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AILBHE Nf GHEARBHUIGH

Géari Cluaise

Tdim ar mhiniciocht eile.
Ni féidir titindil amach:
mothaim gol gach linbh,
cloisim fainic gach bonndin.

Catachas san oiche

ochlan an chuisneora.
Corraim dem ainneoin
téachaint cé t4 dom iarraidh.

Na maidineacha nach n-airim
an ghrian ag éiri,

tagaim chugam féin le trup trap séimh

agus sciotail aoibhinn gairi.

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 Nf GHEARBHUIGH

Fuadach

Siosarnach is mé ag sitl,
bailionn duilleoga feoite
1 bhfairsinge mo sciorta:

creat duille, iarsma,
ldsa briosc finedlta
pollta ag an aimsir.

Bearnai a réabadh
trid an gcontanam ama,
rian greamanna seabhaic.

An fémhar gan choinne arfs.
An leanbh bliain nios sine.
Ceobhran ab ea na séastir eile.

ALVY CARRAGHER

Snatched

Rustling as T 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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