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Introduction



It’s a known fact that – ironically – poetry struggles with its own identity. What is it? Who should be writing it? How does it work? And what part does it play in contemporary life? All these questions dominate cultural and critical spaces where poets endeavour to learn and fortify their understanding of the craft. With so much writing being produced each year, and such few opportunities to have that work platformed, the Poetry Ireland Introduction series acts as a vital component in bringing new and exciting work to the fore.


When I sat down to read the submissions, I tried to wipe the board down, to clear my mind of any preconceptions I might have previously had – what I liked to read or the kind of poem I wanted to be written. I often feel that when we find ourselves in positions of adjudication, we run the risk of conjuring a version of the poem we want to read, rather than engaging with what the poem in front of us is actually doing.


As I read through the entries, I was struck by each poet’s relationship not only to their lives but to the natural world; how verdant the countryside and backwaters of Ireland could appear through a careful assemblage of language. The poems were formal, confessional and largely in first person – in such a way that I could feel the influence of MacNeice, or Heaney, or Boland reverberate through the syntax. There were also nods to poets of our current moment whose work speaks across geographies and generations.


Making the final selection was by no means easy. I agonised over the choices by compiling an initial long-list of the poems which most struck me, then whittling everything down into a short-list. Again, like the alchemy and mystery of a good poem, it’s impossible to pin down exactly what it is within a poem that compels and moves an individual. I think what I realised after was that each poet brought to my attention something beyond the teachable. If a poem lacked music or movement, I knew I’d be able to show how to incorporate that. If it seemed too clogged with verbs or surface adjectives, I knew of ways to help make the poet better aware of this. Yet what I don’t think can be taught is the subjective, a feel for language that goes beyond the way we understand words. It’s so magical and arbitrary and innate that a mere rhetorical device pales in comparison.


When I met the poets in early May, we sat and discussed many things, with the focus being on craft. It became clear to me that these were all writers who had, over their writing life, cultivated a profound love for language and poetry. Each subject was different, the relationship to words and expression, the lens used to explore. We wrote and spoke about our processes; we shared writing and considered the aspects we struggled with. By the end of the session the room was brimming with conversation and thought, with a giant future waiting up ahead for much more of the same.


– Anthony Anaxagorou





Céadlínte



Seo thíos línte tosaigh na ndánta éagsúla ó phinn an chúigir a roghnaíodh do scéim Éigse Éireann, ‘Céadlínte’, agus iad caite sa mhullach ar a chéile mar a bheadh i líon:


Tá na bláthanna go hálainn|Ní fhágann tú rian ar an gCoirib


Bíonn mo phit fliuch|Í ina luí, cois liom


Faoi gheasa ag scéalta m’athar|Caoinim glór bodhraitheach lachan,


     fuaim na maidine caillte


Scréachóg reilige tusa|Ní héasca codladh nuair nach mian leat dúiseacht


Ba chóir duit casadh do d’iníon|Ag tuisliú timpeall …


Is léir ar a gcéadlínte féin gurbh fhiú cead seilge a thabhairt don ‘scréachóg reilige’ agus eile.


– Aifric Mac Aodha





[image: img3.jpg]





Róisín Leggett Bohan



INSIDE POCKET



I do not wear it now – his coat,


within the ox-blood lining


there is an inside pocket


and in it I hide his voice.


I used to slip my fingers


in and take it out,


watch the soft palate undulating,


enunciating the misshapen words


he once gave me.


I would hold it up to my ear,


hear its bending rhythm, its pace


as steady as a shovel slicing earth.


I placed it under my nose once, inhaled its sound,


its smell lay somewhere between pipe tobacco and honeysuckle-scented rain.


But I wanted more – his tone, his fluency, his articulation,


to feel the rush of air through his vocal cords,


for my voice to become his,


so, I pushed it into my mouth.


It sat there balanced on my tongue for a moment


until my throat tickled, then tightened,


I tried to swallow but only stuttered,


my mouth gaped open like an unfilled grave


before the words ‘let’ and ‘go’ plummeted


out, caught for breath I coughed it up,


it landed on the floor – broken.


I do not wear it now – his coat,


within the ox-blood lining


there is an inside pocket


and in it I hide his voice


stitched shut.




Róisín Leggett Bohan



IF I HADN’T BEEN WEARING MY HELMET …



when I crashed


toppled off my bicycle


hit my head


if my mind had broken open


this is what might have fallen out


the shadow of a crow on someone’s roof


a legless crab turned over by a wave


sheep’s wool caught on barbed wire


bladder wrack sticking out like a waving spine


a silent sonogram


a row of silver birches standing quiet


the web-veined lines of a fly’s wing


the throat of a dying starling


ten red umbrellas, opening


moths flapping their powder wings


an empty receiving blanket


a row of silver birches standing quiet


the wagging tail of a chained-up dog

OEBPS/images/img3.jpg








OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
SPARKS OF THE EVERYDAY

POETRY IRELAND
INTRODUCTIONS 2022





OEBPS/images/img2.jpg
° | e8]
% | art

COUI‘ICId

of Northern Irelan

LOTTERY FUNDED

=arts

council

g chombhairle

ealaion






OEBPS/images/img1.jpg
SPARKS OF
THE EVERYDAY

Poetry Ireland
Introductions 2022





