

About the Author

Majella Kelly is an award-winning Irish writer whose work has appeared in the Irish Times, Poetry Ireland Review, Ambit, Rialto, Best New British and Irish Poets 2017 and Aesthetica’s Creative Writing Annual. In 2020, her debut pamphlet, Hush, was published by Ignition Press, and ten of these poems appeared in the University of Leeds/Carcanet Brotherton Prize Anthology. She won the Ambit Poetry Prize in 2018 and the Strokestown International Poetry Prize in 2019, and has been shortlisted for several other awards, including the Gregory O’Donoghue International Poetry Prize, the Irish Times Hennessy Literary Award, the Resurgence Eco Poetry Prize (now the Gingko Prize) and the Listowel Poetry Collection Award. She holds a master’s in Creative Writing from the University of Oxford.




Majella Kelly



THE SPECULATIONS OF COUNTRY PEOPLE

[image: Penguin Random House]



To Mary Anne and Walter, my Mam and Dad





What it takes, on this planet,
to make love to each other in peace

– Pablo Neruda

Shame requires
 the eyes of others
 unlike guilt

– Anne Carson






I. SONGS OF LONGING




I Am From


I am from Kelly, Henebry, Burke, Scully.

Hill. Mulligan. Cullinane …

I am from Laurence and Bridget.

From thatch craft and rosary beads.

His brown eyes. Her aversion to moths.

Irish-from-elsewhere. So they say. Armada flotsam.

Swarthy and afraid. Ship’s captain or galley slave –

either way, dodging execution, high above the Glen men.

Sea legs turn sure-footed as a Shepherd.

Hush, hush. Only the gush of mountain streams

to witness his romanic tongue

which over time married itself to those Celtic notes

that floated up from Moonaboola, Glencushabinna and Round Hill.

Even as far as Deerpark, where one day his seed would be blown,

by then his name forgotten.

Today, you will find me near the fairy fort

on a level place, east of the gates. Togher,

safe passage through the wetlands.

But look not out over the quagmire.

Be not bewitched by the foolish fire of the hinkypunk,

where Pop played, in nineteen hundred and ten,

after the eviction, with his siblings.

Julia, Nora, Margaret. Mamie, Ellie, Delia. John. Patrick. William.

Six girls. Three boys. Nine lives. Let’s hold hands … and sing.

A ring-a-ring-a-rosie. Quick! A tissue! Daddy’s got pneumonia.

Honora is a widow.

I am from Kathleen and Willie-Joe.

From sewing machines and pipe tobacco.

Whitewash. Milk churns balanced on a bicycle.

I am from the land, on my hands and knees.

There, in the beet field, thinning.

Out, in the stony field, picking.

Down, in the bog, footing.

Abroad, in the hay field, balanced on the bales stacked in the trailer.

Over in Ardnamoher, in eighteen sixty-six.

Daddahind sits by the window, cross-legged, on a table.

Auntie Lil remembers crying with her sister

when they found out he was dying.

She was only nine; older now than he was at the time.

Edmond Hill could cut as well as sew –

which was important, you know.

In the mirror, I can see him, under my skin, in tailor pose – sewing –

from where I sit on my yoga mat, just breathing.






Sex


A yellow hammock bowed

between two willows.

A trout swims upriver.

White truffles. Fruiting

bodies, under cover.

Whiskey, musk, chocolate.

An unexpected windfall

of plums. Long wet grass.

Ripe fox. Purple tongues.






Cortège to Omey Island as Umbilical Cord


Omey, you have been a receptacle for the dead

for as long as anyone can remember,

but when a vein of cars issues from the churchyard

on the mainland across the strand

at low tide, I consider you more womb

than tomb; your graveyard a belly-button

tethered to the funeral cortège, your

coastline foetal, its crown-rump length of pink

quartz equal to this mile-long cord of nutrient-rich

bodies coming back to be buried where they were born,

in a place so heavy with descendants

its tidal waters keep breaking, pushing bones back up

from the sand swaddled in dandelions,

in wild pansy and low-growing thyme.






Funeral

i.m. Jimmy & Angela


What I remember of the day is white.

White as the keening of the windscreen

wipers under the blizzard at Seaham.

White as the taste of a snowflake fallen

through salty air. White as teardrops

of wave-soothed sea-glass. White as a plume

of his bones made ash, fluent on the cold

air as a gannet, which is the same colour

as a white flag. White as the noise the telly

makes at night when she falls asleep again

in his chair. White as the dream she still has

of the Limerick lace she sewed into the dress

she wore on their wedding day. White as the gaps

in his mind her name had long since fallen through.






Portrait of the City with Mastectomy


The city is a woman and I almost can’t look.

Someone has ripped off her red and white dress

which was the gigantic FOR SALE sign, taken a scalpel

to her skin which was the façade of the Capitol Cinema

on Grand Parade, cleaved the flesh on the wall

of her chest which is red bricks and grey mortar,

clamped a rib-spreader between her shoulders

which are Tom Murphy’s Dress Hire and a late night

pharmacy, in order to hold back organs and tissue

which are dumper trucks, piles of rubble and a team

of men in hard hats and high-visibility vests.

Nobody should be able to see right through

the lungs of the city like that, as if through the gaping

back side of a surgical gown, as far as Patrick Street,

whose buildings are a row of vertebrae which boats

once navigated and where pedestrians now bustle

as if nothing remarkable has happened.

Human eyes weren’t meant to probe the dark

alveoli of abandoned rooms in the Oyster Tavern

from here, inspect the artery of Market Lane

or witness the scaffolding and steel girders holding up

the old Meat Market like surgical instruments.

Black plastic bandages flap in the wind, amplifying

the persistent coughing of pneumatic drills,

and all of a sudden there’s Auntie Anne on a red

velour seat hovering in a ghostly confetti of ticket stubs.

Two shillings and sixpence she paid to sit up there

in the balcony. Now the
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