Buachaille Etive Beag

We will

revisit this mountain

-day.  Breathe again; deep

draughts of blaeberry 

bouquet, of musty marsh

-marigolds and traces of thyme

… will linger over

the roundness and 

the sheer, sharp clarity;

become giddy

from just one gulp.

Back home tonight,

we will lay down

this day; for 

a distant tomorrow; when,

the instant it’s clear

of cobwebs, its name

will invite;

the taste

of Névé-cold Chablis

... just like the 

allt Gartain did.

