HOWL REINS AND GAZE

My uncle used to take it out
and clean it with his hanky - his eye,

The sun has long set, the night sky, cold
and black, begins to dot with planets,
distant stars. Beyond the wire, a field
of sickly quick-growing grass

leads to trees and hedges butchered

by the farmer’s blade - brittle boughs
infested with fungus from overseas.
But suddenly it seems they are on fire -
an orange light silhouettes

skeletal branches, licks ivy-choked trunks.
January’s full moon, glares

fiercely through the dyving trees,

pulls itself up over their empty erowns.
Surely somewhere a wolf still howls ...

a steel-clad hoof had kicked his head,
irony indeed, as horses were his love.

anchored to the fragrance of the mare.
hands as vast as the bas of a goalie’s hurl.
We never jumped off the eliff and peered
into that empty socket,

feared of drowning in the vortex
and being smashed against his rocks.

Anne McDarby Beck
His eve on me, high hopes, perhaps.
Five Pounds for a hand at the Kilkenny Show.
COLLECTING PEBBLES
1 lift the bit
I have been collecting pebbles, to the horse’s mouth,
cold stones of varied shapes and sizes, the head jerks,

to range along the floorboards in my heart, hitting my chin,

until my bare feet form one eggshell tender bruise. 3“’ heir falls
own,
You ask what I'm thinking and wonder where I went. like a snapper in a trap.

My uncles's gaze lingers, one eye askew;

I was coming to a point where I would be trapped, . E :
Reins and blinkers don't light my way.

on one side of this stone cairn or the other,

or buried beneath it, and cut off from myself.
Eamonn Donovan

Our friends will ask you where I am?

You can tell them Marrakesh or Rhodes.

The light is lovely there this time of year. THE ARTIST
Or you could tell them the truth.

He's gazing at a blank white canvas,
I am standing still at the bottom of our garden, brush in hand,

his multi-coloured overalls
displaying years of paint streaks,

holding my hands out, brimming with tears,
while the swifts, swallows and starlings

wash their wings in me before they fly. dribbles and daubs,
like a torn rainbow.
Fergal Canton He looks out the studio door

rain puddles gather,

he closes out the cold wind,

warms himself at the wood pellet stove,
makes strokes on the canvas,

blue, vellow, red, black.

He hums a tune.

I look closely at the canvas
What is it?

An elephant or iceberg,

an overgrown wood?

He stops,

opens the door again,

walks under drenched branches,
feels the dampness on his face,
returns to the painting —

more streaks and daubs,

a new universe emerges.

He dips his brushes in liquid,
stands back and says,

That's out of my head now.

Willie-Joe Meally

a piece of glass that spied me with suspicion,

He slept, as a boy, wrapped in the scent of hay,

A Cyclops who glared at all and hated none,

THE LETTER

after “Lady writing a letter with her maid” by Johannes
Vermeer

Later, she will steam it open,

carefully refix the seal

but not before bringing it

to a friend who will decipher

the strange markings, the careful words
her mistress wishes to be kept secret.
Perhaps, there will be a few guilders in it,
or at least some fragment of gossip

to keep her warm this night.

Kevin Dowling

THE PUMP

At some point every day she went to the pump for water,
for making tea and cooking. Rain water for laundry
came gushing, when it rained, from the chutes

into rusty barrels or when that ran out in summer,
dragged up the field from the cows’ trough

when the farmer wasn’t looking.

In rain and wind, sunshine and snow, late in the evening
if he looked for tea and she lifted the towel,

found the white enamel bucket empty,

she put on her coat or if the weather was good,

would go out in her flowery apron,

wrapped around her front and back

tied each side with frayed bits of string.

Swinging her bucket, she walked slowly, its rough edge
turned from her leg. If she forgot it nipped her,

ripped tights where they'd been stitched already.

She walked past the coal yard, noisy during the day
quiet as a tomb at night, apart from machinery creaking,
past the pub-come-grocery, up the village hill.

The pump, an old friend, stood inside three walls,
sandstone flags, one step up to its large granite trough.
She pumped and pumped while it wheezed into action.
When clear water came, she let it run, placed the bucket
on the spout, pumped and filled almost to the brim.

Lifted off the spout, she set the bucket down,

its handle creaked as she turned and lifted again.
Her shoulder stooped, the water lapped, spilled
as she made her way back down the road

to fill the kettle, boil water for his tea.

Anne McDarby Beck

TRAMORE, THE DAY AFTER

A storm roared here last night,
and we did too,
crashing, howling, raging.

I tiptoe through debris,
consider driftwood and pick up pebbles.
You grumble, advocate for chips.

You know that we planned a curry,
and I know it too —
but you earry my stones in your pockets,

so, I let our chips steam up the car.
Dinner may be spoiled,
but at last the sea is calm.

Kayleigh Redmond
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Introduction

Arts Office Kilkenny County Council Poetry Broadsheet 2025

Kilkenny Arts Office is thrilled to be celebrating twenty-five vears of the hugely popular
Kilkenny Poetry Broadsheet and we are delighted to work with editor Enda Wyley to
celebrate a quarter-century of wonderful poetic expression. This much-loved, beautifully
illustrated publication provides an annual publishing opportunity for Kilkenny poets.
Since its inception, it has become a cherished platform for both emerging and established
poets from Kilkenny. One hundred and thirty-three poems by seventy-three poets were
submitted for consideration this year and in honour of our 25th year we expanded the
publication and have published twenty-five poems, one for each edition that's lit up the
literary landscape before us.

The Broadsheet holds a special place in the hearts of our writing community, the wider
public, and for us here in the Arts Office, it's one of the highlights of our year. Here's to
twenty-five more years of stories yet to be told, voices waiting to be discovered, and the
enduring power of poetry to connect us all.

Series Director: Mary Butler

Series Coordinators: Deirdre Southey
Editor: Enda Wyley

Graphic Design and [lustration: Tim Harper

Kilkenny County Council Arts Office
Patrick’s Court, Patrick Street
Kilkenny

Mary Butler, Arts Officer
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kathy.conlan@kilkennyeoco.ie
Deirdre Southey, Arts Administrator
deirdre.southey@kilkennycoco.ie

T: 0567794547
W: http://kilkennyartsoffice.ie/

Editors Statement

This year celebrates 25 vears of the Kilkenny Poetry Broadsheet, a handsome publication,
artfully illustrated, which for a quarter of a century has testified to the power of poetry
in the county of Kilkenny. To mark this milestone, this year's Broadsheet features 25
poems, one for each year of publication. I was delighted to be invited to be the 2025
editor and to choose from 133 entries, the 25 poems that grabbed my attention for
their imaginative powers, the force of their language, the variety of their themes — and
most importantly for their enormous heart.

I would like to thank Deirdre Southey and Mary Butler, at Kilkenny County Council
Arts Office for so smoothly organising my poetry workshop at Butler House in March
and for their great support in guiding me through the editorial process for the Broadsheet
and helping me to access the poems anonymously — because yes, I did read all entries
anonymously and loved the liberation of carefully attending to each poem without
being distracted by the poet’'s name.

As editor, I didn't set out to look for any particular quality in a poem. I freed myself
up as a reader, opened my heart and mind to everything that came my way, and
hoped for the best. I say, ‘hope for the best,” because good poems are rare, can be hard
to find and to define. They seem to do the impossible. “You can write expository
prose,’ the Australian poet Les Murray said, ‘but poetry is as much dreamed as it is
thought and it as much danced in the body as it is written.” Definitions of poetry go on
and on — but importantly, we shouldn’t forget that the finest of poetry has that mysterious
quality so memorably captured by Michael Longley: ‘'If I knew where poems came
from, I'd go there.’

So, tall orders for anyone hoping to write a poem, or indeed like myself, hoping to find
a strong gathering of poems for this year's Kilkenny Poetry Broadsheet. Where to
start? I created a file: Poems I like. Fairly quickly, this file grew to a hundred poems,
as the standard was so very high. I re-read them and scrutinised them over and over
again. Now came the difficult task. I set about paring this large bundle of poems down
to this year’s number of 25 poems. Of course, it was a difficult task, as I thoroughly
enjoyed reading all of the poems and want to commend every poet who entered a
poem. However, a selection had to be made, and the poems I finally chose for this
Broadsheet, are, I hope, a testament to the rich varieties of human experiences. Why
did I like them? A luminarium, a pump, milking a cow, a childhood bedroom, a couple’s
fight, collecting pebbles, or lying in the half-light — it seemed to me that these poems
were memorable for their language, their imagery, their ability to move me.

The poet Czeslaw Milosz said, poetry is ‘a zone where the simplest things are again as
fresh as if they were being seen as a child.” Milosz would surely have liked the poems
in this year’s Poetry Broadsheet — all of them share this freshness of approach. It has
been my pleasure to discover them all and I hope readers will enjoy them too, as
much as I have done,

Many thanks to all the talented poets who submitted poetry of such high quality to
this year’'s Kilkenny Poetry Broadsheet. It has been an honour as editor to read them
all and to include a vibrant selection of them in this prestigious publication. Long may
it last and continue to nurture the outstanding gift of poetry in the county of Kilkenny.

- Enda Wyley, 2025

Arls Oifice
Kilkenny County Council
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Arts Office
Kilkenny Counly Council

Enda Wyley Biography

Enda Wyley has published six collections of poetry with Dedalus Press: The Painter
on his Bike (2019) Borrowed Space, New and Selected Poems, (2014), To Wake to
This, (2009), Poems for Breakfast, ( 2004 ), Socrates in the Garden, (1098) and
Eating Baby Jesus, (1993). A seventh collection is due in 2025. Awards include the
Vincent Buckley Poetry Prize, Melbourne University and a Reading Association of
Ireland Award. Her books for children from O'Brien Press, are Boo and Bear, I Won't
Go to China! and The Silver Notebook. Enda is a highly experienced teacher of poetry
and has been a judge for several competitions, including the International Dublin
Literary Award and Strokestown International Poetry Festival. Enda’s work has
frequently been broadcast on RTE Radio 1 and she he co-hosts the popular podcast
Books for Breakfast, about books and writing. She is a member of Aosdina, the Irish
academy of artists.
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PORT NA NAOSCAI SEINNTE

Chualamar cé nach bhfacamar riamh i
ag méileach os cionn an phortaigh
i gelapsholas an lae i mi Linasa.

Stadamar faoi dhraiocht in 4it na mbonn
gach uair a chualamar i ag eitilt i dtreo an locha
it ar thdinig m uncail ar nead cheann acu agus é ina bhuachaill.

Anois ta coill ghitise ar an bportach ...
an gabhairin eitilte ar fan
teas larnach sna tithe agus tost sa chlapsholas.
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OF FIELDS AND FOXES AND TREES

February 2025

Christina Warner

When I land home, I'll walk the old fields again behind
the neighbour’s house to see if the fox’s bones still lie in our tree.

When we were young, we would go there to gawk at its discarded corpse
hanging over the best branch to climb, like some tossed taboo stole, and then

desecrate it more by throwing stones and sticks at it before we understood
the meaning of words like sanctity or dignity or sacred. Since I left,

they've built a motorway nearby - a constant buzz tuning you
into the business of other people’s lives away from fields.

I will see Hebron Park, St. Mary’s gothic tower and, on my tip-toes,
trains rushing towards Waterford and Dublin. In this place, I can be

with my father and brother and chainies. Feel the dirt push under my nail bed
and a sharp smooth cut of delft rescued from the soil where it's no longer

a spring day thirty vears later in a field of scrappy green
but brown, plough-churned, and ready for sowing. Like me.

I will be back holding on to the history in my palm, eager to show off
the bit of this place I claimed for myself, using it to
distract Dad
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from our secret fox. Iam sorry little vixen, ordinary field, fine climbing ash.
I should have known you three couldn’t ground me
forever.

I should have stayed. I should have left the broken past buried,
kept the city in my sights and not held secrets so close to home.

Catherine Cronin

KILKENNY LITANY

The schoolboys

of Saint Kieran's
with their grey pants
and black jumpers,
hurl in one hand,
sliotar in the other,
the Americans

and the tourists
asking questions,
looking for directions
in the medieval
Marble City

of Kilkenny,

the aroma of warm
cappucecinos and lattes
filling the sweet air,
and the smell

ROOM

full of dreams, where a small

porthole window lets in the light.

My bed has a mattress of horse hair,
shiny brass knobs on its head and foot.
The walls are white washed stone,
with a border of paper yellow roses —
above, the roof's dark timber beams.

At night I kneel to say my prayers,

and the wax candle, huddled on its saucer
burns out. The barn owl casts its shadow
as it flies by the window in the moonlight:
overhead, the pitter patter of the attic mice.
I toss and turn in my bed, the brass knobs
rattle, and leather-winged bats fly over

the attic’s broken eves, in this room

of my childhood where dreams are made.

Judy Rhatigan

DUIL

Cuisle an cheoil

ag posadh ér geumainn
Is sinne an Fheoir

ag lionadh is ag tra.

Ag rince leatsa

a slataire caol

Do limh ar mo dhroim
ag stitiradh gach casadh.

Siiile dorcha
mianach feirmeora
boladh an ithir

1= mise do bhlath
ar tinneall.

O bhronnfainn

deoch seirce ort

le caora finitina ar
dhitlicini na habhann.

Go mairfeadh

ar ndiil siar amach
& urlair adhmaid

g’ siledil arda
Chathair Osrai.

Réisin Sheehy

00:00

Out there, time didn't exist
yet the minutes liked to persist.

Out there before seemed so immense,
and now space felt scarily dense.

Without time it was hard to know
when to sleep, eat, stay or go.

Whether it was night or day,
she could no longer say,

and she'd do anything else
rather than stay awake.
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IN THE END

Remembering the day

the long hours

the passing minutes

the lingering words

the curious images

the loving touch

the uninvited hurt

the stabbing loneliness

the sound of splashing water
the colour of the chair

that I rested upon,

the glasses she wore

the taste of the pastry

the eyes with hidden
thoughts behind them

the smell of smoke

a long-forgotten photograph
a small unknown trickling tear
a sadness which shows up at the door
when it needs to be fed

and the coolness of the room
which hold the body

that holds the thoughts
which came from a day.

Robert McLoughlin

BLOODLINE

I think of these women sometimes —
my great- and greater-grandmothers —
as they were in flat-toned,
sepia-coloured photographs:
unsmiling, unfeeling, too busy

to have insecurities or scented desires.

They'd too many mouths to feed

to feel longing; were too harried

to be worried about judgement

or belonging. They just existed —

bore the fruits of their wombs

for the blooming of our nation,

and they faded into the grey of ancestry.

And then I think of these women

sometimes as my wild wisdom-keepers;

my bloodline, a red river from moon to moon.
I think of how they would smush blackberries
between their fingers, staining them,

licking from them the deep purple juices.

And how sometimes, taking the milk jug,
they'd imagine upending it — milking

their hair in decadent wastefulness.

Or how, gazing at the charcoal sky,

as they came home from market,

they'd sometimes wish to be caught

in a fervent downpour. Then they could strip
to their knickers and dance, and taste the sky.

Laura O’ Neill

LANE

There was frost —

s0, it must have heen October,
Between the hedges

the cows knew their way

to the milking parlour.

I was not needed.

Their breath didn't rise

above the whitethorn.

The mud was solid

beneath our feet.

This happened every day.
Twice a day.

The sun would

make everything

green again.

The mud would soften.
The cows would plod.

I would not be needed.

1 still go on remembering.

Noel Howley

LEGACY

in memory of Jack

You left behind a loom

that no one works, or can —
a mongrel, a rickety thing,
rigged up by yourself

from bits and bobs,

and a lifetime

of weaving

at the mill.

In the poor light

of an outhouse,

vou pottered,

plied your magic,
wooing colours

of the sun and sky
from creaking timber
and tired, grey steel,

That shed of yours

was a hive of vibrant
clacking activity.

It's silent now.

Bolted. Locked.

Your careful,
slippered-feet no longer
amble to its door.

But in the homes

of neighbours,

family, friends,

above a fireplace,

or on some wall,

vour magic lingers —
still brightens darkened
hallways, dim-lit rooms.

Gerry Moran
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LOST AND FOUND AT
MAYFAIR LIBRARY

February 2025

A baby's sandal
A child’s jacket
A schoolbag

A teddy

A purse

A hurl

I am struck by the neatness of the display
the care taken in curating the photograph —
the beauty and importance

of a child's belongings:

the jacket neatly folded,

the purse gently propped up

against the schoolbag

with a carefully placed teddy
peeping out playfully,

dreaming of a child’s future.

I imagine another lost and found

on the same day in another land

a different photograph, hastily taken
of a child's belongings:

the bomb-strewn remains

of a baby’s sandal,

a schoolbag lying in the road,

books covered in blood and dust —
and nobody to peep out,

nobody left to dream.

i

Mary Malin

LYING IN THE HALF-LIGHT

Lying in the half-light we are young again;
our eyes and lips unlined and our skin tight,

unburnt in this moment of early-morning magic.
If only we could live an un-ending life in this half-

light world together. Sunlight streams in, revealing
what we are; two lovers and two survivors,

sharing a bed -
and life.

Liam O’ Neill

MILKING MUSIC

The clink of the tethering chains; a musical backdrop
to the ponderous munch of clover-smelling hay,

the swift swish of the cow’s tail hushing for a moment,

the frantic mewling of the latest batch of cowshed kittens.

The scrape of the dirt-ingrained three-legged stool,
my mother’s easy girl, as she settles herself,

her head leaning against the warm Friesian coat.
Then, the metallic ping as the first drops of milk hit

the galvanised bucket, in syne with the feline orchestra.
The milker’s rhythm creates a strong, steady beat —

fresh, hot milk swirling and eddying.
Delicious froth gathers like pristine clouds —

a moustache on greedy feline mouths.

MISS WORBY
Annaghmakerrig

I imagine her fingers
engaged in duty
pressing collars
admiring starch.

She disapproves

of my shoes

flung in the corner,
and when [ write
about sex

or women who broke
out of station,

she traces her fingers
on the skin of my throat,
stands behind me

at my desk,

wanting to press

her weight on my back.

But she resists —
instead at night

when the lake darkens
and turns in on itself
she presses on my feet ,
my chest.

I wake again and again.

I turn to other rooms
try to write through
half-closed eyes,
nodding like a drunk
over my desk

She will not let me
sleep or speak.

The air stops

on the landing —

an eternal pause.

Her breath holds itself
in her dream

that never came true,

Susie Lamb

LUMINARIUM

A giant luminarium in the park

hums softly to itself, adults and children

corralled outside.

Inside, sheltered by walls of pink, red and blue,

vou are back in the fifties

lulled by the music of her breathing,.
Nine months to stretch and float, curl and kick.
A blissful sanctuary ruptured late February,
you slipped into the world quiet as snow,

eyes clenched to burning air, white light,

a cold that shivers you still.

She was near, that you could tell:

fleeting moments of flesh on flesh.
What was it then; what weasel sucked their joy
whispering names of your two sisters —

dead in the first six months, and drove them

to journey home without you?

The nursing home costing them dear.
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MY FATHER’S COAT

It arrived one Christmas,

green and bulky and awkwardly wrapped.
Just what I wanted, you smiled,

hugging my mother, while we busied
ourselves with other things.

That coat went everywhere with you

rambling through fields, Friday night shopping,
the garden when we planted flowers.

It came with us to Sunday matches

where we sheltered, wrapped close to you,

safe from rain. Sometimes you surprised us
with treats, its pockets a treasure of lost coins,
discarded tissue, fluff coated sweets.

Too shabby for hospital, it sulked
in the dark hallway, awaiting your return.
For a long time, I refused to wear it.

Until one day, years later, I took it down.
It fitted perfectly.

Kevin Dowling

NORTH, ROTHE HOUSE 1975

remembering Seamus Heaney

Middle of June, we are standing in wait,
giddy for your entrance. The whistle

and squeak of microphones, then a hush
as you stroll from the weathered staircase,
your soft, blue book, lightly held.

Taking in the courtyard, your eyes
narrow to a twinkle, lips curve.

That familiar northern greeting.
We're doing fine now, on a journey,
through sunlight with ticking clocks,

while blood-dangerous weapons
and symbiotic bone pins rust
together in skeletal longships.
On a solemn march to burials
under rocks, bevond borders,

we keep a tight grip to each shoulder,
for the return. Over and over in layers

of bogland, the dark peat is cool

and squelchy underfoot. In our hands

a desiccated leathered face. A young lass:

we address her, admire her complexion.
But you suddenly stop, turning upwards
to a medieval orifice, a pair of wooing
pigeons there. How could I compete
with that? The stage-shy lovers exit.

On track again, we are climbing over
hillocks, in a drippy, Wicklow woodland,
waiting for a sign, a comet, to comfort us,
keep our spirits buoyant. But then guilt

and self-doubt, imprison us, and we wonder

why the steady Lambeg drum-beat knows

no peace anywhere, through province, state,
or country. A mesmerised stillness continues
past vour silence, as we learn the privilege
of damp dusk, this Summer’s evening.

Angela Esmonde

PAPERBACK

You smell of cabbage

and cigarette smoke —

pleasant in your own way,

not that usual book smell.

I found you on a dirty shelf,

in a dirty shop,

in a city

I don’'t much care for,

because it rains too much

and I never got used to sitting

in cafés alone.

At the station

I sit and weigh you in my hand
smelling you once more.

I will not open you vet,

not until I am on the bus

and I know for sure

that I am moving forwards, *
heading back home. ”’

Lee Shanahan

But while her body floated around l ‘
and her mind drifted away.
; Six weeks — high price for you too,

of freshly baked goods, P

the testire the computer made a familiar sound, Mary Walpole sterile white on white, slatted walls, ceiling, feed.
of the old city walls, meaning the end of another day. e —_— Till you got hardy, she said decades later.
the walk along ; i . : :
the cobbled streets Before going to bed P = A.Jl_}"our life never getting enough of her, * %
and the historic steps she tried not to forget 7 4 =y as if to make up those six weeks.
of the city’s slipways. . 4 % ' F 1 i Now, a different luminarium awaits. s
the sip of a large, amber how it feels like _ ' 0 -_— Y —
pint of Smithwick’s ale — to sleep under the moonlight | Nora Brenriean
unique flavour, .
a taste of Kilkenny. Tais Val Penna
Oh, what luck it is
to be a Kilkenny cat! ‘
Siobhan O’ Shea a : E . |
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