
 

 



 

 

 
Extracts  from  Notebook  at  Poetôs Seat         

3  April  2025  -  22  Sept  2025  

Wowé..the first  entry!  No pressure.   

This  corner  of  the  world  is absolutely  

incredible.  I  have  been  blessed  to  visit  the  

amazon,  glaziers  in  Patagonia,  the  source  

of  the  nile  in  Uganda  -  and  -  Taynish  and  

the  surrounding  area  is just  as unique  in  its  

beauty  and  biodiversity.  

The  Atlantic  Oak  woods  here  are  special,  

filled  with  rare  species  of  lichen  and  moss  

and  liverwort  and  I  could  spend  a lifetime  

exploring  every  corner  of  this  superb  place.  

A very  special  thank  you  to  all  of  the  staff  

and  volunteers  and  just  even  locals  who  

have  contribute d to  the  preservation  of  this  

tremendous  habitat.   

PS. I  saw  my  first  Osprey  

 

Hello  fellow  visitors  to  this  fantastic  

part  of  Scotlandôs wonderful  

landscape.  I  had  heard  from  locals  

about  the  beauty  and  wildlife  that  fills  

this  landscape.  One  step  into  the  

breathtaking  ancient  woodlands  was  

like  stepping  back  in  time.   

Truly  wonderful.   

I  have  recently  started  visiting  more  of  

Scotland's  amazing  habitats  and  

Taynish  NNR  will  stick  with  me  for  life.  

I  hope  all  future  visitors  can  

experience  the  beautiful  are a with  the  

same  feelings  of  awe  for  the  world  

that  I  am  leaving  with.   

Happy  exploring.  

 

O Breezy  sun  in  April  rays  

Come  fill  my  days  

With  Argyll  fair,  

Otter  hunting,  Cuckoo  yet?   

Shall  we  hear  the  African  Call?  

 

O this  is truly  a óthin placeô  

such  peace  and  tranquillity.  

 

 

 

 

Smiling  is  infectious  you  catch  it  like  

the  flu  

When  someone  smiled  at  me  today  I  

started  smiling  too.  

I  passed  around  the  corner  and  

someone  saw  me  grin  

When  he  smiled  I  realised  I'd  passed  it  

on  to  him.  

I  thought  about  a smile  and  realised  

its  worth  

A single  smile  like  mine  can  travel  

round  the  Earth.  

So  if  you  feel  a smile  again  don't  leave  

it  undetected  

Let's  start  an  epidemic  and  get  the  

world  infected.  

Spike  Milligan  

 

A wee  poem  for  broken  hearts  and  

daunderers.  

A wander  when  feeling  lost   

is a well  kent  Scottish  ponder.  

To look  for  your  face  in  wave  and  gale   

is to  walk  a little  longer.  

A saught  fur  peace  is sure  tae  find  ye,  

when  eyes  and  heart  are  open.  

Keep  those  loved  anô lost  in  dreams  and  

pen,  and  yeôll soothe  what  still  feels  

broken.   (for  Nancy)  



 

 

 

It's  Joshua  here.  It's  nice  and  beautiful  

I  can  hear  the  water  rushing  down  the  

stream.  I  can  see  the  hills  on  the  other  

side  of  the  loch.   

I  smell  salt.  I  like  the  seat.   

 

On behalf  of  the  16  paddlers  on  the  full  day  

trip  as part  of  the  midwest  Sea Kayak  

symposium.  Thank  you  for  putting  this  

book  out  and  maintaining  it.   

Sadly  I'm  not  much  of  a poet  and  don't  I  

know  it.  

Iôll leave  writing  words  to  someone  smart  

and  take  this  pencil  to  draw  some  art.  

 

I  watched  the  sea   

then  I  realise  who  I  could  be  

I  watch  all  the  fish  swim  by  

The  seagulls  watch  with  a daring  eye.  

Mermaids  swim  so  lively  and  free  

how  much  better  can  life  be?  

 

A Banana  

The cold  still  fresh  in  memory   

and  chills  still  in  our  bones  

We walked,  intrepid,  hoping  

Down  the  gravel  road.  

Thoughts  of  suncream  shattered  

Put  away  till  summertime  

What  could  that  be glinting  on  the  water?  

It  couldn't  be!  Sunshine!  

We emerged  from  winter  blinking  

With  one  single,  earnest  wish  

To sit  and  eat  a banana  

On the  rocks  at  Taynish!  

 

Weôre visiting  from  North  Wales.   

Lovely  view.  We will  be back!  x x 

 

 

A beautiful  peaceful  place  

A time  to  sit  and  ponder.  

 

Up  the  Beavers!  

 

Chatter  of  streams  

Chatter  of  friends.What  a magical  place!  

 

Bonnie  boys  by  the  babbling  brook   

Sit  silently  silently  as I  lift  this  book  

To say  thank  you  for  the  sun  and  sea 

And  the  pleasure  is that  it  gives  to  me!  

 

Two  snuffling  hounds  who  appreciate  

every  place  the  same.  Three  humans  in  

awe  of  the  sparkle  on  the  water  and  

the  poetry  envoked  -  by  the  place  and  

by  the  words  of  others,  more  capable.  

Oh  to  be  an  artist.  

 



 

 

Beautiful  spot  to  sit  and  chill.  Resting  place  

for  Colin  -  in  the  waters  he  sailed  around.  

Memories  made  and  cherished.  

 

Tayvallich  -  The  Heart  of  Nature  

A thousand  times  Iôve seen  this  scene  

It  gives  me  inner  peace  

Always  so remote,  serene  

Nature  can  never  cease  

To give  us something  pure  and  right  

Coloured  in  any  shade  

Of green  and  brown,  yea,  even  white  

Each is perfection  made  

Untouched  by  smoke  or  grime  apart  

At  each  mood  I  gaze  anew  

Knowing  that  here  one  finds  the  Heart  of  

Nature  

Gentle  kind  and  true.  

Sun  will  follow  icy  blasts  

Spring  its  colours  gold  and  gay  

Reminding  us that  nothing  lasts  

Tomorrow  is another  day.   

M.E.  Minter  

I  have  travelled  far  and  wide  

Just  me  and  my  Van  éé 

Without  too  much  of  a plan  

I  stumbled  here  by  chance  

A Destination  unknown  

The silence  and  serenity  

The birds  and  the  scenery  

They  have  a piece  of  meé. 

Some  say  Iôm brave  to  travel  alone,  

but  surrounded  by  Nature  I  feel  at  home.  

 

Chic,  Sue  and  Ray  on  a sunny  day  

Marcy  and  Gigha  loving  the  weather  

We  picnic  in  the  sun,  kids  and  dogs  

splashing   -  having  great  fun.  

 

A mill  at  the  end  of  the  path  

A seat  beside  the  sea 

A salty  wind  

A trickling  sound  

A spot  for  you  and  me.    

 

A doggy  delight  on  a blustery  day  

The sun  in  the  sky  all  the  way  

Thereôs plenty  to  sniff,  wee  beasties  galore  

And  the  chance  for  a dip  when  you  get  to  

the  shore.   

Ozzie  the  dog.  

 

For  time  thereôs always  endless  time  

To  take  and  not  return  

To  hoard  what  is,  but  never  was  

All  we  had  to  burn.  

 

" drowning  in  a sea  of  love  

where  everyone  would  love  to  drown.'  

Fleetwood  Mac  

 

The wind  and  the  weather   

the  sand  and  the  sea 

An óHô and  a óUô and  a hug  for  me.  

The minds  thoughts,  spurred  on  

The hearts  emotions  are  words  so often  left  

unspoken  

Such  places  like  these  echo  all  of  these  

things,  

held  in  our  memories  to  the  end  of  time.  

 

Birds  make  great  sky  circles.  

How  do  they  get  there?  

They  fall  

and  in  falling  

they  are  given  wings.  

Rumi  

 

We have  no  words.  This  place  is beautiful.  



 

 

 

What  a wonderful  place  to  sit.   

We had  a flask  and  talked  for  a bit.  

I  am  no  poet  as you  can  see 

But  we  love  Taynish  and  are  full  of  glee.  

 

 

Cold  bringer,  wet  singer,  the  sea.  

Quick  flash,  fish  catch,  a heron.  

High  leap,  big  splash,  a  fish.   

All  can  be  seen  by  the  sea.  

 

I  have  been  really  struggling  recently.   

I  have  always  seen  this  spot  as a getaway  

and  escape  from  the  difficulties  of  every  

day  life.  I  come  to  this  spot  once  a month  

and  every  time  I  come  here  the  sound  of  

the  waterfall  streaming  down  and  the  view  

always  takes  me  away.  With  no  phone  

signal  this  spot  puts  you  in  a place  with  

your  own  thoughts  and  feelings.  Walking  

back  up  the  track  always  in  a better  feeling  

than  what  you  come  down  with.  

 

 Wind  

 Water  

 Earth  

 I  feel  alive  

 

Here  again  to  say  hello  to  our  great  

pal,  Colin.  Gorgeous  weather  to  sit  and  

reminisce  about  great  times.  Time  for  

a pint  in  his  memory.   

óDo you  like,  like  what   you  do.ô 

 

Two  caramel  logs  met  at  Glasgow  Airport.  

One  said  to  the  other,  óhow long  have  you  

been  a wafer?ô 

Ha Ha !!  

 

Sore  shoulders  

Cold  bum  

Winding  hair  

Running  water  

A hand  off  back  

A Guinness  in  pack  

An evening  spent  

Like  a spring  May  flower.  

 

 



 

 

Rocks  to  see  

Rocks  to  tread  

Rocks  to  sit  

Rocks  to  grow  

Rocks  to  shield  

Rocks  to  hope  

And  rocks  to  drown  

Rocks  to  give  

Rocks  to  take  

Rocks  to  lead  us  home.  

 

Sitting  here  is such  a dream  

with  the  Trickle  of  the  little  stream.  

 

Dancing  dragonfly,  wisping  wind   

bubbling  brooks  and  bluebells.  

The   fairies  live  here,  what  a lucky  crew.  

So glad  they  shared  it  with  me  and  you.  

 

It's  like  being  in  a fairytale  

I  could  sit  here  all  day  

Special  is  too  small  a  word   

to  describe  it  

Stunningly  beautiful  and  peaceful.  

 

There  is something  magical  about  this  

place  that  draws  us back  year  after  year.  

This  year  we  brought  friends  to  experience  

that  magic.  

 

Let  the  sound  of  the  water  pass  you  by  

Feel the  heat  of  the  sun  on  your  skin.  

Where  the  loch  meets  the  blue,  blue  sky  

A place  of  beauty,  breathe  it  in.  

 

Some  have  meat  and  canna  eat  

Some  have  none  but  want  it   

We  have  meat  and  we  can  eat  

And  so  the  Lord  be  thankful  

Selkirk  Grace  Rabbie  Burns  

Appreciate  the  view  as  you  would  your  

food.  An  Ayrshire  lass.  

 

I  am  travelling  alon e 

but  at  this  place  I  feel  at  home  

The birds  singing  in  the  trees  

and  the  gentle  humming  of  the  bees  

This  place  is full  of  so much  awe  

I  think  this  is what  Iôve been  looking  for.  

(Solo  traveller  in  Scotland)  

 

I  was  feeling  blue  

till  I  saw  the  beautiful  view  

I  followed  the  beautiful  path  

I  saw  the  yellow   

which  made  me  feel  mellow   

Surrounded  by  nature's   

features  and  creatures  

Oh,  what  a beautiful  lifeéé  

The Maids  from  Morpeth  

 

 

 



 

 

The  Small  Giant  

The  otter  is  ninety  percent  water   

Ten  percent  God  

This  is  a mastery  

We  have  not  fathomed  in  a million  

years  

I  saw  one  once,  of  the  teeth  of  

Western  Scotland  

Playing  games  with  the  Atlantic  

Three  feet  of  gymnastics  

Taking  on  an  ocean.  

by  the  amazing  Kenneth  Steven  -  go  look  

him  up.  

 

Having  wandered  the  bluebell  path  I  have  

found  this  beautiful  spot.  As Bonnie  a view  

as  ever  Iôve seen,  of  all  my  travels  in  

Scotland.  So blessed  to  have  found  this  

place  and  enjoyed  this  beautiful  view,  

running  burn  and  singing  birds.  Long  may  

it  remain  so!  

 

Come  back  here  for  the  first  time  in  nine  

years  to  say  goodbye  to  my  grandad   

(he  loved  the  bluebells  that  grew  in  spring)  

It  feels  so different  and  yet  it  doesnôt feel  

as if  much  has  changed  at  all.  It's  a weird  

feeling.  I  hope  I'll  be back  sooner  next  

time.   

 

Glorious  golden  May  sunshine.  

Damselflies,  dragonflies  hovering  over  

ponds  and  pools.  Bluebells,  stitchwort,  

primroses,  wood  anemone,  red  

campion.  Background  of  harmonious  

birdsong.  

 

All  the  way  from  the  Hills  of  Nepal.  Here  I  

am  breathing  this  salty  breeze.  Not  sure  if   

I  am  trying  to  be found  or  to  be truly  lost.  

 

The  smell  of  a rock  pool  is memory  from  

1993.  Searching  for  crabs  with  my  brother,  

Nick.  He would  be 43  today.  (8.5.25)  

 

Wood  warbler,  redstart,  willow  

warbler,  cuckoo,  blackcap,  gar den  

warbler.  The  glorious  sounds  of  this  

magnificent  wood.  

 

Skimming  stones  into  the  sea 

A can  of  Irn  Bru  for  you  and  me  

Paddling  in  the  water  

Not  a care  in  the  world  

Our  stress  disappears  

Like  the  stones  we  just  hurled.  

 

A stunning  place  with  awesome  views.  

Scotlandôs best  kept  secret.  We will  return.  

 

What  a place  to  spend   

my  30th  Birthday.  

Blue  skies  and  sunshine  

listening  to  the  birds  and  the  burn.  

A Birthday  to  remember.  



 

 

 

We arrived  in  Oban  last  night  for  an  

overnight  stay,  thinking  we  would  be on  

our  way  to  Barra  today.  Alas,  the  ferry  is in  

dock  and  not  in  use  so we  have  ventured  

out  today  with  binoculars  and  camera.  

Wow,  as they  say  in  this  lovely  book.   

What  we  would  have  missed  if  we  had  

sailed  today.  This  place  is amazing  and  as 

we  sat  down  to eat  lunch  we  have  been  

entertained  by  a wonderful  otter,  weaving  

and  bobbing  on  the  water  and  seaweed.   

I  have  to  agree  with  all  who  write  in  this  

lovely  book  what  a treasure  we  would  have  

missed.  

Thank  you  to  all  of  the  conservationists  

who  help  maintai n this  beautiful  place.  

 

Today  I  am  at  Taynish  with  two  good  

friends  who  are  visiting  the  reserve   

for  the  first  time.  It  is  the  first  time  

that  I  have  been  here  since  my  

husband  died  over  two  years  ago.  He  

loved  this  place,  as  I  do.  

Today  the  weather  is  beautiful  and  the  

colours  lift  the  spirits.  The  blue  of  the  

sky  reflected  in  the  loch,  the  green  of  

the  glorious  oak  trees,  the  burn  

trickling  away  behind  me  as  I  write.   

A place  of  calm  and  beauty,  a place  to  

switch  off,  reflect  and  let  the  beauty  of  

nature  seep  quietly  into  your  core.  

 

A lovely  visit  as always.  The mix  of  wild  

flowers  and  the  sound  of  water  is beautiful.   

 

The road  less  travelled  but  always  worth  

the  effort.  

 

Canôt draw,  canôt write  a rhyme,  but  

my  heart  sings  when  Iôm  here.  

 

There  is a place  in  you  thatôs never  been  

wounded.  Where  there  lies  a sureness,  a 

seamlessness.  Where  there  lies  confidence  

and  tranquillity.  And  I  think  the  whole  

intention  of  prayer,  spirituality  and  of  love,  

is to,  now  and  again,  return  to  that  inner  

kind  of  Sanctuary.  

 John  OôDonohue 

 

Let's  go  down  to  the  Sea 

And  watch  the  world  go  rushing  by  

But  no  otter  did  we  see 

No gulls  wheeling  in  the  sky  

Just  the  sound  of  rushing  water  

And  here  we  are  

Two  dogs,  a wee  dram,  

my  lover  and  I.  

 

Henry  Dennis  Lambert's  first  trip  to  

the  Mill,  aged  one.  Played  in  the  

bonnie  wee  burn  and  built  a  dam.  

 

I  came  here  with  my  daughter  

to  sit  by  the  beautiful  water.  

It  was  a bit  of  a pain  

as it  started  to  rain  

before  we  could  see an otter.  

 

The wind  in  my  hair  

the  sun  on  my  face.  

I  feel  it  all  as I  ponder  my  place.  

Then  I  hear  the  trees  whisper  softly  to  me   

óLet go of  your  worldly  cares  and  just  be.ô 

 

Wonderful  place  to  sit  with  my  dogs  

and  family  -  the  place  where  my  

Granny  and  Dad  came  every  year.  

 



 

 

In  times  of  the  stresses  and  troubles  of  

daily  life  I  always  find  the  sounds  of  the  

this  stream  and  the  calm  or  even  rough  

sights  when  you  look  upon  the  loch  ground  

me  and  give  me  momentary  peace.  

 

Water  is life  

Here  you  can  hear  it  burbling  on  endlessly.  

Don't  forget  to  greet  the  stones  

Can you  feel  their  presence?  

They  can  feel  yours.  

And  say  hello  to  the  trees  

You like  to  be greeted.  

 

 

A world  to  roam,  beautiful  places  to  

see.   

A lifetime  of  wonder  for  you  and  me.  

The  wind  so  gen tle  and  a fine  sunny  

Oh  how  I  wish  I  had  time  to  stay.  

 

Instead  I  toil  at  a  desk  all  day,  

artificial  lights  and  signs  leading  my  

way.  

This  life  is  short  and  my  health  is  at  

stake.  

Smarter  choices  I  need  to  make.  

PS  Nothing  better  than  a day  out  by  

this  la ke  and  no  worries  in  the  world.  

Joey,  Brisbane  AU.  

 

A place  to  savour  

A place  to  protect  

A place  to  remember  

When  age  creeps  on!  

What  a delightful  idea.  

Love  and  hopes  for  peace.  

 

White  horses  running  over  the  loch  

The wind  singing  in  my  ears  

A boat  drifting  past  

Hills  and  trees  as far  as the  eye  can  see 

This  must  be heaven.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Thrush  -  (heard  here  today)  

That's  the  wise  Thrush  -  

He  sings  each  song  twice  over  

Lest  you  should  think  he  could  not  

recapture  that  first  fine   

careless  rapture!  

 

What  a lovely  spot  to  spend  our  Golden  

Anniversary  of  the  longest  day,  21st  June,   

in  1975.  

 

SUMMER SOLSTICE 2025  

Every  corner  a new  surprise  

-  The  pond  full  of  dancing  dragonflies  

And  emerging  waterlilies  

-  The  old  mill  so full  of  past  lives  

now  long  gone  but  can  still  be imagined  

-  And  now  this  shoreline  and  babbling  

brook  -  fresh  waters  meet  saline    

-  And  the  biggest  surprise  of  all  

This  book  of  thoughts  and  peopleôs own  

interpretations  stimulated  by  the  natural  

world.  

 

Magical  place!  Eases  th e mind  and  

soul.  Tranquility  at  its  best.  

 

Just  love  the  rustic  stone  seaté.  

and  the  more  than  gushing  streamé  

(heavy  downpour  last  night).  

Heavenly  éSue, escapisté.. 

 

What  a beautiful  place.  Sitting  here  with  

the  water  and  the  loch  glistening  and  the  

sound  of  the  stream.  Bliss!  Nature  is a 

wonderful  thing.  Thank  you  for  helping  

keep  it  special.  

Many  times  I  have  been  here  before  

and  many  times  I  will  return  

To  linger  and  listen  to  the  burn  and  the  

loch,  the  water,  the  flowers  and  the  

rock.  Although  I  now  leave,  I  will  take  

with  me  -  the  memory  of  all  that  I  see.  

It's  a special  beautiful  place.  

 

So many  hues  of  green   

the  sound  of  water  flowing  

A friend  by  my  side  

A soft  pleasing  wind  

The sky  is growing  lighter  

So satisfying.  

 

Waves  gently  lapping  the  shore  

The stream  finds  its  way  beside  me  

Feeling  the  water  inside.  

 

I  have  seen  a starfish,  three  huge  

crabs  and  a very  angry  sand -hopper.  

Goodbye!  

 

Heavy  rain  but  it  didn't  spoil  a lovely  walk  

and  the  view  from  here . 



 

 

Just  lovely  to  sit  and  enjoy  the  peace  and  

beauty  of  this  place  even  on  a dull  day.  So 

tranquil  listening  to  the  babbling  burn.  

 

The  Peace  of  Wild  Things   

by  Wendell  Berry  

When  despair  for  the  world  grows  in  

me  and  I  wake  in  the  night  at  the  least  

sound  in  fear  of  what  my  life  and  my  

childrenôs lives  may  be,  

I  go  and  lie  down  where  the  wood  

drake  rests  in  his  beauty  on  the  water,  

and  the  great  heron  feeds.  

I  come  into  the  peace  of  wild  things  

who  do  not  tax  their  lives  with  

forethought  of  grief.  I  come  int o  the  

presence  of  still  water.  

And  I  feel  above  me  the  day - blind  

stars  waiting  with  their  light.   

For  a time  I  rest  in  the  grace  of  the  

world,  and  am  free.  

 

Glad  we  decided  to  go  on  a jaunt  to  

Tayvallich,  then  beyond  to  find  this  lovely  

spotéé..To adventur e!  

 

One  of  our  favourite  places  in  Argyll.  Lovely  

wee  walk  with  a toddler  and  doggy.  

Beautiful  scenery,  lots  of  nature  and  

relaxing  sounds.  We are  very  lucky  to  live  

in  Argyll.  

 

Peace,  everywhere  tranquility  and  a 

tremendous  freedom  from  the  tumult  

of  the  world.  

 

Is  there  a sight  in  all  creation  as this?  

A loch,  half  sun,  half  rain  wholly  in  and  of  

itself  complete.  

 

The wild  call  of  sea and  sky  with  all  of  

nature  passing  by.  

The ancient  trees  whisper  secrets   

no  mortal  can  hear  or  comprehend.  

 

No  otters  today  

We  can't  watch  them  play  

The  loch  is  so  calm  

But  the  birds  sing  in  alarm  

As  our  dogs  thunder  past  

So  joyous  and  fast  

Our  sandwiches  eaten  

Our  drink  is  now  gone  

We  must  soon  head  home  

The  Grand  Prix  is  on!   

Happy  days!  

 

They  call  them  thin  places.  Som ewhere  you  

can  see the  sky.  Somewhere  you  can  feel   

connected  to  the  landscape,  to  yourself  or  

to  another.  As I  sit  here  the  sun  beats  

down  on  me  in  a small  reprieve.  The wind  

caresses  the  leaves  and  the  brook  rushes  

past.  I  have  a feeling  that  this  could  be one  

of  those  thin  places.  

 

On the  way  here  I  saw  wildlife  of  all  sorts  

and  a red  squirrel  and  some  swallows.  

 

Low  clouds  on  yonder  hillé. but  

promises  of  a glorious  summer.   

Let  the  sun  shine  in!  

If  men  could  be  satisfied  with  the  

rippling  of  the  water  and  the  beating  

of  wings  ééthere would  be  no  war!  

 

Amy,  Ty,  Winnie  and  Ollie  

exploring  our  new  home  village.  

 

I  brought  Digby  Pug for  a walk.   

I  have  come  from  Catalonia.  

 

 



 

 

The  Earth  our  mother  

A Father  we  can  find  in  the  sky  

Brother  in  the  rocks  

Sister  in  every  drop.  

All  the  love  to  all  of  humanity  

May  we  realise  we  are  

ONEé. 

 

Scorching  

Glittering  

Beautiful  

Scotland  at  its  finest.  What  amazing  

weather  for  such  a special  place.  

 

Tranquil  

A lluring  

Yonder  

Numinous  

I dyllic  

Special  

Happy  (place!)  

 

Yellow  sun  glitters  on  the  beautiful  sparkly  

water.  The  mountains  look  beautiful  with  

the  sun  shining  on  them.   

I  love  the  Taynish  Peninsula.  

 

A place  of  peace  to  reflect  on  our  busy  

lives.  A wonderful  space.  

 

 

Ionaôs Poem  

Taynish  

A  beautiful  place  

Yonder  and  over  

Nothing  out  of  place  

I  love  to  see the  water  flow  

Sounds  of  birds  chirping  

How  I  stand  in  nature  nothing  to  waste.  

 

Erinôs Poem  

Taynish  

Awesome  

Your  dream  

N ice 

I ncredible  

Spectacular  

Hot  and  warm!  

 

When  life  seems  too  much  

You can  just  sit  and  pon der.  

You can  let  Nature  grasp  you  

Whilst  looking  out  yonder.  

Weôre never  far  from  anyone  

Out  here  near  the  view.  

One thing  about  Nature  

Thereôs always  time,  never  a queue.  

Enjoy,  Life  is short.   x x  

 

 

 

 



 

 

What  a great  place  to  sit  and  look  

Stare  at  the  view  or  bring  a book.  

Whether  itôs the  sun  or  wind  in  your  

hair  

Letôs take  some  time  to  sit  and  stare.  

The  water  lapping  along  the  shore  

As  I  sit  here  wanting  more.  

A place  perfect  as  this  soothes  the  soul  

Leaves  you  feeling  calm,  once  more  in  

control.  

 

As I  sit  here  and  stare,  Iôm grasped  by  the  

freshness  of  the  Highland  Air.  

The  glimmer  of  the  loch  and  further  the  

sea,  reminds  me  I'm  exactly  where  Iôm 

bound  to  be.  The river  runs  at  a constant  

pace,  navigating  its  route  with  grace.   

At  the  end  of  the  day  lifeôs no  rush,  enjoy  

the  view,  itôs not  a race.  

 

Away  from  the  busyness  of  modern  life  

nature  provides  shelter  and  home.  

-  A place  to  pause  

-  A place  to  belong  

-  A place  to  listen  to  natureôs song  

-  A time  to  reflect  

- A time  to  repair  

- A time  to  heal  in  natu reôs care.  

- A feeling  of  calm  

- A feeling  of  peace  

-  In  natureôs shelter,  complete  release.  

 

The  gentle  floating  weave  of  seaweed,  

Listens  and  reveals  the  shape  of  water.  

A visible  shimmer  that  separates  two  

worlds,  

Above  and  below   

Quick  and  slow  

All  life  is  here  

Life  goes  on.  

 

Away  from  the  bustle  of  every  day  life,  

amid  the  busyness  that  is the  wood  along  

the  loch,  I  find  the  shackles  around  my  

mind  weaken.   

With  the  trickle  of  the  stream  beside  me  

and  the  feeling  of  insects  and  birds  around  

me  I  feel  my  soul  take  rest.   

The  smell  of  flowers,  the  wind  in  the  trees  

and  the  waves  lapping  along  the  shore,  I'll  

take  my  heart  along  with  them.   

And  so I  become  whole  once  more.  

 

The rippling  loch  laps  

Burnished  kelp  and  lichened  rock  

Hidden  otters  swim.  

 

Burn  flows  into  loch  

Ancient  oaks  stand  sentinel  

Bees  dance  over  blooms.  

 

We are  having  a lovely  trip  to  my  favourite  

place.  The last  time  I  was  here  it  left  a 

spell  on  me.  This  time  it's  just  as gorgeous.  

I  hope  I  have  many  more  days  of  joy  

in  this  valley.  

 

Just  sit  a while  and  drink  it  all  in.  

Slow  your  thoughts;  listen  to  your  

surroundings.  All  is calm.  

 

This  bench  is  a great  place.  it's  a great  

place  to  tell  ghost  stories.  Whatever  

you  do,  don't  look  behind  you.  

 

The this  is a special  place  sheltered  from  

the  modern  world  where  peace,  faith  and  

nature  connection  are  abundant.  

 

Had  a great  picnic  here  today  -  great  fun  as 

always.  

 

Visiting  from  Perth,  Western  Australia.  

Absolutely  stunning  scenery.  

With  love  x  x  

 

The good  life  is a process,  not  a state  of   

being.  It  is a direction  not  a destination.  

Carl  Rogers  

 

 



 

 

Visited  this  stunning  place  for  Daniel's  30th  

birthday  with  our  little  corgi,  Mavi.  Such  a 

wonderf ul  place  to  sit  and  watch  the  world  

go  by.  Particularly  loved  all  the  yellow  

flowers  to  remind  us that  our  little  baby  

Peanut  is always  with  us and  will  never  be 

forgotten.  

 

The  dandelionôs puff  ball  crown,  to  be  

here,  must  withstand  the  same  harsh  

winds  and  beating  rain,  as  the  salt  ï 

dashed  rocks  upon  the  same  shore.  

 

This  place  makes  me  smile  everywhere  I  

go.  I  even  held  two  baby  toads.  Iôm sad  

that  Iôm only  here  on  vacation.  

 

Every  where  I  look  at  the  view  it  makes  me  

smile.  As I  sit  on  the  rocks  I  thi nk  that  the  

world  is a great  place.  The  waves  gently  

brushing  the  shore.  Walks  are  fun,  today  is 

a good  day.  

 

Stumbled  here  for  a walk  with  the  dog  

(Poppy)  whilst  staying  in  Lochgilphead  

wait ing  for  the  arrival  of  our  baby  

 

What  a wonderful  oasis  away  from  the  

rough  and  tumble  of  life.  A happy  place  to  

lose  yourself.  I  could  stay  here  for  ever.  

 

The  Journey  to  the  Shore  

Our  hangovers  melt  away  as  we  walk.  

Raindrops  falling  onto  our  hooded  

heads.  

We  are  going  to  the  shore  today.  

Through  the  winding  wooded  pa th.  

Shall  we  stop  off  at  cr afty  Hazelôs? 

Paint  a rock  and  feed  some  sheep  

My  hand  tickles  as  they  eat  from  my  

palm.  Ellie  runs  along  to  work  but  we  

plod  on.  

Stop!  Thereôs a frog  on  the  ground.   

A tiny  little  thing.  Move  carefully.    

Every  turn  is  a new  adventure.  

Finally  we  reach  the  shore.  

We  sit  on  rocks  and  gaze  at  the  sea  

and  the  knots  in  my  stomach  unwind.  

 

Look  out  into  the  great  blue  loch   

and  then  you  will  surely  agree   

that  this  is one  of  the  hidden  treasures  

your  eye  is able  to  see.   

The  cold  salty  air  and  the  sky  so blue,  

there  stands  a man  with  binoculars   

he  is looking  through.  

If  you  look  across  the  loch  there  stands   

a wee  little  house,  but  from  here   

it  looks  smaller  than  a mouse.  

The hundreds  of  trees  all  huddled  together  

are  still  standi ng  even  with  the  dreadful  

weather.  

From  the  little  loud  stream  trickling  by,   

to  the  great  big  gulls  flying  in  the  sky.   

Each aspect  of  this  trail  makes  it  different  

to  others,  but  when  the  rain  comes  you  will  

want  to  take  cover!  

 

 



 

 

Seeing  a lizard  would  be really  cool.  

Mummy,  walk  closer  -  weôve found  one.  

Canôt believe  how  close  that  lizard  let  me  

go.  Good  spot  daddy.  

It's  a brilliant  little  place.  

 

Many  slips  and  many  slides  

But  we  endure  

No  matter  how  many  times.  

I'm  writing  in  this  book   

from  which  the  box  I  took   

Iôm sitting  on  this  rock   

fiddling  with  my  é..sock 

Wishing  upon  a star  

She  would  come  back.  

Where  is  she?  Help!  

Basked  in  peace.  We  rest.  

Escaping  higher  we  climb  

flourishing  and  freeé.. 

 

The blue  of  the  loch  and  sky  rarely  

combine.  

But  when  they  do,  oh  it  is so sublime.  

 

To the  streams  that  feed  the  lochs,  

to  the  lochs  that  feed  the  sea,  to  the  sun  

that  feeds  us all,  a cup  of  wine  I  will  raise  

to  cheer  it  all.  This  is life  and  love.   

That  is allé. 

 

I  need  this  more  than  they  know,   

than  everyone  knows,  

water  trickling,  swimming  in  my  ears,   

a loved  one  (an  ex)  so much  heavy  grief.  

This  is a glimmer  Iôll remember  a lifetime.   

Scotland,  yer  so beautiful.  

   

 

Here  on  the  William  Blake  Stone  seat  

Iôm singing  and  trying  to  call  the  sea  

ott ers.  The  Taynish  Mill  is  a very  

peaceful  and  happy  place.  

The  forest  feels  more  sad  for  some  

reason.  We  are  taking  video  footage  

and  recording  sound.  

 

Peace here   

- not  in  Gaza.  

- Wishing  Gaza a little  glimpse  of  here.  

 

A beautiful  place.  

No mistakes!  

Water  is clear.  

Everybody  here!  

Streams  are  flowing.  

There  is no  way  of  knowing  

Whatôs going  to  happen  next.  

Even  if  you  need  a rest.  

I  LOVE this  place  so far!  

 

How  I  wish  I  was  an  otter  

swimming  through  the  sea  

ripples  light  and  waves  raining  over  

me.  

Sparkling  Argyll,  trout  flowing  free,  

how  tasty  these  fishes  will  be  for  my  

tea.   

But  as  Iôm not  an  otter,  I  have  haggis  

for  tea  ..  and  my  feet  hurt.  

 

Our  fourth  visit  in  as many  years.   

We love  the  Art  on  approach  to  the  seat  

and  like  the  peace  listening  to  the  babbling  

brook.  We will  be back  next  year.  x 

 

A boat  was  sailing,  

the  wind  was  winding,   

the  dogs  are  fighting   

and  we  are  sitting  

on  a bench  by  the  sea.  

 



 

 

Please  don't  look  at  Art  because  it's  

perfect,  people  look  at  Art  because  it's  

extraordinary,  strange,  different,  

captivating,  odd,  unusual.  They  look  at  

art  because  stands  out.  Some  artwork  

is  so  entrancing  people  spend  hours  

looking  at  it.  Sometimes  enti re  rooms  

are  dedicated  to  one  masterpiece  so  it  

is  given  proper  glory.  Perfection  is  

boring,  it  is  stereotypical,  it  blends  

together  and  is  easily  forgotten.  You  

can  strive  to  be  perfect  or  you  can  

strive  to  be  Art.  

 

This  is the  most  beautiful  place  I  hav e ever  

seen,  better  than  all  the  other  places  we  

have  been.   

It's  better  than  anything  I  ever  saw.   

So I  wish  all  the  best  to  the  sailors  beyond  

the  shore.  

 

Ode to  the  Absent  Barber  

You look  like  a hobo  

Because  I'm  a no -show  

I  can't  cut  your  hair  

Because  I'm  not  there  

You can  book  online  

but  youôd be wasting  your  time.  

Your  hair  is tangled  and  unruly  

Due  to  yours  truly  

I  can't  cut  your  hair  

Because  Iôve got  no  time  to  spare  

So I  canôt cut  your  hair  

because  Iôm not  there.  

 

Love  the  butterflies,  the  tiny  fro g,  the  

Art,  the  peace  and  the  water.  

 

Another  visit  to  this  lovely  place.   

A peaceful,  sunny  day!  The  artwork  is 

lovely  -  very  inspiring!   

 

 

 

Warm  or  cold   

Wet  or  dry  

Thereôs always  delight  

For  ears,  nose  and  eye.  

 

What  a great  place  to  relax  and  

unwind.  

 

May  the  full  power  of  the  combined  

synergetic  cleaning,  clearing,  healing  and  

re -energising  energies  of  the  violet  flame  

and  the  green  ray  be received  by  all  who  

read  this  at  this  magical  spot.  

 

I  sat  quietly  to  call  an  otter  close,  

the  water  burbling  by  my  seat.  

Quiet  except  for  birdsong  near.  

The  loch  drifts  by  in  ripples  

I  sit  and  breath  the  air  so clear  

but  still  I  wait  for  you  Otter,  Dear!  

 

Sitting  here  in  the  summer  breeze  

I  find  my  mind  relax  with  ease.  

 

Gorgeous  view.  

 

WOW!!  



 

 

No words  needed.  

 

We  visited  the  Haunted  Mill  on  the   

last  day  of  our  family  holiday  before  

Lilô Ellis,  Mama  and  Dada  go  home  

tomorrow.  We  are  enjoying  the  Art  

Exhibits,  the  nature  but  most  

importantly  throwing  stones  in  the  

babbling  brook  and  splashing  in  th e 

water.  GanGan  is  loving  spending  time  

with  Lilô Ellis.  Uncle  Shaun  and  Uncle  

Neal  have  had  a great  time  playing  

with  Lilô Ellis  and  canôt wait  for  him  to  

take  a big  role  in  their  wedding.  

Granma  and  Lilô Ellis  have  had  a great  

time  together.   

 

Hi,  itôs Mama  here.  We have  had  the  best  

time  on  our  holiday  with  our  little  man.   

He has  had  so much  fun.  We canôt wait  to  

do  it  all  again.  x x 

 

A beautiful  outlook  on  a beautiful  day.  

Shared  with  my  beautiful  wife.  

 

I  wish  the  peace  of  this  place  could  

spread  over  the  world.  

 

I  love  the  sound  the  wind  is making  down  

the  loch.  Very  eerie.  A little  piece  of  

heaven.  

 

The  stream  chatters,  our  boat  makes  little  

noises  bobbing  on  the  water.  The  dog  and  I  

just  sit  and  listen,  and  look,  and  breathe  

and  smell  the  breeze s.  Always  a magical  

place  and  the  Art  makes  it  more  so.  We 

have  only  been  coming  for  35  years  (!)  but  

this  place  is redolent  of  so many  past  lives  

and  loves;  long  may  it  be enjoyed  by  all.  

Thank  you  to  the  creators  of  the  trails,  the  

new  shelter,  the  art,  the  mill,  the  beaches,  

the  poetry  booksé. 

(about  20th  August  é but  who  cares?   

This  is a timeless  spot.)  

 

Our  Grandson  just  three  months  old  

This  is  his  first  visit  to  Tayvallich.  

In  grandparentsô arms  wrapped  cosy  

and  tight.  

He  greets  Taynish  Mill  with   

wonder  and  light  

Three  months  of  life  so  small   

yet  so  grand   

with  curled  little  fingers  and   

a grasp  of  a hand  

A stardust,  a  giggle  a sigh  

Under  the  hush  of  a late   

summer  sky  

Taynish  Mill  welcomes   

to  adventures.  

 

Not  a sunny  day  but  so beautiful  and  

pea ceful  and  atmospheric.   

Love  this  part  of  Scotland  so much  we  

return  year  after  year.  

Timeless  beauty.  

 

 

 

 



 

 

I  could  watch  the  water  all  day  and  smile  

at  the  lichen  and  moss.  The  chatter  of  the  

stream  on  its  last  tumble  before  it  merges  

into  the  sea is calming  and  free.  

Herons,  eagles,  small  birds  all  going  about  

their  business.  Feeding,  moving,  waiting.   

I  am  waiting  for  otters.  

 

Very  fortunate  to  visit  again  on  a 

beautiful  sunny  day  -  with  a gentle  

breeze  to  keep  the  midges  away!   

The  feeling  of  peace  and  the  sound  of  

the  water  is  very  calming!   

Thanks  to  all  those  who  look  after  this  

lovely  place.  

 

We are  so blessed  to  be able  to  walk  to  this  

beautiful  place  and  see it  with  our  own  

eyes  -  magnificent  to  the  senses.   

There  are  many  not  so fortunate  to  do  so 

é. God Bless.  x  

 

Shelter,  building  horizontally  

wave  action  

lasted,  nice,  silver  water  

takes  us 

sinister  man  bootstrap  jok  

finds  us by  the  purple  flowers  

otters  make  peace  possible  

our  senses  jump  

with  joyous  laughter  gurgling  

the  little  things  

that  make  life  possible  

oh,  god.  Thatôs mine  

falling  leaves,  falling  leaves.   

one  eating  seaweed.  

 

Last  time  I  visited  I  missed  the  Poetsô 

Chair  and  the  concrete  poem  close  by.  

Such  a joy  to  returning  discover  this.   

A wonderful  idea  to  have  a Poetsô 

Chair  and  book  in  this  spot.  I  would  

write  a poem  but  it  feels  like  the  

environment  speaks  for  itself.   

Magical!  

 

Thank  you  for  keeping  this  place  special.  

 

High  Tide  

The rippling  stream  

The rolling  waves  

A blue  and  white  sky  

A breaking  cloud  

And  a yawning  friend.  

A happy  time  

Makes  us all  mend.  

 

Taynish  Nature  Reserve  

ð rapture  

 

We used  to  come  here  with   

Pat who  loved  this  place.  

Sitting  here  remembering.  x x x 

 

Battled  through  the  gale  force   

winds  to  enjoy  this  fabulous  place!  

 

To  gaze  upon  the  windswept  waters  

Is  a privilege  indeed.  

Such  a beautiful  tranquil  place.  

 

Loved  the  ruin  and  rocks.   

Bookworm  

 

To God be the  glory   

for  heaven  above  

and  earth  below.  

We are  his  heaven  and  earth  

and  one  and  all.   

 

 

 



 

 

The  last  time  I  came  here  with  Jeremy  

His  white  mane  flowing,  his  rasping,  

cancer - crippled  breath.  

His  joy  at  making  it  to  the  Poetsô Seat.  

Today  Iôm he re  with  a poet  

Meeting  meeting  three  shiny  shags  on  

the  Art  Trail  

And  Jeremyôs laugh  now  in  the  wind . 

 

In  the  words  of  the   

great  mountaineer  W H Murray  

Looking  out  on  a wide  landscape  

cloud  shadows  racing  across  the  

mountains,  sun,  wind,  rain.  

I  know  that  I  have  seen  beauty.  

 

Fun,  adventure  with  beautiful  views .  

 

Whatôs happened,  happened.  Which  is  

an  expression  of  faith  in  the  mechanics  

of  the  world.  it  is  not  an  excuse  to  do  

nothing.  

 

Thank  you  for  this  beauty.  Letôs all  live  and  

love  in  harmony  with  the  wonder  of  nature  

and  this  beautiful  world.  

 

Gorgeous  spot.  I  forgot  all  about  it.  

Definitely  come  back.  

 

So  lovely  to  finally  see  it  in  the  

glorious  sunshine.  Contemplating  a 

swim  but  enjoying  a seat  for  now.  

Beautiful  spot.  

 

Two  little  cormorant  diving  in  the  sea 

F.I.S.H.I.N.G.  

 

Our  favourite  part  of  the  world.   

Still  discovering  the  new,  the  old  and  the  

timeless.  

 

Here  with  my  folks.  Love  it.  Had  a 

lovely  meal,  lovely  walk  hereé. will  be  

back.  

 

 

 

Sometimes  I  feel  lost  in  this  world.  

My heart  feels  heavi er,  my  mind  busier  

my  eyes  dripping  

so I  close  them  and  I  feel  the  window  my  

cheeks  

they  tenderly  leave  a kiss  

telling  me  all  is gonna  be ok  

my  soul  leaves  my  body  

touches  the  water  & flying  high  up  in  the  

sky  

Iôm here,  Iôm alive  

blessed  with  laughter  and  joy  of  

youngsters.  

 

On  this  walk  and  sitting  on  this  seat,  

my  Dad  and  I  were  happy.  Having  

flicked  through  this  book,  it  seems  we  

have  caught  the  Taynish  bug.These  

views  have  returned  me  to  the  humble  

service  of  this  earth.  I  hope  they  so  

inspire  their  beholders.  Thank  you  

Taynish  for  Arthurian  charms  and  

witchy  wonderfulness.  

 

 


