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Charles Edward Stuart 
H e was not w o r t h the t h i r t y grand 
they offered that they m i g h t hang h i m high. 
Fuddled by cannon-blast and five-star brandy 
f r o m the cellars of cool President Forbes 
he crawled shiver ing over mis ty Skye, 
a schoolboy f u n k i n g an ini t iat ive test. 
There would be no insignia on his peacock breast, 
nor garter g l i t ter ing at his slender th igh . 
Over the sea he had left brave men to die 
i n agony w i t h i n earshot of Culloden Moor , 
and already Capta in Carol ine was down i n the glen. 
L a m e L o c h i e l w o u l d not now reach marathon. 
The hungry eagle searched the barren C u i l l i n s . 
A n d F l o r a MacDonald? H o w could she fancy 
that t ipsy fugit ive l isping i n ruff led lace, 
now a l i ab i l i ty? To save his pretty face 
she exchanged garments: and, the transplant 
deeper than the actual shawl, he was shipped 
to duty-free booze and death i n sunny Italy. 
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