
THE SCOTIAD 
Dico tibi verum, libertas optimum rerum 

Nunquam servili sub nexu, vivito fili 

 

PART 1 - LONGSHANKS 

 

POETICA 

 

My clarsach harp is polish'd, strung,  

I have a song that must be sung, 

Before me on the beechwood spread 

Pages of poets lang syne dead, 

Mix’d with the pickle, prick-sang shards 

Of mickle whistle binkie bards,  

With which my heartfelt eloquence  

Goes as a book of good sentence 

For those, if absent overseas, 

To dream frae Fife tae Hebrides, 

High haelan' peak, lush lullan' green  

The skinklan' lochs of silv’ry sheen – 

The fondest land of upmost thoughts  

Frae Maidenkirk to John o' Groats! 

  

 

 

 

 

Alexander III  

  

There was a Scot, a king no less! 

Steaming to meet his heart’s empress 

A wee bit drucken, his fine steed 

Goes galloping at daemon speed 

Skirting the coast through thick hailstone  

The King had almost reach’d Kinghorn, 

But barging through a wall of hedge  

His charger leapt from tall cliff’s edge 

& loup’d them both into the gloom 

& dragg'd them down to stony doom  

As Alexander smashed his head 

The good King of the Scots was dead, 

How all of Zetland wept for him,  

As Lammermuir grew dark & dim  

  

 

 

  

  

  

  



The Maid of Norway  

  

Of all the babes the king would bare 

But one survived to be his heir 

& she was barely three years old, 

Far overseas in Norway cold, 

& now the Scots must fetch her hame 

A ship despatch’d across the faem 

Steer’d by their captain, said to be 

The best sailor upon the sea, 

Sir Patrick Spence to Oslo then 

Sail’d with his crew of merry men 

Finding wee Margaret on the strand 

Escorted by a minstrel band 

Then set a sea-way back to Fife 

Back to his bairns & buxom wife  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Sir Patrick Spence 

  

But barely nine leagues ‘neath them passed 

When lightning sunder’d his topmast 

& in blew sic a deadly storm  

Fierce Kelpies in the water form  

Dragging sailors drowning under  

To the sound of gowling thunder,  

Horse-waves would swallow Scotland’s hope 

With sail & topmast, plank & rope,  

Whose little body, weeks or more, 

Wash’d up on Orkney’s rocky shore, 

This was national tragedy  

Fruit failing upon every tree,  

The state in great perplexity, 

Searching for Christ's sweet remedy! 

  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Scotch Politics 

  

 The grieving kingdom grew distraught,  

Scotland's auld crown by many sought,  

& squabbling nobles gather'd round  

A best solution  to be found, 

Clishmaclaver touch’d each angle 

Dinsome banter’s collieshangle, 

Til men suggest the Inglis king  

Should orchestrate their parleying,  

Despite the many tragic tayles 

Of Longshanks murdering through Wales  

A man so droothy for conquest,  

All there  would soon rue the request 

That in a red-seal’d scroll was sent 

To Edward & his parliament.  

  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Great Cause 

  

"Oor King met God beside Kinghorn  

Now all o’ Scotland weeps forlorn, 

For none of us the noo agree 

On who the Scottis King should be 

Comyn, Bruce, Balliol, Dunbar,  

All claimants to the throne them are,  

This has raised terrible debate - 

We ask thee to adjudicate 

For ye have always been good friend 

Of Alexander to the end,  

Ah Sawnie! When him Scotland led 

Oor land was rich in ale & bread  

But now him dead, from us does flee 

Oor wax & wine, oor game & glee!‛ 

  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The Betrayal Of Berwick 

 

Downing a tassie of red wine,  

Smirks Longshanks, "This 'Scotland' is mine!" 

& mounting armour'd Pisan steed  

March'd north to Berwick -on-the-Tweed, 

Where Scots stood on those thick walls stout 

Taunting Longshanks with stone & shout  

But damn’d Corspatrick of Dunbar 

Was waiting like the morning star  

Ready his own race to betray, 

An adder hiding in the brae,  

Like some agent of Trojan fate 

He slyly walked down  Marygate 

& sic wanchancy traitor is  

He rais’d the gate’s great portcullis 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Taking of Berwick  

 

Too late the sentry’s rais’d alarms 

In swarm’d the spike of Inglis arms 

Brave Longshanks, struck by battle's itch, 

Was first to cross the fortress ditch  

Storming the castle, all inside 

Then at the gallows crucified,  

Ten thousand slain in genocide 

& now ram -stam on the randan 

Swally wellies each Inglisman  

Who blootered climb turrets & spires  

To rip & shred the blue Saltires 

Then toss them down to wait ing fires, 

Saint Andrew yield’s to George’s cross, 

How Scotland quakes at Berwick's loss! 

  

  

  

  

 

 

 

 

 



The Scottish Response 

  

A priest named Bernard De Linton  

Had sprinted up from Mordington  

Sent messengers to noble seats 

‚Longshanks roams freely Berwick’s streets! 

& nobles should meet in counsel 

As soon as it is possible!‛ 

& so on Haddington converge  

Scottis elite, on them did urge 

De Linton, ‚Peaceful we should be 

Deadly bloodshed’s best remedy!‛ 

But being such a strappan race 

All swore that flapping is disgrace 

& so brave knights rode off to war  

Tween old Traprain & Berwick law.  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

 

  

  

The Battle of Dunbar 

  

Harken as distant trumpets shrill  

In notes prolong’d by wood & hill, 

The Inglis march up to Dunbar  

Where Comyn & his soldiers are, 

With courage resolute & keen 

To bar the Inglis they convene 

Upon the steep slopes of Spott Dod, 

There wait the fray & pray to God,  

 But being brave they were too few, 

Yet still to brutal combat flew,  

As dark red blood down Spott burn flows,  

Sic sense of desperation grows, 

So flees Comyn with Earl & Knight,  

In desperate & feather’d flight. 

  

  

  

  

  

  

 

 



 

Hailes Castle 

  

So many Scots yclad in chain, 

Stumbling aback old Longshanks train  

Marching his mighty martial line  

Asklent the winding river Tyne, 

Where to avoid the North Sea gales 

He passed a night in friendly Hailes,  

Heard ancient Formorian tayles 

Of Giants stood on Berwick Law  

& Traprain, they had fought a war  

With battleaxes in turn flung,  

& where they landed springs up sprung;  

These sangs a blind, old minstrel sung  

So well, he join’d the retinue, 

Or rather, he was ordered too. 

  

  

  

  

  

  

 

 

 

Longshanks  

  

With his long shanks did Inglis king  

Stride over Scotland murdering,  

His paranoia, tyranny,  

& sinister hostility  

Sent soldiers ravaging freely 

So savage in brutality, 

Rejoicing much in butchery,  

From door -to-door scraping their knives,  

Gudemen murder'd & rape -meat wives, 

Longshanks cares not if Scot survives 

& carried off beneath the moon 

The stone where sat the kings at Scone, 

Him fully triumph'd with his sword  

& now was Alban Overlord.  

  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

The Blind Minstrel  

  

With seasonal campaigning done, 

Longshanks lurches toward London,  

With autumn shortening the day  

Down Lanarkshire he made his way,  

Through yellow leaves & berry sprig,  

Beheld high tower’d Drumlannrigg, 

Where he was very well received, 

Being Scot's king by all believed, 

The feast was set, the wine flowed well, 

Blind minstrel sung a madrigal,  

Praising the land where he was born, 

King listening from makeshift throne,  

Lulled  by a muse-song sweetly styled, 

 ‚.ɯ"ÈÓÌËÖÕȮɯÚÖɯÚÛÌÙÕȮɯÚÖɯÞÐÓËȱ 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

ȱ+ÈÕËɯÖÍɯÉÙÖÞÕɯÏÌÈÛÏɯȫɯÚÏÈÎÎàɯÞÖÖËȮ 

Land of the mountain & the flood, 

Land of my sires, what mortal hand, 

Can e'er untie the filial band 

That knits me to thy rugged strand!" 

How no bly did that minstrel sing,  

Striking the liking of the King,  

"It seems ye savour your contree, 

But what of Scotland's history, 

What is this realm I have acquired!" 

By Alba's names are bards inspired 

& though his secret hatred fired  

Beside the hearth was tayle well told  

Of ancient saints & chieftains old. 

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

 



 

 

PART 2 – ALBA 

 

GAYTHELOS  

  

Ma’ lang syne sangs the noo begin, 

As Aeneas left Troy's ruin  

& Moses climb'd Mount Sinai,  

Saw wonders in a thund'rous sky,  

There lived a prince of Scythia, 

Wielder of sic a great power 

Nam’d Gaythelos, fam’d tall & fine, 

Descended from old Nimrod's line,  

Who had beat well the battledrum  

Before ill-fated Illium,  

Now Gaythelos strides Trojan sands 

Where gather'd are the Grecian bands, 

There boards a ship & leaves the shore, 

Strewn with the foosty wrack of war,  

  

  

  

 

 

 

 

 

Aegypt  

 

Gaythelos hoped his father’s crown 

But on returning to his town  

Being the cause of civil wars 

Men drove him from his native shores,  

To sail the histrionic breeze 

Across those ancient, wine -dark seas, 

Reaching the delta of the Nile 

Where lives the viscous crocodile 

& midst the bright Aegyptian race  

He fell in love with woman’s grace; 

She was Pharoe’s fairest daughter 

Perfumed peahen, dark-eyed Scotia, 

Them soon in marriage bound & blood  

As princes & princesses should! 

  

  

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Stone of Destiny 

  

As fates are fickle Pharoes die 

& peasants ancient lines deny 

Driving the nobles from Aegypt,  

Thus Gaythelos & Scotia slipp'd 

Out to the ocean's rolling space, 

Determin’d to find fertile place, 

Prows cutting waves, banners unfurl'd,  

Exploring regions of the world,  

As in the hold a slabstone glows, 

Carv'd from the tombs of old Pharoes, 

That Scotia brought upon a whim  

Deliver’d by dream-seraphim; 

Symbol of Scottis monarchy, 

Her sacred Stane of Destiny!  

  

  

  

 

 

 

 

 

The Scots in Spain 

  

They reach the islands of Cadiz, 

Says Gaythelos, "This garden is 

A paradise we must obtain  

Of dusky shores & em'rald main  

But many darkly swarming tribes,  

Whose chieftans pay no time for bribes 

Now banding warrior & steed, 

& march against th’alien creed 

To throw them from their golden shores,  

Assaults the hardy Scots oppose 

From all the enmity of Spain,  

Battle-to-battle cross the plain, 

Weeks turn to months, months turn to years  

& still the angry foe appears 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Exodus 

 

To keep a people proud & free 

Such is the price of liberty. 

But Scotia tires of war’s dark helm 

& wishing peaceful, prosperous realm  

Urges her husband oer the faem 

To find the tribe a better hame, 

This action Gaythelos agrees 

& builds a fleet for northern seas 

Boats tough enough for ice & snow 

The Stane of Destiny below! 

The Scots have now abandon’d Spain 

For emr’ald land of fertile rain 

Named after Scotia’s son, Hiber 

The island of Hiberia!  

  

  

  

  

 

 

 

 

 

Enter The Picts 

 

As Ireland’s fame spread cross the world 

The Pictish sails are soon unfurl’d, 

Ships furrowing without a pause  

To bring their tribe to Hiber's shores  

Where at the meeting of twa kings 

Found common ground in many things  

But as Ireland by Hiber won,  

That king suggested Albion,  

& so the Picts set sail once more, 

Intrepid nationhood of yore,  

With bonnie lasses as their wives 

Plucked from their quiet Irish lives  

To sew the seeds at Scotland’s dawn 

Their breed the first true Scottis born. 

  

  

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

King Fergus 

  

As when a lad loves his young wife  

The Picts are glad with this new life,  

Upon a quite delightful land,  

Untouch’d, unspoil’d, by human hand 

Where by steep sloping mountainsides 

Lush, bubbling springs begin their rides,  

Rushing through scenes so flush with green, 

A sweeter dream is seldom seen, 

So full of game, the mountain hare 

& capercaillie have no care, 

As from rich rivers, fresh lochs deep, 

Countless delicious salmon leap – 

Of these, & forests stuff’d with deer, 

King Fergus of the Scots did hear. 

  

  

  

  

 

 

 

 

The Scots Invade Britain  

 

Like music from a bardies’ pen 

How many hardy Scottis men  

Now sail  to Northern Albion,  

Where in a year his war was won, 

But amity on either side  

Would orchestrate the realm's divide;  

& as those trials of loodshed ceas’d 

Scots took the West, Picts packed the East 

& Fergus at the victor’s feast, 

As rampant as a lion's roar, 

Gave Scots their ancient, noble law 

Which til this day & evermore  

Explains why Scottis everywhere  

Are happiest honest & fair.  

  

  

  

  

  

 



 

 

 

 

 

Hadrian’s Wall 

  

O gem stone of a Western sea! 

Where two tribes dwell in with harmony,  

The painted Picts in wolfish knots  

Live side-by-side with gallant Scots 

A thousand years full peace they felt  

& even when the blonde-haired Celt 

Encroached upon their southern lands 

They met them with be friending hands  

But as day shines so come must night 

& all must meet the Roman might  

However hard their legion's tried,  

With Pict & Scot & Celt allied,  

They flung back Rome thro art of war,  

Her ancient liberties restore 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

A Tense Telling 

 

These words chill'd Longshanks to the bone 

& left him squirming on his throne,  

& tho singing in innocence  

The blind bard sens’d the room was tense 

‚Shall I go on?‛ the minstrel mused 

This left King Edward quite confused  

Was this minstrel impertinent?  

But though Longshanks full arrogant  

& many Cymric bards had slain  

To quell the Welshmen’s warring strain 

This Scottis bard, though he was blind, 

Painted such pictures in his mind  

That much enthrall’d by poet’s spell 

He said, ‚Go on, more tayles pray tell.‛ 

   

  

  

  

  



  

 

 

 

  

Conquest of the Picts 

  

King Kennith rushes to the fray,  

Fought seven battles in one day, 

& with great heave took Camelon  

& soon, at last, the war was won, 

Picts at the points of many spears, 

Wept as their nation disappears, 

Absorbed into the Scottis race 

Their language dies with bare a trace, 

No more shall reign a Pictish king,  

As each midsimmer minstrels sing  

Of Cailtram, Tagalad, Nechtan, 

& Aedan Filius Gabran,  

Of Mordlech, Galaam, Canaltmel  

& other kings as bards do tell. 

  

  

  

  

 

 

 

 

The Vikings  

  

As now the Alban chieftains merge  

& Scotland forms on Europe’s verge 

Oor first true foe the wild Viking  

Who gutty with his plundering,  

Scourges the coast from Clyde to Tyne, 

Through Orkney to the Highland line  

Bezerkers howl’d, blood eagles rose, 

Lungs ruptured forth for hungry crows,  

This was the high tide of the Norse, 

Sic fierce & famous fighting force, 

Now mellowing on new -found farms  

Preferring plough to war’s alarms 

For in men’s hearts His spirit dwells 

As written in the book of Kells.  

  

  

  

  

  



 

 

 

 

Malcolm Canmore  

  

Praise Malcolm! Who gained Cumbria  

& drove the Dane back in terror,  

Remember Duncan! Who one night 

Was ever robbed of his birthright,  

By Uncle Macbeth & a knife, 

Bringing on Scotland riving strife,  

The murder challenged by MacDuff,  

Of blood no man could have enough 

Til Malclom Cranmore, underking  

Of Cumbria, came forth to bring  

The force of justice on Macbeth 

& at Lumphanan caus’d his death, 

For he was new Rex Scotorum 

Soon winning an entire kingdom;  

  

  

  

  

 

 

 

 

Largs 

  

The story of my monarchy 

Now swings to living memory;  

King Alexander sails the seas 

To seize the island Hebrides 

But Haaken, bold Norwegian king  

Sail’d to protect them the next spring, 

So Sawnie has to make a stand 

To make one contree of Scotland 

& flung his foes into the  waves 

Where Kelpies help men to their graves 

& so the Western Isles were won, 

Last portion of the union,  

Conquer'd & settl'd for Scotia,  

Or as men say, 'Divine Alba!’‛ 

  

  

  

  

  

  



 

 

 

 

PART 3 – WALLACE 

 

William Wallace  

  

Of ancestors that we should read 

& have in mind of noble deed,  

Of them first famous must we hold,  

William Wallace, hero bold!  

How many songs of him are sung? 

Scotland was lost when he was young, 

The realm's misfortune his to mourn,  

But Wallace was warrior born,  

All times he wore a sword & k nife 

To counteract the Saxon strife 

& where he found suthron presence, 

That to brethren offer'd grievance,  

He waited til they stood apart  

& with blood -anger stabb’d their heart 

  

  

  

 

 

 

 

 

Wallace Slays an English Knight 

  

Wallace was one day in Dundee, 

Where springtime dallied merrily,  

When halted was his merriment,  

Some constable of crude intent, 

Calls, "Scot, why fore art thou so gay, 

Seeming so happy in thy play? 

When see, thy lands are over run 

& Edward overawes the sun!"  

Wallace could not stand such hot sleight 

& drew his knife out for the fight,  

"Give me that blade," the sheriff said, 

ɁOr be arrested ye bastard!" 

"You'll have this knife," words Wallace bled 

& with that knife he stick'd him dead.  

  

  

  

  



 

 

Wallace &  Laura Fall in Love  

  

Each year Lanark hosts famous fair, 

Well Wallace one day wandered there, 

& as he join’d a merry dance 

Met maiden with sweet countenance, 

Who won him with a racy glance,  

As he won her with handsome stance, 

Lulling them both to bosie dwam  

& with a gentle, ‚May I, mam?‛ 

He stole a kiss to flutter hearts 

As is the custom in these parts, 

& for each other lovers yearn, 

Slipping naked into a burn,  

When consummating passion’s vow, 

Eternity seems here & now! 

  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Wallace & Laura 

  

Beneath the stars two lovers lay 

& Laura, breathless on the brae, 

Drunk on a drop of cupid's whim  

Showers admiration on him  

Making her heart feel glad & light;  

His stature great & good with height,  

Third -part length were his shoulders broad,  

Like Hercules he wields his sword,  

His limbs were  great, his arms were round, 

His voice gave out a manly sound, 

His speech was light & luted blest,  

His eyes were bright & broad his breast, 

Though wounds marked many diverse place,  

She kiss’d his scars with lips like lace… 

  

  

 

 

 

 



 

 

Wallace Marries Laura 

  

After April’s drookit showers, 

May’s month comes, mother of flowers, 

Hailing mornings so serene, 

When Nature in her brightest green  

Embalms the air with odour sweet  

& many colours in her meet,  

When darling grows the Hyacinth,  

& forms a gorgeous nuptial plinth,  

On which two lovely lovers stand  

Stood heart-in-heart & hand-in-hand 

He was an Angus, she a Bride, 

Each loved each best the whole world wide, 

When after vows so gladly said  

Wallace & his true love were wed.  

  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Wedding Ceilidh  

  

How goo d, thinks Scot, it is to be 

Part of a riotous ceilidh  

When hornpipes, strathspeys, jigs & reels 

Put life & mettle in oor heels  

With claps & laughter, twirl & lift  

Partners to happy partners shift  

& when that passion-swirl was done  

A bard now added to the fun  

With sic a witty, tuneful tayle  

That clothes grew soak’d in laugh’d-out ale, 

But now the bard gave noble stance 

& blessed the Wallace’s romance 

There all did stand & gave a toast 

To happiness & theirs the most! 

  

  

  

 

 

 



 

 

 

The Game Begins 

 

Weddings should be a time of grace, 

But fortune paints a double face, 

The revelry that never rests 

Had drawn some uninvited guests  

Led by the beastly Hesilrig,  

Course as a dog, fat as a pig, 

Wallace sens’d muckle enemy 

So kiss’d his wife & speedily 

Ran to the rocky Cartlane Crags, 

Where roam the grey wolves & the stags, 

The news soon flash-fires roundabout  

& one-by-one there comes the shout, 

"Wallace we come to fight for you! 

       ȫɯÌÝÌÙàɯÖÕÌɯÈɯ2ÊÖÛÚÔÈÕɯÛÙÜÌȵɂ 

  

  

  

  

 

 

 

 

 

Freedom 

 

"Friends, freedom is a noble thing, 

Freedom is to a man's liking, 

& he that lives at ease lives free 

& never know the poverty 

That comes with loss of liberty! 

We to their very beards shall prove 

Determination to remove 

Invaders of oor native land, 

For while we stand so does Scotland, 

In us a contree must remain 

& I resolve to spare nae strain 

Each single Inglis man tae fling 

Back to their contree & their king! 

%ÖÙɯÍÙÌÌËÖÔɯÐÚɯÈɯÕÖÉÓÌɯÛÏÐÕÎȭɂ 

  

  

  

  

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 WALLACE MOURNS  

  

"Wallace! Wallace!" there came a shout, 

On ran a lad of little sprout,  

"A waefu’ day is come about! 

Wallace, God knows your pretty wife,  

Sir Hesilrig has took her life!"  

Now lesser mortals here would fall  

But Wallace heard his nation’s call 

& puffing out the bravest breast  

He urged his soldiers get some rest, 

Beams of delicate moonlight leapt,  

From star to star, as Wallace wept 

Great mountains shar’d a grieving gair, 

Proud, golden eagles mourn’d thro air, 

        While nature’s tears misted the air 

  

  

  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

WALLACE SLAYS HESILRIG  

  

When morning sun on Wallace glows 

He swore to crush the Inglis rose 

On Lanark all his forces bore, 

& beat down Hesilrig's front door  

Finding him snoring in a bed  

& in an instant split him dead,  

Sword slowly frae black heart retreats 

As outside in the waking streets  

All Inglis homeste ads set ablaze 

The Scots watching in hot amaze 

Now turn their enmity to bear  

On any Inglis living there  

With farmer’s scythe & skelpin fist, 

The revolution’s catalyst! 

  

  

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Andrew Moray Joins Wallace  

  

As Wallace was a Scotsman true 

More Scottis lads fast to him drew  

Thistles flocking to Scotland’s cause 

To cleanse the soil of Ingland’s rose 

From Lochmabane, Crawford & Ayr,  

It seemed his ‘ghaist’ was everywhere, 

A constantly moving attack  

Murdering muckle Sassenach 

An army that was swiftly bourn  

To Stirling castle's stalwart stone 

As Inglis arrows fall like hail  

They took the walls with wild assail  

& holding Scotland’s ancient key 

They waited for their enemy.  

  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Armies Assemble Before Stirling 

  

Longshanks’ army was fatten'd lamb, 

Led by Sir Hugh de Cressingham, 

To Sterling, & the lion’s den 

Five thousand well -armed Scotis men 

Nation of sycophants nae more, 

William Wallace to their fore,  

"We to their very beards shall prove  

Determination to remove  

Invaders of oor native land,  

For while we  stand so does Scotland, 

In us a contree must remain 

& I resolve to spare nae strain 

Each single Inglis man tae fling 

Back to their contree & their king!‛ 

  

  

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

Stirling Bridge  

  

Their grace with God by Scots believed 

& Wallace has a battle weav'd, 

Trumpets sounding the battle signs, 

Inglis advancing in their lines  

& as the sassy masses roll 

No finer sight to stir the soul,  

The Scots these assaulters assault, 

Forcing the suthron to a halt, 

It was a fray fought terrible,  

Both knight & steed in battle fell,  

As now Scots cross the bridge hard-rush'd,  

How many Inglis stabb'd & crush'd  

As Inglis fell on every side  

Crammasy-hued the Forth was dyed. 

  

  

  

  

  

  

 

 

Wallace Victorious  

  

Scots, knowing that they fought for right,  

Now even harder pressed the fight, 

Where through the thickest of the press 

Surged Wallace in wild wantoness, 

His bashing spear left men askew, 

Blood spurting as the shaft withdrew,  

The Inglis host was slowly slain  

Survivors deigned to flee the plain,  

But Cressingham caught on the carse, 

Full feart with fleg, knock’d on his arse, 

He begg’d for mercy, but flesh-flay'd,  

His corpse thro Scotland was display'd  

& long strips of his skin were made  

A baldrick for the Braveheart's blade!  

  

  

  

  



 

 

 

 

 

 

BOOK 4 –  CROWN PRINCE 

  

The Thistle & The ROse 

 

In human hearts a garden grows, 

In Inglis men a gorgeous rose, 

& in the hearts of Scotis men 

The pretty thistle claims its d en, 

Both bristle with sharp barb & thorn,  

Both silent on an island lawn,  

Both noble & them both royal,  

Both rooted in a sacred soil, 

Both beautiful, when  both in bloom,  

This island grants them little room  

For two sweet blossoms to expand 

Beyond plots of god-given land,  

Ah! tis a bitter wind that blows  

When thistles live beside a rose! 

  

  

 

 

Wallace Prepares to Invade England 

  

On Roslyn Moor ten thousand stand  

With Wallace to invade Ingland,  

Who proclaims to his loyal band,  

Now Longshanks has a desert made 

Of Scotland, thus must we invade 

That cursed country of his crown,  

Forever lay his pennant down,  

My purpose plainly I declare,  

To win or die in battle there!‛ 

Ten thousand lung-bursts rent the air 

All to the Lord for grace they pray  

& left the moor in good array,  

Riding to spill the Suthron blood,  

Their treasures win & other good.  

  

  

 

 

 

 



 

 

A Conversation  

 

To Berwick these Marauders came 

Where Inglis knight of noble fame,  

Did say, raising his golden helm,  

"I bring ye word from Edward's realm,  

Honour desires a time of peace 

& all this bloodshed begs to cease 

For since you have made Scotland free 

Is it not time to let things b e?" 

"Ye ask me trust the Inglismen 

Their treaties are not worth a hen! 

& as I am a Scottis man, 

Blood-debted to do all I can, 

Berwick by us must be sack'd, 

From here Scotland much times attack'd!‛ 

  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Queen of Ingland 

 

The next day left the Orient,  

Beams enlumynt the Occident, 

Thro angel spheres Phoebus rose fair, 

Zephyrus' vapours sweeten air  

Among the world morn's music rang,  

To which the glad birds blithely sang.  

 Slowly pricking acres of green 

Rode well the pretty Inglis queen  

Toward the host so soberly, 

Fifty ladies in company  

& fifty priests of mickle age,  

To such Wallace would ne'er outrage, 

& from the process stood apart 

Waiting performances to start  

  

  

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Wallace Meets the Queen 

  

 The Queen dropp’d softly to her knees 

"I wish good speech with Wallace please?" 

Her lovely voice set him at ease, 

& so he stepp’d out from the trees 

"Madame," he said, "Welcome ye be 

How pleased am I oor host ye see!" 

"Good knight, war not right good think me,  

Peace is best & might purchased be, 

Pray grant ye peace, truce with us take, 

Thro both our nations prayer make,‛ 

"Your words are good," he kissed her hand, 

"For peace & love we Scotis stand!" 

So Wallace gather’d in his band 

& march’d them home thro Cumberland. 

  

  

  

  

 

 

 

 

Wallace Goes to France 

  

Wallace grown to the height of fame,  

A Scotis king in all but name,  

Envoys bring sprigs of chivalry  

Befitting proper royalty,  

‚The King of France begs the honour 

To hail thee as a conqueror!" 

So filling ship & sailing sea  

With three score men in company, 

They ride the breeze & surf the tide, 

Til Gallic Coast pass’d on one side, 

& landed there on friendly strand  

& took fair steeds to cross the land 

& sic their happy circumstance  

That they were welcome all through France. 

  

  

  

  

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

The Auld Alliance  

 

Good many sights had Wallace seen 

Before he met the King & Queen, 

"Highest of all honours is this,‛ 

Said Wallace, ‚Perfect Paris is, 

But my ain land is wrack'd with war,  

The Saxons murder shore-to-shore, 

Sir, hearing oor adversity,  

& as we share an enemy, 

I offer ye a friendly hand  

From all the freemen of Scotland!" 

 The King said, ‚Scots are friends of France, 

Bonded as one in alliance 

Now good Sir Wallace be my guest, 

All France is yours, north, east, south, west!‛ 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

A Brief Skirmish  

 

For gaining regal attentions, 

Two vain, furious champions,  

Would Wallace chatter & despise, 

Filling the circles with crude lies,  

These one day Wallace overheard, 

Whose boiling brain with anger stirr'd,  

"Say to my face these things ye say?" 

The French knights would not look his way,  

But mutter'd in hot arrogance,  

"This man is not worthy of France." 

 This sleight took Wallace to full height,  

Unsheathing sword he bids them fight  

& with a sweep of Alban blade  

A bloody mess of men was made, 

  

 

 

 

 

 



 

  

Longshanks Invades Scotland 

  

It was a fine midsummer’s day 

When Gloucester, captain of Calais, 

Heard word Sir Wallace was in France, 

So toasting merry circumstance 

He sent the news to London Town 

Where Parliament courted the Crown,  

"It seems though peace was spoken true 

Wallace muses on malice new, 

Why would that man visit the French!"  

A murmur rumbl'd through the bench  

Where knowing he was warring sort,  

The King flattered with warm support,  

"Edward, if you have leave to make 

War on the Scots, our leave now take!" 

  

  

  

  

  

 

 

 

 

  

 Wallace Hears of the Invasion 

  

To liberty do Scots aspire, 

It fell upon a noble squire  

To warn Wallace of tragedy, 

Passing from Arbroath to the sea 

Pass’d thro Paris to fair Guyon, 

There set his tired eyes upon 

Sir Wallace, who at first smiled wide,  

Then sensed ill things in him did bide,  

"Welcome to France, what brings ye here?" 

"My reason thou must hate I fear..." 

The knights of Longshanks masters made 

Of borderlands by bloody raid,  

& Stirling Bridge made memory  

Saint George's cross demands Dundee! 

  

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Wallace Returns to Scotland 

 

Told how it was their country stood,  

Says Wallace, "This news is not good, 

The truce by them so gladly sworn  

Was only by us nobly borne 

& now to God great vows I make,  

Peace with Longshanks I'll never take 

He shall regret this war began!" 

& home he sail'd an angry man. 

Follow’d the Firth of Forth to Fife; 

A treasured moment in his life  

As fifteen hundred Scotis men 

Flock to his standard, where they then 

Drive Inglis from Dumbarton town  

& in the contree ride them down.  

  

  

  

  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

BLACK EARNSIDE   

  

One morning in the dawn’s first light, 

A host of suthron march in sight,  

Drumming through Black Earnside Forest,  

"Attack!" shouts Wallace, war-possessed, 

& murder -lusting runs full speed  

At archers, spearsmen, lance & steed, 

Knowing it would be brave to die,  

The Thistle & his flowers fly,  

 Each man his neighbours force he felt 

As bloody death -strokes Scotsmen dealt 

Til with half of the morning past  

The Inglis captains look'd aghast 

& fled the field in disarray  

To warn King Edward of the day  

  

  

  

 



 

 

 

 

BAATTLE’S AFTERMATH 

 

A reekin' cloud unveil'd the moon,  

The piper stroked a solemn tune, 

This forest glade by war bestrewn, 

The grieving widow at the burn,  

Sees sights to make her stoumach churn 

Pale phantoms gather in the night,  

Picking through debris of the fight;  

The broken shield, the smash'd axehead, 

The tatter'd banners’ & the dead 

While many a skinnymalink  

Skritches about for food & drink  

Such passage rites a nation heeds, 

For only when that nation bleeds  

Will  destiny ponder its needs! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

BATTLECRIES 

 

Day sweetening silvery Tay  

Around Dundee an army lay  

Did sic a constant combat keep 

That Wallace sometimes dared to sleep, 

 A burst of lungs these dreams did break 

"Awake, Sir Wallace, pray awake! 

With lively march the Inglis king 

'ÈÚɯÙÌÈÊÏÌËɯÛÏÌɯÊÈÚÛÓÌɯÈÛɯ2ÛÐÙÓÐÕÎȵɂ 
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So Wallace took his sword to hand, 

As legends do, & claim'd command  

Of many a mighty thousand,  

So loyal that with just one look  

Them in his eyes great smeddum took,  

  

  

   

 

 

 



 

 

  

  

PART 5 

FALKIRK 

  

The March to Falkirk  

  

Amang the glens Dawn’s music rang, 

To which the glad birds blithely sang,  

While Wallace has found Longshanks' crown  

Lurking south’ly of Falkirk town, 

& in a beautiful display  

His Scots form’d up in bright array,  

Bur Comyn wants this day to lead,  

‚Walalce, to your good sense I plead, 

Let me command, tis understood 

This is the right of noble blood,  

A vicious web has Edward spun,  

We are outnumbered three-to-one, 

So let us choose a better day 

To enter into bloody fray!"  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

WALLACE ADMONISHES COMYN   

 

Feech mon! We fight! Wars must be won 

& men finish what they begun,  

& many times we’ve won a war 

With fewer Scottis lads before, 

& while I breathe, we shall not yield,  

For three advantages we wield - 

The first is that we have the right  

& for that right each man should fight  

The other is this Inglis band 

Comes on oor ain & native land 

The third is they threaten the lives  

Of bonnie children & fair wives  

Flee if ye may, but I shall bring  

Death to the Inglis & their King.  

  

  

  

  



 

 

 

 

 

The Turmoil of Robert the Bruce 

  

Tall in the midst of all these plots  

There rode the 'Hammer of the Scots,' 

Who, brandishing banners of truce, 

Made converse with Robert the Bruce, 

"Man, if today ye shall not fight  

I should set all thy lands aright,  

Thee never war & never fail  

The Lords of Carrick -Annandale,  

& if, ye, vassalage return 

No more thy villages shall burn  

For if you deign to fight with us  

This day must be victorious  

& glory pour’d all over us! 

  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

THE FURTHER TURMOIL OF THE BRUCE 

 

Bruce, thought awhile, torment, then  

Rode off to Wallace & his men, 

& said, "How does the battle bide?" 

"Better now ye are by ma’ side, 

I have a plan for your small force,  

Your knights shall mount oor finest horse  

& to the flanks silently borne  

There wait the thrice-blast of this horn,  

& inflicting muckle murder,  

Drive Longshanks to Northumbria!"  

"Aye!" said the Bruce, & took his leave, 

Soul-searing demons his to grieve, 

His mind’s storm-clouds made mighty roll,  

Thundring u nspokens on the soul! 

  

  

  

 

 

 



 

 

  

BATTLE’S BLAST 

 

Longshanks' bodyguard was sworded,  

Front-line phalanx stood well -ordered, 

Full grandiose in sword -swathe pomp 

These Saxon soldiers made good stomp 

& as the thumping footstep nears 

The horn of Wallace reached all ears, 

& durnin' in Callander Wood  

The blast has chilled Earl Robert's blood, 

For as that ancient war horn blew 

Battle prospers on earth anew, 

With good Scots brawn of every class, 

Ready to cure their land's trespass, 

Snorting horses meet schiltron hedge 

As when a tree stump stops a sledge 

  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Battle of Falkirk 

  

The serried ranks of murder crash 

Forming a mighty thunder flash,  

Face-smashing maces bash-on-bash 

& as the plate great sword blows caught 

Both clatter like a shelleycoat, 

Pain is great, pain is piled on pain 

& in a spate rages as rain, 

With blood all bursting from the brain,  

Old monk rushes along the line,  

Feet splashing through the bloody wine,  

Screaming, "Repent, refrain from pain 

That comes on dragging it's rough train  

& rages madly thro battle  

Lord of an iron funeral!"  

  

 

 

 

 



 

 

COMYN’S COWARDICE 

 

Sharp spears are splitting, bold deeds done, 

Down fell many a suthron son,  

& seeing such a happy show 

Wallace his mighty horn did blow,  

Inglis trumpets answer the blast  

Forward in mighty echelon,  

The Scottis schiltrons set to hold, 

Four great circles of spearsmen bold, 

With ranks of archers inbetween, 

But as the Inglis lance them keen 

In Comyn gumsy doubts do dwell  

& trapped by some cowardly spell  

Order'd his vital cavalry  

Turn t ail to Cummernauld & flee!  

  

  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Bruce Enters the Battle 

  

Wallace now blew the third hot blast,  

Hoping the Bruce would come on fast,  

Urging his soldiers to battle  

They stood there full invincible,  

Tho suthron shafts in volleys hailed,  

& by fierce headlong charge assailed, 

These experts in the war they wage, 

Fought skilfully, with much courage,  

Offering battle fierce & stout,  

Clash went the arms & crash the shout, 

Wide rages combat on the plain, 

Spears shook, falchions flashed amain, 

& through the smoke bright pennons flew  

            As in a storm does white sea mew! 

  

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

TEH BETRAYAL OF THE BRUCE 

 

Closing in clouds of smoke & dust,  

With sword -sway & with lances thrust,  

Front flank & rear the squadrons sweep, 

To break the Scottis circle deep, 

No thought was there of dastard flight,  

Groom fought like noble, squire like knight,  

Until a host of horse appear… 

Striking the Scottis in the rear, 

But they are not of Inglis blood,  

But Scottis, it is understood 

Now fighting under Longshank’s name, 

Where already bolts of shame & blame 

Are falling, for Robert the Bruce  

Has on his kin let murder loose  

  

  

  

  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

Longshanks Victorious  

  

Seeing the Bruce’s banner fly 

Tears enter Wallace's sad eye, 

How could his King have jump’d the dyke 

& cut a path through native pike,  

This was betrayal gross & sair 

Trapping Scotsmen in lion’s lair 

An army that can only flee,  

Or die in savage butchery, 

So scunner’d under Robert's crime, 

He blows his warblast one last time, 

Watches Scotsman, weary, wabbit, 

Flee for hame like panick’d rabbit 

Leaving his rival to the field  

Where waefa’ future grimly seal'd, 

  

  

  

  



  

  

  

 

THE SLAUGHETR AT FALKIRK  

 

As Longshanks glances oer the place 

He counts his dead & rues the race 

That dares his wishes to defy! 

As hoodie craws now choke the sky 

Oer rotting pools of bloody red,  

Horses, wounded, the silent dead, 

Edward orders give no quarter – 

Starting off a brutal slaughter,  

Daggers hagger thrapple to spleen 

Or jagged thro the visor'd een, 

& stood on yonder, straggly hill  

Wallace look’d back, as kill-by-kill  

His soldiers shorn of bairns & wives  

By Inglis butchers & their knives  

  

  

  

  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

Wallace after Falkirk  

  

Men of Scotland the day is lost 

& we may always rue the cost, 

But never shall a morning dawn  

When ah shall kneel at Longshank’s throne! 

Today beside the old Torwood  

We were beaten by vain falsehood, 

But men, the Bruce we must forgive 

For in his country we all live,  

& though these base betrayals sting 

Robert the Bruce is oor true king! 

Thus when the Lion leaves his den 

Wha’ will ye dae, good Scottis men, 

But rear up like the Unicorn,  

Fight for the land where we wus born  

  

  

  



  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

 The Victory Feast 

  

King Edward rides thro Falkirk town,  

Upon his head a foreign crown,  

Some Roman triumph was that ride,  

Robert the Bruce trots by his side, 

"Well done, Robert of Huntington,  

Ye put the Scots to confusion..." 

"I am a Scot, said Bruce, "But one 

Who'd rather see the wars were done..." 

"Then we have peace, come kiss my hand 

& ye shall be full rich in land,  

I have estates that need a lord..." 

Robert the Bruce offer'd his sword 

& kissed the old man’s wrinkled palm, 

& thought of keeps & peace & farm  

  

  

  

  

  

 

 

 

THE TURNING OF THE BRUCE 

 

But as the Bruce sat down to eat 

He straightway gorg’d upon the meat, 

The Inglis thought this was not good  

For Bruce was smattered much with blood  

‚Yon Scot washes not ‘fore we dine!‛ 

‚I will not, for this blood is mine,‛ 

Replied the Bruce, Scotch blood still wet, 

Now Longshanks knew the Bruce was set 

Of Scotland, cast a shrewder eye 

Upon his talented ally,  

Both battlefield & war well won  

He ended that table’s tension 

& stood up full of game & glee,  

To toast Saint George & victory. 

  

  



  

 

 

Part 6  

CAELAVEROCK 

  

The English Leave Carlisle 

  

The King of Ingland grows greedy,  

Greed of a vasty boundary,  

With pounding heart & happy smile  

His army leaves baumy Carlisle, 

Determined Scotland to subdue 

How valiant their banners flew,  

With chevrons beautiful & pure  

On backgrounds of searing azure 

& other hues in lively dress;  

Ermine barbells with  golden fess, 

Crosses & eaglets, stripes & rings, 

The rampant leopards of the kings, 

Red rosy chaplets, silver shells, 

Griffons & chessboards, jugs & bells! 

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

INGLESTON FARM  

  

Beneath the beat of simmer sun 

The day was hot, the heather dun, 

A farmstead swoon'd in Irongray  

Idyll of mazy Galloway  

Dumfries six miles of haze away, 

Where beautiful, pleasant pastures 

Mix  with piny, sky -full ridges,  

O’erlooking lovely Nith’s long run 

To Criffell from fair Corsincon,  

In busy crew brown buzzards flew  

Above that peak of stunning view;  

Where perfect panorama spann'd, 

For far-off fells of Cumberland  

Crown’d Solway & its yellow sand 

  

  

  



  

  

Wallace at Irongray 

  

Now Wallace in the distance saw 

Lone rider coming more & more,  

Playing the reigns with hardy  arm 

Thro Terregels up to the farm, 

Tho clad in mail with French Cuirass  

He raised his helm – he was a lass! 

For she was eagle-eyed & fair  

& raven black her flowing hair  

She spoke at once, with breathless shock, 

"Longshanks comes for Caerlaverock! 

Their charges look so powerful 

They seem to want to do battle, 

Lord Maxwell asketh every man 

3ÖɯÊÖÔÌɯȫɯËÖɯÞÏÈÛɯÌɀÌÙɯÏÌɯÊÈÕȵɆ 

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

CAELAVEROCK  

  

Close to Criffell, so broad & steep, 

There stands a sturdy, stony heap, 

Caerlaverock, her gorgeous keep, 

Built on an ancient Roman fort,  

ȿ"ÈÙÉÈÕÛɀÙÐÎÜÔɀ Ptolemy wrote,  

Tall walls, deep ditches, murd’rous moat, 

O! grand impregnable fortress, 

Withstander of every duress, 

Being a mighty mass of stone, 

Splendid enough for any throne,  

Symbol of native majesty, 

Aloof, aloft & almighty,  

Fed on the flesh of Arctic geese, 

Wash’d down with beer brew’d in Dumfries! 

  

  

  

  

 



 

 

 

Wallace Meets Maxwell 

  

‚Maxwell, I offer ye my sword 

%ÖÙɯÐÕɯÛÏÌÚÌɯÓÈÕËÚɯàÌɯÈÙÌɯÔàɯÓÖÙËȵɂ 

"Welcome to Galloway good knight, 

Glad am I ye have come to fight, 

Longshanks marches upon my lands 

With all Scotch castles in his hands; 

Auld Dunnotar, Berwick, Jedburgh 

Lochmaben, Moray & Roxburgh - 

!ÜÛɯÕÖÛɯÛÏÐÚɯÒÌÌ×ȮɯÚÏÌɀÓÓɯÕÌÝÌÙɯàÐÌÓËȮ 

Her walls are steep & shaped like shield, 

& if Edward & De Valance, 

With knights of England, Wales & France, 

Are coming on at every wall, 

I feel this place will never fall!" 

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

Bruce Speaks with Wallace 

  

Come galloping from Carrick side,  

Robert the Bruce soon rests his ride 

Ɂ6ÈÓÓÈÊÌȮɯÞÏÈÛɯÈÙÌɯàÌɯËÖÐÕÎɯhere, 
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For your ain crown & oor nation 

Thy land, thowless & womanish 

Where even now bird, beast & fish 

All live in freedom happily 

But we men lacketh liberty 

& though the Bruce their friendship shoo k 

The fight refused & with a look  

From Wallace to ice over Hell 

He gallop’d off toward Criffell. 

  

  

  

  

  

  

  



  

 

The English Besiege Caelaverock 

  

On stoic Scots peril befalls, 

So many spears, so many souls 

Illuminate the valley green,  

A finer sight was never seen 

Three thousand men the count hath found 

That now the castle wrap around  

& sliding cross the Irish Sea 

The oak of Ingland's great navy, 

Evening saw much epic chopping, 

Trees hack’d down & branches lopping, 

The noise lasting all through the night,  

Until dawn's light reveal’d the sight, 

Of city round the three walls sprung,  

How hearts of sixty Scots are stung! 

  

  

  

  

  

  

 

 

 

  

  

The First Day 

  

At flourishing of full fanfare  

The prime assault led by a pair 

Of knights from both sides of the Seine, 

One was Breton & one Lorraine, 

Slamming their men against the walls  

Death falling from the killing holes,  

& ladders placed against a wall, 

Into a ditch would swiftly fall  

& those who tried to storm the gate  

Were soon repell’d with bitter hate, 

So Longshanks sounds the day’s retreat 

His army moody in defeat,  

Yet though one hundred men are dead 

Still breathe two thousand, nine hundred!  

  

  

  

  

  



  

  

The Second Day 

  

The sun quite upmost at mid -day, 

Above the royal robinet,  

That shadowless now hurls its stones 

To shatter walls & break men's bones, 

As venomous pours down that storm,  

Upon three sides the squadrons form; 

First up the footmen of the King,  

Led by Prince Edward’s buoyant spring, 

Them met by hail of barb'd arrows  

& lethal flights of cruel quarreaus,  

Soon bodies float upon the moat 

Proof of how well the Scottis fought,  

A growing pile of dead & maim’d 

Proof that the day’s attack was tamed, 

  

  

  

  

 

  

  

  

  

The Second Night 

  

Sleep comes to some as night doth pass, 

Wallace lay by his pretty lass 

Who though was barely twenty -one 

Had fought like fiery Amazon,  

All thro the night's frequent alarms,  

Both took comfort in loving arms,  

Eyes work wonder with their wooing  

Ringdove voices hush'd in cooing, 

Lust reaching its full readiness 

With bosom-heaving beddiness, 

She took the knight with panting breath,  

Her kiss heighten'd by thoughts of death,  

Thoughts of battle makes us randy, 

This, perhaps, last houghmagandie! 

  

  

  

  

  

  

 



 

  

The Third Day  

  

From pearl-inlaid pavilion  

King Edward steps into the sun  

Still embittered by saltires blue, 

As on the parapet they flew,  

Ɂ3ÏÐÚɯÚÐÌÎÌɯÌÕËÌËɯÔÜÚÛɯÉÌɯÛÖËÈàȮ 

Bring up my mighty trebuchet!!" 

Up came these grand & grisly beasts 

& soon great lumps of rock releas'd, 

As whistle on they wind they took,  

Destruction comes where e'er they struck, 

Crashing & smashing thro ramparts,  

Fretting Maxwell's courageous hearts, 

Gudemen thinking of happy lives,  

Of friends & farms, of bairns & wives  

  

  

  

  

  

 

 

 

  

  

The Scots Surrender 

  

The Scottis face with battle taut 

To crisis has this battle fought  

Every second terror surges, 

Every man surrender urges, 

Until Lord Maxwell’s teary eye 

Looks at his men & whispers, ‚Aye!"  

But Wallace ye must get away 

& flee Dumfries & Galloway 

(ɯÚÏÈÓÓɯÎÐÝÌɯàÌɯÔÈɀɯÍÐÕÌÚÛɯÏÖÙÚÌȮ 

She thro the lines can force a course, 

But first, their caution to relax, 

We must submit to these attacks, 

Seeing resistance is no use, 

Warden, we fly the flag of truce..." 

  

  

  

  

  

  



 

 

Wallace Escapes Caelaverock 

  

The Castle drawbridge thunders down,  

Longshanks adjusts his golden crown,  

But suppliance usurp’d by deed 

Two riders on a chestnut steed, 

Through Longshank’s army madly sped, 

Leaving a trail of maim'd & dead,  

Alas! an arrow, painted black,  

Had plung’d into his lover’s back 

& as she bled away the day 

Wallace arrived at Iron gray 

& on its summit weeping stood  

Hands staining red with woman's blood  

As with a soft kiss of forehead 

He buried her, for she was dead. 

  

  

  

  

  

 

 

 

  

The Execution of the Garrison 

  

Maxwell led out his rugged crew  

That numbered only forty two,  

& saw a sight to shatter hearts, 

The enemy held his ramparts 

That now all ancient honour shock,  

As ‘neath smoking Caerlaverock 

Up went death -chambers of dark wood, 

Soon on the air brave Scotsmen stood, 

& as those men left life & limb  

Criffell grew pink then purple  dim  

The sky filling with seraphim,  

That now are pantheon of stars 

As ‘neath the scarlet gaze of Mars 

King Edward slept well with the wars!  

  

  

  

 

  

 

 



 

Part 7 

 

Outlaw Wallace  

  

Frae the forest to the city 

All poor Scots obsess'd with pity,  

But for one spirit on the run,  

Her native saviour, brightest son,  

For of all ancient, brave, true Scots 

Whose glories knew no bars & blots, 

‘Wallace!’ the name known most of all, 

For Scotland was his very soul, 

& just that name his soul could lift  

Through boiling sun & yowdendrift  

Brave Wallace is a hunted man, 

But gudemen help where e'er they can 

With food & shelter, news & knives,  

For while he lives Scotland survives. 

  

  

  

  

 

 

  

Wallace Attacks Ayr  

  

Wallace was still a man of might  

& rode from Crawford one fine nig ht, 

For forty miles, then came on Ayr  

To catch the Inglis unaware 

As fast in farmer’s barn they slept 

With flaming torches Wallace crept  

Full to the roof these fiery brands  

Flung vengeance from triumphant hands  

Whose ruddy ruin whirls on high,  

Reekin’ into a moonless sky, 

Now turret with a thund'rous sound  

Gives groan & tumbles to the ground,  

Crushing the wretches underneath, 

Life overwhelmed by fiery wreath.  

  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 



Glen Coe 

  

Inglis reckon Wallace a ghost 

Skirmish-to-skirmish went his host,  

Donning fair  nature like a hood, 

From leafy lanes of Leglen wood 

To mucklest mountains men adore, 

To Rannoch & her gloomy moor,  

To this dark place they were pursued, 

One hundred Inglis knights are viewed  

Where all at once each knight did stand 

Sinking into a thin quic ksand, 

& when all of those men were drown'd  

A waefu' silence did surround,  

No falcon dared to fly, as then 

Went Wallace Westward with his men.  

  

  

  

 

 

 

  

  

  

 

 A New Rebellion  

  

While one soul continues the fight  

We cannot extinguish the light  

Wallace surrounds Saint Johnstone town, 

Such stuff unsettles Ingland's crown, 

For while Wallace still fought his feud  

& rebel ballads were renewed 

Scotland could never be subdued, 

"This wretch,‛ said Edward, ‚Put to sleep! 

For as the shepherds guard & keep 

A watch  over their flocks of sheep, 

If we can capture this Wallace, 

That master of their violence is, 

& strike the viper at it's head  

Then we must win... I want him dead!"  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The Bruce Parleys with Comyn 

  

"My brother Robert, Fate must bring  

Ye to our contree’s rightwise king!" 

"Sir, gin suppose rightwise I be 

‘Tis no time this to press on me, 

Peace only can save oor contree!" 

 "Aye, since Cree's dark & desp’rate day 

I have received all Galloway, 

But something in my heart sticks pain,  

How can we let the Inglis reign? 

"Longhanks is no' to cree legs wi,' 

For when he wars through oor contree 

So many men hang from the tree!" 

"Aye ye speak well, Bruce raise yer cup 

& to a lasting peace come sup." 

  

  

  

  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

Wallace Captured 

  

The feast of Dominic is done, 

& Wallace comes on Robroyston, 

& he had soak'd up too much wine  

The night-sky twinkling with starshine,  

Into a chamber footsteps creep 

& waking Wallace from his sleep  

Wallace was set on in his bed 

Who soon left three attackers dead, 

But slowly flound ers, wound-on-wound,  

A thunderblast & Wallace swoon'd,  

They huckl’d him in shackling chains 

& dragg'd him out into the rains,  

Led off to Leith in jolting cart,  

  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 



WALLACE BERATES LONGSHANKS  

 

Two days of sail touch London town,  

The cargo brought before the crown, 

Oor proud lad strapped to broad, strong planks  

Brought humbly 'fore grumbling Longshanks,  

Whose boiling mind was all astir,  

"At last we meet ye rebel cur!" 

Just cool defiance faced the odds, 

Trait of them begotten by gods, 

"Ye do not speak, where is your tongue?" 

Oor laddie looked back, hard & long  

& said, "Old man I fought yer wars  

Not for ye, but for Scotland's cause 

& her imperishable right  

To freedom, this is why we fight!‛ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

FURTHER ARGUMENTS 

  

"Treason!" said Edward, "To your kin g!" 

Said Wallace, "Ye are nae such thing, 

Never have I allegiance sworn 

Nor in thy contree was I born  

& I shall only draw ma’ sword 

For Robert Bruce & Christ oor lord!"  

"Ye are a slayer of good men!" 

"& I would do it all again!  

I grant that Inglis men I slew 

In my quarrel & not a few!"  

"These murders are against the law!" 

"Your law is not what I fight for!"  

The king fixed him with viper's eye,  

"Enough, foul traitor, ye shall die."  

  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Wallace brought to Smithfield  

  

Locked up in damp & dreary cell  

The hour of day he could not tell,  

A single winnock block'd the gloom,  

One lone crow flutter'd thro the room,  

Knowing when mortal men will die,  

He fixed him with his beady eye  

& from an ochre-colour'd beak 

What host of hellish sounds did shriek!  

Til silenced by the turning lock,  

Gruff warders rush’d in rumgunshoch 

& dragg’d Wallace, one final time 

He watches sunbeams shine sublime, 

Sweet moment interrupted rude  

By kicks & punches plenty crude,  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

WALLACE TORTURED  

 

All Ingland stood there with a friend  

To see the rebel meet his end, 

For there is little standing room  

When rebels meet a rebel doom. 

 Around his neck a rope was slung 

& by the gallows he was hung,  

But his was not a dangle death 

They cut the rope, he gasp’d for breath, 

Then his limbs tied to four horses 

Raging in seperate courses, 

Breaking bones from burning sockets, 

As they strain, from concealed pockets 

The cardinal draws sharpen'd knives,  

The ending blades of many lives! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



THE DEATH OF WALLACE  

 

The sun cast shadows on the crowd, 

But for one beam that form’d a shroud 

Of angel light across Wallace, 

That now a holy martyr is,  

His spirit pouring prejudice  

Into the boiling Scottis veins,  

United by his dying pains,  

His body quarter'd ruthlessly,  

His head spiked up for all to see 

On London Bridge, while four great limbs  

Sent to Scots elegaic hymns, 

In Berwick his left arm is seen, 

Legs pinned at Perth & Aberdeen, 

From Stirling Bridge his right arm hung,  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

TEH MOUNRING OF THE SCOTS 

 

As funerary dirges sung  

By cub-lamenting lioness 

A nation dons the sable dress, 

From clachan wee to castle keep 

How many widows wail & weep,  

Countless sad candles shadows cast 

As all saltires are flown half -mast, 

& somewhere in a Pentland vale 

A little lambkin's face grew pale,  

Whereby upon the blasted heath 

Three witches gather underneath 

The branches of a Rowan Tree 

To cackle in solemnity! 

  

  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

Nature Mourns Wallace  

 

Across the land, as pibrochs played 

To soothe & guide his spirits shade, 

Thro native glens oor ghost’s parade, 

Where night is haunted by an owl,  

In deep ravines the lone wolves howl,  

Falcons soar to the highest skies, 

Bears scatter thro the woodland rise 

Where oaks are sabbin' deepest groan 

& colder grows the sea-cliff stone 

Fell thunderplump in wild demand  

& only levins light t he land 

With savage strikes, the sun was spent, 

But for a splendour radiant  

That with the phantom Wallace went!  

  

  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Blind Minstrel’s Lament 

  

Alas, to whom shall we complain? 

Alas, who shall restrain oor pain? 

Alas, we have lost oor good light? 

Alas, who shall defend oor right? 

Alas, where shall oor comfort be? 

Who shall now make poor Scotland free? 

Where is the soul of freedom fled? 

Immingled with the mighty dead 

His name is found like flowers wild, 

His deeds across the country piled; 

Lone thistle guards his spirit's grave,  

Until Scotland submerged by wave  

He shall shine on us forever 

& his name forgotten? Never!"  

  

 

 

 

  



 

  

PART 8 – THE STUARTS 

  

THE DREAMING BRUCE  

 

 This is the hour of Scottis woe 

Depress'd, opress'd, bested by foe, 

& even lords of vast estate, 

Such as the Bruce, must ruminate 

Upon the field of Falkirk fray,  

Shame feeling fresher every day, 

With words of Wallace in his ears,  

This rightful claimant’s painful tears 

Shed through the nights, his heavy thought  

Accosted by those battles fought, 

Until one night of moon eclipse  

Him into vivid slumber slips  

& through a fiery vision flew,  

As dreamers, saints & sayers do 

  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

BRUCE MEETS WALLACE 

 

Bruce woke within a forest glen  

Where waiting was the best of men, 

"William Wallace!" I thee love, 

Strange workings of the host above, 

"Robert the Bruce, yer time draws near 

& though the road is steep & sheer 

Yours is a certain destiny, 

For in your heart lies Scotland's key, 

But fate is fickle, we shall see!" 

"What does this mean, is this a dream?" 

Aye, tis a dream, but do not fear, 

Robert the Bruce, yer time draws near, 

Soon ye shall be King of Scotland!" 

Then dreamer taken by the hand 

  

  

  

 

 

 



 

The Coming of the Stewarts 

  

To Stirling Castle dreamers shift 

Above a battle’s sway & drift, 

"Is that my banner?" said the Bruce 

"Aye that it is, ye have let loose 

The passion of oor Scottis soul, 

How many Inglis knights shall fall  

& victory shall end these wars  

When all of Scotland shall be yours!‛ 

"It shall?" "Aye, tis a bonnie day, 

Fighting beside you in the fray, 

Sir Walter, Steward of Scotland, 

Scotch stalwart knighted by thy hand,  

A friendship that shall gladly give  

Thy daughter's heart in his to live,  

  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

THE COMING OF THE STEWARTS  

 

Now watch him leave glory’s ain field 

Thy Marjorie a  babe shall yield 

& see them cradle this fine boy, 

Another Robert Scot’s enjoy, 

Being thy grandson, barely young,  

First Stewart on the royal rung  

That is the ladder of their line,  

Three queens, two fools & good men nine, 

Whose first two kings shall share your name, 

Both handsome, wise & tall in frame,  

Helping to civilise the land,  

Keeping our armies muckle mann'd,  

For by the Stewarts Scotland stirr'd, 

& honour to your crown reffer'd!  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

The First Two Jameses 

  

Now gaze upon the first King James, 

Soon to become the first of names, 

Who builds the lovely Linlithgow,  

Where courtiers emit sweet glow,  

His, son next boy-king of this brood  

Crown'd at majestic Holyrood,  

Who wars the borders, now forfeit  

 To throne & those who sit on it,  

Another smiles too much at war,  

 Great cannon, Mons Meg, to the fore, 

 & as he watched the barrage yard  

 A gun breaks up, shoots metal shard 

 Slicing across the Lion's thigh, 

 In pools of blood they watch'd him die.  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Next Two James 

  

The third James grew up handsomely 

Scotland encrich’d by his dowry 

Petrel-swept Shetland & Orkeney, 

& makes his court by Arthur's seat,  

Where crown & justicar now meet,  

Alack! Scotland still wrack'd with strife  

& at the climax of his life  

His teenage son took to the field 

Close by the spot your army kneel'd  

At Sauchieburn has father died, 

Thro viscous civil fight applied  

Ending with grievous patricide!  

The murderer now mighty king,  

    Prince of glorious governing,  

  

 

 

 

 



 

 

FLODDEN  

 

As James bore European mind, 

Doing good service to mankind,  

Progressive in the cultured arts 

& sciences where knowledge starts 

But heady on politic plots  

He gathers forty thousand Scots 

To invade Ingland, marches still  

Upon the slopes of Flodden Hill,  

The suthron stood across the plain 

On Branxton Hill,  in wind & rain,  

The Scottis flower soon was stuck 

Up to their necks in blood & muck  

Where lance smashes through James’s shield, 

A mortal wound upon the field!  

  

  

 

 

 

  

 

 

 

  

 

JAMES V 

  

 The fifth James was a mighty king, 

 Glorious prince of governing,  

 Man of the Europen mind,  

 Doing good service to mankind,  

 Progressive in the cultured arts 

 & sciences where knowledge starts, 

 Around his court flourished the pen,  

 Many good poems happen'd then, 

 One of them praised an Inglis rose 

 That to oor Thistle did p ropose 

 & Scotland has an Inglis queen! 

 When peace perpetual between, 

Two nations sewn with loving seed  

Shall these islands to glories lead 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

Mary Queen of Scots 

  

But fate is free frae man's design, 

No boy born to the royal line,  

Him stricken down  with cholera,  

Told of the birth of his daughter,  

He mused, "It came in with a lass 

& it will gan out with a lass!"  

This little Mary sent to France 

To learn of proper elegance, 

& as an angel sprite of four 

She saw the Dauphin, caught amore, 

& married him when she was young, 

But tragedy upon her sprung,  

Her husband dies, as hot grief burns, 

& French queen to Scotland returns, 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

THE DEATH OF MARY  

 

Adorned in voluptuousness,  

Electric in vivaciousness, 

But tragedies still haunt her life  

As scoundrels take her for their wife,  

Kings bringing Scotland mickle strife,  

& so to save her sadd’ning life 

Abandoning her infant son  

She went to Ingland on the run, 

To soon be made a prisoner, 

Powerless in Inglis Tower  

Until she faced her final day,  

When the axeman of Foth’ringhay 

Parted her heart from pretty head  

& Mary, Queen of Scots, was dead! 

  

  

 

 

 

  



  

 

The Union of the Crowns  

  

Burden weighs down on Mary’s son, 

Crown'd King of Scots at age of one, 

Stood rightful in his royal claims;  

‘The Queen is dead, long live King James!’ 

Grandchild of dynastic marriage  

Travels in a splendid carriage 

To London, down through many towns,  

The slow union of the crowns,  

& Stuarts rule in Westminster  

Joining two nations together,  

Now Scot sits on the Saxon throne, 

Perch'd nobly on oor pharoe stone 

See, Bruce, the line of thine offspring, 

Shall one day yield a British king!  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

THE DREAM’S ENDING 

 

Scotland & Ingland being joined  

A new contree & name is coined, 

Being Great Britain, as her fate 

Has always been to become great! 

"Mead to my soul, we shall be free!" 

‚But Bruce, ‘tis strand of destiny, 

As I have said, ye hold the key, 

Now come my king, come dance with me,"  

Ghaist took the dreamer to the crags, 

They danced & pranced, two handsome stags, 

As round them fades a dying dr eam 

The scenery began to cream, 

Then Bruce awoke all drench'd in sweat, 

"So Scotland shall know freedom yet!" 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

  

 

Robert the Bruce 

  

As out of bed the Bruce slow slipped 

The darling dawn grew rosy -lipped  

& though his mind could bare recall  

Those dreams of future & its fall,  

A strange sensation struck his soul 

As with fresh water of a spring,  

He washed his face in fair cleaning, 

That with a little towel dried,  

Now fills the scabbard at his side 

& gathers each accoutrement, 

On regal person placed upon; 

His trousers spun in Avignon  

Florentine robes, Dutch velvet boots, 

& shirt made frae the skin o' newts!  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

THE BRUCE IS ENERGIZED 

 

A stream is springing from its source  

& following his fated course  

The Bruce mounted a swan-necked horse 

Of hawkish eyes & snorting force, 

Sets feet within the steel stirrup 

& with an ardent giddyup  

He sped off like a man possessed, 

Crusader on a holy quest, 

His steed flying from crest -to-crest 

Upon the path of no return,  

Sensing, some, destiny must earn 

Robert the Bruce of Bannockburn 

Rode off to war, Scotia’s own son 

A war, it seem'd, already won  

  

   

  

  

 

 



 

  

BOOK 9 

  

The Bruce & the Blacksmith 

  

One foggy night that faeries shun 

& webs a little stronger spun  

The Bruce came to a lonely farm 

Beside Loch Ericht's azure arm 

A scen quite full of rustic charm  

& as this humble homestead nears 

Greeted by lad of little years, 

"Welcome King Robert, graciously, 

My father waits to meet with thee,"  

The Bruce leapt from his mount & said,  

"But there is no crown on my head," 

The lad grew silent as he led 

Them to an outhouse hot with fire,  

Where old blacksmith greets Bruce with, "Sire!" 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

A MAGIC SWORD  

 

As red-hot blade rais’d from anvil, 

"For ancyent prophecies fulfill, 

This sword is yours, made for the throne, 

The hilt is carved from Wallace bone, 

For seven years we were waylaid, 

At last the sword of Alba made, 

In seven luchts temper'd the blade, 
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No harder steel was ever seen 
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Feeling a feather in his grip  

With fiery wheel it whistl'd round,  

Spun whirring with unearthly sound,  

With tempest strike he cleaves the ground! 

 

  

  

  

 

 



 

 

 

 

The Bruce MEETS Red Comyn 

  

After many a museful day  

The Bruce rode on to Galloway, 

& there beside the Nith’s fair stream 

He would tell Comyn of his dream  

& met him in an evening’s mirk 

At the altar of Grey Friars Kirk  

Holiest spot in all Dumfries,  

Where all the chatter was of peace; 

"My friend,‛ said Comyn, ‚Can you see 

How govern'd is oor poor contree,  

I beseech thee pray trow to me 

Your claim to kingship & command,  

For if I’m crown’d King of Scotland 

Longshanks shall leave us to oor land!‛ 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

THE BRUCE MURDERS RED COMYN 

 

The Bruce he thought on this awhile 

& sensed Comyn was full of guile,  

‚We should have fought at Falkirk moor  

& helped Wallace to win his war,  

If you were king of oor contree  

Soon like the Inglis we would be‛ 

Comyn raged at this bold retort  

& grabb’d the Bruce by his thick throat, 

Who very deftly with a spin  

Did turn the tables on Comyn 

With savage stabbings of a knife 

Robs his great rival of his life, 

A group of priors gather'd round,  

"Tis sacrilege on hallowed ground!"  

  

  

 

 

 

 



  

  

  

  

 The Bruce Crown’d King 

  

On Palm Sunday by candlelight  

Through force of arms Bruce won the right,  

To have the crown placed on his head, 

The chief objection was now dead, 

Being their very rightwise king  

The people gave their good blessing 

All up to Scone, where all the town  

Sang at the sight of Scotland's crown 

& to defend their own contree  

The nobles offered fealty 

& urged all able Scottis men 

To treat Inglis as Sacracen 

Now Ingland & her hated king  

Would face a harder bargaining.  

  

  

 

 

 

 

  

  

Longshanks Marches North 

  

When Edward was in full haste told  

At how the Bruce had been so bold 

& brought  Comyn to life's ending,  

& sithen' crown'd himself Scot’s king, 

With many a tremendous Knight  

He sped to Scotland & the fight, 

His heart so angry yon compare, 

His heralds hearing everywhere,  

"Good King Robert the Bruce is he 

That is right lord of his contree, 

Him overlord of all the land  

No foreign forces may withstand,  

His twisted torque around our necks,  

So proud are we to call him rex!" 

  

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

The Death of Longshanks 

  

Before Longshanks array'd his crew 

& march'd them off to battles new  

There was a weary breeze that blew 

Into his dreams from dungeons dread  

His prince attends the dying bed,  

Swabbing the fever from his head, 

"My son, promise me ye shall swear 

To hunt that dog down everywhere,  

This treach'rous sleight is my disease 

& slain me," his breath turns to wheeze, 

"If that man keeps keeps his liberty, 

Avenge me on his family!"  

Then old Longshanks, ogre-hearted, 

Died & to Hades departed,  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Battle of Methven 

  

Although the catalyst is gone  

These bloody days must carry on, 

As Inglis, led by De Valance, 

Into Annandale lands advance, 

& found the Bruce beside Methven 

& ambushed him many men  

& though the Bruce with violence shook,  

The lives of many suthron took,  

His force fast feeble round their king  

That now surrounded by a ring  

Of threat 'ning spears, his blade did twirl  

Through battles pirn & birlin swirl,  

Until into fresh air he spills  

& speeds away to distant hills!  

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

The Bruce Visits Arran 

  

Gorgeous are the stags of Arran 

Roaming mountains tall & barren,  

Loudly braying to skittish deer  

Whenever foreign danger near, 

Where blackberries & dark blackthorn  

Light up like stars gin golden corn  

& russet oaks & faultless grass 

Add verdancy to every pass 

Hewn from the old, pinnacle crags,  

Where roam the gorgeous Arran stags, 

Fed on the flow of melting snows  

That rapid to the river flows,  

Bruce watched them drink up in the hills  

                   This melancholy evening fills!  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

THE FUGITIVE BRUCE 

 

As autumn darkens mountain stone,  

He curs’d the fate for which him born, 

What for the Kingdom of the Bruce? 

Held day -by-day in dire reduce? 

This trip to Arran was no use,  

No man here dares to arm & rise 

Despite the sadness in their eyes, 

Despite the madness on the rise 

As on the breeze he heard a sound, 

It was the barking of bloodhound,  

So washing scent in coastal wave, 

He fled into a mountain cave  

By Machrie & Blackwaterfoot  

& with a boulder rolled it shut.  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Bruce & the Spider 

  

A little spider Bruce could see 

Mixing his silk so patiently,  

That six times tried to reach the wall 

But fail’d to hold, & with a fall 

Roll'd back upon its pendulum,  

But Bruce admired this strategum, 

As seventh time the line took hold  

& wondrous webbing would unfold,  

Of silver strands & golden dew  

& from that time the watcher knew  

All things must come to those who wait, 

Such is the promise of fair fate, 

If little insects win success 

The King of Scots must do no less 

   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Lord of the Isles 

  

The Bruce landed upon the sands 

Of Islay, pride of those islands, 

Where stands the cross of Kiloran  

& all commanded by one man, 

The tribal laird of these domains,  

Great Somerled swam through his veins, 

First chief of all the Haelan’ chiefs, 

King of the cattle & the sheafs, 

Acclaim'd a renown'd warrior,  

For wisdom & his mind's temper,  

Master of hospitality,  

Receives his king on bended knee 

& bids him sit upon his right,  

For royal feasting through the night,  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

A MUSTERING  

 

As wine & whiskey freely flows,  

& camaraderie soon grows, 

The Bruce told of the spider's deed 

& promised never to show greed 

& always be an honest king, 

MacDonald bids a boy to bring  

A broad claymore of bite & length,  

"May you use it with all your strength,  

While ye wield it to fight the cause  

My sword & all my children yours!"   

The fiery cross was raised on high, 

The flames were seen as far as Skye, 

When soon, thro their master's muster, 

     Motley men at quayside cluster,  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

THE BRUCE INVADES SCOTLAND  

 

Clutching the ir  dagger, axe & sword, 

Man swears allegiance to his Lord  

& An gus knew all them by name, 

His ancestors, from whence he came, 

Waiting to sail to war they stood,  

An army bonded close by blood  

Now sailed the choppy Viking flood  

With scores of hardy highlander,  

The grand tartan adventurer,  

Now starts the land’s reconquista 

News spreading wildfire part -to-part, 

Their King fighting with all his heart  

Soon good lads in their ones & twos 

Came forth with Bruce’s force to fuse. 

  

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

BOOK 10 - SALTIRES 

 

The Battle of Loudon Hill  

  

All west & east, all north & south,  

The news travell'd frae mouth -to-mouth,  

From town to field, from serf to knight  

Fealty offered for the fight,  

Soon strong enough to leave the hills 

In Scottis fowk the Bruce instills  

The special will of liberty,  

Born from his popularity,  

Of which the Inglis full aware,  

Sending an army into Ayr,  

Hating the Scots & train'd to kill,  

They found the Bruce on Loudon Hill  

Who blew his horn to Him on high - 

           On good number he can rely. 

 

 

 

 

THE BRUCE VICTORIOUS 

 

Three thousand Inglis knights mounted,  

De Valance riding at their head, 

Now gallop'd forth in headlong rush,  

Not knowing this was their ambush  

& into secret ditches fall  

As murder -boulders down -brae roll  

Behind them charge, with much vigour,  

Fighting Scotsmen in best valour, 

Breaking the line with sword & shout,  

The Inglis turn their backs & rout.  

Never stopping for muckle mile,  

Until they reach gloomy Carlisle,  

Where De Valance, with trembling lip  

Resign'd his Scottis Keepership! 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

The Bruce Conquers Scotland 

  

The Bruce performs royal progress, 

Seeing such sights him to depress, 

But when folk saw his royal train  

They soon forgot their recent pain 

& wiping dry these bitter tears,  

They crown'd the Bruce with joyous cheers, 

For in the spirit of their king  

There seems an end to suffering 

& as his army made their way  

It grew in stature day -by-day, 

For good or ill, a kirk or mill,  

An army pliant to his will,  

Who follow'd him so loyally  

Each day for his braw face to see. 

  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Nobles Swear Fealty 

  

To Saint Andrews an army drew,  

& they were number'd not a few,  

Now summon’d magnates serve their king, 

Free from Inglis interfering,  

Their pristine liberty restored,  

Through Robert Bruce’s mighty sword, 

Who calls his countrymen to war,  

Walter, the Steward, to the fore, 

Says, "Sire, for us to tarry free 

There's but one course that I can see, 

The bastart’s castles seize & raze 

& those opposing end their days!"  

"Aye!" said the Bruce, Scotland reborn, 

"We march upon the morrow morn  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



STRILING 

 

Three flags fly from Scotland’s ramparts; 

The rampant lion of brave hearts, 

The saltire crossed in Andrew’s name 

& flying tall, to all their shame,  

The cross of Saint George, white & red, 

To rip them down Scotch squadrons sped 

To Stirling's neolithic fist,  

Ghaist island rising in the mist,  

Her walls so high, & on a crag 

No man could touch Saint George’s flag 

Tho it surrounded by a host  

Of Scotis banners coast-to-coast, 

Conferring on those men within,  

Death long drawn out by cruel famine.  

  

 

 

 

 

 

  

 

 

 

 

  

 A SOLEMN PACT  

  

The Governor comes to Tor Wood, 

With Edward Bruce soon understood  

Frae midsimmer to midsummer  

They should not battle together  

& if, Stirling not saved by force  

Then as a matter of due course, 

Befitting proper chivalry,  

This castle & her silver key 

Would be handed to Scottis care, 

& seal the treaty, unaware 

How  innocently they prepare  

A day of passion, day of pride,  

A day when Scotia’s fate is tried 

       Day of god awful genocide!  

  

  

 

 

 

 



 

 

The Bruce Goes To War 

  

The challenge spread an island wide, 

Igniting men & manly pride,  

& when the Bruce this news received 

It was by him hardly believed,  

"This news I hear waefu’ to me, 

For they can raise a great many 

From all of Ingland’s rich domain, 

From Ireland Wales & Aquitaine  

Some vast army in London’s pay… 

Och! it will be a bloody day!"  

New sent an order through my lands  

To seize castles in Inglis hands 

& over them the Saltire raise 

For these, I feel, oor proudest days! 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Reconquista 

  

Warm is the season & in prime, 

Embalm'd by scented mountain thyme,  

That lifts the nature -loving hearts  

Of these Scots hidden in hay carts, 

That with a clatter slowly go  

Into fabulous Linlithgow,  

Being but little fighting force  

& yet, another Trojan horse 

That stealthily to war was sent  

& men inside are soon unpent 

& in a flash open the gates 

For there Robert the Bruce awaits 

With three score men, they rush within  

Another castle theirs to win.  

  

  

 

 

 



 

 

FURTHER CONQUESTS 

 

These scenes repeated from Forfar 

Through Dunrobin to Dunnotar,  

& then he took a march on Perth 

Where as the moon silver’d the Earth, 

All in the dead  still of the night,  

When even witches lids lock’d tight, 

They rush’d in hush up to the wall, 

Rope ladders on the ramparts fall, 

From door -to-door they buck'd & sped  

Surpris’d the Inglis in their bed  

& as the flashing dagger dares 

Before the dawn the city theirs 

Collecting credence for the cause, 

The thistle’s groon about the rose! 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Edinburgh Besieg’d 

  

Sir Walter Steward heard of this 

& of these deeds grew quite jealous, 

& so attacked the th’invuln’rable 

Mansion of Edinburgh castle  

With many men of bold intent  

Until the sheer assaults were spent, 

& was forced to besiege that keep 

Sat on black rock thrust upward steep, 

The war conducted expertly,  

Their evening meals consumed with glee, 

While rising groans of starving souls  

Issued over Edina’s walls, 

Where stoic stood the Inglis knight  

Determined, still, to stay & fight,  

  

  

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Edinburgh Assaulted  

  

The Steward takes clandestine course 

& from his army claims a force  

Of thirty hand -pick'd highlanders  

With knowledges of high ledges  

& on they went u p to the wall,  

Though wrack'd with nerves no man did fall  

Ladders press’d at the twelve-fit height,  

All escap’d well the watchman’s sight, 

Tho in full peril brave men were  

For sentries with an Ingliss burr  

Stood but a foot away at times, 

Until at last the last man climbs 

Up to the verge of those ramparts 

Where with a yell the battle starts!  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

THE ENGLISH BUCKLE  

 

Men leap inside, without abate  

They kill the guards, unbar the gate 

Where scores of steady Scotsmen stood 

Ready to wash their spears in blood. 

 & as castle defences pass’d 

"Treason! Treason!" Inglis cry fast 

& soon in panic brave men are 

Not stopping ‘til they reach Dunbar, 

But not their hardy Constable,  

Still brave enough to do battle, 

Running about, ruthless & stout,  

A lonely rock against the rout  

Sir Walter bath’d him in torchlight, 

Warm flickering through velvet night.  

  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

EDINBURGH FALLS  

 

‚Constable yield! Tis not too late  

My men are passing through the gate 

The castle oors but for debate, 

War to the hilt is too bloody,  

I promise ye shall be set free, 

If this castle given to me," 

The Constable, though he was wise, 

Felt patriotic fervour rise  

& headstrong flung as bold as Mars 

To die a death beneath the stars, 

His soldiers fail at his last sigh, 

Not ready then to do & die,  

Bow shameful heads & drop their swords  

       Edinburgh castle has new lords. 

  

  

   

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

Edward II Invades Scotland  

  

Oor Saltire proud oer Scotland stands; 

Of castles once in Inglis hands 

Only vital Stirling remains,  

Whose Governor, one day, obtains 

A letter with the royal seal,  

"The King listens to your appeal  

& shall to Stirling make his way  

Before midsimmer's chosen day, 

With hosts of Inglis chivalry  

Longbows of Llewelyn contree,  

The cavalry of Brittany,  

Pretty Poitous & Aquitaine,  

& even seven knights of Spain, 

With Connaught’s High Prince in the train! 

  

  

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

BOOK 11 – B4 BANNOCKBURN 

 

THE ENGLISH INVADE SCOTLAND  

 

The Inglis army & its fame  

Upon the streets of Berwick came 

Edward right joyful in his thought  

He well supposed that there was nought 

Within the world that could withstand  

The bravest soldiers of his land 

That hungry  host in full array  

To Caledon all took their way,  

The vales were low, the hills were sheer, 

The banners tward Dunbar drew near  

& on they flew, those falcon flags, 

Pass’d Edinburgh, cool on the crags, 

A caterpillar by the Firth,  

Whose feet echo’d as far as Perth! 

  

  

  

  

 

 

 

 

 

THE NEW PARK 

  

The Bruce now makes his great demand 

Sends summons all across the land 

To form a bawdy, haughty band  

Of Scots turned out in time of war  

To gather at the wapinschaw, 

From west to east, from south to north, 

Scotland sends her best soldiers forth, 

Frae Hebrides & her dark rain,  

To Eastern Lodon’s fertile plain 

& frae the southern Redswire edge 

To farthest Rosse’s rocky ledge, 

Men gathering, gruff & genteel  

The Earls are arm’d from head-to-heel 

In mail & plate of Milan steel  

  

  

 

 



 

 

 

THE SCOTS GATHER 

 

With scarlet mantle, azure vest, 

On prancing steeds they forward press’d, 

Whenever put to battle’s test 

With men -at-arms to watch their backs 

Whose halberd, bill & battle -axe 

Would ravish foes & fend attacks  

& now the Chiefs their clans array’d 

Sic wild & garish semblance made, 

With claymores of unwieldy length,  

& daggers proved for edge & strength,  

"Your majesty," each man would sing, 

"We come to serve our richtfu' king!"  

Their muted feuds all put to sea 

Before the common enemy. 

  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

  

The Scottish Council of War 

  

With his captains all gather’d round 

Speaketh the Bruce, "Men I have found 

This narrow bawk of open ground..."  

"Where I sense oor triumph fated, 

Heavy horse are here negated!‛ 

"We stood astride the Roman Road 

We’ll show to them oor shining sword, 

Dig pitfalls to keep them at bay  

& lethal calthrops ‘twyx them spray 

So they must try another way  

To reach Stirling, that must be here, 

When all our army shall appear  

Upon their flank & charging in  

We, golden liberty, must win!"  

  

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

The English Approach Stirling  

  

Now Scottis scouts ride by the Forth, 

Not on it's south but on it's north,  

To see across the sea-green way 

The Inglis army in array;  

So many shining shields are seen, 

So many knights on steeds so clean, 

As soon to Stirling surely come 

The greatest blades of Christendom 

See Gloucester, De Valance, the King, 

By him a banner, belonging 

To gallant Sir Giles d'Argentine,  

The third best knight the world had seen,  

Great gauntlet on the King's right hand,  

One man among twenty thousand!  

  

  

  

 

 

 

 

 

Nightfall in Torwood  

  

How many knights of wide renown  

Stand up to fight for Scotland's crown,  

Even three dozen Templars are 

Ready to die for Scotland's war, 

Forging most handsome assembly 

Gather’d around the royal tree 

That is the Bruce, a sturdy trunk  

Full in the soil of Scotland sunk!  

& round his roots a clearing found,  

Camp fires are lit, food pass'd around, 

& w hen their bellies were well fed,  

The king kisses each man's forehead 

Ready to die in his honour,  

Bound by thirst’s vengeance together, 

  

  

  

  

 



 

 

 

Robert The Bruce 

  

The Bruce is righteous prince of joy, 

Great human gifts in his employ,  

Beset by hardships & by flights  

With dangers, hungers, thirsts & fights,  

He was like Ceasar great leader, 

& like Gaius good lawgiver,  

So wise he seemed a Socrates, 

So swift he fought like Achilles  

A man with no match in his time  

From any land & any clime  

& as he looked on shining stars 

His gaze rested on old, red Mars 

& knew right then he must inspire  

His brave, braw blades with martial fire,  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

THE BRUCE SPEAKS 

 

"Contented only we shall be 

When we have made oor contree free!" 

A cheer rose through the whole army,  

Then Bruce went on, "We aught to love 

Almighty God that sits above,  

Who with his omnipresent hand  

Has made for us this blessed land, 

& Thistles, since the Ceasars, grow 

In Scottis hearts to smash their foe, 

& often crush that thorny rose  

That tempts us to its Saxon hall, 

But let them try & pierce this wall!  

For they’ll find, growing inside us 

Solid webs of patient spiders! 

  

  

  

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

THE INSPIRATIONAL BRUCE  

 

Of Scottis each of ye the best, 

In all the land the worthiest  

& as oor mettle takes this test, 

Remember them who did not yield  

For fear of Saxon in the field, 

Why should we make submission now  

& bend before them oor proud brow,  

Lads, fight for Scotland & her law,  

Her sword of freedom strang we draw  

As freeman stand or free man fa’ 

& if you choose to leave this place 

Men, go with honour & with grace,  

But if you deign to stay & fight  

I swear we shall set Scotland right." 

  

  

  

 

 

 

 

SCOTLAND’S BEAUTY 

 

‘For Scotland, is a rare contree, 

Abundant in commodity,  

Where heaven breasted larks perform, 

Above the cataract’s white foam, 

Or over hills of hoary hue,  

Where drinking on her sacred dew  

Damp mother earth hump'd up & stands  

In mountains, towers oer these lands, 

Where fish swim silver -bottomed streams 

Through rivers rich to lucht that teems,  

The haughty hart, the dow -eyed doe, 

The happy hawk, the royal roe,  

Mines of all metals, precious stones, 

Brave contree bless'd by Andrews bones!’ 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

Edward II Reaches Bannockburn 

  

The day is now midsimmer's eve 

& King Edward has come to reave, 

His happy force reaches Torwood 

Where to their shock the Scottis stood 

Neath Stirling Castle shining far,  

Untouchable, like some bright star,  

From whence her Governor did ride,  

Soon mounted at his monarch's side, 

"Sire, there is no need for battle,  

In good time ye’ve seen this castle, 

"No, sir, we shall do battle here 

& bash the Scots that dare appear 

So much that they shall never rise, 

Striking this Saltire from the skies – 

  

  

 

 

 

 

THE ENGLISH REACH BANNOCKBURN  

 

Wild wolf -howls cry across the land, 

& Caledon shall make a stand, 

Before the burn the Suthron fann’d, 

Readying for the final fight  

Made camps to ease the chill of night, 

Set down their arms & sat their arse 

Where purple periwinkle sparse  

Is softly sprinkl'd on the carse  

& rushing rivers gush & flow  

By golden gorse, where grasses grow, 

But they had blunder'd in a bog  

Where white -faced coots vie with the frog, 

It was a wet & weary marsh,  

The skin was soak'd, the chill was harsh, 

  

  

  

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

THE ARROGANT ENGLISH  

 

Edward swaps crown for silken cap,  

Not knowing him caught in a trap!  

But being very arrogant,  

Of victory full confident,  

& many knights there felt the same 

Of Hereford & Lincoln fame  

& so they- drain’d their drinking pots, 

& bragg'd the downfall of the Scots  

& did not mind the black, damp mud  

That soon would thicken with their blood;  

Portion of oor high endeavour,  

Portion of oor heart forever,  

Compelling often, Scot! Return! 

To tread the field at Bannockburn!  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

The Scottish Line 

  

Up came the morning with the sun,  

& Scottis men, when dawn was done, 

Emerge impressive from the trees, 

& as one soul all drop to knees 

Ask God to set their country free  

To live or die in wild melee  

So proud to be on that plain field,  

With spears & lances, sword & shield, 

Broad battle lines broadly arrayed 

Their buxom banners tall display'd,  

Where even Small Fowk proudly stood  

For through their veins flows Scotia's blood,  

Clutching crude pitchforks, scythes & clubs  

‚Great elephants brought down by grubs!‛ 

  

  

  

 

 



 

 

 

BOOK 12 - BANNOCKBURN  

 

Bruce fix’d the standard of his throne 

Firmly into a blue whinstone  

Where rousing his proud boys he said, 

"8Ìɯ2ÊÖÛÚȵɯÞÏÈɯÏÈÌɯÞÐɀɯ6ÈÓÓÈÊÌɯÉÓÌËȮ 

Now is the day & now the hour, 

Proudly approaches Edward's power 

To lay us low, mercilessly 

Oppress us into slavery, 

Oor sons must not wear servile chains 

So let us dearly drain oor veins, 

The mighty sword of freedom draw 

For Scotland & her ancient law 

Brave soldiers let us do or die!" 

As one six thousand Scotsmen cry! 

  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

EDWARD’S AGGRESSION 

 

King Edward saw, across the field,  

Four great schiltrons of pike & shield,  

& grew astonish'd by the sight  

Said, "6ÏÈÛȮɯÞÐÓÓɯàÖÕËÌÙɯ2ÊÖÛÛÐÚɯÍÐÎÏÛȳɂ 

"Aye, bravely sire!" sighed an old knight,  

"They are ready to give battle, 

& if ye will permit counsel, 

Withdraw with your spiky pennants 

& all of your young knight errants 

& you shall see, come morrow day, 

ThesÌɯÚØÜÈÉÉÓÐÕÎɯ2ÊÖÛÛÐÚɯÉÙÌÈÒɯÈÞÈàȭȭȭɂ 

Ɂ-ÌÝÌÙȮɂ said Edward, ‚Let none say 

That in battle I lacked courage 

3ÖËÈàɀÚɯÛÏÌɯËÈàɯÛÏÌɯÞÈÙɯÞÌɯÞÈÎÌȵɆ 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

The Bruce Challeng’d 

  

The King of Scots is seen by all, 

His rampant lion raging tall,  

As largely, all among his men, 

The lands of Scotland dealt he then 

The Earl of Gloucester saw his horse 

Was straying too far from Scots force 

A murd'rous sprint his spear to fling,  

Aimed at the heart of Scottis king, 

Who jouks & in his straps upstood  

To scythe through Gloucester, skull & blood  

How close was death, how close, how near! 

Yet from the Scottis rose a cheer 

Knowing that from this first meeting  

The day was destined for their king.  

  

  

  

 

  

  

  

  

 

The Battle BEGINS 

  

The Inglis knights have form'd a line  

Of mounted steel in squadrons nine, 

How beautiful these horses were 

Their riders shining in the smirr,  

Driving murder ever forward  

For the glory of King Edward,  

To win them honour & the day  

But Scottis host up for the fray 

Their spears & swords unlock men’s lives, 

Too, spears & maces, shields & knives 

Then weapon-less men still grapple, 

Gripping broad hands round thick thrapple  

                          As slowly Inglis arrogance  

                    Is snapping like a broken lance. 

  

  

 

 



  

 

THE BATTLE OF BANNOCKBURN  

  

King Edward calls on his reserve 

Blood stood in pools, the loop'd carse curve 

Twixt Bannockburn & Pelstream cramm'd  

By armies in great jousting jamm'd,  

As many worthy men in might  

Through force was fallen in the fight  

& had no might to rise again  

For every breath fast causeth pain, 

Bruce turned to Angus of the Isles, 

& flash'd him the broadest of smiles,  

"MacDonald, there's your enemy 

& my hope is constant in thee!" 

"No problem, sire!" & to a man 

His islemen stood for Dungevan,  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 

 

 

  

 Highland Charge  

  

The Islemen’s faerie flag unfurl'd 

No match was theirs across the world 

& as that banner buck'd & blew  

An eagle & a longship flew,  

Each haelander kisses his blade 

& sic skyrommie shrieks are made, 

Like savage amazons they looked, 

Rag-tag, bobtail'd & bare-buttocked, 

Whose scarmoch roar & shrieking cry 

Surged forward, unafraid to die,  

Could any stand such radge attack? 

So madly & ramballiach  

They went about their deadly work  

With cutting claymore, slitting durk,  

  

  

  

  



 

 

 

 

 

The Welsh Attack 

  

The Cymric archers swung around  

& found a spot of quiet ground,  

There in three lines of battle drew 

Their weapons made of sylvan yew, 

Took aim & bending back their bows,  

Let loose thin shafts of barb'd arrows,  

Death-dealers reaping thick like rain  

& many Scots borne down & slain, 

Bruce summon'd his marshal, promptly  

Keith came up with his cavalry,  

Five hundred horsemen of renown  

To ride the keen Welsh archers down, 

& so ferocious was the ride, 

This charge had turned the battle's tide! 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Small Fowk 

  

How brave are those who go to war,  

Whether they battle bold or poor,  

For battles even boys instil 

With heart & courage, strength & will,  

What rabble hears the battle’s call, 

Brave men & women sleeves uproll, 

& with crude weapons carve a force 

Now shouting as the savage Norse 

& charge the foe with mighty mien,  

The milk -maid, shepherd & the swain  

Upon the flanks these Small Fowk press, 

Leech-red in bloody battle dress, 

Prejudice pulsing through the vein,  

Avenging twenty years of pain!  

  

  

  

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

The Scottish Victorious 

  

As Scottis strappan surge applied 

Highest & benmost was descried 

Their royal banner floating wide,  

Where in the midst of private wars  

The Bruce fought awesome for his cause 

Fought like a river in a spate, 

Through thick -packed host without abate, 

For he was good & he was great, 

Aggression from his essence pour'd, 

Sir Wallace with him in his sword,  

& liberty, with every blow,  

Returns, as falls the tyrant foe, 

"On them, on them, they feeble fast, 

These moments are not built to last!" 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

EDWARD FLEES 

 

Edward acknowledges defeat 

Descend from heaven full & fleet,  

Says D'Argentine, "The day is lost 

& your capture our greatest cost, 

As white swans do from some loud sound, 

Now Edward fled the battleground  

& many tried to grab the king,  

Hard riding with his mace flailing,  

His horse was piked, but now at last  

The battle & the danger pass'd, 

"Now you are safe," said D'Argentine,  

"Sire, hurry homeward to your queen,  

But I shall stay, for ne'er have I 

Fled battle," & return'd to die.  

  

  

  

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

  

The Bruce Triumphant  

  

Full sick of battle, sick of war,  

The Inglis spurn this place of gore, 

In wylde, defenceless haste they sped, 

Leaving the victors to their dead  

Freedom restored upon that plain  

Scotland redeem’d through heap’d up slain 

Where victor -flush rides true Scots King, 

Right to the castle of Stirling, 

Whose Governor stands at the gate 

& greets the Bruce like an old mate, 

"Well done, my lord, honour to you  

& honest chivalry is due,  

I shall give you the gatehouse keys 

To this fair castle, if you please!" 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

  

The Loyal Clans 

  

Through Scotland surged the land’s relief, 

As many an ancient clan chief, 

Rode to the Bruce, whose victory, 

Had unified the whole contree, 

Many a fine & famous name, 

Would take sworn loyalty back hame;  

Davidson, Campbell of Argyle,  

Menzies, Maclaren of Glengyle, 

Brodie of Brodie, Macnaughton - 

Descended from Pictish Necthan - 

Maxwell, Fraser, Forbes of Urquhart, 

Macnab of dark green Glen Dochart, 

Douglas, Johnston, Duart’s Maclean, 

Hay, Graham, Cunningham, & Skene, 

  

 

 

 



 

 

 

THE HAPPY CLANS   

  

As blood pours proudly thro the veins  

We praise the days of former reigns;  

Macbeth, Matthewson, Macdougall,  

MacAuley of Ardincaple,  

Macmillan, Macsween of Kintyre,  

Macleod, Maccallum, Macintyre  

MacDuff, MacDonald, MacEwan,  

Robertson of ancient Struan - 

& good Sir Adam Gordon - friend  

Of Wallace, with him to the end,  

That Bruce rewards with Strathbogie - 

How many more swore fealty!  

Scott, Leslie, Lindsay, Ogilvie  

Cousins of Scotland’s liberty! 

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

 Scotland Jubilant 

  

Oer bonnie Fyvie broad & wide  

& long Glen Lyon by Tay side,  

Oer turret -tufted Dunedin  

& the old caves of Kilmartin,  

Oer Oronsay & Colonsay 

& even wild, North Ronaldsay,  

Oer narrow wynds of Aberdeen  

& Kirkudbright & Gretna Green,  

Oer Ross, the Ptarmigans & Perth 

& auld Stonehaven's herring berth;  

Oer Dunbeath, Mentreith & Fortrose  

& Duntreith & sandy Montrose,  

O Saltire of Saint Andrew's cross 

Sails nobly with begolden gloss! 

  

  

  

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

BOOK 13 

 

BERWICK 

 

The Bruce Invades England 

 

As empires fall & empires rise  

How fickle fortune with men lies,  

Both barmy-brain'd & desolate, 

As they receive the kinks of fate 

Sic as the great Robert the First 

Who now his Scottis borders burst 

With many loyal, joyous men,  

It seems Sir Wallace rides again 

As they the road to London took  

Twyx Prestonpans & Penicuik,  

Through Haddington & then they saw  

North Berwick's lanes & lofty law,  

Marching to war without abate  

Unti l they reach the Berwick gate 

 

 

 

BERWICK ATTACK’D 

 

While war -scarr’d keep in Inglis hands 

Still might they savage Scottis lands, 

Against the Bruce this castle stands, 

Where warriors on turrets high  

Move firm athwart the evening sky,  

Whose armour, as it caught the rays, 

Flash’d back the dazzling Western blaze 

& as the sounds of trumpets roll  

Ladders were set against the wall 

Where empires rise & empires fall 

As many a Scottis squadron, 

The streets of Berwick set upon, 

Slaying all through this stricken town  

That half-a-day sees burning down. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 The Seige of Berwick 

 

Berwick is taken, but on fire,  

Now further still the foe retire,  

Their sturdy castle held the sway, 

Whose guardians fight every day,  

Reduce to rumour each attack, 

As by their necks the Scots flung back, 

So Bruce goes on a vital ride  

About the local countryside,  

& gathers heroes to his side 

From Lothian to Tevoit,  

Round Galasheils & Cheviot, 

A fian rout of worthy men,  

Seven hundred, three score & ten, 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

THE SEIGE CONTINUES 

 

As to the siege the Bruce returns 

Where still the ashy ember burns, 

At every turn, with dinning clang,  

The red-hot anvils clash & bang, 

As axe & falchion to the side 

Of jarring grindstone are applied - 

Now as them on the castle saw 

Men gathering for future war  

Array'd in noble assembly,  

In such freshness & such plenty, 

The god-fearing Inglis sentry  

Hearing the pipers' pibrochs drone,  

Now  sensed that here they stood alone, 

Abandon'd by the Inglis throne  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

BERWICK FALLS 

 

The Iglis captain come sunfall 

Surrenders Berwick at the wall,  

& come sunrise all size the peace 

Berwick is freed from Inglis lease, 

Far from Caerlaverock's demise 

The Saltire flutters in the skies, 

& all toasted the Scottis cause, 

At last triumphant in the wars!  

Wiping the flesh from bloodied swords  

Back to their lands rode noble lords, 

Before they went, with common sense, 

Bruce stuff'd the castle with defence, 

Left in the wise & safe command, 

Of Walter, Steward of Scotland, 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

THE BRUCE & HIS STEWARD 

 

"My boy be cautious," said the Bruce, 

"For surely they will break the truce 

& if the Inglis reach the gate 

In great strength, do not hesitate 

3ÖɯÚÌÕËɯÔÌɯÞÖÙËɯÖÕɯÌÈÎÓÌɀÚɯÞÐÕÎ 

& I shall all my sodgers bring!" 

"Come, if the Inglis dare, my sire, 

They shall be struck with blade & fire!" 

"Good luck, my boy, & take this sword 

To smite & drive the foe abroad!" 

That twinkling blade of bony hilt  

Now slipp’d inside the Steward's kilt 

& with a shaking of the hands  

The King set off to tour his lands.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

The English Move on Berwick 

 

Edward the Second wears the crown 

Commander of old London Town,  

Where, on a morning, it was told  

That Robert Bruce, by exploit bold, 

Had taken Berwick & did hold  

That border fortress with firm gaurd,  

This news struck Edward’s senses hard, 

& taking counsel for the deed 

"Attack!" by all his lords agreed, 

The King himself the force would lead,  

A mighty  force by land & sea, 

Amazing blaze of chivalry,  

& to the town, in friendly guise,  

Sent galleys stuff’d with Inglis spies! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The English Besiege Berwick 

 

Sir Walter Steward stood alone 

On battlements one dreary dawn 

Scanning the valley of the Tweed 

For signs of Inglis pennant steed 

His wait for war is very short  

For that morning about his fort,  

Rose many a pavilion, 

More than the stars up in heaven 

Like countless sparkling Pleidaes 

& painte d on the painted seas 

A pretty fleet work'd with the breeze,  

The Inglis knights prepare at ease, 

Convinced the Scots, without the Bruce, 

Would be in battle little use!  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

The First Assault 

 

As in the manner of the Turks  

The suthron now prepare siege works,  

With sentrices & ladders tall,  

Inching toward the bristling wall,  

Where all her guardians on high  

Rain down a barrage from the sky 

But still the Saxons reach the dykes 

& fill them with a thousand pikes  

Soon every wall is hotly mann'd  

By northern fal cons in a band, 

Stood blithe & gladsome when they saw 

The Inglis host from them withdraw  

& as that hot day’s night did fall 

Scots set good watches on the wall. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Berwick Attack’d by Sea 

 
While stone-faced Scot did stand ready 

 The Steward looked out to the sea 

 & saw five ships close thick & fast, 

 Saint George's cross hung from the mast, 

 Now near the forecastle's reveal  

 Many men armed in burnish'd steel, 

 Shipmen straining every sinew 

 Til to the walls their boats they drew, 

 & when captains straddl'd the wall 

 They let their sturdy bridges fall, 

As stones & arrows for them flew, 

 Culling the captains & their crew, 

 Who is the victor no-one knows 

 Fow war, like sea-tide ebbs & flows 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

BERWICK DEFENDED 

 

As arrow hosts fly oer the wall 

 Upon the decks their hot barbs fall, 

 Burning so brightly with a flame 

 That soon the boats were burning same 

 & as the ships slipp'd neath the wave, 

 They dragg’d a thousand to their grave 

With them the Scots did Berwick save  

 & when the evensong grew near 

 The flotsam of the dead appear, 

 The sea blood-red & made austere, 

 & now a swift, startl'd gazelle, 

 The light of even dipp'd & fell 

 Where like a beacon in the night 

 Berwick still holds the gruesome fight! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

THE LAST ASSAULT 

 

Edward kenn’d the foe was winning,  

Each count found his own force thinning,  

The seige had passed the fifth black night 

& now had reach'd the vital height,  

So gambling all on one assault, 

Every engine & thunderbolt  

Were brought before the Mary Gate, 

Missiles shower without abate,  

Many a lethal instrument  

To mine & storm the walls were sent,  

& every Catapult is mann’d 

A battery so cruel & grand  

But as inside great stones were cast 

Still Scottis spirit held on fast.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Walter Steward Defends the Mary Gate 

 

Now with a mighty trumpet blast  

They for the gore-gate forward pass'd, 

Fierce squadrons dashing row-on-row,  

Smashing the gate with sic stone blow 

That those inside could see outside, 

"Fling those men back!" the Steward cried 

& there, astance the splinter'd wood,  

With his best hundred soldiers stood,  

& every Scot there put away 

Five times his number in a fray  

Defending with all of their might,  

Protecting Scotland & her right  

The guts of Berwick Castle stand 

To force a border on Ingland! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Berwick Holds 

  

 

As morning lit those desp’rate walls, 

Deid-dune a white -hair'd fighter falls,  

Six days of war etch'd on his heart 

Waiting once more for war to start,  

But not today! a sentry calls, 

"Edward ÏÈÚɯÈÉÈÕËÖÕɀËɯÛÏÌɯÞÈÓÓÚȵɆ 

It was a merry sight to see 

As legions of great chivalry  

Leaving the plain & haul home south,  

Like jesters from a lion's mouth,  

News spreading round right flaming quick,  

Ɇ2ÊÖÛÓÈÕËɯÏÈÚɯÏÌÓËɯÉÌÚÐÌÎɀËɯ!ÌÙÞÐÊÒ 

From Ingland & her brightest swords 

Their king & all his noblest lords!" 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 



 

BOOK 14  

ARBROATH 

 

  

  The Treaty of Abroath  

  

All wars end in diplomacy,  

Battle has set the Scottis free, 

But far away the contree's hope 

Lies with the bias of the Pope, 

If Christ's first soul denies the king  

Many more knights could Ingland bring  

Drawn from all over Christendom,  

From Bannockburn to Kingdom Come,  

So Bruce summon’d nobility 

To come & pay due fealty 

At the cathedral of Arbroath - 

From both sides of the frothing Forth  

They came in splendid finery  

& plentiful festivity,  

 

 

 

 

 

 

THE READING  

 

Upon the beach did De Linton,  

Muse magic in the morning sun  

Native spirit helping him scrieve  

& web of noble words to weave  

This brightly shining document,  

A manuscript that would be sent  

To Avignon, where pious bides  

The Pope & all His spirit -guides, 

As one-by-one the magnates came 

Each swore to add their seal & name 

The settl’d will of Scottis soul 

The Bruce’s words filling the hall 

Chaunting in sweeping cadences 

Through these sonorous sentences! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



  

 

 

 

The Scottish Nobility  

  

"Most Holy Father, friend of Christ,  

Lord John, vicar of paradise, 

Laird of the holy church of Rome,  

Receive us from oor Scottish home, 

Your sons so humble in their life;  

Noble Duncan, the Earl of Fife, 

Thomas Randolph, Roger Mowbray,  

The Earls of Ross, March & Moray,  

Lennox, Strathearn & Sutherland, 

Sir Walter, Steward of Scotland, 

Cheyne, Ramsay, Leslie, Cameron, 

Wemyss, Mushet, Graham, Fenton, 

Magnus of Caithness & Orkney 

       & others of good baronrie.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

The Scottish Primacy 

  

Thou most Holy Father & Lord,  

As ancyent chronicles abroad 

Tell that the Scottis & their crown  

Graced with a widespread, world renown,  

From Greater Scythia they hail'd, 

Through pillars Herculean sail'd  

& thence they came, twelve hundred years 

Since Moses dried old Israel's tears, 

Finding a special place to stay, 

Westerly, where they live today,  

&, as historians of old 

Bare witness, they have kept good hold 

Upon these lands where minstrel sings 

Of one hundred & thirteen kings ! 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Saint Andrew  

  

In Scottis kirk the eunoch sings 

Of Jesus Christ, oor king of kings, 

Nor would He have confirmed the Scots  

With anyone chosen by lots, 

But the first of His Apostles  

Whose e'erlasting relique fossils 

Were brought for all good Scots to view,  

Him, the most gentle Saint Andrew,  

Since then oor Most Holy Fathers,  

Your wide, revered predecessors, 

Gave Scottis Kings gracious favours 

& numerous privileges,  

& help’d us thrive so peacefully, 

Rejoicing in oor liberty!  

  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Wars of Independance 

  

Alas we Scots faced darkling crimes 

In Ingland's first King Edward's times,  

Father of him that rules today,  

Who to low lots oor land would lay,  

Seeing oor kingdom had no head, 

& our people unprotected  

He treat us as an enemy 

Comitting many outrages  

To all sexes, ranks & ages, 

That could cover countless pages 

But from this endless treachery 

Our peoples have gain'd liberty  

Thro Robert Bruce, oor King & Lord,  

Who freed oor land with righteous sword!  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

The Scottish Defiance 

  

According to those ancyent laws 

We shall maintain, them whom oppo se 

Oor customs held unto the death, 

All of Scotland join'd in one breath, 

That duly with oor consenting 

Has made the Bruce oor prince & king, 

Yet, though he is oor greatest son, 

(ÍɯÏÌɯÎÐÝÌÚɯÜ×ɯÞÏÈÛɯÏÌɀÚɯÉÌÎÜÕȮ 

6ÌɀËɯÔÈÒÌɯÚÖÔÌɯÖÛÏÌÙɯÔÈÕɯÛÏÌɯÒÐÕÎȮ 

Able the laÕËɀÚɯËÌÍÌÕÊÌɯÛÖɯÉÙÐÕÎȮ 

For as long as but a hundred 

Of us remain alive & good, 

From this moment & forever, 

(ÕÎÓÐÚɯÚÏÈÕɀÛɯÙÜÓÌɯ2ÊÖÛÚȮɯÕÈàȮɯÕÌÝÌÙȭ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Papal Plea 

  

Thus we to thee, Father & Lord, 

Beseech thy Holinesses word, 

Since you, that His Vice-Regent is 

Treats equal Greek, Jew, Scot, Inglis 

Look at those troubles brought on us 

By Inglis hosts vainglorious  

May it please you to admonish  

& exhort Kings of the Inglis,  

Who ought them to be satisfied 

With what once seven did divide  

& leave us Scots to our own soil,  

Who covet nothing but its toil  

Our lives we shall profess to thee, 

Vicar of Christianity!  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Bruce Completes the Reading 

  

But, if regards your Holiness  

With faith the false English impress  

& will not grant belief sincere  

To what we have written down here,  

Then the slaughter that must befall, 

With the perdition of the soul  

& all the woe inflicted then,  

By them on us & us on them, 

Will surely be laid upon you  

By Him Most High that all must view  

Who shall inspire us with courage,  

Annulling wars oor foemen wage!  

Now, may the Most High’s sacred gaze, 

Preserve your health, grant length of days!" 

 

 

 

 

 

  

  

 

The Treaty Taken to France 

  

With the declaration muster’d, 

On two knights mission entrusted,  

De Gordon & De Maubuisson,  

With Scotia’s fate enscroll’d were gone 

Sails bellied out beneath the breeze, 

Stretch'd far & roundabout the seas, 

Where flipping dolphin pleas’d the ee 

While boating around Brittany,  

Surfing the vast Atlantic flow  

To dock the vessel at Bordeaux, 

.Two Knights r ode on through sundry lands  

To where Rocher les Doms commands 

That gilded cage beneath the sun 

The holy see of Avignon! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

THE POPE RECIEVES THE TREATY 

 

For many days those knights did wait,  

The mistral fierce, the evening late, 

When they were granted audience, 

The room was candle lit intense, 

A bishop reads De Linton's words,  

Fluttering as a flock of birds,  

 The knights stood nervous in the aisle 

Til greeted by a papal smile, 

‚I am heart-struck by your warm plea,  

Wishes freedom for your contree, 

& now shall treat you as his friend  

By morning prayers I shall send  

A transcript to your sacred king,  

Which ye two knights shall to him bring!"  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Two Letters 

  

Two parchments have departed France, 

Both texts desiring to advance, 

The peaceful isles of Albion - 

The first is carried to London,  

Its King mused on the papal turn  

Remembering brave Bannockburn, 

He sent a letter to Scotland 

Offering them filial hand!  

Soon two letters reach Edinburgh! 

Arriving almost together,  

Which with a knife of silver sheen 

Was opened by the Scottis Queen, 

           ‚My husband, Dio gloria, 

             Absolvitur ab instantia!"  

  

  

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Freedom 

 

Scots’ voices rise up proud & free 

For love of land & liberty,  

Frae granite city, Aberdeen, 

To Aberfeldy sat serene 

Frae Inchcolm, Findochty, Durness 

To Comrie, Sanquhar & Stenness, 

Frae Fintry, Keith & Cunnighame  

To woolly -wooded Whittinghame  

Frae Granton, Gorbals & Maybole 

To Papay near the Arctic Pole 

To Motherwell & marshy Merse,  

& all the luchts that intersperse  

The golden spellcraft of a glen, 

Where nature dwells with happy men!  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Saint Andrew’s Cross 

  

Scots voices sing that they are free   

& in Arbroath, especially  

They fill the roof, that fam’d abbey 

Where pious Bernard de Linton  

Sings through the text from Avignon,  

Ending the reading with a smile,  

As wide as Thurso to Argyle  

& summons a young trumpeteer  

To sound the glory of this year,  

Soft ariels on th’ocean breeze 

Ascend the skies in sweet degrees, 

Sailing to nations overseas, 

Now all shall know who know the world  

        Saint Andrews cross fore'er unfurl'd!  

  

  

  

 

 

 

 

 


