THE HANDSOME WIDOW
The following song was recently found in a bundle of papers and it was undated and unsigned.  I thought it would be fine to share it at this time of year.

I'm a good looking widow, nae winner ye stare,

I've hid fower men already as sure as ye'r there,

And, oh! For anither my heart it is sair,

But I'll get number five some mornin.

For ye ken I'm good looking, and handsome and braw,

Altho I'm a widow that's naethin at aa,

If some bonnie laddie wid tak me awa,

Then I'd be his bride in the mornin.
Noo, the first man I hid was a tailor caad John,

An he wis a toff an a swell an a don,

He'd a wart on his neck faur his collar gid on,
Which he used for a stud every mornin.
The next man I hid wis a baker to trade,

An he wis a 'loafer' an very low 'bred',

Oh! I ne'er kent a man half so fond o his bed,

For he widna rise in the mornin.

The third, faat wis he? Oh! He wis a man,

Faa wis some fond o me, bit mair fond o his dram,

An oor mairret life didna last verra lang,

For he wis ower fond o his mornin.

The last man I hid – a nicht watchman wis he,

Faa sleepit aa day an so niver wi me,

I wis jist as weel single, I wished he wid dee,

For he nivver cam hame till the mornin.

The compliments of the season to all readers and good wishes for the year that lies ahead.

Duncan A Downie.

