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The Troll

Maybe somebody, somewhere will see you
for what you are —

a miracle of moods, words

and molecules. In time

you might stick a post-it message
on a fridge door

saying lasagne inside, love x
causing someone whose day sucked

to vibe in-sync with your complex

waves and particles.

But, right now, even the birds in the trees
seem to whisper get fucked

so why, you ask, should you fight

the itch to track her

updates, typing somebody, somewhere
is watching you, bitch?

By the Burren River

The station phone rings: a weedy voice wants
to confess. ‘We were just out, like, for a jaunt
and he was hitching, dandering on the scrag,
so we picked him up: knew him for a Taig.

‘It was a claw hammer. We said we had blow
to get off-road, and we parked in the shadow
of a big bent tree behind a tall scraggly hedge.
I did him in the back of his head.

Then petrol, blue flames, burnt flesh in the fenlands
of the Mournes and the slip of his body

into a ten-foot water pit where he slept

with crows, sheep, cows, horses, one of thousands.
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The Aunties

Cured haddock infested the kitchen
where Id sit at the edge of my Aunts
with their thistle hair, wheaten bread
and breath of Benson and Hedges

listening to atrocities on a short-
wave radio. Stroke, bomb, gun,
cancer — all were the same to them
with their litanies of the dead,

dying, and those struggling to care

for all still needing to be cared for.

Sure ye’ll sour the milk with that face!
one Aunt teased me, and the rest yakked

and cackled as the sun crashed through,

cutlery sparkled and the room flashed daft

daffodil, butter-gold, egg-yoke brilliant.
Then one-by-one my Aunties left.

Avrds

With nowhere to go I get in the car

and veer downbhill in a lowered-window
breeze, May blossom in the air

like a cure for the gripes or whatever

drives me through conifer-lined

roads to the glimmer of the lough
where I park to wonder where on earth.
Diesel after-fumes mingle

with nettle musk and furze-bloom
vanilla while the dusk-stained tide
gleans it has nowhere left to turn

but back. Elms shiver.
Soon all will come to rest

in Greyabbey, Clandeboye, Movilla.
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