1. The McGonagall Winner: July 23rd 2008
Oor Auntie Gena

Was ayeways droory

Because she worked at Fowler’s Brewery

She worked all day fi’ 6 to nine

And the rest o’ the day she smoked the woodbine.

When the ice-cream man came round the door

She had a slider and 2 fags more.

She didny drink whiskey

She’s no that sort

Ma auntie Gena just loved the port.

She loved woodbine & port & that’s nae joke.

At the end o the day

The hoose was reckin’ wi’ smoke.

Night after night, she didny get much sleep

Because the hoose was full o’ reek.

She’d ayeways wake up feelin’ poorly

But she’s ayeways be back at Fowler’s brewery.

Under the bed thur’s crates o’ beer.

And we still toast to her every New Year.

[TW/ VW/ DU]

2.  The Runner Up = Second
The Ruin of Auld Fowlers is very great indeed

For confusion this example can’t be beat

In garden or park…

In sunshine or night times’ infintessimal, inky, incredibly dark

It’s an act of vandalism it’s a horrible horticultural fate.

Blooms are usually thought to be great.

Proof readers among you will no doubt have spotted

The transposition of letters that have been carelessly & ridiculously mis-allotted.

My co’ of the Scots Dictionary (concise)

Records no ‘fowlers’ which isn’t very nice.

I look at my Oxford English version

I often enjoy this harmless diversion.

Could it be Fowler the lexicographer?

I’ll ask my pal Gillian ‘cos I always get good advice off of her

If it’s crabbit birdie  hunters they should find a more pleasing hobby

Someone may have to do it but it’s a nasty sounding jobby.

What harm did flying creatures do when nesting on hills, trees or beaches

Auld fowlers your time’s up, we know where you live.

All the bird lovers are really miffed

And seagull, corbie, shag, sparrow and cock robin,

Will no more be bullet-dodgin’

Our table of poets, McGonagall fans all

For our fine feathered friends we all hold a candle

Auld fowlers your time’s up

You really are a foul and beastly crop.

Oops I have made a right royal gaffe

I’ve just been told the Fowler’s is beer on draught

The ruin refers to the Auld HQ

That Lidl’s want to knock down and build anew.

What can I say, I’m from out of town

My wrong end of the stick has made you frown.

Best of luck for your arts centre campaign

What’ll be that conglomerates loss (I hope) will be  your gain.

[KW]

3.
Och the cunning and subterfuge

From those retailers south east of Brugge

Aye they gave jobs to the community

But like H G Wells they want to change history

In their Euro offices they ken they’ve created a din

Trying to eradicate the Coeval build-ing

For years and years and years and years

The Pans has been king of beers 

Recent resurrection has maintained continuity

And gives local tipplers a warm feeling of community 

A hangover’s not a hangover on the bevy

If not caused by a ’45 Wee Heavie
Although foreign I would emplore

If you want to give the Pans more

Pence off your Bratwurst you can shave 

And a local icon can be saved

Clanger, own coal, back fire, howler

Don’t be the ruin of oor Auld Fowlers
[AT]
4.
[Digression with The  # 26 ]
Here we art in Prestonpans

We thought we wouldnae make it

‘cos the bus went up a funny road

what made us dafties take it?

We didnae ken just where we were

As we walked by Preston Tower

It gave us quite a nasty ‘scerr’

The trek for near an hour!

At last we reached the Gothenburg

A 26 should go there –

But is veered along another route

The Tranent, via nowhere ….

We should have sailed by Fowler’s side

Where once hops were a-plenty

But it dropped us on that funny road – 

No wonder ‘twas bloody empty!!

5.
Oh, Dear Coeval

Yae look sae awful

You were glorious, indeed victorious
But now yer a shell

Och, well

Your Fowler’s ales are all flat and gone 

You stand looking all for-lorn

You look an awful sight 

In the middle of the night

The locals got a fright

And they think it’s all just

Sh……sh….shocking!

Lidl……. You can piddle 
Off!........
6.
Why get rid of the Coeval

When it looks so good just standing here

When we get the go-ahead 

We’ll celebrate wi’ Auld Fowlers beer

Now about that Lidl’s eyesore

We should get rid of IT
Cos it’s so bloomin ugly and it get on our tit
[PF]
7.
No No No ye canny let Auld Fowlers go

Keep it for prosperity
Keep it for posterity 

For others to use & to show

They keep slapping things up

And keep knocking things down

Why don’t they leave oor good history on the ground.

“Here’s to The Coeval”
[LF]

8.
If in Auld Fowlers, I could sit,

I’d surely refine my poetic arts

Amongst my pals I’d surely learn

To polish words, to gleam like gems

As it is I’m sorely woeful, 

Now here’s my tale,

It’s fairly awful…..

Art and music, music and art,

I think, therefore, I think I art.

Art and music, music and art,

They go hand in hand in Prestonpans

Dancing in tandem to a far distant drummer

In the times O Three Harbours

They tell us it’s Summer.

But lack a day and ae fateful night

Art and music did lead us not right

For twenty choirs they boarded the reaper, 

Never knowing they’s soon be goin deeper.

For as the music rose and rose

A wee dug then, it choose to pose

It leapt frae the harbour, to land in the stern,

The dug tipped the balance and doon the boat went.

Luckily, the folk had hankies, 

For blowing their noses, and boatie rowsies

They gathered th’gither and clung on tightly

Adept at the sport o synchronised hankies

By the light o the moon ye maun hear ghaistly singing

As the choirs intone that they’re a fair ringin

And because a wee dug thocht,

Tae get in among the music and art

9.
Have you heard of the bevy

Called Fowler’s Wee Heavie
Brewed in The Pans by the sea?

Famous worldwide

Since the great Forty-Five

Then, no more to be seen.
But it’s now at the Goth

That Jewel on the Forth

Courtesy of Baron PG

[A+PSWr]

10.
This is the sad and sorry tale

Of the loss of Fowler’s Ale.

That tasty drink from Prestonpans shore

Which cannot be purchased by anyone any more.

Many a working man to quench his thirst

Would choose to order Fowler’s first

But now it is no longer there
Which is a circumstance very sad.

Now there is only inferior drink 

Which is very disappointing I think

For everyone who liked it a lot

And hopes its name will not be forgot.

[S+PSWr]

11.
We have sand on the beach we have people in the shops

And for community spirit it comes oot on top

But all is not well

Because we have a building called  thee Coeval.
It used to be nice with its art deco style

But the people who worked there left ‘t aye, there now down the road a few mile

Now look at the building it’s fell into decay, ever since the people moved away.

It’s windows are broken the chimneys fell oot

And all the rooms inside are covered in soot

Aye just look at it noo.
But here wait a minute a man of some standing has come to the rescue 

His name is Gordon and he’s put some money in. Probably got it oot from his biscute tin

And if he wins this noble fight we’ll fix the building and make it alright

He’ll get it for Pans people the art club anaw, and when it’s all done wont it be braw

 With artists and dancers music as well, and see the people from Lidl well they can burn in hell.

[AP]

12.
‘Twas an evening in July

When I met an angry guy

Who told me Fowler’s brewery is to go.
So I went and had a bevvie
That excelled the local Heavie
As any Prestonpaner drinker’s bound to know

What angered me was Lidl

(which is surely on the fiddle)

Is about to knock Auld Fowler’s down.

They are going to build more houses

The dirty rotten louses

For we have got enough in oor fait toun.

So we’re going to get together

Never mind the bloody weather

And meet beneath our Mercat Cross

Where we’ll post a Proclamation

To be heard throughout the nation

For Lidl’s folly will surely be our loss!

[RP/SD/CS/KR]

13.
McGonagall, McGonagall we think you  are an oracle,

So spread the news of our plight to save the once-beautiful sight  

Of that edifice we used to call

Auld Fowler’s …. Oh no it’s the Coeval
Fowler’s, Coeval, what’s it matter,

The vandals have wrecked it, a’ in tatters.

Nae-one’s gonna buy it now.
So what now for the dear auld place

Against the nids and the salt it is a race

Tae wrest it’s hulking carcase

Fae the clutches of Herr Lidl.
We wanted the power tae be tae List it

But they had their chance and went and missed it.

14.
Once upon a time there were three corporate men

Their names? Lidl Bill & Ben

Better known as the demolition geng.

They promised to keep Auld Fowler’s till when?

Until a better offer on that you can depen

Assurances on Coeval about as solid as meringue.

Listing, right to buy, all ended in ruin
So all shout with Lidl and the Flowerpot Men

Flubberlub
[AW]

15.
A canny write tae save ma sel

McGonagall, McGonagall we think you are an oracle.

To spread the news of our plight 

To save the beautiful sight 

Of the building we refer to as the Auld Fowler’s.

So can you please go tell everybody and their Mothers
To save the ruin for all our brothers

To use as ‘n instrument for each future muse

And maybe definitely amuse

16.
The Brewers stood on the Forth-north shore

The wind was blowing even more

The Minister said ‘tis worth quite nowt

And Lidl’s agreed with a great big shout

But arti-crafties to a man they cried

Disgraceful ‘tis, it must survive.

We’ll co-llect names and signatures

So Ministers

Whether they like it or not

Cannot say NO, but face the music.
So we shall write

Throughout the night…. 

And we shall squat

Why ever not?
Let bulldozers come and bulldozers go

Auld Fowler’s shall live for ever!

[GP]
17.
Long ago when men were men

And swilled ale, like hoarse parrots

A name was famed across the land

The glorious name of Fowler

The ale was brewed an’ quaffed with belches

No one cared for fine etiquette

There was fartin’ and wreching and swearing and spitting

Everyone melted into a fine minuette.

The ruin of Auld Fowler’s was a dreich affair

Folk are angry, hearts are sair

The building served the populace for many a year

And locals now mourn its demise with copious beer.

What a stoochie, what a fuss

Greetin’ and howlin’ with many a curse

Ye’d think it wiz a castle or palace

But a brewery, they must d’ be gallus!

Historical facts are recorded and printed

You’d think the gold o’ the realm was minted

But booze! Aye beer! Brewed and revered.
Now takin’ on Lidl?  I think I’d be feared!

But hearts are strong and they’re a’united

To win the day let wrongs be righted

So come on Lidl, ye’ll regret the day

You stood against the Panners’ Way!

“Brewery houses – a bargain!”

The mercenary traders called

And one-by-one, it all was gone

And Coeval’s barn was “falled”!

The only consolation I can see 

Is the demolished building will afford a better view of the sea.

But failing that we can at least agree when all is said and done

The building will attract a tidy sum!

18.
Auld John Fowler, he was a brewer

And flailed the sev’n ‘bs’, (barley,barley and more barley)

They say he worked the five-to-fives

And other hours to please

The counting house was opened 

And Fowler paid his dues

All the town drank Fowlers,

They thought he couldn’t lose.

But times they were a’changing

And a yeastly harvest failed,

Auld Fowler closed his brewer’s doors

And to foreign lands he sailed.

19.
As I was rolling doon the road

I passed the Coeval Art Deco by goad

The proud HQ of Fowler’s brew

I wish I seen it when it was new

With winda’s blinded by thrown stanes

We’ll never see their like again.

Wi all the curtains noo in tatters

Na one seem to think it matters

Heritage flatted for planners greed

They’ll knock it down when there’s no need

We want to use it for the arts

Lidl planners, you are ff….failing the community!
20.
One fine sunny evening in July 2008

A group of fine artists attempted to write

Of the Coeval building in a terrible plight

And save it from an ignominious rasing

To make way for Lidl’s intended housing

Causing Prestonpans an irreplaceable losing

Of a piece of its fine and memorable history –

The Home of Fowler’s Brewery
21.

Hey ho! Lidl how do you do

The Coeval building is not for you.
Our community stand against your plans.

Auld Fowler’s HQ belongs to the Pans.

“Historical” Scotland you’re a shame to your name
Nae profit! Nae gain!

We’re ready for our Right to Buy
Preserve our history, we’ll give it a try
22.
If you want a wee piddle

Why not try Lidl

Protest with your pee

About the demise of the Key

To the door of the Scene
To the source of our Dream

[D]

23.
Old Fowler’s had a hope

To give the Arts full scope

Til Lidl said t’was broke

And they could not cope.

Mending was not possible

So shall flats replace the view

And profit rule in lieu?
[D]

24.
By the sea in Prestonpans

Shock horror what a crime.

The air is nice around my thighs

And the seagulls soar 

Fowler’s glory should be restored 

The last line in Red Shoes

25.
The US astronaut on the moon

Left Iraq too soon

And came to Prestonpans.
He’d heard of Wee Heavie

As the very best bevvie

So went to the Goth at once.

The news was bad!
Wee Heavie come and Wee Heavy go

There’s always room for another,
But if Fowler’s HQ

Goes the way of their booze

There’s no future for the Panner.
So Arise Ye Panners of 2008 

Take the Battle right to that Ministerial Gate

If Bonnie Prince Charlie could lick that lot….

Why ever not?

[GP]

