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104- Nancy Whiskey
Scottish

"C'wa, landlady, whit's the reckonin' ?
Tell me whit there is to pay."
"Fifteen  shillings is the reckoning,
Pay me quickly and go away."

As I went oot by Glesca city,
Nancy Whisky I chanced to  smell;
I gaed in, drank four and sixpence,
A't was left was a crooked scale.

I'll gang back to the Calton  weaving,
I'll surely mak' the shuttles fly;
I'll mak mair at the Calton weaving
Than ever I did in a roving way.

Come all ye weavers, Calton weavers,
A'ye weavers where e'er ye be;
Beware of Whisky, Nancy Whisky,
She'll ruin you as she ruined me.

text: http://www.traditionalmusic.co.uk/folk-songs-with-chords/Calton%20Weaver.htm
video: http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=50uPU_4yaQg


