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The Wild Geese 

By Violet Jacob 

“Oh tell me fit was on yer road, ye roarin Norland wind? 

As ye come blawin frae the land that's never frae ma mind. 

Ma feet they traivel England but I'm deein for the North.” 

“Ma man, I saw the siller tides rin up the Firth o Forth.” 

“Aye wind, I ken them weel eneuch an fine they fa and rise, 

And fain I'd feel the creepin mist on yonder shore that lies. 

But tell me as ye pass them by, fit saw ye on the way?” 

“Ma man, I rocked the rovin gulls that sail abin the Tay.” 

“Bit saw ye naethin leein wind afore ye come tae Fife? 

For there's muckle lyin 'yont the Tay that's mair tae me nor 

life.” 

“Ma man, I swept the Angus braes that ye hivna trod for 

years.” 

“Oh wind, forgie a hameless loon that canna see for tears.” 

“And far abin the Angus straths I saw the wild geese flee, 

A lang, lang skein o beatin wings wi their heids toward the sea, 

And aye their cryin voices trailed ahint them on the air.” 

“Oh wind, hae mercy, haud your wheesht for I daurna listen 

mair.” 
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From the President 

 

 

As we start to return to walking and dancing, I 
realise how much I have missed seeing 
Nottingham Scottish friends in person. Our 
weekly dance sessions have restarted, and our 
thoroughly enjoyable St. Andrew’s Night was 
another part of the return to “normal”. You can 
read all about it in the next Chanter.  

 

Meanwhile, we have the Christmas Walk and Lunch and our Burns 
Night celebration to look forward to. The Council are also planning 
some events for the New Year. Covid has not yet gone away, and 
we shall try to arrange some more Zoom events, which were very 
popular during lockdown.  

The quizzes arranged by Don and Sue went very well and we hope 
to be able to arrange another quiz over the winter. It also feels 
good to share much-loved Scottish music and humour and we shall 
try to find some more.  

Dave and Jan shared their experiences of St. Kilda with us: do you 
have some favourite experiences of Scotland that you would like us 
to share? Story telling has always been important, both in Scotland 
and throughout the world. We’d love to hear your stories of 
Scotland.  

As always, the Association exists for its members. Please let the 
Council know if there are events you would like to see. 

I’d like to express my thanks to the Council for their continuing work 
and to Andrew for the Chanter. 

I wish you all a very good Christmas and a happy New Year! 

Lang may yer lum reek! 

 

Sue  
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From the Editor 

It has been a pleasure to be able to report on a busy few months of 
activity after we were so rudely interrupted by Covid-19! My thanks 
go to all those who have written reports for me and contributed 
items for this edition of the Chanter.  

Without your support we’d have a very thin publication! If you have 
childhood memories of Scotland or a favourite place or a piece of 
Scottish folklore or anything else to share I would love to have 
them!  Please keep them coming. 

You can email them to me at chanter@nottinghamscottish.org. 

Andrew 

 

                   

                                 Burns Night 2020  

Dates for Your Diary  

Sunday 5th December: St. Andrew’s Day Service. St. 
Andrew’s with Castle Gate URC. 11.00 a.m. 

Wednesday 8th December: Christmas Lunch and Walk. 
Colwick Park.  

Tuesday 4th January: New Year Walk and Lunch. 
Attenborough. 

Saturday 22nd January: Burns Night Dinner and Dance. 
Masonic Hall, Goldsmith Street, 7.00 p.m.  

 

Burns Night 2022 is on 
Saturday 22 January. 

Not to be missed! 

Put it in your diary 
now! 

mailto:chanter@nottinghamscottish.org
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A Journey Through the Hebrides 

Hearing Dave and Jan’s talk about their experiences on St. Kilda 
brought back memories of one of the best holidays Chris and I ever 
had. 

We spent a few days in Oban with my Dad before boarding the 
Calmac Car Ferry for the Island of Barra.   As many of you know 
Calmac stands for Caledonian MacBrayne and the shipping line 
was once called David MacBrayne.   There was an old saying that 
“The World and everything in it belong to the Lord God, but the 
Western Isles belong to David MacBrayne.”   The shipping line still 
has the monopoly for taking passengers, supplies and cars to most 
of the Hebridean islands and it is rare for it not to provide that 
valuable service whatever the weather. 

The sail from Oban to Barra takes about five and a half hours, 
depending on the weather.   We enjoyed beautiful sunshine and 
calm seas.   Leaving Oban via The Sound of Mull we had a good 
view of Duart Castle on Mull which is the Seat of the Clan 
MacLean.   One-time Clan Chief, Sir Charles MacLean was the 
Lord Lieutenant for Argyll and the Isles and also The Chief Scout.   
Heading out to the open sea we loved watching dolphins leaping 
above the waves alongside the ship.  

 
Kishmuil Castle, Barra 
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Having made good time we sailed into Castlebay in Barra, passing 
Kishmuil Castle which stands proudly in the middle of the bay and 
is the Seat of the Clan MacNeil. There is another saying, attributed 
- this time to one of the Clan Chiefs - that “The MacNeil had dined, 
the world may eat.”  He obviously had a very high opinion of 
himself. 

While on Barra we stayed with my Aunt Martha in Northbay.    
Martha was born and bred on Barra and like many Islanders came 
to Oban to work and settle down.    She returned to her island 
home when she and my uncle retired.   She is also the source of 
my shortbread recipe.    

Martha’s house often has a stream of visitors for a cuppa and a 
chat and frequently staying for a meal too, so we met many of the 
locals.   We spent four idyllic days on Barra, walking for miles on 
white sandy beaches, which would match any on the Caribbean.  It 
is truly a beautiful island and has over three hundred varieties of 
wild flowers.   We often watched the plane landing on Traigh Mhor 
Beach, where the runway is washed by the tide.   
 

 
The Runway at Barra Airport! 
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On our last day on Barra we drove over the Causeway to Vatersay, 
again walking on the glorious white sands and then over the hills to 
a ruined village, which had been deserted following the Highland 
Clearances.  

 
Traigh Mhor Beach 

 Most of you will have heard of the book “Whisky Galore”, which 
was based on the true story about the SS Politician, which sank off 
Barra. The ship was carrying a huge cargo of whisky, bound for the 
United States and many islanders risked their lives retrieving crates 
of the amber liquid before the Customs and Excisemen arrived.  
Many of the true stories are even stranger than the fictional ones 
and my Uncle Aeneas found a bottle of the “Polly Whisky” as it was 
known, in the thatch on the barn roof, which he was repairing.    
The author of the book, Sir Compton MacKenzie, owned a house 
overlooking Traigh Mhor beach, which I understand now belongs to 
his descendants. 
 
The following morning we drove onto the ferry again and sailed to 
Lochboisdale in South Uist and headed towards the north of the 
island where friends of my sister ran a B&B.   On that first night we 
sat up very late with Lesley and John, watching the sun going down 
and coming back up again almost immediately.   It was quite a 
sight.   Next day we headed for the Balranald Nature Reserve, 
where we saw lots of birds, some of which we did not recognise of 
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course.   As we were coming out of the Information Centre a chap 
asked if we had seen a Twite. I smiled and said unfortunately we 
hadn’t.  I wouldn’t know one if I found it in my porridge!  He must 
have thought I was a Twitcher from the binoculars and camera 
hanging round my neck.  
 

 
Balranald, South Uist 

South Uist must have the only golf course which allows cars to 
drive over it.  As it is rough and uneven, I would imagine the course 
is quite a challenge even to experienced golfers and of course the 
sea is very close, so goodness knows how many golf balls lie at the 
bottom.   There are a huge number of lochans (small lochs) on 
South Uist and although it is not quite as beautiful as Barra, we 
really enjoyed our time there and visited the birthplace of Flora 
MacDonald, who helped Bonnie Prince Charlie to escape from the 
mainland to Skye.   It was amazing that despite letting the 
Highlanders down so badly, they never betrayed him to the English 
forces, even though a reward of £300 was offered, which at that 
time was a huge amount of money and most of the people were 
very poor. 
 
We stayed on South Uist for three days and then drove over the 
Causeway to Benbecula and on to North Uist, where we spent 
another two days.   We stayed in the Old Court House which is now 
a B&B, but has many of the original features.    
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Again we walked for miles, exploring the Island and enjoying the 
sunshine before catching the ferry for Uig in Skye.   From there we 
drove to Dunvegan Castle, seat of the Clan MacLeod and on to 
Portree where we were booked in for another three days.   We had 
been to Skye before and enjoyed visiting this majestic island again 
and exploring places we hadn’t seen on our last visit and of course 
we had to visit the Talisker Distillery which lies in a beautiful setting 
and Chris enjoyed the dram at the end of the tour.    
 
We still hadn’t seen any rain and on our last day on Skye we drove 
down to Armadale Castle, ancestral home of the MacDonalds of 
Sleat and strolled round the gardens and after a hearty meal 
boarded the Ferry to Mallaig.   We drove down to Glenfinnan where 
Prince Charlie raised his army and I climbed the monument for the 
most amazing views over the loch.   Chris absolutely refused to 
climb the narrow spiral staircase inside the monument and was 
happy to keep his feet safely on the ground.   We drove to Arisaig 
and took in the white sands of Morar before finding yet another 
B&B.   The next day we drove into Glencoe and spent the day 
there, ending with a great meal in the Glencoe Hotel. 
 
Finally, we arrived back in Oban to spend another couple of days 
with my Dad and having a walk on the Island of Kerrera which 
tends to shelter Oban from the worst of the Atlantic gales, down to 
Gylen Castle, one of the strongholds of the MacDougals of Lorne.     
Finally, we said an emotional Goodbye to my Dad and my home 
town and headed South.    
 
We had over two weeks of fantastic sunny warm weather and only 
hit rain when we crossed the Border, so in spite of what lots of 
people think, it does not always rain in Scotland and this holiday 
will always remain one of our best, not only for the stunning 
scenery and fantastic weather, but also for the hospitality and 
friendliness of the Islanders.   We had great weather, friendly 
locals, good food and amazing scenery. What more could you ask?   
  
Margaret Barnes. 
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For the next time Margaret needs to 
know, this unassuming little fellow is a 
twite! (Ed) 

 

 

 

 

Rushcliffe Walk, 8th September 2021 

 
Fifteen members gathered in the car park next to Mere Lane in 
Ruddington on September 8th before setting off on the walk…and 
didn’t we strike it lucky with the weather! The sun was shining from 
a clear sky, the temperature was up to 29°C, so we were glad of 
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the shade from the trees when the path took us through stretches 
of woodland. It was a morning of bright colours, notably the vivid 
blue of the lake and the multi-coloured plumage of the water birds. 
Some cormorants were spreading their wings on a small pebble 
island that they shared with the gulls.  

The Ladybird Trail led us along a path amidst the dappled greens 
and yellows of a grove and we were trying to spot the model 

ladybirds that dotted the edges of the wood (OK, I know, they had 
been ‘spotted’ already, by the painter who’d coloured them– ha, 

ha!). As we emerged into the sunshine again we separated into two 
groups. Jan accompanied some friends who preferred to take a 

shorter route which took them down Memory Lane (so called 
because it commemorates a Dutch lady who had contributed to the 

Park’s development) and eventually back to the lakeshore. 

 

The rest of us followed a circuit which 
took us outside of the Park for about 
40 minutes. Our route took us past 
some dog kennels (continuous yap-
yapping was heard from there), a farm 
and then down to a footpath beside 
the Great Central Railway line.  

 

 

On such a clear day we could enjoy excellent views across verdant 
pastures and ploughed fields to Clifton and to Gotham with its hilly 
background (Gotham’s most famous son, Batman, wasn’t flying 
aloft then, sadly – he prefers the night sky).  
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Unfortunately, the railway will be closed for the next year or more 
due to urgent repairs that need to be made to one of its bridges – in 
Loughborough, not the steep-stepped old green bridge that we 
climbed across to walk back in the direction of the Park. 

 I had the impression that our walkers enjoyed their outing, with 
plenty of chances to chat with one another along the way while 
working up an appetite for lunch in the Nottingham Knight 
restaurant. When we reached the Mere Lane car park again, we 
felt, too, that we’d had some decent exercise – it hadn’t been a 
Mere stroll or dawdle!! (I thank you, ha, ha!) (Ouch! Ed.) 

Dave Chapman 

 

Many thanks to Dave and Jan for organising and leading such 
an enjoyable walk! 

 

Baslow Walk, 12th October 2021 

After the wonderful weather of the last few days, it was rather 
disappointing to disembark in Baslow to a fine drizzle. Undeterred, 
nine brave souls, led by the even braver Andrew and Sue Morrison 
set off through the grounds of Chatsworth House. A herd of deer 
was spotted, before we paused for the obligatory group photograph 
on the steps of Queen Mary’s Bower - a strange construction 
believed to have been built in 1570 for the benefit of Mary Queen of 
Scots who was then held captive at Chatsworth. 
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Our objective was The Hunting Tower, either by the very steep 
'Sherpa' path, or the gentler, contouring 'donkey' path. Our leader 
kindly led us on the latter, and achieving the tower, we were 
rewarded with chocolate bites and a wonderful view on a now dry, 
and almost warm day. 

 

Having been on tarmac, we now braved 
grassy trails and a very exciting stile, 
needing careful foot alignment! Knowing 
that wet grass could be treacherous, the 
party proceeded with caution, but having 
progressed rather too quickly for the 
booked lunch time, we did an extra loop, 
making for about a 5 mile walk. 

 After an initial debacle at the pub lunch 
stop, the advertised menu being 'off', the 
food was actually very good, and the bill 
suitably adjusted to everyone's 
satisfaction. 

   

So, many thanks to Andrew and Sue and the convivial walkers for 
a very enjoyable morning's walk. 

Liz Matthews 
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More wisdom from the "Scottish Women's Rural 
Institutes Cookery Book" (1960) 
 

"Life is mostly froth and bubble, 

Two things stand like stone, 

Kindness in another's trouble, 

Courage in your own." 
 

"To be or not to be, that is the question, 

But what I want is a cure for indigestion." 
 

"Unless the kettle boiling B,  

Filling the teapot spoils the T" 
 

"If your lips would keep from slips, 

Five things observe with care-- 

Of whom you speak, to whom you speak, 

And how, and when, and where."  

 

Thanks to Elinor Fisher 

 

Walk from Blidworth Bottoms, 10th November 2021. 

 
The day was going to be damp and overcast but, despite the 
gloomy forecast 12 of us set off from the Bird in the Hand pub in 
Blidworth Bottoms ( I'd love to know the origin of its name) towards 
part of the Robin Hood trail. 

We weaved through several narrow footpaths among the houses 
until we emerged at the edge of fields. Rosie and Sylvia had 
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organised the walk and we were alarmed when Rosie declared that 
this walk involved encountering 21 stiles. After a brief and teasing 
pause, Rosie, having seen the look of horror on some faces 
admitted they had all been replaced by squeeze gates. Phew what 
a relief.  

We set off along the undulating hills 
until we reached a field with several 
horses in their winter coats. As we 
crossed the field they came to 
inspect us and soon we were feeding 
them with grass. We said farewell to 
our new friends (and Rosie did try to 
sign them up to the Association) we 
headed towards the woods.  

Unfortunately along the way we encountered a sign that all walkers 
dread to see:- "Footpath closed Tree cutting in progress”. An 
alternative route was quickly found and, after a brief walk along a 
very quiet country road, we set off down a track to Harlow Wood. 

 Along the way we met even more friendly horses who trotted up to 
us, no doubt in search of food.  

 

Harlow wood itself is of great 
historical significance and we 
passed a much more-elaborate-
than-usual wooden historical site 
marker which sits at the side of 
the Robin Hood Trail at the north-
east corner of Harlow Wood . It 
identifies the area as Fountain 
Dale where Friar Tuck, a member 
of Robin Hood’s band of merry 
men, is supposed to have lived 
as a hermit in a cave near Cave 
Pond. 
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The remains of “Friar Tuck's Well” are also situated nearby on the 
other side of Rainworth Water, a stream that runs through the 
woods.  

The famous first meeting of Robin Hood and Friar Tuck is 
supposed to have taken place in this Dale. One account records 
how Robin came across the Friar sleeping by the stream where the 
friar had been fishing. Robin Hood woke him and forced the friar to 
ferry him across the water on his back.  

Half way across Friar Tuck tipped Robin into the water and a fight 
began that lasted for several hours.  

At the end of it both men were utterly exhausted but each had 
earned the other's respect and they became firm friends. Another 
states the two men met in the middle of a narrow bridge over the 
stream. Neither would give way and so a fight with quarter-staff's 
began, ending in a similarly favourable way. 

It is with relief I can say that, along our walk, we met neither Robin 
Hood, the Sheriff of Nottingham, Friar Tuck or indeed any Merry 
men, only friendly horses and quite a large number of geese who 
honked loudly as we ambled past. 

After nearly seven miles we found our way back to the Bird in the 
Hand for well earned refreshments.  

Despite a hearty pub meal, there were 
still some willing takers for the puddings 
and I can say that I found the large 
portion of apple pie and custard was 
delicious. Please don't tell Kate, as I'm on 
a diet. 

Thanks to Rosie and Sylvia for organising 
this very interesting and enjoyable day 
out. 

 

Dave Potter 
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Jeanne and Bill Dall’s Diamond Wedding Celebration  

16th Sept 2021 

 
Wedding Day 16th September 1961 

The Big Party we had planned was cancelled twice as Coved 
restrictions were introduced in spring 2020 and tightened some 
weeks later, causing our booked venues to say, ‘sorry we must 
cancel all bookings.’ The recent easing of Covid19 restrictions 
allowed us some hope to still do something. 

By the start of September further easing of restrictions gave us a bit 
of hope that we might just manage to salvage part of the original 
plan, albeit scaled down a little. With fingers crossed and keeping an 
eye on the weather forecasts we were delighted to be able to set up 
smaller get togethers in our garden. September 16th was the first of 
four ‘garden parties’ and we were blessed with sunshine every day. 

We enjoyed the company of family and friends including an official 
visit from The Mayor of Broxtowe, Richard Macrae, and his daughter, 
the wee lass was standing in for her mum, the Mayoress. 
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16th September 2021 With Mayor of Broxtowe, Richard Macrae 

and his daughter 

We appreciated all the lovely cards, beautiful flowers, and messages 
of congratulations we received, including one from Her Majesty, The 
Queen.  

We were fortunate to have our celebration, albeit slightly reduced. 
We felt sorry for all the couples who had their Anniversary or 
Wedding plans cancelled during the pandemic. 

 
2021: for Jeanne and Bill 1999: for Jeanne’s Mum and Dad 

 
1977: for Jeanne’s Gran and Grandad 

 

That’s quite an achievement over three generations! 
Many congratulations to Jeanne and Bill! 
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The Poet, Violet Jacob 

 

 

Violet Jacob (1863-1946) was a Scottish 
writer and poet.  The family home was in 
Dun, between Montrose and Brechin in 
Angus (the area north of Dundee). She 
was particularly known for her poems in 
the Angus dialect. She was described by 
fellow Scottish poet Hugh MacDiarmid as 
"the most considerable of contemporary 
vernacular poets". 

‘ 

‘The Wild Geese’ is an exile’s song of longing for home – in this 
case for the Angus glens that lie north of the Tay. It takes the form 
of a conversation between the exile and the North Wind. 

It was set to music and popularised by Jim Reid and you can hear 
him singing it here. Guaranteed to put a tear in every exile’s eye! 

 

 
 

 

 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Hugh_MacDiarmid
https://youtu.be/ipTn5RgUhzA?t=114
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THE COUNCIL 2021/22 
 

Office holders 

 
President  Sue Morrison 
    president@nottinghamscottish.org 

     
Past President   Don Pringle     
 
Vice President    Dave Chapman               
 
 

Secretary  Margaret Barnes 
    secretary@nottinghamscottish.org 
     
 

Treasurer  Ann Widdowson 
    treasurer@nottinghamscottish.org 
    
 

Membership   Rosie Allen  
Secretary     members@nottinghamscottish.org 
 
 

Members 
 

Norma Smith 
 

Jan Chapman 
 

Marian Pierce 
 

Sylvia Hale 
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