IONA POEMS: 

HEATHER MALING

As I sit amongst these ancient stones and really listen for the first time

I find the air is full of bird song.

The distant call of rooks remind me of home,

The clamouring seagulls overhead,

The blackbird singing solo high up above the arch,

“Listen carefully to the following safety announcement” says the anonymous voice

And I do feel safe surrounded by these timeless stones.

Stillness

She has a quiet contentment about her,

The old lady at the hostel,

She says she stays on South Uist,

I’m trying to write something on stillness, I said,

She smiled, knowingly.

Port Ban

Warm rock under my hands,

Tamed by time and tide,

Shades of pink, grey and black.

Nunnery Gardens

To the Nunnery Gardens by moonlight,

Stifled girlish laughter in the lane,

The listening shadows beckon with memories of a forgotten life, 

Under the archway of time,

Ghost stories, midnight escapades, “I dare you to go first”

The girl within, like our shadow, not far away nor faded by time.

Leaving the Island

How can I hold the memory of this perfect day,

Tomorrow it will start slipping slowly through my fingers,

Like grains of sand upon the North Beach.

Mother

Bring something back for me!

A restless thirst for the secrets of my sacred island,

But I have nothing to give,

No knowledge of ancient rocks, St Columba and Iona’s past,

There is no room in my sack-full of adventures

For your sensible shoes and good ideas.

                                                                              Heather Maling

