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About Derry Playhouse Writers
We are writers of poetry, novels, 
plays, short stories, biography, 
autobiography, scripts (for both 
film and television), and essays.

Our Mission is to assist writers 
with improving their craft by pro-
viding a structure that will aid their completion of works-in-progress. We 
represent a variety of visions and voices. We span borders, ideologies, 
spiritual beliefs, gender and generations. 

The ultimate goal of our group is to assist writers in their endeavor to 
have their work(s) published and/or performed. To this end we meet 
weekly to discuss work-in progress and critique these. 

We facilitate master classes and workshops to aid our development as 
writers. We also convene work sessions with authors, agents, produc-
ers and publishers to enhance our marketing and promotional skills. 

Derry Playhouse Writers meets every Wednesday from 1pm to 4pm at 
The Playhouse, 5 - 7 Artillery Street, Derry. Please join us.

Management Committee:
Chair:  Madeline McCully
Vice Chair:  Eugene McGinty
Secretary:  Rosemary Cutliffe Quinn
Treasurer:  Margie Bernard

Committee Members:  Anne Crilly, Joe Duggan, Ellen Factor, Tom 
Finnigan, Lena Lyle, Martin O’Brien, Del Prince

Thanks to Don and Pam at Brown Bear Graphics for the Design and 
Layout work on this Journal and our Website.
http://www.derryplayhousewriters.org.
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The Fisherman   
Rosemary Cutliffe Quinn  

 In Memory of Paddy Mullan

Thigh deep on the river bed
He stands content
His line curls to the flick of a fish
Silence
The water well in flood
Brown depths
Where patient trout twist in the ripples
Leap to the gleam of the fly
A light breeze and the river rushes
Foam over stones
Tumbles and gushes across

His feet
He draws the line
Waits for the tug of a young trout
Shadows stretch over sun-flecked water
Alone in quiet company
He reels in leans back
Casts out
The rhythm endless
Comforting
A step further, further
The boots weigh him down
No time to say goodbye
One step too many
His foot slips on green-slimed stones
A brief surprise
The river tricks him
Like an old friend
Wraps itself round him
In final embrace
Who will write his eulogy
Who can capture his laughter
His quiet wit
He wrote a story once
Where life could not let go of love
And death took on a humour
Of its own
I’ll bet he’s smiling now
At the irony of it all
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Abandoned 
Paddy Mulan

 It was a special day. Rory’s twenty-first. Where was he? Why 
had he not come like a knight in shining armour and swept her 
away? They could set up home like a proper family. Sinead still 
clung limpet-like to the possibility that one day he might find 
her. 

‘Sinead! Sinead.’ Louder this time, impatience in the bullish 
voice. You’re wan dull bastard,’ her father said. ‘Always standing 

there with yer head in the clouds.’

‘How do I look,’ he asked, gyrating like a teenager. 

 Sinead stared at him. He looked ridiculous shoe-horned into an outdated suit. A smile, 
huge face expectant. Praise me the drink-swollen features said. Tell me I’m still a great 
puller of women. His purple nose twitched. 

 ‘Fuckin eejit,‘ she thought, instead, conditioned to a life of servitude, Sinead mouthed 
‘Grand, you look grand.’ A happy sigh and he was gone.

 Sinead’s face was expressionless as she stared out the window. It’s good to day-
dream the psychiatrist tells her. It helps, but then wasn’t everything supposed to help, 
the Valium, the electric treatment that left her feeling drowsy for days and the endless 
therapeutic sessions making raffia table coasters. 

 She thought of Rory again and a smile pushed at the corners of her mouth. The re-
mains of beauty were etched on her face but Sinead didn’t notice. It had been a long 
time since she had looked at her reflection in a mirror.

 The dance that night so many years ago was supposed to be a special occasion. A 
large fleet of naval boats docked in town the previous week. Talk in the shirt factories 
had been excited. Descriptions of uniforms and how different the foreigners were to the 
local men was the main topic of conversation. He was a nice lad. A Yank. She had never 
done it before. Didn’t expect anything to happen. It did.

 Her mother cupped her face in her hands and cried. Sinead had expected that. What 
she didn’t expect was her father’s reaction. His first punch caught Sinead on the back 
of the head. Her face bounced into her dinner plate. His second smashed into her chin 
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knocking her to the floor. He lashed out with his right foot catching her on the stomach. 
A sharp pain ignited and exploded through her body, making her retch. ‘Get up ye dirty 
wooer ye,’ he roared. She looked up at him, her vision blurred by mashed potatoes and 
turnip. 
 He grabbed Sinead’s hair and twisted her to her feet. ‘It’s England for you ye fucker ye. 
For I’m not going to be shamed by the likes of you.’

 Later, Fr. McLaughlin arrived. A whispered conversation took place between her par-
ents and the parish priest. Sinead heard the words, ‘Good Catholic family. No, no one 
will know. Discretion is the word.’

 Fr. Mc Laughlin smiled and shook her parents’ hands. Ignoring Sinead, he left the 
house, his cassock making swishing noises; the same noises Sinead’s frock made the 
night she jived in the Corinthian Ballroom with her American boyfriend.

 Sinead liked Sister Bernadette. Cheerfully plump, Bernadette was the youngest nun in 
the convent. She joked with the girls sent there from all over Ireland. Sinead’s dormitory 
was the blue one, the one with the blue blankets. The next dormitory was the green one 
and next to that was the red. Her typewritten name was cello taped to the tubular frame 
of her bed. All her clothes were marked with her own number, five hundred and nine. No 
mix-ups and no arguing over who owned what. 

 Laundry work was hard, sweaty and repetitive. Letters home went unanswered.  Those 
girls that did receive letters received them slit open and censored. Whole sentences 
covered in thick black ink stains. ‘Just in case,’ Mother superior said with a hint of ac-
cusation. 

 Sinead grew used to the nightly whimpering in the dormitory. She never got used to the 
squealing of the girls as they hammered on the dormitory windows as their children were 
driven out of their lives in the same black car. She dreaded hearing the scrunch of its 
tyres on the gravel in the convent’s forecourt. Like an avenging angel the car swept into 
the grounds and whisked the tiny bundles of life away to their new parents.  

 ‘You can’t go home,’ Mother Superior said. ‘Not even for your mother’s funeral. Just 
look at you for goodness sake. What would people think?‘ Sinead knew it was futile to 
argue.

 The baby was born healthy. A boy. Sinead pleaded to see it. You know the rules she was 
told. Sister Bernadette broke all the rules and let her see it - a small wrinkled thing with a 
fontanel pulsating softly beneath a fine down of fair hair. When Sinead awoke again she 
was told her son was gone forever. The drama of motherhood stolen from her because 
of a forced signature.
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 Twenty-one today. Sinead sighed and switched on the television. In the cockpit of an 
aircraft Charlton Heston struggled at the controls. In the cabin, passengers screamed. 
Depressed, Sinead pressed the red button on the remote. The screen made a crackling 
sound as it went blank. She went to the hall and put on her coat.
 The chapel was almost empty. Incense from the evening Devotions tingled her nostrils. 
All was quiet except for the exaggerated whisperings of gummy old women mouthing 
payers.
  
 She tried not to think of Rory but couldn’t. How could I have done it she asked herself 
for the umpteenth time? You can’t blame yourself her psychiatrist said on numerous oc-
casions. I’ll increase the strength of your tablets, he said reaching across the table for 
his prescription pad.

 Sinead stared at the old women. Their eyes stared back and spoke to her. See me, 
they accused. See how holy I am? See how I kneel here every day and pray?  Soon you 
will be like me, nothing to look forward to except death. Rosaries rattled against wood. 
You’re nothing but a dirty whore the eyes accused, a dirty rotten whore who abandoned 
her infant son in pagan England. Sinead ran from the chapel.

 She switched on the television. Charlton Heston now carried a child in his arms.  He 
staggered through a swamp. Blood poured down his face; his once immaculate uni-
form tattered. The child limp, arms dangling, swung in time to Heston’s movements. 
Disgusted, Sinead pressed the mute button on the remote. She dozed.

 A slight noise in the hall wakened her. She knew she must have been sleeping for more 
than an hour for it was now dark. The silent screen flickered on the walls. Louder this 
time, the noise sounded again. She heard a woman giggle and the hushed voice of a 
man. Cajoling. Coaxing, almost pleading.

 A hand appeared around the door and switched on the light. Her father, eyes reddened 
with drink, stood in the doorway. A stupid expression on his face, he glared at her. The 
giggling woman bumped into his back, rattling the bottles of his carry-out.

 ‘I thought ye were at the bingo,’ he slurred. Open-mouthed, Sinead stared at the wom-
an. The woman put her jaw on the silver shoulder of her father’s coat. ‘What’s wrong 
Charlie darling?’ she said drunkenly; her lower jaw unable to move properly, giving her 
face a fatter than normal expression.

 Fiona Doherty! Sinead’s brain screamed. Her and me Da! Her only my age. In the same 
class at school. The biggest tramp in the area. Anything for a drink and that’s including 
breakfast. Sinead jumped to her feet. ‘Get that fucker outta here,’ she yelled.
 
 Fiona sniffed. ‘At least I didn’t abandon me wain,’ she smirked.
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 Sinead lunged. Charlie stepped back and pulled the door shut.

 Crying, Sinead fell to her knees. The front door slammed shut. She heard the clicky 
click of high heels and her father’s apologetic voice saying, ‘Pay no heed to that idiot for 
we all know she’s a simple bastard.’

 Sinead went to the dresser and took out her tablet bottle. One, two, three Valium she 
popped into her mouth and washed them down with a glass of milk. Much later as the 
old house creaked and settled in the night, Sinead slept fitfully. Her dreams, peppered 
with images of Rory. She dreamed also of her father’s wedding. Fiona Doherty’s wed-
ding dress stretched tight against her swollen stomach. Sinead stood in a circle of old 
women who danced around her like dervishes, cackling as they swung their rosaries in 
the air.   

Maidstone
Paddy Mulan

This is just to say
It was not my fault.
So many years apart,
On a ship
That never sailed.
To see you 
And never hold you.
Wire deliberately placed
So tantalisingly close
That our fingers
Even stretched,
Could not touch.

Your feet,
Twisted and cut 
By a surgeon’s knife.
Progression never followed
By a caring father.
I should have been
At Lourdes with you,
But I was in Maidstone,
Not in Kent,
But in Belfast Lough.
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The Inspection
Paddy Mulan

 Miss Flood stood wooden-faced, at the front of the class. 
She was a formidable figure, heavy without being fat, with dyed 
brown hair swept up and back, Maggie Thatcher style. Beside her 
and dressed in a white coat, an equally large Nurse Dunne was 
pulling on a pair of surgical gloves. She was about to begin her 
six-monthly inspection, examining teeth, probing into ears and 
parting hair to look at our scalps. 

Miss Flood clapped her hands for attention. ‘Boys! Boys!’ she shouted, in her drill ser-
geant’s voice. Her eyes sparkled with anxiety behind her glasses as she stared at the 
rows of desks. 
 
‘ We will start the inspection from the back,’ she said. The boys seated in the back row 
were the lepers, of the class. The boys, who, according to Miss Flood, didn’t pay atten-
tion, didn’t do their homework properly, were late for school and generally were boys 
that, in her opinion, were not worthy of her time. 

 
 First up was Bosco O’Hara, a country boy with a crow’s nest of red hair and a red face 
to match. Miss Flood looked at him distastefully as he passed her. Nurse Dunne peered 
into his mouth and ears, and then poked around in his hair. Engrossed by the whole 
spectacle, I sat on the edge of my seat for it was my turn next.

 Nurse Dunne grunted her satisfaction and told him to sit down again. Miss Flood’s 
mouth curled downwards in disappointment that nothing had been found wrong with 
Bosco.

 ‘Next!’ she barked. I passed a smirking Bosco in the aisle between the desks on my 
way up to the front of the class. Nurse Dunne pulled my lips apart like a horse trader at 
Ballinasloe fair and inspected my teeth. She twisted my ears, yanking my head to the 
one side to peer into my ear cavities. She then went through my hair with all the enthu-
siasm of a beachcomber that had just found something of interest washed up on the 
shore. She grunted, and I took this as an indication to sit down again.

 The inspection dragged on in almost complete silence, broken only by the occasional 
cough and the scratching of Nurse Dunne’s pen as she wrote on her clipboard. Boy 
after boy went up to the waiting nurse and was inspected by her as if she were a white 
slave trader at an auction. We sat in our seats and Miss Flood her arms folded under her 
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plateau of a bosom, glared down at us, daring us to misbehave. 

Finally, Nurse Dunne was ready to inspect the last boy, Colin James, who sat in the 
desk immediately in front Miss Gillen’s table and who was her favourite pupil. Miss Flood 
smiled her encouragement at Colin.
 A pink-faced, well-scrubbed boy, Colin was as squeaky clean as a new balloon. During 
the morning or afternoon milk break, if Miss Flood had an extra chocolate biscuit, she 
would smile and offer it to him. Colin in turn, would sometimes offer her an apple or 
would walk up to her desk, his sandals making polite, squishy noises on the floor, and 
offer her a sandwich. They were delicate little sandwiches, cut into triangles with the 
crusts cut off. 

 Colin, in polished sandals and turned down white ankle socks, now stood obediently in 
front of Nurse Dunne and bent his well-groomed head with its shiny, black hair for her 
inspection. She began flicking through his hair like a bank teller counting notes and all 
of a sudden froze. She put her thumb and forefinger together, tweezers-like, and lifted 
something from Colin’s scalp. She studied it briefly and a triumphant gleam came into 
her eyes. Her cheeks lifted slightly. It was as near to a smile as I ever saw Nurse Dunne 
manage. She stretched out a podgy arm towards Miss Flood, displaying her find like a 
trophy. 

 Miss Flood’s mouth hung open for a fraction of a second. ‘Take it away! Take it away!’ 
she screamed, her face deathly pale and she jumped backwards with all the agility of a 
ballet dancer.

 Nurse Dunne flicked whatever it was into the fire and we heard the faint sizzle of some-
thing burning. A buzz of excitement erupted from the class and boys half stood in their 
desks to get a better view. She resumed her inspection of Colin’s head, this time peering 
more closely at his scalp. She again put her thumb and forefinger together and lifted 
something from his head. Miss Flood stood with her back to the wall, her face twisted in 
fear and one hand held protectively at her throat. Nurse Dunne dropped whatever she 
had in her fingers and it scurried across the teacher’s desk. With the speed of a gun-
fighter, she lifted a ruler and brought it down on the desk with a loud splat.

 Hunter Moore, who also sat in the front row and had a bird’s eye view of the whole 
episode, turned and excitedly informed the rest of the class in a loud whisper that it was 
a wee grey thing with hundreds of feet. Colin stood in front of the class, tears of shame 
brimming in his eyes and his pink knees knocking together like castanets. Nurse Dunne 
and Miss Flood held a whispered consultation during which we clearly heard the words, 
infestation and personal hygiene.

 Nurse Dunne put her files in a briefcase and snapped it shut. ‘I’ll be back on Monday,’ 
she warned. Miss Flood nodded glumly and I knew that we were in for it when the nurse 
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left. 

 Miss Flood stretched out her arms wide and grasping her table on either side, inched 
it backwards, further isolating herself from the front row. She left just enough room for 
her to squeeze into her seat. Her face turned an ugly red and she stared at Colin with a 
mixture of sympathy and revulsion. 

 ‘Never in my born days have I been so ashamed of anything,’ she hissed. ‘And poor 
Colin of all people,’ she said, her voice now breaking. She pulled a hankie from her 
sleeve and gave her nose a genteel blow.

 ‘Miss! Miss!’ piped up Bosco. ‘What were they Miss?’ 

 She glared accusingly at the back of the class. Her voice rose. ‘Nothing but dirt and 
filth,’ she screamed. Struggling to keep her voice calm, she said, ‘I want every single 
one of you to come in here on Monday morning with your hair cut up short.’  She held up 
her hand, forefinger and thumb about half an inch apart. ‘That short,’ she ordered. ‘And 
you,’ she shrieked at the unfortunate Colin, ‘stop your sniffling.’

 She instructed us to read our books while she stared vacantly out of the window, past 
the geraniums on the windowsill to the hills beyond. She gave the occasional shudder 
and sighed repeatedly. 

 During the afternoon break she stayed in her seat and Colin, in a desperate act of rec-
onciliation, left his desk and offered her one of his sandwiches.

 ‘Get back to your desk,’ she barked. 

 The sandwich dangled limply from Colin’s hand and he started sniffling again. 

 Later, when I told my mother about the days events at school, she looked alarmed and 
blessed herself.

 ‘Those things spread like wildfire,’ she said and sent me to the chemist shop to buy a 
fine comb.

 She made me kneel down on the floor in front of her and spread a clean pillowcase 
across her knees.

 ‘Put your head on my knees,’ she commanded and then began scraping my head with 
the steel comb. It made a noise inside my head like the sound my mother’s knife makes 
when she peels a turnip for the Saturday stew. She dug the comb into my scalp and 
dragged it from the back of my head to the front. Fearful, I looked up, expecting to see 
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blood dripping from the comb’s teeth and staining the white pillowcase.
 
 ‘Miss Flood is a very proud woman,’ my mother said suddenly. I clutched at this oppor-
tunity to get my mother talking, anything to get away from the purgatory I was enduring 
with her scraping the head off me.

 ‘How’s that?’ I asked, my voice muffled as I spoke into the pillowcase.

 ‘She was always the same, even as a small girl.’  My mother spoke softly as she began 
reminiscing about her childhood. ‘Always thought she was a bit better than the rest of 
us. Very clean and immaculately turned out for school every day.’  She sighed and re-
sumed combing my head, a lot gentler this time. ‘And her hair, it was her crowning glory. 
All the other girls admired it. It was thick and brown and as shiny as a newly-shelled 
chestnut.’ I grunted into my mother’s knees.

 ‘Of course every weekend her father gave her a bottle of beer to rinse her hair with. 
Mister Flood said it would strengthen and thicken it. And he would know, for he was an 
educated man. When I asked my father for some beer he just laughed and said it was 
a terrible waste of drink.’  She resumed her attack on my head with renewed vigour, as 
if it was my fault that her father didn’t give her beer to strengthen her hair. I squealed in 
agony.

 ‘All done,’ she eventually said. My scalp tingled and I looked at the pillowcase. My 
mother saw my look. ‘Nothing there,’ she said. She gave me an affectionate pat on the 
head and smiled. ‘You’re as clean as a whistle.’ 

 When my father came in from work he went out to the back shed and got his hand clip-
pers, the ones that he trims his Kerry Blues with. He sat me on a chair in the backyard 
and began shearing my hair. My mother tut-tutted as she watched my fair hair falling to 
the ground. 

 ‘It’s terrible looking,’ she said sadly. ‘You’ll look like someone just out of jail in your 
Confirmation photos.’
 
 On Monday morning, we gathered in the playground before school. Miss Flood looked 
pleased with herself as she lined us up, and we shuffled after her, like miniature mem-
bers of a chain gang, into the classroom. ‘My, my,’ she beamed, ‘aren’t we the smart 
looking bunch of lads. Nurse Dunne will certainly find nothing wrong with us today.’

 Unable to keep quiet, I blurted, ‘My mother said that we’ll look like a bunch of convicts 
in our Confirmation photos.’ 

 ‘Nonsense,’ she said, ‘sure it’s not for another six weeks yet.’  She turned her back on 
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us and began writing on the blackboard.

 From my seat at the back of the classroom, I stared at the rows of semi-bald heads. 
They were all shapes and sizes with the hair shorn. I nudged Bosco with my knee and 
we started sniggering. Miss Flood whirled around from the blackboard, her eyes flash-
ing angrily. 

 ‘What’s so funny?’ she snapped. 

 Bosco and I bit into the backs of our hands in a vain attempt to stop giggling.

 ‘Up here,’ she ordered and reached for her cane. A strand of hair had fallen down over 
her forehead and she angrily swept it back into place. Her mouth suddenly opened wide 
and she started sucking in air like a drowning man that had popped up for the third time. 
She dropped the cane and started shaking her hand in a wild frenzy. She stared down 
at her table and began making funny little whimpering noises.

 Colin, looking pinker than ever, jumped up from his desk. ‘It’s alright Miss Flood. I’ll kill 
it, I’ll kill it,’ he bleated. He clenched his hand into a mini fist and brought it down with 
a thump on the table. He smiled in triumph. ‘It’s alright now Miss. There’s no need to 
worry,’ he shouted gleefully. ‘It’s dead.’  

 But of course it wasn’t all right, for by then, the formidable Miss Flood was out in the 
playground, screeching her head off. 
   

Epiphany 
Margie Bernard 

 Every morning after turning on my computer, I access The American 
Heritage Dictionary program and its word for the day. This day, the 
word that came up was: 

Zymurgy - The branch of chemistry that deals with the fermentation 
process, as in brewing.

 I laughed heartily because exactly thirteen years ago to the day, I awoke in a heap on 
my bed with the suspicion I was an alcoholic. Zymurgy was doing me in. That day, as I 
regained consciousness, I had the sensation of rising above my physical body seeing a 
person lying there who had once again broken the promise taken the previous day that 
she would not drink the next day –  but, like countless days before, broke that promise. 
The image lying there was like a boneless wet kitten with no will to get out of bed. Once 
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more she heard that small soft voice, ‘Why don’t you go up to the roof and jump off?’
 Instead, head pounding, thoughts fuzzy, I picked up the telephone and dialled 
information asking for the number of Alcoholics Anonymous. The man, who answered 
the AA help line, listened with calm, almost palpable, understanding. When I finished my 
tale of despair, he asked if I would be interested in attending an AA meeting. When I said 
yes, he gave me locations of several being held that day.

 I didn’t go to a meeting but managed to not drink that evening or all the following week. 
During that time my determination was fraught with negative thoughts that told me if I 
stopped drinking alcohol, my social and political life was completely ended. I had no 
idea of how I might go to a restaurant, or attend a political function if I couldn’t drink. I 
knew I could never again go to a pub to hear Irish traditional music if I couldn’t drink. I 
was convinced that all my friends who drank, whether alcoholically or not, wouldn’t want 
to be in my company if I didn’t drink with them. My vision of the future was one of dark, 
friendless, uneventful days to be spent, when not working, in isolation. Each evening 
after work, I white-knuckled past the several liquor stores on my walk home without 
buying my nightly gallon of white wine. Because I’d started having black-outs when 
drinking with no recall the following morning of the several hours spent with drinking 
buddies at my favourite pub, I begun drinking alone at home. Now, I realized I couldn’t 
even do that if I was to stay sober. By Wednesday, I was mentally and physically a hair-
breath away from purchasing my nightly tipple but managed to make it home alcohol 
free.

 Without my alcohol safety-valve, I was sullen and short-fused with my co-workers all 
week – so much so they avoided me unless absolutely necessary.

 On Friday evening, when the majority of Washingtonians leave their offices in search of 
a night out to relax from their weekly toil by drinking, eating, and seeking entertainment,  
I left the office alone and headed home. 

 This night I decided to take a different route – one which took me past the law firm of 
a long-time friend. I decided to stop and say hello. I found the door to the brownstone 
building locked but the window next to it was open and I could hear music playing softly. 
I rang the bell several times and called out through the open window. There was no 
response. I waited a few minutes longer then left.

 Later, in hindsight, I realized my reason for seeking out Lynn was my subconscious 
knowledge that he would suggest we go to his favourite restaurant down the street and 
once there would have suggested we have a drink before ordering dinner. It would have 
been rude of me to refuse his offer.

 The next afternoon, I went to a bookstore to see if they had any books about alcoholism. 
To my surprise, there were several shelves devoted to the topic of addiction. I purchased 
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one on alcoholism. In it was a series of questions segregated into categories which I 
answered honestly. My score confirmed my suspicions – I was an alcoholic.

 The next morning I again called the AA help line and asked about meetings for that day. 
That afternoon, I arrived twenty minutes early at the church where a meeting was to be 
held so walked slowly around the block arriving back just as  the meeting was to begin. 

 Inside, there were rows of chairs leading to the front at which was a table where a 
woman and man were seated. Against the side wall another table held coffee and tea 
around which people were chatting – too self-conscious to join them I sat in a chair near 
the door. 

 The meeting began. The woman at the front table announced, ’Hi everyone, I’m Sarah 
and I’m an alcoholic.’  She then introduced George whom she said would read the 
Preamble of Alcoholics Anonymous. A man in the front row stood up and said, ‘I’m 
George, a grateful recovering alcoholic,’ And, book in hand, he read:

 Alcoholics Anonymous is a fellowship of men and women who share their experience, 
strength and hope with each other that they may solve their common problem and help 
others to recover from alcoholism. . . .

 When he finished, Sarah introduced the person to her left as Samuel, whom, she said, 
would share with the group his ‘experience, strength, and hope’. And thus began his 
recounting of what I later learned was called a ‘drunk-a-log’. As I listened to his twenty-
minute discourse of ‘how it used to be, what happened and how it is now’ I found, that 
although his story was different from mine, it was at the same time all too familiar. His 
honesty about his drinking career was overwhelming. And, as he talked I saw others 
nod or chuckle at things he said. When Samuel finished, Sarah thanked him and 
announced, ‘Before we begin our general discussion let’s take a break. But before we 
do, I welcome you all, especially any visitors and newcomers who, if you would like to 
introduce yourselves, please do so.’  

 Unhesitatingly, I raised my hand and said, ‘I’m Margie. I’m an alcoholic,’ and burst into 
tears at this public acknowledgement of what had been haunting me for years. A burden 
lifted. At the break I was approached by people who welcomed me. Several handed me 
a slip of paper with their telephone number urging me to call any time of day or night if I 
needed help staying away from that first drink. One person gave me a booklet listing all 
the hundreds of meetings in the city.

 I left the meeting with a feeling of comradeship that’s compounded over the years by 
the realization that both within and outside AA rooms, we all share one common goal 
– to help each other to recover from our shared affliction of alcoholism. Today, the one 
certainty in my life is that no matter where in the world I live or travel, fellow AAers can 
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be located – an instant family of people who know me better than do my own kith and 
kin. And disagree though we may on several topics, in the one vital to our individual 
survival, we rest assured that we will always and unreservedly be willing to help each 
other do battle against our common foe – the disease of alcoholism. 

 That Sunday afternoon I joined the most egalitarian group of people on earth. However, 
It took me many years to fully incorporate the gratitude George expressed at my first 
meeting. But now I say it frequently myself, ‘Hi, I’m Margie and I’m a grateful recovering 
alcoholic.’ 

Lough Swilly Trilogy 
Margie Bernard

Vista
Sun-washed salt-marsh shore
Rainbow fragment
Heron wading with measured steps
Solitary walker
Distant snow-capped mountain range
Horseback rider
Fishing boats’ crews setting nets
Window framed.

Spring
A plethora of birds ply the airspace
out my bedroom window;
hawks, seagulls, ducks, 
blackbirds, herons, wrens,
robins, doves, crows.
In their frenzied sexual quest
for nesting mates 
they pronounce Spring’s arrival
on the Inishowen Peninsula.

Dawn
Inch Island speckled 
with sunlight & cloud shadow
contending to determine today’s weather
while sheep graze unconcerned
on its green hillside abundance.
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Love Affair 
Margie Bernard

Paired
Physical
Pheromone
Phenomenon.

Stones 
Margie Bernard

The stone that found me at
An Creagán has joined others
From fields and beaches travelled;
Santa Barbara, Connemara, Grand Canyon,
Bays Bodega, Clew, Chesapeake,
Spanish Point, Yellowstone, Geneva,
Lakes Michigan, Swilly, Tahoe,
Oceans Pacific and Atlantic.

Talismans marking life’s journey;
Seeking, guiding, protecting me.
A spectrum of mottled color;
Crystal, marble, jade, granite, sandstone,
Memory milestones now gracing windowsills.

Love’s Architect 
Margie Bernard

Weaving a web of wondrous words
into a centre that cannot hold them,
verses expand ever outward in a 
widening orb of sonorous sounds that,
like a spider’s web caught in dawn’s ambient light,
exposes an exquisite poetic design
that gives passionate expression to desire.
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Untitled 
Margie Bernard

I want my heart to dance
to sway to the rhythm
of my soul,
keep time with
the allegro of my spirit.

Two Snippets
Margie Bernard

Fragility:

My body, the house I live in, compact, chunky solid, taken for granted, compared out. 
When it no longer functions, gives up, burns out, does my spirit, the essence housed 
inside, go as well?  Or, like some mystics believe, does this culmination of a life, les-
son learned, wisdom gained, hang out in the ether awaiting another body to move into, 
somewhat like a hermit crab that moves from shell grown too small to another larger 
empty one providing necessary room for growth. May I come back again in, say 200-
years, to see what has transpired in my absence.

Do Unto Others:

Currently a debate is raging in Derry over what type of industrial development is con-
ducive to its new peacetime economy. This debate centres around whether or not 
Raytheon, a major military arms supplier, should be allowed to maintain its software 
manufacturing facility here.
Endemic unemployment in Derry is legendary. This historic socioeconomic dilemma is 
offered a seemingly viable solution because several USA industries previously unwilling 
to locate here while war was raging, now want to do so. Their main interest stems from 
the fact that Ireland represents a backdoor into the European Union with a potential 
workforce that is well-educated and English-speaking.
Derry’s elected officials and citizens now must decide how to meet the mutual needs of 
its unemployed and these potential employers. After years of witnessing family mem-
bers, relatives, friends and neighbours killed and maimed because of armed conflict, it 
would be understandable if the people of Derry were hesitant to invite foreign invest-
ments that perpetuate the same in other lands.
The controversy around whether or not Raytheon is to remain in Derry is made even 
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more complex because the Republic of Ireland maintains a stance of neutrality in armed 
conflicts, preferring instead to provide troops for peace-keeping duties when called 
upon by the United Nations. Now a segment of this island, an enclave of the UK which is 
a member of NATO, threatens the future potential of all-island neutrality by being willing 
to accommodate Raytheon whose software guides its Cruise and Tomahawk warhead 
missiles that are now raining down on the citizens of Iraq.

English Whore Seeks Presidency
Dennis Bohr

 Good afternoon.  I’m Dennis Bohr the English Whore, and I’m glad to 
see such a big turnout to kick off my presidential campaign.  It’s grati-
fying especially since I never even announced this rally. I call myself 
the English Whore because I teach English anytime, anywhere for 
money. If you need to pay the sin tax on your syntax or you have an 
urgent need to diagram your sentences, just call on me.

 Being politically astute and semi-conscious of the world around you, you probably re-
alize there was a Presidential election in America last year or was it the year before? 
– and nobody won. We have a new policy in American politics: politicians campaign for 
years, raise lots of money from their fat-cat friends whom they will reward with lucrative 
contracts for the newest weaponry or a more efficient method of polluting the environ-
ment, and then they are appointed king – I mean, President. 
 
 Anyway, you probably recall that George Bush was appointed and anointed, and since 
then he’s been bombing people, ignoring world opinions on global warming, Kyoto, and 
‘unlawful combatants’ , and creating an axis of good, moral, upright warmongers. You 
may also know that Al Gore lost and grew a beard to inspire people to think that he’s 
thoughtful. What you may not know is that I, Dennis Bohr, the English Whore, also ran 
for President.  Well, ran is too strong a word. I ambled – sat for President.

 I made a full disclosure of my past: I did not dodge the draft; I did not serve in Vietnam; 
I do not have a rich daddy who was President; I did not invent the Internet; I never had 
sex with anyone in the White House – though I may have had sex in a white house in 
the past.

 The primary reason for announcing my candidacy was to insure that I have steady, 
gainful employment. And if elected – or appointed – I guarantee you that I will be em-
ployed. Another major reason was that my number one choice ‘None of the above’ was 
not on the ballot, so I’m legally changing my name to None of the Above for the next 
election. Of course in North Carolina you have to register at birth to be on the ballot, but 
since I was born in Kentucky where horses are enrolled in the Kentucky Derby when 
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they’re born, that should count.

 The other choices weren’t exactly exciting.  Al Gore’s only attribute was that he’s mar-
ried to Tipper who may have once had dinner with Frank Zappa. Bush thought he was 
left the presidency in his father’s will – not remembering that his father is still alive.  And 
did he inhale, snort, drop, swallow, and/or guzzle in his college days? And if he didn’t 
what the hell did he do – study? I admit I voted for Clinton once, but I thought I was vot-
ing for George Clinton of the Funkadelics.

 So I decided to throw my rings into the hat, my oars into the waves, my two cents into 
the political bull ring. My campaign was low-key; so low-key as to be almost comatose. I 
asked my campaign manager why it was so low-key, and she replied, ‘I’ve been busy.’ 

 And so had I. I mean, it’s hard to run for President while fulfilling my English Whore du-
ties. I bet Bush and Gore didn’t have to grade papers while campaigning. Their only real 
job was flying around the country, kissing their wives in public, and saying stupid things 
– all of which qualified me for the job.

 Since I was not allowed to debate on TV with the Big Money Boys, I decided to debate 
myself in my own living room, using me as moderator.

 However, despite my scintillating performance in the debate, I lost. I didn’t win any elec-
toral college votes – no matter how many recounts were done – and I didn’t receive any 
popular votes. I thought I’d get at least a few (one waitress at the Bagelry said she’d vote 
for me), and reliable sources have informed me that I didn’t vote for me either.

 I suppose Tie-Gate was my major undoing.  Is there anything more worthless than the 
necktie – except politicians and lawyers? Ties cut off the circulation to the brain, making 
it difficult for men to think for themselves. The only reason I can figure out that men wear 
ties is so that they can remind people and themselves exactly where their penises are. 
Anyway, some unscrupulous person released pictures of me wearing a tie, and voters 
may have been turned off by my seeming hypocrisy, but I never said that I had not worn 
ties. I once wore ties, but that was merely a ‘youthful indiscretion’.

 Maybe people just wanted someone as dumb as they are – which should have qualified 
me. It was mainly a choice between a know-it-all and a know-nothing, and if you have to 
figure out which is which, well....

 Perhaps it was my tendency to exaggerate and embellish that turned voters off. My 
claim to have invented words may have been a bit of a stretch, but that’s what politi-
cians, writers, and English Whores do. I call it creative storytelling.

 My campaign manager said, ‘You win some; you lose some; and some you get rained 
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out. They just wanted it more than we did.  We’ll be back when the moon is ‘in the sev-
enth house and Jupiter aligns with Mars’.’ I think she’s swallowing too many deconges-
tants for her own good. But I’m not depressed. My English Whore duties are guaranteed 
at least through May.

 Now, I’ve been called an old, out-of-step, anti-war peacenik hippie, and I admit I couldn’t 
have said it better.  When it comes to Ben Laden and Saddam Hussein, I say we should 
not retaliate; we should litigate. Let’s sic our lawyers on them.  There are plenty to go 
around.  Sure, there may be some collateral damage but we all have to make sacrifices 
in hard times.

 What if we spent our war-machine money on teaching and feeding people? What if we 
made the Pentagon have a bake sale when they need new weapons? What if we paid 
attention to three of the greatest instruments of change – Gandhi, Martin Luther King, 
Jr. and  Jesus Christ – and turned the other cheek? What if we told our enemies, ‘You 
are welcome to sit at our table’ as Starhawk says? What if after 2000 years of keeping 
track, we resolved our differences with people in some way other than bombing them?  
The Middle East, Rwanda, Bosnia, Northern Ireland – you name your conflict – all prime 
examples that bombing solves nothing. Humans are supposedly the pinnacles of evolu-
tion.  What if we started using that organ that differentiate us from animals and stopped 
thinking with our bombs?

 And remember, in the next election vote for ‘None of the Above’.

The Fallen 
Bridie Canning

Distortion of language kills.
“Smart bombs, Friendly Fire,
Taken out, collateral damage”
Men, women, children die.
Statues topple, echoes from Iraq
Rebound off Derry Walls,
Symbols of power inanimate,
Animated by people’s anger,
Fall in hope of democracy,
Language distorted hides death.
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The Lost Word? 
Bridie Canning

Lost the word?  Why?
It is deep in the mind.
The age had hidden it.  Why?
Would it evoke pain?
Memory holds hidden words,
Forbidden words, secret words,
Words that incite, inflame,
Words of anger and pleasure.
Was Nature taking its revenge
Showing its displeasure
At the abuse of The Word ?

Monuments and Myths 
Bridie Canning

Sleeping warriors wait under Beiderhg,
Peat blanketing their ancient bones.
Beached white horses thrashing
Roar.  Is it our time?

Oisin, Cormac, Daithi dreaming in Belderrig
Your names recall the sleeping warriors.
Unleashed war-horses thrashing
Snort.  It is our time.

International Woman 
Bridie Canning

When I’m in bed counting sheep,
I name the men with whom I’d sleep;
John O’Mahony, Alan Ladd,
Jimmy Steward, he’s not bad,
John Cleese, he’s lithe and tall.
I’m too old now to bed them all.
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Summer Daze
Bridie Canning

 The huge Chieftain Oak outside the kitchen window was the only tree 
on the landscape. During the night, her first in the holiday cottage, 
Meave was scared the high wind was going to blow it over on to the 
roof The storm passed over leaving droplets of rain like teardrops on 
its leaves. As she started to prepare the potatoes for dinner she was 
moved by the beauty of the light as the sunshine and slight breeze 
played on the foliage. Through the window, came a beam that almost 

blinded her. When she recovered she found herself under a small oak tree; she felt light-
headed and free. The potato dropped from her hand as a voice said, “That Salanum 
Tuberosum will not reproduce. You’ve cut out the sprouting eyes. It’s not native like you 
an’ me.”

 The tree had gone. She was standing on a hillside that was vaguely familiar. It was cor-
rugated by rills of white potato flowers.

“What a strange name. I’ve seen them called by many names in the Supermarket. Is that 
a new one?  This is a Dublin Queen.” She picked the half peeled potato off the ground 
as she spoke.

 Sitting on the edge of one of the rills was an old man. His weather beaten face was 
almost hidden by a white beard and a few straggly hairs from his head were flying in the 
breeze. “These are from the old seed that were saved from the Spanish ships after the 
eight hundred men were massacred by Grey and that crowd of pishogs that cleared the 
land. Are you hired hereabouts?’

 His face changed as his anger rose leaving Meave, confused and uneasy, thought that 
he was too frail to be dangerous but she would have to be civil to him. ‘No, my sister 
Grania and I are on holiday. We have rented a cottage by the Lough.’

 He looked at her pityingly, then said, ‘A fine looking girl like you’ll dear buy it if there’s 
any of the Big Lord’s friends still hereabouts.’

 Uneasy and anxious to go she looked around the neat rills of white flowers saying, ‘You 
have a fine crop of potatoes this year. When will they be ready for digging?  If we’re still 
here may we buy them from you instead of having to carry them from the Supermarket 
in town?’

 She felt he looked through her as he sniffed the air
 ‘Smell the wind. They’ll be rottin’ before your eyes.’
 The white flowers and the stalks started to wilt and the sweet sickening smell of decay 



DPW Journal Vol. 1, No. 1  April 2005

26

DPW Journal

27

Vol. 1, No. 1  April 2005

surrounded her.
 ‘Phytopthora Infestans steal the bite from the table - the undertakers -steal your soul.’

 ‘We have moved on since them days, Mister. Sorry! I’ve been so confused I forgot to 
ask your name’

 ‘Sean Og they call me hereabouts, ‘He smiled showing strong white teeth out of kilter 
with his aged face. ‘They all know me. Only a wain sees me....’

 A gust of wind startled her as her sister Grania shouted in through the window, ‘I’m go-
ing for a swim with some of the girls from up the hill. Lordy, you look the colour of death. 
Are you all right?  What a stink. It’s no wonder you’re a bad colour. Are you coming for 
a swim. It’ll do you good. We’re getting a lift into town for the disco tonight. It’ll be good 
crack. That smell is awful.’

 Still in a daze Maeve answered in agreement, ‘That’s the Phytopthora Infestans.’

 Grania shook her head in exasperation saying, ‘Get real. Maeve!  You really are weird. 
That’s a fungus not a smell. It was one of the questions on my last paper. Are you com-
ing or staying here?’

 ‘I want to get the dinner cooked first. If I didn’t think about food we’d starve. You run on. 
I’m not in the mood for swimming.’

 When her sister left Maeve finished peeling the potatoes and put them on to roast while 
she prepared the salad. When she had the table set, still feeling light-headed and free, 
she locked the doors of the cottage went out the kitchen door and walked up the hill 
at the back of the house expecting to see the old man and his ruined potato crop. He 
was nowhere to be seen. Yet, she knew that this was the place where she had seen 
him. Grazing sheep startled by her appearance scurried away from her as she walked 
through the grass covered corrugated rills.

 ‘Are you coming to the disco in town tonight Maeve?  Our Hugh is giving us a lift.’

 It was one of the girls from the cottage up the hill.

 ‘I’m not sure, but Grania won’t miss a night in town. Can you tell me where that old man 
Sean Og lives. I’d like to have another word with him.’

 The girl laughed, ‘Whose been telling you stories. I suppose it’s them edjits down the 
pub. You didn’t fall for it, they do that to every new girl that comes here. That’s their 
chat-up line, hoping to pull as they say, thinking you’]] be too scared to walk back here 
on your own.’
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 ‘I haven’t been in the pub so far. What has it to do with Sean Og?  He seemed harmless 
enough. I thought he was rather sweet, spouting Latin names for the potatoes. Is he a 
teacher?’

 ‘The only Sean Og here that I know of,’ she looked worried then continued, ‘What do 
you mean harmless?  You must be joking. Everybody knows the story of Sean Og – it’s 
been handed down since the Famine.’

 Can’t be the same one. I spoke to a Sean Og today.’

 ‘Maeve, he has been dead since 1847. They say he hanged one of the Undertakers and 
then himself on that big tree outside your kitchen window. That’s why it is still standing. 
Almost a memorial to his protest against the rents. So the story goes. Oh! and supersti-
tion says that every time he appears a house in the area goes up in flames. Where is 
that smoke coming from?’

 Maeve turned to see the smoke and flames billowing out of the window and on to the 
thatch of her cottage roof. ‘Oh Lord! I forgot I had the potatoes in the oven. Get the fire 
brigade. Have you got a mobile?  Mine’s in the cottage.’ But the girl was running down 
the hill talking into the phone while a voice in Maeve’s ear made her turn to face Sean 
Og.

‘You said they were Dublin Queens. Grey’s men were Queen’s men too. Hell roasts 
them.’

 For the first time

 Maeve saw the rope marks on his neck as he became one with the tree outside the 
burning cottage.
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The Frock That Thought it Was a Woman
Bridie Canning

 It has got to be perfect. An exclusive. A self coloured material.’ The 
Designer stood looking at us as we lay on the table. ‘We have got to 
make our name this season with a new emphasis on simplicity.

The Cutter, excited at the prospect of change, asked, ‘What about a 
woman’s....?’

 The Designer interrupted reaching for me. ‘Red Velvet, it’s magic.’

 Expensive but feminine.’ shouts woman.

 I laughed as they ran their fingers through my folds and admired my colour and how 
well the light reflected off me. I laughed even more as they cut me to suit their pattern. 
They knew I was a woman. I shouted, ‘I’m a woman. A magic Red Velvet woman.’

 The knife cut deep, but I was taking shape. Even the pricking of the tacking needle gave 
me pleasure. Nobody would reject a Red Velvet woman. The old Black Velvet thread, 
that flew about the workroom when the door opened, told me of the resentment it felt of 
its bewitching power when as a fine thread I said.

 ‘I would love to have your magic.’

 ‘You shall have it. I’m tired of being the little black velvet. I’m weary of being used in 
seduction and erotica. Anyway, they say that brown is the new black. I’ve had enough of 
it. You take it.’ Black Velvet rolled up into a ball in a sulk, while I absorbed all the power 
through the length of my bale. 

 Now, I was cut and taking shape on a machine that sizzled through my every curve. The 
Cutter and Designer watched in fascination as the machinist lovingly turned and formed 
me ready to be placed on the wooden manikin that displayed my beauty. I would show 
them that I was a woman. I had life in me. Black Velvet blew into a corner of the room 
as the resident model swept into the workroom saying, ‘Darlings. It’s magic. When can 
I try it on?
 
I thought, ‘I do not like you. You are too broad across the bottom. Say it.’

 The Designer and Cutter looked embarrassed. ‘Sorry. It seemed to take on a life of its 
own. Besides you would need to lose bit of weight across the bottom.’

The model flounced out in rage, screaming ‘How dare you. My trainer says I’m a perfect 
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shape and weight.’ The room shook as the door slammed.
 The Designer looked at the Cutter saying, ‘That came out all wrong. Our model is per-
fect. I don’t know what came over me.’

 The Black Velvet flew out of the corner as the door slammed and whispered. ‘That’s 
mild compared to what I heard that one say, in the fitting room, as the denims were torn 
off the trainer and dropped on the ground. I can’t tell you what was said. I am too polite. 
But before I go, get them to fit you up with a bit of sparkle on the bosom. It’s top fashion 
this season.’

 I shuddered at the thought. The wooden manikin was cold and inflexible. I longed for 
movement and could hear the Designer and Cutter rummaging through the accessory 
drawers. They were too far away to hear what they were saying. I shouted, above the 
sizzle of the machines, not yet sure if the magic was working. ‘I do not want sparkle. 
None of that cheap rubbish, it’s either diamonds or a corsage.’

 As they shook their heads over the drawers I heard the Designer say, ‘Diamonds would 
make it too expensive. Try a corsage. Nothing elaborate, just a touch.’

 The Cutter nodded assent, ‘Fine with me. May I try Diamanté first to see the effect? 
You’re the designer.’

 No matter where they placed the sparkle I kept shouting, ‘No sparkle on me. I’m not a 
Christmas tree. I want gold or a glorious corsage.’

 The Designer left my side to answer the phone and sounded more excited as the con-
versation went on. I was more concerned with the fumbling of the Cutter whose hand 
was on my waist desperately trying to fix a Diamanté stone on my neckline.

 The Designer put down the phone saying, ‘See you in a few minutes. Bye.’

 ‘Leave the Diamanté now. I have a buyer, who is going to a Charity Ball, coming up to 
have a look. Get one of the finishers to run the steam iron over the hem. I know – it cries 
gold chains or maybe silver.’

 My sigh of relief nearly caused an accident as the steam warmed up the cold inflexible 
mannequin and fluffed up the pile that had been flattened by the manhandling of the 
machinist.
 I waited breathlessly for the buyer and enjoyed the gold chain on my waist. The 
Designer voiced my thoughts in three words, ‘Perfection; utter simplicity.’

 Yet, as the prospective buyer came in the door I repeated the words. Such perfection I 
had only seen in the magazines that were scattered round the workroom.
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 ‘You’re mine,’I flattered as the tall lithe figure approached. ‘Who sculptured you? 
Michael Angelo?’

 A broad smile answered. There was no need for words. The buyer looked at me from 
all angles. I shimmered as her ring caught on one of the threads that the finisher had 
missed. We were united until the Cutter released us. Then the Designer folded me into 
the arms of the Sculpted one and I was carried into the fitting room where we became 
one.

 Humming ‘Material Girl’ she gently rearranged my folds. Enthralled, I watched as she 
reached for the corsage that I desired.

 It was perfect.

For She Is Art 
Nuala Carten

A cobalt blue streak, 
lies in the hollow of her neck
ritually anointing her hallowed pulse.  
Droplets of yellow gold, 
curve a trail to the allure and warmth 
of her unashamed unbridled breast.  
Lovett shaded green, 
nestles in one unruly curl jealously 
guarding her from those who only pine.  
A daub of crimson, 

on her upheld palm a vivid warning 
to the hand wringing praying philistine.  
Sunset russet,
gently falls on her brow illuminating 
her fixed gaze on wisdom’s prow. 
Beads of black,
brands its signature on the pure 
canvas of her thigh its work complete.  
But hers only beginning.



DPW Journal Vol. 1, No. 1  April 2005

30

DPW Journal

31

Vol. 1, No. 1  April 2005

The Wonderful Girls
Nuala Carten

What wonderful girls,
How did they come to be here?
Is it possible they are ours, those blessed blasted girls.
Birthing Jesus couldn’t feel better than this,
Watching them grow far beyond our scope
Realising more for us,
Than a shiftless nod to hope.
Afraid to contaminate them,
Aware of our own wonder slowly slipping away.
But hold on look at them now
What nonsense are they up to anyhow.
Why are they laughing, pointing and bringing a crowd?
‘What those two there, the two silly old sows?’
Explaining to their friends who had enquired
Who were the wonderful OLD girls?
We stared at each other, speechless for now.
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Explosions
Debbie Caulfield

There were three, one of them, quite innocent, perpetrated by me. 
We had one of those old valve TVs, big wooden box, small picture.  
It had been kept alive for several years by John, the repair man.
He wore a string vest in a shop crammed full of crossed wires.  
He cannibalized other sets, took out the valves that still glowed, 
Completed circuits in between scratching his oxters and his backside.  
He could no longer fix it with all his tinkering.
We put the TV in the shed to hibernate, dragged it out on a summer day.  
I wanted to see what was behind the screen.
Hit it a whack with the hammer, I egged my brother.
Older and wiser, he cautiously tap, tap, tapped;
I poked him, hit it a good whack.
He told me to stand back with him, flung the hammer. 
Full force it hit.
The screen exploded, landed at our feet.
No picture, all sound.
White faced and anxious our mother stood by the door.  
All picture, no sound.
***
Another evening, walking out late with me; 
the council offices exploded.
The hand that bound me to her,
tightened, pulled me closer, her voice; 
hushed, I hope no one was in there.
People appearing out of houses;
they streamed towards the sheet of flames. 
The night watchman had gone for his dinner;
he sat in the comfort of his home.

***
The council offices were rebuilt, 
the old site turned into a bottle bank, 
for glass melted clear as our kitchen window that heard
the blast, reflected the waves as it shimmered and rattled. 
The glass remembered its liquid past, didn’t shatter, didn’t shard.
The police station has been resited, girded, 
after that parcel, planted on the street, 
splattered the men in the passing car.
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Those Three Little Words
Ann Keys Colton

‘Jesus Mary and Joseph’
That’s what my ma would say in times of strife
If that wasn’t bad enough, out came the holy shower, 
Knock’s best.
First us, then all the rooms. 
If there was a loud unfamiliar bang
There she’d be sprinkling the water all around in the manner of a bishop.
No one uttered a word when this took over her or we’d get the bang
For disturbing the ritual.
That was my ma, Jesus Mary and Joseph
For years I thought
And sensed imminent danger when those three names were said,
I find myself in times of frustration, uptight, repeating the
Jesus, Mary and Joseph Line.

Beyond the Gates
Ann Keys Colton

Mother Francis bent with age, beckons an elbow up
from fragile minds within the shadows.
My dislike for her turned to pity as she praises god for another day
bent with age or maybe rage
as a bride unfulfilled.
Mementoes from the convent creep into adulthood,
emotions fueling anger like Etna
awaiting eruption.
To flow in valleys of freedom
from slavery.
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Confession Box Tales
Ann Keys Colton

All three of us, pushed out to Saturday morning confessions
We’d discuss what sins were tell-able leaving the not so tell-able for another week.
The chapel had an eerie quiet,
Times repetitive whispered penances, beads clicking and the odd cough
Reminded me that others were about the large building
 
We’d nudge each other with secret signs.
‘She took a quare long time in there, pass it on.’
Giggles were suppressed by Miss Marple look-alikes who
Lived in god’s house or so it seemed to us girls.
 
There was always a face fight, who goes first.
The gridded partition slid back echoing through the isles.
As always I wanted to scarper, but again the thought, 
of a pure white soul made me feel angelic
Promising to god that it would stay that way.
If my sins were few and far between, Father Mick would prompt,
‘No big lies or bad to your mammy.’
No fathered tremble, hoping that as he leered towards the partition he would fail
To sense more lies.
‘Say two Hail Mary’s and an Our Father.’
No of us spoke during the penance in case we’d forget what was given.
My heart raced, in case someone in the line heard my confession,
Head bowed, ‘I’ll wait outside, pass it on.’

Mirror Image
Bridie Conefry

Theresa sat down at the small table near the window. She would have preferred her 
usual seat in the corner, but tired after a long day, she was glad to sit anywhere.  She 
sipped at her tea; it was hot, not too strong, just how she liked it, and just how he used to 
like it. Mind you today she would have been grateful for anything. Of course the choco-
late cake helped the chocolate cake in here always helped, not that she indulged that 
often, but what the hell she needed a sugar fix.
 
She noticed a woman sitting on her own across the room from her.  She couldn’t help 
but stare.  There was something vaguely familiar about her.  Where had she seen her 
before? She smiled. The woman smiled back but it didn’t quite reach her eyes.  She 
wondered what life had dealt her to make her this sad.  Well she would leave her in 
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peace; she had enough to worry about.  Her tea almost finished she looked over again, 
the woman was still there – it couldn’t be from school, she was about five years older 
than Theresa and a little bit heavier.  Still you could tell that she looked after herself.

 The tea and the ambiance had the desired effect, Teresa started to relax and look 
around her.  It was a comfortable coffee shop, decorated in soft blues and creams. 
The old fashioned type where they prided themselves in making their own pastries and 
cakes and ground their own coffee, hence the wonderful aromas wafting in the warm 
air, filling the nooks and crannies where you could usually hide when you wanted to be 
on your own.  Not today though, today it was packed.  She was lucky to have gotten a 
seat at all.  The pretty young waitresses were rushed off their feet.  I must remember to 
leave a good tip.

 She couldn’t help but laugh at the harassed mother trying desperately to feed her child.  
The baby, a boy had his own ideas it seemed about what he wanted to eat and how he 
was going to eat it.  The poor mother, oh but it brought back fond memories.  When she 
looked over the woman was laughing too She looked younger and prettier when she 
laughed. I must remember to laugh more often if that’s what it does for you. Maybe that’s 
where we’ve met in the maternity ward.

 Another baby tired with the feeding ritual threw his half empty bowl to the floor. Its moth-
er flushed with embarrassment and exhaustion looked around her pleading for help and 
understanding.  It came in the form of a professional looking gentleman at the next table. 
He put his newspaper down and with an ease that surprised Theresa started to chat to 
the toddler amusing him long enough for the mother to attract the waitress’s attention.  
In no time at all the mess was cleaned up. The mother thanked the man and breathed 
a sigh of relief in having survived another obstacle course. The little devil turned into an 
angel as only babies can and charmed everyone before he left.

 Theresa refilled her cup; she wanted to prolong this feeling of anonymity for a little lon-
ger.  She caught the women’s eye, she was doing the same. She was obviously in no 
hurry to get home either.

 This is what Theresa liked most about her café, even when it was packed the wait-
resses didn’t  hover, didn’t expect you to go. They seemed to enjoy the fact that their 
customers didn’t want to leave them.  There were five of them in all.  Theresa knew 
them all by sight. They were polite, efficient always there if you needed them but never 
intrusive. Of course this was a family business started some 50-years ago. You could tell 
that the waitresses were all related. They had the same colouring, the same stature, the 
same dark curly hair and then there was the old lady, she must be at least 80, but she 
was always there sitting at the counter. Her silver hair dressed everyday with a different 
clasp. Occasionally she would walk around the café greeting her customers, checking 
the uniforms, the tablecloths, always singing. Maybe that’s why Theresa felt so at peace 
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in this establishment they knew instinctively that the time spent here was about much, 
much more than a cup of tea.

She stole another glance at the woman opposite. She had a quizzical look on her face 
as if she was trying to figure out who Theresa was.  I knew I wasn’t imagining it, she 
knows me too.  Theresa looked away in case the woman thought she was staring.  
Anyway her tea was finished and she had to catch the last bus home.

 She got up from her chair and left a tip on her saucer before lifting her shopping.  As 
she walked out of the café she turned feeling compelled to make some sort of acknowl-
edgment to the woman that she was leaving but she was already gone.  Theresa felt 
cheated of what she didn’t quite know.
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Dying Swedish Summer
Damian G. Coyle

Its leaves are falling again on Autumn cough,
Slotsgogan senses the white geese placed against 
the lift to sky, 
As if memories were dying high above,
Streaked on golden arrows drenched, in the sun-
warmed hours of lost.
There I saw how empty my life was, Then, in those 
long filled afternoons.  
Failing and failing our wounded days, Carrying my 

heart to a distant shorefront.  Opened to Avienda in the gusts of wind, fearfully with the 
hearing wings. 
I saw newer lands,
Before you, on distant shore fronts.
My flapping heart echoed into this magnificent fjord.  
Then the hearing grew still.
Even the rain runs more softly now,
Down my cheeks, quietly darkening to oil, 
the migrating geese to slip entirely away.  
Into the undergrowth of silence.

Don’t Leave Me 
Damian G. Coyle

Don’t leave me,
leave me again.
How could I do that?
Just don’t wake up.
Could I?
The same way you left,
everyone,
by suicide.
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Breakdown
Anne Crilly

Would you do me a favour?
No.
For old times sake?
No.
Well, tell me one thing...
Nope.

Is there someone else?
No.

Do you still love me?
(Silence)

What if...?
No.
I could change.
No.
But...
NO!

You don’t-even know what I was going to say!
The answer’s still ‘no’ anyway.

Let’s Part 
Damian G. Coyle

Love smiles,
let’s part,
in deceit,
when we meet.

It blankets the guilt.
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Loafers
Anne Crilly

Black loafers, hardly worn, 
snow-track smudges puzzle.

Rummaging for polish under the sink
I remember the leak on the floor, 
that spot,
that time.

The milk’s come in,
meant for two
but only one
to suck.

Swollen breasts overflow
feel them drip, overflow
on my shoes, on the floor.
Sodden tee-shirt,
stop the flow, someone.

Melt the snow, black it out.
Black me out
from that kitchen sink, crying
over spilt milk.

Night Fears
May Curran

As I lie in slumber deep,
The swirling mist of grey and green,
Around my head in halos sweep.

Then come the change to purple deep,
With black in bursts a solid sheet
In fear and trembling I then awake,
The golden light and warming sun,
The night has gone, so hail the day.
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The Castle
May Curran

Once it was a castle,
With lords and ladies grand,
Now it houses memories of days
Long since gone.
The cattle grazing around it,
Care not for what it was,
The lush grass is their target,
Its broken walls their home.

Missiles by Night
Joe Duggan 
(After W H. Auden)

These are the missiles crossing the border
Bringing the truth and the new world order
Missiles from the rich, missiles for the poor
The house at the corner and the girl next door
Coming down on Kabul a steep decline
The wind’s against them but they’re on time

Whistling quietly through mountain passes
Silent miles of desert grasses
Birds twist their bodies as they pass over
Staring from the bushes hiding for cover
Shepherd’s dogs cannot turn their course
They slumber on with paws across
In the farm they pass no one wakes
But a jug in the corner gently shakes

Missiles of judgement
Missiles that are bitter
Missiles to remind you we are much better
Missiles to avert a humanitarian crisis
Missiles to show you are not as nice as
The countries that send missiles that bend
To land at your door or maybe next door
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And if they were wrong
They’ll drop you a bandage
And file you under collateral damage
Missiles of care
Missiles of hope
Missiles to light up our TV’s in between soaps
Missiles that are appropriate
Missiles that are discreet
Missiles that leave hillsides looking quite neat
Missiles that are technological 
Missiles that are smart
Missiles that rip human beings apart
Sent first class and paid by tax
To a far away post code
With a food parcel attached
And in the settlement someone thinks they hear a plane
A little child peaks from under blankets
Mother whispers of moving out to the hills
As a missiles soars down from the judging sky
With this message from the West painted on its side
‘We will eradicate terror wherever it may lie’
‘We will eradicate terror wherever it may lie’

South Through the Star Door
Maureen Egan

 Once upon a time. Long, long ago and far, far away there was a special garden where 
all the birds lived. There were birds of every shape and size. The colours of their feath-
ers were every shade of the rainbow.

 In this garden multicoloured flowers bloomed all the time. Trees and shrubs were ev-
ery shade of green, red and yellow. There were pools of crystal clear water. There was 
plenty of food to eat. Everyone was happy.

 Rose Robin and Pink Robin were great friends. As they flew from branch to branch they 
dreamed of great adventures. They discussed and talked and wondered what it would 
be like outside their Garden of Eden.

 One day as they were discussing noisily what it would be like to go outside, Rosellas 
and Egrets stopped to find out what all the noise was about. After listening to the little 
birds for a while they too joined in the game.
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 Next day and the day after that they continued to talk and wonder about the world out-
side their garden. The group got larger and larger as Fruit Doves, Rainbow Bee-Eaters, 
Golden Parrots, Cockatoos, Lorikeets and Galahs joined in.

 Suddenly Pink Robin called for silence and said: ‘Why don’t we go and see what is 
outside?’

 Now every millennium four doors opened on the perimeter of the garden - one to the 
North, one to the South, one to the East and one to the West. The opening day was fast 
approaching. They had to decide quickly if they wanted to go outside or they would not 
be ready on time.

 They held an election to see how many would like to go. It was a big decision. They 
knew if they went outside they could never return. A ‘yes’ vote (to go) dropped a yellow 
petal under the Rose Bush. A ‘no’ vote (to stay) dropped a red petal under the Hawthorn 
bush. A large group voted to go. The group met to elect a leader and to decide by which 
door they would exit the garden. Egret was elected leader and Dove was second in 
command. Everybody agreed to exit the garden by the South Door. The leaders had 
two pieces of advice for the travelers: Eat sufficiently for what might be long journey and 
Rest - Rest - Rest.

 The great day finally arrived; everyone who wanted to travel came to the South Door 
chatting excitedly, maybe a little scared. The whirlpool started to spin, a little split ap-
peared. It got bigger and bigger and bigger until the star door was visible. The door 
opened. It was time to go. 

 A last look around and a million brightly coloured wings flew out. Egret, the leader, led 
the way, Dove stayed at the back. As they flew out the door, it closed the garden disap-
peared. They all felt a little frightened but it was very exciting
.
 Blue sky above and what looked like blue sky below. They dived down to see. It was 
water but they could not drink it because it was salty. Egret gathered the group together. 
He said they had to find shelter before it got dark. Off they flew the big birds on the out-
side and the little ones secure in the centre. They flew and flew; sometimes they were 
able to rest for a while on a current of air that was blowing along their path.

 Suddenly below in the blue water they saw a long dark shadow. Kingfisher dived down 
to investigate. It was the penguins returning home after their day at sea. The birds fol-
lowed the penguins to land. They had found a safe sheltered place to perch. They fell 
fast asleep.

 Next morning the noisy chattering of the penguins returning to the sea woke everybody. 
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They opened their eyes and looked around. There was room for all the birds; food was 
plentiful so they decided to stay with their penguin friends for a few days.

 Day after day they flew further afield but they always came to their penguin friends at 
night. Then they chatted excitedly about the wonderful sights they had seen. Fern filled 
gullies, gum, myrtle, beech and towering mountain ash trees, clear wide rivers and tum-
bling noisy waterfalls. 

 One day as a flock of birds was resting by a trickling stream, they heard a happy laugh-
ing sound. It was the Kookaburras. They welcomed them to their new land. They ar-
ranged to meet next day in the rain forest by the cascading waterfall.

 Next morning bright and early they flew to the rainforest and saw the tumbling waterfall. 
The Kookaburras were there to greet them. They had brought some friends with them, 
Blue Wrens, Lyrebirds and Eagles who had arrived in this land at the beginning of the 
first millennium. They too had flown from the garden through the south door. They had 
tales to tell of high seas crashing against golden coloured rocks. Blowholes making 
thundering noise as the sea crashed against towering cliffs. Calm blue seas where mul-
ticoloured fish swam in clear sparkling water, hills bedecked with trees whose branches 
seemed to stretch almost to the sky.

 The newcomers had to see for themselves all these sights. It was time for them to 
leave. They had a big going away party to say their goodbyes. Everybody had a great 
time singing their sweetest songs and dancing their most colourful dances.

 Next morning they split up into groups. Some groups settled very quickly in their new 
home along the coast. Other groups set up home in the wooded areas inland. One ad-
venturous group decided to further to travel inland. As they flew further and further from 
the coast the trees they needed for shelter got smaller and smaller. Soon there were 
only scrub and grasses to give them shelter from the hot sun during the day. At night 
they had to huddle together to keep warm, food was scarce but they did not go hungry. 
They ate wild figs, wild plums and grass seeds. Finding water was their main problem.

 Luckily they met the little button quails and the crested pigeons; these dull coloured 
birds had lived in this area for a long time and knew where to find water. They advised 
the new corners to stay in the desert only for a short time as their bright coloured feath-
ers would fade in the harsh sunlight and there was very little protection for them during 
the very cold nights.

 On and on they flew. Their flight path took them over giant rocks that changed colour at 
sunrise and sunset. These were the only colours to be seen in this very flat land. Rain, 
thunder and lightening and piercing cold winds took their toll. Many of the small birds 
needed help to stay on course.
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 One day as they were resting, they saw a great sight. The sun was high in the sky when 
suddenly it started to get dark. The moon was rising even though it was the middle of the 
day. As it slowly covered the sun a great halo of shimmering light surrounded the moon. 
All the stars twinkled in the sky. It was such an amazing sight that there was not a sound 
to be heard as they gazed through the long grass at the total eclipse of the sun.

 When it was over and they started to talk to each other again they realised that they 
all felt full of energy. They were eager to fly on and find a place where they could settle 
down and make a home for themselves.

 So it was that some time later they saw in the distance shades of green, the giant trees 
reached to the sky and between the trees were waterfalls and rivers. In the distance 
they could see the great blue sea where the multicoloured fish swam. Rose Robin and 
Pink Robin and all their friends had arrived in the place they would soon call home. Later 
more birds flew through the South Door to join them. They all live happily in the new 
earth land they found.

 The land they live in we now call Australia.

Storms
Ellen Factor
 
I was more prolific when he was pissing me off 
But now we seem to be in some eye of some storm.  
There’s an electrically charged calmness 
a suspicious quiet and I’m afraid to turn my head.
I’m uninspired by the stillness, the inverse of chaos, the anti-place.

My friend was shivering last night.  
My best friend.
The words coming from her beer-dry lips were not words.  
It was more than a drunken Mantra or 
a checklist of people and a catalog of apologies.
The words meant something.
One regret above the rest?
One mistake?
Or was it everything?
Every pulse point converging into one pain 
hit with a circular blow
fine-hysterical-fine-hysterical-shaking/crying-fine-hysterical
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ambulance-doctor:

‘Why are you drinking if you’ve got an ulcer?’ 
‘Cause I’m simple.
‘Why are you drinking if you’ve got an ulcer?’ 
‘Cause I’m crazy. Take me to Gransha.
She knows Gransha; she goes to visit her Granny 
every Monday and Thursday, 
every Thursday and Monday.

We’ll take her home now, 
her words are words again 
she’s asking for crisps and crunchy bars 
because the canteen is long shut and they don’t sell sandwiches 
from the vending machines in the corridor.

Sleep now, shhhh, quiet love,
sleep in the eye of your storm.
I’ll feed the dogs.
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Lagg Chapel, Inishowen
Tom Finnigan

It sits among the dunes
By Quigley’s dark hill.
Crocknagalcossagh and Crockaughrim
Echo the chat of climbing folk
Leaving cars for chapel,
Chat littered with nicknames.
Wind salted,
They laugh among the graves
Along the edge of Europe.

Coins clatter, feet shuffle,
Blessed water scalds the faces
Gathered at the chapel door.
They twist beads, raise an incense
Of tweed and sheep with Saturday’s vodka.
Forward go the brave through the eye of a neighbour.
Candles flame.

They wait among the sniffs,

Heads turning, smiles acknowledged, throats clearing.

Behold the lambs of God.



DPW Journal Vol. 1, No. 1  April 2005

46

DPW Journal

47

Vol. 1, No. 1  April 2005

Everything Alright? 
Eugene Floyd
(Dedicated to single-parent mothers)

Wash the children, wash the clothes
Wash the dishes, wash the floors,

Heaps of work to do every day,
Heaps of work that gets no pay,

Even when she’s tired and weary,

Even then there’s still the worry,

Life is but a constant struggle,
Life for her is toil and trouble,

Oh how she’d love it all to end
Oh how she’d love to be again,

Free from all this daily routine
Free to live life as she pleases,

Life for her now is her children,
Life for her now their well being,

If she could, she’d make life better,
If she could, but who would help her?

Further down and down she goes,
Further down and no-one knows,

Everthing alright?  They ask,
Everything alright?
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Ode to Reading 
Anne Graham

 Prelude
 -----------------
Where have you been to
With your dreaming eyes?
 1
         - - -
I have been to the stars and back,
Traveled galaxies,
Seen stars born and stars die,
Sailed on the tail of comets,
Lived with strange people
On strange worlds
.
 2
         - - -
I have ridden on the backs of unicorns,
Flown through the air on eagles,
Danced with fairies by moonlight,
Swam the oceans with mermen,
Spoken with dragons.

 3
         - - -    

I have feasted with kings and queens,
Been loved by princes and princesses,
Fought quests,
Won treasures,
Learnt from great magicians,
Stood side by side with mighty warriors,
Looked on evil in many guises
And overcome it.

 4
          - - -
I have lived a thousand lives
With the turning of a page.
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The Mermaid’s Song 
Anne Graham

He dangled me from his charmed rod
Where I struggled desperately
Torn gasping from my element
Striving to get back to freedom

Let me go back to the cool blue ocean
To the calm sea of my former being 
I was meant for the depths of still waters

He put me in a gold fish bowl
Upon his living-room table 
Where I swim around and around 
Beneath his indifferent gaze

At night I still dream of the cool ocean
Of the calm sea of my former being 
I dream of the depths of still blue waters
Of the siren song of the sun-lit sea

Tragedy 
Anne Graham

If this were a Classic tragedy
I would die from love.

Anne feeling he didn’t love her
Threw herself into a lake
And, like Ophelia, drowned.

Meanwhile he would ride (or sail)
All night to tell her it was a mistake
But would arrive to late
Just in time, in fact,
To hold her in his arms and weep
Before they lowered her into her grave.

But this is not a Classic tragedy
I will not die from love
And he will not repent.
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Allure
Anne Graham

 What?’ Clare said, leaning closer to Gemma. The music was loud and lively. The night-
club filled with laughing, roisterous people out to have a good time.

 Clare and her friends were on a girl’s night out to celebrate Gemma’s birthday.  They 
were already fairly intoxicated and at that giggly, off-balance stage when one throws 
caution to the wind. ‘I said, that guy keeps looking at you,’ Gemma shouted in Clare’s 
ear. Clare followed the direction of Gemma’s nod.

 A tall Latino type stood at the bar. He smiled at Clare as he caught her eye. Clare smiled 
back. Ordinarily she wouldn’t have bothered. She was very aware of how good-looking 
she was and was used to men staring at her. Besides she already had a boyfriend. But 
this guy was cute.

 Taking his cue from her smile, the guy threaded his way between the packed tables 
to her side and asked her to dance. He was a good dancer; his movement’s fluid and 
practised. Clare was aware of people watching them. She knew they must make a 
good-looking couple. She reveled in her own slim, attractive body as she gyrated to the 
music.

 Clare was under no illusion. She knew his type, a girl in every port.  But what was the 
harm in a little flirtation? A good-looking girl like herself deserved to be noticed and 
sought after. And Dave had been rather taking her for granted lately.

 After the dance the guy accompanied Clare back to her table. She found herself enjoy-
ing talking to him. He seemed genuinely interested in everything about her.  She found 
herself telling him her whole life story.  It was very flattering to have some-one hanging 
on every word, interested in every little detail about her.

 By the end of the night Clare had decided to go back to his place with him. She could 
always tell Dave she had gone back to Gemma’s for a few more drinks. She wouldn’t 
usually do anything like this, but the guy was so interested so absorbed in her. She was 
flattered and wanted to prolong the attention. Besides, he was gorgeous.

 Back in his motel room the guy explored her body slowly and painstaking.  He seemed 
fascinated with every inch of her. Clare preened under his attention.  She knew she was 
good-looking and had taken care to keep her body in trim. It was good to be appreci-
ated.

 ‘Will you give yourself to me?’ he asked, as he stroked and caressed her. ‘All of you.  I 
want it all.’
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 ‘Yes, take me, take all of me,’ Clare said, arching her body towards him.

 He made love to her with the same fluid, practised style as his dancing. He must have 
practised a lot to get this good, Clare thought.

 Afterwards he reached over to the bedside table and filled a small glass from a de-
canter.

 ‘Drink this,’ he told her, handing her the glass.

 ‘What is it?’ Clare asked.

 ‘Taste it. You’ll like it,’ he encouraged.

 Clare took a sip. It was sweet, not unpleasant. She drank the rest down to please him.

 She felt a drowsiness creep over her.  Her eyes closed. But no, she reminded herself, 
she had to get home to Dave. She forced her eyes open.

 The guy stood over her, something thin and shiny in his hand. A small case stood open 
on the bedside table, filled with what looked like surgical instruments.

 Clare struggled to rouse herself, aware now of danger. But she could feel herself slip-
ping away.

 ‘Just relax. You won’t feel a thing,’ his voice reassured her, as unconsciousness took 
her.

 After peeling off his gruesome body disguise, Oxymendylheflen deftly dissected the 
body and packed it in ice, labeling it: Human, Female, Type A, specimen No. 000249.

 He hummed as he worked. He knew most of his people would find the idea of handling 
a live, squirming human revolting. But as an extraterrestrial cultural research biologist 
he was able to put his personal squeamishness aside and find them scientifically quite 

interesting despite their ugliness.
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Conversation With An Israeli Soldier 
Gordon Hewitt

You ask me if I question 
Why we are here
Of course!  Many times!  
On each day of each year.

You ask me if I question
The checkpoints, the curfews
The inculcation of fear
Of course! Many times!
On each day of each year.

You ask me if I challenge
Views of those who determine
Why we are here.
Of course!  Many times!
On each day of each year

But you have to understand
My situation demands
There are times I must
Shield my face
From those who determine
Why we are here

In case they witness
These lines on my face
Which are carved by concern
Over actions which make
My commitment less clear
On each day of each year

But let me tell you this
There are times unlike how 
You see me now
Where my uniform disappears 
And I bask in the sun
On a Tel Aviv beach
With my wife and my children
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My mind opens under a sun 
I know they cannot see 
My ears resonate with 
The sounds of a sea 
I know they cannot hear 
On any day of any year

That brutal blinding sun
Screens images I’d rather forget
Arab faces screaming, crying
Alongside the molten bodies
Of more Arab dead

Terror, yes, terror
That is the method we use here 
On each and every day
Of each and every year

But no matter what you argue 
We subdue because we have to 
Despite my many questions 
That is why I’m here
Of course!  Many questions!
On each day of each year
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Lament of a (Potential) Suicide Bomber
Gordon Hewitt

I wanted Paradise to welcome me
Not now
But much later in life

I wanted Paradise to welcome me
Not now
Without a child and a wife

But I say this to you

Give us F16’s, tanks
The same weapons of those that oppress us

Give us the billions
The same funds as those that oppress us
Or better give us peace
Do you really think under such circumstances
I would do what I am about to do
And remember before you answer
I am no different to you

The Thoughts of a Palestinian Father 
Gordon Hewitt

These children are our future
If you pour love in their soil
You will see green healthy shoots of love
In return

But

If you feed that soil
Bombs, settlements, soldiers
These flowers will grow
Like Bin Laden

And

Like weeds in any garden
They are not easily destroyed
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Candles – Through a Palestine Girl’s Eyes
Gordon Hewitt

 Read this out to the people that you meet
And let them know that under the occupation
This is how I feel:

‘The days of our future stand before us 
Like a row of lighted candles
Golden warm and lively candles
The days gone by remain behind us
A mournful line of burnt out candles 
The nearest ones are still smoking 
Cold candles melted and bent 
I do not want to look at them
Their form saddens me
And it saddens me to recall their first light 
I look ahead at my lighted candles 
I do not want to turn back lest I see and shudder 
How quickly the sombre line lengthens
How quickly the burnt out candles multiply.’

Curfew in Palestine 
Gordon Hewitt

The only thing visible
In this rubble-ridden
ghost town city – 

Two flags – 

One attached to a kite
And one attached to a tank.
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Mohammed’s Reprise 
Gordon Hewitt

I love the scorpion
I do not fear him
In fact
I kiss him
For he is beautiful
But I am more beautiful.

A Mother’s Love
Kathleen Hutton

 Mags came down the stairs and went straight out to the kitchen. She didn’t want to talk 
to anyone at the moment. She sat the diary down on the table and started to make a cup 
of tea. She needed something for the shock.

 ‘Christ on top of everything else I’m turning into my mother.’ As if on cue her mother 
called out from the living room.
 
 ‘Who are you talkin’ to Margaret?’

 ‘No-one mother.’

 ‘That’s a bad sign love, talkin’ to yourself, or so youse keep tellin’ me.’ The old lady 
chuckled mischievously as she flicked channels with the remote control. ‘Make me a cup 
of tea as well, will you love? I don’t want to miss the Jerry Springer show.’

 ‘You don’t know the half of it mother,’ Mags muttered lifting the diary again.
Sat 16  March

 I saw him again last night. He was standing on the corner with his mates. He looked so, 
oh he just looked so – he even spoke to me. ‘Hi ya babe.’ Me and Liz just giggled and 
walked on. We met him later on at the chippie.  He walked us home. He squeezed my 
hand when his mates weren’t looking.

 Margaret where’s that tea? You’re missing all the craic.’ Mags put the diary into her 
pocket and went into the living room. Her mother was too intent on what was happening 
on TV to notice that Mags was in another world. She looked at her mother remember-
ing all the times she had made her leave the dances to catch the last bus home. She 
could never understand why. After all she was a grown up, or so she thought. It was only 
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now since Siobhan turned 16 that she understood. It wasn’t easy bringing up children 
alone.

 ‘Margaret. Earth to Margaret, are we still goin’ shoppin’?’

 Mags nodded her head absent mindedly. ‘Don’t worry mother I’ll be ready in half an 
hour, although I don’t know what all the fuss is about new hand bag, new dress and a 
visit to the hairdressers and all for an old biddy from Dublin that you haven’t seen in 
years.’

 ‘It’s called pride in your appearance dear now hurry up,’ Annie laughed ushering her 
daughter upstairs. Mags put on a bit of lipstick, and brushed her hair.  She went to put 
the diary in the drawer but couldn’t help herself, she had to read some more.  Siobhan 
would be furious with her if she knew she had been going through her things, but it 
wasn’t intentional, she didn’t even know Siobhan had kept a diary. Part of her wished 
that she had never found it but she had and she would have to do something about it, 
but what.

 Sat. 30 March
 Saw him again tonight. His name is Tommy. Isn’t that a lovely name? He walked us 
home. Liz left us at the bottom of the street. He kissed me hard on the lips. Right on our 
doorstep, my mother nearly caught us. ‘MY FIRST REAL KISS’ I think I’m in love. P.S. 
I’ve just found out that he’s nearly 19, isn’t it great.

 Mags groaned out loud, she couldn’t read anymore. It was just as well her mother was 
waiting for her; it might give her a chance to cool down before Siobhan came home. ‘I’ll 
19 him if I get my hands on him.’

 You’re doing it again Margaret, muttering to yourself come on.’ For once Mags had to 
try and keep up with her mother as she sashayed down the street, wait a minute my 
mother is posing past the neighbours and singing to herself. Old John just winked at her, 
he nearly fell off his Zimmer frame staring after her. Jesus as if I haven’t enough on my 
plate. What’s gotten into her? What has that bloody doctor given her now? Mind you she 
couldn’t help but smile.  It was nice to see her mother happy.

 The hairdresser’s was packed when they finally arrived with all their bags. Her mother 
was a regular there so she got the star treatment. Thursdays saw The Blue Rinse 
Brigade in all their glory. There was extra excitement today though, because of the din-
ner dance in the community centre later. Her mother was whispering and giggling with 
some old friends.  They were behaving like school children. Christ they have a better 
social life than I have. Is that what’s wrong with me – my mother and my daughter are 
leaving me behind? No Siobhan was far too young for this kind of relationship. 
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 She remembered when she was 16. She was madly in love with Terry, an Elvis look-
alike or so she thought. She even got the shoemaker to cut down the heels on her shoes 
so that she would be the same size as him. Mind you he wasn’t her first love and he 
definitely wasn’t her last, thank God. Maybe she should put the diary back and just trust 
Siobhan to do the right thing but it was her duty to protect her from Elvis look-alikes or 
whoever they were into these days.

 So against her own advice she took the diary out of her bag.

 Sat 8 April

 Tommy took me to the pictures tonight. We sat in the back row. We were just holding 
hands most of the time because his mates were there. He told them to get lost outside 
because he wanted to have me all to himself. He’s so romantic. I’m so lucky.

 ‘Good book Margaret?’ Her mother called over to her. 
 Mags nodded. God but she felt sick how could her daughter be so gullible but then he 
should have known better, he was 19. She would kill him. She read on she had to find 
out who he was.

 Tommy pulled me into the lane beside our house. As he kissed me he slowly unbut-
toned my overcoat and slid his hands firmly around my waist moving them up my back 
as he kissed me harder I thought I was going to faint with the pleasure of it. I nearly told 
him I loved him then my mother came out with the milk bottles and broke the spell.

 Thank God for the milk man. Mags muttered looking around her to see if anyone was 
watching her as she wiped the sweat from her hands. That young lady is definitely 
grounded for life. How did I not see this coming? She used to tell me everything. We 
were more like best friends.

 ‘Your mother’s finished now Margaret.  She’s phoning a taxi – doesn’t want to risk toss-
ing her new hairdo,’ the assistant winked at Mags. What the hell’s gotten into him? Is 
everyone on Viagra or something? Or am I just getting old?

 ‘You look tired Margaret go in and sit down and I’ll make the tea.’  Mags didn’t even 
argue she was too worried about Siobhan. Maybe she could take her on a holiday, or 
send her down to her cousin Bridie for the rest of the summer.

 ‘Mags?’ She looked up, her mother never called her Mags. ‘I know you’ve got some-
thing on your mind I’ve been watching you all day, now what is it? Is it money?’

 ‘If only it was that simple. It’s our Siobhan I’ve found her diary.’
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 ‘Oh Margaret you shouldn’t be reading her diary. You know what is written in that is 
personal.’

 ‘But if you knew what I’ve found out.’

 ‘It doesn’t matter Margaret. You should never invade someone’s privacy like that.’

 Mags was surprised at her mother’s reaction. ‘Did you never read my diary mother?’

 ‘Indeed I did not, in fact I didn’t even know that you kept a diary. I’m surprised at you.’

 Mags was near to tears. Her mother put her arms around her.  ‘It’s done now so let’s 
forget all about it.’

 ‘But that’s the problem I can’t.’ Mags pulled the diary out of the drawer and her mother 
looked on horrified as she started to read.

 Sat 27 July

 Tommy told me last night that he loved me. That he wanted to marry me when I was 
old enough. He gave me a bracelet as a token. I have to keep it a secret of course from 
my mother. He wants us to go camping on the bank-holiday weekend.  I don’t know if I 
can get away.  Liz said she will come with us as a sort of decoy. She’s a year and a half 
older than me so my mother will probably let me go with her. Tommy promised me we 
would sleep in separate tents.  After tonight I think he will have changed his mind. I love 
you Tommy.

 ‘You see why I am so annoyed mother. Next week is the bank holiday what am I going 
to do, and what exactly did she mean ‘after tonight’?

 ‘You’ll say nothing to Siobhan for a start. Where did you say you found it?’ 

 ‘In Siobhan’s room hidden in a box of old junk.’ Mags looked at her mother waiting for 
her to say something.

 Eventually she spoke – almost to herself. ‘I thought she had burned it. Why in God’s 
name did she keep it?’

 What do you mean? What do you know about this mother?’

 ‘Know about this? Of course. Oh, I’m sorry Margaret.’ Her mother gathered her compo-
sure again, ‘You wouldn’t know that was my diary. I gave Siobhan a box of my mother’s 
old things for a school project; I obviously never really checked it properly. I really didn’t 
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know she’d kept it – the look on your poor face. I have always resented my mother for 
what she did. Now for the first time seeing how it has affected you I understand – she 
was only protecting me.’

 Mags had to sit down before she fell down. ‘You mean it’s yours Christ I’m dumb-
struck!’

 ‘Stop swearing Margaret.’ 

 Mags looked at her mother and laughed with relief. You old dark horse. You have a past 
I can’t believe it. What happened?’

 ‘My mother found the diary about week before the bank holiday. She nearly went crazy.  
Packed me off to my aunt Eileen’s in Donegal for the rest of the summer.’

 ‘Did you break your heart over Tommy?’ 

 ‘For a week or two. My mother didn’t know that since the last time she was in Donegal 
Aunt Eileen had gotten new neighbours and they had seven big strapping sons. It was 
the best summer I ever had. Still I’ve often wondered what would have happened if she 
hadn’t found that diary.’

 ‘Whatever happened to Tommy?’ 

 ‘He married Liz and moved away down to Dublin.’

 ‘Ah so that’s why you’re getting all dolled up the night. Your old love rival has moved 
back up home. You want to look your best in front of Liz.’

 ‘You know me too well daughter, that’s your trouble.’ 

 ‘Well the way you’re lookin’ you’ll knock ‘em dead.’ 

 ‘Thanks love. There’s the minibus I’d better go.’

 Siobhan walked up the path as Annie was going out. ‘Wow granny, who’s the lucky 
man?’

 ‘His name’s Tommy he’s a widower. Tell your mother to close her mouth, that’s a good 
girl, it’s not lady-like to gawk.’
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Turkey-East or West
Lena Lyle

 Like most of you I’m from the west and when I cook turkey the stuffing is breadcrumbs, 
bit of onion, bit of sage and any other scraps I can lay my hands on. I sew up the nether 
end with thread and tie the legs together with a bit of string. I’ve been known to use 
binder twine when household string was unavailable. After basting the bird with butter, 
margarine or any greasy stuff that’s at hand I put it in the oven. When the reckoned 
cooking time is up I stick a fork in the breast and judge whether or not it’s cooked.  
Turkey western style, that’s me, a no-nonsense kind of cook.  When my children were 
growing up I fed them on stew, vegetables, dollops of potatoes and the remark, ‘get that 
into ye, it’ll put beef on your bones.’ And to tell you the truth, even if I say it myself, they 
fared reasonably well on it.

 Now let me tell you of my encounter with Turkey East. In December 1998 my daughter 
Moira and her husband Lance invited me to their home in Hong Kong for the festive 
season. My friend and fellow writer Brenda went with me.  On Christmas Eve the young 
folk were invited to a neighbour’s flat for cocktails and those little finger nibbles. Before 
they left we asked if there was anything we could do in the kitchen but my ever efficient 
daughter had everything under control. She did however concede to let us wash and dry 
the turkey, but stuff it, oh no.  Every Christmas that job was Lance’s pride and joy. Can 
you picture a turkey, lying majestically on a large platter; legs held high in triumph with 
no visible signs of support, stuffing neatly packed without any surgical stitching to hold it 
in place and flesh cooked succulently through to the bone. Now visualise Lance proudly 
carrying the masterpiece to the beautifully set dining table. That’s how it was meant to 
be. That’s how it was every year, every year but this one. As soon as they left we dashed 
to the kitchen, feeling delighted to have some involvement in the festive meal.

 ‘Look at this thing,’ said Brenda as she dried the bird. I looked.  It was a piece of plastic.  
‘Young folk these days,’ I remarked, ‘they have no common sense.  Imagine leaving 
that in the bird, sure don’t they know it’ll melt in the oven.’ I proceeded to pull it out but 
it wasn’t that easy. It was firmly stuck. With a little more muscle power I yanked it out 
and threw it in the bin only to discover another one so I repeated the process. It was 
Brenda’s observant eye that drew my attention to another piece of plastic with a red 
sticker on it.  ‘It’s probably the Chinese way of marking the different weights of turkeys, 
but out its coming.  It’s a feed of turkey we want, not a feed of plastic.’ It too was con-
signed to the bin.

 Our hosts returned and Lance went to the kitchen with great gusto to prepare his spe-
cial stuffing recipe. After a while our female chit chat was interrupted with, ‘Moira, why 
are the legs of this turkey flopping about?’

 ‘They can’t be, isn’t there a truss in them.’
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 ‘Oh dear,’ I said, with a quick glance at Brenda.  ‘Was that the plastic things in the legs?’ 
She looked at me and if ever you’ve studied body language, especially the facial kind, 
you’ll know that it can communicate much more than words can describe. ‘I thought the 
oven would melt the plastic so I pulled them out. Mind you it was quite a job. I had to 
tug at them for a while.’ There was a suck of inhaling breath and on exhaling she said 
in slow measured tones, ‘I’m not surprised. They were the clamps on the inside of the 
legs to hold them up.’

 More humiliation came when the voice from the kitchen said, ‘Moira, why isn’t there a 
popper in the turkey this year?’

 ‘There is, I saw it myself,’ then turning to me she said, ‘don’t tell me you pulled that out 
too. You must have seen a turkey popper, you know, a thermometer gauge. It pops out 
when the turkey’s cooked.’

 ‘Seen one? I said, ‘I’ve never even heard of one.’ So there you are folks, without modern 
technology their eastern turkey was no better than my western one. In fact mine would 
have had the edge on theirs, for at that late hour they couldn’t find a piece of string and 
there was no way they would have a bit of binder twine about the place.

 They looked at each other. ‘How will we know when it’s cooked?’ they said in unison. 
That’s when the old grannies flaunted their stuff.

 ‘Simple’ we said, ‘weigh it and calculate twenty minutes per pound and a bit extra to be 
on the safe side.’ On Christmas morning my faux pas was the subject of jokes and it will 
no doubt evoke laughter for many Christmases to come.

 When we returned from our holiday it was January, the time of year when we all reflect 
on the past and make New Year resolutions. I didn’t give a thought to resolutions, for my 
mind was in overdrive. I was obsessed with the notion that in the east they came up with 
all the latest ideas before we in the west ever thought of them. In my dreams I saw bits 
of plastic, flashing lights and turkeys doing all sorts of strange things. I started talking 
to myself, well, there’s nothing strange in that.  It was when I started answering myself 
that strange things began to happen.  When the little voice said, ‘anything imaginable 
is achievable’, I had no control of my imagination. With some mini mechanical mecha-
nisms, a few electronic chips and tiny heat proof batteries, I came up with a few gems 
that put us light years ahead of those in the east. On a bed of noodles my English turkey 
rose and fell to the tune of, ‘Turkey in the Straw.’ My European turkey, surrounded by 
frankfurters, did the goose step to a chorus of ‘Ve ave vays of making you strut.’  You’ll 
want to be on your feet at a buffet meal when you meet my Scottish turkey.  With haggis 
in tow and bagpipes blaring he did a fine jig to ‘Comin’ through the rye.’ And my dear 
old Irish turkey, bless him, my best effort yet, swam in a plate of Guinness gravy sing-
ing, ‘Are ye right there Michael are ye right, do ye think that we’ll get home before the 
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night.’ 

 I was so proud of my inventions.  They were doing so well at private dinner parties that 
I was about to offer them at reduced rates to all the big supermarkets, when it happened 
- the turkey riots, worldwide riots.  They came from every farm in the land, covered the 
lawns at Stormont and the gobbling began.

 ‘How would you like sharp grippers stuck in your thighs, your innards pulled out and 
stuffed with sausage meat.  Don’t you know we have nothing in common with pigs and 
chestnuts?  And another thing, left headless you expect us to prance around on a plate 
to all those daft tunes while you lot burst balloons and wear daft hats.  Sure we can’t see 
where we’re going.  That haggis, we can’t stand the smell of it and as for them bagpipes, 
if it doesn’t stop there’ll be thousands of us marching down the glen.  And that Guinness 
gravy, don’t ye know we niver touch a drap and we can’t swim a stroke.’  A deafening 
noise rent the air, thousands of them gobbling, ‘fowl rights for turkeys.’

 All the language translators were called in to interpret the gobbling noises.

 Trimble trembled. 

 Adams phoned America only to get the reply, ‘sorry buddy can’t help, having turkey 
riots on the home front. We’ve gored as many as possible, stuck a bush in every gap we 
could find, but to no avail.’ Adams put his head in his hands and cried ‘George Mitchell, 
where are you when you’re needed.’ Big Ian bellowed, ‘I told you twenty years a go to 
go back to UIster beef.  This brought grumblings from the farmers about the government 
and BSE. He’s still scouring the countryside for Paisley shawls to cover all the parsons’ 
noses, for the sake of decency, you know. So when you hear whisperings of, ‘howl on 
te yer tartan, boys’ believe me it’s not a cultural thing. Nothing is ever as it seems.  BBC 
news announced that all meetings at Stormont dealing with the peace agreement have 
been cancelled until the turkey riots are quelled.  Special Branch is looking for the insti-
gator of this disturbance.

 I skulked off, keeping my head down. I had such high hopes for my brilliant ideas, even 
persuading my friends to join me in a co-operative venture. I remember saying to them, 
‘come on, we’ll make a fortune and it’s not just for Christmas. You wouldn’t believe what 
I can do to a chocolate egg and an Easter bunny.’ Now I’m not so sure. The stuffing 
has been knocked out of me. Every day I wait in fear for the powers that be to knock on 
my door and invite me to live for a while in Maghaberry.  Do you think it would help if I 
promised to stay away from chocolate and leave the rabbits alone? Oh I need cheering 
up. I think I’m going to cry.
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Orange and Green and a Doll Called Pink 
Lena Lyle

Heed not the wisdom of the so-called wise,
Rather listen to the gabbling of the innocent child.
When I was that innocent child
I won a porcelain doll at Carndonagh Fair.
Long flowing dress, hair and shoulders covered with a shawl,
Rosy cheeks and eyes of azure blue.
She was beautiful and for some reason I called her Pink.

At night I wrapped her in a woollen cloth,
Told her stories till we fell asleep.
She was mine, all mine and I loved her so.
Then one morning she was gone.
‘We gave her to the neighbour’s girl,
She’s not the kind of doll for you
But we’ll get you another better doll.’

The neighbour’s girl was seventeen,
Had a boyfriend and a Raleigh bike,
High heeled sandals and a flowered dress.
She didn’t need my porcelain doll.
I hated her. I called her names,
Wished I could hit her, kick her, pull her hair,
Spit on her, tear her dress and push her off her Raleigh bike.

At night the pillow soaked my bitter tears.
‘Oh Pink, where does she keep you, are you cold,
Does she tell you stories before you sleep.
If I keep up these screaming tantrums
Will they give me to a neighbour
And get another better child.
Pink, I miss you as a mother mourns a child’

When it was my turn to have the wisdom of the so-called wise
I saw a shop that sold an array of dazzling goods.
My eyes followed a shaft of light and there you were.
Years spun backwards as I pressed my face to the pane of glass.
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‘Mary, Mother of God,
Truly, when I was six I did not know
That you were not a doll.’

As I look around at all of us, the so-called wise,
I beg and plead,
‘Ignore not the jabbering of the innocent child. 
Take time to listen and explain.
For God’s sake is that too much to ask.
It could have saved me years of anguish
And I need not have hated the neighbour’s girl.’
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My place
Anna Mae

My place is at the end of the bar,
Just past the place where
White skinned children fetch my water at the sink – 
Children to me,
Though they don’t think so.

They must always walk away
Along the glowing bottled rows
To fill my glass with hope and forgetfulness.
I am glad of this;
I do not wish to sit and watch its fullness diminish before me,
I allow myself by now to dream of plenty
Having lived through years of never knowing any.

Many times I send them on their way
But always they return with eager faces
In the nature of their age. 
Many times they lift my glass and take it
There to the well of hope and forgetfulness
And always they return
Hold the glass to my face,
With firm grip and pallor magnify
The golden wish of liquid memory.

And I am sure they see, 
Through the bulge of the glass,
My watery eyes and dry-mouthed silence
And I am sure they say 
‘Ah, he is just an old man,
What does it matter, anyway.’
As sure as I am they do not see
My watery eye rise to the window above the end of the bar
Where, every evening earlier
The final light slides down the back of the hill
Sinking all changes with it into the sea
And keeps my place for me.
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Spring
Anna Mae

spring,
and the dirty pools shine with petrol rainbows
bus shelters are quivering sheets of gold,
blinding,
and hard to manoeuvre in sun dazzled crowd of straggly weeds.
ravaged by the last rain we all stand
bemused by optimism of sky-blue
it is a time for false hopes to come peeping through concrete
and for short lived spells of recollection-
what I was planning 
before the ground froze over and my plans beneath it buried.
still raw fingers shrink into coat sleeves on poorly dressed                                             
  schoolgirls in blue
cold legs nervous dancing as they do, young
and I cannot be so pronounced
they watch with helmet-slatted eyes darting
for anomaly, any abnormal thing,
they are starving after winter’s disapproving looks
as it leaves they find new life and spit at its back
seek with warming blood and bones new prey for restless hunting minds.

when the bus comes it is warm inside
and short of air. I hack to the back
by the engine where 
it is noisy and the stuffiest. there
I sink into a stupor with a sly-eyed mask for cover
as a caution, the blue backed children are scattered here
and not poised to pounce. some clamber at the windows, cackling
at misty forms which jump and dance outside,
and then we slide out of the road and past the houses
into a film of blue and green monotony.
inside the bus is winter, and the shine
of sun upon the grimy pools and ditches
lights the unreal passing distant scene.  
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Blue October 
Anna Mae

The tenth month of the year is blue October,
A silver blue tinged pink with clouds of pain.
It seems I have been numb since last October
And only now the feeling’s coming back again.

It crept up on me, like the frosty mornings.
You forget the things that come around each year.
So, bare skin in the cold, I huddle inwards,
Only finding that I shiver even more.

And there are always things you cannot mention.
When I am asked I say that I am fine.
I make excuses with polite deception –
Excuse myself as if the fault was mine.

I remember that I got through last October
And I tell myself it always will be spring,
But for now I spend the blue October evenings
Waiting longer for the morning birds to sing.
 

Relations 
John McCartney 
(For Sid Vasudeva)

Relationships are leaky vessels
Looking for a mate
Wondering if we’d fare as well 
Sailing in solitary state.

But if the stormy gales do blow 
And we hear the timbers groan 
Like God in Genesis we know 
It’s not good to be alone.
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Carnashammer 
John McCartney

Faithfully I come back to you
The way I return to my few friends –
After a long absence.

You do not complain.  Proud and true
Your embrace, taking no offence.
Nor do you whinge of injuries sustained.

Already the bent grass with unearthly sheen 
Peeps from that ugly line of stones,
A long grey scar –

Pointing where man so clumsily has been.
And Nature now slower and wiser far
Without a sigh or moan

Spangles small flowers around – 
While the sea

Lazily makes his old familiar sound.
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In Perpetuity 
Madeline McCully

Three days empty of ideas.
Nothing comes
Blank canvas – 
Paint and brushes
Sit unused
Beside the palette
Scarred by the iridescent ghosts
When I was in full flow.

In the yard two cocks 
Are circling.
They suddenly attack – 
Talons scratch
Bloody seeping scarlet
Feathers fly
In all directions,
Hover lightly overhead.

I grasp the palette knife 
And cut 
Into the mound of umber – 
Slash it
On the virgin ground.

Add rich ochre – 
Alizarin dipping – 
Swift attack
Matching them thrust for thrust
Until – energy spent
They circle 
Once again.

My hand grows still, 
I watch until
The silent air
Is rent.
A screech of agony
And then
The white cock falls.
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Grotesquely proud the brown
Struts round
Then quietly sinks
Beside his foe.

The work is vibrant 
Full of life
The image captured
In perpetuity.

Linen Dancing 
Madeline McCully

Words, tumbling round and round
Like clothes in a washing room
Being squashed, then expanded
Screaming to be freed
And hung upon the line
To sway in the breeze
In some semblance of order.

The warm westerly wind
Whispers them into a rhythm,
Beats to the bar.
The bandleader invites them to dance.
Slow, slow, quick, quick, slow.
Swing, swing, flap, flap, swing.

When the wind has done with them 
I will unpin each one,
Smell its freshness and
Gather them in my arms

Then I will spread them,
Smooth and caress them
Upon a silvered board.
I will choose them
And draw into neat bundles of words, 
To be preen and gloried in
For all the world to hear.
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Sheela-na-Gig
Madeline McCully

Sacred Sila, denigrated,
Chiseled in grey granite,
Speckled black.
Bald and toothless
Squatting naked
Above church doors,
Her opening now slack
From many plunderings
And the burden of the world
Upon her back.
The faithful pass below
Entering through
Vaulted cracks
Unheeding of the fact
That she aches
To be remembered.

The Runaway
Madeline McCully

 I stood and watched him from the back bedroom window – a small boy weaving his 
way through the landfill towards the river. This was his fourth attempt to run away since 
Teresa, the social worker had brought him to me three months ago.

 ‘An emergency case,’ she’d explained, ‘his mother’s boyfriend has been rough with him.  
The police found him on the streets.  His mother doesn’t want to know.  She doesn’t 
want her son.  Can you keep him, just for a few days until we find a suitable place for 
him?’

 I hesitated.  My foster children were usually short-term baby placements. I wasn’t expe-
rienced with small boys, particularly one with problems.

 ‘Please Kathleen.  Even if he could go back, it’s too risky.’ Teresa was obviously wor-
ried but still I hesitated. Beyond her, I saw his small face pressed to the car window. He 
probably sensed my reluctance. I avoided his gaze.

 ‘I promise you, three weeks maximum,’ she cajoled.

 That was three months ago and I was at my wit’s end. I had gone through every situa-
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tion I could ever have imagined, shop-lifting, stealing in school, bullying, and now, once 
again, running away. Only this time seemed serious. I didn’t know what else I could do 
for him.  Teresa had still not found a suitable home and I was certain that he didn’t want 
to stay in this one. Yet, part of me sensed a vulnerability which he hid very effectively 
beneath a pushy, arrogant front.

 Colin had stopped walking and was standing at the top of a huge, broken concrete 
block.  He began to grapple with the reinforcing iron protruding from it, anger marking 
his every movement.

 ‘He’s looking back.’ I felt helpless, faced by his unhappiness and anger. ‘What does he 
need me to do?’

 No answer manifested itself so I opened the bedroom window and waved.  He did not 
respond. I called him again. ‘Colin! Wait there!’

 He stood, stiff and unyielding, yet still appearing small and vulnerable as I turned away 
from the window. I opened the closet door and began to rummage in the bottom.

 ‘Dear God, where’s my camera?’ I was praying as I often did when I was con-
fused or lost. I was hoping that my instincts were right.
 ‘Ah, thank you Lord,’ I whispered as my hands found the bag and hauled it out. I 
checked that there was a film loaded – there was! I rushed downstairs onto the patio.  
Colin saw me, I was sure he did, so I waved.  ‘Colin!  Smile. I want a photo of you – to 
remember you by.’ 

 I raised the camera and brought him into focus.  He had started to walk away again. 
Then, as I watched, the small figure turned back. And as I clicked the shutter he was 
running and jumping over the rubble coming towards home.

 My heart almost stopped when he disappeared from view.

 ‘Maybe he has decided to go after all,’ I began to panic. I took the steps two at a time 
- then suddenly he was there, climbing over the garden wall.

 He stopped when he saw me and I raised the camera again and clicked in a nonchalant 
way. I steeled myself not to move when he started towards me again.

‘Why do you want a photograph of me?’

 ‘To remember you by,’ I responded.  ‘Just in case you run away, I want a photo to re-
member you.’
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 ‘What will you do with it,’ he demanded.

 ‘I’ll put it in a frame and hang it in the family room.’

 ‘Why do you really want it?’ He still wasn’t satisfied.

 I thought before answering. ‘Because I love you.’

 ‘Huh!’ His nine-year-old scowl dismissed my answer – almost. I saw a slight blush stain 
his cheeks.

 ‘Why,’ I thought, ‘he believes me! But do I believe it?’ I questioned myself. ‘Well, do you 
want him to be happy, to settle down, to feel secure? Was that loving him?’

 I realised he was watching me warily.

 ‘Whether you like it or not – I love you, Colin’

 I was surprised at my own vehemence but I was glad he was not a mind reader even as 
I rolled the thought around in my mind, ‘I may not like you too much at the moment and 
right now loving you is a decision.  But that hopefully will be enough to go on until love 
grows – and it will grow, given time and patience.’ Of that I was sure.

 Colin still eyed me, but he moved a little closer.

 ‘So, Colin, where does that leave you, and more to the point, where does it leave us?’ 
I sat down on the summer seat and patted the space beside me.  He came, and with a 
final shrug sat down.

 ‘Why?’ he asked.
 ‘Why what?’ I replied.
 ‘Why do you love me?’
 Turning around I looked him straight in the eye. ‘Because you make me laugh.’
 ‘What! I never make you laugh. ‘
 ‘Yes you do – inside’
  ‘When?’
 ‘Just now when you ran out of the house.’
 ‘That was supposed to make you cry – not laugh. I was running away!’ 
‘No, you weren’t.’
 ‘Yes I was!’
 ‘No – you were just testing me. Weren’t you?’ 

 He chewed that over for a moment then a smile lit up his face but he said nothing.  We 
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sat quietly then, he swinging his feet to some internal happy melody and I was attuning 
myself to him.
 
‘Did I pass the test?’ I asked after a while.

‘Give me the camera, please and smile. I want a nice photograph for my bedroom.’

 He clicked once, gave the camera back to me, whirled around, shouted, and punched 
the air.

 The salute of joy made a magnificent picture.

The Quest
Maureen McDaid

In what secret cavern lies
The sacred vessel of old
The holy cup of grief,
Distilled through pain.
Tested as gold
What underground museum
Holds the key?
Dark forbidding doors,
You hold the distant past
In leather bound last

A narrow recess is gateway
To these doors,
Which children guard
Enter therein and find the treasure
By which men for centuries,
Have been measured

This quest of knights of old
To find the chalice made of gold,
Sadly, had they but entered therein.
Past memories of old
Would no longer slumber in the cold
Therefore to find the chalice
Made of gold,
The ancient secret will unfold
Then look upon the wall of old,
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And see thereon, in pleated ivory and gold,
And blood red ruby,
The lost cup of old

My Lord of the Orchard 
Maureen McDaid

Day merges with dusk
A time without fear,
Time for a secret tear.
A rosy hue hung in the air,
She walked towards the fence
Glided through the open door,
The air was warm and beautiful,
Still, no discord here.

He waited for her, hands outstretched,
Shyly she came to him
Warm was the cloak of crimson velvet,
Golden crowned head inclined
To the lonely child.
Love and comfort surged through her
All her life she would drink at
This fountain of love.
AR memories recede as again
And again, she can become child
To her sovereign Lord.

Losers
Eugene McGinty

 I know what you’re going to say – that I’m the lousiest person you’ve ever come across 
in your entire life, that I’m total scum. I can imagine the disgust and contempt in your 
faces. I know how you’d look at me.  And anyway it’s all-hypothetical. You don’t know, 
and there’s no chance of my telling you, not now, not ever. It’ll be one well-kept secret.  
And anyway, maybe if the positions were reversed maybe you’d do the same as me. It’s 
all very well to condemn and be holier than thou – but what would you do, what would 
you really do if you were in my position?

 The first five numbers were called out and I had all of them.  I knew then something told 
me that I’d get the sixth as well. Number eighteen.  And sure enough, up it came and 
I sat back in my chair suddenly aware that I was worth a fortune that both Annie and I 
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were worth a fortune. The jackpot was worth two million euros, said the man hosting 
the short programme – a cool million each. I’m set up for life. No more worries, no more 
cares, holidays here, holidays there. The house that I’d always wanted, nicely furnished 
too – not like this squalid little apartment. Those were my first reactions normal enough, 
you might say.  But then he said that there were several winners and so the jackpot 
would have to be split up among four winners.  And now my share didn’t seem so big 
after all.  And that’s when the doubts began, when the scheming commenced, when I 
first realised just how devious and selfish I really can be, I’m not going to give Annie her 
share. I’m going to take the money and say nothing.

 For the past couple of years Annie and I had taken turns buying lottery tickets on a 
Saturday night. We’ve known each other for years – we’d been in the same class at 
school for God’s sake. She’d been my bridesmaid and I’d been hers. Mind you that had 
been a sorry day for me – my husband had gone out to buy cigarettes one evening and 
that was the last I ever saw of him. I’ve been on my own for the past few years working 
in that dead-end job in the local supermarket. Annie would never know, didn’t need to 
know. It’s not as if we had regular numbers like some people have – dates of children’s 
birth and other significant dates – we didn’t do anything like that. We just did what is 
called a “quick pick” where the girl in the shop inserts a card into the machine and the 
numbers are picked at random.  The machine does it all.  If Annie asks me how we did 
I’d only have to say something like ‘Same old story – no luck.  We’ll have to work for 
another while.’

 Because that’s the sort of thing we had been saying to each other week in, week out.  
We’d won a small prize on one occasion – about six months ago – twenty punts as it 
was then, nothing to write home about. But this is big time, very big time, my chance 
to get out of the ghetto and I’m not going to miss it. Yes, yes – I know it’s a lousy thing 
I’m going to do.  But Annie doesn’t need the money the way I do – her husband has a 
good job, they have a nice home, nice car, nice life-style. By comparison I’m a pauper. I 
know, I know, I know what you’re going to say – they have been very good to me, helped 
me out on many occasions.  They were especially kind when Jim deserted me. I know 
I have a lot to thank them for. But this is one decision I’m going to have to take.  And no 
one will know, not you, not anyone.  Just me and me alone.  I’ll live with my own guilt.  
I’ll get on my best outfit and walk down to the Lottery Office and claim my winnings. I 
might as well do it with a bit of style. I’ll wear my suit and that coat my Aunt Carrie gave 
me last Christmas. I know that they have a lot of strict rules about the payout – I know 
that if you wish to remain anonymous they have to respect your wishes. As long as I 
don’t lose my head and start spending wildly, drawing attention to myself – no one will 
be any the wiser. No one will ever suspect that I’m a lottery winner. Even the job in the 
supermarket, the job I hate. I won’t pack it in just yet – although when the time is ripe 
I’m really going to enjoy telling old Quinn where to shove it. The dirty old bugger keeps 
pawing me. He knows I need the work. At least he thinks he knows. I’ll wait until the 
shop is full before I make my grand exit. I can’t wait. But hold on, I’m getting ahead of 
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myself. First things first.

 The precious ticket is lying on the table in front of me. There is no mistake. I’ve checked 
the numbers over and over. Here it is a little piece of pink paper. Meaningless really. 
But it’s worth half-a-million euros! Imagine! Half-a-million! I’m going to have to be very 
careful, very methodical. I’ll put it into my purse and put that into my back-pack. Isn’t 
it ironic – there’s a twenty euro note in my purse. It’s all the money I have in the world 
until payday tomorrow – but when I come home again I’ll be worth a fortune. The purse 
is closed tight, put carefully into my back-pack. I’ve closed it too and knotted the laces 
tightly. Leave nothing to chance.  Check the knots again before I slip it over my shoulder. 
I’ll hold the straps tightly all the way.  Anyone wanting to steal my gear will need to pull 
my two arms off too.

 I pull the door behind me and head down the street towards O’Connell Bridge. The 
traffic is heavy this morning. The footpaths are packed with pedestrians already, mostly 
early morning shoppers hurrying about their business. You can always spot the ones 
who are late for work – they walk twice as fast as anyone else.  There’s a fair smat-
tering of tourists too. They take their time, hindering everyone else, looking at this and 
that, stopping now and again to take photographs of each other.  It’s a nice day in more 
senses than one – the sun is shining and there’s a slight breeze blowing off the Liffey.  
Just forget about Annie now.  Annie can look after herself. That’s what I have to do – look 
after myself.  In this life it’s dog eat dog.  If I don’t look after myself, nobody’s going to 
do it for me.
* * *
Peter Duffy’s the name.  You won’t know me. I haven’t been around much lately, 
not around here anyway. I’ve been in Bridewell. Maybe you nice folk never heard of 
Bridewell? No, it’s not a holiday resort on the south coast of England – it’s a prison here 
in Dublin. Never mind what I was in for –  I’ve spent quite a few months there over the 
past while, I expect I’ll be back there again too – but not if I can help it. What chance 
have I got I ask you?  With a record like mine honest work is out of the question. I have 
to live on my wits. I’m standing here at the corner of Westmoreland Street watching the 
world go by, looking for some pickings. So far today the pickings are hard to come by. 
About an hour ago I managed to lift the purse out of a woman’s shopping bag while she 
was working with her kid who was throwing a tantrum. But she only had loose change in 
it, a few euros – just about enough to buy myself a packet of cigarettes.  Then I bumped 
into a man wearing a nice suit, by accident as it were and had my hand in his inside 
pocket – but the shit didn’t carry a wallet. He even said sorry to me – as if the collision 
was all his fault!  What a prat! What’s this? A well dressed dame with a back-pack. Looks 
promising. Fall into step behind her. Examine the prey carefully. The law of the jungle 
I hear you say. That’s about it. There’s those that have and those that haven’t.  The 
back-pack should be easy – it’s carefully tied but should be no bother to an old pro like 
me. I’ve been doing this sort of thing for years. Take your time now.  Don’t rush things. 
She’s crossing the street on to O’Connell Bridge. Fall into step behind her.  There’s a 
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crowd of tourists taking photos. Wait until she slows down before you make your move. 
There, no bother.  Back-pack open. I feel a purse. Take it and slip it under your coat. 
She walks on, suspecting nothing. That was like taking candy off a baby.  Careful now.  
Stand and look over the parapet as if you’re interested in the view. Have a quick look 
in the purse. Twenty euros. Take that. What else is there? Some papers, an old lottery 
ticket, odds and ends.  I’ll have a better look when I get back to the hostel. Jesus, take 
care.  That woman must have missed the purse. She’s with a guard and creating one 
hell of a row. Take no chances! The woman is yelling and crying and pointing back in 
this direction.  Simple – get rid of the evidence. I drop the purse into the Liffey.  There’s 
hardly a splash when it hits the water. It sinks immediately. I put my hands in my pockets 
and stroll over the bridge past the guard who is trying to talk to the woman. She’s got 
her back-pack off and she’s screaming and yelling and she has emptied the contents 
out on to the footpath.

 My God what a row! Anyone would think she had lost a fortune. Ah well, I managed 
to get twenty euros. I’ll stop up the street here and get myself a cup of coffee. Wonder 
why she was making such a fuss? A well-dressed wan like her making such a fuss over 
twenty euros? People are funny. I’ve lost twice as much as that at the dogs in Harold’s 
Cross. That’s the way it is, some you win, some you lose. She’s drumming her fists on 
the guard’s tunic and yelling like mad. If she’s not careful she’ll get herself arrested

War-time Memories
Renee McKimm

 My memories of World War Two are not memories of historic events; rather they are 
snippets of everyday life, seen through the eyes of a child.

 My early years were spent in the quiet and rather sad town that was Derry in the 1930’s. 
Unemployment was high and money was scarce. Along the river the docks lay idle ex-
cept for the weekly arrival of coal boats and the departure of ships carrying cattle and 
passengers to England and Scotland. Mercantile trade focused on Belfast, encouraged 
in no small way by our City Fathers who saw the capital as their Mecca. Our sole indus-
try, shirt-making, provided work mainly for women: small wonder that quite a high per-
centage of the male population sought employment in London and Manchester, leaving 
behind wives and mothers to manage homes and families. Yet, despite the lean times, 
there was little crime, as the court records show, and my brother, sister and I passed our 
early years in a safe and secure little world.
 
However, that peaceful existence came to an end when war was declared on 3rd. 
September, 1939. Grown-ups greeted the announcement with horror and dismay, yet 
the news scarcely caused a ripple in my little circle of friends. We knew that wars were 
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fought by soldiers in far-off lands, nothing to do with us in Derry. Daily life would continue 
as usual – boring old school and homework, lightened only by weekends and holidays, 
Halloween just round the corner and then Christmas. Disillusionment soon followed as 
events unfolded that would change our cos y little world forever. To render towns invis-
ible from the air a strict blackout was imposed. All street lamps were extinguished, mak-
ing the once-familiar streets unknown territory in the dark and the small hand torches 
that were available gave only a limited help to people as they groped their way along. 
Householders were compelled to hang black blinds at every window so that not a chink 
of light could escape from within and air-raid wardens patrolled at night to ensure that 
the law was kept. In factories, shops and offices fire drill was compulsory: each member 
of staff had to take his or her turn sleeping on the premises to deal with any incendiary 
bombs dropped in an air-raid. People were ordered to carry the ugly gas masks that 
were issued – but nobody I knew ever bothered!  Every available wall was festooned 
with large posters, proclaiming, Help the War Effort, Dig for Victory, Careless Talk Costs 
Lives and, the strangest of all, Walls Have Ears.
 Then rationing was introduced. The purchase of food and clothes was strictly limited, 
controlled through the monthly issue of coupons. Bed linen and towels became part 
of the clothing allowance and housewives like my mother made new sheets from flour 
bags bleached a snowy white. Coupons became more precious than gold and a thriving 
black market blossomed. Where else could one go to get the new clothes vitally neces-
sary for a wedding or a First Communion?  As well, growing children provided problems 
– hand-me-downs wouldn’t last forever.

 As if these restrictions were not bad enough, worse was to follow. Sweets were to be 
rationed!  Gloom and despondency reigned. Just how far would a measly number of 
coupons go in Cassie Harkin’s wee shop round the corner?  How could we choose from 
the delights we found there?  Treacle toffee in shiny trays, brandy balls and clove rock in 
large glass jars perched along the counter. The grave situation called for strict budgeting 
and deep thought – we had to resist the temptation to blow the lot in a grand gesture 
on the first week of the month. To add to our trials and tribulations, ice-cream ceased to 
exist: visits to Jimmy Macari’s for a halfpenny poke with strawberry flavour were things 
of the past. To crown it out, bananas and dates became only a memory.

 Thinking of Jimmy, I am reminded of the time he disappeared overnight and was never 
seen again, that I can recall. I learned later that, along with other Italians, he had been 
interned in a camp for undesirable aliens and potential secret agents. It was all a great 
mystery. My brother, an avid reader of adventure comics, insisted that the rotund Jimmy 
was no spy – he hadn’t the figure for it.

 With childish selfishness, we never considered the problems that food rationing brought 
to our poor parents; how to keep a growing family healthy on the meagre rations now 
in operation, two-ounces of sugar, one-ounce of tea, a little jam and a small portion of 
meat for each person per week. There were no eggs to be had. Instead, we made do 
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with a yellow powder that was supposed to serve the same purpose. Sausages were 
not rationed but were hard to get – and Denny’s they were not! Their ingredients con-
sisted of breadcrumbs and something else. I never knew what that something else was 
– perhaps it was just as well.
 
 Here I must confess that we, in our town, could supplement rations, albeit illegally. 
Villages, like Carrigans, a few miles over the border in Donegal, became venues for 
travelers foraging for supplies. Each night intrepid souls from our neighbourhood walked 
across the border armed with a list of goods needed by friends and neighbours. On their 
safe return, the contraband was duly distributed. The success of such ventures depend-
ed on these entrepreneurs knowing every twist and turn of the many ‘unapproved’ roads 
that by-passed the Customs Post. Needless-to-say, their efforts didn’t go unrewarded.

 Smuggling became a local pastime with all and sundry; even the great and the good 
succumbed. No-one worth his salt would return empty-handed from a trip to Buncrana 
or Moville. Housewives, in particular, had a special talent for smuggling, my mother 
among them. She had a lawless streak in her that came to the fore each Sunday when 
she journeyed by bus to see her Aunt Agnes. Aunt Agnes lived in Quigley’s Point in 
Donegal, on a smallholding that produced potatoes, vegetables, gooseberries and black 
currants. She also churned her own butter and reared hens. From these expeditions 
mother arrived home with butter and eggs, fruit for making jam and, sometimes, a young 
chicken, if Auntie was in a generous mood.

 I witnessed my mother’s smuggling skills on the one occasion I accompanied her. 
When we arrived at Aunt’s cottage, we sat down to a tea of fresh soda bread and fancy 
cakes bought for the occasion. Afterwards, when it was time to leave, mother stashed 
the goodies in the deep pockets of her loose overcoat and we proceeded on our journey 
home. At the Customs Post an official entered the bus and asked the passengers if they 
had anything to declare. He seemed to have an awesome instinct for spotting wrong-
doers and some of our fellow passengers were forced to relinquish their cache. When 
it came to our turn, I was petrified with fear. However, mother rose to the occasion and, 
with the aplomb of the hardened criminal, she smiled sweetly and declared nothing but 
her innocence. To my great relief and amazement the Custom Officer just nodded and 
allowed us to proceed on our journey.

 Meanwhile, at home, life continued as before. We were sure that our city would be 
spared the horror of the conflict in Europe but air-raids in Belfast soon made people re-
alise how near the danger was. Derry escaped attack, except for one shocking incident 
when a lone bomber dropped its cargo on Messine’s Park, killing and maiming several 
people living there. I can still remember that particular night when, as the sirens wailed, 
we children were roused from our beds and hustled down to our improvised shelter un-
der the stairs. As we huddled together in the darkness giggling nervously, we could hear 
an aero plane passing overhead. Then Mother realized that my aunt was missing and 
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she hurried out to the hall, calling for her to come down. The reply that drifted down was: 
“If I’m to die, I’ll die in my bed” – and there she remained, stubborn as ever.

 Meanwhile, our town was changing dramatically. Because Derry was an important North 
Atlantic port, the River Foyle came into its own. The once silent docks reverberated to 
the hustle and bustle of the thousands of sailors who manned the plethora of warships 
and submarines berthed there. On the streets troops of every colour and nationality 
mingled with local people. Most of these strangers were just passing through, although 
some had a longer stay and were billeted in old deserted buildings. Watts Distillery on 
William Street became home to a detachment of the RAF who guarded the huge silver 
barrage-balloons that floated overhead. The ‘invaders’ made little impression on my 
friends and me: they were simply birds of passage en route to somewhere else. We still 
attended school, played rounders in our street, swapped books and comics and queued 
noisily for the Saturday matinee. Armed with sweets from the weekly ration, we watched 
John Wayne and Errol Flynn survive all sorts of hazards and dangers before beating 
the baddies.

In contrast, the arrival of the Americans after Pearl Harbor had a profound effect on the 
town and its people. They established permanent bases rather than the temporary ac-
commodation of the other combatants and Uncle Sam housed his men in custom-built 
camps, each a Little America. Their pre-fabricated living quarters had under-floor heat-
ing - or so the story went - and each camp had a hospital, pharmacy, recreation hall and 
canteen. Stores and equipment were brought in from The States and, again if rumours 
were to be believed, there was an abundance of luxury items, sweets, candy bars, ice-
cream and thousands of tins of pineapple chunks!

 How we envied those families who welcomed Americans into their homes!  The visi-
tors usually came laden with the largesse of their stores, and they even brought nylons 
for older sisters!  These ‘invaders’ were smiling and self-assured and some chewed 
gum and drawled exactly like our heroes in the cinema. They were patient and good-
humoured with the hordes of children who swarmed round them at every turn. The 
US contingent integrated easily into the local scene and several men from the town 
were employed in the hospital and pharmacy departments in the camps. A number of 
Americans married Derry girls and these G.I. brides were easily identified by their smart 
new outfits that, according to the local fashion gurus, must have come straight from 
New York. They were the envy of friends and acquaintances forced to make do and 
mend. Because of wartime restrictions on clothes, there was the continual problem of 
rejuvenating garments well past their sell-by date. New outfits were few and far between 
and I can clearly remember my sister struggling to tart up a dress that had seen better 
days. Few coupons could be spared for stockings and in summer girls would apply a 
tinted cream that gave the appearance of the real thing. The topic of clothes dominated 
many conversations among grown-ups and you can imagine how my sister and her 
friends drooled when they first caught sight of the American nurses stationed at the local 
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camps. Some of these nurses attended our church on Sunday and they caused quite a 
flutter among the congregation, male and female. They were like film stars, sleek and 
immaculately groomed in their chic blue uniforms that were designed to flatter the most 
difficult figure – so my sister said.

 In 1945 the war ended and Derry’s image changed once again. The warships and 
submarines sailed away and once more the docks were silent and empty. The crowded 
streets returned to their pre-war quiet and everyday life resumed as before. But for the 
city and its people things would never be the same.

Christmas Memories
Renee McKimm

I have fond memories of Christmas as a child when the celebrations were simple 
and in keeping with the economic conditions of the time. I grew up in the Depression 
years when our modest family income precluded any great luxury in everyday living. 
Consequently, a special day like Christmas required careful planning and much prepa-
ration beforehand. Year after year the same ritual was followed. From the beginning of 
December a subtle change would come over our house, bringing a sense of excitement 
to my sister, my brother and myself. The ordinary daily routine was abandoned as the 
adults indulged in lengthy discussions on how best to provide for the festive day. One 
result was that the weekly shopping list would extend to include such items as packets 
of dried fruit, trifle sponges, jellies and tinned pears. Finances were stretched to allow 
Mother a mild shopping spree: after all, the children needed new clothes for Christmas 
Day. I still recall a yellow and brown woollen cap and matching scarf that came my way 
on one occasion: my siblings’ share of the spoils escapes me. 

 Our home underwent an early ‘Spring clean’. Furniture was polished, cup-
boards cleared and shelves lined with left-over wallpaper. Every cup, saucer and plate 
was carefully washed, even my mother’s precious dinner service, a wedding present 
that only saw the light of day once a year. It was in blue willow pattern with six little 
finger bowls to match. Each window was cleaned before being adorned with fresh net 
curtains, even the little dormer window that couldn’t be seen by passing neighbours. 
Holly and paper streamers festooned the ceilings and coloured lamp shades cast a rosy 
glow over cushions and covers that had seen better days. Unlike today, we didn’t have 
a Christmas tree but a large holly bush served the same purpose, thanks to my mother’s 
cousin in the country. It took pride of place in our parlour, glittering with tinsel and shiny 
baubles, and there was something almost magical about it in the firelight.
\
 Next on the agenda was the special baking. The large range was stoked up to 
the required temperature and the room was transformed. The large table was cleared of 
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its crocheted runner and fancy vase and every available space was covered with all the 
paraphernalia needed to produce cherry and sultana cakes and other delights for the 
festive table.

 I don’t remember any scales in evidence and ingredients seemed to be mea-
sured by the spoonful or perhaps by guesswork. Among the dried fruit spread out on 
greaseproof paper were large muscatel raisins that had to be de-seeded by hand – usu-
ally my job. After endless beating and blending the mixture was put in specially prepared 
tins and settled in the oven.

 Directing operations was my Aunt Ita, the baker in the family. While my mother 
was an adequate cook of plain fare, anything more adventurous defeated her. The seed 
cake that she produced – her particular favourite - was a one-off experience for the un-
wary. However, while Aunt Ita may have excelled at producing cakes and even toffee on 
occasions, she never fulfilled her ambition to produce a fine sloe wine that would aug-
ment the single bottle of port kept for special occasions. Despite previous failures, each 
Advent saw her try again until at last fate took a hand and brought relief to the entire 
household. On what turned out to be her final attempt at wine making, she followed the 
procedure laid down by her secret recipe. Cousins in Donegal were once more press-
ganged into gathering quantities of sloe berries and, when the fruit was delivered, she 
swung into action. Instructions on the recipe were carefully followed and the resulting 
brew poured into a large container and placed in the attic, there to remain until fermen-
tation took place. However, on this memorable occasion, disaster struck. One evening, 
a loud thud shattered the peace of the house and sent Mother and Aunt rushing into 
the hall to witness a sight that beggared belief. Down each stair gently oozed a dark 
brown liquid. The container in the attic had exploded and allowed the Chateauneuf de 
Chamberlain Street to escape. Aunt Ita was forced to see the writing on the wall: she 
would never be wine-maker of the year. 
 
 As usual, Christmas week heralded a last minute flurry of shopping as Mother returned 
home laden with mysterious packages that she carefully stored away out of sight of 
prying eyes. In spite of diligent searching of presses and wardrobes – and even under 
beds – I never discovered their whereabouts. Our local grocer delivered the usual order, 
together with tins of biscuits and bottles of fruit cordial. As reward for our custom during 
the year he included a fruit-cake as his contribution to the festive table. Christmas week 
also saw the arrival of the turkey, an ugly beast that was left to hang from our scullery 
ceiling. Mother prayed that the weather would remain cold in case the bird would ‘go 
off’.

 Christmas Day was a quiet day that began very early when we were awakened in time 
for Mass at 6 a.m. Warmly clad in our new outfits, my sister and brother and I walked 
with our parents through the silent streets up to the Cathedral. We thought it rather excit-
ing to be out and about in the middle of the night. In the Cathedral our eyes were drawn 
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to the special coloured lights placed above the altar for Christmas. As the organ pealed 
out ‘Silent Night’ the figures of Jesus and Mary in the large crib seemed to be alive in the 
flickering candlelight. The Mass over, we trooped home again, elated at the thought of 
the presents awaiting us. By today’s standards our gifts were modest – books, games, 
puzzles, sweets and, of course, a Cadbury’s Selection box – though I remember once 
getting a doll’s house with windows that opened and shut. On that occasion also, my 
brother got a toy fort with tiny lead soldiers.

 After dinner in the early afternoon aunts and uncles arrived to reminisce about past 
Christmases and I would fidget impatiently until it was time for the children’s Matinee.
 
 Each year our local cinema ran a special Christmas show featuring ancient films resur-
rected for the occasion. Undeterred by what was on offer, my brother and I would join 
the crowd of noisy youngsters queuing outside the City Cinema for what seemed like 
hours. Even standing in the wind and rain was better than being at home listening to the 
adults droning on or seeing them doze by the fire as the port took effect. The matinee 
over, we returned home in time for tea, my favourite meal of the day. We youngsters 
gorged ourselves on cake and chocolate biscuits and even managed a few Quality 
Street afterwards.

 However, early rising and gluttony eventually took their toll. Games lost their appeal as 
our energy waned and there were only token protests as bedtime was announced. For 
my mother, there was welcome peace and quiet and a chance to relax after the hard 
work of the day.
 
 When I recall those Christmases of my childhood, I marvel at how my parents managed 
to make each one such a bountiful occasion in the stringent economic conditions of the 
hungry thirties. Then, I was never conscious of the efforts this demanded of them but I 
am grateful for the memories that their sacrifices made possible.
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Maiden City 
Liam McLaughlan

Do ye see that woman
Full of pain
Pushing the pram against the rain 
What she wished for
Never came
At her heels another wain.

For she admired him
From afar
As he pulled pints behind the bar
Until her mates gave him
The wire
That her tights 
Were all on fire.

And she thought her knight 
Had come the night
The taxi left them home
And for six weeks
She wouldn’t let him
Hoist her skirt
To fire his seed in.

But the seventh came
Too soon
And as they rolled across the room 
He sailed the ship
That broke the boom
And fired the shot
That rent the moon.

He stayed with her
For four years after
Filled with tears
But sometimes laughter.
Then, all of a sudden
He left to find a job in London 
And then stopped writing

Then this day she gets the word 
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He’s shacked up
With some English bird
They’re living in Brighton, by the sea \Doing well, apparently.

So, she takes her Ma’s advice
Once bitten, twice shy
Until she meets this bloke called Rory Different face but the same old story.

When they first met
He was so sound
Then he knocked her up 
And started knocking her around
Her brothers sorted Rory out 
He left and took bad on stout.

They see each other
Now and then
If he calls for his wain
At the weekend

So that’s the woman
Full of pain
Pushing the pram against the rain Through the streets
That once were fields
The future tripping
At her heels.
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Blond Bombshell
Jackie McMenaman

They said it in French and assumed
That no one knew what they said.
But I did.

Admittedly it was easy.
They were staring at her rear end at the time.
‘Nice ass!’ the blond god said.
‘Really nice ass!’ the dark one replied.

I wondered if I should tell her,
But decided she was big headed enough.
As I left I said, ‘Bon nuit’ and looked
Them straight in the eye.

French Sailor
Jackie McMenaman

He drowned in the dark at Christmas.
He would have felt safe on that little trawler,
Miles from home on the Atlantic.

Where the conditions awful
Was he full of Christmas cheer?
Did no one miss him in the galley?

His body was recovered three months later. 
Entangled in nets off Donegal.
Limbs missing.

Identified only by the labels on his clothing.

I can’t stop thinking about him
Drowning in the dark.
Not knowing or seeing what hit him.
Going down with the heart pain of fear,
Choking any cry for help.

I remember another French man far from home.  
We hitched through Donegal town, singing
‘The Fields of Athenry’ and ‘Non Regret Rein’
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We laughed at each other’s attempts to get the words right.
But like the fisherman, I don’t know where he is now.

I hope there was someone to mourn him. 
To take his body back and visit his grave. 
I want to believe that there was someone
Who missed him and prayed for a miracle.

Playwright 
Jackie McMenaman

I try to imagine what you look like
When you answer the phone
Too early in the morning for a bohemian
Too late for an insomniac.

What little hair you have left,
Ruffled.  Baby fluff standing on your head.
Boxers, y-fronts, big t-shirt,
Or as God made you.

A little hoarse, from smoking too many
Herbal cigarettes.  Maybe supporting an
Heavy metal festival in your cranium.
Knowing you have to go downstairs sometime
To face the face you have to face.
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Fragment
Gerard O’Neill

Okay time to get up, move, race against the clock again.  Shuffle from the table to 
the cupboard to chair.  The hands of the clock race on.  Time to set the day in motion.  
Another day of dull regimented teaching highlighted by classroom control.  Well night 
comes to analyse and evaluate the results - the fallout from another wasted day.
 I still smell the sweet oriental aroma of perfume that mingles with your hair, the 
lure of the orient that lures me into your life.
 Moments in time, time to eat breakfast and run, catch the bus at Euston, study 
each face and see how time has carved worry into bone, time to talk time to prepare, 
time to...
 Remember each embrace caught in the hazy nights of summer scented by 
sumptuous roses and lilies from the deserted part, caught only by a full moon lurking 
behind the small white wisps of candy floss clouds.
 Slow punctuated bleating of a school bell calls time - but what I remember most, 
most of all is the darkness of your sullen look and the slenderness of your slow gliding 
steps as you walked away forever.

Troy
Gerard O’Neill

Sailing southwards
Sun at my back
Thirst calking my throat
Water almost gone
Hoping to avoid the Isle of the Dead
Memory of burning cities
Fresh in my mind
Praying to the Gods for fair winds
To reach home and
Set my sword aside forever.
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An English Paddy
Dell Prince 
(An excerpt from his autobiography)

My Naval Training at H.M.S. Ganges, which was a shore establishment in Shotley near 
Ipswich, was over, and along with others I awaited my instructions as to where I was 
going to be sent. Of course we all wanted to go to ships in far off exotic places. I was 
told I was joining the Derry Squadron; I had no idea where Derry was so I asked my 
Instructor Petty Officer Gooch. ‘Prince you are going to one of the best runs ashore in 
the world, and the entrance to the harbour is absolutely wonderful. Derry is in Northern 
Ireland, the full name is Londonderry but everyone calls it Derry. You will be doing a lot 
of exercises in the Irish Sea and North Atlantic which can get very rough but your runs 
ashore will make up for those discomforts.’  I still wasn’t sure what he meant by Northern 
Ireland, to me if you came from Ireland you were Irish, I didn’t know there were two 
Ireland’s, I knew a man from Scotland was Scottish and a man from Wales was Welsh 
so how come there was a difference in Ireland? Of course I was soon to find out what 
the difference was.

 I joined H.M.S. Zest in Chatham and we set sail for Derry, after three days we entered 
the mouth of the River Foyle. When you enter the river Northern Ireland is to your South 
and Southern Ireland is to your North, strange but true. It took two hours to sail up the 
river to Derry, first we picked up a Pilot from Moville, which is in the South, after about 
a mile and a half Northern Ireland is on both sides, a couple of miles down was a place 
called Lisahally. There were a lot of ships there in mothballs, among them was the 
Amethyst, the ship they made a film about called the Yangtze Incident.
 
As you turned the bend in the river you got your first glimpse of Derry. The channel was 
very narrow, in fact you could see the river bottom on both sides of the ship and you 
could almost touch the branches of the trees that overhung the banks. Derry reminded 
me of pictures I had seen as a child in fairytale books, with its cathedral spires, the 
Guildhall like a castle at the edge of the river and the green dome of a roof I was to learn 
was Austin’s Department store. It was getting dusk when we arrived and smoke from 
hundreds of chimneys hung like a cloud over the city with rays of light shining through; 
merchant ships were moored alongside the quay from the Guildhall to the dockyard 
unloading coal and grain. I fell in love with the place there and then and couldn’t wait to 
get ashore.

 There were three ships in the Squadron. I was soon to learn that each ship had its own 
local, of course we frequented all the bars but we each had our own special one, ours 
was the Waterloo Bar at the top of Waterloo Street. It was there I had my first taste of VP 
wine, a cheap red wine that enabled you to get drunk without spending too much. If you 
wanted to go to the movies you had your choice of the Odeon, Palace, City, Rialto, St. 
Columb’s Hall which was owned by the Catholic Church and the Midland which was 
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in the Waterside and known as the flea-pit, not that it mattered as long as they had 
a good film on. Dance halls were plentiful – the Corinthian, Ritz, Criterian, Embassy, 
Sweatbox and Mems.  The latter was the Apprentice Boys of Derry headquarters but like 
St. Columbs Hall it didn’t matter who owned it as long as they had a good band on. The 
dance halls were all on the Cityside, in fact hardly anyone ever went to the Waterside on 
the other side of the River Foyle.

 After a night of drinking we would all end up in the Clarendon Café which was notorious 
in those days but tame by to-day’s standards. They call Derry the ‘Maiden City’, I don’t 
know why but it could be because there seemed to be hundreds of girls and very few 
men – the reason for the shortage of men was because they were all away in England 
working as there wasn’t any work there. 

 The girls worked mostly in the shirt factories. The girls also seemed to know more about 
the movements of the ships than we did, they would tell us when we were leaving and 
when we would be back – don’t ask me how but they did. Another thing Petty Officer 
Gooch told me was very true. ‘Prince,’ he said. ‘There are plenty of girls in Derry but if 
you think you are going to get your leg over forget it, the girls of Derry are not that way 
inclined’ but it was something we never really cared about as it was such a good run 
ashore even if you only sat in Yanerelli’s or Fiortini’s Café and listened to the juke box 
over a cup of coffee.

 I remember many a night leaving the Waterloo Bar and calling into Greasy Barnie’s in 
William Street for a fish supper and eating it staggering down the Strand Road to the 
Clarendon Café, the Café stayed open until the last person had left. There would be 
fights most nights and of course you always got some drunken sailor who would stand 
on a table and give us a song whilst he stripped off, we would then throw our drinks over 
him.  It was harmless and the girls thought it was hilarious.
 
I met my future wife in the Café; I had seen her about and fancied her but could never 
pluck up the courage to ask her out. One particular night I was in the café with another 
girl called Eileen, when Mimi and her cousin Lizzie came in. Eileen asked them to sit 
with us. She then said she had to go but would be back in a couple of minutes –  she 
didn’t come back –  it was her way of dumping me, but I didn’t mind I was sitting with 
Mimi and she was far prettier and now I had the chance to ask her out. Eileen did me 
a favour that night because Mimi and I got married and forty-two years later we are still 
together.
 From that first visit to Derry it has been my home, and despite the thirty-years of trou-
bles I still love the place. Okay we still have bigotry and hatred. I’ve experienced some 
of the bigotry myself when I was looking for work after leaving the Navy but maybe, just 
maybe, someone one day will bang a few heads together and make people see sense 
and appreciate what a beautiful place they live in.
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School-Day Reflections 
Helen Quigley

The years they spent our heads to fill
With facts and figures that now matter nil
Who now, knows the measure of a gill
Twelve pence a shilling, twenty shillings a pound
Add up these with no calculator around
Pints in a gallon number eight
Eight stone of coal a hundred weight
It wasn’t easy and often hard
Twelve inches a foot, three feet a yard
1-7-6-0 in every mile
Tables and figures, our head for a file
Roads, poles and perches, furlongs
 Fathoms and firkins
 Oldham for cotton
 Bradford for wool
 Grimsby for fish
 Sheffield for tools
The coalfields of England
The coalfields of Wales
Repetition never fails
All learned off in reel and rhyme
As facts that would endure
Endure they did and that’s for sure
But only in our brain
Now, the cant and rhyme and pain of the cane
Like the jobs we prepared for have gone down the drain.

The hours we spent in learning prayers
To the saint’s that never was
The agony of the mortal sins
Now seen as human flaws
The tenet and the dogma
So unflinching in their stand
No longer fills this present world
Where one leases every strand
The business of indulgences has gone bankrupt now
Partial and plenary that was once a holy cow
We add them as credits and counted them in days
To pave our way to heaven in a variety of ways
Limbo purgatory and penance
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The omnipotence of the sacred presence
These words long in decline
Ruled our lives and stole our time
Venial sins and subservience.

Ave Maria
Rosemary Ctliffe Quinn

Greetings from your old cousin and friend. Your epistle arrived yesterday with Mamoud 
the silk merchant when his camel caravan passed this way. May his soul be blessed 
even though he is not one of the chosen. 

 It was good to hear of your visit to Jerusalem though I was shocked to hear that you had 
such a problem with Jesus. Or does he call himself Jahweh now or maybe Jehovah? 
They get such strange ideas these young men as they get older. I could tell you stories 
about our John but first about your trip.

 Did you not give Jesus explicit instructions about where to meet up after the festival? 
What was Joseph thinking to let him out of his sight? I suppose he’s just like Zachary. 
Leave all the arrangements to the women. I declare Zachary is getting worse by the day 
and it doesn’t help that we were too old to be first time parents when John was born. But 
more of that later. You said you were a long way out of Jerusalem before the men and 
women met up and it was when Joseph arrived on his own you realised that Jesus was 
missing. Well you couldn’t have been expected to keep an eye on him since he was old 
enough this time to be with the men. And to think you then had to walk the whole way 
back against the crowd. My heart goes out to you.
 
 But at least you found him safe and well. Too well from what you tell me. Imagine him 
making a public statement like that! ‘I must be about my father’s business’ indeed. A 
good sharp word in his ear at that point might have put a stop to his delusions of gran-
deur. But what am I saying? I have one just as bad right here. Yet to think that he took 
on the priests of the temple in debate. And now he claims God is his father! Did you ever 
have him examined by a reputable doctor? How could he say those things and Joseph 
standing right in front of him? The shame of it. I know there was a bit of a question mark 
over his birth but everybody tried to draw a veil over that and Joseph has always been a 
good father and took you in without listening to one bit of gossip. Enough already. 

 No, there is something definitely wrong with these young men nowadays, that’s my 
opinion. Take our John. We can’t handle him at all. Of course Zachary is far too old to 
take him on and just spends his days sitting in the dust outside the house and never 
says a word. He’s as silent now as he was when he was struck dumb by the angel be-
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fore John was born. Do you remember that? You came to visit us then and the day you 
arrived I felt the child kick for the first time. Oh happy days. We thought it would be all 
sweetness and light and I was so full of hope after being barren all those years. We’ve 
had our ups and downs you and I since then. Who would have thought you would end 
up having your baby in a byre and having all those shepherds arriving in on top of you 
before you had time to recover your composure. And then there was that story of the an-
gels or some such singing on the mountains in the middle of the night. And weren’t wise 
men on camels supposed to have appeared out of the desert with gifts for the child? But 
I’m only rambling on here. I know you don’t like to talk about those things. It was all too 
long ago.  And now you’re settled in Nazareth and Joseph is a carpenter and doing well 
and everything would be grand if only Jesus would settle down and help his father in the 
workshop instead of growing his hair long and changing his name at every opportunity 
and having delusions about his parentage and telling other people how to live their lives. 
Maybe it was all that travelling you did when he was young, into Bethlehem for the birth 
and then away to Egypt to get away from Herod’s madness. Wasn’t there an angel in-
volved in that journey too? Maybe that’s why Jesus is causing you problems. Too many 
angels and not enough roots in his early years.
   
 Well in case you think I am gloating about your misfortune, let me tell you I have 
a son here who could beat him at his own game. Not only has this son whose birth nearly 
killed me, started to grow his hair, but he neither washes nor combs it and he has thrown 
off his good garments that took me hours to make and is now wearing an old goat’s 
skin if you please. And as if that were not bad enough, he now runs off into the desert 
for days at a time. ‘I want to be alone’ is his only explanation. When he comes back he 
goes round the village shouting at friends and strangers alike, ‘Prepare ye the way of the 
Lord, make straight his paths for the day of retribution is at hand.’ Calls himself a prophet 
now and has taken to denouncing Herod at every opportunity, God between us and all 
harm. If I didn’t know better I would say he was on the wine but we keep no wine in the 
house since Zachary had that bladder problem last year and I know John has no money 
to buy any. He tells me he lives on hyssop and wild honey when he is in the desert. He’s 
certainly thin enough for me to believe that. I don’t know what will be the end of him. I 
was told by a concerned neighbour (that’s what she called herself anyway) that he has 
recently started encouraging people to throw themselves into the river Jordan and then 
he blesses them and calls on the spirit of God to descend on them. That it should come 
to this! I should be so misfortunate!

 Ah! Maria take care of yourself and Joseph and we will pray for each other that 
our foolish sons will soon grow out of their youthful fancies.

Shalom,

Elizabeth  
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The Butterfly Poem
Rosemary Cutliffe Quinn

I’ve got a butterfly on my belly.
No not a real one, too early in the year for that.
No not a tattoo, I can’t abide the thought of someone
Sticking needles in me.
It’s a transfer.
Yes the sort you lick and rub on.
This is not your usual butterfly with big fluttery wings
This one is small and slender (as I would like to be)
With black wings and large red markings.
As soon as I saw him 
I wanted to put him somewhere special
Somewhere warm and soft
A place secret and safe
A place dark and daring
Where he can surf the heights and hollows, crests and crevices
Of a part of me owed reward for the service it has given.

I have given my belly the gift of a butterfly
To compensate for the abuse it has endured for years and years.
Once it was flat and firm
A pleasure to behold.
Side on in the mirror it did not bulge.
But I was younger then, paid it scant attention.
It was a part of me not seen in public.
Those were the modesty years before bikinis.
Now I would bare it brazenly to the world.

But the map has changed, 
The contours are different.
That perfect part of me has been invaded, bombarded
By babies, lots, 
Once even two together,
By surgeons’ knives and stitches, clips and clamps.
The flat plain has contracted, expanded,
And now lies crumpled and creased
Bounded on either side by blue rivers
Of stretch marks,
New terrain
Where a butterfly with imagination
Might feel perfectly happy Resting in soft pastures.
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Peter
Rosemary Cutliffe Quinn

I’m a fisherman
That’s all I am 
Never wanted another life
My needs are simple
To see the wet nets glisten in the morning sun
To watch them spin and whirl mid-air
Then settle as a quilt on 
The shivering sea
To feel the tickle of a fish fin
On my hand
Or plunge my arms to elbow
In the night’s catch

Had a wife once 
And a family
They waited on the shore 
To haul me home
With ropes and smiles and tiny hands
And the promise of 
A warm bed 
A pillow breast 
Where my head rested easily

Then He came
Walked into my life across water
Bade us cast our nets once more
Into a barren sea
Which by a miracle
Emptied itself into
Our straining arms
And I was caught
Twist though I may 
In the web and mesh of His skill, 
His mastery, which could command 
The very ocean’s depths

I followed Him
Hooked by His every word
He spoke of wonders which
I could not understand
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No matter
“You will be fishers of men”
He said
And we believed Him 
As we watched Him gather in 
Priests and prostitutes 
Teachers and tax-collectors
With one throw of His voice

Yet I betrayed Him
Though I loved Him still
Denied Him who had called me
His rock
Covered my head and yearned for
My wife’s breast, 
As I watched them haul Him in
Strip Him and gut Him
And leave Him hanging as a fish
On a market stall
Too late I cried
“Forgive me master
I am only a simple man.” 

The Naked Eye
Rosemary Cutliffe Quinn

He had a well turned ankle. I noticed that straight away. His feet were neat too, about 
size eight I’d say. And his hands were pale and slim with long delicate fingers and well 
shaped, well manicured nails. First impressions are so important I think, particularly 
in this job. First impressions mean you have the measure of the person before you 
measure them if you know what I mean. And over the years I’ve become particularly 
observant. I can sum up a potential customer at a glance. Can give you to within an 
inch his height and girth and within a couple of pounds his body weight. Of course the 
job has changed somewhat over the years. We call our customers clients now. It’s more 
professional. Gives the work a certain cachet and lets the person paying the bill feel as 
if he is in control. Or she? We don’t just cater for men. As you can imagine women make 
up fifty per cent of our clientele. In fact nowadays women foot the bill more often than 
not and who am I to make an issue of that? Live and let live I say and the times they 
are a-changing. But I must confess I prefer to deal with men, whether it’s measuring an 
inside leg or stamping Paid on an invoice. You know where you are with men. They don’t 
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make a fuss about colour or style, they take your advice as a respected and long-serv-
ing member of the profession and they usually pay up without a fuss. It’s so undignified 
to have to haggle don’t you think, especially where a woman is involved.

 I must confess I came into the profession to work with and for men. And for a long time 
all my colleagues were men. Quiet and dignified they went about their work calmly and 
with the decorum required of someone whose job it is to send the client out looking better 
than when he came in. But there are women working here now. Imagine in such an old 
establishment with its excellent reputation for circumspection we now have giggling girls 
openly discussing a client’s vital statistics often while the client is right there in front of 
them. But I keep my dignity. I work alone for a start. I prefer there to be a rapport, albeit a 
silent one, between myself and client. I don’t need instructions. I know instinctively what 
needs to be done and I can sense that the client is content to let me have my way.

 I love the feel and smell of a man’s body. I have a secret passion for a hairy leg, 
preferably dark hair, and a well-matted chest can send me into ecstasies. Of course I 
don’t let that be known. I’m not a fool. If one shiver of delight were to become common 
knowledge I would be relegated to working with female clients from then on. There’s a 
certain vindictiveness about certain people at the top of this establishment and it would 
give them great delight to offer me work which I despise. So I keep my little passion to 
myself and so far I’ve been lucky.

 Take today for instance. This is a rush job but one which requires the utmost care 
and attention to detail. This man must leave here today in attire which reflects his 
importance, his wealth and dare I say it, his beauty. Oh yes I use that word advisedly. As 
soon as I saw him I prayed I would be chosen to serve him. It was the sight of that well-
turned ankle. Of course I didn’t ask, didn’t push myself forward. There are times when 
subservience and discretion are best. And, as often in my case, years of expertise are 
rewarded. Mr. Jones called me into his office.

 ‘Lou’ he said. He calls me Lou when he has need of my special talent, at other times I’m 
just a surname. But I’m not fooled.

 ‘Lou I need you to do your best for this client. I don’t need to tell you what a coup it is for 
the firm to be honoured by his presence.’ As if I would demean myself by doing inferior 
work at any time. But I said nothing, just smiled my assent. 

 And here I am and here he is, my special client, silent conspirators in a game of make-
believe. Because his beauty is a mask. From a distance he’s young, he’s handsome, 
his teeth gleam, his hair shines, his back is straight and his vision perfect. He and I 
entered the cubicle at the same time. I took him at face value and I yearned to touch 
him. But alas, I face the truth and it’s not a pretty sight. He’s not a pretty boy. The teeth 
are false, the hair a piece, the blue eyes just lenses, the forehead is botoxed and the lips 
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which I yearned to touch are siliconed. And as I strip him of his garments I feel a corset 
underneath. How sad! But he need not worry. As I lay him back onto the marble slab and 
prepare to stuff his orifices I assure him that he will leave here as he wishes to be seen 
and as I remember him from his earlier years – A shining star, a hero to the end.    

Last Day in May
Alec Reid

Hedges on the last day in May
Flaunt their best ware
Throw their best scents;
I – only human – succumb.
What did she think?
That woman out for a walk
Who had to pass
Me with my eyes closed
Sense-seduced
Standing in the roadway
Smelling mighty?

What Dogwood!
Alec Reid

You think your dogwood
Good
Till you
See
Chinese Dogwood
In Elizabeth Park
Vancouver
And feel you should
Hoover
The lot
From your plot
Because you know
No
Good
Dog would
On your dogwood
Pee.
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Blue
Alec Reid

I was outside Heaven to-day, looking in; Magic!
Intense blue
So blue,
I couldn’t see a thing inside for blue – 
But white clouds of glory swirled
Outside.
I was on my back, looking through frills of black sally – 
Easter Saturday it was –
Grey furry buds were breaking
Ahead of leaves –  I was thrilled – 
For I could see
Right through into....Blue.
Only one angel-bird sang
But she was good – wild good -
Mezzo-soprano perched on her top note I was lying on a bank
Seeing right through
Into the very heart of the Universe....There’s nothing to it just Blue....
Eye-filling
Soul-sating
Mind-blowing
Blue.

Aye
Alec Reid

Bride
Camera-caught – 
Eye-shine
Heart-full:
Moment ties
In album.
Lies
Truth is
Time flies
To Doom:
Veil–rag
Eye–close
Flesh–fall
Heart–clay.
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Ar Chruach Padraic
Alec Reid

A Phadraic naofa, téigh chun an tsléibhe bheannaithe
Mar do rinne tú fadó;
Ardaigh arís do lámha chun na bhFIaithis,
Ar son chine Ghael,
Mar do rinne Maoise ar son a dhaoine anallód;
Guí ar son ár sagart atá thíos
Tri éagcóir an mhionlaigh,
lonnas nach gcaille an salann a ghoirte
Is nach múchtar an solas ina gcroíthe;
Agus ar son d’eaglaise féin-ghonta, gortaithe,
A aoire dhilis, gui an’s chun Dé.
Téigh chun an tsléibhe, a Phadraic naofa....

Piano Man
Peadar Shanahan

The crusty piano player was bored with his job, but the restaurant audience in the five-
star hotel did not know it. In fact, a white, middle-aged couple, the male member of 
which looked like a hippopotamus, thought the piano-player was wonderful as he played 
his repertoire which included both, Swan Lake and Jimmy Brown. ‘Just beautiful,’ they 
both agreed.

 
His wife craned her long, lanky neck up like a giraffe and called over the headwaiter. 
‘Tell the pianist that we really enjoy his playing and that he has made our night here in 
the hotel.’ Then, with an imperial twitch of her finger, she elicited a twenty-rand note 
from the hippopotamus across the table. ‘And buy him a drink, too,’ she added.

 The piano player cleared his larynx of the top layer of tar that had accumulated from 
forty-years of smoking and mumbled a camouflaged thank you to the waiter as he care

fully placed the large Napoleon cognac in the brandy tumbler on a mat on the piano 
nodding to the giraffe-hypo couple without breaking rhythm. They smiled back, and he 
noticed that the candlelight glinted on her gold tooth.

 Outside the window and below them, the stallion waves of the Indian Ocean glinted in 
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he full moonlight and broke rhythmically on the Natal shoreline. Across the bay, and hid-
den from the hotel view, the dense black smoke from Sebokeng shanty town indicated 

the preparation of a thousand suppers. Behind the township stood the hospital where, 
even this early on a Friday night, twenty people with gunshot and knife wounds waited 
in an empty corridor for a doctor, as attendant spread sawdust to absorb the blood on 
the floor.

 The piano player, still in his rotten mood, brought his left hand down hard and low on 
the ivories of the Steinway. He fooled around with a discordant D Minor for awhile and, 
with his right hand, he swished the golden liquid round the brandy glass. He changed to 
another discord with his left hand, something close to a G Minor this time and continued 
to swish the liquid. 

 ‘There is something sensuous and sexy about a large glass of brandy,’ he thought. ‘Like 
the bottom of a beautiful woman.’ He began to feel that same anticipation that he used 
to feel when the possibility of making love to a beautiful woman for the first time gave 
way to its probability. In latter years, his feelings of anticipation were confined to wine 
and good food.

 Suddenly, he swigged the glass, finishing it, devouring it – if one can devour a liquid 
– like a passionate lover. He felt the brandy explode like ignited petrol in his stomach 
and a surge of what he imagined as creativity shot to his brain and from there to his 
fingers and thence to the Steinway.

 ‘Great music!’ He told himself and his mood lifted as he laid into the piano big time 
proceeding to jazz up Swan Lake. The hippopotamus looked around at the piano player 
after he had looked across at them to check whether his own response was acceptable. 
‘How awful!’ the giraffe exclaimed eventually. ‘I am very disappointed’ she told the head-
waiter as they hastily departed. ‘Very disappointed, indeed!’



DPW Journal Vol. 1, No. 1  April 2005

104

DPW Journal

105

Vol. 1, No. 1  April 2005

A Fountain Called Waterloo 
Yabo Yablonsky

There is a fountain called Waterloo 
In a square in Derry.
No toy soldiers here

No hussars, no lancers
No captured field pieces.
Waterloo!
What does it mean?

A bronze girl thirteen, fourteen tests the waters 

Does she seek Fatima?
Or just the miracle of warmth?

Behind her are blind ghosts 
Black birds strut nearby.
Did they lick the sockets clean
Or guide the sculpture’s thumbs to 
Such cruel gouging?

A light rain leaves a map of tears 
That leads my eyes down the hollow cheeks, 
To arthritic, workers claws, 
Huge, grasping, never full able.

A girl thirteen, fourteen 
In a very tight tee shirt 
Stops a hard run and laughs 
CCCP clasps her breasts 
Does she know it’s political?  
Does she care?

She runs to a tall boy in 
Highly polished black boots, 
Yellow framed glasses and a 
Marlboro Red pursed between his lips.
They laugh a lot.
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I Can’t Help It, I Think in 
Panavision
Yabo Yablonsky

FADE IN.

INT: A CORRIDOR - OLD CONVENT - DERRY, 
IRELAND - AFTERNOON

like some rainbows
certain images can only be framed in the mind.
in flowing white robes
my phantom nun,
like “Lawrence of Arabia” she
moved across a three inch luminescent strip of light
  Danced the edge of my right eye 
and
  Panicked the hair on the back of my 
head

a Thumbelina of a lady who had mirth 
and spoke it loudly in bursts of waltz,
quick, graceful, very young with a child’s 
concentrated brow.

FADE OUT.

FADE IN.

EXT. - COUNTRY - NIGHT

A boy perhaps four or five lies in deep grass.  Stars 
the size of small moons light the sky.  Fireflies, not a 
few, but thousands wink around his face.  He hears 
mom and dad calling his name, laughing as they 
hide and seek him in the starry night



DPW Journal Vol. 1, No. 1  April 2005

106

DPW Journal

107

Vol. 1, No. 1  April 2005

HAIKUS

Amy 
Rosemary Cutliffe Quinn

The touch of sunlight
Feather-fingered on her face
Smiles light up my life.

Summer
Madeline McCully

Summer hammock swings
Cradling childish laughter
My spirit is golden.

Fall
Madeline McCully

Dead flowers failing
From the terra cotta pot.
Weeping blood on stone.

Winter
Madeline McCully

Brown hydrangea heads
Droop to meet the frozen ground
Hard-hearted winter.

Swallows
Madeline McCully
Swallows wheel and flash
Dropping like stones upon trees
I am Icarus.
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Flight
Margie Bernard

In constant motion
Swifts sweep Lough Swilly airspace
Gleaning nourishment. 

Blossoming
Margie Bernard

New poppies blossom
Bright yellow-red and vibrant 
In morning sunlight. 

LIMERICKS

A Limerick Limerick
Margie Bernard

To Limerick Margie went on vacation
Where she met Michael at the train station
She asked, ‘Are you Joe?’
He answered her, ‘No.’
Which is how they began their flirtation.

Migration
Margie Bernard

A gaggle of geese swam on Lough Swilly
All in circles they went willy-nilly.
Head honker said, ‘Ho
It’s time we must go.’
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