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Memory of the Docks

The ziggurat of metal scraps, each dredged
up from Atlantic-buried beds,

weathered away at the head of the pier.
Stateless, the misted air

carried the scent of coal
from yards, and oil

from tanks miles inland from the bay.
For its own circular faith

I chose what fit in my young fist —
a coin, silver and burnished

by tidal pressures, relieved
of its relief.

The coin still tempers me. My father,
knowing the length of a fathom,

stood bearing the fog’s toll as I waited to ask

how deep the nets were surely cast.

Anniversary

Like shore-bound waves the headstones are caught
by the pale light. My knees find balance on the kerb
and I trim the heather at the foot of the grave.

The secateurs will make short work of the knots
despite it growing wild and the air thickly cool.

My hands clump stems together and absorb

the plant’s acidity, a year’s worth, leaving grazes

on my numb skin. It is cyclical,

this duty, and it will smart
beneath thawing tap water, where dirt
will yield to soap and the fresh scrapes will sting.
The church blocks the view of the sea and its misting.
So, father, you are elsewhere. The heather and cries of gulls
will bring me back, and I'll return gloveless.

19



40

Aubade for Two Mornings

We chose to ignore the morning when I
was last here. Our jaws ached as we

emptied the last of the Buckfast you’d stashed
below the tracks by the quays. A friend

was meant to meet us at St Stephen’s Green,
to crack our comedowns. I followed you

cutting desire paths through parched
stretches of grass, passed leaves raked up

in pools, in which I wanted to curl up
and light my fag off yours. I can’t

remember crossing the river, then or now.
Sober, this morning, on a bench

in the secrecy of an oak’s shade,
I wait for dawn to lift it from me,

slower than a retreating tide,
slower than one that’s coming in.

Cathedral

The thurible’s incense from the morning’s mass
still lingers. Everyone has gone. Like wax,

the holy water in the font I thumbed

is claggy. It smells of school when I would watch

my classmates as they’d practise for their First Communion.
The days were warm as milk. I feel for the cool

relief in the columns, the whispers engraved arches

could hoist over the sanctuary sealed off

by red velvet ropes. I can only observe

while I am on my knees and ‘the knee-bone longs

to kneel’. Beneath this roof like an upturned hull,
among these windows stained with blues and purples

like blood under my skin, I’ve blessed myself
for the permission to stay a while in silence.
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