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Muirland Willie.

H AR KEN and I will tell you how 
  Y oung muir land Willie came to woo,

Tho' he cou'd neither ſay nor do ;
The truth I tell to you.

But ay he cries, Whate’er betide,
Maggy I ' ſ e  her to be my bride,

 With a fal, dal, &c.

On his grey yad as he did ride, 
Wi' durk and piſtol by his ſide, 
H e prick'd her on wi’ miekle pride,

W i’ miekle mirth and glee,
Out o'er  yon m oſs, ou t o’er yon m uir, 
Till he came to her daddy’s door.

With a fal, dal, &c.

Goodman, quoth he, be ye within,
I 'm come your doughter’s love to win,
I carena for making m iekle din ; 

W hat a n ſwer gi’  ye me ?
N ow, wooer, quoth he, wou’d ye light 

down, 
I'll gie you any doughter’s love to win,

With a fal, dal,



Now wooer, ſin ’ ye are lighted down, 
Where do ye won, or in what town ; 
I think my doughter winna gloom,

On ſic  a lad as ye.
The wooer he ſte p ’d into the houfe,
And wow but he was wondrous crouſe,

With a fal, dal, &c.

I have three owſen in a pleugh,
Twa gude ga’en yades, and gear enough, 
The place they ca’ it Cadeneugh ;

I ſeorn to tell a lie ;
Beſides, I hae frae the great laird,
A peat-pat, and a lang kail-yard,

With a fal dal, &c.

The maid put on her kirtle brown,
She was the braweſt in a’ the town ;
I wat on him ſhe didna gloom,

But blinkit bonnilie.
The lover he ſtended up in haſte,
And grip’d her hard about the waiſt,

W ith a fal, dal, &c.

To win your love, maid I ’m come here, 
I’m you ng and hae enough o’ ge a r ;
And for myſell you needna fear,

Troth try me whan you like.
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He took aff his bonnet, and ſpat out his 
chow,

He dighted his gab, and he prie’d her mou’,
With a fal, dal, &c.

The maiden bluſh’d and bing’d fu law, 
She hadna will to ſay him na,
But to her daddy ſhe left it a’

As they twa cou’d agree.
The lover he gae her the tither k iſs,
Syne ran to her daddy and tell’d him this.

Wit h a fal, dal, &c.

Your doughter wad na ſay me na,
But to yourſell ſhe’s left it a',
As we cou’d ’gree between us twa ;

Say, what’ll ye gie me wi’ her?
Now, wooer, quo’ he, I hae na meikle,
But ſic ’s I hae, ye’s get a pickle,

W ith a fal, dal, &c,

A kilnfu' of corn I’ll gie to thee,
Three foums of ſheep, twa good milk kye, 
Ye’s hae the wadding dinner free ;

Troth I dow do nae mair.
Content, quo' he, a bargain be’t,
I 'm far frae hame, mak hafte, let’s do’t,

W ith a fal, dal, &c.
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The bridal-day it came to paſs,
W i' mony a blythſome lad and laſs ; 
But ſicken a day there never was,

Sic mirth was never ſeen.
This winſome couple ſtraked hands,
Meſs John ty’d up the marriage-bands,

With a fal, dal, &c.

And our bride’s maidens were na few, 
W i' tap-knots, lug-knots, a’ in blew, 
Frae tap to tae they were bra’ new,

And blinkit bonnilie.
Their toys and mutches were ſae clean, 
They glanced in our ladses een,

W ith a fal, dal, &c.

Sic hirdum, dirdum, and ſic din,
W i’ he o’er her, and ſhe o’er him ;
The minſtrels they did never blin' ,  

Wi' miekle mirth and glee.
And ay they bobit, and ay they beck’t, 
And ay their wames together met,

With a fal, dal, &c.
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M aggy Lauder.

WHA wad na be in love 
W i’ bonny Maggy Lauder?

A piper met ner gaun to Fife,
And ſpeir’d what was’t they ca'd her ; 

Right ſcornfully ſhe anſwer’d him, 
Begone, you hallanſhaker,

Jog on your gate, you bladderſkate,
My name is Maggy Lauder.

Maggy, quoth he, and by my bags,
I’m fidging fain to ſee thee ;

Sit down by me, my bonny bird,
In troth I winna ſte e r  thee ;

For I'm a piper to my trade,
My name is Rob the Ranter,

T he laſſes loup as they were daft 
When I blaw up pay chanter.

Piper, quoth Meg, hae you your bags, 
O r is your drone in order;

If you be R ob, I 've heard of you,
Live you upo’ the border ;

The laſſes a’, baith far and near,
Have heard of Rob the R anter;

I'll ſhake my foot wi’ right good will, 
Gif you ’ll blaw up your chanter.
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Then to his bags he flew wi’ ſpeed.
About the drone he twiſted  ;

Meg up and wallop'd o'er the green, 
For brawly ſhe could friſk it.

Weel done, quoth he; play up, quoth ſhe, 
Weel bob'd , quoth R ob the R anter, 

'Tis worth my while to play indeed,
When I hae ſic a dancer.

Weel hae you play’d your part, quoth Meg, 
Your cheeks are like the crimſon ;

There’s nane in Scotland plays ſae weel, 
Since we loſt Habby Simpſon.

I 'v e  liv’d in Fife, baith maid and wife,
Theſe ten years and a quarter ;

Gin ye ſhould come to Enſte r  fair,
Speir  ye for Maggy Lauder.

As I  walk'd by myself.
A S I walk ’d by myſelf, I ſaid to myſelf, 

And myſelf ſaid again to me,
Look well to thyſelf, take care of thyſeIf,

For nobody cares for thee.
Then I anſwer’d to myſelf, and ſaid to my- 

With the ſelf-ſame repartee [ſ elf,
Look well to t hyſelf, or not to thyſelf,
 It’s the ſelf-ſame t hing to me.
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Sandy o’er the Lee.

I  W IN N A  marry ony man, bu t Sandy o’er the lee, 
I  winna hae the dominee, for gude he canna be, 

But I will hae my Sandy lad, my Sandy o’er the lee,
For he’s aye a kiſſing, kiſſing, kiſſing, 

Aye a kiſſi n g  me,

I  will not hae the m iniſter, for all his g odly looks, 
N or yet w ill I the lawyer have, for all his wylie

crook s ;
I will not h ave the ploughman lad, nor yet will I the 

B ut I will I hae m y Sandy l ad, without one penny
fi l l er.

For he’s aye a kiſſing, &c.

I  will not hae the ſoldier lad , for he gangs to the war, 
I will not hae the ſ ailor lad, becaufe h e  ſmells o' tar ; 
I will n o t  h a v e  the lord nor laird, for ah their micklegear,

But I wil l  hae my Sandy lad , m y  Sandy o’er the meir
 For he’s  aye a kiſſing, &c. 

F IN IS .




