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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



OUR GUIDMAN CAM HAME AT E'EN. 185

#
ft=fr m^^jt=* ±±

how can this be ? And how cam this horse here, With-

Ad lib* May be spoken.
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out the leave o' me ? A horse ! quo' she ! Ay, a horse, quo' he.
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Ye auld blind dot - ard carle, And blind - er mat ye be ! It 's
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but a bon - nie milk cow, My mifch - er sent to me.
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A milk cow ! quo' he ; Ay, a milk cow, quo' she. Weel,
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far hae I rid - den, And muckle hae I seen ; But a
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die on a milk cow Saw I nev - cr nane.

0, our guidnian cam hame at e'en,

And hame cam lie
;

And there he saw a riding-horse,

"Where nae horse should be.
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Oh, how cam this horse here ?

How can this be ?

How cam this horse here,

Without the leave o' me ?

A horse ! quo' she !

Ay, a horse, quo' he.

Ye auld blind dotard carle,

And blinder mat ye be !

It 's but a bonnie milk-cow,

My mither sent to me.

A milk-cow ! quo' he j

Ay, a milk-cow, quo' she.

Weel, far hae I ridden,

And muckle hae I seen ;

But a saddle on a milk-cow

Saw I never nane.

Our guidman cam hame at e'en,

And hame cam he

;

He spied a pair o' jack-boots,

Where nae boots should be.

What 's this now, guidwife 1

What 's this I see ?

How cam thae boots here,

Without the leave o' me 1

Boots ! quo' she ;

Ay, boots, quo' he.

Ye auld blind dotard carle,

And blinder mat ye be

!

It 's but a pair o' water-stoups,

The cooper sent to me.

Water-stoups ! quo' he ;

Ay, water-stoups, quo' she.

Weel, far hae I ridden,

And muckle hae I seen

;

But siller-spurs on water-stoups

Saw I never nane.
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Out giiidman cam hanie at e'en,

And hanie cam he
;

And there he saw a siller sword,

Where nae sword should he.

What 's this now, guidwife ?

What 's this I see ?

how cam this sword here,

Without the leave o' me ?

A sword ! quo' she
;

Ay, a sword, quo' he.

Ye auld hlind dotard carle,

And Hinder mat ye he !

It 's hut a parridge-spurtle,

My minnie sent to me.

A parridge-spurtle ! quo' he ;

Ay, a parridge-spurtle, quo' she.

Weel, far hae I ridden,

And muckle hae I seen
;

But siller-handed parridge-spurtles

Saw I never nane.

Our guidman cam hame at e'en,

And hame cam he ;

And there he spied a mickle wig,

Where nae wig should he.

What's this now, guidwife ?

What 's this I see ?

How cam this wig here,

Without the leave o' me 1

A wig ! quo' she
;

Ay, a wig, quo' he.

Ye auld hlind dotard carle,

And blinder mat ye he !

Tis naething hut a clocken-hen

My minnie sent to me.

A clocken-hen ! quo' he

;

Ay, a clocken-hen, quo' she.
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Weel, far hae I ridden,

And muckle hae I seen,

But pouther on a clocken-hen

Saw I never nane.

Our guidman cam hame at e'en,

And hame cam he
;

And there he saw a big coat,

Where nae coat should be.

How cam this coat here ?

How can this be ?

How cam this coat here,

Without the leave o' me ?

A coat ! quo' she
;

Ay, a coat, quo' he.

Ye auld blind dotard carle,

And blinder mat ye be !

It 's but a pair o' blankets

My minnie sent to me.

Blankets ! quo' he
;

Ay, blankets, quo' she.

Weel, far hae I ridden,

And muckle hae I seen :

But buttons upon blankets

Saw I never nane

!

Ben gaed our guidman,

And ben gaed he ;

And there he spied a sturdy man
Where nae man should be.

How cam this man here 1

How can this be ?

How cam this man here,

Without the leave o' me ?

A man ! quo' she
;

Ay, a man quo' he.
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Puir blind body,

And blinder mat you be !

It 's but a new milk-maid

My mither sent to me.

A maid ! quo' be ;

Ay, a maid, quo' sbe.

Weel, far bae I ridden,

And muckle bae I seen,

But lang-bearded milk-maids

Saw I never nane.

Modern singers modify the last verse as follows :

A man ! quo' she
;

Ay, a man, quo' he.

Oh, hooly, hooly, our guidman,

And dinna angered be

—

It 's but our cousin Macintosh,

Come frae the north countrie !

Our cousin Macintosh ! quo' he ;

Ay, our cousin Macintosh, quo' she.

Te '11 hae us a' hanged, guidwife,

And that '11 be to see

;

Ye 're hiding rebels in the house,

"Without the leave o' me.

This capital piece of humour appeared first in Herd's Collection.

The air was given in Johnson's Musical Museum. It bears all

the marks of a pure Scottish authorship
;
yet a song on the same

set of ideas has long been known in England. Mr J. H. Dixon

gives a copy from Yorkshire, beginning :

O, I went into the stable, and there for to see,

And there I saw three horses stand by one, by two, and by three

;

O, I called to my loving wife, and, Anon, kind sir, quoth she

;

O, what do these three horses here, without the leave o' me?
Why, you old fool, blind fool, can't you very well see,

These are three milking cows my mother sent to me !

Odds bobs, well done I, milking cows with saddles on !

The like was never known !
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There is a copy of this English version of the tale in the

Eoxburghe Collection, and therefore probably not later than

the seventeenth century.

GET UP AND BAR THE DOOE.

The little comic difficulties of matrimonial life have long been

favourite subjects with the Scottish muse ; for example, Tak
your Auld Cloak about Ye, Ever Alake my Auld Guidman, and

others in this collection. In the present instance, the humour
takes a practical turn, with irresistible effect. The piece, of

the authorship of which not the faintest trace survives, appeared

in Herd's Collection, and the air was given by Johnson. It is

not unworthy of notice that the favourite after-piece of No Song,

No Supper, contains a scene founded on this song.

^? m ttE=m=t=*E3
Ît fell a - bout the Martin- time, And a
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gay time it was than, 0, That our guid - wife had
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puddins to mak, And she boil'd them in the pan, 0.

It fell about the Martinmas time,

And a gay time it was than, 0,

That our guidwife had puddins to mak,

And she boil'd them in the pan, 0.




