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Dublin City
Shanto 

PMVT Carline Learning Centre,  
Lynch Lane, Balgaddy, Lucan, Co. Dublin

     

Growing up in Dublin City, saw people getting stripped 

Gangs everywhere but that was just life

I knew it wasn’t right for a kid to see

But what can you do when they’re your family

Out with the mates blazing weed every night

We were guaranteed to get into a fight

Waking up every morning guards banging on the door

Before ya knew it you were thrown on the floor

Poxy handcuffs that were well too tight

Gumming for a joint in the cell at night

All these muppets in court tryna decide what’s best

Swear on me Ma’s life they put me anger to the test
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All these files going back and forth

Never really shown me true self worth 

Had the quickest readmission of me life

No drama but bull-shite and strife

I was straight in the door

And my freedom was no more

I swear I’m sick of being locked up in here

Taxpayer money hardly gets me bus fare

To them I’m just another kid in the system

Email after email keep telling myself they must have missed

And all I have to say to that is ‘Fuck the system’,

Now what can I do, this is me life - running 

From the guards night after night

Everyone says ahh that’s just Shanto,

I’m living me life just the way I want tho’.
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Where’s Me Horse?
Leighton, Liam, Cillian, Danny, Arthur, 

Liam Mc, Evan, Glenn & Dean  
PMVT Carline Learning Centre, Lynch 

Lane, Balgaddy, Lucan, Co. Dublin

     

1

There was a new course starting in Clondalkin. Paddy 
was from Kilkenny and he travelled all the way to 
Dublin for the course which was a bit unusual. He was 
a bit nervous and a bit excited not knowing what he was 
walking into. Paddy was a farmer with a stutter. He 
was active and confident. He had a few acres behind his 
gaff. He had two fillies and two stallions.

Steo was from Jobstown and was 27 years old.  Steo 
mentioned that he has done another course – an 
apprenticeship as a carpenter. He was looking forward 
to doing this course on being a farrier.  He’d been on the 
block and was streetwise. Steo joined the course after 
Paddy. The course was in St Joseph’s Community Centre. 
Steo had a robbed horse in the yard in Clondalkin.

Steo said, “You owe me a bill for a horse.” 

Paddy replied, “You w… w… watery arse.”

Steo said, “I want me money or I’m goin’ to park a Vits 
in your livin’ room.”
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Paddy said with a stutter, “I’ll ssscrap you right now  boy.”

Steo said, “Come out to the field.”

2

Later that day there was a big crowd on the field. Steo 
thought that Paddy bottled it and Steo was sayin’ to his 
bird,  “Paddy is a bottler.”

Suddenly, Steo saw a load of lads with Paddy walking 
in front of them. They had guns and started shooting 
warning shots into the sky and the crowd ran. Steo 
stayed but his bird ran off.

Then Paddy shouted to his mates, “Stop shootin!”

He walked up to Steo and said, “I didn’t rob your horse.”

Steo replied, “Then who did?” 

Paddy said, “I don’t know. I don’t know who has your 
horse.” 

He pistol whipped Steo and walked away.

3

Bleona was gorgeous. Bleona and Steo were in a 
relationship. Steo was mad about her and wanted to 
have kids with her. He met her in town at a session in 
Temple Bar, on the Boardwalk. 

Bleona used to be Paddy’s bird but Paddy and Steo had 
a knock and Steo won so she ran with Steo instead. She 
was from Greenpark in Clondalkin. Sean was Bleona’s 
younger brother. He was 17.

Sean had robbed the horse from Paddy a week before 
the fight. Paddy had brought a stallion up to Dublin 
in a horse box. When Paddy took the horse out of the 
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horse box, he hitched it to a carriage for renting out at 
35 quid for a lap of Dublin city centre. The carriage had 
speakers and lights.  

Spud and Bart were Sean’s right hand men. Someone 
had given them the tip that Paddy’s stallion would be 
in Dublin that day. Later that night someone told Sean 
that he saw the horse on Snapchat in a field and they 
got the location. The horse was back in Kilkenny. 

Spud, Bart and Sean went down on two Fiido bikes. They 
snapped the chains on the fence and got in and got out 
with the horse and took Paddy’s horsebox and hitched 
it up to the two Fiidos and took it back to Dublin.

When they got back to Dublin they brought the horse to 
Corkagh Park near Bleona’s and Sean’s gaff.

4

They got nicked by the Garda at Jobstown. The three of 
them were at Applegreens. They were fighting because 
one of the horses got injured and it needed to be put 
down, they might need to shoot it. 

They were brought to The Joy and were searched. 
Garda Gary checked their weight, height and took their 
mugshots. Then, he gave them all prison clothes to 
wear. They were all cellmates waiting now for a court 
date.

They walked into court wearing handcuffs. They sat 
down and were told to be quiet. They had a solicitor 
whose name was Tyson Fury. The first thing Fury said 
to the judge was, “Ya big dosser!”

The judge hit his hammer and said, “Silence! Or you 
will get twenty years Mr Fury!”
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Fury replied, “Fuck off!”

Fury took off his Versace house coat and then ripped 
off his trousers and challenged the Judge to a boxing 
match. He said, “Let’s settle this man to man?” The 
Judge said, “Get out of my court.” There was no one 
else there in court because of Covid.

Fury walked up and knocked the judge out and started 
singing, “Singing bye-bye Miss American Pie, Drove my 
Chevy to the levy, But the levy was dry, Them good ol’ boys 
were drinkin’ whiskey and rye, Singing, this will be the day 
that I die!” 

The End.
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Who’s Next?
Screenplay by

CDETB Foundations Project Group
Adult Education Centre, 1 Parnell Square, 

Dublin 1 

     

FADE IN:

1 EXT. PARNELL STREET, DUBLIN - MARCH, 2019 

LISA  Hi, how are you?

ROXY I’m new here.

LISA Have you been here before?

ROXY Maybe, I guess.

LISA How come I’ve never seen you before?

ROXY Well, I really don’t like this place.

LISA Why are you here then?

ROXY Because I’m bored.

LISA So, what’s your name?

ROXY What’s your name?
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LISA I asked first.

ROXY And I asked you!

LISA What are we doing here?

ROXY Nothing, actually.

LISA Lies!

ROXY How do you know I’m lying? See, I 
don’t like to show myself. Where are 
we going?

LISA Basketball.

ROXY I got a message saying it was football.

 

LISA  (Sarcastically) Guess what? That’s weird 
because we didn’t get a message 
yesterday. They told us. Did you know 
that we’re going to Mexico?

ROXY Of course we’re going to Mexico because 
we’re playing a football tournament.

LISA (Sarcastically rolls her eyes) Oh, you’re so 
right! 

ROXY Oh, I have to go. 
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2 INT  KITCHEN MEXICO - JUNE 2017

ROXY Hello, how have you been?

LUCY Hey, sis! I’m good. What are we 
making?

ROXY Chips and wings. 

Roxy is cutting up a chicken with a very sharp knife. A big 
knife.

LUCY How’s your boyfriend?

Lucy’s phone rings.

ROXY  Who’s calling you?

LUCY My boyfriend.

ROXY When are you going to introduce me to 
your boyfriend?

Lucy answers her phone and puts it on speakerphone.

LUCY Hey, baby. 

ROXY Oh, his voice sounds familiar. Is that 
James?

Roxy tries to grab the phone with the hand that is holding 
the knife.

ROXY Let me talk to him. 

LUCY  No, you can’t. You can’t talk to him.
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ROXY Stop hiding things behind my back! 

LUCY I’m not - I’m just talking to my 
boyfriend.

ROXY But let me talk to him. I know James is 
my boyfriend!

Lucy drops the phone.

LUCY Wait, what? He’s what?

ROXY I’m going to kill you.

Roxy kills Lucy by accident, and now we know why she 
moved to Ireland. 

3 INT. CAFÉ BAR, DUBLIN - MARCH 2019 

(ONE WEEK LATER) 

LISA Hello. Sorry for acting the way I did the 
last time I saw you. The reason why I 
invited you here is because I want to be 
your friend.

ROXY I’m also sorry for the way I acted.

LISA I like your vibes.

ROXY Thank you. I like the way you are able 
to keep up with me.

LISA Would you like to go to the cinema 
now? My mum gave me three tickets.
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ROXY Oh, that’s great - who is the other 
ticket for?

LISA My boyfriend.

ROXY What is the name of your boyfriend?

LISA I want to keep that as a surprise.

ROXY What kind of surprise? I don’t like 
surprises.

They get up and start walking towards the cinema.

LISA I need to go and pick up my boyfriend. 
I’ll meet you there. 

Roxy goes to get snacks for the movie. Lisa collects her 
boyfriend. Lisa arrives at the cinema first with her boyfriend. 
Then Roxy arrives.

ROXY(confused) Is that your boyfriend?

LISA Yes, it is. Why?

ROXY I told you I hate surprises!

LISA Why are you acting so weird?

JAMES (to Roxy)  I finally found you. I’ve been looking 
for you.

LISA What??? Why are you looking for her?

JAMES She’s my ex.

ROXY But we never broke up.
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LISA Are you telling me that you are dating 
both of us?

JAMES  But I haven’t seen her in a long time.

Lisa gets angry and runs away.

JAMES I haven’t heard from Lucy since the 
last phone call in Mexico.

ROXY What call?

ROXY(singing) You’re next! You’re next! You’re next!

 You don’t have to say sorry. 

 Everybody makes mistakes.

 You don’t have to say sorry.

LUCY’S GHOST (singing) 

 I’m sorry, don’t kill me

 Jealousy is the real killer . . . .  

 I’m sorry, don’t kill me

 Jealousy is the real killer . . . .  

 and you’re next!
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A War Tale
Noel Bennett 

Henrietta Adult & Community Education 
Service (HACE), Daughters of Charity 

Community Services, 9 Henrietta Street, 
Dublin 1

     

Oooo, the cries of the mothers are heard long across the 
battlefield of horrid hell. A voice cries out from the mist. 
A voice barely recognisable as human, or a sound of long 
ago, saying “Ready yourselves, lads. Up and over you 
go.” The cannons screamed a mighty charge of death, 
like the devil’s breath to seek the souls of men.

Just then, the crackling of the maxim fired its final burst 
to claim the last of my fate, and my trust in humanity as 
my pals fell face down into the blood red mud of misery.

A sharp pain shot through my leg, and I cried out. Oooo, 
to hell with this bloody senseless war. Let those who plot, 
plan and scheme this insanity, just once, let them taste 
the blood of men after cannon fire. A fine mist to mix with 
the blood in the air and fall upon the lips of the brass, 
faraway and safe, to give them a taste of real war. But no, it 
is always the men to pay with life, soul and future in order 
to exist. Dark like shadows of what once were men lay 
strewn, tangled, twisted and bound to barbed wire. Like 
some twisted joke, a sculpture of this battlefield.

Sounds cried of prayers to the gods, while others cursed 
them. And, of course, the innocence of youth, cries of 
“Mam, I just want to go home.” But no, no, as if the 
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cannons heard the pleas of the lost. Shells would rain 
their thunder. A flash on the horizon, its death is on the 
way. Shells to burst, all is vile around the dying men. To 
realise the breath of the beast is on us now. A gas to fill 
the air. A silent death. A stench to fill the lungs.

Back to my trench. I must go right now or forever stay 
among the death of the battlefield.  Heavily cratered 
now. Just like the moon you see at night. It shines to see 
no life. Not even a single blade of grass. A desolate land, 
no trees or brush. Just burnt-away stumps of what once 
was a natural forest. Now, the life you see next to you are 
your fallen pals and the dreaded rats you see each day. 
The only thing to thrive in this hell. A long sigh from me 
to the heavens, please give me back. Oooo, moon of light, 
don’t forsake me to the screams of night war in my head 
and all around the battlefield, as I claw and draw my 
last breath to free my lungs, now screaming, filled with 
gas and, just like the barbed wire, it wrapped around my 
lungs tight.

I must keep going. Then I heard a commanding voice say 
“Who goes there?”

I replied “Just a shadow of a man who once believed in 
something, anything, good.” 

He said it again and added “I will shoot to kill”. A sure 
sign I was close to my lines now. A flash, a bang, the soil 
kicked up closer to me, a high-calibre round shattered 
the peace of night.  

I thought, oooo, no, surely my own men can tell by me 
accent, I am English. I shouted again, “I am English, 
hold your fire, I am wounded.” 

“Sorry, but we had trouble with infiltrations, you know. 
What’s the password?”
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I was just about to say “You bloody moron, is that the 
word of the day?” When I remembered, I recalled the 
rhyme, “Where have the lions gone?” and he replied, 
“Back to Piccadilly Square.”

With the help of a medic and a warning barked out, “Be 
quick, must not encourage the sniper to free shot, we 
must not.” The round passed through the fleshy part 
of my leg, leaving the bone alone. Thank God for that. 
If a round shattered the bone, the outcome would be 
a wooden leg and a crutch for life. I have avoided that 
outcome. I will take time now to convalesce, maybe in 
the gardens of an old chateau. A break from battle is no 
rest if the war is in your head; you just have to close your 
eyes to see the battle over and over again and again.

Wars are always fought in two places; one is on the 
battlefield, and the other is in your head. The mind is 
the worst – you might never escape the carnage of war if 
all it takes is to close one’s eyes to be back in that God-
awful hell. Even now, as I rest, I will be back as soon as 
I close my eyes. To be back with my friends once again. 
The pals, they called us, you see, to encourage your 
friends to sign up. This was the lie they used to recruit 
as many young men as possible and send them together 
as a unit, all from the same village or small towns, to the 
frontlines. This was called the pals.

I try to stay in the light, and even stare at a candle, hoping 
to see me through the rise of the morning sun. But then I 
find myself back in the land of no man, or no nothing at 
all. No, just rats. Bloody rats. And then I heard this crazy 
Bavarian broken voice, saying in a kind of bad rhyme:

“Hey Tommy and Hey Tommy, what are you doing all 
alone in no man’s land? Hey Tommy, out for a stroll? 
Hey Tommy, oooo, the night is bright, hey Tommy.”
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And yes, I was here again. Under the light of Luna, the 
night queen of the underworld.

Then a grey-greenish butterfly flew close to my face, 
landed on my shoulders and smirked in my face. Saying 
oooo, lonely-like traveller. What has you here today? Is it 
a walk through a muddy lane? I’m the end of humanity, 
lit by Luna’s light.

I walked a little further, then a sparkle in a little pool 
caught my eye. A small pool of crystal-clear water 
just before my feet. I dipped my hand in. Just to see it 
disappear. I retrieved my hand back fast, then opened it 
to see a little tadpole with a scaly little odd face. 

“You’re so sad,” I said. “Is it because you want to be a 
butterfly?” 

Then a nasty frog appeared saying, “That will never 
happen because I had him for my tea.”  

Then it was gone, the dream. I was back in the B&B, 
staring at the ceiling again.
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Opportunity Knocks: 
The Grafters

Owen, Brendan, Davey, Cheyne, 
Christopher, Brian, Marty, Barry,  

Kasper & Glen 
Daughters of Charity Community Services, 

9 Henrietta Street, Dublin 1 

     

1

Whacker was sitting on a wall outside the flats. He was 
bored out of his head. He decided to go into town to see 
if he could make a few quid. It was the weekend and 
he wanted to go on a session. He decided to walk down 
and knock into his mate, Gizmo. On the way down, he 
noticed a security van with a door that was slightly 
open. He thought it was asking to be robbed - a quick 
touch. He knew that his friend Gizmo had a jammy bar, 
so he gave him a whistle up to his window. 

Gizmo was kicking back in his bedroom, listening to 
tunes, when he heard a loud street whistle. He looked 
out the window and saw Whacker. Whacker waved at 
him to come down. Gizmo flew out to the door before 
his Ma could get to it. His Ma knew that whistle.

Whacker said, “Gizmo, c’mere, there’s a security van 
down at the black church and it’s in a weird position - 
the door is a bit open. Can you get your jammy bar out 
of the garden?” 
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Gizmo was thinking this could be a good chance to make 
a few quid, but he was cagey about it. 

“Yeah, I can, but do you not think it’s like that for some 
reason? There could be someone tied up in it and we 
could get done for it. If we go there and are at it when 
the Gardaí come, we could get charged. That’s a set up!”

“I’ll take the rap because I won’t get locked up for it. 
I’m only 14!”, said Gizmo.

“Yeah but I’m 16 and I have a few charges already and 
the judge is going to lash me out of it.” said Whacker 
cautiously.

“Yeah, but it could be worth it…why don’t we just go 
and check it out first?” Gizmo pleaded.

“If we get pulled, the Gardaí will want to know why we 
have a jammy bar, and I could get two years instead of 
twelve months on the charges I have. I don’t think it’s 
worth it, Whacker.”

“If you don’t want to do it, will you give me that jammy 
bar anyway?” asked Whacker.

“Yeah, no problem, but if youse get anything, I want to 
be looked after.”

However, Gizmo knew that the jammy bar wouldn’t 
have the leverage to open the door on the security. He 
had his own perfect deal in mind. 

“Thanks, Gimzo - I’m going to call into Tucker.”

2

Whacker went down to ask Tucker if he wanted to get 
in on a touch. Meanwhile, Gizmo said to himself, “Fuck 
this, I’ll go around have a look at this van and see if it’s 
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worth the risk.” He grabbed his football kit bag that 
had his tools in it.

Meanwhile, Tucker was on board with Whacker and 
started to put his Airmax on. Whacker asked him for a 
sock for his hand so that he wouldn’t leave fingerprints. 
Whacker was overcome with adrenalin and said to 
Tucker, “Hurry the fuck up and let’s hit this van now 
before someone else gets to it or before the old bill 
come.”

Tucker needed the money; he had a drug debt that 
had to be cleared. When Whacker and Tucker turned 
the corner, they pulled back when they saw someone 
getting out of the back of the security van. From a 
distance, they couldn’t recognise who it was. Whoever 
it was took off towards the sheds in the flats when he 
heard a helicopter overhead. He was moving between 
the clotheslines hiding under bed sheets.

Whacker and Tucker were moving past the van when 
they noticed that there were still a few brown sacks 
full of money inside. They panicked and dropped the 
jammy bar while they were grabbing a couple of bags 
each. They took it on their toes towards Tucker’s gaff. 

3

Security vans didn’t have video cameras so they knew 
that this van was an easy touch. However, the Garda 
would be depending on finding fingerprints inside 
and outside the van. Gizmo was the only one out of 
the three that had his fingerprints taken from previous 
convictions.

Gizmo headed back to his gaff from the flats and 
changed his clothes straight away. Then he sat down 
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and counted his money. The first thing he thought was, 
“That’s me bill cleared.” He realised he had enough 
money to look after his family and himself. Even though 
he knew he would be back robbing in a matter of a week 
because the money would be spent. Gizmo was starting 
to calm down now and he decided to lay low for a couple 
of days. 

Whacker and Tucker were up in Whacker’s bedroom 
counting their money and it was £19,400 in used notes, 
punts. They didn’t know that Gizmo had made more. 
They waited until it got dark and went out and started 
partying; they were flashing their money about. After 
a while, they wanted to go over and look after Gizmo. 

They whistled up to his bedroom window and he came 
down and Gizmo asked the lads for his cut. They handed 
over three grand. He asked them, “How much did you 
youse get?”

Whacker said, “Thirteen thousand and five hundred.”

Gizmo said, “Grand, and where’s me jammy bar?”

It caught the lads off guard because all they were 
thinking of was the money. Whacker said, “Don’t 
worry, the guards won’t get it!”

“Where is it?” shouted Gizmo.

Tucker said, “We threw it in a garden when we ran 
from the van.”

“Ah for fuck’s sake – me prints were all over it, youse 
two fuckin’ ejits. You better get over and get that fuckin’ 
bar before the Garda gets it,” screamed Gizmo.
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4

The first thing that Gizmo wanted to do was to get his 
money out of his gaff. He brought it over to his Aunty 
Mags. 

The Gardaí kicked his door in. They gave it one quiet 
knock and then rammed it open with a ram bar an’ 
flooded in, six or seven of them. Gizmo jumped with 
fright as he heard the door being put in and he heard 
the commotion.

Gizmo’s mother was locked up and he was looking after 
his younger brothers and sisters and they were in an 
awful state. He was trying to calm the younger brothers 
and sisters down, saying, “Don’t worry, everything is 
okay, everything will be alright.”

And then he said to the Gardaí, “What’s this all about, 
and I hope you have a fuckin’ warrant?”

Whacker and Tucker didn’t bother going to find the 
jammy bar. They just kept partying all night. They were 
just coming home early in the morning when they saw 
all of this commotion going on. Tucker said to Whacker, 
“Aw fuck, we’re in big trouble!”

Whacker says, “You fuckin’ dropped it!”

Tucker said, “How else was I going to carry the money?”

It turned out they didn’t even need the jammy bar 
because Gizmo had got there before them and opened 
the door.

“This is going to land back at Gizmo’s door,” said 
Whacker. “And then we’re going to be done for.”

Gizmo’s older sister was minding the kids as he was 
being dragged out in cuffs. Gizmo caught a glimpse of 
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the two lads and if looks could kill they would have 
been dead on the spot. This added to the lads’ fear and 
paranoia, fuelled by what they had taken the night 
before.

Gizmo was on the way to Garda station when he realised 
that the two gobshites hadn’t gone back and picked up 
the bar. He knew that the bar wasn’t the tool that was 
used to open the van.

The Garda produced the jammy in an evidence bag and 
said, “Your prints are all over this.”

Gizmo wasn’t too worried. He told the Garda, “The kids 
are always taking tools out of the house and leaving 
them in gardens. One of their friends could have taken 
it.”

The Gardaí ripped the house apart looking for the money 
and they couldn’t find it. Gizmo knew they wouldn’t.

Meanwhile, Whacker and Tucker were sweatin’ it out 
wondering what Gizmo was going to do when he got 
released.

They bumped into another friend and he said, “I saw 
Gizmo coming through the flat with bags of money.”

They realised that he was the one that they had seen 
running from the van. They were fuming.  

Would karma come back to bite Gizmo in the arse!? The 
end of this robbery could be the start of a dangerous 
feud.

The Garda found the jammy bar and it had Gizmo’s 
print on it.

Whacker and Tucker got the money and Gizmo got done 
for owning the jammy bar.
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The K .O.
Evan, Reece, Arthur, Liam, Anthony, 

Danny, Martin and Cillian 
PMVT Carline Learning Centre,  

Lynch Lane, Balgaddy, Lucan, Co. Dublin

     

Chapter One

Tommo Joyce the Tallafornian and John the Hopper 
Smith, aka “Skippy”, are live from the Sydney Opera 
House. Michael Buffer is the announcer.

Buffer walks to the centre of the ring. A microphone 
drops down. Meanwhile, Tommo Joyce starts walking 
from his dressing room to the ring. Then, John the 
Hopper Smith appears with a kangaroo. The crowd 
cheers. “Come on Skippy.” The boxers get into the 
ring. Buffer grabs the mic and announces, “In the blue 
corner all the way from Dublin, Ireland we have Tommo 
Joyce the Tallafornian. Weighing in at 140 lbs.” There is 
a huge cheer from the Irish people in the stadium who 
are waving tricolour flags. 

“And in the red corner from Victoria, your very own 
John the Hopper Smith with his pet Kangaroo.” There 
is screaming and cheering and Union Jacks flying as the 
two anthems are playing. 

An American commentator starts to give some of the 
stats on each of the boxers, “The Irish fella has had 10 
fights and 10 KOs and he’s the contender. While the 
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Aussie is the Champion and holds the WBO Belt.  He is 
the best Featherweight of all time. I think John Smith is 
going to wipe the floor with Tommo the Tallafornian!”

The referee brings both fighters into the middle of 
the ring and says, “I want a good clean fight. Protect 
yourselves at all times. Do you want to touch gloves?” 

They shake their heads. 

The bell rings and John Smith skips out and dominates 
the first round. Both fighters are feeling each other out. 
One swings a jab the other swings a left body shot. It 
is quite calm for the first round. When they go back 
to their corners, they both sit down and the trainer 
says to the Tallafornian, “You have to work on your 
combinations.” 

While Skippys trainer says to him, “Don’t use all your 
energy in the first rounds.”

Skippy comes out for the second round and pans out big 
Tommo Joyce the Tallafornian like a sandwich. The Irish 
fans start shouting, “Get up Tommo, get up Tommo!”  

Tommo gets up on the count of eight. The referee looks 
into Tommo’s eyes to check that they are not glazed 
over and then wipes his gloves. Skippy comes at him 
with a right, but Tommo ducks and creams him with 
an overhand and Skippy lands on the floor. The referee 
counts up from one and gets so far that it’s a knockout. 

The Irish fans are chuffed, it isn’t a waste of money 
even though they only got to see two rounds, because it 
was a good knock. The Australian fans aren’t too happy 
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though. They start throwing seats at each other.  

Tommo is talking to the Press. “I’m happy with that 
performance, I might have got knocked out early in the 
second round but I made it pay off by finishing him off 
by the end of that round.”

The promoters, Eddie Hearn for the Tallafornian, and 
Frank Warren for Skippy, get together to discuss the 
rematch. 

Hearn says, “If we have it in Croke Park, we can get 
90,000 people and can make more money.”

Warren says, “We are not goin’ to make money just by 
sitting here.” 

They agree to have it in Croke Park but it’s going to 
cost millions as they have to bring in a ring. They have 
to put it right in the middle of the field. The GAA don’t 
mind though as the fighter is one of their own.
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D-Town Shots
Screenplay by 

Drogheda Youthreach Group 
FET Centre, King Street, Drogheda,  

Co. Louth 

     

1 FADE IN: INT. BMW - DROGHEDA - DAY   1 

TONY (early 30s), sits in the driving seat of a murdered out 
black BMW; there are lights inside and leather seats. 

Tony looks like a gangster: he wears a Hugo Boss tracksuit 
and “Peaky Blinders” hat. He’s fidgety and can’t stop moving. 

Sitting beside Tony in the passenger seat is BECKY (20s). 
She’s blue-eyed with black hair, and dressed in a long black 
leather coat, black boots, and a red suit. 

Tony doesn’t know, but Becky is a “rat”: she’s an undercover cop. 

TONY  (to Becky)I’m running low on “food”.

BECKY  I’ll link you up with my plug.

TONY  Give him a call and set up a meet.

Becky calls the plug and they speak. She hangs up. 

BECKY  (to Tony) The meet is set, 4 o’clock at 
Maccies. 
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TONY  Noooo problem. 

They drive off. 

2 EXT. MCDONALD’S DRIVE THRU - DAY   2

Tony and Becky pull up to a McDonald’s drive-thru to collect 
the package from the plug, MIHAL (20s). They pull up to 
the window. Mihal is standing at it wearing a McDonald’s 
uniform. 

TONY  (to Mihal) Special collection for Tony. 

MIHAL  Give me 5 minutes. I need to get it 
ready. Pull into line 1. 

Tony smiles at him and pulls into line 1.

Mihal comes out with McDonald’s bags, and hands them 
through the window to Tony. Tony gives him 150 thousand 
euro in cash (in a bag). 

Tony drives off and drops Becky off at the park. 

Tony is paranoid, so he drives back to a safe-house in 
Moneymore. 

3 EXT. SAFE-HOUSE - MONEYMORE - DAY   3 

Tony parks, gets out of the car, and goes into the safe house. 
But then when he checks the bag he got from Mihal, he 
realises he’s been ripped off. 

He phones Becky. 
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TONY (to Becky, on the phone) We need to 
have a chat. 

BECKY  What’s the problem? 

TONY  Your plug screwed me over! I’m 
going to have a chat with him... He 
better make this right. 

4 EXT. MCDONALD’S DRIVE THRU - DAY   4

Tony drives back to McDonald’s, looking for Mihal. But one 
of his co-workers tells him that he’s gone home, and that 
he’s walking through the park.

Angry and shouting, Tony gets back in his car and drives off. 

5 INT. HOTEL ROOM - THE D-HOTEL  
 - DROGHEDA - DAY    5 

A fancy hotel room in The D-Hotel. 

Becky and her fiancée, OLIVIA (20s), have just gotten 
engaged. 

BECKY  (to Olivia) I’m just going to get 
something, I’ll be back. 

She leaves the room, taking a room key with her. 
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6 INT. CORRIDOR - THE D-HOTEL - DAY   6 

Becky walks down a corridor with a bottle of champagne in 
her hand. She takes out a key, but it’s the wrong one - and 
when she opens the door to the wrong room, sees: 

7 INT. DIFFERENT HOTEL ROOM - THE D-HOTEL - DAY   7

Olivia making out with a strange man - BRIAN(20s). 

Becky enters the room, mad and crying. 

BECKY  Olivia! How the fuck could you?! 

OLIVIA  (to Becky) It’s not what it looks like!! 
He started it! 

BRIAN (to Olivia, shocked) Why are you lying?! 

Becky throws a wine bottle at Brian and Olivia and they duck. 

BECKY  Who is he?! How long has this been 
going on? 

OLIVIA  He came on to me first! He wouldn’t 
leave me alone! 

BRIAN  (to Becky) Don’t listen to her, she’s 
lying! She met me on Tinder and 
messaged me first! We’ve been 
together for a year.I was going to 
propose to her tonight! 

Becky throws a second bottle of wine at them and it hits the 
bed and red wine splashes all over the white sheets. 
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Becky runs out of the room. She’s too upset to argue with 
Olivia any more. 

8 EXT. SKATEPARK - DROGHEDA - DAY 8 

Becky leaves the D-Hotel and goes to the skatepark to clear 
her head. 

She phones her mother, Susan, and asks her to meet her in 
the park to talk about Olivia cheating on her.

SUSAN (50s), Becky’s mother arrives and they walk together, 
talking. 

SUSAN  (concerned) I knew it wouldn’t work 
between yous. I told you. 

BECKY  What’s that supposed to mean? 

SUSAN  A husband wouldn’t cheat on you! 

BECKY  Well that’s not how it worked 
between you and dad! 

SUSAN  I can’t talk to you if you’re to be like 
this! 

Susan turns around to walk away, but just then, they both 
hear tyres screeching to a stop. 

Susan turns and sees Becky being dragged into a van by a 
MASKED MAN. Becky struggles, and screams.

BECKY  AH BOLLOCKS!

Susan starts screaming for help.
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SUSAN HELP! 

The Masked Man points a Glock at Becky’s head.

MASKED MAN  (to Susan) If you run, she’s dead! 

He pulls Becky into the van and they drive off…

FADEOUT. 

FADE IN: 

SUPERIMPOSE: ONE WEEK LATER

MONTAGE BEGINS: 

- In the D-Hotel: Brian and Olivia are in a hotel room. They 
are eating strawberries and drinking champagne. 

- Back at McDonald’s: McDonald’s is on fire, and Mihal is 
running away from the burning building. 

- We see a series of newspaper articles from local Drogheda 
papers: all have pictures of McDonald’s burning down. 

- In a shed somewhere: Becky is tied up, struggling. She 
breaks free, and runs out of the shed. 

- In The Hops pub: Tony is drinking with friends. He sits with 
his back to us. We hear footsteps approaching. 

The sound of a gunshot - 

CUT TO BLACK.

...TO BE CONTINUED... 
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Triangle
A play by 

Donna, Leah, Emma, Sophia,  
AJ, Angel & Natasha 

Drogheda Youthreach, FET Centre,  
King Street, Drogheda, Co. Louth

     

CHARACTERS:

DIANE, Law student

BRIAN, Diane’s boyfriend

BOBI, Basketball player, childhood friend of Brian’s

LEANNE, Maternity nurse, Bobi’s aunt

SCENE 1

A pub, Friday evening around 8pm. It’s a dark night outside, 
warm and windy. The pub is full of people, no-one else is 
allowed in. Pop music is playing. The tables are sticky and 
the toilets smell of puke. Everyone is chattering, smiling and 
laughing while yelling at the TV with the football on. When 
you walk in, it smells strongly of beer, but it goes away after 
a few pints.

BOBI Why am I only hearing about this 
now?
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BRIAN I just didn’t know how to explain it 
to you. It was on Facebook, you could 
have looked at it. We haven’t really 
been in contact for the last couple of 
months. 

BOBI I’m sorry that we haven’t been 
talking much but it’s great news that 
you’re going to be a father. I’m glad 
for you. Soo how far along is she?

BRIAN 8 months, due in 3 weeks.

BOBI looks away, counting in his head. He goes into a 
daydream for a minute.

BRIAN Are you alright mate?

BRIAN taps BOBI on the shoulder.

BOBI Ehh… C’mon we’ll sit down at the 
bar and have a pint.

BRIAN Yea sure why not.

They go over to the bar and BOBI calls the bartender over.

BOBI Two pints of lager, please

BARTENDER What beer do you want?

BOBI Two Heineken.

An hour later. They’re both tipsy.

BRIAN Hey man, what’s wrong with you? 
You’re acting a bit strange. Ever 
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since I told you about Diana, you’re a 
bit on edge. Do you have something 
to tell me?

BOBI No man, I’m fine. I’m alright.

BOBI stands up and goes to the toilet. In the toilet he sees that 
he’s sweating so he fixes his appearance. He calls DIANA.

BOBI I think Brian’s onto me, about what 
we done.

DIANA Just play it cool, don’t worry about it. 
The less he knows the better.

BOBI Yea but what the fuck am I meant to 
do?

DIANA Just relax, chill the fuck out.

BOBI Why the hell didn’t you tell me you 
were pregnant? I had to find out off 
Brian.

DIANA Where do you know Brian from?

BOBI I’ve known him nearly all my life, we 
grew up together.

DIANA cries silently for 10 seconds.

BOBI Hello?

DIANA Yeah, I’m still here. I just didn’t 
know you knew him.

The door opens, BRIAN walks in. 



38

BRIAN What’s taking you long, you’ve been 
in here 15 minutes. What’d you do, 
piss your pants?

DIANA Just don’t tell Brian.

BRIAN Who are you on the phone to? Are 
you on the phone to Diana? Don’t tell 
me what?

BOBI Nothing, it’s ok. Don’t worry about 
it.

BRIAN What do you mean don’t worry about 
it? 

BOBI Man, I’m sorry. I’m really sorry.

BRIAN Why the fuck are you sorry?

BOBI A couple of months ago, I don’t 
know probably eight, that afterparty 
after my basketball game we went 
to Fusion. I didn’t know you were 
dating her, you never introduced us. 
We went back to my place, after a 
couple of drinks.

BRIAN Are you trying to tell me you slept 
with my girlfriend?

BRIAN pushes BOBI against the wall, he hits his head against 
the hand dryer.
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SCENE 2

BOBI and DIANA are in St. Dominic’s Park. It’s a sunny 
afternoon. The park is quite busy. Relatively safe with a 
few scrappy teens. There’s the smell of weed while walking 
past the teens and the sound of their unlikeable music on a 
speaker. You can hear the sound of dogs barking and their 
owners chasing after them. Birds flying over little girls’ 
heads. The sounds of screaming. The smell of the river close 
to the sea–you can almost taste it. Kids running amuck with 
parents running after them. 

DIANA Hi, how are you?

BOBI  Hi I’m good. How are you?

DIANA  I’m good. Why did you want to meet 
here in this park?

BOBI  I thought it was a nice, private place 
to chill and have a chat. 

DIANA  What did you want to tell me? It 
seems important.

BOBI I- I just need to tell you something 
because it’s been on my mind for 
quite a while…

DIANA What is it? What’s wrong?

DIANA looks worried.

BOBI I- I know you have been pregnant for 
the past eight months and I’m pretty 
sure I’m the father. It was eight 
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months ago that we– Me and my 
boyfriend have been trying to adopt 
a child and have been unable to. 
(rudely. Not asking--he’s telling.) I 
want this child. I want full custody!

DIANA jumps back and holds her belly.

DIANA No! That’s not gonna happen! You’re 
not going near MY baby.

Tears well in DIANA’s eyes.

BOBI  (voice shaking) I need this baby! 

BOBI points at DIANA’s belly.

DIANA How are you so sure you’re the 
father?

BOBI  (crazily, psychopathic tone) I. Know. 
Everything. 

SCENE 3

BRIAN’s busy workplace. He has a glass office. People can see 
them but not hear them. BRIAN is on the top floor and is in 
the office yelling at a co-worker when DIANA walks in. 

BRIAN You gave me the wrong coffee! I 
didn’t ask for coffee that homeless 
people drink! 

BRIAN throws the coffee on the ground. The assistant starts 
to clean it up. 



41

ASSISTANT I’m sorry, sir.

DIANA That’s a bit harsh. It’s just coffee. 

BRIAN What are you doing here?

DIANA We need to talk. 

DIANA looks at the assistant. The assistant exits.

BRIAN What do you want? What do you have 
to say to me?

DIANA I know you’re still mad at me but 
please listen to what I have to say. 

BRIAN You have five minutes.

DIANA unzips her jacket, and starts twirling her hair, playing 
with her necklace, and touching BRIAN’s shoulder. 

BRIAN I know what you’re doing. Tell me 
now. 

DIANA I just spoke to Bobi. He went crazy 
on me and wants  full custody of the 
child. He was threatening to take the 
child. 

BRIAN sits up in his chair.

BRIAN I really can’t keep up with your lies. 
Why were you with him?

DIANA I recorded the conversation. You need 
to hear it if you don’t believe me. 
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DIANA takes her phone out and plays audio from her 
conversation with BOBI.

AUDIO RECORDING:

BOBI  (voice shaking) I need this baby! 

DIANA How are you so sure you’re the father?

BOBI  (crazily, psychopathic tone) I. Know. 
Everything.

BRIAN is silent for a moment.

BRIAN How are you certain he’s not the 
father?

DIANA (stuttering) Cause I am! It’s a gut 
feeling! Can you come with me to the 
hospital? I have an ultrasound in an 
hour and I don’t feel safe.

BRIAN Please I have work so I can’t be seen 
with you. 

Tears swell up in DIANA’s eyes. She exits holding her belly. 
BRIAN puts his head in his hands. He stands up to go after 
DIANA, but doesn’t.

SCENE 4

DIANA is sitting on a train listening to loud music. 
The train is crowded, with people standing. The floor is 
sticky with gum. It is uncomfortably humid. There are many 
conversations going on at once and there is a constant aroma 
of breakfast foods. 
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LEANNE sees DIANA sitting and hesitates.

LEANNE I think you’re in my seat

DIANA doesn’t hear LEANNE. LEANNE taps DIANA on the 
shoulder slowly and calmly. DIANA takes her headphones off. 

LEANNE Sorry, I think you’re in my seat. 

DIANA No, I’m not.

LEANNE I paid for this seat. Can I have the 
seat back?

DIANA  I got here first. Plus, this is a priority 
seat, and as you can see, I am eight 
months pregnant. 

LEANNE  I have my ticket, and I need to go to 
the hospital. 

DIANA  (annoyed) I’m sorry I’m very sorry 
I’ll sit on the ground. 

LEANNE  I’m very sorry but it is my seat

DIANA  I understand– yes. 

Long, awkward pause. LEANNE looks out the train window 
and DIANA puts her music back in. After a few seconds, DIANA 
takes her headphones

DIANA  So...what hospital are you going to–
if you don’t mind me asking?

LEANNE  Our Lady of Lourdes Hospital 
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DIANA  Oooo, I’m going there as well for a 
checkup. If you don’t mind me asking, 
why are you going to the hospital? I 
mean–you look fine. 

LEANNE  Not like it’s any of your business, but 
I’m a maternity nurse at Our Lady of 
Lourdes Hospital. 

The train starts shaking. There’s a bump and then DIANA’s 
water breaks, and she screams.

DIANA  (Under her breath) What the fuck? 
What the fuck?! What the fuck? Help!

LEANNE panics and runs over. She adjusts DIANA into the 
correct position. 

LEANNE Do you have an emergency contact? 
Anyone close by? What’s your name?

DIANA  Diana Brosnan. 

LEANNE  What age are you?

DIANA  Twenty-one

LEANNE  (Gasp) I helped deliver you twenty 
one years ago in Our Lady’s Lord 
Hospital. 

DIANA  Please, call the hospital! It’s my first 
baby! I don’t want to die giving birth 
on a train!
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SCENE 5

DIANA gives birth to twins. BRIAN is the first person at the 
hospital. After the birth of the twins, they put up a post on 
Facebook with a picture of the babies, their weight, height, 
and their names.

BRIAN I know it’s a really tiring time for 
you to talk about it but we really need 
to sort this out as soon as possible 
because I want to be with you and I 
want the kids. If the babies’ aren’t 
mine, then there’s no point in me 
staying in this relationship.

DIANA Okay, I agree with you. It’s good that 
we got the test but I know the babies 
are yours.

BRIAN silently goes over and holds DIANA’s hand and gives 
it a squeeze, then goes back to the corner of the room. 

BOBI bursts into the room. 

BOBI Where are the babies? I want to see 
them. 

BRIAN stands up and blocks BOBI. DIANA is holding her 
babies, protecting them. 

BRIAN Please just leave for now. She’s very 
tired. 

BOBI I need to see my babies. 

LEANNE walks into the room with the paternity test results. 
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LEANNE The babies are Bobi’s.

BRIAN sits back, shocked. He starts to cry. He looks back at 
DIANA, disappointed.
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The Last Stop: 
Malahide Madness

Screenplay by 
Brian Dennis, Jordan Reilly, 

Blake O’Connor, Dearnan O’Riordan, 
Emmet Dunne, Kate Larkin, Nathan Batt, 

Karl Doyle, Jordan Moran, Leon Kavanagh
Kilbarrack Coast Community 

Programme(KCCP), 
Community Hall, Greendale Road, 

Kilbarrack, Dublin 5

     

1 EXT. KILBARRACK DART STATION - DAY 1

John gets kicked off the train for having the wrong ticket; 
keeps his head down. He’s carrying a backpack.

John notices two lads on the platform messing around.

ANTO  What are you looking at?

JOHN I’m lost. I got kicked off the train.

JAKE Where are you from?

JOHN Malahide. I’m lost.

JAKE A long way from Malahide.
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JOHN Where’s the nearest train station?

ANTO Howth Junction. That’s worse.

JOHN Where’s the nearest bus stop? How 
do I get home from here?

JAKE Down the road. Do you want us to 
walk you?

John hesitates.

JOHN No, it’s okay. Can you just give me 
the directions please?

ANTO Yeah. Bang a left, take the right, keep 
going straight, and you’re there.

JOHN Are you sure? Is this right?

ANTO What do I look like, Google Maps?

John hesitates again. There’s an awkward pause.

The two lads start to laugh. John starts to walk off.

ANTO Here. Train’s in 20 minutes to 
Malahide. That train you were on is 
the Howth train. You’d be getting off 
anyway.

JAKE Did you get a child ticket?

JOHN Yeah.

ANTO Why?
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JOHN Haven’t got the money to get an 
adult ticket.

JAKE By the looks of you, you do.

JOHN But I don’t. Spent it all on lunch.

JAKE We’re only having a laugh.

JOHN (Sarcastically) Let’s hope I get home 
this time.

ANTO Looks like you’re walking.

Another pause; John looks awkward and uncomfortable.

JOHN Right, do you have a lend of a euro so 
I can get back on?

JAKE Fuck off you posh cunt.

JOHN Sorry?

John starts to walk off down the platform.

The two lads start to laugh.

ANTO Here, we’re only messing with you.

John pauses for a moment. He’s been walking towards the 
crack addict uncle at the end of the platform.

JOHN No, I’m a foreign student.

ANTO No way. Where are you from?

JOHN I’m Polish.



52

JAKE What you doing over here?

JOHN Studying business.

JAKE What college are you in?

JOHN DCU.

JAKE That’s some amount of money.

JOHN Not when you’re a student.

JAKE What’s it like studying in Ireland?

ANTO Are you stupid? You’re studying 
business but you don’t even have a 
euro for the train.

JOHN You don’t get paid when you’re a 
student.

JAKE Buying a child’s ticket isn’t the best 
business decision.

JOHN But it might get me home.

JAKE I know how it is. We do have to do 
the same sometimes. What’s your 
name, by the way?

JOHN John Doe.

JAKE I’ve an uncle called John. And he’s 
addicted to crack. There he is at the 
end of the station.

JOHN Yeah. I seen him earlier.
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ANTO Are you having a laugh or what?

JOHN Do I look?

ANTO You look an unidentified dead person 
that’s fallen out of the morgue

JAKE Can you show us your ID?

John draws back.

JOHN I don’t feel good showing ID. My 
name is John Dovichtch

ANTO Your train’s here in a minute. How 
long are you gonna be in Ireland for?

JOHN 8 months.

ANTO Add us on Snapchat there.

JOHN I’m not on social media. 

The DART pulls into the station

JAKE Patrz na te lafiryndy w Malahide 
(Look out for those poshies in Malahide)

2 INT. DART - DAY   2

John gets on the DART.

Deco gets on the same carriage as John.

ANTO Keep an eye on him, John
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Anto and Jake get on the carriage behind John and Deco

Anto and Jake notice Deco moving up the train closer to John.

Starting to feel protective, they jump into the next carriage 
when they pull up to Howth Junction

At Clongriffin, Deco starts a conversation with John; Anto 
and Jake are now a couple of seats behind, listening in on the 
conversation

DECO How’re you, buddy?

JOHN I was okay until you come up to me.

DECO I was only asking, makin’ 
conversation. Your runners look nice.

JOHN Very personal.

Jake and Anto can hear what’s going on, but hang back and 
let it happen to see where it goes, having a laugh.

JAKE D’you reckon he’s gonna do this 
again?

ANTO Nah, I don’t think he’s still up to his 
old tricks.

Suddenly there’s a commotion. John and Deco have a scuffle 
on the train. Deco tries to swipe John’s phone resting on the 
seat next to him, but John fends him off.

JOHN My phone! My phone! You fucking Irish!



55

Jake runs up to help John as the train pulls aggressively into 
Malahide Station, jamming hard on the brakes.(The driver’s 
seen the fight on the cameras and is nervous). The other 
passengers are jolted into feeling they’re in the middle of the 
fight by the sudden stop.

Jake runs up the carriage, and grabs Deco.

JAKE Get off him!

JAKE (In Polish) You calm down!

JOHN (In Polish)This fucker doesn’t know 
who I am. I’m just here trying to get 
my own future.

JAKE (In Polish) What do you mean?

JOHN  (In Polish) Did you not recognise the 
name when I told you?

JAKE (In Polish)No.

JOHN (Pronouncing the Polish) Dov – ich - tch.

JAKE (In Polish) Aww, shit. I’m really sorry.

DECO What the fuck are yous two talkin’ 
about?

JAKE You give me that fuckin’ phone 
before we start having issues.

ANTO What are yous two talkin’ about?

JAKE This fella’s family runs the Mafia in 
Poland.
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Anto grabs the phone off Deco.

The doors of the train open at Malahide.

DECO You little bollox!

The three of them get off the train, Deco stays on as the doors 
close behind Jake, John and Anto.

3 EXT. MALAHIDE PARK - EVENING   3

Anto buys 2 six packs of Hackenberg for himself, Jake and 
John

The three walk into Malahide Park together

They sit down on the grass enjoying the sun, opening cans 
and chatting away

Later on in the day –  as the sun’s going down, they’ve been 
drinking more. John has more cans scattered around him 
than the two lads.

Later again, we see John coming out of the off-licence a 
second time, with more cans.

We see John wobbling and swaying side to side as the three of 
them walk through the park drinking.

JAKE (In Polish) I thought you said you’d 
no money?

ANTO Speak English for fuck sake.

JAKE He’s only after going and buying cans 
out of money he said he didn’t have.
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ANTO How’d you buy them cans when you 
only had enough money for a child’s 
ticket?

JOHN (Trying to de-escalate) I’m a 
businessman, amn’t I?

ANTO Are you gettin’ cheeky? How’d you 
buy them cans?

John opens up his bag and pulls out an envelope full of cash

The two lads walk ahead of John, who gathers up the cans to 
follow. The lads turn into the forest, leading him off the path 
into a more secluded part of the park

ANTO Here, show us that money again.

When John reaches for the envelope, Anto shoves him. He 
trips and hits his head against a tree. Anto grabs his bag and 
runs; Jake follows.

Cut to the lads on the DART.

JAKE What the fuck you do that for? I told 
you who his family is!

ANTO Fuck that they’re in Poland.

JAKE You wouldn’t understand. You’re not 
Polish. We can’t be holding on to that 
money, we need to get rid of it.

ANTO I’m keeping it, fuck you.

JAKE That’s not even that much money.
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Anto opens up the envelope, and reveals that the cash is in 
Polish currency - zloty.

ANTO Ah what the fuck’s this.

JAKE That’s zloty, not Euro.

ANTO So how much is that?

JAKE It’s 1,300.

ANTO Class. Since when can you speak 
Polish?

JAKE Me whole life I think. 

ANTO What d’you mean your whole life? 
You never told me you’re Polish?

JAKE Don’t mind me - just to let you know, 
that’s like only 200 euro.

Anto looks down at the money. 

The lads’ DART pulls into Kilbarrack Station. The lads get off.

4 EXT. KILBARRACK STATION - EVENING  4

They walk past Deco as he’s sleeping. They drop John’s bag 
off next to him and walk on.

Flashback: The lads at the station see John approaching.

Deco and the commotion on the train, from a CCTV camera’s 
perspective.
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Them buying the cans and walking out of the shops.

The lads having a laugh together while drinking in the park.

The fight with John; him falling and hitting his head.

A phone drops, landing next to John’s dead hand.

Anto walking out of the park laughing; Jake doesn’t look 
happy.

Lingering shot on the phone next to John as it lights up and 
rings.

Film ends with the Guards knocking on a door – whose door?
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50/50 
Screenplay by 

Betty McMahon, Kaitlin Morris, 
Reece Dempsey, Viktor Iskra, 

Gino McMahon, Gaddiel Emmanuel, 
Christopher Duff, Conor Ryan, Christian 
O’Neill, Christopher Core, Josh Toland, 

Tayo Olusanya, Tyler Jakes, Dylan Flynn, 
Kayleigh Whelan, Abbie Scott, Alicia 

Crennell, Jamie Flynn, Manny Obonsu, 
Rahman Abdul, Aziz Abdul, Cameron 

Rogers, Stephen Curran, Kelvin Thawe, 
Deividas Misevicius, Daniela Ennsa,  

Katie Trappe, Philip Vasiliou

Trinity Comprehensive Ballymun 
Sports Scholarship & 2nd Year English 

Students, Ballymun, Dublin 9 
Fighting Words in Partnership with  

Lena Byrne (former student of Ballymun 
Comprehensive), Sow You Entertainment.

     

EPISODE ONE

1 INT. LOCKER ROOM POST MATCH - DAY    1

Roland walks in while Maxine is putting stuff in her locker, 
crouched down.
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ROLAND You’re sh**e! Getting your Ma to pay 
money to get you on the team! Get 
up outta that!

MAX  I’ve stable parents! You have 
neglectful alcoholics.

ROLAND You’re lying! You and your posh 
parents, sitting around the dinner 
table playing happy families.

MAX At least I have dinner on the table.

ROLAND You’re not doing anything for yourself. 
Go and get an actual job…and while 
you’re there, go and buy a life.

MAX Even if you had expensive things, 
it wouldn’t make you any better! 
You’re benched anyways.

ROLAND At least I got in by bleeding skill.

MAX Well, you got out by skill too.

ROLAND Even if you’re on the team, you 
couldn’t play in my boots.

MAX I wouldn’t want to play in your LIDL 
boots anyways.

The football coach walks in, unnoticed.

ROLAND I’ll do something to your face that 
money can’t fix!
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COACH Ahem.

Roland turns around in surprise.

EPISODE TWO

2 INT. COACHES OFFICE - DAY    2

The Coach is sitting at his desk. Max and Roland sit opposite 
him but are far apart from each other.

COACH What’s going on here?

MAX Look at him trying to attack me! You 
saw it when you walked in!

ROLAND Stop lying! You’re lucky I didn’t give 
you a box.

COACH Relax! I’ve called your parents.

ROLAND Let’s just sort it out without the 
parents.

MAX My parents will walk in and find a 
dead body.

ROLAND  Who are you getting smart with? 

Max’s parents come in.

MAX’S PARENTS (both speaking together)How do you 
allow this sort of behaviour? I’m 
flabbergasted! This is disgraceful! 
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ROLAND You paid to have your daughter take my 
spot on this team? That’s crazy!

MAX’S PARENTS (both speaking together)We want him 
off the team or you’re not getting any more dosh from us!

EPISODE THREE

3 INT. CLASSROOM DETENTION - DAY   3

Roland and Max are in detention. There are seven other students 
in detention. The teacher sits at the top of the classroom. There 
is a teacher’s assistant there too, walking around. It is really 
quiet, until some of the students start to mess and throw paper 
airplanes, including Jo and Mama.

ROLAND What are you doing after school?

MAX What’s it to you?

Other students continue to mess in the background. The teacher 
looks up from his desk.

JO Sir, what time is it?

ALL STUDENTS What time is it?

MR. ISKRA Quiet.

ELLIOT  The substitute teacher is bleeding 
doing my head in!

GADDIEL  I have to go to a game.

DANNO  How long is this poxy detention?
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MR. ISKRA Another hour and a half.

All the students groan when they hear this. A student knocks 
underneath their desk, pretending to knock on the classroom 
door.

JO Sir, someone is at the door?

GERRY Just check!

ELLIOT Why do we have to be here for an 
hour and a half?

MR. ISKRA Because you are all messing in class.

A paper airplane flies through the class and nearly hits the 
teacher.

MR. ISKRA You guys will get detention tomorrow, 
if you’re not careful!

GADDIEL  (looking at the note on the paper airplane) 
Why does it say you smell?

DANNO It wasn’t for you!

MR. ISKRA That gets you detention tomorrow.

Another paper airplane flies through the sky. A student takes 
another student’s bag. Chaos starts to break out.

PHILLIP  Why did you rob my bag?

NATHAN  That’s my bag!

MR. ISKRA (holds up airplane) Who threw that?
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The class laughs but no-one owns up to it. The teacher then 
points to the wrong student. 

MR. ISKRA (stands up and slams desk)That’s 
EXTRA EXTRA detention for you!!!!!!!

ALL STUDENTS Ah! Sir!!!!

MR. ISKRA Extra detention!

During all this, Roland and Max try to form an alliance.

ROLAND How are you getting on in football?

MAX Not good. I’m not really good at it at 
all.

ROLAND Not everyone has to be good at 
everything! You’re grand.

Max gives Roland a look. Why is Roland being so nice to her all 
of a sudden?

ROLAND I can help you with some skills if you 
want.

MAX No, I can do this on my own.

ROLAND You know, you can’t do everything 
on your own.

MAX I should be able to.

ROLAND You’ve got to have friends. If you 
really want me to help you with 
football, just ask me if you need help.
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The students continue to cause trouble in the class. Roland and 
Max speak in a loud whisper.

MR. ISKRA Who threw that?

The students do not answer and try not to laugh, but fail.

DANNO Your Ma! 

ROLAND Why did you do this?

MAX It’s your fault.

ROLAND If you didn’t sponsor the team, I 
wouldn’t be here.

MAX You’re here every three days of the 
week. Relax.

Roland is honest with Max.

ROLAND I am just doing this to get away from 
my brother.

MAX What do you mean?

ROLAND My brother is getting more attention 
than me. My Ma probably doesn’t 
even know that I am there.

MAX Ha - you deserve it!!!!!!!!!!!!

ROLAND (Awkward silence)

MAX Maybe do something to impress 
them?
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Max now has a moment of honesty, despite the chaos of the 
class in the background.

ROLAND Why do you think I am in the football 
league in the first place? I just want 
some recognition from my parents.

MAX They love alcohol more than you.

ROLAND (a tear falls down his cheek) Maybe 
you’re right.

EPISODE 4

4 INT. CANTEEN - THE NEXT DAY    4

Students are sitting at tables, eating their lunch. Just as Max 
takes a seat, Jonny from Finglas walks over to her and knocks 
her Spaghetti Bolognese.

JONNY FROM FINGLAS That’s for getting my cousin kicked 
off the football team!

MAX F**k off.

ROLAND (stands up)Jonny! Back off! Or I’ll 
send ya back to Finglas.

Jonny is confused.

JONNY FROM FINGLAS You will send no one back to Finglas, 
you little rat!

Jonny notices there is something between Max and Roland.
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JONNY FROM FINGLAS Do you like her or something? 

Roland doesn’t answer.

JONNY FROM FINGLAS Is she your bird? 

ROLAND/MAX Hardly.

They give each other a side eye to see each other’s reaction.

JONNY FROM FINGLAS (to Roland) You said she was a dry sh**e.

MAX Literally what?

ROLAND What are you on about?

JONNY FROM FINGLAS What are you acting stupid for?You 
know what you said!

ROLAND No - seriously, man, shut up!

MAX What would you say that for? What 
the f**k?

ROLAND Hardly? I wouldn’t ever say that 
about you.

MAX You wouldn’t even know with you 
any more. You’ve turned into a little 
snake. FREAK!

JONNY FROM FINGLAS Max is a bitch! She pays her way into 
everything!

ROLAND She’s not even that bad. Some people 
come from the good life! And the 
others come from the other life!
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MAX What is the other life?

ROLAND Of course you wouldn’t know… it’s 
dirt! Some people can’t even get 
jobs because they don’t have certain 
skills! People who have to leave 
school to look after their families. 
There are people who can’t pay to 
go back to school. People from the 
good life can do whatever they want! 
Because they have money! Because 
they have money to buy a life! They 
can buy their way into paradise!

MAX Would you not look at it another 
way?

ROLAND What other way?

MAX What if you found out, like, money 
doesn’t solve everything?

ROLAND Money can solve everything! Look at 
you!

MAX Yeah, right, but if you had depression, 
money couldn’t solve that!

ROLAND It helps!

MAX Money can buy a lot of things, but 
not happiness. 

ROLAND You don’t see someone in a Bugatti 
sad, do you? 
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(Max and Roland share a look)

 Maybe money can’t fix feelings, but 
friends can!

MAX Ha! That’s cringe! You’ve just ruined 
the moment! 

ROLAND There was a moment?

They both laugh. The bell rings for the next class and they walk 
away.

THE END.

OR JUST THE BEGINNING FOR MAX AND ROLAND?

TO BE CONTINUED…
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Bonfire at Balgaddy
Students of PMVT  

Carline Learning Centre, Lynch Lane, 
Balgaddy, Lucan, Co. Dublin

     

There’s a couple of hundred people standing at a bonfire 
at Balgaddy. The bonfire had just been lit by Kevin by 
pouring petrol onto the wood for the fire. The girls like 
to come up and watch the fire when it’s burning. The 
person who has collected most of the pallets usually gets 
to light the fire with a pillowcase. It’s mostly teenage 
boys who collect the things for the fire. Meanwhile, over 
in Liffey Valley, someone drove a car into their bonfire. 

Anything can go onto a bonfire. People leave out things 
they want to get rid of on that day – carpets, couches, 
mattresses, beds and chairs which people can sit on to 
watch the fire until the end, then they throw the chairs 
on the fire.

Every area has a fire, big or small, and it’s good craic. A 
lot of people get drunk at the fire with all different types 
of drink like Bulmers and vodka. The older men like to 
drink cans of beer. We usually start collecting for the 
bonfire a month before. We would collect anything that 
would make a fire – mostly pallets because they keep 
burning for ages. Some people buy pallets at a euro each 
for the fire. They might even buy twenty of them. 
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At the Balgaddy fire, they were lighting fireworks. 
Some people lit them from their hands and other people 
lit them on the ground. Some people were just looking 
into the fire because they found it relaxing. They were 
eating sweets they got while trick or treating.

Towards the end of the night, at about half ten, there 
were seven Garda cars surrounding the field for about 
an hour. They wanted everyone to move. Ten guards 
got out of their cars and started chasing a load of young 
fellas down the road, and they caught them. They 
arrested two or three of them. Everyone just left the fire 
then because they didn’t want to get arrested.

Most people head up to the Chinese takeaway, Penny 
Hill. You get really hungry from sitting there at the 
bonfire for hours. I would get a spice bag and a can of 
Coke – that would heat me up. I would then head home 
and call it a night. 

The field will be wrecked tomorrow, and no one really 
cares. The council will come along and clean it up. 
That’s it for another year. 
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Two Poems 
Derek Lawlor 

Henrietta Adult & Community Education 
Service (HACE), Daughters of Charity 

Community Services, 9 Henrietta Street, 
Dublin 1

     

1

Vortex
Looping

Hula hoops

Transported invisible
Like a lasso looping the moonshine

Hits like an x-ray of insight

Trigger nature’s mirror satellite
Double concave

Sight no sunlight

Emotion in the moonlight
I come upon my dark

Silhouette painted black on every wall.
Black red gold thread.
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My painted veil
Every nesting form a firework sparkling

A line

Beeline to buried emotional reflux,
Treasures night’s astronauts

Pangs nature’s dynamite.

They trigger, becoming thunderstorm
A cauldron

2

Bowls inca’s body
Reaching out
Dinner plates 

Scented every time tender
And perfume her acts ice forest

Sauna warm dinner smoke doors vacates
A room to food-clothed memories

Every cooked meal a love scent
My opine childish store

A memory restored

When you buy a bottle
The memories make a perfume
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That empty perfume glass

Sometime a widow’s
Like a structure remade
Remedy elixir a flickered

Picture

My uncovered far off room
scented is making
mental mementos

Ionic I woke and return
To these tearful halls

Through these faded 
Invisible walls

Returned to home
The memory
Seas to rise

The family water
A liver of emotions

Lay at the family store

I feel a washing over of rivers
So scented intertwined

Washing over of forgotten 
Heart fevers of mother’s

Loving convalescence
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Rip it up - Rip it up, 
Yup Yup 

Danny, Evan, Reece, Sean,  
Cillian & Dean  

PMVT Carline Learning Centre,  
Lynch Lane, Balgaddy, Lucan, Co. Dublin

     

The odd time I’m asked to get messages,
I just float around from shop to shop,
To get bread, milk or a bottle of sauce,

I’ll ask the boys, do you want to go on the hop? 

I like going out with my friends,
Whether I have a bike or not,

Chill out, chill out, throughout the day

Chorus:
I’m going to school on my scooter

I’m going to sound my hooter
If you get in my way

You have to kneel and pray
Don’t mess with the boys

When they get their new toys
Rip it up – Rip it up, Yup Yup

Rip it up Rip it up Yup Yup
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Running around Dunnes Stores,
Knocking the food on the floor

The security comes running after us,
Chasing us out the door

Getting on the bus to Ballyfermot,
We’re going to Lambs’ Chinese

Starvin’ with the hunger,
“Can I have chicken curry please?”

Chorus

Heading down the N27 
At 180 kilometres an hour

Get the speed wobbles – Crash!
I fall on the ground – I’ve lost all power
Me mate Spellman dropped the ignition

Ha Ha Micra on a mission
Me mate Brandon is in the passo

Heading to Coolock for a half ounce

Chorus 

I pick cotton after I went Shopping
Poor people beggin’ so I went leggin’

Down to O’ Connell Street
So I started a fight
I hit him so hard

He woke up the next night
He got the fright of his life
He went to sleep that night

Chorus



81



82



83

The Rats that 
Invaded the 

Paint Studio
Lauren Redmond, Kelsey Brannigan,  

Aoife Jones, Mathi Rasenthiram,  
Ciaran Smith, Jake Connolly, Oliver Byrne, 

David Carroll, Luis Ghita Moore,  
Usman Atunrase, Andrew Hughes,  

Nikolajs Sutovs

National Learning Network, Ballymun Hub, 
Sillogue Road, Ballymun, Dublin 11

     

Ethan was tall and had lovely blonde hair and wore 
glasses. He spent long hours sculpting many statues. It 
wasn’t easy, and Ethan got tired all the time. What he 
really wanted was to be a painter. He would draw on a 
piece of paper, drawings of buildings he liked, which he 
then sculpted afterwards. Ethan worked outside mainly, 
in a facility that specialised in architecture.

Years ago, Ethan did his work experience in a sewerage 
facility. It was very dark with a very strong smell and 
murky water. In the distance, Ethan could hear rats. 
One day, a rat tried to attack Ethan but a stray ginger 
cat with blue eyes and dirty, curly hair came out and 
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attacked the rat with its paw. All of the rats ran back in 
a hole just from the cat doing that.

“I’m going to call you Fluffball,” Ethan said to the cat.

“I talk myself,” replied the cat, “what’s your name?”

“Ethan.”

“Have you seen Mission Impossible? Or were you a spy 
or something?” asked Fluffball.

“Do you want to come live somewhere warmer than 
this?” Ethan asked Fluffball. 

Ever since that day, Fluffball lived with Ethan and Ethan 
avoided sewers and keeping cheese in his house.

Ethan lived in his own house, in town. The house was 
very beautiful, neither new nor old. It was busy, busy, 
busy. There were lots of toys for Fluffball. There were 
also lots of rats. Fluffball hunted the rats so Ethan 
didn’t need to feed him all the time.

Ethan liked to eat food from all different countries. 
His favourite was pizza and Indian food. Sometimes 
Fluffball had cat food. Ethan ate lunch in a restaurant in 
town. For fun, Ethan went on picnics to the park with 
his relatives, friends, and family. 

One day there was an architecture event on in the city. 
There, Ethan met loads of individuals from all over the 
world. At the event, Ethan met an individual called 
Pierre who worked in Monaco as a painter. 

Pierre the Painter drove a Ferrari and a Lamborghini 
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and wore loads of suits and Rolex watches. He was in 
his thirties and was happy with a good attitude. He 
lived in a very nice house and owned a yacht. 

Pierre saw Ethan’s drawing and sculptures. He had a 
very detailed look.

“Hello, my name is Pierre, what’s your name?”

“I’m Ethan. What is your inspiration for painting?”

“I used to draw my idea first, what I wanted to do,” 
said Pierre, “then I’d paint it afterwards.”

“Who are your influences for your style of painting?” 
Ethan replied, in a relaxed manner.

Pierre owned a private jet, so they went to Illinois in 
the United States of America where Pierre had a house 
in the city. Just when Ethan left for America, Fluffball 
was sleeping. 

“Leave sleeping cats lying,” said Ethan to himself.

In Illinois, the whole area had a sewerage facility right 
underneath each of the houses. Pierre’s was one of the 
wealthiest houses in the state. Pierre showed Ethan 
around the house. In the sitting room, there were 
pictures of car-racing tournaments in Monte Carlo, 
Austin in Texas, and Singapore. Pierre had been invited 
by friends who were owners of the sports teams to each 
of the events. Pierre showed Ethan all of his paintings 
and his room where he painted. In the room, Pierre 
showed Ethan all his equipment: paintbrushes, the 
stand, water, picture frame. There was a radio so Pierre 
could listen to music while painting.
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One day, Ethan was buying food in a shop. There, he 
bumped into Lyndsey. Lyndsey was lonely. Ethan told 
Lyndsey that his cat helped him with his problems with 
rats, but the rats were bullying his cat. Ethan added 
Lyndsey on Facebook to keep in touch so she could help 
him out. Ethan started live streaming his painting on 
Youtube. He was sending out loads of messages and 
Lyndsey helped him to stop.

One day, Ethan was working in the studio when he heard 
rats jumping underneath. A huge infestation exploded 
from a hole and started going all over the place. They 
started to wreck Ethan’s paintings. 

Back in Dublin, Fluffball immediately sensed what was 
happening. There were friends of Ethan’s going to an 
art gallery to look at Frida Kahlo paintings. Fluffball 
jumped onto the side of their car. At a random building 
he jumped off and saw a helicopter. He hung onto the 
bottom part of the helicopter. When it was at a high 
enough altitude, Fluffball jumped and made his way to 
a parachuting facility and landed in Illinois in America.

Fluffball gave Ethan a big hug. 

“How are you doing?” asked Fluffball

“I’m doing well,” said Ethan. “But there’s an infestation 
of rats, there’s too many of them, they have diseases 
and one of them is a scammer.”

Fluffball got super-strength and was able to fight 
the rats. Pierre started to draw art which showed the 
future. This was Pierre’s secret superpower. He drew a 
monkey, a snake, a squirrel and birds, talking to each 
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other. Just then, all the animals arrived and started to 
help Fluffball fight the rats. A war broke out between all 
of the animals. Fluffball and the animals won.

Ethan’s paintings survived and ended up being even 
better than they were before. They were comparable to 
the Sistine Chapel. The rats had died and the animals 
went back to normal, where they belonged.

To celebrate, Ethan, Fluffball, Pierre and Lyndsey went 
on an Aston Martin in Switzerland. They had a picnic, 
enjoying baguettes with butter. Ethan and Lyndsey got 
engaged. As they drove off, they played This is my Life 
by Shirley Bassey.
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Wanting More
Boomerang & Youth Work Ireland 

Louth, Southside CYP

A collaboration between Garda Youth 
Diversion Projects: Boomerang & 

Southside, facilitated by Fighting Words 
& Drogheda Library, Stockwell Lane, 

Drogheda, Co. Louth. 

     

I was running through Townley Hall Woods late at 
night, nearly out of breath, and my legs felt heavier than 
they normally did. I’d just had an argument with my 
parents over school when I tripped and fell. I couldn’t 
see because of the darkness and my long red fringe. My 
ears were ringing and my sight was blurry. After I fell, 
everything went silent, and I could hear owls, foxes and 
crickets. I felt alone but at peace.

All of a sudden, I heard someone’s heavy breathing as 
they ran behind me. I started to panic and was frozen in 
terror because I didn’t know who it was. When I turned 
around, I noticed a tall, dark figure. The clouds cleared 
and, from the moonlight, I could see the silhouette of 
a person. I could just about see their face and them 
staring into my eyes. Although I couldn’t see it clearly, 
the hair looked split, dyed blonde and black, curly and 
cute. His eyes were hazel and green. I could tell he was 
taller than me and was about five and a half feet.
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He looked down at me and asked, “What are you doing? 
Are you OK? Are you hurt?”

As I tried to catch my breath, I locked eyes with him 
and I couldn’t speak.

“Walk with me. I want you to be safe. I am Florence, by 
the way.”

Florence put his hand out. I hesitated a bit, but then 
I took his hand. His hand felt dry, rough and warm 
because he had been running. I wished mine looked in a 
better state because they were covered in mud, dirt and 
blood. For the first time in the last few hours, I felt safe. 

As I tried to talk, I stuttered and said, “Thank you. I’m 
Bán, by the way.”

Florence nodded. “That’s a nice name.” He noticed that 
I was limping and asked me again, “Are you OK?” I 
tried to get to my feet but felt myself begin to fall back 
down. Florence tried to catch me but failed. He grabbed 
my arm and put it around his shoulder to help me up. 
He brought me to a tall tree stump, sat me down and 
lifted me up onto his back. 

A few minutes later, we were outside a house, walking 
through a grassy, overgrown garden full of old cans, 
pizza boxes and a broken lawnmower. I felt a little 
uneasy, but it was better than nothing because I didn’t 
want to go back home. It looked like a typical abandoned 
house with boarded windows, a broken door, broken 
windows and glass in the garden.

“Is this where you live?”
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“Yes. I know it’s not a lot, and it’s really messy, but this 
is where I live.”

“Do you have family?”

“They are dead.”

I stayed quiet and said, “I’m sorry,” and gave Florence 
an awkward hug. He was caught off guard and didn’t 
know how to react, and didn’t hug back.

I was still limping, but not as badly now. We silently 
and quickly walked into the house. Florence turned an 
oil lamp on and lit some candles so the room slightly 
lit up. 

I yawned, beginning to doze off. “I feel really tired after 
that. Is it OK if I sleep for a while?”

Florence replied, “I reckon it’s best if you stay awake 
in case you’ve hit your head in the wrong way. Do you 
want me to get you a glass of water?”

He walked out to his kitchen and brought me back a 
glass of water. He gave it to me and then sat down 
beside me on the floor. “Do you have a reason for sitting 
beside me right now?” he asked. 

I hesitated for a few moments, holding back tears before 
I began my story. I laughed weakly and said, “I do, but 
it will bore you to the point that you’ll want to go to 
sleep.”

Florence, seeing the shake in my hand as I held the 
water, told me a little bit about himself. “Well, you 
are not the only one who has troubles right now.” He 
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told me that he was squatting in the abandoned house 
because he was hiding from social services as he had no 
actual parents.

I said, “I’m sorry. If you are comfortable with it, and 
you don’t mind me asking, how did your parents die?”

“They died a year ago in a car accident. I was going for a 
jog when I received the call that my parents had died. I 
turned away and I stumbled onto this house. I couldn’t 
go back to our house…it was too hard.”

“Oh, well then, how do you make money if you don’t 
receive any of their stuff?”

“I play guitar on the streets.”

“You shared a lot. Maybe it’s time I told you a little bit 
about my life. I got into a scrap with my ma and da. 
They are abusive. I go to the woods to get away from 
them. I was doing some important exams, and they 
were putting so much pressure on me and I snapped. I 
couldn’t take it. We had a fight, and they hurt me and 
I ran.”

Florence said, “How’s your head? Are you OK going to 
sleep?”

After a long silence, I gave him a hug, and we both 
broke down crying.

“You look very tired – maybe you should go to bed. You 
can take my bed for the night.”

“Are you sure? It’s your house…I’ll sleep on the floor.”
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As I was falling asleep, I saw Florence awake beside me. 
A while later, I woke up because my head was sore, and 
Florence was sitting on the bed making sure I was OK. 
He seemed exhausted.

I woke up to the sounds of birds chirping and light 
coming in. I could see more of the room now. Dirty, 
ripped wallpaper was scattered around the room. 
Cracked floorboards were covered in cans, boxes and 
rubbish. The radiators had been pulled off the walls. 
Wires were hanging out from the corner of the ceiling. 

I put my shoes on and walked out to the kitchen to see 
Florence making waffles on a gas stove for breakfast. 
After breakfast, he told me that he sticks to a routine, 
so I went on a run with him. 

After the run, Florence said, “I think it is time for you 
to go home.”

“I don’t want to go home. Is it OK if I stay for a few 
more days?”

“Are you sure your parents wouldn’t be worrying about 
you, seeing as you had a fight last night and went 
missing?”

“No. You’ve been hiding out here for a year. So why 
can’t I?”

“It will be harder to get food and hide out with two 
people.”

“Can I see you again if I go back?”
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“If you ever need me, you can come and find me. If you 
can find me again,” he said under his breath. 

I walked away as I said goodbye. I felt a weird pain in 
my chest, and I ran back, hugged Florence and started 
crying. We broke the hug and walked away. When 
I looked back, I saw the look of regret on Florence’s 
face, but not a word was said. I continued to walk away, 
wiping my tears.
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Take Over 
Megan, Sarah, Amy, Nadine & Tamika 

Boyne Youth Diversion Project,  
Youth Work Ireland Louth

A collaboration between Garda Youth 
Diversion Projects: Boyne & Cable, 

facilitated by Fighting Words &  
Drogheda Library, Stockwell Lane, 

Drogheda, Co. Louth. 

     

Sean drove his black Golf with tinted windows up from 
Dublin to Drogheda for his sister’s tenth birthday. He 
brought up a present - a silver necklace with ‘Caoimhe’ 
written in a love heart, and diamonds around it. He 
had a fresh haircut for his little sister’s party. Sean’s 
appearance was sexy; tanned, with piercing bright 
blue eyes, like the ocean, behind black Louis Vuitton 
sunglasses, and nice white Turkey teeth fresh from 
when he went to Turkey. He wore a silver chain around 
his neck, given to him by his dad, which he never took 
off, against a white t-shirt under a black and neon 
tracksuit set. He was wearing Huarache black runners 
and a silver Rolex on his tattooed arm.

He pulled into Highfield for the first time in five years. 
The last time he was here, he was walking, and this time, 
he was in a car. ‘It looks the same as it did five years ago,’ 
he thought. The houses were big and well-kept, and the 
estate was clean. 
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He said “Hi, Mary,” to his neighbour as he arrived. 

The neighbour, out having a fag, recognised him after a 
bit and replied, “You’ve grown up so much. How are ya 
keeping?” 

He went to the door. His mam, Donna, opened it. His little 
sister saw who it was and gave him a tight squeeze. She 
was surprised to see him. 

“I missed you,” she cried with happiness. 

Outside, there was a table covered in sweets, a bouncy castle, 
and a disco dome playing TikTok songs. Sean gave her the 
present before everyone came. Caoimhe was speechless. 
His mam came out and handed him a cup of tea. 

“How long are you staying?” she asked.

She had brown mid-length hair just below her shoulder, 
and the same blue eyes as him. She wore ripped blue 
jeans, white Alexander McQueen’s, Pandora silver rings 
and a charm bracelet with the two kids’ names on it. She 
had a tattoo of Sean, Caoimhe and a love heart on the 
inside of her left wrist. 

At the party, Sean was sitting down talking to his mother 
while the kids played before they had to go home, as it 
was getting late. His phone rang, and he stepped outside 
to take the call, which was from his dad’s sister. He was 
confused as to why she was ringing him. 

“Is everything alright?” he asked.

His auntie Shauna, gasping, replied, “No, your dad’s not 
doing well!”
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“Calm down…why, what’s happening?”

“He’s in hospital. He’s getting worse. I don’t want to 
scare or panic you, but it’s probably best that you all 
come up and visit him.”

“Why, what’s going on?”

“There’s no time for questions. Come up here as soon as 
you can.”

That night, after the party, Sean, his mother, and Caoimhe 
went to visit Sean and Caoimhe’s dad in Beaumont 
hospital. Sean was confused and upset because he thought 
his dad was getting better but then he went back on the 
drink heavier and hid it from him so he wouldn’t worry. 
Sean was angry because he felt like his dad betrayed him. 
He was being selfish because he went back on the drink 
and didn’t tell him that he was that sick. The dad, Johnny, 
had been sick for two years with liver disease. Without 
Sean to watch him, there was no-one else, only him. Sean 
blamed himself because he had gone to live with his dad 
to distract him from going back to the reality of drinking. 
When Sean was thirteen, he started First Year in Dublin, 
away from Drogheda. His dad’s addiction started to get 
worse, so he had to drop out of school in Second Year 
and became his dad’s carer. At sixteen, his dad’s friend 
offered Sean a job on a building site. The dad didn’t want 
Sean to care for him any more because he thought Sean 
was giving up his own life to look after him and he felt 
bad.

Shauna was sitting beside the bed, and when she saw 
them, she got up and gave them all a big hug. 
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When she saw Johnny, Donna was disappointed and upset 
at the fact he went back to the same road he’d been on. 
He was in a small room by himself. The room was dark 
because it was night-time. When they walked in, they saw 
how miserable he looked hooked up to the drip. He was 
sleeping, lying there, and his skin was yellow from the 
liver disease. The dull cream-coloured room was dimly 
lit and the silence was broken by the drip’s beep. There 
was a big window with orange curtains pulled across it, 
and blue curtains pulled around the bed. A small telly 
had been turned on, with the sound down, facing the bed 
from the far wall. 

Caoimhe never knew anything about her father being 
an alcoholic. She did not recognise him because he was 
bloated and had not aged well. She was shocked and 
started crying.

Sean kept it in to hide his emotions from his mother and 
his sister. “Is he going to be OK?” he asked in a shaky 
voice.

The mother and the daughter sat down to see how Johnny 
was, and Shauna called Sean out to talk to him. She 
explained what was happening. He was upset and angry 
because he thought that he was getting better. 

“Why did nobody check up on him? Why were you only 
there for him when he was dying? Where were you when I 
needed you, when all the responsibilities of looking after 
him were left to me?”

“I’m sorry I wasn’t there when I needed to be.”

Sean walked back into the room.
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The father, drowsily, with a shaky voice, said, “I’m happy 
to see you all together.”

Donna was trying to be strong for the kids but she wished 
she could turn back time to help him and do more to try 
and prevent this. She felt she did the right thing for her 
family and their safety but she wished that Johnny could 
have changed things, not for her, but for the kids. She 
knew in the end he was always going to be the same. 

Caoimhe, because she hadn’t got to know her dad, was 
shocked and emotional. Her mam took her out for a 
breather.

Sean then sat down beside Johnny and he held his hand. 
His hand felt cold, shaking and swollen.

“Why would you do this to us?”

Sean started crying because he realised his dad was 
actually dying.

“I couldn’t help myself. Take care of Donna and Caoimhe 
for me.” 

He stopped breathing and his heart monitor let out a 
loud long beeeeeeeeeeep and an alarm went off as well. 
In the moment, it felt like it went on for ages. Doctors 
and nurses rushed in, with Caoimhe and Donna running 
in behind. Donna comforted Sean, taking him out of the 
room. She put her arms around him and sat him down. 
She told Shauna to go and get him a bottle of water.

Five days later, the funeral took place in Ballsgrove 
church. There were black railings around the church. 
It had stained windows, with a high wood roof flanked 
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by dirty wine coloured aisles. It smelled like holy water 
and incense. Candles were lit beside the altar. A lot 
more people showed up than expected and the church 
was almost half full. Some were friends from school, 
the building sites, Donna’s family and a few friends 
from the pub. Johnny’s family was big - four brothers 
and five sisters. All Sean’s friends from Dublin and 
Drogheda were there. 

Donna, Caoimhe and Sean were sitting in the front row 
and brought a few things to the front of the coffin. Sean 
carried up his dad’s favourite football jersey. Caoimhe 
brought up his most prized watch, rings and chain. Donna 
placed an old photo of the family at Sean’s confirmation 
on the coffin. 

At Calvery graveyard, the family and friends stood at 
the grave while Johnny’s brothers and Sean carried the 
coffin to the family grave and lowered it in. There were 
wreaths saying ‘Dad’, ‘Brother’ and ‘Uncle’, and flowers 
piled high beside the grave. Donna and Caoimhe were 
crying. Sean was holding it in behind sunglasses, wearing 
a white shirt with a black suit and tie, and black shoes.

Sean’s ex, Laura, turned up. She wasn’t dressed nicely 
for a funeral: she was wearing bright clothes, like she 
was going to a party, just to annoy him. She was told by 
Donna that it was all black and white. Donna did not know 
that the two of them had split up. She was up talking to 
the mam, paying her respects. Donna was talking away 
until Sean approached them. Sean pulled his mam aside 
to explain that they were not together. Laura knew they 
were talking about her and, meanwhile, she pulled a can 
of Guinness out of her bag and poured a drink on top of the 
coffin. Sean grabbed her by the wrist and pulled her away 
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from them all towards the exit. They were arguing. While 
he was talking to her, he realised there was something 
funny about her eyes. Her pupils were massive. Her jaw 
was rocking. 

Sean shouted, “Are you off your face? You’re on drugs 
again!” 

She pulled away from him. “No! I’m not. Get your hands 
off me!”

Donna walked over and said, “What is going on?” 
Everyone was standing there watching, shocked. 

Laura looked over at her. “What are you looking at? You 
mutt!” 

Donna slapped her across the face really hard. “Get the 
fudge out of here now!” she shouted.

Sean was shocked, but found it funny and was delighted 
that his mam had slapped her, because he couldn’t. Laura 
fell back with shock to the ground. Donna grabbed her 
by the scruff and said, “Don’t ever disrespect my family 
again.”

Donna straightened herself up and walked over to 
Caoimhe. Shauna had taken Caoimhe and walked away 
with her before she had seen anything. Sean and Donna 
looked at each other without saying anything and walked 
back to the rest of the family.

A hundred people came to the afters in the Pheasant’s 
function room. It was a big room with white and red 
tablecloths and a bar against the far wall. The room 
was packed and loud, with kids running around. The 
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door at the back was open to the beer garden. Sean was 
getting a Heineken at the bar, and his friend Adam, who 
he’d known since primary school, came up to him. Sean 
hadn’t seen him since he left Drogheda. Sean was happy 
but surprised to see him because they hadn’t met in five 
years. Adam was wearing a neon set with white reacts. 
Adam called Sean to bring him outside to the beer garden 
to talk to him.

“How have you been? I’m sorry about your dad. I didn’t 
know what was going on with your father.”

Adam hugged Sean and Sean gave him a hug back.

“I need a bit of help off you, and there is big money 
involved,” said Adam. 

“Of course I’ll help, but I need to know a bit more about 
what you need help with…”

“I need your help selling. It can be in Dublin or 
Drogheda.”

“When do you want me to start?” Sean asked. 

“I’ll be in touch. Here’s my number.” 

Sean rang Adam for a missed call so Adam would have 
his number. While Caoimhe was playing with her 
cousins, Donna saw Sean and Adam talking. She walked 
over and asked Adam for a fifty bag. Adam said, “Come 
out to the car with me. Do you want tick or cash?”

“What do I look like?” Donna said, and they both 
laughed.
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She reached into her purse and got the money for him.

Sean decided to sell his Dad’s house, leave his job and 
move down to help his mam in Drogheda. He moved in 
with Donna and Caoimhe. Two weeks later, it hit him, 
and Sean started to grieve a lot more for his dad. He 
decided to get a tattoo to bring his dad closer. At Loud 
Ink, he got a tattoo of praying hands with rosary beads 
with a cross wrapped around the fingers. ‘Dad’ was 
written underneath the hands. After he left Loud Ink, 
he took out his phone and called Adam.

“I’ll take the offer.”

Adam said, “Meet me at the back of Kit’s now.”

They arranged to meet at a vacant little bungalow shop 
that had the shutters down and was surrounded by 
rocks and grass. Adam was already there before Sean 
arrived. Adam was parked in an alley in a new black 
Beemer with the tinted windows half down, playing 
Jordan McCann’s ‘Trapped in the Slums’ loudly. Sean 
pulled up beside Adam and rolled down his windows. 

Adam spoke first. “Will you take over for me because I 
am moving away to Spain? I’ll send you over shipments 
to start next week.” 

The guards’ armed response pulled up out of nowhere 
in a squad car. 

“Get out of the car!” 

They jumped out and took the two of them out of the 
cars, made a show of them, put them up against the 
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wall and searched them. The guards that were not 
questioning them searched the car and found drugs 
inside Adam’s car. They arrested him. 

“We have an eye on you now because we have seen you 
with Adam,” one of the guards said. 

Sean drove off.
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Female Boss 
Screenplay by  

Tina Burnett, Laura Daly & Kelly Kinsella 
Sophia Housing, Seán McDermott Street, 

Dublin 1

     

CHARACTERS 

KATE: Age-30. Engaged, small Rolex from Jo Jo. 
Beautiful, neat, gold diamond ring. Boobs and veneers 
done in Turkey. 

PAUL: Age-33. Bald, stocky. A very passive-aggressive 
man. Very private. 

LEANNE: Age-28. Childhood friend of Kate’s. Naturally 
pretty. Works at a dentist’s office but deals on the side. 
Don’t let the nice little innocent perception fool ye’. 

JOE: Age-19. Addict and dealer. High on supply. 

AMANDA: Age-29. Small, black hair. Nose pierced. 
Sallow skin. Pocahontas look. She is on drugs on the 
sly. Getting more and more involved. 

KEITH: Paul’s friend, 6 ft tall. Loads of jewellery on his 
hands. A real townie. 

(Selected scenes from a television script.)
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1 EXT. LOVELANE - AFTERNOON    1 

It’s raining. 

LEANNE  I want my money. 

JOE  I’ll have it later.

LEANNE  If you want the drugs, pay up. 

JOE  I’ll get it now...eh, later. 

LEANNE  I lost my family over my lifestyle.

 

JOE My family don’t wannna know me. I 
need to stop dealin’. 

2 INT. OFFICE - AFTERNOON    2

KATE  Go collect today’s work. And dish it 
out to the worker. No lay. Cash only. 
And get all the IOUs in pronto. 

PAUL  No problem, but JJ isn’t answerin’. 
So I pass his batch to Sean, and Sean 
has them bills in. We’ll have to give 
him a smack. Still not payin’. I found 
out JJ and Sean went on a bender with 
the bills. JJ obviously paid tick to 
you in the office. Me bird Amanda’s 
mate saw JJ and Sean in MAC’s VIP 
area, livin’ it up, so that’s where the 
missin’ money went. 
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KATE  So you’re tellin’ me that snake fucked 
us over. Well, when I visit Johnjo and 
tell him, he’s not gonna be happy.

PAUL  Look, Kate, all I can say is we are 
gonna have to class that as lost. Why 
don’t you..

Kate’s phone rings. Leanne’s calling. 

KATE  Sorry, Paul - my phone’s ringing.

(Talking to Leanne)

 Hey, Lee - what’s up, babe? In the 
office with Paul. Can I meet ye for a 
girls’ chat? I’m stressed. Talk to ye 
later, babe. 

She hangs up. 

KATE (CONT’D) Sorry Paul, what were we sayin’? 

PAUL  Look, Kate, them pricks fixed us over! 
I need you to ask John Jo what to do 
about it, and not over the phone. On a 
visit only. Us three. Them pricks just 
proved we deffo can’t trust no-one. 

3 INT. STARBUCKS O’CONNELL STREET - DAY    3 

Kate and Leanne are drinking coffee.

KATE  I’m stressed out. Wanna finish this 
coffee and head to get a pedicure? My 
treat, Lee. 
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LEANNE  I won’t say no, babe. Look, fuck all this 
shit. Yeah, the money and lifestyle is 
attractive, but not the dangers that come 
with it. The prison. How many times 
are ye gonna have to sit around waiting? 
Look, John Jo is grand..but, Kate, he’s 
so dangerous and highly involved in the 
underworld. You deserve normality.

Kate takes this in, looks out the window. 

KATE  Right, let’s go. 

She finishes her creamy coffee, scoops out a bit of foam and 
leaves. Leanne follows. 

4 INT. BROWN THOMAS BEAUTY & PEDICURE 
STATION -  4

KATE  (Looking out the window) Look, 
Leanne! There’s JJ and Sean. Pass me 
me bag please, me phone. 

She dials Paul.

KATE (CONT’D)  Paul, JJ and Sean just passed Brown 
Thomas. I saw them! On Grafton 
Street. Get a few together and get 
them in the office. I’ll personally deal 
with them. Please hurry. They must 
be headin’ to the casino on the quays 
to buy their weed. Caught them. I’ll 
meet you back in the office. I’m so 
worked up! Jesus, JJ and Sean!

She hangs up. 
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5 EXT. OUTSIDE BEAUTICIAN’S - EVE  5

Amanda is outside the beautician’s drinking a coffee. Keith 
approaches her. She doesn’t know him. 

KEITH  How’s Paul keepin’? 

AMANDA  Who’s Paul? 

KEITH  Your brother!

AMANDA  And how do you know my brother 
Paul? 

KEITH  Well, I’ll let him explain to you. 

AMANDA  Have you got a phone number for 
him? 

KEITH  Yeah, I do, but I haven’t got my 
phone with me. 

AMANDA  OK then, do you know his number off 
by heart? 

KEITH  No, me memory isn’t very good with 
numbers. Have you got it? 

AMANDA  Ye. I’ll ring him for ye.What’s your 
name, by the way? 

KEITH  My name is Keith. Just tell him it’s 
Keith. From the blocks.

AMANDA  OK. I will. (She rings Paul) Hi, honey, 
are you OK? 
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PAUL  Hi ‘Manda. I’m fine. Just a bit busy 
at the moment. Everything OK? 

AMANDA  Well, I’m just ringing you for your 
friend Keith. 

PAUL  Keith?

AMANDA  Yeah. Keith from the blocks. He told 
me to tell ye he was lookin’ for ye. 
He’s here with me now. Do you want 
to talk to him? 

PAUL  No, Mandy! I told you already, I’m in 
the middle of something. Tell him to 
get me number off you. Or, give me 
his number and I’ll ring him later. 
I’m up to my eyeballs, ‘Manda. 

KEITH  What’s he sayin’? Can he talk to me? 

AMANDA  No. He’s just a bit busy at the 
moment. Hang on Keith, I’m...

She continues conversation with Paul.

AMANDA(CONT’D)  OK Paul, love, I’ll see ya later. 

PAUL  Talk to you when I’m home. Love you.

Call ends. AMANDA turns to KEITH 

AMANDA  So yeah, Keith, he said he’s just up 
to his eyeballs at the minute. With 
stuff. I’ll give you his number. Ring 
him in about an hour. 
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KEITH  Why? What’s wrong with him? Why 
is he up to his eyeballs? Is he in debt? 

AMANDA  Debt? No! Debt for what? Why would 
he be in debt?

KEITH  No, I was just wondering cause… He 
said he was up to his eyeballs. What 
else would he be up to his eyeballs 
for? That’s just what I thought. 
You’re his girlfriend - you should 
know! 

AMANDA  And how could you know I’m his 
girlfriend?

KEITH  Well, I did just hear your phone call 
to him.I’ve seen his social media 
account and you’re in his picture. 

AMANDA  OK then, Keith. Well, I’m off back 
to work. My break finishes in five 
minutes. 

KEITH  OK, no problem. Tell Paul I was 
askin’ for him. I’ll ring him in about 
an hour. 

AMANDA  Yeah. No problem. I will indeed.

Keith walks away.

AMANDA  Do you want his number? 

Keith keeps on walking. Amanda lights up a smoke.
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Wise Old Owl
Noel Bennett 

Henrietta Adult and Community Education 
Service (HACE), Daughters of Charity 

Community Services, 9 Henrietta Street, 
Dublin 1

     

The night speaks of no light.

Just the moon will shine its bright face.  
A smile of light, on wise old owl,

Perched on high in the cold of night. 

Eyes of wide alert, fixed on sight and sound,  
of any creature, a store beneath the white soft cushion 
of newly formed snow. The legend has told of spirits 

and owls in days long past.

The owl at night, his head to turn right around.

To stare, a glare of what to see.

A noise a prey or predator fixed on noise,  
beneath the weight of snow.

A leap to glide free
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On winds of the forest

Twist and turn through branches and briar

The source of sound

Close by now

The source of sound

Close by now

The bird of prey, in silence of night

Manoeuvres to strike on sight or sound

With round of face

A noise a mouse a vole

To hear the gifted owl

On wings of silence

No sound is heard

Of wise old owl

In search of sound

Beneath the ground
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Wise old owl

And found the source,  
now glide close to the ground

A sudden stop, wings stretched  
to break the flight of silence in the night

Ooo the wise old owl

With claws outstretched  
of hardened nails plunges deep through

Frosted snow to deliver

A crushing blow upon the vole

In a gold night snow

Ooo wise old owl, the silence of death the forest  
knows well, the circle of life the seasons of change

The birth of life, the fall of leaves to renew the soil

And wise old owl, back in the forest of his birth.  
To see the winter gone. 

Ooo wise old owl.



116



117

Acknowledgements
Story Seeds: These Mighty Times  

would not have been possible without:

•	 All the writers who contributed and created new stories  
that celebrate the communities where we all live

•	 The groups’ commitment to participating in the project
•	 The support staff for each of the participating groups
•	 The volunteers and staff of Fighting Words for their help  

with planning and logistics
•	 Shirley Benton Bailey for proofreading and copy editing  

the work
•	 Siobhán McGuinness and the team at Drogheda Library
•	 Dave Carry and the team at Drogheda Youthreach
•	 Anita O’Shea, Juvenile Liaison Officer at Drogheda  

Garda Station
•	 Summer Skillen, Meredith Brookens, Brittany Birgen,  

Conor Johnston, Eva Creely, Matt Ellison, and  
Mandi Frankham for assisting with workshops

•	 Robyn Gill for project administration
•	 Photographs supplied by Canva 
•	 The support of the Department of Children, Equality, 

Disability, Integration and Youth,  Creative Ireland, the Arts 
Council and the Irish Youth Foundation

•	 The design skills of Philip Elliott and of Pete and Louis 
Moreau at Central Press, Bray, for the beautiful Story Seeds 
logo, poster and book design

	

Workshop Facilitators
Sean Farrelly
Hugh McElveen
JJ Harrington
Úna Kavanagh 
Colm Quearney 

Project Coordinators
John Grogan
Jim Connell Moylan



118



 
 
    
   HistoryItem_V1
   DefineBleed
        
     Range: all pages
     Request: bleed all round 0.00 points
     Bleed area is outside visible: no
      

        
     D:20221117174507
      

        
     19.8425
     1
     14.1732
     0.0000
     0
     0
     1625
     1209
    
     14.1732
     Fixed
            
                
         Both
         AllDoc
              

       CurrentAVDoc
          

     5.6693
      

        
     QITE_QuiteImposingPlus4
     Quite Imposing Plus 4.0i
     Quite Imposing Plus 4
     1
      

        
     0
     124
     123
     124
      

   1
  

 HistoryList_V1
 qi2base



