
 
 
 
MAKING MONEY 
 
 
At the turn of the century, the paper produced there was of  
such high quality that it was exported for use as bank-note paper. 
                                      ‘Dundrum and its Environs’ 
 
 
 
They made money - 
                                   maybe not the way 
you think it should be done  
but they did it anyway. 
 
At the end of summer  
the rains came and braided   
the river Slang as it ran down and down  
the Dublin mountains and into faster water  
and stiller air as if a storm was coming in. 
And the mill wheel turned so the mill  
could make paper and the paper money. 
And the cottage doors opened and the women 
came out in the ugly first hour  
after dawn and began 
 
                                        to cook the rags they put  
hemp waste, cotton lint, linen, flax and fishnets  
from boxes delivered every day on  
the rag wagon on a rolling boil. And the steam rose  
up from the open coils where a shoal slipped through  
in an April dawn. And in the backwash they added  
alkaline and caustic and soda ash and suddenly  
they were making money. 
                                              
                                                 A hundred years ago 
this is the way they came to the plum-brown 
headlong weir and  the sedge drowned in it  
and their faces about to be as they looked down  
once quickly on 
their  their way to the mill, to the toil 
of sifting and beating and settling and fraying 
the weighed-out fibres. And they see how easily 
the hemp has forgotten the Irish sea at 
neap tide and how smooth the weave is now in 
their hands. And they do not and they never will 
 
 
see the small boundaries all this will buy 



or the poisoned kingdom with its waterways  
and splintered locks or the peacocks who will walk  
this paper up and down in the windless gardens  
of a history no one can stop happening now. 
Nor the crimson and indigo features  
of the prince who will stare out from  
the surfaces they have made on  
the ruin of a Europe  
he cannot see from the surface  
of a wealth he cannot keep 
                                               if you can keep 
your composure in the face of this final proof that  
the past is not made out of time, out of memory, 
out of irony but is also 
a crime we cannot admit and will not atone 
it will be dawn again in the rainy autumn of the year. 
the air will be a skinful of water -  
the distance between storms - 
again. The wagon of rags will arrive. 
The foreman will buy it. The boxes will be lowered to the path 
the women are walking up  
as they always did, as they always will now. 
Facing the paradox. Learning to die of it. 
 
 

 


