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One of  Those Days

There has been rain
lots of  it
all morning

wind, too, hard and bellowing
slamming the house
corrugating the canal

no yellow, no blue
just grey and dark grey
Monday May 10th, 2021
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Long and Thin,  

from Her Temple to Her Jaw

We went to lunch sometimes
she would talk and I would listen
while looking at the ducks
in the pond on Stephen’s Green

she came into work once
with a bruise
on the side of  her face
it ran, long and thin
from her temple
to her jaw

I asked her what had happened
without hesitation she said
that he had pushed her
into the side of  the wardrobe

it was not the first time
it was not the last
I told her to leave him
she told me that she loved him
I asked her how
she smiled
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we sat on a park bench
eating our sandwiches
finding silence in the noise
the ducks swam back and forth
eventually, she spoke
‘If  you don’t laugh, you’ll cry,’
she said, as she did neither
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The Murder Face

The Murder Face
that is what they call it
my wife and daughter
snickering behind their hands

they always ask what I am thinking of
when I have the Murder Face
I always tell them
that I do not know
which is true
sometimes

though sometimes
it is a lie
I do know
I know exactly
I have been thinking of  what
given half  a chance
I would do to the guy
who is tailgating me
to the woman in the queue
standing far too close behind me
breathing on my neck
her open-mouthed chewing
almost inside my ear
to the cashier who rolls her eyes and tuts
when I mention
that she has left me a fiver short
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grim thoughts
that do not appear in my mind as a lightbulb
but rather seep
inky, sticky, warm, black
from the edge
to the centre
to my face

they say it again
The Murder Face
they laugh
I laugh
I laugh along
I laugh along right along with them
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Broken Nail

I asked her what had happened
she looked down
sighed
said that it had broken so easily
maybe brittle from the cancer
maybe brittle from the treatment

I asked if  there were other side effects
she smiled wistfully
her hair was thinning
she had a hell of  an itch all over
couldn’t sleep
said that she was lucky

though we both knew that was not true
it was eating her
from the inside out
lungs
ovaries
diaphragm

she asked about my parents
my daughter, my wife
only getting breathless once
she looked down at her broken nail again
said that it would grow back
I didn’t know what to say to that



17

Metallic

It had been building for a few weeks
the pain
forgettable initially
bulletproof  eventually

the dentist stood over me
shaking his head
talking of  bridges, caps and root canals
I shook my head
having been down those roads before
with mixed results
in that it had gone badly
or very badly

he looked horrified
when I told him to take it out
said that we could save it
as though it were a limb
or my sight
not a furious, rotten tooth
hidden in the dark of  my mouth

he got down to it
pulled and twisted
pulled again until
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driving home I tasted blood
warm and metallic
oddly familiar
my tongue ventured cautiously
a tentative slug
I wanted to know
I didn’t want to know
and then, I felt it
what I knew that I would feel
nothing
nothing at all
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