


EntwinEd

Time is a flat circle, or so TV would have us believe.
Maybe Time is a string, wrapped around the oversized paw of  a galactic kitten. 

Maybe Time is the thought process of  a higher deity. Perhaps Time is simply a way to 
get to work before the coffee runs cold. We’re not sure what Time is, but we do know 
what time it is: It’s Stanzas Time.

The first six months (SIX!) have been crazy. We’ve expanded beyond reason, we’ve 
grown to include so many wonderful people, and we’ve made so many new friends – 
and every one of  you talented.

So now we come to a path: the next six months.
This is January. A time of  introspection where we feel shame for eating all the Ros-

es. A time of  dieting and gymming and vow making. Well how’s this for a New Year’s 
Resolution? We promise to stick around, but only if  you do the same.

So open up the pages, have a read, and remember, we might not have the answers, 
but we have Stanzas, and that’s kind of  enough for now.

Stanzas



Contributors

Simon Benson   5
Emer Hayes    6
Mathew Moynihan   8
Aisling O’Connor   9
RG Allen    10
Jared Nadin    11
Anna Victoria Lynch  14
Shane Vaughan   18
Alex Fage    12, 13, 16, 17



to Father Time
for keeping your pocket watch

wound up tight
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i HopE i burn wEll

Simon Benson

I will lift myself,
From my ash.
Stand tall and sure.

I will forget,
When I dust it off,
Who I was before.

And with the wind,
What had to go,
Will go.

I am not new,
Just different,
As my flaws float away.

I am no Phoenix,
But an ordinary man,
Trying to improve.
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obsErving tHE FuturE

Emer Hayes

Behind that fence
Where you now play
I once played there too
Half  a lifetime ago.

With pink spotted tights
And bunches of  hair
Just like you are now.

We too play hide and seek,
Although the rules have evolved with us.

I remember falling as you just have.
Nostalgia as your pain is assuaged
With sparkling stickers and sweets.

If  only we could still see the wonders
That glimmer in your eyes
At the sight of  balloons and bubbles and fireworks.

I must warn that with time
They dim to embers
And embers always fade.

That timeless bell now rings
And summons you to the present.

You can’t see me anyway
I am no more than a passing memory.
One of  endless, faceless passers-by
In the land unknown to you
Outside that hell-gate.

I wish you could hear me tell you
All the life lessons I’ve learned;
To save you the pain and loss and time.



7

Time.
Endless to you, but it’s not.

Yet I still wish to join you in your games
And jump over that fence
Into spring’s puddles and autumn piles of  leaves.

And plunge into infinite summers
To reclaim my childhood.

Your future is set out in timetables
And packed neatly in a Scooby-Doo lunch box,
Just as mine once was.

I wish I could teach you
What that school cannot.

Perhaps in another decade
You too will stroll past your past
And see what I see now
And what others glimpsed before me perhaps.

My distant comrade
Heed my advice:
Make friends now
And find the glass shoes that fit.

For once you pass that gate
They will be cemented with lead
And each clunky step from there
Will cement your path to this day.
No bippity-boppity-boop will change your fate.
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Annus rEnovAtionis

Matthew Moynihan

This one shall breed the renaissance of  my soul,
For henceforth my slate remains pure.
My clear eye has one solitary goal:
This one shall breed the renaissance of  my soul.
Just as the snake that sheds its skin whole,
My archive shall find its true cure.
This one shall breed the renaissance of  my soul,
For henceforth my slate remains pure.
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tHE lonEly pArk bEnCH

Aisling O’Connor

The lonely park bench sits rusty and blue
And on it a girl who wishes to be new.
She watches the swing set, silent and still,
As the dust settles on the old idyll.
In her mind she hears a pendulum-like chime,
And imagines it swinging with remnants of  time
Trapped in chains of  the lost and found,
Because that’s what she’s losing, and needs a rebound,
To earn a chance to hit redo.
To earn new eyes, and begin anew,
For the park has grown dull and smaller somehow,
If  she clicks continue she’ll be renewed now.
The world will never change but she has to:
The lonely park bench sits rusty and blue.
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rEnEwAl tHrougH rEtrospECtion

RG Allen

Stretch
Strain
Reverse the atrophy in my brain

Past laurels
Count for nought
Unless
There is an end to the drought.

Self-imposed
Or lost to prose.

Reach back to move forward

Renewal
Reviewal
Either
Or

I am me,
This,
This is me.
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timE

Jared Nadin

Beginning from the End and back
to where we first began
the weeks in days and hours in minutes
fall back inside the inside-out.
Time is fleeting, sleet and wind.
In the hourglass of  all that is.

Rewind the clock, re-wind the clock
so it may tick beyond the hour.

Tempus est Tempestus et
Tempus est Tempestus.
Time is Storm and
Time is Weather.
Whether we weather the storm of  time

or not.
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Alex Fage
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Alex Fage
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oCtobEr

Anna Victoria Lynch // Áine-Buaidheach Ní Loinsigh

The metal framed doubel-bed was squeezed into the tiny whitewashed bedroom, 
with barely a foot to spare around the edges. The blinds, tilted at an angle, 

deflected the glow of  the city streetlamps from outside into the room in garish orange 
streaks, which broke against the wall shadowed in blue by the night sky; there was no 
other light in the room as they lay there in silence, his arms wrapped around her as 
she gazed into his eyes. There in that bedroom cell, separated from the hectic world 
outside by nothing but a single pane of  glass, all that mattered was him.

The silence was broken occasionally only by a sigh, or by the washing of  a car tyre 
against the rain soaked road as it drove past the apartment block. They had not shared 
words for some time in the fear of  compromising such a precious moment; those 
moments were too few and far between.

She gently brushed his face with her fingertips, running them across his cheekbone 
and into his hair, where she twirled a thick dark lock ‘round her finger; he smiled softly. 
Their eyes were locked onto each other, each throwing the doors to their innermost 
cores to one another.

‘I know we have had our trials,’ she admitted in a whisper, ‘but I don’t want you to 
feel that we will suffer more than we celebrate together.’ He nodded apathetically; she 
continued: ‘I have a feeling that good things are coming our way if  we just hold on 
for a little while longer.

His only response was a wry smile as his eyes scanned her face: she was so beautiful, 
his idea of  perfection on the surface, but deep beneath the skin there was a solemn 
truth. They had entered into their Winter, where more days were spent walking in 
darkness than in light, and even in the light no warmth could be found. Of  course, 
winter is part of  the natural way of  things, but without a Summer it hardens the heart 
until one day, you do not remember what warmth feels like. But even in this deep dark

Winter, for every hour of  darkness, bleakness, and despair, there was a beautiful 
fleeting second of  warmth, light and hope, like a gentle southern breeze sweeping the 
clouds away just for that moment. Were these mere moments enough to endure the 
never ending tide of  night? Her face, like a thin veneer of  snow where children play 
careless of  the havoc the colder months bring, stared at him in ignorant need.

‘I love you,’ she said, ‘and I don’t ever want to leave your side.’
He enveloped her in his arms, pulling her deep into his embrace, and sighed. She 

clung onto him in a desperately tender grasp, wishing they could lie in each others’ 
arms forever, but he clung only to a distant memory of  real love. There was once a 
time when he longed for nights like this, inside away from the cold, warmed by the 
bosom of  the woman he held dear, and even though he still did it was a different kind 
of  longing, where in living in the past he was sacrificing his present. As the hope of  
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a better future burned brighter and brighter, shining out a flare in desperation, it was 
sucking all the light from his ever tiring heart. He understood he could not continue 
like this.

‘I love you too, dear,’ he responded dutifully.
Their gaze was finally broken by the closing of  her eyes, each lid closing the world 

out like a shutter, a world she denied. She smiled contently as she fell into sleep, safe 
in her vision of  security.

Her arms became limp around him, and when she eventually toppled over the edge 
deep into dreaming, he carefully lifted her hands off  him and placed them gently on 
her pillow. Quietly, he slid out of  the bed, and making sure to make no sound at all, 
he dressed himself. He tiptoed towards the door, each step shedding a fond feeling; 
letting go of  the could-have -beens and moving slowly towards freedom with every 
pace. He cracked open the door barely wide enough for him to slide through. He 
wanted to shut the door there and then, but something made him turn around to look 
at her one last time. He looked at the woman he had one loved during a better time, 
but that time was gone, never to be recaptured. He knew a new start was coming, the 
green fields of  Spring called him onwards, but it would be without her.

‘Take care, love,’ he whispered, closing the door, and the heart he had once opened 
wide for her. He was gone, but she lied there still, wrapped not in arms but in her 
blanket. The rain rapped against the bedroom window, the wind ruffled the blinds, as 
she lied in her bed dreaming of  what had been.



16

Alex Fage



17

Alex Fage



18

lEssons in timE

Shane Vaughan

I

It began with the fruit, when she sliced her canines into its pulpy flesh and dripped 
red juice down her jaw in bloodlines. He walked with her then. They who had been 

one: she crafted from his flesh and his flesh finding its way back to her.
They had a task. Simple, really. To speak words.
Words have great power, he understands that now. The Father spoke the First Word 

and created. One day, when he is done saying The First Word all this will be uncreated, 
but that is not this time.

She followed the serpent ‘round and ‘round, followed his scaled flow, and he 
proffered her the fruit, still with hand then. So she ate, and the seeds settled in her 
stomach and she gave birth to the word knowledge. Pain was new to them, and this 
pain was even newer still. As if  a great space in their heads had suddenly been filled. 
It was, of  course, the seed of  the fruit blooming and filling them. Filling them with 
knowledge.

The serpent laughed and chewed on his own tail.

II
He hadn’t met her since three lifetimes, but they were old souls and held each other 
tight, grasping at shoulders and kissing lightly on the lips.

She said, ‘I’ve had one good life since the last we spoke, and one terribly awful. I 
expect this one to pick up soon, but I’ve had forty-four such birthdays and not much 
can be said of  it as yet.’

She sipped green tea as he speared a brownie.
‘How’s Time?’ he said, eyes diverted.
‘Straight to the point as ever.’ She sighed and lifted a heavy brass clock from her 

neck. An iron chain clanked as she placed the clock on the table between them. He 
counted eleven Twelves at each node and a singular Thirteen where the Five should 
rest. As he stared, Thirteen switched to the north-east quadrant and shimmered there 
for a moment, before falling to the Six and, seeming satisfied, paused for a rest.

‘Why does it do that?’ He asked, again.
‘Time is like that,’ she shrugged. ‘It moves in and moves out, doesn’t it? Oscillating, 

I suppose you’d say, but then you always had more words than I.’
‘More words, less love.’
She slapped him on the wrist, light now, and playful, but sharp enough to make the 

point. ‘Less of  that, now,’ she said. ‘Plenty more lives for that sort of  business. Plenty 
more time.’
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III
‘I don’t understand what’s happening to me,’ she says, and we as one nod.

‘It’s difficult,’ we say, ‘but try not to be afraid.’
‘What is this? What’s happening?’ She squirms, as much as one can squirm when 

one is part of  the Greater Objectivity floating near the periphery of  Sirius B.
‘Relax,’ we say. It’s easy for us to say, because we know what happens next. We 

remember it. And she remembers it too: remembered, once, but not now.
Now she is losing that memory to make space for new ones. Our Greater Objectivity 

is being replaced with a Lesser, but no less important, Subjectivity.
‘You must find yourself,’ we say.
‘But I’m right here!’ and then, ‘Wherever here is.’
‘Here is where you belong, but not right now. You will come back to us,’ we say as 

we watch her consciousness unfurl from The Fold and drift towards Earth. ‘You’ll 
remember again.’

‘I’m scared,’ she says, as her mind locates a body, moments from creation. ‘What if  
it hurts?’ 

‘Of  course it will hurt,’ we say, and then smile. ‘But it will only hurt the corporeal. 
The True Form will survive. You’ll come back to us, just you wait.’ 

‘What’s that sound?’ She says.
We chuckle. ‘That’s just us, mumbling The First Word. We’ll keep mumbling until 

the end, you know.’
‘I think... I think I’m going to be born now.’ Her voice is soft and far away.
‘We await your death,’ we say, and then, with the word already formed, waiting to 

burst through our mouthpiece, we give her a name. ‘Eve.’

IV
The snake found himself  wrapped around the bark of  a tall and leafy tree. The tree 
said, ‘I am the tree of  life,’ but the snake could not reply for he had lost his tail down 
the back of  his throat, and his body was wrapped around the bark, and he was still. 

By his side a red and pulpy fruit lay, withering, and he couldn’t help but suffer from 
the strongest sense of  Déjà Vu.
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