


An Daingean   (In Dingle)

                 Dun Coian Head pushes off the mainland




away from Eagle Mountain.


It all falls away from here.


Step from Beginnish to



Innishtooskert and out




the Great Blasket,


To the farthest teardrop leaving


piece of rock, Tearaght, and be gone.


Beyond the molten sea


Off the edge

To the NewFoundLand and black soil.


Sea cliffs and echoes of the call



to Brendan:


“There is time and place and gentleness




in the New World”.



The dream of blessedness;



The Paradise of the Saints.

The Ogham:



Memories of old voices caught in stone.


When all else falls around us,



there is stone.


Stone remembers when the ocean



was a child.


Stone remembers oak forests anchoring



the earth to itself.


Stone remembers all of the dreams.


The fairies have not left this land; not yet.


In deep woods you may find them.


Or behind a hedgerow thick with fuchsias and ferns;


They have placed their spirits


In the glitter of quartz in the field


And in deep wells


A memory of when enchantment




was nearer the surface;
close at hand.
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