-cutted frae a rape,

Wi' his last gasp his gab did gape;

Five tomahawks, wi' bluid red-rusted;
Five scimitars, wi' murder crusted;

A garter, which a babe had strangled;

A knife, a father's throat had mangled,
Whom his ain son o' life bereft,

The gray hairs yet stack to the heft:[106]
Wi' mair o' horrible and awfu',

Which ev'n to name would be unlawfu'.

As Tammie glowr'd, amaz'd, and curious,
The mirth and fun grew fast and furious:
The piper loud and louder blew;

The dancers quick and quicker flew;

They reel'd, they set, they cross'd, they cleekit,

'Till ilka carlin swat and reekit,
And coost her duddies to the wark,
And linket at it in her sark!

Now Tam, O Tam! had thae been queans
A' plump and strapping, in their teens;
Their sarks, instead o' creeshie flannen,
Been snaw-white seventeen hunder linen,
Thir breeks o' mine, my only pair,

That ance were plush, o' guid blue hair,

| wad hae gi'en them off my hurdies,

For ae blink o' the bonnie burdies!

But wither'd beldams, auld and droll,

Rigwoodie hags, wad spean a foal,
Lowping an' flinging on a cummock,
| wonder didna turn thy stomach.

But Tam kenn'd what was what fu' brawlie,
There was a winsome wench and walie,
That night enlisted in the core,

(Lang after kenn'd on Carrick shore;

For mony a beast to dead she shot,
And perish'd mony a bonnie boat,

And shook baith meikle corn and bear,
And kept the country-side in fear.)

Her cutty sark, o' Paisley harn,

That, while a lassie, she had worn,

In longitude tho' sorely scanty,

It was her best, and she was vauntie--

Ahl! little kenn'd the reverend grannie,
That sark she coft for her wee Nannie,
Wi' twa pund Scots ('twas a' her riches),
Wad ever grac'd a dance of witches!
But here my muse her wing maun cour;
Sic flights are far beyond her pow'r;

To sing how Nannie lap and flang,

(A souple jade she was and strung,)

And how Tam stood, like ane bewitch'd;
And thought his very een enrich'd;

Even Satan glowr'd, and fidg'd fu' fain,
And hotch'd and blew wi' might and main:
'Till first ae caper, syne anither,

Tam tint his reason a' thegither,

And roars out, "Weel done, Cutty-sark!"
And in an instant all was dark:

And scarcely had he Maggie rallied,
When out the hellish legion sallied.

As bees bizz out wi' angry fyke,

When plundering herds assail their byke;
As open pussie's mortal foes,

When, pop! she starts before their nose;
As eager runs the market-crowd,

When "Catch the thief!" resounds aloud;



So Maggie runs, the witches follow,
Wi' mony an eldritch screech and hollow.

Ah, Tam! Ah, Tam! thou'll get thy fairin'!
In hell they'll roast thee like a herrin'!
In vain thy Kate awaits thy comin'!
Kate soon will be a woefu' woman!
Now do thy speedy utmost, Meg,

And win the key-stane[107] of the brig;
There at them thou thy tail may toss,

A running stream they darena cross!
But ere the key-stane she could make,
The fient a tail she had to shake!

For Nannie, far before the rest,

Hard upon noble Maggie prest,

And flew at Tam wi' furious ettle;

But little wist she Maggie's mettle--

Ae spring brought off her master hale,
But left behind her ain gray tail:

The carlin claught her by the rump,
And left poor Maggie scarce a stump.

Now, wha this tale o' truth shall read,
Ilk man and mother's son, take heed:
Whene'er to drink you are inclin'd,

Or cutty-sarks run in your mind,
Think! ye may buy the joys o'er dear--
Remember Tam O' Shanter's mare.

Ae Fond Kiss

Ae fond kiss, and then we sever;

Ae fareweel, and then for ever!

Deep in heart-wrung tears I'll pledge thee,
Warring sighs and groans I'll wage thee.
Who shall say that fortune grieves him
While the star of hope she leaves him?
Me, nae cheerfu' twinkle lights me;

Dark despair around benights me.

I'll ne'er blame my partial fancy,
Naething could resist my Nancy;
But to see her, was to love her;
Love but her, and love for ever.--

Had we never lov'd sae kindly,

Had we never lov'd sae blindly,
Never met--or never parted,

We had ne'er been broken hearted.

Fare thee weel, thou first and fairest!

Fare thee weel, thou best and dearest!
Thine be ilka joy and treasure,

Peace, enjoyment, love, and pleasure!

Ae fond kiss, and then we sever;

Ae farewell, alas! for ever!

Deep in heart-wrung tears I'll pledge thee,
Warring sighs and groans I'll wage thee!

Auld Lang Syne

Should auld acquaintance be forgot,
And never brought to min'?
Should auld acquaintance be forgot,
And days o' lang syne?
For auld lang syne, my dear,
For auld lang syne,
We'll tak a cup o' kindness yet,
For auld lang syne!

We twa hae run about the braes,
And pu't the gowans fine;

But we've wander'd mony a weary foot,
Sin' auld lang syne.

We twa hae paidl'ti' the burn,
Frae mornin' sun till dine:

But seas between us braid hae roar'd,
Sin' auld lang syne.

And here's a hand, my trusty fiere,
And gie's a hand o' thine;

And we'll take a right guid willie-waught,
For auld lang syne.

And surely ye'll be your pint-stowp,
And surely I'll be mine;

And we'll tak a cup o' kindness yet,
For auld lang syne.

For auld lang syne, my dear,
For auld lang syne,



We'll tak a cup o' kindness yet,
For auld lang syne!

Scots Wha Hae

Scots, wha hae wi' Wallace bled,
Scots, wham Bruce has aften led,
Welcome to your gory bed
Or to victorie!
Now's the day, and now's the hour:
See the front o' battle lour,
See approach proud Edward's power
Chains and slaverie!
Wha will be a traitor knave?
Wha can fill a coward's grave?
Wha sae base as be a slave?
Let him turn, and fleel
Wha for Scotland's King and Law
Freedom's sword will strongly draw,
Freeman stand, or freeman fa',
Let him follow me!
By Oppression's woes and pains,
By your sons in servile chains,
We will drain our dearest veins
But they shall be free!

To a Haggis

Fair fa' your honest, sonsie face,
Great chieftain o' the pudding-race!
Aboon them a' ye tak your place,
Painch, tripe, or thairm:
Weel are ye wordy o' a grace
As lang's my arm.

The groaning trencher there ye fill,
Your hurdies like a distant hill,
Your pin wad help to mend a mill
In time o' need,
While thro' your pores the dews distil
Like amber bead.

His knife see rustic-labour dight,

An' cut you up wi' ready slight,

Trenching your gushing entrails bright
Like onie ditch;

And then, O what a glorious sight,
Warme-reekin, rich!

Then horn for horn they stretch an' strive,
Deil tak the hindmost, on they drive,
'Till a' their weel-swall'd kytes belyve
Are bent like drums;
Then auld Guidman, maist like to rive,
Bethankit hums.

Is there that o'er his French ragout,

Or olio that wad staw a sow,

Or fricassee wad mak her spew
Wi' perfect sconner,

Looks down wi' sneering, scornfu' view
On sic a dinner?

Poor devil! see him owre his trash,

As feckless as a wither'd rash,

His spindle shank a guid whip-lash,
His nieve a nit;

Thro' bloody flood or field to dash,
O how unfit!

But mark the rustic, haggis-fed,
The trembling earth resounds his tread,
Clap in his walie nieve a blade,
He'll mak it whissle;
An' legs, an' arms, an' heads will sned,
Like taps o' thrissle.

Ye pow'rs wha mak mankind your care,
And dish them out their bill o' fare,
Auld Scotland wants nae stinking ware
That jaups in luggies;
But, if ye wish her gratefu' pray'r,
Gie her a Haggis!

Holy Willie's Prayer
O thou, wha in the heavens dost dwell,
Wha, as it pleases best thysel',
Sends ane to heaven, and ten to hell,
A' for thy glory,
And no for ony gude or ill
They've done afore thee!

| bless and praise thy matchless might,
Whan thousands thou hast left in night,
That | am here afore thy sight,

For gifts and grace,



A burnin' and a shinin' light
To a' this place.

What was |, or my generation,

That | should get sic exaltation,

| wha deserve sic just damnation,
For broken laws,

Five thousand years 'fore my creation,
Thro' Adam's cause.

When frae my mither's womb | fell,

Thou might hae plunged me in hell,

To gnash my gums, to weep and wail,
In burnin' lake,

Whar damned devils roar and yell,
Chain'd to a stake.

Yet | am here a chosen sample;
To show thy grace is great and ample;
I'm here a pillar in thy temple,
Strong as a rock,
A guide, a buckler, an example,
To a' thy flock.

But yet, O Lord! confess | must,

At times I'm fash'd wi' fleshly lust;

And sometimes, too, wi' warldly trust,
Vile self gets in;

But thou remembers we are dust,
Defil'd in sin.

O Lord! yestreen thou kens, wi' Meg--
Thy pardon | sincerely beg,
O! may't ne'er be a livin' plague
To my dishonour,
An' I'll ne'er lift a lawless leg
Again upon her.

Besides, | farther maun allow,

Wi' Lizzie's lass, three times | trow--

But Lord, that Friday | was fou,
When | came near her,

Or else, thou kens, thy servant true
Wad ne'er hae steer'd her.

Maybe thou lets this fleshly thorn,
Beset thy servant e'en and morn,

Lest he owre high and proud should turn,

'Cause he's sae gifted;
If sae, thy han' maun e'en be borne
Until thou lift it.

Lord, bless thy chosen in this place,
For here thou hast a chosen race:
But God confound their stubborn face,
And blast their name,
Wha bring thy elders to disgrace
And public shame.

Lord, mind Gawn Hamilton's deserts,

He drinks, and swears, and plays at carts,

Yet has sae mony takin' arts,
Wi' grit and sma’,

Frae God's ain priests the people's hearts
He steals awa.

An' whan we chasten'd him therefore,
Thou kens how he bred sic a splore,
As set the warld in a roar
O' laughin' at us;--
Curse thou his basket and his store,
Kail and potatoes.

Lord, hear my earnest cry and pray'r,

Against the presbyt'ry of Ayr;

Thy strong right hand, Lord, mak it bare
Upo' their heads,

Lord weigh it down, and dinna spare,
For their misdeeds.

O Lord my God, that glib-tongu'd Aiken,

My very heart and saul are quakin’,

To think how we stood groanin', shakin',
And swat wi' dread,

While Auld wi' hingin lips gaed sneakin'
And hung his head.

Lord, in the day of vengeance try him,

Lord, visit them wha did employ him,

And pass not in thy mercy by 'em,
Nor hear their pray'r;

But for thy people's sake destroy 'em,
And dinna spare.

But, Lord, remember me an mine,
Wi' mercies temp'ral and divine,



That | for gear and grace may shine,
Excell'd by nane,

And a' the glory shall be thine,
Amen, Amen!

Ye banks and braes o' bonnie
Doon

Ye banks and braes o' bonnie Doon,
How can ye bloom sae fresh and fair;
How can ye chant, ye little birds,
And | sae weary, fu' o' care!
Thou'lt break my heart, thou warbling bird,
That wantons thro' the flowering thorn:
Thou minds me o' departed joys,
Departed--never to return!

Aft hae | rov'd by bonnie Doon,
To see the rose and woodbine twine;
And ilka bird sang o' its luve,
And fondly sae did | o' mine.
Wi' lightsome heart | pu'd a rose,
Fu' sweet upon its thorny tree;
And my fause luver stole my rose,
But, ah! he left the thorn wi' me.

Such a parcel of rogues in a

nation

Fareweel to a' our Scottish fame,
Fareweel our ancient glory,
Fareweel even to the Scottish name,
Sae fam'd in martial story.
Now Sark rins o'er the Solway sands,
And Tweed rins to the ocean,
To mark where England's province stands--
Such a parcel of rogues in a nation.

What force or guile could not subdue,
Thro' many warlike ages,

Is wrought now by a coward few
For hireling traitor's wages.

The English steel we could disdain;
Secure in valour's station;

But English gold has been our bane--
Such a parcel of rogues in a nation.

O would, or | had seen the day
That treason thus could sell us,
My auld gray head had lien in clay,
Wi' Bruce and loyal Wallace!
But pith and power, till my last hour,
I'll mak' this declaration;
We've bought and sold for English gold--
Such a parcel of rogues in a nation.

The Braes O' Killiecrankie

Where hae ye been sae braw, lad?
Whare hae ye been sae brankie, O?
Whare hae ye been sae braw, lad?
Cam ye by Killiecrankie, O?

Chorus.-An ye had been whare | hae been,
Ye wad na been sae cantie, O;

An ye had seen what | hae seen,

I'the Braes o' Killiecrankie, O.

| faught at land, | faught at sea,
At hame | faught my Auntie, O;
But | met the devil an' Dundee,
On the Braes o' Killiecrankie, O.
An ye had been, &c.

The bauld Pitcur fell in a furr,
An' Clavers gat a clankie, O;

Or | had fed an Athole gled,

On the Braes o' Killiecrankie, O.
An ye had been, &c

Address To The Toothache

My curse upon your venom'd stang,
That shoots my tortur'd gums alang,
An' thro' my lug gies mony a twang,
Wi' gnawing vengeance,

Tearing my nerves wi' bitter pang,
Like racking engines!

When fevers burn, or argues freezes,
Rheumatics gnaw, or colics squeezes,
Our neibor's sympathy can ease us,
Wi' pitying moan,;

But thee-thou hell o' a' diseases-

Aye mocks our groan.



Adown my beard the slavers trickle

| throw the wee stools o'er the mickle,
While round the fire the giglets keckle,
To see me loup,

While, raving mad, | wish a heckle
Were in their doup!

In a' the numerous human dools,

Il hairsts, daft bargains, cutty stools,
Or worthy frien's rak'd i' the mools, -
Sad sight to see!

The tricks o' knaves, or fash o'fools,
Thou bear'st the gree!

Where'er that place be priests ca' hell,
Where a' the tones o' misery yell,

An' ranked plagues their numbers tell,
In dreadfu' raw,

Thou, Toothache, surely bear'st the bell,
Amang them a'l

O thou grim, mischief-making chiel,
That gars the notes o' discord squeel,
Till daft mankind aft dance a reel

In gore, a shoe-thick,

Gie a' the faes o' Scotland's weal

A townmond's toothache!

The Rights Of Woman

While Europe's eye is fix'd on mighty things,
The fate of Empires and the of Kings;

While quacks of State must each produce his
plan,

And even children lisp the Rights of Man;
Amid this mighty fuss just let me mention,
The Rights of Woman merit some attention.

First, in the Sexes' intermix'd connection,

One sacred Right of Woman is, protection. -
The tender flower that lifts its head, elate,
Helpless, must fall before the blasts of Fate,
Sunk on the earth, defac'd its lovely form,
Unless your shelter ward th' impending storm.

Our second Right-but needless here is caution,
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To keep that right inviolate's the fashion;

Each man of sense has it so full before him,
He'd die before he'd wrong it-'tis decorum. -
There was, indeed, in far less polish'd days,

A time, when rough rude man had naughty
ways,

Would swagger, swear, get drunk, kick up a riot,
Nay even thus invade a Lady's quiet.

Now, thank our stars! those Gothic times are
fled;

Now, well-bred men-and you are all well-bred-
Most justly think (and we are much the gainers)
Such conduct neither spirit, wit, nor manners.

For Right the third, our last, our best, our
dearest,

That right to fluttering female hearts the
nearest;

Which even the Rights of Kings, in low
prostration,

Most humbly own-'tis dear, dear admiration!
In that blest sphere alone we live and move;
There taste that life of life-immortal love.
Smiles, glances, sighs, tears, fits, flirtations, airs;
'Gainst such an host what flinty savage dares,
When awful Beauty joins with all her charms-
Who is so rash as rise in rebel arms?

But truce with kings, and truce with
constitutions,

With bloody armaments and revolutions;
Let Majesty your first attention summon,
Ah! caira! The Majesty Of Woman!

Loch Lomond

By yon bonnie banks and by yon bonnie braes
Where the sun shines bright on Loch Lomon'
Where me and my true love were ever wont tae
gae

On the bonnie, bonnie banks o' Loch Lomon'



Oh you tak' the high road and I'll tak the low
road

An' I'll be in Scotland afore ye,

But me and my true love will never meet again
On the bonnie, bonnie banks o' Loch Lomon'
Twas there that we parted in yon shady glen.
On the steep, steep side of Ben Lomon’,
Where in purple hue, the hielan' hills we view,
An' the moon comin' out in the gloamin'.

The wee birdies sing, and the wild flowers
spring,

While in sunshine the waters are sleepin’

But the broken heart it kens nae second spring
again,

Tho' the waefu' may cease free their greetin'.

Scotland the Brave

Hark when the night is falling,

Hear! hear the pipes are calling,

Loudly and proudly calling,

Down thro' the glen.

There where the hills are sleeping,

Now feel the blood a-leaping,

High as the spirits of the old Highland men.

Towering in gallant fame,

Scotland my mountain hame,

High may your proud standards gloriously wave,
Land of my high endeavour,

Land of the shining river,

Land of my heart for ever,

Scotland the brave.

High in the misty Highlands

Out by the purple islands,

Brave are the hearts that beat

Beneath Scottish skies.

Wild are the winds to meet you,

Staunch are the friends that greet you,

Kind as the love that shines from fair maidens'
eyes.

Far off in sunlit places

Sad are the Scottish faces,
Yearning to feel the kiss
Of sweet Scottish rain.
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Where the tropics are beaming
Love sets the heart a-dreaming,
Longing and dreaming for the hameland again.

The Skye Boat Song

Speed bonnie boat like a bird on the wing
Onward the sailors cry

Carry the lad that's born to be king

Over the sea to Skye

Loud the wind howls, loud the waves roar,
Thunderclaps rend the air

Baffled our foes, stand by the shore
Follow they will not dare

Many's the lad fought on that day
Well the claymore did wield
When the night came, silently lain
Dead on Culloden field

Though the waves heave, soft will ye sleep
Ocean's a royal bed

Rocked in the deep, Flora will keep

Watch by your weary head

Burned are our homes, exile and death
Scatter the loyal men

Yet e'er the sword cool in the sheath
Charlie will come again.

Both Sides of the Tweed

What's the spring-breathing jasmine and rose ?
What's the summer with all its gay train

Or the splendour of autumn to those

Who've bartered their freedom for gain?

Let the love of our land's sacred rights

To the love of our people succeed

Let friendship and honour unite

And flourish on both sides the Tweed.

No sweetness the senses can cheer
Which corruption and bribery bind

No brightness that gloom can e'er clear
For honour's the sum of the mind

Let virtue distinguish the brave

Place riches in lowest degree

Think them poorest who can be a slave
Them richest who dare to be free



Charlie is my Darling

'Twas on a Monday morning,
Right early in the year,

That Charlie came to our town,
The young Chevalier.

Chorus-An' Charlie, he's my darling,
My darling, my darling,

Charlie, he's my darling,

The young Chevalier.

As he was walking up the street,
The city for to view,

O there he spied a bonie lass
The window looking through,
An' Charlie, etc.

Sae light's he jumped up the stair,
And tirl'd at the pin;

And wha sae ready as hersel'

To let the laddie in.

An' Charlie, etc.

He set his Jenny on his knee,

All in his Highland dress;

For brawly weel he ken'd the way
To please a bonie lass.

An' Charlie, etc.

It's up yon heathery mountain,
An' down yon scroggie glen,
We daur na gang a milking,
For Charlie and his men,

An' Charlie, etc.

Coming thru the Rye

Gin a body meet a body,
Comin' through the rye

Gin a body kiss a body,

Need a body cry?

Ilka lassie has a laddie

Nane, they say, ha'e |

Yet a' the lads they smile at me
When comin' through the rye

Gin a body meet a body,
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Comin' frae the well,

Gin a body kiss a body,

Need a body tell?

Ilka lassie has a laddie,

Nane, they say, ha'e |,

But all the lads they smile at me
When coming though the rye.

Gin a body meet a body

Comin' frae the town,

Gin a body meet a body,

Need a body frown?

Ilka lassie has a laddie,

Nane, they say, ha'e |,

But all the lads they lo'e me weel
And what the waur am I?

Amang the train there is a swain
| dearly lo'e mysel'

But whaur his hame or what his name,

| dinna care to tell.

Ilka lassie has a laddie,

Nane, they say, ha'e |,

But all the lads they lo'e me weel
And what the waur am I?

Lewis Bridal Song
Step we gaily, on we go

Heel for heel and toe for toe,
Arm in arm and row on row,
All for Mairi’s wedding.

Over hill-ways up and down,
Myrtle green and bracken brown,
Past the sheilings, thro” the town
All for sake o” Mairi.

Step we gaily, on we go

Heel for heel and toe for toe,
Arm in arm and row on row,
All for Mairi’s wedding.

Red her cheeks as rowans are,
Bright her eye as any star,
Fairest o” them a’ by far,

Is our darling Mairi.



Step we gaily, on we go

Heel for heel and toe for toe,
Arm in arm and row on row,
All for Mairi’s wedding.

Step we gaily, on we go

Heel for heel and toe for toe,
Arm in arm and row on row,
All for Mairi’s wedding.

Plenty herring, plenty meal,
Plenty peat to fill her creel,
Plenty bonnie bairns as weel,
That’s the toast for Mairi.

Step we gaily, on we go

Heel for heel and toe for toe,
Arm in arm and row on row,
All for Mairi’s wedding.

Step we gaily, on we go

Heel for heel and toe for toe,
Arm in arm and row on row,
All for Mairi’s wedding.

The Wild Mountain Thyme Lyrics

O the summer time has come

And the trees are sweetly bloomin'
And the wild mountain thyme
Grows around the bloomin' heather
Will ye go lassie go?

Chorus:

And we'll all go together

To pull wild mountain thyme

All around the bloomin' heather
Will ye go lassie go?

| will build my love a bower (summerhouse)
By yon cool crystal fountain

And round it | will pile

All the wild flowers o' the mountain

Will ye go lassie go?

(chorus)

| will range through the wilds

And the deep glen sae dreamy
And return wi' their spoils

Tae the bower o' my dearie
Will ye go lassie go?

(chorus)

If my true love she'll not come
Then I'll surely find another

To pull wild mountain thyme

All around the bloomin' heather
Will ye go lassie go?

(chorus)

O Flower Of Scotland

O Flower of Scotland

When will we see your like again
That fought and died for

Your wee bit hill and glen

And stood against him

Proud Edward's army

And sent him homeward

To think again

The hills are bare now

And autumn leaves lie thick and still

O'er land that is lost now
Which those so dearly held
That stood against him
Proud Edward's army

And sent him homeward
To think again

Those days are past now

And in the past they must remain
But we can still rise now

And be the nation again

That stood against him

Proud Edward's army

And sent him homeward

To think again.



