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The Snowflake

Each one a fingerprint, each one unique,
Each one something special, each one weak,
Each one fragile and each one cold
Each one young, each one old.

We've been doing Stanzas for six months, and our rhyming couplets 
are still dreadful. 'Tis Winter now, and things are dark, if  you don't 

believe us look outside.
A lot of  people are scared of  the dark, they get sad as the solstice swings 

around so they hide under duvets with bad tv. But the dark isn't so bad. 
Without it, how could we appreciate light?

A lot has happened these past six months. So much that it's kinda hard 
to remember where we all began. I guess, we each began as a...

...Yeah, here's the bit where we compare each of  you to a Snowflake.
Shine on you crazy frozen fractals.
Stanzas.
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for Santa 
sorry for being on the naughty list

not sorry



Viewing

RG Allen
December 1998. Limerick, O’Connell Street.

The sun, like a moon through the fog,
A flash of  post-apocalyptic vistas.
Smoke rising from behind a solitary stone angel.
The seams of  a suburban city
Fade, through the fog, to industrial Russian sprawls.
Hammers and sickles, cut and beat
The cold into a shining, stinging, sharpness.
A snow globe of  cigarette smoke and tears,
Shook about and viewed through the glass,
Not a part, just apart;
Standing there, in a snow globe,
Viewing a snow globe,
While being viewed.



Cold ViolenCe

Simon Benson

He clasps at me,
Cold icy fingers caress my uncovered flesh,
His animalistic intentions,
His nature is obvious.
He tries to take my clothes from me,
I wear layer after layer,
To stop him.
But he is only delayed.
In the broad daylight,
His being, forcefully penetrates mine.
He takes from me, any warmth I had,
And my heart freezes over.
He leaves me in a shivering pile of  self-pity,
After he has achieved his goal.
Slowly, and with a dripping, red face,
I make my way home
Where the memory of  what happened,
Melts away

Winter has me firmly in his grasp.



The PaSSing of Time

Lauren Griffin

The death of  the year, draws ever closer,
Nights grow colder and days get darker,
Forcing us to cherish the hours of  light.

The flowers bow their heads to rest,
An imitation of  the animals now hidden away,
Desperate to escape the oncoming season.

Children glide along footpaths, shoes turned to skates,
As they embrace the hidden beauty of  the icy roads,
Waiting for the first smattering of  snow to land.

A grey-scaled world, a layer of  white encasing everything,
Hiding the explosion of  autumn colour,
And reminding us of  another year passed.

A sorrowful conclusion to a magnificent year,
But one we must face with certainty and bravery,
For who knows what the coming year will bring.



winTer bellS

Laura-Louise Slattery

The winter bells chime,
I walk alone,
I want no bird to sing;
To those who keep
Their hearts their own
The winter bells are spring.
No flowers to blossom,
No bees to hum,
The coming spring’s already come.

I never want the grass to bloom;
The lawn’s best dressed in white.
I love to see the blizzard come,
And see its piercing light.
The dazzled icy eyes that cling;
To the winter bells’ resounding ring.



SeaSonal winTer

Courtney McKeon

I've been roaming in my mind’s winter far too long.
Reliving memories frozen in time,
Watching snow fall on a future that’ll never arrive.
Although I long for spring, I revel in the frost
Indulging silent tears, lamenting all I've lost.

Freezing fogs clog my thoughts.
Shutting my eyes blind,
Those who offer help-in-kind
Accepting my lot, in hope of  thawing the cold behind my eyes,
The logs added to my fire are fuelled by betrayal and lies.

Always willing to chat when my summer blazes hot.
But in the depths of  my winter I see you not.
I do not expect help, I can melt this ice alone.
But in future love me for all my seasons
Not just those that make you feel whole.



JaCk

Emer Hayes

The last leaves of  autumn summon him
To sneak around in the dead of  night,
Caressing the windows of  homes
And leaving only his breath.

His claws remain a grip on rooves
To keep the warmth at bay.
When he calls you think “the wind,”
But he too has gone away.

He is a creature of  mischief
And makes trophies of  your toes.
When you hear the call of  Jack
It’s best to head in home.

Light a fire to melt him away
He’s frightened most of  heat.
Wrap up in scarves and hats and gloves
Avoid the chattering of  teeth

Hide in piles of  blankets
And build a fortress of  books.
Who needs to go outside?
Let him have his nights.

Keep cups of  coffee in your hands
And he’ll stay hidden out of  sight.



winTer image one
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gay aS ChriSTmaS

Anna Victoria Lynch // Áine-Buaidheach Ní Loinsigh

It was approaching the Christmas holidays and the canteen was strewn 
with various kinds of  Yuletide tat, in varying festive shades. I stirred my 

cup of  tea, watching the milk dissolve in a pleasing swirl, as you sat opposite 
me explaining how difficult it is to hang sketches on a gloss painted wall 
with Blu Tak. We had met a few weeks earlier, but it didn’t take long for you 
to become the first woman I ever loved.

I remember the day we met: I was standing in the college smoking area 
on a chilly November afternoon with my friends, one of  whom introduced 
us, labelling you as his “equally rebellious” classmate. We shook hands 
tentatively as you locked onto me with your bright blue eyes; your hair was 
cropped and dyed the kind of  vivid red that would attract sometimes the 
wrong kind of  attention. You complimented me on my boots, saying that 
you once had a pair like them yourself  when you went through your “goth” 
phase. We continued to meet and enthuse about all the things that bad girls 
have in common, like heavy metal and completely black wardrobes, and 
before long we were inseparable.

I lost count of  the hours we spent together; hours that brought us closer. 
Every day I found something new to love about you, but I could never 
choose a favourite. Was it your gentle ways in my times of  need; those times 
as you held me when I cried, trying your best to squeeze my broken pieces 
back together? Or was it your vulnerability; those times when you would lie 
your head on my shoulder, and timidly confess that

I was one of  the only people in your life who made you feel safe? Or 
maybe it was your fearlessness; when you slid your slender hand round my 
waist, resting it on the small of  my back as you pulled me into your bosom, 
looking deep into my eyes, suggesting we should run away together with a 
cheeky grin? I could list them all, but there are not enough hours in the day, 
and there are certainly too many to choose from.

Eventually, the time came for you to choose a wedding dress. I knew it 
was bad luck to see the Bride in her dress before the big day, but you wanted 
a second opinion, even if  it meant spoiling the surprise. We went up to the 
sales assistant, showed her a picture of  a dress you had been coveting on a 
website, and she helped us to find the most similar dress in the shop. She 



lifted it from the rail, handed it to me, and we went to the changing room. 
You slipped off  your clothes and I laced you into it, tightening it around 
the contours of  your body. You had such a womanly frame, a frame I both 
loved and envied as I peeked over your shoulder at my comparatively flat 
figure in the mirror.

Excitement filled your eyes as you gazed at your reflection, you swung 
your skirts from side to side like a little girl pleased with her new frock. This 
was a beautiful moment for you, and it should have been for me too. But 
instead I watched you, filled with bitter, hollow disappointment. This dress, 
that you were so carefully and lovingly choosing, would never be worn for 
me. You would wear it for my brother.

Not long after we met, after helping you take down the sketches you had 
eventually managed to affix to the wall with Cellotape, we went back to my 
house for some tea and cake. We sat on my sofa and laughed the evening 
away, and then my brother returned from work. He walked into the room, 
and that was that. For the months that followed, there was no more talk 
of  running away together, except an occasional jibe: if  things don’t work 
out, you and I will run away together once and for all! And as I looked at 
you wearing that beautiful dress, the only thing I could feel was exhaustion, 
having carried the weight of  a love you would not share with me for so long. 

Things didn’t work out in the end: not for you, or for him. However, we 
never ran away together once and for all: there was no wedding, no dress, 
no joy, no solemn vow of  fidelity; only a broken promise. Like a winter 
storm you blew in, disrupting all in your path but suffering none of  the 
consequence; then blew out, and we never spoke again.
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The CiTruS Tree

Matthew Moynihan

Last night, as darkness bruised the Melbourne sky,
I took a stroll and came to rest beneath a citrus tree.
A curious orange fell from the tree's paternal grasp
and I, taking it as a sign, bit into its toxic flesh.

The bitterness!
Oh, the bitterness
of  that deceitful, hazardous fruit,
How it mirrored the acidity of  my soul.

I bore no sweet oranges.

As dark clouds enveloped my skyline,
Hydrochloric Acid rose from the pit of  my stomach
and reposed within the chambers
of  my tainted heart.

I felt as though I was entering
the winter of  my life,
and that this internal malaise
was the final snowflake to land upon my icy path.

Yet while I sat there wallowing,
a chrystalline butterfly flew past my eyes.
Its beauty and its clear eye compelled me
to see the world in a different vein.

I must fight for those sweet oranges.

I must fight for the brightness.
I must fight for love, for passion, for fraternity.
And in fighting, I must never forget
the painful bitterness of  wallowing.



winTer’S graSP

Kerrie Ryan

These shackles and chains of  depression,
Hold us back every Winter year.
The long dark evenings,
Taking over the beautiful brightness,
Leaving us in this horrible lull.

Thinking of  the past every Season,
Snatched glimpses of  happiness,
Excitement always coming to play,
This December,
And many more gone past,
Of  Christmas toys,
Warm hugs,
The dancing amber flames,
The smell of  cloves and whiskey.

In the end the hardship always prevail,
Every Winter left thinking,
Will I last?
Long dark nights
And horrible fights
Of  demons both inside and out.

This lowliness is shared with quite a few,
Winters ghostly presence,
Like an ominous grey cloud the unbearable weight,
But this winter
Is just like the last,
It will pass,
And I, still standing,
With the sunshine on my back.



i haTe

Anon

I hate christmas
I hate Santa
I hate people
I hate you most of  all
I hate charity
I hate falsity
I hate the cold
I hate your coldness most of  all
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