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         PRAISE FOR SEVERAL DEER


         
            ‘[I]ntellectual force and ambition, language always taut and lively and fun for the reader. Nightmare whispers, musical echoes, emotional truths, collide; the poems have each their own stance, and the book opens on an ocean of voices.’

            — Eiléan Ní Chuilleanáin

             

            ‘Never was so much meaning packed into small verses; pour the oils of reading on almost anything in this collection and whole worlds mushroom. It is annoyingly impressive and, I must say, I hate this young fellow whatever club he’s playing at tonight. […] Several Deer is such a mixture of irony and malaprop, of MacNeice splendour and Audenesque knowingness, that it will annoy as many readers as it thrills. But I’m in Crothers’ fan club, I have to say, and I would never want to refute a poet like this, a poet of the new post-Troubles era, who, unmistakably assembled on Ulster soil, has been given a metallic spray-job in some garage near the English fens.’

            — Thomas McCarthy, Trumpet

             

            ‘This is poetry at its most playful, sonorous and broad but also technical and intricately textured. It is poetry that compels itself forward with a terrific energy born out of appearing as though it might at any moment fall flat on its face.’

            — Nathan Ellis, The London Magazine

             

            ‘Adam Crothers’ Several Deer is that rare thing, a genuinely enjoyable poetry collection. It is also, in places, very funny. […] Sources as disparate as The Sensations and Robert Herrick get mashed together into goofball sonnets and villanelles. And yet for all its wit and brio, there is great seriousness to his work. Crothers is a worthy addition to yet another nouvelle vague of brilliant young poets from Northern Ireland.’

            — Conor O’Callaghan
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CULTURE

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               EASTER WINGS

            

            
               
                  Lord, this wasn’t meant to be. I think you should see

                  the other guy. He keeps the beat and larks harmoniously.

               

               
                  I didn’t plummet, plagued, from your sub-par rosy ring.

                  All it was for me was a gradual process of razoring

               

               
                  off the frills I unrequired. Another decade

                  and I’ll be okay with being nothing: all boxes unticked

               

               
                  on the census, the grant proposal, the dating app.

                  My stance is clear of adored. My mind’s the gap.

               

               
                  My thighs are limited. The two sets of footprints are from when

                  I carried you and somebody came over to ask what was going on.

               

               
                  I left you on the beach, an ickle squiggle. Don’t you look fancy.

                  It wouldn’t be fair. Comfort’s best served cold; hence I

               

               
                  became most unthin, unthinkably. This wasn’t ordained

                  to be taken orally or at face value. But there, I’ve done it. &?

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               DAMAE PLURES

            

            
               Even as the roebuck and the hart is eaten, so thou shalt eat them: the unclean and the clean shall eat of them alike.

               deuteronomy 12:22

            

            
               I    MUNTJAC 

               
                  Scoop of green scrap in the streetlamp’s wee-streak

                  splash zone. Small and mossy doggish flatline.

                  Crucifixion-scenic, an asterisk

                  of limb; a footered reference. That lane’s

               

               
                  for bike folk, who yelp What the actual

                  at the death cycle. I damn their buck eyes

                  and go home where the values are tactile.

                  Home, where the books require many boxes.

               

               
                  I cut off my face, which really spites it.

                  I hole up in the culture of my stuff

                  while ‘muntjac’ autocorrects to ‘account’.

               

               
                  It is, I suppose, settled. The night’s stick

                  snaps beneath a beautiful frigid hoof.

                  Faith, frighted, yields what little ground was gained.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               II    CERNUNNOS 

               
                  Congratulations on the roadkill verse

                  and all, my boy; pray, where’s my boy’s award?

                  The boy is away with the various

                  vocabularies of being away.

               

               
                  Vocabularies of an absent god.

                  The raising of two sons and the rain on

                  the side door you would take now if you could.

                  A loss, a lock; it’s good to torc. Ring, ring.

               

               
                  Oh loose the lough upon the leafy suburb:

                  Tayto salad days’ slaw of despond

                  washed as from a petroglyph mould-peppered,

               

               
                  in nomine patris who’d better save

                  his handsome worries for the older son,

                  the one who always was so good with words.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               III   BARASINGHA 

               
                  Swamp, drain! Guts, churn. Brag, vain tongue, in twelve-tone

                  waltz time. Gimp-maimed, yet you bring ’leven un-

                  even walls down. Scrimp, saved. Gods earn big when

                  ten men delve. Nine faultlines crimp lands that aren’t

               

               
                  rich; wind lessens, grieving. Eight tonnes scrimshaw,

                  good for bricks: van burns, unhelped. Darn. What’s done?

                  Scrimshave. Cut cornflakes. Whet them on seven

                  whetstones. Six brave guests can raze what thumbs deem

               

               
                  safe. Doughnuts, five; shrimp plate; catch four brides, faint-

                  ing. Intestinal tide, wimps. Dave, get Schoen-

                  berg’s enema; Niamh, find salts: I’m glimpse-lamed,

               

               
                  guys. Check bravado: none. Define ‘cult’: mine.

                  Stamp page. Gate, barred. Three. Then open valve. Two.

                  Scald. One at which point the doe’s voice decays.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               IV   ACTAEON

               
                  Another’s musk’s the best thing about it,

                  the ghost-sack you scrub, and yet you ablute

                  with most rabid foam. Soap-bubble-beaded,

                  the lace of hair that isn’t yours seems wrought

               

               
                  that one might leash the dogs of war and walk

                  them, gentrified, about your piecemeal mound,

                  your stack of merchandise and swag. Your wig

                  is unprofound: tip not that hat, straw man.

               

               
                  Tip otherwise, and render void your till.

                  Inscribe upon its vaults EMPTIED DAILY.

                  Id est, love more. The polling stats suggest

               

               
                  ‘forgiveness’ sounds divine. Though I’ve heard tell

                  you rest less when you’ve let somebody lie,

                  and then you set the hounds upon yourself.
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