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SUBMISSIONS

Crannóg is published three times a year in spring, summer and autumn. 
Closing dates for submissions are: January1, May 1 and September 1. 
Reading Times: Nov 1-January 1 for spring. March 1-May 1 for summer.  
July 1-September 1 for autumn.
Submissions sent outside these times will not be read.

POETRY: Send no more than three poems. Each poem should be under  
50 lines. 
PROSE: Stories should be under 2000 words 

When sending by email:
 Include text both in body of email and as a Word attachment.  

(this is to ensure correct layout. We may, however, change your layout  
to suit our publication)

 Ensure each poem begins on a new page. 
 If a poem takes more than one page,  number each page Page 

X of Y.
 Include a brief bio as you would like it to appear and in the  

third person. Include this both in body and in attachment.
 Include a postal address for contributor’s copy in the event of  

publication..

When sending by snail mail:
 Send text on a disk  as well as in hard copy.
(Please note that the Irish Post Office no longer redeems International  
Reply Coupons)

Tá fáilte roimh ábhar as Gaeilge.

To learn more about Crannóg Magazine, download back issues or  
purchase copies of the current issue log on to our website:

www.crannogmagazine.com



About The Cover

The images on the front and back cover of this issue of Crannóg are from in  
absentia, a web-based writing project that uses the Google Maps API to address 
issues of gentrification and its erasures in the Mile End neighbourhood of Montreal. 

In recent years many long-time low-income neighbours have been forced out of 
Mile  End  by  economically  motivated  decisions  made  in  their  absence.  The 
neighbourhood is haunted now, with their stories. Our stories. My building is for 
sale; I may be next. Faced with imminent eviction I've begun to write as if I'm no 
longer here, about a Mile End that is no longer here. The Mile End depicted in in  
absentia is a slightly fantastical world, a shared memory of the neighbourhood as it 
never really was but as it could have been.  in absentia is a map of the sudden 
disappearances  of  characters  (fictional  or  otherwise)  from the  places  (real  or 
imagined) where they once lived. 

_______________________________________________________________

What traces do people leave behind when they leave a place?
What stories spring from their absence.

"To you our newest not-yet neighbours, in response to the letter you left in every 
mailbox on our block: yes, of course, we understand that there will be some noise – 
we might have bought the place ourselves had it not needed so many renovations. 
Your note didn't  mention that there'd be trucks blocking the alleyway for four 
months.  All  day  we  listen  to  your  contractors  cursing  in  between  bursts  of 
jackhammer and bandsaw and we mourn the passing of what used to be. Your back-
yard used to have an ancient wooden door sagging blue askew amidst a retinue of 
vines clinging to a crumbing cinderblock wall guarding an oasis of lazy Brown-
Eyed-Susans. All that's left is a backhoe clawing after a basement. Every day we 
walk the dog through the mud from the hole you've dug. We remember the first time 
we met you. You told us you bought the place because you'd fallen in love with the 
garden." 

J. R. Carpenter, in absentia, 2008. 
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FALLING DOWN                                                                    ORLA HIGGINS

t’s the same dream as before. The one where she and Joe are drinking tea from 
giant, pink Alice in Wonderland cups they have to hold up with both hands. Her 
legs are twisted around his as they half-sit, half-lie on her grandmother’s green 

tartan picnic blanket at Ocean Beach. The sound is turned down but they are 
laughing and spilling tea and then laughing at spilling tea. A red and white polka dot 
umbrella protects them from the sun while Marcel Marceau performs a private show 
for their eyes only. He is Joe’s favourite mime artist but only because he doesn’t 
know any others. 

I
Jade’s eyes flicker open and see nothing but black. She shuts them again waiting 

for something to register. She waits but there is just a vague realisation that she isn’t 
meant to be lying here on damp, cold concrete ground. Something makes her think 
she has fallen and she tries to shift her limbs around to see if anything is broken. 
She’s sure she has seen people do this in films. Her right leg is bent under the weight 
of the left. Both arms are splayed on either side of her body and her neck is twisted in 
a funny direction to the left. Slowly moving bits and pieces of herself she completes 
a mental check-list to see if everything is present and correct. Stale dusty air hovers 
around her nostrils and she wonders if her new skirt is torn. Her arm starts to make its 
way down towards her leg to find out but it gives up half way there and resorts to 
lying limply across her stomach. She feels numb. 

Jade, she thinks to herself, you have to get up, find out where you are. Jade. The 
name everyone thinks is so exotic but is really only the result of an atrocious 
handwriting mistake by the midwife that filled in her birth registration details. It was 
supposed to read Jean after the women on the maternal side of her family. When she 
was younger her mother always tried to call her Jean but Jade always refused to 
answer to the name. And with no other daughters to right the official wrong, her 
mother had to accept there would not be another chance to continue the family 
tradition. Jade smiles as she thinks how much she likes her name. She likes the sound 
of it when people say it out loud, the images it conjures up in other peoples minds. 
She thinks her life would have been a bore if she had been called Jean. Then again, if 
she had been called Jean, perhaps she wouldn’t have ended up here. 

Moving her head to the right, Jade looks up and becomes aware of two lines of 
light projecting into the dark from a narrow window high up on the wall. She squints 
trying to make out where she is but can only see lumpy outlines in the darkness. She 
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realises she doesn’t have her glasses. She needs her glasses. She isn’t sure how long 
she has been lying here but, at this stage, thinks she should probably shout for help. 
She wills her voice to work but her throat contracts and she can only manage a 
hoarse whimper. The effort makes her drowsy and she closes her eyes. Pictures start 
to flit around behind the naked lids. A rainy funeral. Attic antiques. A small white 
house.  Ocean spray.  It  reminds her  of…she doesn’t  know…she can only see 
glimpses. She can’t work out what going on. 

Then something rips into her consciousness causing her eyes to jump open. Up 
until this minute she wasn’t aware of feeling anything. Now, her muscles are starting 
to tighten as she feels sensations returning. Pain sears through her lower body. She 
doesn’t know what it feels like to be stabbed but thinks the feeling can’t be too far 
removed from this. Jade feels hot, cold, sick, faint, everything together. She wants to 
find her glasses and she wants to cry. Her theory about movies and checking limbs 
seems stupid to her now. The pain tells her she must be broken. She must be broken 
in many places. It becomes almost beyond her to tolerate the pain but there is nothing 
else she can do. 

She tries to call help again but it doesn’t work. It doesn’t do anything for the 
torturous hurt and it doesn’t bring rescue. When she tries to move her right leg out 
from under her left, the pain sends excruciating volts of agony through her body. She 
is afraid to take anything other than shallow breaths and squeezes her eyes shut 
trying to remember something good. Maybe if she thinks happy thoughts it will help. 
Happy thoughts, Jade, there’s got to be a life time of them in there. She settles on 
Granny Jean’s rose garden. She loved the sweet smell and the peony petals that 
trailed around the outside of the house through the higgledy piggledy garden and 
back to the side porch. 

Jade thinks about how she used to sit out there on the porch with Ballet Shoes, 
her favourite book, when she was told to keep out of the way. Keeping out of the 
way meant avoiding Uncle Tom. He went on the war-path once a week when he got 
rent from his tenants and blew it all in one monstrous whiskey binge. She tried to 
shake away his ravaged beard from her memory. Something else now. Another rose 
garden. From her favourite class. From English. Footfalls … down the passage we 
didn’t take … .toward the door we never opened into the rose garden. Something like 
that. She can’t remember the full verse. This isn’t happy. Those lines always make 
her sad. Jade shivers, tries to move to get more comfortable and is rewarded again 
with the prize of pain. 

Tears spill and her memory starts to return. She remembers a train journey, a 
coffin, not feeling sad when she knows she should have been. She thinks for sure she 
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was up there somewhere and now she is down here. It all seems like so long ago, but 
how long was it? Searching, she remembers an open trap-door. Did she come 
through it? It must be fifteen feet up to the roof over her head. She looks up but there 
is only a faint glow in the gloom. Nothing to indicate anyone is up there trying to 
save her. The notion is strange to her. It’s the first time in her life she wants to be 
saved and there is no other word to use because the pain is inside her head now and 
she wants to sleep. Sleep and be saved. Anything but have to tolerate …

Screaming. Someone seems to be screaming her name. She finds a small voice to 
reply I’m here, but I can’t find my glasses. The voice shouts back that someone 
called James is coming. Why does everyone always have to shout, wonders Jade? 
And who is James? 

Rattling then. She is aware of rattling to her left from what sounds like a steel 
door. Keys, chains, pounding. Is the pounding outside or deep within her head? 
There are no individual parts of her anymore, they are all just blended pain. Should 
she be afraid of James? She knew a James once and he was a bully. Or was that a 
Jean? She doesn’t care anymore. She wants the door to open, the rattling to stop, the 
pain to go away. She just wants to be back in the white house by the ocean.

The door crashes open. Bright light splits through the dark and she sees a man 
dragging a black case with him. He stands over her. Jade presumes it is James even 
though he doesn’t look familiar to her. He thrusts a syringe into a tiny glass tube and 
empties the contents into her leg, straight through her new skirt. She thinks he’s 
smiling at her but she can’t be sure. Something flows through her veins. She 
recognises him, but it’s  too late.  Jade feels rushing relief.  Then floating. Then 
nothing.
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VISITORS                                                                          EAMON GRENNAN

At first it’s a distant persistent barking, like dogs in a city after midnight. 
Growing closer, a falsetto yapping fills the air until the cold December sky 
is darkened by them, a hundred or more wild geese on the wing. In one 
slow glide they are an arc of brown wings down to where I know there’s 
water,  a pond paling in late light that will  at  their landing blacken with 
floating goose bodies.  Out of some northern nowhere they’ve wind-sailed 
to settle overnight this station on their way south, a surface that will take 
their reflections, the eager image of geese that know by the feel of air and 
tilt  of  wind the  cold season  sniffing  at  them,  ice-teeth  snapping.  Come 
morning, the pond will be under blue sky and harried cloud only a vacant 
ragged circle of water reflecting blue sky and harried cloud, the sun a blind 
white eye blazing in it.  It  will  wear an air  of  bleak abandonment,  be a 
winter  feeling  that  will  start  from  the  surface  to  harden  and  harden, 
thickening to its own opaque, glassy silence without them.
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LAKE SUPERIOR                                                                   SEAN CARABINI

When she thought of it, she could still see the view 
From the Jefferson Street living room
Down 
Through the gaps
Between the old wooden houses 
On the London Road.
It was not snowing. It was not raining;
Nothing but endless lake –
More than she could see in any direction –
Like translucent glass 

Beneath the haze of a clear evening.
The city had since razed the houses
And extended the I-35
Out to this lakeshore property
Attracting grey industry, cheap food and loud cars.
Standing here now, I can still see the lake.
It hammers out towards all that is distant
As if steel in a foundry
Poured from the summer heat of her memory
And worked to the brittle winter of my own.

She swims
Beneath the summer sun
While the ice forms
On my heavy winter coat.



autumn 2009

STANDING AT KARNAC                                             SANDRA BUNTING

on viewing prehistoric standing stones in Brittany

We’ve become stones in a field
solidly planted in a seafaring land,
standing tall and still so long, so long a time
we’ve forgotten what we’re supposed to do.
Are we clues to ancient mysteries
or signs of future wonders? I don’t know.

I only remember the old days when I
used to dance and make eyes at the one
called ‘La geant’, our child laughing by the fire.
We hunted well, were good gatherers.
We loved when the sun went down,
made the Gods lonely because of that.
And now we stand.

I have watched women dancing
in their velvet robes and lace coifs
and try to join in but I can move less 
than a tree, can not sway with the wind,
fail to hear the rustle of leaves around me.

I refuse to believe it is a punishment.
Though hard, the world and its beauty
renewed our happiness daily.
I prefer to think we have a purpose,
whatever it may be, protecting perhaps
this one little green world
until all danger has passed 
and we can dance, dance, dance again.
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THE VIRGIN STATUE                                          NUALA NÍ CHONCHÚIR

And she will still be there, tall as a toddler,
static in her wooden cave, table-bound,
queening it over the piano where mice tinker,

over an empty, many-coverleted bed,
the clock, hollowed out of chimes,

over a sea of mats, the black-and-white TV
– conduit to this century – blank-screened, silent.

Her eyes mad with sorrow, she misses, maybe,
the mingle of fried spuds and Coty, the ghosts of dogs,
the May-long worship at her shrine.
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