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            ‘As time went on, I found the shape of my life.’

            
                

            

            EAVAN BOLAND

            from A Journey with Two Maps: Becoming a Woman Poet

         

         

      

   


   
      
         
            

               The Lightning

            

            
               
                  First, it split a tree.

               

               
                  Then tripped across a barbed wire fence

                  as my mother watched, thrilled.

               

               
                  It entered through her feet. Threw her

                  ten yards onto grass, where it briefly

               

               
                  stopped her heart, burnt nerves,

                  fused her jaw and exited through her mouth.

               

               
                  She tells me this, countless times

                  and each time I see her, jerking

               

               
                  on the ground, stricken with volts,

                  her mouth spitting rods of light.

               

               
                  She had to re-learn writing, walking,

                  reading, speaking but eventually

               

               
                  repaired to have me; let me float

                  in the bowl of her womb, only to be born

               

               
                  and find her wheelchair bound.

                  Blood vessels of each foot destroyed,

               

               
                  her ten toes finally gone. I grew up

                  in the seat of her lap. Once level with her throat,

               

               
                  I strained to see inside her mouth,

                  find its trembling, silver pool.

               

               
                  Tonight, her bedtime whispers feel fiery

                  in my hair and when she thinks I’m sleeping,

               

               
                  I’m half-hidden in my doorway, watching her

                  glide back down the landing,

               

               
                  all her fingers trailing sparks.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            

               Repossession

            

            
               
                  ‘Did you buy apples?’ I look at our replenished bowl

                  and you describe the last house of the day.

               

               
                  Taps strangled with tape, tank drained, letterbox sealed.

                  The debris of hurried exits – one trainer, scattered CDs,

               

               
                  pens, cheap clothes and a last bin liner, too heavy

                  and cumbersome, its pan handles poking through the skin.

               

               
                  There’s the damage, more than a few scuffs on magnolia,

                  today a radiator ripped out in rage, but it’s the kids’ toys

               

               
                  that get to you. Outside, about to plot the boundary,

                  you’d forgotten how hot it was and loosened your tie,

               

               
                  freed the heat collecting at your neck. Unusual to see a tree

                  in the gardens of this street, yet there it was, beckoning

               

               
                  with a branch of red globes. The rest you say quickly –

                  that you would never take something normally,

               

               
                  but you knew it would be unoccupied for some time,

                  it seemed wasteful to leave them, rotting in the sun.

               

               
                  I picture you scrumping in a suit. Jacket unbuttoned,

                  brogues close to the trunk, a toe dipping in fruity mulch,

               

               
                  disturbing a wasp’s boozy crawl, your awkward stretch

                  to save the last dozen from their fate. I keep thinking

               

               
                  what would I leave if we had to surrender our home,

                  filter its contents fifteen years deep? I take hold of your hand,

               

               
                  say ‘It’s okay, I’ll wash them.’ We eat them in a week,

                  swiping from the bowl, twisting their woody stalks as if they’re really ours.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            

               Girl

               
          after Alison Watt ‘Hollow’ (2009)
        

            

            
               
                  An opening: marquise cut,

                  determining how my mother

               

               
                  would dress me,

                  how she would tip my head

               

               
                  towards the world,

                  tell me I was a beautiful thing.

               

               
                  Its evolution was slow.

                  The pale plum of myself, visible

               

               
                  on lawns of a childhood

                  until I grew to recognise

               

               
                  its very private reek,

                  found it capable of quiver, stretch.

               

               
                  A finger’s hook at cotton seams,

                  how that push inside

               

               
                  could change me. It’s where

                  I felt the water, first time

               

               
                  I chilled myself in sea.

                  But for heat, that would take you

               

               
                  to lie down at its haw, cause

                  a tipping to begin –

               

               
                  a somersaulting into love

                  that made a daughter.

               

               
                  And I’ll tell her,

                  it’s where they looked first –

               

               
                  eyeing through my squall and kick

                  to identify me as girl.
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