THE LAST OF THE BONNETMAKERS

by Ron Hutcheson Deacon at Supper 2nd September 2009
Bonnets were made on the banks of the Tay 
when Dundee was just a small place; Some were superb; 
some were not bad; but others were just a disgrace. 
The makers of quality met in the Howff 
to declare that they weren't all crooks 
"We'll form a Craft with the names of our members 
appended in big lockit books." 
They went to the king who sat on the throne 
and said his consent they were seeking. 
"Your plan is approved," His Majesty said, 
"choose a Clerk, a Boxmaster and Deacon." 
Each Craftsman would have to agree 
that his year had dates which could not be omitted 
Two suppers, one dinner and a trip to the kirk 
to forgive all the sins he'd committed. 
He'd also to promise his standards 
would be an example to the nation 
Top work with good quality 
and definitely no illicit fornication.

A wise man called Duffus was appointed as scribe 
to record all their deeds for posterity; 
He set down their stories in careful detail 
and here's one from a time of austerity: 
Wee Bobby Bell came home from the school 
with the tracks of big tears from his eyes, 
"They cry me big heid," he said with a sob. 
"and say that my cap's a huge size." 
"You've no'got a big heid," said his Mum with a smile, 
"now come here and listen to me 
"Pop down to the shops and get seven pounds of spuds 
an' I'll make ye chips for yer tea." "Chips for ma tea! 
Oh, that'll be great. But I'll need a big bag," said the chap. 
"Ye'll no' need a bag," said his Mum with a laugh. "Just carry them up in yer cap!"
The fame of the bonnets made in Dundee 
helped the city grow larger and wealthy 
And medical men nodded wisely and said 
a good bonnet would help you stay healthy. 
In no encyclopedia does the bonnet rate a mention 
Yet any wearer will declare it was a marvellous invention; 
It keeps the sun out of your eyes, helping you to see 
And if you waft it back and forth it'll even cool your tea. 
Each working man from North to South 
in three bonnets would invest, 
One for his work, one for the match, and one for his Sunday best.

But the days of the wearing of bonnets slowly came to an end 
As the fashion for what men put on their heads followed a different trend. 
Slowly but surely each Craftsman saw his business bereft 
One after another they called it a day until there was only one left. 
With his sales almost zero and his workers depressed 
he came close to being defeated 
But he hung on quite grimly and bided his time 
though his savings were sorely depleted. 
So he asked Fred the Shred and the boss of HBOS 
but the answer was always "Oh, no! "We can't lend you money 
to stave off defeat ... we've our pensions to think of, you know!"

As he knelt on his knees in prayer one night 
he fingered his Bonneties' tie

And a figure appeared in a dazzling light 
and said: "I'm your genie, Och Aye.

"You haven't considered the plight of the man 
whose hair has completely receded;

"Put a wig and a bonnet together as one 
and they'll say: 'That's just what I needed!'

"Make the bonnet of tartan and the wig a bright hue 
something bold in the world of fashion

In fact, make the hairy part ginger and long 
to show that the wearer has passion.

"When the wind blows, the ginger wig will swirl and dance and shimmy.

"We'll give it a truly Scottish name ... we'll call it 'See You Jimmy!’
The bold tartan bonnet took the world by storm as customers clamoured to pay 
For their "See Jimmy" hats that sprang into life in the city that sits on the Tay. 
A genius is rarely applauded at home 
because that's where he has his detractors 
Too often his critics will show their disdain 
without weighing up relevant factors. 
They laughed when they first saw the tartan hat with the straggly ginger hair 
But the last Bonnetmaker is laughing fast...'cos now he's a millionaire!
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