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HE.

Why dost tliou pleen 1 I thee mainteen
;

For meal and maut thou disna want

;

But thy wild hees I canna please,

Now when our gear 'gins to grow scant.

Of household stuff thou hast enough
;

Thou wants for neither pot nor pan ;

Of siclike ware he left thee bare :

Sae tell me nae mair of thy aidd guidman.

SHE.

Yes, I may tell, and fret mysell,

To think on the Wythe days I had,

"When he and I thegither lay

In arms, into a weel-made bed.

But now I sigh, and may be sad ;

Thy courage is cauld, thy colour wan
;

Thou faitlds thy feet, and fa's asleep :

And thou 'It never be like my auld guidman.

Then coming was the nicht sae dark,

And gane was a' the licht of day ;

The carle was fear'd to miss his mark,

And therefore wad nae langer stay.

Then up he gat, and he ran his way
;

I trow the wife the day she wan
;

And aye the owerword o' the fray

Was, Ever alake my auld guidman

!

I HAE LAID THREE HERRING IN SAUT.

I hae laid three herrin' in saut

—

Lass, gin ye '11 tak me, tell me now ;

I hae brew'n three pickles o' maut,

And I canna come ilka day to woo

—

To woo, to woo, to lilt and to woo,

And I canna come ilka day to woo.
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I liae a wee calf that wad fain be a cow

—

Lass, gin ye '11 tak me, tell me now
;

I hae a gryce that wad fain be a sow,

And I canna come ilka day to woo

—

To woo, to woo, to lilt and to woo,

And I canna come ilka day to woo.

This song appears as a fragment in Herd's Collection, 1776;

but for the origin of the ditty we have to go back to an early

period of the sixteenth century. The people who heard the

sermons of Cranmer and Latimer in England, and of Knox in

Scotland, were familiar with a droll canticle on the idea of a

lover professing to make a great show of small possessions to

his sweetheart, and telling her that Iris time was too valuable to

allow of Ms wooing her every day. The English song about the

time of Henry VIII. opened thus :

Joan, quoth John, when will this he ?

Tell me, when wilt thou marry me,

My corn, and eke my calf and rents,

My lands and all my tenements :

Say, Joan, quoth John, what wilt thou do ?

I cannot come every day to woo. 1

Some ages later, what appears as the entire song, but probably

a good deal modified, was presented in musical publications : as

follows, for example, in Pills to Purge Melancholy, 1698.

I 've corn and hay in the ham hard by,

And three fat hogs pent up in the stye,

I have a mare and she is coal-black,

I ride on her tail to save her back.

Then say, my Joan, &c.

1 This little song was printed in Smith's Musica Antiqua (1812) as from
a manuscript of the above-mentioned reign. The above copy is as it

appears more correctly in Rimbault's Little Book of Sons/3 and Ballads.
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I have a cheese upon the shelf,

And I cannot eat it all myself

;

I have three good marks that lie in a rag,

In the nook of the chimney instead of a bag.

Then say, my Joan, &c.

To marry I would have thy consent,

But, faith, I never could compliment

;

I can say nought but ' Hey, go ho,'

"Words that belong to the cart and the plough.

Then say, my Joan, wilt that not do ?

I cannot come every day to woo.

There was also, as early as 1611, a song of seven stanzas, giving

the same idea only a little modified, the first verse being

:

I have house and land in Kent,

And if you will love me, love me now

;

Twopence-halfpenny is my rent

;

I cannot come every day to woo. 1

These, it will he observed, are English songs ; but there was a

Scottish parallel, of which Lord Hailes gave a verse in the notes

to his extracts from the Bannatyne Manuscript

:

I hae a wee lairdship down in the Merse

[Lass, gin ye loe me, tell me now],

The nineteenth part of a goose's grass,

And I wonna come ilka day to woo.

The nineteenth part of a goose's grass in the Merse would be a

very fair counterpart to the twopence-halfpenny rent in Kent.

In the last century, a new version of i" hae laid Tliree Herrin'

in Saut was produced by James Tytler, very much in the

burlesque style of the old verses. It is given with the air in

Johnson's Musical Museum as follows :

1 Melesmata, 1617.
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At
tell me now ; f hae hrew'd a for - pit o' maut, And I
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canna come il - ka to woo : I hae a calf that will
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;
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I hae a stook, and I '11 soon hae a mowe, And I
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can - na come il - ka day to woo.

I hae laid a herring in saut

—

Lass, gin ye lo'e me, tell me now
;

I hae brew'd a forpit o' maut,

And I canna come ilka day to woo

:

I hae a calf that will soon be a cow

—

Lass, gin ye lo'e me, tell me now ;

I hae a stook, and I '11 soon hae a mowe,

And I canna come ilka day to woo

:

I hae a house upon yon moor

—

Lass, gin ye lo'e me, tell me now

;

Three sparrows may dance upon the floor,

And I canna come ilka day to woo :
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I hae a but, and I hae a ben

—

Lass, gin ye lo'e me, tell me now
;

A penny to keep, and a penny to spen',

And I carina come ilka day to woo :

1 hae a ben wi' a happitie-leg

—

Lass, gin ye lo'e me, tell me now
;

Tbat ilka day lays me an egg,

And I canna come ilka day to woo :

I bae a cheese upon my skelf

—

Lass, gin ye lo'e me, tell me now
;

And soon wi' mites 'twill rin itself,

And I canna come ilka day to woo.

It may be remarked, that the air of I hae laid a SerritH in

Saiit, as usually sung in Scotland, is a quick and lively one. As
is not uncommon, however, it is susceptible of great tenderness

when played slow. Burns's pretty pastoral song, The Bonnie

Blinks of Mary's Ee, has been of late years sung to this tune in

slow time.1

DONALD COUPER.

We get a very decisive example of the homely simplicity and

rustic baldness of the early popvdar music of Scotland, in an

undoubted favourite lively air of at least the age of the Common-
wealth—namely, Donald Cowper—which has been preserved in

Playford's Dancing Master, published in 1657. That it was

a dancing tune in general esteem then and in the reign of

Charles II. is proved, first, by its being thus admitted into a

contemporary English collection ; and, secondly, by an allusion

to it in Cleland's poem on the Highland Host, circa 1679 :

' Trumpets sounded, skenes were glancing,

Some were Donald Couper dancing.'

Nor did this wide popularity soon cease, for in Durfey's Pills to

1 See Wood's Songs of Scotland, ii. 120.




