
THE ABERLADY RACE

Ay, troth it was an unco day,

Oor village-fair, or cairter's play;

Tho' hoo it is I cannae say,

We ca'd it aye the Race.

Lang ere the day' ‘twas a' the crack;

An' mony a wish we bairns did mak'

That time in hand wad kindly tak'

To hasten on the Race.

Hooe'er, it cam' at length an' lang,

An wow! it was an unco thrang;

It's fairly ‘yont my pooer o' sang

To weel describe the Race.

Frae early morn till latest nicht,

Oor clachan was a blythesome sicht,

For auld an' young wi' great delicht

Turn'd oot to see the Race.

There were the big cairt horses a',

Frae up the Mains an' Craigielaw;

An' fegs! but they were busk'd fu' braw,

Anes errant for the Race.

The hinds their banner bore on high,

Wi' mony a lood triumphant cry,

Whaur "Speed the Plough" we could descry ​

Their motto for the Race.

Then cam' the muckle thocht o' band ​

We thocht we ne'er saw sicht sae grand;

The horses pranced, an' widna stand,

They kent it was the Race.

Adoon the Wynd, in a'e lang raw,

A score o' stalls stuid temptin' a'

Wi' novelties we never saw,

Except upon the Race.
Here toys o' ilka kind e'er made,

In great variety display'd,

"All at a penny" quickly gaed

Frae "Cheap John" at the Race

Here stalls o' snaps an' gingerbread

Were full patronised; indeed,

We ate wi' unaccustom'd greed,

Because it was the Race.

Here sherbert drinks for wha were dry;

Here lucky-bags, oor luck tae try;

Here speidrins tempted some to buy

Frae th' fat wife at the Race.

Here sugar bools an' candy sweet,

Laid oot on servers clean an' neat,

Whaur we the lassies used to treat

T' their "farin'" at the Race.

A wheelin' target, figured roon',

Attrackit ilka kintra loon,

To shuit for nuts till he'd lay doon

His last plack at the Race.

There Geordie Borthwick, worthy man,

Wi's "rowly-powly" in his han' –

Gey mony lost, an' few e' er wan

Wi’ Geordie at the Race.

At nicht "my lord" - the cairter he,

Elected maister o' the spree ​

Wi' 's "leddy" led the ball wi' glee,

That finish'd up the Race.

Sich customs a' ha'e passed away;

Tho' still they keep the cairters' play,

We scare can recognise the day

We used to ca' the Race.


