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Iyad Hayatleh and Tessa Ransford. 2010, Photographs ourtesy of Tessa Ranford
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WAXWINGS IN THE PARK
Variety is the spice of life

A flock of waxwings in the sycamore
sycamore in February in the park
park green and windswept in the city
city grey yet glistening in the east
east coast of Scotland facing Europe
Europe, Scandinavia and Siberia
Siberia which sends its icy greetings
icy greetings holding back the Spring
Spring to come, longer light and walks
walks in the park perhaps to glimpse

crested waxwings banded on the boughs.

In Scotland occasional winter visitors
visitors who wear distinctive colours
colourful from head to yellow tail

yellow tail and sealing-wax red tip

to every feather of the wings, wings

for chasing insects, beaks for berries

beret chestnut with the jaunty crest
pinstriped through in charcoal black

and black around the throat and blazing eye.

My eye surprises me in looking up
looking up and welcoming the migrants
migrants among our crows and starlings

our gulls accustomed to the slanting sun.

Tessa Ransford
published in Not Just Moonshine, new and selected poems,
Luath Press, Edinburgh, 2008
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QUEST AND QUESTION

Trains, where are you taking us in this Diaspora
and where is the next station?
Shall we find we can stay there after this exodus?

Bleak platforms hand us over
to even bleaker ones;
we are propelled to a long-dreaded doom,

on our faces a lost look, not knowing where to head.

Trains hurl us into coaches
coaches into ferries

ferries into aeroplanes
aeroplanes into trains,

our footsteps trailing
heavy with defeat

in search of their fate.

No hand waves farewell as we leave

no smile lights the faces of children when we arrive.

Trains, where are you taking us?

We have grown weary

our hearts have dried out despite the rain,
we have grown older

and have no time left for dreams,

we have grown older

and grey has laid its signature on our hair
claiming its territory

we have grown weary

grown older, lost

with no guiding stars,

no moon in our sky
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Trains, where are you taking us?

we don’t even try to avoid you

but, we have a wish

the remains of a wish

Take us where we can combat this frenetic journeying,
take us to an oasis
an oasis of serenity
where we and others may rest.

Trains where
are you

taking us?

Translated by Tessa Ransford with the poet, Iyad Hayatleh
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