


[image: cover.jpg]





What Are You After?





[image: img1.jpg]





What Are You After?


Josephine Corcoran


ISBN: 978-1911027423


Copyright © Josephine Corcoran, 2018


Cover artwork: ‘Transience II’ © Mary Petrovska


Instagram: @marypetrovskaartist


All rights reserved. No part of this work may be reproduced, stored or transmitted in any form or by any means, graphic, electronic, recorded or mechanical, without the prior written permission of the publisher.


Josephine Corcoran has asserted her right under Section 77 of the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988 to be identified as the author of this work.


First published June 2018 by:


Nine Arches Press


Unit 14,


Sir Frank Whittle Business Centre,


Great Central Way, Rugby.


CV21 3XH


United Kingdom


www.ninearchespress.com


Printed in the United Kingdom by:


Imprint Digital


Nine Arches Press is supported using public funding by Arts Council England.


[image: img2.png]




for Andrew, Kitty and Johnny





Honeymoon



I wouldn’t call it a honeymoon,


those muffled nights in mothballed rooms.


With cake in the boot we pilgrimmed north,


taking a young marriage to old widows,


my father’s brothers dead,


their crucifixes still hanging. In each house


we were given the double bed,


my aunties inviting us to fornicate


on concave mattresses, dead men’s


seed. Had we come one week before,


you would have been given nothing


but dusty blankets on a downstairs floor.


I would have sunk, alone and deep,


into the mildewed sponge of a cousin’s bed.


My aunties would have spread


as wide as angels in their marital sheets,


their doors ajar, the solemn whispers


of their night-time prayers beating


as sweet as deathbed love-making.


But our wedding vows were said,


so we sipped tea on upright chairs


still dimpled from Brylcreemed heads,


and rolled like screws in sideways jars


on shelves in locked-up sheds.


                                               Seven years,


one son, one daughter later,


Jesus has been sent to us.


The aunts are gone, their houses stripped.


His legs are broken. Long marriages


thrown into landfill, and we laugh


when our little children ask


about our honeymoon. I see you dreaming


down our garden path, the broken body


in your hands. You are picturing


the twist of wire you’ll use to bind his legs;


the nail, the hammer, the spirit level, the pencil


mark, the place he’ll eternally outstare us.


I love the way our daughter sings


as her finger traces our wedding rings.





Dream while losing twins



My Dad has cycled from his forties


to see me, scraps of autumn debris


in his long black hair, although it’s summer


and he was almost seventy when he died.


Naturally, he disturbs the settled classroom


but these are my favourite students


who return to their dictionaries as he lifts


a Bakelite telephone from my desk.


There is no wheelchair in this dream


so he leans on my students’ heads


and necks and shoulders to drag


and hoist and slump himself into a seat.


I speak an unknown language.


My students, here to learn English,


are delighted. My father seems


to fill the room with confidence.


He makes a performance of untangling


the spiralled cord, dials combinations


of numbers, rustles through old receipts.


“Hello? Hello?” I signal to him


but of course he carries on.


There are hours of garbled speaking


then he re-arranges the cradle


and receiver on my desk.


“I can’t get through.”


I watch him move away,


turn to smile at me


through a square of glass.


It’s not like leaving the cinema


when people exchange the dark


for sunlight; it’s just me awake, bleeding,


in a room sweet with energy.





Supermoon, September 2014



The twins who left us waited


thirteen years for me to see them


as if I


never twisted like a pepper grinder


or held the liver of them in my hands.


They appear as easily as footballs


thrown over next door’s hedge,


the sky has given up its hope


of holding onto them.


And you and I


stand close as lovers in a gallery,


the window framing an empty night,


our interlocking fingers full


of all that we withhold


from one another.


You say it’s a bomber’s moon,


gardens lit up like tablecloths,


owls calling the unlived lives


of rabbits and mice.


What if tonight


blue-washed beaches


spill over with teenagers,
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