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St Francis appears to the author as a bird  
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But what comes down the broken flue
Through a rubble of things 
Is the singing of a blackbird
As though a light box of a passage tomb 
––––––––
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Has been opened, an escape route 
For the soul that would fly 
With music that draws you outwards  
But holds you still at the same time 
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To listen, on a threshold.  
I know the musician 
Above me on the aerial  
The little saint sings of a place he knows 
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In bird-script gone ethereal 
Simultaneously
Arriving from past and future
Holding you caught in himself.  
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Though you know well of bird claws
On aluminium 
You go with the outflung voice lifting 
And when he flies away you don’t notice
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He’s gone at first. That song holds you 
There and you won’t let go 
So you’re held left waiting until
The soul untightens and follows him. 
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How consciousness fades into dreams  
But you are still awake 
Returned to yourself to this place  
Of an empty room, not yours or anyone’s. 
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Poetry books
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All these poetry books
Stacked in rows
I don’t know which ones are good
Or what’s worth looking for
In a poem
Though once discovered
It’s usually in turns
That push me
Outside of reason and rhyme

By means of a crossing cut
Or reef knot  
Of meaning in good poems

That turns you back to yourself
As alien 
More caught the more you pull away. 

It’s as if while you’re laughing
Or smiling
At the cleverness of it all

You see a marvellous eye
Pinning you
That winks “I almost know you”.
Although I like bits and pieces
More lately
Of most poems I find.
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Peace and harmony 
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It’s not unnatural for bluetits
To hang upside down from things
But it is for kingfishers, wrens
And many other kinds of bird
––––––––
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The common hedge sparrow, for example. 
I’ve seen those go for bluetits
Who made a nest too close to theirs
Which shows what we’ve known all along 
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That the basic needs for shelter and food
Makes animals dangerous
Which proves my main point by the way
About things like peace and harmony
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Being of an unnatural state
Just in case you were thinking 
I was going soft or something
Or had lost the run of myself.
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Dublin 
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Strange to hear I cannot speak my language
The one they say is mine
But can speak the one they say is not
My mother tongue
I say instead the one that’s mine is Dublin
Not Elizabethan
Some call Hiberno, the winter one
But Dublin, where trees are numbers
And also leafy things
Where a zoo could be ‘an a zoo’ even
Like musical instrument
Or where bus sounds like being hit by one
That is my language, call it Dublin
Neither within or without the Pale.
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Hale ford
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Their footprints point to another origin  
For these historians, sand piper and turnstone 
Have traced unknowingly on tidal bed symbols  
Of forgetfulness and remembrance  
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Arrowheads on magic writing tablets  
Of mud, records of the unintentional
Erased completely four times a day.  
It’s only water birds rooting and living 
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The soldiers I think of are long gone
Celtic, Roman, Saxon and so on
Up to the latest who passed through here
The cavalier and roundhead enlisted ones.
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Carriage and cart wheels must have filled the place
With potholes, some sinking axle-deep
In the putrid stuff that tides deposit  
Where horses lose their shoes and footing. 
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I hear the voices of the riders passing 
But wouldn’t understand their talk  
The old English cut and thrust of dialect  
In song and dance of class and freedom
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The ring of buckle and bit, the creak
The rip of leather, of boots in stirrups 
Shouts and noise of the terrified 
The final uncanny silence of the dead
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And those who would go on to kill elsewhere
In Ireland, Cromwell’s madness there.
But here they would have crushed the summer wheat 
At first, and the river reeds with buntings hiding
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Most hoping for an enemy who would retreat
Or surrender, rather than face injury or death. 
The young raven would have looked on 
Curious to learn, for an opportunity, perhaps
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Picking up tips from the deceits of men 
The heron turned its back, taken wing downstream
The small birds quietened under leaves 
Waiting, remembering that all things pass. 
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And when all had passed what was left then? 
A quietness, the river filling with the tide again 
The old reeds whistling and clacking in the wind
Birds recalling they have nests amongst the blades. 
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A wooden jetty remains like broken teeth. 
If there were blood it would be washed out
To the mouth of the estuary and the sea 
Some would pool amongst the reeds
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Or soak without a trace into the sand
The body of a man might float away.
The ford is peaceful now, belongs to history 
Progress, bridges and a canal has made it so.
––––––––
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There is a heritage sign with information
On the skirmishes of the civil war 
Someone has written they love a girl
Across it in pen, almost indelible. 
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