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HannahGilmartin(20)
Englishliteratureandclassical
civilisation,TCD
There were days I didn’t want to go and
days I played minesweeper for two and a
half of the three hours. There were days I
pretended to have written a short story
that day when I had actually written it two
months before, just to have something to
show off. More often, there were days I
couldn’t wait to get there and days I didn’t
want to leave. Write Club taught me that
writing was something I could actually do,
and I think it’s probably a big part of why
I’mstill doing it now.

CassiaGilmartin(20)
Englishliteratureandphilosophy,TCD
Before I joined Write Club at Fighting
Words, finding themotivation to complete
a long-termproject seemed impossible.My
experiences theregaveme theconfidence I
needed to finish my first novel. Thanks to
FightingWords,writinghas stoppedbeing
something I just think about and become
something that actually happens, as often
as I can find the time. More than that,
though, ourweeklymeetingsmadewriting
less solitary.Chatting (andusuallyprocras-
tinating) with writers my own age taught
memore thananybookonwriting I’ve ever
read.

SamuelOyediran(19)
Advancedtechnology,Universityof
Twente,Netherlands
Between3rdand5thyears IattendedFight-
ingWords regularly, especially during the
school breaks and holidays. Whenever
there was a short course in creative writ-
ing, film-making, drama, etc my mum en-
couragedmeto try it out.Aparticularhigh-
light was the Charlie Chaplin film festival
andmygroup’svideowasnominated.Look-
ing back on Fighting Words it was a lot of
funandalso taughtmetoalwaysbringacre-
ative aspect. This is still a trait I use in uni-
versity, especially when working on a pro-
ject.

ShannenMcGrane(20)
HealthSectorStudies,Ballsbridge
CollegeofFurtherEducation,
planstostudypsychiatricnursing
Myexperience at FightingWords began as
two weeks’ work experience I did in fifth
year in November 2012. Fighting Words
has and still does have a big influence on
me both creatively and academically. I re-
member being given essays in English in
school and I would try to be as creative and
imaginative as possible. Fighting Words
has taught me a lot about creative writing
and how to simply tell a good story. A year
or two ago I was very lucky to be chosen by
Fighting Words for a series of workshops
theywere runningwith TheNational Print
Museum, which resulted in a published
bookofpoetrywhichasagroupwededicat-
ed to the late SéamusHeaney.

MarioIvanov(21)
Independentfilm-maker/writer/actorwith
MarioUnpredictableProductions
In 2010 I wrote a short story in Fighting
WordswithRoddyDoyle for thebookFight-
ing Tuesdays. The whole experience was
unbelievable,as itwasanamazingopportu-
nity to write and at the same time get ex-
pert advice onhow to improve.
I have always liked being a creative per-

sonandFightingWords activatedmy crea-
tivity evenmore, bymotivatingme towrite
what is onmymind, and sharing myworld
with the world. Fighting Words definitely
had a big impact on me and nowadays I

This year’s Irish Times supplement of new
writing by children and young adults is the
fifth edition of this award-winning publica-
tion. Once again, the imagination and
craftsmanship on display is wonderful. It is
important to emphasise that the stories we
have included here are just a small selec-
tion taken frommany hundreds of impres-
sive submissions.
When we set up Fighting Words, we

were looking to address the absenceof out-
lets forchildrenandteenagerson thenorth-
side of Dublin to engagewith creativewrit-
ing, and the lack of space for creative writ-
ing in the school curriculum.Now open six
years, we quickly discovered that absence
is not just in northDublin.
Children come from every corner of Ire-

land, and we have hosted more than
50,000 students in free creative writing
workshops andprogrammes.We are espe-

ciallydelightedandproud tosay thatFight-
ing Words Belfast is now up and running,
with workshops at the Skainos centre in
east Belfast. You’ll notice a story included
in this year’s supplement written by a
young student from Bloomfield College in
east Belfast – the first of many, we hope.
For those interested in finding out more,
getting involved, booking workshops for
their students, volunteering, helping with
funding, just go to:
youngatart.co.uk/projects/fighting-words-
belfast.
Those who read this publication every

spring will be tired of hearing that we are
constantly booked out, oversubscribed
and, that ifwehad thecapacityandresourc-
es, we would host five times as many chil-
dren every day, such is the demand. But it’s
true. We are not state funded, south or
north.
A small number of private individuals

andorganisations fundourwork,andwere-
ceive colossal amounts of support from
many arts and media organisations, such
asThe IrishTimes.Most of all, wehave500
volunteer tutors, and they are the lifeblood
ofFightingWords.
Ourpurpose is toprovide theopportuni-

ty to engage with creative writing for as
many children as we can reach – for every

child in the country if possible. If you’d like
to find out more about Fighting Words,
about volunteering or to help fund our
work, the contact details are below.
As always, we are immensely grateful to

TheIrishTimes forprovidingsuchaprestig-
ious platform for Ireland’s youngwriters.

SeánLoveandRoddyDoyle,
Co-Founders

TheFightingWordseditorial committee
whochose the stories for this selection:
LauraCassidy, RoddyDoyle, Catherine
Dunne, JeanHanney, JoanneHayden,
HelenSeymour, GerardSmythand
AlexTierney

FIGHTINGWORDS
BehanSquare,
Russell Street, Dublin 1
Tel: 01-8944576
fightingwords.ie

Editedby: KateHolmquist
Production: SorchaHamilton

Fighting Words 2015

Issue five–going
strongandmovingon
Thestories in thisyear’s
selectionbyyoungwriters
includeone fromnew
workshops inBelfast

‘‘Chattingwithwritersmy
age taughtmemore than
anybook

■Novelist Jennifer Johnstonwith
contributor Jimal Kelly at FightingWords,
Dublin. PHOTOGRAPH: DARA MAC DÓNAILL
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make short independent films for Mario
UnpredictableProductions.

ConorBulman(20)
Computerscience,ColáisteDhúlaigh,
Coolock
I foundFightingWords a fantastic place. It
helpedmecomeoutofmyshell becausebe-
forehand I hadn’t found anyone else who
had my love of writing. The friendly, wel-
coming atmosphere meant even a very
nervous 12-year-old like me could feel like
he belonged. They helped me at my pace
and let me know that my decisions when it
came to my writing were the most impor-
tant, while still helping me with structure
andpacing,which I’d struggledwith.

SarahMerriman(20)
InternationalbusinessandChinese,
DCU,currentlystudyinginBeijing
WhenI first set foot inFightingWordsdur-
ing my Transition Year work experience, I
wasn’t sure what to expect. Fighting
Words was only a few months old and,
while my expectations were high, I never
anticipated the amazing experiences I
would have, or that FightingWords would
still be such a big part of my life five years
on. At 18, I saw a play I had written at a
Fighting Words workshop in the Peacock
Theatre, andat 21 I still volunteer regularly
at workshops. Thanks to FightingWords, I
have made lifelong friends, and, I like to
think, a difference.

ConorSweeney(20)Filmproduction,DFEi
My first experience with Fighting Words
was in a film-making summer workshop. I
hadat thatpointa fewchildhoodexperienc-

es with creative writing, but never thought
ofmyself as goingdown sucha career path.
Afewmonths later I receivedakindoffer to
return and do a more intensive scriptwrit-
ing workshop. For me, this is where it
clicked, and today I’m studying film in col-
lege, using writing for screen as the most
personally suitable form of self-expression
andhaving the time ofmy life because of it.
For that I oweFightingWords agreat deal.

EoinMoore(20)English,TCD
What I remember most about my time in
Fighting Words is the atmosphere of the
Wednesday Write Club. Unlike the sum-
mer camps, Write Club wasn’t designed
around a particular task or learning a style
of writing. It was just a quiet space to come
in and work on your own projects. It’s
where I figured out that behind all of the
techniques I’d learned about and the ad-
vice I’d received, that’s how real writing
happens: putting the hours in, everyweek.
It’s been a great experience volunteer-

ing for FightingWords, and getting to help
other kids in the same way. I’m currently
studying English literature and writing for
somestudentpublications, andthatexperi-
encehas stuckwithme throughout.

JemmaBayley(19)
Englishandhistory,UCD
I had not originally wanted to join Fighting
Words.Whenmy school librarian suggest-
ed that I attendWrite Club I was reluctant
as I feared that Iwasbelow their standards.
During my first session there, I realised
that the focus was on creativity, not criti-
cism,and thatmywritinghada style rather
than a deformity. The volunteers guided

me throughmy novel, and its sequel, while
helpingme to reflect onwhat I hadwritten
at each session and improve.Without their
help, I would have abandonedmydreamof
writing before anybody had seen the first
draft.

JoannaSiewierska(18)
Hopestostudylawandsocialjustice,UCD
FightingWords made me feel more confi-
dentwithmywriting. It showedme thatwe
all have great ideas, although they often re-
sult inmessy firstdrafts.Thetruth is, all ide-
as need to be given the right amount of pa-
tience and paper, and if we do that we can
transformthemintosomethingworthshar-
ing with the world (or even just with your
mam). Realising this was probably the
most important lesson I got out of Fighting
Words, and I wouldn’t have learned it if it
wasn’t for all thewonderful volunteerwrit-
ers and my friends who were discovering
thiswithme.

FreyaGillespie(19)
Dramastudiesandsociology,TCD
I spent six years attendingworkshops, pro-
grammes and summer camps in Fighting
Words, doing everything from photogra-
phy to monologue writing. It was always
hard to explain Fighting Words to other
people as it is such a distinctly unique
place. It allowedme to bemymost creative
self while at the same time I learnt somuch
about self-discipline and the creative work
ethic.
When choosing CAO courses this time

last year my time in Fighting Words defi-
nitely had an impact; after thinking about
howmuch I enjoyed all those workshops I

ended up choosing Drama and Theatre
studies in TCD. The skills I learnt in Fight-
ing Words have never been more useful.
FightingWords also introducedme to one
ofmy best friends and for allmy experienc-
es there I amsograteful.

KevinBird(20)English,TCD
I first stepped through the doors of Fight-
ingWords in September 2010 as a Transi-
tion year student and have remained there
since. In those years I’ve been given aplace
to do something I love and get great oppor-
tunities from it.
I’ve got the chance to get short stories

published in a book and in The Irish Times,
haveaplayperformed inthePeacockThea-
treandsimplymeetpeoplewithasimilar in-
terest inwriting. Since then I’ve gone on to
studyEnglish at Trinity College and volun-
teer forprimaryschoolworkshopsatFight-
ingWords.

GerryDunne(19)
HopestostudyMusicperformanceand
technologyatKylemoreCollege,
Ballyfermot
I’ve been very lucky because I have done
both a film-making course and a song-writ-
ing course and also volunteered for a
week’s TY work experience with Fighting
Words. I loved everything about being at
FightingWords and especially liked using
the foam finger to point to the kids who
peeked during the secret vote. Thanks to
the song-writing mentors, I am still work-
ing on composing my ownmusic and have
just achieved grade 4 on the guitar. I
learned a lot but mostly I had great fun.
Thanks to everyoneat FightingWords.

Fighting Words 2015

FightingWords:
gradshave theirsay

‘‘Itwasan
amazing
opportunity
towriteand
at the same
timeget
expert
adviceon
howto
improve

■ Top row: Hannah Gilmartin;
Cassia Gilmartin; Samuel Oyediran;
ShannenMcGrane; Mario Ivanov.
Middle row: Conor Bulman; Sarah
Merriman; Conor Sweeney; Eoin
Moore; JemmaBayley. Bottom row:
Joanna Siewierska; Freya Gillespie;
Kevin Bird; Gerry Dunne
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LarryandUnitayto:TheQuest
toFindtheGoldenKFCBucket

Ralph woke up to his alarm
clock going off. He was
having a bad dream – the
homeless man in the park
was kidnappinghim.

He threw on his grubby shorts and
T-shirt. Ralph didn’t have a matching
pair of socks so he wore odd socks un-
derhis sandals.
Ralph grabbed a doughnut and his

backpack and went out the door. On
his way to school, bullies started to
chase him so Ralph took a shortcut
through thepark.
He turned back to see if they were

still chasing him and he bumped into
thehomelessmanfromhisbaddream.
Ralph recognised the man and

gasped. He dropped everything and
ran. Later that day, he was walking
home from school and the homeless
manapproachedhim.
“Here’s your bag back,” he said in a

very Batman-y voice. “But I kind of ate
yourdoughnutbecause Iwashungry.”
“Oh thanks!” Ralph said, surprised.

“I’mRalph.Are youBatman?”
“I’m better than Batman, I’m Jeff-

man!” theman replied.
Ralph nearly wet himself because

hethoughtJeffmanwasareal superhe-
ro. Ralph skipped home excitedly, de-
lightedwith his newdiscovery.He had
just met Jeffman, the most awesome
superhero of all time. Ralph’s parents
were away on a cruise. They had left
Ralph’s irresponsible older brother
Bill in charge. Bill had gone to his
friend’s house and left Ralph on his
own. When he got home, he took out
his old gym clothes. He heard a buzz-
ing noise from one of the pockets. He
put his hand in the pocket and with-
drew it quickly as a fly ferociously flew
out and released itswrath.
Ralph grabbed his sleeping bag and

his emergency bag of doughnuts. He
jumped out his escape route, out the
window on to the trampoline. He
bounced off the trampoline, slid down
a slide (really slowly) and skidded
across the grass into a hedge. By the
timehe pulledhimself up itwasdark.
It was time for bed so hewent to the

park as he had nowhere else to sleep.
Ralph found a park bench and lay
down inhis sleepingbag.He lay awake
for a couple of hours. After eating his
last doughnut, he finally fell asleep.
Ralph woke up to Jeffman poking

himwith a stick.
“Ow!Goaway!”Ralph said.
When Ralph realised it was Jeff-

man, he offered him his last doughnut
crumbsandhis sleepingbag.
Jeffman said, “No, it’s okay. You’re

sitting onmybench, though.” Jeffman
had been on his midnight wander and
found Ralph on his bench. “Why do
you need this bench in particular?”
askedRalph. “Justmoveover fora sec-
ondandI’ll showyoueverything,”Jeff-
mansaid.
Jeffman twisted the rubbish bin be-

side the bench. The bench opened and
stairs appeared leadingunderground.
“Oh my doughnuts!” exclaimed

Ralph.
“Followme,” said Jeffman.
Ralph followed Jeffman cautiously

down the stairs to Jeffman’s under-
ground caravan. “Doughnut?” Jeff-
man offered. “Yes!” said Ralph. “How
did youget this place?
Jeffmansaid:“Thisusedtobeacara-

vanpark until it was covered overwith
grass. I refused to sell and they built
overme.”
Jeffman and Ralph talked for a

while, including the topic of fears.
“I’m afraid of flies and bullies,” said

Ralph. “But since you’re Jeffman, I bet
you’renot afraidof anything.”
“Back in the day, I workedwith flies

at theRFA (Royal Flies Academy) and
trained them to fly in formation,” Jeff-
man told Ralph. “But it closed down
for health and safety reasons. I can
help youwith your fear.”
“Yes, please!” said Ralph. “This is a

really comfortable chair.”
The room was very dim. “Can we

turnon the lights?” askedRalph.
“Uh, okay,” stuttered Jeffman.
Jeffman walked over to the light

switch. “Are you ready for this? This is
the first stage of you conquering your

fears.”
Ralph did not know if he should be

excitedor scared –hewas abit of both.
As soon as Jeffman turned on the
lights, Ralph screamed and then faint-
ed. When he came round, Jeff asked
him, “Was that toomuch?”
When Ralph woke up, there was a

swarmof flies holdinghimdown in the
chair.Ralph fainted again.
Jeffman called off the flies. When

Ralph woke up the second time, the
fliesweremassaginghim.
“Don’t lean back or you’ll squish,”

Jeffman said. Ralph turned around
and saw the swarm of flies massaging
his back.
“You’ve passed Stage One! You

didn’t try to run away,” said Jeffman.
“Now it’s time for StageTwo.”
“I surrender,” saidRalph.
“Before we go on to Stage Two, you

need some serious training,” Jeffman
said.
Over the next few days, Ralph

trained in advanced fly-whispering,
teaching flies to do tricks like chores

and homework and even making
doughnuts.
After completing his training, Jeff-

man told Ralph, “You’re ready for
StageTwo.ForStageTwo, the fliesare
going to help you stand up to the bul-
lies.” Ralph said: “I don’t think I am
ready.But I’ll try.”
The next day, Ralph saw the three

bullies who had chased him in the
park. “You’re bullies and I’m sick of
it!”
The leader of the bullies said:

“You’re cruisin’ for a brusin’. Give me
your lunchmoney.”
Ralph whistled his secret call and

summoned the flies. The first wave of
flies poured a bucket of raspberry jam
on the bullies. The bullies looked at
each other in confusion and embar-
rassment. After a few minutes, they
started to laugh. “Is this the best you
cando?”
Ralph said, “No. Do you want

more?” He summoned the second
waveof flies.
Thesecondwaveof flies covered the

bullies and lifted up them up into the
trees.
The bullies were scared but tried to

act brave. They started laughing at
Ralph. “We can get down from here,
easy,” said the leader.
“Yeah,” said the other two at the

same time.
The bullies tried to move but they

were stuck to the branch by the jam.
They heard a creaking as the branch
snappedand they fell in themud.

LindsayRoad
National School,
Glasnevin,Dublin
5thand6thClass

One day Larry was sitting in his tree
house eating KFCwith his best friend,
Unitayto, theunicornpotato.Larryno-
ticed on his KFC bucket an advertise-
ment for theGoldenKFCBucket com-
petition. The winner would get free
KFC for life and own aKFC store. Lar-
ry was desperate to find the Golden
KFCBucket. As hewas climbing down
fromthe treehouseLarryasked: “Uni-
tayto,will you helpme find theGolden
KFC Bucket? I’ll share all the chicken
with you and give you a job!” “Yes, but
I want to be assistant manager,” re-
plied Unitayto. “I’ll pay you a decent
wage,” said Larry. Larry thought to

StCanice’sBoys
National School,
Finglas,Dublin
6thClassRoom14

IllustrationsbyEdelGelston
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HowToTrainYourFly

IllustrationsbyYvonne
Geraghty
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Once upon a time there was a unicorn
called Sparkle. Sparkle lived in Rain-
bowLand.
Shealwayswanted to getwings, but

herwishnever came true.
The only way she could get wings

was tomeetButtercup thebutterfly.
On the way to meet Buttercup the

butterfly, she saw spiders and ran
away.
She also saw some birds, but they

were toohighup to call them.
Sparkles looked all around, but she

couldn’t find anything to get over the
spiders.
Outofnowhere, amagicalwolfwith

wings popped up and helped her with
the spiders.
“Hello, my name is Black Storm. I

could help you with the spiders if you
want,” said thewolf.
“Okay!” said Sparkle.
“First you have to do me a favour,

thenI’lldoone foryou. Iwant tobereu-
nited with my family,” Black Storm
said. “Wait – you haven’t toldme your
nameyet.”
“How do you not know me?” asked

Sparkle. “I’m the only unicorn in this
village. And, of course, the prettiest.
Anyway,myname isSparkle.Howcan
Ihelp you find your family?”
“I know their scent. But I was fight-

ing anotherwolf and I lostmy sense of
smell. I haveabitofmyson’s fur. If you
could smell it, then you might be able
to find him,” Black Storm told Spar-
kle.
They searched the woods and the

mountains, but they still couldn’t find
BlackStorm’s family.
“I see a bit of black. That could be

my family!” saidBlack Storm.

“Let’s check it out,” said Sparkle.
“It ismy family!” Black Storm shouted
out.
Hegot reallyexcitedandranover to

them. “Okay, let me help you with
your problem now. We’ll go find But-
tercup.”
“The spidersaremore scaredof you

than you think,” Black Storm told
Sparkle.
“But they’re so crawly!” said Spar-

kle.
Suddenly, Black Storm fell from the

skybecausehewasweakfromfighting
his enemy.
Sparkle’s horn hadmagical powers

and she savedBlackStorm.
“Thank you for saving me,” said

Black Storm. “Now I will bring you to
Buttercup.”
They found Buttercup, but she was

busy crying because she lost her teddy
bear, Buttons.
Sparkleused hermagic horn to find

Buttons.
Buttercup was happy and they be-

camebest friendswithSparkle.Butter-
cupgaveSparklewings.
And they lived happily ever after in

RainbowLand.

“Okay, okay,” the bullies pleaded,
trying to hide their tears. “What do
youwant?Wewill do anything!”
Ralph said, “I want you to stop bul-

lying people like me. I want you to
stop bullying altogether.” The bullies
got up and tried to brush off themud
andjam.Just toshowthemwhatkind-
nesswas,Ralphhelped to cleanup.
Ralph started to walk home. Jeff-

man jumped out from behind a bush.
“You’re ready for Stage Three!” he
said. “What is Stage Three?” Ralph
asked. “I have conquered all my
fears.”
“A celebration, of course! The

doughnuts are onme,” Jeffman said.
They went back to Jeffman’s under-
ground caravan.
The flies carried in a big dish of ice

cream-covereddoughnuts.
“Thanks, flies!” saidRalph.
Later on,Ralphwent homeandhis

parents were back from their cruise.
They were very tanned. “What did
yougetup to?” theyaskedhim. “Noth-
ingmuch,” saidRalphwith a smile.

StPatrick’sGirls
National School,
DublinRoad,
Limerick
4thClass

himself, “If Iwin theGoldenKFCBuck-
et I will deep fry my own tree house
mansion.”
Unitayto flew down from the tree

house and they started on their jour-
ney. Larry and Unitayto knew they
wouldhave togounder thewaterfall at
Mt Krushem and into the cave at the
top of the gravy volcano. The cave was
guardedbytheevilChonkey, thechick-
endonkey–Chonkeywas thearchene-
my of Unitayto and Larry. Chonkey
liked McDonalds and Larry and Uni-
tayto likedKFC.Chonkeyhadbeentry-
ing to close down KFC. Apparently,
Chonkey claimed that they grew their
own fake chicken. Larry and Unitayto
knew thiswasn’t true. “Wewill have to
sneak induring thenight,” saidLarry.
“You’rerightLarry,” repliedUnitay-

to.
So they walked through the town

fromwhere they lived. And when they
reached the end of the town, Larry
hopped on Unitayto and they flew

away. While they were flying Larry
spotted something down below. It was
McDonalds and Chonkey was there,
gettingaBigMac.
Larry knew they should get to the

cave before Chonkey returned. They
hurried and in the distance the two
friends saw Mt Krushem. Icecream
was pouring down from it. Larry and
Unitayto went down to have a little
taste of it and just then, Chonkey
poppedout!
“You shall not pass!” shoutedChon-

key. He was angry and started throw-
ing chicken nuggets at them. Larry
andUnitayto dodged the chicken.
“The only way to beat me is to get

theGoldenKFCbucket,”roaredChon-
key. “I’vehidden theKFCbucket . . . oh
wait Iwasn’tmeant to tell you that.”
“Larry, youdistractChonkeywhile I

go and search for the bucket,” whis-
peredUnitayto. Larry threw ice cream
in Chonkey’s face and the two friends
raced towards the gravy volcano.In-

side the volcano there were rocks and
along apath therewas a circlemadeof
diamonds.
“We must be getting close,” the

friends thought. At first Larry tried to
removesomeof thediamondsbut they
had no luck. They couldn’t pick a win-
ner! Suddenly they heard someone
coming. They thought they heard
splashing, like someone was swim-
ming up the gravy river. “Quick, hide
behind this rock,” saidUnitayto.
Theywere on their hunkers, hiding.

Unitayto lost his balance and fell over,
hitting a rock. Just then a door
opened! “You’re a genius Unitayto!”
saidLarry.
He walked slowly through the door

and saw two things – the KFC bucket
on a chrome pedestal and in front of it
a strange looking puzzle. “Beware,
theremight be a booby trap,” saidUni-
tayto. Larry looked at the puzzle.
There were three buckets and inside
there was a piece of chicken. They
were all different.There was a sign
abovethebuckets. It said:Choosewise-
ly!
To claim the Golden KFC Bucket

you must taste each piece of chicken
and decide which one is the KFC one.
The two friends looked at each other.
Larry decided to take the challenge.
“Good luck!” saidUnitayto.
“Thanks, but I don’t need it,” re-

plied Larry. He stepped up and took a
bite of the first one. “That’s home-
made,” he said tohimself.

He took a second piece. “That’s not
even chicken!” he said and he spat it
out. Then he took the final piece of
chicken. “Mmm!” Larry said, rubbing
his stomach, “This is the one, this is
KFC!” Larry put the chicken into a
tube in front of the Golden KFC Buck-
et. The bucket came flying up andUni-
tayto grabbed it. “We did it!” Larry
screamed. Just then Chonkey ap-
peared.
“Congratulations,” he said. The two

friendswere shocked andconfused.
Chonkey explained that hewas a se-

cretKFCagentandhehadbeenunder-
cover to find themost loyal fanofKFC.
Hehad foundLarry andUnitayto.
“I’m so happy that this is over,” said

Larry. “Hey Chonkey, do you want to
come live with us?” “Yes, I do,” Chon-
key replied. He was really happy.
When they got back home Larry and
Unitayto and Chonkey deep-fried
their tree house and lived happily ever
after.

Sparkle’sMagical
Adventure

IllustrationsbyNessa
Behan
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They stopped toget some

popcornandan
onion-flavoured99‘‘

One cold morning, Mr
Dingle was reading the
newspaper and drink-
ing onion juice in his
crampedapartment.

“SMELLY ELLY STRIKES
AGAIN!!! Robbery at theMuseum of
CountryLife!”was the frontpage sto-
ry.
Marcus the Monkey burst into the

apartment, throwing sparkles all
over the room.
“Smelly Elly strikes again!” he

criedout.
“Whattttt???” said Mr Dingle in a

veryhigh-pitchedvoice. “I have toget
on that case right away, before any of
the so called GOOD detectives get
therebeforeme.ComeonMarcus!”
MrDingle ran down the stairswith

Marcus followingbehindhim,spread-
ing sparkles. They squeezed through
thedoorandhopped into their cherry
red 151 Ferarri.
Onthewayto theMuseumofCoun-

tryLife, theystoppedtogetsomepop-
cornandanonion-flavoured99.
While they were in the shop,

Smelly Elly flew out of the gas pump
and stole the cherry red Ferrari and
MrDingle’s detective badge.
Mr Dingle walked out of the shop

and saw that his beautiful car was
gone.
“What happened here?” said Mar-

cus in shock, dropping his ice cream.
Mr Dingle lay down and started

licking the ice cream off the ground.
He said: “That was a waste of food,
Marcus!”
They“borrowed”a1987LandRov-

er Defender. As they drove off, Mr
Bob, who owned it, shouted: “Don’t
get any disgusting onion-flavoured
ice cream onmy seats! I just cleaned
the car.”
Mr Dingle andMarcus zoomed off

and finally reached the Museum of
CountryLife. Theywandered around
trying to find the entrance. When
they did, they tried to get into the
crime scene but one of the other de-
tectives (the so-called “good” detec-
tive) asked to seeMrDingle’s badge.
MrDingle checkedhis pockets.
“It’s in the car!” he said.
“Sorry buddy . . . if you don’t have

your badge you can’t get in,” replied
thedetective.
Meanwhile, Marcus had been

sneaking around themuseum, trying
to find rope. He found a hangman’s

rope in one of the exhibits and a po-
lice baton. He ran back up and
knocked the so-called “good” detec-
tiveout!
Mr Dingle andMarcus tied the de-

tective up with the rope and put him
in the lift. They took his badge and
madea run for it.
Mr Dingle and Marcus walked

around trying to find some clues.
They foundabit of yellowcape.
“SmellyElly, I can smell that amile

away!” Mr Dingle whispered to him-
self.
“Do you want to check the tapes?”

suggestedBrigid the curator.
“I’m thinking, I’m thinking, I’m

thinking . . . I got it! Let’s check the
tapes!” exclaimedMrDingle.
“No one ever would have thought

of that. You’re a genius,” said Brigid
sarcastically.
When they viewed the tapes, they

saw a little speck moving quite fast
across the room, taking all the valua-
bles.
As soon as they zoomed in, they

knew for sure. Smelly Elly had stolen
all thepriceless, precious items.
Mr Dingle’s and Marcus’ first task

was to find Smelly Elly. They left the
taperoomtosearch.Theywentdown-
stairs and Marcus stopped to take a
mugshot. On their way back, they
foundacurious room that noone had
ever found before – hidden behind a
bookshelf.
They tried to open it without suc-

cess. Marcus took out a book about
sparklesandthehiddendooropened.
“Oh, my sparkles!” shouted Mar-

cus in shock.
“Well done, Marcus, your sparkle

obsession has finally paid off,” whis-
peredMrDingle.
Inside the room it was pitch dark.

The only light was a gold shine from
the corner of the room. They walked
over to investigate andMarcus shone
his iPhoneon it.
Itwas SmellyElly stuck on a spider

web and all of the valuables were un-
derneathher.
“We finally got you!” shouted Mr

Dingle, his voice booming across the
room.
They locked Smelly Elly in a lady-

bird-size jam jar and took her to the
police station.
To reward Mr Dingle, the towns-

folk decided to contribute a lifetime
supply of deodorant.
Andeveryone livedhappily everaf-

ter!

Once upon a time, long long ago,
there was a Great Phoenix called
Flame. She lived in the jungle. It
was called theFire Forest.
Flame’s best friend was a uni-

corn called Layla. Flame and Lay-
la’s parents didn’t get along!
So the two friends ran away so

that they could be together.
“Doyouwant to runaway toLon-

don?” saidFlame.
“Yeah!” replied Layla. So they

spent the night in a cave. The next
day, when they woke up, Layla and
Flamesawanelephantandasnake,
walking and slithering towards
them.
FlameandLayla ranaway as fast

as they could. They started their
journey to London. Layla thought
that the snake and the elephant
might be following them.
“Go away!” she shouted to the

snake and the elephant. Flame
started shooting fireballs at them.
Layla used her magical unicorn

horn to trap the elephant and the
snake intoabubble and thenFlame
put them intoa deep sleep . . .
Thesnakeandtheelephant float-

edupandupandup into space.
They woke up and the snake de-

cided to pop the bubble with her
fangs.
“NO!” said the elephant, but it

was too late. They fell down, down,

down and landed in Times Square,
NewYorkCity.
Everybody screamed.
Layla and Flame had got lost on

their way to London and they met
the snake and the elephant in
TimesSquare.
Thesnakewas lookingat dresses

in the window of a shop. The ele-
phant said “Stop foolingaround, al-
though I do like that top . . .”
“What are you doing here?”

asked Flame when she saw the ele-
phant and the snake, “and where
did youget those humanclothes?”
“We fell out of the bubble and

this iswherewe landed,”said theel-
ephant, “but I wish we had gone
somewhere else because the snake
keeps lookingat dresses.”
“We’re sorry that we sent you up

into space in that bubble” said Lay-
la. “We were just scared” said
Flame. “Sorry that we were follow-
ingyou” said theelephant. “We just
like playing games with other ani-
mals,” said the snake.
Theymade friends and told each

other their problems.“We wanted
to go to London but we ended up

here,” saidLayla.
“We were running away from

our parents because they won’t let
usbe friends.”
“We have the same problem,”

said the snake, “and we know the
way toLondon.”
The snake showed them themap

thatwas soggy from thebubble.
The fourof themwent toLondon

together. Even though they loved
London they still missed their par-
ents. Layla made a portal with her
horn to talk to their parents.
“We’ve missed you a lot, you

need to come back, we can’t take it
anymore,” said their parents.
Layla said: “But you won’t let us

be friends.”
“We just want to make you hap-

py,” said their parents.
“We’re sorry to make you wor-

ried but London is our new home
now and we’re really happy here,”
saidLayla.
“Okay,” said their parents, “live

your dreams but make sure to visit
us soon.”
And they lived happily ever after

with the snake and the elephant.

IllustrationsbyKate
Sheehy

StAttracta’s
National School,
Charlestown,
CoMayo
4th-6thClass
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Smelly
EllyStrikes
Again

LaylaandFlameon
theirMagicAdventure
Rathdown
JuniorSchool,
Glenageary,
CoDublin
2ndClass

IllustrationsbyJoanne
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Once upon a time there was a
zombie named Sam who loved
chocolate.
HemetBella in a forestwhen

hewas a human. Then the zom-
bies took over the world and
Sambecameazombie.
Bella didn’t know that Sam

hadbecomea zombie.
Samwanted to meet up with

Bella in the forest to tellher that
hebecamea zombie.
Sam was scared to tell Bella

thathe is a zombiebecausehe is
afraid that Bella is going to eat
him. Bella and Sam were talk-
ing in the forest.

“I have a plan to destroy the
universe,” said Sam. “I’m going
to take over the world and go
into a spaceship and then go up
in space and take over the gal-
axy!”
Bella was afraid of Sam’s

plans and by looking into his
eyes she could tell that he was a
zombie.
“That’s not a good idea,” Bel-

la said.
“I’m thinking about building

robots,” said Sam.
Suddenly,adragonwalked in

–Sam’sworst fear!
Samscreamed so loud! . . .

Zombies and Dragons
On Top Of The Castle!
StUltan’s
Special School,
Navan

Once upon a time, a Mr Carrot
and his wife were going to Mrs
Potato’s pool party in the kitch-
en sink.
ThenMr Carrot’s wife’s eyes

went red and she tried to eat
him. Mr Carrot jumped out of
the way and she ate his brother
byaccident.
“Yes! He’s gone!” said Mr

Carrot. “I never liked him any-
way,” said the evilMrsCarrot.
Suddenly, theyheardanoise.

“Getmeoutof yourstomach!”a
voicesaid.Theycarriedonwalk-
ing and pretended nothing had
happened.
When they got to the pool

party, therewasnobody there.
“Why are you here?” asked

Mrs Potato. “I cancelled the
pool party until nextweek.”
When he woke up the next

morning,MrCarrot said toMrs
Carrot, “I want to go on The
FoodFactor.”
“NO! I want to win The Food

Factor!” said his wife. “Let’s
both go on the show and see

whowins the final.”
Mr Carrot said, “You just

want to go seeSimonCarrot.”
“Yes, I know. It’s my dream

tomeethim,” she said.MrsCar-
rot dancedwith excitement.
She tripped and fell off the

counter and Mr Carrot heard
her say, “He’s way better than
yyyooooouuuuu . . .”
SPLAT.
Mr Carrot went to the wash-

ing machine where Mrs Potato
lived, but she wasn’t there. He
found her in the oven, trying to
get a tan.
“I need your help. I want to

win The Food Factor,” he told
her. “You don’t want to askme.
I’m a horrible singer!” she re-
plied. “Aaagggghhh!”
“It hurts. Sobad,” he said.
But then Mrs Potato said, “I

know a person who can help
you with your singing: Pharrell
Tomato.” Mr Carrot said, “I
want tomeet this lady!”
“But it’s aman,” saidMrs Po-

tato. “His house is a

one-and-a-halfminutewalk.He
lives ina fruitbowlona tablebe-
side thekitchen table.”
“Gosh, that’s a long walk!”

saidMrCarrot.
MrCarrot foundapieceofpa-

per and a fan and hemade a pa-
per plane. He put on his veggie
goggles and his veggie hat, and
he flewover to the fruitbowl.
Mr Carrot rang the doorbell.

The door bell soundwas ‘Cause
I’m happy, come along if you
feel like a roomwithout a roof!’
The door opened and Phar-

rell Tomato was there. “What
doyouwant?”he said, “I’mbusy
trying to pick a hat for my next
gig.”
“Can you help me with The

FoodFactor, I amgoing to try to
enter it?” saidMr Carrot. Phar-
rell Tomato agreed to help Mr
Carrot and gave him some ad-
vice.
“Youknow, there’sonereally

good singer on The Food Fac-
tor, if you want to win, you’ll
have tobeat them!”

“Who is this great singer?”
asked Mr Carrot. “It doesn’t
matter,” replied Pharrell, “I’ll
help you sing and teach you the
latest fashion trends, looks like
youneed them!”
Twodays later,TheFoodFac-

tor began. Mr Carrot felt excit-
ed and a bit nervous. His tum-
my tickled and he wasn’t sure if
hewas ready toperform.
When Mr Carrot stepped on

stage, the lights turned on and
he felt really nervous. As he
started to sing, the judges’ faces
froze and their eyes nearly
popped out! Their jaws
droppedtothefloor.SimonCar-
rot folded his arms and said “I
don’t have thewords to say how
good you are, but it’s four fat
yes’s fromall of us.
Mr Carrot dropped the mic

and shouted “OMG!”He ranoff
the stage in excitement and
bumped into . . .
MrsCarrot!!!
“I thought you were dead!”

shouted Mr Carrot. “No, no, I

still love you so I came back for
you” repliedMrsCarrot.
Mr Carrot was confused. “I

thought youdidn’t loveme.”
MrsCarrot smiled atMrCar-

rot, but she had an evil look in
her eye. She walked out onto
the stage and started to sing.
Pharrell Tomato shouted:

“There’s that singer I was tell-
ing you about, she is the best
singer in this competition!”
“But that’s my wife,” saidMr

Carrot.
After the performance, Si-

mon Carrot came backstage.
He found Mr and Mrs Carrot
and said: “I want you both to
come to my house for a party, I
want toperform together.”
Mrs Carrot was very happy,

sohappyshedanced!MrCarrot
said he didn’t mind, even
though he would rather sing by
himself.
Simon Carrot put his arm

around Mrs Carrot and said:
“Listen tome, I’m going to give
you someadvice since I’macar-

rot and I understand carrots, if
you’renice toMrCarrot, hewill
be nice back to you – this way
youcanbe a success inmusic!”
“OK” said Mrs Carrot, “how

hard can it be?”
Just then, Mrs Potato ar-

rived, she had taken the fruit
bus all the way to the competi-
tion. “Hey everyone, my pool
party is on tonight.”
Mr Carrot said: “Hey I’ve an

idea, why don’t we combine the
twoparties together.”
Simon Carrot suggested that

he bring the stage with him.
Pharrell Tomato said: “I have
one question, do you have hot
dogs? Because I adore hot
dogs!”
“Of course!” replied Mrs Po-

tato.
Later that night at the party,

MrandMrsCarrotandPharrell
Tomato decided to perform to-
gether. “What song shall we
sing?” they asked.
“Uptown Veg you up!” the

crowd roared.

MrCarrot’sGreatAdventure
CatherineMcAuleySchool,
BaggotStreet,Dublin
2ndand3rdClass
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ATerrifyingHoliday

One day, Emily and her mam
Lorraine were online looking
at holidays when a “pop-up”
adappearedonthescreensay-
ing they’dwon tickets toDisn-

eyland Paris. Lorraine was surprised since
shedidn’t rememberenteringanycompeti-
tion or answering any question but said
they might as well go. They left straight
awayandgot the last plane toParis.
They headed into Disneyland and saw

rides like Alice Curious Labyrinth, Thun-
der Mountain and characters like Mickey
Mouse, PrincessPavillion andmanymore.
The name of their hotel was Disneyland

Hotel and it was marvellous. It was bright
and colourful and full of other people on
holiday and people who worked there.
Their uniforms were pink and blue with
lace.
Emily and hermam raced to It’s A Small

World and waited in the long line for half
an hour, watching the characters passing
by. The same music played over and over
andEmilydancedbecause shewassoexcit-
ed. They finally got on the ride and it was
amazing. The ride ended and Emily and
hermamwent outside.
Out of nowhere Emily heard people

screaming. The music and the rides
stopped and everyone stood in front of
ThunderMountain.
A little girl about her age was hanging

from the top of the ride. She was going to
fall!Emily stoodunderher andcaughther.
She saved the crying girl. Between tears,

the girl said her name was Ciara. She had
long brown hair in pigtails and huge eyes.
Emily put Ciara down and tried to find her
mam in the crowd.
Suddenly, all the lights went out. Every-

one screamed because they were panick-
ingandworried.
Ciara grabbed Emily’s hand and they

tried to push through the crowd. Emily

stoodonher toes andbit her lip.
“Where’s my mam?” she asked her-

self. Ciara held Emily’s hand tightly and
started crying again.
“What’s happening?”, she asked.
“I don’t kno”, Emily’s answer was cut

off byCiara screaming.
Ciara said she saw something green,

big and scarywithblue eyes.
“I think it had two fingers!” she cried.
Emily turned around slowly, there it

was. A big creature with a green slimy
body andhairy knees.
Emily’s mam came running over

then. She put her arm around her and
hugged her. She was so worried. When
she saw the alien she screamed.
“What are you???”
“I’m an alien, I sent you all tickets to

come here. You’re my dinner!”, roared
the alien.
They ran. Ciara and Emily and her

mam ran extremely fast away from the
alien.
She heard a girl called Alison say

someone was trying to eat her but they
kept running. The alien tried to grab
Emily but she ran and the crowd fol-
lowed. Someone pushed Emily and she
fell.
The aliens grabbed her with their

green hands and Emily watched as they
gobbled up her mam and Ciara. The al-
iens gobbled children like Ciara whole,
but the adults took a little longer.
She cried and tried to roll away but

oneof the aliensheld her.
The last thing she saw was one of the

aliensonhis smartphone,uploadingand
sending tickets to someone else so they
could “win”, just likeEmily had.

Write agirl that’s happy.
Write agirl that’s kind.
Write agirl that’s onher own.
Write one that knowshermind.

Write agirl that’s strong.
Write agirl that’sweak.
Write agirl thatwants true love.
Write one that’s soft andmeek.

Write agirl that’s optimistic.
Write agirl that’s glum.
Write agirl that knows she’s bright.
Write one that knows she’s dumb.

Write agirlwithwithmany friends.
Write agirlwithnone.

Write agirl that faces her fears
Andwrite a girl that runs.

Youwrote boys thatwerehappy.
Youwrote boys thatwerekind.
Youwrote boys thatwereon their own.
Youwrote ones that knew theirminds.

Youwrote boys thatwere strong.
Youwrote boys thatwereweak.
Youwrote theboys that found true love.
Youwrote boys thatwere soft andmeek.

Youwrote boys thatwereoptimistic.
Youwrote boys thatwereglum.
You wrote boys that knew they were
bright

And wrote ones that knew they were
dumb.

Youwrote theboyswithmany friends.
Youwrote theboyswithnone.
Youwrote the boys that face their prob-
lems
Andyouwrote the ones that run.

Wedon’twantbadass characters,
Wewantgirls that are real.
Wewant complex characters,
Girls thatmakeus feel.

Sowrite a girlwith fears and flaws,
One that somehow flew.
Write agirl that’s herownperson
Becausegirls are people too.

SiobhánWalsh

Age12

St Colmcille’s
Community School,
Knocklyon, Dublin

EmilyCullen

Write
aGirl

Age12

StMichael’sHolyFaith
SecondarySchool,
Finglas,Dublin

Suddenly, all the

lights wentout.
Everyone

screamed
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It was peaceful at Konoha
High School; the hall-
ways were swarming
with pupils but no talk-
ing was heard, not one

person dared to speak for fear
of detention and they all hated
detention, or so the ones who
hadbeen to it told others. Their
reason for not speaking – ex-
ams.
Examswere on and teachers

were guarding the entrance
doors to the many different
exam rooms to make sure not
one student got in who wasn’t
there for the exams.
The bell sounded, signalling

that the exams were over and
classes had once again begun.
Oneclass inparticularwaskept
waiting and it was the same
class every day of theweek, his-
tory. History was the class they
would be waiting for 25 min-
utes til their teacher arrived.
The teacher was well-known
for being late but unless you
knew him you would find he
hada reason for being late.
The class began to talk

amongst themselves to pass
time and after 25 minutes the
teacher came and a
blonde-haired girl and a
pink-haired girl looked at their
teacher, “You’re late!” they
shouted in unison, no matter
how many times he was late it
was two different excuses he
woulduse every time.
“Sorry class I’m afraid I got

lost on the path of life,” their
teacher Mr Hatake said with a
smile.
“You’ve said that one al-

ready,” the pink-haired girl
known as Sakura said and the
blonde known as Ino nodded in
agreement.
“A black cat crossedmy path

so I had to take the long way
round,” Mr Hatake grinned
and walked to the classroom
door, unlocking it.
“Please do come in,” he ges-

tured to the door as he pranced
inhappily tohis desk.
Every student took their seat

and Ino and Sakura sat next to
eachother smilingbrightly.
“Did you hear? I got two tick-

ets to the BlackVeil Brides con-
cert in three days!” Sakura
squealed. “No way! I can’t wait
to go!” Ino shouted and Sakura
slumpeddown intoher seat.
“Y-you aren’t going,” she

muttered and Ino gave Sakura
aglance.
“Did you say something?”

InoaskedandSakurashookher
head rapidly.
“No I didn’t,” Sakura nerv-

ously playedwithher hair.
“Alrights-”, Inobegan to talk

butwas cut off byMrHatake.
“Girlsquietplease!”heshout-

ed and both girls straightened
in their seats.
“Sorry sir,” they replied in

unison. After an hour of class
MrHatake finally finished talk-
ing.
“And that covers everything

on the bombing of Nagasaki,”
Mr Hatake smiled at the class
who were half asleep from an
hourof himramblingon.
“Nowlet’smoveon to thehis-

tory of Japanese toys!” He
spoke loudly, but the bell beat
him and rang throughout the
school, signalling the day to be
over.
“Seems we are out of time

class, dismissed,” Mr Hatake
said andwent to his desk and ti-
diedhis things since hewasget-
ting to leave early today.
InoandSakurawalkedout of

the class and to their lockers,
gathering their stuff and walk-
ingout the school anddown the
forest path they took every day
to gethome fromschool.
“I heard you have tickets to

the concert Sakura,” a figure

spoke from the shadows.
“Y-yes I do,” she stuttered

and out from the shadows
emerged her childhood crush,
the crushof Ino andmost girls.
“Sasuke,” Ino said smiling

happily.
“How many do you have?”

Sasukeasked.
“T-two.”Sakura replied.
“Could I possibly take one

and go to the concert with
you?” Sasuke asked and Sakura
nodded, blushing madly as her
crushjustasked togoto thecon-
certwithher.
“Have fun!” Ino shouted and

clapped her hands together
happily.
“But Ino I thought you want-

ed to go and it is with Sasuke?”
Sakuraquestioned Ino.
“No I’m fine, you get to go

with your crush, I have my
sights set on the new guy, Sai, I
think his name is,” Ino smiled
toSakura.
“Thanks Ino you’re amaz-

ing,” Sakura grinned hugging
Ino.
Later that week, Sakura had

beenpreparing togo to thecon-
cert and a knock was heard on
her front door.
“Sakura dear, your boy-

friend is here!” Sakura’s moth-
er calledup the stairs.
“Coming! And he’s not my

boyfriend!” Sakura shouted
fromher room.
“Yes I am,” Sasuke replied, a

small smirk plastered on his
face. “Sasuke . . .” Sakura
trailed off as she walked down
the stairs.
“Stunning,” Sasuke mut-

tered and they both went to the
concert.
Inowas happilywatching TV

andboth friendswere happy.

Age12

Donabate
Community College

KatieWhite

Rachel Smyth

Age13

I reachedout and touched the pool,
Tinged silver in themoonlight.
The ripples spread out to the edge,
Everythingwasquiet.

The trees around the silver pool,
Cast their shadowson theground.
They seemed towhisper secrets,
Mysterious and proud, they made no
sound.

Andnobusy insects flitted,
Nobirdshuddled tight in their nests,
Noanimals hunted their prey,

Silence.

His roots stretchdeepdown into the
earth,
His branches reachout to tickle the sky.
Budspeepout, tinybabies at birth,
His trunk creaks andhis leaves sigh.

Centuries of knowledgepassed down
througha seed,
Hiswisdom is greater than that of anyone.
Heknowsof loveand loyalty, not of hurt
andgreed,
Hesavours the rain, heworships the sun.

Theanimals arehis friends,
Andheprovides a home for thebirds.
Sountil the evening ends,
They singa songofnowords.

TheGreatOak iswise, proudand strong,
Fromsummer towinter, all year long.

Silence

The
Great
Oak

Fighting Words 2015

Bloomfield
CollegiateSchool,
Belfast

out fromthe

shadows
emergedher childhood

crush

ATricky
Decision
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Mara
Iwokebeforedawn,muchearli-
er than normal. The city was a
dangerous place, father had
warned us many times. But I
knew I had to go there. Benwas
dying, and the only way he
could recover was if I got him
medicine.
It was quiet and chilly as I

mademywayoutof thecircleof
huts that made up our village,
clinging ontomywooden buck-
et.UsuallyGaiwouldbedriving
tomarket now, with his vegeta-
bles, themenwould be on their
way to work . . . but the war
changed everything. There
were nomen left, and every day
more letters arrived, more
womenwere crying.
I walked along the dusty dirt

track, passing by a pair of
starved, bony birds fighting
over a scrap of bread. I thought
of my own larder at home, con-
sisting of a handful of rice
grains and a single slice of
bread, barely enough for one

person, letalonea familyof sev-
en.
My feet aching, my throat

parched, I knew I could not go
much further. Had I taken the
wrong route? Just as I was
thinking of turning back, I
caught a glimpse of the shin-
ing, glittering city over the hill,
its high towers rising into the
sky. And that’s when the bomb
wentoff.

Emilia
Openingmy eyes, I stretch and
yawn. I scramble out of bed,
checking my phone. There’s a
new message from Violet: she
wants to go last-minute shop-
ping before the state ball to-
night. Something about her
shoes not going with her dress.
I suppose I could make it after
school, only for an hour. The
state ball’s not til eight.
I pick out a midnight black

top and skirt, slip them on, and
take out my curling tongs.
When each lock has been
turned into a ringlet, I quickly
apply some navy eye-liner,
grab my schoolbag and head
out thedoor. I’llgetahotchoco-
late on the way to school, and
that’ll dome for breakfast.
Tim is waiting beside the

jeep. Its black armour glints in
the morning sunshine as I
climb in, plugging in my ear-
phones. The other girls always
get to school quicker than me,
their drivers are much faster.
But I don’t really mind, be-
cause Tim allows me time to
look over my notes before ex-
ams and double check my
homework.
I glance through the tinted

window.Weare nearing a café.
“Here ok, mi-“ but Tim doesn’t
finish his sentence. A loud ex-
plosion goes off, and the jeep
starts to roll down thehill.

Mara
I cough and splutter, rubbing
my eyes, then slowly pick my-
self up. I’ve still got a job to do,
bombornobomb.
Suddenly a young girl comes

running out of the city. She is
dressed in jet-black and her
hair is elaborately curled. Her
eyes are outlined with expen-
sivemake-up and shewears sil-
ver earrings. She carries a mo-
bile phone, something I have
only seen once before, in the
handsof awealthy traveller.
A white girl. I start walking

away quickly, but not before
she spotsme. “Did you hear the
bomb?”

Emilia
I quickly unstrapmyself. Tim is

unconscious in the jeep, he will
be too heavy to move. The best
thing I can do is seek help. The
door is jammed, so I climb
through the frontwindow.
What was that? The war has

never affected the city before.
Theclosest I’vecome ishearing
explosions far off in the dis-
tance, and reading newspaper
headlines.
The usual morning traffic of

the city is not there, all is quiet.
I walk towards the entrance of
the city, then start intoa run.
I step outside, onto the tar-

mac road that leads to the next
city. I look around, bewildered.
I’ve never been out of the city
before. It is supposed to be un-
safe and unnecessary to travel.
The city is supposed to have all
the resourcesweneed.
Crunch. Crunch. The sound

of a light treadfall fills the air. I
turn, and see a girl, about my
own age a little bit away. She
has bronze coloured skin and

short, ebony braidedhair.
She is thin and barefoot and

looks as though she hasn’t eat-
en for days, wearing only a
sandy coloured, short-sleeved
dress.
I have never seen anyone so

neglected and poor as she is. I
didn’t know there were people
suffering as much as this. It is
outrageous! How many more
others are likeher?
Am I dreaming? Am I asleep

in the jeep? I pinch myself, and
insteadofasking is sheok?Does
she want something to eat? I
ask: “Did you hear the bomb?”
Shenods. So it is real.
“Do you know where it went

off?” Just as I ask this question,
a new smell of smoke fills the
air. I turn around.Ablack cloud
surrounds a circle of huts in the
distance, a village. Flames rise
up into the air.
“My village!!!!” screams the

girl, and she runs towards the
fire.

‘‘Ihave

neverseen
anyonesoneglected

andpoor
as she is

Isn’t itweird?
Howabully can change theworld?
The strongest ones are reallyweak.
The smart ones are really geeks.
Thepretty ones areugly. Yeah?
And thebig ones are pigs.

Oh, itmakes thebully strong.
And itmakes thebully smart.
Sowhat if itmakes the bullywrong!

It’sweird -
It doesn’tmatter
That theblack art of abully’s heart.

If she’s sohigh
Whymust shemakeus so low?
If she’s so all seeing
Whycan’t she seewhat she’s doing tome?
It’sweird.
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Matt was an ordinary boy.
Nothing special, nothing
important, just Matt. 14
years’ old, tall and awk-
ward, brown eyes and

styledblackhair, andapairofsquareglass-
es. He was your typical bookworm; he
spent most of his time in the school li-
brary, the public library or locked away in
his book-filled room (his library). He had
always made sure to keep himself to him-
self. Always.
Matt woke up. It was early, but not

school early. He looked at his alarm clock,
covered with Star Wars stickers.
09:56am.
Crap! I’m late for school, Matt thought

suddenly.
He threw aside his bedcovers and

strippedfromhispyjamastohis schooluni-
form. It was a grey jumper, with a yellow
rim. It was accompanied by a white shirt
and black pinstripe trousers. On top of it
all, therewas anuglycrest forSt Johns, his
school. In between pouring out cereal and
brushinghis teeth,hescurried intohispar-
ent’s room to find both of them in bed.
They should’ve been inwork.
“Mom! Dad! Get up, quick, we’re late!”

he shouted, shaking their bedcovers.
His mom let out an unladylike snore

andopened an eye.
“Matt!What the hell are youdoing up?”

shewhispered.
Matt gave a look of confusion. “It’s 10

o’clock,andyou’renot inwork,”Matt said.
His mom stifled a laugh. “Matt, honey,

it’s StPatrick’sDay.Goback tobed.”
It was thenMatt realised how stupid he

must have looked. Half wearing his uni-
form; a toothbrush in his hand, and a
spoon in the other. He retreated out of
their room, and closed the door. He went
back intohis ownroom, slippedoff hisuni-
formandplaced thespoonandtoothbrush
onhis desk.
“Oops,” hemuttered to himself, and fell

back intoa slumber.
It was exactly 13 minutes after he fell

asleep that he woke up again. This time
though he knew he didn’t have school. He
opened his eyes and his room was filled
withanunearthly light. Suddenly, a green,
translucent figure appeared in the air. He
was in robes, andwearing sandals. He had
a staff in his hand with a shamrock carved
at the top.
“Matthew,” the ghost croaked.
“H-how . . . howdoyouknowmyname?”

Matt’s eyeswere largeandbulbous.Full of
worry, fear and shock.
“My name is Patrick, surely you’ve

heard of me, I rid all the snakes in this
damncountry. Anddo I get any sort of rec-
ognition? Hmm? No, never,” the ghost
grumbled.
“Well,Mr Patrick, you did appear inmy

room as a spirit, remembering about the
old Irish culture wasn’t my first thought.
But anyway, why are you here?” Matt was
prone to be sarcastic, even when some-
thing like an alien appears in your room.
“I have a weemission for you. If you ac-

cept, you will be rewarded. If you decline,
youwill be killed,” Patrick informed.
Matt gulped. “Okay . . . what’s this mis-

sion?”
“Apparently, I haven’t got rid of all the

snakes,” St Patrick toldhim.
Matt laughed, deliberately.
“And you have to get rid of it for me,” St

Patrick toldhim.
Matt stopped laughing altogether.
“Farewell,” St Patrick said, and started

to fade away. Then he stopped, as if he re-
membered something important. “By the
way, her name is Sekra, and she can talk.”
Itwasthenthat theghost, thespirit,what-

ever itwas, vanished into thin air.
Matt was certainly an anti-social person,

but he did have one friend. Julian, a total
French mathematical dork. Julian and
Matt were in most of the same classes in St
Johns. So he figured that Julian would be
the perfect person to help him. He pulled
his smartphoneoff his beside locker anddi-
alledJulian’snumber.Hehad itmemorised
so he called it out as he entered it in. After
four rings, Julianpickedup.Therewas a lot
ofbackgroundnoise, andMatt couldhardly
hearhim.

“Julian!Where are you?”Matt asked.
“At the parade meeting! You’re late!”

Julian sounded sopissed off.
“OK, sorry. I’ll be there in five,” Matt

said andhehungup.
He threwonapair of grey tracksuit bot-

toms, and a yellow hoodie. He slipped on
his converse, and scrambled out the door,
shouting a quick “bye” to his parents on
thewayout.
He kept his promise and arrived at the

parade fiveminutes later.
“Julian!” he called out, and slapped his

friend on the back.“You’re late, again!
How many years is this gonna keep hap-
pening,Matt?” Julian started to lecture.
“Dude, theparade is the leastofourwor-

ries right now!
“Ineed yourhelp,”Matt said.
“Whatnow?” Julianmoaned.
Matt knew he’d never believe the true

story, sohe cameupwith a lie on theway.
“My aunt’s snake has run away. We

need to find it!”Matt lied.
“Are youkiddingme?”

“It’s really important. It’s . . . um . . . poi-
sonous!” Julian’s eyes opened wide with
fear and disbelief. He paced over to a large
man and muttered something. The man
said something back, and Julian came run-
ningbackover, zippinguphis coat.
“Allon-sy!”
The ghost had told Matt that the snake

wouldbehidingnear a lot of shamrocks.
“She’s somewhere near a lot of sham-

rocks,”Matt toldJulian, “Idon’t know,may-
be she thinks they’re foodor something?”
“Okay,” Julian said slowly.
They both thought long and hard for the

next fewminutes.
“Ah, mon ami, she must be in the sham-

rock float! Let us go!” Julian suddenly ex-
claimed.
Julian dragged Matt to the town hall,

where all the floats were stored for the pa-
rade at midday. There were floats with lep-
rechauns, and Irish dancing outfits, and
Heineken, and representations of pious St
Patricks.
Matt noticed that none of them looked

like the real one. Julian spotted the Sham-
rock float almost immediately.They sprint-
edover to it and leapt onto it.
“Whatnow?” Julian asked.
Matt looked at Julian, expecting him to

answer. He thought back to the all the
books he read about snakes, but no one
themcameacross as helpful.
“Sekra,” Matt hissed, taking Harry Pot-

ter’s approach, and attempted to speak
Parseltongue.
Therewasno answer.
“Sekra,”Matt called out again.
Suddenly, the two boys heard a noise.

Likeagasp,butquieter. Juliansignalled for
Matt to look in the corner. He trembled as
he took the baby steps towards the curtain
in the corner.
What if the snake reallywaspoisonous?
Whydid theghost pick him?
Wouldhe comeout of thismission alive?
More andmore thoughts like thosewere

scattered through his mind, in that mo-
ment, during that day.Henever quite knew
what happened next. He could feel the
breathof Julianstandingbehindhimonthe
backof his neck.
He stuck his hand out and pulled back

the curtain. There, huddled in the corner
was a frail, young girl, with two slits for a
nose and incredibly bright green eyes . . .

‘‘
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Lights. Sound. Pain.
The only things I

can see and feel. My
vision is blurry, my
head aches. Voices

aroundmeecho frighteningly.
I can’t move. My arms are

numb. My legs are twitching,
my eyes rolling all over the
place to try and figure out
where I am.
Thingsstart to focus,andIbe-

comeawareof theblondewom-
an sitting in front ofme.
“Hello,” she says. Her voice

is smooth and almost soothing.
My stomach tingles. Imanage a
gargle in response.
“Doyouknowwhoyouare?”
No. I don’t. I stare blankly,

and she seems toget it.
“You are Experiment Num-

ber 626. You have survived far
longer than any of our other
tests.”
I remainoddly calm.
“We are going to run amore

physical test on you now. It’s
verybasic. I’msureyou’lldoper-
fectly.”
A needle makes its way into

the sensitive skin of my neck.
Once again the world blurs.

Theneverythinggoes black . . .
I wake up in an area that is

completely white. It hurts my
eyes. I blink rapidly. My head
spins as I push myself to my
feet. There’s a high whistling
sound, followed by static. A
speaker turningon?
The woman from before’s

voice speaks again, somewhere
no doubt far from here. Her
voiceboomsaroundme.

“Hello, 626. Welcome to the
testingarena.Whatyouarecur-
rently standing in is a maze.
Your test is to get to the other
side in the quickest time you
canmanage. You will be joined
bya fewofour . . . less successful
tests in there, so keep an eye
out.Good luck.”
And she was gone again.

Well then. I lookeddown atmy-
self. I wore a pair of white cot-

ton shorts and a matching tank
top.Chilly,butbetter thannoth-
ing, I suppose. I took a deep
breath, and began moving for-
ward. It was so white and bland
I could hardly tell where one
barrier ended and another be-
gan. I ended up walking into
them quite a few times. All I
could dowas ignoremywound-
ed pride and hope I wasn’t be-
ingwatched.
I walked for what felt like

ages, before finally reaching an
open space. Its walls were
white, which was honestly no
surprise, but here and there,
therewere spatters and streaks
of something red thatmademe
feel highly unsettled. Then I
saw the creature in the centre
of the area.
It was one of the ugliest

things I’ve ever seen. Itwaspart
human, part . . . lion? It’s mus-
cles were huge, too huge. The
skin over them was ripped and
bleeding. It’s hair was a shaggy
mess of tangles that hung
across its shoulders. Its eyes
were pure black, no pupils. All
black. It’s knife-like teeth so big
its lips bulged. On the end of its
hands and feet were huge,
sharp nails, covered in dried
blood. And the smell . . . oh,
Lord. I wanted to be sick, but
only managed a small noise of
disgust.
The creature’s ears pricked

and it turned to look at me. Its
lipspeeledbackinasnarl.Show-
ingmoreof those awful teeth. It
lunged at me and I barely man-
aged to jumpout of theway.We
kept going in circles like this,
him coming forme andmenar-
rowly avoiding him. Then my
bare feet slipped from under

me. The creature was on me in
an instant, trapping me under
it. Saliva dripped from its teeth
ontomy cheeks. Its breath held
the coppery smell of blood. I
struggled as I began to panic,
kicked and flailed, but it did
nothing. It seemed to be smil-
ing, amused by my pathetic at-
tempt at getting away. It
opened itsmouth, teethglisten-
ing, brought its head down
againstmy shoulder and . . .
Agony.
Pure, unbelievable agony. I

screamedat the top ofmy lungs
as the creature pulled back, a
large chunk of me in its mouth.
Tears spilled down my cheeks
as I lay there. Themonster hap-
pily chewedhismouthful.
Idon’tquiteknowhowithap-

pened. I don’t think I ever will.
But I remember lifting my
hands, pressing them to what I
couldreachof thecreature. I fo-
cusedallmythoughtsonthean-
ger and fear I felt towards this
thing. Then there was a blind-
ing flash of light. I yelped and
closedmyeyes tight, andwhenI
opened them again, the crea-
ture was gone. Just . . . gone.
Thewalls were covered in fresh
blood and I could see chunks of
the creature’s hair with it. My
palms felt warm, and I turned
them just in time to catch the
last bit of glowing light fade
away in them.What?
I got up. Despite my being

mutilated, I felt completely re-
laxed.Weird. I keptwalking, al-
most disappointed that there
were no more mutants for me
tomakeexplode.
I finally came to an open

spacemuch larger than the last.
The walls were pitch black, a

The sizzling jerk chicken
The smell of the openair.
Fromthis hill I can see
Halfway across the country.
ByGod I love Jamaica.

The freshgrapefruit dangles
Fromthe leafy tree,
The scaly lizards
Swivel in thegrass
Thepoisonous centipedes
In thebathtub
ByGod I love Jamaica

Themarketplace like a roofless
Shoppingcentre
Sobusy and loud
ByGod I love Jamaica.

Grandpa’s restaurant
Serving rice andpeas andcurry
To the locals
Unique foods
Guinips andbulla
So sweet and gingery
ByGod I love Jamaica.
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startling contrast to the pure
white I hadgottenused to.
Sitting in the middle of the

area was a small dark-haired
boy.Hewas chubby, didn’t look
more than six. He watchedme,
those strange stormy grey eyes
cataloguing my every step. I
saw a door in the wall just be-
hind him, and gave him a small
smile, stepping aroundhimand
heading for it. I nevermade it.
My ankle was grabbed and I

was pulled to the floor. I looked
overmy shoulder to see an inky
black shadow wrapped around
myankle.
It had emerged from awrith-

ingmass of them that squirmed
beneath the now standing
child’s feet. They shot at me,
stabbing my arms and my ru-
ined shoulder. I didn’t scream.
It was awful, but I didn’t
scream. I raisedmyhand to one
of the shadows, focused, and
poof, it was gone, disintegrated
into nothing, taking the others
with it.
The boy screeched as if he

were being ripped apart, and as
soon as I was dropped to the
floor, I ran for him, pressingmy
palm to his face. It was satisfy-
ing to watch his head turn to
dust and float to the floor.
I stepped through the door

into what looked like an empty
laboratory.As soon as I stepped
in, a gaggle of scientists began
cheering and whooping, one of
them being the blonde woman
from the beginning. They were
slapping each other on the
back, saying how they’d “finally
done it” and calling themselves
geniuses. I was being complete-
ly ignored. I felt anger boil in-
sideme.
I was the one who had made

it through their stupid maze! I
was the one who had done all
the work!What had they done?
And justwhat thehellwas I?
I felt someone grabme and a

deep voice saying it was time to
putmeawayso Ididn’t “getbro-
ken”, and then I lost it. I broke
free of the hold I was in, and
pressed my hands to the floor.
The current of energy ran
through the floor, up their bod-
ies, into their brains. They all
dropped like flies. I grinned.
What todowith them?
I lookedaroundthepractical-

ly bare room, and my eyes fell
on a table full of syringes and
bottles full ofoddlycoloured liq-
uids,mostofwhichhad that tox-
ic warning label on them. I
steppedupandgrabbedanemp-
ty syringe, filling it with a bub-
bling yellow-green liquid.
I surveyed my once-captors,

coming to a stop at the Blonde
Woman at my feet. I knelt
down, pressing the syringe into
her neck, slowly releasing the
liquids into her veins. She
writhed and screamed, an odd
hissing noise coming from her
skin.
I looked from her, to the sy-

ringe, to the other scientists,
and slowly a wicked, no doubt
manic-looking grin spread
acrossmy face.
Time to experiment . . .

Ihave a suitcase in my
hand. It is big with flow-
erpatternsonits soft fab-
ric. It was given to me
that day when I was only

seven. I had packed my seven
years in my suitcase then. I
have packed 18 years of living,
loathing and a lot of fear in it
now.
I remember our garden

from back then was dotted
once, twice, amillion times; lit-
tle red dots that filled the air
with their sweet smell.
We would run around sing-

ing silly songs and picking the
wild flowers. Then we would
bring them to our mother who
would put them in a jam jar on
the window sill. They would
wither and die by the next day
but it didn’t matter to us be-
cause therewas an infinite sup-
plyof thepoppiesandwewould
just pickmore thenext day.
My mother would bake. She

would bake cakes and cookies
andmake sweet lemonade that
hadsucha taste thatwould stay
inmymouth all day.
Sometimes, when I close my

eyesIcanalmost touch the lem-
onade pitcher, cracked and
overused, on the chipped table
with a plate of oatmeal cookies
by its side, the jam jar on the
window sill, the sunlight seep-
ing through the roughly nailed,
splintery boards covering up
our windows. I see my mother
in themirrorcryingonhermat-
tress.
The mirror had paint on the

sides. Someone had done a
hasty paint job like they had
somethingbetter tobedoing in-
stead of covering our precious
four walls, like we weren’t
worththeir time.Green, thecol-
our of the lead paint on our
walls. Green always reminds
meof . . . I don’t think about the
colourgreen anymore.
In the springtime we would

tie a frayed string between the
tree and a hook. My mother
would hang our clothes on the
line.Wewouldgiveherourwet
clothes and she would hold up
each corner and secure them
with wooden pegs, her dark
brown hair swaying in the
breeze.
When the clothes were dry,

she would fold each shirt care-
fully into the basket. In spring-
time, my mother would let us
singalong toher songs.
I remember that summer.

Wewouldwakeup early just so
thatwecouldswingon theused

tire tied to the tree for even a
second longer and when the
sun fell from its proud place in
the sky, we would run back
home feeling sad we couldn’t
swingoncemore.
The summer breeze carried

the smells of the wild flowers.
My mother would take out her
guitar and sing songs she
wouldmake up as we drifted to
sleep. We slept in the same
room. We used one blanket.
The blanket was once blue, I
used to think, I liked that, blue,
the colour of the home of the
birds.
That summer, I had a yo-yo I

found. It was painted a candy
apple red with a swirl in a hon-
ey spiralling out from the cen-
tre. I spent every moment with
it. It brought me so much joy.
Our laughter would fill every

emptycornerofourhome.Eve-
ry nook was filled with the spe-
cial sound of pure happiness of
children. My yo-yo made that
sound.
In the fall, we would gather

the leaves from the tree and
jump in them for hours. My
mother would make a soup
with leeks she grew in the back
garden. “Five potatoes” she
would say, “keeps a family fed”.
The leek soup smelled like the
leaves turning red. She would
make bread to eat with the
soup.
Our oven would never stay

the same temperature and
would burn the bread but it
would be warm when we came
back home when the sun set.
My mother’s fall song was
sweet. She sang about love and
embers but the words to the
songalways changed.
The winters weren’t like the

rest. The poppies would disap-
pear and we wouldn’t go out-
side to play on the swing. The
coldwould freezeus all theway
to the bone. My mother
wouldn’t make lemonade.
Shadowshung on thewalls and
the floor would suck all of the
warmth out of my feet. My

socks would wear thin and
there would be more holes
than fabric.
My mother never sang

songs. Shewould lie in bed and
wouldn’t speak in the winter.
Sometimes, she would stand in
the kitchen, she would just
stand there looking lost. I was
lost in thewinter.
My mother sang one last

song to us when they came.
They loaded us into a car. They
made us leave our mother.
They made us leave the songs
and the lemonade. My home
was made of warm wood, de-
cayed and splintery. They took
us to a place where everything
was smooth plastic. They were
as cold as white plastic. White
plastic reminds me of . . . it re-
minds me of the salty taste of
my tears. My tears ran down
my cheeks then. My tears have
now run dry. And so has my
fear.
I have a suitcase inmy hand.

It is big with flower patterns on
its soft fabric. I have packed 18
yearsof living loathingand fear
in it now. It is heavy. I put my
suitcase down, force a smile
andwalk away.Maybe I’ll buy a
yo-yo.

Everynookwasfilled
with the special soundofpure

happiness
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‘So you’ll take the
job?” the man’s
voice carried
clearly through
the coffee shop.

“Guess so, you have a deal,
don’t forget your payment,” Ni
replied.
She was incredibly bored

with her timid client. He was
stick thin, with large rounded
glasses and wiry black hair. He
had a thick accent. The man
had terrible taste for meeting
places. Ni always liked noisy,
crowded areas that made it
nearly impossible to be over-
heard. Of course, more sensi-
tive business contracts were
dealt in amore . . . discreet fash-
ion.
The man, (Ni couldn’t re-

member his name) had insisted
on meeting in an old cafe, New
Where, whichwas always quiet
and had few customers. The
place was a dumpwith a putrid
smell that forced Ni to wrinkle
hernose.
Ni got to her feet, abandon-

ing the half empty cup of pun-
gent-tasting tea. She pushed
her dark hair out of her pale
face. The man flinched. Ni held
her hand out with an aura of fi-
nality.
“I’ll get going, don’t worry,

the package is safe with me,”
she drawled out. The client
slowly reached down beside his
chair, long bony fingers grasp-
ing the handle of the blackmet-
al case.He passed it over the ta-
ble. Ni grabbed the case impa-
tiently.

“What’s your name again?”
Ni asked, inspecting the metal
case. Itwas surprisingly light.
“Conner, Conner Green,”

Green gritted his teeth. Ni had
asked for his name three times.
“Areyou sure youcanget the

job done?” Green fidgeted.
“Youdoubtme?”Niasked inno-
cently. Green just grumbled a
reply.
Ni dumped change on the ta-

ble, too lazy to count it out. She
walkedout,hermindbusyplan-
ning her route through the
city’s underground. The job
was a simple one. Deliver the
case toagirl calledMay.Collect
the payment. Job done. Ni con-
tinuedwalkingdown the empty
street. Even the homeless left
this street alone. Something to
do with the local gang war. Ni
didn’t care as long as they kept
their squabbles to themselves.
Thesunbegantoset inaspec-

tacular rainbow of yellows, or-
anges and reds. Ni could feel
the darkness closing in. Old,
crumbling buildings lined the
streets in this part of the city.
Only the poor and forgotten re-
sidedhere. Slowing her breath-
ing,Ni focusedon soundwaves.
As they reached her sensitive
ears, she filtered out the noise.
In the buildings beside her, she
could hearmurmurs of conver-
sation. Strained breathing and
heavycoughingcouldbeheard,
with faint heartbeats, suggest-
ing sleep or sickness. It was
probably the latter.

Ni heard aged doors creak
open and the crunch of feet on
broken glass. She could even
hear the weak gurgling of dirty
watertravelling throughunder-
ground pipes. Sharp eyes
scanned theshadows.Mugging
was common. Taking a left, Ni
sighed, the case swinging by
her side. She went right, into a
narrow lane. Stopping, she
turned around, irritated by her
“shadow”. A pair of gold, glow-
ingeyespeeredaround the cor-
ner.Nigasped. It couldn’t be . . .
The owner of the gold
squeaked with shock, and
turned to bolt.
“Wait! It’s okay, I’m just like

you, I’m not gonna hurt you,”
Ni spoke, softly. With slow, de-
liberate movements, Ni took
out her coloured contact lens-
es. Her brilliant golden eyes
matched her pursuer. The girl
gasped. She was dirty, wearing
ragged clothes, her hair in a
clump.Ni staredat thegirl.The
girl stared at Ni. She couldn’t
have been older than 16. As
their eyes locked, Ni knew, she
just had to look after one of the
last of her kind. Ni didn’t know
much about her golden-eyed
brethren. The only thing she
did know is that theywere rare,
so rare that one could say they
were almost extinct. Hope
flaredthroughher.Thegirl ten-
tatively took a step towardsNi.
“I’m not alone,” she whis-

pered, softly.

The jobwasa
simpleone.

Deliver
thecase toagirl
calledMay

‘‘
Have you ever had that feeling
of such great hatred and anger
that it consumes you?
You know, that blood-boiling

rage?
When your face flushes? And

your head is reeling to the point
where you almost explode with
rage, your hate-filled body in
parts round the room?
That’s how I feel when I go to

school. I would rather be stung
ontheeyeballbyabee thango to
that school onemore time.

I would rather jump off the
Empire State Building and land
ina pit of plug tops andLego.
Today, I would rather drink

bleach.
The student body of Equity

High,homeofexemplaryeduca-
tion, are more sickening to me
than that two-fingeredmanwho
mugged me on the subway. At
least, he onlymuggedmeonce.
Equity High, what a laugh!

Home of Exemplary Education,
how ironic! I doubt if over a doz-

en of them can accurately recite
their ABCs. They’re only at this
school because Daddy must
have only the best for his pre-
cious Carter and darling Poppy.
NewYork’s finest! Of course, he
wouldn’t bother spending
one-tenth of the timeequivalent
to the money it costs to make
them go away. They don’t seem
tomind. Sowhy should I care?
One thing I do care about is

how much these students get
away with. Interestingly, what

yougetawaywith is indirectpro-
portion to the credits carried by
your family name.
Let me illustrate. Erika Gil-

more was sent home yesterday
for dress-code violation. Coinci-
dentally, this happened 10 days
after her father was charged
with embezzlement. Anthony
Pascott was caught red-handed
smoking a joint in the courtyard
aweekafterhis fatherwasmade
a congressman. I saw it myself.
Our admirable leader, Principal
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Itug harder on the worn
edgesof the fabric,wrap-
pingmyself further inmy
torn, patchwork coat in a
desperate bid to warm

myself. A fine mist spills out in
front ofme at every breath.The
city is silent now. All the street
vendors have packed up their
stalls, all the busy shoppers
have returned home, and the
once full car parks stand still
andempty.Thestreetsaredeso-
late, apart from the odd drunk
shambling home, or a stray dog
poking its nose into an up-
turned bin. As I make my way
slowly down the street, I feel
desperately alone, despite the
fact that behind those windows

and walls and doors are hun-
dreds of thousands of people.
But I amnot like them.
By day, men in suits turn

their noses at the sight of me,
people cross the street to avoid
me and tired mothers drag
their children away from me. I
am an outcast. It is my own
fault, they say.
I am too lazy to get a job, or I

spend all my money on alcohol
and drugs. I am a bad person,
they might say. Better on the
streets than working in our
schools and homes and busi-
nesses.
I bring my cupped hands to

my face and blow in the hopes
of preventing the dull numb
feeling that is creeping through
the fingers. My boots are still
wet from the rain earlier and
there is slight squelch as I walk.
I have given up hope of keeping
my feet from going numb, and
simply hope Iwill still be able to
walk at amanageable speed.
Howdid I get here?
It was not the highest paying

of jobs, I will admit, but it was a
job. It was enough for me. I
could afford a little apartment
and I had enough left over for
dinners. I had liked it too. I was
good at gardening. I had never
been good at maths or writing
or languages, but gardening,
now that was something I was

good at it! I could grow the
brightest roses and I knew the
best anti-weed techniques. I
knew which flowers best com-
plimented violets and where to
get thebest seeds, butagarden-
er is just notall that important a
job.
He had been nice about it,

and I knew he didn’t want to let
me go. He had given me three
weeks’ wages, which was much
more than he was required to,
which was very kind of him. He
had tried to explain that he
didn’twant todo it.
But with the economy and

the petrol prices and every-
thing, he couldn’t afford to
keep me on and do the tulips
and how they really were lovely
tulips but he just had to make
some cuts and all that. It was
okay, I didn’tblamehim. Icould
findmorework, I toldhim.
I couldn’t.
I was able to keep the apart-

ment fora fewmoreweeks,pay-
ing rent with what I’d got left. I
didn’t havemuch in thebank. It
was November when I had to
give up the apartment. It had
been hard, seeing it go. I had
spent a long time in that apart-
ment. I grewmy own tomatoes
on thewindowsill. It had been a
small, slightly smelly little
place, but I had loved it all the
same. I went easily. I had taken

my gardening boots,my wallet,
my oldwatch, a pair of gloves, a
changeofclothes,myhatandof
course, my coat. The nice man
who owned the apartment had
let me take my time, say good-
bye to the old place. We had
shakenhandsandgoneoursep-
arateways.
That first November was the

worst month. I didn’t know
what to do. I had been foolish
enough to spend most of my
money staying in a hotel until I
couldfindanother job,andwith-
in a week I had run out of mon-
ey. It had surprised even me
howutterly unprepared I was. I
spentthe first twodays justwan-
dering the city hoping for amir-
acle, a job application that fell
fromthe skywithdoublemyold
wages. When I slipped on ice
and almost broken my knee I
had wizened up. I spent a day
trying to findagoodplace, and I
eventually settledonapedestri-
an bridge over the river where
lots of people pass by. So, I had
sat down, wrapped my coat
around myself and placed my
hat down in front of me. I col-
lected¤8and37 cent that day.
It’s January now, and things

aren’t any better. I had gotten a
little bit more money over
Christmas, when everybody
was a lot more generous. One
nice young man had given me

¤30. But now, the magic of the
holidayswas gone and replaced
with a cold bitterness. People
don’t have time for me. They
are focused on their jobs and
their cars and the newspapers,
and that’s okay. If Iwas still gar-
dening I know I’d be the same. I
didn’t judge anybody. It would
solvenothing.
I had failed in keeping my

hands warm, and they’re red
and throbbing. I plunge them
deeper into my pockets. It’s
much colder tonight and my
legs feel like they don’t belong
tome.
My walking is wobbly and

shaky. I know I can’t go any fur-
ther, so I cross the road to
where there are arches in the
doorways.
That will shelter me, at least

somewhat. I am having trouble
keepingmy eyes open, and I’ve
just noticed I’m shaking. I
crouch down in the cover of the
arch and make myself as com-
pact as I can with my back the
way it is. I blow on my fingers
again andwrapmy coat further
aroundmyself, but I do not feel
the cold anymore. I do not real-
ly feel much of anything any-
more, although I am still shak-
ing. There’s no point in worry-
ing about it now. There’s no
way I could walk anywhere else
even if I tried. I closemyeyes.

Burlesconi, didn’t even make a
call home. What a sham! There
are some boys who are a little
more relaxed than the girls and
there are a few who actually
work hard for their grades.
Most . . . well, let me give you a
sample of hallway conversation
over-heard yesterday
“C’mon Zachery, man. What

happenednext?
Well, my man, let’s just say

there was some high grade
scotch.Andwhathappens in the
backofa limo inMonacostays in
thebackof a limo inMonaco.
They all erupt with laughter

and cheer. Fist pumps. High
fives.
The girls are worse. Vicious.

It’s like they have blades for
tongues and every time they

sneer, every time they open
their mouths, these razor sharp
weapons slice at your being,
searing you.
IremembermyfirstdayatEq-

uity. I remember walking up
those smooth granite steps. It
was a long walk with all those
eyes burning holes in your face.
There was Olivia Highwell,
Queen Bee, plaid skirt, Star-
bucks frappuccino in hand. She
has the pure and innocent look
down pat; pale skin, chestnut
brown hair in perfect curls, the
brightest smile, pearly white
teeth, but with eyes as cold as
Medusa’s and just as effective.
“So this is Queens,” she said

with the smallest smile I have
ever seen. She turned on her
heels and walked away. My

heart fell intomy stomach.
She started it. It has never

stopped.
“Here comes Queens. Cover

your face. They have diseases in
Queen’s there’s no cure for.”
Hey Queens! You dress like a

homeless. Where did you get
those shoes?The thrift?”
That’s how they are. You

should hear the way they speak
to their maids. Julia Newcomen
is a junior – a juniorOliviaHigh-
well. Shedelayed the start of les-
son today by conducting a loud
conversation with her maid.
Here’s a sample:
“You get me that cocktail

dress for theHopeGala. Youget
it, or you’ll find yourself back in
Russia with nothing to your
name, but a failed American ex-

perience.”
When I worked last summer

at Walmart, I thought I’d seen
the heights of humiliation. I
didn’t know thehalf of it.
They are so spoilt. I get up at

6am every morning and eat my
breakfast on the subway from
Queens. I walk five blocks. They
are picked up every morning by
sleek black Mercedes and
emerge like butterflies at the
steps of the school. It’s like the
bloodyOscars.
The students in this school

look down on everyone and it
makesmybloodboil.
Ihaveneverhadanyonedisre-

spectme like theydo.Don’t I de-
serve their respect? Couldn’t
they learn something fromme?
I amtheir teacher, after all.
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She was 82 years old.
When had the years
slipped so surrepti-
tiouslypast, shewon-
dered. Her grey eyes

darted around the ballroom
from behind her silver framed
glasses as she surveyed the
scenebeforeher.
A sad excuse for a wedding,

really. Most of the guests were
too old and tired to stay up late
so they had limped off to bed.
The remainder had decided to
shuffle awkwardly on the dance
floorwhile thegroomlookedon
delightedly at his rejuvenated
friends.
“Aren’t I lucky?” theoldwom-

an thought. “How did Imanage
to land such a catch?” She
chuckled to herself and gazed
at the gold watch on her new
husband’s wrist. She wondered
howmuchitwasworthandwon-
dered if it was a genuine Rolex
likeher first husband’s.
Her eyes swept the room

again. This time they landed on
the three-tiered wedding cake
on the table, perfectly framed
by a bay window that gazed out
at theJuneevening.Acake. Ital-
ways started with a cake. This
cake was her favourite. Unlike
the other three, it had been
piped to perfection. Itswhite ic-
ingglistened like freshsnow. Its
dusty pink coloured sugar flow-
ers matched the roses in her
hair.
The little bride figure

perched atop the third tier
didn’t resemble her at all. She
wasnewandplastic.Herplastic
face plastered with a plastic
smile and her plastic hair stuck
to her plastic head. The old
woman was certainly not new.
She was wrinkled and wizened.
Years of experience under her
belt. Sheknewevery trick in the
book and that book, if it had
ever been published, would be
How To Kill Your Husband –
The Modern Day Housewife’s
Guide.
Why would she kill her hus-

band? Why would she kill her
husbands? I guess the secret
would die with her. She always
got awaywith it.
The first husband was a total

darling. They had met and fall-
en in love in the 1950s. He had
the perfectly coiffed hair and
the pressed suit a perfect hus-
band should have. Every morn-
inghewouldgo toworkwithhis
briefcase in his hand and his
coat slung over one shoulder.
Thewaxed carwouldpull out of
the driveway at exactly seven
o’clock and its headlights
wouldn’t shine through the liv-
ing room window till he re-
turned at seven o’clock that
evening. The door would swing

open and she would be greeted
with “Put the kettle on dear”.
He’d kiss the top of his new
wife’s head and call her “An-
gel”. She loved when he called
her that. Her heart shaped face
would light up, filled with the
ebullience unique to newly-
weds.However, in time she had
come to learn that someone
else loved being called “Angel”
and that most offices closed at
five . . .
WhenhecamehomeoneFri-

day evening, the house was
bathed in candlelight. Perched
in pride of place on the pristine
kitchentablewasabeautiful an-
gel cake, which she had slaved
over all day. Its cerise and snow
white icing lingered in globules
onthe sidesof thecake.Hecut a
slice. The sleeping pills were
strong.
At the wedding, the woman

gazed at her new husband’s
watch again. The gold plating
glittered, each sparkle glinting
in time to themusic. It was hyp-
notic.
Her second husband had

been like that: hypnotising. He
had found her hypnotising too.
He was extravagant, and had
plenty ofmoney.He didn’t wor-
ry about money. Not unlike
many others though, behind
that polished and professional
façade that he had invested so
much in, the tiny cracks be-
trayed immense stressandwor-
ry. Rumour had it, he had had a
hand in one too many suspi-
cious deals. She discovered the
problem when he tried to sell
her jewellery and their house.
He tried to appease her with a
trip to an exotic island: an is-
landwith a name so exotic they
forgot how to pronounce it two
seconds after the travel agent

said it. But this time appease-
ment wouldn’t work. The tropi-
cal tastingcoconutcakewas the
last meal they shared together,
andhehadbarely left a crumb.
Her second husband made

her bitter, but when she
learned that his body had been
discovered in a hotel room un-
der circumstances almost as
shady as his business dealings,
his insurancepolicyhadbeen in-
credibly generous. So generous
in fact, that she stayed a long
while on that exotic island.
That’s where she met husband

number three.
Her third husband had been

afriendof the first.Shehadnev-
er heard of him before their en-
counter on the exotic island,
butwaspleased todiscover that
at odds with his persona as the
Big City Lawyer, he was actual-
ly rather charming. He bought
her diamonds and an apart-
ment in the city, and on her
40th birthday he bought her a
dog. They were blissfully hap-
py. That was until one night
when they were eating slice af-
ter slice of a decadent Devil’s

Enniscorthy
Vocational College,
Wexford

EmmaRonan

Age16

APoemforaBestFriend

Age15

‘‘

Fighting Words 2015

TheGirlandtheCake

Alexandria
Fagan

StColmcille’s
CommunitySchool,
Knocklyon

Ourcheeks are rosy,
We’rewrappedup cosy,
Inblankets,
Onyour double bed.
Watching sci-fi,
Wastingwi-fi,
Surfingwebsites,
Limbs like lead.
Laughing loudly,
Pointingproudly,
At thebrothers,
On the screen.
Wesurf the channels,
Wearing flannels,
Like thebrothers
we lookmean
Oneof themdies.
“Itmust be lies!!!”
You scream, I laugh,
It happensall the time.

Butwe’renot like that,
Sister, friend.
I’ll bewith you
Till the end.

Shehadcome to
learn that someone
else lovedbeing
called

‘Angel’
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War,Famine andPestilence sit
togetherarounda table in silence,
waiting and looking irritated.Death
enters

Famine: (stands)Andwhat timedo
youcall this,might I ask?

Death: (sheepishly) Sorry, I know
I’m late.Workwas just really busy
today.

Famine:That’swhat you say every
day.

Death:Well, today itwasn’tMY
fault. (Looks atWar.)

War: Iwas just doingmy job.Unlike
you, I have towork for it, instead of
waiting for other people to do things.

Death: Itmight not bewhat you’re
used to, but I have todo about twice
asmuchas you.

Pestilence: (disappointed)Whatev-
er aboutworking late, you could
have at least phonedahead.We
wouldhavewent onwithout you
(motions towards cards on the
table).

Death: (despondently)Look, I said
that Iwas sorry.

Pestilence: (grumbles) Iwas really
looking forward to it too.

War:Yeah.All of uswere.

Famine:You just don’t get it.When
wework,weworkwell andhard.
And then there arequiet times,when
there’s nowork for us at all. Theonly
things thatwehave to look forward
to are things like this. Andyou just
ruin them.

Death: If it reallymeans thatmuch
to you,whydon’t you just play
withoutme?

Pestilence: (bitterly)Wedon’t play
without youbecause ofwhat hap-
pened last time.Orhave you forgot-
ten the2012Apocalypse ruse?

Death:Oh, comeon.Thatwas
funny.Thehumanswere terrified.

Pestilence:For you,maybe, butnot
forus, that’s ourmainpurpose.
That’swhywe’re here.Andyou just
went andmadea jokeout of it.

War: (angrily) Itmade a jokeout of
us.

Death: If it annoys youguys that
much, then,when the time really
does come, I’ll confess to thewhole
thing.

Famine:No, you take credit for
everything.You’re theonlyHorse-
men that the humansknow. If
someonedies of hunger, it’sDeath’s
fault.

War: If someonedies in battle, is it
War,who cause thewhole thing?No,
it’sDeath’s fault.

Pestilence:And if somebodydies of
theBubonicPlague,whowas it?
Death.

Death:That’s notmy fault. It’s the
humans.

War:Don’t try to blame thehumans.
Wewerearound longbefore they
walked theEarth.Weall know that
youplanned this. Youprobably
appeared to awriter and threatened
themin a vision.
(Death starts to squirmat their

glares.)

Famine: I knew it.

Death:Alright, sowhat if I did?

Pestilence: (furious) Sowhat?They
knowonequarter of us. You take all
the credit. This is a hugedeal.

Death: I didn’t think of that at the
time. I thought thatwewerea couple
of years away from theApocalypse.
If I’d known that itwould take this
long, Iwouldn’t havedone it.

War:That’s a lie and youknow it.

Death:Prove it.

Famine:We’re spendingeternity
together.Wewill (smiles deviously,
lookingatWarandPestilence).

Lights godownasWar,Famine and
Pestilence all burst into evil laughter

Chocolate Cake. It was sticky
and sugary and no bite never
tasted like enough. They had
both indulged in a bit toomuch
wine. They were laughing and
joking, hanging over the balco-
ny of the apartment when her
husband asked her what was
the most terrifying thing she’d
everdone.
“I killed my first husband,”

she said between hiccups be-
fore proceeding to break into
fits of laughter. Thewine tasted
funny.His expression changed.
He knew. He had known all
along.
“It was horrible, Officer! He

slippedand–oh!Hesmashed to
pieces, didn’t he?!”Shecouldn’t
continueany further.
“It’s all right. It’s okay.

Would you like a slice of this
chocolate cake? You look like
you’re about to faint. Miss?
Miss?”
“Excuseme,Miss? Or should

I say Missus? Would you like a
slice of ourwedding cake?”
The woman snapped back to

reality. She was back sitting
with roses in her hair. This hus-
band was different. They had
known each other a long time.
A baker. Hewas kind and could
bake almost as well as she
could. He had baked the wed-
ding cake. Shewanted to forget
her past and even share her
wealth from her previous mar-
riages.
She picked up her fork and

gingerly pushed the knife into
the crunchy biscuit cake. She
raised the fork to her mouth.
Mmm. Incredible. It couldmelt
in your mouth and the sugar
flowers were sweet and light as
a feather. A few more bites
were pierced by the fork . . .
There was a strange aftertaste.
This wasn’t like the practice
cakes. It had flavours of vanilla
and something muchmore sin-
ister. Her heart began to beat
faster. The plastic bride figure
gazedout thewindow.Herplas-
tic feet frozen on this incredible
confection.
“It tastes great, doesn’t it?”
“Mhmm.”
“I tried a few different reci-

pes but I think this is the win-
ner.”
“Mhmm. What’s that after-

taste I’mgetting?Coffee?”
“Ohnodear, that’s revenge.”
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I regret not sittingdownwith you,
Andholding your frail hand.
I regret just standing in the corner,
Watching youbreathe,
And just giving the passing remarkwhen I
needed to.
I regret not telling you just howmuch I loved you,
Andwhat exactly youmeant tome.

Butwhat I don’t regret is going any chance there
was to see you,

And standing in that corner for hours;
Studying your face.
Remembering your face.

Butnow, SaturdayMornings never happen,
And sitting in that garden feels lonely.
Even though the flowers still bloom,
And the apples are still growing;
It feels colourless anddead.
Where I oncewas content andat ease, is nowa
place of requiemanddespair.

It’s comingup toChristmasnow,
You said you’d be here for that;
And I looked forward to it.
But Iwon’t have that now.

What I still have are thememories,
The secrets,
The jokes.
But it’s gettingharder to laughwhen the best
lines came fromyou,
And I’m struggling to remember your voice.

It startedout new.
Thebusinessman

slipped it onand it smelt
of fresh leather and
opportunity.

Hehad spent far toomuch
moneyon it, he knew that, but
hewould earn it back, hewas
certain.Ashe stared athis
reflection in thewindowof the
subway train, his fingers
tingledwith the thrill of
excitingprospects. Itmade
him look like a somebody
insteadof anobody.That’s
whathe thought anyway.He
pushedbackhis greasedhair,
smoothedhis suit and straight-
enedhis tie.
Hewore it to the interview,

into the officeon the51st floor.
It complementedhis best
shoes that hehad spent hours
polishingvigorously, until they
shone.Ashe sat in the recep-
tionwith thepolishedglass
windows, he stareddownat the
city.
Thegreat sprawling city that

was so far away fromhome.He
triednot to let his fear of
heights botherhim.Hehad
neverbeenup this far before.
Buthedidn’t let his nerves
show,not in front of the other
10people alsowaiting.
Hegot the job.Heknewhe

would.Howcould theynothire
himwhenheworkedharder,
and foughtharder than anyone
elseheknew?
Hewore it towork every

day, into theofficewith the
shinydesks.Hewore it ashe
workedhiswayup through the
building, charming everybody
ashewent.
Eventually, thebusiness-

manoutgrew the coat, andhe
barely evennoticedwhenhe
left it behind at a very impor-
tantmeeting.Hegot thedeal
hewanted, and everything else
seemed irrelevant, as hewent
off to celebratewithhis
colleagues.
Itwas slungover thebackof

the chair, in the empty confer-
ence roomwhen the cleaner
came tomop the floors.Hedid
hiswork slowly and steadily
becausehehadno real reason
to gethome.His son, the
aspiringwriter,was gone for
theweekendandeven though
his apartmentwas tiny, it felt
emptywithout him.
Hepickedup the coat to

stack the chairs and itwas
heavy in his hands, thick and
warm.Heheld it up. Itwas only
slightlyworn, still a fine coat. It
looked like itwould be the
perfect size for his son.
Heknewhe shouldhand it

in, buthe also knew therewas a
whole pile of neglected coats
thatnever got claimed.
Hedesperatelywanted

something to givehis son,
becauseusually all he had to
offerwas abed in a small and
shabby room.Hewanted to
givehis son theworld, because
hedeserved it.
Sohe took it. Even though it

naggedhis conscious slightly,
itwasworth itwhenhewel-
comedhis sonhomewith it.
His son’s eyes lit up andhe
smiled that beautiful smile of
his.He lied about howhegot it
andhis sonput it on straight
away.
Hewore it to thepark,

wherehe sat on abench for
hours,watching theworld go
by, andwriting.
The coat kepthimwarm

fromthebitter autumnwinds
andhe cameeveryday,while
the seasons stained the leaves
gold, and thewinter sent them
cascading to theground.
Hecame therewhen spring

showed its first signsof new
beginnings.Thepocketwas
theperfect size forhis note-
book.Hewore the coat to the
meetingwith thepublisher,
the smilingwomanwho told
him that they lovedhis novel.
Hewore it to theprinters,

where it got ink splattered and

hedidn’t evennoticebecause
hewas so enchanted,watching
hiswords, his thoughts, being
boundbetween acover.
Thewriter cameback to the

park the next summerand
found that itwas toowarm for
the coat, sohe shrugged it off
ashe sat on thebench, still
watching theworld.
Hewas lost in thoughtwhen

aman cameup tohim, smiles
andnerves, askinghimabout
hisnovel. Theybegan to talk,
and then towalk, a friendship
blossomingeffortlessly
beneath the trees.
Hedidn’t comeback to get it

becauseother things suddenly
seemed farmore important.
The couple found it on the

benchwhen it started to rain,
suddenly andheavily.
The rain caught thephiloso-

pherand theprocrastinator
walking through theparkby
surprise but they just laughed,
sohappy in eachother’s
presenceas theywere.
Thephilosophergrabbed

the coat fromthebench and
held it over bothof them. She
lookedat the procrastinator
shiveringunderneath the coat,
mascara runningdownher
face.
Itwas in thatmoment, the

philosopher later thought, as
shewatched theprocrastina-
tor laughing, her drenched

hair clinging toherhead. It was
in thatmoment, thephiloso-
pheralways thought, that she
fell in lovewithher.
Thephilosopher took the

procrastinator’s hand inhers.
Itwas cold and shivering.Even
still, theywalked slowly, the
coatwrapped around them,
neitherwanting to leaveeach
other just yet. Theywalked
aroundpast theboathouse,
even though itwas the longer
way to go, talking and laugh-
ing.
Thephilosopherwalked the

procrastinator home, and as
she left her at thedoor she
finallywas brave enough to
kiss her.
Thephilosopherwalked

home in the rain, smiling the
wholeway.
The coatwas abandoned in

the street, left on the pave-
ment, drenchedand crumpled.
Itwas like thatwhen the

manstumbledupon it, still too
sober, so that everything
seemedharsh andcold.
Hehadbeenwandering all

day, all evening, buthehadno
where to go.Hepicked the coat
upandput it on. Itwasdamp
and ink-stained andwornbut it
still felt of love andhopeand
opportunities.
Hedrew the tattered coat

closer aroundhimandwalked
out into thenight.

Tattered
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Idon’t know what I’m do-
ing here. Come on! Real-
ly?
The jangle of the war-

den’s key is slowly but
surely drivingme crazy.
I’m only two weeks into a

six-monthsentence.Twoevent-
ful months. I don’t know how I
will survive.
I don’t know if I am surviv-

ing. But strange to say, I have
reason tobeglad I’m still here.
Theday I arrived, therewere

four bunks in the cell. Only one
wasoccupied.
I have trust issues. You

would too, if you hadmy family
history.
I was actually relieved to

meet my roommate. Sure, she
was strange. Everyone in here
is strange. But shewasnice and
I likedher. PoorBelle!
I remember the first time I

saw her. She was sitting in the
corner as I entered the cell,
holding my sheets and pillow
close to my chest. I was nerv-
ous.Notat being lockedup. I’ve
been locked up before, but I
neverhad to sharemy cell.
Belle was holding a little tea

cupand singing.
Shedidn’t lookup.

“Hey!”
No reply.
I looked around the room.

Therewasa framedpictureof a
strange-looking animal.
Ha1f-man, half-bear. She fol-
lowed my gaze. Her eyes set-
tled on the picture and she
smiled. “Hey!Myname’sSnow.
What’s yours?”
She just hummed toherself.
I began making my bed. A

bell rang somewhere beyond
thedoor. It seemedto interrupt
her thoughts and she looked at
me.
“I’m sorry. I was singing to

my friend. She loves to hearme
sing. She’s delightful. You’ll
likeher.Hername isMrsPotts.
She’s just thebest little teapot”
Hold up!Did she just say tea-

pot?NO!
She was quite talkative once

shegot started.
“I’m a miscarriage of jus-

tice,” she said. “I’m here be-
cause I fell in love. I got 18
months forbeing in love.That’s
why theyputmehere.”
“Did youkill him?”
“Kill him. Heavens no! I love

himstill.”
What awhacko!
HernamewasBelle.Accord-

ing to her, shemarried a beast,
andwill probablybemoved toa
place for the clinically insane.
She talked to the cutlery. She
talked to her clock. Shehad put
in a complaint that they took
her candelabraaway.Hisname
was Lumiere. He was French.
Imagine!
I suppose she was seriously

ill, but I considered myself
blessed to be sharing a cell with
suchagentlesoul.Andherchat-
terwasdistracting.
Then Red arrived. She went

down for breaking and enter-
ing.
You soon learn that every-

one in the joint has a story. And
everyone is innocent. Red was
not as crazy as Belle was, but
she too saw herself as a victim
of the system.
All she ever said about her

crime, was that he had big eyes
and big ears. He deservedwhat
he got. She was only trying to
saveher granny.

The fourth guest of the state
to arrive was Goldilocks. I as-
sume it was her street name.
She had unnaturally golden
hair and she looked a little
young tobe in the system.
Young as shewas, shewas as

hard asnails.
That first day, she just

walked into the room like she
owned it. She triedout all of the
beds, climbed onto Belle’s and
fell asleep. Pre-teens! Who
needs them!
We didn’t argue with her.

Shewas only a kid after all, and
I have to admit she was kinda
scary. You develop an instinct
for that kind of thing in the
joint.
I wasn’t wrong. It turned out

they tried for as an adult. She
was in for a triple homicide.
We left her toherselfmostly.

Sometimes, in the joint, surviv-
al is about knowing when to
talk and knowing when to shut
up.
Goldilocks got a job in the

kitchen. That’s where she got
theblade.
ThenightBelle died, Iwasn’t

there. I had called a guard. I
needed to relieve my bladder.
When I came back Belle’s life-
less body was lying in a pool of
blood on the floor. Nobody
knew who’d done it, but Red
wasblamed.Shehadabladeun-
derher pillow.
They took Red away that

night.
I didn’t do this, she said. She

looked at me, and I just knew
shewas telling the truth.
Iwas left in thecellwithGold-

ilocks.
I spent three more sleepless

nightswith thatmaniac.
I knew she’d go for it as soon

as she could lay her hands on a
weapon. I thought I had more
time. She was confined to the
cell.
I didn’t think she’d try to kill

mewithher barehands.
Sohowam Ihere, telling you

this tale?
Hey! I forgot to tell you my

bad.
I’m in here for faking my

owndeath.
Howdo you like that?
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Surroundedbya lot of people
Curious aboutwhat is goingon
I look aroundandwonder
Questions fillingmyhead.

I say tomyself
What is going on?
Wherearewegoing?
Iwonder.

I askMum
What is happening?
Peoplewithguns
Takingus to this unknownplace
Everyonewith their handsup,
She just sighs and says
Itwill be ok.

I’mscared, afraid
Ofwhat’s going tohappen
At this unknownplace,

Iwant to cry buthold it in
I closemyeyes
Wait,
Hope,
Wonder.

Unknown
Place

Beaufort College,
Navan

AbiAdeniyi

Age18

This is oneof eight short plays
recently produced in aplaywrit-
ingproject atFightingWords
in collaborationwith theAbbey
Theatre.

Alex aMauritian boyaged 11
Siobhanan Irishgirl aged 10

Scene 1
Ina classroomat school. Alex
sits ona chair centre-stage,
speakingdirectly to the audi-
ence. Siobhan is in the back-
ground,not paying attention to
Alex.

Alex: It’s so easy towatch
peopledie.OnTVof course.
We’ve almost becomenumb . . .
so desensitisedwhenwe talk
aboutdeath, ye know.Like a
film is crap if noone dies, isn’t
it?
It’s likewe’re allwaiting and

rooting for someone to die.
Please, anyone, anywhere, just,
die. Because if no onedies then
it’s just boring, isn’t it?

Pause.

When someonedies, not onTV,
now,but in real life, noone
really cares anymore.We’re so
used to seeing the “RIPGran-
da”or “Heavengot an angel
today”onFacebookan’ all.
Like, that’s so stupid.

Pause.

“And they, since they/Werenot
theonedead, turned to their
affairs.”Robert Frostwrote
that. I don’t knowmuchabout
himbut I knowhewas right
about that.
Noonegives a damn. It’s the

natural order of things. So, go
on, turn to your ownaffairs. It’s
completely normal andokay if
someonedies.

Pause.Looks at audience.

Siobhanapproaches andAlex
jumpsat the sight of her. She
caughthimby surprise as he
didn’t know that shewas
lurking in thebackground.
Lightning speed.

Siobhán: Eh,whydo youhave a
girl’s name?Alexandra.That’s
a girl’s name isn’t it? It is! It is a
girl’s name.But youdon’t look
likea girl. Is it because you’re
fromadifferent country? So
like theyname theboys after
girls. I don’t understand.That’s
weird.You’reweird.Whyare
younot saying anything?Come
on say something.
Canyounot talk?Likewhat

are youdoing? I’mSiobhan.
What’s yourname?Ohyeah,
it’sAlexandra. Sorry, I forgot.
Are younot allowed to talk to
me? I’mnot supposed to talk to
youeither, but likewhatever.
Oh, so you can’t speakEnglish?
Doyou speakEnglish?Ohokay,
no.Ohwell, you’ll learn.That’s
what school is for. I still can’t
get over the fact that youhave a
girl’s name.Are yougay?Myda
says that it’swhenboys hold
otherboys hands andkiss each
other and stuff.Homos.That’s
just gross. I can’t picture that in
myhead.Anyway, like, you
don’t talk verymuch.
That’sweird. You’reweird.

Alex: I... umm... I don’t really...

Blackout.

Scene2
Outside in the yard.Alex sits
cross-legged onabench reading
TheCatcher inTheRye.His
diary is on the bench. Siobhan
enters skipping. Lightning
speed.

Siobhán:HeyAlex.Ohmygod!
Likewhat are youdoing?Are
you reading?Are you reading

during lunchtime?You’re
meant tobeplaying.Now, I
don’twanna bemeanor
anythingbut like the kidswill
thinkyou’re aweirdo if you
readduring lunchtime. If you
want tomake friends, youhave
tomake the effort. At least try
to fit in. You’re asking for it if
you sit here, crossing your legs
reading. It’ll be your own fault.
Like I’m just trynabenice,
telling you this. Just listen.
Don’t hateme.Myda says only
D4people read. You’renot a
D4, are ye?Youdon’twanna be
D4aroundhere.Da says that
they’re the poshones that live
inBallsbridge.
They talk all proper and

they’re really stuckup cuz they
think they’re god’s giftwith all
theirmoney.And theywear
UGGboots all the time, even in
the summer.Don’t be like
them?Okay?Cuz they’reweird.

Pause.

Siobhan turns to exit.

Siobhán:Well…see you later.

Alex:Wait, I haven’t even….

Alex is still on thebench.He
puts thebookdown. Picksup
his diary andwrites. Lights are
dimmed.AlthoughAlex is
writing, hedelivers this
monologue to the audience.

Alex: So there’s this girl atmy
school.At first, I could barely
understandwhat shewason
about. It’s all gibberish.Well, it
probablyhas something todo
with the fact that I can’t
understandor speakEnglish
properly butmakesno sense at
all! I never really paymuch
attention toher anymore.
Maybe it’s because she speaks
so fast.Everyone speaks so fast
here.Everything’s sodifferent.
Like the leaves, they’rebrown
here. BROWN! I’venever seen
brown leaves inmy life before.
Ugh, I don’t like it here. Imiss
homeand ImissDarren.

Pause. Sighs.
Anyway, so this girl. I can’t even
pronouncehername. Seeebbh-
hh. Sive. SShiiobonor some-
thing like that.Well, she seems
likea nice personat first but
she really isn’t.Her dad says
this, her dad says that.Who the
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Eat a rat, chilli peppers or poison
Hotwax
Orawholewatermelon inone go.
Throwa cat out thewindow,
ClimbMountEverest,
Pull a donkey’s tail,
Jumpoff a cliff,
Dive into a shark’smouth,
BuyaRangeRover,
Drinkboilingwater from thekettle,
Go skydiving into an active volcano,
Teara butterfly’swings,
Build amansion,
Get strangledbyanoctopus,
Sniff a chocolate scented candle.

Beaufort College,
Navan

hell careswhat yourdad thinks.
Andherdaddoesn’t seem…
likea goodperson,which
means that SHE isn’t a good
person too. Shewon’t stop
annoyingme.
Maybe she doesn’t know

she’s doing it. And I get an-
noyedover the simplest things.
Darren’s birthday is comingup
soon. It’ll be interesting to see
whatMamdoes this year. I
hope she’ll bake again this year.
I hope I’ll get to eat somebefore
she throws it away.

Blackout

Scene3. Classroom.Alex and
Siobhan sit in their seats.
Lightning speed.

SIobhán: I actually hate school
sooomuch. I don’tmind seeing
my friends and stuff but I really
don’t like having to get up from
mycomfy bedwhen it’s cold
and rainy.And always raining
here.Andhomework!Don’t get
me started onhomework. I
hatedoinghomework! But I
have to learn, though.Mydad
hasa good job. Like I don’t
really knowwhat it’s about but

hewent to school andhegets
paid loads now.He says I need
tobegood too in school so that I
canget a jobwhen I’molder.
Only people that go to school
get jobs. But he says that it’s not
fair that other people come
here and take all the jobs cuz
thenwebecomepoor. But…I
mean.

Alex:Will you stopdoing that?

Siobhán:What?

Alex: Insultingme…but not in
anobviousway.

Siobhán:What?

Alex: It’s not abig deal. But it’s
like little comments here and
there.

Siobhán: I don’t evenknow
what you’re talkingabout.

Alex:Maybe youdon’t know
you’redoing it. But sometimes
you say things that are just
weird.

Siobhán:NO!You’reweird.
YOU!Da…

Alex: I don’t carewhat yourda
thinksand says. I don’t care!

Siobhán: Look, I’m just tryna
help you. Youdon’t have any
friendsand you look so sadall
the time.

Alex: I didn’t ask you to talk to
me.Leavemealone. Stay on
your sideof the fence.

Siobhán: Ooook.Well….sorry
for trying tobe nice! Iwas just
trynahelp youcuz youdon’t
have any friends. I’mnot even
suppose to talk….
Siobhanexits abruptly. Alex
watchesher as she leaves and
takeshis diary out fromhis
school bag.

Alex:I know it’s kindaweird for
aboy to keepadiary.ButDr.
Clarke says it’s a good idea cuz
insteadof havingeverythingup
here(tapshis temples.) I put it
all inhere(holds up journal.)
Thatway,mybrain is nice and
empty.Because if it gets too
full, it’ll probably explode.
That’swhat happened to
Darren.Hehad toomuch stuff
goingonanddidn’t let anyof it

out. Speakingof him,Mam
made the cake, shedid. Spent
thewhole day on the thing.
Decorated itwith Smarties.
Thendumped thewhole thing
in thebin…again.
I don’t knowwhat’swrong

withme.Maybe I amweird, like
Sive..or Sibeeorwhatever her
namesaid. I’mnot like the
others. I’mweird.And, a cupof
teawon’t solve anything!I don’t
even like tea, no 12 yearold
likes tea!

Pause. Sighs. Siobhánquietly
enters and lurks in the back-
ground.

I don’t knowwhat’swrongwith
me.That’swhy I can’t fix it. Cuz
I don’t knowWHAT to fix. I
don’t think I haveonemassive
problem, butmany small little
things that get to ye. IfDarren
werehere, I’d talk tohim.But
hedidn’t have anyone to talk to,
himself.And look atwhat
happened to him.
AAaahhh, Imiss him so

much. Imiss the sun, Imiss real
chickencurry, not this fake
stuff theyhavehere. Imiss the
coldpapayas. Imissmybroth-

er.But again, everyone elsehas
“turned to their ownaffairs.”

Siobhanwalks upstage and sits
on thebenchbesideAlex.

Siobhán: Alex,Alex?What you
doing?Whyare you talking to
yourself?ListenAlex, I honest-
ly don’tmean to insult you. I’m
just trying tobea goodperson.

She looks atAlex.He sees a
bruiseonher jaw.

Alex: That looks sore. (Point-
ing at her jaw.)

Siobhán: Yeah. Itwas an
accident.Dadapologized.

Alex: Oh.

Silence

Alex: At least he apologized. I
mean, he could’ve just left it
andnot said anything.

Siobhán: Yeah.Mydad’s great.
He’s amazing.He’s thebest dad
ever.
Heworks really hard.He’s

doing thebest he can.

Alex:What about yourmoth-
er?

Siobhán: Shepassed.

Alex: Passed?

Siobhán: Yeah, shepassed
away. She’s dead.

Alex:OH.Pause. I amso sorry
for your loss.

Siobhán: Yeeaah.

Alex: I lostmybrother a few
years ago.Hekilledhimself. I
feel like I’m forgetting every-
thingabout him.

Siobhán: I knowwhat you
mean.Wedon’t really talk
abouther anymore either.

Alex: Do youmissher?

Siobhán: Yeah. I do. Imiss.

Alex : Imissmybrother too.

The two sit in silence for a
while. Lookat eachother and
smile.
Blackout
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An excerpt from a longer story
by Gregory Noonan, one of the
stories from the collection of
short stories ‘Brain Storms’
written by transition year stu-
dents from CBCMonkstown, to
bepublished inMay2015.

The coarse canvas sails were at
full mast, eager to swallow as
much wind as possible to move
the heavy ship forward. HMS
TheOrientwasa largeNaowar-
ship. It was clinker-built with
thick overlapping planks of
wood, slathered in dark pitch,
to keep itwatertight.
It had stark white lateen

sails, triangular inshape, thede-
sign borrowed from the lithe
and agile Mediterranean ves-
sels. Lateen sails allowed for
faster movement and better
tacking. The Nao design was a
bulkier, improved, war version
of the caravel, the original hy-
brid of agile Mediterranean
shipsandthesturdyAtlantic-go-
ing ships.
The Orient was a beautiful

ship, glossy white paint
adorned the hull, bordered
with an acrid blood red paint. It
was the pride of His Majesty’s
fleet; the wooden deck was
trimmedwith gold leaves, lead-
ing to the ship’s wheel. The
wheel itself was extravagant,
smoothed maple wood gilded
with pure gold and adorned
with fire opals and sapphires
which cast a myriad of colours
across the deck when the sun-
shine struck them like flint on
stone.
Hanging from the bough of

The Orient was its figurehead,
an elegant carving of the
winged goddess of victory,
Nike, entirely made from ivory,
apart from her eyes, bright red
rubies, which looked like swirl-
ing pools of fire. Her piercing
gaze would send shivers down
the weak spines of The Orient’s
victims.
TheOrientwaselegantlybru-

tal, it was equipped with 64
lightcannonsand36heavycan-
nons; on deck there were four
mortars for distance firing. Be-
neath the carving of Nike were
four chaser cannons to be used

when pursuing a fleeing ship.
Incidentally, that’swhyTheOri-
enthad thebest chaser cannons
in His Majesty’s navy, as The
Orient’s enemies were inevita-
bly always running.
The Or i en t had a

well-trained crew of two hun-
dred and seventy six men; two
hundred men alone were used
toman the cannons.
The ship was reaching the

end of its long Atlantic voyage;
it had departed fromDover five
weeks ago and had soon
reached theCaribbeanwhere it
woulddock inTortola.
As The Orient cut water, it

left a rolling wake in its path,
breaking the smooth glasslike
water. The setting sun danced
on the ripples of water, its fad-
ing golden glow setting the sea
ablaze.
Itwasat this timeher captain

finally stumbled up to the deck,
the sun stung his eyes, the
stench of rum hung from him
like a cheap cologne. Edward
Creedwas 39 years old, his best
years were behind him but he
was slim and tall, powerful and
fierce;his fighthadnot left him.
But he had developed a bad

drinking habit. He drank rum
like water. The strain on his
eyes began to ease, adjusting to
the sunlight. Under his eyes
were dark bags, and his pale ice
blue eyes were strained and
bloodshot.
Sweat dribbled down his

head, his hair was slicked back
in a dark black mop, the sweat

madehishairmat tohis scalp in
patches. Even during sunset
the heat in the Caribbean was
formidable. Creed wore a light
linenshirt, throughwhich large
sweat stains had emerged. His
light woollen breeches weren’t
helping in the heat, nor were
his thick leather boots. His
head was pounding, he needed
water, instead he looked to the
green rum bottle in his hand.
He lifted it up and drained the
last fewdregs from it .
“There’s a bloody hole in the

bottle,” groaned Creed. He
swayed on his feet, stumbling
backwards but grabbing on to a
railing for support.
“That hole’s for your mouth,

captain!” called Dwyer from
thewheel.
Matthew Dwyer was Creed’s

first mate. He was only 22, and
young for the position but he
had impressed Creed with his
quick mind and ability, and so
had been quickly promoted to
first mate, much to the annoy-
ance of many of the crew, but
they soon grew fond of Dwyer
aswell.
Creedmoaned and threw the

bottle at a wall. The shattering
glass send a spray of broken
glass across the deck. He stum-
bled below deck looking for
more rum and his bed, neither
ofwhichhe found.
The next morning Creed

awoke lying across barrels of
fish. As he sat up a lance of pain
shot down his back, making
him wince. Surprisingly, bar-

rels didn’t make good sleeping
areas. Through the deck hatch
Creed could see the sun high in
the sky: he figured it was mid-
dayby now.
From the decks came a loud

call “Land spotted”, followed
by the pounding of hundreds of
feet as the crew rushed to the
deck.
Creed groaned once more

and trudged up the stairs to the
deck.
The islands of the Caribbean

sprung up from the vast sea of
blue like tufts of grass in a field.
The crystal clear water allowed
for a beautiful view of the sea
life. At one point a large manta
ray began to swim alongside
the boat whichmade some very
seasoned sailors quite terrified.
For all the beauty of the wa-

ter it was just as dangerous: if a
crew member dropped their
guard they could drift on to one
of themany coral reefs and tear
the hull out of their boat. This
was evident asmanywrecks sat
rotting upon the reefs now, like
dishevelled rulers upon their
broken thrones,masts snapped
and hulls destroyed, a morbid
warning to other ships.
“We make for Tortola, men,

for rest and food, only God
knows we need it,” called
Creed, wiping the beads of
sweat fromhis forehead.
“And two flagons of ale for

each man before we reach
port.”
This was met by roars of ap-

proval as dozens of kegs were

carried up to the deck and
opened. Creed retired to his
quarters and toppled onto his
bed, glad to feel the comfort of
thepillowbeneathhishead.Un-
fortunately Creed could not
sleep, the constant reminder of
his taskherewasaconstantbur-
denonhismind.
About three months ago the

admiral of the navy and the
prime minister had ap-
proached Creed with a strange
task. A wreckedmerchant frig-
ate had drifted into port in Tor-
tola. Its mast had been blown
off and all of the crew, save for
one, was executed. When he
was brought ashore and ques-
tioned all theman had said was
“ship . . . terrible . . . darkness
and rotten fish”. After that he
began to choke on water. The
doctors could not explain it as
he was nowhere near the sea at
the timeofhis death.
So nowhere hewas, with the

most powerful warship in His
Majesty’s fleet, hunting a mys-
tery ship, as the constant at-
tacks on the trade routes were
costing huge amounts of mon-
ey. However, only Creed and
Dwyer knew of The Orient’s
true purpose in the Caribbean.
The crew thought they were on
asurveyingmission.Fortunate-
ly not one man questioned why
theywere using awarship.
TheOrientdocked inTortola

and the crew were given leave
togo in tothetown.Creed,how-
ever, chose to staywith the ship
and get some much-needed
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rest. He carried a lantern and a
pillow up to the deck and laid
them on the wooden planks
which were cool under the set-
ting sun. As he lay staring at the
stars he pulled a small golden
locket from his pocket. The
light from the lantern danced
on thegolden case.
He clicked it open and inside

was a small drawing of his wife
Alison.
Shewasbeautiful, trulybeau-

tiful, but she was intelligent as
well, not a woman to be carried
through life by themen around
her. She was strong and inde-
pendent, which is why Creed
had adored her for many years
till he finally asked for her hand
in marriage. On the day of his
marriage he felt like his life was
complete: he had found his oth-
er half.
Creedsmiled,claspedthepic-

ture to his chest, and drifted off
to sleep.
Creedopenedhiseyesandhe

was standing in a field. It was
the field in front of his manor
house in Cornwall. He smiled;
hewas home.He began to walk
up the field to his house. He
moved his hands through the
long blades of grass, the blades
soft against his skin.
Thesun lazed in thesky, shin-

ingover thehouse, the rays illu-
minating the white marble
from which it was built. Creed
sawAlisonmove in the upstairs
rooms, andhe smiled again.
Creed was soon to the end of

the field, close to the open front

door. Suddenly dark clouds
rolled in, covering the shining
sun. The sky turned blood red
and lightning flashedon theho-
rizon.
The blades of grass lashed

around Creeds arms, and his
feet began to sink in to the soil,
till he was buried up to his
knees. Creed roared and
strainedagainsthisbonds,pull-
ing with all of his might. The
blades of grass tightened with
each pull, cutting in to him like
razors, his warm blood cascad-
eddownhis arm.
The stench of rotting fish

hung in the air; the stench was
so rankCreeddoubledover and
vomited. His head was pound-
ing; he felt like passing out.
From around Creed, spectres
rose from the soil, drippingwa-
ter.
They all wore different as-

sortments of clothes: some
wore short shirts, some had
heavy bandoliers strapped
across their chests and razor
sharp sabres at their waists ,
but they all carried flaming
torches in their hands, the
flames swirling around the
cloth tip. The flames shone on
empty faces, swirling pits of
black from which tendrils of
shadow rolled. All around the
house, these spectres rose, en-
circling thehouse.
Creed knew what was hap-

pening and screamed “Alison!
Alison,RUN!”
But shedidnothearhim,and

soon the spectres were at the

house. “Don’t you dare!”
roared Creed. He kept pulling
at his bonds, but it was no use:
they just kept tightening. The
first torch crashed through a
window, setting the curtains
alight,manymore followedand
soon a roaring flameenveloped
the house, the tongues of fire
reaching in through the win-
dows and setting everything on
fire. Creed heard Alison
scream in pain. The flames felt
the same as they had two years
ago, the hot tendrils reached
out, tenderly bidding him in-
side.
“NO!, NO!” called Creed

“Please!Please stop.”
The spectres did not listen,

they just trudgedaway, silently,
from the crumbling remains of
thehouse, payinghimnomind.
Creed slumped back, tears

rolling down his face. The spec-
tres sank back in to the soil, till
one remained standing in front
of Creed. It wore a long black
coat, slashed with red, that bil-
lowedaround its legs.
Its hands were rotting and

grey, and long yellow nails pro-
truded from each finger. Its
facewas black and its eyeswere
pools of blood swirling around
the abysmal darkness of its pu-
pils. Creed had to look away
from its eyes as they made him
sick.
It opened its mouth to speak

showing its decaying teeth.
“Don’t strain against em’

boy, you’ll only tire yourself
out. Now get some rest – you’ll

need it.” With that it dissipated
into a roiling blackmist, leaving
Creed to stare at the crumbling,
smoking ruin of his home. He
stillheardher screams,emanat-
ing through thedarknight.
“Sir, sir!” A strong hand

shook his shoulder and Creed
opened his eyes. Dwyer sat
hunched over him. “Bloody hell
sir, you had us worried. You
were screaming, and you got
somebig cuts onyourwrists,”
Creed sat up. He was soaked

throughwith sweat , andbloody
cuts wrapped around his wrists
some still wept waves of red.
Creed motioned for help, and
Dwyer gave him a hand up. On
the deck where Creed had been
sleeping were deep scratch
marks in thewood.
“Dwyer, sendCoxtomyquar-

ters to bandageme.”
“Yessir,but theeh, townmay-

or is here to see you,” Dwyer
saidhesitantly.
“Sendhimdown then.”
Cox treated Creed’s wounds

so they wouldn’t get infected
andwrapped theminbandages,
just as the mayor walked
through thedoor.
“Thank you Cox. An extra

flagon of ale for you,” said
Creedgloomily.
“Thank you sir,” said Cox as

he trottedpast themayor.
Hewasn’t a normalmayor, in

the British sense, where they
wore powdered wigs and care-
fully stitched petticoats. He
wore loose fitting shorts, a light
cotton shirt and no shoes. He

had dark ebony skin and pierc-
ing emerald eyes. His arms rip-
pledwithmuscles.
As if he knew what Creed

was thinking he said “Wearing
your fashion in heat like this is
pointlessCapi-tan,”
“Yes, quite. And your

name?” askedCreed.
“Adawale,”he replied coolly.
“Pleasure, I am . . .”
“Edward Creed. Even we

know of your bravery during
the battle of Trafalgar. You sin-
gle handedly captured a
Frenchman ofwar?No?” inter-
ruptedAdawale.
“Yes. What do you need of

me?” said Creed as he leant
over a basin and splashed cool
water on his face, wiping away
thebeadsof sweat.
“I know why your magnifi-

cent ship of war and death is
here. You seek theRookarano?
“Rookara?”
“In our tongue itmeans ‘The

Cursed Ones’, the ones who
haunt your ships, and the sail-
ors dare not speak of them for
fear of calling their wrath upon
them,” Adawale pointed at
Creed’s bandaged wrists and
said: “You know of whom I
speak,no?”
Creed said nothing, just

wipedhis facedryand turned to
faceAdawale.
“They were men like you

once, but they were cruel men,
raiders who landed here and
massacred our people for their
treasures. They buried their
bodiesbeneaththesacredAsha-
ka tree. They built their boat
from its bark.
“It is said the blood of the

dead grew within that tree; the
dead souls cursed the raider to
sail our seas for a thousand
years protecting our people
from anyone who might do us
harm.”
Adawale walked over to the

large window in Creed’s quar-
ters before continuing.
“Your skill is legendary but

you will be dead within the
week Capi-tan; you and your
crewwill be slaughtered,”
Creed slumped into his chair

and stared up at Adawale. “We
will blow your . . .” Creed
paused sitting up in the chair
and rubbinghiswrists, “Rooka-
ra out of the water and into
oblivion. I will make sure they
are erased from this plain of ex-
istence!”
“As you say vashano.” Ad-

awale nodded and headed for
thedoor.
“What does that even

mean?” calledCreed.
Adawale turned in the door

to faceCreed.
“Dead man,” replied Ad-

awale calmly as he closed the
door.
Thenextmorningwasbright

and the sky was clear with a
strong breeze. The Orient set
sail, her red sails flowing open
to their full size, propelling her
outof theharbour.
When they were only a few

hundred metres from Tortola
the wind died, the sail emptied
and the heavy canvas flapped
uselessly.
“We must have entered the

doldrums sir,” calledDwyer.
“No, this is different,” said

Creed.
The rank smell of rotten fish

began to encroach on The Ori-
ent. Creed heard Alison’s
screams again. With a sudden
realisationofwhatwashappen-

ingCreedkicked in to action.
“Men, to arms!” he roared,

clanging the heavy bell by the
wheel.
Men poured on to the deck,

lifting open the chests on deck
and pulling outmuskets, hatch-
ets and steel swords.
Creedranbelowdecksandor-

dered the cannons to be primed
andreadied.Hewatchedashun-
dreds of men across the three
decks hammered gun powder
down the gullets of the can-
nons, and the grating as men
strained on the pulleys to roll
the heavy cannons forward
through thegunports.
“Bring all the remaining gun

powderup to the deck, and load
it in to the cargo lift and raise it,
now!”
He ran back up deck to see a

hundredmen armed and ready.
Dwyer handed him his pistol
belt and sword, which he fas-
tened around his waist. He had
seized the light Italian Schiavo-
na from a French captain. Its
edgewasrazor sharpand itshilt
was inlaid with blood red ru-
bies; a roaring lion with golden
teeth adorned the pommel. The
pistolwaswhite goldwith rivets
of gold along the double bar-
rels.
Creed stood by the wheel

with Dwyer, looking at his men
onthedeck.HISmen,hisbroth-
ers, his family.
Some of the younger cabin

boys fidgeted anxiously; Cox
strained to look through his
dirty glasses to see Creed.Most
of the crew held their weapons
in sturdy hands; a few ex-
changedworried looks.
“Men, we are about to fight

an enemy like we have not seen
before; they are beasts that
have crawled back from the
black pits of hell.Wewill throw
them back down to the dark-
ness from which they came
crawling. Kenway paused to
drawhis blade and thrust it into
the air. The deck roared in ap-
proval.
“Wewill fight on this day: we

will fight the darkness so that
others do not have to. We are
the shield that protects the
weak!”
Another roar of approval

washedover thedeck.
“You should write that down

before someoneelse uses it sir,”
chuckledDwyer
Creed couldn’t help it, he

grinned.Evenata time like this,
faced with possible death, Dw-
yer couldmakea joke.
Thomas, the quarter master

ranup toCreed.
“The gunpowder is on deck,

sir!” he said, breathing heavily.
“Excellent, Thomas. Be

ready to fire the cannons onmy
command.”
“Yessir,” he replied.
Theranksmellgrewmorepo-

tent; some men retched over
the side.
“Ship spotted to Starboard!”

calledTimfromthecrow’snest.
Dwyer handedCreed his spy-

glass. When he raised it to his
eye he saw a jet black ship. Its
sails were a smoky grey spat-
teredwith red. Its sailswere full
and it was rushing forward at
great speed even when there
wasnowind.On the front of the
ship he saw it’s figurehead: a
screaming skeleton brandish-
ingablacksword.Suddenlycan-
nons came rushing out of its
sides and it fired, raking the
sideofTheOrient.

Hanging fromthe

bough
ofTheOrientwas
anelegant carving
of the

winged
goddessof victory,
Nike
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Ihavespent far too longsit-
ting on the old, cracked
red leather couches in
therapists’ waiting
rooms. After a time, one

begins to notice they share a
similar musk, as if they had all
been bought from the same
grimyantique shop.
The plastic benches that lit-

ter the hallways of hospitals
have also garnered that same
contempt. Far too often I have
sat andwaited to hear the same
results, that their tests have
shownnothingor that I’mapar-
ticularly difficult case. Difficult
case, nutcase, madman, luna-
tic.They’reall thesamethingre-
ally, at least in the profession-
als’ eyes. Perhaps that’s a tad
cynical of me to say, but it’s
what Ibelieve. I’ve toldmystory
toall thePhDsandcollegegrad-
uates in theworld and so far not
one of them have either be-
lievedme or had any decent ad-
vice to offerme. I’m completely
andutterly alone in thisendeav-
our, with not somuch asmy re-
location to helpme.
My name is Derek Randolf. I

was born 38 years ago in the
fine borough of Queens, New
York City. I live alone, I’ve al-
ways lived alone, ever since I
moved out of my parents’
house. Sure it was lonely, but I
had friends and beer and the
ball game every weekend. I was
fine. I stress the past tense
there. “Fine”ceased tobeapart
of my life on Saturday, the 18th
ofApril.
It took me a while to get out

of bed, Saturday being a day off
for me. Drowsily, I shambled
into theshowerandwashedmy-
self, unaware of what was star-
ingmeright in the face.Orrath-
er, the lack of what was staring
back at me. I got out and dried
off andwent over tomy cracked
sink to shave. I splashed the
steaming water on to my face
andwipedawaysomeof thecon-
densation on themirror so that
I could see myself. I could see
nothing in that small hole of
clarity but thebackof the room.
I stuck my face in front of it,
waved my hands in front of it,

wiped down the rest of the mir-
ror, but to no avail. My reflec-
tion had completely disap-
peared.
I began to panic. Surely this

was amistake. I rubbedmyeyes
several times, each time harder
than the last, untilmyeyeswere
red and bloodshot, but still my
reflection would not appear. I
ran to the shower and looked in
the glass of the shower door,
but all that could be seen was
the towel rack opposite. I
grabbed the handmirror: noth-
ing. I lifted myself up and over
the sink to see if I could catch a
glimpse of myself in the stain-
less steel of the tap, but the fa-
miliar warped visage failed to
appear. I pinchedmyself on the
side to see if I was dreaming,
but the pain answered no. Tak-
ing measures further, I
slammed my head against the
tiled wall to see if that would
wake me up. Ironically, it had
theopposite affect.
I roused from unconscious-

ness at half past 12. I staggered
to my feet, checked myself in
themirror one last time, just in
case. But no. With my head
poundingandstill feelingvague-
ly dizzy, I wandered to the
phonebesidemy bedand called
Garth, one of my best drinking

buddies. I told him to get over
here, and to bring amirror. Un-
derstandably, Garth was im-
mensely confused, but I hung
upbeforehecouldaskanyques-
tions.Myheadslumpedbackon
to the pillow and I fell asleep
againuntilGarth arrived.
My conversation with Garth

was brief. He shook me awake
and demanded to ask what was
going on. I didn’t answer, I just
grabbed the mirror from his
handandheld it up tomy face.
“Garth . . . can you see me in

themirror?” Iaskedhim.Appar-
entlymy voice soundedweak.
“Ofcourse Icanseeyou,Ran-

dy, what kind of question is
that? Oh Jesus Christ, you’ve
got vomit all over . . .”
I stopped listening at that

point. Garth could see me; why
couldn’t I see me? I stared into
the blank mirror for what felt
like hours. Garth called an am-
bulance, I was admitted to hos-
pital, anddoctors came in to see
me. They said things to me, but
their voices blended into the
background, the sounds amal-
gamated into one long droning
hum. My thoughts were lost in
the mirror. I stroked the glass
time and time again, as if I
thought my touch would some-
how bring my reflection back.

The only words that fought
their way into my ears during
this time were: “Why is he star-
ing at his reflection?”
“What reflection?” I would

askmyself. “What reflection do
you see?”
When I finally answered the

doctors, when I finally came
back to my senses, I was told I
had been unresponsive for
three hours. “Three hours,” I
said in a flat monotone. “Yes,
MrRandolf, threehours,” came
the reply. The sudden realisa-
tionofwhatwasgoingonhitme
in waves. What had felt like
days,weekseven,hadonlybeen
amatter of hours. The shock, it
must have been the shock. Yes,
that’s what screwed with my
sense of everything. I must’ve
been sick, headache or some-
thing . . .
As thedoctor turned to leave,

I grabbed him by the end of his
scrubs and pulled him back. I
pulledhimcloseagainst themir-
ror and asked him: “Do you see
myreflection, doctor?”
“Of course,MrRandolf.Why

doyou ask?”
Tears sprung into my eyes

once he said that. “I don’t see it,
doctor. I don’t seeme.”
I have told that story more

times than I can count. Similar-

ly, I have lost count ofmymedi-
cal bill. I have lost count of all
the therapists I have seen and
all the doctors who have tested
me. I have lost count of the
days, theweeks, theyears, since
I lost sightofmy reflection. I am
yet to grow accustomed to it,
the inability to seemyself. It can
be quite a comfort to know that
when you are all alone in the
dead of night, you are still there
to comfort yourself. But, as cra-
zy as it sounds, I doubt if I am
truly there at all. I have also lost
count of all the philosophers I
have read, I have lost count of
all the times I have repeated
“cogito ergo sum” to myself
while staring into empty glass. I
have lost count of all the times I
don’t believe it.
So now I sit on those old

cracked leather couches and on
those plastic benches, hoping
against hope that some PhD
will deliver me from this un-
knowing.According to the tests
mybrain is fine, therearenoab-
normalities at play.Myeyesight
is a perfect 20-20. It has come
to the point now where I wish
that I was sick or insane or dy-
ing, just to shed some light on
everything. But, for now, I con-
tinue to sit and wait. After all,
these couches arequite comfy.
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