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               JACOBITE SONG

            

            
               
                  The falcon flown, far in the starving air

                  So many lost, this long, half-secret war.

               

               
                  The regiments like snow all overborne

                  The boat rowed far from the cold shore, long gone.

               

               
                  O blackbird taken in the fowler’s snare

                  He is now far who will return no more.

               

               
                  The burn is frozen and the bird is flown

                  The rose is withered and the tower is down.

               

               
                  Snow, falcon, blackbird, water, rose and tower:

                  Faded, flown, taken, frozen, fallen, gone.
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               LORD DERWENTWATER’S ROSE

            

            
               
                  The north is gone now. Victory in loss –

                  Devotion to the best, most-injured King:

                  The scaffold stairs shine forth a path of stars,

                  The blade the rose’s thorn in the hand of God.
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               VENICE GLASSES I

               
          For Victoria Crowe
        

            

            
               
                  
            Thoughts on the City
          

               

               
                  Seek all you have lost in twilights and depths of mirrors:

                  Horizons turned dusk and smoke, sanguine and lavender;

                  Red dust of August blown on the offshore wind,

                  The first lamps flickering out from the fading quays;

                  When vanished things take shape in the stir of the waters,

                  When glimpses and shadows pass at the edges of glasses.
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               CATTERLINE

               
          For John Morrison
        

            

            
               
                  Fifty years past in the wash and the fall of the tides

                  Below the houses like a crescent moon

                  Shining above the bay. Harvests and storms;

                  The smells of limewash, fish-guts, barley straw,

                  Salt, tar and tidewrack, fifty years ago.

               

               
                  The Sugar-loaf rock was my fortress on the shore

                  The summer boats pulled up in the long grass,

                  Yarrow and cresses, fifty years ago;

                  Bees on the Reath in failing daylight flew

                  Their silver missions through the golden light,

                  Nets stretched at night to catch the rising moon.

               

               
                  The barn was black at the foot of our garden

                  Where Angus painted in the tarry dark

                  Held prisoner of the tank-trap of the war.

                  Outside my father worked on in the light,

                  Painting the yard with night, the house with day;

                  Or shaped his coloured worlds for me, his son:

                  Whitening the breakers of dun autumn tides,

                  Touching red morning to the clouds for me,

                  Charcoaled those winter afternoons of snow.

                  I woke to the crack of footfalls on the road,

                  Hobnails on frosted cobbles, hammering sparks,

                  Kindling the daybreak from the icy lane. 13

               

               
                  Storms shadowed hills, the landward clouds took flame

                  When they took the barley in at the summer’s end.

                  Amongst the stooks they sat on kitchen chairs,

                  Painting the light and fire: standing there quiet

                  Beside the last cow-parsley’s ragged tower

                  Watching the bay and the waves and the westering day.

                  Now they are gone into the evening, where they are gone

                  They are one with the dusk and the voices of the sea.

               

               
                  We are good children on our journey home,

                  Home on the cliff path, fifty years ago –

                  Nothing is lost, I was and I am now–

                  Dowered as I am with silver of the poor;

                  My true inheritance my father’s distances

                  Indigo ridges, azure in the far;

                  The parks of barley falling to the sea

                  The August kingdoms of the harvest star.
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               MACNAUGHTAN’S BOOKSHOP, HADDINGTON PLACE, EDINBURGH

            

            
               
                  Exigent spinster mistress Edinburgh,

                  Thin wind-bride with your stone-cold mural crown,

                  What consolations do you show your votaries?

                  Vast freezing rooms, this fortalice of books?

               

               
                  This shop’s the city in epitome:

                  Its curving windows and its trim-cut stairs;

                  Inside, dim labyrinths of folios,

                  A back room full of quarto shelves of Scotland,

                  The August pleasures of dead advocates:

                  Bright moors, quick rivers; summer lands north of the Spey.

               

               
                  Let us stroll through the New Town squares at dusk:

                  Unshuttered windows, distance-coloured walls

                  Painted rain grey, smoke green, or cloudy rose,

                  Where lamplight shines on the rows on rows of books.

                  As frost comes down on streets of libraries:

                  These wintery precincts of enlightenment

                  Which hold out for the moment, just, they hold.
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               BLACK ISLE MADRIGAL

            

            
               
                  So far, so late, so distant and so cold

                  How faint the mountains in the fading day.

                  North of the waters, snow down to the shore,

                  South of the waters, stone fields, storm blown thorns.

                  Frost with the dusk now, and night winds that move

                  Over vast waters from the guardian stars.
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