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P R E F A C E . 

THE Editor, iu submitting to the Musical Public this 
litóle compilation of Popular Songs, deems it necessary to 
state that he has, without encroaching on copyright, 
endeavoured to render the Work as interesting and use-
ful as his limits would admit, and in no case has he with
out permission interfered with vested rights. Had there 
been no restriction, a more general selection conld have 
been made, but, in other respects, he is confident it will 
be found equal to any Musical Work yet published. 

Several excellent Songs, with words and musió entirély 
original, appear for the first time, to whieh attention is 
directed; also, to the New Words written expressly and 
adapted to popular melodies. Much care has been given 
by the Authors, that their Lyrics would not suffer by 
comparison with those previously published. 

The Editor claims, as a portion of the merits of the 
Work, the general correctness and good reading of the 
words with the music, and hopes that the success of the 
present volume will induce him to continué a publi-
cation so decidedly useful and cssential to master and 
pupil. 

W. MITCHISON. 
Musió SALOON, 1 

B U C H A J Í A H S T E E K T . Í 





I N D E X . 

Thefcrat Une, whm ü difers/rom the tille, is also gioen 

A band of merry archers ve, Page 68 
A Ufe on the ocean wave, 37 
AU tliings love thee, 40 
Annie Laurie, 53 
Away, my gallant bark, v 60 

Banks of Alian Water , 54 
Boatmarís Caten, 19 

Chase at Sea, 20 
Come l e tu s depart, 16 
Come sit thee down, • 28 

Drink to me only, 69 

Entreat me not to leave thee, 44 

Fresh blows the breeze, 20 
From his mountain land, 25 

Gentle waves upon the deep, 40 
Glad, glad my sire shall be, 56 
Gnd Saye the Queen, •• 1 



vi 

Happy Infant, — Page 15 
Heath-clad haunts of infancy, 23 
How b r ighüy beams, 24 
H u r a for the HigMands 8 

I lo'e the hills of Scottand, 89 
I lived a Ufe of happiness, 84 
l'm afloat, 36 
I ne'erfound one l ike thee, 61 
I v y green, 43 

Last words of Pestal, '. 12 
LigliUy tr ipping i t o'er the sand, 18 
Long, long ago, 21 
Long t ime ago 10 
Long live the Queen, 3 
Lucy Neal 34 

Maxwelton braes are bonnie, 58 
Meet me on the gowan lea, 9 
Miustrel of Tyrol 25 
My heart 's on the Kbine, 22 
My Mary's e'e, , 41 

National Catoh, 3 
Near a lake there drooped a willoír, 10 

O Clutha, bonnie are thy banks, 17 
O come, sweet maid, 33 
O saw ye my Mary, •. 14 
O sister dear, ¿ 49 
Oh! a d a i n t y p l a n t 43 
O h l beauteous nigbt , . 50 
Oh 1 the happy days of childhood, 6 
Oíd Scoüand, I love thee 80 



vü 
O'er many a lonely vale, Page 61 
On the banks of Alian Water , 64 
Our J e a n Hkes t he moining, 6 

Eocked in the eradle of the deep, 13 
Eow thee weel, my bonnie built wherry, „ 32 
Bnth 44 
Bula Britannia, 63 

Saw ye my Mary, 14 
Sleep on, my beloved bne 31 
Smile again, my bonnie lassic, 29 
Sweet Eose of Hazeldean, 24 

The Aroher's Song, 58 
The braes of Ardgowan, 46 
The courtin' time, 5 
T h e Miniatura, 47 
The moon is blinking o'er the lea, 29 
The Oíd and the New Year, 26 
The Queen of the May, 52 
The Qucen's Song, 2 
The Sleeping Child, 15 
The Warr ior ' s Joy, 56 
This lone heart is thine, lassie, 7 
This world is all a fleeting show, 55 
Tuere 's beauty in the dewy drops, 41 
There grew in bonnie Sootland, 4 
There's nothing trae but heaven, 55 

We' l l row thee o'er the Clyde, 2 
W h a wadna fecht for Charlie 1 4S 
What ' s a' the steev, k immer? 42 
Whi te sand and grey sand, 64 



T 1 U 

W t e n Britain first, 
W h e n hea th in rosy verdure, 
W h e r e are the friends, 
W h e r e tbe bee sucks, . . . . . 
Whj am I thns forsaken, 
W h y chime the bells so merrily, 
Wíl l lam was holding in h i s band, 
Woods oí Dunmore, . 
Woodman, apare t ha t tiee, 

Y e marinera of England, 
Yes, my lot is cast, 
You must iraké and cali me early, 



THE 

VOCALISTS COMPAJHOtt 

CtOD SAVE THE QTTEEN. 

T h y cnoioest gifts in atore, 
On fair Victoria pour, 

Long m a y sne reign I 
May she defend our laws, 
A n a ever g ive UB oara&a 
To sing, wi th hoart and voice, 

God BATO the Queen. 



WEXI EO"W THEE O'EB THE CLTDE. 
By Andrew fttrk, 

O i w o l c o n i b t o o ñ r a n M h d a d l ü l l s ? f « i r . . 

S c o t ú f c g e n - t l e a u e e t t ¡ w h e r « s e a . g i r í I f l e s 5 n ñ d 

p r a d o ; W i t f c I n r t n f u l h o a r t a n d l o v . i n K e y f t , " W e l l 

xo-w t h e e a ' e r . i h e C l y d * ! 

Ah 1 th ink not cf those festivo salla 
W h e r e thou eo late has t been, 

'T i s Nattire's volee tba t ibndly calis 
To welcome Albiori's Queen; 

The re m a y be spots to mem'ry doar, 
W h e r e pleasurs i s the guide, 

But hearts more warm and more sincere 
Shall row thee o'er the Clyde. 

But hearts , &c. 



Tliougli lov'd in Erin 's em'rald ísle, 
AVhtíre B W e e t the Bh&miü<& grows; 3 

Tbongh basking i n the Baxon smile, 
"Wiiere blossoms Englaud's r o s e , 

T h e S c o t t i s h t h i s t l e s t i U can r e a r 
lis Celtio h e a d in pride> 

A n d l i e a r t s á a l o y a l a n f l s i n c e r e 
S h a l l r o w t h e e o'cr the Clyde. 

And h e a r t s , & c . 
J / c t e . — T h U a o n g w a s w r i t t o n o n t h o ¿ c c f i s l o n o f H n r M a j e a t y 1 » r U f e 

l o G l a s g o w , in A u g u s t , 1849 , a n d h a s o v e r y w h e r e e ü c i t e d t h o e r e a t e s t . 
p r a i s e ftom t h o m u s i c a l put i l i c t t h e foll^winp l e t t e r h i t v i n j a u o b e e n 
r e c e l v e d f r o m fíer M a j e e t y , t o w h o r a t l i e a o n g I* w i t h p e r m i & a l o n 
d e d i c a t c d . ;— 

B c c n m a i U i t PAI.ACB, S í p í e u i f t w 4 , 1 8 4 9 . 
" M r . A h s o n U e o m r o a n d e d t o a c k u o w l e d g e t h o r c c e i p t o f M r . 

P a r a ' » I j f t e r o f t n e S r t h u i t . , a c c o r o p a i ¡ í t . - l w i t h a t o n e i n h o n o u r o f 
H r r S l a j e s t y ' a r f s i t t o G l a s g o w - a n d t o i h a n f c h f m í n t h e Q u e e n ' a 
n a r a e ioz « n d l n g i t . " 

" H w o u l d n a v e b e e n s t r a i i g e l n d e e d h a d t h e p r c s e n t l o y a l f e e l i n g a o f 
t h o c o m i n u n i t y f a i l e d tu flnd v e n t l o uor .g . M r . P a r k b a s h e r e p r o -
d u c e d n s o n g - u f swtot n m l l y r i c a l c o n s t r u c í l e n , a n d w i t h a flne.ifow-
taff, a n d tjiftjctive m e l o d y . " — Glasgow Citizen. 

" A s w e o t a n d b e a u t l f u l aonfr, wri t ten -And c o m p o s e d by M r . A n d r e w 
P a r k , w i t h a p p r o p r i a t e o m b e l l l s h m e n t s , a n d a r r a n g e d f o r t b e p i a n o 
forte. T h o roolody i s s i m p l e a n d v e r y p l e a s i n p , a n d t h e w o r d s a r e i n 
t b e a u t h o r ' a b e s t Btyle. M r . P a r k h a s w r i t t c r . m a u y e x c e l l e n t BODHU, 
bUB n o n e raon» e u i t a b l o for t h e o c c a d o n . t : W « ' U r o * t h e e o f e r t h e 
C l y d e " w i l l I * a f a v o u r i t e whoreYer i t la h p a r d . ai>fl tu «t ire t o b e c o m o 
e x t p n f i l r e l y p o p u l a r . M a n y a B w e e t v o l c o w i l l w n r W o t o r t h thls c h a r m -
l n g I l u t o p l e c e . t o c o m m e m o r & t e o u r g r a c i o u a ü u c e i ; ' s f l s l t t o L o r 
o n c i e n t « I t y oí G l a s g o w . ' * — D a i r y Mait. 

NATIONAL CATGH £or Fot* Vafees 

L o n g l . i y y t h e Q-tieen m o s t hf l f jpy . p e a c e f u i d a y s t o s e e ^ a n d I 



4 • 
THERE GKEW HT BONNIE SCOTLANB. 

. t h o i n y lucLVL's T o * k e e p thA r o s e f x o m h & r m . 

A bonnie laddle tended the rose bal th aire and late, 
H e watered U, he facned it, he trove i t with b i s fa te : 
And the leal hearts of Scotíand prayed i t might ne r é r fa', 
.The th i süe was sae bonnie green, tbe rose sae í ike the BOAW. 

But the weírd aistera sat xrhere hope's fair emblem grew, 
T h e y draot a drap upon tbe rose o' bitter b lasüng dew; 
A n d a y e ' t h e y tsriued- the mysüc thread, but ere thei r taslt 

wasdone 
T h e snaw-white rose i t disappeared, i t ir i thered i s the sim. 

A bonnie laddie tended tbe rose bai tb aire and late, 
H e watered it, he fanned it, and wove i t irt ' b is í a t e ; 
But the thistle tap it irithercd, winds bore i t far awa*. 
And Scotbind's hear t iras broken íor t be rose sae Üke tba 

si>aw. 



THE COUiti'iN1 TIME. 

Wnttm tu Eoiert Kichol. Miste by J. P. 0lárice, 31. R. 

L Í -

c o n t é & c o u r t 

T h e BUH qnietly slips o'er t he tap o' the hill , . 
An ' the plover its gloamin' sang whisfles fu' sh r i l l ; 
Syne dininess comes glidüi ' i rhere dayl ight has becn, 
And the dew brings the lads who come courtin 1 a t e'en-

A-eourtin' at 'e 'en, come a-courtin' a t e'en, 
And the dew brings the lads who come courfin' a t e 'ea. 

When men-folk are craokin' o' ousen and lands, 
And the kimmers a t spinnin' are t rying thei r hands ; 
I see a t the window the face o' a fríen', 
An' I ken that my joe's come a-courtin' a t e'en. 

A-courtin' a t e 'en, come a-courtin' a t c'en. 
An ' I ken tha t m y joe's come a-courtin' a t e'en. 



8 OH! THE HAPPY DAYS OF CHILDHOOD, 
Foetry bv A. Fark. Music bg W. H. IAlhgow. 

s M n ^ i i r i i i 

V k B f t O u r feearts v e r o g l a d a n d f r e e ¡ W h o n « e r w . W d . b y 

» f J J J i r 

v a l e a n d « - 0 Í _ n * o o d | L i ^ h t s o r a e < a s * h « s p o r t i v o B e © 

H a g - _ . j y > h a p ^ - j p y . h a p - — p y c h i l d — h o o d i 

=9= 
d a y ? o f c b i l d h o o d í W l i e h o « r h - e a r t í í w e r « g i a d a n d f í e e 

Then the morning aun wifh gladnes% 
Oped the Joyous courte of d a 7 ; 

Whí l e our hcarts, untotiched wi th sadness, 
Ffclt so cheerful and so gay, 

Happy, happy, happy childhood, 
Thfln the heart was glad and gay j 

Happy, happy, happy childhood, 
Thca o a r h e a r t s were glad and gfty! 

"Who can turn to life's gay morning— 
W h o resume the charms of youth, 

"Wheu awcet InnocencoAdonuDg, 
Lít the way to loro and fruto ? 

Happy, happy, happy childhood, 
W l w n the h«ar t v a s glad and g a y ; 

Happy, happy, happy childhood, 
Thcu the hear t was glad and gay 



THE "WOODS O» DUNKOBE. 7 
Sung toith great applauae hy Mr, Templetcn. Muaic 6 j 

James Jaap. 

T h i s íoa4 h e a x t i s t h i n e , L * . « „ _ s i e j 

^ c h & r r a i n g a n d f a i r , T h i s f o n d h e & r t i s t l i i n e » 

i r o o d s o ' D u n m o r ü j A n * w a n d e r ¿feo. 

O sweet i s t hy voice, las6ie, cbarm'mg an ' fair, 
Enchant ing thy smile, lassie dear ; 

1*11 toil aye for thee, for ae bl ink o' tfeíne e*e 
I s pleasare ma i r sweot t h a n siller to me. 

Y e t turnia say me na, &c. 

O come to m y armB, laásíe, charming arf fair, 
Awa* wild a l a r a s , lassie dear ; 

' i 'his fond hear t an ' th ine l ike ivy shal l twine, 
I ' í l lo'e íliee, dear lassie, till the day tliat I dec. 

O d iana say me na, &c. 



HUERA'FOR THE HltíSXANDS. 
Poetry tg A. Park. Music by S. Barr. 

• H 7 i r . r f l : f o r t l ü H i ( 5 k l a n d » : 1 i e s t e r n S c o t t i s h 

H i f i H a n < i s } T l e h u m e o f tÍM» C l a n s m a i l j t l i o b r e v e d t f h e 

f r e e T r T I w r e t h o c l o o d s l o v e t o w s t j o n t i » o m o n n i t A i i l ' s 

r o n f f k b r e a s t j E r e t b « y i o u x n e y a ~ f a r c?er t b e i s l á n 

s e a . "Ti s t h e r e w l « e t h e C a ü r a c t s i n g s t a ü s r » b r e e t e 4 p 

O d & s h e s i n f o a i a l l k o a . s p i r i t <¡i l i g M i A a d . t i l 

¡7" \¡i '—' *•—f—* »"-*" 
t f c e r e t h e b o i d f i s n e r m & n b o u a d s o e r t f l« sflA". Kn M s 

í l e e t j t — n y b & r k , t h r o a f t f t t h o j e r - ü n o s n i £ a t ' i * í c n h u r a . 

TI» ihe latid of deep shado-r, of sunshine, nnd shoirer, 
Where the hurricane reveis in inadneS3 un h i g h ; 
Por there i t has might t ha t can war with its pover, 
I n the vili dizzy cliffs tha t are dea-ring the sky. 

T h e n Hur ra for the Highlands, &c 
I have trod merry England, a r d dweii oa its charme; 
I nave -wándered through Er in , t he gem of the sea j 
Bnt the Highlands alone, the t m e Scottish hear t warms ; 
H e r heather is blooming, hér eagles are free. 

T h e n H o r r a for the Highlands, &c. 



MEET ME ON THE GOWAff LEA- 9 
Ptmtry hy W. Cameron, Music by Matthew Wilsoiu 

• n a t u r a a ' han g a n e t d m y í o n d , m y 

f a i t h f n ' b r e a s t , O l e t m e c l a c p m y M a _ _ r y , 

- ' M e e t m e o n t ] i e g o m n l e a , M y a i n m y a r t less M a r y , 
The gladsome la rk o'er moor and fell, 
T h e líntie in the bosky dell, 
Hae blyther than your bonoy sel', 

My ain, m y artless Mary. 
Meet me, & c 

We ' l l joín our Jove-notes to the breeze 
T h a t siglis in whispers tbrongh the trees, 
And á' tha t twa fond hearts can please, 

W i l l be our sang, dear Mary-
Meet me, & c 

There ye símil s ing tbe snn to rest, 
"While to my faithfu* bosom prest, 
T h e n i rha sae bappy, wba sae blest^ 

As me and my dear Mary ? 
Meet me, & c 



ta LOKCr TIME AGO. 
Musü Charles B. Harn. 

M e a r ' tj».o. l a . T c e w l e r o d r o o p r i t ^ i » w i l l c 
/ 

l é a i s h t í p f i r _ i s h ' d j . L o n g t i m e a _ . g o . 

Rock, and tree, and flowlng water. 
Long time age 1 

Bird, and t ec , And blossom taught her 
LOTO'S sunll to knowl 

W h ü e to m y fond words ehe listen'd, 
M u r m u r i D g k n r , 

Tenderly her dove eyes glisten'd, 
Long time ago! 

Mingled were o u r hearts for evor, 
Long time ago t 

Can I now forget h e r ? never ! 
No, lost one, n o 1 

To he r grave those tears a re given, 
E v e r to flow I 

She'n the B t a r I miea'd f r o m heaven, 
Long time ago! 



WO0DM4N, SPARE THAT TUSE. U 

Po&try ty G. P. Morris, # s / ¡ . Music by Henry Jiussélí. 

b o u £ h ^ I n y o u t H i t shél t e r H m e , A n d 

w o o d m a n , l e t • i t s t a n d , T h y < a x & s b n J l h & r m i t h o t . 

Tha t oíd fíimiliai ¿roe, vliose glory and r e n m m 
Are spread o'ep land and sea ; oh! would'st thou hew it 

dowu? 
Woodman, forbear thy B l r o k c , c n t not its oaith-bound t i es ; 
Ü h ! apare t ha t aged oak, h igh tow'ñng to t he skies. 

I n childhood I nave slept beneath its genial shauj , 
Or thro* its hrañches crept, and with its hoar leaves p lay 'd ; . 
Here too our youthful joys—the paronts' kind caress, 
Tha t irom the hear t no'er flies, make wti tha t oíd oak bless. 

My beart-strings round thee cling cióse as thy bark, oíd 
fr iend! 

Here shall ihe wild bird sing, aud still thy brnnches hend; 
Oíd t r e e ! the s tonn thou'lt b rave ; oh > woodman, lea ve the 

s p o t 
WhUe I ve a hand to save. t hy axe shall harní i t not. 



13 THE LAST WOEDS OF PE8TAL 

Wrítten by Alpkonse. 

S i d i l q u i t I t a m i . s e . r y , i f e & c e « . a d - f c o v l y j o y s k a B . 

• • * ^ I 1 \, f tf 1/ V» 131 

, ) * p A r - V a . - k . e r -be W i e r e m y t ro t&bíd s o o l shall. ftee 

Y e t ! my cares are o'er, 
Wi t l i all my heartfelt sbame and s o n ó * ; 

Tbese I ' l l dread no inoré, 
Bu t Uve in endless bllss tb-morrow! 

No opprcssion ihen, 
W i t b beavy tbraldom more injures me, 

•When m y spirit free, 
Sba ' l survive tbe borrar of ear tb 's infamy, 

No more grief and pa in shall be. 
Yes 1 my lot is cast ¡ 

M y latest morning l igbt is b reak ing ; 
Life will soon be past, 

And otber realins my spirit waking I 

http://mi.se.ry
http://pAr-Va.-k.er


EOCE'D Di THE CSADLE OF THE DEEP. K 

Musía composed ly J. P. Knight. 

A n d c j ü r a a n d J c a o e f n i s h a n I s l e o p j R o o k d A e , 

And aoch the t rust tha t still were mine, 
Tho ' s tormr winds sweep o'er the brine j 
Or though the tempest 's fierr "oreatb, 
Rous'd me frota slumher to wreck and i ea t l i ! 
I n oceanreáre still safe with thee, 
The g e n o of Immortality I 

And cajra and peaceful shall I s le ip , 
Eook'd in the eradle of the deep, 
And calm and peaceful shall I sieep, 
Eock 'd in the eradle of tire deep. 



1 4 SJtW YÉ fflt MARY. 
Writíen by Bichará Éyan* Gompesed "b'j John Sinzhv', 

l i g h t as a. f s i _ _ r y } S b . e g l i d e s t h x o u g h t b e d a n c e 



L i l w lB.at ttowerfc b l u d h i n g & f a r f t . v t - ' I l t o s p r i n g . 

H c r fair form caressing, ni y arúc'nt sui t pressing, 
A t the soft twilight hour we ranged ihrougli the grove ; 

Then gentiy entreating, and fond vow repe-a ting, 
She cherished my iones , and she srailed ia my lovo! 

T h e moments pass d sweetly, ilie n ight star rose flectly 
To l igh t home my Mary, so k ind and %<> fair. 

W h e n sluniber steals iightly, kind fairies come j;igbtly, 
And v a t c h o'er t he couch of my Mary with care. 

O aaw ye m y Mary, &c. 
— O i f l c r a 

THE SiEEPING CHUD-
Poetryfrom the Germán. Music tu D&ganor. 

H a p ~ p y I n _ - f a n t o n t h y p i l _ _ l o w j 

F r e o o f c a r e & n d f r e e o f g u i l t i . 

Blessed/ínfunt: how cndearing 
'Tis- to see thee smüe in j o y ; 

Care ñor aorrow comes to-morrow, 
Ñought tha t can t hy hear t aunoy I 

S a r o y infant, in t hy eradle, 
Endless space thon seem'st to s e e i ^ ^ t k iTNw 

Be a man, and a ü creation / ^ 
I s not wide enough for thee . ' i " 2 $ » } 



16 

_ c k a s e a l l o u r d a r l e dOTibts a . w a y j P e r . b a p s t h e b r i g b t 

b - e f l o r i o f t o - n i o r . _ r o w W i l l b a n i s h t h e c a r e s o f . t © 

¿ r e a t e s t t h a t U f e c a n b e a t o * - , W f c i l e i r o w n i n f c o n t a t o 

a l l c a f e , L e t s r i v a l e a c h o . t h a r i n g l a d - n a s ^ ^ H o r i 

. - p s t o f i a d . a e s s B u t « e l d o m h a s y e i l d e d r e . l i j s i : 

O u r anoestors loyed to b» raerry, 
Ñor B i n ' d a t the working» of fate: 

T h e y p a n g «nS they miaffed ofif theír sherry, 
TJntjl e r e r v boaom g r e v great . 

T h e y ehatted and laugh'd in their glory. 

COME, LET US DEPABT FEOM OTO SOEKOW. 

Written ly Andrea Park. Music by Vonnizetti. 



And chasea every sorroír away, 
By tel l ing some comical story 

T h a t happen'd in life's ear ly Aay. 
T h e n r ival each other in gladness, 

3Tor vhat i s the good of all grief? 
T h e deepest aud duilest of sadness, 

But seldom has yielded relief. 

17 

O CLTJTHA1 BONNIE ASE THY BANKS. 
Wrilten by Sobert Alian. Musió b¡/ J. i". Clarke. 

b o n n i e . a r e t h y w i n d i n f t ? a ^ B e - R i n s # i m o s n y . a ' . 

A n m o n y a b o n n i e b o a n i e l a s s , I s w o e d a p _ o n . 

s w e e t a n d f a i r , A s t h e b o n n i e l a s s I w o e d y e s t r e e n . 

As wandering down t h y sylvan banks, 
F a r frae yon oity's smoke and din, 

*Whar yonder bi rks sae sweetly wave, 
I met the dear, the lovely ane: 

I wist na wha the maid might be, 
She migh t hae been fair Scoüa's queen, 

Tl 'ere ne'er was ane amang them a*,. 
J.iko the bonnie lass I woo'd yestreen. 



W MGHTXY TKDPPING IT O'ER THE SAHD. 
T H E W A T E R S P B I T E ' S C H A N T , 

Whttai iy N. llamará iTOachen, Esq. Masía ly Mes M. 8, 

Scott. 

M e r _ r i _ l y d a n c e v e K a n d ~ i n b a n d t V T b o " s o 

b o n n d l e s s s e a ' T e n - a n t s o f t b e b o u n t f l e s s Sed 

h e a r o v e r y d a y A r e th«*y luit v j - s i o n s t h a t s o o n 

m e l t a - - w & y í L i g h t - l y " *rifclM.i> i t o e r t h e s a n t i ; 



Gaily foo t i r j i f midst the surf, 
Softer than the sóftest turf; 
W h o so merry, so merry as we? 
W h o so wild, DI half so free í 
W h a t caí j we for the wil" wavé's foam ¡ 
I s i t not par t of our oce&n home ? 
W h a t care wé tha t the tempest's sotind 
The sinking mariner 's shriek has drown'd ? 
Are they not soünds that we hear every day ? 
Are they not visicms t ha t soon mel t away? 

G aüy tripping it, & c 

BOATMAJí'S CATOH for HuoeToices 

To pl i rok tic r o s o Hut nttt t h e b u r - i y . 



2 0 OSASE AT SEA. 
Musie la J. P. Clark. Wordt ly WiUlam Paul 

b o u n i i i n g h t i a r t T o - p l i e s j A s a i l i n s i i ^ h t á t c 

Anead ene líes, a lofty bark, 
Anead five leagnes or more; 

T h e signal made r she provea a loe, 
And stands for Gallia's shore. 

' A l l hands give chase,' t h eboa t swa inca l i s ; 
All hands the cali attend, 

To olear the decks, to loóse the reefj 
A n d sheerts and halyards bend. 

I n valn she spreads the swelling sail, 
I n va in to lahd she-files j 

T h e bólts of war around her play, 
To leeward now she lies. 

Now daring rage and battle 's roar 
To joy and mir th give place, 

Bri tanñia 's flag t r inmphant files, 
And vict ' ry crowns the ohase. 



LONG, IONG AGO. 
Nea tooráa b¡/ A , íitrt. 
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W i e r e a r e t a e f r i e n d s t h a t w e a l l l o v e d s o 

' i 1 V 
rtoar.Lons l o n g , a - £ 0 l o n g l o n £ a - j o f \ W l o s e a e a r t » 

a n d a f f e e t i o n g w a r o ^ a l i r a y s s i n c e r e ^ L o n S , l o n f c a -

L o n g , X o n g 

Where are the pastimes t ha t g a r e ns snch Joy í 
Long, long ago—long, 'ong ago 1 

When no cares on earth'coold our yonng hear ts annoy, 
Long, long ago—long ago í 

W h e r e are fhose mornings of llfe's early day, 
W h e n sireet slnless mir th made the BUD «eem so gay ? 
Al) p a s t for ever, for ever past away, 

Long, long ago—long ago 1 

Yet still let ns cherish the days tha t are gone, 
Long, long ago—long, long ago t 

Althoogh v e are left in th is bleaV world alone, 
Long, long ago—long ago! 

Btill let ns brood o'er thelr memories dear ; 
BtlU let us joyful and hoperal appear. 
Ñor monrn with regret, though bereft of them here, 

Long, long ago—long agol 



2¡¡ MY HEAET'S ON THE EH1N& 
Compasea by Aiolpte Itcmarde. ITmic ly W. Speyer. 

was t a i n o A n d s t i l l - r o « n i w b e r e I m&y A n d s t i A 

roam w b e r e X m a y m y b a r t m y XaartsOn ¿ee 
Oh í oft in my dreams I re r i s i t thee still, 
A» morn's joyous beams crown witb glory each b i l í ; 
Oh.' oft in my dreams I reTisit thee s t i l l ; 

W h i l e sweet balmy gales thro ' the green v i n e y a n b play, 
•Where-bloSnapTer'd wreaths TOO t£e snn's golden r a y ; 
W h e r e blisb-coTev'd wreaths woo the sun's golden r a y ; 
Oh I latid of m v lore, every thonaht will be thine, 



And still roam wliere I may, and still roam where I may, 
My heart, níy heart'B on the Rhlne, on the Rhine, 

M y heartfs on tho Rhine wheresoever I stand, 
My heart 's on the Rhine, in my own tatherland. 

— - o s e » 
THE HEATH-CLÁD HAXTtíTS OE HTFANCY. 

Writtm bt/ Andrew PavK Air—My Normandy. 

m e e t t h e e y e s W h e r e ' e r o u r w a n d o r i n g f o o t . . s t e p s 

p i a r l e s t o s e e , M y h e a t h c & d , h é a t i i c i a d h i l l s o f I n f ^ n c y : 

Tve seen Hibernia 's verdant land, 
L ike Ti tán r is ing from the sea; 
A s if, by same enchanter 's wand, 
I t were a world alone and free! 

T v e seen fair England's lofty towers, 
And France in i ts frivolity: 
But dearer far is still to me, 
M y beatb-clad, heath-clad haun t s of infancyl 
There 's not a spot on th is fair earth, 
T h a t warms my heart, or charms mine e y e ; 
T h a t calis such joyous thoughts to b i r th , 
Or can. snob, c&reless honrs supply, 
A s tbose gigantic clifla of o í d , 
W h e r e clouds and irinds can revel free; 
"VPhere sunbeams B h e d etherial gold— 
My heath-clad, hea th -c l ad l ann t s of infancy! 



' BWEET ROSE OF HAZEtDEAtT, 
Writlen by Macando' Roiga-, Music by li. Wíltm. 

s t a r a _ b o o n S e e m s a ¿ a r k l ^ n s b r i g h t w i ' j o y ^ f h l l e 

H . a Z t b l - d e á n . ' H o * i i t t o * n i > e t t h e e 

I o v e _ l y flowerl S i r e e t r o s e ' o f H a í - e l - d e a n . 

Now let na wander through the broom, 
And o'er the flowery l e a ; 

W h i l e summer wafts her r ich perfume 
F r a e yonder hawthorn t r e e ; 

The re on yon mossy bank we'll rest, 
W h e r e we've sae aften been, 

Claip 'd to each other'a throbblng breast , 
Sireet rose of Hazeldean. 



How sweet to vlew tha t face so meek, 
T h a t dark expressive eye ; 25 

To kiss tha t lovely blushing cheek, 
Those lips of cocal dye l 

B a t o h ! to hear thy seraph erratas, 
T h y maiden Bighs betweert, 

Makes raptara thri l l throngh a l l m y veini». 
Sweet rose of Uazeldeas . 

O h l what to us is wealth or r a n k ? 
1 Or what is pomp or power ? 

Hore dear this velvct mossy bank, 
T h i s b l c s t e c s t a t i c h o o r ; . 

I 'd covet not the monarch ' s f t rone , 
Ñor diamond-stndded queen, 

W h i l e bleet wi' thee, and thee alone, 
Sweet rose of Hazeldean. 

THE JUNSTKEI OF THE TYEOI. 
Written by Joñas B. Phttlips. Music ly Emry Bussétt. 

l l f i l i t o f h o p e s h o n c c h e e c _ i _ l y J W h e n t h e _ 2 i g r t o f 

-«j n i j . j jñTj . j ¿n 
l i o p e s h o n e o h o e r ^ i J y j H e s a . n g t h e t a l e s o f b i s 

T h e n with p r i e l e h e t o l d > h o w h i s k i n s m a n b o l d F e l l 



2 o 

n o - . b l y , e r o y i e l d t o s l a . v e . r y O h F r o m h i s . 

m o i i n t r ü n l a n d j w i t h h i s h a r p i n h a n d C f l m t * a 

m i n s t r a l y o u t h r i g h t m e E _ r i _ l y 5 A n d h e s a n f ? the . 

l a y s o f NI*: h o y h o o d day5,"Wh,en t h e l i g h t o f h o p e s h o n e 

c h e e r - i _ l y i w h o n t h e l i g h t o f h o p e s h o n e c h e e r i l y 

'Mid a gallant throng did that son ot song 
Tune his harp, but not so merr i ly ; 

For hiB thoughts would roam te his distant home, 
To the green hills smiling cheerily. 

W i t h trerabling hand, of h is fatherland 
l í e sang with snch deep emotion; 

And a tear-drop carne as he breath 'd the ñame 
Of the maid of his soul's devotion. 

Oh! 'mid a gallant throng did that son of song 
Tune his harp, but not so merr i ly ; 

For h is thoughts would roam to his distant home, 
To the green hills smiling cheerily. 

T H E O Í D A N D T H E NEw* Y E A R . 
Wbrda by J. B. Phüliri. Mxmc by J. JP. Kwght. 

s e e m y e a l l s o g a y ; I s ¡t b e c a t i s e t h e N c w Y e a r i 

= = < - * — 1 < — y 
n e . a n d t h e O í d h a s eass 'd a . - W a y ! O h ! 



a n d g a y t t b u s o n s t r o i t l R a i - . l y o n A n d t h « 

i/'ui n i M rn n 
b u r d e n b e t h e N e w Y e a r s c o i n é a n d t h e O í d Y e a r s 

The oíd man gazes on tho mirth, he smiles not like the rest ; 
He sita in silence by the hearth, and 6eems with grief op-

press'd. 
• H e sees not in the merry throng, the child who.was his 

pr ide; 
He-listens foi her joyons song—she is not by his side. 
But scarce a twelvemonth she was there, and now he is 

alone -
Ye t s t i l l y e s i n g the New Year 'scome, and the Oíd Year's 

gone; 
Yet still ye sing the New Year's come, and the Oíd Year 's 

eone. ~ 
Dance onl dance on! be blithe and gay, uor pause to think 

thewhi l e l 
Vhat ere tkis year h&> passed away, too may cease to 

smi le ; 
Fo r time in his resistiese Sight hr ings changes sad and 

drear, 
The.sunny hopea of youth to blight, with ev'ry coming year . 
Bn t still be happy whllé ye may, ánd let the dance ge on, 
Btill gaily s ing the New Year 's come, and the Oíd Year's 

gone, 
Still gaily s ing the New Year's come, and the Oíd Year 's 

gone. 



COME SIT THEE DOWN. 
Mwio composed and sung by John Sinclair. 

C o m e s i t t h e e d o w n . m y b o n f i y , b c n n y l o v e , 

[ T I h > I - I P L I - > l - t - f e - f 

jaee aown,my Don_ny, ooni. ny i o w , 

. C o m e s i t t h e e áown hy m e love, A n r i i w&l 

t e l l t h e e m a - n y a t a l e . O f t h e d a n g e r s o f t h e s e a . 

T b e s t i e s are flamiDg red, my love. 
The skies ara fiaraing red, love; 

And darkly rolla the moimtáin w&re, 
i Ana re v ? . i & D ^ s t r o u i head ; 



Whi t e skles and ucean hlending, 
And bltter howls the b l a B t , 

And the daring tar, ' twixt Ufe and dealh, 
Clinga to the sbatter 'd m a s t ! 

And the daring tar, ' twixt Ufe and death, 
Cüngs to the sbatter 'd mast I 

Come sit thee down, m y bonny, bonny love. 
Come si t thee'down by me, love, 

And I wül tell thee many a tale 
Of the dangers of the sea. 
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SMILE AGAItí MY BONMTE LASSEE. 
fVords and Music ly a Lady. 

T h e . n i o o n I s b l i n k i n g . O e r t h e l e a 

K « n her h o r n n>y b o n n i e l a s s i t ; a-a.x 

%G1T\ « k s m l l e . a f i f t i o 

o ,noe> a g a i n m y b o n n i c L a s s l e T h e r c s n a u e h t . i n 

U f e s a o f f e a r t o m e a s t h y s f r o e f s m i l e m y b o n n f e l a s s i e 

A star is peepin' o'er the lea, 
I ken its light, my ain dear lass ie ; 

But a h ! it ' looks so lorn tho ' bright , 
'T i s jus t} ike me wifhout thee, lassie. 

Come again, oh coma ágain, once again, m y bonnie lass ie ; 
I ' l l sing a song o' brigbter days, when by thy slde, my bon

nie lassie. 



3 0 OLD SCOTLAJTC). I LOVB T H E E ! 
Poetry ly Andrcm Park. Composcu by W. II. TÁthgow 

O í d S c o t l a n r t I l o v e t h e e ¡ t h o o r t d e a r e r t o . 

- - f A X , Y e t t f e o i i ' r t g a f l a n t i n l o v e 3 a n d t r i a m p h a n t i n w * j í 

— V Y ^ — Y = * 

T h y o l o u d e o v * r d h U l s . t h a t l o o f c np f r o ; n t h o s e a s . 

W h e r e Ü i e s t h e b o J d E a g í u I n í r e e d o m o n h i g í i - , T h r o ? 

r t í g e o n s o f e l o u d i n i t s w i l d n a t i v e s k y 1 . Fox o í d ítc 

2 n d V e r s e 

O n a r a e n o t t h e l a n d w k e r e t h e O l i v e ' t r i s e g r o w . s 

O ASMO NOT TLIE-LIMD V̂BERT* THE -¿UVE-FEO GRYW-Y. 
ÑOR THE LÜ,CD OF TBE SHARARWK, ÑOR LAIUI r>F TKE ROA?; 
BUT SLIOW RAE TBE THISFLE, TÍIAT WAREX ITS p r o n r t h e a d , 
OVER HÉROES WLIOSE BLOOD FOR THEIR NOINTTRY w a s s h e d ! 

FOR OÍD SCOTLAND, I LOVE THEE! t b i M i r t DEAVER TO ME 
THAN ALL LANDS THAT ARE GÍRT BY THE WI-IE-ROLLÍUY K^a, 
THO' ASLEEP NOT IN SUNSHIUE, LIKE ISLANDS NFIÍR, 
YET THOU'RT GALLANT IN LOVE, a u d TRIÚNJPBAUT I O. WAR! 



Then tell me of bards, and of warriors bold. 
W h a wielded their brands in tbe battles of c id ; 9 

"Who conquer'd and died for their lov'd native land, 
AVith its maidens so fair, and its raountains so grand. 

For oíd Scotland, I love tbee l thou'rt dearer to me 
T h a n all Iands t ha t are girt by the wide-rolling sea ; 
Tho ' asleep not in sunshíne, l ike islaads afar, 
Ye t thou'rt gallant in love, and tr iumphant ' iu war ! 

8 L E E * O N , M Y B E L O V E D O N E . 

Werds and Music T>y ZTerbert SmyÜw. 

S l o o p o n m y b e _ l o v d o n e , M y K a t h l e e n s l e e y 

K a t h l e e n d o a r j K a r n w p l l . F a r e w e l l , m y K a t b l e o n d o a r . 

May that dream of eiichanünent 
Be oft in my 6lecp, 

"When high lash the billows. 
W h e n Ioud roars the deep; 

W h e n my bark bears me siriftly 
Far , far from m y home, 

May the bliss of that móment 
To soothe thee oft come! 

Faren r ell I farewell! my Katblecn dear. 
Farewell! fafeirell! my Kathlcen üear, 



33 EOW WEEL, MY B02TNIE BTT1XT 
WHERRY. 

Jbeíry íS¡y JSóbert Alian, Music 6y Jl J*. CTarifc. 

N o » 1 0 » t h e e w e e l m y b o n n i e b n i l t w ü w y j l v e 

t o W d t h e e l a n g . & n d w i t h t h e e b e e n a i e í _ r y ? 

r o v ' d thee latead I^-e roVd th« ^e^.ly,^ tfre 

a e T - r y ? iVe 

j o x . l y , í V e 

^ ^ ^ 1 o V r t ^ ĵ ^ '̂*^^ 

T o w r o w t h e e m y b o n . n i e b n i l t w h e r j r y > T h e n 

. r o w t h e e w e e l m y . b o n n i e b n i l t w k e r r y > 

. B o w r o w t h e e m y b o n . n i e b u i l t w i e r . r y , I v e 

.xow'd t b e e l a n í And wi tb t h e e b e e n m e r ^ r y . 
My wherry was built for the gal lant and brave, 
She dances sae l igh t o'er t he bonnie whi te wave— 
She dances sae l ight throngh the clond and the haxe, 
And steers by the l ight of the watchfire blaze. 

Then row, row thee, m y bonnie buil t wherry, &c. 

But a' tha t I Iov'd on earth Is gane, 
And I and my wherry are left a lane ; 
T h e blast i s Wawn tha t hore them awa'— 
But thcre is a day that 's oomin' for a'. 

Then row, row thee, m y bonnie buil t wherry, & C 





c lour i s i t s c r i M S o n s h A w l n g ^ i t s c r i n s o n s h o v i t i g . 

AlLdáy we shall wonder forth, 
Where the heather-bells are growing; 

O'er the mountain-side, with, stately pride, 
"While the summer sun is glowing; 

All day, &c. 
I'U never dream of care, love! 
Thongh long the day should b e ; 
For dear, my love shall be with thee. 
Then come, sweet maid with me, 

W h e r e Iiiigar's stream is flowmg; 
Whi l e the evening sun its race ha th run, 

And the c loudhís crimson showing, 
And the cloud his crimson showing, 
And tlie cloud h i s crimson showing, 
And tho cloud his. crimson showing, 
And the cloud bis crimson showing. 

LTJCYNEAL. 
New wards by A. Parle 

dazts d i * f e o l . T T n . t i l I I raet a. p r e t t y m s i d V A w e 

C n p i d s s h r i n e I k n f e l , A n r l « e e p b e c a u s e » h e s . 

http://feol.TTn.tilI


Her cyos were bright os evening's star, 
And could sucb charras revea 1, 

T h a t all who look'd upon tha t face 
Admíred nwee.i Lucy Neal . 

H e r ora l cheeks like roses were, 
T h a t half their cliarms conceal; 

H e r beauteous brow than snow mor»; fair, 
M y lovely Lucy Neal I 

M y lovely &c., 
H e r voice was sweet, her hcar t vn • t n » , 

Ye t o'er t ha t hear t did steal 
Some inward grief that sileut won-

T h e framc of Lucy Neal . 
She seem'd too puré for life and me 

T h a t womid I could not h e a l ; 
But while I l i v e I'll ne'er forget 

M v lovely Lucy Neal. 
My lovely, &c. 

A t last she faded fast away, 
Til l death her eyes did seal. 

And in the flow'ry May of iiíe, 
I iost my Lucy Neal. 

I wander tbrough the world alone, 
And none know how I feel 

Th*;.heavy, silent solitudo 
I own for Lucy Neal. 

My lovely Lucy Neal, 
My poor lost Lucy Nea l ; 
O ! u she were in life again, 
How happy would I feeí. 



I ' M AFLOAT. 
ñ'wr nú Andrew Park. Music by llenry JtusseU. 

T h e m u s i c a - r o u n d ^ n c . ^ t h c h l g h s w e l l i n g b r c e Z a 

. m u í - m a r o f t r a t e r s , t h e o l o u d s l o w o r i n B n i R h j l T h e 

• ttmftist s ^ t h a t j » i s h ^ t h r o a g h t h e ^ m i g h t - i d a r k n d 

s k y f - T h o s h a d o w s a z o a n d p t b u t m i U c e ' m e m o r e 
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c h i l d , t m & f l o a t , I m a f l o a t a n d a s p l a c í A $ a c h i l d . 

Qh home of my fathers, so beauteous and bine! 
Whóse barques 'mid the breakers so gloriously fleiv; 
While sea-birds above are so lottd in their cry, 
And hurricanés answer with ready rep ly ! 
Tliose stecp decks of famc wberc our ancestors trod, 
Where Blake and where Nelson had lotig their abade j 
Where marinera bold stem the wave and t b R breeze. 
My barquc is my home, and my woríd is the seas! 

The murmur of v/aters, the clouds lowering nigb, 
The tempesta that rush through the night-darken'd sky, 
T h e shadows around us but make me more mild, 

, I 'm añoat, I 'm afloat, and as glad as a child! 
l 'm afloat, l 'm afloat, and as glad as a child 1 

A LIFE ON THE OCEAN WAVE, 
Composed and suw bu Eenry Russtll. 

K o j n f t - o n t h e r o l ! i n g A e c f f i W h e r e t h e s c a t t e r ' d - w a _ t e r s 

s c a t t o r d w a t e r s r a v e ^ Á n d t h e w i n d s t h a i ir r e v t í l s 



b r i n e T h e s p r a y a n d t h e t i > r a p e s t s r o a r A 

ufe o n th<- o c e á n ' w a v u A h o r a e o n tlíe r o l i i n g 

w i n d á t h c i r r e v e i s k e p p í T h u W i ñ r l $ , t h e w i n d s » t h e 

• w i n d s ' t h e ' i r r e v i l s J i e e p T h e w i n d » > A o * 

Once more on the deck I stand, 
Of my own swift-gliding craft; 

Set sa i l ! farewell to the land, 
T b e gale follcw3 faír abaft, 

Of my own swift-gliding craft; 
Set sa i l ; fareweU to the land, 

The gale follows fair abaf t 
W e shoofc tbrough the sparkl ing foam, 

Like an ocean bird set free; 
Like the ocean bird, our borne 

We ' l l find far ont on the sea. 
A life on the ocean wavel 

Á Upme on the rolling deepl N 

W h é r e the scatter'd waters rave, 
And the winds tbeir reveis keep ! 

T h e winds, t he winds, t he winds tfieir reveis keep! 
The winds, t he winds, the winds their reveis keep 



i W?l TH35 Í-IIILS OF SCOTLAH», 

¿ i * r ( h l s t l i * p r o u d l v WAVL* T i e r>iab l e i n o f m y 

T Í A . t i v e - l & n r i TA«Í mat^to e l t b e b r e v e . 

"\Vheve is the heurt that wadna warnt 
XO hear o' Scotland'a wecl, 

The n*mfl alone, it breathes a charm 
JÍor tions shall ever feel. 

I JoV the hUld, &c. 
Thy sona thóu*íh tar in itbr-r LÍ¿»ÍÍCS, 

SilII mlml the bappy spot; 
.The noiáy river, tbe silver stream, 

And ivy-tíovered cot. 
U ^ f t th* hillB, &c. 

Home ef my yonth?—my fo.ní üesird 
Shall o'er the wators glúle, 

For aye auld Scotland shall he free, 
Free as the Bwellirig tíde. 

I lo 'e the hill«, &c. 

file:///Vheve


40 AIX THXNGS LOVE THEE, SO DO I. 
Gomposed by O. 2£ . fforn. 

t h o t t ( l o s * s l f í e p 5 L i t . t l e b i r d s n p . . o n t h e t r e 
* J — 

S i n p ; t h e i r sweetust s ó n g j s f o r t h e « > t h t « i r « u v e e t . e s t 

s l n m b s r s l i e j A U t h i n g s l o v e t h e e s o d o J t ' w h p n t h o n 

^ d c s t i n s l u m b c r s l i e , A l l t b i n f r s l o v e t h e e s o d o t f 

A l l t h i n p s l o v e t h e e , A l l t h i n í p & i v í ' t h e e i A U & c 

W h e n thon wak'st, the sea will poní 
Tressures for thee to tbe shore ; 
And the earth, in plant and tree, 
Brihg forth fruit and floVrs for thee^ 

Fru i t and flowers for thee ; 
Whi l s t the gloiious stars above, 
Shine on thee l ike trusting love. 
W h e n thou dost in slumbers lie, 
AU tilinga love thee. so do I . 

W h e n tiioü doat in slumbers lie, 
All tilinga love tbee, so do I . 
All things love thee, 
All things love thee, 
AU tbings love thee, so rio I . 



MY MABTS E'E. 41 
Foelry by A. Parle. Music b¡ W.B.Lilhgow. 

Wbpn i m i r r o r ' d s o f t i ñ L i l i * o r s e a < T o a t w a h é n a i n t q y 

. k e a r t n**w l o v < B , A n < i m i n - i s a e o 1 m y M a r y ' s e ' e , 

There ' s mildness In the lady moon, 
When from the suh's red glaiices she 

I s blending with the sky.at ndon, 
T h a t minds me of my Mary's e'e. 

There 's gladaess in each varying turn, 
Of summer 's sportiva houey bee, 

Tha t makes my conscious bosom burn, 
And minds me of my Mary'B e'e. 

There 's azure in the violet, 
T h a t breaüíes a saored spell to me, 

W h e n i ts fond eyelids open sweet, 
T h a t minds me of my Mary's e'e. 

There 's not a fleeting, fairy sight, 
By grassy mead or upland free, 

By sunny noon, or moonlit night, 
But minds me óf my Mary's e'e. 



W H A T S A' T H E STXEBJEnOOER. 
Jacóbiie. 

c l a i t h é s , a n d f r i m y o u r Cap" a - n e w , F o r l ' i 

w e a r ' t , S i n C h a r l l e i s c o m e H a n i e , w e h a e n a e c a n s e 

d o w n , a n d w e l _ _ c o i E e C b « r _ ^ l i e t e r e 

Olí! what h) he l i t e , kimmer 1 
W h a t is he l ike? 

He ' s l ike a bonnie Scottlsh lad. 
(As ye were like langsyne.) ' 

H e luiks and moves, as weel he may, 
Liké ane o' priricely Une— 

An' weel he sets the üannet blue 
Upon his manly broo. 



THE 1TY OREEN. 4¿ 
Written by Charles Dicten»,' Composed by Etnry Itussell 

O h a d a i n t y p l a n t i s t h e I . . v y p e e n T h a t 

? e p e t h o ' e r r u i n s o I H O f r l g h t c h o l e e 

Oxuffing C r í i * g ¡ i > S ' " A r a r e o ! í L p l a n t ( i » t h p l v y g r e e n 



Fot he Btealeth on, Iho' lie wears no wings, 
44 And a stanoh oíd heart has h e ; 

H o w closely he twinoth, how tight he olings, 
Th his friend the huge oak t ree ; 

And slily he traileth along the ground, 
And his leaves he genüy waves, 

A B he joyously hugs and crawleth round 
T h e rich monld of dead men's graves. 

Creeping where, &c. 
Whole ages nave Sed and their works decay'd, 

And naiions h a ve scatter'd been; 
But the stont oíd I v y shall ne ver'fado 

F r o m i ts ha le and hear ty g r e e n : 
The brave oíd plant in its lonély days 

Shall fatten npon tbe pas t ; 
F4fr the stateliest building man can raise, 

I s the Ivy ' s food a t last. 
Creeping where, & c 

Words bg A. Fürh. 

CSsS: 

RUTH* 
Musíc adapted to afavourite Germán 

Melody. 

s h a l l a _ s h a r < » r b e f r l t h t h e e > I s h a l l <kc 



T h y people also shall he mine,—• 
T h y home shall be my loved abode* 

I ' l l worship a t t hy sainted sh r ine ; 
T h y God shall also be my G od I 

And Vhere thou diest I shall die. 
And there shall I be buried too; 

I f aught but death par t thee and I, 
May worse than death the act pursue! 

Ent rea t me not to leave thee, 
Ñor to re ta ra from following t h e e ; 

The tbought dotb wildly grieve me, 
For where sbou l i I so happy be ? 

46 

WHY AM I THTTS EORSAKEN* 
Words by Marros. Musicby Bellini. 

diM,PPROVIN£ O h i t OAN NOV-R O h í IT c a n OVER^A1' 

- J T - ' - J ^ — y * & TRT^J~í7-
t r a i t o r b f Y e t t h y b í * a r t s t i l l t i i s r t p j r o v i n p T h y h e a r í 

s t i l l d i 5 a p p r o v i n K O M o & n «fce. 



THE BBAES Oí1 ÁRDGrOWAIÍ-
4í Miisic adapled to a favourüe Scotch Air. Jirittert l 

IR. 21. Ahxawler. 

gr(»cn,WKkt s o e n e s o f <*f - . f í i c t . i p n a.nd l o v c hm-.yr 

& _ . ^ . . A , f 1 t . 

f o n d h e a r t s h f l r t h r o b d i n y o n t i m * I i a l l o w d b o w e r s , 



W h a t b r i g h t , c ye s .k4 . e g * . X e d o n y o n . d e t r a e . 

'Twere rude at first meeting, love's homage to sigh, 
Tho ' we read its response on the tale-t*iling eye ; 
But I whisperéd " good e'en," and I thought írom the tone 
Of her sweet luced voice, she. migbt yet he my own. 

Braes of Ardgowau, &c. 

Oh, why need I tell of love's frolics andViles , 
Of the tongue saying no, no, whíle yes said the smiles ; 
T ime fled with hís changes, and now ' t is my pride 
T o sing that sweet Mary's my own blooming bride. 

Braes of Ardgowan, &c. 

THE MINIATTOtE. 
Written bu <?. P. Morris. Comvosed by Joseph P. Rntght. 

o f h i s wiití F x e « h , á j i f t o ' j c h ' d b y f a i r y w & o d ^ j t h 

b ' r l T u l 
This picíure is yourself, dear Jane , 

'Tis drawn to nature t r a e ; 
I 'vo kiss'd it o'er and o'er again, 

I t is so much l ike you. 
" And has i t kiss'd you baclc, my d e a r ? n 

" W h y , no. my love," said h e : 
" Then Wii l iam it is very clear, 

'T i s not at all like me." 



48 WHA WADTTA FECHT FOK CEAEUE1 
Sung by Wllson ai the Queen's Concert Booms, líanovef 

W h a . w a d . n a í e c h t í o r C h a a r . U e í W h a w a d . n a 

u p a n d r a l . l y A t t h e r o y . ¿ t P r i n o e s w o r d . 

Rouse, rouse, ye kilícd warriorsl 
Rouse, ye héroes of the north 1 
Bouse, and joih your ehiefta.n Ts banners. 

'Tis your Frínce that leads you fcrthl 
Shall we basely crouch to tyrants ? 
Shall we own a foreign sway ? ^ 
Bhaü a royal Stuart be banish'd, 

V h i l e a stranger rules the day ? 
W h a wadna fecht, &c 

Sce the northern clans advancingl 
See Glengarry and Lochiel! 
8ee the brandish'd broadswords glancing > 

Híshland hearts are th íe as steel. 



Now our Prince has raised his banner 49 
Now tr iumphant is o:ir cause ; 
Now the Scottish lion railies, 

I*et us str ike for Prince and lawsl 
W h a wadna fecht, & c 

O SISTERDEAB! 

Y h e a r t s o y o u n g A P t f c i n e b e g r i e v i n g 

W h y d o t u a x s b e . d i r n t h i n c « * y e . T b e n 

S r a ü e to r o e , O s i s - - t e r d e a r l . 

Oft midnight dreams reveal to me, 
Pictnres h r i g h t i n snnshine glowing; 
W h e n with mir th thy hear t o'srflowing^ 

Made thy looks so glad and free. 
Chase away tha t fallí ng tea'r, 
Sinile to me , O stster dear, 
Simia to me, O sister deari 



$0 •WHERE THE BEE ST/CKS. 
The Musió ty Dr. Arne. Arrangei ty 8. Xelsm. 

C o w . s l i p ' s s a i I l i e : T h e r o I o o i i e h w h e n o v l s riu 

e r _ r i _ l y i a f _ _ t e r s u n - s e t m e r _ r i _ l y . 

Merrily, merr i ly shall I Uve now, 
Under the Dlossom t h a t hangs ón the bougb, 

Merrily, merri ly shall I Uve now, 
Under the blossom that hangs on the bough, 
Under the blossom that hangs on the bough. 

Merrily, merri ly shall I Uve now, 
Under t he blossom tha t hangs on the bough, 

Merrily, merrily shall I Uve now, 
Under the blossom that hangs on the bough, 
Under the blossom tha t hangs on the bough. 

O BEAUTEOUS NIGHT! 
WrUlea hg A, Parle Musie tyDonnizetti, 

O h l b e & a t e o o s n i g h t W i t l m ó o n W b r j f j t 

How f a i r t W s k i e e s hit w i t h t l i ó s e m i l i ion 



- ~fy f í o t empes t no b u t a ü J o o k s o h e e r i j y . 
O h ! beauteous night; 
W l t h moon so br igh t ; 
How fair the skies, 
L i t ir i th thoae miIIion eyesl 

T h e boundlcss blue around is spread, 
Like spangled floor where angela tread 1 

T h e wiud reposes, 
Soft as on roses. 
And echo bound, 
Has lost its sound, 

Oh! beauteous night, wiíh moon so br ight! 
OhJ boAUteous night, O h ! beauteous ni;,*)..I 
No shadows shall come near thee drear i ly ; 
No tenjpest, n o ! but all looks cheerily. 
No tempest s t rong shal l faarm thee, sweet uight, 

O ! beanteous night, 



52 THE QTTEEN OF MAY. 

Written l>y Alfred Tennyson. Music ly Wüliam i ? . Vempster, 

Y o n i n u s t vATte a n d c a l i m<> e s r - í y , c a l i n t e 

e a r _ I y , i n o - t h e r d e a r ; T o _ r a o r . r o w _ 11 b e t k » . 

h a u - p i _ e s t t i m e o í «Etl t h e gUd N * > * . . y e a r í O f 

• J J> J , J py^g 
• * U t h e g l a d N e w y o a r , m o — t h b f > j tho 

M a y » m o ^ - t h e r , I m t o b e a u p e n o ' t h e M « y , 

I sleep so Round all night, mother, tha t I shall never awake 
I f you do not cali me ioud when the day begias to break; 
But I raust gather kuots of fiowers, and buds and garlands 

gay, 
Fos r r a to be Queen o' the May, ir-other, I 'm to be Queen o' 

t he May. 

Li t t l e Effle shall go with me to-morrow to the green, 
And you'll be there too, mother, to aee me made the Queen; 
T h e shepherd lads on cvery side '11 come from far away, 
Aud I ' m to be Queen o' the May, mother, I ' m to be Qu*»cii 

o' the May. 

All tbo valley, mother, will be fresh, and green, and stiíl, 
%Aüd the cowstip and the crowfoot are over all the h i l í : 
• T h e r i T u l e í jjj .the flowery dale will merrily glance and play, 
For I 'm to be Queen o' the May, mother, I 'm to be Queen o 

the May. 



AKHIE LATJBIE. 55 
Thtfavourite Seótch Bailad, ae srnig tg Jennp Lina. 

Maxwellton b r a e í Are BONR.ie,WHere ear.ly 

' i a ' s ^Ae" ^ d e ^ A n d ^ ATIERE' iiiuLt A * i i n i e LaurieGieVl 

b o n n i e A n - n i e L a n r i e r d l a y m e domie a n d d e e . 

H e r brow.is like the snaw-drift, 
He r throat is l ike the swan, 

H e r face, i t i s the fairest 
T h a t e'er the sun shone o n ; 

Tha t e'er the snn shone on, 
And clark blue is h e r e 'e ; 

And for bonnie Annie Lanr ie 
I 'd lay me down and dee. 

Like dcw on the gowan lying, 
I s t he fa' o' he r fairy feet; 

And l ike winds in summer sighlng, 
H e r volee is low and sweet ; 

H e r volee is IOTT r.nd sweet, 
And she's a' tbe irorld to me, 

And for bonnie Annie L a u d e 
I 'd lay me down and dee. 



W B A N K S O F AIiZiAK W A T E R , 

Words by M. Q. Lewis, Musk by C, E. Horn 

O n t h e b & n f c s o í A l _ . l & n w a . t e r , W H e n t h e . 

^ ^ e e t 9 ( p t i n g t i m e d i d f f l J . I , W < * s t h e m i H e r s l o W . * X T 

d * o g h t e t , Í V i i r e x t c \ f t h e m * l l , F o r h i s b r i d e ' a 

s o l t i i e r s o t i g h t h o r , A n d a w i n n i n R t o n g u e h < M b O j O n 

SEBEE 

t h e b a n k s o f A l - l a n vr&AeiX} "Nonti s o g d y a s s h e . 

' On the banks of Alian water, 
W h e n brown autumn spreads Ka Btore, 

There I saw the miller's aaoghter, 
But she smiled no- more. 

F o r t he summer grief liad hronght her, 
And her soldier falsé was he•, 

On t h e banks of Alian water, 
None so aad as she . 

O n the banks of Alian water, 
W i e n the wintér snow fcll fast, 

SU1I was seen the miUer's daughtcr, 
Chilling blew the blast. 

B u t t he mil ler 's lovely daoghler , 
Both from eold and care was free, 

On toe banks of Al ian water, 
The re a coree lay s h e ! 



THERE'S NOTHING TRTTE BtFT HEAVEN 55 
Wotds by Thrmns Mborc. Adapted by John Turnbullj 

from a mclody ty Lauis Spohr. 

a t Heav*n,Tfe«íre?s n o . t h i n g t r a c b a t H e a v e n , 

Poor wand'rers of a stormy 3ay, 
From wave to wave we're dr iVn; 

And fancy's flash, and reason's ray . 
Serve but to l ight the troubled way. 

The smiles of joy, &c 

And false the light en glory's plume, 
As fading hues oí evttn; 

And lor« and hope, and beauty's bloom; 
Are blosfioma gathor'd for the tomb. 

T h e estiles of joy, &c. 



66 THE WABMOB'S JOY. 

ifordsfimn tía Frmch. Mutis ty CtOfttfi. 

¡ay W e r e w i t n e s s ' d b y m y f a t h e r , e x c l & i m e d t h e 



f r e e a . p a i i i í F r a i i o t * t h e n t h y p r & i s e 1 fiinp 

F a l s e h o o d s h a l l f a l l b u t t r u t h s b a l l r e m a i n A n d 

f r e e a . - r a i d t h e b a t . t l e f l e l d W h e n d a u n t l « * s s 

d o w n h i s s h i e l d A n d b o * r t o m » K h t y F r a n c o . 

¿ V o f í . ~ A n i n c l d e n t e o n n e c t e d w i t h t h l s s o n g . a n d o n w h j c h t h e 
* o r d s a r e f o u n d e d , I s h e r e w o r t h r e l a t i n g : — " A y o u n g F r e n c h m a n , 
ñ a m a d H y n c l n t h M a r t i n , a n o f f i cer o f t h e 1 3 t h n & t t a l t o n , h a v i n g b e e n 
• n g a g e d d u r i n g t h e l a t e r e v o l u t l o n i n F r a n c a i n r o u t i n g t h e I n a u r -
g e n t s , a flag p l a n t e a b y t h e r a o n a b a r r i e n d o ln t h e R u ó M o n i l m o n -
t a n t , w a s t a s e n b y t h e y o u n g o f f i cer a m i d s t a i h o w e r o f b u l l e t s . 
T b s c o m r a a n d t a g o f f i c e r o b a e r v i n g t h U d a r i n g f e a t , h a d t h e y o u t h 
• e n t t o G e n e r a l L a m o r c j e r e , a t t h e N a t l o n a f A s s e i n b l y , w h e r e h e 
t r a s i m m e d i a t e l y I n t r o d u c e d t o G e n e r a l C a v a i g n a c , w h o , a f t e r e m -
b r a c l n g h i m a f f e c t i o n a t e l y , t o o k f r o m h i s o w n b r e a s t a c r o s s o f t h e 
l e g i ó n o f h o n o u r , a n d d e c o r a t e d t h e y o u n g s o l d l e r vr i th i t , s a y l n e , y o u 
h a r é vrel l d e a e r v e d i t . ' T h e y o u t h e x c l a t m e d , ' H o w h a p p y w í U m y 
f a t h e r b e . ' a n d w e p t for j o y . T h e music te m o s t s p i r í t o d a n d c b a r a t -
t e r i a t i o o f t h e w o r d a . " — Vtde Freneh Song. 

— - o s e » - — 



, 8 THE AKCHSES' SQKG. 
U'ritten bu A. Pwk. Mv.sk Jíosnm 

KÍ.T 

j o y , i n jóy c o m p e t e t o d a y , M a n l y o n r s p o r t a n d 

i«-vt¡r f r e e . N o n e a x t s b e a . t h a i f s o RAV, Abatid 

o£ merry Arehers vre In joy in joy í í O m p o t e to 

http://Mv.sk


Ü a t , M A n l y o n r s p o r t a n d e v e r í r e i ^ N o A u 

Bo let us benrl ílic fínicefnl bow— 
A pastime üt t ing l'or a k i n g ; 

And lot the arrow, swiftly go— 
I n music frbm the stviup. 

So let us bend, &c. 
And may v e hehold more archera bold, 

Assembled gaily in the p la in ; 
I t lias been so in the times of oíd, 

May we soon see the like again. 
A band of merry archera, &c 

DRINK TO ME OFIY 
For Thret V'oioet-



w AWAY, BY GALLANT BAHK. 

Writien by A. Ihrt. Muah by A. D. l'homscn. 

i ^ u t n j í D d i j h 0 íi 

d a n c i í t R w a v c í i A n d a s t h u w i n d s - b e f r e e ; T b y 

_ . n r a t h j B e _ n e a f h t h a t s u n . b r i g M s k y . . 

O tha t thou irert a t h ing of Ufe, 
To feel and th ink like m e ; 

T h e n throngh the salt and surgy «aves . 
More gladly would'st thou fiee; 

W i t h thought thou'd'st travel hand in haud 1 
More swift than tempesto sireep, 

Then on, then on, my gallant bark, 
Along the princely deep, 

Along, along, along the princely deep. 



I NKEK TOTJND ONE LIKE THEE. 6 1 

Words by W. II. Alexander. Music by A . Mucyouit. 

T h e warblers of the grove 
H a r é charmed my Iistening ear: 
Y e t ah, they ne'er could move 
t i ike thee, affection's tear 

O'er many, Ase. 
Then come my love th is night— 
We' l l seek sorae lonely isle, 
'Where all that 's tair and bright , 
Shal l centre in t hy smile. 

O'er many, ose. 



3? YE M A 5 X N E R S OF ENGLATO. 
TVriüen by Thonutá üumphell. Music by Dr. CuHcott. 

b & t . t l e a n d t h e b r e e z e , Y o a r g l o r i o u s s t a n d a r d 

8 J . ^ J f | r f ¿ r - | J _ , l | - J ^ 
lannch a . g a i n T o m a t c h an_oth-er f o e , . . . A s they 

»w»ep thro* t^e^ctÍep, A s ^ h ^ y sweepthLo^tne^ deep 
" ! í R-n I F' 

' b l o w , W h e n . t h e « t o r . r o y i r i n d s d o blow. 
Brlta.mia needs no bulwark, no towns along the steep, 
He r march is o'er the mountain wave, her hume is on the 

deep , . 
W i t h thufiders from be r nativo oak she quells the floods be-

low, 
As they roar on the shore when the stormy winds do olo»\ 



T h e meteor flar; of England shall yet terrific burn, ^ 
'T i l l danger'tf ir„uhled n igh t depart; and the star of pcace 

retnrn. 
Then, then ye ocean warriors, our song and feast shall FIOW, 
To the lame of your ñame when the winds h a r é ceased to 

blow. 

RULE BRITANNIA. 
Wriilen by Thovn&on. Music by Dr. Amé. 

flri_t¿uijlxa r u l e t f c e w a v e s , B r i t o n s n e . v e r w i l l heríais. 
Tbe nations not so blest as íhee 

Must in ' their turris to tyrante Cali; 
W h i l e thou shalt flourish great iw.d free 

The dread and envy of tbem all 
Rule, Britannia, &c. 

Still more majcstic sha l t thou risc, 
More dreadful from each foreign stroke 

A.s tlie loud blast that tears the skles^ 
Serves but to root t h y nat ive oa~ 

Rule, Britannia, &c. 



Thee haugbty tyrants ne*er shall t a m e ; 
AU their at tempts to bend thee down 

W ü ^ b u t arouse t h y generous üame, 
To work their woe and thy renown. 

Hule, Britannia, &c. 
To thee belpng the rural reign, 

T h y cities shall with commerce s h i n e ; 
All thine shall be the subject main. 

And ev ' ry shore i t circles thiue. 
•* Rule, Britaunia, &c. 

The Muses, still with Freedom found, 
Shall to t hy happy coasts repair ; 

E l e s t l s l e t with ruatchless beanty crown'd, 
Ánd manly heai ts to guard the fair. 

Bule, Britannia, Bri tannia rule the waveB, 
Eritons never ^ ill be s laves / 

CATCH FOR THREE VOICBS 

W b o U k u y >»y s r o y s a n d ! 

THE END. 
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