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'BURNS’ SONGS.

LORD GREGORY.

O mirk, mirk is the midnight hour
And loud the tempest roar;

A waefu’ wanderer seeks thy tow'r,
Lord Gregory, ope the door.

An exile frae her father’s ha’,
And a’ for loving thee 3

At least some: pity, on me show, -

If love it may na be. - £ .
Lord Grégory, mind'st thou not the grave,

By bonnie Irwine side, i
Where first T own’d that virgin love

I lang, lang had denied.



SONGS.

How aften didst thou pledge and vow,
Thou would for ay be mine;

And my fond heart, itsel sae true,
It ne’er mistrusted thine.

Hard is thy heart, Lord Gregory,
And flinty is thy breast:

Thou dart of heaven that flashest by,
O wﬂt. thqu gl\e me: rest, Yy rver

L

Ye mustermg thunder from above,
Your willing victim see !

But spare, and pardon my false love,
His wraags to heaven and me!

" HIGHLAND MARY.,

Ye banks, and braes and streams around,
The castle o’ Montgomery. -

@reen be ypur woods, and fair your ﬁowam,
Your waters never dramlie!

; '.l;hﬁre summer first unfolds her robes,
nd there the langest tarry;

For there I took the last, fareweel (W

©’ my sweet Highland Mary aiigl ]




BRI i el O ) e e

How sweetly bloom’d the gay geeen birk,
How rich the hawthorn’s blossom;
As underneath the fragrant shade,
1 clasp’d her to my bosom;
The golden hours on angel wings,
Flew o’re me and my dearie;
For dear to me, as light and life,
Was my sweet Highland Mary.

Wi’ mony a vow, and lock’d embrace,
Our parting was fu’ tender;
And, pledging aft to meet again,
We tore oursel’s asunder;
But Oh! fell death’s untimely frost,
't hat nipt my flower sae early!
Now green’s the sod and cauld’s the clay,
o That wraps my Highland Mary !
O pale, pale now, these rosy lips,:
I aft hae kiss’d sae fondly! - - ©
And closed for ay, the sparkling glance,
That dwelt on me sae kindly!
And mouldering now in silent dust,
That heart that To*d me dea.rlyI
Bnt still within my bosom’s core,
Shall live my Highland Mary

CLARIN‘DA

Clarinda, mlstress of my, souly
The measured time is ryn ! .
The wreteh beneath the dreary. po‘e,
So marks his Tatest sun.

To what dark cave of frosen mght,
Shall poor Sy]yander hieg—stuids brA

Deprived of thee, his life and light,
The sun of all his joy.

We part—but, by theseprecious drops,
That fill thy lovely eyes!, .

No other light shall guide my steps
Till thy bright beams arise.

She, the fairsun of all her séx, yp 1
Hast blest.my glorious:day:y «vao! Lo
And shall aglimmering plamet ﬁm yg ov HiVy
My worship to its vay P b gacro/
5



MY WIFES A WINSOME WEE THING.

She is.a winsome wee thing,

She is a hansome wee thing,

She is a bonnie wee thing,

This sweet wee wife o’ mine.

I never saw a fairer,

I never lo’ed a dearer, s HS3
And niest my heart I’ll wear her,
For fear my jewel tine. ;

She is a winsome wee thing,
She is a handsome wee thing, :

The is a bonnie wee thing,

This sweet wee wife o’ mine.

The warld’s wrack we share o't,
The warstle and the care o’t;
Wi’ her I'll blithly bear it,

And think my lot divine. '

TO MARY.
Will ye go to the Indies my Mary,
And leave auld Scotia’s shore? |
Will ye go to the Indies, my Mary,
Across th’ Atlantic’s roar ?
6
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O sweet grows the lime'and the orange,
And the apple on the pine;

But a’ the charms o’ the Indies,
Can never equal thine.

I hae sworn by the heavens to my Mary,
I hae sworn by the heavens to be true

And sae may the heavens forget me,
When I forget my vow! .

O plight me your faith my Mary,
And plight me your lily-white hand;
O plight me your faith, my Mary,
Before T leave Scotia’s strand,

We have plighted our troth, my Mary,
In mutunal affecton to join, 4
And curst be the cause that shall part us!
The hour and the moment o’ time !

GALLA WATER. "

There’s braw, braw lads on Yrrow braes,
That wander thro’ the blooming heather;
But Yarrow braes, nor Ettric shaws, .
©Can match the lads o’ Galla water.
7
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But there is ane, a secret ane,
Abun tkten a’ 1 lo’e him better;
And T be his, a.nd he’Jl be mine,
The bonnie lad ¢’ Galla water.

Altho’ his daddie was nae laird,
And tho’ 1 hae naemeikle tocher
Yetwich:n kindest, truest love, .
We'll tent our ﬁocks by Galla water,

It ne’er was wealth, it ne’er was Wea.lth, O
That coﬂ: contemtment, peace, or pleasure,
The bands and bliss of mutual love, .. .
O that’s tne chiefest warld’s treasure!

. MARY MORISON..

O Mary at thy window be,
It is the wish’d, the tryted hour!
Those smiles and glances let me see,
That make the miser’s treasure poor ;
How blithly wad I bide the stoure,
A weary slave frae sun to sun;
Sould I the rich reward secure,
The lovely Mary Morison.

Yestreen when to the trembling string,
The dance gaed thro’the hghted ha’,
To thee my fancy took its wing,
I sat, but neither heard nor saw :
Tho’ this was fair, and that was braw,
And you the toast of a’ the town,
I sigh’d, and said amang them a’,
2l Ye are na M@ry Morison.”

oM ary,~c,anst thou wreck his peace,
Wha for thy sake wad gladly die ?
Or canst thou break that heart of his,
Whase only faut is loving thee ?
Iflove for love thou wilt na gie,
At least be pity to me shown!
A thought ungeiitle canna be
The thought o’ Mary Morison.
SI93RY & b it



| WANDERING WILLIE. . i

Here awa, there awa, wandering Wiliey -~
Now tired with wandering, haud away hame
Come to my bosom my ae only dearie,
And tell me thou bring’st me my Willie the
same.

Loyd, blaw the cauld winter winds at our
partmg
It was na a blast brought the tear to my
g’e A {1
Now welcome the summer, and welaome my’
“Willie; - ; i
The simmier. to nature, my "'Willie to me.

1] 4
I 309 ! { e | ¢

Ye'h‘ulépicaﬁé rest in the cave o’ iyouxc ,sl‘ulx_'n'-r
bers,
O how your wild horrors a lover,', ‘aslarms!
Awaken ye breezes, row gently ye bxﬂows,
And waft my dear laddle ance mair to Iy
' arms.

But if he’s forgotten his faithfullest Nanmﬁ,
O 'still flow between us, thou w1de roaring-
main ;
May I never see it, may I'never trow S
But dying believe that my Willie’s my ain,
9



SONS .
OPEN THE DOOR TO ME, O!

Oh, open the door, some pity to show,
Oh, open the door to me, Oh!
Tho’ thou hast been false, 1'll ever prove true
Oh, open the door to me, Oh ! .
Cauld is the blast upon my pale chegk,
But caulder thy o ve for me, Oh! g/
The frost that freezes the life at my heart,
Is nought to my pains frae thee, Oh'!

The wan moen is setting behind th’ white wave
And time is setting with me, Oh!

False friends, false love, farewell ! for mair
I’ll ne’er trouble them, nor thee, Oh'!

She has open’d the door, she has open’d it
wide ;
She sees his pale corse on the plain, Oht
My true love, she'cried, and sank down: by his
side, '
Never to rise again, Oh —

WHISTLE, AND I'LL COME.TO YOU
‘ MY LAD. ;

O whistle and I’ll come to you my lad:

O whistle and I’ll come to you my lad: .

Tho’ father and mither and a’ should gae mad,
O whistle and F'll come to you, mylad.

But warily tent, when ye come to court me,
And come na unless the back-yett be a-jee 3
Sine up the back-stile, and let' na body see,
And come as ye were na eomin to me,

AR H0me g dt STYTION DUW IO WO

O whistle, &e. ;

At kirk, or at market, whene’re you see me
Gang by me as tho’ ye car’d na a flie;
But steal me a blink o’ your bonnie black ¢’e
Yet look as'ye were na looking at me.

Yet look, &ec. '

O whistle, &c.
10
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Ay vow and protest that: ye care na for me,
And whiles ye may lightly my beauty a wee;
But courtna anither, tho’ jokin ye be,
For fear that she wyle your faney frae we.
For fear, &c. »
O whistle, &e.

'BONNIE 'JEAN:
There wasa lass, and she was fair,
At kirk and market to be seen,
When a’ the fairest maids were met,
The fairest maid was bonny Jean.
And aye she wrought her minnie’s wark,’
And aye she sang sae mirrilie :
The blithest bird upon the bush
Had ne’er alighter heart than she,

But hawks will robe the tender joys
That bless the little lintwhite’s nest ;

And frost will blight the fairest flowr’s,
And love will break the soundest rest.

Young Robie was the brawest lad,
The flower and pride o’ a’ the glen;

And he had owsen, sheep and kye,
And waton naigies nine or ten.

He gaed wi’ Jeanie to the tryste,

He danc’d wi’ Jeanie on the down ;
And lang ere witless Jeanie wist,

Her heart was tint, her peace was stown.

As in the bossom o’ the stream,
The moon beams dwell at dewy e’en;
So trembling, pure, was tender love,
 Within the breast o’ bonny Jean.

And now she works her mammie’s wark
And aye she sighs wi’ care and pain;
Yet wist na what her ail may be,
Or what wad mak her weel again.

But did na Jeanie’s heart loup light,
And did na joy blink in her e’e,
As Robie tauld a tale o’ love.
Ae e’enin’ on the lily lea ?
11
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The suh was sinking' inlithe west, 5 wov v A
: Thebirds singrswéet in ilka ‘grovesw »: i
His cheek to hers he foundly: -est,m-u J
- Andwhigperd thus his,'la.hoﬂxlde
O Jeanie fair, I 10’e thee dea ' -
O canst thou think to %n@} mé ¥
Or wilt thou leave thy mammie’s cot,
And learn to tent; the fapms i’ me ?

At barn orbyre thep shalt na. drmlge
Or nathing else to trouble thee;. . i.( 2

But stray, amang the. mthenmlla,, s usd W
And tent the waving corn wi me. o
Now what eonld artless Jeanie do? . ad\

She had na will to say him na: bad
At length she biush’d a sweet consent, |
And love was 2ye between them wa- 1

MEG‘ 0” 'PHE‘ MILL‘ §
O ken' ye what Meg' o' the ‘Mill his gotten, d
An’ ken ye:what Meg o’ ‘the! Mill has gotten
She has gotton a’¢oof wita claut'o’ siller, *-
And broken the heart. gl the barley' Miller.
|
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The Miller was strappen;the Miller wasruddy.
A heart like a lord, and a hue like a lady:

The laird was a, widdiefu’, bleerit: knurl:&= A
She’s left the gu,l.d fe&k)w a;nd t'a!m the Qhurl-

The miller he hech:r; her afheaxvt leal an@ldv
ing oot od [moving;:
The Laird did addneas her m’ matte;v mair
A fine pacing horse wi’a clear chained bridle,
A whip by her side, and a-bonnie side-sadle,

O wae on the sﬂfe’r, it is sae prevaling, :
And wae on the love that is fix’d on a'malen

A tocher’s nae word in a true lover’s pmrle
But, gie me my love, and a'fig for the warll

JOHN. ANDERSON MY JO

John Anderson my jo, John,
When we were first acquant,
Your locks were like the ravens,"
Your bonny brow was brent ;
But now your brow is beld; John,
Your locks are likethe snow; -
But blessingson your' ﬁvosty pOw,
John Anderson, my’ go‘ 415
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John Anderson, my joe, John,
‘We ¢clamb the hill thegither,

And mony a canty day, John,

-« 'We've had wi’ ane anither ;

Now we maun totter down, John,

- /But hand in had we'll go, -

And sleep thegither at the foot,

.. John Anderson, my jo.

DAINTY DAVIE.

Now rosy May comes in wi’ flowers, - - 1,

To deck her gay, green spreading bowers,

And now comes in my happy hours, S
To wander wi’ my Davie.

Chorus.
Meet me on the warlock knowe,
Dainty Davie, dainty Davie,
There T’ll spend the day wi’ you,
My ain dear dainty Davie.

The crystal waters round us fa’,
The merry birds are lovers a’,
The seented breezes round us blaw

A, wandering wi’ my Davie,

Meet me, &c. A

‘When purple morning starts the hare,
To steal uponger early fare,
Then thro’ the dews I will repair.

To meet my faithfu’ Davie.

/ Meet me, &e.

When day, expiring in the west,
The curtain draws o’ nature’s rest,
I flee to his arms I lo’e best,

And that’s'my ain dear Davie.

Meet me, &c.

——

AULD LANG SYNE.

Should auld acquaintance be forgot,
And never brought to min’? -
Should auld acquaintance be forgot,
And days o’ lang syne ?

14
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'Chorus. :
For auld land syne, my dear,
For auld'lang syne,
We’ll tak a cup o’ kindness yet
Forauld laug syne.
We twa hae rnnabout the braes,
~ And pu’t the gowans fine
Buw we've wandered mony a weary foot,
Sin auld lang syme. f
For auld, &e.

We twa hae paidl't i’ the burn,
Frae mornin sun till dine :
But seas between braid hae roar’d,
Sin auld lang syne.
For auld, &c.

And here’s a hand my trusty fier,
And gie’s a hand o’ thine;

And we’ll talk a guid willie-waught,
For auld lang syne,

. For auld, &e. -

And surely ye’ll be your pint stoup,
And surely Pl be mine ;-

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

For auld &e.

~

- BANNOCK BURN.

Scots wha ha wi’ Wallace bled,
Scots, wham Bruce has often led,
‘Welcome to your gory bed,

Or to glorious victory.

Now’s the day and now’s the hour :
See the front of battle lower; .
See approach proud Edward’s power—
Edward! chaius and slavery !
‘Wha will be a trator knave ?
Wha would fill a coward’s grave ?
Wha sae base as be a slave ?
Traitor, coward, turn and flee.
R
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Wha for Scotland’s king and law

Freedom’s sword will strongly, draw,.

Free-man stand or ;‘ree,map I8 o5
Caledonia, on Wi &l 5 s

By oppression’s woes-and: ﬁdms

Rv your sons in servile c,h(a.ms,l.,

We will drain our dearest yeins, . 1, s brd
But they shall be——shall be freed 5 0w (ud

f -

Lay the proud usurpers lowgh grsl Hius His
Tyrants fall in every foe® .hins 10
leerty sin every DIOWy i sininyg oad awi oW

¥ 9y

i '1-.‘_.

Forward, let us, dQ o; dle W R A

CONTENED  WI’ LITTLE.

. M

Contented Wi’ Tittle and cantie wi’ 1111
Whene'er 1 forgether wi’ sorrow and care,

"

I gie him a skelp, as they’re creepmg al a,ni1 :
ttis

jais

‘Wi'a cod o’ guid swats, and an axild Sco
sang. v80H 104813 4

I whyles claw the elbow 0’ troublesomq y

Thought
But man is a soger, amd life is'a faught
16
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My mirth and guid humonr are eoin ip my

pouch
And my freedom’s my laxrdshlp nae monarp‘z
dare iouch et

A twomond o’ trouble, should that be my fa,

A night o’ guid féllowshlp eowthgrs it a’,

When at the blithe end o’ our journey atlast,

‘Wha the deil ever thinks o’ the, road he has
past -

Blind chanee, let her snapper tmd Storyie on
her way, 41 yisd
Be't to me, be’t frae me, e’en ‘let, thefjade
Come ease, or come travail, come pleasure
. Or pain,
My warst word is—¢ Welcome and welcqme
ag‘am L P |

3 {

'SHE ''SAYS ' SHE ' LO’ES' 'ME BEST
OT A’

Sae flaxen were her xglgle,ts,

Her eyebrows of a darker hue, ..
Bewitchingly o er-archmg 4

Twa laughmg een o’ bonny, blue. sl
Her smiling sae wylmg o r _;[

Wad make a wretch. forget his woe 5
What pleasure, what treasure,

. Unto these rosy lips to grow!

17
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Such was my Chloris’ bonnie face,
When first her bonnie face I saw ;
“And ay my Chloris’ dearest charm,
She says she lo’es me best of a’.
Like harmony her motion ; gk
Her pretty ancleis a spy - oy
Betraying fair proportion, :
Wad make a saint forget the sky.
Sae warming, sae ¢harming,
Her faultless form; and gracefu’ air;
Ilk feature—auld nature
Declar’d that she could do namair.

Her’s are the willing chains o’ love,
By conquering beauty’s sovereign law;. .
And aye my Chloris’ dearest charms,
She says she lo’es me best of a’.
Let others love the city,
And gaudy show at sunny noon ;
Gie me the lonely valley,
The dewy eve, and rising moon :

Fair beaming, and streaming,

Her silvery light the boughs amang;
While falling, recalling,

The amrous thrust concludes her sang;
There, dearest Chloris, wilt thou rove

By whimpling burn and leafy shaw,
And hear my vows o’ truth and love,

And say thou lo’es best of a’

0, WAT YE WHA’S IN YON TOWN?

'

O, wat ye wha’ in yon town,
Ye see the e¢’ening sun upon ?
The fairest dame’s in yon town,
That e’ening sun is shining on. .
Now haply down yon gay green shaw,
She wanders by yon spreading tree;
How blest ye flow’rs that round her blaw,
Ye catch the glances o’ her e’e. ;
18
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How blest ye birds that round her sing,
And welecome in the blooming year !
And doubly welcome be:the spring,
The season to my Lucy dear:
The sun blinks blithe on yon town,
And on yon bonnie braes of Ayr;
But my delight in yon town,
And dearest bliss, is Lucy fajr.
Without my Jove, not a’ the charms
O’ Paradise could yield me joy;
But gie me Lucy in my ‘arms,
And welcome Lapland’s dreary sky. \
My cave wad be a lover’s bower,
Tho’ raging winter rent the air:
And she a lovely little flower,
That I wad tent and shelter there.

A }
i
\ {
B \

O, sweet is she in yon town,

Yon sinkin sun’s gane down upon,
A fairer than’s in yon town.

His setting beam ne’er shone upon. :
If angry fate is sworn my foe, :

And suffering I am doom’d to bear
I careless quit aught else below.

But spare me, spare me, Lucy dear.

For while life’s dearest blood is warm,
Ae thought frae her shall ne’er depart,
And she—as fairest is her form,
She has the truest kindest heart.

-

LASSIE WI' THE LINT WHIT
LOCKS. !f

Cl_zorué.

Lassie wi’ the lint-white locks,
Bonnie lassie, artless lassie,
Wilt thou wi’ me tend the flocks,
Wilt thou be my dearie, O ?
19
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Now fiatire cleeds the flowery lea, /
And a”is young and sweet like thee 3
O wils thou ‘share its sweets Wi’ me,
And say thou’lt be my’ de‘ame, 0
Lassie wi’, &e. b

And when the welcome slmmer-shbwer ol
Has cheeredvilk drooping little flower, /.
We’ll to the breathing woodbine bower i
At sultry noon, my dearie, O. \
Lassie wi’, &c iy
When Cynthia lights, with sxlver r‘xy,
The weary shearer’s hameward way ;
Thro’ yellow wavmg fields we’ll stray,
And ta]k o’love my dearle, ’0
“Lassie wi’, &¢.

And when the howlmg wintry blast s
Disturbs my lassie’s midnight rest ;
Enclasped to my faithfu’breast, .
I'll comfort thee, my dearie, 0
Lassie wi’, &c.

FOR A’ THAFAND A ‘T'H'A;fr‘,

18 there, for honesf, poverty,

That hangs his head and atthat,
The coward slave we pass him by,

We dare be poor for a’ that.
Fora’ that an a’ that, .

Our toils obscure, and a’ that,
The rank is but the guinea’s stamp,
‘,‘!_;l:be man’s the gowd for a’ that., .
What tho’ on hamely fare we dine,

‘Wear hodden gray an’ a’ that,

Gie fools their silks, and knaves their wine,

A man’s aman for'a’ that.

For a’ that and @’ that, - 4

Their tinsel show and ‘a’ that,

The honest’ ‘man, tho’ ne’er sae’ pour,

Is king ©’ men for a’ that. {

.20
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. Ye see yotrhli'kle ca'd'a‘lord,’
Wha struts, an’ stares, an”a thag
Tho’ hundreds worship'dt his word‘
He’s, but, a- eoof for a’ hhﬁﬁ r02 dud
For & that and a’ that, a aifd dapodsls
His riband, staryand a* that
The man of. 1ndependent m\md,
He looks and laughs atia’ that.

A prince can'mak'a belted knwht’ e
A marquis, ‘duke, and a’ that o
But an honest'man’s ‘aboon his mwht, ik
Guid faith he mauna fa’ that! <5
For a’ thatand &’ that, '
Their dlgniﬁés and a’ that‘,
The pith o’ sénse, and pride 0 wérth
Are higher ravks than a" that.

Then let us pray that come it may,
As come it will fo or o LT
That sense ‘and wotth o%er @’ the. em‘th

May ‘bear the gree and 2’ that. ’
For a’ that and'a’ that, " R

It’s coming yet for a’ that,
That man to man the warld o’er,

Shall brethers be for a’ that: - .

TIBBY I HAE SE.EN THE DAY.

Chorus

o ’I};bby,I hae seen the day, ild eond]
Ye would na be sae shy, i :
For laik o’ gear ye lightly me,
But, trowth, I care naby.

Yestreen I met you on the moor,’ :
Ye spak na, but gaed by like'stoure’s ="
Ye geck. at,me because I'm poon,
But fient a, hare care I,
O Tibhy, &e.

'3 doubt na,lass, but ye mafy think.,
Because ye hae the. 2§ame ‘0’ ehink,



SONGS.

‘That ye can please me at a wink, , -
Whene’er ye like to try. -
0 Tibby I hae, &e.. Y ‘
But sorrow tak’ him that’s sae mean,
Although his pouch o coin were clean,
Wha follows .ony saucy quean, = !

That looks saeproud and high, " 91 T
O Tibby, I hae, &e. = 1 =00l ol
Altho’ a lad were ne’er so smart, ., bt

If that he want, the yellow dirt, ..
Xe'll cast yourhead auither airt,
And answer him fu’ dry. .
O Tibby, I hae, &c.
But if he hae the name o’ geary
Ye'll fasten to him like a brier,
Tho’ hardly he for sense or lear, -
Be better than the kye.
O-Tibby, I hae, &c.

But, Tibby, lass, tak’ my advice, .. . . 1
Your daddie’s gear make ycu sae. nice;
The deil aane wad spier. your price,
Were yeas pooras L. ., .
O Tibby, I hae, &e. (1 3
There lives a lass in yonder park,’ ' ©
I wadna’ gie her in her sark,
For thee wi’ a’ thy thousand mark ;
Ye needna’ look sae high.
O Tibby, I hae, &c,.

WILLY BREW’D A PECK O’ MAUT,
O, Willie brew’d a peck o’ mau't,

Aud Rab and Allan cam to see; oy
Three blither hearts, that lee-lang night,

Ye wadna’ find in Christendie. '~ * " :
We are na’ fov, we’rena that fou,

But justa drappy in our e’e ;
The cock may craw, the day may daw,

But aye we’ll taste the barley bree. -

Here are we'met, three merry boys, -
Three merry boys I trow are we;
And mony a night we’ve merry been,
And mony mair we hope to be,
We are na fon, &e. 18
22 .
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It is the moon, I ken her horn,
That’s blinkin’ in-the lift sae high ;
She shines sae bright to wyle us hame,
But, by my sooth, she’ll wait a wee,
We are na fou, &c.

‘Wha first shall rise to gang awa,
A cuckold, coward loon is he,
--‘Wha last beside his chair shall fa’
. He is the king amang us three.

We are na fou, &ec.

WHAT CAN A YOUNG 'LASSIE DO
iiiiinc. WP AN AULD MAN? {
What ean a young lassie, what shall a young -

lassie, RS o e,
‘What can’ a young lassie do wi’ an auld
S bt b e man.? P ¢! 1
...Bad luck to the penny that tempted my
minnie,

"To sell her poor Jenny for siller an’ lan’,
Bad luck j0.the penny, &e. -

He’s always compleenin, mornin to e’enin,
He hosts an’ he hirples the weary day lang, -
He’s dole and he’s dozen his bluid it is frozen
O dreary’s the night wi'a crazy auld man_ '
~~He hums and- he hankers, he frets and he
.. cankers, i o
I never can please him do a’ that I can;
" He’s peevish and jealous of a’ the young
- fellows: - Lot livr ok
O, dool on the day I met wi’ an auld man,

My auld auntie Katie upon me taks pity,

erew

~ I'll do my endeavour to follow her plan;
‘¥l cross him, and wrack him, until T heart-"
~eevv.....break him, g b'vyord vl :
And thenhis auld brass will buy me anew
ati; 143 dhi,
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