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Introduction

In her book, Autobiography of Red: A Novel in Verse the poet Anne Carson states, ‘Words bounce. Words, if you let them, will do what they want to do and what they have to do.’ Carson, this year’s recipient of the Nobel Prize for Literature, ingeniously captures something so intrinsic about the nature of writing suggesting that words are imbued with energy and that this innate power is released through their selection and placement in relation to each other –  that composition creates a certain charge that we can feel when we hear or read these combinations. Not only that, but she argues that we must ‘let’ them find their place – that there is a certain negotiation between containing and releasing in the writing process that facilitates this electricity to flow from the poet and poem to the reader. There is also a delightful sense of playfulness about her choice of the word ‘bounce’, that these words are alive, curious and waiting to be channelled as they are. They are in anticipation. For me, the poems in this very special e-publication from the 2026 alumni of the Poetry Ireland Introductions / Céadlínte series achieve this delicate and invigorating creative act by taking risks in theme, form and content while always remaining inquisitive and open to the innate sounds, shapes and stories these words wish to reveal. And in this work too, there is a delicious sense of anticipation of what is to come from these talented writers as they continue in their burgeoning writing careers – a bearing witness to the formation of their unique projects and the knowledge that they are writing poems that no one else can, that we need in our country and culture more than ever before.

It is an honour and privilege then to have been appointed as selector for this year’s Poetry Ireland Introductions / Céadlínte series and have the unique and thrilling opportunity of having a beady bird’s eye view of the exciting, diverse and innovative poetry being written by new and emerging poets all over Ireland. Personally speaking, I also share a deeply rooted history with the Poetry Ireland Introductions series. Having originally been selected as an early-career showcase reader myself in 2013, I have come full circle to serve as the adjudicator and tutor for the 2026 bilingual Introductions / Céadlínte programme along with the brilliant Irish language poet, Aifric Mac Aodha. This alone is testament to what this programme means to poets in Ireland in terms of support, validation, and opportunities that are available at every point of a poet’s journey. We are so fortunate and grateful as poets and as readers of poetry to have Poetry Ireland as our champion.

The Poetry Ireland Introductions / Céadlínte series, a flagship bilingual development programme established in 1989 by Cork poet Theo Dorgan, is designed to mentor, showcase and launch the careers of talented emerging poets writing in both English and Irish who are living on the island of Ireland. It offers early career poets an opportunity to showcase their work through workshops and performance and provides participants with the opportunity to have their work published through this e-publication produced and launched by Poetry Ireland. The poets selected for Introductions / Céadlínte 2026 participated in a variety of workshops focused on developing their form and craft, learning how to publish their work as well as a masterclass on the art of reading and performing poetry in public. It has been a joyful and hugely inspirational experience to work with these original, immensely talented and motivated poets, observing them channel words to liberate their inherent electricity and allow them to ‘bounce’. They let words ‘do what they want to do’ so we, as readers, discover more about what it means to be human, and in turn, be charged by their perspectives through the energy of true connection through form and content. I hope you will feel this when you read them. I know you will.

– Victoria Kennefick, October 2026


Céadlínte

De rogha ar bhrollach, is faoi Eoin P. Ó Murchú, duine de na filí féin, a fhágaim an focal deireanach i mbliana:

Tá cuid againn ann a scríobhfaidh in éadan an dorchadais, in éadan an díothaithe, in éadan an chealaithe, in éadan an fholúis, dán i ndiaidh dáin, báidíní iomadúla teanga á seoladh againn, ag súil go líonfar an duibheagán craos-santach, an aibhéis dholíonta, go ndéanfar cruán den bhogán, go gcuirfear droichead thar gach feadán, go dtabharfar míniú éigin don saol suairc searbh suthain seo. Nach in é atá á dhéanamh ag filí na Gaeilge riamh anall, tar éis an iomláin?

– Dream ar leith.

− Aifric Mac Aodha, October 2026
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COURTNEY DARBY




Courtney Darby

after a two hour zoom call

          with my siblings last night, about my mother’s care

                       – in which my sister used AI to colour-code calculations,

                                    my brother praised this, and I said, I used my brain

                                                      instead, thinking of water bankruptcy,

                                                                the Global South, diminishing brain cells,

                                                                           art; then instantly feeling bad

                                                                                        for my stinging statement,

                                                                                                     chewed my lip, chiming

                                                                                                                  in with thank yous,

                                                                                                                                    pleases, good job! –

                                                                                                                  I stood,

                                                                                                     (flushed and gulping for air)

                                                                                        at the far-end of my garden

                                                                           where the tip of the triangle of light

                                                                from my kitchen almost touches me,

                                                  like I am a shadowed cash register,

                                    in a nameless shop,

                       opposite a brilliant diner,

            in a Hopper painting –

     left of centre and shut for business

An earlier version first published in Poetry Ireland Review, Issue 149 (2026)


Courtney Darby

info-dumping as a form of intimacy in the anthropocene

near Malin Head

at a blue flagged beach

entangled

you float me on saltwater

to where erosion flays soil-flesh

we pause there –

last winter’s waves have

scoured muscle from bone

we circle

surrounded by

skeletal cliffs of

shattered ashen shards

I look up

cloud filaments stretch

a cerulean sky

I talk facts

(attempt to extract meaning):

carbon-14 marks the start of the Anthropocene. above-ground atomic bomb testing released it

into the atmosphere. by measuring the percentage of carbon-14 in human tissue, scientists have

discovered that parts of our brains regenerate and create new neural pathways until death –

no matter our age, we can all change

I look at you

your eyes spark

with

charged silence

exposed

you look away

squint into sunshine

we spin

there’s a breeze

I look towards shore

tufted sea-ferns

blur into

glints of golden-yellow gorse

that tumble down

immense dunes

weaving through

hazy wire & willow fences

precisely placed

to catch

wayward speckled sand

you speak

(leave me to my own meaning):

rough terrain and traditional haymaking mean we still have corncrakes here –

they’re called the shy secretive bird of the hay meadows

I muse

we float

until the Northwest Atlantic

freezes my fingers

gauze-white

you lead me back to shore

wrap me in a towel

I watch you swim

out again

past where we were

to craggy outcrops

that

part their lips

in cascading prayer

An earlier version first published in Abridged 0–109: Never A Rose (2025)


Courtney Darby

salt line

A halocline occurs when a river meets the sea. Viewed from above, it is a distinct white line that divides blue salt water from brown fresh water. Conversely beneath, fresh water becomes salinised, changes, and mixes with the sea. This is more commonly called a salt line.

I Am a River

It’s first year. I attend a brand new, all-Irish Catholic secondary school, with eight teachers and two classes totalling twenty-four students. With that student–teacher ratio, I can no longer hide my voice.

My class is in the school hall. I’m standing on a makeshift stage, designated such by a table and two plastic chairs angled towards an imaginary audience. It’s our final rehearsal before our play’s performance the next night. This is my scene – solo. A wall of windows facing the staff carpark casts high afternoon light down on me. My shadowed classmates lean against the opposite wall, arms behind their backs, fingering gritty plasterwork in silence. The teacher is directing me. She’s from Donegal and I struggle to understand her Irish. Eight years in a Gaelscoil and only now do I understand my Connemara teachers. But this is more than language miscomprehension. This is about being understood, full stop. You see, my parents will be at opening night, and I deliver my lines knelt to a crucifix. To them, it doesn’t matter if I’m acting, it’s still idolatry. I’m muddy with differences I don’t have
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