DANCING
AT THE
CROSSROADS

Brian Farrell

THE SINKING SUN danced sending
out golden rays. Music carried across
freshly cut fields. Laughter racing down a
Leitrim lane. Edwina Guckian, school
teacher, Sean Nés dancer and proud
young Leitrim woman, rolled out the bar-
rels at a quiet crossroads in Effrinagh and
said: "Let's Dance", and we did, like there
was no tomorrow.

Young and old gathered and resurrected a
tradition as old as time, to celebrate life
and midsummer. There was no VIP section.
No free drinks reception. No bouncers, no
barriers. Neither Guards nor gurriers and
no vanities at this bonfire. Just barrels
and barrels of fun.

Musicians of all ages found freshly saved
square bales of hay to sit on and struck
up the tunes.

People danced, only stopping if a singer
stepped up and gave an excuse for all to
catch their breath.

A small group of French students hap-
pened upon it, joined in at 7he Walls of
Limerick and stayed til the last tin whistle
was tucked away. Sometime after eleven,
as the fire died down and night closed in,
people drifted away and the crossroads
at Effrinagh returned to it's silent self but
Edwina Guickian and her "shout out " for
a dance at the Crossroads had managed
to reclaim the night, for fun, for all and
for free.
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EFFRINAGH

SISTER FLAMES
KRatherine Lynch

It’s opening night,

the first of winter’s_fires.

I watch its flames

enter upon a turf stage,
dressed in blue and yellow.
Their flickering seduces me,

to well a watercolour

of a little girl in vibrant yellow.
It is Mary, my Sister,

a relic from my memory’s Summer.
1 too am in this picture.

A toxic flame in nylon blue.
Slamming the doors

of cold hormonal tombs

where in deep dark cauldrans
my blues collection stews.

But tonight flames sing,

in celebration of our friendship,

as yellow feeds,

its harmony to blue,

to tumble then, hands clasped
Into embers,

Curling up, exhausted but renewed.
This poem is soley to thank

those sisterly embers,

where love it smoulders,
constantly true.

Where Mary'’s flame shall never be
but a vibrant yellow

that engulfs me when

I burn a toxic blue.
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