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Extracts  from Tam O’Shanter – learn one side or the other! 

Inspiring bold John Barleycorn! 
What dangers thou canst make us scorn! 
Wi' tippeny, we fear nae evil; 
Wi' usquabae, we'll face the devil!-- 
The swats sae ream'd in Tammie's noddle, 
Fair play, he car'd na deils a boddle. 
But Maggie stood, right sair astonish'd, 
Till, by the heel and hand admonish'd, 
She ventured forward on the light; 
And, vow! Tam saw an unco sight 

Warlocks and witches in a dance; 
Nae cotillion brent-new frae France, 
But hornpipes, jigs strathspeys, and reels, 
Put life and mettle in their heels. 
A winnock-bunker in the east, 
There sat auld Nick, in shape o' beast; 
A towzie tyke, black, grim, and large, 
To gie them music was his charge: 
He scre'd the pipes and gart them skirl, 
Till roof and rafters a' did dirl.-- 
Coffins stood round, like open presses, 
That shaw'd the dead in their last dresses; 
And by some develish cantraip slight, 
Each in its cauld hand held a light.-- 
By which heroic Tam was able 
To note upon the haly table, 
A murders's banes in gibbet-airns; 
Twa span-lang, wee, unchristen'd bairns; 
A thief, new-cutted frae a rope, 
Wi' his last gasp his gab did gape; 
Five tomahawks, wi blude red-rusted; 
Five scymitars, wi' murder crusted; 
A garter, which a babe had strangled; 
A knife, a father's throat had mangled, 
Whom his ain son o' life bereft, 
The gray hairs yet stack to the heft; 
Wi' mair o' horrible and awfu', 
Which even to name was be unlawfu'. 
Three lawyers' tongues, turn'd inside out, 
Wi' lies seam'd like a beggar's clout; 
Three priests' hearts, rotten, black as muck, 
Lay stinking, vile in every neuk. 

But to our tale:-- Ae market-night, 
Tam had got planted unco right; 
Fast by an ingle, bleezing finely, 
Wi' reaming swats, that drank divinely 
And at his elbow, Souter Johnny, 
His ancient, trusty, drouthy crony; 
Tam lo'ed him like a vera brither-- 
They had been fou for weeks thegither! 
The night drave on wi' sangs and clatter 
And ay the ale was growing better: 
The landlady and Tam grew gracious, 
wi' favours secret,sweet and precious 
The Souter tauld his queerest stories; 
The landlord's laugh was ready chorus: 
The storm without might rair and rustle, 
Tam did na mind the storm a whistle. 
Care, mad to see a man sae happy, 
E'en drown'd himsel' amang the nappy! 
As bees flee hame wi' lades o' treasure, 
The minutes wing'd their way wi' pleasure: 
Kings may be blest, but Tam was glorious. 
O'er a' the ills o' life victorious! 
But pleasures are like poppies spread, 
You sieze the flower, its bloom is shed; 
Or like the snow falls in the river, 
A moment white--then melts for ever; 
Or like the borealis race, 
That flit ere you can point their place; 
Or like the rainbow's lovely form 
Evanishing amid the storm.-- 
Nae man can tether time or tide; 
The hour approaches Tam maun ride; 
That hour, o' night's black arch the key-stane, 
That dreary hour he mounts his beast in; 
And sic a night he taks the road in 
As ne'er poor sinner was abroad in. 
The wind blew as 'twad blawn its last; 
The rattling showers rose on the blast; 
The speedy gleams the darkness swallow'd 
Loud, deep, and lang, the thunder bellow'd: 
That night, a child might understand, 
The Deil had business on his hand. 
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To A Louse Address to a Haggis Address to the Deil 
Ha! whare ye gaun, ye crowlin 
ferlie! 
Your impudence protects you 
sairly: 
I canna say but ye strunt rarely, 
Owre gauze and lace; 
Tho' faith! I fear, ye dine but 
sparely 
On sic a place. 
 
Ye ugly, creepin, blastit wonner, 
Detested, shunn'd by saunt an' 
sinner, 
How dare ye set your fit upon 
her, 
Sae fine a lady! 
Gae somewhere else, and seek 
your dinner 
On some poor body. 
 
Now haud you there, ye're out o' 
sight, 
Below the fatt'rils, snug an' tight; 
Na, faith ye yet! ye'll no be right 
'Till ye've got on it, 
The vera tapmost, tow'ring 
height 
O' Miss's bonnet. 
 
O Jenny, dinna toss your head, 
An' set your beauties a' abread! 
Ye little ken what cursed speed 
The blastie's makin'! 
Thae winks and finger-ends, I 
dread, 
Are notice takin'! 
 
O wad some Pow'r the giftie gie 
us 
To see oursels as others see us! 
It wad frae mony a blunder free 
us, 
An' foolish notion! 
What airs in dress an' gait wad 
lea'e us, 
And ev'n devotion! 

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 worthy o' 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 you up wi ready slight, 
Trenching your gushing entrails 
bright, 
Like onie ditch; 
And then, O what a glorious 
sight, 
Warm-reekin, rich! 
 
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 

O thou! whatever title suit 
thee,— 
Auld Hornie, Satan, Nick, or 
Clootie! 
Wha in yon cavern, grim an' 
sootie, 
Clos'd under hatches, 
Spairges about the brunstane 
cootie 
To scaud poor wretches! 
 
Hear me, Auld Hangie, for a wee, 
An' let poor damned bodies be; 
I'm sure sma' pleasure it can gie, 
E'en to a deil, 
To skelp an' scaud poor dogs like 
me, 
An' hear us squeel! 
 
Great is thy pow'r, an' great thy 
fame; 
Far ken'd an' noted is thy name; 
An' tho' yon lowin heugh's thy 
hame, 
Thou travels far; 
An' faith! thou's neither lag nor 
lame, 
Nor blate nor scaur. 
 
Whyles, ranging like a roarin lion, 
For prey a' holes an' corners 
tryin; 
Whyles, on the strong-wing'd 
tempest flyin, 
Tirlin' the kirks; 
Whyles, in the human bosom 
pryin, 
Unseen thou lurks. 
 
I've heard my rev'rend graunie 
say, 
In lanely glens ye like to stray; 
Or whare auld ruin'd castles gray 
Nod to the moon, 
Ye fright the nightly wand'rer's 
way 
Wi' eldritch croon. 

 

 


