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MY MOUNTAIN HAME 

 

I love my mountain hame 

'Tho it's far across the sea 

I can ne'er forget that auld scots hame 

It's aye sae dear tae me. 

 

It's only an auld thatched cottage 

With a wee bit but and ben 

And it sits upon the hillside 

Beside yon bonny glen. 

 

'Tho tis but an auld auld cottage 

And it's walls effaced by time 

Sweet memories of that auld cot 

Around my heart doth twine. 

 

I fain would cross the ocean wide 

Tae reach auld scotia's shore 

Tae tread the purple heather 

Around that cottage door. 

 

Tae see my Faither stalk the peats 

Tae keep the hame fire burning 

While Mither she keeps watch at night 

For her wandering boy returning. 

 

But noo my Mither she's dead and gone 

An' I'm far ower the sea 

An' always when I think of her 

A tear comes to my ee. 

 

For it brings back sweet memories 

Of a Mither kind and good 

'Tho she made me aye behave mysel' 

As all guid bairns should. 

  

Now all you bairns here tonight 

This lesson tak frae me 

Always mind your Mither dear 

Who crooned you on her knee. 

 



 

 

MY MOUNTAIN HAME (2) 
 

I love my mountain hame 
Tho it's far across the sea 

I can ne'er forget that grand auld hame 
It's aye sae dear to me 

 
It nestles in amongst yon hills 
Where the River Nith it flows 

And all along the meadows green 
There nature's verdure grows 

 
The pearly dew doth sweetly deck 

The flowers on yonder lea 
The snow white blossom gayly blooms 

Upon the hawthorn tree 
 

It's sheltered from the stormy blast 
By grand majestic hills 

That raise their heads high up above 
Glen Afton's lovely rills 

 
There's Corsincon and Auld Black Craig 

And Dalhanna Hill so grand 
Nae storm that mountain hame can wreck 

While that great Bulwark stands 
 

 

 
CONNEL BURN THOU RIPPLING STREAM 

 
Connel Burn thou rippling stream 
Oftimes I see thee in my dream 

I fancy I see thee in youth's happy days 
Roamping thy glen and gathering Slaes 

 
Oftimes I rambled up the glen 
In sunshine's pleasant hours 

And listened to the wild birds sing 
Among the hazel bowers 

 
I loved to hear the mavis sing 
And the linnet pour it's laylt 

The bonnie blackbird whistle clear 
Upon the primrose brae 

 
It told of nature all around 

And boundless joys of spring 
Oh how it filled my heart with joy 

To hear those wild birds sing 
 

It tells the boundless love of God 
In every little flower 

The bluebell and the daisy 
And the pleasant sunshine shower 

 
 



 
 

Could I recall the happy days 
When from care my thoughts were free 
When I played about yon burnie side 

With childish mirth and glee 
 

When I roved among the heather 
Or doon yon flowery lea 

Where I pooed the sweet white blossoms 
From the bonny hawthorn tree   

 
Those happy days are passed and gone 

And I far o'er the sea 
But I'll always cherish in my heart 

Their greeting sent to me   
 

CONNEL BURN 
 

There is a stream it's dear to me 
It rises amongst yon hills 

Where the Cry-o-the-peesweep, whaup an plover 
With joy my heart it fills 

It wimples doon the Brookloch glen 
And through yon flowery lea 

Where the purple blossom gail bloom 
Upon the rowan tree 

The hare comes hirplin over the hill 
At early break o' day 

The bonny lark soars up on high 
Pours out it's pleasant lay 

 
The shepherd early tends his flocks 

He folds his ewes together 
And gently leads them over the hills 

To feed amongst the heather 
 

Connel burn glides gently on 
And mingles with the Nith 

It's carried on that river breast 
Till lost in Solway Firth 

 

MEMORIES DEAR 

 
Well dae I mind when I leeved wi my mither 
In a wee thacket hoose at the foot o' the hill 

Where I played with my playmates for oors mangst the heather 
Gathering the berries oor pooches tae fill 

 
Away up Glen Afton oftimes we would ramble 

To gather the wild flowers that grew on the braes 
We would jag a  oor wee hands pu-in the brambles 

And tear a oor claes in climbing the trees 
 

Then back doon the glen for hame we would scamper 
Legs worn and weary with frolicksome play 

We would sit doon to rest on the banks of the Afton 
And listen to the wild birds pour out their lay 

 
 



 
 

How pleasant thy banks ah gentle sweet Afton 
Where Burns and his Mary they met there at will 
But sweeter and dearer than aught to my bosom 

Is yon wee thacket hoose at the foot o' the hill 
 

 
FAREWELL MY LOVING DAUGHTERS 

   
 

Farewell my loving daughters 
Though it gives to me much pain 
To part with those I love so well 

Soon I hope we'll meet again 
 

And I pray that God will guard you 
And keep you from all ill 

And though you're far away from me 
I ken you'll love me still 

 
You've always been your Faither's pride 

Aye loving kind and true 
And I hope that soon we'll meet again 

In sunny Oamaru 
 

Oh how my heart will beat wae joy 
tae hear your voice anew 

And we'll join in song of praise to God 
In sunny Oamaru 

 
You're going home to those I love 

As dear as me to you 
They'll be waiting there to greet you 

In sunny Oamaru  
(In NZ) 

 

 
IRELAND, THE LAND OF THE SHAMROCK 

 
Will you go to dear old Ireland 

Will you cross the deep blue sea 
Will you go to dear old Erin's Isle 

Will you go along with me 
I'll take you to Killarney 

And you will be my Irish Rose 
If you will go with me to Ireland 

Where the shamrock grows 
 

You'll be as happy as in old Ireland 
As Saint Patrick was himself 

When there the shamrock he planted 
And he loved it more than wealth 

And now the little shamrock 
Sure it's spread all o'er the land 
And is loved by all true Irishmen 

That dwells in Paddy's land 
 
 
 



 
 

When you get to dear old Ireland 
When you kiss the Blarney Stone 

All your troubles will be ended 
Your pains and aches all gone 
You will always be so happy 
Your heart will feel so young 

And you won't be long in Ireland 
Till you have the Blarney on your tongue 

 
And when we get to dear old Ireland 

We'll get married with the priest 
And when we leave the altar 
We'll make a maighty feast 

With the Kelly's and the Murphy's 
O'Connor's and McDow 

And sure your dear auld father 
 He will kill the fatted sow 

 
 

A DREAM OF HOME 
 
 

I dream'd I stood on the banks of Clyde 
It was a lovely day in June 

The sun cast down its golden rays 
On dear auld Ruglen toon 

 
I heard the children laugh and play 

The lambs did sport aroon 
And everything looked bright and fair 

Round that ancient Borough toon 
 

I heard the church bells ringing 
That Sabbath forenoon 

To proclaim the hour of worship  
To the folks of Ruglen toon 

 
And all along the banks of Clyde 

The birds tuned out their lays 
While lads and lassies trecked along 

To cathkins flooery braes 
 

And as I lingered on the bank 
I watched the river glide 

I thought I was at home again 
On the bonny banks of Clyde 

 
I heard the mavis sweetly sing 

Amongst the leafy trees 
Where flowers of rarest beauty 

Perfume the fragrant breeze 
 

Oh my heart was full of joy 
My thoughts they were supreme 

Alas I wakened up to find 
My vision of home was a dream 

 

 



 
 

The Following Poems All Refer to NZ 

 

KOROKORO HILLS 

 

One morning in December 

The sun was shining bright 

I wandered out to view the scenes 

From Korokoro's height 

 

And as I wandered up the glen 

I heard a mavis sing 

The echo of it's lovely song 

All through the glen did ring 

 

I trekked along yon zig zag path 

Amongst the leafy trees 

Where fragrance of the sweet wild flowers 

Is wafted on the breeze 

 

At length I stood upon the hill 

And viewed the landscape o'er 

I saw some lads and lassies walk 

Along Petone shore 

 

I watched the children with their spades 

Build castles with the sand 

Their little hearts were full of joy 

A happy little band 

I gazed across the deep blue sea 

I watched the rolling wavesI thought upon our Saviour dear 

Who ever lives and saves 

 

 
SPRING 

 
Again we hear the voice of spring 

With glad tidings on her wing 
The woods resound with joyful mirth 

As birds begin to sing 
 

Blythe nature spreads her mantle green 
She charms both hill and vale 
And scatters rays of sunshine 
O'er the braes of Normandale 

 
The tui twitters in the bush 

The mavis sweetly sing 
The bonny lark soars up on high 

To welcome back the spring 



 
The little daisy pops its head 
To greet the primrose sweet 

The daffodil it smiles so bright 
To cheer the snowdrop neat 

 
And all along Hutt Valley 

Sweet scented flowers grow 
And fill the air with sweetness 

As fragrant breezes blow 
 

The children clap their hands with joy 
Their hearts are tuned to sing 

Sweet praises to the Lord on high 
Who sends the joyful spring 

 
WINTER 

 
Again we hear the angry sough 

Of Winter's surly blast 
We feel its bitter biting sting 

We see the sky o'ercast 
 

The wild winds are howling loud 
The leaves are falling fast 

The wee birds cow'r their chittering wing 
At Winter's churly blast 

 
The cold wild southerly wind and rain 

Drive from off Petone Beach 
It rages o'er Hutt Valley 

And Belmont Hill doth reach 
 

It stirs the forests on the hill 
The tall trees creak and groan 

The sheep seek shelter in the wood 
As they hear the wild wind moan 

 
But - men seek spiritual shelter 

In Him who rules the waves 
In Him who saved his disciples 

From the clutch of watery graves 
 

BEAUTY SPOT OF WELLINGTON 
 

Oftimes we hear of beauty spots 
That are seen around the world 

But give me Tinakori 
It has beauties all around 

 
See the grand majestic hills 
Stretch high about the town 

All clad with native bush and flowers 
There beauty doth abound 

 
Nature spreads her mantle green 

On all the little bowers 
She scatters rays of sunshine 
And sweet refreshing showers 

 
 



 
Her woodlands are garnished 

With lovely wild flowers 
All wet with the dew 

Of the sweet summer showers 
 

The wild birds are singing 
Their love song of praise 
To welcome the sunshine 

To shine on the braes 
 

I love to climb those lofty hills 
And view such grand arrays 

It reminds me of auld Scotland's hills 
And Cathkin's flowery braes 

 
Search Wellington all round and round 

Seek beauty where you will 
You will never find a beauty spot 

Like Tinakori hill 
 

 
ELECTION DAY 

 
 

Election day it’s drawing nigh 
When our choice we shall decide 

For social common sense and worth 
Or deceitful selfish pride 

 
Whom will we send to Wellington 

To Parliament an a’ that? 
And who in a New Zealand round 

Best deserves to fa’ that 
 

For a’ that an a’ that 
Here’s Walter Nash and a’ that 

A man of common sense an worth 
Our trusted friend an a’ that 

 
Let us drink to labour cause; 

To Walter Nash an a’ that 
A house of Commons such as he 

We’ll a’ rejoice to see that    
 

For a’ that an a’that 
It’s coming soon for a’ that 

When Walter will resume his seat 
For Lower Hutt an a’ that  

  

 
BESIDE THESE HILLS 

 
Beside these hills there grows a flower 

So beautiful and fair 
It's sweet as the hawthorn blossom 

It's fragrance fills the air 
 
 



 
 

Rarely seen since Nature's birth 
A flower so pure and bright 

Not even to view the heavenly choir 
Would be so blest a sight 

 
Oh spare my flower ye winds that blow 

Ye slashy sleet and beating rain 
Oh spare my flower ye feathery snow 

As ye drift along Karori plain 
 

 

 
JOCK TAMSON'S BAIRNS   

 
They say we're a' Jock Tamson's bairns 

In this big war'l sae thrang 
But if we are a' Jock Tamson's bairns 

There's shairly something wrang 
 

See yon puir wee raggit laddie 
Gaun wanderin through the street 

Wi no a bonnet on his heid 
Nor buits upon his feet 

His claes are a' sae raggit 
No a hale steek has he got 

He's gaun intae the Red Cross 
Tae get a cast off coat 

 
See the rich man's pampered boy 

He's busked warm and brau 
And tucked up in a fur lined coat 

Wi warm buits on and a' 
He gangs intae a lollie shop 

Gours half a dollar bang! 
If baith they boys are Tamson bairns 

There maun be something wrang 
 

See yon honest workin men 
On Number Five Relief 

They daurna straught their back up 
Or else they come to grief 

A ganger's staunin ower them 
He swears the hale day lang 

If we are a' Jock Tamson's bairns 
There's something gey far wrang 

 
Observe yon hardy strong young men 

Wha wields a muckle pick 
Or stauns knee deep in water 

In cleanin oot a creek 
Then hear His Noble Worship 

Declare so mild and meek 
That they maun give better value 

For their fourteen bob a week 
 
 
 
 



 
 

Still they say we're a' Jock Tamson's bairns 
In this big war'l sae thrang 

If we are a' Jock Tamson's bairns 
There's something far far wrang 

 

 

 
 

THE BANKS OF WAIWHETU 
 
 

I met a bonnie bonnie lass on the banks of Waiwhetu; 
Her cheeks they are like roses, her bonnie eyes are blue: 

I told her that  
I loved her and she said that she loved me; 

So we both sat down together there beneath a spreading tree. 
 
 

Her teeth are white and pearly, her smile it’s bright and  sweet; 
Her bonnie hair it’s shingled and her form it is complete: 

I asked her for to marry me,to this she did agree; 
So we plied our troth together there beneath that spreading tree. 

 
 

Then we talked of dear auld Scotland and her bonnie heather hills; 
Her mountains, lakes and valleys and her pleasant little rills: 

Where the bluebells sweetly blossom and the scented  clover grows; 
And the echo make the corncrake among  yon  whinny know 

 
 

The pale moon it was shining bright upon her bonnie face; 
A strong impulse it seized my heart and my love I did embrace: 

I pressed her to my bosom, her heart was beating true; 
And I kissed her over and over again on the banks of Waiwhetu. 

 

 

 

I sincerely hope that you have enjoyed reading the poetry of my Great Grandfather. 
It was very exciting to find them.   

Oamaru is near Dunedin in the South Island of New Zealand. 

Tinakori is a hilly suburb of Wellington, very near the City.  

Karori is also a suburb of Wellington, a little further up Tinakori Road. 

Korokoro, Normandale, Petone and Waiwhetu are all suburbs of Lower Hutt in the  

Hutt Valley, near Wellington, our Capital City, right at the bottom of the North Island.  
The Hutt Valley  runs up North-East & North West from Wellington Harbour, between 
two mountain Ranges and is very beautiful!  My grandparents told me that the Hutt 
Valley reminded them very much of Ayrshire. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 
 

 
 
 


