Address to Weavers

Toast to Weaver Craft by Ron Hutcheson at Weavers 500th Dinner in City Chambers 23rd March 2012
Adam and Eve in Paradise were happy with their lot 

Till a serpent slithered in one day and said: "See what I've got.

"It's called a Granny Smith and if you take a little bite 

"You'll find out why the sun is hot and you're freezing cold at night."

So the couple ate the apple and saw that they were nude

And realized their birthday suits weren't very good.

"We really have to cover up and wear some clothes," said Eve "

By plaiting bits of fig leaf we can make a sort of weave."

The fig leaf pants for Adam made him feel unique

And his lady's skirt and matching top really were quite chic.

But then she asked the question which can shatter marital bliss

"Hey Adam," she said, "tell me truly ... does my bum look big in this?"

And so the weaver trade was born and picked up where Adam left

They invented new words for their craft like loom and warp and weft.

They wove with wool, they wove with silk, they wove with flax and cotton

The skills learned in those early days have never been forgotten.

And, in the Middle Ages, when Shakespeare wrote his sonnets

They gave us cloth of quality so we could make our bonnets.

Boom times were here when jute was mixed with the oil that came from whales

And a better type of cloth became the norm for tea clippers' sails.

Jute for bags to carry coal and coffee and all the rest

Jute to cover wagons that opened America's west

Jute for carpet backing for Axminster andWilton

Jute to cover cheeses like Wensleydale and Stilton.

Jute for sandbags in the hell of Paschendale and Somme

And the smell of jute meant a Black Watch boy could think of his Mum at home.

There were busy mills like Grimmonds with its camel on the gate,

But you had your wages "quartered "for being a minute late.

There was Grants on the Conshic and scores around the town

And the grandest of them all was Cox’s Camperdown.

The biggest in the world with an imposing chimney stack

And with the boilers on full blast it turned Lochee black.

There were weavers up the Hilltown and in the Holy Land

They made the city wealthy with the skills at their command.

But no one can stop progress and the ever‑changing scene

And Dundee's jute bonanza died through polypropylene.

No weavers now arise at dawn, no kettle boilers pray

That jute will make a comeback in the city on the Tay.

And though the looms no longer run you still must be a believer

That our city lives and prospers now, thanks to the Dundee Weaver.

