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T
he first time I ever saw my name
in print was when I was 15 years
old and I wrote a letter to a
football magazine. It was pub-
lished on the Letters to the

Editor page, smack bang in the middle,
seven paragraphs, neatly laid out in print,
with my byline at the bottom.

I stared at my name until it didn’t look
like my name anymore. And this wave of
warm excitement washed over me, fol-
lowed by a second wave of icy fear. The
thought that anyone could read what I’d
written thrilled me and terrified me at the
same time.

Writing is an act of daring. To stare at
the blank page – that expectantly blinking
cursor – while asking yourself, ‘what do I
want to say?’ is the challenge for anyone
who feels the urge to convert their
thoughts into the written word. But to put
that piece of writing out into the world –
believing that what you have to say might
be something that other people might
want to read – takes real courage.

That’s why I’m excited for everyone who
has authored a piece in this collection. For
most, I presume, it will be their first time
being published. And I hope they will
experience something like I did back in
1986, standing in a newsagent’s in Bally-
brack village, hands trembling, heart
aflutter, feeling like the world had sudden-
ly shifted on its axis.

I sat down to read this collection on a
Saturday morning in April and I devoured

every word in one greedy sitting. Then, in
the afternoon, I sat down and read the
entire thing again. There is so much
originality in this collection of writing by
young people choosing to tell their stories
through fiction, non-fiction and flights of
fancy; in English, in Irish and in the lan-
guage of the street; in poetry, prose and
even rap.

It’s such an eclectic mix of material – an
ode to Smithfield, the epic sporting tale of
The Tallafornian who took on a boxing
kangaroo, a story about depression repre-
sented in the figure of a fox, reflections on
the shadow cast by Covid, a heart-rending
poem about the fickleness and fleeting-
ness of childhood friendships and the
hilarious story of Hairy Styles, the yak who
dreams of being a pig. And that’s only
skimming the surface.

Some of these pieces have been born
from the imagination, some have been
written from the heart and some have
been torn from the gut. But what connects
them all is the authenticity of the voices.
The Fighting Words project sets out to
help young people tell their stories from
their own unique perspectives and express
themselves in a way that feels real to them.
What’s contained here is just a small
sample of the extraordinary work they’ve
produced.

The names in this collection were all
new to me, as they will be to most readers.
But what really excites me is the thought
that it won’t be the last time I hear them.
For some, and hopefully most, this will be
the start of their writing lives. Their stories
here really will be the seed of something
bigger and even more wonderful.

And hopefully they will discover the
same thing that I’ve discovered, even after
a lifetime of writing, that the white-knuck-
le, sweat-inducing, butterflies-in-the-tum-
my feeling of seeing something you’ve
written, in published form, with your name
alongside it, out there for the whole world
to read, never, ever goes away. Journalist and author Paul Howard

Whether the writing is from from
the imagination, the heart or the
gut, what connects all the works
in this year’s Fighting Words is
the authenticity of the voices

Paul Howard

‘Writing is an act of daring’

Primary Stories Created in workshops across the island

Thesestorieswerecreatedbyclassgroups
whoattendedFightingWordsprimary
schoolworkshopsaroundtheisland.

Thepupilsworkedtogetherforthefirst
halfoftheworkshoptocreatethecharacters
anddeveloptheopeninghalfoftheirstory,
whichyoucanreadhere.

Studentshadtheopportunitytofinish
thestoryindividuallyinthesecondhalfof
theworkshop,ortowritesomething
completelynew.
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I
t’s 8:30am. The swarm of students in
the hallway part, pressing against the
wall to get away from me as I pass.
The stale glares of teachers fall on
me. I shrug my heavy bag, adjusting

it on my shoulders. My head is tilted down.
My eyes forward. The shrieking of chat
and laughter gushes from my tutor room.
My nonchalant entrance quietens my
classmates. A heaviness comes across the
room as the sky outside darkens. Walking
calmly, I silently take my seat next to the
window. Alone.

8:45am. I feel their eyes on the back of
my neck. I pull my hood up, and my sleeves
down. Chatter continues with muffled
voices. Picking up the odd phrase. “She got
another one.” I gaze blankly at the graffiti
on the table, acknowledging the few gifted
etchings of flowers on the harsh wooden
surface. “She’s ruining her appearance
with those.”

A few minutes pass and then the clap-
ping of shoes comes through the door,
along with the shuffling of students in their
seats as the talking ceases. My body curls
up in my chair, my arms wrapping around

my chest. In a monotone voice our teacher
calls the roll, each name sounding like a
chore in his mouth. He pauses between
names, long enough to know where his
attention is. “Hood down,” he says; he
waits until I do as instructed. I can imagine
his look of distaste without looking up.
Skipping my name, he continues with the
roll call. The ink on my neck boils under
the judgmental eyes.

9am. The sky lightens, a few rays danc-
ing along the window, casting rainbow
patterns along the floor. The colours
dance in time as she walks in the room.
Giving a smile and an excuse of how her
car broke down to our teacher, Lindsey
takes her seat at the front. Jokes and
laughter begin again to fill the room as
people gravitate towards the pretty blonde
girl at the front, perfect hair, blue eyes,
clear skin. Clean skin. My eyes remain on
the drawing of the flowers on my desk. The
bell rings and we, as rehearsed every day,
get up and follow our routine from class to
class.

For the next six hours my day is a flaw-
less routine. Everyone is right on cue,
never missing a beat. My day is filled with
hallways quietening, whispers and every
room I enter darkening. A small cave in my
chest collapses every so often. But for
every grey cloud there’s a silver lining
which makes the air lighten and people
laugh. It’s when she enters the room. Each
time a few minutes late, a sweet smile, a
simple excuse and gullible teachers who
aren’t afraid to play favourites. The ideal
student, with clean skin and bright hair.

Regularly I would go to the front of the
classroom to hand in my assignments, my
sleeve would pull back slightly as I reach
my arm out to place the several sheets of

paper on my biology teacher’s desk. The
dark ink showing along my forearm, the
thorns circling my wrist. “I don’t know why
your suspension didn’t last longer for
that,” my teacher would say. Lindsey
would follow up behind me. A single page
in hand and that saccharine smile. “I’m so
sorry,” she would say, “I was so busy
minding my younger cousin, I didn’t have

I can imagine his
look of distaste

without looking up.
Skipping my name, he
continues with the roll call.
The ink on my neck boils
under the judgmental eyes

Fighting Words 2022

Tattoo
judgement

Laura Ecock
Age 17
St Wolstan’s Cormmunity School,
Celbridge, Co. Kildare
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Rachel Turley
Aged 13
St Raphael’s, Celbridge,
Co Kildare

Primary Stories

time to complete it.” The teacher usually
says something along the lines of, “Don’t
worry, how about finishing it tonight?”
Her grin, “I can’t, I’m helping out at the
charity shop tonight, I can do it next week
of course.”

My hood isn’t allowed to be up during
school, leaving my tattoos open for all to
see and criticise.

4pm on the dot. The bell rings and
students rush to escape. I follow the line of
students as we wind through the hallways
until we leave the school premises. We all
walk along the same path towards the car
park outside school. Remarkably, Lind-
sey’s car is not broken and she jumps in
still laughing with her friends. “I’ll see you
tonight,” she calls out before shutting the
door.

I walk past the car park and continue
along the path. I take out my headphones
and plug them into my phone. I feel the
tingling warmth of the sun on my skin as I
roll up my sleeves. Watching the trees, I
walk past the houses on the road up to my
home. Barking crashes over my music the
closer I get to my driveway. Opening my
door, an Alsatian jumps to greet me. “You
forget you’re not a small puppy no more,
Nero,” I mumble as I scratch behind his
ears.

“Manon? You home?” a frail voice calls
out. I take my hoodie off walking towards
the voice. “Yeah, It’s me.” Nero close in
tow behind me. A constant faint thump as
his tail hits the wall, his nails tapping along
the floor as we enter the living room. He
does a little circle as I pick up an empty cup
of tea.

“I’ll get you a fresh cup?” I say to the
figure in the chair next to the window.

“Oh, you’re a pet.”
I round the chair and lean down to kiss

my gran’s forehead. She reaches up and
holds my arm gently, kissing my hand as a
greeting. She continues staring out the
window and I follow her gaze. “You must
water your mum’s roses soon, they’re
starting to droop,” she remarks. I add it to
my mental checklist.

I make her a fresh cup of tea and place it
on the table next to her chair. “Oh, you’re
too good,” and she takes a long sip. “You
know Manon will be home soon, pour her a
cup, dear.”

“I’m already home gran, I’m here.”
“Oh, I know you are, but Manon will be

here soon, I don’t know what that girl gets
up to these days, too like her mother with
those tattoos.”

She nods to herself, focusing on her
roses. “She’s too like you, five years and
already like you, Sadie.”

“Gran, it’s me, Manon.”
“Manon, when did you get here?” a

surprised expression filling her face. “Go
get your mother, she should be out water-
ing the roses like she said she would. She
does love those flowers.”

I take her hand in mine and take a seat
next to her, joining in with her daily habit
of staring out of the window. The steam
rising from the tea on the table at her
elbow. Next to it is an old picture in a
chipped wooden frame. I see my younger,
five-year-old self beaming in my mother’s
arms. She’s wrapping a towel around me,
trying to dry me after swimming in the sea.
Thorns tracing her wrists, rising along her
forearms, blooming at her neck. Into a
rose.

W
e were inseparable. We
did everything together.
We laughed until we
cried, we talked for
hours and never ran out

of things to say, we ran in
the rain and climbed
trees, we blasted music at
top volume and danced to
it in the middle of the
night. We lived life.

Some days we were
artists who had more
paint on each other’s
clothes than on the
canvas. Some days we

were bakers who baked cakes that
looked like rubber and were inedible.
Some days we were actors who used
phones as cameras and couldn’t get
through a scene without laughing. It
didn’t matter what we
were doing as long as we were doing it
together.

We knew everything about each
other. I knew her favourite colour was
orange because it reminded her of the
sunset. I knew she cried if a bee died or a
flower was trampled. I knew all her silly
little habits that made her unique, like
how she fidgeted with her hair when she
was nervous.

We were best friends, soulmates.
Where did it all go? We always said we’d
be friends forever, but everyone makes
promises they can’t keep. It was so

sudden. In
the blink of
an eye we
were stran-
gers again.
Not friends,
not ene-
mies, but
strangers
. . . with
memories.

I
s mise Luna. Tá mé dhá bhliain
déag d’aois. Tá mé i mo chónaí i
mbaile beag, Tír na nÓg. Is mise an
t-aon ghasúr i mo chlann. Bíonn
mo mháthair agus m’athair ag

obair ó mhaidin go hoíche. Uaireanta
bíonn mé ag rith timpeall na foraoise
in aice le mo theach agus lá amháin
chonaic mé sionnach . . .

Thosaigh an sionnach ag rith. Lean
Luna an sionnach ach thit siad isteach
i bpoll. Bhí criostail gheala ann agus
twinkles le cloisteáil. Bhí sé dorcha
taobh amuigh agus bhí an ghealach lán
le feiceáil díreach os comhair an phoill.
Chuala sí gnúsacht ó mhactíre ach nuair
a scal an ghealach ar Luna, bhain an
mactíre plaic aisti . . .

An Oíche Aisteach

Strangers with
memories

An extract from a
longer story by
Rang 3, 4 and 5,
Scoil Náisiúnta
Leitir Mealláin,
Co na Gaillimhe.
Illustrated by
Anna Sloyan
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I
t is 4:27 on a November morning, and
the seagulls’ chorus cuts like a blade
through the harbour air. Wet clumps
of seaweed are sprawled across the
sand, marram grass rustles a few

paces behind me, and pebbles gnaw at my
feet. A sliver of dawn is blazing in the
distance, while the cliffs behind me
shelter under an ever-receding blanket
of darkness. Like the radiance of a torch
atop a million shards of glass, the sun’s
gleam stretches for miles across the
skyline. Barnacled crags slumber on either
side of the bay, and dour clouds fill the sky.
I gaze around the beach in silence, then
bite my lip. Like a lullaby to my innermost
nature, the shifting tides draw me closer.

Treading across sharp pebbles and
sand, I can already feel the vigour of the

sea between my toes. A venomous breeze
is blowing, and cold pricks my fingertips.
My nylon bathing suit clings like armour to
my body, and I tremble from head to toe.
The bitter air seems to will my retreat with
all its might. But I do not retreat. I do not
even look away. These waves do not
intimidate me . . . I have suffered too much
and too many times before to fear the
ocean’s bite.

I arrive at the water’s edge tentatively,
bashfully, like a worshipper at the foot of a
sacred shrine. The ocean trickles out to
meet me, then draws back in for another
breath. Steeling my nerves and inhaling
softly, I wade into its embrace. Immediate-
ly, I feel a sting pierce my consciousness.
Frosty waters annex my toenails, then
seize my ankles and infiltrate my veins.

But I will not surrender. I will not
succumb.

It’s up to my calves now, swirling around
me in a heady cocktail of fire and ice. But it
is not pain that grips my body. My lungs
are paralysed, my nerve endings are
blunted, but my eyes and ears are sudden-
ly, starkly, unequivocally awake. And that
is when the shadows looming over my
surroundings begin to fall away.

All at once, I see colour, I hear music, I
feel life! All at once, I glimpse tranquillity
in the gyrating tides, I smell vigour in the
sea air. The sky’s burgeoning clouds,
which only a few minutes ago assailed my
eyes with stifling monotony, now enfold

me in their beauty! I look, I listen, I breathe
the ocean’s beauty. Then, with the greed of
a child, I look, I listen, I breathe again. My
footsteps slow to a halt, but my eyes rise in
veneration. Even as cold waters lap
against my knees, these waves feel like
home.

And I will not surrender. I will not
succumb.

It’s up to my waist now, subsuming my
body into its gentle rhythm, back and
forth, up and down. A cormorant cries
several yards behind me; the sky in front
of me only shines brighter. I know my
time is running out. I walk slowly, pressing
my lips together, and look down into the
dark ripples for guidance.

I know my time is running out because

the sea of my mind does not kneel down at
the foot of man, nor does it cower to
nature’s dictum. It is a force of creation in
and of itself; volatile, stubborn and fiercely
independent. It can tolerate intruders
without objection, but is also prone to
toppling into frenzied madness at a mo-
ment’s notice. Even now, I can feel the
weight of the waves’ muscle twitching
beneath the ocean floor, thirsty for upheav-
al. The tide continues to sweep in and out,
like the pendulum of a clock. Nonetheless,
greed dares me to venture just a few steps
deeper.

It’s up to my chest now, reaching for my
shoulders. My body is almost completely
submerged, and twitches in anticipation of
a change in the water’s temper. But I

Sonia Daunt
Age 17
Carrigaline Community School, Cork

My mind is
a dangerous

place for
inexperienced

swimmers

Fighting Words 2022
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ignore it; I’m not ready to turn back to the
shore . . . not yet. As long as my head is
above water and the waves move to a
steady cadence, my will remains resolute.

And I will not surrender. I will not
succumb.

These sentiments are reckless, I know,
and they’re arrogant. This taciturn beauty
enveloping my body, this enigma of
incomprehensible complexity, does not
play by the rules of swimming pools and
lakes. No human swimming in these
depths will ever be afforded any amount of
dignity or respect. That is because these
writhing torrents, metamorphosing from
minute to minute and second to second,
can never be claimed my man. They can
never be made yield to the human will.

Their conscience is too valiant for that,
their pride too strong. No, these waves will
only keep beating their own rhythm into
the coast until the world decides to move in
time with the beat. The sea sings its song
with murderous desire, yet there is splen-
dour and integrity in its might.

Swaying in the sea’s motion, I have, by
now, heard every instinct in my body tell
me to fight against it, and I have fought
with every ounce of energy I have to stay.
In the end, though, not even my own
determined will can obscure the burgeon-
ing glow of the sun, now ripened into a soft
mid-morning lustre. The waters around
me churn in disquiet. Notions of yearning
and defiance begin to dissipate in my
mind... Cold unease sets in. I exhale
shakily, then steady myself. Like a glutton
at a glorious feast, I know the time has
come for me to rise from the table, satis-
fied that I have had my fill.

I snatch one last, lingering glance at the
shimmering horizon, savouring it like
wine. Then, slowly, painfully, I turn to face
the shoreline anew.

It’s down to my chest, to my waist, falling
rapidly past my knees, leaving only a numb
chill whispering in my skin. It passes my
shins, then my ankles. The waves’ sympho-
ny slowly dies in my ear, and my legs seem
to weigh heavier with every step I take. I
carry a quivering spine and scalded arms
and leaden thighs and senseless toes away
with me, my heart already grieving for the
peace I leave behind. Yet even as jagged
rocks on the shore grimace in welcome to
me, I do not fight my reasoning.

Because I will not surrender. I will not
succumb.

On land again, sharp pebbles once more
gnaw at my feet and birds shriek to the sea.
But beyond the squawks and the whistle of
the winter breeze and the beat of water on
pebbles, a familiar silence has descended. I
observe the surf breaking against the
shore, and a sparrow streaking across the
sky, then cast my gaze back to the beach
around me. Vacant sand and expression-
less rock gaze back at me.

For a second – just a second – I feel
something beyond the phantom chill of
the ocean water, and the grief of this
morning’s goodbye. A pang of loneliness
bursts into my thoughts. In that second,
my heart aches for my beloved, volatile
ocean retreat; for the stones and sand that
long to be trod on by another pair of feet,
for the gull cries that long to be heard by
another pair of ears, for the placid wave-
lets that long to lap at another pair of
ankles.
My eyes swivel to the horizon and see a
straight line extending from one side of the
bay to the other, unbroken by the silhou-
ette of any shrieking paddler or adventur-
ous surfer.

I sigh.
But I do not surrender. I do not suc-

cumb.
My mind’s ocean is a dangerous place

for inexperienced swimmers.

T
he night that ruined Chad’s
life . . .
“I fold,” he whispered
reluctantly. Those two
words haunted him for the

rest of his life. He walked out of the
casino with his signature Crash
Bandicoot backpack, when he heard a
crunching noise from the bushes. He
tried to ignore it, but it kept coming
closer and closer. His friend Mmmbop
Que emerged from the bush.

“Hallo my good friend,” he said,
waving his hand. “Haven’t seen you in
a long time.”

“I was just playing poker with you,”
Chad said.

Mmmbop Que offered him a piece of
chocolate cake. “Please put that
away,” Chad replied. Chad backed
away slowly.

“It’s only a bit of chocolate cake,”
Mmmbop Que mumbled. “I don’t have
the stomach for that,” Chad said.
Mmmbop Que reached for Chad’s
Crash Bandicoot backpack containing
his only valuable possession, a 1985
baseball card valued at thirty grand.
“Hey, don’t touch that,” Chad shouted,
“Noooooooo!” Chad’s heart sank . . .

I see a boy
My heart tells me to ask him out
My head tells me no
I will humiliate myself

I see a person being bullied
My heart says stand up
My head says no
I will start getting bullied myself

I see me breaking down
My heart says ask for help
My head says no
No one will believe me

Your heart and brain are in the same body
But they feel and think so differently
The heart is your true feeling
Your head is there for you to dismiss that feeling
But if you let those negative feelings in
One day, it will crush you

A conversation

Maja Grzywacz
Age 14
Temple Carrig School, Greystones, Co Wicklow

The Fold
Primary Stories

Extract from a longer
story by 6th class,
Strawberry Hill
National School,
Cork city. Illustrated
by Marie Stamp
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T
his world looks and feels
different. Lots of new ways to do
things. New rules.

People feel uneasy and don’t
know how to react. Glued to

their television screens, phones, radios, to
find out what these new rules are, to seek
help and guidance in these strange times.

Everything is different.
People are scared.
They want to see their friends, their

family, their work mates. Many are not
allowed. They must stay home. They don’t
think it is fair that some others get to do
these things, but they understand because
it is dangerous. They feel this danger
anytime they have to go outside.

Suddenly, they can see and hear things

that they never noticed before! For some
that don’t follow the new rules according
to the opinion of others, they can feel the
stares, hear the mumblings and unkind
words and they see the finger of judgment
pointing at them. Their cheeks show their
embarrassment as they quickly exit the
area. They feel judged even though they
tried their best to do what is expected.
They will try to follow the rules correctly
tomorrow and will try again. Some
succeed, some don’t.

Standing in line they know if someone is
too close because, where they couldn’t
before, they can now smell them, feel them,
even though they are not touching. Their
heart begins to race. They worry about
what might happen if the other person gets
too close. Maybe nothing but they know
there is a risk. They begin to wonder if it is
worth it? Is this journey essential? A million
thoughts run through their heads and their
heart begins to race. They start to sweat
and feel uncomfortable. They are angry.
Angry that they have been put into this
situation without any help, except for the

statements made via the media.
Home now. The shopping trip was

stressful. They turn on the television.
Some woman is talking about how she

misses her grandchildren. She misses
hugging them, spending time with them,
socialising with them. It is not that she
doesn’t want to do these things. In fact, she
wants to do it more than ever. But she
can’t! It is too risky. Nobody has thought of
a way for her to do it without the risks. It
makes her angry. Why can’t she do what
she wants to do? These are not terrible
things that she wants. She just wants to be
able to interact with those she loves. She
must now wait patiently until her phase
comes. The phase that lets her be with her
grandchildren again. It’s almost like a
waiting list for those that yearn for help.

For some, this new world with its new
rules is welcomed. Self-isolating, only
making essential journeys, limiting touch
and social interaction, are celebrated.
People who do this are now leaders and
good examples. People don’t stare or point
or say unkind things about those who now

follow the new world rules. Some even
wonder how they are able to do it so well?

How they are able to follow the new
rules that were suddenly implemented
without making even one mistake!

But they don’t know you see! They don’t
know that for a lot of people this is not a
new world.

This is their world. This has always been
their world.

The stares.
The unkind words,
The finger-pointing.
The fear of touch.
The anger.
The need for interaction but the fear

that prohibits it.
The waiting list for help.
The amazing ability to know right from

wrong.
The ability to follow rules correctly.
The self-isolating being a blessing at

times and not a burden.
This is not a new world. This has always

been my world.
Welcome to my autism!

A new
world

Ben Cepeda
Age 15
Mount Temple Comprehensive School,
Dublin 3
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Cairo Floyd
Aged 16
Clonturk Community College, Dublin 9

A lifetime of stories locked away in the memory box,
For I can’t stand the bite of the depression fox,
Its teeth are razor-sharp and it snarls at my wounds,
Its red eyes tell me lies and sing them like sweet tunes,

The fox has followed me for most of my life,
From my lows to when I flew high like a kite,
It stalks me from the darkest corners of all rooms,
A small animal with a big black shadow that looms,

To others the orange fox is cute and fluffy,
With some even saying it reminds them of a puppy,
But to me it’s more like a big brown grizzly bear,
Who never ever seems to fight fair,

But I’ve grown used to his unwanted presence,
And we spend time together watching the skies crescent,
We may never be friends but we will always be together,
The hard stone and the light feather.

Fionnán Ó Coisdealbha
Aois 15
Coláiste Chroí Mhuire gan Smal,
an Spidéal, Co na Gaillimhe

I’d like a voice that feels like moss on the back of my throat or a
large hand on the small of a back. A voice smooth and strong as
coffee foam, rugged like mountain mist. The point is there’s a hive

of bees in my throat that hum two pitches lower than my voice. They
swarmed like constellations into focus and have built their comb
where my voice box should sit. Their wings vibrate in short breaths
from my lungs. A crusted-over guilt, they hide, they shapeshift. I
would like to take out the apology in my voice. I would like to tell my
friends what it feels like to practise speaking. To hold the sting of a
noise behind your lips. The world is an unspoken agreement. Always
loud or quiet. Empty or too much. I would like a voice that sits beside
me like a cat. There are so many ways to have a conversation but
more ways to not have a conversation.

Beo Bocht

Voice
dysphoria

“Tá mé stiúgtha a Mham, an mbeidh béile againn anocht?”
“Ní bheidh a stór, nach bhfuil ‘fhios agat go bhfuil muid bocht”

Nach uafásach an scéal é, daoine gan pingin
Gan iad in ann leigheas a cheannach nuair a bhuailtear iad tinn

Ní fhéadfadh gur fadhb airgid í leis an méid forbartha atá déanta
Ach is tragóid mhór mhillteach í, agus tá an saol seo claonta?

Is brionglóid agus taibhreamh na rudaí nach bhfuil ann
Don dream úd atá ar an trá fholamh agus atá fágtha gann

An dtiocfaidh athrú ar an domhan seo nó an mbeidh muid sáinnithe arís?
An mbeidh na daoine bochta fágtha, gan luach dí ná cíos?

A chairde agus a chlann, sin deireadh le mo chuid cainte
Ach smaoinigh ar céard a dúirt mé agus bíodh agat do shláinte.

Sinéad O’Reilly
Aged 16
Loreto Secondary School, Wexford

The depression fox
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S
ummer air and peeling burned
arms around sun cream that we
put on in the shape of smiley
faces, and Gráinne’s head on my
shoulders in the middle of the

beginning of summer. It was before we got
our teeth around the heat, and before we
sort of knew what the shape of the months
looked like for us. We decided to walk
through the woods before our dinner, too
hot and shining red to stay put on our
Thomas the Tank Engine blankets in the
back garden. Something in my chest and
behind my eyes moves remembering us
then, the ones I chose, my best friends.

If I could put it in words I would, but I
won’t, because I don’t know how to articu-
late hair stiff with salt that won’t brush out,
the look in flushed faces and bright eyes
outside churches, the turning of the
weather, lamp posts nearly, almost hidden
behind flower bushes in the daylight. I
don’t know how to do the feeling justice in
the way I want to, but the air this summer
was different on my skin and my mind.

We walked down past the farm gates in
Mr Price fairy wings Zoë bought, that I
keep on my desk chair, because I don’t
really know if I’ll use them again but don’t
want to give them to my sister. Sometimes
they fall off it and I stand on them by
accident. There might have been other
walkers but if there were I don’t remember
it now, because we were in a bubble of soft
happiness.

The whole summer seems to condense
into that afternoon, where we went past
the pond entirely covered with green
gunk, when we found trees good for sitting
in and took pictures, when we tried and
failed to swing off and fix an old rope swing
with nothing on the end to sit on. I feel like
it was the beginning of something I didn’t
really understand then, but I know now it
was love I felt in the June sunshine.

Later now, not even that much older or
wiser, I remember the holidays with
affection and a sick stomach and a full
heart.

I think it was a change in how I looked at
myself in the mirror, how I watched other
people. I spent so much time wishing for
what I finally got that year, a proper
coming of age, where everything felt like
the films I watch in half-hour blocks one
night a week with my dad. Everything felt

like the beginning of a whole world, or the
end of one.

We moved back to the house after that,
Gráinne taking off her shoes and getting
dirty feet to try and avoid getting blisters
she had already from walking there. We
stopped at a playground that was actually
closed, because they weren’t finished the
tarmac in there, but we bounced on one of
those trampolines set in the ground for a
good fifteen minutes until we decided to
leave, back home to pizza and conversa-
tions about WandaVision on the couch. I
felt like nothing could touch us.

The feeling I was chasing from watching
it in other people, on film, reading about it,

Walks on St Helen’s Beach

Étain Doolan
Age 17

Presentation
Secondary School,

Wexford

Standing by the car,
opposite the dock,
I look out.
“We used to come here all the time.
Remember?”
A breeze brushes past my cheeks
and the sea’s gentle rhythm
settles in my ears.
Lips purse into a grim smile,
“Not really . . . Sorry.”

A post appears, before rickety steps
and I pause for a second.
“It’s one way, Mammy,
you need to follow the man.
Go round this side.”
Moments from another life,
Maybe something’s in there after all.

Soon my toes find purchase in cool sand
and I search in vain for some familiar sight,
finding none.
Disappointment stings,
all the more bitter
for its likelihood.
We’ve spun 10 times round the sun
since my feet last touched this sand.
I’ve doubled in height alone,
what other outcome could be expected?
Yet, still, I tuck away the sliver of regret
for another day.

The walk is nice but short.
The dog enjoys it, at least.
I nod when Mam asks to go back,
privately glad and secretly guilty for it.
I turn and halt,
mid-step.
The new view enough to make
my breath catch.

Suddenly I am both six and 16,
And caught in some strange limbo between.
Sat on Dad’s shoulders,
with two tired little feet,
plucking nonsense from sea air
of pirates in submarines
and mermaids with seaweed for hair.
Now, my arms linked with Mam,
our strides keep pace with the waves,
treading along the foot-beaten path.
Two pictures overlap in my mind,
one familiar outline becoming clear.

The sky above St Helen’s
is streaked with pink and blue,
and in the bay a shining half-moon.
How many times have I seen this?
How many times have I missed it without knowing?
As we three walk back to our car,
I feel a puzzle piece slot into place
somewhere deep inside.
A hole I didn’t realise was empty.

It’s a little like coming home.

Fighting Words 2022
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ai
rAlice O’Mahony

Age 15
Loreto Clonmel,
Co Tipperary
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was being content, and I felt it then,
realising there was no way to rush it.
Everything was new, and growing up was
easy in sunlight and Christine and The
Queens at the beach, taking Polaroids. It
still is now, but autumn this year showed
me that all moments have their places in
time, and that one felt like a starting point.
Things grow, and continue, and I know
more than I did before. I will never be
finished growing up like I thought I would
be, because what is grown up supposed to
be? I know more now than I did before and
I still have more life to live. Coming of age
is just coming along until you look at
yourself in a different way.

One part of the day sticks out, walking
back through the woods. I walked ahead,
running, and I turned around and I saw
them there, walking with me, covered in
burns, blisters, glitter, and sun and quiet
forest making laughter seem louder. Before
we knew things we do now, before things
we don’t know at all. I was happy to grow up
with them then, and I am now, with more in
our number, love increasing knowing no
seasons, growing up with us now too. We
knew nothing and everything that we could
and I would give anything to do it again.

In summer air, the sight of us, and the
sounds of life beginning, ending, and
continuing.

A s she stood upon the cliff, wisps and swirls of mist crawled
around her ankles, before climbing up into the air and
transforming behind her – a very bizarre sight to see. She

didn’t take her eyes off the moon, not even when he uttered her
name. It was only when he brushed her shoulder with his cold,
dead touch did she turn around.

His brown eyes looked more soft in the moonlight, if that was
possible, and those fangs of his hid behind closed lips. There were
no words exchanged between them as they stood facing each
other. No words were needed at this moment.

He held onto her hand with a gentle, loose grip, allowing her to
pull back if she wanted to. But she didn’t. Tonight was different.
Nights like these had only occurred once or twice before. There
was something there, prominent and unspoken, and for how long
it had been there was a mystery to the both of them.

They were both already so old; they had seen so much, experi-
enced so much (one more than the other). It was clear that they
would always be outsiders. They were shunned in every century
that ever was and ever will be, something that was guaranteed to
never change.

There were not many people like them out there in the world
and, therefore, they were overly grateful to be able to stand side by
side. They were grateful to have found each other because this
existence could be lonesome and cruel.

And sometimes it took only a single, knowing glance to be
comforted, to know that you weren’t alone.

Forever,
together

Tiffany Murnaghan
Aged 17
Lurgan College, Co. Armagh
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W
ould you trust the Devil to
take care of your child? No?
Understandable, most
parents wouldn’t. Now I, as
the Devil, take mild offence

to that. I’d like to think I’m nice once you
get to know me, but then again, I am also
the Devil so a lot of the terrible stories
about me aren’t wrong. I’m quite laid back
and I’m not fussy about a lot of things,
except my coffee with two sugars and no
milk at 9pm every night.

Something everyone’s surprised to
know about me is that I’m great at looking
after kids. Yes, it’s true, believe it or not.
Kids love me, I think it may have some-
thing to do with younger children being
demons and then when teenagers get
moody, they are actual hell on earth. I’m
over 3,000 years old, I’ve seen it all.

It’s a normal night in my office in Hell
when my assistant Amanda walks in with
my coffee at 9pm, but she also has a note
with her. Not that that’s unusual, I’m an
important man. She places the cup and
note on the desk in front of me and leaves. I

finish my drink and look at the note on my
desk.

“There’s a woman outside who wishes to
speak with you; she wants your help.”
Amanda’s handwriting is fancy, so I read it
in a posh accent all the time. It annoys her
but I’m the Devil, it’s not like I have a great
reputation. I toss the note in the fire and
walk out to the reception/waiting room
area.

I saunter into the waiting room and see a
small woman sitting in a chair reading a
book. She looks up as I enter and smiles. I
smile back because I have manners and
invite her into my office. We each took a
seat, and I turned the AC on. Humans tend
to find the heat of Hell unbearable, but if I
lower the entire temperature of Hell the
souls will die. Just because the physical
person is dead doesn’t mean their soul
can’t live on.

“So, tell me your name and why you’re
here” I say, leaning back into my chair.

“My name is Mrs Andrews and I’m here
today because I hear you’re great at taking
care of kids, especially teenagers. It’s
about my daughter Delilah,” she says, as
she reaches into her bag and pulls out a
photo. It’s a girl with strawberry blonde
hair and a nose piercing. “She’s gone out of
control and no one else is willing to try and
help me with her.” Her voice is shaky; she’s
clearly distressed so I ask for more informa-
tion about her daughter.

Delilah is 15 years old, loves painting and
is terrified of heights. She used to be a
sweet girl but then one day she acted
strangely, and she hasn’t been like herself
for the past year. Mrs Andrews is worried
about her, especially because if she vandal-
ises another building, she could end up in
juvie for the summer. I tell her that I’ll help
her out, but I’m technically off work at the

Fighting Words 2022

Babysitter
from hell

Anastasia Baczkowski
Aged 16
Dunshaughlin Community College,
Co Meath
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minute so that she should expect me at
12.30 tomorrow afternoon. She gets off
her seat, thanking me. She waves on her
way out and the doors slam behind her.

I leave my office at 7am to avoid rush
hour in both Hell and the Overworld.
That’s the dreadful thing about multidi-
mensional travel; you get twice the traffic.
Unfortunately, I got caught in Hell’s rush
hour. It’s 10am when I arrive in the Over-
world, so I pop into a cafe to get a coffee
and some breakfast to kill time. At 12 I
make my way towards the house where I
would be staying for the next month. This
should be a breeze.

I knock on the door and Mrs Andrews
opens it. She smiles when she sees it’s me
and calls Delilah down to meet me. I hear
footsteps and a girl in a black button-up
and black skirt comes down the stairs. She
looked the same as the photo, except the
silver stud in her nose had turned into a
black hoop. Mrs Andrews sits me and
Delilah down in the sittingroom to intro-
duce ourselves.

“So, Delilah, tell me a bit about your-
self,” I say, trying to make conversation.
She ignores me and continues to text away
on her phone. I clear my throat, hoping she

would offer to get me a glass of water, or at
the very least she’d look up and acknowl-
edge my existence. Nothing.

“Hello? Do you know who I am?” I’m
beginning to lose my patience now.

“Oh, I know who you are, I just don’t
care. Anyway, why are you here?” She
sighs without even looking up. I turn her
phone to ash in her hands, that’s what she
gets for being so cheeky. I feel like it’s
common knowledge not to be rude to the
Devil, yet here we are.

She starts freaking out, saying I’ve
ruined her property and blah blah blah, I
zone out because I don’t have the energy to
listen to her whining. She finally shuts up
and I tell her to take a seat. She goes to
storm out of the room, but I’ve already
locked it. I’ve been looking after demonic
kids for thousands of years, I’m pretty
much prepared for nearly everything.
Reluctantly she sits down next to the pile
of ashes that used to be her phone.

“Now I’m going to make myself clear,
Delilah Andrews. I expect respect and I
will get it no matter what it takes. Now, I’m
not going to repeat myself. Tell me about
yourself.”

“I’m 16, I like painting and talking to my
friends, but I can’t really do that now
because my phone is dust because a
certain someone has anger issues.” Her

eyes are glued to the floor but other than
that if she’s scared, she’s doing a fantastic
job at hiding it.

“You can always get a job and save up for
a new one.”

“Nowhere will take me because of my
record. They think I’m some vandal who’s
going to steal from their shop and destroy
the building.” She looks me in my eyes
now. She has lovely amber eyes, shame it
took her this long to make eye contact with
me.

“And are you?”
She looks puzzled at my question. “Am I

what?”
“A vandal,” I repeat.
“No, well . . . I mean vandal isn’t the word

I’d use. I graffiti buildings sure, but art
isn’t a crime, I should be allowed to ex-
press my creativity, the Government’s just
soft.” She’s clearly very passionate about
this, she’s walking around the coffee table
in a circle, waving her arms around in her
rant while I nod along.

Over the next few weeks, I followed her
everywhere without anyone but her
mother knowing. I just shapeshift into the
odd spider or beetle and chill in the corner
of her classroom and, oh my word, she’s an
absolute nightmare in school. Dare I say it,
she’s worse than me. Arguing back with
teachers, arguing with the students and
never doing anything. Outside of school at
home, she was Hell reincarnated. I don’t
remember letting any demons out of Hell’s
gate in the past century, yet here we are.
Arguing with her parents, fighting with
her siblings, never helping at home and in
general being extremely difficult to work
with.

However, when she’s by herself doing
her art, she’s completely different. I follow
her one night when she sneaks out to do
her graffiti murals. She puts her head-
phones on and digs in her bag for her
paints and works away, quickly but precise-
ly, taking extra care around edges. I watch
her work away, fascinated by her work.
The gears start turning in my head when I
suddenly come up with a great idea. I
shape back into my human-like form and
approach her.

“Hey there, Delilah, what’s it like in New
York City?” I sing, then laugh at my bad
joke that had earned me a glare. “Sorry, I
had to do it at least once. Anyway, I have an
idea and I think you’ll like it.”

I’m back in my office in Hell when
there’s a knock on the door. I smile, know-
ing who it is and why they’re here. The
doors open, revealing Delilah and her bag
full of paints.

That’s right, I’m giving Delilah a sum-
mer job painting a mural in my office and
the money she’ll earn will be enough to buy
her a phone, I felt bad destroying hers.

I left to let her do her wonderful thing,
and return a few hours later to see a wall of
roses with the words:

“Go to Heaven for the climate, Hell for
the company – Mark Twain”

Jeaic Ó Cúláin
Aois 14
Coláiste Chroí Mhuire gan Smal,
an Spidéal, Co na Gaillimhe

H
ello my name is Melvin and
I am from Mars. I am
chewing on a hotdog while
walking with my best
friend, Bob the fishdog. It is

a sunny Friday afternoon and I am being
so careful not to be stepped on because I
am 5cm tall and 60 years old.

“I hope we find the ingredients to
create the potion that will make me
tall,” I gasp.

“Why can’t you just get someone to
stretch you?” Bob replies sarcastically. I
am stunned because my friend is not
being supportive.

I take out my Mone and search on
MarsTube how to stretch myself using a
rolling pin.

Bob is disgusted as he rolls his fish
eyes at me.

“Did you actually believe me? I was
just being sarcastic. Why are you so
gullible?” asks Bob.

“I-I-I was just like, you know, j-j-just
checking, just checking how to be tall,” I
stutter.

Eventually, I find all the ingredients I
need and make the potion. I leave the

potion to set overnight.
However, Bob accidentally drinks it

before it is finished setting. Bob’s paws
start stretching, his legs start growing
and growing until he was 30m tall. He is
so tall that he breaks the roof off the
house.

I wake up and run to see what is
happening. I laugh when I see Bob, and
Bob giggles back.

I stop laughing as I feel half of my face
starting to burn. When I turn around, I
see Bob laughing out fire. . .

The opposite buddies
Primary Stories

Oíche dhubh dhorcha, ‘is an ghealach lán,
An t-éan beag feoite agus í ina codladh sa gcrann.
Í préachta leis an bhfuacht
Le sioc crua ar an talamh,
Is beidh tú ag cuardach rud le hithe ‘is beidh do bhoilgín beag folamh.

I leave my office at 7am
to avoid rush hour in

both Hell and the Overworld.
That’s the dreadful thing
about multidimensional
travel; you get twice the
traffic

An t-éan sa
ngeimhreadh

An extract from a longer story by 5th class
students at the Muslim National School,
Clonskeagh. Illustrated by Chris Meehan
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Y
ou awaken to the persistent
tick, tick, tick of a clock. The
room is bright, too bright. You
squint your eyes as the fog of
sleep lifts. You absorb the

unfamiliar surroundings; three
floor-to-ceiling windows enclose you,
hitting your sensitive eyes with light.
Outside, you see a large field. In the
distance, there are trees dotting the
horizon between the vibrant, blue,
cloudless sky and the contrasting grass.

As you adjust to your bizarre
environment, you swing your feet out

from under the bedsheets and onto the
cold, white, ceramic floor. You only now
register that everything is white: the
sheets, the walls, your clothes. A look of
confusion crosses your face. The white
satin night dress belongs in this room,
but it doesn’t belong to you. Where did it
come from?

Your determination is evident as you
decide it is time to find answers. Without a
doubt you have questions: Where am I?
How did I get here? This cloud of confusion
hangs over you. You stand with conviction,
mind set on exploration.

Opening the door, you find a long
hallway. It is enveloped in white, which is
furthered by the fluorescent lights lining
the ceiling. You follow the white walls to
another door. The handle is cold to the
touch as you turn it.

You arrive in a large kitchen. As in the
bedroom, nothing is out of place. You walk
along the row of drawers and cabinets,
running your finger across the white
countertop. You come to the fridge, and
with furrowed brows you open it. You
discover almost nothing, only a cylindrical
white container no taller than a glass.
There is a small label stuck to the top, with
neat, black handwriting identifying it as

S
eo scéal a d’inis mo dhaideo dom faoi na síoga in Oileán Árann.

Bhí fear ag obair go crua lá amháin thíos ar an trá. Bhí sé tar
éis neart carnáin fheamainne arda a dheánamh le go mbeadh sé
in ann iad a bhailiú ar ball.

Bhí an fear beagnach réidh lena bhealach a dhéanamh ab-
haile nuair a a d’ardaigh gaoth láidir go tobann agus séideadh a chuid
feamainne ar fud fad an chladaigh.

Chuir sé seo airde feirge ar an bhfear agus cúis mhaith aige leis. Thosa-
igh sé ag eascainí agus ag cur chuile mhallach faoin spéir ar an ngaoth.
Bhí obair na maidine scriosta air.

Ní raibh sé i bhfad nó gur chuala an fear torann ag teacht ón sliabh.
Chonaic sé grúpa daoine ag rith ina threo le cuma an oilc orthu. Thug sé
faoi deara nach gnáthdhaoine a bhí iontu agus go raibh cuma
dhraíochtúil orthu. Ansin thuig sé gur síoga a bhí iontu. Thuig sé chomh
maith go raibh sé i dtrioblóid agus iad ag teacht ina dhiaidh. Thug sé do na
bonnacha é.

Chuala sé trácht ar shíoga na gaoithe go mion minic agus bhí seans
maith ann gur iadsan a bhí ar a thóir. Ní mó ná sásta a bhíodar leis an méid
a dúirt sé ní ba thúisce.

Faoi dheireadh rugadar air agus chuir siad drochbhail air leis an
ngreadadh a thugadar dó. D’imigh siad chomh sciobtha is a tháinig siad
agus d’fhág siad an fear bocht ina chnap ar an talamh.

D’éirigh leis an baile a bhaint amach agus é briste brúite. Chaith sé an
chéad chúpla lá eile agus é sínte ar an leaba. Ón lá sin amach níor oscail sé
a bhéal faoi shéideadh na gaoithe.

Scéal Sí

Seán Óg Ó Fátharta
Aois 14
Coláiste Chroí Mhuire gan Smal,
an Spidéal, Co na Gaillimhe

Fighting Words 2022

Beginning

Jessica Barry
Age 18
Loreto College Foxrock, Dublin 18
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T
he smell of cheap vodka fills
my lungs and brings back
hazy memories. Short skirts,
tanned legs-the silhouettes of
warm bodies swaying against

each other as they tried to lose them-
selves in the fuzziness of the alcohol. I
wince and gag slightly. The burning
smell brings back memories and
conjures nostalgia both good and bad.

Of course it won’t be anything
compared to the eye-watering fumes
that will fill the house soon enough.

I reach into my pocket and pull out a
grubby zip lighter. I make sure that
almost everything has been drenched in
the cheap clear alcohol, so acidic and vile
it could be mistaken for paint stripper.
My hands wrap around the cool glass
bottle and I tip back the dregs into my
mouth. I’ll need the liquid strength.

First the curtains, the flames catch
from the lighter and consume the fabric
almost instantly. I watch them flare up
and set alight the couch as well to be
sure. The cream couch turns a charred
black as the fire spreads. Soon it’ll tiptoe
its way up the carpeted stairs and tiptoe
into his bedroom. By that time he could
well have been slayed by smoke inhala-
tion – but one can always hope he’ll be

conscious when the flame blankets his
bed.

In my fist I clutch the smoke-alarm
batteries as though they are diamond,
not aluminium.

The smoke begins to curl around the
room and I smile softly to myself. I’m
high on fumes of vengeance and drunk
on satisfaction. I have an alibi and even if
that falls through I’ll still gladly smile in
the mugshot. They’ll vilify me, I know,
but the only consolation I need is a
headstone engraved with that pr*ck’s
pretentious name.

I practically dance walking out the
door and into the night.

Make me the villain all you want but
know you’re painting on the canvas of
the patriarchy. He ruined me.

He left me lying on the ground like a
dirty washcloth. Disinterested in what
10 minutes before he held down as it
struggled beneath him.

I’d cradled myself for months, feeling
broken and fragile like a cracked piece of
china no one wanted anymore. I couldn’t
escape it. It was as if my body was a cage
and I was trying to claw my way out
unsuccessfully, I was trapped in an
unending cycle of sore red eyes and
waking up, my hair matted with sweat
from the flashbacks that would creep
into my dreams.

The stares seeped into the back of my
head like tar. “Little sl*t,” they’d snicker.
“Had it coming,” some would mutter
almost pityingly .

This is the closest I will get to justice.
Even if I’d gone to the police the little
pr*ck didn’t deserve whatever sappy
punishment daddy’s lawyer negotiated
for him. I watch the flames blaze through
the upstairs window. As the flames
engulfed the house I felt free for the first
time in months. I’d found my peace.

“breakfast”. Upon removing the lid, you
find white, Greek yoghurt. How fitting.
The spoons are stored in the top drawer.
You are a clever girl; you find them with
ease. You further prove this intelligence
when you hesitate before tasting it.
With wary eyes you glance down at the
yoghurt once again. Why would you trust
this place to provide you with safe food,
unpoisoned? Before you can fully consider
the consequences, your stomach growls
audibly and the risk is taken. It is clear you
are reckless despite your intellect.

By the time the container is empty, you
have decided to find a way out, an escape.
There are no apparent exits in this room,
only the silence and the sound of your
thoughts. You follow the hallway back to
the bedroom uneasily. You notice a second
door and enter it, finding a small, equally
white bathroom fitted with a bath, a
shower, a toilet, and a sink, but no exit. No
way out. Nothing.

That fear you had neglected earlier
creeps through your body in rapid breaths
and goosebumps. You rip each carefully
placed towel out of the press, hunting for
something – anything – that might help.
You take long strides into the bedroom to
continue your rampage. Bedsheets on the

floor, pillows thrown about. What could
you possibly have gained from this?

Your attention once again returns to the
field, and your movement slows. You
approach the first window, then the
second, and finally, the third. These
windows have no reflection. You place
your hand on one. It is glass, but you can’t
see yourself in it. Turning to check the
others, something appears to dawn on you.
You have discovered that each window
shows the same image: the field, the sky,
the trees. They are not windows at all.

With a sudden surge of emotion at this
understanding you take off towards the
kitchen again. You let the terror take over
and begin your frenzy of destruction.
Every pristine white plate smashed; vases
knocked over. Your recklessness is no
longer endearing. The flash of an idea
crosses your face as you pick up a chair.

It is not long before you are back in the
bedroom, bashing the piece of furniture
against the windows. I wish you would
calm down; this is no way to treat your new
home. Each strike to the windows is like a
stab to my heart. You must not be afraid.
We will meet one another soon. All will go
according to plan. You are safe in my care,
my love.

Romilly Groarke
Age 16
Loreto Abbey, Dalkey, Co Dublin
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I
still vividly remember the time I
spent with the Aunties on Dawson
Street. I was aged 11, or thereabouts.
This extended visit was a relief, away
from the dark reality that was real

life. Daddy had just died, and Mammy had
been sent away after she refused to believe
he was gone. I would find out, years later,
that she had been forced into what was
cruelly called a “lunatic asylum”. But she
was no “lunatic”, she was just a woman
who had a lot of love to give, and whose
poor heart was shattered into a million
pieces. Plus, she was my mammy.

Auntie Janie said we couldn’t stay at
home, that there was too much going on,
too much she didn’t want us to have to see
and contend with. But where was I to go?
All my family lived near us, in Drogheda.
Except for one person – Auntie Maggie. I

was told that I would be sent to stay with
her until the situation at home had im-
proved. Despite the fact that she was my
godmother, I couldn’t even remember
meeting her once – all I knew about her
was that she lived far away, in the big city.
Whenever I asked about her, Mammy and
Daddy would look at each other and
exchange a glance I never truly under-
stood, audibly sigh, and then go back to
whatever they were doing. I always won-
dered why they’d react like that, and why
no one ever talked about her – all I knew
was that Auntie Maggie had made the
beautiful dress that Mammy wore in that
old photograph that had pride of place on
the mantelpiece, above the fireplace. But if
she had made the dress that Mammy had
on during what she always referred to as
the best day of her life, why would she be so

embarrassed to even hear me say her own
sister’s name?

And so, after Auntie Janie had got me
ready and my case packed, I was sent off to
Dublin. Uncle Jack brought me by horse
and cart, but when the time came for us to
get off, he simply tipped his cap to me, and
said he’d be back in a few months’ time.
And that was it: there I was, left, alone, in
the largest city my young eyes had never
seen, and at the doorstep of a woman
who I had never consciously so much as
exchanged a glance with. I stared up in
disbelief at the huge building looming
before me – it stood four stories tall, its
red-brick facade looking like nothing I had
ever seen before. I thought to myself that
this great building must be at least four
times the size of our own house back
home! But if Auntie Maggie was so rich,

Jack Burke
Age 16
Blackrock College, Co Dublin

The Aunties
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An extract from a larger
primary school piece by
4th class, Scoil Mhuire,
Newbridge, Co Kildare

wouldn’t my family be proud of how well
she was doing?

Once the initial shock and awe at where I
would be staying subsided, I began to
wonder if Aunt Maggie even knew I was
coming. But then, to my surprise, without
me having to even do so much as knock,
the great Georgian door creaked open.
Opposite me stood a tall, trim, smiling
woman, wearing an eye-catching tur-
quoise gown and a great big hat with a
feathered plume extending from it. She
had the same dark hair and complexion as
Mammy, but, while Mammy always had a
severe look to her, this woman standing in
the doorway had a softer expression across
her face. She cheerfully extended a gloved
hand towards me, uttering the words, “Ah,
you must be young Tom. It’s so nice to
finally meet you properly now that you’re
all grown up.” I beamed, naturally, though
I wondered how she even knew who I was.
She explained to me once I came inside
that Auntie Janie had written ahead,
telling her to expect a little boy at her door
around the late afternoon.

Soon after my arrival, I was introduced
to Miss Collen, a big, happy-looking
woman with a posh English accent. I had
seldom met anyone from England before,
and Daddy had always complained about
them as I was growing up – he’d say how
they were to blame for all of our problems,
and how I should never trust one of them.
But Miss Collen seemed both friendly and
kind, so I chose to trust her. As time
passed, she even told me that I could call
her Auntie May instead, which I happily
took to calling her. Auntie Maggie hated
discussing business, but, when she was out
running errands, Auntie May would sit me
down in their expansive drawing room and
regale me with all manners of tales,
especially those about the dresses she and
Aunt Maggie made. There were pictures
on the wall of various people, who Auntie
May insisted were all very well-to-do and
influential, wearing dresses hand-made by
them. She even told me that some of their
dresses had been worn by the important
figures who went over to England to have
audiences with members of high society,
and even with King Edward!

During the months that I spent in
Dublin, some of the best times we had
were at the theatre. I had never even seen a
play before, but, on the weekends, the
Aunties would take me to the Abbey
Theatre, and we would watch all sorts of
fantastical stories play out on the stage. I
was having the time of my life, and, despite
how much I missed Mammy, my friends,
and everything else back home, a thought
often crossed my mind – what if I could
stay here for ever? One night, when the
three of us were sitting around the fire and
reading various books, I spoke up and
posed that very question to Auntie Maggie.
She smiled. However, with a tinge of
sadness in her voice, she told me that it
couldn’t be. Dejected, I went straight to
bed.

Still, despite this let-down, I decided that
I would make the most of my stay there,
and enjoy this tranquil oasis of happiness
while it lasted. The more time I spent with
the Aunties, the more I began to notice
certain things about them. They both wore
rings on their fingers, but they never
mentioned any husbands. And they
certainly weren’t widows, a detail I
managed to pick up on after seeing
them referred to in a newspaper article
about their shop as “Miss McQuillan”
and “Miss Collen”. The final thing I took
note of was that Auntie May didn’t seem to
have a room to herself, despite there being
two spare bedrooms other than my own
and Auntie Maggie’s. I found it odd,
admittedly, but my young mind didn’t
think much of anything that may have
been going on.

When my time on Dawson Street finally
came to an end, I was absolutely devastat-
ed. I can still recall grabbing on to the folds
of Auntie Maggie’s dress as Uncle Jack
tried to wrench me from her arms. In an
effort to coax me out, he told me about
how Mammy was doing much better, that
she was finally back home. But I didn’t
want Mammy, I wanted Auntie Maggie
and Auntie May. After Daddy died,
Mammy brought to mind everything
cold, unhappy and downright depressing
about the world, while the Aunties were
everything that was good in it – I couldn’t
leave them behind. Clearly, fate had other
ideas. Uncle Jack finally succeeded in
dragging me out the front door and back
to Drogheda, while I sobbed inconsolably
all the way through the journey home.

As the years went by, I wrote countless
letters to the Aunties, but nothing was ever
sent back to me, so I eventually gave up
trying to contact them. I would never see
Auntie Maggie again, nor would I even
hear about her until her death, by which
point I was a young adult. Mammy,
Auntie Janie and Uncle Jack all made
the trip to the funeral with me, something
which surprised me – at least they had
the ounce of kindness required to say
goodbye to their own ostracised sister.
At the funeral, I saw Auntie May, draped
in black and standing teary by the
graveside. I approached her afterwards,
and the two of us talked for hours into
the night. She told me about how she and
Auntie Maggie had received all my letters,
and how their hearts ached more and
more each time they read them, knowing
that they could not respond. You see,
Mammy had told them that they were
forbidden from contacting me in any
shape or form whatsoever, out of her
fear that their “sinfulness” would rub
off on me.

It was at that moment that something
about the Aunties which I had long forgot-
ten about finally clicked. But all I could do
was smile. They had found their own
happiness in a world where the odds were
so heavily weighed against them. And
what could be a greater thing than that?

The fantastic
tale of
Vi Junior

T
immy the Turtle was in Australia
on his holidays. He was down by
the beach practising his running.
The wolves from South America
usually knocked him down on his

shell. Timmy was happy to get a break away
from them. His best friend is Big Fat Cow
but he is at home in Ireland and he really
misses him. There were other animals
trying to tip him over on his shell too but
Baba the Sheep was going to help Timmy
the Turtle.

Danny the Dog saw Timmy and thought
he was a green ball and started to play with
him. Baba the Sheep came along and said,
“Stop playing with him, he’s a turtle, not a
ball.”

Timmy was relieved and said to Baba,
“Thank you, I really appreciate it. I wish I could run faster than a rabbit.”

Baba the Sheep said, “Why?”
“So that I can run away from dogs that think I’m ball.” Baba said.
“I can help you train to run away from dogs.” Just then four vicious dogs came

running down the beach and they were barking...

I
t was one peaceful day. Not much
was going on and there was no
crime for Vi Junior to fight. She
was in her house in Futuristic City.
She was hanging out with Burp the

frog, playing some video games.
“I’m so bored, there’s no crime in the

city today,” said Vi Junior.
Burp replied with a burp of fire.
They went to King Burger for some

food. When they came back with their
food, Vi Junior rang her friend.

Suddenly, they saw someone break
into the bank and she hung up. She was
supposed to call her work partner but
she was so bored, she wanted to fight

this herself.
Vi Junior told Burp to distract the

robber. Burp went into the bank. The
robber thought he was a normal frog
and went to pick him up. Burp surprised
the robber when he spit fire into the
robber’s face.

Vi Junior jumped over the distracted
robber and headed for his partner who
was stuffing money into the van out
back.

The alarm in the bank rang out, and
they could hear the sirens of the police
coming. The robbers were still trying to
escape but Vi Junior was so fast that she
clocked both of them. While she waited
for the police she handcuffed the rob-
bers.

One of them, however, had a knife and
cut through the cuffs. He helped his
partner too.

They surprised Vi junior and pinned
her to the ground…

Run rabbit run
Primary Stories

An extract from a piece by a group of children
attending the Aisling festival
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A perspective
in time

T
ime is a strange thing. At differ-
ent times in your life, you will
find yourself wishing for more or
less of it.

Occasionally, it stands still, if
you’ve been in an accident, it feels like
everything is going in slow motion. Time
seems to stand still when a life is on the
line, even more so when its yours. When
your life is on the line, everything seems
fake as though you’re just imagining it, like
a dream. Then you realise it’s not a dream,
that it is really happening and all of that
time crashes down on to you like an ava-
lanche.

Imagine waking up in a bright and clean
place, a hospital. Why am I here, I think?
Oh, I remember now. I look down, to the
band sitting on my left wrist, my eyes slide
up my arm, to the drip that’s attached to
my vein, hydrating me through a needle.

That’s when time stands still. For me, at

least. It’s uncomfortable, waking up in an
unknown place each morning, confused
until I remember what happened, why I
am here, and what here is. Falling asleep is
hard for a while, kept up by the cries of sick
children and worried parents. I am con-
fined to a bed, tucked in by scratching
blankets and propped up with pillows. I am
the last bed in a room with four patients. I
feel so small but also that I take up mon-
strous amount of space. I stare out the
window, on the right of my bed. Hospital
wards and offices conceal us all from the
outside world. Even though my room is full
of people I feel lonely and long for the
interactions I took for granted. Excite-
ment for me is my trip to the bathroom in
my wheelchair. I get to be in a new environ-
ment. Days go by slowly as new nurses and
patients come and go as I lie in my bed
awaiting freedom.

I have aches all over. I feel drowsy and
grey, as though my life is leaking from my
pores. My monitor never stops beeping, a
constant reminder of why I can’t leave this
place, it is the thing that ties me down, like
the anchor of a ship. The reminder of the
heart that grows tired of beating, a remind-
er that I’ll never know whether I am going
to stay or go. I stare at my feet, hidden
beneath my blanket. It feels so surreal, as
though I’m not really here. I pinch my
arms, just to make sure, just to check, but
every time the sharp and subtle pop of pain
shoots up my arm, and my hopes of this
being a dream fade away. This is real and
there is nothing I can do. Sometimes

Kitty Purdue
Aged 14
Mount Temple Comprehensive
School, Dublin 3
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seagulls will cry out and I’ll remember that
the world is still spinning, that everyone
else is still living, that time isn’t frozen. I
am jealous of their ability to fly away, each
time they cry out I feel as though they are
mocking me, laughing about how I’m stuck
in a hospital bed while they can go wherev-
er they want. I never see them though; I
only ever hear them. I look around me, to
the table on wheels that hovers over my
knees. This is no way to live, I think, no way
to live at all.

Each night, I am woken up at 3am, to a
nurse taking my vital signs. My heart is
slow and bored, it misses the buzz of
excitement that is outside the hospital. It
gets slower as I sleep, as though it is play-
ing with the chance of me waking up, as
though choosing whether I live or die is
fun. It doesn’t scare me though, no matter
how many doctors tell me, I never get
scared about it.

Everything gets muddled when you’re in
hospital, your life gets put on pause and
there is absolutely nothing you can do
about it. After a while everything slows
down, nothing excites you, life seems like
an empty promise of happiness, and
nobody wants an empty promise.

I am cold, even though outside the
weather gets warmer and warmer. They
keep the windows open for ventilation, so I
just have to hunker down and deal with it. I
talk about it to the girl in the bed in front of
me. Talking to her makes me feel more
human, more like a teenage girl. Eventual-
ly though, she leaves and goes home to her
own bed, and I’m left alone again.

They move me to a new ward; my
belongings are packed into large yellow
plastic bags that smell of chemicals. We
leave, the nurses wave goodbye as I am
pushed out the door in my wheelchair. I get
to see more of the hospital as we travel to
the new ward, everything is colourful. We
go down a ramp that passes by X-ray
waiting areas and vending machines. We
take turns and I am pushed around cor-
ners. We get lost and are stranded in front
of the lifts until another nurse tells us
where to go. At last, we get to my bed, there
is a window to the right of it. Outside the
window there is a view of the shapes and
the other parts of the hospital. It makes me
remember what I am missing, who I am
missing.

I think about my dog. I think about my
friends, I think about my family, who love
me unconditionally. It is only then that the
world moves again, it lasts mere minutes,
but it was a nice, change to the stuck, still
environment I am now used to.

My new ward comes with nurses less
kind than those before them. They treat
me like an adult, it makes me feel separate
to myself. It takes a while to become used
to them.

Doctors in their scrubs visit more often.
They take my bloods using tiny needles and
cold spray. I grade them on who can make
it less painful. I become numb to the sharp
scratch of the needle. I realise that I have

been in hospital for month. It doesn’t
make me feel anything, no anger, no
sadness, not even boredom.

The room I stay in soon fills up with
new patients, none of which are my age. I
am lonely again.

I’m told that I’ll be moving to a residen-
tial setting, it upsets me, I don’t want to
go to a new hospital, I want to go home, I
want my life back. I cry until I no longer
can, and no one is able to tell me it will be
ok, because it won’t, not until I can go
home. We leave at 10am, I go in a taxi
with Mum and a nurse, it’s the first time I
have been outside in a month, the only
reason to move to a new hospital. We
arrive at half eleven the place is ominous
and is as if its inside a bubble, cut off
from the outside world.

I’m met by a team, they are dressed in
gowns and gloves. They go through my
admission. Soon it’s time to go, I break
down I don’t want to leave my parents,
but in the end, I have to. As I walk down
the hallway, I feel the weight of the world
is on my shoulder. They tell me I have to
quarantine before I join the others. I am
nervous and everything is too quiet.

Everywhere around me are doors, you
can only open them with a card, some of
them seem to lead into nowhere. It’s
very white, with patches of green and
blue. It doesn’t feel as much like a
hospital as my first one, but it feels less
comfortable, like its certain that I’ll be
staying here for a while. I look up at one
of the nurses and she looks back, I
quickly avert my eyes, it’s awkwardly
silent. I don’t know how to act around
them as they just witnessed me have a
breakdown so instead, I just stare at my
feet on the green floor, focusing on
trying not to cry. Finally, we get up to my
room. I have a desk, a rest bed and a
bathroom, where I cry. I cry until I feel
empty, which was not easy. It’s strange,
I’ve been more emotional in two days
than in almost a year. I don’t know if
that’s good or bad. I stay in the bathroom
for a while, until I feel less like having a
breakdown.

Time stops in here, it doesn’t just slow
you down, it completely stops. Every day
is the same, the mood and atmosphere
also never change. It sucks every bit of
life out of my body. On good days we sit
in the garden and just talk, talk about
everything that has been hurting us.

Pathetic fallacy, the weather matches
your mood, and being in here causes
your mood to drop quite a bit.

I count the days I stay here, the week
and eventually the months. It feels as
though I’ve only been here three days,
but I realise one day that I have been
here three months. I’ve missed both of
my brothers’ birthdays, as well as my
best friends, and then finally after living
in a timeless place, I step out into the
carpark, a free person, and so finally
after four or five months, time begins to
move again.

The adventure to
destroy Gerald

G
old found a bracelet in his mother’s closet. He put it on
and then he turned into a Superhero.

When he became a Superhero he learned how to fly.
Kitty the Cat found Gold the Superhero and wanted

him to be her owner. “Can you be my owner?” said Kitty
the Cat. “I would love to!” said Gold.

Gold the Superhero turned Kitty into a Superhero too.
“Kitty the Cat, we need to defeat the bad guys! Let’s work togeth-

er as a team,” said Gold. Kitty the Cat was excited to hear this. She
was a tough kitty!

There was a volcano
and it was covered in lava
and fire. Gold was so
scared of it, but Kitty was
brave.

Gold can turn the fire
into water so that he can
save himself. Gold slipped
off a ledge, and almost fell
into the lava…

E
gg was a
magnificent
purple
pencil who
lived under

a bridge in Pencilville.
He had his best friend,
Samantha the Mouse,
by his side.

One day he was
walking through
Pencilville and he saw a machine that turns things into humans. The
machine hadn’t been tested.

The machine was owned by Gerald the Jelly, who used to be Egg’s
best friend but then he turned bad. He was now his enemy.

Egg wanted to turn into a human as he wanted to eat Gerald the
Jelly but Gerald wouldn’t let Egg use the machine so Egg decided to…

An extract from a longer story by Rang 6,
Bunscoil an Chlochair, An Daingean,
Co Chiarraí. Illustrated by Godfrey Coppinger

An extract from a longer story by 1st class,
St Paul’s National School Dooradoyle,
Co Limerick. Illustrated by Marie Stamp

Primary Stories
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Him & her

H
e sat on the armchair slowly
sharpening his long, broad
sword. Awaiting her arrival.
He stared at the flames
dancing in the hearth. When

he heard the tall oak door creaking open,
he stood and sauntered over to the fire-

place, setting down the weapon with a
quiet clatter. The woman stood petrified in
the doorway, both of them focused on the
other. Each anticipating the other’s move.
To run or to fight to the death. Only prob-
lem, she came unarmed. No weapon in her
hand and no magical powers that he’d
heard she had.

Now I know what you must be thinking:
“Wow, she must be really dumb.” Well,
that may be how it seems, but really it was
quite smart of her. Leading him into a false
sense of security, because concealed under
her extravagant ball gown was a small
knife. Sharpened to the point of perfec-
tion. They stared at each other for what
felt like hours. Neither of them dared to
utter a single word. The only sound was
her ragged breathing, which was expect-
ed, as she had run all the way here with
layers upon layers that were her dress.
Finally, she built up the courage to say

something. “You,” she breathed barely
above a whisper. “Sorry?” he asked,
turning his ear in her direction. “You,” she
muttered louder this time. “One more
time,” he said, a smirk growing on his face.
“You!” she yelled, releasing her anger.
“Yes, yes me,” he replied, gesturing
around himself with his arms. “How could
you!?” she yelled, full of rage. He just
stared at her blankly, his smirk dropping
momentarily.

“So, I welcome you in my home and this
is how you repay me? Where are your
manners?” He asked with a hint of humour
back in his voice, the corners of his mouth
tugging upwards.

“I don’t owe you anything, let alone a
curtsy,” she replied, voice dripping with
venom.

He turned and sat back down on the
luscious, velvet armchair. By some miracle
he goaded her closer to where he sat, so

that he could get a better look at her. Her
previously perfect, floor-length watermel-
on-colour dress was burnt off just below
her knee and charred to a black colour at
the ends. Her bare feet had blisters and
welts forming slowly but certainly painful-
ly on them. She found relief at the contrast
of the damp, branch-strewn forest floor to
the cold, hard stone floor of his living
quarters. The cause of her horrid state was
a fire that had happened only hours ago,
which she has reason to believe is his fault.
Which to be fair it is. “You did this,” she
accused, gesturing outside the door and
her dress. “And you know you did.”

He feigned confusion. “Do what?” he
asked, trying to act innocently, but ulti-
mately failing and opting for a grin that
made her want to punch him in the face.
She then decided to actually hit him in the
face and started scanning her surround-
ings for the most painful way of hurting

Sophie Schirliu
Age 12
Dominican College, Galway
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him. He, almost as if sensing her urge for a fight,
clenched his fists and tensed his body, tilting
towards his great sword, still lying on the
mantel. She eventually stopped her search, only
then realising the silence that had fallen over
them both. He calmed down and leaned back in
his chair, eyes boring into hers with a mischie-
vous glint, almost as if he was staring into her
soul. It was unsettling to say the least. She
started fidgeting with her hands, the eye contact
now becoming too long and uncomfortable. His
gaze was a strong and unnerving one. He smiled
once again and looked over to the hearth, the
flames dancing around in his eyes. She was
thankful for the distraction and directed her
attention to the fireplace as well. Even just
looking at the fire reminded her of the traumat-
ic experience that had just occurred.

The castle always held the most elegant balls
and dances. This was no exception. There were
chandeliers hanging from the ceiling and
candles on each table, casting a soft glow on the
pearly white tablecloth. There was a large area
in the middle left bare, the dance floor. People
were piled on the dance floor, the women’s
dresses flowing with every step and swishing
with every turn. Smiling faces were seen all
around, some laughing as a group and others
beaming at each other from across the floor.
Everyone had someone else. Everyone had
someone to share these happy moments with,
whether it be a partner or a friend, but she was
alone. Her family was hosting the ball. The royal
family. Known across the land for their wealth
and power. As her favourite song started play-
ing, she could smell the definite scent of smoke.
It filled the air completely. No one seemed to
notice until the room filled with the grey stuff.
They panicked and some even fled. That’s when
it all came apart. The ceiling beams caught fire
and started falling all around. One happened to
fall right on top of the thrones. She called out to
her parents and ran over, quickly digging
through the burning wood. Her hands were
starting to hurt but she didn’t stop until she saw
the beam right across her parents’ bodies. They
were dead. As she turned to leave, her expensive
dress got caught on the wood. The flames were
climbing up her dress at a quick pace. Without
thinking she grabbed her knife and slashed at
her dress, cutting off the bottom. She turned
and sprinted out of the collapsing palace. She
was relieved to see a large group of people
outside. Most of them survived. Out of the
corner of her eye she saw a black figure run
from behind the castle. She knew this was the
culprit. There was a glint of red from under-
neath the hood and instantly, she knew it was
him. She let him run away, swearing she would
get him. She focused on the people who now
called her their queen. Comforting them and
moving between the ranks of weeping people,
calling for medics all around. A while later, she
had finished and started running into the
thicket, chasing in the direction she saw
him run off.

She drew her attention away from the flames
to see him staring in her direction. “You know
why I did this, right?” he asked, making eye
contact with her again. “Why?” She whispered.
“It was for you! It’s always for you. Everything I
do,” was the only thing he said to her.

Ciara Miesle
Age 18
Colaiste Muire, Cobh, Co Cork

In Memorial: a better
shipwreck (is one that
isn’t mentioned)

C
apping waves of chatter crash against the
cafeteria table. The blue, marbled floor
sways underfoot, streaked with bleeding
red stools and ship wreckage, and atop the
scarlet buoys, a bundle of teenagers barely

bob above the sea.
There is an empty chair.
Another wave of noise washes over them, suffocat-

ing, but they ignore it. The scraps of their vessel go
unmentioned too, just like the hawk circling above
them, though it waits with eager eyes to swoop down
and –

Yes. Avoiding is better.
“What’s after lunch?” The cook asks, carefully

weighing her words before mixing them into the
silence, as if she would for a cake.

“I have chemistry.” A fellow castaway answers. “I
think you’re going to art.”

The cook already knew the answer, but she nods
nonetheless. “Yeah, that sounds right.”

The lost sailors’ grief is pungent, mingling into the
water (the way milk suspends itself in the cafeteria
tea) and splashing back against them in the waves.
They
talk, but not really; Silence is better than pointing to
the hawk, growing more and more frantic – its circles
an obvious whirlpool in the sky – Don’t mention it. It’s
better than pointing out that they have no way home,
than thinking of what was lost in Davy Jones’s locker,
or who was lost in Davy Jones’s locker, or how they
feel, or how they don’t, or how really – They hate the
silence.

It’s better.
Eventually, the cook slips off her stool and into the

sea. The water level creeps to her neck, a shadow
marking just where a guillotine blade would cut. “I’m
going to class, then.” (It’s 15 minutes early.) “I have
some stuff to do.” (That’s a lie.)

“Oh, wait for me,” says a different crew member
with bleached hair like a surrender flag.

The riptide drags them away from the rest as they
speak of nothing. They ignore how they drown, just as
they avoid the memorial’s glare, and as how they will
not acknowledge when the hawk finally lunges down,
down, down, dives –

Into the depths, knocking their friend’s portrait
along with it.
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B
y the time Emmet gets back
from the cliffs he can barely hold
his bones. Fists pocketed, he
drags along the main street of a
town he no longer knows with

the effervescence of a muck-sunk cow with
pink eye, looking like a wistful convict in
his navy blue, brass buttoned boiler suit.
He is of grotesque pubescent length, with
the shoulders of a gym rat and the acrid
face of a bricklayer. Dull blonde hair hangs
just above his grey, pink-rimmed eyes. He
limps with the memory of a past injury. He
is a man of 50. Tears strike the dam of his
better nature in erratic bursts and will get
through yet; he has the eyes of a scolded
pup.

He senses a pungent death in the mono-
chromatic clouds and rising numbness of

the cold. He wonders if it is his death.
The pub is a door. Snug in the skinny

unlit alcove of a derelict side street, it has
no front or labelled awning – you either
know it or you don’t. It is the only place not
yet riddled with coke rats or the prurient
youth. It is here that the old town endures –
in the eyes of ghosts: longing dazes, caustic
hatreds, lost love. Cynicism and disillusion-
ment is the entry fee; Emmet has buckets
to spare.

It is a pub for ghosts, and this man is
such one that he is the bar’s most loyal
patron. He is glad to see young Kelly
manning the tap inside. A proper vintage
young fellah Kelly is – despite he only
below in NUIG still. Kelly understands the
nature of the place – its role as a haunting
ground for the people time forgot. Kelly

doesn’t hold their belligerence against
them. He enjoys the world-weariness of
such characters. There’s a play in them
yet, he reckons.

Familiar shapes shadow separate
booths, having started their separate pints
and met their separate demons. Eyes are
raised from drinks to observe him. In
maudlin spirit, I Know It’s Over by The
Smiths plays from the speaker in low
sounds.

“If you’re so very entertaining
Then why are you on your own tonight?
If you’re so very good-looking
Why do you sleep alone tonight?”

Emmet takes his stool at the end of the
bar. “There’s a badness about,” he sighs.

Michael Corbett
Aged 17
Patrician Academy,
Mallow, Co Cork
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I
t was a Saturday night and the
Olympic Games were starting in
the morning. But first our story
goes back to two weeks ago.
Big Chungas woke up at 6.00am

to go to the gym. He was training
morning, noon and night as he
wanted to be big and strong to
win gold running in the
Olympics. But Big
Chungas knew that this
would be difficult as he
was a rabbit and could
not run as fast as his arch
rival Henry the Hare.

When he got to the
gym who was there
before him but Henry
who immediately started

teasing him. “I don’t know why you are
here so early,” said Henry to Chungas,
“as there is no way you are going to win at
the Olympics,especially with me in the
race also.”

Now everyone knows that hares run
faster than rabbits, however,

Big Chungas
just ignored Hen-

ry’s teasing as he was
going to prove him

wrong! He could
picture
himself
breaking the

tape at the finish
line to loud ap-

plause.
So he…

An extract from a longer story by 4th, 5th and
6th class, Scoil Mhuire Brosna National School,
Co Kerry. Illustrated by Godfrey Coppinger

Primary Stories

An Fharraige
Kelly grins cutely, grabs a glass. “Thou

seest the heavens, as troubled with man’s
act.”

He can’t make soup of what Kelly is
saying, but he enjoys him regardless. He
hasn’t the head for such riddles. He reck-
ons if he had grown up in the now he’d
have had a few long words and a medical
card for his troubles.

He takes his Guinness from Kelly and an
immediate nibble at the foam. With a pint
dwarfed between his beaten palms he feels
himself softening up. He stops thinking
about death, about his father. The memo-
ries come in like the tide, and he finds
himself drifting away, grinning ruefully,
expectantly, blinking the wet from his
overladen eyes.

He would’ve ended up in Castlerea
without her, the ape. Back in the days
when he’d get ruined on four pints and
bate a fellah outside the door of a crowded
pub, and people were saying, He’s no
better than his father . . . and isn’t he with
the uncle now? She found him down an
alleyway after a fight, sniffling on the curb.
He sucked up when he saw her coming,
and who was coming but Gráinne
Maloney, the petite ginger who lived in the
big house by the Quays – the Protestant
who lived in the big house by the Quays.
You’d have known she was from money.
You’d have better odds sifting through
slurry for gold than look for white smiles
round Ramelton in the 80s. She sat next to
him, and caressed his bruising knuckles,
and he broke down into her shoulder. She
held him until he stopped, and he pulled
away then, looked the other way, mortified
with himself. She grabbed his hand, shook
her head and it was the way she looked at
him – like she knew everything and didn’t
care. It would’ve sent an asthmatic to the
ICU. And when she rubbed his hand the
memories tremored up again and the tears
came back. But she was there with him,
whispering, It’s okay, Emmet, it’s okay.

They’d go out to Malin in his father’s red
Corolla to see the cliffs. Grass dashed by
wind, goosebumps on the flesh, they’d
watch the coast. Everything is eating away,
she said, pulling him in even though he was
twice her size.

He could stand on the very edge with
her; there were no tremor in the knees, no
fear. It was all her. He clutched the back of
her T-shirt, held it tight, and they looked
out over the waves into the finite infinity;
out, never down.

She’d sing U2 in the car as they flew
along the country roads and she was
singing Where the Streets Have No Name,
and she couldn’t hold a note for her life and
he had never smiled and laughed so much
in his life and he had the ring in his pocket
and he knew it was true and maybe it
wasn’t in his blood, the badness, the death,
the drunk.

This was before the cancer.
He swims in memories until Kelly clears

his throat and jingles his keys.
“Time, Emmet.”

They step out into the night and make
their separate ways. Kelly walks; Emmet
stumbles. His gangly legs waver beneath
him like circus stilts. He drifts off the
footstep and a pair of headlights blast by
his shoulder, blows the horn . . .

She’s a tired old bitch that one, his father
spat. He was in the back seat, staring at his
snotty reflection in the dark of the window.
There were sharp bends, and near-colli-
sions and his father raging withal. By the
time he killed the engine, his father was
gentle again – himself again – and he took a
melancholic look at his son before cracking
open the door.

Wait here, buddy, he said. Be only a
minute.

Now he was driving, and she was in the
passenger seat, calm as April with bird-
song on her breath. Grá, he said, but it
went right through her. She continued
whistling and stared out at the sky. He
thought about driving the car off the wharf.
He thought about screaming at her, to cry,
to act normal, to stop fucking whistling!
Grá, he said again, and his mind was
racing, thinking: six months, six months,
six months.

They spent most days crying into each
other. Big wailing sobs. He could see the
guilt on her face and he couldn’t tell her
enough how much he loved her. He said it
till she was deafened from the words but it
was no use. They’d quell their sobbing and
she’d wipe her eyes and, sniffling, she’d
say, Not long now, hon, don’t worry. I’ll be
off soon.

He heads straight for bed. The stairs are
tough. His legs fizz up and melt beneath
him. He grips the banister and it’s like
lukewarm flesh and here’s the surge of
tears again but they never come. He
squeezes the banister.

“Baby, I’m here, baby.”
He sheds his shoes and the bed cringes

beneath him. He palms the cold linen
before lying down. Another day, and for
what? The sleep comes easy with drink,
and not a minute later he is far away . . . on
the hood of a Corolla, watching her run
along the cliff edge with her arms out like a
schoolboy. The hair, orange, flailing left
and right at her back. Looking back then,
Cheshire grin, eyes that had read few pages
ahead. Pure gorgeous. She teased back at
him, called him a baby. Why bother at all if
you’re gonna stand a mile away! And he
asked her could she see his father and she
dropped her arms then, took a step back.
He knew he loved her when she didn’t
apologise; he knew despite it all he’d follow
her off the highest cliff, and one day when
the money ran out, he would.

A red ’78 Corolla still sits on the the edge
of the place the locals will later call McNul-
ty’s Fall. It stands steely in the wind, the
rain, the sleet and snow. If you see it from
the front, it resembles a face. The circular
white lamps on the front are like eyes
between the black rectangular grills, and
they look out across the ocean intermina-
bly; Out, not down.

The Story of Big
Chungas and Henry

Dúisítear daoine ar maidin go moch
Le tonnta móra ag lascadh na gcloch

Seoltar bád ar an bhfarraige mhór
Ag taisteal, ag gluaiseacht ‘s ag dul sa tóir

An t-uisce ag réabadh sa mhuir mhór ghorm
Ag déanamh raic agus ag déanamh torainn

Bogann an bád leis na tonnta móra
Mairnéalaigh garbha ag caint is ag comhrá

Tagann an oíche le gealach lán
Anois sin é deireadh mo dhán

Ella Nic Dhomhnaill
Aois 14
Coláiste Chroí Mhuire gan Smal,
an Spidéal, Co na Gaillimhe
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T
here was a storm coming. As the
carriage rolled up the cobbled
road towards the castle, the
entire world seemed to be on
the edge of something. The air

crackled with anticipation. Ivan breathed
in deeply. He loved storms and hoped this
might be a good sign. He had been working
towards this moment his entire life. To be
selected to work in the castle of the high
king was an honour, to be chosen to guard
his eldest daughter an even greater one. He
wasn’t going to mess this up. He couldn’t
afford to.

They passed through the castle gates,
and him and the 12 other young men were
greeted by the head guard. His hair was
grey, and when it was paired with his
golden eyes and the thick scar running
down his face, it gave him an appropriately

threatening appearance. “Which one of
you is to be serving the princess,” he said,
surveying the group with disdain. Ivan
raised his hand. The guard nodded at him.
“Come with me,” he barked.

They reached the great hall in only
a few minutes, where the king and his
court were waiting. The princess was
seated at his side, smiling demurely.
“Ivan Featherbound, do you . . . ” the king
began, but he was interrupted by a snort of
laughter from the princess. The entire
court turned to stare at her. Her pale skin
flushed a deep pink. Ivan tried to smile
at her, but the king continued speaking.
“Ivan Featherbound, do you swear to give
your life over to the royal family, to protect
the Princess Niamh, to place her safety
and needs over your own?” the king
boomed. “I do, your majesty,” said Ivan,
bowing deeply. The king leaned back in his
throne, surveying the boy who stood before
him. “Very well then,” he said softly. He
stood up abruptly. “Ivan, I’ll give you and
the princess some time alone to get to know
each other properly. I expect you both to
behave in a manner that is upholding of
your status.” The king nodded and strolled
out of the room, followed by the men of his
court, and his head guard.

They were alone now. Ivan didn’t
know what to say. Now that he was alone
with her, he was amazed by how beautiful
she was. Her beauty was of the sort
described in poems and stories and songs,
that were passed down from generation

to generation. Her hair was raven black
and flowed freely down her shoulders. Her
lips were as red as the blood spilled on the
grounds of an epic battle, and her eyes
were the grey blue of the sea on a stormy
day. All of this put together was quite
enough to make Ivan nervous. He was still
unsure of what to say and was relieved
when she stood up and walked over to him.
She stood in front of him and smiled
broadly. “What kind of a name is Feather-
bound?” she laughed. “It’s a family name”
Ivan said. He tried to look annoyed, but he
couldn’t help the grin creeping on to his
face. “With a long and interesting history,”
the princess laughed harder. “Why don’t
you take me on a walk then, and you can
tell me all about it,” she said. Ivan nodded,
and the two of them turned and walked,
side by side, out of the hall.

The day that followed was one Ivan never
forgot, even years into his future. They
walked through the fields that surrounded
the castle and talked all the while. They
talked about everything they loved,
everything they hated, all their hopes,
their fears, their dreams. Everything
about her fascinated Ivan. The way her
eyes sparkled, the way she ran her hands
through her hair. It was enough to drive
someone mad, and enough so that by the
time they arrived back at the castle that
evening, he was completely in love.

The next few days fell past in a blur.
Every morning he would meet Princess
Niamh outside of her chambers, and they

would spend the entire day together. The
two would go on long walks every day. On
the third day, as they were sitting under a
willow tree by the lake, Ivan dared to allow
himself to imagine what it would feel like
to hold her hand. On the fourth day, he
allowed himself to try. The princess looked
up, shocked, and for a moment Ivan feared
he had gone too far. But she did not drop
his hand. She held it tightly, and they sat
there in silence until the sun set far in the
horizon.

It was the fifth day now, and they were
sitting by the lake again. They were still
holding hands, and Niamh’s head was
resting on his shoulder. The dark clouds in
the sky still threatened a storm, but they
were choosing to ignore them. The scene
was calm. Too calm. There was a sudden
rustling in the bushes next to them. Niamh
stood up suddenly, and Ivan followed suit.
He pulled out the sword that had been
resting on his belt and held it aloft. “Show
yourself!” he commanded. After a few
seconds of silence, a huge black dog
crashed through the bushes. It leapt on to
Ivan, pinning him to the ground. He yelled,
and tried to lash out, but the dog was too
strong. It bared its teeth, growling, and
Ivan was sure it was about to bite him, but
before it could, it had been blasted to the
side by a bolt of lightning. Ivan leapt up. He
turned to Niamh, and saw she was standing
with her arms in front of her. They were
smoking slightly. “Did you – was that – how
did you do that?” he panted. He had heard
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O
ne day, a wizard called Grandlord met a dog called Woof-Woof.
The wizard wanted to be the dog’s owner, because he was very,
very lonely. Luckily, Woof-Woof was a stray dog.

Woof-Woof was happy that Grandlord was going to be his
owner so much that he jumped on Grandlord and gave him a big

doggy hug!
“Thank you!” said Grandlord.
Woof-Woof gave him lots of licks.
The next day, Grandlord brought Woof-Woof into his secret lair to make a

potion to make him talk. The potion didn’t work the first time, but the second
time it did!

“Thank you for making me this potion,” shouted Woof-Woof, “And thank
you for saving me and adopting me!”

“You’re welcome, Woof-Woof,” replied Grandlord.
The next morning, Woof-Woof went on an adventure in the forest beside

the secret lair.
Woof-Woof saw the trees shaking, he heard the birds chirping, and the

wind blowing.
Suddenly, he met a zombie that was after him.
“I will hunt you!” screamed the zombie.
Then Woof-Woof realised

that he was walking in the
direction of a zombie strong-
hold! That morning, Grandlord
had woken up and couldn’t find
Woof-Woof. He checked his
mystical ball and saw
Woof-Woof being attacked
by a zombie. He quickly
used a spell to make the
zombies disappear.

Nearby, a hunter was
hunting when he came
across Woof-Woof and
he dognapped him . . .

An extract from a longer story
by 1st and 2nd class, Wicklow
Montessori School, Wicklow Town.
Illustrated by Pierina Campbell

of such magic before, but only in stories. A
tear streamed down her face. “I’ve always
been able too,” she whispered. “You can’t
tell anyone; I would be killed.” Ivan nodded
and swallowed. “Of course, not,” he said. “I
swear.”

It was a week later. The world was still on
the brink of a storm. The king had forbid-
den the princess from going outside for
fear she would be caught in rain, so she and
Ivan were lying next to each other on the
floor of the ballroom. Niamh was telling
him about a time when she was younger
and had found a stray kitten wandering the
castle grounds. It was a silly story of no
importance, but Ivan took in every word
and knew he would remember them
forever. He would have been happy to lie
like this for the rest of his life. Suddenly, a
maid ran into the room. “Orders from the
king, the princess is to be escorted back to
her chambers immediately,” she panted.

The pair sat up. “Why?” asked Niamh.
“There’s, an army, from some other
kingdom, they’re attacking,” the maid said.
“Please your majesty, head back to your
chambers.” The maid turned and scurried
away. “We have to help them,” Niamh said.
She began running, and Ivan figured it
would be best to follow.

After running for a while, they came to a
clearing where they found the enemy army
standing before the king and the 12 guards
who had travelled with Ivan only a few days
ago. “Leave this place!” the king shouted.
This, of course, did absolutely nothing. The

man leading the army grinned. “You think a
few words and a few boys will stop us from
killing you and taking your crown?” he
sneered. “I have to stop them,” Niamh said.
Ivan knew she meant to use her powers.
“You can’t!” he hissed. “They’ll kill you!”
“What choice do I have?” she said. She ran
forward to face the army. She raised her
hands to the sky, and then brought them
down in one quick movement. There was a
flash of lightning, and the army collapsed,
and lay lifeless on the ground. The king and
his men stared. “WITCH!” one of them
cried, pointing a finger at her. Niamh
turned and ran. “I’ll follow her” Ivan
shouted, running after her.

“NIAMH!” he shouted, running as fast as
he could to catch up with her. She spun
around. As he reached her, he saw tears
running down her face. He would have
given anything to make them stop, to make
her laugh like she had the first time they
talked. “I’ve got to go Ivan,” she whispered.
“You can’t come with me. I’ll go, I’ll find
other people like me. I cannot let you bear
this burden as a life.” “What if I want that
burden?” Ivan said pleadingly. Niamh
shook her head. And then she kissed him.

She kissed him.
She kissed him for the first time.
For the last time.
She kissed him like she knew it.
“I love you,” she whispered, and then she

ran, and as he stood there alone, he heard a
roll of thunder, and the rain began to fall.
The storm had finally come.

Primary stories

Love and
other deadly

storms
The big
mystery
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T
he first time I met one of the Fae,
I was 15 years old.

When I was little, I constantly
stayed away from the forest,
terrified of the Faerie Folk that

lived there, preying on young girls such as
myself. Parents told their children awful
tales of what happened to people who went
into the woods and met a faerie; they were
stolen away, or killed, or enslaved.

Everyone in the stories had one thing in
common: none of them came out of the
forest alive.

And so, I stayed far from the woods,
and lived at home like a good little girl,
watching Netflix and hanging out with
my friends, and doing what everyone else
my age did.

My best friend, Zoe, adored the stories
of the Folk. “Tell it again!” She begged,
whenever hearing a particularly awful
story of some mortal getting brutally
murdered by a Fae. Meanwhile, I hid my
head under a pillow and told myself it
wasn’t real.

At age 15, everyone knew the truth; the
Fae weren’t real! They were just a silly
story, made up by parents to keep us out of
the woods, away from wolves or bears, or
whatever really lurked in there. But
magical creatures? Yeah, right.

People started daring each other to do
stupid things, like run into the woods and

yell made-up magic words, or carve stuff
into trees. You couldn’t back out if you
were dared to do something like that.
You’d be called a coward, or a chicken,
and everyone would make fun of you.

So that was how I found myself stum-
bling through the forest one summer
evening, clutching a pocket knife and
planning to carve my initials into the first
birch tree I saw. That was the dare, made
up by my friend Laura, and of course I
couldn’t refuse.

I finally spotted the white, papery bark
of a birch, and walked towards it. Holding
up the pocket knife, I hesitated for a
moment.

“Whatever are you doing?”
I let out a shriek at the voice, spinning

around so fast I almost fell over.
A girl who looked about my age stood a

few feet away. She was staring at me, head
tilted slightly to the side, like a curious
puppy. She had the brightest red hair I’d
ever seen, so glossy and scarlet I was sure it
must be dyed. Her eyes were as green as
the spring foliage above, and narrow like a
cat’s.

The longer I looked at her, the stranger
she seemed. It was little things; her eyes a
little bit too wide and set too close togeth-
er; her skin so perfect it looked like it was
made of porcelain; the tips of her ears
pointed and sharp. The tilt of her head
didn’t look puppy-like anymore – it seemed
condescending, like a professional artist
looking at a child’s drawing.

I must have looked as startled as I felt,
because she smiled at my shock. Her teeth
were sharp and pointed, like fangs. Her
smile was unnerving; she looked like she
had been studying human smiles, but
hadn’t quite mastered the art.

I knew, immediately, in that moment,
what she was.

A Fae. This was a Fae.
“Hello,” she said, her voice like tinkling

bells, soft and clear. “What’s your name?”
I opened my mouth, then closed it again.

I wasn’t sure if I should tell this creature

The Fae

Keelin McCarthy
Age 14
St Raphaela’s Secondary
School, Stillorgan,
Co Dublin
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my name.
“Um,” I managed at last.
She laughed again, and I felt uncomforta-

ble. “It’s all right. There’s no need to
worry. What’s your name?”

Her voice got slightly sharper. Her eyes
seemed to grow larger and greener, and
before I could stop myself, I blurted,
“Valerie.”

“Valerie,” she repeated, the word falling
like honey from her lips. “That’s a nice
name. My name is Kaira.”

I nodded breathlessly.
She tucked a strand of hair behind her

pointed ears. “What are you doing?”
I glanced down at the pocket knife. It

was lying innocently on the mossy forest
floor, having slipped from my grasp at
some point. I hadn’t even noticed.

“Uh, no- nothing,” I stammered out,
panicked. I knew how powerful Fae were
rumoured to be, and now one was standing
in front of me.

Kaira didn’t seem angry. If anything, her
smile grew. “How interesting! I always
knew mortals could lie, but I’ve never seen
one do it before.”

It was then I remembered an important
note from the stories I had grown up
listening to; Faeries could not lie. They
could misguide or mislead, exaggerate or
understate, dance around the truth as
much as they liked, but they could not lie.

Still, I was wary. I took a step back, a twig
snapping beneath my feet.

“Oh, don’t go!” Kaira looked truly
heartbroken at the idea of me leaving.
“We’ve only just met!” She had a funny
way of talking, as if she was from one of
those old English books I read in school.
Her accent was unique, though; I didn’t
recognise it.

“I gotta get back,” I said, my voice a bit
higher pitched than usual. “My friends will
be worried.”

“Oh, don’t be silly,” Kaira said
dismissively. “They can wait. That’s all you
mortals really do anyway, isn’t it? Wait
around until you die?”

I spluttered indignantly. “No! We do
other things.”

“Oh, of course!” Kaira said soothingly.
“You live very fulfilling lives, I’m sure. But
wouldn’t you mind waiting and talking to
me for a bit longer? I’m very lonely, you
see.”

I hesitated. “Well . . .”
She did look so upset, and her voice

sounded sweet and genuine. After all, the
Fae couldn’t lie. Maybe she really was
lonely.

“Okay.”
Kaira smiled so warmly I felt like

there was a fire lighting in my chest.
“Wonderful!” She waved a hand, and a
picnic blanket appeared on the forest
floor, laden with treats and snacks. My
mouth watered.

The Fae took a seat, tucking her legs
neatly underneath her swishy blue skirt
that reminded me of ocean waves. “Do sit
down. You can eat whatever you like.”

I wasn’t stupid. I’d heard all the stories
about Faerie food. One bite and you’d
be condemned to work for them for a
thousand years, or worse. I didn’t take
anything, instead sitting down, shifting
uncomfortably.

Kaira studied me carefully – like a bored
teenager who was about to dissect a frog,
and wasn’t going to be very careful about
it. Her green eyes seemed to stare straight
into my soul. I wondered if Faeries could
read minds. I’d never heard about it, but it
sounded pretty plausible to me.

“So, tell me,” Kaira said calmly, picking
up a knife and slicing into a large lemon
drizzle cake, “I haven’t been to the mortal
realm in far too long. How are things going
over there?”

I shrugged. “Uh, things are fine, I
guess.”

“Oh, don’t be silly,” Kaira said with that
same tinkling laugh. I wished she’d stop.
She was making me feel like an idiot.
“Something exciting must have happened.
You mortals always do something interest-
ing. What has happened in the last centu-
ry?”

I couldn’t just get up and leave, so I
started talking. I didn’t have much to say
for myself, but I found myself talking for
what seemed like forever, but was proba-
bly only a few minutes. Eventually I ran out
of steam and sat there, waiting for her
verdict.

Kaira had finished nibbling on her
square of cake (she reminded me of a
squirrel, though obviously I didn’t say that)
and smiled at me. “How quaint. It’s never
boring in the mortal world, is it?”

I shook my head, unsure of what answer
she wanted me to give. That must have
been the correct one, though, because she
smiled at me again. “Perhaps it’s because
you lead such short little lives. Faeries live
forever, so I suppose we don’t feel the need
to create so much drama and excitement
to fill our place in the universe.”

I wrinkled my nose slightly. Did she
mean to be so patronising?

Kaira just giggled at my expression.
“Oh, I didn’t mean to offend you, I prom-
ise! Don’t be upset. I don’t want to drive
you away.”

“It’s okay,” I said weakly, because what
else could I say? I couldn’t do anything,
even if she offended me, but if I offended
her? She could kill me with a mere snap of
her fingers.

“I have to go,” Kaira said after watching
me squirm for a moment. She stood up,
brushing imaginary crumbs from her
skirt. “You will come back, won’t you?”

“Yes,” I said without thinking. “Sure.”
Kaira smiled, and then slipped away into

the trees. I sat there for a moment, until I
realised the picnic blanket was gone and
my jeans were covered in moss. I scram-
bled to my feet, and ran back through the
woods, back to where my friends were
waiting.

I had no idea just how soon I would be
back.

I fear for what my parents fear
for me.
The persona I show surprises me, why do I look and act
the way that I do.
I wish I could act like me,
But who am I?
I would love for me to be
my persona but I don’t know me,
the me I know
is full of contradictions.
I want to be me on display unapologetically,
but the mere thought
makes me want to regurgitate.
I want to care but I simply don’t,
so I just live on vibes.

Fear

Anuoluwapo Dada
Age 15
Rath Dara Community College, Blanchardstown, Dublin 15

Tomás Ó Neachtain
Aois 14
Coláiste Chroí Mhuire gan Smal,
an Spidéal, Co na Gaillimhe

An t-am atá imithe

Is minic a chuimhním ar an am atá imithe
Nuair a bhí Deaideo óg is láidir
Ag dul chuig an Aifreann chuile Dhomhnach
Ag suí síos agus ag rá a phaidir

Ag cur fhataí ó mhaidin go hoíche
Ag imeacht i ndiaidh beithígh agus ag aoireacht caoirigh
Ach sa lá atá inniu ann tá sé seo uilig imithe
Tá chuile dhuine in aghaidh an chloig coinnithe

Táim ag suí anseo ar chathaoir adhmaid
Is tá an seomra lán le compord is teas
Cé nach raibh acu fadó ach dídean os a gcionn
Is acu a bhí an buíochas, an t-ómós agus an meas.
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‘T
his is exactly the reason I
didn’t invite you to my
wedding.”

Their legs dangled off the
rooftop, swinging precarious-

ly as the wind blew their ankles. It wasn’t
too dark just yet. Ianthe could just make
out the woman next to her. Their fortnight-
ly (violence-free, therapist-free) rooftop
therapy sessions had, in all honesty,
become the part of the month she looked
forward to most.

The woman beside her scoffed and
shook her head lightly.

“Don’t you think you’re being a little
dramatic?”

“Selene, I will literally set you on fire
right now.”

Her threat was promptly ignored.
“And anyway,” the woman beside her

continued, “from what I remember, you
didn’t invite me to your wedding because
we’re supposed to be killing each other,
Ianthe.”

Ah yes, that. Now how do you explain
that. It’s easy to forget you’re supposed to

be smacking 10 levels of shite out of
someone after sharing a few beers and
emotional baggage. Seeing someone so
vulnerable, knowing their motives, realis-
ing just how human they both were.
What’s said on the roof, stays on the roof.
That’s the rule, right? And yet . . . the sight
of the girl beside her, her hair dishevelled
and eyes puffy from unspilt tears. A few
new gashes littered her face along with the
old silver lines that read like an open book.
(Ianthe took pride in the fact she’d actually
gotten a few hits in.) They glistened a little,
still slightly open and wet.

“You’re bleeding.” Ianthe pointed out.
The woman beside her turned to look at
her. Her eyes filled with slight amusement
and she laughed lightly to herself.

“Now I wonder why that would be.”
“Shut up and sit still.”
Ianthe pulled a small glass bottle from

her pouch, along with cotton swabs and a
box of plasters that had tiny pictures of My
Little Pony characters printed on the
front. If she was going to fix up someone
like Selene, she might as well make the

most of it. Nothing like a little humiliation
to spice up a night with your enemy.

The silence that fell between them
wasn’t unusual, nor was it uncomfortable.
Ianthe placed the small box of plasters on
the floor beside her and unscrewed the cap
of the bottle in her hand. Taking a cotton
swab, she dipped it into the translucent
(and rather foul-smelling) liquid before
gently applying it to the open wound on
Selene’s cheek.

“Ow, Jesus Christ, does it ever stop
bloody stinging!?” Selene hissed as the
swab touched her wound. She batted
Ianthe’s hand away from her face with a
scowl.

At that, Ianthe pressed the swab harder
into her skin, smirking slightly as all fight
left the girl in front of her with a another
hiss.

“Every time you complain and yet every
time you let me do it.” Ianthe smiled, a
glint of something, probably dangerous, in
her eyes.

“Better than paying for healthcare.”
Selene mumbled. Her knuckles had turned

Amelia May
Age 17
Coláiste Bhríde, Carnew,
Co Wicklow

In the best interests
of the enemy

Fighting Words 2022
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white from gripping her leg and her face
had scrunched up slightly, giving away her
discomfort. “I’d rather this than pay five
grand for the same thing, seriously!
What’s wrong with this damn country?”

Ianthe let out a small chuckle and shook
her head. She’d never admit it but she did
agree with the sentiment. Though, maybe
she should be charging for her time.

“One day I’ll start charging you and
you’ll take that back.” She said.

“You’re the one who did this to me. See it
as payment for your crimes.” Selene
scoffed.

“My crimes? Now please correct me if
I’m wrong but you’re one of the most
wanted people in the country right now.”
Ianthe countered. “Let’s see, three counts
of first-degree murder, armed robbery,
two counts of vehicular manstlaughter?
Now really! How can you vehicularly
manslaughter twice? You’re either a
murderer or just really stupid at that
point-“

“Okay! Okay, we get it. Just- just finish
what you’re doing.”

And with that, the silence passed over
them again. Ianthe finished up putting the
final plaster on Selene’s face, the blank
eyes of the My Little Pony staring back at
her. It was some purple one with wings.
She smiled and packed the rest of her
“very professional and sophisticated”
medical supplies back into the pouch on
her hip.

“Done and done!” She smiled, patting
Selene on the cheek she’d just bandaged
up, causing the woman to glare at her.

“Thanks,” she said dryly. If Ianthe didn’t
know better, she would’ve thought it was
just a passing comment, but she knew she

meant it somewhere deep, deep down.
Selene stood up slowly and offered her

hand.
“Come on Selene, take me out to dinner

first!” Ianthe laughed, taking her hand
anyway. The look on Selene’s face made it
worth it. If looks could kill, Ianthe would
have kicked the bucket before she’d even
left the womb.

Selene brushed her hand off on her
shirt. Ianthe watched. She felt her throat
close up a little, knowing the peace of the
night was ending. Part of her (most of her)
didn’t want it to end. Why had they to keep
fighting? Why must one of them die? She
knew these thoughts were useless. That’s
just how it was for them. Maybe in another
life they could have been friends. Maybe
they were friends now! But do friends try
to destroy one another? Do friends treat
each other the way they do? Can they even
keep meeting like this?

“God, snap out of it Ianthe, you absolute
nutter.”

“Where are you off to now?” Ianthe
asked. There was no point in thinking
about friendship at this point.

“Now where’s the fun in telling you
that?” Selene smiled. “Maybe I’ll add
another vehicular manslaughter charge
to the list.”

Ianthe laughed and shook her head
before looking up at the girl in front of her.
She’d made her mind up.

“I’ll catch you one day, Selene.” She said.
“And when I do, I’ll make sure those man-
slaughter charges are murder charges.”

“I look forward to it.”
And with that she was gone. Only a faint

breeze left as any proof she’d even been
there.

O
nce upon a time there were two dogs, Christy and Chelsea.
Christy is a golden retriever and Chelsea is a chocolate Labra-
dor.

They wanted to go on an adventure to the jungle. They live in
Dublin and they wanted to go to the African rain forest.

They were travelling by boat. These are not ordinary dogs because they can
talk, and people understand what they are saying.

The dogs tell the boat owner that their owners have gone ahead
“My owner has got on before me,” says Christy “Can I go find them please.”
The boat owner was shocked

that he could hear the dog talking.
“No! you can’t get on the boat,”

said the boat owner.
When the boat was leaving the

dock, the dogs leaped into the
boat with a big jump.

The boat sailed into a storm and
Christy and Chelsea were a little
scared.

Extract from a longer story by 3rd and
4th class, Scoil Bhríde NS, Mountrath,
Co Laois. Illustrated by Denise Kinsella

Primary Stories

Chelsea and
Christy’s great
adventure

T
he wind whistled the rain into mere puddles, Leaves danced across the
floor mimicking the moves of synchronised dancers, classes passed by
like a wet Sunday morning, but not mine… mine was filled with listen-
ers of the wind, Listening to the howls of the wind that would mess
delicately done hair, The howling wind that would blow books and

sheets away, The howling wind that silenced all.

The wind
howls

Alanna Mullen
Age 12
Mercy College, Sligo
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F
lyaway strands of once-tucked
away hickory hair, now escaped
from the rather hastily made
braid, flapped in Carmen’s
face. At this point, she was

considering chopping it off altogether;
hair was incredibly irritating on a ship.
With no end to her voyage in sight, she
couldn’t bear the weight of long hair for
much longer. Her entire life was planned
out, afloat in these waters. It was spread
under this mast, above the deck she was
standing on right now, yet with only
freedom on the horizon. You couldn’t be
held captive on your own ship. It was a firm
rule for pirates, to never betray their crew
and to never betray oceans for land and
uncertainty.

Piracy was uncertainty, in a way, but it
was the calm sort that you couldn’t help
falling in love with. Piracy was homely
and familiar, even if plans were only
rough sketches and friendships outside
the crew were nonexistent. But the rest of
her pirates were as much part of the ship
(and of herself) as the silk woven into the
sail, and there was no life other than this
that she would ever want.

It was the time of day where the sun
was neither fiery nor existent in sight, and
one of her favourite times, too, because
tracing the marks of swords that had
dueled on the banister of her ship while
watching the sun rise was a chance for
peace, which piracy lacked greatly. Time
at sea did nothing to calm her thoughts,
and they ran perceivably, quickly, only
slow enough for her to make out the
words and send them on their way.

They hadn’t seen land in days, but it
didn’t matter, for the hull of the boat was
stocked with supplies, piles of food, food
that wouldn’t rot for months and by then
they would have successfully raided
another ship and come back with so much
more that they would decide upon a day of
feasting. A feast that would no doubt
include rum, tins of fruit, of meat and any
other delectable that could be imagined.
Carmen didn’t fret about a lack of storage
or a lack of food. Instead, she concentrated
on the marks of her ancestors, tracing the
cool wood with her index finger, feeling
the spray of foam on her skin.

The sun rose steadily, as it did every day,
as she reached the last groove in the wood

of the banister. While the orange-red rays
cast shadows over the deck, she stretched
up, arching towards the sunlight until she
felt the delicate touch of sunbeams against
her face. Eyelids fluttering, she was still,
energy spreading from her feet to her hair
as the wind subsided. She could hear the
murmurings of her crew awaking, a joyous
sound. The youngest of her crew was a
16-year-old, the oldest a man of 60, but
both as youthful as each other, a blessing
by the sea. Now that she had finished her
routine, the captain let herself lean over
the side of the boat, eyes still fastened shut.

“Capt’n?” She was awoken from her
trance by the clipped, heavily accented
voice of her quartermaster and first
mate. Drawing back from the railing,
she turned to see the tall man whose face
was still traced with the marks of former
adolescence. He stared at her solemnly,
his hair ruffled and clearly ungroomed,
but no doubt still serious. “Mornin’.”

“Morning, indeed.” She moved slightly
so he could slip into place beside her. “Is
the route clear?”

“Yes, Capt’n. As clear as day.” His gaze
focused on the waves against the boat.
“Today’s waters are calm.” She watched
him as he pushed a shaft of his hair to the
side, still intent in his stare. The rest of the
crew had stirred, but they didn’t resurface
until later on, and so Carmen found herself
with her first mate, looking at the abyss of
a sunrise, most mornings. They didn’t
need to talk. She and Quinoa had a bond
that lasted beyond words and understand-
ing, but into the deep canyons of their
souls filled with devotion for the trade.
Sometimes they talked, and sometimes
they didn’t. It was all the same in the end.

“I think we’re on the right path.” As she
listened to his remark, her shoulders
sagged, but her posture straightened
automatically.

“I think so, too. But wouldn’t it be
luckier if we were? It seems convenient
to be optimistic, but then again . . .” The
words fled from her mouth and into the
atmosphere, hanging there inaudibly.

“Captains aren’t supposed to be
optimists. Not always, not right away.”
She looked at him sharply as he uttered the
words, but his eyes never left the rhythmic
waves of the waters. For all she knew, he
could be completely reassured in what he
said, an overbearing remark about his
captain, or captains in general.

“I’ve been a captain for two months.”
Carmen prompted him, but he only
shrugged, his long arms dangling over
the side of the boat. “That’s not long
beside a lifetime.”

She watched him for a second and
then a second longer before turning to
the sun. As the ship hit a patch of light and
the rousing cries of their crewmates took
to the skies, the two of them sat there,
mulling in a silence that would break all
too soon.

Piracy was satisfying, for a lack of a
better word.

Grace O’Brien
Age 13
Malahide Community School,
Co Dublin

Fighting Words 2022

Within the
Pelagic Zone
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E
ducators can be somewhat
equivocal about creativity. We
are generally supportive of it,
and advocate for more of it for
learners and for teachers.

Creativity regularly features in the lists
of desirable “21st-century skills” to be
promoted in education in all its forms.
But we are also guilty of succumbing to
the temptation to put creativity in a box
labelled “the arts” and in a timetabled
slot late in the afternoon, or in Transition
Year, when “there is time and space for
this kind of thing”.

This is the kind of creativity that we can
all get behind. No one is against more and
better arts experiences for children and
young people. But this conflation of
creativity and the arts serves neither well.
And it is particularly damaging for creativi-
ty. It generates a tame creativity, stripped

of novelty, innovation and the possibility of
transcending the ordinary and expected.

That more radical conceptualisation
of creativity is challenging for education
and educators. We expect education,
especially schooling, to be a conservative
and stabilising force while at the same
time offering transformative possibilities.
Ironically, it is our youngest children who
have the most fun, get to enjoy the most
creative play, encounter the greatest
novelty, and more opportunities for
mistakes.

As we move through the school system,
our opportunities to play, to make
mistakes and to fall over in the sandpit
are curtailed. The pursuit of the “right
answer” is often at the expense of the most
interesting questions. As we progress
towards adulthood, being creative be-
comes consigned to memories of child-
hood, to those timetabled engagements
with arts’ or later to specialist workshops
to promote “creative thinking” to get the
team thinking “outside the box” we all
went into in the first place. It’s one of the
great education paradoxes.

A second related paradox concerns
voice. We have heard a lot in recent years
about student voice, about the need for
children and young people to be consulted

meaningfully about issues and policies
relevant to their lives. And we have come a
long way in Ireland on this; as chair of a
primary-school board of management, I
expect to be briefed on the student council
view on issues such as bullying, uniform or
how a much-loved member of staff is to be
remembered.

When we finally emerge fully from the
pandemic, the board will meet the student

council for a discussion on what we
learned and what we could do better. A few
years ago, this kind of engagement was
rare. Now it is widespread and growing.
But there is a paradox at the heart of this
engagement: it can be overly focused on
consensus, and on engagement with
agendas set by adults and constrained by
rules and remits. It’s your voice, kids, but
it’s our rules!

Fighting Words, and the work present-
ed here, is about voices without borders,
and creativity without constraints. The
writing reflects a process rather than a
performance. The focus on self-expres-
sion, on finding “my”voice and “my
words” for “my world” gives the pieces an
authenticity and power. Rules and writing
conventions are followed, but in the
interest of impact and shareability, not to
comply or constrain. They represent
creativity in the wild; beyond the cages of
the timetabled slot!

Dublin City University has a long
association with Fighting Words and our
Institute of Education hosts a Fighting
Words Fellow who works with our
students and staff as an advocate for
Fighting Words and for the “wilder” side
of creativity across the education system.
Our belief in the transformative power of
education for individuals at every stage of
life, and for their families and communi-
ties, is one we share with Fighting Words.

We also share a commitment to play
and inquiry, to curiosity and adventure, to
making mistakes, asking questions and to
voice in all its forms. It’s a partnership we
value; and one that helps us to walk a little
more on the wild side in supporting the
next generation of teachers and educators.

Voices without borders,
creativity without constraints
Anne Looney

We also share a
commitment to
play and inquiry, to

curiosity and adventure,
to making mistakes,
asking questions and to
voice in all its forms

Creativity should be at the heart
of all education – it offers the
possibility of transcending the
ordinary and expected

Prof Anne Looney
executive dean,
Institute of
Education
Dublin City
University

‘‘
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D
ublin city centre at the GPO.
There is smoke filling the air
and gun shots in the distance.
There is rubble all over the
ground. I tripped over it, and

people were shooting and standing around
smoking. I saw someone run, and loads of
stray dogs scattered as I started to run
towards a shop. I crawled through a
window and got into the shop. I was
surprised by the shopkeeper and asked
them:

“Can you let me hide here?”
“No, why do you want to get in?” said the

shopkeeper.
“The Brits are chasing me,” I explained.
“The war is over, why are they still

shooting? If I let you in, they will shoot
me.”

“I’ll find somewhere else.”
I broke down the door to get out of the

shop and ran down an alleyway when I was
stopped in my tracks by a man with a gun.
It was the soldier that I saw chasing me in
the first place. He had a familiar face. He
was looking around to try and get a way out
and hide himself. He seemed confused.

“Give me your gun and I will help you,” I
said.

The soldier said, “Please don’t kill me.”
Suddenly I realized he had been shot in the
leg already. I saw a wheelbarrow, put him
in it and began pushing him down the
street. I threw a tarp over him so no one
would see who he was. As I was walking

down the street, I met another Irish soldier
and he asked me:

“What is in the wheelbarrow?”
“Ammunition,” I said and kept walking.

I was sweating from running and was
looking for somewhere to hide the British
soldier. I needed a first aid kit to fix his
legs. He was bleeding a lot by now so I
broke off some of the tarp to wrap around
his leg. I thought about throwing him in
the Liffey, but I reckoned it was too clean
and the blood would dirty the water. Then
I found a wounded Irish soldier and put
him in the wheelbarrow on top of the other
lad. I thought it would be good to find a
dead Irish soldier to use their uniform to
disguise the British one.

We were coming down the quays and
decided to go up to the Abbey Theatre and
hide in there. I went into the Abbey where I
found a first aid kit to begin healing their
wounds. The theatre was dark, falling
apart and cold, and I could not see very

well. I thought to myself: “I should eat
more carrots.”

I thought about leaving both soldiers
and continuing, but the Irish soldier woke
up and pulled out a picture of his wife. He
realized that the other soldier was British
and began to scream and started to fight
with him. He pulled out a knife, so I
stopped them fighting and said:

“I saved yis both. Have some food and
calm down.”

We all moved off to our own corners and
began to eat, and I was able to find a
lantern to make some light. We all went to
sleep and when I woke up the British
soldier, who was not in his right state of
mind after losing so much blood, was
crouched over me with bloodshot eyes and
tears running down his face while mum-
bling under his breath: “I want to go home
to my wife and kids.”

He was visibly shaking and holding a
knife to my neck ...

A story from the creative
writing workshop with
Transition Years,
Colaiste de hÍde,
Tallaght, Dublin 24

100Yearsprogramme

Over the past year, Fighting Words and Fighting Words NI have been running a special project linked to the Department of Cul-
ture’s Centenaries Initiative. Using either time travel, or the discovery of a time capsule as a device to get ideas flowing, groups were
encouraged to think about how Ireland and the world have changed over the past 100 years. Following discussion, the groups then

wrote collective stories in response to the theme. Presented here is a small selection of those stories.

British Soldiers preparing forced
entry to a rebel building during

The Easter Rising, 1916.

Pity in war

Fighting Words 2022
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A story by classes
P5 and P6, Poyntzpass
Primary School,
Newry, Co Down.
Illustration by Sinead
Farry

O
nce upon a time, there was an
11-year-old girl called Lily. She
had a rough childhood and her
brother Alex was kidnapped
and brought to the Sahara.

She saw her nanny Karen was running
after the van that Alex was in. Lily hopped
on her horse Rosie and followed the van to
the Sahara. She found Alex hidden in the
rocks.

Lily says, “We have to go back home.”
“No,” said Alex, “we must stay here and

stop Joe!”
The bad news was that Joe, (who was

wearing two pairs of sunglasses), was
spying on them the entire time. Joe was an

alien from an unknown
planet, who came here to
destroy all the horses. On
Joe’s home planet, horses
were threatening the
aliens. Joe had four eyes,
green skin and eight
tentacles. Joe threw out a

map to trick them to go to
Australia.

Lily and Alex jumped on
Rosie the horse and got lost

in the forest on their way.
They both fell off, and they

found a shining horseshoe.
They started to smell smoke . . .

H
arry lived in the countryside.
One day he was walking to
school with his friend, Tim-
my. While Harry was walking
to the school, he saw some

people playing the violin, and he thought
he would like to learn an instrument like
that. The people were fancy, they always
wore fancy clothes wherever they went.
They used to practise their music every
day in the streets of the village.

Harry said, “I would love to play the
violin, would you?”

Timmy said, “Yes,” because he didn’t
know what to say.

Harry said, “I wish I had a violin that I
could play.”

When Harry went home after school he
asked his mum for a violin.

His mum replied sadly, “I can’t get you a
violin because they’re pretty expensive.”

Harry thought, how can I make money
to buy a violin for myself?

Harry got some money, but when he
went to the music store for a violin, he
found that the violins were still too expen-
sive.

Harry went home and found some wood

in his backyard. He had a picture in his
mind of what a violin looked like. His mum
was good at knitting and making stuff.

He asked his mum, “Can I take some
strings?”

His mum said, “Yes, of course.”

He went to the backyard and started
building the violin.

He went to his friend Timmy and told
him, “I have a violin! We could learn
together the violin!”

They went into the street and asked the

fancy people, “Can you teach us to play the
violin?”

One of them replied, “Why don’t you
come with us, and you can learn with us?”

The boys climbed into their horse drawn
cart . . .

An extract from a longer
story by P7, Fane Street
Primary school, Belfast,
Co Antrim. Illustration by
Caragh O’Donnell Delaney

Lily meets Joe

Harry the master violinist
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WorldVisionprogramme

T
o start with, my name is
Zakia. I live in Baidoa in the
southwest state of Somalia.
I am a secondary-school
student. I am 16 years old. Life

in Baidoa is both interesting and scary at
the same time. Being the capital city of
the southwest state, the town has a big
population of internally displaced

people, returnees from Kenya, and the
local community. There is a lot of trade
going on in the town and most families
survive on farming when there is
enough rainfall and trade. Sometimes,
we also face insecurity.

Most girls in my community hardly
get the opportunity to go to school. I
am lucky to be one of the few. The
strangest thing is that I am the only girl
in my class. Don’t the other girls in my
community deserve to be in school? Yes,
they have the right to be educated just
like me but always face challenges from
the community and traditional beliefs
on early marriage. Girls are positioned
socially to do home chores only but
never have rights to education.

Being the only girl in my class, I
always feel strange. I also feel really
happy to be among the ones enjoying
their right to education. Teachers and

family members around me have
always been supportive. They always
encourage me to work hard in school
and never give up, come what may. My
dear teachers always want the best for
me and they also wish we had other girls
in the school to break the barriers of
access to education existing in the
community. The boys in my class wish
their sisters would be allowed to go to
secondary school like me.

I stand with child rights and freedom.
I am very happy to witness what World
Vision has done in my school. I am really
happy that the newly enrolled 50 girls in
primary school are a step closer to
achieving their dreams. Finally, I am
ready to help and support my fellow
girls to pursue education. I want to
study business when I go to college,
become a prominent business woman
and employ many people.

My journey in education

M
y name is Aden. I study at
Rainbow Primary and
Secondary school and I am
16 years old. I was a villager
boy living with his parents

at the village, who used to dream of visiting
Baidoa. In the year 2011 when I finally
came to the town, I saw many people
sitting around in coffee shops and chewing
khat. I also saw vehicles speeding across
the streets like I had never seen before in
the village. After four days, I visited this
unique place called Gerbada waterfall. It
was really exciting.

In Baidoa I saw for the first time tall
buildings, restaurants, supermarkets and
shopping malls. I had fish and rice for my
first time in my life. My grandmother
bought us some stuff at the market which I
really loved so much. I got new shoes! The
purpose of my journey was to be able to
enrol into school which I did after three
months of getting to Baidoa. The night
before my first day in schools which was a
Saturday, my father came in the room and
gave me books, pens and pencils. He also
brought me a brand-new uniform. The
following day, he took me to school and
introduced me to the teachers. I am so
happy with my new school especially the
new friends and teachers. I now lead the
youth club in of school.

My first
visit to
Baidoa

Zakia Noor
Somalia

Aden Ali
Somalia

Baidoa,
Somalia:
‘Most girls
in my
community
hardly get
to go to
school.’

World Vision Ireland is a child-focused overseas aid organisation and has worked
with Fighting Words on a number of projects. These pieces were written by young

people who World Vision has worked with in Somalia

Fighting Words 2022
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ChapterOne
Ben the Billionaire was eating ice-cream
after a long, hard day. The ice-cream
van was parked just outside Castaheany
Educate Together National School in
Ongar, Dublin 15.

All of the people in the school were
asking to be Ben’s friend – but it was only
because of his money. He bought an
ice-cream for his new friends, but one of
them, Jake, threw the ice-cream at a van.

Ben felt hurt. “I’m not buying you

ice-cream anymore!” He ran home
crying.

“Are all schools like this?” After Ben
ran away, his friends started throwing
ice-creams at each other.

On his way, Ben passed Ongar Park.
Pablo the Genius was by the swings in
the playground. He saw Ben crying so
he went over.

“What’s wrong Ben? Are you okay?”
asked Pablo.

“I’m fine,” Ben replied, sobbing.
While Ben and Pablo were talking,

they saw a hedgehog selling Sonic
shoes. They cost ¤10,000! Ben bought
them and ran around Ongar Park in one
millisecond.

Then he ran into Domino’s Pizza and
Pablo joined him. Ben wiped away his
tears with his money. Ben ordered a
pepperoni pizza and they went back to

Ongar Park.
When they got there, they spotted

Pablo Chungus II, the bank robber
squirrel. Pablo Chungus II chased them
around the park. Pablo the Genius said,
“Throw the pizza!”

Pablo Chungus II started crying and
ran away to a secret base under the Day
to Day shop that he used.

In the secret base, he had golden
acorns that he had robbed from another
squirrel a long time ago.

Ben and Pablo went home in Ben’s
private jet. They saw some birds and
landed at Ongar House. Then, Ben
ordered some staff to cook a private
dinner.

Ben and Pablo were in Ben’s room.
They had just finished eating their
dinner when they heard knocking at his
door…

Ben and Pablo’s
adventure

StorySeedsCollection

The Story Seeds project supports young people to write with the aim of enabling them to understand their own life
story - their personal, circumstantial and emotional story and their place - be it geographical, social or imaginative.

The pieces included here are a small sample of the amazing creative work from the project

An extract from a longer
story by
5th class
Castaheany Educate
Together, Dublin 15
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Midnight
calls for
wistfulness
Victoria Zylka
Mount Carmel Secondary
School, Dublin 1

I watch the street from my little window
The soft allure of a lavender sky
Laden with stars cradling periwinkle
That prosper as the world is drowned by the night

And the moon rises shyly, its light cool and gentle
It brings with it a breeze that smells of the tide
I am alone here, but it does not feel like it truly
Aboard the weary hours of darkness blooming

So I confide in constellations
Lulled by their warm consolation
Listening to Corvus sing his song
My one real friend is the raven
The rest are my imagination, all long gone

L
enny is an average typical
worker who works in a big
technology company. He
has a best friend who is in
the same department

called Ash and they are both in the
human resources team.

The daily routine of Lenny’s life
looks like this: he wakes up in the
morning, gets dressed, brushes his
teeth, eats his breakfast and then he
leaves to go to work. He would work
from 8am to 5pm. During work he
would have to hire people that the

other departments need, and he is
the person who selects people that
could be valid for the interview by
looking at the CVs. He gets a
one-hour break in between his
working hours where he can chat
to Ash about their day and how
they want to move to a different
department. Both became good
friends after Lenny first came to
the company. They enjoy playing
video games together every now
and then in Lenny’s house.

Lenny has never been to Ash’s
house, so he assumes that Ash
might not like other people coming
over. One typical day when Lenny
and Ash were preparing to go to
Lenny’s house, Lenny asked once
again if they could go to Ash’s
house. Ash still said no. They
proceeded to go to Lenny’s house.

On the way, Lenny became more
curious about why Ash would never
let him come over to his house, and
he started thinking maybe Ash had
something or someone he was
housing that could not be revealed
to the outside world. During their
video gaming session later that day
Lenny couldn’t concentrate on the
game but kept thinking about what
the reason was for Ash not letting
him come to his house.

That night when Lenny was
seeing Ash off, he decided that
he would try to sneak into Ash’s
house the next morning, during
working hours, after giving the
excuse he was sick that day. What
he would find out was nothing that
he expected, but something even
more terrifying than his worst
nightmares . . .

An extract from a longer story by
6th class
St Ita’s Special School, Drogheda, Co Louth

An extract from a
longer story by
Yong Xie
CBS, Brunswick Street,
Dublin 7

StorySeedsCollection

ChapterOne
Harry was driving alongside the River Boyne, heading toward
Oldbridge in his truck. It was the middle of the week and he was
feeling sleepy. Harry had been staying up late, trying to fix the
truck because it had been breaking down a lot recently.

Harry was really sad because he knew that he was going to
have to part ways with his old truck, which he had named
Frank.

Frank was feeling anxious and worried that his old friend
would replace him with a new truck. Just that morning he had
heard Harry on the phone, speaking with Tom the Mechanic.

Tom had told Harry that Frank’s time was up, because there
were no more parts left to fix that truck.

Harry asked Tom, “Take one more look, for old time’s sake.”
Tom told him no because was worried about Harry.
Harry didn’t want to listen to Tom, so the driver and his old

truck took off. He parked Frank outside Brambles Cafe. As he
slowly closed the door, Frank’s handle fell off.

“What am I going to do with you?” Harry asked with a tear in
his eye . . .

Harry and Frank
- forever friends

Lenny’s adventure

Fighting Words 2022
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ChapterOne
Tommo Joyce the Tallafornian and
John the Hopper Smith, aka “Skip-
py”, 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 Talla-
fornian. Weighing in at 140lb.”
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 kanga-
roo.” 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
Aussie is the champion and holds
the WBO belt. He is the best feather-
weight 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 Skippy’s 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 sand-
wich. The Irish fans start shouting,
“Get up Tommo, get up Tommo!”

Tommo gets up on the count of
eight. The referee looks into Tom-
mo’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 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.

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

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

Rip it up - Rip it
up, Yup Yup
Danny, Evan, Reece,
Sean, Cillian & Dean
PMVT Carline Learning Centre,
Lucan, Co Dublin

The
KO
An extract from a
longer story by
Evan, Reece,
Arthur, Liam,
Anthony, Danny,
Martin & Cillian
PMVT Carline Learning
Centre, Lucan, Co Dublin
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I wandered lonely as a cloud
feeling happy in myself.

In September or October when the wind
and the light are working off each other
The leaves fall on Griffith Avenue.

You are hope in a human being
forever in my dreams

Hope is a thing with feathers
that blows in the wind and
takes us to the sky.

A walk on
Griffith Avenue

Sorcha McSwiney
Prosper Fingal

Pegasus
LYCS, Mountjoy, Dublin 1

ChapterOne
Hairy Styles was worshipping the Legend-
ary Pig in Gorey Church. He was a yak and
he wanted to be a pig after seeing how
much food they got each day. When
Hairy’s mam found him praying in the
church to be a pig, she bit him by the ear
and grounded him.

In Fourtown, where Hairy lived, he was
crying in his room. Then the Holy Pig Paul
came into his room to cheer him up.

“Cheer up, Hairy!” said Paul. “It’s great
that you worship my kind. Maybe I can
help you become a pig.”

“That could really do me some good

because I’ve always wanted to be a pig,”
Hairy Styles replied.

Paul headbutted Hairy out the window.
He then ran to Centra squealing, with the
yak on his back. The pig ran into the shop,
where he dug a hole beneath the post
office and they fell into the world of pigs.

When they arrived in the pig world,
they met the Legendary Pig, who suggest-
ed they go on a quest so that Hairy could
become a pig. They set out on a journey to
complete their first task, to slay a
three-headed pig dragon.

Once they reached the cave where the
pig dragon lived, they were amazed by all
the jewels that the monster had. Paul
warned Hairy about the crystal sticking
out of the walls as they were very sharp.

The Legendary Pig took out a saddle
and asked Hairy, “Can you wear this
saddle so that we can go faster? We can
get my carrots back and get you one step
closer to becoming a pig.”

But then they heard a roar…

I
am a very old oak tree. My life started as an
acorn. Over the starting years I developed
roots and these roots became my base as I slowly
grew. Next stage was my trunk, my legs. In the
meantime, all different creatures from the

forest lived on me, ants around the roots, mice, some
creatures climbed up my trunk to the branches that
were emerging from the growth of my arms. Squirrels
rested in my hands and now leaves were forming and
birds were coming to me to build their nests to live in
my branches, carrying all small twigs from the forest
floor to start their home.

I give them shelter and safety to rear their families.

Old oak
tree

The legendary
pig

StorySeedsCollection

Fighting Words 2022

An extract from a longer story by
4th and 5th class
Nun’s Cross National School,
Killiskey, Ashford, Co Wicklow
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Margadh
na Feirme

A
late July day in
Memorial Park. Marga-
ret is standing by the
fountain. A loud bang
goes off in the distance.

The screams of children playing in
the background. Trees are blowing
in the wind.

Margaret starts picking coins out
of the fountain. She wants the coins
to buy a tub of Ben & Jerry’s choco-
late ice-cream because she is
feeling unhappy. She needs her
favourite ice-cream to lighten her
mood. She’s thinking about the
friend that she lost.

A voice in her head says, ‘go
check on Mark’. She’s heard this
voice before. She turns around to
see Barry the Gorilla, her sil-
ver-back emotional support animal.

He first appeared when she was 13
and going through a rough phase in
her life.

Mark is at home sitting on his
bed, staring at the wall. There’s a
big poster of a hockey team on his
wall and he’s dreaming of becoming
a hockey player. His laptop is sitting
on his desk, but it is turned off. He
doesn’t want to use it anymore
because he wants a new PlaySta-
tion. There’s a Smyths catalogue
open on the PlayStation page and
more of them scattered around the
room.

Margaret suddenly barges in and
shouts, “MARK!”

Mark says quietly: Get out”.
“Don’t talk to me like that,” says

Margaret. “I came here to apologise
and now you’re being rude.”

She picks up a loose page and
asks: “Why are there so many
catalogues in your room?”

Before Mark could answer, she’s
already moving on and starts
speaking loudly and sarcastically.

“We both lost a mutual friend,
and I know I didn’t deal with it the

proper way, but you can’t hold that
against me, I was angry.”

Mark looks sad and begins to tear
up and says: “It’s your fault he’s
gone”.

Margaret answers. “It was an
accident, it was out of my control”.

He continues to stare at her and
cry.

Margaret suddenly notices Barry
standing in the doorway, she hears
his words. “Invite him for
ice-cream.”

“I don’t have enough Barry,”
whispers Margaret, as she counts
the coins in her pocket.

Barry rolls his eyes. “Just share
your tub!”

Margaret says to Mark: “Let’s go
get ice-cream.”

“No,” he replies. “It’ll be like old
times,” she says.

“It won’t, he won’t be there.”
Margaret considers this and says:

“Well, we can make new times.”
Mark gets up from the bed

feeling a bit happier.
He goes with Margaret to get

ice-cream.

Smithfield, the area where joy is created
Where once was livestock and now there’s people
The place where people gather
Where everyone matters
The whiff of coffee in the early mornings
Gives everyone a longing
Once known as Margadh na Feirme
A centre of belonging

O
r should I say Dear
Dirty Dublin. Looking
more rotten than ever
since the pandemic.
Closed shops, windows

like rotten teeth incongruous
between bright, sparkling shops.
Desperation everywhere, homeless
people begging, come for a better
life. Is it any better? And yet I love
Dublin, it feels so good to hear an
old Dublin accent and the wit after
years away, or even a holiday. I feel
at home and get every nuance,
speech, wit and sarcasm. It breaks
all the rules Dublin – ah go on yer all
right. When you want to break
some little rule yourself.

It’s memories of childhood and
going to Stephen’s Green on
Sunday morning to feed the ducks
with my sister, then going on to visit
Granda. It’s feeling safe walking
home from town after dark at night
in my teenage years. It’s feeling this
is where I belong. I’m at home.

Antoinette Tonge
LYCS, Mountjoy, Dublin 1

Zuzanna Krzeminskan
& Julija Bozic
Mount Carmel Secondary School,
Dublin 1New times

Dear
Dublin

TY students
of 4C & 4D
Ardscoil La Salle,
Raheny, Co Dublin
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