PETER FALLON: POEMS
The Lost Field

Somewhere near Kells in County Meath

a field is lost, neglected, let by common law.

When the Horse Tobin went to the bad

and sold a farm and drank the money

there was outlying land we couldn’t find.

The maps weren’t marked.

My people farmed the farm.

They looked and asked about.

They kept an ear to the ground.

They asked the Horse himself.

He handed out handfuls of fivers, 

cups of whisky, and sang dumb.

When I came home from Dublin

I found my place.

My part in this reverence.

Thinks of all that lasts.  Think of land.

The things you could do with a field.

Plough, pasture or reclaim.  The stones

you’d pick, the house you’d build.

Don’t mind the kind of land,

a mess of nettles ever

for only good land will grow nettles.

I knew a man shy from a farm

who couldn’t find a weed

to tie the pony to.

Imagine the word

the place your own windfall could fall.

I’m out to find that field, to make it mine.

Winter Work

Friends are unhappy; their long night

finds no day, their lane no turn.  They wait

for things to change, as if history

happens to others, elsewhere.  They hibernate

in dreams and fear.  And Cathryn writes fro Dublin:

she lies awake at night and hears

the noise of cars on Rathgar Road,

far from where her life coheres.

I warm to  winter work, its rituals

and routines, and find—indoors

and out—a deal of pleasure, alone

or going out to work with neighbors,

a meitheal still.  All I approve persists,

is here, at home.  I think it exquisite

to stand in the yard, my feet on the ground,

in cowshit and horseshit and sheepshit.
