The poetry competition was adjudicated by Mr Fergus Mulligan, Publisher & Writer, Dublin

=\Poetry in Leitrims

1st PRIZE
KILTY RELICS
Patricia Bennett

Adjudicator's Comments:

A lovely, clever, sharp poem that
tells of the visit of nostalgic US
relatives and their desperate
attempts to acquire a personal
history, even if built on fables,
dreams and a slight deception.
The poet skilfully paints a picture

of the interaction that takes place,

with humour and gentleness,
even when visiting an unmarked
family grave. Very well written
and a worthy winner
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PATRICIA BENNETT

KILTY RELICS

In the eighties, far out relations breezed in our door
to trace their roots and ‘ooh’ and ‘aah’ our home
one hundred and fifty years old — a museum,

my brother and | on display,

‘Twentieth century Irish Teens'.

Mam stuffed them with tae, tart and treacle bread,
'Go on, go on, a little bit more’

Dad dished out hot ones and stories galore.

Later, he drove down dung filled roads,

made them stop, to let fairies cross.

They hopped out with flashes, white innocent smiles
and pressed roses from hedges

in Ireland guides.

In the graveyard by Lough Melvin's shore,

Dad had no clue where the ancestors lay

a minor paint, they'd come all this way,

He showed them a grave by the limestone wall,
question after question came

until they asked

‘Why the unmarked plot?”

his reply nailed the questions shut

‘When people left long ago,
t'was tradition

to send money home,

for a decent wake

and a good headstone’.

They called to a cottage, on the return

the far out relations sat in the car

while Dad talked to the man at the door

A mound of stones in the field beside,

was all that remained of their ancestors lives.
‘They've come from the states,

we can't disappoint” he said

so the man— became a far out cousin,

threw himself into the role

'Come in, come into my home’

"Your Great Grandmothers's bed in the lower room,
where she knelt every night to say her prayers'
‘She sat at the hearth — sit down

— sit down in her chair’.

He gave them a piece of the hearthstone

— arelic to share.

The far out relations
breezed out

with tears in their eyes,
and rose tinted pages
in their Ireland Guides.
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MONICA CORISH

ALCHEMISTS IN
WELLINGTONS

fo celebrate the 20th Anniversary of the

Organic Centre

Taste of dill

on the tongue, wild garlic.

Song of a blackbird's yellow beak.
A coppice of luminous willow

the colour of longing.

Beneath Sheenun

of the watchful fairies,

a silence

between birdsong
and plash of frog

a silence

heavy with riches,

where Leitrim's leaden clay
transmutes in the crucible

of wormery and compost heap
into apple trees, fennel,
brassica, runner beans,

a silence

tended by alchemists

in wellingtons, men and women
who long to sow

their secret knowledge

wide and far:

Faith in Spring's return;

Hope for a wiser world,

(a steadfast, all-season refusal
to despair); Lave

for this singular earth.

<4 ALCHEMISTS

IN

WELLINGTONS

Monica Corish

Adjudicator's Comments:

With a fantastic title this lovely
poem reflects on nature’s bountiful
riches as celebrated, promoted and
enjoyed in the Leitrim Organic Cen-
tre. Phrases like “a steadfast, all-
season refusal to despair” and “love
for this singular earth” stay with you
after reading it.

! liked it very much and it's a worthy
of a close second place.

3rd PRIZE

VISITING

ST COLUMBA'S

HOSPITAL

Mary Guckian

Adjudicator's Comments:

A sad, sad but extremely weli-
crafted and deeply human poem
about visits to abandoned elderly
women in @ home who reflect on the
children they never saw grow up.
The visitors come to sell them reli-
gion, the inmates only want to touch
the fabric of the visitors’ clothes. It's
an indictment of how we treated
such women and their babies but
done subtly and without diatribe.
Something in the poet’s language
suggests regret for their approach,
an honesty which is very appealing
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MARY GUCKIAN

VISITING ST COLUMBA'S
HOSPITAL

On Legion of Mary visit to ladies
who looked old with hairy chins
and grey worn out hospital gowns
quiet, silent, they booked fragile.
We stayed two hours with

our grubby religious magazines
trying to make some form of
conversation but these locked
away women wanted to finger
the fresh cotton material in our
flowery skirts and dresses made
by ourselves, we were poor too
own clothes valuable and

would never think of parting
with the few garments we had.

When | remember then it makes
me sad that | never read them

a story of maybe a funny poem.
Our mission was spiritual and

the women were here for many
reasons, some put away by families
if they had a child outside mar-
riage.

We hear many stories of these
babies

now grown in their sadness as they
never got to know their Mothers.
Birth certificates denied them and
their needs for a warm embrace.

HIGHLY COMMENDED»
VENTRILOQUISTS
Angela McCabe
Adjudicator’s Comments:
Clever, funny poem about non-
verbal communication and its use
among people who are thoroughly
at ease with each other. Great, eco-
nomic yet lyrical use of language to
convey a rather complex idea, every-
thing is there that should be in a
good peerm.
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ANGELA McCABE

VENTRILOQUISTS

Where | come from
we talk without moving our lips,
body talk deciphered.

Didn't notice till | moved abroad,
refurned occasionally
on holidays with friends.

My brother is a master

tradesman of ventriloquism.

Grunts, utterances, twits, contortions,
wrinkled brows, darting eyes, splays of
hand.

Men friends responding,

mystique of total understanding.

An Italian friend came.

Eager to make breakfast

a loaf in her hand.

She'd asked him:

‘Would you like toast?'
Ventriloguy

left her frozen on the spot,

as he puffed and blew

on a cigarette like a steam engine.

| pointed at the toaster.
‘Ney-amm,’ he replied, meaning,
'maybe yes, maybe no, you decide.
| put the bread on his plate.

He buttered it and ate in silence.
When | told her what he meant,
she filled the room with laughter.

We travelled, stayed in B&B's.

At breakfast when asked Toast?’

she looked at me, a twinkle in her eye,
a curl on her lip and said:

‘Ney-amm!'

PAULINE BRADY
THE SEASONS OF THE PAST
Summer shines. Tar bubbles. Hay escapes a low trafler

and drifts about our street. Visitors bring news of other worlds.
Their clothes announce new shapes, new colours, a daring two-toned

shoe. The voice-notes of Birmingham and Boston brace the gilded, incensed

air of our renunciation and benediction. We sing ‘Faith of our Fathers’
and walk out under the purpling sky of final Mission night.

Autumn sounds of schoolchildren whooping down the hill past

hungry, bakery smells and strangely floured men taking the lunch-time
air. We'll buy Cough-no-Mores in Donnelly’s and be back in time

to play a game of tig before the drowsy afternoon begins with sums
that never did make sense, unlike the pictures on wet Sundqys

in the Roxy where high noon comes and gun-shot fills the air.

Winter brings the turf for fires in the classroom and, sliding down
the High Street, we marvel at the eerie, moon -filled snowscape

of our town. Christmas arrives in paper chains and bells, Toys
appear in Kieran's window, the altar of our longing at which we
worship dolls with painted hair and eyes that close, a train set,

a bulging Christmas stocking, an annual, @ box of winking marbles.

Spring tests me as I'm struggling with my mother up the hill

to Convent Mass and she doubts my Lenten promise. With nothing
miuich to see, I wonder at the mystery of it all but learn to hear, among
the whispered prayers and the heart-ljft of those sweet, sequestered
voices, the music of a childhood and begin to comprehend the secret
of a place, like the cloud-shadows on a mountain.
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ANGELA
McCABE

MIHO

We had a plan to keep Miho in Ireland.

Four of us, me the ring leader,
drinking her kukicha tea.

All she did was touch an avocado
and she cast a spell,

every mouthful of sushi fed our needs.

We brought her to Sligo, Knocknarea.
Would she sense this ‘Hill of Kings?"
where Queen Maeve intoxicated men.

Malaysia was on her itinerary.
Marry her, we told Maximo,
our nervous ltalian.

She said she missed her cockatoo,

showed us a video.
‘o Jo and Miho Miho' he said.

We could buy one for her,

let him wander about, sing and whistle
hang upside down on the clothes horse.

Our friendship
subjective pray
to the drug of Miho's cuisine.

She left with a promise.
| practice deft fingering
and casting spells on food.

But I'm heavy handed,
always in a hurry.
Gamasio burns.

Origiri rice balls don't stick,
and we're left
with a Miho longing.

ANGELA
McCABE

LIQUID SKY

Often artists
have painted
trees,
mountains,
sea.

Each time

| look the sky
has changed.
| try painting
clouds,

a sun ray,
rainbows,
silver needles
Criss-crossing
green hedges,
purple hills.

Windows

of rain

wash
kaleidoscope
of colour
into water.

For a moment
| think

| see what

the artists saw.
Each patch
distinct,

each drop
exact.

They in love
with it all.

ANGELA
McCABE

CHILDREN OF PRAGUE

Sacramental ewers,

blessed salts cleansed and sanctified,
visible forms of invisible grace.

Relics in satin boxes, flowers, incense.
Mary surrounded by guardian angels.
Imagination unleashed.

Mystical icons

in my neighbour's house.
Night lights in crystal bowls.
Crucifix on triptych shrine.
A statue of Jesus

in red and white,

the sacred heart.

Holy pictures

draped with rose quartz rosaries.
Peridot, malachite, lapis lazuli,
offerings in this sacred room.

Shadows fall. | start
at the crown of thorns
on Jesus' hirsute head.

She talks in low tones

as if in church.

| want to be respectful
though mesmerised

by the Children of Prague
on all three altars,

in white fur coats,

with orbs and crosses.

To the kitchen,

an offer of tea.

| amble back when

she answers the phone
view it all again,
stunned by the similarity
of Buddhist shrines

she has never seen.




SEAMUS
HANNEY

WHERE I'M FROM

I'm from the Metropolis

of two streets and the river Shannon

outsice the boundary

you're from the country

I'm from learning to swim in the river

and my mother’s voice

don't go near that river

I'm from addition and subtraction slates

handed out by Sr. Patricia in high babies

and the swish of Bro. Loyola's sutan

as he passed by my desk

I'm from my first holy communion day

and sadness for my friend Christine Connolly

a Protestant

I'm from the bubbliness of tapioca for dessert

Regatta day and Joe Smith home from England

with pointy- toe shoes

I'm from Frances Donohoe telling me

'd be learning all about the common denominator in third class
and my father saying President Kennedy has been shot
as | did my lessons at the kitchen table

I'm from my mother’s new singer sewing machine

the long wait to be served in Billy Callaghan's butcher shop
playing rounders, hiding behind Carthy's bread van

in case a cowboy shot me

I'm from trips in my father's rowing boat

named Tobernalt, his own place.

SEAMUS HANNEY
MARLYN MONROE & THE REGATTA

I'm going home from the Regatta

the crowds on the bridge

excited talk between locals

and friends back on holiday from England

the stillness of the water between races

the sound of the megaphone

senior eights, Carlow B, Portora, Carrick, Coleraine
close to home somebody says

Marlyn Monroe is dead

've seen her photograph in the window of the Gaiety Cinema
a sadness comes over me

about Marlyn Monroe

KEVIN
PATRICK

HUMAN HANDS

Wisdom sat quietly in reverie and thought.
Bent over double-deep and haunched against the sway
of the sight and sound of general opinion.

Knowledge arrived in a fanfare of noise and clatter
Speak speaking and spouting facts and figures
and did you know this? And did you know that? Chatter.

Truth was already in the room abed, bruised and battered
Barely breathing, all wires and monitors and the
steady bip of the electronic drip - bip, bip, bip.

\Wisdom spoke without looking up or moving with
unseeing eyes, “Knowledge, you are not enough to save Truth.
Truth, lies there, nearly dead. No knowledge, can save him”

Knowledge was dumbfounded and silent for once.
All silent. Except for the rise and fall of Truth's laboured breathing
Knowledge spoke “But what will? { do NOT Krow! It is beyond me”

Truth stirred and moaned as if to speak

Knowledge leapt up

and with Human Hands removed the mask

from the Mouth of Truth

heard this. “Not Knowing - IS the Truth of Wisdom"

bip, bip, bip ...
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MONICA CORISH

NO FISH WILL BE LEFT IN LAKES,
WARNS PRIEST

Leitrim Observer Headline

18 July, 1990

Christ returns, to Leitrim.
He looks for men who know about water
and dreams, the slippery deep;

for women who know about reeds,
to weave a cross unsuited to death -
women who swim in their sleep.

When Christ returns to Leitrim
he comes upon a gathering -
women and men on the gravelled shore

of a lifeless lake -
huddled - waiting - keening.
They put their arms around his shoulders,

they hold him while he weeps -
when Christ returns to Leitrim
he almost dies of grief.

Their tears add salt to the barren lake,
the tears of friends of fish and dreams,

of Brigid's tangled reeds.

Something stirs in the slippy deep.

MONICA CORISH

FAOI DRAIOCHT
for Alison Ui Dhdlaigh

At Prince Connall's Tomb
in the townland of Corracloona
[ enter the land of the dead.

"I'll see you," | say, "in a year.”
| crawl through the kennel-hole
into the inner, sky-roofed chamber.

You and your dogs stand firm,
eight paws and two feet
in the land of the living.

"He was the last,” you tell me,
"of the Tuatha Dé Danaan,
on his mother's side.”

| scramble
out of the grave
into the everyday.

All night | can't sleep.
The champagne light of the Tuatha Dé
fizzes in my veins.

Prince Connall,
the shining one,
hands me a quill and a sheet of vellum.

*xx

Faoi Dralocht: under a Druidic
enchantment

MARY GUCKIAN

EASTER WEEK-END
2017

Easter week-end at the
Ringsend Bus Stop

and the white cherry
blossoms have quietly
opened out over my head.
Much greenery here covering
the newly grown trees

now full of petite buds
bursting from hard wood.

So much movement as

the earth continues rebirth
among constant building

and lorries of cement
pouring into more pillars of
high rise as we watch
Bolands Mills grow again,
turn into office blocks,
apartments and coffee shops.

This spring colour brings

a happy mood and we step
onto the bus feeling brighter,
lighter as if a spring has been
put into our wintry footsteps.

B Prince Connall’s Tomb




MARY GUCKIAN

DRIVES ON SUNDAYS

After Sunday dinner

my Mother loved to step
into my car and let me
take her for a drive,

see new homes rise

from empty green fields

in new landscapes

on narrow roads from
where much emigration’
had taken place earlier.
Other afternnoons we
visited one of my Aunts
bringing a fresh sponge
cake from Coffey's.

Always their own delicious
baking ready, sandwiches
made or a delicious salad.
They lived in scenic places
over lakes, near large rivers
close to mountains or
megalithic tombs and
passage graves overlooking
beautiful Lough Arrow.
Years went by and

the pattern ended.
Clocking up many miles

| always found such happy
scenes, despite living lives
on farms where constant
manual work was unending.
They all reared big families,
now relaxed they enjoyed
chatting about grandchildren
and political pell-mell.

Poet’s note: My Mother Pauline died in
2007 aged 89 and two of her sisters, my
Auntie Annie and Geraldine died earlier this
year within a few months of one another
aged 89 and 91. They lived long healthy
lives until their last few years.

NORA MCGILLEN

CONEY ISLAND

Pools of water,

scattered shining of stones,

sand bone white.

The counted pillars you held him against,
windwashed, sandflecked, wavescratched,
laid out like Stations of the Cross.

The time that has passed on stone -

| cannot hold back.

A glimpse of bluebells and briars,

the remains of the old school kneeling,
McGowans bar waiting on the windswept bend.
| pass by.

There is no trace of you here Father,

no cleated track of wellington boots,

no comforting sound of your breathing,

no steely reprimand from seaqulls.

You and a friend came here to buy cattle,

and listen to waves make a space round the heart.
And on this night my sister will be born.

But you still have this day on the island Father,

to barter for cattle, and stride freely

in the long salt-wept grass,

the hope of things trembling inside you.

The storm will sweep over the island,

and mournful currents will ravage the sand,

but you will save your friend at the seventh pillar.

There will be other deaths, other griefs and losses.

But today you made it through the waves,
And your daughter breaks into the world,
more perfect than a spring tide.

KEVIN PATRICK

STOOD AT
THE CRIB

Stood at the Crib. The empty Church
by candlelight. My heart is hurt
away from my own homely berth
where all is quiet. This Christmas.

The time and tide of my own life

has ebbed and flowed and from my sight
are gone the ones that we did raise

in other lands, they live these days.

With their own kids as we once did

and can't get back to see this Crib

where they once stood when they were small
to dream of Santa and his haul.

On this | think and of others too
who led me to the Crib to view

in this same Church that | did know
when | was small. So long ago.

| hear ‘Silent Night' so softly sung

my eyes are wet, my memories run

to Christmas past and Christmas present
as all at once. | feel a presence.

Then with a shock, as | rejoice

a simple truth [ realise

the singing came from my own voice
and all at once. | feel alive.

My brittle heart. My jaded life
peels and cracks—lets in the Light
| think upon that young girl Mary
and all at once. | am alight.

Who in the Darkest Hour of Night
brought forth, The Saviour, bore The Light
and as all fears and tears do cease

| think of Peace just, Perfect Peace.
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COLM FLYNN, 2018

BEING COMPLIMENTARY TO LEITRIM

It's wonderful to see the lron Range
In County Leitrim a few miles to the west

When broadleaved trees are going through their change

And hedges have fruit it's possible to digest.
The legendary O'Rourkes of Breffni ran
Their territory in a kindly fashion

And things were going well until a man
Abducted Dervorgilla in a passion.

A versifier is straining every sinew

To see the features of the afforested hills
And contemporaneous accounts continue
To compliment Leitrim for its lack of ills
The region with the hourglass figure stands
On top of County Longford it commands.

ATOUR OF LEITRIM

We pay a visit to a graveyard where

Every other headstone happens to be a Flynn
And it's impossible not to be aware

Of the way the skeletons in their coffins grin.
Alittle later on Lough Melvin laps

With deliquescent sounds against the shore
And we do not bother with geographical maps
Or concern ourselves with legendary lore.

The Rainbow Ballroom or The Ballroom of Romance
Materializes as a place to call

And memories of how we used to dance

Elicit reminiscences to enthrall

Crepuscular rays are shining on the west

As we do our tour of Leitrim with great zest.

COLM FLYNN, 2018
THE TOUR IN RETROSPECT

It is a beautiful morning in the wake

(f a tour of County Leitrim in a car

When there were plenty of occasions to brake
Because the scenery was spectacular

We paid a visit to Sean Mac Diarmadas place

Where he leamed to distinguish wickedness from good

And he's a hero of the Irish race

Due to his having died for our naticnhood.

The territory was so lacustrine

Apair of Peter Pans who're friends were impressed
And meteorological conditions were a sign

Of an area of high pressure to the west.

A friendly restaurant in Drumshanbo prepared

A marvellous meal with no ingredients spared.

UNSTRUNG

The dandelion seedheads have begun

Their appropriation of the countryside

On a morning of unadulterated sun

And a feeling life’s opportunities are wide.
The robin redbreast hoovers up the crumbs
Tofeed its fledglings in the nearby nest
And there's no need for mathematical sums
When working out what needs to be addressed.
The arum lily with its yellow spike

Is a creature with pyramidal tongue

And a happening is coming down the pike
To make an individual unstrung,

The tiny insects circumavinte

In the garden of a liberated state.

ANDY MCGOVERN
HEAR MY SONG

| Listen to my heart, listen to my song,
With words of happiness, do sing along.
My song is of joy beyond compare,

My great love for this life is everywhere,

Like the soaring swallow's gleaming wings,
My Spirit is lifted by the simple things.
Morming bird song is music to my gars,

A moonit evening recalls many happy years,

In this world we all play an important role,

Sometimes my friend you need to be told.

In Gods eyes our value is exactly the same,
game.

If at times you lose, then treasure the lessan,
Appreciate your life as an etemal blessing.
Fear no limits as you fly without wings,
Never forget your roots are precious things.

Life can be hectic in this mad human race,

Take time; slow down, with a smile on your face.
Don't rush blindly through the lows and ighs,
What a shame not fo pase, to open your eyes.

Listen to my heart, listen fo my song,
Walk with me, you won't go wrong.
Inthe daepest darkness, | found alight,
With my faith in God, | never lost sight.

See the joys of life in all that you do,

You will find happiness watting for you.

With open eyes, see a world made by God above,
Take time to refax, to savour his love.

A weight on a shoulder makes a stronger man,
Treat your troubles lightly if you can,

Sing my song of happiness in your heart,

It's a wonderful world, let us all pley a part.

Listen to my heart, listen to my song,

With its words of happiness, do sing along,
My song is of joy beyond compare,

My great love of this life is everywhere.
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DESMOND KENNY
(For Macdara Woods)

NOCERA UMBER

| limped with you in empathetic gait

On the hot Wednesday afternoon you climbed
The hilly way of Nocera Umber

Where you joined your past to [talian scenes
In whose quiet sunshine broken life unpacked
For fixing by you on @ mending day,

When cobble stones were set again in sand.

Your words came to me in synthetic speech,
Lisping from my IPhone in confusion

To be straightened, reorganised for sense

In which your joumey had some company
Before | left to travel on intent

To make and break and make and root like you
Similar cobbles on unfinished roads.

DESMOND KENNY
CLICK

Click

Click, click, and click.

And so the thought goes click, click,

Making or breaking the connection

In possibilities of off or on

Or suggesting expansions or contractions
In machine wires carrying messages

To meanings in the darkness of a purpose.

In my brain, thinking clicks before
Thoughts in synaptic rhythms

To things understood before they are again
Erased and forgotten in the click, click

In the final off click, end click

Of that stuttered click to last click.

DESMOND KENNY

UN HOMME ET UNE FEMME
(A MAN AND A WOMAN)

For months'chabadabada”

Had hummed in my head
with "Aujourd'hui Cest Toi™:

Before | found myself in the Corinthian cinema,

A Summer's afternoon in the late sixties,
Soaking up the mood and music.

The story of this French film gees:
A widow and a widower maet
In Deauville, France.

Both are differently grieving:
He is male anticipating
And she is female steadfast

They are Anne Gauthier and Jean-Louis Duroc
The lived screen expressions
Of Anouk Aimée and Jean-Louis Trintignant.

Outside the river Liffey flowed
Impervious to timeless haze of hands held
Serching our palms for futures told.

In such brica-a-brac of mood
With archives of sterile facts
Stored, are parts of my past

And those years without incidents
Shared with some significance
by female friends long moved on.

In filrm, part of my life survives
Directed by Claude Lelouch
And tearful to the music of Francis Lai.

ROSEMARIE ROWLEY

THANKS FOR YOUR GREEN ACTIONS
| haven't felt it very much this year

The closing in of night in shorter hours
The clock does not watch in blinkered fear
But quietly keeps what is mine and ours
Gentle agreement that the past was gone
Once embedded like a lecter in 2 hall
Now with our peace of radiance shone
Your actions - we were the victors after all
The time spent was fruitful its slow ease
Into night and dark does not hurt so much
As was your silence holding out to tease
At times yielding to my gentler touch

Now at the tum of year the days are bright
Once more | keep your picture in my sight

This poem comes from ihe collection, Girls of the Globe,
published by Arlen House, in 2015,

GERRY KILRANE

WHERE HAVE ALL THE FISH GONE?

Where have all the fish gone?

The fish we caught as children, in abundance,

with hand cut rods of bamboo or sally,
under the quiding hands of Grandfathers

with soft white hair and kind, haggard faces.
Where have all the restless Springs gone?
When we walked barefoot along muddy streams,

hugging jam jars of frog spawn.
When we jumped rivers like Olympians

and were masters of the little Kingdoms of our minds.
Where have all the busy, sultry Summers gone?
When we hurriedly lapped fast melting ice cream,
surveyed hay and silage a making, turf reared,

Fought wars of imperial importance,

in back lanes and o'er freshly cut meadows.

Where have all the children gone?

The ones we [earned to ride bikes and skip ropes with,
kicking ball until the last flickerings forsook the day.

Where have all the fish gone?

Perhaps they've eaten their fill and rest in deep pools.




POETRY

PATRICIA BENNETT

THE TECH.
Kittyclogher; Co. Leitrim (1973)

How much is a lie?

How much is truth?
memory twists like the bars
sticking out of the floor

— the jagged edge

of a page tom.

We were there

— looking up, above

a mountain of rubble
to that upstairs room.
Sunshine walls.

A sky roof

The big ones flew up

that stairway of stones,
mothers’ warmings ignored
“tell nawthin™ our rule.

| didn't go;

my feet tumed in.

My mother was always
swapping my shoes,

try climbing through ruins
with your shoes twisting out
and your feet

tuming in.

We found white chalk

where the blackboard stood.
We collected it all

and then we drew.

We had to dig to find a nugget
of green, yellow or blue,

Forty years on

the bomb explodes
across my torn page.
Shards of past

like pieces of chalk
with a slanted nub;
a teacher cut off

mid stroke. d.

PATRICIA BENNETT
SWEET EXCAVATIONS

She retrieved the tub from it's icy cave

along with our equipment, hers - an ornate spoon
scalloped like an oyster's shell

used for cameo appearances with condiments.
Mine was nothing special, stainless steel - plain.

We began to excavate, chipping away the ice

“I should have used yours, this thing’s too fancy"
she said, so we swapped and sitting side by side
the digging intensified, 2 section each until

the hardness capsized into cream.

I let her steal my orea seams

and thought of Dad when | was a child
how we'd sit side by side

while he sliced precise nuggets

of steak, for me to steal from his plate.

"|'ve hit the mother lode!" she cried
waving her spoon like a flag

We leaned in to examine her hoard,
dessert archeologists sharing our Grail
like Indiana Jones.

JACK COLLUM
ELEGANCE ot Colum (4ge 16)

Elegance knows no beauty
Elegance knows no sin
Elegance knows no hate
Oh where do | begin?

'What is Eleganace’ one questioned
Only one came to mention

As amongst this array of elegant beings
There is truly only one with meaning

Blissfully exiting uncomfortably

Sits alone, my elegant being

Surrounded by her thoughts to her own demise
It would make any man cry

To see one 50 elegant
Ignore their beauty

Is what makes
Elegance truly

NORA MCGILLEN

GOOD FRIDAY
We qo into Good Friday.
| cannot stop it

the day | will lose you.

| press backwards as Jesus did fearing the Garden of Gethsemane,
but the whole night is before us,

the tortuous sound of your breathing

renting the room,

your eyes moving at half-mast.

Are you remembering that black morning on the Manorhamitton road,
when even the hushed mountain bent to your cries,

knowing you would soon lose your ten year old son,

or the cattle watting patiently on the Hillfeld,

or my mother in the kitchen with a candle burming,

her mournful eyes making everything all ight.

Now it is over,

they say we can take the body,

and the blue paper gown that shrouds you,

The room is 5o still as if all sound has been squeezed from the world.
I1ry to find a bottom inside me that can contain this emptiness,

| remember when we were children you calling us from our sleeping beds
To see the sun dance on an Easter Sunday morning
Crying out: "He is risen. Jesus is risen from the dead.”

{In memoriam Pefer McGillen)




POETRY

EDDIE MCGURRIN
SNOW SCENE IN MAY

Hooray - did we not rejoice and delight?

Last May, with the countryside unexpectedly bright.
Thanks to one of natures surprises - a great show,

A generous magnificent whitethorn bloom - like snow.
All along roadways, motorways, paths and lanes,
Along hedgerows, ditches and drains.

In many a garden, valley, hill and field,

PADDY PRENDERGAST
THE DAY OF A HUNDRED SONGS

We are sitting here in Fitzs' round 2 great big roasting fire

The sweat was dropping off Brendan, and Mae was beginning to perspire
| looked across at Martin, he'll be asleep before too long

Then Brendan jumps up to his fest saying Paddy will you give us a song?’

| was only on my second pint
It was then | heaved a sigh

Ah sure what the hell about it

Il sing The Fields of Athenry’

Along with the lone sacred fairy tree, the whitethorn to true nature did yield.

Even on wild windswept upland hills and braes, sceach gheal did what it must,
From hardy gnarled wood, delicate whitethorn flowers were gently thrust.

Insects too, in this bloom exulted,

Attracted by its promise, vital things resulted.

As they traversed and caressed the flowers every part,
They touched and moved its very heart.

Soon we noted a subtle blush, a colour transition,
The flower had effected its sacred mission.

And the bloom having passed it's hour,

Causing an unseasonable silent petal snow shower.
The tree, to green then reverted,

As the flower to fruit was incipiently converted.
But without fail, in autumn we'll give applause,

For a fruitful ruby bounty: Welcome haws.

Thus will be born,

A new generation of the whitethomn.

We can rely on natures insistent resilience and
rhythmic surprise,

To enhance our lives and please our eyes.

And so this year as we were gifted,

With this generous whitethom bloom - we were uplifted.
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Mary is behind the counter
Pulling pints and oh serene
When and oul fella started roaring
Do you know the ‘Cliffs of Doneen’?

Another fella stumbles through the door
Saying Jaysus it's an awful day
He stops in his tracks to listen
Martin's halfway through ‘Camlough Bay'
He sang 'you turn to the rignt and pass down by the churchyard,
Cross over the river and down by the sea
We'll stop at Pat Hamills'
And have a wee drop there just to help us along to sweet Carnlough Bay

We must pay a tribute to Mary, who never gets in a huff
Here she's coming into the bar with her arms full of turf
"Ye're an awful shower of buggers, but I love you just the same
ls there anyone among you, who could give us ‘The Patriot Game?”

It's nearly getting dark now
Val has just come in from the land
With the sound of singing coming from the bar
He thought Carmel had hired a band

Sure it was only Paddy and Brendan
Martin and Brendan's wife Mae
Who had just dropped in for one or two
To brighten up the day




