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i.m Margaret Parker


‘Courie in, hen’









Green Glade




This green glade i the wildwidd –


jist as guid as oniewhaur


dewy breith risin


frae its heathery flair


a widdpecker drummin


at jist jinkit atween twa birks


speider-wabs glentin


nou the sun breks throu.







Mibbes Ah’ll bide


easy agin this bowder


learnin hou the wind dauts


first this pine branch syne thon,


and watchin abuin the tree-taps


the cloods sail ower


Ah’ll dwam awa the oor


lik a bairn aince mair.







Ach, whaur are they gane


ma mither and ma faither?


Whit gait they’ve taen


Ah amna richt shair.


Ah’ll follae suin eneuch


but meantime taigle


– Stane, did ye jist blink?


Aye, aince this thoosan years.








Green Glade translation

   

The green glade in the wildwood, just as good as anywhere, dewy breath rising from its heathery floor, a woodpecker drumming that just jinked between two birches, spider-webs glinting now the sun breaks through. Perhaps I’ll remain at ease against this boulder, learning how the wind caresses first this pine-branch, then that, and watching above the tree-tops the clouds sail over I’ll day-dream away the hour like a child once more. Oh where have they gone, my mother and my father? What path they’ve taken I’m none too sure. I’ll follow soon enough but in the meantime linger. Stone, did you just blink? Yes, once in a thousand years.









The Herns




Are the grey herns hame


burdenin the river sauchs


wi thir roch nests?







Upricht as caunles


while the watter fleets by –


are thir young yins hatcht?







Whit a cauld skare


they’ll faw heir tae, by and by


– naethin mair







nor a kinrick o schaulds


whaur they’ll stalk and stare,


stalk and stare.





The Herons translation



Are the grey herons home, burdening the river willows with their rough nests? Upright as candles while the water flows by – are their young ones hatched? What a cold portion they’ll fall heir to, by and by – nothing more than a kingdom of shallows where they’ll stalk and stare, stalk and stare.









Joys o Spring




A lane seamaw’s vaigin


the clood-stripit lift,


and richt eneuch, thur’s sunshine,







skitin aff the white-harlit


apairtment block waws


new-biggit whaur the guids-yairds lay







and a pair o pyots


scances alang the rones, peck and check . . .







But still thon wind swashes in frae the sea:


caw it a blossom-daffin breeze


gin ye daur


– it’ll punch ye.







Sae geranium, puir


geranium, chitterin on the ootside sill


we’d better bring ye ben again,







and bide a wee





Joys of Spring translation



A lone seagull’s roaming the cloud-striped sky, and for sure there’s sunshine glancing off the white-harled apartment block walls, newly built where the goods yard lay and a pair of magpies examines the gutters, peck and check, but still that wind dashes in from the sea, call it a blossom-joshing breeze if you dare – it’ll punch you. So geranium, poor geranium, shivering outside on the sill, we’d better bring you inside the house again, and wait a little while









Spring Sang




The hail-stanes brocht


by this norlan blast


birl wi the petals


the ae wind’s skailt


frae the gean trees and the slaes.







There – spring’s stang:


flooerish and hail –


snaw wreaths at the sheuchs,


syne gane,


syne gane . . .







Are we done, ma auld jo?







Naw – flash me thon gled-ee’d


glence again


the ane Ah mind fine







amang the leaves sae green-o





Spring Song translation



The hailstones brought by this northern gale spin with the petals the same wind’s spilled from the cherry trees and the blackthorn. There, spring’s sting: blossom and hail – small wreaths in the ditches, soon gone, soon gone . . . Are we finished, my old sweetheart? No – flash me that glad-eyed glance again, the one I remember well among the leaves so green-o









The Will




Jist lea tae me


thae tatty feathers,


the twa-three crammit


intae thon auld tin can







that’s sailt fir years


the gurly seas


o yer kitchen table


wi its cargae o pinsils an Allen keys







– a Greater Black Back’s?


(Ye’ll chide me gin Ah’m wrang.)







Can ye mind the wind-blawn


faurawa strand


whaur ye gaithert thaim?







Ah’ll tak thaim back.





The Will translation



Just leave to me those tatty feathers, the two or three crammed in that old tin can that’s sailed for years the stormy seas of your kitchen table with its cargo of pencils and Allen keys – a Greater Black Back’s? (You’ll chide me if I’m wrong.) Can you recall the wind-blown faraway strand where you collected them? I’ll take them back.









The East Coast




Hou come this haar’s


hingin ower us


 these May forenuins? Nae


yellae on the broom, nae


hie-turnin


 hame-wheechin swifts –


lik a hauf-dichtit


mindin o bairnhood


 the braes loom. Acht


– you and yer moods . . .


We are aw done nou wi yer silences,


bar the great ayebidin ane.







Can ye smell the sea? The haar brings


 speik o’t faur inlaun:







siller saut-braith ower aw the lea,


 ghaist blossom frauchtin aipple trees.





The East Coast translation



Why is this sea-mist hanging over us, these May mornings? No yellow on the broom, no high-turning home-speeding swifts. Like a half-wiped memory from childhood, the hills loom. Oh, you and your moods . . . We are all done now with your silences, except the great eternal one. Can you smell the sea? The sea-mist brings word of it far inland, silver salt-breath over the meadow, ghost blossom burdening the apple trees.
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