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1 Domestic Violence







1




It was winter, lunar, wet. At dusk


pewter seedlings became moonlight orphans.


Pleased to meet you meat to please you


said the butcher’s sign in the window in the village.







Everything changed the year that we got married.


And after that we moved out to the suburbs.


How young we were, how ignorant, how ready


to think the only history was our own.







And there was a couple who quarrelled into the night,


their voices high, sharp:


nothing is ever entirely


right in the lives of those who love each other.
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In that season suddenly our island


broke out its old sores for all to see.


We saw them too.


We stood there wondering how







the salt horizons and the Dublin hills,


the rivers, table mountains, Viking marshes


we thought we knew


had been made to shiver







into our ancient twelve by fifteen television


which gave them back as grey and greyer tears


and killings, killings, killings,


then moonlight-coloured funerals:







nothing we said


not then, not later,


fathomed what it is


is wrong in the lives of those who hate each other. 
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And if the provenance of memory is


only that – remember, not atone –


and if I can be safe in


the weak spring light in that kitchen, then







why is there another kitchen, spring light


always darkening in it and


a woman whispering to a man


over and over what else could we have done?
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We failed our moment or our moment failed us.


The times were grand in size and we were small.


Why do I write that


when I don’t believe it?







We lived our lives, were happy, stayed as one.


Children were born and raised here


and are gone,


including ours.







As for that couple did we ever


find out who they were


and did we want to?


I think we know. I think we always knew.






























2 How the Dance Came to the City









It came with the osprey, the cormorants, the air


at the edge of the storm, on the same route as


the blight and with the nightly sweats that said fever.







It came with the scarlet tunics and rowel-spurs,


with the epaulettes and their poisonous drizzle of gold,


with the boots, the gloves, the whips, the flash of the cuirasses.







It came with a sail riding the empire-blue haze


of the horizon growing closer, gaining and then


it was there: the whole creaking orchestra of salt and canvas.







And here is the cargo, deep in the hold of the ship,


stored with the coiled ropes and crated spice and coal,


the lumber and boredom of arrival, underneath







timbers shifting and clicking from the turnaround


of the tides locked at the mouth of Dublin Bay, is


the two-step, the quick step, the whirl, the slow return.







Tonight in rooms where skirts appear steeped in tea


when they are only deep in shadow and where heat


collects at the waist, the wrist, is wet at the base of the neck,







the secrets of the dark will be the truths of the body


a young girl feels and hides even from herself as she lets fall


satin from her thighs to her ankles, as she lets herself think







how it started, just where: with the minuet, the quadrille,


the chandeliers glinting, the noise wild silk makes and


her face flushed and wide-eyed in the mirror of his sword. 
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