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John Anderson, my jo
Robert Burns (1759–1796) Harmonized by Max Vogrich (1852–1916)

�����
Your

�
�

��
were

��
locks

��

��
ac

��

��
�rst

��

�

�

��
quent,

��

��
Your��

��
ven,�
�

��
the

��

��
like

��

��
ra

�
�

��
der

��

��
my

��

��
son,

����� � �

�

�

��� � �
John1. 

��
An

��

��

��

��
we

��

		�
were

��



�


�

	
	

����
jo,

�
�

��
When

��
John,

��

��

��
are

��



�

	


�

��
like

��

��
Your��

��
John,

�

		
	

��
locks��

��

�

��
Yet,

��

��
snow,

��

��
the

��

�

�

��
was���

��
brow��

�
brent;��

�

�

��
bon��

		�

�

7

� �

�

�
nie��



�
		

�
�

��
brow

��
your


 ��
is

��
bald,

��

��
But

� 		��



now

��
An

��

��

��

��
der

��	
	

��
jo.

�
�

		 ��
John2. 

�� �

�

�

��
We�

��
my��

��
son,

��

��
John,�

��
jo,�
�

��
frost

��

��
your��

���
pow,

���

��
y��

��
bless

��

�

�

13

� �

� �

��
on

��

��
ings

��

��
der

�
�

��
An�
�

��
my

��

��
son,

��
John

��

� �� �

�
�
��



�

��
ane��

��
wi’��



�

��
ith��


��
an��

��
We’ve��

��
John,�
�

		

��
had��

		 ��
maun



�

��
tot

	 ��
ter

��
er.��

		�


�

��
Now

��
we




	

		

�

�

��
gith

��



�

��
to

��

�
er;

��

		

		


�

���
clamb

��

		

	
	

�

�

19

� �

� �


�

��
hill

��

��
the

��



�

��
cant

��

��
ie �a

��

��
day,

�
�

��
y

��

� ���

�

��
And

�
�

mon

��

�
più adagio

�
John

��

�
foot,

���

���

�
�

� ����
at

��

��
er

��

��
the

��

	

	
	

��
jo.

�
�

	��
der

�
�

��
An

�
�

��
my

��

��
son,

��

��
in

��



�

	
	

��
we’ll

��


�

��
hand

��

��
down,

�

��
John,

�

�

�

26

� �

� �

��
hand��

		��
But��

�

��
sleep

��

��
we’ll

��



�



��
gith

��

��
to

��

�

�

��
go,

�� ��



�


�

And

��


