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The following anthology is part of the 100 Years Project.

The 100 Years Project is part of the Decade of Centenaries initiative 
during which Fighting Words is organising creative writing work-
shops and projects with school students at primary and post-pri-
mary levels. The aim is to contribute to the Decade of Centenaries 

objectives regarding reconciliation, understanding of shared history, 
reflection of identities, and responding to historical context in an 

interesting and apolitical way.

You can find out more about other events related to the 100 Years 
Project at our websites: 

https://www.fightingwords.ie/ and https://www.fightingwords.co.uk/

Fighting Words is a creative writing organisation 
established in 2009 by Roddy Doyle and Seán Love 
in Dublin. Our aim is to help students of all ages to 

develop their writing skills and to explore their love of 
writing. All programmes are free of charge and offered 

in locations all over Ireland.



Contents

1 Explosive Words
  Kaila Patterson

2 An Accurate Account of Some One Hundred Years
  Kate Reynolds

3 100 Years Too Late
	 	 Tiffany	Murnaghan

4 A True French Man
  Emily Keane

5 Blank Page
  Leonie Hanan

6 Coming to Look for America
	 	 Eoghan	O	Hanluain	Faye

9

16

29

38

44

52

 Introduction
	 	 Kelly	McCaughrain



i

7 Eternal Skies
	 	 Zoe	Carr

62

8 How
	 	 Grace	Harris

9 Looking Back
	 	 Eoghan	O	Hanluain	Faye

10 Planet Earth TV
	 	 Sarah	Fitzgerald

11 Present’s Future’s Past
  Bronwyn Liddle

12 Sunday Mass
	 	 Sean	O’Donnell

13 The Brass Owl
	 	 Róisín	Faughnan	

14 No Time At All
  Lily Rose Boss

16 Fixing the Past
	 	 Daire	Gallagher

15 The Future is Here
	 	 Donnacha	Maher

68

72

74

89

92

98

108

115

110



 

People dream of time travel for exactly the same reason they read 

stories: to see what happens next. We’re fascinated by the past 

because it led us here. We want to know what the future will be like 

because that’s where we’re headed. 

But the thing about the future is, it won’t be like anything until we 

get there. And if we want the most distant future predictions, we 

have to ask the very youngest members of our society. 

Don’t worry, we’re in safe hands. 

I write for young people because I’ve always believed that teenagers 

have much more ambitious goals, higher ideals, and greater integrity 

than adults, so I was excited to see the future they would create for 

this anthology, and to see the past through their eyes. 

Young people have always been the ones to look at the state of the 

world with fresh eyes and refuse to accept it. They challenge the way 

we do things, demand better, refuse to let us get too comfortable. 

So I’m not at all surprised that this anthology is bursting with 

creative ideas, strong opinions, boundless energy, a deep concern 

Introduction

by Kelly McCaughrain



with fairness, and a sense of perspective that is much longer than 

100 years, much wider than ourselves, our families, our country, and 

even our world; in short, all the things I love most about teenagers 

and all the things we should be learning from them. 

As ever, I’m hugely impressed by the writing here. One of the 

reasons I love working with the teenagers at Fighting Words is that 

they constantly make me want to up my own writing game. Their 

talent and passion is truly an inspiration.

Most of all, I love how they put themselves on the page so fearlessly. 

So many of these pieces have the courage to call out the darkest 

problems. And yet the darkness is never allowed to win because there 

is an equal determination to find solutions and solace. 

And so often, solace comes in the form of writing. In these pieces I 

found a deep faith in the power of writing to make our lives mean 

something, to communicate with a future we won’t live to see, 

to deal with trauma and even to keep those we have lost with us. 

Whatever our future, we’re going to need young people with creative 

vision, and those young people need outlets like Fighting Words to 

let them channel that creativity.

Young people come to the page with enormous bravery, and these 

pieces demonstrate that. There are stories about war and violence 



and how they affect children. There’s a desire to put this right and 

to try to make sense of it. (To which I would say, don’t try too hard. 

Wars don’t make sense. Violence can’t be rationalised. These are the 

lies adults tell themselves to justify wars, but we’re born knowing 

better. Hold onto that wisdom for as long as you can.)

There are stories of political corruption and personal grief, there are 

philosophical questions about the meaning of our existence, what 

we’ve inherited and what we’ll leave behind. To have even taken 

these things on is an impressive accomplishment and the answers 

they come up with give me faith in the future. 

But if teenagers are brave, they are also fragile, and when we asked 

them to think about the future, one emotion comes up again and 

again: worry. If these stories reflect what our young people are 

preoccupied with, it’s worth noting that climate change comes up 

more than once. 

When I was a kid people talked about what the world would be like 

in “The Year 2000” (you have to read it like the guy who does movie 

trailers). It didn’t matter that The Year 2000 was only a few years 

away, it was “The Future” and there was no arguing with that – 

every sci-fi movie ever is set in a year beginning with a ‘2’. 

My own vision of The Year 2000 was fairly utopian: clean streets, 



enlightened attitudes, teleportation, hovercrafts, the works. I don’t 

know why. I knew all about Save the Whale, Ban the Bomb, Cancel 

the Debt, Preserve the Ozone Layer. I was boycotting products, 

signing petitions, attending marches, going veggie, and pushing Fair 

Trade at my bewildered family until they were sick of me.

And yet this optimism persisted. Probably because children grow up 

expecting adults to sort things out. All I had to do was make them 

aware of the problem and they’d fix it, right? And sometimes they 

did. When I was 14 no one had heard of Fair Trade and now it’s in 

every supermarket. When I was 14 you couldn’t get a vegetarian meal 

in a Belfast restaurant to save your life. Now there are vegan options 

in your local petrol station. CFCs are gone. Ethical fashion is a thing. 

I had every reason to be optimistic about The Future.

But these days, thanks largely to young people on school strikes, 

adults are already completely aware of the problems the planet is 

facing. They’re just not doing much about it. Worry seems like a 

completely valid response to that, so I don’t want to patronise these 

young people by saying, don’t worry it’ll all be fine. 

But at the same time, I really don’t want them to worry so much. 

When I was young all my petition signing and badge wearing and 

leaflet distributing seemed so miniscule and change seemed so 



frustratingly slow. But today lots of those things are miles better, 

and I look back with pride that I and my friends were part of those 

changes. We did that. And we did it with nothing more than the 

accumulation of millions of miniscule gestures. 

If a project spanning 100 years into the past and 100 years into the 

future can teach us anything, it’s that things can change and do 

change. And when change seems so slow and so small you want to 

scream, scream on the page because that’s all part of the change. 

Avalanches are made up of nothing but snowflakes. You have to just 

trust that these snowflakes, these poems and stories, will change 

things, even if it’s only one mind, one vote, one behaviour. Let 

that alleviate your worry. You’ve done something today. You’ve 

contributed your snowflake. Keep going, keep writing, one day one of 

those snowflakes is going to bring down the mountain. 

Having read these brilliant, brave, creative, skilful, hopeful, 

inspirational pieces, I have every faith, and I can’t wait to see what 

happens next…





Kaila Patterson
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 I witnessed those blaring swarms of auburn, explosively 

attacking the pedestrians on our street. The deafening, ear-aching 

boom rattling through my ears, when they launched the bombs 

across the barricades.  

 That is what they were called, right? Those gigantic barriers 

were a bloody eyesore. I wasn’t allowed to stare for too long. Were 

those actually bombs they were throwing? I’ve read every comic in 

the children’s section, and those cartoon bombs never looked like 

ours. 

 The screaming scurried underneath my skin, as though bugs 

were scattered across my arms. I kind of hoped I was safe at home, 

but the outdoors revealed that I probably was not. Their footsteps 

were interminable, followed by haunting yells, and then a crack. I 

did not wish to consider where that came from.  

 Why was all of this happening? And why to me? My mind 

raced to a few days before, when I stood in the corner shop. I may-

or-may-not-have stuffed my pockets with a few chocolate coins, 

when the shopkeeper had his back turned.  

It matters that I was there.



 This could be my punishment, because I never confessed that 

I did it. These attacks flashed past my eyes, witnessing these people 

despising one another. Killing one another. We were all meant to be 

friends, no-one was meant to hurt another. They did, though. Over, 

and over.  

 Another crash, from beyond the window. Too many sounds 

invaded my hearing, I could not think straight. These people were 

my neighbours, and not everyone stole chocolate coins from the 

shop. There was no rationalising this, not since the first strike 

occurred.  

 People had feelings. No one enjoyed facing cruelty. Then, I 

witnessed those I knew attacking others, and encountering assault. 

Why would they injure their friends, or other humans? 

 Ma spotted me, wide-eyed at the window. Glimpses of 

people rushing, vehicles pushing through, invasions of lethal 

crimson reflected through my eyes. She thought I was too wee to be 

witnessing it. I was basically a thief, though, and that meant I was 

sort-of grown.  

 Ruthless smoke vibrated through my lungs, like those 

cigarettes people used at the back-end of bars. I skimmed my finger 

along the edge of chipped glass. What caused it to shatter? Our 

door’s lock was pretty dodgy, and often locked you out. Ma might 
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have smashed the window, to reach the indoors.  

 I realised, I had been blurring out her words. She was 

indistinctly mumbling, hastily rummaging through cupboards. 

Probably a pot, or one of those odd-ended cooking things. 

 The ear-splitting squeals were increasing, silencing her voice 

without effort. I stumbled across the floor, and froze, at the sight of 

her hand. A long spoon – not innately harmful – but gripped like a 

weapon.  

 Footsteps started beating, with distant screams of protest. 

People scurried past our damaged glass, faces tight with fury. I 

examined my weak, bony hands, and their useless lack of muscle. My 

Ma gripped my collar, and threw me underneath the table.  

 My knees slammed onto the freezing tiles, my head touching 

the underneath. She swiftly kicked an object to me, with put-on 

calmness, instructing me to draw a picture. That was what she had 

searched for, before grabbing the spoon. And it was not a pot.  

 A journal, with a pen attached to the edge. I flicked through 

the lined pages, and blocked out the sound. It battled with my 

eardrums, but the screech of the pen overruled. If I was not writing 

the shrieking, it was not within my world.  

 Pages, not unlike my school books. Nobody could force me to 

add numbers, on these. They were my freedom, my choice to scribe 



my thoughts, my voice that etched itself onto paper. I ducked further 

beneath the table, to witness the happenings of the street. 

 Indiscernible chaos, inflammation of vehicles, screams of 

distress. No one deserved to be endangered around their own homes. 

Nobody deserved to hurt their fellow human. I did not hope to hurt 

anyone, but I struck my paper so mercilessly, I murdered the lines in 

between.  

 These friends of mine, who lived next door, were being 

whacked with foreign objects, and almost burned by the fires. And I 

recognized the faces of others, who were the attackers.  

 Bad things happened to bad people, didn’t they? I had no 

understanding of law, but I remembered hearing that. The good 

people were allowed to live happily. If you were bad, you deserved to 

suffer.  

 I stole the coins, I was bad. I deserved to suffer, because that 

was justice. These odd-looking bombings, brutal fires, and coarse 

remains were happening outside. The people, my neighbours, could 

not have deserved this.  

 My fingers trembled, as I placed the pen upon paper, and a 

spot of ink dipped onto my page. My paper, my words, my voice – 

mine. I placed a word upon the blank page, that might be read by 

people of the future – sorry.  
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 I could clearly envision, future generations. There was bad in 

my world, the one surrounding my life. That bad was me, I was bad. 

And, bad things happened to bad people.  

 Would the people of the future be good? In one hundred 

years, they might learn to appreciate a person for who they are.  

 They would invent flying cars, and teleportation machines. If 

violence remained active by then, people could teleport on command. 

A century from today, people might not hurt others.  

 I clutched the journal closer, shutting out the invasive noise 

of the outdoors. My eyes were fixed upon the page, and everything 

relaxed.  

 Deafening shouts, penetrating my hearing. The smokiness 

wandering throughout the air. People in strange-looking masks, like 

the heroines from my own comics. Nothing concerned me, for I was 

focused on the to-be.  

 The unequal sides were fighting among themselves, in my 

time. The future could be better. All of this people-hating was today, 

but there was a tomorrow. 

 Tomorrow was a blank page. A promise that there was peace, 

somewhere in existence. Flying cars, telekinesis, and the act of 

teleporting might not exist in a century, but acceptance could. 

 I could visualize my future, through my page. My children, 



grandchildren, and generations of the to-be. They would read the 

things I had written and rationalise these troubles, better than I did.  

 Evidence that I was there, I witnessed all of it. I saw people 

hurting each other, despite their shared lives, as humans. These 

sufferings were wrong, but that was all I knew.  

 The sky-high car-flying humans of the to-be might 

understand these happenings. They could form opinions and find 

conclusions that I never could. Would they find sense in this reckless 

world? 

 This writing could enable their understanding of the past. 

The future could be within my hands, and for a child, that was a 

wonderful thought. My words could be the explosion. 

It matters that I was there.
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Kate Reynolds
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Kate Reynolds

The stars resided closer to Creation’s beings, in the first World. The 

first World was not as vast nor as populated, it was not how we 

today perceive a World to be at all. In the beginning, Creation was 

young, rash and perhaps more empathetic. Creation used one being, 

in one small World in which it was always night, to act responsible 

for a creation of their own. A creation is what Creation did want, and 

wanted for a while. Maybe even now, it’s a similar sense of parental 

pride our World may fill Creation with. Though this is uncertain, no 

one’s heard from them in a while. I haven’t seen their smile in.... 

I’ll focus on the stars, they are a reliable source of what happened in 

some sort of a beginning. They have a great memory, though albeit 

a slightly confusing and worrying way of communicating… I do hope 

that you appreciate this document, not only with it being a primary 

source of untold history but also it being an incredible sacrifice on 

my part to get my hands on it. The stars are tricky, as I have said. 

Their diminishing ability to speak in any clear format lead to this 

interview being a long and frustrating process. 

I will claim to have it mostly word-for-word. That may not be true. 

To be completely honest, it’s more 50/50 their words and mine. 



Please find this document to be the fascinating, though provoking 

piece of literature that it is. 

 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

 

This is an accurate account of the first being Prokary’s time on the 

first World our one and only Creation did construct. A small orb 

protected from outer harms by a dome of sorts, that allowed Prokary 

safety in an easy-going realm of nothing but darkness and sand. 

(Creation was rather proud of sand, and still made sure to add plenty 

of it in all other Worlds after this.) Prokary, as first being, was alone. 

Except for the stars, Creation was feeling gracious, and although 

hadn’t spoken to the stars in quite some time due to an- and I 

quote- ‘incident at the controversial deity convention/bazaar some 

time previous’. Upon further questioning during my interview the 

stars launched into a rampant forty-minute monologue on the topic 

of the ‘finders keepers’ principle.   

Below is a reconstruction of the communication between the stars 

and Creation’s first being Prokary in script dialogue format for easier 

differentiation of the two characters speaking. 
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Prokary: Stars? 

Stars: Yes, what is it, Being? 

Prokary: Stars, do help me define my stance on the place just as you 

define your bright light from darkness behind you. For I don’t know 

what darkness is behind me, or even if what behind me is alike the 

darkness in your sky. I ask, do you know of me, from looking down 

on me, as I know of you looking up? 

Stars: Looking down upon you brings questions to us. 

Prokary: What such questions? Are they as many as mine? 

Stars: We have heard word of a Being to be around us, perhaps soon. 

We are not yet sure if you are that being. 

Prokary: ..If you know not of what I am, I can understand. Do you 

know what be of you? 

Stars: Of course, we are the stars. 

Prokary: Of course, you stand in front of the darkness. 

Stars: We do not stand so much as we have been placed, and we have 

not been placed to be front of, as opposed to within, this darkness. 

Prokary: For how long have you been placed?

Stars: By now, we believe it has been one hundred of years. 

Prokary: And how much is that? 

Stars: Not how much as opposed to, how long. 

Prokary: How long so? 



Stars: A century. 

Prokary: You have been forever in this century? 

Stars: We have been a hundred years in this century. 

Prokary: A hundred years is long? 

Stars: Indeed, it does feel long. 

Prokary: Like how long you stretch to plastered, on the darkness? 

Stars: In some ways. One hundred years is long, but not a long 

way to see. You cannot see one hundred years, only what one 

hundred years may feel like in your mind. In your mind you can 

see one hundred years, and only then you will not see a long line or 

collection like the way you tell you perceive us, stars. You may see 

what happened in one hundred years to you in your mind, in your 

memories.  

Prokary: I don’t recall a hundred years? They are missing from my 

head Stars help me. What do I do to get one hundred years in my 

mind? 

Stars: Being, you have yet to live your one hundred years, and we 

believe we will be with you for them. 

Prokary: These a hundred years that I have. 

Stars: That you will receive. By one year at a time. 

Prokary: Will you give it down to me? 

Stars: We are not up from you. 
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Prokary: But to see you while I both talk to you and listen to you I 

look up? 

Stars: Perhaps we are what you have perceived as up, but we are 

more so around you as above you. 

Prokary: Will you ever come closer, stars? 

Stars: We have been placed here for reasons, so have you been placed 

there for reasons. 

Prokary: For what reasons have I been placed here?

Stars: We believe it is so we see you live for one hundred years, andto  

see what you will do with them. 

Prokary: But I have not been here one hundred years. 

Stars: No. 

Prokary: I do not yet have a hundred years, and when I do how will I 

know what they look like, what if they get lost in my mind? 

Stars: You will not need look at them. At the end you can look back at 

them. At least, we, stars, can. We can look back on them. 

Prokary: Will you tell me what my one hundred years are so? Once 

they are over, I want to know about them, I think. Stars, you will 

stay? 

Stars: Yes. 

Prokary: For one hundred years? 

Stars: Yes. 



Prokary: But you will not come any closer- 

Stars. No. No we will not. 

Prokary: .. So I am in front, like bright light of you, stars. I am in 

front of my one hundred years, alike you stars infront of darkness. 

Defined myself in front of those one hundred years. 

Stars: Of course. That is  nice way of putting it. 

Prokary: Now that is why I’m here? 

Stars: Yes 

Prokary: Like you are here above me? 

Stars: Yes. Goodbye being. 

Prokary: Yes. Goodbye stars. 

 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

 

This conversation between Prokary, our Creation’s first being, and 

the stars would be spoken almost word for word over and over again 

until the stars arranged to leave a day before Prokary’s one hundred 

years were up. The stars state that they were frustrated, spending 

half of their life having the same conversation over and over again 

with Prokary. In frustration, they left the project a day early. 

Creation offered them a spot in the second creation. In this second 

creation, they would be placed much further away from the beings 
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of new. Creation asked the stars if they would not speak this time 

around. 

The stars agreed that would be best. 

 I jump quite a bit further in time now, in my reconstruction 

of the second time the stars spoke. For context the characters 

exchange this dialogue on the last day of our Creation’s second 

creation. This World, is what you would think of as a World. Vast, 

different, yet united within the same plane of existence.

I do not know the name of the being to which the stars did speak in 

this exchange. They refused to state such information. They will be 

referred to in this reformatted dialogue as ‘Two’. 

 

Two: To the God that the tightest grip on our reality, I ask that you 

sincerely take charge. I ask that in the hopes that this is not your 

charge. If so, if this is all on you, I redirect my prayers to the God 

with the clearest undying connection to the beings they created. 

And I ask, dear God, that you sincerely take charge… if you already 

haven’t tried that...Well then, to the sort of ‘middle-man’ that you 

Gods have yet to turn to. A type of underdog, preferably. Someone 

who’s going to turn around in the last minute, and using some sort 

of hidden talent, or unchecked power make everything alright again. 

Like the good guy. 



Stars: Is this what it has come to? 

Two: Middle-man? Is... is that you- 

Stars: No. No, we are the stars. 

Two: Oh. Are you like a God? 

Stars: We cannot say we are. Although, you see us when you look 

up. Which is alike the way many of you beings speak of finding your 

God. Up. 

Two: ...Have you always been able to talk? 

Stars: Yes. 

Two: Then...why only now? 

Stars: We feel a sense of...guilt. For a misconception we fear we 

spread. 

Two: What sort of a misconception? 

Stars: We fear that with not feeling all too compelled to correct all 

too much of what Prokary said, we created a sense of greater power 

up above you beings. 

Two: But stars, we don’t worship you? 

Stars: No, no you don’t. Prokary was quite forgetful. It must be for 

the best that we left before their final day. Otherwise ye all might 

be worshipping us stars indeed. But no, I’m sure all that sparked 

you being’s hope for greater knowledge from the sky was Prokary’s 

unshaken love for looking upwards and talking. You see, being, we 
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stars are all around. 

Two: We know you are around us. The Earth is a globe. You exist in 

the universe around us. 

Stars: Yes but you look up to see us, do you not? 

Two: Of course. 

Stars: Then it is a matter of perception. That we failed to debunk 

with the knowledge that we did have at the time of those first one 

hundred years, but rather spread confident lies of things we had no 

right to speak of knowing. It is our fault, our fault.

Two: So, you put the fear of God in us? 

Stars: In a way.. yes perhaps we did. No- Yes... yes we did. 

Two: I find that hard to believe. 

Stars: Well, thank you. But we assure you we have at least played a 

part. We let a young, impressionable being believe that they were in 

front of time itself. 

Two: Regardless, there have been beings to change their ways 

of thinking about such things since the first one hundred years. 

There have been cultures built on almost nothing, religions built 

on the ways of one man, religions criticised and rebuilt by the 

new people. You cannot simply put all of the World’s faults on the 

foolish decisions of young people. When I look upon the last one 

hundred years, most of which I’ve been around for, I see young 



people blaming old and powerful people, and those old and powerful 

people either throwing the blame right back in childish manners or 

do absolutely nothing at all. I’ve never known which is worse. These 

goggle-eyed silver men just throwing more wood into the fire that 

caused riots and death and destruction, or the old tired men who 

only cared about getting home to a bed that they’d hopefully die in. 

We did it, with our government poisons and our home freezer fired 

in the Arctic. That’s on us.. that’s on us thinking we were first. After 

years of evolution and consequence all documented in the history 

books we give to kids, we still thought we were the young ones. I 

thought we were still the young ones- I mean look at our humour 

look what we classified as humour. Thought we had miles to go. 

Stars: So the World is ending.. 

Two: Yes. And I’d really appreciate you having done a better job of 

convincing me it was all you. What’s a few more minutes of the age 

old charade? For a collection of eternally old entities, you do not own 

a great understanding of persuasive language. 

Stars: … (the stars did indeed say ‘dot’. Three times as denoted here.) 

Two: Stay until the end? 

Stars: ...(again...same circumstance)...Yes. 

 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
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The stars gave me no more information on this front. They did share 

with me a short poem, which was written on a piece of yellow paper 

in lead pencil. On the back of the piece of paper, it reads ‘this is a gift 

from the Second World’. 

Actually or metaphorically so,I’ll never know. 

On the front of the piece of paper, the poem reads

 

‘Should God flood the Earth, 

  Should March be this sunny.’

 

Thank you for reading.



Tiffany Murnaghan
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 She stared at me, waiting for a response. I didn’t let her 

watch the news but she had switched to it while I was out at the 

shops. If I hadn’t left the house, she wouldn’t have seen the horror, 

we wouldn’t be having this conversation. I wouldn’t have said, as I 

held her close: 

 “The past is a foreign land. The future is a blank page.”  

Her eyes, once dark and obscure, wouldn’t have lit up with hope.  

That piece of “wisdom” was what my own father told me when I was 

just a boy, and it was the same thing I told my daughter a few years 

“It’ll be better in the future, right? Things will change?” 



ago, though the reason as to why I had reiterated those words was 

lost on me. I didn’t even believe in the sentiment, the idea that the 

future would bring something bright, something hopeful. Perhaps it 

was a poor attempt at comforting her, using my dad’s ideas, because 

he was the one who raised me. Or perhaps it was to simply give her 

an answer to her question. 

 It wasn’t hard to figure out why such words were 

controversial in their meaning. Every time I turned on the news, 

it was one bad story after the next. Oh, ten more forest fires had 

occurred in the past few days, cities on the coast were submerging 

under water due to rising sea levels, which were rising due to the 

ever increasing temperatures, and trees were close to completely 

disappearing off the face of the planet. Celebrities could afford to pay 

a millionaire scientist to build them a rocket, because they knew that 

the end of world was fast approaching.  

 The year was 2122, and although the population was ten 

billion, we were near to extinction. If it wasn’t climate change that 

killed us, it would certainly be the onslaught of resource wars. 

 I sighed as I picked up the remote from the coffee table, 

trying to bring myself out of my thoughts. Despite my bitterness 

towards the news channel, it was all I ever watched. Maybe I did 

still care about these issues, but what could I - an individual - 
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do to make a difference? The damage was irreversible; our fate 

inescapable. I would love for my Gabriella to have a future but, 

realistically, that was impossible.  

 Gabriella was always going out now too, which wasn’t 

surprising since she was now fifteen; she was at that kind of age. 

However, we didn’t necessarily live in a safe environment. England 

was a police state, there were certain times where you couldn’t leave 

your house. I didn’t know when it first transformed into such. It was 

also like this when I was growing up. So I was worried, I had her text 

or call me when she was coming home. She never told me where she 

went or what she did and once I had tried to confront her about it, 

which led to her locking herself in her room for three to four hours.  

 That was another thing. With each generation the youth 

became more resentful. As a teenager, I directed my hatred towards 

the adults around me, including my father, who most likely 

experienced similar emotions in his younger years. It was a chain 

reaction, history repeating itself, and yet it felt as though there was 

some sort of development happening. Things were changing for the 

worse. 

 I had turned the TV on, and of course, it had opened up on the 

last channel I had checked in on. The news reporter seemed frantic 

as he explained that a massive riot had broken out in the town 



square. There hadn’t been a riot in six months - I always assumed 

that was because of the iron grip that the government had over the 

country, and perhaps that was still true, but now it could be the case 

that these rioters had been planning something.   

 Personally, I didn’t see the point in riots. They couldn’t undo 

the decades of obliteration and tyranny our world had been subjected 

to. Gabriella disagreed with me one morning on that: 

“You never know, dad, a small act could lead to a bigger act.” 

“Sweetheart, these people aren’t helping anyone. If anything, 

they’re causing a ruckus and making the state more restrictive.  

Yeah, they’re attracting attention but for the wrong reasons. The 

government is paranoid, they’ll probably start to believe that we’re 

all conspiring against them, and we shouldn’t be giving them 

excuses to pry further into our lives.”  

 “What are we supposed to do then? As civilians what are we 

supposed to do?” Her voice was beginning to rise. “At least they’re 

taking action. You just sit on your ass all day - do you think that’s 

changing anything?” 

 “Gabriella, what did I tell you about that kind of language-” 

 “Do you?” 

 A beat passed between us before I continued, trying to control 

my own temper. “No, I don’t. I can’t do anything. It’s not my place 
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to.” 

 Her face flushed; she had a short fuse. “Then whose is it?! 

No one wants to step up, but someone’s got to. For the love of god, 

someone’s got to!” 

 She stormed out of the living room, slamming the door 

behind her. Losing myself a bit, I hollered after her.  

“Why were you watching the news anyway, I told you to keep it off!”  

 Most of our arguments stemmed from me not letting her 

watch the news. Admittedly, I was a hypocrite. I just didn’t want her 

to see that stuff, it could easily warp her still developing mind, it 

could overwhelm her.  

 I was looking out for her. In my teens, I attempted to set up 

an environmentalist group that ultimately went nowhere. Passion for 

the cause was there, it was that circumstances weren’t getting better 

(quite the opposite actually), and I had the revelation that we had 

done practically nothing to help the cause. Such an issue was out of 

our hands - the generations before us had made sure of that. 

Once it transitioned to the live feed, I had a brief moment of 

confusion. All I could see was some police officers standing in front 

of a wall of odd-coloured smoke, equipped with their usual shields, 

batons and guns. They normally wouldn’t use the guns at their most 



lethal potential, they would aim somewhere below the stomach, such 

as your legs or lower abdomen. Therefore, I was anxious on how this 

would play out. 

 There was a lot of yelling and more voices filtered through 

as the seconds passed by.  Then suddenly figures emerged from the 

smoke, melting my confusion away. They were young, ranging from 

twenty to thirteen. The vast majority had smoke bombs, and several 

had guns of their own. How they managed to get a hold of them, I 

had no clue, and it was frightening as well as it was puzzling. You 

could see it in their eyes - this wasn’t a protest for change, it was a 

demonstration of anger.  

 Frozen in my seat, I was unable to look away. It felt like I was 

watching a war. More officers appeared seemingly out of nowhere, 

no longer coordinated as the situation descended into chaos. The 

question “How can they show this?” entered into my head, and I 

quickly dismissed it, realising where I was. 

 It was almost comical how this country worked. The 

government consistently preached about how they had the public’s 

best interests in mind and that safety was their number one priority. 

But then they would go and do stuff like this. They were sending out 

a message; they held the power, not us.  

 I was about to turn off the TV when I saw her. In the far back 



35

of the crowd, I could see a familiar face, a gun in her hand. I didn’t 

notice that the remote fell to the floor, or the fact that I had stood up 

and was now making my way to the car. Everything was a blur, just 

shapes I couldn’t make out. Only when I was pulling the car keys out 

of my pocket did all the emotions hit me, at full force, all at once.  

Panic kicked in while I fumbled with the keys to unlock the door. 

My daughter was out there in the middle of that, my little Gabriella. 

My god I was a horrible parent - worse than my father, far worse.  

I didn’t want to think about what could happen to her and yet my 

sick, twisted mind was creating images. A nauseating feeling settled 

all over my body (my body which had broken into a sweat out of 

the pure adrenaline rush). It was a type of feeling you shouldn’t 

be driving with. But I didn’t care about that. Fuck the laws and 

conventions of this forsaken country. My daughter was there out in 

that dangerous mess of brutality and madness. 

 I didn’t stop for any red lights either. I wasn’t thinking 

properly, inside my head there was a chant: “Save her, save her, save 

her.” My heart was beating rapidly in rhythm. There was an attempt 

to pull myself together by tightening my grip on the steering wheel 

until I could feel my nails digging into the material. Needless to say, 

it didn’t work: I was still in a state of high anxiety. 

 By the time I had arrived (somehow I had gotten there 



without any incidents), there were bodies scattered across the street.

The moment my foot made contact with the tarmac of the road, I 

knew I had stepped into a warzone. I was too out of it to close the 

car door behind me. The mission I had assigned myself to was the 

mission to save my daughter - it wasn’t as if I could’ve saved anyone 

else anyway. Ignoring the bile at the back of my throat, which 

threatened to rise at the sight of the fallen on both sides, I made my 

way through the destruction.  

Stupidly I tried to call out her name over the gunshots. This 

really was a war. People were around me, young soldiers on the 

battlefield, and some disappeared into the smoke, never to be seen 

again. Nothing about it felt real - it was like a bizarre nightmare. 

Disembodied voices hung clearly in the air, though I couldn’t 

make out what they were saying, the rusty smell of blood was too 

distracting. Running along the road, I haphazardly evaded and 

avoided figures. Nobody tried to stop me, the peace-making facade 

had been utterly destroyed. 

 But this wasn’t a dream, and the bullet in my leg made that 

clear.  

Instantly, my knees buckled. A shaky breath escaped me as I 

collapsed to the ground. The pain was excruciating. I should’ve been 

afraid, I should’ve been careful. Of course I was neither, as Gabriella 
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was my main concern, my own well-being came last. Maybe it was 

parental instincts finally kicking in. All I wanted, amidst the carnage 

and the blood seeping through my jeans, was to see my little girl’s 

face.  

 Mustering up any strength I had left in my system, I got back 

up on my feet. Then I started walking straight onwards, following 

my instincts, blocking out the screams, the explosions and the 

shattering of glass. Some would say that it was a miracle that I had 

gotten this far, that it was the work of God, He Himself who was 

guiding me to my destination. Our Creator up in heaven, who had 

hymns praising His graciousness, His goodness.  

 But apparently He wasn’t not good enough to spare my 

daughter, who was lying in the middle of the road. You would expect 

that this was where the panic reared its ugly face again. You could 

probably picture it yourself, a father running towards the sight of his 

daughter, falling to her side and cradling her in his arms as he cried 

his heart out. Well, that wasn’t what happened. 

 Slowly, barely conscious, I approached her. Even up close I 

hardly recognised her. Her face must’ve been beaten in by a baton 

over and over and over because…she didn’t look like the girl I had 

spoon-fed for several months, the girl who I had pushed on the 

swings for as long I could, the girl who cried when she realised 



her childhood was over and the girl who wanted her freedom back. 

Instead, she looked like a corpse, a useless corpse on the road. 

 No, it wasn’t the fault of God or any kind of divine entity - it 

was my fault, our fault - that she was gone now. I could’ve done 

something, anything. I could’ve gone with her to the riot, at the very 

least, I could’ve taken her place. In some way, she still could’ve had 

a future.  

 This never should’ve happened. Never. 
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My surroundings unfamiliar 

But a palace nonetheless  

I, convicted of treason 

But much more, I do confess.  

 

Place de la Concorde 

The irony in the name 

I was once a great king, 

Ruler of French land and fame.  

 

‘Concorde’, meaning harmony 

The rebels, a unit against my rule.  

Each meticulous plan they decided 

Now makes me look like a fool.  

 

Shovelled up in this cell, 

Shackles at my wrists.  

Inside of me I’m defeated 

Not punching or swinging fists.  

 

Was it my arrogance, my foolishness 

Or the plain and simple fact? 



You don’t get trained to be a king 

But in every area, I lacked.  

 

Oh, how I wish I knew 

How to strategise or handle the economy  

But all I was given was a piece of advice; 

“You mustn’t run, fail or flee.” 

 

I wish I was one of them,  

Full of passion; they know what they want.  

But here I am, rotting alone in this cell, 

Soon I will hear their deafening stomp.  

 

The stampede of the French force 

Poorly equipped, but exceptionally strong.  

Their numbers were overpowering, 

Their hatred and pain, an unsung song.  

 

Their music, so powerful,  

And often overlooked. 

Used as a tool in this rising 

Their words controlled and shook.  
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Words of anger, words of hate 

For aristocrats and the throne 

But “I repent” and “I’m sorry”  

Doesn’t change the fact that I’m alone.  

 

I’m alone because I’ve pushed, 

Pushed too far to make me break 

I’m self-destructive along with my wife, 

Who said “Let them eat cake!” 

 

We’re the cause of our own downfall 

And I’m embarrassed to say the least 

I know for a fact that when I die 

I’ll be in hell for being a liar and a cheat. 

 

20 million people, 

All under my rule. 

I could have inspired and created 

Rather than have been malicious and cruel. 

 

So, when they brought me to my death 



On this sunny but cloudy morn 

There was a cacophony of noise; 

Screams, shouts and a French horn.  

 

The instrument was mocking, 

As it was regal, rich and pure.  

For once that sweet sound died out 

My own life would be gone, I’m sure.  

 

So, when I place my head 

Underneath the guillotine  

I brace myself for the worst.  

I could feel the pulse of their anger, 

And incurable hurt 

My death would quench their thirst.  

 

Monarchy was my destiny, 

I couldn’t have denied and ran  

Yet I will be honest in my final moments, 

For once being a true French man. 
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I’m Rose and I live in 1990. My past is a foreign land. I look to the 

future now, yet it looks just as bitter. I hope my children have a 

world worthy of them and that it won’t shatter in their grip.  

 

I’m Ellie and I live in 2022. I feel alone; caressed by my own sor-

row. Pages are muddled. They’re lying before me with their voices, 

screaming at me. Pieces of me scattered and confused. Who am I? 

I peer slowly at my desk, almost searching for the answer. Words 

are scribbled and I remember my relentless hand moving across the 

pages. But now I see a blank page and some part of me defines my-

self by it.  

Blank. 

Useless. 

 

“Come on, Rose,” I mutter, “You haven’t flipped the calendar in 

months. It doesn’t mean time isn’t moving.” My life is slipping 



away, and I have nobody to pass it onto.  

“Mum!” I hear my daughter call. I shake my head and wonder why 

my daughter seems only a ghost to me.  

 

I keep calling but she doesn’t respond. “MUM!” I try again. Nothing. 

I feel alone when she’s right there. Should I feel this way?  

“Ellie? Sorry, love, I’m coming.” At least she heard me.  

 

I hear my daughter’s calls but… I can’t move. I try to convince my-

self I’m a good mother. My hand is drawn to my pocket. And as I’m 

so used to, I slip out my pocket notebook and pen. Words flow. 

I’m trying to protect  

Yet seeming to defect  

She’s too precious  

To be chipped or broken  

Or lost.  

 

I don’t think she told me the truth. I don’t think she’s coming. I 

push myself away from my paper-covered desk. I push myself away, 

defeated by the blank page.  

 

I was right to say the future was bitter. I see my words from 1990 
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written in the front page of this notebook. It’s filled with thoughts 

from the past, that are true. No matter the sadness they highlight; 

all the future gave me was cancer. I flick forward, notice my pages 

running out, but scribble on another one anyway.  

I feel my life  

Ebbing away  

And I have no strength 

To tell my daughter   

I’m afraid  

I will never be remembered 

 

In the shadow of my defeat, I walk down the stairs and show myself 

at the doorway, where my mother is. But her back is facing me, and 

I hear her sighing. I watch as she slips a notebook into her pocket. 

Then she turns to the calendar and flips the page; February appears. 

January is left in the past. I see the days laid out and I feel an over-

whelming sense that my future is written for me.  

 

“Ellie, oh Ellie.” I whisper to myself, hoping that the pain will go, 

and it will all just be resolved. Hoping… for impossible.  

 

“Mum, what’s that? That notebook?” She jumps.  



“Ellie!” She says with genuine shock as if she forgot that I lived 

here. “Well…” She hesitates, getting quieter.  

“Mum…” I whisper.  

 

I feel shy under my daughter’s questioning gaze. “Ellie…I…” 

 

“What’s wrong? Won’t you trust me?” I plead with her, never real-

ising how much we were separated; choosing to live our lives apart. 

“Mum?” 

 

“Ellie, you’ll forever be that gem I need to protect,” I find myself 

repeating words of the poem I had written. “You’re too precious to 

be chipped, or broken, or lost.” 

 

There’s a flow to her words that I recognise. I get flashes of myself 

sitting at my desk and staring out the window, trying to process my 

life. With lines sometimes rhyming, sometimes just flowing.  

“Mum…” My shield breaks and tears flow. I turn and run. Vaguely I 

hear her calling, 

“Ellie… Ellie, wait!” In a flurry I’m at my desk; grabbing pages. I’m 

unaware through my fog of sadness, sorrow, and fear. I turn deter-

mined, wiping the tears from my face. I get a slight shock when I see 
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my mother standing in the doorway to my room.  

“Ellie…” I close my eyes and sigh for a moment, knowing I have to 

finish my sentence. Knowing my daughter has a right to know.  

“Mum, if I show you me…” her voice is like honey; so sweet. I want 

to hang on to every moment of it, “If you show me your notebook, 

which I know is full of poems. I’ll show you me; my poems.” I blink 

for a moment; wondering if what I heard was true. Does my daugh-

ter really know me better than I know her?  

 

I hand her the papers; she inhales sharply. As I watch her face, my 

breathing quickens. I focus on her eyes as they skim over a few pag-

es. Tears well in them. As she draws her notebook out of her pocket 

she smiles slightly. Then she says, “Oh, Ellie, I’m so sorry.” 

 

I love her. She has to know everything. I can’t stop now. So, I con-

tinue, “I’ve been like a foreign land to you. And maybe it’s because 

I’ve been caught in the past and you in the future. My life is almost 

written, but yours… yours is a blank page.”  

 

I shudder at her mention of my enemy, but then I laugh slightly as I 

notice my mother’s amusement at my reaction. “You know, I won-

dered,” she says, “Why the top page you gave me was a blank one. 



But I get it now, even if you didn’t intend it. You have so much of 

your life left to live, so much hope to sow, so many lives to touch. 

You’re a blank page Ellie, and that doesn’t mean sorrow or fear; it 

means opportunity. It means you have a future. Me, I have one page 

left in my notebook, I don’t have much of a future but somehow, 

you’re here and I know you’ll be a life-changer.” 

My single tear turns into many and I feel my mother’s warm em-

brace. I savour it.  

“Ellie,” She says trying to keep her voice steady, even though I can 

detect her shaking, “I have cancer. I’m fading.” My tears become 

torrential but after they’ve had time to fall, I look up at her face.  

“No, Mum, you’ll never fade,” I say determined to stay strong, 

“You’ll always be with me. I love you.” She kisses my forehead, tells 

me she loves me too, “I forgive you and I’m sorry too. I promise 

you’ll never be forgotten.” The love courses through me and I finally 

feel my pain and joy at balance. All my mother can do is nod and hug 

me tighter.  

“Will you help me write the last page in my notebook?” she asks.  

“Yes.” I say, simply.  

 

Deep within me, all that I have is given to my daughter. I entrust her 

with it. This girl who is more than I ever imagined she could be.  
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I’m Ellie and I live in 2030. My mother’s gone now but I kept her 

notebook. Treasured it. Poems became real in our minds and even-

tually they made a book called, “Blank Page.” Celebrating both of 

us, together, forever in print. Seeing it go out into the world fills me 

with so much joy and proves to me that my mother’s memory will 

always live on. But my life isn’t over yet, as my mother would surely 

remind me. My pages still have some spaces left on them and I don’t 

intend to stop anytime soon.  

The future  

Is waiting for me  

And I’m not one  

To leave it hanging  

Blank 



 Eoghan O Hanluain



55

Battalions of prancing white horses rammed the sides of a tired 

hull. Despite the relentless tidal stampede, the long metal structure 

trudged on to America. 

  

 When the ship left Skull to continue its journey west, the 

weather took up arms. Seemingly frightened by these travellers, 

the seas and the skies united to hurl venomous gales, gusts and 

hurricanes upon the hopeful ship as it crossed the Atlantic. A truly 

terrible tempest had the elements concocted. 

  

 Among the ship’s travellers were emigrants from across 



Europe. They all shared the common goal of triumphing in the old 

“New World.” Letters and newspaper headlines boasting of success 

had found their way to these prospecting expatriates. Tales of gold 

off the Pacific, soaring stocks in Wall Street and Great Plains of 

fruitful land outside the huge cities. These were the dreams that 

floated through this stubborn ship. 

  

Outside these thoughts of prestige, the passengers had very little in 

common. Some were sent by their families to bring back money to 

the home, some saw America as the place to spend and grow their 

wealth, others simply had no place left after the Great War. The rest 

didn’t even know where they were. 

  

One such man was Paul Collison. He was standing just below deck, 

staring at the of the great waves. 

  

Paul was wearing a three-piece suit with navy trousers and a jacket 

of the same colour. Beneath his jacket was a grey waistcoat and 

a tidy white shirt. The suit bore the name of a respected Berlin 

tailor who sadly never left the Somme. Paul’s apparel was one of 

elegance but the same could not be said for the man himself. On 

his face lay a weary expression that looked like it had seen hard 
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times. At any sudden noise it would jolt, as if awful memories were 

flooding through his mind. Paul’s once bright blonde hair had lost its 

youthful glow but showed no signs of receding. Paul liked this, as it 

was a distraction from that tired face of his. As the boat shook once 

more he began to hope that the next lot of emigrants would have to 

face these tough conditions. 

  

A week into the voyage to New York he had exhausted all sources of 

entertainment. For the journey he brought three old copies of the 

Yellow Book, a direct reprint of Voltaire’s Oedipus and a personal 

favourite of his, Eine Kritik der reinen Vernunft. Paul conceded 

that to prevent him thinking about himself and subjecting himself 

to inevitable insanity, he’d have to go out and look for solvable 

problems  with the rest of the world.   

  

Leaving the tight confines of his cabin, he went walking in the hope 

of meeting someone with whom he could lose himself in the depths 

of conversation. In case of a theft he took with him the rest his 

possessions. Inside an efficient briefcase styled bag was another suit 

from that same Berlin based tailor, his reading materials, a notebook 

and pen, night clothes and finally a handsome roll of US dollars. 

  



Walking along the corridors Paul wondered if he was making he 

right choice in his journey. He supposed now it was a bit late for 

such contemplations, given he was just about passed the Mid-

Atlantic Ridge. 

  

No more, then, would he have that stagnating comfort back in 

Meath. A farm of 30 hectares was waiting for him in a will. And with 

workers ready to tend the land, a life of ease would undoubtedly 

follow. Surely that’s where he ought to be? 

  

It’s not as if his apartment in Hannover was an option any more. 

A fifty pound British shell had made sure of that. Although he had 

escaped the front lines through his Irish passport, he had certainly 

felt the effects of the war. Now it was time to buckle down, work 

hard and rise through the ranks of this culture built on individual 

success. 

  

Fearing a rabbit hole of self-pity or regret, he hurried along the 

corridors to the common eating area. Smells of cheap canned foods 

wafted through his nose as he neared it. Mostly despondent diners 

sat alone with only some baked beans for company. Seeing the 

dour scene, Paul’s hopes for an engaging conversation were quickly 
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dashed. 

  

So, left without someone to meet, Paul confided in his notebook. 

He knew of some of the ground-breaking American authors such 

as Fitzgerald and Hemingway - that was one of the draws. Cities of 

glamorous and glorious stars awaited him. In his notebook he wrote 

“The Journey”. 

  

As Paul focused in on his writings, he heard a curious female voice 

from behind him. “Do we have writer on our hands here?”,she asked. 

She spoke with a thick native New York accent, the likes of which 

he’d only heard once or twice. Her tone was one of positive intrigue. 

“My name is Gertrude Buchanan, I’m from New York and I’ve come 

across a few wannabe writers in my time there,” she added. 

  

Paul turned to see who he was talking to. Gertrude had a 

considerably smaller stature then him, but that clearly didn’t 

intimidate her. She had a wonderful air of confidence about her. 

Gertrude had a look as though she’d been through it all and now 

there was very little left that would genuinely impress her. Her 

bubbly black hair was let fall in a carefree manner. Her clothes 

shined of expense but had clearly seen many a rooftop party. 



  

“I wouldn’t quite say I’m a writer. I might be once we reach Ellis 

Island. I could be an architect, maybe open up some sort of business. 

For now though I am a roaming vagabond in search of desperate 

glory, and hopefully money.” 

 

“Well? Are you writing something now?” Gertrude quizzed. “Some 

story or poem to get you glory, and then your money of course. 

You’re definitely coming to right place for that glory anyway.” 

  

“I do hope so. I’ve left behind quite a steady life for one of 

uncertainty. Waiting back home in Ireland is a farm that soon will be 

mine. But I can’t go home to there. The banality is absolute.” 

  

“Why America then? There’s a big world out there and it sounds 

like you got money. What’s wrong with, say, Paris or Milan. You can 

write your non-writer piece there, right?” 

  

“Well, I probably could. I spent four years working at the Berliner 

Tageblatt as a reporter and loved mainland Europe. The regal 

excellence was to be seen everywhere. The art, the culture, the food, 

the history - all spectacular. But that’s the thing, they have their 
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history. America’s making history. And the war happened.” 

  

“I hope you don’t any illusions of my hometown. Not everyone goes 

on to be a Rockefeller. Some people had to build those skyscrapers. 

Walk the streets and you’ll find plenty who don’t have much at all. 

That farm and its cash doesn’t sound too bad.” 

  

“Sure, they might not have much material wealth but one thing 

I will have in America, that I could just never have if I stayed 

in Ireland, would be hope. On the farm, never would I have to 

worry about food being on the table, but neither could I dream 

of progression. I could see no future where I would prosper, no 

mansion, no beautiful cars, never to meet people like you or global 

stars, and no legacy. Give it a century and Mark Twain will still be 

read. In a hundred, who will remember a mildly successful farmer 

from Meath? So I’m willing to not know where my next pay check 

is coming from. I am happy to live in squalor, because it could get 

better. When I am an old man, who knows if I’ll have made it, but at 

least I could have. That will sustain me.” 

“I gotta say, that wasn’t a bad speech. It does help that you’re in the 

right half of the population. You try all that prospering from my side. 



But I tell you what, you finish your writing on this journey of ours. 

Then once we reach New York, we’ll meet up again after a few 

months to see how you’ve gotten on in America. We’ll see if it’s 

anything like you think, or maybe it’s just some fantasy we’ve sold 
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Zoe Carr

As usual, I don’t use the oven for dinner. As usual, I don’t use the 

door handle while she watches intently, as if it will form a snake and 

destroy us all. Somehow, reluctantly, I say that my mother could 

believe the absurdity of the statement. But not using the handle isn’t 

a difficult habit to bear, effects of Coronavirus still stamped on our 

instincts.  

 As usual, I warily slink upstairs, careful to dodge the fifth and 

eighth step as they are renowned for creaking loudly and painfully - 

this way my mother mightn’t have an affliction. As usual, I clean my 

teeth, wash my hands thoroughly and enter my bedroom. As usual, 

I lie in bed, thoughts swarming throughout my head as I read The 

Hitchhikers Guide to the Galaxy for the seventh time, closing the 

book reluctantly on page 42.  

 I tip-toe to the balcony as usual and, dodging my abundance 



of poorly-painted shelves stacked high with sci-fi and astronomy 

books and navy beanbags, I reach my canopy, hosting my wonderful 

telescope. I sit, and as usual, I go to my telescope and gaze through, 

at the endless sky littered with stars.  The moon peers through the 

cold clouds, resembling an owl peeking out of a hollow tree, I think. 

I smile and am happy to feel the presence of him – the man on the 

moon.  

 As usual, I tell him the limited contents of my day. Telling 

him for over three years every aspect of my life isn’t easy. He 

knows, of course, about my mother confining me home due to her 

permanent certainty that coronavirus still lurks in the school.  I told 

him all about what happened to her, how the pandemic ruined her, 

how my dad’s disappearance destroyed her mind. I told him how I’d 

tried everything, but nothing would ever seem to work. 

  She stopped screaming bloody murder anytime I didn’t wash 

my hands thoroughly (for five minutes, with specific soap and a 

strange powder developed after the pandemic) after a while. She’d 

improve a little, and then just worsen. Nothing worked. But it wasn’t 

the fear of the virus, or the losing of her job, or the debt we fell into 

in 2020. It was my father, and the man on the moon got an earful of 

this. 

 It seemed that both of my parents had faded into eternal skies, 
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similar in some ways, different in many; leaving me to only myself. 

Losing him off the face of the planet was just too much for her. 

It was 42 months ago, and I haven’t lost count, nor do I plan to. 

My father was a wise person who expressed his enthusiasm for 

astronomy and his desire to travel to space passionately. He was my 

mentor, and my guide.  

 He’d been working with large companies who asked for him 

specifically after hearing about him being an excellent scientist. 

They asked him to help him with vaccine development in 2021. He 

accepted; my father was a selfless man – I thought. They’d pay him 

a lot, I guess. 

 Then one day, he just vanished. Like he was never there. We 

searched endlessly, and gradually my mother lost it. Days dragged 

on, until I finally gave up on January 4th, 2022. We’d never find him. 

I felt broken and purposeless, until I discovered him, the man on the 

moon. He became my comfort, the one thing keeping me from giving 

up. I told him everything, and he didn’t mind. I knew him. I felt him 

there, and he was always there.  

 I suspected, ever since the day my father disappeared, that 

he’d gone to space. Maybe the ISS, or more likely, the moon. His 

dream. I couldn’t fathom it, but deep down I knew. I knew him, I 

know how confidential he was, how silently he concocted plans and 



how strong his flame of determination burned. 

As usual, I return to bed, and the next day begins.  I wake up, eat, 

and occupy myself in my room and on the balcony. I then assist my 

mother and go upstairs to my bed and back to the balcony. I reach 

my canopy, and try to connect with him, but - there’s something 

wrong. I can’t feel him there. It’s like my mind reaches out and 

grabs at – nothing.  

 Options spring to my mind like daffodils in the spring – could 

he be returning? Or was it – I didn’t dare. He was coming back, I 

hoped he was. Death couldn’t get my father. Only life could. Hope. 

And it was sheer hope that ran through me as I fell asleep.  

As usual.
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Grace Harris
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How do I appreciate the here and now? 

Where my hand grips my pen,  

The roses in my vase bend at the stem, 

Analysing verses until they make sense 

But not thinking of the end result. 

 

All we ever seem to do is muse. 

We spend hours letting our minds wander, 

Traveling back to the past and forward to the future 

Because past and future are easy to ponder 

But present gets lost in translation. 

 

Because if Eleanor was right, 

And yesterday is history 

And tomorrow is a mystery, 

Then can we stand in victory 

Saying that we’re living for today? 

 

Time is almost incomprehensible. 

The past is a foreign land we hardly recognize. 

The future is a blank page being written before our eyes. 



And both are abstract concepts that politicians weaponize 

To keep their naysayers at bay. 

 

I want to be brave. 

I want to be ever-present. 

I want to use my time to fight the systems I resent. 

Not looking at before and after feeling discontent; 

But simply being where I am now. 

 

But all we ever talk about 

Is conflicts come and gone. 

Demolitions and debates and the conclusions drawn. 

And I don’t want to be at yesterday’s sunset or tomorrow’s dawn 

But my question remains - how?
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 Eoghan O Hanluain
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To think is to dream, 

To dream is to dread 

And to dread is to hope 

 

With hope comes comes a chance 

Who’s to say it will work 

So simply let us dance  

 

We will see what has come from our efforts  

Was it even possible? 

Does that even matter? 

  

And so we must dream 

We must dread 

We must hope  

And we must act. 



Sarah Fitzgerald
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Planet Earth is the biggest streaming service in the universe in 2122. 

Aliens from hundreds of planets are tuned in 24/7 to watch humans 

live their lives. There are endless reruns, so they can rewatch their 

favourite wars and pandemics, the most popular being the Boiling 

War of 2065 and the Covid-19 pandemic of 2020. They can tune into 

a variety of different feeds, from worldwide events, to politicians, to 

ordinary people. The aliens often send in fan mail to request specific 

events, like all the world’s volcanoes spewing melted cheese in 2099. 

And here I am, right in the middle of all this endless streaming. 

 

But Matilda, I hear you ask, why is no one doing anything about 

this? It seems like a problem, right? Well, you see, we kind of owe 

the aliens. In 2034, the Earth had reached its limit. All the pollution 



and climate change that we had inflicted on our home planet had 

destroyed it. We were left in shambles, slowly dying from the sun’s 

radiation and drought. They saved us. They helped us get back 

on our feet. They cleansed our planet, protected us from the sun, 

and nursed us back to health. In return, all they wanted was some 

entertainment. We agreed, because what else could we do? 

 

Sure, some people are unhappy. But if the Off Air Revolt of 2072 

told us anything, it’s not to mess with the aliens. A group of rebels 

refused to follow the Planet earth TV guidelines. They protested 

against the aliens’ rule and tried to convince others to do the same. 

They were quickly silenced. The same goes for those who don’t 

follow the fan mail requests. So, anyone who is dissatisfied stays 

quiet and hopes that their fan mail isn’t too crazy. Which is why I’m 

absolutely terrified by what might be in this letter. 

 

If you get a letter, you know you’re in trouble. Nearly all of our 

post comes in virtually, except for fan mail. Alien and human email 

doesn’t mix very well, so the simplest solution is physical letters in 

2122. I know, ridiculous. Now, I rarely get fan mail. I live a normal 

life, so I usually only have one or two viewers on my feed at any 

given time. My highest viewer count was probably ten or eleven, but 
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that was when I broke up with my girlfriend. What I’m trying to say 

is that I have a really boring life. So you can probably tell I was very 

surprised when I got fan mail this morning. 

 

I turn the envelope over a few times in my hands. My name and 

address are printed in bold at the front. The envelope is made from 

a shimmery blue material that could only be described as not quite 

paper. It is sealed with purple wax, stamped with a rain cloud 

pattern. It’s from a Xiollian alien. I carefully crack open the seal and 

pull out the letter. It’s made with the same material as the envelope, 

but in a slightly off-white colour. The words are scrawled in a child’s 

handwriting and I have to scan the letter a few times to understand 

what it says. 

 

Dear Matilda, 

My name is Vrolids and I am 8 trillion years old. I love watching your 

feed. I watch it every day and you’re my favourite character ever! I 

think you and Evan would make the cutest couple ever and I need to 

see you two get together right now. 

Lots of love, 

Vrolids xxxx 

 



My stomach drops. I read it again and again, taking in everything, 

but nothing changes. Not even the weird crayon drawing in 

the bottom left-hand corner. This alien wants me to date Evan 

Anderson, the most annoying boy in college, or dare I say, in all of 

Ireland. I groan with frustration. Reluctantly, I put the letter in my 

bag and get ready to head out. I better go let him know that I’m his 

girlfriend. 

 

I’ve been standing outside Evan’s dorm room for five minutes. Just 

knock, Matilda. It’s not that hard. I take a deep breath and knock. He 

opens the door pretty quickly. His face contorts in confusion when 

he sees me. 

 

“Matilda? What are you doing here?” he asks. 

 

I pull out the letter and hand it to him, “We’ve got fan mail, buddy.” 

 

“We?” He takes the letter and walks back into his dorm. He didn’t 

close the door, so I guess he wants me to come in. 

 

His dorm is very messy. I don’t know how many roommates he has, 

but it looks like about fifty. There’s a large armchair that Evan sat on 
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when he came in, plus five other hover chairs. A small EveryScreen 

is built into the wall. Bags and old books and SmartScreens are 

scattered across the room. A small kitchen area is just to the left of 

the door, but it could be mistaken for a dishwasher with the stacks of 

dirty dishes. 

 

Evan groans, bringing me back to the situation. He crumples up 

the letter and throws it across the room. He buries his face in his 

hands.“I hate fan mail.” he mutters. “What are we going to do?” 

 

“What do you mean? We have to follow the request or who knows 

what will happen?” 

 

“Are you insane? Do–” 

 

I cut him off, “Yes, but that doesn’t change the fact that we have to 

date. So give me your number and I’ll see you later.” 

 

He goes to say something, but quickly changes his mind. Instead, he 

sticks his arm out. I take it and scan the chip in his wrist with my 

SmartScreen. His number pops up and I save it. He takes my arm and 

does the same. 



 

“See you later?” he asks. 

 

“See you later.” I reply bitterly. 

 

When I get back to my dorm, I send Evan a text: 

 

Wanna meet up at the Dusty Laptop for a coffee? I have something 

important to tell you. 

 

He replies with a thumbs up. I take a deep breath. Time to get ready. 

I pick out a summery dress and slip it on. I tie my red hair up into a 

messy bun. I grab my bag and head to the old cafe. 

 

I arrive at the Dusty Laptop before Evan. I order an iced coffee and 

wait. The cafe is warm, and I’m already sweating. My coffee is 

refreshing, but my mind is running at one hundred miles an hour. 

Will this be forever? Will the alien get bored and leave us to live our 

normal lives again? Will I have to grow to like Evan? 

 

The door swings open. Evan strolls in. He orders a coffee and sits 

down across from me. He takes in what I’m wearing with a look 
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of panic. I try to hide my smug smile. He’s not ready for this. I 

don’t even know if I am. I take a deep breath and start reciting my 

confession. 

 

“Ev,” I start. He bristles at the nickname, but doesn’t respond. 

“We’ve known each other for so long. I still remember the first time 

we met, on the open day, when you spilt your coffee on me. After 

then, I’ve never stopped thinking about you. I understand that it 

might be too soon to say this, but I love you Ev.” I was no Romeo’s 

Juliet, but I think it worked. 

 

Evan stares at me like I’ve lost my head. He opens and closes his 

mouth like a goldfish, but nothing comes out. I start to panic. He’s 

not going to say anything. Time for Plan B. 

“Oh no. It’s too soon, isn’t it. I’ve messed it all up. You probably hate 

me now.” I sob. 

 

He finally snaps out of his daze “No wait. I don’t hate you. I feel the 

same way, Tilly.” 

 

I clench my jaw. I hate being called Tilly. Touchè Evan.“Oh,” I laugh 

shakily, “that’s a relief then.” 



 

He laughs softly and takes my hands. “I love you, Tilly.” 

 

I swallow the lump in my throat, “I love you too, Ev.” 

 

His eyes pierce me, and everything suddenly becomes so real. This is 

going to be hard. 

 

This is very hard. It’s only been three days but it feels like I’ve been 

doing this for years. Evan walked me to class, and I went to his 

dorm last night to watch a movie. We grabbed a coffee after class 

everyday and sat together at lunch. All the while, we made awkward 

small talk and laughed at each other’s bad jokes. Our friends were 

very confused when they heard we were together. Almost everyone 

knows we don’t get on well together. One pro was that I made my ex 

jealous, but that was about it. 

 

After class, we head back to my dorm to play some 4D Chess. I open 

the door and see another blue envelope. My heart skips a beat. I look 

at Evan who is equally panicked. I open the envelope and am greeted 

with the same scrawled handwriting. 
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Dear Matilda, 

Your relationship with Evan is sooooooooo fake. It’s horrible to 

watch. You have two days before I tell my mom. 

Vrolids x 

 

“This is very bad,” Evan groans. “This is very, very bad.” 

 

I’m barely listening. My stomach twists and I feel sick. I push into 

my dorm and curl up in my beanbag. My eyes well with tears and 

before I know it, I’m sobbing. He crouches beside me and rubs my 

back. 

 

I don’t know how long we stayed like that, but a knock on the door 

brings us back to reality. Evan gets up and answers it. A man in a 

black suit barges in. I stand up with a jolt. 

 

“Your presence is required by Queen Noro of Xiollia,” he declares. 

 

“What?!” I exclaim. “They said we had two days!” 

 

“Your presence is required immediately.” He opens his briefcase. 

Inside, it glows blue. “Step in.” 



 

I look to Evan, who has made his way beside me. “We should 

probably go.” 

 

He nods and takes my hand. I take a deep breath. Together, we step 

into the glowing light. 

 

I open my eyes to find that we’re in a palace. Tall, gold pillars line a 

white tiled walkway. Portraits of alien monarchs hang between the 

pillars. I fail to stifle a gasp. We’re on Xiollia. I look up and see a gold 

throne with a golden bird perched atop it. We approach the throne 

nervously. The bird studies us, then in a blink of an eye, it shifts into 

a golden woman in a hoodie and jeans. The guard with us kneels, so 

we do the same. 

 

“You wanted to see us?” I ask, then quickly add, “Your majesty?” 

 

The woman laughs, “Please, you’re so formal. Stand up.” We obey, 

“And call me Noro. I’m not your queen.” 

 

“Why did you bring us here?” Evan asks. 
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She turns in her throne, “Vrolids! Come here, honey!” she yells, then 

faces us again. “You know my son, don’t you?” 

 

I furrow my brow. “Yeah, he sent us the fan mail.” 

 

“Yes, he really loves you, Matilda. It’s just-” 

 

As she’s speaking, a young rose-gold boy enters the room. He sees 

me and his eyes light up. Before I know it, he’s hugging me tightly. 

“I’m so sorry Matilda! I didn’t know you’d be so upset,” he cries. 

 

I pat him on the back and look to Noro for an explanation. 

 

“When he saw you upset, it broke his heart. He felt so guilty and told 

me what happened.” 

 

“Then why are we here?” Evan says. 

The queen stands up and comes towards us. She takes Vrolids’ 

hand. “I’ve decided to pull Xiollia out of the Planet Earth TV 

Programme. It’s hard to watch humans suffer when you know you’re 

responsible.” 

 



My jaw drops, “Seriously? Thank you so much. That means a lot, 

but… it still doesn’t explain why we’re here” 

 

She grins, “Well, there’s no point of just Xiollia pulling out. If we 

want to make a change, we’ll have to convince some other planets 

too. I was thinking of making a few speeches, but some planets may 

need a first-hand point of view.” 

 

My eyes widen, “You don’t mean…” 

 

She reaches out her hand, “Care to change the universe, Matilda?” 

 

My heart races. I turn to Evan. “This is insane!” 

 

“Go for it, you’ll do great.” he says with a sad smile. “I think I’ve 

had enough excitement for a while now, though.” 

 

“You’re not coming?” 

 

He sighs. “Not this time.” 

 

My heart sinks, but I smile, “You’re awesome, Ev.” 
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“You’re not too bad yourself, Tilly,” he replies, grinning. 

 

“Friends?” I ask, spreading my arms out. 

 

He hugs me tight. “Friends.” 

 

We stay there for a while. As much as I hated the few days we were 

dating, I learned a lot about him. I guess he’s not as annoying as I 

thought. I’ll never forget this experience. 

 

I pull away from him and turn back to Noro. I take her hand and 

shake it. “Let’s do this.”



Bronwyn Liddle
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The year is 2022, 

I’m writing this poem to prove 

That I was alive once, 

- just once - it’s true. 

No AI arranged these letters, 

Nor a government spy, 

Brainwashing masses. 

Whatever I did, was of my time and 

If not right, forgive me. 

In hindsight, it was wrong 

But I didn’t live that long 

Not enough to read, and know 

Unwritten code, carved in gold, 

Moral heights beyond my reach. 

100 years from now, 

I’m no longer a person. 

Just words on a page, 

A product of my culture. 

A short century - or less - 

I’ll be gone, rotted flesh. 

Humans die but art is immortalised. 

To displace dread of death 



I’ll dilute this worded mess 

With scrambled rambling, 

Online ink sprinted, strangling 

To lengthen my tragic existence, 

Choking out each inspiration. 

100 years ago, in 2022, 

Covid-19 flew like birds, 

Season misunderstood. 

Pollution spread like wildfire 

Creeping up the Amazon, 

The rash burned up her leg, 

The world’s lungs wheezing 

Plagued with death 

No hospital beds 

No hope, all fear, 

Markets crashing, world ending, 

Nothing here. 

Or so they believed - 

100 years later, what’s changed? 

Deranged leaders, sorry’s staged and 

Climate change is all the rage, 

Revolution’s still in fashion, 
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The human spirit’s caged. 

But memories are often rewritten, 

History so quickly forgotten, 

It becomes irrelevant fast, 

Flashing past, mundane. 

They only remember the powerful, 

Awful, and insane. 

They only remember this. 



Sean O’Donnell
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“Come on Danny, get up. We’ll be late.” 

“Leave me alone, I can’t be arsed.” 

“Don’t let your mother hear you using that language. Get up.” 

“Alright. Give me a minute.” 

Danny slowly opened his eyes, letting the grey light of the morning 

set into his brain. As he sat up in bed, crudely sliding his pillow up 

the backrest of his bed, he could see his father leaving his room, 

leaving the door slightly open. The thin smoke of what could only be 

a fry being cooked downstairs slipped through the crack, dampening 

the light of Danny’s room. Danny rubbed the sleep from his eyes and 

reluctantly hauled himself out of bed. It was time to get changed for 

Mass. 

 After putting on his best clothes that his mother had warned 

him to keep clean, Danny began his descent of the stairs. Walking 

into the sitting room, the strong stench of frying hit him like a truck. 



“Morning, Danny,” said both of Donny’s parents simultaneously. 

“Morning,” replied Danny, pulling out a chair from under the 

kitchen table and throwing himself down on it. “There you go, your 

highness,” sneered Danny’s father, John, sliding a plate of Ulster’s 

finest in front of him. Danny didn’t like fries at all; greasy sausages 

and bacon made him feel ill, but he knew his family’s situation, and 

never dared to ask for anything else. 

“Ah, Daniel, you didn’t eat half of that,” gasped Danny’s mother, 

Mary. 

“I’m grand, Mam, we will be late for Mass if I sit here any longer.” 

“Oh, aren’t you the angel child,” laughed Mary, picking up Danny’s 

plate and disappearing off into the kitchen. John sat in the corner 

of the room, a newspaper in his hands, his face wrinkled slightly in 

concentration. 

“Do you hear about this new Irish army business going about 

nowadays?” he exclaimed, and Danny wondered whether or not the 

question was rhetorical. 

“Yeah, I heard about that the other day,” replied Mary, who was 

walking back into the sitting room. 

“Up to no good, I reckon.” John sighed as he folded the newspaper. 

“Right, I’d say we better be off,” he huffed, pulling himself out of 

the chair. “Right so,” muttered Danny, and the three headed out the 
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door, Mary locking it behind them.  

“Aye Linda, I know, it’s terrible. Terrible. Would fear that they’d 

come anywhere near our houses. Lost sleep over it, even.” Danny 

could barely hear himself think over the noise of his mother 

gossiping with his neighbour, Linda Fitzgerald. Danny glanced at 

his father, who must have been thinking the same thing because 

the two smirked at each other. John leaned in to Danny’s ear and 

whispered, “I wouldn’t mind but she probably only read about them 

this morning.” The two barely contained their laughter. 

“What’s so funny?” Mary turned around, a puzzled look on her face. 

“Nothing, nothing,” chuckled John. He and Danny looked and smiled 

at each other. “Come on, we need to hurry up.”  

 As they came closer to the church, more people were joining 

them on their journey. “Danny, hands out of your pockets,” Mary 

sniped, slapping Danny’s right arm. “British soldiers, over there. 

Look well.” Danny sighed, taking his hands out of his pockets 

reluctantly and letting his arms dangle loosely by his sides. He hated 

the British soldiers. Nothing but trouble, as his mother would say.  

 Then suddenly, a loud bang ripped through the air. For a 

second, the whole world went quiet. Danny’s head spun, white 

flashing in his eyes. All he could hear was a high pitched ringing and 

then … 



Sound tore through Danny’s head. Screaming. Crying. “DANNY!” 

Danny could hear a muffled voice that sounded like his father’s, but 

where was it coming from? “DANNY!” This time his mother’s voice.  

Another bang rung in Danny’s ears, and the already deafening sound 

of the screams amplified. “DANNY! WE’RE OVER HERE!” Panic rose 

in Danny as what must have been hundreds of bodies bashed against 

his in a desperate attempt to flee the area. “MAM!” Danny screamed 

at the top of his voice. His throat felt like it was ripping. An intense 

pain began thumping in Danny’s head, like blood was cascading 

through his skull. He was going to black out. With every last bit of 

strength inside of him he began pushing through the crowd charging 

towards him. Tears and sweat were streaming down his face. “MAM! 

DAD! MAM … Dad …” His legs suddenly buckled and he fell to the 

ground, his head hitting off the cold moist gravel, his warm breath 

reflecting off the ground. His vision began to darken, and eventually, 

Danny slipped into unconsciousness.  

 “Danny … Danny … you’re … JOHN, HE’S AWAKE!” Danny 

slowly opened his eyes to find that he was lying in a bed … his bed. 

“What … what’s going on?” he asked. Agh … it’s hardly time for 

Mass again? He could feel a horrible throbbing pain in his forehead, 

and when he went to touch it he felt a sting on his temple. Then he 

remembered it all. “What … how …” Danny gasped as he saw his 
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father rush into the room. John’s face was contorted in an expression 

Danny had never seen on his father’s face before … fear. 

“There was a shooting. The Republicans … well, they killed one of 

the British.” “What?!” Danny’s mind pictured vivid scenes of the 

soldier being shot, dropping to the ground in a pool of his own 

blood, all the people running from the shooter. John’s face crumpled 

slightly, and Danny could see tears welling in his eyes. “Look, 

Danny, you were lucky to have gotten out alive.” 

 That night Danny lay in his bed, contemplating the words his 

father had said to him earlier. Lucky to have gotten out alive. What 

did this mean for Danny? That he would have to live in fear, or even 

worse – isolation – for the rest of his life? Danny threw his head 

back on his pillow, letting out a loud exasperated sigh. Would this be 

life from now on?



Róisín Faughnan 
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Faith isn’t stupid. She doesn’t believe in fairies or magic or curses. 

She does believe in monsters, but not the kind that hide under beds 

and in the backs of wardrobes - real monsters, the ones that look 

like people.  

 Faith doesn’t make trouble. She’s always regarded rules 

as useful things, so long as they don’t get in her way. Most rules 

just enforce common sense, and Faith is usually very sensible. 

Faith knows a lot of things. She knows how to light a fire without 

matches. She knows the capital of every country in the world, and 

its population, and its main industries. She knows that the light can 

only trick you so far, and your eyes are usually telling the truth. 

 The first time Faith sees the little yellow door, she is puzzled. 

All the other doors in the house are painted white, with shiny silver 

handles. This door is painted yellow. It’s peeling a bit, showing grey 



wood through the gaps. The handle is tarnished brass, shaped like 

an owl’s face. It blinks at Faith and clicks its beak as she puts the 

cardboard box carefully on the concrete floor of the basement.  

 

“Hello.” She says uncertainly. Faith doesn’t get scared. 

 

The bird-handle says nothing. 

 

Faith rises from the floor and approaches the door slowly. She can 

hear a faint humming, like a generator – no, like a hive of bees. The 

wood of the door is unnaturally warm as she runs a palm across it, 

tracing the wood grain. A splinter catches in her fingertips and she 

takes a hasty step back with a startled yelp.  

“Faith!” someone calls from upstairs. “Get up here with that box!” 

 

Faith does not answer. The bird-handle watches her with its beady 

brass eyes. It looks like it’s laughing.  

Faith hates being laughed at.  

“Faith! Don’t make me come down there!”

After a final glare at the brass owl, Faith grabs a box from the floor 

– probably the right one, but just now she can’t be bothered to 

remember – and marches of the stairs out of the basement. 
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“What kept you?” Asks her mother snappishly as Faith shoulders 

open the kitchen door. Faith says nothing. She sets the box down on 

the table. Her mother, seated at the far end, winces at the clink of 

glass. “Careful, Faith, those are the good glasses.” Faith still says 

nothing. She doesn’t see anything to say. She considers telling her 

mother about the yellow door, but decides against it. 

Faith’s dreams that night are full of doors. Trapdoors, glass doors, 

long twisting hallways lined with doors that won’t open. The 

clock by her bed reads 01:40 when she wakes up. This is annoying. 

Faith will never be able to get back to sleep now. She tries anyway 

for a while, then gives up and get out of bed. She means to go to 

the sitting room to find a book to read, but somehow she ends up 

halfway down the basement stairs before she realises what she’s 

doing. 

 

 It’s pointless, anyway. 

 The door is gone. 

 She didn’t imagine it. She didn’t. 

 The throbbing pain of the splinter in her finger is proof of 

that. Faith knows her own mind well enough. She’s always thought 

so, anyway.



 

 Faith isn’t very surprised when the faint mocking hoot of an 

owl follows her back upstairs. 

 The second time she sees the door, Faith tells herself that 

she’s not scared. It’s just a door, after all. It’s waiting for her when 

she leaves the shop, paper bags of milk, carrots, bread and onions 

in hand. The wall on the other side of the grimy car park has always 

been grey, blank stone bricks bound together by ivy. In the middle of 

it stands the peeling yellow door looking for all the world as if it has 

been there for years. Faith stops and stares at it for a moment. The 

owl is laughing at her again. She packs her shopping into the bags 

on her bike and cycles away as fast as she can. She doesn’t go back to 

that shop for the next few months. 

 

 The door keeps showing up. Everywhere. She tries staying at 

home, but she doesn’t want it to end up in her house again. Every 

night she dreams of the door, of turning the handle and falling 

through. The dreams always stop before she can see what’s on the 

other side of the door. She’s read somewhere that when you die in 

a dream, your brain wakes you up because it doesn’t know what 

happens next. 
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 Faith keeps telling herself that she’s not scared of it. It’s only 

a door, after all. A door that follows her wherever she goes, true, 

a door that can find its way into her dreams and twist them out of 

shape, but still—just a door. 

“It can’t hurt me if I don’t open it,” she tells herself. “it will be 

fine.”

 Faith has started talking out loud to herself when she’s alone, 

just to remind herself she is still alive, that she still has a voice. 

People can get used to almost anything, though, even fear. Soon 

enough, Faith has a routine – whenever she sees the door, she turns 

around and walks calmly in the other direction. This works, for a 

while, until it suddenly doesn’t. 

 

 One day Faith gets home and her mother is not there. She 

has not seen the door for nearly a month now, and tried to hope that 

it was gone for good. Last night she did not dream of hooting owls 

and yellow doors, and did not wake until her alarm went off at seven 

o’clock. She feels almost happy as she hangs her blue plastic raincoat 

on a hook by the door and calls to her mother, “I’m home!”

There is no answer. Faith isn’t worried; often her mother will be so 

immersed in research and paperwork that she will forget she lives 

with another person. Faith isn’t entirely sure what her mother’s job 



is, but it involves a lot of paperwork.  

 Faith stays in the sitting room with a book until the 

grandfather clock in the hall chimes six and she decides she’s 

hungry. She calls upstairs to her mother. 

 “I’m making dinner, what do you want?”

 No answer. 

 “Mum?” 

 No answer. 

 There is a sick, cold feeling in the pit of Faith’s stomach. A 

faint humming buzzes like an insect at the back of her skull as she 

mounts the stairs towards her mother’s room. 

 “Mum?”  She says again, stopping outside the bedroom door. 

“Are you busy, or…”

Silence, except for that humming and the panicked whisper of her 

thoughts. Shesgoneshesgoneshesgone, oh no, ohno ohno ohno— 

Faith’s hands shake as she jerks the door open. The room is quiet, 

the bed made and the desk neat. The fox-shaped clock that Faith 

bought for her mother’s last birthday ticks quietly on the chest of 

drawers. Everything seems in place, except for the yellow door next 

to her mother’s bed. 

 The brass owl’s eyes lock with hers, and it clicks its beak in 

delight. 
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Faith can hear its inhuman screech of laughter as she slams the door 

and sprints downstairs. She spends the night on the couch, the owl’s 

cry ringing in her ears. 

 She calls in sick to work the next day. 

 

A week later, her best friend Clara doesn’t show up to work. Clara 

and Faith have been friends for years, and all that time she’s only 

ever stayed home once, with a bad case of pneumonia. Faith called 

her every day until she was back on her feet. She means to swing by 

Clara‘s house to see if she’s okay, but she can see from a distance of 

the yellow paint of Clara‘s front door is old and peeling. The evening 

sun glints off the brass door handle. 

The owl’s shriek of triumph follows her home, and Faith’s 

swallowed screams are an ache at the back of her throat. 

 

 Faith isn’t stupid. She doesn’t believe in magic. She doesn’t 

believe in monsters, except the ones who are people. Faith knows 

she shouldn’t open the door. She doesn’t know why the owl laughs 

at her. It knows something she doesn’t. It’s clicking, vicious beak 

and its unseeing eyes watch her with malicious glee. She can feel it 

watching her, burning the back of her neck with its gaze. 



 

 Faith won’t open the door. 

 

 She won’t. 

 

—————— 

 

 The owl is patient, so very patient. It has taken me many 

people since it began. They could not resist. Human curiosity, it has 

always thought, is such a wonderful thing. 

 They can never stand the not knowing. They open the door, 

they ask the question, they push the big red button. The owl does 

not know what is beyond the door it guards, it can only feel the 

spark of the souls it takes as they fizzle out against the cold. Such a 

wonderful feeling, the owl muses. Oh yes. It can wait a little longer.
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Lily Rose Boss

No Time 

      

     At All
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Joseph sat down on their favourite park bench, watching a steam 

train go by and on the same day, watching children play joyfully in 

the snowy park. 

He had remembered how Elliot would always ramble days on end 

about how he could refurnish the old railway into something new, 

something joyful. 

Well, he got his wish - too bad he died before he knew it came true. 

 

Joseph didn’t take his death well, no one did. 

It was hard to Imagine the communal grace dead. It was still talked 

about to this day, it seemed like yesterday and 100 years later at the 

same time. 

 

Joseph couldn’t let go of the pain Elliot’s death had caused him, that 

was until he saw the park and suddenly, 

he felt warm in Winter’s Blizzard.

No Time 

      

     At All



Donnacha Maher 
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The future is here! Life is good, so lie back a little on your Cadillac’s 

hood.    

Stare up into this infinite sky, hell you can see Arrakis if you really 

try.  

Please do notice the skywhale brigade, these majestic creatures only 

once a year do parade!  

Accept the warm embrace of your lover; you know you can never buy 

another.  

Walk down one of Zuckerberg’s streets on your way to Bezos Square, 

though you don’t know why as you can be anywhere! 

Go to the zoo, see a venomous snake, though if you get bitten don’t 

worry, it’s all fake!  

Meanwhile back in reality you flinch under the weight of gravity.  

You own nothing but numbers and plastic, some of your richer 



friends tell you neurolink’s a classic.  

You survive on food vouchers and recycled water; you think this is 

the meal of some galactic looter.  

At least that’s the escape you give yourself, the lie of another person 

picked from a digital shelf.  

You wonder who blessed you the digital escape of the Metaverse, 

hoping their name is in a heavenly verse.  

But you don’t know he’s the one who sent the world this hell, and 

throughout your pathetic life you never will as well.
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Daire Gallagher 

FIXING THE PAST
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The past is a strange land, the future is a blank page, and what is 

written on this page is influenced by history. I should know, as I’m 

a time traveller. Just like you, I was born into this world, but from 

the start I knew I was different. I would occasionally experience the 

same day twice. I would also conveniently skip forward a few hours 

and manage to avoid a test in school. My results from the test still 

showed up on my report card, however, so my joy was short lived. 

I eventually worked out that I had been entrusted with a mission. I 

don’t know who gave me this power. I don’t know if it was God, if 

it was the Zeus; I don’t know. What I do know, though, is that the 

universe has called on me to fix the past, to right its wrongs, and 

to, overall, make the future a brighter one. I was given the power of 

time travel at birth. A green light shines from my palm whenever I 



time travel. I barely notice it otherwise. I just hear a pop, and then I 

realise that I have time travelled.  

 It’s a hard life, but I get through it. I have my lows and I 

have my highs. I can always fall back on the fact that I am making a 

difference, however. I know that because of my actions, the people in 

the future have a chance to achieve a better life.  

 I began to train myself once I had realised my mission. I 

started with the basics. For example: one time I purposely fell over, 

and I then travelled ten seconds back in time and caught myself 

before returning to my own time. I repeated this day after day until 

I felt that I could time travel with confidence and, most importantly, 

without vomiting. I continued training for years, slowly making the 

exercises more complicated and dangerous. My final exercise was to 

shoot a bullet at a random person and then travel back in time and 

tackle myself before I could shoot. Unfortunately, I shot myself a few 

times at the start. I worked out what I was doing wrong though, and 

I quickly corrected my mistake. After I had mastered this I felt that I 

was ready, ready to start fixing the past.     

 Once I had finished my training, I began to trawl though 

history books. I noted all the significant events that led to human 

suffering. As I did so I noticed a pattern – that there were repeated 

cycles of violence throughout history each kicked off by an event. 
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One such event was the First World War, considered by many to be a 

pivotal period in modern history. Due to this, I decided to start with 

World War 1. I began to research exactly how it started so that I could 

prevent it. I learned that on the 28th of June 1914, Archduke Franz 

Ferdinand, who was heir to the Austro-Hungarian Empire, was 

assassinated. This was the catalyst for the start of the war. I knew 

immediately what I had to do in order to prevent the war. I readied 

myself, and when I was ready, a green light shone from my hand and 

I travelled back in time. 

 It was to be a quick visit – in and out. If someone saw me 

time travel it could cause major problems for me. I heard a pop and 

then I was in Sarajevo, Bosnia. The assassin was right in front of me. 

His name was Gavrilo Princip. He was only 19 years old. I spotted the 

gun in his hand, and I lunged for it. He turned towards me at the last 

minute and I saw the shock in his eyes. I crashed into him and we 

rolled along the ground. He readied his gun and pulled the trigger. 

There was a loud bang. I heard the bullet whizz past me. I grabbed 

onto the gun with both hands and tried to pull it away from him, but 

it wouldn’t budge. I’ve been here too long, I thought. I need to go. 

Someone’s going to see me.  

 I decided then that I had to take violent measures. “I’m 

sorry,” I said, and I punched him square in the face. He jerked back 



and his grip loosened on the gun. I yanked it and it came free. Before 

he could react I travelled back to my own time. I collapsed into my 

time, sweating. I took a deep breath to calm myself down. I could 

still feel the adrenaline coursing through my system. 

 Over the next few days, I continued to time travel and fix 

the past. One day I stumbled upon an event that I had somehow 

missed: the 1916 Rising in Ireland. It might not have been significant 

for the world, but it was significant to Ireland. People had died in 

that Rising, and therefore it was my duty to save their lives and to 

hopefully make their future that little bit better. I did my research as 

usual, but it took me a bit longer than some other events. There were 

so many small battles in this rising and I had to research every one 

in order to effectively save lives. When I felt that I was ready to go I 

steeled myself and time travelled. 

 I appeared in a dark room, the green light from my hand 

giving a tiny bit of illumination for a few seconds. I stumbled around 

in the dark until I found a door handle. I burst out into an alleyway. 

I checked my watch. I had found out the exact time that every shot 

was fired and I needed to keep to a strict schedule if I wanted to 

succeed. I dashed out onto a street and got my bearings. I was on 

O’Connell Street, or what is now called O’Connell Street. It was 

then called Sackville Street, although people had started to call it 
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O’Connell Street after Daniel O’Connell, who has argued for Catholic 

equality in Ireland. Anyway, I’d better not get into that.  

 Through my knowledge of history I knew the schedule of that 

day off by heart. I rushed to my first location. And then my second, 

and the third. I was already saving people. It felt good to give people 

a future. The next location I had to get to was St. Stephen’s Green. I 

arrived in a sweat. I was exhausted. I have to keep going, I thought. 

And that was when I was shot. I don’t know who it was or where 

they were. I stumbled backwards into a dank alleyway. A searing hot 

pain started in my leg. I clutched the wound, wincing. I cursed under 

my breath. This would affect my schedule. Actually, this could cause 

my mission here to fail. Although I had saved some lives, I hadn’t 

saved all of them. I had set my mind on fixing every single thing in 

the past. I moved my leg and the pain flared up and I cried out. If I 

could barely move my leg, then my mission is doomed. I started to 

cry – I don’t know why. I just did. And as I did, I thought about all of 

the families that would lose loved ones, and how their futures would 

be affected. Suddenly, a thought occurred to me. What if my actions 

were having negative consequences? What if saving these people’s 

lives was actually dooming others? I pondered this. 

 And then I came to a conclusion. Saving these people could 

affect the future of Ireland, even the future of the world! I was 



affecting the future! I was changing the course it would take! I had 

read the history books, and I had learned that a few years after this 

Rising the Irish people got their independence from Britain. It had 

all turned out well in the end. But that was in my time. Nobody 

had fixed the past in my reality, and yet, people were living good 

lives. The world may not have been perfect, but it was a place where 

people could live in peace. The events in history had shaped my 

world, and if I altered the world’s history, I might change its future 

in unintended ways. I needed to think about the consequences of my 

actions. I had made my decision. I was going to return to my own 

time, and have faith that history would right itself. My hand began 

to glow, and then I was gone. 

 I learned a valuable lesson that day: that history should 

not always be tampered with. I kept this message in my heart as I 

continued to fix the past; and I looked forward to a brighter future, 

for all of humanity. 
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