NAUTICAL NONSENSE

Off to Glasgow Toulla flew
From this Neilly took his cue

The wheels were barely off the ground
Before he thought of Gunna Sound

A pair were conned: an innocent crew
Neil MacPhail and Cameron too
Neilly swore his craft was good

Talked them into fishing mood

He said his engine was the best
Clearly passing every test
The petrol might be getting old
But, “Come on lads. Let’s be bold!”

So off they set all full of hopes
Neilly surely knew the ropes
Along to Ruaig’s coast they went
On mighty lythe they were hellbent

At the Cleit they saw the Duke
Out with Angus for a look
Neilly told them “Go away

No fish or tow for you today”

But now things took a turn for worse
And Neilly started then to curse
The stale old fuel let him down

On his brow a worried frown

But Neil said”Neilly do not fret
I’ll take the oars. We’ll get home yet.”
An hour later, little nearer
Their predicament was clearer

The North wind blew them off the shores
Mocking Neilly’s mismatched oars
All Neil’s labours seemed in vain
Shoulders aching and in pain



The Scimitar came out and flew
Along to Milton with five crew
Neil’s hopes then began to soar
“I’li stand up and wave an oar”

But Neilly’s face was like a mask
For a tow he would not ask
His pride too great-his fear of shame
With no-one else to take the blame

Then Ian Atkins offered hope
With strong engine and stout rope
Offered them a gentle tow
It was the only way to go

In Scarinish the cormorants tlocked
To watch with glee as Neilly docked
How he wished he was elsewhere
Oh his blushes were just rare

On the pier his Nemesis Eddie
And his wit was quick and ready
“Neilly, you’d be out there yet
If I’d not called Tim on the net”

At the lighthouse Alex stood
Be sure his story will be good
MacArthur on the Lean-To step
Full of mirth and full of pep

Missing there was only one
Who would have joined them in their fun
But Neilly would have used a gun
If he’d caught sight of Angus Munn

So here’s a warning to you all

For Neilly’s patter do not fall

Better you should stay indoors
Than end up on his blinking oars!

Composed for Neil MacPhail
Fine submariner and budding oarsman



