1in efternin I took ® well:, frae Beith doon tee the Den,

Tw'es there 1 spent some bhappy days, but it's many yewrs since then,
The place it's meist deserted noo, there's jist a hopse or twa B
The Office and the store are doon, an they hinna left e raw.

I dounert up the rosd e wee, en stood en lucket roon,

I couléne see s soul sboot, mor could I here = soon,

An C' the den is gey sair chinged, frae the dex thet I hee sSeen, _
When the pite wer: geun, snd the VWee Flit Bsun, en = Senior Pitbe Tesm.

The hoose thet Jeck built's stimnin yet, tut moo it is the Couy
Toe wee shop thst Allen kept ie doon long, long ego, i

The big Lewn's gone an the Cobbler's Shop, and Granny Welkers Work,
dn the Wee Skill Hew it's don in aew, that stood fornent the Eirk.

The duld Hoose is stinnin yet, we kent it best by Pug's,
But there's no ¢ buddy rinnin noo, wi bottles or wi jugs,
For poo it'e lost the licence, end there's mo a drop eve,
Though miny a bottle bas been selt, thro' the wee hole in the Wa.

'Up on the Enowe st lest I climed, and stood an luckit room,

On the Meedow-Heid, the Maulside, snd the dear euld Boolin .Ureen,
Then I turned roon the ither way, en see the seme auld achill,
but there's no e wein gaun tue it noo, an ew the place imatill.

When we were cellans at the schill, en got oor holideys,
We ran aboot the heather mese, or ur roon Hebbi'e Brees.
in in Bumbo we'd hee @ dook, or up some bing wid sclim,
Then hungry we wid burry heme, an doon Cullhil]l Wid rén.

They bappy days, bave guun lang syne, we'er no Sae young ye ken,
¥hen pest oor saxtieth milestone, we'er nesrin journey's end,

dn noo am feelin kinde etiff, bit I wes soople then,

¥hen I played Fitba on the Be'Alley, wae ths cellants O the Dem.

Of the Old Folk 1 remmeber, like the houses, now all gone,

With their weird snd wondercus nickmemes, 8till their memory lingers oa,
There was Stulty Bell and Fish Kate, Laddelty and Lum, :

The Cobbler, The Butcher, The Sgilor end Pug Toung.

There was Tem the warmer CooCoo, Flutfy Deans.gnd Tam the Baker, -
duld Courie and the Bummer, now all Gone to theii Maker

ind as 1 stand at the Cornmer, e I do now and them,

It mekes me very proud to mey, I wes born in ths DEN.




