
The Dividing Line

“Good artists borrow, great artists steal.”  Picasso  We came up 
with that. Here’s another one: “Never believe everything you 

read  on the internet  in chapbooks.” Abraham Stanzas. Ok Ok Ok, 
one more: “Why did the chicken cross the road? To get to the good 
ideas.”

Funny thing about chickens, they’re notorious for stealing other 
people’s ideas. Didn’t know that? Well, now the idea has been planted 
in your head, you’ll forever think it. That’s the amazing thing about 
ideas, they’re like black lung or mould behind a cupboard: really hard to 
scrub out. Who knows what chickens think, they just follow the feed. 
More important is what humans think when they cross the Rubicon of 
influence to theft.

We chose Jelaousy|Influence as a theme for two reasons. One was 
we’re obsessed with the blurred lines  dance video  between artforms. 
So naturally we’re obsessed with the blurred lines  dance video  between 
jealousy and influence. 

We at the Stanzas HQ have known the pangs of jealousy when 
reading another author’s work, the ache in your chest that makes you 
want to be that person, to write that  goodly  well. And we have known 
that jealousy to manifest as inspiration with a not-too-dissimilar idea 
that we flog as our own. Influence is a great reaction to jealousy. and 
it doesn’t just apply to writing. If you’re jealous of a happy couple, you 
don’t have to get mad; get influenced, take their care-free-attitude to 
romance and maybe that special someone will find you instead. But 
don’t go stealing anyone’s partner, that’s creepy and illegal. 

You know what else is creepy and illegal, taking that line of influence 
and outright stealing someone else’s work. It’s ok to be inspired by great 
writing, it’s another thing to claim that writing as your own. Always 
remember, a shit poem you wrote yourself is better than anything you 
can steal. And if you’re not sure whether you’ve crossed the Rubicon, 
you’ve probably crossed the Rubicon.

Peace out, you Green Eyed Poets,
stanzas





to those who are better than us
we’re coming

to those who aren’t there yet
we’re here
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Can You Even Hear Me?
Fiona Grimes

Can you even hear me?
I’m not jealous of
The new friends you’ve
Made,
Or how successful 
You seem to be.

I’m not jealous
Of your grades,
Or your lifestyle
Or your will.

I’m not jealous 
Of how happy you are
Because you aren’t.

I’m jealous that 
I can’t make you 
Smile like I used to.
I’m jealous that
Sorrow and annoyance 
Is all I bring you.

I’m jealous 
That others can make the old smile creep in
I’m jealous that the new
You doesn’t find me funny.

But then again maybe 
I’m not jealous.
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Maybe I’m just annoyed 
That the only way I 
Can communicate with you
Is through the screen permanently
Attached to your finger tips
And that when I’m in your
Presence every one else
Is more worthy of your time.

Maybe I’m annoyed that
I’ve become the doormat
You always expect to be there
To wipe your feet on.
And maybe I’m annoyed
That your whole world
Has become YOU.

Selfishness, hypocrisy and self-loathing
Are the only aspects of conversation I hear.

From time to time I’ll hear gossip
But I’ll have already 
Told you this,
You just weren’t 
Paying attention
Because distractions 
Of everything else
Deafens you.
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I’m sick of explaining 
Your side of the story
When you are still in the room,
But your mind is
Ten thousand miles away
Dealing with someone else’s shit.   

And NO I don’t want you
To deal with my problems,
I want you to take 
An interest in our friendship.

Just a Sliver.
Is that too much to ask?
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Her
Edward O’Dwyer
 

You never did turn out to be the one, did you?
Maybe what’s come and gone, though,
way ahead of me, you saw coming and going.
Ah no, that can’t really be.
 
In all the walks we took by the river
underneath sunset after beautiful sunset
you never betrayed such awful knowledge
even for a moment.
 
Maybe I’m taking it much too far here.
It’s my nature, you know well enough, to do that,
but I’d say you always imaged
you’d be that and that at the very least.
 
Yes, I would say you believed that.
To the watching world, or what small fraction of it
might have been watching at the time,
I think it would have been the obvious
 
and possibly only interpretation, such was
the picture of happiness I imagine we painted once.
I hope you’re well but not too well.
You know what I mean, if anyone knows you do.
 
In a way I’d say you still think that.
That you were the one, the only, that I’ve blown it.
You might be right, but for now, looking back,
I’d rather say you never did turn out to be the one.
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Green
Julian Santiago

The poets all teeming with feeling
Ethereal creatures
What gives them the right! 
What gives a poet the right to feel more than me,
To carry more burdens
To wear away
To taste always crystals of truth.

I am filled with bitterness
Like a cobra full of venom
Bursting at the fangs
Because I crave to sink them
Deep in tender flesh
Only because I can
And because I hate
Warm-blooded curs
Who feel too much
Who bask in the heat of their own life.

I am cold, always cold
But I’d rather be cold and unfeeling,
I’d rather never feel the sun again
If I could have the pleasure to freeze 
The blood of the poet.
I would willingly linger in the frost
Congealed in my own agony 
Than endure the pastel smell 
Of a chipper songbird.
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You see, I am like a snake 
In that only thermally I see.
Those that shine the brightest,
Whose reds and pinks
Burn my dark sight,
Those, I bite, 
All to introduce a little gloom
A little ugliness,
To numb them from their hearts.

Call me ugly 
Call me hideous, that is fine. 
I don’t care, I will slither by your ankles
While you dance 
While you jump
In the ecstasy of your vowels
I will strike at your heel 
And let my venom course 
Inside you. 

I am bitter,
I am always bitter 
Because I am weak 
Because I am thin
And cannot choke you.
I am frail, and quiet,
And I cannot silence you,
So I bite.
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I live to corrupt
To leave my slime 
On your clean floors 
To make your world 
A shadow and drown 
Your dreams. 

And I will pass
Till one day 
My bony carcass,
Dry in the sun,
Will tell the tale 
Of a venomous nobody
That died because 
He bit himself.
Bit himself, 
Because he found 
No one else to bite.
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My Perfection Nazi
Amy O’Donovan

You were everything to me. I idolized you and your mannerisms. 
I accepted your flaws and trepidations. However, I began to see 

your intolerance for imperfections. You wanted everything in their 
place. You were an artist and I was your canvas. You started to mould 
me into your perfect mannequin. Any faulty kinks were removed. You 
could not tolerate them. At first, I allowed you to create. I allowed your 
artistic mind be at work, I let you pick at every part of my being. I guess 
I did it because I loved the way your eyes lit up when your imagination 
was running wild. I loved being a part of that. I helped you build me 
up into your masterpiece. But then time and time again, you pulled 
it apart so to begin the process again. I became a problem for you. 
My personality didn’t fit your perfect vision. My whole being didn’t fit 
your insane artistic paradise. You thought you could remodel me into 
your perfect sculpture, something you could marvel at. Something you 
could control and keep for yourself. You were ignorant to who I was. 
The artistic look in your eye had no longer impressed me. It scared me! 
It became an obsession.

I no longer saw a master at work. I saw the inner workings of a 
madman breaking free. You became frustrated and angry when you 
couldn’t remove my flaws. I couldn’t be your perfect creature and at 
first, I felt guilty. I thought it was my fault and that I was to blame. But 
I realized that I could never make you happy. In fact, no one could ever 
make you happy. I didn’t want to be your canvas anymore.

So I stepped down.

But you were relentless. You didn’t want me to leave. When you realised 
you couldn’t stop me, a long-standing war commenced. In the end, I 
lost the fight but I didn’t care. Because I knew you could never get what 
you wanted from me or anyone else. Your insane ideas of perfections 
were unrealistic.

I used to hate you. Now I only feel pity. I refer to you as 
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“My Perfection Nazi.” You won many parts of my soul and caused 
deep scars that will take years to heal. But you lost the war for my 
whole being. You ruled with an iron fist but it wasn’t enough to keep 
me. Now, I’m free to be who I am with no one holding me back, while 
you stay ruling over a soulless dictatorship with other loyal slaves.
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Green
Grace Austin

 
Why do I always end up here?
Speaking openly of the night before.
You eavesdropping on my phone calls.
Making assumptions before I can nip them in the bud.
 
Jealousy mocks you. 
You’re meat to feed on.
So why do I feel like the prey of this vicious predator?
Why does your false jealousy cut me so deep?
 
I was never jealous.
I thought I didn’t need to be.
Jealousy is a green eyed monster,
And so are you.
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Neverland
Aisling O’Connor

“I didn’t mean to do it, but I guess I did him a favour. He’s better 
without her.”
A fist banged on the table, the water next to me and the lamp 

aimed at my face shook. I retched at the stench of cigarettes emanating 
from the mouth of the face uncomfortably close to mine. The dank 
dark room was a change from the brightly coloured walls I previously 
spend my weekends enclosed in. The company, however, was not as 
friendly. “You better start talking. Now.”

***
I had just started working in Neverland; a kid’s play centre that 

employed predominately female college students to run the party rooms 
and scrub the cake off the walls afterwards. The same four overly poppy 
songs were played incessantly all day over the soundtrack of gleeful 
shrieks.  Everyone went home smelling like a mixture of sweat and 
chocolate. To maintain the Peter Pan theme, our uniforms matched 
those of the Lost Boys. They weren’t cruel enough to stuff us into fluffy 
animal onesies because the constant activity the job entailed would see 
us melt. We did, however, have to wear an animal hat and clothes to 
match the colour of the said animal. I was clad in green, with a snake-
like hat to match, and thankful that face paint wasn’t a requirement. 
Two weeks after hiring me, they hired Her. My blood turned cold upon 
seeing Her when I arrived to work that morning, dressed in navy with a 
large feathered green and blue hairband in Her ebony hair. 

Despite being a seemingly easy job, it required one to constantly 
be on the move. The ethos of the place was to use your sporadic fleeting 
spare moments to help the others out. Once your room was set up, and 
the parents seemed satisfied you helped others clean and set up their 
rooms or prepared food. Energy drinks got us through, but nothing 
screamed horror like when you had to prepare a party for 24 kids in 
under 10 minutes because the previous party wouldn’t leave. It was 
times like that we really came to appreciate one another, especially 
when mid-panic after a particularly messy group of kids the other girls 
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would come in to help.  Our boss seemed to have eyes on the back of 
his head. He stood in the same position all day by the till, leaning over 
the counter, his gut just about touching it, and his red face staring 
down at the list of parties for the day. He only moved to go the kitchen 
for his lunch break. Yet he could always sense when we were slacking 
off or taking a breather, and unless you were working a six hour shift 
you didn’t get a break so back to work, a kid puked on the slide and 
someone better clean it up.

 Staff legend had it that Neverland was haunted. At the back 
of the play area stood a ten foot volcano in the ball pit that erupted 
rainbow plastic palls. Back when it first opened, a little boy supposedly 
fell in and was ripped to shreds by the motor. No one really believed it, 
but we had our doubts. When checking the party rooms one last time 
before locking up a scurrying sound was sometimes heard but that was 
all, if we had a haunting on our hands it wasn’t major. There was always 
the likely hood and more rational explanation of a rat infestation.

I initially tried to be happy for Him. It hurt, but She seemed to 
make Him happy and His happiness was all that ever mattered to me. 
She didn’t seem too bad when I first met Her, but I hadn’t properly 
met Her. It was a “Hi. This is my new girlfriend. Better run” kind of 
meeting by chance when we bumped into each other in a cafe. 

So regardless of how I felt, I obliged to the unspoken “help each 
other out” rule. A party hadn’t left Her room on time, often many 
lingered despite the staff putting emphasis on the fact that they had to 
clean up at a specific time to prepare for the next. When this happened, 
we began cleaning up soundlessly in the background of pictures of 
the birthday kid. I started clearing a table when two hands placed 
themselves in front of me. I looked up, to be met with a grin and a 
“Hey there”. I dropped the jug I was holding, spilling MiWadi all over 
the floor and myself. 

 “Sorry… uh… didn’t know you worked here. It’s my nephew’s 
birthday. How are you? How have you been?”

I grabbed a cloth and began wiping it up. “Not bad. Not bad. 
You?”

“You… you look good, I miss you… Ah, there you are!”
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“Hey babe”, She purred as She slipped her arms around His neck, 
His hands found their way to her slim waste before kissing. 

As they withdrew, I watched His expression go from His wide 
eyed mixture of surprise and interest to that of what I can only describe 
as a drunk puppy. Daze-y eyes and a dopy grin, always leaning towards 
Her. He never looked at me like that, but I knew that was how I still 
looked at Him.

“I brought you something”, she said arm still around his shoulder, 
and produced a party bag from behind her back. 

“Aww, you shouldn’t have.”
He mimicked the excitement of one of the kids, clapping and 

briefly hopping up and down, and stuck a lolly pop in His mouth. She 
pulled it out, licking it in mock seduction while glaring at me in my 
green blackcurrant Miwadi stained uniform. 

From there on out, She appeared to be on a mission to get me 
fired; stealing the ice-cream I’d prepared in advance for my parties, 
spilling drinks on the floors, hiding the cakes. One day while cleaning 
up before closing time I was knocked into a bucket of water by a soppy 
mop to the back of the head. All “accidental”, of course. 

She also boasted about their relationship. I’d walk past in the 
kitchen to hear accentuated remarks such as “Can you tell this is a 
hickey?” Her voice always raising as went by. On the days She felt 
particularly daring they were made to my face. She’d follow me as 
I carried cake or chicken nuggets to my room, bragging about how 
much sex they were having or the romantic dinners they shared. I’d 
respond with an attempted passive “that’s nice, dear”. The parents 
began complaining of dents in the cutlery. 

I only meant to scare Her. 
Come February She upped Her game, for obvious reasons. 

Neverland had been decorated with hearts and images of Cupid with 
his bow and arrow. The kids made puking motions upon seeing the 
decorations, I knew the feeling. However, an idea sprang to mind.

One day, we were in the back hoovering before closing time. 
Given the L shape lay out of the area, no one could see us. I told Her 
a kid blocked the volcano and could she unclog it seeing as I was busy. 
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She sighed but complied and began to climb the miniature mountain. 
I pulled out the bow I’d hidden earlier along with a chocolate cake 
rimmed knife. The bows were made of plastic, I wanted to really scare 
Her. 

“See anything yet?” I asked, raising my weapon.
I let go as she turned around. Her mouth opened to reply but the 

words didn’t get out in time. The knife pieced Her chest, a gasp barely 
make it out of Her throat, a minute blast of crimson spurted from 
Her mouth. Her eyes were so wide with horror that for a moment I 
thought they’d fall out. After a brief spasm she became still, her head 
tilted forward, the knife protruding from her chest. It held her on the 
side of the volcano for a moment but after a nauseating ripping sound 
she fell forward and rolled down. Dead.

***
“I meant to miss. I told you, it was an accident. But that doesn’t 

mean I’m sorry. If Neverland didn’t have a ghost after all it does now. “
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Colin Ryan

Jealousy, how do you grow?
Your prickled head pokes out of the rock with such 

determination that it’s to be rivaled.

When I see you, my fabled old friend,
that old sebaceous fluid fills my mouth like black tar,
and threatens to overflow like a tsunami, 
destroying all those chances I never took & never will.

Oh jealousy,
how I wish I could sear those waxy wings of yours.
I envision you as an old scarecrow, and I’m that west wind,
desperately failing to whisk you away.

So as you set my soul alight,
with passion that burns like that familiar crinkle of the fire 

growing in my stomach,
 I’m wondering why you couldn’t be a friend to me.

You whisper; 
‘The world is our playground.
We are our own galaxy and everyone else is just pieces of 

stardust. 
The stars, the moon, it’s all ours.’

So as we traverse those winding roads back to those places we 
call home,

I hope that you think of me.



22



23



All copyright belongs to Stanzas and may not 
be reproduced without the permissions of 

Stanzas and the Author/Illustrator.

Stanzas retains the rights to reuse and 
reprint the contents for one year, and to 
put any contents forward for the Stanzas 

Anthology in July, 2016. 

The Stanzas image and logo is the possession 
of Stanzas and may not be reproduced without 

the express permission of Stanzas.
 

Logo design: Rosanne Hayes, based on an 
original design by Courtney McKeon.

Cover Design and Typesetting by Shane Vaughan

Stanzas’ Opportunities Page compiled by 
Caleb Brennan.

Proofreading and Editing by Jared Nadin and 
Sharon Moriarty.

Typeset in Garamond, Adobe Caslan Pro, and 
Courier New.

The Stanzas Team thanks you for your support.


