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  for Bev Robinson










  Like many inveterate travellers,




  he was attached to his starting point




  by a powerful piece of elastic




  Graham Robb, Rimbaud




  it is joy to be hidden but disaster




  not to be found




  D W Winnicott
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  White




  I stepped from my skis and stumbled in, like childhood,




  knee deep, waist deep, chest deep, falling




  for the sake of being caught




  in its grip.




  It was crisp and strangely dry and I thought: I could drop




  here and sleep in my own shape, happily,




  as the hare fits




  to its form.




  I could lie undiscovered like a fossil in a rock




  until a hammer’s gentle knock might




  split it open; warm




  and safe




  in a wordless place (the snowfall’s ample increase),




  and finally drift into the dream of white




  from which there is no




  way back.




  I placed myself in that cold case like an instrument into velvet




  and slept.










  Derry




  I was born between the Creggan and the Bogside




  to the sounds of crowds and smashing glass,




  by the river Foyle with its suicides and rip tides.




  I thought that city was nothing less




  than the whole and rain-domed universe.




  A teacher’s daughter, I was one of nine




  faces afloat in the looking-glass




  fixed in the hall, but which was mine?




  I wasn’t ever sure.




  We walked to school, linked hand in hand




  in twos and threes like paper dolls.




  I slowly grew to understand




  the way the grey Cathedral cast




  its shadow on our learning, cool,




  as sunlight crept from east to west.




  The adult world had tumbled into hell




  from where it wouldn’t find its way




  for thirty years. The local priest




  played Elvis tunes and made us pray




  for starving children, and for peace,




  and lastly for ‘The King’. At mass we’d chant




  hypnotically, Hail Holy Queen,




  mother of mercy; sing to Saint




  Columba of his Small oak grove, O Derry mine.




  *




  We’d cross the border in our red Cortina,




  stopped at the checkpoint just too long




  for fractious children, searched by a teenager




  drowned in a uniform, cumbered with a gun,




  who seemed to think we were trouble-on-the-run




  and not the Von Trapp Family Singers




  harmonizing every song




  in rounds to pass the journey quicker.




  Smoke coiled up from terraces




  and fog meandered softly down the valley




  to the Brandywell and the greyhound races,




  the ancient walls with their huge graffiti,




  arms that encircled the old city




  solidly. Beyond their pale,




  the Rossville flats — mad vision of modernity;




  snarling crossbreeds leashed to rails.




  A robot under remote control like us




  commenced its slow acceleration




  towards a device at number six,




  home of the moderate politician;




  only a hoax, for once, some boys




  had made from parcel tape and batteries




  gathered on forays to the BSR,




  the disused electronics factory.




  *




  The year was nineteen eighty-one,




  the reign of Thatcher. ‘Under Pressure’




  was the song that played from pub to pub




  where talk was all of hunger strikers
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