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CELEBRATE

The Ombudsman for Children’s Office
invites you to join us in celebrating the
25th anniversary of the ratification of the
United Nations Convention on the Rights
of the Child, by organising your own
activities and events.
For more information and suggestions,
see www.oco.ie.
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CHILDREN’S RIGHTS CHILDREN’S WRITING
This publication is published in association
with the Ombudsman for Children’s Office and
Fighting Words. Fighting Words provides free
tutoring in creative writing and arts to children,
young adults and adults with special needs.
For more see www.fightingwords.ie
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INTRODUCTION
Jumping into a story by, say, a preteen, is a bit like having your head
dunked in a bucket of rainbows

The Write
to Right
In this supplement you’ll find
a wonderfully refreshing and
varied collection of short stories,
poems, and scripts written by
children from all over Ireland,
writes Shane Hegarty
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he adults among us should
read young writers far more
often. We should put down
the heavy novels and sports
biographies every now and
again to pick up a short story
from someone so fresh to writing that it may
even be their first attempt.
Jumping into a story by, say, a pre-teen, is a
bit like having your head dunked in a bucket
of rainbows. Or maybe like being chased by an
axe-wielding T-Rex. Or strapped to the nose
cone of a rocket ship made of bananas. Or, if
you’re lucky, it will be all of these things in the
first paragraph.
Young writers have a tremendous
understanding of story and structure – the
beginning, middle and end of a tale – but
they add a distinct view of the world and an
unselfconscious imagination. The younger
they are, the less cynicism has crept into their
minds and leaked from the pens. But even as
they travel through their teenage years, when
their stories might tighten up and the mood
darken, there remains a rawness to their
vision, an optimism and clear sense of right
and wrong that makes their writing special.
Before such young writers walk into
Fighting Words to craft their stories, and
before they push through the magic bookcase
at its entrance, they pass under a four-word
promise that says so many things.
“The Write to Right,” it says over the door.
That idea stretches far beyond the literal act
of writing down a story. It is about their right
to create; to express themselves; to describe
the world and their world. It is about the right
to time-travel, escape and explore. It is the
right to roam the boundless limits of their
imagination or to dig deep into the problems
on their doorstep or in their home.
It is, ultimately, declaring a right not just to
be free, but a freedom to be children.
It is fitting, then, that on the 25th
anniversary of the signing of the UN
Convention on the Rights of the Child, the
Ombudsman for Children Dr Niall Muldoon
invited teenage writers to craft their response
to the Convention’s articles. What better
viewpoint to have than that of the young
people the Convention is meant to protect?
In this supplement you’ll find 25 pieces, with
each writer spinning off from a particular
article. The directions they went in were
entirely up to them. The writers come from
all over Ireland, and a variety of backgrounds
and experiences, and that tells. The result is a

wonderfully refreshing and varied collection
of short stories, poems, and scripts.
There is Bikem Pastine’s beautiful and
poignant story based on the right of parents
and children to be together; Colm Nicholl’s
sparky two-character dialogue based on
the right to help if you have been badly
treated. Michael O’Donnell’s poem on “forms
of exploitation” contains wonderful turns
of phrase (“like a shadow wrapped in a
shroud”), while Robyn Gill’s response to the
Convention’s simple idea that “all children
have rights, no matter who they are” is an
efficient yet heartbreaking story.
Throughout the supplement you will find
comedy and sadness; fear and optimism;
twists and turns. Each writer brings their
unique voice to the conversation but what
each piece has in common is a vital freedom
of spirit.
However, not only are these pieces worth
reading – they are also worth listening to.
When you tour schools, libraries and festivals as a children’s writer, you get asked a
lot of questions. Young readers love asking
questions. You will never ever end an event
with every raised hand satisfied. They want
to know things and will never feel they’ve
learned enough.
There is, however, only one question that
only adults ask: How does a writer put yourself in the mind of a young protagonist?
Children never ask this question. They never
stop to ask if there’s a point in your life when
you completely forget what it was like to be
young; when you cut a rope and drift into the
glowering seas of adulthood to not look back.
They maybe see themselves on a continuous
journey from where they are now, rather than
entirely different human beings altogether for
whom their childhood selves are alien.
Well, here are teenage writers writing of
other teenagers, but also stepping forward
into the minds of characters much older than
them. In doing so, they are not just writing
stories but also sending a profound message
from their generation to the rest of us. Their
words don’t just remind us of all the things
the older – but not necessarily wiser heads –
have lost, but of a hope and clarity about how
the world should be. A vision we must kick
harder not to let go of.

Shane Hegarty is the author of the Darkmouth
series of children's fantasy novels and Fighting
Words volunteer

CHILDREN'S RIGHTS, CHILDREN'S WRITING | 03

FOREWORD

A message from Dr Niall Muldoon,
Ombudsman for Children

THE UNITED NATIONS
CONVENTION ON THE
RIGHTS OF THE CHILD
This year, 2017, marks the 25th anniversary
of Ireland’s ratification of the United Nations
Convention on the Rights of the Child.
The convention is a human rights treaty setting
out the civil, political, economic, social, health and
cultural rights of children.
The Convention defines a child as any human
being under 18.
Nations that ratify this convention are bound to
it by international law.
The UN General Assembly adopted the
convention in 1989 and it came into force in 1990.
Ireland ratified the convention in 1992, and is
now one of 196 countries that are party to it.
The Ombudsman for Children’s office is marking
this significant milestone by extending a national
invitation across Irish society to celebrate ‘Children
Now, Rights Now’.
For more details see page 30 or visit www.oco.ie

Children are not people of
tomorrow, but people today
he Ombudsman for Children’s
Office is delighted to have the
opportunity to collaborate with
Fighting Words and The Irish
Times on this commemorative
supplement Children’s Rights,
Children’s Writing.
As Ombudsman for Children I seek to
hear children’s voices every day, but today,
Universal Children’s Day, is most definitely a
day to put children and young people first. It
is a day to listen to them and to give them the
opportunity to have a voice about the things
that matter to them.
It’s been 25 years since Ireland ratified the
UN Convention on the Rights of the Child
(UNCRC) when the State made a promise to
children to prioritise their rights and to hear
their voices. It is important that we remember,
reflect and act on that promise.
The 25 young writers featured here provide
us with their own unique, insightful and
individual perspectives on what it is to be
a child or young person living in Ireland
in 2017. Their views express how they see
rights in reality. From all parts of the country,
their voices represent very different lives and
experiences and I wish to congratulate and
acknowledge their contribution.
Children are not adults in waiting; they
are rights’ holders today. Realising rights for
children and young people is a journey, and
while the achievements of the past 25 years
must be acknowledged, we need now, more
than ever, to recognise that the rights of many
children and young people living in Ireland
are not being fully protected or realised.
This is a complex and challenging time for
children and young people who are coming of
age. Issues such as mental health, disability,
homelessness, sexuality and access to services
loom large in the consciousness of this
generation. This is a cohort of young people
who lived through the early parts of their
childhood in the centre of a serious economic
downturn and still 10 per cent of those under

18 are living in consistent poverty. Now, as
the economy is set to right itself and money
is said to be more available, we need to
ensure the "haves" do not sail away from the
"have-nots". If we allow that to happen, we
will have failed this generation twice.
This 25th anniversary year reminds us that
we all have a responsibility, individually
and collectively, for the realisation of the
rights of Irish children. Government has a
responsibility to make sure children’s rights
are protected, society has a responsibility
to help children learn how to exercise their
rights, and children and young people have
the right to know their rights.
If we can succeed in creating a society
where every child has their voice heard and
listened to, where every young person is
fully considered in decisions affecting them
and where no child is discriminated against
for any reason, we will transform their world.
President Higgins, in an address to young
people to mark the 25th anniversary of the
ratification of the UNCRC, called on them
as “future rights enforcers” to use their
“energy, ideals, creativity and courage”
towards creating “a better version of
ourselves”.
We all have a role to play in helping
children and young people realise their true
potential. Whether you are the volunteer
lining a soccer pitch for a youth match, the
fundraiser for the youth band, the facilitator
directing a local drama group or the leader
in a youth club, you are promoting children’s
rights, and we salute you.
The famous children’s rights activist, Janus
Korczak said that “children are not people
of tomorrow, but people today” and it is
this sentiment that we are trying to capture
throughout this year in our discussions
about #ChildrenNowRightsNow.
We look forward to continuing the "right"
conversation with children, young people
and across Irish society from Donegal to
Dungarvan over the next 12 months.

A MESSAGE FROM MICHAEL D HIGGINS, PRESIDENT OF IRELAND
reland ratified the United Nations Convention
on the Rights of the Child on September 28th
1992. By its ratification, our country made a
clear and resounding commitment to children’s
rights, accepting a legally binding international
agreement setting out the civil political, economic,
social and cultural rights of every child, regardless
of their race, religion or abilities.
However, many of the principles of the conven-
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tion are still not to be experienced as a reality in
Ireland. Too many young people still experience
discrimination, inequality, homelessness, violence
and poverty. Today, we must re-commit to the
struggle to fulfil and respect the rights of all our
nation’s children.
To make children’s rights a reality we must
commit to doing our utmost to take the necessary steps to build young people’s voices, so they

can partake truly and meaningfully in the debate
about our future.
In that context, I congratulate the Office of the
Ombudsman for Children on its Children’s Rights,
Children’s Writing initiative, collecting and collating the words of children and young people.
I encourage you all to continue to use your voices
with pride, bravery and knowledge in pursuit of
that vision for a better country for us all.
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CHILDREN’S RIGHTS

What does the UN Convention
on the Rights of the Child say?

Ireland committed to children’s rights when it signed up to the Convention in 1992
Article 23 You have
the right to special
education and care if
you have a disability, as
well as all the rights in
this Convention, so that
you can live a full life.
Article 22 You have
the right to special
protection and help if
you are a refugee (if
you have been forced
to leave your home and
live in another country),
as well as all the rights
in this Convention.
Article 21 You have
the right to care and
protection if you were
adopted or are in
foster care.
Article 20 You have the
right to special care and
help if you cannot live
with your parents
Article 19 You have the
right to be protected from
being hurt and mistreated,
in body or mind.
Article 18 You have
the right to be raised
by your parent(s)
if possible.

Article 17 You have the
right to get information
that is important to
your well being, from
radio, newspaper,
books, computers and
other sources. Adults
should make sure the
information you are
getting is not harmful,
and help you find
and understand the
information you need.

Article 35 No one is allowed
to kidnap or sell you.

Article 37 No one is
allowed to punish you in
a cruel or harmful way.

Article 24 You have
the right to the best
healthcare possible, safe
water to drink, nutritious
food, a clean and safe
environment, and
information to help you
stay well.
Article 25 If you live
in care or in other
situations away from
home, you have the
right to have these
living arrangements
looked at regularly to
see if they are the most
appropriate.
Article 26 You have the
right to help from the
government if you are
poor or in need.
Article 27 You have the
right to food, clothing, a
safe place to live and to
have your basic needs
met. You should not be
disadvantaged so that
you can’t do many of the
things other kids can do.

Article 38 You have
the right to protection
and freedom from war.
Children under 15 cannot
be forced to go into the
army or take part in war.
Article 34 You have the
right to be free from
sexual abuse.

Article 32 You have
the right to protection
from work that harms
you, and is bad for
your health and
education. If you work,
you have the right to
be safe and paid fairly.
Article 31 You have the
right to play and rest.

Article 39 You have the
right to help if you’ve
been hurt, neglected or
badly treated.
Article 40 You have
the right to legal help
and fair treatment in
the justice system that
respects your rights.
Article 41 If the laws of
your country provide
better protection of your
rights than the articles
in this Convention, those
laws should apply.

Article 30 You have the
right to practise your
own culture, language
and religion – or any
you choose. Minority
and indigenous groups
need special protection
of this right.

Article 42 You have the
right to know your rights!
Adults should know
about these rights and
help you learn about
them, too.

Article 14 You have the
right to choose your own
religion and beliefs. Your
parents should help you
decide what is right and
wrong, and what is best
for you.

Article 13 You have
the right to express
yourself freely and
share what you
think, unless it
harms or offends
other people.

Article 2 All children
have these rights, no
matter who they are,
where they live, what
their parents do, what
language they speak,
what their religion is,
whether they are a boy
or girl, what their culture
is, whether they have a
disability, whether they
are rich or poor. No
child should be treated
unfairly on any basis.

Article 11 You have the right to
be protected from kidnapping.
Article 12 You have the right
to give your opinion, and for
adults to listen and take it
seriously.

Article 4 The
government has a
responsibility to make
sure your rights are
protected. It must help
your family to protect
your rights and create
an environment where
you can grow and reach
your potential.
Article 5 Your family
has the responsibility
to help you learn to
exercise your rights,
and to ensure that your
rights are protected.
Article 6 You have the
right to be alive.
Article 7 You have the
right to a name, and
this should be officially
recognised by the
government. You have
the right to a nationality
(to belong to a country).
Article 8 You have the
right to an identity – an
official record of who
you are. No one should
take this away from you.

Article 16 You have the
right to privacy.
Article 15 You have
the right to choose
your own friends
and join or set up
groups, as long as
it isn’t harmful to
others.

Article 1 Everyone under
18 has these rights.

Article 3 All adults
should do what is best
for you. When adults
make decisions, they
should think about
how their decisions will
affect children.

Article 33 You have the
right to protection from
harmful drugs and
from the drug trade.

Article 28 You have the
right to a good-quality
education. You should
be encouraged to go to
school to the highest
level you can.
Article 29 Your education
should help you use and
develop your talents and
abilities. It should also
help you learn to live
peacefully, protect the
environment and respect
other people.

Article 36 You have the
right to protection from
any kind of exploitation
(being taken advantage of).

The United Nations
Convention on the
Rights of the Child was
created in 1989. Ireland
committed to promote
children’s rights when
it signed up to the
Convention in 1992.
Here is what it says:

Article 10 If you
live in a different
country than your
parents do, you
have the right to
be together in the
same place.

Article 9 You have the
right to live with your
parent(s), unless it is
bad for you. You have
the right to live with a
family who cares for
you.

ILLUSTRATION: | ISTOCK | ANNA ISAEVA
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FIGHTING WORDS

Silver Lining
by Aisling Keogh
Age 16
Donabate, Co Dublin

couldn’t believe how many people
had showed up, people I’d never
expected to come were here. All for
me. I was never one to be the centre of anyone’s attention, but today
was different. Today was my day,
and I wasn’t going to let anyone take it for
granted.
***
I was eight years old when I lost my
mother. The sound of her cries will always
haunt me. The look of pure fear in her eyes
as she stood in the kitchen of our two-bedroom flat, being backed into a corner, helplessly pleading with the man she fell in love
with. My feet were glued to the ground in
fear, watching on as her blonde hair, messily tied back, fell partially over her eyes. She
was beautiful, even when staring death in
the face. She pleaded with him to put the
knife down, telling him she loved him,
tears streaming down her face. He swayed,
bottle in one hand, weapon in the other. He
raised his hand, but as the metal glinted
in the light from the evening sun, it was
me who screamed, not her. He stopped
mid swing and turned upon hearing me.
I clamped my hand over my mouth, but it
was too late. He was stumbling towards
the hall. Before I knew it my lungs were
filled with the smell of cigarette smoke and
whiskey, an ice cold blade pressed against
my throat.
Darren was nice when I first met him. He
was funny and sweet and he helped me
with my homework, but he had a temper,
and alcohol didn’t help it. I hated him like
this.
“You got somethin’ to say you little brat?”
His voice sent chills up my spine. I froze.
“Touch that girl and I swear to God
Darren-”

“What? What will you do Jen huh?” He
swung back around to face her, as tears fell
down my chin. “See? She’s just as worthless as you, you know what they say, like
mother like daughter,” his words ringing
in my ears, she lunged at him, and in one
swift motion, my beautiful mother was
lying motionless on the tiled flooring.
***

But today things were different. I never
had to see Darren again. There was no
chance of him showing up and ruining
my day, and I couldn’t be more grateful.
I remembered that on one of his good
days, Darren told me he was determined he
would marry my mother, but he never did.
I felt like a princess. I was all dressed up in
a brand new skirt and tights, my long hair
was clean and clipped back with a butterfly
pin, and I had a ring on my middle finger
with a tiny diamond on it. My mother could
never afford to dress me like this, and my
foster mother just didn’t care enough to.

My feet were
glued to the
ground in fear,
watching on
as her blonde
hair, messily
tied back, fell
partially over
her eyes

***

to have someone like me taking you in like
this? No one wanted you, and for good reason too. Can’t blame ’em, honestly. I only
agreed to take you for the money. You’re so
ungrateful, any of those kids would kill for
this opportunity, you’re such a spoiled brat
you know that? Just get out of my sight!”
“But Annie I’m starving, can I at least
have some dinner?”
She paused and turned to look at me with
those horrible, merciless eyes. In one harsh
swing, her hand lifted up from her side,
and connected with my cheek, the force
enough to make me stumble sideways.
“If you ever dare answer me back like that
I’ll do worse,you’ll be on the street and you’ll
never even know what a home-cooked meal
tastes like, or how it feels to have a roof over
your head, would you prefer that?”
I shook my head and began to drag myself
up the stairs to the second floor.
“Should never have taken you in in the
first place, I don’t deserve this disrespect.
After all I do for you, you’ll end up just like
your mother.”
***

I was thirteen years old when I moved in
with Annie. I had always imagined foster
mothers to be gentle and kindhearted, like
my social worker had promised. But she
was the polar opposite.
“What did I say about being late?”
“I’m sorry the bus was delayed there was
an accident near the junction by the school
I-”
“It is your responsibility to be home on
time not the bus’s.”
“Annie I’m sorry it won’t happen again,”
“You’re right it won’t, what time do you
call this anyway? I went through the trouble of making you dinner and everything,
I don’t get paid enough for you, you know
that?”
“I’m sorr-”
“I ought to send you back to that foster
house tomorrow for being such a pain,” she
cut me off. “You know how lucky you are

But today was different. I expected her to
be just as mean, just as unreasonable. But
she wasn’t. She was getting people drinks,
talking to the guests and even helping
straighten my skirt every once in a while.
I had never seen this side of her, and I loved
it. This was the mother I had hoped for. She
reminded me constantly of how beautiful I
looked today; before now I had grown to
accept that I’d never look like the pretty,
popular girls at school, no matter how
much I wanted to.
***
I was fifteen when I fell in love with the
popular boy in my class, who sat at the
back with his equally popular friends. The
boy who’d never notice me in a million
years. The one who stood by and watched
as the force of a push knocked me off my
ILLUSTRATION: | ISTOCK | ANNA ISAEVA
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HOMECOMING
by Bikem Pastine
Age 17
Aston Quay, Dublin

feet, and the laughs that followed made me
wish the ground would just swallow me up
then and there.
“Why are you dressed like a homeless
man?” Katie snarled.
Giggles.
“Yeah could your fake mother not buy you
some actual clothes?”
Sniggering.
“And when was the last time you washed
your hair? It was blonde in September.”
The crowd around me grew as people
became more and more curious as to what
the commotion was about.
“No wonder your mother didn’t want
you, you can’t even stand up for yourself.”
I attempted to get back on my feet but she
pushed me down again into the dirty puddle I had landed in. “Literally.”
Laughter. Katie was the queen bee at my
school, the pretty, popular girl everyone
liked.
“Just stay in the dirt where you belong,”
her words like daggers.
“Oh and by the way, if you think you have
any kind of a chance with Jack you’re crazy.”
I could feel my cheeks on fire with embarrassment “What are you talking about?”
I stuttered. She smirked.
“Oh come on, we all know you’re like
obsessed with him, but believe it or not,
so are a lot of girls. So if he has so many
options, why would he pick someone like
you over say, someone like me?”
I hated her because she was right. She
smiled and walked away, her words still
stinging. I glanced across the car park, my
dark blue eyes meeting Jack’s brown ones.
He looked like he was about to say something, but his friend sniggered and swooped
in, turning him away. He glanced back one
last time from beneath his dark fringe, but
turned a corner and was gone. Of course. I
was crazy to think he’d notice me.
***
I was done hoping things would get better, I was used to it all by now. I considered
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that maybe, just maybe, things might get
better. But I knew deep down that this was
it. I made my way to the bathroom. This
was as good as it was going to get, and I
didn’t see the point in it. It’s not as if anyone would miss me, in fact I’d probably
be doing them all a favour. I locked the
bathroom door behind me, and as my bare
feet touched the cold floor tiles, I caught
a glimpse of my tear-stained face in the
mirror. I had cried every last tear, and I was
exhausted.
***
Today though, today things were different.
They were all here, Katie and her friends, all
for me. I felt a sense of fear in seeing them,
surprised they had showed up. As they
approached, my heart sank, hoping, praying they wouldn’t humiliate me, not today,
please not today, when suddenly the most
unexpected thing happened. She apologised. Katie apologised for everything.
I had never seen her like that. She was genuine too, they all were, I could sense them
wishing they had been my friends from the
very start.
I forgave them of course, happy to finally
be accepted. With them was a boy. The
popular boy from my class who sat at the
back with his equally popular friends. The
boy who would never notice me in a million years. He walked right up to me, his
eyes looking down through a dark fringe,
and told me I was beautiful.
***
Those brown eyes were the last thing I
saw, before the casket closed, and my world
was relieved of all the pain and sadness that
had once filled it, leaving me alone in my
silver-lined coffin.
Article 21
You have the right to care and protection
if you were adopted or are in foster care.

he bus to the airport
winds around the city
far more than it has
to. It makes me dizzy
when I let my thoughts
wander too long, but I
can’t help it. This is my treasured day;
it’s a jewel I’ve held up to the light
over and over to see what colours it
would reflect on the wall. I’ve replayed
the scenario of today and refined it
to near reality. The €5 flowers I had
bought on Grafton Street are already
wilting but it is fine because today I’m
on this bus.
I started preparing for your arrival
even before the social worker told me
you’d be coming. I started the moment
we separated from each other. I didn’t
prepare by making a bed or laying
out fresh towels on the bedside table.
It was a subtle preparation. When
I stood with bad posture I sat up
straight because I knew you wouldn’t
like it if I had a crooked back when
we saw each other again. I studied
hard to learn English because I knew
you’d be proud if I could order for you
in a cafe. I did my nails once a week
because I knew you would think it was
important that my hands looked taken
care of.
I look down at my nails now and
they seem strange against the yellow
pole of the bus. The pinky nail isn’t
quite straight but I doubt you’ll notice
or even mind if you did. It makes me
sad anyway because I imagined, in
this moment, my nails would be perfectly French manicured but of course
French manicures are hard to do on
your own right hand.
I think of all the things that have
been hard since we separated. It’s been
hard coming here and it’s been hard
being here. I know it’s going to be all
right though because you will be by
my side soon. Everything I have been
strong for will be worth it. You will
brush my hair and hand me my school
lunch as I step out the front door. I’m
far from a kid anymore. Of course,

I can make my own school lunch but
it’s different when you give it to me.
Even buttered bread is a five-star meal
when it comes from your hands.
It’s like the rice recipe I asked you
for. I thought if only I had the recipe I
could make it like you do. I spent hours
searching for the right rice because the
rice here doesn’t have the right shape.
Finally, when I found it, I cooked it
just as you said. It didn’t smell or taste
right so I changed the amount of
butter and then the amount of water.
The kitchen was decked with different
variations of the wrong rice. That was
the day I first imagined this bus ride.
I’ve imagined it so much it has become
a memory.
I imagine I’ll know you’re you even
before I see your face because you’ll
be wearing that red headscarf that I
embroidered for you as mother’s day
gift years ago. I’ll run up and knock
the bag right out of your hand. My
cheeks will hurt from smiling. I’ll pick
up your bag from the floor and we’ll
walk hand in hand and talk about your
journey and how lucky we are that you
can be here. And then we’ll talk about
everything that’s happened since we
separated and then about things that
nobody else can understand. The girls
at the youth club and I talk about the
future and about the present but it’s
with you I have my roots.
The bus is driving up to Terminal 2.
My heart is beating fast and I wonder
what it will feel like to hug you again.
Have I forgotten? Is it even possible
for it to feel the same? Too many
months have passed unshared. I think
it won’t matter if our hug isn’t the
same as it used to be or even the same
as I pictured. It will be real. It won’t be
in my head anymore. The bus is stopping. My goodness, I’ve missed you.
Article 10
If you live in a different country than
your parents do, you have the right
to be together in the same place.
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by Cillian Sheehan
Age 17
Clogheen, Co Cork

om, 45
Sixty-three days. That’s
how long it’s been. The
number keeps going up
and up and up and I can’t
do anything to stop it. It’s the last thing I
think before going to sleep each night,
when I know I’ve achieved nothing that
day and now the count has to go up by
another day. Sixty-three days my family
has been living without a home. None of
the others know about the count. It’s not
exactly something you bring up at the
dinner table. “Hey, guess what, guys! Now
we’ve been homeless for nine weeks! Isn’t
that amazing?”
No, when I talk to them I always try and
stay on the bright side of things. I try and
keep it light, make it seem like a game or an
adventure. Sean understands, and he tries
his best to help. He’s doing okay, I think. It’s
the younger two I’m worried about.
Aisling is in fifth year now and Lord
knows this isn’t what she needed. She
was always a highly-strung child, getting
stressed out by little things like being late
or not packing a lunch. And now, as she’s
getting ready for the final push before she’s
out the door and into college, she loses her
home. It’s been a rough couple of months
for her. For all of us.
But I’m most worried about Erin. Only
eight years old. She probably couldn’t
comprehend the situation, even if I had told
her. As far as she knows, this hotel is just
for a brief while until we move into a new
house, as big as the last one. And maybe
she’s right. Maybe we will find a house I
can afford. Maybe we can find somewhere
to live. But I doubt it.

Home

if she keeps going on like this she’s gonna
have a breakdown, and that wouldn’t be
good for anyone, especially Erin.
Last June I turned 18, and the rest of my
family forgot. Can’t exactly blame them
though. The day of my birthday was also
our last day in the house we’d lived in for
most of my life, and I didn’t think anyone
felt like celebrating. I almost mentioned it,
just to point out that I was an adult now or
whatever, but I couldn’t do that.
All it would have done was make Mom
feel even guiltier and as if she was failing
as parent. I knew full well we didn’t have
money for any sort of celebration, and any
money that did come went straight into the
fund to get us a home.
I suppose I’m sort of lucky though;
because I started college last week I have
something to take my mind off things.
It’s been pretty fun, and a few times I
actually had a good time and didn’t feel
worried or stressed for the first time in
months. But then someone suggests we
go out for drinks or something, and it

Sean, 18
Mom worries too much. I mean, I can’t
blame her. This is a pretty worrisome
situation to be fair. If being homeless
doesn’t worry you then, like, what will?
But still, she worries too much. We know
she can’t do everything and solve every
problem but she tries anyway. I love her
and I really appreciate what she’s doing, but
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comes rushing back. I don’t have money
for anything like that. I did manage to find
a job, working in a small shop near the
college, but I don’t have many hours and
I give most of what I earn to Mom. She
needs it more than I do.
Aisling, 16
Last week in the library, I looked up the
symptoms of depression and began ticking
off boxes, which I know you’re not supposed
to do, and that the internet is fairly notorious
for giving out wrong diagnoses, but oh my
Lord if depressed doesn’t perfectly describe
what I am at the moment.
For the last few weeks, ever since we went
back to school, I’ve been crying and crying
and crying and crying and crying and
crying. Most of the time it happens in my
bed in the hotel, but once or twice I felt the
tears coming on when I was in school and
I had to run to the bathroom quickly and
lock myself in a stall.
Only two people in school know that
I’m homeless, my best friends Caoimhe
and Jessica. Mom and Sean tell me it’s not
something we need to be ashamed of, but
that’s bullshit. I am ashamed of it, and I
don’t want people to know. If I have to deal
with
w
stupid looks of pity
on their faces every
time they see me,
then the crying will
get even worse.
Mom thinks I should
tell the teachers at least,
and
a she’s probably right,
but I still don’t want to do
it. It’s not their business. My
life outsid
de doesn’t concern them.
But I feel like some of them are
starting to catch on.
My Englissh teacher, Ms O’Leary,
asked if I wass having trouble at home
after I didn’t do my homework three
times in a ro
ow. I looked her right in
the eyes and
d lied to her, told her that
I was fine. The
T rest of the teachers
don’t care en
nough to bother asking,
and they usually
u
just give me extra
work as punishment, which I
almost always
a
end up not doing,
because I’m lying curled up on
my bed,, with my hands over my
head,, crying.

Erin, 8
Mom and Aisling are sad a lot of the time
but I don’t know why. Sean is happy
whenever he’s playing with me but I see
him being sad sometimes when he thinks
I’m not looking. I think it is maybe because
we are away from home so long and they
are homesick. I’m a bit homesick too.
I liked having a room of my own but now
I have to share with Aisling and she cries a
lot and I can’t sleep.
When we first came to the hotel Mom told
me it was a holiday and we were going back
home soon but it’s been a long time and we
are still here. When I was seven we went on
a big holiday to Spain and we stayed in a
hotel for a week. It was really hot but there
was a pool so we could go swimming a lot.
That was my favourite holiday I’ve ever
been on. I don’t like this holiday very much.
The hotel doesn’t have a pool.
Also, whenever we went on holidays
before, there was never any school but this
time I have to go to school almost every
day and I don’t like it. I had to move to a
new school this year and I don’t like it very
much. There are boys in my class now and
they’re all annoying. My best friend Ellie
was in my old school and I don’t see her
very much now. I asked Mom if she could
come for a sleepover because she used to
come for sleepovers lots of times but Mom
said no. I asked when she could come for a
sleepover and Mom said she didn’t know
and then I got angry and she started crying.
I asked Sean what was wrong and why we
weren’t in our house anymore and he told
me we were just staying here for a short
while until we move into a house even
bigger and better than the last one. At first I
was sad because I liked our house but then
I thought maybe I could go back to my old
school and see Ellie again and not have
annoying boys in my class and Mom and
Aisling wouldn’t be crying all the time, and
I got happy.

Article 27
You have the right to food, clothing,
a safe place to live and to have your
basic needs met. You should not be
disadvantaged so that you can’t do
many of the things other kids can do.

THE IRISH TIMES | 20.11.2017

I asked
Ms Jones
to come
over and
take care
of you
for a bit

by Julia Soldatkina
Age 15
Carrickmines, Dublin
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Article 27

You have the right to food, clothing, a safe place to live and to have your basic needs met.
You should not be disadvantaged so that you can’t do many of the things other kids can do.
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The Phone Shop
by Colm Nicholl
Age 14
Malahide, Dublin

Character 1: Mark
Character 2: Sean
Setting: Modern day phone shop in inner
city Dublin, called Alfonso’s Phone Shack.
The walls are lined with all kinds of
phones, from smartphones to flip phones.
There are two seats in the shop; one
behind the counter and one in front of it.
The one behind is a computer chair and
the one in front is an armchair. Behind the
counter is a young man wearing a shirt,
jeans, and glasses. He’s playing with his
phone waiting for customers. This is Mark.
An elderly man in his mid 60s walks in.
He looks around, wide-eyed, like a child
in a sweet shop. He is wearing a flat cap,
a short-sleeved shirt, and beige trousers.
This is Sean.
Mark: Welcome to Alfonso’s Phone Shack,
where we’ve Al the Fons for yo.
Sean: What’d you say?
Mark: (sighs) Welcome to Alfonso’s Phone
Shack, where we’ve got Al the Fons for yo.
Sean: What?
Mark: (slightly irritated) Welcome to Alfonso’s – please don’t make me say it again.
Sean: Why are you saying that?
Mark: Look, I’m contractually obligated to
say that every time someone walks through
that door (gestures to door).
Sean: That’s not very smart.
Mark: Can you please stop insulting my
occupational choices and just tell me why
you’re here?
Sean: Okay fine. My phone is broken. It
won’t receive any calls.
Mark: Okay, can you please show me the
phone?
Sean: (takes out phone and hands it to
Mark) Here you go.
Mark: (sighs) I need it unlocked to check it.
Sean: (chuckling) Oh I almost forgot. Now,
what was it again? (pauses) . . . Ah yes, the
year my daughter, Sally, got married. Oh,
that was one of the best days of my life.

It was held in the same church she was
baptised in and the same one where her
mother and I were married. Saint Bernadette’s, such a lovely church. High, soaring
towers, a beautifully engraved tabernacle,
lovely stonework all round. When I first
saw Sally on her big day, she looked so
beautiful. She had a lovely white dress on,
and her hair was done up in a way, oh how
delicate she looked. The proudest moment
of my life has got to be walking her up that
aisle. I was smiling so much I thought my
face would stay that way forever. She has
had three children so far: Michael, Luke,
and Annie. Oh Annie is the image of her
mother. Such a good little girl. Well, she
was the last time I saw her. It’s been about
three years since I’ve seen any of them.
Mark: Excuse me sir, the code?
Sean: Ah yes, two-zero-zero-one, I think.
Sorry for my rambling. It’s just that I get
carried away sometimes.
Mark: Well, I’m afraid the code didn’t work.
Sean: Oh. Well it might be the year my son,
Jack, was in the lead in his school musical.
Oh, it was such a good show.
Mark: (mumbling) Oh god, not again.
Sean: They were doing Joseph And The
Amazing Technicolour Dreamcoat. He
played Joseph. Oh he was so amazing. He’s
got the voice of an angel, I’ll tell you. When
we heard him sing that song about how
any dream will do, oh his mother started
crying with joy. We loved every second
of it. He got the biggest standing ovation
anyone has ever seen. Oh, how they loved
him. He actually has a job on the West End
now. Nothing important, mainly supporting roles.
Mark: I’m sure he is great and all, now
what year was this?
Sean: Why it was . . . (he stops, and his face
drops, as Mark reaches towards the phone).
It has been three years since I’ve seen or
talked to him too.
Mark: I’m uh, I’m sorry.
Sean: Don’t be. (Sean’s face changes back
to a smile) The code is one-nine-nine-six.
Mark: Okay, we’re in now. What’d you say
your problem was again?
Sean: The phone won’t take any calls.
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How can my
children be so
busy to not visit
or even call
me for three
whole years?
Having kids
isn’t that time
demanding

Mark: Well, it doesn’t look broke, and the
last call you received was from someone
called . . . Susan.
Sean: (starts to tear up and his face turns
to a frown) That was my wife. She died
about three years ago. Her funeral was the
last time I saw my kids. Anyways, could you
please get back to the job at hand?
Mark: I . . . I’m sorry about your wife, sir, but
there’s nothing wrong with your phone.
Sean: But . . . but that doesn’t make sense.
Mark: I’ve checked twice. There’s nothing
wrong with it. Why aren’t you happy?
Sean: My kids. They said they would call
me at least once or twice a month. Why
wouldn’t they call me? Oh, God. (Sean sits
down in the armchair and puts his head in
his hands) They’ve forgotten me!
Mark: No, they haven’t. They’re probably
just (hesitates) they’re problem just busy.
Your daughter has three kids and your son
has a job on the West End, that’s a really
demanding job.
Sean: No. It has been three years. Three
years! How can my children be so busy to
not visit or even call me for three whole
years? Having kids isn’t that time-demanding. I had two and still managed to
visit my parents at least once a month.
And Jack, being an actor doesn’t excuse
you from contacting your family. It’s not
enough to warrant three . . . (he stops and
starts sobbing)
Mark: Look pal, I’m not gonna let you feel
that way. Now, you’re gonna call up your
kids, and you’re gonna give out hell to
them, and then you’re gonna invite them
to brunch or something.
Sean: Can you please call them? I don’t
think I’m in any state to talk to my children.
Mark: Okay. Your son or your daughter
first?
Sean: Call Sally first, please.
Mark: (picks up the phone and starts
pressing it before putting it to his ear. The
phone rings for a few seconds before a
man’s voice comes from the wings. This is
Sally’s husband. Only Mark can hear him,
Sean just watches him from the chair).
Sally’s Husband: Hello?
Mark: I’m looking for Sally. Her father
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SUSSED

by Ciarán Howley
Age 17
Balbriggan, Co Dublin

would like a word.
Sally’s Husband: Oh God, not again.
Mark: What do you mean, “again”?
Sally’s Husband: Sean does this every few
months. He goes into a different phone
shop, says his phone is broken, says his
kids haven’t talked to him in years, gets
the tech guy to call Sally’s phone. It’s all his
way of dealing with the grief.
Mark: (murmuring) Grief? What grief?
Sally’s Husband: His wife, his son, his
daughter, they all died in a car crash three
years ago. They had a shared funeral. His
wife’s death was the only one he could
come to terms with. He actually managed
to convince himself that his daughter and
son were attendants at the funeral, not the
focus of it. When in reality, all they saw was
their coffins.
Mark: (whispering) Holy shit.
Sally’s Husband: Just tell him the phone
didn’t answer. It doesn’t matter that he
heard you talk to me, he will just believe
anything you tell him. All that matters is he
saw you call. He’ll probably just walk away
and get on with his life, he’ll probably just
forget he ever met you.
Mark: Oh . . . okay. (Mark slowly pulls his
phone away from his ear, presses the end
call button. He looks at Sean). There was uh
. . . there was no answer. No one picked up.
Sean: Oh well. Thank you for trying. (Sean
takes his phone and exits the shop slowly.
As he leaves, Mark collapses into a chair.
Lights fade).
Scene ends
Article 25
If you live in care or in other situations
away from home, you have the right
to have these living arrangements
looked at regularly to see if they are
the most appropriate.
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ary switched on
the reading lamp
in the study. The
light flickered
for a moment,
disappeared, and then shuddered
into life with a sleepy electric hum.
She ran her fingers down the coarse,
rusted callouses of the spine. It was
old, not as old as her, but not far off.
An antique. Her daughter urged her to
sell it but Mary could never do that.
Mary admired it. How it clung to life
even though it was outdated, even
though it was worse for wear and
even though the man who’d once
used it was 10 years in his grave.
“Mam, I’m headed!”
Mary pottered into the kitchen
where her daughter Kate stood in
heels and an above-the-knee high
dress. Her 15-year-old grandson
Ethan was sitting at her kitchen table
glued to his tablet as per usual.
“Don’t give me that look,” Kate said,
flattening the dress down.
Mary raised her hands to high
heaven, shaking her head wearily. Kate
wasn’t a pimple-faced, precocious
teenager anymore who could be told
how to dress. She was still, however,
just as thankless and her romantic
ventures were just as tumultuous.
And really that dress . . .
“Whatcha reading there?”
Ethan looked up from his tablet
at her. “An article about the military
coup of an oppressive regime in the
Middle East,” he said flatly.
Mary turned to Kate. “You let him
read about that?”
“He has a right,” Kate said. “To
expand his mind.”
“He’s 15!” Mary reminded her.
“Now, are you sussed for a taxi? The
number’s in my address book if-”
“It’s fine, I’ll Google it.”
Mary pursed her lips. It irked her
that nothing was done anymore
through what Kate referred to as
"the old ways". Mary was from a
generation that watched an episode
of a show in a week rather than a
whole series in a day. If you wanted
to talk to someone you met for lunch,
you didn’t text or Skype. Books were
read on the printed page rather than
on machines, like the Kindle that had

been forced upon her last Christmas
by Kate that she’d shoved in a drawer
to rot for all eternity.
Mary’s friends scolded her so-called
secluded lifestyle. They were all in the
know and always up to date on the
newest hair, the trendiest fashions,
the latest human rights violations and
everything else Mary was ignorant
of. They regarded Mary as a social
hangnail, a technological pariah.
So she didn’t want to spend her life
staring at a screen! Why was that a
bad thing?
Kate heard the crunch of gravel
under tyres and stumbled out the
door with a succinct, “Bye!”
The two were alone.
Mary turned to Ethan. “Do you want
something to eat?”
Ethan had a massive headset on,
shielded from his nanny’s incessant
bleating. Mary asked again. And
again. And“What?” he said impatiently.
Mary glowered. “Would you ever
turn that yoke off.”
“It’s an iPad.”
“It’s a nuisance,” Mary said. “Let’s
do something fun. The TV Guide’s in
the sitting room, we could see what
tonight’s Big Big Movie is or we could
do some baking or-”
“Um . . . No,” Ethan said, implying he
couldn’t possibly have fun with Mary.
For the first time, Mary saw herself
through the eyes of her grandson.
Crazy, boring old granny who always
smells like mothballs and Werther’s.
A relic, a dinosaur, a fossil. Dull.
Mary and Ethan had never gotten
on. Kate and Mary weren’t the closest
and she only saw him when Kate was
stuck for a babysitter.
Like tonight. As well, Ethan was part
of a new wave of kids who were born
with a device in their hands and were
always finding out things. Mary knew
what she knew and liked what she
liked. Ethan’s way of life threatened
hers.
“Can I see Grandad’s study?” Ethan
asked suddenly.
The room had been off limits since
Paul had died. Mary hadn’t even let
Kate inside. Paul had passed on long
before Ethan was around but her
husband still lingered in conversation
and Ethan had picked up on it. Mary
always steered him from the room
whenever his gaze steered towards it.
“Why exactly?” Mary asked.
Ethan gave an honest shrug.
“You can,” she said. “Only if you

turn off that iPad. And you’re
extremely careful.”
So Mary showed him the room
where she spent most of her waking
hours. If the mood took her, she slept
there. His death had never left her.
She lived that moment every day, in
a constant loop. It had been so real,
too real. One moment, he was in
the supermarket comparing bags of
lettuce, the next he was on the floor,
cold, eyes pale and vacant like two
full moons.
Ethan put the tablet on the floor
and explored the room, eyes wide
with curiosity. They were like Paul’s.
His fingers caressed the leatherbound volumes on the shelves, he
frantically stabbed at the typewriter
and flicked through piles of notes
and stacks of parchments.
“That’s what he was working on
before he died,” Mary explained. “It
was a book about cruel people who
told lies to make themselves look
better.”
“Propaganda?” Ethan said.
Mary nodded. Of course he knew
what it was.
As he went through the notes, she
was about to ask him to be careful
when his elbow jerked to his right,
striking the electric reading lamp
clean off the table where it landed on
the floor with a fateful crack.
Mary dashed past Ethan and landed
on her knees beside the remains
of the lamp. Her hands cupped the
cracked shade and the bent spine as
tears streamed swiftly down her face.
Ethan, peeking over her head, asked
her if it was broken.
Mary wiped her eyes and stifled the
sobs. She surprised Ethan, surprised
herself, when she said: “It’s only a
lamp.” She gave him a lukewarm
smile.
Mary had decided it was time to let
go of the past, the things that kept
her there and focus on what was in
front of her. Her daughter and her
grandson. Paul was gone and that
would always hurt but she couldn’t
change it.
Though, as the two stayed up half
the night talking and reading and
laughing, Mary and even Ethan
agreed that sometimes the old ways
were the best.

Article16
You have the right to privacy.
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Finding
Dmitri
by Declan Cosson
Age 18
Dún Laoghaire, Dublin

ach crept deep into the old subways of what had once been
Leningrad wearing a helmet
and a gas mask. It had been his
first day in battle and he felt
lost and confused. But he had a job to do.
The dropships had left the vicinity, but
Alpha Squad remained, searching for any
kidnapped civilians out in the smoking
remains patrolled by enemy machines. The
other squad members had given up hope
of finding anyone, but Zach had gone on,
eager to prove himself. He felt his shoulder radio beeping. Zach’s commander
Michael’s voice came through the static:
“Zach . . . where are you? Zach . . . we haven’t found any civilians . . . Zach, are you
even listening to me? . . . all civilians are
evacuated and accounted for . . . machines
are closing in now . . . Zach?”
Zach turned off the radio and muttered to
himself:
“Clearly they’re not trying hard enough in
finding people.”
He looked at his scanner to reassure
himself. A spot flashed red on the display
screen. Red meant warmth . . . Warmth
meant life . . .
Determined, Zach pressed on into the
subway. The flash on the spotlight attached
to his gun shined light over the dark and
creepy subway.
Meanwhile, on the dropship, Michael
slammed his fist down and yelled,
“Damn the stupid boy! His overconfidence is going to be the death of him!”
“Well you have to admire him in some
ways. To explore a city. A city under
machine control. That takes guts,” Alexi
said, trailing off under Michael’s glare.
Chang, another squad member, spoke up.
“Michael, Dia and I can go look for the
boy. He’s new meat and at his most vulnerable. It won’t be long before some sort
of mechanical horror descends upon him.”

Dia nodded towards Michael, confirming
his willingness to go with Chang.
“While I admire your commitment,”
Michael began, “I’ll do it myself. I can’t risk
losing any more of you. Stay here and protect the crew. Did you hear me? Stay by the
dropship. No matter how intense it gets . . .”
Oblivious to what was happening in the
dropship, Zach continued to wander the
Leningrad underground. It was a dark
and creepy place. The abandoned magnetic trains made for a haunting sight.
Zach snuck around the place with his gun
at the ready. He heard a noise; something
was moving around the bend of the tunnel. He raised his assault rifle to shine the
way. The red light was flashing faster on
his life scanner, it was clear he was going
to encounter a living organism. The noise
sounded again. Zach braced himself and
raised his rifle. With his finger on the trigger, he turned the corner.
Much to his shock and awe, Zach found
a little boy, looking only to be six or seven,
huddled in the corner. The boy had dirt
and grease on him. He had short blonde
hair and blue eyes. He wore a small furry
coat and a pair of gloves. Soft trousers and
runners covered the boy’s lower body. He
was curled up in fear. Zach lowered his gun
and approached the little boy. Realising his
gas mask and helmet must be frightening,
Zach took them off.
“Hey little guy, what’s you’re name?
I’m not a machine. I’m Zach.” He lightly
touched the boy on the shoulder.
The boy flinched away from him, asking
in Russian, “Mum? Dad?” The boy looked
Zach in the eyes. “Where’s my Mum?”
Zach didn’t really know how to hold a
conversation in Russian, but he figured
that the boy must have been taken from
his parents during one of the machine air
raids. Although he felt pity towards the
boy, Zach didn’t forget the urgency of his
mission. If the boy was taken by machines,
chances were there would be some nearby.
“Hey little guy. I’m sorry, but I don’t
know where your parents are. But I’ll tell
you what, I’ll try and get you back to them

The abandoned
magnetic
trains made
for a haunting
sight. Zach
snuck around
the place with
his gun at the
ready

okay? I can’t promise you that, but you’re
still going to have to trust me.”
The boy seemed confused and disorientated, but he climbed onto Zach’s lap without a fight. Zach’s relief was shortlived,
however, because as soon as the boy was
secure, a crunch sounded behind him and
then a spotlight was shining on his back.
With a pounding heart, Zach asked,
“Michael?”
Michael aimed his rifle and said angrily,
“You know, you just ran off on my squad
in the heat of battle for the sake of glory,
which is bad enough, and then when I try
to contact you, you switch off your radio? If
we were fighting on the Western Front in
the 1910s, that would merit an execution.
So are you coming back with me, or do I
have to kill you?”
Zach breathed in, his body still shielding the little boy from Michael’s sight. He
moved him off his lap on to the ground,
then stood up slowly and said: “By all
m e a n s Michael, I’m the new meat. I’m
useless to your squad. Besides,
you don’t seem too friendly. So,
by all means, shoot me!”
Before Michael could fire his gun, Zach
lifted the boy up into his arms and turned
around, exposing him to the flash of
Michael’s spotlight and saying sarcastically: “Because I tried really
hard and found a civilian!”
The little boy’s frightened face filled Michael
with shock. He breathed in
and lowered his rifle.
“So that’s why you ditched us. You went
looking in the right place. Where did you
find this boy? What’s his name?”
“I don’t know his name, but I found him
here in the tunnels. He’s vulnerable little
guy like me!”
Michael shook his head and put his arm
on Zach’s shoulder.
“Tell you what, we take this boy with us.
The rescued civilians were evacuated to
refugee camps in Norway. We’ll try to get
him there. If his parents are alive, odds are
that’s where they’ll be.”
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SAFE HOUSE

Michael was
shaken, but he put
on a brave voice
for his team
Suddenly Michael’s shoulder radio began
to shriek. Michael pressed on it to respond.
“Come in?”
Dia’s voice yelled from the radio. “Michael
do you copy?” In the background, gunfire
and shouting raged.
“Talk to me, Dia.”
“Michael . . . we’ve lost our dropship, we’re
barely holding out . . . most of the drop’s
crew is dead! Michael . . . do you copy?”
Michael cursed under his breath. The
machines must have left the little boy as a
decoy to distract the squad and then circled
back to ambush the dropship. “Hold on,”
Michael said, “ Zach and I are going. We’ve
got a child with us.”
He looked at Zach gravely. “Zach, get your
headgear and mask on. You’re going to
need them.”
Michael turned on his heels and began
sprinting back the way he had come.
Zach picked up the little boy and followed
Michael out of the subway.
Beside their ruined dropship, the team
were holding out as best they could, taking on any machine that came close. In the
distance, they saw Michael and Zach move
towards them. A robo soldier was about to
gun the pair down, but Alexi sniped it. Once
reunited, Chang turned to Michael and
asked the question on everybody’s mind:
“What the bloody hell do we do now?”
Michael was shaken, but he put on a brave
voice for his team.
“Simple as, according to our GPS, the
nearest dropship pick-up point is at the
southern edge of the city, not too far from
here. Even though our main radio was on

20.11.2017 | THE IRISH TIMES

the dropship, we can still use our shoulder-radios to contact each other. In fact, it
works to our advantage because we’ll be
too small to pick up on the scanners of any
of the machine’s fortresses.”
“But we’ll have to cross the Badlands . . .”
Alexi said, clearly uncomfortable.
“Badlands?” Zach was confused.
Dia turned to him to explain. “The Badlands are known to be the place of failed
experiments. A lot of big creatures out
there. Machines all over the place.”
“Well what else can we do?” Michael
exclaimed. “Do you want me to lie to the lot
of you and say that we have teleporters?”
The squad shook their heads. “Well, then.
We have no choice but to go by foot! Now,
if you want to stay behind and wait for the
robotic war party to find us that’s fine. Any
volunteers?”
The squad realised there was no alternative. One by one, they packed what equipment could be salvaged from the dropship
and set off. Only Alexi, Zach and the little
boy remained.
“Zach.Who is that?”Alexi gestured to the boy.
“This little guy was taken.”
“What? No, no Zach. You are not becoming
anyone’s stepfather just because he’s cute!”
“I’m not leavin him behind.”
“Alright, but I take no responsibility. If he
dies it’s on your head.”
Alexi shouted to the rest of the squad up
ahead.
“Everyone, hold up for Zach. He’s got a
kid with him!”
Zach looked up at the sky as the sun was
beginning to set. He could see the machine
fortress floating on the horizon. As he went
to hoist the little boy up onto his shoulders,
he noticed a name stitched on the back of
his furry coat: Dmitri. Right then, he made
a solemn promise to himself.
Dmitri, I will find your parents, no matter
what.
Article 11
You have the right to be protected
from kidnapping.

by Christopher Watts
Age 15
Aston Quay, Dublin 2

ucharest, Romania
The safe house was quiet, and,
truth be told, it wasn’t really living up to its namesake. Vasile looked at
his blue fingers and the clouds of mist
that escaped his mouth as he breathed.
Winter hadn’t been kind to him. He
wasn’t sure anymore if the tiny flat was
any better than the front line. At least
dying out there might be quick and
painless, he thought.
At 15, Vasile was one of the older child
soldiers littering the floor of the flat. He
looked around the room at the others.
A boy no older than eight lay huddled in
the corner, shaking and crying. His face
was badly burned and his hand was
just a stump. Another boy of roughly
the same age lay against a wall, one
leg extended in front of him – Vasile
guessed the other one was lying in a few
different pieces in a field somewhere.
A couple more lay around the flat,
breathing quietly. Nobody spoke. Vasile
saw another boy glance at the barred
door and he followed his gaze – not
that any of them had the strength to
escape anyway. This was where they
were sent to die. They were of no use
anymore and no one wanted to waste
a bullet that could be used on the Russians to put them out of their misery.
Vasile’s death had come slower than
most. He’d seen plenty of injuries during
his stay, including gas attack victims
left with a face barely recognisable as
human. The Geneva Convention didn’t
come here. Vasile doubted anyone outside of Romania and Russia even knew
about the war. They certainly weren’t
doing anything to help if they did.
A bomb went off in the distance and
the sound sent a chill down Vasile’s
spine. He felt it all come rushing back
and he was transported back to the
battlefield. There was a constant hail of
gunfire and explosions as mines and
grenades went off. People fell around
him with blood pumping from wounds.
His dream-self watched on as the gas
came and people fumbled for their
masks. Most people didn’t get theirs
on in time and they began hacking
and spluttering. The effects of the gas
were sped up in Vasile’s dream and he
watched as the victims’ faces became
horribly disfigured. They dropped to the
floor, choking and pleaded with Vasile
to help them but he was rooted to the
spot. Suddenly, he heard fresh screams.
He looked around for the source but he
couldn’t find one. They sounded different to the others, closer.

He woke with a start and realised
that he was the one screaming. This
wasn’t an unusual occurrence in the
flat and none of the other boys were
even interested enough to look in his
direction. The war had left them devoid
of emotion.
Vasile’s father had been taken off to
fight at the very start of the war. They
would probably never know for sure
but he had almost certainly died on the
front line. His mother and sister were
still at home when he had been taken
away over a year ago. The truck had
arrived at the school one day and taken
all the boys away to war. He hadn’t been
able to say goodbye and he had no idea
how or where they were now. Since
being taken away, he’d used the same
uniform every day and he couldn’t
remember the last time he’d been able
to have a shower. Thankfully, his suffering was almost at an end.
He felt himself slipping into another
traumatic dream. This time he was
charging forwards, rifle in hand. Thousands of soldiers charged with him
but they were being butchered by the
enemy. The scene shifted to another
memory. Vasile and a few others had
made it behind enemy lines and were
gunning them down. He glued his
finger back on the rifle and cut the Russians down. His eyes were blank as he
marched onwards remorselessly. Suddenly, he was back in the flat, shivering
and hyperventilating.
He had been brought back to reality by
the door being opened. A soldier walked
in with a child a couple of years younger
than Vasile in his arms. He put the boy
down against the wall opposite him and
then left without acknowledging the
others in the room. The boy had been
shot in the leg and blood was still oozing
through his trousers. Judging by his pale
complexion, he had lost a lot of blood.
Vasile had seen this sort of thing before
and he knew nobody had bothered to
bandage the wound or treat it in any
way. The boy wasn’t going to last long.
The soldier locked the door and left
them alone again. Vasile’s pain seemed
to ease slightly but his vision pulsed
dim. It returned to normal but not for
long. His vision dimmed again. This
time it didn’t come back.
Article 38
You have the right to protection and
freedom from war. Children under 15
cannot be forced to go into the army
or take part in war.
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Hello,
Stranger
by Alicja Maciejowska
Age 15
Passage West, Cork

he sun peeked out from
behind the hills and sleepily
climbed his way up into the
pale blue sky, softly greeting
the candyfloss clouds. The
night’s cold air warmed slowly into a more
hospitable chill and shadows retreated, letting the countryside fill with golden light.
A girl was in her garden, singing and moving water through the air like dancers’ ribbons. It seemed like the entire garden was
dancing to the music, and the girl laughed
as some of the water fell down onto her.
A boy walked down the centre of a road
that headed east, out of the village and
towards the sea. It wasn’t a well-worn path
but Ethan knew where he was going; he’d
walked this way before.
The road led him through the downs and
ahead of him it curved to run along the edge
of the woods before beginning its steep
ascent to join the cliff path. He was still a
few minutes away from the trees when he
spotted smoke coming from behind a hill.
If it were anything else he wouldn’t have
bothered, anything else he wouldn’t have
felt anything at the sight and would have
continued walking. As it was, Ethan could
not distinguish between a safe fire and a
not-for-burning object and he thought it
would be rather shitty of him to ignore a
potential fire hazard, no matter how hollow and dismal he was feeling.
So he stepped off the path and climbed
up the slope, his unaccustomed muscles
already beginning to complain. He didn’t
look behind himself at the trail of browner
grass and wilted daisies he left in his wake.
It wasn’t a burning building, though he
already kind of knew that. It wasn’t any
other potentially dangerous fire. It was a
small house, with a chimney that was letting out smoke from a fireplace lit to push
out the early spring chill.
There was a garden. It was beautiful, filled

with a multitude of plants and decorated
with flowers and absolutely overflowing
with life, and there was a person in it. She
was holding a watering can and moving
slowly from one potted plant to the next,
examining each as she went. Every plant
she touched seemed to perk up a little,
come alive with a new energy and nearby
trees and bushes stretched their branches
towards her. That’s when he noticed that
the watering can, which he had previously
thought she was holding, was actually
floating along a few steps ahead of her,
tipping gently over each pot. There were
shears too, trimming a hedge, the leaves
and branches dropping into a neat pile in
one spot.
Then her head turned and spotted him.
He had no idea what to do with the kind
smile she gave. So, a little hesitantly, he
gave an awkward wave.
“Hello stranger,” she greeted.
“Hi.” He had no idea what to do with this
conversation.“Sorry I was just passing by and
I saw your garden, thought I’d take a look.”
“No worries! Not many people come this
way so it’s mostly for my benefit, but it’s
nice when others can enjoy it too.”
“It’s really amazing, honestly. I mean
damn, I may be dead inside, but I would
love to draw some of those flowers.” She
gave a startled laugh.
“Thank you! You’re welcome to stay and
do just that if you’d like. Unless you have
somewhere to be?” What a question.
“Oh, I was just heading for a walk on the
cliffs, to clear my head, and stuff. Nothing
important. I don’t have any thing to draw
with though . . .”
“Would you like to come in for a cup of
tea anyway?” she asked.
“O-okay,” he stuttered, and she smiled at
him.
“My name is Cinna,” she said, holding her
hand out over the garden gate.
Ethan isn’t much, he thought. He’s not
much of a son, not much of a villager, not
much of a friend. He doesn’t have very
much to offer. He shook her hand.
“Ethan.”
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He gave her his name.
It was peaceful, just sitting there and
looking at the flowers and watching Cinna
move around the garden and the day flew
by, filled with interesting conversations
about a myriad of topics but mostly about
flowers. She stopped him as he was leaving.
“The apple tree is going to be blooming
soon, and the blossoms are a beautiful
sight. Would you like to come visit again
then?” she suggested.
“Oh, that would be . . . I wouldn’t want to
be a bother . . .”
“Of course you wouldn’t be, I wouldn’t
ask if I didn’t enjoy your company, and
it can get lonely here by myself. You can
come sketch the blossoms, or just if you
feel like it. And when summer ends I’ll be
making apple pies, so I would love some
help eating those.”
So he left with a promise to come back,
walking out the gate and turning towards
home.

Every plant she
touched seemed
to perk up a little,
come alive with a
new energy and
nearby trees and
bushes stretched
their branches
towards her
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He didn’t think he was a very good
houseguest. Some days when he was feeling desolate he would come visit and hope
it would make the bad feelings disappear,
but all he managed to do was sit in silence
on the porch, in the living room when
Cinna finished with the garden and not
really contribute to the conversation at all.
Cinna didn’t seem to mind. When guilt
rose up in his throat she would press a cup
of tea into his hands and sit with him, and
would talk about the garden, her books, the
village, meals she wanted to cook. Sometimes she would read aloud to him. By the
time the sun had started to set he had forgotten to feel guilty.
Other days he would be more than fine,
okay enough that he would help out in the
garden, following Cinna’s orders because
he had no idea what he was doing. Eventually, he started joining in a bit when she
sang, allowing small smiles at her antics
and it was good.
He fell asleep on the grass one day, and he
woke up to a patch of forget-me-nots that
wasn’t there before, tickling his face.
***
One grey and cloudy day when Ethan
arrived, Cinna wasn’t in the garden as
usual, and he found her inside washing the
dishes.
“Hey,” he said. She didn’t turn around but
the scrubbing becomes a little less vigorous.
“Hi Ethan.”
“Not in the garden today?” he asked, and
she shook her head.
“I finished up early.”
He sat down and they were in silence for
some time. Ethan observed her hunched,
tense shoulders and he wasn’t sure what to
do. Then the plate she was holding slipped
out of her hands and crashed into the sink
and Ethan was startled at the curse that
came out of her mouth. Cinna stood at the
sink with her head bowed.
He stood up and approached her silently
and laid a hand on her shoulder, hoping to
provide some comfort.
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“Hey,” he said softly. He didn’t get a
response. “Hug?” he ventured, and she
turned around, pressed her face into his
shoulder, and wrapped her arms around
his waist. He put his own arms around her
shoulders and they stood there for a few
minutes, not saying anything.
After a long while, he led her to the couch
and sat them down.
“What’s wrong?” he asked her. She sighed
tiredly.
“Yesterday was just . . . everything was
going wrong and I let myself get frustrated
enough to mess up even more, and I haven’t really done anything about it. I should
have, but I just hoped if I didn’t let it get
any worse everything would go back to
normal. Then I didn’t get enough sleep and
today isn’t going any better.”
“Do you feel better now?” he asked. She
pulled back a bit to give him a watery smile
and he saw that she had been crying.
“Yeah, I think so,” said Cinna. Ethan
hummed and rubbed her back.
“Maybe we should take it easy today,”
he suggested. She sighed and nodded in
agreement. “What do you want to do?” She
looked him in the eye with a decided look
on her face.
“You know what? I think we deserve
some hot chocolate today,” said Cinna.
Ethan laughed.
“Absolutely,” he agreed and kissed her
forehead. “I’ll go make us some.”
When he got back to the living room with
the two steaming mugs, Cinna was curled
up on the couch under a frankly alarming
amount of blankets reading a book. He
handed her mug back to her and buried
himself in the warm cocoon. Cinna sipped
her drink and began reading out loud.
There, on the couch with mugs of hot
chocolate and blankets piled on top of
them, Ethan was lulled into a peaceful
sleep by the pitter-patter of the rain and
Cinna’s voice as she read.
Article 6
You have the right to be alive.

A NAME
by Clara Sheridan Bryson
Age 16
Wicklow

I study the hordes of people as they
skim through the airport scanners.
Beep, beep, beep.
“Go ahead, go ahead, go ahead,”
bored looking, drably uniformed
employees drone, chewing gum dying
a slow, horrible death in their mouths.
They’re checking numbers, codes.
But behind those numbers, there are
names.
Real, human names.
The promenade. A name.
All the sea has a name this is
burrowing like a maggot into your
head, rooting out and baring raw, that
single feature You. Don’t. Have.
A name.
There’s these people they ship in
from who knows where; far away.
They’ve been uprooted, had to run
from things that are destroying them,
ripping their lives apart like a swarm
of angry ants. (The swathes of people
milling through the airport greatly
resemble a similar thing, I observe.)
So these people come over, land on
deserted beaches, shake sand from
their eyes. Behind those same eyes,
treacherous waves still loom, crashing
out in the tears that will inevitably
sting their eyes when the powerriddled get here, and look them in the
face, cold-dead-fish orbs unseeing of
these people’s humanity, their pain as
they say softly:
“You have no codes. Get out.”
And those same people, they have
names, they do.
Of course they do.
But it’s as if their names get whisked
away on a gust of wind, pulled away
from them in the swelling oceans. As
if they get here and we no longer see
their names. As if we look straight

through them.
No space, no space, no space.
So, I ask the leaders, the lawmakers,
the fate-deciders of our country, just
where is it that they think there’s
enough space for these people?
Out among the breaking waves?
In the small gaps between
mountains of crashing water?
A constant shape-shifting death
chamber, that sea is.
(In the time I’ve been sitting in the
departure lounge, countless children
have wandered away from their
luggage, toddlers unaware of their
own sneaking away to stare glassy
eyed at distant planes. And you know
what brings them scuttling back,
away from the towering tree-trunk
legs and unsuspecting hands that
aren’t-the-right-ones-to-grab ? Their
names. Parents hollering across
buzzing crowds, clicking wheels, and
the insistent drone of “please hold
the handrail”.
Then picture this. No one to call
their name. No name, to call, even.
Where would we be if we didn’t have
a name for people to distinguish
us with? Names to ground us, to
bring us scuttling back. Names to
recognise us as individuals.)
That is why we have to see the
names, not the numbers, statistics,
codes, or lack thereof.
See the people.
The people.
Their names, their identities may
get lost in the waters on their way
here, but please, please don’t let their
lives be taken too.

Article 7
You have the right to a name, and this
should be officially recognised by the
government. You have the right to a
nationality (to belong to a country).
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Man/Boy/Dog
by Jack Fanciulli
Age 16
Glasnevin, Dublin

ave was a real piss and vinegar
type of guy. Though it may not
be obvious at first, his angst
and frustrations could easily
be seen in his sullen silences
and through his hardened face. His eyes
could burn a hole in anything he stared at
for long enough.
That was exactly what he was trying to do
to the man sitting in front of him. His name
was Bill or something like that, he couldn’t
really remember.
They were sitting in a small, almost
remark-less room. Outside, John could see
two homeless people sharing a joint.
Bill, or whatever he was called, was sitting cross-legged with a clipboard on his
lap. He had thick rubbery lips, which Paul
assumed was the cause of his strange lisp
and pronunciation of words.
Despite the alien and awkward situation
Harry was in, it was very hard for him not
to be cynical about it. Did this guy really
know more about him than he did himself?
There was nothing to say to him. Nothing.
So they sat there in silence for about
20 minutes. Luke didn’t even look up. He
thought for a moment that this was going
to be the entire session, when Bill cleared
his throat and finally spoke up.
“So how was your day?”
“Fine.”
“Did you have school today?”
“Yeah”
“How was that?”
“Fine.”
Bill smiled. Adam did not. Already this
was getting tedious, and he was sick and
tired of the patronising tone, that was
being put on, because there was nothing
he hated more than“Do you want to kill yourself?”
The suddenness of such a question didn’t
shock Kevin, as much as annoyed him, that
this guy would have the balls to throw a

sucker punch like that. Behind his pursed
mouth, he gritted his teeth.
“It’s okay if you do, it’s fairly common.”
Robert had enough composure to spit
back a one-word answer.
“Uggghhh . . . No.”
“Then why are you here?”
Jake considered even answering him.
Why should I even listen to anything that
comes out of his slippery mouth? Jesus
Christ, what was he doing? It was at that
point when he almost walked out, but he
cooled down, and told himself, that that
wasn’t a good idea, and just to stick it out.
“My Mum wanted me here.”
“Why did your Mum want you here?”
“Because I don’t talk much.”
Bill smirked. Michael wanted to vomit all
over the bland carpet.
“Because I don’t like many people.”
Bill leaned back. “What is it that you don’t
like in people?”
Stephen thought long and hard about an
answer to that question.
“I hate how loud they are.”
“Hate is pretty strong; are you sure that’s
the right word?”
“Yeah.”
“Do you hate a lot of things?”
“Most things.”
“Do you tend to be aggressive? Do you
often give out about things?”
“No.”
Bill wrote something down in his clipboard and Tom felt strangely paranoid.
When he was done, he put the goddamn
clipboard away and looked back at Harry.
“Your problem seems pretty straightforward to me. Please don’t be offended, but
to me, you seem like a real piss and vinegar
type of kid. The kind of kid who is frustrated by just about everything he comes
across, the type of kid, who no matter
how old he gets, finds that there is always
someone bigger than him to push him
around and force him into uncomfortable
situations. To be honest, there is probably
a healthy dose of teenage angst involved
but you never vocally express these frustrations, because you think it is bad to be vis-

Why was it
that his dog
was able to be
so carefree
and he wasn’t.
Why couldn’t
it be him?

ibly angry. Did I hit the nail on the head?”
Yeah. He did. Chris was no longer annoyed
at Bill but stunned. He hadn’t even considered these things but now that he said that
it was clear. Was he really so un-unique,
this man could figure him out in just one
meeting?
“Well, it may seem like a bad thing, but
there is nothing wrong with expressing
anger. It is better to take it out on something than to let it build up inside. I think
we will leave it at that. So when you go
home, now, maybe think about letting it
out occasionally to make you feel better.
Frank was completely turned around.
Just like that the hard shell had worn away
and now he was feeling numb. He couldn’t
really think straight, but he could feel the
sudden respect he had for the man sitting
in front of him.
“I . . . I’ll try. Thank you, very much.”
“Alright, now, see you soon.”
But that wasn’t true. Barely a week had
passed by, and the service that Bill worked
for called to say that there was no need
to see him again because his problems
weren’t serious enough to be continued
and so, the sessions were called off.
Matt was in his back garden, messing
with his dog when he heard the news.
The air was calm and windless and it was
oddly quiet. He had been having a pretty
great week until then. For the first time in
recent memory, there was something that
he was looking forward to. He scowled. He
shouldn’t have expected so much, of course
this would happen. Of course.
His dog came up to him looking for a pat.
His dog was the one thing in his life that
he truly loved, but right now, the barking
was drilling holes into his ears. He was
really, really not in the mood for it at the
moment. But it kept barking. He looked at
its scruffy, loveable and smiling face and
his anger spiked. After all Bill had said, in
the end he was dismissed. He was probably
lying through his teeth, as well. Why was it
that his dog was able to be so carefree and
he wasn’t. Why couldn’t it be him?
Then he remembered Bill’s last piece
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YOUR DREAMS ARE REACHABLE
byJessica Smith
Age 16
Clondalkin, Dublin

of advice. He thought that it probably
wouldn’t work, but he’d give it a shot. He
stood up and allowed all his anger to boil
over for the first time in his life. He then
lifted his foot and swung it at the dog’s
cheerful face. There was a shriek, a whimper, and nothing as his dog collapsed onto
the still grass. Jack sighed, it felt like the
weight of the world that he had been carrying for so long, was finally lifted off is
shoulders. He smiled as he wiped the blood
from his shoe. Well what do you know; he
thought to himself, Bill was right!
Article 3
All adults should do what is best for
you. When adults make decisions, they
should think about how their decisions
will affect children.
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unning down Clare Street,
a jacket held over his head,
shielding his hair from the
lashings of rain. This is the
day he has dreamt about for years.
The National Gallery was empty. He
ran around looking for it; his childhood
dream, his greatest achievement, his . . .
“Jay!” His name was called, and he
was back in school again. “Get out of
your head.” This was not the first time
his history teacher yelled at him for
his daydreaming.
At 3.30, his Irish teacher asked him
to stay after class for a few minutes.
“So, are you gonna do it?” he asked
when the rest of the class had left.
“Do what?” Jay replied, packing his
bag.
“The art competition . . . with James
Hanley?” Mr Park began cleaning off
the whiteboard.
“What art thing?” He stood and put
his coat on. The teacher turned to look
at him.
“You serious? I thought you had art
today.”
“I did?” His forehead scrunched in
confusion.
“And Miss Collins didn’t mention
anything to you?”
“No, why? What is it?”
“You know James Hanley, don’t you?
Well, he’s giving 30 students in all of
Ireland a chance to do an art project
with him and the winner’s work is
gonna get shown on his website. I told
your teacher this morning about it . . .
she probably just forgot.” He made the
excuse for his colleague, but they both
knew she didn’t forget by mistake.
Oli waited for Jay just outside the
school gates, where multiple groups of
friends stood talking after school. Oli’s
bright ginger head of hair made him
easy to spot though.
They both walked back to Oli’s house
slowly while Jay told Oli about why Mr
Park wanted to speak to him.
“Which one’s Miss Collins again?”
Unlike Jay, Oli had no interest in art;
so little interest in fact, that the three
art teachers were the only teachers he
didn’t know in the whole school.
“The one with the frizzy brown hair,”
replied Jay as they walked into Oli’s
empty kitchen.
“Oh right. Maybe she did just forget.”
Jay scoffed as he grabbed two Coke

cans from the fridge and sat at the table
with Oli. “That woman will not forget
anything until she gets Alzheimer’s.”
“Fair enough,” Oli chuckled.
The next time Jay had art, he stayed
back after the bell rang to talk to his
teacher.
“You’re going to be late for your next
class,” she said when he approached her.
She was sitting at her computer, marking attendance.
“I just wanna know why you didn’t
tell me about the project with James
Hanley,” enquired Jay.
“Because I don’t think you’re good
enough for the spot.” She turned to look
at him.
“There’s a spot? So you mean someone
from our school has a definite spot in
the project?”
“That’s what I mean. The art department got together and decided Allison
Bromley would be best for the spot.”
“What?” He was shocked. “How many
times have I told you about how badly
I want to be an artist. Why didn’t you
even consider me?”
“You are not as good as Allison is, you
haven’t even finished your Leaving Cert
project.”
“But I’ve tried so hard on everything
you assign us, I’ve asked you to help me
and you say no every time.”
“I don’t have time to work on lost
causes, I have 20 other students to deal
with. Now get to your next class! I’m
busy.”
“She’s probably right, I’m a lost cause.”
Jay was speaking to his mam and Oli
in his kitchen that night. His dad was
snoring on the couch in the other room.
“Oh, shut up!” Oli said. The other two
looked at him. “What? Those who can’t
do, teach. Isn’t it? She doesn’t know
anything. I’ve never seen someone paint
or sketch as well as you do. And all that
aside, she’s violating your rights.”
Head in his hand, Jay shrugged “So?”
“No, he’s right,” said Jay’s mam. She
typed something into the laptop she had
open in front of her. “ ‘Your education
should help you use and develop your
talents and abilities. It should also help
you learn to live peacefully, protect the
environment and respect other people’,”
she read as she twirled her hair around
her finger, mumbling the last part.
“Can we sue? Because that sounds like
the opposite of what Miss Collins did,”
Oli asked.
“I’m not sure. . . but I think we should
definitely get a meeting with your
principal. And if we don’t get you that
spot with James Hanley, then we can

threaten to sue.” She smiled.
“Your ma’s a legend,” Oli said to Jay as
he was leaving.
“Yeah, I know.” He smirked.
Thirty-six hours later, Jay and his mam
were in the principal’s office complaining about Miss Collins and demanding
that Jay get the spot with James Hanley.
“Okay, I hear what you’re saying and I
will definitely talk to Miss Collins about
this behaviour, but the spot has already
been given to Allison,” he said, tapping
his finger on the table with every other
word. “If you want it that bad, you’re
going to have to talk to her about it.”
After his mam left, Jay went to find his
Irish teacher. He was free this period.
“Do you know where Allison Bromley
is?” Jay asked.
“No,” replied Mr Park, “but I can check
her timetable if you want?” He pointed
to his computer.
“Would you?” After a minute of
looking, he found that Allison was in
geography and Jay was gone before he
could ask why he wanted to know.
The strictest teacher in the school
opened the door to the room Allison
was in.
“Who wants her?” she asked when Jay
asked for her.
“Eh, Mr Park,” answered Jay. The
teacher stared at him for a few seconds
before sending out Allison. Jay brought
her out of sight of the class to talk to her.
“Hey, so I know you got this spot for
an art project with James–”
“You can have it,” she interrupted.
“Really?”
“Yeah, of course! I was going to give
it to you anyway. I didn’t want it and I
know how passionate you are about art.”
He hugged her suddenly and she
laughed.
“I’ve to get back,” she said when he let
go, “but I’ll text you all the info I have
later, okay?”
“Yeah, yeah perfect. You’re a star, Allison, thank you!” he said as she walked
away and she smiled brightly at him.
He practically skipped back to Mr Park’s
office and plopped himself down in a
chair when he got there.
“So . . . what happened?”
Jay took a deep breath and sighed,
“A lot.”
Article 29
Your education should help you
use and develop your talents and
abilities. It should also help you
learn to live peacefully, protect
the environment and respect
other people.
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FIGHTING WORDS
by Kirti Anchanta
Age 14
Clonee, Dublin

hat do I remember?” I vividly
remember hearing a knock
on our door late at night. My
brother and I didn’t move,
we knew what to do already. We quickly
put our hands over our mouths and stayed
quiet. I think mom answered the door, we
couldn’t really hear what they were saying, we were still in the closet. Dad came
into us, flung the door open and grabbed
us quickly. He moved us from the storage
closet to the bedroom and told us to pretend that we were asleep and not to say
anything, or else. We knew not to question
him.
We were able to hear what they were
saying better now, the woman was saying
something about negligence and abuse,
which at the time I did not know what was
meant.
Then we heard footsteps coming up the
stairs. I shut my eyes so fast that I got a
piece of my dark hair stuck in my eye, but I
did not dare to open them. A woman came
into us and carefully woke us up. She told
us that her name was Anne and that she
was here to help. I remember how warm
and nice her smile was. She asked if she
could take me and my brother downstairs
just to talk to us. I turned to my brother,
who looked at me with a wounded look
in his eyes. He then carefully and slowly
shook his head.
I asked her if our parents knew. Anne
gave me a confused and curious look and
said, “yes, they do”, and asked if it would
be a problem if they didn’t. I began to rapidly shake my head and I kept saying “no
problem, no”. She then wrote something
down in her notebook. She brought us
downstairs. Mom and Dad were sitting on
the old, red, dingy couch. When we walked
in Mom said, “There’s our Angels. Are you
guys okay?” They were smiling and had
their arms wide open for us, which baffled
me because we had never seen them smile
like that before, like they were actually
happy to see us.
Anne then made all of us stay in the living room with the two men. We hadn’t
been downstairs in a year, I had forgotten
the smashed TV box and the burnt carpet which had huge black holes in it, the
smoky smell, the empty beer bottles piled
up in one corner – the only new thing was
a white plastic table and chairs which the
man had just finished setting up. I was terrified through all of this, not of Anne or the
two men but of our parents and what they
would do to us after they left.

Storage
Closet
I am a social
worker, so there
is no reason for
you to be scared of
me. I’m just going
to ask you a few
questions
So as soon as Anne left to search the
house I started to cry uncontrollably, I was
crying out of hurt, fear, frustration and
helplessness. I couldn’t take it any more.
Then I could hear whimpers. I turned to
look and saw that my brother had joined in.
The man leaned down and told us that we
didn’t need to cry because they were there
to help and protect us and keep us safe.
At that moment Anne came in, took one
look at us and very calmly said, “Interviews
now”. One man told my dad to follow him
upstairs and the other told mom to follow
him into the kitchen.
Anne sat us down on the chairs and then
sat down on the other side and began to
speak with us. She said, “Hi kids my name
is Anne Vassel. I am a social worker, so
there is no reason for you to be scared of
me. I’m just going to ask you a few questions okay? Let’s get started, So, what are
both of your names?” My brother answered
for us: “My name is Mason and my sister’s
name is Ava.” I remember she started flicking through her notes, nodded her head
and said, “Yes, so you both are twins, and
are eight years old. So why don’t you tell
me about your school?” I told her about

how we went when we were five years old
and that was it. “So you went when you
were five years old and never again?” I told
her “Yes, we just went until we turned six.”
I told her we haven’t see our friends since
school ended. “Okay so what do you do at
home, Mason?”
“We aren’t allowed to come downstairs
normally, this is our first time down here
in a year.”
“Okay, wow, so where do you guys stay,
Ava?” I told her that we stayed in the closet,
but when they got angry they would bring
us to the hallway and either hit us or shout
at us. “It’s never really both of them at the
same time, it’s just which ever one is at
home or angry.”
“Do people ever come to visit Mason?”
“Yes, mommy and daddy have parties
sometimes, we know because that’s when
the smoke comes and after everyone’s
gone they come to us and are very angry
that we aren’t asleep, so angry that we
started to pretend that we were asleep but
that doesn’t stop them from getting angry
at us.”
My brother and I both started to cry at
the same time. Anne gave us tissues but
then asked what we eat normally. Mason
was too emotional to answer so I told her
exactly what we had which was a piece of
bread each in the morning and that was
it. I began to cry again but this time out of
starvation. Anne told us that the interview
was over, and gave us two chocolate bars.
I remember Mason’s green eyes lighting up
when he saw the chocolate.
The men brought mom and dad into the
living room. Anne then proceeded to talk
to the men. After she talked with them she
asked us to show her if we were hurt. We
were reluctant at first. I looked at Anne
and she nodded so I showed her the bruise
on my forehead which was covered with
poorly cut bangs that my Mom did with
a knife. I showed her the bruises on my
stomach, the ones on my arms and legs.
She asked us if we didn’t mind going to a
hospital. She asked if it was okay to take
pictures.
That was the last time we saw our biological parents. We left them without looking
back. I am grateful for Anne and the two
men, they changed our lives for the better.
We were adopted by a lovely family who
wanted us both. They made sure we had
the life we never knew we deserved.
Article 9
You have the right to live with your
parent(s), unless it is bad for you.
You have the right to live with a family
who cares for you.

What
Should
I Do?
by Peter Wilson
Age 14
Ballyclare, Co Antrim

f there was ever anything that I
longed for most in life, it was one
thing – a simple nine-letter word:
an education. Something so simple and yet so complicated to access.
I sit on a small wooden stool, gazing
out at the wealthy girls, their fathers
leading them to their prestigious, private schools. I often wonder whether it
is proper to envy such girls. After all, it
is expected we should be content with
what we have. It’s not as if we don’t
wish to access an education, the problem is our circumstances don’t permit
us. My mother Uma never received an
education and she now weaves baskets
for a living. My father Barack does his
best to support my mother and me
through his agricultural work and at
times he must choose between feeding
himself or my mother and me.
At 3pm, a gentleman, aged approximately between 60 and 65, dressed
in formal attire, a suit and tie, black
polished shoes and round bowler hat,
knocks on the crumbling door of our
mud shack. “Good afternoon, Sir,”
I say as I force open the door of our
ramshackle home. I enquire how he
came to be at our house, located in the
rural outskirts of Kinshasa, on a sweltering Sunday afternoon in the middle
of August.
The man entered our house in a
slightly bizarre manner, his two hands
crossed over one another behind his
back, his legs moving forward as if
he were a manually controlled robot.
“Good afternoon, young lady,” he
replied. “May I ask why you are here,
sir?” I enquired. “It is very simple,
young lady. I . . .” At that moment my
father entered the room, just as the
man was beginning to explain the
purpose of his visit.
“Sorry to interrupt, Asha. Who is this
man?” my father asked.
“My name is Isaac Moshimba; may I
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convey my humble apologies, Mr Mkwala?
However I am here to talk about a very
exciting opportunity for your daughter! I
have managed to secure her a place at Kinshasa central school. It is the only school
in the city of Kinshasa,” he declared.
“What is involved, exactly?” I asked.
“The fees are two thousand Congolese
Francs per year. You would be required
to board as the school is 20 miles from
here and . . .” I stopped Mr Moshimba.
“Two thousand francs! We barely earn
five hundred francs per year, let alone two
thousand!”
I was astounded. I had so many questions! I was angry that this arrogant man
had barged into our home dictating to my
family and I; that I should just accept his
offer of an education. How was I meant to
choose between the health and wellbeing
of my parents and following my dream to
become a nurse? What would my choice
be? Who was this man and how did he
know me? I needed to consult with my
mother, as my father did not know who
this man was.
I took my mother aside and openly
asked, “Who is this man? You remained
silent during the entire conversation,
when father asked who that gentleman
was! What is going on?”
“I don’t know who the man was!” replied
my mother nervously.
“Yes you did! Stop lying to me!” I yelled
back.
“Alright, alright, he is your great Uncle
Mkwala. He is a wealthy businessman
who operates a school in the centre of
Kinshasa.”
“Why was I never told about him?” I
shouted, still angry with my mother.
“When your father and I married, your
great uncle did not approve of the marriage and an argument erupted. The rest
of my family sided with him and contact
with him has been sporadic since then.
“He was aware of your existence; however we decided not to tell you about
him. We were afraid of complicating the
situation and exposing you to the same
treatment your father and I had experienced,” my mother calmly responded.
“I am sorry I yelled at you. I was completely out of order.” My mother and I
embraced, returning to the next room.
“What was that all about?” father asked.
“Oh nothing, we just had a little disagreement, but it has been resolved now,” my
mother answered.
“Have you . . .?” I cut Mr Moshimba short,
“I haven’t made my decision yet. I need
some time alone to do that.”
I quietly and discreetly left the house
with my rickety stool in hand. I wan-
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dered from the cool shade of the house
and entered into the glare and heat of the
afternoon sun. I didn’t have to travel far to
reach my preferred spot, the Great Oak. This
looming, imposing tree had been there since
my great-grandmother on my mother’s side
had been born. The tree had been planted
to coincide with her birth. At the time of
her birth, it had been highly unusual for
any child born prematurely to survive. My
great-grandmother had been a miracle baby.
I felt this place was the most appropriate
to make my decision. I sat down on my stool
and placed my hand, clenched underneath
my chin. Question after question raced
through my head. “What was I supposed to
do? Shouldn’t I just stop being ungrateful
and grasp and maximise the opportunity to
change our lives for the better? Should I care
more about my parents’ welfare than my
education? Should my dreams come before
my family?” On one hand I had the opportunity to study, to learn and accomplish my
ambition of becoming a nurse. To do this,
I would have to disregard my parents’ wellbeing and safety and put myself first. After
many hours of indecisiveness and stressful
deliberation, I had finally made my decision.
I just wasn’t entirely sure whether it was the
right one.
I came to the front door at around six
o’clock. The sun was beginning to set
behind the mask of red filling up the sky as
the day drew to a close. I slowly opened the
door and entered quietly, closing the door.
I calmly placed my stool on the floor and sat
down.
My mother came in and tentatively asked,
“Have you made a decision?”
“Yes . . .” I paused, thinking if this was the
correct course to take. “I have decided that
I am not going to attend Mr Moshimba’s
school!”
My mother led me into the next room.
Mr Moshimba had overheard my decision.
“How dare you! You ungrateful child! You
have been offered the opportunity of a
lifetime and you’re wasting it! You and only
you will have to live with those consequences for the rest of your life!”
With that, Mr Moshimba stormed out
of our house, slamming the door behind
him. I do not regret declining his offer as I
would never sacrifice my parents’ welfare
and safety. This shows how difficult and
demanding life is here. Despite this I still
have my family to love and support me.
Nothing comes before family.
Article 28
You have the right to a good quality education. You should be encouraged to go
to school to the highest level you can.

LUCK
by Kerry O’Sullivan
Age 16
Santry, Dublin

You are not lucky.
As if some cosmic force celebrates
each of your golden breaths.
An entity
Marked by milestones,
Marked by your community.
You are not lucky.
Though you wear a cross proudly
round your neck every day,
And see the scarved girl that’s
your age,
Sneered at by strangers,
As if their contention
With her existence
Is their daily routine
As casual as drinking a cup of
lukewarm tea.
You are not lucky.
Though your days have been
perfumed
With privilege,
Felt only by those born into
The culture they’re living in.
And you anticipate allowances
and freedom and welcome,
Still refuse to grant it to children
of corruption

But bad luck does not make us sit
back and take it,
Sit back and watch the faces on
our tvs,
Faces in these magazines.
No, you are not lucky,
And you should not be taught so.
Rather, you have been born
Into a society
That protects you through
The systematic hatred of
The opposite of you.
You are not lucky.
You are not lucky
Because you are guilty.
Article 30
You have the right to practise your
own culture, language and religion
– or any you choose. Minority and
indigenous groups need special
protection of this right.

You are not lucky.
And you don’t cling to your
culture like a safety blanket,
A haven when uprooted.
Thrown from everything you
know and
Have nothing left,
But
The words on your lips,
The dance on your hips,
Music you remember
reverberating in each ear,
Days and nights punctuated
with prayer.
The certainty of what each season
would bring.
Who you would see and how you
would do anything
To be around the familiar,
The syllables that you’ve heard
from before.
You could even speak yourself.
Perhaps bad luck makes us
The accidental perpetrators,
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A Change
of Heart
by Niamh Thornberry
Age 17
Clarehall, Dublin

t is not just any other Friday afternoon,
Lincoln is relaxing in his old rocking chair, while reliving his memories from the past as it is the fiveyear anniversary of his wife’s death.
His wife would join him in the sitting room
every Friday morning to read her books,
her favourite was Pride and Prejudice.
He remembers the way she frowned at
him through the lenses of her glasses when
he would interrupt her as she read.
A tear rolled down his face, as he looked
at the small photograph of his wife on
their wedding day. She was beautiful, like
a daisy in a garden of weeds, she stood out.
He regretted the times he neglected her,
he would do anything just to see her one
more time.
Lincoln was forever turning his sadness
into anger and frustration.
His thoughts were interrupted when he
heard a loud knock on the door and a voice
i
shouting, “Sir, sir! I saw the sign ou
utside,
are the puppies still for sale? Please sir!”
s
Lincoln grabbed his cane and ho
obbled
toward the door. A little boy stared up at
him, he looked no older than nine, wearing
a baseball cap which was so big it co
overed
his eyes, and a tee-shirt reading “New
w York
Yankees”.
“What is your name boy?” Lincoln asked.
a
“Roy, Roy Fischer, I live two blocks away.”
“Go home boy, there are no puppiies for
sale here,” Lincoln raised his voice, trying
to talk over the loud barking coming
g from
his back yard.
Roy heard these barks so he decid
ded to
just walk straight in the house.
“Nice place you got here,” Roy exclaaimed.
“This big house all to yourself, where be
the missus?”
Lincoln ignored Roy’s question an
nd led
him to the backyard.
“These are the puppies, take yourr pick.”
Roy examined the cage, counting eacch pup.
“One, two, three, four . . . I’d like him
m sir,”
Roy said, while pointing at the fifth
h pup.
The pup was in the corner of the cage
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alone, away from the other pups.
“You want the runt,” Lincoln sneered. “He
isn’t a real puppy, just look at his leg, he can
barely run, he is nothing but a nuisance, go
ahead boy, pick another one.”
Roy glanced down at his feet then quickly
back to Lincoln. “You see sir, I’m not so
perfect myself.” Roy paused, lifted up his
trousers and revealed a brace running from
his ankle to the top of his knee. “I was in an
accident about two years ago where it left
my leg injured.
“When I saw that puppy it reminded
me how I first felt after the accident, I felt
excluded from the other boys at school. I’m
sure they laughed at me behind my back
and called me useless.”
Lincoln was speechless – he didn’t know
how to comfort the boy. Roy wiped his eyes
and started talking again: “If you let me
have this puppy I can make him feel loved
and accepted like I never did.” Roy laughed:
“We could limp everywhere together.”
Lincoln felt ashamed for being so mean
to this little boy. Since his wife’s death
five years ago, he was never the same, he
became narky and rude towards his neighbours. He now knew something had to
change.
If his wife was here she would have
invited Roy in, sat him down and made
him feel welcome. Why was he acting like
this? What had gotten into him?
Lincoln reached into the cage, lifted the
puppy up and placed him into Roy tiny
hands.
“Take care of him, Roy. I believe in you.”
A few weeks later, Roy got a letter in the
post – it was from Lincoln. It read: “Hope
everything is going well with you and
your new family member. Please enjoy the
game.”
Roy looked puzzled but quickly realised
what Lincoln meant by enjoy the game.
Along with the letter were two tickets to
a game.
Article 23
You have the right to special education
and care if you have a disability, as well
as all the rights in this Convention, so
that you can live a full life.

NOTHING, NOW
SOMETHING
by Michael O’Donnell
Age 16
Finglas, Dublin

Where is he? Where is he? I cannot see,
I know he’s there lurking, watching.
Hidden faceless amongst the crowds
Like a shadow wrapped in a shroud.
A cold moist breeze tickles the
back of my neck,
Frozen like ice, voiceless.
Waves of emotion flood my mind,
Scared of the thought that he is behind.
A vaulting black that smothers me,
In deep breaths, I turn to face
This savage who has come for me.
Pushed aside, I am nothing!
A revolting stench fills the air,
A mocking chuckle enters my ear,
His hand silences my scream,
Watching him take delight in my distress.
You know what? I’m tired of this!
It’s time for him to know what it’s like to
be hit.
Balled up fists swinging up high,
Knocking him up into the sky.
“Ten isn’t such a big number now”,
Taking back the voice he took away.
The bully’s growl now mumbles to
nothing
My nothing is now a something.
Pride rushes through my veins,
Knowing the beast has finally been slain,
Walking away in proud profession,
A proud boy who is only seven.
Article 36
You have the right to protection
from any kind of exploitation
(being taken advantage of).
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The Rules
by Megan O'Rourke
Age 17
Mount Merrion, Dublin

want you to imagine a person who lives in a world where
chance can be controlled. A
world where strange, illogical
rules govern everything – but
most importantly keep them
safe. If they follow them, they no longer need to fear anything from stomach bugs and house fires to the dark
thoughts that hide within the fissures
of the brain.
For you, this world might seem too
much; these rules pure insanity. The
lunacy of trying to control the inevitable? But they can see the advantage
of it. The control; the reliability. They
compare it to our world. To the chaos
of where we stand.
The problem lies in when their heads
trip them up.
A wish for order is an understandable thing; but this world of rules
and controlled chance is imagined.
Fake. Impossible. And yet completely
probable inside their heads: why can’t
they make it real? Why can’t they keep
themselves safe?
It’s the doubt for some. Fear that gets
the others.
But either way, that’s when it begins.
Part of them knows, of course, that
these rules can’t possibly work outside
their own heads.
But you see, a stronger part disagrees.
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And a part of
them suddenly
knows that
these rules are
unsustainable.
That they’re
ripping them
apart at the
seams

And part of them knows that people
are perfectly safe without these rules.
But again, a stronger part disagrees.
And a part of them suddenly knows
that these rules are unsustainable.
That they’re ripping them apart at the
seams. That the panic, and the fear and
the sleepless nights and the giving-up
and the panic and the fear – they know
this endless cycle cannot continue.
But a stronger, more determined, terrified part disagrees.
The washers, the hoarders, the checkers, the counters, the sinners, the
doubters.
Entitled by their rules.
But people never see the reasons.
Maybe it’s the fear of being murdered
or killing. Of getting a fatal disease, or
not having something when it’s desperately needed. The fear of leaving
a door unlocked, or displeasing a god
and having them and everyone they
love be punished by what may look like
chance but is everything but it. Taking their darkest thoughts and making
them more real than anything they will
ever see with their own two eyes.
How can someone explain that turning on and off a light will save them
from all that to someone who is still
caught up on organising highlighters?
How could you possibly understand
the isolation of their heads? And while
every head has a universe crammed
inside, theirs is full of bloated, black
holes that are silencing a thousand
suns one, by one, by one.

And they will grow, and grow, and
grow until they take up their whole
mind – till there is only these fears and
urges and this panic, that is not them!
And yet, if your head is where you
find yourself, where you know who
you truly are, then who are they, but
a house fire, a dead child, and a failed
Leaving Cert?
Certainty not a smiling girl, sheepishly laughing about her “OCD”, her
“OCD” that is just a game of making a
rainbow out of biros.
Can you comprehend the self-loathing that they feel? As they follow those
strict, illogical, unforgiving, soul-destroying rules through every single second they draw breath.
As the war between logic and fear
battles away inside their heads. A fight
to feel safe over a need to stay sane.
Because in the end they know the
light switch won’t save them, but if it
can trick their mind into normality,
even for only a moment, that is almost
enough.
Because the alternative, the alternative is feeling fear hit them like a freight
train while Pandora’s Box is upended
inside their head.
So, can’t you understand why we have
to follow the rules instead?
Article 19
You have the right to be protected
from being hurt and mistreated, in
body or mind.
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FIGHTING WORDS
by Sophia Fitzsimons
Age 13
Belfast

WAITING
FOR WOLVERINE
by Rachel Thornton
Age 17
Kildare

Sit up straight. Head forward.
Shoulders back.
If you want to relieve the stress;
Stick out your chest; Feet flat
on the floor;
Take a pill if it gets sore.
A year ago. I remember
In the memorabilia shop one day,
There were
Reams of comic books, stacked one
after the other
Like a line of
Disjointed vertebrae.
They felt alien. They felt real.
Not a touchscreen glass
In a rimmed steel cage
But actual paper, moulded from
multi-coloured ink
And characters breathing from
the page.
Storm. Rogue. Quicksilver. Colossus.
I got lost
In every scene,
In a kaleidoscopic, pop-art clash
Of Magneto
Versus Wolverine.
Fun fact:
Wolverine was melded to metal rods
To stand with gods for a noble cause.
A metal X-Man;
Modelled anew; an alloy body gave
him power.
A silver skeleton
Gave him claws.
I’ll be a superhero someday.
Not a wonder woman,
Shaped from goddess clay
Or a robot made of little lions but
A wolverine; fused with iron and zinc
They say that day is soon.
I think.
Doctors say distractions are good
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Don’t worry. Soon they’ll have a date.
Until then,
I have the X-Men. I’ll sit here
and wait,
As my mutant body can relate.
Whenever there’s screaming in my
grinding muscles,
And there are knives tussling
through the borderline
And you feel the fifty-five degree
heat
That’s sprawling down my twisted
spine.
In their stories, I find a friend,
Because I always know how the
story will end.
It feels alien. It feels real.
The thought of being sculpted
and smelted
And pelted into steel.
Even superheroes can’t always
be strong

When they have to wait so long.
For now, we humans fight our fights
Against crying lumbers
And slumber-less nights.
What am I supposed to do
When my mortal foe is waiting lists
And two hundred and thirty other kids
Just waiting to be superheroes too?
Our quiet battle goes unheard
As we’re passed up, pushed back,
referred
Blood tests, breath tests
On and on.
Tell me, when is the pain gone?
When are you people going to see
And make a superhero out of me?
Because they decide when you’ll
wear the cape,
At what time you will finally escape.
They’ll pick and choose
Which one is worthy,
Which one is worse,
Who will go first.
We’re eager for their diagnosis.
Scoliosis:
A superpower and a curse.
But then again.
It’s not up to me.
It’s not up to us.
If and when we will be Wolverine
I guess until that day
I’m not a superhero.
I’m just an X-Man
In an x-ray.
Stick out your chest. Feet flat on
the floor
Your date is coming soon, I’m sure.
Shoulders back. Head forward.
Sit up straight.
You might be in for a very long wait.

Article 24
You have the right to the best
healthcare possible, safe water to
drink, nutritious food, a clean and
safe environment, and information
to help you stay well.

gh, do I have to?”
I was sitting on the sofa
with my mum as she flicked
off the television and the
dreaded hour struck.
“Yes, you need sleep. School tomorrow.”
She tucked back a piece of my hair.
“Fine,” I moaned. I trudged up the stairs
and climbed into bed.
Ten minutes later, my bedroom door
creaked open and my mother’s face
peeked through. We looked similar – we
both had the same bright, silver eyes
and elfin nose. Our smiles were big and
blinding and our feet ones of dancers.
I was proud to look like her.
“Goodnight darling,” she whispered,
planting a tender kiss on my forehead.
“Goodnight mum,” I said, rolling my
eyes, not really caring or noticing that
she was there. She left and closed the
door behind her, a spark of pride in her
eye. Today’s energy was still buzzing in
my veins and I could already tell sleeping
was going to be hopeless. The night was
going to drag on.
My mind drifted to my father, as it often
did. He and my mum had broken up
when I was younger. He’d called lots of
times after the divorce, asking to speak
to me. Mum always said no and I never
had a say in the matter. After a few years,
those calls faded and they never came
again. Every time he was mentioned in
a conversation my mother’s eyes flashed
with loathing and fear. I never knew what
broke them up.
I dozed for a while, wrapping myself in
my blue-flowered bed sheets, when, out
of nowhere, a scream came from downstairs. A loud crash sounded from someone kicking the door in.
“Juliet!” bellowed a male voice, “Where
is she!”
“Get the hell out of my house, Mark!”
my mother screamed. I was instantly
awake, gripping my blankets.
“I have just as much claim to her as
you,” thundered the man again.
“She’s a person, Mark. She is not something you have a ‘claim’ to.”
“Where is she!” he boomed, ignoring my
mother’s protests. “Is she in her room?”
Before my mother could answer, I heard
the loud stomping of hard boots coming
up the stairs. My heartbeat quickened
and I was barely breathing. I couldn’t
move a muscle.
My mother shrieked at him to stop.
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Marabelle

I heard her yank at his coat, trying to pull
him back down the stairs; followed by
a series of thumps, the sound of someone falling down the stairs and a highpitched yell.
Then silence.
I was shaking and still couldn’t move.
My door slammed open and a tall, brooding man bulging with muscles stood
silhouetted in the hallway light. I could
make out shining chestnut hair and a
thin mouth, just like mine.
It was my father.
“Mara, out of bed. Please,” said my
father, his voice pleading.
I didn’t move. I couldn’t move. Fear
had paralysed my entire body. His face
screwed in frustration and he took a
looming step towards me. His arms shot
down and lifted me. I finally managed to
force a scream from my throat, a scream
so loud I felt as if my head would burst.
He threw me into a fireman’s lift as I
screamed and struggled. He carried me
down the stairs as I watched the floor
pass under me, not strong enough to lift
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my head, adrenaline zipping through my
body. As we reached the last step, me still
screaming, I saw a dark scarlet stain spilling onto the carpet. My father stepped
over my mother’s limp body, her eyes
open and unseeing. Blood poured out of
her nose and the back of her head. I tried
to yell her name and struggle free, desperate to help her, but a part of me knew
it was hopeless. I watched the blood flow
out of her nose like a scarlet river, as my
father carried me out the front door.
***

I didn’t move.
I couldn’t move.
Fear had paralysed
my entire body

He locked the doors of his shabby Ford
Fiesta. It was filthy. Filled with McDonald’s wrappers and takeaway cartons. He
started the engine and sped off. I stared
at the ground, seeing my mother’s featureless face, still patterned with blood.
“How old are you?” asked my father,
after a minute of silence.
I looked at the ground.
“Twelve?”
I lifted my head and looked out the
window, the highway rushing past me.
“I’m sorry.”
I turned to him in surprise. I didn’t
think my father could be sorry. I didn’t
think my father could be anything but
insane and frightening.
“I didn’t mean for it to get so out of hand
back there. I didn’t mean to-” he choked
on the last words. Kill her. I finished in
my head. I looked at him through the
rear-view mirror and saw his eyes sparkling with tears. Beads of sweat trickled
down his forehead.
“Why did you leave Mum?” I asked as
quickly as possible. I may have hated this
man, but that didn’t stop my curiosity.
“I made a mistake,” he said. I had
waited four years for this conversation,
I deserved more than this.
“Tell me.”
He sighed and looked at me. “Me and
Juliet had a complicated relationship.
I was always fully committed to her, but
she cheated on me so many times, mostly
with my friends. I loved her but she never
felt the same. I did everything for her, but
she never thanked me or cared, even a little. Until she realised she was pregnant
with you.”
I didn’t want to hear the rest of this
story.
“She was suddenly being completely
faithful to me. Always there and reliable.
I had never felt so happy. After you were
born, I thought I might have a chance at
a happy family. Then I found her kissing
my brother on our living room couch.”
“I snapped,” he continued, “and I hit
her and my brother. I couldn’t take it
anymore. In the court case when we
divorced, she made me out to be crazy
and unfaithful. That’s why she got custody of you.”
I swallowed as he reached the end of the
story. We both sat in quiet and watched
as cars drove past.
Quiet conversations flashed through my
head. Conversations my mother thought
I couldn’t hear or understand. Words like
manipulative, liar, and dangerous had
been used to describe the man sitting in
front of me. Was I really going to believe
one stranger’s opinion over my mother’s?

“Why wait all this time to try and find
me?” I asked, breaking the silence.
“I always loved you,” said my father, suddenly excited, “and I always knew you’d
be different from your mother, more kind
and loyal. There’s a ship at the other end
of the country and it takes people like
you and me away from this godforsaken
place. Marabelle, don’t you see? It’s my –
our – chance to be free. Don’t you want
that? I want you to come with me.”
It sounded amazing, incredible even.
But something made me hesitate.
My father noticed. “Mara, you know I’d
never harm you, right?”
I thought of my mother’s eyes at the
bottom of my stairs, and the way I loved
her and the way she loved me. My father
was right about one thing: I am loyal.
“No,” I said, quietly.
“What?”
“You killed my mother. I will never trust
or love you again,” I screamed, all the
pain and shock and terror in my voice.
My father’s face contorted into a mix of
disappointment and anger. A flicker of
madness gleamed at the corners of his
eyes.
“Please, Marabelle. I love you. I want
you to come willingly.”
I shook my head vigorously. He sighed.
“You leave me no choice.” My father
pulled a gun out of his pocket.
My hands were beginning to shake and
the fear was tightening my chest. Fear
split through me. I pulled frantically at
the door. My father drove past the cars
honking horns at us and pulled up at the
side of the highway. I whirled my head
around, looking for anything that could
protect me. Anything at all.
“Marabelle,” he said, his voice strained.
He grabbed my arm and held on tight.
“I need you to listen -”
“Never, Mark!” I yelled. I pulled away
from him as fast as I could, falling out
of his grasp. I reached for the door handle and by some miracle it opened. Mark
must have hit a button at the front of the
car. I sprinted out of the door, not daring to look back, not daring to look at
all. I was too late to see the white searing lights piercing my eyes, or hear the
squealing car horn that shattered my eardrum. I put my hands over my face, my
last effort to protect myself.
A second later I lay on the pavement,
my eyes blank and stunned, as my life
ebbed away on the concrete and the stars
dragged me away into the sky.
Article35
No one is allowed to kidnap or sell you.
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FIGHTING WORDSS

Riya and
a
Her Words
W
Unsaid
id
by Róisín Finnegan
Age 17
Clontarf, Dublin

n the coolness of her school’s sickbay, Riyas’s pain seemed to melt
into the buzz of silence.
The room was painted a white
much too bright, with cold, sickly
green tiles making up the floor that
was visible between the two beds. Both
beds were situated flush against opposite
ends of the cramped room. Riya, the sole
occupant of the room, was seated on the
right side of one of the beds. She sat with
her back against the wall, eyes half shut
against the harsh light. Out of the corner of
her eye, she could see both her own reflection and that of the opposite bed in the
small square mirror, which was the wall’s
only decoration.
It was a well-known fact in her small
country school that Riya was very susceptible to migraines. She was all too familiar
with the layout of the school sickbay.
The light was too much to bear. She shut
her eyes and exhaled. Once the pain had
ebbed a little, she opened her eyes, looking
properly into the mirror. With a start, she
realised her reflection had company. She
whipped her head around to see the room’s
new occupant.

A man now sat parallel to her. He was
smoking what looked like a long thin cigarette, though the smell the smoke effused
was that of berries, not tobacco. His blonde
hair was thin, messy and slick with gel or
oil. She judged him to be in his late 30s,
though his face was a strange mixture of
deep lines and youthful features, so he
could have been a young or aging man,
depending on his expression. The clothes
he wore had been made to last. Their faded
colours and small tears and stains were a
testament to what they had been through.
Upon seeing him she cried out, trying to
put some distance between herself and the
stranger, but finding her back to the wall.
The sickbay only had one door, which she
would have heard open, and there were no
windows. How had he gotten in?
The stranger remained calm, taking a
long drag from his cigarette and exhaling
languidly before addressing her.
“Hello Riya,” he said casually. “Another
migraine, is it?”
Riya shook herself and found her voice.
“Wh-who are you?” she asked, curling
herself up to at least feel there was more
distance between them.
“Names aren’t so important where I’m
from,” he said.
“Those are an art of your kind. In my
home we are more concerned with what
it is you do. I have many professions,
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blessed with an eye for knowing when and
where I’m needed. Certain obstacles such
as worlds or walls are but a fog on a window, easily wiped away, until the path and
destination are clear, and I can step inside
and find who and what I am looking for.
Understand?”
“Not at all,” replied Riya, shaking her head
with her gaze still fixated on the stranger.
“Understandable. One of my trades is
healing. I find a pain I know the cure for,
whose sufferer is beyond the reach of a
cure. I reach through the insurmountable
distance with hope in hand, and thus am
a bridge across worlds for cures and their
purposes which lie hidden in the many layers that hold us in existence.”
He reached into his coat pocket and
removed a small glass bottle filled to the
corked brim with a swirling, iridescent
liquid.
“The temptation to have pain leave with
the freeing suddenness of a flock of startled birds is one rarely resisted by the
human race,” the stranger said wistfully,
staring into his bottle, eyes glittering with
the knowledge of its contents and their
effects.
“For that reason, Earth has always called
to me in many voices over many years.
Riya, your pain is not one easily cured, as
the cures of your world work mostly with
body, rarely with heart, nor soul. This, Riya,

Illustration by Jem Fitzpatrick
Age 16
Harold's Cross, Dublin

works quickly, brief as winter daylight,
reaching straight to the soul for the malady. This is your most sought-after cure.”
His piece said, the stranger leant forward,
extending the arm that held the bottle to
her. Riya looked from it back up to the
stranger.
“You can’t expect me to believe you,” she
said softly.
“You’re cruel to offer a cure that isn’t true.
I know it can’t be true. You can’t possibly
be real, appearing like this. This . . . this is
all just proof that this pain is driving me
insane.”
Riya had tried for years to make the pain
go away.
She couldn’t count how many doctor
visits she had sat through, describing
her migraines over and over again. There
didn’t seem to be anything particularly
wrong with her. She was just susceptible to
these things.
Stress, the doctors suggested, over and
over.
Not stress, her parents assured them. She
was just overreacting.
Her parents never allowed her to speak
for herself. Her life was moulded by the
strict limits they set. She could never go
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VICTORIA, CONTINUAL
by Tadhg Carey
Age 18
Kildare

out; all her subjects had been chosen for
her. They had selected the college course
she would take. Their yelling drowned any
protest out. After a youth of this, fear and
guilt accompanied every word she said that
was “out of line”.
She desperately wanted to have some
small place, some small thing, anything,
that was her own, that was an expression of herself and who she could be. But
Riya was frightened into silence. It hurt to
know that was the way her parents wanted
her to be.
“Your pain’s root lies in your words
unspoken, Riya,” the stranger said, seeming
to read her mind.
“A song silenced that still plays on without a listener, choked by an unhealthy
silence that falls upon you as its only
hearer and thus stays and congregates into
a crescendo that takes root within you and
leaves you no peace. This is the only cure.
I strongly advise you to take it.”
Riya knew the stranger was a hallucination.
She also knew that all he said could never
be true.
And this was why she didn’t feel so bad
about leaning forward and taking the bottle, opening it and raising it to her mouth
before her thoughts could protest.
None of it was real, anyway.
But at this point anything was worth a
shot.
She shut her eyes, pressed her lips to the
bottle and drank it all, the liquid cold as ice.
Riya inhaled deeply, her hands shaking,
looking down to the now empty bottle and
then to the stranger.
She felt nothing.
No change.
Then, she felt her eyes well up.
Before she could stop it she felt a tear
begin to escape her eye, but as it fell upon
her cheek and slowly slid down her face
she realised with a hitch of breath that it
did not feel like a tear. Something smooth
and thin and far longer than a tear was
trailing down her cheek. She reached
up and caught it in her hand, bringing it
down away from her face to see what she
now held.
There was a typed word on the surface of
her palm.
“Stop.”
“Wh-what?” she stammered, her heart
fluttering in sudden panic as she felt
another something slip out of her other
eye. She reached up and caught it, bringing
her hand down to see the next quivering
word nestled in her palm.
“Tired.”
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Soon the floor
was hidden
beneath the
layers of
sentences,
her fear and
anger spelled
out in every
corner

“Jesus, what is this?!” she cried, feeling
more and more words spill out of her eyes.
“The cure you have taken gives form
to feeling, allowing it to be released with
ease,” the stranger explained, a small smile
on his face.
Riya desperately tried to catch the whole
sentences flowing down her face.
“You feel pain because of the weight of
the words you cannot say,” he continued.
“So now you’ll cry them out.”
“Make it stop!” she shrieked.
The words were collecting in a mangled
pool in her palms, spilling out through her
fingers and falling to the floor. When they
fell they flowed to the walls and climbed
them, so that the thoughts and feelings she
avoided every day were now all around her
in clear type.
“You need this Riya,” said the stranger
calmly.
“It will be over soon and once it is it won’t
come back.”
“Stop it please!” she yelled.
But despite her protestations the words
continued to be shed.
Soon the floor was hidden beneath the
layers of sentences, her fear and anger
spelled out in every corner. The walls too
were soon covered in all her words unsaid.
And through her panic and confusion, Riya
felt the pain begin to ebb away.
When all the walls had been overtaken,
the words began to fly around the room,
a swirling tornado of repressed thought
and feeling unleashed. Riya continued to
sob, curling up into a ball and shutting her
eyes against the mounting chaos. She felt
the hurt of every unheard protestation as it
slid down her cheek.
Then, suddenly, it was all gone.
No pain.
Riya opened her eyes.
Her words had all faded from existence
too.
As had the kind stranger; all he had left
behind was the faint fruity smell of his cigarette smoke and her uncountable unanswered questions.
The effects of her temporary cure had
faded fast, but despite this she still felt two
final words unsaid fall from her eyes and
into her waiting hands.
“Thank.”
“You.”

Article 13
You have the right to express
yourself freely and share what you
think, unless it harms or offends
other people.

Part I
From the dry
and sliding air
of the brick kiln
to the tannery baths
of formaldehyde,
chromium and cadmium,
mercury and lead,
from mine to battlefield,
from Hell to waste heap,
all along the red, red threads
of this world,
the little hands twisted
to scavenge and sell,
to spin and dig,
to weave and sow.
Barefoot and jackbooted
indentured, in danger,
he is taking his aim,
she is caught in the machine,
he is caught in the wreckage,
she is hiding from her husband,
they are still waiting
for Santa Claus
and his western sleighful.
Part II
The latent colonist
is slow in retreat;
Titania and Oberon
must have their Indian boy,
Europa, shipping her laundry
across the sea,
must have her diamonds
and her cobalt,
her mica and her nikes,
darling upholstery
Bengali black,
gifts from the Maharaja,
fruits of the shamba.
To speak of devils,
these marketeers!
Beyond insidious
in fealty to the empire,
I mean enterprise,
well-trained in the fine arts
of ethical erosion;
hiding the means of production
eradicating choice and
breeding apathy,
scrubbing just enough
until we can’t see
the blood on our own shoes.
Article 32
You have the right to protection
from work that harms you, and is
bad for your health and education.
If you work, you have the right to be
safe and paid fairly.
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is good all over the country by the end
of week two. There were hunger strikes,
monuments being torn down and general
chaos happening everywhere and the government couldn’t handle it.
Eventually, activists were permitted to
go into talks with the government. There
was a global outcry that everyone should
be allowed to learn and slowly but surely
the governments were listening. My sentence was put on hold as there was literally no space in the prisons anymore. I was
eventually traced back as the instigator.
People called me the father of a revolution,
a pretty flattering remark if you ask me. It
wasn’t long before I was asked to talk in
Washington DC about the right to education and how it was a basic human need.
When I got to the event, I felt a little bit
like Martin Luther King Jr, who had, all
those years ago, spoken where I was now
standing. There was a crowd stretched
back as far as the eye could see. I was frozen in place briefly but I eventually worked
up the courage to step up to the podium.
“Um, good morning,” I was met with a
response of deafening cheers and declarations of people’s love toward me. “Well,
I never thought I’d be up here,” I said, “I’m
happy to see so many people agree with
me. I know the men in black behind me
are far less than impressed but I’m glad to
see that they have realised they really can’t
stop a nation of people.”
I looked down at my cue cards and
dropped them to the ground. “I’m speaking
today about the right that should’ve never
been taken away in the first place, the right
to education. I feel like this shouldn’t even
be a topic of conflict and the fact it was
made illegal makes me sick to my stomach.
We were fed the lie that knowledge is dangerous and detrimental to our wellbeing
but that’s just not true! It’s a beautiful thing
that should grow with us as a civilisation,
not a privilege that should be restricted to
the so called higher-ups!”
I was angry about this, really angry. I
couldn’t stop my ranting. “So if I leave here
today and nothing changes, humanity is
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doomed. If people can’t learn, what’s the
point in anything? We’ve hit a point that is
the complete opposite of progression! It’s
a regression to the norms of the 19th century and if we still can’t learn in the mid
21st century that we need to let everyone
shine then what’s the point in our civilisation existing? I implore the governments of
the world to strongly consider our needs as
human beings and not as pawns working
only to the gain of the wealthy.” There were
tears in my eyes.
“Thank you all for listening, here’s to the
future of mankind!” I threw my fist into the
air. I was quickly led off the podium and
away from the goings on. I was led into a
room where none other than the man who
created the law against education in the
first place was sitting.
“Sit down,” he said. “We have much to
discuss. Fear twisted like a knife in my gut.
“This is it,” I thought, “I’m going back to
prison.”
I stood in front of the minister, wondering whether or not I should make a run for
it, when he gestured for me to take a seat
in front of his desk. “There may be some
use in what you’ve been talking about,” he
said. “I’d like you to work for me. Become
an ambassador for uneducational rights.”
I was surprised. I hesitated for only a
moment. But in that moment my mind was
bombarded with thoughts; I thought about
the screaming man who got arrested,
probably rotting in a jail cell somewhere.
I thought about how I was mistreated day
in and out, in my job at the printing press.
I thought about knowledge, and the power I
always craved. I took a deep breath, looking
the minister square in the eyes, and said,
“Okay. I’ll be your man.”

Article 28
You have the right to a good quality
education. You should be encouraged
to go to school to the highest level
you can.

RAFIK

by Udo Uzozie
Age 14
Navan, Co Meath

The smell of salt is heavy
Waves crash against the boat
The state is pandemonium
The boat rocks
Violently,
As if knowing
One wrong move
Will tip the scale.
I hold tight to my teddy
My last reminder of home
Which was left to ruins,
The sound of
Whistling footballs
Crashed through the roof
Taking my father’s pride.
Now he is hollow
With a haggard beard
And a half-bandaged face.
It’s a long night,
A convoy without end.
Boats stocked full with
People
Fleeing from the conflict,
Some with nothing
But clothes on their backs,
Worst of all
Are the smugglers
The wolf amongst
The shaved sheep.
Off in the distance,
A faint glow,
moving quickly.
I beckon to the captain
“We’ve got another one’’

He lets out a long sigh
And steers the metal beast,
Like a moth to
Candle light
A thick fog
Envelops the boat,
A beam of light
Penetrates the cloak
Of darkness,
Eyes squint.
The boat slows down
As its engine hiccups
Everyone panics
My father is Praying,
I follow his lead.
The blinding light
Hits us,
A ladder drops
Uniformed men come down
I am sent up first.
I stare into the face of a boy
He stares back,
I ask his name
He answers
“I am Rafik’’.

Article 22
You have the right to special
protection and help if you are
a refugee (if you have been
forced to leave your home and
live in another country), as
well as all the rights in this
Convention.
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Fragments
by Robyn Gill
Age 19
Glasnevin, Dublin

ime moves slower now
that you’re not here.
The clocks drag out a prolonged, incessant ticking
that echoes like I’m under
water. We used to plunge beneath
the surface of the pool, a shimmering
wonderland, and in the silence that
was somehow very loud, we’d mouth
words to each other, and try to guess
what the other person was saying. You
were always far better at this game
than I was. You always knew what I was
trying to say, even if I didn’t myself. I
liked it down there, at the bottom of
the pool. The blue haze and distorted
images. The flickering light, dancing
through the water, dappled on the tiled
floor. I could’ve stayed down in the
depths of the water forever. There was
nothing to worry about there, except of
course, breathing. That was the reason
I always had to come back up to reality.
I used to wish that I could breathe
under water, that I had gills and
webbed feet and could stay exploring the shadow shrouded mysterious
depths of the ocean for hours and
hours, maybe even days.
That was before.
Now I have the same wish every time,
on every candle, shooting star and dandelion. I wish that I was still with you.
I wish that you were here, or that I was
there, with you, wherever there is.
Here would be fine if you were with
me. You’d talk to me and tell me stories
and check under my bed for monsters
and you wouldn’t let the other kids
here talk to me like they do.
You used to always tell me that I was
special. But here I’m learning that special is just another name for different
and different is just another word for
freak and weirdo and loser and all the
other names they call me.
You’d stand up for me, you’d tell them
to leave me alone, you’d give them The
Glare. The Glare used to always terrify me, so I know it would scare them
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too, they’d see that deep, dark anger in
your eyes, the furrow of your brow and
they’d run the other way.
The only time you ever really gave
me The Glare, as opposed to a glare,
was the time I broke your guitar. I
hated that guitar because when you
got it you played with it more than you
ever played with me. I was jealous of
the time you spent hunched over its
strings, playing the same song over
and over. The same slow progression
of chords, that same stupid strumming pattern again and again. Practice
makes perfect, that’s what they say, but
you never sounded like you were getting any better to me.
I was angry that day because a boy
from my class had taken a jar of pink
paint and poured it all over me when
the teacher wasn’t looking and I then
I got in trouble for messing with the
paint and no one in the class told the
teacher the truth, including me, and I
hated the sticky feeling of the paint in
my hair and I hated that my clothes
were ruined and I hated that boy and
I hated that you were in your room,
playing your guitar and telling me to
leave you alone. So I got that guitar and
I smashed it, I broke it into tiny little
pieces, the wood splintering but the
strings still clinging on, dangling there
helplessly. I regretted it the moment it

happened but it was too late then, the
damage was done. And once things are
broken, they’re very hard to put back
together. It’s nearly impossible to find
each fragment of wood and connect
the pieces. I wish people would stop
breaking things, especially things like
family. I can’t put us back together,
even though I keep trying to, I keep
asking the adults who are supposed to
be able to fix things.
Why can’t they fix us?
Why can’t they put us back together?
There’s a boy here who plays guitar,
but not like you did. His is red and
shiny and would be too hard to smash,
even if I dared to try. It’s louder too, in
a horrible scratchy way and when I put
my hands over my ears to try and block
the noise that just makes him laugh
and play louder.
He’s my least favourite here. He’s the
meanest. He always asks me if I’m a
girl or a boy and I can tell from the look
in his eye that either answer is wrong,
that whatever I say will still have the
same result, that his mouth will still
stretch into a sly, disjointed smile and
then I close my eyes and pretend I’m
with you, under water.
He’s nice to me when there are adults
around though. He’s always polite
and they say how wonderful it is that
he channels his energy into music as
opposed to being out causing trouble
on the streets. They tell me to look at
him like a role model, that I ought to
find a hobby, something constructive,
instead of sitting staring blankly into
space, asking for you. They ask me, isn’t
it wonderful to have an older brother?
But he’s not my brother.
He ripped up the drawing I did of you.
In my new school, we had to draw our
family, so I drew you and me, underwater and in the drawing you were
a mermaid and I was half dolphin. I
drew sand and seaweed at the bottom
and bubbles coming from our mouths
which meant that we could breathe
down there and in the corner there was
a cave where we lived, just the two of us
together, but it wasn’t dark and scary
like caves usually are, it was warm and
cosy and full of golden light.

I think it was the best picture I have
ever done in my whole life.
He ripped it up because he said you
weren’t really my family because you
weren’t here.
“We’re your family now.”
That’s what he said, because I live with
them, and you live somewhere else,
that they’re my real family and that the
man and woman here are my parents
now and that you’ve got a whole new
family yourself too and probably don’t
even think about me ever.
But I know you do.
Because you’re my sister and you
promised you’d come and get me once
you could, even if I had to wait a long
time and even though the people in
the suits said that it would just be too
hard to get a family to take the both
of us. They told us that they’d arrange
visits but they still haven’t, and you’re
beginning to feel like a fragment from
a dream, and everything here is beginning to feel more real than you ever
were.
He ripped up the drawing slowly,
shredding it into tiny pieces that scattered like confetti on the floor. I gathered them all up once he was gone
and I have spent hours trying to put it
back together. But paper is even harder
to piece together than wood and the
fragments are worn and crumpled and
frayed at the edges and the colours are
becoming faded underneath my fingertips.
I think that I might manage to do
it, eventually, if I spend enough time
pouring over this puzzle.
But it still makes me cry.
I know that even if I manage to put
the pieces back together, the picture
will never be the same.
Article 2
All children have these rights, no
matter who they are, where they live,
what their parents do, what language
they speak, what their religion is,
whether they are a boy or girl, what
their culture is, whether they have
a disability, whether they are rich
or poor. No child should be treated
unfairly on any basis.
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FIGHTING WORDS

Common Knowledge
by Sam Butcher
Age 16
Mayo

fumbled around my bedside table
and finally smacked the blaring
alarm clock off the table.
It read 7am. Many years ago, that
would’ve been my cue to throw on
a uniform, eat breakfast, freshen up
and leg it out the door. Instead, I got comfortable in my bed again. “You can’t learn,”
I reminded myself, “It isn’t the way anymore, it’s not for our kind with our status.”
I grumbled in frustration.
Personally, I liked school back in the day.
Now that it was illegal for most people,
we were encouraged to just carry out the
menial tasks of the world for very little in
return. That was just the New Yorker life.
When the clock struck nine, I got out of
bed, said bye to mom and walked across
the street to the printing press where I
printed newspapers, for twelve hours, six
days a week.
I got a jump this morning as the local
authorities carried a man out of the factory.
They had found science notes in his duffel
bag, a source of knowledge. He was shoved
into the cop car kicking and screaming.
“Knowledge is power!” he screamed. “Tell
it to the Supreme Court!” yelled one of the
cops. The car drove off down the street.
“Amateur,” I thought to myself. I shrugged
it off; this was the fourth arrest here this
week. I’d learned how to deal with it at this
point.
Twelve inky hours later, I shuffled into
the tiny apartment in which my mom and
I lived. I gave her a kiss on the cheek and
crashed onto my futon, which hurt my
ribs a little. I turned on the news channel.
News was knowledge so it was only really
announcements for my area but it was better than the propaganda on the other channel about knowledge being “dangerous”.
My eyes drifted shut.
I was rudely awoken by a punch square
in the face. “What the hell man?!” I yelled.

A shadowy figure came and put handcuffs around my wrists. “Wade Jones,” he
said sternly, “you have the right to remain
silent. Anything you say can and will be
used against you in a court of law. You have
the right to speak to an attorney, and to
have an attorney present during any questioning.”
“I don’t know what this is about!” I
shouted, but it fell on deaf ears as a bag
was placed over my head and I was led out
of the apartment and into a cop car.
I sat in a waiting room for what felt like a
month. I was suddenly alerted and shown
through two large oak doors that opened
out into a large hall. A man wearing a white
wig loomed over me as I walked to the
front of the room.
I was in the Supreme Court.
“Silence please,” His voice boomed
throughout the room. “Mr Jones, you have
been charged with multiple counts of first
degree education. The New Constitution
declared by the regime states that education is strictly forbidden to anyone classed
as a rank B citizen or below. It is a practice
strictly directed towards families of scientific or wealthy descent. Sentences span
from 40 years to life in prison. Yesterday,
at exactly nine in the evening, a member
of the night shift accidentally broke open
your locker. As a result of this, sheets upon
sheets of math and history related information were found and reported to the
authorities.”
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Mr Jones,
you have
been charged
with multiple
counts of
first degree
education

I was in a mind-numbing state of shock
and panic! “Those aren’t mine!” I cried.
I was encouraged to stay silent by the
attorney sitting next to me; he said it could
jeopardise my chances. An hour passed, my
pleading of not guilty did nothing to stop
the eventual sentence being concluded as
life in prison.
The world stopped in my head, all of a
sudden, I was being committed to a life
of confinement for being in possession of
information. I wasn’t going to stand for
this. I wasn’t going to stop until education
was legal for everyone. That man who got
arrested was right, knowledge is power
and it was something we all needed right
now in this world.
Now was the time to plan. I was given
a month to get my affairs in order. I took
this month as an opportunity. Technically,
I wasn’t allowed to work in the printing
press anymore so all I did, when I went to
get my things, was doctor the newspapers
a little bit. Hopefully this would ignite a
spark. All I did was change the front
page article to “KNOWLEDGE IS POWER” with
a little subtitle saying
“Why not learn a little”. I collected my
things and left the
building casually.
I woke up to
the sound of a
riot on the streets.
I saw banners with
historical and scientific facts on them. It
continued on throughout the
week. So many people were getting arrested, left, right and centre. Prisons were overflowing and people just kept
coming. It felt strange a newspaper could
make such a difference but as it was the
only source of information and the only
newspaper for our type of people, it didn’t
come as a surprise. I couldn’t help but
smile a little.
People were preaching that knowledge
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Milla’s Testimony
by Evelin Hosszu
Age 16
Navan, Co Meath

ne night you’re in the city,
partying with your buddies, drinking, dancing,
being dumb. You don’t
care about anything outside you, anything outside your world.
You are loving the night. But in that
night your world turns upside down.
When you wake up your memory is
hazy. But I’m jumping too far ahead.
Let’s take it back.
My name is Milla. I am 23 now. Usual
story, usual stuff, hated school, hated
my parents. I resisted everyone and
everything. I spoke so roughly to my
parents. The hardest thing to think
about now, how I would attack them
with my words. I would toss words
out like my school books. They didn’t
matter. I got mixed up with a gang
who were much older. I felt privileged
that they wanted me. I would have
done anything to be accepted. Maybe
it would have been okay if I could see
where this privilege would lead. But I
couldn’t.
Our leader Igor was tall, muscular,
a scar-faced boy like a member of the
Russian mafia from old black-andwhite movies. He was fully aware that
I was not yet 18, he thought the police
would go easy on a minor, worst case
scenario. But I’m jumping too far ahead
again. Afterwards, it is easy to be smart
and see your mistakes, but then I could
not think with a clear head. Igor knew it
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very well, he used my stupid self.
Back to that night. A campfire burned
at the back of the house. I thought they
were toasting marshmallows. Melaka
had an iron bar in the fire – when I
got closer it had a circle at the end, no
marshmallows here. Igor glanced at
me. “To be with us, you have to defend
us, you have to show your loyalty. We
are a family,” he said. He spoke with a
passion and humility that swept me off
my feet. The fire sparkled and jumped.
I’m glad I didn’t know what was
coming next. Melaka lifted the hot iron
rod in his hand. He was right up beside
me before I knew what was happening.
I tried to run, but they grabbed me.
They pulled down one side of my jeans.
I cried and begged. “Do not do it. I want
to go home.” I turned into a mad bitch
and kicked and yelled at all of them. My
tears ran into the chaos and shouting.
I slowly inhaled but felt like suffocating.
It did not affect them. They twisted and
stretched my limbs to the ground. I had
no power. And then Melaka pressed

I had never felt
pain like this. My
skin burnt alive.
I felt such hatred
at everyone and
nothing

the hot iron on my hip with a mocking
smile. I had never felt pain like this. My
skin burnt alive. I felt such hatred at
everyone and nothing. I did not want to
die, but I was half dead already. When it
was over I lay down, coughed and cried.
Igor leaned over me. I was branded.
Two guys planted pills in my mouth.
I did not know what they were, but I
swallowed. They dragged me back into
the house. There was so much food,
drink, an immense amount of drugs.
Melaka injected himself beside me,
took a tablet and drank some whiskey.
So many faces were dusted with white
powders. I’d only heard of Flakka
before that night. Melaka told me to
snort, that it would make the pain go
away. Within seconds I did not feel the
pain, I felt free, honest and happy. They
call it the zombie drug. The last thing
I remember was the blow in my head
as I inhaled more Flakka. It removed all
the little hidden clutches in my body,
began to take control of me. I did not
protest any of it, because it was good,
it was relief. Then nothing, nothing,
blackness of imagination.
So that was where it started. That
was my introduction to drugs. When
I woke up that morning I had been
stolen. They had put me on a truck and
transported me to Russia. Now I know
Igor was working for a Russian drug
dealer and looking for dealers he could
control. He chose me. My mother was
Russian. I spoke the language. I could
not go home now anyway. I didn’t even
want to go home. I could not stand in
front of my mother. Drugs took the
place of my family. I loved trying out

the new stuff. I could not exist without
drugs anymore. They had become my
life.
And I spread it. Yes, to kids younger
than me. They just felt like I did. Like
they needed something. In a weird way
I thought I was doing right by them.
They wanted to do it, and they seemed
happy too. But there was only so long I
could fool myself.
Up to a point in time I’d never seen
the consequences for anyone else but
myself. I was just a messenger and
taking drugs was a lottery. There was
a new one, Krokodil. Within a week
everyone wanted it. I sold it to all the
local kids. It didn’t take long to see the
results. It was worse than Flakka. It was
worse than heroin. It devoured their
flesh like a crocodile rips meat from a
bone. It was the toughest drug in the
world. I saw terrible things because
of Krokodil. Kids shouting, screaming
in pain, limbs blistered, fevers, pain. I
became cautious in the neighbourhood.
People realised how many were dying
because of what I was selling. I began
to dare to admit it to myself. Finally,
some of the locals dragged me to the
police.
It has been five years. I tell you my
story from my jail cell, no longer
addicted but fighting every day. My
story, I share with everyone to serve as
a testimony.

Article33
You have the right to protection from
harmful drugs and from the drug trade.
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INVITATION TO
TAKE PART
The Ombudsman for Children’s
Office invites you to join us in
celebrating the 25th anniversary
of the ratification of the United
Nations Convention on the
Rights of the Child, by organising
your own activities and events.
Suggestions for celebrating
the 25th Anniversary
Commit
• Make a commitment to becoming a Children’s
Rights aware organisation in 2018 and start
a conversation about how rights might be
integrated into your organisation.
Collaborate
• Explore creative cross-sector collaborations.
• Join forces with cultural, social, health
organisations in your area on one-off or longerterm projects.
• Instigate partnerships with local schools,
colleges, youth groups.
• Get inspired by what young people can suggest
and contribute.
Train
• Provide ‘Rights awareness’ training within your
organisation.
• Talk to us about how we can support you to
make rights a reality.
Programme
• Include rights events and activities as part
of your programming and publicise the 25th
Anniversary and the UN Convention to your
audiences and communities.
• Consider Universal Children’s Day on November
20th 2017 as a focus for an activity.
Connect
• Think about how your work relates to children’s
rights.
• How is your organisation contributing to the
realisation of children’s rights? Do you make
connections between the work you do and
children’s rights?
Consult
• Think about how you can include children and
young people’s voices.
• Do you listen to younger audiences about their
issues and concerns?
• Do you consult or include young people in the
work you do?

CELEBRATE WITH US:
LEARN, PARTICIPATE, CREATE
The 25th anniversary of the ratification of the UN
Convention on the Rights of the Child is about
raising awareness and understanding of children’s
rights. The Ombudsman for Children’s Office is
encouraging everyone to re-visit the promise we
made and renew our commitment to realising
rights for Irish children and young people.
The office has developed a broad range of free
online learning resources. From today, educators
will be able to explore children’s rights in
innovative and engaging ways with their primary
and secondary students using materials available
on our website www.oco.ie.

Make children’s rights real
The office, in conjunction with the Centre for
Human Rights and Citizenship Education,
Dublin City University have developed a suite of
comprehensive resource materials to support
teachers to explore children’s rights.
For primary and secondary students, the
materials include a focus on supporting
children and young people to implement an
action for children’s rights. Targeted at different
ages, the materials can be downloaded and
used in classroom settings.

Act Your Rights
Act your Rights is a collaboration between the
Ombudsman for Children’s Office and the Abbey
Theatre. A new online education resource, it
offers a unique and creative way to begin rights
conversations with primary students from fourth
to sixth class. Through discussion, drama and art,
students learn about their rights and explore how
these are reflected in their everyday lives.
Competition: As part of the anniversary celebrations, the Ombudsman for Children’s Office
and the Abbey invite teachers and students to
take part in the Act Your Rights drama competition. Simply complete the “Act Your Rights”
sessions, follow the “Make an Act Your Rights
drama” activity and create a short drama piece
(10 minutes max). Three winning dramas will be
selected for performance on stage in the Abbey
Theatre on Wednesday March 14th 2018. To take
part, simply email a three-minute taster clip to
rightscompetition@abbeytheatre.ie along with
a short summary of the plot, by February 14th
2018. Good luck!

Animation competition:
Get animated about rights
The Irish Animation Industry are world-leaders in their field and to celebrate the 25th
Anniversary of United Nations Convention
on the Rights of the Child, the Ombudsman
for Children’s Office is delighted to join forces
with a number of leading Irish studios on a
national animation competition for primary
and secondary students. Together we are
inviting children and young people of all ages
to choose a particular right, submit a drawing representing that right to be judged by a
panel of animation professionals. Five winning
drawings will be selected for “animation” and
will be hosted on the OCO website. Details on
terms and conditions, submission dates and
categories are available
on www.oco.ie

For more information, suggestions and resources,
see www.oco.ie
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EXHIBITION

Rights In Their Eyes
The Ombudsman for Children’s Office invited
the 2017 Texaco Children’s Art Competition
winners to create new artworks as symbols
marking the 25th anniversary of Ireland’s Ratification of the UN Convention of the Rights of
the Child.
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Children’s voices are at the heart of our work
and we were delighted to include their voices as
part of our year-long celebration – representing
their lives alongside children and young people
from all over the country who are taking part in
other projects, collaborations and programmes.

The finished works were launched as
the ‘Rights in their Eyes’ exhibition in
September at the RHA Gallery and the
exhibition will tour nationally to children’s
hospitals and healthcare settings from
November.
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