
S O R L E Y M A C L E A N 

THE TURMOIL 

Never has such turmoil 
nor vehement trouble been put in my flesh 
by Christ's suffering on the earth 
or by the millions of the skies. 

And] took no such heed of a vapid dream — 
green wood of the land of story — 
as when my stubborn heart leaped to the glint 
of her smile and golden head. 

And her beauty cast a cloud 
over poverty and a bitter wound 
and over the world of Lenin's intellect, 
over his patience and his anger. 

THE CRY OF EUROPE 

Girl of the yellow, heavy-yellow, gold-yellow hair, 
the song of your mouth and Europe's shivering cry, 
fair, heavy-haired, spirited, beautiful girl, 
the disgrace of our day would not be bitter in your kiss. 

Would your song and splendid beauty take 
from me the dead loathsomeness of these ways, 
the brute and the brigand at the head of Europe 
and your mouth red and proud with the old song? 

Would white body and forehead's sun take 
from me the foul black treachery, 
spite of the bourgeois and poison of their creed 
and the feebleness of our dismal Scotland? 

Would beauty and serene music put 
from me the sore frailty of this lasting cause, 
the Spanish miner leaping in the face of horror 
and his great spirit going down untroubled'? 



SORLEY MACLEAN 

What would the kiss of your proud mouth be 
compared with each drop of the precious blood 
that fell on the cold frozen uplands 
of Spanish mountains from a column of steel? 

What every lock of your gold-yellow head 
to all the poverty, anguish and grief 
that will come and have come on Europe's people 

from the Slave Ship to the slavery of the whole people? 

DOGS AND WOLVES 

Across eternity, across its snows 
I see my unwritten poems, 
I see the spoor of their paws dappling 
the untroubled whiteness of the snow: 
bristles raging, bloody-tongued, 
lean greyhounds and wolves 
leaping over the tops of the dykes, 
running under the shade of the trees of the wilderness 
taking the defile of narrow glens, 
making for the steepness of windy mountains; 
their baying yell shrieking 
across the hard barenesses of the terrible times, 
their everlasting barking in my ears, 
their onrush seizing my mind: 
career of wolves and eerie dogs 
swift in pursuit of the quarry, 
through the forests without veering, 
over the mountain tops without sheering; 
the mild mad dogs of poetry, 
wolves in chase of beauty, 
beauty of soul and face, 
a white deer over hills and plains, 
the deer of your gentle beloved beauty, 
a hunt without halt, without respite. 


