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In the days they ca' yore, gin auld fouks [could hut get]

To a surcoat, hough-syde,1 for the winnin' o't,

Of coat-raips weel cut hy the cast o' their [shape],

They never socht mair o' the spinnin' o't.

A pair o' gray hoggers weil cluikit benew,

Of nae other lit hut the hue of the ewe,

With a pair o' rough mullions to scuff through the' dew,

Was the fee they socht at the beginnin' o't.

But we maun hae linen, and that maun hae we,

And how get we that but by spinnin' o't ?

How can we hae face for to seek a great fee,

Except we can help at the winnin' o't ?

And we maun hae pearlins, and mabbies, and cocks,2

And some other tilings that the ladies ca' smocks
;

And how get we that, gin we tak na our rocks,

And pu' what we can at the spinnin' o't ?

'Tis needless for us to mak our remarks,

Frae our mither's miscookin' the spinnin' o't.

She never kenn'd ocht o' the gueed o' the sarks,

Frae this aback to the beginnin' o't.

Twa-three ell o' plaiden was a' that was socht

By our ardd-warld bodies, and that bude be bought

;

For in ilka town siccan things wasna wrocht

—

Sae little they kenn'd o' the spinnin' o't

!

TULLOCHGOEUM.

The author of the following clever song was the Rev. John

Skinner, Episcopal minister at Longmay, Aberdeenshire. He
was a man passing rich with forty pounds a year, who never

1 Hough-syde ; that is, as long in the skirts as to reach the hams.
* Varieties of female head-gear.
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wanted a smile on his countenance and thankfulness in his

heart. Though belonging to a clerical body generally reputed as

Jacobites, and though he himself suffered imprisonment during

the Forty-five, on suspicion, it does not appear that Skinner had

any strong partisan feelings, except in favour of mirth and social

harmony in general. Being one day at the house of a friend

named Montgomery, in the village of Ellon, in Aberdeenshire,

where a hot dispute raged for some time between two persons of

opposite political sentiments, and the lady of the house having

called for a song to restore good-humour, Skinner improved on

the hint to write a song which has been printed in nearly every

subsequent collection—taking as an air the Reel of Tullochgorum.
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Come gie 'a a sang, Montgomery cried,

And lay your disputes all aside ;

What signifies 't for folks to chide

For what 's been done before them ?

Let Whig and Tory all agree,

Whig and Tory, Whig and Tory,

Let Whig and Tory all agree

To drop their Whigmegmorum.
Let Whig and Tory all agree

To spend this night with mirth and glee,

And cheerfn' sing alang wi' me
The reel of Tullochgorum.
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O, Tullochgorum 's my delight

;

It gars us a' in ane unite
;

And ony sumph 1 that keeps up spite,

In conscience I abhor him.

Blithe and merry we 's be a',

Blithe and merry, blithe and merry,

Blithe and merry we 's be a',

And mak a cheerfu' quorum.

Blithe and merry we 's be a',

As lang as we hae breath to draw,

And dance, till we be like to fa',

The reel of Tullochgorum.

There need na be sae great a phraise,

Wi' dringing dull Italian lays ;

I wadna gie our ain strathspeys

For half a hundred score o' 'em.

They 're douff and dowie 2 at the best,

Douff and dowie, douff and dowie,

They 're douff and dowie at the best,

Wi' a' their variorums.

They 're douff and dowie at the best,

Their allegros, and a' the rest,

They canna please a Highland taste,

Compared wi' Tullochgorum.

Let warldly minds themselves oppress

Wi' fear of want, and double cess,

And sullen sots themselves distress

Wi' keeping up decorum.

Shall we sae sour and sulky sit,

Sour and sulky, sour and sulky,

Shall we sae sour and sulky sit,

Like auld Philosophorums ?

1 Fool. 2 Stupid and doleful
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Shall we sae sour and sulky sit,

Wi' neither sense, nor mirth, nor wit,

And canna rise to shake a fit

At the reel of Tullochgorum 1

May choicest blessings still attend

Each honest-hearted open friend

;

And calm and quiet he his end,

And a' that 's good watch o'er him !

May peace and plenty be his lot,

Peace and plenty, peace and plenty,

May peace and plenty be his lot,

And dainties, a great store o' 'em !

May peace and plenty be his lot,

Unstain'd by any vicious blot

;

And may he never want a groat,

That 's fond o' Tullochgorum.

EWIE WT THE CROOKIT HOEN.

The following is another happy song by the amiable Skinner

of Longmay. It seems to refer to some simple domestic incident

;

yet there was an earlier and still more simple song of the same

strain.
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