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Preface 
This book is the companion to Almost Tangible’s 

award-winning audio production Robert Burns, a 
Collection of Poems and Songs.  Conceived and Recorded 
remotely during the 1st lockdown and released on July 
21st, 2020, to coincide with the anniversary of Robert 
Burns’ death, the audio collection is a stunning and 
evocative roller-coaster through the poems and songs of 
Scotland’s National Bard.  From the soullessness of a call-
centre through the simple joy of a baby’s nursery to the 
horror of the battlefields and all the way into space, each 
work in the collection has been set within vivid immersive 
soundscapes, old texts are made new and given resonance 
in today’s world.    

The realisation of the audio collection (and this 
companion ebook) is a testament to the talent, generosity 
and dedication of the cast and creative team involved, all 
of whom decided together on the timeless poetry of 
Robert Burns.  Geographically disparate, locked in their 
homes with variable sound and technology setups, 
everyone rallied to overcome the challenges that lockdown 
threw their way - borrowing microphones from 
neighbours, building duvet forts across London, 
Manchester and Glasgow, and engaging with unfamiliar 
remote recording technology to connect with each other. 
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Each artist chose favourite poems or songs and was 
briefed to record them as naturally as possible - straight 
from the heart and raw. Sometimes the remote recording 
technology worked….and sometimes it didn’t.  Sometimes, 
when all else failed and connectivity was nowhere to be 
found, a local recording on an iPhone was the only 
solution to be had.  Patience and perseverance meant no 
poem was left behind, no song unsung. 

The raw recordings of the poems were woven into 
immersive soundscapes that spoke to the creative team 
and worked with the poems despite  - and sometimes 
inspired by - sound quality issues, often fusing surprising 
sounds of the modern day with Burns’ 200 year old lyrics.  
Song tracks were painstakingly mixed, uniting physically 
separate singers in virtual space and creating incredible, 
haunting harmonies in 3D. 

The result is a magical ‘sound-journey’, a rich tapestry 
of seemingly disparate pieces stitched together by 
incredible sound design, united by the passion, love and 
talent of the team behind it.   

“This collection seeks to show how Robert Burns 
captures the timeless essence of the human condition, 
Scottish or not, and that centuries can pass and yet 
here we are. We don’t change. Not inside. Whatever 
happens to us it seems that he’s been there before and 
in his distinctive, unpretentious voice he’s speaking 
to us all.”  Carl Prekopp, Director, Robert Burns 

Robert Burns’ poetry speaks of a universal struggle and 
stands the test of time by simply sharing what it is to be 
alive. We are all on the same journey-- inside each of us, 
there is pleasure and pain and love and heartbreak.  
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"This collection especially, I hope, touches people the 
way it has us making it. Already during production 
it has helped many of us through this toughest time 
of love, loss and uncertainty. I feel now more than 
ever the arts have an opportunity to break rules, 
take chances and maybe, just maybe create 
something brave and truthful. Mirroring the world 
we hope to enter back into when this current storm 
passes. And it will. This too shall pass. " James 
Robinson, AT Company Member 

The Robert Burns collection is dedicated to Mary 
McGauley Loan, “a fierce, funny, and formidable Scot,” 
and grandmother of Almost Tangible company member 
Eilidh Loan, who unfortunately passed away in June 2020 
during the lockdown. On Mary’s birthday, shortly before 
her passing, Eilidh was able to see her and play the 
dedication and some of the poems and songs to Mary, who 
promptly sang along to ‘My Love is like a Red Red Rose’. 
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My Heart's in the 
Highlands 

Read by Ross F Sutherland 

!  
My heart's in the Highlands, my heart is not here,   
My heart's in the Highlands, a-chasing the deer;   
Chasing the wild-deer, and following the roe,   
My heart's in the Highlands, wherever I go. 
  
Farewell to the Highlands, farewell to the North,   
The birth-place of Valour, the country of Worth;   
Wherever I wander, wherever I rove,   
The hills of the Highlands for ever I love.  
  
Farewell to the mountains, high-cover'd with snow,   
Farewell to the straths and green vallies below;   
Farewell to the forests and wild-hanging woods,   
Farewell to the torrents and loud-pouring floods.  
  
My heart's in the Highlands, my heart is not here,   
My heart's in the Highlands, a-chasing the deer;   
Chasing the wild-deer, and following the roe,   
My heart's in the Highlands, wherever I go. 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A Red, Red Rose 
Read by Eilidh Loan 

!  
O, my Luve is like a red, red rose, 
That’s newly sprung in June; 
O, my Luve is like the melodie, 
That’s sweetly play'd in tune. 

So fair art thou, my bonie lass, 
So deep in luve am I; 
And I will luve thee still, my dear, 
Till a’ the seas gang dry. 

Till a’ the seas gang dry, my dear, 
And the rocks melt wi’ the sun; 
I will love thee still, my dear, 
While the sands o’ life shall run. 

And fare thee weel, my only Luve!  
And fare thee weel a while! 
And I will come again, my Luve, 
Tho’ it were ten thousand mile. 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Scots Wha Hae 
or, Robert Bruce’s Address to His Troops at Bannockburn 

Read by Peter F Gardiner 

!  
Scots, wha hae wi' Wallace bled, 
Scots, wham Bruce has aften led; 
Welcome to your gory bed, 
Or to victory! 

Now's the day, and now's the hour; 
See the front o' battle lour; 
See approach proud Edward's power -  
Chains and slaverie! 

Wha will be a traitor knave? 
Wha can fill a coward's grave!  
Wha sae base as be a slave? 
Let him turn and flee! 

Wha for Scotland's king and law  
Freedom's sword will strongly draw, 
Freeman stand, or freeman fa', 
Let him follow me! 

By oppression's woes and pains!  
By your sons in servile chains!  
We will drain our dearest veins, 
But they shall be free! 
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Lay the proud usurpers low!  
Tyrants fall in every foe!  
Liberty's in every blow! - 
Let us do, or dee! 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To a Mountain Daisy 
On Turning One Down with the Plow (in April, 1786) 

Read by Sophia McLean 

!  
Wee, modest, crimson-tippèd flow'r, 
Thou's met me in an evil hour; 
For I maun crush amang the stoure  
Thy slender stem: 
To spare thee now is past my pow'r, 
Thou bonie gem. 

Alas! it's no thy neibor sweet, 
The bonie lark, companion meet, 
Bending thee 'mang the dewy weet  
Wi' spreck'd breast, 
When upward-springing, blythe, to greet  
The purpling east. 

Cauld blew the bitter-biting north 
Upon thy early, humble birth; 
Yet cheerfully thou glinted forth  
Amid the storm, 
Scarce rear'd above the parent-earth  
Thy tender form. 
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The flaunting flowers our gardens yield  
High shelt'ring woods an' wa's maun shield: 
But thou, beneath the random bield  
O' clod or stane, 
Adorns the histie stibble-field  
Unseen, alane. 

There, in thy scanty mantle clad, 
Thy snawie-bosom sun-ward spread, 
Thou lifts thy unassuming head  
In humble guise; 
But now the share uptears thy bed, 
And low thou lies! 

Such is the fate of artless maid, 
Sweet flow'ret of the rural shade!  
By love's simplicity betray'd  
And guileless trust; 
Till she, like thee, all soil'd, is laid  
Low i' the dust. 

Such is the fate of simple bard, 
On life's rough ocean luckless starr'd!  
Unskilful he to note the card  
Of prudent lore, 
Till billows rage and gales blow hard, 
And whelm him o'er! 
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Such fate to suffering Worth is giv'n, 
Who long with wants and woes has striv'n, 
By human pride or cunning driv'n 
To mis'ry's brink; 
Till, wrench'd of ev'ry stay but Heav'n, 
He ruin'd sink! 

Ev'n thou who mourn'st the Daisy's fate, 
That fate is thine—no distant date; 
Stern Ruin's ploughshare drives elate, 
Full on thy bloom, 
Till crush'd beneath the furrow's weight  
Shall be thy doom. 
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A Poet's Welcome to his 
Love-Begotten Daughter 

Read by Lewis Rae 

!  
Thou's welcome, wean; mishanter fa' me, 
If thoughts o' thee, or yet thy mamie, 
Shall ever daunton me or awe me, 
My sweet wee lady,  
Or if I blush when thou shalt ca' me  
Tyta or daddie. 

Tho' now they ca' me fornicator, 
An' tease my name in kintry clatter, 
The mair they talk, I'm kend the better, 
E'en let them clash; 
An auld wife's tongue's a feckless matter 
To gie ane fash. 

Welcome! my bonie, sweet, wee dochter, 
Tho' ye come here a wee unsought for, 
And tho' your comin' I hae fought for, 
Baith kirk and queir; 
Yet, by my faith, ye're no unwrought for, 
That I shall swear! 
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Wee image o' my bonie Betty, 
As fatherly I kiss and daut thee, 
As dear and near my heart I set thee  
Wi' as gude will  
As a' the priests had seen me get thee  
That's out o' hell.  

Sweet fruit o' monie a merry dint, 
My funny toil is no a' tint, 
Tho' thou cam to the warl' asklent, 
Which fools may scoff at; 
In my last plack thy part's be in't  
The better ha'f o't. 

Tho' I should be the waur bestead, 
Thou's be as braw and bienly clad, 
And thy young years as nicely bred  
Wi' education, 
As onie brat o' wedlock's bed, 
In a' thy station. 

Lord grant that thou may aye inherit  
Thy mither's person, grace, an' merit, 
An' thy poor, worthless daddy's spirit, 
Without his failins, 
'Twill please me mair to see thee heir it, 
Than stockit mailens. 
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For if thou be what I wad hae thee, 
And tak the counsel I shall gie thee, 
I'll never rue my trouble wi' thee -  
The cost nor shame o't, 
But be a loving father to thee, 
And brag the name o't. 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John Anderson My Jo 
Read by Ross Sutherland 

!  
John Anderson my jo, John, 
When we were first acquent; 
Your locks were like the raven, 
Your bony brow was brent; 
But now your brow is beld, John, 
Your locks are like the snaw; 
But blessings on your frosty pow, 
John Anderson my Jo. 

John Anderson my jo, John, 
We clamb the hill the gither; 
And mony a canty day, John, 
We’ve had wi’ ane anither: 
Now we maun totter down, John, 
And hand in hand we’ll go; 
And sleep the gither at the foot, 
John Anderson my Jo. 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Ae Fond Kiss 
Read by Eilidh Loan 

!  
Ae fond kiss, and then we sever; 
Ae fareweel, alas, for ever! 
Deep in heart-wrung tears I'll pledge thee, 
Warring sighs and groans I'll wage thee. 
Who shall say that Fortune grieves him, 
While the star of hope she leaves him? 
Me, nae cheerful twinkle lights me; 
Dark despair around benights me. 

I'll ne'er blame my partial fancy, 
Naething could resist my Nancy: 
But to see her was to love her; 
Love but her, and love for ever. 
Had we never lov'd sae kindly, 
Had we never lov'd sae blindly, 
Never met-or never parted, 
We had ne'er been broken-hearted. 

Fare-thee-weel, thou first and fairest!  
Fare-thee-weel, thou best and dearest!  
Thine be ilka joy and treasure, 
Peace, Enjoyment, Love and Pleasure!  
Ae fond kiss, and then we sever!  
Ae fareweel alas, for ever! 
Deep in heart-wrung tears I'll pledge thee, 
Warring sighs and groans I'll wage thee!  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The Bonny Earl of Murray 
Sung by Brigit Forsyth 

!  
Ye heilands and ye lowlands, 
O whaur hae ye been? 
They hae slain the Earl o' Murray, 
And laid him on the green; 

He was a braw gallant,  
And he rade at the ring; 
And the bonnie Earl o' Murray  
He micht hae been the king. 

O lang will his lady  
Look o'er frae castle Doune, 
Ere she see the Earl o' Murray  
Come soundin' thro' the toon. 

Noo wae be to thee Huntley, 
And wherefore did ye sae? 
I bade ye bring him wi' ye, 
But forbade ye him to slay. 

He was a braw gallant,  
And he play'd at the ba'  
And the bonnie Earl o' Murray  
Was the flow'r amang them a’. 
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O lang will his lady  
Look o'er frae castle Doune, 
Ere she see the Earl o' Murray  
Come soundin' thro' the toon. 

Oh mourn, oh mourn ye Lowlands, 
Oh mourn ye Highalnds a'  
They have slain the Earl o' Murray  
On the greensward ha' he fa’ 

He was a braw gallant,  
And he play'd at the glove  
And the bonnie Earl o' Murray  
He was the Queen's own love. 

O lang will his lady  
Look o'er frae castle Doune, 
Ere she see the Earl o' Murray  
Come soundin' thro' the toon. 
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Tam O ‘Shanter 
Read by Stephanie MacGaraidh 

!  
         When chapman billies leave the street, 
And drouthy neebors neebors meet, 
As market-days are wearing late, 
And folk begin to tak the gate; 
While we sit bousin, at the nappy, 
And gettin fou and unco happy, 
We think na on the lang Scots miles, 
The mosses, waters, slaps, and stiles, 
That lie between us and our hame, 
Whare sits our sulky, sullen dame, 
Gathering her brows like gathering storm, 
Nursing her wrath to keep it warm. 

         This truth fand honest Tam o' Shanter, 
As he frae Ayr ae night did canter: 
(Auld Ayr, wham ne'er a town surpasses, 
For honest men and bonie lasses.) 

         O Tam! had'st thou but been sae wise 
As taen thy ain wife Kate's advice! 
She tauld thee weel thou was a skellum, 
A bletherin, blusterin, drunken blellum; 
That frae November till October, 
Ae market-day thou was na sober; 
That ilka melder wi' the miller, 
Thou sat as lang as thou had siller; 
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That ev'ry naig was ca'd a shoe on, 
The smith and thee gat roarin fou on; 
That at the Lord's house, ev'n on Sunday, 
Thou drank wi' Kirkton Jean till Monday. 
She prophesied, that, late or soon, 
Thou would be found deep drown'd in Doon; 
Ot catch'd wi' warlocks in the mirk, 
By Alloway's auld haunted kirk. 

         Ah, gentle dames! it gars me greet, 
To think how mony counsels sweet, 
How mony lengthen'd sage advices, 
The husband frae the wife despises! 

         But to our tale:—Ae market night, 
Tam had got planted unco right, 
Fast by an ingle, bleezing finely, 
Wi' reaming swats that drank divinely; 
And at his elbow, Souter Johnie, 
His ancient, trusty, drouthy crony: 
Tam lo'ed him like a vera brither; 
They had been fou for weeks thegither. 
The night drave on wi' sangs and clatter; 
And ay the ale was growing better: 
The landlady and Tam grew gracious 
Wi' secret favours, sweet, and precious: 
The souter tauld his queerest stories; 
The landlord's laugh was ready chorus: 
The storm without might rair and rustle, 
Tam did na mind the storm a whistle. 

         Care, mad to see a man sae happy, 
E'en drown'd himsel amang the nappy: 
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As bees flee hame wi' lades o' treasure, 
The minutes wing'd their way wi' pleasure; 
Kings may be blest, but Tam was glorious, 
O'er a' the ills o' life victorious! 

         But pleasures are like poppies spread, 
You seize the flow'r, its bloom is shed; 
Or like the snow falls in the river, 
A moment white—then melts forever; 
Or like the borealis race, 
That flit ere you can point their place; 
Or like the rainbow's lovely form 
Evanishing amid the storm. 
Nae man can tether time or tide: 
The hour approaches Tam maun ride,— 
That hour, o' night's black arch the key-stane 
That dreary hour he mounts his beast in; 
And sic a night he taks the road in, 
As ne'er poor sinner was abroad in. 

         The wind blew as 'twad blawn its last; 
The rattling show'rs rose on the blast; 
The speedy gleams the darkness swallow'd; 
Loud, deep, and lang the thunder bellow'd: 
That night, a child might understand, 
The Deil had business on his hand. 

         Weel mounted on his grey mare, Meg,— 
A better never lifted leg,— 
Tam skelpit on thro' dub and mire, 
Despising wind and rain and fire; 
Whiles holding fast his guid blue bonnet, 
Whiles crooning o'er some auld Scots sonnet, 
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Whiles glowrin round wi' prudent cares, 
Lest bogles catch him unawares. 
Kirk-Alloway was drawing nigh, 
Whare ghaists and houlets nightly cry. 

         By this time he was cross the ford, 
Whare in the snaw the chapman smoor'd; 
And past the birks and meikle stane, 
Whare drucken Charlie brak's neckbane: 
And thro' the whins, and by the cairn, 
Whare hunters fand the murder'd bairn; 
And near the thorn, aboon the well, 
Whare Mungo's mither hang'd hersel. 
Before him Doon pours all his floods; 
The doubling storm roars thro' the woods; 
The lightnings flash from pole to pole, 
Near and more near the thunders roll; 
When, glimmering thro' the groaning trees, 
Kirk-Alloway seem'd in a bleeze: 
Thro' ilka bore the beams were glancing, 
And loud resounded mirth and dancing. 

         Inspiring bold John Barleycorn! 
What dangers thou can'st make us scorn! 
Wi' tippenny we fear nae evil; 
Wi' usquebae we'll face the devil! 
The swats sae ream'd in Tammie's noddle, 
Fair play, he car'd na deils a boddle. 
But Maggie stood right sair astonish'd, 
Till, by the heel and hand admonish'd, 
She ventur'd forward on the light; 
And, wow! Tam saw an unco sight! 
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         Warlocks and witches in a dance; 
Nae cotillion brent-new frae France, 
But hornpipes, jigs, strathspeys, and reels 
Put life and mettle in their heels. 
A winnock bunker in the east, 
There sat Auld Nick in shape o' beast: 
A towzie tyke, black, grim, and large, 
To gie them music was his charge; 
He screw'd the pipes and gart them skirl, 
Till roof and rafters a' did dirl.— 
Coffins stood round like open presses, 
That shaw'd the dead in their last dresses; 
And by some devilish cantraip sleight 
Each in its cauld hand held a light, 
By which heroic Tam was able 
To note upon the haly table 
A murderer's banes in gibbet airns; 
Twa span-lang, wee, unchristen'd bairns; 
A thief, new-cutted frae the rape— 
Wi' his last gasp his gab did gape; 
Five tomahawks, wi' blude red-rusted; 
Five scimitars, wi' murder crusted; 
A garter, which a babe had strangled; 
A knife, a father's throat had mangled, 
Whom his ain son o' life bereft— 
The grey hairs yet stack to the heft; 
Wi' mair o' horrible and awfu', 
Which ev'n to name wad be unlawfu'. 

         As Tammie glowr'd, amaz'd and curious, 
The mirth and fun grew fast and furious: 
The piper loud and louder blew, 
The dancers quick and quicker flew; 

�26



They reel'd, they set, they cross'd, they cleekit 
Till ilka carlin swat and reekit 
And coost her duddies to the wark 
And linket at it in her sark! 

         Now Tam, O Tam! had thae been queans, 
A' plump and strapping in their teens! 
Their sarks, instead o' creeshie flannen, 
Been snaw-white seventeen hunder linen!— 
Thir breeks o' mine, my only pair, 
That ance were plush, o' gude blue hair, 
I wad hae gien them aff y hurdies, 
For ae blink o' the bonie burdies! 

         But wither'd beldams, auld and droll, 
Rigwoodie hags wad spean a foal, 
Lowping and flinging on a crummock. 
I wonder didna turn thy stomach. 

         But Tam ken'd what was what fu' brawlie; 
There was ae winsom wench and walie, 
That night enlisted in the core 
(Lang after ken'd on Carrick shore. 
For mony a beast to dead she shot, 
And perish'd mony a bonie boat, 
And shook baith meikle corn and bear, 
And kept the country-side in fear); 
Her cutty sark o' Paisley harn, 
That while a lassie she had worn, 
In longitude tho' sorely scanty, 
It was her best, and she was vauntie. 
Ah! little ken'd thy reverend grannie, 
That sark she coft for her wee Nannie, 
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Wi' twa pund Scots ('twas a' her riches), 
Wad ever grac'd a dance of witches! 

         But here my Muse her wing maun cow'r, 
Sic flights are far beyond her pow'r; 
To sing how Nannie lap and flang, 
(A souple jad she was and strang), 
And how Tam stood like ane bewitch'd, 
And thought his very een enrich'd; 
Even Satan glowr'd and fidg'd fu' fain, 
And hotch'd and blew wi' might and main: 
Till first ae caper, syne anither, 
Tam tint his reason a' thegither, 
And roars out, "Weel done, Cutty-sark!" 
And in an instant all was dark: 
And scarcely had he Maggie rallied, 
When out the hellish legion sallied. 

         As bees bizz out wi' angry fyke, 
When plundering herds assail their byke; 
As open pussie's mortal foes, 
When, pop! she starts before their nose; 
As eager runs the market-crowd, 
When "Catch the thief!" resounds aloud; 
So Maggie runs, the witches follow, 
Wi' mony an eldritch skriech and hollo. 

         Ah, Tam! ah, Tam! thou'll get thy fairin! 
In hell they'll roast thee like a herrin! 
In vain thy Kate awaits thy comin! 
Kate soon will be a woefu' woman! 
Now, do thy speedy utmost, Meg, 
And win the key-stane of the brig: 

�28



There at them thou thy tail may toss, 
A running stream they dare na cross. 
But ere the key-stane she could make, 
The fient a tail she had to shake! 
For Nannie far before the rest, 
Hard upon noble Maggie prest, 
And flew at Tam wi' furious ettle; 
But little wist she Maggie's mettle— 
Ae spring brought aff her master hale 
But left behind her ain grey tail: 
The carlin claught her by the rump, 
And left poor Maggie scarce a stump. 

         Now, wha this tale o' truth shall read, 
Ilk man and mother's son, take heed, 
Whene'er to drink you are inclin'd, 
Or cutty-sarks run in your mind, 
Think, ye may buy the joys o'er dear, 
Remember Tam o' Shanter's mear. 
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Ye Banks and Braes 
Sung by Tracy Wiles 

!  
Ye banks and braes o' bonnie Doon, 
How can ye bloom sae fresh and fair? 
How can ye chant, ye little birds, 
And I sae weary, fu' o' care! 

Thou'll break my heart, thou warbling bird, 
That wantons thro' the flowering thorn: 
Thou minds me o' departed joys, 
Departed never to return. 

Aft hae I rov'd by bonnie Doon, 
To see the rose and woodbine twine: 
And ilka bird sang o' its Luve, 
And fondly sae did I o' mine. 

Wi' lightsome heart I pu'd a rose, 
Fu' sweet upon its thorny tree!  
But may fause Luver staw my rose,  
And ah! She left the thorn wi' me. 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A Man’s a Man for a’ That 
Read by Eilidh Loan 

!  
Is there for honest Poverty  
That hings his head, an' a' that;  
The coward slave—we pass him by,  
We dare be poor for a' that!  
For a' that, an' a' that.  
Our toils obscure an' a' that,  
The rank is but the guinea's stamp,  
The Man's the gowd for a' that.  

What though on hamely fare we dine,  
Wear hoddin grey, an' a that;  
Gie fools their silks, and knaves their wine;  
A Man's a Man for a' that:  
For a' that, and a' that,  
Their tinsel show, an' a' that;  
The honest man, tho' e'er sae poor,  
Is king o' men for a' that.  
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Ye see yon birkie, ca'd a lord,  
Wha struts, an' stares, an' a' that;  
Tho' hundreds worship at his word,  
He's but a coof for a' that:  
For a' that, an' a' that,  
His ribband, star, an' a' that;  
The man o' independent mind  
He looks an' laughs at a' that.  

A prince can mak a belted knight,  
A marquis, duke, an' a' that;  
But an honest man's abon his might,  
Gude faith, he maunna fa' that!  
For a' that, an' a' that,  
Their dignities an' a' that;  
The pith o' sense, an' pride o' worth,  
Are higher rank than a' that.  

Then let us pray that come it may,  
(As come it will for a' that,)  
That Sense and Worth, o'er a' the earth,  
Shall bear the gree, an' a' that.  
For a' that, an' a' that,  
It's coming yet for a' that,  
That Man to Man, the world o'er,  
Shall brothers be for a' that. 
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Bottle and Friend 
Read by Tom Vanson 

!  
Here's a bottle and an honest friend!  
What wad ye wish for mair, man? 
Wha kens, before his life may end, 
What his share may be o' care, man? 

Then catch the moments as they fly, 
And use them as ye ought, man: 
Believe me, happiness is shy, 
And comes not aye when sought, man. 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Address To A Haggis 
Read by Sophia McLean 

!  
Fair fa' your honest, sonsie face, 
Great chieftain o the puddin'-race!  
Aboon them a' ye tak your place, 
Painch, tripe, or thairm: 
Weel are ye wordy o' a grace 
As lang's my arm. 

The groaning trencher there ye fill, 
Your hurdies like a distant hill, 
Your pin wad help to mend a mill  
In time o need, 
While thro your pores the dews distil  
Like amber bead. 

His knife see rustic Labour dight, 
An cut you up wi ready slight, 
Trenching your gushing entrails bright, 
Like onie ditch; 
And then, O what a glorious sight, 
Warm-reekin, rich! 
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Then, horn for horn, they stretch an strive: 
Deil tak the hindmost, on they drive, 
Till a' their weel-swall'd kytes belyve  
Are bent like drums; 
The auld Guidman, maist like to rive, 
'Bethankit' hums. 

Is there that owre his French ragout, 
Or olio that wad staw a sow, 
Or fricassee wad mak her spew  
Wi perfect scunner, 
Looks down wi sneering, scornfu view  
On sic a dinner? 

Poor devil! see him owre his trash, 
As feckless as a wither'd rash, 
His spindle shank a guid whip-lash, 
His nieve a nit; 
Thro bloody flood or field to dash, 
O how unfit! 

But mark the Rustic, haggis-fed, 
The trembling earth resounds his tread, 
Clap in his walie nieve a blade, 
He'll make it whissle; 
An legs an arms, an heads will sned, 
Like taps o thrissle. 
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Ye Pow'rs, wha mak mankind your care, 
And dish them out their bill o fare, 
Auld Scotland wants nae skinking ware  
That jaups in luggies: 
But, if ye wish her gratefu’ prayer, 
Gie her a Haggis!  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To a Louse 
On Seeing one on a Lady’s Bonnet at Church 

Read by Josh Manning 

!  
Ha! whaur ye gaun, ye crowlin ferlie?   
Your impudence protects you sairly;   
I canna say but ye strunt rarely,  
Owre gauze and lace;   
Tho', faith! I fear ye dine but sparely   
On sic a place.  
  
Ye ugly, creepin, blastit wonner,   
Detested, shunn'd by saunt an' sinner,   
How daur ye set your fit upon her -   
Sae fine a lady?   
Gae somewhere else and seek your dinner   
On some poor body.  
  
Swith! in some beggar's haffet squattle;   
There ye may creep, and sprawl, and sprattle,   
Wi' ither kindred, jumping cattle,   
In shoals and nations;   
Whaur horn nor bane ne'er daur unsettle   
Your thick plantations.  
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Now haud you there, ye're out o' sight,   
Below the fatt'rels, snug and tight;   
Na, faith ye yet! ye'll no be right,   
Till ye've got on it -   
The verra tapmost, tow'rin height   
O' Miss' bonnet.  

My sooth! right bauld ye set your nose out,   
As plump an' grey as ony groset:   
O for some rank, mercurial rozet,   
Or fell, red smeddum,   
I'd gie you sic a hearty dose o't,   
Wad dress your droddum.  
  
I wad na been surpris'd to spy   
You on an auld wife's flainen toy;   
Or aiblins some bit dubbie boy,  
On's wyliecoat;   
But Miss' fine Lunardi! fye!   
How daur ye do't?  
  
O Jenny, dinna toss your head,   
An' set your beauties a' abread!   
Ye little ken what cursed speed   
The blastie's makin:   
Thae winks an' finger-ends, I dread,   
Are notice takin.  
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O wad some Power the giftie gie us   
To see oursels as ithers see us!   
It wad frae mony a blunder free us,  
An' foolish notion:   
What airs in dress an' gait wad lea'e us,   
An' ev'n devotion!  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Gin I were a Baron's Heir 
Read by Peter F Gardiner 

!  
Oh, gin I were a baron's heir, 
And could I braid wi' gems your hair, 
And make ye braw as ye are fair, 
Lassie, would ye lo'e me? 
And could I tak' ye to the town, 
And show ye braw sights many a ane, 
And busk ye fine in silken gown, 
Lassie, would ye lo'e me? 

Or should ye be content to prove, 
In lowly life unfading love, 
A heart that nought on earth could move, 
Lassie, would ye lo'e me? 
And ere the lav'rock wing the sky, 
Say, would ye to the forest hie, 
And work wi' me sae merrily, 
Lassie, would ye lo'e me? 

And when the braw moon glistens o'er, 
Our wee bit bield and heathery muir, 
Will ye na greet that we're sae puir, 
Lassie, though I lo'e ye? 
For I ha'e nought to offer ye, 
Nae gowd frae mine, nae pearl frae sea, 
Nor am I come o' hie degree, 
Lassie, but I lo'e ye. 
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A song by Englishman Joseph William Holder 
(1785-1823) ‘Gin I were a Baron’s Heir’ is often 
attributed to Robert Burns - we loved it so much we 
couldn’t resist including it in this collection! 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Belles of Mauchline 
Read by James Robinson 

!  
In Mauchline there dwells six proper young belles,  
The pride of the place and its neighbourhood a';  
Their carriage and dress, a stranger would guess,  
In Lon'on or Paris, they'd gotten it a'.  

Miss Miller is fine, Miss Markland's divine,  
Miss Smith she has wit, and Miss Betty is braw:  
There's beauty and fortune to get wi' Miss Morton,  
But Armour's the jewel for me o' them a'. 
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To Ruin 
Read by Sam Garioch 

!  
All hail! inexorable lord!  
At whose destruction-breathing word, 
The mightiest empires fall!  
Thy cruel, woe-delighted train, 
The ministers of grief and pain, 
A sullen welcome, all! 

With stern-resolv'd, despairing eye, 
I see each aimèd dart; 
For one has cut my dearest tie, 
And quivers in my heart. 
Then low'ring and pouring, 
The storm no more I dread; 
Tho' thick'ning and black'ning, 
Round my devoted head. 
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And thou grim pow'r, by life abhorr'd, 
While life a pleasure can afford, 
Oh! hear a wretch's prayer!  
Nor more I shrink appall'd, afraid; 
I court, I beg thy friendly aid  
To close this scene of care!  
When shall my soul, in silent peace, 
Resign life's joyless day; 
My weary heart its throbbings cease, 
Cold mould'ring in the clay? 
No fear more, no tear more, 
To stain my lifeless face; 
Enclaspèd, and graspèd 
Within thy cold embrace!  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Sweet Afton 
Read by James Robinson 

!  
Flow gently, sweet Afton, among thy green braes, 
Flow gently, I'll sing thee a song in thy praise; 
My Mary's asleep by thy murmuring stream, 
Flow gently, sweet Afton, disturb not her dream. 
  
Thou stock-dove, whose echo resounds thro' the 
glen, 
Ye wild whistling blackbirds in yon thorny den, 
Thou green-crested lapwing, thy screaming forbear, 
I charge you disturb not my slumbering fair. 
  
How lofty, sweet Afton, thy neighbouring hills, 
Far mark'd with the courses of clear winding rills; 
There daily I wander as noon rises high, 
My flocks and my Mary's sweet cot in my eye. 
  
How pleasant thy banks and green valleys below, 
Where wild in the woodlands the primroses blow; 
There oft, as mild Ev'ning leaps over the lea, 
The sweet-scented birk shades my Mary and me. 
  
Thy crystal stream, Afton, how lovely it glides, 
And winds by the cot where my Mary resides, 
How wanton thy waters her snowy feet lave, 
As gathering sweet flowrets she stems thy clear wave. 
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Flow gently, sweet Afton, among thy green braes, 
Flow gently, sweet river, the theme of my lays; 
My Mary's asleep by thy murmuring stream, 
Flow gently, sweet Afton, disturb not her dream  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Pretty Peg 
Read by Sam Garioch 

!  
As I gaed up by yon gate-end, 
When day was waxin' weary, 
Wha did I meet come down the street, 
But pretty Peg, my dearie! 

Her air sae sweet, an' shape complete, 
Wi' nae proportion wanting, 
The Queen of Love did never move  
Wi' motion mair enchanting. 

Wi' linked hands we took the sands, 
Adown yon winding river; 
Oh, that sweet hour and shady bower, 
Forget it shall I never!  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A Red, Red Rose 
Sung by Josh Manning, Stephanie MacGaraidh and Sophia 

McLean 

!  
O my Luve is like a red, red rose 
   That’s newly sprung in June; 
O my Luve is like the melody 
   That’s sweetly played in tune. 

So fair art thou, my bonnie lass, 
   So deep in luve am I; 
And I will luve thee still, my dear, 
   Till a’ the seas gang dry. 

Till a’ the seas gang dry, my dear, 
   And the rocks melt wi’ the sun; 
I will love thee still, my dear, 
   While the sands o’ life shall run. 

And fare thee weel, my only luve! 
   And fare thee weel awhile! 
And I will come again, my luve, 
   Though it were ten thousand mile. 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Address To The Toothache 
Read by Tom Vanson 

!  
My curse upon your venom'd stang,   
That shoots my tortur'd gums alang,   
An' thro' my lug gies mony a twang,   
Wi' gnawing vengeance,   
Tearing my nerves wi' bitter pang,   
Like racking engines!  
  
When fevers burn, or argues freezes,   
Rheumatics gnaw, or colics squeezes,   
Our neibor's sympathy can ease us,   
Wi' pitying moan;   
But thee - thou hell o' a' diseases -   
Aye mocks our groan.  
  
Adown my beard the slavers trickle   
I throw the wee stools o'er the mickle,   
While round the fire the giglets keckle,   
To see me loup,  
While, raving mad, I wish a heckle   
Were in their doup!  
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In a' the numerous human dools,   
Ill hairsts, daft bargains, cutty stools,   
Or worthy frien's rak'd i' the mools, -   
Sad sight to see!   
The tricks o' knaves, or fash o'fools,   
Thou bear'st the gree!  
  
Where'er that place be priests ca' hell,   
Where a' the tones o' misery yell,   
An' ranked plagues their numbers tell,   
In dreadfu' raw,  
Thou, Toothache, surely bear'st the bell,   
Amang them a'!  
  
O thou grim, mischief-making chiel,   
That gars the notes o' discord squeel,   
Till daft mankind aft dance a reel   
In gore, a shoe-thick,   
Gie a' the faes o' Scotland's weal   
A townmond's toothache!  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To a Mouse 
On Turning Her Up in her Nest, with the Plough, 

November 1785 

Read by Josh Manning 

!  
Wee, sleekit, cowran, tim'rous beastie, 
O, what a panic's in thy breastie!  
Thou need na start awa sae hasty, 
Wi' bickering brattle! 
I wad be laith to rin an' chase thee, 
Wi' murd'ring pattle! 

I'm truly sorry Man's dominion 
Has broken Nature's social union, 
An' justifies that ill opinion, 
Which makes thee startle, 
At me, thy poor, earth-born companion, 
An' fellow-mortal! 

I doubt na, whyles, but thou may thieve; 
What then? poor beastie, thou maun live!  
A daimen-icker in a thrave 'S a sma' request: 
I'll get a blessin wi' the lave, 
An' never miss’t! 
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Thy wee-bit housie, too, in ruin! 
It's silly wa's the win's are strewin!  
An' naething, now, to big a new ane, 
O' foggage green!  
An' bleak December's winds ensuin, 
Baith snell an' keen! 

Thou saw the fields laid bare an' wast, 
An' weary Winter comin fast, 
An' cozie here, beneath the blast, 
Thou thought to dwell, 
Till crash! the cruel coulter past  
Out thro' thy cell. 

That wee-bit heap o' leaves an' stibble, 
Has cost thee monie a weary nibble!  
Now thou's turn'd out, for a' thy trouble, 
But house or hald. 
To thole the Winter's sleety dribble, 
An' cranreuch cauld! 

But Mousie, thou are no thy-lane, 
In proving foresight may be vain: 
The best laid schemes o' Mice an' Men, 
Gang aft agley, 
An' lea'e us nought but grief an' pain, 
For promis'd joy! 
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Still, thou art blest, compar'd wi' me!  
The present only toucheth thee: 
But Och! I backward cast my e'e, 
On prospects drear! 
An' forward, tho' I canna see, 
I guess an' fear! 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Auld Lang Syne 
Sung by Josh Manning, Stephanie MacGaraidh and Sophia 

McLean 

!  
Should auld acquaintance be forgot, 
And never brought to mind? 
Should auld acquaintance be forgot, 
And auld lang syne! 

     Chorus: 
For auld lang syne, my dear,  
For auld lang syne. 
We'll tak a cup o' kindness yet, 
For auld lang syne. 

And surely ye'll be your pint stowp!  
And surely I'll be mine!  
And we'll tak a cup o' kindness yet, 
For auld lang syne. 

     Chorus  

We twa hae run about the braes, 
And pou'd the gowans fine; 
But we've wander'd mony a weary fit, 
Sin' auld lang syne. 

     Chorus 
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We twa hae paidl'd in the burn, 
Frae morning sun till dine; 
But seas between us braid hae roar'd  
Sin' auld lang syne. 

     Chorus 

And there's a hand, my trusty fere!  
And gie's a hand o' thine!  
And we'll tak a right gude-willie waught, 
For auld lang syne. 

     Chorus  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Epitaph on My Own Friend 
Read by Brigit Forsyth 

!  
An honest man here lies at rest, 
As e’er God with His image blest: 
The friend of man, the friend of truth; 
The friend of age, and guide of youth: 
Few hearts like his, with virtue warm’d, 
Few heads with knowledge so inform’d: 
If there’s another world, he lives in bliss; 
If there is none, he made the best of this. 
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About the Author 
 

Robert Burns (25 January 1759 – 21 July 1796), also known 
as Rabbie Burns, the Bard of Ayrshire, Ploughman Poet, was 

a Scottish poet and lyricist.  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