My Ain Countrie
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(supplied by Rhoda Wilson - found handwritten among the personal effects of William Wilson, Mark and Graeme Thompson’s grandfather, after his death in 1982)
A am far frae ma hame an A’m weary aftenwhiles

For tha lang’d-fer hamebringin’ and ma Faither’s welcome smiles

An A’ll ne’er be fu’ content, aye until ma een dae see

Tha gowden gates o’ Heaven, an’ ma ain countrie.

Tha earth is fleck’d w’ floo-ers, mony tinted, bricht an’ gay

Tha birdies warbles blithely, fer ma Faither made thaim sae

But these sichts an’ these souns wull as naethin be tae me

Whun A hear tha angels singin’ in my ain countrie

A hae His guid word o promise that some glaidsome day tha King

Tae His ain royal palace His banished hame will bring

Aye wi’ een an wi hairt rinnin owre we shall see

Tha King in aa His beautie in wor ain countrie

Ma sins they hae been mony, an’ ma sorrows hae been sair

But there they’ll niver vex me, nor be remember’d mair

Fer His bluid has made me white an His haun shall dry ma een

When He brings me hame at last tae my ain countrie

Sae little noo A ken o yon blessed bonnie place

A only ken it’s hame, whaur A shall see His face

It wad surely be eneuch, aye, fer iver mair tae be

In tha glorie o’ His presence in wor ain countrie

Like a wean tae its mither, a wee birdie tae its nest

I was fain be gangin’ noo untae ma Saviours breast

Fer He gaithers in his bosom witless worthless lambs like me

An carries thaim hissel tae His ain countrie

He is faithfu’ that has promised an He’ll surely come again

He’ll keep His tryst wi’ me, at whit hoor A dinnae ken

But He bids me still tae wait, aye an ready ay tae be

Tae gang at ony moment tae wor ain countrie

Sae A’m watchin’ aye an’ singin’ o ma hamelann as A wait

Fer tha sounin’ o’ His fitfa’, this side tha gowden gate

God gie His grace tae aa wha listens noo tae me

That we a’ micht gang wi’ glaidness tae wor ain countrie.

