"Winter Walk" 
by Gillian Ferguson 

Under a white skin of ice, 
the river´s clear veins push 
air for sleeping fish. 

Sun shatters on the hills´ 
blue spines, showers snow 
with flashing dust. 

In a dribbling cave we find 
stone´s slow tears 
have made organ pipes of icicles 
a graveyard of unicorns. 
You unroof two fluted horns 
for your leaf-eyed head, 

dance under armed trees. 
I gather petticoats of starched web, 
a blood-crown of cut haws. 

Through many wind-shaped drifts 
I hold your glove-furred paw 
until air and fields blush. 

Blue-breathed creatures let us stay 
under these dragoned clouds 
as birds´ hearts flutter into silence, 

the bloomed dusk falls, 
under the knife of night: 
the cold fires of space spark- 

frozen in our own myth 
with the moon veining our wooded path, 
printing our feet with wildcat and deer.

