
Dublin Photo-MarathonDublin Photo-Marathon



A Photo-Marathon is a photography 
competition in which participants must take 
a series of photographs on predetermined 
topics in a set period of time. They have 
been run all over the world since the 1980’s.

Vesna Despotovic, a volunteer with 
Fighting Words, had a vision to set up the 
first Photo-Marathon in Dublin and we were 
delighted to be part of this exciting venture. The 
inaugural Dublin Photo-Marathon took place 
on a sunny Saturday on the 28th May 2016. 
Many Dubliners took part – Dubliners from 
Italy, from America, from the Netherlands, and 
from Ballybough and Rathmines. Throughout 
the day the photographers traversed the city, 
hitting certain points which would reveal their 
next assignment. The idea was to capture 
images of the city and its inhabitants, to reflect 

on the city’s past, to document its present and 
to ruminate on its future. The photographers 
had a limited time – just one day to walk the 
city, hitting selected locations and documenting 
what they saw on their cameras.

One of the assigned categories was Dublin 
in the Coming Times. The photographers were 
invited to interpret this as freely as they wished 
and they responded with amazing photographs. 
Some playful, some surreal, others darker and 
more foreboding. Fighting Words was asked 
to choose ten images, in the end we picked 
fifteen. The photographs were incredible and it 
was a challenge to only pick a small selection.

Some months later we invited in a group of 
teenage writers to respond to these images. The 
novelist Ciara Gearagthy joined the group and 

spoke about how she often used images and 
photographs in her own writing process - they 
helped her to imagine a scene, to reflect on 
the people, to understand her characters. The 
teenager writers examined all of the images 
and they talked with Ciara about what they 
represented and what ideas they provoked.

Soon after, the room grew quiet as the writers, 
surrounded by the photographs, began to fill 
sheets of paper with descriptions, reflections, 
stories and poems. Like the photographers 
these writers didn’t have long -  just a couple 
of hours. These pieces represent an immediate 
reaction, whatever ideas the images provoked 
the writers grasped and ran with. Sometimes 
the writing bore testament to the image, other 
times the image served as a great jumping off 
point into other imagined worlds.

The work in this booklet is rich with great 
images and words and showcases brave and 
confident photographers and writers 
engaging with the city of Dublin and 
reflecting on its past, current, and coming 
times.
Jean Hanney
Education Coordinator, 
Fighting Words

Dublin Photomarathon: 
www.photomarathondublin.ie
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na Turak, Enio Narimatsu, Miren Maialen Samper, Mar-
tina Marinova, Paul McCarthy, Elena Gobber, 

writers

Aoibhín Ní Cheara, Beth Doyle, Craig Maguire, 
Eve Carney, Eve Wright, Juliet O Neil, Kerry O Sullivan, 
Kitty Joyce, Luke Barron, Páiraic Mac Lochlainn, Ro-
sie Joyce



In his 1893 collection, ‘The Rose’, W.B. 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 organizations 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 
are 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 
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A SplASh  
of Colour 
Aoibhín ní 
CheArA,16

coláiste Mhuire was founded in 1934 
in an old, grey building. For over 
eighty years, this did not change, the 
building stayed grey because that’s 
how it had always been. although 
the school was founded in 1934, the 
building’s history goes back much, 
much further than that.

hanging in the staff room of Coláiste 
Mhuire, was a picture of the seven 
signatories. one hundred years ago, 
the seven stood in that very room with 
their fellow rebels, and planned the 
easter rising. Nothing about that building 
had changed in that one hundred years, 
it still stood tall and strong, but grey. 
Until one day.

“a mural?” said Máistir Mac seoirse. 
“Yes,” replied Máistreas de rossa, the art 
teacher. “a splash of colour, a change 
from all that grey.” M. Mac seoirse’s 
brow knitted and M. de rossa could 
see her plans of a mural disappearing. 
then something wonderful happened: 
he smiled.

so after fundraising for paint, begging 
sarah from 6th year to draw a design, 
and waiting months for a sunny day, 

the student Council began to paint a 
“splash of colour.” there was a lion for 
bravery, flags for ireland, sports and 
music and painting for creativity, books 
for learning, a circle for community, and 
a heart for friendship.

when this enormous mural was finished, 
Coláiste Mhuire was left with a colourful 
kaleidoscope of identities. even though 
the painters of this mural knew someday 
it would be covered up, the school would 
need a new mural, for a new world. 
still the painters were proud of their 
efforts. so at the bottom of this giant 
mural, sarah, and the six members of 
the student council, signed their names.
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The 
WomAn of 
STone 
beth Doyle, 15

the hand on the clock moves 
slowly, drawing out the minutes, 
counting down to when Frankie’s 
life would either be rebuilt 
or collapse on itself, and she 
swears that she can hear the 
booming, ominous tick from 
across the river.

the evening sky is darkened 
and dull, grey, low hanging 
clouds block out the appearance 
of the first stars. Frankie shivers 
as the sky grows darker, but 
she cannot tell if its from the 
cold or her own fear.

  as darkness continues to seep into 
the sky, blotting out the light like 
ink on a canvas, the street lamp 
beside the bench flickers on, and 
Frankie tries to shake away the 
memory that is slowly creeping 
up on her. it is no use – thoughts 
of her brother that she had tried 
so hard to ignore have sunk their 
teeth into her mind, their sharpened 
claws raking at her bruising heart.

she can see it now: a young girl 
with hair in plaits swinging from 
a street lamp, singing loudly as 
her older brother with nut-brown 
hair groans and begs her to stop. 
Frankie does not remember how 
it had felt to be that carefree girl, 
so innocent and unaware of what 
was to come. she is detached from 
the child she had once been, and 
while some people might argue that 
sixteen is still a kid, Frankie can 
feel her bones straining beneath 
the weight of  secrets and loss, 
and she has never felt so old.

she tears her gaze away 
from the street lamp, and her 
eyes fall once again on the 
looming green dome across the 
river. the statue of a woman 
stands on top of the dome, 
regal and uncaring, miles above 
the rest of Dublin. the statue looks 
down on the city, looks down on 
Frankie, and she swears that the 
statue knows something that she 
doesn’t. Frankie wonders how many 
secrets the woman of stone has 
discovered and kept locked 
away in her unbeaten heart, 
because people do not shy away 
from stone. people do not 
whisper for fear of being heard by 
an unmoving woman clad in grey, 
they do not hide in the shadows 
for fear of being seen by 
unblinking stone eyes. But still 
the woman listens and watches, 
never noticed but always there. 
Frankie wonders if the woman of 
stone knows the secrets that cloud 
her own life, if she knows why the 
brother teasing the singing little 
girl so long ago had been snatched 
from their lives, vanished without 
a trace. 

the streets of Dublin are as familiar 
as the day she left them, and if 
she forgets, Frankie can almost 
convince herself that her parents 
never moved her to London after 
burying their son’s empty casket. 
she can almost convince herself 
that she is sitting on the banks 
of the river Liffey because this 
is home, not because she 
received a  phone call with an 

unfamiliar voice at the end of the 
line telling herthat it, that masked 
and monstrous voice of fear and 
cruel hope, knows something 
about her brother that she 
doesn’t. 

the clock hand moves again, and 
the night eclipses the day, and 
Frankie’s heart beats faster. she had 
always liked the dark, particularly 
after her brother had disappeared. 
people have misconceptions about 
the dark, believe it to be dangerous, 
but they are wrong. in darkness the 
monsters are hidden from sight. 
it’s in the unforgiving light of day 
that they creep out from beneath 
the beds and from the shadows, 
gnashing their fangs in the light of 
consciousness as their black dead 
hearts burn holes in the daylight. 
Frankie had always liked the dark, 
but as a figure steps into the yellow 
light of the street lamp, she realises 
that she no longer feels safe in the 
shadows.

Frankie stands up, her insides 
numb and her heart beating a tattoo 
against her chest, and her world 
comes crashing down as she takes 
in the face of the boy thought to be 
lost forever. all boyishness is lost 
from his face and there is stubble 
on his chin, but his nut-brown hair 
is still the same. 

the woman of stone stands above 
Dublin, looking down at Frankie 
and her brother standing in the 
streetlight, and another secret is 
locked away in her cold and unbeaten 
heart forever.
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The Bike 
CrAig  
MAguire, 15

the rain hits the bike, 
chained to the towering 
bridge. the people pass, 
unknowing of what this 
bike will see. its red 
painted metal glistens 
as the light hits.

the people pass in long 
dresses and skirts. their 
style is respectable and 
conservative. their skin is 
pale and lacks diversity. 
the bike is red but rust 
is forming.

the people pass with 
their hair high and filled 
with product. old people 
look at them, disgust 
filling their faces. rust 
begins to take over the 
once red bike.

the bike is old and 
broken. the people pass 
in different clothing, and 
diversity fills the streets of 
Dublin. the bike is taken 
away but Dublin changes 
and time continues.
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ouT WiTh 
The old, in 
WiTh The 
neW
eve CArney, 15

Wind blows off stage, as a 
middle-aged man steps on 
stage from stage left. His legs 
shake as he steps onto a small 
ledge on the front of the stage. 
He looks over and steps 
forward.
haroLD: this is it harold… 
Deep breaths…
He lifts a leg over the side, 
wavering to steps forward into 
nothing but air. A younger man 
steps forward from stage right 
with a pack of cigarettes, 
which drops to the floor. 
JohN: harold! step away! 
Jesus, you’ll fall!
haroLD laughs
haroLD: that’s the plan 
John… god you can see the 
entire city from here… there’s 
the spire… and over there’s 
the ha’penny Bridge… as a 
child i would love crossing 
over the river… i would 
imagine there were all sorts of 
monsters living down there. 
HAROLD points out to each of 
the monuments as JOHN steps 
forward.
haroLD: Don’t take another 
step John or i’ll do it… 
there’s nothing here for me 
anyway. My job’s gone to 
some aspiring kid… wife 
has also gone off with some 
kid… there’s no purpose for 
someone like me anymore…

HAROLD removes a ring from 
his left hand and throws it to 
JOHN, who catches it. 
haroLD: Use it better than i 
did John… keep the promises 
you make with that ring. Be 
useful John… Don’t be a man 
like me… pointless… useless…
JOHN looks down at the ring 
and back up at HAROLD. 
JohN: that’s not true harold… 
you inspire me…
haroLD looks back at JohN. 
haroLD: i inspire you? really?
JohN nods quickly as haroLD 
frowns.
JohN: sure do… why else 
would i be in this job? You 
are such an honourable, 
hardworking man, harold, who 
doesn’t need to die like this. 
Not now harold… you have a 
life ahead of you.
HAROLD looks at himself. 
haroLD: You’re right John… i 
don’t deserve to die like this…
HAROLD backs away from the 
stage front and walks towards 
JohN.
haroLD: thank you so much 
John. i… i… thank you…
JOHN reaches into his pocket 
as HAROLD walks over and 
embraces him.
JOHN holds up a knife for the 
audience to see before 
plunging it into HAROLD’s 
back. HAROLD coughs up 

blood and buckles but JOHN 
catches him.
JohN: i didn’t want to see 
you die like that… because i 
wanted to kill you myself…
HAROLD reaches up and 
smears blood over JOHN’s face 
as JOHN lays HAROLD on the 
stage floor.
JohN: say hello to your 
younger model, harold ol’ pal. 
HAROLD goes limp as JOHN 
straightens out his suit and 
wipes the blood off his face as 
he exits stage left, leaving 
HAROLD lying on the floor until 
the lights go out on stage.
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in WhiCh 
WAllS  
Are mAde 
of GlASS
e.A. Wright, 17

here, at the crossroads, the shore where fate meets fate, 
let us drink from the golden chalice of sacrifice, 
let us sip from the libation bowl of curdled blood 
that I have spilled from the last lamb of spring.
here, where the tides are restless,
here, where the banks collapse.
hand in hand, half in half, 
follow me down the path
to the depths of hell where forgotten glory gasps.
let me be your downfall, for you alone are mine,  
your lap is the chaotic lullaby in which I grow weak,
my pure body is your dismantled throne,
we are the scissors, the window, the locks of braided hair 
I spill upon this crumbling floor
my blood for you to drink.
for my voice is but a distant echo,
a scream that cannot break.
a voiceless statistic, a faceless name,
a polished plaque of stone
I watch you.
do you watch me?
living out our lives, a feigning fantasy 
of what it means to live alone.
avert your eyes and I’ll shift my gaze 
to the rippling tide below.
won’t you save me?
won’t you take your blunted spear and for me spill 
the innards of unshrouded truth?
a disregarded prophecy only me and you know. 
won’t you hear my screams?
won’t  you follow me to the end as I have followed you?
let me steal the voices of the living
as you trample on the bodies of the dead.
let my pleas fall on the unfired jury
help me put a stop to the end.
here, where I wait,
here, where my broken body lies,
you take your blades to this last thread here,
my blood soaked screams you will never hear.
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unTiTled
Juliet  
o’neill, 15

i sat on the bench by the pond, 
as i did every sunday morning, 
waiting for my friend to show.  
she never did. she always had 
a good excuse though - 
she forgot to set her alarm 
or she lost track of time, or 
sometimes she just forgot. 
but she never showed and i 
was always alone on the 
bench. it was always the 
same bench as when i was 
first there, always wanting 
to be early in case she 
showed, but she never did.

this was all we had left. i felt as 
if - if i let go of this, our friendship 
would be gone and that i didn’t 
want.  i was sitting there alone like 
i did every week, holding two ice-
cream cones, one for her, one for 
me. i listened to the wind through 
the trees, the passing by of traffic, 
i even heard some small parts 
of a conversation or two people 
passing by with their friends that 
had shown up. i watched the 
pond as the water splashed 
against the sculpture and 
jumped right back into the 
pond and i watched as the 
clock struck. it was lunchtime 
now, and it was time for me to 
go home. one more sunday that 
she hadn’t shown. i knew she 
wouldn’t show next week or the 
week after that, i knew that she 
would never show and i’d always 
be on the bench alone and though  

 I’d admitted that to myself but not 
yet the world, Iwas not ready to 
believe it because that’s all we had 
left, her apologising for not being 
able to make it, me forgiving her 
almost immediately and me 
assuring her it was fine. it was 
like a ritual with every week the 
same. so i stood up to walk 
away. i felt my pocket ring; 
assuming it was her, i checked 
the message that had been left 
only to find one from my Mum, 
informing me that lunch was at 
one today and i could take my 
time. 

Contemplating the idea of 
staying another while longer, i sat 
back down and her ice-cream began 
to melt. i went over to put it in the 
bin and when i returned i found two 
girls on my bench talking, laughing 
and smiling together. i noticed 
the way they were with each other 
and the happiness they seemed to 
bring to each other, by just being 
in each other’s presence and i 
longed for that, the comfort, the 
happiness and the 
togetherness. that was what i 
wished for but she never 
showed, that was what i longed 
for but she was never to be 
seen, that was all i wanted but 
she was never there.

i decided to go home and as i 
walked i thought, thoughts of before, 
of me and her. when she used to 
show up and used to take her ice-
cream from me, when it wouldn’t 
melt all over my hand and when i   

wouldn’t sit on that bench alone, 
when we’d walk through the entire 
park and I wouldn’t just stare atthe 
pond. when she wouldn’t make up 
excuses such as ‘it wouldn’t be 
my thing’ or ‘i wouldn’t enjoy it’ 
as to why i was never invited 
to her parties. when she would 
talk to me in school. when she 
would smile at me in the 
hallways. when she wouldn’t 
pretend she didn’t see me and i 
wouldn’t pretend to believe her. 
when she wouldn’t seem 
embarrassed to be seen 
hanging out with me. when she 
laughed at my jokes and when 
she used to show up. i missed it 
all. 

i knew we would never go back. 
i knew we would never be friends 
again but i missed when we were 
and it hurt to admit we weren’t. if 
this was all a part of growing up 
and everyone has to grow up, if 
everyone finds it tough, then why 
does it feel like i’m the only one 
struggling? why does it feel like i’m 
the only one in pain?  why does it 
feel like i’m the only one hurting? 
and i knew she never was sitting 
on the bench alone and i knew i 
would sit on the bench by the pond 
as i did every sunday morning 
waiting for my friend to show and 
she never would. i knew this would 
happen for weeks to come. i would 
sit and wait for her for hours upon 
end because i would rather sit on 
the bench alone than let go of my 
friend.
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The 
CASuAlTieS of 
proGreSSion 
Kerry  
o’SullivAn, 16

Dublin in the coming times
the same hardship, the same crimes
technology and futuristic advance
Leave no work for human hands

and the devil loves an empty mind,
a permanently unmade bed.
and idle hands do hardship find
times have gone backwards instead

Coming back to the city that raised me
that offered comfort like lukewarm tea
Yet people still sit on sheets of cardboard
a brown river all they can see

and people still grab at my feet,
people grab at the feet that have walked 
a road paved in privilege
still grab at the feet that have never spent a night out in the cold
people still wake up after a night on the side of the road

it’s so easy to view less people more screens as the business ideal
simple to disconnect it, never think, never feel
But soon the world they helped to build from ceiling to floor
Might decide it doesn’t need us anymore.
and what a sight for us all to behold
as they wake every morning from a sleep full of tension
the casualties of progression
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fuTure duBlin 
Kitty JoyCe , 13

it was a quiet, misty morning. boats sat 
gently rocking on the still water. the 
shouts of two young boys running along 
the pontoon broke the silence. one of 
the boys looked older and he ran ahead. 
when he came to the end of the pontoon 
he sat down and dangled his legs over 
the edge. the smaller boy copied him and 
started splashing. 

“i’m going swimming,” announced the older 
boy, who looked about ten or eleven. 

his younger brother stood up, “Me too!” 
the older boy scowled, “No you can’t Liam, 

Dad says you’re not able to swim well enough.”
“i can just use my water suit, i don’t need 

to properly learn,” Liam replied happily. he 
ran back down the pontoon and stopped at a 
navy and white boathouse. at the side of the 
boat, eNDeaVoUr was printed in white block 
capitals. a man emerged from the boat. he 
had the same black hair and dark blue eyes 
as the two boys. 

“Dad! Can i go swimming with Matt in my 
water suit?” the man stared out across the 
water. Liam grew impatient, “Dad, can –“ before 
he could finish he was interrupted, “go and 
get your brother, quickly!” Liam was confused 
and angry, but he did as he was told.

Liam returned with Matt. “what is it?” Matt 
asked. 

their father turned to look at them. “have 
either of you seen sheila recently?” 

Liam shook his head. “Not since yesterday 
evening,” replied Matt. sheila was their servant. 
she was one of the aliens who had come to 
earth in 2038. they were defeated by the 
humans in a war that lasted two years, the 
first war to have all the countries on the same 
side. the surviving aliens became servants. 
Now it is 2050 and the aliens are very rare.

“i sent sheila out to get a stamp from the 
post office. she has been gone all night,” Liam 
and Matt’s father said. they were all thinking 
the same thing, the most obvious conclusion. 
Many aliens are stolen because they’re good 
servants and very cheap.
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ColourS of 
The fuTure 
luKe  
bArron , 14

what will the colours of the future be?
will the rivers run red with the life that flow through our veins?
will the screams of the damned echo through the empty hallways?
will the demons below us rise through the cracks?
will the day of tomorrow be forever black?

what will the colours of the future be?

will the future be a place for the noble and saintly? 
will the future be a place for the fearful and greedy?
will the people know whether to be joyful or flee? 
will the skies be yellow with uncertainty?

what will the colours of the future be?

will the meadows be filled with life and tranquillity?
will the hallways echo with laughter and glee?
will the people jump for joy in all that may be?
will the future forever be a beautiful green? 
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unTiTled 
PáirAiC MAC 
loChlAinnn, 15

this is my city, this is my perception 
of it, there’s no getting or shying away 
from it. your lensey’s useless and 
hated too. Don’t look at reminders 
of what made this city safe for you. 
this to some people is not clear 
though, a city broken by events one 
hundred years ago. yiz are thick 
but now yiz can’t be found like the 
yeti, one time out of ten ronaldo 
loses to Messi.

the Council houses have replaced 
the flats, just so the government can 
make it seem like they give a rats. Ye 
can meet trump, Kenny i’ll admit it’s 
very funny, not so when you’re robbin’ 
people’s money.

ritheann do guth ó thaobh go taobh 
ar Fox cosúil le macalla nuair a 
thugann mé le mac críochneoidh tú 
suas faoin talamh.
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i reTurned 
Too lATe 
roSie JoyCe, 15

a dull, autumn’s morning in 
october, the sky is a bleak, cloudless 
grey, never ending. i look around me and 
see the latest wreckage from some 
newly demolished buildings. 

the docks where i grew up are slowly becoming 
a resting junkyard filled with remnants of lives 
lost, the people we used to be. 

Looking down, i notice something glinting, 
buried amongst the rubble at the water’s 
edge. i pick it up. a child’s doll, golden locks 
faded to a dull copper colour, listless blue 
eyes, perfect nose, small red mouth set in a 
determined line. 

a silver locket hangs around its neck, in the 
shape of a love heart. ‘Love you always, anna’ 
carved in careful script on its face. who could 
this doll have belonged to? 

i imagine what anna’s life must have 
been like, how she would have reacted to the 
evacuation bells ringing that fateful night. 
what she would have done, a poor little girl, 
not much older than i am now? 

she would have been  frightened, 
worried, panicked even, despite her parents' 
reassurances. pushed out into a cold, 
winter’s night in the snow, probably 
clutching this doll amongst her 

other closest belongings. she wouldn’t have 
parted with this doll so voluntarily. so what 
would have happened to force her to leave it? 
who knows? all i know is there are no 
people left. i returned too late.

i glance up, at the only remaining steadfast 
building, Boland’s Mill. it’s the smallest 
structure standing, an heirloom of the past. 
tall apartments half-built. Builder’s platforms, 
cranes left abandoned, tower above the mill, 
the centrepiece in their massive post war zone.
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it is a cold, dreary morning. the sky is a 
bleak grey colour, empty, no clouds, no 
sunshine to be seen. everyday on my way 
to work i cycle past this building site. 
this morning i am early. i stop, breathe 
in the dusty air, run my fingers along the 
ends of the wooden builder’s platforms 
which stretch up, up into the air, as high 
as the tallest buildings. i can hear their 
easy-going chatter and banter as they 
work, demolishing the older structures 
and building new apartments in their 
place.

sometimes it makes me upset when i think 
how past buildings are just replaced with newer 
models, without a thought to the people who 
lived in them. Maybe they were new once, 
despite the fact that the inhabitants are long 
gone.

there is, however, one building remaining, 
told to be left untouched. Boland’s Mill, an 
heirloom of the past when dozens of peoples 
would beg and fight for a job in the mills, to 
earn money for their family.

Not so long ago my granny used to work 
there when she was a young woman. 

i smile as i walk my bike along the canal, 
the water glistening a deep blue colour, not 
revealing anything that could be hidden in its 
depths.

the morning traffic is picking up now as the 
hand on my watch reaches eight o’clock. Men 
in business suits, pressed shirts and women 
in pristine business two pieces, often the only 
person in the car, after the kids have 
been dropped to school. What a waste, i 
think.  why can’t people carpool? Not 
everyone drives though.

the footpath is crowded with cyclists and 
pushing parents, pushing their buggies 
hurriedly along, or walking hand in hand with 
their toddlers to the crèche around the corner. 

Nobody stops to look at the building site 
overhead.
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