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Witness Trees

LORNA SHAUGHNESSY




Stripped of their truths, like Philomena
they chose to tell each story with their hanc
rose early to put in an hour with scisst
before readying the house for another

met weekly in Churches, hands clammy

with the cold sweat of conspiracy and fear, _
smuggling their stitched witness in closed umb ellas
tucked under coats, folded up sleeves.

The vivid patch of grass in that garden scene
is the sleeve of a daughter’s dress; the blue .
of a son’s favourite shirt gives innocence back to a sky
like the one where the sun shone the last nme she sav

Their fingers craved knowledge of the missing —
the texture of the clothes they wore, the brush of ¢t
the way an infant needs an absent mother’s smell
or the touch of her apron.
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d and met and sewed.
d :met and began to march.
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fl:“}fﬁ es back like a mangy (|0g

d F n Etin m doorstep with its sores

f neg gat, LEB me up when I venture out,

| dy for

next casual kick,

"'ga away
leave
against the door-pane,
y eye, hckmg its paw,

_"rr-a.s I dnve away




The W:atched Phone

Her son is out there somewhere
the rain beats his jacket seeps through his jeans
runnels of water travel from nape to chin

somewhere out there her son in seeping jacket
beaten from nape to chin
travels through runnels of water

out there the rain seeps nape to chin
water runnels down jeans and jacket
her beaten son is travelhng

he seeps through jeans and ]acket
runnellmg out somewhere
rain beats TR

water seeps and her son
travels ram-runne]led nape tﬂ chm

beaten @ut
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