OJA IHOTINAHACKOMY IMYVAUHTY
XAITHC

B Tebe a cnasnmo koManaupa

Bceex 1y aMHros ropsiuMx Mupa, -
Mory4uii Xarruc, noJiHbli )upa

U tpebyxu.

CTtpody, MoKa MHe CITY)KHT JTMpa,

Tebe cTuxu.

JoponaHslii, IOTHBIH, KPYTODOKHI,
Tbl BLICHULILCS, KAK XOJIM JaJICKHI,
A oz Toboii moaHOC MHPOKHI
YyTb HE TPEILHT.

Ho xak TBOM nacKaroT COKH

Hamw anmeryr!

C nonei BepHYBLIKUCH, 3eMIepo0bI,
Coiinace BOKpYT TBO€H 0co0bl,
Tebs NPOBOPHO PEKYT, 4TOOHI
Bechb xap u nbun

Troeii apiMsIelicsa yTpoObI

Ha Mur He cTbLL.

Teneps LOHOCHTCA 10 CITyXa

CTyk JOXKeEK, 3BAKAIOLHUX TIYXO.
Korpa x nioTHee cTaHeT OproXo,
Yem Oapaban,

CTapHK, MOJIICh, TY/INT, KaK MyXa,
OT MUIIM NbSH.

ITycTe TOT, KTO JTFOOMT CTOJ
(panLy3cKuil

Pary u Besikue 3aKyCcKd

(XoTs 0T 3TaKkoil HArpy3KH

M cBuHbAM Bpen),

C npe3peHbeM LLYPUT Ii1a3 CBOM y3KHi
Ha nam oben.

Ho - 6eaHblii mryT! - OT nUM xKankoi
Ero Hora He ToJIe NManku,

A BMECTO MYCKYJIOB - MOYAIIKH,
Kynak - opex.

B 6010, B ropayeit nepenanke

OH c3a/11 Beex.

A TOT, KOMY Thl CJIYKUUIb MTHLIEH,
CorHer NOAKOBY B Ky/la4HIlIe.
Koraa # B Tako# pyke 3acBHILET
CranbHOH KNHHOK, -

Bpara ynocsr Ha kianduue

bes pyk, 0e3 Hor.

Mounto s [Ipombicen HeOeCHBII:

H B OynHMii 1eHb H B IeHB BOCKPECHBIiH
Ham ne namait noxne6ku npecHoii,

Aeu Ham Gnaroctsb

H nucnouin ponHoii, uyaecHsli,
[Nopsunid Xarruc!

TO A HAGGIS
Burns Original

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 wordy of a grace

As lang's my arm.

The groaning trencher there ye fill,
Your hudies 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 ye up wi' ready slight,
Trenching your gushing entrails bright,
Like onie ditch;

And then, O what a glorious sight,
Warm-reeking, rich!

Then horn for horn, they stretch an'
strive:

Deil tak the hindmost, on they drive,
Till a' their weel-swall'd kytes belyve
Are bent like drums;

Then auld Guidman, maist like to rive,
'Bethankit!" hums.

Is there that owre his French ragout,
Or olio that wad staw a sow,

Or fricassee wad mak her spew

Wi perfect scunner,

Looks down wi' sneering, scornfu’ view
On sic a dinner?

Poor devil! see him owre his trash,
As fecl;ess as a wither'd rash,

His spindle shank a guid whip-lash,
His nieve a nit;

Tho' bluidy flood or field to dash,
O how unfit.

But mark the Rustic, haggis-fed,

The trembling earth resounds his tread,
Clap in his walie nieve a blade,

He'll make it whistle;

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 gratfu' prayer,

Gie her a Haggis!

Standard English Translation

Fair full your honest, jolly face,
Great chieftain of the sausage race!
Above them all you take your place,
Stomach. tripe, or intestines:

Well are you worthy of a grace

As long as my arm.

The groaning trencher there you fill,
Your buttocks like a distant hill,

Your pin would help to mend a mill

In time of need,

While through your pores the dews distill
Like amber bead.

His knife see rustic Labour wipe,

And cut you up with ready slight,
Trenching your gushing entrails bright,
Like any ditch;

And then, O what a glorious sight,
Warm steaming, rich!

Then spoon for spoon, the stretch and strive:

Devil take the hindmost, on they drive,
Till all their well swollen bellies by-and-by
Are bent like drums;

Then old Master of the house, most like to
burst,

"The grace!" hums.

[s there that over his French ragout,

Or olio that would sicken a sow,

Or fricassee would make her throw-up
With perfect disgust,

Looks down with sneering, scornful view
On such a dinner?

Poor devil! see him over his trash,

As feeble as a withered rush,

His thin legs a good whip-lash,

His fist a nut;

Through bloody flood or field to dash,
O how unfit.

But mark the Rustic, haggis-fed,

The trembling earth resounds his tread,
Clap in his ample fist a blade,

He will make it whistle;

And legs, and arms, and heads will crop
Like tops of thistle.

You powers, who make mankind your care,
And dish them out their bill of fare,
Old Scotland want no watery ware,
That splashes in small wooden dishes;
But is you wish her grateful prayer,
Give her a Haggis!



