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THE COLLEGE
Edinburgh’s Telford College aims to meet the education and training needs of
individuals, industry and the wider community. We work in partnership with a
wide range of local, national and international organisations to ensure we offer
students an enhanced learning experience.
With over 600 staff the College brings a wealth of expertise, knowledge and
skills to ensure that students have the support and encouragement they need to
succeed. This is reflected in our College Mission Statement:
‘Our staff help people change lives through learning’

This collection of artwork is the result of a project delivered to a group of
Graphic Design students at Edinburgh’s Telford College.
The brief
This year is the 250th anniversary of the birth of Robert Burns, Scotland’s
greatest poet and an iconic figure from the country’s history. In support of
the Scottish Government’s ‘Homecoming Scotland’ celebrations, the event
has been celebrated in many ways across the world, and will continue to be
celebrated throughout 2009.
However, in his own country Burns is often seen as dated, clichéd and not
relevant to young Scots. Your task is to create artwork that brings Burns’ work
to a younger audience in this anniversary year.
Create a double-page spread of typography and imagery, which interprets
one of Burns’ poems or songs. The imagery can be photographic or
illustrative, but should avoid clichéd Scottish images such as thistles, tartan and
the traditional portrait of Burns.
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THE COURSE
The National Certificate Introduction to Graphic Design at Edinburgh’s Telford
College is a practical, project-led course giving the learners a good start on the
road to a career in Graphic Design.

On completion of the course the learners will have a comprehensive portfolio
of work which will allow them progression to our two-year HND Visual
Communication Graphics specialism, or to apply for entry to Art College.
The course has given many of our students the ideal start to their design career,
and many of our HND graduates are employed in the industry throughout central
Scotland.

Some personal reflections on the work are included at the end of this book

A Vision 1794
As i stood by yon roofless tower,
Where the wa’lflower scents the dewy air,
Where the howlet mourns in her ivy bower,
And tells the midnight moon her care.
The winds were laid, the air was still,
The stars they shot alang the sky:
The fox was howling on the hill,
And the distant echoing glens reply.
The stream, adown its hazelly path,
Was rushing by the ruin’d wa’s,
Hasting to join the sweeping Nith,
Whase distant roaring swells and fa’s.
The cauld blae North was streaming forth
Her lights, wi’ hissing, eerie din:
Athwart the lift they start and shift,
Like Fortune’s favors, tint as win.
By heedless chance I turn’d mine eyes,
And, by the moonbeam, shook to see
A stern an stalwart ghaist arise,
Attir’d as minstrels wont to be.
Had I a statue been o’ stane,
His daring look had daunted me;
And on his bonnet grav’d was plain
The sacred posy-“Libertie!”
And frae his harp sic strains did flow,
Might rous’d the slumb’ring Dead to hear;
But oh, it was a tale of woe,
As ever met a Briton’s ear!

I winna venture’t in my rhymes
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He sang wi’ joy his former day,
He, weeping, wailed his latter times;
But what he said-it was nae play,
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Out over the Forth
Out over the Forth, I look to the North;
But what is the North and its Highlands to me?
The South nor the East gie ease to my breast,
The far foreign land, or the wide rolling sea.
But I look to the West when I gae to rest,
That happy my dreams and my slumbers may be;
For far in the West lives he I loe best,
The man that is dear to my babie and me.
Robert Burns
1791
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The Parting Kiss
Humid seal of soft affections,
Tenderest pledge of future bliss,
Dearest tie of young connections,
Love's first snowdrop, virgin kiss!

Speaking silence, dumb confession,
Passion's birth, and infant's play,
Dove-like fondness, chaste concession,
Glowing dawn of future day!

Sorrowing joy, Adieu's last action,
(Lingering lips must now disjoin),
What words can ever speak affection
So thrilling and sincere as thine!

Robert Burns - The Parting Kiss (1788)
Adrian Miler
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The Deil’s Awa Wi’ Th’ Exciseman
Robert Burns - 1792
Barry Davie
NC Intro to Graphic Design - Group B

Let Loove
Sparkle
Let Loove Sparkle
Ithers seek they kenna not what,
Features, carriage and a’ that;
Gie me loove in her I court Loove to

loove maks a’ the sport.

Let loove Sparkle in he e’e
Let her

loove nae man but me:

That is the tocher guid I prize,
There the luver’s
treasure lies.

Robert Bruce’s M
arch To Bannockburn

1793

‘Scots, wha hae wi’ Wallace bled,
Scots, wham Bruce has aften led,
Welcome tae your gory bed,
Or tae Victorie!
‘Now’s the day, and now’s the hour:
See the front o’ battle lour,
See approach proud Edwards power Chains and Slaverie!
‘Wha will be a traitor knave?
Wha will fill a coward’s grave?
Wha sae base as be a slave?
Let him turn and flee!
‘Wha, for Scotland’s king and law,
Freedom’s sword will strongly draw,
Freeman stand, or Freeman fa’,
Let him on wi’ me!
‘By Oppression’s woes and pains!
By your sons in servile chains!
We will drain our dearest veins,
But they shall be free!
‘Lay the proud usurpers low!
Tyrants fall in every foe!
Liberty’s in every blow! Let us do or dee!’

Ryan Park
NC Intro to Graphic Design - Group A
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To A Mouse
On turning her up in her nest with the plough, November 1785.

Thou need na start awa sae hasty
Wi bickering brattle!
I wad be laith to rin an, chase thee,
Wi’ murdering pattle.

Thou saw the fields laid bare an' waste,
An' weary winter comin fast,
An' cozie here, beneath the blast,
Thou thought to dwell,
Till crash! the cruel coulter past
Out thro' thy cell.

I’m truly sorry man’s dominion
Has broken Nature’s social union,
An’ justifies that ill opinion
Which makes thee startle
At me, they poor, earth born companion
An’ fellow mortal!

That wee bit heap o' leaves an' stibble,
Has cost thee monie a weary nibble!
Now thou's turned out, for a' thy trouble,
But house or hald,
To thole the winter's sleety dribble,
An' cranreuch cauld.

I doubt na, whyles, but thou may thieve;
What then? Poor beastie, thou maun live!
A daimen icker in a thrave
‘S a sma’ request;
I’ll get a blessin wi’ the lave,
An’ never miss’t.

But Mousie, thou art no thy lane,
In proving foresight may be vain:

The best laid schemes o' mice an' men
Gang aft agley,

They wee-bit housie, too, in ruin!
It’s silly wa’s the win’s are strewin!
An' naething, now, to big a new ane,
O’ foggage green!
An, bleak December’s win’s ensuing
Baith snell an’ keen!

Still thou are blest, compared wi' me!
The present only toucheth thee:
But och! I backward cast my e'e,
On prospects drear!
An' forward, tho' I canna see,
I guess an' fear!

Wee, sleekit, cowrin, tim’rous beastie,
O, what a panic’s in they breastie!

Alice Shaw
Introduction To Graphic Design Group B 2009

An' lea'e us nought but grief an' pain,
For promis'd joy!

Robert Burns

By yon Castle wa’, at the close of the day,
I heard a man sing, tho’ his head it was grey:
And as he was singing, the tears doon came, There’ll never be peace till Jamie comes hame.
The Church is in ruins, the State is in jars,
Delusions, oppressions, and murderous wars,
We dare na weel say’t, but we ken wha’s to blame, There’ll never be peace till Jamie comes hame.
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My seven braw sons for Jamie drew sword,
But now I greet round their green beds in the yerd;
It brak the sweet heart o’ my faithful and dame, There’ll never be peace till Jamie comes hame.
Now life is a burden that bows me down,
Sin’ I tint my bairns, and he tint his crown;
But till my last moments my words are the same, There’ll never be peace till Jamie comes hame.
Robert Burns 1791

Ross Duncan
Intro to Graphic Design B

My heart’s in the Highlands, my heart is not here,
My heart’s in the Highlands a-chasing the deer,
A-chasing the wild deer and following the roe -

My Heart’s
in the Highlands

by Robert Burns

My heart’s in the Highlands, wherever I go!
Farewell to the Highlands, farewell to the North,
The birthplace of valour, the country of worth!
Wherever I wander, wherever I rove,
The hills of the Highlands for ever I love.
Farewell to the mountains high cover’d with snow,
Farewell to the straths and green valleys below,
Farewell to the forests and wild-hanging woods,
Farewell to the torrents and loud-pouring floods!

‘Wi’ mony a sweet
babe fatherless,
And mony a widow
mourning’

The Soldier’s Return

1793

When wild war’s deadly blast was blawn,
And gentle peace returning,
Wi’ mony a sweet babe fatherless,
And mony a widow mourning;
I left the lines and tented field,
Where lang I’d been a lodger,
My humble knapsack a’ my wealth,
A poor and honest sodger.

At length I reach’d the bonie glen,
Where early life I sported;
I pass’d the mill and trysting thorn,
Where Nancy aft I courted:
Wha spied I but my ain dear maid,
Down by her mother’s dwelling!
And turn’d me round to hide the flood
That in my een was swelling.

Sae wistfully she gaz’d on me,
And lovelier was than ever;
Quo’ she,“A sodger ance I lo’ed,
Forget him shall I never:
Our humble cot, and hamely fare,
Ye freely shall partake it;
That gallant badge-the dear cockade,
Ye’re welcome for the sake o’t.”

“The wars are o’er, and I’m come hame,
And find thee still true-hearted;
Tho’ poor in gear, we’re rich in love,
And mair we’se ne’er be parted.”
Quo’ she,“My grandsire left me gowd,
A mailen plenish’d fairly;
And come, my faithfu’ sodger lad,
Thou’rt welcome to it dearly!”

A leal, light heart was in my breast,
My hand unstain’d wi’ plunder;
And for fair Scotia hame again,
I cheery on did wander:
I thought upon the banks o’ Coil,
I thought upon my Nancy,
I thought upon the witching smile
That caught my youthful fancy.

Wi’ alter’d voice, quoth I,“Sweet lass,
Sweet as yon hawthorn’s blossom,
O! happy, happy may he be,
That’s dearest to thy bosom:
My purse is light, I’ve far to gang,
And fain would be thy lodger;
I’ve serv’d my king and country lang
Take pity on a sodger.”

She gaz’d-she redden’d like a rose Syne pale like only lily;
She sank within my arms, and cried,
“Art thou my ain dear Willie?”
By him who made yon sun and sky!
By whom true love’s regarded,
I am the man; and thus may still
True lovers be rewarded.

For gold the merchant ploughs the main,
The farmer ploughs the manor;
But glory is the sodger’s prize,
The sodger’s wealth is honor:
The brave poor sodger ne’er despise,
Nor count him as a stranger;
Remember he’s his country’s stay,
In day and hour of danger.
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Auld Lang Syne

Old Long Past

Should auld acquaintance be forgot,
And never brought to mind?
Should auld acquaintance be forgot,
And auld lang syne!

Should old acquaintance be forgot,
And never brought to mind?
Should old acquaintance be forgot,
And days of old long past.

Chorus.-For auld lang syne, my dear,
For auld lang syne.
We'll tak a cup o' kindness yet,
For auld lang syne.

Chorus.-And for old long past, my joy,
For old long past,
We will take a cup of kindness yet,
For old long past,

And surely ye'll be your pint stowp!
And surely I'll be mine!
And we'll tak a cup o'kindness yet,
For auld lang syne.

And surely you will pay for your pint-vessel!
And surely I will pay for mine!
And we will take a cup of kindness yet,
For old long past.

We twa hae run about the braes,
And pou'd the gowans fine;
But we've wander'd mony a weary fit,
Sin' auld lang syne.

We two have run about the hillsides
And pulled the wild daisies fine;
But we have wandered many a weary foot
Since old long past.

We twa hae paidl'd in the burn,
Frae morning sun till dine;
But seas between us braid hae roar'd
Sin' auld lang syne.

We two have paddled in the stream,
From morning sun till noon;
But seas between us broad have roared
Since old long past.

And there's a hand, my trusty fere!
And gie's a hand o' thine!
And we'll tak a right gude-willie waught,
For auld lang syne.

And there is a hand, my trusty friend!
And give me a hand of yours!
And we will take a right good-will drink,
For old long past.

Artur Loboda NC Intro to Graphic Design Group A
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Address To Edinburgh
1786

poem rabbie burns
photo dave henniker

Edina! Scotia's darling seat!

There, watching high the least alarms,

All hail thy palaces and tow'rs,

Thy rough, rude fortress gleams afar;

Where once, beneath a Monarch's feet,

Like some bold veteran, grey in arms,

Sat Legislation's sov'reign pow'rs:

And mark'd with many a seamy scar:

From marking wildly scatt'red flow'rs,

The pond'rous wall and massy bar,

As on the banks of Ayr I stray'd,

Grim-rising o'er the rugged rock,

And singing, lone, the lingering hours,

Have oft withstood assailing war,

I shelter in they honour'd shade.

And oft repell'd th' invader's shock.

Here Wealth still swells the golden tide,

With awe-struck thought, and pitying tears,

As busy Trade his labours plies;

I view that noble, stately Dome,

There Architecture's noble pride

Where Scotia's kings of other years,

Bids elegance and splendour rise:

Fam'd heroes! had their royal home:

Here Justice, from her native skies,

Alas, how chang'd the times to come!

High wields her balance and her rod;

Their royal name low in the dust!

There Learning, with his eagle eyes,

Their hapless race wild-wand'ring roam!

Seeks Science in her coy abode.

Tho' rigid Law cries out 'twas just!

Thy sons, Edina, social, kind,

Wild beats my heart to trace your steps,

With open arms the stranger hail;

Whose ancestors, in days of yore,

Their views enlarg'd, their liberal mind,

Thro' hostile ranks and ruin'd gaps

Above the narrow, rural vale:

Old Scotia's bloody lion bore:

Attentive still to Sorrow's wail,

Ev'n I who sing in rustic lore,

Or modest Merit's silent claim;

Haply my sires have left their shed,

And never may their sources fail!

And fac'd grim Danger's loudest roar,

And never Envy blot their name!

Bold-following where your fathers led!

Thy daughters bright thy walks adorn,

Edina! Scotia's darling seat!

Gay as the gilded summer sky,

All hail thy palaces and tow'rs;

Sweet as the dewy, milk-white thorn,

Where once, beneath a Monarch's feet,

Dear as the raptur'd thrill of joy!

Sat Legislation's sovereign pow'rs:

Fair Burnet strikes th' adoring eye,

From marking wildly-scatt'red flow'rs,

Heaven's beauties on my fancy shine;

As on the banks of Ayr I stray'd,

I see the Sire of Love on high,

And singing, lone, the ling'ring hours,

And own His work indeed divine!

I shelter in thy honour'd shade.

billy tabor intro graphics group b

Anita Wroblewska NC Graphic Design Group A
1791
Type: Song
Tune: Rory Dall’s Port

Ae fond kiss, and then we sever;
Ae fareweel, alas, for ever!
Deep in heart-wrung tears I’ll pledge thee,
Warring sighs and groans I’ll wage thee!
Who shall say that Fortune grieves him
While the star of hope she leaves him?
Me, nae cheerful twinkle lights me,
Dark despair around benights me.
I’ll never blame my partial fancy;
Naething could resist my Nancy;
But to see her was to love her,
Love but her, and love for ever.
Had we never loved sae kindly,
Had we never loved sae blindly,
Never met or never parted,
We had never been broken-hearted.
Fare thee weel, thou first and fairest!
Fare thee weel, thou best and dearest!
Thine be ilka joy and treasure,
Peace, enjoyment, love, and pleasure!
Ae fond kiss, and then we sever!
Ae fareweel, alas, for ever!
Deep in heart-wrung tears I’ll pledge thee,
Warring sighs and groans I’ll wage !

ae - one
nae - no
naething- nothing
fare - thee-weel- fare-you well

thee- you
sae - so
benights- overtakes
thine be ilka - yours be every

Man was Made to Mourn

1784

When chill November's surly blast
Made fields and forests bare,
One ev'ning, as I wander'd forth
Along the banks of Ayr,
I spied a man, whose aged step
Seem'd weary, worn with care;
His face furrow'd o'er with years,
And hoary was his hair.

"The sun that overhangs yon moors,
Out-spreading far and wide,
Where hundreds labour to support
A haughty lordling's pride;I've seen yon weary winter-sun
Twice forty times return;
And ev'ry time has added proofs,

"Young stranger, whither wand'rest thou?"
Began the rev'rend sage;
"Does thirst of wealth thy step constrain,
Or youthful pleasure's rage?
Or haply, prest with cares and woes,
Too soon thou hast began
To wander forth, with me to m ou rn
The miseries of m an.

"O man! while in thy early years,
How prodigal of time!
Mis-spending all thy precious hoursThy glorious, youthful prime!
Alternate follies take the sway;
Licentious passions burn;
Which tenfold force gives Nature's law.

That man was made to mourn.

That man was made to mourn.

"Look not alone on youthful prime,
Or manhood's active might;
Man then is useful to his kind,
Supported in his right:
But see him on the edge of life,
With cares and sorrows worn;
Then Age and Want-oh! ill-match'd pairShew man was made to mourn.
"A few seem favourites of fate,
In pleasure's lap carest;
Yet, think not all the rich and great
Are likewise truly blest:
But oh! what crowds in ev'ry land,
All wretched and forlorn,
Thro' weary life this lesson learn,

Natalie King NC Intro Group A

"See yonder poor, o'erlabour'd wight,
So abject, mean, and vile,
Who begs a brother of the earth
To give him leave to toil;
And see his lordly fellow-worm
The poor petition spurn,
Unmindful, tho' a weeping wife
And helpless offspring m our n.

"If I'm design'd yon lordling's slave,
By Nature's law design'd,
Why was an independent wish
E'er planted in my mind?

If not, why am I subject to
His cruelty, or scorn?
Or why has man the will and pow'r
To make his fellow mo urn?

"Yet, let not this too much, my son,
Disturb thy youthful breast:
This partial view of human-kind
Is surely not the last!
The poor, oppressed, honest man
Had never, sure, been born,
Had there not been some recompense
To comfort those that mo urn!

That man was made to mourn.

"If I'm design'd yon lordling's slave,
By Nature's law design'd,
Why was an independent wish
E'er planted in my mind?“

"Many and sharp the num'rous ills
Inwoven with our frame!
More pointed still we make ourselves,
Regret, remorse, and shame!
And man, whose heav'n-erected face
The smiles of love adorn, Man's inhumanity to m an
Makes countless thousands m our n!
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"O Death! the poor man's dearest friend,
The kindest and the best!
Welcome the hour my aged limbs
Are laid with thee at rest!

The great, the wealthy fear thy blow
From pomp and pleasure torn;

But, oh! a blest relief for those
That weary-laden m our n!"

On A Suicide
Robert Burns - 1794

Earth'd up, here lies an imp o' hell,
Planted by Satan's dibble;
Poor silly wretch, he's damned himsel',
To save the Lord the trouble.

Robert Downie - Intro to Graphic Design - Group B
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Corn Rigs Are Bonie
Corn rigs, an' barley rigs,
An' corn rigs are bonie:
I'll ne'er forget that happy night,
Amang the rigs wi' Annie.
It was upon a Lammas night,

I lock'd her in my fond embrace;

When corn rigs are bonie,

Her heart was beating rarely:

Beneath the moon's unclouded light,

My blessings on that happy place,

I held awa to Annie;

Amang the rigs o' barley.

The time flew by, wi' tentless heed;

But by the moon and stars so bright,

Till, 'tween the late and early,

That shone that hour so clearly!

Wi' sma' persuasion she agreed

She ay shall bless that happy night

To see me thro' the barley.

Amang the rigs o' barley.

The sky was blue, the wind was still,

I hae been blythe wi' comrades dear;

The moon was shining clearly;

I hae been merry drinking;

I set her down, wi' right good will

I hae been joyfu' gath'rin gear;

Amang the rigs o' barley:

I hae been happy thinking:

I ken't her heart was a' my ain;

But a' the pleasures e'er I saw,

I lov'd her most sincerely;

Tho' three times doubl'd fairly --

I kiss'd her owre and owre again,

That happy night was worth them a',

Amang the rigs o' barley

Amang the rigs o' barley.

Robert Burns 1759-1796

Tadas Guobuzas NC Introduction to Graphic Design Group A
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RObERT bURNS

AND AT NIGHT SHELL RETURN TO HER NEST BACK AGAIN.

AND WI’ THE MERRY PLOUGHMAN SHELL WHISTLE AND SING,

AND MOUNT I THE AIN WI’ THE DEW OFF HER BREAST,

THE LAV ROCK IN THE MORNING SHE’LL RISE FRAE HER NEST,

THERES NEA LIFE LIKE A PLOUGHMANS IN THE MONTH O’ SWEET MAY.

AND AS GE WAS SINGIN; THIN WORDS HE DID SAY -

I HEARD A YOUNG PLOUGHMAN SEA SWEETLY TO SING;

AS I WAS A-WAND’RING AE MORNING IN SPRING,

177 1-17 7 9

THE PLOUGHMAN’S LIFE

Green Grow The Rashes, O
1783

Green grow the rashes, o;
Green grow the rashes, o;
The sweetest hours that e’er I spend,
Are spent among the lasses, o.

But gie me a cannie hour at e’en,
My arms about my dearie, o,
An’ war’ly cares an’ war’ly men
May a’ gae tapsalteerie, o!

There’s nought but care on ev’ry han’,
In every hour that passes, o:
What signifies the life o’ man,
An’ ‘twere na for the lasses, o.

Green grow the rashes, o;
Green grow the rashes, o;
The sweetest hours that e’er I spend,
Are spent among the lasses, o.

Green grow the rashes, o;
Green grow the rashes, o;
The sweetest hours that e’er I spend,
Are spent among the lasses, o.

For you sae dour, ye sneer at this;
Ye’re nought but senseless asses, o;
The wisest man the warl’ e’er saw,
He dearly lov’d the lasses, o.

The war’ly race may riches chase,
An’ riches still may fly them, o;
An’ tho at last they catch them fast,
Their hearts can ne’er enjoy them, o.

Green grow the rashes, o;
Green grow the rashes, o;
The sweetest hours that e’er I spend,
Are spent among the lasses, o.

Green grow the rashes, o;
Green grow the rashes, o;
The sweetest hours that e’er I spend,
Are spent among the lasses, o.

Auld Nature swears, the lovely dears
Her noblest work she classes, o:
Her prentice han’ she try’d on man,
An’ then she made the lasses, o.

Photography: Blue Sky- wallpaperblogwordpress.com/category/wallpapers
Highlands-20050801- community.livejournal.com/julianmayfans
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Robert Burns - 1785
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Auld lang syne

Should auld acquaintance be forgot,
and never brought to mind?
Should auld acquaintance be forgot,
and auld lang syne?
For auld lang syne,my dear,
for auld lang syne,
we’ll tak a cup o’ kindness yet,
for auld lang syne.
And surely ye’ll be your pint-stoup!
And surely I’ll be mine!
And we’ll tak a cup o’ kindness yet,
for auld lang syne.
We twa hae run about the braes,
and pou’d the gowans fine;
But we’ve wander’d mony a weary fit,
sin’ auld lang syne.
We twahae paidl’d in the burn,
frae morning sun till dine;
But seas between us braid hae roar’d
sin’ auld lang syne.
And there’shand my trusty fiere!
And gies a hand o’ thine!
And we’ll tak a right gude-willie waught,
for auld lang syne.

1788

1881

NAOMI YOSHIDA GROUP A
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Let Not Woman
E’er Complain

L

et not Woman e'er complain
Of inconstancy in love!
Let not Woman e'er complain
Fickle Man is apt to rove!
Look abroad thro' Nature's range,
Nature's mighty Law is change:
Ladies, would it not seem strange
Man should then a monster prove?
Mark the winds, and mark the skies,
Ocean's ebb, and ocean's flow,
Sun and moon but set to rise.
Round and round the seasons go.
Why then ask of silly man
To oppose great Nature's plan?
We'll be constant while we can You can be no more, you know!

Robert Burns , 1794
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Some reflections from the students
Robert Burns wrote ‘A Vision’ in 1794. I chose this poem as I found the
setting within the poem interesting and unusual to his other work. It
describes a moonlight setting on an eerie night where a man stood by a
roofless tower. For my interpretation of this poem I wanted to involve the
feel of the moonlit night but also reflect on the “dewy air” and the name
of the poem. To do this I used repetition and a low opacity to create a
moonlight beam as an effect to represent the man s vision. I also did this
with quotes I took from the poem, which reflected the background image.
A “ghaist arise” was also mentioned which allowed the opacity to be
effective in reflection of a ghostly figure.
Sarah Crawford

Robert Burn’s poem ‘The Ploughman’s Life’
is a simple story of what Burns saw and heard
when walking through the fields one morning.
It tells how Burns feels so happy and content
with walking through the fields and his support
to the working man who toils away in the fields
singing and happy.
Considering Burns’ support for the working
man I decided to go with imagery that worked
well in contrast with the concept of the
working man. I eventually picked a form of
Russian poster art reflecting the imagery of a
person working a plough in the ground. The
degraded and worn look added to the feel of a
hardworking lifestyle.
Ben Daykin

‘To Ruin’ - In my illustration I used a picture of a homeless person and edited the photo by cutting
out the background an changing it to all black and then changing the homeless person to Black and
White to convey depression and all other key points with the poem into the image.
‘To Ruin’ is a depressing poem about pain, fear and hope, I tried to make it contemporary by using
the idea of the credit crunch as a lot of people are going bust and beginning to suffer from all of
these feelings. This is the reason why I used a homeless person to relate to the credit crunch and the
homeless person is holding a bit of cardboard, the cardboard is in colour to enhance the poem and
to grab people’s attention and the poem is in a coloured background to also show the side of hope
and all the positive things about the poem.
Paul Dankool
After reading the poem, ‘On a Suicide’, it
reminded me of a graveyard, so the first ideas I
considered consisted of graves and cemeteries.
I also considered the grim reaper, skulls and
skeletons.
I also looked into the suicide factor of the
poem and looked into types of suicide, mainly
hanging and cutting. I chose the bloody razor
because it looked really attention grabbing,
much like an ad campaigning against animal
snares that I saw about a year ago.

I started off by researching images of rushes and Scotland. I wanted to
keeps the colours in my artwork natural like greens and browns and blue.
Also the song is ‘Green Grow The Rushes, O!’ so I waned to include the
outdoors and green.
In the song Burns mentions girls a lot and I thought it could be interesting
to use girls in my artwork to make it more modern and not old-fashioned
and clichéd, like my first ideas were. I then thought about the shape
of a girls body and how the curves can relate to hills. I used an old life
drawing I had done at high school and used Photoshop to merge it into
a photograph of some green hills. I changed the top line of the hills to
match the line of the body and put an image of a blue sky behind it to
complete the outdoors look.

When I started working on the double-page spread for ‘To A Mouse’ by Robert Burns, I looked at
pictures of Scottish landscapes, farmland, old ploughs and ruined crofters’ houses, the ones that
have been unoccupied since the Highland Clearances and are now dry stone shells. I wanted to
get across the insignificance of mice and men in the face of powers they cannot control, i.e. things
bigger than us – natural and political powers.
I had another resource to work with, my pet rats, but all my photographs and drawings of them
looked far too ratty so I looked at pictures of field mice next. Having lived in central Edinburgh for
the last 11 years, I have not seen a real field mouse for a long time. I drew 5 mice and finally settled
on the study I placed on the double page spread. I have tried to express the mouse’s feeling of
insignificance by placing it in the bottom corner dwarfed by the large open space above it.
Alice Shaw

‘Man Was Made to Mourn’ - When looking
at the poem my first thoughts where of aging,
death and wealth. As I continued to look over
the poem I started to see aspects that related to
things that where happening today, war, protests
and riots, so I started to follow this path. I felt
that the poem could relate to the recent protest
in and about Tibet and how they become more
prominent during the 2008 Olympics. The
poem talks about how man can make others
suffer on a whim.

I have gone with a minimalist approach as I chose to highlight the upset
that occurs when a soldier doesn’t return home from War. I feel that in the
picture, the boy looks sad, like he is grieving or perhaps wishing that his
father had returned home and so I have tried to reflect this by using lots of
white space on the page (almost like the space is empty for his thoughts,
or for the viewer to fill in the blanks with their own thoughts).
Emma Hart

Aneta Lis

Kayleigh Black

Maria McMahon

Barry Davie

‘The Soldier’s Return’ - After having been absent for a couple of weeks I
thought that I would be behind and started to worry as I didn’t feel very
inspired. However, it all came together very nicely and I am pleased with
what I have produced.

The inspiration was taken from my life. The illustration which I used for my artwork came from my
relations with my boyfriend and this is the same sentiment that the poem is about. Emotions and
situations presents love like in this title ‘Let love sparkle in her eye’.

Robert Downie

I like the finished artwork I produced. If you don’t know my ideas
beforehand then you might not notice that it is the shape of a body. You
have to look at it to know and understand the artwork.

Given the political nature of the piece, I created a political, editorial style
cartoon and made it look as if it had been ripped from a newspaper. The
body of text was made to look like a newspaper article also ripped out.

Natalie King

I picked ‘My Heart’s in the Highlands’ by
Robert Burns because I remembered it from
my childhood days at Primary School. I think
the poem is an easy one to remember and to
me it reminds me of the brilliant landscapes
in Scotland. So I searched mainly pictures of
landscapes and came up with this lovely picture
of Loch Lommond taken by my mum. For
the poem, I mainly wanted to experiment with
different fonts and using bold and italics and
making certain words bigger to make it look
more different.

I’m annoyed that I didn’t check the resolution
of the image before I imported it to Quark.
It was one simple mistake that damaged the
outcome. I’ll remember that for next time.

The Deil’s Awa Wi’ Th’ Exciseman is a poem of celebration for the
masses in a scenario where the Devil takes away the Exciseman (or
Taxman). I chose Alistair Darling, the Chancellor of the Exchequer, as
the modern embodiment of ‘The Exciseman’. For the Devil, I chose the
man who appointed Alistair Darling to his position, Gordon Brown.

Starting my Robert Burns project I realised it
would be difficult to choose the right poem.
As a foreigner I find interpreting poetry hardly
possible at all so I was looking for something
really straightforward and understandable. The
simplest and most contemporary one that I
found was ‘ Let Not Woman Ever Complain…’.
I decided to use a rather urban layout although
it is very much about nature. Many of my
colleagues used landscapes and so on and I did
not want to follow their ideas.
My colour scheme is very limited, not
lyrical, just black, white and red. These can
be interpreted as life and love colours. Very
minimalistic.
Beata Kolakowski

When starting this Robert Burns project I decided to read several poems
and see what imagery was inspired. This I enjoyed in itself as it gave me a
chance to read some unfamiliar Burns poems.
‘There’ll Never be Peace ‘till Jamie Comes Hame’ has immediate
connotations with the present day - sons not coming home from wars.
The poem’s title lets you imagine there is a chance Jamie might come
home but as you read on you realise the person is resigned to the fact they
will never be at peace.
Ross Duncan
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