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Kathleen ni Houlihan, William Butler Yeats (1902)
OLD WOMAN: I have my thoughts and I have my hopes.

MICHAEL: What hopes have you to hold to? 

OLD WOMAN: The hope of getting my beautiful fields back again; the hope of putting the strangers out of my house. 
(…(
They shall be remembered forever, 

They shall be alive forever, 

They shall be speaking forever, 

The people shall hear them forever. 

“Dark Rosaleen”, James Clarence Mangan 
O MY Dark Rosaleen, 
         Do not sigh, do not weep! 
The priests are on the ocean green, 
         They march along the deep. 
There 's wine from the royal Pope, 
         Upon the ocean green; 
And Spanish ale shall give you hope, 
         My Dark Rosaleen! 
         My own Rosaleen! 
Shall glad your heart, shall give you hope, 
Shall give you health, and help, and hope, 
         My Dark Rosaleen! 

               (…(
Woe and pain, pain and woe, 
         Are my lot, night and noon, 
To see your bright face clouded so, 
         Like to the mournful moon. 
But yet will I rear your throne 
         Again in golden sheen; 
'Tis you shall reign, shall reign alone, 
         My Dark Rosaleen! 
         My own Rosaleen! 
'Tis you shall have the golden throne, 
'Tis you shall reign, and reign alone, 
         My Dark Rosaleen! 

“I am Ireland”, Patrick Pearse
I am Ireland:

I am older than the Old Woman of Beare.

Great my glory

I that bore Cuchulainn the valiant.

Great my shame:

my own children that sold their mother.

I am Ireland:

I am lonelier than the Old Woman of Beare. 

“The Mother”, Patrick Pearse
I do not grudge them: Lord, I do not grudge

My two strong sons that I have seen go out

To break their strength and die, they and a few,

In bloody protest for a glorious thing,

They shall be spoken of among their people,

The generations shall remember them,

And call them blessed;

But I will speak their names to my own heart

In the long nights;

The little names that were familiar once

Round my dead hearth.

Lord, thou art hard on mothers:

We suffer in their coming and their going;

And tho’ I grudge them not, I weary, weary

Of the long sorrow---And yet I have my joy:

My sons were faithful, and they fought.

“After Aughrim”, Emily Lawless

She said, ‘They gave me of their best,

They lived, they gave their lives for me’

Artículo 41, Constitución 1937
1. In particular, the State recognizes that by her life within the home, woman gives to the State a support without which the common good cannot be achieved.

2. The State shall, therefore, endeavour to ensure that mothers shall not be obliged by economic necessity to engage in labour to the neglect of their duties in the home.

Mother Ireland, Edna O’Brien

Countries are either mothers or fathers, and engender the emotional bristle secretly reserved for either sire. Ireland has always been a woman, a womb, a cave, a cow, a Rosaleen, a sow, a bride, a harlot, and, of course, the gaunt Hag of Beare.

Mientras que los países pueden adquirir la forma de madres o padres …, Irlanda siempre ha sido una mujer, un útero, una cueva, una vaca, una Rosaleen, una cerda, una novia, una ramera, y, por supuesto, la ‘gaunt Hag de Beare’.

Eavan Boland

Si eliminamos al héroe de estas narrativas, ¿qué nos queda? ¿Con cuál figura femenina nos podemos identificar? En efecto, con ninguna. Con ninguna que no fuera, al menos, más que una humilde auxiliar de la acción. La heroína, como tal, era totalmente pasiva. Era Irlanda o Hibernia. … Siempre se le invocaba, recordaba, amaba y lamentaba. Y lo más importante: siempre se moría por ella. Era una madre o una virgen. Su carne era de madera, de mármol o de tinta. Y nunca hablaba por sí sola. (Boland 1996: 66)
“Tirade for the Mimic Muse”, Eavan Boland

I’ve caught you. You slut. You fat trout.

(….( 

Anyone would think you are a whore-

An ageing-out-of-work kind-hearted tart.

I know you for the ruthless bitch you are:

Our criminal, our tricoteuse, our Muse-

Our Muse of Mimic Art.

(….( 

Make your face naked,

Strip your mind naked,

Drench your skin in a woman’s tears.

I will wake you from your sluttish sleep.

I will show you true reflections, terrors.

You are the Muse of all mirrors.

Look in them and weep.

La tendencia de fusionar lo nacional y lo femenino, en el pretexto de un nacionalismo romántico, ha sido la deficiencia de la poesía irlandesa. … Al hacer uso de esta vieja convención, al usar y reutilizar a las mujeres como iconos, los poetas irlandeses no sólo las han simplificado en emblemas. También las han despojado de un pasado real, sin romper el silencio que siempre ha rodeado a la mujer. (Boland 1994: 91-92)

Hay una imagen social e histórica de la mujer, diseñada por la imaginación popular, el escultor, el legislador, el revolucionario … Pero luego existen las imágenes que dan las propias mujeres cuando se liberan, con su propio trabajo y con sus visiones y perspectivas como artistas, del servilismo hacia una imagen que les ha sido impuesta. La imagen creada por la propia mujer desbanca la creada por la historia y la sociedad pero, siendo la mujer un miembro de esta sociedad, y una intérprete de esta historia, nunca podrá separarse totalmente de la imagen tradicional de lo femenino. (Interview with Eiléan Ni Chuilleanáin)

 “Mother Ireland”, Eavan Boland

At first










     I was land










I lay on my back to be fields






and when I turned









on my side










I was hill







under freezing stars.









I did not see.










I was seen,







Night and day










words fell on me.










Seeds. Raindrops.




Chips of frost.








   From one of them








I learned my name.









I rose up. I remembered it.




Now I could tell my story.







 
  It was different










from the story told about me.






And now also








   it was spring.









I could see the wound I had left





in the land by leaving it.








I travelled west.










Once there





   I looked with so much love







at every field 







as it unfolded










its rusted wheel and its pram chassis







and at the gorse-





bright distances








   I had been









that they misunderstood me.





       Come back to us






 they said.










Trust me I whispered





“Mise Eire”, Eavan Boland

I won’t go back to it –
               






my nation displaced
               

into old dactyls,



oaths made         



by the animal tallows

of the candle –

               

land of the Gulf Stream,
   

the small farm,


 

the scalded memory,
               

the songs

              

that bandage up the history,


the words




that make a rhythm of the crime


where time is time past.



A palsy of regrets.



No. I won’t go back.



My roots are brutal:

I am the woman –

a sloven’s mix

of silk at the wrists,

a sort of dove-strut

in the precincts of the garrison-

who practices

the quick frictions,

the rictus of delight

and gets cambric for it,

rice-coloured silks.

I am the woman

in the gansy-coat

on board the Mary Belle
in the huddling cold,

holding her half-dead baby to her

as the wind shifts East

and North over the dirty

water of the wharf 

Villar Argáiz, Pilar. “A New Female Art on Old Ground: Spanish Translations of Eavan Boland’s Code”. Estudios Irlandeses. 4 (2009): 92-99. 
(http://www.estudiosirlandeses.org/indexnavy.htm)

How the Earth and all the Planets were Created
I went to find the grave of my grandmother

who died before my time. And hers.
I searched among marsh grass and granite

and single headstones

and smashed lettering

and archangel wings and found none.
For once I said

I will face this landscape

and look at it as she was looked upon:
Unloved because unknown.

Unknown because unnamed:
Glass Pistol Castle disappeared.

Baltray and then Clogher Head.
To the west the estuary of the Boyne –

stripped of its battles and history –

became only willow trees and distances.
I drove back in the half light

of late summer on

anonymous roads on my journey home
as the constellations rose overhead,

some of them twisted into women:
pinioned and winged

and single-handedly holding high the dome

and curve and horizon of today and tomorrow.
All the ships looking up to them.

All the compasses made true by them.

All the night skies named for their sorrow

Cómo la tierra y todos los planetas se crearon

Fui en busca de la tumba de mi abuela

que había muerto antes de mi tiempo. Y del suyo.

Busqué entre hierba de marismas y granito

y lápidas aisladas

e inscripciones rotas

y alas de arcángeles y nada encontré.

Por una vez, me dije,

me enfrentaré a este paisaje

y lo miraré como ella fue vista:

Sin ser amada por desconocida.

Desconocida por no tener nombre:

Glass Pistol Castle desapareció.

Baltray y luego Clogher Head.

Al oeste el estuario del Boyne –

desnudo de sus batallas e historia –

convertido sólo en sauces y distancias.

Conduje en la media luz

del final de verano por

carreteras anónimas en mi vuelta a casa

mientras las constelaciones se elevaban por encima,

algunas retorcidas en mujeres:

inmovilizadas, aladas

y sosteniendo con una mano la cúpula alta

y la curva y el horizonte del hoy y del mañana.

Todos los barcos alzando la vista hacia ellas.

Todas las brújulas verdaderas gracias a ellas.

Todos los cielos de la noche nombrados por su pena.

Quarantine
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 a woman.

And in which darkness it can be best proved.
Cuarentena

En la peor hora de la peor estación

   del peor año de todo un pueblo

un hombre partió del asilo con su mujer.

Caminaba – ambos caminaban – hacia el norte.

Ella enferma por la fiebre de la hambruna y sin poder

   mantenerse en pie.

Él la levantó y se la cargó a hombros.

Anduvo así hacia el oeste, hacia el oeste y hacia el norte.

Hasta que llegaron al anochecer bajo estrellas glaciales.

Al amanecer los encontraron muertos.

   De frío. De hambre. De las toxinas de toda una historia.

Pero los pies de ella se agarraban a su esternón.

El último calor de su carne fue su último regalo.

No dejes que el poema del amor llegue a este límite.

   No hay sitio aquí para el inexacto

elogio de la fácil cortesía y sensualidad del cuerpo.

Sólo hay tiempo para este despiadado inventario:

Su muerte juntos en el invierno de 1847.

   También lo que sufrieron. Cómo vivieron.

Y lo que hay entre un hombre y una mujer.

Y en lo que en su oscuridad puede ponerse mejor a prueba.
“Anorexic”, Eavan Boland 
Flesh is heretic.





My body is a witch.




I am burning it.

Yes I am torching




her curves and paps and wiles.



They scorch in my self-denials.



How she meshed my head



in the half-truths





of her fevers





till I renounced





milk and honey





and the taste of lunch.




I vomited her hungers.




Now the bitch is burning. 

I am starved and curveless.

I am skin and bone.

She has learned her lesson.

Only a little more,

only a few more days

sinless, foodless,

I will slip

back into him again

as if I had never been away.

“Sheela-na-gig”, Susan Connolly

Eyes agape

everything

about her

wide-open…

to mirth

and wonder,

trust disgust.

Clutching 

her vagina

with both hands

place-of-the-snake

womb-of-the-mother

mother-of-us-all

Sheela-na-gig. 
“Sheela Na Gigging Around”, Nuala Archer

She was important enough

to be left out

powerful enough

to be hidden away

alive enough

to be killed

poet

enough

to be censored

“Sheela-Na-Gig”, Neile Graham 
Her round bald pate, encircled

eyes, nose triangular,

her mouth a small vee

of hinted smile—

she’s laughing, deadly earnest,

from the eaves

of Kilpeck's saintly church.

Amongst the corbels‘

beasts and hunting dogs,

predator or prey

she’s part of that hunt,

so defiantly female

centuries of vicars

left her untouched.

Her mockery,

serious as breath,

answers the question

where are we going:

where we come from.

Frank McCourt’s Angela’s Ashes. Extracts
	My father and mother should have stayed in New York where they met and married and where I was born. Instead, they returned to Ireland when I was four, my brother, Malachy, three, the twins, Oliver and Eugene, barely one, and my sister, Margaret, dead and gone. 

When I look back on my childhood I wonder how I survived at all. It was, of course, a miserable childhood: the happy childhood is hardly worth your while. Worse than the ordinary miserable childhood is the miserable Irish childhood, and worse yet is the miserable Irish Catholic childhood. 

People everywhere brag and whimper about the woes of their early years, but nothing can compare with the Irish version: the poverty; the shiftless loquacious alcoholic father; the pious defeated mother moaning by the fire; pompous priests; bullying schoolmasters; the English and the terrible things they did to us for eight hundred long years. 

Above all — we were wet. 

Out in the Atlantic Ocean great sheets of rain gathered to drift slowly up the River Shannon and settle forever in Limerick. The rain dampened the city from the Feast of the Circumcision to New Year's Eve. It created a cacophony of hacking coughs, bronchial rattles, asthmatic wheezes, consumptive croaks. It turned noses into fountains, lungs into bacterial sponges. It provoked cures galore; to ease the catarrh you boiled onions in milk blackened with pepper; for the congested passages you made a paste of boiled flour and nettles, wrapped it in a rag, and slapped it, sizzling, on the chest. 

From October to April the walls of Limerick glistened with the damp. Clothes never dried: tweed and woolen coats housed living things, sometimes sprouted mysterious vegetations. In pubs, steam rose from damp bodies and garments to be inhaled with cigarette and pipe smoke laced with the stale fumes of spilled stout and whiskey and tinged with the odor of piss wafting in from the outdoor jakes where many a man puked up his week's wages. 

The rain drove us into the church — our refuge, our strength, our only dry place. At Mass, Benediction, novenas, we huddled in great damp clumps, dozing through priest drone, while steam rose again from our clothes to mingle with the sweetness of incense, flowers and candles. 

Limerick gained a reputation for piety, but we knew it was only the rain. 

McCourt, Frank. Angela’s Ashes: A Memoir of a Childhood. London: Flamingo: 1996. Pages 1-2. 


He (McCourt’s father( tells me about the old ways in Ireland when the English wouldn’t let the Catholics have schools because they wanted to keep the people ignorant, that the Catholic children met in hedge schools in the depths of the country and learned English, Irish, Latin and Greek. The people loved learning. They loved stories and poetry even if none of this was any good for getting a job. Men, women and children would gather in ditches to hear those great masters and everyone wondered at how much a man could carry in his head. The masters risked their lives going from ditch to ditch and hedge to hedge because if the English caught them teaching they might be transported to foreign parts or worse (AA, 238)

It is said that there were no fleas in ancient Ireland, that they were brought in by the English to drive us out of our wits entirely, an’ I wouldn’t put it past the English. An’ isn’t it a very curious thing that St. Patrick drove the snakes out of Ireland an’ the English brought in the fleas. For centuries Ireland was a lovely peaceful place, snakes gone, not a flea to be found. (AA, 60-61)

’t break your heart to think of what the English did to us, that if they didn’t put the blight on the potato they didn’t do much to take it off. No pit. No feeling at all for the people that died in this very ward, children suffering and dying here while the English feasted on roast beef and guzzled the best of wine in their big houses, little children with their mouths all green from trying to eat the grass in the fields beyond, God bless us and save us and guard us from future famines. (AA, 244)
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