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At his post on Hadrian's Wall stood a Roman legionnaire

When from the mist a shape appeared he called out. “Who goes there?” 
“It's Tom the Baker from Galashiels and I've brought you something new

I got married on Friday post and my wife's a baker too. 
She said my pies were a' funny shapes and werena very tidy
So we made something new and flat and I've called it my wee bridie.
The smell that wafted up the Roman's nose near drove him fair demented 
And a lifelong love of a Scots bridie was there and then cemented.

At home in Rome on a fortnight's leave he hurried to Caesar's side

And told him of the delicacy dreamt up by the baker's bride​

“Bring him to me." cried Caesar "Before the new moon appears

I've eaten that much spaghetti it's comin' oot ma ears!"

Back at the Wall the baker laughed when he learned of Caesars order

“If it's all the same to you”.‑ he said “I'll stay on my side of the border.

“I've heard about your Roman games. Unless you are a winner

Then Caesar's thumb goes upside down and you're the lion's dinner"
“Caesar cannot be denied!" a furious Roman said 
“And anyone who tries it is very quickly dead. 
“I'll send the Hispano legion ‑ the famous Number Nine 
And by this time tomorrow your country will be mine." 
Down from the battlements they marched with spear and sword and shield 
Confident that rebellious Scots would very quickly yield 
But instead of wild‑eyed heathens joined in a warrior band 
All they met were friendly folk with a bridie in each hand.
A single bite was quite enough for tribunes and centurions 
To lay down their swords and declare themselves as bridie epicureans. 
They said: "We know ambrosia Roman gods choose as their food 
But compared with a juicy bridie it's nowhere near as good. 
We'll live here eating bridies till the last among us drops”

So they all stayed on in Scotland and opened up ice cream shops.

In mediaeval Scotland, life was pretty tough

And when it came to lunchtime. no‑one had enough.

The English crossed the border and headed for Stirling Bridge

And all the Scottish soldiers had was a wee bowl of porridge.

But when things were looking bleakest, a local hero came

I think he was a baker, and Wallace was his name​

He said: 'I'll make you bridies with an Aberdeen‑Angus stuffing

And when the English army charge we'll give them a right good duffing."

And so it came to pass that the English were rejected

And home they trooped to England, really quite dejected.

So Scotland lived in peace until their planned return:

Just guess how many bridies were eaten at Bannockburn

The centuries passed as centuries do and Scotland's fortunes flourished

Her merchant princes grew quite rich. With meaty bridies nourished 
Richest of all was Bonnie Dundee a city built on pride 
Until one day war drums were heard and a redcoat stood outside. 
He cried "They call me General Monk and I'm really very nasty 
You have the famous bridie and we've just got the Cornish pasty 
Give me all your gold and jewels and the bridie recipe too 
For if you don't it' If surely be all the worse for you.”
The provost looked down from the walla and cried. "Just sling your hook 
Our recipe is secret and it’s in a lockit book" 
But Monk had brought his cannon and great big iron balls 
And in less time than it takes to tell, knocked down the city's walls. 
They plundered all the lockit books, stole all the city's pennies 
And they even raped the girls pulling pints at Mrs Menny's.

They took their golden prize of war ‑the bridie recipe 
And carried it in triumph to their ships upon the Tay 
But the god of bakers and fleshers and the rest of Dundee's Nine 
Cried: "What makes you think you can sail away with a recipe divine? 
I’ll summon up a fearful storm to give you troubles and trauchles 

And I’m going to sink your fancy ships 'cos I dinna like Sassenachles”.
Loud the wind howled: loud the waves roared and the loss of life was great 
As every English ship was sunk, just off the Stannergate.

So that's why the English are bridie‑less and just have wee pork pies

And why they gaze at Scotland with envy in their eyes.

Among our cakes and pastries and cookies filled with cream

And apple tarts and paris buns the bridie reigns supreme,

It's given a proud expression to Dundonions great and sma

“Eh’ll hae a bridie 
................
and an ingin ane an' a’!”
