MacGONAGALL NIGHT II in THE PANS
A Poetic Anthology in no particular order ….
The Oyster Crunch!

Hells bells!

Fishy swells in shells!

Jist across the way

Only wet feet tae pay!

Then anchored doon yer stomach sunk hard!

They give respite tae the hungard!

So alls well fed

By the Firth o Forths rich bed

And its favourite sub aquatic star

All hail the mighty Pandores Oystar










Tom Ewing

Pandora’s Oysters?  What a treat

When you open the box what do you find?

Prizing up the lid is such a feat

Inside if you’re lucky lies a pearl of the decorative kind

I’m sorry, stop everything, they tell me I’m wrong

Not Pandora’s but Pandores on which they dined

But the Forth in oysters is not longer strong

So we’re never going to know how good they were, 
Nor if there wer pearls within no matter how well inclined.










Avril Wills 
McGonnigil, McGonnigil

He’s a man who likes to have a swill

But find him in a hungry state

He’ll ask for you to find a plate

O’ fine Pans Pandores Oysters

to stuff his moo’ until his voice-stirs

…. loud across the moon,…

“This night is foo’ oh’ magic

Wi poems that are tragic”

But dinnae whine

The foods sublime

And that wee gadges’ payin’”









A Potter

Ackoon, Ackoon, we thought you were gone

But on Seaton Sands we found the way

With the dinosaurs and their DNA

They showed the way

To open the box for you oysters gay









Hamish Moore

I was a Pandora oyster in a former life

My shell thrown in the Forth landed in Fife

I was fare for all from the poor to the Earl

I once was an oyster, but now I’ve a pearl.

Grit is the stuff from which pearls are made

For the shine and the treasure for depths they would wade

Dazzling all with these beauties in curl

I once was an oyster, but now I’m a pearl









Viv Glew

We are fishing far and wide

From the storms we cannot hide

On our boats every day

Where the oysters like to play

Low and behold there they were

Longing for us to share.

The Gothenburg was screaming out

For these tasty oysters no doubt

In the frying pan, there they were

an aphrodisiac for all to share

Don’t be thinking this is corny

Let us all get hot + horny









The Dollie Birds
Pandoras Box of Oysters

In Prestonpans were oyster beds

But now they have all fleds

I believe Pandoras boxed them then, but no more.

Was this because there was a law?

There are pearls of wisdom that tell us

Don’t bother with oysters but support the Battle bus.

Alas oysters are aphrodisiacs

Or are those who sample them just sexy maniacs?










Sylvia Burgess

On yonder shore in the salt pans

A mother oyster cries

She says I’m going to be extinct right before my eyes.

The Panners they have et my bairns and I am muckle sore

For ne’er again I’ll live down nere down on the salt pans shore

The miners and the inbetweens

I think they ca thems peasants

The Baron’s and the Lordly folk would rather pheasants.

So kiss me my bonny babs  and sae hae mair to me.

I’m off all a ronin aroona the deep blue sea.

God bless Pandores










Pat Lindsay

