A Poem by Michele Fermanis-Winward

Thistledown

An icy path with sharp frost ache
is how | see my forebear's life
on a wind-shorn Tiree farm.

Her daily bread of kith and lore,
the cotter's measured day
to till and mend and spin.

The depth of grief she stood
to leave her motherland
despite a chance at wealth.

Thistle seeds were talismans
she buried in a hostile sail,
they thrived and quickly spread.

Dry scrub aped Scottish field,
she gazed out on purple blooms
and pined for lost Tiree.
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