
 

 

A BAIRN’S BLISSIN  
Tune: Ae Fond Kiss (CH4 786) 
 

Lord o life, ye hear us praisin; 
The gift o life we fin amazin; 
Joy wi’in our herts ye’r raisin; 
Bliss this bairn an keep him* safe. 
 
Bliss this bairn wha’s nou presentit; 
Haud him*, frae aa skaith preventit; 
Keep his* parents weel contentit; 
Mak this faim’lie aa yer ain. 

 
 
                                                                              Andrew Muirhead 
 
                                             
* or ‘her’ 



A CHRYSTIT BAIRN

Wee unchrystit bairn
brocht tae the sanctuar,
happed in a braw white goun.
Gíe’d tae the mínister,
haundit tae him bi a
faither fair forfochten.
Thair, expertlie cradled,
watter an solemn wurds
ar used; auld wurds,
sweet i their simplicitie.
“I baptise thee in the name
of the Father, and of the Son,
and of the Holy Ghost.”
“Membership of the Holy
Catholic Church.”  “The Lord
bless thee and keep thee.”
Wi practised haund, mither,
smilin yit serious, taks her
weel beluvit son back tae her
airms.  In the pew, grannie
dabs at her een wi a hankie.
Granpa?  Blawin awà at his
neb! Ither fowk disappointit
because … weel, because the
wean didna greet at aa!
Mínister; solemnitie o cassock
an goun, representin the Kirk.
Faither, mither, an the bairn?
A precious … a maist precious
Tarntie.
Wee unchrystit bairn,
brocht tae the sanctuar,
happed in a braw white goun.
Happed in love bi the hail
congregâtion.

Bill MacMillan







“Jesus did monie things  forbyes thir - sae monie at, gin they war aa written doun, 

ane an ane, I dout the haill warld wadna haud aa the buiks at buid be written” 
(John 21.25 - Lorimer) 
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