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Muirburn

The sky breathes out in purple, heart and chest,
the breath, constrict, as ling and bell heather burn.
Patchwork shoots and tender leaves hold months
of stone and feather, frost and snowmelt, heat,
drought weather, till the twelfth, the twelfth—
that glorious day!

denizens of moor are blasted clean away.

Elsewhere, the men consider what plaything next,

what grabs, what kills, they stroke their guns

in slow caress—in breathlessness—and pale-faced thrill

at rocky outcrops, the glacial plains. We adore

their flesh, their steel, their black, their gold,

but the birds remember, the murres and terns,

their feathers ragged, their wings disastered. How slick
they are, how beady-eyed, so like the men we all chase after.



