
 

 

 
Here and There 

Patrick McCarthy 

 

When Cormac McCarthy wrote, ‘Death is what the living carry with them’, he was scribing 
not from a suicidal or nihilistic perspective, but one suffused with fascination and hope. When 
I consider the things that unify people, the ties that bind us together, I think not of joy, family 
or love, but the finite nature of our existence, the decay and death that ultimately give our little 
lives such wondrous meaning. My poetry collection intends to inure in the reader the courage 
that reckoning with death grants us not only solidarity but strength, and to convey a sense of 
peace about facets we as a species find scary and disturbing, so that they may illuminate the 
ability to confront the eternal questions: in “Shadow”, that we aren't defined by our past 
mistakes; in “Dust”, that our ephemeral being makes it precious; in “Same Old Sun”, that the 
fictions we weave are worth fighting for. Hopefully these three poems provide a resting place 
where fascination and hope can flourish, if only for a short, treasured while. 
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1) Shadow 

My shadow mirrors whatever I do –  

I see it there stuck to my shoe,  

Reminding me of what I’ve been through:  

The errors I have made,  

The triumphs to celebrate; I try to live life day to day  

But it has become so clear –  

For good or ill, the past is always here;  

 

It’s in my actions, in my voice,  

One can see it in my stance, my poise,  

And in its wake I have no choice  

But to think of what I’ve done:  

The victories hard won,  

The losses I prefer to shun,  

All the memories I hold so dear –  

For good or ill, the past is always here;  

 

I’m forced to delve as deep as I can,  

The facets that make me a man:  

All the times where instead I ran,  

Rather than bravely deal with things;  

My young cowardice still stings,  

And in my ear that pain still rings,  

All that darkness remains so near –  

For good or ill, the past is always here;  

 

But amidst all that there’s so much light,  
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And of that fact I shan’t lose sight;  

I’ll say thanks before bed every night  

For all the pleasures sent my way; 

Cherished times brighten my day,  

And with that strength I bid come what may,  

And take it on without any fear –  

For good or ill, the past is always here;  

 

There’s no point clouding what’s done with hate –  

You’ll always have to carry that weight  

Through every vicissitude of fate,  

Because, in the end, that is all we are:  

Precious collections of well-earned scars,  

Each of us aiming for the stars,  

Dreaming of making our old selves cheer –  

For good or ill, the past is always here!  
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2)  Dust  

Indeed, the puppy’s muzzle will grow grey,  

Of course the petal falls and turns to dust,  

And yet we few are forced to bid what may,  

Shoulder what we can, to accept what must;  

 

For certain will the day become the night,  

So absolutely will the heavens fall,  

That we have no choice but to see the light,  

To bless the sun, and heed tomorrow’s call;  

 

No doubt will we be touched by loathsome death,  

Precise it is that all we love will fade,  

But that just makes more precious each new breath,  

Treasured the stars, and all that they have made;  

 

Though beauty’s fleet foot ever seems so rife,  

Pursue it all the more, for such is life!  
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3)  Same Old Sun  

We cook as one beneath the same old Sun,  

Daring to wish despite the blazing ray,  

Then come the shade live lies agreed upon;  

 

Though we may want for more yet might get none,  

And so in fear forget together’s way,  

We cook as one beneath the same old Sun;  

 

Forsaking legion for the urge of one,  

We do recede toward a darker day,  

Then come the shade lives lies agreed upon;  

 

Delivered as we are, on earth to run,  

With chance to dance, mayhaps the luck to play,  

We cook as one beneath the same old Sun;  

 

Enticed by bloodied knife the dream is done –  

Taxed is the heart with only tears to pay,  

Then come the shade live lies agreed upon;  

 

Should we admit in war the soul has won,  

And let the blue horizon have its say?  

We cook as one beneath the same old Sun,  

Then come the shade live lies agreed upon.


