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Dedication

 


To all primary school
principals and to Irish Primary Principals Network for inspiring
and supporting school leaders.

 


To all in the school
community at Howth Primary School / Scoil Mhuire - my professional
home as teacher and principal for many happy years.








Darker each
morning as November ends;

in the bathroom
he reaches up to pull

the corded
mirror light before he bends

to shave.The
schedule for today is full;

need to edit
that safety policy

must phone the
architect later today

about the
build; that form for PDST

he meant to
have done and dusted yesterday

needs to be
reworked. Sounds of bed springs.

Harry turns in
bed, he’s waking at night.

Nightmares?
Maeve worries that there is bullying

in his school
although with his weight and height

that doesn’t
seem to fit. Blue suit, red tie,

all set – time
to stare Thursday in the eye.








Lingering fog,
the AA girl reports

across the East
and Midlands will soon clear.

At Booterstown
he turns the dial to sports;

Spurs are at
home to Leeds tonight – last year

he brought
Harry to that game – two one win.

Wonder if Maeve
is right about the school

or could it be
teen hormones kicking in?

Her instincts
are on the ball as a rule,

she has a knack
of throwing light on things

way before
himself; years’ experience

in counselling
must be a help. He swings

onto Strand
road. With lifting fog, a sense

of how he’ll
turn it all around, re-write

that report
springs suddenly into light.








The toll
barrier rises and he’s away

across the
bridge, around and past the Point

or as they call
it now 3. Today

the traffic is
moving well. He’ll print

the full
report, then redraft section two

and maybe
section three might need a change

as well – the
costings aren’t clear. Three new

parents to be
shown around. Its’ so strange

to think ten
years ago he had to crawl

for each
enrolment. “Might be good to send

forms to labour
words if numbers fall”

he’d joke at
Board meetings. But now the trend

has been
reversed with waiting lists the norm.

Into Clontarf
now – must redraft that form.








Approaching
Sutton Cross he indicates

on impulse and
swings right on Carrickbrack.

He’ll call into
the Golf club, check out dates

for next year’s
Classic; options to bring back

to the steering
group. Late June would be grand,

like last year
if they have a Friday slot.

Must ring
Thomas to check that tribute band

he raves about.
Last year he was a knot

of nerves – the
changing weather on the day?

Catering?
Prizes? Management of cash?

This time he’s
learned the ropes and might well play

a round
himself, relax, enjoy the bash.

Life is
teaching him something he’s learned late,

there’s time to
drop the reins, to delegate.








Crossing the
pathway at the practice green

sudden stabbing
pains knife through his chest.

Third time this
week, what does it mean?

Might need to
check it out; he’s been blessed

so far with
health - genetics, chance, or fate –

but odds are
stacked against a perfect round

right through
life. He’s put on a bit of weight

and that won’t
change with Christmas just around

the corner. He
stands, waits for pains to ease

then heads
inside, past the pro shop. Must see

if he can
repeat last year’s deal and squeeze

goody bags for
the golfers on first tee.

First things
first, he needs to book the day

– must book a
check-up too without delay!








The staffroom’s
fairly buzzing with the news;

a parent,
Vincent Dunne, is up for fraud.

Top level
stuff-they’re saying that the ruse

involved
enormous sums being stashed abroad.

He knows the
guy, a family man and quiet,

helped with the
raffle at the summer fete.

He must have
known the noose was pulling tight

and yet, two
days ago, at the school gate

Vincent seemed
calm, relaxed, no sign of strain.

He himself
might have strayed, who’s to say

had he this
man’s drive, his financial brain

might well have
left the straight and narrow way,

if faced with
opportunity; the lure

of wealth
beyond belief. Who could be sure?








Niamh’s asked
him to take fourth class after lunch

a check on test
results is all she’ll say.

Going by her
worried face, he has a hunch

it’s serious
stuff. As staff cars make their way

in past the
gates, each driver passing through

seems so
fragile, each one of them is marked

by loss or
worry which they brush from view

once the
ignition cuts-these troubles parked.

At that moment,
loss or protective fear

is sparked in
him, parental in its force

to shield his
staff, now they have gathered here

from outside
stress. He’ll take her class of course

Niamh’s been
here now for almost thirty years.

Her smile as
she thanks him, holds back tears.








And so they all
disperse for separate spheres

work or home;
lycra mums to walk the hill

that morning
coffee group, parents, au pairs,

grandparents.
Drop off is a practised drill

four hundred
children passed on, moved through

by sleight of
hand into a teacher’s care.

Could he write
a reference for an interview?

He walks the
woman down the corridor

that spines the
building. It’s almost quiet

as teachers
start the business of the day

except for the
infants (must get that light

covering
replaced) they’re at structured play.

He taught her
once, she has three children here;

she’ll email
her CV, he’ll work from there.








The red-haired
Brophy girl in Second class

absorbed in
colouring. He stops and squats

beside her:
tall trees, a house, wavy grass,

a yellow sun
with smiley face and lots

of flowers.
“That’s a lovely house” he says.

She smiles.
“And that?” “That’s a cow.” “Oh! that’s great

and your dragon
looks so cross.” She lays

down her
crayons on the page, looks him straight,

her voice a
blend of pity and surprise.

“That’s not a
dragon” and shakes her head.

“That’s mammy!”
He nods, anxious now to rise,

knowing that
everything that he has said

will be carried
home (sure did look like flame)

knows, as he
leaves her side, that that sounds lame.
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