
THE DOLLS MUSEUM IN DUBLIN 
 
The wounds are terrible. The paint is old. 
The cracks along the lips and on the cheeks 
cannot be fixed. The cotton lawn is soiled. 
The arms are ivory dissolved to wax. 
 
Recall the quadrille. Hum the waltz. 
Promenade on the yacht-club terraces. 
Put back the lamps in their copper holders, 
the carriage wheels on the cobbled quays. 
 
And recreate Easter in Dublin. 
Booted officers. Their mistresses. 
Sunlight criss-crossing College Green. 
Steam hissing from the flanks of horses. 
 
Here they are. Cradled and cleaned, 
held close in the arms of their owners. 
Their cold hands clasped by warm hands, 
their faces memorised like perfect manners. 
 
The altars are mannerly with linen. 
The lilies are whiter than surplices. 
The candles are burning and warning: 
Rejoice, they whisper. After sacrifice. 
 
Horse chestnuts hold up their candles. 
The Green is vivid with parasols. 
Sunlight is pastel and windless. 
The bar of the Shelbourne is full. 
 
Laughter and gossip on the terraces. 
Rumour and alarm at the barracks. 
The Empire is summoning its officers. 
The carriages are turning: they are turning back. 
 
Past children walking with governesses, 
Looking down, cossetting their dolls, 
then looking up as the carriage passes, 
the shadow chilling them. Twilight falls. 
 
It is twilight in the dolls museum. Shadows 
remain on the parchment-coloured waists, 
are bruises on the stitched cotton clothes, 
are hidden in the dimples on the wrists. 
 
The eyes are wide. They cannot address 
the helplessness which has lingered in 
the airless peace of each glass case: 
to have survived. To have been stronger than 



 
a moment. To be the hostages ignorance 
takes from time and ornament from destiny. Both. 
To be the present of the past. To infer the difference 
with a terrible stare. But not feel it. And not know it. 
 
 


