
THE BIRKS OF ABERGELDY. 297

Collection (British Museum). Ramsay gave it a place in his

Tea-table Miscellany, with the signature Q., to denote that it was an

old song with alterations. It was presented, with its tune, in

Johnson's Museum—not, however, the tune called Omnia Vincit

Amor in the Skene Manuscript.

The style of the verse, and even of the grammar and syntax,

as well as the introduction of heathen deities, bring us strongly

in remembrance of the preceding song, Leader Haughs and

Yarrow. Most probably, therefore, Omnia Vincit Amor is

another of Minstrel Burne's productions.

THE BIRKS OF ABERGELDY.
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O ye shall get a gown o' silk,

A gown o' silk, a gown o' silk ;

ye shall get a gown o' silk,

And a coat o' calimanco.

Na, kind sir, I darena gang,

I darena gang, I darena gang ;

Na, kind sir, I darena gang,

For my minnie she '11 be angry.

Sair, sair wad she flyte,

"Wad she flyte, wad she flyte,

Sair, sair wad she flyte,

And sair wad she bang me.

This is one of the simple old songs of Scotland, conveying

little meaning, but yet, with the aid of a good melody, more

facile to sing than many superior compositions. It is localised

to Aberdeenshire, for Abergeldy is a beautiful district on Dee-

side, once the property of a gentleman named Gordon, but now
that of her Majesty Queen Victoria, being adjacent to the royal

residence of Balmoral. The birch was long ago the natural

and abundant wood of the district, and must have formed an

attractive scene for the imagination of the poetical lover ; but

it has for many years been superseded by oak and other more

profitable timber. An air styled Tlie Birhs of Abergeldie appears

in Playford's Collection, 1700.

The rustic simplicity of the Birks, the gown 0' silk, and coat

o' calimanco, proved unsatisfactory to the more refined lovers

of Scottish song in the last century, and accordingly we find in

Herd, under the title of the air Birks of Abergeldy, a long and
rather common-place ditty, in which a gentleman bewails the

disappointments incidental to the married state—as follows, for

example

:
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Alack a day, what will I do,

What will I do, what will I do ?

Alack a day, what will I do,

The honey month is done, jo !

My glittering gold is all turned dross,

And siller scarcely will be brass,

I 've nothing but a bonnie lass,

And she 's quite out of tune, jo !

Finally, came Burns, "with his beautiful song in compliment

to a place of nearly the same name in a different part of the

Highlands

:

THE BIRKS OF ABEPvFELDY.

Bonnie lassie, will ye go,

Will ye go, will ye go,

Bonnie lassie, will ye go,

To the Birks of Aberfeldy ?

Now simmer blinks on flowery braes,

And o'er the crystal streamlet plays ;

Come, let us spend the lichtsome days

In the Birks of Aberfeldy.

Bonnie lassie, &c.

While o'er their head the hazels hing,

The little birdies blithely sing,

Or lichtly flit on wanton wing,

In the Birks of Aberfeldy.

The braes ascend like lofty wa's,

The foamin' stream deep-roaring fa's,

O'erhung A\d' fragrant spreadin' shaws,

The Birks of Aberfeldy.
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The hoary cliffs are crown'd wi' flow'rs,

White ower the lin the burnie pours,

And, risin', weets wi' misty show'rs

The Birks of Aherfeldy.

Let fortune's gifts at random flee,

They ne'er shall draw a wish frae me,

Supremely bless'd wi' love and thee,

In the Birks of Aherfeldy.

JOHN HAY'S BONNIE LASSIE.

The song which follows appeared in Bamsay's Tea-table

Miscellany and in the Orpheus Caledonius, and has usually been

included in subsequent collections. Burns learned somewhere,

from the voice of tradition, that the John Hay in question was

no less a person than the first Marquis of Tweeddale, and the

bonnie lassie his lordship's daughter Margaret, who became

Countess of Koxburghe, and died at Broomlands, near Kelso,

January 23, 1753, after a widowhood of seventy-two years.1 The
present editor, in the course of his wanderings in Scotland many
years ago, heard the same story, with the addition that the song

was the composition of a working-joiner, who had vainly lifted

his poetical fancy to the level of a marquis's daughter. Both

statements, however, must be taken with reservation. The
locality assumed 'by smooth-winding Tay' does not suit a

connection with the family of Tweeddale.

1 Her ladyship's husband, Robert, Earl of Roxburghe was lost in the

Gloucester frigate, on Yarmouth Sands, in coining down to Scotland with
the Duke of York, May 7, 1682.




