
Ailbhe Ní Ghearbhuigh

Gallery Books

Selected poems in Irish with translations into English by 
alvy carragher  • alan gillis  

Paul Muldoon• eiléan ní chuilleanáin 

Michelle o’sullivan • billy raMsell 



This Deep 
is first published 
simultaneously in paperback 
and in a clothbound edition 
on 15 October 2026. 
 
The Gallery Press 
Loughcrew 
Oldcastle 
County Meath 
Ireland 
 
www.gallerypress.com 
 
All rights reserved. For permission to reprint or broadcast these poems, 
write to The Gallery Press: books@gallerypress.com 
 
This selection © The Gallery Press 2026  
Poems in Irish © Ailbhe Ní Ghearbhuigh 2026  
Translations © Alvy Carragher, Alan Gillis, Paul Muldoon, Eiléan Ní 
Chuilleanáin, Michelle O’Sullivan and Billy Ramsell 2026 
 
The right of Ailbhe Ní Ghearbhuigh to be identified as Author of 
this Work has been asserted in accordance with Section 77 of the 
Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988. 
 
The use, reproduction, or processing of any part of this work for the  
purpose of training artificial intelligence technologies or systems is  
explicitly forbidden. 
 
isbn 978 1 91737 138 4 paperback 
        978 1 91737 139 1 clothbound 
 
A CIP catalogue record for this book 
is available from the British Library. 
 
 

 
 

t h i s   d e e p

This Deep receives financial  
assistance from the Arts 

Council of Ireland.



Poems in Irish  
 
Cró page 10  
Airdeall 12 
Iúil 14 
Corrach 16 
Boladh na hOíche 18 
Géarú Cluaise 20 
Tá Faoileáin ar d’Anáil 22 
Teaspach 24 
An Bhean Mhídhílis 28 
Díle 30 
Uisce go Com 32 
Cóiriú Leapan 36 
Sciúrsáil 38 
Brú 40 
Rannta do Léan 44 
Ar do Bhonnaibh 48 
An Bás agus an Métro 50 
Fuadach 52 
Tá Aibhléis san Uile Ní 54 
‘Dordán aibhléise os mo chionn . . . ’ 56 
Dordán Foiche im Bhéal 58 
Vespula Vulgaris 60 
Fothragadh 62 
Bean 64 
Safe as Houses 66 
Litir ó Barcelona 68 
Bréag 82 
Bean Fuála 84 
Catcher 86 
Díseartach 88 
Feall 90 
Cór na Madraí Brónacha 92 
Sa Phóca Agam 94 
Tuairisc Cathrach 96 

Poems in English  
 
Byre translated by Alan Gillis and Billy Ramsell page 11  
Vigilant Alan Gillis 13 
July Eiléan Ní Chuilleanáin 15 
Unstable Alvy Carragher 17 
Scent of the Night Alan Gillis 19 
Ear-pricks Alan Gillis 21 
There are Gulls in Your Breathing Billy Ramsell 23 
Fever Alvy Carragher 25 
The Unfaithful Wife Alvy Carragher 29 
Deluge Billy Ramsell 31 
This Deep Michelle O’Sullivan 33 
Making the Bed Alan Gillis 37 
The Flagellator Alan Gillis 39 
Pressure Billy Ramsell 41 
Verses for Léan Billy Ramsell 45 
On Your Feet Billy Ramsell 49 
Death and the Métro Billy Ramsell 51 
Snatched Alvy Carragher 53 
Electricity Is in Everything Billy Ramsell 55 
‘The hum of electricity above me . . . ’ Billy Ramsell 57 
A Wasp’s Buzzing in My Mouth Billy Ramsell 59 
Vespula Vulgaris Michelle O’Sullivan 61 
Cleansing Billy Ramsell 63 
Woman Michelle O’Sullivan 65 
Safe as Houses Michelle O’Sullivan 67 
Letter from Barcelona Eiléan Ní Chuilleanáin 69 
The Falsehood Michelle O’Sullivan 83 
Seamster Michelle O’Sullivan 85 
Catcher Alvy Carragher 87 
Hermit Paul Muldoon 89 
Betrayal Alan Gillis 91 
The Chorus of Sad Dogs Alan Gillis 93 
In My Pocket Alan Gillis 95 
City News Eiléan Ní Chuilleanáin 97 
 
Index of translators 102 
Acknowledgements 103



alan gillis 
 
 
Ear-pricks  
 
I’m on a different frequency. 
I can’t tune out:  
I feel the cry of every child, 
I hear each siren’s plea. 
 
The old refrigerator  
moans through the night 
and I get in a twist in spite 
of myself — is it me it calls for? 
 
Mornings, I don’t even notice 
the sun rise: 
I wake to a gentle rushing patter 
and the tittle of a wriggly giggle. 
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ailbhe ní ghearbhuigh 
 
 
Géarú Cluaise 
 
Táim ar mhinicíocht eile. 
Ní féidir tiúnáil amach: 
mothaím gol gach linbh, 
cloisim fainic gach bonnáin.  
 
Catachas san oíche 
ochlán an chuisneora. 
Corraím dem ainneoin 
féachaint cé tá dom iarraidh.  
 
Na maidineacha nach n-airím 
an ghrian ag éirí, 
tagaim chugam féin le trup trap séimh  
agus sciotaíl aoibhinn gáirí.  
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alvy carragher 
 
 
Snatched  
 
Rustling as I wander, 
leaves wither and gather 
in the folds of my dress. 
 
Leaves surround me — 
relics of old weather 
snagging the delicate lace, 
 
ripping the thread of hours. 
Time snatching, 
being snatched away. 
 
How is it Autumn again?  
The baby a year older.  
The other seasons: mist.  
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Fuadach 
 
Siosarnach is mé ag siúl, 
bailíonn duilleoga feoite 
i bhfairsinge mo sciorta: 
 
creat duille, iarsma, 
lása briosc fíneálta 
pollta ag an aimsir. 
 
Bearnaí a réabadh 
tríd an gcontanam ama, 
rian greamanna seabhaic. 
 
An fómhar gan choinne arís. 
An leanbh bliain níos sine. 
Ceobhrán ab ea na séasúir eile. 
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