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ALBA 
 

 

THE WELCOMING 

  

Sing the sonnets of a nation, 

Famous in her rightful station,  

First mistress of Britannia's face, 

Where Pictish clansman merge in race 

With Viking, Angle, Celt & Scot,  

Forever kept in tangl'd knot,  

That such a spangl'd nation fills  

Beyond the three-prong' d Eildon hills,  

Thro Stirling & beyond Orkney,  

There is a stretch of endless sea, 

Where only Shetland parts the wave; 

Brave men nam’d thee Scotland the brave, 

Of ancyent race & noble kind, 

More than a place, a state of mind! 

  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

PIPER 

  

Stood on the summit of a ben, 

God’s grandeur there reveal’d to men, 

Where aiming lungs toward the south  

A song is piped, that mouth -to-mouth  

Has pass’d down ages since those times 

When Celts made music to their rhymes; 

With fancied breath & faerie tricks  

The notes drove droning from those sticks  

To willow over lonely moors,  

& billow forth to foreign shores,  

Where pipers climb up to a rise, 

& press their ain pipes to the skies, 

                   Echoing Scotia’s ancyent sang 

                 That thro her culture sails  amang 

 

 

 

 

 



WHISKEY 

  

The World, from Paris to Siam, 

All loves to tipple with the dram,  

& joins me tipsy, as I am 

A lover of good Scotch whiskey,  

Like dry & smoky Glenkinchie,  

The aromatic Dalwhinnie,  

The sweet, seaweedy Tallisker, 

Drambuie, honey of heather, 

The tasty highland Tomatin - 

So delicate, smooth as satin - 

The Lagavulin of Islay,  

The Craggonmore with hint of Spey - 

Devoted to with clanlike zeal,  

Great counterweight of any meal!  

  

 

 

 

 

  

 

  

  

SCOTCH FOOD 

  

Bannock cakes of Oat & Barley, 

Seasoned whey of two-day Crowdie,  

Hotch-potch broth & Arbroath Smokie,  

Hot Scotch pies & Forfar Bridies, 

Stovied Tatties, redhot Toddys, 

Black-Strippit Ba & Drappit egg,  

The gigots from a Mutton Leg,  

The cabbage stew of Colcannon 

The sweetly-sugar'd Black Fruit Bun,  

The cabbage-laden Curly Kail,  

Thick soups & stews of Oxen Tail, 

& with fair, honest, sonsie face, 

The Haggis takes the upmust place, 

Great chieftain o' the pudden race! 

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

 

 



SCOTTISH SPORT 

  

Of Scottish games, loved most of all 

The one where feet must kick a ball, 

Watched by the nation in high rows  

Bairns, Hibees, Doonhamers, Jambos... 

 Now Footba's sister sport arise, 

The better fray in some men's eyes 

The gallant rugby battlefield  

Where victory by tries are seal'd… 

 Now this is Gow ff, by Saint Andrews, 

A country stroll with stunning views,  

The founder of that global game 

Of balls & holes, of curse & blame, 

For Scotland’s sport is Scotland’s pride 

As Husband’s love their blushing bride! 

 

  

  

  

  

 

 

 

 

HIGHLAND GAMES 

  

The challenges are sent away 

To rival clubs for freezing fray,  

To bring their instruments of war  

To frozen loch or icy shore 

& battle there with stone & broom,  

Til dusk brings in the Curler’s gloom, 

& elsewhere, in mountain country,  

Tough, handsome lads play at Shinty, 

Bursting the net with sticks & balls,  

& deeper, in the highland halls,  

As sweet the swirling pipers skirl,  

Lads dance on swords & grasp a girl, 

& they, after exchanging names, 

Go hand-in-hand to see the Games! 

  

  

  

  

  

 

 

 

 



GREAT SCOTS! 

  

How proud are men when  them born Scot! 

See handsome Glaswegian, James Watt, 

From dawn til dusk has dream’d a dream 

"I shall make engines run on steam!” 

& now Alexander Fleming  

Has shown the world a magic thing,  

The secrets of disease unlocks, 

Forever to batter the Pox – 

Now Ale xander Graham Bell, 

Has to his ear rais’d up a shell 

& with a mouthpiece in his hands  

Communicates with distant lands,  

The hubris of the Scottis soul, 

Enlightenment for one & all!  

  

  

  

  

 

 

 

 

 

THE LAST MINSTREL 

  

O Waverly! Watch Walter Scott  

Go clattering  at carriage trot 

Thro’ all the Border Country bends,  

Staying with strangers & old friends  

Preserving for posterity  

Beautiful antique balladry  

& flush with street celebrity,  

Proud of his native Scottish stock 

He climbs inside Embro’s grey Rock 

& finds a chest, picking its lock, 

The lid flips ope, a moments shock, 

A poet stares in true wonder  

Beholding the crown & sceptre, 

           Of Scotland's lost regalia! 

  

  

  

  

  

 

 

 

 



 

HIGHLAND CLEARANCES 

  

What wae now strikes the crofter’s race, 

Inglis butchers ride  place-&-place 

Spread rape & murder thro  the land, 

As tartan hearts & bagpipes banned, 

& in the hulls of crowded boats  

The spirit of the clansmen floats, 

Across the mighty oceans blue, 

To make a haelan’ hame anew, 

Frae enclaves in great India 

Tae vast veldts of South Africa 

Frae Trenchtown's heat & Falkland's gales, 

Tae sheep farming in New South Wales, 

         Where guid Saint Andrew’s Cross unfurled 

                             Rise happy nations in the world!  

  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 NOVA SCOTIA 

  

From Solway Firth to Scapa Flow 

The Scots across the world did  go, 

& driving France  out of Quebec 

They then commenc’d an epic trek, 

Paddling rivers to the Arctic,  

Charting shores of the Pacific, 

Claim’d Canada’s collective worth 

Another Scotia of the Earth! 

But not the second, e’en the third 

For centuries her native bird  

Has flown across the human world  

As cross the seas her hearths were hurl’d 

Where ‘Skotters’ everywhere they went 

Would make more money than was spent!  

  

  

 

 

 

 

 

  



  

BATTLE FOR EMPIRE 

  

Scots go to war with kilted leg,  

Sporting the shorter feileadh-beag, 

From Waterloo, where good Scots Greys 

Scotch glory to the heaven's raise, 

To that day on the Dargai Heights  

Where the wild -eyed Afridis frights  

All, but the Gordon Highlanders,  

Deck'd proudly in their native dress, 

Who with bold pipers now advance  

Though chanters smash'd by war's grim chance, 

Still on & on play pibroch's loud  

& flaming een with heat endowed;  

Til like a hungry wolf they dash  

& win the fight with whirlwind flash!  

  

  

  

  

  

 

 

 

 

WORLD WAR 

  

Frae flak -high  angel black bomb fall s... 

Where houses stood see only holes, 

For carnage rages by the Clyde, 

Tears falling innocence has died. 

These deeds inspire oor fighting men, 

To do the best with all their ken  

For as the world by Scot made good 

Still must oor children shed their blood,  

Fighting ‘gin the Kasier's honour 

& mystical the swastika,  

& putting on the bravest show,  

From Singapore to Scapa Flow, 

They help to win the global war  

& leave Earth peace for evermore! 

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  



  

DEVOLUTION 

  

The ancient Stane of Destiny 

Rescued from Westminster Abbey, 

An artefact so dearly miss'd 

The deed becomes a catalyst, 

Inspires resurgent Scotch nation 

& through her people in London  

Severest protestations sent, 

Scotland must grasp her parliament! 

These politicians have their way 

Upon Saint Andrew's sacred day 

As Parliament, to pipe & drum  

Opens its doors in full freedom  

The Stone of Scone is returning 

To crown a future Scottish king  

  

  

 

 

 

 

 

  

  

 MODERN SCOTLAND 

  

Surrounded by her rugged strands  

& all her awesome hinterlands, 

With England Scotland still allied,  

But independent in her pride,  

This is the fate of Scottis soul, 

The great part of a greater whole, 

That part in turn plays greatest part,  

In world affairs, frae Europe's heart,  

But past the beaurocratic mire, 

Beyond the notion of empire,  

The essence of a nation stores 

In all her enchorial laws,  

Her money, words & all who dwell  

Within the land, as bards do tell!  
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BALLAD 

OF RABBIE BURNS 
  

  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

But tell me, Rob (I'm no in scorn) 

Aneath what planet was ye born? 

'Tis pity you should thrash the corn,  

Or till the rigs;  

Your kintry should your brows adorn  

Wi' laurel sprigs.  

  

 

 

DUAN 1 

 
My first ambition was, & still my strongest wish is, 

to please my compeers, the rustic inmates of the hamlet 

 

I 

Of poesy & her best of men 

I sing, a name that maist must ken 

It's notes still sound through street & glen  

 From fame's flaught horn  

What years are flown, twelve score & ten 

Since Burns was born 

 

This laddie’s smile was so serene 

His daddy cried, from Aberdeen  

He’d mov’d & met his soul’s ain queen 

One night in Ayr,  

Who sired him six more sibli ngs green 

Rab's bed to share 

 

& each of them, from tot to teen, 

Lov’d equal fair 

 

 



 

 

II 

 

They settl'd by the gentle Doon 

With kettle -happy Granma' Broun 

Who whistl'd muckle lip -suck'd tune 

While cooking neeps 

Or mutter'd tayles neath bright'ning moon  

To frighten sleeps 

 

She spoke of elfcandle, spunkies 

Of witches, warlocks, wraiths, kelpies,  

Of dragons, giants & brownies  

From realms faerie 

Such wyrd & wondrous trumperies  

Fuell'd Rab's fancy 

 

Who, even in his nurseries, 

Lov’d poetry 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

III 

 

His mind was as the green, young corn 

That grows before the golden dawn 

But as Burns was a poet born 

Of no mean clout 

Like Venus in the puff of morn  

His stalk stood out 

 

& so the muses have their way 

But not Edina, grand & grey  

Not Glasgow nor green Galloway  

This bardie claim 

Twas wee & airy Alloway  

First felt Rab’s fame 

 

Who burnt his path thro life’s highway 

In faerie fame 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

IV 

 

As vernal Burns PATRIOT is 

The Blacksmith who shod his horses 

Lends him a book on WALLACE’s 

Triumphs & pains;  

Pouring SCOTTISH prejudices 

Down boiling veins  

 

 

His father was a Jacobite 

Who said, “Good men will always fight 

For what they feel is wrong & right 

Wheth'e'er they died!" 

Whetting a poets appetite  

For native pride  

 

& reading stories thro’ the night 

Stored them inside 

 

 

 

 

 

 

V 

 

Burns as a boy his plough did hold  

With  fingers whitening with cold  

His father growing grim & old  

He sang sweet song 

How many lines of verse u nfold  – e3xtoll’d 

From Rab’s sweet tongue 

 

But written down! No, not a jot  

A poet drown’d in his life’s lot 

Chain’d to the daily porridge pot 

Ne’er knowing meat 

& only ma’s broth, thick & hot, 

He loved to eat 

 

When onions & broccoli clot  

With turnips sweet  

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

VI 

 

Rab felt he was a galley slave 

Bullwhipp’d to plough the foaming wave 

From early morn to early grave  

Without respite  

& bookish escaping did crave 

Come candl’d night 

 

Or, foregether’d with family 

He’d share old sangs & poetry 

& snippeting thro h istory  

From Bruce to Rome 

For Burns was bless’d wi,’ luckily, 

A braw Scotch home 

 

Where thick thro hills & forestry  

His muse did comb 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

VII 

 

Noo, when oor bonnie lad sixteen 

One harvest coupling found his e’en 

Was fill’d with fairest country queen 

One autumn less 

She was the fairest he had seen 

In dance & dress 

 

How Rab’s young heart did wrack & wheel 

The lass could sing with such sweet feel 

His mind riming to every reel  

With spangling pang  

From whence his soul began to deal 

In sense & sang 

 

& breaking  thro her sacred seal 

Tastes tonguey tang 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

VIII 

 

To Kirkanswald Rab’s studies post 

Where Uncle Broun plays perfect host 

For schooling on a smuggler’s coast 

Where puffin flies  

Where tavern-snug at every toast 

His bar bills rise  

 

Twas here Rab first felt Alba’s blast 

A people proud of all that’s pass’d 

Of how their liberty held fast  

Thro prayer & toil  

They pinn’d themselves to Scotia’s mast 

& Scotia’s soil 

 

When poetry bloom’d thick & fast 

In native soil  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

IX 

 

It fell upon a Lammas night  

When first he saw a breast fair white 

Sight rousing lusty appetite  

‘Mang barley rigs 

Of how to squeeze & tease & bite 

& squeal like pigs 

 

Thus losing his virginity  

& musing trigonometry  

Rab cruis’d back to his ain country 

Some mouse from town 

Sack full of sangs & poetry  

His pen slapp’d down! 

 

Astonishing his family  

With laurel crown  

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

X 

 

Now Rabbie’s handsomeness appears 

Colossal in man’s college years 

Yet working off his rent arrears  

Not stuck at school 

Debating with hi s knowledge-peers 

Life’s every rule 

 

On Fridays Rabbie would address 

The local masons, maist did guess 

He was a poet, more or less, 

With vocal vision  

His friends respect of him confess 

Without division  

 

& show’d him Ayr’s first printing press 

To rouse ambition 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

XI 

 

Rab went to many market days 

To study mankind & its ways  

Observing all life’s little plays 

His tied -back hair 

Admiring, young lassies amaze 

From fair to fair  

 

His broad shoulders made foreheads hot 

His flashing glance defences shot 

& plaided in fine fillemot  

Rab seem’d a prince 

From Oberon in faerie grot  

Their blushings wince  

 

No better man had Ayrshire got  

Nor ever since 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

XII 

 

But being born in poverty  

He felt his fate destin’d to be 

Just hard-work ing obscurity  

In rural climes  

But every day what poetry  

Fill’d up his rhymes! 

 

& as the art’s bardic baton 

Pass’d on & on by tradition 

Reading Ramsay & Fergusson 

Rab felt aflame 

Restrung his lyre, fired up his pen  

For Scotland’s fame 

 

Eager to prise from fellow men  

Immortal fame  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

XIII 

 

Now comes the night, Rab’s loins ran free 

Leddie Peggy… dour, din Maisie 

Fancy Jenny… easy Sophie 

Enjoy’d his charms 

& Lochiel’s maid, long-lash’d Lizze 

Loved his strong arms 

 

By day Lizzie was sweet as brandy 

But in moonlight turn’d rough & randy 

Loving a tongue-lash’d houghmagandie 

With her young Burns  

& both of them abed were handy  

& both took turns  

 

She a harlot, he a dandy 

In hay & ferns  

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

XIV 

 

As Rab stroked her c, u, n, t, 

Kiss’d slender neckline tenderly 

Twyx legs of taper white, gently  

Thrust lust upon her  

Not knowing his horn of plenty  

Would win dishonour  

 

As lust has always been trappy 

Soon Lizzie bore a wailing nappy  

But was too poor to keep her happy 

Her wails alarm  

So ‘dear-bought Bess’ moves in with pappy 

On Mossgeil farm, 

 

His buttock hire, all suck & crappy,  

Tuck’d in his arm. 

 

 

 

 

 

DUAN 2 
 

I never had the least thought or inclination of turning poet til I once got 

heartily in love, & then the rhyme & song were, in a manner the spontaneous 

language of my head 

 

I 

Tis said all poets need a muse 

To lead their souls to finer views 

Of love & life so they can lose 

Dull minds in beauty  

Far prettier than psalmic pews  

On solemn duty  

 

Now Rabbie with a lass does clash 

His wee dog cross her wash does dash 

& there did CUPID lightning flash  

On young amour  

Pretending not to gie ane fash 

This both ignore, 

 

But secretly that thunder crash 

Did rock their core  

 

 



 

II 

 

They met again that Halloween  

‚Hello, I’m Rab,” “Hello, I’m Jean” 

The loveliest in all Mauchline  

Leggy gazelle 

With tempting lips & rougish een  

& breasted well!  

 

At first Rab thought her wee young thing  

But then he heard an angel sing 

& watch’d her nimble, sma’ feet spring 

To beat & fiddle  

& so he join’d her in a fling 

Arms flung a -middle  

 

& with one fond kiss deafening  

They solved their riddle  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

III 

 

Meeting in secret from her pa 

Jean fell for Rabbie’s gabby star 

Whose fingers shynesses unbar 

Her heart to win  

So she lay down, long legs aspar 

& let love in  

 

As rubbers Rabbie rarely used 

Jean’s bump her da’ soon unamused 

Whose brulzie face point-blank refused 

Jean for a wife  

Rab left the Armour’s most confused 

In all his life  

 

& so oor bard with poesy fused  

To ease his strife 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

IV 

 

He wove his rhymes through thankless work  

Or blanking out the Sunday kirk  

Or in romantic woodland walk  

By Aire & Doon  

His style; fourth verse, fourth prose, fourth talk  

Fourth lover’s croon 

 

Fame spreading wildfire round Ayrshire  

For his true friends Burns turns maker  

Impressing teacher, priest, scholar 

With his fine rhymes  

Them Elijah, him Elisha 

Ploughing the limes  

 

Soon oor Rab has turn’d creator 

To serve his times 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

V 

 

Rab’s fame has spread beyond his Ayr 

The time is ripe his verse to share 

Gaining subscriptions everywhere  

& plaudits too  

For folk must soon become aware 

Of poets true 

 

But editing his first edition  

He blank’d out Jeanie’s pa’s decision 

& drank himself to blank derision  

&, when frisky  

Abstaining from condoms’ decision 

In lusts risky  

 

Frigg’d any pig, blaming his vision 

On strong whiskey  

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

VI 

 

As high classes & low masses 

Revel’d in Rab’s geniuses 

Vernal plo ughman from Parnassus 

Turn’d round his mare 

For the land’s loveliest lasses 

In lions’ lair 

 

Rab Burst out from the Pentland Hills  

To feel a thousand rousing thrills  

As clouds high Heaven's light distills  

On Scotia's seats 

Where Canonsgate to Canonmills 

Rise handsome streets 

 

& Forth, fed by her rolling rills  

The scene completes 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

VII 

 

They loved his love of liberty , 

His heartfelt sensitivity , 

His vivida vis animi , 

His respect for hosts, 

His Scotch sentimentality, 

His Haggis toasts 

 

"Fair fa' your honest, sonsie face 

Great chieftan of the puddin race 

Aboon them a' ye tak your place 

Painch, tripe or thairm 

Weel are ye wordy of a grace 

As langs my arm!" 

 

Yes, they all loved his gust & grace 

& loved his charms 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

VIII 

 

As Rabbie’s star was rising sun 

All of the girls would gie him one  

From Muckspreaders in Lothian  

To local belles 

& maids, like Peggy Cameron, 

His ego swells 

 

Now Burns meets sixteen-years-old Scott 

The boy, patient as well-wrought plot,  

Sat silently within ear shot,  

Then speaks at last 

& shakes Rab’s hand, as hot palms knot 

A baton pass’d 

 

From poet-titan to a tot  

The Muses mass’d 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

IX 

 

Now Rabbie's star higher rising  

Thro’ literati glittering 

Far from a drumock's curmurring  

His voice sublime 

Distills though readers murmuring  

His fresh-wrought rhyme  

 

& what a book, a great success 

Brings pounds to both poet & press 

Enough for Rabbie to redress 

Fergusson’s bones 

His brother bardie’s grave he’d bless 

With nobler stones 

 

A grave for pilgrims to address  

Their sacred thrones 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

X 

 

Now like most poets when them flush  

Rab drank his mind to meadie mush  

Pick’d up a taste for brothel bush 

From Leith to town  

From where a vicar watch’d him rush 

& stared him down  

 

As Rab restuffs the bottle’s cork 

On a fresh slate his life did chalk 

Walking doon fate’s road’s favour’d fork 

While plaudits came  

Dublin, London, even New York  

All felt his fame  

 

The toast of global table-talk  

In Alba’s name 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

XI 

 

From Edina’s hurly-burly  

Rab took leave with his mate Ainslee  

Sat astride his ain nag Jenny 

On the open road 

Drinking late & rising early  

From the ports they moor’d 

 

He saw the holly at Roxburgh  

& won the freedom of Jedburgh  

& tour’d the ruins of Dryburgh 

As poets do 

Then nightly he would foregether  

With drucken crew  

 

Gabbing his tayles of Edinburg h 

Oer rabbit stew 

 

 

 

 

 



 

XII 

 

They search’d Selkirk by candlestick 

For its fine inn where smoke rose thick 

How soon the news spread rampant quick  

‚Oor Rabbie’s here!‛ 

Where in James Hogg, Bard of Ettrick 

He found a peer 

 

They left next morn, hungover, gaunt  

& carried on their merry jaunt  

From town -to-town, from haunt -to-haunt 

From coast-to-coast 

Rab’s star he had no need to flaunt 

Nor need to boast 

 

Wherever Jenny’s hooves did saunt 

He was the toast 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

XIII 

 

& when he enter’d auld Dumfries 

His essence sens’d its social peace - 

He liked the air, the Nith did please  

His muse there went 

Met Patrick Millar to release  

Ellisland’s rent 

 

As on his Jean Rab nervous calls 

Armour’s red starstruck carpet falls 

Finds fresh herring & butter’d rolls 

Where once was vicious 

Food better than a market stall’s 

On cleaner dishes 

 

& freedom to dwell with his soul’s 

Armful delicious  

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

XIV 

 

Leaving his Jean to tend their stock 

Rab headed north by crag & loch 

Saw antler’d stag & shaggy flock 

Of haelan cows 

Where vicious cleg & soggy sock 

His roamings douse 

 

Now with a grand tour in their wake  

As glass of ale does Ainslee take 

Rab danced with maidens on the make 

In rampant caleigh  

Then watch’d dawn over Lomond break 

In god-sent glory 

 

& saw, reflected in that lake 

Trees green & hoary 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

DUAN 3 

 
I have collected, begg’d, borrow’d & stolen 

all the songs I could meet with 

 

I 

 

At Ellisland oor Rab noo farmer  

With cooper, cotter, brewer, weaver, 

With fiddler, wauller, tinker, tailer  

Such mob headstrong 

Tho foolish & creddon together 

Them happy throng  

 

He set young lads to drive the lime  

To plough the soil in dust & slime  

Preparing for the harvest time  

With seeds sewn well 

Leaves hours enough for Rab to rhyme 

Upon Criffel  

 

Where he could hear the muses chime 

Their ancient bell 

 

 



 

 

II 

 

He studied all his mind could cope  

Tristam Shandy, Locke, Pindar, Pope 

Provisions for Parnassus slope 

Took at a canter 

Now summit -stood hisjmn telescope 

Spies Tam O Shanter 

 

He rush’d it off in flash excited 

Then all his local friends invited  

To hear this poem first recited  

In eldritch moan  

When inn’s ovation stood delighted 

At tayle & tone  

 

Scotia’s best poem alighted 

Its Trojan throne 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

III 

 

As more mouths at mealtimes arrive  

Rab joins the struggle to survive 

Of juggling debts to keep aliv e 

No end in sight  

Three guineas do the work of five  

& taxes bite 

 

So with his future looking bleak  

An honest job did Rabbie seek 

Joining the fiscal excise clique 

That most fowk hate  

Riding two hundred miles a week  

For King & State 

 

& confiscates each smuggler’s cheek 

From dawn til late  

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

IV 

 

But daily domesticity  

Beds rarely down with poetry  

For all muses dislike, plainly,  

Life’s irritations 

So Rab descends to apathy 

Denied sensations 

 

So to escape the suckling den 

He sought the company of men 

The whiskey glass replaced the pen 

In his right hand  

& when, returning to his hen,  

Could hardly stand  

 

But still he satisfied her when  

Their lusts demand 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

V 

 

For every yin there is a yang 

& Rab shall croon a famous sang 

Out of the hoose, roving amang 

Green Galloway 

Heard music far from chatt’rin thrang 

Of children’s play 

 

“Scots, wha hae wi Wallace bled, 

Scots, wham Bruce has aften led 

Welcome to your gory bed 

Or to victorie 

FREE-MAN lives or FREE-MAN dead 

But they shall be free” 

 

No better words were ever said 

For LIBERTY! 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

VI 

 

How Burns was loved by his contree  

Yet as their bard approach’d forty 

To feed his growing family  

Forced out all weathers 

Faced yowdendrift & enmity  

& jealous blethers 

 

As Keats cough’d up a clot of blood 

& his death warra nt understood  

Knee deep in mud & soggy flood  

On Hades’ hill 

Beneath his saturated hood 

Rab caught a chill 

 

Like finding mushrooms far from good – 

The kind that kill  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

VII 

 

As nature’s ancient impetus 

Clothes winter’s bones with spring flowers 

Harebells, foxgloves, wild brier roses  

Rab fails to bloom 

Plagued by remorseless illnesses 

& roaring rheum  

 

Now as the shades of even close 

The waning moon with tearlight glows  

Burns Beckoning to long repose 

Now was his time  

From Shetland sounds to Potterrows 

A death sublime  

 

No more his thoughts forever froze  

In startling rhyme  

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

VIII 

 

As grief immense spread through the land  

Ten thousand sad Doonhamers stand 

Marching behind the martial band  

From street-to-street 

All soul -stung kinsfolk hand -in-hand 

& maist did greet  

 

& as Saint Michael’s churchbells sang 

Three ragged, straggly volleys rang 

As Rabbies coffin set amang 

The graves of God 

Where books & bones shall linger lang 

Beneath the sod 

 

& all who knew him felt such pang  

When there they trod  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

IX 

 

No normal soul was Rabbie Burns 

As to the earth his clay returns 

Ashes to fill a thousand urns  

Are scatter’d wide 

For fame the noble poet earns 

Is ne’er denied 

 

“O ring! O ring! the mourning bells 

By Scotia’s mosses, glens or fells 

Ye bardies crooning to yoursels 

By burn or brae 

Echo thro a’ yon hills & dells 

Our sangs of woe!” 

 

From eye to eye each sad tear wells 

Respect to show 

 

 

 

 



 

 

X 

 

Across the border flew these strains 

Where young romantic Wordsworth pains  

Oer Rabbie’s death, so rode the lanes 

Round Solway’s banks 

To see a fellow bard’s remains 

& gie him thanks  

 

Alas! Where’er the current tends 

Regret pursues & with it blends 

Huge Criffel’s hoary top ascends 

By Skiddaw seen 

Neighbours we were, & loving friends 

We might have been… 

 

Then English bard by graveside spends 

Silence serene 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

XI 

 

Tho Rabbie’s was an Ayrshire muse 

All Scotia bonds to share his views 

As ‘cross the land uprise statues 

Like some mad dance 

So generations can peruse 

A poet’s stance 

 

& in Mauchline an old friend yearns  

To toast the memory of Burns 

& with his mates they all take turns  

To reel Rab’s rime 

Where one-by-one each reader learns 

Of thought sublime  

 

When only morning’s rose adjourns 

This joyous time 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

XII 

 

Fast forward to the modern day  

Jock Rome drives down fr om Irongray  

To fair Terregels, kilted, gay, 

To chair the bout 

Where pipes & song & clapping bray  

The haggis out 

 

Jock took his knife with rustic might  

“I’ll cut you up wi’ ready slight 

Treaching your gushing entrails bright 

Like onie ditch 

& then, O what a glorious sight 

Warm-reekin’ rich” 

 

Then ‘neeps & tatties gives the night 

Its tasty stitch 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

XIII 

 

The meal wash’d down with whiskey glasses 

Toasts from the lads & from the lasses 

Now Selkirk Graces rise like masses 

In sangs & clatter 

As many-a-lively  hour passes 

In happy patter;  

 

Then to drunkenness supper swung 

& Rabbies sweetest songs are sung 

Words tripping frisky from the tongue  

Like birds in flight  

Harmonious, as old & young  

All share the rite  

 

When neighbours glad or highly strung  

Kept up all night  

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

XIV 

 

Yes! All of us, some New Year’s Eve 

Have cross’d our arms a ring to weave 

& sang a song that all believe 

Swings true & fine 

How Rabbie’s heart with pride would heave 

Through Auld Langs Eyne 

 

So merry friends, lets raise a toast 

& praise oor sacred bardies ghost 

Whose spirit here our hearts must toast 

Friends let us stand 

& drain your glasses for oor host… 

That’s awfy grand 

 

For Rab’s the laddie loved the most 

In all Scotland 

 

 

  

 

 

 

 

THE HIGH ROAD  

  

JOCKSTOCK 

 

Patrons of many party atmospheres 

The Rome girls had discuss’d the deed for years 

Of having a wee festy on the land 

& so I took their little rave to hand  

& in a flash of chance phone calls appears 

The PA, DJ, burger van & band 

A key -camp fill’d with buckets of cold beer 

By cash-boxes all weekend left unmann’d 

 

Years pass, the music growing every year 

& gin -soak’d slams of poetry are plann’d 

& Saturday now carnival Frock Stock  

Where all dress up in ballgowns, even Jock 

Who gives out his free milk with silky charm,  

O Micheal Eavis of Ingleston Farm! 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

LOWLAND DRIVE 

  

 On recycling Jockstock’s rubbish down Oakbank 

Me & mi lass take to these Scottish roads  

As soak’d in history as soak’d in rain 

First leaving this fair idyll of  Dumfries  

Where Rabbie Burns has proved the psyche’s saint 

& proud Caelaverok puts keeps to shame  

Where noble Nithsdale ponders from the North  

& Dalveen Pass is proof of God’s own art 

  

Thro Lanarkshire the roads to Glasgow pour  

Third of Great Britain’s megalopoli 

Where life is tough but never never-lived  

I cross the Clyde on foot & tour that sprawl  

But cities seldom sooth a poet’s soul 

For knowing highland phalanx guards the north,  

Images of mountains rise massive in my mind.  

  

  

  

  

  

OLD FIRM 

  

To Celtic Park, vast stadium of green, 

Two famous football teams have come to play 

Tricolors answering, "God save the queen!" 

Both urging laddies on into the fray  

To happy cheers & gestures of dismay 

Those twenty-two young lions give their all  

As swirling zephyrs of a wintry day  

Whip up a frantic phrenzie  round the ball,  

Lord of a contest far too close to call! 

Both "Come on the Hoops!" & "Come on the 'Gers!" 

Loudly resound until that sacred goal  

When little lads & leaping managers  

Become part of the great soul-stirring show  

That settles the little league of Glasgow. 

  

  

  

  

 

 



 

 

SCOTTISH SAINTS 

 

When Popes held Scottish faith in sway 

There came to them a blessed day 

When venerable Colomba 

Built his wee church on Iona, 

To teach of Heaven's dreamy swell 

& of the fiery rot of hell,  

Of paradises good souls earn, 

These same preached by Saint Kentigern, 

Building the first halls of Glasgow,  

Blessing the roll of Clyde’s wide flow 

Where Columba one day appear’d 

Upon a boat, his holy beard 

Trailing through waves, in sacred eyes 

Christ, Kentigern, did recognize  
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

FERGIE 
 
When we think of Scottish legends we think of Burns & Charlie  

Of Wallace & the Bruce, & then again there’s the Proclaimers 

For modern fame these days is dispensed thro multi -media 

Like the night I stood in Chichester, global eyes on the Nou Camp. 

 

Come let us fly to Govan & the birth of the Glasgow General  

Sir Alexander Fergusson, sporting genius for the footba’ 

His playing days, tho unspectacular, were more an education 

To manage, first Saint Mirren, then the Aberdeen wonder show  

& even his ain nation at the Maradonian world cup  

 

Fate play’d for him the big one, Old Trafford’s dreaming theatre 

Vowing there & then to knock that Liverpool off their perch  

Beyond Robson & Cantona carv’d what seem’d a classic team 

Who won triumphs triumvir ate of the glorious ninety -nine 

The ghosts of Busby, Stein & Shankly clapping in the stands 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

PAISLEY 

 
I’m cringing every time I see a proper Paisley tie 

I’d just popp’d hungry into Greggs a hottish pie to buy 

& chose a steak & kidney offer’d up for ninety pee 

I took the pie, she took the change & said, ‚It’s ninety three.” 

I said, ‚Love, that’s false advertising,” walking out the door,  

But never mess with Weegie BIrds for they are all hard-core 

& leaping from her hum -drum she pursued me down the street 

Looking as if an earthquake were shaking a slab of meat 

& panting now beside me squeez’d the pastie from my hands 

Smugging with satisfaction at her petty jobsworth’s stand 

& turns her tail in triumph, as back to her shop she skips  

You could have balanced ninety three bridies on those big hips 

Then looking down on what was left, my skin all bruis’d with mince 

I thought I’d catch the first train out – aint ever been back since!  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

GLEN COE 

  

Before Glen Coe’s ghostly & ghastly peaks,  

Lost Merlin lochs of savage Rannoch Moor 

Move the soul to tears… a challenge appears 

Inviting topaz slopes, we park up the car  

Pop a wee pill & begin the ascent 

An arduous climb at first with no fear  

& then with no choice as the way becomes dangerous 

But soaked to the bones soon greeted by our aim 

O perfect precipice, perched just beneath the clouds  

We pause a moment, eyes keen to the skies 

My friends these are the days of our lives 

My wonderful vista, East, West, ah! breathtaking  

But rains close in now, we begin the descent 

Soon bare-chested hill warriors in the breeze 

  

  

  

 



 

 

 

 

 

LOCH FYNE 

  

As I went walking round wild Ardkinglas  

With sea‐loch mist a wood‐thrush swoop oerhead 

My senses stirr’d as speechless I did pass, 

The noble Fir, tall Beech & Rowan red. 

  

I felt an Oak, as centuries have spread 

The foliage of these monarchs of trees 

& canopy the soil on which are shed 

Their leafy legacy! a deft sea‐breeze 

  

Did shake a flower‐stalk as tho’ to please 

My love of nat’ral things, a soul reborn, 

Like pond & lil ypad at perfect ease, 

I found repose, harbour’d neath a Hawthorn, 

  

As seasons rouse our sensibility 

I felt a pagan in my poetry.  

  

  

  

  

SKYE BY NIGHT 

  

I found myself on the edge of civilization  

Not Tierra del Fuego or frozen Archangel  

But Portree, place to be, ‘metropolis’ of Skye 

Two thousand Highlanders sheep dip high  

  

 The port seems too quiet as we are drawn 

To the sound of a celeigh at the Gathering Hall 

  

“Can we have a drink?”  

                                     “I’m afraid ye cannae!” 

  

                           “Is this a local party for local people? 

                                    

                                                        Glenda’s handed a 

flyer  

        18th annual Isle of Skye  

Alcoholics Anonymous gathering  

      Tonight’s theme… Tolerance… 

  

…& the place is heaving 



  

  

  

 SKYE 

  

As Kestrels surf the mountain -fringed spaces  

Roads twist between saturnine gargants, 

Romantic mounds of monstrous magma, 

Marvelous munroes of aulden minstrel -song, 

Lost in the moment, eyes keen to the skies, 

Hard traveling unravels, sailing above us  

Silver-fire mists of the sylvan alpine rise,  

& beyond, entering the stunning scope 

Of another planet, another Jupiter, 

Sodden expanse of treeless waste, 

But beautiful land, stupendous Cuillin hills,  

Seats of Titans, where thrusting solar shafts  

Induce startling notions of timelessness -  

Here there is no time, only milky flowing waterfalls.  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

 

SCOTTICISMS  

  

Blooter’d – very intoxicated 

Clanjamfrie – collection 

Clishmaclaver - incessant chatter or gossip 

Collieshangle – riotous dispute 

Fizzenless - feeble 

Foggy bummer – bumble bee 

Gaberlunzie - wandering beggar 

Keltering - undulating 

Mapamound - map of the world 

Paramuddle - blood supply 

Ramfeezled – exhausted 

Rumgunshoch - rough 

Skinnymalink - thin person/animal 

Stammygaster – astonishment 

  

  

  

  

  

  



  

  

 LOCH NESS 

 

Two gangrel, gaberlunzie priests 

Through whom God’s spirit was releas’d 

These holiest men in Scotland 

Went off together, hand-in-hand 

& dandering beside Loch Ness, 

They saw from wat’ry milkiness 

A monster rise of whummlin' height  

While Kentigern cowered in fright,  

Brave Colomba stood strong in faith  

& warded off that slimy wraith,  

With crucifix & chaunted psalm,  

Doing the devils work much harm  

& slipping neath the silver mane 

Has rarely dared to rise again! 

  

  

 

  

 

  

  

  

  

HIGHLAND DRIVE 

  

The sun has set as steer & stereo 

Accompany the roads to Samarkand 

& I sing back, renewed lothario  

Opens a page & pulls a pen to hand 

Enough light is there in this lovely glow  

Lighting the mountains of a clansman’s land 

Some stoic slept, some capp’d with blocks of snow 

Being a region ancyent eagles spann’d, 

The muse now omnipresent as we go 

Along the Beauly firth  as paths were plann’d 

Soon moon-diffusing clouds pale lights bestow  

On an epic structure looming gloom -grand 

            The Kessock Bridge, & seeing it I know 

                 This is fair Inverness before it fann’d 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

84AD 

 

Whilst Irish pirates perilized the tide  

Thro mist & marsh, thro storm & flashing flood  

Rome marches from the Solway to the Clyde 

Deeper & deeper, battles, battles, blood 

A chain of forts sprung from the local mud  

Turn’d Caledon into a private isle 

Where on the steep Mons Graupius up-stood 

Calgacus & his flower to revile  

The bitter building of ano ther Roman mile. 

 

Namore the Pictish chariots career 

Namore their liberty the chieftans toast  

Their hills all silent with a chilling fear  

But for the widows wailing for a ghost  

& Romans dragging standards around the craggy 

coast 

 

 

 

 

 

  

CHARLIE! 
Duan One 

 

I 
The Palace of Versaille - King Louis XV is sat in state, attended by his 

ministers. Enter the Marshall D’Eguiles with the Young Pretender, Charles 

Edward Stuart 

  

D’Eguiles 

I offer thee, your regal majesty, 

Charles Edward Stuart, son of Scottish James  

By his mother, pretty Clementina,  

Reer’d mid the Muti Palace of fair Rome 

The chosen child of Bourbon destiny 

The hearts of half of Europe are in flames 

Eager for his sword to start the battle 

That rides to reclaim his ancestral home. 

  

Charlie 

Your majesty! We share a crucial bond 

The Bourbon blood flows nobly thro my veins  

For Catholic kings rule men, that fact is fair,  

But now it is a Protestant that reigns 

My legal birthright, L'Ecosse Ancienne  

With her the rest of regal Albion  



 

II 
The Same 

  

Louis XV 

Greetings, Dauphin, fond welcome here in France 

Thy sojurn shall run well at my expense  

& furnished with suitable elegance,  

Good tidings my little mercurial  

& so, young prince, you may have your battle  

What are the rudiments that hold thy plan?  

  

Charlie 

I am ready, your highness, & god bless! 

Ready to don my native highland dress  

Protecting all honour & happiness  

& die at their head, not live in exile  

& play a role that's worthy of my birth  

To lay three crowns before my father's feet 

With broadswords & mus kets my mighty share 

I take my leave, adeui, I must prepare. 

  

  

  

  

  

III 
The same / Exit the Bonnie Prince 

 

Louis XV  

Oui - there he flies, a charismatic bird, 

The British expedition is begun  

Let all his naval duties be deferred 

Bedeck his galleons with heavy gun 

& we shall send a storm across the seas 

Ravishers of the Anglo-Saxon host! 

Our enemy shall soon be on his knees 

O seventeen hundred & forty -five  

Mon Deiu! These days dashing to be alive! 

  

D’Eguiles 

My name is the Marquis D’Eguiles 

An agent of the crown 

The Prince has gain’d the royal seal 

His sparkling eyes & all their zeal  

I follow out of town  

  

  

  

  



  

 

IV 
Glenfinnan - the Bonnie Prince & his entourage are recently landed from 

France / a number of highland chiefs await him, including Lochiel & Maclean 

  

Charlie 

Men of the Highlands & the Western Isles  

Behold your right & proper royal heir  

My father's father fought before the Boyne  

At Sherrifmuir my father's shafts did fly  

When truth & justice was the only coin  

& mettle tested by a clansman’s might 

Amidst these misty mountains towered high  

I raise my standard for the Jacobite 

  

Maclean 

Ma prince, ye are as bonnie as the sun 

& ahm-a bound with honour to yer course  

I offer ye ma heart, ma sword, ma force 

As dae the Stewarts & the bold MacRaes 

Now go ch upon the loch, whose is that boat! 

Och aye! by that MacDonald ah have fought 

  

  

  

 

V 
The Same / A small boat lands on the shore - a messenger jumps out 

 

Messenger 

Yer highness, as ah bow before yer feet 

A’ bring grave parlance from the men of Skye 

Gallant MacLeod & MacDonald of Sleat  

Are not to join their voices wi' yer cry  

& reckon ye shid sail back hame tae France  

Fer now yer cause belongs across the sea 

Yer venture, altho wrought fae high romance,  

Can only end wi' woe & tragedy  

  

Lochiel 

Gan coward! Gan back to the Cuillin range  

& tae the Campbells, McKays & Munroes 

Bide those lads their allegiance flashes strange 

When in brave hearts the rose of battle grows - 

Och! see ‘em row, a flight that will be shared 

When we cun meet the redcoats on the field 

  

  

  



  

  

VI 
The Same 

  

Charlie 

Your words of gold are stardust to mine ears  

& here beneath the flutter of this flag  

I sense the passion of these sixty years 

Prometheus descending from his crag 

Being thy regent in my father's name 

We walk the way of happy victory  

& these islands shall greet us tenderly  

But first the rumble of the guns must start  

Come, friends, let us to Edinburgh depart  

  

D’Eguiles 

The star has landed on the shore 

His standard smartly raised  

The Highlands are aloft for war  

Tho some his prompt return implore  

He marches on unfazed 

  

  

  

  

  

VII 
The Young Pretender, Charles Edward Stuart forms an army of Highlanders 

& marches on Ediburgh / The English response is met on the fields of 

Prestonpans to the east of the city 

  

Murray 

Gorgeous morning yer highness, Prince of Wales 

A wonderful manoeuvre come to pass  

As the English sat at their stakes like snails 

Yer army made its way thro the morass 

Tracked thro the marshes, measuring their stealth 

& now rest hard upon his other flank,  

But not for long! the boys did toast yer health  

& for this, Grace of God, did duly thank  

  

Charlie 

Good work Lord Murray, now take up the right  

A cannonball shall signal the attack 

& now sir Jonathan your men must fight  

Not slip away as at Corrieyairack  

Let us announce the end of that empire 

 ‘Gloria Angele Dei!’ now men, fire!  

  

  



  

VIII 
The Same / After an exchange of artillery  

the highland army embarks on its charge 

 

Maclean 

See how they gan! & what a gory sound 

The highland roar, as if the Earth did quake  

With  furious groan, come see their cannons pound 

Brave Camerons, line gis an awfa' shake 

But on they run! & wi' a mighty crack  

Oor muskets reap those eves o' redcoat corn 

& now they rush intae the killing ground,  

By broadsword & scyth'd pitchfork limbs be torn  

  

Lochiel 

Sweet salutations sire, yer battles won 

Peer thro the smoke & see those fleeing shapes 

An entire English army on the run  

Lord Percy shall see none of them escapes 

Tae praise this day there is nae better word 

Tis Victory! God bless King James the Third  

  

  

  

  

IX 
The Same 

 

Charlie 

Ours is the day, the field, the glory  

Go spread its fame - fly north, south, east & west  

Fly to Vienna, London & Paris,  

Fly to Ferrol, Ostend, Dunkerque & Brest 

& let us war!   But ‘fore the march we sound 

From Holyrood l et casks of wine be found 

To toast our heroes & libate the dead 

The motions of destiny are at hand, 

Come tomorrow let us invade England  

  

D’Eguiles 

The Bonnie Prince has won the fray 

Beside the fair Forth sands 

The Highland army in his pay  

Has never known  a better day 

Their fates are in his hands 

  

  

  

  



  

X 

NO NAY NEVER 
(Sung by the Manchester Regiment) 

  
Well we heard up in Scotland the Prince was in arms 

So wee left our towns, villages, cities & farms 

& gathered in Burnley as one for the cause 

Those soul sacred royalist, loyalist wars  

 

Well we’ve pray’d for the Stuarts for many a year 

& toasted their health with our whiskey & beer  

Now good Francis Towneley has answered this call 

Of Bonnie prince Charlie each one & for all 

 

We will march to the Thames & we’ll march to the Tyne 

& meet all the redcoats form in a line 

& tear them to pieces & press the attacks 

With happy highlanders impressed at our backs  

 

& its no, nay, never, no nay never no more 

Will we serve a fat German, nay never no more 

 

  

 

  

  

  

XI 
Exeter House, Derby / the highland army has marched uncontested into the 

heart of England / the prince has gathered his commanders for a council of war 

 

Charlie 

My cabinet, this is the vital hour  

Carlisle has fallen, Lancashire is won 

The bridge at Shakestone firmly in our power  

The road lies open for to seize London 

We could be in Whitehall within the week  

Come gentlemen, gather thy thoughts & speak 

  

Lochiel 

Ah would say march, your presence in this land  

Has sparked a widespread panic rarely seen 

If hardy Northern folk wo’ make a stand 

The chances of the South standing seem lean 

Friends o' the King were the first dugs to flee  

Emptying all London’s banks of money 

While royal armies in their meagre league 

Outmaneuvered & saddled wi' fatigue.  

  

  

 



 

 

XII 
The Same 

 

Murray 

My sacred liege, ye are the cavalier 

& with advancing I cannot agree  

At any point the redcoats may appear 

We court romance or court reality  

Cumberland is at Stone, not long delayed 

Bradstreet says nine thousand at Northampton 

Between us & the North their tarries Wade  

& thirty thousand clog Finchley Common,  

  

Maclean 

My liege, a’ speak for all the loyal clans 

It has been many moons since Prestonpans 

They'd rather pass the winter wi' their wives  

No wi' the English & their crude weather  

Gi' us the crystal lochs & thistle wylde  

The meadows, the moorlands & the heather 

Oor hearts are wi' the glens, there let us war 

  

  

  

  

XIII  
The Same 

  

Charlie 

These words you bare are arrows to my heart 

Why would ye want to waive the victory  

If things shall not be finished, then why start  

There seems some base betrayal close to me 

But very well, tell my heroic men  

Let us retreat upon the sad morrow  

When I hope this ardour shall never fade  

For we may never come this way again 

& this day be our eternal sorrow  

  

D’Eguiles 

Upon the march to London town  

The Prince beset by spies 

His Highlanders have let him down  

He turns back north with weary frown  

Hiding his teary eyes  

  

  

  



  

  

  

XIV 

MARCHIN’ ON WI CHARLIE 
(Sung by the Macleans) 

 
I am marchin’ on wi Charlie, marchin’ far from hame 

When I march wi Charlie no I’ll never march alane 

I got my chieftan stood beside me & in this man I trust  

I’ll always be a haelander until I’m turned to dust 

 

We are marching on wi’ Charlie, marchin’ fight to fight 

When I march wi Charlie yes I know I’ll be alright 

I got my brothers stood beside me, as solid as the stones 

I’ll always be a highlander until I’m turned to bones 

 

I am marchin’ on wi Charlie up by the Moray shore 

Marchin’ on wi Charlie down to Drumossie moor 

I shall meet an English redcoat & slice a bloody spray 

I’ll always be a haelander until my dying day 

 

I been marching lately marchin for so god damn long  

I’m marchin’, marchin’, marchin on with Charlie boy 

 

 

  

  

  

CHARLIE! 
Duan Two 

  

I 
Culloden House – Charlie is discussing tactics  

with Lochiel, Murray & Maclean 

  

Lochiel 

Mah prince, ah have some grave & grievous news 

The English are amassing cross the moor 

& in two hours shall full assembled be  

It seems the wily Duke of Cumberland  

Ten times the measure of old Johnnie Cope 

We have but little time to make amends 

Past choices have brought great disaster near 

But thinking fast & thinking on our heels  

Still may fat English confidence be slain 

  

Charlie 

The matter, then, must this day reach its head 

& let our LORD this nation’s fate define 

How we have marched, & fought, & how we bled  

How such hot things engage my appetite  

How are the men who must this morning fight?  



  

  

  

  

II 
The Same 

 

Maclean 

Och! Nae so braw, mah prince, these men are tired  

But still to fight yer cause are full inspired  

& tho they’ve barely had an oat to eat 

Since Inverness, that’s twa days & a night, 

They stand in yonder field like golden wheat  

That when bent over swiftly stands aright  

Still five thousand grand lads pr oud for ye stand 

  

Murray 

But sire, pray listen, let us prudence take 

On boggy heath oor highland charge must break 

We will be bees buzzing about the bears 

Let us remove oor army to the peaks 

& wear the foe down oer the coming weeks 

Upon the ground found i n oor very blood  

Where Wallace, Bruce & even Rob Roy stood 

  

  

  

  

III 
The Same 

 

Charlie 
Nonsense! Nonsense! Nonsense! Nonsense! Nonsense! 

I have listened to such ‘prudence’ before 

By now I could be sat on England’s throne 

But I was down at Derby led afool  

I shall not quaff that same vile draught again  

Alert the men & ready them for war  

& tell them God is with their prince today  

In nomine Patris, et Filii, et  

Spiritus Sancti – let faith fuel the fray!!  

  

D’Eguiles 

Crow clouds have gather’d oer the moor 

Rain bleaches faces white 

Both Hell & Heaven set in store 

The fated victims of a war  

Brought to its final fight  

  

  



  

  

  

 

IV 
Drummossie Moor… it is a rainy morning...  

The British cannon are pounding the Highland Lines 

  

Cumberland 

Come see the Pretender in the distance, 

His rascally & ragged rebel bands, 

The Irish... & there look! the flag of France 

At last those fools are fed into our hands! 

From Lancaster, Carlisle & Falkirk Moor  

He slipped my net, I thought him rather shrewd,  

But this, a broken field of boggy moor, 

All credence lacks, his choice seems rather crude 

  

Lord Bury 

Most noble Duke, as I surveyed the moor 

Close to those blasted pipes of shrieking skirl 

Above me passed the first shots of the war... 

& as you hear our answer is aswirl  

But wait! what  is that roar? at last they charge! 

Our guns shall seek the measure of their targe! 

  

  

  

  

V 
The Same 

 

Wolfe 

Sir, now your men in mortal combat meet,  

All is confusion, noise, concern & heat 

On the left the thickest of the fighting  

On their broadswords Barrel's brave boys biting 

But of this day the king will never fret  

Those heathen fall beneath infernal fire 

Or spitted on an English bayonet 

& on the right their charge shows no desire 

  

Cumberland 

Orpheus to my ears! the fleeing shout 

& come to a decision the matter 

Tis strange to see the nation's bravest rout 

Come Lord Ancram pursue them with the horse  

Where we forever shall their spirit shatter  

& extirpate them as a fighting force  

  



  

 

  

  

VI 

 The Same 

 

Wolfe 

Great tidings sir, when London hears the new s 

The oldest wines shall happily be drunk  

The Bonnie Prince & all his bonnet blues 

Into the freezing Moray Firth hath sunk  

The flower of the highlander lies strewn  

All to the weeping streets of Inverness 

Slain by many a merciless dragoon 

So far we have counted a thousand swords 

Now raise a cry for Britain & God bless  

  

D’Eguile 

The crucial battle has been fought 

The tartan torn & strewn  

The fleeing rats so easy caught 

& VENGEANCE shall cut Celtic throat  

Beneath a weeping moon 

  

  

 

  

VII  
Ruthven Barracks – the surviving highlanders are gathering 

  

Murray 

O what a sight, oor brave unbroken clans 

Three thousand claymores gathered ever proud 

Far more than fought thro Killicrankie’s cloud 

Or slaughter’d Johnnie cope at Prestonpans 

Enough to battle through the coming days 

Up in the hills where England fears to tread!  

  
Enter D’Eguiles 

  

D’Eguiles 

Attention! Ye brave soldiers of Scotland 

I have a solemn message in my hand 

Recently scrivven by the Prince of Wales – 

“Alas! Our fate sea-shock’d by fortune’s gales 

 & I must sail to fight the war from France 

 & to an end has come this tragic dance 

God bless my brave, brave warriors, god bless, 

 Tho bravest bloom’d the heart our fate fared less! “ 



  

  

 

VIII 
The Same 

 

Maclean 

Och – let him go, he was no man of arms 

His f rilly shirt could not defend oor farms  

His pampered breast no match for highland brawn  

Men like Angus of Appin better born  

A man that I have kenn’d as my own son 

With him alive the war can still be won  

So let us cry aboot our bonnie land 

As one clan let we noble clansmen stand 

  

Lochiel 

This is the volley of desperation 

For the folly of a generation 

Was at Culloden ever put to bed 

What use a lethal asp without its head 

What use a sword without an arm to draw  

Without a cry of charge what use a roar! 

  

  

  

  

  

IX 

 The Same 

 

Angus Appin 

Gan, gan all of ye, gan back to your hames – 

I kill’d at Killiecrankie for King James 

At Sherrifmuir I slew a dozen men  

At Prestonpans a dozen more ye ken 

At Falkirk I  upp’d my count by twenty  

& up at Culloden I fell’d plenty 

But what  good has it done, my sons are slain 

& tho I’ll always be a Jacobite, 

Now only in my field -songs I shall fight 

  

D’Eguiles 

Alas that once impassion’d host 

Left to the hanging tree 

Now I must search the rocky coast 

To join the prince’s ailing ghost 

In pale solemnity  

  

  



  

  

  

X 
Duart Castle 

  

Angus Appin 

The Clan upon their right flank fell,  

Questing for King & country,  

Eye-slicing claymores faced Burell, 

Gruesome ends of ancestry 

As highland hopes turn'd into hell,  

Cumberland's butcherie!  

& so I fled thro all the fire & noise,  

Haunted by those three death-yelps of my boys. 

 

Mary Appin 

My love, ye still dea hae a wife, 

& ah’ll love ye forever, 

We've too much strife, a better life 

Awaits America,  

Let’s sail, with our sons' families, 

From Scotland… forever! 

  

  

XI 

I’LL BE A PROUD SCOTS LASS 
(Sung by Flora MacDonald) 

 
Life life, O what could it mean  

Youre born & you die & ya stuffd inbetween  

Whether dancing in Sanqaur or sailing in Nairn  

I've been a proud Scots lass since I was a Bairn 

 

But if this is  Scotland, then where are the maidens 

& the men so proud to be free 

Show me the freedom Wallace promised too me 

 

Whether doon in Ardrossan or up Ullapool  

I've been a proud Scots lass since I was at school 

Whether doon in wee Gretna or up Aberdeen 

I'll alwa ys be scottish & proud o the gene 

 

But if this is Scotland, then show me Highland s 

Not these crumbling city jungles in decline  

Show me the kingdom the Bruce told me was rightfully mine  

  

  

  

 

 

 



XII 
After six months of hiding in Scotland the Bonnie Prince is ready to be picked 

up by a French ship / he waits by Loch-Han-Uamh with some locals & his 

followers - the boat comes into sight 

 

Cameron 

Sir! look, a frigate - look, tis the L'Heureux  

The flag o' France there flapping mid the sail 

By heaven's grace the time has come tae go 

Frae rock tae rock traversed the tangled trail 

Ushering us to safety on these waves -  

Nae more camping in the open weather 

Nae more forest huts & nae more caves, 

Nae more hiding in the purple heather,  

  

Charlie 

My friends, this is the  end I do suppose 

The end of all our dreams & this the end 

Of those brave days, the end of all our woes 

& all the glory that we did intend  

Forever in my heart are those that fell 

Good luck my friends I bid thee all fare well...  

  

  

 

XIII 

The Same 

 

Maclean 

Gid luck tae us! aye! that man has a nerve 

The gaols are full of aw oor fighting men  

They hae robbed us of aw oor native verve 

Sae many butchers ride fae glen to glen 

Razing oor homes, raping oor ain lasses 

& chorin cattle... laden wi' plunder  

They harry us frae peaks tae the passes 

& e’en the tartan whit’s bin forbidden! 

  

Lochiel 

Calm yersell man, we aw gave fer the cause 

& ne'er pretty when men gan to the wars  

A’ saw yer laughing back at Prestonpans 

A’ saw yer dancing wi' the other clans 

Och! many chiefs have sacrificed their wealth 

For yon young man, but still we toast his health  

  

  

  

 

 

XIV 



The Same 

 

Flora McDonald 

Aye! there he goes, & well I hope he flies 

Us common folk bless'd tae ha' seen his eyes 

Thir are few in this world that are akin  

Altho he left the land worse than he found  

& half oor lot be rotting on the Thames  

The rest a petty word from bein' bound  

Only a bitter few his name condemns 

For while the thistle grows upon the glen  

He is a Bonnie Prince among all men  

  

D’Eguiles 

The Prince exchanges British life 

For one of exiled royal 

& tho’ his coming caused much strife 

Both highland chief & farmer’s wife 

Forever shall be loyal 

  

  

  

  

  

 

 

 

THE LOW ROAD 

  

HAMISH MCTAVISH 

  

Once, a hungry beggar from Findhorn  

Started to eat Hamish’s lawn 

Who said, ‚Yer look thin, if ya hungry, come in 

My back garden is well overgrown  

  

Now, of Hamish the women beware  

For he lures pretty girls up his stair  

Shows them his etchings, for cash or ear-rings 

He sells them a tenner the pair 

  

He took the kids to New P itsligo  

& found some cough sweets at a show 

So, told his children, get your jammies on 

& sent them to play in the snow  

  

&, of course, to preserve anonymity 

Never signed checks he gave out to charity 

  

  



NEW FIRM 

 

Well, nobody likes a monopoly  

& for a few years even the Weegie 

For his untouchable Glasgow giants 

Were tackl’d by better football science 

First, Fergie’s dandy Dons of Pittodrie 

Would dominate the rest of the country  

Then to the mix Maclean would add his spice  

The Tangerines of teeming Tannadice 

Their teams, Dundee United, Aberdeen 

With Hegarty & Strachan young & keen,  

Beating the best of Europe at a canter 

Silences the Central Belt’s auld banter 

Burning the frames that kept the status quo 

                   As Deportivo drain’d El Classico 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

SAINT ANDREW’S 

  

A seraph, shining glorious,  

Came to the Abbot Regulus, 

Chimed, "Go to the sarcophagus 

& bones of our blessed Andrew 

There take up, but a little few, 

Then set a sail to span the sea 

& wait thy holy destiny!" 

The Abbot sail’d on the high seas 

Beyond the gates of Hercules 

To found a church his pope decrees 

In that place men call Saint Andrews - 

Soon all Europe had heard the news, 

& pilgrims flocked from Rome to Rhine  

To taste Scotland's communion wine  

  

  

  

  

 

  

  

 

  



NECHTANSMERE 

 

Most thi nk if writ in ink ‘tis safe in stone; 

Far better to conclude it on your own  

From sources made available to all 

Old theories now dart boards on the wall  

& so I find a Dark Age battlefield  

Where Pictish Scotland prov’d it would not yield 

To Anglicised aggression – near Lindores, 

The Heron Lake of Cymric annals hoar – 

A fortress stood, & if in Nechtan’s name 

A deeper theory enters the game 

Chronciles prove the one man it could be 

The bishop of nearby Abernethy  

& Dun Nechtain a part of his estate – 

Then voila, this must be Nechtansmere, mate. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

T IN THE PARK 

 
I’d blagg’d a job with John Diamond 

Scotland’s top crew company, apparently,  

How could they be when they’d employ’d me 

 

I found myself camping out near Kinross  

Twelve hour days on the repetitive fenc es 

Springing marquees up like wedding balloons  

 

When all the fun was over I hit the campsite  

Western consumerism at its very worst  

Too wasted too pack up so many tents are wasted 

 

I got busy with the tattin’ – three hundred beers 

Pot noodles, lumps of hash, cool trainers & mi parker  

                          Plus twenty tents on E-Bay for a grand 

 

So, doubling summer money I kick’d back on the loot 

           Far fi tter for my efforts with a cocoa  tan to boot. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



REACHIN' REEKIE 

Lord Sol is settling on the sparkling lochs 

As we enter Stirling, birthplace of a nation  

Not far from the bridge where Wallace cried freedom  

Across the Bannock Burn English Knights were thwarted  

By Scotland, the Bruce & Saint Andrew 

Then comes a scene straight out of Bladerunner 

Grangemouth Power Station & not long aft  

Beside the Firth of Forth, Edwyn's fort commands  

A lamplit panapoly of grand stately streets  

Where classy cobbles serve auld, tall grey houses 

Polyphonic raves, half of a Parthenon 

Poetry slam's & Whistle Binkie Jams 

With red raw comedy down at The Stand  

It's bin a guid neet oot & i'm comletely blootered  

 

 SCOTTISH PROVERBS 

  

Daith & drink -drainin name near neebors,  

The fairest maidens wear nae purses, 

A crookit stick thraws an awfa shadow,  

Call back again ye're no phantom fellow,     

A good man's anger passes rapidly, 

Great pains an little gains mak's a man weary, 

Gie the deil his due an to him ye'll gang,  

Breid an broun ale winnae last lang, 

Sellers of ales shouldnae tell tales, 

Force wi'oot foresicht aften fails, 

Guid advice is never oot o season, 

Woman dea their wirk efter her ain fashion,  

A giud tayles no bad o bein twice told,  

Spare when ye're young, an spend when ye're auld! 

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  



   

OLD TOWN 
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 GLIMMERS OF THE ENLIGHTENMENT 

(modern didactic) 

 
Exume the luminary mind  

Of David Hume,  

                               Edinburgh born  

 

What the mind percieves must melt when time receives 

                     These faded glipses of what once had been 

 

As sensorary impressions become but vague ideas 

Complex or simple be them what they may  

A tapestry of resolution binds all future truths  

 

Grand Athens of the North  

Majestic mental majesty begat the modern mind 

The stench of ecxrement from Riddle’s close arose 

With fever’d thought embracing causality & scepticism 

 

Men’s minds, embrace these grand immortal philosophs  

Or future days shall never pass made better than before 

 

 

  

  

 

  



 NEW TOWN 

  

Now let us flutter to the Forth,  

There watch the Athens of the North  

So picturesque at safe distance, 

But in the lab’rinth stench intense 

Auld Reekie sooting skies all dark 

Raeburn looks ‘cross to Barefoot's Park, 

& muses on a finer home 

Than all the glory that was Rome, 

With shops & parks & stunning views,  

Place perfect for poets to muse, 

Rows of tall three-storey houses, 

Stuff'd up with merchants, barristers  

& bubbling minds of great prowess,  

Hotbed of human genius  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

BIGGAR 

 

I came to Biggar on a summer’s day 

With but a single hour to taste the sun 

Yet in an hour was Waterloo once won 

With that I went & wander’d on my way 

The shops were busy with the long Thursday  

The rivers lazy in their mazy run  

The kirk stood fine, the park was full of fun  

As children pass’d a happy holiday 

 

These are sweet moments when in life we pause 

In pretty places foreign to our ken  

Hearth-bastions of the old world of men  

Paying homages to the human cause 

For as we breathe & from dark death desist 

We burn the book of life from turn to twist  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

CAMLANN 

 

On entering Selkirk I sens’d the bard 

That dwells inside us aching in the bone 

& holding these instincts in high regard  

I found myself facing the Yarrow Stone  

& there putting together two & two  

Nudos means stripp’d of arms, so thieves won’t try 

& Liberallis - they were good & true  

These Dumnogenus of the Dumnonii.  

 

So, two princes of King Arthur’s ain lands 

Were buried after battle – as Camlann 

Means Crooked River, here the river bends 

Round Mordred’s & his uncle’s final stand! 

 

Long ago they’d found a corpse – then, who knows,  

       Does Arthur’s corpse still sleep upon the moors? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

BORDER REIVER 

 

Kershopefoot behind 

Mosstrooping a border burn  

Marshland claim’s Clark’s Sike 

 

Eerie Deadwater 

Its station stands quite timeless 

Frozen by Beeching 

 

Down suntwinking Tweed  

A bigger border water  

                      Ossiarian 

 

Elope to Coldstream 

Quest of English runaways 

Bed of British arms  

 

Where, stood poised as a Longshanks 

             I stride north towards Dunbar  

 

 

 

 



 

COCKSBURNPATH 

 

Four paths converge quite close to Cornish Cove 

The Southern Upland Way from Portpatrick  

Sir Walter Scott’s, many miles from Moffat, 

& John Muir’s, winding thro those childhood fields 

That forg’d his pagan sensibilities 

Before his quest to save natural scenes 

Amang American wildernesses  

 

The fourth must be mine – this mercat cross 

Of a village at the extremity  

Of Berwickshire’s coast, bears thistle & rose 

From when a Tudor wed a royal James 

Motioning the notion of Great Britain  

Which drives my muse, East Lothian appears 

Already, like a second Lancashire 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

OTTERBURN 

 
I 

Earl Percy of Northumberland  

A vow to God did make,  

“My pleasure in the Scottish woods  

Three summer's days I’ll take. 

The chiefest harts in Chevy Chase  

To kill and bear away!”  

These tidings to Earl Douglas came,  

In Scotland where he lay: 

 

"Tell Percy go to Otterburn 

& wait three days for me 

& if I come not in that time 

A false knight I shall be!” 

 

At Lammas tide, when muir -men win their hay,  

The doughty Douglas rode to catch his English prey! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

II  

 

When Earl Percy received the word  

Douglas would halt his sport.  

He laughed a laugh, not fearing that,  

Did to the woods resort,  

 

With fifteen hundred bowmen bold,  

All chosen men of might,  

Who knew full well in time of need  

To aim their shafts aright.  

 

The gallant greyhounds swiftly ran  

To chase the fallow deer:  

On Monday they began to hunt  

Ere daylight did appear;  

 

Before noonfall a hundred fat bucks slain 

After dinner they left to rouse the deer again  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

III  

 

Earl Douglas came to Otterbourne  

Upon the bent so brown;  

They lighted high on Otterbourne,  

And threw their canvas down.  

 

But up then spoke a little page,  

Before dawn hugg’d the land  

O wauken, wauken, my guid lord,  

For Percy's hard at hand. 

 

He woken from a dreary dream,  

Beyond the Isle of Skye,  

"I saw a dead man win a ficht.  

And I think that man was I." 

 

Then belting his braid sword to war did strain  

But left the helmet strong, that would have kept his brain.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

IV 

 

Lord Percy to the quarry went  

To view the slaughter'd deer;  

Quoth he, Earl Douglas promised me 

This day to meet me here; 

 

Then, yonder, Earl Douglas did come  

His men in armour bright -  

Full twenty hundred Scottish spears  

All marching in his sight.  

 

Earl Douglas on his milk -white speed 

Most like a baron bold  

Rode foremost of his company 

Whose armour shone like gold 

 

“Show me, whose men ye be a-hunting here   

That, without my consent, do chase my fallow deer?@ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

V 

 

Said Percy, ‚We will shed our blood  

Thy chiefest harts to slay.”  

Then Douglas swore a solemn oath  

& in a rage did say: 

 

‚Ere thus I will outhonour’d be  

One of us two shall die!  

I know thee well, An earl thou art  

Lord Percy! so am I. 

 

But trust me Percy pity be 

& great offence to kill 

Any of these our guiltless men 

For they have done no ill!” 

 

Yet all agreed none still wit h heart & hand 

Could watch their captain fight, while idly they did stand  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

VI  

 

Around the neck of every Scot 

A large bullhorn was slung  

& like the hunters at the chase 

Together blown they sung!  

 

‚All men of pleasant Tivydale 

Fast by the river Tweed 

O cease your sports,” Earl Percy said 

“& take your bows with speed.” 

 

The English archers bent their bows,  

Their hearts were good and true;  

At the first flight of arrows sent  

Full fourscore Scots they slew 

 

Yet Earl Douglas is chieftan stout & good 

With rock -like bravery this shock he firmly stood  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

VII  

 

The Scots now charge the archery 

Dealt many a full wound  

But there valiant Englishmen  

All firmly kept their ground  

 

& throwing straight their bows away  

They grasped their swords so bright  

& now sharp blows, like heavy stones 

Bash shields & helmets light 

 

Men closed full fast on every side 

No slackness there was found 

& many gallant gentlemen  

Lay gasping on the ground  

 

O Christ it was a grief to see, hear, bear 

Sad cries of gory men all scattered here & there 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

VIII  

 

Then Percy took a spear in hand 

Shod with the metal free 

& for to meet the Douglas there 

He ran right furiously  

 

At last these two stout Earls did meet  

Like captains of great might;  

Like lion s did they lay their lives   

& made a cruel fight. 

 

As Percy with the Douglas met  

The field turns Trojan plain!  

They swak'd their swords, till sore they sweat,  

& the blood ran down like rain.  

 

Til Douglas’ blade that could sae sharply wound,  

Hits Percy on the brow, & fells him to the ground.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

IX 

 

O yield thee, Percy! Douglas said,  

In faith, I will thee bring  

Where thou shalt highly ransom’d be  

By James our Scottish king; 

 

Thy ransom I will freely give,  

And this report of thee,  

Thou art the most courageous knight  

That I did ever see. 

 

No, Douglas; hiss’d Earl Percy then,  

Thy proffer I do scorn;  

I will not yield to any Scot  

That ever yet was born! 

 

The scene was silenc’d by an eerie breeze 

But for a snapping twig, echoing thro the tr ees 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

X 

 

There was a bow bent in the hand 

He stood beside a tree 

That lithe shaft with a grey goose wing  

Up to the head drew he 

 

With that there came an arrow keen  

Out of an English bow,  

Which struck Earl Douglas to the heart,  

A deep and deadly blow;  

 

Who never spake more words than these  

Fight on, my merry men, fight all!  

For why? my life is at an end,  

Lord Percy sees my fall 

 

Earl Percy took the dead man by the hand;  

Said, Douglas! For thy life would I have  lost my land!  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

XI 

A knight ama ng the Scots there was  

Who saw the tragedy;  

Who straight in wrath did vow revenge  

Upon the Lord Percy: 

Sir Hugh Montgomery him called,  

Who, with a spear full bright,  

Well mounted on a gallant steed,  

Ran fiercely through the fight;  

 

And  past the English archers all,  

Without all dread or fear,  

And through Earl Percy's body then  

He thrust his hateful spear. 

 

With force & might did he his body gore  

Lance ran through Percy’s back a large yard-cloth & more  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

XII  

 

Douglas called on his avenger 

Said good sir Montgomery  

Urge on my soldiers to the fray  

& then go bury me  

 

My wound is deep; I fain would sleep;  

Take the vanguard o' the three,  

& bide me by the bracken bush,  

That grows on yonder lea. 

 

O! bury me by the bracken bush,  

Beneath the blooming breer;  

Let never living mortal ken  

A kindly Scot lies here. 

 

& so Douglas, with saut tear in his e'e;  

Was buried in the bush so his men micht not see. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

XIII  

 

Now, many Scotiss noblemen 

Did with Earl Douglas die;  

Of twenty hundred Scottish spears  

Scarce fifty-five did fly;  

Of fifteen hundred Englishmen  

Went home but fifty -three;  

The rest were slain in Chevy Chase  

Under the greenwood tree. 

Their bodies bathed in purple gore  

By widows borne away;  

The dead were kiss’d a thousand times  

Til they were clad in clay.  

 

Those few souls that went home begged God for peace,  

& grant henceforth debate 'Twixt noblemen may cease! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

XIV 

 

The news was brought to Edinburgh  

Where Scotland's king did reign  

That brave Earl Douglas suddenly  

Was with an arrow slain  

 

O heavy news King James did say 

Scotland my witness be 

I have not any captain such 

Of more account as he 

 

Like tidings to King Henry came  

Within as short a space 

That Percy of Northumberland  

Was slain in Chevy Chase 

 

Being aggrieved that Scots had held their own 

He never dared again challenge the Alban throne 

 

 

 

 

 

  

  

  

  

  

 

THE LOTHIAD 

  
THE SEIGE OF HADDINGTON 

  

M en of Scotland & France found ancient foe 

A broad, not twenty miles from Edinburgh,  

R eadying walls with halberd, shield & bow  

Y outh rode beside the proud Queen Dowager 

Q uires sung her name, the laddies of the land, 

U rged by their princess to highest honour.  

E ager brethren form’d mighty battleband! 

E astward march'd them, yon Musselburgh, the fray 

N o sassenach such fervour could withstand! 

 

S o many men did fight full well that day,  

C ollapsing onto Hadda’s ground, their graves 

O rdain’d by Death, til D’Esse’s dusk dismay, 

T hen Scots drift homeward, back to work & wives  

S howing black Saxon bloodspots on their knives! 

 



  

   

 

 

 

  

AETHALSTANEFORD 

  
Dramatis Personae 

Angus MacFergus – High King of Alba  

Kennith MacAlpin – Prince of Alba 

Eochaidh – King of Dalriada  

  

Scene – The Peffer Valley, 832 AD – King Angus heads a combined army of 

Picts & Scots, blocking the path of the Aethalstan’s Angles 

  

Eochaidh - What think ye, Angus, lord of our command  

                     Your face is furrow’d as a farmer’s field 

                      Are ye concern’d with if we should withstand 

                       This fearsome host 

                           Angus – Some strange dream is my shield 

                     For last night good Saint Andrew came to me 

                                                   Promising survival & victory  

  

MacAlpin – King look, the way those white clouds cross the blue 

                        Same as the day a saint was crucified 

                     Strung up on Roman wood, your dream comes true 

                                Is this his ghost? 

                                                 Angus – Come Scotland, unified, 

                               Let us bless Andrew’s sainthood & Saltire   

                                   Whose eminence shall ever Scots inspire  

  

 

 

 

  

TRAPRAIN LAW 

  

Elevated by the Votadini  

We scrambl’d up the Laccolithic side 

Found picture frame three hundred sixty wide  

Elating vision sweet to each degree. 

  

Beneath rocks of volcanic pimplerie 

Dunbar, East Linton, Haddington abide,  

Fields reach the Forth & beaches there beside 

Or lonely Lammermuir where thought soars free.  

  

I cast mine een along the Garleton ridge 

To settle on the far-off Forth Road bridge,  

Little with distance, ghostly in the mist.  

  

This is the length of Roman Lothian, 

A county home my roaming soul hath won  

To reccollect when Scottish essence miss’d. 

  



  

  

 

 

 

OVER LOTHIAN 

  

We forage up volcanic Berwick Law  

Reliqury Votadinian our mates  

From gorse-gold mount the jewell’d Lothian shore 

Curves round the Firth of Forth’s most famous gates, 

  

From Dunbar, past Bass Rock’s Howthian traits, 

Grand Gullane & soft -shored Aberlady,  

To Prestonpans, where redcoats rue their fates, 

Waiting raw revenge at poor Drummossie,  

  

& further still, beside the Fifer sea, 

The silver streak of Portobello sands, 

Leads us to Leith, then inland, shadowy,  

Peeps Arthur's Seat, by these sleeping Pentlands; 

  

Although ours be a journey of the mind  

Forever with this verse the way we bind.  

  

  

  

  

  

 

EARL BOTHWELL 

  
In the year of fifteen-ninety since the birth of our lord  

Your lordship heard Ki ng James the 6th was sailing from abroad 

So summon’d his black covens to North Berwick’s rumbling kirk 

& humm’d out for the devil to appraise them in the murk 

Gunpowder flash! & soon our hero’s skin was sable soot 

“The devil,” cried the witches witnessing a cloven foot 

Our hero pass’d around pin cushion idols of his king 

& all there summon’d up a gale tward Norway galloping 

But James the Sixth so thick with god, his ship so strong & stout 

When safe on shore he swore to smoke that nest of devils out 

This wisest fool in christendom interrogates the lot  

Thro gloomy clink & pilliewinks unravell’d was the plot 

& thus ye fled, Earl Bothwell, far beyond beloved land  

Cursing the king in exile, thy vile succubi disband.  

  

  

  

  

  

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

THE DUNBAR MARTYRS 

  
When Cromwell cross'd the border all of Scotland held its breath  

As men march off to Dunbar each to claim an English death, 

Descending from the old Doon Hill they block the Broxmouth burn  

Now only at the push of pike could parliament return  

Then comes the crush upon the fields by little Pinkerton,  

The Scottish right flank buckl'd, with the morning wearing on  

Three thousand Scots already dead, ten thousand tried to flee 

But soundly rounded up by roundheads setting sick lads free  

The other half now March to Durham , dropping dead like flies,  

That in a month of Death's dark work are daily cut to size  

Just fourteen hundred live to see the sun set on the wave 

Now sailing for the New World there to back -break as a slave 

Where some of them sired families, so friends, perhaps you are 

Related to a Scotsman from the Battle of Dunbar 

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  
 

 

 PARTIES NOT PLAYGROUNDS 

 

The last time I was in a fight was when I was twelve  

& Ive only had four punches thrown at me since;  

The first from a random drunk in Burnley Ritzy  

The next for leaving a technical death metal band in Carlisle  

The third from Ralph, my para -schizo housemate in Brighton 

& the last, the other night, at Linkey Lea Festival  

The neanderthal bully -thug Dingle from Haddington  

Had already knock’d out two guys & upset a few birds 

I didn’t know this, but stood up to the knucklehead anyway 

& won my punch when I told him to fuck off & have a wank  

& even shook the same hand that had given me a fat lip 

After he’d apologised, but come morning he’d reverted to form 

So I told him his aim was poor ‘cos mi nose was still intact - 

For one should always meet violence with superior indifference  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 BENEDICTUS 

  

Go thee to Garvald, go up to Nunraw  

Summit of Cistercian activity  

Gain’d from the Hayes of Hailes & Traprain Law  

& many a Ravenswood dynasty. 

Dally, then pass thro the Fortatrice door  

Friends enter a centre of sanctity 

So go thee to Garvald, seek out Nunraw 

Summit of Cistercian activity  

  

As chapel-roof’d cherubim spread their wings 

Thro the heraldrics of Christian kings  

Far from the golden glow of Gallilee  

Fathers offer coffee & compassion 

To those souls tired of vices & fashion 

Cistercian essence of god’s destiny. 

  

  

  LAMB’S MOOR 

  
Composed on a two-day walk from Garvald to Gifford 

  

White Castle’s wind -blasted eminence 

All Lothian below  

  

Salted Herring Road’s highway-code 

Passing place pepper’d 

  

Cranshaws watches Whiteadder’s wind-waves 

Panoramic, microcosmic lakeland 

  

Duns Castle’s solemn poise 

Crows piercing pink -eve 

  

Marches march flanks Dirr ington  

Salubrious Longformacus’s serendipity 

  

Purple-patch’d Lammermuir’s muirburnt peak; 

Cheviot, Pentland, Cullaloe 

  

Descending toward woodland -hidden Gifford  

Birdsongs break silence 

  

 

 

 



THE ONLY LAKE IN SCOTLAND 

 

With June's long afternoons approaching near 

I took a stroll along Pressmennan shore 

Tranquil silver sliver, sylvan streams steer  

A path to restless Ocean's endless roar, 

 

Which mixes with the rustling trees of May,  

Whose freshest greens have framed this river-lake, 

Swan family, snow -white & dusky grey,  

Reflects them in the glimmer of their wake.  

 

The Squirrel scampers high, the Roe bucks east, 

The drunken Bees sup pungent garlic bloom, 

On all side elfin forestry releas'd,  

As if fairies span Mary's holy loom.  

 

So this is Serendip's pastoral muse, 

Far from life's fish -hooks, love-wishes & news. 

 

 

 

  

  

 

SUMMER VISTA 

  

Upon the steep slopes of Spott Dod 

I sat, observing as a god 

Surveys creation all below, 

Through fields reflecting summer’s glow 

The London train creeps past a car, 

The wavy mane beside Dunbar 

Grew angel blue, no northern sea 

In glassy, grey conformity,  

But more an Adriatic Bay  

Ecstatic with a cloudless day 

& I, above it, with the sheep 

Some rustic Croat half asleep 

Dreaming where men have rarely trod  

Upon the steep slopes of Spott Dod 

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  



THE SILVERY ROSE 

  

I took a walk on snowcapt Lammermuir  

 With deathly wilderness  all hushed around  

 & to a point of poetry austere  

 From cleansing soul I heard the sagas sound 

  

These are the moments one must keep in trust 

         In memories of those fine melodies 

        Of beautiful bombastic blow & blust  

            That echo down the endless centuries 

  

For we must think eternal, we who choose 

   To store zeitgeist, raise past & prophesize 

All for that rose -raked token of the muse 

     That on the page, post-procreated, lies 

  

             So ceasuring twyx Cheviot & Fife  

                     I reaffirm the living of my life  

  

  

  

  

  

  

 NUNRAW WOOD 

  

When full of life & vigour in the woods  

Dogs panting by my side & dri pping too  

From crossing rivers swollen by the floods  

& glistening as if twere fresh lain dew  

  

Then I shall love-a-scampering there too 

To hidden nooks far from the winter’s night 

For this is Spring’s soft onset, to renew 

This dull brown world with colours  wild & bright  

  

& soon the birds shall spread their wings in flight  

Returning to the operatic trees 

& all those memories of winter’s blight 

Shall be a quiet murmur on the breeze 

  

For now, at whistles loud, the dogs do climb  

        This hill that I sat halfway up to rhyme  

  

  

  

 

 

  



DREAMS OF HEATHER LODGE 

  

There was a time I felt compell’d to race 

Round London at a hundred miles an hour  

Hopping twyx train & bus, but now my pace  

To footstep slows, 

                                  Fuell’d by my own power 

           I have noticed the needlessness of car 

       Walking between East Linton & Dunbar  

  

Perhaps I should move to that country pile  

The same funds in a city rent a room, 

& bless my zephyr with a certain smile  

      Erewhile she blows! 

                         Above the clouds grown gloom  

      As yesterday I loved London once more 

         M Today I yearn for Lothian’s fair shore! 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

HAIKU 

FROM HEATHER LODGE 
 

SNOWY LOTHIAN  

  

Road cracks beneath me 

 Tapestrie of snowy scenes 

 & no passerines 

  

Snow slows down the hares 

 Beagle spirals thro the chance 

 Gasps echo her barks 

  

Colours neutralized  

Pockets of norwegian pines 

Wild Antarctic winds  

  

Plunging thro deep fields  

& soon, from furrowing fields  

Toes all boiling cold  

  

Then comes the full flow thaw force  

             Roads & rivers rushing fierce 

  



  

 

 THE PHEASANT HUNT  

 

Shadows in the woods 

Feeding on Lord Balfour’s seeds 

Gun-doom’d pheasantry 

 

Balfour’s bloodhounds bray 

Gruff shouts & booming gunfire  

Stoat digs underground  

 

Hunters stalk the woods  

Clucking pheasants scattering 

From a blasted doom 

 

Distant gunshots growl  

Gothic, ochre barritas 

Blood melts frozen mud  

 

Scampering through undergrowth  

Survivors for next month’s games 

 

 

 

 

 

CHICKENS 

 

Spring cleaning, leaf-sweep 

Brushing out old dog kennels  

Knowes Farm has our hens! 

 

Poultry approaching  

All in one flash of orange  

Garden Chicken-peck’d  

 

Back kitchen corner 

Chicken finds an old flip -flop  

Years first fresh-laid egg 

 

Robins need more seed 

Feeding in a fresh-clean’d coop 

Chased away by hens 

 

Silent death of a chicken 

Mossy grave dug in the woods  

 

 

 



 

 

BIRDSONG  

 

The language of birds 

Coupled buzzards’ mating cries 

Window -pecking crows 

 

Sounds of laser war 

Skywalker slays the Death Star 

No! Just black Jackdaws 

 

Fairy pipes wake us  

No! tis the haunting night -owl  

Warbling melodies  

 

Robin’s ‘tik-ik -ik’ 

More sweet than Motzarts ‘Marriage’ 

Woodsong lifts my muse  

 

Bubbling, babbling blabbering  

Babel of British birdsong  

 

 

 

 

SHEEP 

 

In ten-past six sun 

Playful, sideways  leaping lambs 

Traprain’s happy sheep 

 

Two lost stocky lambs 

Gallop uphill anxiously  

Tward deep mother’s call 

 

Flocks don Autumn coats 

Dunbar common scattersheep 

Jackets half-inch thick  

 

Deep, drudging winter  

Chunky furball sheep still graze  

Green fades from the fields 

 

Thick fleec’d sheep graze snowswept fields 

         One white world merged young & old  

 

 

 

 



 

RAINS 

 

World of white winter  

Warmer rains fall through the night  

Wash ing freeze away 

 

Dusk oer East Linton, 

As swollen Tyne surges brown 

Llin rocks foaming white  

 

Rain-swol’n town-brown Tyne  

Haddington to Whittinghame  

Puddle-muddled roads  

 

Rumblings of thunder  

Torrential fury breaking  

Sense-tense summer-storm 

 

Tremendous, torrential rain  

Roads are river, pastures lakes 

 

 

 

 

SNOWDROPS 

 

Fresh shoots clustering  

Miniature metropolis  

One with hint -of-white  

 

The years first flowers 

Lanterns hang from verdant stalks  

Whimsical snowdrop!  

 

Snowdrop capital  

From my vantage satellite 

Conurbation sprawls  

 

Vibrant rivervale  

Snowdrops flush & full of life  

Year’s first luscious scene 

 

Leaving spheres of green behind 

Seed-pack’d, bursting petal-fall  

 

 

 

 

 



DAFFODILS  

 

Daffodilly dawn  

Tipp’d by pale green candlesticks 

Straining for release  

 

Daffodils morn  

Explosions in slow motion  

Move the child -like soul  

 

Daffodilly d ay 

Equinoctal energy 

Yellows pale to gold  

 

Daffodilly dream  

Bursting forth like fire -brands 

Scraping pixie sky 

 

Horseheads, Daffodilly night  

Draining white & trumpet shrunk  

 

 

 

 

 

AGRICULTURE  

 

Green fields, green tractor 

Trawling lines of muddy rouge  

Hungry gulls in train  

 

Praise the proud, plough’d earth 

Claret block of fertile soil  

Framed by barely-green 

 

Fields of rapeseed rows 

Distant saffron pollendust  

Pastel biofuel 

 

Wind over wheatfield  

Marine reminiscences 

Another North Sea 

 

Bearded wheatfields harvest shave 

Sun-engolden’d one-by-one 

 

 

 

 

 



INSECTS 

 

Life’s factory floor 

Machine buzzing mid the blooms  

Thirteen working bees 

 

Pretty peacock eyes 

Featherweightless butterflies 

Field-lane fluttering  

 

Something flicks my hair  

Daddylonglegs on the roof  

Gollywopperworld  

 

Midgie millions  

Sunset’s country garden gang 

Nibbled top -to-toe 

 

Garden diaspora thick  

Rainbow sheens & twinkling sounds  

 

 

 

 

 

BATS 

 

Bats return to roost 

Warmer days must rouse the blood 

Stood captivated! 

 

Hyperactive house 

Scratching bats join shuffling mice  

Pest’ring incessant 

 

Batspin inspiral  

Hawk -eyed buzzard swoops to kill  

Catch in talons clutch’d 

 

Batling swoops inside 

Navigation not quite primed  

From cupp’d hands releas’d 

 

No more those raucus evenings  

Silent attic, all bats flown  

 

 

 

 

 



GARDENING  

 

Sunbeams pierce the pan 

Seed trays fill the window sills  

Little lettuces  

 

Gardens full of grub  

Lively little lettuces  

Radiant radish 

 

The serene greenhouse 

Full fruits of summer sunblaze  

Fourteen tomatoes 

 

Garden harvest near 

Leek & carrot full of life  

Lettuces still large 

 

Leek & carrot fill the pot  

Soup’s warm home-grown aroma  
 

 

 

 

 

FRUITS OF THE FOREST 

 

Young-fall by the road  

Lush clusters of plumby orbs  

Damsens delicious 

 

Fungus foraging  

Check’d up on the internet 

Wash’d down with white whine  

 

Lush discovery  

Carpet of cooking apples 

Ready for pastry 

 

Blackberries ripen 

Bitter flesh juice follows lunch  

Cull -day drawing close  

 

Elderberry baubelrie  

Perfect pies & tasty wines 

 

 

 

 

 



AUTUMN  

 

Paths filling with leaf  

Low pallet of earthy browns  

Trees still verdant high  

 

Leaves fill up the lawns  

Leaves trailing all through the house  

Leaves still clinging tall  

 

Ghosts surround the house 

Hurricane sweeps Heather Lodge 

Leaf-fall snow flurry  

 

These thinning woods 

Decaying vegetation 

Lines of sniper sight 

 

Through one wild & windy night  

Fiery trees made skeletal 

 

 

 

 

 

WHITTINGHAME 
  

COUNTRY DREAMS 

 

My cities, I leave thee, gritty & grime,  

This budding muse prepares the spirit's ark, 

Where bird‐migration marks the pass of time  

 

What was lifestyle now grey & stranger‐stark 

Like Guernica or Oranges‐sur‐Seine, 

Once‐vivid colours growing daily dark.  

 

This strange occasion wends my thoughts to when 

Wordsworth had found a stool to ease his mind  

From crowded sensibilities of men  

 

I, too, hope happy harbourage to find  

Beside a world of green, where piny glade 

By Vallambrosan cardinal design'd 

 

For as Iona's church from wattles made 

The forum for a forest made fair trade.  

 



 
WHITTINGHAME WATER 

 

As when young Balfour took a book  

To read beside the weedy brook 

I sat beneath a bloss’ming tree 

Immers’d in epic simile 

That flies out from the mouths of men  

As tho them gods on highest ben 

By god to god tradition passed 

Some great sail pinned to poet’s mast 

To carry them across the wave 

To flighty islands, glory’s grave! 

But seldom does a poet die 

With Grecian twinkles in his eye  

For muses, like the fireflies flit  

In random dance from wit to wit  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

FREE PALESTINE 

 

I took a walk round Whittinghame  

On an early summer’s day 

When bees about wild garlic hum  

& gorse growgolden in god’s sway 

Hearing a faerie kettledrum  

Beat yonder house crow‐grey 

Where Balfour read Plato, his Holy Land,  

Rises to rouse & rile Islam’s command. 

 

I clambour’d through thick thornbush throng 

Veins piereced by splinter‐pin  

Not sucking tongue nor needle long 

Could pluck it from within  

Destined to bubble septic, 

This new Israel neath my skin. 

 

  

  

 

 

 

 



 

WHITTINGHAME PARISH LIBRARY 

 
Composed upon finding a copy of Plato’s Republic once 

belonging to Arthur Balfour – the prime minister who 

made the greatest efforts in creating modern Israel 

  

Through loss of empire rust‐bound books made dust 

But for the bibles of the parish pews 

Now to my times do tide & time entrust  

The nineteenth century, in me renews 

The love of brave explorers, & those views 

Discovered in a fleshpot, bygone age 

When deeds of men predestined by their muse 

& dreams of love determined poet's page. 

  

Once, these books left this chrysalisic cage 

Palestine‐bound, Platonic flutterings  

Founded war‐crucibles we moderns wage, 

All for  the progress of the Jewish Kings, 

Ink, history & eye equidistant  

My butterfly vanish’d in an instant. 

  

 

 

 

 

WHITTINGHAME WOODS 

  

Feel the feeling on the edge of summer 

Hours before your first foggybummer  

April, perhaps, or march on a good year  

Out on the tracks with the shy , pregnant deer 

Wearing that hat that you’ve worn all Winter 

Skimming thro Plaid or the plays of Pinter  

Warming each pace in your courdoroy clothes 

As petals do abud before the rose. 

  

& all at once we lesson from our haste 

& cardigans are tied about the waste 

& soon we feel upon the naked arm 

A zephyr -waft, so soft, so cool, so calm 

& I shall follow them wher e’er they will 

         Free spirits, til the first Autumnal chill  

  

 

  

 

 

  

 



 

EAST LINTON 

 
WANTED  

Someone to help me learn guitar 

Contact Karl at the Old Sation House 

 
I saw the above sign in a post office window  

Wander’d round the corner, bagg’d myself the job 

Fifteen pounds an hour for singing the Stone Roses 

To a lad keen to play them, however primitive  

 

I saw him once a week, his doddering old grannie  

Kept coming in & turning up the fire to keep us warm  

& I’m inundated with wagon wheels & coffee  

 

Then they gave me a piano, I’d had my pick as well 

For the family was in the removal business 

& a few years ago, in leiu of paying them  

Some one had left two thousand pieces of mint vinyl  

 

So to clear the cellar for wine racks I got the flippin lot  

When endless disco tracks piss’d my girlfriend off no end 

The first push that set our love-ball rolling into oblivion...  

 

 

 

 

 

COMMON LAW LOVE 

 

Even now, after all that love goes through,  

From halycon highs to those awful lows  

The fact we chose together, sweet Glenda, 

Repose in such a fertile land; where fruit  

Grows wild ‐ remember gooseberries were found ‐ 

Where Falcons vie with Crows to claim th e sky, 

Where vista‐on‐vista glows splendidly  

Before eyes remember them when they close, 

Where Whittinghame Water flows so carefree, 

Free as these souls of ours ‐ suppose they met 

But they were sleeping – when windy fate blows  

Lives grow, so rose us from dim city streets 

Like poesy from prose, come cherish this truth. 

  

  

  

  

  

  

 

  

 



 

DANTEAN EXILE 

  
If Whittinghame was a modern F lorence 

Half -parted by its very own Arn o 

Its little church basilican duomo  

& heather lodge a hub of renaissance 

  

Then i am victim, too, of vendetta  

As the assassins knife on Darnley drew 

Curs’d by hot schemes hatched neath an ancytent yew 

& lawfal as a long, landlords letter . 

 

It turn’d out I was more a Coleridge 

& Glenda both his Saras, as her friends 

Suggest I should give up my privelige  

Knowing how trial separation ends  

 

‚At least let me complete my haiku, dear!‛ 

                I did, put in a torrid atmosphere.  

  

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

LOCAL POLITICS 
 

It’s alright, y’know, to do the right thing 

Like letting your ex -partner have the house... 

But then again that’s just gonna make you homeless 

 

Enter Kenny Curran, the bearded angel of Tumbleweed 

‚There’s a bed in the shed,‛ this wild -hair’d dead-head said 

But I like to think it was more a posh -porch’d summer house 

 

So walking the spaniels & amusing his wee cherubs 

              I paid off a little off his blinding generosity  

                    & forged a friendship by his blazing fire  

 

Glenda wasn’t happy, & neither was her pal, 

Who, cahooting, had told me to leave my own  house 

‚That’s karma!‛ I hinted, one night on becoming neighbours 

 

For he too lived in Garvald, the Thomas Hardian Africa  

‚Get back to your fuckin’ shed!” he splutter’d, disgusted at my 

luck 

 

 

 

 

 



 

YARROW 

  

As I went walking along the valley ridge  

With drizzle -mist all pastelling the scene 

Oer thistle-seeds as they fluff’d into a leap 

          & bimbl’d to the valley 

                                               A rainbow ring  

                                 Shot up from vegetation  

     Golden in the setting sun on Traprain Law  

  

It reminded me of a bull’s nose, or waning  moon 

Turn’d on its side, shining glorious for a while 

Until one side conquer’d by cyan skies 

      As the scarr’d sun sets…  

                                          Traprain’s heavenly volcano 

               Sheds just enough light to paint our rainbow  

     Struggling, still, with the shortness of its existence 

  

  

  

  

  

 

 

 

RABBIT 

 
I was house-sitting Yarrow on the edge of stir crazy  

Drainking & dreaming, thinking of screaming  

So I thought I’d take the dogs out for a walk 

 

It was your classical attack pack, 

Harvey, the overweight labradour, & his harem  

Molly, Larch & Bridie, three generations of mad spaniels  

Scaring out the rabbits & the pheasants for the guns 

 

In teh space of a couple of days they’d bagg’d me both 

Harvey jaw’d a rabbit while Bridie chomp’d a bird 

& one or two googles later I held their guts i my hands  

Like alien lifeforms spilling out of teh mother ship  

& feathers block’d the plug-hole by decapitated torsos 

 

Hours later, eating tasty game, I felt a proper man, like 

An eight -mile hike to Scotmid down East Linton, there & back  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

CHARLIE! THE MUSICAL 
 

Realising Andrew Lloyd -Webber made a lot more money than me 

What with my fifty quid a week & him being a billionaire  

Tho he’d steadily gone downhill since his brilliant Superstar  

I thought I’d pen a musical, what with being a legal Scotsman 

I chose the ’45 & all those glorious songs of the Jacobites 

As if I’d fought for Townley in the royal Manchester regiment 

So mixing Burns & Hogg with many unofficial national anthems  

I ask’d the divine Kenny to assist me with the Bollywood 

Who gather’d in the young cream of East Lothian’s musical talent 

To film most of the movie ina a single, epic day  

From Garvald Back to Belhaven, a forest scene in Whittinghame  

& the only money spent was down the offy at Dunbar  

Which fuell’d the drunken antics to the Braes of Killikrankie 

You can view right now on You Tube under Saraswathi films  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

KIJIJI 

 

To Live in Gifford is an urban dream,  

Anonymous no longer, but a team  

Of individuals, & mostly cool  

Like Andrew Draper, master with a tool,  

He was mates with The Who, &, Down Under  

Shar’d a flat with Mel Gibson, no wonder 

He opens up his paddock to party  

I said, ‚Mate, I’ve done four Jock Stock’s, let me 

Assist,” & so, as Glenda stole our show 

For her & her mates - & my piano –  

Despite her vibes I made the music play 

Gave Lothian another Gala Day 

Raising fundage for African orphans  

While on all sides the scenic woodland stuns. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 ON LEAVING HEATHER LODGE 

 

I came, I saw, I caleigh’d with the Scots 

Veni... vedi… a private victory 

My lady swooning to wild lily ‐knots 

Oor homestead settl’d in serenity. 

 

Soaking in Scottish sensibility 

Itching beyond mere whistle binkie bards  

I strove for all that’s good in sonnetry 

Woodwound, museyon the New Town boulevards.  

 

Where sturdy as Napoleonic grognards  

& peerless as pioneers upon the page, 

Seertitle shone throughout the teller’s cards 

& Lothiads dolphin’d upon the stage. 

 

Thus hosts of sonnets safe in squirrel  stores 

From Rydal Mounts must makers take their  tour s. 

 

 

  

  

 

  

  
CHYREN 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Study the past, if you would divine the future 

Confucious 



  

   
AVE FUTURA 

 

Tempora mutantur nos et mutamur in illis 

Anonymous 

 

What of man’s progress? When the bees die out, 

Crude oil dries up, cliffs melt & oceans rise,  

When flooded lands are plunged in dark & doubt  

& places populous are shrunk in size; 

When biofuel  

Outranks the belly’s growl, 

When zeal controls the school & robot policemen prowl.  

 

As Man undiscovers technology 

All knowledges are given up to faith,  

Lost sciences sunk by theology 

Those holograms now angel, ghost or wraith; 

Then one strange year 

The false prophets arise, 

Charming & chevalier with calm, prophetic eyes.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

RISE OF CHYREN 

 

Un chef du monde le grand Chyren sera : 

Plus ovtre apres aymé, craint, redouté : 

Son bruit & los les cieux sur passera, 

Et du seul titre Victeur, fort contenté. 

Nostradamus 

 

Far from those libertine, libatious lands  

Beyond Great Tartary was born a son, 

Thick hairs woven through his coarse, cloven hands, 

The seer-sign of the long-awaited one; 

Ophiuchus  

Ascendant at his birth  

A third Antichristus is born upon the Earth.  

 

Lean, young & handsome, evil to the bone 

Chyren charges with Africa & Spain  

The world had never seen his like before 

A warrior bless’d with a wizard’s brain; 

In panther trance 

He leads the clanking crush 

As Asia’s hordes advance from Cairo to the Kush. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

SAFFIA 

 

The victor will not be ask'd afterwards whether he told the truth or not, in 

starting & waging a war it is not right that matters, but victory 

Adolf Hitler 

 

The Asian hordes, crown’d Chyren at their head, 

Attack Turkey to claim the salt -sea ports, 

Now sprinkling hare’s blood on their barley-bread 

They one-by-one lay low the Tuscan forts; 

A toxic cloud  

Of bio-chemicals 

Dissolves each martial crowd soon clapt in manacles. 

 

As France lay panting neath the Asian heel 

Deep in the Grampians a girl was born 

Beside her cradle half a village kneel 

The other half sway to & fro like  corn; 

Bloodabbl’d bairn 

Hears her Angels humming  

Led on the pictish cairn of the Second Coming. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

INVASION OF BRITAIN 

 

To delight in conquest is to delight in slaughter 

Lao-Tse 

 

The hordes of Asia scorch green countryside 

Drouth every river dry they strive to ford  

As on the right a thousand galleys glide  

The fleeted shield of CHYREN’s wielded sword; 

Zingara drum  

Bending hypnotic beat  

Mesembryanthamum tarmpl’d beneath their feet 

 

Lord Caledon surmounted Traprain Law  

To fill his maps with prospects  spanning free 

This was a proper place to offer war 

Defending old Fort Edynn land & sea,  

On this old rock  

The Scottish clans descend 

To fight a ragnarok & all their flocks defend.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

THE SCOTS PREPARE 

 

The barbarians are to arrive today 

C.P Cavafy 

 

They brought their saviour down from Fife  

Hoped her spirit would inspire  

Their sacred pride in land & life  

Soundly sung on shepherd’s lyre, 

A pride concealing sharpen’d knife, 

Drawn for their Saffia  

Now nestling in fair Whittinghame’s towers 

Her presence soldiers’ energies empowers. 

 

Lord Caledon order’d his fleet 

To guard the great Forth’s gate 

Then captain’s meet in council heat 

To save their common state 

From many murd’rous minions... 

Advancing without abate.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

THE INVASION OF SCOTLAND 

 

A soldier's life is terrible hard 

A.A.Milne 

 

Cyhren took to the wilderness  

Where the Herring Road once ran, 

Spent sunset in Longformacus 

Then proceeded with his plan – 

A night -march dark & devious  

A ‘cannon’ caravan, 

Of Africans yomping neath moonless night  

Only discern’d by eyeballs blinking white. 

 

The Pirate King took to the boards 

Beside the Berwick shore, 

& chops the cords, the fleet unloads 

Its galleys from the shore, 

& sails toward the Firth of Forth  

Its flagship to the fore. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

LAMMERMUIR 

 

O soldiers! For your ain dear sakes 

For Scotlands & her land of cakes 

Gie not her bairns sic deadly pakes 

Nor be sae rude 

Wi’ firelock or Lochaber aix 

As spill their blude 

Robert Fergusson 

 

The burnish’d warsteed of Dunbar, 

Brawn-furnish’d for the battle 

By night appear’d a twinkling star 

As soldier’s fireside prattle 

Reel’d through the steely shpiel of war 

Roasting scrawnly cattle – 

A scene repeated tween the Forth & Clyde 

Line of auld keeps by brave men fortified.  

 

Chyren paus’d by Whiteadder side 

Reflecting glinting swords  

The loch soon dried, as deep thirst wide 

Fills up the water gourds  

Then set off through a dawn-tinged land  

Of heather, lambs & fords. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

BATTLELINES 

 

The great, the jewel & the mother of all battles 

Saddam Hussein 

 

As slowly to Tintallen’s shore 

Oer a thousand galleys came 

Lord Caledon stood on his Law  

Some chessmaster at the game 

& pray’d to Heaven as he saw 

The Lammermuir aflame,  

His army stretch’d, his southern flank exposed, 

& Firth of Forth by few ships barely closed.  

 

Through pony, foot & pigeon sky  

He put out messages 

To resupply & fortify  

The Halls & villages,  

Bidding his Scottish soldiery,  

‚Brave be, & courageous!” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

FIRST ASSAULTS 

 

"On dit que dieu est toujours pours les gros battallions!" 

Napoleon Bounaparte 

 

As galleys skirmish’d round the white Bass Rock 

& into Spott burst Chyren’s cavalry 

The sullen Scots round Whittinghame  took stock, 

This was the season of catastrophe; 

Now Haddon Hill  

Was taken by the foe 

Advancing kill -by-kill through Clint & mint Yarrow . 

 

As ancyent vegetation fell’d by fire 

Lord Caledon saw carnage in the wood 

& knowing he must rescue Saffia 

He rode into that commingling of blood;  

There found the child  

Swaddl’d in silken robes, 

‚Carry her to the wild far from these christophobes!” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

ESCAPE 

 

Where there's life there's hope 

Terence 

 

Saffia sped to Berwick Law  

But her horsemen were too late 

For only Asia’s semaphore 

Parley’d cross the great Forth gate 

& so they rode along the shore 

Racing the chasing spate 

For only the bridges of  Queensferry 

Could carry off Saffia sure safely! 

 

Those vital men went galloping  

To save their saviour’s life 

Found steely string of girder’d bling 

For Inverkeithing, Fife,  

& cross’d the Forth charge-carrying  

Far from the battlestrife.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

CHYREN’S HIGH TIDE 

 

The soldiers fight & the kings are heroes 

Talmund 

 

Chyren steps ship-by-ship across the Forth 

Leaves Edinburgh besieg’d & Glasgow ash, 

Pursues the Scotti deep into a North 

Of thunderplump, stormslash & levin -flash; 

Rain-lash’d terrain 

Ends of Eurasian Earth 

Where straining Scottish slain defend their saviour’s birth. 

 

The hordes of Chyren, year-on-year, 

Masticate the mountain miles, 

Til Red Ones & White Ones appear 

& such a front united steer 

The foe soon corpsey piles 

Blown by an awesome breeze, strong Arctic knot  

Of Russian, North American & Scot!  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

RECONQUISTA 

 

Fair goddess, lay that furious fit aside 

Til I of wars & bloody Mars do sing 

& Briton’s field with Sacracen blood bedyed 

Spenser 

 

Saffia on every front is feted 

As blade-by-blade the grass of Britain bought, 

The leaders in London re-instated 

& now the Allies cross the Gallic moat;  

A new D -Day 

From Dartmouth to Penzance 

Long wave-steeds mount the spray & point their bows at France. 

 

The empire of CHYREN is imploding  

From Denmark to the Pannonian plain  

Europe’s defences daily eroding 

Just Italy defies the sacred grain; 

Til Alps are cross’d 

The Chyrophile brought low  

The flat Veneto lost & now ... beyond the Po! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

ARMAGEDDON 

 

The harder match'd, the greater victory 

Shakespeare 

 

Across the whale-road & the long land’s edge 

From whence Saint Peter sail’d to save the world, 

The Allied host swarms with its precious pledge  

To battle for Saffia & her birth;  

From ridge -to-ridge 

The Persian Peacock fled 

Th’incredible carnage of evil massacred. 

 

The Wars are over bar the final blow 

Just CHYREN & his bodygaurd remain  

Of armies vast that not so long ago 

Camp’d at Culloden & reconquer’d Spain; 

With one last thrust  

An Antichrist is slain  

At once his bloody dust dissolves in  morning rain.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

THE SECOND COMING 

 

Brighter morn awaits the human day, 

War with its million horrors, & fierce hell 

Shall live but in the memory of Time, 

Who, like a penitent libertine, shall start, 

Look back & shudder at his younger years. 

Percy Bysshe Shelley 

 

Saffia steps onto the field 

Singing rejuvenessence, 

Her promised paradise reveal’d 

Upspringing in her presence  

A gentle greenwood fills the field  

Foaming effervessence – 

Then levin flash! & she, a lightning rod,  

Lit up to lift the ver y veil of god.  

 

Ending with all thats legend’ry 

My fable ably told,  

From poetry & prophecy  

The future must unfold,  

Until a new Messiah  

Breaks Man’s bellicosal mould! 

 

 

 

 

 

 


