Fetternear Garden Fete
The following poem was sent in by an avid reader of the newsletter after reading last month's article.  It was written by Mrs Stephen, wife of the then village postmaster, who did much for charity during her stay in the village in the years following World War II.

Fetternear Garden Fete

July 5 1947

Price 6d.

On Seturday, the fifth July,

There'll be an unca steer,

The roads fae ilka hoose an' ha'

Will lead tae Fetternear.

We're gaun tae haud a Gairden Fete,

An' ripe folks' pooches weel. 

A hall's required tae dance in noo

An nae a stewie schule.
The 'Ladies Three' hae set a tryst

Upon the shaded 'Green'

Tae meet ye a', an' frae the past,

Will introduce their freens;

Wha boldly rode aroon these toors

In coats o' brilliant hue;

Hobnobbin' wi a Queen nae less,

If stories a' be true.

Come doon frae roon the 'Mither Tap'

An' ben frae Paradise, 

Alang frae Don and Ury,

An' ower frae Skene an' Dyce.

Bring but yer lads frae Waterton,

Yer deems frae Fisherfuird,

The pipes an' drums will gar ye itch

Tae dance upon the boords.

Come in at Willie Cobban's gate,

An' ben the waterside;

Syn ower the brig at Dora's Isle,

Ye're in aboot tae bide.

Noo, see, there's Johnnie Connon,

We'll awa an' park the car.

What! half-a-croon, ye theivin' chiel,

Bit, losh, it micht been waur.

Here's Charlie Mac there at the gate,

Tae guide ye by the plate;

"Noo nane o' that wee thripennies,

Ye'd never place a slate

Upon the roof o' this braw hall,

Toss oot a shinin' croon,

Yer neebor's drapp't ane in the dish,

An' faith he's lookin' roon."

Losh, keep me, what an afa steer

An' fit's this rostrum high?

For the Lady o' Pittodrie,

Oh! she's tae look in by;

She'll tell ye fit it's a' aboot,

An' ask the reason why

We canna raise twa thoosan' poun';

We'll hae a darn'd guid try.

An' sic a muckle tent o' white,

We'll hae a look in here;

Guidsakes it's tay that's bein' dispensed

By wives frae Fetternear.

The groanin' tables are piled high

Wi' shortbread, cake an' buns,

An' jam an' fairm butter,

Lat's tae an' spike oor guns.

Noo lat's ower tae the jumbles

An' get a bargain o' a suit,

Frae little Mrs Robertson,

She's the lass tae rig ye oot.

There's Charlie's wife tae sell ye noo

A curn hens an' butter,

An egg, maybe; bit cairryin' them

Is files and unca scutter.

Ach, come awa' ower here a bit,

An' noo oor luck we'll try,

At darts an' air-gun shootin',

The times fair wearin' by.

Guidsakes fit's a' the shoutin' for?

An' sic a beamin' face;

Oh! that's yer brither's youngest loon,

Jist won the boy's race.

There's five-a-side, I heard ye say,

I hope oor boys'll win;

Na, I'm nae enterin' that event,

I'm fear't they bark ma shins.

A baby show at half past three,

Oor Katie's comin' doon;

Tae try her luck at this affair,

She's got a sonsie loon.

There's fancy dress for weans,

An' races slow an' fast.

Ye'd think the lads were tryin'

Tae see wha'd sweat the maist.

Here's shoudin' boats for bairns,

An slip the penny ben;

They'll sune hae on the chimney cans,

Twa thousan'!! mair like ten!

I'll aff an' hae a dauner roon

Inside the gairden gate.

Syne get a sicht o' Wallace Toor

Whaur mony met their fate.

Lat's see fit this is up abune

The palace gapin' door –

Three buckles laid upon a shield,

Leslie for evermore.

An' noo fit's lookin' doon on us,

Frae this laburnum bough?

Oh! Simpkins, Barbara Walker's cat,

Puir cheil, he's frichtened – mewow.

Jist bide ye there, ma bonnie puss,

Till a' the skirlin's by,

Ye canna pey the entrance fee,

Altho' a race ye'd try.

Oh! here's a birkie on the green, 

Fit's this that's sellin' there?

A muckle drum o' caul ice cream

Tae gie yer guts a scare.

An' here's a fortune-tellin' booth,

I'm temptit sair tae try,

But somebody micht tell the wife,

So I'll better jist slip by.

Fit, said ye, am I gaun tae try

The mairriet bodies' race?

Na, na, I'm bathert sair wi corns,

I'd never mak' the pace.

I've seen th' effec' o't noo, I doot;

I'll hae tae heid for hame.

The youngest loon, he'd like the car

Tae tak' his sweethe'rt hame.

I'll ca awa' upon shank's meer,

I've had a lass mysel',

Bit faith, I never got a chance

Tae woo her in this dell.

I've fair enjoy't the Gairden Fete,

I'm gled I thocht tae call,

I hope ye've raised a heap o' cash

Tae big yer braw new hall.

C. D. S.
