
lVmtedL$ §©M %- 2sU5fl3’ TiTumw. si MsMuism xXOia&itrwl lusiinraae’xii "Vykr©ih'ii>'0

§>3 TRkditl©©® §t.rc©-i'

§©



2
Air Torlli n lisme.
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Ance mair, Heaven be praised! round my ain heartsome ingle,

Wi’ the friends o’ my youth, I cordially mingle;

Nae force now upon me, to seem wae or glad;

I may laugh when I’m merry, and sigh when Im sad.

My ain fireside, my ain fireside,

O sweet is the blink o’ my ain fireside.

Nae falsehood to dread, nae malice to fear,

But truth to delight me, and kindness to cheer;

O’ a’ roads to pleasure that ever were tried,

There’s nane half sae sure as anes ain fireside.

My ain fireside, my ain fireside,

O sweet is the blink o’ my ain fireside.

Mr
.
s Hamilton.
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