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Artist: Anonymous

“Education is not the filling of a pail, but the lighting of a fire”

William Butler Yeats,1865-1939

FOREWORD
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asped moloritiant et hilit, te ab is explautem. Et
occum aut volupti onsequae sit, tet lab iliqui omnisse
quatius aperiam que plibuscimus et accum aborro
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ilnti

Tres que ma dit qui destrum qui doluptam, iunt,
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bersper feriatibus, seque essi quam, qui berum
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qui in nostemp orepudam volorepre ommolup tatur,
culla nem.

Dublin Simon Community

September 2016



I do belleve in Utopla' I 3
do belleve |n the | power of
-f-"?_ the people the power of ;
j commumty| Th|s is how we
3 make change' Many examples-

: throughout history and modern

day: civil rrghts movements

- gay rlghts women S rlghts
movementsI The power and
pa55|on of |ndIV|duaIs comlng
together have changed the world
for the better

"""""Capltallsm is krlllng the chantes ofa bt
utopian society.

If you, like me, have had enough, Iets make
a community and rise up! | am a proud
citizen of Ireland, | love our culture and
people, but | am no nationalist, | am an
internationalist! We are all one! All human
and together we can make change.

LA TS I”

‘Utopian’ “Will you 'go way out of that!” they
say, Shocked at the very consideration that
a happy, equal society is a possibility.

Are we that brainwashed that we cannot see?

That we just give in! Together. Community. Equality.

Rohan




50M£T\t~'\£$ T FEELS VWE T™™E TROUBLVE \VWGERS

DOMETMES T FEEls LIKE TME TROUBLE \\NGERS

Avteovar YT's WARD TO POWT THE RANGER

AND ONDERSTAMD THE FEELNGS WMOLE

LSPECVALLY wMEN 1T'S OUT OF YOUR CONTROV

AL YOu CAN DO \s wOLD On T@MT

AND WOPE THE SKIES OF TOMORROW WALl BRING SOME \\GMT
HOLD On TO TME MEMORIES TMAT TOUCH YOUR WEART

AND YO WAL NEVER TRULY BE APART

For Loves wOT LOST = IT Ligs ATk

D0 =TROnG YT SEEMS TO TOUCH YOUR sKiw

Trs AT WHCH MAKES WWFE SEEM WORTHWMILE.

OvAne

Artist: Anonymous



The past i$ a
fomign c/ov'n'i’rb,...

Artist: G.O’B

The past is a foreign country, they do things
differently there. To me it seems so true.

It seems everything in my past was all so
magical and exciting, full of wondrous power
- like having nan over for tea, best china
cups got out, and of course apple cake and
fairy cakes; Dad bringing our dog Tsar for a
walk along the canal side and coming home
blue after dying himself in a tin of blue
gloss paint; Yes, playing with my siblings
around our cul-de-sac and knocking on
cranky neighbours doors, having a laugh.

The good old days seem to be so far away

but yet still alive in me, and hopefully
passed on to my three adoring teenagers.
Someday they will tell the tale.




A dangeraus chil

e ————

A dangerous chill 'Flmat had the strangest feeling
And inspired mutual interests.
And thoughtful visiens
Across me perches words on my skiin.‘
And sing silently
Never will hope bare extremities,

Impose a chilling sterm that stops

Within my soul.

1 that had the strangest feeling...

advice

My uncle whe was 26 years
sober tried te give me advice
when he saw me getting into
trouble with being done for
drink driving and losing
my licence and the job 1
had. He tried to advise me

at a young age to try te do
something about drinking -
but I wouldn t listen to him.

Martin



/\/WE COL)NTRY 5\%

The country side is beautiful, there is lots to see
and do; out there you can walk the fields and
climb the hills without the slightest care. The
birds they whistle their tunes, the squirrels, they
eat their nuts, the badgers, they rest easy, cosily
tucked away in their huts.

Devils Glen is my favourite place; we used to go
camping there, the hell fire club was up the way, the
devil was hiding there!

Mr Maccy was my teacher; he showed me a thing or
two: how to set up a tent and other tricks to do!

| will go back to the country side when the summer
comes along, and I’ll set up camp and my sleeping
bag and then I'll sing a song!

Wicklow really is heaven on earth, anyone will tell you
so, it’s in my heart forever and I'll never let it go!
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Charlie Brown 1 am

As I lie here in the shade at 2 in the day, I den t care
about the day, that is why I am laying here in a daze,
ocut of my mind on gear, I de every day and when I wake
up I ve a vedka just to get me up.

Cant you see, this is me, I don t give a crap, and when I
get up, I need te fill my cup, a eure or twe, it all adds up
to a lovely bag of you knew you. Charlie Brown, I love
you, can any bedy see I am in an illusion in deed, this
is me, I am an addict in deed, a slave to total misery For
hell it is with neo light or reality, this Charlie Brown,
has me in a total illusion in deed.

Yes, I am a slave to Charlie Brow
2 : - n an d he owns me,
A1l I see is Charlie Brown and myself, so please let

me be, I am a junkie who is in need
) i ca y
Charlie Brown is all I need. ARyl ece

Shane
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JosT Be

You need to lose the illusion of your mind self in order to connect
with the reality of your real self which is in the present and
not your mind.

Just be, can’t you see! It is the way to be, like the tree
in the ground, anchored in Mother Earth, for all to
see, from the present it has grown, from a little seed
in to the reality of life in deed, through the energy
of Mother Nature with no illusion or mind of its
own, yes, this tree is truly free from the misery of
humans created through the illusion of our mind,
with no life or reality, only misery.

You will see if you like to try it, go on, try it, and
just be! Just be! It is a great place to be, you will feel
your peace and serenity in the present and now, you \
were born to be. Just be! Just be and express yourself
in your own creativity, from your heart, for all to see,
you are truly alive and meant to be, so be, just be in the
present and now you are meant to be, so be, so please just
be, from a heart that cares!

Owane



HAPPINESS (S...

' ' ' 1— O
| Happiness 15 learning fo let g0,
el o fo let go of traumag passed,
Happine 1 corumptions ¢olevos, , , e ped,
oo SO F learning to live and love ? '
Slmav'mg ¢tories, éiV\PiV\g Songs,
! la
Sentimental, specidl

to Focus on the moment,
A¢ that i¢ all we have.
Sunny days n Summer.

Dave
MiCHEVV-E

Happincgg S 3 walk in the

A Swim in Hhe, i park,
SA COﬁCCC with a ]CVIICH J
peneling time. with fami;7

Ann
Artist: Ciara
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Artist: Juan



Artist: Thomas

ATED BY
S5ea Aap Covour

Pascal and | were brothers

| being the eldest

Looked out for Pascal
Behind high walls

In that institution

Hidden away from mankind.

Then one day

Pascal disappeared

Taken away

To a foreign land- America
By our mother.

| never saw

My brother again.

- Out of the blue decades later

When | was a father myself

Our mother made contact

“Pascal is dying” she cried

“He wishes to see you”

Before | could get my head around this confounding news
Pascal died.

Pascal and | did not share the same father
Pascal was white
| am black.

Our mother made the choice decades ago

When she took Pascal away

Decades later | made the choice

Not to attend his funeral in the USA

| just knew deep down Pascal would understand.

(GerRrY

Artist: James



Artist: Anonymous

SAFETY

A golden Labrador, running to me at every opportunity
And lying by my side at a big fire in the sitting room

A big oak tree where | could build a tree house
And come and go as | please

A nice cold drink of milk
that would soothe my stomach

Wednesday when | collect my social welfare
Money in my pocket is a great comfort
South American wind flutes - pan pipes

An ambulance in which | can be brought to a safe place
And looked after by paramedics, doctors and nurses

My wedding day - it was special
Me in my tuxedo
And my wife in her beautiful white wedding dress

Richard




Artist: Anonymous

Another One
Bites the Dust

| am crazy for love - Hallelujah
| know she’s coming - Hallelujah

Your eyes are everlasting - Hallelujah
And on the strangest sea
I will always love you
To where it bent in the underground
And that’s where we say goodbye

Hallelujah - Hallelujah - Hallelujah

| thought that love would last

Forever | was wrong
Hallelujah - Hallelujah - Hallelujah

Joseph



ist: Tomasz




SoMER Timg

Summer is here, oh what fun!

Utopia is in the air as out comes the sun!
March through September, the weather is great,
Munchies out doors, there’s lots to be ate!
Evenings get longer, mornings’ get bright,
Raspberries and ice cream, oh what delight!

MAR TN




DARKNESS

I shall be télling tl;is with a sig.h.'_}._ TR T e & _ A COL.D, «

That perches inthesoul, ' i 8 _ : L ‘ - o N1l
And even though it all went wrong, T, ¥ bl _ ' v DABK DEATHL- oo
But 1 hear h|m coughlng aII mght 1 = |

o o e A cold, dark death,
J]mmy e e
Gt Calmly.

3 5 Sight - reflection on burning memory
MADNESS =
It's a '_I'azmahian Devil,
A bat from hell, A nightmare |
Sneaklng inside your brain,

e s a Venus Fly Trap,
It s an |tchyJumper

: Of being wet and dry.
Open my eyes to this - hyp n@tiSe.
Of feminine soul and spirit.
To burn a fire passionately.
To see me no mare.

It’s Paganini’s V|oI|n
Diego
Anthony

Artist: Anonymous W SRR 7 _ ' - : Aftist: Anonymous




Safety

A hedgehog who comes out at night

And he is terrifying

He’s black and has spikes

He sees in the dark

See, if he befriended you, he would protect you

A passion flower plant

As passion represents our Lord
Who is there to protect you
And love protects

And conquers all

A cold sea crab with fierce fangs
He would protect me on a desert island
(And | could eat him too!)

Friday - | always got paid

And went out with friends

We got a taxi home together safely
Good memories

Laughing

A bugle for a battlefield
Held by a colonel on horseback to protect me

A carriage with a handsome man in the front
He would protect me and my long flowing gown

Lying between mum and dad in bed
After thunder and lightening

And really feeling safe and warm
When | was a young child

Jcyce

Artist: Vanessa



Would I walk o) rudely through your space| Imaglne what it feels I|ke thousands

e of people |nvad|ng your space some Iook at you W|th dlsgust as: |f| chose for th}s"

place to be my ‘home as ifl chose for thlS to be the place where 1 lay my. head

Iat mght' Through all the elements the raln the snow the hail, the coId through L

B weekend nlghts hearlng Iaughter shared by frlends oId and new; a remlnder of
o such Iaughter and fun that my life. |s v0|d of. Those who Iook at me W|th dlsgust

I share th|s feelmg of dlsgust but not at myself back at you! | am dlsgusted by

your cIosed mlndedness dlsgusted by your lack of intelligence and your lack of

empathy, for not seeing that this cement space that every night | must call home

is the fault of a flawed society and not the fault of me

| hope people wake up, so those like me have some hope, but in the mean time
as you walk by and I’'m awaking from my slumber, do not stare unless you have

some kindness to share, and if you don’t then please leave me be

Aido

Artist

M



| once had this dream about 11 years ago. It starts
off-on a ship which | was a seaman on for 18 years.

| went on the 12 to 4 watch. It was night time and |
went to the bridge of the ship. My relief was waiting.

| told the 2" (mate) officer that we were changing.

He said ‘OK, sailor’. The next watch, | went through

a strange 12 hours in the Bay of Biscay. There were
ships in the night. Lots of ships heading N.S.E.W. - |
finished my watch and the relief came up. | gave him
the handover. The 2" mate was snoring so he wouldn’t
care on a long jag. | went to bed, a bit of reading, and
flaked out. | woke up, | think after an hour, and | was
soaking wet. | was in another part of the ship trying to
get somebody out as | thought we were sinking. Then

| heard this bang. It was a fright that woke me up and

| realised it was only a dream T.G. If it was for real,
would | be here now? Who knows? Only the man above.

John O’B

rtist: Tomasz
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