
THE BOATIE ROWS.

This beautiful song of the domestic affections, which Burns

thought nearly equal to There 's nae Luck about the House, was

stated by him to have been the composition of ' a Mr Ewen of

Aberdeen,' and the statement has never been contradicted. The

person referred to appears to have been Mr John Ewen, a dealer

in hardware in Aberdeen, who died on the 21st of October 1821,

at the age of eighty. He was a native of Montrose, and at his

death he destined his entire fortune, of about £16,000, for the

founding of a hospital for the nurture and education of poor

children in that burgh. It will be learned with surprise, that in

this destination he overlooked a daughter who had married, as

he probably thought, imprudently—a strange comment of fact

upon the sentiment so touchingly indicated in the song. The
will, however, was set aside by a decision of the House of Lords.
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weel may the boatie row,

And better may she speed !

And weel may the boatie row,

That wins the bairns' bread

!

The boatie rows, the boatie rows,

The boatie rows indeed ;

And happy be the lot of a'

That wishes her to speed !

I cuist my line in Largo Bay,

And fishes I caught nine
;

There 's three to boil, and three to fry,

And three to bait the line.

The boatie rows, the boatie rows,

The boatie rows indeed
;

And happy be the lot of a'

That wishes her to speed !

O weel may the boatie row,

That fills a heavy creel,

And cleads ns a' frae head to feet,

And buys our parritch-meal.

The boatie rows, the boatie rows,

The boatie rows indeed
;

And happy be the lot of a'

That wish the boatie speed.
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When Jamie vow'd lie would be mine,

And wan frae me my heart,

muckle lighter grew my creel

!

He swore we 'd never part.

The hoatie rows, the boatie rows,

The boatie rows fu' weel

;

And muckle lighter is the lade,

When love bears up the creel.

My kurck I put upon my head,

And dress'd mysel fu' braw
;

1 trow my heart was douf and wae,

When Jamie gaed awa'

:

But weel may the boatie row,

And lucky be her part

;

Aud lightsome be the lassie's care

That yields an honest heart

!

When Sawnie, Jock, and Janetie,

Are up, and gotten lear,

They '11 help to gar the boatie row,

And lighten a' our care.

The boatie. rows, the boatie rows,

The boatie rows fu' weel

;

And lightsome be her heart that bears

The murlain and the creel

!

And when wi' age we 're worn down,
And hirpling round the door,

They '11 row to keep us hale and warm,
As we did them before :

Then, weel may the boatie row,

That wins the bairns' bread

;

And happy be the lot of a'

That wish the boat to speed !
1

1 From Johnson's Scots Musical Museum, vol. v., published circa 1796.
It is customary to abridge this song when sung, by giving only the first,

second, and sixth verses.
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This fine modern air is the genuine tune of the ballad. Some
years ago it was arranged as a glee, for three voices, by Mr
William Knyvett of London, and has deservedly become very

popular.

AULD ROBIN GRAY.

This king of all the Scotch ballads had a curious and interest-

ing history. There was an old song of popular extraction,

known by its refrain, 'The bridegroom grat [that is, wept]

when the sun gaed down ; ' very foolish, but furnished with

a pleasing air. An eccentric masculine lady, of great note

in Scottish society, named Sophy Johnstone, sang this song

to the youthful family of the Earl of Balcarres at Balcarres

House, in Fife, and impressed Lady Anne in particular with

a deep sense of the beauty of the melody. Soon after the

close of the year 1771, Lady Anne, finding herself much alone

in the paternal mansion, and rather melancholy, bethought

herself of attempting, with such power of verse as she possessed,

to compose, to the plaintive tones which had pleased her so

much, some little history of virtuous distress in humble life

such as might suit them. Taking the name of the old cow-herd

of her father's home-farm—Robin Gray—she represented a

young maiden as obliged by family misfortunes to accept him for

a lover, and as being soon after overwhelmed with grief on the

discovery that a youthful sweetheart, supposed to be dead, was

still alive. It would appear from a recital of her own, that the

ballad did not at first take fully the shape it afterwards bore,

for she said one day to her little sister (subsequently Countess

of Hardwicke), 'My dear, I have been writing a ballad—I am
oppressing my heroine with many misfortunes—I have already

sent her Jamie to sea, and broken her father's arm, and made her

mother fall sick, and given her auld Robin Gray for a lover

;

but I wish to load her with a fifth sorrow in the four hues, poor




