Potholes a Sonnet by Aaron
McGee O'Reilly

I'm stuck in my bed,

Scattered thoughts in my head,
Burning pain in my chest,

My soul cannot find rest,

| want to evolve and be new,

Follow my dreams and see it through,
Fight the monsters my mind has created,
Stay true to myself and become sated,

The struggle | carried is no longer needed,
The weight of it all suddenly fleeted,

I'm glad | found my true calling,

Because pen and paper | find enthralling.

My fight felt like an unwinnable war,
My love of fantasy let me endure.

Saints of Almost by Emmma Cody

The streetlight hums like an old guitar,
Its song caught in the rain’s small teeth.
| walk home through the ghost of myself,
Each step a promise | forgot to keep.

You were the bruise | mistook for a birthmark,
The tender ache that made me believe

In forever, or something close to it.

Something | could almost touch and never leave.

The city’s breath fogs the mirror of the night,
And | see us there, two blurs in motion,

Our names dissolving on each other’s tongues.
A mercy, a curse, a quiet devotion.

If | call your name now, it won’t answer back.
Only the wind will nod, half-drunk and kind.
It whispers what all saints must learn -

That love survives us, but never on time.

Acrostic Poem by Eithne Doherty

Exploring ideas fill the mind

Seeking truths both near and far
Structuring thoughts into shapes of a kind
Answers shining like a yonder star

Yet the pressure to success can mar
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Sculpture by Sam Pidgeon Blossoms Bloom by John Plain Jane by Rachel Moody
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Turn me into your perfect sculpture before | eventually Rupture As | take my destined rise ¢ \ I, U il < e ) el @ e el e
from the stress. | will be ok That's just who I am \ \
It's plainto see I'm just an emotional punching bag, so you can | dance with the flowers as they toss side to side,
easily brag how great you are without raising any red flags. . . Feeling light as a feather, as | move with the sunlight on my
You will never see someone like me go on in society. Afterall, Six Word Stories face,
I'm just a piety that you despise. Swimming against the tide is tough. By Arthur Sheridan  I'm just plain Jane,

Her phone still rings, nobody answers. By Emma Cody Who likes to read fantasy books,
To get away from reality and feel like

I'm drifting into a new world each time

TIME by Arthur Sheridan \tarkg newy book

I'm just plain Jane

Haiku by Adam Flood

Since | was a boy
| dreamed of being Batman
and that has not changed

Time. What is it. You can’t see it. You can’t taste it. You can’t

smell it. Yet it has everyone running around after it. Being in i
Acrostic Poem by Adam Flood my circumstance, notzing to do ogd all day to do it, timg has A Paean to John Travolta by Eithne
Brooding, brutal, brilliant and brave changed for me. It's either time to get up or time to go to bed. DOhel’ty
A guardian against villainy, innocents he saves Time to eat, or time not to eat. Simplicity ‘ha’. He stalks the room
Terror he strikes into those who are evil | remember back in my days of employment a comrade of Boorm Boom Boom
Manor of his is very medieval mine was proud of the fact that he always knew the time. He The cut of his jaw
A lone shadow, Gotham's Dark Knight had a watch with five buttons and a built in compass. It could Raw Raw Bawr
No bat mobile or disguise, just Batman in the cold, cruel night tell the time down to the millisecond. He used to tell me the slick with sleight of hand
time several times a day. And the date. And what time it was Eyes on the mirror ahead
. in several cities on the other side of the world. Nonchalant he takes the floor
Ode to The Blue Rose Kn|ght by | had a watch back then too. It only had two buttons. One was Lights shine he begins to move
. . for the light. The other, | don't know what it was for. Seeing as Liquid movement all askew
Ch ItrCI Slng hd how the instructions were in some far eastern language. A Dancers scatter Adonis shimmers
In armour bright, the Blue Rose Knight doth stand, language they had neglected to teach us in school. It used Control of the dancefloor
With sword in hand, a guardian of the just. some obscure battery which couldn’t be bought in this Confidence glimmers
Through shadows deep and battles fierce and grand, country, so when it went flat the watch stopped for good. It
He honours vows, in valiant heart and trust. was stuck at ten past one. Green Thread by Emma COdy
“Ten thirty two and four seconds” he said to me. It's the third of | stitched mv smile with thread of areen
A cause to fight for, honour bound with grace, the fifth and see your man over there, He's north north east . shzlude UG nevar seer? !
Each clash of steel sings tales of ancient lore. from where we're standing. What time is by you?” he asked, Yciu \auahed in »;Id and |G Iouoied _
Upon the field, he carves his rightful place, wishing to compare, knowing it was always ten past one by But insidge " sﬁadclyws nodsgd
His spirit strong as petals to the floor. my watch. “Ten past one” | said for the millionth time. “You » My '
should get one of these” he said. “Wait till | show you what it . ,
The blue rose blooms when courage finds its way, does.” | really didn't want to know. Life is complicated enough EZLCJL b?:uqrtuz bé%olnglce)?m’ltlke?(igfds el Lssee
A symbol rare of love and bravery. without five buttons to press. It was water proof. It was shock The WE))Hd tur¥1ed soft to meét S,
In twilight’s glow, he marches on each day, proof. It was doing me bloody head in. While mine sank deeber in deféot ’
Protecting dreams with noble destiny “Your watch isn’t that accurate” says I. “What do you mean?” P ‘
he says. “My watch tells milliseconds, sure your one is always Your iov — mv ache. Your arace — mv wound
For every scar that marks his steadfast fight stopped.” “Ah yes” says |. “But at some precise moment twice Ah rjnrz/of oyurs m' soul?nistuned Y :
He wears it well — the legacy of light. a day, my watch is spot on to the micro millisecond, just like Yetyllove sti?; g S my S '
an atomic clock. Whereas yours is always a couple of Vi togen?/ wKot | bloss ’
Limerick by Aaron McGee O’Reilly milliseconds out one way or cmoth'er." He.looked at me then Y :
There's a treat called Captain Morgan’s walked away staring into space. His bastion of accuracy in Forai triend £ th
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If you're in a funk, it will help you get druni<, A few days later he came in with a new watch. More buttons. : we”or N3 Imﬂfkl rr?zj/ Sl ?OS W_°m’
But you might regret it in the morning. But it still wasn’t as accurate as an atomic clock n aifyourfight, 1 hide my face

Then hate myself for such disgrace.
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