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Tayt-odeoe . At f e

God grant me the serenity

to accept the lady who has sat

down beside me on the number 9 bus.

The courage to know that | can only change
the way | listen to her eating her crisps

and the wisdom to know that she probably
won't finish eating them until it is my stop.

| have admitted to God, and with the

wink of an eyeto another passenger

that | am powerless over the crinkling

of her bag and her salted fingers burrowing
ever deeper there. | acknowledge that the
journey

is becoming unmanageable as | watch her
lick the length of her finger to the tip of her
Tayto

dusted wedding ring in search of fleeting
flavour.

| am turning my will over to the Higher
Power of

Bus Eireann, The Driver, as | understand him
to be.

He alone can deliver me to Kimmage and
erode

my angry scowls to gentle glances.

As her index finger eavates the dark silver
corners of the crisp bag, crinkle crescendo,
raiding them ruthlessly for crumbs. |
surrender

my will entirely to Him, the Driver as |
understand

Him to be.

As she raises the bag to her mouth, open
wide,

dentalappointment style, Mr Tayto in his
pleated

trousers and smart suit is aimed diagonally
to

expel whatever fried fat remains, through
the enamel

lip stick stained portals of her teeth.

| make a fearless and searching moral
inventory of myself. | acknowle@ the
resentments,

how her shopping bags piled high at my feet
are unlit fuses to rush hour rage. | pull out
the cracked mirror | keep for looking at
myself.

And see my self eating crisps on the Inter
City
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to Galway, oblivious to my own salt and
vinegar alour,

deluding myself that | have mastered the
impossible

art of eating crisps with a monastic touch of
silence, that

somehow when | eat them, it's all Hunky
Dory.

| admit that | have crankled as much as she
has crinkled.

| admit that sometimes | despidédr Tayto's
gormless smile.

| am entirely ready to have The Driver as |
understand him to be,remove these defects.
| endeavour to make direct amends to her
however possibleTwitching the corners of
my mouth, exercising,

building up to the Olympiteat ofa smile.

My mouth stretches

to a smile as the bus heaves over the arched
spine of Robert Emmet bridge. | nod in her
direction, acknowledging the shared

drudge of the overcrowded commute

home. She rolls her eyes as

thoughto say, "jeez, don't | know...". We
pass Mount Jerome.

Her tiredfingers slither up the bell ge, she
presses, her stop

is mine too.Without a word, | gesture to
carry her bags,

shegently purses her lips to say thanks.
Weighed down with her Penny's | weave
through a forest of damp coats, my eye
dives down to see a family pack of Tayto
peeping from the hem line of her shopping
bag, | breathe deep, thank the driver, alight.

| hand he the bags, ask her if she can
manage.

"Ah, yes, love, thank you".
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At The Night Markets by Catherin

Brophy.

The bicycles were long gone from Beijing.
Now there were eightane highways, crammed
with cars. We consulted the map. The Night
Marketswere only a few blocks away, so we
gl t1SR® .dzi S KIRyQi
each block. An hour later we arrived.

This was beautiful dowtown Beijing, where
spanking new buildings housed international
fashion houses, restaurants and busiress All
FNPdzy R dzas (GKS az2ya |yR
wealth sat in branehame cafés, wearing brand
name clothes, where a cappuccino cost more than
an entire meal plus a beer in a local Chinese
restaurant.

The Night Markets cater for the less aéht.

Couples come here on dates. The stalls have been
modernised with red and white striped awnings,
electric light and cooks in immaculate whites. We
walked along, admiring the pyramids of fruit,
fritters, shellfish and dim sum as well as kebab
sticks with all kinds of fish and meat ready to cook
to order. As we came closer to get a better look,
one of the vendors picked up a stick and shook it
under my nose.
G{ylri18z¢ KS OFIfftSRZ ae
All | saw was a snake coming at me and, being St.
t I GNRA Ol Q& &LJANRGdzk €
squealed like an eejit. The Chinese laughed their
legs off. The stall was indeed selling snake. You
had a choice, crispy snake skin on a stick or peeled
snake on a stick. | declined.

A young couplarrived to buy several skewers and
fed one another, the way lovers do, with crispy
fried crickets. They murmured and giggled and
flashed flirtatious eyes and helped one another to
get the stray cricket legs in their mouths.  Well,
protein is proteinand anything crispy is good.

We turned back to the stall and our western eyes
started popping. Four skewered bats on a stick
anybody? Four frogs? Four mice? Fouris a
lucky number in China. There were larvae, sea
slugs, sea cucumbers, and sevengisterious

things that | preferred not to investigate too

closely. The Chinese, | reminded myself, have had
five thousand years of civilization, they were the
first to invent almost everythingthey have an
amagzing cuisine, so | reckon they know what
tKkS2QNBE R2Ay3IoD L 62d2aAKI
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As we turned back to modern Beijing, we saw a
young woman ahead of us. She could have been
on a catwalk. Her hair was cut in long spikes and
striped blue. Her strappy sandals hadisoh

high heels. HeCapri pants were sizzling orange,
her handbag designer label, her mobile state of

the art. She chattered away on her phone and
g n h ion:bgutiques she was
p‘aqslgr%jat %v%dl%jbehm hger oll%\n\?ng Hefr< 2%

every move, was a duckling real, live, still diffy,
still yellow duckling It quacked as we passed.

rSexuaIitrish Style by Cathy Bush .

LT 22dzQNB pn a2YSOiKAy3ax FSYI
With a good Irish Catholic Mother

CKSNBEQa | NBIf 3I22R OKI Yy
On your chances dfuly enjoying sex.

a

O
w

When | reached the age of menstruation
Procurement became a covert operation
Your sanitary protection could only be had
In the protective guise of a brown paper bag

When your time of the month is due, said mother
YourefertoitnotB y I YSI odzi &2 dzNJ w2
Or flowers, friend Aunty Peggy or worse

2 gz Some of us just called it the curse.

{SE 6ST2NB YINNAIFZIS 61a | {L

R I dz3 fIf a woman partook, SHE was a tramp or a whofeR

She may have enjoyed it, but Godrbid
The family shamefan illegitimate kid.

With celibacy or withdrawal, us girls had our fill
Until they invented the contraceptive pill

If you could convince your Doc in healthy debate
Your cycle you needed to regulate.

lffQa OKIy3aSR y2¢6 | yR &SE
¢ KS L NX & Kdistamt Mefmdre a |

But to take pleasure when you fornicate

My advice is learn to communicate

LAY SEFLILIX S FNRGGSND
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A Poet, To His Love by Martin
Swords

You are my comma, my full stop.
You are my rhythm and my rhyme

You are the words | put on paper
The beginning and the end eYery
line.

These Things Happen by Kathleen
Greaney

I needed money fast. | owed Pinkie Foley five

around. | made myvay up the path of the first

detached house on the left. | took a deep breath
and rang tke doorbell. A tall fathaired man

opened it. A dog barked loudly in the background.
Before | had time to say my piece he took one look
at me and slammed the door in my face. | cursed
under my breath and tried the next house. This

time a redhaired kR ' 62dzi Y& &Aa&ad SN
answered.

L& @2dzNJ alyY AyKE L FailSRo
G2K2 Aa AG wSoSOOIFKE | YIf:

mumbled something about being at the wrong
house and scarpered.

| tried a few more doors, with no luck. | was about
to give up. This one was lagtance saloon. There

was no car in the driveway. The front garden was
a bit of a wilderness. There was no bell. 1 lifted
the heavy knocker and banged loudly. | heard a
shuffling sound in the hallway. The door opened.
An old lady with a wrinkled facand shaky hand

Kdzy RNBR SdzNR al I @S Al oeeredpimenvithebidke eye§. (KNS G Sy SR
G2NJ LQtf o6FaK &2dzNJ o NI Ay & {R2NDEL T NIOR K & RN AYiB NG BT | 3
went out the hall door of our third floor flat. e2dz tA1S 02 aLkRyazN gl t]
éGet a pint of milk, love, your dinner will be ready | 2a LA U f K¢ L KStR dzZLJ I &Lk
322y HE L aK2dziSR | NIBLJ &agnd it on the bus about a week ago. There were

Gb2 LINROGf SYHE L ySIENIe& §fgwpransviittekengtso itwpuldde Igog e

year old brother, Robbie, as | hurried down the  Suspicious. o A o
stairwell. The lifts were always broken. G2F AU I YAydzwiSZe akKS |yasgSNb

G2 GOK @gKSNB

shapped.

A light drizzle had started to fall as | waited at the
bus stop. The noise of an aeroplane overhead
shattered the stillness. | looked at my watch.
18.00 hours and darkness had begun to fall. The
lights shone in the windows of the flat comgle |
wished | was home watching the telly but time was
running out.

G2 KSNB |
b2t yZX
eyes, tight jeans and a trendy leather jacket. She
blew a plume of cigarette smoke intoy face. |
was saved by the bus.
Gwdzad 3I2Ay3

NE &2dz 2FF ror2 3

Ayilz G226y

called as | made my escape. | had a plan to get the

Y2ySeé IyR 6AGK | oAl 27
the bus in Parnell Square and boarded a bus to the
Southside. | pulk my hoodie up around my face
and switched on my iPod. The bus was packed
with a crowd of stuckup poshers, so up
themselves that they would not notice if Jack the
Ripper was sitting beside them.

| got off the bus in Stillorgan. | bought a packet of
chips as | was starving. | kept walking until | was
about a mile from the shopping centre. | turned

into a treelined culde sac. Tére was no one

41Page Bray Arts Journal

& 2 dzQNB e 3 2 Atheglignlit hallz gz

Volume 2 Ilssue 25

SSe2AtHE K
After what seemed like an eternity she returned
with five euro on her hand.

GaNBRTE ¢g2dA R @2dz YAYR 3IAQAYy3
feeladb Al FlLAYy(GZé L 6KSSRfSR®
G/ 2YS Ay GKSYy IyR 6FAG KSNBO®

a little nervous as she hobbled down the hall
again. | waited until she was out of sight. | tiptoed
up the staircase, putting on my black gloves.
These auld ones always had monsymewhere.

2 F oo WRdfeYwas Kiight on betind drieéof tHe fiddroom
t Ay 1 ABBNdE Bafr, Digg Plée Y 2dodPs off the landing. | pushed it open. This had

to be it! | searched under the bed, and then | tried
the wardrobe. There was a brown leather carrier
bag hidden under a coat at the back.

03 emfiRd the dontedtS 6 Yed, hérS & Swhis! IL

grabbed a brown envelope stuffed with notes and

e it into@HR ingideZebekst SftnPjackek. 1gbR G 2 FF
to the top of the stairs. Too late, there she was

coming toward me, staring at me.

G2 KFG | NB @2 deanied. AlyaBaddny A KS a0
hand.

G{G2L) AONBI YAy3d: @&2dz addzZAR

put my hand up over her mouth. The envelope fell
from under my coat. She struggled to break free.
Something inside me snapped. | pushed her hard.
She grasped the side of thanister. | pushed her
again. She tumbled down the stairs like a rag doll.
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| picked up the envelope. She lay there in the hall,
her eyes wide open. There was blood pumping

FTNRY (GKS AARS 2F KSNJ KSI ¥
GhK D2R &aKS Gsed. RBtInsel outl N
the hall door. There was no one about. An hour
and a half later | was back at the flat. Ma was

watching T.V. My younger brother Robbie and
sister Ava were doing their homework at the table.

G5AR @2dz 3ISG GKSL YREI NKZ
KFrR GKAy3a (2 R2ZI¢ L ayl
coat.

aLQft 3ISG Al YeaSt¥zIé ak
the door she looked at me wearily.

aLayQid AdG GAYS @&2dz 324G

There must be something out there.
FNRPdzyR KSNBE Aa yz2
G¢CKSNBE Aa y20KAy3
muttered to keep her off my back.

Hamgy

2 dzii

| wish we had a back door to escape
The madness unseen. On the far side of my
mother y3ae
A twin tub lurks. It slops and turns
Slops and turns. An extension cable crosses
The sink, the dead bird and the vibrating mixer
To reach the only socket in the kitchen,
Which bulges with adapters. The Rayburn

J NBR

Is more difficult on Saturdays, refusing
To maintain a steady one hundred and eighty § v
55aNBESad® G¢KS OdzNAS

Raw in the centre, then curses the cakes again

322R T2 And the dog for good measure; | hate Saturdays.
U KSNB

alx o0dzt LQfft ONE

That night | tossed and turned. | could not sleep. | Under Cover by Ellen Britton

saw the face of the old woman coming towards

me, the look of terror in hebeady eyes. Pinky
cz2ftSeQa Yz2ySe 4l a dzyRSNJ
him to meetme G 2 Y2 NNR ¢ @ L 62Y

about my journey to the Southside, | thought. |
was only in court once for robbing beer from an
off-licence. The case was dismissed becawsasl
dzy RSN} 3S |4 GKS GAYSO
2y So .dzii GKFGQa tATSo

L

No Back Door by Anne Elizabeth

Bevan

Saturdays are the noisiest, horse racing
Blares from the monochrome set.
She glances occasionally at the scrdatting
To herself as she plucks a chicken
In the kitchen sink, feathers stuck to her fingers;
¢KS 02AfAYy3 6FGSNI AaKSQa

Deceased bird steaming into her face; the smell
Of its innards making my stomach retch as she
Pulls them out oto the draining board.

CKS gANBfSaax 2y | Rdzadae
Competes with the scene. A food mixer dances
On the counter beside her as the home made

butter,
Straight from the fridge, refuses to blend or soften.
The mixer vibrates its way to ¢hedge, sometimes
It falls, the waiting dog rushing to claim the spoils.
Feathers blow around the kitchen as she turns
And curses the dog, whose turn it is to be blamed.

5|Page Bray Arts Journal Volume 2

Tentative moves towards peace in 1996 meant
(e eatiogajisis g jonog fed 1o Rossnoplaot
%mg dug/ tarid AL,l_gustét% efsape violence. They
came in fewer numbers to holiday until the schools
re-opened. Thus, on a quiet September morning,
under a pale rairwashed sky Rossnowlagh lay
cBM Ry Qi YSIy G2 (Atft GKS

¢ DefnatShiverkdh Yt Ivas céld dolitis Kilktop. It

was always one or two degrees colder in Donegal.
His muscles cramped. He felt damp. He lowered
his binoculars.

"C’mon’he said, rising stiffly from the ferns.

Holly lifted herself from the bracken and followed
him across a stretch of common ground. Climbing
over a rusted barbed wire fence, stepping through
the long wet grass, he approached the back door
with innate caution. His movements were a
matter of curicsity and perhaps gossip among the
logal eeBlR and gpShrahabikudly weddie eqst &
noticeable entry and exit from the house.

Despite the impression created by its ragged,
unkempt garden, and the empty summer houses
on either side, the house was comforieb From

thezlags ay windpw i $he stling 0eM DBRIPLA NI

could see an expanse of fields and the driveway.
There were no trees or shrubs to block the view.
Best of all, off the sitting room there was a
conservatory, warmed by the sun in winter and in
summer. On sunny days, with Holly for company,
Dermot often sat reading his newspaper and
keeping a watchful eye on the comings and goings
on the road outside. Dermot had lived in the
house since the beginning of summer, to all intents
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and purposes, a highecivil servant on an
extended break for health reasons. He spent a
great deal of time in and around the Franciscan
Friary talking to the monks.

They worked tirelessly on the upkeep of the friary
and the extensive grounds, but because of falling
vocatims and fewer young members in their
community, the work on the margins was now
beyond them. They spent a lot of time praying and
most importantly they provided help to all who
sought them out. Among chronic depressives and
people suffering from bpolar disorders, repentant
terrorists from divided communities found solace
at the friary.

Leaving Holly at home, Dermot went to keep an
appointment with the Abbot. Afterwards, he left
the friary and wandered around the grounds,
stopping from time to time tgoray in the various
religious gardens, becoming familiar with the
layout. It was peaceful and he felt at ease.

Meandering round the back of the friary Dermot
discovered a path, little used, shaded under a
series of yew trees and overgrown with briars.
Curious, he started out. Hidden in the
undergrowth he found icons depicting the Stations
of the Cross at intervals along the path. The Abbot
had talked about the now disused way of the
cross. This must be it. Dermot followed the icons
up and up until hecame into the open beside a
huge cross. He was on top of the cliff, looking right
out to sea, with a clear view of the whole length of
Rossnowlagh beach.

Poking around in the undergrowth behind the
cross, Dermot found what looked like a trapdoor.
Thew 2R ¢+ ayQi &a2RRSy
might expect. The hinges were well oiled. Quickly,
KS NBLJX I OSR GKS oN) O1Sy
the time to satisfy his curiosity. It was too open.
Back home Dermot swapped his heavy
weatherproof anorak dr a grey hoody. He called
Holly to him and picked up a light raincoat and a
ball as he passed through the conservatory.

It took all of five minutes to walk along the
Ballyshannon Road to the Franciscan Friary and
another five through the grounds, dowa shaded
walkway to the beach. Powerful waves rushed in
from a long way out, white capped, mesmerizing,
thunderous. Apart from the few hardy surfers,
there was no one around.

6|Page Bray Arts Journal
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Dermot threw the ball towards the cliff that
extended from the slipway alonghe rugged
coastline to the horizon. Holly ran to retrieve it
with Dermot following. The next time, Dermot
threw the ball into a cave where the tide ebbed
and flowed. It was one of several caves cut into
the cliff by huge Atlantic waves that pounded the
coast during winter storms. Unlike most of the
caves here, it was accessible by foot at low tide.
At its entrance Holly halted, whimpering, backing
away from the water.
Wi2ftes TFTSHGOKHQ
g2dzZ RyQi tA1S
Anxious to please, Holly sidled from the water and
took a tentative step towards the black interior.
She lost her nerve. Tail between her legs, she ran
scared from the encroaching sea and the darkness.

5 SN2

i K &fthe &de. | y R

aK2c
i K

W S $dzaaHQ 5SNYABGaRARYeBISAT

Leaving her dithering and undecided at the
entrance, Dermot went into the cave. He picked
up the coloured ball and went further in. At the
back he could make out a series of steps cut into
the rock, slick with moisture and almost blendin
into the cliff. He came out and Holly bounded
around his legs in joyful expectation. He threw the
oLttt Fél e FNRBRY
Holly sped after it and for a short space she was a
silhouette among the surfers against the silver
backdrop of the ocean. With Holly in playful
mood, he walked the length of the beach as he
usually did in the late afternoon.

The sun was low towards the horizon and
0d.NyA&KSR GKS &SI &z
look at it.

Alﬁl(?_st[ b‘_'ixck ?\5 :Hua flﬁiaéysﬁpwery,éDer@(% galked

barefooted on wet glistening sand towards the

averick wave came up around his anlaes makin
him gasp with the cold. With his feet in the surf
and his back to the sea, he could vighe cliff
from a better angle. While the last daylight rays
were deflected by the sea, the land was darkening
and the cliff was in shadow. Dermot could barely
make out the darker blackness of the cave mouth.
The cave was almost directly under the cross
standing stark against the sky on top of the cliff.

To the right of the cross, a little further back, on
the Ballyshannon Road, crouched the dark bulk of
G§KS {YdA3t SNna wSaidxz |
view of Rossnowlagh beach. Its windows shone
golden, struck by the last rays of the sinking sun.
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Much as Dermot would have relished a pintand G KS Of AFF NRIR (2 GKS {Ydz33
the comfort of the pub after his long walk, he showing.
resisted the temptation to go there. Ca R man n A .
SOARS 2..0F1S | I £
RRSEK, (UePg gl 1 e

W/ 2YS 2ttt &H {f SR®

N SN% Q.
[ SuQa %ezst a egrglﬁ e pub was closed and’in total

darkness. He scrambled down the hill and went
quickly and quietly to the bezn. Keeping close to

2ys

Dermot entered the housethrough the front
door. A walk on the beach with the dog was an

AYyy20Syild 200dzLl A2y o | tRe dupegstoya®r getting wet Heamagde his way
5ryyeé F az2y3d Kia Tt iKSNIogtheafriay shpway.2 Gainng hegqliffaad he 5 KS
FNASR NI}I&KSNEIZ &l dzal 3Sa K@gzRISRIA®HS RBU UKy oidziga AyRiS U

to be hungry. He could have a long night aheéad
him.

Over the months Dermot had noted from time to
time a large holiday yacht idling in Rossnowlagh
Bay as it was getting dark, but leaving shortly after
high tide. Tonight would be a clear night and full
tide would be around midnight. Would it be
there? He hoped so.

It was cool with a slight breeze when Dermot left
the house again at about 11.30 p.m, this time by
the back door. He locked a disconsolate Holly in
6KS 1AGOKSy®
because of the dog.

He made his @y to his lookout point. Using night
vision glasses he trained his eyes on the sea. The
yacht was there. It was almost invisible close to
the cliff avoiding the silver path of moonlight on
the calm sea. The scene was beautiful, out of this
world, butDermot was unaware of the beauty. He
had other things on his mind.

All was quiet except for the rush of waves washing
the rocks and the muted splash of water as it fell
back into the sea. Dermot kept watch, waiting
patiently.

His patience was soon rewded. He saw two
small boats, darker shadows on a dark sea being
slowly rowed out to the yacht. As he watched,
two people on board the yacht lowered long heavy
boxes into the rowboats. In the calm of the night
voices drifted to Dermot on the light bree, but
what was being said was indistinguishable.
transfer of boxes completed, the two roeloats
started back towards the cave and disappeared
from sight under the cliff. The yacht turned in the
moonlight and headed for Creevy pier a little
further down the coast as it had before.

The

Dermot watched for a while longer. He trained his
JtraasSa 2y GKS (2L 27
before he could detect movement near the base of
the cross. He heard an engine starting up. He
watched. A four wheel dre moved slowly along
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waited. No sounds. No dogs. In the courtyard
two men were quietly unloading boxdsom the
jeep and stacking them in an old stone building to
GKS NBFN 2F GKS &FNR®
remained concealed in the ditch and waited.

Finished their business, still in silence, the men
bolted and padlocked the storehouse and set off in
the jeep towards Ballyshannon.

The sound of the engine faded in the distance.
Dermot waited a while longer. He crossed the
courtyard. Carefully, he apected the door. The

Walking quietly around the square building,
Dermot noticed a small aperture under the eaves
at the back. He completed his circuit and returned
to the rear of the storehouse. Hean-handled an
empty crate to the wall and climbed up. By the
pale moonlight that filtered through the small gap
and the cobwebs, he confirmed his strong
suspicion that the long boxes carried rifles. One of
the boxes had been broken open and left without
its lid on a wooden bench. The glint of gun metal
in a shaft of moonlight dispelled any lingering
doubts Dermot might have had. What he was
looking at was an AK47 high powered sniper rifle.
There must be at least 50 rifles in the other boxes.
Dermot was jubilant. This was one cache of lethal
FNYa GKFd g2dzZ RyQd YI 1S
wreck the budding peace process.

Carefully, he descended from the crate and
returned it to where he had found it. Looking
around he ensured that nothing had been
disurbed. He made his way along the deserted
road through the friary grounds and back to the
beach. It was prelawn cold. The tide had turned,
revealing a pristine white beach under a lightening
sky. Using his mobile phone Dermot rang Special
Branch in Dblin and spoke quietly though there

work was done. They would take it from here.
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In the dog

Russell

grass is baked beyond dry
a brown lizard with half a tail
slips from under cracked wood

on the step a red damselfly
rests with outstretched wings

a peacock butterfly settles
on my bare leg, tastes salty skin
with its uncoiled tongue.

2 dzii K Qly Miich Siguiton

Moore

A slight blush of youth
Still colours me
It hangs around the mirrors periphery
| catch a glimpse of the girl | use to be
In the woman now looking at me

At the age of Christ plus ten and three
Silvered temples invade me
Death of a parent
aK2ga YS
A revelation that unsettles me
My finite existence
fascinates me

2 KSNBEQa &2dziKQa
Arrogance
innocence
passion
its intense energy

| glimpse again
I now see
¢CKS g2YlIy LQ@S
{KSQa GKS 3IANI

A stain of youth still tinges me

It hangs about the silvered mirrors periphery

days of summer by Jud

t AFTSQa

What by Kate Ennels

G2 Kl dzdzdzdz K2Ay 3 Kdz R2 GAAA
G2 KFG FNB @&2dz 3F2Ay3 (2 R?2
guessed she was asking. He could tell from the

rhythm of the words and her circumstance.

Honor was tied to her kitchen chair. Paul had
bound her hands and feet, gagged her mouth. He
looked at her with distaste. She was dressed
inappropriately for her age, but, still, attractive, he
thought. Being tied up probably excited her. The
thought of her exitement made him stiff. Maybe
she was scared. So was he, nervous anyway, but
he liked the sense of power. He felt taller, bigger.
Where had he got the idea to tie her up? Or, for
that matter, the courage? Sometimes, from his
bedroom window next door, he wehed her go to
work. She worked for some PR company. No doubt
it was some glamorous world, unknown to him.

G2 KIFIG ¢g2dzdZ R @2dz tA1S YS
his eyebrows.

)

2 R
Was he going to assault her? Let me stay calm, she

pleaded to a deity somewhere ithe attic. The

room was charged with a strange sexuality.

Honor tried to smile under the gag. Paul noticed.

{KSQa GNBAY3I G2 OKINXY YSo |
sfhép@déner. It felt good at first, but, then he felt
shocked and stepped away. Honor flinchecer H
face blanched. Beads of sweat began to appear at
her receding hairline. He could see fear creeping
Ay o GRS ERG & k

It was a good question. What was he going to do
with her? How had he got into this situation? He
glrayQia | @GA2tSyd Ylgido |
return home earlier. She had parked her Golf GTi
in the red paved suburban drive next door, lifted
out two bags of shopping and let herself in. Honor
RARY QG dzadzr t & 3ISG K2YS dzyiaA
¥f®r Adam. Paul wondered how Adam put up with

PHI 2Y @®BSR 2FGSy toz2dzi ! RFEY |
26y 6AFST {KSAflIX KIR ST
able to deal with his need for perfection. He liked

tidiness. He liked order. Paul had thought women

T NI

S KI

would like a bit of order in their lives.

After watching Honoccome home, Paul continued

with his plans. He wanted to make a string
KFYy201 G2 K2tR {SlIyQa
came for the weekend once a month. Each time he
brought a bag of toys. Paul needed somewhere to

/4
|3
<
3
2
S5
=
&
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Paul went into the garden and down to his garden
shed. It was March, a bright and breezy day. The
clouds were fluffy orbs bursting with light and
bobbing along in a blue sky as if out for a walk
themselves. Honor came out of her housetlhe
same time. She was carrying a white plastic basket
of washing. Paul crossed his garden and opened
his shed door. Everything was neatly hung up and
he reached for the drill.

From her side of the wall, Honor greeted Paul.
GDNBI G RNBEAY3I 6SIGKSNHE
She caught a glimpse of the inside of his shed,

G, 2dz2NJ aKSR Aa
pristine shed where you can find what you need.
hdzNB Aa FdzZ €t 2F ! RI'YQ&
the recycling rubbish, well wine bottles mainly.
Howis{ S y K¢

LINAR&GAYSS

Presumably their house was the same as his,
reverse ways. Carrying a tape measure and pencil,
he went out the front door, jumped over the small,

NER ONAO| glffz YR NIy3 |2y

Honor had wanted the afternoon to herself, to tidy
and prepare a dinner for her and Adam. She had
decided to leave him and planned to break it
gently to him tonight. Sheavanted to practice a
few lines in front of the mirror. Suburban living
glayQi FT2NJ KSNW ¢AYS 61 &
to life than this. But, now Paul was coming for
O2FFSSd® bSOSNI YAYRZI Al ¢2dzZ R
Otz Mzi2® OEFIB GO &FRNA (VSo
him. Gwen from the other side had mentioned it.
2 St sdidNdhe\ sefalafioR had AssdemedAamiable. | y R |
Maybe she might get some tips from Paul about
W YAOlLo0tSQ ééLJl NFGA2y&ao

“|-q |0 2.0 R 2 aKa szzys vqus

i AC

'ta2

GCAYSed LQY 3F2Ay3 G2 Yl-1é§ If s b s
GekbGoa b ONREEALYd ARSHIE ﬁeémucé’§ ae“ aX'QF’él“a 35
. KS NJ\S RQ "ySE R22N
shelves up for years but Adam is useless at Y q
KIyReYEY &0 dzFToé ‘;”‘;rinswere s & ns 2vos
aL OFy YI1S e2dz 2yS A7 &84 Lé ah)§1 “ﬁ a 2yo®e
. . Honor walked ack rough the hall into the
Honor hated to miss out on an opportuyi JEC ep.,
GLQR f2@3S GKFI{id ¢KI g2 - dzftDs
o ’ A“ & 0o (NI y3$0 90SNBGKAY3 Aa
I 2y 2NRa GSSGK @6SNB ONJ\féaiblPaﬁlu ﬂK)\uS gKSy akKs
smiled. Paul wondered if she brushed them after gL (1y26d L F2dzyR (KI{i 6KSy L
every meal. They had never been so chatty ySE(G R22NX L{iQa RA&A2NASYyGE GA
together before. G2 Kl uSQSNJ @2dz I NB KI @Ay 3Iodé
GL O2dA R adGl NI G2RE&S A?Honor%mc?deta/‘\’ ffee ﬁ?et”?def'?f‘\(ta”ﬁqzxya
. about oW great ollve ere
YAY S ® lét mé haBgsthese things out. Come 2(258 uKS 583 Iy@RéAGQa a2
2SGENI LQEE YIS da I 02 FPEsd

Paul nodded. She began to hang up her knickers

She put mugs, milk and sugar on the table,

FYR dGAIKGad LG ¢g2dzZ RyQl dvihdSthel unphckel detiofping Balyd oin Ko2theS G 2
RNES KS (K2dzAKG® Db2GKAY FHooi2 GKSYD 1S O2dzZ Ry Qi

imagine how they covered her bottom. Gl St L) e2dz2NASE T LQ@BS y2 o0Aaol
aLQfy® BBEt 2F GF LIS (2 YSILadNE vdwue (KS & INSR®¢

thdf FSEG | AfAGSNI 27 SE"d‘AF%ZSY‘”s'Sfu FINS @2y F PR

much to anyone for weeks. Since Sheila had Damn, Honor thought. A slip of the torigue. .

Y2 @SR 2diiz KS KIRyQd asdy SPFRL 05%E x5S | 4 BER KSNI
from the staff on the tills in the small supermarket dlsgmse her confusion. .

up the road, and the @st office where he a b 2 U YdZOE( _ I:‘]2 A )/u AY Y,‘I' 1V)\ ya ll,,,
collected his weekly dole payment. Sean came orp 2 Az YI €eos yzid q> I: ol a ¥Qu U K
once a month for the weekend but he was only K'S N‘§ u K2 dz3 K (DV Ld Qav Vz_yf e YS . f‘
five. They watched TV and videos together 322R 6A0K KAd Klyoddh LOtT 03
although Paul tried to read him too. Paul had your hands.

22AYSR UKS tAONINE® IS 1 MR rafhbridhls$hroligh Redgdir. OKAt RNBy Qa
stories so he had started at the As, borrowing GL KIgSyQi G2tR 'RIY &8S8Sdo
books for his son. G2yAaKioDé

thdzf 6FayQi adNB Ay sKAOKCRESy KAYy Sl §Kdzxt R 61 v

her shelves. Probably the bedroom, he thought.
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G¢KIG LQY Sl @Ayaoé

Honor smiled at Paul.

G, 2dzQNB aSLI NI GSRZ
to tell someone? Maybet would be better if | just
fSTio L R2yQi
2OSNJ RAYYSNI 2NJ £ S| @S |

tldzf FSt4G KA&A KIFIO(ftSa
about her private life. Sheila had left him one
afternoon, without telling him. He had been giv
no choice, no opportunity to change her mind. He
had come home one day and found the house
empty. A note to say she had left him was on the
kitchen table, on the other side of this very wall.
Paul began to feel agitated. Honor chattered on.

4L K le@dut oFlbve. Everything is so routine.
' RIFYQa

1y 2 aqnqaqul &bsurg

rolled it up. He tiedit neatly around her mouth
and head. He went back across the room and
stared at her. She looked add, marked up with the

[ NB Y Qo€ & By ierbs odrSsS IPbody. HE RePill tof

oke_about her measurements. .This wa
e tﬁaoggﬂf V\Hmﬁ én¥l dt)ﬂngv%eﬁ Emg I K AY

ol\&gr?ext’P Paul stood still, across the room,

crack .a %
bt

again. He decided to do nothing. This was it.
Nothing else.

Paul left, shutting the front door behind him. He
was shaking. He let himself in to his house and
went and sat at his bedroom window upstairs. He
wanted to make sure Adam did come home. At
5.30, he saw Adam appear around the corner,
coming from the train@tion. Relieved, Paul got

I322R YIy odzi 0 F%% %th%s&maihlsb%iroog]égmgw a”‘iwe”t

his k c en. It was time He cut

t ATSCD ': LEFYYSR RAYYSN Usf cgs}‘o FhfetdBnd uttﬁbm%% taléterngR 0221

FYR GKSY GStt KAYO . dzl Y %4 nearRothing Rett dobrPAdd R R al @0 S

AGQa 0SUGSNI G2 AAYLER® 32 QpyliaQRdet RSN WP eleanfdah Ha2 VA kK

table and thengive him time to think. Is that and alphabetically. He decided on spaghetti hoops.

026 NRf eK¢ I SOQR YI 1S GKS akKSt @Sa (2Y2NN

(KSAtlQa y208 KHR abAiARr apadn h?ﬁﬁsghtoasﬂ{"vﬂ ageﬁ"teﬂfé t SO0 o
pieces, Tive-hoops per square e began o

But they had never talked. It was over. That was | 5| YA 3K NP dz L $QR

UKFde tldt RARyQU 1y26 4 ’ﬁ?h‘Bpe&%§oM§>u|cP|éa€e h% 2rhe§ dS N 62

it. And now, here it was happening again. Again,
for no reason

Paul dropped his roll of tape measure on the floor.
It sprang under the table.

G2 K22LJAz az2NNEoe
Paul crawled under the table and, without
thinking, unravelled the tape. Quickly and

STFFTAOASyiGtes KS o0S83aly
OKI AN { K Bve@RatafafhgmPéning S
Gthdzf 3 KSé&x ad2LH | SeH 2
Paul reemerged from under the table. Honor was
bent double trying to undo the measuring tape.
G1 Se8x ¢gKFG NS &82dzZ YI RK
He had started, so he would finish. Paul moved
around the table and jerked her up from behind.

He continued to wind the measuring tape her and
the back of the chair. It was lucky he had bought a
12 metre roll.

at | dzZf =
Paul pulled the chair and Honor away from the
table. He ted her hands in front of her. Honor
started screaming, but she felt stupid. She knew
Gwen was at work. Paul grabbed a tea cloth lying
08 UKS aAyl FYyR addzZFFfSR
started to gag. He took it out, straightened it and

10|Page Bray Arts Journal
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share a few beers. He could help him clear his shed
out.

N

7

82 dzZQNB KdzNI Ay 3 YS s

" 2y 2NDa

7\)/ Y2dziK® { KS
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Sea Swimmer after Heart Surgery

-

08 WSaa

52y Qi

YAYS
Ayi?

32 o6l O}

L d8ff KSNIZ

LiQa 2yteé 0SSy StS@gSy
where you go swimming
Aad GKS O2f RSad
empties out its guts after filling up on those
stony Wicklow mountains, and its colder
by many degrees than even the rest
of the Irish sea. You are not able

for that kind of shock, this is meant to be
recovery

and | worry.
LQY GSttAy3I KSNI 27F°7F
in a stage whisper by her grinning husband
that the water right there
has just been found to be poisoned, polluted
by asbestos leeching from an old dump

underneath the golfcourse-L QY I O dz f &

at this news, delighted even,

which tells you something about my mother:

how she is more important than the sea.

Bray Arts Journal
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Culture Night in Dublin by Phil
Lynch

g1 GSNJ
The city stretches itself.

& 2 dZONE  YRidlies W p B 8afh an inside gllmpse
4 tstrgs oriha buj

ng
normal Iy closed (ﬁhe ou{élge
heaving crowds surround street activities.

0AdGT A (diQr@mple BaBabdet filefdS NRA @S NJ

hosts an open mic against the odds
of free advice from randomers

and city bureaucrats alike,

all adding to the mix

of a warm Friday evening rush

of revelers and homeward-bounders,
culture on the move.

Tune in to conversations

hear of hidden gems discovered
catch a snatch of office gossip

watch the dance of furtive lovers
listen to the bubbling babble

oozing from the mass of moving mouths.

¢

02t
They eye up a footpath full of static people
in softly spoken French

they urge each other to enquire,

shyly they hold out their brochure

and ask a middle-aged woman

to identify the point of interest.

After a moment of confusion

the yvoman lal and loudly proclaims,

| w %a?%saz 5 SQNB
the blushing couple giggle and glide away
in search of other queues.

GLAGAYQ

Culture comes in many ways
it is often best when left unstaged.

The Sport of Kings by Michael

Gordon

L RARYQUO (1y2¢ 6KFG I t2Ayd
but | had mitched from school that afternoon with
a few lads to go to one. Now the five of us trudged
up Brennanstown Road from Cabinteely trying to
find it.

a1 2YpdzOK FdzZNIIKSNJ Aa AGKE L
G/ 2YS 2yT 6SQNB ySINIe
.dzi 6S 6SNBy Qi o
G! NB @2dz adzNB G(GKSe
[ 2dz3KE Ay&aiz26y ®&
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LG A& [SKlIdzyaldz2éys o dzi
GKS FANBG NI OS AF

We came to a gap in the feneghere someone

KjziNayEhroughi to e frorft. IA Bigiran ia & Whitet
6 S R2y Gliirt, KittiZa\skea@vés rolled up, stood there

YAaa

behind a small table. He had three cards on the

had propped open a fivbarred gate and put up a GFrofS FI OB RRS Y[ REAYy KS al AF
ONIZR S 3 A 3 y areAy3dz WrzAy uOneuc%lrd ﬁag a)l\s}i/gﬁt?u%p 02n %e II(S\‘/]\}'er)\coanerfl.z GSNJ
few pence to a guy sitting at a srpall table. ) The beside me.out f ounds down on it
G2 KFid GAYS Ada GKS TANEG Nrir:dr? S\F?c?.upghﬁg? '
e dealer turned it over.hE queen of hearts!
aLiQa 2dzad &adlF NISRT AT @& 2The deaiespaid teeamggreefiver. Ehénthe shyffl@d ¥ A y A & K
We ran across the stubbled field. A line of people and dealt the three cards again. Agaispotted
at the edge of the course blocked our view. All | the card with the slight turrup. The man beside
could see was their backs. A steady rumbling grew ~ mMe put five pounds on it. Again, it was the queen
louder until it became the thudding of hooves. The YR KS g2y | y2UKSNI FAQS LJ2dzy
shouts of the crowd grew louder. Then, oh, a Al® ¢KS RSItSN KFERyQu O2LIISR

magnifient sight as a line of horses soared into
the air. The colours, the straining of the horses as
the jockeys furiously whipped them. They landed
and disappeared from view. The thunder of
hooves subsided; the crowd kept shouting. The
announcer was incohererut | got the name of
the winning jockey, Ned Cash.

Down near the finish line some scaffolding and
planks made a temporary grandstand. The place
was crowded, mostly with men, pushing and
jostling. The music from the carousel created an
air of gaiety. It mgled with the smell of diesel oil
and the shouts of the hucksters running the
hoopla stall, and the shooting range and the
skittles. The lads drifted off to try their luck there.

L GK2dza3Ki LQR KI @S |
about horses or betting. 4y f &8 KIF R Y@
pocket money and another shilling | had saved up.
But | found my way to the betting ring. Big red
faced men with large leather satchels had set up
stalls. They shouted the odds and scribbled them
on little blackboards. | looked #te odds and at

the horses in the parade ring; | could have been
looking into a bush. | found which horse Ned Cash
was riding and put a bet on him.

0S8

He won, but, sure, | knew he would. | bet on Ned
Cash in every race he rode that afternoon and he
won,orw & LJ I OSR S@SNE GAYS
it.

By the time the last race was over | was weighted
down with money. | sat down at the back of a tent
and dragged it out, a mass of half crowns, two
shilling pieces, shillings and a couple of ten shilling
notes.It came to over nine pounds. It was more
than three years pocket money. This was easy. |
could do this again. Maybe | could give up school. |
met up with the lads and along with hundreds of
others we streamed back across the field towards
the exit.

A largecircle of people had gathered off to one
side and | could sense the excitement. | wormed

12|Page Bray Arts Journal
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The next time the cards were dealt my man bet on
a different cad even though the card with the
turn-up was there. Naturally, he lost.

G5AR &2dz y2d7LIKasS SL GIKES] SiRIZNE/A Y =
just glared at me.
G22dz R @2dz tA1S G2 KIFI@S | 32

dealer said to me, dealing out the cards again.
Would | what? | guld still see the turrup on the
card. | reached deep into my trouser pocket and
pulled out my entire stash of money. | tried to
count out five pounds.

G52y Qi 62NNEZ
said the dealer.
GhlrFe&zé L al AR plageRly ¢ A (K
entire stash of coins and notes on the card, with

{u}h_ﬁpZdzElK L 1ySg y2U0KAYy?3

LOff O20dSNJ 6KI

ig2

U e 2 dz3 |
a Kide fufhdu ¥t V& rhe two of spades! | recoiled.

Thetwo of spadedt O2 dzf Ry Qiéi 6St AS@S A
Gl FNR fdzO01 azyyeo . SGdGdSN f dzO
| reeled away and fought my way back afithe
throng. | wassick, stunned. Every penny gone!

The walk back down to Cabinteely seemed to take
a lot longer than the walk up as the lads gave me a
hard time.

And, | had to borrow my bus fare home.
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Come visit

* Amazing Bargains
*An Aladdin's Cave full of
Wonders
‘Something for Everyl)ody
* All Donations given back to
*our Community

*Proud to sponsor Bray Arts

Togg.tllgr we can make a
Difference !

Kilcoole Community Thrift Shop, Main Street
Phone 01 2877848, Mobile 087 7587242
Email kilcoolethriftshop@ gmai

Find us on Facebook: kilcoole thriftshop@facebook.com

Wannebe by Marc Gijsema

WE€n&bi/ (informal,derogatory)
Noun:a person who tries to be like someone else
or to fit in with a particular group of people.
"How'aya?"
A greeting that leaves the door open
To talk the hind legs b& donkey
OWhat's the story?¢é
Lovely people, good craind drink
flat SeverUp for dickie tummies.
Laugh at their quirks and oddities
Or they will drive you bonkers!
Not a bother!
Politics, religion, football,
a quagmire best avoided.
You never knowvhat jersey
the other fella is wearing.
Ah sure!
Try and inprove your language,
but it doesn't matter, they'll still ask:
"Where are you from then?"
Just to place your accent
It'll be grand!
Then. Your mothetongue. Slipping.
Detribalized. Surprised. Loss of identity.
Or embracing anther one?

13|Page Bray Arts Journal
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No longerbelonging there
And | sure am a blow in here
Wannabe Irish, you ask?
Nah,
only
want-to-be.

An uninvited guest 0 e

Had he heard a knock? He glanced at the clock on
0KS akKStFfo LG ¢l a 2dzai
outside. No, who would be knocking at this hour?
He settled back, pulling the newspapers over his
knees to keep warm.

There it was again, it was soft but istent.

Dan lived in a shed at the end of a lane.

He stood up, listening, he was frightened now.
Gl Sttz2x KStt2z¢é alAR |
He opened the door a little. He saw a young man,
dressed as roughly as himself. A heavy overcoat,
much too big for hi, tied at the waist with string.
G, SaKé¢ alAR 5Fyo

GLQY a2NNE G2 RAA&0dz2ND
give me a cup of tea. | could sit on the step here.
LQY NBFffte a2NNE (2
G2 FAG I Y2YSyiloé

He closed the door. He made a mug of tea, cut a
slice of bread and put a small piece of cheese
beside it.

He opened the door again. The man was standing
exactly as he had left him. Dan looked hard at him.
G/ 2YS AyzZé KS alAR®

G! NB &2dz adaNBK¢E

G/ 2YS Ay dé

Hehanded him the tea and bread.

G, 2dzQf t KF@S G2 aixd 2y i
OKI ANXE

GLQY dzaSR G2 Tf22NhO®E

Dan made himself a mug of tea and sat back in his
OKFANJ YR &FARXZ agStfx A
A02NRSaKé

G! K GKSNB Aa lef2adeNBaK £l &
G! AddzLIAR a2y K2 AYKSNARIG
ran it into the ground. Well, | told him to take off
FYyR GKFd L RARYQG gtyid
2 Kl 6 Qa e2dz2NBKE

G! FGSN) a0OK22t3> L RARyYQi

wanted to just wander, talk to peoplesee what it
gla |ttt lo2dzio ae
afraid for me. | left her broken hearted. Do you
KIS 20KSNJ FIFYAf&Ke

5y KSaAiall GSRIE ay2 dé¢
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GaSy YySAGKSNY 5AR @2dz f A1 S KI @ yach wyleng &itest ¢
G[20SR AGT 6KIG A& 0SGASNI (KEylUZg2KSENE I Y2UKSNDAa OASsH

G[ 29S¢ of her of his world
[ 29SS 3he Giddov@ whén there is no to be dropped
Y2y Sé o¢ this hour

G2 KL s2df R 82dz R2 AT 282dN) a2y, éﬁhfsi‘%nﬁnti\.af KSNBKE
GeStt KAY G2 32 (2 KSEf of into the well of listening

The man said nothing.

Dan got irritated.

G/ 2YS 2y y26r |NB @&2dz 32

which is us.

Happy 50", Woodstock by Brian

t NPRATIE {2yQ NRdziAySKE uigle

aLGQa | F22R & GIINEE2 KD EILK

6,S5asx odzi | FdzNA2dza 2f RSIpgoctor Whois outside

GWSIt2dzaé A& OGSNE dzy O2 YT zand the TARDIS motor is running.

They talked about the freedom of having no | get to pick one journey

possessions and the isolation of having no one In space and time.

close to you. Without hesitation | say

After a while the young man got to his feet. W222Ra0G201% LI SHaAaSHQ X

G L Y daff, ihave ken up too much of your

GAYSpe By the timelggt to Wgodsgosk ) . )

Gb2s adle | SKAES ¢ QYHQNILQf f 0S NEBIFIRé 02 asSsS uUKS ft2dad
The set-up, the full concert, the aftermath.

02 Y LI y& dé ;
© JFyede | want to do yoga with Tom Law

at N5 ez2dz t2yStekKe 2KAtS GKSNBQA adGAff az2yvys Of &
F)an noddeq. § . L. [ want to feed the masses

aLQY azNNE 2 0 dzu L Ydza U 3 :iwjth wavy Gravy and the other Hog Farmers, 5 |
322R YIyZr 0AYS F2NJ OKI Y 3 ipreakfast in bed for 400,000,

Dan stood at the door, watching him walk the _ Alittle bit of paradise in every disaster zone.
tlLySed I'S RARyQu €221 ol Of |\
suddenly bereft. | want to see Hendrix

He sat back in his chair. Thinking Re-invent The Star Spangled Banner.

| want to meet The Port-O-San Man.
| want to hear Arlo Guthrie say

Poetry in the Park by Patricia Ahern That the New York State freeway is closed,

hQClF NNBT ¢ Can you dig that, man?
First Sunday of the month | want to see Joe Cocker
bunched togetheronthe 6 I Y Ra G + Y RQA& Get by with a little help from his friends,
circular rim we oldies | want to slide in the mud,
cushioning our bums | want to not take the brown acid.

WIFAyad AYyGSNI OKACT
now and again ambushed
by young poets dashing
over the grass to centre stage
with poems dressed with faces
wild with gesture
and suddenly gone again
on skates on bikes while we
their older versions
return to sharing verse.

¢CAYS FNRdzyR Ay 4&adzvyys$s
our footie local team
fielding the occasional ball
landing at our feet.
Still we sit it out, growing warmer,
with the kindness felt by each
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aSaaSYdSNI oe
i.m. BF.
We were young and golden, youth put
wings
onour heels. A fleefooted gangly girl |
outpaced

iKS flRazx GKSe& 320G GKS

like it.

After school we would pitch our satchels

Ayiliz2 a2vyS2ysSQa 3IINRSyYy

bound
hours off, the enforced stillness, holding
ourselves in,

just waiting to escape. | liked a lad called

Billy.

At times, teasing, | almost let him gain on
me,

| heard his ragged breath sing in my ears,

then pulled ahead and breasted the tape.
| ran out of road the year | turned fifteen,
the boys

gained height, theibacks broadened, jaws
hardened.

| got the message, they could take me, beat
me. | withdrew

to save face, they never guessed, we all
moved on

and | kept my victories, my evergreen laurel
leaves.

Today my phone barked like a starting
pistol,

. At fn@elltdhe stieen. R.I.P. The text
message

said he died from inhaling the gold dust he
worked with.

| tried to take it in my stride, and heard
again

for just a golden moment, his laboured
breath

behind me still like heavy metal or a
valedictorian song.

I5|Page Bray Arts Journal Volume 21lssue 25

White Mornings by Anthony

Uhlemann

One of those white mornings again
in this season called retirement.

<I know now what to do with them.
YLttt KFISS + Odld 2F O2FFS8S

and doodle some thoughts; vaguest
of vague thoughts into some words; most

_ordinaryof ordinary words,
Finto sentences; regular plain sentences;

making something that is not really anything

but, then again, perhaps it could be.

CKFEd R2yS LQfft Y2@S 2y { iNB
this room to that. Turn on the TV.

All channels blurring one into the other

with the same amazing life changing information;
how to boil an egg with Phil and Holly;

how not to boil an egg with Maura and Daithi.
LQff agAliOK Ad 2FF yR f22]
then look out the one beside it;

compare norm with norm,

whilst playing spot thelifference;

great for passing a couple of minutes.

t SNKIFLlA LQff RIgRES R2gy G2
Check out some books. Read the blurbs on the
back.

Always good for a laugh;

more fiction there than in a thousand libraries
How can five new releases all be the No.1
Bestseller?

Or | might go down to the sea again

and compare its lively turmoil to the lack in mine;
all the while accepting that its weight

will always save it whilst mine might kill me.

al @68 LQfft LIzNOKIF&asS Fy23iKSNI
then stroll up and down aandom platform

in Bray Daly Station

awaiting trains | have no intention of taking;
there is immense pleasure in making bold
statements

that no one in the whole wide world

will ever be aware of.

I might do any of these things with

this white morning. Then again | might

just slog it out till afternoon,

hoping against hope,

it will be one of those terrific Blue Afternoons.
Nowthat would be really something!!
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Welcome to Dublin by AdamTrodd

you are not one
who will look on
as Amazon forests
are cut down

you are not one
to close your eyes
when usurpers, usurers
destroy lands, tribes

ways of life
the people organise
in harmony with songs
of nature's seasons

you will not ignore
orange-clad prisoners
in Guantanamo Bay,
on Death Row

nor overlook pale faces
in blue doorways with
brown sleeping bags
cardboard bowls.

In Glencree Valley
you share riverain with
badgers, otters, willows,
holm oaks, the fairy tree

cultivate gardens, beans,
garlic, potatoes, kale
for lunch with friends
supper on your own

your growing tribe of
grandchildren come

to stay, explore your

woodlands, river bed.

Dawn opens mountains

lights pine needles, fir cones,

silver-streaks river, shines
on your wooden home.

got the ferry over from Holyhead for the weekend
disembarked at Dun Laoghaire and there was this
tramp woolly haired chinstrap beard sitting by the
glass doors said can you gimme nuff fra hostel pal |

16|Page
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R2Yy Qi dzadzrf & R2 GKHke (AY
@2dzQNB FdzStftAy3a oKFGSASNI
giving them a can or a needle a friend of mine said
AlQa tA1S LINPGARAY3I (KS NBaz
beat the shit out of their wife but then maybe if

g2dz R2y Qi GKS2Qf f gKI£S 2y
badard to get it off them when the sickness is
YI1TAy3d GKSY ¥FSSt a2 RS&LISNI
granny anyway he was persistent enough and |

ignored him at first but when | went to the ATM

suddenly he was there again not too close mind

but there in my periphgals nuff money fra hostel

pal the whisper came over the sea wind faint but

audible | paused and put my card back into the

machine and took out an extra twenty now | never

ever do anything like that but my circumstances

made me an easy touch | went over hand him

the score and before | even reached him the head

dropped and he started blubbing and wishing all

kinds of blessings on me and my family and my

R23 odzi GKS GKAY3 A& KS RAR)
KFYyR 2dzi FyR L 0O2dzZ RyQi 3IAg
couldQi S@Sy Sy3l3IS KAY a2 L a
O2yalOAiz2dza YR FlFYAfASAa 6K2QF
ferry like myself were beginning to do that side

stare and veer away walk like crabs as they left the

terminal as if | was somehow part of the palaver

instead ofjust some punter trying to offer a bit of

money to a tramp when next thing his wife or
gKFGSOSNI aKS g1 a OFYS dzLJ 6SK
realise she was there at first because there were

only light scuffing noises and | heard a zipper and it

felt like someome just nudged me | turned around

and she was in my face howling what | could only
LINBadzyS ¢ a R23IQ& 6dzaS &aLRAG
bicycle tubes moving over infrequent teeth her

hands stuffed firmly in the pockets of her sodden

blanket jacket and justsal turned to face her the

tramp behind reared up and he was a lot taller

than | thought and there was more scuffling and

before | knew it they had me sandwiched and

were trying to get at each other through me grimy

arms flailing to my left and right and aking a

weird kind of prison | eventually had to duck to get

out from between them and it felt so ridiculous

that | shouted at them to stop and they did to my

surprise he picked up his bag and patch of

cardboard and grabbed her by the wrist and the

two of them headed for the west pier quicker than

| thought either of them could move Jesus

welcome to Dublin | thought as | headed for the

nearest bus stop to catch a bus to town and | used

the change | had from buying sucky sweets on the
ferytocammy lolid ad2Yl OK GKSeé& al @
G2 0SS 2@0SN) GKS LINRPLIStf SN K¢
AGQa GKS adSHRASAG LI NI 27F @
g2NJa F2NJ YS AdQa I f¢ GKI G

2

R
I RF
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susceptible because even the bus ride in made me  catches of disjointed banter one rolling papers in

feel a bit blurgh but | was about feel a hell of a grimy fingers neck bent head nodding another

whole lot worse when | discovered the fucking with his arm and hand wrapped in a blue plastic

tramp and his missus had taken my wallet and carrier bag heeyaw says the girl of them heeyaw

phone and | realised the whole thing was just a boody giz a smowke plastic bag is up next heeyaw
LINEFSaaraz2ylf GKASHSAQ LI would yiz have de boos fayaw weyaw stookSr NJ

Julie in my head telling me how stupid | waslan taewon an me geerfrens six moonts pregnant
GNHzAaGAy3a @2dzQNB G KS & LIS sheeis | kept walking towardse quays with my 3 R 2 3
GKSY @e2dz aK2dzZ R NBI ffe& ohead down to a chorus of heeyaw mistaty 2 K
yeah all heart is my Julie but what did it matter SpSyihGdzr tte F2tt26SR o0& | F22
y2g GKFIG akKSQa @gAGK . f dzithe end of it but the street was empty and they I NR

with a neck like a Spanish bull and arms as thick as tracked me from the opposite side until next thing

my thighs black beard dense as furze but that plastic bag is ahead and noddy behind and six

would make her Olive Oyl and me Popeye which  moonts-preggers stays opposite it was a pincer

LQY y2G 0StAS@S YS L yS@movement they hunted me like lions giviz ygw2 (i

unless you finds it at the bottom of a bottle of F221AY NR214alF O] 2N LQff O dzii
¢SIFOKSNNR&a L G(K2dzAKG L QR through tobacco teeth and the moment was so &

LdzY LJA y 3 . dzalzi R0 a NFik dzMy/ 6 dzinormal yet so unreal | was shown just enough of

out that way no | had to leave the fucking country the rusted box cutter whd noddy breathed down

pack my bag and get out within twenty four hours | my neck and loosened the straps from my
RARY Qi NEFfAaS KSQa | shoulders then a swift tracksuited knee to the balls
organisation in exile for something he did years folded me like origami and for some reason |
ago but still has the clout ttell you to get gone if concentrated on an empty crisp bag as they ran

KS ¢l yita @2dz G2 3IS{ 32y Ssixmoontspreggers shouts something abouty 3

to kick the back lights out of a stolen jalopy with a there being no need fur da and in a fucked up way

NI 3 Ay &2dzNJ Y2dzi K | y R aLJl felt tenderness towards her for protesting at thé G A G Q2
I KARAY3 AT @2dz2QNB f dzO] &needless violence of her compadres and ther& | 6 & S
kneecaps shot from behihto make them blow was crouched on a wet street somewhere near the

out or one to the nut though that might be a bit Liffey no money no cards no phone no bag wishing

622 FIFENJ F2NJ A0 1Ay3 Ay LFlwaswithJduidd KS RARY Qi S@SyiKR2WHEK L
his missus made things a lot worse for me by reckie to begin with and | had no way of telling

saying she fucking loved me can you believe it anyone where | was the only thing | could think of

anyway | was on Poolbeg Street thinking olie] doing was finding a map and walking back to the

and wondering how the hell | was going to get harbour to try to locate forty coats and his missus

back home and if | did eventually make it how the  and get my wallet b@1 o0 dzi (GKS& g2dzZ RQD

hell I could evade capture by the pack of small spent what was in it and fucked the incriminating

town hoods and teen acolytes that he had eagling &G dzZF¥ Ay (2 GKS KINb2dzNJ dzyt S

the streets around my house twenty four seven if | already rung Bluto with news of my sighting in

O 2 dué gofen past their trip wire eyes | reckon | GKAOK OF&asS L &aKz2dzZ RQ@S aidl

O2dz RQO®S Gl t1SR WdzZ AS NBSQIfdzd §SR 0O2dzZ Ry Qihoprahd2Si K32y S
AL

made a fresh start of it over here she could do A F L KIFIR gKIFI{d O2dz R LQ@S I
YIEAfa Fye@sgKSNB | FG4SNI It f home with the glow of blue light around me nai | y R
clean diarrhoea off the UV bog walls of a bus @¢AGK . fdzi2Qa KAaG2NE GKI GQR
staton ifitmBF yi | SSLIAY3I Y& |y32dNR F2N) 4d2NB GKFGQR 068 A=
.fdzi2 ¢62dZ RQABS @Sy i dzNBR did she have to get pregnant and want to keepfi (1 K S
L2yR F2N) NBOSy3asS L NBOlzltelea G2fR WdfAS L RARyQd

there were bigger fish than him over here that married me even though she wanted to be a
g2dzf RQPS 3J2G0Sy GKS aO0OSy Y2UKSNJ FyR ySEG GKAYy3 XM 2Q
and come asking answers the same questions standing in our kitchen while Julie plays the holier

he scarpered from all those years ago and thenit G KIFy (@GK2dz OF NR S@Sy ((K2dAK
hit me and | shivered that maybe the tramp and shopped aound first at the same time as telling
his missus were moles of his over here and maybe me he wants me out and the fucked up thing is |
they had a loose description of me to work on but really wanted the kid when | knew it was there

they had my ID and knew | was definjtéh Dublin ANRBSAY3I YR YAYS YR L RARY
oh shit and there were junkies this time three of thought of holding a baby my baby swelled
them somnambulists of resignation drifting like something in me augmented someily that was

chunks of iceberg loosely associated through shrivelled before and suddenly wanted to live and
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maybe if we were parents together the love to beginwith;

g2dz RQOS 3IAINRBoy o0S0i6SSy ¢ surelythere are other acts 3
time to teenagers who stay together they learn to to follow, better skilledprofessionals

love and their kids turn out fine the nausea from andeagerto-learnamateurs,

the kree to the stones was subsiding and | could readyto repairthe damage

stand straight without cramping and the minor our collectivel.Q.

elation of having survived a mugging relatively hasrelentlesslytaken?

unscathed went through me like a thunderbolt and

the odd thing was | felt peculiarly invulnerable Andif thisisall

now that | had nothig of worth to steal and | we canexpect

briefly considered chasing plastic bag and co for the nextthousandyears,
fantasised about meting out an unholy beating pleasethen, someonetrip

after all what were they but skinny strung out the fire alarm

pricks and there | was nobody a drifter with andlet usout of here,

nothing to lose but they had that edge of before someonereallydoes
desperation that takes years to acquire and burnthisplace

2dzRIAy3a o6& (GKS RIFIe&Qa Sg@S§ to the ground,andwe, OKF G
fdz01 ol ayQid 6AGK YS gAl lassituded by despair,

concentrate on how to get back to Julie and maybe allowourselvego burn

work out a way to appease Bluto by taking care of into perfectpeaksof ashes

the kid my kid allowing im to get rid of his too heavyfor the evenstrongestwinds.

adultering missus somehow and letting him stay
with Julie all in one go but | heard myself | was in
no position to let | held no cards | spied a tourist Liam and Diane by Steve Deneha
family coming towards me with a map flapping
between four pairs of hands confuseporing We collect our rental car
excuse please Boos Auroos | planned to ask them if  he isa German in Spain
| could have the map but then | thought that here 15 years
maybe if | helped them get to where they were he tells me to slow down
32Ay3 GKS8BQR UKNBG | ¥FS6pofitdgpelisofickyRANBOGA2Y FyR L
could get a bus back to the ferry and work out that my Irish accent is hard for him
from there how to get back across the Irish Sea | speak again
and then stay alive long enough to explain to Julie, -

. . carefully enunciating
Bluto and his missus how | could keep my th ds suddenty clunk
kneecaps and we could all live in perfect harmony e.wor S suddenly ciunky
welcome to Dublin | said to the family | still looked ~ tN€ir corners on my tongue
respectable enouglin my good North Face jacket
though the knees of my jeans were wet through
but they listened while | explained how my stuff
was taken by the tramps and then the junkies and
then | told them what | needed in return for days pass slowly
helping them and that was back whenweaould
still get the ferry to Dun Laoghairdust for Wayne

| watch two cats sleep
long and luxuriously stretched
in the middle of the road below us

deliciously
drops of the melting sun land on us

Send Out The Clowns (Far Out) b browning skin

with whispered sizzles

EdwardLee
then today, we hear it, echoed back to us
Isn'tit time flat and splitting the air
someonedrew the curtains as only an Irish accent can
onthisfarce they call to us
will callgovernment? insist we come sit with them
at their balcony table
Therearetoo manyclown we do
onthe stage their jokes
longsinceover introductions are made
andneverthat funny Liam and Diane
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recently retired

four children

one of them has a self-drive car
"we are living in the future™, | say
Liam laughs

too long

we are warned of pick pockets

told of how they caught one in the act

| surprise myself by saying

"but for every one you see there are a hundred
you don't"

a perfect small talk response

earnestly confirmed by Liam, "never a truer word
spoken™

he had been wearing sunglasses

| couldn’t see his eyes

it was distracting

we learned of their family tragedies
we discovered personal details about their close
friends

they gave my daughter an ice cream
they never asked us anything

but

before we left as strangers

Liam took off his sunglasses

having learned of his sister's death at 37
"cancer, four children, beautiful singer, terrible
thing"

and his struggle with retirement

"it was a shock to the system, make no mistake"
and the suicide of his oldest friend

"a mechanic, problem with the drink, never had
kids, threw himself off Bray head"

he took off his sunglasses

and for the first time | saw his eyes

and they were old and tired

old and tired.

b h wQ9 !b{ Br&éhees Browner

February 16th, REa A RSy i Q&
A blizzard hits the US of A

Historical, recorebreaking sleet
Knocks the East Coast to its feet.

A white mantle covers Riverdale
.f201SR Ay OFyQi a
Cocooned all day on Broadway

LGdQa | o62éex L 3ISa i
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In Greystones, a goldenitthis born

Six pounds, 0 ounces, scribbled down
Blonde, blue eyes, smiling cherub

His name shall be known as Jakob.
GaL R2yQil glyld G2 oS |
He wails in the family photograph
L R2y QG ¢yl G2
He wobbles the immigrant ship

GL OlyXX ASPS AGQa Ay
He whines at the Wizard of Oz in the Mermaid
hy WwW3ISGioay3a G2 1y2s

3z

Now sixteen, in Transition Year

Scholar, sportsman, Temple Carrig peer
Star in his high school musical, Rat Trap
Charminggoodf 22 1 Ay 33 AlQa

Still the main man on our excursions
Leading lad on cousin expeditions
Chatting up a storm on the beach in Brittas
Bombarding us with hugs and kisses.

As New York was paralyzed by gales
Closed roads, airports shut, train delays
Qoastal floods, erosion, heavy snow

A whirlwind was gathering force in Wicklow

View by Shelley Tracey

After you are born, my third, last, loreyed child,
lying calm in a square warm room above the
suburbs. Sunlight on every roadswerve, hillcurve,
allthe way towards the horizon, the power station
breathing. The future slides towards us
XGAYSof dzNJ X o

The night of the attack. You are three months old,
sleepsmiling. | am crouching against the bedroom
window, counting every lock and door they forced,
afraid to look outside, afraid they will come back,
afraid, afraid, afraidX ¥ S NB f dzNJ X

Three months later. In a pebbledash terrace in
another country, in a narrow battered bedroom,
you are crammed into a folding cot. Watching you,
watching the sullen skflattening the rooftops.
hyte 2yS NRIR Ay ifel@ueX

OoFft o
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The Mobile Phone by Joan
Valkenburg

| dropped my phone into the loo
And screamed and screamed
What can | do?

| fished it out, wiped it dry
Stood up straight, cried and cried
What can | do?

My brain was fried
The phone had died
| cried and cried
What can | do?

YouTube then leapt into my mind
CKSNBQa y2 az2fdzirzy

The answer came, it was best
In a bowl of rice to let it rest
There to spend the night alone
That veryprecious mobile phone

| lifted it out, early morning
Just as the sun was dawning
With trembling hands

| pressed the switch

And on it came, without a hitch

Uninvited Guest by Deirdre
McKernan (Croshy)

a{Ald> LX SIaSo ¢F1S I oNBFGIK
Diagnosis reveals an uninvited guest.

G2 KSNBK | 25K 2 KeK a 3ISyite
| have life changing, earltage, cancer.

Betrayed by Maureen Lowndes

Her light illuminated the world
Large, bright, glowing, a golden halo
She loved the light
Trying always to make it brighter
But moths started to come in
Fast and furious they came clinging to the light
Big ugly strange moths with menacing wings
She never knew such things existed
A Her ligh was attractive and they came in droves
They penetrated her light, clinging
Her light grew fainter and fainter
Until it became a large black sad cloud
Why did you let the moths in they all screamed
No one to blame but yourself they all shouted
With tearsstreaming down her face she cried
| was ignorant, | did not learn to recognise
Big ugly strange moths with menacing wings
Now after many clouds | recognise the darkness
.dzi GKS KIFENY A& R2yS AdQa

May MeadowMs by Maire
Morrissey Cummins

Do you remember the vivid colours

CSoN¥zZE NB Wmns | £ SG3SNI (i KaheBedaahds oflyfasSes R 2 2 NI

Routine. No problem. | putitin a drawer.

Mammogram over. Time well spent.
Sigh of relief. So glad | went.

(iKA&d y2653 |y ¥

2 KI G Q&
2A08 6KA&LISNE 2y 0

I g2

Waiting room. Anxiety. Unspoken fear.

that we gathered

as we cut across the meadows
to the lake,

that afternoon in May,

the month full of promise.
SNJ Sy@St 2 LISK

RaBtid thalohNStmnfiet s@idbchirig dukSefor® us,
there was no yesterday and no tomorrow,
only bog cotton fields

I £ Re& OFlffa N¥& ¢l &SR8V BHSiver Balix
glittering
in noonday sun.

Lying in the dark, eyes fixed to a screen.
Images. Shadows. A silent wish to scream.

Another lady enters, tall, focused, searching.
She makes a brisk note, my stomach lurching.

Biopsy painful. Excruciating. Distress.
Mind spins out otontrol; heart races.
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