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A lic e  

G ra y

S h e 's  a l l  m y  f a n c y  p a in t e d  h e r . 
She's lovely she's divine, 
Bu t her heart it is another's,

It never can be mine ;
O  few have lov'd as I  have lov ‘d,

My love can not decay,
O  my heart, my  heart i s breaking, 
F o r  the l o ve o f  Alice Gray.

Her dark brew hair is braided, 
O 'er a brow of spotle ss white, T

he softness of her beaming eye,
Must all the world delight ; 

The hair is braided not for me,
T h e  eye  is turned 

a w a y ,Yet my heart, my heart, is breaking,
For the love o f  Alice Gray.

I ‘ ve sunk beneath a summer's sun, 
And shivered in the blast ;

But now my pilgrimage is done, 
The weary c o n f lict's past !

W hen laid withi n the silent grave,
May pity haply s a y ,

O his heart, his heart, was broken,
For the love o f  A lice Gray,
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My Mither men't my auld breeks.
M y  m i t h e r  m e n ’t  m y  a u l d  b re e k s ,  

A n  w o w  b u t  t h e y  were duddy,
A n  s e n t  m e  t o  g e t  sh o t  t h e  m a r e ,

A t  R o b in  T a m s o n ’s s m i d d y  ;

T h e  s m i d d y  s t a n d s  b e s i d e  t h e  b u r n ,
T h a t  w i m p le s  t h r o u g h t he  e l a c h a n

I  n e v e r  y e t  g a e  b y  th e  d o o r ,
B a t  a y e  I fa '  a l a n g h in ' .

F o r  R o b i n  w a s  a  w e a l t h y  C a r le ,
A n ’ h a d  a e  b o n n y  d o c h te r ,

B u t  n e ’er  w o u l d  le t  h e r  t a k  a  m a n ,
T h o  m o n y  la d s  h a d  s o u g h t  h e r ;

B u t  w h a t  th in k  y e  o '  m y  e x p l o i t !—  
T h e  t im e  o u r  m a r e  w a s  s h o c i n g ,  

I  s l ip p e d  u p  b e s i d e  th e  t a s s ,
A n d  b r i s k ly  fe l l  a  w o o i n g .

A n '  a y e  s h e  e ’e d  m y  a u ld  b r e e k s ,
T h e  t im e  t h a t  t o  sa t  c r a c k i n ' ; 

Q u o  I  m y  la s s ,  n e 'e r  m in d  t h e  c l o u t e s ,  
I ' v e  n e w  a n e s  f o r  t h e m a k in ' .

B u t  g in  y o u ’l l  j u s t  c o m e  h a m e  w i ’ m e ,  
A n ’ l e a ’ t h e  ca r le  y o u r  f a t h e r  

Y e 's e  g e t  t h e  c l a e s  t o  k e e p  in  t r i m,  

M y s e l ’ a n ’ a  t h e gither. 

' D o e d la d ,  q u o  she, y o u r  o f fe r ‘s  f a i r ,  
I  r e a l ly  t h in k  I ' l l  tak '  i t ,  
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Sae g a n g  awa' get out the mare,
W e 'l l  baith sli p  o h  the back out ;

For  gin I  wait m y  fathers  time,
I'll wait till I be f i f t y —

But na, I ’ll m arry  w hen I am y o u n g
An’ mak’ a wife fu’ thrifty.

Wow ? Robin was an angry man,
At losing o' his docht e r  ;  

Thro a' the kintra side he ran,
An' far an’ near he sought her;

But when he cam' to our fire-end, 
An' f and us baith thegither,

Quo I gudeman, I' ve ta‘en your bairn 
An’ ye may tak’ my mither.

Auld Robin girn’d an’ sheuk his pow,
Guid faith ? quo he you're merry ;

B ut I'll just tak' you at your word,
An’ end this hurry burry ;

So Robin an’ our auld guidwife 
Agreed to creep thegither ;

Now I hae Robin Tamson's pet,
A nd  R obin has my  mit her.

W i l l  the W eaver.

Mother dear now I ’m married,
I wish I had longer tarried
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For my wife she does declare,
T h at the breeches she w ill w e a r .
Is she bold or is she quiet?
Is she costly in her diet ?  
Loving son give her her due, 
Let me hear no more from you
Going one nighl to my treasure, 
Their I met an h onest neighbour. 
Says, kind sir, I 'l l  tell you who 
I saw with your wife just now.
I saw her and Will the weaver, 
They were unco close the-gither,
A t the threshold of the door,
They went in I saw no more.
Thank you kindly honest neighbour 
I ’ll reward you for your labour ;
If I catch him at my corn, Bett

er  had he n e 'e r been born.
He went home in a great wonder, 
Knocking at the door like thunder, 
Who is that? W ill th e  weaver cries: 
’Tis my husband, you must rise
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Where have you been at your pleasure,
Spending all your time and tres ure,  
He searched

Not a soul was to be found,
On the floor he stood ama z e d ,
U p the chimney then he gazed 
There he saw the dripping soul,
Sitting on the chim n e y pole.

Ha, ha ! my lad, since I hae found ye, 
I  w ill neither hang nor drown ye,
But I'll stiffle you with smoke,

This he thought but not hing  spok e. 
He put on a rousing fire 
F or to please his own desire,
H is wife caied out with free goodwill 
Husband dear a man you'll kill.

F rom the chimney then she took him,

Then so miraily as he sh o ok him,
At every blow these words he spoke, 

Come no more to stop m y smoke. 
Never was a chimney sweeper,
H alf so black as  W ill th e  W eaver,



Hands a n d  f a c e  
a n d  n o s e  

likewise,Sent him home with two black eyes 

O  w a t y e  
wha's in yon Town. 

O  w a t  y e  w h a 's in  y o n  t o w n ,

Y e  see th e  e 'e n in g  s u n  u p o n :
T he fairest maid's in yon  to w n ,
T he eening sun is sh i n ing  o n  

Now haply down by yon green shaw , 

She wanders by yon spreading tree,
How blest ye flowers th a t r ound  her blaw ! 

Ye catch the glances o'  h er e ' e

H o w  blest ye birds that round her sing, 
A n d  w e lcome in the blooming year; 

A n d  doubly welcome b er the spring, 
T he season to m y  Jeanie dear. 

T he sun blinks blithe on yon town, 
A m o n g  the broomy braes sae g reen

But my delight in yon town,
A n d  dearest pleasure is m y  Jean.

Without my love, not all the charms,
Of paradise could give me joy ;

But gie my Jeanie in my arms,
A n d  welcome L apland's dreary sky.
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M y  c a v e  w o u ld  b e  a lover's bower
T h o ' rag in g  w in te r  r e n t  t h e  a l r ,

A n d  s h e  a  l o v e ly  l i t t l e  flo w e r ,
T h a t  I  w o u ld  t e n t  a n d  s h e l t e r  th e r e .

O s w e e t  is  s h e  in  y o n  t o w n ,
T h e  s e t t i n g  s u n ’s  g a u n  do w n  u p o n  ;

T h e  d e a r e s t  m a id 's  in  y o n  t o w n ,
H is  s e t t in g  b e a m  e ’e r  s h o n e  u p o n ,

I f  angry fate be s wor n  m y  f o e ,  
A n d  s u f f e r in g  I  a m  d o o m e d  t o  b e a r ,

I ’ ll c a r e le s s  q u i t  a u g h t  e l s e  b e lo w  ; 
B u t  s p a r e ,  Oh ! s p a r e  m y  J e a n ie  d e a r .

F o r while life's dear e s t  bloo d  is  war m ,
M y  t h o u g h t s  f r a e  h er  s h a l l  n e ' e r  d e p a r t  :

F o r  a s  m o s t  l o v e ly  is h e r  f o r m ,  S h e  
h a s  th e  t r u e s t  k in d e s t  h e a r t .  

FINIS.


