A LONGLEY CELEBRATION

Michael Longley
Call

Alone at Carrigskeewaun for the millennium

My friend sits at the hearth keeping the cottage warm.

Is it too late to phone him? Is it midnight yet?

That could be me, a meadow pipit calling out.

Otters are crossing from Dooaghtry to Corragaun.

There are mallards and widgeon and teal for him to count.
Three dolphins are passing the Carricknashinnagh shoal.
He has kept for this evening firewood that is very old.

Bog deal’s five thousand years make the room too hot.
How snugly the meadow pipit fits the merlin’s foot.
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