
Stuck… oh man this one’s tough. I wayyy preferred 
Light Hearted. I wish that one had won. I wish I’d 
read more Classics. I wish I wasn’t so weird around 
everyone. 

Should I write about feeling stuck, or stuck between 
a rock and a metaphor, or… shit, I don’t know, maybe 
I should go one step removed from the box? What 
does that even mean? One Step Removed from the 
Box… It sounds like it could be cool, but what am I 
actually saying?

Writing is hard.
No, writing is easy, making sense is hard. Bad 

writing is easy. Ah but who am I to judge, what do I 
know? I’m trying to figure this all out too, you know.

You know?
Ok, I still don’t have an editorial and these usually 

come pretty easy so I’m sure that means I’m a fraud 
and should throw in the towel now. Except, where did 
I put my towel? Fuck it, I’m too lazy to look for a 
towel, guess I’ll just write some meta-piece of bullshit 
as a Get Out of Jail Free Card about how sometimes 
writing takes us to weird places, but that’s awesome 
because weird places are cool and we’re never really 
stuck if we have an imagination to shoot off into the 
cliché with.

Ok, maybe that’s true, or maybe this is what One 
Step Removed from the Box means. 

Who knows, there’s no such thing as bad writing 
anyway. Only making sense, and making feels,

stanzas

everything is this is everything

p.s. no never mind it doesn’t matter.
pp.s everything is this is everything matters is everything this is 

everything matters...



She concentrated thoughts on herself
onto her body
working it until the muscles thickened
but her skin is thin as paper 
a pale sheet dotted with freckles
that she told me when I was very young 
they will eventually morph into one

She didn’t turn out like she’d expected —
does anyone? 
what if I had been born first?
would I have turned out like her? 
we jokingly call it ‘Catholic guilt’

I would act like her too if I’d seen what she has
she was a demo of me, a trial run
all the mistakes were already made 
by the time I came around 
I am exactly like her 
I am her 
but done ‘right’. 

Like those old videos, 
the black plastic boxes with a snake of tape inside
I was fast forwarded past the bad parts of the movie
while she got st ttt tt uck

video tapes

laura enright



A comedian lifts the tail of a horse 
and enters sideways through its arse.

It’s a bit of a squeeze to say the least 
but he’s been in tighter holes 
and is used to shit. 

This shit is crumbly with straw 
and is sweet as a summer’s noon.

The passage through the intestines 
is this way and that 
like a pointless joke, 
until you get to the point. 

The point being the moment 
he breaks the surface 
inside the horse’s stomach.  

Already there before him, 
up to their shoulders in gastric acid, 
are a mermaid and a deceased Pope.  

“This is the Resurrection 
and the Life,” says the Pope. 

“This is the Dead Sea,” says the mermaid.  

“Did you hear the one 
about the semi-colon?” says the comedian.

tell me when it hurts 

john w. sexton



Feeble fingers have collapsed into 
themselves

her fist, like an infant’s
lies limp in her lap

As if made of marble
the grip won’t relax
unyielding

“What is it that you
 are holding on to?” 

I take her thumb
try to unfurl the claw, the nails
digging into her palm
Stigmata

She must 
be searching for some sensation
some sting of pain
something

“Hello”

I am watching two blue planets
To see if they 
notice the sound 

If gravity can pull them,  
alter the orbit,
and turn them toward me

“Do you know who I am?”

They are empty planets
They don’t move

She is here
and not here

Stuck
in the fixed vortex
of this
in between

fixed vortex
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I dont remember a time
I wasn’t here

Peeping out a crack
Blinded by the light

Clad in black
You don’t see rainbows in here

A game of hide and seek
Or just hiding

Pretending
Still playing dress up

Only one please
I can only like one

Never both. 
Never real.
 

crack

aisling o’connor



In the midst of life, we are in death,
Not as intended, but as is necessary,
And In many spinning rooms wise voices whisper;
Do not look forward, do not look back, do not look
Over and over, not here nor there nor anywhere,
Look down,
Hunch and bear the weight
And pretend you have happier eyes under your hair.

Cling and scrape and screech,
Rage, rage when they tell you to hop off the stage,
Because you never finished your page,
And you have not yet heard the clap,
But now, you are back in the cage.
Do not look up, for you are dead
Watchful eyes, hovering age by age,
Waiting for your empty cage.

And then once it rattles,
with spasms,
You had nothing to live for anyway.

media vita in morte sumus

seán grimes mcdonough
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