






Sophie Gamwell

North West Pride can certainly be 
described as an experience. From 
the registration at the Pride village, 
which by the way was welcoming 
and surprisingly organised, to the 
absolutely fantastic entertainment 
it was inclusive, community based 
and without a doubt the friendli-
est of the 10 Prides I have been 
to. The programme had 9 events 
over 5 venues which incorporated 
a whole plethora of people and 
ideas from workshops on “Great 
sex” to the intermittently rainy 
BBQ.
  One of the really unique things 
about North West Pride is its 
inclusivity. The organisers don’t 
make a song and dance about 
this, but real thought has gone 
into making the whole weekend 
one that is accessible to a very 
wide range of people. There is 
a delightfully talented inclusion 
officer who is available before 
Pride to ensure that anyone that 
would like to attend and that is 
worried about their ability to do 

so is able to check that events will 
be accessible to them. Participants 
complimented the support they 
received in finding childcare, in 
the wheelchair accessibility of the 
programme and the quick and 
helpful responses that they re-
ceived when they had any queries 
relating to health or participation 
needs. It was also great to see 
a variety of straight allies at the 
events and makers to show that 
their participation was valued, 
such as “straight but not narrow” 
slogan tshirts on sale.
  Another area where the com-
munity spirit that informs the whole 
event is obvious is in its celebra-
tion of young people. Much of the 
organisation and a great deal of 
the work behind the event is done 
by a wonderful team of young-
sters. Their enthusiasm for it is pal-
pable, and brings energy and fun 
to the whole program. The driving 
force behind the operation is a 
multi talented committee includ-
ing Hayley and Izzy - a dynamic 
duo bringing years of experience 

and a passion for sharing their 
considerable know how with the 
next generation of organisers and 
activists. It was particularly touch-
ing to see one of these amazing 
women step down from the reins 
of the organisation this Pride mak-
ing space for new activists to get 
more involved.
  The events themselves were 
thoroughly enjoyable. This was 
my first NW Pride, and I went 
alone. I did know a number of 
people that were going, but only 
one of them well. This most cer-
tainly didn’t limit my enjoyment of 
everything. The spirit of family and 
community that runs through the 
program means people actively 
include newcomers in everything 
that is going on. The quiz and ka-
raoke on the Friday night provided 
a great icebreaker, and the dance 
floor was packed out all night. I 
managed to miss performances by 
Claudia Shifter, Lucy Lashes, Scar-
let Rose because I went out for 
dinner, but I am reliably informed 
that they were fantastic. At the end 
of the night it was a lot of fun to 
return to Pride village to be invited 
to flat parties galore to continue 
the revelry til dawn. Saturday was 
a lively and colourful affair. The 
sun was shining as we set off on 
our walk around Sligo – though 
in best Irish style it did rain on our 
parade towards the end. That 
said the rain most certainly didn’t 
dampen spirits – the afterparty at 
the Glasshouse was full of smiles, 
laughter and pictures from the 
parade on TV’s around the bar.
  I honestly didn’t believe that 

they could top Friday’s showing, 
but if anything Saturdays party 
was even better. There were more 
people, the venue provided some 
tasty finger food, the entertainment 
was divine, and of course we 
were all on a post parade high. 
Performances from The Lounge Liz-
ards and Tiwanda Faux-Knightley 
and MC Claudia Shifter spiced 
up the evening, and DJ Proud 
Mary played tracks so kickin’ that 
the dance floor overflowed most 
of the night. Back at the Pride 
village parties again lasted until 
dawn and I’m convinced some 
people just never went to bed!
  Sunday gave us the BBQ on 
the beach. Transport provided 
from the Pride village meant 
that those of us reliant on public 
transport could still attend, and 
the stop enroute for refreshments 
was appreciated by all. The 
weather provided something of 
a challenge, but veterans of Irish 
weather came through to prove 
that BBQing was still possible with 
intermittent spells of torrential rain. 
As the weather cleared the annual 
wellie throwing competition took 
place, and towards the end of the 
afternoon some people took to 
paddling as the tide came in.
  I for one came away from this 
weekend determined to share the 
experience with the people I am 
closest to. I will be back to North 
West Pride, I will be bringing 
people with me next year and, 
I hope, for years to come. It has 
been the highlight of this Pride 
season for me, I hope you check it 
out next year...
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Withdraw

The teenage lust of my brain
Slivers of nicotine withdrawal

Destroying every house of cards
The whispers of pack animals

They’re drawing me in

You bring out the leopard in me
You encourage coercion and self-destruction

Petty words you hear daily from my lips
Love for the other girl

I as your teammate and confidant

Your eyes draw me in and I quiver
Green like the bottom of a swamp

I am animalistic with my current actions
I am fearful of you from time to time
Without you I am shallow as before

			   Kitty Matthews

The Long Fight
You are my spine.
Rigid and unbreakable.
But yielding and gentle,
When you must be.
You will bend along with my curves,
Shielding us from iniquity.
A sensual guardian of
Love and honour.
You are diligent and dutiful.
I admire your work ethic.
I am in love with your ethics.

I stand straighter,
More assured in your presence.
I am fierce and unconquerable
in my convictions,
I will never fail you.
My eyes will burn 
with certainty and courage,
A complete faith and belief in you,
So that no fabrication of law and morality
Will ever dim the fires of your passion.
Will never encage you in your righteous anger.
I want to wrap you up and kiss away
 the cruelty of others to others.
We are others in ourselves, united in action.
A perpetual struggle to defend the integrity of life.
We do not worry.
We may stumble, we may fall,
But we will pick each other up, and carry on.

J.M Locke
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Suicide.  It’s one of those topics. 
One we like to avoid. In some 
ways we have heard a lot about  
it in our community recently, 
what with the deaths of a 
number of young people 
worldwide who had been subject 
to homophobic bullying. Most of 
the time, however, it is a silent, 
stigmatised and shameful thing. 
Left in the closet.
  I am probably not the best 
person to be writing this piece. 
Apart from a brief period 
wondering whether the world 
would be a better place without 
me in it as an adolescent, I 
haven’t been suicidal. A few 
people that I love, including 
family members and friends 
have contemplated or attempted 
suicide, but I don’t have any 
really direct experience. Still, I 
think this might be a topic so 
stigmatised that even people like 
me, people that don’t have the 
first hand knowledge, need to 
write about it so it can begin to 

come out of the shadows.
  I read a piece recently that 
made a profound point that I 
have never seen expressed so 
clearly, it’s this: “suicide is not 
chosen; it happens when pain 
exceeds resources for coping 
with pain”*. Its eloquent, elegant 
and simple. It seems to me it 
must also be right. The article 
goes on to suggest that in order 
to survive suicidal feelings one 
can either reduce the pain or 
increase the resources for coping 
with it. Those things are really 
hard to do. When your life is 
so hard that you want a pause 
button, or a way of opting out, I 
can’t begin to imagine how you 
find the emotional energy to find 
new ways to cope. Sometimes it’s 
even hard to remember to use 
the coping mechanisms that you 
have. Reducing the pain is also 
a task that can seem impossible. 
Whether that pain is a result of 
things going on in a person’s life, 
or physiological changes in their 

Myth Busting: 
					suicide    

brain chemistry, it’s a very real 
part of their world.
  At its heart, suicide is about 
pain. People that are suicidal or 
that kill themselves are not weak 
or selfish, they are just in a lot of 
pain and don’t have the resources 
to cope with it. Resources can 
include a support network, 
people they feel able to talk to, 
informed medical professionals, 
access to supportive mental 
health professionals and learned 
skills to deal with challenges. 
The problem is that as long 
as there is silence and stigma 

around suicide there will 
continue to be additional barriers 
to those individuals reaching out 
for help. Simply put, that means 
fewer of those people will find 
the additional resources they 
need to cope and more of them 
will die. We can change that by 
talking about suicide differently, 
by educating ourselves on what 
it is really about and by being 
available to listen. If you want to 
know more the resources below 
are a great place to start.

*http://www.metanoia.org/suicide/

Samaritans 
PHONE: 1850 609090  
(Northern Ireland PHONE: 08457 909090) 
Email: jo@samaritans.org  
Web: www.samaritans.org 
Providing  confidential, non-judgemental sup-
port, 24 hours a day for people experiencing 
feelings of distress or despair

Console Helpline 
FREEPHONE: 1800 201 890 
Web: www.console.ie
Supports and helps people bereaved through 
suicide. The Helpline offers a confidential 
listening service for people bereaved through 
suicide. 

Aware
Helpline PHONE: 1890 303302
Email support: www.aware.ie/emailSupport.
php
Support groups nationwide: www.aware.ie/
support.htm 
Supports those who are directly affected by 
depression.

GROW Infoline 
PHONE: 1890 474474
GROW is a mental health organisation which 
helps people who have suffered, or are suffer-
ing, from mental health problems.

Pieta House- Centre for the Preven-
tion of Self-Harm or Suicide
Web: www.pieta.ie
Email: mary@pieta.ie
Pieta House offers a specialised treatment pro-
gramme for people who have suicidal ideation 
or who participate in self-harming behaviours. 

Mental Health Ireland 
PHONE: 01 284 1166
Aims to promote positive mental health and to 
actively support persons with a mental illness, 
their families and carers by identifying their 
needs and advocating for their rights.

Myth: People that are suicidal or that kill themselves are weak or selfish.

	  by Sophie Gamwell
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Facebook? More like FAKEbook!

I have a pain in my face with Facebook: 
the constant stream of contrived, attention-
seeking statuses (which, although designed 
to impress or entertain, do neither); the 
competitive subtext of such statuses and 
comments; the barrage of pictures which 
are uploaded every Sunday morning, docu-
menting our nights out from the moment we 
step into a taxi until the minute we stumble 
home... has Facebook essentially become 
one big narcissistic playground?

Scrap playground, this social networking 
site reminds me of a housing estate full of 
rivalrous neighbours that spend their time 
bragging and trying to outdo each other. 
Yet instead of exchanging our carpets for 
pristine wood flooring or trading in our Fiat 
Punto for the latest BMW, our efforts to 
‘keep up with the Joneses’ involve RSVP’ing 
to multiple club events which take place on 
the same night (since when can one be at 
three places at the same time?), interrogat-
ing each other about weekend plans, boast-
ing about our social lives through our status 
updates and indulging in the serial upload-
ing of pictures from our nights out.

A few months ago, as I scrolled through a 
large photo album which documented one 
of my friends’ nights out, I began to doubt 
the truthfulness of her status which read - 
‘amazing nite last nite!’ Perhaps I just suck 
at multi – tasking, but I can’t see how any-
one who spends the majority of their night 
out posing and taking pictures can possibly 
have fun. This ‘Facebook Flash’ carry on 
as I like to call it is now a regular occur-
rence before and during any of our nights 
out - we are going out with Facebook at 
the forefront of our minds. Great for digital 
camera sales and for our profiles, but isn’t 
it fair to say that the quality of our nights 
out is suffering? Also, doesn’t it appear that 
the lack of a camera’s presence is now the 
equivalent to there being a lack of drink? 
Nights out are never the same anymore.

Speaking of pictures, there is one pic-
ture which reigns supreme in the eye of 
the Facebook user: the Profile Picture. In 
fact, this is so important that some of us 
are now opting to part with our limited 
amounts of cash in order to get our hands 
on some professionally taken photographs. 
Apparently, a profile picture of yourself on 
a night out (which must be changed every 
two weeks for fear of people thinking you 

are a recluse of course), surrounded with 
as many people as you can find in one club, 
downing a crate of drink, no longer suf-
fices. Am I the only person that thinks that 
this is ridiculous? Who do we think we are 
- ‘F list’ celebrities? And who are we ac-
tually trying to impress - a list of ‘friends’ 
who, if we needed a roof over our head in 
the mornings, would turn the other way to 
check their notifications?

Like school, or any place where people 
gather, a ‘hierarchy’ operates within each 
set of ‘friends’ on Facebook. Within each 
clique you will always find one person 
whose profile is viewed more than any oth-
er, whose status is constantly ‘liked’ and 
who has the greatest number of ‘friends’. 
Each of these ‘attributes’ only serve to 
make certain people exceptionally big-
headed. The result? The frequency of their 
status updates increase, as they appear to 
truly believe that people are waiting with 
bated breathe for their latest ‘witty’ mus-
ing (in some cases they are.) 

In the LGBT Facebook circle, Drag Queens 
are at the top end of the popularity stakes. 
I have heard people exclaim in delight be-
cause Regina George has accepted their 

friend request or commented on their sta-
tus. They feel as if this one comment some-
how reflects their level of popularity on the 
gay scene. Isn’t this a bit sad? Sure, the 
drag queens are awesome, but should we 
really be spending our Saturday nights wish-
ing them a safe trip home from the club they 
have just performed at in a desperate at-
tempt to be popular by association? 

On the other hand, the person whose sta-
tus is never liked, who hardly ever receives 
invitations to events or finds their chat icon 
refusing to light up is at the bottom of this 
hierarchy, and their attempts to rise up with-
in the ranks can, at times, be cringe-worthy, 
as are their artificial status updates, which 
are clearly a figment of their imagination de-
signed to spark the attention of others, can 
be painful to watch.

Having read the above, it won’t come as a 
surprise to you to hear that I deactivated 
my Facebook account some time ago. When 
I had completed the deactivation, Facebook 
reassured me that I could reactivate my 
account again at any time. Thanks, but no 
thanks, Facebook, you can well and truly 
LOG OFF.

keeping up appearances Kristine Allen

o32 \\B LT Magazine  June 2011// 33



Editors:
	 Adam McBride
	 Ariel Silvera
        	 Jenn Byrne
	
Creative Direction, Design:
	 Rosa Devine

Contributors:
	 Adam McBride
	 Aoife Fitzgibbon 	
		  O’Riordan
	 Ariel Silvera
	 Ellen
	 Kitty Matthews
	 Kristine Allen
	 Leslie Sherlock
	 Miss Clippin
	 Jenn Byrne
	 J. M. Locke
	 Sophie Gamwell
		
Graphic Contributors:
	 Emma Blake
	 Dave Dellow
	 Holly Burnard
	 James Brophy
	 Rosa Devine

Website:
	 Alanna Kelly
	 Rosa Devine

This is the artificial issue so I’m going to review 
something that comes promptly to my mind 
when I think of artificial. If you know me, you 
guessed it: SPACESHIPS. Or more accurately 
Science Fiction. (If you don’t like Science Fic-
tion, why not review your own favourite books 
and send them in to us as at editor@boltmaga-
zine.ie?)
  Ender’s Game is truly one of the great books 
of our time, a Science Fiction novel that leaves 
both its imagery and its last sentences echoing 
around the former hollowness of your skull,  
now filled with a greater understanding of 
humankind.
  I first read Ender’s Game in my mid-teens. 
Now, a decade later, I re-read my third copy hav-
ing willingly parted with the first two in order to 
share the mastery of Orson Scott Card’s words 
and thoughts with those I held dear. If only they 
knew how to return loans! But in the words of 
Sci-Fi legend Admiral William Adama: “It’s a 
gift. Never lend books”. I hope that they gained 
as much as I did from reading this novel.
Ender’s Game centres on the character of An-
drew ‘Ender’ Wiggin, a young boy-genius who is 
to become the greatest general in existence and 
the saviour of our world. At 6 years old Ender 
is sent to Battle School to begin his training 
in war games, strategy and leadership. Why so 
young? Because the Buggers, an evil, insectoid 
alien race, are threatening the human race with 
extinction and only this young boy, with his 
superior intelligence and command skills, can 
grow up to save the world. 

After all, surely the sacrifice of a child’s inno-
cence is worthwhile when it comes to the fate of 
the entire human race? This is the story of a lone 
child as he is twisted by adults to become the 
saviour they need, who is purposely deceived 
and psychologically tortured in the pursuit of a 
misguided higher purpose. Ender will mentally 
fight and rebel, winning each game at a greater 
cost to his innocence and to the sanctity of his 
childhood. The games Ender is forced to play 
will rule his life and the lives of those who train 
with him for many years and will leave their aw-
ful legacy for generations to come. This world of 
children’s games is in fact one that deals in the 
grim realities of life and death. These children 
are not at play, they are learning to be intelligent 
killers and the sweet boy that is Ender Wiggin 
will not be spared from the grinder.
  Ender’s Game is a book that explores how far 
human beings will manipulate each other to get 
what they want or what they think they need. 
It examines the ethics or lack thereof of those 
people in power and the effect of their decisions. 
  The main testament of this novel: War is  
no game.
  Ender’s Game, while being Science Fiction, 
is not a book limited to this genre and is wholly 
accessible to those who usually don’t read Sci-
ence Fiction. I say this as someone who prefers 
Sci-fi movies over Sci-fi books and Ender’s 
Game remains one of the only Science Fiction 
novels that I hold close to my heart.

Enjoy.

Ender’s Game 
		  by Orson Scott Card

Reviewed by Jenn Byrne

Have you reached this page perplexed, wondering 
what ever happened to the Local Issue? Wasn’t it 
supposed to be Issue 9?
    Yes, it was. But when we came to editing we 
found that we hadn’t all that many submissions which 
fulfilled the remit we set up for ourselves: 
“In Issue 9, we intend to bring the focus back to our 
communities in Ireland, giving special priority to people outside 
the well-documented, resource-rich urban areas of  Ireland. 
We are looking for people to talk about what it is like to be 
LGBTQ in their local region, their town, village or county. Is 
there a difference between your experiences in rural and urban 
areas in Ireland? What does ‘local’ mean to you? “
    We decided we could do one of  two things. (1) 
Produce the ‘Local’ issue anyway, we’ve had a few 
issues short on content and we can usually fill them 
up by asking around our writing friends; or (2) Push 
back the ‘Local’ issue, because what is the point 
of  producing an issue that’s supposed to be about 
experiences all over Ireland but in reality was written 
by a handful of  women in Dublin?
    We chose option two, lets do it properly rather 
than do it fast. We’re still taking submissions for the 
Local Issue - we’re thinking for the December issue, 
no. 11 - so please do send them into us.
    As always, we’d love to hear from you. 
The readers are the most important part of  this 
whole project. Feedback, good and bad, enquiries, 
submissions, anything at all - contact editor@
boltmagazine.ie about everything relating to the 
content of  BoLT magazine.

Don’t forget to check out our website!
 www.boltmagazine.ie
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Like what you see and hope to see more? The money 
to print BoLT comes entirely from donations and from 
subscribers. A subscription costs €5.00 for six months 
(3 issues) or  €10.00 for a year (6 issues) within Ireland 
and we will post each new issue to your address 
straight off the press in a plain envelope. Living outside 
of Ireland? No problem, a subscription  to BoLT from 
outside Ireland costs €15.00 a year (6 issues). You 
can subscribe on our website, or contact producer@
boltmagazine.ie for further details.


