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There 's six eggs in the pan, guidman,

There 's six eggs in the pan, guidman
;

There 's ane to you, and twa to me,

And three to our John Highlandman.

There 's beef into the pot, guidman,

There 's beef into the pot, guidman
;

The banes to you, the broe to me,

And the beef for our John Highlandman.

There 's sax horse in the sta', guidman,

There 's sax horse in the sta', guidman
;

There 's ane to you, and twa to me,

I

And three to our John Highlandman.

There 's sax kye in the byre, guidman,

There 's sax kye in the byre, guidman
;

There 's nane o' them yours, but twa o' them mine,

And the lave is our John Highlandman's.

This is one of the old fireside traditionary songs of Scotland,

embodying a reckless humour defiant of session and presbytery,

and shewing what was in the heart of the nation under all

external appearances. It does not, however, appear in any

collection before Johnson. It was a favourite with Thomas
Campbell, who used to sing it with much unction and good

effect.
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THE BRISK YOUNG LAD.
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There cam a young man to my dad - die's door, My
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daddie's door, my daddie's door; There cam a young man to my
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daddie's door, Cam seek - ing me to And
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wow! but lie was a braw young lad, A brisk young lad, and
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a braw young lad ; And wow ! but lie was a
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braw young lad, Cam seek - ing me to woo.

There cam a young man to my daddie's door,

My daddie's door, my daddie's door

;

There cam a young man to my daddie's door,

Cam seeking me to woo.

And wow ! but he was a braw young lad,

A brisk young lad, and a braw young lad

;

And wow ! but he was a braw young lad,

Cam seeking me to woo.

But I was baking when he came,

When he came, when he came

;

I took him in and gied him a scone,

To thowe his frozen mou.

I set Trim in aside the bink

;

I ga'e him bread and ale to drink ;

And ne'er a blithe styme wad he blink,

Until his wame was fou.
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Gae, get you gone, you cauldrife wooer,

Ye sour-looking, cauldrife wooer,

I straightway shewed him to the door,

Saying, Come nae mair to woo.

There lay a deuk-dub before the door,

Before the door, before the door
;

There lay a deuk-dub before the door,

And there fell he, I trow.

Out cam the guidman and high he shouted,

Out cam the guidwife and laigh she lootit,

And a' the town neighbours were gathered about it,

And there lay he, I trow !

Then out cam I, and sneered and smiled,

Ye cam to woo, but ye 're a' beguiled,

Ye 're faun i' the dirt, and ye 're a' befyled,

We '11 hae nae mair o' you !

For the above song, which first appeared in Herd's Collection,

no author has ever been assigned.

OUR GUIDMAN CAM HAME AT E'EN.
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O, our guid - man cam hame at e'en, And
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hame cam he ; And there he saw a rid - ing horse, Where
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nae horse should he. Oh, how cam this horse here? And




