
ON THE COMING OF SUMMER 
 
We rolled up to the border, 
Me da at the wheel, me shotgun, me mum in back. 
 
The visuals were ominous. 
A sandbagged fortress. 
A big sign with threatening letters:  STOP FOR BRITISH CUSTOMS 
A makeshift “building” intentionally set far back from the road. 
 
Me heart raced.  I tensed.  On edge.   
I suspect theirs did the same. 
No one spoke. 
 
We slowed.  Stopped.  Waited.   
No one. 
We waited more. 
Still no one. 
 
A trick?   Didn’t make sense. 
We started on at a crawl. 
No shouts.  No shots. 
A bit faster, faster still, 
Til at normal speed with the border behind us we were on about our business. 
We laughed – joked – and agreed:  It was an unusual scene. 
 
We opted to return by a different route,  
A more isolated, country route.  Me ma with the package on her lap, us as before. 
 
The border again.  Another sandbag castle. 
Agus le beirt saighiúirí – Óglaigh na hÉirinn, 
our guys – we were at ease, pretty much – still … 
 
We rolled to a stop, windows down, greetings all around. 
“ID’s”, said one to me da, all business-like he was. 
The other glanced at me, head-to-toe-like,   
Then at me mum in back, the package, then me again.   
 
Anxiety grew.  What’s he staring at?  Oh, shit …  
But then he nodded at me, a small smile,  
stood, slapped the roof of the car and waved us on.  Ar aghaidh libh. 
 
Then I remembered … the Phoenix Rising was still in me lapel … 
We laughed – joked – and rolled on home.   
 
(sing) Óro sé do bheatha abhaile … 


