LOCH ABER NO MORE

My father often said
He wanted to move back to Ireland,
To live in Ireland ...
Again.

Again ...
A curious adverb
For one who had never lived there before.

But I understood.
We understood.
And when he died,
His wish unfulfilled,
It put this geis - an obligation as Gaeilge -
On me
In my heart
On my future
To return him, one day, to his “native” land.

And that’s what I did,
That cold October morn,
Climbing Croagh Patrick.

In my pack:

His gavel — he’d been a judge

His photo — a raven-haired young naval officer

His flag — yes, the Irish flag
He flew so proudly in his courtroom.
A curiosity to many, a shock to some ...
The flag of a foreign nation
So prominently on display
In an American courthouse.

His chambers, his rules, he used to say.

And there,
Atop the summit - if you can call it such -
The seven other pilgrims on that day,
And I,
Formed a circle ‘round the wooden cross
At whose foot I had laid his things
Anchored under a stone
Lest they be blown away.



And as the seven prayed,
I struck up my pipes
And played
“Loch Aber No More”

A fitting lament,
Or so I thought,
For a lake that never was,

Played here,
In a land,
That ALWAYS was

The seed,

The soul,
The right-center of his heart

[hum, sing or whistle the first verse of Loch Aber No More]



