


Love Is MereLy a Madness

Shakespeare said it best, and while we’re good we’re not quite good enough to top 
him. Love is indeed merely a madness. A chemical imbalance in the brain that 

makes you do weird stuff  you’d otherwise – under ordinary circumstances – com-
pletely avoid.

Love says ‘Yeah, man, she totally wants to shift you after fourteen beers and a dodgy 
burger, go for it.’ Love makes you write awful poetry on faint pink sheets of  paper 
scented with perfume in the hopes he’ll, inexplicably, be wooed. Love is the Angel and 
the Demon sitting on your shoulders, each conspiring to work together this one time 
for the absolute lols of  it just so you can live to regret the tale.

Love is merely a madness – but there is a cure.
We may not be Doctors, psychologists or even herbal lobotomists with a penchant 

for biologists, but we are poets, we are smiths of  the word, and no matter how little 
your valentine cared for the box of  chocolates you nabbed in Dealz, we’re always 
there for you – and by always we mean once a month. In any case, let that madness 
out, put it on paper, and give it to us. 

We’ll love you for it
Stanzas
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to Love
for giving us the reason

to keep writing
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sIngLetons

Jason O’Donnell

Ladies and gentlemen,
boys and girls
and all you singletons
‘round the world.
We tried our hardest
for that answer above
but we came up short
so yeah fuck love.
The shit we go through
to find someone else
at this rate we might start
dating ourselves.
And don’t get me started
on Valentine’s Day
it’s gone so commercial
we’re throwing money away.
And those three special words
yeah ‘I love you ?
What a load of  shite
when they’re not said to you.
No luck with relationships
so go forth and mingle
we have an excuse
we are fucking single.
So in the name of  singletons
I’ll raise a glass
and then tell love
to kiss my ass!
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L.O.V.E
Alison McCarthy

Lies
Obsession
Vanity
Envy
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Fear Loathes Love

Emer Hayes

Look at the pitiful fools
Clutching each other
For I may tear them apart
And the fool on his knees unaware
He’s committing to disappointment and regret.

I am not your enemy,
But a guardian of  your soul –
Man’s pure instinct.
I am printed with lipstick on your collared shirt
And etched in the texts from your past.

Love cannot exist without I
Who reminds the Desperates
They are alone.
I protect you from the beast called love.
You too are a fool if  you trust
Those who will rip out your heart
And crush it to a pulp.

Love is for the weak,
Try crushing a stone.
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you

Aisling O’Connor

We swerve in and out,
of  flying insults, smashed metaphorical vases,
and glasses half  empty.
Like we’re dancing –
A violent bloody dance.
Who can say the next worst thing:
I love you.

We swerve in and out of  our tango,
with the lyrics to guide us.
I hate you.
I’m not graceful enough for ballet
and, my dear,
you lack common courtesy.

We swerve in and out of  our scene.
Missing beats and stumbling over feet.
Disaster tourists flock to our spectacle
of  cacophonic slurs and insults,
my muse, the sticks and stones are lies.

We swerve in and out
through lighting strikes and hailstorms,
momentarily huddling for warmth,
and separating at each clearing.

Our ongoing feud of  love.
Artillery of  venom and fury,
I can’t send you letters, knowing
your razor sharp tongue will tear them to pieces

The violence of  spoken word poetry
was never something I could master,
but you,
you were born for this.



9

La vIe en rose

Matthew Moynihan

You see me in the shops on Valentine’s Day,
Standing proud and erect,
Awaiting your choice, a choice
Some believe could lead to wedding bells
And pollination.

But I have my own love story.
A story never told.

Inception – earth, air, sun, water.
The elements, my demi-creators,
Demi-destructors yearning me to
Blossom.

The earth in its maternal
Embrace only to strangle.
The air feeding stomatically
Only to suffocate.
The water lubricating, nourishing,
Only to one day drown.
And the sun, showing the light,
The way, only to scorch.

The elements chew up
And spit out – then
Divorce.

Now I am withered.
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Moth

Fiona Grimes

As you fester and boil
The love grows.
Brewing, growing stronger
With every passing second.

There are times when we don’t agree,
Times when you’re too hot
And I wait for you to cool
Or times when I forget about you
And you grow cold and bitter
So I drain you.

Know that I will never turn truly away from you
Coffee can piss off
No matter how bitter or cold you get,
I can always reboil the kettle and wait,
Quite simply,
Tea, you are my moth
And I am your flame.
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My true antI-Love

Fiona Grimes

I’m hooked.
Hours of  my time spent,
Watching, engrossing myself,
Encaptured by the ever changing unfolding drama.

Perfect hair and skin free of  imperfections –
Crumbling: lives unraveling,
Dwelling on the little things:
Boys, shoes and shopping
Homework left untouched and suddenly there’s college.

Messages left unopened,
Not speaking to real breathing friends for days.
You’re destroying my life
And I don’t even like you – that much.

You’re like trashy magazines, celebrity rags;
something to pass the time.
A series in a day seems like time wasted when it’s finished
Still it happens over and over again.

Pretty Little Liars stop ruining my life.
Waiting for you to buffer and load is time wasted enough.

Your storylines are more unrealistic than Gossip Girl
and I’d even say Supernatural.
So why can’t I stop?
C’mon seriously just tell me who the fuck ‘A’ is anyway.

Ugh I have to find out.
I guess I’ll just watch one more episode...
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darkness

RG Allen

Caught in the unending numbness of  a dark soul,
Trapped in the subconscious of  a failing martyr,
Lost in a gaze that only says goodbye:
All this I have and more
Now I am alone.
The stars are infinite,
Yet is this console enough when the sun that warmed
your world has gone dark;
And future aspirations have faded.
Alone under a foreign sky,
The exiled spirit holds his own.
Is this enough to a soul who has held true light in his
hands.
Look inside this empty face,
Memories are all it holds,
Life gone dark
Bereft of  light.
Exiled to this hollow existence.
How can one complain?
What could compare to the essence of  what was lost
And knowing this, once the risk was taken
What could be salvaged if  this was expunged?
Nothing,
Nothing but darkness.
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Pour vous

Aoife Donnellan

I can’t wither,
Unless I put my value in the eye of  the beholder.
It is said a person has never seen themselves
And if  this is true
We live our years
Trying to make beautiful
What we will never see.
If  seeing is believing how are we to have belief  in
ourselves
That which we have not seen.
And letting your life mirror Alice;
Actually looking through the looking glass
A sight half  full.
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the Words

Amy O’Donovan

It all started with a look. You gave me a knowing glance as you pretended to have 
your nose buried in a book. You stood cool, calm and collected, holding Poe’s 

collected works and maintaining eye contact with me. Your hazel eyes were warm 
and welcoming. You initiated the conversation by talking about literature. I still look 
back at that first encounter as wonderful. I left feeling exhilarated and excited at the 
prospect of  meeting you again. It didn’t take you long to contact me and organise our 
first date. You took me out for a few drinks at Flannery’s bar. You were a polite and 
kind goofball. Even though my hair was a mess and I was sweating out of  nerves, you 
still said I was beautiful. You didn’t seem to care. Your hand remained intertwined 
with mine for the whole evening.

I was yours after that night. We texted each other almost every night and I leapt 
with joy whenever I got to see you. I loved your passion for music, for Shakespeare. I 
loved our long conversations about our favourite plays and poems. I loved the nights 
when I would come to your house and lay beside you listening to My Chemical Romance 
and The Fray. You paid attention to me and my thoughts. You made me feel wanted 
for the first time in my life. The world hadn’t treated me fairly. Now, you were this 
wonderful thing that kept me sane and happy.

You knew everything about me and I comforted at the thought. There were no 
secrets between us, we could tell each other anything. When I was around you, I 
didn’t need to hold back my words when for so long my words had been ignored and 
ridiculed.

But all of  that changed one night in July. It was our anniversary and everything 
started out fine. It was an ordinary day, filled with lovely conversations and ordinary 
questions: ‘How’s the family’ and ‘How was your day?’ Then as we laid down, listening 
to ‘Hear You Me’ by Jimmy Eat World, you spoke sweetly to me those three words 
‘I love you.’ My heart dropped to my stomach. My throat turned dry and my head 
started spinning. For once, I had no words. I was speechless.

My body and mind made me mute. I knew I loved and cared for you. I loved having 
you in my life. But the words ‘I love you’ were words I could never swallow.

‘I love you’ opens up a door to a new perspective, a change. I didn’t want us to 
change. I loved the place we were in. You couldn’t understand my predicament. You 
couldn’t understand why I wouldn’t take the next step. You became frustrated, began 
questioning my feelings for you. My feelings were absolute. 

I did love you, more than I could ever describe in words. Didn’t I prove to you my 
feelings? Why must I say ‘I love you’ just to convince you that I do? I felt I had professed 
my love to you without using words. That wasn’t enough for you. You needed me to 
say it, not just feel it. It was almost like a declaration or statement for you to prove to 
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the rest of  the world that I was yours and you were mine. But I couldn’t give that to 
you. Words so small and so meaningless. But words meant everything to you. And I 
couldn’t give you what you wanted so you couldn’t stay. Now, the only word I have to 
say is ‘Goodbye.’ 
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tWo ordIInary PeoPLe

Bam O’Grady

Snow fell freely around them. Though we'd started our steady thaw into Spring, this 
was not unusual weather for February. Snow is still greeted with gleeful surprise; 

where logic is sold to the beggar for a fleeting moment of  bliss. Samantha and Jack, 
two utterly ordinary people, though I guess that was the point.

They met by chance, both waiting for a coffee in O'Brien's, a small hideaway off  
Denmark street they happened to frequent. She ordered a black coffee and took the 
corner seat by the window. He delayed until her order was called, nodding to the 
barista as he picked up her coffee and brought it with his own.

'Here you go' he said, boldly sitting himself  down beside her. 'I'd tell you that I'm 
rich, but I'm not. Or that I'm a philanthropist who fosters kittens, but I don't. I haven't 
spoken to my mother in years – No, that one's a lie, I spoke to her this morning.'

Samantha laughed into her sleeve, her cheeks turning a shade to shame a rose. Long 
red hair tied back with her crossword-pen and a small book of  puzzles on the table. 
Her blue eyes matched her sapphire gemstone earnings, something Jack noticed in 
earnest. 'But you are cute and I wanted to say hi.' Her shy smile set the scene. 

They talked for hours reciting youthful tales either should be too embarrassed to 
recount. She wrote her number on the back of  a napkin, her lipstick still stained his 
cheek when he called her that night. Two dates turned to three as three dates soon 
became five. Both keeping count until they shared their first night together. When he 
knew, he knew.

*
‘I’m a flavour?!’ Samantha replied bemused and flustered for just a moment. She 
gazed at him, warning Jack to play fair. Ordinarily she’d just brush his bold advances 
aside but here and now, his breath on her bare shoulders, left her feeling open and 
aware. She hadn’t the energy to pose any resistance.

‘Would you rather be a texture then?’ He smirked, leaning in to tidy a stray strand 
of  hair behind her ear. His warm stare stilled her. Flustered and embarrassed, she bit 
her lower lip as Jack’s hand caressed her arm. His fingertips soothing her skin.

‘No, I just – Shut up, you,’ she said sticking out her tongue. Her blue eyes awash 
with affection. Even after all this time, Samantha still didn’t know how to deal with 
him. Though she know that was one of  those things she loved most about him. He 
always knew just how to assuage her shipwrecked soul. That time he took her to 
Dingle bay, three sandwiches just so they could fight over the spare, a single bottle 
of  ‘76 Cabernet Sauvignon flanked by two crystal glasses bought during a tour of  
Waterford Crystal. That was where he proposed to her. On one knee, asking for one 
hand, for one eternal promise.

*
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You have acute myelogenous leukemia. Three months ago those words were spoken for the 
first time. Neither had any idea what they meant but they both recognised the word 
leukemia. What had started as a bad cough quickly spiralled out of  control until the 
underlying problem was finally identified. Samantha had Cancer. There was a lot of  
crying, irrational arguments and regrets about unplanned futures but Jake refused to 
leave even for a moment. 89 days he sat by her bed, each consecutive day he brought 
her a black coffee and her crossword-pen. She was released and allowed to go home 
on Saturday, February 13th. She just wanted to spend her last few days at home. 

They were far from the cove of  memories. Far from the O’Brien’s and the aroma 
of  red wine. Far from safety. Around them lay her bedroom and its reservoir of  
memoires. The cohort of  teddies in the south-west corner, ranked by height and 
sentiment,  standing guard over an innocuous closest and its assumed assortment 
of  terrors. The beige wallpaper fitted perfectly against the cute skirting board. The 
Washburn acoustic guitar stood in testament to the songs she composed for him. 
Many a tear played off  those strings, consummating their relationship. A picture of  
the happy couple, resting effortlessly in its pace on the bedside table. This was where 
she stayed, alone with her comforts, daily crosswords and coffee. Alone with her 
husband Jack, until she passed away.
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