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THE SEASONS OF CULLEN CHURCH





Poverty, though bitter, is most miserable in this – that it makes men ridiculous.


– JUVENAL, Satire 3





















Waiting for the Horses


for Keith Hanley









So wistful is the recognition now


of all the places that I hardly noted:


places I know I saw once or twice,


their occasions unrecallable,


like a green caravan in a field-corner.







This year snow lays on the hills already


in mid-November by the northern Lakes


as the train gathers speed up the gradient.


By a level-crossing gate a boy stands,


holding a horse’s tackling on his shoulder.







What distant sound does he hear along the tracks?







I don’t think I will go by train again.






























The Will









When they discovered that my grandfather


was going, unexpectedly, to die young


of meningitis, they naturally set about


ensuring that his wife would not inherit


the farm. They assembled a group of solid men –


as they might have for the threshing: his brother


who lived south on the mountain;


a shrewd solicitor; and a man from Doon


with a good hand who often testified to wills.







There was another witness whose existence


I know from no other evidence: my father’s


Uncle Michael. I suppose he emigrated


to the States or Canada, where – I suppose again –


he was set upon at his arrival


for the few pounds sewn inside his coat


and dumped into the sea, or maybe shunned


because of the disease he carried


and left to die in the plague sheds of Grosse Île.






























Mahogany Gaspipes


for Pat Palmer







She trembled as she heard again her mother’s voice saying constantly with foolish insistence: –


Derevaun Seraun! Derevaun Seraun!


– JAMES JOYCE, ‘Eveline’









They didn’t seem to hear what we were saying


across the water: probably the wind


was in the wrong direction and blew away


our voices. But they scrutinised the sounds,


every vocable, to see whether they might


make some sense of them. They suspected jokes,


even when there weren’t jokes, and they marvelled


at the inventive twists and turns


and contortedness of this warbling tongue.







Not that we didn’t try to name names –


Jula, Willam – or give good directions:


to get to the Bocára where Diarmuid fled


with Gráinne, go straight at Clampers Cross;


you must turn in at Keale bridge


to reach the far side of the causeway


at the Bowing, where the O’Keeffes set their dogs


on O’Sullivan Beare during his Long Walk.


And even we don’t know what the Canádas means.







So yes, it has to be conceded that we were


speaking in tongues: that any wisps of meaning


had to be caught while they were flying


to make some sense out of this local parlance.
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