
Dusking Poem 

 

Bring your sticks and bring your 
bells  
This Season of the Dead 
We’ve come to dance the Dusking  
And we’ll put the year to bed  

Bring your sticks and bring your 
bells  
Foot up, and hands around! 
We’ve come to dance the Dusking  
And we’ll dance the old sun down 
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