


Who Are You?

A pertinent question indeed. It seems with every passing day the answer becomes 
more and more ellusive. When we were little, running around in nappies, bows 

on our toes and shoes in our hair, it all seemed to make sense. We were firemen, doc-
tors, teachers, superheroes, teenage mutant ninja turtles, and spaceships: all rolled into 
one. We were sure of  it.

And now, now we’ve aged that little bit, still kids at heart, still trying to figure out 
how to grow, still thinking we’re superheroes but ever more conscious of  the villains. 
The baddies are not so easilly beat with fancy gadgets and green rocks. Not when 
we’re no longer certain who the good guys are.

But at least we have our words. The worlds created when we crank open the screen 
of  the laptop and stare the blinking cursor of  death in the eye. Writers expeditioning 
across the white plain of  LED backlighting, forcing imagination onto document.

We’re not sure of  anything anymore. But we’re sure of  this, we do love pretty words. 
So whatever you are, be ye hero or villain, keep writing. It’s all that matters to us.
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to us
for being ourselves

and you
for being yourselves
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Forging

Fiona Grimes

We are not a ‘we’. We are an abstract delusion society has 
created. We are not moulded, nor conformed to perception and 
judgement. We will never be a ‘we’. I am an individual. My mind 
is free and open: not sculpted. You are ‘you’, An indescribable 
fragment, possibly imagined. Your name is scrawled across the 
inner workings of  my mind like a never ending, stratospheric, 
diamond shower. We co-exist and move together, But we do not 
move as one. We never will move as one. My heart is too stubborn 
to settle for half  a heart. Tearing hearts in two just to join with 
someone new seems pointless when it functions and remains un-
blighted if  un-torn. I am ‘I’. You are ‘you’. Object and abstract 
does not make one, and it certainly doesn’t make two.
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Mere DuCks

Emer Hayes

You will never find true greatness
looking through the eyes of  another

you are perfect as you are
it takes an ill-fitting eye to see

not all ducklings turn into swans
mere ducks are beautiful too
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Your Love

John Collins

When sometimes you lean over 
put your hands on me, ask me to relax 
breathe 
or you say ‘it doesn’t matter’
you calm the storm while the fires remain unquenched 
and in that you reveal yourself  
now do you understand 
how you show your love 
overflowing in abundance 
while pretending indifference 
a common courtesy 
and in the while saying ‘all is well’
protecting me, from what? 
your fears? 
while the fire remains unquenched
in you
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i hAve been | i AM

Robert Galvin

I have suffered many the sapling tyrant, always
my tears washing away nothing.

I have been the child that knows why he can’t see his Dad.
Who knows full well what he’s done.
Why I’ll never be able to say I’m proud of  him for anything.

I have flirted with flightful fancy of  suicide,
Though I’ve never pressed down the razor or tied a noose.

My heart has often raced to the daydreams of  violence,
Of  stomping, kicking, killing, 
until their bodies are sticky, pulpy paste beneath my foot.

I have cried myself  to sleep in lustful loneliness,
whispering my lullaby, ‘Why?’

Yes, I have been the victim,
maybe call me an attention seeker;
But I I’ll be damned if  I stay one.

I am a weirdo, a social borderliner,
but in that distance I have found the brightest of  souls.
We are not lost;
We are right at home.
Victims?
Fuck that – 
We’re survivors.
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i AM

Jason O’Donnell

I know you better than you know yourself
and that is true.
I see right through you, no one else can see the things
I see in you.
It’s a gift to see what I see, it’s part of  who I am –
your darkest thoughts, your deepest secrets
none of  which you can ever keep from me.
You know who I am,
I am the one who saved you
when God left you to the dogs,
I am the shadow you shared the footpath with
when you walked alone, when the days are cold
I am the very rage keeping you warm.
You could feel it in your blood couldn’t you?
Don’t deny it: you enjoy
the burning sensation that flows right through you!
When love destroyed you I rebuilt you!
And you would deny me after everything I did for you?
Remember to deny who you are
only means you are lost.
You do see me in the mirror after all.
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Fig

Nina O’Donovan

It’s the place in you that needs a name
but you’re
an absolute beginner at naming things.
Centred in this pathos, I’ve never known

whether to create stillness or bitter passion.
In this, there is a sacrifice,
something to see through to the end.

The openness I sometimes extract
can break me down.
Is it better
to find a way to say it?
Would it be better to hang for it

or to forget
how the fig is fertilised?
In its sweetness,
to forget
the distaste of  undermining friendship.
I have stretched myself  into the past.

I have stretched my body
to see the places it could end.
Vein bubbles
from where it started,
wet bloodgasps;
sorry smear of  a poem
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they write your name next to.
History repeats, all that’s left;
neutrality at the cost of  
a better passion,
and the count of
how many ribs you have and how many you’ve lost.

I abuse my fingers
and still expect them to carry me through.
There’s always a way
to see trauma as something to crawl into.
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i AM A box

Rachel Armstrong

Shiny, with colour and sparkle and splendour
Pretty, easy on the eye with a dramatic flair,
All that shimmering, shining, cover
Covering a tear here, a scuffed edge there,
Even a ragged edged hole or two
But all covered.

I am a box
Four sides, a floor, a lip.
All things that a box should be, I conform to.
A lid
Held on tight with a bow,
For fear of  what might come out.
I know better than to open up.

I am a box
Labelled with a Smile
‘May Contain Nuts’ printed largely, bold and ironic,
Up to the brim with pretty dresses and half-dreamed
fancies
Fond remembered nights, forgotten nubs of  chocolate

Damp –
Damp with long cried tears and spilled dreams
Dashed hopes and sunken endeavours,
All with a sprinkle of  glitter

I am a box
Waiting to be opened
Can you bear to lift that lid
To gaze inside at all that I contain
Not just idly mind my exterior

I am a box
An outward shell
Hiding a person
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the nAMeLess

Lauren Griffin

Steam rises from the open grates.
The swish of  cloth marks the hour.
Scrubbing, cleaning, silently screaming,
coarse, ribbed hands repeat a never-ending cycle.

Words stripped from them as they fall
and are left to suffer.
Children born to nameless mothers
and sisters dressed in black.

An endless cloud hangs steady above them.
Concrete skin rubbed raw, as names slip through the grates.
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iDentitY CongLoMerAte

Simon Benson

‘Just be yourself,’ she said,
As tears flowed down my cheek.
An internal monologue: conflict.
She meant well.
Years passed in seconds,
And she was still there in front of  me.
I searched her smile,
While she looked at me, her reflection.
Unable to find what I was looking for.
I retreated into myself,
Searching my depths,
For unadulterated self.
One would think it to be dark,
But colours everywhere,
Assaulted my interior.
I wandered among the influences.
Technicolor references walking.
Overheard conversations screaming.
Coagulated scenes.
Someone else was here.
Sky full of  faces,
All but my own.
My self  a drunk impressionist,
In life’s perplexing mosaic.
Amid this chaos I was lost.
Lost to myself,
But realised this did not matter.
I felt calm.
I wondered whether this manual,
These instructions could be found
In such a wonderfully bizarre universe,
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And then realised...
I cannot be myself,
Without the rest.
There is no me,
Without influence.
From the moment I was born
I was myself.
And later, when we became friends,
She became part of  me.
I am not myself
In anything but the now.
Never static,
Never finished.
Whether purposefully or not,
Consciously or not,
Consenting or not,
We have a sensitive climate.
Each new event,
However minor,
Is the butterfly,
That beats his wings so far away.
So when she says to ‘be myself  ’,
I can only retort that
‘I am me. I am me right now, and I am going to make
sure
The me tomorrow, will be even better.’
I didn’t say that.
Just smiled,
Smiled back at her...
She meant well.
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tAke Me in Your ArMs

Ciara Murphy

It’s been five years since I completed my Leaving Certificate. Along with studying 
hard, having the title of  ‘Captain of  the football team’ and being on the honour roll, 
I received 595 points at the end of  my exams.

It’s been four years since I went to university and began my studies to become a 
doctor. I wanted to help people, I wanted to be that difference between life and death.

It’s been three years since I met the most beautiful girl I’d ever seen, and invited her 
for drinks. I knew she was irreplaceable. We fell madly, passionately in love, and I told 
her, with her father’s blessing I would marry her one day.

It’s been two years since I brought her for Christmas dinner at my parents’ house. I 
remember my father slapping me on the shoulder as he grinned from ear to ear with 
pride, while my mother showed the love of  my life all the horrifying old photographs 
I thought no one would ever see.

It’s been one year since I’ve seen all of  them.

Six months since I’ve seen my dog.

Two weeks since my last meeting.

Twenty four hours since my last hit.

Please do not judge me
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MerCurY

Nina O’Donovan

To someone on the outside, it would look like a normal scene. Eva is doing her 
best to maintain that. Turning a mug round and round under warm tap water, she 

tries to appear casual and unaffected. She tries not to dwell on what she now knows; 
that her daughter has been sleeping with another girl.

Nessa is gently trying to engage her in conversation, something so rare that she’d 
feel guilty for weeks if  she ruined it. She’s happy. Eva can’t help but wonder if  it’s 
because of  the girl, Will. It’s too easy to overthink the situation. So she does.

‘I think maybe we should get something for the garden. It’s the right time to plant 
things, isn’t it?’ Nessa props herself  up on the empty counter, crossing her ankles and 
fixing the leg of  her jeans. She’s eating a slice of  toast in small, comfortable bites and 
waiting for the kettle to boil. ‘Sunflowers maybe? I’ve always liked them, we could put 
some along the front wall.’

Eva nods amicably, wondering if  this has anything to do with the flower beds under 
Nessa’s bedroom window, if  she even knows that they’ve been trampled carelessly. 
Violets and daffodils and mint, crushed to bruises by herself  or Will.

This girl was a part of  her once, a part of  her life. Nowadays, Eva feels like she 
never sees her. It’s like having no control over a limb, this phantom awareness of  her 
daughter’s movement. It’s like knowing where your hand is held out in front of  you, 
even if  you close your eyes.

She wonders if  the right words would help, but certainly any that she has would 
make things worse. Anyway, she just can’t say it. Eva’s mouth feels empty, like all the 
words are cowering against the back of  her skull. They don’t want to come out, and 
why would they? They’re safe, unheard and un-judged. Maybe a better version of  her 
would be able to extend a sentence like a rope, make a connection. But because she 
likes the safety of  it, she doesn’t say a word.

*

Will is not smooth hair and skin, and fine art features. She has a voice she could really 
use, but she doesn’t. She sees it as a sword, metal and masculine, bent out of  shape to 
be buried with others. A sacrifice; for what, she isn’t sure.

It might just be to keep everything that she’s made of  inside. What you remember 
of  your life is a mythology, not a history. If  you’re honest about it, most of  it is 
probably wrong. Will keeps her myths in shoeboxes; a bible of  jewellery, souvenirs 
and notes, little knots of  words she holds dear. She keeps past people and things in 
a way she can wrap around herself  and remember, makes herself  a patchwork of  
everything she admires.
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Sometimes, she feels like telling Nessa about her life, but it’s so fragmented she 
can’t even graft it together herself. So all of  her stories are about endings. An ending 
is something she can make perfect; it’s solid.

They’re lying together, in the uncountable hours of  the night. It’s dark, and Will’s 
not sure if  she can see it, the way Nessa’s chest must be moving, stuttering. She 
might be picturing it just because she knows it’s there. ‘I read something today about 
Mercury; did you know it’s shrinking? It’s cooling down, so close to the sun and it’s 
getting colder. The surface is covered in cracks and wrinkles now; the landscape is 
literally folding in on itself. The smallest planet, getting even smaller.

‘I guess that’s what always happens, right? Things just get smaller. If  you’ve seen 
those ancient bodies in museums they’re always like that, everywhere. Europe and 
Egypt and South America, all as tiny and wrinkled as each other. We just aren’t good 
at taking up space.’

*

This, all of  it, is an accidental resurrection; just what she didn’t want to find, where 
she didn’t want to find it.

Her mother presumes Will is a boy, when Nessa first mentions her. When they meet, 
when she sees comely lips and mellow eyes, Eva immediately seems more comfortable. 
She pulls Nessa aside to whisper to her; ‘I was worried when you mentioned a new 
friend. I’m glad it’s just platonic.’

Platonic. Her mind isolates that word, catches and holds it like a small thing she’s 
afraid of  hurting. She tries to feel it’s history, a way around the definition that’s pushing 
her into a corner. She hates it, and still she isn’t sure she can let it go; decide to live in 
contrast to everything she’s known.

When you’re alone, what you feel makes sense and what you believe seems so obvious. 
Too often, Nessa chooses to step outside herself, to realise she’s just a smudge of  one 
colour, that the validity of  everything is so huge. She’s lived her life this way, always 
swapping one ideology for the next. Just like the collapse of  an empire coinciding 
with the rise of  another. 

She wants to stop, so she can feel like an authority for once, not an apology. But 
under Will’s gaze, she still feels her solidity melt around the edges like an ice cube. 
Nessa wishes she was outside this, so she could watch closely and see how their bodies 
mirror and match. To tell the absolute truth, she’s sick of  the hypocrisy of  being able 
to love Will and not love herself.

Will is small, yes, but she’s bones and hard muscle, something to be sure of. 
Sometimes Nessa thinks she must have been built from the ground up, packed with 
movement and words and calcified layers of  memory. She herself  is just a soft and 
floating mess of  nerves.
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Lying awake at night, she feels Will beside her whether she’s there or not. She resists 
reaching out. With any contact there’s a burn, tiny pricks like oil spatters. More than 
pain, it’s an itch, a discomfort she might easily mistake for craving. So she does.
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