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Gravity is Just a Theory

Did you know the only reason we don’t float off into space is because 
tiny, invisible, angels are pushing down on us as we speak. Or, at least 

that’s one hypothesis. 
Or, actually, it’s not a hypothesis at all: it’s a story.
So... let’s start at the begining. 
In Scienceland, a hypothesis is an idea that can be tested, a theory is a 

hypothesis substantiated through testing, and everything else is a story we tell 
ourselves.

There’s something slightly more comforting about the idea that angels 
are pushing us down to earth rather than the notion that the earth is 
continuously falling around the sun, being pulled back from oblivion only 
by the large and invisible attraction to mass known as Gravity.

Still with us? Ok, let’s go back to the angels.
Stories, you see, are powerful because they have nothing to do with real 

life. They’re just things we say. Power, of course, can always be abused, which 
is why people say That’s just a theory, when they mean I don’t like what you’re 
saying.

The big problem with thinking that something is true just because you 
believe it to be true, is that you end up believing things to be true that are, 
in fact, wrong. 

Science is a beautiful thing. But the misuse, misunderstanding and 
misrepresentation of science is ugly. 

Ugly (adj)\ˈə-glē\ 
frightful or horrible in appearance.
from the old norse ugga, meaning to dread. 

To dread. What a great root origin. 
We love Etymology here at Stanzas HQ. It’s a fascinating way to get to 

the heart of a word. And here, Ugly, shows its beautiful, hidden side. 
When lies are taken and distilled as truth, that is ugly.
When truth is taken and distilled as lie, that is ugly.
But what about art? Where is the truth in art? Art has only one truth, and 

that is to be true to itself. 



So here we blend the sciences and arts up, not to distort or meddle in 
any way with fact, but to get a better look at the angels pushing on our 
shoulders, to see how they see, feel how they feel. To show truth not as it is, 
but how it could be. 
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Editor’s Note

All work in this booklet has been inspired by something else.

The work which appears first, be it writing or art, was inspired by a theory, 
theorem, or equation of some kind.

This work was then given over to the recipient, who in turn created a 
second piece of work, be it writing or art.

These scientific ideations were:

Heliocentrism | Mel White
Paraphilia | Isolde Donohoe
a2+b2=c2 | Edward O’Dwyer
Entropy | Ashling McGrory
Skeuomorphism | Caleb Brennan
1=0.999... | Courtney Sharos



Heliocentric • Mel White | Isolde O’Donohoe

It explains a lot, the Irish weather: 
rare bursts of enlightenment, 
elusive, blue-sky thoughts; the centre

of our solar system glides into view,
and blood cells remember they circuit 
a pulsating heart. We forget it, the sun; 

huddled beneath umbrellas,
heads bowed towards puddles
as though they were our Gods.

We circumnavigate the frozen food aisle, 
as though that were our brightest star; 
gather at checkouts to discuss

the softness of the day,
as though rain were some brand 
of moisturiser we rub in to our skin,

and forget skin is just something 
we wrap around ourselves 
like blankets. We don’t feel warmth 

through the clouds in our chests;
forget we’re in orbit, 
try to live in straight lines; 

over-analyse the changeable
weather, and forget that the sun,
beyond it all, is still shining.







Paraphilia • Isolde O’Donohoe | Mel White

They stripped back blossom,
green canopy, harvest gold;

left a solitary tree in stark winter,
background and outlook bleak. 

No petals, unopened.
No story to unfold, full of promise.

You walk a bland landscape,
while they parade their sated smugness;

exclude you from their rainbow.
Beyond the spectrum, infra-red,

outside the boundaries they perceive
as normal, you glimpse colour.

Red lipstick
in an otherwise monochrome film,

beckons. 
Finger to lips.

Can’t bleed away the pigment;
de-saturate the stain.

Follow the Yellow Brick Road.
Follow Red Riding Hood

who follows the Big Bad Wolf.
It’s not all black and white,

there’s a grey area.
You step off that path, too.



a2+b2=c2 • Edward O’Dwyer | Ashling McGrory

I was having difficulty with Maths and my parents decided to pay for grinds. 
I was in love with Rebecca, a girl in my class who’d recently introduced me 

to the French kiss, but I forgot her soon enough. She came into the living 
room, smiled and shook my hand and said her name was Danielle. She was 
a student from the university and had strawberry blonde hair that cascaded 
around her shoulders as she held several large books against her chest. In 
that moment I became determined to pass the Junior Cert for her alone. 
We began that day with Pythagoras’ theorem, and I recited the formula as 
though it were wedding vows. Over and over, I said it: a2+b2=c2, a2+b2=c2, 
a2+b2=c2, each time with the conviction of ‘I do’, and she gripped my hand 
for a moment, just once, and I felt something I’d never felt before – the 
need for someone. It was pure and intense; an ache. I sat my Junior Cert 
and exceeded my aim of passing it. I never did, however, get to tell her that I 
got an A and it was all because of her. I never saw her after the Friday before 
the exam. Sometimes I say it aloud still, a2+b2=c2, and I feel the need again, 
the ache, the want of her. Equations don’t always balance the first time of 
trying, I know. You have to go again, tweak it, so I’ve decided to struggle 
with Leaving Cert Maths.







Service • Ashling McGrory | Edward O’Dwyer

Good afternoon, sir, and thank you for holding. Your call is very important 
to us.
~
You have indicated that you are a man between the ages of 35 and 45 and 
wish to cancel your service. Please say ‘YES’ if this is correct, and we can 
proceed filing your request.
~
Before we go any further, sir, can you tell me, for our records, why you are 
choosing to terminate your service. It is our aim to customise to best service 
available to each customer, and if we have not met expectations at any time 
then it is vital that we know how we have failed.
~
Thank you, sir, for taking the time to explain. Knowing, as we do, the 
importance of your time, your feedback is greatly appreciated.
~
We have a number of service upgrades available within your price range, 
sir, if you would like to hear about them? We would be happy to keep your 
current contract and provide you with the new benefits of any of these 
services.
~
I see. I am sorry to hear that. Very well, we can proceed with cancellation of 
your service.
~
I am looking at your chart and am pleased to tell you that you have 
satisfactorily submitted all the necessary documentation for our files. This 
should help us to process your cancellation very smoothly.
~
There is just one thing that I would like to ask you about. On Form HB06, 
you have indicated that you have two dependents…
~
Sir, please calm down. It is policy, I assure, to know in detail to status of 
dependents before cancelling any service. We thank you for filling in this 
form truthfully.
~



You must understand, sir, we can process your request more efficiently if 
you are calm. I appreciate, as much as I can, you are upset. As you know, 
however, I am a robot, and have never experienced human emotion for 
myself. I can have no empathy, only diagnostic reports which tell me that 
you have become frustrated, and a vast database of response possibilities 
with no guarantees that what I may say will alleviate your stress.
~
I thank you for that, sir, and I will do my best. Let me just finish entering 
these results into our system.
~
There, that’s done. You will receive a copy of all of our data in the next three 
working days. You will then have ten working days to retract your service 
cancellation, in the case of which we can then discuss new service options. 
After that time, you will have two more working days before cancellation of 
your service will be in effect.
~
We try not to use that word, sir, but yes, you will be completely and officially 
deceased.
~
Thank you for your call, sir, and for using our service. Have a good day.
~



Dull as Plastic • Caleb Brennan | Courtney Sharos

It’s odd to live in a home so plastic.
Where the family sits still at the table.
Motionless, as if placed there by god himself,
Lifting them up, bending their knees to sit
You can almost feel him adding one bit of effort 
To make the mood right. It’s so quiet here, 
The wallpaper has stories and the girl in the plaid 
dress smiles and says words that blankets the world. 
The children are playing with the grandmother 
on the old lax leather chair, they look very happy, 
big longing grins all round. Everything is still and fake. 
 And,
You can smile too, knowing this is exactly what you wanted,
Not the reality of two weeks ago, when she said
She didn’t love you and she was leaving you.
No. You are quite happy to stay here, 
Putting on the same navy pinstripe suit
And going to same distinct you places, 
living as dull as plastic, as routine as clockwork, 
as expected as sleep at the end of a cold night’s work.







Stargazing • Courtney Sharos | Caleb Brennan 

Let’s sit in this hue, 
till we are mad and fed up.
Till the world comes crashing in. 
Let’s look up at the swirls above,
Counting the layers, lifting each
Aqua duvet with our eyes, holding
No barriers of qualification, an
Instinctual gut feeling of who we
Are and where we will depart to

Let’s almost swirl the stars into our feelings, 
Pressure them together, be the gravity. 
Hold ourselves in constellations, 
Ideas supernoving, thoughts that stellar
And end up elsewhere.  

Or let’s just sit here, and pushing nothing
That we don’t already know. 
Let’s just sit here
And let the world witness us.
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