HALLAIG

"Time, the deer, is in the wood of Hallaig"

Thewindow isnailed and boarded
throughwhich | sawthe West

and myloveisat theBurnof Hallaig,
ahirchtree, and shehasalwaysbeen

between Inver and Milk Hollow,
hereandthereabout Baile-chuiru:
sheisabirch, ahazd,

astraight, slender young rowan.

In Screapadal of my people

where Norman and Big Hector were,
their daughtersand their sonsareawood
going up besidethe stream.

Proud tonight the pinecocks
crowingonthetop of Cnocan Ra,
straight their backsin themoonlight —
they arenot thewood | love.

| will wait for the birchwood

until it comesup by thecairn,

until thewholeridgefromBeinnnaLice
will beunder itsshade.

If it doesnat, | will go down to Hallaig,
to the Sabbath of the dead,

wherethe peoplearefrequenting,
every singlegeneration gone.

They are still in Hallaig,

MacLeans and MacL eods,

all whowerethereinthetime of Mac Gille Chaluim
the dead have been seen alive.



Themenlying onthegreen

at theend of every housethat was,
thegirlsawood of birches,

straight their backs, bent their heads.

BetweentheLeac and Fearns
theroadisunder mild moss
andthegirlsinsilent bands

goto Clachan asin thebeginning,

andreturnfromClachan

from Suisnish and the land of theliving;
each oneyoung and light-stepping,
without the heartbreak of thetale.

Fromthe Burn of Fearnstotheraised beach
thatisclear inthe mystery of the hills,
thereisonly the congregation of thegirls
keeping up theendlesswalk,

coming backto Hallaigin theevening,
inthedumb living twilight,

filling the steep slopes,

their laughter amistinmy ears,

and their beauty afilmon my heart

beforethe dimnesscomeson thekyles,

and when the sun goes down behind Dun Cana
avehement bullet will comefromthe gun of hove;

and will strike the deer that goes dizzly,
sniffing at the grass-grown ruined homes;
hiseyewill freezeinthewood,
hisblood will not betraced whilel live.



