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What dost thon in that mansion fair? . . 153
What needs this din about the town o' Lon'on,. G5

What of earls with whomn you have supp'd, . 120
Wha will buy my trogwin, fine election ware, . 235
When chapman billies leave the strect, . 79
When Monm., deceased, to the devil went dawu 154
When o'er the hill the e’tstem star, . . . 130
When Princes and Prelates, . . . 136
When rosy May comes in wi' ﬁowers . . 3
When wild war's deadly blast was hlawn, . . 145

When winter's wind was blawing cauld, . . 200
Where are the joys I have met in the morning, 1062

Where Cart rins rowin’ to the sea, . . 105
While Europe's eye is fix'd on m1gl1ty tlnngs, . 132
While Iarks with little wing, fann'd the pure air, 155

While virgin Spring, by Erlen’s flood,. s . 111
Whom will you send to London town, . . 210
Willie Wastle dwalt on Tweed, . . . . 125
Wilt thou be my dearie? . . . . 166
With Pegasus upon a day, . . . . 66

Wow, but your letter made me vu.unf.le' . . &6

Ye banks, and braes, and streams around, . 131
Ye banks and braes o' honnie Doon, . . .02
Ye flowery hanks o’ bonnie Doon, . . .0
Ye gallants bright, I rede you right, . . . 25
Ye hypocrites! are these your pranks? . . 148
Ye Jacobites by name, give an ear, give an ear, 118
Ye men of wit and we'\lth, wly all this sneering, 148
Yestreen I had a pint o’ \nne, . . U8
Ye true ** Loyal Natives,” attend to my song, . 147
Young Jamie, pride of a’ the plain, . . . 170
Young Jockey was the blythest lad, . . . 35
You're welcome, Willie Stewart, . . . 106
Your News and Review, Sir, I've read, . .0
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