
POEMS BY NICK SHORT

WAR MEMORIAL CAIRN

N.W. OF ROCK HOUSE.
Built by Shepherds - hill farmers in memory of all those who gave their lives in the 1914-18 war.  Standing proud on a projecting rock, the firm resolute features of "Northumberland Man" look northward over bog and bracken, heather and bent, where whaup and peewit, plover and grouse fly free.  A remote place for a remote memorial.  This was the inspiration for the poem. 

MOMENTS IN TIME.

Battle cries

Azure skies

Woman's sighs

Anguished cries

Scattered stones

Shattered homes

Muted moans

Broken bones

Evil blast

Open cast

Breathing last

Memories past

Human mole

Shell hole

King Coal

Hell hole

Searing pain

Soldier slain

A mother's bairn :

Memorial cairn.

----------------------------------------------------------------------

The Caal ‘ the Corloo
Aa’ll hike this trod oot ower the fell,      I’ll hike this path out over the fell
Ow’r land that nivvor saa the ploo;          O’er land that never saw the plough.
Aa’l travel it wi’ me gibby-stick,           I’ll travel it with my walking stick
An’ lissen for the lone corloo.              And listen for the call of the curlew.
Bi mossy hag aal spagnum green               By mossy bog all sphagnum green
An’ black heeps that the minors hyoo,        And black heaps that the miners hew;
Bi cotton grass an bleebarry clump           By cotton grass and blueberry clumps
Ti the plaintive caal o’ the sad corloo.     And the lilting call of the lone curlew.
Bi the wind-blaan rowan, sair tilteed,       By the wind-blown rowan, sore tilted,
An’ sprags deckt oot wi fah’n sheep’s woo’;  And heather decked out with fallen wool,
Bi bull-snoots an hairy hewborts, ti         By grass clumps and hairy caterpillars
Thi haantin caal o’ the bleythe corloo.      To the haunting call of the high curlew.
Thi groose aar swattin in the heathor,       The grouse are squatting in the heather,
A distant fox o’ reddish hyoo,               A distant fox, of reddish hue;
A grey heron at the quaary poo’ul,           A grey heron at the quarry pool
An’ liltin caals o’ the heygh corloo.        And the plaintive call of the sad curlew.
Rocks shaped bi the hand o’ teyme, aan       Rocks shaped by the hands of time,
Bi the schar wheor the bracken groo.         And by the crag where the bracken grew,
A cairn built bi the hords of auld, ti       A cairn built there by the herds of old,
Melodious caals fre the sweet corloo.        To melodious calls from the sweet curlew.
Bent-grass blaa-in i’ the wind,              Bent-grass blowing in the wind
An’ the wattor stain’d an amber hyoo,        And the water stained an amber hue.
Pluvvor an sneype flee fast on the wing      Plover and snipe fly fast on the wing
Ti the rippling sang o’ the wan corloo       To the rippling call of the one curlew.
Noo, aa’ve tramped thi trod across thi fell; Now, I’ve tramped this path across the fell
The tyuns o’ naichor mi heed run throo . . . And the tunes of nature my head run through 
Thi soarin laak, thi shy peewit,             The soaring lark, the shy peewit,
An’ the liquid bubblin caal o’ thi corloo.   And the liquid bubbling call of the curlew.


