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THE HAGGIS SEASON


The Haggis Season has Begun.
All over Scotland every gun
Is taken down with loving care,
Though some prefer the Haggis snare.
For Haggis are a wily lot.
That's why they are seldom shot.
Then hidden in the Highland Heather
Great hairy clansman crouch together,
And having laid the Haggis Bait
(a life like haggis on a plate)
One cries out loudly'there's the noo!"
Which means the Haggis is in view
Its flying upside down and low
The guns all fire but they're too slow
For though its rather old and fat
They're awful hard to hit like that!
And as it flies off in the mists,
Great hairy clansmen shake their fists
And scream their curses to the crags
Then stamp on empty haggis bags.
And so the Haggis gets away to live.
Until the next Hogmanay
And thats the reason its so rare

This strange Scottish Fayre
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