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A dol thar Allt an t-Siticair

air madainn chubhraidh Cheit,

is paidirean geal, dluth-chneap

den druchd ghorm air an theur;

bha Richard ’s Robin brudhearg

ri seinn ’s fear dhiubh na bheus,

s goic mhoit air cuthaig chul-ghuirm,

s gug-gug aic air a gheig.

Bha smeéorach cur na smuid dhi
air bacan ctil leath’ théin;

an dreathan-donn gu surdail

’s a rifeid-chitiil na bheul;

am breacean-beithe ’s lub air,

s e gleusadh luth a theud,

an coileach-dubh ri durdan

’s @ chearc ri tuichan reidh.

Na bric @’ gearradh shurdag,

ri plubraich dhluth le cheil}

taobh leumnaich mear le luth-chleas,

a burn le muirn ri grein;

ri ceapadh chuileag sitibhlach,

le'm bristeadh luthmhor fhein:

druim lann-ghorm, ’s ball-bhreac giuran,

s an lannair-chuil mar leig.
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I cross into summer. Ripe dawn
grass necklaced with dew

like glass rosary beads.

Richard and Robin redbreast
are a belter as one takes bass,
the cuckoo in blue dress

with a proud head toss

cries from her perch,

cuckoo cuckoo. She rivals

the soloist mavis atop the fence post,
steaming, song-drunk indeed,

but not the wren, its beak a chanter reed.
Poor chaffinch, a perfectionist

doubled over. Blackcock

and hen under their breath

both pity him, while trout in

close succession rift

staccato off water and the water

like sunny glass shatters

with joyousness. Vivace

they play a tablature of flies,

break nature’s laws. By scales of light:
agility jeweled,

gill-brilliant, blue.
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Mil-dheoghladh sheillean srianach

le cronan ’s fiata srann,

‘nan dithean baglach, riabhach

mu d’ bhlaithean grianach chrann;
straibh-dhritichdain dhonna, thiachdaidh
fo shinean ciochan t theoir,

gun theachd-an-tir no bhiadh ac

ach faileadh ciatach ros.

Gur milis, brisg-gheal, burn-ghlan
meall-chuirneineach ’s binn fuaim,
bras-shruthain Allt-an-t-Siticair

ri torman sitibhlach, luath;

gach biolair ’s luibh le 'n ur rois

a’ cinntinn dluth mu bhruaich,

s e toirt dhaibh bhuadhan sighmhor
g an sugh-bheathchadh mu’n cuairt.

Burn tana glan gun ruadhan,

gun deathach, ruaim no ceo

bheir anam fas is gluasad

da chluanagan mu bhord;
gaoir-bheachainn bhuidhe s ruadha
ri diogladh chluaran oir

s cir-mheala da chuir suas leo

'n ceéir-chuachagan 'nan stor.
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Clear sunny blossoms cluster round trees,
daisies, marsh marigolds,

and striped honey-loving honey bees
buzz port a beul. Sepals

clean-licked, their crystallized wild

in viscous dewdrops, sap

under grass awns

secreted at the tip.

Subsistence nor bread,

but rose feeds the still air,

the creek, Allt an t-Sitcair:

sweetwater, crisp white-

wine water, clear water ringing clear,
sparkling-in-spate, rapid as rapids crash,
every herb, every watercress

thick along banks grows

beside the rose. Pure

sharp water. No iron slime,

scum or muck, but for both fields
that bound it, flux and

spiritual rush. Red and gold
buzzing bees tickle gold thistles
and build honeycomb,

each waxy cell and store.
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Gur solas an ceol cluaise
ard-bhairich bhuar mu ad chro,
laoigh cheannthion bhreaca ghunach
ri freagradh, ’s nuallan bho;

a bhanarach le buaraich

’s am buachaill’ dol nan coir,

gu blaoghan a’ chruidh ghuaillthinn

air cuaich a thogas croic.

Bidh lochrain-mheala lubadh
nan srabh, ’s bruth air gach geig
de mheasan milis, cubhraidh
nan ubhlan is nam peur;

na duilleagan a’liugadh,

is fallus-cuil diubh féin,

is clann a’ gabhail tuchaidh

‘gan imlich dluth le'm beul.

Be ’n cronan teasan srulach

an durdail mhuirneach Mhaigh;

’s do bhoirchean daite sgim-gheal
tiugh fluireanach, dluth, tlath;

le d’ mhantal de dhealt ur-mhin
mar dhubhradh cuil mu d’ bhlath;
’s air calg gach feorein t'ur-theoir

gorm neamhainn dhritichd a’ fas.

For general queries, contact info@press.princeton.edu



© Copyright, Princeton University Press. No part of this book may be
distributed, posted, or reproduced in any form by digital or mechanical
means without prior written permission of the publisher.

Mooers moo out loud round
the cattle fold. Music

to my ears, theirs

a solace, a tall call called back,
the sharp response

of spotty white-headed calves.
The milkmaid with her spancel,
the cowherd helps

and in a harmony of milk

the bleating wee things

are all milked, whole foamy pails:
milk spilt, calves soaked,

their chucks flecked

with cream curds. Stalks

dangle honeycomb like lamps

and from every branch

the sweet smell of sweet fruits,

a firlot: pear, apple.

Dewy leaves along the midrib
drip, droop and

the young dumb from mouthing it:
honeycomb, lips

honeyed to hard light

are sticky, stick shut, but shine.
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Do bhrat lan shradag daoinein;

do bhraon ni soills’ air lar;

An carpet s gasda foidh-neul,

gun cho fine an Whitehall;

mu d’ bhearradh gorm-bhreac, coillteach,
an cinn an loinn le al;

na sobhraichean mar choinnlean

‘nan coinnlearan ad sgath.

Bidh guileag eala tichan

’s edin bhuichuinn am barr thonn
aig ionmbhar Allt an t-Sitcair
snamh luth-chleasach le fonn,

ri seinn gu moiteil, cuirteil,

le muineil-chiuil s iad crom,
mar mhala pioba s lub air,

ceol aoifidh citin nach trom.

’S grinn an obair ghrabhail

rinn nadur air do bhruaich;

le d’ lurachain creamhach, fasmhor,
’s am buicean ban orra shuas;

gach saimir, nedinean s masag

min bhreac air lar do chluain,

mar reultan reot’ an dearrsaidh

‘na spangan aluinn, nuadh.
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Water tiered as small falls

streaming May, colorful froth-laced banks
thicken to wildflowers, fresh, dense

with new dew. If shade vignettes

the edges, blossoms blossom

and the meadow grass

grows blue, every grass blade,

and on every blade of grass, dew:

diamond that pure sparkles, spray stippling
light on earth as it is in heaven,

carpet par excellence,

so fine Whitehall’s palace gardens

are jack-squat by comparison.

This brae’s changeable leafy green:
explosive life and light. Primroses like

candles in candlesticks

finish off any remaining shade.

A muffled swan warbles its swan song

and long-tailed ducks

at the mouth of Allt an t-Siticair

surf, swim. Their slick knack for it, for singing
loud and proud with bent windpipes

like a bent note leaves a bagpipe:

music mild, light. Magic.
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Bidh croinn ’s am barr mar sgarlaid,
de chaoraibh aluinn ann;

is cnothan bachlach, arbhuidh

a faoisgneadh ard mu d’ cheann;
bidh dearcan ’s suibhean sighmhor
trom-lubadh an luis fhein,

caoin, seacaidh, blasda, cubhraidh,

ag call an druis ri grein.

’S co lan mo lios ri Parras

de gach cnuas is fearr an coill’;

’na réidhlich arbhar fasaidh

bheir piseach ard is sgoinn;

por reachdmhor, minear, fasmhor
nach cinn gu fas 'na laoim,

cho reamhar, luchdmhor caileachd

’s gu'n sgain a ghran o dhruim.

Do thacar mara ’s tire,

bu teachd-an-tir leis féin;

’nan treudan, féidh ad fthrithean,

s ad chladach s milteach eisg;

‘nad thraigh tha maorach lionmbhor,
’s air t-uisge s fior-bhras leus

aig oganacha riomhach

le morghath fior-chruaidh geur.
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Place-shaped banks

spick-and-span. Thriving wild garlic
under the white fuzz above,

the nutgall—hazel bud

swollen to knot. Clover, daisy,

a small red berry each and the folds

all starred with them sparkle like iceblink

in pristine detail.

Tree crowns darken

with rowanberry, corymbs
there, and here auburn nuts
cluster and unhusk overhead.
Fat brambles, blackcurrants
bend the branches. The weight
of ripening. Ache, tang and gush
sustained by a drying sun.

My garden dares Paradise to be so
complete: collection

as coille, as grassland raining grain
the ground up, windfall

in reverse, seed-rich tender grass
run riot but never overrun.
Leaves, lavish, spurt

and from the back burst.
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Gur h-trail, sliochdmhor, cuanta

greigh each air d” thuarain ghorm,

le 'n iotadh tarruinn suas riut,

le cluintinn nuall do thoirm;

bidh buicean binneach ’s ruadhag

’s minn mheanbh-bhreac, chluas-dearg, og
ri h-jonaltradh gu h-uaigneach,

’s ri ruideis luath mu d’ 1on.

Gur dambhach, aghach, laoghach,
mangach, maoiseach, d’ thonn;

do ghlinn le seilg air laomadh,

do gharbhlach-chraobh ’s do lom;
gur h-aluinn barr-thionn, braonach
do chanach caoin-gheal thom,

‘na mhaibeanan caoin maoth-mhin

‘nad mhointich sgaoth chearc donn.

Be siud an sealladh ¢ibhinn,

do bhruachan gleé-dhearg ros,

s iad daite le gath greine

mar bhiosgnich leug-bhuidhe oir;
be siud an geiltreadh gle-ghrinn,
cinn dheideag am measg feoir,

de bharran luibhean ceutach,

s fuaim bhinn aig teud gach eoin.
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Yield of sea and field.

Sustenance, a yield-field.

Deer over the deer park

and over shoal and shore run,

and with shellfish the beaches teem,
and on the water a face

revealed through sun glitter:

a fisher lad wielding

his hard sharp fishing spear.
Horses at the green source,

their herd’s replenished flash.

As their lowing is heard,

so my thirst grows. Roebuck, doe
and their red-eared marked young
graze in secret then

bound down the watery ground.

Oxen, cows, calves, roe

belong all to this allt-song.

Glens buzzing with the hunt,

a rough tree country spruced up.
Bonny dewy bog cotton white-on-white
softens the hillsides. Through

soft, gentle, pillowy tufts, through
uplands, the brown grouse flock.
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O, lilidh, righ nam fluran!

thug barr-mais air ur-ros gheug,
‘na bhabaidean cruinn, plur-mhin
s a chruin geal, Ur mar ghrein;
don uisg ud, Allt an t-Sitcair,

’s e cubhraidh da bho bheud,

‘na rionnagan ma lubaibh

mar reultan-itil nan speur.

Do shealbhag ghlan ’s do luachair
a borcadh suas mu d’ choir;

do dhithein lurach, luaineach

mar thuairneagan den or;

do phris lan neada cuachach,
cruinn, cuarsgagach aig d’ eoin;
barr-braonain ’s an t-sail-chuachaig
‘nan dos an uachdar d’ theoir.

B’ e siud an leigheas leéirsinn

do loingeas breid-gheal, luath
‘nan squadron seol bhreéid-chrom,
a bordadh geur ri d’ chluais,

‘nan giuthsaichean beo-ghleusta

s an cainb gu leir riu shuas,

’s Caol Muile fuar 'ga reubadh

le anail-speur bho thuath.
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That unreal sight: when sunlight

over the rose bank slides.

Scarlet undarkened, splashed to platinum.
That delicate balance: flowerheads

of ribwort among grass,

lovely wildflower heads

and the harmonic ring

of every bird.

Lily is flower-king

to which flowering rose canes bow.
Delicate petals its garland,

its white sunstruck crown.

Its scent wafts off water and

as Allt an t-Siucair curves

it constellates with lily

starring soil-dark earth.

Washed sorrel and flowering rush
tap into grace. Flowers lure

then fall to little

goldleaf cups. Thickets decked out
with the round wreaths

and twists of birds’ nests.

Grassy tufts prop tormentil

and dog violet up.
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Is cruaidh a bhairlinn thuair mi
bhon thuaran ’s blasda gloir;

an caochan is mo buadhan

a tha fo thuath ’san Eorp;

lion ach am bola suas deth,

’s de bhrandaidh fthuair na’s leoir,
am puinse milis, guanach

a thairneas sluagh gu ceol.

Muim-altruim gach poir uasail
nach meath le fuachd nan speur;
tha sgiath o’n airde tuath oirre
dh’ thag math a buar ’s a feur;
fonn deiseireach, fior uaibhreach,
‘na speuclair buan don ghrein;

le spreidh theid duine suas ann

cho luath ri each 'na leum.

Is aol is grunnd d’a dhailean
dh’thag Nadar tarbhach iad;

air ma meinn gun toir iad arbhar,

s’ tiugh starbhanach ni fas;

bidh dearrasanaich shearr-thiaclach
‘ga lannadh sios am boinn

le luinneagan binn nighneag,

an ceol is milse rainn.
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Way out, swift ships with white sails

sail squadrons, sails-wide.

To watch them, their tack and turn, brings peace.
The shore’s ear traced as they curve.

From those pine-crafts

canvas sails like flags unfurl

to the wind. One sky-breath exhaled

south, and through

Caol Muile they move, and I move
evicted from spring-fed ecstasy,
Europe’s best-mixed stream

at this latitude. Gone.

It's wrong. Just a mugful of the stuff
and a dram of brandy

packs a sweet, dizzying punch.

Folk all reeling . . .

Nurturer to every right,
undaunted by embittered stars.
Protector, wing of the north,

there remains good

to your haymaking and cattle herd.
Sunny country, a second canticle
to the sun, and our fierce pride:

a drover riding high on hot-blood.
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An coire ’s thearr ’san duthaich,
an coire s sughmhoir’ fonn,

’s e coirean Allt an t-Siticair,

an coirean runach, lom;

s ge lom, gur molach, urail,
bog, miadail ’s dluth a thom,
’m bheil mil is bainne brucadh

s uisg’ ruith air silicar pronn.

An coire searrachach, uanach,
meannach, uaigneach aidh;

an coire gleannach, uaine,
bliochdach, luath gu dair;

an coire coillteach, luachrach
an goir @’ chuach ’sa Mhart;

an coire 'm faigh duin’ uasal
biast dhubh is ruadh 'na charn.

An coire brocach, taobh-ghorm
torcach, faoilidh, blath;

an coire lonach, naosgach,
cearcach, craobhach, graidh;

gu bainneach, bailceach, braonach,
breacach, laoghach, blar,

an sultmhor mart is caora,

’s is torach laoimsgir barr.
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