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1. Botanic Avenue, Belfast



JANUARY 4TH 2015


Jason O’Rourke


In the year 1974, 4% of the American population applied for tickets to attend Bob Dylan’s comeback tour. Things were different in 1974. With online booking services as yet unavailable, eager concert goers lined up outside record stores and venues, or sent cheques and postal orders in the mail, hoping they wouldn’t boomerang back, un-cashed. In the year 1974, twelve million Americans politely asked, in writing, for Bob Dylan tickets. Eleven and a half million were disappointed. Elsewhere, in America: Watergate, Ted Bundy, the Cold War, and other more pressing disappointments.





2. Annaghmakerrig



JANUARY 8TH 2019


Diane Holt


A situation is unfolding in the front bedroom of the big house. The poet who is occupying this particular room for a period of some fourteen nights has left his spectacles back in Dublin. And though this oversight (pardon the pun) will have little impact on his ability to read works by W. B. Yeats or compose long villanelles on mostly pastoral themes, it will unfortunately render the same man incapable of discerning objects at a distance greater than two feet.


‘Good job I’m short-sighted, not long-sighted,’ he explains to his fellow poets and artists when they gather for dinner in the big house kitchen.


‘Indeed,’ says the sculptor who’s over from Brussels, and the children’s writer from Donegal.


But the ghost who haunts the house’s residents cannot bring herself to agree. She has spent all week pacing the floors of the poet’s room. She has hovered, and sashayed, and evaporated once. He has mistaken her efforts for the grunts and shudders of an old house settling. She cannot face the indignity of making herself more obviously spectral. Yet if she continues to haunt in her usual manner, tthe feeble-eyed poet will leave without knowing he has even been visited.
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3. Annaghmakerrig



JANUARY 11TH 2018


Inga Zolude


After lunch, several of the writers went swimming in the lake. Swimming in the lake was a thing they associated with writers from the past. Hemingway, for example, and possibly Keats. The lake in question was brown and muddy. Frogspawn clung to the edges like the jellied skin on potted ham. The swimming writers swore that the water was quite warm for January, though it was entirely possible they were comparing the water to something much colder than a January lake: ice cubes perhaps, or the Arctic tundra. During the swimming, the non-swimming writers stood around the edges of the lake passing witty comment and taking unflattering photos to be posted later on social media.


After swimming, the swimming writers said they did not regret swimming one little bit and felt invigorated by the experience. The non-swimming writers said they did not regret not swimming one little bit either, and felt ‘absolutely foundered’ just watching the whole thing. Secretly, the swimming writers were so cold they could not stop shivering all afternoon and found themselves incapable of even holding a pen. Secretly, the non-swimming writers felt pissed with themselves because once again they had not fully embraced the moment. They wondered, as they often wondered, if this inbuilt reticence was to blame for their writing, which rarely seemed to fulfil its own potential.





4. Clones



JANUARY 12TH 2018


Jackie Law


The ATM in Clones main street is all out of money. Instead, it is dispensing individual pieces of wisdom, printed on paper slips the shape and size of a twenty euro note. A queue has formed next to the ATM. It snakes all the way down the street to the chip shop, which is also a kebab shop and a takeaway pizza place. The people in the queue are intrigued. They’re in need of actual money, but still – it’s not every day they encounter a machine dispensing wisdom. They wait their turn, edging slowly along the bank’s wall until they arrive at it. They insert their bank cards, key in their codes and, when the options appear on screen, tap the only one available tonight: BESPOKE WISDOM. ONE UNIT. FREE. The machine clunks into motion. Its internal mechanisms rumble, then it spits out a slip of white paper. Each person receives a single serving of bespoke wisdom, curiously specific to his or her situation. ‘Pay no heed to your Aunty Susan.’ ‘I probably wouldn’t wear that skirt out again.’ ‘Remember four’s your limit for a weekday night.’ Each person keeps their own message private. They tuck them into purses and jacket pockets and scurry off to find the other ATM in Clones. It’s all very well dispensing wisdom, but they won’t take wisdom at the bar.
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