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The Road To
Cushendall


 

Where Antrim's
mountains rise and fall

down towards the grey stone wall,

there the sea mist casts its pall

along the road to Cushendall.

Upon the rocks and
crags so bare,

wild long grasses here and there

catch the wind like mermaid's hair

as it blows down to Cushendall.

Where the dark hills
slope and lean

towards the gentle vale of green,

here the sea spray falls like rain

upon the road to Cushendall.

Beyond the shores of
reddish clay

and out across the peaceful bay,

the purple hills of Scotland lay

looking down to Cushendall.

Beneath the Red Arch
hewn from stone,

a weary traveller all alone

along the coast road leading home,

riding down to Cushendall.

Promise we will walk
again

along the pleasant winding lane

that stretches out across the plain

when I return to Cushendall.

 

 

Where He
Fell

This is where he
fell,

his soft flesh torn by bullets.

The soldiers didn't know his name,

or where he came from.

Now he is no longer Christian,

Muslim, Jew, whatever.

His spirit soars above the world,

his tears fall on burning desert,

frozen wastes, urban jungles.

Their saltiness brings no relief,

as futile as the war that killed him.

Stolen

They were taken:

stolen away like a thief in the night,

who crept along in the fading light

and tip-toed up to where they lay

before the start of a shining day.

They left the beds they slept upon

and no-one knew where they had gone.

Their robes still hang in the closet - there

and the brushes, which untangled their hair

still lay on the dresser, unused, forlorn,

as the silvery sky welcomes the dawn.

We searched the garden, we called their names,

we peered all day through the window panes.

Oh, how we longed to see the trace

of a smile upon a much loved face.

But never a sight and never a sound,

as though they'd vanished into the ground.

Each day the sun sends out his rays

to warm our empty, lonely days

and the feathery moon travels across

the tilted sky in search of the lost.

 

 

Morecambe Bay February
2004

Nobody knows when
tidal waves

will come or leave, they say.

So keep away from the beach at night,

down on Cockleshell Bay.

When strangers came
and saw the shells

and saw the seaweed sway,

they sent their gangs to dig the sands

down on Cockleshell Bay.

Strong winds roared,
and heavy rain

had fallen all that day,

‘til evening came and darkness fell

down on Cockleshell Bay.

Who knows what
thoughts ran through their minds

as the sea shone silver and grey,

and flooded across the sandy plain

down on Cockleshell Bay.

Their anguished
cries rose to the sky

as they tried to run away.

But the floodtide covered them all too soon

down on Cockleshell Bay.

The nineteen swollen
bodies

bring fear to those who stay

to lift them up from out of the tide,

down on Cockleshell Bay.

The Disgruntled
Fairy 

Well - here I am,

look at me;

the fairy on top of the Christmas tree.

Dress all torn,

wings all tattered -

and a magic wand that's bent and battered.

My rosy cheeks are a little bit faded

and my smile is looking decidedly jaded.

I wish that Christmas was over and done

as these pine needles stick in my bum,

but I'll just sit tight,

even though

I suffer from serious vertigo!

For two whole weeks I'm perched up here

then it's back in the box for another year,

squashed between a bauble and a bell

no wonder I end up looking like hell.

I suppose one day they'll throw me out

with the left over turkey and brussel sprouts

'til then they gaze at me from afar -

but I wish they'd swap me for a bloomin' star!

 

 

 

Fishing
Boats

Rouse from the depth
of winters dreams;

wake as sun through the window beams;

rise as the tide on pebbles foam;

watch the gulls as away they roam

to follow trawlers where Herring teem,

high on a breeze their feathers gleam.

Hark at the rigging
creak and groan

as weary now the men come home.

All are glad to see the shore

where each one brings his boat to moor,

tying ropes and spreading nets

to dry in the sun before it sets.
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