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Quicksand
by Carol Ann Duffy

Mrs. Leather’s told you about quicksand;
now you’re scared. 
You’d take the short-cut through the muddy field
if you dared.

But quicksand takes a laced-up shoe,
a white sock, 
then sips a trembling pair of knees. 
Its moist suck

Drinks the hem of a new blue dress
to the waist. 
Your hands will panic over your head, 
claw at space. 

Quicksand under your armpits, up to your chin. 
Now you drown
the way Mrs Leather said you would.
The whole town

comes searching, searching with blankets and lights.
But too late – 
only your satchels found, at dawn, at the edge of the field
by this gate. 

















Who?
By Charles Causley

Who is that child I see wandering, wandering
Down by the side of the quivering stream?
Why does he seem not to hear, though I call to him?
Where does he come from, and what is his name?

Why do I see him at sunrise and sunset
Taking, in old-fashioned clothes, the same track?
Why, when he walks, does he not cast a shadow
Though the sun rises and falls at his back?

Why does the dust lie so thick on the hedgerow
By the great field where the horse pulls a plough?
Why do I see only meadows, where houses
Stand in line by the riverside now?

Why does he move like wraith by the water,
Soft as the thistledown on the breeze blown?
When I draw near him so that I may hear him,
Why does he say that his name is my own?
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At the End of a School Day
by Wes Magee. 

It is the end of a school day
and down the long drive
come bag-swinging, shouting children.
Deafened, the sky winces.
The sun gapes in surprise. 


Suddenly the runners skid to a stop,
stand still and stare
at a small hedgehog
curled-up on the tarmac
like an old, frayed cricket ball.

A girl dumps her bag, tiptoes forward
and gingerly, so gingerly
carries the creature
to the safety of a shady hedge.
Then steps back, watching. 

Girl, children, sky and sun
hold their breath.
There is a silence,
a moment to remember
on this warm afternoon in June. 


















I See You Dancing, Father
by Brendan Kennelly.

No sooner downstairs after the night’s rest
And in the door
Than you started to dance a step
In the middle of the kitchen floor. 

And as you danced
You whistled.
You made your own music
Always in tune with yourself.

Well nearly always, anyway.
You’re buried now
In Lislaughtin Abbey
And whenever I think of you


I go back beyond the old man
Mind and body broken
To find the unbroken man.
It is the moment before the dance begins,

Your lips are enjoying themselves
Whistling an air.
Whatever happens or cannot happen
In the time I have to spare
I see you dancing, father. 
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Hunger 
By Robert Laurence Binyon

I come among the peoples like a shadow. 
I sit down by each man's side. 
None sees me, but they look on one another, 
And know that I am there. 
My silence is like the silence of the tide 
That buries the playground of children; 
Like the deepening of frost in the slow night, 
When birds are dead in the morning. 
Armies trample, invade, destroy, 
With guns roaring from earth and air. 
I am more terrible than armies, 
I am more feared than the cannon. 
Kings and chancellors give commands; 
I give no command to any; 
But I am listened to more than kings 
And more than passionate orators. 
I unswear words, and undo deeds. 
Naked things know me. 
I am first and last to be felt of the living. 
I am Hunger








What is Dying?
By Charles Henry Brent

I am standing upon that foreshore. 
A ship at my side spreads her white sails
 to the morning breeze 
and starts for the blue ocean. 

She is an object of beauty and strength, 
and I stand and watch her, until at length 
she hangs like a speck of white cloud 
just where the sea and sky 
come down to mingle with each other.

Then someone at my side says, “There! She’s gone!

” Gone where?”
 “Gone from my sight, that is all.” 
She is just as large in mast and hull and spar 
As ever she was when she left my side,
just as able to bear her load of living freight
 to her destination.

Her diminished size is in me, not in her. 

And just at that moment when 
someone at my side says, “There! She’s gone!” 
There are other eyes watching her coming
And other voices ready to take up the glad shout, “There she comes!”

And that is dying.
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The Explosion
by Philip Larkin. 

On the day of the explosion
Shadows pointed towards the pithead:
In the sun the slag heap slept. 

Down the lane came men in pit boots
Coughing oath-edged talk in pipe-smoke,
Shouldering off the freshened silence. 

One chased after rabbits; lost them;
Came back with a nest of lark’s eggs;
Showed them; lodged them in the grasses.

So they passed in beards and moleskins,
Fathers, brothers, nicknames, laughter
Through the tall gates standing open.

At noon, there came a tremor, cows
Stopped chewing for a second; sun, 
Scarfed as in a heat haze, dimmed. 

The dead go on before us, they
Are sitting in God’s house in comfort,
We shall see them face to face – 

Plain as lettering in the chapels
It was said, and for a second
Wives saw men of the explosion

Larger than life they managed –
Gold as on a coin, or walking 
Somehow from the sun towards them,

One showing the eggs unbroken. 













The Second Coming
By William Butler Yeats

Turning and turning in the widening gyre   
The falcon cannot hear the falconer;
Things fall apart; the centre cannot hold;
Mere anarchy is loosed upon the world,
The blood-dimmed tide is loosed, and everywhere   
The ceremony of innocence is drowned;
The best lack all conviction, while the worst   
Are full of passionate intensity.

Surely some revelation is at hand;
Surely the Second Coming is at hand.   
The Second Coming! Hardly are those words out   
When a vast image out of Spiritus Mundi
Troubles my sight: somewhere in sands of the desert   
A shape with lion body and the head of a man,   
A gaze blank and pitiless as the sun,   
Is moving its slow thighs, while all about it   
Reel shadows of the indignant desert birds.   
The darkness drops again; but now I know   
That twenty centuries of stony sleep
Were vexed to nightmare by a rocking cradle,   
And what rough beast, its hour come round at last,   
Slouches towards Bethlehem to be born?




FEILE LUIMNIGH 2027	
							[image: A black and white logo

Description automatically generated]
Solo Verse Mixed U18 Born 2010/2009
ONLY ONE POEM TO BE PERFORMED

Quarantine
By Eavan Boland

In the worst hour of the worst season
    of the worst year of a whole people
a man set out from the workhouse with his wife.
He was walking—they were both walking—north.
She was sick with famine fever and could not keep up.
     He lifted her and put her on his back.
He walked like that west and west and north.
Until at nightfall under freezing stars they arrived.
In the morning they were both found dead.
    Of cold. Of hunger. Of the toxins of a whole history.
But her feet were held against his breastbone.
The last heat of his flesh was his last gift to her.
Let no love poem ever come to this threshold.
     There is no place here for the inexact
praise of the easy graces and sensuality of the body.
There is only time for this merciless inventory:
Their death together in the winter of 1847.
      Also what they suffered. How they lived.
And what there is between a man and woman.
And in which darkness it can best be proved.







Best Bone
by Paul Hyland. 

‘I haven’t brewed up tea for two
since he passed on,’ she smiles. I’m an imposter
posing here; a thief that I shall have to 
take myself away. ‘My friends have gone,
I wonder why I stay to plague the young

like you, it was good of you to come.’
Her eye is fragile and her voice is thin.
The pottery is stout, a gay design
absurdly garish in her dim front room,
‘it brightens up my mausoleum.’

She smiles again. I’d have expected 
pastel porcelain that had survived 
her years, perhaps her mother’s. Instead
we drink from this. The fine stuff is displayed 
behind the glass in the corner of the cupboard. 

The teacups there, some whole, some chipped or crazed
gather no dust, that once were filled and raised
from this same lace to smiling lips of friends
whose grins now widens as the flesh recedes. 
‘What remains I want preserved.’ She reads

the makes from memory, ‘Best bone, but their
fragility and mine don’t go together, 
my sight is bad. I’m clumsy. I remember
mother beat me when I chipped her china.’
Her frail jaw juggles with soft laughter,

Her knuckles whiten as she lifts the cup’s
Thick rim, so gently, to her parched blue lips,
steam clouds her eyes, and gently, as she sips,
age beats the living daylights out of her. 
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