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Poetry Ireland Introductions / Céadlínte


This bilingual programme offers poets in the early stages of their careers, who are writing in either the English or Irish language, an opportunity to showcase their work through workshops and performance. It also provides participants with the opportunity to have their work included in an e-book which Poetry Ireland produces and publishes each year.


Tugann an clár dátheangach seo deis d’fhilí atá i dtús a ngairme a gcuid oibre a chur i láthair i gceardlanna agus ar stáitse. Déanann Éigse Éireann saothar na rannpháirtithe a fhoilsiú gach bliain i bhfoirm ríomhleabhair.


www.poetryireland.ie/writers/introductions-series


www.poetryireland.ie/writers/ceadlinte-eigse-eireann


This sampler of work from the poets selected for the


Poetry Ireland Introductions / Céadlínte series in 2025 is published by Poetry Ireland CLG / Éigse Éireann CTR,


with the assistance of


The Arts Council of Ireland / An Chomhairle Ealaíon and


through The Arts Council of Northern Ireland National Lottery Funding.


Introductions / Céadlínte Adjudicators:


Jessica Traynor and Aifric Mac Aodha


Poetry Ireland Staff


Publication Co-ordinators: Megan Johnson and Paul Lenehan


Liz Kelly, Anna Bonner, Eleanor Guinan, Barry Lennon,


Orla Fitzpatrick, Camille Lynch


Cover image: Serenity, by Julie O’Gorman


www.julie-o-designs.com


Instagram: Julie.o.designs


ISBN: 978-1-917454-04-9





Introduction



Reading the poems and short essays written by this year’s participants in the Poetry Ireland Introductions Series got me thinking about how we come to know people, both as artists and individuals. The ‘introductory’ side of the programme works on two levels. The first is that I, as this year’s selector, have the privilege of reading and then selecting the poets who might most benefit from this kind of ‘introduction’ to a wider audience, and subsequently working with them as they come to know their peers on the programme. This part of the process is a pure pleasure, and the workshop process is such a wonderful moment of discovery for all of us – that we’re not alone, and that our companions’ ideas chime with, or challenge, our own in exciting ways which open up new possibilities for both inspiration and practice.


The participants, on the other hand, have to tackle some far more existential questions. Who is this poet that I am introducing to the world? Do I have the right to call myself a poet? While it’s easy for me to shout an affirmative to the latter – I feel preciousness about the use of the word ‘poet’ does the art form no favours – I remember myself having to try to choose the work that made the most definitive statement about who I was as a poet for my own application to the Introduction Series, many years ago. First comes the series of poems that you feel represent you; your themes, your craft, your potential. And here in this anthology we find a dazzling range of experience filtered through poetry; the poetry of dying, the poetry of place, the poetry of transition, of ADHD, of the fate of women and girls in a hostile Ireland, of shifting childhood memory, and the power of image-making both as an art form and as ekphrastic transformation. Then, alongside these examples, there are small essays on the poet’s own craft which in many cases here reflect the fascinating question of what possesses us to become writers in the first place, but also that seed of self-doubt that we all experience at the beginning of (and many times throughout) our artistic careers.


The poems here are not riven with this self-doubt. But they are fuelled by a vital, healthy, hungry curiosity about the world and our place in it. I have no easy definition for poetry, but for me it feels like an invisible sinew that exists somehow outside the body, connecting us to the world around us. It’s an interrogation, a saving, a mode of memory that recreates the past with a sceptical eye, that creates symbols for the shared experience we can’t articulate with simple dialogue. It doesn’t try to pinpoint or define the self, but rather it extends the self beyond the self, beyond the page, in an attempt to meet us on the edges of experience. There’s a generosity to the very gesture of poetry that reaches out of the pages here, and welcomes us in. These poems are not just an introduction to these poets, but to a community that both challenges and sustains. I feel welcomed, and I hope you do too.


– Jessica Traynor





Céadlínte



Níl cuil, níl leamhan, níl beach,


Dar chruthaigh Dia, níl fear,


Nach dualgas dúinn a leas,


Níl bean ...


     Níl áit ar fuaid na cruinne


     Nach ann a saolaíodh sinne.


                     – Seán Ó Ríordáin


Tá línte ann nach gcailleann a dtábhacht ná a n-úire dá mhinice a luaitear iad.


Creidtear sa chéad líne a ghabhann i gcion. Bíonn cuimhne uirthi. Buaileann abhaile.


− Aifric Mac Aodha
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Billy Fenton



21 dead ancestors tell me their secrets



I am the seed of Muiredeach.


For King James, my God, my Empty Pocket.


I bloody their trees, rekindle the sun with Iron.


I lost six brothers to a King, but they refuse to die.


Dressed in silk, I’ll eat this city.


I Am Jane. I AM.


At Collooney, je leur ai cassé le dos.


A young Eagle perches on my greasy till.


M’ainm − I will change it.


While they starve I am blinded by gold.


I drop dead words into clay, watch them sprout as shining pennies.


I am relieved to see its shadow sink into the waves.


They put me in prison without charge, unlike that bastard son of mine.


Around a meeting table I stick pins into straw.


The land slips through my fingers like mud off a plate.


I, the bastard, tell my cats the future.


In Malta, with a whore, I slid into rot.


They whispered Breen in my baby ear.


I will burn you with my babble of light.


We meet at the crossroads, sell what is left.


I lost what was promised. I work. I drink.


First published in Banshee, Issue 16 Autumn/Winter 2023





Billy Fenton



city of chicago



I dive


down


down


through


great


shafts


of


sunlight


that


open


an


ocean –


emerging shadow


              giant body of iron


bursting with flora;


frill-capped anemones;


urchins edging over rust;


criss-cross of a thousand fish


like a station


in the busiest of cities.


Swim through its corridors


where men of power once strolled,


accounting one hundred years,


haggling over the next.


Every inch of this creature


taken back –


garden


without a gardener.


Note: The SS City of Chicago sank off the Old Head of Kinsale on 22 June 1892.





Billy Fenton



the quiet room



                                                                            … Bedevilled,


human, your plight in waking, is to choose from the words


that even now sleep on your tongue, and to know that tangled


among them and terribly new is the sentence that could change your life.


                                          – ‘The Meadow’, Marie Howe


It was 1990, early on a Sunday morning; two southerners were leaving Belfast. I was driving, my new girlfriend, Carol, beside me. Union Jacks on roadside flagpoles flapped inhospitably in the wind; kerbsides were painted red, blue, and white. Up ahead, a checkpoint. The RUC man checked my licence, asked where we were going. I looked at Carol.
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