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ballad air of one strain, called Lord Ronald my Son. There is

another air called King James's March to Ireland, which has

evidently been founded on the same ballad air.

The pathos of Lochaber no More, when the song is well sung,

usually has a powerful effect on Scotchmen, especially if they be

at a distance from Scotland. There is a story constantly told

and believed, to the effect that it was necessary for the officers

of a Highland regiment in the West Indies to order the playing

of this air by the band to be discontinued, on account of its

fatal effect in creating home-sickness among the men.

ETTRICK BANKS.

All that is known of this delightful pastoral, and its air, is

that they were inserted in the Orpheus Caledonius, 1725.

p^e
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On Et - trick banks, in a sum - mer's night, At

^^^fe^i mm
gloam - ing, when the sheep drave hame, I met my lass - ie
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braw and tight, Came wad - ing, bare - foot, a' her lane

;
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My heart grew light, I ran, I flang My
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arms about her y neck, And kissed and clapped her
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there fu' lang ; My words they were na mon - y feck.

On Ettrick banks, in a summer's night,

At gloaming, when the sheep drave haine,

I met my lassie braw and tight,

Came wading, barefoot, a' her lane
;

My heart grew light, I ran, I flang

My arms about her lily neck,

And kissed and clapped her there fu' lang
;

My words they were na mony feck.

I said, My lassie, will ye go

To the Highland hills, the Erse to learn
;

I '11 baith gi'e thee a cow and ewe,

When ye come to the brig o' Earn.

At Leith aidd meal comes in, ne'er fash,

And herrings at the Broomielaw,

Cheer up your heart, my bonnie lass,

There 's gear to win ye never saw.

All day when we have wrought enough,

When winter frosts and snaw begin

Soon as the sun gaes west the loch,

At night when ye sit down to spin,

I '11 screw my pipes and play a spring,

And thus the weary night will end,

Till the tender kid and lamb-time bring

Our pleasant summer back again.
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Syne when the trees are in their bloom,

And gowans glint o'er ilka field,

I '11 meet my lass amang the broom,

And lead you to my summer shiel.

Then far frae a' their scornfu' din,

That make the kindly hearts their sport,

We '11 laugh and kiss, and dance and sing,

And gar the langest day seem short.

TWEEDSIDE.

It would have been surprising if the beautiful stream which

pervades the pastoral region of southern Scotland had not been

taken up as a subject both by the musician and the poet. It

was in reality so at a comparatively early period, if tradition is

right in assigning the following canzonet to Lord Yester—born

1645, died 1 713—eventually the second Marquis of Tweeddale

—

a distinguished statesman of the reigns of William and Anne, and

noted for his concern in promoting that union of the kingdoms

which lost for the Tweed its only unenviable characteristic as

the division between two portions of an island designed by
nature to be one. It cannot be said that the four simple verses

ascribed to Lord Yester are of signal merit
;
yet it is possible

that, with the aid of the beautiful melody, they might be tolerably

effective. I have heard that when Lady Grizel Baillie sang this

song, she generally drew tears from her auditory.

When Maggie and I were acquaint,

I carried my noddle fu' hie
;

Nae lintwhite in a' the gay plain,

Nae gowdspink sae bonnie as she !

I whistled, I piped, and I sang ;

I wooed, but I cam nae great speed
;

Therefore I maun wander abroad,

And lay my banes far frae the Tweed.




