
JAMIE SMITH'S GHOST 
IN 
ABERLADY KIRKYARD

(The year is 1884, two years before the main body of the kirk was rebuilt by Lord Wemyss)

Fair Hesperus was sinking in the west, 

The sea was moanin’ in its wild unrest,

As thro’ the auld Kirk Park, an owre the stile

I daunder’d carelessly, an’ mused the while.

The clachan seem’d to sleep the sleep of death, 

For a’ was still, save when the nicht-wind’s breath 

Brocht to the ear the shrill and eerie cry

o’ some lone sea-bird wildly swoopin’ by.

I turn'd me syne to view the auld kirkyard,

Whaur mony a kin’ acquaintance lies interr’d, 

When, lo! fornent a moss-grown heidstane stood 

The grimmest spectacle I’d ever view’d. 

A human skeleton, sax feet an’ mair,

Wi’ massive skull, and temples high an’ square. 

The windin’ sheet o’ hamespun linen white, 

Hung loosely frae his shoulder blades, an’ quite

Enveloped a’ his body; and it seem’d

As gin twa glow-worms frae his e’e-holes gleam’d. 

Atweel! at first, I gat an unco fricht,

An’ thocht on rinnin’ frae the ugsome sicht,

When “Stay yer cowardly flicht”, the spectre said;

“What gars ye tremble at the harmless dead;

Thae hideous banes are but an earthly crust,

And at yer touch micht crumble into dust!”
An' while he spake the glow-worms, glinted green, 

Row’d roon’ the orbless sockets o’ his e’en. 

“Behold the last remains o' Jamie Smith,

Whae ance was famous for his matchless pith,

As ye hae read o’; tho’ it’s a’ the same

What strength we had on earth when ta’en:

Lame! But to the point; I wish to speak a wee

Aboot affairs that int’rest you an’ me,

The chosen representative o’ them interr’d

Within the precincts o’ this auld kirkyaird.

Short syne fell rumours floated here aboot,

This kirk was to be changed, baith in an’ oot

To suit his lordship’s taste, at his expense,

​An’ some e’en thocht the change wad be immense. 

But you an’ I, an’ mony mair, I troo,

Are fain to tak’ an unco different view;

Wha’d no be wae to see the sacred fane,

Whaur they and theirs, for generations gane,

Had worshipp’d Heav’n, their never-failin’ friend, 

Turn’d tapsalteerie for nor use nor end?

Some sma’ improvements micht be made, nae doot, 

But sic fell changes could be dune withoot; 

Indeed, the kirk’s jist weel eneuch, I’m shure,

It's sair’d the turn fu’ lang, an’ lang micht stan’.

An’ tho’ his lordship means the change to be 

A’ for the guid o’ the community,

Yet, natheless, as far as I can tell,

Few want the alterations but himsel’;

An’ that, belike, he'll never come to ken,

Unless I urge ye on to use yer pen.

‘Twas purposed levellin’ the kirkyard, too,

Tho’ that I hope an’ trust is a’ untrue;

For ‘t wad disturb a wheen pair deid fowk’s sleep, 

As some o’ ‘s arena lyin’ very deep;

An’ thochtless men micht cast aside oor banes;

As gin they were a heap o’ stocks an’ stanes! 

Hoo’er, I think they winna gang sae far;

But, suld they do, I swear by yonder star,

To haunt their mid-nicht dreams we’d never cease, 

Gin they daur fail to let us lie in peace!

The end’s fulfill’d, for whilk I here was sent;

Mind what I’ve said, an’ let it be kent – 

The grave is gapin’ for me, sae guid-nicht!”

A wi’ a souch, he vanish’d frae my sicht.


