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No more the family house, sold to pay a mother’s health care. 
But memories remain, to be coaxed out by a late night dram. 

Or in a fleeting moment, walking out across the heather, 
“Just a crofter’s” story shared, from one friend to another. 

Yet still, the children run, chasing a wheel down the hill side, 
Ghosts, forever young, in these old photos, creased with time. 

From the days before the village lights, marked electric’s arrival. 
When this family’s crofting life, was at times, a mere survival. 

These people of the shores, who worked so hard to make their living.  
Year in, year out, clearing stones by hand, from of their rented land. 

Clearance cairns, now a vanishing memorial, to the hay which fed their cattle, 
And their mother’s kitchen garden, which put fresh vegetables on the table.  

Family. Community. Back, when all would come together,  
To hunt deer. To clip sheep. To work at the fank, their father built.  

Folding, rolling a fleece. Bags of wool filled, amidst stories and banter. 
The crofting skills of past generations, handed down by mother and father. 

And that turning of the butter churn, an echo back to childhood.  
Like the milking of the house cow, that nourished the child into a man. 

Aye, Tilly lamps and paraffin. And, scratchy woollen blankets, 
Memories that stir the senses. And, not forgetting, the bucket in the barn.  

But the wells? From where they fetched the water?  Lost now, amongst the heather. 
And the burning of a peat stack? Gone. Replaced, by machine cut logs. 

With a Collie now he walks, where with friends was shared such laughter. 
Fond memories of the ‘good old days’? Like a fiddle tune, long since aired. 

On the hill now he smokes, a rolled up cigarette, reflecting back on a bygone era. 
When around these islands, seafood caught, fed his parents, sister and brothers.  

Yet to look down now, on his father’s boat, once built and sailed with skilful hand, 
 Bleached and broken, she’s now discarded, her timbers rotting, in to the land. 

Crofter? Fisherman? Presbyterian Highlander?  
How much did his father’s bible readings, influence this son? 
A man, silently observing, so often full, of so many questions.  

But always, just a man, trying to do the best he can.


