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Dirty Dancer
Rita Ann Higgins

In the Tai Chi garden
in Hong Kong
an old man –
the only smoker there
flicks through a porno magazine.
He has a huge wart on his lip.

His laidback, scratch my arse,
bite me look says to anyone
who wants to read it:

Better to be in the park with porn
than four-walling it on the 80th floor
the icicles of lonely
jerking at my heels.

From Ireland is Changing Mother (2011), 
by kind permission of Bloodaxe Books
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Do the Sums
Moya Cannon

The last of the brown-headed matches
that filled the box so snugly
rattles about on its own;

the tideline wears a fluttering feather boa –
shed, feather by curved feather,
from the breasts of a hundred swans;

the tap, dripping all night slowly
has filled the basin to brimming;

so why am I astonished
to find myself over fifty,
at least half of my life gone.

From Keats Lives (2015), by kind permission of Carcanet Press Ltd



This Poem
Vona Groarke

This is the poem that won’t open
no matter where you press.

This is the poem that cries on street corners
and plays at being lost.

This is the poem arranged at a tilt
so all the words slide off.

This is the poem with lacquered roses
closing in on themselves after dark.

This is the poem that plays itself out
in dives in the small hours.

This poem likes to fool around
in other people’s cars.

This poem gives away small coins
and winks at strangers’ kids.

This is the poem that understands
what it is to be a dog.

This is the poem with a teensy tattoo
you’ll never get to see.

This poem has no big plans for you,
which is something, as poems go.

Published with the kind permission of Vona Groarke
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Ekphrastic Haiku
Gabriel Rosenstock

crann plumaí –
faoi bhláth leis i súil
an chorcráin choille

梅が枝や
うそひめの目に
咲きにけり

ploom tree –
flooerin in bullie’s ee
an aw

plum tree –
flowering too in the eye
of the bullfinch

Published by kind permission 
of Gabriel Rosenstock
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Postscript
Seamus Heaney

And some time make the time to drive out west
Into County Clare, along the Flaggy Shore,
In September or October, when the wind
And the light are working off each other
So that the ocean on one side is wild
With foam and glitter, and inland among stones
The surface of a slate-grey lake is lit
By the earthed lightning of a flock of swans,
Their feathers roughed and ruffling, white on white, 
Their fully grown headstrong-looking heads
Tucked or cresting or busy underwater.
Useless to think you’ll park and capture it
More thoroughly. You are neither here nor there,
A hurry through which known and strange things pass
As big soft buffetings come at the car sideways
And catch the heart off guard and blow it open.

From The Spirit Level (1996), by kind permission of Faber & Faber Ltd 
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Six Haiku
Francis Harvey

Myself and my dog
skirt a mountain to avoid
a man and his dog.                                                              

The wind and the rain.
The wind and the rain again
and again. Ireland.                                                 

You planted a tree.
I wrote a poem. What more
could anyone do?                                             

Myself and two crows
by a frozen lake, silent.
Who will break the ice?                                      

Tell me who waits for
the lightning to strike more than
once in the same place.                                    

The heat in the sun.
John scythes his first crop of grass.
The spring in his step.                                             

From Donegal Haiku (2013), 
by kind permission of Dedalus Press
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Stitches
Sinéad Morrissey

There has been extravagance in speech
and every spilled, exploded word has been a stitch
in a blanket made for an imaginary baby.
The words went south where the sun was, but 
  stayed hungry.

A name came in the third month. A face followed.
A hair type, a footprint, but the stitches showed.
Imagination’s cloth too coarsely woven
for life to catch and cover stitching over.

And then blood. Inevitable, true.
Simple and strong enough to cut all falsehood 
  through.
Later the screen said darkness – no spine, no heart.
And the stitches came apart.

From Between Here and There (2002),  
by kind permission of Carcanet Press Ltd 
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Love Poem with Sandwiches
Padraig Regan

From Delicious (2016), by kind permission of  
The Lifeboat Poetry Pamphlet

I had this plan: to come up
with titles for poems like
Nocturne with a Bottle of
Sparkling Wine or Aubade
with Figs & Water Glass but
instead of writing the poems
I’d just copy the titles onto
slices of white bread using
blue ink & a brush & then
I’d use them to make
sandwiches with things like
tamarind & Roquefort &
whole thickets of herbs to
mask the rusty taste of the
ink & feed them to this guy I
was dating because the first
time I saw him naked in
daylight the hairs on his
belly reminded me of that
texture you find at the centre
of a loaf when you grip the
crusts & pull it apart.
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Wedding Cake Decorations
Tara Bergin

A small white wife
with a small white face;
a thin white groom
on a round, white base.

They have no shoes
because they have no feet:
their maker thought them obsolete.

They cannot run away!

The married man
and his married wife
are stuck this way.

Let’s hold each other tight,
they say.

So they hold each other
all through the day,
and all through the
frightening night.

From The Tragic Death of Eleanor Marx (2017),  
by kind permission of Carcanet Press Ltd
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The Peninsula
Seamus Heaney

When you have nothing more to say, just drive
For a day all round the peninsula.
The sky is tall as over a runway,
The land without marks, so you will not arrive

But pass through, though always skirting landfall.
At dusk, horizons drink down sea and hill,
The ploughed field swallows the whitewashed gable
And you’re in the dark again. Now recall

The glazed foreshore and silhouetted log,
That rock where breakers shredded into rags,
The leggy birds stilted on their own legs,
Islands riding themselves out into the fog,

And drive back home, still with nothing to say
Except that now you will uncode all landscapes
By this: things founded clean on their own shapes,
Water and ground in their extremity. 

From Opened Ground: Poems 1966–1996,  
by kind permission of Faber & Faber Ltd


