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Op, op KOsiH, OpP KOSIH

® Op, op KOsIH, Op KOSIH,
Op KosiH atiel O1p KOSIH,
OH €K1 KOeXeK aTachl -

® Kayapipkyiiax man KosH
Kyiipikmia gen makTaHoac.
JKYWpIKITIH e MaKTaHca,
¥3bIH KOJIABIH YCTIHJIC

® OpaJbln OWHAN TYPFaH
O narel O1p KyOa apiianra KoJbirap!
AJIMa MOWBIH CaM YUPEK
Ana EnunneH xKokcires,
Kenal Tactan KpIpra yiiica,



® O marel O1p TapaaHFa KoJbIFap!
Jlamana KyjiaH, 1omM0ail 1myObipca,
O narbl O1p €reyi OKKa »KoJbiFap!
Tarpai TYH TYpe KaparaH,
Tan Oepicin xKycaraH,
Tapnanmait T13€CiH OyTin Cy 1IMIKEeH
Apkaza Me3ruici3 KbUIKBI J)Kycaca,
O narbl O1p alll KaCKbIpra »KOJIbIFap!
Ceiiierenjie coe3l ay3blHa ChlliMaraH,
EpikkeHae KbI3bLI TUIIH ThIIMaraH
FakObwITiBI coM xkaMaH
O narbl O1p 1oMIere Koabrap!
ATanan anray TyIbIM I,
CanmakTaMa HEMEHTI.
Canmakracay HEMEH/I,
ToH1p1 Tecep ToOEHL:
bip ’eke TyFaHFa >KOJIbIFbIII,
OKIIeC1 COHJIa TOPBIFap.
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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 of 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 ye up wi’ ready slight,

Trenching your gushing entrails bright,
Like onie ditch;

And then, O what a glorious sight,
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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;
Then auld Guidman, maist like to rive,
Bethankit humes.

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

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!



