
Just One More Time 
Jane Boyle aged 29 

 
I saw them first from a distance 

Carrying heavy ammunition, 
I didn’t think twice 

I held Jane’s hand so strongly I thought it might break. 
 

Then they came,  
As quick as an archer with an arrow, 

The game started. 
It was like a group of sheep getting ready to leave this 

earth. 
 

There were screams from every direction. 
I turned to Jane, 

My beloved fiancée. 
What would become of us? 

 
In those few seconds 

My life unravelled as a spool of thread does when being 
pulled. 

Nowhere left to go, 
No more motivation to hold onto. 

 
Her limp hand slowly slipped away, 

From my grasp, 
It hit me like a punch, 

She was gone. 
 

The next while was a blur, 
I dressed her up ready for the funeral, 
She was wearing her wedding dress. 

Oh, how beautiful she looked. 
 

If only I could go back, 
And tell the one I loved everything, 



But no, life moves on. 
The clock still ticks, the hours pass by and days are still 

days. 
 

Though these days have no meaning to me anymore, 
I wish I could go back  
Just one more time, 
To see her again. 

                                   -Isabella Prina-Mello 
 
 
 

 
Taking One For The Team 

Michael Hogan aged 24 
 

The team was pumped, 
Ready for the game. 
It was only a friendly  

So what could one gain? 
 

We arrive in Dublin 
The day before, 

I was talking tactics 
But the team were bored. 

 
We entered the stadium, 
The crowd were roaring. 

But all I could see, 
 Were some planes soaring. 

 
I was confused, 

Befuddled, 
But I still played, 

Even through the muddle. 
 

I heard some noise,  



From the crowd, 
Nothing to worry about, 
They’re just being loud. 

 
I ran down the pitch  
And went to block, 
A pain in my back 
That was a shock. 

- Isabella Prina- Mello 
 
 

 

Words of Kindness 
Thomas Ryan aged 27 

 
I was there in the moment. 

Whispering an act of contrition into his ear. 
People were dying all around me. 

I just wanted him to know, 
What a wonderful man he was. 

                    -Isabella Prina-Mello 
 

Daniel 
Daniel Carroll aged 31 

Daniel 
Who is kind and brave 

Who is the brother of Mary 
Who feels helpless, sick and grateful. 
Who needs family, love and friends  

Who would like to see people be happy 
Who shares his life, money and heart. 

Who is a worker, a brother and a kind soul. 
Carroll 

-Isabella Prina-Mello 
 
 
 
 



 
A Good Man 

Patrick O’Dowd aged 57 
A 

A good 
A good, kind 

A good, kind, friendly 
A good, kind, friendly, family  

A good, kind, friendly, family man 
                       -By Isabella Prina-Mello 

 
Just a Smile my Brother 
James Teehan aged 26 

 
If only I could see him once again 

Just his smile or his wink 
Or even meet him for a drink. 

 
But no, 

 Life still goes 
And the wind still blows. 

                        -Isabella Prina-Mello 
 

45 minutes 
John William Scott aged 14 

 
45 minutes was all that was left 

They ran around praying as if I was deaf. 
Apparently there was a hole in my chest, 

And I wouldn’t survive. 
 

I thought of my life 
How great it had been 

Maybe I’d have had a wife. 
God only knows. 

 
My mother came into say goodbye, 



And I just lay there, 
Ready to die. 

                     -Isabella Prina-Mello 
 

Jerome 
Jerome O’Leary aged 10 

 
Jerome was young 
Everyone loved him 

Running along the wall 
Overlooking the game 

Men were coming and he saw them first 
Everything went black. 

 
 
 
 
 

Game Watching 
William Robinson 

 
Sitting in a tree 

Hearing a lot of noises 
It became louder 

                    -Isabella Prina-Mello 
 

 The Epitaph of James Matthew aged 38 
 

He was a father 
A husband 

A man 
And a friend 

 
A Fighter 

Tom Hogan aged 20 
 

Young, 



Fighter, Believer 
Helper, Follower, Achiever 

Injured, Hospital, Infection, Amputated 
Died 

               -By Isabella Prina-Mello 
 
 
 

No One Coming to Help 
Michael Feery around the age of 40 

 
He wore a silver moustache 

And sandy coloured hair. 
An ex member of the army 

With boots as solid as bricks. 
His shirt bore the writing AF192. 

 
No one knew who he was 

For days he lay dead 
 On the bed. 

Waiting for someone to come help. 
             -By Isabella Prina-Mello 

 
A Sons Grieving 

James Burke aged 44 
 

Do I hear his steps on the floor? 
Or is it just my head tricking me again. 
Ever since he’s left we’ve been poor. 

Now my brother and I are the only men. 
 

Is that his voice, ringing through the hall? 
It’s probably just the wind blowing through the cracked 

glass. 
Or is it my mother on another call? 

I can even hear him at mass. 
         -Isabella Prina-Mello 



 
Never Again 

Joseph Traynor aged 20 
 

Never again will I forget the day  
That my amazing son went away. 

 
He left in the morning 

With only a radio warning. 
 

Slumped on a wall 
About to fall. 

 
Never again will I forget the day 

That my amazing son went away. 
                     -By Isabella Prina-Mello 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 


