
                    ​   THE LAST LIGHTHOUSE KEEPER                                    ALAN REID 
 
WHEN THE RED SUN GOES DOWN AND SLIPS UNDER THE HORIZON 
AND THE FISHING BOAT IS HEADING OUT TO SEA 
THERE’S A LONG, WIDE BEAM SWEEPING ALL ACROSS THE OCEAN 
THAT WAS TENDED ONCE BY SOMEONE JUST LIKE ME 
IN THE FOG AND THE WET AND WINDY WEATHER 
IT’S A BEACON THAT HAS SHONE BY NIGHT AND DAY 
AND IN CALM OR STORM WHEN THAT FISHING BOAT RETURNS 
THE STEADFAST LIGHT WILL GUIDE IT ON ITS WAY  
 
WHEN THE WILD WINDS BLOW ALONG THE COASTLINE 
IN THIS RUGGED LAND NO ONE HAS EVER TAMED 
THE FISHERMAN, THE FERRYMAN, THE SAILOR 
THANK THE LORD FOR THE KEEPER OF THE FLAME, 
THE KEEPER OF THE FLAME 
 
I’M THE LAST IN AN UNBROKEN LINE OF LIGHTHOUSE KEEPERS 
MA FAITHER AND HIS FAITHER WORKED THEM TOO 
AND I’VE SERVED MY TIME FROM THE SOLWAY TO THE SHETLANDS 
BY MYSELF AND SOMETIMES IN A CREW 
I’VE SEEN THE SULLEN OCEAN POUND SULE SKERRY 
AT THE BELL ROCK MADE ACQUAINTANCE WITH THE SEAL 
AT THE FIRTH OF LORNE I’VE GOT UP TO CHECK THE HORN 
OR TO SEE IF THERE’S A LOBSTER IN THE CREEL 
 
WHEN THE WILD WINDS BLOW………...etc 
 
THERE ARE THOSE WHO’D CONTEND THAT THE LIGHTHOUSE IS A PRISON 
AND THE SOLITUDE AN EXILE TOO SEVERE 
BUT I FELT QUITE CONTENT IN MY TOWER OF ISOLATION 
FAR REMOVED FROM ALL TROUBLE, STRESS AND CARE 
BUT THIS WORLD IS RUSHING ON WITH AUTOMATION 
AND THERE’S NO NEED FOR A LIGHTHOUSE TO BE MANNED 
IN THE SUMMERTIME I LOCKED THE DOOR AND I BADE FAIR ISLE FAREWELL 
I’M THE LAST LIGHTHOUSE KEEPER IN THE LAND 
 
WHEN THE WILD WINDS BLOW ALONG THE COASTLINE 
IN THIS RUGGED LAND NO ONE HAS EVER TAMED 
THOUGH THE LIGHT WILL STILL BE SHINING O’ER THE WATER 
IT’S FAREWELL TO THE KEEPER OF THE FLAME, 
THE KEEPER OF THE FLAME 


