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The morning rose, that untouch'd stands,

Arm'd with her briers, how sweetly smells !

But pluck'd and strain'd through ruder hands,

Her sweets no longer with her dwells
;

But scent and beauty both are gone,

And leaves fall from her, one by one.

Such fate, ere long, will thee betide,

When thou hast handled been a while ;

Like sere flowers to be thrown aside,

And I will sigh, while some will smile,

To see thy love for more than one

Hath brought thee to be loved by none.

This song appears in Playford's Select Ayres, 1659, under the

title of a ' Song to his Forsaken Mistress, set to music by Henry
Lawes.' Although in no respect a Scotch song, it is usually

printed in Scottish collections, and represented as a composition

of Sir Robert Ayton, secretary to Queen Anne, the consort of

James I. The resemblance of the style of sentiment and diction

to Anne Bothioelts Lament can scarcely be overlooked. It is also

remarkable that the preceding song, Thou wilt not go, &c, is

included in a collection of Sir Robert's poems, edited by Charles

Rogers (Edin. 1 844). If Ayton was the author of the two latter

songs, he might also have written Anne Bothwelfs Lament. Sir

Robert Ayton, who was a Scotsman by birth, died in London in

1638, aged sixty-eight.

GUID NIGHT, AND JOY BE WI' YOU A'.

The two touching stanzas which follow, are given by Sir

Walter Scott in his Border Minstrelsy, as those which tradition

has preserved of the Good-night or Farewell of one of the Arm-

strongs, about to be executed for his concern in the murder of

Sir John Carmichael of Edrom, warden of the Middle Marches

of the Border of Scotland, an incident which happened in June
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1600. The tune has long been a favourite in Scotland,1 being

usually played at the breaking up of convivial parties. It was

in especial favour with Burns, who says in one of his letters

:

' Ballad-making is now as completely my hobby-horse as ever

fortification was Uncle Toby's ; so I '11 e'en canter it away till

I come to the limit of my race (God grant that I may take the

right side of the winning-post !), and then, cheerfully looking

back on the honest folks with whom I have been happy, I shall

say or sing, " Sae merry as we a' hae been !

" and raising my
looks to the whole of the human race, the last words of the voice

of Coila shall be, "Good-night, and joy be wi' you a' ! '" To this

tune the bard wrote his well-known Farewell to the Brethren of

the Mason Lodge, Torbolton.
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0, this is my departing time, For here nae lang - er
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maun I stay; There's not a friend or foe 0' mine Butpg^^aipg^
wish - es that I were a-way. What I hae done for
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lack 0' wit, I nev - er, nevr - er can re - ca' ! I
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hope your 're a' my friends as yet ; Good-

p^^^mm
night, and jov he wi' you a'.

1 It appears amongst Playford's Scotch Tunes, 1700.
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O, this is ray departing time,

For here nae langer maim I stay

;

There 's not a friend or foe o' mine
But wishes that I were away.

What I hae done for lack o' wit,

I never, never can reca'

!

I hope you 're a' my friends as yet

;

Good-night, and joy be wi' you a'.

OLD LONG SYNE.

Burns thought the phrase, Aukl Lang Syne, ' exceedingly expres-

sive.' Its expressiveness in connection with the social feelings

of the Scotsman—hallowing, as it were, all ordinary relations,

and especially that of love—had struck the mind of a poet long

before the days of the Ayrshire Ploughman. Probably as early

as the reign of Charles I., its associations were conveyed in a

song of many stanzas, which has been traced in broadsides prior

to the close of the seventeenth century, and was gathered into

James Watson's Collection, 171 1. This song was as follows :
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