GOING WESTWARDS

| gowestwardsinthe Desert
with my shame on my shoulders,
that | was madealaughing-stock
sincel wasasmy peoplewere.

Loveandthegreater error,
deceiving honour spoiled me,

with a filmof weakness on my vision,
squinting at mankind's extremity.

Far from me the Island
whenthemoonriseson Quattara,

far from me the Pine Headland

when themorning ruddinessison the Desert.

Camus Alba is far from me

and soisthebondage of Europe,
far from me in the North-West
themost beautiful grey-blueeyes.

Far frommethe Island

and every loved imagein Scotland,
thereisaforeign sandin History
spoiling the machines of the mind.

Far fromme Belsen and Dachau,

Roi 'erdam, the Clyde and Prague,

and Dimitrov beforea court

hitting fear with the thump of his laugh.

Guernicaitselfisveryfar
from the innocent corpses of the Nazis
whoarelyinginthegravel

and in the khaki sand of the Desert.



Thereisnorancour inmy heart
against the hardy soldiersof the Enemy,
but the kinship that thereisamong
meninprisononatidal rock

waiting for theseaflowing

and making cold thewarmstone;
andthecoldnessof life
inthehot sun of the Desert.

But thisisthe strugglenot to be avoided,
the soreextreme of human-kind,

and though | do not hate Rommel'sarmy
thebrain'seyeisnot squinting.

And be what was as it was,

| amof the big men of Braes,

of the heroic Raasay MacLeods,

of the shar p-sword Mathesons of Lochal sh;
and the men of my name— who werebraver
whentheir ruinouspridewaskindled?





