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In his 1893 collection, ‘The Rose’, WB Yeats included the poem ‘To Ireland in the 
Coming Times’.  Borrowing its title, Dublin in the Coming Times is a free, citywide 
programme of creative writing in which Dubliners, young and old, can create their own 
stories and poems as they look to the future of their city as it goes through another phase 
of evolution and renewal. 

Free creative-writing workshops have been run over the course of the year for adults in a 
number of Dublin public libraries, Donaghmede Library, Rathmines Library, Ballyfermot 
Library, Pearse Street Library, Central Library and Raheny Library, with workshops 
running in Ballymun Library as part of the Bealtaine Festival. Other participating 
organisations include Fighting Words, Science Gallery, Little Museum of Dublin, Axis 
Ballymun, Croke Park, Marsh’s Library and a number of workplaces around the city. 

A selection of the pieces created in these workshops is featured in this publication. 
Operating in partnership with Dublin UNESCO City of Literature and Dublin City 
Libraries, the project is intended to enable Dublin’s citizens to participate in illustrating a 
vision of the city as a place that, although it might change and adapt to new circumstance, 
will continue as a living, creative environment and a place for the storyteller and poet. 

Seán Love

Executive Director, Fighting Words 

dublincityofliterature.ie     dublincitypubliclibraries.ie        fightingwords.ie

Dublin in the Coming Times is one of six projects being promoted by Dublin’s 
Regional Centre of Expertise on Education for Sustainable Development, a 
Dublin City University programme with the UN University; 

email: dublin.orla@gmail.com



In 1908, former Uachtaráin Cumann Lúthcleas Gael Frank Dineen saw the potential in 
what the Jones’ Road Sports Grounds could offer the fledgling organisation that was the 
GAA. Being only 24 years young at the time, the GAA couldn’t raise the £3,250 asking 
price for the 16 acre city centre site. In one of the great acts of the Celtic prescience, and 
at great personal sacrifice, Dineen paid the full whack and held the ground in trust for 
the GAA for the next five years until the GAA could raise the funds to purchase the land 
from him. And so, in 1913 the site was renamed Croke Park and has been the summit of 
many a sporting pilgrimage since. 

On the fifth of November last year however, a very different pilgrimage to Croke Park 
took place. A group of teenagers from Fighting Words, a creative writing centre based 
just across the road from the storied venue, came to the stadium in search of inspiration 
for stories as part of the Dublin in the Coming Times project. The project is a yearlong 
initiative by Fighting Words asking writers of all ages to imagine Ireland in the future, 
for better or for worse. A very different sort of prescience was about to unfold.

Now I’m sure most GAA fans could tell you plenty of stories about Croke Park; the 
lengths they had to go to get a ticket for Dublin vs. Kerry 2011 or what seat they were in 
when David Beggy scored the winner in the 3rd replay in ’91; but I wouldn’t say many 
of them could tell you that Croke Park is the third largest stadium in Europe, or that the 
GAA is the largest voluntary sporting organisation in the world or that Michael ‘Chicky’ 
Curran used to cut the grass in Croke Park by grazing his sheep on the field! 

Embedded in the foundations of Croke Park are a wealth of stories, put there by people 
who give their lives to the GAA at every level of the organisation and seeing a team of 
young writers take this great national monument and rework it with their own incredible 
creativity was a joy to be a part of. 

Having volunteered with Fighting Words on and off for the last four years, I was fortunate 
enough to be working as a tour guide in the Stadium when the young writers came to 
town. I brought them into every nook and cranny I could think of and regaled them with 
every tale a lifetime of following the GAA gives you, but what I soon found was that for 
every unbelievable story I spun them, and there are many, they had the imagination to 
continuously outdo me. Even when we ascended the 100 steps to the roof of Croke Park 
to take in the panoramic views of the Croke Park Skyline tour, they matched me! Pound 
for pound, syllable for syllable, they matched me. 
A curious game of one-upmanship ensued. I told them about the 1.5 million people 
buried in Glasnevin cemetery, they wrote a story about a zombie apocalypse hitting 



Dublin. I pointed out the tricolour, fluttering in the wind above the GPO and they wrote 
a story about Dublin in 2053 preparing for the festival of Italivale which commemorated 
the Roman forces’ victory over the Celts in the time before the Vikings. Now factor in 
Robot-Gardaí battling ninjas in the Phoenix Park in 3059 and Bull Island expanding 
to the point of swallowing the mainland and you’ll understand the kind of storytelling 
ability I was up against. 

In these pages are names we will definitely be hearing from in the future and stories that 
astound with a vibrancy of spirit and the eternal tone of ‘why not’ that could only come 
from the creative power of youth. 

Morgan O’Reilly
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By Éabha Kearney

They are coming. That was the first thing on the news when Robbie 
Bowler changed the channel, to the annoyance of his ten year old son, 
Callum. “This is a message from the government. If you live anywhere 
near Glasnevin cemetery, get out now,” Rob Burgerdy, the anchorman 
said quickly. “There will be ships in Galway leaving for Canada all hours 
today and tomorrow. If you aren’t there when they leave you will have to 
make your own way there. That’s all we can say now. Good luck.” 

Robbie switched the telly off. “We have to go,” he said to Callum. 

“Why?” Callum asked, confused. “Are we going to Canada? What was he 
talking about?” He was just firing question after question. He had known 
for a while that something was wrong, but he didn’t think things were so 
bad that they had to MOVE!  Although, things had been bad since the last 
bombing by the RAF. 

“Go and get Sarah and Ma,” Robbie told him. 

Callum went up the stairs to his sister’s bedroom. He didn’t bother to 
knock, even though this annoyed Sarah almost as much as the Barney 
song did. “Ma, Da wanted me to tell you to come down to him and it 
seemed serious,” he told his mother. She had been putting Sarah’s hair into 
some kind of fancy top-knot and it was half done. 

“Tell him I will be down in a minute,” his mother said. 

Callum went back down the stairs and told his father. Just then, Sarah and 
his mother came into the room. “What’s all this ‘serious’ stuff,” she asked 
him. She had thought it was a joke, but when she saw the look on Robbie’s 
face she knew she was wrong. 
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“It’s coming, Edith,” he said, sounding very ominous to Callum. 

“OK,” she said, snapping into action straight away. “Rob, you pack as 
many clothes as possible. Callum, Sarah, you two come with me.” 

Edith, Callum and Sarah ran into the kitchen.  “Fill these bags with as 
much food as you can Callum, and Sarah, you fill all the bottles you can 
find with water,” Edith ordered.

“What’s going on, Ma?” Sarah asked, almost as confused as Callum. 

“I’ll tell you in a while, just do what I told you to,” Edith said distractedly. 
The Bowler family lived near Santry Forest, so they were a bit away from 
Glasnevin Cemetery. Callum decided it would be best for him to just do 
what his mother said, so he got started putting all the food away. 

After a few minutes he was done and could help Sarah with the water. When 
the two of them had finished, they went upstairs to help their mother and 
father to pack the clothes. Callum had been told to only pack the things 
he would really need. “Bring two pairs of shoes, a few changes of clothes 
and ONE thing, only one, to keep you occupied,” Robbie commanded. 
“We can’t have too much to add any extra weight.” Callum couldn’t decide 
what to bring. In the end he landed on the new book that he hadn’t even 
started on yet. Sarah was even worse. She wanted to bring all her teddies, 
but she wanted something she could play with properly too. She ended up 
with a Reborn Baby doll she had gotten for Christmas. She also decided to 
try and smuggle a small pug teddy. When they were finished packing they 
went back downstairs to ask their mother the million questions bubbling 
up inside them. Sadly, Edith was way too busy to listen to all these, let 
alone answer them. 

When all the packing was finally done the family set off for Galway. There 
was just one problem. The road to Galway went right past Glasnevin 
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Cemetery, and the family were using the car. As they were on the way 
they started to hear a strange sound. It got louder and louder until it 
was deafening. It was a kind of raspy breathing, like someone was really 
angry. Then they saw it. Callum saw it first and when he did, he screamed. 
“Z…z…z…ZOMBIE!” It was disgusting. It was like a human (like is the 
key word here) but it had HOLES in it. It was the most disgusting thing 
Callum had ever seen, and he had seen some weird things in his life. It had 
grey skin, grey hair, grey EVERYTHING. The next thing Callum heard 
was a gunshot. A loud, piercing gunshot. Callum hadn’t heard one before, 
so he was taken by surprise. He looked around to see who had fired it. At 
first he thought someone outside had done it, but the road was deserted 
except for them. Then he saw who was holding the gun. “Da, where did 
you get that?” Callum asked, fearing the worst. “I got it a long time ago,” 
Robbie answered calmly. It wasn’t a very big gun, like a shotgun. It was a 
small pistol, the kind you would find in a western movie. Robbie slipped 
it back into the inside pocket of his coat. 

The family set off again. It would take a long time to get to Galway, so 
Callum and Sarah decided to try to get some sleep. Strangely, the two of 
them slept really well, barely waking up at all for the rest of the ride. After 
an hour or two they finally made it to Galway. There was a big crowd 
of people trying to get onto the giant ferries. As he boarded the ships, 
Callum thought of all the people who wouldn’t be able to get to the boats 
and would have to find another way to get out of Ireland. It had been a 
strange day for all the people in the country, but now there was a chance 
for hope. As Callum said goodnight to his family, he thought about how 
lucky he was to have gotten out of there alive. No one knew what the 
future had in store, at least not anyone on the boats. All they could do was 
wait, and hope that tomorrow would be better.

THE END

Illustration: Ariyana Ahmad
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Illustration: Sinéad Ní Uallacháin
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By Eric

“Quick, get in the bunker! I’ll follow,” screamed Jack, over the deafening 
rumble that was approaching him.

Jim crawled into the bunker as fast as his legs would carry him, his long 
black hair flowing behind him. 

Ten years later, Jack still hadn’t returned.  

Even though Jim was only five when it happened, he remembered it too 
well.  

He had been sitting on the couch with his dad, Jack, when suddenly Jack 
started screaming something about Donald Trump nuking everywhere 
except America because, apparently, building a wall would take “too long.”  

Ten years later, Jim thought that finally it would be safe to take a look 
outside.  He slowly opened the hatch.  What he saw outside was a barren 
wasteland as far as the horizon.  He looked up at the sun.  He had forgotten 
how beautiful and bright it was.

“Dad?”

He shouted again, just to be sure.  “DAD!”

There was no reply.

He finally accepted that Jack was gone.  Tears leaked out of his beautiful 
brown eyes, slowly dripping down his skinny face.  Then his thoughts 



7

turned to how he was going to survive.  It had all been well and good in 
the bunker with food and heat, but he was going to have to find other 
human life.  He was going to have to go to America.  

He took out his multi-terrain vehicle that had been kept in the bunker 
and set out to try to find food; the supply in the bunker had run out.  

He came back with seven cockroaches, which tasted horrible but were the 
only thing there, and he sucked the juice out of some weeds.

The next day he decided there was no point in staying at the bunker; he 
prepared for the journey to the States. 

He brought one of the cockroaches that had hadn’t cooked, naming him 
Bobby.

“Okay Bobby, let’s go to America!”

They eventually reached the sea, which was tinged green with radio 
activity.  

They rode the car into the sea, thinking it would float.

“Bobby, help!” cried Bobby.

And they both died.

The End. 
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by James
Prologue

Dublin, a city of many, many things. A city of history, a city of secrets, 
a city of tranquillity and a city of……Italians? During the Roman Era, 
Ireland was invaded by the Romans. They landed in Dublin in which a 
great battle took place. It was known as the Battle of Ringsend. During 
the battle, over two hundred thousand Celts were killed. However the 
Romans defeated the Celts and quickly took over the country within a 
matter of months. The anniversary of this battle is celebrated on the 2nd 
of July and thousands of tourists and people alike come to Dublin to sing 
and dance through the festival of Italivale. 

Fast forward a couple of hundred years and the Normans were coming. 
Thankfully they were sent back to England because they didn’t have a 
passport (Emperor Julius Trump enacted this rule). The country remained 
this way until Italivale 2053 when the dream of revolution was in the air. 
And revolution can be a good thing. Unless it were to put the future of 
the country at risk. For on the 2nd of July, a group of rebels decided to re-
enact the battle of Ringsend, which meant taking the country back. And 
killing two hundred thousand people.

Five Days Until Italivale

 Only five days until Italivale. The whole city is getting ready! There 
are Irish-Italian flags everywhere, Roman shields up on houses and you 
can hear people practising Roman war chants. I am SO excited! This year 
I’m taking part in the parade and I have the all-important role of the 
flag waver. Basically I lead the parade, so without me, there would be no 
parade. I pulled back the curtains and the sun came crashing onto my 
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floor. It was a beautiful day for anything really! I had a good gawk outside 
of my window and saw a suspicious looking man, leaning against the wall 
across the street.
 Suddenly there was a knock at my door. 

“Are you up yet Luke?” It was my Mum.

“Yeah!” I stood there waiting for an answer, but was greeted with the 
pounding of feet against the stairs. I turned towards the window and 
noticed the man was gone. Strange…

I looked over at the clock. He should be here by now. Will promised that 
he would be at the door at twelve o’ clock, but he wasn’t here. I lay down 
on my bed and thought of what we might get up to this time. Last time 
we found an entrance to the sewer and went to all sorts of places. But 
then we went a bit off track and ended up in a passage that appeared 
to go on for miles. And then there was a man following us, that really 
put us off. I looked over at the clock 12:17. Three knocks: that was the 
code. I could hear three knocks from downstairs. Perfect, Will was here. 
I rushed downstairs and opened the door. Except this wasn’t Will, it was 
an electrician. 

“Ehh, is yer Mam there?” he asked. I looked at him for a bit. She goes out 
to work at 11:15 every day so she had been gone for some time now. I 
didn’t know what to say. 

“No,” I responded, regretting what I had just said. 

“Oh, okay.” He raised a sheet of paper into the air. 

“We’re just carryin’ out a survey on Kikker devices.” I looked at him for 
any more details.

“Do ye’ ‘ave any?” he finished. 
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“Ehh, yeah, why?” I questioned. For a start, this was an awkward 
conversation and this also he was asking very personal questions.
“Ehh, no, no reason,” he said. He looked panicked. Quickly, he turned 
around and ran off. I could see Will behind him. The man pushed Will 
out of the way. Will got to his feet, watching the man scurry off into the 
distance. He then turned his attention to me. 

“Who exactly was he?” Will asked.

“I don’t know, but we have to follow him.”

Four Days Until Italivale

We lost track of him. 

We had followed him to a section under a bridge when he vanished into 
thin air. We searched for him a bit more, but we had no luck in finding him. 
It was strange though. One minute he was there, the next minute, gone. 
Will claims that he heard a splash in the water, but the man was a heavy 
man, so chances were that he couldn’t have just vanished underneath the 
water. But still, soon after we gave up the search and decided to head 
home and meet up the next day at twelve o’ clock on the button. I hadn’t 
told my Mum about the incident because I feel as though she would either 
stress her head off or tell me I had a wild imagination. But as I lie here on 
my bed, thinking about an answer to the recent scenario. I remember that 
I forgot to ask Will a question. 

   Why was he late? 

Will was usually a very prompt person making quite a stress head about 
time. But the question had stayed out of my mind. I guess that I was just 
so focused on catching up with the man that I just forgotten about it. Then 
I had an idea. I picked up the phone and called Will.
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“Hello!” Will answered. I decided to jump straight into the deep end.

“Hey Will,” I responded. “Just a quick question, why were you late for the 
‘meet-up’ yesterday?”

Silence…

He had hung up.

 I looked at my clock. 12:03. Should be here any minute. Then there 
was three knocks from downstairs. I looked out of my window to make 
sure that it was Will, and sure enough it was. I ran downstairs and opened 
the door. Without saying a word he grabbed my arm and pointed towards 
a man. It was the same man as yesterday. 

 “I say we set a trap.” Will turned to me with a stern look on his 
face.

 “Sure! But where?” I questioned.

 “Exactly where he disappeared yesterday.” We looked over at him 
and both noticed something.

 “He has a gun.” We said in unison.

 “Let’s head into my place and set out a plan.” I said grabbing him 
by the arm and pulling him into the house. We ran up to my room and 
locked my bedroom door.

 “And we are finished!” I announced to Will. I looked at the time. 
It was coming up to two o’ clock. 

 “Right now we just need to get everything.” We looked at the list. 
It went as follows 
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 • X1Camera
 • X2 Motion Detector
 • X8Mini Solar Panel, get from electric bobble head 
 • X2 BB Gun
 • Some Sort of Protection. Maybe Stove Cover

We figured that it might be costly, so we looked around the house for 
anything on the list. We managed to find two rusty BB guns with a few 
pellets in them, a few Christmas bobble heads and a few metal covers 
(which we turned into ‘bulletproof ’ vests). We figured that if we bought 
a cheap camera and a toy motion detector, it might cost about €35. So we 
split up and bought the remaining items on the list. We agreed to meet up 
at the bridge to set it up at 3pm. So we head off and brought the supplies 
with us.

 I waited at the bridge for Will. He wasn’t here yet. I was beginning 
to worry so I called him. 

 No answer…

A bit later I saw Will in the distance. But he looked miserable.

 “What’s wrong?” I asked him. I noticed that he didn’t have the 
items. He held out his hands to show only one solar panel. 

 “What happened?” I asked again. He sighed and lowered his 
shoulders.

 “I thought that I was taking a shortcut, when this man ambushed 
me and took the solar panels off of me” he alleged. I looked at him, 
unimpressed. 

 “I know, I know,” he continued. “I could have been a bit more 
careful but at least I have this!” he showed me the camera. I saw the word 
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‘KIKKER’ sprawled across it. 

 “Anyway, let’s get to work.”

At about eight o’ clock we finished and I was just about to leave when will 
stopped me

 “So Luke,” he looked guilty. I listened, this sounded important.

 “You know the way I was late for the ‘meet-up’.” I nodded.

 “Well, actually, I’ve gotta go.” He ran off after this. I walked home 
after this, deep in thought. Thinking about tomorrow, which would go on 
to be the worst day of my life, for the loss that I was about to make was 
going to be bigger than I could even imagine

Three Days Until Italivale

I knew the plan inside and out now. It went as follows: we would get all of 
our equipment on, search for the man, ask him why he is doing this, get 
him to run away, he would run through the motion detector, which has an 
emergency laser for intruders, which would hit off of the solar panel and 
cause the camera to record. It was fool proof! I could hear the car pulling 
out of the driveway, my mum had just left. Strangely enough there was the 
man from two days ago leaning against the wall. He was acting awfully 
suspicious. I didn’t want to alert the authorities because he would pull a 
Houdini act and disappear again. So I decided to prop my tablet on the 
windowsill to record his doings. I turned around and waited for Will to 
arrive, it would be sometime before he arrived.

 The clock struck 12:00 and I heard three knocks at the door. I 
looked out to see who it was and once again, it was Will. I opened the 
door to him and before I could say anything announced “Your room, 
NOW!” he stormed up to my room and I followed by closely. 
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“What is it?” I questioned.  He was panicked. He looked around my room 
and pointed at my tablet.

 “What?” His finger remained fixed at the tablet

 “Turn it off.” I looked at him weirdly. 

 “Wh…” He cut me off mid-sentence. 

 “Just turn it off.” He was acting all weird, something was going on. 
I went over and turned it off.

“Now throw it out of the window.” I looked at him bewilderedly. Throw it 
out of the window? What had gotten into him, I mean Will was weird but 
he has never been this bad before.

 “Throw it out or I’ll do it myself.” I was still bewildered. I stood 
there for a few seconds

 “No!” I protested. He walked towards me and snatched the tablet 
off of me.

 “Hey give it back!” He went over to the window, pushing me back, 
and opened it. 

 “Is this a Kikker tablet?” He was acting really strange.
 “Yeah, why?” He looked at me and let his grip go on the tablet. We 
waited a few seconds when 

                                           SMASH

The tablet smashed. I rushed over to the window and looked down at the 
tablet, suddenly it burst into flames.
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 “What the heck!” I looked over at Will.
 “You have to trust me, there is a good reason behind this.” I looked 
him straight in the eyes.

 “There better be.” I didn’t break eye contact. Suddenly something 
caught my attention out of the corner of my eye. It was the time. It was 
12:30. We had to go or else the plan would fail. Anyway I could be angry 
at Will later. 

 “Let’s go.” I began to walk out of the door.

 “Where to?” he asked.

 “What did we do yesterday?” I looked at him. He looked at me 
dumbfounded, when it hit him

 “Right.” And with that said, we headed off to search for the man.
 
We looked around the estate with no luck, when suddenly we heard a 
voice similar to his.

 “Do you ‘ave a Kikker device in yer ‘ouse.” He said. We positioned 
ourselves around the corner of the street taking odd glimpses at him. We 
waited for the time to strike.

 “All right, no problem.” That was our cue to strike. We could hear 
the door shutting and him muttering to himself. We turned the corner 
and stood on the street. The man looked over at us.

 “Right, ye’ should just mind yer own business, alright?” he sounded 
nervous, it was working. We took a step closer.

 “Just leave me alone, I ‘ave nothin’ to do with ye!” We took a step 
closer.
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“Wait I ‘ave a gun!” he reached into his pocket and pulled out a pistol. 
“Now yous don’t take a step closer or I’ll ‘ave to shoot ye’s!” We took 
another step closer.

 “Yer really takin’ the mickey aren’t ye.” Suddenly he started 
shooting like mad, fortunately he had really bad aim and most of the shots 
hit nearby windows and walls. We jumped behind the corner.
 
“Two can play at that game.” Will said. He threw the BB gun up over his 
shoulder and into his hands. I did the same. I took aim from around the 
wall but Will stopped me.

 “We don’t want the police after us as well, do we now?” We could 
hear sirens in the distance. We heard the man let out a curse word and run 
off. We dropped our guns and chased after him. He disappeared around 
a corner and we followed close by. The bridge wasn’t too far off. We saw 
him take another turn (which we took as well) and disappear under the 
bridge. Perfect, the plan had worked. I saw Will dash ahead of me and run 
under the bridge. Running as fast as I could, I ran under the bridge, but 
when I arrived nobody was there, the man was gone without a trace.

And so was Will.

One Day Until Italivale

Will was gone.

 I had spent the last day doing nothing so there was nothing for 
me to document. I checked the camera but found nothing on it, it was 
almost as though the camera had broken or tampered with. It didn’t make 
any sense. We tested it before and it had worked perfectly, but something 
just went wrong. There had been dozens of search parties out looking 
for Will but none of them were successful. I looked at the time. 12:00. I 
was expecting the three knocks at the door to represent Will but nothing 
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came. Until a noise came from my phone.

Ring Ring

 I picked up the phone and answered it. 

 “Hello.” The other end was muffled and no noise seemed to be 
coming from it.

 “Is this a Kikker phone?” the voice was low and grumbly.

 “Yeah why?” No response came. Suddenly I felt the phone getting 
warm, then hot and then scorching. I threw the phone down on the 
ground when all of a sudden

Whoosh

 The phone burst into flames. I didn’t know what to do. I was home 
alone with a burning phone. I screamed but then quickly came to the 
realisation that screaming would do me nothing. I picked up the phone 
and juggled it to the bathroom, flinging open the toilet lid and throwing 
it into the water. I slammed the toilet seat down and flushed the toilet. 

That was when it hit me.

 I thought about where the phone was going and the word ‘sewer’ 
came to mind. Than my train of thought led me to the word ‘water’. So 
then I had a Plan B. Tomorrow I was going to sneak into the sewer and 
find Will.

And the potential dictator of the country.

Italivale
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 Today was the day. The festival of Italivale. Despite the ceremony I 
set off at 10:00 (in the morning) and head off to the entrance of the sewer. 
In case you were wondering where it is, it was at my school, don’t ask why 
we were there.

 I would have to climb the gates of the school, which was quite easy, and 
slide down the pipe near the huge sycamore tree. I honestly don’t know 
why it was there. Maybe they tried to build a water park? Nope, probably 
not. Anyway, I paced towards the pipe and jumped down it without a 
second thought. Something was different though, I could smell the 
rough gritty odour of, what appeared to be, gasoline. Or some type of 
flammable liquid. Suddenly the smell became overwhelming and I felt 
the dry surface below me become wet and slippery. Suddenly the tunnel 
went from slightly diagonal to sharply vertical. I felt a sense of hope as a 
light was waiting for me below me, then the realisation came to me that 
it was getting a lot warmer, and that the light began pacing towards me. 
That was when I saw what I was truly heading into. 

A great fire…

Silence… 
That was the only thing around me. The only noises that came were the 
sewer rats running around the cesspit…

Silence…
 I viewed my surroundings and saw two chairs, a table and a rope, 
which I appeared to be tied to. I attempted to stand up but realised that 
there was something preventing me from doing so...

Silence…
 It was unbearable. I closed my eyes and prayed to the Lord. I didn’t 
know what else to do. Expecting more silence, my eyes remained shut and 
they weren’t going to open until something happened. Then it came
Knock… Knock… Knock…
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It was a familiar knock. I began fantasising about who it could be. My 
brain switched to a cliché bit where the three knocks were just my mum 
knocking on my door to wake me up, but I shut that out and thought 
more realistically, maybe it was Will, maybe he had come to give me some 
answers. For instance, what was that fire for? And where did he disappear 
to? And why was he acting weird? Or maybe it was someone else, who 
had lit the fire and was prepared to slay me. Perhaps it was that man from 
two days ago we chased to the bridge. Who knew? There was tension in 
the air. 

Suddenly I realised something.

 If I was in a sewer then why would there be a door? I mean unless 
I was in some sort of room. Which really wouldn’t make much sense with 
me being in a sewer. I had been so caught up in trying to figure out about 
the door and all that I had never thought about my location. 

The door handle turned…

 Slowly, the door opened and a shadowy silhouette appeared.

 “Will?” I called. The figure stepped closer towards me.

 “Luke?” It was Will. Hope surged through my body. I had found 
him. My mission was complete. However I wasn’t out of the woods yet. 
Two figures appeared behind Will holding… guns.

Will and I had this thing where if we were ever in trouble we would make 
a signal and both lash out at the foe. However if we were to do this now 
we would have to be very careful for one wrong move and we would be 
goners. 

 Will waved two fingers at me. That was the signal. He jumped 
forward and grabbed a chair. I was about to jump up and join him when I 
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remembered the chain. Right. The two men jumped towards Will but he 
jumped to the side and smacked them in the face with a chair. They fell 
onto the ground and he ran towards me.

 He began to untie the note around my waist when the men came 
towards us. I squirmed with my feet and managed to kick their ankles. 
Which was sort of hard when you are tied up on the ground and only have 
your feet free. They fell again.

 “There we go!” he announced while lifting the rope in the air.
 “Let’s go!”  We ran out of the room and used a chair to block the 
men from escaping. Knocks started coming from the room. 

 “Open up!” the voice cried. We ran down the hallway, looking for 
a mean of escape. 
 “Here we are!” I cried. There was a ladder that went up to a 
manhole.
 “We can’t go now.” Will protested. I looked at him strangely. There 
better be a good reason behind this. He beckoned me towards a door 
on the opposite side of the hall. He knocked on the door and after a few 
seconds, it opened. 

 “Come in!” The voice called. It was a geeky, high pitched voice. 
Will walked in.

 “Ah Will…” The voice treated Will as a familiar figure. “What is it 
you bring?”

 “Well I was wondering if you knew what would prevent the attack 
from happening?” Will asked. 

 “Well, it’s all on this computer!” he announced with a chuckle. 
Will waved two fingers at me. I walked into the room.
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 “Will, who is this person?” He asked. I got a quick look at him. He 
had wide lens glasses and braces. I walked around the room a bit.

 “Oh that’s just my friend, Luke.” Will said. The bloke gave an 
approving look at me. Suddenly footsteps came racing down the hall.

 “Chief! Don’t trust them! They’re one of them!” one of the guards 
announced.

 “Well, what are you waiting for, STOP THEM!!!” the bloke ordered. 
One of the men started advancing towards me I stepped back and looked 
at the computer, it was only ten paces away from my position. The guard 
swerved his fist at me but I ducked just in time for him to hit the wall. I 
ran towards the computer. The guard ran after me and tried to tackle me. 
I jumped towards the computer and took a hold of it. The guard tackled 
me as I grabbed onto it, causing me to crash to the ground, smashing the 
computer as I fell. 

Answers

Answers await you in this bit. So starting off… Basically the man/boy 
that we met at the end owned the KIKKER brand and wanted to take 
the country back. So using his position as an advantage he installed a 
virus into the KIKKER devices that would override the device, causing 
it to burn. And if you put that on a wider scale, like the whole city of 
Dublin. It could cause some serious damage (e.g. burning the whole city). 
And when Will lost the panels, that was just the man/boy who had forced 
him to switch the camera to a KIKKER and take some of the solar panels 
so that Luke would have an explanation for the failure of the plan. Also 
when Will refused to speak to Luke over the phone, that was because 



24

the ‘masterminds’ (the boy/man) company would hear the conversation 
and activate the virus and burn the phone in their ear. That was also why 
the tablet exploded. And what about the strange man who was watching 
Luke? Well some questions are better left unanswered…
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By Lucy Tierney

Prologue

Skullmore, 12.00 pm, Ireland. 

‘Hurry up Vincent, we don’t have all day!’ snapped an impatient voice. 

Vincent opened the van doors and started heaving boxes filled with 
equipment from the van.  An abandoned warehouse lay in front of the 
two men.  Vincent nervously started carrying the heavy boxes towards 
the warehouse.  He didn’t know a thing about his mysterious employer, 
or how they had known him.  Vincent started to wobble and one box 
crashed to the ground, revealing the contents: tranquiliser guns loaded 
with bullets, throwing knives, ninja stars, handcuffs, more guns, grenades, 
a strange machine with strange buttons and tubes filled with luminous 
green liquid and jars filled with strange grey coloured powder.  The grey 
powder glistened in the headlights of the car.

‘You clumsy eejit,’ roared the other man, stepping out from the shadows.  
He wore a battered jacket which was open and tattoos were visible 
swirling down his arms and the nape of his neck.  He had black tussled 
hair and looked dangerous.  His eyes began to glow blood red and he 
snarled, revealing rows of fangs.  Vincent trembled and picked up the 
boxes quickly. 

‘That’s quite enough, Colm,’ a calm voice said from the shadows.  ‘Just pay 
the man.’

Colm grunted and grudgingly handed over the money.  The owner of the 
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voice didn’t show himself.  ‘Now you know not to talk about this, don’t 
you?’ the voice said quietly and dangerously.  ‘Or else we will come after 
you,’ the voice hissed.
Vincent quickly ran off, terrified, into the night. 

‘Colm, will you deal with our friend, will you?’ the voice said casually. 
‘Try and finish him off neatly this time!’

To be continued…

Illustration: Sinéad Ní Uallacháin
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By Naoise 

Part 1: Get Rid of It

It is a time of panic. Bull Island has expanded, pushing Ireland towards 
England. Many earthquakes have occurred, but inventors and scientists 
are determined to stop this so they are building what looks like a giant 
wind farm. They know that because Bull Island is on water, that if they 
generate a lot of wind power they could blow Bull Island away. After 
ten years of earthquakes, tsunamis, and back breaking work, they have 
created a giant wind farm powered by 1, 000, 000, 000, 000, 000, 000 volts 
of electricity. They switch on the giant farm. Winds like hurricanes blast in 
all directions and, eventually, Bull Island is pushed away, never to disturb 
Ireland for the next 1, 000 years. 

Part 2: Going back

After the struggle of Bull Island everyone wanted to celebrate but everyone 
had been blown somewhere that they weren’t before, so it was hard to find 
their way back. After a while everyone got back to where they were. I 
would like to tell you that this is the end where everyone lives happily ever 
after, but I am sorry to have to tell you this is not the end and that there 
is one more thing to do. Of course, nobody knew this as they were lost, 
but the force of the wind pushed Ireland even closer to England and they 
needed to get back before Ireland crashed so they reversed the farm and 
WHOOSH! Ireland went back to its normal place.

Illustration: Sharon Hogan
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By Séa

In the year 3052 Phoenix Park is being held as a stronghold by a militia of 
ninjas who are fighting a war against an army of robo-gardaí.  The economy 
had crashed in 3049 and, ever since, the world has been mayhem: people 
killing each other to survive, fighting for food and for shelter.  

Jim was just a normal kid when the fights started between the 
governments.  Now, thirty years later, he has a family to feed and provide 
for.

At the moment, Jim is scavenging for scrap or food.  Robo-garda #4709 
approaches with his plasma gun aimed.  “Do you have permissions to be 
in this area?  Are you trespassing?” asks the Garda.

“I have permission,” Jim assures him. 

“Can I see your…”

Before the robo-garda can finish his sentence, his head’s blown clean off. 

Paddy, the militia’s pyrotechnic guy, is standing on top of a scrap pile with 
a sawn-off shotgun…

Illustration: Ping-Shi Kao
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