


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

how the project works





When we tell our stories we create a bond with everyone who hears them or reads them. Our shared words 
give new perspectives to common experiences. Seeing events from a different point of view, or with a 
different emphasis, can open our eyes to a new way of thinking.

The stories from the Active Retirement Group are stories of shared experiences. Both fiction and non-
fiction, they explore forgotten treasures of times past, cast a light on the changing ways we live today, and 
provide us with a host of possibilities for the future. The energy and the optimism in the writing brings 
each world portrayed vividly alive and makes every story a joy to read.

It has been a pleasure to work with the group over the past year and be part of a creative experience which 
has only scratched the surface of the stories they are ready to tell.  

Sheila O’Flanagan
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By Tom Dempsey

‘Where are you going on your holidays this year?’ I asked Mary, my friend from next door. 

‘I was thinking of the Lunar Express,’ she answered.  ‘They say it is wonderful.’ 

‘Is it not very expensive?’ I commented. 

‘You must be joking,’ Mary replied.  ‘It nearly costs as much to go to Kerry these days!’ 

‘Is the weather good on the moon?’ I asked. 

‘In the vast, covered areas it’s controlled,’ she answered.  ‘Not too cold, nor too hot.’

‘I find Dublin great since they put that huge screen up overhead,’ I added.  ‘Summer is summer now, 
and winter is winter. We have finally come to grips with climate change. We now control it rather than it 
controlling us.  Honestly, I don’t feel the need to go on holidays to the moon,’ I continued.  ‘There is plenty 
to do here at home. I love the trips into outer space. They’re cheap and you can come and go on the one-
day. That satisfies me at the moment. I’ll leave the moon for the time being, but you enjoy yourself.’

HOLIDAYS
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By Margaret Battle

The weather is perfect for the holidays, about 30 degrees. The tourists are arriving in droves. Dollymount 
Plaza on the north shore is thronged with holidaymakers, all out in their sun loungers. The beach is filled 
with hotels, 3, 4, and 5 star, and apartments. The air is filled with the aroma of sun oil. Of course, the 
Germans are out first at 6.00 am to claim the sun loungers and place their towels on them!

The water is a beautiful shade of blue, instead of horrible murky brown. The blue flag flies proudly along 
the shore, so no problem bathing. The lifeguards are all on their podiums just in case anyone gets into 
difficulty. 

Oh look, here’s another cruise liner approaching Dublin Port. That makes ten this week. Wait now for 
the influx of shoppers at the super stores, plastic cards at the ready, the tills are buzzing, carrier bags 
everywhere.

Where did good old dirty Dublin go? It’s in the archives; it’s the best place for it.

DUBLIN IN THE FUTURE
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By Eileen Quinn

I look out of my door and the sun is shining, urging me to go out. Itʼs so seldom I see 
the sun now, that I canʼt waste a minute of it. I want to go out but I am getting old 
and feeble. What am I scared of? This is not like me. Time to try the new contraption 
my granddaughter bought me for my birthday. Everyone has one, Iʼve been told, and 
itʼs so easy to use. Itʼs kind of like a wheelchair, but not like the chairs of old. Itʼs 
multicoloured, motorised, comfortable, and slick, and as soon as I sit on it, with a 
whoosh, it powers up and away I go. I sail out the front door and up the slope to the 
road. It is so easy to steer.  Just a nod to the left or right and it turns that way. 

I begin to enjoy myself as I bowl merrily along, lights flashing underneath the wheels. 
The faster I go, the brighter and flashier they get. I feel like a boy racer of old as I 
glide along, looking with dismay at all the new houses crammed into every space. What 
a pity the gardens are all built over. I miss the scent of flowers but, you canʼt stop 
progress. At least the paths are smooth with no kerbs to negotiate. 

Feeling very brave by now, I head for the main road to Dublin. My wheels just click 
into the speed track and Iʼm whizzed into the city center. Around me, people of all ages 
are using the chairs, so I donʼt feel conspicuous at all. I am hindered nowhere by a door 
or steps. My chair climbs ramps and the seat rises and falls to suit the height I need to 
be. 

Moving through the city streets I feel oppressed by the height of the buildings. Even the 
spire in OʼConnell Street seems small, and the narrower streets are deep in shadow. I 
canʼt see Trinity College anywhere, so I head in what I hope is the direction of Saint 
Stephenʼs Green.  When I find it, what a joy! It is still that green, leafy oasis in the centre 
of the city. I pause to take in the scenery and watch the swans. I enjoy a coffee from the 
built-in drinks maker in the chair.  A tray slides out to hold my sandwich. Soothing music 
plays straight into my ears, with the promise of an audio book to listen to later, if I take 
the slow track home.

At the first hint of rain a colourful umbrella opens like a spinning top above my head 
and a cover comes over my legs. I turn for home, delighted with my day out. Next time 
Iʼm going to try the jet-ski function and take a trip across Dublin Bay to Howth and back. 
And when winter comes to the Dublin Mountains I can try out the ski blades on the ice 
and snow. Despite my age, Iʼm going to enjoy every minute of this wonderful invention. 

granny's new toy
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Dublin of the Future
By Irene Quinn

Dublin in the rare old times is, I believe, a thing of the past. Yes, we are now moving on, 
and Dublin and Ireland are becoming the centre of the world. You have only to look 
around you as you saunter down OʼConnell Street to see the vast influx of new people. 
Yes, they are coming from every corner of the world, Asia, Africa, the Middle East, and 
God knows where else. Is this a good thing? I believe so, although there are many who 
would disagree. If you consider the wealth of knowledge, language, and the diverse 
cultures that they bring with them, has to make a difference to us and all for the better.

Going down Moore Street, on the north side of the city in the very heart of our capital, 
one is amazed at the numerous Africans who have their own shops. They are engaged in 
selling lovely wig and hair pieces in black, brown, auburn colours. There are also many 
others available, should one take your fancy. These African sellers will plait your hair in 
various ways.  Itʼs amazing just how many ways there are, and what creations can be 
made by simply parting the hair. 

Of course, we have a tradition of beautiful Italian food. Pasta, carne, exotic fruits, 
and various types of tomatoes cooked in diverse ways which are simply delicious 
and mouth watering too. And to top it all, the Italians have the edge when it 
comes to making ice cream, delicious creamy gelato! However, we must not forget 
the humble yet popular fish and chips with that aroma of vinegar that can only be 
had from the finest establishments.  Sure it would be a "Mortaller" not to wash it all 
down with a glass of vino rosso. Interesting enough though, I'm told that fish and chips 
did not originate in Italy but rather in Scotland, a destination for many Italian migrants 
who picked up the tradition there.

When I was a young child at school, my mam used to collect pennies for African 
children.  And lo and behold they live in Dublin now breathing African life into our city. I 
never thought I would see the day. 

The Chinese too have made a mark for themselves throughout the city. Sure, one could 
say that Parnell Street is the new Irish Chinatown. They have opened new restaurants 
and you can experience the exotic and aromatic cuisine from the different regions of 
China without having to go there! You might even see the odd rickshaw moving around 
if you keep your eyes open. I've always found the Chinese to be great workers. Nothing 
is a problem for them, they will get you what you want even if they donʼt already have 
it. and all for the better.

Itʼs wonderful to see these people, African men with their attractive wives who seem to 
have boundless energy as they take a great interest in their home life. The children are 
in a league of their own with their open, innocent faces and large expressive and 
questioning eyes. 
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There are new Irish who have also come from 
Egypt, India, Pakistan, and Eastern Europe. Iʼm 
astounded and speechless when I encounter so 
many diverse people as I go about my business 
everyday. I want to shake their hand and speak 
to them.  Unfortunately, some do not speak 
English, although many do and those who do not 
do try.  Many of them are attending lessons to 
improve their English so they can speak at ease 
with natives.

I also have noticed that Egyptians have belly-
dancing schools here where they teach this exotic 
dance full of sultry allure! Many young people 
have taken to it like fish to water because, apart 
from the complexity of its movements and its 
grace, it does tone oneʼs flabby parts! 

These new Irish have brought so many skills and 
traditions for us to absorb. Their culture, 
languages, arts, music, painting, hairstyles, the 
list is endless. It's hard to see the wood from the 
trees, there is so much on offer in this new 
cultural scene. I can see now that Dublin is 
becoming the centre of the world. We have it all 
here. Unfortunately, there are still some people 
who are not open to such changes in life but 
change is inevitable. Things progress whether we 
accept it or not. 

In the future we will not need to be going to 
Benidorm or sunny places as Dublin offers 
foreign experiences on our own doorstep. We 
have it all here except one thing - the 
weather. We can't really complain too much 
about that as people who live in extreme hot 
climates yearn in fact, for our weather.
We do experience four seasons in one day, but 
sure we can put up with that. We will be able to 
take a loop around the world in Dublin.  We 
wonʼt have to travel by air or take nerve 
wrecking journeys across the world; we will have 
it all here, at home. 

Book project produced for Dublin in the Coming Times
Layout, illustration and  typography by Karen Harte

I chuckle to myself sometimes when I hear new 
Irish speaking like one of the natives especially if 
they have acquired a very flat Dublin accent.
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