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CHEVIOT

ECHOES OF THE BRAVE



With undulating innocence,



Like the contours of the mind,



The hidden depths of danger,



Of a very special kind,



Confront some men of skilled acclaim,



Across the hills - The Cheviots,



We see tornadoes high and low,



Remembering those who fell below.


From points north - south - the east and west,



They flew around the Borderlands,



Like those brave warriors of the past,



Who found their final resting place,



With everlasting peace,



On highest peaks and valleys low,



Their sacrifice was made supreme,



With people strong and spirits clean.


They came from many nations,



Who served a common goal,



And now today stand free and proud,



Knowing how their comrades served



With valiant hearts, immortal now,



Where prehistoric chieftains lay,



And new inventions roar above,



We bow our heads and pray.


Kestrel wings fly for you,



Falcons cruise on thermals high,



Your man-made bird descended



Onto unrelenting ground,



Returned from great adventure,



To hazards of a natural kind,



White clad hills, and hill stuffed clouds,



The matt grass bleached by summer sun - stands proud.


On hillsides where the oaks don't grow,



In valley where the waters flow,



The wind strikes fresh against the face,



And mist-clad Cheviot looks down,



The shepherds tend more than the flock,



And centuries of Reiver men



To a valley known as College



We will return again.


The Reivers choir of angels high



On Bonny Crag,



Have shown how much they care for you,



A famous General wrote them praise,



Let's not forget as memories fade,



That little dog who earned his fame,



Not in human form alone is bravery found,



And still we hear sweet nature's sound.


From Preston Hill to Great Moor,



And on to lower Freddon,



Newton Tors on higher land,



Looks down on Humbleton,



Yeavering Bell and Kilham,



Across the range they span,



Looking down on sacred stone, 



On we who stand below.


These peaks are timeless beacons



Of unselfish gallantry,



The Cheviots will hold their place



Until the end of time,



And deep within its bosom,



Men of a special breed,



Who flew with great endeavour,



Courageous men indeed.





Douglas Haig Griffiths.
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