In celebration of Poetry Day Ireland, Menu of Poems is intended
for distribution throughout hospitals and healthcare settings in
Ireland. The poetry is a selection from the Poems for Patience
series in Galway University Hospitals and edited by Ailbhe Darcy.

Menu of Poems is a joint initiative between Arts for Health Partnership
programme, West Cork; Arts in Health at Cork University Hospital;
Galway Mayo Roscommon Community Health Office; Galway University
Hospitals Arts Trust and Saolta University Healthcare Group; Kildare
County Council Arts and Wellbeing Programme; Naas General Hospital
Arts Committee; National Centre for Arts and Health, Tallaght; South
Tipperary General Hospital; South Tipperary Mental Health Services;
St. Luke’s General Hospital, Kilkenny; St Luke’s Radiation Oncology
Network, Dublin; University Limerick Hospitals Group; Waterford
Healing Arts Trust; West Cork Mental Health Services Arts and Health
Programme and Wexford General Hospital. Menu of Poems has been
co-ordinated by Galway University Hospitals Arts Trust.

‘Menu of Poems’ is a project of Arts and Health
Co-ordinators Ireland, managed by Galway University Hospitals Arts Trust
and kindly supported by the Health Service Executive and Poetry Ireland.

To download a copy go to: www.artsandhealth.ie
Please email your comments to: guhartstrust@hse.ie
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M ENU | chose these poems to share with you because of the attention they pay to how small we are, how vulnerable and brief, how limited
we are and yet how capable of stretching our limits. We can reach out to one another and “listen with great care”: We can reach

UF PUEMS out to ourselves and reconcile “ourselves with ourselves”. We can reach out to the world, though the world might slip from us like a
jellyfish. | think poetry is a careful kind of reaching out. We live in a noisy world, and it’s difficult, in a world of noise, to say complex
201 9 or uncertain things to each other — or even to hear ourselves think. Poetry helps a bit. AILBHE DARCY, EDITOR
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! | lived in the first century of wor |
' Most mornings | wouldbeﬁore or Iess; sane; - -
' The newspapers would arrive with thelr careless stories,
' The news-would pour out of varloy{dewces E
Intéfrupted by attempts to sell products to th'e unseen.'
e | would call my friends on other devices; |- \e
' They would be more orless mad for similar reasons
Slowly | would get to pen and paper,

< ; 3 My hairdresser is young . .
A JELLY FlSH __ and she tells Ime't_hings : Y -
: = . noone else can: ; "
MARIANNE MOORE . about the different kinds of straightening tongs;
about'the war in Afghanistan.
Visible, invisible, | A
A fluctuating charm,

An amber-colored amethyst
Inhabits it; your arm

| sit with my hands.in my lap,
in the ridiculous cape that she fastens for me
at the back. She stands at the nape of my neck

*Make my poems for-ethers unseen and unborn. ' Approaches, ang and | concentrate. .
In the day | would be reminded of those men and women, o £ It opensand - : 2 L
5 X : . . She tells me about her nan’s hair -
5 Brave, setting up signals across vast distances, ‘ . Itcloses; g <7 S
which is coarse (“like yours”) — ;
A Considering a nameless way of living, of almost unimagined values. * You have meant . K" :
2 As the lights darkened, as the lights of night brightened, -* : : To catch it,
We would try to imagine them, try to find each-other, And it shrivels;
To construct peace, to make love, to reconcile - ; . i You abandon
Waking with sleeping, ourselves with each other, ’ . Your intent -
Ourselves.with-ourselves! We would try by any'means ; - It opens, and it
\ To reachthe limits of ourselves, to reach beyond ourselves; - ek Closes and you
To let go the means, to wake. - : Reach forit - .
lived in the i fth - . - Theblue
| lived in the first centufy of these wars. . " surrounding it
From Sefected Poems ed. Adrienne Rich, (Bloodaxe Books, 2013). * Grows cloudy, and
' It floats away \\ ‘
" From you. L From The Tragic Death of Eleanor Marx
+ (Carcanet Press, 2017).
. : From The Poems of Marianne Moare,

edited by Grace Shulman (Faber 2003).
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