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Primary 6 Scottish Poems

To celebrate Robert Burns day, we are learning about and performing Scottish poems. Choose one from this sheet to learn. As we are working on developing expression when reading and using our voice effectively in drama, our goal will be to perform dramatic readings. You will have a choice whether to recite the poem together with classmates, with a partner or as a solo performer. Solo performers will have an opportunity to put themselves forward for the Scots Poetry Prize. Performances will take place on the week  beginning Monday 3rd February.

A Dug, A Dug (Hot)

Hey, daddy, wid yi get us a dug?
A big broon alsatian? Ur a wee white pug,
Ur a skinny wee terrier ur a big fat bull.
Aw, daddy. Get us a dug. Wull ye?        

N whose dug’ll it be when it durties the flerr?
and pees’n the carpet, and messes the sterr?
It’s me ur yur mammy’ll be taen fur a mug.
Away oot an play. Yur no needin a dug.

Bit, daddy! Thur gien thum away
doon therr at the RSPCA.
Yu’ll get wan fur nothing so ye wull.
Aw, daddy. Get us a dug. Wull ye?        

Doon therr at the RSPCA!
Dae ye hink ah’ve goat nothing else tae dae
bit get you a dug that ah’ll huftae mind?
Yur no needin a dug. Ye urny blind!       

Bit, daddy, thur rerr fur guardin the hoose
an thur better’n cats fur catchin a moose,
an wee Danny’s dug gies is barra a pull.
Aw, hey daddy. Get us a dug. Wull ye? 

Dae ye hear im? Oan aboot dugs again?
Ah hink that yin’s goat dugsn the brain.
Ah know whit ye’ll get; a skiten the lug
if ah hear any merr aboot this bliddy dug.         

Bit, daddy, it widnae be dear tae keep
N ah’d make it a basket fur it tae sleep
N ah’d take it fur runs away orr the hull.
Aw, daddy. Get us a dug. Wull ye?        

Ah don’t hink thur’s ever been emdy like you.
Ye could wheedle the twist oot a flaming coarkscrew.
Noo get doon aff mah neck. Ah don’t want a hug.
Awright. That’s anuff. Ah’ll get ye a dug.

Aw, daddy! A dug! A dug! 

Bill Keys
The Puddock (Mild)

A puddock sat by the lochan's brim, 
An' he thocht there was never a puddock like him. 
He sat on his hurdies, he waggled his legs, 
An' cockit his heid as he glowered throu' the seggs. 
The bigsy wee cratur' was feelin' that prood, 
He gapit his mou' an' he croakit oot lood: 
"Gin ye'd a' like tae see a richt puddock," quo' he, 
"Ye'll never, I'll sweer, get a better nor me. 

I've fem'lies an' wives an' a weel-plenished hame, 
Wi' drink for my thrapple an' meat for my wame. 
The lasses aye thocht me a fine strappin' chiel, 
An' I ken I'm a rale bonny singer as weel. 
I'm nae gaun tae blaw, but th' truth I maun tell-
I believe I'm the verra MacPuddock himsel'." ... 

A heron was hungry an' needin' tae sup, 
Sae he nabbit th' puddock and gollup't him up; 
Syne runkled his feathers: "A peer thing," quo' he, 
"But - puddocks is nae fat they eesed tae be." 

John M. Caie



TOP TIPS!

· Introduce yourself and the poem
· Practise without the words
· Watch videos of others performing to see how they do it
· Use props or actions to help keep the audience engaged
O Jeany, dinna toss your head,
An' set your beauties a' abread!
Ye little ken what cursed speed
The blastie's makin:
Thae winks an' finger-ends, I dread,
Are notice takin.

O wad some Power the giftie gie us
To see oursels as ithers see us!
It wad frae mony a blunder free us,
An' foolish notion:
What airs in dress an' gait wad lea'e us,
An' ev'n devotion!

Robert Burns
To A Louse (Spicy)

Ha! whaur 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 daur ye set your fit upon her-
Sae fine a lady?
Gae somewhere else and seek your dinner
On some poor body.

Swith! in some beggar's haffet squattle;
There ye may creep, and sprawl, and sprattle,
Wi' ither kindred, jumping cattle,
In shoals and nations;
Whaur horn nor bane ne'er daur unsettle
Your thick plantations.

Now haud you there, ye're out o' sight,
Below the fatt'rels, snug and tight;
Na, faith ye yet! ye'll no be right,
Till ye've got on it-
The verra tapmost, tow'rin height
O' Miss' bonnet.

My sooth! right bauld ye set your nose out,
As plump an' grey as ony groset:
O for some rank, mercurial rozet,
Or fell, red smeddum,
I'd gie you sic a hearty dose o't,
Wad dress your droddum.

I wad na been surpris'd to spy
You on an auld wife's flainen toy;
Or aiblins some bit dubbie boy,
On's wyliecoat;
But Miss' fine Lunardi! fye!
How daur ye do't?


