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The Temple Bar Gallery + Studios Writing
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writing about art by inviting Irish authors to
create a series of pieces inspired by the
exhibitions at Temple Bar Gallery + Studios.
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(2018), Annemarie Ni Churreain (2019), and
lan Maleney (2020), Nicole Flattery (2021),
Thomas Morris (2022), Padraig Regan (2023),
Nidhi Zak/Aria Eipe (2024).
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Written in response to Frank Sweeney, Go Ye Afar



For Hire

Sometimes it’s as though the cab is each of theirs
in turn, like you've clambered into their backseat

instead of the reverse. Rides pass in sequence,
like a train: one body moving carriage to carriage,

the air in each a different texture. On long nights,
it feels like there are systems, variables to this.

Axes. One measures consideration, you think—
how much you're invited into co-curating texture.

Another is involvement—you can be involved
without being considered, the conversation

riffing on your name or skin or history, whatever
thought the sight or sound of you stirs up in them.

| visited once. | remember tattered shoes
and desperation. We were there to liberate.

It's not always disagreeable. There are nights
the hood is a ship’s prow, an airplane’s nose,

a time machine—the journey held aloft
by both (or all) of you, something warm

and earnest in the currents of the filtered
air. There are nights you don't mind

the paradox: you can steer the taxi,
can’t always control where it goes.



