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CORBIE (singing):  

Twa weet black corbies in the snaw,  

Wi naethin in oor wames ataw, 

Tae the other yin Ah did say, 

‘Whaur sall we gang and dine the day?’ 

 

In ahint yon auld fail dyke, 

I ken there lies a new slain knight, 

And naebody kens, 

Naw, naebody kens, 

That he lies there, 

But his hawk and his hound and his lady fair. 

 

His hound is to the hunting gane, 

His hawk to fetch the wildfowl hame, 

His lady has taen another mate, 

And we may freely mak our dinner sweet. 

 

Ye’ll sit on his white hause-bane, 

And I will pike oot his braw blue een, 

And wi wan lock of his gowden hair, 

We shall theek oor nest when it grows bare. 

 

And ower his white banes when they are bare, 

The wind shall blaw for ever mair.  


