Burns Night
Contest “The Best Reader”

I. My Father Was A Farmer (song)
Robert Burns, 1782

My father was a farmer upon the Carrick border,

And carefully he bred me in decency and order,

He bade me act a manly part, though I had ne'er a farthing,

For without an honest manly heart, no man was worth regarding.

Then out into the world my course I did determine,

Tho' to be rich was not my wish, yet to be great was charming.
My talents they were not the worst, nor yet my education,
Resolv'd was I, at least to try to mend my situation.

In many a way, and vain essay, I courted Fortune's favour;

Some cause unseen still stept between, to frustrate each endeavour.
Sometimes by foes I was o'erpower'd, sometimes by friends forsaken,
And when my hope was at the top, I still was worst mistaken.

Then sore harass'd and tir'd at last, with Fortune's vain delusion,

I dropt my schemes, like idle dreams, and came to this conclusion,
The past was bad, and the future hid, its good or ill untried,

But the present hour was in my pow'r, and so I would enjoy it.

BbL1 yecTHbI depmep Moii oten (ppacmenm necru), nep. C. Mapwaka

bt yecTHslit pepmep Mol oter. OH HE UMEI JOCTATKa,

Ho ot HacneHUKOB CBOUX OH TpeOOBaJI MOPSIKA.

VYuui 10CTOMHCTBO XpaHUTh, XOTh HET IPOIIA B KApMaHax.
CrpauiHee - 4eCTH UBMEHHUTD, YeM OBbITh B OTPEIbAX PBaHbIX!

S B cBeT mycTmiics 6e3 rpoia, Ho OblT OecTieuHbI MabIi.
BorareiM OBITH 1 HE JKenmall, BETUKUM OBITh - TOXKaTyH !
TananTa He ObLI 5 TUIICH, OB TPAMOTEH HEMHOXKKO

N BOT pemmi mo Mepe cui mpoOuTh cede TOPOKKY.

U Tak u csK mbITajCcs sl IOHPABUTHCS POPTYHE,

Ho Bce ycwiibs 1 TpyZbl MOM OCTaJINCh BTYHE.

To OpL1 Bparamu st NOAOUT, TO NpPeAaH ObLI IPY3bsIMU
1 BHOBB, TOCTUTHYB BBICOTBI, OKa3bIBaJICS B SIME.

B koHI1e KOHIIOB 51 ObLJI TOTOB OCTABUTh MOIEYCHbE.

U no npumepy MyApeLoB 5 BbIBEJ 3aK/IIOUECHbBE:

B 6butoM He 3Hamu Mbl 100pa, HE BUUM B IIPEACTOSALIEM,
A 9TOT yac - B pykax y Hac. Binaneit sxe HacTosimum!
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II. Rantin', Rovin' Robin (song)
Robert Burns, 1785

There was a lad was born in Kyle,
But whatna day o' whatna style,

I doubt it's hardly worth the while
To be sae nice wi' Robin.

Chorus:

Robin was a rovin' boy,
Rantin', rovin', rantin', rovin',
Robin was a rovin' boy,
Rantin', rovin', Robin!

Our monarch's hindmost year but ane
Was five-and-twenty days begun,
"Twas then a blast o' Janwar' win'
Blew hansel in on Robin.

Robin was, &c.

The gossip keekit in his loof,

Quo' scho, "Wha lives will see the proof,
This waly boy will be nae coof:

I think we'll ca' him Robin."

Robin was, &c.

"He'll hae misfortunes great an' sma',
But aye a heart aboon them a',

He'll be a credit till us a'-

We'll a' be proud o' Robin."

Robin was, &c.

"But sure as three times three mak nine,
I see by ilka score and line,

This chap will dearly like our kin',

So leeze me on thee! Robin."

Robin was, &c.

"Guid faith," quo', scho, "I doubt you gar
The bonie lasses lie aspar;

But twenty fauts ye may hae waur

So blessins on thee! Robin."

Robin was, &c.

Pobun, nep. C. Mapwaxa

B nepeBHe napeHs ObUT POXKICH,
Ho nenb, korma ponuics oH,

B xanennapu He 3aHeceH.

Komy Obu1 Hy)eH Pobun?

Ilpunes:

bbl1 OH pe3Bblii TapeHeK,
Pe3Bbiii PoOuH, mryctpeiit Pobus,
becnokolHbIN IapeHeK -
Pe3Bbiit, mycTpeblii Pobun!

3aTto OTMETUJI KaJeH1aph,
Yro ObLT TAaKOK-TO rOCYAApPb,
W B mienu noma yn sSiHBapb,
Korna poauscst PoOun.
Ilpunes.

Pa3xaB mutaieHuecKkuil Kynax,
I'apganka ropopuina Tak:

- Masipunika Oyziet He aypak.
I[Tyckaii 30Betcs Pooun!
Ilpunes.

Hewmamno xner ero oowu,

Ho cepauiem Bce oH noOEMT.
[Tapauinka OyaeT 3HAMEHUT,
Cewmbto npocnaBut PoOuH.
Ilpunes.

Omn OyzneT Becen u ocTep,

N Hammx nouex u cecrep
[Tomo6uT ¢ caMbIX paHHUX MOP
Heyromonssiit PoOuH.

Ilpunes.

JleBuoHKam - Oor ero mpocTu! -
YCHYTB HE IaCT OH B3allepTH,
Ho 3Hats He OyneT nBaanaru
Hpyrux nopokos PoGuH.

bbl1 OH pe3Belii TapeHeK -
Pe3Bbiii PoOuH, mryctpeiit Pobus,
becnokolHbIN TapeHeK -
Pe3Bbiit, mycTpeblii Poobun!
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III. A Man's A Man For A' That
Robert Burns, 1795

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.

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.

YectHas 6ennoctsh (nep. C. Mapwaxa)

Kto uecTHOI OemqHOCTH CBOEH
Crpriautcs 1 Bce mpouee,

ToTt camBbIif JKaJIKWAM U3 JTIOICH,
TpycnuBblii pab u npouee.

[Tpu BCceM mpu TOM, TIPH BCEM TIPH TOM,
[Tyckait GeHBI MBI C BAMH,

borarcTBo - mTamII Ha 30JI0TOM,

A 307107011 - MBI camu!

Mgl x71€0 euM 1 BOZy IbEM,

MBI yKpbIBaeMcsl TpANbEM

W Bce Takoe mpoyee,

A MexIy TeM ypaK U IULyT

OpeTsl B IEJK ¥ BUHA MBIOT

U Bce Takoe npouee.

IIpu BCceM Ipu TOM, IIPU BCEM IIPH TOM,
CynuTte He MO IIaThIO.

KT0 4ecTHBIM KOPMUTCSI TPYZIOM,
Takunx 30By s 3HaTHIO.

BoT 3TOT 11yT - NpUPOIHBIN JIOPA.

Emy nOmKHBI MBI KIIQHATHCS.

Ho nycTts 0H 4omnopeH u ropa,

bpeBHo OpeBHOM ocTaHeTcs!

[Ipu Bcem mpu ToM, IIpH BCEM IIPHU TOM,
XOTb BECH OH B [TI0O3yMEHTAX, -

BbpeBHo ocTaneTcst OpeBHOM

U1 B opaeHax, u B neHTax!

Kopoums nakest cBoero

Hasznauut renepaiom,

Ho oH He MOXKET HMKOTO

Hazgauntes yeCcTHBIM MaJIbIM.

ITpu Bcem npu ToM, IIpU BCEM TP TOM,
Harpanpl, nects 1 npouee

He 3amenstor ym u 4yectb

U Bce Takoe npouee!

Hacraner nenp 1 9ac mpoOberT,

Korma ymy u uectu

Ha Bceii 3emie npuget yepen

CrosATh Ha IEPBOM MECTE.

[Tpu BCceM mpu TOM, TIPH BCEM TIPH TOM,
Mory Bam npencka3ars 1,

UYro Oyner AeHb, KOraa Kpyrom

Bce monu cranyT Opathbs!
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IV. Hey The Dusty Miller
Robert Burns, Original, 1788

Hey the dusty miller
And his dusty coat!

He will spend a shilling
Or he win a groat.

Dusty was the coat,
Dusty was the colour,
Dusty was the kiss

That I gat frae the miller!

Hey the dusty miller
And his dusty sack!
Leeze me on the calling
Fills the dusty peck!
Fills the dusty peck,
Brings the dusty siller!
I wad gie my coatie
For the dusty miller!

Meabnuk (nep. C. Mapwaxa)

MenbHUK, MBUILHBIN MEJIbHUK
Merner Hairy poxb.

OH ucTpaTU UJUIKHI,
3apaboTai rpomi.

[Ib1IbHBIN, IBUIEHBIN OH HACKBO3b,
ITsUIbHBIH OH U OEJIBIH.
[{esoBaTbCst ¢ HUM MPUILIIOCH -
Bes g mocenenal

MenpHUK, TBUIFHBIN MEITHHHUK,
benbiit oT MyKkH,

Hocwut 6emnblii MeTbHUK
[Ip1IbHBIC MEIIIKH.

JlocTaeTt u3 KolelnbKa
MenbHUK JeHbIH OeTIbIe.

S niia MenpHUKa-IpyKKa

Bce, uro xouenip, caenaro!

Standard English Translation

Hey the dusty miller

And his dusty coat!

He will spend a shilling
Ere he win a groat.

Dusty was the coat,

Dusty was the colour,
Dusty was the kiss

That I got from the miller!

Hey the dusty miller

And his dusty sack!

Dear is to me on the calling
Fills the dusty peck!

Fills the dusty peck,

Brings the dusty money!

I would give my coat

For the dusty miller!
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V. Comin Thro' The Rye
Robert Burns, Original

Comin Thro' The Rye.
Chorus.

O Jenny's a' weet, poor body,
Jenny's seldom dry:

She draigl't a' her petticoatie,
Comin thro' the rye!

Comin thro' the rye, poor body,
Comin thro' the rye,

She draigl't a' her petticoatie,
Comin thro' the rye!

Gin a body meet a body
Comin thro' the rye,
Gin a body kiss a body,
Need a body cry?

Gin a body meet a body
Comin thro' the glen,
Gin a body kiss a body,
Need the warld ken?

Gin a body meet a body
Comin thro' the grain,

Gin a body kiss a body,
The thing's a body's ain.

IIpo6upasicy 10 kanutku (nep. C. Mapwaka)

[Tpobupasce 10 KamuTKu
ITonem BOOIb MEXH,
JI>keHHH BBHIMOKIIA JO HUTKH
BeuepoM Bo pxu.

OueHb XOJIOAHO JCBYOHKE,
bbeT 1eBUOHKY IPOKb:
3amouniia Bce 1004OHKH,
N s uepes poxeb.

Standard English Translation

Coming Through The Rye.
Chorus.

O Jenny is all wet, poor body,
Jenny is seldom dry:

She draggled all her petticoats,
Coming through the rye!

Coming through the rye, poor body,
Coming through the rye,

She draggled all her petticoats,
Coming through the rye!

Should a body meet a body
Coming through the rye,
Should a body kiss a body,
Need a body cry?

Should a body meet a body
Coming through the glen,
Should a body kiss a body,
Need the world know?

Should a body meet a body
Coming through the grain,
Should a body kiss a body,
The thing is a body's own.

Ecnu 3Baa Koro-to KTo-To
CKBO3b I'yCTYIO POXb

U xoro-to 0OHSI KTO-TO,
Yto ¢ Hero BO3LMEIIL?

U xakas HaMm 3a00Ta,

Ecnu y mexu

[lenorascs ¢ KeM-TO KTO-TO
Beuepom Bo pxu!..
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VI. Mally's Meek, Mally's Sweet
Robert Burns, Original, 1795

Chorus-Mally's meek, Mally's sweet,
Mally's modest and discreet;

Mally's rare, Mally's fair,

Mally's every way complete.

As I was walking up the street,
A barefit maid I chanc'd to meet;
But O the road was very hard
For that fair maiden's tender feet.
Mally's meek, &c.

It were mair meet that those fine feet
Were weel laced up in silken shoon;
An' 'twere more fit that she should sit
Within yon chariot gilt aboon,
Mally's meek, &c.

Her yellow hair, beyond compare,
Comes trinklin down her swan-like neck,
And her two eyes, like stars in skies,
Would keep a sinking ship frae wreck,
Mally's meek, &c.

Bocas neBymka. (nep. C. Mapwaxka)

OO0 »ToH neBymike 60coit

5] 103a0BITh HUKAK HE MOT.
Kazanocek, kaMHM MOCTOBOI
Tep3aroT KoKy HEKHBIX HOL.

Takue HOKKHU ObI OCTh

B nBeTHOI cadpsH uau B atiac.
Takoii ObI IEBYIIIKE CUICTh

B kapere, o6ornasmieii Hac!

bexut pyueii ee kyapeit
JIbHAHBIMU KOJIBLIAMU HA TPY/Ib.
A Oneck ouelt BO TbMe HOYEH
[TnoBuam yka3biBaj Obl My Th.

Ilpunes:

Kpacasuir Bcex 3aTMuUT OHa,
XOTd €€ HE 3HAeT CBET.

OHa 10CTOMHA U CKPOMHA.
Ee muiiee B Mupe Her.
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VII. The Selkirk Grace
Robert Burns, Original

Some hae meat and canna eat,
And some wad eat that want it,
But we hae meat and we can eat,

And sae the Lord be thankit.

Standard English Translation

Some have meat and cannot eat,
Some can eat that want it:

But we have meat and we can eat,
Sae let the Lord be thankit.

/0//amRNI)\
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od
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MouuTBa nepen enoiu
(nep. 1O. Kuszesa)

KT0 MOXET eCTh — HE XO4YET €CTh.
KT0 X04eT ecTh - He MOKET.

Ho MBI XOTHM U MBI €IHM

U cnasa tebe, 00xke!

3a3npaBHbIH TOCT
(nep. C. Mapwaxka)

YV KOTOPBIX €CTh, UTO €CTh, - T€ MOIYAC HE MOTYT €CTh,

A Jpyrue MOTyT ecTh, 1a CUAAT 0e3 xiebda.

A y HaC TYT €CTb, YTO €CTbh, Ja TIPU STOM €CTh, YEM €CTbh, -
3Ha4uT, HaM OIarogapuTh ocTaeTcsa Hebo!

Q)

|
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VIIL. ...She Asked Why O 30510TOM KoOJIbIIE

Robert Burns (nep. C. Mapwaxa)

She asked why wedding rings are made of gold; - 3aueM Ha/IeBaIOT KOJIBIO 30JI0TOE

I ventured this to instruct her; Ha nanen, xorna o6pydatorces qBoe? -
«Why, madam, love and lightning are the same, MeHst 1H00ONBITHAS JIEAU CIIPOCHIIA.
On earth they glance, from Heaven they came.

Love is the soul's electric flame, He craB mpea BOmpocoM B TYITHK,
And gold its best conductor. OTBeTHII st TaK COOECETHUIIE MIJION:

- Bageet m000Bb 2JEKTPUUECKON CHIIOH,
A 30JI0TO — TIPOBOJTHHK!
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IX. A Red, Red Rose
Robert Burns, Original 1794

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!

JIwoboBs (nep. C. Mapwaxka)

JIro60BB, KaK po3a KpacHasd,
LiBeteT B MOeM cany.
JIt000BB MO - KaK IIECEHKA,
C xoTopoii B IyTh UIY.

CuiibHee KpacoThbl TBOEH
Most 11000BB OfHA.

Omna ¢ T000i1, moka Mopst
He BpICOXHYT 10 1HA.

He BBICOXHYT MOps1, MO IpYT,
He pymnrcs rpanur,

He ocTanoBHTCS ITECOK,

A OH, KaK JKU3Hb, OCXHT...

Bynb cuactiuBa, Mos J1000Bb,
IIpomaii 1 He TpyCTH.

BepHych k Tebe, XOTb LIebIii CBET
[Tpunnock 661 MHE npoiiTH!

Standard English Translation

O, my Love is like a red, red rose,
That is newly sprung in June.

O, my love is like the melody,
That is sweetly played in tune.

As fair are you, my lovely lass,
So deep in love am 1,

And I will love you still, my Dear,
Till all the seas go dry.

Till all the seas go dry, my Dear,
And the rocks melt with the sun!
O I will love you still, my Dear,
While the sands of life shall run.

And fare you well, my only Love,
And fare you well a while!

And I will come again, my Love,
Although it were ten thousand mile!
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X. Thou Hast Left Me Ever, Jamie

Robert Burns, Original 1793

Thou hast left me ever;

Thou has left me ever, Jamie,
Thou hast left me ever:

Aften hast thou vow'd that Death
Only should us sever;

Now thou'st left thy lass for aye-
I maun see thee never, Jamie,
I'll see thee never.

Thou hast me forsaken, Jamie,
Thou hast me forsaken;

Thou hast me forsaken, Jamie,
Thou hast me forsaken;

Thou canst love another jo,
While my heart is breaking;
Soon my weary een I'll close,
Never mair to waken, Jamie,
Never mair to waken!

Tobl MeHs1 ocTaBuJ1, :xeMu
(nep. C. Mapwaxa)

Tw1 mens octaBui, J>kemu,

TeI MeHS ocTaBmI,

Hagscerna octaBui, Jxemu,
Hagcerna octapui.

ThI IYTHII CO MHOIO, MHJIBIH,
ThI CO MHOM JTyKaBHIJI -
Knsmcst moOMHHTB 10 MOTHJIBL,
A mortom octasui, Jxxemu,

A mortom ocrtaBui!

Hawm He ObITH ¢ TOOOO, [XKemu,
Hawm ne ObITh ¢ TOOOIO.
Huxkorna na ceete, [[xemu,
Hawm ne ObITh ¢ TOOOIO0.

IlycTh ckopel HacTaHeT BpeMs
Beunoro noxos.

S rnasa cBOM 3aKporo,
Hagcerna 3akpotro, J>xemu,
Hagcerna 3akporo.
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XI. For The Sake O' Somebody
Robert Burns, Original 1794

My heart is sair - [ dare na tell -
My heart is sair for Somebody:
I could wake a winter night

For the sake o' Somebody.
O-hon! for Somebody!

O-hey! for Somebody!

I could range the world around
For the sake o' Somebody.

Ye Powers that smile on virtuous love,
O, sweetly smile on Somebody!

Frae ilka danger keep him free,

And send me safe my Somebody!
O-hon! for Somebody!

O-hey! for Somebody!

I wad do - what wad I not? -

For the sake o' Somebody.

IIpo koro-to (nep. C. Mapwaxa)

Moeii qy1ie noKos HET.

Bechb nieHs 5 K11y KOTro-To.
be3 cHa BcTpedaro s paccBer -
U Bce u3-3a KOro-To.

Co MHOIO HET KOTr0-TO.
AX, rae HalTH KOro-To!
Mory Becb Mup st 000U TH,
YT0oOBI HAWTH KOTO-TO.

O BbI, XpaHsIIue JIIOOOBD
HeBenoMmele cHIIbI,

ITycTh HEBpEAUM BEPHETCSI BHOBb
Ko MHE MO# KTO-TO MHIIBIH.

Ho HeT co MHOI1 KOro-T1o.
MHe rpyCTHO OT4€Ero-ToO.
Knsinycs, s Bce Ob1 oTAaNA
Ha cBere s xoro-to!

Standard English Translation
For The Sake Of Somebody

My heart is sore - I dare not tell -
My heart is sore for Somebody:
I could awaken a winter night
For the sake of Somebody.
O-hon! for Somebody!

O-hey! for Somebody!

I could range the world around
For the sake of Somebody.

You Powers that smile on virtuous love,
0, sweetly smile on Somebody!

From every danger keep him free,

And send me safe my Somebody!
O-hon! for Somebody!

O-hey! for Somebody!

I would do - what would I not? -

For the sake of Somebody.




Burns Night
Contest “The Best Reader”

XII. O Poortith Cauld
Robert Burns, Original 1793

O poortith cauld, and restless love,
Ye wrack my peace between ye;
Yet poortith a' I could forgive,

An 'twere na for my Jeanie.

Chorus: O why should Fate sic pleasure have,
Life's dearest bands untwining?

Or why sae sweet a flower as love

Depend on Fortune's shining?

The warld's wealth, when I think on,
It's pride and a' the lave o't;

O fie on silly coward man,

That he should be the slave o't!

O why, &c.

Her e'en, sae bonie blue, betray
How she repays my passion;

But prudence is her o'erword aye,
She talks o' rank and fashion.

O why, &c.

O wha can prudence think upon,
And sic a lassie by him?

O wha can prudence think upon,
And sae in love as [ am?

O why, &c.

How blest the simple cotter's fate!
He woos his artless dearie;

The silly bogles, wealth and state,
Can never make him eerie,

O why, &c.

JIt000Bb 1 OeTHOCTHL HaBCETIa
MeHs noiManu B CETH.

ITo mue u 6enHOCTE HE Oena,
He Oynp m1006Bu Ha cBerte.

W »xanp MHE TPYCOB U INIYIILIOB,
UYTO X NOKOPHBI BIACTH.

Tsowu rnaza TOpAT B OTBCT,

Standard English Translation
O Poverty Cold (O Cold Poverty)

O Poverty cold and restless Love,
You wreck my peace between you!
Yet poverty all I could forgive,

If it were not for my Jeanie.

Chorus: O, why should Fate such pleasure have
Life's dearest bands untwining?

Or why so sweet a flower as love

Depend on Fortune's shining?

The world's wealth when I think on,
Its pride and all the rest of it -

My curse on silly coward man,
That he should be the slave of it!

Her eyes so lovely blue betray
How she repays my passion,;

But prudence is her chorus always:
She talks of rank and fashion.

O, who can prudence think upon,
And such a girl beside him?

O, who can prudence think upon,
And so in love as [ am?

How blessed the wild-wood Indian's fate!
He woos his artless dear -

The silly spectres, Wealth and State,

Can never make him fearful.

JIro60Bb u OenHocTh (nep. C. Mapwaxa)

Ha cBete cyacTiuB TOT OeMHSIK
C ero npocToi 11000BbI0,

Kro He 3aBunyeT HUKak
boraromy cocinosblo.

Korga repsro ym 1,

3ayem paznyyHHUIa-cyap0a —
Bcerna mo0Bu nomexa?

U nouemy 0608 — paba
HocraTka u ycnexa?

A Ha ycTax TBOUX COBET —
XpaHuTh Oaropazymbe.

Ho xak sxe MHE ero XxpaHuTsb,

AX, IOYEeMY KECTOKHUI POK —
Bcerna mr00Bu momexa

U He nBereT 1100BU IBETOK
bes cnaBbl u ycriexa?

Korna ¢ To60# MbI psiaom?
BorarctBo, yecTh B KOHIIE KOHIIOB HoO Kak *e MHE ero XpaHUTh,

HpI/IHOCHT MaJIo CHacCTh.

C T000i1 BcTpeuasch B3N I0M?
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