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APPROACHING FORTY
The young men fall off on days like this:

Nobody shows at first in the teeming hail

As headlights illuminate the vacant pitch.

Slowly a handful of cars start to show.

Drivers stare out at the January gale

Then exchange looks through their windows.

Nobody in their right mind would play ball

On a morning when not even the dogs would stir,

But a car door opens and slagging voices call.

Men clamber out with strapped ankles and bad backs

To stretch, warm up, laugh at the downpour,

Knowing they won’t always enjoy Sundays like that.

(Reproduced by kind permission of the young Irish Poet and Author Dermot Bolger

– may his thoughts never dry up and his knees never wear out).
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