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Extracts from Notebook at Poets’ Seat

Oct 2023 - Dec 2024

Our first visit to this very special place.
Lovely spot to recharge our batteries
and remember our much loved

brother/brother-in-law who loved this place

so much. A promise fulfilled, Pete.
R.I.P. God Bless x

Memories Bittersweet of days gone by, of
childhood family holidays and fabulous
fun and frolics wandering, walking, bog-

trotting, listening to the birds, sun on your

face, a gentle breeze, salty sea air.
The song of the stream, the run of the

race, the flash of a nuthatch, the twitter of

gentle wings as pale green butterflies land

lightly on the shore.
Thank you for memories cherished for
eternity with love.

Otterly overwhelmed!

In Memory of Pat her chosen poem:
Crossing the Bar
by Alfred, Lord Tennyson

Sunset and evening star,

And one clear call for me!

And may there be no moaning of the bar,
When I put out to sea,

But such a tide as moving seems asleep,
Too full for sound and foam,

When that which drew from out the
boundless deep

Turns again home.

Twilight and evening bell,

And after that the dark!

And may there be no sadness of farewell,
When I embark;

For tho’ from out our bourne of Time and
Place

The flood may bear me far,

I hope to see my Pilot face to face

When I have crost the bar.

At first we think it's a buoy

but then the dark sphere drifts along
A floating log?

Not the shape.

A seal?

Then a sudden change of shape

A sleek arched back

Dives down

Disappears

Head pops up closer to shore

An otter!

Come closer we urge,

But it stays hidden in its watery world.

Happiness in a flash

As a radiant bubble

Floating in serenity

On the turbulence of a puddle
Comes with the glistening Rainbow
Sparkling after rain

And with the Sun’s hot clamours
Bursts and dies again.



O Margot, Connie and Bea,
Three girls sat hereby the sea,
Dog at the knee

Winds in the tree

Waves do flee

When you're sitting down here by the sea.

I sit feeling this solid stone beneath me,
Reading the poems written by others

and my heart sings a little for this talent.
Lifting my head to the Sun

I say a wee prayer to the world

that well chosen words can reach out and
touch the most troubled of hearts when
they need it most. x x X

I another sunny visit to Taynish - and
it doesn't disappoint.

Colin still here ( ———> 10 mtrs)

we miss you every day man!

See you at Christmas!

To Colin’s friends.
some of we locals visit Colin when you
cannot be here.

The sea beats slow
Re-arranging itself on the shore
The light kisses each wave
Holding it loosely, lovingly

The way the world holds me.

Such Beauty to behold

As all the views unfold

The air so clean and fresh

That's the wonderful Taynish!

A truly wonderful spot to sit and stare
So happy we got to rest and share.

Eating chocolate cake beside the sea

A great way to spend our anniversary!
I've been running down here since I was a
little girl, Taynish Mill and Loch Sween -
the best place in the world.

Now we are spoiling the peace with our two
crazy boys, muddy boots and plenty of
noise!

The stream and it’s trickle, the sea and its
swell,

perhaps a favourite place of theirs as well.

My eyes can see
that which my heart has
known - in the depths
of the black
mirroring the
movement, the rippling
of the soul, shifting, softening
Expanding before
the black line tinged with
purple, peak, dip, peak
dip. Out, out, out, out
to the sea.

Sadly not a poet but we love this place
and the area it sits in.

The water rippling

The wind blowing

The clouds moving

The sun shining

The peace flowing.



We have smiles on our faces
We love this place
(And each other) x x

"Twas me, Laurie and Nessie three

A happier trio you you never did see
With coffee in bellies and air in our nose
We found a book of invitation to prose.
As we continue on into ancient trees
We delight in the sunshine

The happiest three.

3rd time in TayVy.

Reminds me of home. First time seeing
bioluminescent coral/plankton

last night, seals today and now off to
see a volcano?!

Coool!

It calls to you

The wild

The water.

You can drive past it

or through it

and still it whispers ....

Winter sun, so rare and precious
Sparkling on the surface of the loch
sit for a moment,

breathe

be here.

Held in the warm and the

wild and the winter

A moment, a minute

Then onwards and back to
driving through.

But if you listen

the wild calls.

A hazy sun in a saltire sky
Iridescent shimmer

on the cold clear apple
woolly hat and

the dog goofing around
with yet another stick
we'll swim here

make another memory

of exploring, adventure
and discovery.

Another wonderful visit to this special
place. Not a cloud in the sky and crisp
frost all around. Beautiful. Onto the
otter hide for a picnic again.
Perfection!

Many years have been spent wandering
these beautiful shores... another year
comes to an end and next year I will be
70... how is this possible?
The light, the beauty, the wildness restores
my soul... My daughter and I have a little
saying for strength -

“Highland princess forever!”

'‘Crossing the Bar’ reduced me to tears.

I must go down to the sea again
To the lonely sea and the sky

And all I ask is a tall ship

And a star to steer her by .....

And all I ask is a merry yarn

From a laughing fellow rover

And short sleep and a sweet dream
When the long trip is over.

In memory of my dad who loved the sea.
his favourite poem
5/1/33 -9/11/23



The Owl and the pussycat went to sea
In a beautiful pea green boat....

Only a blue fishing boat in sight.
Lovely day! The storm has passed for
now.

A Happy & Joyful New Year to all who read
this. 3:45pm low light orange and pink
across the blue/grey sea, soft chop of
waves....... and lashes and shouts out into
the freedom of Loch Sween. Clouds cluster
towards the sunset over the castle while
beyond all is grey and blue and quiet.
Black rocks impressive and solid as history.

We pass and watch and dither- breathe and

drink the peace, the view, the all of here -
we pass by and as they say - the rocks
remain.

I came here with my partner on a wee visit
two Tayvallich. This is the most peaceful
place I have ever been to and the views
are absolutely beautiful. I'll remember this

moment and this place as long as I live.
Hello from Livingston.

Stunning sunset and beautiful view.
This place always fills me with peace.

The things that make me feel fulfilled
Lazy morning with my husband.

Long walks (like this special one) with my
four legged pal.

Books, books, books - you can live 100
lifetimes through them.

Sunny winter mornings

With steamy mugs of coffee.

Movie nights with pizza, wine and friends.

It's the little things.

This beautiful place shall forever
Stay in our memories
Our last minute break away for my
birthday
to my favourite place in the world.
A lovely spot for a wee dram
And contemplate your future plans
A moment in time forever in our hearts.

What an amazing ecosystem

All forms of life living in harmony
together, supported and protected by
the oak forest, lichen and mosses in
abundance. We should be more like
this in our amazing world. So sad at
these times. Wish all could experience
the peace of this place. x x

The book is lovely this year! Jack has been
to visit Colin’s Cairn.



A poem in memory of Tedge who always
made me laugh...

I met her on the bridge one night

My heart was all a quiver

She gave a cough

her leg fell off.....

And floated down the river.

Moving, just so moving.
Thank you. x

A bonus today! Just been watching a seal
who popped up as we were about to leave.

Where seaweed pops and rivers flow,
Minds relax and friendships grow
Where discontentment cannot sow

Is the greatest peace our hearts can know.
Tayvallich Trio

Beautiful Easter Sunday 2024.

Spent many wonderful holidays at
Tayvallich always great times had by
family and friends. All thanks to
Sandra and Alan. Will miss regular
visits to such a special place.

Not my first visit and hopefully not my last
as we prepare to leave the house at
Carsaig. Wonderful memories with myself
Alan and the family.

To look

To observe

To enjoy

To be grateful.

Listen to the water flow
Where dreams are conjured
And your imagination grows!

Stop, Listen, Live
If you listen closely
The land will always give!

At big breath of sea air
Fill your lungs my love
This is real self care.

Us again in our most special place
complete peace with Colin nearby.
Thank you to all who visit him.

Watch out for a new cairn, coming soon!
Ace love.

What a gorgeous special place. I wish my
hubby was here to see it as he Loved this
sort of beauty in the natural surroundings.
Smell the fresh air and sea -
I imagine him here with me.

Siskin, warbler and wren sing in the
sun, reflected up by golden saxifrage
and bubbling brook, and we gaze out
over the loch shimmering as it did for
generations long gone before.

Stone burnished bronze,

worn smooth by the

eternal flow of crystal water.

Thoughts of eternity and unchanging
landscape.

The sounds of nature and tranquillity
disrupted by unwelcome moan of diesel
engine and ripples reach the shore.
Peace once more.

Heron stalks the seaweed curdled inlet
and moments later snaps a writhing eel
between his scissor beak.

for Simon

An empty place

An aching space

Longing for your familiar Face



But do not cry for you'll always know
I'm with you when you're feeling low.

I am in the sea and in the sky cheering
every smile and every high.

I watch your children as they grow

I love you more than you'll ever know.

There was a feller

called Jock McKellar

the Tavy shop he did run
When we were kids

ice lollies we’d buy

And sit in the summer sun.

Beautiful quiet and still,

Northern Diver, Razorbill and Cormorants
in the loch. Sandpipers and herons on the
shore with the Oystercatchers. Woodland
alive with birdsong.

Motored up on our wee rib to meet up with
friends for our picnic. Sun came out doggos
played.

Colin’s remaining cairn rocks now under
tree near bench. He would have approved
of today’s jaunt!

Happy Days.

A sparkling day, a sparkling stream,
Small boy finding pieces of sparkling
quartz,

Putting them in his pocket to give
To his sparkling mum.

Brodie and Caitlin went out for a run
Turns out, it ain't so much fun

Brodie’s calves hurt and Caitlin’s swelled
But when they arrived

they saw the bluebells!

Below me a caterpillar crawls

Above the melodic songs of birds.
Ahead a shimmering mirror of water.
Behind, a dense and welcoming forest.
Surrounded by nature I sit for a while;
Close my eyes take a breath and smile.

From the mountains of Switzerland
..... to the lochs of Scotland.

Another brief visit to Colin - always missed,
never forgotten. Keep all your loved ones
close and appreciate everything you have.
Keep safe everyone.

No poem, just thoughts of happiness.

I sit here in good company.

My youngest Brother and Hubby,

Little dog, Mac and we breathe the
cool sea air together.

Short but very sweet time captured on
paper and mobile camera.

Such is life.....

I had a great time. It is such fun, me and
my family had are great time here. I love
all of the water flowing. All I could hear
was water. I had a lovely time. All of the
dragonflies flew into me and it was really
cool.

My trip here from Canada with my
daughter to explore old family roots
(around 1880’s)

This is a fantastic and we picked a beautiful
sunny day. Relatives were McDougall and
Boans.



No shopping trolleys here
Only the footprints of deer
An old Stone pier

Where I drink beer

and raise a glass to Nature.

A stick, a stone, a pebble

a fir cone, I dance with the devil.
I dance with our maker.

A mover and shaker of beings

In a world of old dreams.

An alleyway of Stitchwort, Campion, Bog
Myrtle guided by Willow flowers and Sidh.
players not thinking how they’re really
damsel flies

Tiptoeing through the remnants of a
labyrinth.

Noticing patterns in the lichen and flowers.
The sacred three:

Land, Sky and Sea.

Original triquetra

Mirrored in the Iris petals.

Burn turns to Loch,

Thrift and Bladderwrack,

Pan flat.

Glimmering mica magnifies the magic.

Twinkle, twinkle little bat

How I wonder what you’'re at
Like a tea tray in the sky

Up above the world you fly.
Lewis Carroll

The cuckoo comes in April
She sings her song in May
She changes her tune

in the middle of June

And then she flies away.

A beautiful view

To share and care
for me and you.
Let’s keep it there
In happy memories.

with love.

And finally I arrive

with a clink and a clonk

in my soul and in my heart.
When all was forgotten
muddled under fog and rain.
Now I remember....

as the yellow iris blooms

next to the gurgling stream.
Watching out

to the sparkling loch.

Sparkling excitedly under

a bright beaming Summer Sun.
When will you return to this golden place?



A calm day today. Last time we saw
this stretch of water we were on our
vacht beating to windward.

Whatever the weather it's the most
beautiful rugged spot. All of the
various greens and browns you see are
amazing. Never tired of just sitting and
looking.

Londoners but in love with Scotland.

The Desolation of the Beavers

Day by day, night by night,

The beavers of Knapdale

wage their fight.

Gnawing an oak, to build their dam
They tear down the forest

just because they can.

It's not for survival, it's just out of spite.
Their home’s already sufficient

But still the forest they smite.

Villainous beavers, tearing trees to parts
do not trust their cute faces,

they have hate in their hearts.

(Just to clarify this is a joke we love the
beavers at Knapdale it's just there was a
hillside nearby with lots of felled trees and

we enjoyed joking that the Beavers had
ravaged the forest!)

Father's Day.
A sunny bright rainy day. x

No poetry can match the beauty of the
willow warbler’s song.

Libster, Lobster, Labster lee
Sitting by the lovely sea
Libster, Lobster, Lobster Loo
Gone for lunch, back at two!
Love this place.

Spring has sprung

The grass has riss

I wonder where the birdie is!
From Capetown.

The bird is on the wing
Don't be absurd!

The wind is on the bird!

Hi from Australia Perth.

We love the Tayvallich Village

The views here unmatched
Freshwater joining the loch
Rocks lining the shore

Green catching our eyes
Purple flowers poking through
a boat passing by

We must continue

the rain is coming to shore
The pub awaits us.

A One of our happy places, one to
remember and cherish on the busier days.
To close your eyes imagine the sound of
the wind in the trees, the water flying past
in the burn and feel the sun on your face.
Family, friends, love and peaceful
moments. BLISS!

A whole day of seeing the world in a
grain of sand. What a wonderful place.

This is such fun finding the artwork.



I sit, I sit, I look, I wait

For stars and earth to reveal my fate

But in the midst of time unseen

I'll bask in nature’s splendid green.

We love this place - thank you for making
it even more magical.

The sunshine beats my silver surface

I am smooth, shiny cylindrical.
Tempting to the fingers that seek me
out and pull me from my resting place.

“Oh, a good one” I hear.

Suddenly I am flung.

Corkscrewed through the air to the
awaiting sea.

I bounce, one, two, three.

Claps of joy reach me as I sink down
to the seabed,

bounces of glory already forgotten.
The fingers is already seeking new
victims.

I love jumping from rock to rock and
running around.

We came to Tuesday by lucky fortune - a
hidden remarkable jewel!

Trickle of water

Breath of warm air

the sky lit up but cloudy.

Rippling lake and sound of silence -

a wondrous feeling of calm

in a world of storms.

We sat here a while - me

scribbling words from the whispering woods
while my partner read me poems of
gin-making and and attempting

to read a Gaelic poem!!

All very lovey and a great end to our short
visit to Tayvallich.

He says - ‘what a brill idea - reading and
writing poems - never known it before.”

I wish I were a glowworm

A glowworm’s never glum.

For how can you be sad

When the sun shines out your bum.

Sometimes there are no words to describe
a place. There is only here and now.

All I can tell you is that this place

Calms my soul

Lightens my worries

Lifts my heart

And recharges my energy.

There is nowhere else quite like this place,
it is beyond special and has a way of
making everything seem OK.

Every year I sit here and stare at the most
beautiful view. Every year I struggle to find
the right words to do this place justice.

I can never find words worthy enough for
it. So each year I will continue to try.

I have returns back to Tayvallich with
my lovely boyfriend once again. This
time accompanied by our friends. It
has been wonderful coming back here
to Taynish, it's even more beautiful
than I remember. All the mountains,
the forests, the sea, the wildlife, the
people. I love it all so much. I hope to




come here again and put in another
entry here.

50 years ago in the past we came ashore
from Roald. This time from land but it is
still an amazing place. It has been
enhanced by all the arts and information
boards. Now here with my family.
Tayvallich, my childhood playground.

As the sunlight dances on the gentle waves
The calmness surrounds and absorbs
Takes over the mind and body

At peace with nature.

Beautiful, beautiful Bonnie Scotland.

Love within us is

a subterranean pool.

The ground on which we are
infertile shale

Does not easily reveal

The cool unchanging depth beneath
Here and there we find an outlet
flowing quietly

One may drink

In drinking

one becomes

the victim of a flood.
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What a beautiful place, so peaceful and
calm. I have loved reading people’s lovely
entries and looking at the drawings.

If you want to go on holiday, go to
Scotland because it is the best place in the
world.

I love it here in Scotland. On this date
me and my parents walked to the very
end. I come from the South of England
- it’s a lovely treat to come up North.

The real Scotland our ancestors
experienced. Thank you for preserving it.

Nine years since I first came here. We
moved away so trips are now infrequent.
The place still holds it's special magic and a
poem from the book each time is always a
treat. See you again one day.

Today is the day.
We are never promised tomorrow.

Do the Beaver Walk
(the new dance craze sweeping the nation)

Shake your tail

And eat some wood
Then gnash your teeth
like a beaver should!

Chasing fae, from fern to falls
they tumbled through the forest.
The little wildlings, blooming
amongst the bracken,



dodging holly trees and baby oaks.

As early evening sun illuminated their
golden hair we realised we were there
already ... firmly fixed in fairyland tethered
by heartstrings.
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Following birdsong, discovering trees,

hoverflies, butterflies and bumblebees.

Sensing the sea’s here, with your nose
Telling a forest story through poetic
prose.

As a child I remember my dad, Jim Broke
and friend Martin Wooley visiting here
every year. They were enthusiastic about
the myriad of life here. The trees, the
moss, the lichen - so abundant. Something
he could only dream of - a Chatelherault
Country Park. As an adult I finally set foot
in this place that was so special to them
both. And now I understand. It is majestic,
moving, mesmerising and - I've barely
touched the surface. Thank you for the
welcome.

From the river to the sea, just Debs, Arran
& me....

Always a joy to be here, we missed the
Art Trail so a special thank you to the
artists who have left their work here
for a little while longer.

Bonnie the dog said:

At Taynish I felt free and brave and I
explored along the shore off my lead for a
bit smelling things I've never smelled
before. I'm loving my adventures at
Taynish and all over Scotland.

I once lived on the streets in Romania and
survived a spell in a kill shelter but some
nice folk brought me to Scotland where I
found my ‘for-ever” home. My hu-mum’s
favourite poem is:

The Lake of Innisfree WB Yeats

I will arise and go now, and go to Innisfree,
And a small cabin built there, of clay and
wattles made;

Nine bean rows will I have there, a hive for
the honey bee,

And live alone in the bee loud glade.

And I shall have some peace there,

for peace comes dropping slow,
Dropping from the veils of the

morning where the cricket sings;

There midnight’s all a glimmer, and
noon a purple glow, and evening’s full of
the linnet’s wings.

I will arise and go now, for always

night and day

I hear lake water lapping with low
sounds by the shore;

While I stand on the roadway, or on the
pavements grey,

I hear it in the deep heart’s core.

Here with friends from University -
enjoying the peaceful slow mornings and
laughs with friends.



Here with family. A wonderful day,
peacefullly thinking of my beloved. x

Yesterday is history, tomorrow is a
mystery. Today is a gift - that’s why they
call it the present.

Farty Warty had a party

All the facts were there.
Tooty Fruity did a beauty
And they all went out for air.

Ahh... fresh air!

22nd September 2024 - the Autumn
equinox is fast approaching but today was
sunny and warm at the Poet’s Seat.

Deep peace of the running wave to you
Deep peace of the flowing air to you
Deep peace of the quiet earth to you
This sacred ground on which we stand
Deep peace of the birds & gentle trees
Deep peace to you.

Deep Pan Pizza to you!

Harry had a tomato thrown at him
tomatoes don’t hurt

they are covered in skin.

This one did, it was in a tin!

Come here and remember: today is the
tomorrow you were so worried about
yesterday.

The most glorious of days,
pure blue sky, sunshine and a light
wind. Surely the best place on earth?
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The voice of nature loudly cries
many a message from the skies.
That something in us never dies.

The stream’s trickle, tickling my ear,
slight breeze telling me you are near.
At this beautiful place lost in time

I feel the warmth from the sun

and know you are fine

Until we meet again, Veronica

Your loving brother Charlie. x

Needed this so much. Blue skies, full
waterfall, picnic in the rucksack, warm
sun and Kev. Tayvallich you give me
such joy. Always.

To: Colin Moon

Hi dad me again. It's been a while but you
keep the place nice. Sad I won'’t be getting
a bottle of Gin from you for my birthday
tomorrow. I promise to visit more.

Be seeing you all my love. Sarah x x x



To be in this special place which you hold
so dear makes me proud to call you my
friend. He will be singing and cheering

tomorrow for you - as I will with a cold pint

of beer. Happy Birthday.

Hi Colin my brain isn't really firing on
all cylinders today (nothing new) so
this is a team effort

Could light up a room

One of the good ones

Liked a whisky (or 4 or more)
irreplaceable

Never out of our thoughts.

Us again, Colin! Always great to visit you
and mentally raise a glass!
Will have one for you later! x x

A Sea Lion and a Lemur
Some would say,

An unlikely pair

Yet happily they sat there
On that stone chair.

Saw an otter

In the water
Think I'll tell my
son and daughter.

I've come on a mini adventure
from Urban Life
to Peaceful Shores.
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