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I first met Wemyss Brown here at the Club

I think he’d spent some time at the pub

As he came up behind me to say hello

Which is unusual for him, as you all know

He said we could go to see Abba in Dundee

And on Thursday there’s dominoes if I was free

Then in the same breath, “will you come to the dance”?

So I thought, next thing we’ll be eloping to France

I forgot about this and went home to the West

But was back next weekend again on my quest

To make some new friends, find things to do

In my holiday house near my brother Drew

That week at the dance I sat with Ethel & Vi

When Wemyss came over just to say “Hi”

Next thing you know we’re up on the floor

And that’s how Wemyss Brown got a foot in my door

Now I know you’re all wondering what caught my eye

It sure wasn’t the white socks or lack of a tie

He had a broad back and fine strong arms

And the hair at his shirt neck promised other charms

What did Wemyss see in me, well I haven’t a clue

Though he’ll tell me some nights when he’s had a few

Now the future was there ready for the making

And Wemyss’ heart and mine was ready for the taking

So I’m back the next week when the door bell did sound

It’s the bold boy - “the dominoes are on if you’d like to come round”

My answer - “I think I’m going to a play at the Byre”

But was this little fib hiding some sort of fire

So I did go round to the dominoes game

And as he played his double six it kindled a flame

He walked me home and got a peck on the cheek

And we just couldn’t wait till the following week

So then I moved through to stay at Lamond Drive

And Wemyss and I struggled to learn how to jive

Later this year we’ll move out of 74

And hopefully buy a bungalow with roses round the door

A great big shed for the tractors to bide in

And a big double bed for Wemyss and I to hide in

We’ll invite all our friends round for dinner or lunch

And we’d really like to say to you all thanks a bunch

You’ve all been so kind to both Wemyss and I

The presents you’ve sent are piled a mile high

The cards and good wishes would fill half the toon

But please don’t call me Mrs Lizzie Broon

Now Wemyss hasn’t said much he just sits quiet

But just wait till later, there could be a riot

Then we’ll be off honeymooning in a wee Spanish town

The newlyweds Mr Wemyss and Mrs Elizabeth Brown

