
THE MILK ERRAND

O weel do I min’ when a rovin' schule callan'​

A camsteerie, wild disposition was mine ​

That nichtly I gaed the milk errand richt willin',

In sweet simmer e'enin's o' days o' langsyne.

Ilk day did I lang for the schule to be scalin’,

For fient haet o' pleasure the schule gaed to me;

An' then I was aft withoot needin' a tellin',

To join in the errand my mates fu' o' glee

Hoo blithesome we met at the fit o’ the loanie,

younkers wha on the milk errand did gae

Wi' pitchers in haun', jist a happy as ony

For yonder coo-park syne we toddled oor way.

Ilk ane I could name, but I think it were needless,

'Tween laddies an' lassies belike there were ten;

To the length a' oor journey, a mile, we were heedless,

For many a joy it afforded us then.

Oh! many's the pliskie was play'd by us birkies,

An' many's the kiss frae the lassies was ta'en,

Wha, couthie, bewitchin', wi' artless bit smirkies,

Had captured oor hearties an' made us fa' fain.

A chosen fair partner had ilka wee callant,

An' aye by her side he wad try keep his place,

Still ettlin to be sae attentive an' gallant ​

An' what unco ferlies he'd do for her praise!

I, too, 'mang the lave had my sweetheart, my Mary,

A bonnie young lassie, sae winsome an' snod;

An' aften I offer'd her pitcher to carry,

An' joy'd when I saw her assent with a nod.

But sometimes my young heart (I smile as I think o't)

Grew jealous gin some ither ane was preferr'd;

Sae I watch'd her bricht e'e till I gat a Sweet blink o't

Whilk made me ashamed o' the thocht:I had rear'd.
An' thus, 'lang the road we were pawkin’ an' merry,

While bees were still hummin' 'mang flooers o' the lime,

As we lingering stray'd, for we needit na hurry,

We aye left the clachan in rowth o' guid time.

Afore us the midges were loupin' an' flingin'

The zephyrs saft sighin' thro' ilka green shaw;

An' ben yon dear glade the glad mavis was singin',

But, sae muckle ta'en up, we scarce heard him ava.

At length we approach'd the coopark thro' the plantin',

Whaur th' kind hearted bodies were milkin’ their kye

In fancy I see them, no ane is awantin',

As wi' a bland smile they welcome us nigh.

We, waitin, reclined by a pailin' fu' chummie

Aneath the cool shade o' the foliage green,

Till th' wives cam' to ser' us wi milk new frae crummie,

Wi' pitcher, an' milcey, an' measure sae clean.

Then, as we returned, we resumed oor brief rambles

To seek a bird's nest, or to smeek a bees' byke;

To gather wild rasps, or the luscious brambles

An' gi'e to oor sweethearts as mony's they like.

Or, sometimes the beechnut or chesnut we'd gather,

Or 'mang the laich bushes we hidin' wad jirk;

Syne weary, tho' cheery, weel pleased w' ilk ither,

We reach's the auld clachan 'tween gloamin' an' mirk.

Thae days are departed, an' scatter'd my cronies,

Baith laddies an' lassies wha roved wi' me then;

Some've wander'd, some married, some laid 'neath the gownies,

An' some ha'e forgotten such days e’er were!

But nae sae wi' me, for maist aye as I pass here,

For thinkin' on thae times I scarce can proceed;

I muse till I fancy I rove wi' my lass here,

By green shady woodland or flowery mead!

