Seein baith sides

Hoofjeld, Cunningsburgh

Dis is whaar

a wird can draa a pictir, 

name it, aan hit,

whaar 

Hoofjeld, steep an heich,

‘ll lintel wis,

whaar

springs lowse dem, sing

fae her skurt,

whaar 

stripes tröttel, trivvel

her denkies an gills,

whaar

da Burn o Mel swittles inta saand,

da Burn o Hamari Fjeld spunders owre stanes,

da Burn o Russdaal seeks her lost stallions*,

whaar 

wind still wheeps Sloaga Brune,

scooders hedder,

whaar 

da shape o da hill soonds

da lie o da laand,

whaar

her daily litanies

hadd memories.

Dis is whaar, 

dimriv an mirknen,   



we’ll mak hit tae da tap, claim     

baith wir horizons.

(*reference to the two large quartz erratics, named Da White Horse o Hoofjeld and Da Peerie Horse o Hoofjeld; Russdaal is the Valley of the Horses)

