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TRUE THOMAS,

AND

THE QUEEN OF ELFLAND.. .

THE following copy of this very curious old romance

is given from a MS., said to be of the fifteenth century, in

the public library at Cambtidge, marked Ff. v. 48, 11.

The different readings in. the margin are from a MS. in the

library of the cathedral of Lincoln, a transcript of which I

owe to the politeness and industty of my very valuable

friend, the' Reverend William Gray of Lincoln:; and from

another MS. in the Cotton library; for a specimen ofwhich,

the reader must be referred to- Vol. II. Edit. i. of the" Bor·

der Minstrelsy." In the Camb. MS. none of the pieces

have any titles: the Cotton copy is prefaced by ]f)cipit pro

l'Aesia Thome de BTleldQun; and the Lins;oln MS. is intitled~
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Thomas off Erseldovne, and is introduced in the following

manner:

.. Lystyns, lordyngs,bothe grete aDd'somle,
And takis gude tente what I will saye;

I sail you tell als trewe a tale;
A1s ever walt herde by nyghte or daye;

And the maste marvelle fior owten naye,
That ever was herde by fore or syne ;

And ther for prestIy I you pray,
That ye will of youre talkyng blyne.

It is an harde thyng for to saye,
Of doghety dedis tbat have beeD done;

Of felle fightyngs and batells sore;
And how that tiler knyghtis hll8e wonne.

Bot Jhu Cryst that syttis in trone,
Safe Inglysche men bathe ferre and nere;

And I sail telle yow tyte and SODe,
Of batells done sytllt!n many a tere ;

And of batells that done sail bee;
In what place, and how aDd whare;

And wha sail hafe the higher gree ;
And whether partye sail hafe the werre;

Whll sall take the llyghte aud lIee;
And wha sail dye, and be tane, thare:

Bot Jhu Cryste, that dyed OD tre,
Save Inglysche men whare 10 thay fare!'

From the pl'll(Yer, with which this eltordium concludes, it

may {airls be inferred, that; the writer was an EnglishmlUl ;

and the prophe.tic part of the pi~ce has been evidently in

t8Ilded to be Q(scP as a political engine against the Scots. In

lbeintroduCltion to the prophecies, however, there is so much

more fancy aDd elegance than in the prophecies themselves,

that theycan hardlX be sllpposed to be the comp8sition ofthe



..me person. Indeed, the intern&:,- evidence to &he con

trary almOllt amounts to a proof that they are not, and

that the romance itself was of Scotish origin; although DO

indubitably Scotish copy, so far as the editpr knows, is

now in existence. He has been told, but upon what autho

rity he knows not, that there was a'copy in the late kings

library at Paris, but uncertain of what country. More

fa.vourable times and circumstances may enable him to as

certain this fact with more precision. In the mean time, he

must be contented to avail himself of such evidence, as the

.. fragments of the lofty strain," that have lIoated "down

the tide of years," and luckily come to his hand, can fur

nish. Of these it is remarkable, that in all the three c0

pies now before him, the poet begiostbe story in thefirst

per&em, and seems disposed to teU the incidents, B8 if they

had really happened to himself:

St. 1. "As I me went this .A1!dyr's day,
Fast on my way making my mane, &c."

St. S. "Alle in a lonr-nc B8 I lay,
Undemeth a cumly tre,

\ Saw I wher a lady gay, .
Came ridaud O'fer a lonely Ie," &c.

ADd although he afterwanis, awkwardly and unnaturally

enough, speaks of Thomas .as a third person, yet even thea

he seems to insinuate, that the atory. which he is prbJing,

was told by another before him:

St. 14. "And certenly, as the dory 'Gy,e,
He hir mette at Eldryn tre."
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If h.e assumes the mask with a bad graa here, he shews

lltillless address when he drops it again at stanza 52 of the

First Fit:

" Tber was revell, game, and play,
More than I yow say, perdye, .

Till hit fell upon B day,
Mylufiy lady eeid to me :

" Busk·the, ThoTTllU, for thu must gon;
For here no longer mayst thu be;

Hye the fast, with mode Bnd mone;
I shnll the bryng to the Eldyn tre."

Would it not be pardonable, from such instances as these,

to suppose it at least probable, that Thomas Rymour was

really the original author of this romance; and that, in or

der to give a sanction to his predictions, which seem all to

have been calculated, in one way or other, for the service of

his country, he pretended to an iijwrcourse with the Queen

of Elfland, as Numa Pompilius did with the nymph Egeria l

·Such an intercourse, in the days of True Thomas, was ac-

counted neither unnatural nor uncommon.

As both the EngHsh and Scots availed themselves of the

credit which his propilecies had obtained, in falsifying them,

to serve their purposes against each other, it is now impos

sible to ascertain, what the real prophecies of Thomas Ry

mour were, if ever he published any such. But as it

would have been a measure of good policy to preserve, as

entire as possible, the uriginal introduction, from which the

predictions were to derive their authority, it may be pre-
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sumed, that fewer liberties were ~keil W\th it; that, not

withstanding the mutilated state in which we have found it,

the general symmetry, and many of the original stamina, re

main; and that it has not suffered more from the license

assumed by. transcribers and' reciters, than other romances

of that age have done.

As to the romance itself, "It will afford," says Mr

Scott, (Bord.Min. Vol. II. p. 2740, Edit. fl.) "great amuse- .

ment to those, who would study the nature of traditional

poetry, and the changes effected by oral tradition, to com

pare this !-ncient romance with the (traditional) ballad.

The same incidents are narrated, even the expression is of

ten the same; yet the poems are as different in appearance,

, as if the older PLIe had been· regularly and systematically

modernized by a poet of the present day." The followi ng is

the copy procured in Scotland for this work, before the

author knew that he was likely to be anticipated in its

publication by' Mr Scott. It is an imperfect fragment, but

it is short, and it cOl).tains one idea (concel'l:Jing the effect

of eating of the fruits of Elfland) to be found in the old

legend, which is not in the copy published by Mr Scott;

The editor has therefore lubjoi.nedic:

" True Thomas lay o'er yonder baok,
And he beheld B lady gay;

A lady, that was brisk and bold,
Come riding o'er the feruie brae~ .

Her ~kirt was of the grass-greelJ silk,
. Her mantle of the velvet fine;
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At ilka tate d her hol'!eS mane
Hang fifty siller bells and nine.

True Thomas he took all his bat,
And bow'd him low down till his knee ;

.. All hail, thou mighty queen of heaven !
For your like on earth I never did see!'

" 0 no, 0 no, True Thomas," she says,
"That name does not belong to me;

I am bot the queen of fair Elfisnd,
And I am p)me here to visit thee.

"But '1e maun go wi' me now, Thomas,
True Thomas, it} maun go wi' me;

For ye maun serve me seven years,
Through weal and "'lUI, as may chance to be."

She turned about her milk-white steed,
And took True Thomas up behind;

, And ay whene'er her bridle rang,
Her steed fiew swifter than the wil1d.

o they rade 00, and farther on,
Untill they came to a garden p-een;

" Light down, light down, ye lady free,
Some 0' 'that fruit let JP.e pull to thee."

" 0 DO, 0 no, True Thomas," she says,
" That fruit maun no be touch'dby thee;

For II! the plagues that arc io Hell,
Light on the fruit 0' this countrie.

4

-"
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" But I have a 1aef here in my lap,
likewise a bottle of clarry wine;

And now, ere we go farther on,
We'll relt a while, and ye may dine,."

When he had eaten and drank biB fill,
The lady laid, " ere we climb yon bill,

Lay your head upon my knee,
·.And 1 will shaw you ferlia three.

" 0 see you not yon narrow road,
.. So thick beset with ~horns and briers ?

That is the path ri righteou!lDellll,
Though after it there's few inquires.

"And see ye not yon braid, braid road,
That lies across yon lily leven?

That is the path of wickedness,
Though some call it the road to heaven.

" .And see ye not that bonny road,
That winds about the fernie brae ?

That is the road to fair Elfland,
Where you and 1 this night ma. pe.

" But, Thomas, ye maun hald your tongue,
Whatever ye may bear Dr see;

For gin a word ye should chance to speak,
~ You will ne'er get back to your ain countrie!"

"

•

•

• • • •



For forty da,. and forty nights
He wade through red blood to the knee;

Aud he saw neither sun nor moon,
. But heard the roaring of the sea.

He's gotten a coat 0' the even cloth,
And a pair of shoes of velvet green;

And till seveu years were past and gone,
True Thomas on earth was never seen.
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TRUE THOMAS,

AND

THE QUEEN OF ELFLAND.

tt As I me went this. Andyrs day,

Ffast on my way makyng my mone,

In amery momyng of May,
Be Huntley Bankis my self alone;

CC I herde the jay and the throstell, t
The mavis menyd in hir song,t

'J.:he wodewale farde § as a be~,

That the wode aboute me rong.

• In the MS. from which the editor made this transcript, the
~axon t1& is always used before 8 consonant; but the Roman !I
is a bad substitute for it, as it resembles.it oBly in figure; so he 
used the common letter..

t MS. Lin. throstyll cokke.
t MS. Lin. her rif her song.
§ Farde, I suppose, meansfdlred, i. e. ",mt 011; but the I.in.

MS. reading, beryd, i. e. " made a noise," is preferable.
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U AIle in alongyng as I lay

Underneath a cumly. tre,
Saw I wher a lady gay,

Came ridand over a lonely tIe.

I' Zif I shuld sitte till domisday,

All with my tong to bow and se, t
Sertenly aIle hir amy

Shall hit never be scryed for me.

" Hir palfray was of dappul gray ;
Like on se I never non;

As dose the sonne on somers day,

The cumly lady hir self schone. "

I' Hir saddil ~ was of reayll bon ;
Semely was that light to se !

Stimy sette with precious ston,

Compaste aboute with cramese.~

• MS. Cott. dern.
t MS. Lin. lorJ&e. MS. Cot. fair.
t MS. Li,n. and Cott, rDrebbe and f1Irye.
II MS. Cott. .4.11 abmDle that ladYlCholle.
§ Ms. Lin. 'tile.
11' MS. Lin. and Cot. craplte. In MS. Camb. this wont W8I

very iDdistinct, and may have been the same.

~.
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tl Stonys of oryens gret plente ;

Bir here aboute bir hed hit hong;

She rode over that lonel,tt le~

Awhile she blew, a while abe lODge.

" Hir garthis of Dobull silke thai were;
Hir boculs thai were of bary's t ston;

Hir stiroppis were of criataD dere,

And aile with perry ~ aboute be gon.

" Hir paytrel was of a pall Yfyne;
Hir cropur was of araCe ;

Hir bridull was of golde fyne;

On every side bong bellis three

tl She led vij § greboundis in a leesshe ;

Vij rachis be hir fete ran ;-

To speke with her wold t nC?t presse;
'4

Hir lire was white as any swan.

• MS. Cott. farn;yle. This Ileems the better readiDg, as
ferny brae occurs in the traditional ballad.

t MS. Line. berylL
t Perell, MS. Line.
II MS. Line. iraTe.
§ TItre.
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tt She bare a home about hir haIce,

Andundir hir gyrdill meny Bonne;
For sothe, Iordyngis as I yow tell,

Thus was this Iadyfayre be gon.",

Thomas lay; and saw that sight,
Undemeth a semely tre ;

He seid, tt yonde is Mary ofmyght,
That bare the childe that died for me.

it But I speke with that lady bright,

I hope my heart will breke" in thre;

But I will go with aIle my myght
Hir to mete at Eldryn' tre."

Thomas sadly t up he rase,
And ran over that mounteyne hye;

And certenJyJ as the story sayes,
He hir mette at Eldryn tre.

• MS. Line. bry.te,
t MS. Line. and Cotto ratAel!!, i. e. readily; which is a better

rearlini'
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He kneHt downe upon his kne
Undemeath the grenewode spray:

" Lovely lady!, thu rew on me';
Qwene of heven, as thu well may.~

Than aeid that lady milde of thozhtj
~, Thomas, let lIuch wordis be;

For quene of heaven am I DOzht;
I toke never so hye de~e•

•
" But I am a lady of another cuntre,

If I be pareld moost of price;
I ride after the wilde fee ;.

My raches rennen at my devya."

" If thu be pareld most of price, ,
And ridis here in thy folye,

LuHy lady, as thu art wyse,
So gif me leve to lye the by."

" Do way, Thomas, that were foly;
. I pray thee hertely leteme be;

Ffor I say the seeurly,
That synne wil for doo al my bewtie."·

• This line is adopted from the Line. and Cotto MSS. as it is
wanting in the Camb. copy.
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., Lufly lady, thu rew on me,

And I shall ever more with the dwell;
Her my troulb I pHght to the,

Wheder thu wilt to beven or hell."

" Man of molde, thu wilt me marre,
But zet thu shalt have thi wille;

But trow tbu well thu thryvest· the warre,
Ffore aIle my bewte thu wille spille."

Down then light that lady bright,
Underneath a grene wode spTay;

And, as the story tellus ful right,
Vij tymest be hir he lay.

She seid, "Thomas, thu likis thi play:
. What byrde in houre may duel with the 1
Thu warris me here this lefe long day;

I pray thee, Thomas, let me be."

• MS. Line. and Cotto c1lewy••
t MS. Line. 'YthU.
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Thomas stonde 'up in that stede,
" And beheld that lady. gay:
Hir hare that hong upon hir hed, .

Thetother was black, the tother gray.

And all hir clothis were away
: That he before saw in that stede ;
Hir eensemyd out that were' so gray,
. And aIle hyr body like the lede.·

Thomas seid~ tl alas! alas!
In feith this is a doleful sight,

That thu art so fadut in the face,
That be fore schone as sunne bright!"

it Take thi leve. at sUne and monel
And 8Iso at levys of Eldryn tre; t

This twelmond shall thu with me gon,

That mydul erth thu shall not se:'

• MS. Cott. Hyr body as blo as ony belie. Qu. Should it not
be, 8S in the other copies, lede ?

t MS. Cotto A,t Iralle, IIna at e-oery tre,

VOL. U. D
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He koelyd down upon his kne ;

To Mary mylde he made his mane:
" Lady, but thu rew on me,

All my gQJlles fro me at gone.

" Alas," he seyd, II woo is me,

I trow my dedis wil wyrke me woo :

Jhu, my soule be teche I the,

Wher so ever my .hooys shall goo."

She led hym to the Eldryn Birkes

Uoderneth the grene wode tre,
Ther it was a myd nyght myrke,

And ever water tiile the knee.·

• This is one of those passages, which, having becllme illegi
ble, an attempt bad been made to restore. Fortunately in
this, as in Itlveral other instances, the preparation which I ap
plied to the MS., by restoring the original and genuine text, has .
enabled me to discover the inaccuracy of the interpolator, who
has attempted to supply what he supposed to be wantinA. The
stanza, as filled up by him, ran thus:

" She led him to the Eldryn Hil~

Underneth the grenewood lee,
'W1lere hit Will derk as any hel~"&c.

This "Eldryn Birke" of Fairy-land is different from the
Scotish Eldryn, Eldyn, or Eildon tree of Erceldoune; and is
probably a mistake of the English transcriber for Blric Birke,

1
I
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Ther the space of dayes thre .

He herd the noyse • of the Bode;
At the last- he seid, <I Wo is l1le !

Alinost I dye for mwte of foode !"

She led hym in to a fayr herbere,

That fntte groand was gret plente ;

Peyres and appuls, bothe ripe tbei were,

The darte, and also the damsyn tre. t

which, in Scotland, or in Germany, would signify a birke, under
the dominion of Elves, or frequented by them. It is since thill
note was written, that the editor has received the transcript! of
the Line. and Cotto MSS., in the former of which the stanza rUDS

thus:
" She leddt> him in at Eldone Hill.

Undemethe a deme lee,
Where it was derke als mydnight merke,

And ever the 'water till his kne."
In MS. Cotto it is,-

" She ledde hym furth with all her myzt,
Undir nethe the deme lee;

Wher it was as derke as at mydnyzt,
And evyr in water unto the kee."

These readings, perhaps, do away the observation conceming
the Eldryn Birke. There is something uncommonly romantic
and poetical in Thomas's going under ground with the queen of
Elfland, as lEneas does with the Sibyl; marching for three days
in pitchy darkness, and hearing nothing but the swechyng and
mJUTrJyng (i. e. swinging and booming) of the wave" onJr his ~ead.

• MS. Line. ,,,,eg'IY1l6e; MS. Cotto swowyng; both prefera
ble to MS. Camb. as being more expressive of the noise of the

5e8l
~.. On some wide-watered more,
StDingiflg slow with sullen 1'o(Ir." MrLt'Olf.

. t MS. Linc. and MS. Cotto dClmGlt:e.



The fygge, and also the wynne bery ; •
The nyghtyngale byggyng hir nest;

The papyngay fast about <;80 £lye;
The throstill song walde have no rest.

He presed to pul the frute with bis honde :
u .as man for fode wex nere honde feynte.lI'

She seid, "Thomas, let that stond,
Or ellis the feend will the atteynt.

u If tbu pulle, the sathe to sey,
Thi soule goeth to the fyre of hell ;

Hit comis never out til domis day,
But ther ever in payne to dwell."

She seid, II Thomas, I the hight,
Come, lay thi hed on my kne,

And thu sha! see the feyrest sight,
That ever saw man of the cuntre."

He leyd downe his hed as she hym badde,

His hed upon hir kne he leide;
Hir to pleese he was full gladde;

And then that lady to him she seide,-

• In the northofScotland, the common currant iscalled the :wineberry.
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(I Sees thll zonder is fayr way,

That lyes over zonder mounteyne i
Zonder is the way to heven for ay,

Whan synful souls have duryd ther peyn~.

tI Seest. thu now, Thomas, zonder way,
That lyse low under zonder rise?

Wide is the way, the sothe to say,

Into the joyes of paradyse.

tI Seest thu zander thrid wa~,

That lyes over zonder playne r
Zonder is the way, the sothe to say,

That sinful soules shall drye to payne.

"Seest thu zonder fourt way,
That lye~ oyer zonder feller

Zonder is the way, the sothe to say,
Unto the brennand fyre of hell.

It Seest thu now zQnder fayre castell~

That stondis upon zander fayr~ hill r
Off towne and toure it berith the bell;

In mydull erth is DOD like ther ~ll.
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if In faith, Thomas, zOnGer is myne owne,
And the kyngas of this cUDtre;

But me wer better be bonged and drawyn,
Then he wist that thu lay be me.

,t My lorde is served at ilk a mesee

With xxx:. knyghts fayre and fre;
And I shalle say, sittapd at the dese

I toke thi speche be zonde the lee. •

(t Whan thu comes to zonder casten gay,
I pray the curtese man. tp be;

And what so ever any man to the say,.
Lake thu answer nOI1 blJt Ole."

Thomas styll als stoDe he stode,t
And be held~ that lady gay;

She was as feyre, and as gode', t
And as riche on hir palfray.

• Her iqjunction, that Thomas must speak to no one but
henelf, and her pretence that she has deprived him of the fa
culty ofspeech, proeeeds frow a fear of his blabbing and betray
ing her to the jealousy of her husband, the king of EIfland.

t Sic. in MS. Line.
t MS. Cotto Than allll .eM fayr. and ryeM QIlO1IC.

-:It



Hir gtey lloundis fillid with dere blode ;
Hir ...cbis coupuld, be my fay;

She blew hir horne on hir palfray gode!

And to the castell she toke the way.

In to a hall sothely she went;
Thomas folud at hir hande ;

Ladis come, bothe faire and gent,

Fful curtesly to hir kneland.

Harpe and fidul both thei fande,

The getem and also the santry;

The lute, and the ribybe, botb gangand,

And all maner of minstralcy.

Knigts dawnsyng be thre and thre c

Ther was revel, both game and play;
The feare ladys fayre and fre

Dawnsyng with t[thaim in] ryche aray.

The gretest ferly-ther TIwmas thozt,

When xxx harts layupon [the] flore;

And as many dere in were brozt,

That was largely long and store.

.• MS, Linc. fl!itll.maJ/lIe IJfId mOM.

t MSS. Cotto and linc. lilt and IIIng.



Raches· lay lappand on the dens blode;
Thecocys thei stode with dressyng knyfe,

Brytnand the dere as thei w~re wode;
Revel was among thtWn rife.

Ther was revell, game, and play,
More than I yow say perdye,

Till hit fell u.pon a day

My lufly lady seid to me:

(t Busk the, Thomas; for thu mostgon,
Ffor here no longer mayst thu be;

Hye the fast; with mode and mone,
I shall the bryng to the Eldyn Tre:'

Thomas answered with hevy chere,
<f Lufly lady, thu let me be;

For certenly I have be here
But the space of dayes thre:'

~~ Ffor sothe, Thomas, I the tell,
Thou hast bene here seven zere and more;

Ffor here no longer may thu dwell,
I ahal tel the skyl wherfore.

• MS. Cotto L!J11Iour,; Fr. Limier, a mongrel dog.
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'u TC? morow on of Hel, a • fowle fende,
Among these folke sh~l chese his fee:

Thou art a fayre t man and a hende;

Fful wele I wot he wil chese the.

"Ffore all the golde that ever myght be
Ffro heven unto the wordys:j: ende,

Thu beys never trayed for me;
Ffor with me I rede the wende."

ghe broght hym agayn to the Eldyntre,
Undemeth the grene wode spray,

In Huntley Banks ther for to be,
Ther toulys syng bothe nyzt and day.

Ffor out' over zon mownten gray,
Thomas, a fawken maks hili nest;

A fawken is an yrons \I pray;
Ffor thei in 'place will have no rest.

• MSS. Cotto and Line. the.
t MS. Cotto lang.
t Worlcl!JB.
II (i. e.) Earne,. In MS. Line. it is Eglil; Earn is Gaelic,

and means the head, chief, or king of birds; Fear foin.



tl Ffare weI, Thommas; I wende my way i

Ffor me most over zon bentis brown."

This is a fytte: twain ar to sey

Of Thomas of Erseltown.



THE SECOND FYTIE.

II FARE weI, Thomas; I wend m[yJ[w]ay;
I may DO longer stande with the."-

Cl Gif me sum tokyo, lady gay,
That I may say I spake with the."

(C To harpe and carpe, Thomas, wher 80 ever ae gOD,
Thomas, take the tQese with the."

II Harping;' he seid, Cl ken • I n~D;

.Ffor tong is chefe of mynstralse." t

II If thu wil spell, :J: or talys telle,
Thomas, thu sha! never make lye:

Wher so ever thu goo, to frith, or felle, II
I pray the speke never non ille of me.

• MS. Line. kepe; a good reading.
t How would Mr Ritson, if be were aH"e, like True Too.

mllll~s definition of a profession which he knew 10 well?
t This is the real word, which, in Scotland, has now taken

the f1lma of 'J1Ge.
II Thomas receind, aceol'ding to.common tradition, this fa·

culty of atways speaking truth, as a valuable companion to his



" Ffare weI, Thomas, and weI thu be;
I can no longer stond the by."

it Lovely lady, fayre and fre,

Tell me zet of some farley."

(( Thomas, trnly I the say,

When [that] a tre fote ~ ded,
The levys fal and dwyne away;

Frute hit berys noder white nor red.

" So shane this fallys blode befall,
That shal be like this rotan tre;

The semenes and the telys all,
The refull and the frechel fre ;1#

(i AIle shane falle and dwyne away;

No wonder thoz the rote dy !
And mekill bale shal after spray,t

Ther joy and blisse were wont to be.
---- - -------- ----
gift of prophECy, from the Queen of the Fairies; ~d:from

thEnce he derived his common appellation of True Th0
mas. Tammy Tell-therTrulp isa principal character in se
veral satirical rustic ballads which I have heard in Morayshire;
and probably was so in the old interludes.

• In the Linc. MS. it is " the Comynli and the Barla!JI alle,
the TreOel1l and the Ffresell (i. e. Fraaer) free."

t Spray, Qu. •pring ?
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~, Ffare weI, Thommas; I wende my way;

I may no longer stand the byI'
" Lufly lady, gude and gay,

Tell me zet of some ferly."

U What kynd ferly, Thomas godel

Shall I tell the if thi will be r'
U Tell me, of this gentil blode,

Who shal thrife, and who shal the;

~'Who.shal be kyng, who shall be non,

And who shall weld the north eountre;

Who shall Bey, who shalbe tane,

And where the batell on shal be."

~I Off a batell I wyl the tell,

That shall come sone at will:

Barons shal mete both fro· and fell,

And fresshely fegt at Ledyn hill. t

• MS. Line.fir".
t MS. Line. Eldone i MS. Cotto Holend01l hill.
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U The Bmtys • blode shalle under fall;
The Bretens blade shall wyn the spray; t

C thowsandmen ther sh8J.be slayn,

Off Scottyshmen that nyght and day.:t:

It Ffare weI, Thomas; I wende my way;
To stande with the me thynke full yrke

Off the next batell I wil the say,

That shalbe done at Faw Kyrke.

It The· Bretans blode shall under fall;

The Brouttys blode shall wyn the spray;
Vij thousynd Englisshe men, gret and smalle,

Ther shalbe slayn that night and day. n

• MS. Line. Breton••
t MS. Line. /fray.
t MS. Line. J'j thomande Ynglysche, wele I wete,

Sail there be slayne ti£at ilk a daye.

II Both Line. and Cotto MS. seem to agree in the foIlOl,in~

reading from MS. Line. :

" Banners sail stande, bothe long and large,
Trow this wele, with mode and mayne;

The BruY88e bloae sail undir gane,
Seven~ thowsande Scottis there sallbe slayne."
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" Ffate wel, Thomas; the day the sees;
No longer here thu tayre me;

1.o! wher my gray hounds breke ther leesshe;

My):aches breke ther copulls in thre.

It 1.o! qw[hJer the dere g008 be too and too,
And holdisover zonder mounten hietJ

_

Thomas seid, It God schild tbu goo,

But lell me zet of sum ferly.

It Holde thi greyhounds in thi honde 5

And cupull thi raches to a [tre];

And lat the dere reyke over the londe;

Ther is a herd in Holteby."

It Off a bateH I wi! the say,

, That shall gar ladys mourne in mode:

A Banokys Borne is water and clay,

That shalbe myngyd with manys blode.

"And stedys shall stumbil for treson,

Bothe bay and browne, gr~sell and gray;
And gentill knyzts shalle tombull downe,

Thofo takyng of that wyckid way.



II The Bretans blode shall under fall;

The Brutys "" blode shall wyn the spray;
Viij t thousand Englyssh men, gret'and smale,

Ther shalbe slayne that nyght and day.

II 1'hen shalle Scotland kyngless be see; t
Trow this wi! that I the say,

And thei shalle chese a kyng ful yong,
That can no lawes lede, perfay.

" Robert with care he sha1le reng,
And also he shalle wynd away;

Lordys and ladys, both aide and yeng,
Shall draw to hym with owtyn nay.

II And they with pryde to England ryde,
Est and west ther lyggys his way;

And take a l:oune of mych pryce,
And slee ··x knygts veray.

.. MS. Line. has Brul:&il:.
t MS. Line. J7j.
t &e, quo long.
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{( Be twene a parke· and an abbay,
A palys and a parisshe kyrke,

Ther shane the kyng mys of his way,
And of hys life be full yrke.

1I He shalbe teryd ful wonder Salle,
So away he may not fie;

His nek ahal rife or he then fare,
The red blod trikland to his knee

II Be twene a myckul way and a water,

A parke and a stony way then,
Ther shalll cheften mete in fere ;

A ful dugty ther shalbe slayn.

• From this t:> the end of the Fytte all the MSS. differ 50

much, that there is no re"couciling them. MS. Linc. mentions
the battle on Depplynge More, where it says :xj Scots were
.lain, and thlil subsequent taking of the

. -" town of gret renown,
That stands near the water of Tay ;

lIDd :MS. Cotto says:
II Bytwys a wetby and a water,

A wei and a baly staine,
Ther sal two cheftans met in fer;

The Douglas ther sall be slaine.

A tarslet sal in balde be tane,
Cbeftans away-

And lede bym to "ane halde of stl)lle,
And close him in a cart."

VOIo. n.



34

tt The toder cheftan shalbe tane,
A presans of blode hym shal slee,

And Iede hym a w[ay in a] wan,
And cloyse hym in a castell hee.

CC Ffare weI, Thomas; I wende my way;
Ffor I most over zon bentis brown."

Here aT two fytts Thomas to say,
Off Thomas of Erseldown.
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THE THIRD FYTr£.

It BUT, Thommas, truly I the say,

This worlde is woudir wankill: •
Off the next bate]] L will the say,

That salbe done at Spynard hill.t .

. "The Brutys blode shall under fall;

The Brettenis blode shall wyne [the spray];
Xiij thousand ther shalbe slayne [aile],

Of Scottishe men that nygbt and day.

" Off the next bateH I wil the telle,

That shalbe done sone at will;

Barons, both fleshe and fell

Shalbe fresshely fyght at Pentland Hyll.

•
• MS. Line. fJiondereth and 1Jioghe.
t MS. Line. cloushe.



" But when [be twene?] Pentland and Edyn-borow,
And the hill that stands on the red clay,

Vij thousand ther shalbe slayn there,

Of Scotushe men that nyght and day.

" Then shalle they met both stiff ana strong,
Betwene Seton and the see;

The Englyssli shalle lyg the cragys among,

The tother at the Est bank.

" The Florence forth shall fare
Upon a Sonday to here the messe;

A thousande ther shalbe slayne,

Of bothe partyes more and lesse.

I

" Ffor that ther shall no barrons • presse,
But fer asonder .shall they be :

Cacful shalbe the furst messe,

Be twene Seton and the see.

I

"Then shalle they figt with helm and shylde there,

And woundyt men [shall many be];

But on the morn there shalbe care,

Ffor nedyr [parte] shall have the gree.

• Qu. banners 'I
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« Then shalle thei take a truce and swere,

Thre zere and more I understonde,

That nouther ilide shalle odir dere,

Nouther be se nor be londe.

It Be twene tWOQ seynt Mary dayes,

When the tyme waxis nere long,

.~heD shall thei J;[lete and ba.nerse rese,

In Gleydis-more that is so long.

tt Gladys-more, that gllidis us all;
This is beginning of Ollre gle; .

Gret SOl'OW there shall fall,

Where ,rest and peele were wont to be.

tt Crowned kyngus'ther shalbe' slayn,

With dynts sore, and wonder [to] se,

Out of a more a. raven ahal cum,

And of hym 8 sebrew shall Bye,

tt And seke the more with owten rest,

After a crosse is made of ston,

Rye and lowe, both est and west;

But up be &hal spede anon.



" He shal lig ther wher he sbulde be,

And hold bis neb up to the skye;

And he shal drink tbe red blade ,he~

Lordys shall cry welaway.

" Then sbal they figt with helm and spere,

Unto tbe sun be set nere west;

-Tber is no wyzt in tbat fyld [ther]

. That wots qwylke side shall have the best.

" A bastard shall cum fro a forest,

Not in Yngland borne shall he be,

And he shal wyn the gre for the best.
AIle men leder of Breqm shal he be.

CC And with pride to England ride,

Est and west in certan;

And hold a parlement with pride,

Wher never non be fore was &eyD.

ff AIle false lawes he shalle lay doune,

That are begune in that euntre;

Truly to wyrke he shalbe boune,

And allleder of Bretaos Iha! he be.
7



H The bastard &hal get hym power nrong,
And all his £US be sball down dyug ;

Of aIle the v kingys londis,
. Ther ahal non, bodwc¥d bome bryDg'.

tt The bastardsbaUe go in the. holy land;
Trow this weI $os I. the say:.

Tak his [soule] to his.haude, .

Jhu Christe that mycuY. may. . .'

H Thomas [truly] I the say,
This sertand yll worde;

Of the last batel I the say,
That shalbe dOll a.t Sandeforde•.

tt Nere Sandyforth ther is a wroo,·
And nere that wro is a well ;

A stoo there is the wel even fro,
. ,

And nere the weI truly to tell"

tt On that grounde ther groeth okys thre,
And is called Sandyford ;

Ther the last batel ever shalbe;
Thomas, trow thu ilke a worde ;"

• MS. Cotto broo, i. e. brOfJ), brae, or ri.ing ground.
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Then she said with bevy cbere;
The terys ran out of her eeo gray:

.. Lady, or thu wepe so sore,

Take thi boundis, and wend thi way.'l

ct I wepe not.for my way-walkyog,
Thomas, treuly, I the say; ,

But for ladys shal wed ladys zeog,

When the Jordis are dede away." .

" He shall have a stede in stabul fed,
A hauke to beyre upon his hond ;

A bright lady to his bed,
That before had non in lande.

• Mter the stallZll (p. 56. v. i.) beginning,

" Then shalle they met both stiff and strong,"

there is in the Line. and Cotto MSS. a strong picture of the de
1IOiation of war, and the depopulation of the c~~ntry :

" Stedis a waye maysterles IB1 ftynge,
On the mountsns too and froo ;

Thair sadells on thare bakkis sall hynge,
Unto the garthis be rotyn in two."

In all the MSS. the order of the events in the prophetic part is
different; but amid the hurry and confusion of providing and
packing up for a voyage to a distant country, the editor has no
leisure to arrange or comment upon them; nor are they worth
110 much painp, if he had leisure. .
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" Ffare weI, Thomas 1 I wade JOy way;
AIle the day thu wi! me marre!'

" Lufly lady, tel thu me
Of Black Agnes oJ Dunbar.

tl And why she have gyven me the warre,

And put ine in h~r prison depe ;

For I walde dwel with her ever mar,

And kepe hir plaes and hir shepe!'

~, Off black Agnes cum never gode;

Wher for, Thomas, she may not the;

Ffor al hir weIth and hir worldly gode,

In London doysed shal she be.

" Ther prevysse never gode of hir blode,

In a dyke than shall she dye;
Hounds of hir shall have ther fode,

Margrat of all hir kyn and she."

Then Thommas a sory man was he,

The terys ran out of his een gray:
" Lu:6y lady, zet tell to me,

If we shall parte for ever and a1'·
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" Nay; when tho sitWi at Er~l.oWDj
To Hunteley.Bank thu take thi way,

And there shal I be redybown,.

To mete the, Thomas., if that I m&y.".

She blew bir horrw on hir pal£ra.y.
And left Thomas at Eldymtre;

Til Helmesdale sbe toke the w,ay,

And thus departed, that la<ly ~nd he.

Off such a woman wold I here, .

That couth ~ll me of such fedy :
Jhu crowned with thorne so dere,

Bring us to the hail on bye!·
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••• The Camb. MS., from which the editor made the above
transcript, ha~ suffered by rain-water nearly as much as the
Cotton has done by fire; a great part of each page having
become entirely illegible by the total disappearance of the ink.
By wetting it, however, with a composition which he procured
from a bookseller and stationer in Cambridge, the writing was
so far restored in most places, that, with much poring, and the
assistance of a magnifying glass, .he was able to J'lIake it oat
pretty clearly. The greatest difficulty he met with was from
the unlucky zea! and industry of some person, who, long ago,
and in a hab41 nearly re!Jemblitlg tile original, had endeavoured
to fill up the chasms, and, as appeared upon the revival of the
old writing, had generally mistaken the sense, and done much
more harm than ~ood. The Line. MS. is very impcrf£ct to-
wards the latter part of tbe 'propheCies; but that is of Jittle
moment.

:1.,
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BIRTH OF ROBIN HOOD.

TAe follOflling baUad 'Was takeJI dtJ't»1J by tke Editor from
tke recitation c?f MRS BROWN, and is kere gi'DeR 'UJitkout

, tke alteration of ~aingle 'UJord. Howcoer little kistorical
credit may be due to it, tke account 'UJkic. it gi'De' oft~
origin of the celebrated Englill. Outlaw', is certainly 'Dery
ckaracterilltic, and perfectly consistent 'UJitA kis ,lIhae
quent life and conduct; imomucA tAat it cannot be laid
qf tile renowned Aero of SAer'WOOd, Q8 Dtianira ,ay' 9f
Herculu,

---" dissimiles bie vir et ille puer."

o WILLIE'S large 0' limb and lith,
And come 0' high degree;

And he is ganc to Earl Richard,

To serve for meat and fee.
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Earl Richard had but ae daughter, .

Fair as 8 lily flower;
And they made up their love-contract

Like proper paramour.

It fell upon a simmer's llicht,
Whan the Iea'!es were fair and green,

That Willie met his gay ladie
Intil the wood alane.

" 0 narrow is my gown, Willie,
That wont to be sae wide;

And gane is a' my fair colour"
That wont to be my pride.

" But gin ,my faiher should get word
What's past between us twa,

Before that he should eat or drink,
He'd hang you o'er that wa.

" But ye'll come to my bower, Willie,
Just as the sun gaes down;

And kep me in your arms twa,
And latna me fa' down."
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o whan the SUD was now gane down,
He's doen him till her bower;

And there, by the lee licht o'the moon,
. Her window she lookit o'er.

Intill a robe 0' red searlet

She lap, fearless 0' harm ;

And Willie was large 0' lith and limb,

And keppit her in his arm.

And they've gane to the gude green wood;

And ere the night was deeD,

She's bom to him a bonny youug son,

Amang the leaves sae -green.

Whan night was 'gane, and day was come, ,

And the sun began to peep,

Up 'and raise the Earl Richard

Out 0' his drowsy sleep.

He's ca'd upon his merry yoaag men,

By ane, by twa, and by three ;
tl 0 what's come o'my daughter dear,'

That's she's nae come to me ?

• 1
I
I.
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« I dreamt a: dreary dream last ni~,

God grant it come to gnde !
I dreamt I saw my daughter dear

Drown in the saut sea ·flood.

UBut gin my daughter be dead or sick,

Or yet be stown awa,
I mak a 'vow, and I'll keep it true,

I'll hang ye ane and a'."

They sought her back, they sought her fore,

. They sought her up and down;
They got her in the gude green wood,

Nursing her bonny young son.

He toolt the bonny boy in his arms,
And kist him tenderlie;

Says, " though I would your father hang,

Your mother's dear to me."

He kist him o'er and o'er again;
II My grandson I thee claim;

And Robin Hood in gude green wood,

And that &hail be your name."
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And mony ane sings 0' grass, 0' grass,
And mony ane sings 0' com;

And mony ane sings 0' Robin Hood,
Kens little whare he was born.

It wasna in the ha', the ha',
Nor in the. painted bower;

But it was in the ~de green wood,
Amang the lily flower.

•
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ROBIN HOOD

AXD TaE

OLD MAN~· .J

• • • • • • • • • • • •
in faith thon shalt have mine

&. 20s. in thy purseJ

to spend at ale and wine

Though your clothes are of light Jincolne green
&. mine gray russet and tome

yet it doth not you beseme
to doe an old man scome t

• This fragment is given 1!erootim et literatim, from the folio
MS. 80 often referred to in the Reliques of Ancient English
Poetry.

t By proposing, that is, to malre an exchange of clothes with
him, the bargain being so much to the advaDta&e of the Old
Man•
. VOL. lJ. D
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I scome thee not old man says Robin

by the faith of my body

doe of thy clothes than shalt have mine

for it may noe bette~ be

But Robin did on the old mans hose
the were tom in the wrist

when I looke on my leggs said Robin

then for to laugh I list

but Robin did on the old mans shoes

&. the were Chitt full cleane

now by my faith says Little John

these are good for thomes keene

but Robin.did on the old mans Dl~ake

&. it was tome in the neuke

now by my faith .said William Scarlett

heere shold be set a specke ,

i I' ~

But Robin did on the' old m8Wl hood

itt gogled on his crowne

when I come into Nottingham said Robin

my hood it will lightly downe·

• i. e, I shall easily bare my head, in reverence to the slie
rift; &c.
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But yonder is an outwood said Robin

an outwood all and a shad~

and thither I reede you my merrymen all

the ready way to take

And ~hen you heare my little home blow, .

come raking all on a rowtet........., ....., .
• • • • horne to his mouth

a loud blast cold he'blow

full three hundred bold yeomen

came raking all 00 a row

But Robin cast downe his baggs of bread "

soe did he his staffe with a face·

8t in a doublet of red ve)vett

this yeoman stood in bis place

• It has been suggested, that this ought to be brake, and not
.hade.

t Nine or ten stanzas wanting, being half the folio page.



but Robin he lope and Robin he threw
he lope Qver stocke and stone

but those that saw Robin Hood run

said he was a liver old man

But bend your bowes and stroke your strings
set the gallow tree aboute

and. Chrlstes curse on his head said Robin

that spares the sheriff and the sergeant·

When the sheriffe see gentle Robin wold shoote

he held up both his hands
sayes aske good Robin and thou sha.lt have

whether it be house or land

I will neither have house nor land said Robin

nor gold nor none of thy fee

but I will have those 8 squires
to greene fOloest with me

Now marry gods forbott said the sheriffe
.. that ever that shold be

ffor why they be the kings felons
they are all condemned to dye

• Should not this be " his rowte 1"
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But grant me my askinge said Robin
or by me faith of my body

thou shalt be the first man
shall flower this gallow tree

But I will • • •• • •
(Cetera dtsunt.)
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ROBYN HODE,

AWD

THE MUNKE, &c. &c.

(From a MS. said to he of tke fifteenth century, in the
Public Library, Cam~ridge, marked FJ. 'll. 408. 11.)

IN somer when the shawe~ be sheyn,
And laves be large and long,

Hit is full mery infayre forest
To here the fouIys song.

To se the dere draw to the Ie,
And leve ther hillis hee,

And shadow hem in the levis grene,

Under the grene wode tre.
I



,
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Hit be fel on Whitsonty!ie,

Erly in a May momyng,

The son up feyre can spring, (thatday)

And the birddi. mery can syng.

ft This is amery momyng," seid LitulI John,
ft Be hym that dyed on tre;

And more mery man, than I am Oll,

Was not in Cristante.

ft PInk up thi hert, my dere mayster;'

LitullJohn can say,
ft And thynk hit is a full fayre tyme,

In a momyng of May."

"The on thyng greves me;' seyd Robyn, .
ft And does my hert mych woo,

That I may not no solem day, .

To mas ne Matyas goo.

" Hit is a fourtnet and more," ~eyd Robyn,
ft Syn I my savyor see;

To day wi! I to Notyngham," said Robyn,
ft With the myght of mylde Mary."
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Then spake Moche, the MyIers sane,
(Ever more weI hym betyde!)

"Take xij ofthi wyght zemen,
WeI weppynd be ther syde.

Suchon wolde thi selfe
That xij dar not abyde."

" Off all my merry men," seid Robyn,
"Be my feith I wil non have;

But Litull John shall beyre my bow,
Till that me list to draw."

" Thu ~hall beyre thi nown," seid LitulI John,
" Maister, and I will beyre myne;

And we will shote a prevy," seid Litull John,

" Under the grene wode lyne."

" I will not shote a prevy," Bard Robyn Hade,
" In feith, Litull John, with the;

But ever for on, as. thu shots: seid Robyn,

" In feith I holde the thre."

Thus shot thei forth, these zemen too,
Bothe at buske and brome,

Til Litull John wan of his maister,

V s. to hose and shone.
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A ferly strife fel th~ betwene,
As they went be the way:

Litull John seid, be cnld wan V s.;
And Robyn Hade seid sohortly nay.

\

With that Iyed,· Robyn Hade Iyed Litull John,
And smote hym wyth his hande:

Litull John wexed wroth thec with,
And pulled out his bright brande.

"Were thu not my maister," seid Litull John,
ct Thu shuldis by hit ful sore :

Get the a man wher thu wil, Robyn,
For thu gets me no more." ,

Then Robyn goes to Notyngham,
Hymselfe mocnyng allone;

And Litull John to mery Scherewoode,
The pathes he knew alkone.

Whan Robyn came to Notyngham,
Sertenly with owten layn,

He prayed to God and Mary may,
To bryng hym out save agayne.

• The first l!led in this verse seems to have been inserted by
a graphical mistake.
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He gos in to Seynt Mary chyrche,
And knelyd down before the rode ;

AIle that ever were the church with in,
Behold weI Robyn Hode.

Be side hym stode a gret hedit Hunke,
(I pray to God woo he be !)

Ful sone he knew gode Robyn,
As sone as be him se.

Out at the dure he ran,
Fful ~one and anon;

All thezatis in Notyngham.
He made to be sparryd everychone.

~, Rise up," be said, " thu proud schereff,
Buske the, and make the bowne;

1 have spyed the kyngis felon,
Ffor sothe be is in this towne.

" 1 have spyed the falce felon,
As he stands at his masse ;

Hit is longe of the se[ly] munke,
And ever he fi·o us passe•

•

/
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" This traytor's name is Robyn Bode, .
Under the greue wooe lynde;

He robbyt me onys of a C lb. ;'

Hit shalle never out of my mynde!'

Up 'hen rose that prowd ahereff,

And radle·· made him zare; .

Many wer the moders son,

To the kyrk with hym can fare.

In at the durris thei threly thtast,

With staves ful gode wane:

" Alas! alas!" seyd Robyn Hode,

"Now mysse I Litull John!"

But Robyn toke out a twohond sword,

That hong down be his kne;

Ther as the shereff and his men stod thyckest,

Thedurward walde he.

[Gode Robyn] thorow at thaim he ran,

Ther for sothe as I you say,

And woundyt many a madre SOD,

And xij he slew that day.

• Radl~; rathel!!, readily•
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His sword upon the shereffs helm
Sertenly be brake in too :

It The smyth that the' made," seid Robyn,

tl I pray to God wyrke him woo.

~, Ffor now am I weppynless," seyd Robyn,

" Alasse! agayne my wylle;
But if I may fie these trayters fro,

I wot thei wi! me kill."

Robyn anon in the chyrch he ran,
Thorow owt hem everilkone;

Sum fel in swonyng as thei were dede,
And lay stil as any stone.

Non oftheym were in her mynde,
But only Litull John:

• • • • • •
• • • ., . •

tl Let be yor rule," seid Litull John,
tl Ffor his luf that dyed on tre;

Ze, that shulde be duzty men,

Hit is gret shame to se.

'.
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If Oure mwster has bene hard bystede,

And zet scapyd away;
Pluk up yor hertH, and leve this mane,

A lwkyn what I sbellll8Y•.

It He has servyd our lady many 0. day,

And yet wil securly;

Ther for I trust in hir specially,

No wyckid deth i1halhe dye.

".Ther for be glad," seid Litull John,

tt And let tbi mournyng be ;
And I sha!. be the MWlkis gyde,.

With the myght of mylde Mary.

It .And I mete liym,"seid Litull John,
tt We will go but we too:·

'" . . . '" .

..

• • "'. '" •

it Loke that ze kepe.- weI your tristil tre,
, Under the levys smale;

And spare non of this venyson,

That gose in thys vale."
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Ffurthe then went these zemen tooJI
Litull John and Moone in fere;

And lokid on Moch emys howl;

The h,e way lay ful Bel'e.·

Litull John stode ·ina Wyndow in a mOrDy-ng,

And lokid BOthe at a ~\age;

He was ware of a Mlll1ke came rydyng;
And with him a litullpage.

" Be my feith," seidLitult John toMoch;

" I can the,tell tyt1.Jyngis gode;.

I se wher the Munkecums rydynge;

I know hym be his wyd hode:'

They went in to the way, these zeman, bothe,

As curtes men &ad hende ;

They spyrred Notyngham at the MunkeJ

As they hade bene his frende.

et Fro whens come ze r~ said Litull Joha;

(( Tell us tythyngus, I yow pray;

Off a false owtlay [we wold fayn here]

Was tayn [this] ~sterday.
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" He robbyt me and my fdawes

Of xx marke in serten; :

If that false owtlay be takyn,

Ffor sotbtFffe wolde be .slayn:"

CC So did he me," aeid the Munke,

Off a Clb. and more:

I layd furst· hande hym apon ;

Ze may thank metherfore."

..

CC I pray God thanke [tbe],~ seid Litull Jolin,

cc And.we wiD, when we may:

We wil go with you, with your leve,

And bryng Y-Ow on your way.

Cf Ffor Robyn ,Hode hafe many a wilde felow,
I tel yow in celten,

If thei wist ze rode this way,
In feith ze shulde be aI818'";

As thei went talkyog be the way,
The Munke and Litull John,

John toke the Munkis horse be the hedei

Fful sone and &Don.
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Jolm toke the Munkis horse be the hed,

Ffor sothe as I yow say;

So did Moch the litull page,

Ffor he shulde not sturre away., '

Be the go}ett of the'hode,

John pulled the Munke downe;, ,

John was noth.rng' of 'hym agast;
He let hym fall on his crowne•

. Litnll John:was so agrevyd;

And drew out his swerde in hye:

The Munke saw he shulde be ded,

Lowd " mercy!" can he cry.

ct He was my maister," seid Litull John,

" That thu hase brougt to bale:

Shalle thu never 'cum at any kyng,
Ffar to tell hym tale."

John smote of the Munkis hed ;

No longer wolde he dwell;

So did Moch the litull page,

Ffor ferd lest be wold tell.
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Ther thei beryed hym botbel

In noother mosse nor lyng;
And Litull John, aad Much infere '

Bare the letters to owre kyng.

[When Litull John came before,the kyngJ

He kneled down upon his koe :
It God yow save, my lege lorde;

God yow save and se•

" God yow savtt, 'my lege kynge!'
To speke John was foIl bolde;

He gaf bym the lettors in his hand;
The kyng did hit unfold.

The kyng red the letters anon,
And seid, If sO mot I thee ;

Ther was never zeman in Diery Ingland

I longut so sore to se.

"Wher iSihe Munke that these shuld have brouzt?

Oure [noboll] kyng can say."
," Be my trouth;' seid Litoll John,

" He dyed after the way."

•

VOL. 11. ]I;
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The king gaf Moch and Limll John
.Xx lb. in sertan,

And mad6 them zem8n of,the crowne,
And bade them go agayn.

He gaf John the seeHn hand,
The scheref for to .bere,

To bryng Rnbyn him to,
And no man do hym dere.

John toke hysleve at.our kyng,
The sotQe as I yow say,.

[And he, and Mach the myler's sone
Ful meryle' past thai.]

The next way'to Notyngham;
The zatis wtre sparred ychone :

John calIid up the porter;
He answered anon.

(t What is the cause," seid Litull.John,
(t Thu sparris the zatis so fast?"

(t Because of Robyn Hode," seid the porter,

" In depe prison is cast.

•
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"John, and,Much, and Wyll Scathlok,
Ffor sathe as I yOW-Bay,' , "

Thei slew oure men,upon our wallis,

And • • • • •

Litull John spyrryd after- the 8Chere~

And sane he hym fonde ;

He oppyned the kyngus preve leel, .

And gaf hym'in hys honde. ' '

Whan the scher~fsaw the kyngas seel,

He did off.his bode anon: '

U Where is the Monke, that bare the letten ?"
He seid to Litull. Jobn•.

It He, iii so faya of hym,"· seid Litall JaM,
It Ffor sathe as I yow'say,

He has made hym Abot of'Vestmynster,

A lorde of'tbat:abbay."

The scheref made John gode chere,

And gaf hym wye of the best;

At nygt thei went to her bedde,

And every man to his rest.
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When the scheref was on sJepe,
Dronken of wyne and ale,

Litull John" and Moch, for sothe,
" Toke the way unto the gale.

Litull Johncallid up the jayler,
And bade him ri8€ anon ';

He seid, "Robyn Hode had brokyn pn:!fOD,
And out of hit was gone."

'"'
The porter Tose anon sertan,

As sone as he herd John calle:
Litull John was ready wi·th a swerd,

And bare hym to the walle.

" Now, will I be porter," seid Litull John,
And take the keyis in honde/~

He toke the way to Robyn Hode,
And sone he hym unbonde.

"He gaf hyma gode swet'u in his" honde,
His hed with fot to kepe;

And ther as the wal was lowyst,

Anon down can thei 1epe.
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Be tbat the cok began to crow,
The day began to spring,

Theschereffond the jayler ded i

The comyn bell made he ryng.

H~ made a cry thorow out Ql the town, \
Wheder he be ZfIDlm or knave,

That Clowthe bryng hym Robyn Hode,
His warison he shulde have.

II Ffor I was Qever," seid tbe scherefJl
il Ever be fore oure kyng ;

Ffor if I do [gOG1 I wqt lieften
Ffor sathe he wil me beng."

The scheref mQ,de'to lake Notynghaln,
Bothe be stre\e and stye,

AQd ~obln was in merry Scherwode,
As bgt as lefon Iynde.

Then bespake gode Li\ull John,
To Robyn Hode can he say,-

II I have done th~ a gode tume for ~Il evyll ;
Quyte tbe whap ~hu-may,
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II I have done the a gode turne," seid LitullJohn,
II For sothe as I yow say ;

I have brogt the under grene wode lyne;

Ffare weI, and have gode day."

II Nay, be my trouth," seid Robyn Hode,
II So shall hit never be;

I JDake the maister,'!' seid Robyn Hode,
II Off all my men and me."

II Nay, be my trouth," seid Limll John,
II SO [s]balle hit never be;

Bnt lat me be a felow," &eid Litull John,
II No noder kepe I.be."

Thus John gate Robyn Hode out of preson,
Sertan with owtyn layne;

When his men saw hym hole and sounde,
Ffor sothe thei were full fayne.

They filled iIi wine, and made hem glad,
Under the levis smalle ;

And zete pastes of venysan

That gode W88 'With ale.

t
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Than warde cameta aore kyng,
How Robyn Hade was gone;

And how the scheref of NotynghaJu .
Durst never loke bym upon.

Then b~ spake oure cumlykyng,
In an anger byer- '

~, Litull John has. be gyled the scheref;

In faith so bas he me.

" Lit.ull John bas be gyl.ed us bothe,
And that fujI we.1 I :s~ ;

Or ellis tbe scheref of Notyngham
Bye hangut shold be be., .

tc I made him zeroen of the crowne,

And gaf them fee with t;Dy hond :
I gaf them grith," seid oure kyng,

tc Thorow owt all mery Inglonde.

(( I gaf them grith," then seid oure kyng~

" I say, so mot I the:
Ffor sothe sech a zeman as he is OD,

In all Ingland ar not thre.



tt He is trew to his maister," seid oure kyng,
It hey, be sweLe seynt John,

Be lovys better Robyn Hode,
Then he dose ~ ycbon.

,t Robyn Bode is evyr bond to hym,
Bothe in strete and stalle :

Speke DO more of this mater," seid oure kyng;
It But John has be gyled us aIle."

Thus endys the talkyng of the Munke,
And Robyn Hode, I wysse:

God, that is aure crowned kyni,
~ring us all to blisse. '.
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LADY JANE.

Of tlte follo'Wing Ballad, a amal) frogment firat appeared i,.
MR PINK~ll.TON'5Colkction, which haa banfreq~ntly

reprinted, with aome additiflOOl ,tanzaa. A more perfect
copy will befo'llnd in MIL SCOTT'S" Border Minattelsy,"
vol. ii. p. 102., under the tifle of" Lord Thomas and Fair
Annie." The following copy, made up by incorporating
tmo othera, onefrum MRS BROWN, tlte otller from MRS

ARROT, Was preparedfur tke prel8, and tra_itted (U it
fWDIataflda to·MR SCOTT,for hi, inapection, hy the editor,
before he knew tkat Ma. SCOTT Itad got any piece on the
aubject.

The two cupie., from wkicn it Was compoaed, vrill be.foruul
printed,for the aatiifaction qf the ~crupulou8 anti~uary.
in the .AppuuU:r.

THE;aB liv'd a lord on yon sea sidt:,
And he thought on a wile,

How he would go over the saut ileas~

A lady to beguile..
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" Now learn to mak your bed, lemman,
And learn to lye your lane;

For I'm gaun over the saut seas,

A bright bride to bring hame."

tt 0 gin I mak my bed," she .says,
tt Its I maun mak it wide;

For a' my bonny baim·time

To lye down by my side:'

tt 0 wha will bake Diy bridal bread, ,

And brew my bridal ale?

And wha will welcom~ my bright bride,
That lbring o'er thedaler'

, .

tt lts I will bake your, .bridal bread,
.'And brew yo~r briqai ale;

And I will welcome your bright bride,

That ye bri!Ig o'er the dale."

tt 0 she that welcomes my bright bride,

Maun gang like maiden fair;

She maun lace her in her green claithiDg,

And braid her yellow hair:'
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cr 0 how can I gang maiden-like"

When maiden I am nane ;

When I hae born you seven sons..
And am wi' bairn agaial

rr The Gnten 0' your seven SOUl

He wears a warriour's weed;
The second· 0' your seven sons

He breasts a warriour's steed.·

tr The thirden 0' your seven SOnS,

He draws baithale and wine ;

The fourthen 0' yOUF seven sons,

He serves you when you dine.

"The Gfthen (/ your seven SODS,

He can baith read and ·write ;

And the sathen 0' your seven sons

Is a' your heart's delight.

... He b,.elllt, a Dlamol.,.', aleed /' i. tI. He rides the great
hone. The gradations marked in the description of the em
ployments of the IeWIen lOIII, will be found to be perfectly cor
rect, and consistent with the manners qf the ages of chivalry, ill
We education of the sons of noblemen;
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It The youngest 0' your seven sons,

He sleeps at my breast bane;
Pu' sweetly does he sleep and smile, .

Nor heeds his triither's mane.

ft Yet I will bake your bridal bread,
And brew your bridal ale ;

And I will welcome your bright bride,

That you bring o'er the dale."·

It Then sin ye've ta'en the tum in hand,
See that ye do it right,

And bower and ha' in a' the house,
That they be dearly dight.".

o a' the dqy she wush and \vrang, .

And a' the night she buik, •
And a-tween handsgaed to her chambep, .

To her young son to look•. '

The lady, at her bower window,
Look'd o'er le& ~nd land,

And there she saw her· ain good lord
Leading his ~ride by the ha~q.

•



· She's dtest her sons i' the red scarlet,

Hersel i', the dainty green ;

And though her cheek look'd pale and.aut,
She well might hae been a,queen.

" 0 co~ ye here, IIlf C'ldest son,
Look .yonder, what ye see;

For yonder comes your father dear,

Your step-mother him wi':'

She's ta'en a.cake 0' the best bread,

A bottle 0'. the best wine ; .
And a' the keys upon :her arm,

And to the ya,tes is gane.·

" 0 you're welcome hame, my 'wn good lord,
To your ha's but and your bowers;

You're welcome harne, my 'ain good lord,

To your castles and youi towers;

,sae is your.bright bride you beside,
And a' for she is yours.' ,.

• Lady JaDe appe8lll here iD character as houlM!keeper, or
dispeDsatrix, of the castle:

..
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It 0 you!re weleome.ha'me, my lord," she said,

rt And aye you are welcome hame;

And sae are s' the'gentle~

That's wi' you ridden and g8Be. '

It Ye are welcome ha~e"gaylady," she said,
It An'd. aye ye are welcome hame;

And sae are a' the- gentlewomen,

That's wi' you ridden and gane."

It q whatna lady's that, my lord,

That welcomes yon nod me?'

Gin I be lang about this place,

Her friend I mean to be;

She is sae like my sister Jane,

Was stown i' the bower frae me."

o she has served the lang tablelJo

Wi' the white bread. and the wine;

But ay she drank the wan water,

To keep her colour fine. •

• " To keep her colour fine." i. e. To keep her (rom fainting,
or changing countenance. It will be unnecessary to point out
the exquisite beauties of this evidently very old ballad to rea
ders of taste and genuine sensibility.



And she gaed by the first table, .

And smil'd upon them a';

But ere she reach'd the second table,

She loot the tears doWn fa'.

She's ta'en a napkin lang and white,

And hung't upon.a pin;

It was to dry her watery eyes,
As she gaed out and in.

She served -them upp abe served them down,

She served them till and frae;

But whan she gaed behind their backs,

The saut tears blind her e'e.

Whan bells were rung, and mass was sung,

Aud a' mau boon' to ~ed;

The bride but and the bonny bridegroom

In ae chamber were laid.

She's ta'en her harp intill her hand,

To harp this twa asleep;

And ay as she harped and she sang,

Fu' sairly did she weep.

•
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[ft 0 cheerie sings the ruddock gay,
Amang the leaves sae green;

And blythest 0' the blythe is heard
His swnmer lilt; I ween.

ft But at my window weary', weak;
And wae he tells his' tale,

Whan cald and cutting winter's wind.
Strips forest, hillJ and dale.

,& Gay spread~ the gowan's bonny breast
To the wann sun at noon;

But dowie-droopin' hings whan cald .
The dews 0' night fa' down.

It And wha had face sae sweet and fair;

Or heart sae light as mine,
While faTour· on my budding rose

o youth did kindly shine 1

rt But wither'd now is a' my blooIQ;

And ever may I mane
The hour I saw this castle's lord,

Or wi' his love was ta'en.
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" 0 willawins! that graceless scoIti
Should love like mine repay;

And he wham I to a' preferr'd
Be cause 0' a' my wae !

II I quat my fame and high degree,
I left my kith and kin,

In hope his love for honest love,
Thougb tocherless, to win.

II And Oh, how well I thought it :i
Was wair'd, as well I might,

While wi' my bonny bairntime I
Seemed s' his heart's delight.

II Balow, my babie; dinna greet;

o dinna greet sae sair !
My heart has grief enough 0' will;

Thy greetin' maks it mair.

tl Poor baimie! noW' a father's smile
Maun never foster thee;

And what can e'er gie solace till
My bairnies, or to me!



It The sun, that gilt my mom' of life,

Has set for evermair :
But oh! to see their banished hopes,

Is what breeds a: my care.]

It The earl of Richmond was my father,

And the lady was my mother;
And a: the bairns beside mysel

Was a sister alj.d a brother."-

tt Sing on, sing on, ye sad lady;

I wat ye hae sung in time;
Gin the earl of Richmond was your father,

I wat sae was he mine."-

-

tt Rise up, rise up, my beirly bride;

I think my bed's but caId ;
I wadna hear my lady lament,

For your tocher ten times tald."-

(( 0 seven ships convey'd me here,
And seven came o'er the main;

And four 0' them sail stay wi' you,

And three convey me hame.

5

\

, 1
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If But whan I gae bame to my father's house,

They will laugh me to scorn,

To come away a we~ded wife,
Gae hame a maid the mom."

••• The tradition, which commonly accompanies this tale,
says, that he was aware of his bride'. being the sister of his
mistress; l! nd that he had courted her, not with a view of re
taining her as his wife, but of securing from her father a por
tion for Lady JaDe, whom he intended to marry.
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[The friend, to whose charge Mr Jamieson committed
the superintendance of this publication, has received
thefollowing Letter and Translationfrom the Danish
since the work went to press.]

MY DEAR SIR,

IN my last, I informed you, that I had found, in

the" Krempe Viser," among other curious and in

teresting ballads, one upon the same subject as

"Lord Thomas and Fair Annie," in the Borckr
Minstreuy, and "Lady Jane," in my collection.

I now send you a translation of it, done, as nearly

as I could, in the manner of the Scotish tradition

ary ballad; and, according to the correctness of my

imitation in this respect, you may judge of the fi

delity of the translation. You will see, by a refe

rence to the margin, that even the f1)()rds of corre

sponding stanzas often differ less from the original,

than they do in the same passages of the Scotish

tale, as recited by different persons.

You will not be surprised to find the Caledonian

muse on the banks of the Diina, at Christmas, sing

ing " with no rougher voice than rude styit:;" yet,



even under the disguise in which "Fair -Annie" ap

pears in my translation, you will readily recognise
the air and lineaments of a regular and exquisite

beauty, although in an undress, which is perhaps

imperfectly displayed, and by an unskilful hand.

In the. Scotish ballad of " Lady Jane" there are
many fine touches of nature a~d pathos; aad the

few wild flowers of poetry, which the mstic muse
has scattered over the narrative, seem to have been
some time or other gathered on tme Pamauian
ground; .but the hand that culle.d them h~ lpng

since been cold, and the lapse of time, and want

of cultivation, have deprived them of much of tbei1"

original beauty and fragrance.

The !lame may be said of "Skion Anna;" in
which there is, moreover, a consistency, a regu
larity, and an historical verisimilitude. which seem

to mark it for an original; while, on the other

hand, the occasional irregularities of the measure,

the inaccuracies of the rhymes, and general cast of
the diction, shew its antiquity, and how much it has '

lost in the hands through which it has past It has

lost not a little, I fear, in passing through mine;

yet, if the situations and sentiments, which l have

been sedulous to preserve, are found to excite in

terest, " being so evil apparelled in the dust and

cobweb of my tran~lation? wbpt would they work,
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trimme~ in the gorgeous eloquence of tt The Last

Minstrel1" •
The original seems to have been taken by the

editor from popular recitation; _which gives it a

peculiar claim to a place in my compilation, and

must add much to its value with the lovers of such

things.
If Although," says the editor of 1695, t( the per

sonages of this tale are foreigners; yet have I ad
mitted it into this collection of Danish ballads, be

cause it is old, and still popular among us. I have

also heard it sung with the name of the king of

Denmark. We have, besides, many other Danish

ballads concerning foreigners, with whom we for

merly had intercourse."
Of the many ballads of this kind which existed

a century ago, it is to be hoped, that some may still

remain, if not in Denmark, at least among the

mountains of Norway, and in the more remote parts

of Sweden, where the inhabitants are a more un

mixed and uncorrupted people, and where the hope

less listlessness of torpid inactivity, and the baneful

spirit of Germanizing affectation, have hitherto had

but a partial influence. A collec~on of such pieces,

if they could be procured, must prove a valuable

• .c Sir Philip Sydn6Y's Defence of Poetry."
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acquisition to the British antiquary, and might tend

to throw much new ligbt on a species of composi

tion, which may, in no small degree, be accounted
the ground-work of our present English poetry. Of
this, after a careful perusal of the very extensive

collection now before me, I have not a doubt re

maining; and I am fully persuaded, notwithstand
ing the authority of Mr Ritson to the contrary, that

many of the traditionary ballads, still current in our
country, have been 'Virftm 'Volitantes per ora in the
north of England, and in the Lowlands of Scotland,
ever since the first arrival of the Cimbri in Britain.
They have, no doubt, often changed their dress,.

and assumed some peculiar shades of complexion
from the manners and habits of the different ages

through which they have been handed down; but

their general stamina, and the leading features by
which they are distinguished, seem not to have un

dergone any material alteration. This is evidently

the case with the Danish ballads, particularly those

in the latter part of the volume, which have been

given by the editor from popular recitation; and ha

ving passed through nearly the same alembic with

the Scotish ballads, have come out, of nearly the

same fonn and quality. It is to be lamented, that

the editor did not oftener step out of bis way, (as in

tbe case of" Skion Anna,") in order to give us good
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things; or that he, or some other industrious coma

piler, had not resumed the subject on a more ex·

tended plan, before these perishable tales of other

times were irretrievable. But perhaps it may not

yet be top late; something may still be done; and

should I be encouraged, by the approbation of my

countrymen for what I have already attempted, to

persevere in these, and such other liberal and ra

tional pursuits, I shall omit no opportunity which

mylocal situation, and the active and efficient friend

ship of my very learned and excellent friend, Pro

fessor Thorkelin of Copenhagen, (himself an host !)

may afford me, of extending my inquiries, and en

larging my materials for the further illustration of

this subject.

The Cimbric adventurers, who possessed them

selves of a great part of England soon after the de

parture of the Romans, brought with them all the

appendages of royal and feudal state (if such a term

may be allowed) in their own country. Among

these, the Scald, or Bard, was not the least consider

able. To the poetry introduced by them, much

was probably added, and much, that wail becoming

obsolete, revived, by the various Scandinavian intru

ders, who infested Britain some centuries after.

l( The North Countrie," the cradle, nursery, and

sanctuary of ballad poetry, was, ~from particular
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circumstances, more especially liable to this inHu.

ence.

The more sublime species of Scaldic poetry, as of

the poetry of every other great and adventurous

people, were dedicated to religion, and to heroism;
but the introduction of a new faith threw an odium

upon the former; and when the manners and the

habits of the people were changed, and no other

traces of the hero of his times remained, the pane

gyrical song lost its interest, and gradually fell into
oblivion. Of these compositions, a few specimens

have happily escaped the ravages of time, and have

obtained from the poet and the antiquary every ho

nour and illustration of which they were susceptible.

Their value, however, -has been enhanced no lesa

by their singularity than by their'sublimity; and

their antiquity, and the strongly-marked features

which they present of the times that produced them,

give them an interest with us, which compositions

more resembling our own, although of equal intrin

sic merit, would fail to excite. This is one reason

why the fragments preserved by Sremund, Bartho

lin, and Oluf Orm, and in the Sagas, have obtained

-so much notice from the historian and antiquary;

while the much more extensive, and no less curious

and valuable collection of Soffrenson, which has

"been before the public ever since the year 1591, hail
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hardly ever, &Ofar as I know, been once adverted to

by any writer of our country. It is indeed not a

little to be regretted, that historians in general, ei
ther from want of ready materials in languages

which they understood, want of industry, or want

of taste, have studied to give a bold and splendid

outline of the great events and actors, and of the
prominent characteristics of early ages, while the

more minute:shadings, which are requisite to finish
and perfect the picture, and the whole reconomy
of still life, are totally neglected, as if no such had

existed.

The accounts which Tacitus has given us of the
Germans are valuable, because unique; but if we

consider the country, the age, and the natural pre

judices of the man, as well as his fondness for fine
writing, and that of a particular kind, we shall be
disposed to look upon the picture which he has

drawn as very unfinished, and to be received with

considerable reservation. The same caution is re

quisite in admitting the representations of Julius
Cresar; for although things probably were nearly

as he has described them, yet it is evident, that they

might have been shewn in other points of view, in

which they would have appeared to no less advan
tage.

The rudest state of society, in every country
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scenes of social and domestic· life, which are well

worthy of observation, but which shrink from the

approach ofinvadersaod conquerors, as the Romans-'

wert. At' the time when the Cimbri were effecting.

their establiSbment· in Britain, the savage Celtic

hunters, amid the inhdspitable mountains of Cale

donia, d"lSting8ished thei.r more civilized neighboufll,

tIte Pechts (also a very warlike people, and perhaplt

Goths), by the (to tbem) opJ>l'obrwus appellation

of FIR N ACIUllN:NEACRD, the wMattrM-bread men·;
a circsmstance which deserves to have been more

noticed by our historians. Dr Macpherson is the

Oldy writer, I think, by whom it is ·mentioned; bu~

it is confirmed by the general evidence of the High~

landers, and found rooted in the language, aneo

dotes, and traditions of the country, which, in tbe

present case, seems to be a testimony sufficiently
conclusive. But when our authors talk of II Saxon

warriors," and the tl forests of Germany." we think ,

of nothing but violence and bloodshed, bunting and

feasting. WheI). Regner Lodbrog says (It Krempe

. Viser," p. 434. st. 1l5.)

" Vi hugge med kaarde
Vi 'Ville ej 'pare

Aj hierne.kal·

• In 972, Swiatoslas, autocrat of Russia, with his whole



· Godt 011 at t!llle,
08 halten tit .klllle,

IOdin••al j"

1" We hewed with the'-8word; we will not spare t8

pour plenty of ale out of skulls, and to wash our

throats in Odin's Hall;" while the imligination fixes
upon the circumstances which were pecJJ.liar to the
character and times of that ferocious warrior, those

which are common also to our own age are entirely
overlooked; and it never strikes us, that there must

have be~ plowing, and sowing, and l'eaping, and
harvest-home, and many an interesting and social

scene of rural life, before. ale could be produced.

The heroes who lacked "Nor goblets of the bloo~

red wine," it Nor mantling quaighs of ale;' Q.ad also

plenty of bread and cheese, and pastry. The eagles

and the vultures of heaven did not mO"!lrn for every,

able-bodied Scandinavian, who slept with his fathers

in the days of Lodbrog; and while the raven of
Ivar flapped his bloody wings over the victims of

martial fury, the goldfinch and the nightingale'"

1lrmy, was cut to pieces pn the banks of the Bory.then~s, by the
Pericoslaucens, who \Dade a drinking-cup of his skull, from whidl
their chiefs annually, for \Dany altes, pledged each other in ce
lebraling their victory and deliverance.

• Let not my untravelled countrymen be startled at this. The
lore.sts of Scandinavia, where shades and insects abound, and
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sung in the shade; the partridge with her young

nestled secore in the com.field; the lark carolled

over the husbandman at his labour; and the rook,

the pigeon, and the sparrow, flitted around him,

and claimed their pittance.

The Cimbri, I grant, were a rude people; but both
before they left their own country, an'd after they

settled in ours, they were not altogether strangers

to the arts and the connections of domestic life.

Of this the whole tenor of their conduct in Eng

land, and, above all, the high deference which the

Gothic nations paid to the fair sex, are sufficient

evidence. Love, with them, was not the gross and

boisterous passion of mere animal appetite, which

is found to prevail in warmer latitudes; nor did

it assume the visionary and fantastical form in

which we find it often represented in the earlier

the summers are hot, swarm with nightingales. The Dame of
this bIrd, in the French, (rossignol) Italian, (rolngnole) &c. is
beautifully poetical It is Celtic, and is still preserved in- the
Seoto-Gaelic and Irish, ROll-AN-cEOL, the rose-mu,ic; the me
lody finely substituted for the melodist; the former being often
heard. whilst the latter is seldom seen. The oriental fable of
the Ni~htin~ale and the Rose is well known, and needs no other
explication than simply obsening, that the queen of sylvan me
lodists, and the queen of flowers. come and go to~ether; ami
that nightinr,alel sin& only while r01e1 blow.
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French and Proven~al poetry. It seems to have

been of a kind which was inseparable from the
more respectable and valuable sympathies of our

nature. It must then, as DOW, have often inspired

the poet, and interested the hearer. A 'state of Il()oo

ciety, in which justice was frequently summary, and
not methodical, and in which, to adopt a modern
phrase, the police was ill regulated, must have often

given rise to such adventures and catastrophes as
commonly form the subject of the Danish and

Scotish ballad. That such compositions did exist

among the Goths, in the earliest ages of which we
have any memorials, the" Krempe Viser," affords

ample presumptive evidence at least. And when

the times were changed, and the higher species' of

poetry fell into oblivion, with the religion, the gods

and demi-gods, to which it was dedicated; this se
condary kind, which has always been in favour
with the people, still kept its ground, and was hand
ed do\Vn in an uninterrupted progress by oral reci

tation. This popularity it was well calculated to
ensure. It treats of characters and manners, the
traces of which continued even to our own tim~s ;

and the superstitions which it embraces, are nowise

abhorrent from the spirit of Christianity; Btleast,

they are such as have obtained general credence
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among the great body of the people, in all ages

where the Christian religion has been received.

When the rigorous severity of Norman tyranny

discountenanced, crushed, and almost obliterated
the poetry, the spirit, and the very language of the
Goths in the south of England; the northern coun
ties still preserved theirs undisturbed and unimpair.

ed. This they were enabled to do through their
dependence upon the crown of Scotlmd. And

. Malcolm Canmor and his successors, from their

connection and alli~nce with Edgar Atheling, and

the fugitive barons, and their retainers who fled to
them for protection, as well as from dislike to their

ambitious and dangerous neighbours the Normans,

were peculiarly disposed to favour and encourage

every thing of genuine Saxon growth.

Before the English monarchs of the Nor013O
line found themselves in a condition to reclaim the

northern counties from Scotland, they had, both

from nature and policy, become more indulgent to
the old inhabitants of a country now in every sense

their own. Due encouragement was given to what

ever was English; the Gothic muse, whose voice
had never ceaserl to obtain fI fit audience" in "the
north countrie," now sung without fear; and poe

try, contrary indeed to the common course of

things, but with a progress perfectly natural, gradu-
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ally ad1anced southward, from the extremity to the

capital of England. t
Thus I have endeavoured to shew, as clearly as 1

could, in the compass of a common letter, that all
ODr ballads wen~ rwt composed by Minstrels, the

successors of the Scalds; but that some of them

were probably composed by the Scalds themselves;

a supposition which tends in no way to invalidate

what is advanced upon very reasonable grounds in

the" Border Minstrelsy," vol. ii. p. lQlZ. Although

the name has been changed, the poetry, the profes

sion, and, in a great measure, the language, have

continued the same in all ages; and it is with no

small pride I am able to add, that the race of the

Scalds is not yet extinct in our country.

The Gothic Scald, t< a noble one, I warrant ye !"
who has, by I know not what good fortune, become

possessed of the Elfin Harp of his poetical prede- I

~essor Thomas Learmont, and of the Black Book of

Grnmarye of his .. witching" predecessor Michael

Scott; who will have to boast that

" Bold knights and fair dames to his harp gave an ear,

Of love, and of war, and of wonder to hear,"

from Land's End to John a Groats, and thence to

• See "Ellis's Specimens ofEarly English Metrical Roman
ces," vol. i. p. 1195.
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the PQlet, is • ~iQe Scald of the arK elder,

equally WQrtby tel be crowned witb " Eildw Bilke" •
in-tbe leptple of tbe Fairiea, anti to be-

" Hij!;h placed in hall, a welcome guest,
To pour to Iwd and lady P-l'
The unpremeditatf:d lay."-

Even I, cc who tune to please! a peasant's ear,

the harp," or rather the Cimbric bag-pipe, am al·
so, if I am any thing that is poetical, a Scald,
though of a very cCiow degree." There were, never·

theless, many suclt, I doubt rwt, in the days of
Bengist, Borsa, Baco, and Bardiknut, whose com

positions, albe their names are lost, still continue to

be the delight of the winter evening's fire-side in

the " North Countrie;" ~ durability of reputation
which I never flattered myself with the probability

of.
To give plausibility to this suggestion, I have

written so much more than I intended, that I am

quite hand-sore, and have hardly left room for the

ballad of "Fair Annie." Let it be remembered,
however, that 1 pre~ume to bring forward only
an opinion; that 1 have written without book, and

under circumstances that may too well justify my
80 doing; and that therefore, although it may be

right to controvert, it will hardly be charitable to

ridicule, what I have advanced.

VOL. II. G
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I hope, however, no one will attempt even to con-

trovert what I advance, when I say, that, with kind
est remembrances to Mrs Scott and family, and ,to

Drs Anderson and Jamieson, when you see them, I

ever am, my very dear friend, most truly and aft"ec..

tionately yours,

R. JAMIESON.

Riga, Dec. 81, Old St¥le',A. D. 1805-6.
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SKI<EN ANNA; FAIR ANNIE.

TRANSLATED FROM THE DANIIIB.

THE Danske" Kzmpe Vieer," in'which the original ofthi.

piece is found, is a collection of two hundred Dani&h songs

and ballads about kings, heroes, and others. Of these, the

first centenary was published in 1591, and dedicated to

Sophia, queen of Denmark, &c. by the Rev. Andrew 5zf

frenslEn, who seems to have been a man of leuning and

respectability, and in habits of intimacy with his celebra

ted countryman Tyge Brahe, whom he calls" that worthy,

honourable, and well-born man, my a1fectioBate master,

and good old friend ;" with whom it appears, that the ,queen,

happening to be storm-stayed during three days at Knut

strup, in 1586, had chatted away the' time very I13reea

bly, paa Bordet; and to oue of these convenations we are

indebted ~or the publication of the " Kzmpe: Viser."

In 1695, this work was republished by Peter Say, a~

dedicated to Queen Amelia. This good ecclesiastic, unfor-
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tunately, had not a Tyge Brahe to introduce him and his

ballads to her majesty; but I doubt whether ever that great

philosopher was more delighted at the happy coincidence

of any of his most intricate and important calculations,

, than was the venerable father Say, at the following lucky

coincidences: he w&s a prieost, eXActly as w&s his predeces

sor; he also had been exactly five years in preparing his

work for the press; from the time of the first publication

t@ the comllteueement of his labours, was exactly one hun

dred yeaTli; he also had published exactly one hundred

ballads of his own colle<;ting ; he had dedicated his work to

a queen, who wa.s exactly, &c. &c.. These lucky hits have

such-a happy etfect upon the imagination of· the reverend

eommentatoc, that he becomes uncommonly lively, and

most extraordinarily poetical upon the occallion. Indeed,

the wAole of his long dedication to queen Amelia is a .,ery

great euriosity. It is a fantastical jingle of rhiming chi

ming qui~bles, antithesel, and alliterations, compared with

which,- the mod ludicfO\lS PUIage& of The Tu1ltfing of Eli

_our Ru,;""mg may be. esteemed chaste anddigni6ed attic

«:OOlpositioRs. He leems, nev.erthelesl, to have done the of~

flee ofan editor with more fidelity than most of his Pfedeces

lorl; and has given an honest enoUgh account ofthe state of

his m&te(iale. If hi. preface and annotations are Dot eoli

"eRed by the brilliancy of faacy, Of the sbrewdnesl.of re

mark, they eootaiR some dead learning, got together by

painfW indUJtry, wbich is useful so far at leut as it fur-
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nishes referenccs, and thereby points out more satisfactory

sources of information.

What use ,I may make of this collection, and how far I

may prosecute my inquiries, in investigating the nature,

origin, and authenticity of the poetry of the 1Esir, (ASlZ)

and their descendants, mUlt depend upon the encourage

ment which 1 meet with from my countrymen. It will be

seen by this slight ipecimen, that I have already begun a

study, which, unpatronized and unprovided for as 1 am,

it would be unjustifiable in me to attempt ,to prosecuw,

'without the certainty of real and efficient SUpp91't ill my

progress. The advantages arising from my local, situation.

on the shores of the Baltic, and from the leisure which I

at present enjoy, must all be lost, if I am not enabled to

purchase the books necessary for such studies. The sale

of my collection is a. precarious, and even a hopeless re

source; and if any profit should a.rise from. it (which I

am far from flattering myself will be the case), it must

come too late. Should I embarl'llSS my affairs by an un

promising speculation, I fear J shall, on returning to my

coulltry, find the spells of all my runic rhymes an un

availing charm against the more powerful magic with which

the enchanted palm of a bailitr is endowed; for, alas I •

bailitr, who has once got hold of a poor poetical antiquary,

is " like the de(l.f adder, that heareth not the yoice of the
charmer, charm he ever so wisely,"

In Great Britain, at present, there are many men of

rank and fortune, who are fond of those studies which
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their country; who are well pleased to avail themselv:es

of the industry of research, the learning and ingenuity of

others, without the trouble of" raking up the ashes of the

dead," to find materials for themselves. They praise the

poor scholar, whose work they quote; and they encourage

him, by buying his book. But the utmost extent of the

sale of a work of this kind will barely remunerate the

printer and bookseller; and the poor antiquary la/ldatuT

et alget. Such has been the fate of others; and what can

I expect P Those who have bestowed their best industry

and abilities, and the most precious years of their lives, in

labouring for the entertainment and instruction of others,

have" asked for an egg, and they have given them a ser

pent; they have asked for bread, and tbey have given them

a stone !' And what must I expect ?-Olae ! jam satis est!

But I have already begun. If those who have it in

~heir power to befriend me, think that I deserve encou

ragement, they may now give it in a way equally" credita

ble to themselves and to me. I do not wish to eat the

bread of idleness; I look Dot for any great thing; but I

do most ardently desire to be settled, and to be put in the

'Way of securing, as the reward of my industry properly

applied, some degree of comfort, and a partial indepen

dence. I trust I might be made useful to my country and

to myself in many ways beliides translating balllldl, and

rummaging Sagu and EdtUu.

•
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SKHEN ANNA; FAIR ANNIE.

De Revere mUle rtiele goo,
Saa langt ifremmede lande;
Saa stale de bort den Kongru bsrn,
Dendjomfru. heed Skiren Anna, 4-c.

TUE reivers they wad a stealing gan~

To steal sae far frne bame;
And stown ha'e they the king's daughter,

Fair Annie hight by name.

They've carried her into frempUt lands,
To a duke's son of high degree;

And he ,has gie'n for Fair Annie
Mickle go~d and white money.

,
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And eight lang years 0' love sae leal
Had past atween them twae;

And now a bonny baimtime

0' seven fair sons had they.

That lord he was of Meckelborg land,

Of princely blood and stemme;

And for his worth and curtesy

That lord a king became.

But little wist that noble king,

As little his barons bald,
That it was the king of Englimd's daughter,

Had sae to him been saId!

And eight lang yeam sae past and ga~e,

Fail' Annie now may rue ;

For now she weeta in fremmit lands

Anitber bride be'll wooe.

Fair Annie·s till his mither gane;
Fell low down on her knee;

ft A boon, a boon, noW lady mither,

Ye grant your oys and me!
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tt If ever ye kitat, if ev~ ye blest,

And bade tlrem thriw and thee,

o IPe them now £rae scaith and scorn,
o Save yow oy. and me! .

"Their fat~t's pride anay yet relent;

His mither's rede he'll hear;

Nor for llnither break the beart,

That ance to him was. dear.

" He had my love aii.d maiden pride;
I had nae mair· to gi'e ;

He well may ta' .. brighter bride)

But nane that 10'es like me."

It A brighter bri~ he n~'~r can fa';
A richer well he anay;

I

But daughter dearer nor Fair Annie,

His mither ne'er can ha'e,- .

That princen t!tood her BOn befu~:

" My lord the king," said she;

" Fy on the lewley liIe~ lead,
Di.hoDour'd as ye be! .
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" Its Annie's -gude, and Annie's fair,
And dearly she lo'es thee;

And the brightest gems in a' your crown
Your seven fair sons wad be.

(( Her love, her life, her maideR fame,
Wi' you she shar'd them a';

. Now share wi' her your bridal bed;

Her due she well may fa."

it To my bridal bed, my mither dear,
Fair Annie ne'er can win;

I coft her out of fremmit lands,
Nor ken her kith or kin."

And he's gard write a braid letter,·
His wedding to ordein ;

And to betrothe anither bride
. To be his noble quc:en.

Fair Annie up at her bower window
Heard a' that knight did say:

it 0 God, iI\y heavenly Father! gif
My heart mat brast in twae !"

• Letter patent.
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Fair.Annie stood at her bower window,
And heard that knight sae bald:

<f 0 God, my heavenly Father! gif
I mat my dearest hald I"

That lord is to, Fair Annie gane:
Says, t< Annie, thou winsome may,

o whatten a gude gift will ye gi'e
My bride. on her bridal day r"

"I'll gi'e her a gift, and a very gude gift,
And a dear-bought gift to me;

For I'll gi'e her my seven fair sonl
Her pages for to be."

II 0 that is a gift, but nae gude gift,
Frae thee, Fair Annie, I ween;

And ye maun gi'e some richer gift
Befitting a poble queen:'

" I'll gi'e her a gift, and a dear dear gift,
And a gift I brook wi' care;

For I'll gi'e ber my dearest life,
That I dow brook nne mair."



108

II 0 that is a gift, but a dowie gift.,
Now, Annie, thou winsome may; ,

Ye maun gi'e her your best gau.d girdle,
Her gude will for to ha'e."

" Oh na, that girdle she ne'er shall fa';
That I can never bear;

The luckless m'orn I gave you a',
Ye gae me that girdle to wear."

That lord before his bride gan stand':
" My noble bride and queen!

o whatten a gift to my lemman Annie
Will now by you be gi'en?"

" I'll gi'e her a gift, and a 'Iery gude gift,
My lord the king," said she;

II For I'll gi'e her my auld shoe to wear,
,Best fitting her base degree."

« 0 that is a gift, but nae gude gift,
My Doble bride and queen I

And ye maun gi'e her anither gift,

If you'll my favour win."
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It Then I'll gi'e her a very gude git\,
My lord the king," ll&id she;

rr I'll gie her my millen seven, that lig
Sae far ayont the .sea.

ft Well are they fed, well are they c1a~

And Iive in heal and w~al ;
And well they ken to measure out

The wheat, but ltnd caneel."

Fair Annie says, (( My noble IOld, "

This boon ye gnmt.to me ;

Let me gang up to the: bridal bower,
Your young bride for to lee."

(( 0 gangna, Annie, ga~na there,

Nor come that bower within;
Ye maunna come "JleBr that Qrid,e,l bower,

Wad ye my favour wiD."

Fair Annie i. till his mithe.r g$De :
(( 0 lady mither," said she,

#(May I gang to the ltridal bower,

My lord's new bride to iJee r'
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« That well ye may;' his mithersaid ;
U But see that ye're buskit bra',

And clad ye in your best cleading,
Wi' your bower maidens a':'

Fair Annie she's' gaen to the bower,

Wi' heart fu'· sair and sad;
Wi' a' her seven :sons her before,

In the red scarlet clad.

:Fair Annie'staen a 'silver can,

Afore the bride to skink;
And down her cheeks the tears ay ran,

Upon hersell to think.

The bride gan stand her lord before:
tt Now speak, and;dinna spare;

Whare is this fair young lady frael

Whareto greetsshe sae said"

tt 0 hear ye now, dear lady mine,
The truth I tell to thee;

It is but a bonny niece of mine,
That is come o'er the sea."
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" 0 wae is me, my lord," sne says,
" To hear you say sic wrang ;

It can be nane but your auld lemman;

God rede whare sbe will gang!"

"Then till her sorrow, and till her wae,
I'll tell the 'truth to thee;

For she was saId fme fremmit lands.
For Mickle goud to me.

It Her baVntime a' stalla her before,
Her seven young sons sae fnir;

And they mmm: now your pages be,

That maks her heart sae sair."

It A little sister ance I had; , '

A sister that hight Ann;
By reiveI'9' she was stown' awe:,

-And saId in freinmit land. '

" She was a bairn when she was stown,
Yet in her tender years ;

And sair her parents moum'd for her,

Wi' many sighs and tears.

i ..



ff Art thou rair Annie~ sister mine l

. Thou noble violet flower!

Her mither never amil'd again

FIae Annie left her bower.

ff 0, thou art she! a sister's heart

Wants nane that tale to tell !

And there he is, thy ain true lord;
Qod spare ye lang and well!"

And gladness througbttbe palace spread,
Wi' mickle game and glee;

And blythe were a' for fair Annie,
Her bridal day to see.

And now untill h~r father'slaatl
This young bride she is gane ;

And her sister Annie's younaellt lOB

She hame wi' her haa ta'ea.

1
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NOTES

ON

SKIffiN ANNA; FAIR ANNIE.

P.l05. v. 1. " q e'Dtr!le kut." From this to stanza 14. incluJive,
the translatiou has somewhat more of a sentImental cast than the
original, .w/lich is more brief and abrupt I but no more tllan is
perfectly consi~tent with the general' tone of the piece. This
for Mr Laing, and the otht'r stem executors of iron justice upon
impostors !

P. 105. v. 4. Hand lO"Der Big aldrig Bogen jumfru
lkr mig hand kierer 1Jaere.

P. lOT. v. 1. " Hald," i. e. "retain to myself." I cannot bet
ter apologise for this aud the foregoing stanza, than by insert~

iog the qinal :
Skian A.nna staar i "~eloft "

Hun h.erd de Ridder. Tt1.!.te:
" Give det, Gild Fader i laimmerig,

Mit kierte _tte brlUte f'

VOL. U. H

......
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Skitm Anna .taar i hajeloft ;
Hun 1uerde de Riddere bolde :

" Hielp nu, Gud Fader i himmerig,
Jeg motte min kiarat beholde !"

P. 101. v.2. " Winsome may." The Danish dei/ige k1Jinde,
"beautiful female," will perhaps be thought more appropriate
here; but muy, in the Scotish ballads, is used to signify not a
maiden in particular, but an unmarried woman ill general.

May I be permitted here to suggest, that the term Mary, for
a Bower Maiden, occurs only once (" Bord. Min." vol. ii. p. 154.)
in tbe singular number, and then it SE'ems to have been a proper
uame; whereas, in the Scotish writers, both in prose and verse, it
is frequently met with in the plural? Is ic not probable, that the
name of the Blessed Virgin, so familiar to Roman Catholics, was
adopted to signify a may, maiden, or young woman in general,
and more particularly a maid qf honour? This was the more
likely from its resemblance to the Gothic may, which was
adopted in our language, which, in the Swedish and Danish,
is mil, pI. mter ; and in the antient Gothic meij, pI. meijr. Thill
coincidence may also account for its occurring more frequently
in the plural.

P. 108.v. 2. Mit be.te guldspan skal hun ikkefaa;
Jeg vii lht i/ke ombllre;

Det gav i mig til morgen ~a'Ve

Delfor jik i miu are.

P. 108. v. 4. Jeg vii give hende mine gamle .ho,
Hun 'oemmer dem be.t at btrre.

P. 109. v. 2. "CaneeL" i. e. "cinnamon." The Danish is,
" Dee maaler haned o~ h'Vede."

From this it would seem as if the my.tery of a miller formerly
included al80those ofmeat-monger and groc~r; or, as the French
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with more propriety .y, Epider, " dealer in spiceries." In Scot·
hmd, at present, a baker is generally also a meal-mon~er, his
quit-baker, and pastry-cook; which is one reahon why so many
persons of that profeSllion succeed so well when they go to Lon·
dOD.

P. 110. v. 1. ~. S. " Jo .aamend da mat du .aa,"
Sagde hans moder til hende ;

Tag kun dine be.te klader paa,
Med all dine mreer og k'fliude."

BleUen .Anna ind ad daren treen,
Baade med ange.t og ma:de ;

Hendel '!Iv sanner de for hende gik,
Var klad i .karlagen rtZde.

SkitZn Anna tager stZl'flkande paa haand,
For Muden begynte at .kienke;

Taare hende paa kinden rand,
Som h'fler vel .el'fl kand tenke.

P. 110. v. 4. Dend brud gaar/or sin herre at staa:

. " Kongen, .agde hun, herre, •
Hvor er os dend skiam jomfru fra' •

Hvi grtZder hel saa saare~"

P. 111. v. 1. Raade Gud hvor det 'fIil gange!

P: 111. v.4. Jeg ha'flde mig en StZster klein;
En .tZ.ter som heed .Anna;

Hun ble." ql &'fIere staalet hen,
Og .old ifremmede Lande.

Hun ble'fl staalet hun 'fIar et barn,
Udi sin rmgdom. aare;

Hende.for(£ldre til stoor harm,

De .tZrgerfor hende .all ,"are.
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E,t du Skitffl Anna 'teste,. min ,
. Du edlefiol. blomme!

Ret aldrig glad 'liar moder din
Siden du td" land mlmne komme.

Du e,t min 'tester, ~c.
Gad eder lenge Ip4ree !

The EDgli~h of this last quoted stanza is literally, U Thou art
. my sister-I heRr well, that is evident enough: I will Dot keep
thy OWD lord: God spare you both long!" From which it
would seem as if there were a chasm iD this part of the ballad,
and this were an answer to some explanatioD 'on the part of
Fair Annie, which is omitted. By the turn which I have

.given to the translation, this chasm in the lense is avoided•

•

•
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YOUNG BEICHAN,

AND

SUSIE PYE.

PROM TRADITION.

Tlti, Ballad, and that which succeeds it in tms collection,
(both on tRe same subject,) are given from copies taken
from MRS BROWN'S recitation, collated with two other
copies procured from Scotland, one in MS., another very

,good one printed for the stalls; a third, in the posses
sion o/the late-Reverend JONATHAN BOUCHEll. 0/ Ep
,om, takenfrom r~citation in ~e North of England; and
afourth, about one third as lang as the others, wRich the
Editor picked off a~ old wall in PicclJdilly.

IN London was young Beichan born,

He longed strange countric.. for to see;

But he was taen by a savage mOOf,

Who handled him right cruellie;
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For he viewed the fMuions of that land;
Their way of worship viewed he;

But to Mahound, or Termagant,

Would Beichan never bend a knee.

So, in every shoulder they've putten a bore;
In every bore they've putten a tree;

And they have made him trail the wine

And spices on his fair bodie.

They've casten him in a dungeon deep,

Where he could neither hear nor see;

For seven years they kept him there,

Till he for hunger's like to die.

This Moor he had imt ae daughter,

Her name was called Susie Pye;
And every day as she took the air,

Near Beichan's prison she passed by.

[And bonny, meek, and mild was she,

Though she was come of an ill kin;

.AD.d oft she sigh'd, she knew not why,

For him that Jay the dungeon in.]
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o so it fell, upon a day
She heard young Beichan sadly sing;

[And ay and ever in her ears

The tones of hopeless sorrow ring.]

" My hounds they all go masterless;
My hawks they flee from tree to tree;

My younger brother will heir my land; ,
Fair England agaiq 1')) never l;ee!"

rrhe doleful sound, from under ground,
Died slowly on her listening ear;

But let her listen ever so long,

Th~ never a word more could she hear,]

[AQd] all night long no rest she got,
Young Beichan's song for thinking on;

She's stown the keys from her father's head,
And to the pri~on strpng is gone.

,And sbe has open'd tb~ prison doors,
I wot she open'd two or three,

Ere sbe could come young Beichan at,
}Je W8.ll locked up so curiouslie.
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But when she came young Beichan before,

Sore wonder'd he that may. to see;

He took her for some fair captive--

" Fair Lady, I pray, of what countrie r'

" 0 have ye any lands," she said,
c. Or castles in your own countrie,

That ye could give to a lady fair,

From prison strong to set you free r'

" Near London town I have a hall,
With other castles two or three;

I'll give them all to the lady fair

That out of prison will set me free."

" Give me the truth of your right hand,

The truth of it give unto me,
That for seven years ye'll no lady wed,

Unless it be along with me."

" I'll gi"."e thee the t~th of my right hand,
The truth of it I'H freely gie,

That for seven yearsI'll stay unwed,

For the kindness thou dost show to me."

,.
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And she has brib'd the proud warder

Wi' mickle gold and white monie;

She's gotten the keys of the prison strong,

And she has set young Beichao. free.

She's gi'en him to eat the g~d spice-eake,
She's gi'en him to drink the blood-red wine;

She's bidden him sometimes think on her,
That sse kindly treed him out of pine.·

She's broken a ring from her finger,

And to Beichao half of it gave she:

" Keep it, to mind you of that love·

The lady bore that set you free.

" And set your foot on good ship-boord,
And haste ye back to your own countrie ;

And before that seven years have an end,

Come back again, love, and marry me."

But long ere seven years had an end,

She long'd full sore her love to see;
For ever a voice within her breast

Said, " Beichan has brok.e his YOW to thee."
So she's sct her foot on gooq ship-board,

And tum'd her back on her own countrie.,



She sailed east, she sailed west,

Till to fair England's shore she came;

Where a bonny shepherd she espied,

Feeding his sheep upo~ the plain.

U What news, what news, thou bonny shepherd?
What news hast thou to tell to me ?"

tt Such news I hear, ladie," he says,

U The like was never in this countrie.

it There is a wedding in yonder hall,

Has lasted these thirty days and three;
Young Beichan will not bed with his bride,

Jor love of one that's yond the sea."

She's put her hand in her pocket,
Gi'en him the gold and white monie ;

"Hae, take ye that, my bonny boy,
For the good news thou tell'st to me."

When she came to young Beichan's gate,
She tided softly at the pin;

So ready was the proud porter

To open and let this lady in.



123

it Is this young Beicban's hall," she said

" Or is that noble lord within ?"
~~ Yea, he's in the ball among them all,

And thill is the day 0' his weddin."

tI And has he wed anither love?

And has he clean forgotten me ?"

And, sighin', said that gay ladie,

" I wish I were in my own countrie."

And she has taen her gay gold ring,
That with her love she brake so free;

Says, et GiE' him that, ye proud porter,
And bid the bridegroom speak to me."

When the porter came his lord before,

He kneeled down Iowan his knee----

" What ailetb thee, my proud porter,

Thou,art so full of courtesie r'"

• When Tommy came his master before,
He kneeled down upon his knee;

" What tidings hast thou brou~ht, my man,
As that tbou makes such courtesle ?"

Bit.oll'. Alit. Song., p. !ISS.
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tl I've been porter at your gates,
It's thirty long years now and three;

But there stands a lady at them now,
The like 0' her did I never see ;

ft For on every finger she hBS a ring,

And on her mid finger she has three;
And as meickle gold aboon her brow

As would buy an earldom to me."

Its out then spak the bride's mother,
Aye and an angry woman was shee;

" Ye might have excepted our bonny bride,
And twa or three of our companie."

tt 0 hold your tongue, thou bride's mother;
Of all your folly let me be ;

She's ten times fairer nor the bride,
And all that's in your complUlie.

" She begs one sheave of your white bread,
But and a cup of your red wine;

And to remember the lady's love,
That last reliev'd you out of pine."
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it 0 weU.a-day I" said Beichan then,
U That I so soon have married thee t

For it can be none but Susie Pye,

That Bailed the sea for love of me."

And quickly hied he down the stair;
Of fifteen steps he made but three;

He's ta'en his bonny love in his arms,
And kist, aud kist her tenderlie.

rr 0 hat> ye ta'en anitller bride?

And hae ye qgite forgotten me?
And hae ye quite forgotten her,

That gav.e you life and libeRie ?"

She looked o'er her left shoulder,
To hide the tears stood in her -e'e:

" Now fare thee well, young Beichan," she says,
I'll try to think no more o~ thee."

er 0 never, never, Susie Pye,
For surely this can never be;

Nor ever shall I wed but her -'"
That's done and dree'd so much for me."
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Then ont .and spak the forenoon bride,
ff My lord, your love it changeth soon;

This morning I waS made yonr bride,
And another' chose ere it be noon."

ff 0 hold thy tongue, thou forenoon bride;

Ye're ne'er a whit the worse for me;

And whan ye return to your own countrie~

A double dower I'll send with thee;"

He's taen Susie Pye by the white hand,

And gently led her up and down;
And ay as he kist her red rosy lips,

(( Ye're welcome, jewel, to your own,"

He's taen her by the milk-white hand,
And led her to yon fountain stane ;

He's changed her name from Susie, Pye;

And he's call'd her his bonny love, Lady Jane.



127

YOUNG BEKIE.

FROM TRADITION'.

YOUNG Bekie was as brave a knight'
.Ail ever sail'd the sea;

And he's doen him to the court 0' France,.
To serve for meat and fee.

I

He hadna been: in the court 0' France
A twelvemonth nor sse lang,

Till he fell ill love wi' the king's daughter"
And was thrown in prison strang.

The king he had but Be daughter,
Burd Isbel was her name;

And she has to the prison gane,
To ~ar the prisoner's mane.
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(( 0 gin a lady wad borrow me,

At her stirrup I wad rin ;
Or gin a" widow wad borrow me,

I wad swear to be her son.

(( Or gin a virgin wad borrow me,
I wad wed her wi' a ring;

I'd gi'e her has, I'd gi'e her bowers,
The bonny towers 0' Linne."

o barefoot barefoot gaed she but,

And barefoot cam she Len;
It wasna for want 0' hose and ShOOD,

~or time to put them on;

But a' for fear that her father

Had heard her makin' din;

For she's stown the keys of the prison,
• And gane the dungeon within.

And when she saw him, young Bekie,

Wow, hut her heart was sair!

For the mice, hut anu the hald rattons,

Had eaten his yellow hair.

1
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Sbe's gotten him a IIP~ver fpr hili l>.eatd"

A comber till. his qair;

Five bundred popnd in his pocket"

To spend" alld n~e to splU"e.

She's gi'en him $ Ijte.,d was good in need,

And a !laddie 0' royal bane;

A leash 0' bounds 0' ae litter,

And Hectpr called ane.

Atween tbir twa a vow was made"

'Twas madtl full soJemnlie,

That Qr three years were come and gane,

Weel married they should be.

He hadna b~en in's ain counme

A twelvemonth till an end"

Till he's forced to marry a duke's daughter,

Or than lose a' his land.

It Ochon" alas!" says young Bekie"

tt I kenn~ wbat to dee;

For I canna win to Burd Isbel,

And she canna come to me."·

VOL. 11. I
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o it fell out upon aday

Burd Isbel fell asleep,

And up it sttrrts tbe Billy Blin,
And stood at her bed feet.

I( 0 wake~, waken, Burd Isbel ;
How can ye sleep so soun' ;

Wben tbis is Bekie's wedding day,

And the marriage gaing on ?

" Ye do ye till your mither's bower,

As fast as ye can gang;
And ye 18k three 0' your motber's marys,

To haud ye UDtho~ht lang.

I( Ye dress yoursel i' the re.d scarlet,

And your marys in dainty green;
And ye put girdles about your middle

Wau buy an earldome.

I( Syne ye gang down by yon sea-side,
And down by yon sea-strand;

And bonny will the Hollans boats

Come rowin' till your hand.

•
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II Ye set your milk--wqite foot on board,
Cry, I Hail ye, Domine!'

And I will be the steerer o't,

To row you o'er. the sea."

She's ta'en her till her mither's bow\lr,

As fast as she could gang ;.
And she's ta'en twa 0' her mithel"s marys,

To haud he~ unthocht lang.,

She's drest hersel i' the red scarlet,

Her marys i' the dainty green;
And they've put girdles about their middle"

Would buy an earldome.

And they gaed down by yon sea-side,

And down by yon sea-strand;
And sae bonny as the Hollans boats

Come rowin' till their hand.

She set her milk-white foot on board,
Cried, II Hail ye, Domine!"

And the Billy Blin was the steerer o't,

To row her o'er the sea.



Whan she cam to young Bekie's gate~

She heard the music play;

And her mind misgae by a' she beard,

That 'twas his weddi:Q.g day.

She's pitten ber band in her pockeL,

Gi'en the porter IDllrkis threCil ;

"Hae, take ye thv.t, ye proud porter,

Bid your master spe"ke to me."

o whan that he cam up the .tair,

He feU low down on hjs kn~ :
He hail'd t,be king, and be bail'd the queen,

And be hail'd him, yQ1VIg Bekie.

u 0 I have been porter at your gatea

This thirty years and three;

But there are three. ladies at them now,

Their like I did never see.

"Tber~8 ane 0' them drett in rtd scarlet"

And twa in dainty green;

And tbey hae girdles about their middles .

Would buy an earldome."
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Then olit and spak the bierdlybtide1

Was a' goud to the chin;

tt Gin she be flne without," she says,
tt We's be 8lI fine within."

'i'h~n u1> it st8i'til hitn, young Bekie,

And the tear was in his e'e ~

tt I'll lay my life it's Burd Isbel

Come o'er the sea to me."

o quickly ran h~ down the !!tair;

And whan be llaw 'twas she,

He kindly took her in his I1rInS,

And kist her tendetlie.

tt 0 hae ye forgotten now, young Bekie,

The vow ye made to me,

When I took you out of prison strang,

When ye was condemned to die?

tt I gae you a steed was good in need,

And a saddle 0' royal bane;

A leash 0' ~ounds 0' ae litter;

And Hector called ane."
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It was weel kent what the lady said,
That it was nae a lie;

,For at the first word the lady spak,
The hound fell at her knee.

" Tak hame, tak hame your daughter dear;
A blessing gang hflr wi' ;

ior I maun marry my Hurd Isbel,
That's come o'er the ,sea to me."

" Is this the custome 0' your house,
Or the fashion 0' your land,

To marry a maid in a May morning,
Send her back a maid at e'en?"

••• It has been snggested to the editor, thaf the names in the
two foregoing romantic tales ought to be not BEICHAN, &C.
but BUCHAN; but as he has found them as here given in all
the copies, and as they appeared to him to be English ballads,
slightly tinctured with the Scotish dialect, from the circumstance
of their having been procured from that quarter, he has chosen
to leave the titles as he found them.
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BONNY BABY LIVINGSTON.

Taken by tke EditorIrqm Mas BROWN'S recitation.

o BONNY Baby Livingstone
Gaed out to view the hay;

And by it cam him Glenlyon,
Staw bonny Baby away••

And first he'. taen her silken coat,
And Qeist her satten gown;

SYQe row'd her in his tartan plaid,
. And happ'd her round lUJ,d roun'.

lle'.s mounted her .upon a .steed,
And roundly rade away;

And nt:'er loot her l09k b~k again
The lee-lang simmer day.
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He's carried her o'er yon hich hich hill,

Intill a Highland glen,
And there he met his brother John

Wi' twenty armed men.

And there were cows, and there were ewes,

And there were kids sae foir;

But sad and lYae was bonny Baby;
Her heart was fu' 0' care.

He's taeo her in his arms twa,

And kist ber cheek and chin;

t' I wad gi'e a' my flocks and herdl

Ae smile frae thee to win!"

tt A ..He frae meye'se never win ;

I'll ne'er,'look kind an thee;

Ye've 8'owh me awa &ae a' my kiD,

.Fe.re 'a' tbat's dear to me~ .

I

tt Dundi!l!, kind sir, Dundee, kind air,
Tak me ~ ·bonny Dundee;

For Ye ~llll ne'er itly fa\Tdur win

Till it ance mair I .ee,"
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II Dundee, Baby! Dundee, Baby!

Dundee ye ne'er sball see;

But I will carry yoU to Glenlyon,

Where you my bride shall be.

II Or willye stay at Achiogour;

, Ahd eat sweet milk and cheese ;

Or gang wi' me to Glenlyon,

And there we'll live at our ease r'

•
It I winna .tay at AchiDgour;

I care neither for milk nor cheese ;

Nor gang wi'thee t~ Glenlyon;
For tbere I'll ne'er find ease."

Then out it spak his brother John~
II If I were in your place,

I'd send that lady hame again,

For a' her bonny face.

It Commend me to the l88s that's kind,

Though nae sae gently born;

And, gin her heart I coudo"a WiD,

To take her hand I'd scorn."
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it 0 haud your tongue, my brother John,
Ye wisna what ye say;

For I hae lued that bonny face
This many a year ~d day.

tt I've lued her lang, Bnd lued her weel,

But her-love I ne'er could win; •
And what I canna fairly gain,

To steal I think nae sin."

•
Wha~ they cam to Glenlyon castle,

They lighted at the yett ;

'. And out they cam, hi. three sisters,
Their brother for to greet.

And they have taen ber, bonny Baby,
And led her o'er the green;

And ilka lady spak a word,
But bonny Baby spak nane.

• This is said in the true spirit ofa Highland CatlHr, "free
booter;" literally, IOldier, or man of battk; and, considerill&
the mannen of the times, is much less discreditable to the name
of Glenlyon, than i~ another more DotoJ'iolis tnwllllctiOD of a
much later date; I mean the~re of GleDeo.
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Then out it spak her, bonny Jane,
The youngest 0' the three:

It 0 lady, why look ye sae sad?
Come tell your grief to me."

It 0 wharefore should I tell my grief, ,
Since lax I canna find?

I'm far £rae a' my kin and friends,
And my love I left behind,

it But had I paper, pen, and ink,
More that it were day,

I yet might get a letter wrate,
And sent to Johnie Hay,

" And gin I had a"bonny boy,
To J:1elp me in my need,

That he might rin to bonny Dundee,
And come again wi' speed."

And they hae gotten a bonny boy
Their errand for to gang;

And bade him run to Bonny Dundee,
And nae to tarry lang.
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The boy he rancler muir and dale
As fast as he could flee;

And e'er the sun was twa hours hight,
The boy W8ll at Dundee.

Whan Johnie lookit the letter on,
A hearty laugh lauch he ;

But ere he read it till an end,
The tear blinded his e'e.

it 0 wha is thill, or wha i. that,
Has stown my love frae me ~

Although he were my ~e blither,
An ill dead saIl he die.

it Gae, saddle to me the black: he says;
it Gae, saddle to me the brown ;

Gae, saddle to me the IIwiftest steed,
That ever rade frae the town."

He's call'd upon his merry men a',
To follow him to the glen ;

And he's vow'd he'd neither eat nor sleep
Till he got his love again.

l
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He's lIlQunted him on a milk.white I!teed,
And fast he rade away;

And he's come to Glenlyon's ~ett,

About the olose 0' day.

• As Baby llot her window stood,
And the west-wind 8aft did bIaw,

She beud her Johnie's well-kent voice
Aneath tbe caatle Wfl.

u 0 Bahy, haste, the window loup ;

1')1 kep YOQ in my arm ;

My meCfY m¢ti f;J.' are at the ye~t

To reS4lq~ you fr~ ·hIU"Ql."

She tp the window fi),'d her sheets,
And slipped safely etoWD;

Ant! Johnie catched .her in his arms,
Ne'er loot her touch the groun'.

Glenlyon and his brother John
Were birling in the ha', .

When they heard Johnie's bridle nog
As fast he rade awa'.
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tt Rise, Jock; gang out and meet the priest"
I hear his bridle ring;

My Baby DOW shall be my wife,
Before the laverock sing.'" ,

tt 0 brother, this is nae the priest;
I fear he'll come o'er late;

For armed men wi' shining brands

Stand at the castle yett."

•

tt Haste, Donald, Duncan, Dugald, Hugh,
Haste, tak your sword and spear;

We'll gar these traytors rue the hour
That e'er they ventured here."

The Highlandmen drew their claymores,
And gae a warlike shout;

But Johnie's merry men kept the yett,
Nae ane durst venture out.

The lovers rade the lee-lang night,
And safe got on their way;

And. Bonny Baby Livingstone

Has gotten JOhDY Hay.
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U Awa, Glenlyon! fy for shame!
Gae hide you in some den;

You've lattenyour bride be slown frae you,
For a: your armed men."

•



THE

BATTLE·OF GLENLIVET.

FUAE Dunnoter to Aberdeen

I raise and took the way,

Beli~ving well that it had been

Not half an hour to day.

The lift was clade with clouds gray,
And masked was the moon;

Which me d~ceived where I lay,
And made me rise so soon.

In Cow Mouth I met a man,
Well graithed in his gear;

it What news?" quoth I, then he began

To tell a fite of wear;
4

•
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Saying, II The ministers, I fear,

A bloody browst have brown;
For yesterday withoutten mair,

On the hill at Stradown,
•

(( I saw three lords in battel fight

Right- furiously awhile,

Huntlie and Errol as they heigh~,

Were both against Argyle;
Tum back with me, and ride a mile,

And I shall make it kend,
How they began the form and stile,

And of the battels end."

Then I, as any man would be,

Right curious was to know;
Mair of that tale he told to me,

The which, he said, he saw.

By then the day bega~ to daw,

And back with him I raid:
Then he began the sooth to show,

And on this wise he said.

VOL. II.
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SHEPHERD'S COVENANT

WITH

HIS OWN HEART.

I MADE a covenant with my' heart,
That it and I should never ~art :
That I would give it unto none,
Until two hearts did join in one.

But straight I spied Q shepherdess,
Which brought my heart into distress ;
She was so comely to behold,
That in my heart she was inroll'd.

Witness Jove himself can teU,
That 1 do love her passing well ;
Her very name when I did hear,

Did glad my heart with joyful chear.
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But how can poor mortals know,

That true love will breed them woe?

My heart most lightsome was as then,

I was as merry as most men.

She vowed unto me true love,

Promising she would constant pr9ve,

But it did prove contrary wise.
Falsehood did put on lovers' guise.

My heart did promise a set place

Unto her comely beauteous face;

But all was taken me before,

And promise writ upon the door. '.

\
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ANOTHER.

•

N EXT sought I in a virgin's breast,

Bold as she told me of a guest,
Wherein I found were rooms

For lords, for knights, pages, and grooms.

At length a gentle seeming maid..,
To prove I would not be afraid:

But ah! before that moon grew old,

She, for a toy, herself had sold.

Weary with travel, and with scorn,

Home it retum'd where it was born;

She did not stir nor speak to none,

But there did lye and dye alone.
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LIZIE LINDSAY.

Trarumitted to tne Editor by Professor SCOTT of Aberdeea,
as it was taken down from the recitation cif an Old Wo
man. It is 'eery popular in tke north east of Scutland,
and was familiar to tke editor in his early !loutk;' and
from the imperfect recollection whick he stiU retains of it,
Ire has corrected the tezt in two or three ummportant
passages.

U WILL ye go to the Highlands, Lizie Lindsay,
Will ye go to the Highlands wi' me?

Will ye go to the Highlands, Lizie LinJlJay,
And dine on fresh cruds and green whey?"

Then out spak Lizie's mother,
A good old lady was she,

II Gin ye 8&y sic a word to my daughter,

I'll gar ye be hanged high."
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II Keep weel your daughter frae me, madam ;
Keep weel your daughter frae me ;

I care as little for your daughter,
As ye can care for me."

Then out spak Lizie's ain maiden,
A bonny young lassie was she;

8ays,-(( were I the heir to a kingdom,
Awa' wi' young Donald I'd be."

II 0 say you sae to me, Nelly?

And does my Nelly say sae ?
Maun I leave my father and mother,

Awa' wi' young Donald to gae r

!\nd Lizie's ta'en tiB her lier stockings,
And Lizie's ta'en till her her llhoen;

Ancl kilted up her green claithing,
And awa' wi' young Donald she's gane.

The road it was lang and weary;
The braes they were ill to climb;

Bonny Lizie was weary wi' travelling,
And a fit forder coudoa win. -

l



151

.And sair, 0 sair did she sigh,

And the saut tear bUn'd her e'e ;

"Gin this be tbe<pleasures, 0' looing,
They ne'fer will do wi' me!"

" Now, haud your tongue, boImy Lizie;
Ye never shall rue for me;

Gi'e me ,bot your. ,love for mY' love" ,

It is aJ thatyonr'~r lrillbe. "

tI And haud your tougUe, bonny Lizie;

Altho' that the gait seem lang, ,

And YOll'. hare the w.ale o',good li~ ,

Whan to Kiiumlt.'l8Q.we gang•.

CI There my €ather he' is an auld cobler,

My mother she is an auld dey;

And we'll sleep on. abed 0' ,green rashes,

And'dine on fresh cruds and green whey."

.'•
•

• •• ••
• • •

.,
" You're welcome hame, Sir Donald"

You're welcome hame to me."
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" 0 ca' me nae mair sir Donald;

There's a bonny young lady to come;

Sae ca', me nae mair Sir Donald,

But ae spring D6nald your son:'

It Ye're'welcome hame, young Donald;

Ye're welcome hallle to me ;

Ye're w:elcOIbe, hame, young Donald, "

And your bonny young lady wi' ye:'

She's made them a bed of green rashes,.',

Weel cover'd wi' hoOdio.g 0' grey;

Bonny Lizie was weary. wi' travelling,

And lay till 'twas lang 0' the day. "

It The sun looks in o'er the hill-head, and

The larerock is liltin' gay;

Getup, get up, bonny Lizie,

You've lain tillits lang 0' the day.

II You might ha'e been out at the shealin,

Instead 0' sae lang to lye,

And up and helping my mother

To milkbaith her gaits.and kye.
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Then out spak Lizie Lindsay,

The tear blindit her eye;
It The ladies 0' Edinburgh city

They neither milk gaits nor kye."

,Then up spak young Sir Donald,

• • • • • •
• • • • • •
• • •• ••

"Fo):' I,am the laird 0' Kincawsyn,
.: And you are the lady free.;

'And'. • • • •• • • • • ' ..



CAPTAIN WEDDERBURN'S COURTSHIP.

OF this piece, which is very popular in the north, as well

8S in the south of Scotland, the following copy was fur

nished from Mr Herd's MS. by.the editor of the " Border

Minstrelsy;" and the present writer has supplied a few

readings of smaIl importance from his own 'recollection,

as it was quite familiar to him in his early youth.

Playful sparrings of wit, of the kind here specified, are,

and I believe have always been, so common among lovers

in real life, that it would be matter of surprise, that they

have so seldom obtained a place in the popular songs cha

racteristic of the tender passion, did we not consider how

few there are of the very ingenious ladies and lady-like

gentlemen, who exercise their talents in that way, that

have in th~m sentiment and sense enough to p~rve from

oblivion a song, or sonnet, beyond the circle of their own

'\ frivolous acquaintance. Hence the collector of these dit

ties is willing to suppose it comes, that he has been able to

l
I

I
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fumish his readers with only one specimen of an amorous

parley of this kind, and that too of very little merit as a

composition. Its singularity, however, ~nd its extensive

popularity, seem to entitle it to a place in this miscellany;

and if the riddles of Girzey Sinclair have been less noted

and less important than those of Samson, and of the

Sphinx, they may nevertheless be read with pleasure, as

well as indulgence, by such (more partictllarly) of my ex

patriated countrymen, as have heard them in their earlier

years at ,tenti"g' and rocking' arol,1nd the win~r'y ingle in

Scotland. And. although it is true, that the subject, good

enough ill it:self, is handled with. very little dexterity; yet

had "The lord of Roslin's daughter," and· the gallant

cc servant to the king, captain Wedderburn," lived in later

times, they would probably have made a very distinguished

figure among the ingenious correspondents of the learned

Dr H····· and Co. in the "Lady's Diary," which hath
often been the instrument of " crowning love, though rid

dlu won the cause."

That there were in those days in England also amigmati

sing lovers, as"nait1e, innocent, and easy to be won, as Girzey

Sinclair, we have unquestionable evidence in "The noble

Riddle wisely expounded, or the Maid's Answer to the

Knight's three Questions,"· whi~h is preserved i~ the Bod

leian Library at Oxford, in a large volume of ballads in

black letter, of the' latter part of Charles the Second's

reign, p. 299. It begius thus:

" There was 0 lady of the north country,
(Lay the bent to the bonny broom)
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And she had lovely dau!!:hters three,
Fa Ja la 160 fa la la la ra reo

" There was a knight of noble worth, &C.
Which also lived in the north," &c.

And so it came to pass that" The knight of courage stout

and bra\'e.", being amorously and matrimonially inclioed,

.. ---knocked at the ladie's gate, &c.
One evening when it wu late, &$;.

"The eldest sister let him in, &c.
And pind the door with a silver pin, &c.

" The second sister she made his bed, &c.
, And laid soft pillows under his head, &c. '

.. The yoUn!!;e3t daughter that same night, &c.
She went to bed with this young knight, lItc.

And in the 1I)0rning when it was day, &c.
These wprds unto him she did say, &c.

"Now, you have had your will. quoth she,
I pray, sir knight, will you mlU'ry me? &c.

.. The young brave knight to her replyed, &C.
Thy suit, fair maid, shall not be denyed, &c.

" If thou canst "answer me questions three, &c.
This very uay will I marry thee, &c.

" Kind sir, in love, 0 then, quoth she, &c.
TIlII me what your questions be? &c.

" 0 whilt is longer than the way? &c.
Or what is deeper, than the sea? &c.

1
I
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.. Or wbat is louder than the born? &c.
Or what is sharper than a thorn? &c.

.. Or what is greener than the grass? &c.
Or what is ·worse than a woman was? &c.

~'O love is longer than the way, &c.
And hell is deeper than the sea, &c.

" And thunder is louder than the hom, &c.
And hunger is sharper than a thorn, &c.

" And poyson is greener than the grass, &c.
And the devil is worse than woman was, &c.

" Wben she these questions answered bad, &c.
The knight became exceeding glad, &c.

" And having tryd her wit, &c.
He much commended her for it, &c.

And so do I, with all my heart; and, considering·the ex

ceeding brilliancy of it, no one can be surprised, that

---" after, as it is verified, &c.
He made of her his lovely bride, &c.

in which she certainly was extremely fortunate; and the

good knight wa:~ also very much in the right, as they were

justJereJorJere, QU N. pao QUO; and so, in the beauti

ful strains of the same illustrious bard, whose lays I here

consecrate to immortality,

~ .. now, fair maidens, all adieu, &c.
This lOng I dedicate to you, &c.



" I 'wish that yon may constant prove, &c.
Unto the man that you do love, &C."

and so I do ; and yet, fair maidens, after .all, with Q-ll your

constancy, you may chance not to come off a bit better

than did the poor heroine of an\>ther banad, which I have

often heard in Morayshire, which commences thus:

" There cam a trooper frae the west,
And he's ririden till his deary;

'.It's open and lat me in,' he says,
'For I am wet and weary."

The kind fair one puts his horse into the stable, and takes

himself to her bower, where she gives him" the good white

bread, and blood-red wine," and a part of her bed. In

the morning, when he prepares to. depart, she naturally

enough asks,

" 0 whan sall we be married, love 1
o whan s~l we be married I"

" Whan heather-cows turn owsen bows,
It's then that we'll be married."

. " 0 whan soli we be married, love?
o whan sail we be married I"

" Whan cockle shells turn siller--bells,
It's then that we'li be married."

l

• • • • •
" Whan the sun and mOOD daDce on the green,

It's then that we'll be married."
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CAPI'AIN WEDDERBURN'S COURTS~IP.

THE Lord: of ROilJin's daughter I

Walk'd thro' the wood her lane;
And by came captain Wedderbum,

A servant to the king. .
He said unto his se~ng men,·

N Were't not agaimt the. law,

I would tak her to my;. ain bed,
And lay her neist the we!:'

~~ I am walking ·here alone;' she says,

" Amang my father's trees;
And ,ou'must let Die walk alane,

Kind sir, now, if yoo please;
I

The suppeT bell it wilibe rung,
And I'll be·mistawa";

Sae I winna lie in 'JOur bed
Either at stock or wa."
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He says, " My pretty lady,
I pray lend me your hand,

And you shall b&e drums and trumpets
Always at your command;

And fifty men to guard you with,

That well their swords can draw;
Sae we'se baith lie in ae bed,

And ye'se lie neist the wa'."

Ie Haud awa frae me," she said;

te And pray lat gae my hand;
The supper bell it will be rung,

I can nae langer stand ;

My father he will angry be,
Gin I be miss'd awa';

Sae I'll nae lie in your bed,

Either at stock or wa'."

Then said the pretty lady,........

te I pray tell ine your name f'
tc My name is Captain Wedderburn;

A servant to the .king.

Tho' thy father and his men were here,
Of them I'd'have naeawe;

But tak you to my aiD bed,

And lay you 'neisl the wS:."
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He lighted aft" his milk-white steed,
And set this lady on ;

And held her by the milk-white hand,

Even as they rade along;
He held her by the middle jimp,

For fear that she should fO:,

To tak her to his ain bed,
And lay her neist the wa'.

He took her to his lodging-house ;
His landlady look'd ben;

Says,-tt Mony a pretty lady
In Edenbruch I've seen,

Butsic a lovely face as thine
In it I never saw;

Gae mak her down a down-bed,
And lay her neist the wa'."

tr 0 haud awa' frae me," she says;

" I pray ye lat me be;

I winna gang into your bed,
Till ye dress me dishes three:

Dishes three ye maun dress toJDe,
Gin I should eat them 0:,

Afore that I lie in your bed,
. Either at stock or wa'.

VOL. 11. L
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ct Ita ye maun get to my supper

A cherry without a stane ;

And ye maun get to my supper
A chicken without a bane;

And ye maun get to my supper
A bird without a ga',

Or I winna lie in your bed,

Either a.tock or wa'."

ct Its whan the cherry is in the flirry,
I'm sure it has nae stane;

And whan the chicken's in the egg,

I'm sure it has nae bane;

And sin the flood 0' Noah,
The dow she had nae ga';.

Sae we'll baith lie in ae bed,

And yf!se lie neist the wa'."

tt 0 haud your tongue, young man;' she says,

ct Nor that gait me perplex;

For ye maun tell me questions yet;
. And that is questions six:

.. The peasants in Scotland say, that the dove that was sent
out of the Ark by Noab flew till she burst her gall; and that DO

dove since that time ever had a gall.
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Questions, six ye tell to me,
And that'is three times twa,'

Afore I lie in your bed,
Either at stock or wa'.

II What's greener than the greenest grass?

What hicher than the trees?
What's war nor an ill woman's wish ~

What's deeper than the seas?
What bird sings first? And whareupoD

The dew doth first down fa: ?
Ye saIl tell afpre I lay me down

Between you and the wa'."

It Vergris is greener than the grass;
Heaven's hicher than the trees;

The deil's warse nor a woman's wish;
Hell's deeper than the seas;

The cock craws first; on cedar top
The dew down first doth fa' ;

And we'll baith lie in ae bed,

And ye'se lie neist the wa:."

II 0 hand your tongue, young man," she says,
U And gi'e your fleechin' o'er;

Unless you'll find me ferlies,

And that is rerlies four;'
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Ferlies four ye maun find me~

And that is twa and twa;
Or I'll never lie in your bed,

Either at stock or wa'.

" And ye maun get to me a plumb
That in December grew;

\ .
And get to me a silk mantel~

That waft was ne'er ca'd thro';
A sparrow's horn; a priest unborn

This night to join us twa;

Or I'll nae lie in your bed~

Either at stock or wa':'

"My father he has winter fruit

That in December grew;
My mither has an Indian gown,

That waft was ne'er ca'd thro~;

A sparrow's horn is quickly found;
There's ane on every claw;

There's ane upon the neb 0' him;
Perhaps there may be twa-

" The priest he's standing at the door,
Just ready to come in;

Nae man can say that he was born,

To lie it were, a sin;
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A wild bore tore his mither's side,
He out 0' it did fa: ;

Then we'll baith lie in ae bed,
And thou's lie neist the we:."

Little kend Girzy Sinclair
That morning whan she raise,

That this wad be the hindermaist
0' a' her maiden days;

But now there's uae within the realm,
I think, a blyther twa;

And they baith lie in ae bed,
And spe lies neist the wa'.
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THE GUDE WALLACE.

BY THE EDlTOB.

TAefolluwing attempt to rutore a popularfragment of an
old Scotilla ballad 'QHl' made ,oon lifter tAe Editor jirst

propo«tI malting t1&e pre,ent Collection. T1&e rude out

line, wAicla Ae 1&aI mua'Ooured tojiU .p, 'lViII be found in
.. JOHNSON·. Scots Musical Museum."

THB Wallace wicht, wi' his merry men a,
Frae Striveling is southard gane ;

And he's got word that the earl Percy
Was out wi' sax thousand Englishmen.
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His menyie he's left i' the gude green wood,
To rest fra the heat by the greenwood tree;

His menyie he's left wi' the trusty Graham,
And he's gane to scout in the south countrie.

The Wallace out over yon river he lap,
And fast he hied him over yon lee,

Till, at a well washin' her cIaes,
/ He was aware of a fair ladie.

And ay as she wush, she sabbit sair,
And her cheeks the saut tear ay did weet:

It What tidins, what tidins, fair ladie?" he said-;
" Or what ails thee to gar thee greet?

" Mair meet it were in princely bower,
Wi' noblest feres thy youth should won;

It rewis my heart, a flower sae meek

Misaunteris bub should blaw upon!

"Thir cheeks should rosy dimples wear,
Thir een should shine wi' love and glee"

" Och lang;' the lady sicb'd and said,
" Has joy been atJ'8nge in this counl.rie._
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et My father they kill'd, they kill'd my brither,

They herryit our faId, and hrent our ha';
Me they've--ochon! my heart will hrak !

My true love to England's reft awa'.

II Yet hope, gin WaIlace had thriven, I had,

That I my lemman yet mat see,

Revenge on Cressingham to wrack,
For a' the wrangs he's gart me dree.

II But Piercy, wi' the fause earl Warren,

And Cressingham (ill mat he speed!)
Are dackerin' wi' sax thousand mair,

Frae COUpal to Berwick upon Tweed.

et And down in yon wee ostler house

Now ligs full fyfteen English strang,

And they are seekin' the gude Wallace,
Its him to tak, and him to hang."

II There's nought in my purse," quo' gude Wallace,

et Sma' spulyie hae they to get £rae me ;

But I will down to yon wee ostler house,

Tbir fyfteen Englishmen to see.
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it I've but this brand~ wi' whi1k~ God will~

I'll mak them sic cheer as I dow"-
{( Sae God thee speed~" said the ladie fair~

{{ And send us ten thousand sic as you!"

And whan he cam to yon wee ostler house,

He bade be1U!dicite be there;
The gude-wife said~ {( Ye're welcome, come ben,

Mair welcome, I wat, nor twa 'r three mair."

The gude-man syne came in frae the hill~

A braw fat gimmer upon his back;

He ferJied to see that strange meDzie~

Sic cheer and mows at his ingle make
I.

{{ Ye're·hamelie fallows, to' be sae frem !
I brew'd nae browr.t for kettrin like ye;

God send the days puir Scotland has seen,

And a bitter browst to you 'twill be !"

{{ Welcom.e, auld carl!" said the Captain;

{{ Auld cruikit carl~ wi' your fat yow;
It weel will saur wi' the gude brown yill ;

Anathe four spawls o't I wat we'. cow."

1
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l( The spawls 0' it gin ye should cow,

III will I thole 10 brook the wrang ,
But gin I had ye in gude Brae Murray,

I'd gar ye sing anither sang.

l( There Eddert's glaive and Eddert's goud
Rae ettled at thirldome in vain;

And sair will England some day rue
The wrangs we've a' fi:ae Eddert taen.

It God red our Wallace wicht frae harm,
And send our gude earl Robert here;

For cowart art and lawless rief,
We'll soon our score wi' Eddert clear."

~t 0 whare was ye born, auld cruikit carl?
Your leed saurs na 0' this countrie"-

It A true Murray Scot I'm born and bred,
And an auld cruikit carl just sic as ye see."

It I'll gi'e fyfteen shillins to thee, cruikit carl,

For a friend to him ye kythe to me,
Gin ye'll tak me to the wicht Wallace;

For up-sides wi'm I mean to be."
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CC I'm but an auld cruikit carl, God wot,

Stiff and onfeirie to what I've been;

My glaive lang syne was hung 0' the knag,
And three score and five thir haffets hae seen.

CC But leal my heart beats yet, and warm ;

Thoch auld onfeirie and lyart I'm now;
Were wicht Wallace here, wi' nane but myselI,

For a' Eddert's kingdom I wadna be you I"

A rung the Wallace had intill his han'"
A burly kent as well mat be,

That ance afore l'edd him frae skaith,

Whan tellin' his beads by the greenwood tree.

He hat the proud captain alang the chaft blade,
That never a bit 0' meal he ate mair;

He atiekit the laive at the buird whare they sat,

And he left them e: lyin' sprawlin' there.

CC Sae God me shield," said the gude Wallace,
cc Tho' hard bested, I've done wi' thae ;

cc Sae God me shield," said the gude Wallaee,

cc And_send me, as mony sothroun mae,"
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Bumbazed the gude-man glowr'd a wee,

Syne hent the Wallace by the han' ;

" Its he! it can be nane but he !"
The gude-wife on her knees had faun.

" Hale be your hearts, ye couthie twa,

I'm he, I'm Wallaee, as ye trow;
But faut and mister hae done mair,

Nor e'er could thae my head to bow.

" Get up, gude-wife, gin Christ ye luve,
Some meltith fess to me in haste;

For it will soon be three lang days

Sin' I a bit 0' meat did taste."

I wat the gude-wife wasna sla ;

But hardly on the buird 'twas set,

Till ither fyfteen Englishmen

Were a: lichted about the yett.

" Comeaut, come out, thou fause Wallace,

For weel we wat that here ye be;

Come out, come out, thou traitor Wallace;

Its o'er late now to flinch or flee.
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"The tod is ta'en jn his hole, Wallace;
This is the day that thou maun die."

Cl I lippen na sae little to God," he says,
<t Althoch tbat I be ill wordie."

The gudeman lap to his braid claymore,
That bang on the knag aside the speir;

A lance the wife hent down frae the bauk..
That aft had shane fu' sharp in weir.

His burly brand tbe Wallace drew,
And out he braided at "the doW";

His stalwart back he tum'd to the wa',
And firmly set his foot before.

His trusty-true twa-hannit glaive

Afore him swang he manfullie,
While anger lucken'd his dark brows,

And like a wood-wolf glanst his e'e.

U Are thou that bousteou9 bellamy,"
Bowden wi' rage, said the captain;

" That felloW! traitor, that sae feil

o douchty Englishmen has slain?
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U Mat God assoile me, but it glads
My hart this tyde to meet thee sse!

My ae brither by the Earn lies dead;
But in thy heart's bluid I'll wrack my wae."

It I weird thee, to lat me be were best;
Nocht do I grein thy bluid to spill;

Fierce as thy brither was, and fell,
Southroun, he was thy brither still;

I' And laith were I," quo' the gude Wallace,
Lowerin' his glaive in mylder muid,

It To skaith the rueful heart that yeama
B~t to revenge a brither's bluid.

'I Then force na this hand to wick thy bale,

But tak my rede, and lat me gang." _
" Tyke, by the rude thou scapes nat sae !"

And fierce at him the butler sprang.

A thud wi' his keen swerd he loot,
To cleave the Wallace to the chin; .

But his bonnet, thoch 0' the claith without,

Was 0' the trusty steel within.
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It Ya, wilt thou?" said W allaee, It then tak thee that !"

And ,derBy strak a dynt sae dour,
That throw the eraig and shouther blade

At anee the treoehand weapon·shure. •

Agast the sothroun stood astound:

Syne hamphis'd him, pele-mele, aoe and a',
And vapourin' wi' bumist swerds, can shout,

It Revenge, revenge! fy, tak and ilia !"

• This stroke of the wight Wallace is nothing to the follow
ing: --" One sir David de Anand, a right valiant knigbt,
chaunced to be wounded by one of the enimies, by reason
wberof he was so kindled in wrathful desire to be revenged,
that with an ue which ·.he had in bis hande, he raughte bis ad
versarie, that had hurt him, suche a blow on the shoulder, that
he clove hym togither with his horse, and the uc stayed not
till it light upon the verie harde pavement, so auhe print of
the violente stroke remained to be sene a long tyme after in
one of the stones of the same pavement." HOLlNsBED's Hg..
tory cifScotland, F. 342, 1.

This sword of the good Sir DaTiid seems to have been lit
tle inferior to the enchanted glaiTimor of Fingal, so famous
in the tales of the Highlanders, that would, by mere dint of its
own innate virtue, cut through any thing that was sunck with
it, and could not be stopt till it came to tile ground. This un
lucky propensity in the sword to go farther than was intended,
often occasioned sad mistakes and accidents, many of which
make the ground-work of tales which are still rE!peated by the
winter's evening fire-side.
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The auld gude-man had the auld man's grip,

Thoch nae sae feirie as he had been;
Sae steevely he by the Wallace Btood,

Were few that to meet his glaive mat grein.

And bald "and bardach the gude-wife
Sa"e derf couth wield her gude brown spear ;

To Fecht for her country and gude-man,
Could Scotswoman own a woman's fear?

The first that strak at the gude Wallace,
The auld gude-man shure his craig in twa.

tI Weel doon, my fere!" said the Wallace then;
"Wi' thee 'twere a shame to tak to the wa':'

Syne grippit his brand wi' micht and ire,

And forward throw the press he Hang;
Sic thuds on ilka side he dealt,

That down to the dead the frieks he dang.

Wi' deadly dynts the baldest ten
0' the sothroun, that the starkest stuid,

The wicht WalIa<;e and thir trusty twa
Hae laid o' the green dicht in their bluid.



177

The tither five to the green-wood ran;

On a grain they hav git them but ransoun ;
And neist day wi' Wallaee' merry men a',

They sat at dine in Loehmaben lown.

VOL. 11.
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SWEET WILLIE OF LIDDESDALE.. .

THIS is the copy of "Willie's Lady" mentioned by Mr

. Scott in his Border Minstrels!!., vol. ii. p. 27. A~ it

was written before the author knew any thing of either

. Mr Scott's undertaking, or Mr Lewis's Tales 'If Won

der, and. as it differs so materially from the copies given

to the world by both these gentlemen, no apology can be

required far publishing it here. The copy, from which it

was made up, w~ll be found verbatim in the Appendix to

this work. The admirers, moreover, of Mr Lewis's genius

lUi a ~riter of ballads, will readily perceive, that as the au

thor was altogether unconscious of the existence of his pro

duction, there could be no rivalry intended on his part;

and a, tht;)' have pursued such different tracts in adapting.
this simple tale of otner times to the taste of their more

poetical readers,' there can be no fair ground of com

parison between pieces so totally independen\ of each

other.
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SWEET WILLIE OF LIDDESDALE.

SWEET WILLIE, the fl?wer of Liddesdale,
Has ta'enhim o'er the saut-sea faem,

And he's doen him tq foreign lands,

And he's wooed a wife, and brocht her bame.

And mony a may in Liddesdale

Did sadly sic~ t~ see that tide;
But never a may in Liddesdale

Was half sae comely as his bride.

For lovery-sweet fair Alice was,
. And bonnie yellow was her hair;

And happy happy mith she been:.
But his mither wrocht her mickl6 care.
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His mither wrocht her mickle care,
And mickle dollour gart her dree;

For her young baimie maun be born,
And lichter can she never be.

Sad in her bower fait Alice sits,
And sair, Oh, sair sair is her pain!

And sair and waefu'is his heart,
.While Willie mourns o'er her in vain.

And he has hi'ed him. to his mither,
That vilest witch 0' vilest kin;

He says, "My la~y has a girdle,
A' diamonds out, and goud within;

" And ay at ilka siller hem

Hings fifty siller bells and. ten :
Oh, lat her be lighter 0' her young bairn"

And that goodly gift sall be your am."

" 0' her young bairn she's ne'er be lighter,
Nor ever see an end 0' wae;

But she shall die and tum to day,
And ye'sall wed anither may."
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It Anither may I'll never wed,

Anither ]Pve'l'll Dever ken i"

But sadly sicht that weary wicht,
Ct I wish my days .en!: at an en' I"

•

He did him till his- mither, again,
And said,---" My lady has a steed,

White as tbe drift\, as'raebuclt swift;
His like'!J nae.,in the' lands 0' Leed;

It For he is siller-shod before,
And he is goud~shot behin' ;

And at ilka tateto' that horse' mane
Is a gouden 'chess gild bell ringin'.

" And mickle did ye roose his speed,
Whan at the ring he ran sae swift;

Oh, lat her be lighter 0' her young bairn,

And yours sail be that goodly gift."

" 0' her young bairn she's never be lichter,
Npr ever 'see an end'c1 wae;

But she shall die and gae to clay, .

And ye shall wed anither may."
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(t Oh mither, an' woman's heart ye bear,

Tak ruth upon a mither's pine;

Tak ruth on your ain flesh and blood,

Nor lat her sakeless bairnie tine :

<t And it shall live. your oy to be;
To chear your eild in mony a stead;

Apd sain wi' bennisoDS your tmff,

Whan in the mools your banes are laid."

It Awa, awa! for never she

Or imp or oy to me shall hae ;
But they sall die and tum to clay,

And ye sall wed anither may."

it 0 mither, preed ye e'er 0' love,

Arid can ye bid me love again?
And can she brak her Willie's heart

For him wha dreed a mither's pain ~

it And can ye thole to kill your son,

y o~r only hope, wi' ruthless rage,

Syne fa yoursel, like blastit tree,
Widdert wi' curses in your age ?"
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II Awa, awa! what blacker curse

Nor uncomplyin' bairn can be?

o her young bairn she's never be lighter,
Nor ever an end 0 dolour see!"

Then .out it spak-the Billy Blin',
Of Liddis Lord that ay took care:

IC Then ye do buy a leaf 0' wax,

And kiauve it weel, and mould it fair;·

• The belief rhat witches have the power of annoying, or pro
~cting, subjects at a great distance from them, by means of cn- ,
chaotmentsand op.erations performed upon them in effigy, has
been very general in all agEs and COllntries. In Scotland, at :
this day, innumerable stories of this kind are still told, anrl
firmly believed, by the peasantry:

--" unsonsy pictures aft she makes
Of ony ane she hates, and gars expire,
Wi' slaw and racking pains afore the fire:
Stuck fu' of prius, the devilish pictures melt;
The pain by fowk they represept is felt."

Gent. Shepherd.

In the reign of Henry VI. A. D. 1440, lImong the other friends
of Duke Humphrey, Duke of Gloucester, and dame Eleanor
Cobham, were arrested-" Roger Bolyngbroke; a man experte
in nygromancye, and a woman, called Margery Jourdemain, sur-

• named the Wytcbe of Eye, besyde Winchester, to whose charge
i~ was laid, that these--persons shuld, at the request of the
duchesse (of Glollcester), dllvyse an ymage ofwaxe Iyke unto the
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U And shape. it bairn and bairnlie-like,
And in twa gluen een ye pit;

Wi' haly water synd it o.'er,
And by the huly rood sain it;

,t And carri it to fair Alice' bower,

And .Ave MaT!J nine times say;
Syne in the Lady Mither's name,

In Aliee' arms the image lay;

U And ilka knot and bolt undo

Fair" Alice' bower th~t is within; •
And do you to your mitber then,

And bid ber to your boy's christnin';

kyuge; the whych ymage they delte so wyth, that by tbeyr de
vyllysh incantacions Bnd sorcerye, they intended to bryng out
oflyfe lytle and lytle consumed the ymage. For the whych trea
son and other, finally they were convyct and adjudged to dye."
Fabyan's C/.ron. F. S94.

• In Morayshire, at present, if a dying person struggles hard
and long, and seems to have. difficulty, and to suffer much, in de
parting, it is quite common to unlock all the doors, &c. &c. in
the house, as if by some magic spell the departing spirit of the
aufferer were confined, they know not where, or how, by some
lock, or knot, near his person. I have often known it done;
bUll could never procure any other account of the ceremooy, .
than that they did it becausefolks used tQ Ilil it. .
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Then notice weel wb~ she..will d~;

And do you s.taod a. little forby,

And lilten weel what she will say."

Now W.illie has a' his bidden done;

In good time ay he gfe wamin1 ;

And he's d(l)en bim to hili mither then,

And bidden her t .. his. boy's.christnio'.

" 0 who. has loos'd the nine witch knobl

Amang that lady's locks-·sae fair l·
And who. tbe kembs·o'.(:are la'en out,

That was amang :tho.t I~Y'8 hair. l

And who. has kill'd the master kid, •
That ran ameath the lady's bed l

And who. has l!JOs'd·her·left foot shoe,

And that young lady lighter mQde:i"

• Her chief familiar, that was placed in the chamber of the
patient in the form of a kid, aDd, when surpriaed, had run un
Iller the bed to shelter itaelf•

•
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Then out it spak the Billy Blin',

As, ay at hand, he ha~kit near;
(And the witch did quak in lith and limb

The wierd 0' Billy Blin' to hear:)

tt 0 Willie has loos'd the nine'witch knots,

Amang that lady'~ locks sse fair;
And the kembs 0' care he has ta'en out,

That was amang that lady's hair;

" AQ.d 'he has killed the master kid,
That ran aneath that lady's be_d;

And he has loosed her left-foot shoe,
And his dear lady lichter made;,

It And thou, the fellest hag on mold,
A mither's name that ever bure,

Time ne'er shall slock the fiery pangs

I'll gar thy burning heart endllre."

•
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ALISON GROSS.

From tke recitation of MRS BROWN.

o AItJSPN GROSS, that lives in yon tower,

The ugliest witch in the north countrie,

Has trysted me ae day up till her bower,
'And mony fair speech she made to me.

She straiked my head, and she kembed my hair,

And she set me °down saftIy on her knee,

Says,-" Gin ye will be my lemman sae true,

Sae ~ony braw things' as I would you gi'e."

She shaw'd me a mantle o' red scarlet,

Wi' gouden flowers and fringes fine,

Says, "Gin ye will be ~y lemman sae true,

This goodly gift it Ball be thine."
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~t Awa, awa, ye ugly witch,

Haud far awa, and lat me be ;

I never will be your lemman sae true,
And I wish I were out of your company.'" ..

She neist brocht a sark 0' the saftest silk,
Weel wrought wi' pearls about the band;

Says,-" Gin ye will be my ain true love,
This goodly gift ye saH command:'

She shaw'd me a cup 0' the good red good,

Weel 'set wi' jewels sae filir to see;
Says,-u.Gin ye will be-my lemman sae troe,

T~8 goodly gift I~ you gie."

" Awa, awa, ye ugly witch!
Haud far awaj and lat me be;

For I wadna ancekiss your ugly mouth
For e: the gifts that ye cou'd gie:'"

»

She's turned 'her richt and round about,

And thri~ she blew on a grass-green hom;
And she &Ware by the moon and \he stars aboon,

That she'd gar me me the day I was ~m.
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Then out has·,sM.ta'en 8~sitgeb"lqld;:

And'she'~tumedher three times ~tindand round;

She'~.mutter'd siowopl1Sj that~ streagtlait faiI'd,
And I fell down senseless on the gronnCl.

She's turn'd me into an ugly worm,·

And gar'd me ~ddle about the tree;
And ay, on ilka Saturday's night,

My sister Maisry came to ,me,

Wi' silver bason, and silver kemb,

To kemb my headie upon he~ knee;
But or I had kiss'd her ugly mouth f

I'd rather hae toddled about the tree.

But as it fell out on last Hallowe'en,
When tlJe SEELY COURT twas ridin' by,

The qU'een lighted down on a gowan bank,
Nae far frae the tree whare I wont to lye.

• The term worm formerly signified, like .erpent, " a reptile
of any kind that made its way without legs!' Here, as in
The Laidl!l Worm of Spindle.tane Heugh, it signifies a .nake.
Piers Plowman, using it in the same sense, for a lUpertt,

speaks of" Wyld worme. in woodes," &c. ed. 1561. F. O. iii. 1.
t Seely Court, i. e; "pleasant or happy court," or '" court of

the pleall8nt and happy people." This agrees with the antient
. and more legitimate idea of Fairies.

•

I
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She took me up in her milk-white hand, .
And she straiked me three times o'er her knee;

-She changed me again to my ain proper sh~pe,

And I naemail maW! toddle about the tree.

j
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LADY ELSPAT.

From the recitation cifMRS BaOWN.

" How brent's your brow, my lady Elspat r
How gouden yellow is your hair?

0' a' the maids 0' fair Scotland, .
There't. nane like lady Elspat fair."

" Perform your vows, sweet William;' she says,
tt The vows which ye ha' made to me;

And at the back 0' my mither's castell,
This night. I'll surely meet wi' thee."

But wae be to her brother's page,
1'?at heard the words thir twa did sl;l.y ;

He's tald them to her lady mither,

Wha wrought sweet Willialll mickJe W}J.e•

..
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For she has ta'en him, sweet William,

And she's gar'd bind hi~ wi' his bow string,
Till the red blui<l 0' his fair body

Frae ilka nail 0' his hand did spring.

0, it fell ance upon a time,
That the bord-justice came to town;

Out has she ta'en him, sweet William,
Brought him before the Lord-ju~tice boun'.

fl And what is the clime. DOW; lady," he says,

" That has by this young man been dane ?"
II 0 he has broken my bonny castell,

That was weel biggit wi' lime and stane;

" And.be. has 'brokeR my bonny coffers,

That was weel bandit wi' l!-iken ban;

And he bas stowo.my rich jewels,;

I wot he has slown them every aoe."

Then out it liP. her .Lady Elspat,
As she sat by Lord..justice' knee ;

II Now ye hae told your tale, mither;

.1 pray, Lord-justice, ye'll now hear m~.

•
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" He hasna broken her bonny castell,
That was weel biggit wi' lime aud stane ;

Nor has he stown her rich jewels,
For I wat she has them every ane.

« But thongh he was my first true love,.
And though I had sworn to be his bride,

'Cause he hadna a great estate,
She would this way our loves divide."

Syne out and spak the Lord-justice,
I wat the tear was in his e'e ;

It I see nae fant in this young man;

Sse loose his bands, and set him free;

tl And tak your love, now, Lady Elspat;
And my best blessin' you baith upon;

For gin he be your fint true love,
He is my eldest sister's son..

It There stands a steed in my stable,

Cost me baith gold and white mony;
Ye's get as mickle c/ my free land

AI he'll ride about in a summer's day.

YOL.n. N
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KING HENRY.

TAi, piece, preparedfor tne press, and in tne uact. ,tate in
which it now appear" was shown by the Editor to MR
SCOTT of Edinburgh, long before the publication ofeither
the "Tales of Wonder," or the" Minstrelsy of the Scot
tish Border," and before MR SCOTT nad any tnought,
of adopting it. The interpolations will befound inclosed
in brackets; the genuine te:rt was taken from MRS
BaowN's redtdtion.

LAT never a man a wooing wend,

That lacketh thingis three;
A routh 0' gold, an open heart,

Ay fu', 0' charity.

As this I speak of King Henry,
For he lay burd-alaoe;

And he's doen him to a jelly hunt's ha', .

Wali far frae any town.
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He chas'd the deer now him before,
And the roe down by the den,

Till the fattest buck in a' the flock
King Henry he has slain.

o he has doen him to his ha·,
To mak him bierly cheer;

And in it cam a grisly ghost,
Staed stappin' i' the fleer.

Her head hat the roof-tree 0' the house,
Her middle ye mat weel span ;

He's thrown to her his gay mantle;

Says,-" Ladie, hap your lingcan."

Her teeth was a' like teather stakes,
Her nose like club or mell;

And I ken nae thing she 'pear'd to be,
But the fiend that wons in hell.

II Some meat, some meat, ye King Henry;

Some meat ye gi'e to me."
" And what meat's in this house, Ladie?

And what ha'e I to gi'e?"
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[" Its meat, its meat that I maun ha'e;
And sith nae better be,]

Its ye do kill your berry-brown steed,

And ye bring him here to me."

o whan he slew his berry-brown steed,
Wow but his heart was sair !

She ate him a' up, flesh and bane,

Left naething but hide and hair.

fr Mair toeat, mair meat, ye King Henry,

Mair meat ye bring to me."

" And what meat's in this house, Ladie?
And what bae I to gi'e?"

[" Its meat, its meat that I maun hae;

And sith nae better be,]

o ye do kill your good grey hounds,

And ye bring them in to me."

o wban he killed his good grey hounds,

Wow but his heart was sair!
She ate them a' up, flesh and bane,

Left naething but hide and hair.
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U Mail meat, mair meat, ye King Henry
.Mair meat ye bring to me."

U And what meat's in this bouse, Ladie?

And what h;l.e I to gi'e f'

[tt Its meat, its m~t that I JIlllun· hac ;
And sith nae better be,]

o ye do kill your gay ·goss hawks,

And ye bri,:lg them here to me."

o whan he kill'do his gay goes h,awks,

Wow bu~ hill heart was sair!

She ate them .& np, skin lUJd bane,

Left naething bui; feathers bare•.

U Some drink, some drink, now, King Henry ;

Some drink ye bring to me."

" 0 what drink's in this house. Ladie,

That ye'te nae welcome tee f"

[U Drink-gi'e me drink I" she says, Uand sith

Nae ither boot hae ye,]
. 0 ye eew up your horse's hide,

And bring in a drink to me:'
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And he's sew'd up the bloody hide,
A puncheon o' wine put in;

She drank it a up at a waught,
Left na Be drap awn'.

f' A bed. a bed. now. King Henry.
A bed ye mak to me ;

For ye maun pu' the heather green.
And mak a bed to me."

And pu'd has he the heather green,
And made to her 8 bed;

And up he's ta'en his gay mantle,
And o'er it has he spread..

f' Tak atryour claiths, now, King Henry~

And lye iown by my side;
[And ye saIl be the groom sae gay,

. And I saIl be the bride.'']

" 0 God forbid." says King Henry,
"That eve:r the like betide;

That ever the fiend that wons in bell,
Should Itreek down by my side, .
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[tl What I can do, as I have done,

I yet will try for thee;

But sic an ugsome ghaist as thou

Nae bride can be to me."

tt A boon~ a booD, now, King Henry;

Grant me a boon I pray;
For never did a cnrteis knicht

Yet say a ladie' nay.

tt Be tho,u the groom, and I the bride,
As thou art a leal kni~ht."

tt I wad gi'e half my lands, Ladie,

Or bed wi' sic a wicht.

tt But sitb thou will·nocht be gainsaid,

I will do mair for thee
Nor s' the knichts intill my court '

I wat wald do (oJ' me.

tl To sink or swim, or fecht or fa',

They wad whate'er they dow;

But thee to clip nae ane 0' them

For me wad mird I trow.
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" Yet, as I am leal.hearted lmicht,

My fame I winna stain;

Nor ever deny a lady's boon,

Albe I grant wi' pain."

Syne he has dofF'd his cJaithing fine,
Streekit down by her side;

And King Henry was the groom sae gay;

The Lady was the bride.}

Whan nicht was gane, and day was come,
And the sun sbonethro' the ha',

The fairest lady that ever was seen

Lay atween him and the wa'.

II 0 weel is me 1" says King Henry;

II How lang'll ~is last wi' me i"
Then out it spake that fair lady,-

II E'en till the day you die.

1I For rve met wi' mODy a gentle knicht,

That gae me sic a fill;
But never before wi' a curtei. knieht,

That gae me a' my will•
.,
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[" And as you've done as husbands should, ,.

That wish their ladies fair,

(For ay her face is tweet and kind

Whase heart is light 0' care;)

II Ye ay sall bless the curtesie

My beau'iY that has woo;
And sae ssll every knicht that cheai-&

His dame as ye haye done.,



ROSM~R.HAFMAND, .

OR,

THE MEJt-MAN ROSMEn..
. , • r :

Tramlated[rom tlle Dani,A.-See "IS:lempe Viser,"p.161.

[This pi6ce, being the fi~t in onJer Qf t}lOIMl ~enti"ned, yoi. i.
p. 208. has been received from the Editor'in Riga, since this
work went to the pre8ll.]

Der boer en Fru i Daftmarek,
Fru Hiller. lilk, 4"e.

THEBE dwalls a lady in Danmarck,
Lady lIillers lyle IQ.en her ca';

And she's gar'd bigg a new castell,
That shines o'er Danmarck a'.

Her dochter was stown awa frae her;
She sought for her wid~whare ;

}Jut the mair she sought, and the less she fand,
'l'hat wilks her sorrow and care.. ,



·And shffs gar'd bigg a new ship,
Wi' vanes 0' flaming goud,

Wi' mony a knight and mariner, .
Soo stark in need bestow'd.

•
She's followed her sons down to the strand,

That chaste alld noble fre;

And wull and waif for eight lang years

They sail'd upon the &ea.

And eight years wuH and waif they sail'd,

0' months that seem'd sae lang;

Syne they saiYd afore a high castell,
And to the land can,gang..

And the young lady Svane lyle,
In the bower that was the best,

Says, c~ Wharfrae cam thir frem swains

Wi' us this night to guest1"

Then up .and spak her youngest brither,

Sire wisely ay spak he;
11 We are a widow's three poor 10DJ,

J.ang wilder'd on the &ea.
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II In Danmarck were we bom and bred"

Lady Hillers lyle was our mither;
Our sister frae us was stown awa,

We findna whare or whither:'

" In Danmarck were ye bom and bred l
Was Lady Hillers your mither r

I can oae langer heal frae thee,

Thou art my youngest brither.

" And hear ye this, my youngest brither,
Why bade na ye at hame 1

Had ye a hunder and thousand lives,
Ye canna brook ane 0' them:'

She's set him in the weiest nook

She in the house can meet;

She's bidden him for the high God's sake
Nouther to laugh ne greet.

Rosmer hame £rae Zealand came,
And he took on to bann :

II I smell £0' wee], by my right hand..

That here is a Christian man."
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(I There flew a bird out o'er the hQuse,

Wi' a man's bane in his mouth;

He coast it in, and I ca!ot it out,
AJJ fast as e'er I couth:'

Bllt wilyly she can Rosmer win;
And clapping him tenderly,

It It's here is come my sister-son;
Gin I lose him, I'll die.

It It's here is come my sister-son,

Fme baith our fathers' land;

And I ha'e pledged him faith and troth,
That ye will not him bann."

tt And is he come thy sister-son.
Frae thy father's land to thee?

Then I will swear my highest aitb,
He's dree nae skaith frae me."

'Twas then the high king Rosmer.
He ca'd on younkers twae :

It Ye bid proud Svane lyle's sister-son

To the chalmer afore me gae."
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It was Svan~ I,Je's sister-son,
Whan afore Rosmer he wan,

His heart it quook, and his body shook,
Sae fley'd, he scarce dow stand.

Sae Rosmer took her ltister-son,
Set him upon his knee;

He clappit him sae luifsomely,
He turned baith blue and blae.

And up and spak she, Svane lyle;
U Sir Rosmer, ye're nae to learn,

That your ten fingers arena sma,
To clap sae little a bairn!'

There was he till, the fifthen year,
He green'd for hame and land:

U H~p me now, sister Svane lyle,
To be set on the white sand."

It was proud Lady Svan~ lyle,
Afore Rosmer can stand:

"This younker sae lang in the sea has been,
He greens for hame and land."
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«Gin the younker sae lang in the sea baa beeD,
And greens for hame and land,

Then I'll gie him a kist wi' good,
Sae fitting till his hand."

tt And will ye gi'e him a kist wi' goud,
Sae fitting till his hand?

~en hear ye, my noble heartis dear,
Ye bear them baith to land."

Then wrought proud Lady Svane lyle
What Rosmer little wist;

"For she's tane out the goud sae red,
And laid hersel i' the kist.

He's ta'en the man upon his back;
The kist in his mouth took he ;

And he has gane the lang way up
Frae the bottom 0' the sea.

t. Now I ha'e borne thee to the land;
Thou seest baith sun and moon;

Namena Lady Svane for thy highest God,
I beg thee as a boon."



£08

kosmer sprang i' the saut sea outl
And jawp'd it up i' the sky;

But whan he cam till the castell in,
Nae Svane lyle could he spy.

Whan he came till the castell in,
His dearest awa was gane ;

Like wood he sprang the castell a1>outl
On the rock 0' the black flintstaoe.

Glad they were in proud Hiller's lyle's house,.
Wi' welcome joy and glee;

Harne to their friends her bairns were come,
That had lang been in the sea.
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NOTES

ON

ROSMER HAFMAND.

P.203. v. 4. Swaim.-In this, and the other translations
from the Danish, the term"swain" is used in its originnl and pro
per sense, to signify a young man. The term lyle (little), so
often annexed, to express endearment, to the names of la-

o dies ill the Danish ballads, is still in use in Cumberland and
the northern counties of England.

P. 206. v. 2. Blue tina blae~In EnglaBd tbey ..y~" biaek
Bnd blue;" bnt the Danish has it, "yellow~ g~y."

P.201. v.4. This ..Rasmer Lung,hank., as he is called in
another of the ballads, mUlt have been of most Gargantuan di
mensions, not to hB't'e been Hnsible, when he pnt the ci;lest in
his mouth, of the difference of weight between Sf}tJfI~ lyle"and
a chestfflll!!goltl.

VOL. 11. o

• I
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NEWS FROM NORTHUMBERLAND.

From Miscellanies tJf tile Reign of Queen Elizabetk, James 1., and

ClIarles I., in tlu: Antiquaries' Library.

N O'U whisperinge fellowes, that walke every wheare,.
Now clau your old elbowes, and skratch up your heaer;

I will tell ye, for troth, what newes I heare :
The Bull of the North is a frayd of the Bear.

This geare goythe well, and better it shall,
For triall will tell the treason of Ball.

The moone and the star are fallen so at stryfe,
I never knewe warre so strangein my lyfe;
And all is longe of a Babylon beaste,
That hath a thows~d heddes at the Jesste.

This geare, &c.•



"
I

I.

~ll

What made the Murrian's Heel so stoute;
To seeke the Sbeafe of Anoes out?
A morryon of that hed! the Northe may _e-;
That hed from the boddye m~t needes a waie.

This geare, &c.

The Lambe, that knewe this newes before,
Did bid the Lyon begin to rore;
The Lyon, that could not then refraine,
Did byd the Beare go shake his chayne.

This geare, Ste.

Whose shakinge suehe a shryll did yelde,
That every beaste did fiye the feelde ;
Which served and shadowed under the moone,
And thowght fulllittell to shrinke so Boone.

This geare, Stc.

• And to Sainte Androwe be they gone,
With very harde shyfte to IUake theare moane;
And 80m of theare ladies lefte behinde,
With very small wages under the wynde.·

This geare, Ste.

,
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But I marvel yet of Ser John Shome,

Whether he and the blessed masse be borne:

It weare a mery t~inge to be knowen
Wheare he doth ma~e his alter-stone.

This geare, 8tc.

The Cropyerde Fox, that this begon,

And made his brablinge to be don,

Is curst of many a mother's sonne;

And I pray ye, what hath his coriage wonne?
This geare, 8te.

Yet, when the newes shall come to Roome,

I knowe they will not sticke to presume,

To wright to many Christian kings;
They have, as they woulde, almaner of things.

This geare, Stc.

Why walk ye not by three and three,

In PolIes, as ye weare wonte to be,

And1saye, as you were wonte to do,
tt I hold you a crowne it is not trewe ?"

Thi6 geare, &c.



Of manie great helpes, you bragge and bost,

Besydes Sir John, that carieth the hooste,

Lyke unbelievers, 88 you bee,

You bmgge of nothinge that ybu see.

This geare, &c.

You bragge not of the Almightie's name;

You bragge not of your prince's fame;
You bmgge of never a faithfull knight,

That for his country goeth to 6ghL
This geare, &c.

You bragge to see your countrey spoylde ;

You bragge to see poore men ~gilde;

You bragie to see your brother's bloQ<1;

I pray tell me if theae be good•.
This geare, &c.

And as ye are of pervemt minde,

You swere, and stare, and wilbe blinde;
Wher in ye shewe, that faithleue ye

Have no good power to here and lee~

This geare, &.c.



214

Where be the northern idiotes fled,
That were by your' devices led?

They had bin better they had kept their bed;

You cannot repe41e that you have -tlpred.

This geare, &c.

I thinke by this you do beleve,

The devill him Ilelfe laughes in his sleeve,

That yet so many of Balaham's markes

Are still his true,and faithful'clarkes.

This geare, &C.

And, to be short, I see and knowe
Howe ~ie a one them selves bestowe.

I accuse no one; I tell ye trewe ;
But ye wilbe knowne, I mUlt tell you.

This geare, &C.

,
And thinke, in tyme, that error i.
The cause of all that is amisse.
God of his mercie mend thease dayes,

And her pre.erve that seekes the waie••

This geare, &.c.
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THE MARIGOLDE.

From a Collection. of Miscellanies of the times of Queen Eli

zabeth, James I., and CAark, I., in tlle Library of the

Society of Antiq'IUJries, Somerset-Howe. Thil Ballad is

preserDed on account of the aubject; as the time may come,

'When a Panegyric of any kind upon poor Mary, 'Will be as

great a curiosity (u (I Panegyric upon Nero or Caligula

'WOUld BO'W be.

THE God above, for man's delight,

, Hath heere ordaynde every thing,

Sonne, moone, and sterres, shinyng so bright,
With all kinde fmites. that here doth spring;

And Bowres that are so flourishyng,

Amongea all which that I beholde,
(As to my minde best contentyng,)

I doo commende the marigolde:



216

In veare first springeth the violet;
The primrose, then, also doth spred;

The couslip sweete abroade doth get;
The daisye g3;ye, sheweth forth her hed;

The medowes greene, so garni,hed,
Most goodly (truly) to beholde,

(For which God is to be praised ;)
Yet I commend the marigolde.

T~ rose, that che~fully doth sht:we,
At midsomer her·colJr~ hath sb~e;

The Iilye white, after doth growe;
Tbe columbine, that see may yee ;

The joliflowre, in fresh degree;
With sundrie mo then can be tolde;

Though they never so pleasaunt be,
Yet I commeQde the marigolde.

Though these, which here are mentioned~

Bee.dewctahle to lh~ eye,

By whom sweete _melles are miniJtr~d,

The sense of roan to sa4sfye,
Yet, ea,ch as serveth his fantasye :

Wherfore, to eay I wyll be bolde,
And, to advoide all flatterye,

I doo wmmeDde the marigolde.
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All these but for a time doth serve;
Soone come, 800ne gOlJe, so doth they fare;

At fervedt heates and stor~ thei stene,
Fading away, their staulkes left bare.

Of that I praise, thus say I dare,
She sheweth glad cheare in heate aIJd coIde,

;Mach profityng to bertes in care;
Such is this BOUle, the marigolde.

This marigolde Boure, marke it well,
With sonne doth open, and also shut;

Which (in a meanyng) to us doth tell,
To Christ, God's Sonne, our willes to put,

,And by his woorde to set our futte,

Stimy to staude a. champions bolde ;
From the truth to stagger nor stutte;......
~or which I praiae the marigolde.

';1'0 Marie our queen, ~at Boure so .~eete,

This marigolde I doe apply,
For that the name doth serve to mute,

And propertee in eaeh partie:
To her enduryng pacien~,

The stormes of such as list to scolde
At her dooyngeB, without cause why,

Loth to see spring this marigolde.
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Sh~ may be calde Marigolde weU,
Of Marie (chiefe), Christe's mother deere;

That, as in Jl£fl/tJpt we doth excell,
And golde on earth to have no peare:

So certainlyshee shineth cleere,
In grace and honour double folde;

The like was never.eant seen heere:
Such is this floure, the marigolde.

Her education well is knowne,
From her first age how it hath wrought;

In singler vertue shee hath growne,
And servyng God, as she well ought;

For which he had her in his thought,
And shewed her graces many folde,

In her estate to see her brought;
Though some dyd spite this Marigolde.

Yf she (in faith) had err~d a misse,
Whiche God most sure doth understande,

Wold bee have done, as proved is,
Her enemies so to bring to haode 1

No, be ye sure; I;uake a bande,
For servyng him; he needes so wolde

Make her to reign over Eoglande;

So loveth hee this Marigolde.
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Her conversacion note who list,
It is more heavenly than terraine,

For which God doth her actes assist;

All m,eeknes&e doth in her remaine :,
All is her care how to ordayne,

To have God's glorie here extolde;
Of poore and.riche she is most fayne;

Christ ~ve, therefore, this Marigolde,

Sith so it is, God loveth her,
And shee his grace, as doth appeare c

Ye may be bolde as to refene,
All doubtfulnesse to her most cleare,

That, as her owne, in like maneare

She wilth your welthes, both yong and olde;

Obey her, then, as your quene deare,
And say, rt Christ save this Marigolde.n

Christ lave her in her high estate,
Herin in rest long to endure:

Christ so all wronges heere mitigate)

That all may be to his pleasure;

The high, the low, iQ. due measure,
As members true with her to holde,

So each to be th' others treasure,

In cherishing the Marigolde.
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Be thou, 0 God, so good, as thus

Thy perfeet fayth to see take place;
Thy peace thou plant here among us,

That error may go hide her face;

So concord us in each case,
As in thy conrte it is enrolde :

We all, as one, to love her grace,

That is our queen, ~8 Marigolde,
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A

BALLAD

OP THE MEETING OP

PHILIP AND MARY.

Penile by JOHN HZYWOD.

THE egle's byrde hath spred his wings,

And from far of ~the taken flyght,
In whiche meane way, by no leurings,

On bough, or bl'aunch, this birde wold light,
Till on the rOle, both red andwhight,

He lighteth now moste lovinglie,
And therto moste behovinglie.

The montbe ensuing next to June,

This birde this Boure for perch. doth take,
Rejoysinglie him &eIfe to prune;

He rousitb, rypelie to awake, .
Upon his perche to chose his make,

Concluding strayght, for rype right rest,
In the lion's boure to bilde his nest.

7

I



A bird a beast to make to choose,
Namelie a beaste most furious;

It may seem straonge, and so it doose,
ADd to this birde injurious;
It semthe a case right curious,

To make construction in such sens,
As may stande for this bird's defenSe

But marke, this lion so by name
I properlie a lambe tassyne;

No lion wilde, a lion tame;
No rampant lion masculyne:
The lamb-like lion feminyne,

Whose milde meeke propertie aleurth '

This bird to light, and.him a&aeDrth.

The egle's bird, the egle's eyre
All other birds far surmounting;

The crownid lion, matcheth feyre;
Ci'oune unto croune this b~de doth bring;
A queenlie queeneJ a kinglie king;

Thus,lyke to lyke here matched is:
What matche may matche more mete than this?



So meete a matche in parentage;

Someete a matche in dignite;

So meete a matche in patronage;

So meete a matche in benignitie;

So matcht froni all malignitie,-

, As (thankes to God gyven for the same)
Seeld hath ben seene, thus sayeth the fame.

This meete met match at first meeting,

In theyr aproche togither neere ;
LovIierlovlie! lyveli greeting,

In eche to other did so appeere,
That lookers on a.1 must granDt cheere,

Theire usage of such humayne reache

As all might Ierne, but none could teache.

Then in conjoyning of these twayne,

Suche sacred solempne 80lempnite;
Suche fare in feaste to entertayne,

Suche notable nobilite;
Suchehonour, with suche honeste,

Such joye, all these to plat in plot,
Plat them 'who can, for I can not.
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But here one deyntie president

Nombre so greateJ in place so smaI11

Nacions so maniel so different,

So sodenlie met, 80 agreed all,

Without offensyve worde let fall,

Save sight of twayne, for whome all met,
No one sight there lyke this to get.

This l8m~like lion, and lamb-4ike hurd,

To show effect, as cause affordes,

,For that they lamb-like be concurde,

The lamb of Lambes, the lorde of Lordes,

Let us lyke lambs, as moste acordes,

Most mekelie, thanke, in humble wyse,

Ali humble hart may most devyse. .

Whiche thanks full gyven most thankfullie,

To prayer fall we on our kneese,

That it may lyke that Lorde on hie,
-In helthe and weIth to prosper theese,

As faith for thier moste high degreese;

And that all we, their subjects, may

Them and their lawea love and obay.

l
!

!
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And that betwene these twayne and one,
The thre and one, one once to sende,

In one to knit us everichone ;
And to that one such me at ende,

As his will only shall extende.
Graunle this, good Hod, adding thi grace,

To make us me~~ t'ob~yne this case•

••• This piece, by a very la~rious, and, in his day, useful
and Ilgreeable writer, i,s preserved here, less. on account of its
own intritlsic merit; than df its subject and its author. It is
given from Miscellanies of the times of Queen Elizabetb,
James I., and Cbarles 1., F. 22-15., in the Antiquaries' Libra
ry, Somerset-House. It is printed in black letter, with very
few points, at ulDdon, by WiItiam Ryddel.
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BALLAD

011I THE TA&IIIIG 01'

SCARBOROUGH CASTLE..

¥rom Mtscellcfliel of tke timel of Queen Eliza~t", Jame,1.,

a"d Ckarlu 1., i" tke Antiquarid Library.

o VALIAUNT invaders, gallants gay,

Who with your compeers conquering the route,

Castels or towrs, all standynge in your waie,
Ye take, controlling all estates most stoute;

Yet had it now bene good to looke a~oute,

Scarborow Castel to have let alone,

And take Scarborofl} Warn!JTIge everichone.



By Scarborow Castel, not',Scarborcm

lonely meane; but furthere understande
Eche havene, eche hold, or other harborow,

That our good kyng and quetme do holde in hande,
As dewe obedience bind.th us in bande,

Their Scarborow casteti to let alone,

And take Scarborow Wamynge everichone.

The sealeIl of which ca9tels .evermore,

In. bookeB of olde, and in our eyea of newe,

Have alwa.,Y lost themselves and theits therfore.
All this ye did forget, in' time to 'Yew,

Which inyght have wrought both you and yours te~chew,

Lettyng Scarborow Castel now alone,

Takyng ScarborOfl' Wamynge everichone.

This Scarborow Castel, symplie Iltandyng,

Yet could that castel slyly you begyle ;

Ye thought ye tooke the c8stel at your landyng,

The castel takyng you in the selfe while.
Eche stone within the castell wall did sxnyle,

That Scarborow Castel ye let not alone,

And tooke Scarborow Warnynge everichone.



Your puttyng now in use your dyveljsh dreame,

Hath made you see, (and lyke enough to fee1e).
A fewe false traytors cannot win a reame:

Good subjects be (and will be) trew as steele.
To stand with you; the ende they like to doole;

Scarborow castels they can lette alone,

And take Scarborow WaNlynges .everichone.

They know God's law, to obey their kyng and queene;
Not take from them, but kepe for them theirowne,

And geve to them; when !!Iuch traytors are seene

As ye are now, to brynge all overthrowne,

They worke your overthrow .by.God's power grown;
God saith, let Scarborow Castel alone,

And take ScarborOfl) WarnJIIIgt: .evericbone.

To late for you, ~nd in time. for the rest

Of your most traytorous secte, (if any bee)
You all are spectacles at full witnest,

As other weare to you, treasqn to flee,

Which in ,you past, ye may, the rest of yee
The saide Scarborow castels let alone,

And take ScarborOfl) Warnynge everichone.



This terme Scarborow Warnynge grewe, some say,
By haaty hangynge for rank robbry theare ;

Who that was met, but suspect it that way,

Streight was he trust up, whatever he weare;

"Wbereupon theeves thynking good to forbeare
Scarborow robbyng, they let that alone,

And tooke ScarOOrOfll Warnynge everichone.

If robbyng in that way bred hangyng so,
By theft to take way, towne, castel and all,

What Scarborow hangi~lg craveth this, lo?

Weare your selves herein judges capitall,

I thinke your judgments -on these words must fall,
Scarborow robbyng who letth not alone,

Scarborow hangyng deserve everichone.

We wold to God that you, and al of you,
Had but considered, as well as ye knew,

The end of all traytorie, as YOIl see it now,
Long to have lived lovJng subjectes trew.

Alas! your losse we not rejoyse, but rew,

That Scarborow Castel y*" let not alone,

And tooke ScarborOfll Warngnge everichone.

..
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To crafts that ever thryve wise men ever cleave;
To crafts that seeldwhen thryve wise men seeldwhen flee i

The craftes that never thryve a foole can learnto leave;
This thriftes crafty craft then cleere leave we;

One God, one kynge, one queene serve frank and free ;
Their Scarborow Castel to let it alone,
Take we Scarborow Warnynge ~verichone.

Our soveraigne lord, and soveraigne lady bathe.
Lawde our Lorde for their prosperitee;

Besechyng him for it, as it now goth,
And to this daie hath gone, that it may bee

Continued so in perpetuitee i

We lettyng theyr Scarborow castels alone,
Taking ScarbOTOfD Warnynges everichone.



ALLANE-A-MAUT,

AND

SIR JOHN BARLEYCORN.

THE Editor is happy in being able here to present his read

ers with five pieces, Scotish and English, none of them

destitute of merit, upon a very popular subject. The first

is good classical Scotish; the sec:und is modern Scotish,

and very popular in the north-east of Scotland, as is also

the third; the fourth and fifth are English; and the latter,

at least, has been popular, as one now and then hears

scraps of it among the peasants in different parts of Eng

land; but whether it was unskilfully amplified from the

tmrd, or the tltird happily abridged from it, does not now

seem easy to be determined. The present writer is rather

inclined to the latter opinion; and it is certainly very

much improved in the abridgment;. although both the

.'



improvement and abridgment were J>1'obably casual rather

than iutentional, and owing more to default of memo

ry than to superiority of genius. This seems to have hap

pened to most of the old ballads, of w~ich only a few stri

king features are remembered, which being unskilfully put

tOgtlther, give to the style of these compositions that

abrupt and elliptical character by which they are distin

guished.
•

In the Pepysian Library in Magdalen College, Cam-

bridge, is a collection of " Penny Merriments ;" in which,

at p. 77, is a pamphlet, partly prose and partly verse, on

the subject of Sir John Barleycorn. but of no merit.

1



ALLAN-A-MAUT, &c.

From the Ban'!Dtyne MS., tranlcribed and tra1llfllitted by
Dr LEYDEN.

QUHBN he wes zung,.and cled in grene,

Haif'and his air about his ene,

Baith men and wemen did him mene,
Quhen he grew on zon hillis he;

Quhy sowld not Allane honorit be ~

His fostir (aider fure of the toun,

To vissy Allane he maid him boun;

He saw him lyane, allace! in swonn,

For faIt of help, and lyk to de;

Quhy sowld not Allane honorit be i



Thay saw his heid begio to ryfe;

Syne for ane nureiss thay send belyfe,

Quha brocht wit.h hir fyfty-and-fyve

Of men of war full prevely ;-

Quhy sowld not Allane honorit be f

Thay ruschit furt Iyk hellis rukis,

And every aoe of yame had bukis;

They caut him sbortly in your cIukis,

Syne band him in aoe creddill of tre ;

Quhy sowld not Allane honorit be ?

Thay brot him invart in the land,

Syne every fr€ynd maid him his band,

Quhill they might owdir gang or stand,

Never ane fute fra him to fie;-

Quhy sowld oot Allaoe honorit be?

The gritteilt cowart in this land,

Ffra he with Allane enter io bud,
Thot he may nowdir gang nor stand,

Zet fourty saIl Dot gar him fIe;

Quhy sowld not A1lane honorit be i



Sir Allanis hewmond is ane cop,

With ane sege. feddir in his top;
Fra hand to hand so dois he hop,

Quhill sum may nowdir speik nor se ;"

Quhy sowld not Allane honorit be?

In zule, quben ilk man singis his carrell,

Gude Allane iyis in to ane barrell;

Quhen he is thair, he dowtis ne parrell
To cum on him be land or se;- .

Quhy sowld not Allane honorit be?

Zet wes yair nevir sa gay ane gallane,
Fra he meit with our maister Sir Allane,

Bot gif he hald him by ye hallane,

Bak wart on the flure Fallis he;-

Quhy sowld not Allane honorit be?

My maistir Allane grew so stark,

Qubill he maid mony cunning clerk;
Upoun yair faisis be settis his mark,
A biud reid nois besyd ye e;-

Quhy sowld not Allane bonorit be?
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My maistir Allane I may sair cnrs;

He levis no mony in my p\lrs;

At his command I mon dehurs

Moir nor ye twa pt. of my fe;

Quhy sowld not Allane hooorit b,e t

And last, of Allane to conclude;

He is bening, courtas, and gude..

And servis ws of our daly fude,

And that with liberalitie ;-

Quhy sowld not Allane honorit be?



ALLAN 0' MAUT.

From a Copyfurnuhedfrom his oa:n recollection, by tlae.He
fJerend Wlt.LIAlI GRAY of Lincoln, (to whom this Pub
lication is indebtedfor several 'Daluable communications,)
compared 'Witl. a Fragnu:1Jt procured/rom Scotla1lCl...

GUDE Allan 0' Maut was ance cad Bear,

And he was cadged frae wa to wear,

And dragglet wi' muck, and syne wi' railh
"Till he diet, and cam to li£e again.

He lirst grew green, syne he grew white,
Syne a' men thocht that he was ripe;
And wi' crookit. gullies and hafts 0' tree

They've hew'd him down right ~oucbti1ie.
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Syne they've set Allan up into stooks,

And casten on him mony pleasant looks;

They've turss'd him up syne on a sled,

Till in the grain-yard they made his bed.

Then men clamb up upon a ladder,

And happit his head frae wind and weather;
They've taen him neist up in their arms,

And made his shak-down in the barns.

- The hollio sauples; that were sae sn~ll,

His back they· lounden; mell for mell; .

Mell for mell, and ~a~ for baff,
Till his hide flew about his lugs like caff.

Then in cam Jennie wi' her riddle,
And she gae mony a fike and fiddle;

Set up the dooI'8, loet in the win',

To see what faucity fell fme him.

They stoW'd him up intill a seck,
And o'er the horse back brook his neck;

Syne birstJed they him upon the kill,
Till he was bane dry for the mill.

J



They cowpit him then into the hopper.

And brook bis banes, gnipper for gnopper;

Syne put the burn untill the gleed,

And leepit the een out 0' his head.

Till in cam Barmy-breeks, his brither,

Like ae gude neiber to crack wi' anither;

Says,_C~ Allan 0' Maut, a~e ye gaun to die?
Rise up man, first, and dance wi me."

.' ,

They danced about trae 'hatid to hand,
';,'

Till they danced o'er the working stand i

Syne in cam Jennie wi' her dish,
She gae mony 8. rummle and rush.

And Uskie-bae ne'er bure the bell.
Sae .bald as Allan bure hi,mset ;

Nor ever got his pride a fa',
Till carlies piss'd him at the wa.

• Bean", tAt bell seems here to have a double meaning.
The bell is the collection of bubbles that ftoat on the surface of
fIIhuky, Bll froth does on ale, &c., whe? JlOured out;, and to
bear tke belt well, is accounted a good sign in whisky. Thill
sign, however, is very deceitful, as it< may be produced without.
the uRstance of ..tllan 0' Maut.
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JOHN BARLEYCORN.

Gi'Om by tlae Editor,from Aia otlln recollection, ill lie learn
ed iti" Moraydire wAm lie Will a bog, and before the
pOt:f1U of BtrJurs 'U1t!re prJJlUAed. TIu: two a.cluding
Sta"uu are by tAe Editor. .

,

THEBE came three merry men from the east,

And three merry men they be;
And they have sworn a solemn oath·

John Barleycorn shall die.

They've ta'en a plough and plough'd him down,
Put clods upon his head;

And they have sworn a solemn oath

John Barleycorn was dead.
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But the spring-time it came on at last,

And showers began to fall;

John Barleycorn's sprung up again,

Which did surprise them all.

Then the summer heat on him did beat,
And he grew pale and wan;

John Barleycorn has got a beard

Like any other man.

They've ta'en a hook, that was full sharp,
And cut him above the knee;

And they've bound him intill a corn cart,

Like a thief for the gallow-tree.

They've ta'en twa sticks, that were full stout,
And sore they beat his bones;

The niiller used him worse than that,

And ground him between two Iltoues.

The browster-wife we'll not forget;

She well her tale can tell;

She's ta'en the sap out of his bodie,

And made of it good ale.

VOL. 11. 2
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And they have fill'd it in a cap,

And drank it round and round;

And ay the mair they drank 0' it,

The mair did joy abound.

John Barleycorn is the wightest man

That ever throve in land;
For he could put a Wallace down

Wi' the turning of his hand.

He'll gar the huntsman shoot his dog;

His gold a miser scorn;· I

He'll gar a maiden dance stark-naked
Wi' the tooming of a hom.

He'll change a man into a boy,

A boy into an ass;
He'll change your gold into silver,

And your silver into brass.

[And here we have his very heart-blood,

Sae bizzing bright and brown;
And ay we'll birl the tither stoup,

And ay we'll bend it roun'.

• Read, "The post-boy blow hiB hom," which the Editor
rejected, as being somewhat obscure.



And ye will drink a health to me,
And I'll drink ane to you;

For he never misses health or wealth
That wi' Johny's blood is fu.]
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MASTER MAULT.

A pleasant new ballad to look upon,
How mault deals with every man.

TO THE TUNE OF-" TRIUMPH AND JOY."

From the Pep!Js Collection, Magdalen Colle,e, Cambridge,
Vol. I. p. 4027, collated with another copy, pp. 470. and
471.-1t is also/mind in Major PEARSON'S CollectiorJ.

MR Mault he is a gentleman,

And hath been since the world began;

I never in my life.knew any man
Could match with Master Mault, sir;

I never knew any match Mault but once,

The miller, ~th his grinding stones,

He laid them so close that he crusht his bones; •

You never saw the like, sir.

• VI\l". " He pull'd bis fleah from off bis bones."
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Mault, Mault, thou art a flower

Beloved right well in every bower,

Thou canst not be missing o~e half hour;
You never saw the like, sir.

For laying the stones so close,
Mault gave the miller a copper nose,
Saying, "Thou and I will never be foes,

But unto thee I'll stick, sir."

Mault gave the miller such a blow,
That from his horse he fell full low;
He taught him his master, Mault, to know;

You never saw the like, sir.
Our hostes' maid was much to blame,
To steal Mault away from her dame,
And in her belly hid[e] the same;

You never saw the like, sir.

So· when the mault did work in her, !lead,
Twice in a day she would be sped;

At night she could not get to bed,
Nor scarce stand on her feet, sir.

Then came in Master Smith,
And said that Mault he was a thief;
But Mault gave him such .dash i' th' teeth,

You never saw the like, sir.

• .. So,"·&e. var. "That," &c.



"For, when his iron was hot and red,

He had such an ach all in his head,

His boon comrl;\des got him to bed,
For he was very sick, sir.

The carpenter came a piece to square,
And bid Mault come, if he dare,
He'd thwack his sides and belly bare,·

And him full soundly beat, sir.

To the fire he went, well warm with chips t

Mault hit him right between the lips,

And made him lame on both his hips t

You never saw the like, sir.
The shoe~aker, sitting on his seat,
With Master Mault he began to fret,

And said, he would the knave so beat

With his sharp Spanish knife, sir!

But Mlult came peeping through the hall, t
And did his brains so fiercely maul,

He turned round and caught a fall t

You never saw the like, sir.

• Var. " He would empty his belly, and beat his sides,
That he knew not where to sit, sir."

t Var. Mault peept his head out of a hall;
The shoemaker said, he wODld drink him up all:
They tumbled together till down they did fall;

You DeVer, &c.
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The weaver, sitting in the loom,
He threatened Mault a cruel doom,

And [to] make him to repulse the room,

Or throw him in a dike, sir.

Whereat a court some weavers kept,
And to their hostis boldly stept,

Till, charg'd with double pots, they slept;
You never saw the like, sir.

The tinker he took the weavers' part :

Such furious rage possest his heart,

He took the pot, and dmnk a quart ;
His wits were very ripe, sir.

For Mault the upper-hand so got, •
He knew not how to pay the shot,

But part without the reckoning pot,

And found his stomack sick, sir.

The weaver being in his loom,
He threatened Master Mault to bum,
When he had knit on to the thrum;

You never, &c.

• Var. For Mault hlld of hi~ his own desire;
He made him tumble into the fire,
And there he lost his burling ire,

He hath not found it yet, sir, Stc.
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The taylor came to grind his shears,
And shews to Mault what spleen he bears;
But soon they fell together by th'ears,

And sore each other struck, sir.

And when his pressing-iron was hot,

He pressed the board instead of the coat,
And sailed home in a feather-bed boat;

You never saw the like, sir.
The tinker, walking round the pan-
But Mault much feared his beer-mouth'd can,·

Though he had conquer'd many a man,
And laid him in the dike, sir.

Yet was the tinker gladly fain
With Mault to have a bout or twaiu,
Till he again was shot i'th' brain; t

You never saw the like, sir.
The taylor he did curse and baD,
He bid the boy go to the can :
CI I'M have a bout with Mault anon !"

You never saw the like, sir.

• Var. Then said Master Mault, "I must be gone:
I am the good fellow that helpeth each one," &c.

t Var. Mault hit him lOre in every vaine, &C.

I

j
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Aboard they went, to try their match,
And long they plaid at hoop and catch,
Till Mault bestow'd him under a hatch;

You never saw the like, sir.

Then cam,e a chapman travelling by,
With cheapening long his throat was dry, •
And at Master Mault did fiye,

And furioilsly him struck, sir.

Till having laid at Mault apace,
Great store of blood was in his face,
Aud he was found in such a case,

You never saw~e like, sir.
The mason came an oven to make:

The bricklayer he his part did take;
They bound him to the good ale-stake;

You never saw the like, sir.

Then Mault began to tell his mind,

And ply'd them well with bear and wine;

They left the brick-axe and trowel behind i

They could not lay a..brick, sir.

, Var. And said, " My. masters, I will be w'ye;
Indeed, Master ManIt, my mouth is drye;

1 will gnaw you with my teeth, .ir.
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Then came the labourer in his hood,

And saw his two masters how they stood;

He took Master Mault by the whood,
And swore he would him strike, sir.

Mault he ran, and for fear did weep;
The labourer he did skip and leap,

And Mault cast him into the mortar heap,

And there he fell asleep, sir.

The glover came to buy a skin;
Mault hit him right above the chin;

The pewter John came tumbling in,
You never saw the like, sir.

And laid on heads, tmd arms, and joynts,

Took away his gloves, and a gross of points,
And swore they'd pay him in quarts and pints;

You never saw the like, sir.
Thus of my song 111 make an end;

And pray my host to be my friend,

To give me some drink or money to spend;
For Mault and I am quit, sir.



251

SIR JOHN BARLEYCORN.·

The Tune ia,-" Shall I lie beyond thee f"

From the Pepy. Coltectioo of Ballad., Vol. I. p. 426,
collated 'With 470.

As I went through the north country,
I heard a merry meeting;

A pleasant toy, and full of joy;
Two noblemen were greeting.

And as they walked forth to sport,

Upon a summer's day,
They met another nobleman,

With whom-they had a fray.

• The full title is, " A Pleasant New Ballad to Siug Even.
ing and Morn, of the Bloody Murther of Sir John Barley-Corn."
There is a CIlpy of this ballad also in the Collection of Major
l'eanon, ia the library of the late Duk~ of Roll.burghe.
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His name was Sir John Barleycorn ;

He dwelt down in a dale,
Who had a kinsman dwelt with him,

They call'd him Thomas Good-ale.

The one, named Sir Richard Beer,
Was ready at that time;

And likewise came a busie peer,

Call'd Sir William White-wine.

Some of them fought "in a black jack,
Some of them in a can;

But yet the chiefest in a black pot,
Fought like a nobleman.

Sir Barley-corn fought in a bow],

Who won the victory;

Which made them all to chafe, and swear,
That Barley-corn must die.

Some said, ct Kill him!" some said, "Him drown!"
Some wisht to hang him high;

.For those that followed Barley-corn,

They said, would beggars dye.



Then with a plough they plow'd him up,
And thus they did devise, •

To bury him within the earth,
And swore he would not rise.

With harrows strong they came to him,
. And burst clods on his head;

A joyful banquet then was made,

When Barley-com was dead.

He rested still upon the earth,
Till rain from sky did fall ;

~en 'he grew up on branches green,
Which sore amaz'd them all.

Increasing thus till midsummer,
He made them all afraid;

For he was sprouted up on high,
And had a goodly beard.

When ripening at St James' tide,
His countenance waxed wan,

Yet now full grown in part of strength,
And thus became a man.

•
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Wherefore with, hooks and sickles keen
Unto the fields they hy'd;

They cut his legs off by the knees,
And limb from limb divide.

Then bloodily they 'cut him down,

From place where he did stand;
And, like a thief for treachery,

They bound him in a band.

So then they took him up again,
According to his kind,

And placed him up in several stacks,
To wither with the wind.

Then with a pitchfork, sharp and long,
They rent him to the heart,

And traytor-like, for treason vile,
They bound him in a cart.

And tending him with weapons strong,
Unto the town ,they hie,

Whereu they mow'd him in a mow,
And so they let him lie.
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They left him groaning by the walls,
Till all his bones were sore ;

And having took him up again,

They cast him on the floor.

They hired two with holly clubs
To beat at him at once;

Who thwack'd so hard on Barley-com)
The flesh fell from his bones.

Then after took him up again)
To please some women's mind;

They dusted, fann'd) and sifted him"

Till he was almost blind.

Full fast they knit him in a sack,

Which griev'd him very sore;

And soundly steept him in a fat

For three day's space and more.

From whence again they took him ont,

And led him forth to dry;
Then cast him on a chamber floor,

And ilwore that he should dye.
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They rubb'd and stirr'd him up and down,
And oft did toyl and tnme;

The mault-man likewise vows his death,
His body he would bume.

They pul'd and hal'd him up in spight,
And threw him on a kill ;

Yea, dry'd him o're a fire bright,
The more to work their will.

Then to the mill they forc'd him straight,
Whereas they bruis'd his bones;

The miller swore to murther him
Betwixt a pair of stones.

The last time when they took him up,
They served him worse than that,

For with hot scalding liquor store
They washt him in a fat.

But not content with this, God wot,
They wrought him so much harm,

With cruel threat they promise next
To beat him into barm.

1
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And lying in this danger deep,
For fear that he shouJd quarrel,

They heav'd him straight, out of the fat,
And tum'd-into the barrel.

They goar'd and broach'd i\with a tap,
So thus his death begun;

And drew out every drop of blood,
While any drop would run.

Some brought in jacks upon their backs;
Some b~ought in bowls and pail;

And every man his weapon had
Poor Barley-com to kill.

When Sir John Good-ale heard of this,
He came with mickle might,

And took by strength their tongues away,
Their legs, and ek; their sight.

Sir John at last in this respect
So paid them all their hire,

That some lay bleeding by the walls, ...
Some tumbling in the mire.

• Var. /, That BOrne lay sleeping in the way."

VOL. II. R
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Some lay~ by the w.aUI,
Some fell i'the atJ:eet down right;

The wisest of them ecarcely knew
What be bad .done p'eJ Dight.

All Y9U good wi\l~ that brew good ale,

Good keqJ YO\1 all frolJl teen;
But if you put too JIllu.ch water in,

The devil put out yow: .eYDe!

••• Since the foregoing rive pieces were written out for the
preas, the editor has llJotlt ...itb the foUowiOS.ia Ml\ior Pearson's
Collection, in hI. lett. VpI. I. p. !U'. As it containa some ideas,
which are fOl1od in the Scotish Sir John Barleycorn, and in
Done of the othen that be has IIlleD, be has Werted it here :

THE LITl'LB BARLY-CotUfE.

To ,fie hiM qf-8tingo.

COMB, and doe not musing stand,
If thuu the truth diacerne;

But take a full cup in thy hand,
And thus begin CO 1ellrne,

Not of &be earth, IWI' of the a,nr,
At eveuing, or at morne,

But, jovial boyes, your Christmas keep,
With the littJe Barly_.
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It is the cum. alchYlDiet
That e'er "sa in the 1aDcI;

'Twill claange your mettle when it lilt,
In turning of a hand,

Your blushin! gold '0 iii.....,wan,
Your silver iuto "rus;

'Twill tum a taylor to • maD,

And a man into an use,

'Twill meke a poore man riche to haag
A signe before his door. ;

And thollle that dool! the piliCher bang,
Though rich, 'twill make them poore.

'Twill make the IIiIIielt, poorest I1l8ke
The king's great porter scorne ;

'Twill make the 5tollsest lubber weak,
This little Barly-come.

It lends mgre yeeNII uato old sse,
Than ere was lent by nature;

It makes tbe poet'll faoo.r~
Mure than Castalian "a~,

'Twill make a hlMtslWUJ chase a 10'11,
And never wiad his honK! ;

'Twill cheae a tinker in .. llIOek~ .
This little Barly-QOroe,

It is the only Will a'th' Wispe,
Which leades men from the way;

'Twill make the tongue-ti'd lawyer lisp,
And nougbtbot " Hie up!" sa,.

'Twill make the steward droope and stoop,
His bills he then will scorne,

And at eacb post cast his reckoning up,
This little Barly-come.
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'Twill make a weepmg widow laugh,
And BOOne incline to pleallUre;

'Twill make an old man leave his staIl8,
And dance a youthful mealll1l'e;

And though your clothes be nere 80 bad,
All ragged; rent, and tome,

Against the cold you may be clad
With little Barly~me.

'Twill make a coward not to flbrinke,
But be as stout as may be;

'Twill make a man, that he shail thinke
That Jone's as good lUI my lady.

It will enrich the palest face,
And witb rubies it adome;

Yet you shall think it no disgrace,
This little Barly~me.

It is the neatest serving-man,
To entertain a friend;

It will doe more than money can,
All jarring suits to end.

There's life in it, and it is here;
'Tis here within tbis cup;

Then take your liquor, do not IJIlU'8,

But clear QVOWIe it up.
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A CAROWSING SONG.

FrOta "Wit and Drollery," Lond. 1682•.

SUI"CE life's but short, and time amain

Flies on, and nere looks back again,
Let's laugh and sing, and merry be,

And spend our time in jollity;
Good wine makes the Pope religiously given,

And sends the monks and little fryers to heaven.

Chorus. Then take a merry glas,
Fill it just as it was,

And let no man take it in dudgeon;
For he that makes any stir
Is n~ true drunken cur;

Hang him up that is a curmudgeon!
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'Twas Jove's refreshment, when his mind was sunk
With cares, to make himself with nectar drunk;

So h~venly drank his mind, his brain ran like the sphears"
Round, and made music to his ears.-

He's a right ho~estman, you may believe what I tell ye,
lf he have a jolly nose, and a beautiful belly.

Char. Then take, &c.

Great Alexander, to enflame his heart

With courage, drank two gallons and 8 quart,
At six go-dorlms; and thep. in .raptures hurl'd,
He went and conquer'd all the world:

I

Darius lost Persia, and the Macedon won it ;

If he had not been drunk, he nerecowd have done it.

Cha1"1ll8. Then ~e, &.c.



DRINKI~G SON&

BY THB BDITOR.

Tune,-My l10e d~i ht a lastie yet.

, .

H:BBB'S ilka canty ~lIiln, yet;
Baud care ayant the' balian, yet;
And he wha's wife m.aks'sturt and strite;

Has here tM l,thest dwaUan yet.

Sse hamely, cosh, and cauthie, 0,

We'llslocken a' our droathie, 0,

Whare care and teen were never seen..

But merry cheer's ay routhiej O.

That braw brown bizzin liquor, 0,
That fraetbs intil the bicker, 0,

Come, ca't about, and waught it out."

~ae drug is halhae sicker, O.



And draw a drap 0' the best o't yet;
_Lat's pree the tither taste o't yet;

For pleasure seek whare'er you like,
But here I never miss it yet.

We're a' dry wi' drinkin' o't ;
The carl's tir'd wi' skinkin' o't;
Lord! how I'd cow my cummer now!
I canna but laugh wi' thiq.kip' 0'1.

Ha, ha, he! be drinkip' o't,
Till the yeskin' and the winkin' o't;
And Qe at hame wha dreads ~is dame,
Come, drink, ~d drown the thinkin',o't.

••• Three lines, being all of the original song that tbe Editor
has ever met with, are adopted into this song from" Johnson's
Scots Musical Museum." They are there confounded with B

scrap of another song to the 6lUDe tune, and other nonsense, witb
",bil=b tbel have not the least natul'llJ connection.



LORD WA'YATES

AND

AULD IN.GRAM,

A FRAGMENT.

From Ma HERD'S MS. trarumitted by Ma SCOTT.

LADY MAI8BIlV was a lady fair,
She made her mother's bed;

Auld Ingram was an aged knight,
And her he sought to wed.

" Its I forbid ye, auld Ingram,
For to seek U:e to spouse;

For Lord Wa'yates, your sister's SOD,

Has been into my bowen.



If Its I forbid ye, auld Ingram,

For to seek me to wed;

For Lord Wa'yates, your sister's sou,
Has been into my bed."

He has brocht to Ulis ladie

The robis of the brown;

And ever, If .Allis!'" says this ladie,

ct Thae robes will put me doWD.~

And he has brocbt to that ladie

Tbe lObis of the red;

And ever, " Atas!" saYII that Iadie;
<t Tbae robn wilt be my dead."

And he hal brooh~ D that lsdie
The chrysllal and the liaamer;

Sae has he Dlocllt to her mither

The curches cI the C8IUleJ.

Every aoe cliler seven brethr~

They had a .....k ill h~d,
And every lady ill Ule place

They got & pud prlaad.
. • . 5
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Every cuik in that kitchen
They got a noble, elaith;

A' was blyth at auld Ingram's coming,
But lady Maisery was wraith.

It Whare will I get a bonny boy,
W a~ fain win hoae and shoon,

That wad riD on to my Wa'yates,
And quickly come again ?"

It Here am I, a bonny boy,
Wad fain. win hose and ahoon;

Wha will rin on to your Wa'yates,
And quickly come again."

« Ye'll bid him, and. ye'll pray him baith, ,
Gin any prayer may dee,

To Marykirk to come the mom
My weary wadding to see."

Lord Wa'yateslay der his castle 'Wa',
Beheld baith dale and down;

And he beheld a bonny boy
Come running to the town.
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CC What news, what news, ye bonny boy?

What news hae ye to me ?. . ~ . . .

l
I

• • • • •

cc 0, are myJadie's fauldis brunt,

Or are her 'towers won?
Or is my Maisery lichter yet

0' a dear dochter or Bon ?"

" Your ladie's faulds are neither brunt,
Nor are her towers woo; ,

Nor is your Maisery lichter yet
0' a dear docbter or son:

" But s~e bids you, and she prays you baith,
Gin any prayer can dee,

To Mary Kirk to come the mom,

Her weary wadding to see,"

He dang'the buird up wi' his fit,
Sae did he wi' his knee;

The silver cup, that was upon't,

I' the fire he gar'd it flee-
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"t 0 whatten a lord in a' Scotland

Dare marry my Maiseryr .

u 0 it ill but a feeble thocht,

To tell the tane and nae the tither;
o it is but a feeble thocht

To tell it's your ain mither's brither.

U Its I will send to that wadding,

And I will follow syne,
The fitches 0' the fallow deer,

And the gammons 0' the swine;
And the nine hides 0' the noble cow

'Twas slain in season time.

U Its I will send to that wadding

Ten tun 0' the red wine;

And mair I'll send to that waddin',

And I will follow syne."

Whan he cam in into the ha',

Lady Maisery she did ween;

And twenty times he kist her mon'

Afore auld Ingram's een.



170

And till the kirk ahe wadna gae,
Nor till't .she w~na ride,

Till four-and-twenty men she gat her before,
And twenty on ilka.side,

And four-and-twenty milk white dows
To flee aboon her head.

A loud lauchter gae Lord Wa'yates,
:Mang the mids o' his men;

tt Marry that lady wha that will, .

A maiden she is Dane."

tf 0 leuch ye at my men, Wa'yates,
Or did ye lauch at me ?

Or leuch ye at the bierdly bride,
That's gaun to marry me r'

tf I leucbna at your men, UDcle,
Nor yet leuch I at thee ;

But I leuch at my lands so braid,
Sse wee!'s I do them see."

When e'en was come, and e·e....ltells rung~
And a' man gane to bed,

.The bride but and the silly bridegroom
In se chamber were laid.



Wasna't a fell thing for to see

Twa h~ads llpQn a eN;
Lady Maiaery's like the llie'teo. good,

Auld Ingram'a like a toad.

He tum'd his face vnto the stock,

And s()und be fell 8Illeep;
She turn'd her fa.ce UIIto the w~,

And saut tears sbe did weep.

It feU about the milk 1Ridniolat,
Auld Ingram. begaa to tW'll ;Rim ;

He put his bao.d ClIll's Wi,'. side,

And w.aly Mir .... she moumin'.

rI What aHeth thee, my lady dear r
Ever alas, and wae is me !

There is a babe betwixt thy sides,

Oh! sae sair's it grieves me!"

rI 0 didoa I tell ye, auld Ingram,

Ere ye socht me to wed,

That Lord Wa'yates, your sister's soo,

Had been into my bed r'



,tThen father that bairn on me Maisery ;
o father that bairn on me;

And ye sall·hae a rigland shire
• Your marnin' gift to be."

" 0 sarbit," says the Ladie Maisery,
"That ever the like me befa',

To father my bairn on auld Ingram,

Lord Wa'yates in my fath~r's ha'.

" 0 sarbit," says the Ladie Maisery,
"That ever the like betide,

To father my bairn on auld Ingram,
And Lord Wa'yates beside."

• • • • •
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CHRISTMAS CARROL

BY GEORGE WITHER.·

So, now is come our joyfulst feast;
Let every man be jolly;

Each room with ivy leaves is drest,

And every post with holly.
Though some churls at our mirth repine,
Round your foreheads garlands twine;

Drown sorrow in a cup of wine,

And let us all be merry.

• For accounts of this very vollJminous and very unequal wri
ter, see" Athena Ozonienlel," the" Reliques of Antient Eng.
lish Ppetry," and Mr Ellis's very elegant publication, entitJed,
Ie Specimens "Of early Engrish Pocts." •

VOL. n. ~
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Now, all our neighbours' chimnies smoke,

And Christmas blocks are burning;

Their ovens they with bak'd meats choke,

And all their spits are turning.

"Vithout the door let sorrow lye;
And if for cold it hap to die,

We'll bury't in 'a Christmas pie,

And ever more be merry.

Now every lad is wondrous trim,

And no man minds his labour;

Our lasses have provided them
A bag-pipe and a tabor;

Young men and maids, and girls and boys,
Give life to one another's joys;
And you anon shall by their noise

Perceive that they are merry.

Rank misers now do sparing shun ;

Their hall of music soundeth;

And dogs thence with whole shoulders ru!I,

So all things there aboundeth.

The country folks themselves advance

With crowdy-muttoDs out of France;

And Jack shall pipe, and Jyll shall dance,

And all the town be m~rry.
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Ned Squash hath fetcht 4is bands from pawn,
And all his best apparel;

Brisk Nell hath bought arutr of lawn
With dropping of tJIe barrel;

And those that hardly all the year
Had bread to eat; or rags to wear,
Will have both clothes and-dainty fare,

And all the day be merry.

Now poor men to the justices
With capons make their en:ants;

And if they hap to fail of-these,
They plague them with their warrants :

But now they feed them with good cheer,
And what they want they take in beer;
For Christmas comes but once a year,

And then they shall be merry.

Good farmers in the country nurse
The poor, that else were undone;

Some landlords spend their money worse
On lust and pride at London.

There the roysters they do play,
Drab and dice their lands away,

Which may ~ ours another day;
AIld therefOle let's be merry.



The client now his suit forbearsJ

The prisoner's heart is eased;

The debtor <kinks away his cares,

And for the time is pleased.

Though othen purses be more fat,
·Why should we pine or grieve at that 1
Hang sorrow! care will kill a cat,

And therefore let's be merry.

Hark! how the wags abroad do call
Each other forth to rambling:

Anon you'll see them in the hall

For nuts and apples scrambling.
Hark! how the roofs with laughter sound!

Anon they'll think the house goes round;

For they the cellars depth have found,
And there they will be merry.

The wenches with their wassel bowl»

About the streets are singing;
The bpys are come to catch the owls,

The wild mare in it bringing.

Our kitchen-boy hath ~roke his box,

And to the dealing of the ox,
Our honest neighbours come by flockS;,

And here they will be merry~



Now kings and queens poor sheep cotes have,

And mate with every body;

The honest now may play the knave,

And wise men play the noddy.

Some youths will now a mummihg go,

Some othen play at Rowland-bo,
And twenty other gameboys mo,

Because they will be merry.

Then wherefore in these merry daies

Should we; I pray; be duller?
No, let us sing some roundelayes,
Toma~ our mirth the fuller.

And, whilst thus inspir'd we sing,
Let all the streets with echoes ring,

W ooda and hills; and every thing,

Bear witness we are merry.

I.



OLD CHRISTMAS.·

From tke Pepys Collection of Ballads in Magdalen College,
, Cambridge, Vol. I. pp. 474-5.

ALL you that to feasting and mirth are inclin'd,

Come, here is good news for to pleasure your mind;

Old Christmas is come for to keep open bouse,

He scorns to be guilty of starving a mouse;

Then come, boyes, and welcome, for dyet the chief,

Plumb-pudding, goose, capon, minc't pies, and roast beef.

• The full title is, "Old Christmas returned, or Hospitality
revived; being a Looking-glass for Rich Misers, wherein they
may see (if they be not blind) how much they are to blame for
their penurious house-keeping, and likewille an encouragement
to those noble-minded gentry, who layout a great part of their
estates in hospitality, relieving such persons as have need
thereof:

Who feasts the poor, a true reward shall find,
Or helps the old, the feeble, lame, and blind.

Tune of the Delight. oftAe Bottle."

4
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A long time together he hath been forgot,

They scarce could afford for to hang on the pot;
Such miserly sneaking in England hath been,

As by our forefathers ne'er us'd to be seen;

But, now he's returned, you shall have in brief,

Plumb-pudding, goose, capon, :minc'l pies, and roast beef.

The times were ne'er good since old. Christmas was fled,
And all hospitality hath been so dead,

No mirth at our festivals late did appear,'
They scarcely would part with a cup of March beer;

But now you shall have, for the ease of your grief,

Plumb-pudding, goose, capon, mine't pies,. and roast beef.

The butler and baker they now may be glad,

The times they are mended, though they have been bad;

The brewer he likewise may be of good cheer;
He shall have good trading for ale and strong beer.
All trades shall be jolly, and have. for relief,

Plumb-pudding, goose, capon, mine't pies, and roast beef.

The holly and ivy about the walls wind,
And shows that we ought to our neighbours be kind,

Inviting each other for pastime and sport,

And where we best fare, there we most do resort;

We fail not of victuals, and that of the chief,

Plumb-pudding, goose, capon, minc't piell, and roast beef.

J
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The cooks shall be busied by day and by' night,

In roasting and boiling, for taste aud delight;

Their senses in liquor that's nappy they'll steep,

Though they be afforded to have little sleep:

They still are employed for to dress us in brief,

Plumb-pudding, goose, capon, minc't pies, and roast beef..

Although the cold weather doth hunger provoke,
'Tis a comfort to see how the chimneys do smoke;

Provision is making for beer, ale, and wine,

For all that are willing or readY'to dine;

Then haste to the kitchen for dyet the chief,

Plumb~pudding, goose, capon, miDc't pies, and ro~t be~f.

All trayellers, as they do pass on their way,
At gentlemen's halls are invited to stay,

Themselves to refresh, and their horses to rest,
Since that he must be Old Christmas his guest;
Nay, the poor shall not want, but have for relief

Plumb-pudding, goose, capoD, minc't pies, and roast beef.

Now Mock-beggar-hall, it no more shall stand empty,
But all shall be fumisht with freedom and plenty;
The hoarding old misers, who us'd to preserve
The gold in their coffers, and see the poor starve,

Must now spread their tables, and give them ill brief,

Plumb-pudding, goose, capon, minc't pies, and roaat beef.
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The court, and the city; and country, are glad ~

Old Christmas is come to cheer up the sad;

Broad pieces and guinyes about now shall fly,

And hundreds be losers by cogging a dye;
Whilst others are feasting with dyet the chief,

Plumb-pudding, goose, capon, minc't pies, and roast beef.

Those that have no coyn at the cards foc to play;

May sit by the fire and pass time away,
And drink off their moisture contented and free;

Ie .My honest good fellow, come, here is to thee!"

And when they .are a hun~ry, fall to their relief;

Plumb-pudding, goose, capon, minc't pies, and roast beef.

Young gallants and ladies shall foot it along;
Each room in the house to the musick shall throng;
Whilst jolly carouses about they shall pass,

And each country swain trip about with hill lass;
Meantime goes the caterer to fetch in the chief,

Plumb-pudding, goose, capon, minc't pies, and roast beef;

The cooks and the scullion, who toyl in their frocks,

Their hopes do depend upon their Christmas box;
There is very few that do live on the earth

But enjoy at this time either profit or mlcth;
Yea, those that are charged to find all relief,

Plumb-pudding, goolie, capon, minc't pies, and ro:lSt beef.



Then well may we welcome Old Christmas to town,

Who brings us good cheer, and good liquor so brown,

To pass the cold winter away with delight,

We feast it all day, and we frolick at night:

Both hunger and cold we keep out with relief,

Plumb-pudding, goose, capon, minc't pies, and roast beef.

Then let all curmudgeons, who dote on their wealth,

And value their treasure much more than their health,
Go hang themselves up, if they will be so kind,

Old Christmas with them but smaUwelcome shall find;
They will not afford to themselv@s, without grief,

Plumb-pudding, goose, capon, minc't pies, and roast beef.

- •• In the Collection of Anthony a Wood, in Oxford, there
are (No. 100 a)," Examination and Trial of Old Father Cbrist
mas, London, 1655;" "Christmas Carols, 1642;" "New Ca
rols for the time of Christmas, 1661;" " Christmas Carols, fit
also to be sung at Easter;" "New Christmas Carols, 1688,"
&c. &c. &c.'; but most of them religious, and all of little merit.

In Major Pearson's Collection, in the library of the late Duke
of Roxburghe, Vol. 1. p.48, in hI. let. is " Christmas Lamenta
tion for the 10sSe of his acquaintance, shoyving how he is forst
to leave the country, and come to London. To the tune of,
Nuw Spring is rome." In the usual style of common-place
complaint of the degeneracy of the times, and the decay of
good-fellowship, the poet laments, that,

"Since Pride came up with yellow starch,
Pride and luxury they doe devoure
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HOWle-keeping quite ~

And beggary they doth beget
III many a knighOt. °

Madam, forsooth, in her cooshee must "'heell,
Although she °weare her hoMfauto at the hule;

Welladay!
And on her back weare tIiat tor a weed,
Which me and all my feUowes would feed," &c.

It begins thus:
" Christmas is my name; farre have I gone,
Have I gone, have I gone, have I gone,

Without regard;
Whereas great men by flocks there be flowne,
There be flowne, there be flowne, there be flowne,

To London ward ;
Where they in pomp and pleasure doe waste
That which Christmas was wonted to feast,

Welleday!
Houses where musicke was wont for to ring,
Nothing but bats and howlets doe sing,

Welladay, welladay, welladay!
Where should I stay?

Christmas beefe and bread is turned to stones, &c.
AmI silken rags;

And ladie Money sleepes, and makes moanes, &c.
In miser's bags.

Houses, where pleasure once did abound,
Nought but a dogge and a shepheard is found,

Welladay!
Places where Christmas revels did keep,
Is now become habitations for sheepe,

Welladay! &c.

t That is, get out at elbow" as we say now; i. e. injure ber for
tuUCl.

s
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Pan, Shepheards' god, doth deface, &c~

Lady Ceres' crowue,
And tillage that doth goe to decay, &c.

. In every towne.
Landlords their rents 110 highly enhance,.
That Pierce the plowman barefoot may dance;

Welladay! .
And fanners, that Christmas wou,ld entertain,
Have scarce where~ith themselves to maintain," &C.

l
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HARRY AND MARY.

From" Wit and Drollery," London, 1682.

M~ name is honest Harry.
And I love little Mary;

In spite of eisa. or jealous Bess.
I'll have my own fegary.

My love is blithe and bucksome,

And sweet and fine as caD be,

Fresh aDd gay as the flowers in May,

And lookes like Jack-a-daruly.

And jf she will Dot have me,

That am so true a lover,
rll drink my wine, and ne'er repine,

And down the stairs I'll shove her.
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But if that she will love me,
I'll be as kind as may be;

I'll give her rings, aDd pretty things,
And deck her like a lady.

Her waistcoat shall be scarlet,
With ribands ty'd together;

H~r stockings of a bowdy hue,
And her shooes of Spanish leather.

Her smock of nnest holland,
And lac'd in every ·qU(l.I'ter;

Side and wide, and long enough
To hang below ber garter.

Then to the church I'll have her,
Where we will wedd together;

And so come home, when we have done,
In spite of wind and weather.

The fidlers shall attend WI,

And play ff JOhfl, come ki. me;"
And when that we have danced a round,

Then strike up, ff Hit or mils me."
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Then hey for little Mary;
'Tis she I love alone, sir;

Let any man do what he can,

1 will have her, or none, sir.
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SONG I.

BY SI'R W ALTE'R 'RALEIGH.

From a MS. Colleetioll in de pOIIC8.8ian ofmy late eredlrot
and much regl'ettedfriend, Ma BOVCHJ!.R of Ep60m.

WHONaB not, deare empresle of my heart,

The menUs of trewe pascion,

By thinking that he feeles noe smart,

That sues for noe compation.

For knowing that I sue to serve
A saint of such perfection,

Whoome all desir, though non deserve

A place in your affection ;

I rather chuse to want releefe,

Then hesserd the revealing,

Where beauty recommendeth greefe,

Despaire disswades the healing.

5



Since that my'heart cannot approve

The merius of your beauty,

It comes not from defect of love,

But from excess of dewty.

Silence in love bewraies more woe

Then woordes, though ne'er 80 witty;

The beggar, that is dumbe, you knowe,

Deserves a dubble pitty•

••• This copy is considerably shorter, and, in the opinion of
the editor, better, than anyone of thOle that have been pub..
lished.
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, SONG'II.

From tlte same.

-
GREAT and proude, if shee deryde me,

Lett her goe; I'll not despaire;

Eare to-morrowe, I'll provide mee

One as great, less proude, more faire;

Those that seek love to constraine,

Have tbeire labor for theire paine.

Those that strongly can importune,

And will neither faint nor tyer,

Gaine, they saye, in spight of fortune;

But such gaines I'll not de!lire ;

When the prize is shame or sinn,

Winners loose, and loosers winne.
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Laoke uppon the constant lover :

Greefe stands painted in his face;

Grones, and sighs, and tears, discover

That they are his only grace;

Thaie will weepe as children doe,

That will in this fation wooe.

I, that hate those idle fancyes, ,

Which my dearest rest betraye,

W am'd by others' harmful ~hances,

Use my freedome as I maye;

When the worlde saith all it can,

'Tis but,-lC 0, inconstant man!"



SONG III.

ON MUSIC.

BY WILLIAX STlt011DK.

From the ,atllf:.

. WHEN whispering straines, with creeping winde,

Destill soft pations through the heart;

And when at every touc.h wee finde

Our pulses beate and beare a part;
When threats can make

A heart-string ake, •
Philosophie
Can scarce deny,

Our souls are made of harmony.

• For alee, "Wit Restored" has quake, and C( Parnassus
Biceps," .hake.
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When unto heavenlie joyes we faine

Whateare the soule affecteth most
Which onely thus we can explaine,

By musick of the heavenly host;
Whose layes we thinke

Make starrs to winke ;

Philosophy
Can scarce deny,

Our souls consist of harmony.

o lull mee, lull mee, charming aire,
My sEmces rock t with wonder sweete;

Like snowe on wool thy falings are;
Soft, like a spirrit's, are thy feete!

Greefe, who needes feare,
That hath an eare l

Downe let him lye,

And slumb'ring dye,

And change his soule for harmony!

t For rock, "Parnassus Biceps" has each; that is, lull for
me efJery one tifmy ,emu.

••• A copy of this song is found in "Parnassus Bicep.,"
London, 1656," and another in "Wit Restored," by J. S., Lon
don, 1658. There are various different readings in each of the
copies.
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SONG IV.

From the Bame.

I made a covenant with my heart,

That it and I should never part,

Till I did give it to SODle one

Wheare it might ever be alone.

And first a beautyous city face,
Methought, did promise such a place;

But all was taken up before>
And PRENTICE wright upon the dore.

Next sought I in a ladyes breast,
Voyde, as shee tolde me, of a gueast,
Wherin I founde weare divers roomes,

For lords, for pages, knights, and groo~s.
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At length, a seeming gentle maide
Offer'd it harbor, and it staide;

But 0, before that moone grewe oIde,

Shee for a toye herself had solde !

Weary'd with tx:avell and with scorne,
Home it returnes where it was borne;

And now doth meane to list to none,
But here willlie.and die alone.

-•• In Vol. II. oftbe collection of"Penny Merriments,"in the
PepysiBll Library, there is a miserably mutilated paraphrase of
this old 1ODg, in two parts, both equally cODtemptible.
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SONG V.

From tlle ,ame.

EYES, look off; there's no beholding

Where there's no obtaining;

What prevailes the heart's unfolding,

And no hopes remayning r

Joyes, that may not bee aspired,
Which no merrits can implore,

When in vaine they are desired,

Doe but vex the mind the more.

Close, my eyes, and looke noe longer,

Where the light confoundeth;

Soe the more, and soe the stronger,

My desyres aboundetb.
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Damned soules rage discontented,

Not soo much theire paines to bide,

When they live in hell tormented,

As to 'have their heaven denied.
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SONG vI.

From the same.

WHEN my heart seems most engagedJ

My love lasts but for a daye;
Foolish birdes, that will live caged,

Having meanes to flyaway!
Love hath wings, and loves to range j

I love them that love to change.

Age affects the reputation
Of a constant loving minde ;

Youth is in the youthful fation
When it wavereth like the winde;

Love hath wings, and loves to range j

I love those that love to change.



Constancy, soe highly prised,
Makes a man a slave to one;

He lives wise and well-advised,

Loving all, that loveth none;

Love hath wings, and loves to range.

I love those that love to change.
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SONG VII.

From tke 4/1me.

SILLY boye, 'tis full moone yet,
Soe night as daye shines clearly;

Had but youth the wit to feare,
Thou would'st not love soe dearly.

Shortly wilt thou mourne, while all

Thy pleasures are bereaved;
Little knowes he how to love,

That never was deceav·ed.

Those well-order'd locks of thine
Will shortly hang neglected;

And those red rosie cheekes of thine

Will be of aU rejected:
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Then wilt thou curse that saynt of thyne,

That made thee live so holly;
And with tears confesse in love,

That too much faith is folly.

All now is heaven which you beholde,

And all your thoughts are blessed;

But there's no spring but hath its fale,
Each Troylus hath his Cressid :

Yet be trewe and constant still ;

Loove may begeat a woonder,

Not unlike to summer's froste,
OJ.' winter's fatal thunder.

,

J
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SONG VIII.

From a Collection 0/Songa and Sonneta in MS. in tAe Bri

tiaR Musev7ll, Bi61. Harl. 212.7. Pluto ~.c.",

No more, Clorendy·, shall thy charmee
Prevale agaynst love's secret harmes;
She hath untied the knot at last,

And by another made it fast:
Then think not strange

To see a change;

Love cannot always last. (bis.)

Buties great store makes love a feast;

The more hee hath, he sorfeits least;

• Clorendy; quo ClorindtJ ,

VOL. II. u
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His stomac goes though hee be blinde,
[And loves variety, of kinde:].

Then think not strange
To see a change,

Since love's of such a mind.

Just as the diamond by no one
Is cut, but by himself alone,
So, amongst buty it is knowne

None can undoe what it hath done;
Then think not strange

To see a change,

Since love's of such a mind.

t This line I haye yentured to supply, as a line was wanting
here in tbe MS. The expresaion qfkifMle, meana flaluraUy.

I

I

j
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SONG IX.

From The Same.

Go thy waie; since thou wilt goe,

There is noue shall stay thee, noe;
Lycke to thy vowes be thou untrew,

All wayes changing ould for new;
And as thou hast beene false to menny,

Be not constant unto ennys.

Yett I will not curse those eyes
Where sutch bewytching bewtye Iyes;
Noe, nor wish that forme defaced
Where so bad a mynd is placed:

Wyth that be~tye ffew can stryve;
Wyth thy fallshod nonne alyve.
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Lyve thou styll, pryde of the cyttye,

As voyde of love as voyde of pittye ;
Bee not tyed too tooe or three ;
There is choyce enoughe for thee: '

And when thou waxest out of daete,

Then repent thee, tho' too leate.

To the woodes I'll take my flyght;

There dwells harmlesse chaest delyght;

There, I hope, I neede not feare;

There I will all love forsweare ;
And, as thou flyedst mee before,

So will I flye thee evermore.

And when all thy choyce is spent,
If thy false heart chance relent,

That relenting I'll disdaeyne;

If thou entr~atest my love agayne,
Then shalt thou heare me thus reply,

No, DO, I dare not, least I dye.

••• In the MS. the last line of each stanza has a reduplica~

tion, to adapt it to the air with which it seems to have been
lUng, thus:

" Be not constant, be not, be not unto ennye."
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SONG X.

From" Choyce Drollery," London, 1656.

'TIS not how witty, nor how free,

Nor yet how beautiful she be;

But how much kind and true to mee:
Freedome and witt none can confine,

And Beauty like the sun doth shine;

But Kind and True are only mine.

Let others with attention sit

To listen and admire her wit ;

That is a rock where I'll not split:
Let others dote upon her eyes,
And burn their hearts for sacrifice;

Beauty's a calm where danger Iyes.
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But Kind and Troe have long been tried,

And harbor where we may confide,

And safely there at anchor ride:

From change of winds there are we free,
And need not fear stormes tyrannie,

Nor pirate, though a prince he bee!

/

•
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SONG XI.

From" Parnassus Biceps," ~c. London, 1656.

WHEN I do love, I would not wish to speed,

To plead fruition rather than desire;

But on sweet lingering expectation feed,

And gently would protract, not feed, my fire.

What t.hough my love a martyrdome you name,

No salamander ever feels the flame.

That which is obvious I as much esteem

As courtiers doe old cloths; for novelty
Doth rellish pleasures, and in tbemwe deem

The hope is sweeter than the memory.

Injoying breeds a glut; men better tast

Comforts to com.t", than pleasures that are pas\.



SONG XII.

From" Wit Restored," London, Hi~8.

WHETHER men do laugh or weep,
Whether they doe wake or sleep,

Whether they feele heate or cold,

Whether they be young or old,
There is underneath the sun

Nothing in true earnest done.

All our pride is but a jest;

None are worst, and none are best;
Griefe andjoy, and hope and feare,
Play their pageants every where;
Valne opinion all doth sway,

And the world is but a play.
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Powers above in clouds do sit,
Marking our poore apish wit,
That so lamely, without state,
Their high glory imitate.
No ill can be felt but paine,

And that happy me~ diSdaine.
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SONG XIII.

From" Wit Restored," London, 1658.

ONCE, I must confesse, I loved,
And expected love againe;

But so often as I proved,

My expectance was in vaine.

Women joy to be attempted,

And do glory when they see
Themselves from love's force exempted,

And that men captived bee.

If they love, they can conceale it,

And dissemble when they please;
When as men will straight reveal it,

And make known their hearts disease.



815

Men must beg, and cra.ve their fa~our,

Making many an idle vow;
Whilst they, froward in behaviour,

Faine would yield, but know not bow.

But would men not goe about it,
But leave off at all to woe,

Ere they would be long without it,
They would beg, and crave it too.

••• The penultimate ltanza has bEen omitted, ror a reaIOll

which will readily appear to such as may have the curiosity to
coosult that ColJecbon.
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SONG XIV.

A CATCH.

From" Merry Drollery," Londma, 1610.

SOME wives are good, and some are bad;

Reply. Methinks you touch them now.
Aud some will make their husbands mad;

Chor. And so will my wife too;

And my wife, and my Wife,
And my wife so will do.

Some women love to breed discord;
Reply. Methinks, &c.

And some will have the latter word;

Chor. And so will, &c.
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Some women will spin, and some will sow;

Reply. Methinks, &c.

And some will to the tavern go;

Chor. And so will, &c.

Some women will ban, and some will curse;

Reply. Methinks, &.c.

And some will pick their husband's purse ;

Chor. And so will, &.c.

Some womeu will brawle, and·some will scold;

Reply. Methinks, &c.

And some will make their husband cuckold;

Chor. And so will, &c.

Some women will drink, and some will not;

Reply. Methinks, &.c.

And some will take the other pot;

Chor. And so will, &.c.

Thus of my song I make an end;

Reply. Methi~k8, &.c.

Hoping all women will amend;

Chor. And so will, &.c.
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SONG XV.

From" Holbourne Drollery," &c." London, 1673.

WHEN you the sun-burnt pilgrim see~

• 'Fainting with thirst, haste to the springs;
Mark how at first with bended knee

He courts the chrystal nymph, and flings
His body to the earth, and he,
Prostrate, adores the flowing deity.

But when his sweaty face is drencht
In her cool waves, when from her sweet

Bosome his burning thirst is quencht ;
Then mark how with disdainful feet

He kicks her banks, and from the place

That thus refresht him, moves with sullen pace.



Thus shalt thou be despised, fair maid,
When by thy sated lovet tasted;

What first he did with tears invade,
Shall afterwards in scorns be wasted,

When all thy virgin springs grow dry,

And no streams left-but in thine eye.



SONG XVI.

BY THE EDITOR.

Tne doU!I Lamentaciuvn and Complenti, of ane Luffar far

ny' Lemman, qwltam n!Jr Parenti, nad gamt marryt: tiU

ane uthir mare r!Jc!l.e.

o LUPB, quharefoir thi sclavis lei!

Have zu swa snellieh all to seheot~.

Or quharefoir brast the stoiJp of hele
00 quhilk twa geotil hertis lent i

Quhan I was Jok aod seho was Gyl,
And we moeht lufe and wow at wyl,
How seilful and how blyith war we !
Bot aeh! oa langare blyith we be!

1
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Na byrd amang the twistis grene
Intil a morowe fresche of May,

That karollit fra daw till ene,
Had herte swa licht, or pyp swa gay,

Als we, quba, lyke the byrdis, blist
W yth lufe and hele, na farder wist,
Nor swevenit in our fantase
Swich skaith that treutb .sold ever dree.

Thoucht he had gilt that gat hyr han,

N~ gilt, na gear, ane herte dow wyn;

And Jok to Gyl w~ ay the man,
Thoucht he couth tell na gear, na kyn.

Qubilis athir uthir lufen mocht,
Or eovetise our bale had wrocht,
On erde couth leifare twayn ybe?
But lufe na langare now mon we !

Gif I of freyndis couth na boist,
Scho lufit me freyndles a1 to mare;

And scho, gif I na stoir couth voist,
With me hir hertis tbesaur dyd skare.

Lyffe, luffar, thesaur, kyth, and kynd,
I hyr, Reho me, dyd algate fynd;
Bot lyffe and thesaur now bene fie: .
o Chryste! that I tbilk day suld se!

VOL. II. ,
~ .

~



Wa is me! quhat mereat hath seho maid?
How neyffarit be parentis twa

Bye bliss foe bale, my lufe for feid;

For all ane nlayis hope c~uth schaw,
Ane bed barnnt, ane sareles borde,

Ane lyffe freyndles, ane tyean lorde !

Alaik! my herte wyl brasten be

To thynke that I thilk day suld lie !

•



SONG XVI.

BY THE EDITOR.

Tune-" .dll tlUJu '/IIert mine ain Thing!'

AwA, my love, wi' fear and care;
We'll think or bode 0' ill nae mair i

The foulest day may yet be fair, •
And we be gay for a' this.

CAonu. 0 then, wert thou my ain, love,
I wad lo'e thee, I wad lo'e thee;.

Wert thou but iny ain, love,

How dearly wad I lo'e thee!

Broth happy then in Fortune's gift,
Nae tWa sae blest aneath the lift,
We'll tenty throw the warId shift,

Blythe, canty, and contented.

o then, wert thou, &.c•.
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And in some canny lown retreat,

Wi' Nature's simple beauties neat,

We'll care, and age, and envy cheat,
And gar auld time gae dancing.

o then, wert thou, &c.

The mOl'n saIl rise to mirth and glee;

In peace the eening close its e'e;

And ilka day be jubilee,
Ilk after Dlcht be sweeter.

o then, wert thou, &c.

Nor, tho' the glory love has shed

On life's lang simmer day maun fade..
Will age's winter o'er us spread

Unjoyous, dark, or dreary.
o then, wert thou, &C.

For still true love's reflected ray

Will gaily gild our closing day;

Life's gloamin joys as dear will hae

As ever had its noon, love.

O. then, wert thou, &C.
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Then mony a tender, kindly tie,

The thochts 0' pleasure lang gane by,

Will wake, to pour on every joy
A life and light divine, love.

o then, wert thou, &.c.

And oh, whan nature's change mann be,

And calm, resign'd, and ripe are we,

May ae kind knell our spirits free,

Nor gie's a parting pang, love••
o then, wert thou my ain, love,

I wad Io'e thee, I wad lo'e thee;

Wert thou but my ain, love,
Bow dearly wad I lo'e thee I

• This staDza, as originally written, ran thus:

.. And oh, fIIay DffIer that light decay,

.. But kindly chear us on our way,
" Till Nature's change our beads 88111ay

" 1'hepther in the tomb, love !"

Let the reader adopt whichsoever he prefm.



'SON:a XVII

BY THE EIHTOR.

To tht Old Air.

I DAFP"n among t;pe hay-cocks, I've kist Upd" the green;
I've cuddled 0' the har'st-rig whan it was late at e'en;

At bueht, and loan, and meadow, and in the shaw I've been;

But I never yet ba'e.past an hour sae blythely as yestreen,

Down amang the beds 0' sweet roses;

But I never yet hae past, &c.

For tocher, for gentility, or for a blinkin e'e,

I aft ha'e kist a bonny lass, altho' she lo:edna me;
I aft ha'e kist a bonny lass, tho' lo'ed she cou'dna be;

But love for love again, Oh! it is heaven on earth to prie,
Down amang the beds 0' sweet roses ;

But love for love again, &c.



The gowan 0' the lea-rig, the sweet-brier i' the shaw,

The cuckow-bell and violet aside the burnie blaw;

But the primrose i' th~ sunny glade's the fairest flower 0' a',

That minds me 0' the happy spot whare to my love I staw,

Down amang the beds 0' sweet roses;

That minds me 0', &c.

And maun my love be pghtlied, because she saidna nay?

And 'cause she tret me kindly, saIl I her truth betray jl

Oh, ne'er saIl it be said 0' me, until my dying day,

That my leal-hearted lassie e'er had cause to rue ber stay

Down amang the beds 0' sweet roses;, .
That my leal-hearted laSSie, .&c.



SONG XVIII.

BY THE EDITOR.

Tune-II Mg Wife'. a wanton wee Thing.·

My wife's a winsome wee thing;

A bonnie blythesome wee thing;
My dear, my constant wee thing,

And evermair saIl be:

It warms my heart to view her;

I canna choose but lo'e her;

And oh! weel may I trow her,
How dearly she lo'es me!

For tho' her face sae fair be,

As nane could never mair be;

And tho' her wit sae rare be,

As seenil do we see;
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Her beauty ne'er had gain'dme,
Her wit had ne'er enchain'd me,

Nor baith sae lang retain'd me"
But for her love to me.

Whan wealth and pride disown'd me,
A' views were dark around me,
And sad and laigh she found me,

As friendless worth could be;
Whan ither hope gaed frae me,

Her' pity kind did stay me,

And love fOl" love she gae .me;

And that'1! the love for me!

And, till this heart is cald" I
That charm 0' life will hald by;

And, tho' my wife grow auld, my
Leal love ay young will be;

For she's my winsome wee thing,

My canty, blythesome wee thing,

My tender, constant wee thing,

And evermair sall be.
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SONG XIX.

:BY THE EDITOR.

Tq the Old Air.

REICH-HOW! my Johnie, lad,

Ye're nae sae kind's ye shou'd ha'e been;

Ye promis'd for to marry me,

Ere I gaed to your bed yestreen.
Johni~'s bed's a bonnie bed,

Its a' dad .o'er wi' red and green;

Och! cou'd I in Johnie's bed

But find the peace I lost yestreen.

Wae's me! my Johnie, lad,
That ever I shou'd see the day

Your kindness wad to caldness tum,

And Johnie laugb to see me wae!-
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Sae weel's ye true, that I to you

Fu' leal and tender ay hae been

Oh, can Johnie e'er forget

How kind his Jenny was yestreen ~

••• " Heich-lww, Johnie, Usd," is a very popular air in Scot
land; but the only words I have ever heard sung to it, are those
preserved in the first stanza of the above song, to the last two
lines of which I have ventured to give a different cast from the
traditionary ones, which are as follows;

" I'li awa to Johnie's bed,
Aud seek the thIng I lost yestreen."



SONG XX.

BY THE EDITOR.

The Unmarried Mother', Song.

ChoNs. 0 blaring' attend my 8lVed wee laddie,
That blinks sae bonnily ninJJ on my knee;

And tho1lSllndA 0' blessings attend on his dadiJie,
Tko' far awo,' nowfrae his babie and me.

IT'S aft ha'e I sitten, and sair ha'e I grutten,

Till blear'd and blinded wi' tears was my e'e;
And aft I bethought me, how dearly I've bought thee;

For .dear hast thou been, and dear art thou to me;

Yet blessings attend, &c.

o lancly and weary, cald, friendless, and dreary,
To me the wide warld's a wilderness a';

Yet still ae dear blossom I clasp to ~y bosom,

And oh! 'tis sae sweet-like the joy that's awa!

, And blessings attend, Stc.



When thou lyest sleeping, I hang o'er thee weeping"
And bitter the tears that thy slumbers bedew;

Yet thy innocence smiling, sae sweetly beguiling,

Half maks me forget that I sorrow e'er knew;

And blessings attend, &.c.

Then smile, my sweet laddie-O smile like thy daddie j

My heart will be light tho' the tear's in my e'ej

I canna believe he will ever deceive me,

Sae leal and sae kind as he kythed &y to be j

And blessings attend" &.c.

And 0, 'mid my mourning to see him returning !-
Wi' thee to his arms, when with rapture I fly

Come weal or come wae then, nae fear I can ha'e then"
And wha'll be sae blest as my babie and I!

Then blessings attend my sweet wee laddie,

That blinks sae bonoily now on my knee;

And thousands 0' blessings attend on his daddie" .

Tho' far awa now fme his babie and me !



\For I cam to this world to little bilive ;
And as little io't ha'e I got o' my aio I

And whan I shall quat it,
There'i few will greet at it,

And, 81 few, I trow, will ha'e cause to be fain!



SS5·

I loed a fair maiden, but she caredna by i

I syne lo'ed anither, as little cared she;

I'll now lo'e mysel,

Wi' nae jilt I will mell,

And the queans maya' gae to the garret for me.

I ance had twa friends, and 'twas tt wha but we three!"

But soon they coost out; I boot part wi' the tane;.
As I was in a swither,
'Tween this ane and tither,

Or ever I witted, baith 0' them were gane.

I soon got anither,-but ah, willawins !
I loutit to lean, and my staff was a strae !

To a fourth ane I grantit
The help that he wantit;-

But ne'er has he lookit my gate sin that day!

Thus dainty 0' honours and siller I've tint;

Wi' lasses I ne'er mean to mird or to mell i

A friend-gin I get him, .

I'll cannily treat him ;-

But, whate'er beta's, may I ay please mysel!
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She. My father's o'er the water gane,
My mither's eirie ay her lane,

And winna sleep a wink, I ken"
But start at ilka din, jo.

Sae, tho' it be but ae nicht, &C.
I manna lat you in, jo.

The doors will chick, the bands will cheep,
The tyke will waken frae his sleep;
Ye canna gang, nor can ye creep,

But a' the house will ken, jo.

Sae, tho' it be but ae nicht, &C.

I manna lat y<>u in, jo.

He. The tyke is whingin at the door;
He's seen me aft eneuch afore;
I hear your mither souch and snore;

Sae rise and 1at me in, jo.
And !at me in, &co

And creesh the bands untill they dreep,
And syne they'll neither chirk nor cheep ;

And calm and telltilie I'll creep,
Gin ye'li but lat me in, jo.

And lat me in, &C.
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Cald, mark, and goustie, is the I1ieht;

Loud roars the blast ayont the hight;

It's eomin-I'll be dead outrieht;

Unless you lat me in, jOt
And lat me in, &.c.

She. The heart that's leal will ay lye tee; ...
Ye's never die nor dwine for me ;
:But och, could ye a fause ane be,

What wad come 0' me then, jo ?

And waes me 0' this ae nieht, &.c.

That ye cam up the glen, jOt

Tip-tae she tript it oler the floor;

She drew the bar, unsneek'd the door:

tt Ah, waes me, whareto cam ye o'er

The muir sae late at een,jo?"
She loot him in but ae nieht,

But ae nieht, but ae nieht;

Ah, wae's me for that ae nieht;
The fause ane ne'er cam back again!

• TEE, to, according to the Aberdeenshire pronunciation.

",. .,
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••• or the song on this subject, which the Editor bas siuce
found in JOHNSON'S" Scots Musical Museum," he remembe~

ed only a few lines, which he has preserved. It was not till af
ter the publication of Dr Currie's excellent edition of Bums,
that he became acquainted with the ell.quir.ite songs which Burns
wrote for the collections of Johnson and Thomson. This may
be easily accounted for, from the remoteness of his situation.
He had made some progress in the design of fumishing songs
for Scottish airs, and patching up fragments, when, upon read
ing the superior productions of tbe Ayrshire Poet, he commit
ted them all, except two or three, to the flames. The above is
one of those that Fscaped, on account of its total dissimilarity
to that of Burns; and, " My Wife's a winsome wee Tbing," is
another.
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SONG XXIII.

BY THE EDITOR.

,
Too truly men do oft complain,

By base ingratitude undone,
That" Benefit is friendship's bane ;"-

" Who gets forgets, who gives thinks on."
Ay me! on whom may'we rely,

When maiden mildness' self can so

Tear the warm heart, that glad would die

To save her's from a single throe?

I saw one fair, I found her kind;
I ween'd her truth would ever hold;

Nor ever did I fear to find

An heart like her's so vilely sold.
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She saw the world took not my part;

She seem'd to love me thence the more;
And oh, how my unguarded heart

With love and gratitude ran o'er!

But in false woman's love, whate'er
Her seeming, let nQt man confide;

Nor count meer love for love sincere,
Nor trust the faith has ne'er been tried!

She lov'd my love so well approv'd;
In worth she yielded sure to none;

Yet could she bre~k the heart she IOv'd,
And now forgets, while I think on.



" SONG XXIV.

BY THE EDITOR.

o :If< • *' *' *'! and are honour, truth,
And love, e'en from thy breast removed r

Canst thou forego each wish of youth,
By seven long years so dearly prov'd 1

And canst thou, for a little gold,

Thy dearest peace and mine betray,
And sacrifice me to a cold,

A common claim of yesterday?

Thon mayst !-But never hope that love,
Or peace, will smile on such a deed;

Nor ever hope the bliss to prove

Tha~ can alone be Virtue's meed!



How in God's presence shalt thou stand,

And pledge that faith- is due to me,

To him, who, while he takes thy hand,

Must from thy heart estranged be i

And on what pledge shall he rely?
How duty's listless tribute prize,

While, in his arms, the stifled sigh

Of injur'd feeling still must rise?
And, couldst thou bliss to him impart,

How wilt thou the reflection bear,
That thou hast rent my faithful heart,

And bqilt his joy on my despair ~
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SONG XXV.

BY THE EDITOR.

Go to him, then, if thou canst go·;
Waste not a thought on me;

My heart and mind are a' my store;
And they were dear to thee.

But there is music in his gold,

(I ne'er sae sweet could sing)
That finds a chord in every breast

In unison to ring.

The modest virtues dread the spell;
The honest loves retire;

The finer sympathies of soul
Far other charms require.

I
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The breathings of my plaintive reed
Sink dying in despair;

The still, small voice of gratitude,
Even that is heard nae mair.

But, if thy heart can suffer thee,

The powerful call obey,
And mount the splendid bed that wealth

And pride for thee display.
There gaily bid farewell to a'

Love's trembling hopes and fears;
While I my lonely pillow, here,

Wash with unceasing tears.

Yet, in the fremmit arms of him

That half thy worth ne'er knew,
o thinkna on my lang.tried love,

How tender and how tme;
For sure 'twould break thy gentle heart

My breaking heart to see,
.Wi' a' the wrangs and waes it's tholed,

And yet maun thole for thee.
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SONG XXVI.

BY THE EDITOR.

To powers ungracious and unkind,
Who altar rears, or bends the knee?

And why, thro' fond affection blind,
Should I, once scoro'd, a lover be?

1'hen cease, my lyre! nor more resound
The charms for which I've sigh'd in vain;

for, where my prayer no audience found,

My praise shall be'er be heard again.

My plaintive song bas sooth'd her ear;
She lov'd to hear my sorrows flow;

Yet, tho' she· could not check the tear,

She could refuse to ease my woe.
5
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But she that proudly heard me praise

Her rosy cheek, while mine grew pale,

Shall ne'er see blooming, in my lays,

Her transient charms that soon must fail.

Ne'er shall my plausive voice be rais'd,

Another's triumph to adorn;
Nor e'er by me the beauty prais'd

That to a rival's bed is borne.

Then cease, my lyre; nor song of mine
Her honours or her name retain;

She never in the verse shall shine,
Who could the poet's suit disdain.
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SONG XXVU.

BY THE EDITOR.

To a Lady Singing.

o CEASE, in pity, cease that strain
Which melts my very soul to hear;

That look-Oh look not thus again,
If mercy to thy heart is dear!

o cease, if thou canst cease, to be
What most I love to hear and see !

Such were the tones, whose echo soft
My heart's still trembling chords retain;

Such was the pensive smile, that oft
Thrill'd to my soul thro' every vein;

And such was she, like me that mourns,
The blasted hope that ne'er returns!
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WORKING SONGS.

IT was the original intention of the Editor, to have consi

derably enlarged this Class of Songs, both original and col

lected, and to have prefixed to them a dissertation upon

the subject, with such anecdotes and exemplifications as

the course of his reading had furnished him with: But

this article, as well as many others, must, from necessity,

remain in a very imperfect stale. His books are already

gone on ship-board! and he must follow to-morrow; 80

that he has leisure at present only to say, what he has flot

done, that ought to have been done.

The characters of all these songs, of whatever country

or language, it is presulDed, will be found to be pretty uni

forfU·
Of the songs so frequently mentioned in Scripture, which

the Hebrew women sung at the mill, we have no speci

mens remaining j but if we may judge of those mentioned

by Aristophanes, which the Grecian women sung as they

sround their parched corn, from the-MI. ~1 :"'" Icc.
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of the Lesbian Matron iIi Plutarch, - the Grecian working

song was ~xactly in the style of the Scotish Highland Jur

ram and Luinneag.

At some more convenient time, and under more auspi

cious circumstances, the Editor may probably offer to the

world a considerable assortment of this kind of songs, both

collected, translated, and original; should the specimens

here given be honoured with such a share of approbation,

as to give him a reasonable hope of any such future at

tempt of his being favourably received.

• ·O,.J, e&1.1K Ar"71UI~7l"TIII', E~ ,(oni" I'll 'I'~"EIr'1"..I~" ht
iJoV>.JT/&' Ire.a",-'I'/& txm ~4W' 'I'~ ""'1';'" ",,; Ir'TTIII' i,,~'I" ,,~,,

....( Ilrr1"Q~' E,,':' ""e' "~'lr" TlI~ t"l1~ ~"ovo, ~cl'ovU1l~ ...~~ '",

~1.'1" ., A.u:'I' ""Q1""o~, ""Ma, 1"v1.lI, """, ""~ ""e n''I'1",,~

~"'t 1"~"",,"~ MI.'I'v1.~'''~ fJ/&d"'>.J~III'."

PLUTo Syrllp, Tom. I. p. 434. edit. Ox. 4to.
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SONG XXVIII.

THE BOATIE ROWS.

From JOHNSON'S" Scot. Mruical Museum," p·.438.

o WEEL may the boatie {"OW',

And better may she speed;
And leesome may the boatie row, .

That wins the bairns' breed:

The boatie rows, the boatie rows,

The boatie rows indeed;

And wee! may the boatie row,
. That wins the bairns' bread!

1-coast my line in Largo Bay,

And fishes I catch'd nine;

There was three to bait, and three to fry1

And three to bait the line.
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The boatie rows, the boatie rows,
The boatie rows indeed;

And happy be the lot cI a'
That wish the boatie speed.

o weel may the boatie row,

That fills a heavy creel,

And deads us a' frae head to foot,

And buys our porridge meal :
The boatie rows, the boatie rows,

The boatie rows indeed;

And happy be the lot o' a:
That wish the boatie speed.

When Jamie vow'd he wad be mine,
And wan frae me my heart,

o muckle lighter grew my creel;
He swore we'a never part:

The boatie rows, the boatie roWI,

The boatie tows fu' weel;

And muckle lighter is the load,

Whan love beats up the creel.

My curtch I put npo' my head,

And drest mysel fu bra;

I true my heart was dowf and wae

Whan Jamie gaed awa;

,

"QL. II. z

•
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But weel may the boatie I'OW,

And lucky be her part;

Anrllightsome be the lassie's care,

That yields an honest heart.

Whan Sandy, Jock, and Janety,

Are up, and gotten lear,
They11 help to gar the bootie row,

And lighten a' our care.
The boatre rows, the boatie rows,

The boatie rows fu' weel;
And lightsome be her heart that bears

The murlain and the creel.

And whan we're worn. down wi' age,

And hirpling round the door,

They'll row to keep us dry and warm,

As we did them before:
Then weel may the boatie row,

She wins the bairns' bread;

And happy be the lot 0' Ii,
That wish the ~oat to speed.



355

SONG XXIX.

LUINNEAG NA MULLIN GRADDAN,

THE

QUERN IJLT, OR GRINDER'S CARROL.

lIY THE EDITOR.

TB:t Cronach stills the dowie heart;
The Jurram stills the baimie;

The music for a hungry warne
Is grinding 0' the quemie.

And loes me 0' my little quemie !
Grind the gradden, grind it:

We'll a' get crowdie whan it's done,
And bannocb liIteeve to bind it.
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The married man his joy may prize ;
The lover prize his arles;

But gin the quernie gangna round"
They baith will soon be sareless.

Sae loes me, &C.

The whisky gars the bark Ii life
Drive merrily and rarely;

But graddan is the ballast gars
It steady gang and fairly.

Then loes me, &C.

Tho' winter steeks the door wi' drift,
And o'er the inglie hings us ;

Lat but the little quernie gae,
We're blythe, whatever dings us.

Then loeame, &.c.

And how it cheers the herd at eeo,

And sets his heart-strings cllrlin"
When, comin frae the hUhgry hill,

He hears the quemie bidin !
Then )oe8 me, &C.



857

Tho' sturt and strife wi' young and auld,

And flytin but and ben be;

Lat but the quemie play, they'll soon

A' lown and fidgin~fairibe.

Then loes me, &c.
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THE DEY'S SANG.

TuIS is intended as aspecimen of that kind of unpreme

ditated song, for which the Scotish Highlanders are re

markable. It may be observed, that, in this piece, all tho

sta.nzas have a relation to each other, as being supposed

to be sung by an individual, and confined entirely to one

subject; whereas, in the foregoing, (as in the Gaelic Luin

Mag, of the manner of which it is an imitation) all the

stanzas are perfectly independent of each other; so that, in

any part of tile song, the singers may digress at pleasure,

laying hold of the circumstances of the moment, or intro

ducing, as they commonly do, any person that happens to

be present, into their ~xtemporaryeffusions, without its ap

pearing in the least forced or unnatural.

The supposed scene of this song being peculiar and cha

racteristic, it will be proper to give some account of it, in

order that the nature and tendency of the piece may be

the better understood.



On a very hot day in the beginning of autumn, the au

thor, when a stripling, was travelling a-foot over the moun

tains of Lochaber, from Fort-Augustus tQ Inverness; and

when he came to the house where be was to have break

fasted, there was no person at home; nor was there any

place where refreshment was to be had nearer than Duris,

which is eighteen miles from Fort-Augustus. With this dis

agreeable prospect, he proceeded about three miles farther,

Bnd turned aside to the fi'rst cottage he saw, where he found

a hale-looking, lively, tidy, little, middle-aged woman, spin

ning wool, with a pot on the fire,.and some greens ready to

be put into it. She understood no English, and his Gaelic

was then by no means good, although he spoke it well

enough to be intelligible. She informed him, that she had

nothing in the house that could be eaten, exoept cheese, a

~ttle sour cream, and Borne whisky. On being asked, ra

ther sharply, how she couid dress the greens without meal,

!be .good-humouredly told him, that there was plenty of

meal in the croft, pointing to some unreaped barley that

stood dead-ripe and dry before the door; and, if he could

wait half-an-hour, he sho\lld have broM! and butter, bread

and cheese, bread and mil~, or any thing that he chole.

. To this he most readily consented, as well on account of the

singularity of the proposal, as of the necessity of the time;

and the good dame set with all possible expedition about

Jaer arduous undertaking.-She first of all brought him

lOme cream in a bottle, telling him, " He that will not

work, neither shall he eat;" if he wished for butter, he
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must; shake that bottle with all his migbt, and ling to it

like a mavis all the wbile; for unless ~ lung to it, no but

ter would come., She then went to the croft; cut dowa

lOme .barley; burnt the Itfaw to dry the grain; rubbed

the grain between 'ber hands, and threw it up before the

wind to separate it from the ashes; ground it upon a

quern, or hand-mill j lifted it; made a bannock of the

meal j set it up to bake before the fire; went to her cow,

that wal reposing during the heat of· the day, an41 eating

lOme outlide cabbage-leaves "a)'oDt the ,ballan,"

--<i.11.1'0I' IJOfW'I,

_GJ tJ..z 9I'
0er''' 1II1U"""

Mo.ch. Id. 3.

singing like a lark all the while, varying the strain accord

jng to the employment to which it W8ll adapted. In the

meanwhile, a hen cackled under the eaves of the cottage;

two new-laid eggs were immediately plunged into the boil

ing kail-pot; and, in 18llll than half,:,an.hour, the poor, lta~

nag, faint, and way-worn ,minstrel, with wonder and de
light, sat down to a reput, that, under luch circulDltaDteI,

would have been a feut for a prince. •

• ThiJ iDitallCe of lalutary dexterity in lpeedily admiailtering to
the wanta of the hungry trayelJer, in a hleak and thinly peopled
country, will be found mentioned in' Sir Frederick Eden'l "State
of the Poor!'
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The Dey's Sang is supposed to resemble that which the
hospitable matron sung" ez tempore,'" while she was milk-

f

ing Hawkie. Like most songt of the same kind, it has a

burden; tending to soothe the cow and keep her quiet;

there being generally in these things one line for sound, anll
one for sense.



SONG XXX.

THE DEY'S SANG.

BY THE EDITOR..

PBB,OO, pbroo! my bonny cow;
(Pbroo, hawkie! ho, hawkie !)

Ye ken the hand that's kind to you;
Sae lat the drappie go, hawkie.

Your caufie'g sleepin in the pen,
(Pbroo, hawkie! ho, hawkie!)

He'll soon win to the pap again;
Sae lat the drappie go, hawkie.

Pbroo, pbroo~ tILe. I

•



The stranger is come here the day,
(Pbroo, hawkie! ho, bawkie I)

We'll send him aingin OD his way;
Sae lat the drappie go, hawkie.

Pbroo, pbroo, &C. ' .

The day is meetb, and weary he,
(Pbroo, hawkie! ho, hawkie !)

While cozie in the bield were ye;

Sae lat the drappie go, hawkie.
Pbroo, pbroo, 8tc.

He'll bless your bouk whan far awa,
(Pbroo, hawkie! ho, hawkie !)

And scaff and raff ye ay sall ha' ,

Sae lat t.he drappie go, hawkie.
Pbroo, pbroo, 8tc.

Sic bennison will sain ye still,
(Pbroo, hawkie! ho, hawkie !)

Frae cantrip elf and quarter-ill;
Sae lat the drappie go, hawkie.

Pbroo, pbroo, 8tc.
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The stranger's bliuin's lucky ay;
(Pbroo, hawkie I ho, hawkie!)

We'll thrive like bainit girss in May;
Sae lat the drappie go, hawkie.

Pbroo, pbroo, my bonny cow!
Pbroo, hawkie! ho, hawkie !

Ye ken the hand that's kind to you;
s.e !at the .mppie g~, bawkie.

\
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APPE'N D IX.

•

No. r..
SWEET WILLY.

SWEET Willie's ta'en him o'er the,faem;
He's woo'd 8 wife and brought her hame;
He's woo'd her for. her yellow hair;
B~t's mither wrought her mickle care i

And mickle dolour gart her dree~

For lighter can she never be;
But in her bower she sits wi'pain,
And Willy mourns o'er her in vain.

Now to his mither he is gane,
That vile rank witch 0' vilest kin;
He says, (( My lady bas a girdle,

It'i a' red ~oud unto the middle;

1
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And ay at ilka silver hem

Bings fifty ~ilver bells and ten ;
That goodly gift shall be your ain,
And let her he ligh~r 0' her young baim.OP

-

" 0' her young baim she's never be lighter,
Nor in her bower to shine the brijhter;
:But she shall die and turn to clay,

And you shall wed ~nither m~y."-

., Anither may I'll never wed,

Anither may I'll never bring hame ;"
11'ut, sighing, says that weary wight,
" I wish my days were at an en'!"

He did .him till his mither again,
That vile rank witch 0' vilest kiD,

And said, " My lady has a steed,
The like 0' him's nse i' the lands 0' Leed;

For he is gouden sho~ before,
And he is goudt'n shod hehin';
And at ilka tate 0' that hon;e' mane

There's a gouden chess and hell ringin';-

" This goodly gift sall he your ain,
And lat her be lighter 0' her young baim!'

It 0' her young bairn she's never be lighter,

Nor in her bower to shine the brighter,
1



But she shaU die and go to clay,
And you shall wed a.nither may.·.

U Anither may I'll never wed,
Anither may I'll never bring hame;"

But,. sighing, says. that weary wight,
~~ I wish my life were at an en' !" .
Then out it spak the Billy Blin, .

He ~pak ay in a good time,
Cf Ye do you to the market-place,
And. there ye "buy a leaf 0' wax.

Cf Ye shape it bairn and hairnly like,
And in twa glazen een ye pit;
And do you to your mither then,

And bid her to you~ bois Christnin;
For dear's the boy he's been to you;
Then notice well what she shall do;
And do you stand a little forbye, .
And listen well what sbe will say."

He did him to the market-place,
And there he bought a leaf 0' wax;
He shaped it bairn and bairnly like,
And in twa glazen een he pat;

VOL. 11. 2 A
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He did him till his mither then,
And bade her to his boy's Christnin;
And he did stand a little forbye,

, And noticed well what she did say.

" 0 wha has loos'd the nine witch knots,
That was amang that lady's locks?
And wha's ta'en out the kaimbs 0' care,
That was amang that lady's hair?
And wha has kilfd the master, kid,
That ran aneath that lady's bed?

And wha has loos'd her left-foot shee,

And latten that lady lighter be r"

" 0 Willy has loos'd the nine witch knots

That hang amang his lady's locks;
And Willy's ta'en out the kaimbs 0' care,.
That hang amang his lady's hair;
And Willy's killed the master kid,.

.That ran aneath his lady's bed ;

And Willy's loos'd, her left-foot shee,.

And latten his lady lighter be.
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No. II.

LADY JANE.

From Mrs tJaOWN.

"0 WHA will bake my bridal bread,

And brew my bridal ale?

And wha will welcome my bright bride,

That I bring o'er the dale r'

tI 0 I will bake your bridal bread,

And brew your bridal ale;
And I will welcome your bright bride;

That you bring o'er the dale."

" 0 she that we~comesmy bright bride,

Maun gang like maiden fair;

She maUD lace her in her green clothing,

And braid her yellow hair.'7 -

oi
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it 0 how can I gang maiden-like,
When maiden I am nane;

When I ha'e born you seven sons,

And am wi' bairn a~~in ?"

The lady stood in her bower door,
And looked o'er the land,

And there she saw her ain good lord
Leading his bride by the hand.

She's drest her sons i~ the scarlet red,'
Hersel i' the dainty green;

And tho' her cheek look'd pale and wan,
She well might hae been a queen.

She call'd upon her eldest son,
'I Look yonder what you see;

For yonder cQmes your father dear,
Your step-mother him wi'.-

(( 0 you're welcome hame, my sin good lord,
To your halls but and your bowers;

You are welcome hame, my aiD good lord,

To yow castles and your towers;



Sae is your bright bride you beside;
She's fairer nor the flowers."

tt 0 whatten a lady's that," she says,
" That welcomes you and me i

If I'm lang lady about this place,
Some good I will her dee;

She.iil sae like my sister Jane,
Was stown i' the bower £rae me.~'

o she has served the lang tables
. Wi' the white-bread and the wine;
But ay she drank the wan water,

To keep her colour fine. •

And she gaed by the first table,
And leugh amang them a;

But ere she reach'd the second table,
She loot the tears down fa.

• "1'0 keep her colour fine," i. e. to preserve her complesion;
to keep her from betraying the secret emotioos of her heart by
l:bangiog COUD&enaooe.



She's ta'en anapkin'lang and white,
And hung't upon a pin :-

It was to dry her watery eyes

As she gaed out and in.

Whan bells Were mng, and mass was sung,
And a' man boun to bed,

The bride but and th~ bonny bridegroom

In ae chamber were laid.

She's ta'en her harp intill ber band,

To harp this twa asleep;
And ay as she harped and she sang,

Full sorely did she weep.

It 0 seven full fair sons I have born,
To the good lord 0' this place;

And I wish that the.r were seven hares,
, To run the castle race,

And I mysel a good grey hound,

And I wad gi'e them chase.

(t 0 seven full fair sons I have born,

To the good lord 0' this ha',
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And I wish that they were seven rattona,

To run the castle wa',

And I mysel a good grey cat,
And I wad worry them a'.

U The Earl 0' Richmond was my fa~er,

And the lady was my mither;
And a' the bairns 1,>es~de mysel

Was a sister and a brither."

" Sing 00, sing on, ye sad lady;
I wat ye ha'e tlUDg in time;

Gin the Earl 0' Richmond was yonr father,
I wat sae was he mine."

IC Rise up, rise up, my biedy bride,

I think my bed's bu~ cald ;

I wadna hear my lady lament

For yOUF tocher ten times tald."

•

U 0 seven ships did bring you here,

And ane sall tak you hame;

The leave I'll keep to your sister Jane,

For tocher ahe gat nane."
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No. III.

HURD HELEN.

From tne recitatiOn 0/ Mrs ABBOT.

THERB liv'd a lord on ygD aea-aide,

And he thought OD a wile,

How he would go over the &aut sea

A lady ,to beguile.

It 0 learn to mak. your bed, Helen,

And learn to ly your lane ;

For I'm gaUD over the saut seaS

A bright bride to bring hame."

tt How can I malt my bed," she I18YS,
It Unless I mak it wide,

Wba.o. I have seven 0' your sons

To lie down by my side 1
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It And the first 0' your seven sons,

He rides a milk-white steed;
The second d your seven sons

He wears a milk-white weed;

" The third ane 0' your seven sons,
He,draws baith ale and wine;

The fourth ane 0' your seven sons,
He serves you when you dine;

" The fifth ane cI your seven sons,
He can baith read and write;

And the sixth ane 0' your seven sons,
He is a: your heart's delight; ,

~t And the youngest 0' your seven.sons,
He sleeps on my breast-bane;

Wban him and I 1y down at night,
For him rest get Inane."

" 0 woo will bake my bridal bread,
And brew my bridal ale?

And wha will welcome my gae lady

That I bring cler the d!dd

7
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" And sin ye've ta'en the turn 'in hand,

See that ye do it right,
And ilka chimly 0' the house,

That they be dearly dight."

o a' the day she wash'd and wmng,
And a the night she buik,

And she's awa' to her chamber

To gie her young son suck.

" Come here, come here, my eldest son,
And see what ye may see;

For yonder comes your father dear,
Your motha-in-law side be." .

She's ta'en a cake c:I the best bread,
A bottle 0' the best wine,

And a' the keys upon her arm,
And to the yates she's gaen.

" Ye Jl,le welcome hame, gay lady," she said, /
" And ay ye are welcome hame;

.,And .sae is al. the. gentlewomen

That's wi' you ridden and gane.
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tl You are welcome hame, gay lord," she said,
~t And ay ye are welcome hame;

And sse is a' the gentlemen

That's wi' you ridden and gane."

She sail'd them up, she sail'd them down,
She sail'd them till and frae;

But when she went behind their backs,

The tear did blind her e'e.

Whan day was gane and night was come,

.A;nd a: man boun' to bed,
The bridegroom and the bonny bride

In their chamber was laid.

Burd Helen and her seven sons
Lay in a bowernear by;

• • • • • •
• • • • • •

It If my seven sons were seven grey ratts,

To rin frae wa' to wa',
And I mysel a -good grey cat,

I would bite their back a-twa.
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it If my seven sons were seven grey hares,
And them to rin a race,

And I mysel a good greyhound,
I would gi'e them a chace."

Up and spall: the bonny bride
In chamber where shelay,

(( There is a lady in this bower,

She will gae mad or day."

it Lye still, lye still, my bonny bride,
Lye still and tak a sleep;

Its but ane 0' my wine puncheons;
Nae langer wad it keep."

(( King Henly was -my father dear,

Queen Catharine was my mother,

Lady Anne she was my sister dear,

And Frede~ck was my brother.

" And whan I was six years of age,

They ca'd me Mary Mild:
I was stown frae my father's yate,

Whan I was but a child.»

I

l
I
I
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Then up and spak the bonny bride,
By her lord as she lay,-

Ct Lye down, lye down, my dear sister,

There's noo ill done for me.

CC 0 seven ships convey'd me here,

And seven came o'er the main ;

And four 0' them shall stay wi' you,
And three convey me hame.

ct But when I gae hame to my father's house,

They wi~ laugh me to scorn,

To come awS: a wedded wife,

Goo hame a maid the mom!"
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No. IV.

TIFTY'S NANNY.

From a Stall Copy, procuredfrom Scotland.

(( THERE springs a rose in Fyvie's yard,

And 0 but it springs bonny;

There's a daisy in the middle of it,
It's name is Andrew Lammie.

I wish the rose were in my breast,
For the love I bear the daisy;

So blyth and merry as I would be,

And kiss my Andrew Lammie.

It The first time I and my love met,

Was in the wood of Fyvie ;

He kissed and he dawted me,
Call'd me his bonny Annie;

I
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Wi' apples sweet he did me treat,

Which stole my heart so canny;

And ay sinsyne himself was kind,

My bonny Andrew Lammie.

(I But I am going to Edinburgh ;

My lb'te, I'm going to leave thee"

She sigh'd full sore, and said no more,'

"I wish I were but wi' ,"ou."
" I will buy thee a weqding gown;

My love, I'll buy it bonny."-
II But I'll be dead or ye come back,

My bonny And.lew Lammie."

II I will buy you brave bridal shoes;

My love, I'll buy them bonny."-·
" But I'll be dead or ye come back,

My bonny Andrew Lammie!'

" If you'll be true and trusty too,
As I am Andrew Lammie,

That you will ne'er kiss lad nor lown, .,

Till lretum to Fyvie."-

II I shall be true and trusty too,.

As my name's Tifty's Nanny,
That I'll kiss neither lad nor 10wD,r

Till you return to Fyvie.
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Love pines awa'~ love dwines awa',.

Love pines awa' my body;

And love's crept in at my bed foot~

And ta'en possellSion 0' me.

tt My father drags me by the bair~ .
.My mother sore does scold m~;

And they would give one hundred merks
To anyone-to wed me.

My sister stands,at her bower door,
And she full sore does mock me; .

And when she hears the trumpet sound,

• Your cow is lowing, Nanny!'

If 0 be still} my sisler Jane,t

And leave off all your folly ;
For I'd rather bear that cow low,

Than all the kye in Fyvie.

My father locks the door at night,
Lays up the keys fu' canny;

~nd when he hears the trumpet sound,
• Your cow is lowing, Nannie !'

tt 0, hold your tongue~;my father dear~ .
And let be a' your folly;

For I would rather hear that cow,

Than all tbe kye in Fyvie."

• • • • •
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" If you ding me, I will greet,

And gentlemen will bear me;

Laird Fyvie will be coming by,
And he'll come in and see me."

Cf Yea, I will ding you though ye greet,.
And gentlemen should hear you;

Though Laird Fyvie were coming by,
And did come in and see you!'

So, they dang her, and she grat,
And gentlemen did hear her;

And Fyvie be was coming by,
And did come in ,to see her.

Mill of Tifty, giv~ consent,
And let your daughter marry.

If she were fl1ll of 88 high bloodJl

As she is full of beauty,

I wollld take her to myself,
And make her my own lady.·

It Fyvie lands ly broad and wide,

And 0 but they ly bonny!
But I wollld not give my own true 10Y~

For all tbe lands in Fyvie.

TOL. JJ.
,



But make my bed, and lay me down,

And turn my face to Fyvie ;

That I may see before I die,
My bonny Andrew Lammie."

They made her bed, and laid her down,
And tum'd her face to Fyvie;

5he gave a groan, and died or mom,

So ne'er saw Andrew Lammie.

Her father sorely did lament

The loss of his dear Nannie,
And wish'd that he had gi'en consent

To w.cd with Andrew Lammie.

'Bnt ah! alas! it was too late;

For he could not recall her;

Through time unhappy is his fate,

Because he did controul her.
Yon parents grave, who children have,

In crushing them be canny,

Lest for their part ~ey break their heart,

As did young Tifty's Nanny.

,
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••• Whatever the rest of the piece may be, certainly the
concluding stanza is neither deficient in rhyme nor reason.
But rhyme and reason may both be very dull; and it is strongly
to be suspected, that the printer's devil has turned poetfor the
tIOnce, and furnished a conclusion suited to his own taste.

The beauty, gallantry, and amiable qualities, of" Bonny An
drew bmmie," seem to have been proverbial wherever he
went. And the good old cummer in Allan Ramsay, as the best
evidence of the power of her own youthful charms, and the beIC
apology for her having Calt a leggen girth her.e4 says,

" I'se warrand ye have a' heatd tell
Of Bonny Andrew Lammie ?

StUDy in luve wi' me he fell,
As soon as e'er he saw me

·That was' a day!"

In this instance, as in most others in the same piece, it seems
most probable, that Allan Ramsay fo~ot that h£: was writing
of the days 'of the original author of " Christ's Kirk on the
Green," and copied only the manners aurl traditions of his own
times. Ifa woman, who could boast of having had an intrigue
with the Trumpeter rif ~ie, was hale and hearty at the time
when Allan wrote, we may reasonably suppose poor Tifty'.
Na'lny to have died some time about the year 1670.

What afterwards became of Bonny Andrew Lammie, we
have Dot been able to learn; but the current tradition of the
" Lawland leas of Fyvie," says, that, some years subsequent to
the melancholy fate of poor Tift!!. Nanny, her sad story being
mentioned, and the" ballad sung in a company in Edinburgh
when he was present, he remained silent and motionless, till he
was discovered by a groan suddenly bursting from him, and .e
'tJeral rifthe button.jlyingfrom hi. wai./coot. This will imme~
diately put the reader of taste in mind of the exquisite picture
of nature in Shakespeare, where King Lear calls to those about
him to unbutton him. But the peasants in the "Bonny haws
0' Fyvie," borrowed this striking characteristic of excessive
grief neither from the statue of Laocoon and his sons, nor from
the description of Shakespeare, but from nature.,
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A.

N. All.
Abeigh. At a lAy diltancc.
Aboon, abov-en. AbOlIe.
Acht, or auglit. Po"UIion ;

-from the Gael. &c. fI{l;a', to
Aa1Jc. In all language., of
which the present writer
knows any thing, -this- root
is found, wherever the letters
k, g, c, cA, gA, occur; and
it always hall the same mean
ing, and -gives an adjective
sense to the word of which
it makes a part,.

Adred. Afraid.
Ae. One. This is but a va

riety of the English part. a,
which in reality i. only the
numeral adjective, deno
ting unity. The old Eng
lish used 0/ as we do a and

~

tiC; and ar&, aile, and ou,
are compounds of thesevo...
ela, with in.

Agleed. Alquint.
Air. Hair.
AlOO. AltAougA it bc; AI

tAougA.
Ald-farran, or ald-farrand.

Old-fa'Douring; 1ItnJin6 tlle
fa'Dour, appcarance, and cAli
ractcriltiu, l!f old agc; IS

gaciouI; cunning; prudmt.
Alkone, ilk' one. EacA one.
Allanedy. Solely.
An ana if. See" Diversions

of Purley!'
Aries. Earnclt-mo"ey; God's

penny.
AslOiie. AbIClfJCfrom rill.
Asteir. Alii.-; -Itirring.
Albort. AtAwert.
Atteynt, atteiJMI. -&med upon

tJI t!foifeit.
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Aught. See ACBT.

Aumel'll. Ember,.
Auoter, anter. Atloentwrt:;

tllat wl&ic:4 comes to 0IIe;
an accident.

B.

Ba'. Ball.
Bab, bob. Dodge.
Bafl". A hea1J!J blo1D.
Bairn-time. All the children

. if oue woman.
Bald. Bold.
Bale. De,truction; death.
Bane, boun. Bouzut; (bo_d

up; girded;) ready.
Banes. Bones.
Bannock. A thick oat-calre.

The term is Gaelic, and is
derived from its roundfJell.

Bardach. ForIIIard.
Boo'1!ane. COfJtentNm; ,trife.
Barmkin, barbican. Rampart;

battlement,.
Barys, (True Thorn!,&, St. 8.)

Qu. &Y' II i. e. Beryl.
Bauk, balk. A crou-btiamfor

,trengt1lefling a couple, in
building.

Bear. Barky,
Beirly, burly,. bairdly, board

like. Like eme that has been
_II-fed; "."., IJMd IIJr,e.

Bellamy. Wanier.

Belly-tlaught, belly-flat. FltJt
upon the bell!J.

Belyfe, belive. FortArDitla ;
quickly. In the lIOI1Io begiDl'
ning, " As I came to this
WBI'ld to little beli'De," in this
Collection, it is used in a ve
ry different Ilense. In Mo
rayshire, they say little be
li'De, as in England they lIily
little or notlai~. Qu. Is be
litle, in thi~ senile, a contrac
tion of by my life, as by'r
lad..'1 is of by ourlrJdy II

Ben, be-in. Within; inwards;
the inner apartment.

Bennisons. Bleuingl.
Bent. Field.
Be teche. Betueat.; rflCOfi

mend to,
Bicker. A wooden dish, fIIIIIk

by a couper, fIOt by a turner,
flJitA two wr, for 411ir¥J it
by.

Bield. Slaade, delter.
Bigly, big-like. IpIJCioIAl.
Billy. TAt mlllllltiT in whic!

little children COl7ll'lWJlly pro
nounce .brotber, (eu titty. is
the injimtine pronunciation
of sister;) llence used eu G

general term qf eJlde.rment
to a man. MallY worda, in
ditrerent languages, bave ari
lHIn from the fonrlueSll of pa
ren t., and the labial, and
more easily utcored sollDdB



whicb c01lautiJte &he first
attempta of infanta at arti..
euJaUon. Hence the Latin
-..0, I love; pap, and tad,·
which, in almost all lan
guages, signify father; pap,
the mother's breast; pap,
children's food; pappareand
lallare in the Latin; -m,
mother; IIIlIf1IIIIdl, the breuts;
liIb and INti dear; life, 1mJe,.
lip, (which we kisa); lilJeri,
children, i. e. dear one.;
~i, free penonl; i. e. em/...
drm, not ,Ia"es or aliens;
libertas, liberty, &c. &c. &c.

Dirk. Bird; tree.
Birling. DrinkiflB. Also rna

.king a fIOiIe like a cart dri
'Ding O'lJer stone" or mil/...
.tOftU at fliork.

Bizzing. Making a buning
naile.

Blae. Li'Did.
Blate. Shame-faced; baslifull.
Blee. Compluion.
Blethrill, bl!Jttering; Latin,bla

teram. Talking foolishly.
Bhnk. A gl4nce; a glimpse of

light.
Blinking. Tlar(Jfl}ing glunce.

with the eye.; looking kind
l!f at.

Blo, blae. Blue; livid.
Bod, bade. Abode; _aited;

.it"'tOBd.

Boden, beholdeu. :Lot1kIcI to:
pf'O'lJided.

Bogle. A gobliN.
BoDDar. .If. bon'd.
Bonny. Beautiful.
Bonny-wallies. Tn.kee. :

pretty trijlc•.
Boot. 4'Dail. It is also II, 000

traction of behO'lJit, or b.
'Oed.

Bossis. Fltuks; bottles.
Bounty. Something over and

abO'lJe the wagu tlaut are pNl
mised; from the Fr. borJtl.

Bou8teoUS, bullteous. Boister-
au••

Bowies. Calk,.
Bowk. Bulk; body.
Bowt. Bolt•
Brae, brow. A l(Jfl}hill.
Braided. Proceeded with im-

petuotity, IJS 'When advan
cing tu atttM:k an en6m!J.

Brand. A ,word.
Brankit. Pranced; capered.
Brannit. Branded; burnt.

ofa reddi.h br(Jfl}7I colour, a.
if ringed by fire.

Brast. Bur".
Brattled. Proceeded witla haste

and bustle.
Bra"ourie. Finery.
Braw. Brave; finely dre.t.
Breke. Brerck.
Brent. Burnt; also straight;
Brim. &r,",; ter,.ibl8..

"



Bristled-. . Rotuted ; gid of
,omething dry, ,uch a, grain,
beans, calfee, &c.

Brogue (Gael. and Irish). .A.
nngle-soled . shoe, ,uch 411

i, 1110", by the &otili& ilig1
landers, and Irish.

Broo. Broth; liquor; water.
Bnnzies. Broill; Brawll.
Brytnand. Dis,ecting; cut-

ting up.
Bubbis. Bla.tI.
Buirds. BOGrd,; plan,".
Bullied. Belloo1ed.
Bumbazed, bemazed. .A._zed.
Bung. Tipsey.
Bure. Bare; bore.
Burly. Large and Itrcmg.
Busk. (Gael.) Dress.
But, he-out. Without; u-

cept; unleu.
Byke, (bee-wik.) ..4. bee'~ nest,

or place·ofGbode.
Byre, shippen. COI1J-hcnue.

C.

Ca'. Call.
Cadgie. Cheerful and liuly.
Caler. Cool; fresh.
Camsterie, (from Celt. cam,

crooked). CraBB and ill
tempered.

Cantie. Cheerful andplealant
ItJokin$; li'fJely.

Cantripe. Eftcltmtmetct,.
Capul (Gael) .11. hONe.
Carl. ..4 large old man. Tile

applicatw.. of thil term C01I

'Dey{ an ideG of dislike.
Carlish. ChurlUh..
Carpe. Talk••
Cathel. C(ludle. .
Cauk. Cluilk•.
Chaits. Chop' ; jow'.
Cheep. To utter CI ,hrill,IIfllIII

_ntl, like that ofa chicken,
",owe,~c•.

Chess. Jeu; a hG1Vk', beU.
Chield. Child; alao, young

fellaw, from the Gael. Gil.
Chirk. Chirp; mGlee a noile

like troo podl of green Peale
rubbed .agai1l,t each, other.

Claes, cliPthll. Clothes.
Clamb, domb. Climed.
Clashing. TeUiRIJ tatei.
Claught. Made a catch at;

from the Gael. glaca', (pron.
tlachea',) to lay /wid qf.

Claymore. GreGt I1II01'd; from
the Gael. glaimk, (glaiYe)
q. d. gu laimh, for the bauds.

Cleek!. Collect; hatch.
Cleuch. Cliff.
Clip. To clalp.
Clukis. Clutcku.
Cockernony. The bunch elf

hilir folded up on the top of
a woman', head; a 1I101l1l111',

fore-top.
Coeys. Cook,.
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Cod. Pillow.'
Coist. The side.
Collyshangy. Such a confu.ed

noise 1M collies (cur-dogs)
f1I(Jke about one that lias got
a shangy, or shangan, (i. e.
canisler, bottle, cloven-stick,
or such thing) tied to hi.
tail.

Comyn. Common.
Connyng. Skilful; kaowing.
Couth (Gael. cuth). Anyenun-

ciated .ound; a word.
Cowthe. Could; can; know

how to.
Couthie. Kind; I01!ing ; 'com

fortable; agreeable; plea
sant.

Cowpit. Thrned O1!er.
Crack. Chat; boost.
Craft.. Cro/t; a small field.
Craig (Gael.) Rock; also,

the neck.
Cramese. Crimson.
Crawdown. One that has been

crowed down, cowed, and
triumphed O1!er; a coward.

Creel. A basket; Gael. crei-
lag.

Creesh. Grease;
Croppen. Crep t.
Crouse. Courageous.
Crouted. Made a noise like

the roaring rif cattle when
they threaten each other.

Crowded. Cooed, as a pigeon.
Crowds, cruds. Cllrdl.

Croon, crune. Moan; from
Gael. cronan, the pllrring,rif

. a cat, or any low lou1Ul of
that kind.

Cummer, commere. Gossip;
more particularly a mid
mife.

Curteb (GlH>\' CllrKC). A,Unen
cap, tying under the chin.

Curis. Cares; take. care. ,
Cutties (GaeL). Short 'p_s;

any thing docked and stunt~

ed is called a cutt)".

Da. ..4. ltuy, unthrifty housc_
wife.

Dabs. Slight stabs; pricks.
Dackerin. Searching.
Dae.. Do.
Daddit. Beat about.
Daffin. Folly; foalish; frfl-

lirksomeness.
Daft. FoolUh..
Dane. Done.
Deas. A table; a long _den

settle, settee, or sopha, such
a. is found in the kitchen. qf

farm-hoBBe.; also a per.o in
church.

Defend. Hinder; forbid•.
Demieday, domisday.. Doom'...

day.
Dere. Harm; injury.
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Derfly. Acli'Oel~ Md ~or-

OJUly.
Digbt. Drc.t.
Dightit. Wiped.
Dilp. .A. tllriftlal Iwu-f,.
Dirdum. NoiIe; rG£ket.
Dirgie, dirge. T!Ie entertain-

_fit tlltlt iI giwm to tlwlc
111110 attend funerall, qfter
tlie dirgie, &c. or funerul
Nf"IJic., 110. been performed.

Doilt. Stupifiul; bewiltkted
in thought.

Doitit. TUNIed to dotag".
Dolour. Grief.
Dow. DOlle.
Dow, (verb.) To be able.
Doughty. P01IIeiful; able.
Dowie, dolly. Worn with

griej,fatigue, or dilelJle.
Dowtes. Fear,.
DraiH. ; io the draik. In a .~

Tlenl~, neglected, and diaor
dered lIote, "ke wmetlling
Mat iI put ".ide urifinilAed.

Dree. Suffer.
D reich. Drearyj; tire'l1PIle;

tediou••
Duryd. Suffered.
DuAh. .A. stroke or b1oltJ.
Du.mt. T/mulled; beat.
Dwell. Stay.
Dwine. Pine atlIt1!J.
Dyke. DitcA. In Scotland it

eommooly aipifies, DOt the
~tch wbich is dng, but that
,!bida is dug out of the d4te4,

and thrown up BI an ear
then wall.

Dyat, deot. .A. blow; a droke.

E.

Eard. Earth.
Earn, ern. .A.n eagle; Gael.

fear, coin, which io the
obliq\le ClUleS drops the f
It .ignijie. (what cannot be
properly defined in Englisb)
the he, male, chief, or IU

preme if bircil, to whom aU
the otller birds, as IUbject.,
belong.

Eelist. Flaw, or ey~lore.

Eild, eld. .A.ge.
Eirich. Frightful, as ifabound

ing with, or being Ufltier tke
dominion qf, elTle,.

Ercb. .A.fi·CIid.

F.

Fadge. .A. kina 0/cake, eitw
0/ rDheaten flour or ather
meal, baked with yeast, and
being the fourth part l!f a
TOU7Ia cake quartered. It~

different quulit!l differa in
form ema parts 0/ the rOlln

try.
Faem. FOIMR.



Fald. Fold.
Fait. Want.
Fang. Talu; 8180(811 uubst.)

toot which iJ tpA:en.
Fare. Go.
Farrow-cow, (ferry-cow, fern

,ear's eo,,", i. e. faren-lJear'.
COlIl, or a COlIl 0/ the year
toot Iltll gone by,) a CmJ)
toot .till gim milk, a~

t1umgh .he Ittu not IIad a calf
since last .eason.

Fuh. TrOtlble.
!'aut. Fault; lIlant.
FawkYD. Falcorl.
Fear~. Fairy.
Fedder. Featler.
Fee. Cattle; lienee properly

0/allY kind; and nmrI more
particularly lIlage., rohich,
like the portiOJl. 0/Leah and
Rebecca, lIlere formerly paid
in cattIe and hor.es. I t is
found in the Gael. wClrdfe
dal, cattle; nndfea', deer.

Feil. Mally.
Feirie. .Active.
Fele. Find.
Fell. Hill; it BI~igDifi.es

the .kin, (peltis) .eal
Feltered, felted. Entangled.
Fenyre. Feign; form an idea

of.
Feer. Elltire; unmized; Gael.

jior, BDawerin& to the Latin
~..

Ferly. WondeljUl; rare;
.trallge.

Fike, fyke. Butle ahout liUl.
thing••

Flane. .All twf'mJ).
Flaught. Flalu.
Fleetched. Flattered.
Fleer. Floor, ill the east-coast

dialect.
Flicht. Flight; flutter.
Flickered. Grinned.
Fling. Kick.
Flirry. Blossom.
Flonne. .ArrmJ)'.
Flyret. Fleered.
Flyting. &.olding.
Foggit. Supplied lIlith mOIl,

118 the ne.t tU a -.&C.
Fog is moss.

Fordweblit. Enjet.bletl; made
lIluk.

Forebeers. Forifat1ler,; pre
dece.sor••

Forfaim. DiJtreuetl; jqrlor".
Forfoughten. Worn out roitll

figkting.
FOUDdis. Goes.
Fouth (fulleth). Plenty.
Frem. Strange; f10t a-kin.
Fremmit. Strange; est,.a".

ged; uncongenial.
FriEk. .AjellmD.
Frith. .Ajqre.t.
Fure. Fared; roent.
Fyrryd. Furred.
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G.

Ga'. Gall, al!lO go.
Gage. Pledge.
Gaits. Goats, al50 fDay',
Gar. Compell; cause to.
Togar, (Dan.andSwed.gi.ffe).

To make; indo To caUlIl, or
compell.

Gauffin. Laughing.
Gausie. Jolly.
Gear. Property; effect,.
Geckit. Tossed the head in

disdain.
Gent. Gentle.
Gerron, (Gael.) A fJJorJr...horle.
Gilore, (Gael. gu leor, Lat. ad

abtinciantiam, to a sufficien
cy,) Enough.

Gimmer, gilmer. An eroe.
Gin, gif. :y: It is a contrac

tion of gi'lJen, i. e. giving, or
granting it to be 50.

.Girsie. Grassie.
Glack.· A ravine in a moun

tain; the part of a tree
fDhere a bough branche, out;
the part of the hend between
the thumb pndfingers. From
the GaeliC giaca', to lay hold
of. .

Glade, glade. Glided.
Glaive, (See CLAYMORE). A

Sword.
Glar. Mire.
Glazen. Of,lalS.

Gleed. Flame; abo /I lWe
coal, or any thing glorving
and,hining hot. "Red ru
bies, as red as any Slede."
PIEIL'S PIoTlim. pass. 2. l. 1!!.

"And forth sche sprent as
spark of glede and fyre."- .
G. DOUG. Varg. p.390. 29.

Glen, (Gael.) A lIalleg.
Glent. Sprung.
Glew, glee. Pastime; merry

make.
Gloamin, glooming. Twilight.
Gogled. Shoggled; did not

sit steadily.
Golk, gawk. CuckoTli.
GoiEtt, quo whether neck, 01"

cOTlilf
Good. Property; goodl;. mo

ney.
Goustie. Ghastly; ghost-tike;

frightful.
Gowan. Daily.
Gowpen. A, mu('.h as one can

carry in both hands open and
joined together, with the
palms up.

Graen. Groan.
Grain. Branch of a tree;

proug ofa dung-:fork, 4"c.
Greaf. Gralle.

.Greathit. Girded; harnell
ed; drest; accoutered.

Green. To lo71g, as II woma'l
fIIith child; to duire great
1,.
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Hamely. FamiliAr.
Hamphis'd. Enclosed, and

. cr(1Qlded round.
Hantle. .A good deal.
Hap. Hop, also co-oer,
Harkit. Listened.
Harl. Scratch; scrape; to

drag.
Harness. ..4.ccoutrementl.'
Hat. Hit.
Baud. Hold.
Haugh, (Gael.) ..4 meadow;

'Dalle!!, or low ground Ug the
ride 0/ a ri'l)er.

Hause, halse. 71le neck; the
windpipe.

Haw. Li'Didl!! pale; of a lead
colour.

Heather. Heath.
Hee, hie. High.
Belit. Concealed; c01lered.
Hende. Ci'l)il; courteous.
Hent. Took; handed.
Herryed. Plundered:
Hewmond. Helmet.
Heugh. Dell.
Hie. Haste.
Hight. Promise.
Hode. Hood.
Holm, howm, ho'm. ..4 small

island; an islet. "Holme
vero eminentis loci, int6r
dum et aquis circumsepti,
verticem exprimit." - LE
LAND'S Itin. v. 9. p.59.

Holt. .A. high wood!! place.
Hond. Hand.

- .t

H.

Ra'. Hall. 1/1 the Gael. hal
still signifies simply beyond,
i. e. beyond the partition
wall next the duor, which
was often the only partition
in the hOllse.

Hafts. Handles.
Haggit. Haggard.
Hail. Whole.
HainiL Spared; sa'Ded.
Hair. High.
Hallan. .A. partiti01HtJIJIl, be

tween the door and the kit
chen, in cottages andfarm
hauses. In the Gael. it is
tallaid; from do, for; hal,
beyond; and aid, place, i. e.
that which is erected in or
der to form a room beyond
it.

HRUle. Home.

Ureet. Weep.
Grefe.' Greilled.
arith, girth. &nctflllry; pro

tection within a certain
. circle or girth.
Groom. Man.

, Gryse, agrise. To f1UJke to
shudder; to make afraid.

Guise. Manner.
Gullies. Large kni~s.

Gynne, Kin. Engine; dnice.



"Hooding 0' gray, boding gray.

Coorre clotA, IUcA "' t~
Greg.frill,., tI.ed to 1aIJ'f16
their /aoodr made 0/.

Hope. .Apprehend; fellr.
Host. Cough.
Howe. Hollow.
Howkit, hoikit. Dug out.
Hunken. Squatted ciolIJn upon

•the hunkers, or hmm.
HurJoch, or Urioch, (Gael.

""""lad). Cloudy
Husto! (lunJe.tAu) TAen! t./u

that!
Hyght. 17iform.
Hynt:, ("ye on) St,..igAt.

I.

Ingle, (Gael. allgil) Fin.
J(,lIily. Jollily; mer,.i~.

Jenkis. Turm a corner 'lId
, den~.

Jo, (jO!!) Sweet~tJrt.

Jougs. The pillory.
lowed. Swung.

K.

Kaime, kemb. Comb.
Keekit. Looked; peeped. "10

to the roof they k;y/un alld

they gape," &c.-CB.&.l1C~

Miller'. Tale, sob. fin.
Kent," stick. .A. .tout rl*86

al4llting st.ff.
Kep. Catc". "
Kettrin, ketbrin, (catherirt,

Gael.warrion, figbting men).
Free-hooten.

Kiauve. Work; knead. "
Kist. Chest; cqffitl.
Kittie. Girl.
Kittle. Thkle, ticklish.
Knag.The antler. rif II deer,

or any tAing 0/ th4i kind "'"
hang thing. //fl.

Kutte. .A. looIe WOlll/lll.

Kytbe. To Iel!A

Leigh. I.o.. "
Laith. Lot,..
Lamer. .amber.
Laod...art, Inw.nd; f"IIItie.
Langrin. LooK·,..n.
Lap. Ltapt.
Laver<K:k. Lark.
Las. Beleaf; reJetJle.

I LayD. Stop; ~itation; de~.

Leal. Logal; fait/tfuL
Leed. lAnguage.
Leepit. Scalded.
Lemman, lef-mau. I.oHr.
Leu. He.itllte.
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Lethal. Fatal.
Leugh. :lAughed.
LeviD. Lightening.
Like-wake. Improperly ,ome-

timu rolled Late-wake. The
.."tching by a corp,e before
interment, a, it if ,till the
cu,tom to do in Scotland and
the north qf England.

Lilt. A merry ,ong, or tune;
a carrol.

Limmer. A blood-hound; Fr.
limier.

LiDn. The pool under a ..~
ter-falL

Lincan ; quo Lecan. i. e. Bod!} 'I
lippeD, Iy upon. Rely upon;

tMlst to.
Lire. Flesh and skin; some

times that on the cheek more
particularly.

Litb. 10int.
Livei'. Deli'Der ;free in one.

motion.; nimble and acti-oe.
Loeb. (Gael.) A lake. Some

times a gulph in the sea.
Lone. lAwn; the green where

the COUI. are ,milked in sum
mer.

Loot. Let.
Lope. Leapt.
Loundert. Beat; thrtUhed;

cudgelled.
Low. Flame.
Lowt. To stoop.
Lowyth. Praifeth.

Lufly. LoTiely.
.Luifsomest. Most lO'Dely.
Lucken'd. Contracted.
Lugs. Ear••
Luif-mowis. Amorou. pla!};

sporti'De dalliance.
Lum. Chimney-top; place in

the roofofa cottagefor let
ting out the smoke.

Lyart (Gael. lia'.) Grizlled;
turning gre!!.

Lyggys, ligs. L!}e.,
Lyne, or Lynd; quo The lill

den, or lime tree 'I
Lyste. Will.
Lythe. Be quiet.

M.

Mae, mo. More.
Magrat, malgrat, malgre, maw

gre. In spite qf.
Mail. Rent. (Gael.) Also, ..

Wallet.
MaiD. Strength.
Mark, mirk. Dark.
Mailin. Rent; alia thefaf'fll

for which rent if paid. 
Mat, mote. Might.
May. .Maid.
Meat. Food.
Mede, meed. Rea>ard.
Meetb. Suitt"!}; hot.
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Mell. Mallet; allO, ablow f!f
a mallet, or bat.

Mel!. Miz.
Meltitb. ~llealtide; IJI _ell

a. i. eaten "..ally lit meal
time; a meal.

Mene. Manoge; demean.
Mensefu. Manner~.

M«:myie. .d retinue; tAeforce,
that attmtU a great manfor
hil protection and .tate.

Micklt:. Much; great.
Mim. Prim.
Mird. Attempt; meddle.
Misauoter. MiItJd_ture;

that fDhich happen. ami,,;
mi!fortune.

Mister. Need.
Mith. Might.
Mools. Mould; earth; more

particularly that in rolUch
tAe dead are depoIited.

Mowbaod. InelMe with tlwl
f1IOUth; repeat; utter, or
articulate.

Moup. Browse, IJI .heep.
Mouter. Multure; that which

iI paid in kindfor grinding
corn at the milL

Mows. Sport ; jest; pltJy.
Muck•. Dung.
Muir. Heath; moor.
Mycull. Much.

N.

Na. No.

Narrow. At shorl illteMIfJ1I.
Nas, ne was. Wa, not.
N eist. Nearest; nert.
N euk, Book. Corner.
Nicker, or nicher. To neig1l.
Nievefu'. Hanc!fal.
Nom. NlJme; also, took.
Nourice. Nurte.
Nowt. Nolt; black eattle.

O.

Ohon! ocbon! .Alas.
Onfeirie, unfeirie. lnactiTle.
Oriel. BOfD-windOfD.
Oryens. Tile eMt.

Ostler-house. HOIlle~; inu.
Owsen. Ooren.
Outlay. DutlarD.
Oy (Gael. ogha). A gt'lJI'IdIon:

P.

Parel'd. ApplJr/lled.
Paughty. Haughty.
Pawkie. Sly and arch; but

amicably and agreeably 110.

Paytrel. The pectoral, or
brelJlt-leather f!f a Iwrse.

Pensie. Sprllce, clean and neat
in one's dress andappearance,
IJI rich people in lew life (Ire
ezpected to be.
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Perdye, (par Dieu). By God!
Perry. Pruiou,ltoDe'; pearll.
Person. Par,on.
Pertrick. Partri~e.

PIaiding. Blanketing. The
term plaid, as applied by the
Lo,~laDders of Scotlllllld,
means the garment which
Highlanders wear in fine
weather as a sash, and in
cold or rainy weather as a
mantic, or great coat. Th~'

plaids' of the shepherds in
the p8l1toral cOlloties in- the
south of Scotland are actu
ally a finer sort of blankets;
and so are the plaids worn
by the wives and daughters
of the peasants in many parts
of the north-oeallt ofScotlaad
at this day. To them, there
fore, the term is properla
enough applied,. as it is usea
b)' the llighlanders only to

designate a blallket. The
word, in the Gaelic, however,
and in every (Idler language
of which I have any kuow
ledge, means any thing broad
anrljlat; and when applied
to a plaid., or bla8kltt, sigai
fies simply a bruad, plai~

unfdnntld piece of cloth.
In calling the Highland

breacan, tartan, or chequered
stuff, plaid, the English very
much misapply the term;

and it is long before a Scots
man can reconcile himself
to such a use of it.

Plouter. To splash about, and
flounder in mud.

Pree, prie, prieve. PrOl)e,
proTie by tasting; taste.

Press. Crowd.
Prest. Ready.
Preve. Secret; apart.
Priggia. Higgling; entrt!aty.
Pronely. DownrYJAtly; direct-

ly.
Protice,(Gael.) Trickij pranlu.
Purry. Porridge.
Pyre. Peer.

Q.

Quarter-ill. The same III side
ill; a disease to rDhich sheep
and cattle are IUbject.

Quech (Gael. cfUX,h). A rDood-
en cup.

Quell. KilL
Quem. .4 handmilL
Quhair. Where.
Quik. ..4.li1Je.
Quicknand. Enli'Deni"g:
Quylke, quhilk. WIaich, rDAicn

9fthe trDo.

It.

Rade. Rode.
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1
Radle, rathely. Readily.
Rae. Roe.
Ralf. Great plenty; great a

bundance.
Rair. To roar.
Raking. Reaching; walking

with long strides.
Ransoun. Ransom.
Raught. Reached.
Reayll. Royal.
Reavelled. Entangled; dis

ordered; dishe'Delled.
Reich, reck. Regard.
Redd. Extricate; unravel;

disentangle.
Rede. .Advice.
Reek. Smoke.,
Reested. Roasted; dried like

something that Aa.been hung
up in the roost.

Reird. Noise.
Reke. See REEK.
Reng. Reign.
Rennen. Run.
Rewis. Pities.
Rief. Robbn-y; rapine.
Rife. Plenty; abounding;

frequently occurring.
Riggand. The back, or ridge

rif anything.
Rise. Brruhwood ; quo rising

ground'
Roose. Prai.e.
Rottacks. Old musty corn. Li

terally, the DrUb. in a bee
MDe.

Rout; Thump.
Routed. Roared like· a lmll,

or or.
Routh. Plenty; abuAd4lnce.
Ruddock. The red-brelUt.
Rude, rood. CroSl.
Rueful. Compassionate; full

rif ruth, or pity_
- Ruggit. Tugged, or plllcked

violently.
Rung. Rough rDalking-,tick.
~uth. Pity.
Ryfe, rive. Burst.
Ryse. Bush; brushrDood.

s.

Sabbit. Sobbed.
~ Sain. BleSI against evil su-

peJ'naturali~uenc~

Sair. Sore.
Sareless, saurless. SaTJOUrlas:
Su.rk. Shirt, or .hift.
Saoghs. Willow,.
Saught, (s'auch, Gael I[lIiet).

Peace.
Sauns, sans. Without.
Saur. SarJour.
Saye. Silk.
Scaff. Great abundanclJ.
Schaw. Wood.
Schield. Shield; d4erUl ; pre

'Dent; forbid;
Scriek ofday. Peep rif~
Sayed. De.cribed.
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See!. Seal.
Seely. Pleasant and happy.

Seely Court j the pleasant
and happy court, or the
court of the pleasant and
happy people; i. e. our good
flichbers. The Seelyfolk aTe

the more lincient and legiti
mate kiud of Fairje~, the li
neal descendants of the ori
ental Peri j and this is one
of the appel~ationsof which
the Fairies of the present
day are known to be parti
cularly fond; as witness the
following. popular verses,
which it is of no small im
portance to every man to be
thoroughly acquainted with :

1$ Gin ye ca' me imp, or elf,
I rede ye weel, look to yourself;
Gin ye ca' mefairy, .
I'll work ye meikle tarry; .
Gin gude neiber ye ca' me,
Then gude neiber I will be;
Bnt gin ye ca' me Seely Wight,
I'll /be your friend baith day

and night."

Seilful.· Pleasant.
'Shak-down; A temporary bed

spread on thefloor, c!f,traw,
lwy, or heath. .

Sbealing. A hut raised as a
temporarydairy, in the High
lands rif Scotland in summer,

when the COlV. are sent t.
.feed in the distant glens.

Shears. Scissars.
Sht:et. Shoot, according to tile

pronunciation of AberdeeJr
shjre.

Shill. ShrilL
Shag. Shock.
Shoon. Shoes.
Shouther. Shoulder.
Shrewly. Sharply. In the

Gaelic language, she1'1D signi
fies sour.

ShuckeD. Mill-duu.
Shure, shared. Cut, sheer.
Sinder. Sunder j part.
SindIe. Seldom.
Sith. Since.
Sithe. Time.
Skaith, (Gael. scath). Harm.
Skeich. Skittish,
Sicker. Secure j sure.
Skinkland. Glittering j sAin-

ing.
Sleek. Slake.
Sled. Sledge.
Steevely. Stiffly.
Slack, and slocken. Slake, as

mage.
Sluggied. Swallowed up greed

ily.
Smure. Smother.
Smurtled. Smiled j smiled

with an' affected air 0/ sly
tenderness.

Snackie. Full 0/ tricks and
lJuirks.
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Soaw. S7U1lJtI.
Sneck. Tile 00;' qffI door lIIhiM

;, lifted by fI latclt.
Snellish, snelly. Sharply.
Snick-drawer. .A. .ly. cunning

person. that can remO'tJe locks
find bolt., and rage latclle.,
flIitlload being !leard.

Sober. POOf'.
Solace. Comfort.
Sothe. l'ruth; trne; also,

_th.
Soughing. Breathing long,

making a Mile like tlae blow
ing qf tlfe flIind.

Soupies. Tile partll!!jiaill witla
Rllaich tile .lleGfJU are It",ck.

Spauld, (Gael.) Limb.
Spawls. Limbs.
Spell,spae. Prophecy.
Spire.-The Ipire in a cottage,

is properly the .tem or leg of
an eartJ.-ftut couple, reach
ing from the floor to the top
of the wall, Pllf't1Y inserted
in,and partly standing outof,
the waiL Sucheoupla
....,re very stroug, ud few.;
Beldom more than two, or
three ld most, "ere requisite
for supporting the roof;" es
pecially as there is generally
at least ODe partitiOil-wall
in ever.y ~d petty farmer's
house.

The 'Pence, or dUpenJtJty,
in which the family tit and
eat, is wmmanly of the
length of the distance be
tween the gable-end, on the
partition ..all against which
the fire bums. and the first
couple, at which commences
the partition 'called the hal
lon, which divides the fire
place from the door.

From the circumstance of
the partition beginning at the
couple-leg, or .pire, the name
bas been transferred from
the wooden post, pedestal,
or pillar, that supports the
couple, and commences the
partition, to the partition it
Belf; a8 has happened also
in the Welsh language, from
which we Beem to bave had
our term, probably before it
ceased to be Caledonian also.

In the Welm!ppW" is dei
ned hy Davies, by the Latin
lpira, .cotia; by Richards,
" the square of a pillar be
low; the roundel,of a pillar;
a short post, or pillar, to set
things upon. In Glamor
gBnshire, it signifie8 a ..ain8
cot, or partition."

Mr Owen, iu his excellent
Dictio_ry of the Wels"

3
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tan~, spells the tenD !!'
bur, and defines it, ,. the pe
destal, ur base of a pillar, 8

short post or supporter of 8

shelf, in ancient houses, pro
jecting into the lIoor, in form
of a skreen, and used to put
by such victuals as are in
present consumption;" an
eIplanation which is pert"ect
11 to my purpose, although
perhaps it is in some degree
an eIception to the general
clearness, fulJJe48, distinct
ness, and precision of Mr
Owen's definitions. __~
SpirtJ., in Ainsworth's Dic
tiunary.

Spray, (Gael. 'prei, C8ttle).
Spoil; prey.

Spulyie. Spoil.
Spyrald, speered. Alked, en

quired after.
Staggis. Young Itallioru;

,tallion..
Stalwart. Statel!! and Milito,,!!

looking; ,tout and braTJe.
Staild. Puncheon.
Stark. Strcmg.
Stede. Piau.
Steek. Shut.
Stencit. Strode.
Stick. To .t_.
Stint. To ,top.
Steip, stowp. .4 pot til drink

oattif.

Staab. SMell. ofcorn.
Stound. Moment; /I tIIOlIIt1&-

t"'Ylhooting pain.
Stoup. A prop, Qr pillGr.
Stown. Stolen.
Straiked. Stroaked.
Streek. Stretch.
Sueiting. EUMrmlmt.
Sunkots. &nnethiDg.
Swipperly. Suddesly; luutil!l.
Swirling, whirling. Edll!Jittg.
Swithe. Forthwith.
Swither. Doubt.
Sygbt. Since.
Syith. Time.
Synd. RiJUe; dip i. fI)"ter.

T.

Tacb. Habit; propemity.
Tantrums. Fit, of capnciotl,

fl)ilfulneu.
Tate, tail. A lock of Aair til'

fl)ooL
TeeD. Grief.
TeDty. Cautiou,.
Tentillicb. Cautioo,iy.
Teryd. Torli.
The. ThriTJe; 81110, tA«.
Thirled. Pierced.
Tho. Then.
Thole. Suffer.
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Thratching. Gasping C01J'Dlll-

1111ely.
Threly. Eagerly; boldly.
Thud. A violent stroke.
Tine. To lo,e; be last; die.
Tirled. Twirled.
Tocher. Marriog~tion.

Tocherless. Portionle".
Tad. Foz.
Tooming. Emptying.
Trayed. Betr~d.

Trews, truce. TrIRll,er,.
Tristel tree, quo Try,ting-tree,

or tree qf rende,vOUl.
Truff. Turf; sod.
Tryst. RendeZTIOUl.
Twin'd. Parted.
Twistis. Small-twig,.
Twohond. Two handed.
Tyde. Time.
Tythyngis. Tiding'; new, cif

the event, cif the time.

U.

Ugsome. Disgusting.
Umquhile, whilom. Lately;

formerly.
Unsonsy. Unlucky.
U phides. Quit,.
Ui.kie-bae (Gael. ui'g heatha.)

The water '!f life.
Vapouring. Brandishing and

flourishing.
Verament. . Tru~f1.

Vertie. Virtuow.: frugal and
industriou,; an epithet ap
plied to hou,mfJe•.

Vessy: 7b ,ee.

w.

Wab. Web.
Waft. W~; '/floor.
Waired. Be,to1lJed.
Wakerife. Wskiful.
WaR Well.
Wambe. Womb.
Wankill. Umtable.
Warison. Re'IfIard.
Warp. Thrn.
Warre. Worse.
Waught. Draught.
Warslin. Wrestling.
Weight. A.heep'ukin rtrete],..

ed llpon a hoop for 81innOfP
ing corn, ~c.

Weir. War;
Weir- horse. War-hor,e.-

Weir-horse, in Moray, at
present, signifies a .tallion,
without any respect to his
being employed as a charger.

WE'nd. Togo.
Whaisle. Wheeze.
Whingin. Fawning.
Whatrack. Wealel.
Widden-dream. Some IUdden

and violent act Ilf impetuD-
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sity, like the dream cif a
madman.

Wight. Strong, mighty.
Wierd. ForetelL
Willsome. Bewildering; lone

ly and wild.
Win, or won. Live; inhabit.
Winnock, (quasi, light-eye.) .A

windozv.
Wimplin. Winding intricate.

ly.
WodewaJe. Red-breast.
Wood. Mad.
Wordy. Worthy.
Wow. To kozvl; also, an in

terjection of surprise.
Wull. Wild; also, bewilder~

ed.
Wush. Washed.
Wympill. VeiL
Wytit. Blamed.

Y.

Yare. Ready.
Yearns. Desiru.
Yeng. Young.
Yerd. Earth.
Yrke. Irksome.
Yestreen, yester e'eR. 71e

Yestern e1Iening ; last e1Ie1fo

ing.
Yett, yeat, Gate.
Yode. Went.
Yowts. Shouts.
Yule. Christmas.

z.

Zeman, yeman. Ye011/an.

:FINIS.
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