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It is with great pleasure that I welcome you to the twenty-first edition of The Wine-Dark Sea. The magazine combines work from 2019-21 and much of the work reflects the strange and challenging year we
have all gone through. These pages abound with deep thinking and some no thinking, something for
everyone as it were. The range of subject matter, voice, style and humour is eclectic and engaging. It has
been wholly exasperating, but not without a little joy to edit what you find in these pages, I hope your
experience of the magazine is more joyful than exasperating. I would like to draw your attention, in
particular, to the pieces relating to the pandemic. Creating art like this reminds us that from the darkest
night a bright dawn can rise.
The aim of this magazine has always been to provide a platform for our students to showcase their creative talents. Thus, whether it is through poetry, prose or art, each piece bears witness to the flourishing
myriad talent that exists within our school. That the students have this springboard and are encouraged
to avail of it, is thanks to the teachers and parents that inspire them to create and have confidence in
their creations. What is also unique and wonderful about this magazine is the inclusion of all students
and all ages from the Junior to the Senior school. The key to fostering talent is to catch it early.
Therefore, I would like to thank all those who gave generously of their time this year.
Thanks to the English department for supporting their students in their desire (and need) to write.
Thanks go to the languages department and the Irish department for similar dedication, in particular
Tracey Murphy whose students produced much of the beautiful and thought-provoking pieces in the
national language. I hope you take time to read them.
Thanks also to all the Junior School staff for providing wonderful encouragement to their students and
ensuring that the entries from the Junior School are of the high standard to which we have become accustomed.
Thanks go to the Art department for the wonderful images on display in this edition and which make
the magazine visually exciting.
The Wine-Dark Sea owes its design to the watchful eye of Ailbhe Garvey whose gifted vision and keen
sense of style makes this a stunning and professional publication. Every year the artwork complements
the printed word so perfectly.
Significant congratulations to all whose work appears within these pages. We hope you will continue to
express your talents in future editions of this magazine. On a personal note I would like to say farewell
to the 6th year contributors (many of whom have given regularly to this magazine), keep writing, it’s not
a bad way to spend your time.
Robert McDermott

The Seasons of Change

T

he first fall of snow, the unforgiving coldness clings onto your body as you make your way through the extremely dull day. The sky is grey, and is like that for any other day... You watch in weariness as it turns darker,
you witness every second until all you can see is a starless night sky, and all you can hear are the soft blows of
the sharp wind surrounding you. As you wrap yourself in warm coats and scarves, your mind seems to wander...
when was the last time you bathed in the golden sun’s warmth? It all seems like a distant memory now, like that
childhood toy that is now hidden near the bottom of a forgotten box. You only see summer days in your wildest
dreams, “dream on-dream on.” You tell yourself as you get up every morning while staring gloomily at the frostcovered windows. Everyone seems to have grown used to the fact that the sun is now hidden behind the thunderous clouds... possibly on Mount Olympus with Zeus carefully watching over it, but who knows? After months
of enduring the horrible cold, you step outside one day... expecting to see a sky filled with dread, you see a pale
blue sky and you feel a sudden touch of warmth on your skin. Is it winter? Is it spring? Are you living? Or just a
pure simulation? As a single petal falls on your feet, you finally feel a sense of fulfilment squeeze your once icy
heart. The sun comes out from the clouds promising a bundle of joy and April showers, now, for the first time in
months, you can finally declare...The return of spring.
Sophia Collins

Feathered hair
Light blue shimmer
Water clear sky
Life is a puzzle why?
Plaits stringing down her hair
Crystal eyes
Flared red spotted dress
Diamond mind
Stories with colours pictures
Ivy velvet, ruby blue
Quiet sounds
No one knew
Finding light
Fire warm, briquettes logs form
Ice sound, no more
Feathered hair glistening in sunlight
Wolves biting, light fighting
Warm emeralds coming from sky
Feathered hair Feathered hair why?
Rose Foster
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Music and me:
‘Shotgun’, ‘Shut up and dance’ are my favourite two
songs,
but I’ll only sing them if you clap along.
I love a song with a really good beat,
I can’t stop myself from tapping my feet.
I stand up on the stage in front of the microphone,
hoping that when I sing, the audiences’ minds are blown!
Guitar and piano are my favourite instruments,
When I play them, they are the best moments.
It’s a super feeling when you perform,
I knew I should do this from the day I was born.
James Gallagher

What a fortnight can mean to someone

S

he had never known what true love was until those two weeks. Those two, short lived but beautiful,
weeks. It was the start of summer when she met him. Dan was with her when they were introduced
and admits now that it could not have been anything but love at first sight. Julia cries when he says this
and tries not to think about it. Instead, she thinks back to the first thing she noticed about this boy - his
eyes. Round, blue eyes beaming back at her as if he already knew her, like a long-lost friend. Over the
next few weeks Julia would begin to know these eyes, what emotions they detailed, how they flickered
when he grew tired but danced in excitement at the smallest of things.
As Julia and this boy spent more time together, Julia began to worry. ‘But how can he go’, Julia sobbed to
Dan one sorrowful night, ‘When I have so much more love to give?’
Eventually the day came, as Julia always knew it would. They returned to the hospital to the very same
place they had been exactly thirteen days ago and walked into the same room they had been in every
day since. ‘He was lucky to make it as far as he did’, the Nurse said, ‘most babies with his condition don’t
make it to the first week’. Julia thought she should be proud but all she could feel was sadness. And so,
she walked into the room for the final time and said her last goodbye. As tears dropped on the crisp
white sheets, she thought of a life that could have been, but now never would be. She closed his tiny eyes
shut, and closed the door, quietly, behind her.
Sarah Flaherty

Dublin Lights
When days are long and nights are short
The Dublin lights I see there,
Like diamonds sparkling, shining bright,
After darkness has conquered dusk.
Through misty nights, I see them glitter
Reflecting off Dublin Bay,
Nothing will ever induce me to leave
The lights in which I stay.
It shines when life sleeps.
It’s always there, but never to keep.
As dawn awakens,
A page is turned,
Life begins again.
My lights are gone,
But in my heart they shine,
Forever it shall live there.
Nicole O’Connell
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Foudre

I

ntense burning came over me. Fluorescent lights gleamed off every surface. I inhaled so deeply, I could
taste the sterile air. The leather chair provided little comfort. The needle pierced permanently at every
buzz. The black shape was becoming clear. Time seemed to enhance the pain, rather than numb it. It was
about two in the morning. Beth laughed as she offered her hand for support. We were the furthest south,
on the coast of France. In a small town, spanning the beach. And our night was far from over.
“Distract me!” I exclaimed.
At first, Beth delayed her response. She revelled in my bad choices. For her, it was prime entertainment.
“If you think I’m going after you, you’ve got another thing coming.”
I knew Beth would back out. I always went first and that’s how our friendship worked. Or rather didn’t
work.
“Are you joking? You promised!” I was practically yelling now.
“What are we doing tomorrow?” she replied.
She always, always changed the subject. It usually worked, but the needle in my skin was a reminder of why
we both came here in the first place. She was not getting off this time.
The artist was about half way now. His glasses were evidently not prescribed; a fashion statement to complement his facial inking. He hung a half-burnt cigarette from his ear. Unsanitary I thought.
Beth made a face. A surprised grin.
“Why do you have that look on your face?” I sheepishly inquired.
Her face sank back to normal in a split-second. She laughed and pointed mockingly.
“Fifty euro for this piece of junk! No wonder it hurts so much.”
She was joking. It’s her defence mechanism. To mock instead of express genuine care. It complimented her
witty personality. It would however, irritate those not close to her. In fact, her attitude managed to get us
thrown from the club thirty minutes earlier. And we were determined to get back in.
It’s a popular spot, called Foudre, meaning lightning. We had decided earlier that night, that we would not
pay into the club. For us, the naive high of succeeding was worth the risk. We would exhaust every opportunity to avoid the ‘extortionate’ fifteen euro. There was a single staircase from the club to the street.
Initially, we went for a spontaneous sprint while the bouncer wasn’t watching. Taking two steps at a time,
we slipped through the door and into the girl’s toilets. We waited there for a while, cementing the language
barrier with the locals. Once deemed safe enough, we explored the flashing room and sat over by the wall.
We used some boys as cover in the seating area. Unfortunately, that was the extent of flirting with the
French boys. We had been spotted. The bouncer shone his torch across the dance floor and we were out on
the street again.
Our second attempt at free entry was less successful. I’m ashamed to say we played the stereotype.
“You’re big and strong,” I believe were the words Beth used.
And the bouncer was not big and strong. The ‘I heart Argelès’ t-shirt wasn’t very convincing. Either way, he
was having none of it. I think he was onto us; even if we did swap jackets.
“Stamps?” He insisted.
We hadn’t paid, so we had no stamps. And we were out on the street again. Beth was ready to go once
more. She began pacing down the road. She spouted rhetorical questions and mumbled the answers to
herself. It was to make you follow her without any context of where you were going. That’s how I ended up
in a tattoo parlour.
The artist had nearly finished. Somehow, I got used to the pain. It became tolerable.
“Fini!” the artist called, as he reached for his lighter.
That sudden release of pressure made my whole body tingle, like an electrocution. He wiped in clean. Beth
threw her hands in the air. There is was: jet black and perfectly symmetrical. A little black bolt. Just like the
stamp. Beth’s masterplan was well and truly underway. We were definitely getting in this time!
Evie Kelly
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The Night
The night, but once, blew down my neck,
Shivers running down my spine, grew stronger.
A whistle,
Coming from the hollows between the rows and rows of red brick houses.
I walked, solemnly, kicking the gravel,
Moving a rock or two.
But unmoving was that feeling of my rubber sole on the ground
Not, for once, did gravity hold me.
But that feeling of my soul on the ground.
Grace Wilson
Leaving an Era
The tale of those we barely knew,
Will be told to those we will never know.
The present we have, the past we held,
The hands of strangers we shall hold.
But strangers are those we don’t yet remember,
That soon become a memory too.
Those that we keep will remain in our thoughts,
That we see and touch and won’t forget.
But memories are all we’ll soon have,
Of the ones we only barely knew.
Vanessa Zhang
L’Orage
La pluie commence à tomber
Abondante contre la fenêtre.
Lentement les lumières s’allument dans la ville
Quand le ciel devient sombre.
Les gens dans leurs maisons écoutent
Le tonnerre qui tonne dehors
Alors qu’ils s’installent prêts pour une nuit orageuse.
Suzanna Webster

La Maladie
La maladie dans le monde
Prend des vies en avance de leur temps
Nous sommes seuls à la maison
Mais même si nous sommes éloignés
Chaque jour nous grandissons
Et nous nous unissons ensemble.
Frida Alfvag
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Murder at Baker Street

T

he train pulled away from the platform and immediately was swallowed by the blackness of the
tunnel. Inside the carriage the lights flickered, throwing long shadows across the empty faded
blue seats. The silence which had shrouded the carriage came to a sudden end as the train gained
speed. It turned a tight corner causing terrible high-pitched screeches, although worse, were the
weak groans emanating from the far darkness where life seeped, painfully, from the body at the
other end of the carriage, which increasingly felt like the space was closing in, shrinking, bringing
the prey closer to the present danger. The prey in this situation was a young couple cowering at the
other end of the carriage. They were tucked away in the far corner, partially hidden underneath
one of the dusty seats in the corner booth. The chairs separating them from the shadow rose up
like tatty, solid walls of protection. The couple were wrapped in each other’s arms as their eyes
frantically searched the carriage during the infrequent moment of light, for a quick escape or at the
very least a way of protecting themselves from the shadow.
Of course, this shadow was drawn from a man. A man who was hunched over the whimpering
body who was now laid out on one of the chairs painting in it in an ugly reddish-black colour. The
black returned, a black which continued for what felt like an eternity, a black which was only accompanied by the returning screeching, and although horrible, helped drown out the final screams
from the body as life was stolen from him. Once this obstacle was overcome, the ominous shadow
raised from his crouched position and took a step forward toward the other end.
At the other end of the carriage, the couple desperately scrambled to journey deeper into the
corner of the booth, serving as a false sense of safety, although both had come to the realization
long ago that this night would not end in their favour. Perhaps they knew the second the bullet was
shot as the train pulled into Baker Street and anyone that could have run had run in utter terror
for their lives of the godforsaken carriage. Alternatively, perhaps they would have realized it after
hearing the cold ‘thump’ as the empty body of an innocent soul was knocked of the pecking order
and into the heavens. Or maybe, the more hopeful of the pair would have come to the realisation,
moments earlier, when the shadow shot out the security camera in the top left corner of the carriage, the last hope of freedom.
By now, the couple had lost sight of the shadow. He was not positioned at the other end like before,
and as the light flickered for the last time, they let out a last cry of desperation. And as the train
pulled into the Kings Cross, the doors opened, and the fluorescent lights lit the carriage again. The
shadow was gone. Hours later, the train pulled into the final station and the terrors of tube murders
of ’94 were discovered.
Years later, a 96-year-old man closed his eyes for the final time and with an evil smile slipped
slowly into a painless death. His final words had been his confession of a life of psychotic murder.
He was a terrible, terrible man, but showed no remorse, no sorrow.
He was evil and evil had won.
Luke Micallef
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Magic of the Six Worlds

I

teleported into the Dome of Balance in the conjunction of realms not making a sound. It was
completely closed except for two altars, on the wall of the dome the pictures Heka god of magic
and Osiris god of death were painted on opposite sides looking down on me as if the pictures of
the divine souls were watching me. The walls were made of smooth night crystals which showed
the constellations with shades of dark and light blue and different types of purples. I appeared in
the middle of the room and could not move as I was on a slightly elevated circular platform where
a flow of golden liquid, magic, poured out of the altar of Heka and was divided and went to the six
worlds: the living, pre-birth, reincarnation, animal, divine and under worlds. Only drops of magic
went to the first five worlds, and the rest went to the underworld via Osiris’ altar, this created a
yin-yang symbol. The altars were the dots of opposite colour on the opposite side, Heka’s alter was
black, and on higher ground, when magic poured out, some of it goes to the edge of the “yang”
into the five first worlds, while the rest goes through a small gap at the tip, turns jet black and goes
inside Osiris’ gold altar, on lower ground, to be sent to the underworld.
Heka’s job in the world is simple, but difficult and tiring, he had to constantly create magic, to
merge Ra and Khepra every morning for example, or keep us all alive. I needed to focus on my
mission, steal a vial’s worth of magic, we, living world dwellers, deserved more... How could Osiris
keep this all to himself? I gasped at the beautiful sight, then took a vial’s worth of magic at the
point of it being black, it turned blue, though I could see that there was a shortage of magic for the
underworld, but they had so much, this couldn’t be a problem? Magic stopped pouring from the
black altar, I felt two presences coming from the altars: Heka and Osiris! But, what I did was only
minor how could Heka stop making magic, and Osiris taking care of the underworld? I panicked
as the gods arrived, Heka had two snakes in his hands and was wearing a blue gown, scrolls of
spells were falling out of it, he had ears of a jackal, and was embellished with gold and jewels,
Osiris had a green head and was wearing white clothes he wore when he was still a pharaoh, the
balance of the world was at stake now that magic stopped flowing!
They glared at me with killer eyes, could what I have done be more important than I thought?
“Give, the magic, back,” they said in unison, they couldn’t do anything to me as I could drink and
become a god, but I’m not that foolish. I tried to teleport but this proved to fail.
“Give, the magic, back,” they repeated, this time, a lot louder.

Aloïs Plissonneau
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The Unknown

A

s quiet as a mouse, I tiptoed down the stairs into the unknown. The cool breeze breathed down my
spine sending shivers and goose bumps to every limb in my body. I heard the crunch of bottles and
animal bones that had been ripped clean off its flesh. The dense garage smelled of rotten fish and the dust
clogged my throat. It made the eerie light look like it was from a horror movie. I was tempted to be brave
and walk further into the mess, but I knew it would be the equivalent of a recipe for disaster. There were
rags, basins, carpet rolls, cloths, ragged chairs that only had three legs and filthy old, torn clothes with holes
everywhere. I wondered if the scratching and thudding I had heard earlier was the owner of those torn
clothes.
My heart was thudding as loud as a marathon runner who had recently finished an iron man. If you weren’t
careful, it looked as if the floor would collapse under your weight. There were weeds, dead plants and pathetic looking dandelions that looked like they had been trampled on by studded boots sprouting through
the cracks of the broken floorboard. The roof would creak and crack every few seconds, telling me that
it did not like me walking on its property. As I travelled further and further into the death trap, I had to
dodge dustbins, mouldy trash bags and old bottles with disturbing labels. I was starting to get used to the
different and terrifying environment and that’s when I saw him. The start to my nightmare. My mind went
blank and I sprinted off without another moment’s hesitation.
Anna Cherico
Namhaid Dofheicthe
Tá muintir na tíre ag dul i bhfolach
Mar téann namhaid dofheicthe timpeall orthu
Mar sin, tá na sráideanna go hiomlán folamh
Níl duine ar bith le feiceáil ansin
Tagann comhlaí na siopaí anuas
Is cosúil go bhfuilimid sábháilte - ach
Gan trócaire, cineáltas, grá nó maithiúnas
Goidtear na daoine neamhchiontacha

Gile sa dorchadas
Chuamar isteach
Tháinig siad amach
Fianna
Ag féachaint i bhfuinneoga
Caoirigh
Ag comhrá ar an gclós súgartha
Ba
Ag bualadh le chéile ar an mbóthar
Dúlra
Ag tabhairt dóchais dúinn
Ag tabhairt gile dúinn sa dorchadas
Saol
Ní stopann sé riamh
Anna Smyth

Joey Carmody

Na Sráideanna Tréigthe
Siúlaim síos na sráideanna,
Ag spaisteoireacht timpeall na mbóithre folmha,
Níl siad dubh le daoine a thuilleadh,
Is níl aon ní ann le feiceáil ach éin ag eitilt i lár na coille.
Tá gach áit chomh ciúin leis an uaigh,
Agus tá rudaí i bhfad níos difriúla ó na laethanta nuair a chuaigh
Daoine go dtí aon áit a theastaigh uathu,
Aon uair a theastaigh uathu.
Níl a fhios ag aon duine cathain a bheidh rudaí mar is gnáth arís,
Ach níl aon amhras ar bith ach go bhfuil gach duine ar bís.
As cloch na cuimhne siolraíonn an todhchaí,
B’fhéidir go bhfuil rud éigin foghlamtha againn ó na himeachtaí.
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Leah Rossiter

I Fought for You
~For Our Beloved War Heroes

H

ow I fought does not determine who I am. How I fought does not reflect my nurturing or background. I
fought for you and I fought for this country. My country. How can’t you see? How can’t you see the pain
and remorse in my voice? It angers me. It angers me seeing such a lack of gratitude and respect. I left knowing. Knowing that I might’ve not have had a life to bring home - the minute I stepped onto the land of ‘death’.
I fought, alongside many other young men. Unwilling men. Lord did they not want to be there. Yet they, so
bravely, did what you could not do. We fought for you. I fought for you. How do you think I feel seeing my best
chap, my best friend’s head being shattered by a bullet? Rest in peace Ernest Wellington. But you don’t care. How
can you stand there? So peaceful, so unshaken? So unamused by what I’ve said? You disgust me. You all disgust
me. I may have fought for this country but I sure as the depths of hell, did not fight for such cruel immorality from your masked faces. My men fought for you. I fought for you yet the only thing you sickly-egotistical
individuals do is blankly stare into the hollow souls that surround you. You wish for heaven? You’re demons. You
don’t deserve an ounce of mercy. I wish you farewell for there is no humanity here.
Ernest (pleased): So, you’ve finally written it.
Me (chuckles): I suppose, yes.
Ernest (kindly): Brother, it’s time. Let’s go home.
And with that, I burn the piece of lifeless paper containing my haunted past. With my wings now fully grown
and my dark green helmet to match, I take Ernest’s hand and, finally, fly to my (our) awaiting family.
Esme Lawless

Autumn

I

walked along the long, winding road, the chilling wind biting mercilessly at my skin. Maroon, gold, brown
and orange littered the damp pavement like sand, as more dead and limp leaves floated weightlessly down like
feathers from the trees. Birds chirped and sung somewhere high up in the many branches of the half - bare trees,
deprived of their verdure. The fresh, perfumed scent of earth and grass engulfed me. The only sign of life, apart
from the birds was the occasional squirrel gathering armfuls of acorns while darting tentative glances around.
Many houses were decorated for Halloween. Carved pumpkins grinned evilly, while eyeballing me through the
thin, fluffy, black and white cobwebs in the evergreen bushes. Dogs barked, in a frenzy, as I passed their homes,
shattering the peaceful silence like a mirror that had just been dropped, wishing they could come out and chase
me.
Aylin Ustuner
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The Wave

I

sit with my back to the shore, floating. Perched upon a six-foot long slab of fiberglass I am quivering with excitement. I
have finally returned to the windswept beaches of southern France. Having spent every night of the last winter awake,
fantasizing about the surf, it was almost surreal to be bobbing up and down in the Atlantic. I have been surfing since the
age of five. Not all that well, mind you, but well enough to get by. It’s meditative to me. I’d like to think I’m at my most
peaceful out in the ocean.
I felt the setting sun stabbing me through the neoprene on my back as my fingers and toes numbed in the darkening water.
I grin in anticipation as I look out towards the horizon for any sign of a larger set of waves rolling in. I hadn’t been out in
so long that when I tried to spot a suitable wave it was like my eyes were adjusting to a dark room, trying to make out the
shadows that all merged into one. I swing the nose of my board to shore after seeing a potential candidate.
I pray as I paddle that I am not too late. I pray that I paddle hard enough for the wave to scoop me up and drag me along
with it. I pray I don’t feel the anguish of seeing the wave slip out from under me, my head hitting the board as I groan in
near agony wondering; “what if?”. I pray that I am not caught in no man’s land, too close to shore to catch a wave and too
far from the break to get back out in time. I pray that I was not too eager. I pray that in seven seconds I won’t be flipped
upside down as the crest of the wave folds itself on my unprotected spine and sends me tumbling back to the beach with
my board trailing behind me. I pray I have hit that perfect sweet spot on the wave.
And once I’m done praying, I feel it. It has gripped me. I snap up, balance myself and a feeling of ecstasy descends. I am
pretty much flying as I build up speed. Everything else in the world just disappears as the only thing I hear is the wave
closing out behind me, the newly formed whitewash yapping at my back foot as I turn into the face of the wave, carving up
and down the glassy surface, trying to outrun its’ inevitable end. The steep slope of the wave is the most appetizing thing
imaginable. I lustfully steer myself towards it, propelled only by the force of the water. A few more turns and carves and
then I’m off once the wave starts to lose its’ power. It only lasted about ten seconds but it felt like a blissful eternity. I whoop
and holler and shout, grinning like a lunatic as I paddle back out in search of more glory.
Max Guilfoyle
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A Farewell

I

stand in the room that I have stood in hundreds, if not thousands of times. I may not have stood in this exact
spot before, but the walls are the same, the seats are the same and I stand beside my brother, who I have stood
beside in this room many times through my childhood. The entire place is familiar to me, I was first here at just
six weeks of age while wrapped in my mother’s arms, and have been here weekly for the last seventeen years.
Nothing has changed about the room itself, but standing here this time feels completely different.
I lean against the pale, cream wall which has warmed slightly since I first stood beside it, but there is still an
obvious chill. The entire right hand side of my body is pressed against the wall, bar a small bit of my lower leg,
which is avoiding an electrical socket. Leaning against a wall is not something I would’ve ever noticed in the
past, but as I use it to keep my balance, I not only acknowledge, but appreciate the wall for being there. If the last
forty-eight hours have taught me anything, it’s to appreciate the finer things in life, and I know, that I should lean
while I can.
“Still a good half hour to go”. These words bring my focus away from the wall and to my younger brother who
too is using this wall, just to the left of me. He mutters these words as if he’s guilty for saying them, but we know
he’s not the only one in the room saying it. Me and my brother speak every day but there’s many details about my
life that he doesn’t know and I’m sure he has plenty of secrets from me. I’ve never pushed for more details, not
just from my brother but from everybody. I believe people tell you what they want to tell you and accepting this
information will earn you a trust, while pressing for more details will just put the person off telling you more in
the future. This is why I enjoy my chats with my brother, about football, school, or whatever happens to be going
on that day. I understand now more than ever to appreciate these moments, and to chat while I can.
The room is quite literally packed with people, many of which I have seen before while others are new faces to
me. The cream walls make the dark clothes stand out even more than they would have already. In the room,
there is silence, but from beyond the walls this silence is broken both gently by timid conversations and aggressively by a screaming, crying baby. These two noises quite nicely sum up the atmosphere of the day: everyone is
calm, but there is a constant looming feeling that doesn’t exist in our usual Monday mornings. Still, in this moment, I remain quiet and know to listen while I can.
The smell of incense burning nearby floods my nostrils in a sudden instance while I remember certain moments
from the past. This day has brought back memories from many different stages of my life, from thinking about
the old blue room that I sat in for my eight years of primary school, to playing peek-a-boo with a poor disabled
baby in the middle of central Africa. There is a link to all the memories coming to my mind, but the sequence of
them cannot be explained, nor do I try to understand it myself, as the meaning behind these thoughts is irrelevant, what is important is to reminisce while I can.
My peace is interrupted suddenly as the silence in the room is exchanged for a booming round of applause. It
may not be the norm for this type of event, but unanimously the room has decided that it is more appropriate to
applaud than to quietly chatter and sniffle. For the first time in a while, I move my head and instead of looking at
the floor, I look to the back of the room and notice the coffin as it exits through the double doors at the back of
the enormous church. The thousand people in attendance have been having similar thoughts to me through this
whole ceremony.
Losing a man of such joy and enthusiasm should not be met with silence and tears, but with celebration and
cheers. Many things came out of today including short cries, long laughs and firm handshakes, but like everybody in this room the main thing I have taken from today comes not in the form of a feeling, but in the form of
an instruction: Smile while I can; Clap while I can; Live while I can.
Adam Schmitz
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The GAA Way:
Twice every week, sunny or raining,
Whatever the weather, it’s GAA training
As long as you’re committed to your coaches and team,
When you’re playing a match, it works like a dream.
Excitement levels are up, the match is today,
I’ll try my best not to give the ball away.
You arrive early to practise some skills,
Catching, kicking and lots of other drills.
A whistle blows with an ear splitting sound,
The ball’s thrown up; we grab it before it hits ground.
Solo and bounce, catch and kick,
The opposition’s fast, so we have to be quick.
Half time; we suck on orange quarters,
During the pep talk, we quench our thirst with water.
A switch of positions, checking who we mark,
Get ready for the ball, the second half ’s about to start.
Although sweaty and tired, we’re victorious today
Heading home happy, smiles on display.
Sophie Gallagher

Rough Sea Crossing
Life is like a rough sea crossing
There will be times when the waves rise up and threaten to swallow you whole
But then down the other side of the wave you go
There is a brief time of relief as you rest at the bottom
Before another wave appears on the horizon
Life is like a rough sea crossing
You will be tossed around with not a care in the world
As the storm around you rages
There will be times where it seems like there is not hope
And the waves threaten to engulf your little boat
But the storm will not last forever
This is only a bad patch of weather
You will make it to the other side
Life is like a rough sea crossing
Hugh Brownlee
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External Validation

T

he yellow taxis are moving, the pedestrians hurry past one another and the diluted sunrises like it always
does. I open my blinds to catch the children’s laughter from Central Park, it seemed so easy, to laugh that is.
I close my eyes to breathe in the breeze that I had almost forgotten. I take out a cigarette, and soon realise how
disappointed he will be if he smells the reek of the nicotine, but I didn’t care. My once empty lips were now fulfilled with what felt like rebellion. The smoke swarmed around my body, obscuring my fatigued vision. I didn’t
want it to stop.
My blistered bare feet hit the kitchen tiles as I drag myself towards the empty, yet comforting kitchen. I sit and
watch the coffee brew like it is the only sure thing in this world; am I wrong? I take out a tacky Valentine’s Day
mug that he got me the year before last. Each mouthful of coffee runs down my throat dissolving each wretched
knot of pain and anxiety.
I open my laptop with the energy I preserved from the previous night. A shiny reflection: I can’t bear to look at
myself and those sunken eyes of mine. I rocked in my chair - back and forth, back and forth. The weekly magazine entered my home screen without any sort for search; it wanted me to see it. Page 6 was for poetry. My mum
always said that no one read the poems in magazines because it lacked the one thing everyone wanted – gossip.
And so, the ritual begins.
I search for my name alongside my “competitors”, that’s what they like to call us anyway, but I don’t know exactly
what we are competing for – external validation? I see all our poems lined up like soldiers, but it is what is underneath them that is important. ‘WRITERJOHN100: This was not pleasant to read. I felt even worse about the
global pandemic after I read this. Too bleak for a magazine’ I stare at the words ‘too bleak’. It is every week like
clockwork that they criticise my work like it should chronicle an existence of endless happiness and smiles. And
again, I am in a state yearning for good reviews and likes; but I will never fill the hole living in me by the lack of
authentic connection in my life.
I rock back into my chair. Back and forth. I read the other poems without the envy of their success that I am
expected to feel. I see all these poems gleaming about how to ‘stay strong’ and obsessing over positivity. Those
words are empty. In this time, I don’t want to ‘stay strong’ all the time; let me be a mess. I stared at my bracelet,
twiddled and fidgeted with it until I was interrupted by a notification. ‘Dear Madam, due to a negative response
to your recent poems, we have decided to remove...” I didn’t read the rest; I didn’t need to. Now I feel the envy.
Maybe I am melting into the bleak person they told me I was.
And so, I stare at my ceiling, as tears swim down my face, creating pools in my ears. I watch the hotdog carts,
and the trendy thrift shops of New York City get smaller and smaller, but I think it’s really me who is getting
smaller and smaller, rushing away from the positivity that lives hundreds of miles away.
Nevertheless, the taxis are still moving, the pedestrians still hurry past one another and the diluted sun still rises
like it always does.
Anna Beale
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The road to my Father’s house

‘I

’ll leave it here’ she thought, pulling the handbrake.

The gate sat open, for once, but she felt that a drive
wouldn’t give her the time to think about what was coming. She stepped out and walked towards the mouth. She
felt lightheaded as she got her first look down the driveway.
She could stay here, that’d save her the embarrassment.
Index, middle ring, pinkie she thought as she pressed
each with her thumb: she had to occupy her thoughts. She
looked behind her to the house across the street. They were
once her neighbours but she didn’t know their names, her
mother would have known of them, but her father probably showed no interest. The mum stood on her threshold;
her hand splayed across her collarbones. She was staring
at Helen, trying to reach for her, maybe she knows what’s
coming. It was time to move on.
The ground changed from tarmac to gravel underfoot and
the hedgerow pressed against her flanks. The world seemed
that bit darker now. She was walking down the spine of the
road, along a line of grass, with tyre tracks on either side.
The track was quite wide here. A large car or a small van,
another land rover, she thought, another bloody land rover.
The road was narrow and long, it skirted fields and didn’t
reveal the true size of the estate until it opened out in front
of her father’s house. He had removed what had made the
house inviting when he inherited it. The Boston ivy was
pulled away to reveal the slate grey edifice below and the
window frames were painted black. He took away the style
as well, it wasn’t Gothic or Victorian, it was Warsaw. She
could already see it, heel, ball, toe.
The driveway brought with it the fear, she hadn’t forgotten the fear. When she left for college, she almost blamed
her mother more for how she was treated; a woman who
communicated through sighs and would sit stoically and
stare off into nothing as her husband belittled the staff or
hit her only child. Her father never ‘resorted’ to violence,
it never came across as him no longer being able to voice
his anger and giving in to violence in order to express it.
He just hit her. He never lost himself to the rage, the man
was still visible underneath. Her father was also the source
of her physique. She couldn’t hide the boxy figure and the
height he had given her. Her mother would look her over
with a vague disappointment and then return to her dainty
activities. Index, middle, ring, pinkie. She had tried and
condemned her mother in absentia many years ago, but
her death had still infected her with an unspeakable grief.
Before her death, Helen had thought that she couldn’t feel
things like other people, she was blessed with a stern “slate
grey” shell that allowed her to move through life unaffected. She couldn’t remember much of the day she found out
only that she fell to her knees and didn’t stand up again.
She couldn’t bring herself to think, she just knelt there,
choking out anguished breaths. Her mother had spent her
days on the terrace chewing Nicorette gum and reading
some new book before forgetting the plot and moving to
the next. A few months after she died, they had turned
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the soil by the terrace for a new flower bed and found her
fat malignant rot, a layer of chewed gum she had thrown
into the grass over the years. It sat there coagulated, choking the plants and leaking into the soil. At the funeral
her father had sniffed once. She glanced over to him after
hearing the noise and almost thought he hadn’t made it, he
looked like a totem to disinterest. And now she was going
to this man to ask him for money. Heel, ball, toe. From
a young age Helen saw the relationship between money
and affection (one or the other and never too much). She
spent winters alone until her 8th Christmas when she got
two rabbits. They performed the captivating act of being both alive and active, two things an 8-year-old finds
almost too much. Heel ball toe. But within a month they
had bred. She was called to her father’s office; she could
still remember the feeling. How small she felt, how the pit
of her stomach would fall through her. She sat on the sofa.
She didn’t swing her legs or hum. She waited, eyes forward,
never being told to do this. He gave her one instruction
from behind his thick-set desk pulling his face to her level
and drawing his eyes to hers, “Fix it”.
That evening, she would leave them in a high-sided bucket
by the kennels, washing it out the next morning, doing this
each time they bred. The foxes became accustomed to the
routine, sometimes she wouldn’t even have wait till morning. She’d pick the oldest and leave them out. She kept the
young - there was a morbid excitement in a ‘new challenge’.
She cared more than
the young rabbits when she killed the old ones, they found
liberation in the space their parents had taken up. Index,
middle, ring, pinkie.
Her father had retained this control over her into his old
age. Never asking her to stay for Christmas, expecting it;
waiting in the living room when she arrived. Maybe it had
always been that way? She thought, maybe it had only ever
been them in that house, sitting in the quiet. He showed
no interest in getting old, he was never sick. The final bend
was ahead of her and her body was panicking. How do I
talk to him? She thought, how do I communicate with this
man. He terrified her so much because there was no end

to his anger: he wasn’t the husband who got drunker than
ever before and finally killed his wife after years of abuse.
His comments didn’t end, his dissections of what she had
just said never ended. He was always there to see how far
he could twist you before you broke, how long he could
prod your brain before you passed out. She saw the corner of the house through the hedge. index, middle, ring,
pinkie, no end. He lived alone in this house so there was
no respite from him, he had no farmers or care workers, he
did it all himself. She felt the fear rising through her, reaching her throat, as her legs carried her to the house. Heel,
ball, toe, heel, ball, toe, thought broke down into primal
reaction. I can’t do this; I just can’t do this. She began to
pass under the final tree. Index, middle, ring, pink, index,
middle, ring, pink, heel, ball, toe, heel, ball, toe, heel... oh,
she understood now, oh what a relief. She fell to her knees.
She couldn’t even feel the gravel under her. Her body rang
with a sense of glee. Oh thank god, she thought, as she sat
awash in the red and blue light, gleaming at the twinning
snakes; the blanketed stretcher drifting away like a bad
thought on a bright and sunny day.
Lorcan Murphy
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h
The Cardboard Box

M

arie entered the empty sitting room with a sealed cardboard box under her arm. She looked uncertain and in a
hurry as she removed the mahogany from the kitchen floor, plank by plank. Setting the box in the dusty placement she had made in the ground, a tear ran down her left cheek.
And there it was, the sudden sound of Marks Motorbike finding its usual spot in the driveway. Marie, in a panic,
quickly but carefully put the floor back together. She wiped her tears and Mark came through the door only to find
his wife getting a head start on dinner.
“How was work honey?” Marie asked.
“Progressive. We now have eleven patients celebrating eighteen months clean”
“That’s great. With help like yours, I’m sure they’ll continue for life! I am living proof after all.”
As Marie was leaving for errands the next morning, there was a noticeable creak as she walked over the mahogany
planks. Her eyes widened slowly to the front door. She turned to Mark. His position on the sofa and disengagement
of the current situation heavily implied that he had heard nothing. Marie smiled and continued out the door.
Mark suddenly jumped from the sofa and peeked through the curtain to ensure the red Mercedes was now out of
sight. He made his way to the exact spot of the ground and stomped his foot a few times. The wood began to loosen.
He crouched down and slowly removed the wood. He lifted the cobwebbed box and ripped it open, only to find,
pounds of meth amphetamine.
Picking up two large bags of it, Mark began to cry.
“What did I not do right-, how long-, she needs more help-, I thought I saved her-, I need to ring someone.”
Half an hour later, the red Mercedes returned to the driveway.
“Mark!” she yelled from outside. “Come help me with these bags!”
“Mark!?” she yelled again.
Marie let out a heavy breath and rummaged for her key. She walked through the door, “Mark can...” She fell to her
knees, her husband was lying on the floor, pale-faced, the rim of nose containing all that remained from her sealed
cardboard box.
Kate Kelly

The Shadow Man
Every day he follows you without you even knowing,
The same shadow every day and copies you like a mirror,
In the dark he disappears but he is still secretly showing,
The man is always there even when there is terror.
The man is equal to you in every way,
He will repeat anything you say,
The one thing he doesn’t do is vanish into the blue,
So everyone in the world has a shadow man and yes even you.
Mathias Leeder
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Smart Phone
My parents won’t let me have a phone,
I really don’t know why!
Every time someone asks me my number
I feel like I will cry!
Everyone has an IPhone,
The really cool new model!
I’m stuck with my dumb old Nokia,
It really is quite awful!
They don’t want me on Facebook,
And TikTok and the like.
I just want to call my friends,
And chat with them all night!

A Haiku
Too few syllables
How can I fit it all in?
Oops, I’ve run out of

So when my parents told me,
This birthday would be different,
I jumped with joy and punched the sky,
Because getting my phone was imminent!

Blake Hayes

I unwrapped the present,
Tore of the casing!
I cried myself to sleep that night,
It was just a stupid painting!
Isaac Keating

Bird
His eyes scanned the forest for goods,
Watching for the slightest sound or gesture of life,
His movements were sly and stealthy like water trickling into a lake.
He stood strong at the top of his tree, guarding his territory,
Suddenly a scurry across the mossy soil,
His eyes could see all and rapidly noticed.
He stretched his wings out and glided swiftly to catch his next victim,
Swooping down he captured what seemed to be a wood mouse.
Would not be enough to feed them,
He brought it up to his nest of babies and continue the hunt,
As long as they could eat he was happy.
Céleste Travers
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Pandemic

Reflections

Covid
Ugh, Covid, there should be a law against saying it,
Having to Cough into our elbows, and always needing to step back a bit.
The use of wearing masks has gone up by 50 percent,
In every single city, Dublin, New York, and Kent.
Getting rid of this virus is not about any luck,
But doing the right thing and not lying around in muck,
We need work together, just like pieces of a puzzle,
Because there’s always some light at the end of the tunnel
With every story comes a happy ending,
Soon we’ll be in school, all attending,
Because after all, we must not pretend,
We’ll all go back to seeing our friends

Covid Haiku
Hygiene gone global
Wash hands so Covid doesn’t break hearts
Two metres apart.

Anna Zakrzewska
Zachariah O’ Neill

The World has Suddenly Stopped

Lockdown

The world has suddenly stopped and nobody’s around,
No people in the park, or kids running through the town,
I miss seeing the faces of the people that I love,
And everybody around me is covering their faces up.

Lockdown came quickly
Corona virus was unknown
All the streets were quiet
Everyone stayed at home

I hope to see my family, and my friends soon
Everything is closed and we’re not in school
We all feel trapped as we’re stuck inside
With only 5km to be outside

All the supermarkets were empty
All the shops were closed
There was hand sanitizer a plenty
The English weren’t composed

The vaccine has been made,
And hopefully on its way,
So, people across the country,
Can shout hip hip hooray.

My garden was my haven
My bedroom was my school
The restaurants I was craven
I wished I had a pool

Sophie Behan

We all had a bad bit
But we all had some fun
Cycling trips kept us fit
Now my poem is done
Jack Donnell
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Lockdown Through a Dog’s Eyes
I started to notice, not long ago,
Some things were changing, like my food stock was low.
It appeared that my owners wouldn’t go to the shop,
They weren’t following the phrase ‘Shop ‘till you drop’
Who could have done this? Why oh why?
I thought for a minute then barked with a sigh,
“This turn-of-events is simply not right,
No one is going out in the day or the night!”

Lockdown

I’m sick and tired of the same walks every day,
Now nothing ever seems to go my way!
Always the park, never the sea,
I can’t see my friends, they’re missing me!
A delivery truck comes with food every week,
My owners have to wear masks when they speak
Everyone talking about ‘Covid 19’
I have no idea what that actually means!
‘Wash your hands’ is the slogan for all,
Now everyone talks via zoom call!
Children everywhere, they’re not at school!
Hand Sanitiser is apparently ‘cool’.

I cannot wait until this finally ends
So I can meet up with my friends
Although they are online
It’s not the same as our playtime
We need to keep our distance and stay away
I hope to see them soon another day
My dog Milo helps me get through everyday
He always wants to play
We go for walks every day.
Arlo McCormack

Don’t ask me to explain what this means,
Now everyone is crazed on vaccines...
I’m hoping that this will all blow over soon
Sometimes I wish I was the dog on the moon!
I hope we can fix this, we’ll just have to try
I have to go now, so I must say goodbye!
Big Frown
Sarah Fahy

Covid came, it was all the same
Somebody was diagnosed with it
We just had to go with it
On the 13th of March
The schools shut down
We all left with a
Big frown.
Lock down came it was all good until
The government said we really should stay in our homes
Until this was all done in the end, we got some sun
Spring went to summer and summer went to Autumn
Schools reopened until December, don’t forget we all
Remember lockdown one was very boring the next lockdown
I was practically snoring
We are still in lock down its all ok
It will all be over some day.

Dylan Kelly
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Dear 2019

J

ust letting you know what will happen next year.

The end of 2019 a brand-new decade, you go out on the
streets you have fun and celebrate. Head home, go to bed
not knowing about the year ahead. January starts, Australia’s trees they catch on fire, animals, and people lose
their homes. That’s the worst thing that has to come, 2020
will be a great year just keep going, there is nothing to
fear. Two weeks later, a helicopter crashes and once a great
basketball player has now become ashes. The world has
been engulfed in sadness; Donald Trump is causing madness. January is always the worst month, there is nothing to
fear 2020 will be a great year. February begins, full of hope.
The virus in China, it’s fine, they’ll cope. The UK is causing a lot of stress as they plan to leave Europe. Joe Biden
starts his hopeful campaign, oh well that’s not a shame.
COVID-19 has spread to America, this virus is not getting better yet, people will begin to die, their families will
cry. But we will just sit and watch, and hope that that we
will not get touched. The start of March, again full of hope,
even though a lot of countries are not able to cope under
the pressure of COVID-19. Italy shuts the borders and goes
into lockdown, and the daily cases are not going down.
Europe shuts down, India, New Zealand and Australia will
follow. Is America that hollow, to believe they can walk
the streets and not be affected by the virus that has been
caught by millions. A pandemic has been declared, people
are locked in their homes and scared let’s hope April will
be better and the virus will settle. April begins, unemployment is out of control COVID-19 is taking its toll, let hope
it will be gone by Easter and we can go back to school
and walk around just like before instead of distancing at
every store. We enter May, the cases are rising every day.
The world is in dismay, dreaming of the day when we can
see the people we can see missed for months, just hoping,
and wishing for that day. Then what will happen in the
middle of May?? George Floyd will be held to the ground

not being able breath or produce a sound to say goodbye
to his loved ones. Three white policemen stand in watch
for 8 minutes, and George Floyd is now in heaven. June
begins, the streets are flooded with protesters, peaceful and
violent, to show their sadness to the loss of Mr. Floyd and
to raise their voices to shout for what is right. Meanwhile
Covid-19 still has its grasp upon the world. Wow, what
a year 2020 has become. We enter July, all that is on out
mind is COVID, why have you come to earth? Do you understand how many people you’ve hurt? And now August,
why can’t it be December already? We have had enough
of 2020. All August brings are fires and despair. Well at
least Joe Biden is there to give us hope for Election Day
2020. Ugh September, some countries are back to school,
I guess that is pretty cool. COVID cases are declining,
maybe Christmas might be normal this year. But the fires
in America are out of control and Covid-19 is still big and
bold. October begins, the world is starting to open up, ever
though some countries are not ready. I guess people can’t
stand more lockdown, it’s been too long already, but this
might be a big mistake. It’s November now, and the cases
are on the rise but not enough for a lockdown, right??
WRONG!! America is back in lockdown, cases are still on
the rise, but no real surprise. Presidential election goes on
for days, but to our great relief Joe Biden has won!! He will
be sworn into office on January 20th. Yay that’s November
done. It’s December now, COVID-19 is getting worse and
worse. A normal Christmas is now not looking so likely.
Now all around the world Covid cases spike, looks like it
will be coming with us in 2021. Now 2019, why don’t you
just skip to, um….. 2022. I think that would be ok.
Yours ever,
Emma Hanna
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Saol sa Phaindéim

N

í féidir a shéanadh go bhfuil saol le coróinvíreas
deacair. Ní lia duine ná tuairim agus san aiste seo pléifidh mé an saol sa phaindéim agus mo chuimhní air. Gan
aon amhras is mór an tionchar atá ag an gcoróinvíreas ar
ár saol pearsanta agus ar an tsochaí i gcoitinne na laethana
seo. Tá an tír i ndianghlasáil agus de dheasca sin is iomaí
srian atá i bhfeidhm. Ní féidir le duine dul lasmuigh de
5CM. Dúnadh na siopaí neamhriachtanacha, ionaid spóirt,
tithe tábhairne agus go leor eile. Tá brú ar gach duine ach
go háirithe ar na hospidéil agus ar na hoibrithe sláinte. Ní
bréag a rá go bhfuil daoine uaigneach freisin mar níl cead
ag daoine bualadh lena chéile.
Cuireann an fhoghlaim ar- líne ó bhaile frustrachas ar na
daltaí mar tá sé dúshlánach toisc go gcaithimid go leor
ama ag stánadh ar scáileán. Cuireann an cianfhoghlaim
brú breise ar thuismitheoirí freisin atá ag iarraidh obair ó
bhaile. Anuas ar sin ní bhíonn aon chaidreamh sóisialta
againn lenár gcairde agus múinteoirí. Cailleann gach dalta
an chumarsáid agus nasc duine ar dhuine sa seomra ranga.
Ceapaim go bhfuil níos mó oibre agus obair bhaile leis an
gcianfhoghlaim i gcomparáid le saol ar scoil.
Chomh maith leis sin ní féidir le daoine spórt a imirt. Ar
an drochuair níor tharla cluichí le míonna anuas. Tá spórt
fíorthábhachtach i saol an duine don mheabhairshláinte.
Is í mo thuairim phearsanta go bhfuil an rialtas ag míbhainistiú na ceiste seo i láthair. Nach bhféadfaimis imirt
le srianta go neamhtheagmháil amuigh san aer úr folláin?
Déanaim mo sheacht ndícheall chun traenála gach lá ach
tá sé deacair chun an spreagadh a fháil gan mo chairde.
Ach tá dhá thaobh le gach scéal agus ar lámh eile feicim na
buntáistí freisin. Tá saol níos suaimhní sa bhaile. Is féidir
leat éirí níos déanaí ar maidin. Caithfidh mé a admháil gur
maith liom am a chaitheamh le mo chlann sa bhaile ach ba
mhaith liom mo chairde a fheiceáil. Cailleann daoine óga
an chumarsáid agus an spraoi le cairde. Tá sé dúshlánach
do dhaoine óga go háirithe nuair nach féidir linn ár gcairde
a fheiceáil.
Faoi dheireadh, bíodh dóchas againn. “De réir a chéile a
thógtar na caisleáin” agus “Ní bhíonn in aon rud ach seal”
mar a deir na seanfhocail. Tá an saol sa phaindém – covid
19 dúshlánach ach táimid athléimneach agus solúbtha.
Táimid tar éis dul i dtaithí ar ghnáthamh nua inár saol
laethúil. É sin ráite, tá súil agam go bhfillfidh an gnáthshaol
go luath!

Ní féidir liom..
Táim ag iarraidh dul ar ais
go dtí an t-am roimh an bpaindéim
gan mhasc aghaidhe nó scaradh sóisialta
ach ní féidir liom é
Ní féidir liom dul ar scoil
nó go dtí an siopa éadaí
ach is féidir liom dul go dtí páirc
fad is go bhfuil sé isteach i mo 5c
Táim ag iarraidh mo chairde a fheiceáil
ach níl cead agam é sin
mar bhris paindéim amach i ngach áit
galar tógálach ar fud an domhain
Ach beidh sé seo indéanta arís
Agus beidh cúrsaí ag dul ar ais
chuig an gcaoi a mbíonn siad de ghnáth.
Ní chailltear an dóchas go bhfeicfidh mé
mo chairde arís, am éigin go gairid.
Marianne Scully

Martha Duignan
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Dianghlasáil

D

húisigh mé go tobann. Bhí mo radharc doiléir agus
mhothaigh mo cheann ait. Rug mé ar m’fhón póca ó mo
bhord cois leapa agus d’fhéach mé ar an scáileán. Baineadh
siar asam nuair a chonaic mé an nuacht. Sa deireadh thiar
thall, bhí an dianghlasáil thart. Tar éis é sin, bhí mé fuinniúil.
Léim mé as an leaba agus rith mé síos an staighre agus tríd
an doras. Bhí an ghrian ag scoilteadh na gcloch agus ní raibh
aon scamall sa spéir. Ba thréimhse gan strus, gan bhrón is
gan srianta í. Bhí sé draíochtúil.
Tar éis tamaill fhada, bhí mé in ann mo chairde a fheiceáil.
Chuir mé fios ar mo chairde Liam agus Lorcán. Bhuail mé
leo sa pháirc áitiúil agus chaith mé an lá ar fad ag comhrá,
ag miongháire agus ag baint taitnimh as an saol. Aisteach
go leor, bhí Liam agus Lorcán an-chiúin agus ní raibh siad
cainteach. Tar éis cúpla uair, chuamar chuig an mbialann
agus cheannaigh mé stéig agus sceallóga. Ní raibh blas ar bith
air áfach, ach ba chuma liom mar bhí mé in ann mo chairde
a fheiceáil.
Cé go raibh sé ag éirí déanach, shoilsigh an ghrian fós agus
níor tháinig na scamaill. D’fhág mé an bhialann agus thosaigh mé ag siúl abhaile. Thug mé sracfhéachaint timpeall orm
ach ní fhaca mé aon duine. Cheap mo go mbeadh daoine
i ngach áit leis an tsaoire nua seo. Shroich mé abhaile agus
shiúil mé tríd an doras. Ghlaoigh mé ar mo chlann ach ní
raibh aon duine sa teach. Fiú tar éis an lae, bhí mé fós lán le
fuinneamh. Chuaigh mé go dtí an gairdín agus shoilsigh an
ghrian fós. Bhí sé a hocht a chlog san oíche. D’fhill mé isteach
an teach agus shuigh mé i seomra teilifíse. Rinne mé iarracht
an teilifís a chur ar siúl ach d’fhan sé dubh. Bhraith gach rud
aisteach.
Dhúisigh mé. Ní raibh mo radharc doiléir agus níor
mhothaigh mo cheann ait. D’fhéach mé amach an fhuinneog
agus bhí spéir bhrónach ann. Níor shoilsigh an ghrian. Sheiceáil mé m’fhón phóca. Leath mo bhéal orm. Ba léir go raibh
an ceart agam. Brionglóid a bhí ann.
Josh Cooke

An Domhan Ciúin
Dúnadh gach áit
i bpreabadh na súl,
na sráideanna folmha
gan rud ar siúl,
daltaí san áireamh
le scoil ar líne,
Sa domhan ciúin.
Ní raibh daoine in ann
an strus a mhaolú,
is mhol na polaiteoirí
éalú ón mbrú,
daoine in ísle brí
sáinnithe i gcúl an tí,
Sa domhan ciúin.
Gach áit agus ceantar
chomh ciúin leis an uaigh,
mar gheall ar na teorainneacha
luaite ar ndóigh,
figiúirí ag ardú
agus eagla ar dhaoine roimh a chéile,
Sa domhan ciúin.
Ár sláinte mheabhrach
ag dul in olcas,
agus táimid ag cailleadh an dóchais,
Sa domhan ciúin.
Sophie Maher

Covid Reflections

H

ave you ever been in a pandemic, well I have?
You probably don’t know who I am well, my name is
Isabelle and I am 11 years old.
Let’s get back to the pandemic. It was the New Year 2020,
everyone was so excited
Thinking it would be a great year, little did we know what was
about to happen.
On January 9th a dangerous virus called Covid 19 started
spreading in China.
The virus got worse. Around February the virus was still here
with no cure.
The virus started spreading around the world! Everyone was
terrified including me.
In March some parts of the world was in lockdown! On the
14th of March my class and the whole junior school got called
into an emergency assembly. The principal said ‘All schools
had to shut down.
At this point the whole school was petrified not knowing
what was about to happened.
We all went back to our class rooms and our teachers gave us
all of our emails and passwords
As we had to do home-school. All the children had to go
home early, and that we would have
To take all of our books home. There was heavy traffic. Once I
got home I organised my
Bother and I books into a box. I was still quite confused
and scared, all I knew was that Ireland was in lockdown! We
started doing online school, it took a while to get used to it.
In April, we were still in lockdown and I was getting border
by the day, I was tired of it.
I was scared that lockdown would never end, but I had to
have hope.
I wasn’t even allowed to go the shops even for a walk. It was
tough
But I was tougher! Me and my neighbour had to talk over the
wall.
On May 25th it was the last day of school, I knew I was going
to be super bored over
The summer and that I wouldn’t be able to go on holiday,
which was devastating
But it was the best for our safety.
Around June it was lockdown level 2, we were allowed to do a
lot more for an example
Going to the beach and going within 20 km. In July things got
bad again, people started to have parties. Which meant we
had to go back into lockdown. I was so upset and scared that
we would not be allowed to go back to school in September.
When it was finally time to go back to school. The government said all children could go back to school with some
restrictions. Once it was time to go back to school, we all had
a different day to meet our pod and our teacher. I was quite
nervous as I hadn’t seen the school for 6 months.
When it was finally the day to meet our teacher and pod. I
went into the classroom, I was a bit frightened to be honest.
Once I settled in, I absolutely loved my teacher and my pod.
I knew I was going to have a great school year. Once I got
back I told my parents and they knew I was thrilled about going back to school unlike my brother.
For the first week of school we finished at 12:30 and then did
online school till 3:00.

Then the second week of school it was back to normal 8:50 till
3:00
In the beginning of October my dad woke up with symptoms
of COVID 19 [coughing and high temperature] my mom
declared that we weren’t going to school and my dad had to
get tested. I was freaking out but I had to have hope. Once my
dad got it. It was a waiting game for the results.
Two days later it was Saturday and still no results back. I
wasn’t even scared the test would come back positive, I just
wanted to go to school and play outside. On Sunday morning
the results came back sadly positive. I was petrified.
On Monday my mom got tested and her results came back
positive, so then my siblings and I had to get tested and the
results came back negative for us. Even though we were negative we still had to quarantine. The next week we got tested
again and my siblings and I were negative. The next week we
went back to school on Thursday. I was thrilled to go back
and on the Friday, it was Halloween dress up! On Thursday,
once I got there my friend’s facial expressions made it all
worth it.
In November things got bad again and we had to go in
lockdown level 5 for 4 weeks [till December 1] On December
1 we were finally out of lockdown level 5. We were now in
lockdown 4 and on the 18th it got moved to level 3.
On the 15th of December it was my 11th birthday and I was
thrilled. My parents got me a chair and a desk. On the 10th
of December I brought some chocolates to quarantine for my
birthdays. When I went into school that day is was really fun
and I gave chocolate to everyone since I couldn’t have a birthday party. When I was going home my brother Matthew got
me a cake and later on that day my grandparents and my aunt
and uncle came over to celebrate, which was great.
On Christmas things were a little different I mean we still got
to see family it was just sad to think that so many other people couldn’t be with their family or didn’t get a Christmas.
On New Year’s Eve my family got Chinese and we watch movies till 1 am!
On the 7 of January it was my sister’s birthday so I got her
some of her favourite plates and cups because my dad broke
her original plate that I got her.
On the 12th of January we started doing online school, I was
quite worried about it but I really enjoyed the first week.
Here I am on the 29th of January finishing my story that I
started in November a lot of people say that 2020 was the
worst year of their life but I disagree I mean yes my family got
COVID and I didn’t get to do school and many other things
happened, I would consider myself lucky though I mean so
many people lost someone to COVID or lost their job which
led to losing their house. I can’t do much about that but I do
know if I stay safe and follow the restrictions COVID 19 will
end.
Isabelle Twomey
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Dear Future self....

D

o you remember the years 2020 and 2021 and how crazy it was? Do
you remember COVID-19, (you probably have chosen to forget about
it) and how shocking it all was? Has everything changed? Is the world safe
again, can we walk freely without worrying about our surroundings or who
has the terrifying virus? How are all the local shops around the neighborhood, did they survive, did they thrive? How about you do you run one of
those shops, how’s it going, and what do you do now? How was school? is
it all back to normal or are we still stuck in online school? Is everything ok
with Ireland or whichever country you live in now, is everyone safe, healthy
and happy? I hope during these times you stayed positive and never forgot
to keep your head held up high. I hope you never ever forgot to live life
to the fullest no matter what situation came your way. I hope you really
enjoyed and learned from COVID-19. I know it was hard but I hope you
always looked towards the bright side and remembered to never forget to
smile because it always made you and everyone around you feel better. Is
this world different and if so how did it change? Did you make a difference,
or even try to make someone’s day because even the littlest of gestures can
help someone smile? So you see future self I hope you continued to smile
and I hope you kept giving everything 110% no matter the circumstances.
Zoe McCarroll

Lockdown Lethargy
March 12th 2020,
First lockdown comes round.
Two weeks off school,
No sadness is found.
Another one week,
Two weeks,
One month more,
Lockdown’s becoming a chore, a bore.
Baking frenzy in the kitchen,
Banana bread’s gone to my head.
Gone the blue skies of Spain,
I paint a palm tree instead.
When school is online,
How the problems arise;
You’re kicked out of the meeting,
‘Mute your mic!’ they advise
Quality time with my family
Walk, cycle, run, press repeat
I must be the only one in lockdown,
Without a furry friend by my feet.
Zoom quizzes, Joe Wicks,
Sure they’re all such great craic,
But I can say with conviction
I WANT MY OLD LIFE BACK!
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Sophie Gallagher

Lockdown

I

t started like any other day going to school doing my
work playing with my friends until after coming back
from PE I saw a disturbed look on the principal’s face.
Only then did I know this was bad. With mixed feelings,
we were led into the library and told to sit down and then...
They told us that we were not coming back to school
tomorrow or probably for a long time. I heard a couple of
cheers and I too was kinda happy and excited.
After the first two weeks, the realisation that I was not
going to do anything I wanted to do in 5th class crushed
me. Day after day on online school for what felt like a year
but was only a month. The restrictions eased, and we could
go out five k, etc., so we went to visit our nana, aunt, and
uncle. It was a good visit, laughing but it was weird social
distancing and all I wanted to do was hug them.
A few months later it was the end of school and I was so
thankful. I was not at all able to do that for another week.
At the end of year assembly something surprising happened, it was surprising as I thought I wasn’t doing the best
I could or even a normal standard that my old self could
achieve. I was star student, my house Centaur won (in StAndrews there are houses just like Hogwarts) and to top it
off I got sportsman of the year.
Summer was alright, I don’t think anyone would be able
to live through those months without the sun though. My
family and I made up some activities and had as much of a
blast as we could have.
All was good until our great uncle had a stroke and the
doctors said that he had cancer in his lung and brain and
there was no way he could survive. If this was one of those
happy stories where a miracle happened and he lived, it
would be great, but this isn’t, this is reality, a cold, dark
and unfair world. So, after a couple of months, he left for a
better world. The mood around the house dropped to the
floor. Everyone was worried about my nana she had to selfisolate as she was an elder and no-one could go to my great
uncle’s funeral as it was in Wales.
A few horrible weeks later we could return to school
thankfully. It was weird, to say the least, but I made some
new friends and had fun. Until one unlucky day, my uncle
was out at work with one of his co-workers who had COVID-19. Without knowing and so my uncle got it without
knowing, and then we all went to my nanas house and you
can guess what happened everyone got COVID-19 apart
from me and my sisters.
My dad was the first to notice he was feeling down and
went to get tested and they told him he had it. It was crazy
in the house not being able to do anything but look and
talk to them. Later my mum got tested. The pain hit her
hard, she got the worst of it, headaches left and right pain
everywhere, it was heart-breaking to watch. If you don’t
know how it feels then think of this you’re strapped down
and watching someone extremely close to you swaying
on a thin line that has lava right underneath and you are
screaming and trying to break free and save them, but you
can’t. All you can do is hope and pray to God.
When we first started quarantine my sleep schedule was

messed up some nights staying up until 1-2 am other
nights going to bed at 10, all I did was watch Netflix. It was
the worst decision I could have made because after I was
able to go outside, my back would hurt with every step I
took. I asked my mum for some help and she showed me
a yoga video and a session I would have to do every day.
After doing that for a week I felt like my old self. So, I
started going on 5k runs. It was a good break from reality,
to have the wind just brush past your face with every step. I
returned to school after a few days. I got a lot of questions.
After the news died down school returned to somewhat
normal.
A few months went by until another outbreak of COVID-19 happened. Schools closed down and we had to return to online school. Thankfully they were more prepared
this time. Every subject we did was online and this time
there was no homework for extra pressure to get everything done at the end of the day.
Things in the future I expect look brighter there’s a coronavirus vaccine that will hopefully put a stop to COVID-19. I
believe schools will reopen and I’ll be able to enjoy a bit of
a normal 6th class. Sadly, only time will tell.
Matthew Twomey

A Year to Forget that we’ll all Remember
In December of ´19
Little did we know
Far away in Wuhan
It was starting to grow
¨What’s going on in China? ¨
Everyone wondered
Clueless that it would
Tear us asunder
It finally came,
Covid itself
So, we shut down the schools
On March the 12th
Inevitable really
The numbers climbed
Lockdown was thrown at us,
No surprise
We stayed in our homes.
¨Were in this together¨
While many got fat
Others got fitter
Summer came
Covid was gone
No trip to Spain
Don’t be a moron
It finally visited forty-five
Oh my god
Yes, this is the moment
…...We were wrong
He lost the election
And started to cry
So turned his party
Into a lie
´Let’s storm The Capitol´
His minions said
If it wasn’t for Goodman
Pence would be dead
Our stupid government said
¨sure we´ll have a nice Christmas¨
Micheál at his farm
Let’s open it up
What’s the harm?
Cases soared, record high
A rough January, thousands died
The worst in Europe
What a surprise
Sorry no job for you
On the PUP you go
While they earn three
....... and five zeros
One year later,
Back to square one
After 3 lockdowns
This isn’t much fun
We´ve had enough,
I´m at the end of my tether
Riots on Grafton Street
We´re in this forever.
Cormac McGann
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Lockdown Poem
Last year’s lockdown was pretty hard,
Doing school from home and keeping away,
Spending most of the summer in my back yard,
But we got on with it and we’re still okay.
Waiting a fortnight until,
The school doors open again,
Welcoming us all in.
Letting us ignore it all.
But no, this dream is not true,
As we have become used to home,
Staring at a screen all day
Working from a sheet all week.
The sun finally comes out from a far,
Greeting us with its warmth
Bringing smiles to our faces
As we step away from the work.
As we go outside and play some sport,
Games are won and lost,
The trampoline is used once again,
The grass is soft and green.
We dip our toes into the icy water,
The sand crunching beneath us
The sea lifting me up with the waves
It feels as though time has frozen.
The cricket season starting again,
Spending half the week in the club
The Balls flying over the fence,
The smack of it hitting the stumps.
The school term is finally over,
What are we going to do all day?
Go to the beach, I don’t know,
I bored trying to keep away.
The restrictions are slowly easing,
As the summer months roll by
Meeting up with friends for the first time in months
We’re free for now.

As the days slowly go by,
With birthdays come and gone,
Calls from grandparents made.
It’s all becoming a big routine.
I just want this to end.
First year coming at last,
Going to school is so strange.
Wearing a mask keeping away
Is this the new normal?
So much homework and questions to do.
Trying to remember what’s next.
Sanitising my hands until they’re dry.
Studying each night.
The Christmas holidays are here once again.
Two whole weeks off school
Secret Santa gifts are shared,
Calling goodbye to friends
Just three weeks they said to us.
We’ve heard of this before
Weeks turn into months of online school.
I just want to go back to normal.
So here I am, sat in front of a screen,
Writing about my time last year
When I look back now, it wasn’t all that bad.
But will this year turn out like that
Lucy Miller
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Smaointe ar na Srianta

... Nuair a chualamar in Éirinn faoin víreas Covid 19 a
scaipeadh sa tSín bliain ó shin, níor thuigeamar riamh go
mbeadh sé chomh smachtúil ar shaol gach duine idir óg
is aosta, bliain ar aghaidh. Tá dóchas ann áfach, mar tá an
vacsaín ar fáil anois.
Donagh Kelly

... Is mór an trua iad na srianta a cuireadh i bhfeidhm leis
an gcoróinvíreas. Ar ndóigh tá sé an-tábhachtach chun
na daoine aosta a chosaint agus gan dabt ba mhaith linn
ár seantuismitheoirí a bheith slán sábháilte. Áfach is saol
uaigneach é do sheandaoine atá ina gcónaí leo féin.
Martha McCutcheon

... Leath an galar ar fud an domhain agus thosaigh cúrsaí
ag éirí tromchúiseach. Mar sin, dúnadh scoileanna ar an 12
Mhárta 2020 don chéad uair. Bhí múinteoirí ag múineadh
ar líne le ‘Zoom’ nó ‘Teams’. Leis an gcoróinvíreas caithfimid a bheith 2 mhéadar óna chéile ar a laghad, níl cead
againn bualadh le chéile laistigh agus caithfimid mascanna
a chaitheamh. Mar sin, tá uaigneas ar dhaoine óga agus ar
dhaoine go ginearálta. Is cúis imní é an dícheangal daonna
a thagann leis an scaradh sóisialta, ar an drochuair.

… Dá mbeadh deireadh le dianghlasáil agus srianta an
Choróinvíris rachainn go dtí an trá le mo chairde chun
crochadh amach leo. Bhainfinn taitneamh as an ngrian
agus shnámhfainn san fharraige. Freisin, ba mhian liom
dul ar saoire thar lear le mo chlann. B’fhéidir go rachaimis
go dtí an Iodáil nó an Spáinn. Ar deireadh ba mhian liom
barróg mhór a thabhairt do mo sheantuismitheoirí agus
iad a fheiceáil gan maisc.
Tom Tweedy

... Ar ndóigh tá a lán cleachtas nua i mo shaol anois, cuir
i gcás, ag glanadh mo lámha le gallúnach agus uisce nó
dílghalrán gach uair a thagaim isteach... Is rud dearfach é
faoi scoil ar líne ná gur féidir liom éirí ar leathuair tar éis a
hocht seachas a seacht a chlog! ... Dá mbeadh deireadh leis
na srianta, rachainn go dtí an Cabhán chun mo chol ceathracha a fheiceáil agus chomh maith leis sin, d’imreoinn
cluiche rugbaí le foireann na scoile.

... Tá an fhoghlaim ar líne sa bhaile an deacair agus dúshlánach do dhaltaí. Níl an spraoi nó caidreamh sóisialta
againn lenár gcairde agus lenár múinteoirí sa seomra
ranga. Chun bheith macánta caillim na gnáthimeachtaí ar
scoil. Braithim uaim ag caint is ag comhrá le mo chairde ag
am lóin, agus ag bualadh le daoine ar an Dart, gan trácht
ar imeachtaí spóirt tar éis scoile. Tá mo shaol athraithe
go mór ó thosaigh an phaindéim. Tá a lán cleachtas nua i
mo ghnáthamh laethúil anois. Siúlaim mo mhadra agus
éistim le ceol le masc orm. Glanaim mo lámha an t-am ar
fad. Glaoim ar mo chairde nó déanaim facetime leo níos
minice. Tá nósanna nua tosaithe agam, úsáidim an meaisín
reatha chun rith nó siúl 4cm gach lá. Bacálaim uaireanta.
Buailim le cara liom agus téimid ar shiúlóid, i bhfad go
sóisialta. Ar an iomlán tá an phaindéim dian agus dúshlánach do chách. Ach mar a deir an seanfhocal, dá dhorcha
an néal bíonn gealán ann i gcónaí. Is féidir linn dul tríd.
Tiocfaidh deireadh leis, fanaimis láidir. Ní bhíonn in aon
rud ach seal.

Conn Doherty

Anna Lucas

Guy Jenkinson
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The Struggle

Covid-19

This is a story about moving to a new planet,
Thinking everything was going to be different than before,
Realizing things couldn’t be more different,
Not knowing if humans or I were hurt more.

Like an everlasting groundhog day, time passes unconsciously.
Sounds of ticking and ticking are only a figment of the
imagination never-ending in our minds.
Reality has changed everywhere you see it,
Streets are abandoned, neglected.
Perhaps we are targets trapped inside a dystopia, victims to
all the barbarity we’ve cause to the planet.
After all, we’ve been left alone in the wake of a devastating
apocalypse
Ever since the news covered the topic
Sheer panic and fear touched many across the globe
What’s going to happen? Surely it won’t last.
Are we mistaken?
Take a look at the state of mankind now…

Coronavirus is my name,
I just moved to planet Earth,
And immediately earned myself some fame,
Although, it’s not the sort that really has a worth.
In coming here, I hoped to make a friend – maybe two,
I am a very social virus, you see,
But instead, I’m left feeling blue,
Because people run away from me.
Humans seem to have divided life,
Into before and after me,
Us two seem to be in strife,
A truce I will not be the one to decree.

Omar Williams

Around me, masks are worn,
Hands are washed and sanitized,
And lockdown is something everyone likes to mourn,
As, to keep safe from me, staying at home is advised.
To add to this exclusion, I am expected to leave,
Nobody wants me here, I am really hated,
Believe it or not, this makes me grieve,
And constantly feel frustrated.
Let’s slow the spread of the virus, they say,
Multiple vaccines have been invented,
This is very rude, I shall declare if I may,
To invent stuff so I can be obliterated.
Aylin Ustuner

CALM
Can anyone look mad?
Can anger love mercy?
Can agitated looks melt?
Can anxious lives morph?
C.A.L.M
Could anyone live mindlessly?
Could anti-stress last months?
Could amusement leave marks?
Could aggression lack meaning?
C.A.L.M
Cheer and laughs matter?
Crazy actions launch mistakes?
Content adds little miracles?
Compassion acts like medicine?
C.A.L.M
Charlotte O’Neill
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Mo chuimhní ar shaol sa bhliain 2020

T

hosaigh an chéad dianghlasáil i mhí an Mhárta 2020.
Bhí imní ag gach uile duine agus ní raibh a lán eolais
againn faoi thionchar a bheadh ag an gcoróinvíreas ar ár
saol. Bliain ina dhiaidh sin, is é ár ngnáthshaol é saol le
coróinvíreas. Níl sé ait dúinn anois. Nuair a théimid chuig
na siopaí, caithimid maisc agus nuair a théimid taobh
amuigh den teach, fanaimid dhá mhéadar ó gach duine.
Tá a lán gníomhaíochtaí curtha ar ceal agus ní féidir linn
dul thar lear nó lasmuigh de 5 chiliméadair ónár dtithe.
Chomh maith leis sin, leis na srianta curtha i bhfeidhm
anois níl cead againn dul ar cuairt go dtí teach duine eile.
Mar gheall ar an dianghlasáil, tá an geilleagar ag streachailt. Tá a lán de na gnólachtaí ag fail bháis, go mor mhór
na gnólachtaí beaga mar shampla, bialanna agus siopaí.
Ach, ar an lámh eile, tá a lán gnólachtaí ag feabhsú, go mor
mhór na gnólachtaí a dhíolann rudaí ar líne. Ceannaíonn
daoine earraí de gach sórt ar líne na laethanta seo.
Chomh maith leis sin, tá daltaí scoile ag streachailt freisin,
mar dúnadh na scoileanna freisin. Oibríonn na hoibrithe
ó bhaile ar líne ach, i mo thuairim, tá sé níos measa do na
daltaí. Tá sé an-deacair foghlaim ar líne. Sa cheathrú bliain,
ní gá dúinn foghlaim gach uile nóiméad mar tá ranganna
againn, mar shampla aireachas agus OSSP. Ach, tá comhbhrón agam do dhaltaí na hArdteiste, sa chúigiú bliain
agus sa séú bliain mar caithfidh siad díriú i ngach rang,
agus táim cinnte go bhfuil sé an-deacair dóibh. Áfach,
sílim go raibh sé níos measa fós do mhic léinn nua sa
choláiste, mar is saol nua é an saol an choláiste. Bhí orthu
saol an choláiste a thosú ar líne agus ní raibh siad ábalta
bualadh le daoine nua. Tá trua agam do thuismitheorí le
páistí óga freisin, mar is rud an-deacair é obair nuair atá tú
ag cabhrú le do phaistí chun a n-obair a dhéanamh. Tá se
deacair do pháistí óga diriú ar scoil nuair atá sé ar líne, mar
shampla, tá deacrachtaí ag mo chol ceathrar níos óige chun
foghlaim ar líne mar tá a lán seachrán air, óna mhadra go
dtí a dheirfiúr!
Athraíodh mo sceideal nuair a thosaigh an fhoghlaim ar
líne. Anois, freastalaím ar mo ranganna ar líne, déanaim
iarracht m’obair bhaile a dhéanamh agus má tá am agam,
siúlaim timpeall na páirce in aice le mo theach. Ach, uaireanta, ní fhágfaidh mé mo theach, agus is fuath liom é sin!
Tá mo chomhdhiriú agus m’aire intinne níos measa anois,
agus mar sin nílim ábalta díriú ar rudaí eile a dhéanamh,
mar shampla ag seinm an phianó agus ag léamh. Freisin,
bím ag féachaint ar an scáileán gach uile nóiméad ansin
bíonn pian agam i mo shúile.
Chomh maith leis sin, táimid ag cailleadh amach ar na
gníomhaíochtaí sa scoil. Go mor mhór sa cheathrú bliain,
bhí a lán gníomhaíochtaí beartaithe ach anois nílimid
ábalta iad a dhéanamh. Mar shampla, na himeachtaí chun
airgid a bhailiú don charthanais agus Uganda (an cheolchoirm, U-Live, agus an aonach na Nollag), an turas sciála,
comhdhálacha MUN, cúrsaí ar rudaí a bhfuil suim againn
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iontu gan trácht ar an taithí oibre. Bhí an-díomá orm
faoin taithí oibre. Mura mbeadh dianghlasáil i bhfeidhm
bheinn ag obair i gclinic tréidliachta ar feadh seachtaine.
Bheadh sé an-spraoiúil ach anois níl mé ábalta é a dhéanamh. Ach, tá súil agam go mbeidh mé ábalta é a dhéanamh
sa samhradh. Áfach, ar an lámh eile, rinne mé cúrsa faoi
leigheas. Bhí sé ar líne, saor in aisce agus bhí áiteanna neamhtheoranta ag an gcúrsa. Sílim go raibh sé an-suimiuil
agus táim sásta go raibh seans agam chun é a dhéanamh.
Chun bheith macánta nílim ag cailliúint amach ar mo
chaithimh aimsire is fearr, is é sin ag seinm an phianó. I
ndairíre, tá níos mó ama agam chun é a sheinnt, amhráin
a fhoghlaim agus chun ceol a chumadh. Táim an-bródúil
mar bhí mé ábalta ceithre amhráin a chumadh agus
cabhraím le mo chairde chun a n-amhráin a chumadh
(thar Zoom). Ar an drochuair, tá caithimh aimsire eile
agam a chaillim go mór. Ba bhreá liom dul go dtí giom
ach anois tá sé dúnta. Sin é ceann de na rudaí is measa
faoin dianghlasáil, i mo thuairim. Tá sé an-deacair chun
aclaíocht a dhéanamh sa bhaile. Le déanaí, níl an spreagadh nó an fuinneamh agam chun rith, nílim ábalta ach
siúl gach lá agus sin é. Níl
mé in ann haca a imirt ach oiread. Áfach, déanaim iarracht
chun meáchain a ardú agus ithim go sláintiúil i gcónaí. Is
rud an tábhachtach é i mo thuairim.
Ní duine an-sóisialta mé, i ndairíre agus mar sin táim sásta
a bheith i m’aonar. Ach braithim uaim mo chairde, bhuel,
braithim uaim gach duine, le bheith macánta! Ar scáth a
chéile a mhaireann daoine, mar a deir an seanfhocal. Ar
an lámh eile, táim cinnte go mbeidh an saol níos spreagúla
arís nuair a táimid ábalta bhualadh le chéile agus dul chuig
cheolchoirm. Freisin, braithim uaim go mór mo sheantuismitheoirí. Déanaim iarracht chun labhairt leo agus uaireanta, téim go dtí a dteach chun “Dia dhuit” a rá ón doras.
Áfach, is duine cruthaitheach mé agus lá amháin, bhí mé
ag smaoineamh ar mo theaghlach agus shocraigh mé albam grianghraf a dhéanamh chun cuimhní a chur le chéile
ar an am atá caite agus ar an am a chaillimid le chéile na
laethanta seo. Anois, táim ag bailiú grianghrafanna ó gach
duine i mo theaghlach chun an t-albam a dhéanamh.
Tharla a lán rudaí i mbliana agus ba cheart dúinn díriú ar
na rudaí dearfacha. Chun an fhirinne a rá, níl aiféala orm
faoina rudaí a tharla agus tá dóchas agam go mbeidh gach
rud níos fearr do chách i gceann cúpla mí. Tá vacsaíní
againn anois, agus ní gá dúinn ach fanacht. Táimid ábalta
gach rud a dhéanamh má tá rún daingean againn. Ní
bhíonn in aon rud ach seal, mar a deir an seanfhocal.
Sofia Harranz Harmen

Covid Times

A Recipe for Covid

Twas late March in 2020,
And of Covid cases there were plenty,
So, the government declared a national lockdown,
Until the Covid pandemic had decided to calm down.

What would happen?
If the year stood still
Would there be chaos
Madness or just Nil

Originally, they said it was only for two weeks,
But every day, there were just more peaks,
So, the government extended it “indefinitely”,
And it seemed like it would go on permanently.

With a little bit of bat
A sprinkle of some germs
A tiny dash of Bacteria
Or maybe just some worms

It went on for ages, I thought I would lose my mind,
I really hated being confined,
But slowly, the cases went and declined,
Just before I went mad, it was pretty well timed.

With a wipe of a brow
The fevers working
There’s a tickle in the throat

Summer came and went, then good news came,
The government had decided to proclaim,
That in September, school would resume,
Now we could learn inside a classroom.
There were a couple of weeks, during Level 3,
Where everything was opening, extremely cautiously,
Restaurants, barbers, supermarkets,
All these things were now re-started.
But government officials did recommend,
That school in person should come to an end,
At least now there are Covid vaccines,
But for now, we’re still on Teams.
Paul Keatinge

Why can’t I smell anymore?
Oh no, now my head is sore.
Dear me, I feel a bit quaint.
Here I go, I’m about to faint.
Seraphine Thirion

Pandemic Poem
Lockdown is a scary time,
So I thought I could write a rhyme
To put a smile on a lot of faces,
From around the world in lots of places
In the light of the trouble, we have today,
There’s just a few things I would like to say
Stay safe don’t touch your face,
Stay in one place or it will be the end of our race
The Virus is smart, it has no heart,
Wash your hands and you won’t be torn apart
Stay at home, you’re not alone chat with friends,
Have a great time even if it’s online.
Daíre Finlayson

When Covid’s Over
When Covid’s over
I want to see family,
And give lots of hugs!
Emily Godinho
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First Class Murder

T

he dining carriage was silent. A pin could drop and the sound would echo through the
room like the booming of a canon. At each table sat a couple of people, except for Countess
Mockjovitz who sat all alone staring at the table, a silent tear running down her face. The train
screeched to a halt with an impossible loud sound but it was nothing compared to the screams
that we had heard from cabin 15 the night before.
I was sitting on my bunk reading my copy of the Hound of the Baskervilles when I heard the
ear-splitting noise. It was so loud that I jumped violently, hitting my head off the ceiling. Fast as I
could I raced down the corridor following the sound of the screaming, stopping directly in front
of cabin 15, the door was slightly ajar so with my heart pounding so loudly I feared that someone would hear it I peeped inside. What I saw next was so terrible that it has haunted my dreams
ever since. Lying sprawled on the floor was the body of Madame Carwinkle who was still alive
but barely, a gaping wound in her chest. The blood had soaked through her cream silk nightgown and was beginning to harden on the soft material. Kneeling beside her was a dark figure,
their face covered in a dark scarf, not unlike a balaclava. Dagger in hand the dark figure was
making more deep cuts in the writhing body of Madame Carwinkle. Watching Madame Carwinkle like that, barely alive and writhing in agony as the figure plunged their dagger into her
body repeatedly I couldn’t help it, I let out a strangled scream of horror. I had just made a terrible mistake they had heard me, placing the dagger on the floor they turned around and started
to advance towards me. I started to back away but it was too late they were almost within striking distance of me. Suddenly I turned and fled sprinting down the corridor barging into people
as I went, knocking over priceless artefacts and marble statuettes; it was a wonder that nobody
stopped me. When I reached my cabin (number 12) I turned around, expecting to see the dark
figure in hot pursuit but they were not. I locked myself in my room (or so I thought) and walked
over to the washing basin to wash my face and clean myself up before dinner. I turned on the tap
and felt the refreshing cold water run over my hands. Then I looked up into the mirror. Written
on the mirror, scrawled in blood was a message that was most definitely for me, it read: “I am
coming for you number 12 beware”. Feeling faint, I stumbled backwards blindly, tripping over
one of my pumps and falling onto my trunk with an almighty crash. I reached my hand to the
back of my head feeling the sticky blood trickle down my fingers. My head already throbbed
from the bump from the ceiling but now the pain was almost unbearable. I sank to my knees in
a crumpled heap sobbing, my breath coming in great big gulps of air. When I finally looked up
from the floor, I saw the dark figure looming menacingly above me. As the figure raised their
dagger I also raised my hands above my face as if they might somehow deflect the blow from the
wicked double-edged blade. I closed my eyes and waited for the killing blow to come, but it did
not. Again, I opened my eyes only to see the figure lower their blade. “NEXT TIME TWELVE,
next time I will show you no mercy,” they said in a deep rumbling voice and with that, they left
the room leaving me to contemplate what had just happened all alone in a shivering mess on the
floor. That was when I knew with all certainty that I had to get off this train at all costs…
Lauren Wallace
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Peace
My gun seemed to weigh a thousand pounds yet I couldn’t bring myself to steal a
single soul. The enraged gods of the sky poured and drenched every single soldier
through to flesh and bone while screams echoed through the empty sky. The barren land that lay between trenches seemed empty, and forever to be that way. But
there seemed to be a light lying there amongst the endless depths of shadows and
darkness, a light that brought hope, a light that brought peace, a light that brought
silence. The gunshots silenced and the light gave me hope, hope so powerful I
clenched the dry dirt with my fist and thrusted myself up, but my stupidity got
the better of me, the overwhelming light dimmed, forever lost in a darkness
Max Murray

A Night to Remember

T

he pungent smell of seaweed hit us at the far-left side of the beach. All ten of
us from ages of nine to fifteen walked in single file and balanced ourselves on
the moss-coated rocks with our arms out and our towels flowing behind us. Wilfred and Paws bounced alongside us in excitement of being out for a late-night
swim. The sun was setting in the west over by Rossbeigh beach and the sky now
displayed colours of orange and yellow.
At the end of the rocks, we immersed our feet in the sea. The sudden chill of the
Atlantic Ocean made our feet blue. I was followed by others as we rushed out with
only the three boys and the two dogs barely coping in the water. The boys kicked
about, even they didn’t manage to get up to their hips or swim instead the current
pulled them to the right. The three boys grabbed the dogs and brought them back
to the safety of the beach. That night, we danced; cartwheeled and sung in celebration for that night we would not forget, not forget it for a long time.
Heather McCutcheon
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Brave(art)

I

am fearless! I’ve an extremely high pain threshold. I am
a single-minded and capable 18-year-old, now ‘woman’,
who is ‘legally’ allowed to do what I please and I intend to
mark the occasion. This is what I was thinking over and
over to myself as I disembarked the 145 bus and started
along the Quays towards O’Connell’s Bridge. I am a confident person and not the shy girl, ‘good’ girl I stopped
being only last week No, I am GREAT! I did a little skip as
I shouted out the ‘great’, the words accidently slipped from
my thoughts and straight out through my mouth, startling
a woman walking past, who then gave me a very wide
berth and a strange look. The distraction had made me
lose my bearings momentarily and I stopped dead in my
tracks, thinking for a moment. Then, my hand flew to my
breast pocket to see if my turtle was still there. Phew. He
was there, nice, and snug (for all you animal rights people,
No, I do not have a live turtle stuffed into my pocket – not
in town anyway!). In my pocket I have a drawing, done
by my own hand, of a turtle, nearly as precious as the real
one I have at home. His name is Lenny, and he is twelve.
Earlier this morning I had tried to draw him, he was to be
my inspiration, although he wouldn’t stop moving so I had
to improvise using the internet – unfortunately, I am no
artist. This vital piece of paper is to be shown to the man
when I get into the shop.
I walked over O’Connell Bridge, towards the National Wax
Museum and then turned right, past KFC and towards
temple bar. I walked with a bounce in each step, skirting
around several dog parcels left on the footpath; this city
could do with a clean-up. This was exciting. I was doing
something of my own accord, I felt very independent and,
truth be told a little bit wild.
Yet, as though the weather sensed I was doing something
without my parents’ knowledge, the grey day seemed out
of sync with my mood. In that very moment, the temperature appeared so low that I could feel the frosty air seeping
through my four layers of clothing; beyond my coat and
the zippers of my jumper and through the small holes in
my knitted cardigan. It attacked the thinner spots of my
insulation and an icy chill ran all through my body. My
teeth began to chatter, and my toes were starting to go
numb from my poor choice of shoes – bright blue mesh
runners. The exposed parts of my skin prickled, then my
ears started to sting. The harsh crosswind on the bridge felt
as though it was trying to foil my plan. The tip of my nose,
my ears, toes, and fingers icy now. I cursed myself, I should
have listened to mum. I ought to have worn my hat and
my gloves and maybe a scarf wouldn’t have gone amiss. I
plunged my hands deep into my pockets and brought my
shoulders up to my ears and continued on.
Town was busy, just as I had expected, it was a Saturday
afternoon after all. It had been two years after the breakout of Covid-19, and even though the majority of people
weren’t wearing masks, a fair amount were still being
cautious – old habits I guess. I finally came to the pretty
Ha’Penny Bridge with its arches and vintage lanterns.
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Getting closer. As I got to Temple bar alleyway, I took
out my phone and checked the time. My heart started to
pound in my chest and my breathing was cut short, am I
really going to do this? I though now was a good time to
calm my nerves and prepare myself for what was to come.
To get ahead of whatever pain awaited me, I pulled out a
pack of Aspirin from my pocket and popped four tablets
out of their tinfoil covering. I shoved them into my mouth
all at once with a large swig from my water bottle. In the
distance I could see a long queue coming out of The Ink
Factory. It went down the street and wrapped around the
corner. Thank god I wasn’t going in there; someone might
have recognised me.
I thought back to last night’s research; I was wearing my
ninja turtle onesie with Lenny on my lap, looking into
which shop would be the best place to go to. It had surprised me that each spot was unique to its own style. So, I
clicked a few more buttons on my laptop, scrolled down a
few links and found the perfect place for me. It was called
“Tammy’s Sleeves”. I scrolled through their pictures and
counted the amount of hand sanitizers I saw on the walls.
I zoomed into a couple of others to see if the floor was
dirty, scoured their images to see what the place was like. I
finally came to the conclusion that it seemed clean, which
was all that mattered to me. After months of therapy, unfortunately, I, as well as many other people, have recently
been diagnosed with “post COVID-19 Hyper hygienic syndrome”, (P.C.H.H.S.). It nearly broke my family. Anyway, I
then punched the name into the search bar on Trustpilot
- two reviews. That was not good! Biting my lip (a thing I
did when I was anxious) I scanned the internet for somewhere else I could go that was also in town. I wanted to
stay off the beaten track in case someone I knew spotted
me. This had to be a surprise when I went into school. I decided - I was going to Tammy’s. So, I did what any nervous,
newly young adult would do to convince herself that she
was making a good life choice - I wrote ten more reviews
myself, all under different usernames - @wonderwilly16
said “What great artists they are there man! 5 stars”. @
Craneman202 said “The place is spotless for those with
P.C.H.H.S. - 5 stars” and @Legal.Adult1 commented “My
butterfly tramp stamp is one of a kind, 5 stars”. I read over
some of my other reviews and went back to make sure that
I had spelled certain things wrong, assuring myself they
sounded more convincing.
The closer I got to Temple Bar, I realised with sudden
clarity, that faking reviews to make myself feel better was
an idiotic idea and my heart raced. Thankfully, the Aspirin were kicking in, and I became quite numb to the cold,
however now I was also feeling a little drowsy. I picked up
my pace and zoomed across the road, dodging a few cars,
and jogged into the little alleyway past the bubble tea bar
and the kebab place and stopped when I felt the uneven
cobbled stones beneath my feet. I walked up past Urban
Outfitters, took a left and then a sharp right and froze. I
was at my destination. I forced down the large lump that

was rising in my throat and clenched my stomach. I held
my head high, popped out my chest and waltzed up to
the building, took a massive deep breath and grabbed the
handle of the door to the shop.
I pushed the door open and a little bell rang above my
head, no turning back now. I walked sluggishly up to the
front desk, taking in all the ‘art’ on the walls. Framed pictures of tammy’s work plagued the walls; roses and insects,
a pair of breathing fire dragons and quite a few Looney
Tunes characters too (Granny, Lola Bunny, and a lot of
Jessica Rabbits). There was a wall that was designated for
employees’ faces, well, the parts that were not completely
covered by ink. At this point I am sure you know where
I am and what I am about to do. Just in case you needed
some help understanding, I am going to allow someone to
put a permanent image on my body. I’m getting my first
tattoo!
At the desk I tapped the old-style lobby bell. A large beefy,
bullnecked man emerged from behind closed curtains. His
lower stomach protruded from his white stained top and
I noticed that his black beard had some food stuck in it. I
wrinkled my nose, as his BO wafted up into my nostrils.
He reminded me of a seal, ah yes that was it. He looked
down at me but as though he could not quite believe his
eyes, he came from behind the desk, looked me up and
down and raised an eyebrow and said “can I help ya? I’m
Tammy!” “are ya lost or somefin’?. I gulped and whispered
“nope, I’ve booked an appointment”. He gave a long and
exaggerated sigh, then looked me up and down one more
time, said nothing, and disappeared behind the grubby
curtain. I could half understand where he was coming
from, I did look out of place in this dark and gloomy
room. You could say I was like a rainbow in a storm. I was
wearing a sun yellow ‘Petit Bateau’ raincoat with lavender
coloured tights and my bright blue mesh runners. On top
of that, my hair was a right state from being constantly battered by the wind on the way here, and the tips of my nose
and ears were a rose red. I could feel my eyes drooping
from a sudden surge of fatigue and I no longer had feeling
in my face.
When Tammy returned, he had a piece of paper in his
hand. He gestured for me to come closer to the desk and
told me to fill out the sheet. I grabbed a pen from the holder and began to answer the questions; Age, D.O.B, gender,
are you pregnant? Have you had an alcoholic beverage
within the last 24 hours? Do you have any allergies? Have
you consumed any sort of medication containing Aspirin

or Ibuprofen within the last 24 hours?
I stared at the last one for a while. They only have to say
this stuff in case you have a heart attack in the chair, right?
There was no way I was going to go all the way back home
now so; I quickly ticked the ‘no’ box and pushed the sheet
of paper back into the centre of the desk. He took the slip,
skimmed his eyes over it before promptly shoving it into a
drawer in the desk. He told me to go sit. I awkwardly sank
into the wrinkled leather chair, trying to sit upright but
kept sliding down its slippery skin. Tammy then came over
and shoved his beefy hands into a pair of rubber gloves.
Feeling decidedly uncomfortable now, I whispered “this
was a horrible idea” under my breath. A cold wet wipe was
being rubbed on my arm. That smell of disinfectant. The
sound of the electric needle rung in my ears (or was that
my blood pressure?) and I started to bite my nails on my
free hand. I handed the burly man my drawing of Lenny.
Raising his eyes to heaven, he nodded. I squeezed my eyes
shut wating for the pain that was to follow. And there it
was, an explosion of exhilaration, anxiety, apprehension,
coupled with the cold and two too many aspirins - with
that one needle prick cutting deep into my flesh, the pain
disappeared.
“Up ya get” said an irritated voice. I was being hauled to
my feet and plonked on a couch. It appears I had fallen off
the leather chair and onto the floor. I cleared my head and
allowed my eyes to focus on tammy who had one hand on
his hip and in the other, my packet of Aspirin.
“Did you take one of these before coming here?” he said
calmly. I nodded meekly, waiting for a scolding. “The reason you are not allowed to take Aspirin or ibuprofen before
getting a tattoo is because it thins your blood”. I stared
at him blankly, what does that mean? He rolled his eyes,
shoved the packet into my hands and suggested I leave.
I glanced down at my arm and was horrified to see that
there was no turtle tattoo there, just a single wonky line.
I stared up at him gape mouthed. I readied myself for a
verbal fight however, then thought it better to leave quietly.
I timidly went for the door, my ego wounded. I was like a
dog who had gotten into trouble for chewing the furniture.
Tail between my legs, I made my way back to the bus. On
the return journey the appeal of a tattoo had lost all its
charm! On the upside though, it was then that I began to
hatch my plans for a belly button and tongue piercings.
Rebecca Stevenson
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The Market
As the sun draped her effulgent cloak over the sky.
The morning yawned and began to make the birds sing their ecstatic chorus.
The people of Nice began to open their windows to the morning air
And hang their soaked washing over decorative railings.
The shop’s shutters slowly went up,
One by one
In domino effect.
Sweet smells of breakfast began to fill the air.
Cobbled streets began to fill.
The market started to come alive.
Colours and smells were everywhere.
Soap stands stood proudly at the start of the cluster of stands.
Their neatly wrapped soaps covered in brightly coloured muslin.
Then there were the spice stands.
Each one a rainbow of colours and smells.
A desert full of spices.
Each a coloured sand dune.
A tiny little shovel stuck out of every one,
Nearly covered completely, but still visible.
Small children clung to their mother’s skirts, pulling at silky fabric.
I saw myself in each one of them,
Reaching out to touch something and having their hand slapped away.
Calling out for my parents
Having lost them.
Playing hide and seek with my siblings under the cloth on the different stands,
And screaming with delight at all the nick knacks to play with.
Music began to fill the air.
Buskers on every corner, each playing a different tune.
The market chatter nearly overpowered them as flavours in a cake,
But the buskers fought back playing their songs louder and louder,
Desperate to be heard.
The noises played their part in a market symphony.
People swirling and twirling around
As if this was Cinderella’s ball.
The pigeons flew in,
Pecking at all the food they could find on the gleaming cobblestones.
Some courageous ones pecked irritably at your feet
Pleading for food.
You could not give it to them though
For once you did you were identified as a weakling,
To be circled by an army of them,
Hungrily determined to get food.
The market was in full swing now.
People haggling for all sorts of the things,
Fake Gucci, medals from across the world, little sculptures made of wood,
Each individually carved by hand with great skill.
The French language surrounded me,
Engulfing me in its wonder.
Sentences flung out so fast you could mistake them
For one long word.
Most people will say this is havoc,
But for the people of Nice,
C’est la vie.
Rosey O’Shea
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Dublin City 2080

I

t was a dark time. All the nasty things we did to destroy
our planet were coming come back for revenge. Trump
had been reconstructed as a robot so he could live longer
than anyone else and make America great once and for
all. In China they have discovered another Virus, COVID-23.5-7. The world was almost at its end.
It was a frightfully warm January day. Well, that didn’t bother many people since Dublin had been turned into one big
public pool thanks to climate change. My alarm clock went
off. It was 84 minutes past 6 - time to get up. I stumbled out
of bed swiping my access card through the door and walked
out into the hall. I bumped into Stewart, our robot butler.
He gave me today’s news headlines while he was arranging
virtual flowers. He said I should start the day with a smile
but that was easy for him to say as he has no feelings.
I made my way to the kitchen. Moxxi, our robot chef, was
making pancakes out of a 3D food printing machine. “Good
morning my little one” she sang. She was programmed to
be a strict French chef but there had been a malfunction, so
she is nice and easy going instead. Just as I sat down at the
table, Grandpa came in, zipping around the kitchen in his
wheelchair probably running away from one of the robotic
housekeepers. Grandad is 96 and a half years old. He has a
robotic leg and a rubber ear. Do not ask me how he lost his
ear. He moved his wheelchair into the spot beside me laughing as he did so. “Good morning Wonderful Wanda” he
sang as he smiled from ear to rubber ear. “Morning” I said
with a sulk. “Whatever is the matter?” questioned Grandad.
“Just school” I said with disgust. “Atticus is just so annoying,
always dragging on with that computer voice” I continued.
“School these days does sound rubbish” whispered Grandad
making a face as he did so. “I think it’s awful these stupid
computer teachers that are really just part of the Russian
mafia” continued Grandad.
When Grandad was young, he did not have any of these
robots or modern technology. He also went to school in
a building in the side of the village where he lived. So,
he doesn’t like the idea of having a supercomputer called
Atticus teaching you when he used to be taught by lots of
different humans.
“Where is Grandad?” sighed Mom walking into the kitchen.
“Right here and ready for action with Wanda” boomed
Grandad almost falling out of his wheelchair. “There will
be no action with Wanda today because she has school and
you need to rest” said Mom firmly. “I will not be resting
thanks very much and Wanda doesn’t need to be listening to
zingflingy stupid no-good computer all day” yelled Grandad
looking at Mom with a smug grin.
Mom was just about to say something when Flo, my guardian for when I am in school, came in holding a robot’s arm.
“Good morning Mrs. Atwood, Grandad and Wanda”. “That’s
Sir Atwood to you Dimwit” muttered Grandad. “I found
another robot has been thrown out the window” said Flo
without a hint of emotion. Mom glared at Grandad. I could
see that Grandad was trying to ignore this. “Who was it?”
huffed Mom. Flo opened a metal door on her forehead and
an electric blue laser shot out scanning the robot arm from
top to bottom. “It seems to be cv; 89-03 which is Viny the

chamber maid” screeched Flo.
The room went silent and then Mom stood up and sucked
in her breath, making a terrible sound. “Any confessions to
make Dad?” hissed Mom. “Ok, ok I threw the rotten tin can
out the window, but I was only trying to go to the loo, and
she had taken it over as one of the military bases” confessed
Grandpa. I burst out laughing. That had been the third piece
of technology that Grandpa had destroyed this week. He
flushed an iPad down the toilet. He also threw a mechanical teapot that brewed tea faster than the speed of light into
the bin and now he had thrown a robot out of the window.
I wish he would get rid of something decent like Flo or Atticus so then I would not have to do any school. “I knew it”
yelled Mom.
Just as grandad was about to defend himself, Dad walked
into the kitchen. “What’s all this yelling about?” He questioned as he ordered a cup of coffee from the iPad. “It’s
about you having robots that are working for the Russian
mafia living in your house” said Grandad as he rolled his
eyes. “What is the old dingbat on about?” sighed Dad. Mom
started to explain everything to dad telling him about Grandad throwing the robotic chamber maid out the window.
“That is the 7th robotic chambermaid this month” said
Dad, steam coming out of his ears. “Actually, it’s the 7th sir”
remarked Flo using her built in calculator. “Oh, shut up Flo”
yelled Mom. Grandad spun his wheelchair around facing it
towards Flo. “I’ll shut the old bird up” whispered Grandad.
He revved up his wheelchair speed settings to a whopping
690mph. He drove straight for Flo completely crushing her.
Just as her computers shut down, she said: “8 robots destroyed this mon.......” her robotic voice faded away. I looked
at Grandad in amazement.
“That’s it, we’re taking Grandad to a psychiatrist” yelled
Mom, her facing turning a deep crimson as she did so.
A while later, we were in our hover car on our wat to the
doctors to get Grandad “checked.” We sat in the waiting
room waiting for grandad’s appointment with Dr Irangnus.
Seated at the receptionist’s desk was a large robot. She was
wearing a bright blonde wig, a deep purple dress, bright
pink lipstick, and ivy green high heels. Grandad sat in his
wheelchair sulking because the wheelchair was chained
to the desk so he couldn’t get away. The receptionist was
being extremely annoying, treating Grandad like a toddler. I could tell Grandad was getting quite irritated by this.
“How many crayons are on my desk?” sung the robot as she
propped them up on her big desk. Grandad couldn’t take
much more. He revved up his wheelchair to 690mph once
again and the chain snapped like a Rice Krispy. He aimed
at his chair at the receptionist and once again ran over her,
absolutely crushing her. He did not stop there. He ran over
the other robots in the waiting room and then sped out the
window. His wheelchair crashed through the window of
the waiting room. He yelled this “I’ll always remember you
Wanda, but I have a better life to live than this.”
It has been three months since Grandad’s escape. I don’t
quite know where he is now, but I got a postcard from the
Antarctic. All I know is that he destroyed far more than 7
robotic chamber maids to get there...
Mathilde Gross
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Surreal Future

R

ussel opened his eyes, he then rubbed them and looked around his stark, grey bedroom. He slowly navigated his way out of his bed and stood up. He called for his Mum
but there was no answer. Russel soon realised that she had probably gone to her workplace
Babylon today. Babylon was the only functioning society in the whole of Europe, it was the
only place with fertile land and safe oxygen. Russel’s Mum used to tell Russel about Babylon
when he was a toddler. He would sit there completely captivated by the thought that there
was somewhere on Earth that wasn’t a grey, infertile wasteland. Russel climbed down the
ladder to the landing. He walked into the bathroom and looked at himself in the mirror. His
face was gaunt, grey and bony. He had dark rings under his eyes and his entire face seemed
to be drooping. Russel brushed his teeth and left the bathroom. Russel then walked down
the narrow hallway to the kitchen, he searched through the cupboard and found some stale
cornflakes. He wondered where his mother had scavenged to find these. Russel meekly
chewed his cornflakes and thought about the past. His grandfather used to tell him stories
that had been passed down through each Wilson generation. His grandfather told him stories of green grass and yellow flowers called dandelions. He told him about all sorts of animals such as cows, pigs, dogs, cats, chickens and others. They produced delicious food called
‘meat’ that was unavailable now. Russel thought of how he would love to travel to the past,
even for just one day. Russel finished his depressing breakfast and climbed up the ladder
into his room. He looked out of his window and viewed the hellish wasteland. Everything
was grey and derelict, he could see a few people wandering aimlessly in their respiration
suits. Russel hadn’t left his house in over two months, ever since he outgrew his respiration
suit he hadn’t been able to leave his house. If you were to breathe one gulp of the air your
lungs would be evaporated by the chemicals in it. Russel looked west to the Obsidian Mines,
his father worked there and had been killed in the collapse that occurred before Russel was
born. Russel remembered what his computer teacher had told him about the mine collapse
when he asked about it. Apparently the mine was not safe and outdated and a minor electromagnetic storm was enough to finish it off. Russel also remembered that it was a cataclysmic
electromagnetic storm that had made Earth what it was now. The peninsula of Babylon had
not been affected by the storm and that was why it was habitable.
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Guy Sheehy-O’Shea

Conversation avec un étranger
Un jour quand je vivais en Pologne il y a eu une journée d’été ou il a
beaucoup plu. Il faisait beau quand je suis sorti de l’école en vélo, mais
sur le chemin du retour le temps s’est gâté. Il pleuvait des tonnes d’eau. Je
craignais que ça inonde. J’étais trop loin de l’école pour rentrer, alors je suis
rentré à vélo sous la pluie torrentielle. J’étais seul sur le sentier quand je suis
arrivé à un passage à niveau. Un homme sur son vélo est apparu à côté de
moi. Nous avons établi un contact visuel et avons simplement ri très fort.
La lumière est devenue verte. J’ai continué en vélo à la maison et l’homme
est tourné dans l’autre sens.
Parfois vous n’avez pas besoin de mots pour avoir une conversation, ce qui
est bien car je ne parle pas polonais.
Fergal Francis
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2099

I

t is 2099 and Grandma Sally knows she will never see the world she used to know ever
again. She talks fondly of the early 21st century to her grandchildren as if it were a million years ago, but it wasn’t. She always held a tiny sliver of hope that things would go back
to the way they used to be. But almost all her hopes are gone now.
It is a sunny day, and the grandchildren are coming over. Milly is 12 and Patrick is 8 years
old.
They love coming to their grandma’s house as it is one of the only houses in the town with
interesting and old things. Every other house is a white sphere with artificial green grass.
Sally managed to keep her red brick house and wild garden where all the butterflies and
bees flutter and buzz around. Many neighbours tried to take her garden away but were
unsuccessful.
Milly and Patrick sat with Sally and asked her questions about her childhood. Sally tried to
explain things to them, but they did not understand. “You went to a park to play with your
friends?” said Patrick! “You went to a building with all the other kids to learn” exclaimed
Milly.
Phoebe, Sally’s daughter, laughed quietly. She had not really experienced this life either.
When she was born, Covid 19 had ended but people were scared and became isolated.
“I have all my old books and photographs in a big blue box, Milly why don’t you go fetch
it for me” said Sally. When Milly returned with the box, she was keen to look inside. Sally
carefully opened the lid and instantly all the memories rushed back. One particular photo
made her think. It was from the climate protest she went to with all her friends. “We got
to skip school that day” said Sally after a few moments of silence. “Granny don’t be silly;
the teacher works around your schedule. If I have something on the operator in my room
waits!” Sally reminded Patrick that things were different.
Sally told them about saving their environment, she told them about all the elephants and
hippos that are now extinct. She told them about the bears who lived on ice, the polar
bears.
But they did not understand.
Sally told them about the shops she used to walk to and how strange it was when they
started online shopping, which is normal know.
But they did not understand.
She showed them her old school textbooks and told them about all the fun times with their
friends. “We just video call our friends, why bother going over to their pod” asked Milly.
“They weren’t called pods” said Sally sadly.
But they did not understand.
Then I said from my rocking chair in the corner, don’t try and explain Sally. Our world is
just a memory we share, but a memory nobody understands anymore. Our world is gone.
I felt a tear go down my cheek. Then Milly said, “You are right Grandad, I do not understand.
Alice Postma
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Not to Look
My eyes are watery,
You walk by.
My heart beats fast,
You say hi.
My head hurts,
I reply.
What a silly idea,
Not to look.
It’s all coming back,
All the lies.
Swarming my head,
Like a business of flies.
All the things I regret,
They’re trying to multiply.
What a silly idea,
Not to look.
I hang out with other pupils,
But always look at you.
My blood stops flowing,
When you look too.
When our eyes meet,
I feel blue.
What a silly idea,
Not to look.
Grace Higgins

An Taibhse
Nuair a shéideann an ghaoth,
Cloisim í ag cogarnach i mo chluas,
‘Is éistim léi
Nuair a thagann na rósanna,
Feicim a miongháire
‘is gáirim léi
Nuair a luím i mo leaba,
Braithim í os mo chomhair,
‘Is cuirim lámh uirthi
‘Is í an taibhse
Is í mo chroí
Is cónaíonn sí i mo bhrionglóidi
Anois siúlaim síos an tsráid,
Caillte i mo shamhlaíocht,
Greamaithe i mo chuimhní cinn
Is í mo chroí, is í mo chroí
Is beidh sí ann ,
Liom i gcónaí.
Daniel Branigan

Angel
I see it fly down towards me,
I look at in fear wondering if this could be my last second on planet earth.
I see it close down on its pure white feet,
It says don’t be afraid I am just a friendly angel.
I look at the ground below me start to get further and soon I was above the clouds,
I was crying in the clouds wanting to go back home.
I close my eyes and dream,
It will take me home.
Landon Wheaton

49

Reverend Atkinson’s Strange Day

S

unday was a normal day for Reverend Atkinson. He
woke up late for his sermon, looked out of his dirty
window onto the grey-concrete street that spread out before him, yelled at his wife for not making him a cup of
tea, drank two pints of beer and 4 shots of vodka instead,
got haphazardly dressed and speed-walked drowsily out
of his small and dingy house, his fat stomach wobbling
ferociously as he moved. His large, flabby face was ruddy
and flushed. His bloodshot eyes peered nastily at a small
boy about ten paces ahead of him, who was carrying a
red lollipop and licking it occasionally. As the Reverend
jogged past, he gave the boy a sly shove, knocking him
onto the hard concrete and causing the lollipop to fall
out of his hand. The wails followed the Reverend all
the way down to the grimy train station, which was full
to bursting with grim-looking people, all undoubtedly
heading to their grim-looking jobs.
His train was packed to bursting point, so he pulled an
elderly woman out of the train doors and squashed his
considerable bulk inside. He gave her a friendly wave
as she struggled to regain her balance and crushed his
heel down on the foot of a thin young man with a peaky
complexion that had managed to secure himself one of
the seats on the carriage. The man yelped in pain and
bolted out of his seat as his toes were squashed together.
Reverend Atkinson took this opportunity to sit down in
the man’s vacated seat and, ignoring the dirty and disapproving looks he got from the rest of the members of his
carriage, settled himself down. Today was off to a good
start.
He stared bleakly out of the filthy window as the train
stations whizzed by, bringing him deeper into the city.
The sky lightened and the sun struggled to illuminate
the bleak concrete buildings that decorated the desolate
streets.
The carriage doors eventually opened onto a dirty platform and the Reverend got heavily to his feet, making
his way roughly to the train doors and stepping out on to
the platform. He checked his watch and saw that he only
had ten minutes before his sermon was due to start. He
gave a small start and hurried out of the train station.
As he was walking up to his church, he snatched some
money out of a busker’s guitar-case and plodded into
the nearby corner shop to buy himself a muffin. He then
hurried towards the tall, unfriendly church that was
looming in front of him over the rooves of the nearby
houses. The figures in its stain-glass windows seemed
cold and disdainful, looking down at passers-by from
their height.
He wobbled through the heavy, creaking oak doors and
slipped into the back room to prepare himself for his
mass. He pulled on his collar and robes, brushed his
few remaining strands of hair and downed another beer
that he had stashed behind the coat rack. He spied an
unfamiliar bottle of whiskey sitting angelically on the
bottom shelf of his bookstand. The label was brown and
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worn, and the glass was cloudy, but the bottle had never
been opened before. A blueish light emanated from the
bottle as he opened it, and he heard whispering that
made him turn around and check to see if the room he
was in was actually empty. Concluding that the ominous
whispering had simply been from the people outside
waiting for their delayed sermon to begin, he closed his
eyes and took a large swig of the whiskey. If he had kept
his eyes open as he drank, he would have seen the blue
light snake out of the bottle and into his open mouth and
slide down his throat.
Feeling sufficiently hammered, he reached into his bag to
pull out his hymnbook for the service. Wait. He was sure
he had put it in his bag. He rooted through the crumpled
receipts, empty beer cans and breadcrumbs, but his book
was nowhere to be found. He swore viciously and gazed
around the room in desperation to see if there were any
spare books. No luck. He took a deep breath. He was
going to have to go out in front of the whole crowd and
tell them that he couldn’t conduct the sermon. He swore
again and headed out of the door that lead him to the
main hall. Murmurs followed him as he reached the
podium, and he was thrown a few disgruntled looks.
He stood on the podium and stared bleakly around at
the churchgoers holding their hymnbooks aloft. Just
as he was about to announce that the sermon couldn’t
take place, the strangest sensation overtook his senses.
His ears twitched, his nose flared, his fingers flexed, and
his eyes sharpened. He shivered and wondered what
had gotten into him. Just his nerves, he told himself,
though they felt like they were on fire. He looked back
to the confused crowd with their hymn books aloft. And
he saw... words? Tiny, minute words were written on
the back of the hymnbooks, but when he read them in
his head, the word order didn’t make sense. Then, the

realisation slowly dawning on him, he read the letters
backwards, and the first line of a hymn danced across his
brain.
Was it possible? Could he see through the hymnbooks?
But how? He felt faint. This must have been a blessing
from the Lord, telling him to continue his sermon. He
secretly thanked his Lord and set his jaw. He was going
to get through this sermon, no matter how difficult it
would be.
He took a deep breath and started to speak. “Ladies
and Gentlemen, if you could all turn to page 37, we
will begin our sermon. I apologise for the delay.” there
was a murmur of ascent from the attendants and they
all flipped through their books to page 37. Reverend
Atkinson decided that his best bet would be to focus on
one person’s book so that he would not get confused. He
decided to stick with an old woman in the front pew, as
her book was the closest to him. He squinted and began
to read. “To Jesus, our Lord and flavour... sorry Saviour!
Please bless us and help us lead happy and full wives...
No... Lives.” Oh God, this was not going well. He tried to
pull himself together and started to read again. “Please
Lord, save the homeless, feed the doors..? Never mind,
sorry, poor, and purge us of our sin and help us clear
our... curtains? OH FOR GOD’S SAKE, CONCIENCE!”
He yelled this last part aloud, and the woman whose
book he had been reading from gave an indignant huff
and scowled at him. The Reverend pasted a sickly smile
on his face and focused his attention back on the woman’s book, stumbling through the nest few lines of the
verse.
“when we see a fellow human in need, we shall treat
them as if they were our own family midgets. Midgets? Sorry everybody, family members.” the room was
once again full of annoyed mutters, but the Reverend

ploughed on. “we shall only save the world if we can save
a single person with hay...EVERYDAY! Open your doors
to strangers and offer them peas and a roast. Oh, for
heaven’s sake, peace and rest!”
The woman in front of him closed her book in disgust
and the Reverend’s sweaty face seemed to melt as he tried
to find another book to read from. The backwards words
now looked like snakes wriggling over the pages, and the
Reverend struggled more than ever to read properly.
“In times of need, do not just save your shellfish, save
those who need the mois- I mean, need the most! If you
ever happen upon gravy... NO NO a grey day, seek the
sun, for it will cast its light for all those orange’s poo.
Sorry, I meant around you.”
The Reverend stumbled to a halt, wishing that the
ground would just swallow him up. The bell rang for the
end of his sermon and there was a stampede for the door,
with the old woman shoving people out of her way to try
and leave the church first. The Reverent cast a hopeless
look upon the picture of Jesus that portrayed in the stain
glass window. It winked at him.
There was a large thump from the back of the hall,
but none of the churchgoers seemed to notice that the
Reverend had just collapsed at the side of the podium.
The stain glass window Jesus clicked his fingers and the
whiskey bottle came flying towards him, skipping neatly
around the Reverends vast form. “That is enough drink
for you,” the low and majestic voice rumbled, and with
a pop like a cork, the stain glass window Jesus moved
back to his original place in the window, and the whiskey
bottle flew up to the high rafters of the church, its powers
never to be heard of again.
Alex Minch
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The Queen of the jungle

T

he lioness is a natural be
auty and a born fighter. She’s a smart, graceful lady, yet a dedicated mother who’ll do
anything to protect her cubs. Lionesses are a real inspiration to all, as they have a bright and
bold personality underneath their silky, smooth and sleek coats. They have a kind, loyal,
caring nature and put their cubs safety before their own. However, they are independent
creatures - they don’t rely on their mates, and they’re graceful and agile hunters, the leaders
of the pack. With us humans, most of the time men are seen as superior to women. In lots
of places, female children aren’t educated, and are expected to grow up content with being
a housewife - cooking, cleaning and sewing. But a lioness wouldn’t dream of letting such
standards live on. If anything, in a pack of lions, the lionesses dominate, as they do all the
hunting and look after the cubs, whereas their husbands sit at home, only hunting if their
mates haven’t provided them with a free meal. Even in ‘The Lion King’, a children’s movie,
Zirabi stands up to Scar, fighting for the lionesses of the pride lands, setting a beautiful example of a lioness’ courage. Lionesses are kind, gentle, loyal and motherly yet also cunning,
brave, smart and fierce. All in all, I believe that if more people take a leaf out of the lioness’
book, we can truly shape the future.
Zahra Nassiri

Silver Bullet

T

he beings who reside at the furthest corners of the known and unknown have an ironically ungodly semblance. Could men arrive in the alcoves of their unspeakable presence, their skin would wither and turn white, like stretched dough. It would then crisp and
shrink, choking the flesh till little more than a blotched veil of pale carbon. The muscles,
now exposed, would harden and chip like desert rock, blackening like aged wine. The microorganisms of the body would cluster into amalgamations of mucus yellow, and run in fear,
tearing holes through the body, until it is pocked and porous like dead coral. The blood
would sour and rot, the body would reject it, and it pour from every orifice, and speck of
muscle, smooth and slow, as if the body was melting. And the blood would fall to boiling
ground with a screaming hiss as it turned to red mist, which would crystallise into razor
stars. The bones would push out from the flesh next, in splinters and slivers, giving a jagged
porcupine exterior to the body. The marrow would slither out and crawl to the jaws, pushing
from above and below, their tips would replace the teeth from the mouth agape, and the rest
would flatten against the flesh, spreading into white, gummy roots. The teeth would fall into
the hand’s palms, fusing and suturing themselves in place. The entrails would writhe and
boil and scrape their way up out of the mouth, and break like a fountain, dancing in slow,
twitching motions. The lungs would crack out through the shoulder blades and turn inside
out, the bleach pink bronchi would stretch like wings, pleurae hanging in transparent strips
from them. The body would be seeping carbon dioxide at this point. The alveoli would gorge
themselves on the dense gas, turning bulbous and ash grey. The eyes would have remained at
this time, unblinking, turning bloodshot. The corneas would incise vertically from pressure,
causing the eyes to flower and stretch apart, plastering red and white across the face. But the
brain alone would remain, fat and serene in completion of its ultimate desire, knowledge.
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Lorenzo Pollastri McLysaght

Understanding Lara Hopkins

L

ara Hopkins had always loved sunny 64 Green Lane
with its happy, hollow hedges. It was a place where she
felt calm.
She was an understanding, patient, tea drinker with bright
eyes and soft lips. Her friends saw her as an admirable,
ambitious angel. Once, she had even revived a dying, old
lady. That’s the sort of girl she was.
Lara walked over to the window and reflected on her beautiful surroundings. The sun shone like loving dogs.
Then she saw something in the distance, or rather someone. It was the figure of Toby Johnson. Toby was a thoughtful charming boy with silk blond hair and bright blue eyes.
Lara gulped. She was not prepared for Toby.
As Lara stepped outside and Toby came closer, she could
see the spotless glint in his eye.
Toby glared with all the wrath of 100 smart open owls. He
said, in hushed tones, “I see you and I want love, but we
can’t.”
Lara looked back, even more isolated and still fingering the
smooth pencil. “Toby, please don’t leave me I love you,” she
replied.
They looked at each other with sadness feelings, like two
cooing, chilly cats connecting at a very controlling First
day of college, which had pop music playing in the background and two modest uncles chatting to the beat.
Lara studied Toby’s blue eyes and handsome hair. Eventually, she took a deep breath. “I’m sorry,” began Lara in
apologetic tones, “but I don’t feel the same way, and I never
will. I just
don’t ever want to leave you Toby.” “I know that you met
someone over the summer but do you know what I don’t
care” “I love you”
Toby looked heartbroken, his emotions raw like a good,
gleaming glasses.
Lara could hear Toby’s emotions shatter into a million
pieces. Then the charming boy hurried away into the distance.
Not even a cup of tea would calm Lara’s nerves tonight.
Alexia d’Arcy

A Line, Held
Two soldiers astride, this damn bridge
A union sealed with bloody palms
No reinforcements come
Their foes offer no quarter
None was expected
They stand together, twin grimaces
Knowing what will come next
Endings, either swift or not
But they have faith
Trust in the Old Ways
Bone and Blade
Tooth and Nail
They are the line that will not be crossed
The bastions, shields
For someone must stand.
First, they hear the footsteps
Then they see the coming horde
They stand together, blades high
For just one moment
Living without sin.
Dylan Thomas Morris
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La distance entre nous
Il y a dans ma poitrine
Une lueur proche
Sur laquelle je compte toujours
Un câlin de naissance
Un miroir complice
De l’amour
Que contenons nous
Et même rousse
Nous nous ressemblons essentiellement
Ami et frère
Je te vois dans ta sourire
Dans nos rêves
Nous dessinons
Et la distance est entre nous
Il y a toujours se l’espace
Pour notre temps
De la magie et du jeu
De la luminosité
Jusqu’au dénouement.
Aleksa Camargo Cortés

The Rush

W

e all lay on the beach, barely talking. There was sand all over my curly hair. I glanced over at
Charlie who was just lighting a fresh cigarette. The flame of the lighter flickered and the end
of the cigarette slowly lit up. Charlie took a slow, long drag then released. Happiness. A small rush
of nicotine flooded his brain for a split second but then it was gone. He took another drag. Sophie
had just snorted something and was staring up at the sky. A blank but contented look on her face. It
was almost 9:30 and the sun was low in the sky. My parents didn’t know where I was and I knew they
would worry but I didn’t care. I couldn’t care. All I ever wanted was that feeling. The rush. I can’t help
myself.
I can’t tell you why I need to do this to myself because there is no straight answer. I think maybe
there’s a hole inside me but when I’m high, it goes away for some time. Edward leaned close to me
and passed me the bottle of gin he’d stolen from the corner store. I grabbed the neck and tilted my
head back as the cold liquid burned its way down my throat and into my blood stream. After a while,
something changed. I felt nothing. I needed another hit.
I rummaged through the pile of rubbish in front of me until I found a needle. I sat up slowly and
placed the needle right below my elbow. I felt my muscles tighten and my jaw clench as I forced the
needle into my vein. Eventually, I felt something. I fell back onto the sand, shaking. My body contracted and relaxed to its own will. My eyes rolled back and finally, euphoria.
Grace McFadyen
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Saloon

T

he sun beat down on the town of Tombstone. It was
a quiet day, the drought had forced a restraint on the
hustle and bustle of the town. There was only a ranch hand
with his leather hat tipped on his head. The spurs on his
boots rested on the porch on which the rocking chair of
the ranch hand lay. Today was a quiet day, only two carts of
grain, pulled by mules had passed through tombstone. But
in the distance rising over the dusty horizon was a single
man and his horse. The clopping of the horses hooves was
faint but noticeable. The ranch hand pulled up the brim
of his leather hat and glanced towards the sound. As the
lone figure and his horse pulled into view the bigger he
appeared - he had a long slack jawed face. He had dirty
blonde hair and stubble around his snarl of a mouth. A
long curved scar could be made out starting above his
right eye sloping down his face across his jaw and down his
neck. His blood red shirt was torn at the neck and partly
concealed by a collection of oil skins tied onto a leather
coat. His dirt brown horse trotted over to the local saloon.
The mysterious man vaulted over his horse with one leg
and dropped to the ground. At full height, he was almost
taller than his horse, which was no small feat. He grabbed
the lead from the saddle and tied the horse to a post of
the swinging saloon doors. He marched onto the porch,
the old wood creaking under his weight. He pushed the
doors, slamming them on their hinges into the wall on
either side. The bar was deserted. Only a single bartender
and customer were at the bar. The single lantern rested on
the bar, was rusted from years of use, leaving the desolate
saloon in darkness. The bartender in his red velvet overcoat glanced towards the possible new customer and gave
him a welcoming smile but the stranger had his gaze on
the man at the bar. The stranger took four strides crossing
the room in moments, pulling up a stool and taking a seat
beside the other man. The first figure who had been enjoying his moonshine turned his head back squinting at the
hulking silhouette blocking out the sunlight. The floorboards creaked as the he pulled back a barstool and took a
seat at the bar. He reached into his jacket pocket and said
“You Stan Miller?” he said in a deep raspy voice. The other
man swirled the moonshine in his glass and said “What
does it mean to you?” “A whole lot’a money” he chuckled.
He pulled a piece of worn paper out of his jacket and slid
across the oak bar. The supposed Stan Miller turned the
paper over and said “Another one huh.”
“Yup” he replied. “Butch Graves is the name, you’ve stirrin’
up quite a bit of trouble if I do say so myself ”. The bartender gulped, even from the other side of the bar he could see
the big bold letters WANTED DEAD OR ALIVE and 300
dollars next to it.
“Let’s take this outside.” Butch said, revealing the revolver
he had hidden under his jacket. He turned away, got out
of his chair and walked towards the doors. He looked back
and said “We can do this the easy way or the hard way”
giving him a toothy grin. He pushed the sliding doors open
and hung his coat on his saddle. Stan tipped his hat down,
downed his drink, and followed Butch. Once outside Stan

said to Butch “I’ll take it the hard way”. “You seemed like
the kind of guy to do that.” he smiled. “You there” he yelled
to the ranch hand. He looked up. “What’s your name?”
“Randy”
“Well Randy, would you mind helpin’ us with a little shooting match?”
“What’s in it for me?”
“5 dollars.”
“Fine”. Butch and Stan marched in opposite directions.
Butch stopped and pivoted on his right heel. As quick as
lightning Butch had pulled a Colt from his waistband and
squeezed the trigger, but the gun made no sound.
“Dammit Jeremy!” Butch yelled breaking his southern
drawl for a refined New England tone. “You were supposed
to refill the caps before I went back on set.”
A timid looking young man poked his out of the saloons
door and gave a frightened glance towards this supposed
cowboy. “I’m sorry Mr. Jones, it wo-won’t happen again.”
“You’re right, because you’re FIRED! Get out of here.”
Jeremy teared up and slowly walked away. This pretender
looked towards a director’s chair and marched towards
him. “These amateur interns, Tim I can’t work like this.”
Tim looked up over the rim of some sunglasses to Mr.
Jones, “Sam why don’t you head back to your trailer and
cool down while I find you a replacement.” “Sure”. Sam
walked back to his trailer. It had a worn gold star labelled
Mr. Sam Jones on the door. His forties hadn’t been kind
him, neither was a drawn out divorce and the overdue
taxes laying in front of his door in Los Angeles but there’s
no business like show business.
Billy Williams
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Thoughts

Meditation

T

T

here is nothing left of my mind other than an uninviting tangle of fears and hope for the next day.
I peek in through the reflection in my eyes and see passive
silhouettes retying threads.
I do not want strings of irrelevant thoughts unravelling
themselves into the prying palms of strangers.
They are for me to seam through, torn tissues of being- to
reclaim the void and replace it with the effervescence of a
Friday afternoon.
Yet with every instance of contemplation, knots are pulled
apart and the fraying ends of strings fall limp.
I find that everywhere I go fallen strands of mind trail
behind me.
If I could, I would pick up each one.
Aleena Manoj

he silence rings as the air stills. I can feel the soft
carpet against my crossed legs. I slow my breathing.
Breathe in, oxygen fills my lungs. Breathe out, the carbon
dioxide leaves and I let my worries seep out. Calm fills the
room and all thoughts slip away. Breathe in. Breathe out.
Breathe in. Breathe out. Breathe in. Breathe oooouuut…
Tap... tap... tap…
Something is moving downstairs, hitting against something. My focus wavers; I let my breathing hasten as my
thoughts tornado. It gets louder. Tap TAP TAP! What
could it be? My heart punches my ribs in the tempo of the
taps. The steady beat echoes through the house.
As suddenly as it started, it stopped. My heart slows. It
was nothing. There is a perfectly harmless explanation. I
suppose it must be a tree branch hitting a window in the
morning breeze.
I can get back to my mindfulness meditation. I can relax
and clear my thoughts, like the YouTube meditation instructor explained.
Breathe in- CRASH!!!
A great burst of sound reached out, like arms of the dead
reaching towards me. This time, I know something is
downstairs, someone. I get up slowly, careful not to make a
noise.
Somebody, for sure a person, is in the kitchen. The crash,
they must be looking through my pots and pans. Now,
it sounds like they are rummaging around in my cutlery
drawer. Don’t worry. They are probably just looking for
money, or valuables, I tell myself. Descending the stairs
to the kitchen, I take time on each step. I don’t want the
burglar to hear me, I don’t want him to see me creeping around my own house. As I reach the last step, I stop.
Whoever it is not in the kitchen anymore. I can hear footsteps below me, he must be in the basement. I quicken my
steps, hurrying through the kitchen. Soon he will realise
all I keep down there is firewood. When I reach the basement door, I stand still. I cup my hands against the wood,
listening for movement, breathing, anything. All I hear is
the soft hum of the hot water heater. I think he’s gone, he
must have climbed out through one of the tiny basement
windows. I feel relieved, I can go back to meditating, I am
determined to have a good day.
I finish putting my dinner plate and cutlery in the dishwasher. I think I will spend the night watching television
in front of the fire. It will be a nice cosy end to my lovely
day. I grab a flashlight and open the basement door In the
dim light, I carefully walk down the steps. I start to gather
wood, picking out the best kindling sticks and biggest logs.
I turn around, and see a
Balaclava covered face …
Emilie Higgins
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The Way Up
Over the peaks and hills, the sun declined.
It took its time to bid adieu
And left a soggy, cobalt sky behind.
But with that, all the light in town withdrew.
Through the barren streets, I marched alone.
I felt a stir of Melancholy nibble at my heart
As I brushed past all the memories that I had gladly known.
With faces of perplexity, they tugged at me as I tried to depart.
They thrust at me, an avalanche of query.
Yet, I could not stop to reason and respond.
I feared my woe would climb my throat to beg and make a plea.
Oblivious to the chiming of the town clock, I trekked beyond.
The town dissolved behind, for I abandoned all.
The urban outskirts and the void of wilderness contoured a shore.
Without the city glow, I plunged into nightfall.
I did not know if I was ever to break the surface, once more.
I caught my target up above, against the sparkling sky.
It lay beyond a monstrous peak of vast capacity.
I doubted if I would ever reach up so high.
Nevertheless, I began my climb albeit uncertainly.
I fought the gradient off to, what seemed like no end.
My progress, palpable but my speed was deeply slow.
The only thing that kept my spirit on the mend
Was the fear of falling way back, down below,
As if granting me mercy, the bank flattened
And the world did seem to grow before my very eyes.
I gazed at the labyrinthine route back down, if only for a second
So that I could say my goodbye’s.
Beyond the peaks and hills, the moon ascended.
It welcomed me like some prospective lover
With a pearly radiance and arms that seemed silver-plated.
And with that, all the heavens began to shimmer.
Luke Keenan

Dérive
Flottant, dérivant avec le remou des vagues berçantes.
Flottant en apesanteur, pas un muscle serré ou une préoccupation soulevée.
Le soleil jette des faisceaux de lumière tout le long de mon corp,
Les gouttes de chaleur traversent mon corps allongé dans l’eau sur laquelle je flotte.
Respirer lentement et régulièrement, entendre chaque respiration,
En ce moment même, il n’y a pas de mort.
Je pouvais vivre éternellement, alors que je sentais cette petite brise.
Mon nez chatouille, alors que je pense à des mers infinies.
J’étais seul, d’esprit au moins je dirais,
Jusqu’à ce que j’ai levé les yeux et dit au revoir à l’eau que j’ai aimé toute la journée.
Katelyn Delgado
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Saul’s Story

G

roups of stubble-faced men sat around metal tables
arguing loudly while slurping down cups of café au
lait and puffing clouds from cigarettes. Red awnings hung
above the ironwork balconies that supported endless arrays
of terracotta planters’ and well-drained lavender beds. A
distinct mouldy smell wafted from the synagogue, through
the door that arched shadows onto the ground. An uneven
fringe of ancient limestone buildings, thick with ivy covering the rot beneath, leaned clumsily against each other,
forming a ring around this quaint square. Saul plodded
down uneven steps of these crooked streets and blind alleys with his eyes remaining on the ground, watching the
movement of his faded maroon sandals hitting each cobbled stone. His head would occasionally pop up in a darting motion to scan his surroundings for lurking beastly
creatures ready to ambush his stroll. While Saul’s mind
was kept busy by the hypnotising slap of his sandals, and
his ever-present monsters, the small-town square around
him blissfully proclaimed that ‘it would be a beautiful day!’
Only that would not be the case for Saul.
He was unsure where they were going as he called,
‘Maman,’ to the lady with a mane of blonde hair that was
walking beside him. The rhinoceros shaped earrings that
dangled around her face shook as she turned to look down
at Saul, taking his sweaty hand and offering a sympathetic
smile.
‘Where is your coat Saul, have you left it at home again?’
she asked as a cool breeze unexpectedly blew past them.
‘I forgot it, Maman,’ Saul simply said while eyeing the
streets suspiciously.
She nodded while patting around her coat pockets. Her
hand had left Saul’s in a flash only for it to return, holding
a glittering gold franc. Placing it in Saul’s palm, she tightly
closed his fingers over it, smiling while uttering to him to
keep it safe so he could buy something nice at the market.
‘What does she mean buy?’ Saul wondered as they set foot
towards the gated green expanse not too far ahead.
Amongst the bustle of people, Saul’s stomach dropped, and
his chest tightened when his eyes landed on a lengthy line
of smartly dressed soldiers patrolling down the street. His
eyes fell on their enormous black boots that hit the ground
with such force, Saul was sure a single stride would squash
him into mush. Permanent vicious eyes highlighted their
expressionless faces, and not a single hair flinched in the
breeze that had become distinctly stronger. Each soldier
marched in front of empty wooden carts lining the pavement, and Saul felt lightheaded as the sound of their boots
echoed into every alley and street. Despite the terrifying
men ahead, Saul’s feet continued to gradually inch closer
towards them before realising he was being dragged along
the street. He cried out in protest, asking to return home,
explaining that ‘the soldiers are here. And they have carts.
And they’ll squash me.’ He was given no response except a
strong arm linking through his own. It would be impossible for him to run away from the force dragging him closer
to danger.
At the iron gate of the market entrance, Saul gripped the
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coin in his hand so tightly that he was sure it would break
in two. He could no longer see these coercive soldiers and
their wooden boxes, therefore deciding he would be safe
from danger for the time being. Saul inhaled deeply, momentarily forgetting his fears and foes, as they stepped into
the market’s colourful tents and benches. Smells of sizzling
saucisson and sweet cakes radiated from cast iron pots up
into his nose. Throngs of family folk, but mainly women,
surrounded Beckerman’s kosher butcher, clearly a village
favourite. They shoved and pushed elbows to reach the
front of the queue, where workers charmed with smiles at
these fastidious women taking their time expertly poking
each chicken, to ensure the meat was of high quality. As
they inspected for faults underwings and inside mouths,
the butchers waited patiently, knowing the women would
be unsuccessful in their quest for a bargain. It was fundamental in kosher laws that each chicken was accurately
slaughtered by a single smooth drag of the sharpest knife,
through an action known as shechita. This would sever
through the trachea, oesophagus, carotid arteries, nerves
and veins, resulting in the animals becoming numb and
paralysed. From there, it would not take long for the bunting of chickens hanging upside-down, to fill the tin buckets
waiting beneath their heads. The thick blackish blood
would then be thrown onto the cobbles, travelling in the
cracks leading up to the shop as tangible evidence of their
excellence for all to see.
Saul was awoken from his trance, realising the coin had left
his palm and was whirling continuous circles on the stones
below. His face flushed and his teeth clamped together
behind scrunched lips, before he finally succeeded in
grabbing the coin. ‘Maman will be oh so proud,’ he smiled
to himself, crawling backwards, attempting to stand up,
until his eyes saw it. Through the forest of feet and legs,
Saul saw those heavy black boots everywhere. A blink
and he heard a snapping bang. Without lifting his head,

Saul crawled as fast as possible to a nearby tree where he
slumped behind its trunk to catch his breath. As he pushed
himself up, his hand slipped across a sharp rock, forming a gaping cut stretching from his middle finger to the
start of his wrist. From here, Saul could see the soldiers up
close, their nostrils flaring, boots stamping on the ground,
and heads flying back and forth, delighting themselves in
the terrified people fleeing for their lives. A red and black
badge on their sleeve caught Saul’s eye. Its black symbol
looked familiar, but he could not figure out where he had
seen it. He knew something terrible was happening as
the men, women and children wearing a yellow star were
quickly shot to the ground. ‘Why are they being targeted?’
He couldn’t understand. Saul looked down at the identical
shape on his chest, and he knew he had to get away or he
too, would be killed in one swift and deadly action. Blood
began to flood the ground from the piling bodies of those
that tried to fight against this horror. Saul was in complete
shock watching those still standing being shoved into
wooden boxes, disappearing from the scene.
With a spinning head, he stumbled through a gap in the
gate, down alleyways and through streets that were now
dark. Everything made sense. He knew those soldiers were
the infamous Nazis, and he knew their goal was to kill.
‘That’s why they were taking the people away’ he thought.
‘I must tell everyone at home what is happening.’ Saul continued to run in the weaving laneways but was suddenly
grabbed by the arm. He struggled to get away as the person
yanked him firmly forward. “They have me,’ he thought
while he shook his head up and down, trying to release
himself from their tight hold. ‘Think Saul. The person
wasn’t in uniform, so they must be Gestapo. That was bad.
I was only running to get the others...to take them with
me.’ Before he could think anymore, his arm was released,
and the bang of a door shut behind him. He lifted his head
to see a wide-eyed woman standing before him. ‘Don’t kill

me,’ he shrieked before backing away in utter fear. Saul
spun around, desperately searching for an exit to leave this
place, but instead, he hit something and fell back onto a
soft base. Looking at the floor again, he felt at ease in this
comfortable chair that was his perfect size.
The strange lady was back again, carrying something in
her hand. ‘A gun. No... a knife’ Saul thought, as a steaming
cup was held in front of him. His hand remained on his
lap, so she brought his hand to the handle of the cup. Saul,
disorientated, looked down to see five wrinkled fingers curl
around the ceramic curve. He drew back in confusion, but
the cup came with him. Suddenly feeling sick, he tried to
stand up but was unsuccessful, spilling hot tea all over his
legs. The woman with blonde hair was suddenly there helping him up, putting a hand under his armpit and lifting
him forwards. He went over to the window, leaning against
its ledge. ‘What is happening?’ he thought as a black spot
caught his eye. A trotting sound, only meters away, grew
closer and anxiety built in Saul’s chest. He pointed a confused finger as the rhino eared lady neared saying, ‘Black
horses Saul. Nothing more.’ Saul watched them and the
wooden cart until they were no longer visible. The lady
was by his side now. A little tag on her blouse said a name,
‘Isabelle Dumont, Société Alzheimer’s de Cournonsec.’ She
saw him looking. ‘Saul, you’re no longer a boy. That was a
long time ago. You’re safe here now, in your home.’ ‘But...
but, the people are being taken?’ Saul stuttered. ‘The people
are still here.’ Isabelle replied softly. ‘The soldiers?’ Saul
questioned. ‘The soldiers are dead. The war is over Saul.’
she said. ‘No... My hand. I cut it. It must be...” Saul started
crying. Isabelle lifted his hand, while Saul dropped his
head to look down. His shaky palms and wrinkled fingers
said everything. The faded scar from just below his middle
finger to his wrist told him the truth.
Lana Kaminska-Knight
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The Crow Tattoo

S

weat clings to my back as I writhe awkwardly in the
sticky leather recliner. My head pounds as I glance
around the room. “It’s okay, it doesn’t hurt much,” the
woman at the counter says with a kind smile, although the
yells echoing down the hall seem rather contradictory. She
pulls over a chair and sighs. The whirring of the electric
needle encapsulates the room and suddenly each breath
becomes a fight for air as my heart pounds against my
chest in anticipation. My eyes dart around the room and
land on the needle that glistens in the blinding light overhead, coming closer and closer to my bony arm. The sharp
pain from the tip of the needle is almost a relief to my unease. I stare piercingly at the crumbling wall ahead of me,
trying my best to hide my discomfort, praying time would
pass faster. The walls are laced with spider webs stretching from corner to corner. Small spiders scuttle along the
walls, unbothered by the haunting whirring of the needle.
“Almost there,” the woman reassures me while the needle
pokes my skin at awkward angles. I slowly turn to gaze at
the bird which marks my arm and suddenly relax at the
sight. I let out a sigh as I close my eyes to the mechanical
lullaby of the needle.
My arm feels as though it is on fire. “It’ll take a couple
days to heal but it’s a nice design,” the woman says while
she gently applies a cream which only seems to make the
pain worse. I slowly stand up and make my way out of the
building. Youthful rays of sunlight peer through the somewhat intimidating buildings which tower over me. The
streets are empty other than a few lone shoppers scurrying
along the roads. The dew-coated grass dances in the warm
breeze that floats through the town. A smile spreads across
my sullen face as I glance at the tattoo on my arm. The
inky bird glows in the golden rays of sunlight. As I gaze at
the bird soaring across my arm, my mind drifts to the past.
It had been twelve years since the day I sat uncomfortably
on the worn seat, fidgeting while the train sluggishly rolled
through the countryside. I was wearing my sister’s dress
as mine no longer fit me. It was black with little embroidered flowers along the fraying hem and a small satin
bow at the back which was hanging on by just a couple
of pieces of black thread. I glanced up at my father who
was solemnly gazing out the window with a glassy stare
while his hands fiddled with the button on his sleeve. Ever
since my brother left he hadn’t been the same. Alongside
him was my mother. Her hands sat crossed on her lap
while her bushy brown hair drooped down in front of
her pale face. A gentle smile spread across her face when
she noticed me watching but it wasn’t enough to disguise
her tear-stained cheeks. I quickly looked away and distracted myself. Clouds blanketed the sky, hiding any rays
of sunlight which may have otherwise peaked through. I
heard a gentle tapping on the window, and then it became
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a pitter-patter as the clouds spit out their beads of water.
The train jolted as it pulled into the bustling station and we
were pushed along with the crowd rushing out of the train.
Icy droplets of rain landed on my face when I stepped out
of the carriage, but I didn’t mind it. My father grabbed
my hand and my mother grabbed my sister’s hand as they
pulled us along out of the crowded station. We walked
along the thin pathway with wild flowers sprouting along
the sides while cars raced by, splashing us with the murky
puddles as they passed. We walked in silence; there wasn’t
much to say.
Eventually we reached the small graveyard which we
had visited countless times before. I stumbled along the
moss-laden cobbled path with weeds bursting through
the cracks. Rows of graves were lined along the path, the
majority of which had a bouquet of dying flowers placed
on top. We suddenly came to a stop. I stared at the engraved headstone which had begun to crumble at the
edges. I looked up at my parents and noticed a tear rolling down my mother’s cheek, or perhaps it was a drop
of rain. I looked away again and stared straight ahead. A
crow perched on the crumbling gravestone and glared at
me. I glared back at his beady black eyes, thankful for the
distraction. His black inky wings stood sleekly on his small
body. I tilted my head slightly, examining his glaring eyes
which seemed to peer into my soul. He tilted his head in
return. Neither of us moved, we simply continued to stare.
Slowly a smile spread across my face as I thought perhaps
it was possible that the bird was him, watching over the
rest of us in his wake.
A couple of minutes later my father cleared his throat and
grabbed my hand again, guiding the way back to the train
station. I turned to look behind me as we left and my eyes
met with the crow’s. A sense of comfort washed over me.
Once again, we walked in silence. My mind swarmed with
thoughts and images, admiring the bird’s eyes and feathers in my mind. I didn’t notice the roaring sound of cars
racing by on the road or the subtle sound of my mother’s
sniffles on the train ride home. I simply sat wondering:
‘Could it be him?’
I jolt back to reality as a passer-by bumps into me, muttering apologies as he gingerly dodges out of the way of
others. I gently pass my fingers over the tender tattoo on
my arm and smile. “I missed you,” I whisper under my
breath as a sense of comfort washes over me. I look back
up, the street is now much busier than before and a swarm
of people mindlessly hurry about their business. I close my
eyes for a moment and take a deep breath before stepping
forward and joining the crowd.
Leah Rossiter

Anne and Michael

H

e was perched on a chair in the corner of the kitchen
and gazed around at the orange tiles and wooden
cabinets. They still looked the same as when they first
moved in. Below him was a plate of burnt eggs and toast
on the table and he placed a cup of coffee down next to
them. It wasn’t perfect by any means, but it was her favourite. He could hear her slippers racing down the stairs as if
she were young again. Tender warmth filled up his heart,
a feeling that lasted a lifetime. He stood up from the chair
and fixed the buttons of his flannel shirt. He looked up to
find her standing in the doorway. She was a sight of pure
beauty, but not to disguise her brilliant intelligence and
humour.
“Happy birthday Anne,” he said through his beaming
smile.
“Oh Michael, how sweet of you,” she replied. “And you
made me my favourite breakfast.”
“Of course, now eat up and we’ll go for a drive, eh?”
He grabbed his keys from the side table and opened the
door.
“Ladies first.”
She blushed and walked through the door and towards the
car. Her slip-ons click-clacked on the granite driveway. His
footsteps echoed as he hurried down to the car just in time
to open the door for her. He scraped the thin layer of snow
off the windscreen and scrambled into the car. The engine
rumbled as they reversed out of the driveway. He linked
his hand in hers and began driving to the first place in his
mind. They drove along a snowy road with trees arching
over it like a canopy. They listened to the soft crackle of La
Vie En Rosé and reminisced back to the nights where they
would dance in their living room until two in the morning.
The car slowly came to a stop. To anyone else it would have
looked like they had just stopped in the middle of the road,
but not to them. They looked through the foggy windows
at a tree that stood alone on the pavement.
“Seems like lifetimes ago,” she said.
“I still remember the day it all stopped. We would talk for
hours under this tree, until one day,” he replied.
“Oh, I remember. You asked me if I would go on a date
with you, and I said no.”
They looked at each other and burst into laughter.
“I went home that day and told my mother I would never
speak to Ann Thompson again,” he announced in hysterics.
They giggled until there were tears in their eyes. He let go
of her hand and grabbed the steering wheel, taking one last
look before driving on. He could feel the comfort of the
sun on his skin and the grass on the back of his neck as if
he were lying under the tree and admiring her once again.
They drove into town towards the second stop that he
wanted to go to. It had been completely renovated and it
felt like it wasn’t theirs anymore. It wasn’t as busy as it was
when they were young though. No one really stayed too
long anymore, people were too obsessed with ‘the big city
life’ to raise families in small towns. The old cinema had
shut down a while ago, but they could still remember the
golden sign above the door and the velvet draped curtains

inside. A few miles down the road was a run-down restaurant. They stopped right outside and looked in.
“Such a shame isn’t it,” Michael broke the silence.
“It was a lovely place,” she recalled.
“It was January on a freezing night. You wore your grandmother’s pearls and a long black dress, and I asked you to
marry me. It was one of the happiest moments of my life.”
“Don’t forget the free dessert,” she said with a smile that
was on the edge of bittersweet.
They sat in tranquillity letting themselves be taken back to
that night, remembering the fine details like the waiter’s
name and the crystal glasses. They could hear the hustle
and bustle of the restaurant and the Charleston playing in
the background. It was serene, peaceful. Michael turned to
face the road and adjusted in his seat.
“Right, there’s one more place to go.”
The car started again, and they drove off, slower this time.
He gripped her hand while driving, though he kept his
eyes on the road. Rain started to tap away at the windshield
and the sound of the world faded away, muffling under the
cloak of grey clouds. His thumb replicated the sound of the
rain on the steering wheel. The car came to a rest. A church
towered over them, the steeple touching the sky. The car
inched forward and around the back of the church. The
gravel crunched under the tires. Then it was quiet. In front
was a field of stones. Every stone unique, standing upright
in its place. A name printed on each one. He looked to his
left at the empty passenger seat. The seatbelt untouched,
the glove compartment vacant. He stepped out into the
misty air and made his way across the grass, while the dew
slowly collected on his shoes. Each step was heavier than
the last, until there was none left. He stared down at one of
the stones. His trembling fingers reached into his pocket
for a handkerchief. He wiped a single tear rolling down his
cheek and cleared his throat.
“Happy birthday Anne.”
Ali Lynch
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Ordinary World

I

n a small bedroom an alarm clock rings signalling the
beginning of the day. The day in question is the 15th of
September 2005. A figure rises from beneath creased and
crumpled covers. A man, he is of slight build with a vest
hanging loosely from his chest. He has short curly hair and
wide eyes, while his nose and chin are angular and pointed.
He glances briefly at the clock. The digital display reads
8:20. 20 minutes to get ready. Pulling open the wardrobe,
there is a selection of shirts and ties available. Eventually,
a blue shirt and a red and silver tie are selected, along with
graphite slacks. A mug of cold tea constitutes breakfast as
the man grabs his keys, wallet, phone, and iPod, before
walking through the door and closing it with a bang.
Walking down the bustling dual carriageway, it is bitterly
cold. He seems to shrink further into his long coat as his
breath forms clouds in front of his face. Arriving at the
bus stop, his shoes crunching on the coarse gravel, there
are still three minutes until his bus arrives. Three minutes
too many. Choosing a somewhat sheltered spot behind
the stop, he is briefly shielded from the biting autumn air,
which seems to punch from all angles, much like a piston.
After what seems like an age, a single-decker appears to
whisk the man away from one prison to another. After
having faced the cold outside, he knows which he’d prefer,
and he climbs gratefully on board, pressing his travel card
against the reader.
The bus rumbles past all manners of drab office buildings, housing estates and supermarkets. With his stop fast
approaching, and with a few muffled apologies, the man is
at the doors just in time for the bus to come to a complete
stop. The doors hiss open, again leaving the breeze to wash
over the nose and cheeks of our man. He begins to trudge
up the pavement, speeding up halfway through to make
a good time. About fifteen minutes later, he finds himself
on the ground floor of a large, four-storey building. The
building style is rather 1970s, with a pebble-dashed exterior, banks of rectangular windows and some dead flowers
arranged forlornly outside.
Once safe inside the building and the lift, he presses the
same button he has pressed for the last five years, marked
“C.A.H PLC”. Upon reaching the third floor of the office
complex, he is greeted by a familiar sight, that of a perfectly stereotypical office setting: some fake plants arranged
evidently without much care, the ringing of phones, the
rustling of papers, and today, the smell of burning from the
kitchen area. Looks like someone forgot that the toaster
had a dodgy fuse.
Pasting a smile on his face for Gary (human resources),
Dawn (PR), Liv (sales agent) and Richard (overseas), he
makes his way to his cubicle. After taking off his coat and
hanging it over the back of his chair, he carefully removes
his satchel and leans it against the leg of his desk. The third
quarter income report is in there and he doesn’t want to
rip or crumple it. His boss, Mr. Hinds, will be expecting
it from him this afternoon. If it is accurate, there could be
a potential promotion in it for him and maybe even an
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increase. He sits down at his computer and switches it on.
It is an old Dell unit and seems to take an age to load.
Once it does, he is greeted with a new email from Gareth
(regional manager) listing his requirements for the day.
They include making a spreadsheet for the meeting next
week, preparing his portfolio for when the chairman of
the company comes for the random inspection, along
with having the report finished that day. Not being one to
procrastinate, the man opens up a spreadsheet processor,
opens the folders from last week’s survey and starts typing.
45 minutes later, the spreadsheet is complete.
As he starts to make his way to the printer, he is greeted
by a friend, Paul, who works next door in Marketing. The
banter is light-hearted as they talk about the team-building
exercise on Friday. Eventually, Paul’s pager bleeps, and
he has to report back to his desk. Shuffling across to the
printer, he picks it up and makes his way back to his desk,
where he files it away for next week. Still more work beckons.
After about an hour of putting hobbies he’s never done and
has no interest in doing on his portfolio, Mr. Hinds calls
around. A tall and well-built man with black hair fast being
outstripped by silver, he could put anyone at ease with his
good nature and easy-going yet authoritative manner. He
is looking for the report. Our man reaches into his satchel,
has a brief heart attack when his hand grips nothing,
which quickly subsides once his fingers grasp a pristine,
poly-pocketed sheet, which he hands to Mr. Hinds, who
promptly thanks him warmly. With his ears burning from
the praise, he sits back down.
Lunchtime comes and goes, and with the qualifications
section of his portfolio nearing completion, he glances up
at the clock. It’s suddenly nearing half past five-time to
leave. He logs off his computer, pulls on his thick brown
overcoat, slings his satchel over his soldier, and is stepping
through the doors by the time the clock reaches quarterto. He walks back to the bus stop where he disembarked
earlier, to find that his bus is about to leave without him
on board. Sprinting as fast as he can, he gets his foot in the
door with seconds to spare, his well-worn brogue stopping
the door from closing completely.
Opening the door of his small, terraced house, he prepares
a quick dinner of beans and broccoli, before watching
television for half an hour- he is suddenly exhausted. After
that, he changes, brushes his teeth and climbs into bed, in
an ordinary house, in an ordinary country, in an ordinary
world.
Luka Flanagan
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The Growth

I

was utterly alone when I woke in the darkness. I
stretched out and gazed around me, seeing nothing but
blank walls. I sat in silence. Time lost all meaning in the
sunless room. I drifted in and out of consciousness. Once
I awoke and, to my surprise, someone else was in that
room with me. Gradually, one by one, more people just
like me came to be in that room. They arrived when we
were asleep, placed there by some unseen god. Although I
was used to being alone, the company was nice. But every
day more and more people arrived. It got crowded. I came
to miss that room as it once was, so empty and peaceful.
We pressed against each other, packed against the walls of
that room. The conditions were awful. We had no room to
breathe or to stretch out. The stench was something terrible. Inevitably, the room reached its breaking point.
It was a normal day. My nose was flat against the wall and
I was busy trying in vain to stretch my arms out. Suddenly
a door, that had previously seemed to simply be part of the
wall, flew open and the room was lit up with this otherworldly light. We shrank back on reflex. Once my eyes had
adjusted, I approached the door cautiously. With one foot
in the doorway, I peered out. What I saw was beyond my
wildest dreams. The world was bigger than just our small
dank room. The open door revealed the world beyond.
There were even other people out there. They looked like
us but different somehow in a way that none of us could
label. They glanced at us as they sauntered down the alley
that the room opened onto, but quickly looked away. We
must have made a strange sight with so many of us packed
inside, craning to see what life was like on the outside. We
slowly spread out and edged down the alley, anxious to see
what else this world had in store. The alley opened onto a
much larger street, filled with throngs of those other peo-
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ple. They made a strange but beautiful sight. There were
people of all different shapes, sizes, and colours. They were
all intrinsically different, from how they looked to how
they moved. But they all existed together in harmony.
The world was complex but seamless. The junctions
seemed like a tangled maze, but the roads were all interconnected. The alleys joined onto lanes which gave way
to roads. The roads merged to form streets which led to
massive highways. There were buildings too, of course,
of almost every shape and size imaginable. Some towered above us, mighty skyscrapers which could have been
standing for a thousand years before this and looked as
though they would stand for thousands more. Some were
similar in size to the hovel that I had just escaped from.
But every single building had a place on the interconnecting mess of roads. I gaped at this wondrous world before
me which just teemed with life. I couldn’t believe it had
been there this whole time, separated from us by a mere
doorway. The sights and sounds and smells. The possibilities of what we could do, of what we could see. They were
limitless.
Eventually, we stopped staring and joined the throngs that
were hurrying down the street. The other people on the
road weren’t very considerate. We did not meld into the
harmony of this world. We were shoved and pushed, given
dirty looks, one bloke even spat at me as I tried to edge my
way around his ample girth. We responded in kind, spewing hateful words and crude gestures. We followed the road
as it twisted and winded around the buildings. On and on
it went, passing by buildings large and small.
As it went on, the road narrowed, and the crowds grew
sparse as they hurried to their destinations. We kept on
wandering. We weren’t sure what we were even looking

for until we had found it. A building that could become
our new home. It was a beautiful tower, tall, bright and
spacious. The only problem was that it already belonged
to someone else. So, we did what we had to do. We had suffered in a tiny room. It was our turn to be out in the world,
able to grow and spread as we pleased.
Soon we had done just that. The other people lived in fear.
Would their building be the next one to be taken over?
Would it be them robbed in the street and left for dead?
Would they be the next to mysteriously disappear? Whenever we ventured out of our building, we saw the state of
the world. The buildings looked unkempt and rubbish littered the deserted streets. The other people were subdued
and were living in fear. In retrospect, it felt inevitable. They
began to fight back.
They began their campaign with poison. We couldn’t eat
or drink for fear that we could become contaminated.
There were whispers that the very atmosphere was becoming poisonous. We were forced to stop venturing outside.
Rumours were running rampant. Some had heard tell
of the hovel that we had begun our journey from. It had
disappeared. Ripped from the world with all those who
had inhabited it at the time. But there were losses on both
sides. The other people were affected by the poison too and
the world bore the brunt of the consequences. The soaring
towers began to decay and crumble without the constant
maintenance from the others. They were no longer the pillars of strength and endurance which they had once been.
In poisoning us, the others managed to harm everyone,
including the world itself.
We huddled inside of our building. All I remember of
those final days is the debilitating fear that encompassed us
all. Inevitably, the poison reached us too. I watched in hor-

ror as everyone around me succumbed to it. It was horrific
yet I couldn’t look away. One by one they fell. Eventually, I
was the only one left. It ended as it had begun. I was silent,
finally defeated, alone once again. I closed my eyes and
sighed as I fell into the blackness.
Lucy squeezed her eyes shut. She could hear the doctor’s
voice layered over the familiar hustle and bustle of the hospital, but she didn’t need to. He was only confirming what
she already knew in her heart. When he was done talking,
she stood, grabbing her handbag. She shook his hand as
she left the room. She made her way to the exit, tracing a
path that she had walked many times.
Lucy walked out the door of the hospital. It was early
spring, and she could hear the birds chirping, full of spirit.
The watery sun broke through the clouds, shining down
on her as it does after it rains. She tilted her head upwards,
savouring the faint warmth of the rays on her face. She
could smell that woody smell of damp earth. Life sprung
up all around her, from the new flowers to a fat bumblebee
making the rounds. She savoured this moment. She was
alive. She was cancer-free. She had won.
Anna Smyth
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15 minutes

K

evin sat in class, notebook bare and fiddling his
chewed pencil through his chewed fingers, which bore
chewed nails. Not risking it bursting, he caressed its dents
to get a similar release; he received meagre results. He
looked up from his pen and saw his teacher, Mr. Maxton,
had risen from his desk and begun drawing ships onto
the whiteboard. He was far from an artist, but his sketches
were enough. Mr. Maxton stopped after three ships, but
Kevin’s mind didn’t. There were rows of cannons, a few
men on the deck, a fleet, and a captain to man them all.
The Queen’s Navy tore through the rough Indian Ocean,
rattled by powerful waves and cursed skies. The largest
ship of the fleet, branded with the maiden of luck, bore
a crew of rowdy sailors who charged against the brutal
conditions, rigging, tying, loading and drinking, all the
while their captain watched them from the crow’s nest,
unhampered by the elements. Captain Morlyn took his
eye off the crew and stared forward, the gaslights of India
shone through the storm. The sky barked thunder, It spoke
his name.
“Kevin, are you still with us?”
Kevin was back in his classroom, Mr. Maxton and the rest
of the class were staring at him. “Well Kevin?”
“Yes Sir.”
Kevin expected the class to resume, it didn’t. There were
some stray giggles and concerned looks from Mr. Maxton.
He gestured for the class to work and began walking to
Kevin’s desk. He crouched to Kevin’s level, “Is everything
alright?” He asked.
“Yeah, I’m totally fine”
“So the Caravel was the most used ship because ‘Yes sir?’”
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Mr. Maxton chuckled.
Kevin jumped to explain himself, but only came out with
stutters and semi-curses.
“Relax Kevin, just remember to use your diagram next
time” Diagram? “Hmm, I expected a skull on its hull, but
the maiden works too” Maiden? Kevin looked at his copybook, a drawing of a ship, sailing through rough seas, with
a maiden painted on the side graced his page.
“Sir, I don’t remember drawing this.”
“Kevin it’s ok to want a girl on your boat, I remember wh-.”
“I don’t want to know sir!” Kevin stopped himself, he. His
teacher was taken aback, his face was a mix of concern and
fear. “I need to return to the board, keep your head up,
we’ve only 15 minutes left”. Kevin’s teacher walked away
from that line without a single thought to it, but upon
hearing those words Kevin went completely numb.
He rang the crow’s nest bell and screamed to his men
“Land Ho Lads!” He looked to the deck, and gripped
the sword at his side. Hulking tentacles now tangled the
ship. On a cranked whim, Morlyn smashed the banisters
and leapt, sword in hand, to the chaos of the deck. Upon
landing, he set upon the tentacles, slashing all he saw to
chunks, spilling all manner of gore across the deck. He
wore a wicked smile, until out of the corner of his eye he
saw the rest of the fleet, retreating from the fight. He ran to
the edge of the ship, sword still up and yelled taunts to the
fleet, “Don’t come back you bloody cowards!” he cackled,
oblivious to the looming presence behind him and the suddenly halted tentacle attacks. “I have all I need my vessel;
Rum, Crew and Glory!” However, Morlyn knew not that
the cellars were dry, or bloated, grey cadavers were all that

remained of his crew, or that the looming horror behind
him was not a trophy, but a bastion of silent agony.
Morlyn turned to see the gargantuan horror, its tentacles
now hovering patiently around the vessel. Morlyn felt the
beast knew him, on a level deeper then Morlyn wanted to
go. He felt it in his back, his arms, his legs, a hot tug at his
nerves like he was beneath the shadow of a wave, moments
from breaking. In a fit, he began slashing and slicing the
numerous tentacles surrounding him. The beast could only
bear the pain for so long, right? Morlyn slurred at the beast
as he hacked at it; his jabs spoke confidence but inside he
felt torn rotten. His only end was the beast. His spine was
a snake fighting to rip itself from him, he felt floaty and
untethered. Morlyn saw a tentacle fly at him. With the deck
muddled with sliced appendages and his head filled with
delirium, he tripped. The tentacle caught the blade and
glided from view, leaving Morlyn face down in chunks of
his glory. Then, his glory began to float. Water was rising
between the cracks of the deck, Morlyn saw Tentacles rip
from the ship’s hull. This wasn’t a duel; it was destruction.
The ship began to sink, Morlyn followed suit. He could
have climbed to the nest and gone out in a blaze of glory or
dignity; no, the water was cooling and nice, his fears and
pains floated while he sank deep, deep down to the dark.
He glimpsed the beast from below, a smaller tentacle now
hugged his waist, it dragged him through greater depths.
Kevin’s face was buried in his sleeves. Out of a small crack
he saw his classmates hoist their bags and run out the door,
he could hear the greetings of adults and kids outside the
door; class was over. Kevin’s heart was beating fast and his
nerves felt like ice, of all the sounds he heard, none of them

were his mother’s. He was safe in here, he didn’t need to
see out that door, if she was really here she would have got
him by now. Through the crack he saw the clock; 3 minutes after class. He thrust his face harder into his sleeves,
his eyes were searing and wet, his mind was telling him to
look but his body yelled to stay, all he wanted was his dark
nook, with only himself to worry.
A gliding zip broke his state. He peered at a tight shirt and
glasses opening his school bag. Kevin didn’t bother fixing himself up; his teacher knew him too well. He began
putting Kevin’s stuff in his bag, they didn’t talk for those
few minutes, their company spoke more than they could.
When they were done, Kevin stood up with his teacher.
They both faced the door. Kevin stood a foot from a cliff,
beneath that was only fog; deep, thick fog; smouldering
ashes which- His teacher put a hand to his shoulder and
walked Kevin to his desk. From a drawer he drew a simple, tattered case, within it was a black fountain pen. He
handed it to Kevin, Kevin felt bite marks across its surface.
His teacher chuckled again, Kevin chuckled with him.
A knocking came from the door, they both turned
“Kevin?” said Kevin’s Mum. “There you are, I was beginning to worry”.
Jamie Murray
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My Life in a Circle
My life was in a circle of swivels and swirls,
With twists and turns and rings,
In ballet class I did a pirouette and found myself in fantasy dreams,
And in soccer class I kicked the ball but right then
I was thinking of hoops and loops,
Later at a party I played with the balloons and imagined I swung
off a swing into a bubble of discs,
And so that night I was up on cloud nine thinking
of all the twirls and swirls in the world that day.
Rachel Fahy

Cats

A

re you feeling lonely? Do you want some company? Maybe it is time to look in to getting
a cat. Cats make amazing pets they are sweet, fun and easy to take care of. There are lots
of things to learn about cats before you bring one in to your house but it is worth it. This guide
will teach new pet owners how to take care of their cat.
When a new cat arrives to your home and you put him or her down he or she may run away
and hide. If that happens do not panic this is common, you may need to wait a little while to
play with him or her. Wait for them to approach you, they need time to build up confidence in
their new home. Let them decide when to approach you. Every cat is different so this may happen at different times. Once they trust you, slowly introduce the cat to other family members
and or pets. Do not bring two cats together in the same house unless the two are family. All
cats will need a bed, toys, dishes, food, a litter box and kitty litter. Buy all of those items before
the cat arrives.
Playing with a cat is very fun. Cats love to hunt so when you play with them most of the time
it is a hunting related game. If you slowly drag a string down a hallway your cat will probably
chase it or attack it. Cats like to play for twenty minutes at a time three or four times a day,
sometimes more or sometimes less. When cats are sleeping do not play with them, they might
get a little mad. It is best to let a cat approach you to begin playing until you learn their personality.
Now that you have learned how to play with a cat you need to also take care of your new pet.
You must feed the cat twice a day, once in the morning and once in the evening. Do not feed
the cat lunch if you do the cat will become sick and start to get obese. You will also need to
scoop litter twice a day and change the cat’s litter from its litter box once a week. You will need
to decide if you want to have an indoor cat or an outdoor cat. Indoor cats do not go outside,
outdoor cats can go inside and outside. Indoor cats live on average seventeen years and outdoor cats live on average twelve years.
This guide should help cat owners take care of their pet. Taking care of a cat can be a lot of
work but it is worth it. Putting in the effort leads to a friendly and fun cat
Tiernan Bradley
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M’fhuinneog
Ag stánadh amach m’fhuinneog le mo mhadra,
gnáthlá dó,
ceann eile dom.
Cloisim éan ag canadh
In áit nach bhfeicim.
A amhrán anois
crothach is ag crochadh
Trí chupán tae agus an t-uisce á bheiriú an t-am ar fad.
‘Dóchas imithe’,
arsa an bhean bhocht le Joe Duffy.
Caife agus caiféin, éirí as.
Múch an raidió seafóideach sin.
Lá le tosnú anois,
lá eile agus lá eile.
Cluasa liobarnacha ina luí i rith an lae,
A chodladh le brionglóid simplí,
ligeann a aighne a scíth.
B’fhearr liom saol simplí mar sin,
is ligim osna throm asam.
Cloiseann sé mo chuimhne,
ardaíonn sé a aghaidh,
ag féachaint ormsa;
Dóchas.
Ach is cuma leis ar an gcéad nóiméad eile,
tuigeann sé go dtiocfaidh sé,
an chéad nóiméad eile.
Sa ghaoth lasmuigh
Crainn ar crith
An féar ag seasamh suas.
Gaoth fhuar ag teacht
beomhar, garbh.
Imithe arís
Ag éalú uaim.
Chlaon an madra a cheann i leataobh.
Ina shuí ar an urlár liom anois,
Ag stánadh amach m’fhuinneog.
Moss Simington
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