27 NOV 17 MON   Week 3
Stag patrol first thing. This morning there are two outside the gate. One is pulling on an over hanging branch with his one antler. For a while it looks like he is stuck on it, but then we see he is deliberately hooking up to it, maybe cleaning his antler. Meanwhile Two-Ant is close by munching away. 
Well the Week 3 news is that Simon says he is cutting out – leaving the highlands to live back in the Midlands. But it’s not all gloom. We do now have salt and pepper shakers. 
Last night Julie Walters upstages my Arisaig House story on her coastal railways programme on Channel 4. She does it real good too. 
And yesterday I discover somebody else has made a song video of Violette called Gibraltar Barn. Labelled as ‘Track 10 from our 2nd Album 'Presence & Gain' - Gibraltar Barn. Lyrics - Howe. Music - Howe & Ibbotson. Guitars, Vocals - Keith Howe. I discover Keith is a guitarist from Redruth with a group called Blacktop Deluxe. 
Links
Arisaig House=https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=no2Fj7VEPRw
Gibraltar Farm2= https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=iABRSeFqBfM
The truth is I came here in spirit long before ever coming here in person. I got involved with its history before I had any idea it existed even. A year ago, in 2016, I was led to write a song (called ‘Gibraltar Farm’ about a resistance heroine, a girl named Violette Szabo. In it I used some lyrical imagery from the ‘code’ poem, written for her to communicate back to Britain. 
The poem is called ‘The Life that I have’ and the amazing thing is that in August this year I found myself looking at her poem, hanging in pride of place in the foyer of Arisaig House. Until that time, I never knew about the amazing history of this place and this house – the wartime headquarters of SOE (Special Operations Executive). Over 3000 agents, men and women, were trained in this very area, including Violette Szabo. 
Back in 2016, when I had just written ‘Gibraltar Farm’ I played it to a friend who used to be in the SAS: He immediately quoted me the entire poem. - He knew it off by heart - During training, they had been taught about Violette Szabo as an example of survival under extreme circumstances.  
Blog

Greetings from shiver-me-timbers land. Here we are in the North West highlands of Scotland where stags and deer rule the roads at night. They are so well camouflaged and the speed limit is really how quick can you go and not have a stag surprise you. Often we wake up to find them munching away in our yard. 
We are staying in a cottage on the grounds of Arisaig House, which was the headquarters of SOE during the war. It’s a modern bungalow, very nicely done but of course up here there's no gas on tap so there's no central heating. We have storage radiators and a log fire (like most do) and when folks come visiting they bring pressies like kindling wood and old newspapers! Nothing burnable gets thrown away - it's all useful for starting the fire! 


John Weller     07710 940917,   01397 700007

The Arisaig House story. 
How the song came about is a bit of a story… It all started way back when I became aware of a once-top secret airfield in Bedfordshire called Tempsford. I read that on one side of this airfield there was a little shack where agents used to be finally kitted out before flying to occupied Europe.
I was intrigued by the place, so much so I once flew over it in an aeroplane: I looked down and saw that the shack was still there and the little track leading to it from the railway line. As I dug deeper, I discovered that a famous girl agent named Violette Szabo had a poem written for her which sounded for all the world like a love poem but actually it was a ‘code’ poem, a secret means of communication that had been specially composed for her by Leo Marks, a cryptographer at Bletchley. 
Some time went by and then in early 2016, a visiting preacher named Alan Rootsey came to our church and would you believe it – he lived near Tempsford! He told me that the shack was called Gibraltar Farm and that it had now it had become a memorial - something of a shrine to the memory of the wartime heroes who passed through it. 
Well – ‘Gibraltar Farm’ - what a great title for a song! So I wrote it focusing on Violette Szabo, and incorporating in it some lyrical mementoes from Leo Marks’ poem. 
A short time later in the summer of 2016, I was rehearsing with my group when my percussionist Jack happened to see a picture of Violette Szabo sitting at the top of the lyrics for Gibraltar Farm. He recognised her straight away because he’d recently been to a lecture by Ray Mears on survival. The lecture had used Violette Szabo as an example of someone surviving under extreme circumstance because although she was tortured she never gave up any secrets. In fact she died as a prisoner of the Germans, in February 1945 at Ravensbruck Concemtyration Camp, aged just 23. 

Well Jack insisted that we do the song with the group and so it was that in September 2016, Morganisation performed ‘Gibraltar Farm’ for the first time at a Theatre in Bromsgrove. In the audience that night was a man named Simon Nicholls who had come down to see us from Fort William with a view to us doing some shows in Scotland. And in 2017 that is what happened.  



I was just checking back at what brought us here. This place has an amazing connection with my song ‘Gibraltar Farm’ and I tried to recall just how that song came about: 
My group Morganisation first performed the song at the Artrix Theatre in September 2016. In the audience was Simon Nicholls, the man who brought us up to Fort William for a show. Looking back further, I remember it was a couple of months earlier, that a visiting pastor from Cambridge came to our church and I asked him if he had heard of wartime aerodrome of Tempsford. I was interested in it – I had flown over it and knew that it had a little shed from where agents would be spirited aloft to occupied Europe. It so happened that this pastor lived right next to the place, and told me the name of the shed was ‘Gibraltar Farm’. I thought what a great name and the rest, as they say, is history. 
Here’s the Arisaig House ,mix of ‘Gibraltar Farm’ 
I was reading about a place in Bedfordshire. It wasn’t a flashy place, it was a barn. A barn?...Even worse, a disused barn. But when I read about what went on there while I was still squawking in my cot, I was taken up out of my own head, out of my own body, and back into a time when priorities were oh so very different. 
I read about a train stopping in the dead of the night, just for a minute. Long enough for one person to quietly slip away unseen, and pick their way along a pathway from the railway line to a sentry box and from there to the barn beyond. It had once been part of a property known as Gibraltar Farm. The land, the sheds, the houses had all been requisitioned by the war office and bulldozed into an aerodrome called Tempsford. Now the barn was all that remained of Gibraltar Farm. And in that barn, lonely figures who had traipsed up that path from the railway line, were kitted out with the things they were going to need to do the dangerous job of working under cover in occupied Europe. Every thing that connected with their true identity was stripped from them and they took on the paraphernalia of a new life and a new person, ID card and clothing and trinkets.

Gibraltar Farm

I once went out of my way to have a look at it. What an extraordinary place. It looked like nothing, just a barn in a field five mile miles north of Sandy in Bedfordshire, but back then... The line from Kings Cross passes a stones' throw to the west. And on certain nights, the overnight to Edinburgh would stop on a signal just for a minute:
"Get off on the right hand side and close the door quietly. The guard and the engine driver will be looking out to the left. Cross over the southbound railway track and take the path opposite. Identify yourself to the sentry and then walk for about a quarter of a mile to a large barn"

Grimm Doo
My percussionist Jack is sitting in my studio Grimm Doo as I tell him that I’ve written this song inspired by Violette Szabo GC who was one of many who made their way to Tempsford Aerodrome in total secrecy to be kitted out at Gibraltar Farm before flying out to the snake pit of occupied Europe. 


So I show him the video of the demo that I put together and a look of recognition comes over his face. He’s seen that identity card before. He’s heard the story of this woman’s endurance against the odds in a talk by the survivalist Ray Mears, at the Birmingham Town Hall and he says “can we do the song in our set Dave?”

The first time we perform it is at a theatre oin Bromsgrove (September 2016) and in the audience is a man who has come down from Fort William to ask us to play in Scotland. One thing leads to another… 


Post script
Today, 23/10/17 we are moving to live on the estate of Arisaig House in the Highlands, the very place where Violette was trained as an SOE agent. 

Oct 28 2017
It was a Wednesday in late August and we were in Scotland, meandering along the harbour footpath in the small village of Arisaig. I stopped at a stone plinth - a memorial in the shape of a parachute - and read the inscription: It had been blessed by no less than the Pope (the Pope?) - to ‘Czech agents who trained here in Arisaig in 1941-43’(?)  Beg pardon, agents who trained HERE ??.  I had read somewhere about the operation to assassinate Heydrich, the brutal Nazi overlord of wartime Czechoslovakia, and wondered if it had anything to do with that. At a corner of the harbour there was a tourist shop and lurking in there were some books about local history. I thumbed through a book and quickly found out that the memorial was indeed for the agents who killed Heydrich. I was gobsmacked that they should have been here in Arisaig, in this remote outpost of the empire. But then, reading on, I discovered to my utter amazement, that the famous Violette Szabo had also trained in this area (In 2016, the song ‘Gibraltar Farm’ on my album ‘Bubbles’ was written about her. Click here to read the back story).

Delving a little deeper revealed that the wartime headquarters of SOE (Special Operations Executive) had actually been Arisaig House. Arisaig House? What a coincidence! That house – actually a stately home now turned into a hotel - just so happened to be across the road from where we were staying! I had never heard of any of this before, and yet there I was staying a stones throw from where all this drama took place!

The books went on to explain:-

The area around Arisaig was critical to the paramilitary training of some 3,000 agents, and with only one access road, was easy to seal off as a Special Protected Area, and keep secure from unwanted attention. Although it had the advantage of remoteness and distance to keep prying eyes away, it was also convenient for legitimate visitors to reach, as it was served by a railway line. Security was rigorously maintained, with even locals being required to have passes for movement into and out of the protected area.

A few days later I visited Arisaig House: Walking into the big stone foyer, right there on the wall, framed in pride of place, was Violette Szabo’s poem – the one written by cryptographer Leo Marks and sounding for all the world like a love poem when really it was a secret communication tool for her to use. I looked at it for ages, while Violette strode past, uniformed and stern, in the corner of my mind’s eye.

I was excited by the amazing history of the place and the peculiar divine convergence that had placed me right in the middle of it. I felt led straight away to write the song ‘The Eyes of Lochaber’. It was penned on a Saturday and on the Sunday it was aired on Carol Kelso’s early morning radio show in Fort William - the fastest turn-round ever!

(Here's the piper learning the melody). 
The song speaks about the people of Lochaber, with their heritage of clan loyalties and tight lips that had long served to defend them against all comers. It was effective in keeping the Germans from ever getting wind of what was going on here during the war, as it was two centuries earlier, when a man with a price of £30,000 on his head (Bonnie Prince Charlie), was successfully hidden during the Jacobite rebellion, which incidentally began on 19 August, my birthday!  (In 1745, £30,000 could have made a canny Scot a billionaire by present day standards. Even so, no such canny Scot came forth.)

Fast forward to mid October and we are moving to Arisaig! That is the plan but the accommodation arrangements are not finalised. In fact they are in a holding pattern. We have lost contact with the lady who was renting us a chalet.

On a phone call I learn that the manager of Arisaig House, upon hearing about our situation said: ‘What a shame, they could have stayed at the holiday cottage here!’ Pardon me, did you say Arisaig House?

My ears prick up immediately. A few phone calls later and we had arranged to stay at Achnahanat (which means ‘the field of the mother church’).

more to follow…

TEN - Sixty 

Sixty
Age is a thing that sneaks up on you while your feeling vibrant and robust. It jumps out of the shadows like a scary monster in a film – ‘Aaaaargh!’ it says, and you jump back in shock. 
One day you discover that something you took for granted is not available in such voluminous quantity any more, or worse maybe, it is not available at all - and never will be again! It is that shock of grabbing a door handle to have it come off in your hand, it is hearing the news that your bank has just gone out of business. It is bereavement, a terminal illness. In practical terms it is finding yourself relating every small detail of an incident from twenty years ago but not being able to remember the point you began making by recounting it. 

Age! What a strange thing. It draws you up to a lofty perspective, an altogether superior view, while at the same time it is sucking you down toward the inevitable conclusion of the matter. 

Woody Allen said: ‘I don’t want to achieve immortality through my work, I want to achieve it by not dying!’ 
Well who doesn’t? It is peculiar thing grafted into the spirit of man that he should live forever. An absurd thought. Yet there it is, standing like a ridiculous folly. Universal and bizarre. 

Dostoevsky once wrote about a mock execution he endured while a political prisoner: He heard the death sentence passed in the public square. 'We shall all be with Christ' he whispered instinctively to a friend beside him. 'A bit of dust' his atheist friend laconically replied. 

When it comes to living forever, you either believe you will or you don’t. Or to put it another way, you either have faith or you don’t. Dostoevsky and his companion both extrapolated their future beyond the firing squad with a lashing integrity, speaking as they believed, and believing as life had proved to them. For it is a fact that you can find as ample proof for faith, as you can for faithlessness. 

Which only goes to say that nobody has ‘faith’ unless something from outside has moved upon the deep of the soul to set fire to the dust he is surely composed of. For nothing from inside has the power to truly save. If you reach inside you will only find a black lifeless dust, a craving to exist without the wherewithal. It has to be something outside of you that imparts faith. Faith is a supernatural belief and it does not arrive by conjuring it up in imagination. It arrives with power, and that is its own proof.

Faith is an abiding hope in a light that is not yours. That light might at times seem no more than a small glimmer, but it becomes all the easier to see as the darkness grows darker. 

Its obverse, a lack of faith, in all its many expressions, has become the illumination of our modern times: A proposition that if we can all get together, we can collectively out-shine, out-flank and eclipse any other light by the sheer combined intensity of our own. Which of course, we can do for a while. But each individual light must eventually go out and leave its owner in darkness. No matter how bright it burns, how well it has illuminated a way for others. 

Dostoevsky had put his faith squarely in that one light. The one that keeps on shining after the others have gone out. 

But I started talking about age. And that is because I was sixty recently. 
SIXTY! - That’s three score without the ten. 
People start to mention the possibility of a bus pass, of getting two hundred quid from the government for a ‘winter heating’ allowance, all manner of new portends become the fodder of hilarity and scoffing. I don’t mind, it is funny. 
Funny to think I made it this far.


Originally intrended for Patterns

29 NOV 17 
Hi Miti

It’s been a long time. Apologies. Life has been hectic. Well would you believe we are now living in the western highlands of Scotland, near a place called Arisaig. 

How we got to be here is a long story, beginning with a bible prophecy based on Genesis 12 – ‘When Abram was 75 he left his home etc…‘  I was 75 in August and here we are! 

We moved up here in October but then had to go back for 10 days (Mandy had some work in Manchester, plus we picked up the dog!). It’s a 9 hour drive up here so it’s just possible to do it in the short winter daylight provided you start early. We have begun ministering to folk from the huge house that we live in (4 bedrooms, 3 toilets!!) Poppy loves it up here by the way. I wasn’t sure if she would. It’s so different. 


The truth is I came here in spirit long before ever coming here in person. I got involved with its history before I had any idea it existed even. A year ago I was led to write a song (called ‘Gibraltar Farm’) about a resistance heroine, a girl named Volette Szabo. In it I used some lyrical imagery from the ‘code’ poem, written for her to communicate back to Britain. 
The poem is called ‘The Life that I have’ and the amazing thing is that this year I found myself looking at her poem, hanging in pride of place in the foyer of Arisaig House. Until that time, I never knew about the amazing history of this place and this house – the wartime headquarters of SOE (Special Operations Executive). Over 3000 agents, men and women, were trained in this very area, including Violette Szabo. 
Back in 2016, when I had just written ‘Gibraltar Farm’ I played it to a friend who used to be in the SAS: (You might know him – Ian Macfarlane). He immediately quoted me the entire poem - He knew it off by heart - During training, they had been taught about Violette Szabo as an example of survival under extreme circumstances.  

You can read some more of this story at:- 
http://www.davescottmorgan.com/2017/11/27/the-eyes-of-lochaber/

Anyway, up here it’s dark and cold and often very wet! First thing in the morning it’s stag patrol. On Monday morning there were two outside the gate. One was pulling on an over hanging branch with his one antler. For a while it looked like he was stuck on it, but then we see he was deliberately hooking up to it, maybe cleaning his antler. Meanwhile Two-Ant was close by munching away. 

Sunday night, Julie Walters upstaged my Arisaig House story on her coastal railways programme on Channel 4. She did it real good too. 


More Links

Arisaig House=https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=no2Fj7VEPRw

Gibraltar Farm2= https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=iABRSeFqBfM
Well Miti, I am wondering how you are doing on that lovely island of yours. And Paula and Luxy? Drop me a line and fill me in. 


Hi Miti

Many thanks for your email.

I’m glad you plucked up courage to tell me that. I did know some of it already because I translated some of your Facebook comments. 

So where to begin? Why not in the middle and work outwards: (!!)
Churchill was British through and through, like I am. Yes he approved of a united Europe. He also approved of the Anglo-Soviet pact of 1941 - as a necessary evil. He saw that an alliance of democratic Europeans speaking in one voice was at the time, a necessary device to deal with the aggressive monolithic communist block next door. 
Yes Churchill was British. He didn’t put it this way, but he believed Britain to be an exceptional nation. And I do too. It is an exceptional in its rich democratic history, in the fact that so often it has found itself at the right time and place to move forward in the development of ideas and institutions, and lastly, and most important, because people from these islands evangelised the world beginning with taking the newly published English language Bible to America in 1619. 

Moreover, God saw fit that this nation should be the one to stand alone through the darkest of times, and thereafter become a beacon and springboard to bring liberty to the enslaved peoples of Europe. God saw fit to honour Britain in that time of great evil.

Yes this nations exceptionalism has a firm historical base greatly helped by the hand of God and recent events has caused me to understand this in a deeper way than I did before. 

I can also see that all the predictions of economic downturn have amazingly, been hollow. Churchill remarked that far from being cowed, the realisation that they are alone, brings out the best of this island peoples ingenuity. It is the God given wit and ingenuity of Britain that causes it to be Great Britain and that was long being swamped, diluted and overwhelmed by the secular appetite of the European machine. 

So I recounted in my letter how I went into a polling booth and an unseen hand caused me to vote differently to what my logic said. (An ‘unseen hand’ is a phrase coined by someone I know who walked around Bucharest trying to get a visa for England??) In my article I posed the question I wonder how many more were similarly moved. It’s just a question. 

Yes, up until then I believed in the vision for Europe, until God showed me I was wrong. (Not wrong in an ethical sense, just not plugged in to what he is doing!) Then he showed me that again about America. I got hold of the Republican ‘platform’ (the manifesto) – and the Democratic one too – and I was absolutely amazed by the difference. One put humanism at its helm and paid lip service to God. The other put Godliness at the helm and paid lip service to human logic. (Those are of course my observations)

I leave you to figure which, but after reading these, and then seeing the outcome, I know that God moved in America like he did in Britain. But why? - that is another question and I have no answer. 
But as I look around I see how very crucial things are in this year of 2017, One century since Allenby stood on the plinth at Jaffa Gate and announced the end of the Ottoman Empire (11 Dec 1917), and 50 years since Israel recaptured Jerusalem (6 Jun 1967, took East Jerusalem from Jordan). A Jubilee Year indeed! And now a new axis is rising in the Middle East - As Saudi, Hamas and the Gulf States moderate their stance toward Israel, - Iran, helped militarily by North Korea, and economically by the removal of sanctions, is more belligerent and more pro-active. Meanwhile Russia is in bed with Syria, in an unholy alliance that surely must heap judgements upon them for the crimes they commit against their own people. In short, new realities are emerging. The forces of evil have re-aligned. 

Somebody once said ‘From unknown things will tomorrow be built’ and that is so true. I don’t know how this is going to play out but I do believe that God is preparing his people, separating nations for reasons I do not know of. Only history will tell. 
I only know of his goodness to me. 

























2017.doc

16-Jan-18

