A VOODOO FOR MISS MAVERICK

by Sandy Thomas Ross

I dinna like Miss Maverick
This cushion's for her heid
I'm jumpin aw ma weicht on it
And noo Miss Maverick's deid. 

Ye're deid, ye're deid, Miss Maverick
And never mair ye'll say
I dance like a hird o Ayrshire kye
On a mercat day. 

I'll pit ye ablaw the sofa
Ye're deid and yirdit baith
An never mair ye'll miscaw me - 
Ye've drawn yer hindmaist braith. 
