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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 0’ men for a’ that.

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.
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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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Flow gently, sweet Afton! amang 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 weeps 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 flowerets, she stems thy clear wave.

Flow gently, sweet Afton, amang 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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SAuld Lang Syne

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.

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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John Anderson, my jo, John,
When we were first acquent;

Your locks were like the raven,
Your bonie 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 thegither;
And mony a cantie day, John,
We’ve had wi’ ane anither:
Now we maun totter down, John,
And hand in hand we’ll go,
And sleep thegither at the foot,
John Anderson, my jo.
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O my Luve’s like a red, red rose,
That’s newly sprung in June:

O my Luve’s like the melodie,
That’s sweetly play’d in tune.

As 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;
And I will luve 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’ *twere ten thousand mile!
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Scots, wha hae wi’ WALLACE bled,
Scots, wham BRUCE has aften led,
Welcome to your gory bed,

Or to Victorie!

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,

FREE-MAN stand, or FREE-MAN fa’,
Let him on wi’ me!

By Oppression’s woes and pains!

By your Sons in servile chains!

We will drain our dearest veins,
But they shall be free!

Lay the proud Usurpers low!

Tyrants fall in every foe!

LIBERTY’S in every blow!—
Let us Do or Die!
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Ye banks and braes o’ bonie 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 Bonie Doon,
To see the rose and woodbine twine:
And ilka bird sang o’ its Luve,
And fondly sae did I 0’ mine;
Wi’ lightsome heart [ pu’d a rose,
Fu’ sweet upon its thorny tree!
And may fause Luver staw my rose,
But ah! he left the thorn wi’ me.

NP1 01 ) e 0 |

Your Accompanist
Rehearsal Tracks for Singers www.youraccompanist.com




htare Lad Ny

e WasBom

Sfon g Cnkls

A Highland lad my love was born,
The Lalland laws he held in scorn;
But he still was faithfu’ to his clan,
My gallant, braw John Highlandman.

Chorus
Sing hey my braw John Highlandman!
Sing ho my braw John Highlandman!
There’s not a lad in a’ the lan’
Was match for my John Highlandman.

With his philibeg an’ tartan plaid,

An’ guid claymore down by his side,

The ladies’ hearts he did trepan,

My gallant, braw John Highlandman.
Sing hey, &c.

We ranged a’ from Tweed to Spey,

An’ liv’d like lords an’ ladies gay;

For a Lalland face he fearéd none,—

My gallant, braw John Highlandman.
Sing hey, &c.

They banish’d him beyond the sea.

But ere the bud was on the tree,

Adown my cheeks the pearls ran,

Embracing my John Highlandman.
Sing hey, &c.
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But, och! they catch’d him at the last,

And bound him in a dungeon fast:

My curse upon them every one,

They’ve hang’d my braw John Highlandman!
Sing hey, &c.

And now a widow, I must mourn

The pleasures that will ne’er return:

The comfort but a hearty can,

When I think on John Highlandman.
Sing hey, &c.
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Chorus:

Ca’ the yowes to the knowes,

Ca’ them where the heather grows
Ca’ them where the burnie rows,
My bonie dearie.

Hark! the mavis’ evening sang
Sounding Cluden’s woods amang,
Then a-fauldin let us gang,

My bonie dearie.

We’ll gae down by Cluden side,

Thro’ the hazels spreading wide,

O’er the waves that sweetly glide
To the moon sae clearly.

Yonder Cluden’s silent towers,

Where at moonshine midnight hours,

O’er the dewy-bending flowers,
Fairies dance sae cheery.

Ghaist nor bogle shalt thou fear;
Thou ‘rt to love and Heaven sae dear,
Nocht of ill may come thee near,

My bonie dearie.

Fair and lovely as thou art,
Thou hast stown my very heart;
I can die - but canna part,

My bonie dearie.

(Second version)
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Chorus—TI’1l aye ca’ in by yon town,
And by yon garden-green again;
I’ll aye ca’ in by yon town,
And see my bonie Jean again.

THERE’S nane sall ken, there’s nane can guess
What brings me back the gate again,
But she, my fairest faithfu’ lass,
And stownlins we sall meet again.
I’ll aye ca’ in, &c.

She’ll wander by the aiken tree,
When trystin time draws near again;
And when her lovely form I see,
O haith! she’s doubly dear again.
I’ll aye ca’ in, &c.
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