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Part 1

Book 1
The Ballad of Agnes Bean

23rd March 1603

Narrator-
‘Twas not just the gale that chilled his skin
As he mulled on the cannibal captured within.
In trembling state he clenched his cane
To rap tap the gate of the jail in the rain. 

Dour jailer bade enter, unbolted the door
Jabbed, jolted the ragged convict on the floor.
He shook himself down to render some warm
Then span in alarm as she seized his arm.

Agnes-
“Close to me, notary!
Sit near if you dare.
Sunrise I'll swing from my tree of the hair.
Wring your wet cloak and I'll narrate
The tale of the thousand folks that was ate.”

“Put quill to ink and I will tell
Of those that now burn in hell.
I'll tell of my past, that place I abhor
And them that scared Scotland
For years five and score.”

“They say I'm a witch
Which I say to them nay!
I'm a Christian now,
I know how to pray.
I'm repented of sin, lamented the crime.
A new son’s arrived. A husband who's kind.
And my slate to lave this last night I'm confined.
But your words just might leave my men unmolested
For I am the last of the Beans arrested…”

“He's your boy!”
“It's a brute”
“He's a Bean!”
“It's a mute”
“Och hold your son, Father, for he is no freak”
“That it is blinkered wife,
 It's got whiskers and teeth!”
“He's smiling!”
“That's scowling. And why’s it not howling?
I swear it by god it's laying there growling!
And hold it I'll not. In its pit eyes I've seen
That predators stare. I swear it's no Bean.
But a wolf clothed in a babes pink skin.
Imps have taken my innocent kin!
And swapped it with this…
A goblin twin!”

“He tore at the breast, saw jest in the wail
And so was suckled straight from a pail.
He came into the world callous and brawny
Alexander she named him.
They nicknamed him Sawney.”

“He was kept in a pen most day and all night
‘Cause for he could walk he would crawl for a fight.
He bit all his brothers and strangled his pets
And snarled at his parents
And dismissed their threats.”

“At night with the family fearful in bed
The yearling would laugh as he filled them with dread.
He'd bark and howl as he smashed up his room
And chillingly bout with himself in the gloom.”

"His Pa was crofting away in Killwinning
When Sawney, aged 7, wet his taste with a killing.
He was grabbed in the fields by the twins McTavish
Who trussed him in twin to beat him savage.
‘You ugly Ned. Trespass you dare!
We’ll bat your head and burn your hair
We’ll break your arms, ten fingers and then
We’ll beat you up for burning our den.”

"The teens took turns to sear him with brands
From the fire he'd lit in McTavish’s lands.
He roared through the pain, the smell and the smoke
Then tolled their knell when he gnawed the rope.”

“His Pa tried hard to teach him his trade
But Sawney the youth had only displayed
An utter contempt for manual work
And daily slunk off to rob from the kirk.”

"An encounter at twelve whilst digging a ditch
Was a vicious tryst with a fiery bitch
Who smashed her fists into Sawney Bean
When taunted with smut
She deemed obscene”

‘Fight like a man! You bit me! You swine!’

'Off me big wench. I'll snapeth your spine!’

“He tore at her clothes
She flattened his nose.
And gouged his eyes
And yanked his hair.
A counter attack laid bosoms bare.
Then bloodied and ripped he mounted the mare.
And then they were hitched.
Pa and the bitch.
She showed him tricks to make them rich.
She was his match in harsh and vice
And the pair of them both were the flip side of nice.”

“Before he had anger. With her came rage.
They planned to fly, escape the cage
Of laboring life in his ancestral home.
Fools had gold they'd claim their own.”

“Flew the nest in early teens.
Trade was made by menacing means.
They found their way through the threat of a flay.
Folks in fear for their lives would pay.”

“Gert would flirt with drunks in the Inn.
Her trunked thighs seemed slim with gin.
She'd flounce them out with a kiss and a grope.
Pa would pounce, his dirk to their throat.”

'Now it's awakened! No. You'll not runaway.
Come to me lass. For a roll in the hay.’

“By her hair he hauled her, this horny goat herder
Sawney in wait saw his third gory murder.
Now wanted for trial the pair of them fled.
Night times through towns hunting for bread
To the forest of Galloway, there to make camp
To give birth to the first in then cold and the damp.”

“Address you your notes,
Nervous young clerk!
I was pressed out to the dark!
Five years in a pit with a fern for a door
A toil for food in the soil on the floor.
Rat and root and dreams of boar.”

"Winter and wolves and snow on the ground
Saw sisters of mine buried under a mound.
Hunger pangs stabbed all us three.
Worse was the wail of the spirit banshee.”

“Mother – curse her! Felt ‘em inside her
When Pa, in the den, heard the sound of a rider.
Sprang out he with stealth and bought down to the floor
A pitiful father of a family of four.

Not even a coin had the man when he died
By his groin dragged into our hide.
With famines thin fingers clawing within
He made us a meal from his first severed limb.”

“I sat and I watched and I ate and I learned.
By the glint in their eyes I saw that they'd turned.
With blood spattered chins I saw it first then.
Addicts! That thirst for flesh of men !”

“The meat made Ma strong and after she bore
A triplet of boys. Then there came more.
Scores of poor riders died every year
‘Till none ventured in to the forest of fear.”

“Our home was a hall from the bones of the mauled
With us now numbering ten.
Logan's laird for Reevers came
Through the woodland with all of his men.”

“We scattered before the hand of the law
Rumbled our slaughter house midden.
Sawney I saw by Satan was driven
To the coast and a cavern near to Girvan.”

"A serpentine tunnel, fathoms deep
Became his castle and our keep.
Out from this fume filled torchlit lair
He'd venture forth to plundered snare.
Those alone and sometimes pairs.”

“From a child I grew and I witnessed lots
My toys were robbed off of eaten Scots.
My clothes the finest clothing stolen.
From wretched souls our bellies swollen.”

"I alone he'd take to fairs
Our pockets wide with others wares.
There we'd stock with things we need.
He'd get blind drunk on honey mead,
Tell of his past and twisted creed.”

“A starving start saw me late to bloom.
Fresh man flesh flowered five to groom.
He most needed mead supplies
And I could calm suspicious eyes.”

"So I was special just to him
A small respite for it was grim.
An appetite unsatiated, eased a bit inebriated
Elspeth was the first pregnated.
Megan next then vexed Fannie
Dwarfish Elsie, cyclops Annie…”

“Half his army was his harem.
Hefty as the males and wild.
Bullied me to urchin minding,
I, the eldest, looked a child”

“Mother said-
‘You'll ne’r produce!’
And started a chronic abuse.”

"The Bean boys voices all got deep,
Bullocks bodies, minds of sheep.
With a band of bambinos to keep
Larger groups attacked and taken.
His cravings never seemed to slacken.”

"In the cave I stayed! Kept far from danger.
I never went. Never killed a stranger!
Never allowed out on a raid
But stayed and worked a nursery maid.
Ma stayed too, a wet nursed turned
And I was beat and I was burned.”

“But once a month and sometimes more
I'd leave the lair and there I saw
In Girvan town where folk where trading
Livings earned not got through raiding.
Good men, children, none deformed!
In secret thought ‘I'll be reformed!
And do what's right and not grow old
A troglodyte! Doing what she's told.”

“When the one eyed one birthed twenty two
Mother sat and refused to move.
Motionless in morbid rest,
Queues of bairns clamped her baggy breast.
For me she'd only rise, to batter.
The milkmaid sat and just got fatter.”

“So many moons I tended brats and mended wounds.
I skinned and dried the lifeless hides
And racked them in our store.
Mother did no chore because
She weighed the same as four.”

“Able cadavers I would salt,
Boiling all those scrawny.
Stewed the parts to feed the clan
The heart was kept for Sawney.”

“His idle state would slump away
When he ate that pump then he would bay
‘I'll fight all eight!’
And then he'd wrestle
Massive sons gorged on gristle
And always win for Sawney Bean
Full of heart was thrice as mean!”

“Twas all the worse when the tide was high
Buried under ground. Away from the sky
Black and dank, with the mead drank dry.
Hiding blind amongst bairns for I had no bust
But I sensed his rage and I smelt his lust.”

“We'd an unseen hole where the sea came to swirl
Where none could fit but a waif.
In the dark echoed groans, screams and moans
We shivered there wet but safe.”

“When my chest at last did grow
I was whipped as father’s beau.
The suckling sow sliced into me!
Cruel with insane jealousy!”

“You!
 With that nauseous look upon your face
For the things I tell of my disgrace!
I was raised a slave in a vampire’s cave!
But I swear my souls been saved!
And I was but coal till he made me whole
So pen your scroll and don't shake with fright
For the things I tell on this stormy night
‘Twas all before I saw Gods shining light.”

“I'd never a friend save one carrion crow
Who came every day to be fed
Eye to eye it seemed to know
My depths of despair and dread.”

“My abhorrent parent bent my mind!
I sought suicide and almost died.
I swam to the crag and nearly drowned,
Ran to the moor. I was always found
And then I was enraptured.”

“In my dark despair shone a shaft of light
One autumn night, I was struck first sight
Then I cherished life when live Englishmen were captured.”

“Blue bloods, five, only half alive
And sixteen year old Timothy Demure.
Linked by chain and a world of pain
I cried in shame to think what he'd endure.”

“They shuffled in, beaten men
And all had a dreadful pallor.
But by the wounds of the tribe
And Sawney’s vibe
They must have fought with valour.”

“His wrath was high for he'd lost an eye
And he grabbed me by my mane
‘My tone is low so you will go
And bring me the heart of the Thane!”

“But the Thane he fought
When I sought his heart
For never a live one did.
And the triplets came to butcher the Thane
And Timothy I hid.”

"Another night ambush he had planned
For in winter time was harder.
Ordered out his band under strict command
To stock high our sordid larder.”

“Thus hid from the horde he spoke as a Lord
An accent I'd trouble translating.
But he made it clear, he was such a dear.
My fore fear was she who sat lactating.”

“If father was a riot on his organ diet
Then brains as a mains the reverse.
None the sharpest flint.
Not one had a hint.
As food for thought they were worse.”

“So he lay undiscovered
In the nest of the buzzard
My crush completely sealed.
And I tried not to show my innermost glow
Or reveal my angel concealed.”

“The aristocrat hicks got eat in weeks.
When I felt his horror surge
I'd urge him peak by my nimble cheeks
Then I'd serenade him with a dirge.”

“Neath a curtain of arms I ground my charms
Covert behind a wall of skulls.
When he would pall for an anguished bawl
I'd tell him the sounds were gulls.”

“Till the shortest day I'd force a lay,
Pinned with a shackled leather tether.
Till the longest night and a promise of flight
When we'd both elope together.”

“On the equinox morning I awoke with a warning
That something was amiss.
Up slithered mother with a breakfast undercover
And shattered my happiness bliss.”

"Oh Agnes I've been wrong!
Eat this. Go on!
Better as a Mother I'll get!”

“A crocodile hug, offed the quadruped slug.
I broke the fast and then a sweat.”

“With deep suspicion for her kindly mission,
A distrust of her most changed ilk.
I followed a smear as I'd lost my fear
Of a spiral of blood and milk.”

"It bled to the head made fence.
I spied the open shackle, heard her broken cackle
My dire came back intense.
The hideous trail of the vast female
Thence went to her snug.
And smothered in a rug with her round face smug
Sat the leathered mound of she.
I uncovered the sheet.
There clamped to her teet
Was the head of Timothy.”

"My grief was stunning. Tears were running
I snatched six foot of yew.
Dazed I raised the wood with which
I'd smash the fat bitch in two.”

“Fazed for a second then Mother beckoned
With a laugh to lower the staff.
With my yearning burned
I froze when I turned…
For Sawney Bean had returned.”

“The heart! His heart! She's ate your part!
She's drained your casks!
She claims divinity!
She's hid a lover undercover
And she's made her Mother suffer
The brunt so viscously!”

“For my life I did grovel
In the crab covered offal.
Crouched in painful cringe.
He raised his cane then thought again
For he'd got no Hogmanay binge.”

"Heretic!
The clan were fuming. Throwing stones
And then exhuming Timmy’s limbs
And throwing them. My face a bruise
And full of phlegm.
Death was looming, Sawney then
Bade them stop and hailed for silence
Stopped the stoning and the violence.”

“Be still my flock! I've one last mission!
Before you rock it to perdition.
I'll make you come, blasphemous runt
To booze to buy and be my front!”

“Riding beside him, my neck in his claw
Sheer terror was striking but all the folk saw.
Was a Dad loading festive fare for a caper.
My mouth said nought but my eyes cried -
‘Murder!!”

“Cuffed to the cart from Girvan town
A dagger wrapped inside my gown
While Sawney whistled tunes at leisure
Contented with fermented pleasure.
For he had siphoned off a barrel.
My whole rang with predicted peril.”

“With glassy eye the nasty lech
Eased his paw from off my neck.”

“A favour! Then I'll set you free.
Sit! Teasing whore, upon my knee.”

“By the fire in his eye
And his quick rank breath
I saw the lie. Saw rape saw death.
Sawney saw his double vim.
My heart and the heart of Tim.”

"He plied himself, decanting liquor
Untied my bond, his panting quicker.
He reached out for my hair to stroke
I skewered his hand into the oak!
And jumped and ran the speed of wind
And yet he pumped, to drink was pinned.”

“Camouflaged in a meadow
I heard him bellow, till the morrow
Then spur his ass.
But on I lay through night and day
Till my bones were froze in the grass.”

“In the field I was found
By ploughman Brown
And the simpleton I've since wed.
I've been a good wife.
This sons my life!
But a tear for Tim is still shed!
Ten years past my past hit hard
So I went and found a savior.
I sought retribution and was given absolution
By a priest, for a sexual favour.”
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