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IMMIGRANT

Fill my pockets with lochs

the wind will fit snug in my wallet.

| will weave a scarf of mackerel, haddock and trout
the good fit of sheep on my feet.

My jacket, knitted peat and heather

with a bottle of good humour for the journey.
Planks of fishing boat bound tight as a belt
the sails making dandy trousers.

My back-pack holds the entire ocean

and last but certainly not least

| will wear the sky beneath my hat.

James Sinclair

Find out more about Bards in the Bog at

www.shetland-library.gov.uk
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