TO THE PEFFER BURN

Again I breathe the caller air, 

Again behold the gowans fair,

That bloom at ilka turn; 

Again I think on byegane days,

As I upon thee fondly gaze,

My native Peffer Burn!

A wa’ frae cities’ noise and reek, 

Upon thy banks a change I seek,

Whaur I may roam at will;

Though some prefer the city gay, 

Whaur life is no sae dull, they say,

I choose the country still.

Hoo sweet to breathe the smell o’ flooers, 

When saftly fa’ the simmer shooers

Doon frae the lift abune;

Hoo sweet in winter-time to see

The pure white snaw on ilka tree,

When brichtly shines the mune.

Hoo sweet the spring, when may be seen, 

A bird, amang the leaves sae green,

Thrang biggin’ its wee nest; ​

E’en in the autumn of the year,

When leaves are fa’in’ broon an’ sear,

I like the country best!

Noo, Peffer Burn! What tho’ thou’rt bare,

An’ thy drap water unco spare,

An' sluggish too, I fear:

Yet unto thee I’ll aye be kind,

For wi’ my mem’ry thou’rt entwined - 

An' memory is dear.

When in oor childhood’s early day, 

Aye to the banks we bairns wad gae

To play amang the howes; 

We’d big wee castles in the sands, 

Or pu' the flooers, in merry bands,

Upon the barefit-knowes.

‘Lang yonder, whaur thou, wimplin’ flows,

And on thy banks the sauch-tree grows,

Doon by the auld saw-mill,

I’ve wander’d aft in sunny days,

An listen’d to the lark’s sweet lays,

Or lapwing’s cry sae shrill.

But there I min’ o’ sadder scenes ​

The funerals o’ my nearest frien’s

Whase tears had weet my face;

Ay, burn! Thou’st seen them borne away 

Alang the Gullane quarry brae,

To thy last resting place!

My turn will come some future day, ​

Hoo sune there's naebody can say, ​

When thither to the lave,
This body also shall be borne;

An’ thus o’ me thou mayest mourn,

When carried to my grave:

“Ah! There’s the funeral o’ a chiel’ 

Who lo’ed my waters unco weel,

Whilk ne’er again he’ll see;

He aften strayed upon my banks, 

An’ ance, for whilk I’se gie him thanks,

He made a sang o’ me.
Sae noo he’s gaen whaur a’ maun gae, 

Wha ever see the licht o’ day,

His endless fate to seal;

An’ dear was he to me, because

He made me prooder than I was 

Then baird o’ mine, fareweel!”

