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But to wanton me, to wanton me,

Do you ken the tilings that would wanton me 1

To see guid corn upon the rigs,

And a gallows hie to hang the Whigs,

And the right restored where the right should be,

O these are the things that would wanton me !

To wanton me, to wanton me,

Ken you what maist would wanton me 1

To see King James at Edinburgh cross,

Wi' fifty thousand foot and horse,

And the usurper forced to flee,

this is what maist would wanton me.

These verses, according to Mr Stenhouse, appear in A Collec-

tion of Loyal Songs, Poems, &c, printed in 1750. Tbree other

Jacobite songs to the same tune appear in Mr Hogg's Collection.

Burns also composed a song in which a young woman, wooed

by an old man, sings :

The biuid-red rose at Yule may blaw,

The summer lihes bloom in snaw,

The frost may freeze the deepest sea,

But an auld man shall never daunton me. &c.

THIS IS NO MY AIN HOUSE.

There was an old nursery-song in Scotland, of which the

following copy has been preserved by Mr Stenhouse :

O this is no my ain house,

My ain house, my ain house,

O this is no my ain house,

I ken by the riggin' o't.

For bread and cheese are my door-cheeks,

Are my door-cheeks, are my door-cheeks,

For bread and cheese are my door-cheeks,

And pancakes the riggin' o't.
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O this is no my ain wean,

My ain wean, my ain wean,

this is no my ain wean,

I ken by the greetie 1 o't.

1 '11 tak the curchie aff my head,

Aff my head, aff my head,

I '11 tak the curchie aff my head,

And row 't about the feetie o't.

When the Scottish Jacohite contemplated the changed condi-

tion of his country under a parliament-appointed dynasty, he

recalled the refrain of this grandam's ditty, and metaphorising

the state as his house, broke out in a political song, representing

the whole of its architectural features as changed for the worse,

and above all the daddy—the auld guidman—driven out of his

chair in the hall, to give place to a foreign intruder.
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this is no my ain house, I

fN^N^zx^^P
ken by the big - gin' o't, For
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bow kail thrave at my door cheek, And
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thris - ties on the rig - gin' o't.
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car - le cam wi' lack o' grace, Wi'

1 Style of weeping.
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un - co gear and un - co face, And

sin' he claimed my dad - dy's place, I

m^ ^=?
dow - na bide the trig - gin' o't.

this is no my ain house,

1 ken by the biggin' o't,

For bow-kail thrave at my door-cheek,

And thristles on the riggin' o't.

A carle cam wi' lack o' grace,

Wi' nnco gear and unco face,

And sin' he claimed my daddy's place,

I downa bide the triggin' o't.

Wi' rowth o' kin and rowth o' reek,

My daddy's door it wadna steek,

But bread and cheese were his door-cheek,

And girdle-cakes the riggin' o't.

My daddy bag his housie weel,

By dint o' head and dint o' heel,

By dint o' arm and dint o' steel,

And muckle weary priggin' o't.

Then, was it dink or was it douce,

For ony cringin' foreign goose,

To claucht my daddy's wee bit house,

And spoil the hamely triggin' o't 1
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Say, was it foul or was it fair,

To come a hunder miles and mair,

For to ding out my daddy's heir,1

And dash him wi' the whiggin' o't ?

Ramsay and Burns were also impelled, hy the charm of the

melody, to compose sentimental songs to it ; but regarding these

there is no occasion at present to speak.

An earlier and simpler, but muck inferior set of the air, is given

by Mr Stenhouse from 'Mrs Crockat's Book, written in 1709.'

In Johnson's Museum, the song is presented in connection with

an air entirely different, which is commonly recognised under

the name of Deil Stick the Minister, being the proper melody of a

song so called, too primitive in its style of ideas for modern
society. The old hard laird of Dumbiedykes, it will be recol-

lected (Heart of Midlothian, chap, viii.), 'soughed awa in an

attempt to sing Deil Stick the Minister^ As this classic circum-

stance may have given the reader an interest in the subject,

the melody is here repeated, with the first verses of Tliis is no

my ain Souse, set to it.
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big - gin' o't, For bow - kail thravc at my door-cheek, And
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thris-tles on the rig - gin' o't. A car - le cam. wi'

1 Variation-

To ding my daddie frae his chair.
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lack o' grace, Wi' un - co gear and un - co face, And
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sin' he claimed my dad - dy's place, I dow - na bide the
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trig - gin' o't.

HERE'S TO THE KING, SIR.

Bums entertained a great admiration for a simple old air

which, passed by the name of Tuttie Taittie, but which, up to

his time, had never been printed. He said in a letter to Mr
George Thomson :

' I am delighted with many little melodies

which the learned musician despises as silly and insipid. I do

not know whether the old air, Hey Tuttie Taittie, may rank
among this number ; but well I know that with Fraser's haut-

boy it has often filled my eyes with tears. There is a tradition

which I have met with in many places of Scotland, that it was
Robert Brace's march at the Battle of Bannockbum.' The
patriotic enthusiasm of Burns led bim afterwards to compose
his noble ode, entitled Erucds Address to his Troops at Bannock-

burn, to this tune ; which necessarily has given it a high

celebrity and importance in our codex of national music.

There is, of course, little importance to be attached to such
a tradition as that mentioned by Burns. It may, indeed, be
questioned if there be a possibility of transmitting such a fact

for five hundred years by tradition. All that we know with any
certainty of the history of Tuttie Taittie is, that it was the

spirited air of a certain Jacobite song, which, from a historical




