A Red, Red Rose

This is the first verse of a song by Robert Burns, Scotland’s National Poet,
written in phonemic script. Can you read it aloud? Write it down in Roman
script.

imat Iav 1z laik & red red revz/  ____ _ e _

/6ats nju:lt spran n dzu:n/ — o g e

Imat Iav 1z latk da melady/

/Gats swi:tlr plerd 1n tju:n/ o " S— "

Robert Burns uses some Scots words which are different from English words, and
some old words that we don’t use any more. Match the Scots words and the old
words on the left with the modern English words on the right. Two of the words
have a similar modern English meaning.

fair

are
art

you
thou

pretty
bonnie

go (become)
lass

girl
gang

farewell
fare-thee-weel

though
al

all
wi’

it were (it was)
0!

with
tho'

of
‘twere
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O my Luve's like a red, red rose,
As fair art thou, my bonnie lass,
O my Luve's like the melodie,
That's sweetly play'd in tune.
That's newly sprung in June:

And I will luve thee still, my dear,
Till @' the seas gang dry, my dear,
And the rocks melt wi' the sun;
Till @' the seas gang dry.

So deep in luve am I;

While the sands o' life shall run.
And fare-thee-weel, a while!

And I will luve thee still, my dear,
And fare-thee-weel, my only Luve!

Tho' 'twere ten thousand mile!

And I will come again, my Luve,
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