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Three stormy nights and stormy days

We tossed upon the raging main ;

And long we strove our bark to save,

But all our striving was in vain.

Ev'n then, when horror chilled my blood,

My heart was filled with love for thee ;

The storm is past, and I at rest

;

So, Mary, weep no more for me.

maiden dear, thyself prepare,

We soon shall meet upon that shore

Where love is free from doubt and care,

And thou and I shall part no more.

Loud crowed the cock, the shadow fled,

No more of Sandy could she see
;

But soft the passing spirit said,

Sweet Mary, weep no more for me !

This elegant ballad was the composition of a young man, named
Alexander Low, of humble extraction in Galloway, but who
obtained a learned education, and became tutor in the family of

Mr M'Ghie of Airds, an amiable country gentleman, who had a

number of beautiful daughters. While he resided at the Airds,

about 1 771, the lover of one of the young ladies was lost at sea
;

and upon this incident the ballad was composed. The young

poet emigrated to America, where he kept an academy for some

years, and died in 1 798, aged about forty-eight.

LOGAN WATER.
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face his faes, Far, far frae me and Lo - gan braes 1

By Logan's streams that rin sae deep,

Fu' aft wi' glee I 've herded sheep
;

Herded sheep or gather'd slaes,

Wi' my dear lad, on Logan braes :

But, wae's my heart ! thae days are gane,

And, fu' o' grief, I herd my lane ;

While my dear lad maun face his faes,

Far, far frae me and Logan braes !

Nae mair at Logan kirk will he,

Atween the preachings, meet wi' me,

Meet wi' me, or, when its mirk,

Convoy me hame frae Logan kirk.

I weel may sing—thae days are gane !

Frae kirk and fair I come alane,

While my dear lad maun face his faes,

Far, far frae me and Logan braes !

This song, to the old tune of Logan Water, came before the

public about 1783, being the composition of a young journeyman
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printer, named John Mayne, a native of Glasgow, who died at

an advanced age in 1 836. The air, to which there was a song of

old date and little refinement, is inserted in Mrs Crocket's

manuscript Music-hook, 1709.1 It was printed in the Orpheus

Caledonius, with the verses hy James Thomson, beginning ' For

ever, Fortune, wilt thou prove.' Burns, having heard Mayne'

s

song, and "being fond of the air, composed a song for the melody,

in which he unconsciously borrowed one of Mayne's couplets,

being the conclusion of the first stanza. It may be greatly

doubted if the Ayrshire bard, on this occasion, excelled the

Glasgow one.

GAE TO THE KYE WI' ME, JOHNIE.
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1 In the Roxburghe Collection of Broadside Ballads in the British

Museum, there is one called The Bonny Scottish Lad and the Yielding

Lass, to an excellent new tune, much in request, called The Liggan

Waters. One of the verses may be given, as a specimen :

Bonny lass, I love thee well,

Bonny lad, I love thee better

;

Wilt thou pull off thy hose and shoon,

And wend with me to Liggan "Water ?




