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PREFACE.

Ti11s publication originated in a desire which
seems to have long been entertained by the
public at large, that the Scottish Songs should
be put into a shape at once cheap and conveni-
ent, and which should at the same time com-
prehend the important object, literary and ty-
pographical correctness. Among the innume-
rable collections of Scottish Song already in
print, it will be readily allowed that there is
not one which combines all these advantages,
or which is at all worthy of the importance and
interest of the subject. Books of this sort are
generally crude and hasty compilations from
the most obvious sources, got up without the
intervention of any responsible editor, and in-
tended for circulation only amongst the hum-
bler orders of the people. Almost the only ex-
ception of recent date exists in the voluminous
compilation' of Mr Allan Cunningham ; but ¢
is, on the other hand, so expensive, that it can
come into the possession of only a few. It ap-
peared to the editor of the present volumes, that
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if a collection could be made, comprising all the
really good songs, accompanied by all the in-
formation respecting them which can now be
recovered, and at once handsome in appearance
and cheap in price, the object would be still
more decidedly accomplished.

From these motives, and with these views,
the present’collection was undertaken. It will
be found to contain all the songs written in and
regarding Scotland, which have either the me-
rit of being old and characteristic, or that of
being new and popular. No original songs are
admitted, as in most other collections ; because
it is inconsistent with the idea of a collection of
the best songs of a country, that some should
be accepted which have not yet endured the or-
deal of public taste. In an Introductory Essay,
a view is given of all the facts known with cer-
tainty regarding Scottish Song in general ; and
toalmost all the songs are appended notes, con-
taining such anecdotes, and other pieces of in-
formation, referring to them individually, as
the editor considered necessary for their illus-
tration, or at least mentioning the earliest print-.
ed collection in which they are known to have;
appeared. No songs of an indecorous nature
are introduced ; while from one or two others
which are included, the objectionable passages.
are silently omitted ; the editor judging it bet-
ter to fit his book, by that very slight sacrifice,
for the use of the tasteful, the fair, and the.
young, than to consult the wishes of the anti-~
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quary ; who, after all, has but little reason to
complain of such violations, seeing that the

songs are to be found, in all their pative bean-
ty, in the collections of Ramsay and Herd,

Hawoves Sarer, Eviwwenan ;

April 21, 1508,






HISTORICAL ESSAY

ON

SCOTTISH SONG.

It seems extremely strange, that, although the Secot.
tish people are more proud of their songs and music
than of any other branch of literature or accomplish-
ment peculiar to them, they can tell very little regard-
ing the origin and early history of these endeared na-
tional treasures. Yet, mysterious as the thing appears,
it is perhaps easily to be accounted for. Poetry and
music, till the early part of the last century, lived a
very vagrant and disreputable life in Scotland. They
flourished vigorously in the hearts and souls of the
people—for the people of Scotland were susceptible of
the strongest impressions from poetry and music. But
they were discountenanced, to the last degree, by
the public institutions of the country. The voice of
song was, perhaps, daily heard on the lea and on the
mountain side, where the simple ploughman and shep-
herd were following their various occupations ; it was
also, perhaps, heard nightly under the sooty rafters of
the humble cot, breathing from fair or from manly lips,
as an amusement for the hours of relaxation. It was
employed universally in giving expression to the pas-
sions of humble life. It supplied language to the bash-
ful shepherd lover in addressing the beautiful and bare-
footed divinity, who had first sent the thrill of love
a
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into Lis heart. It supplied that divinity, in her turn,
with innuendoes and evasive phrases, wherewith to play
the first game of coquetry ; and finally, with metapho-
rical imagery, in which to clothe her confession and
consent. Youth found in song a weapon to employ
against the selfish views of age ; and age found, in its
various and interminable armoury, a dart wherewith to
transfix and mortify the inconsiderate passions of youth.
Yet, although thus of universal application in ordinary
life, and although forming so great a part in the sum of
rustic enjoyment, it was always looked upon with aver-
sion and disrespect by persons concerned in public af-
fairs. It was a sinful thing, arising from the natural
wickedness of the heart; a thing, at least, that tended
to pleasure, and which was therefore condemned by
the oracles of a religious creed, which looked upon
every human pleasure, however innocent, as calcula-
ted to ensnare and mislead. If it lived at all, it lived
as crimes live against the exertions of the High Court
of Justiciary, or as the tribe of rats continues to exist
notwithstanding the craft of the rat-catcher. Its ex-
istence was altogether clandestine and desultory. It
never appeared, so to speak, above board. It stole
along, a little hidden rill of quiet enjoyment, beneath
the incumbent mass of higher, and graver, and more
solid matters. Its history, thus, is no more noted by
the chroniclers of the kingdom, than the course of a
subterraneous river is marked on the map of the coun-
try in which it is situated. .

Such having been the condition of Scottish song till
a recent period, it necessarily follows that very little
can be recovered by the present generation regarding
it. It would be no more possible to compile a history
of the vagrant ditties which delighted the sixteenth
century, than it would be to present a distinct and
connected historical view of the condition of the gip-
sies or the beggars of the same period. The most vi-
gilant researches into the annals of the country have
only been able to procure for us a few vague and
meagre incidental notices regarding the existence of
such a thing as song ; and if any fragments have been
preserved in conmexion with these notices, they refer
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almost exclusively to public transactions—are, in ge-
neral, only national pasquils—and scarcely in any case
have the appearance of what is now considered song.
The light of history, in attempting to illuminate this
dark subject, has only as yet sent the level rays of its
dawn along the mountain tops, and spires, and towers;
it has not yet risen so high as to penetrate down into
the deep and quiet vale of humble life, and glisten the
cottages and open the daisies which nestle and blossom
there. These little incidental notices, however, unsa~
tisfactory as they are upon the whole, may be present-
ed to the reader, as approaching in the nearest possible
degree to an elucidation of a very interesting subject,
and as being, in the very worst view of the case, pre-
ferable to nothing at all.

It is recorded, for instance, by Andrew Wintoun,
prior of Lochleven, who wrote a rhyming chronicle of
Scottish history about the year 1420, that when Alex-
ander I1I. was killed by a fall from his horse in 1286,
the people composed a brief song upon the subject, in
which they lamented the cessation of that extraordi-
nary degree of plenty and prosperity which distin-
guished his reign, and anticipated the misery which
was to arise from a disputed succession. The song is
introduced by a couplet, which seems to intimate that
song-making was a matter of common occurrence in
the time of the wars of the competition, or at least in
that of Wintoun.

This falyhyd fra he deyd suddanly ;
This sang wes made off hym for thi.

The song then proceeds :

Quhen Alysander oure kynge wes dede,
That Scotland led in luve and le,
Away wes sons off ale and brede,
Off wyne and wax, off gamyn and gle;
Oure golde wes changyd into lede;
Chryst, borne into vergynite,
Succour Scotland, and remede
That stad in his perplexite !

A historical incident which occurred not long after
the death of Alexander the Third, gave occasion to a
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rhyme, or song, which has been preserved for us by
the English chroniclers. In 1296, when King Edward
1. (surnamed Longshanks) undertook his first expedi-
tion against Scotland, he resolved to destroy the town
and castle of Berwick-upon-Tweed, which then be-
longed to the Scottish nation, and which, being strong-
ly garrisoned by them, threatened to be a serious ob-
stacle to his obtaining possession of the country. So
effectually did this city protect the chief passage from
England into Scotland, that, on this very occasion,
Edward, though at the head of a prodigious force, was
obliged to adopt the circuitous and inconvenient pass-
age by the ford of Coldstream, twenty miles up the
river, the north bank of which he had afterwards to de-
scend, along with his army, before he could lay siege
to Berwick. When he first summoned the town to
surrender, the defenders were so confident, that they
would listen to no terms he could propose. He then
directed that, while his army should prepare to advance
upon the landward defences of the town, his ships
should enter the harbour, and thus distress the garrison
by a double attack. Some misunderstanding, however,
having occurred, the ships entered the harbour before
the king was ready to co-operate by an assault on
the walls ; and thus the Scots were gratified by having
it in their power to burn two large war-vessels, which
fell into their hands. So much were they elevated by
this good fortune, that they composed and chanted a
rhyme, as a sneer at the miserable efforts of the Eng-
lish sovereign. It ran thus:

Weened Kyng Edewarde, with his lange shankes,
To have gete [got] Berwyke, al our unthankes ?
Gas pikes hym,
And after gas dikes hym.

Such, at least, is the rhyme quoted by Ritson, from a
Harleian manuscript; though it is probable that some
errors have occurred in its transcription ; the two last
lines, standing as they do, seeming in a great measure
unintelligible.* Whatever may be the precise mean-

* Perhaps the word “ gas™ was gar, which signifies to cause.
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ing of the rhyme, it is evident that its composers de-
signed it as a sarcasm at the confident hopes with which
the English approached their walls, as contrasted with
the present depressed state of their affairs. The Eng-
lish, however, soon found an opportunity of revenging
the satire of the Scots. King Edward immediately
after Jed his men to a grand attack on the dykes, or
sunk fences, which then protected the town; being
himself the first man to jump the walls, which he did
without dismounting from his war-borse Bayard; and
such was the fury of the English, in consequence of
the insolence of the Scots, that, even after the garrison
had submitted, they continued to massacre the inhabit-
ants, till, according to some accounts, twenty-seven
thousand were killed ; by whose blood, says an old
historian, running in streams through the streets, ¢ ane
mil mycht haif gane two days.”

The battle of Dunbar occurred soon after, in which
the Scots, by their imprudence in leaving the high
grounds, where they commanded the English army,
lost a great number of men. The invaders had thus
got a double revenge for the taunting rhyme of the de-
fenders of Berwick; yet, as if a revenge in kind had
been still necessary, they composed the following
rhyme, which must be allowed to possess fully as much
of the elements of satire as the former:

Thus scattered Scottis
Hold I for rootis,
Of wrenches unaware ;
. Early in a mornyng,

The incident and the song are thus incorporated in Langtoft’s
Chronicle :

Now dos Edward dike Berwik brode and long,

Als thei bad him pike and scorned him in ther song.

Pikit him, and dikit him, on scorne said he,

He pikes and dikes in length, as him likes, how best it may be.

And thou has for the pikyng mykille ill likyng, the soothe is
to se,

Without any lesyng, alle is hething, fallen upon the.

For scattered are the Scottis, and hodred in their hottes, never
thei ne the.

Right als I rede, they tombled in Tweed, that woned by the se,
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In an evyle tyding,
Went ye fro Dunnbarre.*
There is at least one valuable historical fact to be ar-
gued from these rude canticles; that the language of
the English nation, and that of the Scottish lowland-
ers, were then nearly the same.

It is also, perhaps, to be gathered from these, that
to express national sentiment in songs and rhymes, was
then a common practice with both the English and the
Scots ; of which theory a further confirmation is to be
found in the Scotichronicon of Fordun, a work written
about a century after the period in question. Fordun in-
forms us, that many songs were composed by the peo-
ple on their heroic leader, Sir William Wallace ; and
he refers to one of them as evidence of a historical
fact. One ballad on an adventure of this hero still
exists ; but whether it be a composition of his own
time, or one of later date, is not now to be ascertain-
ed. Ritson, in his ¢ Ancient Songs,” has preserved
an English song on the death of Wallace, and the fates
of his various compatriots.

The next national Scottish song, of which any no-
tice occurs in our early chroniclers, is one of triumph
on the brilliant victory of Bannockburn. On this oc-
casion, says Fabyan, (a citizen of London, who wrote
an English chronicle,) ¢ the Scottes, enflamed with
pride, made this ryme as followeth, in derysyon of the
Englyshmen : —

Maydens of Englande, sore may you mourne

For your lemmans ye have lost at Bannockisburne !
With heve a lowe, , :

What! weeneth the kyng of England

So soone to have won Scotland !
With rumbylowe.

This songe,” he adds,  was, after many days, sung in
daunces in the carols of the maidens and minstrels of

* After the battle of Dunbar, according to Langtoft,

e the Inglis rymed this.
Oure fote folk put tham in the polk, and nakned ther nages,
Bi no way herd I nevir say of prester pages,

Purses to pike, robis to rike, and in dike tham schonne,
Thou wiffin Scotte of Abrethin, kotte is thi honne.
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Scotland, to the reproofe and disdayne of Englyshmen,
with dyvers other, which I overpasse.” Ritson informs
us, that, in Caxton’s Chronicle, and in a Harleian ma-
nuseript, two somewhat various versions of this song
occur. He further points out that the strange burdens
which formed the third and the sixth lines, were com-
mon at the time, and for a long period after, as « Der-
.ry down” is at present. Thus, in « Peblis to the
Play,”
Hop, Cailzie, and Cardrona,
Gathered out thick-fald ;
With heigh, and howe, rumbelow,
The young folks were full bauld.

The next pasquil which the Scots can be discover-
ed to have composed against the English, occurs in the
year 1328, when David, the infant son of Robert
Bruce, was married to Jane, the daughter of Edward
IL., as a means of procuring a pacification between the
-two countries, The terms of this treaty were humi-
liating to England, which seemed, by sacrificing one
of its sovereign’s family as a hostage, to purchase the
forbearance of their northern neighbours. The Scots,

-on their part, were greatly puffed up by a transaction
so favourable to them. They called the young prin-
cess, ¢ Jane Make-peace ;" and « also, to their more
derision,” quoth Fabyan, ¢ thei made divers truffes,
roundes, and songs, of the which,” he adds, ¢ one is
specially remembered as followeth :

Long beardes heartles,

Paynted hoodes witles,

Gay cotes graceles,

Maketh Englande thriftles,
Which ryme, as saeith Guido, was made by the Scottes,
principally for the deformyte of clothyng that at those
days was used by Englyshmenne.” Another historian

Caxton) gives us the circumstances more minutely.

The English at that time clothed themselves in coats

and hoods, which were decorated in a strange fashion,
with letters and flowers painted on them. They also
wore long beards. The Scots, on coming to York to
manage the business of the pacification, were much
struck with this fantastic attire, which no doubt form-
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ed a strong contrast with the rude and scanty garments
which they themselves wore, in all probability, at that
time. The Scotsman has ever been a self-denyer. And
he is not only disposed to restrain himself in luxurious
pleasures, but he is much given to censuring the ex-
travagance of others. Accordingly, on the present oc-
casion, ¢ thei made this bill, which they fastened upon
the ehurch doores of Seint Petre towards Stangate, in
despite of Englishmenne.”

Some of the preceding specimens may appear scarce-
ly fit to be introduced as illustrating the condition of
early Scottish song; being rather recited rhymes
than songs. This, however, is not a very fair objec-
tion. We find many popular rhymes in the present
day, especially among children, which, though not ex-
pressly songs, yet resemble that species of composition
in so many respects, that they may almost be held as
such. Songs are themselves, in general, extemporane-
ous effusions of the people, produced under the influ-
ence of some particular passion. Recitative rhymes
are precisely the same. It is, therefore, to be argued
from analogy, that the rhymes given above, though not
perbaps uttered with the modulation of a tune, are ex-
actly similar to those compositions, whatever they
were, which did enjoy an alliance with music.
~ The prevalence of songs among the common people
of Scotland at this period, is proved obliquely bya pass-
age in Barbour’s Life of King Robert Bruce. This
historian, in alluding to a victory which Sir John de
Soulis, the governor of Eskdale, gained, with fifty
men, over a body of English, amounting to three hun-
dred, under Sir Andrew Hercla, forbears to ¢ reherss
the maner” of the fight, because

~——quhasae likes thai may her
Young women, quhen' thai play,
Sing it among them ilk day.

Few and scattered as the fragments already given
may be considered by the reader, a period now ensues,-
during which still fewer occur to the enquirer. It may
be observed, that we are chiefly indebted for the pre-
servation of the above specimens to English historians ;
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the period being one when the history of Scotland fell
as much under the observation of these chroniclers as
that of their own country. The ensuing century, du-
ring which Scotland continued alike unannoyed and
unchronicled by England, and during which she did
not happen to possess any native historians, is, there-
fore, a complete blank, so far as the subject of this es-
say is concerned. The next trace we find of Scottish’
song occurs under James L., at the beginning of the fif-
teenth century.

King James the First—one of the most endeared
historical names which Scotland possesses—returned,in
1424, from his long captivity in England, accomplish-
ed in all the branches of education which any prince
could then have commanded in any country. Henry
1V., though induced by reasons of state to confine his
person, had by no means constrained his mind. With
a wish, it would rather appear, to compensate the in-
justice of his personal imprisonment, he had taken eve-
ry measure to enlarge and liberalize the understanding
of the young Scottish prince. When James was first
brought before him, after being seized by the English
fleet, Henry enquired what reason had induced his fa-
ther to send him to France? James answered, that it
was to learn French; on which the king remarked
with a smile, that he would acquire that accomplish-
ment quite as well at the English court ; where, as the
reader will recollect, this language had continued to be
used ever since the Norman conquest. The English
monateh fully proved the truth of this assertion, by
causing his captive not only to be instructed in the fa-
shionable language, which he affected a wish to learn,
but also in the more solid departments of knowledge.
With the usual generosity of the Plantagenets—for
never, perhaps, did a nobler race of men exist than this
live of monarchs—he resolved, while abstracting the
heir of the King of Scots, at least not to mar the scheme
which he had formed for the education of his son ; the
only loss, he well knew, which would afterwards be
perfectly irreparable.

James, then, on being transferred from his English
prison to his Scottish throne, was found to be not on-
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ly acquainted fully with all that could dignify a prince
and direct a lawgiver, but also with these minor ac-
complishments which, while they perhaps belong most
properly to the gentleman or man of taste, are fitted
to adorn and alleviate the condition of every rank of
men. Nature had rendered him a poet and a musi-
cian ; taste and education had raised him to a degree
of perfection in these arts. His contemporary and his-
torian, Joannes de Fordun, has devoted a whole chap-
ter to an account of his many and varied accomplish-
ments : I may here translate the most remarkable pass-
age. “ He excelled in music, and not only in the
vocal kind, but also in instrumental, which is the per-
fection of the art; in tabor and choir, in psalter and
organ. Nature, apparently having calculated upon his
requiring something more than the ordinary qualifica-
tions of men, had implanted in him a force and power
of divine genius above all human estimation ; and this
genius showed itself most particularly in music. His
touch upon the harp produced a sound so utterly
sweet, and so truly delightful to the hearers, that he
seemed to be born a second Orpheus, or, as it were,
the prince and prelate of all harpers.”

John Major, writing about twenty or thirty years af-
ter the death of King James, speaks still more point-
edly of his talents as a poet and musician. ¢ He was,”
says this historian, “ a most ingenious composer in
his native or vernacular language, and his numerous
poems and songs are still held in the highest estima-
tion among the Scottish people. During his captivity,
he wrote & very good poem on the lady whom he af-
terwards made his queen.* There was another, begin-
ning Yas sen,} &c.; and another still, a very elabo-
rate and very humorous composition, called A¢ Bel-
tayn.y This last some persons at Dalkeith and Gar-
geil attempted to alter, representing him as confined in

* The Kingis Quair.
T Probably a mistake for ¢ sen yat” [since that], the open-

ing words of a ¢ Song on Ab 99 which i Jugr S
bald’s Chronicle, I'4 sence,”” which is to be found in Sib-

T Peblis to the Play.
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a castle, or chamber, in which a woman dwelt with her
mother.”

James is thus proved, from the records of his own
country, to have been a writer of songs in his own lan-
guage—to have been fond of singing—and to have
been a most accomplished instrumental musician. It
may not be amiss, in the eyes of some, to add the tes-
timony of a historian, who, being a foreigner, must, of
course, be held as beyond the suspicion of prejudice.
This foreigner is Alessandro Tassoni, an Italian, the
author of a work published more than two hundred
years ago, under the title of Pensieri Diversi. In the
twenty-third chapter of his tenth book, Tassoni thus
distinguishes James I. of Scotland :

¥ I\?ol; ancora possiamo connumerar tra nostri, Jacopo
Re di Scozia, che non pur cose sacre compose in Canto,
ma trova da se stesso una nuova musica, lamentevole
e mesta, differente da tutte l'altre. Nel che poi ¢ stato
imitato da Carlo Gesualdo Principe di Venosa, che in
questa nostra etd ha illustrato anch’ egli la musica con
nuove mirabili invenzioni.”—¢ We may reckon among
us moderns, James, King of Scotland, who not only
composed many pieces of sacred music, but also of
himself invented a new kind of music, plaintive and
melancholy, different from all others ; in which he has
been imitated by Carlo Gesualdo, Prince of Venosa,
who, in our age, has improved music with many new
and admirable inventions.” ;

This passage goes far to prove, moreover, that al-
though every memorial of James's musical talents is
now lost in his own country, he was, for nearly two
centuries after his death, in enjoyment of a European
reputation on that account.

James has been the means of supplying us with one
farther historically certain fact regarding Scottish song.
It may be recollected by many of my readers, that, af-
ter the first five stanzas of Peeblis to the Play, (which
five stanzas are occupied by a description of the ga-
thering, or confluence, of the people towards the place
of sport,) the poet proceeds—

Ane young man stert into that steid,
As cant as ony colt,
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Ane birken hat upon his heid,
With ane bow and ane bolt 5
Said, Merrie maidens, think not lang ;
The weather is fair and smolt 3
He cleikit up ane hie rough sang,
< There fure * ane man to the holt,”” +
Quod he,
Of Peblis to the Play.
Another allusion occurs in the twenty-fifth stanza:
He fippilit like ane fatherless foal,
And said, Be still, my sweit thing.
By the Haly Rude of Peblis,
I may nocht rest for greiting.
He quissilit and he pypit baith,
To mak her blythe that meiting :
My bonny heart, how says the sang,
¢ There sall be mirth at our meiting
Yet,”
Of Peblis to the Play.

It is thus established, that songs were common mat-
ters among the peasantry in the earlier half of the fif-
teenth century; and also that there were, in particu-
lar, two songs, now lost, one beginning, ¢ There fure
ane man to the holt,” and another, ¢« There shall be
mirth at our meeting yet.” .

But by far the most valuable illustration of the state
of song about the era of King James, [1424-37,] is
to be found in a ludicrous vernacular poem, called
Cockelby’'s Sow, which is known, from internal and
external evidence, to have been written before the
middle of the fifteenth century, although the earliest
copy of it is in the Bannatyne Manuscript, dated only
1568. Cockelby’s Sow, in language, and style of de-
scription, makes a much nearer approach to the mo-
dern productions of the Scottish muse, than any other
work produced before the days of Semple and Ram-
'say. On this account; and as it describes a scene of
coarse rustic festivity, there is the strongest probabi-
lity that the names of tunes contained in the following
extract, refer expressly to those ballads and songs

which were popular at the time when the poem was
composed.

* Went. + Wood.
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And his cousin Copyn Cull

Foul of bellis ful full,

Led the dance and began,

Play us Joly Lemmane.

Sum trottit T'ras and Trenass,
Sum balterit The Bass,

Sum Perdolly, sum Traolly lolly,
Sum, Cok craw thou qll day,
Tuysbank and Terway,

Sum Lincolne, sum Lindsay,
Sum Joly Lemman, dawis it not day,
Sum Be yon wodsyd singis,
Sum Lait lait in evinnynis,
Sum Joly Martene with a mok,
Sum Lulalow lute cok.

Sum bakkit, sum beingit,

Sum crakkit, sum eringit ;

Sum movit Most mak revell,
Sum Symon sonis of Quhynfell,
Sum Muister Peir de Cougate,
And uther sum in Cousate

At leser drest to dance.

Sum Ourfute, sum Orliance,
Sum Rusty Bully with a bek,
And every note in utheris nek.
Sum usit the dansis to dame

Of Cipres and Boheme ;

Sum the faitis full yarne

Off Portugall and Naverne ;
Sum counterfeitit the gyis of Spane,
Sum Italy, sum Almaine ;

Sum noisit Napillis anone,

And uthir sum of Arragone;
Sum 7he Cane of Tartary,
Sum The Soldane of Surry.
Than all arrayit in a ring,
Dancit My deir derling.

Thay movit in their mad meeting,
And all thay falit in feeting 3
For werit wes their menstralis,
Thair instrumentis in tonis falis ;
Ard all thair plat pure pansis,
Coud not the fete of ony dansis ;
Bot such thing us affeiris

To hirdis, and thair maneris ;
For they hard speik of men gud,
And small thereof understood 3
Bot harlit forth uponn heid,

A cojoyne cull coud thame lede ;
And so thay wend thay weill dansit,
And did bot practit and pransit ;
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Bot quhen thay had all done,
It was a tratlyng out of tune.

« Of the airs mentioned in this poem,” says Mr
Leyden, in his Notes to ¢ The Complaynt of Scotland,”
« I suspect Twysbank to be the appropriate tune ofa
song preserved in the Bannatyne MS., which com-
mences—

When Tayis bank wes blomit brycht.

Owirfute and Orliance are mentioned, in a curious
poem on the ¢ Laying of a Ghaist,’ in the Bannatyne
MS., which begins—

Listis, lordis, I sall you tell,

Lutecok is mentioned in Mr Constable’s Cantus of
the end of the 17th century, as likewise My deir der-
ling, which is there termed ¢ My dayes darling.””

I may further venture to express a conjecture, that
Trolly lolly is the same song with Trollee lollee lem-
man-dow, which is mentioned in the Complaynt of
Scotland, 1549, and also with that which Mr Ritson
has printed in his ¢ Ancient Songs,” under the title
of T'rolley lollee. Cok craw thou qll day, may be the
same with the well-known song called ¢ Saw ye my
Father ?” in which a lover, entering his mistress’s
bower, gives direction to the cock, as follows :

Flee up, flee up, my bonnie gray cock,
And craw when it is day;

And your neck sall be like the bonnie beaten gowd,
And your wings o’ the siller gray.

Upwards of half a century elapses after the period
of Cockelby’s Sow, before any other traces of the exist-
ence of song are to be found in authentic memoirs.
The prologues to Gawin Douglas’s translation of Vir-
gil, written at latest in 1513, contain the names or first
lines of a few, as follow :

On salt stremis walk Dorida and Thetis,

By runnand strands, nymphes and Naiades,
Sic as we clepe wenches and damosels,

In gersy graves, wandering by spring wells,

Of bloomed branches and flouris whyte and red,
Plettand their lusty chaplets for their heid.
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Some sang ring sangs,® dances, ledes, and rounds,+
With voices schill, while all the dale resounds ;
‘Whereso they walk into their caroling,

For amorous lays does all the rockis ring :

Ane sang, “ The ship sails ower the saut faem,
Will bring thir merchands and my leman hame.”
Some other sings, ¢ I will be blythe and licht,

My heart is lent upon sae gude a wicht.”

In the same prologue—the twelfth—another oc-
curs :

Our awin native bird, gentil dow,
Singand on her kynd, ¢ I come hither to wow.”

Could this be a primitive version of the well-known
song, ¢ Rob’s Jock cam to woo our Jenny,” which was
written down in the Bannatyne manuscript anno 1568,
or of, ¢ I hae laid a herring in saut ?”

Allusion is made, in the thirteenth prologue, to a song
which is fortunately preserved :

Thereto thir birdis singis in their schawis,
As menstralis playis, ¢ The joly day now dawis.”

The song here mentioned must unquestionably be the
same with one which is found in a collection of musi-
cal pieces written about the year 1500, out of compli-
ment to Elizabeth, daughter of Edward IV., and con-
sort of Henry VIL, and which is preserved in the Fair-
fax MS.

This day day dawes,
This gentil day dawes,
. And I must home gone.
In a glorious garden grene,
Saw I sittand a comely quene,
Among the flowers that fresh byn ;
She gathered a flowir and set betwene.
The lilye-white rose} methought I saw,

¢ Probably songs with which the ring dance was accompa-
nied.

+ Rounds is one of the denominations of song enumerated by
Fabyan, in regard to a transaction already mentioned.

I Elizabeth was herself called the White Rose, because she
represented the House of York, whose cognizance it was, and’
might be said metaphorically to have added that flower to the
Red Rose of the House of Lancaster, borne by her husband.
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And ever she sang,

This day day dawes,

This gentil day dawes.
This fragment is extremely valuable, as proving that,
at the commencement of the sixteenth century, there
were songs common to the literate classes of both na-
tions. Its tune, at least, seems to have continued a fa-
vourite in Scotland, for a long period after the days of
Gawin Douglas, Bishop of Dunkeld. Dunbar—the
cleverest of all the old Scottish poets—who flourished
about thirty years after Douglas, mentions it, and an-
other tune besides, in a satirical address to the magis-
trates of Edinburgh :

Your common menstrales hes no tune,
But, ¢ Now the day daws,” and ¢¢ Into June.”

Thus, also, in ¢ the Muses’ Threnodie,” a local poem
written at Perth in the reign of James VI., « Hey, the
day now dawnes,” is quoted as the name of a celebra-
ted old Scotch song; and in ¢« The Life and Death of
the Piper of Kilbarchan, or the Epitaph of Habbie
Simpson,” published in Watson’s Collection of Scots
Poems, 1706, the following line occurs :

Now, who shall play, The day it daws ?

‘When Dunbar’s allusion is associated with this last,
we are led to conclude, that the air in question was,
throughout a round period of two centuries, the com-
mon reveillée played by the town pipers, who, till re-
cent times, used to parade the streets of certain royal
burghs which supported them, at an early hour in the
morning, for the purpose of rousing the inhabitants to
their daily labour.

Passing over the two excellent songs which tradi-
tion, but tradition alone, ascribes to James the Fifth,
—¢ The Gaberlunzie Man,” and ¢ the Jolly Beggar”
—we find that this monarch, if not himself a song-
writer, was at least the cause why song-writing was in
others. After his death, the noblemen taken at the
battle of Solway Moss were conducted to London,
and afterwards liberated by King Henry VIII., with
honours and presents, designed to make them exert
themselves in favour of his views among their country-

7
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men. We-are informed, however, by Sir Ralph Sad-
ler; the English king’s ambassador at the Scottish court,
that, when they returned, they were universally exe-
crated under the epithet of the English lords ; it be-
ing supposed that King Henry had engaged them to
betray their country. ¢ Such dallads and songs were
made of them,” says Sir Ralph, « [ detailing] how the
English angels had corrupted them, as have not been
heard.” Serai i piEn ey on :

We are informed by John Knox, in his « Historie,”
that soon _after the death of James V., ¢ ane Wilsoun,
servant to the Bischope of Dunkeld, quha nether knew
the New Testament nor the Auld, made a dispyteful
railling ballat against the preichours, and against the
governor, for the quhilk he narrowly eschaipit hang-
ing.” The reformer, at another place, preserves a ca-
pital specimen of the pasquinading songs of this pe-
riod ; to wit, ¢ a sang of triumphe,” which the Catho-
lic clergy composed when Norman Leslie, and his as-
sociates in the assassination of: Cardinal Beatoun, were
taken from the castle of St Andrews, and consiguned to
the galleys: - v

Priestis, content yow now,
Priestis, content yow now ;
For Normond and his companie
Hes filled the gallayis fow.

It is somewhat remarkable that there is still popular at
the ancient city of St Andrews, ¢ a'sang of triumphe,”
on the opposite score, so nearly resembling this as to
seem its prototype. It runs thus:

Marry now, maidens,
Maidens, marry now ;
For stickit is your Cardinal,
And sautit like a sow.

I am informed that the boys of St Andrews, and also

of other towns in the east of Fife, are in the habit of

singing this stanza to an air, as they perambulate the

streets in bands at night. It is evident, in my opinion,

that it must have been composed in 1546, immediately

after the assassination of the Cardinal, while he was
b
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still lying pickled iu the dungeons of the castle. It
seems also probable, that the stanza preserved by John
Knox was a sort of parody, or imitation of it, which
either the same author, or some other, sent forth a few
months after, when the castle was taken by the French
anti-reformers. As to the meaning of the verse, I be-
lieve I need make no attempt to point out what must,
when the licentious character of this prelate is taken
into account, be so abundantly obvious.

1 now come to what may be called an-era in the his-
tory of Scottish song, the publication, in 1549, of the
« Complaynt of Scotland ;” a work curious in biblio-
graphy as the first original work printed in Scottish
prose, but which is far more interesting in literary an-
tiquities, on account of the vestiges of Scottish popu-
lar song with which it is so largely impressed. The
general character of this work is that of a political
pamphlet, or rhapsody ; and it could, upon the whole,
give but little pleasure to a modern reader. Fortu-
nately, however, it contains an episode, in which the
author represents himself as weary with study, as tra-
velling forth for recreation into ¢ the green holsum
fields,” and as there falling into the company of a band
of shepherds, who forthwith solace him by singing
a number of songs, of which he gives the names. By
an eccentricity in composition, which must then have
been quite comme il faut, but which would now call
down the ridicule of the public, we are thus put into
possession of something like a catalogue of the popu-
lar songs of the year 1549, :

« Now I will rehearse,” says he, ¢ sum of the sweit
sangs that I herd amang them, as eftir followis : in the
fyrst, Pastance with gude cumpany, The breir byndis
me soir, Still undir the leyuis grene, Cou thou me
the raschis grene, Allace, I vyit your twa fair ene,
God you gude day vil boy, Lady, help your preson-
eir, Kyng Villyamis note, The lange noune nou, The
Chapel valk, Faytht is there none, Skald a bellis nou,
The Abirdenis nou, Brume brume on hil, Allone I veip
in grit distres, Trolee lolee lemmendou, Bille vil thon
cum by a lute and belt thee in Sanct Francis cord, The
frog cam to the myl dur, The sang of Gilquiskar, Rycht
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soirly musing in my mynde, God sen the Duke had
biddin in France and Delabaute had nevyr cum hame,
Al musing of meruellis a mys hef I gone, Maestres
fayr ze vil forfoyr, O lusty Maye vitht Flora quene,
O myne hart hay this is my sang, The battel of the
Hayrlaw, The huntis of Cheuet, Sal I go vitht you to
Rumbelo fayr, Greuit is my sorrow, Turne the sueit
Ville to me, My lufe is lyand seik—send him joy, send
him joy, Fair luf lend thou me thy mantil joy, The Pers-
see and the Mongumrye met, that day, that gentil day,
My luf is layd upone ane knycht, Allace that samyn
sweit face, In ane myrthful moron, My hart is leinit
on the land., Thir scheipherdis,” he adds, ¢ sang mony
vther melodious sangis, the qubilkis I haif nocht in me-
morye.” 7 o1 1Y

“We have here the first lines or titles of thirty-seven
songs, which no man can doubt were fashionable in the
year 1549, If it were possible to give each of them
at its full length, how much light should we throw up-
on the early history of song ! Unfortunately, very little
of any of them can now be recovered.

Pastance with gude cumpanye, (Pastime with good
company, ) is supposed:by Ritson to have been the
composition of King Henry VIII. That antiquary
possessed a manusecript of Henry’s time, in which he
found both the words and the music. He has printed
only the first two lines, which, however, contain a good
maxim for social life :

. Passetyme with good cumpanye
' T love, ard shall unto I'die.

Still vader the leuyis grene, (still under the leaves
green,)—a beautiful rural image, reminding one of the
ever grateful and refreshing “ remoto gramine” of Ho-
race ! A narrative song under this title is preserved in
the manuscript collection of poems made in the reign
of Queen Mary, by Sir Richard Maitland of Lething-
ton. It consists of eighteen stanzas, of which the first
is as follows:

_ Still vdir the levis grene
This hinder day I went.alone;
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T hard ane may sair murne and meyne ;
To the king of love she maid her mone.
She sychtit sely soir,
Said, lord, I luif thy loir ;
Mair wo dreit nevir woman one;
O langsum lyfe an thow war gone,
Than sould I murne no moir.

Cou thow me the raschis grene. ¢ Colle to me the
rysshes grene,” is the chorus of an old English song.
Colle is the same with the Scottish word ecou, which
signifies to crop or make bare above. It is used, for
instance, in allusion to hair-cutting, and also to the act
of reducing the snuff of a candle. ¢« Cou thou me the
raschis grene,” is therefore the same as Crop for me
the rushes green. Possibly, the first two words may
be the same with two which figure in a ridiculous bur-
den or chorus, once recited to me in connexion with
the old nursery song of the Frog and Mouse.

There was a froggie in a well,
Fa, la, linkum, leerie !
And a mousie in a mill,
Linkum-a-leerie, linkum.a.leerie, linkum-a-leerie,
cow-dow !

Kyng Villyamis note is supposed to be the song
sung by hendy Nicolas, in Chaucer’s Miller'’s Tale. -

And after that he sung the Kinges Note 5
Ful often blessed was his mery throat. .

I believe that this song must have been descriptive’
of, or allusive to, a game formerly beloved by royal
personages; because, in the park around the palatial
castle of Stirling, there is a little mound, called to this
day the King's Note, which tradition reports to have
been the scene of some sport formerly practised by the
Scottish monarchs, and - which really bears external
marks of some such purpose, being of a regularly an-
gular shape, and surrounded with mounds like bench-
es, that seem to have been calculated for the accom-
modation of spectators.

The lange noune now. This perhaps is the same
chorus which the reader will find attached to the old

rude song of “ the Queen of Sluts,” in the present
Collection.
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I married a wife, and I brocht her hame;
Sing niddle, sing noddle, sing neo noo noo !

I set her i the neuk, and I ca’d her dame;
Sing ben willie wallets, sing niddle, sing noddle,
Sing niddle, sing noddle, sing noo noo noo !

The Cheapel valk was probably the same poem with
one which Lord Hailes, in his ¢ Ancient Scottish Poems:
from the Bannatyne Manuscript,” entitled «.The Ab-
bay walk.” The Abbey walk was by Robert Hen-
rysone, [a cadet of the ancient baronial family of Hen-
derson of Fordel, in Fife, who, in'the reign of James
II., (1460—88,) was a schoolmaster at Dunfermline,
and-who may well be classed among the mighty fathers
of Scottish poetry.]: It is a moral:poem, and seems
to have got its title simply because the reflections of
which it consists were made in a walk through an ab-.
bey. The first verse is as follows:

Allone as I went up and doun,
In ane abbay was fair to see,
Thinkand what consolatioun
Was best into adversitie ;
On caiss I kuist on syde myne ee,
And saw this written upon a wall,
Of what estait, man, that thou be,
Obey, and thank thy God of all.

Skald a bellis nou, and The Abirdenis nou, were-
probably variations, local or otherwise, of The lange:
noune now. It is worth mentioning, by the way, that'
there is a popular song, (never in print,) which is stuff-
ed full of a recurring chorus somewhat like the follow-
ing:

And I long to get married, .

For the tid’s come ower me noo, noo, noo,
For the tid’s come ower me noo.

T’e tid is the inclination, or humour.

DBrume brume on kil. ; This song is mentioned by
Laneham, in his Account of Queen Elizabeth’s Enter-
tainment at Kenilworth, 1575, as part of the literary
collection of Captain Cox, the mason of Coventry;
and Mr Ritson cites, from an old morality, the follow-
ing lines:
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Brome brome on hill,

The gentle brome on hill hill ;
Brome brome on Hiue hill,
The gentle brome on Hiue hill ;
The brome stands on Hiue hill.

Trolee lolee lemmendou. As stated in the notes here
appended to the ballad of « the Marchioness of Dou-
glas,” troly loly is an old chorus, and probably the ori-
ginal of the modern ¢ Tol-de rol lol,” which is so con-
spicuous in Pan’s song in ¢ Midas.” It has been al-
ready noticed, that Trolly Lolly is the name of an air
mentioned in Cockelby’s Sow.

Bille vil thow cum by a lute and belt thee in Sanct
Francis cord. We are informed by Mr Leyden, that,
in the Manuscript Cantus belonging to the late Mr
Archibald Constable, two lines of. this song are intro-
duced into a medley.

Billie, will ye come by a lute, i
And tuick it with your pin, trow low.

The frog cam to the myl dur. - Mr Warton, in his
History of English Poetry, tells us that a ballad enti-
tled « A most strange weddinge of the frogge and the
mouse,” was licensed by the Stationers to E. White,
November 21, 1580. Perhaps the following ditty, ta-
ken down from,recitation by, Mr Kirkpatrick Sharpe,
and published by him in his « Ballad Book,” 1824,
may be the same. , o

There lived a puddy in a well,
And a merry mouse in a mill.

Puddy he’d a wooin ride,
Sword and pistol by his side.

Puddy cam to the mouse’s ﬁonne,
¢¢ Mistress mouse, are you within ?*’

¢ Yes, kind sir, I am within ;
Saftly do I sit and spin.”

¢ Madame, I am come to woo,
Marriage I must bave of you.”

¢ Marriage T will grant you nane,
Until uncle Rotten he comes hame.”
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« Uncle Rotten’s now come hame 3
Fye! gar busk the bride alang.”

Lord Rotten sat at the head o' the table,
Because he was baith stout and able.

Wha is’t that sits next the wa’,
But Lady Mouse, baith jimp and sma’?

What is’t that sits next the bride,
But the sola puddy wi’ his yellow side ?

Syne cam the deuk, but and the drake ;
"The deuk took puddy, and garred him squaik.

Then cam in the carl cat,
Wi'.a fiddle on his back.
¢ Want, ye ony music here 2”°

The puddy he swam doun the brook ;
The drake he catched him in his fluke.

The cat he pu’d Lord Rotten doun ;
The kittens they did claw his croun.

But Lady Mouse, baith jimp and sma’,
Crept.into a hole beneath the wa’;
¢ Squeak !’ quo’ she, * I’'m weel awa !”

By the way, the frog seems to have been a favour-
ite character, and a distingnished figurant, in old po-
pular poetry. There is still to be found in the Scot-
tish nursery a strange legendary tale, sometimes called
s The Padda Sang;” and sometimes “ The Tale o’ the
Well o’ the Warld’s End,” in which the frog acts as
the hero. It is partly in recitative, and partly in verse,
and the air to which the poetry is sung is extremely
beautiful. I give the following version of it from the
recitation of an old nurse in Annandale.

“ A poor widow, you see, was once baking ban-
nocks ; and she sent her dauchter to the well at the
warld’s end, with a wooden dish, to bring water. When
the lassie cam to the well, she fand it dry; but there
was a padda (e frog) that came loup-loup-loupin, and
loupit into her dish. Says the padda to the lassie,
¢ T'll gie ye plenty o’ water, if ye'll be my wife” The
lassie didna like the padda, but she was fain to say
she wad take him, just to get the water ; and, ye ken,
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she never thought that the puir brute wad be serious,
or wad ever say ony mair about it.” Sae she got the
water, and took it hame to her mother ; and she beard
nae mair o’ the padda till that nieht, when, as she and
her mother were sitting by the fireside, what do they
hear but the puir padda at the outside o’ the door,
singing wi’ a’ his micht,

¢ Oh, open the door, my hinnie,* my heart,

Oh, open the door, my ain true love ;

Remember the promise that you and I made,
Doun i’ the meadow, where we twa met.”

Says the mother, ¢ What noise is that at the door,
dauchter ?’—¢ Hout I’ says the lassie, ¢ it’s naething
but a filthy padda I'—¢ Open the:door,’ siys‘the mo-
ther, ¢ to the puir padda.’ - Sae the lassie_opened the
door, and the padda eam loup-loup-loupin in, and sat
doun by the ingle-side. Then, out sings he:

¢ Oh, gie me my supper, my hinnie, my heart,

Oh, gie me my supper, my ain true love;

Remeniber the promise that you and I made,
Doun i’ the meadow, where we twa met.’

< Hout !’ quo’ the dauchter, ¢ wad I gie a supper to a
filthy padda ?’—¢ Ou, ay,’ quo’ the mother, ¢ gie the -
puir padda his supper.’ Sae the padda got his supper.
-After that, out he sings again :

¢ Oh, put me to bed, my hinnie, my beart,
Oh, put me to bed, my ain true love; --
Remember the promise that you and I made,
Doun i’ the meadow, where we twa met.’

¢Hout!’ quo’ the dauchter, ¢ wad I put a flthy padda
to bed —¢ Ou, ay,’ says the mother, ¢ put the puir
-padda to his bed” And sae she pat the padda to his
bed: Then out he sang again (for the padda hadna
got a’ he wanted yet): s

* Honey—a very common phrase of endearment among the
lower orders of the people in Scotland. One of the ¢¢ twa mareit
women,”” whose tricks are 5o deftly delineated by Dunbar, says,
on one occasion, to her husband,

‘¢ My hinny, hald abak, and handle me nocht Sair.”
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¢ Oh, come to your bed, my hinnie, my heart,
Oh, come to your bed, my ain true love ;
Remember the promise that you and I made,
Doun i’ the meadow, where we twa met.”

¢ Hout!" quo’ the dauchter, ¢ wad I gang to bed wi’ a
filthy padda ?’—¢ Gae ’wa, lassie, says the mother,
¢ ¢'en gang to bed wi’ the puir padda.’ And sae the
lassie did gang to bed wi’ the padda. Weel, what
wad ye think? He's no content yet; but out he sings
again : A ~ :
¢ Come, tak me to your bosom, my hinnie, my heart,
Come, tak me to your bosom, my ain true love 5
Remember the promise that you and I made,

Doun i’ the meadow, where we twa met.’

¢ Lord have a care o’ us!’ says the lassie, ¢ wad I tak
a filthy padda to my bosom, d'ye think ?’—¢ Ou, ay,’
quo’ the mother, ¢ just be ye doing your gudeman’s bid-
din, and tak him to your bosom.” Sae the lassie did
tak the padda to her bosom. After that, he sings out :

¢ Now fetch me an aix, my hinnie, my heart,

Now fetch me an aix, my ain true love ;

Remember the promise that you and I made,
* Doun i’ the meadow, where we twa met.’

She brought the axe in a minute, and he then sang
again :

¢ Now chap aff my head, my hinnie, my heart,

Now chap aff my head, my ain true love

.Remember the promise that you and I made,

Doun i’ the meadow, where we twa met.’

I’se warrant she was na lang o’ obeying him in this re-
queist ! for, ye ken, what kind of a gndeman was a bit
padda likely to be? But, lock-an-daysie, what d’ye
think ?—she had na weel chappit aff his head, as Ke
askit her to do, before he starts up, the bonniest young
prince that ever was seen. And, of course, they lee-
ved happy a’ the rest o’ their days.”

Of such simple tales as this do the earliest fictions
of all nations appear to have consisted. It will strongly
rémind the reader of the common fable of Beauty and
the Beast, which, I believe, is of Eastern origin.

- In illustration of the same subjects, Mr Leyden
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mentions a rhyming narrative, which he himself heard

in the nursery. It begins— -
The frog sat in the mill-door, spinsspin-spinning,
When by came the little mouse, rin-rin-rinning,
The mouse proposes to join in the spinning, and en-
quires—
But where will I get a spiadle, fair lady mine ?
When the frog desires him to take

The auld mill lewer, (or lever.)

God sen the duc had bidden in France, and Dela-
baute had nevyr cum hame. This was probably the
- first half-stanza of a ballad on the unhappy regency of
the Duke of Albany, (during the minority of James V.,)
and the murder of the Signor de la Bauté, his pro-
regent, by the Laird of Wedderburn, in 1517, A bal-
lad, beginning,

" God sen the Duke had bidden in France,
And De la Bauté had never come hame,

must have borne some resemblance to Jock o the

“«

Syde, and other compositions of the kind, produced .

within the same century. :

Al musing of meruellis @ mys hef I gone. A verse
of this song, according to Mr Leyden’s report, occurs
in the manuscript Cantus belonging to the late Mr
Constable.

All musing of mervelles in the mid morne,

Through a slunk in a slaid, amisse have I gone:

I heard a song me beside, that reft from me my sprite,
But through my dream, as I dream’d, this was the effect.

It is further to be remarked, that this is in the same
style of poetry, and the same rhythm of versification,
with the strange alliterative rhapsodies which pass un-
der the name of the Prophecies of Thomas the Rhy-
wer, Merlin, &c.

O lusty Moye, with Flora quene, is fortunately pre-
served entire. It was first printed by Chepman and
Myllar, the fathers of Scottish typography, in 1508 ;
and was afterwards incorporated with the Bannatyne
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MS. On account, probably, of its great merit and
continued popularity, it also appears in Forbes's Aber-.
deen Cantus, a work published so lately as 1666. It
is given at length in this place, as the most favourable
specimen that can now be found, of the fashionable
songs of the sixteenth century.

0, lusty May, with Flora queen,

‘Whose balmy drops from Phaebus sheene
Prelucent beam before the day 3

By thee, Diana, groweth green,
Through gladness of this lusty May

Then Aurora, that is so bright,

To woful hearts she casts great light,
Right pleasantly before the day,

And shows and sheds forth of that light,
Through gladness of this lusty May.

Birds on their boughs, of every sort,
Send forth their notes, and make great mirth,
On banks that bloom, and every brae s
And fare and flee ower every firth,
Through gladness of this lusty May.

And lovers all that are in care,
To their ladies they do repair,
In fresh mornings before the day 3
And are in mirth aye mair and mair,
Through gladness of this lusty May.

Of every moneth in the year,
To mirthful May there is no peer;
Her glittering garments are so gay 5
You lovers all, make merry cheer
Through gladness of this lusty May !

The Perssee and Mongumrye met, that day, that
gentil day. This, in Mr Leyden’s opinion, was -pro-
bably a Scottish copy of the ordinary historical ballad
of the Battle of Otterbourne, not exactly the same
with any edition extant.

The Battel of the Hayrlaw, and The Huntis of Che-
uet, are two historical ballads, the first of which is ge-
nerally supposed to be that which was first printed in
Ramsay’s Evergreen, and which is to be found in the
present collection, while the second is printed in Percy’s
Reliques of English Poetry.
 Allone Iveip in grit distres—Rycht sorely musing



xxviii

in my mynde— O mine hart, ay this is my song— Gre"
uit (grievous) is my sorrow—Allace, that samyn sweit
face—In ane mirthful morou, are all found, parodied
into sacred songs, in the strange work called “ A Com-
pendious Book of Godly and Spiritual Songs, coll?cm:
out of sundrie parts of the Scripture, with sundrie of
other Ballats, chainged out of profaine Sanges, for
avoiding of Sinne and Harlotrie ;” which was printed
by Andro Hart in 1590. The eéxistence and nature of
this curious old book form one of the strongest proofs
we can now have, of the prevalence of popular songs
at the era of the Reformation. The conscientious, but
Puritanical clergy of that time, were, it seems, anxious
to win the people from their ordinary amusements,
which they thought were calculated only to excite
their worst passions; they indulged a fond hope—one
not altogether exploded in our own day—that religion
might be made to come in place of all other recrea-
tions. Observing, accordingly, that the singing of rude
familiar songs constituted a great portion of the enter-
tainment of the populace, they adopted the idea, that,
if they could but substitute a set of divine songs for
those in use, they would be advancing one great step
in their project of national reformation. - It does not
appear that they ever formed any calculation, as to
the probability of the people adopting the new-model-
led songs which should be presented to them. They
seem to have had an idea, that mere saltation of voice,
so to speak, was all that the people wanted, and that
it did not at all matter what was the subject or style
of their songs. The only deference they paid to the
vulgar taste, was to make the sacred archetypes as like
the profane originals as possible, in structure of verse,
and in style of imagery. The tunes, moreover, were
the same, whether of that irreverent kind which may
be said to express a significant blackguardism in every
note, or of the more pensive sort, which are now found
attached to our best sentimental songs. Thus, no kind
of composition, perhaps, could possibly be so ridicu-
lous as one of these ¢ godly and spiritual ballads.” It
happens, that those which correspond with the titles
mentioned in the Complaynt of Scotland, are, upon
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the whole, less outré than the greater part; but, by
way of a fair specimen, the following may be quoted :

John, come kiss me now,
John, come kiss me now ;
John, come kiss me by and by,

And mak na mair adow.

The Lord thy God I am,
That John does thee call ;
John represents the man
By grace celestiall.

My prophets call, my preachers cry,

..John come kiss me now ;

John, come kiss me by and by,
And mak nae mair adow.

Other specimens, equally quaint, but not just so ludi-
crous, may be given. The following seems to have
been composed in reference to the capital old song;
(given in this Collection,) beginning with ¢ Late in an
evening, forth I went,” and all the verses of which end
with, « Ye'll never be like my auld gudeman.”

Till our Gudeman, till our Gudeman,
Keep faith and love till our Gudeman.

For our Gudeman in heaven does reign,
In glore and bliss, without ending.

Where angels ever sing, Osan !
In laade and praise of our Gudeman.

Adame, our fore-father that was,

Has lost us all for his trespass ;
Whais bruckle banes we may sair ban,
That gard us lose our awn Gudeman.

The specimen which succeeds was in all probability
formed upon some older version of the song, included
in this Collection under the title of, « Wha's at my
window, wha, wha?” It is quoted by Beaumont and
Fletcher, in ¢ The Knight of the Burning Pestle.”

Who is at my windo, who, who ?

Goe from my windo, goe, goe.

Wha callis there, so lyke ane strangere ?
Goe from my windo, goe, goe.
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Lord, I am here, ane wratchit mortall,
That for thy mercie does cry and call
Unto thee, my Lord celestiall ;

Sie who is at my windo, who, who.

» - - - [ -

O gracious Lord celestiall,

As thou art Lord and King eternall,
Grant us grace, that we may enter all,
And in at thy doore let me goe.

Who is at my windo, who, who ?

Goe from my windo, goe; )
Cry no more there, like ane strangere,
But in at my doore thou goe!

Extravagant as this nonsense is, the reader will be
surprised to learn, that a modern sect adopted the same
idea within the last sixty years, and produced a volume
of similar parodies, such as,

Wat ye wha I met yestreen,
Lying in my bed, mama ? -
An angel bright, &e.
And,

Haud awa, bide awa,
Haud awa frae me, deilie !

To laugh, were want of godliness and grace;
Yet to be grave exceeds all power of face.

The Complaynt of Scotland, besides affording us all
the preceding illustrations of the condition of Scottish
song at the middle of the sixteenth century, contains
one or two other passages, which almost equally re-
flect light on .this obscure subject. There is one, in
which we get a list of the musical instruments then in
use among the populace. ¢ There was eight shep-
herdis,” says the author, ¢ and ilk ane of them had ane
sundrie instrument, to plai to the laif, [rest.] The
fyrst had ane drone bag-pipe, the nyxt had ane pipe
maid of ane bleddir and ane reid, the thrid playit on
ane trump, the feird on ane corne pipe, the fyft playit
on ane pipe maid of ane gait horne, the sext playit on
ane recorder, the sevint playit on ane fiddil, and the
last playit on ane quhissil.”
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Afterwards, the author, in describing a tumultuous
dance, which was performed by the shepherds, gives
us an extensive list of tunes. ¢ It was ane celest re-
creatione,” he says, «“to behald their lycht loupane, gal-
monding, stendling bakuart and forduart, dansand base
dansis, pannans, galyardis, turdions, braulis and bran-
glis, butfons, with mony utlier lycht dancis, the quhilk
are ower prolixt to be rehersit. Yit, nochtheles, I sal
rehers sa mony as wa ingyne can put in memorye. In
the fyrst, thay dancit, All Chrystin mennis dance, The
north of Scotland, Huntis up, The comont entray, Lang
plat fut of Gariau, Robene Hude, Thom of Lyn,
Freiris al, Enuernes, The Loch of Slene, The gossip’s
dance, Leuis grene, Makky, The speyde, The flail,
The Lemmes wynd, Soutra, Cum kyttil me nakyt wan-
tounly, Schayke leg fut before gossep, Rank at the rute,
Baglap and al, Johne Ermestrangis dance, The alman
haye, The bace of Voragon, Dangeir, The beye, The
dede dance, The dance of Kylrynne, The vod and the
val, Schaik a trot.”

Al Chrystin mennis dance appears to have been the
air appropriate to thé song in ¢ the Book of Godly
Ballads,” beginning,

Be blythe, all Christian men, and sing.

Huntis up is an air and song of some distinction.
According to an old author, ¢ one Gray acquired the
favour of Henry VIII., and afterwardsthat of the Duke
of Somerset, Protector, for making ¢ certaine merry
ballades,” whereof one chiefly was, ¢ The Hunte is up,
the Hunte is up.” It is mentioned in a poem on
May by the Scottish Anacrecn, Alexander Scott; in
the ¢ Muses’ Threnodie,” we hear of « Saint John-
ston’s Hunt’s up.” The poem, which is a very inge-
nious allegory of the power and evil influence of the
Pope, ran as follows :

With huntis up, with huntis up,
It is now perfect day :

Jesus our king is gone a-hunting ;
Who likes to speed, they may.
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Ane cursed fox lay hid in rocks,
This long and many a day,
Devouring sheep, while he might creep ;
None might him ’schape away.

1t did him good to lap the blood
Of young and tender lambs:

Noné could him miss ; for all was his,
The young ones with their dams.

The hunter is Christ, that hunts in haste ;
The hounds are Peter and Paul ;

The Pope is the fox ; Rome is the rocks,
That rubs us on the gall.

That cruel beast, he never ceased,
By his usurped power,

Under dispence, to get our pence,
Our souls to devour.

Who could devise such merchandise,
As he had there to sel!,

Unless it were proud Lucifer,
The great master of hell ?

He had to sell the Tautonie bell,
And pardons therein was, ..

Remission of sins in old sheep-skins,
Our souls to bring from grace.

With balls of lead, white wax and red,
And other whiles with green,

Closed in a box ; this use the fox ;
Such paultrie was never seen.

Such were the satirical ballads with which the re-
formers assailed the strongholds of the Roman Catho-
lic faith ; and surely no missiles, however substantial,
could have well been more effective.*

Robin Hude, Thom of Lyn, and Joknne Erme-
strangis dance, in the opinion of Mr Leyden, [ Nofes
to Complaynt of Scotland,] were the tunes appropri-

* So sensible were the Catholic clergy of the severity of this
war, that, at a council held by them in 1549, the very year of
the publication of the Complaynt of Scotland, they denounced all
those who kept in their possession * aliquos libros rythmorum
sew cantilenarum vulgarium, scandalosa ecclesiasticorum, aut
quamcunque hoeresim in se cont’iTnentia."
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ate to ballads which we still possess under nearly the
same names. Zhom of Lyn could be no other than
¢ Tamlane,” the well-known and most beautiful fairy
story, fitst recovered, in an entire shape, by Sir Walter
Seott, and here repnnted This story, though now
reduced to the narrow limits of an ordinary ballad, was
formerly an extensive romance, or metrical tale, whlch
was sung by minstrels to lords and ladies gay. The
circumstance of Johnne Ermestrangis dance being
mentioned in a work published in 1549, proves that
this unfortunate hero had, immediately after his deatb

become a theme of popular poetry and music.

Fnuernes must have been a tune attached to some
song in praise of the fown of Inverness.

Cum kyttil me nakyt wantounly is perhaps an early
version of the following ludicrous song, which is from
¢ a Ballad Book” printed in 1827,

Johnie cam to our toun,

To our toun, te our toun;

Johnie cam to our toun,
The body wi’ the tye.

And O as he kittled me,

Kittled me, kittled me ;

And O as he kittled me— g
But I forgot to cry. -

He gaed through the fields wi’ me,
The fields wi’ me, the fields wi’ me;
He gaed through the fields wi’ me,
And doun among the rye.
Then O as he kittled me,
Kittled me, kittled me;
Then O as he kittled me—
But I forgot to cry.

The Gossip’s dance and Schayke leg fut before gos-
sip were probably, one or both, the same with the
witch-song quoted in an account of the witches who
met the devil at North Berwick Kirk in 1591 :

Cummer, goe ye before, cummer, goe ye ;
Gif ye will not goe before, cammer, let me ;

Cummer and gossip signifying the same thing.
Bag lap and al, is a well-known air, preserved in
Oswald’s Collection. . -
The Vace of Voragon was probably the tune to
c
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which the minstrels sung a romance called Vernager,
or Ferragus, formerly popular in Britain, and also in
Ireland. «

After the era of ¢ the Complaynt of Scotland,” there
occurs no other grand landmark in the history of Scot-
tish song, for a considerable length of time. Here and
there, however, throughout the interval, we find traces
of its continued florescence, and even specimens of its
productions. For instance, in the Bannatyne MS.,
1568, we find « The Wowing of Jok and Jynney,”#
which is still regularly incorporated in our collections,
if not commonly sung ameng the populace. In the
same year, Thomas Bassendyne, printer, Edinburgh,
put forth ¢ a psalme buik,” in the end whereof was
found printed ¢ ane baudy sang,” called ¢ Welcome
fortunes.” In 1591, we find, in the book already quo-
ted regarding the congress of witches at North Ber-
wick Kirk, the names of two airs, which had appro-
priate words. The first was, ¢ Cummer, goe ye be-
fore,” two lines of which have been preserved and
printed in this essay. The second was, « The silly bit
chicken, gar cast it a pickle, and it will grow mickle.”
We are favoured by Mr Leyden with a whole stanza
of the latter ingenious ditty, which he says is still po-
pular in the south of Scotland :

The silly bit chicken, gar cast her a pickle,
And she’ll grow mickle, and she’ll grow mickle,

And she’ll grow mickle, and she’ll do gude,
And lay an egg to my little brude.

As this, however, has only been reseued from the
mouth of tradition since the beginning of the present
century, we can only vouch for the title given in the
witch-book, as an authentic relic of the song of the
sixteenth century. -

A song and air, called ¢ Bothwell bank, thou blu+
mest fair,” is mentioned in a book of date 1605, (sce
note to the song so called, in this Collection,) and as
the incident by which the reference to it is introdu-
ced, is stated to have occurred “ of late years,” we

* Entitled, in the present Collection, ¢ The \Vooing of Jenny
and Jock,” and professcd, erroneously, to be from Watson’s
Scots Poems.



XXXxv

may presume this to be also a composition of the six-
teenth century. * ¢ Tak your auld cloak about ye,” is
a song of nearly the same era, being quoted in Shak-
speare’s Othello, which is supposed to have been writ-
ten in 1611.

It may here be mentioned, by the way, that, in the
edition of the “ Godly and Spiritual Songs,” published
by Andro Hart in 1621, there is one which unques-
tionably bears reference to a well-known puerile rhyme.
It commences thus : ’

O man, rise up, and be not sweir,
Prepare again this gude new year;
My new year gift thou has in store :

Sen I am he that coft thee deir,
Gif me thy heart, I ask no more.

And there is a multitude of other verses. T cannot
help thinking, that this has been a sacred imitation of
the rhyme which, in my own youth, was cried by boys
at the doors of the good burgesses of Peebles, for the
purpose of calling forth the beneficent gift of an oat«
cake from the gudewife, then and there bestowed ac-
cording to immemorial custom :

Get up, gudewife, and binna sweir,

And-deal your breid to them that’s here ;

For the time will come when ye’ll be deid,

And then ye'll neither need yill nor breid.
If this has never been any thing more respectable than
a childish rhyme, we may certainly find reason here
to admire the minute attention which the reformers
paid to this strange part of their duty, and the humi-
lity of the arts to which they condescended, for the
purpose of promoting the good eamse.

We have unquestionable evidence, that the old song
descriptive of the adventures and fate of Gilderoy, the
Highland robber, (a specimen of which is given in the
notes to the modern ballad of Gilderoy, in this Collec-
tion,) was written and published almost immediately,
if not immediately, after the death of that person,
which took place in 1638.

We have now no further light upon the subject of
Secottish song, till we come to the latter part of the
seventeenth century, when we are supplied, from a
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manuseript Cantus which belonged to the late Mr
Archibald Constable, of Edinburgh; with a consider.
able variety of scraps arranged in the shape of a med-
ley. The whole passage containing these scraps is
here transcribed, in such a manner as to isolate each
individual piece, so that the reader may readily scan
the list.

- The nock is out of Johne’s bow.

First when Robin gude bow bare,
Was never bairne so bold.
Sing soft-a, sing soft.a ;
" Of our pins
Ye know the gins,
Ye tirled on them full oft-a.

Metl;inks _.thy banks bloom best.
Haiil., gov;ke, how m:my y.ears.
The ;xlavi; on a tree she sa.t,
Sing with notes clear.
" Joly Robin,
Goe to the greenwood to thy lemane.

. .

At et el
Titbore, tathore, what corn maw ye ?

Aike;l bra1.<e at iaarne; door'.
What horse in the fowne
Shall I ride on ?

€ome all your old malt to me,
Come all your old malt to me 3

And ye sall have the draff again,
Though all our dukes should die.

Thy love l.iggs sore bund and a”

The reill, the reill of Alves,

The joliest reill that ever wes.
Whaten a ye#pin carle art thou ?
Al of silver is x;ly bo.w. -
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Johne Robison, Johne Robison,
¢ That fair young man Johne Robison.

Goe .to the.greex;wood.

My good love, goe with me.

I biégit a bouir to m‘y lemane 3
In land is none so fair.

The 'huml;x:k is. the l;est-a.s'eed,
That any man may sew 3

When bairnes greets after breid,
Give them 2 horne to blow. .

The ring of the rash, of the gowan,
In the cool of the night came my lemane,
And yellow hair above her brow.

Silver wood, an thou were myne,
Come reike me the rowan tree.
Come row me round about, bony dowie.

So sv.veetly. sings. the x;ighti.ngale,
For love truly, loly lola.

All the moane that T make, sayes the gudeman,
Who’s to have my wife, deid when I am :

Care for thy winding-sheet, false lurdan,. - .
For I shall gett ane uther when thou art gone.

My g.udan'-le for ever and a}-a,
‘Was never widow so gay-a.

The 'begga.r sett his d.aught:er well.

The .fryare. had :m a t;oule c.)f redd s
He spied a pretty wench kaming her head.

Be soft and sobér, I ;lou p;ay.

I and my cummer, my cummer and I,
Shall never part with our mouth so dry.

We have here fragments bearing a far more striking
resemblance to the rude familiar ditties of the popu-
lace, or what is properly Scottish song, than any thing
which has hitherto fallen under our notice. The great-
er part of them are now unknown, or changed to some-
thing more refined ; but, fortunately, two or three are
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still preserved. For instance, the fragment beginning,
¢ Come all your old malt to me,” is the same with the
song called « the Mautman,” which Ramsay printed
in his Tea-Table Miscellany, and of which the follow-
ing clever verses may be given, as a specimen, from a
copy lately sung to me by a friend. They were never
before published.

Some say that kissing’s a sin,
But I think it’s nane ava,

For kissing has wonned® in the warld,
Since ever that there was twa.

O, if it wasna lawfu’,
Lawyers wadna allow it;
If it wasna holy,
i Ministers wadna do it.
If it wasna modest,
Maidens wadna tak it 3
If it wasna plenty,
Puir folk wadna get it !

Bring a’ your maut to me,
Bring a’ your maut to me ¢

My draff ye’se get for ae pund ane,
Though a’ my deukies should dee.

« My gudame for ever and ay-2” is a very old song,
seeing that a parody of it was printed by Chepman
and Myllar, in the year 1508. The last scrap is evi-
dently a piece of the well-known song, * My kimmer
and I,” which appeared in Cromek’s Nithsdale and
Galloway Songs, 1810. .

In 1666 was published the first edition of Forbes’s
Cantus, so frequently alluded to in this work. Here,
strange to say, in a book: published at Aberdeen, and
for the entertainment and solace of Scotsmen, we find,
among upwards of fifty songs, not one of the charac-
teristically Scottish ditties which are proved to have
then existed, and not one air now popular as a Scot-
tish air. The songs are partly of the godly kind al-
ready described, and partly of English composition ;
and the airs are also altogether foreign to the object of

* Dwelt. + To wit, the first pair.
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the present essay. It may seem strange that such a
thing should be. But it is perfectly explicable by the
theory laid down at the commencement of this essay,
that neither Scottish song nor Scottish music was
fashionable, or esteemed worthy of publication, till an
era somewhat later,

The beautiful song of « Waly, waly, gin love be bon-
ny,” will be found, from the notes appended to it in
this collection, to have been composed in the reign of
Charles IL., and probably in the decade of 1670-80.
The reader will also find reason to believe that the po-
pular songs of « Tweedside,” (old set,) ¢ Jobn Hay's
bonnie lassie,” and the ¢« Broom of the Cowden-
knowes,” (early set,) are of the same era. ‘The airs,
called ¢ The bonny broom,” ¢ I'll never leave thee,”
and ¢ We'll all go pull the hadder,” are mentioned in
the preface to a volume of spiritual songs, published at
Edinburgh in 1683, being the compilation of a Mr
William Geddes. ¢ Katherine Ogie” is said to have
been sung in London in 1686. There is an air, and
probably there was a song, called « The fourteenth of
October,” which, Ritson informs us, was composed in
honour of the birth-day of King James VII. ¢« The
battle of Killiecrankie,” which is known to have been
written immediately after the incident it commemo-
rates, must also be considered a song of this era.

A manuscript collection of airs for the viol de gam-
ba, dated 1683-92, and which I have bad the good
fortune to see,* contains a considerable number of Scot-
tish airs, which, together with their appropriate songs,
are still popular. Some of them are under different
names from those which they now bear. ¢ Nancy'’s
to the greenwood gane,” for instance, is called Zow fo
spin ; which suggests the idea of a ludicrous familiar
song ; because, to this day, in Scotland, when a younger
sister is first married, she is said to leave her senior
the tow to spin; which unhappy circumstance was
probably the subject of the composition. The tune of
Ramsay’s song, “ My mother’s ay glowran ower me,”

® 1t is at present in the possession of Mr Andrew Blaikic,
engraver, Paisley.
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is here called A health to Betty.* < Lochaber no
more” is called King James's march to Ireland ;
-« Tweedside,” Doun Tweedside. The airs called Al-
lan water, For lack of gold she left me, Haud awa frae
me, and Where Helen lies, are all here under their pre-
sent names ; as also an air, now out of fashion, enti-
tled, « Weel hoddlet, luckie,” [ Well danced, old wo-
« man /] which the author of Waverley, in consequence
of seeing Mr Blaikie’s curious manuscript, has repre-
sented in his novel of Redgauntlet, as the air which
Sir Robert Redgauntlet requested Wandering Willie’s
father to play to him in hell. :

In another collection of airs written soon after the
Revolution, being for the Lyra viol, Mr Leyden informs
us, that he found the following Scottish tunes, which
are at the same time, of course, the names of songs:
Ower the muir to Maggie; Robin and Jonnet; My
dearie, if thon die; Money in both pockets; The
lady’s goune ; Bonnie Nanie; Meggie, I must love
thee; Where Helen lays; Strick upon a strogin ;
Hallo even ; Happie man is he; Woman's wark will
never be done; Jocke the laird’s brother; Bonie las-
sie ; Jenny, I told you; The gillifiower ; The bonny
brow ; The new kirk gavell; The nightingall ; Jockie
went to the wood ; Sweet Willie ; Bonny roaring Wil-
lie ; Tweedside ; When she cam ben she bobbit ; Foul
fa’ my eyes’; When the bride cam ben she becked;
The collyer’s daughter; Foull tak the ‘wars; The
milkeine pail ; and The bonie brookit lassie, blew be-
neath the eyes.

It is supposed that the very first Scottish air which
appeared in print is the well-known one entitled, « Up
in the morning early.” Under the title of  I'se gae
wi’ thee, my Peggy,” this tune appears, as a catch, in
John Hilton’s Collection, 1652. That it continned to
be admired for a considerable time afterwards, is pro-
ved by an anecdote, which has been related by Sir
John Hawkins, in his General History of Music. The

* T have heard a tradition, that < My mother’s ay glowran
ower me” was not written by Ramsay, but by Lady Betty
Wemyss, an ancient virgin of that noble family, who lived in
Edinburgh till towards the end of the last century.
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tune was, it appears, a great favourite of Mary, the
consort of King William ; and she once affronted the
celebrated Purcell, by requesting to have it sung to
her, when he was present; the story is as follows.
The Queen, having a mind one afternoon to be enter-
tained with music, sent to Mr Gostling, (then one of
the chapel, and afterwards subdean of St Paul’s,) to
Henry Purcell, and Mrs Arabella Hunt, who had a
very fine voice, with a request to attend her; which
they immediately obeyed. Mr Gostling and Mrs Hunt
sung several compositions of Purcell, who accompa-
nied them on the harpsichord. At length, as there is
nothing so fine but it will at last grow disagreeable,
and even partridges were found nauseous by the King
of France’s confessor, her majesty grew tired of so
much fine music, and asked Mrs Hunt if she could fiot
sing the old Scots ballad, ¢ Cold and raw.” [This
was a name which the tune had latterly assumed, from
being set to a song beginning,
. Cold and raw, the wind does blaw,
Up in the morning early.]

Mrs Hunt answered, ¢ Yes,” and sung it to her lute.
Purcell was all the while sitting at the harpsichord,
unemployed, and not a little nettled at the Queen’s
preference of a vulgar ballad to his music ; but, seeing
her Majesty delighted with the tune, he determine
that she should hear of it on another occasion. Ac-
cordingly, in the next birth-day song, namely, that for
the year 1692, he composed an air to the words, ¢ May
her bright example chase vice in troops* oat of the
land,” the bass whereof was the tune to ¢ Cold and
raw.” It is printed in the second part of his Orpheus
Britannicus, and' is note for note the same with the
Scottish tune, as at present sung. )
It would appear that about this period, or a little
before, the Scottish airs for the first time fell under the
notice of the better orders of society, or became at all
known in England. Hitherto, in both Scotland and
England, people of education and condition only prac-
tised the elaborate sort of music, and knew nothing of

* Query—Of what ?
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the touching beauties of simple national melody. As
their poets had imitated the intricate and regular com-
positions of the Italians, rather than followed the dic-
tates of nature, so did they themselves relish only the
artificial combinations and endless involvements of las
byrinthine harmony, instead of possessing souls to be
affected by the simple, straightforward eloquence of
natural sound. The modulation of the shepherd’s pipe
might be very exquisite, might cause the dull cattle to
stand and gaze,

“¢ Charmed with the melodye,”

and might speak volumes to the rural divinity whose
charms were the burden of its lay; but it was all as
nought to the man of refinement, whose evenings were
spent in the mysteries of fugue and canon. At length,
however, the upper classes became alive to the beau-
ties of what they had so long neglected; and before
the end of the seventeenth century, not only were the
Scottish airs introduced into places of public amuse-
ment at London, but the best English composers
thought proper to imitate them. That singular ge-
nius, Tom D'Urfey, and other Grubstreeters of the
day, exerted themselves to fit the airs thus imported
from the north with appropriate verses ; for the original
Scotch songs seem to have been found quite inadmissi-
ble into genteel company. Their efforts were attended
.with execrable results, as may be instanced in a note
found attached in this collection to the song of ¢« Ka-
therine Ogie.,” Dut, nevertheless, the fact that they
did so is gratifying, as a proof that at least the native
music of Scotland was then found worthy of the ap-
probation of lords and ladies gay. The number of
Scottish airs, and imitations of such, in Tom D’'Ur-
fey’s grand collection, called “ Pills to Purge Melan-
choly, 1719,” is very considerable; and if they had
‘had no real charms to recommend them to the notice
of the public, they must have now been sufficiently con-
spicuous, for Tom’s six successive volumes, although
full of all kinds of filth, were dedicated to the highest
people in England, and became the bosom books of
high and low. What was then fashionable in England,
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must, of course, have been also fashionable in Scot-
land. Accordingly, we find Scottish music and song
so much in vogue among the upper ranks in their na-
tive country, that Ramsay, only a few years after, de-
dicated his collection, entitled the Tea-Table Miscel-
lany, to both extremes of society—
To ilka lovely British lass,
Frae Ladies Charlotte, Anne, and Jean,
Down to ilk bonny singing Bess,
That dances barefoot on the green.

Before arriving, however, at that grand era in the
history of Scottish song, the publication of the Tea-
Table Miscellany, it is necessary to make allusion to
one or two facts which fall a little earlier. The chief
of these is Semple’s existence as a song writer before
‘the time of Ramsay. Semple flourished during the
latter twenty years of the seventeenth century; and
he is affirmed, by unvarying and probable tradition,
to have been the author of « Maggie Lauder,” « Fy,
let us a’ to the bridal,” and ¢ She rose and loot me
in,” What makes this more probable, is, that not
only does Semple seem, from his acknowledged poems,
to have been able to write these capital lyrics, but it
was guite a natural thing, while men of fashion in the
sister country were imitating the old manner, as they
called it, that a man of fashion in this country should
do the same thing. Whether he was the author or
not, it is at least certain, that ¢« Fy, let us a’ to the
bridal” was printed in Watson’s Collection of. Poems,
1706, ere Ramsay had yet taken up the lyre ; and it is
thus curious, as the earliest Scottish song of the kind,
now popular, which we can find entire in a printed
book or manuscript. '

A doubt has been insinuated by Mr James Hogg,
the esteemed author of the Queen’s Wake, whether
Semple was the author of « Fy, let us a’ to the bri-
dal;” and he presents us with an Ettrick _tradition,
that it was the composition of Sir William Scott of
Thirlstain, in Selkirkshire, ancestor of the present Lord
Napier.* ¢« The first man,” he says,-* whom I heard

* So Mr Hogg has informed me orally. The extract which
follows is from Blackwocid’s Magazine for June, 1817.
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sing this song, accompanied it with an anecdote of the
author singing it once in a large private assembly at
London. There were three Scotch noblemen present,
who were quite convulsed with laughter ; and the rest,
perceiving that there was something very droll in it,
which they could but very imperfectly comprehend,
requested the author to sing it again. This he posi-
tively declined. Some persons of very high rank were
present, who appearing much disappointed by this re-
fusal, a few noblemen, valuing themselves on the know-
ledge of Scotsmen’s propensities, went up to this north-
ern laird, and offered him a piece of plate of a hun-
dred guineas’ value if he would sing the song over
again. But he, sensible that the song would not bear
the most minute investigation by the company in which
he then was, persisted in his refusal, putting them off
with an old proverb, which cannot be inserted here.”

This vague tradition must be allowed to acquire
some respectability, when it is known that Sir William
Scott was really a vernacular Scottish poet, and one
who flourished at the very time when * Fy, let us a’
to the bridal” was printed in Watson’s Collection.
He was one of that illustrious little knot of wits, com-
posed of Archibald Pitcairne, David Gregory, Walter
Dennistone, Sir William Bennet, &c. who, living at
the commencement of the eighteenth century, might be
said to bring with them the dawn of the revival of lite-
rature in Scotland. He appears to have been much
addicted to the composition of Latin poetry, there be-
ing a considerable number of such pieces by him in
Ruddiman’s publication of ‘Selecta Poemata, 1727, In
an elegy written upon him by John Ker, and published
in the same volume, he is called

deliciz novem So orum,
Et Caledonie decus Camene ;

which seems to prove that he was an eminent writer
of Scottish song.” He died on the 8th of October,
1725. Ruddiman, in the preface to his Poemata, cha-
racterises him in a paragraph, which the learned will
excuse me for giving in a translated form.

¢ Sir William Scott of Thirlstain, illustrious in his
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birth, more illustrious by his virtues, an excellent coun-
sellor and philologist, a judge of all polite letters, and
a man to be compared with few in regard to integrity of
life, and suavity and elegance of manners, deserves to
be ranked in the next place to Pitcairn. -He compo-
sed some very neat and pretty Latin poems, which, as
he was a man of the most consummate modesty, he
would never show except to a very few friends; nor
would he ever, while in life, permit them to see the
light by way of publication.”

Perhaps, however, nothing could give greater coun-
tenance to Mr Hogg's tradition, than the republica-
tion of a ludicrous macaronic poem which he wrote,
and which must be allowed to display something like
the same humour with the old song in question.

Ad E—_m E. m,- Equitem, M.D. Villadelphinus

Fra{er.

Qualis in terris fabulatur Orpheus
Natus Irlandis, ubi nulla wivat
Spidera telum, neque foeda spouttat
Tedda venenum 3
Dura Clarshoo modulante, saxa,
Et viros saxo graviores omni,
Et lacus, et bogs, fluviosque, et altas
Ducere sylvas. -
Talis Hiberno similis poetz
Villadelphinos ego, nec secundus,
Dum mihi possham sonat, aut canoram
Dextera trumpam :
Asinus semper comes est, et anser,
Vocibus partes modulare promti,
Porcus in stayo facilique bassum
. Murmure grumphat :
Per domum dansant tabule, cathedras,
Fistules, furme, simul atque chistz ;
Rusticam ducet leviterque dansam
Armo-cathedra.
Tunc mihi starkam promit anus aillam,
Ipsa quam broustrix veterem botello
Condidit, frater, datus in theatro
' Cum tibi plausus
Tune mihi note redeunt Cameena,
Tunc ego possum atque imitare Sappheo,
Blachere et nigrum bene, winterano
Cortice ristans :
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Musa Taiguzos mea poetastros,

Judice vel te, superabit omnes,

Ipse Pentlandis licet arrivaret
Flecnus in agris.

Doubts of the same nature may be insinuated re-
garding the authorship of « Maggie Lauder.” Semple
was a gentleman of Renfrewshire; he wrote many
poems local to that district; we are acquainted with
no poem of his referring to Fife : it is not, therefore, so
probable that he wrote this capital song, which is ex-
pressly local to Fife, as that it 'was written by some
other person, who lived in the county referred to.
Time, as well as place, is against his claim : « Maggie
Lauder” did not appear in any collection before that
of Herd, late in'the eighteenth century. Was it likely
that a song possessed of such popular qualifications
should have escaped Ramsay, if it had been written
before his time ?

A question therefore arises—Was there any person
residing in the eastern district of Fife, between the era
of Ramsay’s publication and that of Herd, who could
be supposed capable of writing such a song? I answer,
there was, and for a considerable time both before and
after. Sir William Anstruther of Anstruther, chief
dignitary in the neighbourhood of ¢ Anster Town,”
published “ Essays, moral and divine, interspersed
with poetry,” in 1701. Lieutenant William Hamil-
ton, in Watson’s Collection, 1706, sings the elegy of
¢ Bonny Heck, a famous Fife greyhound,” some verses
of which relate to the very spot of country which may
be said to form the scenery of « Maggie Lauder :”

What great feats have I done mysell,

Within clink o’ Kilrenny bell,

When I was souple, young, and fell,
But fear or dread !

John Ness and Paterson can tell,
‘Whose hearts may bleed.

At the King’s Muir, and Kelly Law,
Where gude stout hares gang fast awa’,
So cleverly I did it claw,

With pith and speed
I bare the bell before them a’,

As clear’s a bead.
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T ran alike on a’ kind grunds ;

Yea, in the midst o* Airdry whuns,

1 gripped the maukens by the buns,
Or by the neck ;

W here nought could stay them but the guns,
Or bonny Heck.

Towards the middle of the century, when it is most
probable that Maggie Lauder was written, ¢ the East
Neuk o' Fife,” as the district is called, was a perfect
nest of poetical wits; the chief of whom was Clerk
Dishington, of Crail,

l Whase wig was like a drouket hen,
Igo and ago,
The tail o't like a guse pen,
Iram, coram, dago.

This man instituted a club at Anstruther, (the next
town to Crail,) the object of which was to promote
good-humour, and to give occasion to wit and double-
entendre : it was called « The Beggar's Benison.”
Lunardi, the celebrated aeronaut, happening to alight
from one of bis aerial excursions in the neighbourhood
of Anstruther, was introduced into this eircle of wits
—it was after Dishington’s time—and he gives, in the
narrative of his Scottish adventures, a most amusing
account of the equivoques, “ the quips, and cranks,
and wanton wiles,” of the society. It was altogether
quite of a piece, in humour, with the spirit of « Mag-
gie Lauder.” T cannot help thinking it likely, on this
account, that this song was the composition of either
Dishington himself, or of some equally witty, wicked,
regardless associate of the Beggar’s Bennison.

While I"am upon the subject of « Maggie Lauder,”
I may be permitted to introduce a very curious and
interesting anecdote of the lady herself, which I had
the good fortune to discover in an old manuseript vo-
lume of genealogical collections in the Library of the
Faculty of Advocates. It occurs in the shape of a
note to an account of the ancient family of Lauder of
the Bass; to which family, it thus appears, we are in-
debted for at least the name, if not also the character,
of the heroine.

% Note. There hath been a tradition in the Burgh
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of North Berwick, and country about, handed down to
this time from father to son, that when Oliver Cromwell,
that grand usurper, hypocrite, and great wicked man, lay
with hisarmy encamped about Dunbar, before the battle

of Downhill, that he had sent a party to North Berwick,
where Sir Robert Lauder, then of Bass, had his house,
with barn-yard and other office-houses. The party en-
tered the barn, where the corn was sacked up, ready to_
be carried out to be sown ; the party having offered to .
carry off the corn for the use of their master, the Lord
Protector (as they called him) his army, Sir Robert’s
servant went into the house, and acquainted Mrs Mar-
garet alias Maggy Lauder, Sir Robert’s sister, who
had the management of his family and affairs. She-
immediately ordered the sharpest knife and flail to be
brought to her, and went into the barn, where, after
upbraiding the party, she ripped up the sacks, and ma-
naged the flail with such dexterity, that she beat off
the party; for which she most deservedly may be ac-
counted amongst the greatest and most glorious he-
roines of that age. Sir Robert was obliged at that time
to abscond, because he was a loyalist, as all of that
and other families of that name have almost always
been, and still continue.” '

+ As to ¢ She rase and loot me in,” the third song
ascribed by tradition to Semple, some doubts may also
be entertained regarding its authorship. The tune is
well known to be one of those imitations of the Scotch
manner, which were produced in such numbers at Lon-
don during the time of Tom D’Urfey. The original
song, moreover, though marked by Ramsay as one of
indefinite antiquity, has all the appearance of an Eng-
lish imitation : there being not a single idea in it at all
characteristic of Scotland, while the language is only
English somewhat vulgarized.

We now come to consider the publication of ¢ the
Tea-Table Miscellany,” the first edition of which ap-
peared in 1724

The impulse which had been given to the public
taste for Scottish song and music about the end of the
seventeenth, and the beginning of the eighteenth cen-
tury, was the proximate cause of this invaluable publi-

10
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cation. The time had now gone past when the. mo-

dulations of sound and sentiment which nature dicta-

ted to the simple swain, were csteemed as only fit to

charm the class of society which gave them birth, an d
when music and poetry were only to be relished in:
proportion as they were artificially and skilfully elabo-.
rated. Society, emancipated from its childhood, du-

ring which, like individual man, it is always an imita-

tor, had now ventured to feel and profess an apprecia-

tion of what was originally and truly beautiful in these:
divine arts; and the Muse of the heart had at length
asserted her empire over all ranks of men. Poetry was.
now no longer supposed to consist in awkward allusions-
to an exploded mythology, or in accurate versification.:
Music was not now believed to consist only in an in-

genious machinery of collusive sounds. Men had at.
length permitted themselves, like the Vicar.of Wake-

field’s family, to be happy without regard to system.

The Tea-Table Miscellany, the very name of which-
proves it to have been designed for the use of the up<
per ranks of society, might be said to consist in four:
different sorts of song. ‘ g

I. Old characteristic songs, the productions of uwn«
known poets of the populace; of which kind there
were the following: Muirland Willie; Naney’s to the:
greenwood gane ; Maggie’s tocher ; My jo Janet (pro-
bably) ; Peggy and Jocky; Katherine Ogie (proba-
bly); Jocky said to Jenny ; Fy, let us a’ to the bridal j
The auld gudeman ; The shepherd Adonis; She rase
and loot me in ; John Ochiltree ; In January last ; Ge<
neral Lesley’s march; Todlen hame ; Although I be
but a country lass ; Waly, waly, gin love be bonny;
Ower the hills, and far away; Norland Jocky and
Southland Jenny ; -Andro and his cutty gun.

I1. Songs of the same sort, but altered and enlarged
at the discretion of the Editor; of which kind there
were the following: Lucky Nancy; Auld Rob Mor=
ris; The Ewe-buchts; Omnia. vincit amor ; The auld
wife ayont the fire ; Sleepy body, drowsy body ; Jocky
blythe and gay; Haud awa’ frae me, Donald ; The
Peremptor Lover; My Jeany and I have toiled;
Jocky fou, Jenny fain; Jeanly, where hast thou been ?

; , :
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111. About sixty songs, composed by Ramsay him-
self, and thirty written by his friends, as substitutes
for older compositions, which could not be printed on
account of indecency and want of merit. It is cus-
tomary to hear honest Allan railed against, for thus
annihilating so much of the old characteristic poetry of
Scotland. But it should be recollected, that, even if
preserved, these things could only be interesting in an
antiquarian, and net in a literary point of view ; and al-
so that the new songs thus projected upon the public
were possessed of much merit. If the old verses had
been better in a literary sense than the new, they
would have survived in spite of them. But they were
not better; they had no merit at all; and of course
they perished. Those who declaim against Ramsay
for this imaginary offence, forget that, amidst the poems
he substituted for the old ones, are, ¢ The Lass o’ Pa-
tie’s Mill;” ¢« The last time I came ower the muir;”
¢ The Yellow-haired Laddie;” ¢ The Waukin’ o’ the
Faulds ;" and ¢« Lochaber no more,” by himself : « My
dearie, an thou die;” the modern ¢« Tweedside;” and
¢The Bush abune Traquair,” by Crawford: « The
Broom o’ the Cowdenknowes,” by somebody signing
himself S. R.: some of Mr Hamilton of Bangour’s
beautiful lyrics: “ Were na my heart licht I wad die,”
by Lady Grizel Baillie: and a great many more capi-
tal compositions, forming, it may be said, a large pro-
portion of what is at present the staple of Scottish song.

1V. A multitude of English songs, which, of course,
it is not necessary to notice in this place, ,

Some passages in Ramsay’s preface may here be
quoted as illustrative of the condition of Scottish mu-
sic.and song at the time of his  publication. He says
of the airs, « Although it be acknowledged that our
Scots tunes have not Jengthened variety of music, yet
they have an agreeable gaiety and natural sweetness
that make them acceptable wherever they are known,
not only among ourselves, but in other countries. They
are, for the most part, so cheerful, that, on hearing
them well played or sung, we find a difficulty to keep
ourselves from dancing. What further adds to our es-

teem for them is their antiquity, and their being uni-
versally known.
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In Ramsay's work theré is found yet one other
source of illustration for the dark subject in hand—the
naties of tunes prefixed to the various songs. Some
of these indicate the existence of songs which he does
not preserve, and which are now lost. Others refer
to songs still popular, or for which other verses have
latterly been substituted. It may be worth while to
present the reader in this place with a list of all the
girs, the age of which, or of the songs connected with
them, the Editor could not, at any other part of the pre-
sent compilation, find fixed so early, as well as of such
as have not now any songs cotresponding to their titles :

Wae’s my heart that we should sunder; Carle, an
the King come ; Auld Lang Syne; Hallow Even; I
wish my love were ini a niire ;* The Fourteenth of Oc-
tober ; The Bonniest Lass in a’ the warld ; The Kirk
wad let me be; Dainty Davie; Saw ye my Peggy;
Blink over the burn, sweet Betty ; The bonny grey-
eyed morning ; Logan Water ; Chami ma chattle, na
duce skar me; My apron, deary; I fixed my fancy
on her; I loo'ed a bonny lady; Mary Scott; Green
Sleeves ; Bonny Jean ; The Lass of Livingstone; John
Anderson, my joe; Come kiss; Rothes' Lament, or
Pinky House; Tibby Fowler in the Glen ; Fy, gae rab
her ower wi’ strae; The Mill, Mill, O!; Where shall
our Gudeman lie; My love Annie’s very bonny; Where
Helen lies; [Fair Helen of Kirkconnels] Gallow-
shiels ; Ranting Roaring Willie; This is no mine ain
house; Sae merry as wé twa hae been; My Daddie
forbad, my Minny forbad ; Steer her up, and haud her
gaun; Bessy's Haggis; Jocky blythe and gay; Va-
liant Jocky; When absent from the nymph I love;
Gillikranky ; The happy Clowti; Jenny beguiled the
Wabster ; [surely this must havé been an early version
of « Jenny dang the Weaver"—the song given wrider
at is in the same metre with that admired production ; ]
I'll gar you be fain to follow me ; We'll 2’ to Kelso go;

® Mr Alexandet Campbell has communicated the initial lines
of (his obsolete song : ‘

¢t I wish my love were in a mire,
And T just on-aboon her.”
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Love’s Goddess in a myrtle grove ; The glancing of her
‘apron; Auld Sir Simon the King; A roke and a wee
‘pickle tow ; Jenny Nettles ; Somebody ; The gallant
‘Shoemaker; O ! dear mother, what shall I do? Cauld
Kale in Aberdeen ; The Mucking o’ Geordie’s Byre ;
Leith Wynd; Hero and Leander ; Kind Rebin lo'es
me ; *Twas within a furlong of Edinburgh town, [un
Englisk imitation.]

That this was, indeed, the golden age of Scottish
music and song is abundantly clear. How else should
we find men and ‘women of fashion exerting them-
selves to imitate and rival the poetic productions of the
swains?' ‘How "else should Ramsay’s volume have
been intended, as he himself says, to ‘“steal itself into
the ladies’ bosoms?” How élse should he have said of
‘his book, - 5
i The wanton wee thing will rejoice,

When tented by a sparkling ee,

The'spinnet tinkling to her voice,
It lying on her lovely knee !

But, among the many facts which go to prove this,
perhaps the most conclusive is the publication, in 1725,
of a collection of Scottish songs and airs, called ¢ The
‘Orpheus Caledouius,” which appeared at London, and
which its editor, William Thompson, professes to
have designed for the use of persons of quality, and
dedicates to the Princess of Wales.*

While the Scotch airs were in this high and palmy
state, the simple singing of Scetch songs, without any
accompaniment whatever, was one of the ¢hief amuse-
ments resorted to by the best society in Edinburgh, at
those delightful assemblages, then so fashionable, but
now so exploded, called evening parties. Ramsay’s
Collection might truly be called the Tea-Table Mis-
cellany, for, according to the recollection of all.aged
persons of condition with whom I have conversed, the
Deil's Buke itself+ found some difficulty in keeping
its ground against it at the tea-table, and nothing was
then hailed with such rapture as Lady s or Mr

® Consort of George II., and afterwards Queen Caroline.
+ Cards. \
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«——'s song. I have heard one express tradition,
which gives local and personal certainty to this fact.
Early in the last century, there was scarcely a more
delightful singer of the pathetic melodies of Scotland
than Lady Murray of Stanhope, daughter of Lady
Grizel Baillie, the authoress of ¢ Were na my heart
licht, I waql die.” Lady Murray lived in a flat in the
Parliament square, where she frequently assembled her
friends of both sexes at tea-parties, which, on account
of the extreme sweetness of her manners, and her ac-
complishments as a singer, were esteemed the most
delightful affairs that could well be. She used to sing
Lord Yester's set of Tweedside, in particular, with
such thrilling pathos, that at each cadence at the end of
the verses, where the despairing swain laments the ne-
cessity of « laying his banes far from the Tweed,” there
-was generally a sob of tenderness heard to burst from
the company, and they never fuiled to be found in
tears at the conclusion.

It may be expected that some notice should here be
taken of the Jacobite ditties, which, in the earlier part
of the last century, constituted so large a portion of
our body of national song. But Jacobite song is in
reality an excrescence from the body of Scottish song,
ot a part of its body corporate. By far the greater
part of these political canticles are merely parodies and
imitations of other songs; for the Jacobites, like the
Puritan clergy of the two preceding centuries, bad the
sagacity to form their compositions on the frame-work
and foundation-stones of songs which were favourites
with the public. Another and still worse mischief is,
that they were only of late years put into an historical
form. Thus, although there can be no question as to
the great merit of these productions, they unfortunately
furnish us with no facts to illustrate the history of ge-
‘neral song.

Throughout the central portion of the last century,
we find Scottish song still forming a great portion
of the entertainment of the better orders of people in
Scotland. Sir Gilbert Elliot, Dr Austin, Sir John
Clerk of Pennycuik, Dr Webster, Miss Jane Elliot,
and Mrs Cockburn, all of whom moved in the very
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best circle of saciety at Edinburgh, were then active
writers of verses to Seotch tunes; a proof that there
was yet nothing unfashionable about it. The public
is only acquainted with one-song by each of these in-
dividuals ; but some of them in reality wrote many
such things. I have sgen a manuscript written by an
aged lady of quality in the decade of 1770-80, which
contains a great number of the fugitive éompositions
of the period under notice, and, in particular, of Sir
Gilbert Elliot and Mrs Cockburn. The period which
produced « the Flowers of the Forest” (both sets), and
the fine song beginning, «“My sheep I neglected,” could
not be considered as one barren in song. '

That the reader may have a just idea of the sort of
good society which thus gave encouragement to Scot~
tish song about the middle of the last century, I beg to
introduce a brief characteristic notice of Mrs Cock-
burn, with which I have been politely favoured by Sir
Walter Scott, her surviving friend. L

¢ Mrs Catherine Cockburn, authoress of those verses
to the tune of the Flowers of the Forest, which begin,

D’ve seen the smiling of fortune beguiling,

was daughter to ~m—— Rutherford, Esq. of Fairnalee
in Selkirkshire. A turret in the old house of Fairna-
lee is still shown as the place where the poem was
written. The occasion was a calamitous period in
Selkirkshire, or Ettrick Forest, when no fewer than
seven lairds or proprietors, men of ancient family and
inheritance, having been engaged in some imprudent
speculations, became insolvent in one year. -
« Miss C. Rutherford was married to ~—— Cock-
burn, son of Cockburn of Ormiston, Lord Justice Clerk
of Scotland. Mr Cockburn acted as Commissioner for
.the Duke of Hamilton of that day; and being, as
might be expeeted from his family, a sincere friend to
the Revolution and Protestant succession, he used his
interest with his principal to prevent him from joining
in the intrigues which preceded the insurrection of
1745, to which his Grace is supposed to have had a
strong inclination. )

« Mrs Cockburn was herself a keen Whig. I re-
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member having heard repeated a parody on Prince
Charles’s proclamation, in burlesque verse, to the tune
of ¢ Clout the Caldron.” In the midst of the siege or
blockade of the Castle of Edinburgh, the carriage in
which Mrs Cockburn was returning from a visit to
Ravelstone, was stopped by the Highland guard at the
West Port ; and, as she had a copy of the parody about
her person, she was not a little alarmed at the conse-
quences ; especially as the officer talked of searching
the carriage for letters and correspondence with the
Whigs in the city. Fortunately, the arms on the coach
were recognised as belonging to a gentleman favour-
able to the cause of the Adventurer, so that Mrs Cock-
burn escaped, with the caution not to carry political
squibs about her person in future.

« Apparently, she was fond of parody; as I have
heard a very clever one of her writing, upon the old
song, ‘ Nancy’s to the greenwood gane. The occa-
sion of her writing it was the rejection of her brother’s
hand by a fantastic young lady of fashion. The first
verse ran thus :

Nancy’s to the Assembly gane,
To hear the fops a’ chattering ;

And Willie he has followed her,
To win her love by flattering.

«] farther remember only the last verse, which de-
scribes the sort of exquisite then in fashion :
L ] - L ] - - L]

‘Wad ye hae bonny Nancy ?

Na, I'll hae ane has learned to fence,
And that can please my fancy ;

Ane that can flatter, bow, and dance,
And make love to the ladies, 4

That kens how folk behave in France,
And’s bauld amang the cadies.®

¢« Mrs Cockburn was authoress of many other little

pieces, particularly a set of toasts deseriptive of some
of her friends, and sent’ to a company where most of

® An old-fashioned species of serviceable attendants, between
the street-porter and the valet-de-place, peculiar to Edinburgh.
A great number were always hanging about the doors of the As-
sembly Rooms. ‘ .
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them were assembled. “They were so accurately drawn,
that each was at once referred to the person character-
ised. One runs thus: '

" To a thing that’s uncommon—a youth of discretion,

Who, though vastly handsome, despises flirtation ;

Is the friend in affliction, the soul of affection,

Who may hear the last trump without dread of detection.
This was written for my father, then a young and re-
markably handsome man.

« The intimacy was great between my mother and
Mis Cockburn. She resided in Crichton Street, and,
my father’s house being in George’s Square, the inter-
eourse of that day, which was of a very close and un-
ceremonious character, was constantly maintained with
little trouble. My mother and Mrs Cockburn were
related, in what degree I know not, but sufficiently
near to induce Mrs Cockburn to distinguish her in her
will. Mrs.Cockburn had the misfortune to lose an on-
ly son, Patrick Cockburn, who had the rank of Captain
in the Dragoons, several years before her own death ;
which last event took place about forty years since. - -

«Mrs Cockburn was one of those persons whose
talents for conversation made a stronger impression on
her contemporaries, than her writings can be expected
to produce. In person and features she somewhat re-
sembled Queen ‘Elizabeth ; but the nose was rather
more aquiline. She was proud ‘of her auburn hair,
which remained unbleached by time, even when she
was upwards of eighty years old. She maintained the
rank in the society of Edinburgh, which French women
of talents usually do in that of: Paris ; and her little
parlour dled to assemble a very distinguished and ac-
complished circle, among whom David Hume, John
Home, Lord Monboddo, and many other men of name,
were frequently to be found. Her evening parties
were very frequent, and included society distinguished
both for condition and talents. * The peti¢ souper which
always concluded the evening, was like that of Stella,
which she used to quote on the occasion:

~ A supper like her mighty self,
Four nothings on four plates of delf,
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But they passed off more gaily than many costlier en-
tertainments.

« She spoke both wittily and well, and maintained
an extensive correspondence, which, if it continues to
exist, must contain many things hlghly curious and in-
teresting. My recollection 1s, that her conversation
brought her much nearer to a Frenchwoman than to a
native of England ; and, as I have the same impression
with respect %0 ]adles of the same period and.the same
rank in society, I am apt to think that the vieille cour
of Edmburgh rather resembled that of  Paris than that
of St James'’s, and particularly that the Scotch imita-
ted the Parisians in laying aside much of the expense
and form of those little parties in which wit and good-
humour were allowed to supersede all occasion of dis-
play. The lodging where Mrs Cockburn received the
best society of her time, would not now offer accom-
modation to a very inferior person.”

The publication of Mr David Herd, in 1769, was
an immense accession to the stores of Scottish song.
This work, of which a second edition appeared in
1776, was the compilation of a man of equal indus-
try with Ramsay, and of more antiquarian and more
classic taste.. It was divided into several parts ; the
first of which comprebended a considerable variety of
ballads, or legendary narratives, partly selected from
former works, but mostly drawn from the mouth of
tradition. In those other parts of the work which
contain the various sorts of song, there is found, besides
an extensive selection from Ramsay, a great multitude
of first-rate compositions, which the editor had been
at the pains to take down from recitation, and which,
in all probability, would have otherwise been lost. A
glance over the pages of the present collection would
satisfy the reader as to the great debt we owe to Da-
vid Herd; but, that he may see at one view what
songs were, by this man, and at that time, presented to
the public, I subjoin a list.

" Argyle is my name; My wife has ta’en the gee;
Walifou fa’ the cat; Alas! my son, you little know ;
Bess the gawkie; There’s nae luck about the house;
The drunken wife o’ Galloway ; Fause love, and hae
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ye played me this! For lack of gold; M‘Pherson’s
rant; Gude day to ye, Robin; Turnimspike; The
Flowers of the Forest (both sets); Kirk wad let me
be; Get up and bar the door; The humble beggar;
Nae deminies for me, laddie ; I ha’e laid a herring in
saut ; Hey, Jenny, come down to Jock; The Low
lands of Holland ; My sheep I neglected ; The High-
land Queen; Our gudeman cam hame at e’en; O!
this is my departing time; O! as I was kist yestreen ;
The rock and the wee pickle tow; Pinkie House;
The runaway bride ; The banks of Forth; Sae mer-
ry as we twa ha'e been ; The baigrie o't ; Fee him, fa-
ger; Was ye e’er in Crail town? The brisk young
lad ; Tweedside (old srlz\t}; Roslin Castle ; The jolly
beggar ; Tranent muir; wife’s a wanton wee thing s
Kind Robin loes me; Woo'd, and married, and a’;
The Battle of Sheriff-muir ; The mucking of Geordie’s
byre; Patie’s courtship; Tibbie Fowler; Blink over
the burn, sweet Betty; Haud awa’ frae me, Donald
(second set); Old King Coul; Ol an ye war deidy
gudeman ; Maggie Lauder ; Symon Brodie ; Bide ye
yet; Oh! gin my love were yon red rose; Jenny’s
Bawbee ; with many others of inferior merit.

Up to this period, it does not seem to have ever
been judged necessary, by any editor of Scottish songs,
to give a single word of prose regarding their probahle
date, the occasion of them, or even the names of their
authors. To remedy, in seme measure, this unfortu-
nate error, Mr William Tytler of Woodhouselee pub-
lished, in 1779, a ¢ Dissertation on Scottish Song and
Music,” in which he endeavoured to fix the eras of a
great variety of the most popular airs. Almost all Mr
Tytler’s speculations have since been found fanciful
and wrong ; but his Essay is, nevertheless, a merito-
rious performance, partly from the strong feeling of de-
votion to the subject which pervades it, and still more
80, from its containing a certain number of useful and
interesting facts. Tytler was the first man who had
attempted to discover any thing illustrative of the ear-
ly history of Scottish song : he was the Columbus of
all enquirers into the subject ; and, if he did not bring
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backé a ship-load of gold by the first voyage, we may
say, in the gentle spirit of Melibeeus,

Non equidem invideo : miror magis.

But it was not by his ¢ Dissertation” that Mr Tyt-
ler was destined to do his most essential service to
Scottish Song. He obliged his country in a much
greater degree, by projecting and assisting in the pub-
lication of “ Johnson's Scots Musical Museum;” a
work which may be said to have completed that task
of collection which Ramsay and Herd had only be-
gun. - This grand repertory of Scottish music and mu.
sical poetry was commenced in 1786. It was the un-
dertaking of an ingenious young engraver in Edine
burgh, of the name of James Johnsen. Mr Tytler
and Dr Blacklock appear to have acted as its literary
editors ; while Mr Samuel Clarke, the distinguished
organist, superintended the arrangement and harmoni»
zation of the music. The size of the work was octavay
and, as an extensive sale was at once desired and ex»
Eected, it was agreed that each volume, containing a

undred songs, should be sold at the humble price of
six shillings. The work was expected to extend to
two volumes, or to more, as the public should desire.

In the very year when this great undertaking was
commenced, a circumstance occurred, than which there
could have been none more auspicious to its success
—the appearance of that miracle of poetic genius, that
oracle of human feeling, Robert Burns. This man
had, in his youth, possessed a tattered and blackened
volume of what he himself has called ¢auld Scots
sonnets ;” to pore over which was his amusement du-
ring labour and leisure, by night and by day. He had
also sat much, in his boyhoad, beside the knees of nurses
and grandmothers, who possessed immense stores of
these things, never committed to print. Thus he ean-
ly acquired a decided taste for this department of
poetic literature. When his period of passion arrived ;
when, to use his own glowing wards,

e youthful love, warm.blushing, strong,
Keen.shivering, shot his nerves along,
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his Muse, as he continues to say,

Those accents, grateful to his tongue,
k . Th’ adored name,
. . She taught him how to pour in song,
: . To soothe his flame.

What early taste and predilection disposed bim to do,
love soon enabled his genius to accomplish, and that
in such a style as to throw into shade the whole of
those artless lays of other times, at which, to use an-
other expression of his own, his'soul bad originally
caught fire. He became, indeed, a songster of the
very first order, and that not only in regard to the
limited sphere of Scotland, but even with respect to
all the world besides, and to all ages of literature. His
talent for poetry, originally much superior to that of
any other person who had ever attempted a similar
style of composition, enabled him to produce verses
of infinitely superior intrinsic merit, while the warmth
of his heart, and strong human sympathies, gave them
an extensiveness of application which no former songs
had reached. Before the fervid; forceful eloquence of
Burns’s lyrics, the rude ditties of his native land, and
the cold formal liturgies of the classic and English
poets, sunk alike into contempt. - The Song, in his
hands, became something superior to what any former
man had ever hoped or dared to make it.

Burns, on coming to Edinburgh, to superintend the
new edition of his poems, became acquainted with
Johnson as a matter of course; and, when we con-
sider how little he had of the mercenary about him,
and with what enthusiasm he was devoted to the sub-
ject, we can easily conceive, that but small persuasion
was required to make him lend his utmost assistance to
the ¢ Scots Musical Museum.” To show how warm-
ly he patronised the undertaking, a quotation may be
made from a letter which he wrote in the summer of
1787, to a Mr Candlish at Glasgow. ¢ I am en-
gaged,” he there expresses himself,  in assisting an
hone§t Scots enthusiast, (meaning Johnson,) a friend
of mine, who is an engraver, and has undertaken to -
publish a collection of all our songs set to music, of
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which the words and music are done by Scotsmen.
This, you will easily guess, is an undertaking exactly
to my taste. I have collected, begged, borrowed, and
stolen, all the songs I could meet with. Pompey’s
Ghost, words and music, I beg from you immediately;
to go into his second number; the first is already
published. I shall show you the first number when I
see you in Glasgow, which will be in a fortnight or
less. Do be so kind as send me the song in a day or
two; you cannot imagine how much it will oblige me.”
Such was the feeling with which Burns entered into-
this most patriotic enterprise. During the progress of
the work, he not only supplied the publisher with va-
rious songs collected from his friends; but likewise
composed a very great number himself expressly for
the work, which are admitted to be the finest produc-
tions of his lyric muse. Burns was. quite at home in
composing for the ¢ Museum.” He seldom, indeed, al-
tered one line, or even a single word, of any thing that
he wrote for the work, after it was once committed to
paper. Johnson, though a good engraver, was, hap-
pily for our bard, neither an amateur nor a critic; the
songs which Burns wrote for this work, therefore, were
the genuine, warm, and unfettered effusions of his fer~
tile muse. He also furnished many charming original
melodies, collected by himself in various parts of Scot-
land, which, but for him, would in all probability have
been utterly lost or. fargotten: Indeed, from the month
of December.1786, down-to the period of his death in
July 1796, Burns was almost the sole éditor of the poet-
ical department of the “ Museum.” * Nor did his zeal
and wishes for its success seem to diminish even at the
approach of death. Tn a letter which he wrote to
Johuson on the 4th of July, only seventeen days before
his decease, he thus expresses himself : ¢ How are youy.
my dear friend ? and how comes on your fifth volume?
Let me hear from you as soon as convenient. Your
work is a great one ; and, now that it is nearly finished,
I see, if it were to begin again, two or three things that
might be mended ; yet 1 will venture to prophesy,
that to future ages your publication will be the text-
book and standard of Scottish song and music.” - .
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Our lamented poet lived to see the first, second;
third, fourth, and the greater part of the fifth volume
of the “Museum” finished. He had even furnished John:
son with materials almost sufficient to complete the.
sixth volume, which was published about five years:
after the poet’s death. ‘ ) -

At an early period of the work, Burns, in a letter to
Johnson, communicated a plan which he thought would-
tend much to gratify the purchasers of the ¢ Museum,”
and even enhance the value of the work. ¢ Give,”
says he, «a copy of the ¢ Museum’ to my worthy friend
Mr Peter Hill, bookseller, to bind for me, interleaved:
with blank leaves, exactly as he did the Laird of Glen:
riddle’s, that I may insert any anecdote I can learn,
together with my own criticisms and remarks on the.
songs. A copy of this kind I will leave with you to
publish at some after period, by way of making the
¢ Museum’ a book famous to the end of time, and you
renowned for ever.” . ' oe S

Johnson immediately sent him an interleaved copy s
and, upon mentioning the improvement that had been
suggested by the poet, to Dr Blacklock, Mr Tytler,
and some other of his literary friends in Edinburgh,
they unanimously approved of the measure, and agreed
to communicate to Burns all the anecdotes and res
marks they could collect respecting the national songs
of Scotland. Some progress was made in this design ;
but, in consequence of the death of Mr Tytler, Dr
Blacklock, Mr Masterton, Mr Clarke, Mr Burns,
and, last of all, the publisher himself-~for a few yeara
brought the whole of these ingenious men to their
graves—it was never brought to a conclusion. What
had been done, however, was given to the public in a-
volume, entitled « Reliques of Robert Burns,” edited
by the late Mr Cromek. ‘

The « Museum” is unquestionably by far the most
extensive and valuable collection of Scottish songs
that has ever been published. Each of the six volumes
contains a hundred melodies, with a still greater num-
ber of songs, t0 which they are adapted.- Besides
all the good songs which appear in other collections,
the ¢ Museum” presents us with many anciént Scot-
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tish ballads, and a great variety of those old, curious,
and exceedingly humorous songs, with their original
melodies, the favourite lyries of our early ancestors,
which are to be found in no other musical publication
whatever. It has for a considerable time been matter of
regret, that this work is entirely out of print, and very
rarely to be met with.*

The close of the eighteenth century was, altogether,
a brilliant era in the history of Scottish song. In
1794, Mr Joseph Ritson, the distinguished English
antiquary, having turned his attention to this interest-
ing subject, published « Scottish Songs,” in two vo-
Jumes, duodecimo, with letter-press music; a work va-
luable in the highest degree, on account of the Histo-
rical Essay with which it is prefaced. The depth and
accuracy of Mr Ritson’s investigations were something
new to the old credulous slip-slop antiquaries of Scot-
land. He, for the first time, showed to them the su.
perior value of facts over copjecture in this depart-
ment of archzeological knowledge. To him the pre-
sent Essay is indebted for its plan, and for much of the
information presented in its earlier section.

Within the same decade, Mr George Thomson com-
menced the publication of his ¢ Select Melodies of
Scotland ;” a musical miscellany of more spacious di-
mensions and more elegant appearance than that of
Johnson. The design of this work had less of an an-
tiquarian character than that of the former editor.
Johnson had aimed at making his work a repertory of
all the old characteristic songs and tunes of Scotland,
—the former only trimmed a little, in some instances,
by Burns, and the latter harmonized, in the simplest
style, by Clarke. Mr Thomson, in projecting his
work, resolved to select only the favourite airs ; he re-
solved to procure symphonies and accompaniments for
them from the .best foreign composers, as Pleyel,
Haydn, and Beethoven. With regard to the poetical
department, in that also he determined to be very se~
lect. Having calculated his work for the use of the
more delicate and refined part of creation, he saw it

® Blackwood’s Edinburgh Magazine, July, 1817.
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to be necessary that many of the verses formerly sung
to favourite tunes should be abandoned. Such a fate.
they deserved, so far as his work was concerned, as
well on account of their want of all real poetical me=~
rit, as in consideration of their rudeness and unintelli-
gibility. . To supply the hiatus thus produced, he ap-
plied to Robert Burns, then settled in Dumfngs-shn'e,
with a proposal to bargain with him for a certain num-
ber of new songs, in the production of which he should
be allowed his own time. Burns entered into Mr
Thomson’s views with all his accustomed enthusiasm;
agreeing to write the desired verses, but positively re-
fusing to accept of any pecuniary remuneration. ¢ He
performed what he promised,” says Mr Thomson, in
his preface, “in a manner that transcended my most
sanguine expectations, having enriched the work with
the most exquisite songs, both- Scottish and English,
that exist in'any language. They exhibit all the charms
of the poet’s genius in the utmost variety, both of se-
rious and humorous composition.” Previous to his
death in 1796, he had produced, within the space of
less than four years, upwards of a hundred songs for
the service of Mr Thomson’s work, and all this over
and above what he did at the same time for the less
tasteful collection of Johnson. ’

Besides the assistance of Burns, it was Mr Thom-
son’s good fortune to secure ample contributions from
Mrs Joanna Baillie, Mts Grant; Mrs John ‘Hunter,
Sir Alexander’ Boswell, Sir Walter Scott, Thomas
Campbell, and William Smyth, Esqrs.; and. he has
thus been able to regenerate, for the use of good socie-
ty, a prodigious quantity of excellent” music, which
otherwise must have lain neglected. His work, alto«
gether, containing as it does all the best old anenymous
songs, a selection from those of Ramsay, Crawford;
Hamilton, &c., and about two hundred and fifty by the
very best poets of modern times, Burns included, must
be esteemed as decidedly the greatest and most meri-
torious publication connected with this subject. It
has occupied the whole lifetime of a man of genius
and taste; and assuredly that lifetime has not been
ill employed. ‘
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¢« The Select Melodies of Scotland” were first pub-
lished in a series of six folio volumes, price one guinea
each. An octavo edition, in the same number of vo-
lumes, price twelve shillings each, has lately been pub-
lished, so that the work may now be esteemed as fitted,
by its price, as well as its merits, for the use of all
ranks of the community. To the smaller edition is
prefixed a Dissertation, concerning the National Me-
lodies of Scotland, which the reader will find to con-
tain some ingenious speculations concerning the pro-
gress of the Scottish tunes, from their first creation, as
simple melodies on what is called the national scale, to
these latter days, when they are found improved by the
introduction of various graces, and by the addition of
what are called second parts. The index to the work
deserves much commendation, as showing very dis-
tinctly the comparative ages of the various tunes.
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