
A Wake in the Bog 

 

 

There are times I'd like to lie still and die 

sinking into the bog, the bog parallel to the Earth's core. 

No breathing no breathing no sighing 

not swallowed but floating lengthwise. 

Love doesn't matter; 

it doesn't matter and I don't care 

for phone calls, sweaters, and how tough I am 

or asserting myself as a man or my large being. 

Done with walking upright I'll 

crouch down and lie face up in the ancient peat 

which is like the dark galaxy: 

it pervades me as I am lowered 

on pulleys into a clear earth that 

floats me underneath stars but above clay. 

 

Still, still and Irish pale and a small smile 

lingering as my hands don't twitch. 

I'm done with balancing on the balls of my feet; 

now supported by my shoulder blades and heels, 

a black monk careening and veering 

as the leaves shake like herbs 

and the stars choke me: gills flexing but calm. 

 

Fish, fish all one; a current  

felt on the wheel of a sliding car. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



In the Shower 

 

 

I thought I heard the 

thump of burglars muffled 

by the water in my ears. 

 

Just finished soaping my 

chest, conditioner in my  

hair, I rinsed 

 

uninterrupted which they knew 

being clean and knowing. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Dublin Dippers 

 

 

2 dippers like 

junky ghosts with long 

arms for more needles and wallets 

are nodding 

hello like I'm their  

assistant 

 

(A dipper is: 

a pickpocket—but no Dickens Jew 

here we have 

wolves going for 

straggling old dears and 

lovely kids with 20 quid and a 

bus ticket home) 

 

These sidelong glances from 

yellow faces and 

twitching muscular eyes 

slip hands in purses 

like slipping fingers into a 

wet asleep dreaming woman. 

 

These young dwarves 

and the taller ones 

sidle up and breathe on 

necks are breast to 

shoulder and stick 

fingers on behinds 

hands in packs 

it's no 

 

come on it's 

a hot contagious moisture 

right in the ear from 

a shiny wet mouth 

 

Lick an ear 

pick a wallet 

(wipe a bottom 

with your dough because 

they'll put toilet paper back 

for cash) 

—Phil Shils 


