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Auld Lang Syne
Should auld acquaintance be forgot,
And never brought to mind?
Should auld acquaintance be forgot,
And auld lang syne!
Chorus. For auld lang syne, my dear,
For auld lang syne.
We’ll tak a cup o’ kindness yet,
For auld lang syne.
And surely ye’ll be your pint stowp!
And surely I’ll be mine!
And we’ll tak a cup o’kindness yet,
For auld lang syne.
Chorus
We twa hae run about the braes,
And pou’d the gowans fine;
But we’ve wander’d mony a weary fit,
Sin’ auld lang syne.
Chorus
We twa hae paidl’d in the burn,
Frae morning sun till dine;
But seas between us braid hae roar’d
Sin’ auld lang syne.
Chorus.
And there’s a hand, my trusty fere!
And gie’s a hand o’ thine!
And we’ll tak a right gude-willie waught,
For auld lang syne.
Chorus



Twelve River Ripples Iss.74 15 January 2023

Favourite Poem cont.

I can't honestly say this is a favourite poem of
mine, but it has come up so many times during
my sixty-one years that I thought I'd give it a
mention. It is attributed to Robert Burns and is
seen as one of his most famous poems. Yet
Burns did not write it – he merely transcribed it
to preserve the traditional oral culture of
Scotland. It is, in fact, a song from a long
Scottish tradition.
Usually fuelled by the night's revels, we belt out
the first verse, but rarely tackle the other verses
unless there is a stalwart member of the Scottish
National Party in our midst, and then we tend
to mumble the words whilst he or she soldiers
on, ending their rendition with remarks about
'dreadful Sassenachs' before being bought back
into the fold with a bottle of Chivas Regal.
Auld lang syne simply means 'old long since' or
'a long time ago'. The last line of each verse and
chorus is not traditionally believed to be ‘for the
sake of auld lang syne' but simply For auld lang
syne, or Sin’ auld lang syne. It could be that the

words 'For the sake of'' were inserted as they are
more comfortable to sing. Who knows?
In the second verse, ye’ll be your pint stowp
means ‘you’ll pay for your pint cup’, whilst in
the third verse, braes are slopes, to have pou’d the
gowans is to have pulled the daisies, and your
fitt is your foot. In the fourth verse, a burn, of
course, is a stream, while dine is dinnertime.
Braidmeans broad, your fiere is your friend and
gude-willie waught is a goodwill drink.
Well, there you have it – a veritable mine of
information that will probably be instantly
forgotten as we march into 2023. Yet I do love
the expressive sound of the Scots language and
the beautiful words that Burns uses in this and
other poems he has written. We could do much
worse than sing this song at the beginning of
the first of January, so print this off and put it in
the Christmas decorations' box that you keep in
the loft. It's a tradition we really can't ignore.
Happy New Year!

Simon Black


