

[image: images]


About the Book

Conamara in the West of Ireland has a strange and beautiful landscape – a landscape of intense contrasts uniquely dependent on light and shade. In daylight, a subtle radiance of gentle colours envelops the place. Yet on the threshold of darkness, the fading light reveals an almost haunted vista of mystery.

In this collection of poetry, John O’Donohue evokes the vital energy and rhythm of Conamara, engaging with earth, sky and sea, and the majestic mountains that quietly preside over this terse landscape. As he explores the silent memory of this place, he focuses on the power of language and the vagaries of human need and passion, tenderly revealing the fragile vulnerability of love and friendship.

Written with penetrating insight Conamara Blues offers a unique, imaginative vision of a landscape that is at once both familiar and unknown.
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In memory of my aunt

MARY O’DONOHUE

(1896–1923)

from Caherbeanna who died in a tragic

road accident shortly after her

emigration to America
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ONE

APPROACHINGS

‘I want to watch watching arrive.

I want to watch arrivances.’

HELENE CIXOUS

‘I think back gladly on the future.’

HANS MAGNUS ENZENSBERGER

‘Think of things that disappear.

Think of what you love best,

what brings tears into your eyes.

Something that said adios to you

before you knew what it meant

or how long it was for.’

NAOMI SHIHAB NYE


Thought-Work

i.m. Joe Pilkington

Off course from the frail music sought by words

And the path that always claims the journey,

In the pursuit of a more oblique rhythm,

Creating mostly its own geography,

The mind is an old crow

Who knows only to gather dead twigs,

Then take them back to the vacancy

Between the branches of the parent tree

And entwine them around the emptiness

With silence and unfailing patience

Until what was fallen, withered and lost

Is now set to fill with dreams as a nest.


First Words

For Shane O’Donohue

Parents know not what they do

When they coax those first words

Out of you, start a trickle

Of saying that will not cease.

Long after they no longer hear

Your talk, the words they started

Continue to call out for someone

To come near enough to hear

The cadence of what has happened

Deep in the inevitable growing

Heavy and weary of heart

Under the layer of days

Where memory works cold fusions,

As if your voice could carry you,

Out of the stillness to the warmth

Of someone who would linger with you

To search the frozen parts for tears

Until a forgotten line fires

Down through the word-hoard

To where your first silence was

Broken, and your rhythm born.


Nest

For J

Iawaken

To find your head

Loaded with sleep,

Branching my chest.

Feel the streams

Of your breathing

Dream through my heart.

From the new day,

Light glimpses

The nape of your neck.

Tender is the weight

Of your sleeping thought

And all the worlds

That will come back

When you raise your head

And look.
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