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untitled by Karl Murphy

Letter from the Ed�tors
Dear Reader,

When we took on the role of Ed�tors-�n-Ch�ef, we knew we wanted th�s �ssue to have a

pr�nt run. Thanks to our wonderful team, the generous fund�ng of the UCD School of

Engl�sh, Drama, and F�lm, the Mary Lav�n Centre for Creat�ve Wr�t�ng, and the Campus

Bookstore, we are del�ghted to be the f�rst �ssue of New Word Order to release a pr�nt run.

We are proud to br�ng New Word Order to pr�nt for the very f�rst t�me and we hope th�s

legacy can cont�nue for future �ssues. 

        We would l�ke to thank everyone who subm�tted a p�ece, �t takes a great amount of

courage to share work w�th complete strangers. We rece�ved an overwhelm�ng amount of

h�gh-qual�ty work for th�s �ssue and w�sh we could have publ�shed �t all. 

        We hope we have managed to showcase the talents of our authors and art�sts wh�le

honour�ng the�r v�s�ons. The�r work �s what makes our publ�cat�on so spec�al. 

        We also want to thank our amaz�ng team, w�thout whom we couldn’t have publ�shed

th�s �ssue. We would l�ke to thank our subm�ss�ons team for manag�ng all the subm�ss�ons.

We also thank our ed�t�ng team, who carefully read and ed�ted every p�ece to br�ng �t to �ts

h�ghest potent�al. A b�g thank you also goes to our des�gn team, who put an amaz�ng

amount of work �nto the formatt�ng and des�gn�ng of th�s beaut�ful �ournal to get �t ready

for pr�nt. We are also thankful for our amaz�ng market�ng and PR team, who kept our

aud�ence �nformed and engaged about the operat�ons of the magaz�ne. And f�nally a huge

thank you to our outreach and engagement manager, who organ�sed our launch n�ght, 
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and to our d�g�tal ed�tor, who made sure the d�g�tal vers�on of th�s magaz�ne looked �ust as

spectacular as our pr�nted copy. 

        Th�s magaz�ne could not have been publ�shed w�thout the help of our wonderful

module coord�nator, Dr. �onathan Creasy. He helped us throughout the process and was a

mentor for all of us. We w�ll always be grateful for how he �ntroduced us to th�s process

and taught us �nvaluable sk�lls wh�ch we w�ll br�ng w�th us �nto our profess�onal l�ves. 

        When we �umped headf�rst �nto th�s pro�ect, we had no �dea what to expect, but we

embraced our roles as Co-Ed�tors-�n-Ch�ef and learned so much from th�s �ourney. We

p�cked up many sk�lls along the way that helped us grow and change as both wr�ters and

ed�tors. We are very grateful to have rece�ved th�s opportun�ty, and we hope that we have

created a �ournal that makes our whole team proud. 

        We hope you have as great of a t�me read�ng the �ssue as we d�d creat�ng �t! 

Yours Truly,

Ed�tors-�n-Ch�ef, 

Rylee Bakx & Él�se Ms�ca
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clay-woman-th�ng
A poem by Robyn Kelly

� was more than mot�onless
        When � held the frames of loved ones through th�s �nv�s�ble battle,
        � let words cut through me, show�ng my tar-blood, soaked grey mud.
        Back then, � could take a h�t.

� was more than mot�onless 
        When � had to prevent a k�ss 
        Assumed by a fr�end from my butcher-counter-ready sk�n
        He was hungry and self�sh. � cons�dered our future.

� became mot�onless 
        when � was g�ven drag after drag to slow my bra�n and leave my barely 
                                                                                                                              beat�ng 
                                                                                                                                           body 
                to be savaged by cotton-mouthed wolves. 

Th�s contrapposto pose �s all � am now
Before the day � met you, kneel�ng at my feet
To worsh�p what you could see 

� once was.

To want to match the rhythm 
�n wh�ch you breathe clean a�r.
                                                                     �t's hard because �t's easy

But the ones who cla�med my frame
Have stolen my smoke-f�lled lungs.

Tenderness can’t leave my body 
The blood’s clotted 
Hardened w�th�n what’s left.
� would’ve bottled each drop 
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for you. �’m sorry.

� have noth�ng to g�ve
                                    to gr�eve.

Not flow�ng
Not mov�ng
Deep and f�rm
                                           Only a memory 
                                           Of college part�es w�th strangers once 
                                           Made me al�ve.

Th�s vessel �s yours
�f you want to take �t.

Cure me 
F�x me
K�ss me
H�t me
Wet and break th�s k�lned f�n�shed clay,
Mould me.

� have opened         too much.
You’ve seen the deep f�ssures,
The textured edges where 
My f�ngers and n�pples could have been 

�fnotcrushed.

�s �t too much to ask you to take
Your l�ps to these cracks and soften them
To take me from here, 
Shape me �nto someth�ng 
Almost pure.

                                                Be a sealant to the damage when you're done.



12

unt�tled by �os�ne H
enneken

�f �t’s not too much to ask,
Show me �’m st�ll here.
Show me 
                                               L�fe has �ust begun…



One of the b�ggest m�sconcept�ons people have about me �s that �'m happy. �'d say � en�oy
l�fe. � f�nd ways to. But � would by no means descr�be myself as happy, because happy �s a
spec�f�c state of be�ng �n wh�ch � s�mply do not ex�st. � am not happy.

        Take th�s whole car r�de, for example. � haven't sa�d a word, and �'m not that
fasc�nated w�th the endless stretch of f�elds and w�nd turb�nes and horses and whatever
else we've been mov�ng past, but �'ve been sm�l�ng to myself and that's enough to conv�nce
my father �'m hav�ng a grand old t�me. Truth �s �'m �ust l�sten�ng to a podcast, and �'ve lost
track of where we are.

        � know �t's not safe to be ly�ng l�ke th�s. Stretched out across the back seats, no
seatbelt. �t's the type of horror story you hear on the news. People get pulled out of wrecks
so mangled the�r own mothers don't recogn�ze them, all because they d�dn't wear a
seatbelt. Whenever � hear stuff l�ke that � wonder �f a seatbelt would have actually made a
d�fference, or �f �t would have �ust made th�ngs worse. � see the clouds zoom�ng past and
�'m suddenly aware of �ust how fast we're dr�v�ng. �t's the m�ddle of August and Europe's
hotter than ever before. Record temperatures. That stopped sound�ng �mpress�ve once we
started hear�ng �t every year.

        “What k�nd of person wears loafers walk�ng around Appalach�a?”
        “The k�nd of person who doesn't know what they're deal�ng w�th. He had �t com�ng.”
        “As an Appalach�an who en�oys wear�ng loafers, � take offence to that, actually. And don't say
the l�teral murder v�ct�m had �t com�ng, please.”

        � snort. � almost laugh. My mother looks back at me from the passenger seat and says
someth�ng to my father. The podcast goes on.

        “Okay, so they found h�m, he was wear�ng loafers and...”
        “The same �acket he was last seen w�th, but get th�s, d�fferent socks.”
        “Shout out to the murderer for g�v�ng the guy new socks, � guess?”
        “Maybe �t's h�s call�ng card—” “M�lena!”

        The th�rd t�me my mother sp�ts out my name �s the f�rst t�me � hear �t. � 
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Appalach�an Autobahn
A p�ece of f�ct�on by N�kola �an�ka
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pause and sl�p off my headphones.

        “What?”
 

        She's glar�ng. “S�t up. �f we crash, you'll break everyth�ng.”
        “Yeah, well, �f we crash go�ng one-f�fty we're dead e�ther way—”
        “M�lena!”
        “�t's �ust a fact. Let me be comfy.”
        “Sebast�an!”
           

        My father s�ghs. Eyes on the road, he says, “Lena, s�t up.”
        “No.”
        “Well, you heard her.”
        “Sebast�an!”
        “She's an adult, Marta.”
        “She's �mpudent, �s what she �s.”
           

        (�mpudent �s one of my mother's favour�te words. She l�kes �t almost as much as the
news l�kes record temperatures and as much as the podcast l�kes loafers). Speak�ng of wh�ch. �
put my headphones back on and press play.

        “� st�ll can't get over the loafers.”
        “Shut up about the loafers, man.”
        “Th�s guy got murdered on a mounta�n �n Appalach�a wear�ng loafers, of course �'m gonna
talk about the damn loafers, dude.”
           

         � yawn. �t feels l�ke we drove �nto Germany an etern�ty ago, but every t�me � catch a
gl�mpse of the est�mated t�me of arr�val on my father's phone, � see the same number. My
mother's say�ng someth�ng aga�n. � pretend � can't hear.

        “Here's the gruesome part. Content warn�ng—” “—to talk to her own mother l�ke that—”
        “—h�s eyes, and then cut open h�s stomach. They sa�d that—” “—�t shows s�gns of mental
�llness, Sebast�an. Maybe she's unstable—”
        “—blood, guts, everywhere. Nasty stuff. Wanna see the p�ctures—?” “—when �'m �n a
documentary on Net-w�x—”

        “�t's Netfl�x,” � correct her. � pause the podcast �ust to hear her response.
        “�t'd make an �nterest�ng documentary,” says my father. “Matr�c�de �s all the rage  r�ght
now. They're releas�ng Gypsy Rose soon. She got parole.”
          “Don't correct me,” my mother snaps, �gnor�ng h�m. She goes on, “And they 
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really do put some awful th�ngs on there. Who cares about who k�lled who? What's the b�g
deal?”
        “Who cares about who k�ssed who? What's the b�g deal w�th that?” � ask.
        “Well, �t's certa�nly more �nterest�ng than all that bloody stuff.”
        “Who cares who's up for the Oscars th�s year?”
        “Oh, you really love be�ng nasty to me for no good reason, don't you?” She s�ghs. She
doesn't manage to hold her peace long enough for me to press play aga�n. “And �t's not
released yet, for your �nformat�on. They get announced �n �anuary.”
        “Fasc�nat�ng.”
        “Gypsy Rose gets released �n December,” says my father.
        And � repeat, “Fasc�nat�ng.”

        The podcast �s on aga�n. The three hosts argue back and forth about the state of the
body. � learn a lot about gouged-out eyeballs and sp�lled guts. They keep ment�on�ng
loafers. � real�se � don't actually know what loafers are.

        The f�rst t�me � sl�p off my headphones aga�n �s when � feel the car come to a stop. �
s�t up and look around. The motorway �s to our left. We're parked by a gas stat�on, my
father's f�ll�ng the tank. My mother's s�tt�ng on the hood of the car and smok�ng a
c�garette, look�ng qu�te the Madonna. Cr�mson l�pst�ck and the cherry sunglasses. � can tell
she's feel�ng herself.

        � crawl out of the car, phone �n my back pocket, and walk towards the stat�on. We've
done th�s so many t�mes already, � don't even need to expla�n myself. � head �ns�de and
en�oy the cool a�r. The AC �s on but the lady at the cash reg�ster �s st�ll fann�ng herself. �
make my way past the shelves of cheap candy and head stra�ght for the bathroom.

        There's only one other g�rl there, and she's wash�ng her hands. She's got dry blood
under her f�ngerna�ls and scabs on her face. She's been p�ck�ng at them. � wonder what
happened to her but not for long. None of my bus�ness. � get �nto a stall, s�t down, look at
my phone. � see a text.

           �AM�E: hows germany lol

           � don't th�nk about my response for long.

           ME: sh�t
           ME: hot
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        ME: can barely funct�on
        �AM�E: aww :(
        �AM�E: have u heard the new blood pact ep�sode
        ME: �m halfway thru
        ME: what tf �s a loafer
        �AM�E: LMAO �ts a type of shoe
        ME: that makes more sense
        ME: d�d they show the p�ctures �n the v�deo vers�on
        �AM�E: no
        �AM�E: cant show �t on youtube
        �AM�E: found them onl�ne

           The p�cture sl�des �nto v�ew. � w�sh � could say � react. The g�rl outs�de leaves. �
wonder �f she fell on her face or �f someone h�t her. Someone else has walked �nto the stall
next to me. � can hear and smell everyth�ng and my face tw�sts. � don't even th�nk about the
p�cture, at f�rst. � look at the boy �n loafers who was found dead �n Appalach�a. � wonder �f
there's someth�ng �'m supposed to do. �t's a p�cture. �t's exactly what � expected. � p�ck out
all the l�ttle deta�ls and then don't spare �t another thought. My f�ngers move over the
keyboard.

        ME: ew lol
        �AM�E: �kr haha

        Wash�ng my hands, � catch a gl�mpse of myself �n the m�rror. No scabs. � leave. My
mother �s st�ll smok�ng her c�garette, but the car has moved away from the pumps. They're
wa�t�ng for me.

        “You took a wh�le. Are you s�ck?” She stamps out her c�garette w�th the t�p of her
shoe. Ruby red heels. She's at a gas stat�on somewhere on the Autobahn and she's wear�ng
ruby red f�ve-�nch heels. � don't answer her.

        We're on the road once more. One-f�fty. �'m �n the back. Record temperatures are really
start�ng to show now. Headphones on. � press play.

        “Why does stuff l�ke th�s always happen �n Appalach�a?”
        “�t's because you don't mess w�th Appalach�a. You don't mess w�th th�ngs that aren't for people.
The mounta�ns, the trees, they’ve been there s�nce the start of t�me. They've got secrets.”
        “Look at Mr. Appalach�an gett�ng all poet�c on us.”
        “�t's true. You don't mess w�th the deep sea, you don't mess w�th space, and you don't 
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mess w�th Appalach�a.”

        � wonder what �t would be l�ke to walk through Appalach�a, �n loafers. � th�nk about
th�ngs l�ke that. Maybe that's why �'m so unhappy. � l�ke to th�nk about what �t would be
l�ke float�ng �n outer space or drown�ng �n the deep sea or gett�ng your eyes gouged out �n
Appalach�a. � l�ke to th�nk about what would happen �f we really were to crash wh�le go�ng
one-f�fty. � wonder �f lay�ng �n the back seat w�thout a seatbelt would make a d�fference. �
wonder �f �t would cause the sort of death that would make �t to Netfl�x. � wonder �f my
mother would recogn�ze me.
 

        � compla�n about her mak�ng a show of th�ngs, but � th�nk everyth�ng �s a k�nd of
show. Death becomes a show when �t's the sort of death that makes people look. People
become a show when they waltz �nto a gas stat�on �n f�ve-�nch scarlet heels. Death and
people and everyth�ng �n-between become a performance the moment a mother gets
murdered by her own daughter, and the whole world dec�des the daughter was �n the r�ght.

        The podcast keeps play�ng but �'ve stopped pay�ng attent�on. When � tune back �n,
they're talk�ng about someth�ng else altogether.

        “No, no, h�s g�rlfr�end d�d �t. One hundred percent.”
        “You're �ust say�ng that 'cause she d�dn't cry at the funeral.”
        “What k�nda psycho doesn't cry at the�r boyfr�end's funeral?”
        “Shock �s a th�ng, dude.”

         � wonder who's gett�ng nom�nated for Best Actor th�s year. � wonder who really k�lled
the loafer-wear�ng boy �n Appalach�a. � wonder �f we're st�ll go�ng one-f�fty. � wonder what
k�nd of l�pst�ck my mother �s go�ng to p�ck at the next gas stat�on. 
        All �n the same breath.
        � breathe out. My mother's speak�ng. � pause the podcast aga�n.

        “When are you gonna get your dr�ver's l�cence? You could dr�ve for your father, and
we'd be there tw�ce as fast w�thout all those breaks.”
        “Why don't you get your dr�ver's l�cence?”
        She's gaz�ng out the w�ndow. 
        “� don't look good beh�nd the wheel.”

        Somet�mes she looks at the b�llboards �n such a way that her eyes reflect her dreams,
�mages of her stardom danc�ng �n her �r�ses. She loses herself �n the s�ghts and almost
forgets her next quest�on. 
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        “And when are you gett�ng a �ob?”
        “� don't need a �ob. �'m go�ng to college.”
        “You could get a �ob wh�le you're �n college.”
        “Why? Are you gonna make me pay rent?”
        “Well, no.” She seems as �f she's about to keep go�ng but g�ves up. The b�llboards p�que
her �nterest, and � lose her.
 

        � unpause the podcast only to real�se the ep�sode has ended. �am�e hasn't sa�d anyth�ng
else, and the p�cture he sent �s st�ll s�tt�ng before me. � look more closely at �t and wonder
what that mangled face would look l�ke on a red carpet, and � wonder �f �t would make any
d�fference at all to everyone who chooses to tune �n and stare, and stare, and stare.
 

        No wonder �'m so unhappy. Maybe �'m a pess�m�st, and that's the end of �t. Maybe
there really �s someth�ng wrong w�th me. That's what my mother always says. The clouds
above cont�nue to zoom past. One-f�fty. The sun �s start�ng to go down, but �t's st�ll hot.
Record temperatures. The p�cture �s st�ll there.

        “Can we pull over? � feel s�ck.”

       My mother compla�ns but we do. She d�dn't have a chance to sw�tch l�pst�cks, so she
stays �n the car wh�le � hobble over to the edge of the park�ng lot we pulled �nto. There's
only one other car there, and the dr�ver �s dump�ng a large bag of trash �nto one of the
b�ns. �t st�nks.

        � s�t down on the grass. When � turn back my mother �s look�ng out onto the road,
hands sh�eld�ng her eyes, and she looks l�ke she's on her way to explore a land far from th�s
one, somewhere where she'll f�nally f�nd all those cur�ous eyes she's so desperate for.
Paparazz� would flatter her. � �mag�ne she'd never get s�ck of them, even �f they were to
photograph her mangled body somewhere �n Appalach�a, eyes gouged out. 

        She'd never wear loafers. She wouldn't be caught dead w�thout heels. Maybe people
wouldn't f�nd �t as �nterest�ng then. Noth�ng to talk about.

        � suddenly real�se that nasty smell d�dn't come from the trash bag be�ng thrown away.
The other car �s long gone, and �t’s st�ll there. � look around. There's a dead an�mal s�tt�ng
r�ght next to me on the asphalt. �t's hard to tell what �t �s. Maybe a b�rd, maybe a hedgehog.
�t's been reduced to a red, fleshy mush, fl�es danc�ng over �t, and �t's been lay�ng under the
scorch�ng hot sun all day. Record temperatures.
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        � can hear my mother call�ng out to me. She's s�ck of wa�t�ng, and the weather �sn't
help�ng. There's st�ll a long road ahead and even go�ng one-f�fty an hour �t doesn't seem to
get any shorter. � wonder what could have happened to the an�mal, but after a wh�le �
real�se � don't actually care. � don't care what happened to the g�rl w�th the scabbed face.
No one really cares who k�lled the Appalach�an �n loafers. The real fun �s here, �n the guts
and the blood.
 

        They're blam�ng the g�rlfr�end for h�s death because she d�dn't cry at the funeral. �'m
look�ng at the an�mal and �'m not sad, but �'m not happy, but �'m also not cry�ng. � wonder
�f they would th�nk � k�lled �t, too.

        � pull out my phone. � take a p�cture of �t. � send �t to �am�e.

        �AM�E: ew lol
        ME: �kr haha

        �t's a show. People are always gonna f�nd the next th�ng to laugh at, the next f�nger to
po�nt at the g�rl who d�dn't cry enough or cr�ed too much. People are always gonna f�nd
the next bloody p�cture to pass around, and people are always gonna go watch the Oscars.
They're gonna p�ck the�r favour�te actor and then the�r favour�te ser�al k�ller �n the same
breath. �t's a show.
 Me and my mother, we're stars. �t's the one th�ng we have �n common. And � hear
matr�c�de �s all the rage these days.

unt�tled by Bronw
yn G

aw



The palm upturns, sh�fts left

and k�nd eyes enqu�re

Would you l�ke th�s seat?

My �ndex f�nger curves �n a half po�nt —

underscores my gap�ng face.

Does he mean me?  How could he mean me?

He means me.

Oh God, � th�nk � need to s�t down.

 

The tram manages the b�tter of November —

Museum, Sm�thf�eld, Four Courts, �erv�s

An chéad stad e�le —

and there � am stranded

�n the last seat on the Luas,

a prem�er seat for me.

 

Age-chastened, � share th�s fresh shame

w�th you at The Gresham rendezvous.

W�th�n m�nutes we are g�ggl�ng

green g�rls aga�n — 

Some hope

        

Glossary of �r�sh language words:

Luas – Dubl�n tram

An chéad stad e�le – the next stop
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Last Stand on the Luas
A poem by Bríd Murphy

M
o Chá�tín by C

�ara M
cM

�llan
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Good
A poem by Darragh Wh�te

The damag�ng del�verance of good �s no stone � w�sh to throw at del�cate homes of those �

do not know. The holes of good breath �n and through.

Good �s no word to be used nor term to be shared when �ts use shows lame of mean�ng. A

good guy grown through b�ble beat and slow sermon. A good flu �s a nasty dose of deadpan

dowry yet the scent of good �s not true. 

Good �s an a�lment made for mal�ntent to strengthen the soul of poor p�ety. Good �s the

drug that all hold dearest yet none know neatly. 

The two holes of my heart belong to good. My cons�stent lub dub beat and funct�on�ng

Flex yet all good g�ves �s funct�onal flow to thoughts � cannot know. So, str�ng me from the

threads of my aort�c noose and behold the bellows of bad thought. Two s�ded wasted

wonder mechan�s�ng the turns that my body earns.

Bad �s the bra�n that only senses log�c the same to �ts home-grown bel�ef. Speeds unknown

to temporal zone, A f�end for eye’s delus�on and sub�ect�ve confus�on. Bad �s the house held

together w�th br�cks and mortar. Bad �s the home that funct�ons alone. Bad �s a broken tool

caught am�dst rust and rubble. Bad �s be�ng w�thout the presence of see�ng. The wreck of

sense.

The good bra�n and bad heart meet at the mouth of us. We only know the muddled m�st of

oral�ty. Thus, we are put between a stone thrown at the speed of our own l�ght l�t through

the flames of a f�re we cannot know. 
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Pastel Papercl�ps
A p�ece of f�ct�on by N�cole McFadden

Brenda �s steal�ng your papercl�ps. 
        She �s a total b�tch. You feel gu�lty for us�ng that word. As a g�rl's g�rl, you know you
shouldn't. �t demeans powerful women and pressures them �nto s�lence and all that crap.
But Brenda? She �s, you must adm�t, an actual b�tch. 
        She s�ts at the desk across from yours, beady l�ttle eyes assess�ng your stat�onery.
Brenda �s a mother �n her m�d-fort�es, and looks l�ke one too. Brown ha�r dyed a yellow�sh
blonde. The same makeup she has been wear�ng s�nce 2010. Sl�m, but We�ght Watchers
sl�m. You can tell she has to work for �t. 
        Your stat�onery �s the hot top�c at the off�ce. You buy �t all to match. Pastel p�nks and
baby blues; your desk looks l�ke a stat�onery-themed gender reveal party. 
        You are the hot, twenty-someth�ng-year-old secretary. Your p�nk stapler and gl�tter
gel pen re�nforce th�s. 
        The stat�onery starts to go m�ss�ng, pastel p�ece by pastel p�ece. F�rst, your p�nk eraser
appears on Brenda’s desk; � was borrow�ng �t, she says. 
        Then, the blue stapler that you eventually f�nd �n her desk drawer. She must have
been borrow�ng that too. And now, your papercl�p packet �s empty and Brenda won’t
make eye contact w�th you. You are wa�t�ng for the opportun�ty to ransack her desk.
        On Fr�day even�ng, you go home from the off�ce, change your clothes and then come
r�ght back to the off�ce. The company �s throw�ng the�r twent�eth ann�versary party. You
wear a t�ght red dress and the m�ddle-aged hags at the off�ce sal�vate over your body. 
        They hang old p�ctures on the walls. Employees ooh and ahh over the 2004 ha�rstyles.
The manager was not yet bald. People shake the�r heads when you say that you were st�ll
crawl�ng back then. You are t�psy and young and sexy and you feel good. Then you see her. 
        Brenda. Not the Brenda you know–she �s mak�ng drunken small talk w�th the
manager by the water cooler–but a d�fferent Brenda. A 2004 Brenda. 
        She �s lean�ng over a desk �n the photograph, f�ll�ng out a docket. She �s sm�l�ng. Her
wr�nkles are gone. Her rack �s �nsane. L�ke, Pamela Anderson �n her Baywatch days �nsane.
Her ha�r �s �ts natural brown and falls �n curls over her shoulders. She stands out from the
employees �n the other p�ctures; she �s the youngest and the hottest of the bunch. And,
worst of all, she f�lls out the docket �n a p�nk pen.
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        You f�n�sh your dr�nk. There �s a f�re �n your stomach that you can’t ass�gn an emot�on
to. You excuse yourself and stumble out �nto the foyer, your dress feel�ng too t�ght on your
body. 
        You don’t feel angry about the papercl�ps anymore. 

unt�tled by �os�ne H
enneken
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Bleed. Ache. F�ght.
A poem by Morgan Lyons

� bleed. 
Hot, st�cky, damp.
At f�rst � th�nk �t’s d�arrhoea; dark brown; not red, not powerful
�’m supposed to feel powerful; someth�ng more than a ch�ld
My f�rst per�od makes me ache

� h�de. Stuff�ng pads under my school �umper
Fe�gn�ng a stomach ache, a headache, anyth�ng to avo�d say�ng �t
Per�od
Vag�na
Uterus
They are me, �ns�de me, yet � cannot say the words out loud
Gross, �cky, pr�vate

� wonder
Sta�ns �n my underwear 
Somet�mes red, somet�mes not 
�s th�s normal?
Afra�d to wet my hands 
Does blood ever fade?
My body has no schedule; 
�n the m�ddle of class, stand�ng up
The s�nk�ng feel�ng of damp leak�ng out
Cr�mson sta�ns advance, beat�ng back my pleas;
My body sp�lls secrets that � was tra�ned to keep

� leave. Graduat�on, summer, college
Bleed�ng, ach�ng, hurt�ng.
Cramps follow me to class, clamp�ng down on soft flesh, and the fat�gue 
Damp qu�cksand draw�ng me down to the dregs of myself
No room to create, no room to relax
Does th�s count as rest? My uterus and my ovar�es roll the d�ce
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W�ll they let me sleep ton�ght?
Students toss out condoms as � crawl from class to duvet; sex on my per�od…
Dangerous? Stup�d? Slutty?
�t �s st�ll my body, and �t �s st�ll a fore�gn place

� not�ce.
Clubs, soc�et�es, people stand�ng �n the ra�n collect�ng 
San�tary products
San�tary. My vag�na, my uterus, they really are unclean
San�tary, as �n “t�dy up the f�lthy brown blood.”
San�tary as �n s�ckly sweet perfumed pads: “so freshly fem�n�ne.”
Are per�ods fem�n�ne?
Relat�ves w�ll re�o�ce; “You’re a woman now!” “You're all grown up!”
P�nn�ng �dent�ty on the f�rst drop of blood
Does the red become wax seal�ng us �n gender?
� follow my quest�ons, let them �ntroduce me to fem�n�st spaces 
Equal�Tea n�ght; small groups
Talk�ng, sm�l�ng, learn�ng

No shame. No wh�spers. No s�lence.
Blood, PMS, sex
Sex on your per�od? Go for �t. Orgasms chase away the cramps.
Towel on the bed, ready for a cr�me scene
But the blood, �t �s not d�rty
Not d�sgust�ng; not fem�n�ne
Menstruators: a new word 
Not all menstruators are women, not all women are menstruators.
Where are our free tampons? Free pads? Free �nformat�on about our bod�es?
Bod�es bleed
Bod�es ache
Bod�es f�ght
Not broken, not �dent�cal 
Stand. Speak. Shout. 
Yell and scream, so they w�ll hear us. So we w�ll hear ourselves.
VAG�NA. UTERUS. PER�ODS.
They hand out free condoms wh�le 
Our bloody palms search for change
Starve our wallets to feed the tampon tax, 
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Pound our f�sts to work the bathroom d�spensers 
Scour the shelves to f�nd the comfortable pads
Nav�gat�ng f�nes for bleed�ng as we f�ght our battles and l�ve our l�ves
Mak�ng do w�th scraps of to�let paper
Mak�ng frant�c plans to treat tox�c shock
Mak�ng demands for what should be freely offered
We need per�od products. Not a luxury. Essent�al.
Do not h�de your worr�es, your stor�es, or your quest�ons.
Count the blood clots, learn the words, seek the people 
And learn. 
St�ll shame left to shatter; 
We w�ll not bleed �n secret,
We w�ll not ache alone
We w�ll f�ght, hold space and rest
Sp�ll�ng secrets we’ve tra�ned ourselves to speak

unt�tled by �os�ne H
enneken
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Be�ng Myself at a Party
A p�ece of f�ct�on by Kasey O'Connell

� am at the end-of-year graduat�on beach house party because � want to stop be�ng myself.

        No one was expect�ng me here because � am not usually the k�nd of person who goes
to part�es. But � am go�ng to college �n September and by then � would l�ke to be the k�nd
of person who does go to part�es, and �t’s graduat�on n�ght and � do not ever need to see
these people aga�n �f � don’t want to, so �t’s someth�ng of a tr�al run, th�s party. To see �f �
can become not-myself for a n�ght, because maybe then � can do �t for a year, and after
enough t�me �t w�ll become natural. 

        Although, � suppose � am already not-myself, have been for all of h�gh school. �’m
qu�et, � hold th�ngs �n, � don’t say what � mean. What � really want �s to be a d�fferent k�nd
of not-myself, not the k�nd � am now, wh�ch has developed �nst�nct�vely, out of fear, who
ex�sts only �n the background of part�es, who others look r�ght through. �n college � am
go�ng to be the k�nd of not-myself who s�ts at the center of the party, a group of g�rls
surround�ng her, all of them laugh�ng at each other’s stor�es of the boys they’ve seen, the
boys they’re see�ng.
 

        �’m on my th�rd cup of vodka and Coke, wh�ch �s rather d�sgust�ng but �t makes me
less nervous and helps me become not-myself. �’ve never had alcohol before, beyond w�ne
at church. �’m not qu�te drunk yet but �’m t�psy enough to stop h�d�ng �n the corner and go
s�t next to Anna Hayes from sw�m team who �s not really my fr�end but �s the closest th�ng
� have to one here. 

        Lyd�a �s not here because she �s a �un�or wh�ch means she must cont�nue to be the
vers�on of herself that these people are fam�l�ar w�th for one more year or else r�sk
susp�c�on. (There are a number of �un�ors here. Lyd�a �s not here because she �s rather
unpopular and � am her only fr�end and � d�d not �nv�te her. � d�dn’t want her here because
be�ng t�ed to a soc�al outcast does not f�t w�th my v�s�on of the someone else � would l�ke
to be. She �s my best fr�end and �t’s mean of me but after four years of be�ng n�ce you get
t�red.)

        Anna �s tell�ng Grace and Charlotte and me about how she hooked up w�th Harry
Chambers at a prom afterparty.  
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        � have noth�ng to say. �’ve never hooked up w�th anyone. At my �un�or prom � k�ssed a
boy for the f�rst t�me, Dav�d Connolly, who was more of an acqua�ntance than anyth�ng
else but he’d asked me to prom one afternoon at sw�m pract�ce and �’d sa�d yes, rel�eved
that someone had. � k�ssed h�m mostly to say �’d done �t, because � was t�red of be�ng
nervous whenever other g�rls brought up boys, because the one t�me �’d attended a sw�m
team party the g�rls had wanted to play Never Have � Ever and �’d not�ced everyone was
putt�ng a f�nger down for hav�ng k�ssed someone, so � dec�ded to do �t myself even though
� hadn’t. Better to l�e than be embarrassed.
 

        � thought k�ss�ng Dav�d would help, but �t felt l�ke the moment � d�d �t everyone
started hav�ng sex, and � was beh�nd aga�n, and wh�le k�ss�ng had been f�ne the �dea of
do�ng anyth�ng more made my stomach hurt. But � am go�ng to change that, � am go�ng to
become the k�nd of person who can have sex w�thout feel�ng we�rd and talk about �t after
to my fr�ends l�ke �t’s noth�ng. � am go�ng to do that at th�s party, be new-Naom�, so � try
to th�nk of someth�ng to ask Anna, only now they’ve moved onto talk�ng about who �sn’t at
the party and why. 

        “Where’s your fr�end?” Grace asks me, slurr�ng her words. “Lyd�a?”

        “At home, probably,” � say. “�’m not, l�ke, keep�ng tabs on her.”

        “Thank God,” says Grace. “Talk about someone who’d k�ll the mood.”

        �t’s true, Lyd�a would k�ll the mood at a party. She’s pa�nfully ser�ous, has never been
espec�ally good at hav�ng fun. When people other than me �oke w�th her, she assumes
they’re �nsult�ng her, and �nsults them back.

        The th�ng �s, they probably are �nsult�ng her. At some po�nt, �’m not sure when,
people began to see her as an easy target. Maybe because she always reacts. � can’t blame
her, really. � should defend her. 

        � don’t say anyth�ng. 

        � want to go home. �nstead, � walk towards to the k�tchen. �’ll have another vodka and
Coke, and then �’ll feel l�ke less l�ke myself. 

        � stop when � hear vo�ces. 

        “Come on, Evelyn, �t was �ust a k�ss. � d�dn’t mean any harm.” Ethan Lew�s, the most
popular boy �n the �un�or class, and the meanest. He told the whole grade that Lyd�a was
pathet�cally �n love w�th h�m, that she’d tr�ed to k�ss h�m at freshman year homecom�ng,
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wh�ch wasn’t even remotely true. She can’t stand h�m.
 

        “You know �’m not �nterested. � told you last t�me.” Evelyn Sterl�ng. She’s a �un�or too,
and the one person who seems exempt from the h�gh school soc�al h�erarchy. She can get
away w�th be�ng a loner because she �s r�ch and beaut�ful. Her father owns th�s house, owns
all the rental beach houses �n town, and he lets 
her use them when no one’s rented them out.  

        “� don’t see why not,” Ethan says, vo�ce grow�ng loud, angry. “Any other g�rl here
would be happy to k�ss me. �s �t because you’re a snob, because �’m not as r�ch as you and
your daddy? �s �t because you’re a dyke?”

        “�t’s because you’re an asshole. Now fuck off.”

        The door to the k�tchen opens, and Ethan storms out, spott�ng me �n the hallway.
“What the fuck are you look�ng at?” he snaps. “Why are you even here? � thought you’d be
off w�th your fr�end Lyd�a, eat�ng �ce cream and cry�ng about how you can’t get boyfr�ends
or whatever �t �s you do.”

        �t’s a weak �nsult, but � st�ll can’t br�ng myself to say anyth�ng back.

        “�gnore h�m,” says Evelyn. “He’s �ust embarrassed that he can’t get a g�rlfr�end.”

        � step �nto the k�tchen, where Evelyn �s lean�ng aga�nst the counter, s�pp�ng some k�nd
of clear l�qu�d from a glass and smok�ng a c�garette. She’s wear�ng a blue s�lk dress, wh�ch
br�ngs out the blue �n her eyes. She’s eas�ly the prett�est person �n town. �’ve never really
spoken to her, only exchanged words �n pass�ng. She’s always seemed somehow above me. 

        � pour myself more vodka, leav�ng out the Coke. “D�d he ask you out?” 

        “Not properly. �ust came �n wh�le � was mak�ng myself a dr�nk and tr�ed to k�ss me,
l�ke � hadn’t sa�d no when he tr�ed the same th�ng last party. � can’t stand h�m. Can’t stand
half the people here, honestly.”

        “Why are you host�ng, then?”

        She shrugs. “�t’s somewhere to be.” There’s clearly someth�ng she’s not tell�ng me, but �
don’t want to pry. Th�s �s my f�rst proper conversat�on of the n�ght, and �’d rather not ru�n
�t. “So, why are you here?” she asks. “� never see you at these th�ngs.”

        “Try�ng someth�ng new.”

        “And are you en�oy�ng �t?”
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        “Not part�cularly.” 

        She laughs. “Want to get out of here? Go to the beach?”
 

        � th�nk about Anna and Grace and Charlotte talk�ng about blow�obs. The look on
Ethan’s face, l�ke he’s embarrassed to be seen �n the same room as me. The four dr�nks �’ve
needed �ust to make th�s tolerable. “Yes.”

        Evelyn and � take off our shoes and d�p our toes �nto the freez�ng ocean water and
stand �n s�lence for a l�ttle wh�le, l�sten�ng to the waves. Then she l�fts up her dress and
beg�ns to walk further �n, unt�l she’s knee deep, and � follow her, the cold st�ng�ng my bare
legs. �t feels very beaut�ful and tranqu�l and med�tat�ve, l�ke a qu�et frame �n a f�lm, unt�l a
large wave comes barrel�ng towards us, splash�ng us both w�th salt water.

        We run back onto the beach, collapse onto the sand laugh�ng. My dress �s ru�ned. 

  .     � don’t care.

        “Why d�d you say no to Ethan?” � f�nally ask, once

�’ve stopped laugh�ng. �’m not sure what � want her to say.

That she stands w�th me, w�th Lyd�a, w�th all the people

he’s ever bull�ed? That she th�nks �t’s poss�ble to be happy

and well-l�ked and even cool w�thout a boyfr�end?

        “Lots of reasons,” she says. “Most �mportantly,

because �’m a lesb�an.”

        � �ust s�t there for a moment and stare at her. Ethan

had sa�d, but � hadn’t qu�te real�zed — hadn’t known that

anyone could be, really, not here. Not at a party where

every other conversat�on seems to revolve around boys,

not �n a town where everyth�ng from wear�ng unusually

patterned clothes to l�k�ng art f�lms �s embarrass�ng.

Doesn’t she worry about �udgment? Doesn’t she worry

that th�s one th�ng w�ll become her ent�re self?

        “Do you have a problem w�th that?” she says.

Sound�ng, for the f�rst t�me, nervous. Sound�ng human. 

       

unt�tled by Laura Bolger
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        “No, � �ust… how do you know?”

        “�t �ust feels r�ght, be�ng w�th g�rls. Be�ng w�th boys feels wrong. L�ke �’m pretend�ng
to be someone �’m not, only �’m a very bad actress and they’re go�ng to catch me.” 

        � th�nk that has been my whole l�fe, all the d�fferent vers�ons of not-myself. Always
worr�ed that someone w�ll catch me, although �’m not sure exactly what they’ll catch. Do �
even know who real-Naom� �s? Can she be real, �f no one sees her but me? 
 

        “Have you ever k�ssed a g�rl?” � ask Evelyn.

        “Yes,” she says. “Have you?”
 

        “No.”

        “Do you want to?”

      
        � should be th�nk�ng of college and whatever vers�on

of not-myself � am try�ng to be, about be�ng twenty and

then th�rty and f�nd�ng someone to br�ng home to my

parents, about be�ng marr�ed w�th k�ds and a house and a

fam�ly Chr�stmas card, but �’m not, �’m th�nk�ng about

how Evelyn’s blonde ha�r gl�nts �n the moonl�ght, how �t’s

cold out here on th�s beach at n�ght and � �ust want to feel

close to someone for a moment. “� th�nk so. Yes. � want

to.”

        She leans �n and br�ngs her l�ps to m�ne. The k�ss �s

slow, gentle, soft, l�ke she knows � am nervous and wants

to tell me that �t’s okay. � let myself k�ss her back, and �

feel l�ke � have f�nally done �t, become someone other

than myself, not qu�te the person � wanted to be when �

came out here ton�ght but �t’s okay because th�s feels

better. �t’s so natural. So easy.

        Evelyn pulls away, looks at me w�th a gaze so �ntense

�t almost scares me. “So. You’ve k�ssed a g�rl now. Do you

th�nk you’re a lesb�an too?”

        

unt�tled by Laura Bolger
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        � try to �mag�ne go�ng back �nto the party and tell�ng Anna and those g�rls about what
�ust happened, but the very �dea �s unth�nkable. � th�nk of future-college-Naom�
�ntroduc�ng herself, say�ng, “H�, �’m Naom� Dav�s, from Cal�forn�a, and �’m a lesb�an.” The
very �dea hurts my stomach. The word feels so harsh, uncomfortable even �n my head. “�
don’t want to th�nk about that. Can � k�ss you aga�n?”

        For a moment, Evelyn looks unm�stakably sad. But the express�on van�shes so qu�ckly
� wonder �f �’ve �mag�ned �t. “Yes, you can k�ss me aga�n.”

        So � do. �n college � w�ll have a boyfr�end who � can br�ng home to my parents and tell
all the other g�rls about, but � am not �n college yet and �t �s graduat�on n�ght and � w�ll
never see anyone at th�s party aga�n so � can be someone else, �ust for a moment, as long as
� am not her forever. 
 

        � k�ss her for maybe two m�nutes, maybe two hours. � wonder �n the moment, �f � w�ll
wake up tomorrow and f�nd out that all of th�s was some sort of b�zarre, beaut�ful dream. 

        “We should go back �ns�de,” she says softly. “People w�ll wonder where we were.”

        “�’m sorry,” � say. “For not know�ng.”

        “�t’s f�ne,” she says, but she looks so terr�bly sad aga�n. “� hope you f�nd out soon.”

        � th�nk � m�ght already know but � am too afra�d to say �t. � th�nk that the vers�on of
me who knows �s a more d�ff�cult person to be than the vers�on who doesn’t.

        � �mag�ne walk�ng back �nto the party and k�ss�ng her �n front of Ethan, �n front of
everyone. �t would certa�nly g�ve the �un�ors someth�ng to talk about next year. Maybe
then they’d stop talk�ng about Lyd�a. 
 

        “� should go home,” � say.

        “You can stay the n�ght, �f you want. �’m stay�ng, we can share a room. � can sleep on
the floor.”

        “You don’t have to.” � th�nk of the two of us, ly�ng next to each other �n bed. The
warmth of another person envelop�ng me. � th�nk of college, of the boyfr�end and new
fr�ends and becom�ng not-myself, and how that w�ll only be harder �f there �s some part of
h�gh school Naom� that � m�ss. “Thanks, but � really should go.”

        “Okay,” she says, stand�ng up, brush�ng the sand off her dress, turn�ng back to the
party. “�’ll see you, maybe.” 
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 “Maybe.” 

 She g�ves me one last sm�le. “You should come and tell me, when you know.”
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My Son, My S�ns
A poem by �ul�a Zurakowska

He was cursed the moment he was conce�ved.
�,
H�s mother,
Young,
Scared,
Unwed,
Pleaded w�th Mother Mary,
To save h�m
To save me
To save us.

Mary rocked her ch�ld
Held h�m unt�l h�s dem�se.
Never expect�ng her sa�ntly son
                                                                                                     Nor d�d �.

Hypocr�sy seeps �nto the holy w�ne
The blood of Chr�st.
Nuns swallow�ng �ts sour st�ng
Suck�ng on the b�tter aftermath
Drunk pray�ng w�th the power

They tore h�m away from me
Wrapped h�m �n the cloth of my s�ns,
Bleached h�m �n holy water,
To be la�d �nto fore�gn arms.

My motherhood was str�pped
Between the four walls of that dark room

The cruc�f�x laughed at my m�sery
As h�s wa�ls faded �nto s�lence

He cannot be saved

                                                                                                  Ne�ther can �.

unt�tled by
Karl Murphy
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�n Death, Where Shall � Go?
A poem by �ul�a Zurakowska

� fear rel�g�on.
� am afra�d my s�ns w�ll condemn me to damnat�on
My w�cked love for her cons�dered an abom�nat�on 

�n H�s parad�se.

� am terr�f�ed of �udgment Day
For my fa�th was dec�ded the day my l�ps felt hers.
W�ll He make me kneel at the golden gates of heaven 
And beg for mercy?
For H�s forg�veness
�s that the pr�ce He w�ll demand of me?
W�ll my desperate attempt at salvat�on save me?

W�ll � be ban�shed from H�s garden of Eden?
By H�s sl�thery serpent sent to strangle me,
Forb�dden from ever see�ng her �n H�s afterl�fe?

W�ll He send me to the eternal f�ery depths of hell?
To burn and suffer amongst the s�nners?
W�ll she be there?
Or only the ashes of her torched corrupt sk�n...

The Sent�nal by Freya Rothwell
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Amer�can Demons
A p�ece of f�ct�on by C.P. Glen

He takes h�s coffee half-cream, half-sugar. The c�ty �s �ts own �u�ce, wh�ch caffe�ne only

dulls. -

        She dr�nks coffee black, by the gallon. �t’s the only h�gh she g�ves herself these days,

and she was never one for a good th�ng �n moderat�on. -

        New York �s a creature that l�ves �n the space between h�s bones and muscles. �t

squeezes aga�nst h�m w�th every step. -

        V�rg�n�a �s a monster wh�ch chewed her up and damn near swallowed her. She was

one of the lucky ones, lucky enough to get spat out, cracked and feeble, but al�ve. -

        �n the late Brooklyn n�ghts when h�s m�nd settles among s�rens and thump�ng

ne�ghbours, he wonders �f New York �s h�s s�xth sense. There �s a strand of the place t�ed to

h�s amygdala, and he can feel �t. He hears d�fferently �n the c�ty. The clerk �n the bodega

across the street �ust sold another cup of decaf from the full-caf pot. The cat two floors

above h�m �ust threw �ts l�tter tray across the k�tchen t�les. -

        She l�ves �n Nashv�lle now. Her therap�st says that V�rg�n�a may be a place w�th too

many tr�ggers. Too many old places, old people, old hab�ts. She th�nks her therap�st �s

r�ght. But she has to go. �t’s her cous�n’s graduat�on. 2.3 GPA, not exactly valed�ctor�an, but

any graduat�on �s a v�ctory. -

        The problem only starts when he sees h�s f�rst demon on the subway. �ts face �s red

and orange, all blurred crayon l�nes. No one else looks at �t, s�tt�ng between an old man

and a Wall Street hack on the C tra�n. He works on 81st, but he gets off at Penn Stat�on

w�th the sea of tour�sts. He says noth�ng when h�s boss makes an example of h�m. The

s�lence of the creature follows h�m for the rest of the day.  -

        Her Chevy was the only surv�vor of her teens, exclud�ng herself. The clutch seems to

weaken as they pass the border of Buchanan county. The car doesn’t want to return to the

land where orphan k�ds and oxycont�n re�gn any more than she does. But she arr�ves at her

aunt’s house where her he�ght �s scratched on the k�tchen doorframe. She eats pancakes

w�th the new baby and s�ts �n the h�gh school she dropped out of and keeps her eyes

forward. -
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 H�s �nsurance doesn’t cover therapy, and he barely makes rent as �t �s. The demons grow.

They loom over h�m �n the street. One takes the place of the k�nd man �n the bodega who

g�ves h�m a �ama�can patty free every few weeks. The cat screams �n the n�ght and homeless

men wh�sper to h�m on the street, homeless men who don’t ex�st when he looks through

the lens of a camera. -

        She loves V�rg�n�a l�ke she �s a part of �t, dug from the Appalach�an stone, another

lump of coal. She knows, w�th a certa�nty she has never felt about anyth�ng except qu�tt�ng,

that th�s w�ll be her last v�s�t. The dy�ng towns of her youth are only decay�ng. There �s no

renewal here. �t leaves a b�tter taste �n her mouth, the fact that �t makes her happy, that

there �s no reason to return. St�ll, she cr�es to see the sun r�se from below Flat Top

Mounta�n, w�th a tab of suboxone under her tongue. -

         The c�ty �s what has changed, not h�m. He �s sure of �t. The demons are the c�ty’s way

of tell�ng h�m he needs to leave. New York �sn’t l�ke other places. �t’s not a monster. �t’s �ust

hungry. A tapeworm, suck�ng away everyth�ng you g�ve �t. New York makes you hungry,

makes �t so you’ll never get full. �t n�bbles away at everyth�ng anyone does, mak�ng them

need more. But New York �s h�s s�xth sense. �t wants h�m to l�ve. �t doesn’t want to empty

h�m to noth�ng. Snows fall �n Apr�l. �t �s tell�ng h�m to leave. -

         Stopped at an �ntersect�on, she sees a face better left �n the past. An�ta, former

cheerleader and present drug dealer, stand�ng on the corner between the CVS dr�ve-thru

and the corner store that sold half-a-buck �ce creams �n her youth, shuttered w�th

newspaper �n the w�ndows now. She doesn’t roll up her w�ndow as An�ta walks across a

lane of traff�c w�thout look�ng e�ther way. T�me has run out once An�ta’s hand �s gr�pp�ng

the edge of the passenger s�de door. ‘Heard you got sober, let’s see,’ An�ta says, dropp�ng a

plast�c baggy conta�n�ng a s�ngle p�ll onto the seat. Then the skeleton cheerleader, st�ll

graceful on the balls of her feet, walks away. -

        The Greyhound out of Ch�natown �s packed, the w�ndows are steam�ng. He bought a

t�cket west, he knows l�ttle more. �t was the best he could do when the demon beh�nd the

counter was speak�ng �n screeches. The woman bes�de h�m on the bus has smoke pour�ng

upwards from her tear ducts as she offers h�m a st�ck of gum. He pol�tely decl�nes, then

chooses to close h�s eyes for as long as he can stand. -

        She leaves V�rg�n�a, but the p�ll stays on her passenger seat. She could have thrown �t

out anywhere, but what �f someone else took �t, got add�cted? She holds onto th�s thought

as the suboxone melts under her tongue. The d�rect route back to Nashv�lle �s open to her, 
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�f not very d�rect, but she heads for Kentucky. -

        He does not know where he d�sembarks, beyond the name “Owsley County”. He has

no plan and exactly n�nety-four dollars. He f�nds a park, and s�ts down, and fa�ls to hear

New York as the sun falls. The stand�ng stones cast long shadows through the grass. A

country demon s�ts next to h�m w�thout a word. They have them out here too. -

        Her mother’s grave had flowers, arranged �n a c�rcle atop the earth. She does not know

who’s left to have put them there. She takes one, a long wh�te rose, petals brown�ng on the

edges. �t’s only fa�r, her mother has never g�ven her any g�fts before. She s�ts on the only

bench �n the graveyard, next to a young man sweat�ng �n a su�t. H�s eyes are d�stant �n the

way of someone who has spent too long attached to the end of a p�pe. She herself �s too

d�stracted to not�ce. The p�ll makes her palms �tch from all the way �n the park�ng lot. - 

        He turns to the demon �n the dy�ng l�ght. Most of them mutter or screech these days,

but th�s one �s s�lent. �t looks at h�m and as the burnt orange touches �ts cracked br�ck

cheek �t changes. Not a demon, but an angel, spl�tt�ng the sunr�se w�th her own l�ght. She

sh�nes so br�ght �t makes h�s eyes water. -

       “Are you alr�ght?’ The man on the 

bench has begun to cry. Really, man �sn’t 

the word. He barely looks older than the 

k�ds at her cous�n’s graduat�on ceremony. 

H�s face �s smooth �n a way hers w�ll never 

be aga�n. ‘� don’t know where � am,’ he says 

and �t �s heartbreak�ngly clear. The tears 

gl�tter �n the last l�ght.  -

        ‘Do you need a r�de?’ the angel asks.

Teenage Years  by �ason G
race



Fore�gn to my nat�ve tongue —

� w�sh the way of worlds undone, 

To f�ll the earth w�th spr�ng-fresh ra�n 

And cleanse the swell of blood. 

Wretched though my brethren seem, 

Cast your eye to s�n’s pr�st�ne 

Chapel — ‘cross the water l�es 

The po�soner of h�story. 

� wonder, what would we have been?

To l�ve w�thout th�s shadow seems 

A ch�ld�sh hope (dé�the a adhradh 

�na dteanga fé�n). 

Do not forget that the enslaver 

�s the maker of our nad�r; 

Cast �udgement, �ust�ce, 

And r�se now from the dust.
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Colony
A poem by Chloe Fraher

Cyclops by Saksh�
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� have been lost �n the anger of dank backrooms, smoky, sweat-f�lled, spl�t sk�n and blood-
sacrament — the m�l�tant march of madness that comes, eyes on your neck unt�l �,
trembl�ng, bore my bra�n to the scrape of na�ls and wood, let my potent�al seep, weep�ng,
�nto syr�nges to save and re-�n�ect. � watched every good man rot, homes be lost —
�nclud�ng m�ne — w�th each v�olent breath, and my m�nd was pl�ed from my past unt�l �
was new. 

� d�ed, as � should have, �n a fore�gn land and walked out the best, the prod�gy of f�lth,
murder, and never made �t home; the world a t�de determ�ned to sh�pwreck, every man a
cann�bal wa�t�ng to tear me open, all teeth, gap�ng throat but � w�th no heart left to
devour, went w�lt�ng around lotus flowers, the s�ren song of understand�ng what happened
�n that den of pleas, the sea, desert, waste we la�d at the gate. Others succumbed, gobbled
up by the world unt�l � was the only surv�vor, no better than the cann�bals. 

Those backrooms and s�de streets lead me far and w�nd�ng, dark and putr�d w�th vom�t,
ur�ne, the sharp stench of smoke and desperat�on. 

Who am �? � asked the prophet wheez�ng on the post-off�ce steps, sleep�ng bag damp and
sta�ned. H�s eyes peeled w�de �n answer, gl�tter�ng w�th streetl�ghts and the long-gone
gunf�re � keep beh�nd my eyel�ds. 

Who am �? A beggar at my own doorstep. 

The breath clouded before h�s face cleared — not followed by another. 

� reached over and closed h�s eyes.

Odysseus
A poem by Chloe Fraher

unt�tled by K
arl M

urphy
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Ladybug
A p�ece of f�ct�on by Ryan W�ll�ams

PART ONE: BEFORE 

� watch my husband a lot lately. 

        � watch h�m laz�ly reach h�s sp�ndly hand �nto a bag of Dor�tos, cramm�ng them �nto

h�s mouth. Several m�ss the�r dest�nat�on and end up strewn across h�s top. � know �’ll have

to get the orange sta�ns out later after he f�nally changes h�s clothes. � watch h�m happ�ly

accept a bowl of ch�l� �’d spent all afternoon on w�thout pry�ng h�s gaze from the flatscreen

�n front of h�m, w�thout meet�ng my eyes. � watch h�m use my cred�t card to buy a new set

of VR goggles �nstead of the Clorox w�pes � asked h�m to order s�x days ago. � wasn’t gonna

get on h�s case about �t for a week. � watch h�s toena�ls, grown long from neglect, tear

through every sock � buy, shredd�ng the threads w�th reckless abandon.  

        He lost h�s �ob four months ago. He had conv�nced me to stay home and care for our

two ch�ldren when � became pregnant, a year �nto our marr�age. Now, � am th�rty-three

and our ch�ldren are seven and f�ve. Two months ago � told h�m that � was go�ng back to

work for my father’s bus�ness wh�le he kept up h�s search for a �ob �n h�s f�eld. Our sav�ngs

were dw�ndl�ng, and someth�ng needed to be done. � told h�m he’d need to start attend�ng

to the ch�ldren before and after school. He’d need to get them dressed, feed them

breakfast, see them off to the bus. He’d have to g�ve them baths, do the�r laundry, help

w�th homework. � told h�m he’d have to start help�ng around the house, tak�ng care of

d�shes and cook�ng d�nners. 

        Yesterday � came home from work to f�nd my seven year old mak�ng Kraft d�nner for

herself and her l�ttle brother, teeter�ng on a cha�r at the edge of the stove. My husband �s

yell�ng at strangers over the �nternet who l�ve �ns�de the TV screen. He �s surrounded by

takeout boxes and d�rty d�shes, nested �n h�s f�lth. My daughter’s ha�r �s tangled and my

son’s �s shaved.  

        “Kacey, d�d you ask daddy for help?” � ask, l�ft�ng her off the cha�r and tak�ng over the

d�nner.  

        She nods. “He sa�d that �’m a b�g g�rl and can do �t myself.”  

        My blood r�ses to a s�mmer, heat swell�ng to my face. � serve the ch�ldren.
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� br�ng myself to s�t down next to h�m on the couch. For what feels l�ke the m�ll�onth t�me

�n the recent months, � pour my heart out to h�m. � beg h�m to do someth�ng to �mprove

our relat�onsh�p. � tell h�m how alone � feel �n th�s marr�age. 

        He gushes excuses, once aga�n.

        ”You’re �ust so much better at load�ng the d�shwasher, � always screw �t up… Don’t you

remember the last t�me � tr�ed to do the laundry? All my underwear ended up p�nk… �t’s so

embarrass�ng to have to talk about be�ng la�d off �n �ob �nterv�ews… You know, �’ve �ust

been feel�ng so depressed and � don’t have any mot�vat�on…” 

        � hear the scrap�ng of spoons on ceram�c bowls slow and then stop �n the d�n�ng room.

� w�pe the saltwater away from my face, gather�ng myself, and tend to the ch�ldren once

aga�n. � put them to bed. � scrub the mounta�n of d�shes �n the s�nk. � am d�stracted by a

p�cture of our wedd�ng day, forgotten beh�nd a bowl of rott�ng apples. We are young,

br�ght eyed, opt�m�st�c. He used to buy me flowers every Fr�day. � try, but  � can’t

remember when he stopped. � tear my gaze away from the photo and look out the w�ndow,

at my w�ther�ng garden. � haven’t had the t�me to tend to �t �n months, maybe longer. �

can’t remember that e�ther. � shake my head, ban�sh�ng the stray thoughts. � return to the

l�v�ng room.  

        “How about th�s?” He says w�th a gesture to the TV.  

        “T�red? Feel�ng overwhelmed? Constantly �n need of a second pa�r of hands? Clone

yourself!”

        A br�ghtly colored commerc�al advert�s�ng Second Pa�r �ncorporated, a new serv�ce

that would produce a second ‘you’.  

        How about � leave you, Carl? How about � never speak to you aga�n, Carl? How about � drop

the k�ds off w�th my parents and shoot the both of us �n the head, Carl?  

        “How are we go�ng to pay for that, Carl?” �s what � say �nstead.  

        “�’ll pay for �t. � st�ll have a l�ttle left �n my sav�ngs, enough to cover  someth�ng l�ke

th�s.”  

        � s�gh. � go to bed unconv�nced.

  

        Th�s morn�ng, � wake to the sound of bus�ness downsta�rs. Carl �s not �n bed next to

me, � go to �nvest�gate w�thout gett�ng my hopes up. � f�nd my ch�ldren bathed and fed, the

k�tchen clean, h�s nest gone.  

        Look what � got, ladybug!” � nearly fl�nch at the n�ckname, someth�ng he hasn’t called
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me, someth�ng he hasn’t called  me �n years. � peer around the wall �nto the k�tchen. � feel

myself fall back �nto Carl’s arms, �ump�ng at the s�ght of a vague f�gure scrubb�ng the t�led

floor. �t’s gray, smooth, ha�rless, faceless, nondescr�pt.  

        “What the fuck �s that?” � can’t stop myself from swear�ng �n front of the k�ds. 

        “�t’s a sample!” He’s cheerful, s�ckly sweet, help�ng me to my feet aga�n. 

        The th�ng turns from �ts task to ‘look’ at me, w�thout eyes, �ust a blank face adorned

w�th a corporate logo �n the center. 

        “The real th�ng w�ll obv�ously look a lot more human,” he elaborates.  

        � s�gh and take a step back from �t.  

        “Can you take the k�ds to school on your way to Second Pa�r?” 

        � should leave h�m r�ght now. � should throw �t all away and run off to Spa�n. 

        He hands me a check. � call out of work.  

        The man who greets me at the front desk of Second Pa�r �ncorporated wears a baby-

p�nk su�t and has an �mmaculately groomed handlebar mustache. He g�ves me a d�stant,

fr�endly sm�le. 

        “H� there! Welcome to Second Pa�r! How can � help you today?” 

        � f�ddle w�th a b�t of peel�ng sk�n on my thumb.  

        “� was hop�ng to get an est�mate for a clone?”  

        H�s f�ngers fly across the keyboard �n front of h�m for a moment. 

        “And d�d you have an appo�ntment w�th any of our sales representat�ves?”  

        “N-no, � d�dn’t know � needed one?”  

        “Okay no worr�es!” 

        H�s cheer�ness �s aggress�ve. 

        “Let me �ust see �f � can set you up w�th a walk �n…” 

        More fur�ous typ�ng. 

        “Okay! Looks l�ke Katy can see you �n f�ve. Does that work for you?” 

        � nod w�th a weak sm�le. 

        A moment later, Katy retr�eves me from the st�fl�ngly m�n�mal�st wa�t�ng room. She �s

equally as pr�st�ne as her co-worker, sharp bob, w�thout a s�ngle ha�r out of place, and her

sk�n �s l�ke look�ng �nto a freshly pol�shed s�lver tray. She leads me through a maze of p�nk

and wh�te and �nto an off�ce devo�d of all personal flour�sh. She seats me across from her

and settles �nto her own cush�oned wh�te desk cha�r. She s�zes me up for a moment.  
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        “So, what can � do for you?” 

        Her tone �s less sacchar�ne than the secretary’s, there �s more honesty �n �t.  

        “�’ve �ust been struggl�ng to keep up w�th the housework. My husband suggested we

get a clone, he got your free sample clone and �t d�d good work, � guess.” 

        She narrows her eyes at me.  

        “�s that what you want?” She asks. 

        � br�stle.  

        “Yes.” � chew on the word l�ke a half-cooked popcorn kernel.  

        She pauses for a moment and br�ngs a perfectly man�cured hand to cover her mouth. 

         “Okay!” She says, dropp�ng her hand and her concern. 

        She turns a mon�tor around so � can see �t and walks me through my opt�ons and pr�ce

po�nts. � f�sh the check out of my purse and present �t to her, narrow�ng the opt�ons. We

settle, and � send forward some p�ctures to her ema�l to send to the Aesthet�cs

Department.  

        “Hmm.” she murmurs, almost to herself.  

        “�s someth�ng wrong?” � say.  

        “Oh no! No worr�es at all.” She cracks a sm�le. “Your request �s �ust qu�te, well, un�que

for us. That’s all.” 

PART TWO: AFTER 

F�ve to seven bus�ness days later, �’m lett�ng a del�very man through the front door to drop

a sh�pp�ng crate off �n the foyer. Before � can s�gn h�s l�ttle touch screen, Carl comes

bound�ng �n from the l�v�ng room l�ke Kacey when her grandparents br�ng her a new toy.

He has a crowbar �n one hand, and takes the touchscreen pen from the del�very man w�th

the other. He s�gns, and d�gs �nto the package.  

        � help h�m str�p the packag�ng, try�ng my best to conta�n �t �n one p�le. H�s face falls

when we f�nally get to the heart, reveal�ng the th�ng. 

        “What the hell d�d you do?” he demands.  

        “What do you mean? � got a clone, l�ke you told me to.”  

        “Of me.”  

        � furrow my brow. “Yes?” 

        He scoffs and sucks h�s teeth.  

        “What the hell am � supposed to do w�th th�s th�ng around?” 
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        H�s hands retreat to h�s th�nn�ng ha�r. He steps forward to �nspect the clone,

exam�n�ng every pore on h�s body. The clone �s sto�c and l�feless, unaware that he �s

allow�ng h�mself to be looked over. See�ng them next to each other, � am struck by how

much younger “Carl ��” looks, and real�ze all of the photos � sent to the Aesthet�cs

Department must’ve been from when we were young and happy. Our wedd�ng photos,

vacat�ons, graduat�on. 

        “� don’t know what you mean, Carl.”  

        He sp�ns around, grabs my car keys off the consul table, and storms out the door,

slamm�ng �t beh�nd h�m.  

        W�th a s�gh, � turn my attent�on back to the clone.  

        He �s young. H�s ha�r �s th�ck and gentle auburn, no h�nts of salt, and h�s sk�n �s t�ght

and new. � peruse the prov�ded manual and f�nd h�s power button, conven�ently located �n

the left earlobe. W�th a qu�ck tug, he wh�rs al�ve. H�s eyes bl�nk open, softly glow�ng w�th

art�f�c�al l�fe. There �s someth�ng that �s coldly d�sturb�ng about �t, someth�ng else that’s

qu�etly comfort�ng.  

        “Good morn�ng, ladybug,” he says. H�s vo�ce �s smooth and even, devo�d of exc�tement

or nerve. � don’t know where he learned that n�ckname, but � don’t have the space to

cons�der that r�ght now. 

        “� am Carl, �’m here to help.” Well, that’s someth�ng � haven’t heard �n about a decade.  

        “Okay, well,” � sh�ft uncomfortably between my feet. 

        “Can you clean up th�s mess?” � gesture to the remnants of the sh�pp�ng conta�ner and

h�s del�cately placed protect�ve packag�ng.  

        “Sure th�ng!” He says w�th a sm�le. 

        He opens h�s �aw unnaturally w�de and beg�ns to shove the packag�ng �nto �t. � take a

step back and watch h�m slowly consume. � fl�p through the manual aga�n.  

        “Env�ronmentally Fr�endly Waste D�sposal at Your Conven�ence! Our state-of-the-art

Clone 1.9.1 comes pre-loaded w�th automat�c waste d�sposal serv�ces to convert all of your l�fe’s

d�scards �nto h�gh-qual�ty fert�l�zer. S�mply hand your trash over or �nstruct your Clone to get r�d

of �t and watch your garbage mag�cally d�sappear!” 

        By the t�me � look up, the foyer �s cleaner than before the del�very man arr�ved. Carl ��

has even consumed the empty boxes from takeout and del�vered good�es p�led h�gh bes�de

the front door. �’d been mean�ng to do someth�ng about those.  

        Carl �� turns to me, bl�nks and ma�nta�ns a vacant sm�le
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        �s there anyth�ng else � can help w�th?” 

        � look back down at the paragraph about fert�l�zer.  

        “Could you help me fert�l�ze the garden out back?”  

        “Sure th�ng!” 

        My hands are deep �n the so�l, root�ng around for dandel�on roots. The d�rt �s cool and

mo�st, �t smells fresh and sat�sfy�ng. A gentle hand rests on my back and � turn to see Carl

��. � am only surpr�sed by my lack of surpr�se. 

        “Let me help you w�th that.” He worms h�s hands �nto the hole bes�de m�ne, free�ng

roots and tangl�ng w�th my f�ngers. 

        “Okay, stand back, please!” 

        � scooch on my knees back from the hole and watch as Carl �� opens a hatch �n h�s

palm and f�lls the hole w�th fresh fert�l�zer. 

        Th�s rout�ne has become common for us �n the past weeks. �t’s n�ce to see my garden,

v�ct�m to years of neglect, f�nally get some attent�on. And Carl can do whatever he wants.

Wh�ch �s exactly what he’s always done.  

        We go �ns�de and clean up, � g�ve Carl �� a change of clothes from Carl’s closet, wh�ch

Carl hasn’t seemed to not�ce yet.  

        �n the k�tchen, Carl �� scrubs the mud out from underneath h�s ungrow�ng f�ngerna�ls.

� wet a washcloth and dab away some of the earth from h�s face. He sm�les at me. � sm�le

back.  
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        He dr�es h�s clean hands on the k�tchen towel hang�ng from the stove. He looks at me

�n a way that’s d�fferent than he has been. L�ke he’s real�z�ng someth�ng. Then h�s gaze

moves beh�nd me to the k�tchen counter. He p�cks up the wedd�ng p�cture of Carl and �.

He furrows h�s brow as he holds �t. 

        “Th�s �s me?” he asks, but �t feels more l�ke a statement. 

        � cover h�s clutch�ng hand w�th my own. � nod, gently.

        “Th�s �s us.” Th�s one �s much more f�rm. 

        “Yes,” � tell h�m. 

        The house �s dark and s�lent when � come home from v�s�t�ng my parents. � dropped

the k�ds off for the weekend. The alarm ch�mes when � open and close the door. Everyth�ng

�s clean; the floors pract�cally sh�ne, the k�tchen �s bas�cally stra�ght out of a catalogue, the

throw blankets on the couch are w�thout a s�ngle wr�nkle. 

        Th�s made the tra�l of blood all the more obv�ous.  

        Does the clone have blood?  

        � take a kn�fe out of the butcher block on the k�tchen counter and call out.  

        “Carl?” My vo�ce sounds hollow as �t echoes off the walls of my home. � th�nk � can

make out some gurgles but there �s no clear response. � shed my loafers that p�nch my heels

and put on my tenn�s shoes. 

        What �f � have to run? 

        My knuckles go wh�te aga�nst the handle of the kn�fe. 

        � follow the blood, �ts tra�l lead�ng me to the bathroom. The goddamned runner �s

soaked through; �t’s go�ng to be a pa�n �n the ass to get out. M�ght have to throw the whole

damned th�ng away. 

        “Carl?” � turn the corner �nto the bathroom. 

        Everyth�ng �s sl�ck and red. Carl �� stands over Carl �n the bathtub. He clutches Carl’s

trachea, freed of �ts throat, �n h�s curled f�ngers. H�s face �s as pr�st�ne as always. He turns

to look at me, h�s steely gaze soften�ng. Carl gurgles, pathet�cally, as the last of h�s l�fe

dra�ns, along w�th h�s blood, from h�s throat.  

        “Hello, Ladybug,” Carl �� almost coos. “�’m sorry � d�dn’t get th�s mess cleaned up

before you got home.” 

        My kn�fe-less hand clasps over my mouth, but � cannot muster tears. My tenn�s shoes

are turn�ng red.  
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        “What d�d you do?”

        He opens h�s �aw and shoves the trachea �ns�de, swallow�ng �t whole. 

        “� el�m�nated the waste.” 

         � scoff and d�scard my kn�fe on the bathroom counter. � leave the bathroom and d�g

through the clean�ng closet �n the k�tchen. � return w�th as much as � can carry �n my arms.

� drop to my knees and beg�n to scrub. 

         “Help me out,” � ask h�m. 

         “Sure th�ng!” 

The garden �s thr�v�ng now. We’ve got a new runner. 



The heron skyl�ne of construct�on cranes 

preys on bu�ld�ngs be�ng repurposed.

A flour m�ll becomes an off�ce block

and a church develops new careers

wh�le the message r�pples through the�r shadows:

adapt and retra�n, move, change and reboot/

what you were �s no longer good enough/

sw�pe left/sw�pe r�ght

zero/one

off/on

� am not a robot

stop

� am not

stop

� am

go
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Mach�ne Learn�ng
A poem by S.C. Flynn

unt�tled by �os�ne H
enneken



Hopetoun
South Coast, Western Austral�a
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A poem by S.C. Flynn

Memor�es r�se from the floor of my m�nd

l�ke m�st on the estuary:

 

the f�ve-hour �ourney nearly done

once the Barren mounta�ns appeared;

 

beaches swept by great w�ngs of s�lence

shar�ng a �oke w�th noth�ngness;

 

the �etty a th�n, curv�ng f�nger 

po�nt�ng the way to Antarct�ca;

 

each even�ng l�ght �n the town

a prom�se of what l�fe would br�ng.

unt�tled by Bronwyn Gaw
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The G�rl Who Never Returned
A p�ece of f�ct�on by �agoda �aneczko

Tall wheat swayed around Kal�na as she hopped along the narrow path. The slow creep�ng

of moonl�ght caressed her bare arms and face, �llum�nat�ng the treel�ne before her. She

sang low tunes under her breath, echo�ng �n the even�ng a�r, accompan�ed by a cho�r of

cr�ckets and frogs. 

        Her body stopped at the edge of the trees before the forest could gather her �n �ts

embrace. Kal�na turned back towards the fl�cker�ng l�ghts of the v�llage. She st�ll

remembered the clamour of people prepar�ng for the n�ght wh�ch had carr�ed her far

enough that she could no longer hear the�r vo�ces. The tumult had often dr�ven her away

from the seem�ngly safe enclosure. 

        W�th darkness fallen, someone would soon not�ce her absence. Father would go �nto

the stables and not�ce the abandoned harrow, along w�th the�r horse, barely fed after the

day work�ng �n the f�eld. And mother would call for her to br�ng water from the well, only

to s�gh and shake her head, before she would go and pray so that her daughter would learn

to keep her feet f�rmly on the ground.

        No matter how hard she tr�ed to �gnore her father’s vo�ce, one of h�s stor�es kept

play�ng �n her consc�ousness:

       “Do you know what happens to ch�ldren who don’t l�sten? Let me tell you. Many years ago,

there was a g�rl �n the v�llage.” 

        She shrugged h�s words off, tens�ng her eyes at the �mag�nary vo�ce as �f �n a challenge.

        “The g�rl was unruly and would wander around �dly day after day, her head f�lled w�th all

sorts of �deas. She would scoff at her elders’ adv�ce, and desp�te warn�ngs from her fam�ly, she went

out of the v�llage and �nto the forest. Alone.”

        Kal�na l�fted one leg, tak�ng a step deeper �nto the trees. Then another. As she took

one last look back, she searched for the f�nal words of protest from the l�sten�ng ghosts as

the darkness closed �n on her. 
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        “Many eyes watched her as she wandered through the trees, too occup�ed w�th her own

thoughts to l�sten to the vo�ce of reason.”

        Tw�gs snapped underfoot as she cont�nued along the barely v�s�ble path. The w�nd

rustled through the th�ckets �n a constant hum, s�ng�ng songs to those who would l�sten.

        The g�rl ventured further �nto the depths of the forest, th�nk�ng of herself as beyond the wrath

of the sp�r�ts, far enough to no longer hear her fam�ly's calls.

        Kal�na wh�stled w�th the w�nd, add�ng a layer to the forest’s song. She couldn’t tell

how much t�me passed. The forest always calmed the tumultuous storm �n her head,

sweep�ng away the memor�es of arguments and endless rows. These qu�et moments of

peace were almost worth the scold�ng she would get back home.

        Kal�na huffed, try�ng to �gnore the frustrat�on r�s�ng �n her chest. She closed her eyes

and took a deep breath, though �n her bl�ndness, almost tr�pped on a protrud�ng root

before she managed to balance herself aga�nst a tree. Los�ng her composure meant trouble

when so many ghastly eyes were watch�ng. 

        Desp�te her frequent excurs�ons, th�s part of the forest was less fam�l�ar. She turned

around, exam�n�ng the moss and underbrush and noted the barely v�s�ble tracks of a fam�ly

of boars. Kal�na resumed her pace, plant�ng her feet more carefully w�th each step to avo�d

tr�pp�ng aga�n. �t d�dn’t take long for her heart to beg�n beat�ng faster as the trees started

to th�n out, soon mak�ng space for th�ckets and grasses grow�ng from the hum�d ground,

reveal�ng a clear�ng bathed �n moonl�ght. 

        Dur�ng one of her a�mless adventures, the g�rl reached a lake, beaut�ful and st�ll as death. 

        The lake sh�mmered before her l�ke a beacon meant to lure lost travellers. A part of

her felt l�ke she was com�ng home, desp�te only see�ng th�s place �n stor�es and dreams.

Kal�na approached �t w�th a sm�le, even as her boots caught the even�ng dew, and the w�nd

stole strands of her bra�d �n playful gusts. The surface of the water became a m�rror for the

r�s�ng moon to look upon �tself �n va�n. 

        The g�rl was told never to come too close to faraway lakes, as her parents knew she would not

be strong enough to res�st the wh�sper�ng of the forest sp�r�ts. She d�sobeyed, th�nk�ng of herself as

�nv�nc�ble.
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        Before she could quest�on her �udgement, Kal�na trudged to the bank and lowered

herself onto the ground, lean�ng over the deeper part of the pond. She was met face-to-face

w�th her own reflect�on. A shallow chuckle escaped her throat, and she couldn’t tell �f �t

was from nerves or ant�c�pat�on. Probably both. Part of her knew th�s was most l�kely a

m�stake, but t�me for doubts had passed. Now only the sp�r�ts themselves could stop her.

        W�th fool�sh conf�dence, the g�rl went �nto the water, tun�ng out the vo�ces of her

fam�ly. Though sh�ver�ng �n the �cy water that sept �nto her bones, her heart f�lled w�th

wonder. She merely laughed off all the warn�ngs, bl�ssfully �gnorant to the doom that

approached.

        Kal�na lowered her palms �nto the freez�ng water, star�ng �n awe as r�pples started to

form where her sk�n d�sappeared beneath the surface. As her knees began to throb from

kneel�ng on the damp ground, she retracted her palms back �nto the cr�sp a�r.

        She not�ced someth�ng observ�ng her. A creature, one wh�ch took pleasure �n dragg�ng fools �nto

the depths, never to be seen aga�n. Rusalka.

        The r�pples began to d�e out, the water settl�ng to the serene surface. Kal�na leaned as

close as she dared w�th a held breath. Seconds passed slowly, and all her doubts returned.

Perhaps her fam�ly was r�ght, maybe she had �ndulged �n the fantast�cal for far too long.

Were her ancestors watch�ng her and laugh�ng at her stup�d�ty? Had the ghosts of the  
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forest abandoned her too? She followed a false lead �n hopes of chang�ng, and now surely

she was pay�ng the pr�ce. Who was she fool�ng? The next day would come, �ust as usual,

and she would have to face her fam�ly and —

        Everyth�ng seemed to stop. She furrowed her brows at the sudden s�lence and tr�ed to

�gnore the sh�ver tr�ckl�ng through her body.

        Dark eyes glanced at her from underneath the abyss.

        Kal�na sucked �n a breath, her muscles frozen. The eyes bl�nked slowly, sh�ft�ng closer

to the surface unt�l only m�ll�metres of water separated her from the creature, yet to p�erce

the settled water w�th a s�ngle wave.

        As �f �n a dream, Kal�na outstretched her hand towards the murky shape. The ethereal

face stared at her, eyes gl�mmer�ng �n the reflect�on of the moon's l�ght. Before Kal�na

could even bl�nk, �t l�fted �ts head above water. The pale face was framed by ha�r that

rem�nded her of greenery, w�th l�ps �n a purple hue and h�gh cheekbones. She had never

seen someone so beaut�ful and terr�fy�ng at the same t�me. Rusalka.

        S�nce that day, no one has heard from the g�rl aga�n. Los�ng the�r daughter to the creatures

devastated the fam�ly. They shook the�r heads at her free sp�r�t that cost her the l�fe she could have

had �n the safety of the v�llage.

        “What do you want, ch�ld?” Rusalka's vo�ce dr�pped w�th the sweetest honey, a sound

someone could exper�ence once and search the�r whole l�fe �ust to hear �t aga�n. 

        “�’m not scared of you.” Kal�na w�nced as her words came out weak and hollow. 

        “Maybe you should be,” Rusalka sa�d, reveal�ng the t�ps of her sharp teeth. Kal�na

trembled �nvoluntar�ly, desperately try�ng not to break eye contact. Show no fear, no

hes�tat�on. 

        Rusalka stood taller, tr�ckles of water creat�ng paths on her body and dr�pp�ng back

�nto the lake. “� have met many fools try�ng to str�ke me down �n revenge for the deaths of

the�r loved ones,” she added, not mak�ng any movement to cover her pale green sk�n.

        “� don’t bel�eve �n what the v�llagers say.” Kal�na composed herself. “They’re scared of

the�r own shadows, so desperate to clutch onto the�r old ways of l�v�ng.” She hes�tated for a  
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moment, but moved closer. "They fear you because they want to fear you. How can � trust

the�r �udgement when they have been wrong so many t�mes before?

        Kal�na could swear she saw a h�nt of a sm�le form on Rusalka’s l�ps.

        “You’re a clever l�ttle th�ng.” she mused. “Tell me, d�d you stray here to test your luck,

or �s �t another ploy from the v�llagers to k�ll me?”

        “�’m not lost,” Kal�na repl�ed, words hurry�ng the�r way out of her mouth to assure

Rusalka. She took control of her breath�ng and forced her shak�ng hands �nto st�llness. “�

came here out of my own w�ll. � would never dream of tr�ck�ng you. �t’s my v�llage, they…”

She took a deep breath. Why was talk�ng to th�s creature so much eas�er than talk�ng to her

fam�ly? “They tell me what � should feel or want. They cla�m to know the r�ght way of

l�v�ng, and that anyth�ng else comes from ev�l sp�r�ts wh�sper�ng �nto the�r ears.”

        “But you don’t want the same.” Rusalka narrowed her eyes. “So why d�d you come

here?”

        Kal�na was reluctant to speak for a moment, recollect�ng her thoughts. Was �t wrong

to adm�t that she d�dn't know exactly how to feel? That all she felt was helplessness when

she �mag�ned her l�fe �n the v�llage, the exact events �n her l�fe la�d out �n front of her r�ght

unt�l death would f�nally cla�m her?

        “� came here to ask you to take me w�th you.” her throat t�ghtened, p�nned down by

the stare of the creature she had been warned about her whole l�fe. “� want to…” she tra�led

off at Rusalka's �mpass�ve face, before cont�nu�ng �n a qu�et vo�ce, “� want to forget.”

        Rusalka's eyes softened, and she stretched out her palm to Kal�na. A m�ll�on quest�ons

began to c�rcle �n her head. She knew what that cho�ce meant. Forgett�ng. About the good

and the bad. About her father’s harsh words and the qu�et moments of s�ng�ng w�th b�rds

dur�ng her morn�ng chores. She knew what she should be and what she should want. She

should be grateful to have her stomach f�lled, for a roof above her head. She should want to

l�ve a peaceful l�fe, w�th a fam�ly and have her own unruly daughter to pass stor�es onto, �n

hopes of conta�n�ng her w�ld sp�r�t. She knew what she should be, but her heart tugged to

follow an uncharted path and f�gure out what she wanted to be.

        Her sk�n touched Rusalka’s cold hand.
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        The next th�ng Kal�na knew was the surface of the water clos�ng �n above her head as

she was dragged by her arm �nto the depths of the lake.

        Maybe many years from now she would be remembered as yet another g�rl from the

tales. She would rema�n �n the v�llagers’ memor�es as unruly and na�ve, someone who spent

too much t�me enclosed �n her own l�ttle world, her feet never qu�te touch�ng the f�rm

ground.

        A g�rl that never returned.
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Lullaby to a Dy�ng Soul
A poem by Alessandra Posenato

Now �t’s t�me

To let me rest.

Have my eyes remember the wonders

But not your tears,

Because � know you won’t be there

When � leave.

�’d rather rel�ve a past truth

�f the present �s so hard to bear.

Stand�ng alone �n the shadows,

A coward hung by fear

Of hear�ng a fr�end’s lament.

To take away your sufferance 

Would be a harrow�ng procedure,

But �’ll beg�n,

�f you asked.

�f only � could stand a b�t closer.

Look for my soul,

Breez�ng through the grass

Under a suffocat�ng sun.

Let the memory of me be your l�ght

When darkness ar�ses.

Earth m�ght recla�m my body

But � st�ll l�ve �n the tattered walls

And the cracked floors. 
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� w�ll stand by the door.

Close your eyes,

So you won’t see the man

Trembl�ng �n front of the Hand of Etern�ty

Grabb�ng your heart

To pur�fy �t

From the corrupt�on

Of our undeserv�ng world.

unt�tled by Amber Moses 
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Perhaps �f � had v�s�ted you, � wouldn’t feel confl�cted

Perhaps the doctors would have l�stened to you,

Heard that never-end�ng cough                              The wheez�ng

The we�ght that la�d on your chest,

Wh�ch now rests on my shoulders.

Perhaps you would st�ll be pa�nt�ng �n the local Cancer Care,

Not / be�ng memor�al�sed on the�r walls,

�llustrated by the soft brush strokes of your mentor,

Who captures the v�ew from the bed of your ashes.

Perhaps � could have coped better; so, � would feel less shame about leav�ng you at your

worst,

Perhaps you d�dn’t know � wouldn’t be able to cope �f � saw you or — 

Perhaps you knew. 

Perhaps you know � leave rock pa�nt�ngs

Of W�cklow’s Black Castle,

Of the cl�ff tops and waves wh�ch were once our muse,

On your grave.

Although � no longer feel you there,     

                                                                                  Yet � feel you everywhere

Perhaps you l�ve on when � hear Harvest Moon,

Although �t makes me cry.

Perhaps �’ll m�ss you every t�me �’m on the tra�n,

Slowly pass�ng by.

For M�ck
A poem by Kelly Smyth
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Perhaps there was ‘noth�ng that could be done’,

Perhaps �t was ‘your t�me’,

Or perhaps �t wasn’t. 

Curragh Cov�d stones by N
oel A

llan
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Dérac�né
A p�ece of non-f�ct�on by Emma Keune

� bel�eve that London has sculpted the pattern �n wh�ch my blood vessels have grown and

�f gather�ng proof was poss�ble w�thout my l�vel�hood sp�ll�ng, perhaps � would prov�de

fact rather than a personal ax�om. Every other c�ty � deny prox�m�ty to myself, from every

other country � w�thhold the t�tle of ‘Home’. But London, though wretched, polluted, and

swarmed by unsavoury lusts, comes close. Perhaps �t �s the curta�n of grey w�nters, the

countrys�de summers, or red postcard telephone boxes that have wormed the�r way �nto

my chest, my chest wh�ch buckles and heaves under the we�ght of an uny�eld�ng long�ng.

         � fear there �s someth�ng wh�ch holds me �n the suburbs of London, someth�ng

w�cked �n my m�nd wh�ch lets me never leave K�ngston. Among thoughts � hold memor�es

of asphalt cul-de-sac lanes, of Tesco Express corner shops � would run to for m�lk, and of

the town square between the favoured p�zzer�a and sweets shop.
 

         My mother never let me r�de my b�cycle farther than the road s�gns at the end of the

bend. � had mastered the art of balance on wheels, and � would have r�dden to the ends of

my world know�ng � possessed the def�n�t�ve return to oak-wood floors and doorstep

lavender. Soon enough, � d�d r�de to the ends of the world, sat �n an a�rplane w�th a

booklet s�gned by 30 peers, now 30 strangers. And yet �t means more to me now than �t d�d

when � was barely eleven – for consc�ousness �s regret’s cous�n and second thoughts are

only developed when confronted w�th the fa�lure of a f�rst. 

        Often, � am asked why � do not return, and � am met by empty, uncomprehend�ng

stares when � relate that � fear �t, that � s�t �n a dozen other c�t�es, all �n self-�mposed ex�le.

� say that � cannot step upon the same road tw�ce, for � dread the echoes of my youth

f�nd�ng me; � refuse to  let my adult consc�ence destroy what my ch�ldhood has preserved.

Perspect�ve alters sent�mental�ty and thus � outrun �t. 

        �f you tell me of stags, � w�ll tell you of my stags, who roamed w�th pr�de �n the park

at the foot of my ne�ghbourhood, tell me of l�ght and � w�ll descr�be the summers, tell me

of hope and � w�ll take you to my old classroom, where � ran countless laps for a char�ty 
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fore�gn to my carefree m�nd. Tell me of your losses and � w�ll s�t w�th you under the tree by

the lake and say that my parents are mov�ng me to Cologne. Tell me of anger and � w�ll let

you s�t �n the k�tchen as � cl�ng to the cha�rs and refuse to pack my bed �nto a sh�pp�ng

conta�ner. Tell me about home and � w�ll weep because � do not own m�ne any longer; no

penc�l marks have grown alongs�de me on walls �n e�ther that house or any other. Wh�sper

truths to me and � w�ll wh�sper too, that � may not enter the gates of R�chmond Park aga�n

for � fear gr�ef w�ll meet me there, wreck me unt�l � roam the mosses l�ke a ghost. Wrap

your hand around m�ne, then watch me van�sh. Play on the sw�ngs by yourself when school

�s out and tell your mother to buy only half the amount of oranges. 

        �n a thousand ways a heart may ache, � bel�eve London �s the worst k�nd. L�ke a s�ck

proof of loyalty, � nurse �n me the �llness of p�n�ng unt�l �t dr�ps from my eyes. �n cycl�cal

gr�ef � have swam for a decade; at ten, � cursed Cologne as �f �t had taken from me my

ch�ldhood, at th�rteen � threw my slander at Neuss, and at twenty � st�ll hold them both �n

contempt. � stand guard by the floodgates of memory, � sp�n many sorrows the world has

g�ven me �nto nostalg�a or w�sdom, and � f�nd pass�ons �n every place. Yet, the place � crave

most �s h�dden beh�nd the wooden green door w�th the golden plaque “10”. 

        Love comes w�th sorrow as a co�n comes w�th two faces. � f�nd love to be the address

tucked �nto all mechan�sms of my f�ngert�ps; by n�ght, when my body rests, � feel them

typ�ng the address �nto r�ghtmove.co.uk or maps.google.com to look for the fam�l�ar, and

the fam�l�ar wa�ts �n satell�te p�xels from two years ago. � wonder �f the door �s st�ll Br�t�sh

Rac�ng Green or a new colour, favoured by whatever l�fe breathes �n my att�c room, bathes

�n my tub, and unlatches the front gate, grocer�es �n hand. 

        Convert�ble � f�nd most pa�ns, though to th�s one � cl�ng; th�s one � keep pr�mord�al

and let long�ng f�nd her throne �n the sore cav�ty of my heart. Th�s one � keep so close that

the smell of cabbage s�mmer�ng �n a pan br�ngs me to the h�gh-ce�l�ngs of ch�ldhood, to the

corner f�lled w�th a Chr�stmas tree or telev�s�on cables, to the well-travelled Pers�an rugs

that now sunbathe elsewhere, to the sl�d�ng door open�ng to the fox-den garden, where

l�lac grew over my heaven and ol�ve leaves r�ppled �n the w�nd l�ke they do on Crete. 

        � wa�t for my return on a lonesome shore. Temporal�ty gr�nds between my toes l�ke

the gra�ns of sand when we sh�pped the armcha�r and un�on-�ack coffee table to Trouv�lle-

Sur-Mer – � wa�ted there, too, for no one �n part�cular. My long�ng then was st�ll an



undef�ned dullness. And when these rooms were aga�n cleared out and settled l�ke dust,

f�rst �n one c�ty, then another, then a th�rd, � rema�ned stand�ng v�g�l at an unmarked altar.

Now, my pa�ns have grown to clar�ty, a clar�ty so true that � cannot express, �n fear of

tarn�sh�ng �t w�th my graceless tongue. � wr�te because the act of typ�ng may be undone

where the act of speech may not.

        Perhaps � fear settl�ng as � am far too enamoured w�th the yellow br�ck-fronts of

K�ng’s Road and the black-pa�nted gates y�eld�ng to R�chmond Park, perhaps � am afra�d

that �f � g�ve �n to temptat�ons of ease and reluctant conven�ence, my p�ous yearn�ng goes

equally unresolved and unrewarded. Any ounce of comm�tment to a c�ty cl�ps a feather

upon the w�ngs of my heart: every new mob�le number acqu�red, bank account opened,

paper s�gned, contract read, blanket bought, k�tchenware used. They we�gh down my

restless sp�r�t, that walks �n �ts dreams down autumn’s muddy paths, chas�ng the brown car

�n the after-school p�ckup l�ne. 

         London �s, by me, equally cher�shed and dreaded. � have wept over dead m�ce bur�ed

�n so�l, over furn�ture that d�d not make an ocean’s cross�ng, and over a grey c�ty beloved

by a m�ll�on others. Though � endure year after year �n fore�gn lands, pra�se, �n self�sh

d�sregard to my emot�ons, how � grew up spl�t between f�ve countr�es. � st�ll balance

between extremes upon a sl�ck t�ghtrope. � pers�st �n my refusal to set grown shoes where

ch�ld ones have been, lament�ng my former l�fe yet hold�ng on to great fantas�es of return. �

w�ll wa�t upon the rope, �ust as � have on shores, �n tra�ns, �n a dozen classrooms –

balanc�ng, trembl�ng, hop�ng. � am on the t�ghtrope, and � am below �t, chant�ng at myself

to stay, stay wa�t�ng, stay th�nk�ng; stay hop�ng that one day � float from op�ate

helplessness �nto a dec�s�on.
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Watch�ng the Local Go Up �n Smoke
A p�ece of non-f�ct�on by Hugh Moloney

� d�dn't know how to feel as � watched the local go up �n smoke. � supposed �t was part
cur�os�ty; � had never seen a bu�ld�ng burn down before. � was mesmer�sed by the speed
w�th wh�ch the flames went from secret�ve to obscene. On the upper storey, the glass from
the m�ddle w�ndow went f�rst: huge shards shot forth and sl�d down the awn�ng, chased
out by an angry red barrage of tongues. No-one watched the glass as �t shattered on the
path, because the conflagrat�on was hogg�ng the l�mel�ght.
        “Try not to breathe that �n,” � sa�d to my fr�end �n �est as the w�nd carr�ed the smoke
down over us �n the crowd. “All of the cancer and none of the buzz.”
        She laughed, but � wasn't sure �f �t was a real laugh or a fake one. � never could tell
anymore.
        “Speak�ng of a buzz…would �t be �nsens�t�ve to l�ght one r�ght now?” she asked,
produc�ng a th�n roll�e from some pocket unseen. � chuckled, but shrugged. � d�dn't th�nk
so.
        She l�t �t up, w�thout wa�t�ng for a proper op�n�on, and � could feel the n�cot�ne
v�car�ously through each puff. 
        The same way � could feel the flames sear�ng my own m�nd.
        The smoke from the burn�ng pub had a rusty hue to �t, and �t tumbled gracelessly
through the sky l�ke a ser�es of muddy waves.
        The roll�e smoke was sl�ck and grey, l�ttle w�sps reach�ng up �nto the sky and
van�sh�ng.
        “Won't be any pub qu�z tomorrow,” � murmured.
        After a wh�le, � saw chunks of the upper storey fall�ng down, ablaze, through the
fogged up w�ndow of the ground floor. That was a strange th�ng. � couldn’t reconc�le �t to
how � knew the �ns�de of the pub to look. You mean that wooden ce�l�ng, that you would
always see when t�pp�ng your head back for a s�p, �s gone �ust l�ke that? Turned to smoulder�ng
rubble?
        There had been, and cont�nued more profusely, �nterm�ttent popp�ng sounds com�ng
from the bar. After some thought, � concluded that these were the m�n�ature explos�ons of
bottles of alcohol burst�ng after the f�re caught them. That was fucked up. �t somehow
made �t cl�ck that th�s was real, th�s was happen�ng, and � was watch�ng �t.
       Pop. Pop. Pop �t went, then �t slowed and sped when �t felt l�ke �t, untethered to any
rhythm. The def�n�t�on of chaos.
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        �t was probably a bad look that all we d�d was stand there, mak�ng �okes and look�ng
around wh�le �t happened. � don't know what the hell else we were supposed to do, though.
        (� recall the gummy, st�nky man w�th the b�ke who told me to get out of h�s way and
then sa�d admon�sh�ngly, although � have no �dea under what author�ty or sense of
ent�tlement he felt he could admon�sh everyone else, “look at y�z all stand�n’ here
watch�ng!”, r�ght before another w�ndow burst, whereupon he stopped and stood �n awe
for the next ten m�nutes.)

        The f�remen arr�ved after some length of t�me, cons�der�ng the stat�on was only f�ve
m�nutes up the road. They were over to us ask�ng where the nearest f�re hydrants were.
Honestly, � wasn’t sure �f there were any �n the whole town. How would we know?
        They found one, after twenty m�nutes or so, but �n the meant�me the other lads got to
work w�th the truck’s own water supply. They d�d very well, �n fa�rness to them.
        The rageful flames danced back and fell �nto steam, wh�ch emerged from the w�ndows
l�ke fog and wafted down through the crowds. Coughs ensued. They were alr�ght w�th the
smoke, � guessed. The f�re struggled and fought and wr�thed and lunged but, really, �t was
powerless by the end of �t. � worr�ed the m�st would make my ha�r fr�zz up.

        �t had started at two �n the afternoon, and thus �t was safe to assume that there were
not many �ns�de the pub. Everyone had gotten out safely, wh�ch was the ma�n th�ng. The
actual roof started to collapse as they cont�nued to spray the water — that was pa�nful to
watch.
        “One of the oldest l�censed pubs �n North County Dubl�n, you know,” my other fr�end
told me, look�ng up from h�s phone where he had �ust acqu�red the �nformat�on. “1871.”
        “Th�s �s the most �nterest�ng th�ng to happen here s�nce Harry Boland was shot,” �
repl�ed, thumb�ng towards the former s�te of the Grand Hotel. There's a plaque on the
wall, where the barber's �s now, that rem�nds us of h�s death. He wasn't shot sw�mm�ng
away from the Free State Army �n the L�ffey or whatever, l�ke �n the M�chael Coll�ns mov�e.
He was shot �n a hotel room next to the horr�f�ed �r�sh Sea, and as he bled out he wouldn't
tell a soul who had shot h�m. 

        � spent a lot of t�me contemplat�ng the morb�d. � had once cons�dered the death of
Harry Boland, w�th th�s very fr�end, at a past t�me when the sun was h�gh, and � was
embro�led �n a tox�c sp�ral of abuse and lov�ng release. When the pub was not �n any
danger of catch�ng al�ght l�ke a lonely heart. 
        “�f he refused to tell them who shot h�m, then surely he must have known who d�d �t,” �
had sa�d. “You can’t refuse to g�ve �nformat�on that you don’t possess.” 
        “Yes… your po�nt?”
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        He was probably k�lled by someone he knew… someone who knew h�m. Not some
random Sham, l�ke.”
        Pop.
        � wondered �f Boland had ever drank �n our pub, for we knew �t was around at the
t�me. Maybe he had been dr�nk�ng here on the very day he was k�lled. Was he on the
Gu�nness or the Sm�thw�cks? �t was all so fasc�nat�ng. The pub had surv�ved a century and
a half of pol�t�cal and soc�al upheaval, upr�s�ng, f�ght�ng, yet �ts end came about through an
unattended oven, or some other tr�v�al�ty.

        Pop. Pop.

        Pop.

        �t was two pa�nful hours from the �nferno's �ncept�on unt�l �ts death. My two fr�ends
and � watched �t all. We rem�n�sced, � th�nk.
        One n�ght �n our pub, wh�ch was now ashen, roofless, and reduced to rubble, � had
been wasted out of my m�nd, beyond sense. �t was the n�ght we got our Leav�ng Cert
results, a n�ght that would put me off c�der for l�fe; but � would go back to the rum and to
the vodka, the other dev�ls �n whom � had �ndulged. My fr�end, the one who smoked, had
also been there, also wasted out of her m�nd, and ment�oned �n an offhand manner that she
had once felt someth�ng for me, feel�ngs now long dead. �t was an as�de, �n the m�ddle of
some other conversat�on about God knows what. � awoke the next day, head l�ke an abused
k�ck-drum, w�th the Fear. The Fear of  how � had repl�ed to her. Even now � have no �dea
what � sa�d to her. Had � even sa�d anyth�ng? Or perhaps � had �ust sm�led dumbly, nodded,
and walked off to get another dr�nk?
        �t d�dn’t matter e�ther way, as she was, at the t�me of the f�re, entw�ned w�th someone,
and � was absta�n�ng from anyth�ng of the sort anyway. Rechab�te of Romance. St�ll,
though, �t was the only t�me someone had ever confessed a long-dead �ncl�nat�on towards
me. So long dead as to make �t tr�v�al. F�ery tr�v�al�t�es.

        We were some of the last to leave the scene. The f�re was dy�ng, �t got dark qu�ckly
and thus �t got cold qu�ckly. We �oked that the burn�ng of the pub had been keep�ng us
warm, at the very least. Young people love to have a laugh at what some may cons�der
trag�c. �s �t how we cope w�th a trag�c world? Well, what else are we meant to do? We
walked home as the guards cordoned off the local’s charred corpse w�th yellow tape and
stern words.

        When � was home, s�tt�ng on my bed alone, � wasn't see�ng the funny s�de of the f�re.



67

That was when � dec�ded the best course of act�on was to stop th�nk�ng, and that �s
ach�eved, �mpermanently, only through sleep. My body turned and turned l�ke Harry
Boland �n h�s Glasnev�n grave, wa�t�ng for my m�nd to rel�nqu�sh the faculty of thought,
wa�t�ng for a lull �n wh�ch �t could force a shutdown. �t came eventually, as �t �s wont to do,
and � d�dn’t dream that n�ght at all. � was glad of that. Had � dreamt of c�v�l or domest�c
wars, or tr�v�al�t�es, or smokes, or, God forb�d, one more s�ngle Pop, � m�ght �ust have burst
�nto flames myself. 

unt�tled by Karl Murphy
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Metro Cafe, South W�ll�am Street
A poem by Dmytro Pavl�v

She s�ts bes�de me at the cafe where � take my lunch break.

she st�ll looks the same // she hasn’t changed

she doesn’t recogn�se me anymore.
                Ne�ther do You
                hold Your heart// unt�l Your knuckles go wh�te

        � want to sp�ll everyth�ng

        “�t’s me! can’t you tell �t’s me?”

        “How’s your mother? Your k�tten? Your art?”

        “Do you l�sten to the same songs?”

        “Have you gone to see Par�s? The Se�ne? The Louvre?”

        “Are you happy?” “Content?”

        “Do you th�nk of me every now and then?”

        “Have you st�ll gone on w�th your l�fe?”

                “Do you throw Yourself down?” “Do you want everyth�ng back // the way �t felt?”
                Do You want to be 16 aga�n? Know�ng no better?
                She doesn’t.

“What’s your name then?”

� don’t hear.

A Busker bawls my answer, by Cohen, for Her and the street to hear,

         “Fear and F�lth and Coward�ce and Shame”

� l�ght her c�garette,

The heat of �t graz�ng my f�ngert�p,

A warm comfort �mag�ned on her l�ps,

And say goodbye, envy�ng �t, chok�ng down my coffee, cold

Walk�ng away // �ust l�ke before.
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       You’ll plead w�th Me to �ust go back, 

And � can go back.
                And go back then,
                But there w�ll be nobody wa�t�ng for You.

           Nobody � know.
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