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guinea pigs used to live — lasted until
well after I'd left home.

When I was younger, the fields out
the back stretched for miles. Eventually,
though, the town crept outwards. I
hated the fact they built houses in the
way of my view. The garden was a regu-
lar pet cemetery — don't tell the neigh-
bours. All our pets — goldfish, cats,
guinea pigs — were buried there. We
had a big garden, I think that’s where
my love of gardening comes from. I used
to fantasise about building a huge net-
work of tunnels under the garden as a
kind of bunker where I could go and live
if real life ever became too complicated.

Our house was at the top of a hill in
Lanark, which is one of the highest
towns in Scotland. As a result, there was
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used to hide behind the door to try to
sneak a little glimpse or hear a few bars.
As soon as I clocked her, I shut the door
and told her to go away and stomped
around for a bit in a huff. Those were my
teenage angst years.

My mum and dad allowed me to have
a few drinks with friends in the house. I
think they figured it was better I was
doing it in the house than on street
corners. I didn’t particularly like the
taste of drink and still don’t. It was the
same with smoking, which I only
started because some of my friends were
doing it and which I absolutely hate
now. I think my parents’ approach
might have worked — none of these
things seem as glamorous if you're
allowed to do them when you’re 15.
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the stairs he managed to put his hand
through a window. I locked myself in
the bathroom and, when he wasn’t look-
ing, ran down the street to find my mum
and tell her my side of the story first.

When my parents died a few years
ago, I took it very hard. It was then that
I started to appreciate that the house
was a big part of who I am — it was
home. As a musician I'm on the road a
lot, and sometimes I think, where is
home? Since I lost my mum and dad I
tend to think of that house as home and
it was very hard to let it go to be sold.

Horse McDonald plays the City Halls, Glas-
gow, on January 24, as part of Celtic Connec-
tions, 0141 353 8000. Her new single, Some-
thing Wicked, is out now, www.randan.org

McDonald moved to the grey
stone house at the top of a
hill, inset, at the age of two




