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                  “Ma
       daddy turns him tae the sky
   

                  And cries on me tae see
   

                  They shiftin’ beams that dance oot-by
   

                  And fleg the he’rt o’ me.”
   

                  “Laddie, the North is a’ a-lowe
   

                  Wi’ fires o’ siller green,
   

                  The stars are dairk owre Windyknowe
   

                  That were sae bricht the streen,
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                  “The lift is fu’ o’ wings o’ licht
   

                  Risin’ an’ deein’ doon——”
   

                  “Rax ye yer airm and haud it ticht
   

                  Aboot yer little loon,
   

                  For oh! the North’s an eerie land
   

                  And eerie voices blaw
   

                  Frae whaur the ghaists o’ deid men stand
   

                  Wi’ their feet amangst the snaw;
   

               

               
                  And owre their heids the midnicht sun
   

                  Hangs like a croon o’ flame,
   

                  It’s i’ the North yon licht’s begun
   

                  An’ I’m fear’d that it’s the same!
   

                  Haud ye me ticht! Oh, div ye ken
   

                  Gin sic-like things can be
   

                  That’s past the sicht o’ muckle men
   

                  And nane but bairns can see?”
   

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            WHEN MYSIE GAED UP THE STAIR
   

         

         
            
               
                  Nae
       mair the dusty mill-hoose hums,
   

                  The smiddy’s toom and hame’s the miller,
   

                  Abune the reek o’ kirkton lums
   

                  The young mune’s like a threid o’ siller;
   

                  But through the Bonnie Bush’s door
   

                  Ye’ll hear a soond that sets ye thinkin’
   

                  And weel-kent steps across the floor
   

                  And sangs an’ freends an’ glasses clinkin’——
   

                  The mune will sune be sinkin’ and hae nae tales tae bear,
   

                  Sae haste ye awa wi’ me, Jock, for Mysie’s gaen up the stair!
   

               

               
                  We’ll slip alang tae whaur ye ken
   

                  Afore this cannie gloamin’ passes,
   

                  And aince amang oor fellow men
   

                  The deil may tak’ baith wives and lasses;
   

                  The stars will drap ayont the hill
   

                  An’ Charlewayne turn tapsalteerie,
   

                  Fu’ mony a lad hae got his fill
   

                  And gane his gait or we be weary;
   

                  An’ tho’ the mom be eerie, it’s little for that we’ll care,
   

                  Nae billies like you an’ me, Jock, since Mysie gaed up the stair!
   

               

               
                  And when we hear the crawin’ cock
   

                  And a’ the eastern airt is clearin’
   

                  Ye’ll no desairt a neebour, Jock,
   

                  An’ syne ye’ll tak’ a haund at steerin’
   

                  We’ll dae oor best tae breist the brae
   

                  Afore yon fleerin’
            2
          sun has keekit
   

                  Tae watch us tak’ oor hameward way
   

                  And maybe miss it when we seek it.
   

                  And though ma door be steekit, I ken that ye’ll land me there—
   

                  But haste ye awa an’ flee, Jock, when Mysie comes doon the stair!
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