






Dublin in the Coming Times: How the project works 

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. 

To get the ball rolling Roddy Doyle invited some writers and artists to contribute 
short stories reimagining the city. Their work, included here, is being published 
in ‘The Irish Times’ throughout 2016. 

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 Gal-
lery, Little Museum of Dublin, Axis Ballymun, Croke Park, the Olivier Cornet Gal-
lery, 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 Du-
blin City University programme with the UN University; 

email: dublin.orla@gmail.com



DUBLIN
IN THE COMING TIMES

SHORT STORIES



1

Dublin in the coming times

BOOKLET 3

TABLE OF CONTENTS

The Next One ..................................................................................3

Transitions  ........................................................................................8

Global ..................................................................................................12

Remembrance .............................................................................15

Dublin in the coming Times .............................................21



2



3

A bare concrete room – the walls, floor and ceiling – all grey. A large rectangu-
lar window, without a curtain, is on the stage left wall. Facing this, against the 
stage right wall, is a row of three blue plastic chairs. High, and in the centre 
of the back wall, is a large LED number-display screen with the number 2986 
showing. On the floor, in the corner, is a television showing a silent 10-second 
section of The Ray D’Arcy Show in which D’Arcy is introducing something. It’s 
stuck in a loop.
But before all of that we’re in the darkness. A strong incessant music fades up. 
With it a flat light slowly shines through the window. A Young Woman, in her 
late 20s, sits in one of the chairs, holding a ticket and staring over at the televi-
sion. After 30 seconds the music cuts. She talks to herself –

YOUNG WOMAN Of what I remember – and I might be wrong about this and 
probably am wrong – is that it was longer, this telly piece. [Slight pause] I’ve this 
idea that it was longer anyway – that I saw somethin’ else before what I can see 
now. [Slight pause] It’s probably wishful thinkin’ – it wouldn’t be the first time 
I fell into an optimism and found myself wishin’ for somethin’ that was never 
really there. Those sorta hopes can lead a person to . . . you can be tricked, is all 
I mean – it happens. Trickery. Messes with ya. Anyway. [Slight pause] I think I 
remember maybe that there was more to this man on the telly – more than this 
10-second reiteration I see now – this talkin’ words that I can’t hear and standin’ 
up and gesturin’ to somethin’ or someone that never comes, bless him. There 
must have been somethin’ more before – or afterwards even – for you’d ima-
gine that someone might have arrived and joined this man on his comfortable 
lookin’ seats – and they might have sat down and talked about . . . whatever 
there is that’s left to be talked about. Ourselves, I suppose – we’ll always have 
ourselves to chat about. But they would sit – let’s imagine it – and they would 
have a conversation about . . . [Slight pause] I’m strugglin’ to imagine what sto-
ries they might share? People – let’s say – have pasts, generally – and they could 
talk about all’a that – and they would hypothetically get some – “enjoyment” mi-
ght be too strong a word – there’s nothin’ immediately entertaining in “what has 
gone before” we all know that much. Right at this moment I can’t reconcile why 
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people would sit around on comfy seats and talk about what has happened 
in this life – but perhaps they did because they wanted to – or we’re made to. 
[Slight pause] Of course they might just be talkin’ about cheese. [Pause] When 
have I ever not wanted a companion to talk with? Never. I’ve always wanted 
someone else – and if not always to talk to – to at least share this room and wait 
for my number to be called – to sit silently even and share the same air with 
another person would be nice. I hope that’s not too mournful to say that – it has 
all the ingredients of soundin’ fuckin’ tragic but I hope not! A while back – I’ve 
given up saying “months” and “years” now – so let’s use the general phrase of – 
“some time ago” – so – some time ago and immediately after my trip away from 
that window when I was struck down with . . . impossible to put a word on what 
I felt when I saw what I saw outside and what I realised at that moment . . . but 
anyway . . . at that moment – the walkin’ away from the window moment – my 
back to it – I said – “never again must you feel such grief!” I said it as powerfully 
as that and out loud, actually – and in those words too – which in hindsight do 
sound incredibly ancient! Old words for one so young! “Never again must you 
feel such grief!” I may have clenched my fist and waved it at an imaginary me – 
like an overly aggressive emotional counsellor berating a young child. I did feel 
like a child back then – though I was not that young when I had looked out the 
window – I was weakened by the waitin’ probably – and needed – let me begin 
with the word “steel” and work backwards . . . I needed . . . “the facility to keep on 
goin’ ”. To implode was never an option, for someone like me – “imploding” lived 
in the same dream world as “friendship”. I needed a greater spirit so I could live 
with what I had seen outside that window and what I had realised at that very 
moment as I returned to this chair and sat back down – to continue this waitin’. 
I would need a new – “grit”. Good word.

She looks at her ticket in her hand for some time. Then –

YOUNG WOMAN To start thinkin’ about myself is to walk back through different 
rooms where images are made not true.
To lie and see me in these different worlds – and ’cause imagined, they all slide 
into one another and tease me with colours and smells, of course. How better 
but cruel these memories when they’re not even mine. They shrink the room 
and harden these plastic seats and remind me that there was once “real living 
out there”. [Slight pause] It’s impossible not to lie and allow yourself to slide 
back and walk through a city that had a pulse – that was filled with people once.

The Young Woman covers her eyes – and during the below the walls fill with 
blurred images of a city she never knew.

YOUNG WOMAN So I lie, of course I do – and place myself in the crowds – 
knowing I was never there – I walk myself through a version of the city that was. 
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[Slight pause] A house is left behind and walked away from it – the terrace in 
which the house stands, it folds into the ground – and a train takes me with 
other people to the city centre with its river. And there is purpose to my walkin’ 
and definition to the day – a day that starts with a mornin’ time. And we – ’cause 
I’m imagining “me” as a “we” or as an “us” – ’cause let’s say I make meself a friend 
in this city – we are discussin’ our lives in terms of things that need doin’ by us. 
We’re filed into offices – and in these places of work we’re pursuin’ – “goals” we’ll 
call them. And there’s discussion and desks, I think – and chairs behind these 
desks, obviously – and ideas are taken from the air and made whole these ideas 
– and sandwiches are eaten – cheese ones, let’s say – and upon this food “satis-
faction” will fall – ’cause even more work is accomplished after lunch. [Slight 
pause] And then day – ’cause back then mornin’ time gave way to daytime – and 
when day is done – there’s journeys back home in the evenin’ – or maybe not 
home but journeys elsewhere where there’s noise and more food – where “we” 
meet and him – ’cause it is a “him” – him and me meet and stretch out an eve-
nin’ with talk. [Slight pause] Into night-time. [Slight pause] That day spins in this 
way – without noise it spins about inside and built on lies to myself, of course it 
is . . . [Slight pause]. . . but to see from above the city and river as how they once 
were – as how people once lived. [Pause] How I hoped they still lived.

The Young Woman uncovers her eyes – and as she does the images on the walls 
disappear.

YOUNG WOMAN My real past slides back with real truth. [Slight pause] Four 
years old and no words remembered but tears only – and arms pulled from 
their sockets and the same shitty clothes walked and slept in – and our house 
taken and walked towards these towers being built for us – and upwards we 
climb inside – and pushed into this flat. Nights pass by andvthe door opens and 
takes my dad and sister. Gone. [Slight pause] Another sister – a brother next 
to leave. More tears. The food delivered as it always is, of course – the memory 
of my four years livin’ in the city fadin’. And I’m placed in front of their screens 
one day – and kept inside and plugged in. Days, weeks and years merge into 
the screens they give Ma and me. Muscles weaken and images pullin’ us into a 
fantasy behind these screens – our shells waning. And years with no good air –
and only occasionally I walk to the window and glance down on it. I watch it for 
a few moments – and had I noticed back then that there were fewer bodies be-
neath and more towers being built? And at what age was I left alone here? – my 
ma taken – and maybe she’s with my family below and made part of somethin’ 
– “part of the better plan” – was what they called it. They mock me now those 
words but still have me holdin’ this ticket waitin’ to be called. [Slight pause] 
When was all the furniture replaced with these three plastic chairs and these 
numbers and that man on that telly with his 10-second routine?
For this reason I lie and tease myself with a city that once was.
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A long pause. Looking at the television.

YOUNG WOMAN Look at him stuck in his 10-second dance this funny little man. 
Going nowhere. Expecting someone but meeting no one. And he lived in a 
time before the towers were built and before “the better plan”, probably. Back 
in that old world. Speak to me. [Slight pause] Go on. Say other words, please, 
Mr Telly-Man.

A pause.

YOUNG WOMAN He stands and turns. I’m waitin’ there and he walks and comes 
to me smiling – and taking my hand – and moving now away from my tower – a 
promise unfolds itself with a park and a bench. And all around us is true green
and I lose myself in it and his lovely voice . . . Stop it. [Slight pause. Whispers] No 
more.

The Young Woman looks to the LED number display screen. From 2986 it be-
gins to flick through many numbers. It stops on 1034. She places her ticket on 
the seat next to her. A long pause. The Young Woman stands and slowly walks 
over to the television. She looks at it for a few moments. She takes up the tele-
vision’s power cable attached to the wall. She aggressively pulls the cable from 
the wall – the television goes off. She’s standing close to the window now but 
she protects her eyes from looking outside. She turns away from the window 
facing the three plastic chairs. She stands still. A pause for some moments.
Then –

YOUNG WOMAN That day that I looked outside on the city – it was lit by the sun. 
And under a blue sky seagulls call to one another. Over the cathedral by the 
river, over the empty streets, back and forth to the sea, they flew. [Slight pause] 
And not a car, not a person – it’s all empty below. Those that were chosen are 
hidden in buildings gently turnin’ the city to a quiet hum. Only the gulls glidin’ 
over all of this – better life. Laughin’ at us them birds.

A pause.

YOUNG WOMAN I see them in the towers. [Slight pause] Can see them sittin’ 
on their seats – hunched over and holdin’ their tickets. [Slight pause] Kept and 
boxed. [Slight pause] So many others. [Slight pause] Thousands of us. [Slight 
pause]

Waitin’.
The Young Woman walks back to her seat and sits down. She picks up her 



7

Dublin in the coming times

ticket and holds it and waits. Through the window a bright white light shines. 
The Young Woman covers her eyes. The light growing in intensity until we can 
barely see her.

Music and light suddenly cut. Black.
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The journey took hardly any time now – the former traffic snarls, rule-flouting taxi 
drivers and endangered cyclists had been replaced with the silent efficiency of 
self-driving cars, and all two-wheeled vehicles were now law abiding in their 
own clearly delineated lanes. Settling back against the car’s leather upholstery, 
seamlessly propelled through the city’s infrastructural network, I gazed out the 
window at the old familiar landmarks rapidly unspooling ‘til I was deposited 
back in the heart of the old neighbourhood. 

That hoary old chestnut of the past being a different country was never truer 
than now, I thought, as I surveyed the familiar but alien surroundings of my 
childhood. Rose and I had come up in this once small corner of what was then 
single digit Dublin – the ghost sign denoting entry to our former homes still 
visible under the repointed brickwork.  The afternoon sun, catching the upper 
stories of the red-brick Georgian houses, lit the sash windows and softened the 
symmetrical uniformity of the terrace.  The verdant green and lush foliage of the 
street’s mandated trees provided some respite from the lingering heat, intense 
even with the vagaries of contemporary Dublin seasons. 

It was that peaceful, late afternoon hour before the stream of work contributors 
crossed the bridge and emerged onto the road. The younger kids had already 
been shepherded through front doors and, presumably, into appropriately in-
dividualised erudition and recreation regimes; never too early to begin buil-
ding their digital portfolios.  The usual background cacophony of personalised 
billboard advertising was muted, out of respect for its most famous daughter I 
mused, or more likely reflective of my own non-entity status.  I had the stretch of 
street to myself, save for the two Oldsters sitting on the shaded bench likening 
the weather to the summer of ’13 and talking of cars with no aircon and seats so 
hot it’d burn the legs off you.

It was a relief to step out of the heat shimmer and into the cool and dark of 
Nick’s café. Where other more chi-chi establishments had updated to fit the 
whims and fads of consumer expectations, Nick’s had stayed still, the veritable 

Transitions 
Isobel Hourigan
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fly preserved in amber. It had been years since I’d been there and the décor 
hadn’t changed at all; the hopped-up love child of shabby chic and cheap 
noughties office tat, it was an instant portal transport to ‘Back in the Day.’ The 
coffee, as ever, was good. Nick’s raised eyebrows by way of greeting was a reas-
suring acknowledgement of our shared past, and his comfortingly silent pre-
sence demanded no explanation from me, of my self-inflicted exodus from the 
area.  I figured he’d have been on the receiving end, too, of Rose’s invitation. 

The black-bordered notice had landed in my newsfeed two days earlier; a 
sombre Helvetica font informing me that Rose Kelly was deceased, as per her 
lifelong wishes her brain and body had been donated to Trinity College to fur-
ther scientific education, and a celebration of her life would take place in the 
spiritual centre (formerly the neighbourhood church) the following Tuesday at 
5pm, to which I was cordially invited. 

The pithy, factual update provided no clues to the Rose I’d known, my one time 
closest friend and anam chara, and to the ripples of change she created.  Arri-
ving at the old church I recognised some family members, college peers, and 
mutual professional acquaintances among the knots of people gathered to re-
member her. Talking and grabbing elbows, and hugging, they moved out of 
the sunshine, pooling in the former churchyard, and began to file inside the 
building’s shadowy interior. I slipped into the last wooden pew, half obscured 
by an old marble pillar. 

It was one of Rose’s former lab colleagues who first began to speak. He had a 
dry, precise style, perfectly matched to his scientific eminence, and a rather 
monotone delivery. He had us as spellbound as the greatest raconteur as he 
took us through the timeline of his brilliant colleague’s too short life.   Amazing 
Rose! Labelled hypo-talent from her early years, she was part of the promised 
cohort that would lead the country onto the world stage and bring the world 
back to Dublin. Chosen to participate in carefully orchestrated development 
programmes designed to nurture her considerable intrinsic abilities, she went 
about fulfilling that promise with her typical combination of energy and intel-
lect.

Rose was passionate about what really made people tick. Early in her career, 
she became the youngest ever Chief Listening Officer for the Global Institution. 
Her role involved pulling apart and examining in minute detail the individual 
employee’s wellbeing, engagement, motivation, and how this unique blend im-
pacted their personal productivity. She made flexible working, individualised 
optimum schedules, as well as an array of attractive benefits, the pillars of The 
Institution’s working practices. 
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In return, the wearable wrist tech, worn by employees at all times, provided a 
continual status update on their personal state and these outputs, when fed 
through the company’s algorithm, predicted individual and collective produc-
tivity scores and, ultimately, bottom line profitability.  She then liaised with va-
rious cohorts to figure out what actions to take to dial up productivity as re-
quired. Her response to the Institution’s critics and naysayers, who referred to 
this management by metrics as intrusive and a breach of individual privacy, 
was to point out that all the information was freely given, fully transparent and 
accessible by every employee.  Her findings turned traditional management 
endeavours on their head, and changed forever the knee-jerk reliance on carrot 
and stick motivation. 

Over the last number of years, she’d headed up her own lab and she was deter-
mined to leverage that knowledge of what really motivates people to positively 
impact the world. We’d still been friends then, and I remembered her fascina-
tion with the work, describing how, on really good days, the very air seemed 
full of possibilities and ideas, and it felt as though she could reach up and grab 
handfuls of it and be bowled along by the sheer energy and momentum of it 
all. The most entrenched and confounding problems could be, and would be, 
resolved by access to enhanced intelligence combined with human endeavour 
and spirit. 

Then Rose herself, or rather her avatar, took centre stage.  With her lab colleague 
they explained how her memories, thoughts, emotions, and beliefs had been 
uploaded onto a computer database and she was able to draw on this informa-
tion to engage and interact with others. She spoke of her hope that this shared 
access to our innermost thoughts would create greater understanding and, the-
refore, compassion towards our fellow humans.  She finished with some care-
fully curated comments inviting family, friends, and colleagues to interact with 
her, that she was still our Rose albeit in virtual form, and that her interface could 
be accessed any time.  I slipped from my spot at the back and out the heavy 
oak doors; it wasn’t the celebration of Rose’s life that I’d been expecting; an end 
point where we talked fondly of the past. Instead Rose had given us a chance 
to transition to a new future where our loved ones were with us in perpetuity.
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Eileen raised her fiddle and played a reel. She was tired, but she looked beau-
tiful that day, with her jet black ringlets falling softly around her face, her per-
fectly shaped lips dramatically painted in red. She was wearing a green dress 
tailored to her slim figure and trimmed with genuine Limerick lace. Michael 
battered on his bodhrán beside her and Seamus, the ancient Irish Wolfhound, 
dozed in front of the blazing wood fire. The girls danced to the music, raising a 
cloud of dust and straw with their flying, black-hosed legs. 

The place buzzed with congeniality. A warm shaft of dusty sunlight sparkled on 
the glasses hanging over the bar, and the air was slightly tinged with the smell 
of beer and polish. The dance display finished; she moved among the seated 
guests talking with them in her soft melodic brogue. A couple of men clad in 
pristine tweed jackets and caps competed for the attention of her warm, twin-
kling eyes. She stroked their wrists soothingly as she engaged them in conver-
sation. A brassy blonde woman grabbed her round the waist, snapping a selfie, 
and she laughed gamely. She could pretend to be a good sport and to be fasci-
nated by the mundane conversation bawled over the pub noise; she was good 
at pretending, that is why they employed her, but she didn’t care much for the 
tourists. The ones that physically came to Dublin were over-enthusiastic about 
the contrived nostalgia presented to them, but they were ten times better than 
the virtual tourists, spying on everything through the lenses of the tiny drones 
that hovered and skittered about the place, zooming in on her with their on-
board cameras as they sat in their armchairs thousands of miles away.

Her shift was over and on the dot of five she broke off in the middle of a conver-
sation and hurried to the tiny back room where she exchanged her elegant 
dress for leggings. She combed out the ringlets, allowing her hair to fall in an 
untidy mass of black curls. She filled her water bottle from the tap – this was 
a designated tourist area where the water was free and treated. She wrapped 
herself in her eider coat as she slipped out the back door into the cold winter’s 
evening.

Global
Orla Cluff

Donaghmede Writers’ Group
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It was still daylight as she walked up the boardwalk of the Liffey with its gaily 
fluttering strings of tricolour flags and seagulls eating thrown away sandwiches. 
Bus-loads of tourists thronged the footpaths looking for hostelries offering the 
authentic Irish experience. Gardai in black with stun guns slung over their shoul-
ders moved among them, keeping beggars and pick-pockets at bay. There had 
been a noticeable increase in both as the homelessness and unemployment 
numbers skyrocketed.

The eternal protest march was just reaching the GPO as she turned onto 
O’Connell Street. Blank-eyed and stoney-faced, with tattered banners and 
worn shoes, they were more ragged now than they had been at the beginning. 
Between protests and strikes, they had had little time to go home and change 
for a number of years.

She had to walk. No one could afford to get the brand new shiny Luas tram that 
rattled out towards the airport – well, the workers in the multinational corpo-
rations could of course, but they often just stayed for life in their fully serviced 
carbon neutral offices equipped with virtual world technology, never needing 
public transport.

Those shiny glass offices towered all around, dwarfing “historic Dublin” with its 
restored protected buildings. Such beautiful ancient buildings: The Customs 
House; the Four Courts; Temple Bar; the eclectic architectural mix of the Tri-
nity College Campus. There was also the GPO, now a museum commemorating 
1916. It held a fine collection of the last stamps ever posted. Her particular favou-
rite was the magnificent granite facade of the bank building – what was it that 
banks were used for? She was too young to remember cash.

Stopping at the Tesco Metro for bread, biscuits, and fruit, she then continued 
homeward through her local park.

The park was empty of children. It seemed a pity, somehow, that the level of 
sports training was so much better now on online sensor-driven sports clinics 
which allowed them the virtual experience of playing in any stadium in the 
world. Outdoor fresh air activities were practically obsolete. Only a handful of 
has-been luddites still played football on actual grass with a real ball, and the 
unoccupied spaces had been taken over by refugees in army tents.

A large proportion of the park had fallen into disuse and had been left to grow 
wild. Here, ivy wound up the grey trunks of elm and sycamore, clouds of midges 
hovered over nettles and dandelions, golden in the dappled sunlight. It was 
dangerous to linger in these areas, but overcome by some unconscious lon-
ging, Eileen turned towards the woodland and sank down on a patch of cool 
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silky grass and buttercups at the edge of a copse of trees. It was still, despite 
the breezy dancing of the leaves above her. It was silent apart from the chirrup 
and fluting of invisible birds and the constant humming of insects. The earth 
embraced her from below as the warm evening sun caressed her from above. 
Every muscle in her body relaxed itself in profound abandon, greedy for rest. 
She dozed.

A twig snapped and a rustle in the undergrowth behind her shocked her into 
wakefulness. Sitting up, she turned just in time to see the white tip of a fox’s tail 
swishing into the undergrowth, reminding her that this was the realm of sca-
vengers and the destitute, and that it was ill-advised to linger here.

Battling to shake off the weariness of interrupted relaxation, Eileen resumed 
her homeward journey, throwing some of the fruit and the biscuits into a basket 
proffered by a woman for the refugee relief effort as she passed.

Safely home, she pointed her microchipped finger at the door to her forty 
square foot regulation apartment. Once inside, she grabbed a glass of German 
beer along with a packet of crisps. She sank into her white leather sofa, swit-
ched on the virtual “Penthouse Suite in New York” ambiance mode and was 
immediately sitting in a huge room carpeted in deep-pile white. Floor to ceiling 
windows revealing the twinkling lights of the New York skyline at dusk. Comfor-
table and familiar, this was her world, this was perfection, everything she nee-
ded was here. Shifting in her cold artificial leather seat, breathing deeply the 
conditioned air, she suppressed a feeling of uneasiness as the tantalizing me-
mory of her brief sweet encounter with nature lingered in her consciousness.

Waving a finger at the big screened computer mounted on the wall, she took 
a big soothing draft of beer and ripped open the bag of Tayto. Her friends were 
mostly already in the video link chat rooms, drinks in hand, ready for a wild night 
in. They had booked a virtual visit to the Beer-Fest in Bavaria for the evening, and 
she wandered her drone camera among the German crowds, considering with 
some cynicism the lederhosen-clad, red-cheeked men and the flaxen-haired 
women dancing gaily among the trestle tables, laden with beer. She zoomed 
in on a woman and circled around her head to see if she could make her stop 
smiling. Steely blue eyes glared into her screen, but the woman’s mouth did not 
stop smiling once.

“Fake,” thought Eileen lazily, as she drank her beer and examined her prey. 
“She’s good though.”
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Tatjana Möller

Marsh’s Library workshops

Jake works in Section CC. Sampson’s Lane. Shop 4. He makes Glitter Stars, be-
cause this is what people eat. Glitter Stars. They come in different colours. Like 
M&M’s, if you are old enough to remember them. Jake does. Just like he remem-
bers what it was like juggling several saucepans and frying pans all at the same 
time. Or the sound of the blades, shink-shink-shink, when sharpening his knives; 
or chopping onions, chuck-chuck-chuck, bam-bam-bam. He wasn’t a chef, but 
an artist in the kitchen. Every dish differed from the others, just a tiny bit, each 
with an individual finishing touch. And as thin as the pizzas’ crusts were, as thick 
were Jake’s sauces. Made from real tomatoes, you could taste and smell the sun 
in which they had matured. Oh, and those spices, which all came in fancy names 
like Oregano or Tarragon, you could smell them too. After a match on Sundays 
the place was like a madhouse. He could barely keep up with the orders coming 
in for all the family pizzas. 
 It is now twenty years since Jake started making Glitter Stars. And he 
misses that Sunday madness, even still. Each day he fills a liquid, p-aminophenol, 
into the moulds of a tin tray, and shoves it into a red phosphorous oven. Once 
the temperature is set to 90°C, the tray moves back and forth for exactly thirty 
minutes to gently stir the p-aminophenol while blobs of ethanol are dropping in. 
The amount of ethanol depends on the age group the Glitter Stars are for. Jake 
enjoys watching the tray being cradled. It’s soothing, although what happens 
behind the oven glass is anything but soothing. A nucleophil ambush is taking 
place here. A free-flowing pair of electrons attacks the nitrogen atom which tries 
to sit tight within the NH2 group of Hydrosynalin. But these two electrons find 
their way, crushing the ethanol’s C-atom, and bond to a brand new CO-group. 
Nevertheless, this marriage is doomed. And their breakup is irreversible, as a 
hyper-charged ion has squeezed in between them. This one carbon-ion repro-
duces faster than mice used to do. At this point, Jake takes the tray out and dips 
it, for a split second, in ice water. The tray is hissing, and Jake, hidden in a steamy 
cloud, carves the crystallising mass out of the moulds. He then mixes the crystals 
with a handful of glutinous dough and cuts them into star shapes. Before he 
blast-freezes the stars again, he adds glutamic acid, specific flavours, and sodium 
glutamate. Now drying in an airing cupboard for twenty-four hours, the stars are 
getting their sparkly look. 
 They say that Glitter Stars are healthy. Efficient, they are. Space and time 
saving. It takes only a few minutes to eat them. And Jake could store at least a 
thousand in the shop. But you cannot simply go to Shop 4, or Shop 8 up in Zone 
S, to buy them. 
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 You must pre-order them on your tablet, which, in turn, is assigned to 
you. If you lose your tablet, you’re in trouble. No tablet, no Glitter Stars. 
You get your own tablet on your eighteenth birthday, plus your first set of three 
Glitter Stars. When you turn 30, the number increases to four per day. Born in 
1975, Jake had straight away a ration of five. Now he is up to seven. 
 He has his doubts, sometimes, about the Glitter Stars being good for you, 
or nutritious. Then again, you don’t gain any weight. You don’t age either. Jake still 
looks like the 41-year-old chap he was in 2016. But he often feels old, inside, in his 
heart. Or when he looks into the pocket mirror he managed to save during the 
Big Storm in 2022. All homes were raided that one night. All personal belongings 
were taken. Printed books, DVDs, even family pictures. It was to erase people’s 
memories of past times. But they couldn’t get into Jake’s head. Jake does re-
member. 
 He remembers that he himself bought this mirror for his mum, from his 
pocket money, after hers had been stolen one night. He was so excited, watching 
her while she was unwrapping the paper. She hugged him. Still, he could sense 
her sadness. He felt he had let her down, somehow, because the new mirror 
didn’t have the same engraving. Its shell wasn’t real silver either. Just plastic. Its 
clutch hasn’t snap-closed for some time now, yet, the colour has never faded. 
Back then, he didn’t know that the original had been in his mum’s family for 
generations. Every mother had passed the mirror on to her first-born daughter. 
Neither did he know that his mum had suffered a miscarriage that very day, 
when she had been mugged. His mum believed she was cursed, having nothing 
to pass on to a daughter.
 Jake remembers walking with his mum along Henry Street, for her 
monthly marathon shopping. In and out of Dunnes and Debenhams. The Jer-
vis Centre meant half-time. They usually had a cup of tea in one of the bistros 
downstairs. The finishing line was Penney’s. And his mom never forgot to buy him 
a treat. Ice-cream with sea salt. They walked to Wicklow Street just for that. He 
remembers taking Niamh to the beach in Malahide. His first real girlfriend. He 
remembers how he was trying to build up the courage to take her hand, until she 
asked: “Are you digging for gold in your pocket, or something?” 
 Her feisty look made him feel safe. He remembers thinking, that af-
ternoon, he would never let her go. He remembers walking to the rugby field 
with the lads every Thursday after school. And his mum gasping when he came 
through the door after practice with a black-eye. Or late nights, after a long 
shift at the restaurant, when he heard the birds roll calling. Maybe this is why he 
sneaks out of the house now, every night, to romp the streets, no matter how 
smoky the air is. To keep his memories alive, or make up new ones.
 It is prohibited to walk the streets after 2300 hours. Once the Luas-system 
was completed, connecting the Northside and the South, the East Wall with the 
West Bank, the New Party made it mandatory for every citizen to use the train. 
Recreational areas were built, including one at Charlotte Quay on the Northside. 
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The other one Jake knows about is at Martello Wood. 
 In the beginning, people could walk along the Canal, for a tenner an 
hour. Within a month though, cages were installed. 2x2 metres. Single use only. 
The New Party suspected people were organising marches when they were 
walking around in groups, somewhat freely. Jake has gone there a few times. 
But he has never seen people getting organised. It was impossible to manoeuvre 
scribbled notes from one person to another, with the Black Uniforms watching 
each and everyone from the tower. A dozen showed up at the Parnell Monument 
for what was supposed to be the March of all Marches. That dozen? Legged it. A 
few others tried to boycott the Luas-Law by simply refusing to take the train. The 
New Party sent their Black Uniforms in to patrol the streets and shove everyone 
into the wagon who was giving the impression of walking the streets for more 
than two stops. Those who resisted were struck down with clubs. Three strikes, 
precisely placed – one against the knee, two final blows into the kidneys. 
 Now the streets aren’t patrolled anymore. People are too afraid to walk 
those empty streets. Everyone hurries home to the house they have been as-
signed to as soon as they get off the train. No-one looks to their right or left. No-
one stops for a chat with a neighbour. 
 Jake does talk. In his mind. To himself. Especially when he is taking his 
nightly strolls. It makes him feel less lonely. He imagines heading home to a wife 
and kids. He walks through the door. His boy and girl come running, all excited, 
to see him. Sometimes his son hides in a corner behind the door and jumps at 
him. He drops a kiss on Niamh’s lips. They cannot talk much, with the kids inter-
rupting to tell him their stories. So, he and the kids romp around the house, or 
he looks at the projects they did in school, until they all sit together at the dinner 
table. And surely, his little girl would have inherited his mum’s mirror. 
 Just when he is about to kiss Niamh hello, in his train of thought, Jake 
hears a whimpering. He scans the street. Sees nothing. His eyes are well trained. 
If there was someone, he would have seen him. “Keep dreaming,” he tells himself. 
“Kiss Niamh, swirl your daughter up in the air, let your boy knock you over.” He 
gears up his pace, almost getting caught by the CCTV. His ears pick up the sound 
of the CCTV moving and zooming. He holds his breath, recoiling deep into the 
shades of a staircase. And almost jumps back out. 

Curled up like a cat, in the very corner, is a Luas-Surfer. A Hoodie, which is what 
they are also called because of the hooded sweater they all wear. Jake scratches 
his forehead. He doubts that a Hoodie stops at nothing to steal your tablet, the 
way people claim. And this one might not even make it through the night. Jake 
guesses people fear the Hoodies because they seem invisible. 
You can only hear them late in the dark when they jump onto the last wagon to 
Luas-surf. The experienced ones among them climb onto the train’s rooftop. Jake 
likes to hear that sound of the Hoodies, the shuffling of their feet to find the right 
balance. It cuts through the dead silence in the train. When did people stop talk-
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ing? Having a random chat about the this and the that? Jake doesn’t remember.
 Still unsure what to do, Jake lifts the boy up. He is tall but weak, and 
sinks back down along the wall. 
 Carrying the boy on his shoulders, Jake regrets his decision. How much 
does he weigh? 30 stone? “You surely don’t eat what you should, like everybody 
else,” Jake mutters to himself. He finds it hard to balance the load. It has been 
ages since he has hurled potato sacks onto his shoulders. It takes almost twenty 
minutes to walk down one block. The sweat runs down his cheeks, and, even 
worse, down his forehead and right into his eyes. Usually, it’s easy for him to 
bypass the CCTVs. He knows all their blind spots. Entering North Great Georges 
Street is a bit tricky, as there is only one thin line which neither the CCTVs on 
Great Denmark nor the two cameras recording the upper part of NGGS cover. 
But with a load of what now feels like 50 stone, it is a different ball game. Not 
only does he miss that one blind spot; worse, he sees a new CCTV at the Belve-
dere Academy. As it points right at them. With all the strength he has left, Jake 
hastens down the street towards his house. 
He sits the boy down on his bed. Jake is soaked with sweat, his heart is still ra-
cing. 
 – “What’s your name? I’m Jake.” 
 – “Cormac.” 
Jake wets one of his shirts with bottled water, making a cold compress. “What’s 
my name again?”
 – “Jake.” 
 – “You can stay for the night. And I’ll get you out tomorrow, after curfew.”
 When Jake comes back after work, Cormac is sound asleep. Jake doesn’t 
have the heart to wake him up. He hasn’t touched the two Glitter Stars Jake had 
left for him that morning. It seems to prove what they say. Hoodies have a secret 
garden. It is supposed to be in Zone L, around the site of Marsh’s Library. Zone L 
got shut down just days before the Big Storm. The Council ran the Vegetarium 
there for three years. The Council, however, had missed one fact when setting it 
all up. During the Flood, the soil had slid. And so did the remains of the bodies 
which had been resting in peace for more than a century. No-one remembered 
that cemetery nearby. Turnips were harvested along with skeletal hands. 
 Potatoes had parked themselves in eye sockets. The Vegetarium was 
sealed straight away. Trucks came into the city, delivering Glitter Stars to the 
Checkpoints. No-one knew where these stars were coming from, or what they 
were made of. Jake was just relieved to pick up his weekly ration at the Ab-
bey-Checkpoint on Parnell Square. In the queues in the hot spots of Marlbo-
rough and Erne Street there was turmoil. Two months later, the first Glitter-Star-
Shops opened. And people like Jake got assigned to work there. 
The third evening, Jake and Cormac sit together. Jake has enjoyed those last 
three days. He hurries home, although he doesn’t have a plan. What if Cormac 
decides to stay forever in his tiny apartment? What if someone finds out? Cor-
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mac’s friends must look for him. 
 – “How did it happen?” Jake asks. 
 – “Tried to pull an aerial. But wiped out.” 
Jake wonders, but doesn’t ask, about Cormac’s friends. It’s none of his business. 
 – “We have a mutual agreement.” 
 – “I could see that.” 
 – “We look out for each other. On our terms.” 
 – “You could have died.” 
Cormac glances at Jake. “Who did you look out for? Did you have a wife? Kids?” 
Jake doesn’t answer. 
 – “I take that as a no. There must have been someone you cared about. 
And who’ve cared about you.” 
This quizzing makes Jake uncomfortable. 
 – “Why didn’t you leave?” 
 – “Dublin has always been my home. Why are you still here?” 
Instead of answering, Cormac watches Jake nibbling on a green Glitter Star. “You 
shouldn’t eat that.” 
 – “There is nothing else.” 
 – “You know better.” 
 – “So, it’s true then, what they say about that Garden in Zone L.” 
 – “Who is ‘they’?” 
 – “They. The people.” 
 – “What do you say, Jake? What people say, I can care less.” 
 – “I know nothing about it. All I know is that it’s all contaminated up there. 
And that’s why it got shut down.” 
Cormac gives a laugh. A bit derisive. “Contaminated. Do you know what this glit-
ter-jibber is made of?” 
 Jake closes the empty Starbox and folds his arms. “I have an idea. Kind of. 
I make them. Bite the hand that is feeding you? I don’t. Do you know what it was 
like? It all happened from one day to another. When they closed the Vegetarium, 
I lost my job. We all did. What was I supposed to do? I got in line.” Jake is getting 
more and more agitated. 
“It didn’t happen overnight, Jake. One day, one thing leads to another. If you were 
that blind, you would stay put in here every night. You must remember the dogs.” 
 – “The ones with the Uniforms?” 
 – “Yeah.” 
 – “Yes, what about them?” 
 – “Never wondered where they’ve gone?” 
 – “Dog heaven?” 
 – “They had no meat for them. So, they let them loose to kill each other.” 
 – “What are you asking me to do? Proclaim the New Republic, of Ireland? 
Heh? Look, I’m tired. Whatever time I have left, I want my peace.” Jake gets up 
from his chair. “You take the couch.” 
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 – “Didn’t you have any dreams?” 
Jake doesn’t answer, just closes the bedroom door behind him.
The next morning Cormac is gone. Jake is disappointed, even angry. What could 
he have done? Nothing much. But in the shop his anger dissolves like the p-ami-
nophenol. Cormac didn’t want to wake him up. And there is no pen or paper in 
the house to leave a note.  
 After work Jake takes the Luas. As usual. But he stays on the train, cros-
sing the city one round after another. Night falls late. It’s the 21st of July. Jake feels 
tired, closes his eyes.
 Bang. There they are. Jake hears the shuffling of their feet. He would like 
to see Cormac again, just to make sure he is okay. But the train is just passing Mo-
rehampton. It’s too far away from his stop to leave the train and look out for him. 
They are approaching the next stop. Two Black Uniforms are passing through the 
train. Three wagons ahead of him. Jake hears the CCTV’s sensors moving. He gets 
the sneaky feeling the CCTV zooms in on him. He hears Niamh’s voice, whispering, 
“Take your hands out of your pockets.” The Black Uniforms are eying him. Then 
again, they seem to eye every passenger and he is just sitting on his seat, minding 
his own business. The train stops. The door opens. Again Niamh’s voice, “Take your 
hands out.” When the door is closing, Jake listens. 
 His jacket is stuck in the door. One of two Black Uniforms presses the 
red button to reopen the door. The second one hammers against the door like 
mad. But the train has already started moving. Jake, racing along with the train, 
gasping for breath, pulls on his jacket. It rips open. “So you had a dream, huh?” He 
hears a familiar voice. He looks up and sees two hands swirling around from the 
top of the train. “Take my hand,” screams Cormac. Before he knows it, Cormac’s 
two hands are grabbing him. He is hanging up in the air, his heart somewhere 
down in his trousers. “Pull, pull,” he hears Cormac screaming. 
 They lie flat until the next stop. Sandwiched between Cormac and a 
Hoodie named Toby, Jake pops up when they do. He has trouble finding his 
balance. If you sit in the wagon, the ride feels smooth. On the top of the train, you 
feel the strength of the machinery. The speed. But Jake isn’t scared. Cormac, from 
behind, grabs him by the sleeves. He starts shifting his feet the way Cormac does. 
That makes it easier. He even ducks, dives, and carves. Looking back at Jake, Toby 
hollers “It’s epic tonight.” Cormac howls into Jake’s ears. “Epic.” Jake screams the 
word out on top of his lungs. He feels free again. He doesn’t just remember. And 
he feels his heart beat. One last time.

**** 
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It’s the 2060’s. The era of the change of time has set in. 

To bring you up to speed, outer space has seen a phenomenal event. The galaxy 
has taken on a different order of working. The orbitals have succumbed to the 
different energy fields that have overpowered the existing state. Scientists were 
speculative of such a scenario, but it was always spoken of as something that 
could happen in the coming centuries. Some say the Earth has been weighed 
down by the atmospheric changes caused by the billions of volumetric units of 
matter spewed by earthly creations. Days are longer than they once used to be; 
the present day is equivalent of 9.6 Earth days of the last century. And so the 
concept of time has changed drastically. The human life span is roughly 6 years 
in these times. 

Jamie and Alex are childhood friends. They were two years old when they met 
and are of the first generation that have one foot stuck in the past age and the 
other in the now. Dwelling on their true age in either time scale would be rather 
complicated. Back then, when they were ‘young’, the pop scene was making 
waves. They skipped the times of Michael, ‘The King of Pop’, but were in time for 
the pop comeback, the time of Christina Aquavita. 

Aquavita was of the same ‘bridge age’, the first generation, like Jamie and Alex. 
The Aquavita concert was one of the most spoken of events in the period. The 
UFO named ‘AquaSpace’ was being constructed for the concert and was expec-
ting a turnout of 90,000 people. Too expensive to be purchased, the two friends 
entered into a video game battle which saw a few concert tickets to be given 
out as prizes to the winners. Alex’s ticket was already out of the winner’s pool, 
unsuccessful. Jamie hadn’t received any news regarding her ticket number, but 
wasn’t hopeful.  

‘Why don’t we go out and spend time together, Jamie? Just the three of us?’ 
suggested her mother. Jamie’s dad worked in the thoroughbred racing indus-
try of Ireland. As a higher management employee, he was required to travel 
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extensively around Ireland, which kept him away from his family in Dublin for 
weeks on end. The recent escalations relating to the approval of cross-breeding 
of the famed Connemara pony with the Irish Moiled Cow, had kept him away for 
longer and had him work long hours when he was home. His being home for 
the weekend was reason enough for the family to spend some time together. 
In addition, they also had a little surprise for Jamie. Her dad had received two 
tickets to the Aquavita concert from the management as a thank you gesture 
for his efforts to subdue the recent backlash the company had faced from ani-
mal rights organisations and the Department of Justice. 

‘Ah, alright! Let’s go out tonight Mom,’ piped in Jamie, unaware that there was 
a surprise in store for her. They headed to Temple Bar subway and were discus-
sing which pub to hit as they stepped onto the escalators, making their way 
down to Level Minus Four. Over the years the former Temple Bar Street had 
expanded to underground levels and now had a feel of a bunker city. Entering a 
pub that seemed to give off a good vibe, they ordered three “Big Gingers”. Jamie 
was allowed the occasional beer at her age, but other drinks were a rarity. She 
wasn’t complaining now as she took a first sip of the Irish whiskey drink. With 
some live groovy jazz playing from the balcony across from them, they were 
soon thrown into a relaxed and jovial mood. 

‘Jamie honey, I have a little something for you,’ said her dad. 
‘What is it?’ replied Jamie, no trace of excitement in her voice.  There was no 
occasion coming up, which normally meant that there wouldn’t be any big 
presents. 
‘Well, I just happened to get some tickets to a concert that’s happening soon. 
I’m not sure if you’d be interested, but you can have them if you like,’ teased her 
dad, reaching into his wallet to retrieve the two passes. 

The words ‘concert tickets’ made the hair on Jamie’s arms stand up to attention. 
She snatched the passes from her dad’s hand. Her eyes popped the instant she 
recognized the tickets. ‘No way, Dad! This is unbelievable!’ she shrieked with ex-
citement, and almost toppled her drink as she reached across to hug her dad. 
She waved the tickets above her head and screamed to the crowd, ‘I’m going to 
see her! Aquavita, here I come.’ 

It was a long and happy night. Later, she was woken up by the buzzing of her 
phone. Alex had left her a few messages.  They were due to meet at the top floor 
of MerrionCube for a game of “DeathBeetles”. Jamie sprang up from her bed 
and hurried to get dressed and head out. She just made it to the Oheadart, the 
new overhead Dart that operated about 30 metres above ground level. These 
were so much quicker than the Darts that had run on rails and had to share 
the road with other transport. As it took off into the atmosphere, she checked 
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her texts from the previous night. Jamie twitched as she scrolled back. She had 
texted Alex the night before when she got the concert passes, and they were 
both stoked about it. But alas, Jamie just realized that by the end of the night, 
she had given away one of the passes. Alighting from the Oheadart, she was 
consumed by a fit of panic, not knowing how she would explain to Alex that 
they would both not be able to go to the concert together. 

‘Hurry up,’ said Alex, waving at Jamie to come towards the entrance of the Mer-
rionCube. Jamie staggered on and they made their way up to the top floor. 
Grabbing their gaming chips, they entered into the gaming arena and started 
the battle. 

‘That was a good game,’ chirped in Alex. 
‘Yeah,’ replied Jamie. 
‘Hey, is everything okay? You’ve been rather quiet since the morning,’ said Alex. 
‘Yeah. Just starved,’ said Jamie. ‘Could we get brunch now perhaps?’ she sug-
gested. 
‘Sure. Oliver Brown’s maybe?’ suggested Alex. 
‘Sounds good,’ replied Jamie. 

They made their way to the local place, famed for Irish roast lamb, and which 
was just round the corner. Both the friends indulged in a portion each of the 
roast lamb in a black pudding sauce with soda bread and salad on the side. 
That was five pills of the lamb and two pills each of the sides. 

‘That was a filling meal,’ said Jamie as she relaxed into the back rest of the chair, 
her stomach very full. 
‘Very satisfying,’ added Alex. 

They stuck around for an espresso, hoping it would ease their tummies. While 
waiting for their order, Alex turned to Jamie and said, ‘So, tell me about the 
tickets! Tell me everything. I’m so excited.’ 
‘Ah Alex. About that…Well, you can’t go with me.’ 
‘But, but, but…why can’t I?’ asked Alex, her eyes tearing up.
 ‘I’m so sorry. I gave them away,’ replied Jamie, feeling awful now. 
‘Who are they?’ demanded Alex who was usually timid but was now infused 
with uncharacteristic forcefulness. They had loved Christina Aquavita since they 
were two years old. 
‘Another friend,’ said Jamie as they walked ahead. 
‘Who?’ shot back Alex, her tone still pressing hard. 

Jamie was starting to clench her fists to ease her fingers from puffing up. Back 
in the day, people would break into a sweat when they were nervous. With the 
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whole concept of food shifting to pills, metabolisms had changed drastically, 
resulting in varied reactions. A nervous reaction was manifested by swelling of 
the fingers, temples and jaw line. ‘I got really drunk last night and ended up 
chatting with some people’, said Jamie. She shouldn’t have had the nine-pill 
meal today. She was starting to look like a puffer-fish. 
‘A stranger?’ enquired Alex, who was now thrown into a cocktail of unpleasant 
emotions. 
‘A new friend…’ replied Jamie, her tone so flat that she wasn’t even convinced 
by her own reply. 
‘This is just awful,’ said Alex. ‘You’re only four. You shouldn’t be drinking. How did 
you even get a drink?’ 
‘Oh, my parents were around. You know they wouldn’t stop me from having 
fun,’ said Jamie. 
‘Having fun?’ replied a confused Alex. ‘So it was fun making “new friends” who 
were so deserving of those tickets?’ 

MerrionCube was far behind them by now and they were making their way to 
the Grand Canal Waterway station. They had some time before the waterway 
bus no. 7 would arrive. ‘Listen!’ said Jamie. ‘I could track them down.’ 
‘Do you have their Skype details?’ enquired Alex, unsure if Jamie was starting to 
regret her impulsive action at the bar. 
‘Not really, but I could ask the bar to check their print ID log,’ said Jamie. Eve-
ry public establishment was required to register the finger prints of their cus-
tomers and visitors. 
‘I am not sure they would oblige,’ replied Alex, wary of this idea working out. 
‘What’s the matter?’ asked Alex, noticing how Jamie’s face suddenly dropped. 
‘I can’t get them back. The tickets. I can’t get them back even if I got her print 
ID,’ said Jamie. She was visibly upset by now. 
‘Don’t tell me that it was a print check in ticket?’ shot back Alex. 
‘I’m sorry, Alex,’ said Jamie. 
‘So you got her to print confirm them, already?’ 
‘I’m afraid so.’ 

It was one of those tickets that had to be confirmed by a non-transferable DNA 
finger print ID. These kinds of tickets were almost always used for important 
events, or at least ones where high security was implemented. Christina Aquavi-
ta was one of the last surviving pop stars of the last century. Because of her ce-
lebrity status, she was one of the chosen candidates for a human trial of a time-
stretching experimental pill – AgeFreeze1. Of course, it was only after she gave 
her consent that she became a part of the group of eleven individuals who were 
given the test pill. Now she enjoyed a second celebrity status, thanks to being 
one of the eight surviving recipients of the AgeFreeze1. But Jamie and Alex were 
pop fans before everything else. The three unfortunate recipients lost their lives 
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under different circumstances. Two were gone shortly after they became part of 
the trial. One of them had not stuck with the prescribed diet that was supposed 
to ease the working of the pills. Those citizens of Dublin, whose forefathers were 
from the smaller towns, had a harder time “changing”. They did not take to 
the pill diet very easily. Perhaps Jordan was one such case, as he came from 
‘Watergrasshill’ in the north east of County Cork. Claire, the second to go was 
the only person involved in the experiment who is speculated to have rejec-
ted the pills. There is an ongoing case on the success of the pills based on this 
one negative case out of the eleven. This would bring down the momentum of 
the pharmaceutical industry in Ireland, traditionally the European king of this 
sector. Manufacturing of generic drugs and medical devices had chiselled out 
the most number of jobs in the early part of the century. But the more recent 
power that Ireland commanded, with Dublin being the world’s foremost city of 
medical care research and operations, took the story to a whole new level. Du-
blin was a giant. Like the New York of the medical sector, O’Connell Street was 
dubbed the Wall Street of Europe after its drastic reform. 

The last person, Jackie, ended up under a piston in the barley crusher com-
partment of the Guinness factory. This sparked questions about the safety of 
the new design. As part of the Dublin City ‘Building Up Scaling Act 2050’, the 
Guinness factory was required to compress the machinery-occupied space to 
one third of the existing volumetric space. This called for the stacking of pro-
cess equipment, and the usual walking space being converted into transport 
channels. Workers would get inside a tube which could defy gravity and be 
manoeuvred through these transport channels. However, these tubes were not 
very durable to withstand high pressure impact, and Jackie was killed in one 
such accident when a piston ejected far out into the transport channel, punc-
turing the tube and the man inside. 

Jamie and Alex were now in Waterway No.7, sitting beside each other, enve-
loped in a shroud of uneasy silence. Could we involve the Department of Iden-
tity Manipulation in this, thought Jamie to herself. 
‘Could we?’ Jamie blurted out. 
‘Could we what?’ asked Alex, perplexed by the meaningless words that broke 
the silence. ‘We could break into the ticket confirmation system and encrypt 
your sequence,’ said Jamie, giving Alex more context. DNA sequencing was so-
mething that every individual did early on in life, much like people got a blood 
test done to identify blood group back in the day. However, manipulating se-
quences was a crime that was not rampant (yet). It took skill and resources to 
effectively change a three billion base pair long code. They had a problem… 
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