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And Then There WAs One

Hello and welcome to this, our first Chapbook stuffed to the 
edges with poetry and prose.

We are delighted to bring this to you, and we do hope you 
have as much fun reading as we had writing. Every inch of  this 
little book of  words is crafted with adoration, devotion and love 
– Love of  writing, love of  beauty, love of  you.

So flip the page, sip the coffee, relax, read, and above all else, 
do try to enjoy yourself, we know we did.
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FirsT GlAnCe

Caleb Brennan

At first glance
They took their time,
Slowly as two shy ghosts.
They re-assure themselves with a look,
A glance at what the other was doing.
They don’t want to make mistakes
Like all the times before.
So they stare wishing for the other
To act first. He moved first.
He was hoping that he was moving
Towards her like all those classes,
His mother made him go to as a young child.
She waited, as he came closer and closer,
She was fantasising that he was the big chested
Protagonist from all her Chick-lits she had read
And learned to live in.
She still wasn’t disappointed
When the scrawny pigeon-chested boy asked her,
For her hand to dance.
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snOW GlObe

Caleb Brennan

We’ll never have it
like we used to
not New York in this
snow globe,
the twin towers in my
hand climbs high above
like our fingers then
touching and painting the sky.
and like the towers themselves,
our fingers have fallen
now, down, like the petals
in this world.
If  I could live in here,
All I would hear is the sound
of  flames, waiting to crash
insane around me.
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WiTh silhOueTTe On CAsTel WAll

Shane Vaughan

I saw her wave through midday mist
Her tattered slip draped softly
Across time and memory
As I Crouched low in the dying places and
Stooped to tie the laces of
Our past existence together.
Her first we called friend and
Her second we named lover.
But her third is a smile,
And there in that smile lie I:
Nestled quietly
Across time and memory.
And I spent time down the long mile
Remembering light become
Dark become light become dark.
But when I arrived she had vanished,
Now a patch of  folded grass and
The soft warmth of  near-absence.
With silhouette on Castel wall
I watched the earth crumble
And was made new
And was made new
And was made new
Again.
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sOlsTiCe

Shane Vaughan

On this the longest day,
For you, I long the longest.
As our paths drift away;
As the sun from the solstice.
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GlOW sTAr GlOW Fire

Shane Vaughan

Starlight dusts your shoulders
Like ash from the campfire’s ember glow,
Like the cigarette perched between sunset lips,
Like your eyes:
 Glowing,
 Starlight,
 Ember eyes.
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hOminis nOCTurnum

Jared Nadin

When the Moon shines brightly through my window,
Most nights I fain would sleep.
Though soon, I’ll weep for Winter’s nights are
deeper than the sheep filled Spring.
My early morning bedtime,
Plagued by singing birds and yellow light.
I am not meant to bathe in white,
But rather sit and fight, with the Night,
My brother in this stately plight.

The rooster calls as dawn falls,
Though he sounds small and distant,
These creatures though, they do not know,
I’d crush them in an instant.

Bring back the Dark!
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On sleep

Jared Nadin

To sleep would be a glorious thing.
To sleep a sleep not plagued
With dreams and too much waking,
A sleep where I may rest in peace,
Away from lights and streets
And all the windows shaking.

And yet I’m forced to sit and wait.
I’m forced by some old force
which forces me to ponder.
To ponder things I’d rather not
When’d rather I’d be sleeping,

Or, at least, not wonder.
But no I sit in wakeness, night ‘pon night, til morning.
Come hither ye, o lords of  night, and join me in my mourning.
I think of  all the times I’ve been through this.
With no one here to hear.
But Fear is near, through curtains all too clear,
But thick, and no one hears me cry.

Cry?
Scream!

I long to dream and while it seems I drift along,
In Hypno’s sweet escape,
The truth is I can never rest,
My test just like the Rest receive:



13

To live in endless Night.
I am not meant to bathe in white,
But rather sit and fight, with the Night,
My brother in this ceaseless plight.
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AbAndOned (TO A lOnely pArk benCh)
Jared Nadin

She sits there lost and unnoticed, in her ferny, grassy corner.
Her tarmac path, moss strewn and weed-speckled,
She wears like a patchwork skirt.
Full of  colour,
Full,
Of  sadness.
No Bridesmaids have come to lift her train in some time,
So it sits around her,
Forgotten.

Her dark green arms, legs, back, tinged with arthritic brown rust,
Cor rupting corroded joints.
No soothing balm has g raced her withered elbows.
Not since many years.

And you begin to think that she couldn’t always have looked so sad.
Surely?
Oh know well stranger, she was beautiful once.
Draped in a cape of  greenest green leaves.
And
Her hair,
Full of  flowers and the sound of  birds.

She remembers, her old companions:
The withered sage with his cane, who’d share his
wisdom with her daily;
The young lovers, admiring her beauty in each other’s arms;
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The weary mother who used to ‘rest the auld bones’ as she passed;
All gone now.
Gone.

She almost sheds a tear as you watch her,
A breeze, like a whispered
Sigh
Her breath,
Weak and anguished.

Go to her,
Share a calm embrace.
What is a park bench with no one to warm her?
Let her hold you,
Mayhap tell her a story.
Don’t leave her lonely.
Don’t leave her.
Abandoned.
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lOsT WOrds

Dan O’Malley

I’ve done my share of  procrastination, 
saving myself  for initial inspiration, 
hoping I won’t lose my intonations 
on pads and pods.
And losing my authenticity, on things that
through revelry or are destroyed 
through friends’ harmless ribaldry 
cause me to loose everything I hold 
in a place so deeply seeded in me.

So this one’s for the words I’ve lost, 
the sorrow and the feeling 
of  the failure I have felt 
by letting my words down.
So many poems, stories and rhymes, 
of  memories and future times 
I have yet to see but hoped to be
part of  which are now never going to be, 
at least not as I had seen the perfection 
and the rhyming scheme’s alliterations, 
soliloquy’s and other words
that mould perfectly.

Writing is amazing, 
and helps me to keep from dazing,
focused
aimed so steadily instead of  a crooked sight. 
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And yet I keep the same mistake, 
when I should sleep I am awake, 
the feelings of  those little quakes 
that make those sleepless nights.

So even now I worry 
about these precious paragraphs, 
in case in the coming years I should
neglect these lovely choreographed letters,
points and fonts and lose them like the rest.

So I make a solemn vow to my words, 
to never again let them blur, 
from what I aim to be and achieve, 
it’s all waiting there for me,
In every realm of  possibility,
the lyrically lovely beauty,
of  words that fit melodically,
the sounds that fit so sensually,
the increasing speed and singularity,
of  every line I find in me,
a brand new inevitability,
for everyone to hear and see,
of  every thought and memory,
whether true or imaginary,
I cannot allow frivolity,
to get in the way of  my destiny,
I just have to never again,
never let my words down.
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The essenCe OF iT
Shane Vaughan

Ah, there it is. The old coffeehouse. The beaten armchair with 
the fluff  coming out the side. The dark circlet stains on the 

scraped, worn tables. The smell of  memories and dust and love.
The essence of  it all.
It was dark that day, an overcast downtrodden feel to the place. 

Winter was fast approaching and the air was starting to nip at the 
bones so we held each other tight and did that awkward couple-
shuffle down the windy avenue. That always was my favourite 
street; cobblestoned and speckled with intrigue, oddities dotting 
the lane and quirky shops on every side; a small art gallery 
and an antique book store; the second-hand factory and the 
coffeehouse. 

The coffeehouse. 
But less of  that now, more later.
We were smiling, weren’t we? I remember you were telling me 

a story or a joke or some anecdotal romance or, or, or—
No, we were definitely smiling, and the wind was blowing us 

about something fierce, and you laughed as my hat blew off  and 
we chased it down and—

No, was that later perhaps? Or before?
Before.
That day we were silent. It was dark and depressed; pathetic 

fallacy, hello old boy. Your eyes were turned down, watching 
every movement of  your feet as though if  you took your gaze 
away you might never hit rock-bottom and float away with the 
books and the art and the dust gathering on the shelves and the 
torn armchair and – 

I’m getting ahead of  myself. I’m all mixed up. 
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It was dark, and you were dark, and we drank dark coffee 
ground from a dark bean grown in a dark place. But the mug was 
star white, and your lipstick pressed so soft against the ceramic it 
left a little print, a little bit of  you. Dying. Stuck to a mug. Some 
poor bastard’s mug. Some sorry fellow’s lifetime of  effort. Some 
worthless piece of  kitsch. It didn’t even hold the heat very well.

Never drink your coffee cold. That’s what you told me. Or did 
I tell you?

So we were heart-hardened and sorry-faced and it was windy 
or wet or cold or something miserable and horrible and crazy 
when we entered swift-footed and sure: the coffeehouse.

Still small, still cramped in that homely way with tidbits here and 
trinkets there like you’d just stumbled upon someone’s kitchen. 
Maybe grandma is there baking pie and waiting to pinch your 
cheek and ask you all about the lovely girl on your arm and won’t 
you just have one small cup of  coffee, sure isn’t it bitter out. 

Bitter.
So god-damn bitter here.
We sat and chit-chatted small-talk to the kindly owner and 

bobbed our heads to the existential music contemplating nihilism. 
You kissed your mug and the lipstick stuck and it rained and it 
rained and it rained. We had more, we indulged and pondered the 
nature of  rain, debated providence and divinity and you told me 
all about that one time you were at your mother’s house in the 
countryside and you potted. 

You potted. 
Flowers and herbs and shrubbery, things like that. We sat 

there being rained on, sipping away at our youth in a cramped, 
dilapidated coffeehouse while a perverted imp of  a man over-
charged us for his barely-heated bitter, black crap, and you 
discussed the various way to pot plants.
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And I loved it. 
The smell of  Arabia’s finest mingling with the dust and your 

coco best, your hair draped over your left shoulder as you twiddled 
a loose curl and we kissed with interlocked fingers and I loved 
it.

But it was dark, and now darker still. So we left and parted 
ways by the street-lamp. You said ‘I’ll see you tomorrow, right?’

‘Of  course, of  course.’
I was so sure of  it, so certain, so arrogantly youthful that I 

couldn’t hear the hidden lines and the lies and when you left I left 
and we left it at that. 

And now here, again. Here in the coffeehouse on the small 
street. With all the windows broken and the doors jammed up, 
the stained mug now missing your touch, the smell of  rat urine 
powering through and I think – did it happen like that? 

Did it happen at all?
That’s the essence of  it, anyway.
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