1. Jock o' Hazeldean

Hummel

Thomson 25 Additional Airs, V (1826), 231

Andante con moto, ma con espressione

Lmu f “H f o] - f B
oy 9]
- =N - | e LH
Ll ‘ I \
N o6 AN A A el
‘. N e ~ \
o b L] i ol
" |
1] I w/ /|
o ~ N il
YIEN Y Ay -A EN
RN N N
W\ - -|aml A AN |- = S
Al | 2L
(Y I
el N R AN L MY Mgl
meome ! | f
L 18 ] il ]
q 1
o |
Ff © B ..P\\ H/
3 i 1 L
S
-4h 1na1 ot AN - AN
o A s s &
X AN Ay
NAEY NEe A o N N
N ——
e £ 2 8 £
= phan) — e =
: s 3 2 :
° g
R= -y
>

m e il
\,% 2z ~ %@ fi_
1 ] 1
[ NS ﬁ LY
AL
a
L L i i {mg i
o~ b B | in g LWW | inNgSH R
> === 0 S==S| 0 o~ I === .
| AN AT Ky RHA. [
A ) md. N\ I\
H d’ ™ b jr
o 2 ) \t
A I w e
M e S I Wu
™ A
| |
b A N " il
A anuvv
A 2
M ot A _ e & il
it - _ ] ol %
e 8y - MRS - AN i
Il i {]T] T Y AUIM
hmr il ] Ty & | ﬁ. | quJ
o« o~ > | i
- NP AN N Ny R
N ——

[© Marjorie Rycroft 2025]




. .ﬁ\ 1 g M
(1
v
o ] il v e TN —3/|el
(I Al ™ 2 I ||
[f— | 5\
q (YIR N 2 L) ¥ |||
L il o () S N S ﬁnu
N Panl Pan .l '\
|
&
M T8 A (Y m T el o
m e S 2
=
Q e N 1 L
<
= ™
©
5 1 ol N B 1 ol
5] "
2
—_ L 1 L il
f= s 2| I f=
L 5y
Ik w2 hil
>
L L4 =
I o
L108 nn
e
] g ) Panl
QRN (‘1N I o/
Wisi < L
3 ﬁ ; R
H ~g 1 wmuwa i (YHEE
AN B M% B AN .MM
R N B N Nk R
~— ——

)
v
N =
)
LYH ™. 8 2N Al
Il / S Hw
AN | N
AR 5t N 2 AN
d L
| in NG~ o1 InNg M (A by
o1 o ~ ~
N
5
oL v B N
L HHH Il =
LI )
[ \a N #4 )
LY 2 m
ol o 3 il
[ YaN Ll 5 N M
=}
=]
<
P ani
AN (% Y
S R
i I 7 ; A
| 2
3 “
>
AN
N @ @
N —

[© Marjorie Rycroft 2025]
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WHY WEEP YE BY THE TIDE, LADYE.

WRITTEN

By SIR WALTER SCOTT,

Bart.

AND HERE PUBLISHED BY PERMISSION.

AIR — JOCK O' HAZELDEAN

THE SYMPHONIES AND ACCOMPANIMENTS BY HUMMEL, — 1826.

"Why weep ye by the tide, Ladye,
Why weep ye by the tide?

I’ll wed ye to my youngest son,
And ye sall be his bride:

And ye sall be his bride, Ladye,
Sae comely to be seen." —
But ay she loot the tears down fa’,

For Jock of Hazeldean.

"Now let this wilfu’ grief be done,
And dry that cheek so pale;
Young Frank is chief of Errington,
And lord of Langley-dale;

His step is first in peaceful ha’,
His sword in battle keen." —

But ay she loot the tears down fa’,
For Jock of Hazeldean.

"A chain o’ gold ye sall not lack,
Nor braid to bind your hair;
Nor mettled hound, nor managed hawk,
Nor palfrey fresh and fair;
And you the foremost o’ them a’
Sall ride our forest queen." —
But ay she loot the tears down fa’,
For Jock of Hazeldean.

The kirk was deck’d at morning-tide,
The tapers glimmer’d fair;

The priest and bridegroom wait the bride,
And dame and knight are there;

They sought her both by bower and ha’, —
The Lady was not seen!

She’s o’er the border, and awa
Wi’ Jock of Hazeldean.
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THE EMIGRANT'S FAREWELL.

WRITTEN
By THOMAS PRINGLE, Esq.
AND HERE PUBLISHED BY PERMISSION.

THE SAME AIR

Our native land, our native vale, The mossy cave and mouldering tower
A long and last adieu! That skirt our native dell -

Farewell to bonnie Teviotdale, The martyr’s grave, and lover’s bower,
And Cheviot mountains blue! We bid a sad farewell!

Farewell, ye hills of glorious deeds, Home of our love! our father’s home!
And streams renown’d in song! Land of the brave and free!

Farewell, ye braes and blossom’d meads The sail is flapping on the foam

Our hearts have loved so long! That bears us far from thee!

Farewell, the blithesome broomy knowes, We seek a wild and distant shore,
Where thyme and harebells grow! Beyond the western main —

Farewell, the hoary, haunted howes, We leave thee to return no more,
O’erhung with birk and sloe! Nor view thy cliffs again.

Our native land, our native vale,
A long and last adieu!

Farewell to bonnie Teviotdale,
And Scotland’s mountains blue.
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