
i..:.11:-$'\
i::+

:-i:::::::=

..:,:::a::,:,:::::=

:;::t:;::t:::;z

a1,1

\-,/

UF
,

lJ.-{
tsi
Hai

4z

E
E

 
, 

*E
 

>
.-a

qiE
 ?n ais *t! u- s tiiE

 
E

 iB
 

E

tr i53s 5s6sE
 3 fi 

g $gE
 g9E

3g 5 s

f 
z 

e-
^.,29 

a.l 
*t 

,i 
Z

V
!.5S

.E
t"iiE

 a 
edx

-E
I:;a;if€+

*tiais?
E

,5E
E

E
#S

S
S

E
E

S
gsE

E
rE

5

o{H
,rg,s.e f,*gi*lsE

;eo; 
q,,f,

, risjfl i33;egsfE
 

E
 ii$E

iigs3s 
F

n

-E
 rt 

-c.
sr E

 E
s 

n * 
u 

'" i 
. 

q 
E

E
-€.,,<

E
 *!:fi$ 

gl?;es 
E

 4,
^E

,l d€if ,{=
?**iE

E
S

7?.E
iE

€ s;'-ir -
s ir S

jss $i $g j 3 $ iigs 
s ssi s3; i33i



B
E

IE
I fE

 {iI 
iF

3iE
 [E

 i 
tsE

E
iigs tiIB

nt if,!
#aE

zE
2:E

## E
:E

iE
;E

i 'ti€+
E

E
E

 gglflj E
i+

:
sgigF

;?ti* igsisti: i;f*q;lt ?sE
iE

''t"+
f

i.rF
ri;,=

=
;,. ;3!etistr fgitt:;i tiis*;E

ti
rti; [?E

E
iit 3fllE

 :rfit H
5B

E
rE

E
E

 $iit{:!l'-
saE

E
;suE

E
ti E

E
fi i,-c;E

 :tE
tiiii ri=

E
t;s*;=

i1{ fl!.'s; gE
 i;xjg#f;t :;i! is#ia 

E
 ;frf; *E

:;i
;*tlg:$;;is !IE

;rE
}rE

 E
iiE

H
!?3E

 E
?E

gE
flE

iji
i# i:[;:ialE

 3;ie s*E
 ;E

 * *i: g;i=
i r f!f;;: +

=
s

E
3gltis#$,i IE

 'E
E

!E
 fE

 IE
E

E
n;E

*, iltE
i{E

1:g

?.96E
 

9 b-E
d 

H
i 

"
-oroc
F

 
o.,=

 o
- 

Q
 /i=

s 
,^33

e 
E

 
fA

; 
{

A
 

E
 

5g€ saH
E

 
, 

* 
a 

co>
E

 
lE

a
-o 

o 
F

o z 
a E

 
E

3 
o -E

 
?E

F
"

z 
c e 

F
 

f 
i 

E
 i 

;i 
: 

S
 

fsf
=

 
I 

E
 

; 
o 

9 
-c 

6 
x 

a.a 
r 

;-l

o 
;E

 
J 

;2 
E

S
E

 
E

E
 q=

 
E

E
E

P
 

-B
 E

 
E

 A
 =

 
:' 

ni 
d; 

A
 ; 

.E
E

A
A

 
*! 

i 
; 

i 
E

E
s 

?; 
i 

E
* 

-*E
r 

5 
l- 

E
 

H
 

E
a !: 

in 
., 

:1 -tr 
k 

x X
 

<
 E

 E
\c€ 

i€F
 

# E
 

iirF
'ng 

E
[E

"rE
i;

3 e 
) 

E
 ; I I 

x 
&

 H
 I e s 

.E
 E

gt 'cf
&

F
,f &

 $€H
$ 6 

"q sgE
i 

?E
pg 

.
".s=

 &
F

€E
F

 u 
i t6 E

=
 

Y
.'frE

b 
u

'E
\

,: 
€ 9F

<
c 

7 
fi 

;.*F
E

.g 
E

 
E

 
:E

 U
IJ.S

ctA
a

(i
dli!!
trE

ttr
oA

-o<
(

v)tnE
t!



Four Scottish Folksongs

The Banner of Buccteuch* (a song that sounds like a tale of a heroic battle, but is in fact about little
village that takes its soccer matches very seriously)

1. From the brown crest of Newark its summons extending,
Our signal is waving in smoke and in flame;
And each forester bljthe, from his mountain descending,
Bounds light o'er the heather to join in the game.

Then up with the banner, let forest winds fan her,
She has blazed over Ettrick eight ages and more;
ln sport we'll attend her, in battle defend her
With heart and with hand, like our fathers of yore.

2. When the southern invader spread waste and disorder,
At the glance of her crescents he paused and withdrew;
For around them were marshaled the pride of the border,
The flowers of the Forest, the bands of Buccleuch.
A stripling's weak hand to our revel has borne her,
No mail glove has grasped her, no spearmen surround;
But ere a bold foeman should scathe or should scorn her,
A thousand true hearts would be cold on the ground.

3. And when it is over, we'lldrink a blithe measure,
To each laird and each lady that witnessed our fun,
And to every blithe heart that took part in our pleasure,

To lads that have lost, and the lads that have won.
May the forest stillflourish, both borough and landward,
From the hall of the peer to the herd's inglenook;
And huzza! My brave hearts, for Buccleuch and his standard,
For the King and the Country, the Clan and the Duke.

- Walter Scott (1771-1832)

' *Buccleuch is a hamlet in the Scottish Borders area of Scotland. The Buccleuch name comes from 'Buck
Cleugh' which is a little to the east of the hamlet which was the original dwelling place of the family of
Sir Walter Scott.

Ye shepherds of this pleasant vale

1. Ye shepherds of this pleasant vale, where Yarrow* glides along,
forsake your rural toils and join in my triumphant song!
She grants, she yields one heavenly smile, atones her long delays,
one happy minute crown the pains of many suffering days.

2. Take, take whatever of bliss or joy you fondly fancy mine;
whatever of joy or bliss I boast, love renders wholly thine.
The woods struck up to the soft gale, the leaves were seen to move,
the feathered choir resumed their voice, and music filled the grove.

--William Hamilton (1655-1751)

*The Yarrow Water is a river in the Borders in the south east of Scotland. lt is a tributary of the Ettrick
Water and renowned for its high quality trout and salmon fishing.



Duncan Gray

Text
1. Duncan Gray cam here to woo
(Ha, ha, the wooing o't!)
On blythe Yule-Night when we were fou
Maggie coost her head fu'high,
Look'd asklent and unco skeigh,
Gart poor Duncan stand abeigh -

2. Duncan fleech'd, and Duncan pray'd
Meg was deaf as Ailsa Craig

Duncan sigh'd baith out and in,
Grat his een baith bleer't an' blin',
Spak o' lowpin o'er a linn -

3. Time and Chance are but a tide
Slighted love is sair to bide
' Shall I like a fool,'quoth he,

' For a haughty hizzie die?
She may gae to - France for me! -

4. How it comes, let doctors tell
Meg grew sick, as he grew hale
Something in her bosom wrings,
For relief a sigh she brings,
And O! her een they spak sic things! -

5. Duncan was a lad o' grace

Maggie was a piteous case

Duncan could na be her death,
Swelling pity smoor'd his wrath;
Now they're crouse and canty baith -

Translation
Duncan Gray came here to woo
(Ha, ha, the wooing of it!)
On blithe Christmas Eve when we were full
Maggie cast her head full high,
Looked askance and very skittish,
Made poor Duncan standoff -

Duncan wheedled, and Duncan prayed

Meg was deaf as Ailsa Craig (a rocky island)
Duncan sighed both out and in,
Wept his eyes both bleary and blind,
Spoke of leaping over a waterfall -

Time and Chance are but a tide
Slighted love is sore to endure
'Shall I like a fool,'said he,

' For a haughty hussy die?
She may go to - France for me!'

How it comes, let doctors tell
Meg grew sick, as he grew hale
Something in her bosom wrings,
For relief a sigh she brings,
And O! her eyes they speak such things! -

Duncan was a lad of grace

Maggie was a piteous case

Duncan could not be her death,
Swelling pity smothered his wrath;
Now they're proud and jolly both

-Robert Burns (1759 -t7961



Auld Lang Syne

Text Translation
1 Should auld acquaintance be forgot, Should old acquaintance be forgot,
and never brought to mind? and never brought to mind ?

Should auld acquaintance be forgot, Should old acquaintance be forgot,
and auld lang syne and old lang syne ?

For auld lang syne, my dear, For auld lang syne, my dear,
for auld lang syne, for auld lang syne,
we'll tak a cup o' kindness yet, we'll take a cup of kindness yet,
for auld lang syne. for auld lang syne.

2. We twa hae run about the braes, We two have run about the slopes,
and pu'd the gowans fine ; and picked the daisies fine ;
But we've wande/d mony a weary fit, But we've wandered many a weary foot,
sin auld lang syne. since auld lang syne.

3. We twa hae paidl'd i'the burn, We two have paddled in the stream,
frae morning sun tilldine; from morning sun tilldiner;
But seas between us braid hae roa/d But seas between us broad have roared
sin auld lang syne. since auld lang syne.

4. And there's a hand, my trusty fiere ! And there's a hand my trusty friend !

and gie's a hand o'thine ! And give us a hand o' thine!
And we'll tak a right gude-willy waught, And we'll take a right good-will draught,
for auld lang syne. for auld lang syne.



Choral Fanatasy, Op.80

Text Translation
Schmeichelnd hold und lieblich klingen With grace, charm and sweet sounds
unsres Lebens Harmonien, The harmonies of our life,
und dem Schdnheitssinn entschwingen And the sense of beauty engenders
Blumen sich, die ewig bliihn. The flowers which eternally bloom.
Fried und Freude gleiten freundlich Peace and joy advancing in perfect accord,
wie der wellen wechselspiel. Like the alternating play of the waves;
was sich dringte rauh und feindlich, All harsh and hostile elements
ordnet sich zu Hochgeftihl. Render to a sublime sentiment.

Wenn der Tone Zauber walten
und des Wortes Weihe spricht,
muss sich Herrliches gestalten,
Nacht und Stiirme werden Licht.
Auss're Ruhe, inn're Wonne
herrschen fiir den Gltlcklichen.
Doch der Klinste Frtihlingssonne
l6sst aus beiden Licht entstehn.

GroBes, das ins Herz gedrungen,
blUht dann neu und sch6n empor.
Hat ein Geist sich aufgeschwungen,
hallt ihm stets ein Geisterchor.
Nehmt denn hin, ihr sch6nen Seelen,
froh die Gaben schdner Kunst:
Wenn sich Lieb und Kraft vermdhlen,
lohnt den Menschen G<ittergunst.

When the magic sounds reign
And the sacred word is spoken,
That strongly engender the wonderful,
The night and the tempest divert light,
Calm without, profound joy within,
Awaiting the great hour.
Meanwhile, the spring sun and art
Bathe in the light.

Something great into the heart
Blooms anew when in all its beauty,
Which spirit taken flight,
And all a choir of spirits resounds in response.
Accept then, oh you beautiful spirits
Joyously of the gifts of art.
When love and strength are united,
The favour of God rewards Man.


