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            in memory of Margaret MacCarron

             

             

            Calling out, as is the custom of those who go often in the woods, ‘Where are you now, companion?’

            – aelfric, The Life of St Edmund
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            Rough Plaster

         

         
            
               We spend our summers in a house once owned

               By a couple who never spoke a word

               To each other. And we have wondered if,

               Mixed in with the rough plaster on the walls,

               Some bitter trace still lingers. But in their day

               There was no window on to the southern hills,

               No song from the music system, and no one

               Calling from upstairs for a weather forecast

               That will tell us if it’s fine enough for the sea.

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
4
            Pre-check-in

         

         
            
               It’s always the same dream before you travel:

               Cases not packed, unsorted contents

               Thrown on the bed. The others don’t seem to have

               Remembered the time, or to care:

               Down in the restaurant, with everything

               Still to do. The taxi has been booked,

               But will it be on time? Or will it wait?

               And what time does the check-in have to close?

            

            
               Like the man from Coalpits who set off too soon

               To walk to the train for the journey to Queenstown

               And America because of the early crowing

               Of the neighbour’s cock through some strange disorder.

               ‘Bad luck to you, Dan Cronin, and your fowl!

               I could have spent those last few hours at home.’
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            The Anchorage

         

         
            
               One morning in the hot summer of ’59

               We watched through binoculars a black cloud

               Of smoke on the skyline. Someone suggested

               It must be furze being burned on the banks

               Of the railway line. Word spread

               That it was Bill Casey’s barn, new-packed

               With this year’s hay. We all went to see it,

               And smelled the dead smell of burning.

               Casey kicked ruefully at the iron staple

               In the wall which the dog had been chained to.

               All the farmers in the parish rallied round;

               The next Sunday a long cortège of horse floats

               Made their slow way along the dusty road

               To Ardnageeha to repair the loss.

               But what good was that? The barn’s dark pillars

               Did not lighten, and when you closed your eyes

               What you saw was the invisible

               Last leaping of the dog.
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            The Hide

            from Old Irish

         

         
            
               Than our small observatory in Túaim Inbir

               no great mansion could be better

               with stars in due order

               and sun and moon.

            

            
               It was the Gobán that made it

               so his fame would be passed down.

               My dear heart, God in Heaven,

               He is the thatcher who made the roof.

            

            
               A house into which the rain can’t pour,
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