
THE KIRN

Noo, after mony a toilsome day,

aneath Dan Phoebus' scorchin' ray,

i' the harvest field, whaur ilka ane 

is kept at work wi’ micht an main.
The corn, in stacks o' buirdly shape,

is a' secured 'neath thack an' rape.

an, now that day has come in turn 

that brings the swains their annual kirn. 

Fu' cheerily their warks gane throu’ ​

for licht hearts mak' licht wark, I troo;

an' aye anon they crack wi' glee 

aboot their comin' jovial spree.

The nicht has fa'n, an' noo, fu' croose,

they a' mak' for the farmer's hoose,

whaur, welcomed by a ready smile

they're ushered to their seats the while;

an' as the hinmaist’s come at last,

the're gi'en a sumptuous repast.

the merry joke now goes its round; 

the plaudits through the place resound.

But as the meenits swift-wing’d flee,

to mak’ adjournment they agree;

an' sae, set oot in couthie pairs,

ilk happy swain his partner bears 

doon to the barn, prepared, they see,

to spend the nicht in mirth an' glee. 

Fresh evergreens, an' flooers, an' a',

In wreaths are twined aroon' the wa', 

an' forms placed roon', whaur, happily mated, 

the youthfu' couples a' get seated. 

Twa fiddlers frae a village near 

are welcomed wi' a joyfu' cheer; 

aroon' the barn they tak' a look,

syne tak' their post i' the winnock neuk, 

whaur they uncap their lyart pows 

an' rub some rozit on their bows;

then, to the joy o' a’, I troo,

announce that they are ready noo.

The farmer, wi’ some jovial friends,

arrives, an’ he a start commends;

the fiddlers gi’e a knowin’ glance,

an' "Triumph" leads the merry dance.
The “Triumph”’s dune; a wee bit rest,

kept lively in the joke an' jest;

an' then anither dance is named ​

a polka this time is proclaimed.

The polka's followed in its turn

by a schottische in Highland form;

fu' vigorously they stamp their taes 

to "Loudon’s Bonnie Woods and Braes”.

It's finished, too, they mak' their boo,

wi' smilin' mou' an' reekin' broo ​

"What's to be next?" the fiddlers cry, 

“a reel, a reel!" they a' reply,

an' sune that dance wi' glee they start,

an' put in it their very heart.

The fiddlers play wi' a' their micht;

the dancers trip it oot fu' licht;

they set, they reel, they "hooch" an' jump aye,

to th' spirit-stirrin' strains o' "Stumpie”!

Richt tired ance mair, they get a rest,
while, at the maister's kind behest,

refreshment, noo are ser'd aroon',

an', fegs! they gang gey easy doon.

The fiddlers, on the bunker raised,

meanwhile are weel an' justly praised ​

twa better fiddlers, some declare, 

ne'er kittled thairm wi' horse's hair!

An' sae, they're press'd to drink enoo,

tho' no ower much to mak' them fu' ​

for it wad fairly spoil the pleasure 

were they to lack Apollo's measure. 

An' thus the hoors drive fleet alang, 

whiles varied wi' a speech or sang; 

an' sae, a merry nicht they spend,

wi' sang' an' dance o' varied kind. 

Grey mornin' has begood to daw', 

Tho' blythely still they dance awa'; 

But noo it is their hinmaist reel, 

an', faith! they dance it lang an' weel! 

the "Haymakers" concludes their spree, 

or "Bab at the Bowster" it may be; 

yet ere the pat - to part they're sweer​

they gi'e their host a ringing' cheer; 

then sing, as hand-in-hand they join,

That gem o' gems, "For Auld Lang Syne”!


