
SCOTTISH VILLAGE

It was difficultto get into the

Cemetery. Thefurrows in thefields

Vfcre long channels ofmud. The

Slanting rain stirred the red muck

In the lane till it ran, like dark

Blood, into the weed chocked gullies.

Clouts ofcow dung clung to my boots.

The long grass, the dogs' dirt, the

Empty cans ofMcEwan 's lager guarded

That neglected andforgotten place.

All that was left was a crumbling

Monument and the arch ofthe Old Kirk.

Litchen, like the scribbled writing

Ofsome vandal, high on Crack was

Sprayed on the red sandstone and

Made the words near impossible

To read.

'Here lies James Thomson, shot on

The 1st June 1679, by Bloody Graham

OfClavers House, for Adherence to the

WrdofGod, Scotland's Covenanted

Wbrk ofReformation. •






