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And yet, for roister, I will not feinyie,

Five hundred fiaes now in a flock,

Call ye nocht that ane jolly menyie,

To gae together Jenny and Jock ?

Ane treen trencher, ane ramhorn spvme,

Twa bits of barkit blasnit leather,

All graith that gaes to hobble shoon,1

Ane thrawcrook to twine ane tether,

Ane bridle, ane girth, and ane swyne blether,

Ane masken-vat, ane fettered lock,

Ane sheep weel keepit frae ill weather,

To gang together Jenny and Jock.

Tak thae for my part of the feast,

It is weel known I am weel boclin
;

2

Ye may not say my part is least.

The wife said, Speed ; the kail are sodden,

And als the laverock is fuft 3 and lodden,

When ye have done tak hame the broche.

The roast was teuch, sae were they boclin ;
4

Syne gaed together Jenny and Jock.

TAK YOUR ATTLD CLOAK ABOUT YE.

To all appearance, this song is in much the same style as the

preceding ; and what seems further to justify its being assigned

to the sixteenth century, is the quotation of a passage appa-

rently from it by Iago in Othello, with only the change of King
Robert into King Stephen. We cannot, however, trace the song

further back than the Tea-table Miscellany of Kamsay, 1724.

1 Hob-nailed shoes. 2 Furnished.
3 The lark on the spit is fully done. 4 So they had foretold.
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It is needless to remark how the humour of the matrimonial

dialogue has rendered the song one of the most favourite with

the entire nation. The air, which suits the verses remarkably

well, was considered by Mr Stenhouse as most probably coeval

with it.

p^m±*=i=g^^
In win - ter, •when the rain rain'd cauld, And

pMAjMftp^m&m
frost and snaw on il - ka hill, And Boreas, wi' his

^^B^g^i^^
blasts sae bauld, Was threat'nin' a' our kye to kill : Then

^^-^rh^^a^-AM^
Bell, my wife, who lo'es na strife, She said to me richt

$ iFi^WEF^m*
has - ti - lie, Get up, guidman, save Crummie's life, And

iMfe^ m3Ef
tak your auld cloak a - bout ye.

In winter, when the rain rain'd cauld,

And frost and snaw on ilka hill,

And Boreas, wi' his blasts sae bauld,

Was threat'nin' a' our kye to kill :
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Then Bell, my wife, who lo'es na strife,

She said to me richt hastilie,

Get up, guidman, save Crummie's life,

And tak your auld cloak about ye.1

My Crummie is a usefu' cow,

And she is come of a good kin'

;

Aft has she wet the bairns's mou',

And I am laith that she should tyne
;

Get up, guidman, it is fu' time,

The sun shines frae the lift sae hie ;

Sloth never made a gracious end
;

Gae, tak your auld cloak about ye.

My cloak was ance a guid gray cloak,

When it was fitting for my wear ;

But now it 's scantly worth a groat,

For I have worn 't this thretty year :

Let 's spend the gear that we hae won,

"We little ken the day we '11 die
;

Then I '11 be proud, since I have sworn

To hae a new cloak about me.

In days wben our King Eobert rang,

His trews they cost but half-a-croun
;

He said they were a groat ower dear,

And ca'd the tailor thief and loon :

He was the king that wore a croun,

And thou's the man of laigh degree :

It 's pride puts a' the country doun ;

Sae tak thy auld cloak about ye.

1 In singing this song, a mistake is very generally made in the empha-
sising of the final line of the verses, which ought to be

'And tak your auld cloak about ye.'
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ILka land has its ain lauch,

Ilk kind o' corn has its ain hool

;

I think the world is a' gane wrang,

When ilka wife her man wad rule

:

Do ye no see Rob, Jock, and Hab,

As they are girded gallantlie,

While I sit hurklin i' the asse ?

—

I '11 hae a new cloak about me.

Guidman, I wat it 's thretty year

Sin' we did ane anither ken
;

And we hae had atween us twa

Of lads and bonnie lasses ten

:

Now they are women grown and men,

I wish and pray weel may they be ;

If you would prove a guid husband,

E'en tak your auld cloak about ye.

Bell, my wife, she lo'es na strife,

But she would guide me, if she can ; ,

And, to maintain an easy life,

I aft maun yield, though I 'm guidman

:

Nocht 's to be gain'd at woman's hand,

Unless ye gie her a' the plea

;

Then I '11 leave aff where I began,

And tak my auld cloak about me.

DAME, DO THE THING WHILE I DESIRE.

This song, which bears a remarkable resemblance in its style

of humour and composition to Tak your Auld Cloak about Ye, is

given by Ritson in his Scottish Songs, 1794, from a manuscript

of Charles L's time in the British Museum {Bib. Sloan, 1489).




