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PREFACE

Tee Editor, in sabmitting to the Musical Public this
little compilation of Popular Songs, deems it necessary to
state that he has, without everosching on copyright,
endeavoured to render the Work as int'eresting and: use-~
ful as his limits would admit, and in no case has he with-
out permission interfered with vested rights. Had there
been no restriction, a more general selection could have
been made, but, in other respects, he is confident it will
be found equal to any Musical Work yet published.

Several excellent Songs, with words and musie entivély
ariginal, appenr for the first time, to which abtention is
directed ; also, ta the New Words written expressly and
adﬂptéd to popular melodies. Much care has been given
by the Authors, that their Lyrics would not suffer Ly
comparison with those previously published.

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

Mus10 SALCON, }
BocEAway STREER.

W, MITCHISON.






INDEZ.

The first lins, when it differs from the title, is also given

A hand of merry arChers Weyierrasisrarsrvcsserensaners FAE B8
A life on the ccean wave,..
ATl things love theg,...
Annie Lauriejue. hees
Away, my galant BATK wime vemrer st e P 60

Banks of Allan Water,
Boatman’s Cadel.eiacne.

Chase 85 B8 imierinar s srnprrncs renemescsron o preniraneens 200
Gome 1ot U8 QDT o tovmvssien s aressereniaressreerarervaeers 16
Come sit thee down,... . -8

Drink o me only, w B9

Entreat me not to leave thee,w. i eerreree

Fresh blows the Dresze, ..oy
From his meuatain land,

Gentle waves upon the deeD, ... merirsreerecrmrsnnns ncmesncenne 40
Glad, gizd my sire shall be, o 56
God 5ave E16 QUBBIL e weesiversser v ireimssnissnisisieiies 1




Happy Infoni, . Poge 15
Heath-clad hanuta of InfANey, weviweireomnerincimmericrianns 28
How brightly beams, seanrens 24
Burra for the HIghlands,.. ..o e B

110’ the hilis of Scotland,

T livod a life of happiness, i reererermmesserenrans
I'm afloat,
I ne’er found ong like thee). uarimaamemsenenmrenns 81
Ivy green, reanrre 48

viesvrerer 38

Last words of Pestnl,

Lightly tripping it o'ex the sand,
Long, TONE BE0 e imrinstinarisassianniustirrarasar ety
Long time ago, . .
Long live the QUEen, wiwcrrierisscsinesiacnspnsnarionssibgssens
Lucy Neal,

Maxwelton braes are bonnie,
Meet mie on the GOWAD 186, vue-iricersemrisnesiessissninarnioninn
Minstret of T'yrol, .
My heart’s on the RDIDe,.reersiresserssrestrsrerensrsonsrerareres 28
My Mary's €'t vsssnsseimienmssngrmemenmns e 41

'

Ratlonal Catell.cmrceerrscrsinarrineerreiiemsonarsseresinssnrersrasrane 3
ear a lake there dwoped a willow,.... cerrrnveranssrmansssesees 40

QO Clutha, hoonle ara thy bankS,.imeiieeiiieiiicsiiscessescpunsenns 17
O come, sweet maid, 33
O 30% ¥8 Y MATF, vrirrrerissivrerirarnareeserererssassrnisrasinns 14
O sister dear, 49
Oh! o deinty plant, [ - ]
Oh! besuteous night, - B0
Ohl the happy days of childhoad,.......... cevsnerrsenrsge B
Oid Seotland, I love thee, seenen 30
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_ O%r many o lonely vale,...a..
On the banks of Allan Water,...
Our Jean likes the morning,

Rocked in the cradle of the deep,.cceniiseinnes
Row thee weel, ny honnie bailt wherry,
Ruth, cneresrinrrsinnin .

Ruile Britanuia,....

Saw ye my Mary......
Sleep on, Ty beloved one,....
Smile again, my honnie Inssie,
Sweet Rose of HazeldedD, veeerinnrrinenisserssreraorssserrearie

. The Archer's Song....
The hraes of ATdEOWEN,. .
The courtin' fime,...
The Miniature,...
The moen is blinking o'er the len,...

" The Ol and the New Yeat,

The Quese of the May,
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The Queen's Song, .. 2
" The Sleeping Clild,... 15
The Warrior's JoF .. . BG
Thig long heart is thine, Ia.ssm 7
This world is all a fleeting show,.. &5
There's besuty in the dewy dreps, 41
There grew in bonnie Scotland, ... 4
There's nothing true but heaven, .o vcinrmereenitenciaceyiann. 35

We'll row thee o'er the Clyde,
‘Wha wadna feclit for Charlie 2........
What's &' the steer, kimmer?,
White sand and prey 8808w
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When Britain first, [RpRRR—— -
¥When heath in rosy verdure, ; -3
‘Where are the friends;
Where the bee sneks,
Why am I thue forenken

‘Why chime the bells 50 mertily,.oiiciin
William was Lolding in his BAD, wuvermsersirsinsvissrsseniens 47

Woods of Dunmoze, . 7
‘Waodman, spare that tree,.... . e 11
Yo mariners of England, . 62
Yes, my lot is cast, y 12

You must wake and call me L1, <urucssirsissorsserssonsuare B2



THE

VOCALIST'S COMPANION.

GOD BAVE THE QUEEN.

our ' grae.tous Olpnns
| ) I

Gott  savé
. M

li_l\m <;u1‘ :m__h'le Gneon, God save the
nChoras F¥

Soud her rio. _h‘ .,~r1 R »

¥ -
asy God save the {mean Queen,

‘g _ver
- Thy choieest gifts in store,
Omn falr Victoria pour,
Long may she m!gn!
g ahe dafend our laws,
aver glve us coned :
with heart and voice,

To sing,
God save the Queen,



Gie Qneew's oy
WE'LL ROW THEE 0'ER THE CLYDE.
By Andrew Park. )
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beath alad hills, fadr..
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gen-tle Quaen!Where sea gisl Isles *mid
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Sootids
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row, thee oer the Clyde;With truthfy] heast dnd
- T o~ =

+ W B3
lyv ing eye wer yow thes o@’er  ike Clyde!

Ah1 think not of those festive halla
‘Where thou 80 lale hast been,

"I'is Nature's volce that fondly callx
‘To weloome Albion’s Gueen;

There may be spots to mem'ry dear,
WWhere pleasure i3 the guids,

But hearts more warm and more sincore
Bhall row thea o’er the Clyde.

But hearts, &e.



Though lov'd In Erin's em'rald wsle,

T herg eweet the shamicck grows; 3
Though basking in the Baxon amila,

V7 here Llossoms Englsvd's rose,
The Scottish thistle still ean rear

1ta Celtle head i prida,
And hiearts as loyal and sincere

2hall row thea o'er the Clyde.

And hearts, &e. .

Note~~This song waa writton on the jecasion of Her Majealy's vlsit
to Glasgow, in August, 1849, wnd has averywhere elicited tho grealest.
praise from the wasleal publio ; the follawing latter Luving also been
receive:l mfmm Her Majeaty, to whom tlhe song ia with permisston

wted ;—
! * Roexmngirax Pauace, September 4, 5849,
»Mr, Araon tq yommandad to ackuowiedge iho receipt of Mr,
Park’s Tytter of the 27th uit., accempane-l with & eangy in honour of
Her Majesty's visit 1o Glasgow. and to than® bim In the Queen’s
name for smding It .

* 1t woulil have beon atrange Sndeed bad the present laﬁn} faclingn of
the comtounity failed to (nd vent in sorg. Ar. Park haa here pro-
slneed o Bokg ubaweed and Lyrical construction, and with & Ane, Sow-
ing, and etfoctive melody."— Glasgote Cibizen,

* A& sweot axd heautiful umgr. written.and posed by Mz, Andraw
Park, with apprapriate gmbelllshments, ond arranged for the planoc.
forte. The meledy i& sinple and very pleasing, aud the words are in
the suthor’s hestatyls. Mr. Park bas wrilien mnuy excellpnt songs,
buc ngne more syitablo for the oceasipn, ' We'll ¥ow thee ofer Che
Clyde™ will be & favonrite whorever it Is heard, and Js sure to besome
extenslvely popular. Many a sweet volco will warble forth this chatm.
ing liiilo pioce. t¢ commemorate our gracious uces’s vhit to hor
sncignt My of Glasgow."—Daiiy Marl.

NATIONAL CATCH for Four Voloes
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Long Live ihe Qaeen most happy peaceful days to see and I
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THERE GREW IN BONNIE SCOTLAND:

A . } LN [N
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. There grew in bop..nie . Scot_

lapd A

= = et
this tle and a..brier; And ay# thay twined and.
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clasped, iLike gis._tars kind and dear:.
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The xose it was raw boea.. nie, Ii
N, By,
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could 11k borom chazmai The this_ tle spredd i'r

7 T ¥ & ‘
therny leaves To keey the rose from barm,

A bonnie Iaddle tended the rose baith alre and late,

He watered if, he facned if, he wove it with his fate:

A.nd the lesl hearts of Sootland pr:hyed it might nevar fa',
iUhe thistle was sae bonnie green, the rose sae lke the snaw.

But tha weird slaters sot where hope's fair emblem grew,

They deapt a drap upon the rose o bitter blasting dew;

And a{ie they twiued: the mystic thread, but are their task
was done '

‘The anaw-white roge it disamwe#ed, it withered in the svn.

A bonnig laddle tended the rose baith aive aud lats,

Ha watered ity ho fanned ity and wove it wi' his fata;

But the thistle tap it witbercd, winds bore it far awa’, .
And Beotland's heart was broken for the rose sae like the

sPaw.
e — e



THE COVRTIN' TIME. 5

“YPvitien by Bobert Nichol, Music by J. P. Clarke, A7,

,.,_.it' J. B,
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comer @ courtin at Jen A courtin at - eden
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comwe a court tn 4t e'en Asx the hours when
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. the ‘1;45 conre ¥ court in at e'en,

‘The san ql ietly slipa o’er the tap o the bill, .
An' the vlover ifs gloamin’ sang whistles ' shriu
Syne dimness comes glidin® where daylight Lias ‘becn,
And the dew brmgu the lady who come conrtin’ ot ¢'en.
A-eourtin’ at e’en, come s-courtin’ at &’en,
And the dew brings the lads who come courrin‘ al '

‘When men-folk ars eravkin' o' ousen and lands,
And the kimmers at spinnin’ gre trying iheir hands;
1 see at the window the face o’ & friea’,
Arn’ I ken that my‘loes coms a~courtin' af BEn'
A-courtin' 8t o'en, come a-courtin’ st e'en,
An' I ken, that myjoe 5 come a~courtin’ at e'en.



8 GH! THE HAPPY DAYS OF CHILDHOOD,
’ Zoelry by A, Tork. Musie by W B, Lithgot.
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days  of ‘hild. hood,
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Then owc hearts were glad a?;[ Iuwul{np-py.]mp.y'y.
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days of chifdhood,; Whent oy hearty ween glad and fres
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Then the morning sun with gladness,
Oyped the Joyoug courts of day;
‘While our hearts, untouched with sadness,
Felt so cheerful and so pry,
Happy, happy, happy childhood,
Then the beart was %:ad and gay;
Happy, happy, happy childheod,
'hen our hearis were glad sud goy!

Who ¢sn tomn to life’s gay moming--
‘Who resume ihe cliarms of youth,
When yweet innoceucc adorning,
Lit the way to lovo #nd troth ?
Happy, happ;, bappy childknod,
When the heart was glad and gy ;
Happy, hevpy, happy ehildhood,
Then the heatt was glad and gay-

——— ) e



THE WO00DS 0' PUNMORE. .
Brng with great epplovoe by Mr. Templeton, Music by
, Janice Joap.
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This lond heart is thine,Lax_ _skay.
e . —— } 7
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# harming oaf fair, This fod 5. thine,
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Las.dic dear s Yan worlds gear has Ijnae 7

3 - T hd
nor kye, Ive naething dear Las.sic save 4
N
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come,coma & wasAn’

i * b=
waods o’ Dunmore;An’ wander &o,

O gweet is thy voice, lassie, cherming an’ fair,
Enchanting thy rniile, lassie dear;
I'1 toil aye for thee, for ae blink o' thine g’
13 pleasnre mair sweot then silier to me.
Yei dinna say me na, &c.

0O gome to my arme, latsie, dhmrning an' fair,
Awa' wild alaring, Iassie dear; -
This fond heart an’ thine like ivy shall twire,
I Io’e thes, dear lassie, t1ll the day that 1 dee,
dinns say me na; &e.
—— et

7

wanrer deaxr,Las 3ie‘mang the
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] HURRA'FOR THE HIHHLANDE.
Postry by A. Parle, Mugic by 8. Barr.

L” v 7 b
. Hur, rafor the Hitklands;the starn Scattish
e R N =1

Hip,uﬁds;'l‘—ho bame of the ﬁmsmm\,‘ihe brave &Ji\he
|
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soa. *Tis theve where mcu:w sings 19 ike breeze ag
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there the bolt fishérman bounds o’er the sear,Tn his
' N b L e,

—" —
. i dEashEes in fomn like a & h'Eit of Lighty And “tis
= N ? . 3

Tig the land of deep shadoew, of sunshiine, nnd shower,
‘Where the hurricane revels in tiadness en Eigh;
For there it has might that ean war with its power,
In the wild dizzy cliffs that are cleaving the sky,
Then Hurra for the Highlands, &e.

I have irod merry Eaglend, ard dweii on its charme;
I have wandered throagh Erin, the gen of the sea; -
But the Highlands aloue, the trap Scotiish heari warms;
‘Her heather 15 blooming, hex eagles ara frea.

Then Hurra for the Highlands, &e.



MEET M¥. ON THE GOWAN LEA. 5
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swest. . est Ma. vy, Meel me on the gow_ an
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.lea, My ain Ky art }%s! . Mary,
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sinlt  in the west, And
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¢ gh the gawan Ic:,ﬂonnle‘h
By b3 5 &
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~Moet me on the gowan 1ea, My ain my artless Mary,

Phe gladsome lark o'er moor and fell,
The lintie in the bosky deli,
Nae blyther than your bonuy sel’,
My ain, my artless Mary.
Meet me, dre.
Wea'll Join our love-nates to the breeze
That sighs in whispers throngh the trees,
And &' that twa fond hearts can pleass,
Will be our sang, dear Mary.
Meet tn, de.
Thers ye shail sing the sun to rest,
“While to iny faithfu’ bosom prest,
Ther whe s3e happy, wha sae hleat,
Ap me and my dear Mary?
Mest me, &e.



L - LONG TIME AGO.
. Husio by Charles E. Hurn.

g1 !\ b,

Ns‘fr t{e‘ lake wfex‘n d:l::oph 't_E._. .ﬂ]_o!:-,' :
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Long tims 4. .go! Where tke rock fhrew

£ = =S EEa
By hkigh and low;
4 &

Vo e 14
l6af she per. ishds . Long up',lf f_;gcr..

Rock, and tree, and flowing waler,
Lapg time agel | N

Bird, and bee, and blossom taught ber
Love's speli ta know!

While to wy fond words ghe Hsten'd,
Mormuriog low,

Tenderly her dove eyes glisten'd,
T.ong time ago!

Bingled were our hearts for ever,
Long time ago!

Can I now forget her ? never!
Mo, lost one, nol

To her grava these tears are given,
Ever to flowl

8ke'n the star I mise’d from heaven,
Long time ago!



'WOODIIAH, SPARE THAT TREE. 11

Bostry by & P. Morris, Bsg, usic by Henry Russell,
PO S
MP P g .
. Woodman gpare that t¥eal Touck not & Single
AN
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W youth it shel terH me, ha

boughy

T T (]
h pro--fect’ it now’Twss.my foratia {Eers
By |
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hand rhat placed it near hit eptThoro
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.woodman,let -1t stand, 'rhye'.axasl &tm 1thot_

That old familiat iree, vhose glory and menown

Are spread o'ep land and sea; oh! wovld'st thou hew it
down

TWoodman, forbenr thy siroke, ent not its earth-bound tis ;

Uh! spare that aged onk, high tow'ring to the skies.

Tn childhood T have slept beneath its geninl shav,

Or thro' its branches erept, and with its hoar leaves play'd;
Here too oux yeuthfol joys-<the parenis’ kind cares .
That from the heart ne'er flies, make me that cld onk bless.

My }:nrtd-?tringe round thee ching tlose as thy bark, oid
(.1 .

Hare shall 1he wild bird sing, aud still thy braveches bend;

14 tree! {he starm thou'lt brave; oh ! woodman, Teave the

5PO! :
While Itfve e hand to save, thy axe shall hexn: it not.



12 THE LAST WORDS OF PERTAL.

Wrilten by Alpkonse.

-¥Ye4 my lot'is cast,My Latéat moening Light is.
M, . A

[y iy "
;
+

7 breaking,Life will soon be past And o _ ther.
1 » ] . L.

" B,
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y lpixt fron
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me; Scon
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Shall gqeit its mivse.-ry. F‘nuca aad ho. 1y joy sl:i‘n

* Pt 174 L AL
. .ja par-ta_ker-be walre my troabdd soulsball flee

Yer ! my cares are o'er,

Wil all iy heartfelt shame and sorTow ;
These I'll dread no more,

But live in endless bliss to-morrow!
No oppression then,

WWith heavy thraldom more injures me,
“Whea my spirit free,

fhall survive the horror of earth's fufamy,
Ne mora grief and pain shall be,

a ;Yes! my iui:. istci:;hsf;is b

¥ latest morning t ig bresking;

Life will soom be past, ’

And other realms my spirit waking

R —
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ROCK'D IN THE (RADLE OF THE DEEP. 13

Music composed by J. P. Knight.

- kras ou 11 not slight y call, For thou dbst
A

And such the trust that still were mine,

The' atormy winds sweep o'er tiie hring;

Or though the tempest's fiery hreafhh
Rous'd me from slumbsr to wreck and Jesth!
In ocean-skve atill safe with thes,

The gern of immortzlity |

And calm snd peacefnl shall I sleap,
Rock'd in the cradle of the deep,
And calm and peacefu} shall 1 slgep,
Rock’d jn the cradie of the deep.



LE HAW YE MY MARY.
Written 3y Rickard Ryan.  Cempossd by Jokn Sinzlaly,
— P
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saw  yr my Ma_.__rys when

a¢ on Gos-rxa_mar wing?She seams from earth spring.

™ " bl L |
_.ing and yet 1o edrth clinging,like last ilower"
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blushing a furow'e]_l. !a spripg.o saw yr yn‘\’:'np;.
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Ma_ry sae brisk and sae ai.__ry? She's
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winsome Bod frank.and ske’s blythe as shes frewAnd
] ol
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while she 35 roaming frae morning il
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huart bonnds with Ughtacss,her cys heams with gloc,

—— e "’-ﬂ
0 saw ye my Ma x}‘,-r!aen UEbht as & fal ry; Ghe
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el T =
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glides through the dance ql{r on Gos sa_mer wing!She
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s(l!t:l from earth springings and yet to earth clinging
‘h g I3 Py

Liue last flooer blushing a fare woll to spring

Her fafr fortn cavessing, my aricnt suit prossing,

At tha soft twilight hour woe ranged thaough the groves
Then gently eniveating, and fond vow repeating,

Bhe cherighed my hopes, and ghe smiled in wy love )
The moments pass'd sweetly, the night siar rosc fleatly

To light home iy Mary, so king and so fair,
‘When sluwber steals lightly, kind fairics come sightly,

And watch o'er the eouch of my Marr with eare,

O saw ya my Mary, d&c.
e e S ] B e

THE S1EEPING CHILD-

Poelry from the German, Music by Degianor,
] (| L P
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" Hap..py Tn.. fant
f |
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A.n-.mj'ls seem to make thee smile,Si.lemee
1 i H n ]

n thy pil._low;
R
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Heop_ _.ing o'or thy  slevep_. ..iag,

ll I Il T o T ——n
" Free of vare and free of guile,

Dlessed infant ! how cndesring
"Ti= to see thee smile in joy;
Care nor gorrow cimes to-MoOrrow,
Nought that can thy heavt anuoy |
Fappy infant, in thy crodle,
Endless space thon seem’st i see;
Pe & wman, and all creation
Is not wide emough for thee,




16 ' . .
COME, LET US DEPART FROM OUR BORROW:

Written by Andrew Perk.  Music by Donnisoili.

1
1

e T e ar e o
greatest that life can gn'stow,Whj]n frowning vn fate
o - .

Qqr aneestors loved to bs merTy,
Nor :in’d at the workings of fate;

They gaug and they ouaffed off the;r sherry,
Tntjl every hoson: grew great.
They chatted and laugld in thelr glory.



And chased every Sorfow Away, 17
By telling some comical story
That happen’d in life’s early day.
Then rival éach other in gladnes:
For what is the good of all griet?
The deepest awl dullest of sadness,
But setdom has vielded relief.

—

0 CLUTHA! BONNIE ARE THY EANKS,
Wiritten by Robert Allan. Husie by J. I Clarke

e e e S e

Clutha bonuie are thy banks, An®
= o,

= m——

y Lt N g >
An mony & bonnie bonnie lass,Is woed mp._on.
od . N

thy banks sam greeny,But pear was .ome  sae .
B = E

sweet and fair, As the bonniv lass I woed yestreen,

As wendering down tby sylvan banks,
Far fras yon city’s smoke and din,
Whar yonder birks sae awestly wave,
1 met tho dear, the lovely ane:
I wist na wha the maid might ha;, -
She might bae been fnir Scota’s qrLeen,
‘There ne'er was sne amang them s, |
ik the boanie lass I woo'd yestresn.



18 JIGATLY TRIPPING IT O'EE ‘THE SAND.
'THZ WATER SPRITE'S CHANT.

Written by N. Howard M Gacken, Eeg. Alusic by Miss M. 8,

Seott.
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T};ightﬂly tr'sping it o};r the sand,,

hup_py, so kap- Py as  we? Ti.-_;_ants of tho.
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bonndless seat Ten. ants of the bounHless sva
W) [V W T

T ' ¥ : 3

L .
What cart we that the o._eran blast, Whistles
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a-round the quiv'ring wma®t;What care  we
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Akat the great ancl the bravm% ec buncath the
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roth, Iass wave ! Are they not sounds that we
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boar every day Are lhry uat visions that soon

melt o way? LIgbtdy” irippies it et the sand:



Gaily footle 3 it midst the surf,

Bofter than the softest tort;

Wha s0 merry, somerty ag wa?

“$Who se wild, or half so'frea ¥

‘What cars we for the wil " wave'n foam ;
Is it not part of our ocenn home ?

v What care W that the tempest's sonad
The slnking mariner’s shriek has drown’d ?
Are they not sounds that we hear every doy ?
Are they not visions that soon melt awsy ?

Gaily tripping it, &e.
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BOATHAN'S CATUH for Thioe Voices:
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A hoaly l“ boat I'm-, to  the eI Ty

To pluch the xose dhe mut  the bu!_nr:



= - CHABE AT SEA.
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o’er.the ri..sing wave, The cheer_ing song of
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Lobe and Homo, De_ lights the Brit__i5h
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==
bark a loft the watchful tar, A sail sikht des.

Ahend ghe heg, & lofty bark,
Ahead five lengues or more;

Tha sipnal mede, she proves a fos,
And stands for Gallis's shora,

¢ All hands give chase,’ the bostawain cally;

AN hands the call attend,
Po clear the decks, to loosa the reef,
Aund sheetd and halyards bend.

In vain she spresds the swelling sail,
In vzin to labd she flies; '
The holty of war around her play,
To leawnrd now she lies,
Now daring rage and battle's voar
To joy aud mirth give place,
Britannia’s flag triumphant fiies,
And viet'ry crowns the ohase,



LONG, LONG AGO- 2
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d.u.:.t.nng long,a ge long Iong a_gos Whose heasts
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' ‘-..l tghavapm:tod w:th friend_ship and time;
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Same in their au _tumn,and some in their prime.
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Long, long  a__ges Iong A _Eo.
“Whers m the lpashmes that gave us soch Joy ?
ong ago-lomg, Tong ago!
When no cares on earth could cur {oung hearts annoy,
Long, long ago—long ago
“‘Where are those mornings of life’s early day,
‘When sweet sinless mirth made the suc seem 5o gay?
Al past for ever, for ever past away,
Long, long sgo—long sgo |

Yeat stlll let ua chmah the duya that are gone,
Tong ago—Tong, Jong ago |
Althoug‘liws a{a left in tl}is leal !world along,
ong, long ago--long agoe
Btill let us brood o'er their memories dear;
Btill let us Joyful and hopeful a];1
Nor mourn with regret, though etet’: of them here,
Long, long ngo—long agol




22 MY HEART'S ON THE REINE.
Compased by Adolphe Bernarde. ’.\lfusic bg w. S{eyer.
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My heavts on tke Rline, in my

Ll 5
own Father land,My hearts on the Rhine where-
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-!oiﬂvﬁg: ? stand, N My hearts on the Rhine
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in my own Fa.thar land,where in yuushs sunay
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dnys staod the kome ev.er dear, While the.
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Fiiopds that 1 low'd And all fond one’s wore neaz,
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While the friends that I lov’d And all fond one’s

Lt T
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x0am whore T ey my kart my hearteln &o

Ohi oft in my drenms I revisit thee siill,

As morn's joyous beams crown with glory each bili;

Oh! oft in my dreams I revislt thee still;
While sweet balmy gales thyo' the n vineysards play,
‘Where-bjushaover'd wreaths woo the son’s golden ray;
‘Where biish-cover’d wreathis woo the sun's golden ray;
Oh! 1rud of inv love, every thonzht will be thine,




And atill roam where I may, and atill roam whers X m]:-.u
My hesrt, my heart’s ou the Rhine, on the Rhine,
My heart's on the Rhine wheresvever I stand,
My bearf’s on the Rhine, in my own fatherlapd.
—c B A—

THE HEATH-CLAD HATNTS OF INFANCY.
Written by dndrew Fork, dir—-3y Normandy.
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When heath in Fosy verdure lies fer: mounz:n
N Y
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meet the cyes Wh erenr our wandering fool. steps
vl
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strayjWhen Cascadns Laap with dazzlin
ANy P

. Matyrex grandest fone 1= saen;

T've geen Tibernia's verdant land,

Like TFitan rising from the sea;

As if, by seme enchanter’s wand,

It ware & world alone and free!
‘I've scen fair England's lofty towers,

And France ia its frivolity:

But denrer far 18 still to me,

My heath-clad, heath-clad haunts of infancy.

There's not & spot on this fair earth,

That warms iy hieart, or charms mine eye;
That calls such Joyous thoughts to birth,

Or can.such careless kours sapply,

As those gigantic cliffs of old,

Where clouds and winds can revel free;
Where sunbeams shed etherial gold—

My heath-cled, heath-cled haunts of infaney!



X SWEET ROSE OF HAZELDEAN.
Writien by :Alexander Bodger, Music by M. Witeon.
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Eht wi’ joy, How calm the cvvibow blest.the
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love_ly flower, Sweet xove of

Now lat us wander through the broom,
And o'er the flowery leas

While summer wafts her rich perfame
Frae yonder hawihotn tree;

‘There oit yon mossy bank we'll reat,

AT -

each other's vead

Bwoet rose of Hazeldaan,



Haw sweet to view that face so meek,

That dark expressive eye; 25
To ¥ies that lovely blushing cheek,

Fhoee lips of toral dye!
But oli! io hear thy seraph strains,

Thy maiden sighs between,
Makes rapture thrill threngh all my veim.,

Sweet rose of Hazeldean,

Ohl what to us ia wealth or rank ?
Or what {8 pomp or power?

Move desr this velvet mofsy bank,
This blest eestatic hour; .

T'd covet not the monareh's throne,
Nor diamond-stedded queen,

‘While bleet wi’ thee, and thes alons,
Swoet rose of Hazeldean,

——hE—

THE MINSTREL OF THE TYROL.
Writkan by Jonags B, Dhillips. Xusic by Hewry Russell,
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From bis monntain landywith his haxp in hanﬂ;

I T * ¥ .
L

T L |
Camn a winrtrel youth right mer_ ri_ly, And
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light of hope shont cheer i Jy,When the Tight of
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hope shone cheer_i ]y, Hr sang the tales of his
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na_tive vales, And of, his fa_thers b
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Then with pride he teldshow his kinsman bold ;GIJ.



oheer.i_ly whon the Light of hope shomz cheerily
'Mid a gnllant throng did that son of song
Tune his barp, bat not g0 merrily
For his thoughts would roam te his é'lshnt homs,
To the green hills smiling cheerily.
‘With trembling hand, of his fathecland
ITe snng with such dee emaotion ;
And a tear-drop came %8 ho breath'd the name
Of the maid of his soul’s devotion,
Oh! *mid  gallant throng did that son of song
Taune his havp, but not so merrily ;
For his though s would rosm to Ins dmf.ant home,
To the green hills smiling clgerily,
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THE OLD AND THE NEW YEAR.
Worda by J. B. Fhittipé. Music by J. P. Knight,
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Rane,Arnl the burden &o
Tha old man gazes on the mirth, he smiles not like the rest;
Hao &its in silence by the hearth, and seems with grief op-

tess'd.
" He ggu not in the merry throng, the c¢hild who was his
Tide;
Hs-liste’ns for her joyaus song—she is not by his side.
Buth pearce & twelvemonth ehe was there, and now hae iz
alone- . .
Yet still yo-slug the New Year's come, and the 01d Year's
pone
Yat atill yo sing the New Year’s vome, and the O Y_nr's

Dntgne on{ dance on! be blithe &nd gy, nor pause to think
e while
hat ere this year has passed away, ;e too may cease to

smila;
For tlma in his resistless dight brings changes sad and
'Ihe _sunn{,hopes of youth to blight, with ev'ry coming year.
But atill be happy while yo may, snd let the dance go oo,
Bﬂll gai!y sing the New Year's come, and the (Old Year's

Bﬁl{ gaily sing the New Year's come, and the (ld Year's
gone.



28 COME SIT THEE DOWN.
Musio composed and, sung by John Sinclalr.

Cowe sit thee down,my honhY, bénny love, .
& Y L Far

t -
tale, &% tho dangkxs of the sva, Of the

.. Coma it thee down,my bon_ny, bon_ny lowe,
g .Y L Lo L
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Tha skies are Ammiog red, my love,
The skies are flareing red, love;
And darkly rolls the mountaln wave,

1 And yenr gy menstrons head ;



‘White skies and ecean bleading, 49
And bitter henls the blast, )
And the daring tar, *twixt life and death,
Clings to the shatior'd mast!
And tha dering tar, ‘twixt life and death,
Clings to the shatter'd mast!
Lome sit thee down, my honny, bonny love,
Come sit thee down by me, love,
And T will tell thes maay o fola
Of the dangers of the sea.

— DG C——
SMILE AGATH MY BONNIE LASSIE.
Words and Musicby a Lady,
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life pac derr to me as thy skoet soile my bonnle lassie
A star is peepin’ o'er the len,
I ken ifs light, my ain dear lassie;
But ah! itlooks so lorn tho’ bright,
*Tis just like me withoat thes, lassie.
Came sgain, oh comny again, once again, my bonnia laesie;

T'%l elng & song o brighter days, when by thy eide, my bon-
nie lnssie.



3 OLD SCOTLAND, I I.OVE THEE!
Pootry by dndrew Park,  Composcs by W, H. Fithgow
N .
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01d Scotland ¥ Iove thee! thonst da&rg’r to.
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me Than all lands that are girt by the wide roll ing
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sea;Tha's alecg not in Sunghine,liks Islands.a_-
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--far, Yot thow’rt gallant kn love,and tiaomphant ¥nwarl
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tegeons of cloud bn its wild na tive skyl For old &c
2nd Yerse
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0 pamp nat the land where the Qlive truc grows
O nama not the lnad wheve the tlive-tres griws,
Nar tha lerd of the shamrvek, nor land »fthe roae;
But shww me fhe thistle, that waves iss provd head,
Creer herves whose hlood for their coundry waa shed!

For ol Scotiand, I love thee! thou'rt deurer tonie

Than all landy that are girt by the wide-mlliny sna,

The usleep nus iu sanshiue, like ig)ands nfar,

Yet thou'rt gollant in love, and trigrupbant ie war!



Then te1l me of hards, and of warriors dold, 81
Who wielded their brands in the battles of ¢ld; i
‘Who conguer'd and died for theirlov'd native land,
With its maidens so fair, and its mountains so grand.
Yor old Scotland, I love theel thow'rt deares ta me
Than all lands that ars girt by the wide-rolling sea ;
Tho' asleep not in sunshine, like inlands afar,
Yot thon'rt galtant in love, and triumphantin war!
——— A

SLEEP ON, MY RELOVED ONE.

Words and Music by Herbert Smytha.
b, NN
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4n, And dream of tha bright days A‘;d hopes
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that are gona, Un_til in 1{}’ slumber Thou
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Onea breath’ i thxyne ear, pavewell farewell, my
Py Y

o] P = m i — v apllerpread
S S S
‘Kathleen dearsFaruwrll  Farewell my Kathlugn dear
May ihat dream of eachantuoni
Ba oft in my elecp,
When high lash the billews,
“When Ioud roars the deep; )
When my bark bears Tae swifily -
Far, far from my hoine,
May the bliss of that moment
0 soothe ihea oft come!
Favewelll favewell] my Kathlecn denr.
Farewell! farewell! my Kathicen Jear.




32 ROW THEE WEEL, MY BONNIE BUILT
WHEREY,
.Hmry by Hobert .Al!an Hugic by J. I Oi'ark
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Now row thee word my bonnie boilt unn:ﬁfve
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.Row raw thee my bon_nie huilt wher xy,I
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.rowd inn lnnp; a.nd. with thee boan wmpr.ry.
My wherry was built for the gallant and brave,
8he dances sas light ¢’er the bennie white wave—
Bhe dances sae light throngh the cloud and the haze,
Aund ateers by the light of tha watchfire hiaze,
Thexn row, row thee, my bounie buiit wherry, &e.

But o' that I Iov'd on earth i3 gane,
And I and my wherry are left slane;
The Uiast Is Mawa that bore them awe'—
Bat there 16 & day that's comin’ for &',
Thea 16w, row thee, my bonnie built wherry, &o.

N




0 COME, ﬁylEET MAID. a3
Heritten by A, Park. Mum Ly Huber,
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Thén 0 come my sweet Maid with me
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Lu_gars stream 1= flow. mr;_,whnh Hn

e
sun it raec hath ran And the clouds ifs orbmson

4 g B
.nephyrs rev_el frem Two morcey hearis shell
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the tvec.ing run its Face hath rwa, ]\rnd the
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cloud §fs crim_son showingsAnd the olomp ity
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urjm_:]on shlnlring,iku ,exqim-son showing,And the
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clours its crimson skowingylts crimson showing.

Aljdzy we shall wander forth,
“here the heather-bels are growing;

O'ex the mountaiv-side, with stately pride,

‘While the summer gan ia glowing;
- I'll never dream of care, lova!

Thongh long the day shonld he;

For dear, my love shall be with thee.

Then corme, sweet maid with m
Where Lngar's siream is fowing;

‘While the evening sen its race hath run,
And the cloud Lj3 crimson showing, B
And the cloud his crimson showing,
And the cloud his crimson showing,
And the clond his erimson showing,
And the cloud his crimson showing.

R — et

LUCY NEAL.
Newo words by A. Fark.

14
name was Lu_.‘,} Neal,Aut ev.er since a votary At
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Cupldy sbrine I kneel,And weep bocause shes.
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weup bycanse lhé lost ¢ome,My lovély Lu.c
Her eves were bright ns evening's san,

And could such charms reveal,
That all who look'd upon that fuee
Adrmired sweer Lucy Neal
Her oval cheeks like roses weare,
That half their charma conceal :

Her beauteous brow than snow mom; feir,

My Jovely Luey Neait
My Jovely &e.,

Her voiee was sweet, her heart wi - trus,

Yet o'er that heart dld steal
Bome invard grief that sileat wor:
The frasue of Lucy Neal
She seem’d too pure for Hfe and me
That wound, 1 conld not hieal;
But while I live I'll ne'er foryget
M lovely Lucy Neal.
My lovely, &e.
At last she faded fast away,
Till death her eyes did seal,
And in-the Sow'ry May of iife,
1 lost my Lucy Neal.
1 wander tbrough the world alone,
And note know how I feel ’
Tha.heavy, silent aolitude
I gwn for Lucy Neal.
My Jovely Lucy Neal,
3Ly poor lesi. Lucy Neals
Q! If ebe were in life agsin,
How happy wouid I feel.

7
¥ Neal:



i 13 © I'M AFLOAT.
tyatn iy Andrew Park. Music by Henry RusseR,
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Th ap,fluuf Tk a_float,like a thing that i»
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wild.With heart full of glae as the heart of &
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Shall be o my o comgmionsnp..on the wifle seas, The
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skysThe shadows a zound gs _Ignt milke me mote
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child,tth a flcat, Tha float and as giad 4s & child,
Ol home of my fathers, s0 heauteons ard Hluel
‘Whose bargues ‘mid the breakers so glovionsly flaw;
‘While sca-birds above are sa loud in their cry,
And hovricanés answer with ready reply! |
‘Thodé steep decks of fame where our ancestors trod,
¥lhera Blake and whera Nelson bad long their abode §
‘Where mariners bold stem the wave and the breeze,
My bargar i3 my home, and vy wortd is the seas!
The murmur of waters, the clouds lowering nigh,
The tempests that rush through the night-darken’d sky,
The shadows around us but niake me more mild,
J'm afloat, I'm aftoat, and as glad as a child]
I'm afloat, I'm afloat, and as gled as o child!
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A LIFE ON THE OCEAN WAVE,

Composed and auna by Kenry Russell.
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A life on the o .wvean wave A
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deep Wheee the soattord wa ters rave And the
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wrinas’ their revils keep The winds, &5
Onee more ou the deck I stand,
Qf my own awift-gliding eraft;
Set sail! farewell to the land,
The gale followsa fair abaft,
Of my own awift-gliding craft;
Set sail ; farewell to the land,
‘The gale follows fair abaft.
‘We shoot through the sparkling foam,
Like an ocean bird set free;
Like the ocean bird, our home
‘We'll find for oat on the gea.
A life on the ocean wavel
A home on the rolting deep! A
Wieare the scatter'd waters rave,
And the winds their revels keep! ,
The winds, the winds, the winda thieir revels keep!
The winds, the winds, the winds their revels keep

DB ——



VLR THE HILLE OF BCOTLANE. 89
W . Mierock  Mutle By F vk
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her thistle groudly wave Tae nmb lem of iy
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. na. tive land The mot_to of the brave. .

~Whera 1s the heart that wadnr war
‘Fo hear o Scotland's weel,
The nama alone, it breathes a charm
Her sous shall ever feel.
T 1o’ the hilly, &e, .
Thy song showsh farin iher tiiues,
Stit mird the happy spot;
The noisy river, the silver siream,
And ivy-dovered cot.
1 1&'w the hills, &c.
Homo of my youth—my foas gesira
Shall o'er the waters glide,
For aye suld Scotland shall L2 frew,
Free as the swelling tide,
I lo’s the hills, &e,
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40 ALL THINGS LBVETHEE S“DOI-
; Comiposed by 0. E. Hora,
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Bing their sweetest songs for thewstheir swuz:t.ust'
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All things lowe tht.-r-'-:All thingslove thw-,All&u
When thon wak’st, the sea will powre
Traasures for thee to the shore H
And the earth, in plaat and tree,
Bring forth fruit sad Aow'ra for cheay

Fruit and flowers for thee;
Whilst the glorious stars above,
Shine on thee like trusting love,
‘When thou dost in slumbers lie,
All things love thes, yo do L,

When thou dost in slumbers lie,
A1l thinge love thee, so do L.
ATl things love thee,

All things love thee,

‘All things love thes, sodo 1.



MY MARY'S B'E, &
Foetry by A, Fark. Music b W. H. Lithgow.
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. beart new love,And minis me o’ my Narys ele,

‘Fhere's mildness in the lndy moon,
When from the sun’s red gluiwces she
Is blending with the sky at noon,
That winds me of my Mary’s e's.
There's gladaess in each varying turn,
Of semmer's sportiva houey bes,
That makes my conscions bosom burn,
And minds me of my Mary's e'e.

There's azure in the violet,
That breathes a sacred spell to me,
“When its fond eyelids open saweet,
Thut minds me of my Mary's e'e.
Thete's not a fleeting, fairy sight,
By grassy mend or upland fres,
By sunny nool, or mooenlit pight,
Bui minds me of my Mary's ¢'e.
——f——



.3  WHATS A" THE STEER XTMMER.

Jovabite.
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is lapded, dnrd he will soon
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tere, Go lace your Bod dice RBlue Las  siny
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. wear‘t,Sln Chaxlie iy come bame,we hae nae canse
A, A,
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to_ !cﬁ? Bid the
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m}i’gh_bnnrx Call  come

down, and wel__ coilfe l:‘h"é__'liu here, .
Oh! what is he like, kXimmer?
Whadt is he Hke ?
He's like a bonnie Scottish lad,
{An ye were Hke langsyne.)
He luiks and moves, u3 weel he may,
Like ane ¢' prineely line—
An' weel he sets the bannet blwe
Upon his manly broo,



THE IVY GREEN. a4

Writken by Charles Dickens.  Composed by Henry Russsii
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that years have made I8 A mer, ry meal for him

Creepiog wheTa no like ls spen A raxe ol plantisthe
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I_vy green Oh Creecping whore noLifr is seen A
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ruw‘ ald plant is r:lm Il vy g-raun Creeym[z,
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Fast he staaloth on, ho' Tre weats no wings,

44 And & stanch old heart hids he;

How closely he twinoth, how iight be elings,
Bo his friend the hnge oak treé; :
Ang slily he iraileth along the gronnd,
And hty leaves he pently waves,
As he joyously hugs and crawlath round
‘The rich mould of dead men's graves,
Creeping where, &e.

‘Whole ages have fled and their works decay'd,
And nattons have scatter’d bgen;
But the stout ofd Ivy shall naver’ fade
From ita hale and hearty green:
The brave old plant in ita lonely days
$hall fatten npon the past;
For the stateliesi building man can raise,
1 the Ivy's food at last. :
Creeping where, &o.
——oHeE——

RBUTH.
Words by A. Pk, Music adapted io a favourite German -
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Thy peaple also shall be mine,— 46

Thy homs shal! be my loved abode
' worah:g at thy aainted shrine;

Thy God shall also he my Godl
And where thou diest I shall dis,

And there shall I ba buried too;
If aught but death part thee and I,

Mauay worso than death the sct pursue!
Entreat me not to leave thes,

Nor to retura from fallowing thee;
Tlhe thought deth wildly prieve me,

For where should I so happy be?

[y Y u—
‘WHY AM I THUS FORSAKEN?

Words by Marres. Music by Belliai,

Oh why an. I thus for: oa Twen Ca:n -nn fond dove
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THE BRAES OF ARDGOWAN
48 dnusic adapted to ¢ favousie Scoleh Afr. Writlen by
H. M, Alexander.
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What bright .eyes,hlaa gated on yor dewpo.
'Twere nivle at first meeting, love's homage to-sigh,
The' we rend its response on ihe tale-t-iling eye;
Bat I whispered “good e'en,” and I thought trom the tone
O her gweet luced voice, she might yet be my awn.
Braes of Ardgowan, &¢.

O, why need I tell of love's frolies and'wlles,
Of the tonguo saying no, no, while yes eaid the amiles;
Time flod with big chapges, and now "is my pride
To sing that sweet Mary's y own blooming bride,
‘Braes of Avdgowan, &e. .
———D P E—
THE MINIATURE.,
Written by @. P. Morris. Composed by Joseph P. Enighy
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olding in bis hand Tbe likeless
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spoke He 5&.\2:‘1 Wy~ o the treasurns still, Ab.
A . 1 A

o Do Folierkr & s - e
—gsorbd toelighted dnd:a csazd , To view the artists shiil,
'This piciure is yourself, dear Jaus,
'Tis drawn to nature true;
I'vo kiss'd it o'er and o'er again,
1t is so much like you.
# And ls it kiss'd you hack, my dear?”
*Why, no. ay tove,” sald he}
" Then William it 1s very clear,
"Tig not at all like ms,"



48 WHA WADKNA FECET FOR CHARLIE?
Bung by Wilson at the Queen's Concert Roome, Hanover
Square, &,
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Lanciant beroes Think ¢n fo.rtign foos ruy;u’d,
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. .surp.ers qull'd Wha wad_na fecht for Char lic}
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Wha wad.na draw the sword) Wha . _wad - na
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up andt ¥al. ly At the roy- al Princes word,
Rouse, rouse, ye kilted warriors] '
TRouse, ye heroes of the north |
Rouse, and join your chieftain's banners,
"Tis your Prinve that leads you lerihl
Shall we basely crouch to tyrants?
Shall we own a foreign sway?
! Bhall & royal Stuact be banish'd,
Yhils a stranger rules the day ?
WWha wadns fecht, &e
Hog the northern cians advancing !
Sew Glengarry and Lachiel!
Hlze the brandish'd droadgwords glancing !
Highlaud lissrts sre trae as steel.
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Now our Princa heg raized his banner 49
-Now trinmphant, is our cause;
Now tha Scottish lion rallies,
Let ua atrike for Frince and lawal
Wha wadna fecht, &,
B

0 SISTER DEAR!

== i
0 Sis . fer dear, why that sad 3igh,

f===:-= -eotseet

hear thy bo.. som ];eaving’.(?an]
o n A 1 rY
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heart so young as=  thine be grieving
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Wiy do tears be. diw  thior eyu.Then

¥ = 1 ¥ g 1
Smile  to oo, a a5 . . ter dear:,

Oft midnight dreams reveal o tne,

Pictures bright in sunshine glowing;

When with mirth {5y heart o'arflowing,
Made thy looks s glad-and free.

Ciasc away that falling teat,

Smile to me, O sister dear,

.Bmile to me, O sister desrd



“WHERE THE, BEE S8UCKS.
The Musio by Dir. Avne. Arranged by 8, Nelson.
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Merrlly, merrily shall X live now,
Under the blossom that hangs on the i:ough,
Merrily, merrily shall I live now,
Undpr the hlosgam that hangs on the ’bough,
Under the blossom that hangs on the boush.
Merrlly, mertily shall I live now,
Under the blospom that hangs on the bough,
Mﬂmfg , merrily shall I liva mow, °
Under the blossom that hanizs on the bough,
Under the blogsom thut hangs on the hough,

© BEAUTEOUS KIGHT!
Written ky 4, Park, Musis by Donnizefti,
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.tread, No winds cu% sikh.. ings No clouds are
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night{ oh Bramteows night! Oh, beanteous
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- .l Notempest no but all Jooks cheerily.

Oh1 heautecus night;

‘With mooun s0 bright;

How fair the skies,

Tit with those million eyesl
The boundless blue around is spread,
Like spangled floor where sngels treat

The wiat reposes,

Soft as o roses,

And echo beund,

Haa Jost its sound,
b benuteous night, with meon so bright!
Uh! brauteous night, UL} beanteoas nizht]
No shadows aliall come near thee drearity ;
No tempest, no! bat all tooka cheerily.
No tempest strong shall harm thes, sweet night,

0! beaunteous night. .



52 THE QUEEN OF MMAY.
Written by Alfred Tenngeon. Music by William 2. Dempster.
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You must wake and cadl me eq: K’, call a
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eaz_Lly,mo -ther dear;Ta_ moer.row 11 be ‘ths.
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May. mo, _ther, I}fn to bn (],up_nn o*the May.

1 sleep so sound sll night, mother, that I shall never awake
If you do not callt me iond wlen the dey beging to break;
But I raust gather knats of dowors, and buds and garlands

' I‘or%m to ba Queen o the May, wother, T'm to be Queen o
the May.

Little Efile shall go with me to-morrow to the green,
And you'll ba there too, mother, to see me made the Qnecn,
- Ths shepherd Inds on every side It come from far away,
And I'm to be Queen o' ths May, mother, I'm to be uectt
o' thie Moy,

All tho valley, mother, will be {resh, and green, and still,
Aud the cowslip aed the erowfoot are over all the hil};
“The rivafes in the flowery dala will merxily glance and play,
For Il’]m ﬂ) ba Quegn o the May, mother, I'm to be Quesu o
the May.



ANNIE LAURIE. 5%
The favourite Secich Batlad, as aung by Jenny Lind.
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Mazwellion braes sre bonnie,Where early.
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fa's ﬁt dew; And it ihere that k;n-ie LauTieGled
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trneg; Which ne’er for_ got will be: Ana  for
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.bonnie An.nie Launria ?d lay me dewe and des.
Her brow. ia like the snaw-drift,
Heor throat is like the swan,
Her fuce, it is the fairest
That e'er the sun shone on;
That e'er the san shone on,
And darie biue is her e'e;
And for bonnie Annis Lanris
T'd lay me down snd dee.

Like dew on the ant lylng,
Ts the fa' o' her fatry fﬁ;g '
And like winds in summer sighing,
¥ar voice is low and sweet; :
Her volee is low rod sweet,
And she's a' tha world to me,
And for bonnie Annie Laure
1'd lay me down and dee.
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64

BANES OF ALLAN WATEE.
Worda by M. (. Tewis, Afunic by C E Born

R swe'ﬂ-qp:in; timr did iall,‘fds tl:e millers lowsly

-.--—-n. P oyt
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L T
dnug_sint,r-'nixust qf them ail,lv‘n: his bride &
_ i -4

.the banks of Al lan wa. ter; Nune so ;.;ay ak ﬂﬂ'

“On the oks of Allen water,
Whea brown antinn ) reads its slore,
There I saw the miller's danghter,
 Bat she smiled ne more,
.For the sumwer grief Liad brought her,
' And her soldier false was he;
.Qn the banks of Allan water,
None so snd s she.

Bn the banks of Allan watsr,
When the winter mow fell fast,
SHIE was seen the miller's deughter,
Chilling blew the blaat.

‘But the miller’s lovely daughier,
Hoth from cold and eare was free,
On the banka of Allan water,
There a corse 1ay she!

—— D C——



THYRE'S NOTHING TRUE BUT BEAVEN 65
TYords by Thowmns Mpore.  Adapted by John Turnbull,
Jfrom a melody by Lauis Spohr,
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De ceif ful shinn, B et o
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‘ ﬂui Heavon, There’s po. thing ;?u'lpu bat Heawen.

Poor wand’rers of & stormv day,
From wave to wave we're driv'ng
And fancy's flash, ani reason's ray,
Serve but to Hght the troubled way.
The mmiles of joy, &o-

And false the Hght cn glory™s plume,
As fading hues of evens

And love and hope, and heauty's bleon;
Ava Blossoma gother'd for the tomb,

The smiles of joy, &o.

——E e



5  THE WARRION'S JOY.

Hords from the French. Musle by Ghing'l.
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is a drs erate thing!
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Andlovely france s
——— = —h
[ e s ]
- T T
frea a_gali.Frapce then thy praise 1 =ing
a »
e i e |
e e e T e e e e |
Faldehood shall a1l but truth shail re main And
i
=——=T5 e e
1 " I - i’¥ i Yy
peacs_shall wave her olive branch a.gein And
P (Y Il | f,
: A =1 —t t P
- = ]
T 1 3 : 3
o t 7

T
Jree a..mid the bat la field when dauntivss
O A A

e e e e e T —

v + = t =
men ad_vance The Ly..rant sball lay .
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town his shield And bow 1o mighty France.

Note~-An Incldent connected with this song. and on which the
worda nre founded, Is hete worth relnting:—" A young Frenchmen,
named Hynelnth Mariin, an officer of the J3th Rattalion, having been
angeged during the late revolutlon in Frante in routlng tha Inaur-
gents, a ﬂa&plmwd Ly them on a2 barricrde In the Rue Monil
tant, was taken by tha young officer mamldst & ahower of bulleta.
The camamanding officer ohe:vin;,;l ihis darinlg feat, had the youth
sent to G I'L o) at the Natl v, whers he
wae immodiately Introduced to General Csvaignac, who, alter em=
braglng him sffsctionately, toch from his own brewst a cross of the
Jagion of honour, and decorated the young aoidier with It, saying, you
bave well deserved it.! The youtk exclafmed, ' How happy will my
father be," and wept fov joy. The music s moat spirited and chatade
teristip of the M—Yide French Song,
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a8 THE ARCHERS' 80NG.
1Fritten by f{f' Purk,  Mugle by Roseint
X

competa to d.sy,M.ml;r our 3 port,sncd pyer frrn.
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No hearts heat half so gay; A band of meriy
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Manly onr sports and ever free,No hr-n:i-'hndt
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day. Mdnly onx sport and ever freqNo &,
So let us benul the graceful bow—
A pastime titting for a king;
And lot the arrow swiftly go--
In musie from the string.
S0 let us bend, &e.
And may we hehold more archers bold,
Asgembied gaily in the plain;
Tt lizn heen 6o in the times of old
May we soon ses the like azain.
A beod of merry archers, &e

DRINK TO ME ONLY

For Thre Yoioss
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Drmkvimu on_.ly with tlnne

“_.Fi—i:i:gw—.g:tt?__—wd—m.—.&i:.,ﬁ:]

T
Drink & m¢  on. 1:- with thine eyes,‘.o\kr_




80 AWAY, MY GALLANT BABK.
Written by 4. Zark. Musie by A, D, Thomgsn,
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O that thon wert 8 thing of life,
To fosl and think ke mes
Then throngh the aaslt and sargy waves,
More gladly would'st thou flee;
With {liought thou'd'st travel haad In haud!
More swilt than tempests swee
Then or, then on, my gallaat bar!
Along the princely deap,
Along, along, along the princely deep.
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I NEER FOUND ONE LIKE THEE. &1
Words by W. H. dierander. Music by A. Muegonn,
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neer found one like thim,
The warblers ot the grove
Have churmed my listening ear:
Yet uy, they ue'er could move
Like thee, affection's tear -

Q’er meny, &c. .
Then come my love this night—
We'll seck soma lonely isle,
‘Where all that's tair and bright,
Shall centre in thy smile.

O'er mapy, dz.
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@ YE MARINERS OF ENGLAND.
ten by Thomag Gamphell.  Afusic by Dy, Culicosn.

Ye Moriners of England Thab guaxd yogr hative
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. hlow, When the stor.mY winds do blew,

Dritaanie needs no bulwark, no towns along the steep,
Hear march is o'er the mountain wave, her home is ¢ the

deep, -
With thﬁ_!iders from Ter native oak she quells the floods be-

o, .
As\they’ roar on the shora when e atormy winds do vtow,



The meteor Au.; of England shall yet terrific burn, &3
T4l danger's uwroubled niglit depart, and the star of prace

ratarn. .
Then, then yo ocean warriorsflour aonyr and fesat ghnll flow,

To the fame of your nams w

en the winds have ceased to
blow,

e T G
RULE BRITANNIs,
Written by Thomson.  Muasic by Dr. Arze.

Bri_tan ria rule the wayes,Britony ne_ver will beslavs,

‘Ilis nations not 50 blest a8 thea
Must in-their turns to tyranks Edl;
While thou shalt fiourish great uad free
Tha dread and envy of them aT8
Rule, Britannin, &c.

8t11l more majestic shalt thou rise, -
More dreadful from each foreign stréke
As the loud blast that tears the skle's‘u.
Serves but to root thy native =
Rule, Britannla, de.




64 'Thee haughty tyrants ne'er shall tame;

All their attempts to bead thes down
‘Will,hut aronse thy generous Sams, -
To work their woe and thy renown.
Rule, Britannis, &c.
T thee belong ths raral reign,
Thy cities shall with corunerce shine;
All thine shall be the subject main,
And ev'ry shore it circles thine.
- Rule, Brits::nia, de.
The Muces, still with Freedom found,
Shall to thy happy coasts repair;
Diest Islet with matchless beanty crown'd,
And maniy hearts to guard the fair,
Rule, Britennfa, Brilannia role the waves,
Eritons never will be slaves.

———cD
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